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, ‘ AN. :
ACCOUNT
OF THE

LIFE axp WRITINGS
OF THE

A UTH O R.

» in Devonfbire, and educated at the free-
fchool there, under Mr. William Rayxer, the mafter,
who was well qualified to give him a juft tafte of claf-
fical learning. Being defcended of an ancient family,
whofe eftate was greatly impaired, his friends thought

: zroper to place him in a way of improving his fortune
trade. In this defign he was put apprentice to a
filk mercer in Eondon. But this flation not fuiting his
liberal fpirit, he began to fhew his difguft to a fhop,
almoft from his firft entrance therein ; and giving little
attendance, and lefs attention to the bufinefs, he in
a few years procured a releaft upon eafy terms, and.
took a fina} leave of his mafter. Having thus honour-
ably got free from all reftraint, he followed the bent
of his genius, and foon gave the public fome admir-
;ble proofs of the charaéter for which he was formed-
y nature ; writing his Rural Sports, & icy -
«which he a‘dd:)eyfs’d to h%r. Pope. ? g

- T R. .‘OHN G AY was born at or near Barm
M4

Thefe firft fpecimens of his poetical talents, added"
to the fweetnefs of his temper, and an almoft unex-
ampled fimplicity of manners, immediately procured
him the eftecm and affe@ion of his brother poets ; and
: A3 particulasly

\
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, ( 6 ) .
particularly endeared him to Mr. Pope, who was of
the fame age with him. In the fociety of fuch friends
he pafled a few years, cultivating his mufe in that
kind of improvident indolence and independency,
which alone could make him perfe&tly happy. But
his tafte of life being too elegant for. his fostune, he
gladly accepted an oér made him in 1712, of living
with the dachefs of Monmouth, as her fecretary., This
fituation fet him at full leifure to indulge 'his poetic
vein ; and the year following he compofed his Shep-
berd’s Week, and publifi’d 1t, with a dedication to
lord Bolingbroke, in 1714. The fame year he refign’d
his- poft under the duchefs, being appointed to attend
the eart of Clarendon, in the like charadter, on an
embafly from queen Anne, to the court of Hanover.

The, queen’s death put an end to all his towering
hopes : ‘however, upon his return home, he was re-
ceiv’d with the warmeft welcome, by his friend b;fore-
mention’d ; who adviled him to pufh the advantage
which his laft employ had given him, of being per-
fonally known to the new fovereign, and his famiiy.
Accordingly he foon after took the opportupity of make-

ing his court to the princefs of #ales, afterwardsqueen

Caroline, on the arrival of her royal highnefs in Enge
land. This compliment was well received, and our au
thor’s farce, call’d The What d’ve Call it, being brought
on the ftage before the end of the feafon, both their
royal highnefles honoured it with their prefence. The
very kind reception he met with from perdons of the
firft diftin@ion at this time, fil’d him with hopes of
more fubftantial favours ; and the failure of thefe made
too deep an impreflion upon his tender ‘nature, which
upon that account was but ill-fuited to the wavering
flate of a flender fortune. To divert this melancholy,
Mr. Pulteney took our author with him to Jix, in
France, in the year 1717, and the following year, )
he was invited by lord Harcourt to his feat in Ox-

Sordftire.

In 1720, he publithed his poems, in quarto, by
fubfcription, ‘with good fuccefs ; but this was pre~

fently .




7).
fently damp’d, by the lofles that befel kim-if- the ftocks
that remarkable year ; fo- that by degrees, he fell'into
fuch an utter defpondency, as being-attended with
the cholic, brought his life in danger. In this un-
happy fituation he removed, for the bemefit of ‘the
air, in 1722, to Hampflead. Recovering from this
diforder, in 1724, he nnifhed his tragedy, call’d 7%e
Captives ; and having the honour of reading it to
her royal highnefs the princefs of Wales, he was far-
ther encouraged to write a fet of Fables in verfe, for
the ufe of the late duke of Cuméerland: thefe he pub-
lith’d in 1726, with a fuitable dedication to -that
Pprince, who was then very young. :

Upon the acceflion of his late majefty to the
crown, the following year, in fewling the queen’s
houthold, the poft of gentleman ufher to-the princefs
Louifa was mark’d out for Mr. Gay ; but he declin’d
the offer, ag unworthy of him: and being much dii-
fatisfied at not being better provided for, th: follow=
ing copy of verfes were foon after handed about in
manufcript, which having never been printed, are here
prefented to the reader.

A mother who vatt pleafure finds,
In forming of her children’s minds ;
In midft of whom with vaft delight,
She pafled many a winter’s night ;
"Mingles in every play, to ﬁng
What bias nature gave the tnind ;
" . Refolving thefice to take her aim,
To guide them to the realms of fame3j
Amf wifely make thofe realms their way
. 'To thofe of everlafting day ;
Each boift’rous paffion the’d controul,
And early humanife the foul,
The nob{eft notions would infpire,
As they were fitting by the fire ;
Her oftspring, conicious of  her care,
Tranfported hung around her chair.
Of Scripture heroes would fhe tell,
Whofg names they’d lifp, ere they could fpell ; .
Ag
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Then the delighted mother fmiles,
And fhews the ftory in the tiles.
At other times her themes would be,
The fages of antiquity ;
Who left a glorious name behind,
By being bleflings to their kind :
Again the’d take a nobie fcope,
And tell of 4ddifon and Pope. -

’
This hapfpy mother met one day,
A book of fables writ by Gay;

And told her children, Here’s a treafure,
A fund of wifdom, and of pleafure,
_Such decency ! fuch elegance !

Such morals, fuch exalted fenfe !

_Well has the poet found the art,

'To raife the mind, and mend the heart.
Her favourite boy the author feiz’d,

And as be read, feem’d highly pleas’d 3
Made fuch reflettions every page,

The mother thought above his age :
Delighted read;- but fearce was able

To finith the concluding fable.

‘What ails my child ? the mother cries,
Whofe forrows now have fill’d your eyes ?
Oh! dear mamma, can he want friends,
‘Who writes for fuchrexalted ends,
Oh! bafe degenerate human kind,

Had I a fortune to my mind,

Shou.d Gay complain ? but now alas,
Through what a world am I to pafs !
‘Where friendfhip’s but an empty name,
And merit’s fcarcely paid in fame,

Refolv’d to lull his woes to reft,
She told him he fhould hope the beft ;
That who inftruct the royal race,
Can’t fail of fome diftinguifh’d place.
Mamma, if you were queen, fays he,
And fuch a book was writ for me ;
I know ’tis fo much to your tafte, ,
That Gay would keep his coach at leatt.
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My child, what you fuppofeis true,. . . .,
I fee its excellence in you ; ”,
- Poets whofe writings mend the mind,
‘A noble recompence fhould find : ,
ButI am barr’d by fortune’s frowns,.
From the beft: privilege of crowns ;
"The glorious godlike power to blefs,-
And raife up meritin diftrefs.

" But'dear mamma,. I'lopgto know,. ..
“Were that the cafe, what you’d beftows:.
What I'd beftow, fays the, my dear,
Atleaft five hundred pounds a yean

The famous- Beggar’s Qpera- appeared upon. the
flage early. in the enfuing feafon ; and-was received’
with greater applaufe than was ever known : befjdGSr
being afed in Lendon 63 nights without interruption,.
and renewed the next feafon with equal applaufe, it

- fpread into all the great towns of Exgland; was play’d
in many places . to the 3cth and 4oth time; and at:
Bathand Briffol 50 times..

The ladies carried about with them the favourite:
fongs of it in fans, and houfes were furnifh’d with
it in fcreens. The fame of it was not confined to .the:
author only.. The perfon who afted Polly, ’tiil then
abicuse; -became all at once the favourite of the town ;
her piQures were engraved, and fold in great num-
bers ;. her life written ; books of letters and verfes
to: her. publithed, and pamphlets made. even of her
fagings and jefts... Fusthermore, it drove out of Eng-
land, for that feafon, the Italian opera, which had.
carried all ‘before it for feveral years. Dr. Sawift attri-
butes - this unprecedented, and almoft incredible fuc-
cefs, to a peculiar merit in the’ performance ; wherein.
what we call the point.of humour is exaltly hit: a
point,.he obferves, which whoever can ' rightly touch,
will never fail of pleafing a great majority ; ahd which
in its perfe®ion, is allowed to be much preferable .
to wit, if it be not rather the moft ufeful and agreeable
fpecies of it.

As
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The unparalieled fuorefs of: thatr piece induced him,
in- 1729, to write a fecond part, cal’d Polly; the
reprefentation of which on the ftage, being forbid -
by the lord chamberlain, our author thought proper
to print it by fubfcription, 'in quarto ; . and the
advantage he made of it, that way, was deem’d a fuf-
“ficient ballance for any fuppofed damage from the
prohibition, efpecially as he was taken immediately
into the prote&tion of the duke and duchefs of Queen/~
berry, who made his cafe their. own, and ufed him
with an uncammon degree of kindnefs, ‘

But all thefe extraordinary favours wese not able
entirely to remove a certain painful fenfe of his ill
fortune at court. In a little time he relapfed into
his old diftemper, the cholic; after which he lived,
or rather languithed the remainder of his days, undes
an incurable dejeition of fpirits, refiding moftly at
Amefbury, a feat of his noble patrons, near Stoncbenge,
upon ‘Salifbury plain ; in fo fweet a retirement, he
was .not, without fome chearful intervals, which he
fill enjoyed in the company -of his mufe. In the
winter feafons he came with the family to London,
and was attheis houfelin Burlingtbn-Gardens, when he
was fuddénly feized.witha violent inflammatory fever;:
which:in three. days put «a peried to his life, .on the:
4th of December, 17325 and his body was interred,
on the 23d of the fame month, in Weftminfer. Abbey,
the: pall .being fupported by the. eanl of Cheferficld,.
lerd vifccunt. .Corngwj;a'ahd honourable, Mr. Berileyyi
general Dormer; Mr. Gore, apd Mr. Bapa; the fer-:
vice being perfesmed: by the deian, -the.choir attendinigs}

. RIS B WL Snl et M

An elegaht monument is-fincesiere@ed to his -mes;
mory, with the following igfcription;- written by
Mr. Pope. - : o N R
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Of manners gentle, of affeGionsmild,
In wit a man, fimplicity a child;
Above temptation in a low eftate, |
And uncorrupted e’en among the great.
"A fafe companian, and an eafy friend,
Unblam’d through life, lamented in thy end =
_+ 'Thefe are thy honours ! not that here thy buft
Is mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy duft ;
But that the worthy and the good fhall fay,
Striking their penfive bofoms Here lies GAY

Here lie the afhes of Mr. Joun Gay,
The warmeft friend ;
The moft benevolent man :
Who maintained
Independency
In low circumftances of fortune;
Integrity
In the midft of a corrupt age;
And that equal ferenity of mind,
Which confcious goodnefs alone can give,
Through the whole courfe of his life.

. Favourite of the Mufes,
He was led by them to every elegant art;
Refin’d in tafte,

And fraught with graces all his own:
In various kinds of poetry
Superior to mary,

Inferior to none,

His works continue to infpire
What his example taught,
Contempt of folly, however adorn’d ;

- Deteftation of vice, however dignified 3

Reverence of virtue, however diigraced.

Charles and Catherine, duke and duchefs of Queenf~
“Berry, .who loved this excellent man liviny, and jcziet
« him dead ; have caufed this monument to be excéicd

t0 his memory., ’

A6
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Mr. Gay died inteftate, fo that his fortune fell,
. as he defired it fhould, to his two widow fiters. The
week before his death, he gave the play-houfe his
opera, call’d Achilles, which was a&ed foon after
with great applaufe. He left behind him a comedy,
call’d Tbe Diftre/s’d Wife ; the fecond edition of which
was printed in 1750 ; and a humorous farce, call’d
Tbe Rebearfal at Gotham ; both which are printed at
the end of this volume,
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TO
HER ROYAL HIGHNESS
THE

PR.INUC CESS.

Mabam,. ' E

\ HE honour I received from Your
- RovaL HiGHNESS, inbeing per-
mitted to read this play to you before it
was a&ed, made me more happy than
any other fuccefs that could have hap-
pened to me. If it had the good for- .

- tune‘tp-gain Yowr RovaL HiGHNEss’s
approbation, I have been often reflecting

. to what to impute it, and I think, it
~ muft have been the Cataftrophe of the
' ' fable,



. DEDICATION.

fable, the rewarding virtue; and the re-
Lieving the diftrefled : For that could not
fail to give you fome.pleafure in fiction,
which, it is plain, gives you the greateft
. in reality ; or eife Your RoyaL HicH-
NEss would not (as you always have:
done) make it your daily pra&ice..

L am,.
MADAM,
Your Royal Highnefs's:
moft dutiful’

and moft.liumbly devoted Servant;,

JOHN GAY.



PROLOGUE.

SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS.

1 Wi fome author, carelefs of remown,
Would avithout formal prologue rifgue the town.
For avbat is told you by this ufelefs ditty ?”
Onrly that tragedy foould moveyour pity :
* That when you fee theatric beroes foown,
L heir virtues you fhould frive to make your owm.
What gain we by this folemn way of teaching ?
Oour precepts mend your lives no more than preackings
Since then our Bard declines this beaten path;
What if we lafh’d the critics into wrath ?
Poets fhould ne’er be drones ; mean, barmlefs things;
But guard, like beesy their labours &y their flings.
That mortal fure muft 4l ambitjen fmotber,
Whi dares not burt ofie man to pleafe another.
What, fink a joke! That's but a mere pretence
He fbows moff avit, who gives the moft offence.
But flill our fqueamify autlm' Jatire loaths,
As children, phyfic; or as wwomen, oaths.
He knowus be's at the bar, and muft fubmit 3
For ev’ry man is born a judge of wit.
How can you err 2 Plays are like paintings try’d}
You firf} enquire the band, and then decide :
Yet judge bim not before the curtain draws,
Left a fair bmrmg Jhould reverfe the caufe.



Pramatis Perfonz.

M E N.
Phraortes, Mr. Wilk.
Sophernes, Mr, Booth.

" Hydarnes, . Mr. Mills,
Araxes, Mr. Wilkiams.
Qrbafius, Mr, Bridgesvater,
Masi.

Confpirators.

-WOMEN,
Aftarbe, ' Mrs, Porter.
Captive, Mrs. Oldfield.

‘Dorafpe, Mrs. Campbell.
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" HYDARNES, CONSPIRATORS:
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'The king to day the holy hill afcends,
Aud proftrate falls before the rifing fun.
1£# Con/p. The fun fhall rife, but rife to him no more.
For as he pafies from the royal chamber
‘This ftrikes him home.
2d Confp. Let each man give him death.
‘We cannet be too fure.
‘Hyd. Revenge is mine.
By him my father fell, by him my brothers ;
They fail’d, they perifh’d in the great defign :
Succefs and vengeance are referv’g for me.
My father led the Median hofts to battle,
And all the hofts of Media fung his triumphs.
1 Con/p, The people’s hearts were his.
Hyd. The people faw .
His royal virtues. He, to pleafe his country,
Grafp’d at the fceptre which Pbraortes holds.
For this he fuffer’d ignominious death :
His houfe was raz’d ; my brave, unhappy brothers.
Fell in his ruin ; I alone efcap’d ;
In banifhment I've figh’d whole years away,
Unknown, forgot.—But now, even in his glory,
Now, while he leads the Perfian ﬁrinces captive,
And overflows whole nations with his armies,
Pl ftab him to the heart. :
2d Confp. What found was that ? :
1 ﬁng/]». Lights pafs acrofs the rooms, and hafig
: eps . : :
“Move to the king’s apartment. Sleep is fled,
And all the pelaee lives ; Pbraortes wakes.
~ 2d Confp. Hufh! hark again !
17 Con/p. ‘The eechoes of the night
Catch ev’ry whifper,
2d Con/p. Some have overheard us. .
I,[Z'C}::ﬂ. It muft be fo. ‘The guards have took th*
alarm. ' "
Our lives, (what’s worfe). our-enterprize is loft !
zd Con/p. Retreat, my friends ; let us referve ourfelves
For fome more profp’rous hour. .
Hyd. You raife up phantoms, .
. "Then ftart at them yourfelves, Some fickly qualm
Has wak’d the king too foon, Hence {pring your-fears,,
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Henoe grows this mean furprize. Are thefe your boafts ?
Danger but whets the edge of refolution,
And at each noife I grafp my dagger fafter.
Is every thing difpos’d to give th’ alarm
Among the Perfian captives? Hope of freedom
Will arm them on our fide.
1# Con/p. Were the blow ftruck,
The reft would follow.

Hyd. See a gleam of light -
Darts from the king’s apartment. Man fyour hearts,
Be firm, beready. Let not trembling fear
Mifguide your aim; let ev’ry wound be mortal. ]

1£ Conjp. This way and that way danger prefles

near us,
Where fhall we fly ? The tread of nimble feet
Hurries from room to room, and all the palace
Swarms as at noon.
. 2d Conjp. Let us confult our fafety.

1 Confp. To flay and to be taken is defpair;
And what’s defpair? but poor, mean cowardice.
By, timely caution heroes are preferv’d
For glorious enterprize, and mighty kingdoms
Are levell’d with the duft,

Hyd., Withdraw yourfelves. .

Be l{{ll, and liften.” Thefe will beft inform us
If fill it may be done ; or if the blow :
Muft be deferr’d.  But huth, they come upon us,’

Enter Orbafius, Araxes, at oae door; to Magi ar the
othery fervants avith lights. Hydarnes and
Confpirators Jiftning. : -
Jrla. lZJVhence come ye, rev'rend fathers ; why thefe
ooks
Of terror and amaze? why gaze ye back
As if the firides of Death ftalk’d clofe behind you?
1f Mag. The king ev’n at this folemn hour of night
Sent privately to call us to his prefence.
Ye Gods preferve him!
Ara. Why this wild confufion? = _
In ev’ry pafling face I read fufpicion,
an le croffing the fage,
- And haggard fear. Has ficknefs feiz’d the king,
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. And groans he with the lateft pang of death?
Speak forth your terrors. ;
2d Mag. May Phraortes live! '
Oréa. Tell us the cauvfe, If violenee or treachery, -
Our duty 'bids us interpofe our lives
Between the king and death. O heaven, defend him !
1# Mag. The king, difturb’d by vifionary dreams,
Bade the moft learn’d magicians ftand before him.
We ftood before the king ; and the king trembled
. While he declar’d his dream ; and thus I'fpoke :
¢ O may the great Pbraortes live for ever! -
¢ Avert the dire prefages of the dream ! ’
¢ This night the Gods have warn’d thee to beware
¢ Of deep-laid treafons, ripe for execution ;
¢ Aflaflination lurks within the palace, .
¢ And murder grafps the dagger for the blow.
¢ If the king truft his fteps beyond his chatnber, -
¢ I fee him bleed! I hear his dying groan !
¢ Qbey the voice of Heaven. .
2d Mag. The kiug is wife ; -
And therefore to the will of Heaven affented ;
Nor will ke truft his life, a nation’s fafety, -
From'out the royal chamber. See the dawn
Breaks in the Eatt, and calls us to devotion. '
It is not man, but ’tis the Gods he fears. [Ex. Magi.
Hyd. Let’s quit the palace while retreat is fafe.
The deed muft bedeferr’d. Revenge, be calm.
This day is his, to-morrow fhall be ours.
[Ex. Confpiratorson one fide. Enter guardson the other,
Orba. -See that each centinel is on ftri¢t watch. .
Let all the guards be doubled ; bar the gates,
Fhat not a man . pafs forth without obfervance.
) . [Ex. a party of foldiers.
Go you ; and with.the utmoft vigilance
Searth ev’ry room ; for treafon lies in wais.
- [Ex. a party of foldiers,
Ara. Divide yourfelves this inftant o’er the palace,
Think Media is in danger; and remember
That he who takes a traytor, faves the king.
‘ : ' [Bxeunt foldiers.
.Orda. "Whence can thefe dangers threaten ?
- Ara. From.the Perfrans. ' o
Captivity’s a yoke that galls the fhoulders

e .
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Of new-made flaves, and makes them bold and refty,
He that is born in chains may tamely bear them;
~ But he that once has breath’d the ir of freedom,
» Knows life is nothing when depriv'd of that.
Our lord the king has made a people flaves,
And ev'ry flave is virtuoudly rebellious.
I fear the Perfian prince. . ‘
Orba. ‘You injure him,
X know him, have convers'd with him whole days, .
And ev’ry day I ftronger grew ih virtue.
Load not th* unhappy with unjuft fufpition ;
Adverfity ne’er fhakes the heart of honour :
He who is found a villain in diftrefs,
‘Was never virtuous.
Ara. Who fafpe&ts his virtue ?
*Tis not difhoaett to demand our right;
And freedom is the property of man, - -
Orba. That glorious day when Perfia was fubdu’d,
Sophernes fought amidft a hoft of foes,
Difdaining to furvive his country’s fate : -
When the whole torrent of the war rufh’d o,
Phraortes interpos’d his fhield, and fav’d him.
And canft thou thiok this brave, this gen’rous prince
Would ftab the man to whom he owes. his life ?
Ara. Whoevemis, muft feel himfelf, a flave,
And ’tis worth ftruggling to thake off his chains.
Orba. But gratitude has cool’d his foul to patience.
Ingratitude’s a crime the Perfians hate ;
Their laws are wife, and punith it with death.

Enter Guards awith Sophernes.

Ara. Behold, Orbafius ; have I wrong’d your friend 2

Behold a flave oblig’d by gratitude

‘To wear his chains with patience!| 'This is he

Phraortes hortaurs with his royal favours !

This is the man that I accus’d unjuttly !

Soldiers, advance, and bring the prifoner near us.
Soph. Why am I thus infulted ? why this force ?

If ’tis a crime to be unfortunate,

I well deferve this ufage.
Ara. ’Tis our duty. :

"If you are innocent, let juftice clear you.

4



24 THE CAPTIVES;

Orbafius, to your charge I leave the prince ;
Mean while I'll fearch the palace. On this inflant
Perhaps the fafety of the king depends.
Come, foldiers, there ate others to be taken,
Mine be that care. I’ll bring them face to face,
‘When each man confcious of the other’s crime,
Shall in his guilty look confefs his own.
Guard him with ftri&nefs, as you prize your life,
Exit Araxes,
Orba, Keep off a while, and leave us to ourfelves.
" [ Guards retire to the batk part of the flage.
* Y own, I think this rath {ufpicion wrongs you ;
For murder is the mean'revenge of cowards,
And you are brave.
Soph. By whom am I accus’d ?
Let him ftand forth. Of murder, murder fay you?
Bear I the marks of an abandon’d wretch ?
How little man can fearch the heart of man !
Orba. Our priefts are train’d up fpies by education ; '
‘They pry into the fecrets of the ftate, ’
And then, by way of prophecy, reveal them :
*Tis by fuch artifice tfcy vern kings.
The laft night’s ramour of confpiracy
Form’d the king’s dream, and from that very rumour
They venture to {peak out, what we but whifper’d.
?Twas they that call’d us to this early watch,
>Twas they inform’d us that affaflination
Lies hid, ev’n now, within the palace walls,
.And we but execute the king’s command
In feizing all we find.
Sopb. Itis your duty,
And I fubmit. You cannot be too watchful
To guard the life of fuch a worthy pringe.
I faw his prowefs in the rage of battle,
1 found his mercy in the fluth of conqueft.
Do not I fhare his palace, though a captive ?
What can fet limits to his gen’rous foul,
Or clofe his lib’ral hand ? Am I a viper,
To fting the man that warms me in his bofom ?
Orba. Why is power given into the hands of kings,
But to diftinguifh virtue and proteét it?
If then Phraortes loves and honours you,

- ’
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‘Why feek you thus to nourifh your misfortumes
With midnight walks and penfive folitude ?

Soph. To lofe the pomp and glories of a crown,
Is not a circumftance fo foon fergot!
But I have humbled me to this afi&ion.
To lead the flower of Perfia forth to battle,
And meet with overthrow and foul defeat,
Is no {uch trifie in a foldier’s breaft !
But I fubmit ; for ’tis the will of Heaven.
To fce a father bleed amidft the carnage, -
Maft touch the heart of filial piety.
‘Why was his lot not mine ? His fall was glorious,
"To fee my brave, but now unhappy people
Bow down their necks in fhameful fervitude,
Is-not a fpe&acle of flight compaffion.
All thefe calamities I have fubdu’d,
But——my dear wife! Cylene !

Orba. Still there’s hope.
Can you fupport the load of real ills,
-And fink beneath imaginary forrows?
Perhaps fhe ftill may live.

Soph. Had I that hope,
"Twou’d banifh from my heart all other cares.
Perhaps fhe ftill - may live ! no: ’tis impofiible.
When ftorms of arrows clatter’d on our fhields,
Love arm’d her breaft, and where I led, the follow’d3
Then vi&’ry broke our ranks, and like a torrent
Bore my Cylene from my fight for ever.,
But fay, fhe did furvive that fatal day-
Was fhe not then the {poil of fome rude foldier,
Whofe blood was riotous and hot with conqueft?
~—Who can gaze on her beauty and refift it!
Methinks I fee her now, ev’n now before me,
‘The hand of luft is tangled in her hair
-And drags her to his arms : —
T fee her fnatch the dagger from his grafp,
And refolutely plunge 1t in her bofom. - :

Orba. Yet think fhe 'may have found a milder fate.
All foldiers are not of that favage temper; :
‘May fhe not chance to be fome brave man’s captive ¢
And valour ever lov’d to fhield diftrefs.

Sgpb. Can I think thus ? I cannot be fo happy -

]

.
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Orba. Is fill the king a ftranger to this forrow,
That day and night lies rankling in your breaft ?
Soph. A grateful heart is all I’ve left to pay him.
Phraortes is as liberal as Heaven,
And daily pours new benefits upon me.
Laft night he led me to the royal garden,
(His talk all bent to foften my misfortunes)
Like a fond friend he grew inquifitive,
And drew the ftory from me.
Orba. All his heart
Is turn’d to your relief. What further happen’d ?
Sopb. The king was mov’d, and ftraight fent forth
commands
"That all the female captives of his triumph
Should ftand before his prefence. Thus (fays he)
Unhappy prince, I may retrieve your peace,
And give Cylene to your arms again.
O fource of light! O Sun, whofe piercing eye
Views all below on earth, in fea or air;
‘Who-at one glance can comprehend the globe,
Who ev’ry where art prefent, point me out
Where my Cylene mourns heg bitter bondage ;
If fhe yet live ! .
Orba. Why will you fear the worft ?
Why feek you to anticipate misfortune ?
‘The king commands. Obedience on fwift wing
Flies through his whole dominions to redre(s you ;
From hence you foon will learn what chance befell her.
’Tis foon enough to feel our adverfe fortune
When there’s no room for hope. 'This laft diftrefs
I know muft move the king to tend’reft pity.
Soph. He dwelt on ev’ry little circumitance,
And as I talk’d, he figh’d.
- Orba. It reach’d his heart, -
A tale of love is fuel to a lover. ,
Pbraortes dotes with fuch excefs of fondpefs,
All his purfuits are loft in that of love. :
Aftarbe fuffers him to hold the fceptre,
But fhe dirc&@s his hand which way to poiat.
"The king’s decrees were firm and abfolute,
Not the whole carth’s sonfederate powsss conld fhake
em ; :
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But now a frown, a {mile, from fair 4farée,
. Renders them light as air.

-Sopb. If you have lovid, ‘
' You cannot think this fir.nge. -

Orba. Yet this {fame woman,
To whom the king has given up all himfelf,
Can fcarce prevail upon her haughty temper -
To fhow diflembled love. She loves his power,
She loves his treafures ; but fhe loaths hts perfon :
Thus ev’ry day he buys difimulation.
‘Whene’er a woman knows you in her power,
She never fails to ufe it.

Soph. That's a fure proof :
Of cold indifference and fixt diflike,

In love both parties have the power to govern,
But neither claims it. Love is all compliance.
Aftarbe feem’d to me of gentleft manners,

A tender foftnefs languifth’d in her eyes,

Her voice, her words, befpoke an eafy temper.
T thought I fcarce had ever feen till then
Such beauty and humility together.

'Oréa. How beauty can mif-lead and cheat our reafon !
- “The queen knows all the ways to ufe her charms
_ In their full force, and Media feels their power.

W hoever dares difpute her hourly will,

‘Wakens a bufy fury in her bofom.

Suare, never love exerted greater fway ;

For her he breaks through all the regal cuftoms,
For fhe is not confin’d like former queens,

But with controling power enjoys full freedom.

1 am to blame, to talk upon this fubje&.

Soph. My innocence had made me quite forget
That I'm your prifoner. Load me with diftrefles,
'They better fuit my ftate. I’ve loft my kingdom,
A palace ill befits me. I’m a captive, '
And captives fhould wear chains. My fellow foldiers
Now pine in dungeous, and are gall’d with irons,
And I the caufe of all! Why live I thus
Amidft the pomp and honours of a court ?

Why breathe 1 morn and ev’n in fragrant bowers ?
Why am-I fuffer’d’to behold the day ?
For I ant loft to-ev’ry fenl]'c; of pleafure.

2
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Give me a dungeon, give me chains and darknefs 3
Nor courts, nor fragrant bowers, nor air, nor day-light
Give me one glimpfe of joy——O loft Cyplene !

Orba. Misfortunes are the common lot of man,
And each man has his fhare of diff’rent kinds :-
He who has learat to bear them bett is happieft.
But fee, Araxes comes with guards and prifoners.

Enter Araxes, Hydarnes, Confpirators, awith géard’:.

Arax.Behold your leadar, Where are now your hopes
SR [To the Conjpirators.
Of murd’ring kings and over-turning nations ? ;
:See with what ftedfaft eyes they gaze wpon him,
"As thinking him the man that has betray’d them.
Angry fufpicion frowns on ev’ry brow ;
"They know their guilt, and each miftrufts the other,
‘We feiz’d them in th’ attempt to make efcape,
All arm’d, all defperate, all of them unknown,
And ev’ry one is obftinately dumb. [To Orba.
i charge you, fpeak. Know you that prifoner there ?
Ay, view him well. Confefs, and merit grace.
What, not a word ! 'Will you accept of life? [70o Hyd.
Speak, and ’tis granted. ‘Tortures fhall compel you.
‘Will you, or you, or you, or any of you?
¥What, all refolv’d on dcath ! Bring forth the chains.
[Exit foldier.
Orba. Be not too rafh, nor treat the prince too
roughly.
He may be innocent.
Arax. You are too partial.
1 know my duty. Juftice treats alike
Thofe who alike offend, without regard
‘To dignity or office. Bring the chains, -
. [Enter faldiers with chains.
Orba. This over zeal perhaps may give offence,
The prince is treated like no common {lave.
Phraortes ftrives to leflen his afli&ion,
Nor would he add a figh to his diftrefles :
Aftairbe too will talk to him whole hours,
With all the tendér manners of her fex,
To thorten the loag tedious days of bondage.
I’ll be his guard. - My life thall anfwer for-him.
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Ara. My life muft anfwer for him. He’s my charge,
And this is not a time for courtefy. N
Are you ftill refohunte and bent on death? e
[To the Confpirators,
Once more. I offer mercy. When the torture
Cracks all your finews and disjoints your bones,
And death grins on you, arm’d with all his terrors,
*Twill loofe your ftubborn tongue. Know ye this man ?
Hyd. We know him not; nor why we wear thefe
chains.
We atk no mercy, but appeal to juftice.
Now you know all we know : lead to our dungeons.
[Ex. Hyd. and Confpirators, guarded.
Orba. How have you wrong’d the prince! thefe:
- fhameful irons
‘Should not difgrace the hands of innocence.
Let’s fet him free,
Ara. This is all artifice,
'To et their leader *fcape. Guards, take him' hence,.
- And let him be confin’d till further ordets. |
. Soph. Who fhal plead for me in a foreign land ! -
My words will find no faith ; for ’'m a ftranger:
And who holds friendfhip with adverfity ?
So fate may do its worft. I’m tir’d of life:
. [ Bxit, guarded..
Ara. I’ve done my duty,. and I’ve done no more.-
‘Why wear you that'concern upon your brow ?
It mifbecomes you in this time of joy.
Straight let us to the-king, and learn his pleafure,
Juttice is ours, but mercy’s lodg’d in him.
Orba. 1 never can believe the prince fo vile
T'o mix with common murderers and aflaffins..
" X think him virtuous, and I fhare his fuff ’rings,
All generous fouls muft ftrong rela&ance find,
In heaping forrows on th’ afflited mind, [ Bweunts.

B 3.
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ACT I
v SCENE, Tbe Queen's Apartment.

ASTARBE.

O W expe&tation can prolong an hour,

And make it feem a day ! a tedious day !
What not yet come ! the wonted hour is paft:
In vain I turn my eye from walk to walk,
Sophernes is not there.—Here, every morn
I watch his penfive fteps along the garden),
And gaze and wifh till [ am loft in love !
_What not yet come! But hark! methinks I hear
The found of feet! How my heart pants and flutters !
No. ’Twas the wind that fhook yon cyprefs boughs.
Where are my views of .wealth, of power, of ftate ?

[Rifes.

They’re blotted from my mind. I've loft ambition. -
O love, thou haft me all. My dreams, my thoughts,
My every wifh is center’d in Sopbernes.
Hence, Shame, thou rigid tyrant of our fex,
I throw thee off —and I’ll avow my paflion.
Dorajpe. I can bear to think no longer. [Sits again.

Enter Dorafpe. .

Dor. Why fits the queen thus overcaft with thought ?
Is majefty all plac’d in outward pomp ?
Is it a queen, to have fuperior cares ?
And toexcell in forrows and diftreffes ?
*Tis in your power. to have fuperior pleafures, -
And feel yourfelf a queen,
Aft. This-mighty empire
I know I do command, and him that rules it.
That was a pleafure once, but now ’tis paft !
To you alone I have difclos’d my heart.
* I know you faithful.
Dor. What avails my fervice ?
Can I redrefs you? can I calm your mind ?
42, Thou know’ft, Dorafpe, amidit all this power, -
That 'm a flave, the very worlt of flaves. -~

!
1
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The yoke of bondage, and the dungeon’s horrors,
Are eafy fuff’rings, if compar’d with mine.
I am confin’d to dwell with one I hate,
. Confin’d fur life to fuffer naufeous love,
Like a poor mercenary proftitute :°
His fondnefs is my torture.

Dor. Love is a pleafure for inferior minds ;
Your lot is rais’d above that vulgar paffion.
Ambition is the pleafure of the great,

T'hat fills the Keart, and leaves no room for-love.

‘Think you’re a queen, enjoy ycur pomp, your power;

Love is the paradife of fimple fhepherds,’
You hold a fceptre. .
Ap. O infipid greatnefs !
She who has never lov’d, has never liv'd.
All other views are artificial pleafures
- For fluggith minds, incapable of love.
My foul is form’d for this fublimer paffion :
My heart is temper’d for the real joy ; -
I figh, I pant, I burn, I’m fick of love!
Yes, Media, 1 renounce thy purple honours. [ Rifess
Farewell the pomp, the pageantry of ftate,
Farewell ambition, and the lult of empire ;
I’ve now no paffion, no defire but love.
O may my eyes have power !—I afk no more.
Where Rays Sophernes 7 Were he now before me,
My tongue fhould own what oft my eyes have fpoke,
For love has humbled pride.—Why this intruiion?
Who call’d you here a witnefs to my frailties ?
Away and leave me, .
Dor. 1 obey my queen.
AfR. Dorafpe, ftay. Excufe this ftart of paffion ;
My mind is torn with withes, doubts, and fears ;
I had forgot myfelf.—Should fortune frown,
And tear the diadem from off my brow, ]
Couldft thou be follower of my adverfe fortune ?
I think thou couldft. ‘
Dor. If T might give that proof,
Without your f{ufferings, I could wifh the trial ;
So firm I know my heart. .o
Af. Life, like the feafons,
.Is intermix’d with fun-fhine days and tempefts.

B4
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Profperity kas many thoufand friends ;
They fwarm around us.in our fummer hours,
But vanifh in the ftorm.

Dor. What means my queen,

To wound her faithful fervant with fufpicion ? .

Af. Whene’er my mind is vex’d and tom with

troubles, - -
In thee I always find the balm of counfel :
And can I then miftruft thee? No, Dorajpe,
Sufpicion ne’er with-held a thought from thee,
Thou know’ft the clofe receffes of my heart :
And now, ev’n now, I fly to thee for comfort.

Dor. How my foul longs to learn the queen’s

commands ! :

Af. Whén conqueft over-power’d my father’s legions,,
We were made captives of the war together ;
Phraortes faw me, rais’d me to his throne ;

Heav’n knows with what relu&ance I confented !
For my heart loath’d him. But, O curs’d ambition }
1 gave myfelf a victim to his love,

To be a queen, the outfide of a queen.

I then was, what I’'m now, a wretch at heart!
Whene’er I was condemn’d to hours of dalliance,

- All Media’s gems lay glitt’ring at my feet,

To buy a finile, and bribe me to compliance.

But what’s ambition, glory, riches, empire ?

‘The with of mifers, and old doating courtiers 3

My heart is fill’'d with love——Go, my Dora/pe,
Enquire the caufe that has detain’d Sopbernes

From his accuftom’d walk,——D’m fix’d, determin’d,
To give up all for love.—==A life .of love.

With what impatience fhall 1 wait thy coming!

Dor. Happy Sophernes !

Af. If you chance to meet him, '
Talk of me to him, watch his wards, his eyes;
Let all you fay be turn’d to weak defire ;

Prepare him for the happy interview, '

For my heart burfts, and ¥ muft tell it all.

To what an abje& ftate am I reduc’d ?

To proffer love! Was beauty given for this ?
Yes. ’Tis more gen’rous ; and P'll freely give
What kneeling monarchs had implor’d in vain,
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Dir,- This well rewards him for an empire lt[:g; .
ity
4. Have I not caught the eyes of wond’ring nations, -
‘While warm defire has glow’d on ev’ry cheek,
Bvn when I wote the pride of majefty ? /.
‘When opportenity awakes defire,
Can he then gaze, infenfible of beauty
‘When ardent withes fpeak: in-ev’ry glance, '
When love and fhame by turhs in their full force, .
Now pale, now red, pofiéfs my guilty cheek ;
When heaving breafts, and fighs, and kindling blufhes
Give the moft ftrong afiurance of confent, -
In the convincing eloquence of love ;.
Will he then want a proof that’s lefs fincere ?
And mutt I fpeak ?—O love, dire&t my lips,
And give'me edurage in that hoarof thame !

Enter Dorafpe.

Dor. May the queen never know.a moment’s forrow
Nor let my words offend !—the prince Sopbernes,
Leagu’d with a crew of daring defperate men,
Had meditated to deftroy Phraortes, ‘

And let loofe war and rapine o’er the land.
But Heav’n %as- made their machinations vain 3
And they now grean in-dimgeons. .
Ap. Then Pm wretched, .
And ev’ry pleafing view of lifeis loft,
Woas it confirm’d ? or was it only rumour ?°

Dor. Araxes faid Sophernes was his prifoner.
My hafte- would not allow me further queftion :
And this is 4ll I learnt. .

Af. Havel not power?’ : :
I'have, . Why then, I'll give Sopbérnes freedom,
I'll give him life.—I thinﬁ you nam’d Araxes ;
That man to me owes all his growth of fortune ;
And if Ijudge him right, he’s very grateful.
Tell him the queen admits him to her prefence.

. o [Ex. Dor.
O Heaven ! I thank' thee for this bleft occafion.
Did ever proof of fondnefs equal mine ?

And fure fo-firong 2 proof muit find return.
With what excefs: of tranlgport fhall I'go

5
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To,Jead him forth from heavy chains and darknefs,
To liberty and love !~~But fee, Araxes.

Enter Araxes.

Ara. All health attend the mighty queen of Media.
Af. I'm told, Araxes, that the Perfian prince :
Hath join’d in horrid league, and hath confpis’d
The murther of my lord and king Pbraertes.
Speak forth; fay what thou know’ft.
Ara. The hand of heaven
Prote@s the king ; and all the black defign
Is fthewn in open daylight. The foul traitor
Is taken in the fnares of death he laid.
Soﬁblﬂ)“ is my charge. O bafe ingratitude,
' That he, whom the king lonour’d next himfelf,
That he, whom the king’s mercy fpar’d in battle,
Should mix with vile affaffins ! }'u(hce longs
To punifh the vaft crime.
4. Owns he the guilt? .
Ara. No. With the calmeft face of innocence,
With looks known only to hypocrify,
He folemnly deny’d it.
~-Ap. Is he confin’d ? :
Ara. Yes, with the fricteft guard and heavieft irons.
The prifon joining to the queen’s apartment
Lodges the horrid crew in fep’rate dungeons.
To-gay the king will mount the judgment-feat,
And death fhall be their portion.
Ap. 1s Sopbernes _
Stubborn and fullen? made he no confeflion ?
I often have convers’d with that vile man,
"That hypocrite, whofe talk was always honeft.
How have I been deceiv’d !—Yet, ere his fentence,
With fecrecy I fain once more would fee him.
Ara. I’'m happy to obey my queen’s commands.
His prifon lies fo clofe to thefe apartments,
'That unobfesv’d I can condut him hither.
Af. I know thee faithful, and fuch ready zeal
Shall always find reward. [ Exis
Ara. The queen is gracious.
. Af. Now my defign is ripe for execution.
"Then let Dorafpe well confult her heart,
If Ge will fhare with me all change of fortune.

~
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Dor. Doubt not your faithful fervant. I’m prepard.
I know, however heinous is his crime, '
Your interceflion always muft prevail.
His gratitude will kindle into love,
And in pofleflion every wifh be loft.
Ap. How little thou haft div’d into my thoughts !
My purpofes are otherways determin’d. o
P’ll fhake off bondage, and abandon empire ;
For him difrobe myfelf of majefty ; :
'Then to my native Parthiz will1fly,, -
With all my foul holds dear~my guide Sopbernes.
Dor. Letme not find my gracious queen’s difpleafure
If I diffent, and offer other counfel. -
Why will you quit your crown ; why fly from Media? -
"Does jealoufy reftrain your liberty ?
Your love, your empire, both are in your power.
4. Mine’s not the cominon paffion of our fex,
‘Which ev’ry day we can command at pleafure
And fhift and vary as occafion offers.
My love is real and unchangeable,
Controuls my heart, and governs abfolute.
My eyes, words, attions, are no more my own:.
My ev’ry thought’s Sopbernes.~—~Other women,
Who have the power to pradtife little arts
To cheat a hufband, and delude his fondnefs,
Ne’er knew the burning paffion that I feel.
Thofe are the trifling wanton airs of women,
All vanity, and only love in name.
No. She who loves, muft give up all herfelf;
She ne’er can be content with a ftol’n minute,
Then pafs whole days and nights with him fhe hates.
QAdvife no further — for I am determin’d. S
Dor. Araxes, with the Perfian prince !
Ap. Retire. [Exit Dorafpe.
" Enter Araxes and Sophernes.

It isnot meet, while in the royal prefence,
‘That he thould wear thefe irons : take them off.
: [Ara. rakes off the chains,
Now leave me ; and without attend my pleafure.
) N T [Exit
Be not furpriz’d that I have call’d you hither,
. B6 .



4

36 THE CAPTIVES.

Moft noble prince, in this your hour of trouble 3

For [ ev’n bear a part in your misfortunes.

Who’s your accufer P~~whence thofe fhameful chains
Soph. I'm charg’d with crimes of the moft heinous

nature : :

If ’tis Heaven’s will to try me with afiliGions,”

I willnot, like a daftard, fink beneath them,

Bat refolutely ftrive to ftem the torrent.

Not the dark dungeon, nor the fharpeft torture,

Can ruffle the fweet calm of innocence.

My chains are grievous, but my confcience free.
Af.1long have mark’d your virtues, and admir’d them

Againtt a refolute and fteady mind -

The tempeft of affli®ion beats in vain.

When we behold the hero’s manly patience,

We feel his fuff’rings ; and my tears have own’d,.

‘That what you bore with courage, touch’d my heart.

And when compaflion once has reach’d the mind,

It fpurs us on to charity and kindnefs :

Inftruét me then which way to cure your forrows.
Soph. The queen is gracious, and delights in mercy..
Ap. 1 {peak with the fincerity of friendfhip. .

Friendfip is free and open, and requires not

Such diftant homage and refpe&ful duty.

Forget that I'm a queen: Ihave forgotit-;

And all my thoughts are fix’d on thy relief.

Draw near me then, and asfrom friend to friend,,

Let us difcharge our hearts of ‘all their cares.

Soph. How beautiful a virtue is compaffion !

It gives new grace to every charm of woman !

When lovely features hide a tender.foul,

She looks, fhe fpeaks, all harmony divine.

AR, Tell me, Sephernss, does not flav’ry’s yoke.

Gall more and more through ev’ry pace of lifed - -

I am a flave like you. And though a queen,

Pofleft'of all the richeft gems of Media,

1 know no pleafure ; thrs diftafteful thought

Imbitters all my hours ; the royal bed

Is lvathfome,. and a ftranger to delight.

I’'m made the drudge to ferve another’s pleafure..

O when fhall T be free ! take, take your empirse, .

And give me peace and liberty again, g
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Sopb. The firokes of fortune muft be born with

patience.
Aj#. But I haveloft all patience.—Give me counfel,.
Give me thy friendthip, and affift a wretch
‘Who thirfts and pants for freedom.
Soph. Who feeks fuccour :
From one whofe hands are bound in double irons ?
I am a flave, and captive of the war,
Accus’d of treafon and ingratitude,
And muft from hence go back to chains and darknefs.
But had I power, foch beauty might commandit, ~
A2, Butl have power, and all my power is thine.
If I had arm’d myfelf with refolution
‘To quit the ‘pompous load of majefty;
To gy far off from this detefted empire,
To feek repofe within my native land,
Wouldft thou then be companion of my flight,
And fhare in my diftrefles and my fortune ?
Soph. The queen intends to try a wretched man, .
Whether he’d break all hofpitable laws, .
The ftricteft oaths and tyes of gratitude,
"To facrifice his honour to fuch beauty
That can command al hearts.
AR.. Tell me direétly,
Wouldt thou accept of freedom on thefe terms ?-
Soph. How fhall I anfwer ¢
Af. Is thy heart of ice?
Or are my features fo contemptible,
That thou difdain’ft to fix thy eyes upon me ?
Can you receive this offer with fuch coldnefs ?
I make it from my heart ; my warm heart fpeaks = .
Diftruft me not.” What, not a word ! no anfwer !
Soph. O may the queen excufe her proftrate fervant,
And urge no more a trial too fevere.
AfR. What means Sopbernes ? Why this abjeét pofture ?
Tis I hould kneel ; ’tisI that want compafion, =~ .
[Giwes him ber handy
Thou art unpracis’d in the ways of wonien, :
Tojudge that I could trifle on this fubjeét. -
Think how fevere a conflict I have conquer’d,
To over-rule ev’n nature and my fex ;
Think what confufion rifes in my face,
"To.atk what (to be afk’d) would kindle blufhes.
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In ev’ry modeft check !—where’s fhame ? where’s pride ?
Sophernes has fubdu’d-them. - Women, [ own,
Are vers'd in little frauds, and fly aiffemblings :
But can we rule the motions’of the blood ?
Thefe eyes,—this pulfe—thefe tremblings—this con-
fufion,
Make truth confpicuous, and difclofe the foul.
Think not T fly with man for his prote&ion ;
For only you 1 could renounce a kingdom,
For'you, ev’n in the wild and barren defart,
Forget I was a queen! ev’n then more happy
‘Than feated on a throne. Say, wilt thou chufe
Or liberty, and life, and poor 4farde ;
Or dungeons, chains, and ignominious death !
Soph. O how I firuggle in the fnares of beauty !
Thofe eyes could warm pale elders to defire; -
I feel them at my heart ; the fever rages, ,
And if I gaze again——how fhall Iapfwer ! -
4f. How is my pride brought low! how vilely
treated !
The worft of fcorn is cold deliberation.

Soph. Cylene may be found. What take me from her? -

How can I go and leave my hopes for ever ?
Can I renounce my love, my faith, my all
Who can refift thofe eyes ?—I go— I’m loft ?
. Cylene holds me back, and curbs defire. [Afids.
Af. Refolve and anfwer me. For foon as night
- Favours our flight I’ll gather up my treafures :
. Prepare thee then, left death fhould intercept thee,
And murder all my quiet. : :
Soph. If in her fight
T’ve favour found, the queen will hear me {peak.
How ¢an my heart refufe her ? how obey her?
Can I deny fuch generous clemency ?
Join’d with all beauties ever found in woman ?
Yet think on my unhappy circumftance.
Pvegiv'n my word, the ftriteft tye of honour,
Never to pafs beyond my bounds prefcrib’d ;
And fhall I break my faith 2 Who holds fociety
With one who’s branded with that infamy ?
Did not Pkraortes,. in the heat of battle,
Stay the keen fword that o’er me menac’d death ?
Do not I fhare his palace, and his friendfhip ?
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Does he not ftrive, by daily curtefies,
To banifh all the bitter cares of bondage ? :
And fhall I {eize and tear his tend’reft-heart-ftring 2
Shall I confpire to rob him of all peace?
For on the queen- hangs ev’ry earthly joy,
His ev’ry pleafure is compriz’d in you !
What virtue can refift fuch ftrong temptation ?
O raife not thus a tempeft in my bofom !
What fhall I do ~—my foul abhors ingratitude.
Should I confent, jou muft deteft and loath me,
And I fhould well deferve thofe chains, and death.
Af. Is this thy beft return for proffer’d love ?
Such coldnefs, fuch indifference, fuch contempt !
Rife, all ye Furies, from th’ infernal regions, _
And prompt me to fome great, fome glorious vengeance!
- Vengeance is in my power, and I’ﬁ enjoy it.
But majefty perhaps might awe his paffion,
And fear forbid him to reveal his wifhes.
That could not be. I heard, I faw him fcorn me 3 -
JAll his difdainful words his eyes confirm’d.
Ungrateful man! Hence, traytor, from my fight,
Revenge be ready. Slighted love invokes thee.
Of all the injuries that rack the foul, ° T
Mine is moft exquifite! Hence, to thy dungeon.
- Araxes! ' .
T Enter Araxes.

Take the villain from my prefence ;
His crimes are black as hell. I’ll turn away,
Left my heart melt and cool into compaffion.
- His fight offends me. Bind his irons faft,
) [Ara. puts on bis ironsi
So: lead him hence ; and let Dora/pe know
The queen,permits her entrance.
[Exeunt Araxes and Sophernes.

, ‘Enter Dorafpe, -
“  Dor. What's the queen’s pleafure? See your fervant
ready. ‘
Why are your eyes thus fix’d upon the ground ?
" Why that deep l{gh ? and why thefe trembling lips ? -
This fudden palene(s, and thefe ftarts of frenzy 2
You're fick at heast.

-
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AR. Yes; I will.be reveng’d.
Dor. Liftup youreyes, and know me. *Tis Dorafpe.-.
Aft. Look on me, tell me, is.my beauty blighted -
And fhrunk at once into deformity ? -
" Slighted ! defpis’d ! my charms all fet at nought !
Yes. I will be reveng’d.——O my Dorajpe,
I’ve met with foul contempt, and cold difdain.:.
And fhall the wretch. who gave me.guilt and fhame, .
- The wretch who’s confcious of my infamy,
Out-live that crime ? ke muft not, nay, he fhall nots.
Dor. Let reafon mitigare and quell this fever;
‘The fafeft, fureft, is the cool revenge.
Rafh anger, like the hafty fcorpion’s. fury,
. 'Torments and wounds itfelf.. :
: A#. It isin vain.. S
The torrent ruthes on ;. it fwells, . fermrents,
" And ftrongly bears away all oppofition.
What means that hutry.in the antichamber ? -
‘What are thofe crowds ?
Dor. The king intends to mount the judgment-feats
" And-the confpirators now wait their fentence.
AR. Go, tell Araxes (if with privacy
He could condu& him) I would fee their chief; -
‘The defp’rate inftruhent of . this bold fcheme ;
This inftant ; ere he ftands before the prefence.
: [ £xit Dorafpey-.
Revenge, I thank thee for this ready thought:
Death now fhall reach Sopbernes, .fhameful death ;
Thus will I fatiate love. FHis death alone
Can raze him from my Neart, and give me peace, .

Araxes condulls in Hydarues, and retires.

The king is gracions, and delights in mercy ; -

And know, that free confeflion merits life :

PH infercede. Know you the prince Sophernes ?-

You are unhappy men betray’d to ruin :

And will ye fuffer for another’s crime ?

‘Speak of him, as yé dught ;- *twas he betray’d you.
Hyd. If racks and tortures cannot tear confeflion

From irnocence, {Hall voman’s flattery do it ?

No ; iy heart’s firm, and I can fmile on death.
Aj.- Think not to hide what is already known

2Tis to Sopbernes that you owe thofe chains :
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We’ve fathom’d his defigns, they’ré all laid open 3

‘We know him tarbulent and enterprizing.

By the foul murder of my lord the Eing.

He meant to fet his captive nation free.

Unfold this truth, and I’ll infure thy pardon..
Hyd. What! lead a hateful life of ignominy ¥

And live the bane of all fociety ! .

- Shun’d like a peftilence, a curft informer !

Yet fince the fate of kingdoms may depend

On what I fpeak ; truth fhall diret my lips.

The queen has offer’d grace. I know the terms.
Af. By the king’s life, I {wear.

Enter Araxes.

Ara. Excufe this entrance,
The pris’ner muft attend.

AR, Do fatisfy’d.
This man feems open, and may be of fervice.

[Exeunt Araxes and Hydarnesy

How my heart bleeds, thus te purfue revenge
Againft the man I love! Bat me he fcorns ;
And from my beauty turne his head away
With fauey arrogance and proud contempt.
I could forgive him ev’ry other crime,
Ev’n the bafe marder of my deareft friend ;
But flighted love, no woman can forgive :
For thro’ our life we feel the bitter fmart,
And guilt and fhame lie fef’ring at the heart.

A C T IL
SCENE, A4 Room of State with a Throne.

Hyparnges, Confpirators, Orrasius, Guards,

12 Confpiratar.

HE information of thofe two vile cowards,.:
Who mingled with us brave and ative {pirits,.

"Hath giv’n us death. Let thofe mean creatures live,
They’re fitter for the world. o
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2d Con/p. Lead us to death. .
Hyd. Death is pronounc’d on you, on me, on all.
Would T could take your guiit upon myfelf,
So to preferve fome virtue in the world ;
But thofe informers have deny’d me that ;
We all muft perith, and fall unreveng’d.
But fince I cannot take your crimes upon me ;
I’ll live, and execute our great defign,
And thus revenge your deaths.
12 Confp. Could this be done!
Hyd. It can, a !
1# Confp. You flatter us, :
Hyd. 1fay, I'll do it.
Soon as the king returns to fign our fentence, -

. Only confirm the words which I fhall fpeak,

N

Make fome atonement for your fhame

And I’ll revenge you foon, and foon be with you.
- [ Talks 10 them apart.

Oréa. The guilty’ perifh ; "innocence is freed,
Sufpicion has not caft the fmalleft ftain
Upon the virtuous Perfian. Thofe accufers,
Who have condemn’d their fellows, know him not.
Of all the pleafures that a shonarch taftes,
Sure mercy is moft fweet! *Tis heavenly pleafure,
'To take the galling chains from off the hands
Of injur’d innocence ! That privilege
O’er-balances the-cares that load a crown,

Enter Phraértes, awbo feats bimfelf on the throne ; Magi,
Araxes, Sophernes, Guards, and Attendants.

Ara. Make room : - The Perfian prince attends his
fentence. ‘ o ) o
Phra. Motft noble prince, I grieve that-you were
injur’d.
When foul confpiracy molefts a ftate,
The ear of kings is open to fufpicion,
And we grow jealous of our bofom friends.
When calumny would blaft a virtuous man,
And juftice has made clear his innocence.;
It only throws a-brighter luftre on him,
And ferves to make his virtues more confpicuous.
Approach the throne ; and let the king’s embrace
tgul bonds. )

\
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I feel your fufPrings, and my heart grows fonder.
Now bring the pris’ners to receive their fentence.
Juftice cries loud for vengeance on your crimés :
Say, have. you ought to plead to ward the blow,
Ere I enroll your names among the dead ?
Hyd, That I defign’d to bathe thefe hands in blood,
Even in thy blood, O king, I dare confefs,
And glory 1n th’ attempt. [ know thy power ;
I know that death, with all his dreadful tortures,
Stands ready at thy nod. Give then the fignal,
For I unmov’d can face the ghattly terror.
How is thy wifdom fuil’d! Prepare to ‘follow.
Think not with us our enterprize is loft :
A kiag fhall bleed to pacify our ghoits.
Come, lead to death. . Spend all thy wrath on us,
.The raging tyger bites the fhaft that wounds him,
And fpares the man who threw it. I have done.
Phra. Thefe are the ftarts and ravings of defpair.
Think’ft thou by threats to force me into mercy ?
Hyd. 1 grow impatient ; lead me to my fate.
Pbra; Know you that I have life within my power ?
Hyd. 1 know the utmoflof thy power is death.
Mag. Ye Gods avert his words, and fave the king 1.
Pbra. What faid he? Speak again.
- Hyd. Death is my choice.
ibra. I will be f{atisfy’d.
fyd. I’ve faid too much. )
Pbra. Say more, or torture fhall extort it from you.
Hyd. Let torture do its worlt. You dare not try it. -
Mag. If memory can recal the folemn fpeech,
Thefe were his very words : '
* A king fhall bleed to pacify our ghofts.
¢ The raging tyger bites the fhaft that wounds him,
¢ Bat fpares the man who threw it,> Was it thus?
Hyd. Now lét your wifdom fathom this deep fecret.
I anfwer no more queitions. .
lez._Revere:n:i1 fathers, - ‘

What may thefe words portend ? Expound the myftery..
Mag. Thy facred life, O king, is ftill in danger.
While juftice pours down vengeance on thefe wretches,
Thefe mean fubfervient inftraments of mifchief,
Their leader '{fcapes, and ljves for future crimes.
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Hyd., Go on.
Mayg. The words imply no more. -
Hyd. *Tis well.
All’s fafe.—I’m ready.—Why is death delay’d?
Phra. Thus {peaks the voice of mercy from my lips.
‘Th’ irrevocable fentence is not fign’d, S
And fill there’s room for hope. Atténd, and live:
By this bright feeptre, by the throne of Media,.
By yon great light that rules the rolling year,
If you lay ope the depth of this foul treafon,,
And point me out that undete&ted villain,.
¥ {wear, to grant you life and.liberty.
Speak now, or death fhall feal your lips for ever.
Hyd. The royal word is giv’n, and L accept it. -
The king fhall live, and all his foes fhall perifh. °
Danger ftands neas the throne.. How bling is jultice B
"The Perfian prince ¥ : c
Phra. Sopbernes !
Hyd. He’s a traytor.
*T'was he that put the dagger in my hand..
So. Now I have betray’d. O love of life ¥
Where was my refolution ? ¥m a coward ;:
And cowards can endure a life of fhame. :
Pbhra. Sopbernes !-=Let firong proof confirm yous
charge ; .
I muft have proof.
Hyd. Call in my fellow-prifoners.. :
. Soph. What can fet bounds to man’s impiety;.
And where is virtue fafe ¢ Accus’d thus falfely,.
With all the ftrongeft circumftance of guilt,
By one I know not! Heav’n has then determin’d-
That I muft fall. Shall man.conteft with: Fowe ?- -
>Tis all in vain. 'The will of Fate be done.
Hyd. Thofe who accus’d us, brib’d ' with Perfian gokl,,
Gonceal’d the author of our enterprize. .

- Enter Confpirators.

Know ye that man ?

1/# Confp. Would he had been. unknown.

Hyd. The king has trac’d our mifchief to the fource 5.
‘Who was it prompted you to this attempt ? :
Had ye not views to fet a nation free ? :

And to reftore him to his crown.and kingdom - °
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1/# Con/p. By him we fell, ’tis juft that he fall with us,

2d Conjp. So, now one ruin has involv'd us all.

Phra. Death is'the lot of thofe that thirft for blood.
‘Conduét them hence.~—This hour prepare to fuffer,
[Exeunt Confpirators.
Ungrateful prince! ’ ‘

Soph. Since ’tis the will of heaven
‘To load me with calamities and fhame,

Since the moft fearching eye cannot difcern

"The heart of man; O where fhall I find juftice !

1 am a ftranger, in adverfity, {

Bereft of wealth and power, without 2 friend.

Phra, Hence, bafe diffembler. Take him from my
préfence, -

When hypocrites are ftript of virtue’s plumes,
- Vice thea appears more hideous and deform’d.

Back to thy dungeon, to remorfe and death.

Soph. Vain are excufe and folemn proteftation 3
How fhall my words prevail, and truth appear, -
‘When 2here’s a crowd of witnefles againft me !'

The guilty perith with remorfe and horror,
But innocence ne’er feels the fting of death.
Death is a- blefling to adverfity ;
Anxiety, calamity, and forrow,
And all the daily fretting cares of life, :
Are fhook from off our fhoulders, and we reft,
[Exit Sophernes guarded.

Hyd. Safety now guards the throne, and Aedia’s

happy. . :

Phra. I ratify my word, and give you life,

I give you liberty; but on conditions.

‘Thofe I fhall fend you foon, and then you’re free.
O Sun! Ithank thee; thy all-feeing eye

Has trac’d the villain through his fecret ways,
And now the hard.of juftice is upon him.

Ara. Media rejoice.

All. May the king live for ever!

Phra.; Proclaim a feftival for feven days fpace ;

Let the court fhine in all its pomp and luftre:

Ley all our fireets refound with fhouts of joy ;

Let mufick’s care-difpelling - voice be ’hea'r':{ 3

The fumptuqus banquet and the. fowing goblet . .-
2
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Shall warm the cheek, and fill the heart with gladnefs :

For Media’s foes are put to fhame and death, -

Aftarbe fhall fit fovereign of the feaft,

‘That queen of beauty fhall direft our pleafures.

1!l to her bower.—I would have no attendance.
[Exeunt Phraortes, &Jc.

' Enter Dorafpe.

Dor. Inform me, what has paft ?

Ara. The queen’s conjeftures |
The king has now confirm’d. The Perfian prince,
That hypocrite, is known, and prov’d a traytor,
And leader of that crew of vile affaflins.
But fee the queen.—The king is gone to feek her.
Excufe my hafle ; for duty calls me hence. . [Exit,

Enter Afarbe.

Ap. *Twas downright arrogance, I faw his fcorn.
A lover reads the thought of every look,
And needs no comment or interpreter.
‘What woman can forgive that worft of infults?
Not ev’n the moft deform’d of all our fex
Can bear contempt. And fhall I pardon it?
To pardon it, is to infult myfelf,
And own that [ deferve it. |afide.] Know you ought
Of what the king in judgment has determin’d ?
Dor. Sophernes was accus’d.
- Af. Was he found' guilty ?
Dor. Yes, prov’d a traytor.
Af. Then I'm fatisfy’d.
Dor. How one afflittion crowds upon another,
To panith this ungrateful man !
Af. What mean you ? ‘
Dor. It is confirm’d among the captive women
(Who now attend to pafs before the prefence)
His wife was flain in battle.
Aff. Would he were dead !
Yet were he dead, would he die in my thoughts ?
Talk to me, fpeak; leave me not to refleétion,
- [T Dorafpe.
Yet what will talk avail }~I've loft attention. ,
Were her words foft and foothing as the lyre,

4
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Or ftrong and fprightly as th’ enlivening trumpet,
I could hear nought but confcience. Would he weredead !
You fhall not leave me,

Dor. See, the king returns. [Exit.

Enter Phraortes.

Phra. Welcome, my queen ; how my heart fprings
to meet thee !
Each day, each hour, thy beauty grows upon me,
Ev’n while I gaze, fome undifcover’d ¢harm
" Opens itfelf, and wounds my. heart anew.
Rejoice, Afarbe ; Media is deliver’d :
The gathering fiorm that threaten’d defolation,
Is over-blown, and all is now ferene.
‘Then let us give our future days to pleafure ;
My ev’ry pleafure is compris’d in thee,
. Ap. Be firm in juftice, nor give way to mercy,
*T'is the mind’s frailty, and the nurfe of crimes.
Punith : and root out treafon from the land.
Pbhra. Sophernes was their chief.
Ap. Ungrateful villain !
Phbra. How he deceiv’d me!
Ap. Your too eafy nature
Muft always ‘harbour mifchiefs in your empire,
Does he fill live ?
Phra. His death is fix’d and fign’d.
. AR ‘lt?:ach hour he lives, your people doubt your
aftice.
Wou{d you deter the populace from crimes,
Let punithment be fudden. That’s true mercy.
Pbra. He never fhall behold another fun.
But why fhould cares of ftate intrude upon us?
Af. Why this reproof? In what have I deferv’d it ?
All my concern was for the peace of Media,
And for your fafety. I have faid too much.
. Phra. What has 4farbe afk’d, thatI refus’d ?
Thy beauty has all power. Who waits without ?
Go; let the captives be difmifs’d the palace,
, [Speats at the door,
The king refigns his privilege of choice.
Should tﬁe fele@ted beauties of the world [7% Aftarbe.
In full temptation ftand before my prefence,

[

/
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Still would my heart and eye be fixt on thee.

"Thy charms would (like the fun’s all-powerful rays)
Make all thofe little ftars of beauty fade,

« Why that dejected look ? that thoughtful figh ?

* In what have I offended ? If to love,

Be to offend, Phraorses is moft wretched.
Enter Araxcs.

dra. 1 {poke the king’s commands; when” from-
the crowd
One of the captives rofe, and humbly pray’d
Admniffion to the throne.
Pbhra. 1 hear no fuits.

_ Ara. She wifh’d to fpeak a matter of importance.
Phra. Difmifs them all. Let us retire, my queen,
AR. Araxes, fay. {Araxes going out.
Phra. What is 4farbe’s pleafure ?

Af. This matter fhould be fearch’d. The fate of
empires .
Turns often on the flighteft information ;
And were my counfel worthy to be heard,
I would admit her, .
Phra. Let her be admitted. [Exit Araxes,
[Phraortes feats Aftarbe ow the throne, them places
himfelf by her. The guards enter, and range them-
Selwves on each fide. o

Enter Captive, Dorafpe, and Attendants.

Phra. - Arife, fair maid; and let thy fuit be heard,
Cap. The King has done his proftrate fervant
juftice. - [Kneeling.
‘Thus low I pay my thanks to heaven and you. -
Phra. Rife from that humble potture, and {peak forth.
Cap. The Perfian prince, to whom we owe our
bondage, [Rifes
*Tis faid, 1s doom’d to death for horrid treachery.
Phra. He well deferves it. If you fall before me, .
“To melt me into mercy with your tears,
Woman, your tears are fruftrate., Take her hence,
Cap. Iipeak for mercy! No, I fue for tortures.
With rapture [ could gaze upon his fufferings,
Enjoy his agonjes and dying groans, = .
And then this hand could ftab him to the heart,
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Pbra. Whence rofe this furions fpirit of revenge ?
Cap. By brutal violence he flew my hufband,
Excufe my- tears ; Love calls them from my eyes.

+ With him I loft all joy, all peace and comfort.
Phra. What mov’d Sophernes to the barbarous deed ?
Cap. My hufband was diftinguifh’d in his armies ;

‘With him I always fhar’d the toils of war,
The tedious marches, and the fcorching funs,
For love makes all fatigues feem light and eafy.
Sopbernes faw me, figh’d, and fpoke his pafiion.
I fpurn’d his offers, and defpis’d his fuit.
‘He #ill perfifted, and my virtue firengthen’d :
>Till on-a day, inflam’d with loofe defire,
He fent my lord upon fome feign’d command ;
I in his tent fat waiting his return,
Then fuddenly the ravither rufh’d in, [Wecps.
Pbhra. Go on.
Cap. He feiz’d me, tore me, dragg’d me to his arms 3
In vain I ftruggled ; by refiftance weaken’d
I loft all ftrength, and fo—he fpoil’d my honour.
O fhame ! O brutal force ! - [Weepn,
Phra. Unhappy woman !
Proceed. : ’
Cap. Juft in the moment of my thame
My hufband enter’d. Strait the villain left me,
And, defperate by the fings of guilt and terror,
He ftabb’d him to the heart. [#eeps,
Pbhra. Moft monftrous villain !
His life’s a feries of the blackeft crimes.
Cap. Lin the hurry of the murder fled,
And *fcap’d the tyrant’s power. Alone, "difguis’d,
I've paft away my reftlefs hours in forrow.
Revenge was all my with, and all my comfort; :
For that I've watch’d him through long weary marches,
And revenfe gave me ftrength and refolution.
Why fell he not by me ? His crime requir’d it,
Vengeance o’ertakes him for another guilt,
" And Ihave loft revenge. O may he feel
The pain and horror due to both his crimes.
Phra. His death is fign'd,
Cap. That is his due for treachery.

c
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bra. What would revenge have more ! T'h’ offend~
er’s blood . : )
Allays its firopgelt thirft, -
. Cap. Mot gracious king, [ Kneels.
Hear an unbappy womap’s jult petition,
And may, my prayer find favour and acceptafice ! -
Grant-me to.fee him. in his lateft gafp ;
Let my appearance ftrike him with confufion.;
Let me awake freth terrors in his confcience,
And bring my murder’d hufband to his view.
Entruft the fword of. juftice in. my hand ;
The ftroke fhall then be fure.
Phra. What, fortitude
Lies hid bemgath thas face.of fofteft feature !
The death of his confederates is fign’d,
And he with privagy. this very evening
Shall be difpatch’d in prifon. Now yow’re fatisfy’d..
Cap. O; were that.officg mine!
‘Ajt. For fuch.offeuce '
He cannot fee] tag mygh ; hes fuit is juft.
‘T'hen let.me intercede in her; bebalf ; .
Grant her requeft. Give her the fatal fignet
Give her the dagger.—Such revenge is virtue. |
Phra. Take this; your boon is granted. Soon my
orders. [Giwes ber his dagger.
Shall ferd you_to revenge a -hufband’s murder.
Leg.her attend without, Draw.near, Arexes.
« [Exit Captive.
" [Phraortes talks afide to Asaxes.
4f. What, fuetohes! and when I fued difdain me!
How my difgrace grows og. me! Let him pesifh,
And perifh by thas, womam., My refentment
Kindles and burns, to take-hes. charge upon. mes
Yet ftill, wouldcheslent; I conldiforgive, him. .
Dor. Hiswifgiis dead on. wivoon ki, heass was fix’d «
That obftacle’s rempvidi.
4. And deach hanga o’ershim,
That fight perhaps mey: fhgke his refolution,
If I could hope,, I, would delay- his . fentences-
I dread his death. What is thereste: be. done?
I'll fee him ere he digg., Q -ahjedd thaughtd

Yes, [ will fee him, and renew my offers
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In his 1aft motetits ; for whene’er he dies: ’
My mind will ne’er know peace. I will defer it,
I’1l footh the king in his foft hours of Jove, '
When all his ftrongeft purpofes are nothing.
‘When ’tis deferr’d—Would 1 could ceafe from thought!

Pbra. Tell her, as foon as juftice is perform’d,
‘The king'requires her thanks—8he’s wond’rous fair !
You know my-will ; thele are iny laft commands,
Let pun&ualcare'and diligence obey mte. [ Ex. Araxes.
Go, bid the pFieft prepare the facrifice ;
This ev’ning fhall the fragrance of devotion
Smoak in our temples, and perfume the flies,
Phraortes fhall attend the folemn rites,
To pay his grateful thanks in fongs -of joy.
[Exeunt-Derafpe and Attendants.

Aftarbe, come.—One glance of thofe bright eyes
Difpells all care, and empires are forgot.
In whatis man fuperior to the brute ?
Brutes eat, drink, fleep; like us, have all the fenfes.
The male and femzle meet, then coldly pare,
Part with indifference, and defire is cloy’d?
In love alone we feel the immortal part, ¢
And that celeftial fire refines the heart.

K CT IV
SCENE, a Prifmm

Hyparnes, Confpirators.

Hydi Y¢ Shall furvive but for a little fpace; y
Doubbnowmy’ plighted faith; and die in peaee,’
What ig‘anhou#oflife! an hous of tormtents..: - .
THAe thewwhat Tr fhidl «(uffer for-your fakey i
How T fieall {ong audv pant to be among -you!" -
‘To hime wie fosty novdeath revenge is fare;
To him who fetits'not death revenge isifpeedy.
Soon as the okwing am fivelefromeoff: theferhands;, -
~ I’ll dye thenwgpérpleitpabbiroyaltblood - -
C:z '
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2’1l watch all time.. The thrape thall not fecare him 3
"The folemn temple, even, shat facred grouad, }
:Shall not prote& him from my sefolution. - :
‘Would it were done that we-might fall together.!
__a1f Confp. May all fucaefs pttend thy glorious purpofe ¢
‘Thinking upon thy braye nadaunted spiric, .. .
i fhall forget my pains,.and {mile in torture,.
Ev’o when.the fharpeft pang of death is on me. ..
Hyd. Ere youase cold, my ghott fhall overtake you,
And bring the -welcome news,—Impatience racks me.
2d Confp. We whank our beld revenger, and will die
.Like men that well deferv’d fo great a chjef. .
34 Confp. Farewell. Apd when you lift the dagger
for the blow, - - i
Think on.my friendfhip.. .
4tGonfp. . And.on mine. . .
sth Confp. And mine. . . . - .
1/# Conjp. Think of us all, andgive him death for each.
. &yd. Farewsll, unhappyfriends ; you’re brave and
true, [ o
And’ ou-mtn‘a one who deferves fuch friendships.
Youryprayen. and withes fhall dire&t the dagger
Deep in. his heart. Aad when this deed is done,
I've done my tafk of life, and P’ll refign it.
Enter Araxes, and oficers.
Ara. Time prefles on us, and your hour is come.
“We muft obey our orders. ‘Lead them hence.
Torture and death expe& you.
1/ Confp. Well. Lead on.
ra. *Tis your laft moment.:
- aft Confp. We’re impatient for it.
Ara. Stay bere till my return. To you, my mefiage
S Do _ (7o Hyd.
1s of a fweeter found : ’tis life, ’tis freedom. :
I’ll fee them to the fcaffold ; then difcharge you.
Exeunt Araxes, Confpirators, and Officers.
Hyd. What’s death tothat I.feel within ! *Tis nothing, -
Tortures btit tear the flefh, and cruth the bones ; iz
But guilt and horror tear my reftle(s foul,
And ev’ry thought’s an arrow in my heart.
Bopberyes is vondemn’d, and I accus’d him
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For what }=For medns'eo fatiate my revenge;
And that’s fufficient.—O revenge, fupport met -
What, am I grown a¥oward ? Does repentance, -~
Does vile comtrition. fisk my boafted courage? -
Does refolution Ragger!” Hence, away, =~ = '
I will not hear thee,. daftard, meddling Confcience ¥ -
No. [I'll goon,. I feel my fpiritsrife; - T
My heart grows harder, and I fcorn remorfe ;'
That’s the poor whining refuge of a coward.
My friends are now. expiring; Hdrk, their groans. *
Start me from thought, and fammon me to vengeance!’
I come, my friends; in that great deed I’ll fall..

Enter Araxes.

Ara. Phraortes fends you life and liberty.
Twelve days are granted you to pafs the confines
Of “his domains : to ftay beyond that time
Anngls his pardon,- and your life is forfeit.
You’re now difcharg’d. Be grateful for thiy mercy,.
Pray for the peace of Media, and repent. v
Hyd. Media, farewell. With all the wings of fpeed
I fiy thy bounds. Let me forget thy name ;
>Twill bring to my remembranee my. loft: friends.
' ‘ [ Exit.
Ara. Come forth, unhappy prince ; excufe my words &.
' '[{/nfath the dungeon.-
>Tis with relu®ance that I bring the meflage.

. Your death’s at hand.

Soph. Death-is the only friend -
‘That I have left ; thy meffage is moft welcome.
My friend’s at hand; O how long T to meet him &
In him is all my hope, in kim my refuge,.
He fhall difburthen: me of all misfortune;
He fhall wipe off calamity and forrow,
And give me peace and everl.iting reft.
I thank thee for the news,
Ara. Such unconcern,
Such fteady. fortitude amidft afliGtions,.
Was never feen. till now. ‘.
Soph, My wife is-dead ! - :
And [ have no attachment to the world.
What is’t to live? And who counts:life a blefling 2
C3
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It is to fee injultice hold the feale,
And weigh with partial hand the deeds.of -men 5
It is to fee a race of fervile flatterers
Worhip the author of all mifchief, gold;
‘To fee oppreflion rich, and virtue ftarving,
Death only clofes this diftafteful fcepe,
Ara. This fcorn of death appearsilikeionogence,
Soph. Allmortal juitice errs. Heaven knows the heart.
*Tis eafy in my circumftance. to dye,
Ford bave no pnflefions to forego :
My kingdom is another’s; round my couch
No faithful fervants fand with weeping epes ;
No darling children cling around my neck,
And with fond kiffes warm my hollow cheek ;
No wife, who:(worn, and wearied out with gncf)
Faintsrin my arms. - Thefe give the pangs of demh H
"I'hele make us.covet life. But I leave nothing.
Ara. What manly refolution ! I grieve for you.
. Soph. At death’s approach the guilty -csmfcience
- trembles,
Bat I have not thofe horrers.———ZFark, he &nocks.
[Kwockin I::arl.
With what impatient joy I come to :meot thes: .
Ara. Farewell, thou moft unfortunate of men 3
A mind {o great, unthaken by diftzefs,
Peferv’d~a nobler end. Forgive my duty, -
It feems fevere, -but ’tis the Emg scommand 3
The dungeon 'muft confine you. . -
Soph. Ifubmit.  { Araxes locks bien in the dungeon.

- Enter Captive,

Cap This letter will inftru& you in your duty.
" Ara. The prifoner fhall be given into your hands.
€Cap. And he fhall perith by an injur’d womaa.
Thus has the king decreed ; {o fhall he fuffer,
‘Both for his treafon, and my maurder’d lord,
To fee me arm’d with fuch juft refolution, -
My hufband’s ghott is pleas’d, and fmiles upon me.
Phraortes gave this dagger : this fhall end him,
Arg. Within that iron gate he ‘'mourns in darknefs.
[Gives the lqy:.

- This will condu&t you.-- *Tis the king’s command,. .
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Soon as the ‘bloody office is petform’d, ;

That you ptefent yourfelf ‘once more before ‘hith
Cap. His will fhall be obey’d. . .
Ara. He’s now your charge.

Cap. And foon my charge fhall-end.—Leave ‘me (o
juftice. .

How will my fight difmay his guilty foal !

Ev’n while that terror preys upon his heart,

T’11 hurl him to the deepeft thades ‘below.

But I delay; and juftice grows impatient.

¥d bewmlone. You now have done your duty.

o : [Exit Araxes..
* Cap. Come forth, Syphermes. [Unlocks the dungeon.
- Soph. Iwill meet thee, death.
Cap. Drawnear. ‘
Soph. Hark! wis it'not a woman’s voice ?
“That voice no‘more is fweet }—Cylene’s dead.
Yes. *Tis the queen. Hete fatiate thy revenge,
My bofon heaves, and longs to meet the dagger.
. Why is thy ‘hand fo {tow?

* Cap. Look on this face, TLifts ip ber weil.

Is not thy heart acquainted with thefe eyes ?

And is thy ear a ftranger ‘to this volce ?

What, not a 'word! . .
8opb. O-deur delufion ¥ “[Faints.
Cyl. Wake. } :

*Tis thy Cylene calls, thy loft Cylene.

Cannot this bofom warm thee into life ?

" Cannot this voice ‘recall thy ftnking fpirits ?

Cannot thefe lips reftore thee ! O look up;

Thy voice, thy lips, could call me from the dead.

Look up, and give me comfort.

Soph. *Tis Cylene. ' -

*Tis no delufion. Do I live to fée thee?

And muft I be torn from thee? cruel thought?

O tyrant death, now thou haft made me fear theey.
Cyl. When will misfortunes leave us?

Szph. Death muft end them.
*Twas faid you fell in battle ; from that time
1 loft all pleafure, and defire of life.
Cyl. In that fad day of our adverfity,
When Perfia was made Cépti've, gvery-<€, @
4 .

~
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Wept for the fall of .my dear. lord Sepbernes,

For you they forrow’d, arnd forgot.their bondage.
I loft myfelf in heart-confuming grief,

© And, left a conqueroy’s ajrogance and ‘pride _
Should tempt them fo.condemn a captive queen
To his loofs houss,. inguftrigully I fpread

The rumour of my death; and by thofe means
Have figh’d,3way my days obfcure, unknown.

Soph. How gain’d you this accefs? and why that"

dagger?. .., . .. o

Cyl. This is.no time for talk; confult thy fafety.
Catch at ,:hqt,p;é?ﬂ)! moment,, for the next
May throw us back, again intp. defpair.

Soph. What means, my love ? No.innocence can ftand
Againtt the voice of perjur’d calumny.
""Cyl. 'This dagger was defign’d to murder thee 3
And I am fent upon ghat bloody errand :
‘This hand that now is thrown about thy neck,
Was to have done the deed. O horrid thought!
Unknown, among a train of captive women,
‘They brought me tq .the palace ;: there I learnt
The tale, o% thy unhappy fufferings,
And how the king had fign’d the fatal fentence.
" 1 fell before the throne, extoll’d his juftice ;
Then, with feign’d tears, and well-diffembled fpeech,
Charg’d thee with violation of my honour,
And murder of a_hufband. .He was mov’d ;
Pleas’d with my bold requeft, he heard my prayer,
Aud for, yevenge and juftice gave me this.

, [Sheaws the dagger.

But the time flies. I come, my lord, to fave thee,
*Tis by that hope, I live.. ... . .
.Soph. That hope is pat: .
It is impoffible. Refentment, power,
And perjury, all work againft my life.
O how I fear to die !. for thee, I fear ;
To leave thee thus expos’d, a hclplefs captive,
In a firange land, and pot one friend to cheer thee!
Cyl -1 think thoulov’ft me. .
Soph. Sure thou long haft known it,
Cyl. Is there ought that T could deny Sophernes ?
No, I have try’d my heart !
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80ph. What mean thefe doubts 2
I never gave you caufe. :
Cyl. Then promife, fwear,
That you will not refufe me what I atk 5
. Thus on her knees Cylene begs it of you..
Soph. D;les this appear ke Iove ? fpeal, and *tis
ranted.
C_ygl. I thank thee, Thou haft given me.all my.
wifhes, .
For now thy life is fafe ; and fav’d by me. .
Here, take this veil ; this fhall fecure thy flight, .
With this thou fhalt deceive the watchful guard..
O bleft occafion! fly, my lord, with fpeed ;
I never with’d to part till now.
Soph. What, go and leave thee thus! my heast
forbids it.
No. Death is all that I:am- doom’d. to fuffer ;.
But thy diftrefs is more. . :
Cyl. Difpute it:not. .
Haft thou not fworn i:
Seph. What never can be done. )
Why wilt thou force feverer tortare on me ?°
No. Give me death ; I chufe the flighter pain.
. When I am dead, may the juft Gods relieve thee, .
'Cyl. Was ever love thus obftinately cruel ! -
Only thy life can fave me; think on that.
s(Sophemes fixes bis eyes.on the grounds
Like:the'deaf rock he ftands immoveable.
How my fears grow, and chill my fhiv’ring heart! "
Has then thy ftubbornnefs refolv’d to- kill me ?:
Sopb. Shall I, that was her fhield in every danger; -
Abandon. her to the rude hand of power ? ‘
Cyl. Hear.me, .my lord; embrace the happy mo~
ment: .
'This is, perhaps, .the laft that is altow’d us. .
"Saph. What! give her my diftrefs |
Cyl. Look up, and anfwer.
Have my words loft ‘all int’reft in thy- heart ?-
Hear then my purpofe; and I will perform it.:
I’ll never feel the pang of that fad hour
When thou. fhalt fuffer. No: I’ll die before thee. . .
How gratious was this paefcnt of the king..
vi
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*Tis kind, ’tis merciful, ’twill give me peace,
And fhow me more compaﬂion than Sopbermes.
Saﬂ;‘ O give me ﬁrength, ye powers, to break my-
- chains, .
That I may force the lifted weapon from her }
Spare, fpare thy dearer life! I grant thee all.
I will abagdon thee to my diftreffes ; -
Pll fiy this inftant; by our loves, I will. '
The Gods are kind. O may their mercy fave her !
Cyl. From thy dear hands I take the galling-chains,.
Left danger intercept thee : hafte, be. gone ;
And as thou valueft mine, fecure thy life.
‘Thou hadft no hope : who knows bat my offeace
May find forgivenefs ! ’tis a crime of love ;
And love's a powerful adwocate to mercy.
Sphk. O how I ftruggle to unloofe my heart-flrings,.
‘That are fo clofely knit and twin’d with thine {-
Is’t poflible that we may meet again ?
That thought has fill’d my foul with refolnnon.
Farewell : may heaven fuppor( thec, and redrefs us ¥
[Exm.
Cyl. O bleflfed opporwmty, I thank thee,
. If for this pious a& of love I perith,
" Let not Sephernes rathly follow me. ‘
Live to revenge me, and the world fhall praife thee.
‘Though all my hours be doom’d to chains and darknefs,
The pleafing thought that I bave given thee fafety,
Will chear me more than liberty and day-light.
‘Though I’'m condemned to fuffer fhameful death,
Ev’n in that hour I fhall forget his terrors,
And knowing that preferv’d thee, die with pleafm
But hark ! what noife was that? New fears alarm me,
Is he dete@ed P—Heaven has more compaflion.
Be ftill, my heart. - I go to take his place,
And wait th’ event w1th fready refignation.
[Em!en the dungeons’

Em',er Araxes aad Aﬁarbe.

Aft. .1 bring the royal mandate, read your order.
The fentence of Sopberrm is fufpended ;
I'd queftion him in private. ulde me to him,
Ara. He's dead. . .
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AR. Sophernies dead ! ! when ? ‘how ? by whom ?
Ara. 'The captive woman by whofe hand he fell,
Is gone before the king ; juft now the parted.
4p. My guilt, my hate, my love, all war within,
And confcience and diftraction will betray me. [Afde.
* Ara. Within that dungeon lies the breathlefs body.
A2 Name him no more.’ Begone, I’d be alone.
You know my pleafure.
Ara. 'm all obedience. { Exis,
Aj. Who thall appeafe this tempeft of my foul ?
>Tis done. He’s dead : now it will rage for ever!
Yet why ? Hence, confcience.  All J did was juftice.
Am I the caufe ? I proffer’d life and love 5 .
The murder -washot mine, Why then this horror -
Could a queen bear fuch infolence and {corn ?
Was I not injur’d ? thall I not refent ? '
He well deferv’d his fate. Ungrateful man !
The bloody fpe@acle thall pleafe revenge,
And fix eternal hatred iz my heart. [Cylene comes forth, -
Hah! fpeak : what art ?
It moves! it comes! where fhalt I hide me from it?
Nature fhrinks back, add fhivers at the fight.
[ Hides ber faces -
Cyl. See at your feet a poor unhappy captive.
[K#“Illtgt :
© may the queen be gracious to her fervant!
AR. Adraxes faid that he had let you forth,
And by command you went before the king.
Why has he thus deceiv’d me?:
Cyl. Turh not away ;
Beftow one look of pity on-a wretch,
Who lifts her eyes to you for grace and pardon.
4ft. Pardon! for what? you did it by Lommand
Is it a crime t’obey the voice of juftice ?
And did not thy own wrongs demand his blood ?
What' has detain’d thee in that horrid place ?
Was it to hear hini in the pangs of dewth,.
And tafte the plcafure of his dying groan ?
Stretch forth thy hands : -where are the crimfon ﬁams ?
Where lies the reeking fword 7 Is he yet cold ?
»T'was bravely done.—Go, hafte, before the thronef ,f
Phraortes thall reward thee for this fervice,
C6

r

o
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Cyl. When I fhall ftand before that awful prefence,
How fhall [ ftem the torrent of his wrath ! ’
Then let the queen inflill foft mercy in him,

And intercede to fpare a wretched wife.

Ap. Make known thy crime.

Cyl. All my offence 1s love.
Sophernes is my hufband.

Af. Haft thou kill’d him ? : i

Cyl. No. I dar’d difobey. My love has fav’d him,
With lying fpeeches I deceiv’d the king,

Accufed Sopbernes of imagined crimes,
And thus have given him life. My veil conceal’d him,
And brought him forth from death. This is my guilt.
If e’er your heart has felt the tender paffion,
You will forgive this juft, this>pious fraud.
Who would not do the fame for him fhe loves ?
Confult thy heart; and pity will plead for me.
‘Af. How dar’d you contradi&t the king’s command ?
Cyl. No power on earth commands the heart but
‘love ; [Rifes.
And I obey’d my heart.
ApR. Thy life is forfeit.
Dar’t thou avow thy crime?
Cyl. I glory in it.
If ’tis a crime, when innocence is wrong’d
To fnatch it from the rage of credulous power ;
If ’tis a crime to fuccour the diftreft;
If ’tis a crime to relieve injur’d virtue;
If ’tis a crime to be a faithful wife ;

Thofe crimes are mine; for 1 have fav’d my hufband.
Af. Is this an anfwer turn’d to move compaffion !
Such infolence is only match’d in him. '

Thine is the moft confummate pitch of treafon.
Who gave thee power? Are traytors at thy mercy ?
Let not hope_flatter thee. Nor prayers nor tears
Shall turn away the fword of juftice from thee.
Rafh woman, know, thy life fhall pay his ranfom.
Cyl. Alas! my life is of tao little price;

Such as it is, I freely give it for him. -
May fafety guard his days, and watch his nights!

, . . [ Kneeling.
May ev’ry {un rife happier than the laf,
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’Till he fhall re-afcend his native throne !
‘Then think upon Cylene. Heaven fhall aid thee
‘To punith Media for thy murder’d wife.
Ap. Araxes! [Emer Araxes.] Seize this bold pres
{fumptuous woman.
Your charge, beneath her veil, is fled from juftice,
And fhe dares own the crime. I fear your duty
“Will be fu{pe&ted. Lead her to the dungeon.
There wait thy fate.
Cyl. Ye gods, preferve Sophernes. . :
[Sbe is lock’d into the dungeon.
Ap. If I had power, this inftant fhe fhould die.,
- Ara. 1 fear the king will foften into mercy,
- Af. Why that fufpicion ?
Ara. While fhe fpoke before him,
- I faw the king with the moft fond attention
Hang on her words ; and as fhe fpoke, he languith’d,
And ev’ry lock he gave was love or pity.
4p. She fhall not live an hour. Left.with each
moment
His paffion firengthen, and my power diminith.
Did beauty ftrike all hearts as well as eyes,
For me the rival world would be in arms :
Beauty’s admir’d and prais’d, not always lov’d,
Some eyes are dazzled with too ftrong a luftre,
That gaze with pleafure on a fainter obje& ;
This homely captive then may fteal his heart,
And bring difgrace upon me. D'l prevent her,
This hour I’ll fee her bleed, and thus remove
At once the rival of my throne and love.

RN T BRI PR i PN
i ACT V.
SCENE, a Temph.

ASTARBE.

DOra/)e knows,—and I am in her power.
Araxes was employ’d ; he may fufpe& me,
One crime {upports another—I muft on.

I fear them b &o How fhall I lofe my fear?

.
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Their deaths muft end it, But they may be honeft;
Pl fift them-~for my foul has loft all reft..
But feec Dorafpe.

Enter Dorafpe..

‘Thou fometimes wert known
To mifs devotion’s hours. How comes it then
Thou’rt now {o foon ¢ haft thou ought that concerns me ?
Think’ft thou Araxss honeft ? 1 have doubts.
I fear the prifoner *fcap’d by his connivance. .
Are my commands obey’d ?
* Dor. 'Tis not yet done.
He could not gain admiffion to the king..
Af?. Does he not know a frown of mine can crufh
nim ?
Dor. I know his heart and hand are wholly. your’s..
He waits the king’s commands. ,
({7 Are mine then nothjng ? ‘
want I power to juftify the dced ? :
Why was fhe not dlfpatch’d ? He knew my pleafures
My pleafureis his duty, *Twas I rais’d kim ;
And dares be now difpute what I ordain ? '
Tell him, I’ll have it done ; that I command it.
'Thou too art falfe. Then on herfelf alone ~
Afarbe (hall depend. -Away, thou ﬂatterer
Go hence, and tremble at the queen’s difpleafure..
She fhall this inftant die. For fee Phraortes.
- Afarbe now has all things at her nod.
©Of this day’s worfhip I’ll appoint the victim. .

Enter Phraortes ;. A folemn proceffion of Priefls, .

[The gueen talks apart to Phraottes,
Pbra Bid them fufpend a while the facrifice ;
The queen requires a private conference
On. matters that concern the ftate.. Withdraw. :
[ Exeunt Priefts..
Now fpeak, my queen; I'm ready to obey.
" Ap. Allis notfafe.  Your ftate ftill harbouts treafon.
" Ev’n now I tremble for my lord the king ;
_ For through the dark the traytor’s arrow fhes ;
And which way will you turn your fhicld ac'tmﬁ xt?
Pbhra. What means my queen ?
4. Caft off all clemency ;
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So fhall your throne ftand firm to lateft time.
Phra. And has my danger given A/farbe feard
‘Where fhall I find reward for fo much goodnefs ?
I fwear by Jewve, and yon wide fapphire heaven,
Afarbe’s will fhall fix the king’s decree.,
Af. What fhall be done to him, whofe lying lips.
Miflead the king from the ftrait pathe of juftice ?
Pbhra. Med:a decrees that death {hall be his portion..
- Af. What is ordain’d for him, who (when the king:
Entrufts the royal fignet in-his hands) ’
Dares contradi&t the facred mandate 2.
Phra. Death.
Af. What thallour lawsinfli& onthat bold mifcreant;.
‘Who faves th’offendér whom the king condemns ?
Phra. The fatal fentence falls upon his head.
Af. Let juftice then fuppore the throne of Media;:
Let juftice then preferve thy. facred life ! '
Al thefe offences are that captive woman’s,
‘Who with feign’d tears beg’d pity and revenge.
‘With lying lips fhe fell before the throne,
She turn’d the king from the ftrait paths of juftice,.
"The royal feal was trufted in her hands; '
Prefumptuoufly {he broke the facred mandate,
She fpar’d whom you. condemn’d, and with vile trea--
chery - :
Klath fet Sapbernes free..  So' this affaffin
" Shall kindle new rebellions in your empire.
Pébra. Thefe flagrant crimes demand immediate
death.
4p. Let it be {fo. The king is wife and juft.
Phra. She fhall thisinftant bleed. Audaciouswoman!
. Af. Let her endure the thameful pomp of death,
Expofe her through the city’s public ftreet ; '
So fhall your people’s fhouts extol your jufti¢e ;-
So fhall you ftrike your enemies with fear,
And awe them to {ubjetien. Bring her forth ;
Here let her bleed, e¥’n on this holy ground,
Before the prefence ; Fove delights in julice, .
The righteous facrifice fhall pleafe the gods.

‘Enter Orbafius, Magi, Actendants,

Phra. Come from the croud, Oréaffus s hearand obcy.
Hafte to the prifon, and bring forth that woman
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(Who freed Sopbernes from the hand of power)
‘To pablic juftice. She fhall bleed before me.
Let her be led a public fpetacle.
Difpatch. Remember that the king expe&s you. -
: [Exit Orbafius,
The fhield of heaven has tura’d deftruéion from us ;
And gratitude requires our thanks and praife.
Call up the priefts. Begin the facred rites.
1# Mag. Turn all your eyes to yon bright arch of -
- heaven. . .
. 2d Mag. WhenJovein thunder threatensimpious men,
May the red lightnings fcatter Media’s foes,
And lay their cities defolate and wafte |
1# Mag. May the vaft globe of inexhaufted light,
That rolls its living fires from eaft to weft,
Strow all his paths with fragrant herbs and flowers,
And blefs his people with perpetual fpring ! i
" 2d Mag. May the bright lamp of nigﬁt, the filver
moon, - . :
And all the ftarry myriad that attend her,
Guard and defend his midnight couch from dangers !
1/# Mag. May ever living fprings fupply our fountains,
And wind in fertile rivers through the land !
2d Mag.' Blefs him, ye winds, with ever profp’rous
~gales! : o
xﬂgMag. ‘Pour not your wrath in tempefts on his
people. ) :
Let your fweet breath chace dearth and peftilence, -
And cool our fummers with eternal health!

Enter Orbafius, with Cylene, as led 10 execution.

[Orbafius talks apart to the king.
Pbra. Again we muft defer the folemn worfhip.
Bid the proceflion move towards the temple: . | ol
And let th’ offender ftand before the prefence. [7o Orb,
Af}. Sopbernes has expos’d me to this woman ;
And while fhe lives, I live in fear and fhame. .
Shall fhe then triumph in a.queen’s difgrace - [Afde.
Cyl. Mott gracious king, .confider my.tranfgreflion:
- [ Kneels.
My life is forfeit; juftice has condemn’d mes
I broke th’inviolable laws of Media. ‘

3
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Yet let Phraorees with impartial fcale..
Weigh my offence ; he’ll ind my crime was virtue..
Sure heaven that tries the heart, will pardon me :
And kings, who imitate the gods in juftice,
Should not forfuke them in the paths of mercy.
Pbhra. Have not thy lying lips deceiv’d the king ?
How fhall thy words find faith! They’re air, they’re
nothing !
Cyl. O be not rath in judgment! Hear me fpeak.
What mov’d my tongue to pra&ife this deceit ?
Was it ambition and.the laft of power ?
Was it to vex your empire with rebellion ?
Wasit the meaner views of fordid gain 2.
Was it to hurt the loweft of your people .
All my offence is faithful love and dutys -
Sophernes is my hufband, and I fav’d him.
Pbra. Thy hufband ! Y :
Ap. Hear her not: woman, away.
Remember you have fworn.
Phra. Thy hufband, fay’ft.thoun?

Ap. Think on your oath; and fpurn diffimulation,
Pbra. Am I debarr’d the chief delight of kings ?
Have I the power to punith; not to pardon ?
- But [ have fworn. o

Cyl. If there’s no room for merc Rifess
My life is well beffow’d. My deuz is glorious
1 chofe it; and repine not at my fates .
4. Turn from her. Liften not to fraud and guile,
Cyl. Think not I fhudder at th’approach of death ;
- That the keen fword, which glitters in my eyes,
Makes my heart fail, and finks me to defpair.
I fear not for myfelf; for him I fear.
How will he bear my death ?—As I could his.
Phra. Why have I bound the tender hands of mercy p
, [ Mufing.
Af. You but delay. The royal oath is facred.
Cyl. Well then, Lead on, His punifhment is mine,
Live, live, Sopbernes, and forget Cylenc ;
Left grief deftroy thy peace, and make thee wretched.
" Pm ready. .
Phra. How fhall I pronounce the fentence !
Aj. For your oath’s fake.
Pbra. *Tis granted, Let ber die.
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But let me firft perform my due devotions,”
To beg that mercy which I muft refufe.

As foon as I have paid my folemn vows,

I'll make the fign: then let the blow be given.
Sece all be ready. Now renew the rites.

Euter Hydarnes, difguis'd. -

Hyd. Thus far 'm undifcover’d.—Now’s my time.
The king of Media’s given into my hands.
And when he leaves his guards to traft the gods,
Ev’n while he proftrate falls, and lifts his eyes
To the bright god of day, th'all-feeing fun,
‘This fhall difpatch him ¥irft, and then Hydarres.
1# Mag. Nowlet the king advance. -
Phra. O glorieus fun! Co [Kneeling,
[Hydarnes a#empting to fab Phraottes, is fab’d by
Sophernes, difguis’d, who'is feix’d by the Magi.
‘What means this confternation in all-eyes? »
Whence this alarm, and all this wild difordet?
Hah! who lies here thus weltring in 'his blood,
Gafping for life? what:means this horrid murder ?
Strike not till [ command, [To the Exccntioner.] Who
did this deed ? o
»f Mag. Behold the man. What bounty can
reward him ? .
‘What fhall be done for him who fav'd the kisg?
Phra. Say whe, and whesice thou art?
Soph. A wretched man
‘Who comes to take-his fentence on him, death..
Sopbermss was condemn’d ; *tis he mult fuffer.
Spare then that pattern of heroic virtue.
The fentence is not her's; I claim my right.
Sophernes ftantls before you, and demands it.
: Throaws off bis difguife.
Cyl. O flay not for the ﬁgnallz. Give ge blowf %
Save him, ye gods! Why is the ftroke delay’d ?
The king has fworn. O may my death preferve himt
Phra. Sufpend her fentence till my fusther orders.
* Who flew this man ? what mov’d thee to the muarder ?
" Why haft thou ftain’d this holy. place with blood.?
Soph.Thatvillain wholies groveling there before thee,.
Had rais’d his arm to take thy life, O king; -
And. as the point defeended,. in the moment.
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T laid him low ; 'and.heaven has-done me\juttice.

Xf favour fhall reward me for-this deed,

Spare mysCylene, grant her your proteétion.

X atkmot life, for without her ’tis nothing.. '
AfR. Where will this end? How .are my fchemes

deftroy’d!
Fear chills my-heart, and guilt Jies heavy on me.
Leave me not, hell! defert not now thy caufe. .
O blind the-eyes.of jultice! =~ .

1 rwin and perdition. [Afide.
1 this bold affaffin ? View him well.
1pon me. :

fcen this man. ,
:crewd Dumark’d-thisperjur’dwretch,
ith ingnatitnde and treafon : ,
oks, .and hafty ftrides

3 Rraight he rais’d his- dagger :

and thee, I {mote him.

L-hide;me.> haw-my foars difkraétwne !
ment ofthe gaiky wreich, N
azes him in theface?

. fink into defmil'o '

And when we want‘moft Arength,. then moft it fails us..

He fpeaks, and Pm betray’d.  Why err’d the daggert

To bring confufion, thame, and deathupon me.

Where fhall I fly ?—for :comitience will dete& me, .

>T'will faulter on my tongue, and {ain my cheek.

O horrar ! ‘@ difgrace !—I fly from fheme, = [Bwit..
Soph. *Tiwas 1 shat gave:-thee death. .
Hyd. Thau haft done juftice.

Phra. What fayeft thou? fpeak agsain.
Hyd. Hehas dane juitice.
* I barb’roufly acces’d him of sy .crimes ;
That guilt upbraids me ; and I atk forgiveness. {Zo Soph,
Phra. Whence art thou?—why this zeajous rage
againft me?
Hyd. 1 grieve not that I perifh’d by hishand 5.
But that he difappointed my revenge,
I can’t forgive him, Had he fay’d *ill then,
Hydarnes had fabn greatly. But that’s paft.
Still I fhall wound thee in the tendereft part.
S [¥o Phraortes.. ,
Ifaint. O giant me ftrength to give it utterance!

o

A

-~
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Draw near, Araxes.. Speak, inform the king ;-
Did not you guide me to the queen’s apartment #*
You know why I was call’d. Difclofe the fecret.
Ara. What paft I know not,
Hyd. What you fear to own, -
T dare reveal: hear then a dying man,
The queen, on promife of my life and pardon,
Prevail’d upon me to accufe this prince:
I knew him not; yet, to purfue thy life, --
And gratify revenge, I undertook 1t.
Pbra. Tt is impoffible. Advance, my queen,
And let thy prefence ftrike him with confufion.
Come forth, Aftarbe. Hah! fhe’s fled; fhe’s guilty ¥
Hafte, bring her back. I will extort confeffion.
What mov’d her to this perjur’d information ?
[Ex. Officers.,
Whence fprung this hate and malice to Sopbernes ?
(7o Hydarnes.
Hyd. Afk her. I {peak the truth, and know no further.
Look on me, tyrant, and bbferve my featdres ;
Seceft thou not here the lines of brave Ly/amnes ?
He by thy power was led to fhameful death,
His fon now dies, and never has reveng’d him.  [Dres.

Enter Afarbe, Srought in by Officers.

Ap. Bring me before the king.

Pbra. Perfidious wonian !
Look on that wretch, who there lies pale and cold ;
‘Was he not brought in private to your chamber ?
Who gave inftrutions to accufe Sopberaes #
‘Who promis’d life and pardon to Hydarnes ?

Ap. All then is loft.  Afarbe is betray’d.
But fhall I ftoop to lead a life of fhame ?
No. This fhall clofe a fcene of long remorfe.

Stabs herfelf.
Phra. Aftarbe! hold! . L aé
Ap. Forgive me! . [ Dies.
Phra. Her foul treachery :
My foul detefts. But love will force a tear.
What mov’d her hatred thus againft your life ?
Soph. She was unhappy. Let her be forgot.
. Pbra. Draw near, Cylene. May heav’n blefs your loves!
: [Giwes ker to Sophernes,

\
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Cyl. Shall he then live ? My heart o’erflows with joy.
Now life is worth .accepting, worth deiiring,

‘Worth ev’ry with, and ev’ry daily prayer,

Pbra. By you the royal veftment fhall be worn,
And, next the king, all honour fhall be paid :
To you who fav’d him. [7e Sophernes.

Sopb. What I did was due; -

I’ve only paid a debt of gratitude :
What would your bounty more ¢~—you’ve given me all :
For in thefearms I ev’ry with poflefs.

Phra. Life is a voyage, and we with painand labour
Muft weather many a ftorm, to reach the port.

Soph. Since ’tis not given to mortals to difcern
‘Their real good and ill; let men learn patience:
Let us the tails of adverfe fate fuftain,

For through that rugged road our hopes we gain.



EPILOGUE.
SPOKEN BY MRS, OL D'Fljl! LDy

SH AL L authors teaze the tovon-with tragic -paffon,

When ave’ve.more modern moral things in fapbion ?

Let pocts quite exhanf? the Mufe’s treafure ;

Sure mafquerades mift give more Seeling pleafure,

Where we meet finer fenfe and better meafare;- '

The marry'd dame, whofe bufinefs maft:be done; L

Puts on the boly weflments of a nun -

. And brings ber unprolific fpoufe a fon. q
Cogquettes, with whom no lover coudd fucceed,

Here pay off all arrears, and love in-deed :

Ev’n confeious prudes are fo fincere and free,

They aft each man they meet—Do you know me ?
Do not our Operas unbend the mind,

Where ev’ry foul's to ecftafy refin’d ?

Entranc’d aith found fits each feraphic toafd :

All ladies lowe the play that moves the mofd.

E’n in this boufe I've known fome tender Fair,

Touch’d with meer fenfe alone, confefs a tear.

But the foft woice of an Italian Wether,

Makes them all languifb three whole hours together.

And-avhere's the wonder ? Plays, like Mafs, are fung,

( Religious Drama!)—in an unknown tongue. ~
Will Pocts ne'er confider wwbat they coff us ?

What tragedy can take, like Doffor Faultus ?

Two flages in this moral fhow excell,

T frighten vicious youth with feenes of bell ;

Yet both thefe Fauftufes can warn but few.

For avhat’s a conj’rer’s fate tome or—you ?
Yet there arewives awho think beaw’nworth their care ;

But firft they kindly fend their [poufes there. :

When you my lover’s laft difirefs bebold,

Does not each bufpand’s thrilling blood run cold #

Some beroes only die.~Qurs finds a wife,

What's harder than captivity for life ?

Yet Men, ne’er warn’d, fiill court their oavn undoing

Who, for that circle, would but venture ruin @
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INTRODUCTION.

BEGGAR, PLAYER.
BEGGAR.

F poverty be a title to poetry, I am fure no bady
. I can difpute mine. I own myfelf of the Company
of Beggars; and I make onc at their weekly feftivals
at Sz. Giles’s. I have a fmall yearly falary for my
catches, and am welcome to a dinner there whenever I
pleafe, which'is more than moft poets can fay.

Player. As we live by the Mufes, it is but gratitude
in us to encourage poetical’ merit wherever we find it.
The Mufes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no dif-
tin&ion to drefs,and never partially miftake the pertnefs
of embroidery for wit, nor the modefty of want for
dulnefs. Be the author who he will, we puth his play
as far as it will go. So (though you are in want) I

- wifh you fuccefs heartily.

Beggar. 'This piece I own was originally writ for
the celebrating the marriage of Fames Chanter and
Moll Lay, two moft excellent ballad-fingers. I have
introduced the fimiles that are in all your cclebrated
opera’s: The Swallow, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the
Flower, &c. Befides I have a prifon fcene, which the
ladies always reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the
parts, I have obferved fuch a nice impartiality to our
two ladies, that it is impofiible for either of them to
take offence.. 1 hope I may be forgiven, that I have
not made my opera throughout unnatural, like thofe
in vogue ; for I have no recitative ; excepting this, as
I have confented to have ncither Prologue nor Epilogue,

it muft be allowed an opera in all its forms. The piece

indeed hath been heretofore frequently re}vrefented by
- ourfelves in our great room at §z. Giles’s, o that I can-
not too often acknowlege your charity in bringing it
now on the ftage. .
Player. But1 fee it is time for us to withdraw . the
Ad&ors are preparing to begin, Play away th
ture,




Dramatis Perfonz.

Mrs. Peachum,
Polly Peachum,
Lucy Lockit,
Diana Trapes,
Myrs. Coaxer,
Dolly Trull,
Mprs. Vixen,
Betiy Doxy,
Jenny Diver;
Mrs. Slammekin,
Suky Tawdry,
Molly Brazen,

MEN.
Peachum, Mr. Hippefles,
- Lockit, Mr. Hﬁij’ 4
Macheath, Mr. Walker.
Filch, . Mr. Clark.
Jemmy Twitcher, 7 (Mr. H. Bullochk,
Crook-finger'd Jack, l - | Mr. Houghton.
Wat. Dreary, Mr. Smith.
Robin of Bagfhot, Mackeath’s ) Mr. Lacy.
Nimming Ned, ‘Gang, )} Mr. Pir.
Harry Paddington, ‘ Mr. Eaton.
Mat. of the Mint, Mr. Spiller,
Ben Budge, Mr. Morgan,
ngg-ar, Mr..C lmpmar).
Player, Mr. Mil«ward.

Conflables, Drawers, Turnkey, &c.
. .

WOMEN.
' Mrs. Marten.
Mifs Fenton.
Mrs. Egleton.
Mrs. Marten.
Mis. Holiday.
Mrs. Lgey. -
Mrs. Rice. - -
Mrs. Rogers.
Mrs. Clarke.
_ Mrs. Morgan.
’ Mirs. Palin.
* Mrs, Sallee.

Women of

the Town,
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BEGGAR’s OPERA.

"ACT I,
SCENE, Peachum’s Houfe.

"Peachum fitting at a table, with a large book of
» accounts before bim. S

AIR I. An old woman clothed in grey.

THR OUGH all the employments of life
Each neighbour abufes bis brother ;
* Whore and rogue they call hufband and wife :

All profeffions be-rogue one another.

The prieft calls the lawyer a cheat,
The lawyer be-knaves the divine ; ..

And the fatefman, becaufe be's fo great,
Thinks bis trade as honeft as mine.

A lawyer is an honeft employment, fo is mine, Like
me toe he afts in a double capacity, both againft
rogues and for ’em ; for ’tis but fitting that we thould
prote& and encourage cheats, fince we live by ’em.

- Enter Filch,

Filch. Sir, black Mo/l hath' fent word her trial comes
on in the afternoon, and fhe hopes you will order mat-
ters fo as to bring her off. ;

Peach. Why, the may plead her belly at worft; to
my knowlege fhe hath taken care of that fecurity,
But as the wench is very ative and induftrious, you
may fatisfy her that I'll oneen the evidence.

2
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Filch., Tom Gagg, fir, is found guilty. :

Peach. A lazy dog! When I took him the time be-
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not
mend his hand. This is death without reprieve. I
may venture to book-him: fawrites] for Tem Gagg,
forty pounds. Let Betty Sly know that I'll fave her
from tranfportation, for I can get more by her ftaying
in England. )

Filch. Betty hath brought more goods into our lock
this year than any five of the gang; and in truth, ’tis
pity to lofe fo good a cuftomer.

Peach. 1f none of the gang takes her off, the may,
in the common courfe of bufincfs, live a twelve-month
longer. I love to let wumen “fcape. A good fportfman
always lets the hen-partridgcs fly, bocaufe the breed of
the game depends upcn them. Befides, here the law
allows us no reward : there is nothing to be got by the
death of women ——except our wives.

Filch. Without difpute, fhe is a fine woman ! *T'was
to her [ was obliged for my education, (to fay a bold
word) fhe hath train’d up more young fellows to the
bufinefs, than the gaming-table. !

Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obfervation is right. We
and the furgeons are morc beholden to women; than
all the profeffions befides, A

AIR II. The bonny grey-ey’d morn, &c.

Filch. °Tis avoman that feduces all mankind,
By her awe firft avere taught the wheedling arts 3
Her wery eyes can cheat 5 awbhen mofft fhe’s kind,
She tricks us of our money with our hearts.
For her, like wolves by night ave roam for prey,
And pradtife ev’ry fraud to bribe ber charms ;
For fuits of love, like law, are awon by pay,
And beauty muft be fee'd into our arms.

Peach. But make hafte to Newzate, boy, and let my
fiiends know what I intend ; for I love to make them
eafy one way or other.

Filch. When a gentleman is long kept in fufpence,
penitence may break his fpirit ever after. Befides, cer-
tainty gives aman a good air upon his trial, and makes
him rifque another without fear or fcruple. But Il
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&way, for ’tis a pleafure to be the meflenger of com- -
fort to friends in afliction. [Exit.

Peach. But ’tis now high time'to look about me for
a decent execution againft next feflions. I hate a lazy
rogue, by whom one can get nothing *till he is hang’d.
A regifter of the gang [reading.] Crook-finger'd Fack.
A year and a half in the fervice : Let me fee how much
the flock owes to his induftry ; one, two, three, four,
five gold watches, and feven filver ones, A mighty
clean-handed fellow ! Sixteen fnuff-boxes, five of them
ef true gold. - Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four
filver-hilted fwords, half a dozen of fhirts, three tye-
periwigs, and a piece of broad cloth.  Confidering
thefe are only the fruits of his leifure hours, I don’t
know a pretticr fellow, for no man alive hath a more
engaging prefence of mind upon the road. War.
Dreary, alias Brown Will, an irregular dog, who hath
an underhand way of difpofing his gocds. I'H try
himn only for a feflions or two longer upon his good
behaviour, Harry Paddington, "a poor petty-larceny
rafcal, without the ieaft genius; that-fellow, tho’ he
were to live thefe fix morths, will never come to the
gallows with any credit. Slippery Sam ; he goes off
the next feflions, for the villain hath the impudence to
have views of following his trade as a taylor, which
he calls an honeft employment. Mar. of the Mint ;
lifted not above a month ago, a pron:ifing iturdy fel-
low, and diligent in his way ; fomcwhat too-bold and
hafty, and may raife good contributions on the.public,
if hec does not cut himfelf fhort by murder.” Zom
Tipple, a guzzling foaking fot, who is always too
drunk to ftand himfelf, or to make others fland. A
cart is abfolutely neceflary for him. Rebin of Bagfhot,
alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Beb, alias Carbuncle, alia
Bob Bocty. . .
Enter Mrs. Peachum.

Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, hufband ? T hope
nothing bad hath betided him. You know, my dear,
he’s a favourite cuftomer of mine. ’Twas he made
me a prefent of this ring. . .

Peach. 1 have fet his name down In the black-lift,
that’s all, my dear; he fpends bis lif¢ among women,

- D 3
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and as foon as his money is gone, one or other of the
Jadies will hang him for the reward, and there’s forty
--pounds loft to us for ever. '

Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle
in matters of death ; I always leave thofe affaits t6 you.
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in thefe cafes, for
they are fo partial to the brave, that they think every

~man handfome who is going to the camp or the gallows.

AIR III. Cold and raw, &c.

If any wench Venus’s girdle avear,
Though fbe be never fo ugly,
Lillics and rofes avill quickly appear,
And ber face look wond'vous fmuggly.
Bencath the left ear, fo fit but a cord, .
(4 repe fo charming a zone is!)
The youth in his cart bath the air of a lord,
- And we cry, There dies an Adonis !
But really, hufband, you fhould not be too hard-
+ hearted, for you never had a finer,. braver fet of men
than at prefent. We have not had a murder among
them all, thefe feven months, And truly, my- dear,
that is a great blefling. .

Peach., What a dickens is the woman always. a
whimpering about murder for? No gentleman is ever
Jock’d upon the worfe for killing a man.in his own
defence ; and if bufinefs cannot be carried an without
it, what would you have a gentleman do? )

Mrs. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my dear, you:
muft excute me, for no-body can help the frailty of
an over-fcrupulous confcience. .

Peach. Murder is as fathionable a crime as a man can
be guilty of. How many fine gentlemen have we in
Newgate every year, purely upon that article ? Tf they
have wherewithal to perfuade the jury to bring it in
manflaughter, what are they the worfe for it? So, my
dear, have done upon this fubje®. Was captain
Macheath here this morning, for. the bank-notes he
left with you laft week ? .

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my dear; and though the Bank
hath ftopt payment, he was fo chearful and fo agree-
able! Sure there is not a finer gentleman upon the
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road than the captain! If he comes from Bagfor at
any reafondable hour, he hath promis’d to make one
this evening with Polly, me, and Bob Booty, at a party
of quadrille, PRray, mydear, is the captain rich ?

Feach. The captain keeps too good company ever
to grow rich. Marybone and the chocolate-houfes are
his undoing. The man that propofes to get men-y by
play, fhould have the education of a fine gent e nan,
and betrain’d up to it from his youth.

Mrs. Feach. Really I am forry upon Pclly’s account,

-the captain hath not more difcretion. What bufinefs
hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ?
he fhould leave them to prey upon ore another.

Peach. Upon Polly’s account! What, a ‘)lague, does
the woman mean !—Upan Polly’s account ! .

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl,

Peach. And what then? '

’ Mrs. Peach. 1f I have any fkill In the ways of wo-’
-men, I am fure Polly thinks him a very pretty man.
Peach. And what then? vou would not be fo mad
. to have the wench marry him! Gamefters and high-
waymen are generally very good to their whores, but
they are very devils to their wives. :

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly fhould be in love, how
fhould we help her, or how can fhe help herfelf ? Poor
girl, I’m in the utmoft concern about her.

AIR IV. Why is your faithful (Jave difdain’d ?
If lowe the virgin’s beart invade,
How, like a moth, the fimpleanaid
Still plays about the flame ! -
If foon fboe be not made a wife, ~
Her honour’s fing’d, and then for life,
She’s—whbat I dare not name.

Peach. Look ye, wife. A handlome wench, in our
way of bufinefs, is -as profitable as at the barof a
Temple coffee-houfe, who looks upon 1t as her live-
lihood to grant every liberty but one. You fee I
would indulge the girl as far as prudently we cams
in any thing, but marrjage! After that, my dear, how
fhall ‘we be fafe? are we not then in her hyfhand’s
power? for a hufband hat;l)the abfolute fower qv

: 4
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a wife’s fecrets, but her own. If the girl had the dif-
cretion of a court Jady, who can have a dozen young
fellows at her ear, without complying with one, I
fhould not matter it; but Polly is tinder, and a fpark
will at once fet her on a flame. Married! If the
wench does not know her own profit, fure fthe knows
her own pleafure better than to make herfelfa property !
My daughter to me fhould |be like a court lady to a
minifter of ftate, a key to the whele gang. Married !
If the affair is not already done, Pl terrify her from
it, by the example of our neighbours. :
Mus. Peach. May-hap, my dear, you mgy injure the
girl.  She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and fhe may
only allow the captain libertics in the view of intereft.
Peach. But ’tis your daty, my dear, to warn the
girl againft her ruin, and 1o inftru& her how'to make
the moft of her beauty. I’ll go to her this moment,
and fift her. In the mean time, wife, rip out the
coronets and marks of thefe dozen of cambric hand-
kerchiefs, for I can difpofe of them this afternoon to
a chap in the city. . : [Exit.
Mrs. Peach! Never was a man more out of the way
in an argument, than my hufband! Wby -muft oux
Polly, forfooth, differ from her fex, and love .only her
hutband? And why muft ourPo/ly’s marriage, con-
trary to all obfervation, make her the lefs follow’d by
other men? All men are thieves in love, and like a
woman the better for being another’s property.

B AIR V. Ofall the fimple things we do, &Je.

A maid is like the golden ore,
Which bath guineas intrinfical in't,
Whofe worth is never known, before
It is try’d and impreft in the mint.
A wife’s like a guinea in gold,
Stampt with the name of ber 'éaou/é; »
Now bere, now there; is bought, or is fold ;
And is current in every boafe. : . :
Enter Filch. R
Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of this

child as though my mind mifgave me he were my own.
He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman,

v
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and¥as mmblesfingerd asa juggler. 1f an unlucky
{106 -@85@b ot cut the rops of hy life, I pronounce,
boyythodtwilt be a-great ‘man in hiffory. Where was
your polt laft night, my boy ? -

Filch. T ply’d at-the Opera, madam ; and confider-
“iv ¢ *twas neither dark nor rainy, fo-that there was no
great hurry in gétting chairs and coaches, made a to-
-1erable hand ow’t, :Thefe feven handkerchiefs, madam.

- Mrs Peach. ~Coloard ones, I fee. Theyare of fure
fale from our warchou/e at Redriff among the fcamen.

~  Filch. And this fnuff-box. . .

Mirs. Peach. Set in gold! A pretty encouragemcnt
-this to a young beginncr. .

‘Fileh. T had a fair tug at a charming gold watch.
*Pox take the taylors for making the fobs fo deep and

- marrow! It fluck by the way, and I was: forced to
-make my efcape under a coach, Really, madam, I
fear I thull be cut off in the” flower of my youth, fo
-thet every now and then (fince I was pumpt) I have
thoughts of taking up and going to fea. )

- Mrs. Peach. You thould go to Hockley in the bole, and
t0' Marybone, child, to learn valour, Thefe are the
fchools that have bred fo many brave men. I thought,
boy, by this time, thou hadft loft fear as well as fhaine.
Poerlad! how little does he know yet of the O/d Beiley!
For the firft fa&t I'll infure thee from being hang’d ;
and going to fea, Filch, will come time enough upen
a fentence of tranfportation. But now, fince you have
nothing better to do, ¢v’n go to your book, and leara -
your catechifm; for really a man makes but an ill
figure in the ordinary’s paper, who cannot §ive a fatif-
faftory anfwer to his quettions. But, hark you, .my

" lad, Don’t tell me a lye; for you know I hate a lyzr,
Do you know of any thing that hath paft between cap-
tain Macheath and our Polly ?

Filch. 1beg you, madam, don’t atk me; for I muft
either tell a lyc to you, or to mifs Polly ; for I promifed

~ her [ would not tell.

Mrs. Peach. But when the honour of our family is
concern’d— : :
- Pilch. ¥ fhall lead a fad life with Mifs Polly, if ever
fhe comes to know I told you. Befides, 1 would not

. D 5

-y,
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willingly forfeit my own honour by betraying any body.

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my hufband and Polly.
- Come, Filch, you fhall go with me into my own reom,
and tell me the whole ftory. I'll give thee a glafs of a.

~ moft delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking.
[Exeunt.

Enter Peachum and Polly.

Polly. 1 know as well as any of the fine ladies how
t> make the moft of myfelf and of my man too. A.
woman knows how to be mercenary, though fhe hath
never been in a court or at an aflembly. We have it
in our natures, papa. If I allow captain Mackeath
fome trifling liberties, I have this watch and other
vifible marks of his favour to fhow for it. A girl -
who cannot grant fome things, and refufe what is moft
material, will make but a poor hand of her beauty,.
and foon be thrown upon the common.

AIR VI. What fhall I do to fhow how much I love her -

Virgins are like the fair floaver in its lufire,
Which in the garden enamels the ground I
Near it the bees in play futter and clufier,
And gaudy butterflies frolick around.
Bur, awhen once pluck’d, *tis no longer alluring,
7o Covent-garden ’tis fent, (as yet faveet )
There fades, and forinksy and grows paft all en~
during,
Roats, fiinks, and dies, and is trod under feet.
Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againft your
toying and wifling with a caftomer in the way of bu-
finefs, or to get out a fecret, or fo. But if I find out
that you have play’d the fzol and are married, you
jade you, I'll cut your throat, hufly. Now you know.
my mind.
Enter Mrs. Peachum.
. AIR VII. O London is a fine Town..
Mrs. Peachum, [in a wery great paffion.] )
Our Polly is 2 fad flut ! nor bheeds what ave have taught
be

7.
I awvonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter !

N
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For fbe muft have both hoods and gowns, ard hoops to
Sawell ber pride, _
WPith fearfs and fays, and gloves and lace 5 and fhe avill
bawve men befide ; : .
And awhen fbe’s dreft avith care and coft, all-tempting,
- fine and gay, - .
s men fhould ferve a cucumber, fhe flings herfelf away.

You baggage ! you hufly ! you inconfiderate jade! had

you been hang®., it would net have vex’d me, for that
* might have been your misfortune;; but to do fuch a mad

thing by choice ! The wench is marrjed, hufband.

Peach. Married ? the captain .is a -bold man, and
will rifque any thing for money ; to be fure he believes
her a fortune. Do youthink your mother and I fhould
have liv’d comfortably fo long together, if ever we had
been married ? Baggage ! i

Mrs. Peach. 1 knew the was always a proud flut;
and now the wench hath play’d the fool and married,
becaufe forfooth fhe would do like the gentry. Can
you fupportthe expence of a hufband, hufly, in gaming,
drinking, and whoring? "have you money enough to
carry on the daily quarrels of man and wife about who

. fhall fquander moft? There are not many hufbands
and wives, who can bear the charges of plaghing cne
another in a handfome way. If you muft be married,
could you introduce.no-body into our family but a
highwayman ?- Why, thou foolifh jade, thou wilt be as
ill-us’d, and as much negleted, as if thou hadft mas-
ried a lord!

Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through
the rules of decency, for the captain locks upon him-
felf in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his
profeflion. Befides what he hath already, I know he
1s in a fair way of getting, or of dying; and both
thefe ways, let me tell you; are moft excellent chances
for a wite. Tell me, hufly, are you ruin’d, or no?

- Mrs. Peach. With Polly’s fortune, fhe might very
well have gone off to a perfon of diftinétion. Yes,
that you might, you pouting flut!

. Peach. What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll
make you plead by {quee]z)ing out an anfwer from'you,



%4 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA.

Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only
upon liking ? o [Pinches ber.
Polly. Qb1 [Screaming.
Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pitied who
hath handfome daughters! Locks, bolts, bars, and
- le€tures of morality are nothing to them: they break -
through- them all. ‘They have as much’ pleafure in
cheating a father and mother, as in cheating at cards.
Peach. Why, Polly, 1 fhall foon know if you are
married, by Macheath’s keeping fronr.our houfe.

AIR VIII. Grim king of the ghofts, &e.

Polly. Can love be controul’d by advice ?
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? -
Though my beart avere as froxen as ice,
At bis flame ’tawould have melted away..
When he #iff me fo clofely be preft, -
"Tawas Jo_faveet, that I muft have comply’d =
So 1 thought it both fafeft and beft < /?
To marry, for_fear you fbould chide. %,g,

Mrs, Feach. 'Then all the hopes of our family are
gone for ever and ever! .
Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and
mother-in-law, in hopes to get into their daughter’s
fortune, '
Polly. I did not marry him (as ’tis the fathion) coolly
and deliberately for honour or money. But, Ilove him.
*Mrs. Peach. Love him ! worfe and worfe ! I thought
the girl had been better bred. Oh hufband, hufband !
her folly makes me mad ! my head fwims! T’m dif~
trated ! I can’t fupport myfelf—Oh ! [Faints.
Peach. See, wench, to what a condition. you have
reduced your poor mother! a glafs of cordial, this
_ inftant. How the poor woman takes it to heart!.
. . [Polly goes out and returns awith it.
Ah, hufly, now. this is. the only comfort your mother
has left! o o
, Polly. Give her another glafs, fir; my mama drinks
- double the quantity whenever the is out of order. This,
you fee, fetches her, . )
Mrs. Peach. The girl fhows fuch a readinefs, and fo
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:much concern, that I could almoft find in my heart to
forgive her. .

" AIR IX. O Fenny, O Fenny, where hatt thou been, -
O Polly, you might bave toy’d ayd kifs.
By kecping men off, you kecp them on.
Polly.’ " Bat ke fo teaz’d me, -
- " dnd be fo pleas’d me,
What I did, you muft have done.

Mrs. Peach.- Not with a highway-man.——You
forry flut? 8

Peach. A word with you, wife. ’Tis nonew thing

for a wench to take man without confent of parents.
You know ’tis the frailty of woman, my dear.
-, Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the fex is frail. But the
firft time 2 woman is frail, fhe fhould be fomewhat
nice methinks, for then or never is the time to make
her fortune.  After that, fhe hath nothing to do but
to guard herfelf from being found out, and the may do
what fhe pleafes.

Peach. Make yourfelf a little eafy ; I have a thought
thall foon fet all matters again to rights. Why fo me-
lancholy, Polly? fince what is done cannot be undone,
we muit all endeavour to make the beit of it,

Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one woman can
forgive another, I forgiv,e thee.—Your father is too
fond of you, hufly. ‘ .

Polly. Then all my forrows are at an end.

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely fpeech, in troth, for a
wench who is juft married ! -

" “AIR X. Thomas, Icannot, ¢,
Polly. 1, like a fhip in florms, awas toft;
Yet afraid to put in to land ;
For feiz’d in the port the weffel’s loff,
Whofe treafure is contreband. .
© The waves are laid,
My duty’s paid.
o 43] beyond expreffion!
Thus, fafe a-foore,
I aft no more, E

My all is in my poffeffion.
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Peach. T hear cufomers in tother room; go; talk
with ’em, Polly; but come to us again, as foon as they
are-gone.—But, heark ye, child, if ’tis the gentleman
who was here yefterday about the repeating watch,
fay, you believe we can’t get intelligence of it, till
to-morrow. For I lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a
figure with to-night at a tavern in Drury-lane. If -
t'other gentleman calls for the filver-hilted fword,
you know beettle-brow’d Femmy hath it on, and he
doth not come from Tunbridge till Tusfday night ; fo
that it cannot be had till then. [Exir Polly.] Dear
wife, be a little pacified. Don’t let your paflion
run away with your fenfes. Polly, I grant you, hath
done a rafh thing. ‘

Mrs, Peach. 1f fhe had had only an intrigue with the
fellow, why the very beft families have excus’d and
huddled vp a frailty of that. fort. ’Tis marriage,
hufband, that makes it a blemifh.

Peach. But money, wife, is the true fuller’s earth
for reputations, there is not a fpot or-a ftain but what
it can take out.' A rich rogue now-a-days is fit com-

any for any gentleman; and the world, my dear,
Eath not fuch a’ contempt for roguery as you imagine.
1 téll you, wife, I can make this- match turn to our
advantage. ) i . . -

Mrs. Feach. Tam very fenfible, hufband, that captain -
Macheath is worth money, but %am in doubt whether
be hath not two or three wives already, and then, if
he fhould die in a feflion or two, Polly’s dower would
come into difpufe. - o : .

Peach. That, indeed, is a peint which ought to be-
confider’d, - ) P

. AIR XI.' A Soldier and a Sailor,

A Fox may fieal your hens fir,
A awhore your health and pence, fir,.
Your daughter vob your cheft, fir,
Your awife may fleal your reft, fir,

A thicf your goods and plate.
But this is all but picking,
With reft, pence, cheft, and chicken
1t ever awas decreed, fir, ‘ oo
If laavyer’s band is fee'd, fir,

He freals your avhole eftate.

4
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The lawyers are bitter enemies to’ thofe in our way,
They don’t care that any body fhould get a clandeftine
livelihood but themfelves.

Enter Polly.

Polly. *Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in
& damatk window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of
filver candlefticks, a periwig, and one filk flocking,
from the fire that happen’d laft night.

Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his
way, and faves more goods out of the fire than Ned.
But now, Polly, to your affair ; for matters muft not
be left as they are.  You are married then, it feems ?

Polly. Yes, Sir.

Peach. And how do you propofe to live, child ?

Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induftry of
my hafband. ]

Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn’d fool? A
highway-man’s wife, like a foldier’s, hath as little of
his pay as of his company.

Peach. And had not you the common, views of a

entlewoman in your marriage, Polly ?

Polly. 1 don’t know what you mean, fir.

. Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow.,

Polly. But I love him, fir: how then could I have
thoughts of parting with him? ’

Peach. Parting with him! Why, that is the whole
fcheme and intention of all marriage-articles. The
comfortable eftate of widowhood is, the only hope
that keeps up a wife’s fpirits. Where is the woman
who would fcruple to be a wife, if fhe had it in her

ower to be a widow whenever fhe pleas’d? If you
ave any views of this fort, Polly, I fhall think the
match not {o very unreafonable.

Polly. How I dread to hear your advice ! Yet I muft
beg you to explain yourfelf. '

Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach’d
the next feffions, and then at once you are made a
rich widow.

_Polly. What, murder the man Ilove! 'The blood
ruas cold at my heart with the very thought of it.

Peach. Fye, Polly! what hath murder to do in the
affair ? Since the thing fooner or latgr muft happen, 1

o N
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dare fay, the captain himfelf would like that we thould
get the reward for his death fooner than a’ ftranger.
Why, Polly, the captain knows, that as ’tis his em-
ployment to rob, fo ’tis ours to take robbers; every:
man in his bufinefs. So that there is no malice in
the cafe.

Mrs. Peach. Ay, hufband, now you have nick’d the
matter. To have him peach’d is the only thing could
ever make me forgive her.

AIR XII. Now ponder well, y¢ parents dear, .

Polly. Ob, ponder avell ! be not fevere; .
8o fave a wretchrd awife !
For on the rope that bangs my dear,
‘ Depends poor Polly’s life.

Mirs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, hufly, -
obliges you to hang him. What would many a wife
give for fuch an opportunity ! .

Polly. What is a jointure, what is widowhood to
me? I know my heart. I cannot furvive him.

AIR XII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes.

The turtle thus with plaintive crying,

- Her lover dying,

The turtle. thus avith plaintive crying
Laments ber dowe.

Doawn fbe drops quite fpent with fighing,

Pair'd in death, as pair’d in love.

Thus, fir, it will happen to your poor Polly.
Mrs. Peach. What, is the fool in love in earneft
then ? I hate thee for being particular : Why, wench,
- thou art a fhame to thy very fex. o :
Polly. But hzar me, mother.—If you ever lov’d—
Mrs. Peach. Thofe curfed play-books fhe reads have
been her ruin. Onec word more, hufly, and T fhall
knock your brains out, if you have any. X

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of mif-
“chief, and confider of what is propos’d to you.

Mrs. Peach. Away, hufly. Hang your hufband, and .
be dutiful. [Polly /ffeming.] The thing, hufband,
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muft and fhall be done.  For the fake of intelligence
we muft take othér meafures, and have him peach’d’
the next feffion without her confent. 1f fhe will not
know her duty, we know ours. '

Peach. But really, my dear, it grieves one’s heart .
to take off a great man. When 1 cenfider his per-
fonal. bravery, his fine ftratagem, how much we have
already got by him, and how much more we may
get; methinks I can’t find in my heart to have a
hand in his death. I wifh you could have made Polly
undertake it.” '

Mrs. Peach. But in a cafe” of neceflity—our own
lives are in danger.

Peach. Then, indeed, we muft comply with the
cuftoms of the world, and make gratitude give way
to intereft.— He fhall be taken off.

Mrs. Peach. Tl undeytake to manage Polly.

Peach. And I'll prepare matters for the Old-baily.

. [Exeunt Peachum and Mrs. Peachum,

Polly. Now I'm a wretch, indeed.—Methinks I fee
him already in the cart, {weeter and more lovely than
the nofegay in his hand !—I hear the crowd extolling
his refolution and intrepidity !==What vollies of fighs
are fent from the windows of Holborn, that fo comely
a youth fhould be brought to difgrace!—I fee him
at the tree! the whole circle are in tears!—even -
butchers weep ! —— Fack Ketch himfelf hefitates to
perform his daty, and would be glad to lofe his fee,
by a reprieve. What then will %ecome of Polly !—
As yet I may inform him of their defign, and aid
him in his efcape.—It fhall be fo.—But then he flies,
abfents himfelf, and I bar myfelf from his dear, dear
converfation ! that too will diftra& me.—If he keeps
* out of the*way, my papa and mama may in time
relent, and we may be happy.—If he ftays, he is
bang’d, and then he is loft for ever !—He intended
“to lie conceal’d. in my room, ’till the.dutk of the
evening : If they are. abroad I’ll this inftant let him
out, Ieft fome accident fhould prevent him.

[Exit, and returns with Macheathe *
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AIR XIV, Pretty Parrot, fay, &
. Mach.  Pretty Polly, fay,

When I awas away, '
'Did yeur fancy never firay
. 9o fome newer lover ?
Polly. Witkout difguife,
: Heawving fighs, -
Doating eyes,
My conftant beart difcover.
Mach. -~ Fondly let me loll !
- O pretty, pretty Poll.

Pblly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear ?
Mach. Sufpe€t my honour, my courage, fulpe& any
thing but my love.—May my piftols mi(s fire, and my
mare flip her {houlder while I am purfu’d, if I ever
forfake thee ! )
Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reafon to doubt
you, for I find in the romance you lent me, none of
the great heroes were ever falfe in love.

AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be,kiﬁd..\

Mach. My beart was fo free, o
It rov’d like the bee, o=

*Till Polly my paffion requited ; b

I fipt each floguer, . -

I chang’d ev’ry bour, - \

But bere ev'ry flower is united. =

. =t

Polly. Were you fentenc’d to tranfportation, fure,
my dear, you could not leave me behind youw—
could you ? ’ : '

Mach. Is there any power, any force that could tear
me from thee ? You might fooner tear a penfion out of
the hands of a courtier, -a fee from a lawyer, a pretty
- woman from a looking-glafs, or any woman from
quadrille.—But to tear me from thee is impofiible !

AIR XVI. Over the hills and far away,
: Were 1 laid on Greenland’s coaff,
And in my arms embrac’d my' lafs 5
Warm amidft eternal froft, )
Too foan the balf year's night would pafs.

/
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Polly. - Were I fold on Indian foil,

Soon as the burning day avas clos’d,
I could mock the fultry toil,
When on my charmer’s breaft repes’d. -
Mach. And I weuld love you all the day,
Polly. "Ewery night avould kifs and playy
Mach. If with me you'd fondly firay
Polly. Ower the bills and far away.

“ Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh !——
‘how fhall I fpeak it? I muft be torn from thee. .We
muft part. . ' .
* Mach. How! Part!

Polly. We muft, we muft.—My papa and mama are
fet againft thy life. They now, even now are in °
fearch after thee. They are preparing evidence againft
thee. Thy life depends upon a moment,

-

. 442
AIR XVII Gin thou wert mine awn thing.

O avkat pain it is to part! \
Can I leave thee, can I leave thee ?

O what pain it is ta part. !
‘Canthy Polly ever leave thee ?

But lefp death my love fhould thawart,

And bring thee to the fatal cart,

Thus 1 tear thee fyom my bleeding beart ! =
Fly hence, and let me leave thee.

One kifs and then—one kifs—begone—farewell.
Mach. My hand, my heart, my dear, is fo riveted
to thine, that I cannot unloofe my hold. :
Polly. But my papa may intercept theé, and then I
fhould lofe the very glimmering of hope. A few
weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly
hear from thee ? i
Mach. Muft I then go? C o
Polly. And will not ablence change your love ?
" Maéb. If you doubt it, let me ftay—and be
ang’d. .
'Pgolgy. O how 1. fear! how I tremble !'—Go—but
when fafety will give you leave, you will be fure to
fee me again ; for ’till then Polly is ,\:vretched. )

’
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AIR XVIHI O the broom, £sc,

Mach. The mifer thus a Spilling fees [Parting, and looking
Which be's aNig’d to pay, back at each other
With fighs refigns it by degrees, ;’:‘;ef::g: eﬁi };

And fears ’tis goue for aye.  the other.

Polly. The boy thus, avhen bis fparrow’s flown,
. The bird in Silence eyes 3
But feon as out of fight ’tis gone, -
Whines, whimpers, fobs, and cries.

y ACT. IL

SCEN E, A Tavern near Newgate.

“Jemmy Twitcher,’ Crook-finger’d Jack, Wat. Dreary,
Robin ¢f Bagthot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading-
ton, Matt. of the Mint, Ben. Budge, and the ref
of the Gang, at the Table, awith Wine, Brandy, and
Tobacco. ) .

Bew. '

B U'T priythee, Mart, what is betome of'thy bro-

ther Zom ? I have not feen him fince my return

- from tran{portation. , , T
Mazt. Poor brother Tom had an accident this time

twelvemonth ; and fo clever a-made fellow he was,

that I could not fave him from thofe fleaing rafcals
the furgeons ; and now, -poor man, he is among the
otamys at Surgeon’s Hall.

Ben. So it feems, his time was come. -

JFem. But the prefent time is ours, and nobody alive
hath more. 'Why are the laws levell’d at us ? Are we
more difhoneft than the reft of mankind ? "What we
win, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and
the right ‘of conquett. '

Crook. Where fhall we find fuch another fet of
pratical philofophers; who to a man are above the
fear of death ?
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Wat. Sound men, and true ! -

Robin. Of try’d courage, and indefatigable induftry !

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his
friend ? ' - .

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for
his intereft ? -

Mazt. Show me a gang of courtiers that can fay
as much. .

Ben. We are for a juft partition of the world, for
every man hath a right to enjoy life.

. Matt. We retrench the fuperfluities of mankind.
The world is avaritious, and I hate avarice. A co-
vetous fellow, like ‘a jack-daw, fteals what he was
never made to enjoy, for the fake of hiding it. Thefe
are the robbers of mankind ; for money was made for
the free-hearted-and generous, and where is the-injury
of taking from another, what he hath not-the heart to
make ufe of ?

Fem. Our feveral ftations for the day are fix’d. Good,
Inck attend us all.” Fill the glaffes.

- 'AIR XIX. Fill ev’ry glafs, &5,

Matt. Fill ev’ry glafs, for aine infpires us,
And fires us :

With courage, love, and joy.

. Women and wine fboould 1tlfe employ

Is there ought ¢lfe on earth defirous ?
Chorus, Fill ev'ry glafs, &c.
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To them enter Macheath.

* Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been
with you this hour; but an unexpe&ed affair hath
detain’d me. No ceremony, I beg you.

Matt. We were juft breaking up to go upon duty.
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you,
fir, this evening upon the Heath ? I drink a drani now
and then with the ftage-coachmen in the way of friend-
fhip and intelligence ; and I know that about this time
there will be ﬁaffengers.upon the weftern road, who
ate worth fpeaking with,

Mach. I was to have been of that party——butee—
Maze. But what, fir ?
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Mach. Is there any man who fufpe@s my courage ?

Mgrt. We have all been witnefs of it.

" Mach. My honour and truth to the gang ?

Matt. T'll be anfwerable for it.

- Mach, In the divifion of our booty, have I ever
fhown the leaft marks of avarice or injuftice!

Matt. By thefe queftions fomething feems to have
ruffled you. Are any of us fufpeted ?

Mach. I have a fix’d confidence, gentlemen, in you
all, as men of honour, and as fuch I value and refpe&t
you. Peachum is a man that is ufeful to us.

Mazt. Is he about to glay us any foul play ? I’ll
Thoot him through the head. ,

Mach. I beg you, gentlemen, a& with condu& and
difcretion. A piftol is your laft refort. X

Mazt. He knows nothing of this meeting.

" Mach. Bufinefs cannot go on without him. He is
a man who knows the world, and is a neceffary agent
2o us. We have had a flight difference, and till it is

- accommodated, I fhall be obliged to keep out of his
'way. Any private difpute of mine fhall be of no ill
confequence to my friends. You muft continue to a&
under his direfion ; for the moment we break loofe
from him, our gang is ruin’d. )

Mazt, As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is
te us of great convenience.

Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang,
which I can never do but with life. At our private
quarters [ will continue to meet you. A week or fo

* will probably reconcile us. '

Matt. Your inftruttions fhall be obferved. ’Tis
now high time for us to repair to our feveral duties ;
fo till the evening, at our quarters in Moorfelds, we
bid you farewell. )

Mach. 1 fhall with myfelf with you. Succefs at-
tend you. [Sits doawn melancholy at the table.

AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets.

Matt. Ler us take the road.
: Hark ! I bear the found of coaches !
Tbe bour of attack approaches,
o your arms, brave boys, and load.
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See the ball 1 hold ! '
Let the chemifis toil like affes,
Our fire their fire furpaffes,
And turns all dur lead 1o gold. .

[ T%e gang ranged in the front of the fage, bad their

~  piftols, and flick them under their girdles 3 then go
! off finging the firft part in chorys.

M{;{ gW‘{mt a/;"c{:l,,is a fond wench ! Polly is mofk
confoundedly bit, —==I love the fex: and a man who
loves money, might as well be. contented with one
guinea, as [ with one woman. The town perhaps
hath been as much oblig’d to me, for recruiting it
with free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in
the army. If it were not for us and the other gentle.

- men of the {fword, Drury-lane would be uninhabited.

AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, e,

If the beart of a man is depreft awith cares,
The mift is-difpell’d when a woman appears 3 .
Like the notes of a fiddle, fbe fweetly, fweetly :
Raifes the fpirits, and charms our ears.
Rofes and lillies ber cheeks difclofe,
But ber ripe lips are more foveet than thofe.
Prefs ber,
Carefs ber,
With bliffes,
Her kiffes o
Diffelve us in pleafure, and foft repofe. -

I muft have womén. There is nothing unbends the
mind like them. Money is not {o ftrong a cordial for

the time.~—Drawer. —— [Enter Drawer.] Is the
porter gone for all the ladies, accoxding to my dic
- reQions? . ‘

Draw. I expe& him back every minute. But you
know, fir, you fent him as far as Hockley in the Hole,
for three 02' the ladies, for one in Pinegar-yard, and
for the reft of them fomewhere about Lewkner’s-lane.
Sure fome of them are below, for I hear the bar-bell,
As they come I will thow them” up. e~ Coming,
coming. -
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Enter Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Taw-
dry, and Molly Brazen.

Mach, Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome : you
look charmingly to-day. I.hope you don’t want the
repairs of quality, and lay on paint.— Dolly Trull! -
kifs me, you {lut; are you as amorous as ever, hufly ?
You are always fo taken up with ftealing hearts, that
you don’t allow yourfelf time to fteai any thing elfe.—
Ah, Dolly, thou wiit ever be a coquette !—— Mys,
Vixen, P'm yours, I always lov’d a woman of wit and
fpirit; they make charming miftrefles, bat plaguy
wives.——Betty Doxy! come hither, hufly: do ycu
drink as hard as ever? You had better ftick to ‘good
wholefome beer; for in troth, Berty, ftrong waters
will in time ruin your conftitution : "you fhould leave
thofe to your betters,——What ! and my pretty TFenny
Diver too! as prim and demure as ever | There is not
any Prude, though ever fo high bred, hath a more
fanéify’d look, with a more mifchievous heart: ah !
thou art a dear artful hypocrite.——Mrs..Slammebin !
as carelefs and genteel as ever! all you fine ladies,
who know your own beauty, affet undrefs.—— Byt
fee, here’s Suky Tawdry come to contradi& what I was
faying : every thing fhe gets one way, fhe lays out
upon her back. Why, Sx#y, you muft keep at leat
. a dozen tally-men. Molly Brazen! [ fbe kiffes hinm]

That’s well done. Ilove a free-hearted wench : thou
haft a moft agreeable aflurance, girl, and art as willin g
as a turtle. But hark ! I hear mufic. The harper
is at the door.  “¢ If mufic be the food of love, pla
““ on.” Ere you feat yourfelves, ladies.; what thin
you of a dance ? Come in. [Enter Harper.] Play the
French tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was fo fond of,

[4 dance 3 1a Ronde in the French manner ; near
. the end of it this Song and Chorus. -

AIR XXI. Cotillon.

Youth’s the feafon made for joys,
Lowe is then our duty 5 )

8he alone awho that employs,
Well deferves ber beauty.
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Let’s be gay,
v While ave may,
 Beauty’s a flower defpis’d in decay.
Chorus. Zouth’s the feafon, &c. '

‘Let us drink and fport to-day,

- Qurs is. not 2o-morrow.

Lowe awith youth flies fwift away,
: © Ape is nought but forrow.
o * Dance and fing,

Time's on the aving, ! '
- Life never knows the return of fpring.
Chorus. Let us drink, &c. .

"" Mac. Now pray, ladies, take your places. Here,
fellow [pays the Harper.] Bid the drawer bring us
more wine. [Exit Harper.] If any of the ladies chufe
gin, I liope they will be fo free as to call for it.

Fenny. You look as if you meant-me. Wine is
firong enough for me. Indeed, fir, I never drink
ftrong waters, but when I have the colic.

Mach. Juft the excufe of the fine ladies! Why, a
lady of quality is never without the colic.—I hope,
Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good fuccefs of late in
your vifits among the mercers. _

Coax. We have fo many interlopers.——Yet with
induftry, one may fltill have a liule picking. T car-
ried a filver-flower'd luftring and a piece of black
padefloy to Mr. Peachum’s lock bat laft week. ’

Vix. There’s Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle-
fnake. She rivetted a linsn-draper’s eyes fo faft upon
her, that he was nick’d of three pieces of cambrick
before he could look off.

Braz. O dear madam !—But fure nothing can

- come up to your haudling of laces! And then you
‘have fuch a fweet deluding tongue ! To cheat a man is
nothing ; but the woman muft have fine parts indeed,
who cheats a woman !

Vix. Lace, madam, lies in 2 fmall compafs, and is
of eafy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to
think too well of your friends.

" Coax. If any woman hath more art than another, -
to be fure, ’tis Fenny Dinr. Though her fellow be
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never {o agreeable, fhe can pick his pocket as coolly,
as if money were her only pleafure. Now that is a
command of the paffions uncommen in a woman !

Fenny. I never go to the tavern with a man, buf in
the view of bufinefs. I have otber hours, and other
fort of men for my pleafure. But had I your addrefs,
madam—— : .

Mach. Have done with your compliments, ladies ;
and drink about. You are not fo fond of me, Fenny,
as you ufe to be,

i']em. "Tis not convenient, fir, to ‘thow my fond-,
nefs among fo many rivals. ’Tis your own choice,
and not the warmth of my inclination, that will de-
termine you. T

AIR XXII All in 2 mifty morning.

Before the barn-door crozving,
The cock by bens attended,
His eyes around him throwing,
Stands for a while fufpended :
Then one be fingles from the crew,
And cheers the bappy ben ; .
With_how do you do, and how do you do,
And bow do you do_again. '

Mach. Ah Fenny ! thou art a dear flut,
= Trull. Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping ?

Tawd. I hope, madam, ‘I ha'nt been fo long upon
the town, but I have met with fome good fortune as
well as my neighbours.

Trull, Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm by the
queftion ; ’twas only in the way of converfation,

Tawd. Indeed, madam, if 1 had not been a fool, I
might have liv’d very handfomely with my laft friend,
But upon his mifling five guineas, he turn’d me off.
Now I never fufpefted he had counted them.

Slam. Who do you look upon, madam, as your beft
fort of keepers ? . . :

Trall.. That, madam, is thereafter as they be.
* Slam. I, madam, was once kept by a Jew ; and,
bating their religion, to wornen they are a good fort
of people. | S : ‘
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¥2wd. Now for my part, I'own [ liké an old fel-
Yow : for we always make them pay for what they
<an’t do.

Vix. A fpruce ’prentice, let me tell you, ladi¢s, is ne-
ill thing ; they bleed freely. I have fent at leat two or
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantations.

Fenny. But to be fure, fir, with fo much good for-
tune as you have had upon the road, you muft be
grown immen(ely rich. . _

Mach. The road, indeed, hath done me juftice, but
the gaming-table hath been my ruin.

AIR XXIV. When once I lay with apother man’s
‘wife, &J¢.

Jenny. The gamefers and lawyers are jugglers alike,
o Af they meddle, your all is in danger :
Like gypfies, if once they can finger a foufe,
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your boufe,
And géive your ¢fiate to a firanger.
A man of courage fhould never put any thing to the
rifque, but his life. Thefe are the tools of a man of
honour. Cards and Dice are only fit for cowardly
cheats, who prey upon their friends.
([ She takes up bis pifiol. Tawdry takes up the others
Tawd. This, fir, is fitter for your hand. Befides
your lofs of money, ’tis a lofs to the ladies. Gamin
takes you off from women. How fond could I be of
you! but before company, ’tis ill bred.
"~ Mach., Wanton huffies !
Fen. I muft and will have a kifs to give my wine
a zeft,  [They take bim about the neck, and make figns
" ¢oPeachum and Conttables, who rufh in upon bim

Enter to them Peachum and Conftables. -’

Ve ’

Peach. I feize you, fir, as my prifoner. .

- Mach. Was this well done, Feuny ! ——Women are

decoy ducks ; whocan truft them! Beafls, jades, jilts,
harpies, furies, whores !

Peach. Your cafe, Mr. Macheath, is not particalar,
"The greateft heroes have been ruin’d by women. But,
to do them juftice, I muft F:)wn they are a precty {ort of

a

<
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creatures, if we could truft them. You muft now, fir,
take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a mind
to make you a vifit, they will be fure to find you at
home. The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Neavgare.
Conftables, wait upon the captain to his lodgings. ~

AIR XXV. When firft I laid fiege to my Chloris.

Mach. At the tree I fhall fuffer avith pleafure,
At the tree 1 fhall fuffer avith pleafure,
Let me goavhere I awill,
In all kinds of ill,
I fball find no fuch furies as thefe are.

Peach. Ladies, I!ll take care the reckoning fhall be
difcharg’d.

[Exit Macheath guarded, avith Peachum and

v Conftables ; the avomen remain.

* Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Fenny, though Mr. Peachum

may have made a private bargain with you and Széy
Tawdry, for betraying the captain, as we were all
" affiting, we ought all to fhare alike. ..

Coax. 1 think Mr. Peachum, after fo long an ac-
quaintance, might have trufted me as well as Fenny
Diver. ) :

Slam. 1 am fure at leaft three men of his hanging,
and in a year’s time too, (if he did me juftice) fhould
be fet down to my account. - A

Trull. Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair: for you
know one of them was taken in bed with me,

Fenny. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I believe
Mis. Suky will join with me. As for any thing .
¢lfe, ladies, you cannot in confcience expett it,

. Slam. Dear madam, ——
Trull. T would not for the world.
Slam. *Tis impoflible for me——

. Trull. Ashope to be faved, madam
Slam. Nay, then I muft ftay here all night ———
Trull. Since you command me.

[Exeunt with great ceremony,
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S CE N E, Newgate.

Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, azd Conftables.

Lock. Noble captain, you are welcome. You have
not'been a lodger of mine ‘this year and half. You
know the cuftom, fir; garnifh, captain, garnifh.
Hand me down thofe fetters there.

- Mach. Thofe, Mr. Lockit, feem to be the heavieft
of the whole fet. With your leave, I fhould like the
further pair better. -

Lock. Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteft for
our prifoners. When a gentleman ufes me with civi-
lity, I always do the beft I can o pleafe him.—Hand

- them down, I fay—We have them of all prices, from
one guinea to ten, and ’tis fitting every gentleman
fhould pleafe himfelf. ‘

Mach. Iunderftand you, fir. [Gives money.] The
fees here are fo many, and fo exorbitant, that few
fortunes can bear the expence of geting off hand-
fomely, or of dying like a gentleman. o

Loct. Thofe, I fee, will fit the captain better,.——
Take down the further pair.—Do but examine them,
fir—Never was better work.——How genteelly they
are made ! —~—They will fit as eafy as a glove, and
the niceft man in England might not be athamed to
wear them. [He puts on the chains.] If I had the beft
ﬁentleman in the land in my cuftody, I could not equip

im more handfomely. nd fo, fir,—I now leave

you to your private meditations.

. [Exeunt Lockit, Turnkeys, and¢Conftables,

AIR XXVL Courtiers, courtiers think it'no harm,

"Mach. Man may ¢fcape from rope and gun 5
Nay, fome bave out-liv'd the doftor’s pill :
Who takes woman muft be undone,
That bafilifk is fure to kill.
The fiy that fips treacle is loff in the faveets,
So be that taftes woman, woman, woman,
He that tafles awoman, ruin meets.

E 3
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* 'To what a woful plight have I brought myfelf !' Here
muft I (all day long, ’ull I am hang’d) be confin’d to-
hear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her ruin at
my door.——1I am in the cuftody of her father, and
to be fure, if he knows of the matter, I fhall have a
fine time on’t betwixt -this and my execution. But
I promifed the wench marriage. What fignifies a
promife to a woman ?."does not man in matriage itfelf

romife a hundred things that he never means to per-
orm ¢ Do all we can, women will believe us; for
they look upon a promife as an excufe for followin
their own inclinations. But here comes Lucy, an
I cannot get from her——wou’d I were deaf.

Enter Lucy.

Lucy. You bafe man, you,~—how can you look

me in the face, after what hath paft between us }——See

. here, perfidious wretch, how I am forc’d to bear about

the load of infamy you have laid upon me——~O

Machea b ! thou haﬁ robb’d me of my quiete——to fee
thee tortur’d would give me pleafure.

AIR XXVIL A lovely lafs to a friar came.

Thus aken a good bufwife fees a rat,
In ber trap in the morning taken,
With pleafure her beart goes pit a pat,
In revenge for ber lofs of bacon.
" Then fbe throws bim
- To the dog or cat, :
Fo be aworried, crufp’d, and fhaken.

Mach. Have you no bowels, no tendernefs, my dear
Zucy, to fee a hufband in thefe circumftances ?

Lucy. A hufband? , . -

Mach. Inev’ry refpe but the form, and that, my
dear, may be faid over us at any time.——Friends
fhould not infitt upon ceremonies. Ffom a man of
honour, his word is as good as his bond. .

Lusy: *Tis the pleafure of all you fine men to infult
the women you have ruin’d. :
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ATR XXVII. *Twas when the fea was roaring.

Hoaw cruel are-the traytors,
Who lie axd fwear in jeft,
To cheat unguarded creatures
~ virtue, fame, aud reff !
)/ 4 ba{'wr y?ea/:f a fhilling,
Thre’ fbame the gnikt conceals ;
In love the perjur’d villain
With boafls the theft reveals.

Mack. The very firft opportunity, my- dear, (have
but patience) you fhall be my wife in whatever man«
ner you pleafe. ,
Lucy. Infinuating monfter! And fo you think I
know nothing of the affair of Mifs Polly Peachum. ——s
I could tear thy eyes out ! -
Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can’t be fuch a fool as to
be jealous of Polly J
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you?
Mach. Married ! Very good. The wench gives it
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me.in thy good opi-
mion. ’Tis true, I go to the houfe; I chat with the
girl, I kifs her, I fay 2 thoufand things to her (as all
gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert myfelf 5
and now the filly jade hath fet it about that I am mar-
ried to her, to let me know what fhé would be at.
Indeed, my dear Luey, thefe violent paffions may be
_of ill confequence to a woman in your condition.

. Lwcy. Come, come, captain, for all your aflurance,
you know that Mifs Podly hath put it out of your powe
to do me the juftice you. promis’d me. | :

Mach. A jealous woman believes every thing her

pafion fuggefts. To convince you of my fincerity, if
we can ‘the ordinary, I fhall have no fcruples of
making you my wife ; and I know the confequence of
having two at a time.

Lucy. That you are only to be hang"d, and fo get -
lid:?th y y g d, g

em both.

Mach. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you fa~
tisfaGtion——if you think there is any in marriage.-
———What can a man of lgmour fay more .

4

’
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Lucy. So then it feems you are not married to mifs
Polly. .
Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigioufly
conceited. No man can fay a civil thing to her, but
(like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he’s

her own for ever and ever.
N

AIR XXIX. The fun had loos’d his weary teams.

T/J;_ﬁrﬁ time at the looking-glaf )
be mother fets her daughter,
© The image firikes the fmiling lafs -
. With felf-lowe ever after. .
Each time fbe looks, fbe, fonder grown,
_» Thinks ev’ry charm grows fironger -
But alas, wain maid, all eyes but your own
- Can fee you are not younger.

When women confider their own beauties, they are alt
alike unreafonable in their demands; for they exped
their lovers fhould like them as long as they like
themfelves. : S .

Lucy. Yonder is my father————perhaps this way we
may light upsn the ordinary, who fhall try if you will
be as good as your word——for I long to be made an
honeflt woman. - [Exeunt.

Enter Peachu;n and Lockis, awith an account book.

Lock. Tn this laft affair, brother Peachum, we are
agreed. You have confented to go halves in Macheath.

Peqch. We thall never fall out about an execution.—
But as to that article, pray how ftands our laft -year’s
account ? .

Lock. If. you will run. your eye over it, you’ll find
*tis fair and clearly ftated. ) : '

Peach. This long arrear of the government is very
hard-upon us! Can it be expetted that we fhould hang
our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will
hardly fave theirs without being paid for it? Unlefs
the people in employment pay better, I promife them
for the future, I fhall let other rogues. live befides
their own. ,
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Lock. Perhaps, brother, thiey are afraid thefe matters
may be-carried too far. We.are treated too by them
with contempt, as if our profeflion were not reputable.

- Peach. In one refpe& indeed, our employment may
be reckoned’ dithoneft ; like great ftatefmen, we en-
courage thofe who betray their friends. - :

Lock. Such language, brother, any where elfe,
might turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more
guarded, I beg you.

~AIR XXX. How happy are we, .

When you cenfure the age,
Be cautious and fage, - ’
Left the courtiers offended fbould be :
If you mention wice or bribe,
"Tis fo pat to all the tribe ;
Each cries That was levell’d at me.

Peach. Herc’s poor Ned Clincher’s name, T fee,
Sure, brother Lockit, there was a little unfair pro-
ceeding in Ned’s cafe : for he told me in the condemn’d

~ hold, that, for value receiv’d, you had promis’d him a
‘feffion ar two longer without moleftation. .
- Lock. Mr. Peachum,—this is the firft time my honour
was ever call’d in queftion.

Peach. Bufinefs is at an end—if once we a& dif-

“honéurably, :

Lock. Who accufes me ?

Péach. You are warm, brother. :

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my live-

“lihood.—And this ufage—fir—is not to be borne.

Peach. Since you provoke me to fpeak—I muft tell
you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding
her of her information-money, for the apprehending
of curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we
muit punQually pay our fpies, or we fhall have no
information. :

Lock. I this language to me, firrah———who have
fav’dyou from the gallows, firrah | [ Collaring each other.

"7 Peach. If I am hang’d, it fhall be for ridding the
world of an arrant ra{%al.

Lock. This hand fhall do the office of the halter you
deferve, and throttle you—you dog !—

Es
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Peach. Brother, brother,—we are both in the wrong
~—we fhall be both lofers in the difpute—for you know
we have it .in our power to hang each other. You
fhould not be fo paflionate.

Lock. Nor you fo provoking. i

Peach. 'Tis our mutual intereft ; ’tis for the intereft
of the world we fhould agree. If I faid any thing,
brother, to the prejudice of your.charafter, I afk
pardon. .

Lock. Brother Peachum—1I can forgive as well as re-

-fent—Give me your hand. Sufpicion does not become
a friend.

Peach. T only meant to give you occafion to juftify

yourfelf: But I muft now ftep home, for I expet the

. gentleman about this fauff-box, that Filch nimm’d

two nights ago in the Park. I appointed him at this

hour, [Exit.
Enter Lucy.

Lock. Whence come you, hufly?

Lucy. My tears might anfwer that queftion..

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling,.
like a fpaniel,- over the fellow that hath abus’d you.

Lucy. One can’t help love ; one can’t cure is. *Tis-
pot in my power to obey you, and hate him. |

Lock. Learn to bear your hufband’s death like a rea-
fonable woman. ’Tis not the fafhion, now-a-days,.
fo much as to affe& forrow upon thefe occafions. No
woman would ever marry,. if fhe had not the chance
of mortality for a releafe.. A& like a woman of fpirit,.,
hufly, and thank your father for what he is doing. -

AIR XXXI. Of anoble race was Shenkin. .

Lucy, Is thex bis fate decreed, fir,
Such a man can I think of quitting #-
When firft we mét, fo moves me yet,
O Jfee how my beart is fplitting !

"Lock. Look ye, Lucy—there is no faving him—
8o, I think, you muft év’n do like other widowse- "
buy yourfelf weeds, and be chearful...
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You'll think, ere many days enfue,
This fentence not fevere; -
I hang your bufband, child, ’tis true,

But with bim bang your care.
Twang dang dillo dee.

Like a good wife, go moan ower your dying hufband:-
‘Fhar, child, is your duty—confider, girl, you can’t’
leave the man und she money two—fo make yourfelf
as eafy as you can by getting all you ¢an from him.

[Bxit. |
Enter Macheath. - .

Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to

_ day, I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firft oppor-

tunity, quict my fcruples—Oh fir !—my father’s hard -
heart i§ net to be foften®d, and I am in the utmoft
defpair.

" Mach. Butif I could raife a fmall fum—would not '
twenty guineas, think you, move him =Of all the’
arguments in the way of bufinefs, the perquifite is the-
moft prevailing.—Your father’s ‘perquifites for the

efcape of prifoners muft amount to a confiderable fum-
in the year. Money well tim'd, and -properly ap~

plied, will do any thing.

AIR XXXIII. ZLondon ladies.-

If you at an office follicit your due, .
And would not bawve matters negleited ;
You muft quicken the clerk aith the perquifite tooy
To do awhat his duty direted. )
‘Or awonld you the frowwns of u lady prevent,
Ske too has this-palpable failing,
Tb;fergug’ﬁte JSoftens ber into confent 3
hat reafon with all is prevailing. ,
Lucy. What love ot money can do, fhall be done:
for all my comfort depends upon your fafety.

: Egter Polly.

"Polly. Where is my dear hufband }=W

¢ver . intended for “this nrg,c'k e “let me
6



108 THE BEGGARS OPERA.

arms about it, and throttle thee with love !'—=Why
doft thou turn away from me ?=Tis thy Polly—"tis
thy wife.

Mach. Was ever fuch an unfortunate rafcal as [ am !

Lucy. Was there ever fuch another villain ! .

Polly. O Macheath! was it for this -we parted ?
Taken! Imprifon’d! Try’d! Hang’d !—cruel refle&tion !
I'll ftay with thee ’till death—no force fhall tear thy
dear wife from thee now.—What means my love ?—
Not one kind word ! mot one kind look ! think what
thy Polly fuffers to fee thee in this condition.

AIR XXXIV. Allin the Downs, e

Thus avben the fwallow, feeking prey,
Within the fafb is clofely pent,
His confort with bemoaning lay,
Without fits pining for th’ event.
Her chast’ring lowers all arcund ber foim ; .
She beeds them not (poor bird) her foul’s awith hios,

Mach. 1 muft difown her. [4fide.] The wench is
diftracted.

Lucy. Am I then bilk’d of my virtue ? Can I have.
no reparation ? Sure men were born to lye, and women.
‘ta helieve them ! O villain ! villain ! . -

Polly. Am I not thy wife }—Thy negle& of me, thy
averfion to me,, tao feverely proves it.—Look on me.—
Tell me, am I not thy wife? - -

Lucy. Perfidious wretch !

Polly. Barbarous hufband !

Lucy. Hadft thou been hang’d five months ago,
had been happy.

Polly.. And I too—If you had been kind to me till
death, it would not have vex’d me—And that’s no
very unreafonable requeft (though from a wife) to a
man who hath not above feven or eight days to live.

ZLucy. Art thou then married to another ? Haft thou
two wives, monfter ? :

Mach. If women’s tongues can ceafe for an anfwer
=—shear me. .

Lucy. I won’t.—~Fleth and blood can’t bear my ufage.

Polly. Shall I nat claim my own? Juftice bids me
dpeak. ) :
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AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickfome ditty. -

Mach. Hoaw happy could I be with either,
Were tother dear charmer away !
But awbile ye thus teaxe me together,
To neither a word will I fay ;
But tol de rol, &c.

Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be fome pre-
ference thewn to a wife! At leaft the may claim the
appearance of it. ~ He muft be diftraéted with misfor-
tunes, or he cou’d not ufe me thus!

Lucy. O villain, villain! thou haft deceiv’d me—I
could even inform againft thee with pleafure. Not a

rude wifhes more heartily to have falts againft her
Intimate acquaintance, than I now with to have fadts
againft thee. I would have her fatisfaltion, and they
fhould all out. : .
A TR XXXVI. Iifh Trot.

Polly. I'm bubbled.

Lucy, - ----- Pm bubbled.
 Polly. O bow I am troubled !

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bis !

Polly, - - ccccem - My diftreffes are doubled.

Lucy. When you come to the tree, flould the bangman

refufe, ‘ -
Thefefngers, with pleafure, couldfafien the noofe.

Polly. I'm é{bf]ed, &c.p /A Vah 4
. Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy—This is all a

fetch of Polly’s to make me defperate with you in cafe
I get off. If I am hang’d, the would fain have the
credit of being thought my widow—Really, Poljy, this
is no time for a difpute of this fort ; for whenever you
are talking of marriage, I am thinking of hanging.

Polly. And haft thou the heart to perfift in difowne
ing me?

Mach.  And haft thou the heart to perfift in perfuad-
ing me that Iam married ? Why, Po/ly, doft thou feek -
to aggravate my misfortunes ?

Lucy. Really, mifs Peachum, you but expofe your-
felf. Befides, ’tis barbarous in you to worry a gentle-
man in his circumftances, 4
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AIR XXXVIL.
Polly. Ceafe your funning ;

Force or.cunning

Newver fhall my beart trepans
Al thefe fallies
Are but malice,

o feduce my confiant man. !
*Tis moft certain,

By their flirting,

Women oft have envy floown =
Pleas’d, to rain -
Otbhers avooing 3

Never bappy in their own I’

Polly. Decency, madam, methinks might teach you
to behave yourfelf with fome referve with-the hufband,.
while his wife is prefent. . . :

Mach. But ferioufly, Poly, this is carrying the joke
a little too far. ' :

Lucy. If you are determin’d, madam, to raife a.
difturbance in the prifon, I fhall be oblig’d to fend for _
the turnkey to fhew you the door. Iam forry, madam, .

u force me to be fo ill-bred. . :

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam, thefe
forward airs don’t become you in the leaft, madam.
And my duty, madam; obliges me to flay with my-
hufband, madam. o T ‘

AIR XXXVIIL. Good:morfow, Goflip Foan.

- Lucy Why how now, madam Flirt ?
' If you thus muft chatter,
And are for flinging dirt,
Let’s iry awho beft can fpatter ;
 Madam Flirt!"
Polly. Why bow noaw, faucy jade ?.
© Sure the avench is tipfy I. o
How can you fee me made [To him:.
The feoff of fuch a gypfh P
Saucy jade!  [To her.-.

Enter Peachum.

* Peach. Where’s my wench ? Ah hufly ! hufly t—-
Come you home, you flut; and when your fellow is -
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harg’d, hang yourfelf, to make your family fome

amends.

Polly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him
—I muft fpeak ; I have more to fay to him—Oh! twift
thy f'etters about me, that he may not haul me from
thee! ‘

Peach. Sure all women are alike ! If ever they com-
mit the folly, they are fure to commit another by ex-
pofing themfelves—Away—Not a word more—You.
are my prifoner now, huffy.

AIR XXXIX. Irith Howl.

Polly. No poaver on earth can er divide
Tbe knot that facred love hath ty’d.
When.parents draw againft our mindy .
The trae-love’s knot they fafter bind.
Ob, ob ray, ob Amborab—ob, ob, &c. .
[Exeunt Péachum and Polly. .

Mach. 1 am naturally compaflionate, wife; fo that
F could not ufe the wench as fhe deferv’d; which
shade you at firft fufpett there.was fomething in what
fhe faid. ‘

Lucy. Indeed, my dear, Fwas firangely puzzled.

Mach. If that had been the_cafe, her father would
never have brought me into this circumftance—No,
Lucy,—1 had rather die than be falfe to thee.

Lucg. How happy am I, if you fay this from your-
heart! For I love thee fo, that I could fooner bear to
fee thee hang’d than in ‘the arms of another, . ‘

Mach. But couldft thou bear to fee me hang*d -

Lucy. O Macheath, 1can never live to fee that day. .

Mach. You fee, Lucy, in the account of love you -
ate in my debt ; and you muft now be convinc’d, that
Trrather chufe to die than be another’s,.—Make me, if
poflible, love thee mote; and let me -owe my life to
thee—If you refufe to affit me, Peacbum. and your
father will immediately put me beyond all means of -
efcape. . - A :

Lucy. My father, I know; -hath been drinking hard .

" with the prifoners : and I fancy he is now taking His
nap in his own room—If I can procure‘the keys, fhall.
L.go off. with thee, my dear -
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Mach. If we are together, *twill we impofiible to lie
conceal’d. As foon as the fearch begins to be a little
cool, I will fend to thee—’Till then my heart is thy
prifoner.

Lucy. Come then, my dear hufband—owe thy life
to me—and though you love me not—be grateful—
‘But that Pe/)y runs in my head ftrangely.,

Mach. A moment of time may maﬁe us unhappy
for ever.

AIR XL. The Lafs of Patie’s Mill.

Lucy. I like the fox fhall grieve,
Whofe mate hath left her fide,
Whom hounds, from morn to eve,
. Chafe o’er the eountry wide.
Where can my lover hide?
Where cheat the wary pack ?
If love be not his guide,
He never awill come -back !

A C T IIL '
SCENE, Newgate.

. Lockrr, Lucy.
LockirrT.

O be fure, wench, you muft have been aiding
_and abetting to help him to this efcape. .
Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter
. Polly, and to be fure they know the ways of Newgate
as well as if they had been born and bred in the place
_all their lives. Why maft all your fufpicion light
upon me ? _ ,
Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of thefe fhuffling
anfwers. ! )
Lucy. Well then——If T know any thing of him, I
wifh I may be burnt! .
Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I fhall pronounce

you guilty.
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- Lucy. Keep yours, fir, I do with I may be
burnt. Ido And what can I fay more to con~
vince you ?

Lock. Did he tip handfomely ? —— How much did
he come down with? Come, - hufly, don’t cheat your
father; and I fhall not be angry with you Per-
haps, you have made a better bargain with him than
I cou!d have done —— How much, my good girl ?

Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would
have given money to have kept him with me.

Lock. Ah, Luygy ! thy education might have put thee
more upon thy gaard ; for a girl in the bar of an ale-
houfe is always befieg’d. )

Lucy. Dear fir; mention not my-education —— for
’twas to that I owe my ruin. .

AIR XLI. Iflove’s a fweet paffion, &c.

When young at the bar you firft taught me to frore,
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more;

I wai kifs'd by the parfon, the fquire, and the fot :
When the gueft was departed, the kifs was forgot.
But bis kifs was fo fweet, and fo clofely he znyf,
That I languift’d and pin’d t:ll I granted the reff.

If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confef~
fions for, to be fure, he hath been a moft barbarous
villain to me, .

Lock. And fo you have let him efcape, hufly —
have you ?

Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender
word can perfuade her to any thing —— and I could

- atk no other bribe. .

Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar flut, Lucy——
If you would not be look’d upon as a fool, you fhould
never do any thing but upon the foot of intereft. Thole
that a& otherwife are their-own bubbles.

Lucy. But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen
to the moft difcreet woman; and in love we are all
fools alike. Notwithftanding all he fwore, I am
now fully convinc’d that Polly Peachum is aétually his
wife.——Did I let him efcape (fool that I was!) to
go to her'? —— Polly will weedle herfelf into his mo-
ney, and then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both.
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Lock. So 1 am to be ruin’d, becaufe, forfooth, you
muft be in love! —— a very pretty excufe !

Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy frum-
pet: ——1I gave him his life, and that creature enjoys
the fweets of it. —— Ungrateful Macbeat) !

ATIR XLIL. Soxth-Sea ballad.
A}

My love is all madnefs and folly,
© . Alone I lye,
Tofs, tumble, and cry, .
What a kappy creature is Polly!
Was eer fuch a wretch as 1!
With rage I redden like fearlet,
That my dear inconflant warlet,
Stark blind to my charms,
Is loft in the arms
Of that jilt, that inveigling barlot !
. Stark blind to my charves,
N ~ Is Iof in the arms )
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlat !
This, this my refentment alarms.

Lock. And fo, after all this mifchief, T muft flay
here to be entertain’d with your catterwanling, miftrefs
Pufs! —— Out of my fight, waaton ftrampet! yow
~ fhall faft and mortify yourfelf into reafon, with now
and then a little handfome difcipline to bring you te
your fenfes. — Go. [Exit Lucy.] Peachum then
intends to outwit me in this affair; but I’ll be even
with him. —— The dog is leaky in his liquor, fo I’l}
ply him that way, get the fecret from him, and turn
this affair to my own advantage. —— Lions, wolves,
and valtures don’t live together in herds, droves, or
flocks, —— Of a]l animals of prey, man is the only
fociable one. Every one of us preys upon his neigh-
bour, and yet we herd together. —— Peachum is my
companion, my friend — According to the cuftom
of the world, indeed, he may quote thoufands of pre-
cedents for cheating me —— And fhall I not make ufe-

of the privilege of friendthip to make him a return ?
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. AIR XLII Packington’s pound.

¥hus gamefiers united in /riéndfbip are found,
Fhough they know that their indufiry all is a cheat 3
They flock to their prey at the dice-box’s found,
Lnd join to promote one ansther’s deceit.

But if by mifbap

They fail %a chap,
To keep in their bands, they each other cntrzp.
Like pikes, lank with bunger, who mifs of their ends,
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends.

Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeft tradéfmen, are
to have a-fair trial, which of us two can over-reach
the other. —— Lucy. [Enter Lucy.] Are there any
of Peachum’s people now in the houfe ?

Lucy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of frong
waters in the next room with black Moll.

Lock. Bid him come to me. [Exit Lucy.

Enter Filch.

Why, boy, thou lookeft as if thoa wert half farv’ds
like a fhotten herring. ,
Filch. One had need have the conftitution of a horfe
to go thorough the bufinefs. —— Since the favourite
‘child-getter was difabled by a mifhap, I have pick’d
up a little ' money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy
againft their being call’d down to fentence. —— But 1f
a maa cannot get an honeft livelihood any eafier way, I
am fure, ’tis what I can’t undertake for another feffion.
Lock. Truly, if that great man fhould tip off, "twould
be an irreparable lofs, The vigor and prowefs of a
knight-errant never fav’d half the ladies in diftrefs
. that he hath done. But, boy, can’tt thou tell me
where thy mafter is to be found ?
Filch. At hislock *, fir, at the Crooked Billet.
Lock. Very well. — 1 have nothing more with
you. [Exit Filch.] I’ll go to' him there, for I have
many important affairs to fettle with him ; and in the
way of thofe tranfa@tions, I'll artfully get into his
fecret, ——'So that Macheath thall not remain a day
longer out of my clutches. [Exit.

* A cant werd, figrifying a warchoufe where-ftolen goods are
depofited. .
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SCENGE, a Gaming-boufe.

Macheath i a fine tarnifp’d coat, Ben. Budge,
Matt. of tbe Mint,

Mach. I am forry, gentlemen, the road was fo bar-
ren of money. When my friends are in difficulties, I
am always glad that my fortune can be ferviceable to
them. -[Giwvesthem maney.] You fee, gentlemen, Iam
not a mere court-friend, who profefles every thing and
will do nothing. SR

AIR XLIV. Lillibulero.

T'he modes of the court fo common are growsn, - .
That a true friend can bardly be met ;
Friendfbip for intereft is but a loan,
Which they let out for what they can get.
Tis true, you find
- Some friends fo kind, :
Whoawill giveyou good counfel themfelves to defend:
In forrowvful ditty, - : :
They promife, they pity,
But fbift you for money, from friend te friend.
But we, gentlemen, have ftill honour enough to break
through ‘the corruption of the world.—And while I
can ferve you, you may command me. ,
Ben, It grieves my heart that fo generous a man
fhould be 1nvolv’d in fuch difficulties, as oblige him
to live with fuch ill company, and herd with gamefters.
Mazz. See the partiality of mankind!—One maa
may fteal a horfe, better than another look over a
hedge.—Of all mechanics, of all fervile handicrafts-
men, agamefter is the vileft. But yet, as many of
the quality are of the profeflion, he is admitted amongft
the politeft company. I wonder we are not more re-
fpedted. i :
" Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Mary-
bone, and confequently money may be pick’d up upon
the road. Meet me there, and Il give you the hint
who is worth fetting. '
Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow
gold binding, I am told, is never without money,

L
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Mach, What do you mean, Matt P—Sure you will
not think of meddling with him !—He’s a good honeft
kind of a fellow, and one of us.
~ Ben. To be fure, fir, we will put ourfelves under
your diretion, o
- Mach. Have an eye upon the money-lenders,—A
rouleau, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an ex-
pedition. I'hate extortion. '

Maz:. Thofe rouleaus are very pretty things.~—I
hate your bank bills—there is fuch a hazard in putting
them off.

Mach. There is a certain man of diftin&ion, who in
his time hath nick’d me out of a great deal of the
ready. He is in my cafh, Bexs;—Ill point him out
to you this evening, and you thall draw'upon him for
the debt.~—~The company are met; I hear the dice-
box in the other room, So, gentlemen, your fervant.
You’ll meet me at Marybone. \

SCENE, Peachum’s Lock.
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes, and Tobacco.
Peachum; Lockit.

Lock. 'The coronation account, brother Peachum, is
of fo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be
fettled. )

Peach. It confifts indeed of a great variety of ar-

- ticles.—It was worth to our people, in fees of different
kinds; above ten inftalments,—This is part of the
account, brother, that lies open before us.

Lock. A lady’s tail of rich brocade—that, I fee, is
difpos’d of. .

Peach. To-Mrs. Diana Trapes, the tally-woman, and
fhe will make a good hand on’t in fhoes and flippers,
to trick out young ladies, upon their going into keep-
ing.— .

Lock. But I don’t fee any article of the jewels.

Peach. Thofe are fo well known, that they muft be
fent abroad—you’ll find them enter’d under the article
of exportation.—As for the fnuff-boxes, watches,
fwords, &¢c.—I thought it beft to enter them under
their feveral heads. .



113 THE BEGGAR’S OPERA,

Lock. Seven and twenty women’s pockets complete ;
with the feveral things therein contain’d ; all feal’d,
number’d, and enter’d.

Peach. But, brother, it is impoffible for us now to
enter upon this affair.—~We fhould have the whole day
before us.—Befides, the account of the laft half year’s .
plate is in a book by itfelf, which lies at the other office.

Lock. Bring us then more liquor,—To-day fhall be
for pleafure—to-marrow for bufinefs.—Ah, brother,
thofe daughters of ours are two flippery huflies—keep
a watchful eye upon Polly, and Mackeath in a day op
two fhall be our own again. -

AIR XLV. Down in the North Country,

Lock. What gudgeons are awe mend
E3’cy womax’s eafy prey :.
Though ave bave felt the hoot, agen
We h'te,‘ and they betray. )
The bird that bath been trapt,
When he bears bis calling mate,
To her he flies, again be’s clapt.
Within the wiry grate.

: Peach. But what fignifies catching the bird, if your
daughter Lucy will fet open the door of the cage?

Lock. If men were anfwerable for thé follies and
frailties of their wives and danghters, ro friends could
keep a good correfpondence together for two days.—

This is unkind of you, brother; for among good '

* friends, what they fay or do goes for nothing.

Enter s Servant.

Serw. Sir, here’s Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to {peak
with you. ' ’

Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ?

Lock. By all means—fhe’s a good cultomer, and a
fine-fpoken woman—and a woman who drinks and
talks fo freely will entiven the converfation.

Peach. Defire her to walk in. [Exit Sexvant.

Enter Mrs. Trapes.
Piach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your fervant—one may know
* by your kifs, that your ginn is excelleat, -

?
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Trapes. 1 was always very curious ia my liquors.

Lock, There is no perfum’d breath like it—I have
been long acquainted with the flavour of thofe lips—
tran’t I, Mrs. Dye ?

Trapes. Fill it up,—I takeas large draughts of liquor,
as [ did of love.—~I hate a'flincher in either. ’

AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept fheep, 8.

In thedays of my youth I could Bill like a dove, fa, 1a, 1a, &e
Likea fparrow at all times avas ready for love, fa, la, la, &c
The life of all martals in kiffing fould pafs, ,
Lip to lip awbile we’re young, then the lip to the glafs,
fa, la, &c. .
But now, Mr. Peachum, to our bufinefs. If you have
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantces—
velvet fearfs—petticoats—let it be what it will—I
" am your chap—for all my ladies are very fond of
mourning. ;

Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye—you deal fo hard *
with -us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing..

Trap. The hard times oblige me to go very near
in my dealing.—To be fure, of late years I have been
a great fufferer by the parliament.—Three thoufand
pounds would hardly make me amends.—The a& for
deftroying the Mint was a fevere cut upon our bufi-
nefs—till then, if a cuftomer ftept out of the way—
we knew where to have her—~no doubt you know Mrs,
Coaxer—there’s a wench now (’till to-day) with a
good fuit of cloaths of mine upon her back, and I
could never fet eyes upon her for three months to-
gether.—Since the a& too againft imprifonment far
fmall fums, my lofs there too hath been very confidet-
able ; and it mutt be fo, when a lady can borrow a hand~
fome petticoat, or a clean gown, and I not have the
leaft hank upon her! And, o’ my confciegce, now-a-
days moft ladies take a delight in cheatiag, when they
can do it with fafety. :

Peach. Madam, you had a handfome gold watch of
us t'other day for feven guineas.—_onfidering we
muit have our profit—to a gentleman upon the soad,
a gold watch will be fcaice worth the taking. :

2
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Teap. Confider, Mr. Reachumy thatavapell wiasYe

markable, and not of very fafe fale.—If you have-amy
black velvet fcarfo—they are ahamifome-sfinter:weir;
and take with moft -gentlemen :who . deel>with nge
cuftomers.—'Tis I that put the ladies-upoa argoend
foot. ’Tis not youth or beauty that-fixes. their price:
The gentlemen always pay according to-their drefs;
from half a crown to two guineas; and yet thofe
hufies make nothing of bilking of m&—Then too,
allowing for accidents.—I have eleven fine cuftomers
now down under the furgeon’s- hand,—what with fees
and other expences, there are great goings-out, and no
comings-in, and not a farthing to pay for at leaft 3,
month’s cloathing. — We run great rifques — great
rifgues indeed.

. Peach. As I remember, you faid fomething juft now
of Mrs. Coaxer.

Trap. Yes, fir,—~To be fureI ftript her of a fuit of
my own cloaths about two hours ago; and have left
her as fhe fhould be, in her fhift, with a lover of hers
at my houfe. She call’d him up ftairs, . as he was

oing to Marybone in a hackney-coach.—And I hope,
%or her own fake and mine, fhe will perfuade the cap-
tain to redeem her, for the captain is very generous to
the ladies. .

Lock. What captain ? ' ‘ o

Trap. He thought I did not know him.—An intimate -
acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum—only captain
-Machcath—as fine as a lord. ~

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you fhall fet
-your own pricc upon any of the goods you like—we
have at leait hali a dozen velvet fcarfs, and all at your
fervice. Will you give me leave to make you a prefent

“of this fuit of night-cloaths for your own wearing ==
:But are you fure it is captain Macheath !

Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no
body knows him better. I have taken a great deal of
the captain’s money in my time, at fecond-hand, for
lie always lov’d to have his ladies well dreft.

Peach. ir. Lockit and I have a little.bufinefs with
the captain ;—you underftand me—and we will fatisfy
you for Mrs. Coaxer’s debt. , T
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Zock. Depend upon it—we will deal like men of
honour. ' '
" 9rap. I don't enquire after your affairs— fo what-
ever happens, I wath my hands on’t.—It hath always
been my maxim, that one friend fhould aflift another.—
But if you pleafe—D’ll take one of the fcarfs home with
me, ’tis always good to have fomething in hand.

SCENE, Newgate.
Lucy.
-Jealonly, rage, love, and fear are at once tearing

me to pieces. How I am weather-beaten and fhatter’d
with diftrefles !

AIR XLVII. One evening having loft my way.
" DPom like a iff on the ocean toft,

 Noaw high, now low, awith each billow born, .
With her rudder broke, and her anchor lof?,
Deferted and all forlorn.
" While thus I lie rolling and toffing all night,
That Polly lies fporting on feas of delight !
Rewvenge, revenge, revenge,
Shall appeafe my reflefs fprite.
I have the rats-bane ready.——I run no rifque; for I
can lay her death upon the gin, and fo many die of
that naturally, that I fhall never be call’d in queftion.—
But fay I were to be hang’d—I never could be hang’d
for any thing that would give me greater comfort, than.
the poifoning that flut. :
~ Enter Filch,
Filch. Madam, here’s our Mifs Polly come to wait
upon you.
Lucy. Show her in.
Enter Polly.

Luzy. Dear madam, your fervant.—I hope you will
ardon my paflion, when I was fo happy to fee you
alt.—I was- fo over-run with the fpleen, that I was

perfe@tly out of myfelf. And really when cne hath
the fplcen, every thing is t(i? be excus’d by a friend.
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AIR XLVIIL. I%V, \RW’ vy, t’n,’h% bccaure

thou’rt my fon.

When a wifd's in ber pout, L " A
{Ag:/b ometimes, no doubt). o
nl bufband as meck ay. a\)amﬁ .
'vapaur: rvofiill, .. oo
Aﬂ{;u;f grants b:;' ber 'wdl,.,
the (u ra dearm.
Poor max! .{;d’; :tgmug’?kagé pmfz lrav::; ; :

~—1I with all our. quamel& mgh; have,fo comfortable a
seconciliatiop. | 0 a6 o sidifioqai 7
Polly. T have no exm;fc for y own, behavionr,. ma-
dam, but my misfortunes.~~And really,;. ma %
{uffer too npon your ageount.. . .
Lucy. But, Mik -Pollyrrin- the. qay-.pf =mi
will you give me leave, v propofc 3.glafs of cordia ;g

7} PaII Strong-waters are apl to'give me the' head-
ache—-I hope, muadam, yom witl excife.me..

Lucy. Not the greaces lady i iv thedand dould have
bewer in her clofer, for- her own: pl’mtcmdrlnk‘gg —
You feem mxghfty tow mdfpn-m, my-dear A

Polly. I am forry, madam, my health w 1
me to accept of your, offer.r-gfl fgnu?d not Iﬁv?%{ 3;?):
in the rude mannet I did wherg we met laft,”
had not my papa haul’d me away fo unexpg&edl¥\—4
was indeed fomewhat provok’d, and rperhapsL M
ufe fome expreffions that were difrefpedful: — 3
really, madam, the captain treated me thh fo much
contempt and cruelty, that I deferv’d your pity, rather
than your refentment,

Lucy. But fince his efcape,. no.doubt all matters are
made up again.——Ah Polly! Polly! ’tis I am the yn-
happy wife ; and he loves you as 1f you were oply his
miftrefs,

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot thmk me fo happy
as to be the obje&t of your jealoufy.—A man is always
afraid of'a woman whe loves him too well—fo that I °
mui expect to be neg'e€ted and avoided.

Lucy. 'Thén our cafes, iy dear Polly, are. exa@ly
aiike. Boih of us indeed have been too foad. .

s
a'triv

4 -
.
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" NIR XLIX. OBy Bill) & A
Pollyn Acurfe attends that awoman’s fove
" Who always would b¥ pleafing.
Lucy. . Tbe pertnefs of the billing dove,
" Like tickling, i¥ but rea2ing. -
Polly.  What then in bove tin nwoman dy ?
Lucy. f wie groiw fond they Youn us.
Polly. | “And when i fly them, they purfue:
Lucy: ™ » 'But'ka¥e ¥rawhen'they'de wvonws.
5 Raiy. Tbve id o véryWhimAcatin both fexes, that it
is impofiible to be lafting.~~But my heart is particular,
ahd contradi€is' miy own obfervation. )
© Polly. But 1eaMly, miftrefs Lucy, by his lo#t behaviours
1 think Ignght to eavy you—When k was:forc’d from
iig, h€'did "hot’ fhew 'the tealt tendetnefs.—But per-
Haps; e hath @ heart ok capable of it
basn ATRLe Wow'd fate,to me. Belirda give,.
Among the men, cogxetyare find, . .
s 1 Wb cowrt by !;mv: all wwoman-bind;
- .. .. Androegrant all their bearts defir'd,
When they are flatter’d avd admir'd,

fﬂaé coquets of hoth fexes are felf-lovers, and that is
% love no other whatever can difpofféfs. I fear, my
dear Lucy, our hufband is on€ of thofe.

. Lucy. Away with thefe melancholy refle@ions, ——
indeed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too
low.—Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my ofter,
~ + . AIR LI Come, fivect lafs.

’ Cime, favect lafs,
Let’s banifb forrov
Tl to-morroww s
Come, fweet lofs,
Let's take a chirping glafis
Wine can clear
The vapours of defpair ¢
And make us light as acr;
‘ Then drink, and banifb care.
" ¥ can’t bear, child, to fee you in fuch low fpirits.m
And I mbft perfuade you to what 1 krow will do you
B2 :

T
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good.—I fhall now. foon he even; with the h m:;cal
" frumpet. [4fide.] hesven )’POS

Polly. AN this. \\ﬁeedﬂng of “Lucy e ot bé ‘¥l6r
nothing.—At this timhe too ! uhcn l’k w the¥iates.
me !—The diffembling of 2 woman is atiays the’
runner of mifchief.= %y pouting ‘ftrong wate:s ‘d
my. throat, the thinks to pump fome fecrets out of me.
—’ll be upon my gua.rdp and wont taltc a dropr
_her liquor, I’m refolv’d. ‘

L

2

n

-
Wy Relh
:

Enter Lucy, - «wm& _ﬂro»g awaters. 4.7., o

Lucy. Come, Mifs Polly. e
[y Indeed, child, you have given yourfelf tro-
“Ble to no purpofe —You muft, my dear, excuie me.

Lucy. Really, Mifs Polly, you are fo {quéamithly
affected about taking a cup of ﬁrong-watcrs, as a lady
before company. ' I'vow, Polly, 1 fhall take it mon-
ftroufly ill if you refufe me.—Brandy and men (though
women love them never fo well) are always taken Ey
us with fome relu¢tance—unlefs ’tis in private.

Polly. 1 proteft, madam, it goes agninft me.—What
do I fec' Macheath again in cuftody !—Now every
glimmering of happinefs is loft.

[Drops the glafs of liquor upon the ground.

Lucy. Since things are thus; 'm glad the wench
hath efcap’d : for by this event, ’tis plain, fhe was
not happy enough to deferve to be poxfon’d

. Enter Lockit, Macheath, asd Peachum

Lock, Set your heart at reft, captain. —-Yon have
neither the chance of love or money for another efcape
-—for you are order’d to be call’d down uPon your
trial immediately,

Peach. Away, hufﬁes '—Thls is not a ume for a
man to be hamperd with his wqu.—You fee, the
gentleman is in chains already. .

Lucy. O huiband, hufband, my heart long’d to fee
thee ; but to fer thec thus diftrats me! v

Polly. Will not my dear hutband' look upon his
Polly? Why hadt thou not flown to me for prote&xon 2
with me thou hadft becn fafe.. s

——-«u,
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* ATR' LIL' 'The laf diriie I‘went ®’er the moor.

{olly. Hither, dear bufband, turn your eyes. .
Lucy.  Befloaw ane glance to cheer me.
Polly. Think with ;fat look, thy Polly dies.
Lucy. O /fbun me not, but bear me.
"Polly. *Tis Polly fues. ‘ :
‘Lucy. - ------ T Lucy Jjpeaks.
Polly.  Is thus true love requited ?

Lucy. . My heart is burfiing.

Polly. = - ----n« Mine teo breaks.
Lucy. Mup I,

Polly, ------- Muft 1 be flighted ?

Mach. What would you have me fay, ladies ?—e-
~Youfee, this aﬁ'air.wi.ﬁofoon be at an end, without
- my, difobliging either of yoqu. .

"+ Peach. But the feutling this poine, captain, might
prevent a law-fuit between ycur two widows,

AIR LI Tom Tinker's my true love, &5ec.

-Mach. Wkich away foall I turn me—how can I decide,
Wiwes, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride.
One wifz is too much for moff hufbands to bear,
. But two at a time there’s no mortal can bear.
Tbis way, and that way, and whieh avay 1 will,
What would comfort t[j ong, Pother wife would
take sll. o
Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him
infenfible to mine—a father fure will be more. com-
paflionate.—Dear, dear fir, fink the material evidence,
and bring him off at his trial==Polly upon her knees
begs it OF you. .
AIR LIV. Iam a poor fhepherd andone, -
When my hero in court appears,
And flands arraign’d for bis life,
_ Then think of poor Polly’s tears ;
* . Forabh! peor Polly’s bis wife.
Like the failor be bolds up bis hand,
Diftreft on the dafbing wawve,
90 Jie a dry death at land,
Is a5 bad as a ;}{atr_y grave.
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“ When be bolids up bis baml  arra n'd Bin
-, Q think of your daﬂgbn(, and" } »f 3’1;
"What qre cannons, or bombs, or cla mg )
For death is more certain by witnglfes rword iutf
TBen nail up their lips, tbal dréad thunder
 And each month of my life fwzll hereafrer b¢ M &

n‘,

Lock. Machearh's time is come, ng\.—\i’c know

" our own affairs, therefore let us have no more whim-

. pering or whining. .

AIR LVL A cobler there was, Ur.

Qurfelves, like the great, 1o ﬁcure & retreat,
When matters require it, muff give up our gang ¢
And good reafon wwhy,
Or inflead of the fry,
Ev’n Peachum and I,
*Like poor petty rafcals, might bang, hangy .
Like poor petty rafeals, might bang.
Peach. Set your heart at reft, Polly.=-Your hﬁban&
is to die to-day.—Therefore, if you are not already
rovided, ’tis high time to look about for anothen
here’s comfort for you, you flut.  °

Lock."We'ate-ready, fir, to condu@ you to the O/

ATR LVIL Bonny Dundee.
Mach. T4e charge is prepar *d, the lawyers are mes
The judges all rang *d (a turrible fow !)
1 go und:fnay’dy—for dearh is.aqdebty ..~
A debt on Jeuam!,-o—ﬁ, tatke-whas 4 eave. ,
Then, farewell, my lowe,~—dear charmers adies 3 ;.
Coutented 1 du-'-’m the better for you.

. Baily.
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Here ends all difpuse she Four lives, '
For this way a/{::c Lples f]ﬂy ‘thw:.

. Wow, gentlemen, I am ready to attend: you.
[Extint Peaclmm, Lockit, awd Macheath.

- ?.Ig,. ﬁoﬂoﬁ thet, FilcB, to the court, - And when
,ﬂ\e, trial iy ovg“‘? ‘bring me a partictlar account of his
haviour, an of'every thing that hip{fen’ ~You'll
Snd me here with mifs Luq [E.m F;l } But why is
# disbiufidn o o
.+ Luey, The prifoners whofe mals are put off till next
feflion, ‘are dwertmg themfelves,

Polly. Sure  there is nothing fo chiarming as mufic !
Pm fond of it to diftra@ion—But alas !——now all mirch
feems an infult ypon my afli®ion.—Let us retire, my
dear Jwcy, and indulge our forrows,~—~The nmfv crew,
‘yob fee, are coming upon us.. - [Exeunt,-

e A"dafm of prifonersiin: chiins, &c.

8 CEN B, The Condemw’d Hold.
Macheath, in a melancholy pofure.

AIR LVIL. Happy Groves.

O cruel, cruel, cruel cafe!
 Mupt I fuffer this difgrace?

AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are fo fmart.

Of all the friends in time of grief,
PR When threat’ ning death looks grmcrr
- - Not one fo fure can bring relief,
et Aeebis 699 frm:d, a brimmer. [Drioks.

5 AIR LX. Britons, firike home,

: Stntc I mxg/? /wmg,—-l jl'orn, I feorn_to wince-or qgibi;u.
rifes. -

,V Ly &‘ L A(R LxI Chevy Chafe. .

Biur avsd again iy fpreits.
Lhraife shem b&bwﬂtzawﬁdpnnkg aglafs of wine. -
d\nl‘ur ‘1n)‘,,\,..‘,“‘\ Vg L e
:»’)f (1\ '[- 3‘4..5 R
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AR LNIIL- Twold"ﬂr SIm'm.F'U Laz

AT G TN 18
Bt 'valur tlx rozg:r grow.r, - s
Tbe fironger liquer we're erbn‘ i

And bow can awe zel our aoes, ' . ¥
When ave've loft the trouble of i th»‘vq R LD;}#)
AIR LXmIL - ]’oytogreat‘c‘;far o nd

é thus—A man can dis Cg 2105 45
uch bolder with brandy. [Pours outa bumpey of brandy.

"AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, Eﬁ‘t”

‘So 1 drink of this bumper—And norv I can fipnd t&c ;g?,
And my comrades _/ball  fee, that I die as brave ai the befts
T m .

AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant faxlor. .

But can I leave my. pretty buffies,.
Without one tear, or tender figh ?

AIR LXVI. Why are mine eyes fill fowing. .,

Their eyes, their lips, their buffes; . ° 1t
Recall my love—Adb mafp I die ? : o
AIR LXVIL Green fleeves. , ~ R
Since laws awere made for ev'ry degm,
To curb wice in others, as well as me,
I swonder ave han’t better company
Upon Tyburn tree!
But gold from law can take ont the fling ;
Avd if rich men like us avere to fwing,
*Tavould thin the land fuch numbers to firing
Upox Tyburn tree.

Jailor. Some friends of yours, captain, defire to be
admitted.—I leave you together.

Enter Ben Budge, and Mat of the Mint.

Mach. For my having broke prifon, you fee, gen- -
tlemen, I am ordered immediate execution.——~The
fheriffs officers, I believe, are now at the door.——
That Femmy Tawitcher thould peach me, Iown furpriz-
¢d me !—"Tis a plain proof that the world is all ahke, ,
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: and Mat of the Mint.
Exter Lucy and Polly.

Mach. My dear Lucy—my dear Polly—What{oever
bath paft between us, is now at an end.—If you are
fond of marrying again, the beft advice I can give you,
is to fhip yourfelves off for the Wef-Indies, where
you’ll have a fair chance of getting a hufband a-piece ;
or by good luck, two or three, as you like bett.

1“:;11g . How can I fupport this fighe |-

Lucy. There is nothing moves one fo much as a great
man in diftrefs. : :

ATR LXVIIL Al you that moft take a leap, £,

Lucy. Wou'd I might be haxg’d ! ' :
Polly. - ----- ‘== == - - dnd T weuldfo too!

Lucy. 76 be bang’d with you,” o
Polly, - - ... = = == == My deat, with you' .

Mach. O leave me to thought ! I fear! I 'dinbt f
Itremble! 1 droop {—See my courage is out.
, = " [Turns'up the empty bottle,
Polly:" No'tokewof love? ' = = vo0L oo
Machi - w'c = = <= - < 8 my tohrage iFout.
Lo - {Turns’ip the empty pot.
Lucy. i No'token of bove?: =~ - R
Polly: vintar dna 52 200 Siltgyy ) v 27 e ot
Fgs :

-
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Lucy, == - -ce-ioowFap ﬂ‘.",i“.”"’w
Mach. Bur bark ! 1 hear the toll of the Befl. 1100 3 ‘

Chorus. Tol derol bol, &e. = ' o fle Hae
: R gamelr W

Fatlor. Four women more, captain; Witk a'chdld a--
piece ! See; here they come. { Ewter cooton doidschblren .
© Mach. What—four wives mote t"This is.200imoch: . |
w~Here—tell the fheriffs officersT.am readp, *' ) b~ A
] : e AN "“”"?{W‘ :
Enter Beggar and. Player: C

Play. Bat, honeft friend, I' hope you don’t intend.
that Macheaih fhall be really cxecutu{_, - .

Beg. Moft certainly, fir.—~To make the piece per--
fe@; Lwas for doing ftrict poetical juftice.~Mqcheath - -
is to be hang'd ; and for'the other perfonages of the-
drama, the audience muft have fuppofed they"‘v'a(ere all.
either hang’d or tranfported. . RN

Play. Why then, friend, thisis a downright, deep:
tragedy. The cataftrophe is manifeftly wrong, for an .
opera muft end happily. P

Reg. Your objeélion, fir, is very joft ; dnd is eafily:
semoved :. for you muft allow, that im this kind of.
drama, ’tis no matter how abfurdly-things are brought -
about—So—~you rabble there—run and cry-a Reprieve -
~—Ilet the prifoner be brought back to his wives in.
triumph.

Play. All this we muft do to comply with the taftd-
of the town.

Beg. Through the wliole piece youmay-obferve fuch-

a fimilitude of manners in high and low life, . that it is-
difficult to determine whether (in the fafhionable vices)
. the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen. of the road, .
or the gentlemen of  the road the fine gentlemen.sme—
Had the play remain’d as I"at firft intended, it would.
have carried a moft excellent moral :* ’twould have
thown that the lower fort of people have their vices
ina degree as well as the rich; and that they are pu«-
nifh’d for them.. ‘

Enter to them Macheatl, awithrabble, &c.:.

Mach. So, it feems-I am not lefk to my choice,
bat muft have a wife at Jaft~—Look ye, my dears,

]
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we will have no controverfy now. Let us give this da
to mirth, and I am fure the who thinks herfelf my wﬁ};
will teftify her joy by a dance, R

All. Come, a dance—dance. i
i Mach, Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to
Pprefent g partaer to each.of you.. And (if I.may with-
ont offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine.—-
And for life, you flut,—for we are really married.—As
for.the reft.—But at prefent keep your own fecret. -
o . , . [ToPally..
. A DANCE,
AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, {5
Tbus 1 fand like a Turk, awith bis doxles aroand ;
From all fides their glances bis paffion confound ;5
. For black, brown, and fair, bis inconflancy burns, -
And the different Bedutics Subdue bim by turns :
. Each calls forth ber charms, to provoke bis defires > -
¢ Though awilling to all; but with one he retires.
" But think of this maxim, and put off all forrow, .
Tbe avretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrenn. .
orus. But sthink of this maxim, &,

T
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( 137 ) -

PREFACE.

FTER Mr. Rich and I were agreed upon terms

and ¢onditions for bringing this piece on the
ftage, and that every thing was ready l‘t,n rehearfal,
the lord chamberlain fent an order from the country
to prohibit Mr. Rich to fuffer any play to be rehearfed
upon his ftage till it had been firft of all fupervifed by
his grace. As foon as Mr. Rich came from his grace’s
fecretary (who had fent for him to receive the before-
_ mentioned order) he came to my lodgings and ac-

quainted me with the orders he had received.

Upon.the lord chamberlain’s coming to town, I was
confin’d by ficknefs, but in four or five days I went
- abroad on purpofe to wait upon his grace, with a
faithful and genuine copy of this piece, excepting the

errata of the tranfcriber.

As I have heard feveral fuggeftions and falfe infi-
nuations concerning the copy ; I take this occafion in
the moft folemn manner to affirm, that the very copy
I delivered to Mr. Rich, was written in my own hand,
fome months befoie, at the Bazbh, from my own firlt
foul blotted papers; from this, that for the Playhoufe
was tranfcribed, from whence Mr. Stede, the prompter,
copied that which I delivered to the lord chamberlain =
and, excepting my own foul blotted papers, I do
proteft I know of no other copy whatfoever, than
thofe I have mentioned. o '

- ‘The copy which I gave into the hands of Mr. Rich
had been feen before Ey feveral perfons of the greateft
diftin€tion and veracity, who will be ready to do me
the honour and juftice to atteft it ; fo that not only.by
them, but by Mr., Rick and:Mr. Stede, I can (agggg&
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all infinuation or pofitive affirmation) ppove in the mof®
clear and undeniable manaer, if accalion requined,

I have here upon my own honour gnd credit. aferted.
‘The Intreduction indeed was not fhown. to the.lord:
- ¢hamberlain,. which, as I had not, then qpité: fettled,.
-'was pever tranfesibed g the playbeufe copy. -, 1. -

.- Xt was on Saturdap morning,- December. yths 1728,

_that [ waited upon the lord chamberlain ;. I defired. to-

i have. the honour of reading the opera to his. .graee,.
but he ordered me to leave it with him, which F-did,
upon expedtation of having it returned on the Morday

. following ; bur I had it not till ¥hur/day, December 12,.
when I received it from his grace with this anfwer ;.
* that it awas mot allowed to be attrd, but commanded to.
“ be fuppref.” ‘This was told me in general, without
any reafons afligned, or ady charge againf me
my having given any particular offence.

Since this prohibition I have been told, that I am-
gccufed, in generat terms, of having written many-
difaffeCted libels and feditious pamphilets. As it ha
ever been my utmoft ambition (if that word may be

. nfed upon this occafion) to lead a quiet and inoffenfive:
life, 1 thought my innocence in this particular would
never have required a juftification ; and as t%is kind
of writing is what I have ever detefted, and never
pradtifed, I am perfuaded fo groundlefs a calumny can
never be believed, but by thofe who do not know-me..
But as general afperfions of this fort have been caft.
upon me, I think myfelf called spon to declare my
principles; and I.do, with the fin&eft truth, affirm,.
that I-am as foyal a fubje® and as fifmly dtfachéd to
the prefent happy eftabliftiment, as any of thofe who
have the greateft places or penfions. [ have beew.
imformed too, . that, in the fpllowing play, . E-have been
teharged with writing immoralities ; that it is filed
with flander and calumny againft particular great per-
fons ; and that majefty itfelf is endeavoured.to be
Brought . into ridicule and contempt. . '

As I knew that every one of thefe charges was in-
overy point abfolutely falfe and: without the leaft
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Vpmatds, at A 1 was not at 41l afe®ed by themy
bt -when I' found they were fill infifted upon, and
<!evae particalar paffrges, which Were iiot in the play,
“Lwereuoted and- propagated 89 'fupport what had been
ifdggefted; '] ¢duld ro 6nghe'f‘~bear to lic'nnder thefe
falfe accufitions' 3 o' by printing 3t, I'have fulifinded
and given up all prefent views of profit which might
-fgctrue {from - the ‘ftage, which “undoubtedly ‘will be-
- oXome! fatisfaltion -to the wérthy gentlemen whb 'have
wretted e with fo much candour aifd humanity, and

a:epk'femd me in fuch favourable colours. - i
~» Bat as' I am confcious to myfelf, thit: my only
- Intention wds to lafh, in general, the reigning and
- fafhionable vices, and to recommend 4nd fet virtue
>inasamiable a light as I could ; to juftify and vindi-
-i'cate’ my own charalter, | thought myfelf obliged to
print the Opera without deldy in the manner 1 have
done. ]
As the play was principally defigned for reprefen-’
tation, 1 h;:)pz, whe:r: it isprea{!, it gill be conl;idefed;
in that light : and when all that hath been faid againtt
it fhall dppear to be entirely mifunderftood or mifre-
-prefented ; if, fome time hence, it fhould be permitted.
to appear on the ftage, I think it neceffary to acquaint
the public, that, as far as a contra& of this kind can
be binding, I am engaged to Mr. Rick to have it re-.
prefented upon his theatre. ‘

March 25.’ 1729.
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T

INTRODUCTTION.
"POET, PLAYER.
. Posm. ST
' Sequel to a play is like more laft words. . It is
_ a kind of abfurdity ; and really, fir, you have
prevailed upon me to purfue this fubject againft. my
Judgment, : ! RS
“ 12 Plgyer, Be the fuccefs as it will, you are.:fure

of what you have contra&éd for; and upon the in-:
ducement of gain, nobody can blame you for under- .

taking it.

Poer. 1 kno§v, I muft have been looked upon a8

whimfical, and particular, if I had fcrupled to have

- rifqued my reputation for my profit ;. for why fhould

I be more fqueamifh. than my betters ? and. fo, fir,-
contrary to my opinion I bring Polly once again upon
the ftage. : :

1/ Player. Conﬁaer, fir, you have prepofleflion on ,

your fide. : .
_ Poer. But then the plealure of novelty is loft 5 and

in a thing of this kind, 1 am afraid I fhall hardly be .
pardoned for imitating myfelf ; for fure, picces of this -

fort are not to be followed as precedents. My depend-
ance, like a tricking bookleller’s, is that the kind
reception the firt part met with, will carry off the
fecond, be it what it will. ] ‘ :

1/# Play. You fhould not difparage your own works;
you will have critics enough who will be glad todo
that for you : and let me tell you, fir, atter the fuccefs
you have had, you muft expeét envy.

Poet. Since I have had more applaufe than Ican
deferve, 1 muft, with other authors, be content, if
critics allow me lefs. I fhould be an arrant courtier,
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or an arrant beggar indeed, if as foon as I have re-
ceived one undeferved favour, I fhould lay claim to
amother 5 T'do not flatter myfelf with the like fuccefs.

1/? Player. 1 hope, fir, in the cataftrophe you have
not run into'the abfurdity of your laft piece.

Peet. T know that I have been unjultly accufed of
havirig given' up my mioral for a joke, like a fine
gentleman in converfation ; but whatever be the event
now, [ will not fo much as feém to give up my moral.

1# Player. Reilly, fir,-an author fhould comply
with the cuftoms and tafte of the town,—I am indeed
afraid too that your fatire here and there is too free.
A man fhould be cautious how he mentions any vice
whatfoever before good company, left fomebbdy pre-
fent fhould apply 1t to himfelf.

Poet. 'The ftage, fir, hath the privilege of the pulpit,
to attack vice however diﬁniﬁcd or diftinguithed ; and
preachers and poets fhould not be too well bred upon
thefe occafions : nobody can overdo it when he attacks
the vice and not the perfon. -

1/# Player. But how can you hinder malicious appli-
cations ? .

Poet. Let thofe anfwer for them who make them.
I aim at no particular perfons ; my ftrokes are at vice
in general; but if any men particularly vicious are
hurt, | make no apology, but leave them to the cure
of their flatterers. [f an author write in chara&er, the
lower people reflet on the follies and vices of the rich
and great, and an Indian judges and talks of Exropeans,
by thofe he hath feen and converfed with, &¢. ~ And .
-X will venture to 6wn, that 1 with every man of power
or riches were really and apparently virtuous ; which -
wolld foon amend and reform the common people,
who 4@ by imitation. ' ' oo

1)# Player. But a little indulgenice and partiality tq
the vices of your own country, withoat doubt would
be looked upon as more difcreet. Though your fatire,
fir; i§"on' vices in general, it muft and will givq .
offence’} évery vicious man thinks you particular, for -
confcience will make felf-application. And why will
you”make jourfelf {6 many enemies ¥ I fay no more
upon this head,  As to uj, I hope you are fatisfied we

Sl TE T e
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have done all we could for you ; for you will new have
the advantage of all our beft fingers. '

Ty

Enter 2d Player.

‘2d Plager. Tt is impoflible to perform the opera te
night, all the fine fingers within are out of humdur
with their parts,  The tenor fays, ke was never dfféred
fuch an indignity, and in arage flung his clean lamb.
fkin gloves mto the fire ; he fwears thatin his whole'
life he never did fing, would fing, or could fing, "but’
iu trae kid. N - o . o '.‘.»*'1?
1 Player. Mufic might tame and - civilize wild
‘beslts, bus it is.evident it never yet could tame wnd
¢ivilize muficians, . Rt
[ Enter 3d Player. ...

. gd Player. Sir, fignora Crotchetia fiys, the finds g
charaer fo low that fhe had rathier die than fing it.'""
.1/ Plager. Tell her by her contraét I can make heg
fing it |

N

Enter ﬁgmré Crotchetta.

Crotchetta. Barbarous tramontane! Where are all

‘the lovers of virtu 2 Will they not all rife in arms in

. my defence ? Make me fing it! ‘good gods! fhould X
tamely fubmit to fuch ufage, 1 fhould debafe myfelf
through all Europe. -

" 1 Plgyer. In the opera nine or ten years ago, 1

remember, -madam, your appearance in a character

little better than a fith. ’

Crotchetta. A fith| monftrous! Let me inform you,
fir, that a mermaid or fyren is not many removes from
a fea-goddefs ; or I had never fubmitted to be that fith
which you are pleafed to call me, by way of reproach.
I have a cold, fir; I am fick. I do not fee why I
may not be allowed the privilege of ficknefs now and
then as well as others. If a finger may not be in-
dulged in her humours, I am fure fhe will foan become
of no confequence with the town. And fo, fir, I have
cold; I am hoarfe. I hope now you are fatisfied.

4 - [Exit Ceokchetta, in a fury.

‘

IR R SLe O ‘
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Enter 425 Player,

4th Player. Sir, the bafe voice infifts upon pearl
«coloured {ftockings and red-heeled fhoes.
12 Player. Thete is no governing caprice. - But
how fhall we make ourexcufes to the honfe? *
- 4th.Plgyer. Since the town. was laft year fo good
.as-t@ engourage an opera without fingers 3 the favour
X ,was thea thewn obliges me to affer myfelf once more,
ather than the audience fhould be difmiffed. Al the
other comedians upon this emergency are willing te
o their befl, and hope for your favour nd indulgence.
Aft-Player. Ladies and gentlomen, as we with to do
-every thing for your diverfion, and that fingers only-
~will come when they will come, we beg you to excufe
£his unforefeen accident, and to accept the propofal of
zhe comedians, who rely wholly on your courtefy and
protettign. [Exeunte

The OviaTunsg.
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Vanderbluff,
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Hacker, ,
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ACT L
'SCENE, Ducat’s Houft.

Ducat, Trapes.

TraPES.

““HO UG H you were born and bred and live in
- the Indies, as you are a {ubje® of Briiain you
thould live up to our cuftoms. Prodigality there, is
a.fathion that is among all ranks of people. Why,
our vefy younger brothers puth themfelves into the
polite world by fquandering more than they are worth.
You are wealthy, very wealthy, Mr, Ducat; and I
grant you, the more you have, the tafte of getting
more fhould ‘grow ftronger upon you. ’Tis juft fo with.
us. But then the richeft of ourlords and gentlemen,
who live elegantly, always'run out. *Tis genteel to
bein debt. Your luxury fhould diftinguifh you from
the vulgar. You cannot be too expenfive in your
pleafures. :

“AIR I The difappointed widow.

The manners of the great affed :
Stint not your pleafure :

If confcience bad their genins checkty
How yot they treafure ?

G
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The more in debt, run in debt the more,
Carelefs who is undone :

Morals and honefly leave to the poor,
As they do at London.

Ducat. 1 never thought to have heard thrift laid to
my charge. Thereis not 2 man, though I fay it, in
the whole Indies who lives more plentifully than my-
felf ; nor who enjoys the neceffaries of life in fo hand-
fome a manner. '

Trapes. There it is now. Who ever heard a man of
fortune in Exgland talk of the neceffaries of life? If
the neceflaries of life would have fatisfied fuch a poor
body as me, to be fure I had never come to menmy
fortune to the plantations. Whether we can afford it
.or no, we muft have fuperfluities. We never flint our
expence to our own fortunes, but are miferable if we
do not live up to the profufenefs of our neighbours.
If we could content ourfelves with the neceffaries of
life, no man alive ever need be difhoneft. As to
woman now ; why, look ye, Mr. Ducat, a man hath
what we may call every thing that is neceffary in a
wife. :

Dutat. Ay, and more ! o

Trapes. But for all that, d’ye fee, you married men
are my beft cuftomers. It keeps wives upon their
good behaviour. '

Ducat. But there are jealoufies and family le&ures,

Mrs. Trapes.
" Trapes. Blefs us all! how little are our cuftoms
known on this fide the herring-pond! Why, jealoufy
is out of fathion even among our common country gen-
tlemen. I hope you are better bred than to be jealous.
A hufband and wife fhould have a mutual complaifance
for each other. Sure, your wife is not fo unreafon-
able to expelt to have you always to herfelf.

Ducat. As 1 have a good eftate, Mrs. Trapes, I
would willingly run into every thing that is fuitable to
my digrity and fortune. Nobody throws himfelf into
the extravagancies of life with a freer fpirit. . As to
. confcience and mufty morals, I have as few drawbacks
upon my profits or pleafures as any man of quality in
England ; 1n thofe I am not in the leaft vulgar. Befides,
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smadam, in moft of my expences I run into the polite
tafte. I have a fine library of books that I never read ;
I have a fine ftable of horfes that I neverride ; I build,
I buy plate, jewels, pitures, or any thing that is
valuable and curious, as your great men do, merely
out of oftentation. But indeed I muft own, I do-fill
cohabit with my wife; and fhe is very uneafy and
vexatious upon account of my vifits to-you.

‘Trapes. Indeed, indeed, - Mr. Ducat, you fhould
break through «ll this ufurpation at once, and keep.—
Now too is your time; for I have a frefh cargo of
ladies juft arrived: mobody alive fhall fet eyes upon
’em till you have provided yourfelf. You fhould keep
your lady in awe by her maid; place a handfome,
{prightly wench near your wife, and fhe will be a {py
upon her into the bargain. {1 would have you fhow
yourfelf a fine gentleman in every thing.

Ducat. But I am fomewhat advanc’d in life, Mrs.
Trapes, and my dutj){' to my wife lies very hard upon
me; I muft leave keeping to younger hufbands and
old bachelers.

Trapes. There it is again now! Our very vulgar

urfue pleafures in the fluth of youth and inclination,
ﬁut our great men are modifhly profligate when their
appetite hath left-them. )

AIR I 'The.Irifs ground,
T Bass.

Pucat. What can wealth
When ae’re old ?
Youth and health : .
Are not fold.

TREBLE.

Trapes. When love in the pulfe beats low,
(As haply it may avith yox) .
A girl can frefb youth beflow, \
 And kindle defire anew. ,
Thusy, numb’d in the brake, g
Without mation, the fnake

G 2

-
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Sleeps cold avinter away :
But in ewvery vein
Life ynickens again
On the bofom of May.

We are not here, I muft tell you, as weare at London, .
where we can have freth goods every week by the
waggon. My maid is again gone aboard the veflel 5
fhe is perfeitly charmed with one of the ladies ; ‘it
will be a credit to you to keep her. I have obliga-:
tions to you, Mr. Ducat, and I weuld part with her
to no man alive but yourfelf. If I had her at London,
fuch a lady would be fufficient to make my fortane;
but, in truth, fhe is not iippudent enough to make
herfelf agreeable to the-failors in a public houfe in
this country. By all accounts, fhe hath a behaviour
only fit for a private family.

Ducat. But how fhall § manage matters with my

wife ? S : -

Trapes. Juft as the fine gentlemen do with us. We
could bring you many great precedents for treating a
wife with indifference, -contempt, and meglett ; but
that, indeed, would be running into too high life. I
would have you keep fome decency, and afe her with ,
civility, You fhould be fo obliging as to leave her to
her liberties, and take them to yourfelf. Why, all °
our fine ladies, in what they eall pin-money, have no
other views ; it is what they all expe&.

Ducat. But I am afraid it will ‘be hard to make my
wife think like a gentlewoman upon this fubjet ; fo
that if Itake her, I muft a&t difcreetly and keep the
affair a dead fecret. L.

Trapes. As to that, fir, you may do as you pleafe.

. Should it ever come to her knowledge, cuftom and
education perhaps may make her at firft think it fome-
what odd. But this I can affirm with a f{afe con-
fcience, that many alady of quality have fervants of
this fort in their l{tmiiies‘, and you can afford an ex-

" pence as well as the beft of them. - "

Ducat. T have a fortune, Mrs. ‘I'rafe:, and would
fain make 3 fathionable figure in life ; 1f we can agree

_ upon the price, I’ll take her iiito the family.

:
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Trapes. 1 am glad to fee yon fling yourfelf into the
- polite tafte with a fpirit; Few, indeed, have the turn
or talents to get money ; but fewer know how to fpend
it handfomely after they have gotit. The elegance
‘of luxury confifts in variety, and love requires it
as much as any of our appetites and paflions, and there
i a-time of life when a man’s appetite ought to be
whetted by a delicacy. ’
Dycat. Nay, Mrs. Frapes, now you are too hard
upeonme. Sure, you cannot think me fuch a clown
as to be really in love with my wife! We are not fa
ignorapt here as you imagine; why, I married her
4 a reafonable way, only for her money.

" AIR I Noe Hills.

He that weds a beauty
. Soon will fud her cloy;

When pleafure grows a duty,
Fareaell love and joy :

He that aveds for treafure
(Though he bath a wife)

Hath chofe one lafling pleafure
In a married life.

Exter Damaris.

Damaris, [calling at the door] Damaris, 1 charge
you not to ftir from the door, and the inftant you fee
your lady at a diftance, returning from her walk, be
fure to give me notice.

Trapes. She is in moft charming rigging ; the won’t
coft you a penny, fir, -in clothes at firft fetting out.
But, alack-a-day ! no bargain couald ever thrive with
dr);) lips: a glafs of liquor makes every thing go fo

libly. - ‘ , -

: £ Ducat. Here,"Damaris ; a glafs of rum for Mrs. Dye.
' [Damaris goes outy and returns with a bottle and glafs.

 Trapes. But as I was faying, fir, I would not part
_with her to any body alive but yourfelf; for, to be

fure, I could turn her o ten times the profit by jobbs.

and chance cuftomers. Come, fir, hepe’s to the young

lady’s health.
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Enter Flimzy.

rapes. Well, Flimay; are all the ladies fafely
- Janded, and have you done as I ordered you ?

Flimzy. Yes, madam. The three ladies for the run
of ‘the houfe are fafely lodg’d at home ; the other is
without in the hall to wait your commands. She is a
moft delicious creature, that’s certain. Such lips,
fuch eyes, and fuch fleth and blood! If you had her
in London you could not fail of the cuftom of all the
foreign minifters. = As I hope to be fav’d, madam, [
was forc’d to tell her ten thoufand lies before I could
prevail upon her to come with me. Oh fir, you are
the moft lucky, -happy man in the world! Shall 1 go
call herin? < :

Trapes, *Tis neceflary for me firfk to infiru&t her in
her duty and the ways of the family. The girl is
bafhful and modeft, fo I muft beg leave to prepare her
by a little private converfation ; and afterwards, fir,
1 fhall leave you to your private converfations.

Flimsy. But, I hope, fir, you won’t forget poor
Flimzy ; for the richeft man alive could not be more
fcrupulous than I am upen thefe occafions, and the
bribe only can make me excufe it to my confcience.
I hope, fir, you will pardon my freedom. [He gives

o ber money.

AIR IV. Sweetheart, think upon me.
My confeience is of courtly mold,

Fit for higheft fation. ’ )
: Where's the bhand, when touch’d with gold,
\ Proof againft temptation?  [Ex. Flimzy.

ufeful qualifications. You will let me know when you.
are ready for me. Exit,

Trapes. I wonder I am not more wealthy ; for, o”
my confcience, I have as few fcruples as thofe that are
. ten thoufand times as rich.' But, alack-a-day! [am
forc’d to play at fmall game. I now and then betray:
and ruin an innocent girl. And what of that? Can [
n confcience expeét to be equally rich with thofe who

Ducat. We can never fufficiently encouraﬁe fuch
e
[
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betray and ruin provinces and countries ? - In troth, all
their great fortunes are owing'"te fituation; as for
genins and capacity I can match them to a hair : were
" they in my circumftance, they would a&,like me;
were | in theirs, I fhould. be rewarded as, a moft pro-

found. penetrating politician, ; . . -
AIR V. ’Twas'within a farfongy

In pimps and politicians '
The genius is the fame 3 _

Both raife their own conditions -
On others guilt and fhame :

With a tongue avell-tipt with lyes

Each the avant of parts fupplies,

And avith a heart that’s all difguife,
Keeps bis fehemes unknown,

Seducing as the devil,
They play the tempter’s part,

And bhave, awbhen moft they’re civil,
Moft mifchicf in their beart.

Each a fecret commerce drivves,

Firft corrupts and then connives,

And by bis neighbours wices thrives,
For they are all his own.

Enter Flimzy and Polly.‘ :

Trapes. Blefs my eye-fight! whatdo I fee? I am in
a dream, oritis mifs Polly Peachum ! mercy upon me !
child, what brought you on this fide of the water ?
. Polly. Love, madam, and the misfortunes of our
family. But I am equally-furprized to find an ac-
quaintance here: you cannot be ignoraiat of my un-
happy ftory, and perhaps from you, Mrs. Dye, I
may receive fome information that may be ufeful
to me. L

Trapes. You need not be much concern’d, mifs
Polly, at a fentence of tranfportation, for a young
lady of your-beauty hath wherewithal to make her .
fortune in any country. - ,

Polly. Pardon me, madam ; you miftake me. Tho
I was educated among the moft profligate in low-life;
Inever engag’d’in my father’s affairs as a thicf or

: G

4
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thief-cateher, for -indeed - I abhorr'd his profefliom.
‘Would my papa had never taken it up, he then: il
bad been alive, and I had never known Macheatb 4

AIR VI Sortez des vos retraites,

She awho bath felt a real pain -
By Cupid’s dar?, - -
Finds that all abfence is in vain' -
To cure ber heart.
Though_from my lover caff
v Far as from pole to pole,
Still the pure flame muft laft,
For love is in the foul.

You muft have heard, madam, that I was unhappyinmy -
marriage. When Macheath was tranfported, all my peace
was banifhed with him; and my papa’s death hath
now given me liberty to purfue my inclinations.

Trapes. Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr. Peachum ! Death

- was fo much oblig’d to him, thatI wonder he did not al-
low him a reprieve far his own fake. Traly, I think ke

* was obliged to no-body more, except the phyficians :
but they die it feems too. Death is very impartial ;
he takes all alike, friends and foes.

- Polly. Eyery monthly feflions-paper, like the apo-
thecary’s files (if I may make the comparifon) was a
record of his fervices. But my papa kept company
with gentlemen, and ambition is catching. He was
in too much hafte to be rich. I with all great men

. would take warning. ’Tis now feven months.fince
my papa was hang’d. :
rapes. 'This will be a great check indeed to yous
men of enterprizing genius; and it will be unfafe to
puth at making a great fortune, if fuch accidents grow -
common. But fure, child, you are not fo mad as to
think of following Macheath. :
Polly. In following him I am in purfuit of my quiet.
I love him; and, like a troubled ghoft, thall never
be at reft till I appear to him. If I can receive any
information of him frem you, it will be a cordial to
a wretch in defpair. . . .
Trapes. My dear mifs. Polly, you muft not think of .
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&, 'Tis now above a year and a half fince he robb’d
his oafter, ran away from the plantation, and turn’d
pirate. Then too what puts you beyond all poflibilit
of redrefs, is, that fince he came over Ke married a tran
orted flave, one Femny” Diver, and fhe is gone off with
Eim. You maft give over all thoughts of him, for he
is a very devil to our fex; not a woman of the greateft
vivacity fhifts her inclinations half fo faft as he can.
Befides, he would difowa you; for, like an upfart,
he hates an old acquaintance. I am forry to fee thofe
tears, child, but I love you too well to flatter you.
Polly. Why have I a heart fo conftant? cruel love!

AIR VI, O Waly, Waly, up the bank.

Farewell, farewell, all hopes of blifs *
For Polly 'ﬁfway: muf? be tgiue'.f &
Shall then my beart be ever bis,
Which never can again be mine ®

O lqwe, you play a cruel part,

Thy fbaft fill fefiers in the awound ;
You fhould reward a conflant heart,
Since ’tis, alas, fo Jeldom found!

Trapes. I tell you once again, mifs Polly, you muft
think no more of him. You are like a child who is -
erying after a butterfly, that is hopping and fluttering
upon every flower in the field ; there is not a woman
that comes in his way, but he muft have a tafte of;
befides, there is no catching him. But, my dear gisl,
1 hope-you took care, at your leaving Knglard, to
bring off wherewithal to fupport you.

Polly. Since he is loft, I am infenfible of every
other misfortupe. I brought indeed a fum of money
with me, but my cheft was broke open at fea, and I
am now a wretched vagabond expos’d to hunger and
want, uplefs charity relieve me,

“Trapes. Poorchild! your father and I have had great
dealings'together, and 1 fhall be grateful to his me-
mory. I will look upon you es my daughter; you
thall be with me.. X -

Polly. As foon as I can have remittances from Fng-
dand, 1hall be able to. écknowlege your goodagls &

5 .5
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I have ftill five hundred pounds there, which will be
return’d to me upon demand; but I had rather un-
dertake any honeft fervice that might afford me a
maintenance than be burthenfome to my friends.

. Trapes. Sure never any thing happen’d fo luckily !
madam Ducat jult now wants a fervant, and I know
fhe will take my recommendation; and one fo tight
and handy as you, muft pleafe her: then too, her

hufband is the civileft, beft-bred man alive. You are

sow in her houfe, and I won’t leave it till I have fet-

tled you. Be chearful,-my dear child, for who knowa

but all thefe misfortunes may turn to your advantage ?

- You arein a rich agreeable family, and I dare fay your
perfon and behaviour will foon make you-a favourite.
As to captain Macheath, you may now fafely look upon
yourfelf as a widow ; and who knows, if madam.Duca#
fhould tip off, what may happen? I fhall recommend
you, milg Polly, as a gentlewoman. -

. AIR VIII. O JFenny, come tie me.

Defpair is all folly;
Hence, mslancholy,
Fortune attends you while youth is in flowers
By beauty’s pofeffion
Us'd awith difcretion,
Woman at all times bath joy in her posvers

Polfy. The fervice, madam, .you offer me, makes
me as bappy as I can be in my circumftance, and I'ac~
cept of it with ten thoufand obligations.

" Trapes. Take a turn in’the hall with my maid for a
minute or two, and I’ll take care to fettle all matters
and conditions for your reception. Be affurd, mifs
Polly; Pl do my beft for you, [Exexnt Polly and Flimzy,

Enter Ducat,

Trapes. Mr. Ducat. Sir. Y¥ou may come in. Ihave

had this very girl in my eye for you ever fince you and

I were firft acquainted ; and, to be plain with you,
fir, I have run great rifques for her: I had many a
ftratagem, to be fure, to inveigle her away from her rela-
tions ! fhe too herfelf was exceeding difficult. And Lcan

~ aflure you, to ruin a girl of fevere education is no
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Tinall addition to the pleafure of our fine gentlemen.
. Y -can be anfwerable for it 4: that you will have the
firft of lier. 1 am fure I could have difpofed of her
upon the fame-account, for at leaft a hundred guineas.
to an aldetman of London; and then too I might have
_ had the difpofal of her again as foon as fhe was out of
keeping ; but you are my friend, and I Thall not deal
hard with you. ‘ o :
" Ducat. ButifI like her I would agree upon terms
beforehand ;" for thould I grow fond of her, 1 know
you have the confcience of other trades-people, and
would grow more impofing; and I love to be upon a
certainty. )

Trapes. Sure you ‘cannot think a hundred piftoles
too mach ; I mean for me. I-leave her wholly to your

enerofity. Why your fine men, who never pay any
Eody elfe, pay their pimps and bawds well ; always
ready money. I ever dealt confcientioufly, and fet
the loweft price upon my ladies; when you fee her,
I am fure you will allow her to be as choice a piece of
beauty as ever you laid eyes on. -

Ducat. But, dear Mrs. Dye, a hundred piftoles, fay
you ? why, I could have half a dozen negro princefles
for the price. i

Trapes. But fure you cannot expe to buy a fine
handfome Chriftian at that rate. You are not as’d to
fee fuch goods on this fide of the water. For the women,’
like the clothes, are all tarnifhed and half worn out
before they are fent hither. Do but caft your eye
upon her, fir; the door ftands half open ; fee, yonder
fhe trips in converfation with my maid Flimzy in
the hall. - ' :

Ducar. Why truly I muft-own fhe is handfome.

- Trapes. Blefs me, you are no more mov’d by her,
than if fhe were your wife. Handfome! what a cold
hufband-like expreflion is that! nay, there is no harm
done. IfI take her home, 1 don’t queftion the mak-
ing more money of her. She was never in any body’s
houfe but your own, fince fhe was landed. She is pure
as fhe was imported, without the leaft adulteration.

Ducat. I'll have her. c;’lé pay you down upon the
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nail. You fhall leave her with me. Come, count
your money, Mrs. Dye.
Trapes. What a fhape is there! fhe’s of the fineft
growth. ' - ,
Ducat. You make me mif-reckon, She even takes
off my eyes from gold.
Trapes. What a curious pair of fparkling eyes !
Ducat. As vivifying-as the fun. I have paid you ten.
" T'rapu. What a racy flavour muft breathe from thofe
s! - :
PDucat. I want no provoking commendations. I'm
in youth ; I'm on fire! Twenty more makes it thirty 3
and this here makes it jult fifty. ;
Trapes. What a moft inviting complexion ! how
charming a colour! Infhort, a fine woman has alt
the perfedtions of fine wine, and is a cordial that is ten
times as reftorative. ’
Ducat. This fifty then ‘makes it juft the fum. So
now, madam, you may deliver her up.

Enter Damaris.

Damaris. Sir, fir, my miftrefs is juft at the door, [Ex:
Ducat. Get you out of the way this moment, dear
Mrs. Dye; for I would not have my wife fee you. But

* don’t ftir out of the houfe ’till I am put in poffeflion.
I'll get rid of her immediately. [Ex. Trapes.

Enter Mrs. Ducat.

Mrs. Dacat. I can never be out of the way, for an
hour or fo, but you are with that filthy creature. 1If
you were young, and I took liberties, you could not
ufe - me worfe; you could not, you beaftly fellow.
Such ufage might force the moft virtuous woman to
refentment. I don’t fee why the wives in this country
thould not put themfelves upon as eafy a foot as in
England. In fhort, Mr. Ducat, if you behave your-
felt like an Engli/b -hufband, I will behave myfelf like
an Englifh wife.

"AIR IX. Red Houfe.

I @i}l bave my bumosrsy I’ pleafe all my fenfes,
1 <vill riot be flinted——~—in love or expences.
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L1l drefs awith profufion, I’ll game without meafure ;
Zou fhall have the bufinefs, I avill have the pleafure ;.
Thus every day I'll pafs my life,
My bome fhall be my leaft refort ;
For fure tis fitting that your wife
Show’d copy ladies of the court.

Ducat. All thefe things I know are natural to the fex;. .
my dear.. But hufbands, like colts, are reftif, and they:
require a long time to break ’em.’ Befides, ’tis not the
fathion as yet, for hufbands to be govern’d in this
country. ‘That tongue of your’s, my dear, hath nos

" eloquence enough to perfuade me out of my reafon..
A woman’s tongue, like a-trumpet, only ferves to
raife my courage. .

AIR X, OId Orpbeus tickl’d, €.

When billows come breaking on the frand,.

The rocks are deaf and unfbaken fand :

‘Qld oaks can de/)"ftba thunder’s roar,

And I can fland waoman’s tongue———ihat’s more.
With a tavinkum, twankum, &c.

With that weapen, women, like pirates, are at war
with the whole world. But, I thought, my dear,
your pride would have kept you from being jealous.
Tis the whole bufinefs of my life to pleafe you ; bat
wives are like children, the more they are flatter’d and
humour’d, the more perverfe they are. Here now
have I been laying out my money, purely to make yon
a prefent, and I have nothing but thefe freaks and re-
proaches in return! You wanted a maid, and I have .
bought you the handieft creature ; fhe will indeed make
a very creditable fervant.
Mrs, Ducat. I will have none of your huffies about
~me. And fo, fir, you would make me your conve-
nience, your bawd. Out upon it!
Ducat. But I bought her on purpofe for you, madam.
Mrs. Ducas. For your own filthy inclinations, yon
mean. I won’tbearit. What keep an impudent ftrum-
pet under my nofe! Here’s fine doings, indeed!
" Ducat. I will have the diretions of my family. *Tis
my pleafure it thall be fo.  So, madam, be fatisfy’d.
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AIR XL Chrit-Church Bells, =

When a woman jealous grows, . - -
Fareawell all peace of life! N
Myrs. Ducat, But ere man roves, be fboauld pay what be

owes,

i And awith ber due content his wife,
Dacat. *Tis man's the weaker fex ts fway.
Mrs. Ducat. We too, whene'er we lift, obey. e
Ducat. Tis juff and fit . e e

You foould fubmit. . . e

Mps.Ducat. But faeet kind hufband—not to day}

Ducat. Let your clack be fill. -
Mrs. Ducat, Not *till I bave my awill.
- If thus you reafon flight,
There’s mever an hour -
While breath has power,
But I awill affere my right. -

Would I had" you in England; I fhould have all the
women there rife in arms in my defence. For the
honour and prerogative of the fex, they would not
fuffer fuch a precedent of fubmiffion. And fo, Mr.
Ducat, I tell you once again, that you fhall keep your
trollops out of the houfe, or I will not ftay in it.

Ducat. Look’ee, wife ; you will be able to bring
about nothing by pouting” and vapours. I have re-
folution enough to withftand either obftinacy or fira«
tagem. And I will break this jealous fpirit of your’s
before it gets a head. And fo, my dear, I order, that
upon my account, you behave yourfelf to the girl as
you ought. -

Mrs. Ducar. I with you would' behave yourfelf to
your wife as you ought; that is to fay, with good

" manners, and compliance. And fo, fir, I leave you

and your minx together. I tell you once again, that
T would fooner die upon the fpot, than not be miftrefs
of my own houfe. [Exit, in a paffion.

Ducar. If by thefe perverfe humoars, I fhould be
forc’d to part with her, and allow her a feparate main-
tenance; the thing is fo common among people of
condition, that it could not prove to my difcredit.
Family divifions, and matrimonial controverfies are a
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kind of proof of 2 man’s riches ; for the poor people
are happy in marriage out of neceflity, becdufe they
cannot afford to difagree. [Enter Damaris.] Damaris,
faw you my wife? Is fhe in her own room? What
faid fhe > Which way went the ? .

Damaris. Blefs me, I was perfeitly frighten’d, fhe
look’d fo like a fury! Thank my flars, I never faw
her look fo before in all my life; tho’ mayhap you
may have feen her look fo before a thoufand times.
Woe be to the fervants that fall in her way ! I'm fure
T’m glad to be out of it. ‘

AIR XII. Chefhire-rounds,

. When kings by their huffn
Have blown up a /g{iféle,
All the charge and cuffing
Light upon the rabble.
Thus when man and wife
By their mutual fuubbing,
- Kindle civil firife,
. Servants get the drubbing.

Ducat. 1 would have you, Damaris, have an eye

upon your miftrels. You fhould have her good at
heart, and inform me when fhe has any fchemes a-foot ;
it may be the means to reconcile us.
.. Damaris. She’s wild, fir. There’s no fpeaking to
her. She’s flown into the garden ! Mercy upon us all,
fay I! How can you be fo unreafonable to contradiét
a woman, when you know we can’t bear it ?

Ducat. I depend upon you, Damaris, for intel-
ligence. You may obferve her at a diftance; and as
foon as fhe comes into her own room, bring me word.
‘There is the fweeteft pleafure in the revenge that [
have now in my head! I’ll this inftant go and take my
charge from Mrs. Trapes. [Afide.] Damaris, you know
your inftru&ions. [Exit.

Damaris. Sure all mafters and miftreffes, like poli-
ticidns, judge of the confcience of mankind by their
own, and require treachery of their fervants as a duty !
Yam cmplo‘{’d by my mafter to watch my. miftrefs, and

- by my miftrefs to watch my mafter. * Which party
dhall I efpoufe ? T'o be fure my miftrefs’s, For in hers

A
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Jurifdi®tion and power, the common caufe of the whole
fex, are at ftake. But my mafter I fee is coming this

way. - Ill avoid him, and make my obfervations.
e [Exit.

Enter Ducat and Polly.

Ducat. Be cheerful, Polly, for your good fertune
Rath thrown you into a family, where, if you rightly
confult your own intereft, as every body now-a-days does,,
you may meke yourfelf perfeétly eafy. Thofe eyes of .
your’s, Polly, are a fufficient fortune for any woman, if
the have but conduét, and know hgw to make the moft
of ’em. '

Polly. As 1 am your fervant, fir, my duty obliges
me not to contradit you ; and I muft hear your flat-
tery, tho’ I know myfelf undeferving. But fure, fir,
in handfome women, you muft have obferved that
their hearts often oppofe their intereft: and beauty
certainly has ruin’d more women than it has mad,

happy. ‘ . ,
AIR XIII. 'Fhe buth a boon Traguair.

The crow or daw thro* all the year
No fowler feeks to ruin;

But birds of woice or feather rare
He's all day long purfuing.

Beware, fair maids, to ’feape the net
That other Leauties fell in;

For fure at beart awas never yet
So great a aretch as Helen !

¥ my lady, fir, will let me know my duty, gratitude
will make me ftudy to pleafe her. , :
. Ducat. I have a imind to have a little converfation
with you, and I would notbe interrupted. {bars the door..
Polly. 1 wifh, fir, you would let me receive my
lady’s commands. '
Ducat. And fo, Polly, by thefe downcaft looks of.
your’s, you would have me believe you don’t know
ou are handfome, and that you have no faith in your
ooking-glafs, Why every preity woman ftudies her
face, and a looking-glals 1o her is what a book isto a
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padant ; the is poring upon it all day long. In troth,
a ‘man can never know hew much Jove is in him by
conveffations with his wife. A kifs on thofe lips,
would make me young again. [Kiffes ber.
ATIR XIV. Bury Fair.
Polly. . Hows can you e fo teazing ?
Ducat.  Lowe will excufe my fauit. .
. How canyou be fo Imt/{g ! [Going to kifs her.
Polly. "I wow Pl not be naught. ’ -
Ducat. Al maids I know at.firft refif.  {Stpoggling.
A mafler may command.
Polly,. You’re monfirous rude ; I'll-iat be kifs’d :
. Nay, fye, let go my band.
Ducat, *Tis_foolifl pride—— . S
Polly, . - Tis wile, *tis bafe, .
Poor innocence to wrong 3
Ducat. Ll force you. .
Polly. - . . Guard ms from difgrace.
You find that virtue's firong. [Puthing him away,

"Tis barbarous in you, fir, to take the occafion of my
neceffities to infult me,
. Ducat. Nay, hufly, I'll give you money.

Polly. 1 defpife it. No, fir, tho’ I was born and

bred in England, I can dare to be poor, which is the

only thing now-a-days men are athamed of,

Ducat. 1 thall humble thefe faucy airs of your’s,
Maa, b{inx. Is this Janguage from a fervant! fram
a flave!

Polly. Am [ then betray’d and fold !

Ducat. Yes, hufly, that you are; and as legally my

roFerty,"‘gs any- woman is her hufband’s, who fells _
Eer el i '

f in marriage. :
Polly. -Climates that change conftitutionsehave no
.effe® upon manners. -What a profligate is that
Trapes ! : )
Ducat. Your fortune, your happinefs depends upon

your compliance.- What, proof againft 3 bribe ! Sure, .

bufly, you belie your country, or you maft have bad,
8 very vulgar education. ~ *Tis unnatural,
»



262 POLLY: AN OPERA:
AIR XV. Bobbing Joan.

Maids like courtiers muft be wod’dy .
Mop by flattery are fubdu’d :
Some caprivious, coy, or nice,
Out of pride protralt the wvice,

But they fall, '

One and all, * .
When awe bid up to their price.

Befides, ufly, your confent may make me your flave'y
there’s power to tempt you into the bargain.” You
muft be more than woman if you can ftand that too.

Polly. Sure you only mean to try me ! but ’tis bar-
barous to trifle with my diftreffes.

Ducas. T'll have none of thefe airs. ’Tis imper-
tinent in a fervant, to have fcruples of any kind. I
hire honour, confcience and all, for I will not be ferv’d

halves. And fo, to be plain with you, you ob-
finate flut, you fhall either contribute to my pleafure’
or my profit; and if you refufe play in the bed-cham-
ber, you fhall go work in the fields among the plan-
ters. I hope now I have explain’d myfelf.

Polly. My freedom may be loft, but you cannot rob
me of my virtue and integrity : and whatever is my
lot, having that, I fhall have the comfort of hope,
and find pleafure in refletion.

AIR XVI.. A fwain long tortur’d with difdain,

Can I or toil or hunger fear ?

For love's a pain that’s mare fevere.
The flave, with virtue in bis breaft,
Can wake in peace, and fweetly reft.

‘But love, when unhappy,. the more virtuous it is, the

more it fuffers. . [4fide.
Ducat. What noife is that ? .
“Damaris. [Without] Sir; fir.

- Ducat. Step'into the clofet ; I' will call you out im-

mediately to prefent you to my wife. Don’t let bath-

fulnefs ruin -your fortune.  The next opportanity F

hope you will be better difpos’d. [Exit P;ﬁ/.

.
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Damaris. Open. the door, fir. 'This moment, this
smoment.
Enter Damaris. -

Ducar. What’s the matter ? Was any body about to
ravith you? Is the houfe o’fire? Or my wife in a
paflion ? ’

_Damaris. O fir, the whole country is in an uproar! .
‘The pirates are all coming down upon us; and if
they fhould raife the militia, you are an officer you
know. Ihope you have time enough to fling up your

" commiffion.
Enter 1 Footman. .

1/ Footman. The neighbours, fir, are all frighted ous
of their wits ; they leave their houfes, and fly to your’s
for prote&ion. Where’s my lady, your wife? Heaven
grant, they have not taken her ! . -

Ducat. If they only took what one could fpare.

12 Footm. That’s true, there were no great harnr
done. ' :

Ducat. How are the mufquets ? . oy

1f# Footm. Rufty, fir, all rufty and peaceable! For
we never clean them but againft training-day.

Damaris. Then, fir, your honour is fafe, for ‘now
you have a juft excufe againft fighting.

Enter 2d Footman.

2d Footman. The Indians, fir, with whom we are in
alliance, are all in arms: there will be bloody work
to be fure. I hope they will decide the matter before
we can get ready. : . , :

Enter Mrs. Ducat.

Mrs. Ducat. O dear hufband, I’m frighten’d to
death! What will become of us all! I thought 2
punifhment for your wicked lewdnefs would light
upon you at laft.,

. Ducat. Prefence of mind, my dear, is as neceffary
in dangers as courage. .

Damaris. But you are too rich to have courage.
You thould fight by deputy. *Tis only for poor people
to be brave and defperate, who cannot afford to live.
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Enter Maids, &c. one afier another.

1/ Maid. The pirates, fir, the pirates! Mercy upom
us, what will become.of us poor li:elplefs women !

2d Maid. We fhall all be ravifh’d.

12 Old Woman. All be ravifh’d !

24 Old Weman. Ay to be {fure, we fhall be ravifh’d 5
all be ravith’d !

1/# Old Woman. But if fortune will have it fo,
patience is a virtue, and we muft undergo it.

2d Old Woman. Ay, for certain we muft all bear it,
Mrs. Damaris. )

.3d Footman. A foldier, fir, from the Jadian camp,
defires admittance. He’s here, fir.

Enter Indian.

Indjan. I come, fir, to the Englip colony, with
whom we are in alliance, from the mighty king Po-
betobee, my lord and mafter, and addrefs myfelf to
you, as you are of the council, for fuccours. The
pirat<s arc ravaging and plundering the country, and
we are now in arms, ready for battle, to oppofe them..

Ducat. Does Macheath command the enemy ? .

Indian. Report fays he is dead. Above twelve
moons are paffed fince we heard of him. - Morano, a’
Negro villain, is their chief, who ia rapine and bar-
harities is even equal to him.

_ Ducat. 1 thall inform the council, and we fhall foon
%e ready to join you. So agquains the king your

mafter. " [Bxst Indian,
AIR XVII. March in Scipio.
Brawe boys, prepare. [To the men.

.. Ab ! ceafe, fond wife, to cry,  [Toheré
Servant.  For avhen the danger’s near,
We've time enough to fly.
Mrs.Ducat. Howw can you be difgrac’d !
For awealth fecures your fanre,
.Servant.  The rich are always plac’d
. Abave the fenfe of fhame.

~
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MirsDucat. Let bonour fpur the flave,
' To fight for fighting’s Jake :
Ducat, But even the rich are brave
When money is at flake. -

Be fatisfy’d, my dear, I thail be difcreete My fervanta
here will take care that I be not over-rath, for their
wages depend upon me. But before [ go to eouncil—
come hither, Polly; I intreat you, wife, to take her
into your fervice, [Enter Polly,] and ufe her civilly.
Indeed, my dear, your fufpicions are very frivolous
and unreafonable,
Mrs. Ducat. Ihate to have a handfome wench about
me. They are always {o faucy! .
Ducat. Women, by their jealoufies, put one in mind
of doing that which otherwife we fheuld never think
of: Why you are a proof, my dear, that a handfome
woman.may be honeft. .
Mrs. Ducat. 1 find you'can fay a civil thing to me
fill. : -
Ducat, Affairs, you fee, call'me hence. And fo [
leave her under your protection. [Exit.
Mrs. Ducat. Away, into the other room again,
When I want you, Pll call you. [Exst Polly.] Well,
Darnaris, to be fure you have obferved all that has
paflfed. Iwill know«ll. I'm fure fhe’s a hufly,
Damaris.! Nay, madam, I can’t fay fo much. But—
Mrs. Ducat. But what ? '
Damaris. I hate to make mifchief.

AIR XVII Jig-it-o'Fpot.

Better to doubt
All that’s doing,
Than to find out .
Proofs of ruin.
What fervants bear and fee
Should they tattle,
Marriage all day would be
- Feuds and battle.

A fervant’s legs and hands fhould be under your com--
mand, but, for the fake of quiet, you fhould leave
their tongues to their own difcretion.
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Mrs. Ducat. 1 vow, Damaris, 1 will know it.

Damaris. To be fure, madam, the door was bolted, ‘

and I could only liften. There was a fort of a buftle
. between them, that’s certain. What paft I know not,

But the noife they made, to my thinking, did not
found very honef.

faid you ? )
Damaris. Nay, madam, I am a maid, and have no

experience. If you had heard them, you would have
been a better judge of the matter.

Mrs. Ducat. An impudent flut ! I’ll have her before
me. If the be not a thorough profligate, I fhall make
a difcovery by her behaviour. Go call her to me.

[Exit Damaris, and returns with Polly. .
i

* Mrs. Ducat. In my own houfe! Before my face! I
have you fent to the houfe of correftion, ftrumpet.
By that over-honeft lock, I guefs her to be a horrid
jade. A mere hypocrite, that is perfe@ly white-
wafhed with innocence. My blood rifes at the fight of
all ftrumpets, for they are fmugglers in love, that
ruin us fair traders in matrimony. Look upon me,
Mrs. Brazen. She has no feeling of fhame. She is
fo ufed to impudence, that fhe has not a blufh within
her. Do you know, madam, thatI am Mr. Ducas’s wife?

Polly. As yourfervant, madam, I think myfelf happy.

* Mrs. Ducat. You know Mr. Ducat, I fuppofe. She

has beauty enough to make any woman alive hate her,

AIR XIX. Trumpet minuet.

Abroad after miffes moft bufbands avill roam,

Tho' fure they find awoman fufficient at home.

Do be nos’d by a firumpet ! Hence, bufly, you'd bef?.

Would be give me my due, I would give her the reft,
1 vow I had rather have a thief in my houfe. For to
be fure fhe is that befides. ]

Polly. If you were acquainted with my misfortunes,
madam, you could not infult me.

Mrs. Ducat. What does the wench mean ?

Damaris. There’s not one of thefe common creatures,
but like common beggars, hath a moving ftory at
her finger’s ends, which they tell over, when they

) S'irs. Ducat. Noifes that did not found very- honeft, ‘
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are maudlin, to their lovers. I had a fweetheart,
madam, who was a rake, and I know their ways very
avell, by hearfay.

Polly. What villains are hypocrites! For they rob
thofe of relief, who are in real diftrefs. I know what -
it is to be unhappy in marriage. ‘

Mrs. Ducat. Married!

Polly. Unhappily. o

Mrs. Ducat. When, where, to whom ?
" Polly. If woman can have faith in woman, may my’
words find belief. Proteflations are to be fufpe&ec(,
fo 1 fhall ufe none. If truth can prevail, I know you
will pity me. . '

*Mrs. Ducat. Her manner and behaviour are fo par-
ticular, that is to fay, fo fincere, that I muft hear her

. ftory. Unhappily married ! That is a misfortune not
to he remedied. . .
- Polly. A conftant woman hath but one chance to be
ha%py; an inconftant woman, tho’ fhe hath no chance
. to be very happy, can never be very unhappy.
" Damaris. Believe me, Mrs. Polly, as to pleafures of
‘4l forts, ’tis 2 much more agreeable way to be in-
conftant.

. AIR XX. - Polwart on the Green,

Love now is nonght but art,
 Tis awho can juggle beffs

To all men feem to give your beart,
But keep it in your breaft.

What gain and pleafure do we find,

- Who change whene'er we lif !

T'he mill that turns with every wind
Muft bring the owner grift.

Polly. My cafe, madam, may in thefe times be look’d
upon as fingular ; for I married a man only becaufe I
lov’d him. Far this I was look’d upon as a fool by

_ all my acquaintance; I was ufed inhumanly by my

- father and mother ; and, to complete my misfortunes,
my hufband, by his wild behaviour, incurred the fen-
tence of the law, and was feparated from me by banifh-
mient. Being informed he was in this country, upon
the death of my father and mother, with moft of my
fmall fortune, I came here to feck him.
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Mrs, Ducar. But how then fell you into the hands
of that confummate bawd, Trapes ?

Polly. In my voyage, madam, I was robb'd of all {
had. “Upon my landing in a ftrange countiy, and in
want, I was found out by this inhuman womarn, who
had been an acquaintance of iy father’s : "She offer’d
me at firft the civilities of her owh houfe. When fhe
was inform’d of my neceffities, fhé propofed to e the
fervice of a lady ; of which I readily accepted. *T'was
under that pretence that fhe treacheroufly fold me .to
your hufband as a miftrefs. This, madam, is in fhort .
the whole trith. I fling myfelf at your feet for pro-
te&tion. By relieving me, you make yourfelf eafy.

Mrs. Ducat. What is’t you propofe ? ’

Polly. In conniving at my efcape, you fave me from .
your hufband’s worrying me with threats and violence,
and at the fame time quiet your own fears and jealou-
fies, If it is ever in my power, madam, with gra-
titude I will repay you my ranfom.

Damaris. Befides, madam, you will effetually re-
venge yourfelf upon your hufband ; for the lofs of the
money he paid for her will touch him to the quick,

Mrs. Ducat. But have you confidered what you
requeft} We are invaded by the pirates: The Indians
are in arms; the whole country is in commotion, and -
you will every where be expos’d to danger.

Damaris. Getrid of her at any rate. For fuch is
the vanity of man, that when once he has begup witha .
woman, out of pride he will infift upon his point. 4

Polly. In ftaying with you, madam, I make two
people unhappy. And I chufe to bear my own mis-
fortunes, without being the caufe of another’s.

Mrs. Ducat. If 1 let her efcape before my hufband’s
return, he will imagine fhe got off by the favour of
this buftle and confufion. : :

Polly. May heaven reward your charity.”

Mrs. Dacat. A woman fo young and handfome muft
be expofed to continual dangers. I have a fuit of
clothes by me of my nephew’s, who is dead. In' a
man’s habit you will run fewer rifques. I’ll affift you
too for the prefent with fome money; and, _as a
traveller, you may with greater fafety make enquiries

after your hufband.
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_ Pollyi_ How _fhall I ever make a return for fo much
nefs ?

* Mrs. Ducat. May love reward your conftancy. As
for that perfidious monfter Trapes, 1 will deliver her
into the .hands of the magiftrate. Come, Damaris,
let us this inftant equip her for her adventures.

- Damaris. When fhe is out of the houfe, without
doubt, midam, you will be more eafy. And I with
fhe may be fo too. ' ‘

Polly. May virtue be ?‘y prote&ion; for I feel
within me hope, cheerfulnefs, and refolution,

AIR XXI. ' St. Martin’s Lane.
As- pilgrims thro® devotion
o fome forine purfue their way,

They tempt the raging ocean,.
And thro’ defarts firay.
With zeal their bope defiring,
The faint their breaft infpiring
With cheerful air,
Dewvoid of fear,
They every danger bear,
Thus equal zeal fq[m'!ﬁng,
I feck my only blefing.
© love, my honeft wow regard !
My truth protef,
My feps dire&,
His flight detef?,

4 faithful wife reward. ‘ [Exit.
' A C T IL

SCENE, Thke View of an Indian Country.

~ Polly, in Boy’s Clathes.

AIR XXII. La Villanella.

A4/ HY did you fpare bim,
O’er feas 1o bear bim,

Fa,;’from bis bome, and confiant bride P

ben papa ’peach’d bim, A
If death bad reach’d bim, -

I then bad only ﬁgll_’; 4, wept, and dy'd!
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If my direQions src right, I cannot be far from the
village. With the habit, I muft ,put on the courage
and refolution of 2 man:;; for I am every where fur-
sounded with dangers. By all I can learn of thefe
{inm, my dear Mackeath is mot of_the crew, Per-
aps I may hear of thim among the flaves of the next
phantation. How faltry is the day! the ‘cool of this
fhade will refrefh me. . 4 am jaded to with refleGion.
How reftlefsis love?! [Mufic, tave or three bars of the
dead march.] My imagimation follows him every where,
would my feet were as fwift; the world then could
not hide him from we. [Tavo or three burs more.] Yet
even thought is:new bewilder’d in purfuing him. [Zawe
or three bars.more.] I'm 2ir'd, I'm faint. [Tbe Symphosy.
- AIR XXUI. Dead March tn Coriolatius.
- Sleep, O fleep, )
With thy rod of incantation,
Lharm my imagination,
Then, only then, I ceafe to weeps
By thy power,
The Virgin, by time oertaken,
For years forlorn, forfaken,
Enjoys the happy hour. '
What's 10 /:e,?
*Tis a wvifionary blefing 5 ,
A dream that's paft expreffing,
Our wmoff wifb poffiffing ; -
8o may I always keep. [Falls afleep.

Enter ﬁpﬂem, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, and Cut-
" lace. - Polly afkep in a diftant part of the flage.
Hacker. 'We fhall find but g cool reception from

Morano, if we return without either booty or intel-

. ligence, . ' -

Culverin. A man of mvention hath always intel-
figence ready. I hope we are aot exempted from the

rivilege of travellers, - :

Capftern. 1f we had got booty, you know we had
refolv’d to agree in a lye. And, gentlemen, we will
not have our diligence and duty call’d in qdeftion for
that which every coninion {ervant has at his fingers end
-for his juitification.

5
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‘Lageere. Alack, gentlemen, we ate not fuch bung-
1ers in love or politics, but we muft kiiow that either
-to gét favour or keep it, no man ever fpeaks what he
thinks, but what is convenient. .

AIR XXIV. Three theep-fkins.
Catlace. Qf all the fins that bre money-fupplyings
: Confider the world, "tis paft all denying,
With all forts,

In towns er courts,

The richeft fin is lying.

- Culverin. Fatigue, gentlemien, thould have refrefh-

- ment. No'man 1s requir'd to do more than his duty.
Let us fe ourfelves a-while. A fup or two of our
cag would quitken invention.  [They fit and drink.

- All. Agreed. '

- Hacker. I had always a genius for ambition: Birth
and education cannot keep it under, Our profeflion
is great, brothers, What can be more heéroic than to
have declared war with the whole world ?

* Culverin. *Tis a pleafute 1o me to recolle@ times
ﬁﬂ’ and to obferve by what fteps a genius will puth

is fortune.

Hacker. Now as to me, brotherS, mark you me.
After I had rubb’d through my youth with variety of
atveiitures, I was preferr’d to be footman to an eminent
gamefter, where, after having improv’d myfélf by his
manners and converfation, I left him, betook myfelf
to his politer profeflion, and cheated like a gentleman, -
For fome time I kept a Pbaraon-bank with fuccefs, but
unlackily in a drunken bout was ftript by a more
expert brother of the trade. I was now, as ’tis common
with us-upon thefe occafions, forc’d to have recourfe to
the highway for & recruit to fet me up ;' but making
the experiment once too often, I was try’d, and re-

- ceived fentence ; but got off for trafifportation. Which
hath made me the man I 4m. B

Laguerre. From a footman I' grew to Be a pimp to
a man of quality. '‘Confideritig I'was for fome time in
that-employment, I look upon myfelf as particularly
unlucky, that I then miffed making my fortune. - But,
to give him his due, onl{lhi, deathr could have pre.

P
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vented it. Upon this, I betook myfelf to another
fervice, where my wages not being fufficient for my
?leafuns, I robb’d my mafter, and retir'd to vifit
oreign parts. -

Capfiern. Now, you muft know, I was a drawer to
one of the fafhionable taverns, and of confequence
was daily in the politeft converfations. Tho’ I fay it,
nobody was better bred. . I often cheated my mafter,
and, as a dutiful fervant, now and then cheated for
Jhim. I bad always my gallantries with the ladies
* that the lords and gentlemen brought to eur houfe.
I was ambitious too of a gentleman’s profeflion, and
turn’d gamefter: 'Tho’ I had great fkill and no fcruples,
my play, would not fupport my extravagancies: So
that now and then I was forced to rob with piftols
too. So I alfo owe my rank in the world to tranf-
portation. : : .

Culwerin. Our chief Morano, brothers, had never
been the man he is, had he not been train’d up in
England. He has told me, that from his infancy he
was the favourite page of a lady. He had a genius
too above fervice, and, like us, ran into higher life.
- And, indeed, in manners and converfation, tho’ he
is black, no bod, has more the air of a great man.

Hacker. He is too much attach’d to his pleafures.
That miftrefs of his is a clog to his ambition. She’s
an arrant Clegpatra. o i

Laguerre. If it were not for her, the Indies would
- be our own.

AIR XXV. Rigadoon." ~

By awomen avon,
We're all undone, v
Each awench bath a Syren’s charms.
The lover’s deeds s
Are good or ill, .
As whim fucceeds S
. In womaw's;will : N
Refolution is lull’d in ber arms.

.. Hacker. A man in love is no more to_be depended
on than & man in lquor, for he is out of himfelf.
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AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eft Catharine,
Woman's like the flatt’ring ocean,
B Who her pathlefs ways can find ?
Ewvery blaft direfis ber motion ;
Now fbe's angry, now fbe’s kind.
What a fool's the vent’rous lover,
Whirl’d and to/s'd by every aind !
Can the bark the port recover
When the filly pilot’s blind ?

Hacker. A good horfe is never- turn’d loofe among
mares, till all his good deeds are over. And really
your heroes fhould be ferv’d the fame way ; for after
they take to women, they have no good deeds to -
come. That inveigling gypfy, brothers, muft be
hawl’d from him by force. And then—the kingdom
of Mexico thall be mine. My lot fhall be the kingdom
of Mexico. .

Capftern. Who talks of Mexico ? [2ll rife] Ull never
give it up. If you outlive me, brother, and I die
without heirs; I'll leave it toyou for a legacy. I hope.
now you are fatisfy’d. I have fet my heart upon it,
and nobody fhall difpute it with me. -

Laguerre. The iftand of Cuba, methinks, brother,
might fatisfy any realonable man.

Culverin. That I had allotted for you. Mexico thall
not be parted with without my confent: captain Mo-
rano to be fure will choofe Peru ; that’s the country of
gold, and all your'great men love gold. Mexico hath
only filver, nothing but filver., Governor of Car-
tagena, brother, is a pretty fnug employment, That
I fhall not difpute with you. '

Capfiern. Death, fir,~I fhall not part with Mexico
{o eafily, ‘ .

Hactker. Nor 1.

Culwerin. Nor I,

Laguerre. Nor 1. -

Culverin. Nor I.

Hacker. Draw then, and let the furvivor take it.

. [(Tbey fight.

Polly. Blefs me, what noife was that! Clafung of

fwords and fighting ! Which way fhall 1 fly, how fhall
I elcape? ‘ )
. H3
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Capj?m:. Hold, hold, gentlemen, let. us degide our
{retenﬁons fome other time. I fee booty. A prifoner.

et us feize him.
Culverin. From him we will extort both ranfom and
intelligence. - » :
Polly. Spare my life, genslemen. If you are the men
I take you for, I fought you to fhare your fortunes.
Hacker. \Why, who. do you take us for, friend ?
Polly. For thofe brave {pirits, thofe Alexanders, that
fhall foon by conqueft be in poffeflion of the Iadjes.
Laguerre. A mettled young fellow. | i
Capflers. He fpeaks with refpe& too, and gives us
aur ttles,
Culverin. Have you heard of captain Morano P
h'hl{y. I came hither in mere ambition to ferve under
im.
AlR XXVIL Ye nymphs and fylvan gods,

I hate thofe coward tribes,

Who by mean fneaking bribes,

By tricks and difguife,

By flattery and lies,

5{ power and grandeur rife.

 Like beroes of old :

. You are greatly bold,

Tbhe fword your caufe fupporss. .
Untaught to fawn,
You neer ayere dravwn.
Your truth to pawn
Among. the fpawn

) Who praéiife the fraads of courts, '
T:would willingly chufe the more honourable. way of
making a fortune. .

Hacker. The youth fpeaks well, Can you inform
us, my lad, of the difpofition of the. enemy? Have
the JIndians joined the faltory ? We fhould advance
" towards them immediately. Who knows but they may
fide with us? Mayhap they may like our tyranny better,

Polly, I am a franger, gentlemen, and entirely
ignorant of the affairs of this country : But in the moft.
. ?efperate undertaking, I am ready to rifque your
ortunes, .
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Hacher, Who, and what are you, friend!
Polly. A young fellow, who has genteely run out
His fortune ‘with a {pirit, and would now with more
fpirit retrieve it. : ,
Culverin, The lad may be of fervice. Letus bring
Kim before Morano, and leave him to his difpofal.
Poily. Gentlemen, I thank you. o
AIR XXVHI. Minuet.

€ulverin. Cheer up, my lads, let ‘us pufb on the fray,
For battles; like avomen, are loff by delay,
Let us feize willory wbhile in our power ;|
Mlike war and love bave their critical boury -
Our bearts bold and fleady
Skould always be ready,

Spy think war awidow, a kingdom the dower.
[Exeunt,

S CENE, dnotber Country. Profpes.
Morano, Jenny,

Morano. Sure; hufly, you have more ambition and
more vanity than to be ferious in perfuading me to
&uit my conquefts, Where is the woman who is not
fond of title? And one bold ftep’ more, may make
you a queen, you gypfy. ‘ Think of that.

AIR XXIX. Mirleton. -

When Pm great, and fufb of treafure,
Check’d by neither fear or fhame,
You fball tread a round of pleafure, °

Morning, noon, and night the fame. **
With a Mirleton, é . )
- Like a city wife or beauty
You fhall flutter life away 3
And foall know no other duty, '
"But to drefs, eat, drink, and play.
With a Mirleton, &c,

When you are a queen, Feany, you fhall keep your
coach and fix, and fhall fgame ‘as deep.. as you pleafe, -
So, there’s the two chief ends of woman’s ambition .

fatisfy’d.
T H 4
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AIR XXX. Sawny was tall, and of noble race.

o .. Shall I not be bold avben bomvur calls ?
] You'we a b}art that would up‘ra’;'d me thene
ewny. But, ab, I fear, if my bero falls,
9%y Jenny fall uz’£ know p{mfurc again.
Morano. To deck their wives fond tradefmen cheat ;
, " I conquer but to make thee great. )
Jenny.  But if my hero falls—ab then
Thy J{nny Joall ne’er know pleafure again !

Morano. Infinuating creature! but you muft own,
Fenny, you have had convincing proofs of my fond-
nefs; and if you were reafonable in your love, you
thould have fome regard to my honour, as well as my
perfon, :

Fenny., Have I ever betrayed you, fince you took
me to yourfelf? That’s what few women can fay, who
ever were trufted. _ -

Morano. In love, Femny, you cannot out-do me.
Was it not entirely for -you that I difguifed myfelf as
a black, to fkreen myfelf from women who laid claim
to me where-ever I went? Is not the rumour of my
- death, which I purpofely fpread, credited thro’ the
whole country ?* Macheath is dead to all the world bat
you. Not one of the crew have the leaft {ufpicion of me.

Fenny. But, dear captain, you would not fure per-
fuade me that I have all of you. For tho’ women
cannot claim you, you now and then lay claim to other
women. But my jealoufy was hever teazing or vexa-
tious. You will pardon me, my dear.

Morano. Now you are filly, Fenny. Pr’ythee—poh!
Nature, girl, is not to be correéted at once.” What do
you propofe ? What would you have me do2 Speak
out, let me know your mind.

Fenny. Know w{en you are well.
fHIlllomno, Explain yourfelf; fpeak your fentiments
reely. . -

Fe:ny. You have a competence in your power. Rob
the crew, and fteal off to England. Believe me, cap-
tain, yon will be rich enough to be refpe&ted by your
neighbours? ' . -

Morane. Your opinion of me flartles me. For I
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never in my life was treacherous but to women; and
you know, men of the niceft punétilio make nothing
of that. . ’ .

Fenny. Look round among all the fnug fortunes
that are made, and you will find moft of them were
fecured by judicious retreat. Why will you bar your-
felf from the cuftoms of the times ?

ATR XXXI. Northern Nancy.

How many men have found the fill
Of power and wealth acquiring 2
But fure there’s a time to fint the willy
And the judgment is in retiring.
- * For to be difplac’d,
) For to be difgrac’d,
Is the end of too bigh afpiring.

EnterSailor,

Sailor.  Sir, lieatenant Fanderblyff wants to fpeak
with you. And he hopes your honour will give him

" the hearing. [Exit.

Morano. Leave me, Fenny, for a few minutes. Per- - -

haps he would fpeak with me in private.
Fenny. Think of my advice before it is ton late,

. By this kifs I beg it of you. [Exit,

" Enter Vanderbluff, R v

Vanderbluff. For fhame, captain; what, hampered
in the arms of a woman, when your honour and glory
are all at ftake ! while a man is grappling with thele
gil-flirts, pardon the expreflion, captain, he rans his
_reafon a-ground ; and there muft be a woundy deal of
labour to fer it a-float again. ‘ .

AIR XXXIL Amante fuggite cadente belta.

Fine-women are devils, complete in their way
They always are roving and cruifing for prey.
When flounce on their book, their wiews they obtain,
. Like thofe too their pleafure is giving us pain.
Excufe my plain fpeaking, captain ; a boatfwain muft
fwear in a ftorm, and a man muft {fpeak plain, when
he fees foul weather a-head of us:

Hgs
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Morane. D’you think me like the wheat-ear, only
it for funthine, who cannot bear the leaft cloud over
him? No, Vanderbluff, 1 have aheart that can face a
tempeft of dangers. Your bluft’ring will but make me
obftinate. You feem frighten’d, lichtenant, -

Vanderbluff. From any body but you, that fpeech
fhould have had another-guefs anfwer than words,
Death, captain, are not the Indies in difpute ? an hour’s
delay may make. their hands too many for us. Give
the word, captain, this hand fhall take the Jxdiax king

ris’ner, and keel-hawl him afterwards, ’till I make
im difcover his gold. I have known yqu eager to
venture your life for a lefs prize.

Morano. Are Hacker, Culvesin, Capfiern, Laguerre,
and the reft, whom we fent out for intelligence, re-
turn’d, that you are under this immediate alarm ?

Vanderbluff. No, fir; but from the top of yon’ hill,
I myfelf faw the enemy putting themfelves in order
of battle. . .
. Marano, But we have nothing at all to apprehead;
for we have ftill a fafe retreat to our fhips.

Fanderbluf. To. our wonan, you mean. Fagies!

ou talk like one. If our captain is bewitch’d, thall we
{e be-deyil’d, and lofe thefooting we hiave got. [Draws.

Morano. Take care, lieuenant. This langyage may
provoke me. I fear nothing, and that you know. Paut
up ‘Zour cutlace, lieutenant, for ¥ fhall not rain our
eaufe by. a private quarrel. -

Vapderdluff. Noble captain, I afk pardon.

Mborano. A brave man fhould be cool til} alion,
Leutenant ; when danger prefles us, § am always ready.,
Be fatisfy'd, I will take my leave of my wife, and then
take the command. .

Fanderblyff. That’s what you can never do. till. you
have her leave.. She is but juft gone from you, fir.
See her not ; hear her not; the breath of a woman has
ever prov’d a contrary wiad to great altions.

Morano. 1 tell you I will fee her, I have got rid of
many a womsgn in my time, and you may truft me.—

Vanderbluff. With any woman but her. The buf-
hand that is govern’d is the only man' that never finds
out that he is fo. :



<

ROLLY: AN OPERA. g
Moram. This then, lieutenant, l!ull try my vélolo-

tion. Im the mean time, fend out parties dnd:
to obfepve the motions of the Iadians: ervl 3 ruvd’
AIR XXXIIL Since all the world’s tarn’d upfide dbwhp
Tho' Mnnli ns rage by turss, -}
Within my breaft fermenting; T
Now blages lowe, noww bowour i
Fow beray, Im there :nyim!ug
DUl cach obey, fo keep my oath,
That oath by whtb«] avok berid
With truth and fieddinefs in both,
LUl a& like a man of bowawr.
Doubt me not, licutenant.  But I'Il now go with you,
to give the neceffary commands, and aftés that return
to take my leave before the battle.

Eter Jenny, Gapfarn, Culvesin, Macker, La-

guerre, Pally.

Fenny. Haclcr, fir, and the reft-of the party are re<
turn’d with a prifonen. Ferhape from him you may
Joam fome i that may be ufefol. . See, here
%gy age.—A dﬂm fprightly. young fellow!. I like

[Afide,
mu(mm What cheen, my lade? has fantune fent
mu a goed. prige .
HO fqenu fome:rich plamu’ fon, '

I’MM In the common paftice. of. oommm:o
you thould never flip an :ﬁportumty, -and for his ran
fom, no: donbs, there. will be. rgom for comfostable

me Hath be ivform’d you of aay. thing: thas

may be qffmlcc? where pick’d you him up? whence.
is hc ?

Hachen, chooud him upon. the: road. He is =
ﬁun r. it {eawe.in thefe parts. Andaonrhemgc )

y fet out, extravagance, gaming, and debanchery

lwre qualify’d him for.a brave man..

Morano. " What are you,-friend ?

Polly, A young: fellow, who hath been robb’d.
. the.world ; ard.1 came:on. purpofe. to join you, to
the. world . by w of :ctalxaéxon. An open. mmﬂv/'
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the whole world is brave and honourable. I hate the
clandeftine pilfering war that is pra&ifed among friends
and neighbours in civil focieties. I would ferve, fir,

. AIR XXXIV. Hunt the fquirrel..

The world is always Jarring 3
This is purfuing
Tother man’s ruin, .
Friends «with friends are warring,
In a falfe cowardly way. ’
Spurr’d on by emulations,
Tongues are engaging, -
‘Calumny raging, :
Mourthers reputations,
Envy keeps up the fray.
. Thus, with burning bate,
Each, returning bate,
Wounds and roi his friends.
In civil life,
Even man and wife
Sqxabble for felfifo ends. .
enny. He really is a mighty pretty man. Afide.
ly’a»j;réla . The lad pﬁnnifss well, and hgsﬁj'uﬂ '
notions of the world. . :
Morano. Whatever other great men do, I love to
encourage merit. ‘The youth pleafes me; and if he
anfwers in aQion—d’you hear me, my lad >—your
fortune is made. Now, lieutenant Vanderdluf, 1 am
for you. )
Vanderbluff. Dilcipline muft not be negleéted.
Morano. When every thing is fettled; my dear Fenny;
I will return to take my leave. After that, young
gentleman, I fhall try your mettle. In the mean time,
{lmny, I leave you to fift him with farther queftions.:
e has livd in thé world, you find, and may have
learnt to be treacherous. [ Exeunt awith the reff of
the Pirates,
Jenny. How many womer have you ever ruin’d,
youpg gentléman ! i :
Polly. 1have been ruined by women, madam. But
I think indeed a man’s fortune cannot be more honour-
ably difpofed of ; for thofe have always akind of clainy
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to their prote®ion, who have been ruin’d in their
fervice.
Fenny. Were you ever in love ?
Polly. With the fex.
enny. Had you never a woman in love with you?
Polly. All the women that ever I knew were merce-
nary. :
70»9?' But fure you cannot think all women fo.
Polly. Why not as well as all men? The manners,
of courts are catching. - : -
Fenny. If you have found only fuch ufage, a generous
woman can the more, oblige you. Why fo hathful,
young fpark ? You don’t look as if you would revenge
yourfelf-on the fex.
Polly. 1 loft my impudence with my fortune. Poverty
keeps down affurance. :
enny. 1 am a plain-fpoken woman, as you may
find, and I own I like you. And, let me tell you, to
be my favourite may be your beft ftep to preferment.

AIR XXXV. Young Damon once the lovelieft fwain, .

In love and life the prefent ufe,
. One bour ave grant, the next refufe §
Who then aould rifque a nay ? .
Were lovers awife they wonld ie’h‘m& :
And in our eyes the moment find ;
For only then they may.

Like other women I fhall run to extremes. If you
won’t make me love you, I fhall hate you. There
never was 2 man of true courage, who was a coward
in love. Sure you are not afraid of me, ftripling?

: : . [Taking Polly by the band.

Polly. 1 know you only railly me. Refpedt, madam,
keeps me in awe. s -

" Fenny. By your expreflion and behaviour, one would
think I were your wife. If fo, I may make ufe-of her
freedoms, and do what I pleafe without thame or
reftraint. [Kiffes ber.] Such raillery as this, my dear,
requires replication. s

Polly. Youwll pardon me then, madam. [Kifesber. .

‘70:;9'. What, my cheek ! let me die, if, by your
l;i;, I fhould not take you for my brother or my

ather. ‘

4



182 POLLY: AN OPERA,

Polly. I muft put on mare affurance, or I fhall ke
difcover’d. [4fide.]-Nay then, madam, if a woman
will allow me libertics, they are never flung away
upon me. If Iam too rude— [Kifas bere

Jenny. A woman never pardens the contrary fault.

AIR XXXVL Catharine Ogye.

e never blame the forward fwain,
Who puts us to the. trial.

Polly. I inow you firf} avould give me pain,
T Chen bl me wish Sonial, T

enny. What mean we then by being try’d 2
y. WEith feorn and, ﬁ:gbt?: nfe us.
Moft beanties, to indulge their pride,
Seem kind but to refufens.

Fengy, Come then, my dear, lst us take.a tun in

der grove. A woman never fhews. her pride bag

fore witnefles. | .

. Polly. How fhall I get rid of this affair ? LJMl
Morane may farprize us, -

Jenny. That in moxe a wifels corcem.  Confider,
young map, if I had put mylelf in your power, you
are 1n mine.

Polly. We. may_haxe. mowe. eafy. and, fafe oppor-
tunities. Befides, I know, madesm, yomare.not ferious.

Feany. To a man. who, lofes. one. oppostunity, we
never grant a, fecond, Excufes! confideration! he
hath not a fpark of love in him. I mufl, be his aper-
ﬁon,inap. monfler, I hate you, and. you, thall find I
can be reveng’d, : : .

v ATIR XXXVII. Rogera Coverly.

My keart is by love forfaken,
1 fuel the tsmpeft growing ;

A fury. tbe palace bath. takes,
1 rage, I burn, I'm glowing,

b’ Cupid’s arrows ape erring,
Or indiffesrence may fecure ye;

. #hen awoman’s revenge is Sirring .

Yoy cappot; efcape that furye .
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I could bear your excufes, hut thofe lqoks of indif-
rence kill me. . ‘
Enter Morano.

Fenny. Sure never was fach infolence ! How could
ou leave me with this bawdy-houfe bully ? for if he
iad been bred a page, he muft have made his fortung,
I£ Lhad given him the leaft encouragement, it wou)
mot have provok’d me. Qdious creature !
Morano. Wlhat,-afv,engmc_e, is_the ma_ttc; P
v Fenny. Oply an attempt upon your wife. So ri
anygjrqr'an‘ce! he muft have m’d in impudence froI:
‘his mother. '
Morano, An a& of friendfhip only. He meant to
puth his fortune with the hufband. ’Tis the way of
the town, my dear.

AIR XXXVII Bagshys m’a dit.

By balves no friexd.

Now fecks.t0.de yoz pleafure.
Their, belp.they lend.

In every part of life;

T riond b abeaeys Irifa

e friend. bat 2. leifure
7{; all: bis Iztaa':qi
« I bunt 1o plegfe the wife.
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~ AIR' XXXIX. Health to Betty.

If bufbands fit unfleady,
off wives for freaks are ready.
Neglet the rein,
Tbe feed again - .
Grows fittifh, wild, and beady.

Your behaviour forces me to fay, what my love for
you will never let me putin pra&tice. You. are too
fafe, too fecure, to think of pleafing me. :

Morano. 'Tho’ I like impudence, yet ’tis not fo
agreeable when put in practice upon my own wife:
and, jefing apart, young fellow, if ever I catch you
thinking this way again, a cat-o’-nine-tails fhall cool
your courage.

Enter Vanderbluff, Capftern, Laguerre, &e. with
Cawwawkee prifoner. :

Vanderbluff. The party, captain, is return’d with
fuccefs. After a fhort fkirmith, the Jadiax prince
Cawwawhkee here was made prifoner, and we want
your orders for his difpofal. .

Morano. Are all our troops ready and under arms?

Vanderbluff. They wait but for your command. Our’
numbers are ftrong. All the fhips crews are drawn
out, and the flaves that have deferted to us from the

lantations are all brave determin’d fellows, who muft
ehave themfelves well, C :

Morano. Look’e, lieuténant, the truffing up this
prince, in my opinion, would ftrike a terror amon
the enemy. Befides, dead men can do no mifchie%
. Leta gibbet be fet up, and {wing him off between
the armies before the onfet. -
* Panderbluff. By yourleave, captain, my advice blows
dire&ly contrary. Whatever may be done hereafter,
I am for putting him firlt of all upon examination,
The Indians to be fure have hid their treafures, and
we fhall want a guide to thew us to the beft plunder.

Morano. The counfel is good. I will extort intell;-
gence from him. Bring me word when the enemy are
in motion, and that inftant Ill put myfelf at your
head. [Exit Sailor.] Do you know me, prince
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Caw. As a man ofinjuftice I know you, who covets
and invades the properties of another,
Morano. Do you know my power ?
Caw. I fear it not. .
Morano. Do you know your danger ?
Caw. I am prepar’d to meet it.

AIR XL. Cappe de Bonne Efperance,

The. body, of the brave may be taken,
If chance bring on our adverfe bour;:
But the noble foul is unfbaken,
For that fill is in our power 3
*Tis a rock whofe firm foundation
Mocks the waves of perturbation ;
*Tis a never-dying ray, :
Brighter in our evil day.

Morano. Mere downright Barbarians, you fee, lieu-
tenant. They have our notional honour fill in prac-
tice among them. .

. Panderbluff. We muft beat civilizing into ’em, to
make ’em capable of common fociety, and common
converfation. ‘

Morano. Stubborn prince, mark me well. - Know
-you, I fay, that your life is in my power?

Caw. I know too; that my virtue is in my own.

Morano. Not a mule, or an old out-of-fathion’d -
philofopher could be more obftinate. Can you feel

ain ?
P Caw. I can bear it.

Morane. I fhall try you,

Caw. I{peak truth,-I never affirm but what I know.

Morano. In what condition are your troops ¢ -What
numbers have you ? How are they difpofed ? A& rea-
fonably and openly, and you fhall find protection.

Caw. What, betray my friends! I am no coward,
European. i

Morano. Torture fhall make you fqueak.

Caw. [ have refolution ; and pain (hall neither make
me lie or betray. I tell thee once more, Buropean, [
am no coward. :
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Vanderblyff. What, neither cheat nor be cheated!
‘There is no having either, commerce or cosrefpondence
- with thefe creatures.
. Jemny. We have reafon to be thankful for our §pod~
education. How igugrant is, mankind without iz b
Capfiern. 1 wondgr to hgar the brute fpeak.
Laguerre. They would make a fhew of him in Exgland:
Jenmy. Poh, they would only take bjm: for-a tool.
Capflern. But how can you expe& any thing elfe-
from a creature, who hath never feen a civiliz’d coun-
try ? Which way fhould he know mankind ?
Jennp. Since they are made like us,. to be fure,.
were they in England they might be taught,
Laguerre. Why we fee country gentlemen grow into
courtiers, and country gentlewomen, with a little:
‘ a(;i(hing of the town, in a few months become fine
- ladies. . o
Fenny. Without doubt, education and example can-
doﬂmuch‘ ) '
Polly.§How happy are thefe favages! Who would
not with to be in fuch igporance,. [4fde..
_Morano. Have done, I beg you, with your mufty
refl:Gtions : You but interrupt the examination. You
have treafures, yoy have gold and filver among you,
I fuppofe. v '
Caw. Better it had been for us if that fhining earth.
kad never been brought to light. ) ,
Morano. That you have treafures then.you. own, it
feems. I am glad to hear you confefs fomething..
Caw. But, out of benevolence, we ought to hide it
from you. For, as we have heard, ’tis fo rank a.
poifon to you Europeans, that the very touch of it
makes you mad. - -
AIR XLI. When bright Aurelia tripp’d the plain..
o For gold you facrifice your-fama,. ‘
- Your honour, life, and friend :
You awar, you fawn, yix lie, you game;.
And plunder without fear or fhame;
Can madnefi this tranfeend ?
Morano.. Bold favage, we are not to be infulted with
your ignorange. If you would fave your lives, you
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muft, like the beaver, leave behind you what we
hunt you for, or. we.fhall not quit the chafe. Difcover
-your treafures, your hoards, for 1 will have the ran- .
facking of ’em. -

Fenny. By his feeming to fet. fome value upom
g?!d,. Fnc‘ woyld think that he had fome, glimmering
of fenfe.

AIR XLIL Peggy's Mill.
Wbhen gold is in hand,

It gives us command ;

It makes us lov’d and refpected.
*Tis now, as of yore,
Wit and fenfe, awhen poor,

Are feorn’d, oerlook’d, and neglefied.
Tho’ pecvifp and old, -

- If women bave gold,

They bave youth, good-humour, and beauty &
Among all manfind ) .
Without it awe find

Nor love, nor favour, nor duty.

*  Moramo. I-will have no more of thefe interréptions.
Since women will be always talking, one would think
they had a chance now and then to talk in feafon.
.Ongce more I afk you, obftinate, audacious favage, if
I grant you your life, will you be ufeful to us? For

ou fhall find mercy upon no other terms. I will °
ve immediate compliance, or you fhall undergo the
torture, R

Caw. With dithonour life is nothing worth.

Morano, Furies! I'll trifle no longer.

RECITATIVE, Sia fuggetta la plebe, in Coriolaz,

- Hence, let him feel bis fentence.
Paix brings repeatance.

uerre. ¥au would not bave us pus him to death,
. 'eaptain ?
Morano. Torture hin leifuxely, but feverely. I fhall
ftagger your refolution; Jedian.



188 POLLY: AN OPERA.
RECITATIVE.

Hence, let bim Jfeel bis fentence.
Pain brings repentance.

But hold, I'll fee him tortur’d. I will have the plea-
fure of extorting anfwers from him myfelf. So keep
him fafe till you have my dire&ions. :

Laguerre. It thall be done.

Morano. As for you, younigendeman, I thinkit
not proper to truft you till I know you farther. Let
him be your prifoner too till I give order how to dif-
pofe of him. [Exeunt Caw. and Polly guarded.

Vanderbluf, Come, noble captain, take one hearty
fmack upon her lips, and then fteer off ; for- one kifs
requires another, and you will never have done with
her. If once 2 man and woman come to grappling,
there’s no hawling of ’em afunder. Our friends_ex-
pect us.

Fenny. Nay, licutenant Panderbluff, he fhall not

0 yet. )

I;’:na':rllqj: I'm out of all patience. There is a
time for all things, madam. Buta woman thinks all
times muft be fubferviest to her whim and humour.
We fhould be now upon the fpot.

Fenny. Is the captain under your command, lieu- |
tenant ? )

Vanderbluff. 1 know women better than To, I fhall
never difpute the command with any gentleman’s wife.
Come captain, a woman-will never take the laft kifs;
the will always want another. Break from her clutches,

Morano. I muft go——But I cannot.

AJIR XLII. Excufe me.

Honour calls me from thy armis, [To him,

With gliry my bofom is beating. |

Victory fummons to arms : then to arms

Let us bafle, for awe're fure of defeating.
Oxe look more—and then—— f £ [To ker,
Ob, I am loft again!
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P¥hat a poer bas. beauty ! -
But bonour calls, and I muft away. [To him.

But love forbids, and I muft obey. [To her.
Yougrowtoo bold; [ Vanderbluffpulling him away.

- Hence, loofe your hold, " [To him.
For love claims all my duty. [To her.

"They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion.-
I know my dwn time, lieutenant.

Vanderbluff. Lofe the Indies then, with all my heart.
Lofe the money, and you lofe the woman, that I cad
tell you, captain. Furies, what would the woman
be at! o '

Fenny. Not fo hatty and choleric, I beg you, lieute-
nant. Give me the hearing, and perhaps, whatever
you may. think of us, you may once in your life hear
a woman f{peak reafon.

. Vanderbluff. Difpatch then. And if a few words can
{atisfy you, be brief. _

Fenny. Men only flight womens advice thro’ an over-
conceit of their own opinions. Iam againft hazarding
a battle. Why fhould we put what we have already
got to the rifque ? We have money enough on board
our thips to fecure our perfons, and can referve a com- -
fortable fubfitence befides. Let us leave the Judies to -
our comrades, :

Vanderbluff. Sure you are the firft of the fex that ever
finted herfelf in love or money. - If it were confiftent
with our honour, her counfel were worth liftening to.

Fenny. Confiftent with our honour ! For fhame, lieu-
tenant ; yon talk downright Judian. One would take
you for the favage’s brother, or coufin-german at leaft.
You may talk of honour, as other great men do : But

when intereft comes in your way, you fhould do as
other gteat men do. :

AIR XLIV. Ruben.

Honour plays a bubble's part,
" Ewer 8ilk’d and cheated ;
Newer in ambition’s beart,
Inf'reft there is feated.
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Hoenour was in ufe of sore,
Tho' by avant attended :
Stnce *towas talk’d of, und no move ;
o . Lerd, bow vimes are mended !

Vanderbluff, What think you of her propofal, noble
<aptain ? We may pufh matters too far.

- Jenny. Confider, my dear, the Jadies aie only trea-
fures in expeQation. Al yoar fenfible men, now-a-
diys, love the ready. Let us fefze the thips then, and
away for Exgland, while we have the opportunity.

Vanderbluff. Sare you can have no firuple aghinit
treachery, captain. ’Tis as common a money-géttin;
vice as any in falltion ; for wlio new-a:ddys ever bog.
gles at ghving up his créw ? ‘

Moraxo. But the baalkiiig 6f a- gheat defigh——

Vanderbl:éj'. *Tis better baulking otr own defigns,
than have them baulk’d by others; for thén ‘our -de.
figns and our lives will be cut fhort together.

A I R ‘va‘o va Towno
: When ambition’s ten years toils
Have beap’d up mighty boards of gold 3
Amid'the haroeft of the fpoils,
Acquir'd by frasd and rapine bold,
Comes juflice.  The great fcheme is érofin
At once wealth, life, and fime, are loff.

This is a melancholy refle®ion for ambition, if it
ever c6uld think reafonably.
- Morane. If you are fatisfy’d, and for your fecurity,
" Femny. For any man may allow that he has money
. enough, when he has enough to fatisfy his wife,

Veanderbluff. We may make’ our retreat without fuf-
picion, for they will readily impute our being mifs’d.
to the accidents of war.

Enter Sailor,

Sail. There is jult now néws drriv’d, that thé troops
of the plantation have intercepted the pafldge to our
fhips; fo that victory'is our only hope. The Judian

~ forces too are ready to iharch, and our’s gidw impa-
tient for your prefence, noble captain,

Y
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Wfrkno. I'll be with ’ém. "Come theén, licutenant,
. Ny G aff defperste, - nothi

. Nay ¢ i irs atre '

nn{"}znmem-}m. Pl fHare your derigers, .

Moraxo. Since I muft have an empire, prepate yours

delf, Fesny, for the wirts of royalty, Lét us on to

battle, to viftory. Hark the trampet. [Trumper founds.

ATIR XLVI. We'vecheated the parfon.

Defpair leads to bastle, #o vonrage fo great
They muft conquer or dic who've no retreat.
Vanderbluff. . No resrvar. :
{e‘n ny. No retreat.
orano. They muft conguer or die who've no retreat. [Bxg -

S CE NE, Ar00m of a posr eottage,
"Cawwawkeg in chains, Polly.

Polly. Unfortunate prinee! I cinnot blame, your
difbelief, when I ¢ell you that I-admire your virtues,
and fhare in your misféreants. o

Caw. To be opprefled By am European intplies
merit. Yet you ‘are an Eurdpesn. Are you fools ?
Do you believe one another ? Sure fpeech can be of
-no ufe among you.

* Polly, There are coriftivutions that can refift a pefti-

nce. - .

Caw. But fure vice muft be inherent in fuch conflie_
tutions. You are atham’d of your hearts, you ¢an lie,
How can you bear to look into yourfelves ?

Polly. My fincerity could even bear your examination.- .

Cdw. You have cdncell’d faith. How can I believe
you ! You are cowards too, for you are cruel.

- Polly. Wanld it were in my power to give you proofs
of my compaffion. : .

Caw. You can be avaritions. That is a complica- -
tion of 21l vices, It comprehends them all. Heaven
guard our country from the infeétion. :

- Polly. Yetthe worft of men allow ‘virtue to‘be amia«
ble, or'there would bé o hypocrites. :
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Caw. Have it;u then hypocrify fill among your
For all that I have experienc’d of your manners is
open violence, and barefac’d injuftice. Who that had
ever felt the fatisfation of virtue would ever
withit? _ ..
E AIR XLVIL T’amo tanto.
Virtue's treafure,
Is a pleafure, |
Cheerful even amid diffrefs 5
Nor pain nor croffes,
' Nor grief nor loffes,
Nor death itfelf can make itlefs.
| Ho e
uff ring, dying,
¢ Honcft Jouts find all redrefi.
Polly. My heart feels your fentiments, and .my
tongue longs to join in ’em.

Caw. Virtue's treafure -

- Is apleafure,
Polly. Cbheerful even amid difirefi ;
Caw. Nor pain nor croffes, '
Polly.  Nor grief mor loffes,
Caw. Nor death itfelf can make it lefs !
Polly.  Here relying,
Caw. ~ Suff’ring, dying, .
Polly. Honeft fmﬁ: JSind all redrefs.

Caw. Having this, I want no other confolation, I
am prepared for all misfortune. :

Polly. Had you means of efcape, you could not
refufe’it. To preferve your life is your duty.

‘Caw. By difhoneft means, I fcorn it.

Polly. But ftratagem is allow’d in war; and ’tis
Jawful to ufe all the weapons employ’d againft you.
You may fave your friends from affliction, and be the
inftrument of refcuing your country.

- Caw. Thofe are powerful inducements. I feck

not voluntarily to refign my life. While it lafts, I
would do my duty. N

- Polly. Tl talk with our guard, What induces them

_ to rapine and murder, will induce them to betray.
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You may offer them what they want; and from no
-hands, upon no terms, corruption can refiit the temp-
tation. '

Cdw. 1 have no fkill. Thofe who are corrupt them-
felves know how to corrupt others, You may do as
you pleafe. But whatever you promife for me, con-
trary to the Furopean cuftom, I will perform. For,
though-a knave may break his word with a knave, an
honeft tongue knows no fuch diftin&tions.

Polly. Gentlemen, I defire fome conference with
you, that may be for your advantage.

Enter Laguerre, and Capftern,

Polly. Know you that you have the Jndian prince in
your cuftddy ? . o

Laguerre. Full well.

Lolly. Know you the treafures that are in his power?

Laguerre. I know too that they fhall foon be our’s.

Polly. In having him in your poffeflion they are your’s,

Laguerre. As how, friend ? : :

Pofl}. He might well reward you.

Laguerre. For what ?

Pof.; . For his liberty.

Caw. Yes, European, I can and will reward you.

- Capflern. He’s a great man, and I truft no fuch
* promifes. : .

Caw. 1 have faid it, European: And an Indian’s
heart is always anfwerable for his words.

Polly. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen,
Congquett is not fo fure when you fight againft thofe
who fight for their liberties.

Lagusrre. What think you of the propofal ?

Capflern. 'The prince can give us places; he ean
make us all great-men. Such a.profpe&, I can tell you,
Laguerre, would tempt our betters.’ '

Laguerre. Befides, if we are beatemy we-have no
retreat to our fhips. ‘

Capflern. If we gain our ends, what matter how we
come by it?

Laguerre. Every man for himfelf, fay 1. There is
#0 bemng even with mankind, without
maxim. Confider, brother, we run no

I

s
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Capftern. Nay, I have no objettions.

Laguerre. If we conquer’d, and the booty were to
be divided among the crews, what would it amount
‘to? Perhaps this way we might get more than would
come to our fhares.

Capfiern. Then too, Talways lik’d a place at court.
‘T have a genius to get, keep in, and make the ‘mott
of an employment. ,

Laguerre. You will confider, prince, our own Poli-
-ticians would have rewarded fuch meritorious fervices:
Wwe'll go off with you. ) ’

Capfiern, We want only to be known to be employ’d.

Laguerre. Let us unbind him then.

Polly. *Tis thus one able politician outwits another;
and we admire their wifdom. You may rely upon the

rince’s word as much as if he was a poor man.
" Capftern. Our fortunes then are made.

AIR XLVIII. Down in a meadow.

Polly. Thefport/ien keep hawks,andtheir quarry they gain;
Thus the aovdcock, the partridge, the pheafant is
Kaine
What care and expence for their bounds are employ'd!
Thus the fox, andthe hare, andthe flag are defirey’d,
T'be fpaniel they cherifh, avbofe flattering way
Can& as well as their mafiers cringe, fawn and |
etrfy. : I
Thus franch politicians, look all the world round,
Lw; the men who can ferve ar hawk, fpaniel, or
0‘”‘0 X

ACT I e
SCENE, ke Indian Camp.
Pohetohee, and Attendants. -

IND1ax,
IR, a party from the Britifp falory have joined
us. _';%eir chief attends for your majefty’s {)rders
for their difpefition;
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Pob. Let them be pofted next my command; for I

would be witnefs of their bravery. But firft let their
officer know I would fee him. [Ex:t Indian.

Enter Ducat,

Ducat. 1 would do all in my power to ferve your
majefty. I have brought up my men, and now, fir,—
1 would fain give up. I fpeak purely upon your ma-
jefty’s account. For as to courage and all that—I
have been a colonel of the militia thefe ten years.

Pob. Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man?

Ducat. A married man, fir, who carries his wife’s
heart about him, and that'indeed is a little timorous.
Upon promife to-her, I am engaged to quit in cafe of
a battle ; and her heart hath ever govern’d me more
than my own. Befides, fir, fighting is not.eur bufi-
nefs; we pay others for fighting ; and yet “tis well
known we had rather part with our lives than our
money.

Pob. And have you no fpirit then to defend it?
Your families, your liberties, your properties are at
ftake. If thefe cannot move you, you mut be born
without a heart. :

Ducat. Alas, fir, we cannot be anfwerable for human
infirmities.

AIR XLIX. vThere was an old man, and‘he liv'd. A

What man can on virtue or courage repofe,
Or guefs if the touch "twill abide.?
" Litke gold, if intrinfic fure no body. knoaus,
Till weigh'd.in the ballance and try'd,
Pob. How different are your notions from ours!
. We think virtue, honour, and courage as -eflential to
man as his limbs or fenfes ; and in every man we-
fuppofe the qualities of a man, till we have found the
contrary ; but then we regard him -only as a brute in
difguife. How cuftom can degrade nature !
gumt. Why thould I have any more feruples about
myfelf, than about my money? If I can make my
courage pafs current, what matter is it t® me whether
it be true or falfe? ’T'is time enough to own a man’s
failings when they are found out. If your majefty
then will not difpenfe witlll my duty t0 my wife, with
a 2

.
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rmiffion, 'l to-my poft. *Tis wonderful to me that
ings ever go to war, who have fo much to lofe, and
nothing effential to get. ‘ [Exie.

Pob. My fon a prifoser! Tortur’d perhaps and in-
humanly butcher’d! Human nature cannet bear up
. againft fuch affli®tions. The war muft fuffer by his
abfence. More then is required from me. Grief raifes
my refolution, and calls me to relieve him, or to a juft
revenge, What mean thofe fhouts ?  [Enter Indian.

Indian. The prince, fir, is return’d. The troops are
animated by his prefence. With fome of the dpirate‘s
in his retinue, he waits your majefty’s commands.

Enter Cawwawkee, Polly, Laguerte, Capftern, &Jc.

Pob. ViGory then is our’s. Let me embrace him.
Welcome, my fon. Without thet my heart could not
have felt a triuomph. -

Caw. Let this youth then receive your thanks.
To him are owing my life ard liberty. And the love
of virtue alone gatn’d me his friendthip.

-*Pob. This hath convinc’d me that an European can
be generous and homeft. -

Caw. Thefe others, indeed, have the paffion of
their conntry. I owe their fervices to gold, and my
" promife is engag’d to reward them. How it galls
honour to have obligations-to a difhonourable man! .

Laguerre. 1 hope your majefty will not forget our
fervices. ‘

Pob. 1 am bound for my fon’s engagemeats.

€aw. For this youth, I will be anfwerable. Like
a gem found in rubbifh, he appears the brighter among
thefe his countrymen.

AIR L. Iris la plus charmante.
Lowve with beauty is fiying,
At once ’tis blooming and dying 3
But all feafons defying,
Friem{/bip lafis on tbe year.
Love is by long enjaying,
Cloying 5 4
Friendfoip, enjoy’d the longer, -
Stronger.
- O may the flame-divine o
Bura in your bregf like mine !
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Polly. Moft noble prince, my behaviour fhall juftify,
the good opinion you have of me; and my friendfhip
is beyond profefions.

Pob. Let thefe men remain under guard, till after
the battle. All promifes fhall then be made good to
you. [Exit Pirates, guardsd.

Caw. May this young man be my companion in the
war ¢ As a boon Lrequeft it of you. He knows our
caufe is jult, and thar is fuflicient to engage him in it.

Poh. 1 leave you to appoint him his command,
Difpofe of him as you judge convenient.

Polly. To fall into their hands is certain torture
and death. " As far as my youth and ftrength will
permit me, you may rely upon my duty.

. Enter Indian. )

Indian. Sir, the enemy are advancing towards us.
Pob. Vittory then is at hand. Juihce proteits us,
and courage fhall fupport us, Let us then to our potts,
[£xeunt.

SCENE, b feld of batile. '
Culverin, Hacker, and Pirates.

AIR LI There was a jovial bezzar,

s Pir.  When horns, avith cheerful jound,
Proclaim the atiive day';
Impatience avarms the hound,

He burns to chace the prey.

Chorus. Thus to battle we «will go, &c.

2 Pir.  How charms the trumpet’s breath !
The brave, with hope pefe/3'd,
Forgetting wounds and death,

F ezftonqueﬂ in their breaft.

Chorus. © Thus to battle, &c.

Culverin. But yet I don’t fee, brother Hacker, why
we fhould be commanded by a Neger. ’[is all along
of him that we are led into thefe difficulties. 1 hate
this land fighting. I love to have fea-room.

Hacker. We are of the council, brother. I ever we
get on board again, my Ivm;e fhall be for

: - 3
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“him to account for thefe pranks. Why fhould we
be fuch, fools to be ambitious of fatisfying another’s -
ambition ?

" Culverin. Let us mutiny.. I love mutiny as well as.
my wife.

1 Pir. Let us matiny.

2 Pir. Ay, let-us mutiny.

Hacker. Our captain takes too much upon him. I
am for no engrofler of power. By our articles he hath
no command but in a fight orin a florm. Look’ee,
brothers, I am' for mutiny as much as any of you,
when occafion offers. .

Culwverin. Right, brother, all in good feafon. The
pafs to our fhips is cut off by the troops of the plan-
tation. We muft fight the Judians firft, and we have
& mutiny good afterwards. :

Hacker: Is Morano ftill with his doxy ?

Culverin: He’s yonder on the right, putting his
troops in order for the onfet. :

Hacker, I wifh this fight of our’s were well over.
For, to be fure, let foldiers fay what they wili, they
feel more pleafure- after a battle than in it. ‘

" Culuerin. Does not the drum-head here, quarter-
imafter, tempt you to fling a merry main or two ?

[Takes dice out of bis packet.

Hacker. If I lofe my money, I fhall reimburfe my~

felf from the Indians. I have fet.

. Culverin. Have at you. A nick. © [Flings.
Hacker. Throw the dice fairly out. Are you at

me again. ' :
s Cuﬁwrin..l’m atit. Seven or eleven. [ Flings.] Eleven..

Hacker, Puries ! A manifeft cog! I won’t be bubbled,
fir., ‘This would not. pafs upon a drunken country
gentleman, Death, fir, I won’t be cheated.

Culverin. The money is mine. D’you take me for
a fharper, fir? ;

Hacker. Yes, fir. -

Culverin. Ul have fatisfaltion. )

Hacker. With all my heart. [Fizhting.

Enter Morano, Vanderbluff, &Jc.

Morano. For fhame, gentlemen ! [Parting them.] ks
this a time for private quarrel? What do I fee! Dic:
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upon the drum-head! If you have not left off thofe
cowardly tools, you are unworthy your profeflion.
The articles you have fworn to, prohibit gaming for
money. Friendfhip and fociety cannot fubfit where
it is pra@tifed. As this is the day of battle, I remit
your ;;enalties. But let me hear no more of it.

Culverin. To be call’d fharper, captaim! is a re-
proach that no man of honour can put up.

Hacker. But to be one, is what no man of honour
can pradtife. -

Morano. If you will not obey orders, quarter-mafter,
this piftol fhall put an end to the difpute. [Clups it to
bis bead.] The common caufe now requires yous agree~
ment. If gaming is fo rife, I don’t wonder thas
treachery ftill fubfifts among you.

Hacker. Who is treacherous ?

Morano. Capflern and Laguerre have let the prince
and the ftripling, you took prifoner, efcape, and are
gone off with them to the Iadians. Upon your duty,
gentlemen, this day depends our all.

Culverin. Rather than have ill blood among us I
return the money. I value your friendthip more. Let
all animofities be forgot. ,

Morane. We thould be Indians among ourfelves, and
fhew our breeding and parts to every body elfe. If
we cannot be true to one another, and faife to all the
world befide, there is an end of every great enterprize.

Hacker. We have nothing to truft to but death or
vi&tory.

Morano. Then hey for vi@ory and ptunder, my Iads!

"AIR LI To you, fair ladies.

By bolder fleps ave win the race.
1 Pir.  Let’s hafte where danger calls.
Morano. Unlefs ambition mend its pace,
11 totters, nods, and falls.
2 Pir. We maft adwance or be undone.
Morano. Think thus, and then the battle's awon.
Chorus. With a fa la la, &c.

Morano. You fee your booty, your plunder, gen-
tlemen. The Frdians are juft upon us, Th= ~==n*
muft venture death fome way or other, and

14
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ceremony about it, in my opinion, the better. But
why talk I of death! Thofe only talk of it, who fear
it.  Let us all live, and enjoy our conquefts, Sound
the charge.

AIR LII Prince Engéne’s march,

When the tyger roams,
And the timorous flock is in his wieav,
Fury foams,
He thirfts for the blood of the crew.
His greedy eyes he throws,
Thirft avith their number groavs,
Ou be pours, avith a wide wafle purfuing,
- Spreading the plain awith a general ruin,
Thus let us charge, and our foes o'erturn :
Vanderbluft. Let us on one and all !
1 Pir. Hoaw they fly, how they fall !
Morano. For the avar, for the prize I burn.

Vanderbluff. Were they dragons, my lads, as they‘
fit brooding upon treafure, we would fright them+from
their nefts.

" * Morano. But fee, the enemy are advancing to clofe
en(giagemcnt. Before the onfet, we’ll demand a parley,
and if we can, obtain honourable terms——We are
overpower’d by numbers, and our retreat is cut off.

Enter Pohetohee, Cawwakee, Polly, &c. avith the
Indian army drawn wp againft the Pirates.

Pob. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy halts.
Let the trumpets give the fignal. ’

AIR LIV. The Marlborough.
Caw. We the fwerd of juffice drawing,

Terror caft in guilty eyes 5
In its beam falfe courage dies
VTis like lightning keen and awing.
Charge the foe,
Lay them low, ,
On then and firike the blow.
Hark, wittory calls us. See guilt is difmay’ds
! The villain is of bis own confeience afraid,
In your bands areyour lives and your-liberties beld;
Tbe courage of virtue was never repelld.
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Pir. Our chief demands a parley.
Pok. Let him advance.

Art thou Morano, that fell man of prey &
. That foe to juftice ? ‘ .
Morano. Tremble and obey.
Art thou great Pohetohee fyl'd ?
P oh- -r S e e e .- - dl /‘“ﬂ‘r

1 dare avow my aftions and my name.

" Mor. Thou know’tt then, king, thy fon there, was
my prifoner. Pay us the ranfom we demand, allow
us fafe paflfage to our fhips, and we will give you your
lives and liberties.

Pob. Shall robbers and plunderers prefcribe rules to
right and equity ? Infolent madman ! Compofition with.
knaves is bafe and ignominieus. Tremble at the fword:
of juftice, rapaciogs brute.

AIR LV. Lesrats,

Morano. Know then, war’s my pleafure..
Am 1 thus. cantroll’d ?
Both thy heart and treafure
Ll at once unfold.
You, like q mifer, feraping, hiding,.
Rob all the world; you're but mines of gold,
Rage my breaft alarms,
War is by kings held right-deciding ;
Then to arms, to arms
With this faord Il force your hold.
By thy obftinacy, king, theu haft provok’d thy fates
and fo expe& me. '
Poh. Rapacious fool ; by thy avarice thou fhalt perith,.
Morano. Fall on.

_ Pob.Foryourlivesand liberties. [Fight,Pirates beat off..

Enter Dyrat.

Ducat. A flight wound now would have been a good:
certificate ; but who dares contradi& a foldicr # *Tis
your common foldiers who muft conteut themfelves:
with mere fighting ; but ’tis we officers that run away

with the moft fame as well as pay. Of ‘all fouls, th%

- Is

e
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- fool-hardy are the greateft, for they are not even to
be trufted with themfelves. Why fhould we provoke
men to_turn again upon us, after they are run away ?
For my own part, I think it wifer to talk of fighting,
than only to be talk’d of. The fame of a talking
hero will fatisfy me ; the found of whofe valour amazes
and aftonithes all peaceable men, women, and chil-
dren. Sure 2 man may be allow’d a little Iying in his
own praife, when there’s fo much going about ta his
difcredit. Since every other body gives a man lefs
praife ‘than he deferves; a man, in juftice to himfelf,
ought to make up deficiencies. Without this privi-
lege, we fhould have fewer good characters in the world
than we have.

AIR LVI. Mad Robir.

How faultlefs does the nymph appear,
When her owvn hand the pi&lure draws !
But all others only fmear
Her avrinkles, cracks, and flaws.
Self-flattery is our claim and right,
Let men fay awbat they will 5
Sure ave may fet our good ix fight,
When neighbours fet our ill.

So, for my own part, I'll no more truft my reputation
in my neighbours hands than my money. But will
turn them both myfelf to the beft advantage.

Enter Pohetohee, Cawwakee, and Indians.

Pob. Had Morana been taken or flain, -our victory
had been complete. ' :

Ducar. A hare may efcape from a maftiff. I could
not be a greyhound too.

Psb, How have you difpofed of the prifoners ?

Caw. They are all under fafe guard, till the king’s
juftice, by their exemplary punithment, deters others
from-the like barbarities. ,

Pob. But all our troops are not as yet return’d fram
the purfuit: I am too for fpeedy juftice, for in that
there is a fort of clemency. Befides, I would not
have my private thoughts worried by mercy to pardon
fuch wretches. I cannot be anfwerable for the frailties
of my nature.

2
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Caw. The youth who refcu’d me from thefe cruel

* men is mifling ; and amidft all our fuccefles I cannot

feel happinefs. I fear he is among the flain. My

gratitude interefted itfelf fo warmly in his fafety, that

you muft pardon my concern. What hath vi&ory
done for me ? I have loft a friend.

"AIR LVII. Thro’ the wood, laddy..

As fits the fad turtle alone on the fpray ;
His beart forely beating,
Sad murmur repeating, _
Indulging his grief for bis confort aftray ;
For force or death only could keep ber away.
Now be thinks of the fowler, and every [nare 5
If guns bave not flain ber,
. The net muft detain ber,
Thus be'll rife in.my thoughts,. every hour with
a tear,

If fafe from the battle be do mot appear.

Pob. Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him ;
for I fhare in my fon’s affliction. [ Exit Indian,
Ducar. 1 had better too be upon the {pot, or my
men may embezzle fome plunder which by right
fhould be mine. ' : [Exit..

Enter Indian..

Indian. The youth, fir, with a party is juft return’d.
from the purfuit. He’s here to attend your majefty’s.
.commands.

. Enter Polly, asd Indians,
Caw. Pardon, fir, the warmth of my. friendfhip, if

I fly to meet him, and for. a. moment intercept his
duty. [Embracing.

AIR LVIIL Clafp'd in'my dear Melinda’s arms..

Polly.  Vicory is our’s.
Caw, ------.. My fond beart is at ref,
“Polly.  Frieadfbip thus receivves its fueﬂ-
Caw. O wbhat tranjport fills my breafi ! -
‘ 16

-
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Polly. . Conguep is complete.

Caw. Noaw the triumph’s great.
Polly.  In your life is a nation bleff.
Caw.  In your life I'm of all poffe/sd.

Pob. The obligations my fon hath reeeiv’d from
you, makes me takea part in his friendfhip. In your
fafety viCtory has been doubly kind to me. If Morano
hath efcap’d, juftice only referves him to be pumifh’d
by another hand.

' Polly. In the rout, fir, J overtook him, flying with.
-all the cowardice of guilt upon him. Thoufands.
have. falfe courage enough to be vicious; true forti-
tude is founded upon homour and virtue; that only
can abide all tefts. I made him my prifoner, and left
him without under ftri& guard, till I receiv’d your
majefty’s commands for his difpofal.

Pob. Sure this youth was fent me as a guardian.
Let your prifoner be brought before ys. i

Enter Morano, guarded.

Morano. Here’s a young treacherous dog now, who-

angs the hufband to come at the wife. There are-
wives in the world, who would bave undertaken that:
affair to have come at him. Your fon’s liberty, to be
fure, you think better worth than mine; fo that L
allow" you .a good bargain if I take my own for his
ranfom, without a gratuity. You know, king, he is.
my debtor, - ‘ .
* Pobh. He hath the obligations to thee of a fheep:
who hath efcap’d out of the jaws of the wolf, beaft:
of prey! .

Morana. Your great men will never own their debts,.
‘that’s certain.

Pob, Trifle not with juftice, impious man. Your
barbarities, your rapine, your murders are now at
an end. N

- Morano. Ambition muft take its chance. If I die, L
die in my vocation, .
AIR LIX. Parfon upon Dorothy.
The foldiers, avho by trade muff dare -
© The deadly cannon’s founds,
You may be fure, betimes prepare
For fatal blood and wounds.
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" The men, aDbo with advent’rous dance,
Bound from the cord on high,

Muft oaun they havve the frequent chance
By broken bones to die. -
Since rarely then
Ambitious men,

Like others, lofe their breath s
Like thefe, 1 hope,

"They hnow a rope
Is but their natural death.

‘We mutt all take the common lot of our profeffions..

Pob, Would your European laws have fuffer’d crimes
like thefe to have gone unpunifh’d ?

Morano. Were all I am worth fafely landed, Ihave
wherewithal to make almoft any crime fit eafy upon me..

_Pob. Have ye notions of property ?

Morane. Of my own.

Pob. Would not your honeft induftry have been fufe
ficient to have fupported you ?

Morano. Honett induftry ! I have heard talk of it
indeed, among the common people, but all great
genius’s are above it..

Poh. Have you no refpe& for virtue ? -

Morano. As a good phrafe, fir.. But the prattifers.
of it are fo infignificant and poor, that they are feldom.
found in the beft company.

Pob. Is not wifdom efteem’d among you ?

Morano. Yes, fir: But only as a ftep to riches and
power ; a ftep that raifes ourfelves, and trips up our .
. meighbours.

Poh. Honour, and honefty, are not thofe diftin-
guifh’d ?

Morano, As incapacities and follies. How i ignorant
are thefe Indians ! But indeed I think honour is oi
fome ufe ; it ferves to fwear upon,

Pob. Have you no confcioufnefs ? Have you no
fhame ?

Morazo. Of bemg poor.

Pob. How can fociety fubfit with. avarice! Ye are
but the forms of men. Beafts would thruft you out
of their herd upon that dccount, and man fhould ca.{t
yon‘out for your brutal difpofitions.

\
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Morano. Alexander the Great was more fuccefsful.
That’s all. :

ATR LX. The collier has a daughter.
When right or -wro?’:- decided,

In awar or ciuil caufes,.
We by fuccsfs are. guided.
To blame or give applaufes..
T hus men exalt ambition,

- In power by all commended,. -
But when it falls frem bigh condition,
Tyburn #s well attended. :

Pob. Let juftice then take her courfe, I fhall not
interfere with her.decrees. Mercy too obliges me to
prote& my country from fuch violences. Immediase
death fhall put a flop to your further mifchiefs.

Morano. This fentence indeed is hard. Without the
common forms cf trial! Not {fo much as the counfel
of a Newgate attorney! Not to be able to lay out my
money in partiality. and evidence! Not a friend per-
jur'd for me! This is haed, very hard! -

Pob. Let the fentence be put in execution. Lead
him to-death. Let his accomplices be witnefles-of it,
and afterwards let them be fecurely guarded till further-
orders, , ‘ .

AIR LXI Mad Msl.

Morano. A/l crimes are judg’d like fornication ;.

While rich.we are boneft no doubt..

Fine ladies can keep reputation,
Poor laffes alone are found out..

- If juftice bad piercing eyes;

Like ourfelves, to look avithin,

8he'd find power and wealth a difguife:

That jhelter the worft of our kin[ Exit, guarded,

¢ . Pob, How fhall I return the obligations:I.-owe. you ?

Every thing in my power you may command. In
making a requeft, you confer on me another benefit.
‘For gratitude is oblig’d by occafions of making a
return : And every occafion muft be agreeable, for a
.grateful mind hath more pleafure in paying than re-
©ocewing. '
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‘Caw.-My friendfhip too is impatient to give you
proofs of it. How happy would you make me in al-
lowing me.to difcharge that duty !

AIR LXIL Prince George.

All friendfbip is a mutual debt,
Polly.  The contrad’s inclination :
Caw. We newer can that bond forget
‘ Of faveet retaliation.
Polly. AN day, and every day the fame,
We are paying and flill owing 3
Caw. By turns we grant, by turns we claim
The pleafure of beffowing.
Both. By turxs awe grant, &c.-

Polly. The pleafure of having ferv’d an honourable
man is a fufficient return. My misfortunes, I fear, are
beyond relief. ;

Caw. That figh makes me fuffer. IF you have a
want, let me know it. : '

Pob. Ifit is in a king’s.power, my power will make
- me happy.

Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are onjuft in
concealing your diftreffes from me. You deny me the
privilege of friendfhip ; for I have a right to fhare
them, or redrefs them.

Pob. Can my treafures make you happy ?

Polly. Thofe who have them not, think they can;
thofe who have them, know they cannot.

Pob. How unlike his countrymen !

Caw. While you conceal one want from me, 1 feel
every want for you. Such obftinacy to a friend is
barbarity.
~ Polly. Let not m refle®ion interrupt the joys of

our triumph. Could I have commanded my thoughts,

{ would have referv’d them for folitude.

Caw. Thofe fighs, and that refervednefs, are fymp-
toms of a heart in love. A pain that I am yet a
_ftranger to.

Polly. Then you never have been completely wretched.
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AIR LXIII. Blithe Fockey, young and gay:.

Can words the pain exprefs
Which abfent lovers know ?

He only mine can guefs,

. Whofe beart hath felt the awoe.

*Tis doubt, fufpicion, fear, '
Seldom bope, oft’ defpair ;

Tis jealoufy, ’tis rage, in brief
’T‘:l: every pang and grief.

Caw. But does not love often deny itfelf aid and
comfort, by being too obftinately fecret ¥ -

Polly. One cannot be too open to generofity ;. that
jsa fun of univerfal benignity. In concealing our-
{elves from it, we but deny ourfelves the blefling of its-
influence.

AIR LXIV. In the fields in froft and foow..

The modeft lilly, like the maid,. .
Its pure bloom defending,
Is of mexious dews afraid,
Soon as ewen’s defcending..
Clos’d all night,
Free from blight,
It preferves the native avhitey
But at morn’ unfolds its leawes,
And the wital fun receives.

Yet why fhould I trouble your” majefty with the mif-
~fortunes of fo inconfiderable a wretch as I am?

Pobh. A king’s beneficence thould be like the fun.
‘The moft humble weed fhould feel its inflyence, as well.
as the moft gaudy flower. But I have the neareft
‘concern int any thing that touches you,

Polly. You fee then at your feet the moft unhappy
‘of women. ’ [ Kneels, be raifes ber.

Caay. A woman! Oh my heart! - '

Pobh. A woman!

Polly. Yes, fir, the moft wretched of her fex. In
Jove! married! abandon’d, and in defpair!

Poh. What brought you into thefe countries ?

Polly. To find my hutband. Why had pot the love
of virtue dirced my heart? Bat, alas, ’tis outward

1
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appearance alone that generally engages a woman’s
-affe®tions! And my heart is in the pofleflion of the
moft profligate of mankind. -
Pob. y this difguife ?
Polly. To prote® me from the violences and infults
to which my fex might have expofed me. :
Caw. Had fhe not been married, I might have been
happy. ) - {Afide.
Polly. He ran into the madnefs of every vice. I
deteft his principles, tho’ [.am fond of his perfon to
diftrattion. Could your commands for fearch and
enquiry reftore him to me, you reward me at once with
all my wifhes. For fure my love flill might reclaim
him. . :
Caw. Had you coneeal’d your fex, I had been happy:
in your friendfhip ; but now, how uneafy, how reitlefs
is my heart!

AIR LXV. Whilft I gazeon Chloe.

Whil I gaze in _fond defiring,
Evvery former thought is loff ;
Sighing, wifbing, and admiring,
How my troubled foul is toft *
Hot and cold my blood is flowing,
How it thrills in every vein !
Liberty and life are going,
Hope can ne’er relieve my pain.

Enter Indian.

Indian. The reft of the troops, fir, are return’d
from the purfuit with more prifoners. They attend
your majefty’s commands.

Pob. Let them be brought before us. [ExitIndian.}
Give not yourfelf up to defpair; for every thing in my
power you may command. [7‘% Polly.

"Caw. And every thing in mine. But, alas, I have
nione ; for I am not in my own! '

Enter Ducat and Jenny, guarded, &c.

Fenny. Spare my hutband, Morano is my hufband.
Pob. Then I have reliev’d you from the fociety of
& monfter. ‘
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Fenny. Alas, fir, there are many hufbands who are..
* furious monfiters to the reft of mankind, that are the

tameft creatures alive to their wives. I can be anfwer-
able for his duty and fubmiffion to your majefty, for
T know I have fo much power over him, that I can
even make him goad. .

Pob. Why then had you not made him fo before ?

Fenny. I was, indeed, like other wives, too indul-
gent to him; and as it was agreeable to my own hu-
mour, I was loth to baulk his ambition, I muft, in-
deed, own teo that [ had the frailty of pride. But
where is the woman who hath not an inclination to be
as great and rich as fhe can be ¢

Pob. With how much eafe and unconcern thefe Ex-
ropeans talk of vices, as if they were neceflary quali-
fications,

ATIR LXVL The Famaica.
Jenny.  The fex, we find,
Like men imclin’d
To grard againff regroackess
And none negle?
9% refpelt
To rag{l?:’ avho keep their coaches
Indeed, fir, I had determin’d to be honeft myfelf, and
to have made him fo too, as foon as I had put myfelf
upon a reafonable foot in the world ; and thag is more
felf-denial thamis commonly pratis’d.

Pob., Woman, your profligate fentiments offend me ;
and you deferve to be cut off from fociety, with your
- hufband. Mercy would be fcarce excufable in pardon-
ing you. Have done then. Morano is now under the
ftroke of juftice.

Fenny. Let me implore your majefty to refpite his
fentence. Send me back again with him into flavery,
from whence we efcap’d. Give us an occafion of being
honeft, for we owe our lives and liberties to another.

Duc. Yes, fir, I find fome of my run-away flaves
among the crew; and I hope my fervices at leaft will
allow me to claim my own again. :

Fenny. Morano, fir, I muft confefs hath been a free
liver, and a man of fo many gallantries, that no woman
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could efcape him.  If Macheath’s misfortunes wese
known, the whole fex would be in tears.
Polly. Macheath!”
Fenny. He is no black, fir, but under that difguife,
for my fake, fkreen’d himfelf from the claims and im-
ortunitics of other women. May love intercede for
im ? '
Polly. Machearh! Is it poffible? Spare him, fave
him, I afk no other reward.
Pob. Hafte, let the fentence be fufpended. -[ Ex. Ind.
Polly. Fly; a moment may make me miferable.
Why could not I know him ? All his diftrefles brought
upon him by my hand! Cruel love, how could’t thou
blind me fo? _

AIR LXVII, Taweed fide.

The fag, when chas'd all the long day
' O’er the lawn, thro the foreft and brake;
Now panting for breath and at bay,
Noaw flemming the river or lake;
When the treacherous feent is all cold,
Aud at eve be returns to his bind,
Can ber joy, can ber pleafure be told ?
Such joy and fuck pleafure I find.

But, alas, now again refleion turns fear upon my
heart. His pardon m3y come tao late, and [ may never
fee him more.

. Poh. Take hence that proftigate woman. Let her be
kept under ftri€t guard till my commands.

Fenny. Slavery, fir, flavery is all I atk. Whatever
becomes of him, fpare my life; {pare an unfortunate
woman. What can be the meaning of this fudden turn-%
Confider, fir, if a hufband be never fo bad, a wife is
hound to duty.

Pok. Take her herice, I fay ; tet my orders be obey’d.

N [Exit Jeany, guarded.

Polly. What, no news yet? Not yet return’d !

Caw. If juftice hath overtaken him, he was unwor-
thy of you.

" Polly. Not yet! Oh how I fear.

»
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AIR LXVIH. One evening as I lay.

My heart forebodes be’s dead.

That thought bow can F bear ?
He's gone, for ever fied,

My foul is all dejpir !
1 fee bim pale and cold,

The poose bath fiop' d bis breath,
Fuft as my dream foretold ;

05 bad that fleep been death ! *

Enter Indians. -

Polly. He’s dead, he’s dead ! Their locks confefs it.
Your tongues have no need to give it utterance to con-
firm my misfortunes! I know, I fee, I fecl it! Suppors
me! O Macheath! .~ R

Duc. Mercy upon me! now I look upon her nearer,
blefs me, it mult be Polly. This woman,. fir, is my
flave, and I claim her as my own. I hope, if your
majefty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburfe me,
and not let me be a lofer. She was an honeft girl to
be fure, and had too much virtue to thrive; for, to
my knowlege, money could not tempt her. -

Pob. Anc if fhe is virtuous, Exropean, doft thou think
I'll a& the infamous part of a ruffian, and force her ¢
>Tis my duty, as a king, to cherifh and prote& virtue.

Canw. Juftice hath reliev’d you from the fociety of
a. wicked man. If an honeft heart can-recompence’
¥our lofs; you would male me happy in accepting mine.

hope my father will-confent to my happinefs.

- Pob. Since your love of her is founded upon the love
of virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own dif~
pofal.

Caawr, What, no reply ? :

Polly. Abandon me to my forrows. Far in indulg-
ing them is sy only relief,

Pob. Let the chiefs have immediate execution. For
the reft, let thiem be reftor’d to their owners, and retumn
to their flavery.
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“ATR LXIX. Buff-coat.

Caw. Why that languifp !

Polly. Ob be’s deadl . O be's loft for ever!

Caw.  Ceafe your dhguifb, and- forget your griefy -

Polly. Ab, never! ..
What air, grace, and flature!

Caw. How falfe in bis natare!

Polly.  To wirtue my love might have won him.

Caw. How bafe and deceiving !

Polly. But love is believing. :

Caw. FVice, at length, as ’tis meet, hath undone bim, -

By your confent you might at the fame time give me
happinefs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea-
{ures, are all at your command.

AIR LXX. An Italian Ballad.

Polly. Frail is ambition, bow aweak the foundation |
' Riches have wings as inconflant as wind ;
My heart is proof againf? either temptation,

Virtue, without them, contentment can find.

1 am charm’d, prince, with your generofity and virtues.
*Tis only by the purfuit of thofe we fecure real happi-
nefs. Thofe that know and feel virtue in themfelves,
muft love it in others. Allow me to give a decent’
time to my forrows. But my misfortunes at prefent
interrupt the joys of vittory.

Caw. Fair princefs, for fo I hope fhortly to make
you, permit me to attend you, either to divide your
griefs, or, by converfation, to foften your forrows.

Pob. Tis a pleafure to me by this alliance to recom-
pence your merits [Exiz Caw. and Polly.] Let the.
fports and dances then celebrate our viftory, [ Exir.

D ANCE.

AIR LXXI, The temple,
2 Ind.  Fupice long forbearing,

Power or riches mever Searing,
Slow, yet perfevering,
Hunts the willain’s pace.

Chor. ‘ Juftice long, &c.
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2 Ind. What tongues then defend him 7 .
Or awbat hand will fuccour lend bim ®
Ewen bis friends attend bim,
To foment the chace,
Chor.  Fuftice long, &c.
3 Ind, Virtue jubduing,
Humbles in ruin
All the proud aicked race,
Truth, never-failing,
Mupt be prevailing,
Falfehood fboall find difprace,
Chor.  Fufice long forbearing, &c.
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AN OPERA,

deceperat omnes
{In quibus Ajacem) fumptz fallacia veftis.
Ovip. Metam, lib. xiii,

Naturam expellas furc licet, ufque recurret.
Hor,






PR OL OGUE

WRrITTEN BY MR. Gavy.
Spoken by Mr. Quin,
Wonder not onr Author doubts fuccefs;

One in bis circumflance can do no lefs.
The dancer on the rope that tries at all,
In each unpra&tis'd caper, ri/"gu: a fall :
I own I dread his ticklifh fituation s
Critics deteff poetic innovation.

Had Ic’ras been content with folid ground,
Yhe giddy went’rous youth had ne'er bees drown’d.
Tke Pegafus of old bad fire and force,

But your trae modern is a carrier’s borfe,
Drawn by the foremoft bell, afraid to firay;
Bard following bard, jogs on the beaten way.
Why is this man fo obfinate an elf ?

Will ke, alone, not imitate bimfelf?

His feeme mow fbeaws the heroes of old Greece;
But bow ? ’tis monfirous! In a comic piece.
To bufins, plumes, and kelmots what pretence,
If mighty chiefs muft Jpeak but common fenfe?
Shall no beld di&ion, m poctic rage,
Fome at our mouths and thunder ox the flage?
No—tis Achilles, a5 be came from Chiron,
TuR taught to fing as well as avield cold iren
And awhatfoever critics may fuppaﬁ,
" Qur author kolds, that obat ke Jpoke avas profe.

- Ks
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ACT L
SCENE, Tbe Palace.
THETIS, ACHILLES,

THETI1S.

EFORE I leave you, child, I muft infift upon

your promife, that you will never difcover your-
felf without my leave. Don’t look upon it as capri-
cious fomdnefs, nor think (becaufe ’tis a mother’s ad-
vice) that, in duty to yourfelf, you aregblig’d not to
follow it. ' ‘

Ach. But my chara&ter! my honour! —Wou’d you
have your fon live with infamy ?~—On the firit ftep of
a young fellow, depends his charaéer for life.—I beg .
you, goddefs, to difpenfe with your commands.

Thet. Have you then no regard to my prefentiz
ment ? I can’t bear the thoughts of your going ; for I
know that odious fiege of Troy wou’d be the death of
thee. . .

Ach. Becaufe you have the natural fears of a mother,
wou’d you have me infenfible that I have the heart of
a man? The world, madam, mug look upon my ab-
feconding in this manner, and at this particular jun&ure,
as infamous cowardice, . .

LY
AIR L A clownin Flanders once there was..
What's life ? No curfe is more feweres
Than bearing life with fbame.
Ls this your fondnefs ; this your care ?
O give me death avith fame !
K3
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" Thet. Keep your temper, Achilles:—Tis both im-

pious and undautiful to call my prefcience in queftion. -

Ach. Pardon me, goddefs, for had you, like other
others, been a mere woman only, I thou’d have taken
the liberty of other fons, and fhou’d (as ’tis my duty)
have heard your advice, and follow’d my own.

Thet. 1 pofitively fhall not be eafy, child, unlefs
you give me your word and honour.—You know my
commands. ) :

Ach. My word, madam, I can give you ; but my
honour is already facrific’d to my duty. That I gave
you, when I fubmitted to put on this woman’s habit.

Thet. Believe me, Achilles, I have a tender regard
for your honour, as well as life.—By preventing your
ranning head-long to your deftiny, I preferve you for
fature glory. Therefore, child, I once more infift
upon your?olemn promife.

Ach. Was I a woman (as I appear to be) I cou’d,
without difficulty, give you a promife, to have the

leafure of breaking it; {ut when I promife, my life
1s _pledg’d for the performance.—Your commands,
madam, are facred.—Yet I intreat you, goddefs, to
confider the ignominious part you make me a&.—In
obeying you, I prove myfelf unworthy of you.
bet. My will, Achilles, is not to be controverted,
Your life Xepends upon your duty; and pofitively,
¢hild, you fhall not go to this fiege. o
AIR II. Gudgeon’s fong.
Why thus am I beld at defiance #
‘mother, a godde(s obey !
Will-men never praflife compliance, -
Till marriage bath taught ’em the way #

Jfb; But why muft I lead the life of 2 woman?
why was I ftolen away from my preceptor ? Was I not

as fafe under the care of Chiron #—I1 know the love -

he had for me; I feel his concern ; and I dare fwear
that good creature is now fo diftrefs’d for the lofs -of
me, that he will quite founder himfelf with galloping
from place to place to look after me,

Thet. Il hear no more. Obey, and feek to know
no further,—Can you imagine that I wou’d have taken
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all this trouble to have lodg’d you under the protec-
tion of Lycomedes, if I had not feen the abfolute ne-
ceflity of it ? :

Ach., WereI allow’d to follow my inclinations, what
wou’d you have to fear }—I fhou’d do my duty, and
die with honour.—~Was I to live an age, I cou’d do no
more.

T het. You are fo very obftinate, that really, child,
there is no enduring you.—Your impatience feems
to forget that I am a goddefs: Have I not degraded
myfelf into the charadter of a diftrefs’d Grecian prin- -
cefs? *Tis owing to my artifice and infinuation that
we have the protedtion of the king of Scyros. Have I
not won Lycomedes’s friendfhip and hofpitality to that
degree as to place you, without the leaft fufpician,
among his daughters ;—And for what, dear Achilles >—
Your fafety and future fame requir’d it.

" dch. *Tis impoflible, madam, to bear it much lon-
ger.—My words, my actions, my aukward behaviour,
muft one day inevitably difcover me.—I had been
fafer under the tuition of Chiron. o

Z'ber. Hath not the prophet Calchas perfuaded the
confederates, that the fuccefs of their expedition againft
Troy depends upon your bein% among ’em? Have
.they not emiffaries and fpies almoft every where i
fearch of you? *Tis here only, and in this difguile,
that I can-believe you out of the reach of fufpicion.—~
You have fo much youth, and fuch a bloom, that there
‘is no man alive but muft take you for a woman. What
1 am mott afraid of is, that when you are among the
ladies you fhou’d be fo little mafter of your paflions as
to find yourfelf a man.

AIR III. Did you ever hear of a gallant failor.

Ach. The woman always in temptation,
Muft do what nature bids her do;
Our bearts feel equal palpitation,
For awe’ve unguarded minutes taa.
By nature greedy,
When lank and needy,

K4
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Within your fold the avolf confine ;.
Then bid the glutton
Not think of mutton;

Can you perfuade him not to dine ?

Ther. Now, dear child, let me beg you to be dt
cree’.—I have fome fea-affairs that require my attend-
‘ance, which (much againft my will) oblige me, for a
time, to leave you to your own condugt.

Enter Artemona.

Art. The princefles, lady Pyrrba, have been fitting
at their embroidery above a quarter of an hour, and
are perfe@ly miferable for want of you.

bet. Pyrrka is fo very unhandy, and fo monftroufly
aukward at her needle, that I know fhe muft be
diverting. Her paffion for romances (as you muft have
obferv’d in other girls) took her off from every part
of ufeful education.

Ach. For the many sbligations I have to the prin-
cefles, I fhould (no doubt) upon all occafions fhew
myfeif ready to be the butt of their ridicule.—"Tis a
duty that all great people expec from (what they call)
their dependants.

Art. How can you, lady Pyrrba, mifinterpret a
civility ? I know they have a friendfhip, an efteem for
you ; and have a pleafure in inftru&ting you.

Thet. For heaven’s fake, Pyrrba, let not your cap-
tious temper run away with your good manners. You
cannot but be fenfible of the king’s and their civilities,
both to you and me.—How can you be fo horridly out
of humour?

Ach. All I mean, madam, is; that when people are
fenfible of their own defeis, they ame not the proper

" objeéts of ridicule.

Thet. You are fo very touchy, Pyrrba, that thereis
no.enduring you.—How can you be fo unfociable a
creature as to deny a friend the liberty of laughing
at your little follies and indifcretions? For what do
you think women keep company with one another?

Ach. Becaufe they hate one another, defpife one
another, and feek to have the pleafure of feeing and
expofing one another’s faults and follies.
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. Thet. Now, dear Pyrrba, tell me, is work a thin :

Yyou pique yourfelf upon? Suppofe too they fhou’
fmilepa‘g anyabfurditypin yom-P refs, it could not be
fuch a mortification as if (like moft women) you had
made it the chief bufinefs of your life? .

Art. Don’t they. treat one another with equal fami~
Niarity ? )

Ach. But a reply from me (whatever was the pro-
vocation) might be look’d upon as impertinent. I
lu,t:l: to be under the reftraint of civility when I am ill-
us’d,

Art. Will you allow me, madam, to make your ex-
cufes to the princefles >—The occafion of your high-
nefs’s leaving her, I fee, troubles her.—Perhaps I may
interrupt converfation.

Thet. *Tis aftonithing, child, how you can have fo
little complaifance. ‘This fullen behaviour of your’s
muft be difagreeable. I hope, madam, fhe is not always-
in this way?. :

Art. Never was any creature more entertaining !
Such fpirits, and {6 much vivacity ? The princeffes are
really fond of her to diftra&tion.—The moft chearful
tempers are liable to the fpleen, and ’tis an indulgence .
that one woman owes to another.

Ach. The fpleen, madam,’is a female frailty that I:
have no pretenfions to, nor any of its affeGtions.

AIR 1V. Si vous vous moquez de nous,.

. . When a avoman fullen fits, ,
" And avants breath to conquer reafom,.,
. Always thefe affelted fits
. dAre in feafon:

Since ’tis in her difpofitiony

Make ber be ber. awn phy/iciani
Nay, dear madam, you fkall not'go without mesmmm-
Though I-have my. particular- reafons to be out of.
" hum wr, I cannot be-deficient in good-manners,

- A#. 1 know they would take it-mortally ill if they:
thought your complaifance had put yowrfelf under the-
leatt reftraint.. T

. . K.s,
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Ach. 1 can’t forgive myfelf for my behaviour,—
lou muft excufe me, madam; for abfence in conver-
* fatlon is ah incivility that I am bat too liable to,

Art. You know we all rally you upon your being
in love, as that is one of its moft infallible fymp-
toms. -

Thet. 1 charge you, upon my blefling ;—as youa
expedt fame, glory, immortality, obey me. [75 Achilles.

" [Thetis 4iffes him. Exeunt Achilles and Artemona,
As for his face, his air, his figare, I am not under the
leaft apprehenfion ; all my concern is from the impe-
tuofity of his temper.—Yet, after all, why fbou’d I
fear a difcovery ? for women have the fame paflions,
though they employ ’em upon different obje&s.

AIR V. A minuet.

Man's fo touchy, a wvord that’s injurions
Wakes his bonour 3 he's fidden as fire.
Woman kindles, and is no lefs furious
For ber trifles, or any defire.
Man is tefly,
Or four, or refly;
I balkd o bonoars, or pow’r, or pelf :
Woman's paffons can no lefs moleft ye,
And all for reafons foe keeps to berfelf.

He is fudden, he is impatient. What then ? Are women
lefs fo? Afk almoft all fervants what they know of
their miftrefles.~—He is wilful, tefty, and untra&able,
Can’t thoufands of hufbands fay as much of their wives?
‘Then as for his obftinacy—that can never fhew him
lefs a woman. But he hath not that command of his
tongue I cov’d with him : He is too vehement, too fevere
in his exprefions. In this particular, indeed, few
women take equal liberties to one another’s faces, but
they make ample amends for it behind each other’s
backs; fo that, with all thefe infirmities of man, he
may with the leaft condut very well pafs for a fine
fpirited woman.—This reflexion hath cur’d my anxiety,
and will make me believe him fecwre.

~



AN OPERA, 22y
Enter Lycomedes.

Fbet, *Tis with the utmoft gratitude that I return
your majefty thanks for the honours and hofpitable
favours lgxewn to me and my daughter.

Zycom. You wou’d oblige me more, madam, if your
affairs wou’d allow you to accept ’em longer.

Thet. I have Prefum’d, fir, to trefpafs further on
your generofity, in leaving my daughter under your

. prote&tion.—I hope Pyrrba’s behaviour will deferve it.

AIR VI To yov, my dear, and to no other,
Mupt then, alas, the fondeft mother
Defert ber child? .
Lycom. - - - - - - - Ab, avhy thig tear ¥
-She'll in Theafpe find another ;
In me, paternal love and care.

Had you taken her with you, my daughters wow’d have
been miferable beyond exprefion. Theirs and her
education fhall be the fame.

Tbet. I beg you, fir, not to regard my gratitude
like the common obligations of princes; for neither
time nor intereft can ever cancel it.

Lycom. Affairs of confequence may require your pre-
fence. Importurity upon thefe occafions is trouble-
fome and unhofpitable.—I afk no queftions, madam,
becaufe I chufe not to pry into fecrets.
~ Thet. I can only thank, and rely upon your majefty’s
goodnes.—My duty to the queen, fir, calls me hence,
to own my obligations, and receive her commands.

[Exite
Enter Diphilus.

Lycom. The princels Califia hath taken her leave;
fhe is but juft gone out of the room.

Diph. That Pyrrba, fir, was a moft delicious piece.

Lycom. With all her little vixen humours, to my
tafte fhe is infinitely agreeable.

Diph. Your parting with her, fir, in this eafy man- . |
ner, 15 aftonithing.  One too fo-exceflively fond of you ¥

" Lycom. Parting with her, Dipbilus!
Diph. But no prince alive hath fo great a command

of his paflions.. .
. K 6 Al
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Lyeom. Dear Diphilus, let me underftand you.

Diph. 'To my knowlege you might have had her.

Lycom. Can I believe thee ?

Diph, I really thought the queen began to be a little
uneafy ; and, for the quiet of the family (fince the is
gone) I muft own I am heartily glad of it. .

AIR VIL Jobn went fuiting unto Foan.

Hoaw your patience had been try’d,
Had this haughty dame comply’d !
What's a miftrefs and a wife ?

- Joy for moments, plague for life.

Lycom. I am not fo unhappy, Diphilus.—~Her mother
hath left her to my care.

Diph. Juft as I wifh’d.

Lycom. Wou’d fhe had taken her with her!

. Diph. It might have been better. For beyond dif-
pute, fir, both you and the queen wou’d have been
eafier,

Lycom. Why did fhe truft her to me?

Diph. There cou’d be but one reafon.

Lycom. 1 cannot anfwer for myfelf.

Diph. "Twas upon that very prefumption you was
trufted, ,

Kycom. Wou’d I could believe thee! +

Diph. >Tis an apparent manifeflt fcheme, fir; and
you wou’d difappoint both mother and daughter if your
majefty did not betray your truft.—You love her, fir,
you fay.

Lycom. To diftraQion, Diphilus.

Diph. And was the betraying a truft ever as yet an
obftacle to that paffion? What wou'd you have a
mother- do more upon fuch an occafion? Ladies of
her rank cannot tranfa& an affair of this kind, but
with fome decorum.

Lycom. But you can never fuppofe Pyrrba knows
any thing of the matter.

Diph. Why not, fir?

Lycom. From me fhe cannot; for I have never as
yet made any downright profeffions.

Diph. There lies the true caufe of her thoughtful-
nefs; ’tis nothing but anxiety, for fear her icheme
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fhould not take place ; .for, no doubt, her mother hath
inftru@ted her mot to:be too. forward, to. make you
more fo.—Believe me, fir, you. will have na difficul-
ties in this affair, but thofe little ames- that .every
woman knows how to pratife.to quicken a lover.
Lycom. Be it as it will, Dipbilx:, I muft bave her.
Diph. Had I been acquainted with your pleafure
fooner, your majefty by this time had been tird of
her-——How happy fhall T make her, if I mdy have the
honour of your majefty’s commands to hint your pal~
fion 0 her!
~ Lycom. Never did eyes receive a paflion with fuch
coldnefs, fuch indifference!

AIR VIIE. Groom’s complaint.

Whene'er my looks hawve fpoke defire,

1 figh'd, I gax’d in vain;

No glance thé_’ﬁ’d hber fecret fire;
And eyes the beart explain.

Diph. Though ’tis what fhe withes, what fhe longs
for, what fhe fighs for, refpet and awe are a_reftraint
upon her eyes as well as tongue. I have: often told
you, fir, fhe dares not underftand you ; fhe dares not
believe herfelf fo happy.

Lycom. This ring, Dipbikis—] muft leave the reff
to your difcretion, ' )

Diph. There may be a manner in giving it her, a
little hint or fo—but the prefent will fpeak for itfelf ;
%is the moft fuccefsful advocate of love, and never
wants an interpreter.

Lycom. Say every thing for me, Diphilus; for I-
feel I cannot fpeak for myfelf. .

Diph. Cou’d I be as fuccefsful in all my other nego-
tiations! Yet there may be difficulties, for, if I miftake
not, the lady hath fomething of the coquette about
her; and what felf-denial will not thofe creatures {uffer
to give a lover anxiety !

AIR IX., O’r Bogie,

Obferve the wanton kitten’s play,
Whene'er a moufe appears ;

You there the true coquette furvey.
In all ber flirting airs:
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Now pawing,
Now dawi?g,
Now in fond embrace,
Till *midft ber freaks,
He from ber breats,
Steals off, and bilks the chafe.

Lycom. Dear Dipbilus, what do you mean ? I never
faw a woman f{o little of that charater.

Diph. Pardon me, fir; your fituation is fuch, that
you can never fee what mankind really are. In your
prefence every one is ating a part ; noone is himfelf,
and was it not for the eyes and tongues of your faith-
ful fervants, how little wou’d your fubje&ts be known
to you! Though fhe is fo prim and referv’d before
you, fhe is never at a lofs for airs to draw all the young
flirting lords of the court about her.

Lycom. Beauty muft always have its followers.

Diph. If I miftake not, general 4jax too (who is
fent to folicit your quota for the Trojan war) hath
another folicitation more at heart.——But fuppofe the
had ten thoufand lovers; a woman’s prevalent paffion
is ambition, which muft anfwer your ends.—w—The
queen is coming this way, and her commands may
detain me.—I go, fir, to make Pyrréa the happieft
creature upon earth. Exit.

Enter Theafpe. .

Tbeajpe. I think the princels Califa might as weld
have taken her daughter with her.—That girl is fo in-
tolerably forward, that 1 cannot imagine fuch conver-
fation can poffibly be of any great advantage to your
daughters’ education,

Lycom. You feem of late to have taken an averfion
to the girl.  She hath fpirit and vivacity, but not more
than is becoming the fex; and I never faw any thing
in her behaviour but what was extrémely modeft. ©

Theafpe. For heaven’s fake, fir, allow me to believe
my own eyes. Her forwardnefs muft give the fellows
fome encouragement, or there wou’d not be. that in-
tolerable flutter about her.—But perhaps fhe hath fome
reafons to be more upon her guard before you.

Lycom. How can you be fo unreafonably cenforious 2
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Theafpe. I can fee her faults, fir, I fee her as a
- woman fees a woman. ‘The men, it feems, think the
awkwardcreature handfome.

AIR X. Durch fkipper. Firft part.

Lycom. When woman’s cenforious, -

And attacks the meritorious ;

Inthe feandal fbe foeaws ber own malicious thoughe.

. If real guilt fbe blames, A

Then pride, her beart inflames;

And fbe fanfies fbe’s better for another’s fault.
Thas fecking to difclofe
The flips of friends and foes,

By ber envy fbe does berfelf alone expofe.

Nay, dear child, your attacking her in this peevifh
way can be nothing but downright antipathy.

Theafpe. Nay, dear fir, your defending her in this
feeling manner can be nothing but downright par-
tiality.’ : :

Ly}clm. I own myfelf partial to diftrefs, and I fee
her in that circumftance.

T'heafpe. But there are other reafons that may make
a man partial.

AIR XI. Dutch fkipper. Second part,

As you, fir, are my hufband, no doubt yow're prone
’ To tarn eack new face
o a wife’s difgrace;
And for no other caufe, bur that foe's your own 3
Nay, fir, ’tis an evident cafe.
>Tés firange that all bufbands fbould prove fo blind,
That a wife's real merits they né'er can find,

Tho’ they Rrike all the reff of mankind.

Lycom. How can you be fo ridiculous ? By thefe airs,
madam, you would have me believe you are jealous.

T heafpe. Whence had you this contemptible opinion
of me? Jealous! If I was fo, I have a fpirit above
owning it. I wou’d never heighten your pleafure by
/letti:fg you have the fatisfaltion of knowing I was
uneafy. .. _

Lycom. Let me beiyqu, my dear, to keep your temper.

Theafpe. Since I have been fo unguarded as to own -

-
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it; give me leave to-tell you, fir, that was I of a lower
rank’ it wou’d keep you in fome awe,. becaufe you.
wou’d then know I cou’d~ake my revenge. '
Lycom. You forget-your duty, child.
Theajpe. There 1s a duty too due from a hufband.
Lycom. How can you give way to thefe paflions ?
Theafpe. Becaufe you give way to your’s,
Lycom. But to be fo unreafonably jealoust.
T beafpe. Unreafonably! Wou’d it were fo !

AIR XII. Black joke.

Lycom. hen muft I bear eternal firife,
Both night and day put in-mind of @ wifz,
By ker pouts, Jpleen, and paffionate airs !
Thealpe. D'y think I'll bear eternal flight,
And naot complain when Pm robb’d of my right I
Call you this, fir, but whimfical fears ?
Lycom. Can nought then fiill this raging [form ?
‘Theafpe. Yes. What you promis’d, if you'd perform.
Lycom. Priythee teaze me no more.
Theafpe. I can newer give der,
. T3l I find you as fond and as kind as before.
.Lycom, Will you ne’er aff
<A pofible taf ?
Wou’d you have me fo unhofpitable as to deny her-
my protedtion ? :
Theajpe. *Tis not; fir, that I-prefume to controul:
you in your pleafures. ——Yet you might, methinks,

- have fhew’d that tendernefs for me, to have afed with . '

a little more referve. Women are not fo blind as
hufbands imagine, — Were there no other circum-
ftances,—your coolnefs to me, your indifference,—
How I defpife myfelf for this confeflion }—Pardon me,.
fir, love made me thus indifcreet,

AIR XIIL Ye thepherds and nymphs.
Theafpe, weeping, .
O love, plead my pardon, nor plead it in vain ;
*Tawas you that was jealous, *twas you was in pain ;

Yet awby fhould you Jpeak ? To avhat purpofe or end P
. I muft be unbappy if love can offend. )
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Wet was ever a defign of this kind fo manifeft, fo
Bbare-fac’d!
AIR XIV. The goddefles.
Theafpe, angry.
To avhat a pitch is man profufe,
And all for oftentatious pride I
E’n miffes are not kept _for uje,
But for mere fhow, and nought befide,
For might a wife Jpeak out,
She cowd prove beyond all doubt,
With more than enough be was fupply'd.

The princefs Califia hath thewn an uncommon confi-
dence in your majefty. = The woman no doubt depends
upon it, that her daughter’s charms are not to be
refifted.

Lycom. Nay, dear child, don’t be fcandalous.

AIR XV. Yoan's placket.

Reputations back’d and hew’d,
Can never be mended again ;
Yet nothing fints the tattling prude,
Who joys in another’s pain.
Thus avbile e rends
Both foes and friends,
By both fhe's torn in twain.
Reputations back’d and hew'd,
Can never be mended again.

T’heafpe. You are in fo particular a manner oblig’d
" to her, that1 am not furpris’d at your taking her part.
Lycom. But, dear madam, why at prefent is all this
violent flufter ?
Theafpe. Afk your own heart, atk your own conduét.
Thofe can beft inform you.—'Twou’d have been more
" obliging if Pyrrba and you had kept me out of this
impudent fecret.—You know, fir, I have reafon.
* Lycom. If one woman’s virtue depended upon an-
other’s fufpicions, where fhou’d we find a woman of
common modefty ! Indeed, I think you injure her: I
believe her virtuous. ,
Thea/pe. When a man hath ruin’d a woman, he-
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thinks himfelf oblig’d in honowr to fland up for her
reputation.

Lycom. If you will believe only your own unaccount-
able fufpicions, and are determin’d not to hear reafon,
I muft Jeave you to your perverfe humours.—What
wou’d you have me fay 7 What wou’d yon have me do?

Theajpe. Shew your hofpitality (as you call it) to
me, and put that creature out of the palace.

Lycom. I have a greater regard to your’s and my own
?uiet, than ever to comply with the extravagant pal-

ions of a jealous woman. . ‘

Theafpe. You have taken then your refolutions, I
find; and I am fentenc’d to negle@——Did ever a
woman marry but with the probability of having at
Jeaft one man in her power !—~What a wretched wife
am [! [Weeps.

Lycom. Jealoufy from a wife, even to a man of
quality, is now look’d upon as ill-manners, though
the affair be mever fo public.—But without a caufe !—
I b;g you, madam, to fay no more upon this fubjed.

T heafpe. Though you, fir, may think her fit com-
pany for you; methinks the very fame reafons might
tell you tfvmt the is not fo very reputable a companion
for your daughters.

Lycom. Since a paflionate woman will only believe
herfelf, I muft leave you, madam, to enjoy your ob-
finacy. I know but that way of putting an end to
the difpute. -

AIR XVI, We've cheated the parfon, {Je.
. Though woman's glib tongue,when ber paffions are fir'd,

Eternally go, a man’s ear can be tir'd.
Since woman awill havve both ber aword and ker way,
L yield to your tomgue; but my reafon obey.
obey,
Nothing fay,
. Since woman will have bath her word and ber way.
’ [Exit.
~ Theafpe. Woud I had been more upoa the refervel
But hufbands are horridly provoking; they know the
frailty of the fex, and never fail to take the advantage
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of our paflions to make us expofe ourfelves by cone
- tradiftion.—drtemona.

Enter Artemona,

Art. Madam. '

Theafpe. Is that creature, that (what do you call her)
that princefs gone ?

Art. Yes, madam.

Theajpe. Why did fhe not take that awkward thing,
her daughter, with her?

Art. The advantages fhe might receive in her edu-
cation, might be an inducement to leave her.

Theafpe. Might that be an inducement ?

Are. Belides, in her prefent circumftance, it might
be inconvenient to take her daughter with her.

Tbeafpe. Can’t you find out any other reafon for
leaving her ?

Ars. Your courtefy, madam ; your hofpitality.

Theafpe. No ether reafon ! .

Art. No other reafon ? -

Theafpe. Wou’d I cou’d believe there was no other!

Art. °Tis not for me to pry into your majefty’s fecrets.

Fbeafpe. 1 hate a girl that is fo intolerably forward.

Art. I never obferv’d any thing but thofe little liber-
ties that girls of her age will take, when they are
among themfelves.—Perhaps thofe particular diftinc-
tions the princeffes fhew her, may have made her too -
familiar.—I am not, madam, an advocate for her
behaviour,

Theafpe. A look fo very audacious ! Now the filthy
men, who love every thing that is impudent, call that
fpirit.—But there are, Artemona, fome particular dif-
tin&ions from a certain perfon, Who of late hath been
very particular to me, that might indeed make her too
familiar. -

Art. Heaven forbid ! - '

Theajpe. How precarious is the happinefs of a wife,
when itis in the power of every new face to deftroy
it!—Now, dear drtemona, tell me fincerely, don’t

ou, from what you yourfelf have obferved, think I
ave reafon to be uneafy ?
4Art, That I have obferv’d !
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Tbeafpe. Dear Artemona, don’t frighten thyfelf —I
am not accufing, but talking to you as a friend.

AIR XVIL Fairy elves.

Art. O guard your bours from care, -
Of jealoufy beware;
For fbe awith fancy’d Jprites,
Herjelf torments and frights.
Thus fbe frets, and pines, and grieves,
Raifing fears that fbe telicves.

Theafpe. I hate myfelf too for having fo much con-
defcenfion and humility as to be jealous. *T'is flattering
the man that ufes one ill ; and ’tis wanting the natural

_pride that belongs to the fex. What a wretched, mean,
‘ contemptible figure is a jealous woman ! How have I
expos’d myfelf! :
. Art. Your majefty is fafe in the confidence repos™d
in me.

Theafpe. That is not the cafe, Arremona. Lycomedes
knows I am unhappy. I have own’d it, and was fo
unguarded as to accufe him. . )

Art. Upon meer fufpicion only ? - .

Theafpe. Beyond difpute he loves. her. F know if,
Artemona ; and can one imagine that girl hath virtus:
enough to withftand fuch a propofal ?

ALR XVIIL Mol Peatly.

Al bearts are a little frail
When temptation is rightly apply’d..
What can fbame or fear avail
When ave footh both ambition and pride
Al awomen have power in view ;
Then there's pleafure to tempt her too.
Such a_fure attack there’s no defyings.
No denying ;
Since complying
i Giwves her another’s due.
1 can’t indeed (if you mean that) pofitively affirm
that he hath yet had her, ‘
Art. Then it may be fill only fufpicion.
Theafpe. 1 have trufted too my daughter Deidamia
with my weaknefs, that fhe, by her intimacies and
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Friendhhip with Pyrrba, may get into her fecrets.- In

ghort, T have plac’d her as my fpy about her.—That

girl (out of good-nature, and to prevent family-dif-

putes) may deceive me. She infifts upon it, that I

have nothing to fear from Fyrrba; and is fo pofitive

in this opinton, that fhe offers to be anfwerable for her -
- e¢onduét. - : )

Art. Why then, madam, will you fill believe your
own jealoufies ?

Theafp. All 1 fay is, that Deidamia may deceive
me ; for whatever is in the affair, ’tis impofiible but
-fhe muft know it ; I have order’d it fo that fhe is fcarce
ever from her ; they have one and the fame bed-cham-
‘ber; yet fuch is-my diftemper, that I fufpe& every
body, and can only believe my own imaginations.—
‘There muft be fome reafon that Deidamia hath not
been with me this morning.——I am impatient to
{ee her.

AIR XIX. Sobn Anderfon my Jo.

Art/ Let jealoufy .no longer
A fruitlefs fearch purfue; .
You make bis flame the fironger;
And wake refentment too.
This felf-tormenting care give o'er;
~ For all you can obtain
Is, what awas only doubt before,
To change for real pain.

-

TR ATRIRn T AR BN PRI,
ACT IL

DIPHILUS, ACHILLES."

ACHILLES,

I Am very fenfible, my lord, of the particular honours
that are fhewn me.

- Diph. Honours, madam ! Lycomedes is ftill more par-
ticular. How happy muft that woman be,

refpedts !
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Ach. What do you mean, my lord ?
Diph. Let this fpeak both for him and me: ¢he
nt is worthy him to give, and you to receive.

Ach. I have too many obligations already.

Diph. *Tis in your power, madam, to return *em all.

Ach. Thus I return ’em. And, if you dare be honef,
tell him this ring had been a more bonourable prefent
to Theajpe.

AIR XX. Abroad asI was walking}

Diph.  {Offering the ring a fecond time. ]
Such bomage to ber beasty,
What coynefs can rejedd P
Accept, as ’tis your duty,
The tribute avith refpedt.
With love I ofer power ;
What foame can ever fain thes,
Reflrain thee,
Or pain thee,
" When blef with fuch a dower P

"Tis but an earneft, madam, of future favours.—When
Lycomedes’s power is your's, I intreat your highnefs not
to forget your fervant. :

Ach. 1'thall remember thee with contempt and ab-
horrence.’

Diph. 1 beg you, madam, to confider your prefent
fituation.——This uncommon diftintion requires a
fofter anfwer. ‘

Ach. 1 fhall give no other, my lord.—I dare fay,
* Dipbilus, you think yourfelf highly honour’d by your
prefent negociation.—Is there no office too mean for
ambition #—Was you not a mmn of quality, was you
not a favourite, the world, my lord, would call you a
pimp, a pander, 4 bawd, for this very honourable
propofal of your’s, . . :

Diph. What an unmercifsl weapon is a woman’s
tongue !—I beg your highnefs to confine yourfelf
within the bounds of common civility, and to confider
whoIam. . . .

Ach. 1 do confider it, Diphilus, and that makes thee
a thoufand times the more contemptible, _
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AIR XXI. Butter'd peafe.

Show’d the beaft of the nobleft race

A& the brute of the loweft ¢lafs 5
Tell me, which do you think more bafe,

- Orthe lion or the afs ?
Boap not then of thy rank or flate ;
bat but fhows thee the meaner flave,

Take thy duc then of feorn and bate,

As thow'rt but the greater knave.

Diph. Though the fex have the privilege of unlimited
expreflion, and that a woman’s words are not to be
refented ; yet a lady, madam, may beill-bred. Ladies
too are generally paflionate enough without a provoca.
tion, fo that a reply at prefent would be unneceffary.

Ach. Are fuch the friends of power ?~How un-
happy are princes to have their ns fo very readil
put in execution, that they feldom know the benefit
of reflection ! Go, and for once make your report faith-
fully and without flattery. [Exit.

Diph. This girl is fo exceflively ill-bred, and fuch
an arrant termigant, that I could as foon fall in love
with a tygrefs. She hath a handfome face, ’tis true,
but in her temper fhe is a very fury.—But Lycomedes
likes her ; and ’tis not for me to difpute either his
tatte or pleafure. Notwithftanding fhe is fuch a fpit~
fire, ’tis my opinion the thing may fill do! Things
of this nature fhould be always tranfaGed in perfon,
far there are women fo ridiculoufly half-modeft, that
they are atham’d in words to confent to what (when a
man comes to the point) they will make no difficulties
to comply with. ,

Enter Lycomedes. :

- Lycom. Well, Dipbilus, in what masner did fhe re

ceive my prefent? . -

Digh. *Tis my opinion, fir, that the will accept it

::}e};.fmm yous hands. From me fbe ablolutely re-
it : :

.



249 ACHILLES:

A IR XXII. Come open the door, fweet Berty,

Lycom. What, muft I remain in anguifp ?

And did not ber eyes confent ?

No figh, mot a blufb, nor languift .
Tbat promis'd a kind event!

1t muft be all affeciation,
The tongue bath ber beart bely'd ;

- That oft bath awithfiood temptation,

When ev’ry thing elfe comply’d.

How did fhe receive you? Did you watch her eyes?
What was her behaviour when you firft told her I
lov’d her? ‘

Diph. She feem’d to be defperately difappointed, |
that you had not told her fo yourfelf. !

Lycom. But when you prefs’d it to her— ‘

Diph. She had all the refentment and fury of the
moft complying prude. ’ :

Lycom. But did fhe not foften upon confideration ?

Diph. She feem’d to take it mortally ill of me, that
my meddling in the affair-had delay’d your majefty’s
application. . !

Lycom. What, no favourable circumftance ! ‘

Diph. Nay, I was not in the leaft furpris’d at her
behaviour. Love at fecond-hand to a lady of her warm
conftitution ! It was a difappointment, fir; and fhe
cou’d not but treat it accordingly.—Whatever was my
opinion, *twas my duty, fir, to obey you ; but I found |
juft-the reception I expetted. Apply to her yourfelf, |
fir ; anfwer her withes, and (if I know any thing of
- woman) fhe will then anfwer your’s, and behave her-
felf as fhe ought. ' ‘

Lycom. But, dear Diphilus, 1 grow more and more |
impatient. . o

Diph. That too by this time is her cafe—To fave
the appearances of virtue, the moft eafy woman expeéls
s little gentle com ulfion, and to be allow’d the de-
cency of a little feeble refiftance. For the quiet of
her own confcience, a woman may infit upon a&ing
the part of modefty, and you muft comply with her
fcruples.—You will have no more trouble but what
will heighten the pleafure, : '

A
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Lycom. Pyrrba !—This is beyond my hopes.—Di-
philus, lay your-hand upon my breaft. Feel how my
heart flutters, '

Diph. Did Pyrrba feel thefe affurances of love fhe -
wou’d not appear fo thoughtful, . ‘

Lycom. Deidamia 100 'not with her! -

Diph. She is with the queen, fir.

Lycom. My other daughtcrs, who feem lefs fond of
her, are in the garden ; fo all’s fa-e.—Leave me, Di-
Fhilus, and let none, upon pain of my difpleafure,
prefame to intrude. : [ Exit Diph.,
. Enter Achilles. o

Lycom. Lady Pyrrba, my dear child, ghy fo
thoughtful 2 - ,

Ach. Thoughts may not be fo refp=Gtful ; they may
be too familiar, too friendly, toq true: And who
about you prefumes to communicate ’em ? Words and
forms only are for your ear, fir. '

Lycom. You know, Pyrrba, you was never-eceiv’d
upon the foot of ceremony, but friendthip ; fo that it
wou’d be more refpeéful, if youn was lefs thy and lefs -
referv’d.—"Tis your behaviour, Pyrrba, that keeps me
at a diftance.’

Ach. If I 'was wanting, fir, either in daty to vou or
myfelf, my own heart wou’d be the firlt to reproaca
me.—Your majetty’s generoiity is too folicitous upoa
my account; and your courtely and affability may -
even now detain you from atfairs of importance.—
If you have no commands, fir, the princefles egpett
me in the garden. .

Lycom. Nay, pofitively, my dear Pyrrba, you fhall’

. mot go. : : . :

Ach. But why, fir —For heaven’s fake, what hath
fet you a trembling P——I fear, fir, you are out of* .
order. Who waits there '

Lycom. Idid not call, Pyrréa,

Ach Let me then, fir, know your commands,—e

AIR XXIII. Alro giorno in compagnia.
Lycom. If my paffion awant explaining,
" . Tois away turn and read my eyess
T/:q/é awill 1eli thée, avitbous feigning,
What in werds 1 muft di, uifes
. L -

’ . - >
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Ach. Why do you fix your eyes fo intenfely upon
me ?—Speak your pleafure, fpeak to me then.—Why
am I feiz’d ?—Spare me, fir, for I have a temper that
can’t bear provocation, .

Lycom. 1 know there are a thoufand neceflary affeéta-
tions of medefty, which women, in decency to them-
felves, gra&ife with common lovers before compli-

ance.—But my paflion, Pyrrba, deferves fome dif-
tin&tion. ‘ )

_Ach. 1beg you then, fir, don’t lay violent hands
upon me.

Lycom. The prefent you refus’d from Dipbilus, accept
from me. ' ' :

Ach. Why will you perfit¢—Nay, dear fir, [ can’t
anfwer for my paflions. ,

Lycom. *Tis not Diphilus, bat I give it you,

Ach. That Diphilus, fir, is your enemy.
- Lycom. ’Tis I that offer it.

Ach. Your very worlt enemy, your fatterer,

Lycom. Yau fhow’d firive, child, to conquer thefe
extravagant paflions. o :

Ach. How I defpife that fellow ! that pimp, that
pander! ‘ ’

AIR XXIV. Trip to the landry.

How unbappy are the great,
Thus begirt avith fervile flaves !

Suth awith praife your reafon cheat.
Flatt'rers are the meaneff knawes.

 They in friendbip’s gnife accoft you 3
Falfe in all they Jay or do. .
« When thefe wretches bave ingrofi’d yox, -

Wbho's the flave, fir, they or you ?

* Lycom. Is this reproachful language, Pyrrba, befit-
ting my prefence ? . .

Ach. Nay, dear fir, don’t worry me. By Fowe,
youw’ll provoke me. .

Lycom. Your affe@ation, Pyrrba, is intolerable.
‘There’s enough .of it.—Thofe looks of averfion are
infupportable.—I will have no ftruggling.

Mch. Then, fir, 1 mut bave no violence. .
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AIR XXV. As1walk’d along Fleerfireet.
Lycom. When the fort on no condssion
' Will admit the gen’rous foe,
Parley but delays fubmiffion 5
We by florm fbow’d lay it low.

I am in earneft, lady.—TI will have no trifling, no co-
uetting ; you may fpare thofe little arts of women,
or my paffion is warm and vehement enough without

’em—Do you know, Pyrrka, that obedience is your

duty ? . -

_ -Ach. I know my duty, fir; and, had it not been
for that fycophant Diphiius, perhaps you had known .

your’s. . .

‘Lycom. T am not, lady, to be aw’d and frighten’d
by ftern looks and frowns.—Since your obftinate be-
haviour then makes violence neceflary

Ach. You make felf-prefervation, fir, as neceflary.

Lycom. I won’t be refus’d.

" 'AIR XXVI The lady’s New-year's gift.

. Why fuch affeiation ? .

Ach. Why this provocation ? -
Lycom. Muft I bear refiffance fiill !

" Ach. Check your inclination.

- Lycom. Dare you then deny me ?
Ach. You too far may.try me. .
Lycom. Muf I then againf? your awill!
Ach. Force fball never ply me. -

Lycom. Never was fuch a termagant !
Ach. By Fove, never was fuch an infult!
Ljcom. Will you ?—Dare you ?—Never wgs fuch
firength !—[ Achilles fu/ba. him from bim with great
Violence, and throws bin dewn.

Ack. Defift then. X

Lycom. Audacicus fury, know you what you bave
done ? . ‘ .

AIR XXVII. Puppet-fhow trumpet tune.
[Achilles holding Lycomedes down.]
Ach. What beart bath not courage, by force affail’d,
To brave the moff defperate fight ?
*Tis juftice and virtue that batf prevaild;
Power mufp Jidﬁ Yo right.
2

~
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Lycom. Am I fo ignominioufly to be got the better of{
Ach. Youare. =~ - - o

Lycom. By a woman!
Ach. You now, fir, find you had.afted a greater

g:m, if (in fpite of your flatterers) you had got the
tter of your awn paflions. o .
Enter Diphilus and Courtiers,
1 Court- Aun attempt upon the king’s life!—The
guards ! where are the guards ? _
2 Court. Such an open, barefic’d affaflination ? .
- [They feize Achilles, and raife Lycomedes.
8 Cours, Apd bya woman too!” - ) i
1 Court. Where are your wounds, fir ? . o
2 Court. Take the dagger from her, that the dono -
farther mifchief. =~ . . i
3 Court. The daFge_r 1-Where? What dagger?.." .
1.Court, You will find it fomewhere or other con-
cealed ; examine her, fearch her. B
Ach. Save your zeal, firs, for times of real dénger.
Yet Lycomedes accufe me~He knows my offence.
Lycam. How have I expos’d myfelf!—— Diphilus,
bid thefe over-officious friends leave me,  and, as.they
value my favour, that they fay nothing of what. thoy
have feen~[Diphilus talks apart avith the Courtiers,
awho go out.] Though the infult from any other. per-
fon had been unpardonable, there are ways that you,
madam, might fill take. to reconcile me,
Ach Self-defence, fir, is the privilege of mankind.
I know your power, bat, as I have offended no law, I
rely upon your juftice. ) -
- Lyeowsx)Twould be fafer, madam, to rely-on your
owa future behaviour. g
Ach. Who, was the aggreflor, fir?
Lycom. Beautp, inclination, love. If you. wilk merit
favour yau know. the conditipns. ST~
AIR XXVIIL Ol king Cole. . -

N  No more &e cop ;
Givve a lovfe to jop,”
Aud let love for thy pardos fue.
. A glance.cow’d all my rage defiroy,
Doed lighs up my flame anew.
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Fur though a man can fland at bay
Againft @ woeman’s will ;
And keep, amid the ioudef} fray,
His refolution fisl ;
et when confemiing fmiles accoft,
The man in ber arms is loft.

Ach. If your refentment wants only the fhow of

jultice, let this hsnourable man here be my accufer ; it
- may be neceffary for him to trump up a horrid con-
fpiracy to fkreen his own infamous praétices.

Diph. Your majefty hath had too much confidence

“in this woman. The lives of kings are facred, and the

-matter (trivial as it feems) deferves further inquiry.—

. There mult be fome fecrot villainous defign in this
affair. :

Ach. And are not you, Diphilas, eonfcious of that
fecret villainous defign ?

Diph. *T'is an offence, fir, that is not to be pardon’d.
Your dignity, fir, calls upon you (notwithftanding
your partiality to her). to make her an example. These
muft be things of confequence that we are ftill ignorant
of ; and fhe ought -to- undergo the fevereft examina-
tion.—My zeal for your fervice, fir, was never as yet at
a lofs for-witnefles upon thefe occafions. [70 Lycom.

Lycom. Don’t you fee'the queen coming this way ¥
Have done with this difcourfe, dear Diphilus, and leave
me.—Wou’d I cou’d forget this ridiculous affair! For

" the prefent, Pyrrba, I'truft you to return to the ladies ;
though (confidering your paffionate temper) ‘I have

- lisdle reafon to rely on your difcretion. |
- [Exexnt Achilles and Diphilus..

Enter Theafpe and Deidamia..

Theafpe. Ithought I had heard Pyrrba’s voice.
Lycon. A jealous woman’s thoughts are her own'
and her hufband’s eternal plague; fo I beg you, my
- dear, fay no more of her.
Tbeafpe. And have I no reafon but my own thoughts,

my liege 2 Ls

!
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AIR XXIX. Dicky's walk, in Dr. Fauftus.
What give a'er !
I muft and will complain.
Lycom.  You plugue us both in wain.
Theatpe. ~ ¥You avan’t then bear @ wife!
Lycom. T muft, it feems, for life.
' L eaze no move. ]
Theafpe.  Nay, fir, you knoais *tis true,
’ That *tis 10 ber I owe my due.
. No thanks to you!
It behoves kings, fir, to have the fevereft guard upon
their altions ; for as their great ones are trumpeted by
fame, their little ones are’ as certainly and as widely
“convey’d from ear to ear by 2 whifper.
Lycum. Thefe chimerical jealoufies, madam, may
provoke my patience. T :
»" Theafpe. Chimerical jealoufies !—And do you really,
fir, think your ignominiogs affair is ftill a fecret ?<=—
“Ami [ to be ignorant of a thing that is already whif-
per’d every where ? '
, ATR XXX. Puddings and pyes.
Lycom. The flips of a bufband you wives
: Will gever forget :
" Yeur tougue for the courfe of our lives
’ Is ngever in debt.
. ’Tis now funning,
And then dunning 3
- Tutent on aur follies alone,
" F%s fo fully employ’d that you never can think of your ows.

Theafpe. My fufpicions have, indecd, wrong'd.
Pyrrba.—How I refpe&t and honour that girl l—
Deidamia, that honourable, that virtuous creature
Pyrrba, well deferves both your friendfhip and mine.—
~ As foon as you have found her bring her to me, that

I may acknowlege the merits fhe hath to me. -

( ) [Exit Deidamia.
“After the repulfe and difgrace you have>ve;_yjuﬁly met
with, you might with reafon cenfure me for want of
“duty and refpe fhou’d 1 upbraid you.—’Tis paft ; and
if you will never again put me .in mind, I chufe to
forget it.—Yet, wou’d you reward virtue, and had you
any regard for my quiet— -
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ATR ‘XXXI. My dilding, my dalding..

Ab! foou’d you ever find her ' -

Complying and kinder ;
Though now you bave refign’d ber ;.

What then muft enfue * . .
Your flame, though now ’tis overs N

. Again awill recover ;
Ve ou’§ prove as fond a lover,
- As I'm now of you.

. Lycom. What wou’d you have me do ? S

Theafpe. T wou'd have you diftruft yourfelf and re-
move the temptation.—I have long had it at heart to
find a match for my nephew Periphas, and I really

" think we can never meet with a more deferving woman.

Lycom. Whatever {cheme you have for her, I fhall
not_interfere with you.—I have had enough of her
termagant bumours ; fhe hath not the common foftnefs
of the fex.—’Tis my opinion, that Periphas will not .
find himfelf much oblig’d to you; for the man that
marries her muft either conquer his own paffions, or
her’s, and one of ’em €according to my obfervation)
is not to be conques’d.’ '

Theafpe. Marriage, fir, hath broke many a woman’s
fpirit; and that will be only his affair,—When he takes
her with him, your own family at leaft will be eafy.

Lytom. Her prefence juit now would be thocking.—
I cou’d not ftand the fhame and confufion.—I fee her,

“and Deidamia with her.—Do with her as you pleafe;
‘you have my confent. © - ¢ : [Exit..
R -Enter D2idamia and Achilles, - .
" Theafpe. The charaGer Deidamia hath given of you,.
~ and your own behaviour, child, have fo charm’d me,
that I think I never can fufficiently reward your merits.
Ach. Deidamia’s friendthip may make her partial,—
My only merit, madam, is gratitude.
" Theajpe. To convince you of the opinion I have of
you—But I muft firft atk you a queftion—Don’t you
think, lady Pyrrba, that my nephew Peripbas is very
agreeable ? ]
Aech. That impatience of his, to ferve as a volunteer -
with the troops of Lycomedes at the fiege of Troy, is
, L B

4
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becoming his birth.—So much fire, ,and fo mauch
{pirit !—I don’t wonder your majefty is fond of him.’

Theajpe. Butl am fure, Pyrrba, you muft think his
perion agreeable, : .

Ach. No woman alive can difpute it.

T beajpe. 1 don’t know, every way, fo deferving a
young man ; ard have that influence upon him, and
at the fame time that regard for him, that I would
have him happy.—Don’t think, child, that I wou’d
make him huppy at your expence; for knowing him,
I know you wiil be #1.—~Was the princefs Califfa here,
’tis a match fhe cou’d not dithpprove of ; therefore let
that be no vbttacle, for every thing, in regard to her,
I take upon myfclf, . . }

Ach. Wou'd you make me the obftacle to his glory ?
Pardon me, madam, | know myfelf undeferving.

A1R XXXII. -How happy are you and 1.

Firt let him for honour roam, '
And marizal fame obtain : -

Then (if be fbou’'d come home)

 Perbaps I may explain,

Since then alone the bera’s deeds
Can make my beart give way 3

Tiil Nion falls and He&or bleeds,
I muft my choice delay. .

Theafpe. Nay, Pyrrka, 1 won’t take thefe.romantic
notions of your’s for an anfwer.—Deidamia is fo much
“your friend, that, I am fure, fhe muit be happy with
“this alliance ; fo, while I make the propofal to my
‘nephew, I leave.you two to talk over the affair to-
gether. : [Exit.
" Ach. Was there ever a man in fo whimfical a cir-
«cumilance ! , - -

Deid. Was there ever a woman in fo happy and fo
" unhappy a one as mine! - .
~ Ach. Why did I fubmit? why did I plight my faith
thus infamoufly to conceal myfelf ?~~What is -become
©f my honour ? T

Deid. Ah Pyrrba, Pyrrha, what is become of mine !

Ach. When fhall I behave myfelf as a man!

Deid, Wou’d you had never behav’d yourfelf as one!
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ATR XXXIH. Fy gar rub her o’er with firaw..
. Think avbat anguifh tears my quiet,.
Since I fuffer’d foame for thee 3
Man at large may rove and riot,
., We are bound, but you are free.
Are thy wows and oaths mifiaken 2
. Seethe birds that wing the fBy ;5.
Thefe their mates bave ne'er forjakens.
Till their young at leaft can fiy.

Ach. Pefter’d and worried thus from every quarter,.
*tis impoffible much loviger to prevent difcovery !

Drid. Dear, dear Fyrrba, confide in me. Any other
difcovery but to me only wou’d be inevitable perdition
to us both.«~Am I treated like a common proftitute -
€Can your gratitude (woud I might fay love!) refafe
to let me know the man to whom I owe my rum ?

Ach. You muft rely,” my dear princefs, upon my
~ honour ; for I am not, like a fond weak hufband,. to:
be teaz’d into the breaking my refolution,

AIR XXXIV. Beggar’s Opera. Hornpipe..

Know that importunity’s in wain.

Deid. Can then nothing move thee ?
Ach. AR not, fince denial gives me pain.

- Deid. * Think bow much I love thee,
"Ach. What's a fecret in a woman's breaft
Deid.. Canff thou thus upbraid me !
Ach. Let me leavve thy beart and tonigue at reff.
Deid. Lowe then bash betray'd me.

Ach. For heaven’s fake, Deidamia,  if you. regard.
my love, give me quiet.—Intreaties,. fondnefs, tears,.
rage, and the whole matrimonial rhetoric of woman
to gain her cnds, are all thrown away upon me; for,
by the gods, my dear Deidamia, ¥ am inexorable.

Deid. But, my dear Pyrrba (for you oblige we fill
to cali you by that name) only imagine what muft be
the conlequence of a month or two.—Think of my
unhappy condition.—To fave nfy fhame (if you a¥e a-
man of honour) you muft then come: to'fome refolu-
tion. . .

Ach. *Till.T deferve thefe fufpicions, Deiduntia; nve.
thinks it wou’d be more bf,coming your profeflions of
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love to fpare em.—I have taken my refolutions ; and
when the time comes, you thall know ’em: till then
be eafy, and prefs me no farther. - .

_AIR XXXV. My time," O ye mufes.

Deid. Hoaw bappy my days and how faveet awas my reff,
Ere love with bis paffions my bofom diftreft !
Noav 1 languifb awith forrow, Idoubt and 1 fear :
But love bath my all awwbex my Pyrrha is near.
Yet awby have I griev’d ?~—Yewain paffions adies !
I know my oawn beart, and Il think 1bee as trues

= Andasyouknows my beart,’twould be folly to range;

For ahd’d be inconflant tolofe by the change ?

My life, my honour, then I implicitly intruft with you.

Ach. Who wou’d have the trouble. of putting on a
charadler that does not naturally belong to him! the
life of a hypocrite muft be one continual fcene of
anxiety. When fhall I appear as I am, and extricate
myfelf out of this chain of perplexities!—I have no
fooner efcap’d being ravifh’d, iut Iam immediately w
be made a wife. -

Deid. But, dear Pyrrka, for my fake, for your own,
have a partjcular regard to ‘your behaviour- till your
refolution is ripe for execution.—You now and then
take fuch intolerable ftrides, that I vow.you have fet
me 2 blufhing. ' ‘ )

* Ach. Confidering my continual reftrzint, and how
much’ the part I a& differs from my inclinations, ¥
aw furpriz’d at my own behaviour.

AIR XXXVL Iam come te your houfe.

Your drefs, jour converfations,
Yaur airs of joy and pain, !

Al thefe are affectations =
We never can attain.. o .

 The fex fo often varies, '

*Tis nature more than art =

Do play their avbale wagaries
We muft bavve wwoman’s beart.

Deid. Your fiwearing too, upon certain occafions, |
founds fo very mafculine—an oath ftartles me.——
Wou’d T cou’d cure mylelf of thefe violent appre-
henfioas ! ' o

f Ch. L.l . . B Lt '
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Aeh. As for that matter, there are ladies who, in
their paflions; can take all the liberties of fpeech.

Deid. Then too, you very often look fo agreeably
. impudent upon me, thar, let me die, if I have not
been mortally afraid my fiters wou’d find you out.

~ Ach. Impudent ! are women fo cenforious, that looks
cannot efcape ’em ?—May not one woman look kindly-
upon another without fcandal &\

Deid. But fuch looks !—~Nay, perhaps I may be par--
ticular, and it may be only my own fears; for- (not--
withftanding your drefs) whenever I look upon you, I
have always the image of a man.before my eyes.

Ach. Do what we will, love at fome moments will!
beunguarded.—But wlat fiall I'do about this Peripbas?

Deid. His heart is fo fet upon the fiege, that I
Rnow you can haye but very little perfecution upon:
his account: '

Ach. Wou'd I cow’d go with him !’

Deid. And cou’d you leave me thus ? i
' Ach. Haveyou only a wonranith fondnefs ? ‘T thought; .
Deidamia; you lov'd me. And you cannot truly fove‘
and efteem, if in every circumftance of life you have -
not a juft regard for my honoar..

Deid. Dear Pyrrba; don’t mention it;  the very-
thought of it kills me. You have fet my heart in a:
moft violent Ealpritation‘-—Let us talk no more upon:
this difagreeable fubje@t.—My fifters will grow very:
impatient,—Shou’d we ftay longer together, I might:
again be importunate and afk ‘to know you;-and T had
rather.bear the eternal plague of unfatisfied curiofity, ..
than give you a- moment’s difquiet:—They are now
expefting us in the garden, and, confidering my pre- -
fent circumftances, I wou’d not give ’em occafion to-
be impertinent, for: of late they have been horridly-

“prying and inquifitive.—Let us go to ’ém.

Aeh. .1 envy that Periphas. His honour, his famey,

his glory is-not to be fhackled by a-woman. -

AIR XXXVIL The Clarinette.
"Ath, Ab, by is my beart fo tender !

My hononr incites me to arms :

To lowe fhall I fame furrender ? -
By laurels I'll »flrit thy charms. .
_ 6. -
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Deid. How cqn 1 bear the refletion ?

Ach. 1 balare 5 and honour gives way.

Deid. Reward my love by affection ;
1 afk thee o more than I pay.

ACT IIL |

THEASPE, PERIPHAS, ARTEDONA,

THEASPE. -
PERIPHAS, I have a favour to atk of you, and
pofitively I will not be refus’d. - -

Per. Your majelty may command,
Theafpe. Nay, nephew, ’tis for your own good.

Fer. To abey your commands, madam, muft be fo. _-

" Theafpe. 1 am .not, Periphas, talking to you as a
queen, but as a relation, a friend.—I muft have no
difficulties ; therefore I infift upon your abfolute pro-
mife. . .
Per. I am notin my own power. madam.—Lycongs
des, you know, hath acceded to the treaty of a)ijance
that to-furnifh his quota, his troops are already em-
bark’d, and that I have engag’d myfelf in his fervice.

. Theajpe. Why will you raife obitacles before yow
know the conditions ? *T's a thing I have fet my hearg
upon, and I tell you *tis what in henous, you ¢an come

~ ply with.’ S . .

Per. My duty, my obligations, put me entirely in
your difpofal. .
" Theafpe. You promife then folemnly, faithfully—
Per. 1 do. . .
Theajpe. I have remark’d, Poriphas, that vou are
3rodig§+)uﬂ)' foud of che princef. Califta’> daughtey,
" Per. I iocd of her, madam!
* Theajpe. Nay, Peripbas, are you not eternally at
her ear? ' e - b .
Art. Haw I have feen that formi iable hero, general

Ljax, fuffer up-n your account! —OF all his rivals you

are his eternal torm.ot.—He reddens, fighs, and- (as
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-much as is confitent with fuch a ‘bluftering foldier’s
valour) languifhes whenever you are near her.

Theajpe. You may fafélyown yoir paflion, Periphas,
for I know you think her agreeable. o

Art. Befides her being the fathionable beauty of the
court (which is fuficient vanity to make a]] the young
fellows follow her) you, of all mankind, in gratitude
ought to like kier. I know all of ’em envythe par-
ticular diftin&ions fhe fhows you. - .

Theajfpe. 1 am convinc’d of her merits ; ands your
marrying her I know wou’d make you both happy.

f}-’::-; t-me perifh, madam, if I ever once thought

of 1t. . B
Theafpe. Your happinefs you fee hath been in '
thoughtf—l take thepfettlingy this affair upon myfel?
_ Per. How cow’d you, madam, imagine J bad any
views. of this kind !—What, be a woman’s fallower
with intention to marry her! Why, the very women
themfelves won’d laugh at 2 man who had fo vulgar a:
notion of gallantry, and knew fo litde of their incli-
nations.—The man never means it, and the woman
never expets it; and for the moft part they have every
other view But marriage.

-Theajpe. But I am ferious, nephew, and infift upon
_your promife. .

AIR XXXVIIL No fooner hath Jonathan leap’d

from the boat.

Al ignovant backelors cenfure by rote; .
Like critics you view.it avith enwy or fpleen,
You pry out its faults, but the povd is o'erfeem.

What are the jefis that os marviage you quote ?

Per. *Tis not in my power, madam ; ’tis not in my
_inclinations.—A foldier can have but one inducement
‘to marry (and the woman may have the fame reafon
‘#00), which is the opportuniries of abfence. '

Theafpe. You know, pephew, you have promis’d.

" Per. But fuppcfe I am already engag’d,

Tbeafpe. That will beranother merit to her.

Per. *Tis impofiible, madam.—In a day or twa you
Janow 1 am to fes out for the campaign. 1

.
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Theafpe.” A lady of her romantic fpirit ean- have no
objedtions to following the camp.

AIR XXXIX. Love’s a dream of mighty pleafure..

: Soldier, think before you marry ;

If your wife the camp attends,
You but a convenience carry,
For (perbaps) a hundred friends.
If at bome fbe’s left in forsoaw,
Abfence is convenient taoy "
Neighlbours now and then may borrow
_ What is of mo ufe to you. .
¥ indeed fear’d Pyrrba might have ftarted fome difficul-
ties, but if you rightly confider the propofal, you
can have none.

Per. What is the caufe of -the war we are now en-
gaged in? Does not the fate of Menelaus flare me in.
the face? o :

Theafpe. 1 will-have no more of your trifling objec--
tions, Periphas} and as to your part, from this time,.
-1 will Jook upon'the affair as-happily concluded.—AllL
that now. remains to beé done is with Pyrrba. I have
left her to Deidamia’s management ; and without doubt
~her good offices muft prevail, for you-can never have:
a better advocate.—But fhou’d the girl be perverfe and
obftinate!—’Tis impoflible. For however her heart is-
already engag’d, no woman alive can refift the ambi--
tion of fuch an alliance;

: [Exeunt Thealpe; and Artemona.

Per. Had 116 little.tafte of liberty as to be inclin’d:
to marry, that girl is of fo termagant fpirit!~—The
braveft man muft have the dread of an eternal domeftic

war.—In atongue-combat woman is invincible, and the-
hufband- maft come off with fAame and infamy; for-

though hie lives in perpetual noife and tumult, the poor
-+ man-is only ridiculous to - his neighbours.— How can-
we ever get rid of her-?—Hercules conquered the feven-
“headed .Hydra, but:hi wife was.a venomed fhirt that:
- ftuck:to him'to the-laft.. - Co
Enter. Ajax.
"Ajax. This rencounter, Periphas, is as I with’die—

The liberties you have: taken———you know.what Ii
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_ mean—when my honour is concern’d—an indignity,.
and all that !—"Tis not to be put up ; and Imuft infift
upon an explanation.—There is a partitular affair,.
my lord:

Per. Your accofting me in this particular manner,
lord Ajax, requires explanation.—For let-me die, if I
comprehend you! . :

Ajax. Death, mylord, I explain! [ am’net come
here to be afk’d queftions.—"T'is fufficient that [ krow
the affront, and that you know I will have fatisfac-
tion. So, now you are anfwer’d '

Per. [can’t fay, much to my fatisfuction, my lord 3
for I can’t fo much as guefs at your meaning; A

Ajax. A man of honour, Periphas, is notto be trifled
withal, :
.Per. But a.man of honour, 4jax; is not obliged: in

courage to be unintelligible. ;
4jax. I hate talking. —The tongue is 2 woman’s
weapon. Whenever I am- affronted,. by the gods, this
fword is my only anfwer.. )
Per. *Tis not, jax, that I decline the difpute, or
wou’d upon any account deny you the pleafure of fight-
, ing; yet (if it 1s not too-much condefcenfion in 2 man
of honour) before I fight Fwou’d-willingly know the
provocation. :

AIR XL. Maggy Lawther.

Ajax.  What is all this idle chat ?
. Words are out of Jfeafor.
Whether 'tis or this or that,.
The favord fhall do me reafan..
Hosour calfd me to the taff; -
No matter for explaining =
Tis a frefo affront to afk

A man of bonour’s meaning.

Be it as it will, Periphas; we have gone too fir
already to’ retra&.—You know, I fuppofe, of m
pretenfions to a certain lady.—Now are you fatisfied 2,
Per. If you had her, my.lord, it had been much
more to my. fatisfattion. I admire your courage.

'
PEES
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AIR XLI Lord Frop and lady Moufe.

Ob, then it faems you want a wife !
Show'd I confent,
You may repent,
And all ber daily jars and firife
You may on me refent. -
Thus ev’ry day and ev'ry night,
If things at bome foow’d not go right,
We three muf live in eonflant fight.
© Take ber at all event.

Ajax. Hell, and furies! kam not to be rally’d out
of my r&f;ntm.ent. inion. s f

Per. Now, in my opinion, ’tis flinging away your
courage to fight without a caufe ; t-bo%g}% indeedythe
_men of uncommon prawefs, by their loving to make
‘the moft of every quarrel, feem to think the contrary.

- Ajax. You are not fo fure of the lady, Periphas, as
you flatter yourfelf; for whenever I am a nval, by
Fowe, ’tis not her confent, but my fword, that maft

. decide the queftion. . .

Per. Sure never a rival (as you will call me) had 2
better reafon for fighting than I have at prefent; for
if I am kill’d, I fhall be out of danger of having the:
woman. S

Ajax. You might fpare your jokes. Periphas, for
my courage wants no provocation.—If I fall, Pyrréa
may be your’s: You will then deferve her.—Till thep—

lger. So he that conquers, as.a reward, I find is to be
married.—Now, dear. 4jax, is that worth fighting
for ? o .

djax. Your paflion for that lady, Peripbas, -is too.
public to bear difpute.—Have not I feen you whifper
her, laugh with her? And by fome particular looks,
at the fame time, ’twas too evident that I was the fub-

je& of your mirth. . .

Per. Looks, djax? L -

Ajax. Yes, looks, my lord ; and I never did or wilk
take an impertinent one from any man.

Per. Impertinent one ! . ’

Ayax. Furies! This cdlm mockery. is not to be
borne.—I won’t have my words repeated. .. :

Per. Such language, djax, may provoke me,

s .
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~ AIR XLIL : Richmond ball.
Pér. . What means all this ranting ?

Ajax. Ceafe your joking;
Tis provoking ;
Per. "1 to my, honour will ne'er be wanting.
- Ajax. Will you do me right ?
Per. What -means all this ranting ?
_Ajax, Ceafe your joking ;
Tis ;aro‘z'oé'xg, .
Per. I to my hanour will ne’er be wanting.
Ajax, Talk not then, but fight.
Giwve_ then by a&tion
Satisfaction. _ )
Per. DIm not in awe, fir.
Ajax.  Death! awiil you draw, fir?
© Tittle-tattle ’
Is a battle

You may fafer try. )
Per, Yer, firfty {d Sain knoww -awvky.

. Ajax. By Jupiter, Periphas, "till now [ never thought
you'a coward.

Per. Nay then—fince my .own honour calls upon
me.—Take notice, Hjax, that I don't ﬁ[ght for the

woman. They fights
Enter Theafpe, Artemona, and Guards.

1 Guard. Part ’em—Beat down their fwords,
- [They are parted.

2 Guard. How dar’d you prefume to fight in the
royal gardens? = .

1 Guard. Nay, in the very prefenée —For fee, the
queen,

Ajax. *Tis very hard, firs, that a man fhou’d be
deny’d the fatisfaction of a gentleman. .
. Theafpe. Lord Ajax, for this unparallel’d prefump-
tion, we forbid you the palace. .
Ajax. | fall take fome other opportunity, my
lOI’d. N - . [Exito
Theafpe. And.as-for you, Peripbas— L

Per.” Your majefty’s rigor can do no lefs than forbid
me the woman, .
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Theajpe. The woman, Periphas, is the only thing
that can reconcile me to your behaviour.

Per. That blundering hero 4jax will have it that
I am his rival. The man will be almoft as miferable
without her as ’tis probable he might be with her.—
Oblige us both then, madam, and let the general be
miferable in his own way. . o |

Theafpe. 1 cou’d not have imagin’d that obftinate -

irl cou’d have had any fcruples to the match; but
i):idamia tells me fhe finds her as difficult as you.

Per. Since you know, madam, that Pyrrda will
have her own way ; for both cur fakes, and to fave ‘
yourfelf anneceflary trouble, your majefty had better |
give up this impoffibility. L

Enter Diphilus and Guards. o

Diph. 'To prevent future milchief, my lord, his ma-
jefty puts you under arreft, and commands you to at- |
tend lli_im. General 4jax is already in cuftody.—Tis
his pleafure too, that (after you have paid your duty to
him) you embark with the troops immediately ; and
‘you are not to come afhore again upon pain of his
majefty’s difpleafure. ) :
: AIR XLIIIL

Per.  In awar we've nought but death to fear, -
How gracious is the fentence !
For that is eafier far to bear,
Than marriage_avith repentance.
Begirt awith foes, by numbers brav’d,
I'd blefs the bappy. crifie; '
The man from greater danger fav'd,
The loffer ones defpifes: = L 1. .
Your majefty then, you f{ind, muft diffge'n!’e with
my promife 'till after the expedition.—If the gene-
ral fhou’d be fo happy, to bring Pyrrba with him
to the camp, perhaps we may like one another better.
Diph. The king, madam, wants to talk to™.your
majefty upon affairs of confequence.—~You will find
him in the royal apartment. ‘
Theafpe. My daughter, with Pyrrha, have juft turn’d
the walk, and are coming this way.—~You may ftay
- with ’em, Artemona, till I fend for you, )
[Exeunt Theafpe, Periphas, e
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Enter Philoe and Lefbia. -

Pbhil. *Tis horridly mortifying that thefe trades
people will never get any thing new againff a birth-
day. They are all fo abominably ftupid, that a
woman of fancy cannot poffibly have the opportunity
of fhewing her genius. ,

.. Lefbia. The fatigue one hath of talking to thofe
creatures for at leaft a month before a birth-day, is in-
fupportable; for you know, fifter, when the time
draws {0 very near, a woman can think of nothingelfe;

Phil. After all, fifter, though their things are de-
teftable, one muft make choice of fomething or other.
I have fent to the fellows to be with me this morning.

Lefbia. You are fo eternally fending for ’em, cne
wou’d imagine- you was delightéd with their conver-
fation. For thofe hideous fuffs they will fhew us from
year to year are frightful, are fhocking. How'can a
woman have fo ill 4 tafte as to expofe herfeif in a lagt
year’s pattern | .

Phil, Dear madam, I beg your pardon. Let me
die, .if I faw you! {70 Artem.

Lefbia. Our meeiing her was lucky beyond expref-
fion, for I never felt fo uneafy a thing as a fecret,

Phil. You know, fiiter, we had agreed to truft her
with our fufpicions.

Lefbia. Yet after all,. when a fifter’s reputation is
concern’d. :

Phil. But is not the honour of a family of greater
confequence ? ) .

Leygia. Tho’ fhe is 2 woman and a favourite, [ dare
{ay, if Artemona promifes, whatever fhe fuffers the wi
inviolably keep it to herfelf, . '
Art. If I had not this quality, I had little deferv’d
Theafpe’s friendthip—By all that’s facred, ladies, you
may fafely truft me. :
~_ Phil. *Tisimpoflible, fifter, but the herfelf muft have
obferv’d it.

Le¢fbia. Whatever people have obferv’d, *tis a thing,
you know, that no creature alive can prefume to
talk upon. Co :

Pbil. Deal fairly and openly with us, Artemona.~
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Have you remark’d nothing particular of Deidamia
yonder of late ?
. Art. Of Deidamia ! : :
Lefia. Only look ypon her, madam.
Phil. Well—what do you think of her?
Lefbia. Are you blind, Ariemona, or dare not you
‘believe your eyes? ,
Ars. Her particular intimacy with Pyrrba, do you
mean ? '
Phil. Dear madam !—Then I find we muft fpeak firft.
Leftia. Now, dear Artemona, can any woman alive
imagine that fhape of her’s within the compafs of
common modefty ? : ’
Art. But how can ane pofiibly have thofe fufpicions?
Pbil. She is a woman, madam ;-fhe hath inclinations,
»and may have had her opportynities that we know no-
thing of. .
AIR XLIV. Minuet of Corelli in the ninth Coneerss.

We may refolve to refift temptation;
= And that's all we can do :
For.in the hour of inclination
What cow’d—1 or you'?
Lefia. Though the thing is improbable, ’tis fo
monftroufly evident that it cannot bear a difpute.

Pbil. Then her bofom too is fo prepofterouily im-

pudent !—One wou’d think a woman in her condition
was not confcious of her own fhame.
Lefbia, Or imagin’d other people cow’d overlook it
as well as herfelf. . R
Phil. Then fhe is fo fqueamith and fo frequently
out of order.—
. Lefia. That fhe hath all the outward marks of
female frailty, muft be vifible to all'womankind.
Phil. But how fhe came by ’em, there, Arzemona,
.is ftill the fecret. L
Lefbia. T muft own that, by her particular intimacies
with that forward creature Pyrrba, I fufpe@ her to be
-her confident in this accident. ,
Art. I beg you, ladies, to turn this difcourfe; for
.Deidamia and Pyrrba are juft coming upon us to join
the converfation. . . ’




AN OPERA. . - a6
- Enter Deidamia and Achilles.

Lefoia, Now I dare fwear that carelefs creature-
Pyrrba hath not once thought of her clothes. .

Art. Nay, dear lady Pyrrba, the thing is not fuch a
trifle, for ’tis the only mark of refpe& that moft peeple -
are capable of thewing. And though that is not- your
cafe, I know your.gratitude can never omit this publie-
ocgafion. _ * _

AR XLV. 9om and Will were thepherds twain. ;'
" Think of . drefs in ev'ry light ;
R *Tis aoman'’s chief+ff duty ;
. Negle&ing that, ourfelves awe flight
And undervalue beauty.
That allures the lover's eye,
And graces ev’ry adion;
“Befitles, when not a creature’s by,
- 'Tisinward fatisfaltion,

A4ch. AsTam yet a franger, ladies, to the fathions
of the country, ’tis your fancy that muft determine me,

Phil. How can a woman of common fenfe be {fo un-
folicitous about her drefs!

Lefpia.. And truft a woman to chufe for her! *Tis a
temptation to be fpiteful that very few of us can-
refit ; for we have not-many pleafures that can equal
that of feeing another woman ridiculous. .

Phil. But you have not, Pyrrba, mifplac’d your
confidence. ' :

. Enter Servant, ‘

Serw. Your émbroiderer, madam,

Phil. That woman is everlaftingly peftering me for
employment. Now can fhe imagine, that to promote
her tawdry trade I'can be talk’d into making myfelf
ridiculous by appearing eternally'in her odioys em.
broidery ?~—I can’t fee.her now.—But perhap, I'may
want her for fome trivial thing or other.~—Let her cail ,
agaip to morrow. . - !

Serw. ‘The anti-chamber, madam, is crowdel with
trades-people. ' ’ .

Phil. Did not T tell you that I wo.’d no be t -oubled
with thofe impertineat, creatures *—But hold —f had
forgot I fent for *em.—~Let ’em wait. :
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Lepia. But if thofe foreign merchants who lately

came iato port ar¢ among ’em— . ¥
Phil. There, fiter, 1s all my hope. I fhall be
horridly difappointed if they don’t fhew us fomething
charming.
Le¢ftia. Shou’d any woman alive get fight of their
things before uy— o
Piil. 1 cow’d not bear it.—To appear in what an-
- other woman had refus’d, ‘'wou’d make the creature fo
intélerably vain! )
Lefbia. Are thofe merchants, T afk you, among ’em?
. Serw. They have been waiting, madam, above this
half hour. ' i
Lefbia. And did not you know our impatience }—
How cou’d you be fo ftupid!—Let us fee them this
inftant. [ Exit Servant.

Enter Ulyfles and Diomedes, difpuis’d as
: merchants. .

Art. Unlefs you have any thinF that is abfolutely
new and very uncommon, you will give us and your-
felves, gentlemen, but unneceflary trouble.

Uly/. Our experience, madam, muft have profited

very little by the honour of dealing with ladies, if we

cou’d imagine they cou'd poffibly be pleas’d twice

with the fame thing. .
Diom. You might as well offer 'em the fame lover.
Uly/. We have learnt the good manners, madam,
to diftinguith our cuftemers.—To produce any .thing
that had ever been feen before, wou'd be a downright
- in{ult upon the-genius of a lady of quality.
Diom. Novelty is the very {pirit of drefs.
Lefia. Let me die, if the fellows don’t talk charm-
ingly! » )
Phil. Senfibly, fifter.
Lefia. *Tis evident they muft have had dealings
with ladies of condition..
Diom. We only wait your commands,
Uly/. We have things of all kinds, ladies.
’fl;il. Of all kinds !—Now that is juft what I wanted
to fee. ‘
Lefbia. Are not thefe, fifter, moft delightful creatures?




AN OPERA. . 263"
Uj /. We know a lady can never ﬁx unlefs we firft
cloy her curiofity.

Diom. And if variety can pleafe, we have every
thing that fancy can with,

AIR XLVIL The bob-tail lafs.

In drefs and Iove by like defires
Is woman’s heart perplext ;

The man and the gown fbe one day admires,
She wifbes to change the next.

The more you are ﬁ(&f we’re more employ’d,
" And love bath more cuffomers too ;

For men are as fickle, and foon are cloy’d,
Unlefs they bave fomething new.

Lefbia. But, dear man, confider our impatience,

Uly/. Wou’d you command the thmgs, ladies, to
be brought here, or wou’d you fce ’em in your own
apartment ?

Pbil. How intolerably thefe fellows love talking !

Lefbia. How cantt thou, man, afk fuch a quefhon'

Phil. Here-—-xmmednately

Uly/. Nay, ’tis not, madam, that our goods can be
put out.of countenance by the moft glaring light—
as for that matter— -

Lefbia. Nay, prythee, fellow, have done.

. [Diomedes goes out, and returns avith Agyrtes.

Uly/. 1 wow’d not offer you thefe pearls, ladies, if
the world cou’d produce fuch another pair.

Pbhij. A pair, fellow—Doft thou think that jewcls
pair like men and women, becaufe they were never
made to agree ?

Diom. Now, ladies, here is all that art can thew
you.—Open the packet.

Lefbia. ‘This very individual pattern, in a blue pink,
had been infinitely charming.

Pbil. Don’t you think it pretty, Deidamia?

Lefbia. For heaven’s fake, lady Pyrrba.—Nay, dear
child, how can any creature have fo little curiofity !

Uly/. Look upon it again, madam.—Never was fo
delightful a mixtare! .
Diom. So foft! fo mellow !
Uly/. So advantageous for the complexion !
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Leftia. 1 cag’tbear it, man ; the colous-is frighefal,

Phil. I hate our own tame home-bred fancy.—~Jewa
1 like the defign—but take it away, maa. -

Art. There muft be fomething. pretty in ewery thing
that is foreign. [Ulytles foeaws-amotber piece.

Deid. 1 am fare, madam, this muft convince you to
the contrary.——Never was any thing fo deteftable !

Leflia. For heaven’s fake} fir, open that other packet;

and 1. ke away this hideous trampery. -

Uly/. How could’ft thou make this miftake ?—Never
was fuch an eternal bluaderer. (Opens the armour,

Phil. How ridiculous is this accident!

Diom. Pardon the miftake, ladies. o
 Lefbia. A fuit of armour!—You fee, Pbilce, they
can at leaft equip us for the camp. - '

Phil. Nay, Lefia, for that matter it might ferve
many a fiff awkward creature that we fee every day in
the drawing-room; for their drefs is every way as
abfurd and prepofterous. [Ansther packet open’d.

Uly/. If your expeQations, ladies, are not now
anfwer'd, let fancy own herfelf at a ftand. *Tis
inimitable! *Tis irrefiftible !

[ 4s the ladies are op’d in examining - the fuffs,

[ Achilles 45 bani{li;’?ind poifing the artfoar, Iﬁy‘ﬁs

obferving bim. - ,

Ach., The workmanfhip is curious; and fo juftly
mounted ! This very {fword feems fitted to my hand.—
*The fhield too is fo Jittle cumberfome ; fo very eafy !—
Was Heclor here, the fate of Troy fhou’d this inflant
be decided.—How my heart burns to meet him !

Uly/. [ Afide to Diom.] That intrepid air! That god-
like Jook ! It muit be he! His nature, his difpofition
fhews him through the difguife.. [7o Achilles.] Son
of Thetis, I know thee, Greece demands thee, and now,
Achilles, the houfe of Priam hakes. :

Ach. But what are you, friend, who thus prefume
to know me ?- ]

'Uly/. You cannot be a ftranger, fir, to the name of
Ulyges. - o .

Ach. As I have long honour’d, I fhallnow endeavour,
fir, to emulate your fame. : ’

Uly/. Know, fir, Diomedes; he too.is ambitious te
attend you, and partake your glory. :
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Diom. Come, Agyrtes; with him we carry conquett
to the confederates. . .
[Agyrtes takes a trumpet, which lay among f# the
* armosr, and- founds. ) )
AIR 'XLVIL. My dame hath alame tame crane.

Ulyf.  T%y fate thex, O Troy, is decreed.
Diom. How I pant!

Ach. How I burn for the fight,
Diom. Hark, glory calls.

Ach. Now great Heor fball bleed,
Agyr. ' Fame fball our deeds requite.

r.
[As Aebilles is going off, he turns and looks on
Deidamia.

AIR XLVIIL. Geminiani’s Minuet,

Ach. :Beauty aveeps.—Ab, avhy that Ianguijbf
: See fhe calls and bids me fiay. '
Hov can 1leave ber ? my beart JSeels ber anguifl.
* Hence, fame and glory.  Lowe avins the day.
[He drops the fword and thield.

Trumpet founds, and he takes ’em up again,

AIR My dame hath a lame, &, as before, fung in-

Jour parts as a catch,

Ulyf. é’b_y‘ Sate theny, O Troy, is decreed.
Ach. * How I pant! How I burn Jorthe fight 1

Diom. Harl}, glory calls. Now great He®or sbal)
‘ Jeed. : ‘ ) '

Agyr.  Fame jball our deeds requitdy
[As they are going ; Achilles fops, with his eyes
. fix'd on Deidamia,
Art. For heaven’s fake, ladies, fuppott Dridamia,
Phil. Never was any thing fo aftonithing ! '
Lefbia. Run then, Artemona, and acquaint the king :
and queen with what hath happen’d. [Exir Artemona,
Phil. Ah fifter, fifter, the myftery then of that
particular intimacy between you and Pyrréa is at laft
woravell’d. : - ‘
L¢fbia. Now if it had,n;; been a man of this proy
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digious confequenee, it had been the fame thing i
:‘nn: never unguarded woman was o' unaccéuniably
“y!;‘.z- ' o ' ) SRS ".u‘.*-
- Deid. Can'you.leave me, Achilles 7—LClan jou ?
Uly/. Confider your own glory, fir. = '~
, AIR XLIX. Gavotte of Corelli.
Achy - . - Why this pain?: - .
" . Lowve adien,
Break thy chain,
Fame purfue.
Ab, falfe beart, .
Can’ft thou part? .
Oaths and wows bave bound me.
Fame cries, Go;
Lowe fays, No. -
Why d’ye thus capfoumd v 2 '
Deid. Think of my condition.—~Save my honour.
. Uly/. Think of the honour of Greece. .
Deid. Think of your folemn oaths and premifes.
" Uly/. Nations depend upon you.—Vi&ory, fir, calls
you hence. ' L :
Deid. Can you, Achilles, be perfidious? |
Uly/: Can you lofe your glory in the arms of a
woman ? . .
Drid. Can you facrifice the fame of your faithful
Dridamia ? : ' .
. ATIR L.  The fcheme.

Ach. O, what a confli’s in my breaff!
Ulyl.  What, fill in fufpence ? bid famé adiex.-
Deid. See.me with foame oppreft: - )
- I curfe, yet I love thee too.

Ulyfl. Let not ker fighs unman your heart.”
Deid. Can you tﬁn £, and faith refign? .
Ach. Sho’d I! How can I part ?
Peid.  Your bonour is link'd with mine.

Enter Artemona, Lycomedes, Theafpe, Diphilus,
.- . Periphas,  aad Ajax.

Lycom. Hence, Diphilus; and prefume no more to.
come into my prefence. "T'was your paltry flattery
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that made me ridicylous.—mSuch a genigs.camnever he
e o employmenss Tor Thass o you ol
fied for the very meaneft offices. [ Exi¢t Diphilus.

Theafpe, My _dﬁhter, fir; I hape, hath put xcon-
fidence 1n a man of hooour. - . S

Ach. My word, madam, is as facred as the moft
religious ceremony.———Yet (though we are already
{olemnly betroth’d to each other) ’tis my requeft,
madam, that before 1 leave the court the prieft may
confirm the marriage. [Theafpe awhijpers Artemona,

. " awbo goes out.

Theajpe. This might have prov’d a feurvy affair,
Deidamia; for a woman can never depend upon a
man’s honour afeer fhe hath loft her own te him.

[Achilles ralts apart to Ulyfles, Periphas, €.

Lycom. You muft own, madam, that *twas your own
jealoufies that were the occafion of Deidamia’s difgrace.

Theafpe. How can you have the affurance to name
it? Does it not put you in mind of your own?—Let
her marriage to Achilles make us forget every thing paft.

Ach. As-you was fo furioufly in love, lord 4jax, I
hope I fhall fill retain your friendfhip.

Ajax. No joking'I beg you, young man.—But
pr'ythee, how came you here? and in a woman’s drefs
too!—Your, fetting out, ftripling, did not feem to
promife much. S ] K

Ach. The adventure wow’d be too long to tell '
you.——I fhall referve the ftory for the camp.

[Artemona. rezurnsy with the priefi.

Are. The prieft, fir, is ready. _ . ‘

Lycem. The ceremony waits you. | ,

Ach. It thall-be my ftudy, Lycomedes, to deferve this
alliance. T

Lycom. May you be happy! . =~ = -

‘T heafpe. Let the prielt then join your hands.

[ Achilles, Deidamia, Lycomedes, Theafpe, Lefbia,
Philoe, Artemona, retire to the back part of the
fage.  The prieft performs the ceremony. -

. Per. Our duel, Ajax, had made a much better
figure if there had been a woman in the cafe.——
But you know, like m¢n N?f violent konmour, we were

P .

-

4
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f> very valiant that we did‘not know' what we ‘were
- . PR .

fighting for. ' o A
Ajax. If you are too free with youl wit; Peisipbus,
perhaps we may know what we quarrel aboat.
Uly/. Whart, tefty djex ! Petticoats have Jed many
a man into an error. How lucky was tke difcovery!
for had you found a real cemplying woman, you had
irresrievably been married. —The prefence of Achil-
Jes thall now animate the war. I ‘

AIR LL ‘ The man that is drunk, &
Per. Was ever a lover fo happily freed !

Ajax. Try me no more; and mention it newver.
Ulyf.  Suppefe you bad found ber a awoman indeed.
Ajax. Mupt 1 be teaz’d and avorried for ever !

Diom. By conqueft in-battle e finifh the firife ;
Per. But marriage bad kept you in quarrels for lifz.
Ajax. Muft you be fleering ? '
Truce with yoxr jeering.
Know that you wits oft’ pay for your fucer-
Ings
Per. If you had been deceiv’d by a woman—1is
what we arc all liable to. '
Diom. But djax is a man of warm imagination.
Ajax. After this day let me hear no more of this
‘ridiculous affair. . C

Per. Nay, for that matter, any man might have been |

deceiv’d ; for love, you know, is blind.
Ajax. With my {word I can anfwer any man.—
I tell you, [ bate joking. [Lycomedes, &c. come
. v ‘ . - JSoravards.
Lycom. 1 have the common caufe fo much at heart,
thac I wou'd not, fon, -detain you from the fiége.

AIR LII. Thereliv’d long ago in a country place.

Deid.  How fhort was my calm! in a moment *tés paft;
Fre forrows arife, and my day is Oercaft.
But fince ’tis decreed——Let me fiifle this tedr.
Be beld, yet be caatious ; my life is thy care y
" On thine it depends 3 tis for thee that I fear.
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. ~d&zycom. - As both her country and your glory ‘are con-
cern’d, Deidamia ruft learn to bear your abfence.—
In the mean time, Acbilles, the fhall be our care. —
As the marriage is confirm’d ; let the dancers, who '
were preparing for th’ approaching feftival, celebrate
the wedding. ) .

Ajax. But hearkee, young fellow. This is the
old foldier’s play ; for we feldom leave quarters but
the landlord’s daughter is the better for us.—Hah'! .

" [To Achilles.

D AN C E.

Uly/. We may for a while put.on a feign’d chara&ter,
~but natwre'is fo often unguarded that it will fhew
itfelf, ~—"Tis to the armour we pwe Achilles.

AIR LI Minuet of Corelli. = -

Single. = Nature b‘ml.r[fartb at thé mioment unguarded.
Chorus. . Through all difguife fbe herfelf muft betray.
Single.  Heav’nawith fuccefs bath our labours rewarded.
Chorus.  Lef’s avith Achilles our genius obey.

AIR LIV. Saraband of Corell.

Ulyfl. Thus avhen the cat bad once all wwoman’s graces ;.
Courtfbip, marriage, won ber embraces :
Forth kapt a moufe; fbe, forgetting enjoyment,
LQuits ber fond [poufe for her former cmployment.

C H O R U s
Minuet of Corelii.

Nature breaks I/brtlv at a moment unguarded ;
Through all dijfguife fhe berfelf muft betray.

Heav’n avith fuccefs hath our labours rewarded ;
Let’s awith Achilles our genius obey.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

HIS Comepy, and the Rehearfal at Goatham

were finithed by Mr. Gay, and intended for
the ftage before his death; when they were left,  with
his other papers, to the care of his noble friend and
patron the Duxe of QusenNssury: His grace ac-
cordingly permitted them “to the prefs, and they are
here printed from the original in the author’s own
Land-writing.

‘Dramatis Perfonz.

MEN.

Sir Thomas Wwillit.

Barter, a merchant, uncle to /' #r Thomas.
Lord Courtlove.

Pert, . ) .
Forward, wifiters at lady Willit’s, .,
Flutter,

Trenchwell, farmer, tenant to fir Thomas,
Humphrey, futler to fir Thomas,

Fxbbcr, pomr 20 fir ‘Thomas.

WOMEN N

Lady Willit.

Lady Frankair, fffer to lord Courtlove.
Lady Rampant.

Mys. Baxom,

Mrs. Clackir.

Mi/fs Sprightly, niece to,lady Willit.
Mifs Friendlefs, caz(/'n to lady Willit.
Ketch, /ady Willit’s woman.
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ACT L
on i THOMAS WILLITy Mr. BARTER. .
BARTER, ‘

HY did you bring her to town at all? Why
~ did not you pack fer off into thé country three
months ago? T '
Sir T%o. But to fall upon the fex in fo fevers a man-
ner looks fike pique. - You old bachelors fhould not
judge of 4/ women by thofe yoa have convers’d with.

Bart. Had 1 been ever married, nephew, you might
have fufpeCted me of pique and prejudice.  Confider®
too, that a locker-on very often fees ghe overfights of
thofe that are engag’d in the game; and of all man-.
kind, according to my obfervations, a hufband fees’
the leaft of what his wife is doing.

Sir T%o. But there may be exceptions, fir.

Bart. I teli you, nephew, ’tis every hufband’s
cafe. A wife hath a thoufand ways of blinding you.-—
(Not to mention lying) What think you of flattery,
fondnefs, and tears ? T'hofe are hood-winks that wives
have ready upon every occafion. .

Sir Tho. Perhaps 1 have not the ftrongeft’ reafons

~to be an advocate for matrimony; yét, for our own

fakes, we fhould conceal our wives infirmities ; for, if.
family difputes were to be made publi¢, of all ftates,
the ftate of matrimony muft be the moft ridiculous.—
I grant you, fir, 1 have been very credulaus; and that
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" fhe hath teaz’d and flatter’d::me too into - ambiion;
and I 4id believe fome great relations of ‘her’s:werato
procure me an employment; fo that I'muft take -part
of the folly of bringing her to town upon myfelf:. 7 -

Bart. And had you not a more profitable employ-
ment, than they could give you, in looking after your
own affairs in the country }~Employments and .titles
are the thadows that you country gentlemen eateh at,
and knaves run away with your {fubftance. Befdes,
nephew, you are whimfical, and have opinions of yoir
own. Then too, you have a perverfe uncourtly man-
ner of fpeaking your mind. Never think of an employ-
ment without implicit political faith, and the other
neceflary qualifications. -

Sir Tho. I have given up all views, and am fix’d and.
determin’d for the country.—Such another year’s ex-.
pence would irretrievably ruin me. ..+ .

Bars. A man with fuch a'wife i3 never.fix'd, is never
determin’d ; he is-the weather-cock, and fhe the wind
that blows it.—~Give me leave to deubt your refolu-
tions, for I can believe nobody in the family but your
wife, becaule fhe knows what fhe awil/ do..

Sir Tho. Nay, fir, you may believe me; for debts,
duns, and neceflity, have ty’d me down to be fo un- -
hufband like, as to make my wife do a reafonable thing.

Bart. But when the (with fondnefs and tears) affures
gou, that matters are juft upon a crifis, thata good

mployment will foon fet all affairs to rights; you
muft be convinc’d fhe hath your inteseft at heart, and
you cannot in gratitude refufe to accept of her good
offices in town for a month or two longer.

Sir Tho. Spare me, fir; for I know and own my
weaknefs in being led into this foolifh fcheme.

Bart. But are you fure that you can be fo uncom-
plaifant, as to throw a lady into a condition of life
that fhe is utterly unfit for? For you muft have
experienc’d fhe hath all the fuitable extravagance

" becoming a court-lady.—Nay, you. too (without an

employment) have thow’d yourfelf qualify’d for one, by

running into luxuries you could not fupport.—~Daes
fhe game as deep as ever :
Sir Tho. You know fhe does.




-

THE DISTRESS’D WIFE. 27

+ Bart. And.can.yom be fa unreafonable as tp put her
out of the way of {0 innocent an amufement ?
Sir Tho, Why will you aggravate matters? I am

.

"but too fenfible of ’em already —But it is neceflary to

pay tradefmen’s bills upon leaving the town, and my

- fteward hath been fo flack in his remittances, that I
- fhall be obliged to take up.anosher thoufagd,

- Bart. To enable your wifetoplay with a frger {piric.

Sir Tho. The moment I have fatisfied my creditors,
I will remove her from the temptation ; and nothing
the car fay fhall.make me alter. my ppinion.,

Bart. Upon that condition,. I will find a fnend :
who fhiall furmfh you with the fum, for your own, and.
her extravagancies have drain’d me of all' my ready
money {—But is your wife prepar’d for this terrible
change ?

Sir Tho. If you mean, . that fhe is- convmc’d, that’
fhe hath confented. to live in a regular way: (a way
that almoft every woman detets a:§ defpifes). that is
a queftion:I fhall never ak ber.—Though fhe is ob-

“ftinate, I am as peremptory ; fo, without difputing a

oint I know fhe.never will give up, the authority of
a hufband -fhall prevent all her objettions. We thall:
have time enough for a recenciliation when we. a:e"
fettled in the country..

Ba:t. Since I’ find you }raye got the -ufe of your
reafon again; I 'fhall take the privilege of a friend, and
tell you, it was high time, upon every account, to
as you have determined.—Your charaéter, as well as
forture, fuffers.. oo

Sir Tho. I beg youto explain yourfclf.v o

Bart. Is there not a bargain and fale.on foot of yous.
niece Sprightly, to that formal pedant in politics, lord
Gourtlive ? ‘The whole town looks upon that treaty of
marriage (as you call it) i no other light.

Sir Tba She is a relation of my wife’s, and ’tis an
affair that I have never meddled with.

Bart. How con the thing pofibly-have.any other
appearance f—What are your pretenfions to an employ.
ment 7—What were you to give for it >—I know the

common ‘way of dealing hath been, for fo much honour, . -

or fo muclr confcience ; but there have been .thofe too,
M6

N
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who have dealt for wives, daughitm -and nidees. =
fhort, no place is to’ be -had without-a vahmbl& t:um
fideration fome way or'another.

Sir Tho. I know there have been propofals fmﬁu lord
Courtlove ; bt whatis that'to me? - . IRTTIRNY

Bart. ‘The world (in things of this nature) will fup-
pofe a man and his wife agreed, though thev know
ten thoufand inftances to the contrary.=~’Tis impof-
fible for us to diftinguifh to whom the folly or:indifcre-
tion properly bclongs, with that exaé‘fnely s you can-do
between ycurlelves ; fothat your wife’s coﬁdué’t xn
this particular, muft refle& upon you.

Sir Tho, That old beau 1s an arrant al&mbly»-
haunter.

Bare. But this is a ferious affair. '

Sir Tho. Not a young girl of any confequence can
appear, but he is her profefs'd follower ; -and chey all
coquet it with him only to turn him into ridicule.

Bart. That is not the cafe'here. Indeed, nephew,
your wife’ s behavioar is downnvht fcandalousu

Enter lady Wllht.

La. Williz. How can you be fo provoking, fir T%s-
mas ? Was there no place in the houfe to bring your
company into but my drefling-room >—Mr. PBarter,
your fervant.— After . all, this 1s mtolerab)e, that ene
can never have a room to one’s felf,
~ Sir Tho.. My uncle, madam, was defirous of paying
his refpects to you.

La. Willir. And why had not you brought him to
my bed-fide ?

Bart If your ladyfhip is out of humour — [Gaing.

La. Williz. Pardon me, Mr. Barter; 1 was not
fpeaking to you. ' But you muft allow that {notwith-
ftanding the privileges of a hufband) a wife opght fo
be treated with common good manners.—That’s all.

Sir 7%0. Your objé@tions then, madam, are to me,
it feems. ‘

La. Willit, Blefs me, how can any creature alive be
fo captions ? I vow, Mr. Barter, I look upon your
vifit as very obliging.—But when one is jult out of

N
’
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bed-l=»You vmight have been fo civil; methinks, to
have fint.up to-know if, one faw company ar not.

Sir Tho. Nay, prithee, child, don’c, make yousfelf
ridicalous. . How:can you put yourfelf out of bumour
for fuch trifles ?—I have fent.for my uncle to advife '
with him aboat fetiling my affairs upon our leaving
the town,e— ... . . e
. La. Willit, How fhould he be judge of our affairs ?
- -8irThe. I'am judge of ’em, madam.—I with yoa
- were fo.too, . . - . =

La. Willir. I wifh.dome people would not be fo gver-
fond of their own-opinions.—’Tis aftonithing a man -
can have foperverfe a condud, -as to make it impof-
fible for one to ferve him. N

Sir Tho. What do you mean, madam ? .

La.##itlit, ‘'To fpeak plainer then, you are ot a
Judge of your own affairs.—~Sure ydu will allow me to.
know what l am doing. . o :

- §ir Tho. Then I muft fpeak plainer too, madam,
and acquaint;ypu, that my circumftances oblige me to
put an end to your negociations, and that my refolu-
tions are taken to retrieve, to look after, and fupport
the eftate I was born to.—The wildgoafe chafe is over.—
Let the neceflitous and fycophants haunt levees, and
feck to fpunge upon the public; ’tis a purfuit beoearh
a free-born country gentl:man,  So, madam, T will
not be-the occafion of one lie more," either from you
or your friends, for I here cancel all court-promifes ;
and frankly own, that I am afthamed of the part you
have made me u&. : ' o

La. Willit. 1 beg you, fir Thomas, don’t fpeak fo
difagreeably loud.—My head akes, and you worry one
to death. N )

Sir 4o, Have you call’d in all your tradefmen’s
bills ?

La. Willit. One would think you had found thefe
creatures forward and impertinent enough without my
encouragement. :

Sir Tho. But thefe are things, child, that mugt be
fettled. . o : :

La. #illir, Always upon this topic! A man with
thefe vulgar fcruples about him is his own eternal
dup.—Was there ever a man, who grew to be of any

. R 3 L
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confequence, who did not ruh out ?~Would you have
eredit, and not make ufe of it? —~Now, Mr. Barrer;
is not this narrow way of thinking provoking ?

Bare, You would not, madam, condefcend to appeal
to a merchant upon this fubje®.—We live on in the
humdrum way of honeity and regularity : We think;
we a&, differently from people at your end of the
town ; and as it never yet was known, can 4t now be
expeéted, that courtiers thould ever:ftoop to regulate
their conduét by ours ?—As I am no judge, you muft
excufe me from giving my opinion.

La. #illi¢. I with-you had never given your opinion-

tn fomebody elfe; for- my hufband -is never fo un.
reafonable as after he hath converfed with you,—
Would your wifdom advife him now, out of caprice,
to abandon a-very confiderable thing, thatis ready for
his acceptance > © - ' :

Sir Tho. You know my refolution, . and I advife you
' to prepare for it. .
La. #illit. Anddo you really think- this language

is even becoming a hufband ?~For heaven’s fake have -

done.—You know I am out of order,.and company

kills me; fo that I muft- beg to-be excufed. —— A

brute! - : - [Exit.
Bart. I never-enter into-a difpate with a woman ;

"for every reafon againft her, only ferves. to make her-

the more obftinate in her own opinion..
Enter Fibber.

Fibber. Lord Courtlove, fir. [Esit

Enter lord Courtlove,

Ld. Gourt. The bufinefs of the day will .make the-

levee fooner than ufual this morning,: If-you will give
me leave, fir Fhomas, I will have.the honeur of waiting
upon you.—I hope | do not break in upon bufinefs.—

Pray, who is this gentleman? May one talk: before-

him ?—You will pardon my caution. .
Sir Tho. My uncle, my lord. - .
Ld. Court. Mr. Barter, your moft obedient fer-
vant.—The honour of being known to you is what I
have been long foliciting.—Are we to have the favour
of your company ?=—Shall I have the honour of pre-
" fenting you ? .
Bart. To whom, and where, my lord ?
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. Ed. Caurt. Sir Thomas and I.are going together to
the levee,,

Bart.. My nephew may do what he pleafes ; I have
neither bufinefs, nor any thing to atk ; and I would-
mot make myfelf feem a dependent, to fwell any grear
_man’s vanity in Chriftendom.. ,

Ld. Court.. 1 beg your pardon,. fir. ¥ou merchants
have your own ways of thinking.— :

Bart. And of {peaking and atting tqo.~But you
know, my lord, we'are a particular race of people.

Ld. Court. Pray, fir Thomas, hath Mr. Barter been-
.difobliged ?—I think it would not _be prudent to talk. -
upon your affair before him.. ,

Sir Tho. My uncle is perfectly well acquainted with:
every ftep I am taking, and I beg you to give him_
-no {ufpicions of me. S

Ld. Court. Believe me; fir Thomas, you have not -
common promife ;- I would not have your impatience .
thew you loek upon it as fuch.—Your want of con-
fidence of late,. I. know, hath given fome unjuft jea-
loufies, but all thofe may be got over.—And will you
jult now, by any little omiflions,. make your affair
impracticable ?—You-are fenfible all my fmall intereft
“is engag’d toferve you :- I have made a point of it, and-
the thing-fhall be done. : .

Sir T50. And fo you have anfwer’d for my attendance
this morning.—I have bufinefs, my lord.

Ld. Court. At this particalar time, fir, I know your
abfenting yourfelf muft be taken notice of; and it
would not eafily be forgiven.—My zeal, fir, for your
intereft, was the occafior of this vifit. -

* §ir Tho. Is attendance and homage - then expected
from me as a duty !—Am-I number’g among the pro<
ftitute hirelings cf power ?~I hope my behaviour hath
not made me appear to the world in the contemptible
light 1 do to you and your friends. ’Tis high time,
my lord, that my condué& fhould re&ify your miftake,

Ld. Court. Without your further appearing in it,
fir Thomas, 1 fay the thing thall be done.~But at
prefent I wave the difcourfe.—You muft pardon me,
fir, if I am fomewhat folicitous about my own fuccefs.~
Am [ to be happy with Mifs Sprightly ? Did fhe liften
to the lat propofals I made to lady #illit #
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Sir Tho. The girl never atk’d my advice ; but if
your lordfhip atks'it, 1own'l think the fequhlity of:-
your age makes the thing ridiculous, ™ " =- ©

Ld. Court. ‘The alliance, the fortune, I hope, is &n- -
exceptionable. ) ‘ o

Sir Tbo. ’Tis not, my lord, that T think your ap-’
plications defpzrate ; for daughters, as well as fathers
and mothers, fet their hearts on nothing but title and
fortune, As to love, daily examples: thew -you; they
feldom wholly rely upon a hufband. * -7

Ld. Court. We are upon no fecret, Mr. Barter.—
You cannot be a ftranger to my treaty of marriage with
Mifs Sprightly.

Bart. If the girl was not {o great a fortune, methinks
your lordfhip’s love would appear fomewhat more dif-
interefted. ‘

Sir The. I have quitted all my pretenfions to an
employment ; and did your lordthip _wcigh the affaig.
rightly, you would give up your’s to a wife.—An em-
ployment frequently runs you into every fathionable
extravagance, luxury, and debt: does not a wife do
the fame i—An employment -influences your words
and ations, even againft reafon and common fenfe: a
wife hath done, and can do the fame.—As I am re-
folved to do one reafonable thing myfelf, I advife your
Jordhip to do another.~—~K=ep your reafon, keep your
liberty, and think no more of my nicce.

Ld. Cowst. She' feems to wait only for your ap-
probation, g

Sir Tho. Excufe me, my lord.—IfI know her; fhe
is not to be influenc’d, but by her own inclinations :
What thofe are I could never find out ; perhaps they
may be at prefent to a title; after you have her, they
may be to fomething elfe.—Were it in hy power,
would not do your lordfhip fo ill an office. -

Ld. Court. I truft myfelf to your friendfhip. ¥
am fogry 1 cannot have the honour of your company
where I am going ; when I return to pay my refpe&s
to the ladies, 1 hope to bring you proofs that my
friend(hip was not merely profeffion, ~ o [Exite

Bart, 1 find you have the ufe of your reafon when
your wife is not by ; confider yonrl)e'lf as'a man, and
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confider her as a woman, ‘and you may have: it then
too.—You were born to freedom, and would you feek
to.make yourfelf a flave? you were born to fortune,
and would you floop to make yourfelf a beggar? For -
of all beggars, I look upon a minifter’s follower to be

" the meaneft. - L ,
Sir 744, 1 have fill, fir, fo much of the fpiritof 2
true Briton, that I defpife myfelf for the fteps 1 have
been led into. —’T'is trué, I am one fleth with my
wife, butmy mind is my own; and you thall foon be
convinc’d, that I have fo reafonable a regard for her,
that my own honour fhall govern me, and not her
capricious paflions. , '
Bart. That you may not be difappointed of the {um
upon this emergency, it fhall be my immediate bufinefs
to find out a perfon to.fupply you. Il be with you
again an hour or two before dinner. B
Sir Tho. 1 fhall ever own the obligation, and yoa
will foon have the pleafure to fee that your good offices
were not thrown away. - - - [Exit Barter.

Enter Humphrey, -

Sir Tho. Well, Humpbrey, what.want you ? ]
Humph. My lady, fir, hath order’d me to call upon
the wine-merchant for fix dozen mere of champaign.
‘Now the cafe is, Mr. Botler won’t deliver a drop:more
without ready money.—Alack-a-day, fir! things are
hugely alter’d from what they were 1n old fir Thomas’s
time.—But fervants muft fee all, and fay nothing.
Sir Tho. ’Tis no matter, Humphrey.—You may tell
my wife, that I gave you orders to the contrary. .
Humpb. Well,—it 1s no wonder that your fine folk °
live fo great, when they pay for nothing. —Now to
my thinking, to fquander more than a man hath, is
not fo reputable a thing as your pzople of quality frem
ta think, —Why now, an’t like your honour, there’s
your taylor ufes you like a dog.—My lady too,’ me<
thinks, had better play lefs and pay better. But
fervants, they fay, muft fee, and fay nothing, —s
}Vha:, though it be the fathion, to my thinking, there
1s no fuch mighty matter of greatnefs in being bubbled
“by knaves, and fpunging upon induftry.~~Now, for

’

1
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sy part, I can’t find out where would be the leffeping
of a great man, though he fhould pay his debts,——
Great folk have great privileges, that’s certain—
But, troth, I think ’tis e’en as creditable to be juft
and honeft. . - T
~ Sir Tho. I thank thee, Humphrey, for thy blunt re-
rroof I feel the fhame of being in debt.——"T'is a
ife of dependance, and beneath a man of honpour.

Humpb. And they tell e too, that matters are going
at a wild rate in the country yonder. Hath your honour
fpoke with your tenant Jobn T renchwell, who came to
town laft night ?~But here he is himfelf, and he can:
better inform your honour.—He would very fain have
feen your lionour as foon as he came to‘town.

Enter Trenchwell.

Sir Tho. Farmer Trenchaell, 1 am glad to fee you,
Pray, what bufinefs brought you to town { '

Trench. My bufinefs, fir Thomas, is merely upon
your account. As I have always found you a kind
landlord, I thought it my duty to ferve you to the beft
of my power. -

Sir 75o. What is that paper in your hand ? Hath a
life dropp’d, and do you want to renew

Trench. That you might not look upon it as a private
pique of mine, you will find there the hands of moft
of your creditable tenants,——Your fteward Survty,
fir. hath abufed you..

Humph. Open his eyes, Mafter Trenchwell. Bea
gogue never fo rich and great, ’tis the part of an honeft
man to dete® him.—Fear him not, farmer Treachavéll
A knave,. before he is found out, is proud and info-
lent, but after he is found. out, he is the meaneft of
sowards.—Speak out; fpeak plain. ’Tis what every
fervant of the family hath long thought of him.

Sir The. *Tis a remonftrance 1 fec againkt Surwvep
 my fteward.

Trench. He never had any thing to tranfaét.with any
one tenant, but he had a private jobb. of his own.—
By what means, think you, hath he purchafed all thofe
fine tenements round you }—Only give your tenants a.
hearing, and you will not want proofs,.




THE DISTRESS’D WIBE., 283
& ‘Si’f"}f %o.. 1 always took Survey'to be an hontft fellows’
" Tyench. And do you think fo' fill?"
" Sir %o, Idon’t know what to think. S
" &rench. Read on.——Only fee how he hath ated
fince he was left to himfelf.. < o -
" Humph. Well faid, teach him to know a rogue from
an honeft man. Tis a leffon that country gentlemen
almoft always pay for leartiing.—Now he does not care
to find him ‘out, becaufe it'will give him the trouble
of looking into his own affairs.—Then too, none of
your high-born gentlémen ever care to own they have
been impofed upon. ‘ ) _
Sir Tho. The fa&s charg’d againft him are very ftrong..
T rench. "And very true. '
Sir Tho. I have been very kind to the fellow.

T rench. Knavery, fir Thomas, isnot confin’d to Lon=
don.” We are not {o ignorant of the ways of the world,
Pray, how think you ftewards get richer than their.
mafters ? —— Ah, dear fir— t3¢y know how to make
the moft of a place too.

Enter lady Willit.

La. Willis. How can you have your creatares in:
one’s drefling-room ?~—You know [ want to drefs,.——=
What bufinefs have you here ?—Did not I order you
to go to the wine-merchant ? < '

~  Sir Tha. I fhall give diretion about it, Child}me—=
Here’s n}{ honeft neighbour Trenchavell hath brought:
me a moft flagrant information againft Surwey.

La. #illit. A gentleman would have a fine time on’t:
to be influenc’d by a few difcontented ‘peafants. N
. Sir Tho. But the thing, madam, muft be enquired:
aato. : a ) '

La. Willit. How can any creature be fo dull, fo un-
entertaining, to be always pothering over his own
affairs! Can. you be fo unlike a gentleman, to think
your father left you an eftate to look after it-?~—~What'
are ftewards for? : : ‘
, Sir Tho. To look after fools eftates, till they leave
em nothing to look after. . :

La. Willjt. Short and pithy.—But why am I to be’
worried ?—~I am not your fleward ;~am I?=—Do you
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know that ¥ am to have company to breakfaff #-m
Fetch, get my things ready to drefs this inftinc. = ~

: '  [Calls at 'the dpor.

Sir Tho. Since the company and difcourfe. are a‘gif-
lasglr'eeable to you, we’ll talk farther upoa this affajr

elow,

La. Willit. What is the wench flupid ?— Ferch —
No—ler the difagreeable crew be gone firft.—And let
me know when every thing is ready. [ Exit, |

Sir /0. Where fhall ane lock for honefty }—

Who hath it? —— Or of what ufe is it to the
owner !——’Tis a reftraint upon a man’s fortune; ‘
’tis a curb upon opportunity, and makes. either a
public or private truft worth nothing.—What’s its
.veward i—Poverty.——Is it among the rich? No:
“for it never keeps company with avarice, luxury and
extravagance.——1Is it among the vulgar? No: for
they a&t by imitation.———Who can one truft }—1If
1 trult ‘my fervant, I tempt him.——If I truft my
friend, I lofe him.——If I truft my wife, for the quiet
of the family, the looks wpon it as her duty to de-
ceive me. . v :

*Tis then ourfelves who, by implici£ truft,
. Tempt fervants, friends, gnd wives to be unjuft,

' ACT IL
Lady wiLLIT, FETCH.
. Lady Willit fitting at her toilet.

' Lady witLiT.

LE§S me!—How can any mortal be fo awkward
[Fetch combing ber hair:]—Doft think I have no
feeling ?——Am I to be flea’d alive ?—Go—Dbegone.
[geing.]  Come hither. [returning.]——Who do you
think is to drefs me? Tell ’em I'l] have the tea-
kettle ready this inftant. [going.]—Is the wench dif-
tra&ted !—What, am I to fit all day long with my hair
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about my ears like a mermaid ? [resurning.] —Naw ;

I'll be {warn for’t, thou haft not fpoke for the tea-
water all this while, though'I order’d it an hour ago.
Fetch. Not by me, madam.
‘La. #%llit. So you tell me I lye—that’s all. [going].~
What is the blundering fool doing?—Am I to be
drefs’d to day orno? [returning]—DBid the porter bring

me up the book of vifits,.—Why don’t you go ? [going]—"

Mult I bid 'you do the fame thing a thoufand times

over .and over again }—T am to have no breakfaft to

day, that I find you are determin’d upon, [ flops at

the door.] . - :
Fetch. Your ladyfhip bid me call the porter.

La. Willit. And where is he ?—Thou haft not done '

any one thing that I have order’d thee all this day.
{going.]—Bring me the lavender-drops. {returning.}—

0, I won’t have any now—you know I hate ’em——
One would think the wenchhad learn’d from. her
mafter, and that I was born to be contradiéted.—The
vifiting-book, I fuppofe, is to be a fecret; and I am
the laft of the family who is to be srufted with it.—
Go, get out of my fight, provoking flut. [fops at
the door.]

Fetch.” Your ladyfhip hares one fo—fo—Tfo, that you
will not give one ti——ti—me—to do a hundred things
at once. ‘ '

La. Willit. Don’t ftand there a pouting.and blubber-
ing.—Is the creature grown a changeling ?—Ferch,
Fetch, Fetch, come hither, I fay. [raifes her woice
every time fbe calls]—Well, madam, now 1 fpeak to
you calmly. [Fetch returns.]—Will you be {o obliging
as to defire the porter to bring me - the book of vifits,
as foon as he and you fhall think convenient. [ gaing}——
But firlt (d’ye hear me ?) [retarns.] bring me the cellar
yonder, [brings the box]—What am I to drink out’
of P—A ‘tea-cup, fool. :
~ Fetch. I hope your ladyfhip is well. [Srings the
tea-cup. :

La. #illir. Thou art fo intolerably ftupid, there’s
no enduring thee.— I have rav’d myfelf jinto the
fpleen—hold, hold. [pours fome cordial avater into the
tea-cup.] ‘ ‘ S

’
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Ferch. What fignifies that drop or two 2~rindered,
madam, your ladyfhip fhould take a little more.,, -

La. Willit. There, there; enough.—One wayld
think, girl, thou hadft a mind to fuddle me {driunks.]—

So then you won’t take it away again !—What-art -
thou pothering about ?—Fetch, how long is it fince we

came to town ? N

" Fetch. The four months, madam, are out this
week. . ceT Cae
La. Willee. Well; methinks, itis but a day, as
hour, a minute.—I am determin’d he fhall not have
his will in ev’ry thing.—JI am ot to be dangled
whenever and wherever his odious bufinefs calls him.—
Well.—Aund where’s the porter? [Exit Fetch, lady
Willit rifes.] Sure, nothing can be more fhocking thar
knowing the day of one’s death, except knowing the
day one is to be buried in the country ! There to be

ftuck, and to have a new fuit every {pring like a tree,

for the benefit of the birds of the air and the beafts of

the field; to be gaz’d at every Sumday at church by .
ploughmen and their cubs, and draw the envy of ther

wives and daughters!
Enter Fetch and Fibber, -

La. #illir. ‘Thou wilt always be a blundering fel-
low, Fibber. [ fits down.}]—Give me the book then.
[ fnatches the book out of bis handy and looks on it every
now and them ]—Wilt thou never learn to know any
‘body ? Every creature is let in you fhould keep our,
and'Tam deny’d to every body ‘you fhould let jn.—I
am not at home this morning—d’ye hear me ?—I mean
to no odd-body ; to no formals—I'll fee no-body what-
ever.—To me vifits are now as troublefomne as to a
wan under fentence.  Hath your mafter, Fibler, givea
any orders about going into the country?
Fibber. The fervants, madam, talk of this week.
La, Willi. Servants will always be talking imper-
tinently.—] defire I may have no more of your blup-
ders.—You may go. [going.]—But ftay; [returns.]
You know I always am at home to Mr. Perz. [going.]—
. Now, Fetch, pray tell me fincerely ; who-do you think
the pretiieft fellow of all my vifitors 3—Fibber, —Call
) \
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Him back, and bid him wait without.—[Fetch goes
ount and returns.] Well,~——Why don’t you anfwer
me? S : [ Rifes.
© 'Fereh. Dear madam? ' : )

La.' Willit. Nay, Fetch, you fball tell’me.-
' Fetch. Why, madam, I own, (if I muft {peak truth)
I think Mr. Pert is a charming man. ‘

La. Willit. Now, Fetch, you fay that to flatter me,

Fetch. Sure no creature alive was ever half o enter- -
taining.—"Tis a pity he is fo given to whifper.—
- La. Willie. After all, a woman, as well as.a minifter,
would lofe half her importance without her whif-
perers.—They give one an air of confequence at an
affembly.—1 know the women hate me for it, for it
makes the men appear too particalar.

Fetch. Now I'love-a man that fpeaks out.

La. Willit. Well,~—and what’s the ufe of a whifperp-
The faule of it, ‘Fetch, is, that it is often too plain,

Fetch. Yourladyfhip thould not betray his whifpers,

La. #W7llis. How dare you ?~I won’t fuffer you,
‘Fetch, to be impertinent.—But why is not the porter
here P—Would’ft thou have me call him? [Exit Fetch,
and returns.}—For what was it I wanted him ?}~——oh—

Enter 'F ibber.

If Mr. Foravard calls, I think—Yes—You may let him
in —But no one living creature befides. [going.]—
Hold—Where is the ftupid fellow going ? [returns.
And lord . Courtlove t00.—~No—"T'is no matter.—But
be fure you let me know when he is with Mifs
Sprightly. - .

Fetch. Your ladythip hath forgot Mr. Fluszer.

‘ La. Willit. The fellow could not be fuch a block-
head to déeny me to him.—You know he is always
admitted.

" Fibber. And if lady Frankair calls—

La. #illit. How canft thou afk fuch a queftion!
‘Have not I fent to her twice this morning ? If fhe is
ot -here in five minutes, order the footman to
again.—~Now you know my commands.~—But,. bg fure
you let in no fulties. [Exit Fibber.] How happy is that

‘creature !~~OF all the women in the world I envy
lady Frankair, o
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Fetch. Why fo, madam? :

La. Williz. She hath her will in every thing, be it
ever fo unreafonable —Then t00, fhe hath not (iike
moft of our fine ladies) loft her reputation, I fhould
fay gain’d a reputation for nothing.—Befides, who
lives more elegantly? Who drefles better ? Who hat
more command in her family? Who plays deeper and
handfomer ? “Who hath the credit of more intrigues,
and hath really had ’em ? Half of the women in town
have had nothing but the vanity of having loft their
. feputation.—Sure there was a time, when men and

women had other pleafures befides vanity !—The
flirting fellows now play at making love, as the
children make believe goflipings and chriftenings.
But, lady Frankair; fure, fhe hath more wit and
more real pleafure }=—Wou’d Iwere that very individual
woman !

Fetch. But they fay fhe runs her hufband in debt
moft monftroufly. :

La. Willit. And would’ft thou really, Fetch, have a
woman deny herfelf the ufe of her hufband’s fortune?
[ fits down.] Thou talkeft fo like my hufband, there’s
no bearing thee.—I have an averfion to any body that

_ is fo intolerably wife.—Why doft not thou talk to me
too of ceconomy ?—I am furfeited with that hideous
word.—Don’t you know we have company to disner,
and that I am to be drefs’d to-day }—Nay, prithee,
wench, don’t lay violent hands upon me.—I won't

drefs yet.—See if the tea-things are ready. .

Enicr Fibber.

Fibber. Liady Frankair, madam,. .

La. #illit. Why did not you bid her come up,
fool 2 [rifes.] o [Exit Fibber

Enter lady Frankair, )

La. Frank. Sure, child, you can never be fo tame
a domeftic animal as to {ubmit to dwell with birds
and beafts! The town was built for rational cres-
-tures.~~Pluck up the fpirit. of .a woman of. fenfe, and
-be obftinate. . ]

" La. Willit. How different is the fate of marriage !=

fTo you ’tis a convenience, to me ’tis. albridle; to you

|
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*is liberty, to me ’tis chains; to:you’tis a gallant, to
1ne tis only a clog,:a dog in the manger,—a hufband.

-La. Frant. All this is owing to your too eafy
complying temper. I .dare fay (as if he were another
man) you.now and then fit with him, conveife with
him, and have been unguarded enough to have been
convinc’d by him.—~Now that is what I can have no
anction of.—’Tis fuch as you, child, that make hulbands
impertinent,—But, after all, why in thefe violent ago-
nies P—The employment, that I know will be offer’d
‘him, muft -keep him in town.—My brother Courtlove
tells me the thing is fure.~But pray, how are he and
‘Mifs Sprightly together at prefent? -

La. Willit, Never were two fuch unaccountable
creatures !—The thing may feem incredible, yet ’tis -
certain, the man abfolutely will not accept of an em-
ployment, and the woman refufes a title.—In fhort,
my dear, there are a thoufand difagreeable circum-
ftances, that concur to make my cafe defperate.

La. Frank, >Tis not, child, that he hath any ob-
je&ions to an employment; ’tis the expetation, ’tis -
the délay, that'hath difgufted him. A promife hath
difobliged many a country gentleman; but the em-
ployment never fails to reconcile ’em again,

La. #iliit. But there are other things too.— Could
you imagine him ftill fo little acquainted with good
breeding as to be jealous ?=—~There are creatures who
can never get the ‘better of their natural rufticity.—
Befides, ’tis evident, I am befet with fpies. He keeps
that awkward coufin of his in the houie for nothing
elfe, who worries me with her company eternally ;
and though fhe leads the life of a dog, like a fpaniel,
the is the fonder of me for her ill ufage. "That girl,
I fufpeét, hath been a devil to me.

‘La. Frant. I really think her pretty ; then too, fhe
feems a harmlefs, good fort of a creature: I dare fwear
fhe is inoffenfive, that is to fay, unobferving.

La. #illit. Hang her, I hate her. -

. La. Frank. But your bufinefs, my dear, at prefent
25 to gain time : you muft-contrive to defer the journey,
Or you are utterly loft. - .

La. Williz, What muﬁl;}ae, muft be,="Tis merely
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poflible the country may be agreeable to cows and
afles ; I hate meadows and trees.—The country air for
health !—"Tisalye.—"Tis plague, peftilence, and dea
La. Frank, Why can’t you be fick ? .
La. Willit. 'To have the immediate fentence of
banithment by the prefcription of a phyfician. ’
La. Frant. But what think you of the f{pleen,

vapours, fits }—Never fear, child, the phyficians will -

_keep fuch patients in town for their own fakes.—The
fpleen hath weakened many a hufband’s authority ; the
vapours have blewn up many a dreadful refolution;
and by well-tim’d fits I have known the moft miferable
Alaves of wives grow to abfolute dominion.

[Fetch enters; thé tea-table brought in.}

‘La. Willir. Nay, I muft and will try what can be
done ; for I had rather really.d7e in town than Zwve in
_-the country ; though I hate paradife, ’tis painted fo
“manftroufly -like it. What is death but leaving the
-company one likes ?—And is not one depriv’d of that
in the country ? Death is oblivion, ’tis a ftate of forget-
fulnefs ; but there we live and ‘hear of pleafures that

we are ever debarr’d from ; and where’s the difference

-of being buried in a church-yard, or an odious
country-houfe? A reftlefs, walking; dead thing, who
is fenfible fhe is dead and feels herfelf buried !

La. Frank. Only gain time, child, and you muft gaia
your ends. )
" La. Willit. *Twas the malicious penny-poft letter,
about me and Mr. Pert, that made-him thus entirely
untraltable.—I will get to the bottom of it, I am de-
‘termin’d—1I know the girl hates me.~—Fezch, go call
my coufin [‘7e';my to me this inftant. [They fit down at
2be tea-sable.] [Exit Fetch,

Enter Mifs Friendlefs, and Fetch.

‘La. Willit. Heavens! How like a mawkin the thing
looks ! Whence came you now ?}—From flopping of
tea to be fure !—Mifs Sprightly and you are always
nuzling your heads together.~—I will have no pouting—
don’t ftand biting your thumbs, but fit you down.—
‘Now, Fenny, don’t deny it; for I know that giggling

‘X
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flirt and you are always turning the family into ridi-
cule, that you are oblig’d to. ]

Friendl. How can your ladyfhip think me fo ungrate-
ful !—Let me entreat you, madam, to have a little con-
fideration for me before company.

La. Frank. Are you for a cup of tea, Mifs Friendlefs.

La. Willit. Don’t trouble yourfelf, madam ; the girl
is fo cramm’d already, that fhe can’t guzzle down a
drop more~~You, that are an obferver in the family,
without doubt, muft know all things.—Will lord Courz-
Jove carry his point with Mifs Sprightly >—Now I take
Fack Forward to be her favourite. :

La. Frank. Mifs Friendlefs, your tea will be cold.

La. ®illit. Dear madam, do you mean to drown
the girl ? I told you fhe had breakfafted already.—But,
Senny, why don’t you anfwer me~~Don’t be in your
fullens. .o

Friend!. She trufts me with none of her fecrets,

La. Willit. How monftroufly this girl will lie {—
"There. [She rifes and turns ber round, and then fits down,
Friendlefs remains flanding.] Turn about and fhow
yourfelf. —Now pray tell me, lady Frankair, is this
creature fit to appear in civiliz’d company ¢ -

Friendl. How can you be fo inhuman ? - [Going.

La. Willit. Nay; you fhan’t ftir.—~~Now, Fenny, let
me afk you one queftion, and know that I will have
an anfwer.~~How frightfully the girl ftares !=-What
Jetter was that, which put fir Thomas in fuch infuffers
able ill-humour yefterday? Come, own it fairly.—
*TwasMifs Sprightly fet you up(ﬁn it.—That flirt would
have a regiment of lovers. 1 have long obferv’d fhe
*hath an eye to Mr. Pert, and the thinks I prevent his
‘coquetting it with her.~—Now is not this true, coufin
Fenny ? i

Friendl. Your ladyfhip fure is not in earneft.

La. Willit. Let me have a dire& anfwer; for know,-
1 will be fatisfied.

Friendl. You may believe me, madam.

La. willit. But 1 won’t beliéve you.—The thing
“fhall. be brought to light.—Now will I be hang’d if
fhe hath not another le:texién her pocket to carry on the

z
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fame mifchief.— Fetch, turn out thecreature’s pocket.—
I know I am your averfion.

Friendl. What a life am [ born to ! chamber-maids,
kitchen-maids, fcullions are to be envy’d. I am tor-
mented, like a boy’s bird, merely for diverfion. ~

La. Frank. Really, madam, you are now too fevere.

La. ®illit. Nay, madam, that is my bufinefs.—
Fetch, do as I bid you, hufly,

Friendl. Ah! :

La. #llit, Why does not the wench give it me ?—
What a luggage is here!—~Why doft not thou carry 2
knap-fack ?

Friendl. I beg it of you.—How can your ladyfhip
expofe one fo! .

La. Willit. What have we here?—A tawdry purfe
of her own work. Couldft thou imagine this a thing
that cou’d ever be of ufe in thy pocket !—Here; take
your dirty trumpery.—The top of a tooth-pick cafe,
2 bit of fealing-wax, and a hufwife—There ; why
don’t you take your trolloping things as I give them
you? A knotting-needle, a glafs necklace, ang a mother
of pearl fnuff-box.~So, now I fee which way all my
fouff goes.—There——pick ’em up when I bid yoa,

_ Friendl. >Tis not to be borne.~~I" aw;// have my
pocket. : :

La. willit. You will !—How ?—Am I to be infulted
thus ?—Am I to be talk’d to in this manner?—You
awill I—Fetch, keep the girl from me £ill I have done—
You fhall find, madam, that I have the command in
my own houfc.—You graw fo monftroufly uneafy, that
I fancy the fecret is not far off.~—This broken-clafp
pocket-book may be worth perufal; and this letter
too, may make fome difcovery.—There, take all.ypur
nalty litter ; [Flings ber the pocket. They rife from the
tea-table.] it makes me fick ; there’s no enduring it.—
o Mrs. Elizabeth Pantry.—Pray, how long hath this
correfpondénce been betweer you and my houfe-keeper?

Friendl. Your ladyfhip cannot be fo ill-hred as to
break open onc’s letters.

La. Willit. That fuch a creature -fhould talk of
good-breeding ! [breaks open the letter.] Are you msw

© gonving’d, lady Frankairy of the girl’s impertinence =
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Lreads.] ¢ Mrs. Pantry, As I promifed-to give you-in-
*¢ telligence of our leaving London, . that you might
¢¢.get things in order, I can now tell you, that I guefs
¢ 1t will be the latter end of this week. Your friend
¢ and humble fervant, Fane Friend/efs.”>—You are beaft
enough to be fond of the country, I find; and I am
to be lugg’d thither to keep you company.—But the
pocket-book may be of more confequence.~[reads];
¢ For feeing the play with Mrs, Fetch, one fhilling.
¢¢ and fixpence. Loft at cribbage to Mrs. Fetch, two-
¢ pence halfpenny. For feeing the wax-work in Flees-
¢¢ freet, fixpence.”—Nothing but a paultry account
of her expences.——But what have we here ?. [reads]
¢¢ A collettion of the neweft expreflions in ufe among;
¢ the fine gentlemen and ladies.”—What can’ft thou

mean by all this nonfenfe —[reads.] ** Having au
¢ affair avith a lady. Being awell with a lady.—

¢¢ Expreflions not fit-for-a modeft pen to explain.-—7o

¢ follow a woman: 'That is, when a man takes all

¢ occafions to fhew the town that he follows her.”

Friendl. Youtear me to picces. Dear madam, have
fome mercy. :

La. Willit. [Reads.] ** A dangler. One that paffes
¢¢ his time with the ladies; who fays nothing, does
‘¢ nothing, means nothing,. and whom nothing is
““ meant to. It putsone in mind of Mr. Flutter.,”’~
Fool !—¢¢ 4 flirt. One who gives himfelf all. the airs
¢ of making love in public; that is of vaft confequence
¢ to himfelf, and to nobody befides.—Something of
¢¢ Mr. Pert.,”’—ridiculous flut !—[reads] ¢ A fine man.—
¢¢ Juft what I'take Mr. Pert to be. A man who knows -
¢¢ little, and pretends to every taing.”—horridly igno-
rant!—[reads.} ¢¢ 4 pretty felloav—that is, a fine drefs’d
¢ man with little fenfe and a great deal of aflurance.—
¢ Mr. Foravard is what one may call a pretty fellow.”’—-
Foolith beyond exprefiion !—¢¢ The man is married y=—-
¢ that is, has an exuravagant wife, is hen-peck’d and.
“¢ a cuckold, like—""[looking on lady Frankair.] The girl.
is horridly fcurrilous.—*¢ Fufiies, formals, and odd-bodies. -
¢ That 1s, her own, and her hutband’s relations.”’— -
The only juft remark thou haft made !=-Hére, take

N 3
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your impertinent book, get into your own zoom,

and darn your tatter’d pinners,—flattern.
[Exit Mif; Friendlefs,

La. Frank. Suppofing the girl innocent, your paffion

made you very provoking.

La. #illit. 1 can’t endure any thing fo intolerably

forward.—Sure all the fine men have abandoned me
to-day ; they defert me as rats do a falling houfe;
they have a prefentiment of my di{grace, my ruin, my
banithment.

La. Frank. That is the poiat you are to guard
againft. Don’t infift upon too much; get but a re-
- prieve, and with my inftrudtions you fhall carry every
thing you wifh.

La. Willit. Now 1is that creature gone to grunt out

her grievances to Mifs Sprightly.~But fhe fhall not have

that fatisfadtion. . .

La. Frank. Make ber your fingle view. On the
fuccefs of my brother Courtlowe’s affair, in fhort, de-
pends your happinefs or mifery. ‘

La. #illit. T know that malicious coufin eof his,
underhand oppofes me in every thing.—Let us break
in upon their converfation.

La. Frank. 1 am for avorking up the girl to the |

match.—Refpect keeps a man from hurrying on an
affair, which may be the very thing a woman withes ;
now upon fuch an occafion, ’tis incredible how much
we women can do with one another.—~’T'is certain, my
brother is extravagantly fond of her, for it is not to be
fuppofed but he might have as good offers.

La. Widit. Your ladyfhip {peaks my very fenti-
ments.—Let us about it this moment.

La. Frank, Manknows us not; we trifle with their art:
~ Woman can only judge of woman’s heart. »



THE DISTRESS’D WIFE. 295

ACT I
Eady WiLLIT, Lady FRANK AIR, Mifs SRRIGHTEY,

SPRIGHTLY.

BUT. after all, lady Frankair, the match would
be ridiculous; you muft think lord- Courtlove:
too old.

La. Frant. What can you mean,. child ? I-am pro«
pofing him for a hufband, and you are thinking of a:
lover. Now thofe, in my opinion, require very different.
qualifications. . .

La, Willit. You fhould confider, niece, he is a man:
" of quality. ,

Spright. I-fhould confider too, that many a woman:
hath paid too dear for a title.

La. Willis. But then his eftate~-

_ Spright. No doubt is fufficient to keep more woe

.men than one.—No woman can be- fo unreafonable,.
as to expe&t my lord fhould live beneath his quality,

La. Willis. Befides all this, his employment— °

" Spright. That is one of the ftrongeft temptations to-
a man to give up himfelf, I grant you; but wo--
men have. other temptations that are more prevalent.

La. Willit. What temptations but thefe can induce
a woman to marry ?—1 always thought the girl wanted
difcretion ; but now, child, you have convinc’d me-
you know nothing of the world.

. Spright. And you really would perfuade me to make
myfelf an old child’s rattle, one that will be every
day more and more achild, one that can never grow
to a man !—Pardon me, madam, I had forgot he was
your ladyfhip’s brother !—but, however, you know
that can’t make him younger, and I fpeak only of
my lord’s age.

La. Frank. Mifs Sprightly hath {fo many lovers, that
fhe doth not care to determine on one for fear of lofing .
all the reft.—Now is not that the cafe, mifs >—Believe
me, child, after marriage all the reft will double their.
application,

N4
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La. #illit. You have then fo little confideration for

your own happinefs, that you would venture on a

young fellow.—Now, lady Frasnkair, is it not fur-
prizing that girls can have fo little judgment ?—Sup-
pofe that Mr. Pert really was in earneft.—Nay, don’t
colour, niece, for I know he hath fent you verfes.

Spright. What then ?—That is, not that he admires
me, but that I may admire him.—~That’s but a pump,
madam ; I know where his paffion lies, though I think
his moft prevalent one is his own dear felf. .

La. willir. Nay, now, child, you are piqu’d.—But
perhaps I may be miftaken, for Fack Foraward is per-
petually flirting it with you.

Spright. Ever talking, and ever faying nothing.—
There is more entertainment “in the chattering of a
monkey, becaufe one may imagine that creature means
{omething,

La. Willit. Yet you feem to liften, niece, to what

you now give yourfelf fuch violent airs of defpifing.—
Perhaps after all, Flutter is the man,
- Spright. 1do feem to liften, I grant you.—But does
not your ladyfhip think there is a pleafure in hearing
fools expofe themfelves }—Some women liften for one
reafon, and fome for another. :

La. #illit. Though every woman thinks fhe hath
it, ’tis evident a true tafte for men is very uncommon.
Look ye, niece, I have confider’d your happinefs
more than your inexperience can poffibly confider it;
and I muft own to you, that lord Coxrtlove hath had
my confent.

. La. Frank. Al mifs Sprightly’s obje&ions feem to
arile from her particular notions of that family con-
venience, a hufband. Look round, mifs, among the
hafbands that you converfe with, and then tell me, by
what you fee, what ’tis you expect.

La. Willit. *Tis morally impofiible, child, you can
think of love and a hufband together.—You are patt
fixteen ;- and ’tis high time for you to have the views
of a reafonable womai.

“La. Frant. Would you feek to put yourfelf in the
power of one man,.take a young hufband ; would you
have 'many men in your own power, chufean old one.
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La. Willit. Are not a jointure and pin-money fecu~
rity for every hufband’s good behaviour ? L

La. Frank. Are they not the pledges, the infurance
of our liberty and independence ?

La. #illit. What can a woman wifh for more ’—Is
not every pleafure included, child, in the -having yeur-
own will}? .

La. Frank. You feem to have no notion of the real
pleafures of a woman.—I am conving’d, mifs, you :
read romances. .

La. Willit. Were you, like me, to lofe three parts -
of your life in a deteftable country houfe, it might be
a frightful propofal. ,

La. Frank. But to have for-life the.opportunity of -
mafquerades, aflemblies, operas, plays,. parks, and -
drawing-rooms !

La. Willie. How can fuch a woman be ever un--
happy !—Let me die, girl, if I don’t envy you.

La. Frank. Aslord Courtlove is my brother, what- -
ever I fay may.be thought partial.

La. Willir. The flirting with young fellows is. con~ -
verfing with them in their own way;.they mean :
nothing elfe ; but lord Courtlove’s addrefs is of the laft .
confequence, Now don’t be ridiculous, child ; I hope
you will think yourfelf oblig’d to me.—But here he :
comes.—Lord Courtlove, your fervant. -

‘Enter Lord Courtlove:

Ld. Court. Ladies, your moft humble fervant, -

Spright. No whifpering, I beg you.—

Ld. Court. Though ’us look’d upon as ill-manners,
it is always excufeable in a lover.

Spright. Your lordfhip’s’ propofals are ne fecrets:
and why fhould we make believe love, when you are -
only talking of marriage >—Lady Franair, and lady,
Willit, have been inftruéting me in. the duty of a:
wife.—But are we really in earneft about this affair, .
my lord ?—~Nay [ mu/f own they have fet the thing in .
an agreeable light envugh on one fide.—But—"tis afto-.-
nifhing to me, how a man with fo much wifdom - -
about him, can take it into his head to marry !—--
My good. aunt here tells me, fhe hath promis’d for«

I\

N 5 ,



298 THE DISTRESS'D WIFE.

me; perhaps, ’tis becaufe the knows that no weman
knows her own mind, or in this cafe, can anfwer for
herfelf.—Take care, my lord, what you offer ; fhould
I take you at your word, I know you are a man of
honour, whatever may be, the confequence.

La. Willir. 1 now, niece, for your fake, will look
upon the affair as concluded.

La. Frank. There may be fome things they would
not chufe to talk over before company.

[Exeunt Lady Willit and Lady Frankair.

Ld. Court. Lady Williz, madam, hath promis’d that
this day fhe will deliver happinefs into my poffeflion.

Spright.” Then lady Willit, my lord, hath promis’d
fhe does not know what: for, as I take it, your hap~
. pinefs will depend more upon me than her; and no
woman knows what a wife fhe fhall make any more
than fhe knows what fhe ihall be in t’other world;
perhaps an angel, perhaps a fury.—Look ye, my lord,
you may venture if you pleafe;—all I ¢an promife is
to be a wife as the world goes.—Now you know what
you have to truft to.

Ld. Court. Could I but obtain your confent.—

Spright. What fignifies my confent ?—After marriage.
¥ can at without your confent, as you a& without
mine before.—That’s a moft enormous perriwig, my.
lord ; o’my confcience ’twould load an afs, and cover
head, ears and ail.

Ld. Court. You ramble from the queftion, madam.

Spright. Look ye, my lord, I tell you before-hand,,
I won’t be grave; it is fo like dullnefs, I hate it.

Ld. Court. If candour, benevolence, and affability.
can cement affe@ions, our mutual happinefs will know.
no period.

Spright. And are candour, benevolence, and affabi~
lity all that I am to expe& ? ,

" Ld. Court. Inclufive of the juft duties of conjugal -
affe&ion.

Spright. Your lordfhip fpeaks with fo much folem-
nity, and fo much deliberation, that your thoughts.
feem to be run away, and your words, I fear, will never
overtake ’em. 3

Ld. Court. While I feel the fatirical ftrokes of your
wit, 1 admire it,
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Spright. 1 am glad you.like it, for ’tis what [ can’t
help, and you muft expe&t.—An owl! an afs!—Sure
all grave animals are ridiculous—but man. Really, my
lord, ‘whenever I fee you in this folemn wife way, I
fhall think of a grave animal ; and I muft laugh, what-
ever be the confequence.

Ld. Court. Shall I never have the favour of a ferious
anfwer ? How can I leave my heart in fo undetermin’d,.
fo precarious a ftate !—This, madam, is a day of
public importance too; and I think it hard, that the
care of kingdoms fhould call me from what I value
more.—Though it is a particular minifterial point,.

-and I have given my word and honour; if pofiible, I
will get my attendance difpens’d withal. Think,
madam, how I'fhall fuffer with impatience.. [Exit

Euter Forward.

Foraw. What, in the name of love,.can you mean,.
madam ? Marriage would infallibly turn the jeft upon.
yourfelf: The whole town have given you to lord
Courtlove. To make a man fo perfectly happy without
the leaft profpett of a return, 1s the utmoft pitch of
generofity.—Now I (who know the men you have in
your lE(}wer) have a better opinion of yéur judgment.—
Think of the confequence of fuch an hufband.—To.
wed, to fleep ;—no more !

Spright. Am [ to be terrified with Shake/pear 7 Let
Shakefpear then thus anfwer you.

! ¢ Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
¢¢ 1t feems to.me moft firange women fhould fear ;.
¢ Since marriage is a neceflary ill,
¢ And will come when it will come.”

Why, Foravard, you have not the leaft idea of love ;:
who can mention. that and judgment together. Love
and judgment! they are things, Forawasd, that are
incompatible.

Forav. Only think on me, madam.—2ox are witnefs
of my love; and no creature alive can: difpute my
judgment, '

Spright. Yes, 1 difpute it; or why this contemp-
tible opinion of ie 2 Fot I am not that credulous foolith

x>
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thing, to imagine you ever meant to marry me.—All
the fine ladies in town would tear my eyes out.—You
belong to the fex, and *twounld be inhuman to rob ’em
of {6 innocent an amufement.

Foray. Innocent!—That fuch a charge thould ever
light upon me !—Wou’d (for fome lady’s quiet, who
fhall be namelefs) that all hufbands were of your opi-
nion.—Yet, perhaps, I may have this infamous cha-
raler, and it may be owing to my fecrefy and diferetion.

Spright. Suppofe, now, I fhould pin you down to
your propofal. —Poor lady Frankair !

Foray. The town is malicious.—Gallantry, nothing
but gallantry. - ' '

Spright. But lady Rampant..

Forav. Importunate, filly woman!'F have- left her
off thefe three weeks. -

Spright. 'The widow Buxom too.

Forav. Sure the women themfelves muft have a' va-.
nity in telling it !—~Where the devil got you your ia-
telligence ? - ‘

Spright. And the forlorn, difconfolate, Mrs. Clackit. !

Forw, Defend me from her !—She is of fo forward
a conftitution, that her reputation was fing’d at fif-
teen.—Was the girl ever fuch an ideot to think I meant
to marry her? .

Spright. I am not that ideot, Forqvard.—Some wo-
men are to be ruin’d one way, and fome another ; but
’tis not every woman’s good fortune to be ruined by
marriage.—How can your fine women be fo unconfcio-
nable !—Nay, there’s my aunt too, lady W7/lit,-would
never forgive.me.—I know this vifit was meant to her;
fo I fhall not have the vanity to take it.to myfeH.

Forav. You know, mifs Sprightly, where the is pas-
ticularly ; but I take it to be more owing to Ferch’s in-
finuation than her inclinations ; for that Perz is a moft
egregious coxcomb; he hath jult capacity enough to
corrupt a chamber-maid, :

Spright. You are now, Forward, giving. proofs of

_your fecrefy ard difcretion ; for you know ’tis not fafe
to truft one of the family,

Foraw. No, faith, madam, I am in earneft.—Not
that I think his fuccefs fo fure neither.~For by tiris
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time (for fome reafons I know) 1 believe fir Thomas
{moaks their intimacy.

Spright. For fome reafons! .

Foraw. I mean, madam, the affzir is grown fo very
public.—But what’s all this to the purpofe? I.come,.
madam, to fave you.—Only imagine yourfelf married
to yourold fellow. He may be jealous ; he muff be in- .
convenient ; for hufbands will every now and then be -
thrufting themfelves inta their wives parties of pleafure, .

Spright. Thefe are terrors we muft rifque ; but wo-
man’s refolution gets the better of them all. — Now, .
Fack Foravard, don’t take this to yourfelf. — Between .
one fool’s vanity, and another’s refentment, a woman’s .,
reputation s in prodigious fafe hands among you-fine.
gentlemen. '

Forw. What do you mean, madam ?

Spright. Did not you fay jult now that Pert wasa
coxcomb? *Tis plain you converfe with the ladies, for
the fineft woman alive could not treat a friend more
familiarly.—But thould my aunt furprife us together,
her jealous temper would conclude I don’t know what,
‘=80, Mr. Foraward, your fervant.. [Exit.

- Enter Fetch, Flutter, Pert.

Ferch. My lady, fir, is in the utmoft confufion, that
- any bufinefs fhould make you wait ;~in two or three
minutes fhe’ll be at liberty.—Now don’t go, Mr. For.
award, I know fhe’ll take it mortally ill.—Mr. Flutter,
your fervant.—Mr. -Pert! 1 mufft own I.am always
glad to fee you, though I blufh' to tell you fo.—Were
not you very impudent laft night?—How could you
have the affurance to make me fuch a propofal >—RBy¢
then, how can I have the aflurance to remember it ¢
Forw, You muft always be particular.—Why may
not-we too fhare the pleafure of Mrs, Fetch’s con-
verfation ? '
Fetch. You muft excufe me, gentlemen, for I.dare
not ftay ;—my lady will be with you immediately.
) Exiz,
- Flytter. Mott certainly fhe muft be at prayeri' ; for
that is the only thing the fine women are now atham’d
to do before us, ' h
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Pert, Perhaps fhe is with her hufband, and would:

not chufe to appear ridiculous, by being caught in fuch.

difagreeable company.

« Flutter. Let me die, if I'don’t think Fack Forward:

is well with more women than any one man in England.
- Pert. Only mention him, and they cry, that Foraward
is fo eafy, fo good-natur’d.

Flutter. Good-nature is another name for flattery,
tis upon that fcore the women are fo fond of it.

Pert. But is your vifit,. Foraward, to lady Wiliit
or mifs Sprightly.?

Flutter. How can you, Fack,.be fo inhuman, as not
to refcue the girl out of the paws of that old baboon *

Foraw. You muft always take a woman in her own
way.—She hath her feruples about marriage; and E
had always (though fiie was a fair hit) too much good-
Rature to ruin her.

Flutter. 'l lay you fifty guineas there is one in the-
company that ftill might have her.

Pert. You might have faid three, and had a fure bet.
on’t.—One does not care to fhock the girl.—Let me-

die, if I have not been forced to turn the difcourlfe, to-

prevent her propofing it. -
Foraw. I dare fiwvear fhe hath afk’d Fluszer,
Flurt, Never direétly, as I hope to be fav’d.
[Adjufting bimfelf at the glafs..
Pert. Let her marry.—That is not our affair; a:
bufband is a ftalking horfe, that makes the game the-
furer. ~
Forw. That Flutter hath fo much vanity, and fuch
a ftock of affurance !
Pert. And what accomplifhments are more fuccefs--

ful » His vanity takes with the women, as they are-

fond of what is like themfelves.. )

Forw. And without aflurance they find a man good.
for nothing.

Pert. The fellow is a fool; but what.then ? a fool
with a woman may have his merits.

Foraw. What in contemplation !

Pert. Why, Flutter, you feem as if you were thinking..

Flurt. I hate that Foraward.~Wherever he is ad-

mitted he makes others appear as infignificant as him- .

felf.—You know him to be a conceited puppy.
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Pert. But we muft bear him; for whoever follows.
the fine women muft take up with the company they:
keep. - ' :
FEIult.\Why fo difconfolate, Foraward ? never defpair.
upon mifs Sprightly’s account. ‘

" Pert. Let lord Courtlove have her.—We fhall have
her flirting about, and taking all the liberties of awife.
in a fortnight. [Pert at the looking-glafs..

Forav. I am fick of that Per¢.—The fellow follows.
me every where like a fhadow, and is of no mere con-.
fequence. -

Flutz. Then too he hath.invention equal to his vanity..

Foraw. The puppy muft think we have the faith of®
prudes, who are ready to believe all fcandal for the
{fake of telling it again.

Euter Sir Thomas Willit.

_ Sir T%o. Gentlemen,, your fervant.—My wife is a
Tittle indifpos’d, and begs to be excus’d this morning,
I have bufinefs, and you muft pardon me..  [Exit.

Pert. Whofoever makes love to the wife, muft fome-
times bear the hufband’s impertinence.

Forw. Let me die, if I don’t pity the poor woman
who muft bear both his and her hufband’s too. [7o Flut.

[Exeunt Forward and Flutter.
[Fetch enters and tawitches Pert by the fleeve..

Feteh. Never was any thing fo-unlucky ! O dear Mr..
Pert !—What is it that we have done?

Pert. Nothing yet, my dear girl: and. you cannot
blame me.

Fetch. There’s no enduring you. How can you be
fo impudent ? Now don’t look upon my calling you
back as an encouragement ;. for if you are fo provok-
. ingly rude again, let me die if I don’t tear your eyes out.

Pert. Would you have me love you, and not tell you
fo ?—Nay pr’ythee, child.—What is the meaning of
thefe airs? ‘

_Fetch. Let go my hand, you devil.—I won’t be-
pull’d and haul’d.—Why am I to be talk’d to in this
audacious manner ?—What do you take me for?

Pert. You fhall not go, child.—I will know what
hath happen’d, -

-
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Fetch. Don’t be rude then —The minute you grow
uncivil, depend upon it I'll leave you.

Pert. Tis in vain, child; I.will have.it fo.~You

fhall fit down by me. -
- Fetch. 1tell you I won’t.=—Should.I be.caught (/as
doawn) in this familiar way, what is there people might
not think of me ?—And.fo youmuft know, you have
made a moft'dreadful quarrel in the family.—That im-

pudent letter you fent to diffiade me from going into

the country, fet me in fuch a flufter, that in the hur

and confufion I only burnt the cover, and fir Zhomas
found the letter ; and his jealoufy imagines it was fent
to his wife.—Now you know, be the confequences ne-
ver fo terrible, I dare not telkthe truth, and take it op-
on myfelf—We may fet out for the country to-night
for ought I know.—Every thing hath that appearance.

Pert. Well; my dear, what’s all this to us ?~Now
is your time to refolve then. C

Fetch. What! to be a whore!—[Rifes] Iam not
that credulous fool you take me for, .

Pert. You miftake the thing,. child,~I have more
regard for your reputation, and.I never propes’d but
to keep you. .

Fetch. Keep me! impertinence. .

Pert. Why not? Marriage of late is grown to that
prodigious expence, that few eftates can fupport it.—
Prythee, child, how do you think that young gentle-
women of {mall fortunes difpofe of themfelves ?—'Tis
become quite reputable.. You fee ’em admitted every
where.—Then where can lie your objection ?

Fetch. I wonder how I can have the impudence to.

liften to you. .
Pert. Only look upon that paper.
Ferch. 1 look upon your edious papers!
Pert. A hundred, and for life
Fetch. I tell you T won’t be ruin’d.
Pert. ’Tis a fettlement, child. Do not all women,

even in marriage, look upon ‘that as the moft material .

part of the ceremony. . .
Fetch. So you won’t be anfwered !
Pert. Let us fign and feal,
Fetch, Let me die if ever I fee your face again ! !
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. Pert. A hundred, and for life. .

Fetch. A whore! faugh.—Becaufe you are a pretty
man, you think you may fay any thing. Let me go.

Pert. For life! look upon it, read it. '

Fetch. Infinunating monfter! you know I like you,
and that makes you give yourfelf thefe liberties.—I
tell you again, I aver’s,—~What would you have me fay
to you?

Pert. You are determin’d then, like your lady, to
lofe your life in the country, in marriage and penitence.

Fetch, If any man could prevail—But what am I
faying }—I awon’t.—Dear Mr. Pert, don’t infitt upon
it.—I awon’t.—~My reputation !

Pert. What doft thou mean, child, by reputation ?
‘Why fhould you frighten yourfelf with fuch unfafhion-
able fcruples }—If you were a wife, you could not
be fo ungenteel as once to think of it; and ’tis really
filly to make thofe diftin&ions between before marriage
and after.

Fetch. T amafraid totruft my words with my thoughts,
I don’t know what to fay.

Pert, You will then,

Fetch. Sure the only fecurity of any woman’s virtue
is to keep it out of temptation! [Sighs.
Pert. Well then, my dear, the affair is fix’d.
Fetch. 1 was not fo impudent to confent, was I ?—I
have not given my word, Mr. Pert.—But if you are rew
folv’d to ruin me —My lady rings, and I ruft leave
ou this moment.—Nay dear, dear Mr. Perz, I won’t
kifs’d.—But am I to take that paper with me?
Per:. Hold, child, things of this nature like mar-
riage muft be done in form. Every thing fhall be ready
when next we meet.—Think my dear what I have faved’
you from.—~Had you gone into the country with thefe
fcruples about you, you muft have dy’d a maid, or at.
leaft have been married.—How many married women.
will now envy you ! '

How fweet, though fhort, would be the nuptidl lifet
If ’twas no longer love, no longer wife.
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ACT IV.

Lady wiLLIT, FETCH.

Lady wiLLIT. -

B LL!—And what is become of all the men 3=
Did not 1 charge you not.to let ’em go?

Feteh, Sic Thomas, madame——

La. Willit. Sir Thomas! always Sir Thomas !—1I have-
fo much of him, that I am fick of the very name.—
For heaven’s fake, talk of fomething more agrecable.—
=—Can I never have any one thing done that I order }—
Are they gone,. I atk you ?

Fetch. Your hufband then, madame——

- La. Wilkit, Hufband ! hideous !—How can the wench.
be fo vulgar! Hufband !—Didft thou ever hear that-
word even in mix’d converfation that was commonly

-well-bred ; for who can tell but there may be married .
women in company ?—To my face too—What have I
done to be mostified in this brutal manner?

Fetch. Yourladyfhip akk’d-me a queftion.—-

La. Willit. And why don’t you anfwer me ?

Fotch. Sir Thomas then, madam, told em you were:
indifpos’d, and defir'd to be excus’d.

; ﬁ.a. Willit. A favage!—You could have told himhe

y’do— 4

Fetch., There are familiarities that might:become
your ladythip. —

La. Willir. Impertinence! don’t talk te- me. It
kills me to think of his behaviour.—I’m fick to death-
of him.—[Flings berfelf on the couch.] The falts—
‘Where are they ?—Where have you miflaid the bottle,
monfter }—What is the blund’ring fool looking for }—
I know you faw I had it in my hand, and thou would’f
not have the humanity all this while to teil me of it.
—So0 you won’t then give me that play-book when I
bid you !—TI'll read, and try to forget him. |

Fetch. Your ladyfhip changes your mind fo often,
that *tis impoffible for any fervant alive to keep pace. |
with it. : ' ‘

La. Willit. You will talk then !.
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Fetch. When one does all one can to pleafe you —
La. Willir. Hold your tongue, I fay, and don’t pro-

. voke me.—I hate this £lly- trath.—
‘ [Flings away the book.

Enter Fibber,

La. #illit. What does this fellow want ? How dar’d
you come into the room without being fent for 2=
_Where’s the blockhead going ?—Well, what haft thou
to fay to me now ? -

Fibb. Mifs Clackit prefents her humble fervice to
your ladyfhip, and hopes that you have not forgot that
the is to go to the opera with your ladyfhip at night.
;—She’ll call upon your ladyfhip at half an hour after

ve.

La, Williz. Say that I'm out of order; that I fee no
company ; —fay any thing.—~Now, can that brute ever
make me amends for the lofs of an opera?

Fibb. Mrs. Buxom, madam, fent word, that fhe hath
fecur’d a box for the new play next week, and that
there will be room for your ladyfhip, lady Frankair,.
and mifs Sprightly.

La. Willir. What avill become of me! I muft and.
will keep my engagements.—Why did 1 ever know
there was fuch a place as London ? — Was there no.
body befides ? _ . .

Fibb. Lady Rampant depends upon your ladyfhip to.
make up her quadrille party after the opera.

La. Willie. *Tis intolerable, that one muft fet every
agreeable thing afide for the impertinent bufinefs of a
hufband. —You may go.—But haft thou any thing elfe
to fay tome?

Fibb. Only the man left the mafquerade tickets for
your ladythip—Here they are, madam.

* La. Willis. Blockhead! fool ! [Tears them to pieces.]
But why, I pray, were not thefe meflages deliver’d me
as they were fent? N

Fibb. Your ladyfhip was with fir T4omas 3 and I had.:
his pofitive orders to the contrary.

La. #illit. Get you out of my fight.~How dar’d you:
to think of obeying him in any thing that related to-
me? [Exit Fibber.] This coufin of his is a moft hypo~
aitical jade—I muft and will ynravel this affair.
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Call her to me then.—[Exit Fetch, and returns «vith
Friendlefs.] But now I think on’t I’ll ftay till I have
feen lady Frankair.—Have you any bufinefs with me;
* madam?

Friendl. Did not your ladythip fend for me?

La. Willit. I fend for you !—Don’t flatter thyfelf,
girl, I am not in fuch miferable difirefs for company.
—You may go again. [Exit Friendlefs.

La. Willit. How could” you- be fuch a blundering
creature ?—Did not I bid you call Mifs Sprightly.

- Going ;

Fetch. Really, madam, you confound me. [Eteturiu
~ La. Willit. T won’t be fpoke to.—Where are you
going ?—[Going.] I won’t fee her now; I’'ve chang’d
my mind.

Fetch. If it Be not anm unreafonable requeff from a
fervant, I could wifh your ladyfhip would know your
own mind before you fpeak : —'Twould fave you a
great many words, and.me a great deal of treuble.

La, Willit. T tell-you, Fetch, I won’t bear your info-
lence.—Go, fee who ’tis that knocks.—If ’tis lady
Frankair, that blund’ring fool of 2 porter may deny me.
=0’l]l ¢all when I'want you,. [Exit Fetch.

Enter Lady Frankair.
La. Willit. If 1 had done any thing-to make him

jealous, it wou’d not vex me..
La. Frank. Harth be fiill the ufe of his reafon ? fure
he muft be more than man, or you lefs than wo-

man !~~What, let a man that loves you have his own.

way !'—How can you anfwer-it to the fex ?
La. Willit. The creature fancies too he hath bufinefs.
La. Franki And fancies you have pleafure.—Why
cannot each of you follow your own amufement?—
Did ever any man but a hufband talk to a woman
about bufinefs ?—One wou’d imagine they did not
know what we were made for. : -
Enter Fibber.. :
Fibb. Lord Courtlove, madam. [Exit.

Enter Lord Courtlove.

La. Willit. Is the affair fettled? You muft pardos.
me; my lord ; for I.am very impatient.
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Ld. Court. The promife is renew’d, but the place
is gone. What is.a promife ?—A civility, and no-
thing more’; and yet greedy neceflitous fools will de-
pend upon it; they will flatter, they will lye, they
will betray for it; they will run in debt upon it ; they
take it too as current coin, and, till their creditors
fall upon ’em, they never find the miftake.—~—Excufe
me, ladies, for I have left all temper.

La. Williz. Then I am wretched. )

La. Frank. You are a loft woman if you truft
yourfelf in the country with him—We muft defer it.

La. Willit. But how, how! that’s the queftion, my
dear lady Frankair. ' -

La. Frank. Mifs Sprightly muft have my brother.
—Nay, child,” we muft fome way or other bring it
about. )

La.- Willit. Wou’d I cou’d marry him !

La. Frank. 1 hope fir Thomas hath never feen you
in this tame governable way.—Shou’d he imagine

" you had fo much condefcenfion in your conftitutiomn,
there is no hufband alive but wou’d take the advantage
of it.—How many of ’em have I known fpoil’d to all
intents and purpofes by our compliance to what they
call reafonable things!—Now I can have no notion
that a hufband can propofe a reafonable thing.

La. Willit. I-am forry your ladyfhip hath fo mean °
an opinion of my underftanding.—Sir Thomas may
give himfelf what airs he pleafes, but upon this head I
have nothing to accufe myfelf. '

La. KAraxk. Support the dignity of your charaer
now or never.—Though you are his wife, determine
‘to be always your owr woman.

La. Willit. But 'who can hinder the.creature from
thrufting his advice upon one P—FHad I ever taken it,
I thould not wonder at him.—But, dear lady Frankair,
can you think of any fcheme to fave me, for I hate to
be obftinate when there is no occafion for it ?

La. Frank. Keep your temper, child; your cafe is
not yet defperate.—Now wou’d not any one {wear that
man was really unhappy ? So difconfolate, fo fighing,
and all for the lofs of a woman !-—Had he been a year
ar two married, he would have learnt to have borne
a lofs of this kind with more philofophical refigna-
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tion.—Brother, nay prithee, brother, is it the ill ufage
of friends or of your miftrefs that touches you ?

Ld. Court. *Tis not that I am fo unexperienc’d in
gublic bufinefs, as to expeét that every promife fhould

e comply’d with ; but ’tis hard, fiter, that one of my
confequence thou’d be treated like a common country
gentleman.

La. Frant. Have you not .told me, child, that Mr.
Barter influences your hufband in every thing i—We
muft make that man our friend.

La. #i:llit. Never think of it.~~Had it not been for
that meddling fool, mine had never once thought of
his debts, nor the family been in this confufion.

La, Frant. Yet there may be ways of foftening him,

La. Willit. You don’t know him.

La. Frank. Pardon me, madam.

La. Willit. *T'is impofiible. ‘

La. Frank. Have not you obferv’d, that he and 1
of late are very well together }—He makes up to me
upon all occafions.—~We only atk him, child, to fpeak
and a& contrary to his opinion ; trifles that, my bro-
ther knows, are every day got the better of in things
of greater confequence.~—~What offers hath he refus’d ?
hath he ever been rightly apply’d to?

La. Willit. But then that curfed devil of a girl
Friendlefs, is To fet againft me.

La, Frank. Now { really don’t think the girl, m
common juftice to herfelf, thould part with her intereft
in mifs Sprightly for nothing.——My brother ought to
have offer’d her fome fort of civility. As the intereft
with our friends is a faleable commodity, pray, why
fhould not fhe make the beft of it too ? - ,

Ld. Cosrt. Without doubt ; it hath been a fhame-
ful omiffion.

La. Willit. Now is it not aftonithing, madam, that
that hideous girl fhould ever be of confequence énough
to be brib’d ?—~'Tis ridiculous.

Ld. Coxrt. That, madam, fhall be my affair.

La. Frank. You are now, my dear, in the right way.

La. Willit. What a ling’ring death have you fav’d
me from ! Fetch, tell my coufin Fenny to come. to me
immediately——Lady Frankair and I, my lord, will
leave you to manage that awkward creature—"Twou’d
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make one mad to think that fuch a wretch fhould thrive
upon my diftreffes. :

Enter Mifs Friendlefs.

La. Frank. Don’t you think the girl prodigioufly
enteel to-day ?—Come hither, child.~I never faw a
ead more becoming. Thisis a mighty pretty filk,

amifs Friendlefs ; the {leeve .too is fo-eafy.—~Was this
apron, child, of your own work? .

Friendl. Your ladyfhip’s civility is fo like flattery,
that it puts me in confufion.—I am fo unacquainted
‘with both of ’em, that ’tis hard for me to diftinguith
»one from t’other. :

La. Willit. Now won’d any body imagine by that
«creature’s looks, that the had fo much mifchief and
malice within her? [T lady Frankair.

Ld. Courst. ‘The diftin&ions mifs Sprightly fhows
you, are to me indi{putable proofs of your merit.

: 7o Friendlefs,
La. Frant. 1 differ with you, madam :——Mifs

‘Sprightly, in my opinion, does a0t want fenfe. )
. [To lady Willit,

La. Willit. And yet fhe feems to think love the
.moft reafonable motive to marriage.—Now is that like
a woman of common underftanding ?~The girl is un-
-accountable, o

La Frank. Our laft converfation muft have had fome
-effet upon her.

La. Willit. s mifs Sprightly, coufin Fenny, in her

* own room ?{ ¢

Friendl. 1 left her there, madam.
- La. Willit. Let us fet upon her once again ; fhe is
the only woman I ever knew that another womam
could not find out ; though we are fuch riddles to men,
we are not fuch myfterious things to one another.—
I leave you, coufin Fenny, to entertzin lord Court-
dova. [Exeunt lady Willit, and lady Frank.

Ld. Court. Thole eyes! were not my heart already
engag’d, I muft have lov’d now.

Friendl. 1 am unus’d to flattery, my lord; ’tis
thrown away upon me, for I have not yet learnt that
eafy happy faith, to join with every flatterer in flatter-
ing myfelf, - .
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Ld. Court. That modefty, madam, is too fevere,
which takes ofience at truth. — You cannot be a
firanger to my paflion, who enjoy the intimacies of
a converfation, which (though you deferve) I always
envy.—Were jyour friendfhip to fecond my addrefs to

" mifs Sprightly, it could not poflibly fail of fuccefs.

‘Friendl. Your lordthip’s ear perhaps is as little ac-
-quainted with truth as mine is with flattery ; fo that

to ore of your rank I cannot be fo ill-bred, to fpeak
- it without permiffion.———Pardon me, then, my lord,
if I am not of your opinion.

1.d.-Court. 1 know you could do it, mifs Fenny.

Friendl. 1 thould deceive your lordfhip, it I.did not

" diffuade you from this purfuit.

Ld. Court. Would fhe butlet me know her objec-
tions.

Friend. As in this cafe they generally depend
upon fancy and caprice, a woman either can’t give
*em, or won’t give "em.

Ld. Court. I know, mifs, you have good-nature; I
know too the credit you have with her.—Mijght I hope
for your good offices, you fhould not find me ungrateful.

Friendl. What do you mean, my lord ?

- Ld. Court. Mean, madam !—] faid I would not
be ungrateful. .

Friendl. Havel ever calPd your gratitude in quef-
tion, my lord?

Ld. Coxrt. 1 thought the courtly phrafe of tranf-
" afting bufinefs had been better underftood. .

Friendl. But why are you fo myfterious ?

Ld. Court. 1 mean then, madam, (you muft par-
don me) that the thing fhall turn out to your own in-
tereft too.

Friendl. To my intereft!

Ld. Court. A thoufand guineas, or a diamond ring
of that value.

Friendl. For what }——To fell my friend ? Were [
2 man, you wou’d not have had the courage to have
offer’d me this affront. :

Ld. Court. Excufe me, madam; ’tis an affront that
men of the greateft diftin&ion pocket up without the
Jeaft fcruple. '

Friendl, s it becaufe I want fortune you prefume to
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ufe me thus ?——Which of us two thinks the other the
moft contemptible ¢ ,

. Ld. Court. The prefent is not fo inconfiderable,
but the richeft perfon might have accepted it.

Friendl. A man who wou’d bribe me to be his
Friend (by tacitly calling me a knave) very juftly makes
me his enemy. Could I {erve you, were 1 inclin’d to
ferve you, my honour would now forbid me.

 Enter Fetch.

Fetch. My lady, and lady Frankair are in the drawing
room, and defire your lordfhip’s company immediately.

Ld. Court. I hope, mifs, you will think more favour-
ably of me, and not mifinterpret a civility. [Exits

Friendl. Is mifs Sprightly alone, Mrs. Fetch ?

Fetch. My lady bid me charge you not to ftir from
this room till fhe fent for you.—You had beft not pro-
voke her ; for mifs, yonder, hath put her moft horridly
out of humour. ’

Enter Mif; Sprightly.

Spright. I have left my aunt like a woman diftra&ted :
fhe thinks me very unreafonable that I won’t be mar-
ried for her conveniency ; now I think 2 woman runs
a {ufficient rifque who marries for her own.’

Friendl. Your lover hath been juft now offering me.
proofs of his good opinion of yoz, and his #// opinion of
me ; for he would have brib’d handfomely for you,

Spright. 1 am fure, child, he muft hold thy parts.
in prodigious contempt :—’T'is the great commerce of
the world : for a man of rank or figure is above felling
-any thing——but his friend,—or himfelf,

_ Friendl. How can you divert yourfelf by being wor-
ried every day of your life '—Have you put an end (o
it at laft by a peremptory anfwer?

Spright. My uncle, I find, holds his refolution of

oing into the country, and then there’s an end of
all his wife’s fchemes at once. ’Tis a fphere that
ftints the genius of an extravagant affeited woman.—
Inclination may.be the fame, but opportunities muft
be wanting ; and fhe cannot have thofe frequent temp-
tations of making herfelf and her hufband {o confpi=
cuoufly ridiculous,

B o

’
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Friendl. The want of fortune is felt fo feverely in
-no condition of life, as in being oblig’d to a proud
imperious relation, While fhe is talking to me, I'am
Adn fuch.awe, that mx very reafon is not my own.—In
.all places my circumftance muft be the fame.

Spright. You will always find a friend in me.

Friendl. Her very civilities are infults.

Spright, That lady Frankair hath been the poor we-
:man’s ruin. ! ’

Friendl. She affefts her phrafes.—

‘Spright. Her very vices, like an imitating poet.

Friendl. Then, without the common &kill or views
«of a gamefter, fhe plays immoderately.

Spright. And ’tis by that (if I miftake not) lady
Frankair pays herfelf for her inftructions.

Friendl. Now were I a man, I thould ‘be the moft
_jealous of my wife’s womez-companions.

Spright. She is over-run with affeCtation ; fhe is am
.awkward copy of that very wanran, or rather of every
-woman of fathion.—~Why does fhe paint? not that fhe
wants a complexion, but becaufe lady Flarsir does it,—
‘Why are all the fops in town admitted to her toilette? -
Becaufe the hatb feen ’em at lady Frankair’s.—Why are
.common cheats and tharpers admitted among her vifi-
tors? Becaufe fhe hath feen the particular civilities
:fhown ’em at lady Quadrille’s.—She 1s atham’d of going
‘to church, becaufe lady Frankair hath no religion.—
Then too fhe wou’d fain have the reputation of making.
her hufband a cuckold, in imitation of =2 hundre
«f the fine ladies of her acquaintance.

Enter Fetch.’

Fetch. Mifs Friendle/s,my 1ady wants youthismomeat,
Spright. Nay, you thall not go, child; for, in the hu-

mnour fhe is in, I kriow fhe wou’d ufe you like a dog.
Fetch. 1 darenot, madam, return without her.—’Tis
-well for us that her humours are divided among her huf-
:band and the whole family; for if they were to light
mpon one,—where’s the patience that could bear ’em ?
Spright. You know, Fetch, mife Friendlefs hath al.

' sways had her full thare of her.
Friendl. But, after all, mifs Sprightly, I muft go.

-
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Enter Lady Willit and Lady Frankair,

La. Willit. 1 knew they were together.—You im-
pertinent flut, why did not you bting me an anfwer?
[To Fetch.]— Well, mifs, and does.your awkward
privy counfellor there, applaud you for being fo ob-
ftinately bent againft your own intereft? [Te
Sprightly.]—Why is lord Courtlove thy averfion, girl? -
—Only ‘becaufe he is my friend.—Who haft thou in
thy eye for her? [ToFriendlefs.]—~Depend upon it,
- ‘that malicious creature intends to fell thee, child.
{70 Sprightly.] ' ,

Spright. Let me have the honour and fhame of my
own ations; for, like your ladythip, I am influenc’d
by my own paffions only. Iam as much averfe to advice
as you can ge: do all you can, you fee I take my own,

La. #illit. Ah Fenny, Fenny, thou art a devil.

Friendl. You wrong me, madam.~But gratitude keeps
. me filent; I dare not truft myfelf with a reply.

- La. Willit. That is to fay, you cou’d be faucy if -
you wou’d.—Nay, I cannot be furpriz’d at the info-

lence of every one in the family, when my hufband
. fets >em an example,

Spright. Does your ladyfhip never accufe yourfelf
as well as other people ?

La. Willit. I don’t want accufers, mifs Sprightly :
I think  that matter is but too evident.—That fulien
creature, [ pointing to Friendlefs] lady Frankair, is a
proof, that mifchief is the only cunning of fools.—
What does the fellow want ?

 Enter Humphrey.

Humpb. My mafter, madam ;—no offence I hope to
your ladythip—

La. Willir. And didft thou think this a likely place
to find him in ?~Thefe awkward country clowns think
a man and his wife infeparabie. :

Humph. Nay, madam, I am not fo fond of ill .
wor&s, for that matter, as to feek to talk to you great
ladies.—~Then too, I have liv’d fo long in a great fa-
mily, that (as’tis my duty) I leave my lady in the
wrong whenever fhe p?;afes to be fo; no offence I hope,
madam, : 0s Goinge

2
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La. Willir. This infufferable fool will eternally be

‘talking.—Who wants your mafter *—That that crea-
ture’s mafter fhould be mine!'—Why does not the fel-

low anfwer me ?=Who wants him?

Humpb. His uncle, madam, Mr. Barter.

La. Willit. My hufband too out of the way! never
‘was amy thing o lucky.—Lay hold of this opportu-
nity, my dear lady Frantair.—Tell Mr. Parter, that
1 defire the favour ¢ f his company. [Zxi¢ Humphrey.]
~Lady Frankair and I have bufinels; fo you two may
go together and rail at-me.—In a minute or two do you,
Fetch, come and whifper me. [Exeunt Mifs Sprightly,
Mi/s Friendlefs, and Fetch.

Enater Myr. Barter.
‘La. Willit. Afier 1 have given your ladyfhip a fub

““ficient time to tempt him as a woman (don’c think, -

lady Frankair, that I fufpect your parts)—I'll fend lord
Courtlove to fecure your conqueit by what governs the
world, Intercft.—Love alcne will never do.! men
think as coolly, and a. reafonably, child, upon thefe
affairs as we.—MTr. Barter, your fervant.

La. Fraxk. Bufincis tukes a man off from his friends
fo immoderately, that one hath very feldom the plea-
fure of feeing you.~Now, dear Mr. Barter, tell me
fincerely ; don’t you at fome hours of the day, think of
what is more entertaining ?—I can have.no notion that
a reafonable creature (as you are) can entirely lofe
himfelf in the city ; for yon fhould never perfuade me
that fuch convarfation can goflibly be agreeable.

Bart. Why not agreeable ? 'We have our affeda-
tions, our vanities, -our :follies, and our vices.—We
rail, we are civil, and laugh at.one another with the
fame familiarity and friendfhip as you do.—~Then too,
as you laugh at ‘us, .we laugh at you; fo that we are
never at.a Jofs for fomething diverting and ridiculous.

[Fetch.enters and whifpers.

Ta. Wilkt. You'll excufe me, madam—I beg your
_pardon, Mr. Barter : *Tis an affair that cannot detain
-me long. You feel ufe you both without ceremony.
. ' : : Exir.

La. Frant. How cou’d you be fo pmvoking, as
pot to be at my laft affembly ?—I hope you dop’t pat
me upon the foot of fending 4o yau.
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." Bart. You know, madam, I had been at one be~
fore ; and my curiofity was fully anfwer’d—Every
body was talking round me,- and not a creature ha
any thing to fay ;—not a man or-woman but what was
in the hurry of bufinefs, and not ene of ’em had any
thing to do; till.at laft I found all of them worn down,
and difpirited with one another’s impertinence, except
a few friends who were feeking to ruin each other at-
the gaming-table.

La. Frank. But, dear Mr. Barter, how can you be
fo fevere ? ’Tis. impoflible to eater into the diverfions
of the place at once.—’T'is what one may call the ex--
"change of leve and gallantry ; the tranfaltions and
bargains are fettled in the crowd, but the bufinefs is
concluded in a #éte a téte at their own. houles.—~You
may depend upon it, by its being fo much frequented,
that it anfwers the men’s and women’s ends fome way
or other.

Bart. But I have no fchemes of that kind,

La. Frank. Why have you not 2. ‘

Bart: At my time of life, mradam, I fhall not " begir
- to make myfelf ridiculous.

La. Frank. Atmy time of life '—When did you ever. -
Iear a woman make ufe of that exprefiion P—Are not
you a man? beyond difpute you make yourfelf ten
times as ridiculous by forgetting you are one.—Were
you once fettled among us; I fee ycu have it about .
you to relith life.—A woman-is a Letter judge in this
cafe than you are of yourfclf.

Bar:. I have not vanity enough to be work’d into a
fool by flattery. .

La. Frank. How can you take a thing fo malicioufly ?

Bart. Really, madam, one wou’d not chufe to be.
an awkward fool ! —~the genteel follies and vices never
fit eafy upon a man of bufinefs;. the pretty feilowse
owe ’em entirely to education,

La. Frant. Let me die, Mr. Barfer, if I am not
ferioas in this affair! Suppofe now, by my brother’s-
marriage to mifs Sprightly.(which 1 know your advice.
cou’d eafily bring aboui) our famili:s were Jink’d in.
the fame intereft ; and that your nephew, by a conii-
derable employment, was oblig’d to refide in town,.

- o
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there might be things too worth yesr acceptance ; and,
Ppray, what obje@ions cou’d you have toliving among us?
- Bart. I am wot atham’d of my profeflion, madam.

La. Frank. But you muft allow, that at our end
of the town we live -with greater elegance.—Why is
the purfuit of riches, but to attain eafe and pleafure ?

Bart. 1 hate luxury and oftentation. 4

La. Frank. To what purpofe have you wealth#
wou’d you not enjoy it? ‘
. Bart. I do—Extravagance and profufion aever en-
joy’d it.—Befides, ’tis a life that I am unqualified for.
—1 have the narrow ffinted genius of honefty and in-
dependance, and fhow’d but expofe my education by
living within my fortune. '

La. Frank. But, dear Mr. Barter, after all (Putting
you out of the cafe) is it not monftroufly abfurd in your
Nepheaw to fet himfelf againft his own intereft? To

abandon a preferment that is thrown in his way ?—How

are families rais’d? - . ,

Bart. They ought to be rais’d, madam, by induftry
and honour. - , ‘ .

. Entgr Lord Courtlove.

La. Frank. Dear brother, I am glad you are come
to my affitance.—I know you will think Mr. Barter
prodigioufly in the wrong. '

Ld. Coart. Though I'bave as yet the misfortune to

be very little known to him, [am fo well acquainted with

his charaer, that I own myfelf partial to his opinions, -
" La. Fran. 1 have been making downright court to
him ; and wou'd fain perfuade him to divide himfelf be-
tween bufinefs and pleafure, and live at our end of the

town.

agrecable, and it might too be attended with its ad-
vantages. ‘

Bart. Luxury, neceflity, and dependance, are ad-
vantages inconfiftent with our way of life—Induftry
and commerce (however unfafhionable) eblige us to
«economy and juitice ; and (notwithftanding the politer
examples of the avorld) our credit does fill, in a great
weafure, depend upon our moral character.

La. Frank. We all know you city people get a pro-

Ld. Court. The life muft unqueﬂionabiy be more .
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digious deal of money; but fill a merchant—there’s )
fomething in that word that gives one an idea dfe—of:

—of I don’t know what :=~In Thort,. we ladies have an-
unaccountable prejudice againft you.

Bart. Is the name then a term of reproach P—-
Where is the profeflion that is fo honourable ?—Whats»
is it that fupports every individual of our coumtry ¥
>T'is commerce.—On what depends the glory, the cre--
dit, the power of the nation?—On commerce.—To-
what does the crown itfelf owe its fplendor and dig~
nity #—To commerce.—To what owe you the revenue-
of your own half-ruin’d eftates? To eommere: and.

. are you fo ungrateful thew to. treat the profeflion with:

eontempt by which-you are maintain’d 2

Ld. Court. A city life, fifter, may be difagreeable-
to you fine ladies ; but your’s is not the opinion of sl
the people of fafhion and quality.. .

Bart. When people of rank and figure can profefs

ming, I am not furpriz'd that-we:are fo-contempt-
ible; for commerce is the very reverfe of it.—In
gaming, one man’s gain-is t'other’s ruin;,buat com-
merce 1s for the mutual advantage of both. .

Ld. Court. Bat.you muft allow, fir, that advantages
have been made by a good correfpondence at this end
of the town; (which upen certain occafions might be
of ufe to yqu,)—You know inftances, many inftances,
among you of what I mean.—The countenance of men
in power, early intelligence, a feafonable hint !—Some
of your greateft fortunes have been rais’d this way.

Bart. ’T'is too evident, my lord.~~But then.one exor-
bitant fortune of this fort hath made at leaft a thoufand’
beggars,.—’Tis the moft fraudulent, the moft pernicious

aming, under a more fpecious denomination and thofe
who pra&ife it, difgrace the profeffion of 2 merchant.

Ld. Court. Pardon me, fir ;. I meant the propofal as
a civility. o 2

Bart. Your fifter, my lord, I perceive is to flatter.

" me, and you are to bribe me to influence my nephew

to fell his niece.—The cafe is plain ¢ or, why all this
follicitude, this artifice about mifs Sprightly ?

La. Frank. How can you, brother, talk to a crea~
ture who is fo horridly ppt of humour ?~~One would.

04 .
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imagine Mr. Barter -had a mind to the girl himfelX,

Ld. Court. Nay, dear fifter, keep your temper.

Bart. This whole proceeding, in the eye of the
world, appears fo very mercenary, fo very corrupt, that
your hopour fuffers.—Pardon my freedom, my lord.

Ld. Cours. As to notional honour, you are: un-
doubtedly in the right of it; but what is that to the
praftice of mankind ?— -

Bart.-’Tis you, my lord, and fuch as you that in-
fluence the manners of mankind.—Common charity
‘obliges thofe of your rank to fhow clear and confpr
euous proofs of honour and difintereftednefs ; for when
ever you are mean and mercenary, the vulgar are hang’d
for following your example.

La. Frank. Now- is not this aftonithing, brother,
that an arrant citizen fhould pretend to cenfure the
behaviour of a man of quality oo

Ld. Cours. Common fenfe, alike in all men, can
diftinguifh honour and infamy.—-

Bart. When I {peak in defence of probity and ho-
nour, I mean to fhow my refpe® to your lordfhip ;
and in that Jight I hope the freedoms.I have taken will
need no apology. '

La, Frank. The creature begins to be intolerably
ill-bred. Let us leave him.

Ld. Court. The refolution I have taken will convince
you, that I think myfelf oblig’d to you. {70 Barter.

La. Frank. Lady Willit expe&ts us.—S8ir, your fervant.

Bare. ‘This converfation I find hath detain’d us both
‘too long.—I with I may have time to prepare the ac-
count before my nephew’s return.

Ldi Coart. When you are at leifure, I beg yow
wou’d give me leave to communicate my thoughts ta
you.—How unlike is an honeft man to a flatterer?
Mr. Barter, your moft obedient— [Exeunt Lord

Courtlove and Lady Frankairs

Bart., Honour alone fupports a noble narie -
Without it, title but fets off the thame,.
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ACT V.
La’y WiLLIT, FRIENDLESS,.

“Lady. WILLIT.

~O U know, coufin Fenny, I have always been ex~

tremely kind to you.—Had there been a yard more

of this lace I fhou’d have made itup for myown wearing,

the lappitsare fomewhat fcrimp, *tis true, but’ds entirely

new, and prodigious fine ; and yet, girl, I ean no more
make thee grateful than I can make thee genteel

Friendl. I can never forget my obligations.

.La. &illit. Wilt thou never leam to live eafy in a
family ? Is it not mondtrous, to be fo follicitous about
pleafing my hufband ¢ Is there a woman in the world
that cou’d forgive thee f—Recolle& your behaviour,.
and you muft own I have been too good to you.

- Frieadl, Might 1 be allow’d to vindicate myfelf.— -

La. Wiilit. Nay, dear Fenny, you know I know you.-.
—For thy own fake and mine don’t talk.—I don’t re- -
member I gave you that fan. [Takes her fax.

Friendl. Mr. Barter, madam, gave it to me—

La. Willit. As a reward for the meritorious mifchief .
thou haft done me—Hzre, take it, girl; by my treat-

. ment of late, ’tis plain thou haft richly deferv’d it. :

Friendl. 1f 1 ever offended you, it was by unfeafon- -
able fincerity and truth.

.La. Willit.. Sincerity and truth! I am furfeited with
the hypocritical cant.—My hufband is eternally ftun-
ning me with thele two hideous expreflions, as an ex-
cufe for his infolence and ill-manners.—I talk to you .
now, coufin Fenny, as a friend.

- Friendl. Your ladyfhip will always find me fuch.

La. #illit. Tell me truly then (for you are in the -
fecrets of the family) why is my hufband grown more a
brute than ever of late ? .

Friendl. 1 really think he loves you.

La. #illit. Suppofe he does ; art thou really fool
eneugh to think zbaz a motive td reconcile me to his
briatal behaviour >~—The love of a hufband,.girl, is not -
of.that prodigious confequence.
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Friendl. 'The importunity of creditors in town, the
frauds of his fleward in the country muft have made
him uneafy. y

La. m}llzt Don’t be impertinent, Fenny.—How dare
you think of the affairs of the family ?—Anfwer the
: ?ueﬁion I afk 'you.—~Why am I thus outrageoufly in-

ulted ? Who hath fet him againft me ?—That devilith
letter, Feuny.

Friendl. Mifs Sprightly told me, that Forewaerd did
as good as own it, and that *twas writ in pique and en-
vy to Pert.—The occafion of jealoufies is always to be
avoided ; for be the fufpicion either true or falfe, the
mifchief is the fame; and what hath moav happen’d
muft convince you, that the wanity of fools hath em-
broil’d more families than real intrigues. ‘

La. Willit. Thou art grown moft affe@edly wife,

enny. :
F’z'mdl. That daily flutter -at your toilette may be
only innocent amufement to you, but it may gall the
heart of a hufband. .
- La. Willit. *Tis then the company I keep, that gives
Kou and him the offence — How intolerably like my
ufband the girl talks!—Doft thou think, child, that
I was marrieclg to deny myfelf the common liberties of
a married woman ?—Would’ft thou have a man and
his wife fo difagreeably malicious, as to be eternally
intruding themfelves into each other’s company ?—Al,
enny, Jenny ! ’tis now a clear point who is his abettor :
tis you that fet him on.—Impertinence !—~Get youn
out of my fight.
~ Enter Sir Thomas Willit,
Sir T4o. Nay, dear child, why are thefe unreafon.
able paffions ?

LA. Willit. Unreafonable paffions !— %os know, fir

"Ybomas, 1 have had my unreafonable provocations.—
Do you imagine that nobody hath the talent of faying
or doing a thocking thing but yourfelf? -

Sir 7%0.- You need not go, coufin Fenzy.

La. Willit. Go, I fay.

8Sir Z4o. Dear child, keep your temper.

La. Willit. I won’t,— Hear her, believe her, and
make me and yourfelf unhappy.~1I fhall not interrupt
the converfation, . ’

v ~

[EX"‘- !
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Sir Tho. Get yourfelf ready, coufin Fenny, to fet ont-
for the country upon the firlt notice; for the moment
1 take my refolutign, nothing upon earth fhall defer it.
—But flay, child.—The prefent uneafinefs of the’ fa-
mily can be no fecret to you. .

Friendl. Wou'd it were in my power to remedy it.

Sir T%o. I.am not fo morofe, to deny a wife the na-
tural caprice and coquetry of the fex.—But of late her
conduét hath been infupportable.

Friendl, *Tis the way of the world that affends you.
—Her behaviour is owing to imitation more than in-
clination.—Are not all the ladies of her acquaintance
fo many precedents for every thing fhe fays or ‘does ?
—There 15 a fathion in converfation, in amufements, .
in follies, in vices, as well as in drefs.

Sir Tho. This deteftable town is more infe@ious than
the glague: a woman lives not one day in it without
catching fome fathionable vice or other. o

Friendl. Were men to judge by appearances, the
whole town wou’d be. over-run with jealoufy ; .for a
woman is atham’d to feem to love her hufband.—I am
not vindicating the manners of the fex, yet I am an
advocate for her innocenge. ,

Sir Tho. Innocence ! — Such innocence hath every
bad confequence of guilt.—Idon’t know what to think
of her. . -

Friendl. Confider, fir, the fathionable hypocrify of
the age is to appear vicious.

Sir Tho. This is the firft time I ever fufpeted you
for her confidant.—— But, as a woman, ’tis natural to
think a hufband muft be in the wrong when he is jealous,

Friendl. 1 fpeak in jultice to her, and in duty and
fincerity to you. :

Sir 7ho. Whatfoever they fay behind one another’s
backs, to deceive a hufband, one woman will vindicate
anather.—But it may be the girl’s real opinion; fheis
credulous, and good-natur’d.—I have bufinefs now.—
You may go, chiid. [ Exit Friendlefs.

) - Enter Barter., '

Bart. Were we to remove into another room, we
thould be lefs liable to be interrapted.—You fee I have
not forgot the offence I _comglimd in the morning.

: O



324 THE DISTRESS'D WIFE.

Sir Tho. T have no notion of thefe ceremonies and
pun&ilios between man and wife.—Sit down, fir ; we
will not be interrupted.

Bart. Your debts tarn out greater than you imagin’d, .

Thele receipts have exhaufted the whole fum.—Mrs.
Glib, the lace-worman’s bill, of a year and a half’s

ftanding (which was not in your lift) amounts to a

hundred and fiftcen pounds.—Here’s a bill too of Mr:
Glofs, the mercer, of eighty three; and this of Mrs.
Spangle, thre embroiderer, of thirty-feven. I have or-
der’d ’em to call upon me to-morrow, and, if you are
fatisfied in their demands, I will difcharge the debt,
and place it to account.—~You fee, nephew, I am wil-
ling to do every thing in my power to forward the
reafonable, the honeft refolution you have taken.

Sir Tho. *T'is not cnough that a man means to be
juft, when by his negligence, indolence, or vanity in
living beyond his fortune, he pats it out of his own
Eower to be fo.—You are not fupplying a fquanderer,

ut retrieving a family : that is the obligation I fhaif
have to- you. ,
Enter Fibber.

Fibb. Your honour’s letters, fir, by the poft. [Exit.

Sir 7%40. The feal is quite. broken, and not fo muchk

as botch’d up again.—The curiofity or fears of man-
kind are prodigious, :

Bart, *Tis a grievance that is become fo general, -

that no particular will take it upon him to complain.

Sir Tho. * Madam”——The letter I find is dire&ted
to my wife.—~How could the fellow be fuch a blunder-
er!—This is a liberty I never allow’d myfelf; but as
’tis my fteward’s hand, and can be no fecret, you will
excufe me. :

[Reads.] ¢ Madam, your ladyfhip muft prote&® me -

¢¢ from the information of Trenchawell, or the money I
¢ have advanc’d to you from time to time muft all be
¢¢ brought to account.”

To what will not a woman condefcend to gratify her
. extravagance ! : [Sitting thoughtfullys
~Bart. No ill news, I hope. :
Sir Tho. *Tis not her fault; ’tis my own negli-
BeNCE mmne )
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¢ In thort, madam, my affairs are in fuch con-

®< fufion, that unlefs I receive_a fatisfatory letter frone. -

€< your ladyfhip the very next poft, I fhall be oblig’d.

<< to make the beft of my way to Calais.” -
SurveY,
—Read it, fir—Know me before you trult me,
[ Barter reads.]—Well !—Now I am to be trufted ?
Bart. The more you want a friend, the more ready I
am to ferve you. S
Sir Tho. An hour ‘may be of the utmoft confe-
quence.—I have taken my refolution.
Bart, There are people of your’s below, that flay
for me. - < [Exit..
Enter Humphrey. i
Sir Tho. Humphrey,—let the coach and fix be got
ready with all the expedition poffible. . :
Humph. Before the fervants have din’d, fir!’
. Sir Tho. I don’t dine in town.

" Humph. Now I.cou’d not help fatisfying you, .if you.

did not know where I. was going,~But {ervants muft
not afk queftions. .
Sir Tho. Saddle-horfes too for the fervants.—D’ye
hear? ‘

Humph. Yes, fir.
P Sir Tho. Let ’em be ready, and in the way, for I
fhall not flay a minute for. any one of ’em.—But hold,
- Humphbrey —Tell my wife I wou’d fpeak with her im-
mediately—Go them '

Humph. Methinks, that you might be fure you

knew your own mind rightly, you had better fee my
lady firt.—Or, what hath been, may be; and we may,
mayhap, have every thing to undo again. [Exit.

Enter Lady Willit,

Sir T%s. Dear child, I am glad you are come,—I
had juft fent to defire to {peak to you.

La. #Willit. And what difagreeable thing have™you
to fay to me ?—If it is about bufinefs, let me intreat
you, dear fir Thomas, to keep it yourfelf; for I won’t
be plagu’d and worried every hour of my life with fuch
impertinent trifles. .-

-Sir Tho, As I am fettling accounts with my cre-
ditors— ’
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} La. Willit. You know I hate accounts.—What have I
to do with your creditors ? wou’d you have me pay ’em?
Sir 70. Do you know any thing of thefe bills, child
La. #illie. To-morrow morning,—a week hence,
—~fome time or other, when I have nothing elfe to
do,—if I don't forget it,—I will afk you for’em. °

Sir The. I only want to be fatisfied if any thing hath.
been paid.—Some of the people themfelves are below.

La. Willit. If you like to be entertain’d with their
impertinence, fend for ’em up.—Whether they or you-
dun me, the thing is much the fame.—But after all,.
what wou’d you have me do?—Give me your hi-
deous papers then. Sarab Glib—never was any thin
like the impudence of that woman! the had the af-
furance t’other day to afk me for her money; a crea-
ture who takes fuch intolerable liberties, by my con-
fent thou’d never be paid.—Glofs and Spangle too !—
Once a week ever fince we came to town have thefe
odious names been laid upon my toilette.—Send the.
creatures away, I beg you; people of fathion fhould
not encourage ’em, and (for the quiet of one another)-
fhou’d mever comply with a dun.—~Was it upon this
important affair I was fent for ?_ [ Flings doavn the bills.

Sir Tho. Nay; flay, child.

La. Willit. I hate you when you are in this provok--
ing wife way. .

Sir Tho. T have fomething of confequence to aca-
quaint you with. : -

La. Willit. T han’t time to hear it now.

Sir Tho. But I muft fpeak with yoy..

La. Willis. Speak then. - -

Sir Tho. 1 have order’d the coach and fix to be at the-
door as foon asit can be got ready. :

La. Willit. 'The coach and fix ! :

Sir ho. To fet out for the country immediately,

La. #illit. Immediately !

Sir 7ho. The very moment the coach is ready.

La. #illit. You might have been fo civil to have
afk’d me if I wou’d have the horfes kept in town.—.
Now, dear Sir Thomas, wou’d not a hir’d fet have
ferv’d your purpofe full as well ?

Sir Tho. Take nothing with you but what is abfo-

4 -3
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lutely neceflary upon the road.—Ever thm - elfe,
child, fhall heryfen?:fter us. Y 8

La, #illit. Am1a neceflary part of your baggage,
that I am to be bundled up with yoa at an hour’s
warmng ? :

Sir Tho. Our affairs, child, have made it abfo-
. lutely neceflary )

La, Willit. Well' and do ¥ detain you?

Sir T4o. You know ’tis impoflible for us to ﬁay i
town., -
La. Willit. That a dun or two can put you fo hi~
deoufly out of humour —Don’t you almoft every where
fee, that they are the eyerlafting retinue of a man of
fortune ?

Sir Tho. You muft allow me to know my ‘own af-
fairs, madam. :

La. #illit. And you muft allow me to know my
own mind——fir.

Sir 7ho. My refolutxons, madam, are taken; fo
fend for your maid, and order your things, for the
coach will be at the ‘door in lefs than half an hour.

La, Willit. In lefs, than half an'hour !—My head akes
‘moft intolerably; and itkills me to talk. [ Sits dows.

Sir 7ko. The journey, the air, the exercife, child,
will do you good.

La. Willit. To do me good was never a motive for
your doing any thing.—I wonder how you can have
the-aflurance to give that for a reafon. Your ufage,
fir, of late hath prepared me to bear your abfence for
ten or twelve days ; and 'you can have no bufinefs that
can_keep you longer.—Therefore fay no more about
it, for I will not go.

Sir Tho. But, dear child, confider—

La. Willit. 1 won’t.

Sir Tho. *Tis impoflible the family can fubﬁﬁ in
town a day longer.~'Tis in vain to difpute; the
thing muft be done,

La. willir. Muft!

Sir Tho. Will you get yourfelf ready then ?

La. Willit. No.

8ir The. Shall I call your mald to you ?

La. lelm No. .
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Sir 750. Will you think reafonably ? -

La. Willit. No. [Sebbing and cryings

Sir Tho. This is not to be borne—Nay ; prythee,
child, don’t give way to thefe paflions—'Twill be ta
no purpofe to a& this part over and over again.—
Wipe your eycs; my dear; and when a thing muft
be done, tho’ its a hufband’s propofal, do it chears
fully. - [Takes ber by the band.
alone, :

Sir Tho. Anfwer me then,—

" La. Willit. 1 won’t be haul’d and worried. -

Sir Tho. You or I, my dear, muft get the better of
thefe capricious humours.—  [Rings. Enter Hum-
phrey.] Tell' Ferch to come to your miftrefs.

Humph. She’s not in the houfe, fir.

" Sir Tho. My coufin Fenny then. [Exit Humphrey]

Speak to me, child.—Thefe fits of unreafonable ob-
fiinacy are owing to my unreafonable compliance ;
and the low fpirits you fo often and fo ‘opportunely
complain of, are owing to your too high fpirits.—
Leave off the fine lady, and be a reafonable woman.

La. Zillir. Inhuman creature! ah— - [Screams.

Enuter Friendlefs.

Sir Tho. A -glafs of water and the hartthorn imme-
diately, coufin Fenny. .

- Friendl. My lady is in her ufual way, I fee.

" Sir T#o. ButIam not in my ufual way.—Leave her
to me, child; and pack up thofe things that will be
neceflary upon the road.—~The key, you fee, is in the
travelling-box. .

Friendl. My lady wilt travel in her fultane, T fuppofe:
- Sir The. In any thing—Nay, pr'ythee, child, get
the better of yourfelf, and order what you wou'd
take with you.—What are you doing, counfin Fenny ?

Friendl. This cordial-water box muft go, for my
lady never travels without it. - -

Sir Tho. Difpatch, girl, and afk no queftions.

Friendl. And her toilette too— . .

Sir T0. Only the things that are neceffary.—Every
thing elfc fhall be feat after her,  [The cover of the

box _falls down,

La. Willit. For heaven’s fake; fir Fhomas, let me- -
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La. Willit. How can you kill one with thefe into-
lerable noifes? : [8arts.

Sir Fho. Recover your reafon, my dear; and give
her direions yourfelf. , [She rifes.

La. ¥illir. How dar’d you touch any thing without
. my orders ?—Lay every thing where you found it.—
Audacious flue! ;

Sir Tho. Will you teH her them what you aveu’d
have dane? .

La. Willit. No.

Sir Tho. Pack it up then, coufin Fenny.

La. Willit. How !—did not you hear what I faid 7

Sir Tho. You muft go as you are then ; for nothing
fhall detain me—I have affairs with my brother be-
low; fo agree the matter between yourfelves.  [Exir:

La, #illit. Are thefe the proofs of your gratitude tq.
me, for all the kind things I have done for you ?

Enter Fibber. ,

Fib. Lady Frankair, and thiee or four.ladies more,
to wait upon your ladyfhip. :

La. Willit. Get you gone, both of you.  [Exeunt

. Friendlefs and Fibber.
Enter Lady Frankair, Lady Rampant, Mrs. Buxom,"
‘ and Mrs. Clackit.

La, Willit. The brute hath really ruffled me.—{ ¢ rhe
leoking-glafs.] T look horridly flufter’d.—To be got the
better of by a hufband !—Shou’d it ever be known, I
fhou’d be deferted by the men, and laugh’d at by the
women.—Though I feel myfelf miferable, I won’t make
myfelf ridiculous. Lady Frankatr, your fervant,

La. Frank. What is the meaning of this fudden-
refolution !—If you go with him, child, you-go ta.
eternal banifhmcnt. .

La. Ramp. Are you really leaving us, my dear?

Bux. Ithought I had known you,

Clack. Are you mad, child?

La. Ramp. What a wretched hideous thing is a-
country-houfe !

Bux. ’Tis an everlalting téte a téte (without the-

chance of one agreeable interruption) and with whom ¢ -
with a hufband. N :

La. Willit, Ah) [Sighte
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~ La. Remp. That is a terrible circumftance.
- La, Willit. But he hath real bufinefs, lady Rampants
and ’twas I prevail’d upon him.

.B:!:x. A new opera next week, and lady Willis not
at it .

Clack, *Tis incredible! . -

La. Ramp. ’Tis impofiible ! ]

Bux. Nay, madam, ’tis for our intereft that you ne-
ver fhou’d come to town ; for we fhall have all the fin
men flirting at us again. )

. La. Willit. The lofs of a new opera is a mortifica-
tion.—Sir Thomas, indeed, wou’d have perfuaded me
to ftay, but I know his affairs muft fuffer.

La. Ramp. You are grown moft unaccountably con-
fiderate, =

Clack. But, dear child, what an odious journey are
you taking ? -

Bux. Why fir Thomas’s houfe is a thoufand miles off..

La. Willis. *Tis a dreadful way, that’s cextain, [ Sighs..

Clact, Now, I proteft, I wou’d not marry a man-
that had a country-houfe.—I fhould be in perpetual
apprehenfions, when. a hufband had fuch a hideous.
mortifying thing in his power.

Bux. You will withe—m <

La. Ramp. You will be moap’d

Clack. You will defpair.

La. Ramp. Could you bear.to be a country gentle-
woman, Mrs. Clackit ?

Clack. Let me die, if I fhould not hang myfelf.

Bux. How many days journey is it ? ’

La. Willit. Dear madam, don’t name it.—Bat ’tis.
my own choice; and as my going, {o my return de-
pends intirely upon myfelf.

- La. Ramp. How many women have been loft to all
true pleafure, by trufting themfelves with their huf-
bands a hundred miles from Loxndon

Clack. Believe me, child, ’tis 2 moft terrible under-

ing.,

Eug. *Tis like hell; *tis eafy to get thither.—But.
to return,—there’s the point. '

Clack. I advife you as a friend, my dear, let him.
do his bafines by himfelf, and don’t wuft yourfelf.
with him. o .
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La. Willir. When 1 faw his affairs requir'd it, it
‘was my duty to perfuade him.
. La. Ramp. The very fentiments of a notable country
“houfewife ! ’ -
Clack. When a man and woman are come to take
each other’s advice, they have done with the world,
and the world hath done with them.—So, my dear, I

wifh you a good journey,— [Salutes ber.
La. Ramp. I am afraid we incommode your lady-
fhip {Salutes ber. .

Bux. *Tis a mortifying thing to part with yous, m
dear.—But [ fee you Zre %n a h%rry.}f- [Salutes lm?:
[Exeunt Clackit, Lady Rampant, and Buxom.*
La. Frant. Really, child, yon carried off your dif~
trefs very handbmely. .

Enter Fetch.

~ La. Willit. How dar’d you to be out of the way
when I wanmted you 7 _
Fetch. Your ladythip’s affairs call you into the couns
5 and at prefent ’t1s inconvenient to me.——
« La. #illit. To you!—hold your tongue, impertie
nence, :
Fetch. I have borne this ufage but too long.—I avas
your fervant, madam. N
La. Willir. Have done, I fay. _
Fetch, Your ladyfhip may fpare your anger for her
tl;‘at fhall fucceed me.—Al I atk, madam, is my dife
charge. ~
- La. Willit. There's no bearing it.—Don’t talk to me.. .
Fetch. Your ladyfhip may treat your fervants as you
Fleafe; but as my circumftances are chang’d, your:
adyfhip, methinks, might give me better languages
i: .}.I.‘a. Il’illlit. You will talk then !—Sir Thomas ﬁc;low,
uffy, will pay you your wages.—Get you gone.
Fetch. -ny,y Lad!;,‘for gt}elat matte}r,, 'uﬁlefs your
ladyfhip can behave yourfelf more civilly—I fhall cut-
thort the converfation.—Madam, your fervant. [Exit.

Enter Sprightly, in her travelling babit.

Spright. Is not your ladyfhip ready yet ?
La. #illit. Dear child, what do you mean /—~You
have never given lord Caurtlove a pofitive anfwer.—.
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You may trifie with a lover too long.—I know your
intend to have him. Such an offer!—You have too
good fenfe to refufe it.
La. Frank. This is the only point, child, that caa
refpite your fentence. (7o Jady Willit. They feem in
earnefl converfation with Sprightly.

Enter Sir Thomas, and Friendlefs.

Friendh The letter that gave you-fo much difquiet,
Fetch own’d to me was writ to her by Pers. As |

have the happinefs of your family at heart,. I thought
it my duty to let you know it.—’Tis upon his account
+fhe hath quitted your fervice.—The ftep fhe hath taken

Y own furprizes me; but there is not fo fure a trap for

a woman as a coxcomb.—A chambermaid is often the
¢'purfuit, when the lady lofes her reputation.

"~ Sir Tho. How happy have you made me by this

difcovery ! [70 Friendlefs.]—I expe&t the coach at the
door, child, every moment. [To Mdy Willir.

La. #illit. And will you haul this girl out of town
from fo beneficial an offer? how can you ever anfwer
it to her or yourfelf? can a day or two longer be of
fuch confequence ? :

Spright. Put me out of the cafe, I beg you, my
dear aunt. Ilong for the country; I dream of the
country.—Wou’d I were there this inftant,

" La. Willit. How can you be fo malicious ?

- Spright. The thing muft foon difcover itfelf; fo
I had as good own it.—~My coufin Harry, jult bes
fore he went to Oxford—"tis now above four months—

La. Willit. What of him, child?

Spright. Married me ; that’s all.—TFhere' are rea-
fons too that would have hindered me from keeping
the fecret long; fo, my fweet, kind aunt, you fee
there is a juft impediment to this meft honourable
match of your propofal.—You may be furprized, you

" may be angry ; I like him, I love him, and fure no
woman alive was ever half fo happy !=—My friend here
was witnefs to my happinefs—Say what you will,
you fhall not put me out of humour, for the man is
my own, and fo is my fortune, '

La. wilfir. But after all, niece, your encouragement:
of lord Gourtlove is not 1o be vindicated.
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- {8pright. Your encouragement. you mean.—~The dear
.credture -is now in the country ready to receive me.
Wou’d I cou’d fly to him !=—Now, if he is not asim- "
patient as I.am, I cou’d never forgive him.—But he
1§, he muft be, and I believe him fu.

Enter Lord Courtlove and Barter.

Ld. Court. Her perfon, her behaviour, her virtue,
“hath won me.—I fHall not be embarrafs’d with fet-"
tlements, nor fhall I be run out with extravagance.
—I cemmit myfelf and fortune, fir, to your difpofal. -

Bar¢. As fhe hath a good underftanding fhe muft
have gratitude.—Lord Courtlove, mifs Fricadlefs, af-
fers himfelf to you for a hutband. '

. La. Frank. Dear brother, don’t make yourfelf ri-
diculous. i’ [Barter talés 1o Friendle(sa

La. Willit. *Tis impoflible he ca be in earneft.

Ld. Court. Your whole condu&t hath charm’d me.

Friendl. So gencrous an offer! and in my circum-
ftance! )

Bart. Is not to be refus’d.—I know he efteems
you ; and your happinefs now depends upon your
own behaviour,

- Friendl. 1 have a dread of greatnefs, and never
indulg’d a thought of ambition. Yet, confidesing
I am taken from my prefent dependance, though I
am thrown into an afluence of fortune, I muft be lefs
unhappy. . )

. La. 'Willit. How unaccountably are women difpos’d
of !—How infenfible is that creature of her happinefs !
—~—Now, dear fir Thomas, we mull fay to fee coufin
Fenny married. ‘

Sir Tho. I beg you, child, prefs me no further.—
[To Jady Willit.] The neceflity will excufe the trouble
I give you,~I muft leave this and every other thing
to you. (7% Barter,

La. Frank. Your ladyfhip hath forgot the feventy-
five pounds :—I fhou’d not have afk’d you for it, if I
:ad not a roublefome play-debt of my own upon my

ands. ’

La. Willit. From you too, lady Frankair ! this is
a dun that is infupportable.~I hope your lordfhip
will infit upon his Raying. :



334 THE DISTRESS’'D WIFE.

Sir ¥%0. *Tis in vain, child.—There—read that
letter from Surwey.—Now atk me to flay in town an
hour longer. .

Bart. To night, mifs Friendle/z, you are to be my
charge; to-morrow I fhall refign it to your lordfhip.

Spright. 1 with your lordfhip joy.—In chufing her,
you have made me and yourfelf happy.

Euter Humphrey.

Humph. The coach is ready, fir.
Sir Tho. There; take that box with you. [Exir
Humphrey.
Spright. My dear Fenny, happinefs attend you.
. [Salutes ber.
" §ir Tho. Ifhall be impatient till I hear from you—
{0 Barter.] You will excufe ceremony, my lord.—
Come, my dear. :
La. Frank. Now, dear child, let me beg you not to
et me.—You know what I mean, Salutes ber.
[(Exit Sir Thomas, Lady Willit, and Sprightly.
Bart. How happy might that woman have been if fhe
would have a&ted 1n her own fphere !—Her affe&ation
‘was not fatisfied with her own follies, but fhe muft pick
ap thofe of every one of her acquaintance.—And how
happy might that man have been, if he cou’d have been
- contented with the independance-of his own hereditary
eftate !=—The man hath recover’d his reafon ; and the
woman, when fhe hath no more fathionable fools to
keep her in countenance, muft return to herfelf.—
Vanity and affe@tation wou’d. be now thrown away ;
for unlefs people can be confpicuouily fo, they never
think it worth while to be ridiculous.

i
|
I

Thofe, who the gifts of fortune truly rate,
Find and fecure the independant ftate.
How much we hazard by fuperfluous coft !
In ev’ry debt fome liberty is loft. ,
He then whofe fortune and expence agree,
Is wife and great; for he alone is freey
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ADVERTISEMENT.
N the life of Gines de Pafamonte, alias Peter (2

treatife which Cerwvantes mentions with great enco-

miums) we have this fecond adventure of his ‘Puppet-
JShew : it is"there recorded to have happened in the town
which lived in perpetual broils with the braying alder-
men. In the following piece I have related the fory in
-adramatic way: I have too taken the llberty fo make it
- conformable to our own cuftoms, and made Enjlamx' the
fcene of the farce: but (knowing the captioufnefs of
guilt) to prevent partlcular perfons from claiming gene-
ral fatire, T have chofe to place the adventure i in a fi&ti-
tious country town, fuppofed to be remote from the great
" fcenesof life. Whoever will be at the pains to compare
it with the Spani/b, will find that (excepting thefe parti-
_culars) I have, in every material circumftance, faithfully
follow’d the original.’

Dramaus Perfonae.

M E N. W oM E N

" Braywell. Mrs. Brayawell,
Cackle. Mrs. Cackle.
Sir Nathaniel Nmny Lady Ninny.
Drone. Mifs Draale.
Slugg. _, Lady Buple.
Sir Humphrey Humdrum, " Lady Humdrum. -
Cudden. Mrs. Cudden. =
Sir Headftrong Bumc. Mrs. Potbher.
Drawle. ) Mifs Slugg.
Noddipole. - . Mifs Noddipole.
‘Pother. . Mrs. Drone.
QOaf. , Mrs. Broach.
Gofling. ) Betty Broach.
Broach.
Peter. SCENE, GoaTHAM.

Pickle,
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REHEARSAL at GOATHAM.

SCENE, ibhe great room of -an imn, fet out
’ Sor an affembly.

Mifs Betty Broach, Jack Oaf, Will. Gofling.
' GOSLING.

- A 1SS Betty Broach is in all her airs to-day.

L . Oaf. And rot me, if I don’t think her as
‘well drefs’d and as well-bred as any of your aldermen’s
wives ! Now,-#ill. Gofling, would not you rather have
her than any of them ? pox take me if I would not.

Goff. Mifs Berty hath an eye, that’s certain.
Oaf. Ay, Mifs Betty hath an eye—and a lip—’
[Kiffes ber rudely.
 Betty. How can you teaze and haul a body fol I
believe, Mr. Oaf, I value drefs as little as any woman
‘in Englaxd; but do but fee now, Mr. Gofling, how
] frightfully-he hath tumbled me, and when the corpo-
ration-feaft is at our houfe to-day, and it falls out too
upon affembly-night, one would methinks appear a
little like a Chriftian. \ - ‘
" Oaf. Kifing and anger apart then, mifs Bersy, I
came hither out of pure ftark love and kindnefs to you
and your family.—Mr. Broach at prefent fecms to be
ip a good-thriving way of Et.mﬁnefs.
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Bmy. Blefs us all, what’s the mattes?—. ..., it
,. Nay, there is no harm done,as yet. . ... ,. .

Btt(y. To be fyre my. father hath .been pamwlaﬂy

oblig’d to Mr. Go/ing, why, will condefoend to drink
~ at our houfe, when his uncle Cackle keeps the Sfu.u
but down the next ftree:.

Go/l. But after all, mifs Bz/{y, how could Mr. Broa:b
be fo ill advis’d to let maler Peter and his puppet(hew

. into his houfe ?

Oaf. It way feem, a wrifle,. madam, but rot me, if
the thing 'is hot of conlequence,—I know it.will in<
fallibly turn out to his suin.—Faith ancL trath I am
ferious about i,

Betty.: ] don’t underﬁand you,‘ Mr. Oaf The ﬂrew
is for the amufement and entestainment of the town,
]anﬁc} in all likelihood it wilk rather promomenltom thau
eiien lf ses

. Oaf. You are out, mifs Be/ty, mqﬁ damnibly Qut.

Gofl. How comes it to pafs that he chn[esour town
for his fhew?. |

Beity. As he chufes :my other, ta. gen oney if
he can. '

- Gofl. You make ﬂrght of this matters mifs th{y, I
perceive. ..

- Oaf. Imult telllyou them uufs .ijy, that T knmv

fomething of, this fellow. , The:rafeal is -brib’d.: Moo
that [ thmk there is much in thas, provided it. were in’
a right caufe ; but the dog is brib’d againf ns. - Brib’d
. to turn the whole cosporation of Goatham:into ridi-
cule; this is matter. of fa, mifs Bersy.—Now pray
do you confider what will be the confequenc& of your
father’s harbouring the rafcal ?

Ga/l. Nothing alive byt puppets would dare to be
A9 Infolent; for we {ee all well-bred men now-a-days.
pay the due homage to riches and -power .3s they

ught; and your father, beyond difpute, -will . be:

ok’d upon to be the confederate of thefe impudent
creatures Remember what I tell you. I know he’is.
byib’d, I know he. is hir’d,

Betty. And pray who hath hir'd-him ? Whenever.
people are ridiculous, you need not purchafe laugh-.
ers ; befides, whenever ndxculous people grow.captious.
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and peevith, it only miakes the laugh the ftronger
and more general.. For do what we will; if fome
foties will hitve stheir foliies and ablurdities, there are
dthets who will have their laugh. I ak ycu, fir,
who hathi-hir'd him.

Oaf. So you vindicate him then, nradam ;—if you
knew who had hird the fellow, without doubt you
woald that inftant give him up. You know, mifs Berzy,
the townimen of 4/iborough have, time out of mind,
had aa old. grudge egaintt our town—Now, who do
vou think hath fet_him wpon us? ‘

- Gefi. If you {uffer the thew to be play’d, you may
brew as good ftrong beer as you will ,

Oaf. And you yourfelf, in all ‘your airs, mifs Berty,
may fit in the bar all day leng to lure in_caftomers.—
You will not draw one eof the corporation into your
houfe, that I can tell you.

Gofl. Mifs Betty .is fond of a puppetfhew, "to be
fure that’s the cafe. - o

Betty. I own I.am fo fond of it, that ¥ would

not, becaufe. fools are caprious, have the town lofe
its diveriion. :
" Qaf. To{uffer Peter to come into the town at all
was. not ufage that I expected from the corporation.
Afwer the theatrical entertainments 1 have writ, and [
may fay without vanity, writ up to their taftes—I
‘think the town ow’d me fo much, as not to fuffer any
interlopers in a dramatic way. ‘e .

Betty.*But, dear Mr. Ouf, confider this is only a
puppetthew. Surc you won’t mention that and your
own works at the fame time.

Oaf. The town, you know, is capricious,—and -

one woanld not have it follow a low, dull, vulgar,
fpiteful, bitter, fatirical thing. I am concern’d for
the credit of our town, that’s all. I wou’d have it
encourage only things of tafte ; and in that view, I
own, it would be a mighty mortifying thing to fee
this fellow draw an audience. :

Goffl. Without doubt it would vex a man.—If the
thew takes.—After all, it would draw cuftom to the -

Pa

’
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boule ; and though I like Betty Breach, 1 vwiould not
bave my uncle entirely lofe all his. bufinefs., -

e ' (7o ©Oaf afide.
.. “Qaf, You{ee there’s nothing to be dope with herj<
"But yonder comes Broach and.-his wife.~—Let me aloae;

you fhall fee how I’ll work “em. .- .
< Buter Mr. Broach, and Mrs. Broach: - ¢

e O S T B L0 B ATl
- Mr. Broach. 1would bave fwarn, gentlemen, thatd
had left you drinking a bottle in the dining, rdom
with the corporation.—Butl might indeed have known
you were not among them, .they wese all fo wife and

rave. P Ty SNy
& Mrs. Broach. There are very few jokes that' they
relith.—You, gentlemen, have, the wit juft fited: for
’em,—and, whenever you {peak among ’em,.I have
obferv’d you never want laughers; now that is being
wveryobliging.. .« . . .. oL o .-

. '%@t;.g’f'og,'bq"f&ré'l\{lr.' Oaf and Mr. Gofling have -
been always the favaurite wits.of our top men. . -

. Gofl. Fack Qaf indeed is fo comically profane. upon

all occafigns, that he makes them all titter and laugh -
2l they are ready to burft,.. | )

IR e B
~ Oaf. You muft know, Mrs. Briach, Will. Gafling
thinks he hath _ the crack; on his frde fog .2 bawdy jeft.
But, for all thag, for your double entendres, ygu know
Mrs. Broach, there are-others may have been as fuc-
cefsful as be perhaps. ' . T . - o

«Ggfl. You know we promis’d to go back to™em.
"Oaf. *Twas out of friendfhip to you, Mr. Broack,
that we left *em. We have been galkipg to:mifs Rerey

upon the fubje@ already., ' = . .. _ona oo
.Gofl. This puppet thew, Mr. Broach, Fm afraid will
Break you. Ceeis o e

. Mrsy Broach. S:e}?k hi:}x’: e
"' QOaf. Ay, break him, by Fupiter{-..
;Gf%j;- ,Yo}:l are a mad-mahig;gu.f
fnyour houfe. ‘ T
-+ Daf. Is it pleafant, d’ye think, to have.the ‘whols
.ﬁmgpragign_uppn your back? . | NS
N dga,;‘ffg. Now, to my thinking, the magifisates fecm’'d
nd of it. T TS el -

y g 7‘.{’1 el

R TR

£ it to be play’d _
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Gl Dear Broack; 1bey your pirdon for that, "' T13
the way.-bf olir magifirates not to be what'théyfe¢in}
and give'ie leave to fay, [ know ’em better than Kpu,
Why, déar ‘Broach, ‘you would not have a man of
conféquence ‘fay a thing and do it, or fay the thing
he thinks.—Tho’ we are'bue 2 conntry ‘corporation;=~-
you maft allow us to-know.a little aof” the way of the

~ world.—One would have_thought, Broach, you, too
inight have known 4 lictle of the ways and manners of

mensnloffice. > ° ¢ R

i"Broachs Batwhatis there then in this piece that'can

sake #t of fuch*dreadfal confequence ?’
Oaf. Treafon, for ought I know.—I don’t know
whit wé may not make it. ° - S
Ggff. ‘And if it is fo, Mr. Broach,—tis not the
puppets you will find that will be call'd to account
forie. - - S ' ’ 4
Oazf. To be fure you muft quit the town.—I know
it 1o be a heavy, biting, ftupid, 'malignant fatire
upon the whele corporation. I know too the fellow
wad fer on by the town of Afiborouph. 1If, after-this, -
“you fuffer it,  Mr. Broack, though’ hitherto I have
thought well of you, I know what I fhall think of
- ‘Breach. T'know there are idle reports about mafter
Peter and his thew.—<But have you feen it, Mr, Oaf'?
have you read-it, Mr. Gofling ? ST
Oaf. 1 cannot fay that. - .
GoA. But we know enough of the thing in géne-
sal.- ' . S
- Oaf. There are things'quoted.
Gofl. .Paﬂ";gcs, very obnoxious paflages. ,
-Broach: Why then, gentlemen, ['muft acquaint you -
shat I have heard it repeated; and I could find out
none of thofe dreadful obnoxious paffages. I heard
nothing that poffibly could give offence. B
Oaf.” As they are not levell’d at you, you might
very eafily overlook them. Believe me, Mr. Broach,
the fellow hath impos’d upon you. o
. _Broach. You muft excufe me, gentlemen, if I
take upot me to believe my own ears in this affair.
Gaf. This will never do, Fack. : :
. - P3 N
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Ogaf. But it fhall do, before I have done witlr i it. B
fay it Mall not be play’d, and of that 1’11 bctt you ﬁfty
pounds, and § fay dows Hefts -

= Gofl. But you fqrget that wetam engag’d iy t’oth‘er
room.

Ocy‘" If the maguﬁrates am ﬁzck out, we' caﬁ fct
:thur wives upon ’em at-luff, and then. they it do
it:<—Broach, your fervant. —aWhen yo{t haire cdmfrder’d
better/of thissaffaires— . ¥

Gofl. You mll have reafon to !fhank us. fE:mth

v dnd Gofting.

Mrs Broach. But after all, hufbandy you know our-
aldermen aré -a’captious fort of gentry ;. if they but
furmife any thing-againft a man, they never fail of
doing him "l the real mifchief in their pewer. [
‘thisk, iniprudencey 1you {hould not venture’ to dnf.
oblige them., =

- Beity. "The whole of the matter is, #l/. Goﬂnig is
afmd the: public fhews at our houfe may maoke his
uncle’s lefs trequented.  The fplatter Fack Oaf maket,.
1s the envy.and. rancour of ‘an author ; that’s all. "1
hepe iny father knows ‘e if he ddes, Iam: (are e
-does not heed ’em. - 3

Braach. 1 know. that they are the fples and blIﬂ’ooﬂs
of our aldermen, and that there lies their whele' merit
‘and intereft ; that they have a noify kind of-i imperti-

- nence too, which fools giggle and laugh at for wit.
In fhort, they are the fulfome flatterers.of knaves, and.
‘(themfelves included) the admiration :of foels.  2Tis.
true, they have a general acquamtance, for evcry
.body, but men of fenfe and honeﬂy, like ’em.. Know
*em, girl! yes, girl, I know ’em, and would truft

~ ’em with my money fooner than my converfation,

Mrs. Broack. My hufband, I find, does know ‘emw—-

Betty. To a hair.

Mrs. Broach. Poor mafter: Pmr little thmks how
many formidable enemies he hath already, who neither
. know him, nor are known by him. But yonder he.
comes ; he and you may have fomething to fay to ofie-
another, fo we'll leave you.. | [Emm/ Mrs Broach

' st am{ Bcuy.

LY
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R ‘ Ev!er Peter " ';"_‘ s

me- Landlcvd your ferv‘ant After,the fatigue
of ilte day, one-requires. a- lictle refrefhment ; if you
will do me the honour to take a glafs with me, order
atboitle of what you yourfelf like (for Iknow 1 thall

" like your taite) into my room. . -

: Bmoach. A, battle of neat —r— into the Dragm, pre-
fcntly I hope, mafter, Peter,. $1e room [-have lete
you is for your purpole..

Pater: Never was any thing more convement, and
every thing is ready againt the' evemng Your ynvn,
landlord, feems to be'a pretty polite kind of place, -

Biroach. I am no townfman born, fir; a few years
2go only, [ purchas’d my freedom ; for “tis reckoned a
wesy: thriving place for xpubhc.houfes As for what is
reckoned genteel, mafter Perer, you would thigk your-
felf in a great city. We haveour balls, our affem-
blies, and now and then our plays too; we drink, we
.game, we whote, we run in debt; and in all forts of
extradagancics are perfeétly in the mode. But, in-
deed,. tir, [ muft own that we do abound in knaves
and fools ; our leading men have not fenfe enough to
be Koneft; and all I fear is, that they will want parts
to relith your performance.

Peter. But {ure, fir, your town by this time muft

. have learnt to be polite enough to encourage what it
daes not underftand.

Broack. As for that matter, fir, I fhould not quefhon
your fuccefs, provided there were no fuch things as
informers, lies, and prejudice. You have enemies,
fir; particular enemies I cannot call ’em neither, but
{eople who wifh ill to every creature but themielves,

We have fuch too about our toppang men, who are

the only peoPIe apt to believe ‘e, -becaufe they are
flatter’d. by ’em. 1 dare not cxplain myfelf further.
As | am at prefent a townfman, you know, “tis. bat
prudence in me to keep my tongue within my teeth;
I am afraid my good withes for you, ﬁr, hath made
me to fay too much already.

: Peter.. Afier the odd unaccountable thm s that have
~ happened to a.e, I can wonder at nothing. %\Jy puppet-

Py
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fhew, to be fure, hath onn. greas figrvof - mevit,sin its:
time it hath fuffer’d. violent perfecnsivh. My litsle ag-
tare have Rill the wounds and.fcars opasjerm: that they
received by, the fword, of. Dom@ikm, In Jny .o
country I was almoft demolifhed, by a.madsmanis: bt
X cannot he in fach er now, for fools.are am ivno-
<ent kird of people,, and not fo mifchievons,. siis -,
v Broach. By your avay.of thinking, mafier,Peien, 'tis
a.fign you haye nos liy’d dong in oun fown., Mifchief
is-the only fpirit faols have ; they look npomittos as
" the beft and chief privilege of powes,iwhich. they. evety
wow and then take cage to et their,nsighbowrs krow,

. that I can tell yon, B T IR T
..Pater. Bat may pot I know my encmies? wha aye
w' M'i;BrM_?_x . ° 5 AN Zr‘x‘./z

B TR IO

- Breack, Thafe who-are afraid you haxe merity; 4
if ever you make it appear, you at once make all foojs:
your enemics, It-hath-ever, been fo'in alltimes;..and -

, . anall countries. Bat ’tis high time to leave. the af~

_fembly-xoom ; fome ladies, [ fee, are coming, andthe
bottle, mafter. Peser, ftays for ua.. Qver that, convep-
fation glways grows more fiee and.ealy.. . .. [Exant..

Enter Mrs. Cackley Lagy Ninay, Lady Hamdium, Lady
Buftle, Mrs. Braywell, Mprs.. Pother, Mrs. Cudden,
Mrs. Drone, Mifs Slugg; Mifs Drawle, Mifs. Nod-
dipole.. They-enter tavo or thres.in a pantys.as imgone
wer/ation. S S

La. Ninny. Nay, dear Mrs. Cackle— =
4 Mrs, ‘Cackle. Pardon’ me,. lady Niany, 1 know my
ut . . . B e M . M [P
Iz'a. Humd, ‘Becaufé that creature’s fpoufe was 'made
a knight before mine, fhe-always takes occafidn’to go
jult before me in all public'places ; not that'T value
precedence a rufh, but one hates to fee any body fo-
perk’d up, and fo fond of it; thav’salf.
Mrs. Cudden. As for that miatter, Lady Himdrum,
to. be fure there is nobody carries a title, and does it
- more juftice than your ladythip. You have the pre- -
‘fence of alady. That, madam, every body that fegs.
your ladyfhip muft allow you, ‘

5
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"La. - Himd. ‘You wéte always, ‘M. Cudden, ex~
tremely aiil. If péople of diftin&tiott knew! how: to

Beh1ed themRlves to one another as well, we theuld

have Jofs il blood among us, and there would wot -be

fo muthTeantdal tirribp): - v

- Mrs. Bray. To be fare, madam, féandat is>grown

fo rife, that'ifone ever does an imprudent, ‘indifereet

-thing, our-neighbours buz it aboat, before one can

havd an opportanity to -find a friend te commumicate

i¢to'onesielf. O, dear Lady Bufife, I beg ten thoa-
fand pardons.: ‘Let me dic, IF I 'faw your $adyfhip.
. La. Bupfle. But, dear Mrs. Braywell, now-~there i

1o occafion for all this fufter. Really itis difagrecable

to have a title, -it is fo troublefome to one’s frichds.

Mi(s Harriet Noddigole ! Come hither;” child. Dor’t

yArmh think, ‘Mrs. Drone, the girl-is very genteel to-

night? - . - T R S
Mrs. Drone. A for that mattér, madam, I' know

mifs Harriet hath not a fcrap about her, but what is

dire@ly from London, and (as we all know) fhe Gftener .

fets us the fathion than any gisl in town. "~ = -

hel&a. Humd. I thought, child, you had dreft your owa
ads,
Mrs. Cachle. 1 vow tis mighty'pretty. * '~ -

" “La. Ninny. Charming ! 'ghty pre y Lo
Mrss. Bray, Delightfall .~ e ‘
Mos. .Cuddex.” Sure nover was -any thing helf fo

agreeable. Is not this your.own handy-woltk; mifs

_Harriet?.
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- own myfelf, like hes; for xyhepp*ggfm{fﬁgﬁgé' 'ﬁfe:%(j’n
-%h%\;oom, L hate to ,Cmwap‘xvi b women, , HL&DSH:
. "Mus. Pather. 'To be fure, mils Charforse, thi i3 very -
‘matral at your time of life. LT T Ty S
. Sukey,. But I wonder bow z_xp‘y girl can hav 'ﬁq; al-
furance to own it, Befides, forward girl§ do not ‘al-
ways make forwardmen. . 0 T T T

Mis. Bray. Beyond all difpute, madam, theré was-
never fo hard a cafe as.lady Buftle’s, laft night_,_ lam
afraid it will be too much tronble to your 13‘@3{(}:@ to
tell you her game, fhe hath told it fo often, madam.

La. Buftle. None of thefc apologies, I'beg you.” You
‘muft know then, ‘madam, T played without: * I-play’d-
in black—in fpades ; aye, *twas in fpades. T had five
matadores and’two kings. - Now you know, madant,
if 1 had*been eldeff hand, the matter would have been.
out of difpute.  You was by, Mrs.- Cackle; pray, ma-
dam, do you remember who 'léd? *Twas —let me-
fee — fir Nathaniel Ninny. No? it could not be him,.
for he fat directly over agamft mé. Now I remémber
it, ’twas Mr. Braywell. — Mr. Braywell - yes, ’twas
fo, led a diamond ; I took it with my king, which to
my forrow, was trump’d, "My other king was called
out of my hand very unluckily the very next card ; that
fir Nathaniel took from-me with 'his only trump, for
> you muft know all the reft now layin a hand. In
fhort, madam, they drew all the lodfe cards oue of my
hand ’till I had only the five matadores. One-fees, ma-
dam, the thing is juft poffible to happen, and that’s all. -

Harriet, I—fath your ladyfhip made your party to-
night? o o ,

a. Bufle. We fill want one,” child. Buat if Fack
Oaf'is not alréady engag’d, we may depend upon-him.
He and Will, Gofling are always fure men. Hut now I
think on’t, I won’t play to-night. Co

La. Humd. Now I chofe not to engage myfelf, for
nothing upon earth’ fhould keep me from the puppet-
thew.

Mrs, Cackle. Dear Madam, who ever thought of
faying from it. The whole town will be there to-
night for certain, - -

La. Ninxg. There is no body morc fond of en~
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couraging public dxverﬁons than I am, I would not
’ft éipthe world.. ' N3, - world” you- blieve ib,
.madam, wheil F'was in Londim—No—T am downright
‘atham’d 10 tell you how thuch it coft me in opera’s.—
nd I have no ear for mufic néither, tor-do I unden-
Eﬁnd onie' word of Falian. 1 knowir foands odd to
y it, but for all that, ‘madam, without any affefta-
,tion, 1do think an opera charmxhg
'f’o tlmn, Jack Oaf, Will. Gofting, awith feveralmes,
© awbo ‘mingle in convverfation aith fbe Iaa’ze.r, wbz/par-
;ng, )ltymg at cards, &c.

Mrs Cuddea. Nay, for that matter, madam T would
not have you think I faid any thing againtt mifs Char-
#otte Dyawle’s underftanding. To be fure, that is what
.-all the world muft allow her, for there is no woman
-alive knows quadrille more thoroughly ; and fhe al-
, moft always wins at it too.

Mrs. Pother. Why, you don’t think the girl cheats.

Mrs. Cuddzm: T don’s fay that.,

- . Sukey. But, to befure, madam, every lady that plays
n(for felf-defence) ought to know how.
o '.Qaf. Andis ycurlad) fhip really in earneft ? [To./ady
. Humdrum, afier avhifpering ber.
¢ Gofl. ’sz downnghx madnefs.
- _ La. Humd. 1 tell you, Mr. Oaf; T will not be of any
_pariyat cards to-night. For nothing fhall keep me
from. the thew.
" Qaf. Pethaps your ladyfhip may like to l'ee your
friends and relations turn’d into ridicule.” .
‘Gofl. Nay, for ought I know,. ladies, you may hear
. fomething of yourfelves tap. Now, madam, you know,
“let the_thing be-how it will, all women.. { ave done
fomething or other that they don’t care the whole town
fhould know.

Mis. Drone. To be fare "tis dxfagrecab]e to be put
into.a flulter. .

Harriet. Bﬂtdear Fack Oaf, now,—what fignifies a
joke or two upon the aldernien, fuppofing the puppets
are fo imperunent? Don’t we, who are their wives
and daughters, love now and then to laugh at them
among ourfelves ? P e



148 THE REHEARSAL

La. Ninay. I beg you, mils Neoddipake~don!e:bisin-
g‘c!;'eet, and quote any,’t.hing I.may- mcidestajly have
. . . o - -1

Mrs. Pother. Nay, mifs Hareiot Noddipole had bester
hold her tongue upon this fubjeét, for- to be fure no
body. hath talk’d freer of her. father and uncles.than fhe
hath doge. : ‘ -

La. Bufile. But, dear Mr. Oaf, Iam fure fir. Hrad-
© frong Bufle, for that matter, is not afraid of any ching  +

a puppet can fay of him. It would be downright riti-
culousin us to keep from the fhew. Don’t yoyr lady-
hip think fo? S )

Mrs. Bray. -1 am fure I have heard enough already.
of what mankind fays of my fpoufe, to be concern’d
at any thing the moft audacious puppet can fay. -

Mrs. Cachle. Fack Oaf and Will Gofling,. 10 divert
themfelves, had a mind to putus all ina fufs; but it
won’t do.f e W and s B

Oaf. If alderman Braywell and fir Headfirong Buffle-
‘had t£t been called awa;fmm dinner, I am ';{oﬁtw/i,h
Will, we fhould have carricd our point among-the cor-

oration. ‘ . - . :

Gafl. Pox take ’em—the women, you fee, Fack, will
not bite. o

Oaf. Let us look out for fir Headfirong and aldetman
Brayavell. They are fo fair a hit, upon fo many ac-
counts, that you know they are captious upon all o¢-
cafions. We muft trump up fome new flory—

Gofl. And I'll vouch it. To be fure, Fack, yon
have a moft prevailing turn that way. Let us about jg

_this moment. : .

Oaf. There will beno cards to-night, I fee.—~So-
we'll juft make a fhort vifit, and be with you agaiu,
ladies, before the thew.  [Exeunt Oaf and Gofling. .

o them enter Alderman Cackle, Sir Nathaniel Ninny,
Sir Humphry Humdrum, Mr. Cudden, Mr. Droune,
Mr. Slugg, Mr. Drawle, Mr. Pother, Mr. Noddi- ]
pole. .

Cudden. Now is not this a fine fight, alderman
Cackle ?
1

N
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" Cackld.--Whnt, to- fee’ our -wives'{quandering and

,-and rewning us in debt}-neighbour Cuidden !+
83?’:5:. *Tis a if?ght that I have been fo long us’d.
- to.that; for my part, I cannot fee whbre the ﬁaencfs
.of it lies,

Pother. 8ir Naibmd here 18 a fort of "gamefter him-
felf, and goes halves with.his wife in ruining His.
family. . -
" Droxe. You ave been among the Iadies, Mr. 8/
Do they know any thing of Fack Oaf and’ %.

g ? -
GQ{SI,'Iu igg. Tley -are gone (horridly out of humour)to -
make a fhort vifit—They faid they would be back.
time enough for.the thew. . -

Noddi. 'The ladies areall-a~gog for ite. -

Sir H.Humd. Fack Oaf is in the wrong. Indecd he
is. Ithought WZ/l. Gofling too had a better anderftand-
ing. A puppet-fhew is an innocent thing—Mr: Drewe, .
if I remember, you declar'd your opinion very frankly .
upon this point in t'other room.

- . Drone. To ba fure, fir Humphbry, I amforit in the
main. But for all that, after what Fack Oaf and #ill. .
: Gajl: ‘have faid, we muf} conclude that this mafter
Pzter 1s a very fulpicious perfon,

Noddi. After we have feen the thew, Mr. Dmxe, s .
time enough to declare our opinjon.-

Sir N. Nixny. That, indeed, Mr. Noddrpol:, may bc~
time enough f;r -us ‘who are no critics 3 but there is
Qaf and Gofling now are fo welk acquamted with the
manner and ftyle of our writers, that they no feoner
hear an.author’s name, but they decide upon the per. -
formance..

Neddi. To be fure. For-they can fcarce be called
critics, who mutt hear and read a thing before they will
venture to declare -their-opinion. Any body can.do
that. '

Sir H. Humd. Would fir Headftrong -and Mr. Bray-
awel] had finifh’d their affairs ! The moment they come -
back, we’ll adjourn to the fhew.

Sir N, Nxmy. In the mean-time, fir Humphry, fup-
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pofawe join.in the dance... The fiddles have ftruck up,.
snd the company, youfee, are prepaning to begifh

siotlemy i iy

.. Enver Sir Headftrong Buttle ang Mfr. Brayyelhy .

'Sir H. Humd. 1 am forry, fit Headfrong, you wepe:

not here a littlefooner, - 7 T Tesv o

Sir N. Ninny. Na{/,kfor that matter, we could hdve

" provided you. too, Mr. alderian Braywell, with ‘2

partner.. L . ST

" Bnter Pickle, giving about Billsn Trdmpet and Druzm:
. avithout. ' o

Pickle. Jult going to begin, ladies. We argthis.mo-
ment goinE to begin, gentlemen. Figures almoft as
Jarge-as the life ! They move, walk, and fpeak as -
naturally and as well as any of us, gentlemen.  Walk
in, ladies; walk in, gentlemen, and take your places.

La, Humd. And what is your fhew, I pray you, fir ?
What is the name of it - - o

Pickle. It hath been the wonder and delight of all
Kurope, ladies! ’Tis the celebrated dramatic enter-
tainment, called Melifendra.~Make room there—Make '
room for the ladies—Pray don’t ftop up the way—.
Take money there—I beg you, gentlemen, make way
for the ladies. - : Exeunt aldermen, 3¢,

Eater Yack Oaf, Will. Gofling.

Oaf. What's all.the company gone? ~ [70 Pickle.
Pickle. Into the fhew-room, and we are juft going
to play away; juft going to begin, gentlemen. = . -
o . N . [Exét Pickle.
Go/l. 'To be fure then fir Headfirong and Mr. Bray-
avel/ muft be there, Mr, Broach, you know, told us
they. came into this room. o
Oaf. We have nothing for it but to fend a letter. . I
can difguife my hand.  Pen, ink, and paper here.
. . [ Brought in.
Gofl. Let a porter too be ready to carry a note im-
mediately.  [Oaf writing, and repeating as be writes,

'

'
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-@4f. ‘At any rate, fir, puta fiop fo the playing the:
puppetithew.” -Alderman Brayabedl -is perionatly and.
moft maliciqufly abus’d; fir Headfirong Buftle is moft- -
inhdnratly ridicul’d’s nay, the whole: ‘corporation are
no petter treated.  You will be made thé common jeft:
of Goatham, and if you do not put a flop to it, the:
sown of dfsberough, (for it was they fet it on'foot) will
have their ends. -~ This,. as a friend,.I thought fit to-
let you know. ' C

Gofl. 'This willdo, Fact, I'm fure this muft work..
A . [Enter porter..
Oaf. Deliver this- to alderman Braywe//—immedi-
-ately—you will find him at the fhew. But.don’t fay
from whence you came, and there’s huth money for
you—you dog, go. Bat, to prevent fufpicion,. let
us_go there: before him.  D’ye hear, don’t be long:
after us. st [Exeksnt.

[y

~ SCENGE, Tke puppet-foew-room..
The ahole ‘;'agarat}'oh and their wives, &c, To them
enter Jack Oaf and Will. Gofling, wbo place them-

' Jél'pe: among the audience.

Sir N. Ninny. Come, the prologue—the prologue, -
- [ Porter delivers the letter, and goes outs
Pickle. Courteous fpectators, fee with ycur own eyes,
Hear with your ears; and there’s an end

. of lies. o
Bray. Hold ! ftop, not a word more, I charge you.

Caft your eye upox that letter, fir Headffrong.

They all rife,. fome read and fbake their beads ; all
' in commotion. ) ) .
Sir Headt. Never was any thing fo audacious—A

word more, firrah, fhall lay you by the heels, Hand

it about among the corporation, fir Humphry. N
Audience. Tghe prologue, the prologue.

Sir Headft. 1 charge you, fellow—not a word more,
Oaf. What’s the matter, fir Natbaniel ?
Sir N, Ninny. Look you thergme——
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Oaf. Fwas not to be believ'd. ;
Sir Headt. To what end. hath aman nches qnd
wer, if he cannot cruth- the wretches who have: the

xnfolente to expofe' the ways by. vvlnchhé t them!
‘This is not to be borne:!. v ®

o tlmn maﬁ:r Peters

Paer, 1 beg .you, geatlemen, let me know oy
effence:

Braywell We know 1it, and that is fufficient for us
te procecd upon. We are not brought fo low to-fut-
fer every paultry fellow- to vindieate himfelf that ‘we
think fit to accufe.

Sir Headff. Such liberties are mot te be taken.
* €all us to ‘an aecount for our altions ! Expofe gs-%
the public!

Bray. I have been fo !ong of the corporation mdeed
to fine purpofe,. if at this time of day I am got above.
public cenfure,

“Sir Head. T won’t be talk’d of atall. Who fhall .
dare to talk of their betrers ;-

Cudden. You and your puppets thall betaught better
manners, you impertinent fellow,. you, -

Peter. Sec it, hear it, gentlemen ; you will thcn
find I"have been xnjur’d and thatyou Kave beeu im-
pos’d upon,

Brayw. Impos a upon' how xmpudently the f;}lgm
;,alks before ug !

. Sir N. Ninny. This i is r,allmg us dowungf)t fools -
to our. face;' ere, you ever unpo.s 'd upon, fir Hug-

}’3}:;} Bu;I hope, firs, you wxll notadlﬁppoxm ﬁl :
audience_ confider, gemlemen. it will be jgreg; {s
10 me.

Cackle. And fo much'the better... -

Sit Headff. Such audacious wretches ﬂlould lla xq,
who, becaufe they are poar, are fo mfolenﬂx,honp in.
every thing they fay, 4 rich, man C3RAGt G"JQY hig -

property in quiet for ’em, . Cidimin

. -
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- Bray. You fhall not oply, difmifs the audience, fel-
Tow. .i@%}?etum money. . .. - .
s 3417«; ‘We mul} keep thefe wretches down.  Tis
ight 0 keep magkind in dependance., .. . .
fr Headft. *Tis the rafcals who live by their indufs.
try, who are fo impertinent to us.. We fhould fuffer
no body in town.to get money but by our licence, and
then we fhould never be treated with difrefpe®. Sol
tell you once again, it fhall not be play’d. .
" La” Whmd. Sir Headfirong is Borridly provoking now,.
tohingl;r us of our diverfion, don’t you think fo, lady
© La. Ninny. Nay, I can’t fay but I fhould have
FiK’d 6 have heard it—Yet, after all, who knows what
an impertinent fellow might have faid of any of us ?
ggtt at I am afraid of any thing the fellow can fay
me._‘ - 4 ~
Harriet. But out of curiofity one.would hear a little
fample of it. e
La. Baple. After all, fir Headftrong, I cannot think
tlie fellow’s requeft fo very unreafonable, to be heard
, firft, and judg'd afterwards. : _
Drawde. Thereis, without doubt,, a.little too much
eompliance in granting it. Vet there have been
men in authority who have allowed it. My memory,
alack-a-day, is weak, and I cannot remember prece-
dents, '
Sif Headfi. Ihave faid it, Mr. Drawle, and I never -
retra : the thing fhall not be play’d. |
Sir N. Ninny. To be fure, fir Headffrong, it cans’
never be expeéted that one of your good fenfe and refolu-
tion fhould ever retrad, or be convinc’d you have been
in the wrong—We only akk, that the fellow may be al-.
Tow’d’ to.give fome fhort account of his thew, or are-.
hearfal of fome of the parts of it ; therecan be no harm.
in that fure.. - )
Cackle. Why,. we know very well’ what is in it, fis-
Nathaniel. :
Sir Headff. And when a man is determin‘d what to~
do, what fignifies hearing what a man has to fay for:
himfelf 2. A

-
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La. Buptle. Do, dear fir Hmty&mng 5 lef. gs. he.ar
fomething of it. S -

Sir Hm«{/t Tt looks fo like condefcen(@(,mr— .

La. Bufle. Not atall, fir Headftrong ; for,, ng],um
-wrong, you may fill abide by your point,

Sir Headg. The ladies have a curiofity ol bear fome:
of your impertinence—You can foon fatisfy therhi -

Pater. Al ILafk, is to fhow and prove mpyfelfiinof-
fenfive. What T propos'd to..reprefent,. Jadigs, was
the celebrated dramatic entcrtainment, called Aeli-
Aendra ; fo often play’d in moft of: the capital’ ém&s of.
Earope.

. Sir N.' Ninmp. Who'is Mdtfmdm ? Who cah he
mean by Melifendra ?

Peter. *Tis an ancient hrﬂory, Sir.

Sir H. Humd. That may be—but for all thtt xf my
name began with an A, as indeed it doth end with ir,.
I thould have a fhrewd fufplcxon it m!ght mean fome-
body elfe.
. Sir N. Ninuy. Nay,. he is vexy near me; for an Nis.
the very next ic:tcr that follows i it. My name:s Nmy,
you know.. .

La. Niany, Dear fir Natbamel don’t. mterrupt the

ellow.

", Peter. Thereftands my mtcrpreter -—Begm, repeat,
Pickle. We are not permitted to draw the curtain ;.
fuppofe it drawn, and now fay away.

Pickle. Melifendra, ladies, wife to don Gayferes, is
imprifon’d by the Moors in Spain ; inthe town of Sam-
frenna, now called Saragofa. -

Cudden; Why in Spain? Why. muft it be in Spam 2
Did not you,-Mr. Drone, fell ferges formerly to {fome
imerchant or other who traded to Spain ? ‘I beg you to
recolle@t yourfelf~—He’ll be about {fome of us prefently ;. 5
that I can fee,

Pictle. Pray, gentlemen,, have a little patience ; it:
will be. 1mpoﬂib!e elfe to goon. The firft figure, gal--
Tants, we prefent you is don Gayferos, who is fo un-
mindful of the beautiful captive Melifendra, that you.
fee him playing at tables. Charlemagne, the fqppps d.
father of Melijendra,. peeps out, chides, and beats him.

B \
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for Ris heplet of her:  ‘The emperof, you feé; is i a.
huff——Now, mind, ladies and gentlemen, how hé

rates his fuppos’d’forn-in-law don Ga)ferw. Pray,.
filence, gentlemen.

1 At tables, don ! was- ever fmeh afot!:
His money fquander’d, and his wife forgor!
-+ Hafte, rife, raclaim thy poor diftreffed beauty
- .This cudgel elfe thall ding! thrce‘mto daty. -

Sir N. N Here s arafcal now.. Hold, you dog.
He xmghtas well have called me by my name. IfIdid:
get drunk, and lofe my money. at play, and I havenot:
what you call reclaim’d my -wife ;- he means, redeem’d.
fome of her trinkets at the pawnbrokers —"Tis plain.
who you mean by ydur don Gayferas. .Ars family fe-
erets to be divulg’d,. rafcal ? ' -

. La. Niuny. How can you be fo- ndlculous, fir Na--
thaniel ? 1 beg you don’t talk of me.

Sir N. Ninny. 1 was afraid he was going to fay fomes -
what about——

La. Ninny, Hold your tongue, I tell you. .

Sir N. Nizny. Did you ever tell any body of tlul-
fecret before, my dear ?

La. Nizny. No, ’tis ynurfelf have told every body of
it now; you: .

Sir N. Ninny. What ;

La. Ninny. I was going to fay, fool. Bat you  know,.
my dear, I have a great commund of myfelf beforg
company. But, dear fir Nathaniel, now don’ tuuerf
zupt him—Let the fellow go on.

- Pickle. Don Gayferos. now flings down the- tableu
and calls for his armour ; his man ( Punch) brings it.
to' him. Now liften,. gallants, “Tis- don Gnyfm
. that fpeaks

N

‘Thus clad in fteel I go to rik. my er;. e

To which his fesvarit fays, o

- .© __ Tobring home peace, fir2- R
No, rephes don Gayferos, N RN

-+ Tobring home my wife.. = = ool
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Sir H. Hund. Never was fuch audacious gﬁ;(}ienxi
nence ! My wife and I have our private wirs t-
tles, asothermarried folks have ; but what's that ¥ any.
body elfe?. My lady and I broaght in, iw a- prtp tte
fhew ! this is iatolerable. To be- fure'we fhall’ hear
fomcthmg of you and ‘Mrs. Perber by and b‘y-‘-lar l“
don’t believe you have got the better of heryet. -

Ogf. This indeed. was: too plain, fir’ Hnmp&r
downright fcandalous ! the fellow fhould: not : Bé’qu-
fer'd. {Lady Humdrum: and Sir- Humphry j?éfbf'lm

. & wiclent difputes - R

Pickle. The.next figure, ladies, ishis coufin Roidans -
who offers to aflift him, -and in the!’e wofds emcouragea
bim to the mdcrukug

Do, cowfin, whatall Worthy kmghts m‘ould do 3
Pride, av’rice, rapine, every vice fubdue; "

Sn- H. Buftle. Let-us -have no more of thxs fpeecb «
You are ver mfolcnt, fellow.

Gofl. Pride, avarice, rapine, vice! Are thefe words -
fit to be mention’d before the magifirates of our towni'

‘child*can-tell who he means.

"SirH. Buple. He hath faid his worft'of ‘me, I uig
abiove calummy——fo-go on withyour impudence. “ '

' Piekle. His coufin Roldan now lends don Gayferos his
fword Durindana.

' 8ir- N: Nimny. His coofit Rdm ! Rbldan then (‘tis
a-clear point) muft mean yod, Mr. Cudden, for yowr
ave:mvy -coufin you know; and to be fure there is fome
very malignant refle®ion in this unintelligible paffage
that he is affaid to exglam, and we thall never find out‘ )

" Drawle. *Tis manifeft, fir Narbanidl, that' it is &
moft bieter- imuendo—Dut ittdeed I canzot fay at what o:\
at whom it is levell’d.

‘Prter. Pray, genﬁcmen, have panence —Hearit out,,
and yowsill find you miftake the thing entirely.

- Pickle: Now the fcene changes'to the.tower of Sa-.
ragofa. Mulifendraap (pears at t%le window in a Maanjba
kabit, expeting her fpoufe from Paris. -

§it Headff. Paris ! That now is at me..
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Brgy. No. ’Tisat me. - :

Sir Headff. 1 won’t have Paris mention’d. :

-Bray. All the world mu# apply it to me. Do but
~confider, fir Headfrong, I had a relation once there
who;was. bubbled, anng “bubbled me too to that molt
«:01} pilcnous degree, that we were both laok’d upon
as fools e - : -
: OQ[;.'Exmfe me; Mr. dlderman Brayawéll, notwith-
-tanding what you fay of your kinfinan, the thing is
manifeflly levell’d at fir Headffrong. And there was
not fo much folly in the affair neither ; for all the
town agrees that neither ‘Mr. Potber nor fir Headfirong
are a doit the poorer for all that bubbling affair. .

Potber. And why fhould we, I pray.? for, you know,
when one is to do the corporation fervice, one may
very freely make ufe of the corporation’s money.

Oaf. Take my advice ; forbid the play at once, and
hear nomore of it, ‘' . '

Peer. Let him go on, 1 b;§ you—indeed, gentle-
men, you will find me inoffenfive. '

Pickle. A Moor fteals fofily behind Melifendra, and
kiffes her. Then in an open gallery appears the grave
Moorifb monarch Marflius, king of Sa,g;wm. n
fecing his kinfman and favourite fo faucy, he fen-
tences him arbitrarily and immediately to be whipt
through the piiblic ftrects, withoyt form or procefs, or
the fhadow of legal proceeding. =~ | "

Sir Headft. Legal proceeding ! I'knew he would have
tother flap at me. I don’t fee why I fhould be twitted,
dn the teeth ‘upon’ this fcore, for I am,fure.I' apy, for,
legal proceeding upon all occafions; bus when:thé carr:
jporation’s or my own affairs require that,ig fhould be:

"difpens’d. withnI; You were out, you | aalk' Qgfs’
, the Moor Marfikius is meant at.me. gqond difpute,
I am the Moor. e
Qaf. Nodoubt on’t, though you are only a private
- gman, you are fo confiderable a member of the.corpoe’
ratiog, that the rafcal would make you as black as
ever he could, ' As you {ay, fir, the Moer Marfilius
muft be you, o T
Ggfl. And to be fure every body knows who he means
by his kinfman and favourite, who is {o faucy. :
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Oaf. Mr. Pother is notfo blind but he can-fee where
it is meant. - L.

Gaofi: Nay, for that ‘mateer, Fack Oaf, by the
«defcription, we cannot fay which of his kinfuien..ar
favourites he means.—You cannot pofitively fay.that
she does mean M. Pother. - :

Peter. The guilty perfon can frequently make ap-
plications that no body can. make buthimfelf. Upon
my word, gentlemen, Lam perfectly aftonifh’d at your
-obfervations. [ hate private flander. As for general
fatire ; the fatirift is not to be accus’d of calumny ; he

. that takes it to himfelf is the proclaimer and publifher

of his own folly and guilt. 1oroteft, gentlemen, you
have told me feveral things that I dif not know be-
foré,—Proceed, Pickle, proceed.

. Pickle. By this time, you muft know, doun Gayferos
s arriv’d at Sarago/z ; and there meeting accidentally
with fome of his own conntrymen and neighbours—-—-

Drawle. Hold, hold, fir. My ears very muche =
ceive me, or he mention’d neighbours.
Drone. You were not miftaken, Mr. Draw/e, I heard
it but too plain, ' ,
"Cackle, Ay. There he is at us all.  For you know
gl of us are neighbours to fome body or other.
Drawle. You are out, Mr. alderman Cackle. For
he muft mean, and can only mean, my worthy neigh-.
bour fir Nathaniel Ninny and myfelf ; for we really are
neighbours, call one another neighbours, and live
next door to one another. . v .
Caclle. No fuch matter, Mr. Drawle. 'The cafe is
plain, he’s at all of us. ; ,
Sir H. Humd. We'll have no’ more of this imperti-
nence. '
Sir Headff. We'll hear no more on’t ; neighbours—.
nothing can be more unguarded ! - o
Bray. Return the money, rafcal, and difmifs the
audience. .
La. Buffle. You are too hafty, hufband. Becaufe
you yourfelf know what you are, you think every body.
elfe knows it too.—Now that does not always follow.
_ Audience. The fhew, the thew.—Play away, -
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.Bir. Hzadft. Mr. Neddipole, 1 charge you, keep the
speace. . X .
P,:!Bmub. -Till now I never-believ’d half that wis faid
againft them.. o o O
. Mrs. Broach. Indeed, hufband, Ithought ’em only
fools, T e
Audience. The aldermen—{moak the aklermen——
huzza! [Hooting at’em as they go out.

Peter. Becaufe knaves and fools are a captious fet
of people, I am to be deny’d the common privileges of
induftry. ' '

Pi.kle. Tis very hard, ’tis very unlucky. But you
have had the fatisfaition, fir, to fee the fools expofe
themfelves,

Peter. There is nothing to be done here ; they have
the power, and we muft fubmit=So to-morrow we’il
leave the town. This adventure of ours hath indeed
anfwer'd the main end of a good play. For

The drift of plays, i)y Ariffotle’s rules, .
s, what.yau’ve feen—expofing knaves and foels.

o
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