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5> The Reader is defired to obferve, that the Paffagey
omitted in the Reprefentation at the Theatres are here
preferved, and marked with inverted Commasj as in
" Line 38 to 27 in Page 31,
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JUL

TO
"His Grace PHIL TP,
"Duke and Marquis of WHARTON, &ec.

My Lord, .
YT has ever beén the cuftom of poets to-fhelter produc-

tions of this nature under the patronage of the bright-
eft men of their time; and ‘tis obferved, that the Mufes
ulways met the kindeft reception from perfons ot the
greatelt merit. The world will do me juftice as to the
‘choice of my patron; but will, I fear, blame my rath
attempt, in daring to addiefs your Grace, and offer at a
work too difficult for our ableft pens, viz. an encomium
‘on your Grace. I have no plea againtt fuch refletions,
but the difadvantage ‘of education, and the privilege of
my fex.

)if your Grace difcovers a genius fo furprifing in this
‘dawn of life, what muft your riper years produce ! your
Grace has already been diftinguifhed in a mott peculiar
manner, bcing the firt young nobleman that ever was
admittcd into’ a Houfe of Peers before he reached the
age of one-and-twenty: But your Grace's judgment
‘and eloquence focn convinced that Auguft Aflembly,
that the excellent gifts of Nature ought not to be con-
fined to time. We hope the example that Ireland has
fet, will fhortly be followed by an Englith Houfe of
Lords, and your Grace made a member of that body,
‘to which you will be fo confpicuous an ornament.

Your good fenfe, and real love for your country, taught

- your Grace to perfevere in the principles of your glorious
‘anceftors, by adhering ‘to ‘the defender of our religion
and laws; and the penetrating wifdom of your Royal
‘Mafter faw you merited your honours ere he conferred
‘them. It is one of the greateft glories of a Monaich
to diftinguith where to beftow his favours ; and the
‘world muft do our’s jultice, by owning your Grace’s
titles moft defervedly worn, _

It is with the greateft pleafure imaginable, the friends
of liberty fee you purfuing tlre fteps of your noble Fa-
ther : Your courteous, affable temper, freefrom pride and
offentation, makes your name adored in the country,

2 and
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and enables your Grace to c#rry what point you pleafe.
‘The late Lord Wharton will be ftill remembered by every
lover of his country, which never felt a greater fhock than
what his death occafioned. Their grief had been incon-
folable, if Heaven, out of its wonted beneficence to this
favourite Ifle, had not tranfmitted all his fhining qua-
lities to you, and, Phesnix-like, raifed up one patriot out
of the afhes of another.

That your Grace ‘has a high efteem. for learning,
particularly appears by the large progrefs you ma
therein 1 And your lovefor the Mufes fhews a fweetnels
of temper, and generous humanity, peculiar to the
grreatnefs of your foul ; for fuch virtues reign not in the

esft of every man of .quality.

Defer no longer then, ‘my Lord, to charm the world
with the beauty .of your numbers, and fhew the Poet,
as you have done the Orator.: convince our unthinking
Britons, by what vile arts France loft her liberty ; and
teach them to avoid their.own misfortunes, as well as
to weep over Henry IV. who (if it were poffible for him
to know) would forgive the bold affaffin’s hand, for the
honour of having his fall celebrated by your Grace's

en. ’

To be diftinguifhed by perfons of your Grace's cha-
ralter is not only the higheft ambition, but the. greateft
Teputation to- an author ; and it is not the lealt of my
vanities, to have it known to the Public, I had your
Grace's leave to prefix your name to this Comedy.

1 with T were capable to cloath the following fcenes
in fucha drefs as might be worthy to appear before your
Grace, and draw ypur attention as much as your Grace’s
admirable qualifications.do that of all mankind ; but the
Mufes, like moft females, are leagt libural to their own

fex.

All I dare fay in favour of this piece, s, that the plat
is entirely new, and the incidents wholly owing to my
own invention ; not horrowed from our.own, or tranflated
from the works of any foreign poet ; fo that they have
at leaft the charm of novelty to recommend them. If
they are fo lucky, in fome leifure hour, to give your
Grace the lealt diverfion, they wiil anfwer the utmott
ambition of,

My Lord,

¥our Grace's molt obedient, moft devoted, and
meit humble fervant,

" SusaNNA CENTLIVRE.



P R OLOGUE
Spoken by Mrs, THURMO ND.

O-night ae come upon a bold defign;
T To 5y to pleafe witheut one hrrix'l line ;.
Our plot is new and regularly clear,
And mot one fingle tittle frem Moliere.
©’er buried poets ae avith caution tread, .
And parifb fextons leave to rob the dead.
Eor you, bright Britith Fair, in bopes to charm yo,
We bring to-night a-lover from the army ;
You know the foldiers bawve the firangeft arts,
Such a proportion of prevailing parts, }
You'd think that they rid poft to womens hearts.
T awonder avbence they draw their bold pretence ;.
We do not chufe them fure for our defence :
Tobat plea is both impolitic and awrong,
And only fuits fuch dames as want a tongue.
Is it their eloguence avd fine addrefs ?
The foftnefs of their language ?———Nothing lefs
Is it their courage, that they bravely dare
T o fiorm the fex at once ? Egad! ’tis there ;.
They a2 by us as in the rough campaign,
Unmindful of repulfes, charge again:
Tbey mine and countermine, refolv’d ro win,
And, if abreach is made,—~they will come in.
You'll think, by wbat we bave of foldiers faid,
Our female awit was in the fervice bred :
But fbe is to the bardy toil a firanger,
She lowves the cloth indeed, but bates the danger : -
Yet to this circle of the brave and gay,
8ke bid one, for ber good intentions fay,
She hopes you’ll not reduce her to hait-pay.
As for our play, ’tis Englith bamour all :
Then awill you let vur manufallure fall ?
Woukd you the bonour of our nation raife,
Keep Englith Credit up, and Englifh Playy,

Ags
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A
BOLD STROKE FOR A4 WIFE.

ACT I. SCENE a Tavern.

Colonel Fainwell and Freeman, over a Borth.

Preeman. OME, Colonel, his Majefty’s health,

C —You are as melancholy as if yoa
were in love ! I with fome of the Beauties of Bath
han’t fnapt your heart.. _

Col. Why faith, Freeman, there is fomethin§ in’t;
¥ have feen a lady at Bath, who has kindled fuch a
flame in me, that all the waters there can’t quench.

Free. Women, like fome poifonous animals, car-
ry their antidote about 'em—Is fhe not to be had,
Colonel ?.

Col. That’s a difficult queftion to-anfwer; how-
ever, I refolve to try : - perhaps you may be able to
ferve me; you merchants know one another.—The
lady told me herfelf the was under the charge of
four perfons. -

Free. Odfo! ’tis Mifs Anne Lovely.

Col. The fame—Do you know her ?

Free. Know her! ay,—Faith, Colonel, your
condition is more defperate than you imagine : Why,
fhe is the talk and pity of the whole town: and it
is t!ae opinion of the learned; that fhe muft di¢ a
maid. :
Col. Say you fo?. That’s fomewhat odd, in this
charitable city.— She’s a woman, I hope ? -

Free. For aught I know,—but it had been as.
well for her, had Nature made her any other part
of the creation. 'The man whe keeps this houfe
ferv’d her father: he is a very honeft fellow, and
may.be of ufe to you: we’ll fend for him to take a

: Ag glafs
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glafs with us: he’ll give you her whole hiftory,
and ’tis worth your hearing.

Col. But may onehf trpft him ?

Frae. With your life : I have obli ions enough
upon him, to make him do any thingga':uf ferve him
with wine, [Knocks.

Col. Nay, I know him very well myfelf. I onge
ufed to frequent a club that was kept here.

’ Enter Drawer. '

Dvawer. Gentlemen, d’ye call ?

Free. Ay; fend up your mafter.

. Dranver. VYes, Sir. {Exit.

Col. Do you know auy of this ledy’s guardians,
Freeman? )

Free. I know two of them very wel.

o Ester Sackbut.

Free. Here comes ome will give you an actount
of them all.—Mr. Sackbut, we feat for you to take
a glas with us. *Tis a maxim among the friends of
the borde, that as long as the mader is in com-
pany, one may be fure of good wine,

- 8ack. Sir, you thail be fure to have 45 good wine
as yoa fend in—~Colonel, your mpft homble for-
vant; you are weloome to tows.

. Col. I thank you, Mr. Sack)mt.

Sack. I am as glad to fee you, as I fhould 2 hun.
dred tun of anc% claret cuftom-free.—My fervice
to you, Sir, &Dn‘ub. " You don’t look fo merry as
you afed te do; ar'n’t you well, Colonel ?

Free, He has got 2 woman in his head, Jandlord :
can you help him? :

Sack. If 'us in my pewer, I faan’t fcruple to ferve
my friend.

Col. 'Tis one perquifite of your calling.

Sack. Ay, at Uother end of the town, where you
officers ufe, women are good forcers of trade: a
well-cuftomed honfe, a handfome bar-keeper, with
clean obliging drawers, foon get the mafter an eftate;
but our citizens feldom do any thing bat cheat with-
in the walls,—But as 10 the lady, Colonel, point

. you

-
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ot at particulars ? orhave you a Champagne
omach ? Are yeu in full pay, or ré‘:::’d, Colonel ?

Col. Reduc’d, redac’d, landlord !

Free. To the miferable condition of a lover!

Sack. Pifh! that’s preferable to half-pay : 2 wo-
man’s refolution mayireak before the peace : puth
her home, Colonel, there’s no parlying with the
fair fex.

Col, Were the lady her own miitrefs, I have fome
reafons to believe I thould foon command in chief,

Free. You know Mifs Lovely, Mr. Sackbut.

Sack. Know her! Ay, ancy : I have carried

. her to fchool many a f’r'omornipg. Alas! if fhe’s

*s ‘the woman, I pity you, Colonel: her father, my old

mafter, was the moft whimfical, out-of-the-way tem-
per'd man I ever heard of, as you will guefs by his
laft will and teftament.—This was his only child ;
and I have heard him with her dead a thoufand times.

Col. Why fo?

Sack. He hated pofterity, you muft know, and
wifh'd the world were to expire with himfelf.—He
ufed to fwear, if the had been a boy, he would have
qualified him for the opera.

th. *Twas a very unnatural refolution in a fa-
ther.

Sack. He died worth thirty thoufand pounds,
which he left to his daughter, provided fhe married
with the confent of her guardians; but that fhe
might be fure never to do fo, he left her in the care
of four men, as oppofite to each other as the four
elements: each has his quarterly rule, and three
months in a year fhe is oblig’d to be fubjeét to each
of their humours, and they are pretty different, I
aflure you,—She is juft come from Bath.

Col. *T'was there I faw her.

Sack.” Ay, Sir, the laft quarter was her Beau
Guardian’s.—She appears in all public places dur-
ing his reign.

Col. She vifited a lady who boarded in the fame
houfe with me : I liked her perfon, and found an

Asj opportunity
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opportunity to tell her fo. She replied, fhe had n&:° -

objettion to mine ; butsif ‘I could not reconcile
contraditions, I muft not think-of her, for that the
was condemned to the- caprice of four perfons,
who never yet agreed in any one thing, and fhe
was- obliged. to pleafe them all... :

. 8ack. *Tis moft true, Sir: Pl give you a fhort
defcription of the men, and leave you to judge, of
the poor lady’s ¢ondition, One is a kind of vir-
tuofo, a filly half-witted fellow, but pofitive and
furly, fond of every thing antique and foreign,
and wears his cloaths of the fathion of the laft cen-
tury ; doats upen travellers, and believes more of
Sir John Mandeville than he does of the Bible.

Col, That muft be a rare odd fellow !

‘Sack. Another is a change-broker : a fellow that
will out-lie the Devil for the- advantage of ftock,
and cheat his father-that-got him in a bargain: he -
is a great flickler for trade, and hates every man
that wears a fword.. _ ,

Frée, He is a great admirer of ‘the Dutch ma:.

nagement, and fwears they underftand trade better-
than any nation under the fun.
" Sack. The third is an old beau, that has May
in his fancy and drefs, but December in his face
and his heels - he-adimires zll the new fafhions, and
thofe muft be French; loves operas, balls, maft
querades, and is always the moft tawdry of the
whole company on a birth-day. :

Col. Thefe are pretty oppofite to -one another;
truly + and-the fourth, what is he, landlord ?

Sack. A veryrigid Quaker, whofe quarter began.
this day.—1I faw Mifs Lovely go in, not above twoe
hours ago,—Sir Phiilip fet her down. What think
you now, Colonel, i3 not the poor lady to. be
pitied ? :

Col. Ay, and refcu’d too, landlord:

Free. In my opinion, that’s impofiible.. -

Col. There is nothing impoffible to a lover.  What:
would not a man attempt for a fine woman: and

thirty;
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thirty thoufand pounds ? Befides, my honour is at
flake: I promifg: to deliver her, azld fhe bid me
win her and wear her.

Sack. That’s fair, faith ! '

Free. If it depended upon knight-errantry, I
fhould not doubt your fetting free the damfel ;
but to have avarice, impertinence, hypgcrify, and
pride, at once to deal with, requires more cunning
than generally attends a man of honour.

Col. My fancy tells me, I fhall come off with
glory. I refolve to try, however.—Do you know all
the guardians, Mr. Sackbut ?

Sack. Very well, they all-ufe my houfe.

Col. And will you aflit me, -1f occafion re-
quires -

Sack. In every thing I can, Colonel.

Fyee. D1l anfwer for him; and whatever I can
ferve you in, you may depend on. ¢ I know Mr,
¢ Periwinkle and Mr. Tradelove; the latter has a
¢ very fre'at opinion of my intereft abroad.—1I hap-
¢ pened to have a letter from a correfpondent two
< hours- before- the news arrived of the French
¢ King’s-death: I communicated it to him: upon
“ which he bought all the ftock he could, and what
with that, and fome wagers he laid, he told me
“he had got to the tune of five hundred pounds;

" {o that I am much in his good graces.’
Col. I don’t know but you may be of fervice to
me, Freeman. :
Free. IfI can, command me, Colonel.
¢ Col. Isn’t poflible to find a fuit of cloaths ready
¢ made at fome of thefe fale-fhops fit to rig out a
beau, think you, Mr. Sackbut?
¢ Sack. O hang ’em—No, Colonel, they keep
nothing ready made that a gentleman would be
feen in ; but I can fit you with a fuit of cloaths,
if you’d make a figure.—Velvet and gold bro-
cade They were pawn’d to me by a French
count, who had been ftript at play, and wanted
¢ money to carry him thne; he promifed to fe;_ld
. A6 or
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¢ for them, but I have not heard any thing of

¢ him. -
¢ Free. He has not fed upon frogs long enocugh
¢ yet to recover his lofs: ha, ha!
¢ Col.- Ha, hal Well, the cloaths will do, Mr.
¢ Sackbut,—<tho’ we muf have three or four fellows
¢ in tawdry liveries: they can -be procurd, I
¢ hape. .
¢ Free. Egad! I have a brother come from the
¢ Weil Indies that match you ; and, for expedition-
fake, you fhall have his fervants : there’s a Black,
a Tawney-moor, and a Frenchman : they don’t
fpeak one word of Englith, fo can make ne
miftake. )
¢ Col. Excellent! —Egad! I fhall look like an
¢ Indian Prince.’
Col. Firft I’ll attack my Beau Guardian: where
lives he ? : :
. Sack. Faith fomewhere about St. James’s; the’
to fay in what ftreet, I cannot; but any chairman
- will tell you where Sir Philip Modelove lives.
Free.. Oh! you’ll find him in the Park at eleven
every day ; at leaft I never pafs throagh at that hour
wntl:lout feeing him there.—But what do you in-
tend ?
Col. To addrefs him in his own way, and find
what he defigns todo with the lady. .
Free. And what then ?
Col. Nay, that I can’t tell; but I fhall take my
meafures accordingly.’
Sack. Well, ’tis 2 mad undertaking, in my mind;
but here’s to your fuccefs, Colonel. [Drinks.
Col. ’Tis fomething out of the way, I confefs;
but Fortune may chance to fmile, and I fucceed,
—Come, landlord, let me fee thofe cloaths. Free-
man, I fhall expe& youw’ll leave word with Mr.
Sackbut, where one may find you upon occafion 5
and fend me my Indian equipage immediately,
d’ye hear? :
Free. Inmediately.

a8 & a
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Col. Bold -was the man avbe uomtur'd finft to fea,
Bat tbe firf vent’ring lovers bolder were.
The pathy of love's a dark and dang’rons way,
Witheut a landmark, or one friendly far,
And be that runs the rifgue deforass the fair.
‘ ™ fwonat.

SCENE TIIL Prim’s Howfe.
Enter Mifs Lovely, and ber maid Betty.
. Retty. Blefs me, Madam'! why do yeu fret and
teaze yourfelf fo? This is giving them the advan-
tage with a witnefs.

Mifs Lev. Muit I be condemned all my life to the
prepoiterous humours of other people, and pointed
-at by every boy in town'?——Oh! I cosld tear my
.fleth, and curfe the hour I was bern—Isn’t it mon-
ftrouily ridiculous, that they thould defire to impofe
their quaking drefs upon me at thefe years ? When
I was a child, no matter what they made me wear,
but now ——

Besry. 1 would refolve againft it, Madam : I'd fee

em hang’d before I'd put on the pinch’d cap again.

Mifs Lov. Then I muft never expe& one .mo-
ment’s eafe : fhe has rung fuch a peal in my ears
_already, that I fhan’t have the right ufe of them
:this month., ~—~What can I do?

Betty. What.can you met do, if you-will but give
your mind to it ? , Madam,

. Mifs Lov. What! and have my fortune go to
build churches and hofpitals ?

Betyy. Why, let it go.—1If the Colonel loves
.you, as he pretends, he’ll marry you without a

fortune, Madam 5 and I aflure you a Colonel’s lady
Js no defpicable thing: ¢ a Celonel’s poft will
¢ maintain you like a gentlewoman, Madam.’

Mifs Low. So you would advife me to give up
own fortune, and throw myfelf upon the Colonel’s!

Betty. 1 would advife you to make yourfelf eafy,
Madam, -

Mifs Low. That’s not the way, m fure. Nao,

no,
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1o, girl, there are certain ingredients to be mingled?
with matrimony, without which I may as well:
change for the worfe as the: better. When the-
woman has fortune enough to make the man happy, .
if he has either honour or good manners, he’ll: -
make- her eafy. Lave makes but a flovenly figure - -
in a houfe where Poverty keeps the door.

Betty. And fo you refolve to die a maid, do you,.
Madam ¢ :

Mifs Lowv. Or have it in my power to make the:
man I love mafter of my-fortune. ’

Betty. Then you don’t like the Colonel fo well :
as I thought you did, Madam, or you would not
take fuch a refolution. :

Mifs Low. Itis becaufe I-do like him, Betty, that-
I-do take fuch a refolution..

Betty. Why do you expect, Madam, the Colonel .
can work miracles ? Is it poffible for him to marry.
you with the confent of all your guardians ? -

Mifs Low. Or he muft not marry me atall: and
fo I told him ; and he did not feem difpleafed with
the news.—He promifed to fet me free; and I, on
that condition, promifed to make him mafter of '
that freedom. :

Betty. Well! I have read of enchanted caftles,
ladies deliver’d from the chains of magic, giants
kill’d, and monfters overcome; fo that I fhall be
the lefs furprized if the Colonel fhould conjure you
‘out of -the power of your four guardians : if he does,
I am fure he deferves your fortune. .

Mifs Lov. And fhall have it, girl, if it were ten
times as much—For I’ll ingenuoufly confefs to thee,
that I do like the Colonel above all the men I ever
faw:—There’s fomething {o jantécin afoldier, akind
of j¢ ne frai quoi air, that makes them more agree-
able than the reft of mankind.—They command
regard, as who fhall fay, We are your defenders.
.We preferve your beauties from the infults of rude
and unpolifh’d foes, and ought to be preferr’d be-
fore thofe lazy indolent mortals, who, by dropping

nto
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into their fathers eftates, fet up their coaches, and.

" think to rattle themfelves into our affe&ions. .

Buty, Nay, Madam, I confefs that the army has
engrofied all the prettieft fellows—A-: laced coat
a feather have irrefifible charms.
Mifs Lov. But the Colonel has all the beauties .
of the mind as well as the-body.—O all ye Powers .
that favour happy lovers, grant that he may be

. mine! Thou God of Lbve, 1f thou be’ft aught but

mme, affit my Fainwell !
Point all thy darts te aid his juft defign,
And make bis plots as pr:'vadn as tﬁ . [Exeunt,

ACT IL SCENE the Park..

Enter Colonel finely dreft, three footmen after bim.

Cal. O O, now if I can but meet this beau!—Egad!
methinks, I cut a fmart figare, and have
as much of the tawdry air as any Italian Count or
French Marquée of them all.—Sure I fhall know
this Knight again—Ah! yonder he fits, makin
love to a matk, i’faith, I’ll walk up the Mall, ani
come down by him. [Exit.

Scene draws, and difcovers Sir Philip upen a bench,
with a woman mafk’d.

Sir Phil. Well, but, my dear, are you really con-
flant to your keeper?

Wom. Yes, really, Sir,—Hey day! Who comes
yonder ? He cuts a mighty figure.

Sir Phil. Ha! aftranger, by his equipage keeping
fo clofe at his heels.—He has the appearance of a
man of quality—Pofitively French, by his dancing
air.

Wom. He crofles, asif he meant to fit down here.—

Sir Phil. He has a mind to make love tothee, child,
. Entey
3
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' - Bmser Colonel. T

Wom. It will be to no purpofe if he does.

Sir Phil. Are you refolved to be cruel then ?

Col. You muft be very cryel indeed, if you can
deny any thing to fo fine a gentleman, Madam.

. [Takes out his awatch.
- Wem. I never-mind the outfide of a man.
dfal. And I’'m afraid thoy art no judge of the in~
fide.

Sir Phil. T am ;poﬁtively of your mind, Sir; for
creatures of her fun&ion feldom penetrate beyond
the pocket. ,

Wom. Creatures of your compofition have,” in-
deed, generally more in their pockets than in their:

heads. f4
Sir Phil. Pray what fays your watch? mine is
down. [ Pulling out bis watch.

Col. T want thirty-fix minutes of twelve, 8ir, ==
[Puts up bis watch, and takes out his fuuff-box.

Sir Pbil. May I prefume, Sir? '

Col. Sir, you honour me.  [Prefenting the box.

Sir Phil. He fpeaks good Englifh—tho’ he muft
be a foreigner. [A4fide.]—This {nuff is extremely

ood —and the box prodigious fine: the work is
. French, I prefume, Sir. :

£dl. Ibeught it in Paris, Sir,——1 do thiok the
workmanthip pretty neat.

Sir Phil. Neat! ’tis exquifitely fine. Sir. Pray,
§ir, if I may take the lberty of enquiring—what
country is fo happy te claim the birth of the fineft
-gentleman in the mmiverfe? France, I prefume.

Col. Then you don’t think me an Englithmeaa

Sir Pbil. No, upon my foul, don’t L.

Col. I am forry for’t.

Sir Phil. Impoflible you fhould with to be an
Englifhman ! Pardon me, Sir, this ifland could net
produce.a perfon of fuch alertnefs.

Col. As this mirror fhews you, Sir.

[Puts up a packet-glafs to Sir Philip's face.

Wam. Coxcambs! I'm fick to hear them praife

. one

.
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ene another, Ongaa;exzdﬁngbychh

animals; not even a dinner, unle{s onc can ding
upon foup sad celery.

Sir Phil. O gad, Sicl—Will yon leave us,
Madam ? Ha, ba!

Cal. She fears *twill be ouly lofing time to flay
here, ha, ha!—I know not how to caltinguith you,
Sir; but your mien and addrefs {peak yow nght
ooy i at fouls judge of others b

8ir Phil. Thus great fouls j of others
themfelves—1I am g:ly adora’d with kai hthood);
that’s all, I aflure yom, Sir: my name is Bir Philip
Modelove.

Ceol. OF French extrattion ?

Sér Phil. My father was French. .

Cal. One may plainly perceive it—There 1s a
certain gaiety peculiar to my nation (for I will own
my#klf a Frenchman) which dishinguifhes us every
where.—A perfon of your figure would be a vaft
addition to & corsnet.

b:ir}’bif. lmuﬁwnblhag t&fh:f'c&oiazfuy

about five years ago, but I . T ¢ fatigne
whick mué have ‘agt:ended.it.-—l could mewer yet
bring myfelf to join with either party.

Col. You are perfeily in the right, Sir Philip—w
a fine perfon fhould not embark himfelf in the
flovenly concern of politics : Dsefs and pleafure
are objolts proper for the foul of a fine gentleman.

Sir Phil. And love———————

Col. Oh! that’s included uader the article of
pleafure.

Bir Phil. Parblex! il et un Homme & Efpriz, I muft
embrace you—{Rifes and embraces.]—° Your fenti-
¢ ments are fo agreeable te mine, that we appear to
¢ have bat anc %oul, for eur ideas and conception
e fmd be forty for th ) o |

“Cal. 1 ¢ forry for that. {Afde.}—~You
¢ do me too much honour, Sir Philip. ;

¢ Sir Phil. Your vivacity and jastée mien aflared
¢ me at firl Gght there was nothing of this

) ¢ foggy
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¢ foggy ifland in your compofition.” May I'crave. .
your name, Sir?

Col. My name is La Fainwell, Sir, at your fervices

Sir-Phi. The Lia Fainwells.are. French, I know ;-
tho’ the name is become very numerous in Great
Hritain of late years——ZF-was fure you was French -
the moment I laid-my eyes upon you ; I-could not
come into the-fuppofition of your being an Englith=

- man : This ifland produces few fuch ornaments.

Col. Pardon me, Sir Philip,.this ifland has two--
things fuperior to all nations under the fun. .

Sir Phil. Ah! what are they?.

Col. The ladies, and the laws.

Sir Phil. The laws, indeed, do claim a preference -
of other nations—but, by my foul, there are fine-
women every where.—E.muft own I have felt their
power in all couatries. . ’

¢ Col. There are fome finifh’d beauties, I confefs,
¢-in France, Italy, Germany, nay, even inh Hol-
¢ land, mais elles font bien rare : fﬁut les Belles Ans
¢ gloifes.? Oh, Sir Philip, where find-we fuchwomen !
fuch fymmetry of fhape! fuch elegancy of drefs I!
fuch regularity of features! fuch fweetnefs of
temper ! fuch commanding eyes! and fuch be-
witching fmiles ! :

¢ Sir Phil. Ah! parblen, wous étes attrapé !

¢ Col. Non,je wous affure, Chewvalier.—But I de--

- ¢-clare there is ne amufement fo agreeable to my:

¢ goiit, as the converfation of a fine woman, ——
¢-1 could never be prevailed upon to enterinto what .
¢ the valgar calls the pleafure of the bottle. .

¢ Sir. Phil. My own tafte, pofstivemont ! — A ball,
¢ or a mafqueradey is certainly preferable to all*
¢ the produions of the vineyard.

¢ Col. Infinitely ! I hope the people of-quality in-
¢ England will fupport that branch: of -pleafure,’
¢-which was imported with their peace, and fince -
#-naturaliz’d by the ingenious Mr. Heidegper.

¢ Sir Phil. The ladies affure me it will becorhe -
¥ part of the conftitution—upon which- I fublcrib'd®.

LI %%

-
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“a-lundred guineas.—It will be of great fervice to
* the public, a¢ leaft to the company of furgeons 3
*and the city in general.

¢ Col. Ha, ha! it may help to ennoble the blood
Cof thecity.” Are you married, Sir Philip?

Sir Phil. No; nor do 1 believe I ever fhall enten
into that honourable ftate:- I have an abfolute
#endre for the whole fex.

Col. That’s more than they have for you, I dare
fwear. (Afide.

¢ Sir Phil, And I have the honour to be very-
¢ well with the ladies, I can affure you, Sir; and
¢ I won’t affrout a million of fine. women to make .
- ¢ ome-happy..

¢ Col. Nay, marriage is reducing-a man’s tafte.to
¢-a kind. of half pleafure; but then it carries the
¢ bleffings of peace along with it : one goes to fleep
¢ without fear, and wakes without pain.

¢ -Sir Phil. There’s fomething of that in’t: a wife:
¢ is a very good difh for an Englith fomach —but
* grofs feeding; for nicer palates, ha, ha, ha!’

Col. Ifind I was very much miftaken—I. imav,
gined, you had been married to that-young lady
whom I faw in. the chariot with you this morning.
in Gracechurch-ftreet.

Sir Phil. Who, Nancy Lovely ? I am a piece ofa
%nardia.n to that lady : You muft know, her father,.

thank him, joined me with three of the moft pre-.
pofterous old fellows—that, upon my foul, I am in.
pain for the poor girl:—fhe muft certainly lead:
apes, as the faying1s: ha, ha!

Col. That’s pity, Sir Philip. If the lady would
give me leave, I would endeavour to avert that curfe. .

¢ Sir Phil: As to the lady, fhe’d gladly be rid of
¥ us abany rate, I believe ; but here’s the mifchief s
“ he who marries Mifs Lovely, muft have the con-
% fent of us all four—or not a penny of her por-.
‘tion.—For my part, I fhall never approve of any
but a man of figure- and the reft are not only -
“aygrfe -to.cleanlinefs, but have each a pscu:'g»

tafki
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¢ tafte to gratify.’—For my part, I'declase I world
prefer you to all the men I ever faw, '

Col. And I her to all womep——

8ir Pbil. 1 aflure you, Mr. Faiowell, I am for
marrying her, for I hate the trouble of a guardian,
efpecially among fuch wretches; but refolve never
to agree to the choice of any oue of them—and I
fancy they’ll be even with me, for they never came
into any propofal of mine yet..

Col. I with I had yourleave totry them, Sir Philip.

8ir Phil. With all my foul, Sir: I can refufe a
perfon of your appearance nothing.
* Cal. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to you.

Sir Phil. But do you really like matrimony ?
¢ Cel. I believe I could with that lady.
- §ir Pbil. The only point in which we difer.—
But you are mafier of fo many qualifications, that F
can excufe one fault: for I muft think it a fault in a-
fine gentleman ; and that you are fuch, I'll give it.
under my hand. 4 e

Col. I with you’d give me your confent to marry
Mis Lovely under )u?ur haad?oSir Philip.

8ir Phil. I'll do%t, if you’ll fep into S¢. James’s
Codfee-Houfe, where we may have pen and ink—
tho’ I can’t forefee what advantags my confent will
be ¢o you, without you céuld find a way to get the.
reft of the guardians.—But I’ll introduce you, how--
ever : She is now at a quaker’s, where I carried her

this morning, when you faw us in Gracechurch--

freet.—I affure you fhe has-an odd ragoiit of guar-
dians, as you will find when yon hear the charac~
ters, which I’ll eéndeavour to give yon as we go
along.—Hey ! Pierre, Jaque, Renno.—~Where are
you all, feoundrels ?——Order the chariot to St.
James’s Coffee-Haufe.
Col. Le Notr, la Bran, la Blanc.—Morbles, oi
Jont ces coguins la P Allons, Monficur le Chewalier
8ir Pisl. Ah! Pardonnes. mai, Monfieur. ‘
« ' Col. Not one.ftep, upoa my foul, Sir Philip.

P

Sir Phiki .
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Sir Phil. The bek bred man in Europe, pofi-
tively. [&a:,n.

SCENE changes to Obadish Prim’s Hoxfe.
Enter Mifs Lovely, followed by Mrs. Prim.

Mrs. Pr. Then thou wilt not obey me: And
4hou doft really think thofe fallals become thee ?

Mifs Lev. I do, indeed.

Mys. Prim. Now will I be judged by all fober
Ppeople, if Idon’t look more like a modeft womaa
than thou doft, Anne.

P Mifs Lov. More like a bypocrite you mean, Mrs.
Prim. .

Mys. Pr. Ah! Anne,; Anne, that wicked Philip
Modelove will undo thee.—Satan fo fills thy heart
with pride, during the three months of his guardian-
thip, that thou becomeft a ftumbling-block to the
upright. .

Mifs Lev. Pray who are they? Are the pinch’d
cap and formal hood the emblems of fanétity ? Does
your virtue confift in your drefs, Mrs. Prim ?.

- Mrs. Pr. It doth not confift in cut hair, {potted
face, and a bare neck.—Oh the wickednefs of the
generation ! the primitive women knew not the
abomination of hoop’d petticoats. :

- Mifs Low. No; nor the abomination of cant nei-
ther. Don’t tell me, Mrs. Prim, don’t.—I know
you have as much pride, vanity, felf-eonceit, and
ambition among you, couched under that formal
habit, and fanétified countenance, as the proudeft of
uw all; bat the world begins to fee yourprudery.

“ Mrs. Pr. Prudery ! What! do they invent new
words as well as new fafhions ? Ah’! poor fantaftic
age, I pity thee.—Poor deluded Amne, which doft
thou think moft refembleft the faint, and which the
finner, thy drefs or mine? Thy naked bofom al-
Tureth the eye of the bye-ftander—encourageth
the frailty of human nature—amd corrupteth the
foul with evil longings.

Mif; Lov. And pray who corrupted your fon.'g‘_m

- 9 128
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bias with evil longings? Your maid Tabitha wore
a handkerchief, and yet he made the faint a finner.

Mrs. Pr. Well, well, {pit thy malice. I confefs
Satan did buffer my fon Fobias,” afd my fervant
Tabitha : the evil {pirit was at that time too ftrong,
&nd they both became fubje& to its workings—
not from any outward provocation, — but from an
inward call :—he was not tainted with the rotten-

“nefs of the fathions, nor did his eyes take in the
drunkennefs of beauty.

Mifs Lowv. No! that’s plainly to be feen.

-Mpys.-Pr. Tabitha is one of the faithful : he fell
‘not with a ftranger.

Mifs Lov. So! Then you hold wenching no
‘crime, provided it be within the pale of .your own
tribe.——7You are an excellent cafuift, truly !

' -Enter Obadiah-Prim,

O4. Pr. Not ftripp’d of thy vanity yet, Anne
AWhy doft thou ndt make her put it off, Sarah ?

Mprs. Pr. She will not do it. .

Ob. Pr. Verily, thy naked breafts troubleth my
outward man : I pray thee hide ’em, Anne: put on
an handkerchief, Anne Lovely.

Mifs Lovely. I hate-handkerchiefs when ’tis not
cold weather, Mr.-Prim.

Mys. Pr. 1 have feen thee wear a handkerchief,
‘nay, and a-mafk to boot, in the middle of July,

Mifs Low. Ay, to keep the fun from fcorching
me.

0b. Pr. If thou could’ft not bear the fun-beams,
how doft thou think man can bear thy beams?
Thofe breaftsinflame defire : let them be hid, I fay.

Mifs Lov. Let me be quiet, I fay. — Muft I be
tormented thus for ever ?— ¢ Sure no woman’s con-
¢ dition ever-equalled-mine ! Foppery,-Folly, Ava-
¢ rice and Hypocrify are, by turns, my conftant
¥ companions—and I-muft vary fhapes as often as
¥ a player’— I cannot think my father meant this
tyranny ! No, you ufurp an authority which he
fever intended you fhoukd take, 0é
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- 40%. Pr. Hark thee, doft thou call good counfel
Zyranny? Do I, or my wife, tyrannize, when we

efire thee in all love to put off thy tempting attire
and veil thy provokers to fin.?

Mifs Low. Deliver me, good Heaven! or I fhall
.go difiralted. v [Walks abost.
. Mrs. Pr. So'! now thy pinners are toft, and th
breafts pulled up !——verily they were feen enoug|
-before. Fie upon the filthy taylor who made
thy ftays.

M:ﬁyLw. I with-I were in my grave! Kill me
sather than treat me thus.

0b. Pr. Kill thee! ha, ha'! thou thinkeft thou
art alting fome lewd play fare: — Kill thee ! Art
thoy prepared for death, Anne Lovely? No, no,
thou would’ft rather have a hufband, Anne :
Thou wanteft a gilt coach, with fix lazy fellows
‘behind, to flantit in the rinF of vanity, among the
.princes and rulers of the land ——who pamper
themfelves with the fatnefs thereof ; but I will take
care that none fhall fquander away thy father’s
.eftate : thou fhalt marry none fuch, Anne.

Mifs Lov. Would you marry me to one of your
-own canting fe&t ?

06.. Pr. Yea, verily, no one elfe fhall ever get
my confent, I do affure thee,. Anne.

‘Mifs Low. And L do aflure thee, Obadiah, that’I
-will as foon turn Papift, and die in-a convent.

. Mrs. Pr. © wickednefs !

Mifs Low. O ftupidity!

0b. Pr. O blindnefs of heart!

- Mifs Lov. Thou blinder of the world, don’t pro-
voke me—left I betray your fantity, and leave
your wife to judge. of your .purity : What
were the emotions of your fpirit — when you
fqueez’d Mary by the hand laft night in the pantry,
——when fhe told you, you bufs’d fo Ailthily?
.Ah! you had no averfions to naked -bofems, when
you begged her to fhew yow a little, little, litge
. . 18
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bit of hér delicious bafom : ~eeDu’t you remem~
ber thofe wards, M. Prim ?

Mys. Pr. What does fhe fay, Obadiah ?

0. Pr. She talketh unintelligibly, Sarah. Which
‘way did fhic hear this? This (honld ot have reach’d
the ears of the wicked ones: —Verily it troubleth
me. [4fde.

Enter Servant,

Sw Philip Modelove, whom thcy call Sir Phi-
lip, is below, and fuch another thh him, fhall I
fend them wp?

0b. Pr. Yea. [Exvz,

Enter Sir Philip amd Colonel. '

Sir Pbil. How doft thou do, Friend Prim # Odfo!
my She friend hére too! What are you document-
ing Mifs Nancy ? reading her a letture upon the
pinch’d coif, I warrant ye !

Mys. Pr. I am fure thon did’ft never read her
any lecture that was .———My flefh rifeth fo at
thefe wicked anes, that prudeute advifeth me w
wichdraw from their fight. [Eavs.

Col. Oh! thatI could find means to fpeak with
her ! How charming ke appears ! I with I could
get this letter into her hand. [Afdr.

Sir Phil.. Well, Mifs' Cockey, I hope thou haﬂ:
got the better of e
" Mifs Lov. The difficulties of my life are not to
be furmounted, Sir Philip.—I hate the imperti-
nence of him, as much as the ﬁupxdity of the

other. [Apde.
0é. Pr. Verdly, Philip, thou mlt fpail this

maiden,

Sir Phil. 1 find we fill differ in opinion ; bat
that we may none of us fpoil hrer, Enthte » Prim, let
us confent to marry hero—al have fent for our
brother guardians to meet me here about this very
thin, adam, will you give me leave to recom-
mend a hafband to you? — Here’s a geatleman,

- whom, in my mind, you can have no objeftion to,
[ Prefents the Colonel to her, fbe Jooks another away.
Mifs
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Mifs Low. Heaven deliver me from the formal,
and the fantaftic fool !
~  Cd. A fine woman, a fine horfe, and fine
equipage, are the fineft things in the univerfe:
And if Tam fo happy to poflefs you, Madam, I thall
become the envy of manﬁnd, as much as you out-
thine your whole fex. ‘

[4s be takes ber band to kifs it, be endea-
wours to put a letter into it ; fbe lets it
‘drop—Prim takes it up.

Mifs Lowv. 1 have no ambition to appear confpi-
cuoufly ridiculous, Sir. [T urning from bim.

Col. So fail the hopes of Fainwell.

Mifs Lov. Ha! Fainwell! ’tis he! What have
Idone? Prim has the letter, and it will be dif-
cover’d., [Afide.

04. Pr. Friend, I know not thy name, fo cannot
call thee by it; but thou feeft thy letter is unwel-
come to the maiden, the will not read it.

Mifs Low. Nor fhall you; [Snatches the letter.]
Il tear it in a thoufand pieces, and fcatter it, as I
will the hopes of all tho&g that any of you fhall re-

commend to me. [Tears the letter.
Sir Pbil. Ha! Right woman, faith!
Col. Excellent woman ! [Afide.

0&. Pr. Friend, thy garb favoureth too much of
the vanity of the age for my approbation ; nothin
that refembleth Philip Modelove fhall I love, mar
that —— therefore, friend Philip, bring no more
of thy own apes under my roof.

Sir Phil. I am f{o entirely a firanger to the men-
fters of thy breed, that I liall bring none of them
I am fure. . )

Col. I am likely to have a pretty.tatk by that
time I have gone thro’ them all; but fhe’s a city
worth taking, and ’egad I’ll carry on the fiege : if
Ican but blow up tge out-works, I fancy I am
pretty fecure of the town. [Afede.
N Enter Servant. .

- Serv. Toby Periwinkle and Thomas Tradelove
demand to fee thee. [To Sir Philig.
: B : Sir Phil.
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Sir Phil. Bid them come up.

Mifs Lov. Deliver me from fuch an inundatien-
of noife and nonfenfe. ©Oh Fainwell! whatever
thy contrivance be, profper it Heaven ;—¢but oh !-
¢ I fear thou never canft redeem me.’ [Exiz.

Sir Phil. Sic tranfit gloria munds.

Enter Mr. Reriwinkle and Tradelove. -
'Thefe are my brother guardians, Mr. Fainwell. —
pr’ythee obferve the creatures. [Afide to Col.

Trade. Well, Six Philip, I obey your fummons.

Per. Pray, what have you to offer for the goed of
Mifs Lovely, Sir Philip ? .

Sir Phil. Firft I defire to know what you intend
to do with that lady? Mu#t fhe be fent to.the
Indies for a venture — or live an old maid, and
then be enter’d amongft your curiofities, and fhewn
for a monfter, Mr. Periwinkle ?

Col. Humph, curiofities, that muft be the vir-"
tuofo. [4fde.

Per. Why, what wou’d you do with her?

Sir Phil. I would recommend this gentleman to
her for a hufband, Sir — a perfon whom I have
pick’d out from the whole race of mankind. '

Oé. Pr. I would advife thee to fhufile him again
with the reft of mankind, forI like him net.

Col. Pray, Sir, without offence to your formality,
what may be your objettions ?

Oéb. Pr. Thy perfon; thy manners; thy drefs ;
thy acquaingance ; —thy every thing, friend.

Sir Phil. You are moft particularly obliging,
friend, ha, hat

Trade. What, bufinefs do-you follow, pray, Sir?

Col. Humph, by that queftion he muft be the -
broker. [Afide.] — Bufinefs, Sir! the bufinefs of a

ntleman.

Trad. 'That is- as much as to fay, you drefs fine,
feed high, lie with every woman yeu like, and pay
your furgeon’s bills better than your taylor’s, er .
your butcher’s.

Cvl. The court is much obliged to you, Sir, for

" your charaéter of a gentleman.
R : . Trad.



FOR A WIFE. 2y

Trad. The court, Sir! What would the court
do without us citizens

Sir Phil. Withoat your wives and daughters, yon
mean, Mr. Tradelove.

Per. Have you ever travell’d, Sir?

Col. That queftion muft not be anfwer’d now —
In books I have, Sir.

Per. In books! That’s fine travelling indeed !~
Sir Philip, when you prefent a 1Blerfon I like, he
thall have my cothnt to marry Mifs Lovely ; ’tll

when, your fervant. . [Exit.
Col. I’ll make you like me before I have done
with you, or I am miftaken. [Afide. -

Trad. And when you can convince me that a
beau is more ufeful to my country than a merchaat,
you fhall have mine; ’till then you muft excufe
me, - [Exit.

Ccl. So much for trade—I’]l fit you too. [A/ide.

Sir Phil. In my opinion, this is very inhuman
treatment, as to the Lady, Mr. Prim.

0é4. Pr. Thy opinion and mine happen to differ
as much as our occupations, friend : bufinefs re-
quireth my prefence, and folly thine; and fo I
maft bid thee farewell. [Exit.

Sir Phil. Here’s breeding for you, Mr. Fain-.
well !—Gad take me.

Half my eftate I'd give to fee *emrbit.
Col. T hope to bite you all, if my plot bit. [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE the Tavern.

Sackbut and the Colonel in an Egyptian drefs.

Sack. A Lucky beginning, Colonel——you have
got the old beuu’s confent.

Col. Ay, he’s a reafonable creature; but the
other three will require fome pains. — Shall I pafs
upon l.lim, think you ? ’Egad, in my mind, I look
as antique as if I had been preferved in the Ark.

Sack. Pafs upon him! ay, ay, as roundly as

B2 whig
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white wine dafh’d with fack does for mountain and
therry, if you have affurance enough—

Col. 1 have no apprehenfion from that quarter ;
aflurance is the cocﬂade of a foldier.

Sack. Ay, but the affurance of a foldier differs
much from that of a traveller.—Can you lye with
a'good grace ? .

Col. As heartily, when my miftrefs is the prize,
as I'would meet the foe when my country call’d,
and king commanded : fo don’t you fear that part :
if he don’t know me again, I am fafe.—I hope
he’ll come.

Sack. I wifh all my debts would come as fure : I
told him you had been a great traveller, had many
valuable curiofities, and was a perfon of a moft fin-
gular tafte: he feem’d tranfported, and begg’d me
to keep you till he came.

- Col. Ay, ay, he need not fear my running away.
~—Let’s have a bottle of fack, landlord, our anceftors
drank fack. .

Sack. You fhall have it.

" Col. And whereabouts is the trap-door you men-
tioned ?

Sack. There’s the conveyance, Sir. - [Exiz.

~Col. Now, if I fhould cheat all thefe roguith
guardians, and carry off my miftrefs in triumph,
it would be what the French call a grand coup
d’eclat.—Odfo! here comes Periwinkle.————
Ah! duce take this beard ; pray Jupiter it does not
give me the flip, and fpoil all.

Enter Sackbut with aine, and Periwinkle fol-

- : lowing. :

Sack. Sir, this gentleman heariné you have been
a great traveller, and a perfon of fine fpeculation,
begs leave to take a glafs with you: he 1s 2 man of
a curious tafte himfelf,

" Col. The gentleman has it in his face and garb ;
Sir, you are welcome. '

- Per. Sir, I honour a traveller and men of your
- enquiring difpofition ; the oddnefs of your habit

’ . pleafes

%% M-
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pleafes me extremely: ’tis very antique, and for
that I like it.

Col. *Tis very antique, Sir:—this habit once
belonged to the famous Claudius Ptolemeus, who
lived in the year one hundred and thirty-five.

Sack. 1f he keeps up to the fample, he fhall lye
with the devil for a bean-ftack, and win it every
fraw. [4fide.

Per. A hundred and thirty-five! why, that’s
prodigious now ! —Well, certainly ’tis the fineft
thing in the world to be a traveller.

Col. For my part I value none of the modern
fathions a fig leaz

Per. No more don’t I, Sir: I had rather be the
jeft of a fool, than his favourite.—I am laugh’d at
here for my fingularity.—This coat, you muft know,
Sir, was formerly wore by that ingenious and ve
learned perfon, Mr. gohn Tradefcant of Lambeth.

Col. John Tradefcant! Let me embrace you,
Sir— John Tradefcant was my uncle, by my mo-
ther’s-fide ; and I thank you for the honour you do
his memory: he was a very curious man indeed.

Per, Your uncle, Sir — Nay, then ’tis no won.
der that your tafte is fo refined ; why you have it in
your blood.— My humble fervice to you, Sir; to
the immortal memory of John Tradefcant, your
never-to-be-forgotten uncle. [Drinks,
" Col. Give me a glafs, landlord.

Per. Ifind you are primitive, even in your wine :
Canary was the drink of our wife forefathers; ’tis
balfamic, and faves the charge of ’pothecaries cor-
dials—Oh ! that I had lived in your uncle’s days !
or rather, that he were now alive; — Oh! how
proud he’d be of fuch a nephew !

Sack. Oh pox! that would have {poil’d the jeft.

[Aﬁdtu

Per. A perfon of your curiofity muft have col»
leted many rarities.

Col. I have fome, Sir, which are net yet come
ahore ; as, an Egyptian idol. T

) B Per,
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Per. Pray what may that be ?

Col. It is, Sir, a kind of an ape, which they for-
merly worfhipp’d in thatcountry : I took it from
the breaft of a female mummy. . .

Per. Ha, ha! our women retain part of their
idolatry to this day, for many an ape lies on a
Iady’srz_reaﬁ, ha, ha!——

Sack. ‘A fmart old thief. [4jide.

Col. Two tutks of an Hippotamus, two pair of
Chinefe nut-crackers, and one Egyptian mummy.

Per. Pray, Sir, have you never a crocodile ?

Col. Humph! the boatfwain brought one with
‘a defign to fhew it, but touching at Rotterdam,
and bearing it was no rarity in lg.ngland, he fold
it to a Dutch poet. ,

Sack. The devil’s in that nation, it rivals us in
every thing.

" Per. I thould have been very glad to have feenr 2
living crocodile,

Col. My genius led me to things more worthy of
regard.—¢ Sir, I have feen the utmoft limits of this
¢ globular world ; I have feen the fun rife and fet;

'

¢ know in what degree of heat he is at noon, to the
¢ breadth of a hair, and what quantity of combuf-
« tibles he burns in a day, and how much of it
« tarns to afthes, and how much to cinders.

¢ Per. Tocinders! You amaze me, Sir: Inever
* heard that the fun confum’d any thing.—Def-
cartes tells us— :
¢ Col. Defcartes, with the reft of his brethren,
both ancient and modern, knew nothing of the
matter.——1I tell you, Sir, that Nature admits an
annual decay, tho’ imperceptible to vulgar eyes.—
Sometimeshisraysdeftroy below, fometimes above,
—You have heard of blazing comets, I fuppofe. -
¢ Per, Yes, yes, I remember to have feen one,
and our aftrologers tell us of another which will
happen very quickly.
¢ Col. Thofe comets are little iflands bordered on
the fun, which at certain times are fet on ﬁrehby

- ¢ that
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laminous body’s moving over them perpendicu-
larly, which will one day occafion a general con-
flagration. '

¢ Sack. One need not fcruple the Colonel’s ca-

pacity, faith ! {Afide.

€
€

¢ Per. This is marvellous ftrange! Thefe cinders
are what I never read of in any of our learned
differtations.

¢ Col. I don’t know how the Devil you fhould.

. [ Afide.
¢ Sack. He has it at his fingers ends : one would
fwear he had learn’d to lye at fchool, he does it
fo cleverly. [ A4fide.
¢ Per. Well ! - you travellers fee ftrange things !
Pray, Sir, have you any of thofe cinders ?
¢ Col. I have, among my other curiofities.
¢ Per. Oh, what have I loft for want of travel-
ling! Pray, what have you elfe?
¢ Col. Several things worth your attention.—1
have a muff made of the feathers of thofe gecfe

¢ that fav’d the Roman Capitol.

€
€

¢ Per. Is’t poflible ?

« Sack. Yes, if you are fuch a gander as to be-
lieve him. [Afide.
¢ Col. I have an Indian leaf, which, open, will
cover an acre of land, yet folds up in fo little &
compafs, you may put it into your fnuff-box.

¢ Sack. Haumph! That’s a thunderer. [A4fide.
¢ Per. Amazing! :
¢ Cel. Ah! miine is but a little one ; I have feen
fome of them that would cover one of the Car-
ribee Iflands.

-~ « Per. Well, if I don’t travel before T die, I fhan’t

<
'
4
<
€

reft in My gravé~sssPray, what do the Indians
with them? ) ‘

¢ Col. Sir, they ufe them in their wars for tents,
the old women for riding-hoods, the young for
fans and umbrellas.

¢ Sack. He has a fruitful invention. (Afde.

¢ Per. I admire our Eaft-India Company imports

B4 ¢ none
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¢ none of them; they would certainly find their
¢ account in them.

¢ Col. Right, if they could find the leaves. [ 4fde.’
~—Look ye, Sir, do you fee this little phial?

Per. Pray you what is it ? :

. Col. This 1s call’d Poluflofboio.

Per. Poluflofboio ! ——1It has a rumbling found.

Col. Right, Sir; it proceeds from a rumbling
nature.— This water was part of thofe waves
which bore Cleopatra’s veflel when fhe fail’d to
meet Anthony.

Per. Well, of all that ever travelled, none had a
tafte like you. ’

Col. But here’s the wonder of the world. —This,
Sir, is called Zona, or Moros Mu/phonon ; the virtues
of this are ineftimable. o

Per. Moros Mufphonon! What in the name of
wifdom can that be ? —to me it feems a plain belt.

Col. 'This girdle has carried me all the world
over.

Per. You have carried it, you mean.

Col. I mean as I fay, Sir.—Whenever I am girded
with this, I am invifible; and by turning this little
fcrew, can bein the court of the Great Mogul, the
Grand Signior, and King George, in as little time
asyour cook can poach an egg.

Per. You muft pardon me, Sir, I can’t believe it.

Col. If my landlord pleafes, he fhall try the ex-
periment immediately. '

Sack. I thank you kindly, Sir; but I have no'in-
clination to ride poft to the Devil. =

Col. No, no, you fhan’t ftir a foot, I’ll only make
you invifible. ' ' '

Sack. But if you could not make me vifible again.

Per. Come, try it upon me, Sir, I am not afraid
of the Devil, nor all his tricks. — ’Sbud, P’lI ftand
’em all.

Col. There, Sir, put it on. Come, land-
lord, you and I muft face the eat. [They turn abour.]
Is it on, Sir ? . P

7.
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Per. ’Tis on. I;Tbg turn abext again.

Sack. Heaven prote@ me! Where is he ?

Per, Why here, juft where I was. ‘

Sack. Where, where, in the name of virtue ? Ah,
gt:or Mr. Periwinkle !—Egad, look to’t, you had

ft, Sir; and let him be feen again, or I thall have
you burnt for a wizard.

Col. Have patience, good landlord.

Per. But really don’t you fee me now ?

_Sack. No more than I fee my grandmother, that
died forty years ago.

Per. Are you fure you don’t lic? Methinks I
fland juft where I did, and fee you as plain as I1did
before.

Sack. Ah! I wifh I could fee you once again.

Col. Take off the girdle, Sir.  [He takes it of.

Sack. Ah, Sir, I am glad to fee you with all my
heart, (Embraces bim.

Per. This is very odd ; certainly there muft be
fome trick in’t.—Pray, Sir, will you do me the fa-
vour to put it on yourfelf?

Col. With all my heart.

Per, Bat firft I’ fecure the door.

b Col. You know how to turn the fcrew, Mr. Sack-
ut,

Sack. Yes, yes,—Come, Mr. Periwinkle, we muft
turn full eaft.

[They turn, the Colonel finks doaun a trap-door.
€ol. ’Tis done, now turn. [They turn.
Per. Ha! mercy upon me ; my flefh creeps upon

my bones.—T his muft be a conjurer, Mr. Sackbut.

Sack. He is the Devil, I think.

Per. Oh, Mr, Sackbut, why do you name the
Devil, when perhaps he may be at your elbow ?

Sack. At my elbow! Marry, heaven forbid!

Col. Are you fatisfied ? [ From under the flage.

Per. Yes, Sir, yes——How hollow his voice
founds !

Sack. Yours feem’d juft the fame—Faith, I with
this girdle were mine, I’d fell wine no more, Hark

- Bs ’ ¥e»
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ye, Mr. Periwinkle, [Zakes him afide till the Colorrel
7ifes again.] if he would fell this girdle, you might
travel with great expedition. )
_-Col. But it is not to be parted'with for money.

Per. I am forry for’s, Sir ; becaufe I think it the
greateft curiofity I ever heard of.

Col. By the advice of a learned phyfiognomift in
Grand Caire, who confulted the lines in my face,
I returned to England, where he told me I fhould
find a rarity in the keeping of four men, which I
was born to peflefs for the benefit of mankind ; and
the fir# of the fowr that gave me his confent, I
fhould prefent him with this girdle— Till.I have
found this jewel, " I fhall net part with the

irdle; .
g Per. What can that rarity be ? Didn’t he name
itto you? -

Col. Yes, Sir: he called it a chafte, beautiful,
unaffe@ted woman.

. Per. Pifh! women. are no rarities — I never

had any great tafte that way. I married, indeed,

to fP]eafe my father, and I got a girl to pleafe my

wife ; but fhe and the'chilf (thank Heaven) died

together—Women are the very geugaws of the

creation ; play-things for boys, whe, when they

write man, they ought to throw afide. :
" Sack. A fine leQure to be read to a circle of
ladies ! [4fide.
" Per. What woman is there, dreft in 2ll the pride

and foppery of the times,. can boaft of fuch a fore-

top as the cockatto?

Cdl. I muft humour him —[4fide.]—Such 2 fkin:
as the Lizzard ?

Per. Such a fhining breaft as the Humming Bird #

Col. Such a fhape as the Antelope ?

Per. Or, in all the artful mixture of their vari-
ous drefles, have they half the beauty of one box
of butterflies ?

Jol. No, that muft be allow’d—For my part, if
it were not for the benefit of mankind, I’d have
9 _ : nothing
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nothing to do with them, for they are as indifferent
16 me as a.fparrow or a fleth-fly, :

Per. Pray, Sir, what benefit is the world to reap
from this lady ¢

Col. Why, Sir, fheis to bear me a fon, who fhall
revive the art of embalming, and the old Roman
manner of burfing the dcag ; and for the benefit of
pofterity, he is to difcover the longitude, fo long
foaght for in vain. -

Per. Od! thefe are valuable things, Mr. Sackbat!

Sack. He hits it off admirably, and t’other fwal-.
lows it like fack and fugar—l&x{ﬁde.]—Certainly this
lady muft be your ward, Mr. Periwinkle, by her
Being under the care of fomr perfons.

Per. By the defcription it fhould——'Egad, if I
could getthat girdle, Id ride with the fan, and make
the tour of the world in four and twenty hours.
[4fde.] And are you to give that girdle to the firf#
of the four guardians that fhall give his confent to
marry that lady, fay you, Sir? :

Col. I am fo order’d, when I can find him.

Per. I fancy I know the very womana~her name
ts Arine Lovely ?

’ol. Excellent! —He faid, indeed, that the firft
letter of her name was L.

Per. Did he really ?—Well, that’s prodigioufly
amazing, that a perfon in Grand Cairo fhould know
any thing of my ward.

Col. Your ward !

Per. To be plain with you, Sir; I am one of
thofe four guardians.

Col. Are youindeed; Sit? I am tranfported to find.
the man who is to poffefs this Moros Mofphonon is a
perfon of focurious a tafte—Here is a writing
drawn up by that famous Egyptian, which if you
will pleafe to fign, you muft turn your face full-
north, and the girdle is your’s.

Per. If 1 live till this boy is born, PIl be em-
balm’d, and fent to.the Royal Society when I die..

Col. That you fhall moft certainly.

: ' Bé6 Enter
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S Enter Drawer. ' -

Draw. Here’s Mr. Staytape, the taylor, enquires-

_for you, Colonel.

Col. Who do you fpeak to, you fon of a whore ?

Per. Ha ! Colonel. [Afide.

Col. Confound the blundering dog ! [4fsde. -

Draw. Why, to Colonel — :

Sack. Get you out, you rafcal.

- [Kicks bhim out, and goes after bim.

Draw. What the devil is the matter ?

Col. This dog has ruin’d all my fchemes, I fee
by Periwinkle’s looks. [Afde.

Per. How finely I fhould have been chous’d—
Colonel, you’ll pardon me that I did not give you
your title before—it was pure ignorance, faith it
was—Pray—hem, hem ! Pray, Colonel, what poit.
had this learned Egyptian in your regiment ?

. Col. A pox of your fneer. [4fide ] Idon’t un-
derftand you, Sir.

Per, No, that’s firange ! I underftand you, Co-
lonel—An Egyptian of Grand Cairo! ha, ha, ha!—
Iam forry fuch a well-invented tale fhould do you
no more fervice —We old fellows can fee as far intos
a millltone as them that pick it-—I1 am not to be
trick’d out of my truft —mark that.

Col. The Devil ! I muft carry it off, I with I were
fairly out.. [4fide.] Look ye, Sir, you may make
what jeft you pleafe—but the ftars will be obey’d,,
Sir, and, depend upon’t, I fhall have the lady, and
'you none of the girdle.—¢ Now for Mr. Freeman’s
¢ part of the plot.” [4fde.] [Exit..

Per.The ftars! ha, ha!<—No ftar has favoured you,
it feems—The girdle ! ha, ha, ha! none of your Le-
gerdemain tricks can pafs. upon me—Why, what a.
pack of trampery has this rogue picked up—His Pa=
god, Poluflofboio, his Zonos, Moros Mufplhonons, and the
Devil knows what—But I’ll take care—Ha, gone !,
— Ay, ’twas time to fneak off.—Soho! the houfe !
[Enter Sackbut.] Where is this trickfter? Send for a
conftable, I'll have this rafcal before the Lard

Mayor ;
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Mayor ; I’Il Grand Cairo him, with a pox to him
—I believe you had a hand in putting this impoftare
upon me, Sackbut.

Sackbut. Who I, Mr. Periwinkle ? I fcorn it; I
perceiv’d he was a cheat, and left the room on pur-
pofe to fend for a conftable to apprehend him, and
endeavour to flop him when he went out—But the

ue made but one ﬁep from the ftairs to the door,

I'd a coach, leap’d intoit, and drove away like
the Devil, as Mr. Freeman can witnefs, who is at
the bar, and defires to fpeak with you : he is this
minute come to town,

Per. Send him in. [Exit Sackbut.] What a
fcheme this rogue haslaid ! How I fhould have been
laugh’d at, had it fucceeded! [Ewser Freeman
booted and fpurr’d.] Mr. Freeman, ¢ your drefs
¢ commands your welcome to town, what will you
¢ drink I had like to have been impos’d upon
by the verieft rafcal

Free. 1 am forry to hear it—The dog flew for't:
be had not fcap’d me, if I had been aware of him 3
Sackbut ftruck at him, but mifs’d his blow, or he
bad done his bufinefs for him.

Per. 1 believe you never heard of fuch a contri-
vance, Mr. Freeman, as this fellow had found out.

Free. Mr. Sackbut has told me the whole ftory,
Mr. Periwinkle ; but now I have fomething to tell
you of much more importance to yourfelf. I hap-
pen’d to lie one night at Coventry, and knowing your
uncle Sir Toby Periwinkle, I-paid him a vifit, and,
to my great furprize, found him dying.

Per. Dying !

Free. Dying, in all appearance; the fervants
weeping, the room in darknefs; the ’pothecary,

“fhaking his head, told me the doctors had given

ll:un over ; and then there are fmall hopes, you

now.
Per, 1 hope he has made hijs will—he always told
me he would make me his heir. .
Free. I baye heard you fay as much, and tht}re-
2 ore
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fore refolved to give you notice. I fliould think i¢
would not be amifs if you weat down to-morrow
morning. . :

Per. Tt is a long journey, and the roads very bad.

Free. But he has a great eftate, and the land
very good ——Think upon thae. .

Per. Why that’strue, as you fay ; P’ll think upow
it: In the mean time, I give you many thanks for
your civility, Mr. Freeman, and fhouid be glad of
your company to dine with me.

- Pree. 1 am oblig’d to be at Jonathan’s Coffee-
Houfe at two, and now it is half an hoar after one 3
i€ I difpatch my bufinefs, I'll wait on you; I know

your hour.
Per. You fhall be very welcome, Mr. Freeman,
and fo your humble fervant. Exit.

Re-enter Colonel and Sackbat.

Free. Ha, ha, ha! I have done your bufinefs,
Colonel, he has fwallow’d the bait.

Col. I overheard all, though I am a little in the
dark : Iam to perfonate a highwayman, I fuppofe—
that’s a proje& I am net fond of ; for though [ may
fright him out of his confent, he may fright me out
of my life, when he difcovers me, as he certainly
muft in the end. '

Free. No, no, I have a plot for you without dan-
ger, but firft we muft manage Tradelove—Has the
taylor brought your cloaths ?

Sack. Yes, pox take the thief.

Free. Well, well, no matter, I warrant we have
him yet—But now you muft puton the Datch mer-
chant.

Col. The duce of this trading plot—I wifh he
had been an old foldier, that I might have attack’d
him in my own way, heard him fight over all the
battles of the Jate war — But for trade, by Jupiter,
I fhall never do it. _ - :

Sack. Never fear, Colonel: Mr. Freeman will
inftru& you.

Free. You’ll fee what others.do: the Coffse-Houfe
will inftru&t you. ’ : Col.



FOR A WIPE. 19

Col. I muft veature, however— ¢ But I have a
¢ farther plot ia my head upon Tradelove, which
¢ you muft aflif me in, Freemaa : you are in credic
¢ with him, I heard you fay.

‘ Free. 1 am, and will fcruple nothing to ferve
! you, Colonel.

¢ Col. Come along then.’~Now for the Dutche
man — Honeft Ptolomy. By your leave.

Noaw muft bob-awig and bufinefs come in play ;

- A thirty-theufand pound girl leads the way.

ACT IV. SCENE Yonathan's Coffee-boufs, in
*Change-alley.

4 crowd of people with rolls of paper and parchment in
their bands 5 a bar, and coffze boys waiting.

Enter Tradelove and Stock-Jobbers, avith Rolls of
Paper and Parchment.

1/ Stock. O Outh-fea at feven eights ; who buys ?
' ¢ 2d Stock. South-Sea bonds due at
‘ Michaelmas, 1718. Clafs lottery-tickets.

¢ 34 Stock. Eaft-India bonds.

¢ 415 Stock. What all fellers and no buyers ? gen-
* tlemen, P’ll buy a theufand pound for Tuefday
¢ next, at three-fourths,
. * Coff. Bay. Frefh coffee, gentlemen, frefh coffee.”

Trade. Hark ye, Gabriel, you'll pay the dif-
ference of that flock we tranfalted for t'other.day ?

Gab. Ay, Mr. Tradelove, here’s a note for the
money ¢ upon the Sword-blade company.’

Gives lim a Note,
¢ Coff. Biy. Bohea tea, gentlemen ¥’
¢ Enter a Man.

¢ Man. Is Mr. Smuggle hen; ? " )

€ 1/ Coff. Byy. Mr. Smuggle’s not here, Sir:
¢ you"/ﬁ ﬁﬂ him at the books. )

¢ 24 Stock. Ho! here comes two Sparks from
* Cother end of the town : what news bring thEeZ »?

. ter
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A Enter tavo Gentlemen.

Trade. 1 would fain bite the fpark in the brown
coat : he comes very often into the alley, but never
employs a broker. ‘

Enter Colonel and Freeman,

¢ 2d Stock. Who does any thing in the civil-lift
¢ lottery, or Caco? Zounds, where are all the
¢ Jews this afternoon? Are you a bull or a bear
¢ to-day, Abraham? -

¢ 3d Stock. A bull, faith —— but I have a good
¢ putt for next week.’

Trade. Mr. Freeman, your fervant! Who is that
Gentleman’? . :

Free. A Dutch merchant juft come to England ;
but hark ye, Mr. Tradelove—1I have a piece of
news will get you as much as the French King’s
death did, if you are expeditious. ,

Free, [Shewing bim aletter.] Read there: I re-
ceived it juft now from one that belongs to the
Emperor’s Minifter.

rade. [Reads.] Sir, as I have many obligations
20 you, I cannot mifs any opportunity to fbew my grati-
tude : this moment my Lord bas receiv’d a private ex-
prefs, that the Spaniards have rais’d their fiege from
before Cagliari 5 if this proves any advantage to you,
it will anfwer both the ends and wifbes of, Sir, your
moft obliged bumble Servant, '
' Henricus Dufleldrop.
Poft{cript.
In tawo or Yoree hours the news awill be public.
May one depend upon this, Mr. Freeman ?
[4fde to Freeman.

Free. You may—I never knew this perfon fend
me a falfe piece of news in my life.

Trade. Sir, I am much obliged to you : egad ’tis
rare news.— Who fells South-Sea for next week ?

Stock-Fob. [Alltogether.] Ifell; I, 1, I, I, Ifell.

_ 1 Stock. Pll fell goool. for next week, at five
eights. ’

2d Stock. — P11 {ell ten thoufand, at five-eighths,
for the fame time. Trade.
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" ¥rade. Nay, nay, hold, hold, not all together,
Gentlemen : I'll be no bull, Pll buy no more than
I can take : Will you fell ten thoufand pounds at a
half, for any day next week, except Saturday ?
1ff Stock. 1l fell it you, Mr. Tradelove.
Free. [Whifpers th one of the th!lmml.‘]l
Gent. [Afide.] The Spaniards rais’d the fiege of
Cagliari! I don’t belicve one word of it.
2d Gent. Rais’d the fiege ! as much as you have
rais’d the monument.
Fres. *Tis rais’d, I affure you, Sir.
2d Gent. What will you lay on’t ?
Free. What you pleafe.-
1ff Gent. Why, IP have a Brother upon the fpot,
in the Emperor’s fervice: I am certain if there
were any fuch thing, I fhould have had a letter. -
¢ 2d Stock. How’s this? the fiege of Cagliari
¢ rais’d ? —I wifh it may be true, ’twill make bufi-
¢ nefs ftir, and ftocks rife.
¢ 1ff Stock. Tradelove’s a cunning fat bear : if this
¢ news proves true, I fhall repent I {old him the five
¢ thoufand pounds.—Pray, Sir, what aflarance have
* you that’s the fiege is rais’d ? .
¢ Free. There is come an exprefs to the Emperor’s
¢ minifter.
¢ 2d Stack. I’ll know that prefently.’ :
1 Gent., Let it come where it wil{ I’ll hold you
fifty pounds ’tis falfe. '
Free. *Tis done.
2d Gent. I’ll lay you a brace of hundrgds upon
the fame. -
Free. I’ll take you.
¢ 4th Stock. ’Egad, I’ll hold twenty pieces ’tis
“ not rais’d, Sir.
¢ Free. Done with you too.” )
Trade. I'll lay any man a brace of thoufands the
fiege is rais’d. '
Free. TheDutch merchant is your man to take in,
[4fide to Tradelove.
'Trade, Does he not know the news ? F :
ree.



42 A-BOLD STROKE

Free. Not a fyllable; if he did, he would bet a
hundyred thoufand pounds as foon as one penny —-
he’s plaguy rich, and a mighty man at wagers.

[Te Tradelove.

Trade. Say you fo?—'Egad, I'll bite him, if
poflible :—Are you from Holland, Sir?

Col. Ya, Mynheer.

Trade. Had you the news before you came away ?

Col. What believe you, Mynheer ?

Trade. What do I believe i Why, I believe that
;.he Spaniards have a&ually rais’d the fiege of Cag-

iari.

Col. Wat Duyvel’s news is dat * *Tis niet waer,
Mpysaheer——"tis no true, Sir!

. Trade. °Tis o true, Mynheer, that I'll lay you
two thoufand pounds upon it.—You are fure the
letter may be.depended upon, Mr, Freeman ?

. Free. Do you think I would venture my money if
I were not fure of the truth of it? |
: [A4fide to Tradelove,

Col. Two duyfend pound, Mynheer, ’tis gadaen
—dis gentleman fal hold de gelt.

‘ { Géwas Freeman money,
. Trade. With all my heast— this binds the wager.

Frez. You have certainly loft, Mynheer, the fiege
israis’d indeed, - : ‘ :

; Col. ¢ Ik geloy’t niet, Mynheer Freeman,’ ik fal
ye dubbled honden, if you pleafe.

Free. I am let into the fecret, therefore won’t win
your money. . \

Trade. Ha, ha, ha! I have fnapt the Dutchman,
faith, ha, ha! this is no ill day’s work.—Pray, may
I crave your name, Mynheer?

. Col. Myn Naem, Mynheer! myn naem is Jan
van Timtamtirelereletta Heer Fainwell.

. Trade. Zounds, ’tis a dam’d long name, I fhall
never remember it—Myn Heer van, Tim, Tim,
Tim,—What the Devil 1s it ?
. Free. Oh! never heed : I know-the Gentleman,
and will pafs my werd for twice the fum. Trad

: ‘Trade.

.
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Trade. That’s enough.

Col. You’ll kear of me fooner thaa you’ll with,
oﬁfentleman, Ifancy. ([d4fide.] You’ll come w0
Sackbut’s, Freeman. EOE:#.

Free. Immediately, [ Afide 10 the Colonel.

¢ 1f Man. Humphry Hump here ?

‘ 24 Bgy. Mr. Humphry Hump is not here;
¢ you’ll find him upon the Dutch walk.’

Trade. Mr. Freeman, I give you many thanks
Afor your kindnefs——

Free. I fear you’ll repent when you know all.

[Afde.

Trade. Will you dine with me?
Free. I’'m engug’d at Sackbut’s; adiew. [Ewiz.
Trade. Sir,your humble fervant, Now Il fee what
Icandoupon *Change with my news.  {Exeunt.

S CENE the Tavers.

) Enter Freeman and Colonel.

Free. Ha, ha, hal The old fellow fwallowed
the bait as greedily as a gudgeon.

Col. I have him, faith, ha, ha, ha!—His two
thoufand pound’s fecure———If he would keep his
money, he muft part with the lady, ha, ha |
* What came of your two friends? they perform’d
¢ their part very well: you fhould have brought
¢ ’em to take a glafs with us,_ :

¢ Free. No matter, we’ll drink a bottle together
! another time.—J did not care to bring them
¢ hither: there’s no neceflity to trult them with
¢ the main fecret, you know, Colonel. )

¢ Col. Nay, that’s right, Freeman.’
Enter Sackbut.
. Sack, Joy, joy, Colomel! the luckieft. accident
in the world. .
" Col. What fay’ft thou ? )
. Sack. This letter does your bufinefs.

Col. [Reads.] To Obadiah Prim, hofier, near
the building call’d the Morument, in Londan.

Free. A letter to Prim ! How came you by it?

Sack. Looking over the letters our poft-woman

- brought
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brought, as I always do, to fee what letters are di-
re&eﬁ to my houfe (for fhe can’t read, you muft
know) I ’fpy’d this dire&ed to Prim, fo paid for it
-among the reft. I have given the old jade a pint of
wine on purpofe to delay time, till you fee if the
letter be of any fervice ; then I’ll feal it up again,
and tell her I took it by miftake. —I have read it,
and fancy youw’ll like the project. — Read, read,
Colonel. .

Col. [Reads.] Friend Prim, there is arrived from
Penfylvania one Simon Pure, a leader of the faithful,
who hath fojourned with us eleven days, and hath been
of great comfort to the brethrem. He intendeth for
the quarterly meeting in London ; I bawe recommended
bim to thy houfe. I pray theetreat him kindly, andlet
thy awife cherifb him, for he’s of weakly confiitution——
be awill depart from us the third day 5 which is all from
thy friend in the. faith. Aminadab Holdfaft.
Ha, ha, excellent! I underftand you, landlord : I am
to perfonate this Simon Pure, am I not? *

Sack. Don’t you like the hint?

Col. Admirably well! :

Free. >Tis the beft contrivance in the world, if the
right Simon gets not there before you

Col. No, no, the quakers never ride poft: ¢ he
¢ can’t be here before to-morrow at fooneft: do
¢ you fend and buy me a quaker’s drefs, Mr. Sack-
. Kut; and’ fuppofe, Freeman, you fhould wait at
the Briftol coach, that if you fee any fuch perfon,
you might contrive to give me notice.

Free. 1 will—the country drefs and boots, are
they ready ? '

Sack. Yes, yes, every thing, Sir.. )

Free. ¢ Bring ’em in then.—[Exit Sack.]’ Thou
muft difpatch Periwinkle firft ——remember his
uncle, Sir Toby Periwinkle, is an old batchelor of
feventy-five—that he has feven hundred a‘year,
moft in abbey land—that he was once in love with
your mother, fhrewdly fufpe&ted by fome to be
your father.—-That you have been thirty years his

. fteward, —
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fleward — and ten years his gentleman = rsmem-
“ber to improve thefe hints.

‘Col. Never fear, let me alone for that
what's the fteward’s name ? .

"Free. His name is Pillage.

Col. Enough——¢ [ Euter Sackbut «vith cloaths.]’
Now for the country put — [ Dreffes.

Free. ’Egad, landlord, thou deferveft to have the
firft night’s lodging with the lady for thy fidelity :
~—what fay you, Co%onel, fhall we fettle a club here?
you'll make one ?

Col. Make one! I’ll bring a fet of honeft officers,
that will {fpend their money as freely to the King’s
health, as they would their blood in his fervice.

Sack. I thank you, Colonel: here! here! [Bel
rings. [Exit Sackbut.

Col. ¢ So, now for'my boots. [puts om boots.]’ Shall
Ifind you here, Freeman, when I come back ?

Free. Yes, or I’ll leave word with Sackbut,
where he may fend for_ me.—Have you the writ-
ings, the will and every thing ?

Col. All, all'ew—— [Enter Sackbut.

"Sack. Zounds! Mr. Freeman! yonder is Trade-
love in the damned’ft paflion in the world.—He
fwears you are in the houfe — he fays you told him
you were to dine here.

Free. 1did fo, ha, ha, ha! he has found himfelf
bit already. ‘ - :
Col. The devil! he muft not fee me ¢ in this drefs’
now. :

‘Sack. Itold him I expeted you here, but you.
were not come yet —— ’

Free. Very well—make you hafte out, Colonel,
and let me alone to deal with him : Where is he ?

Sack. Inthe King’s Head. :

¢ Col. You remember what I told you?’ |
_ Free. Ay, ay, very well. Landlord, let him
know I am come in——and now, Mr. Pillage, fuc-
cefs attend you, , [Exit Sack..

Col. Mr. Proteus rather— , R

From changing fbape, and imitating Jove,
© Idraw the happy omens of my love.

bat

DI'm
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P nor the firft young brother of the blade,
Who made bi:b[ortune in a mafquerade. [Exit Col.
nter Tradelove.

Free. Zounds! Mr. Tradelove, we’re bit it feems.

Trade. Bit, do you call it, Mr. Freeman! Iam
ruin’d. Pox orn your news.

. Free. Pox on the rafcal that fent it me.———-— -

PFrade. Send it you! Why Gabriel Skinflint has
been at the minifter’s, and fpoke with him, and hes
has affuy’d him ’tis every fylable falfe: he received
no fuch exprefs.

Fres. 1 knew it: I this minute parted with my
friend, who protefted he never fent me any fuch let-
ter.—Some roguith ftock-jobber has done it on pur-
pofe to make me lofe my money, that’s certain: L
with I knew who he was, I'd make him repent it—
I have loft 300/. by it.

Trade. What fignifies your three hundred pounds
to what I have loft? There’s two thoufand pounds
tothat Dutchman with a curfed long name, befides
the ftock I bought? the devil! I could tear my
fleth—I muft never fhew my face upon ’Change
more ; for, by my foul, I can’t pay it.

Free, I am heartily forry forit! What can Iferve .

you in ? Shall I fpeak to the Dutch merchant, and
try to get you time for the payment ?

Trade. Time! Ads’heart! I fhall never be able .

to look up again.

Free. I am very much concern’d that I was theoc-

¢afion, and wifh I could be an inftrument of retriev-
ing your misfortune; for my own, I value it not.

~ Adfo, a thought comes into my head, that, well

improv’d, may be of fervice. .

Trade. Ah! there’s no thought can be of any fer-
vice to me, without paying tite money, or running
away.

Free. How do we know? What do you think of my .

propofing Mifs Lovely tohim ? He is afingle man —

and I heard him fay he hada mind to marry an Eng- -

lith woman ——— nay, more than that, he faid fome-
, ! body
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body told him you had a pretty ward—he with’d
you had betted her inflead of yeur money. '

Jrade. Ay, but he’d be hang’d befere he’d take:
her inftead of the money: the Datch are too) co-
vetous for that; befides, he did met know that there
were three more of us, I fuppofe.

Free. So much the better; you may venture to
give him your comfent, if he'}l forgive you the

: It s not your bufinefs to tell him that
yoar confent will fignify nothing.

Trads. That’s right, as you fay ; but will he do
it, think you ?

Free. 1 can’t tell that; bat Pl try what I can do
with him.——< He haspremis’d to meet me here an
¢ hour hence ; P’il feel his pulfe, and let you know :
¢If I find it feafible, I'Hl fend for yous 1f not, you
¢ are at liberty to take what meafures you pleafe.’

Trads. You maft extol her beauty, donble her ior-
tion, and tell him I have the entire difpofal of her,
and that the can’t marry without my confent ——
and that I am a coveteus rogue, and will never
part with her without a valuable confideration.

Free. Ay,ay, let me alone for a lz'ev ata pineh.
Trade. *Egad, if you can bring this to bear, Mr.
Freeman, P’Il make yow whole again: I'll pay the

three hundred pounds you loft, with all my foul.

Free. Well, 1l ufe my beft endeavours,
Where will you be ?

Trade. At home: pray Heaven you profper {—If
I'were but the fole truftes now, I thould not fear it.
Who.the devil would be a guardian,

If, awben caf rune low, pwrcoffbes ¥ emlarge,

Wecan't, like ather flocks, transfer our cbargf-?

Exit.

Free, Ha, ha, kal—he has it. - [Bxit.

SCENE HI. Chuanger to Periwinkle’s Houfz.
Euter Periwinkle on one fidé, and Reotmen o Fother.
Fot. A gentloman from Coventry enquires for
you, Sir, P '
. cre.

N
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Per. From my uncle, I warrant you: bring him
up. This will fave me the trouble, as well as
the expence of a journey.

, Enter Colonel.

Col. Is your name Periwinkle, Sir ?

Per. It 1s, Sir. .

Col. I am forry for the meflfage I bring.—My old
mafter, whom I ferved thefe forty years, claims the
forrow due from a faithful fervant to an indulgent
mafter. , : [Peeps.

Per. By this I underftand, Sir, my uncle, Sir
Toby Peniwinkle, is dead.

Col. He is, Sir, and he has left you heir to feven
hundred a year, in as good abbey land as ever paid
Peter-Pence to Rome. I with you long to en-
joy it, but my tears will flow when I think of my
benefaltor.—[#eeps.] Ah! he was a good man—he
has not left many of his fellows——the poor lament
him forely.

Per. I pray, Sir, what office bore you ?

- Col. 1 was his fteward, Sir.

Per. Ihave heard him mention you with much
refpet ; your name is
.Col. Pillage, Sir.

_Per. Ay, Pillage, I do remember he called you
gli’l:lage. Pray, Mr. Pillage, when did my uncle

e _

Col. Monday laft, at four in the morning. About
two he fign’d his will, and gave itinto my hands,
and ftrictly charg’d me to leave Coventry the mo-
ment he expired ; and deliver it to you with what'
{ieed I could: I have obey’d him, Sir, and there is

e will. [Giwes it to Per.

.Per. >Tis very well, I’ll lodge it in the Commons.

.Col. There are two things which he forgot to in-
fert, but charg’d me to tell you, that he defird
you’d perform them as readily as if you had found
them written in the will, which is to remove his
corpfe, and bury him by his father at St. Paul’s
Covent Garden, and togive all hisfervants mourning,

- Per 3
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Per. That will be a confiderable charge ; a pox
of all modern fafhions. [Afide.] Well! 1t fhall be
done. Mr. Pillage, I will agree with one of death’s
fathion-mongers, call’d an undertaker, to go down,
and bring up the body.

Cdl. T hope, Sir, I fhall have the honour to ferve
youin the {ame ftation I did your worthy uncle :
I have not many years to ftay behind him, and
would gladly fpend them in the family, where I was
brought up.——[#eeps.] He was a kind and ten-
der mafter to me.

Per. Pray don’t grieve, Mr. Pillage, you fhall
hold your place, and every thing elfe which you
held under my uncle—~You make me weep to fee
you fo concern’d. [Weeps.] He liv'd to a good old
age, and we are all mortal.

Col. We are fo, Sir, and therefore I muft beg you
to fign this leafe: You’ll find Sir Toby has taken
particular notice of it in his will I could not
getittime enough from the lawyer, or he had fign’d
itbefore he diedg. [Giwes bim a paper.

Per. A leafe! for what?

Col. Irented a hundred ayear of Sir Toby upon
leafe, which leafe expires at Lady-day next. I de-
fire torenew for twenty years that’s all, Sir.

Per. Let me fee. [Looks over the leafe.
¢ Col. Matters go fwimmingly, if nothing in-
¢ tervene. [Afde.

Per. Very well—Let’s fee what he fays in his
will about it.
[Lays the leafe upon the table, and looks on the avill.
¢ Col. He’s very wary, yet I fancy [ fhall be too
¢ cunning for him.’ [Afide.
Per, Ho, here it is—Tbe farm lying—now in
pofjefior of Samuel Pillage—/uffer bim to remew bis
leafe—at the fame vent. Very well, Mr. Pillage.
I fee my uncle does mention it, and I'll perform
his will).' Give me the leafe.—[Col. giwes it him,
be looks upon it, and lays it upon the table.] Pray you
ftep to the door, and call for a pen and ink, Mr.
Pillage, ‘
’ C - Cdl.
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Col. Thave a pen and ink in my pocket, Sir,
[Paulls out an ink-horn.] I never go without that.

. Per. I think it belongs to your profeffion.—[He
looks upon the pen, fwbii the Col. changes the leafe,
and lays down the contra®.] 1 doubt this is but a
forry pen, tho’ it may ferve to write my name.

[Prites.

Col. Little does he think what he figns. ~ [4fide.

Per. There is your leafe, Mr. Pillage [Gives bhim
the paper.] Now I mult defire you to make what
hafte you can down to Coventry, and take care of
every thing, and I'll fend down the undertaker
for the body ; do you attend it up, and whatever
charge you are at, I’ll repay you.

Col. You have paid me already, I thank you,
Sir. [Afide.

Per. Will you dine with me ?

Col. I would rather not : there are fome of my
neighbours which I met as I came along, who leave
the town this afternoon, they told me, and 1 thould
be glad of their company down.

Per. Well, well, I won’t detain you.

Col. Idon’t care how foon I am out. [Afide.

Per. I will give orders about mourning.

Col. You will have caufe to mourn, when you
know your eftate imaginary only. [4fde.

¢ You'll find your hopes and care alike are wain,
¢ In fpite of all the caution you have ta'en :
¢ Fortune rewards the faithful lover’s pain.’[ Exit.

P:r. Seven hundred a year! I with he had died
feventeen years ago:—What a valuable colle&tion
of rarities might I have had by this time ! —I might
" have travell’'d over all the krown parts of the
globe, and mad: my own clofet rival the Vatican
at Rome Odfo, I have a good mind to be~

in my travels now let me fee—I am but
Exty! My father, grandfather, and great grand.-
father, reach’d ninety odd ;—I have almoft forty
ears good :—Zet me confider! what will feven
undred a year amount to in——ay! in thirty

yeais,

-
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years, I’ll fay but thirty——thirty times feven,
15 feven times thlrty—that is——juft twenty-
one thoufand pounds —’tis a great deal of
money I may very well referve fixteen hun-
dred of it for a colle&tion of fuch rarities as will
make my name famous to pofterity — I would
not die like other mortals, fp rgotten in a year or
two, as my uncle will be———

With Nature’s curious aworks il ra:/lv my fame,

That men, till doom’s-day, may repeat my name.

[Exit.
SCENE changes to a Tavern: Freeman and
Tradelove over a bottle.

9rade. Come, Mr. Freeman, here’s Mynheer
Jan Van Tim, Tam, Tam—I fhall never think
of that Dutchman’s name — ~

Free. Mynheer Jan Van Timtamtirelireletta
Heer Van Fainwell.

Trade. Ay, Heer Van Famwell I never heard
fuch a confounded name in my life—here’s his
health, I fay.

Free. With all my heart.

Trade. Faith I never expefed to have found fo
generous a thing in a Dutchman.

Free. Oh, he has nothing of the Hollander ia
his temper except an antipathy to monar-
chy.—— As foon as I told him your circumftances,
he reply’d, he would not be the ruin of any man
for the world—and immediately made this propo-
fal himfelf. Let him take what time he will
for the payment, faid he; or if he’ll give me his
word, I'll forgive him the debt.

Trade Well, Mr. Freeman, I can but thank
you.—’Egad you have made a man of me again!
and if ever I lay a wager more, may I rot in 3

aol.

Free. 1 affure you, Mr. Tradelove, I was very
much concern’d, becaufe I was the eccafion
tho’ very mnocently, I proteft. -

Trade. 1 dare fwear you was, Mr. Freeman.

C2 ¢ Enter
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¢ Enter ® Fidler.

« Fid. Pleafe to have , leflon of mufic, or a feng,
¢ gentlemen?

¢ Free. Song! ay, with all our hearts : have
¢ you a very merry one?

¢ Fid. Yes, Sir, my wife and I can give you a

-¢ merry dialogue. ;Here is the fong.
< Trade. >Tis very pretty, faith

< Free. There’s fomething for you to drink,
¢ friend : go; lofe no time.

-« Fid. 1 thank you, Sir. [Exit.

Enter Colonel, dreffed for the Dutch merchant.

Col. Ha, Mﬁnhcer Tradelove, 1k been forry
voor your troubles—maer Ik fal you eafie maken,
Ik wi{l de gelt nie hebben——m— ’

Trade. 1 fhall for ever acknowledge the obliga-
tion, Sir.

Free. But you underftand upon what condition,
Mr. Tradelove ; Mifs Lovely.

Cul. Ya, defrow fal al te regt fetten, Mynheer.

Trade. With all my heart, Mynheer: you fhall
have my confent to marry her freely——

Free. Well, then, as I am a party concern’d
Letween you, Mynheer Jan Van Timtamtirelire-
letta Heer Van Fainwell fhall give you a difcharge
of your wager under his own hand,——and you
thall give him your confent to marry Mifs Lovely
under yours,——-—that is the wiY to avoid ‘all
manner of difputes hereafter.

Col. Ya, Weeragtig.

Trade. Ay, ay, fo itis, Mr. Freeman: Il give
it under mine this minute. [Sizs doawn 2o awrite.

Col. And fo Ik fal. [Dees the fame.

Free. So ho, the houfe, ¢ [Enter drawer.] Bid
¢ your mafter come up———1"11 fee there be wit-
¢ neffes enough to the bargain. [Afide.

Enter Sackbut. :

Sack. Do you call, gentlemen?

* Free. Ay, Mr. Sackbut, we fhall want your
hand here ————

Trade.
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%rade. There, Mynheer, there’s my econfent as
amply as you can defire; bat you muit infert your
own name, for I know not how to fpell it: I have
left a blank for it. [Giwves the Colonel a Paper.

Col. Ya Ik fal dat well doen

Free. Now, Mr. Sackbat, you and I will wit-

nefs it. [They awrite.
Col. Daer, Mynheer Tradelove, is yourdifcharge.
Gives him a paper.

Trade. Be pleafed to witnefs this reccipt too,
gentlemen. [Freemen and Sackbut pus their hands.

Free. Ay, ay, that we will.

Col. Well, Mynheer, ye moft meer doen, ye moft
Myn voorfprach to de Frow Syn.

Free. He means, you muft recommend him to
the lady.

Trade. That I will, and to the reft of my brother
guardians.

Col. Wat voor, de duyvel heb you meer guar-

ans.

Trade. Only three, Mynheer.

¢ Col. What donder heb ye Myn betrocken
¢ Mynheer ? —— Had Ik dat gewoeten, Ik foude
¢ eaven met you geweeft Syn.’ :

Sack, But Mr. Tradelove is the principal, and
he can do a great deal with the reft, Sir.

Free. And he fhall ufe his intereft, I promife
you, Mynheer.

Trad. I'will fay all that ever I can think on to
recommend you, Mynheer; and if you pleafe, I'll
introduce you to the lady.

Col. Well, datis waer—Maer ye muft firft {pre-
ken of Myx to de Frow, and to oudere Gentlemen.

Free. Ay, that’s the beft way — and then I and
the Heer Van Fainwell will meet you there.

Trade. Iwill go this moment, upon honour—
Your moft obedient humble fervant,——My fpeak-
ing will do you little good, Mynheer : ha, ha! we
have bit you, faith: ha, ha! .

Well—my debt’s difcharged, and as for Nan,.

He bas my confent—16 get ber, if be can.  [Exit,

C 3 ’ . Colo
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Col. Ha, ha, ha! this was a mafter-piece of con-
trivance, Freeman.

. Free. He hugs himfelf with his fuppofed good
fortune, and little thinks the luck’s on our fide ! —
But come, purfue the fickle Goddefs while the’s in
the moode——=Now for the quaker.

Col. That’s the hardeft tafk.

" Of all the counterfeits perform’d by man,

4 foldier makes the fmpleft Puritan. [Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENE Prim’s Houfe.

Enter Mrs. Prim and Mifs Lovely, in Quakers’
Dieffes, meeting.
Mrs. Pr. C O, nowl like thee, Anne : art thou not
better without thy monftrous hoop-
coat and patches ?—If Heaven fhould make thee fo
many black fpots upon thy face, wou’d it not fright
thee, Anne? )

Mifs Low. If it fhould turn your infide outward,
and {how all the fpots of your hypocrify, ’twou’d
fright me worfe !

Mprs. Pr. My hypocrify ! I fcorn thy words,
Anne: I lay ne baits. .

Mifs Low. If you did, you’d catch no fith.

Mrs. Pr. Well, well, make thy jefts — but I’'d
have thee to know, Anne, that I could have catch’d
as many fith (as thou calP’ft them) in my time, as
ever thou did’ft'with all thy fool-traps about thee—
If admirers be thy aim, thou wilt have more of them
in this drefs than the other — The men, take my
word for't, are moft defirous to fee what we are
moft careful to conceal. .

Mifs Lov. Is that the reafon of your formality,
Mrs. Prim?  Truth will out: I ever thought, in-
deed, there was more defign than godlinefs in the
pinch’d cap.

Mrs. Pr. Go, thou art corrupted with reading
lewd plays, and filthy romances—good for nothing

but
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but to lead youth into the high road of fornication.
—— Ah ! I wifh thou art not already too familiar
with the wicked ones.’

Mifs Low. Too familiar with the wicked ones!
Pray no more of thofe freedoms, Madam ———1am
familiar with none fo wicked as yourfelf How
dare you thus talk to me! you, you, you, un-
-worthy woman you. [Burfs into tears.

Enter Tradelove.

Trade. What in tears, Nancy ¢ What have you
done to her, Mrs. Prim, to make her weep ?

Mifs Lov. Done to me! I admire I keep my
fenfes among you ; —but I will rid myfelf of your
tyranny, if there be either law or juftice to be had :
—— I’11 force you to give me up my liberty.

Mrs. Prim. Thou haft more need to weep for
thy fins, Anne—Yea, for thy manifold fins.

Mifs Low. Don’t think that I’Il be ftill the fool
which you have madc me. — No, I’ll wear what [
pleafe—go when and where I pleafe —and kecp
what company I think fit, and not what you fha)l
dire@—1I will.

Trade. For my part, I do think all this very rea-
fonable, Mifs Lovely—'tis fit you fhould have your
liberty, and for that very purpofe I am come.

Enter Mr. Periwinkle and Obadiah Prim, aith

a letter in bis band.

Per. I have bought fome black ftockings of your
hufband, Mrs. Prim, but he tells me the glover’s
trade belongs to you ; therefore I pray you look me
.out five or fix dozen of mourning gloves, fuch as
are given at funerals, and fend them to my houfe.

Ob. Pr. My friend Periwinkle has got a good
wind-fall to-day— feven hundred a year.

Mrs. Pr. I with thee joy of it, neighbour.

Trade. What, is Sir Toby dead then ?

Per. Heis! You’ll take care, Mrs. Prim.

Mrs. Pr. Yea, I will, neighbour.

04. Pr. This letter recommendeth a fpeaker ; *tis
from Aminadab Holdfaft of Briftol : peradventure

Cy4 he
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he will be here this night; therefore, Sarah, db
thou take care for his reception.

[Giwes ber the letter.

Mys. Pr. I will obey thee. [Exit.

Q4. Py. What art thou in the dumps for, Anne ?

Trade. We muft marry her, Mr. Prim.

Oé. Pr. Why truly, if we could find a hufband
worth having, I fhould be as glad to fee her mar-
ried as thou would’#t, neighbour.

Per. Well faid, there are but few worth having.

Trade. I can recommend you a man now, that I
think you can none of you have an objettion to !

Enter Sir Philip Modelove.
Per. Yourecommend ? Nay, whenever fhe mar-
ties, I’ll recommend the hufband——
Sir Phil. What muft it be, a whale or a rhinoce-
ros, Mr. Periwinkle? ha, ha, ha!—MTr. Tradelove,
1 have a bill upon you, [Gives him a paper] and
have been feeking for you aii over the town.
. Trade. I'll acceptis, Sir Philip, and pay itwhen
due.

« Per. He fhall be none of the fops at your end of
the town, with full perukes and empty fkaulls,
~—nor yet any of your trading gentry, who puzzle
the heralds to find arms for their coaches.—No, he
fhall be a man famous for travels, -folidity, and cu-
riofity —— one who has fearched into the pro-
-fundity of nature! When Heaven fhall dire& fuch
a one, he fhall have my confent, becaufe it may
turn to the benefit of mankind.

Mifs Lov. The benefit of mankind! What,
would you anatomize me ?

Sir Phil. Ay, ay, Madam, he would diflect you.

Trade. Or, pore over you through a microfcope,
to fee how your blood circulates from the crown of

our head to the fole of your foot— ha, ha ! but I
iavc a hufband for you, a man that knows how to
improve your fertune; one that trades to the four
corners of the globe.

Mifs
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) Mifi Lov, And would fend me for a venture per-
aps.
rade. One that will drefs you in all she pride
of Europe, Afia, Africa, and America——a Dutch
merchant, my girl.

Sir Pbil. A Dutchman! ha, ha! there’s a huf-
band for a fine lady.—Ya Frow, will you meet myn
Slapen—ha, ha! he’ll learn you to talk the lan-
guage of the hogs, Madam, ha, ha!

rade. He’ll learn you that one merchant is of
more fervice to a nation than fifty coxcombs.—'The
Dutch know the trading intereft to be of more be-
nefit to the ftate, than the landed.

Sir Pbil. but what is either intereft to a lady ?

Trade. *Tis the merchant makes the dclle. —
How would the ladies fparkle in the box without
the merchant? The Italian diamond ! The French
brocade! The Italian fan! The Flanders lace!
The fine Dutch holland! How would they vent
their fcandal over their tea-tables? And where
would ‘your beaux have Champagne to toaft their
mittrefles, were it not for the merchant.

0é. Pr. Verily, neighbour Tradelove, thoun doft
wafte thy breath about nothing — All that thouw
haft faid tendeth enly to debauch youth, and fill
their heads with the pride and luxury of this world.
— The merchant is a very great friend to Satan,
and fendeth as many to his dominions as the Pope.

"Per, Right, I fay knowledge makes the man.

0b. Pr. Yea, but not th Eind of knowledge-—
it is the knowledge of truth. Search thou for-
the light within, and not for baubles, friend.

Mifs Low. Ah, ftudy your country’s good, Mr..
Periwinkle, and not her infe&s.—Rid you of your
home-bred monfters, before you fetch any from
abroad.—1I dare fwear you have maggots enough in
your own brain to ftock all the Virtuofo’s in Eu-
rope with butterflies.

Sir Phil. By my foul, Mifs Nancy’s a wit.

Q4. Pr. That 1s more than fhe can fay by thee,
Cs friend,
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friend.—Look ye, it is in vain to talk, when I meet.
2 man worthy of her, fhe fhall have my leave to
foarry him. ‘

Mifs Lov. Provided he be of the faithful.——
Was there ever fuch a fwarm of caterpillars to blaft
the hopes of a woman! [4fide.] Know this, that
you contend in vain: I’ll have no hufband of your
chufing, nor fhall you lord it over me long.—I'll
try the power of an Erglifh fenate—Orphans have
been redrefs’d, and wills fet afide— and none did
ever deferve their pity more.—Oh Fainwell ! where
are thy promifes to free me from thefe vermin ?
¢ Alas!. the tatk was more difficult than he
¢ imagin’d!

¢ A barder taft than awhat the poets tell
¢ Of yore, the fair dndremeda befel ; i
¢ She but one monfier fear’d, I've four to fear,
¢ And fee no Perfeus, no deli’rer near.”  [Exit.
Enter Servant, and whifpers to Prim.
. Pcr. The woman is mad. [Exit.
- 8ir Phil. So you are all, in my opinion. [Exit.

Serw. One Simon Pure enquireth for thee.

Cé. Pr. Friend Tradelove, bufinefs requireth
my prefence.

rade. Oh, I fhan’t trouble you.—Pox take him

for an unmannerly dog — However, I have kept

ry word with my Dutchman, and will introduce

him too for all you. [Exie.
Enter Colonel in a Quaker’s habit.

Q&. Pr. Friend Pure, thou art welcome : how .
is it with friend Holdfaft, and all friends in Briftol ?
Timothy Littleworth, John Slenderbrain, and
Chriftopher Keepfaith ?

Col. A goodly company! [dfide.] They are
all in hezlth, I thank thee for them.

0é. Pr. Friend Holdfaft writes me word, that
thou cameft lately from Penfylvania: how do all
friends there ? '

Col. What the devil fhall I fay ? I know juft as
much of Perfylvania as I do of Briftol. [ Afide.

‘ ' 04, Pr,
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02. Pr. Do they thrive ?
Col. Yea, friend, the blefing of their good
works fall upon them.
Enter Mrs. Prim and Mifs Lovely.
04. Pr. Sarah, know our friend Pure.

- Mrs. Pt Thou art welcome. [He falutes Eer.

Col. Here comes the fum of all my withes.—

How charming fhe appears even in that difguife !

Afide.

05. Pr. Why doft thou confider the maifen fo
attentively, friend ?

Col. Iwill tell thee: About fourdays ago I faw a
vifion — This very maiden, but in vain attire,
flanding on a precipice, and heard a voice, which
called me by my name—and bid me put forth my
hand and fave her from the pit.—1 did fo, and
methought the damfel grew unto my fide.

Mrs. Pr. What can that portend ?

04. Pr. The damfel’s converfion—1I am per-
fuaded.

Mifs Low. That’s falfe, I'm fure [ dfide.

0b. Pr. Wilt thou ufe the means, friend Pure ?

Cel. Means! What means ? Is fhe not thy daugh-
ter, already one of the faithful ?

Mrs. Pr. No, alas! fhe’s one of the ungodly.

04. Pr. Pray thee mind what this good man will
fay unto thee: he will teach thee the way that thou
fhouldeft walk, Anne.

Mifs Lov. I know my way without his inftruc-
tion : I hop’d to have been quiet when once I had
put on your odious formality here.

Col. Then thou weareft it out of compulfion,
not choice, friend ?

Mifs Low. Thou art in the right of it, friend.—

Mrs. Pr. Art thou not afhamed to mimick the
gocd man 7 Ah! thou art a ftubborn girl.

Col. Mind her not ; fhe hurteth not me — If
thou ‘wilt leave her alone with me, I will difcufs
fome few points with her, that may perchance

’ C6 foften
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foften her ftubbornnefs, and melt her into com-
pliance. ,

Ob. Pr. Content: I pray-thee put it home o ber.
-h—Come, Sarah, let us leave the good man with

er.
© Mifs Low. [Catching bold of Prim, be breaks loofe,
and exit.] What do you mean—to leave me with
this old enthufiaftical canter ? Don’t think, becaufe
I comply’d with your formality, to impofe your ri-
diculous dorine upon me.

. Col. I pray thee, young woman, moderate thy
‘paflion.

Mifs Lov. I pray thee walk after thy leader, you
will but lofe your labour upon me.—Thefe wretches
will certainly make me mad !

Col. I am of another opinion ! the fpirit telleth
me 1thall convert thee, Anne.

MMifs Lew. *Tis a lying fpirit, don’t believe it.

Col. Say’ft thou fo? Why then thou fhalt con-
vert me, my angel. [Catching ber in bis arms.

Mifs Low. [Shricks.] Ah! monfter, hold offy or
I’ll tear thy eyes out.

Cel. Huth ! for Heaven’s fake — doft thou not
know me ? I am Fainwell.

Mifs Lov. Fainwell! [Enter o/d Prim.] Oh I'm
undone ! Prim here —— I with with all my foul I
had been dumb. -

Oé. Pr. What is the matter? Why didft thou
thrick out, Anne ?

Mifs Lov. Shriek out! I'll fhriek and fhriek
again, cry murder, thieves, or any thing, to drown
the noife of that eternal babbler, if you leave me
with him any longer. o )

0b. Pr. Was thatall? Fie, fie, Anne.

Col. ¢ No matter,” Pl bring down her flomach .
T’ll warrant thee—Leave us, I pray thee.

Ob. Pr. Fare thee well. Verily I was afraid
the fleth had got the better of the fpirit. [Exit.

Col. My charming lovely woman ! [ Eméraces 1{’4”.

- ifs
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" Mifs Lev. What mean’ft thou by this difguife,
Fainwell ?
- Col. To fet thee free, if thou wilt perform thy
promife.

Mifs Lov. Make me miftrefs of my fortune, and
make thy own conditions.

Col. This night fhall anfwer all my wifhes —See
here, I have the confent of tbras of thy guardians
already, and doubt not but Prim will make the

Sourth, [Prim liftening.
. 0. Pr. Iwould gladly hear what arguments the
good man ufeth to bend her. [ Afide.

- Mifs Lov. Thy words give me new life, me-
thinks,

0b. Pr. What do I hear?

Mifs Low. Thou beft of men, Heaven meant to

* blefs me fure, when I firft faw thee.

Oé. Pr. He hath mollified her.— O wonderful
converfion !

Col.. Ha! Prim liftening. — No more, my love,
we are obferved : feem to be edified, and give ’em
hopes that thou wilt turn Quaker, and leave the
reft to me. [Aloud.] Iam glad tofind that thou art
touch’d with what I faid unto thee, Anne; another
time I will explain the other article unto thee: in
the mean while, be thou dutiful to our friend Prim.

Mifs Low. I fhall obey thee in every thing.

Enter Obadiah Prim.

0é. Pr. Oh what a prodigious change is here !
Thou haft wrought a miracle, friend! Anne, how
doft thou like the doétrine he hath preached ?

Mifs Lov. So well, that 1 could talk to him for
ever, methinks—I am athamed of my former folly,
and atk your pardon, ¢ Mr. Prim.’

Col. Enough, enough, that thou art forry : he
is no Pope, Anne.

05. Pr. Verily, thou doft rejoice me exceedingly,
Friend : will it pleafe thee to walk into the next
room, and refreth thyfelf? e Come, take the

" maiden by the hand. Col.
. ” L]
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~ Col, We will follow thee.

Enter Servant.

Serw. There is another Simon Pure enquireth: for
thee, Mafter. . .

Col. The Devil there is. J [Afide.

Ob. Pr. Another Simon Pure! I do not know
him, is he any relation of thine ?

Col. No friend, I know him not——Pox take
him : I wifh he were in Penfilvania again, with all

my foul, \ [4fide.
Mifs Lov. What fhall I do? [Afide.
Oé. Pr. Bring him up. _
Col. Humph! then one of us muft go down,

that’s certain—Now impudence aflit me.
Enter Simon Pure.

0. Pr. What is thy will with me, friend ?

8. Px. Didft thou not receive a letter from Ami-
nadab Holdfaft of Briftol, corcerning one Simon
Pure ?

Qb. Pr. Yea, and Simon Pure is already here,
friend.

Col. And Simon Pure will ftay here, friend, if
it be poflible. [Afide.

S. Pu. That’s an untruth, for I am he.

Col. Take thou heed, friend, what thou doft.
fay : I do affirm that ¥ am Simon Pure.

§. P. Thy rame may be Pure, friend, but not
that Pare.

* Col. Yea that Pure, which my good friend, Ami-
nadab Holdfaft, wrote to my friend Prim about : the
fame Simon Pure that came from Penfilvania, and
{ojourned in Biiftol eleven days: thou would’ft not
take my name from me, would’ft theu ?—till I have
done with it._ [4jide.

. *8. Py, Thy name! I am aftonifh’d !
Col. At what ? atthy own aflurance? '
[Going up to bim, S. Pure flartsback.

§. P. Avaunt, Satan, approach me not: I defy
thee and all thy works.

Mifs Lov. Oh, he’ll outcant him=—-Undone, une
done for ever, [4fide.

Col,
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Col. Hark thee, friend, thy fham will not take
~Don’t exert thy voice, thou art too well acquainted
with Satan to ftart at him, thou wicked reprobate—
What can thy defign be here ?

Enter a_fervant and gives Prim a letter.

04. Pr. One of thefe muft be a counterfeit, but

which I cannot fay.
Col. What can that letter be ? [Afide.
§. Pu. Thou muft be the Devil, friend, that's
certain ; for no human power can flock fo great a
falfehood.
0b. Pr. This letter fayeth that thou art better
acquainted with that prince of darknefs, than any
here —Read that, I pray thee, Simon.
[Giwes it the Col.
Col. *Tis Freeman’s hand — [Reads] Tkere is a
defgn formed to rob your houfe this night, and cut your
throat ; and for that purpofe there is a man difguifed
bike a guaker, avho is to pafs for one Simon Pure : the
gang, whereof I am one, though now refolved to rob
no more, kas becn at Briffol: one of them came in the
Coach awith the quaker, awbefe name be bath taken ;
and from ahat be hath gathered from bim, formed that
defign, and did not doubt but he fhould impofe fo far
unpon you, as to make you turn out the real Simsn Pure,
and keep bim with you.  Make the right nfe of this,
Adiex. Excellent well ! Afide.
" 0b4. Pr. Doft thou hear this ? [75 S. Pure.
8. Pux. Yea, but it moveth me not ; that doubt-
lefs is the impoflor. [Peinting at the Col.
Col. Ah! thou wicked one—nov: 1 confider thy
face, I remember thou didft come up in the leathern
conveniency with me—thou hadft a black bob wig
on, and a brown camblet coat with brafs buttons—
Can’tt thou deny it, ha? )
8. Py, Yea, I can, and with a fafe confcience
too, Friend.
0éb. Pr. Verily, friend, thou art the moft impu-
dent villain I ever faw.
M;fs Lov. Nay, then I'll have a fling at him.
[ Afde.
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[4fide.] 1 remember the face of this fellow at Bath
. w——Ay this is he that pick’ld my lady Raffle’s
pocket in the grove——Don’t you remember that
the mob pump’d you, friend ?«~—This is the moft
notorious roguc———

§S. Pa. at does provoke thee to feck my life ?
Thou wilt not hang me, wilt thou, wrongfully ?

0b. Pr. She will do thee no hurt, nor thou fhalt
do me none ; therefore get thee about th bufinefs,
friend, and leave thy wicked courfe of life, or thou
may’ft not come off fo favourably every where.
Simon, I pray thee put him forth.

Col. Go, friend, I would advife thee, and tempt
thy fate no more. .

§. Pu. Yes, I will go, but it fhall be to thy confu-
fion ; for I fhall clear myfelf: I will return with
fome proofs that fhall convince thee, Obadiah, that

thou art highly impofed on. [Exit.
Col. Then there will be no ftaying for me, that’s
certain—What the Devil fhallI do? [Afde.

Ob. Pr. What monftrous works of iniquity are
there in this world, Simon !
Col. Yea, the age is full of vice—— S°death, I
am fo confounded, I know not what to fay.
[Afide.
O5. Pr. Thou art diforder’d, friend——art thou
not well ? ]
. Col. My Spirit is greatly troubled, and fomething
telleth me, that tho’ [ have wrought a good work in.
converting this maiden, this tender maiden, yet my
" labour will be in vain: for the evil {pirit fighteth
againft her ; and I fee, yea I fee with the eye of my
inward man, that Satan will re-buffet her again,,
whenever I withdraw myfelf from her ; and fhe will,,
ea, this very damfel will, return again to that a-
mination from whence I have retriev’d her, as if
it were, yea, as if it were out, of the jaws of the
fiend.
04. Pr. Good lack, thinkeft thou fo?
. Mifi Low. I muft fecond him, [4fde.] What
meancth
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meaneth this #ruggling within me ? I feet the fpiri
refigeth the vanities of this world, but the fleth is
rebellious, yea the fleth—I greatly fear the fleth and
the weaknefs thereof ——hum
0é. Pr. The maid is infpir'd. [Afide.
¢ Col. Behold, her light begins ta thine forth.—
¢ Excellent woman.

¢ Mifs Lov. This good man hath {poken comfort
‘ unto me, yea comfort, I fay ; becaufe the words
¢ which he hath breathed into my outward ears are
¢ gone through and fix’d in my heart, yea verily in
¢ mine heart, 1 fay ;—and I feel the Spirit doth
¢ love him exceedingly, hum —

¢ Col. She a@ts it to the life. [Afde.?

Q4. Pr. Prodigious! The Damfel is filled with
the Spirit,—Sarah.

. Enser Mrs. Prim.

Mrs. Pr. I am greatly rejoiced to fee fuch a
change o our beloved Anne. I came to tell thee
that fupper ftayeth for thee.

Ciol. I am not difpofed for thy food, my (})in't
loogeth for mare delicious meat !-—fain would I re-
deem this maiden from the tribe of finners, and
break. thofe cords afunder wherewith fhe is bound,
—huom—.

Mik Lov. Something whifpers in my ears, me-
thicks—hat I muft.be ixhje& to-the will of this good
man, and from him only muit hope for confolation.

.= hum~— It alfo telleth me, that I am a chofen

veflel to raife up feed to the faithfal, and that
thou muit confent that we two be one fleth accord-
ing to the word—home————

0é&. Pr. What a revelation is here! This is cer-
tainly part of thy vifion, friend: this is the maiden’s
growing unto thy fide: ah ! with what willingnefs
fhould I give thee my confent, could I give thee
her fortune too,——but thou wilt never get the
confent of the wicked ones.

. Col. T with I was fure of your’s. " [Apde.

Oé. Pr. My foul rejoiceth ; yea rejoiceth, I fay,

to




66 A . BOLD STROKE

to find the Spirit within thee ; for lo, it moveth
thee with natural agitation — yea, with natural
agitation, towards this good man-———yea, it ftir-
reth, as one may fay——yea, verily I fay, it ftir-.
reth up thy inclination——jyea, as one would ftir
a pudding. All—hum!

Mifs Lov. I fee, I fee! the fpirit guiding of thy
hand, good Obadiah Prim, and now behold thou
art figning thy confent;—and now I fee myfelf
within thy arms, my friend and brother, yea, I am
become bone of thy bone, and flefh of thy fleth.
[Embracing him.] Hum-———

¢ Col. Admirably perform’d. [4fide.}’ — And I
will take thee in all fpiritual love for an helpmate,
yea, for the wife of my bofom—and now methinks
I feel a longing — yea, a longing, I fay,
for the confummation of thy love yea, I do
long exceedingly.

Mifs Lov. And verily, verily, my fpirit feeleth
the fame longing. Al. Hum! .

Mpys, Pr. 'The Spirit hath greatly moved them
both—-friend Pzim, thou muft confent, there’s no
refifting of the Spirit ! ‘

O#b. Pr. Yea, the light within theweth me, that
I fhall fight a good fight—and wreftle thro’ thefe
reprobate fiends, thy other guardians j—yea, I
perceive the Spirit will hedge thee into the flock of
the righteous. — Thou art a chofen lamb—yea a
chofen lamb, and 1 will not puth thee back—No,
I will not, I fay ;——no, thou fhalt leap-a, and
frifk-a, and tkip-a, and bound, and bound, I fay,
—yea, bound within the fold of the righteous,———
yea, even within thy fold, my brother. — Fetch
me the pen and ink, Sarah——and my hand-hall
confefs its obedience ¢o the fpirit.

Col. I wifh it were over.

Enter Mrs. Prim awith Pen and Ink.

Mifs Low. I tremble left this quaking rogue fhould
return and fpoil all. ' (Afpde.

Q6. Pr.Here, friend, do thon write what the Spirit

prompteth,
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prompteth, and I will fign it. [Col. fts doon.

Mys. 'Pr. Verily, Anne, it greatly rejoiceth me,
to fee thee reformed from that original wickednefs
wherein I found thee.

Mifs Low. I do believe thou art, and I thank thee—

Col. [Reads.] P%is is to cersify all ahom it may
concern, that I do freely give all my right and title, in
Anne Lovely, to Simon Pure, and my full confent that
Jbe fball become bis wife, according to the form of mar-
ricge. Witnefs my hand. . :

Ob. Pr. That’s enough, give me the pen.

. [Signs it.
Enter Betty, running to Mifs Lovely.

: Betty. Oh! Madam, Madam, here’s the quak-
ing man again: he has brought a coachman and two
or three more.

Mifs Lov. Ruin’d paft redemption !

: [Afde to the Col,

Col.“No, no, one minute fooner had fpoil’d all;
but now ——here’s company coming, friend, give
me the paper. [Going up to Prim hafily,
-+ Qb. Pr, Hereit is, Simon ; and I wifh thee hap-
py with the maiden.

-Mifs Low. *Tis done, and now Devil do thy worft,

Enter Simon Pure, and Coachman, &c.

8. Pu. Look thee, friend, I have brought thefe
people to fatisfy- thee that I am not that im-
poftor which thou did’ft take me for: this is the
man that did drive the leather conveniency, and
brought me from Briftol,—and this is — .

Col. Look ye, friend, to fave the court the
trouble of examining witnefles—1I plead guilty—
ha, ha!

Ob. Pr. How’sthis ? Is not thy name Pure, then?

Col. No, really, Sir, I only make bold with this
gentleman’s name but I here give it up fafe
and found: it has done the bufinefs which I haq
occafion for, and now I intend to wear my own,
which fhall be at his fervice upon the fame occafion
at any time.~———=Fa, ha, ha!

S. Pu.
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S. Pu. Oh! the wickednefs of the age !

¢ Coachman. Then you have no further need of
¢ us. [Exit Coachman, &c.

¢ Col. No, honeft man ; you may go about your
¢ bufinefs.’

04. Pr. I am ftruck dumb with thy impudence,
Anne ; thou haft deceiv’d me—and perchance un-.
done thyfelf. - :

Mys. Pr. Thou art a diffembling baggage, and .
fhame will overtake thee. - [Exis. .

§. Px. I am grieved to fee thy wife fo much
troubled : I will follow and confole her. [Exiz,

Enter Servant.

Per. Thy brother guardians enquire for thee :
bere is another man with them,

Mifs Low. Who can that other man be ?

" [To the Colonel.’
~ Col.’Tis one Freeman, a friend of mine, whom
I ordered to bring the reft of the guardians here.
Enter Sir Philip, Tradelove, Periwinkle, and
Freeman. :

Fres. [To the Colanel.] Is all fafé ? did my letter
do you fervice

Col. All, all’s fafe! ample fervice. [4fde.

Sir Phil. Mifs Nancy, how do’ft do, child ? .

Mifs Low. Don’t call me Mifs, friend Philip, my
nameis Anne, thou knoweft.——

Sir Pbil. What, is the girl metamorphos’d ?

Mifs Lov. I with thow wert fo metamorphos’ds,
Ah! Philip, throw off that gaudy attire, and wear
the cloaths becoming thy age. v

0b. Pr. I am afhamed to fee thefe men. [Afde.

Sir Phil. My age ! the woman is poflefs’d.

Col. No, thou art poffefs’d rather, friend.

Trade. Hark ye, Mifs Lovely, one word with
you: [Takes bold of her hand.

Col. This maiden is my wife, thanks to friend
Prim, and thou haft no bufinefs with her.

' n}f?’ akes ber from bim.

Trade. His wife! hark ye, Mr. Freeman. P

”.
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Per. Why, you have made a very fine piece of
- work of it, Mr. Prim.

Sir Phil. Married to a Quaker! thou art a fine
fellow to be left guardian to an orphan, truly—
there’s a hufband for 2 young lady!

Col. When I have put on my beau cloaths, Sir
‘Philip, you’ll like me better———

Sir Pbil. Thou wilt make a very fcurvy beau—
friend ,

Cal. 1 believe I can prove it under your hand that
you thought me a very fine gentleman in the Park
t’other day, about thirty-fix minutes after eleven :
will yeu take a pinch, Sir Philip—One of the fineft
fnuff-boxes you ever faw. [Offers bim janf.

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha! I am overjoyed, faith I
am, if thou be’ft the gentleman—1I own I did give

my confent to the gentleman I brought here to-
day ;—but whether this is he, I can’t be pofitive.

0&. Prim. Can’ft thou not ?—Now I think thou
art a fine fellow to be left guardian to an orphan.

—Thou fhallow-brain’d fhuttlecock, he may be a
pick-pocket for ought thou do’ft know.

Per. You would have been two rare fellows to
have been entrufted with the fole management of
her fortune, would ye not, think ye? But Mr,
‘Tradelove and myfelf thall take care of her por-
tion.

Trade. Ay, ay, fo we will—Didn’t you tell me
the Dutch merchant defired me to meet him here,
Mr. Freeman ?

Free. 1did fo, and I am fure he will be here,
if you’ll have a little patience.

Col. What, is Mr. Tradelove impatient ? Nay,
then, ib ben gereet voor you, heb be, Fan VanTim-
tamtirelireletta Heer Van Fainwell, vergeeten !

Trade. Oh! pox of the name! what have you
trick’d me too, Mr. Freeman ?

Col. Trick’d, Mr. Tradelove! did not I give you
two thoufand pounds for your confent fairly ? And
now do you tell a gentleman he has trick’d you ?P

or
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Per. So, fo, you are a pretty guardian, faith, to
fell your charge: what, did you look upon her as
part of your ftock ?

Ob. Pr. Ha, ha, ha! Iam glad thy knavery is
found out, however——1 confefs the maiden over-
-reached me, and I had no finifter end at all. .

Per. Ay, ay, one thing or other over-reached you
all—but I'll take care he fhall never finger a penny
of her money, I warrant you ;——over-reach’d
-quoth’a! Why I might have been over-reach’d
too, if I had had no more wit : I don’t know but
this very fellow may be him that was direCted to me
from Grand Cairo t’other day. Ha, ha, ha!

Col. The very fame.

" Per. Are you fo, Sir ? but your trick would not
pafs upon me.—

Col. No, as you fay, at that time it did not, that
was not my lucky hour :—but hark ye, Sir, I muft
let you into ene fecret—you may keep honeft John
Tradefcant’s coat on, for your uncle Sir Toby Pe.
riwinkleis notdead—fo the charge of mourning will
be faved, ha, ha, ha!—Don’t you remember Mr.
Pillage, your uncle’s fteward ? Ha, ha, ha !

Per. Notdead! I begin to fear I am trick’d too.

Col. Don’t you remember the figning of a leafe,
Mr. Periwinkle?

Per, Well, and what fignifies that leafe, if my
uncle is not dead =———Ha! 1 am fure it was a
leafe I figned.——

Col. Aye, but it was a leafe for life, Sir, and
of this beautiful tenement, I thank you.

[Tatking hold of Mifs Lowely.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! Neighbours fare.

Free. So then, I find you are all trick’d, ha, ha!

Per. I am certain I read as plain a leafe as ever
I read in my life. .

Col. You read a leafe I grant you; but you fign’d
this contraét. [Sbewing a paper.

Per. How durft you put this trick upon me, Mr.
Frecman ? Didn’t you tell me my uncle was dying ?
: ' Free,
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Free. And would tell you twice as much to ferve
my friend, ha, ha!

Sir Phil. What the learned and famous Mr. Peri-
winkle chous’d too!—Ha, ha, ha!—1I fhall die
with laughing, ha, ha, ha!

Ob. Pr. It had been well if her father had left her
towiferheads thantbineand mine, friends, ha, ha, ha!

Trade. Well, fince you have outwitted us all,
pray you what and who are you, Sir?

Sir Phil. Sir, the gentleman is a fine gentleman
—1I am glad you have got a perfon, Madam, who
underftands drefs and good breeding.—I was re-
folved fhe fhould have a hufband of my chufing.

Ob. Pr.I am forry the maiden is fallen into fuch
hands.

Trade. A beau! nay then fhe is finely help’d up.

Mifs Lov. Why beaus are great encouragers of
trade, Sir, ha, ha, ha!

Csl. Look ye, gentlemen—1 am the perfon who
can give the beft account of myfelf, and I muft beg
Sir Philip’s pardon, when I tell him, that I have as
much averfion to what he calls drefs and breeding,
as I have to the enemies of my religion. I have
had the honour to ferve his Majefty, -and headed a
regiment of the braveft fellows that ever pufh’d
bayonet in the throat of a Frenchman ; and not-
withftanding the fortunc this lady brings me,
whenever my country wants my aid, this fword and
arm are at her fervice.

And now, my fair, if thou'lt but deign to fmile,

1 meet a recompence for all my toil :

Love and religion ne'er admit refiraint,

. And force makes many finners, not one Jaint ;

Still free as air the active mind does rove,

And fearches proper objeds for its love;

But that once fix’d, *tis paft the poaver of art

Do thace the dear idea from the beart :

*Tis liberty of choice that fweetens life,

Makes the glad hutband aand the bappy wife.

"EPI



EPIL OG U E,

Written by Mr. SEWEL:

Spoken by Mrs. BULL O CK.

WH AT new _/?mufe aways our modern beaus devife!

What trials of love-fill, to gain the prize !
The Heathen Gods, who never matter’d rapes,
Scarce wore fuch firange wariety of fhapes :
The Dewil take their odious barren feulls,
To court in form of fnakes and filthy bulls :
Old Fove once nick’d it too, as I am told,
In a awbhole lapful of true fandard gold;
How muft bis godfoip then fair Danae warm !
In tracking ware for ware there is no harm.
Well after all that, money bas a charm.
But now, indeed, that flale invention's paft 3’
Befides you know that guineas fall fo faft,
Poor zymph muft come to pocket-piece at laff.
Old Harry’s face, or good Queen Befs's ruff,
Not that 1’d take >em—may do avell enough ;
No—my ambitious fpirit’s far above
Thofe little tricks of mercenary love.
That man be mine, who lite the Col’nel bere,
Can top bis charalier in ev’ry [phere ;
Who can a thoufand ways employ his awit,
Out-promife fatefmen, and out-cheat a cit :
Beyond the colours of & trav’ller paint,
And cant, and ogle too—beyond a faint.
The laft difguife moft pleas’d me, I confefs,
There's fomething tempting in the preaching drefs 3
And pleas’d me more than once a dame of note,
Who lov’d ber hufband in his footman’s coat.

The other to the beav’nly regions firay’d,

%
%

Do fee one ¢ye in avanton motions play’d, §

As if, it for it’s fellow’s frailties pray’d :
But yet I bope, for all that I bave faid,
To find my fpoufe a man of war in bed.

'3
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THE MISER.

A COMEDY, BY HENRY FIELDING.
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE.

Regvloted  fromthe Prompt=13008, by permiffion of the Managers,
sy M&. Dopking rromrrER.

CHARACTERISTICKS.

1'm all over In a fweat left this fellow thould fufpe@ fomething of my money.—~Now I will
20 pay 3 vifit to the dear cafket =My desr money is {afe.=~In fhort Lappet, I muft touch,
touch, touch, fomething real.==What! has any robb’d me! Oh my poor gold ! my pour platel
my dear lands and tenements! my poor India bonds!==All the people in thc houfe, and in
the firect, and in the town, I will have them all exccuted : I will hang ail the world, and if
1do not §ad my money T will hang myfelf afterwards.==[ will have my moncy again or nee
ver fleep more.~~Why did I not die a year agu ! what a deal had | faved by dyinga yearago?
~~Why was 1 begotten! why was I born ! why was I brought up! why was 1 not knock'd
©'the head before [ knew the value of money !==I will be ftarv’d, drown'd, fhot, hang'd,
durnt, before I part with a penny of it.=~Oh { oh! oh! let them cut my throat. LOVEGOLD.

Portune has mark’d me out for mifery : but T will be no longer idle : fince lam to be ruin’d
I’ meet my ion.~All changes to me are f equal. Yhen Fortune rohb'd
me of Mariana the made her utmoft effort : I now dcfpife all in her power. FREDERICK.

1 fhall fhew you the difference between us.=~I fhall warn you to forbear thefe jeQs for the
fatare,~=]I am a gentleman Sir.—~By Heavens 1°11 diein defending my right. CLERIMONT.,

Por my part I have never had any inclinations towards hanging ; and 1 thank Heaven 1
bave lived to fee whole fets of my companions fwing out of the world, while § have had ad-
drefs enough to quit all manner of gallantrics the moment 1 fmelt the baiter. I have always
Rad an utter averfion to the fmell of hemp.—Bring Patch over ! a Aig for her Sir! I°ll blow
berup with your father : 1°11 make him believe juft the contrary of every word fhe has told
him.=] warrant my lies keep even pace with her's.== will undertake to make it out that
Tobbing him is a 8 a&t.~Confci ! f 1 the great goide of alt
®y actions. RAMILIE.

Your Ladyfhip is very much in the right ; it is quite out of fathion ; no onc hangs a room now
‘With tapefiry =~Truly, Madam, as you {ay, tapefiry is onc of the prettieft forts of furniture

for aroom that I know of. FURNISH.
I defy any jeweller in Town to thew their equals. SPARKLE.
1may defy any tailor in England to underfland the fathion better than myfelf ; the thing
is impoffible. ~Heyday Sir! £ fhall bring you in & bill without any clothes. LIST.

That fnuffbox! there is but one perfon in England Sir, ¢an work in this manner=—If he had
an hundred thoufand hands I could keep them all employ’d. Charles Bubblehoy does not
want cuftom. BUBBLEBOY.

‘Whom, Sir,did you want? yourcoachman or yourcook ? for Jambothoneandsh’other. JA.

As for the cenfures of the world I defpife them while 1 do not deferve them.=I were weak
indeed not to embrace real happinefs becaufe the world does not call it fo. HARRIET,

Look ’e, Mariana, I know your confent will appear a little fudden, and not altogethercona
form to thofe nice rules of decorum of which I have been all my life fo firiét an obferver,
but this is fo prudent 2 match that the world will be apt to give you a difpenfation. Whem
wumen==only ‘confult their interef in their confent, though it be never fo quickly given,
we fay La! who fufpected it! it was mighty privately carried on ! MRS. WISELY.

1 may turn off fomebody to make ronm for him 3 but 1 believe I have lifted him already.
=~You fee, Sir, T had no defign to the prejudice of your family.~~Dear Harriet ! no apologics :
all you faid I deferved. MARIANA.

1 never did any thing fo effeftually but that I have been capable of undolng it; nor have
Iever faid any thing fo pofitively but that I have been able as pofitivcly to unfay it again e
 for truth, T have neglected it fo long that T often forget which fide of the quefiion it isof s
befides, I look on it to be fo very infignificaut towards fuccefs that I am indifferent whe.
ther it is for me or againft me.~If they were half married already I would unmarry the: _?

apin, LAPPE
1bavefome fecrets of our family which you thall know by and hy. What a pleafure there
isin having a friend to tell thefe things to | WHEEDLE,
T

E D 1 N BU R G:
&t she Apollo ID1e18, by Tuw mar1INS, for Well, Lonvoy, 1782,
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TO HIS GRACR
CHAR. DUKE OF RICHMOND AND LENOX.

MY LORD,

AS there is fearce any vanity more general than that of
defiring to be thought well received by the great, pardon
me if I take the firft opportunity of boafting the coun-
tenance I have met with from one who is an honour to the
high rank in which he is born. The Mufes, my Lord,
ftand in need of fuch proteétors; nor do I know under
whofe prote&ion I can fo proEerly introduce Moliere as
that of your Grace, to whom he is as familiar in his own
language as in ours.

The pleafure which I may be fuppofed to receive from
an extraordinary fuccefs in fo difficult an undertaking muft
beindeed complete by yourapprobation; the perfeét know-
ledge which your Grace is known to have o!P the manners,
habits, and tafte, of that nation where this play was de-
rived makes yqu the propereft judge wherein I have ju-
dicioufly kept up to or departed from the original. The
theatre hath declared loudly in favour of The Mifer, and
you, my Lord, are to decide what fhare the tranflator
merits in the applaufe.

Ithall not grow tedious by entering into the ufual ftyle
of Dedications, for my pen cannot accompany my heart
when I fpeak of your Grace; and I am now writing to the
only perfon to whom fuch a panegyrick would be dif-
pleafing ; therefore I fhall beg leave to conclude with the
higheft on myfelf, by affirming that it is my greateft am=
bition to be thought, ’

My Lord,
your Grace’s moft obliged,
and moft obedient humble fervant,

- HENRY FIELDING,

Aj



PROLOGUE.

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND,

Too long the flighted Comick Mufe bas mourn’d,
Her face quite alter’d and ber art o’erturn’d;
That force of mature mow no more [be fees
With which fo well ber Fobnfon knew to pleafe :
No charallers from nature mow we trace,
All ferve to empty books of common-place :
Our modern bards who to affemblics firay
Frequent the Park, the vifit, or the play, !
Regard not what fools do but what wits fay.
Suft they retail each quibble to the Town,
That furely muft admire what is its own.
Thus without charallers from nature got,
JWithout a moral or without a plot,
A dull colletion of infipid jokes,
Some flole from converfation fome from books,
Provided lords and ladies give em went,
We call High Comedy, and feem content.
But to regale with other fort of fare .
Fo-night our Author treats you with Moliere; .
Moliere ! wbo Nature’s inmoft fecrets knew,
Whofe jufleft pen like Kneller's pencil drew ;
In winfe firong fienes all charaliers are foewn,
Not by low i:g'/'l-, but allions of their own.
Happy our Englifb bard if your applavfe
Grant be’as not injur'd the French auther's canfe ;
- From that alone arifes all bis fear :
He mufl be [afz if be bas fav'd Moliere.

Dramatis Perlonae,
MEN.
Drury-Lane. Covent-Gerden,
LovrcoLp, the Mifer, Mr. Yates. Mr. Shuter.
FREDERICK, his fon, Mr. Palmer.  Mr. Wroughton.
CLERIMONT, " Mr. Brereton. Mr. Whitfield.
RaMILIE, fervant to Frederick, Mr. Dodd. Mr. Lee Lewes.
Mr. Decov, a broker, Mr. Wrighten. Mr. Fox.
Mr. Furniss, an upholfterer, Mr. Norris.
Mr. SPARKLE, a jeweller, Mr. Griffith. =
Mr. SATTIN, a mercer, Mr. Everard.
Mr. LisT, atailor, Mr. Waldron.
Caarirs BuspLzsoy,
A Lawyer, Mr. Bates.
Jaues,
WOMEN.

Harrirt, Lovegold’s daughter, Mifs Hopkins. Mrs. Whitficld.
Mrs. Wiszey, Mrs. Crofs.
Mariana, Mrs. Greville.  Mrs. Bulkley.

LarreT, maid to Mariana, Mifs Pope. Mrs. Green.
‘WaeepLe, )
Servants, e,
SCENE LONDON.
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THE MISER®.

ACTIL

Scene, Lovegold's houfe.
Enter LorPET and RaAMILIE..

' LarreT.

I'LL hear no more. Perfidious fellow! have I for thee-
flighted fo many good matches? have I for thee turn'd off
Sir Oliver's fteward and my Lord Landy’s butler, and fe--
veral others thy betters, andall to be affronted in fo publick

amanner?

Ram. Do but hear me Madam.

Lap. If thou wouldit have negleGted me was there no--
body elfe to dance a minuet with but Mrs. Sufan Crofs--
ftitch, whom you know to be my utter averfion?

Ram. Curfe on all balls! henceforth I fhall hate the.

_ found of a violin.

Lap. I have more reafon, I am fure, after having been:
the jeft of the whole company : what muft they think of
me when they fee you, after I have countenanced your ad~
drefles in the eye of the world, take out another lady be--
fore me?

Ram. T'm fure the world muft think worfe of medid they-
imagine, Madam, I could prefer any other to you.

Lap. None of yaur wheedling Sir, that won’t do. If
ever you hope to fpeak to me more let me fee you affront.
the little minx in the next aflembly you meet her.

Ram. I’Il do it ; and luckily, you know, we are to have:
aball at my Lord Landy’s the firft night he lies out of’
Town, where 1’1l give your revenge ample fatisfadtion.

Lap. On that condition I pardon you this time ; but if’
ever you-do the like again

Ram. May I be banifh’d for ever from thofe dear eyes;, -
and be turn’d out of the family while you live in it.

Enter WHEEDLE..

Wheed. Dear Mrs. Lappet !

Lap. My dear! this is extremely kind..

Wheed. 1t iswhat all your acquaintancemuft dothat exs-
pettofeeyou. Itisinvain to hope for the favourof avifit..

" *The lines diftinguifhed by inverted commas are omitted in the

reprefentation, and thofe printed in Italicks are the.additions of the
‘Theatres.. .
A:iij
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Lap. Nay, dear creature! now you are barbarous. My
young lady has ftaid at home fo much I have not had one
moment to myfelf; the firft time I had gone out I am fure,
Madam, would have been to wait on Mrs. Wheedle.

Wheed. Myladyhas ftaidathometoo pretty much lately.
Oh, Mr Ramilie! are you eonfin’d too? Your mafter does.
not ftay at home I am fure; he can find the way to our
houfe tho’ you cann’t.

Ram. Thatis the only happinefs, Madam, I envy him:
but faith I don’t know how it is in this parliament time, -
one’s whole days are fo taken up in the Court of Requetts,.
and one’s eveningsat quadrille, the deucetake me if Thave
feen one opera fince I came to Town. OL! now I mention

“~operas,if youhaveamind tofee Cato I believe I can ftealmy
mafter’s filver ticket, for I know he isengag’d to-morrow
withfomegentlemen whoneverleavetheirbottleformufick.

Lap. Ah, the favages! -

Wheed. No one can fay that of you Mr. Ramilie; yo
prefer mufick to every thin

Ram. But the ladies. [ Bell rings.] So there’s my
fummons. -

Lap. Well, but fhall we never have a party of quadrille
more? :

Wheed. Oh, don’t name it ! I have work’d my eyes out.
fince I faw you ; for my lady has taken a whim of flourith-
ing all her old cambrick pinners and handkerchiefs: in:
fhort, my dear! no journcywoman fempftrefs is half fo.
much a flave as ¥ am.

Lap. Why do you ftay with her?

Wheed. La, child! where can one better oue’s felf ? All
‘the ladies of our acquaintance are juft the fame. Befides,.
there are fome little thingsthat make amends : my Jady has
a whole train of admirers.

Ram. That, Madam, is the only circumftance wherein.
fhe has the honour of refembling you. [ Bell rings louder.}
Youhear, Madam,l am obliged toleave you—[ Bell rings. }
So, fo, fo: would the bell were in your guts! [ Exit 1{ .

Lap. Oh Wheedle! I am quite fick of this family § the
old gentleman grows more covetous every day he lives.
Every thing is under lock and key; I can fcarce atk you
to eat or drink. .

Wheed, Thank you my dear! but I have drank half-a-
dozen difhes of chocolate already this morning.
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Lap. Well, but my dear ! I have a whole budget of news
to tell you. I have made fome notable difcoveries.

Wheed. Pray let us hear em. I have fome fecrets of our
family too which you fhall know by and by. What a plea~
fure there is in having a friend to tell thefe things to !

Lap. You know, my dear! laft fummer my young lady "
had the misfortune to be overfet in a boat between Rich-
mond and Twickenham, and that a certain young gentle-
man, plunging immediately into the water, fav’d her life
at the hazard of his own Oh! I fhall never forget the
figure fhe made at her return home, fo wet, fo draggled!.
——Ha, ha, ha!

Wkheed. Yes, my dear! I know how all your fine ladies
look when they are never fo little difordered—they have
no need to be fo vain of themfelves, .

Lap, You are no ftranger to my mafter’s way of reward-
ing people : when the poor gentleman brought Mifshome
my mafter meets ’em at the door, and without afking an
queftion very civily fhuts it againft him. Well, for a whole
fortnight afterwards T was continually entertained with the-
goung {park’sbravery, and gallantry, and generofity, and.

cauty, .

Wheed. I can eafily guefs; I fuppofe fhe wasrather warm-
ed than cooled by the water. Thefe miftrefles of ours, for
all their pride, are made of juft the fame flefh and blood as.
we are. ‘

Lap. About a monthagomyyounglady goestotheplay
in an undrefs, and takes me with her. We fat in. Burton’s.
box, where, as the devil would have it, whom fhould we
meet with but this very gentleman? her bluthes foon dif-
covered to me who he was: in fhort, the gentleman entcr-.
tained her the whole play, and I much miftake if ever fhe
was {o agreeably entertained in her life. Well, as we were
going out a rude fellow thrufts his hand into my lady’s
bofom, upon which her champion fell upon him, and did
fo maul him My lady fainted away in my arms; but
as foon as the came to herfelf—had you feen how fhe look-
edon him! Ah, Sir! fays fhe, in a mighty pretty tone, fure
you.were born for my deliverance! He handed her into 2
hackneycoach and fet us down at home. From this mo-
ment letters began to fly on both fides. ‘

Wheed. And you took care to fec the poft paid I hope.

Lap. Never fear that—And now, what do you think we
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have contrived amongft us? We have got this very gentle-
man into the houfe in the quality of my mafter’s clerk.

Wheed. Soh! here’s fine billing ard cooing I warrant ;.
Mifs is in a fine condition.

Lap. Her condition is pretty much as it was yet ; how:
long 1t will continue fo I know not. I am making up my
matters as faft as I can, for this houfe holds not me aften
the difcovery.

Wheed. 1 think you have no great reafon to lament the
lofs of a place where the mafter keeps.his own keys..

Lap. Thedeviltakethe firft inventer of locks fay I. But
come, my dear! there is one key which I keep, and that
1 believe will furnith us with fome {weetmeats; fo if you
will walk in with me I’ll tell you a fecret which concerns.
your family. Itis in your power perhaps to be ferviceable
to me. I hope, my dear! you will keep thefe fecrets fafe ;.
for one would not have it known that one publifhes all the-
affaizs of a family while one ftays in it.. [Exeunt.

ScENE, a garden.

Enter CLerimoNT and HARRIET.

Cler. Why are you melancholy my dear Harriet ? do you:
repent that promife of your’s which has made me the hap--
pieft of mankind?

Har. You little know my heart if you can think it ca-
pable of repenting any thing I have done towards your-
happinefs: if I am melancholy it is that I have it not in:
my power to make you as happy as I would.

Cler. ““ Thou art too bounteous ; every tenderword from.
¢ thofe dear lips lays obligations on me I never can repay ;-
« but if to love, to dote on you more than life itfelf,. to.
« watch your eyes that Imay obey your withes before you.
¢ {peak them, can difcharge me from any part of that vait.
« debt I owe you, I will be punétual in the payment.

Har. ¢ It were ungenerous in me to doubt you; and:
¢« when I think what you have done for me, believe me L.
“ muft think the balance on.your fide.”

Cler. Generouscreature!-and doft thou not formehazard .
the eternal anger of your father, the reproaches.of your faa -
mily, the cenfures of the world, who always blame the cons-
dué of the perfon.who facrifices intereft to any confiderar
tion?

Har. As for the cenfures. of the world I defpife them
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while I do not deferve them; Folly is forwarder to cenfure
Wifdom than Wifdom Folly. I were weak indeed not to
embrace real happinefsbecaufe the worlddoesnot call it fo,

Cler. But {ee, my deareft ! your brother is come into the
garden.

Har. Isit not fafe, think you, to let him into our fecret ?

Cler. You know, by outwardly humouring your fathér
in railing againft the extravagance of young men I have
brought him to look on me as his enemy ; 1t will be firft
proper to fet him right in that point. Befides, in managing
the old gentleman I fhall ftill be obliged to a behaviour
which the impatience of his temper may not bear, there-
fore I think it not advifeable to truft-him, at leaft yet——
he will obferve us. Adieu, my heart’s only joy! [ Exit,

Har. Honetft creature! What happinefs may I propofe
in a life with fuch a hufband! what is there in grandeur to
recompenfe the lofs of him? Parents chufe as often ill for
usasweforourfelves: theyaretooapt toforget how feldom
true happinefs lives in a palace or rides in a coach-and-fix.

, Enter FREDERICK.

Fred, Dear Harriet! good morrow: I am glad to find
you alone, for I have an affair to impart to you that I am
ready to burft with.

Har. You know, brother, I am a trufty confidant.

Fred, As ever wore petticoats; but this is an affair of
fuch confequence

Har. Or it were not worth your telling me.

Fred. Or your telling again: in fhort, you never could
difcover it ; I could afford you ten yearsto guefsit in. Iam
—you will laugh immoderately when you know it; l am—
it is impoffible to tell you: in a word—1I am in love.

Har. Inlove!

Fred. Violently, to diftraltion; fo mpuch in love, that
without more hopes than I at prefent fee any poffibility of
obtaining I cannot live three days.

Har. And has this violent diftemper, pray, come upon
you of a fudden? .

Fred. No, I have bred it a long time: it hath been
growing thefe feveral weeks. I ftifled it aslong as Icould,
but it is now come to a crifis, and I muft either have the
woman, or you will bave no brother.

Har. But who is this woman ? for you have conceal’d it
fo well that I cann’t even guefs. :
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Fred. Inthe firft place, fhe isa moft intolerable coquette.

Har. That is a defcription I fhall never find her out by,
there are fo many of her fifters; you might as well tell me
the colour of her complexion.

Fred. Secondly, fhe is almoft eternally at cards.

Har. You muit come to particulars; I fhall never dif-
cover your miftrefs till you tell me more than that fhe is a
woman, and lives in this Town.

Fred. Her fortune is very {fmall.

Har. 1 find you are enumerating her charms.

Fred. Oh! I have only fhewn you the reverfe; but were
you to behold the medal on the right fide you would fee
beauty, wit, genteelnefs, politenefs—in a word, you would
fee Mariana.

Har. Mariana! Ha, ha, ha! you have ftarted a wild-
goofe chafe indeed. But if you could ever prevail on her,
you may depend on it it is an arrant impoflibility to pre-
vail on my father; and you may eafily imagine what fuc-
cefs a difinherited fon may likely expeét with a woman of
her temper.

Fred. I know *tis difficult, but nothing’s impoffible to
love, at leaft nothing’s impofible to woman ; and there-
fore if you and the ingenious Mrs. Lappet will but lay’
your heads together in my favour I fhall be far from de-
{pairing ; and in return, fifter, for this kindnefs—

Har. And in return, brother, for this kindnefs, you
may perhaps have it in your power to do me a favour of
pretty much the fame nature.

Lowve. without.] Rogue! villain!

Har.So ! what’s the matter now ? what can have thrown
my father into this paffion? ) . .

Fred. The lofsof an old{lipper I fuppofe, or fomething
of equal confequence. Let us ftep afide into the next walk
and talk more of our affairs. [ Exeunt.

Enter LoveGoLp and RamiLie.

Love. Anfwerme not firrah, but get you out of my houfe.

Ram. Sir, I am your fon’s fervant, and not your’s Sir;
and I won’t go out of the houfe, Sir, unlefs I am turn’d
out by my proper matfter, Sir.

Lowve. Sirrah, I'll turn your mafter out after you, like
an extravagant rafcal as he is ; he has no need of a fervant
whilehe is in my houfe; and here he dreffes out a fellow
at more expenfe than a prudent man might clothe alarge

~
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family at. It’s plain enough what ufe he keeps you for ;

but I will have no fpy upon my affairs, no rafcal continu-,
ally prying into all my aions, devouring all I have, and

hunting about in every corner to fee what he may fteal.

Ram. Steal! alikely thing indeed to fteal from a man
who locks up every thing he has, and ftands fentry upon
itday and night!

Love. I’m all over in a fweat left this fellow fhould fuf-
pect fomething of my money. [A4fide.] Hark’e rafcal,
come hither: I would advife you not to run about the
Town and tell every body you meet that I have money hid.

Ram. Why, have you any money hid Sir?

Love. No firrah, I don’t fay Ihave; but you mayraife
fuch a report neverthelefs.

Ram. *Tis equal to me whether you have money hid or
no fince I cannot find it. i

Love. D’ye mutter firrah? get you out of my houfe, I
fay, get you out this inftant.

Ram. Well, Sir, I am going.

Love. Come back : let me defire you to carry nothing
away with you.

" Ram. What fhould I carry?

Love. That’s what I would fee. Thefe bootfleeveswere
certainly intended to be the receivers of ftolen goods, and
Twifhthe tailor had been hang’d who invented them. Turn
your pockets infide out if you pleafe; but you are too
practifed a rogue to put any thing there. Thefe damn’d
bags have had many a good thing in them I warrant you.

Ram. Give me my bag Sir ; I am in the moft danger of
being robb’d.

Love. Come, come, be honeft, and return what thou
haft taken fromme,

Ram. Ay Sir, that I could do with all my heart, for I
have taken nothing from you but fome boxes on the car.

Love. And hatt thou really ftolen nothing?

Ram. No really Sir,

Love. Then get out of my hounfe while 'tis all well,and
go to the devil. .

Ram. Ay, any where from fuch an old covetous cur-
mudgeon. [ Exit.

Lgve. So there’s one plague gone. Now I will go pay
avifit to the dear calket.
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“Enter FrEpERICK and Harr1ET.
In fhort I muft find fome fafer place to depofit thofe three
thoufand guineas in which I received yefterday; three
thoufand guineas are a fum—Oh, Heaveuns! I have be-
tray’d myfelf! my paflion has tranfported me to talk a-
loud, and I have been overheard. Hownow! what’s the
matter ?

Fred. The matter Sir!

Love. Yes, the matter Sir? I fuppofe you can repeat
more of my words than thefe; I fuppofe you have over-
heard

Fred. What Sir?

Love. That

Fred. Sir!

Love. What I was juft now faying.

Har. Pardon me Sir, we really did not.

Lowve. Well, I fee you did overhear fomething, and fo
I will tell you the whole: I was faying to myfelf, in this
great fcarcity of money, what a happinefs it would be to
have three thoufand guineas by ane: I tell you this that

rou might not mifunderftand me, and imagine that I faid
I'had three thoufand guineas.

Fred. We enter not into your affairs Sir.

Love. Ah, would I had thofe three thoufand guineas!

Fred. In my opinion

Love. It would make my affairs extremely eafy.

FEred. Then itisvery eafily in your power to raife ’em
8ir; that the whole world knows.

Love. Iraife’em! Iraife three thoufand guineas eafily !
My children are my greateft enemies, and will, by their
way of talking, and by the extravagant expenfesthey run
into, be the occafion that one of thefe days fomebody will
cut my throat, imagining me to be made up of nothing
but guineas.

Fred. What expenfe, Sir, do I runinto?

Lowe. How have you the aflurance to afk me that Sir,
when if one was but to pick thofe fine feathers of your’s
off from head to foot one might purchafe a very comfort-
able annuity out of them. A fellow here with a very good
fortune upon his back wonders that he is call’d extrava.
gant! In fhort, Sir, you muft rob me to appear in this
manner.
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Fred. How Sir! rob you?

Love. Ay, rob me, or how cou’d you fupport this ex-
travagance? -

Fred. Alas Sir, there are fifty young fellows of my ac-
quaintance that fupport greater extravagancies and no one
knows how. Ah Sir, there are ten thoufand pretty ways
of living in this Town without robbing one’s father.

Love. What neceflity is there for all that lace on your
-coat? and all bought at the firft hand too I warrant you.
Ifyouwill be fine 18 there not fuch a place as Monmouth-
ftreet in this Town, where a man may buy a fuit for the
third part of the fum which his tailor demands? And then
periwigs! what need has a man of periwigs when he may
‘wear his own hair? ¢¢ I dare fwear a good periwig cann’t
“ coft lefs than fifteen or twenty fhillings.”” Heyday ! what,
are they making figns to one another which fhall pick my
pocket ?

+ Har. My brother and I, Sir, are difputing which fhall
fpeak to.you firft, for we have both an affair of confequence
to mention to you. :

Love. And I have an affair of confequence to mention
toyouboth. Pray Sir, you who are a fine gentlemat, and
converfe mmuch amongit the ladies, what think you ofacer~
tain young lady called Mariana?

Fred. Mariana Sir!

Love. Ay, what do you think of her?

Fred. Think of her Sir!

Love. Why do you repeat my words? Ay, whatdo you
think of her? )

‘Fred. Why I think her the moft charming woman in
the world.

Love. Would fhe not be a defirable match? :

Fred. So defirable that, in my opinion, her hufband will
be the happieft of mankind. _

Love. Does fhe not promife to make a good houfewife?

Fred. Oh, the beft houlewife upon earth.

Love. Might not a hufband, think ye, live very eafy and
happy with her?

Fred. Doubtlefs Sir.

Love. There is one thing I’m a little afraid of, that is,
that fhe has not quite as much fortune as one might fairly
expett. B
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Fred, Oh Sir! confider but her merit, and you may
cafilymake anabatementin herfortune. ForHeaven’s fake,
Sir, don’tlet that prevent your defign. Fortune is nothing
in comparifon with her beauty and merit.

Love. Pardon me there; however, there may be fome
matters found, perhaps, to make up fome little deficiency ;
and if you would, to oblige your fgther, retrench your ex-
travagancies on this occafion, perhaps the difference in
{ome time might be made up.

Fred. My deareft father! I’ll bid adieu to all extrava-
gance for ever.

Lowe. Thou art a dutiful good boy; and fince I find
vou have the fame fentiments with me, provided fhe can
but make out a pretty tolerable fortune Iam even refolved
to marry her.

Fred. Ha! you refolved to marry Mariana!

Love. Ay, to marry Mariana.

Har. Who? you, you, you!

Love. Yes, I, I, I.

Fred. 1 beg you will pardon me Sir; a fudden dizzinefs
has feized me, and I muft beg leave to retire. [ Exst Fred.

Lowve. This, daughter, is what I have refolved for my-
felf; as for your brother, I have.a certain widow in my
cye for him; and you, my dear! fhall marry our good
neighbour Mr. S&indle.

Har. I marry Mr. Spindle!

Lowe. Yes; he is a prudent wife man, not much above
fifty, and has a great fortune in the funde.

Har. I thank you my dear papa! but I had rather not
marry if you pleafe. , [ Courtefying.

Love. mimicking her courtcefy.] I thank you, my good
daughter! but I had rather you fhould marry him if you
pleafe.

Har. Pardon me dear Sir!

Love. Pardon me dear Madam!

Har. Not all the fathers upon earth fhall force me to it.

Love. Did ever mortal hear a girl talk in this manner
to her father!

Har. Did ever father attempt to marry his daughter
after fuch a manner! In fhort, Sir, I have ever been obe-
dient to you; butasthisaffair concerns my happinefs only,
and not your’s, I hope you will give me leave to confult
my own inclination,
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Lowe. I would not have you provoke me ; I am refolved-
upon the match.

Enter CLERIMONT.

Cler. Some people, Sir, upon juftice-bufinefs, defire to
fpeak with your Worthip.

Love. I can attend to no bufinefs, this girl has fo pers
plexed me. Hufly,you fhallmarry asI would have you,or—

Cler. Forgive my interpofing : dear Sir! what’s the
matter? Madam, let me entreat you not to put your fa-
ther into-a paffion. =~

Lowve. Clerimont,you are a prudent young fellow. Here ’s
a baggage of a daughter who refufes the moft advanta.
geous match that ever was offered both to herand to me :
a man of a vaft eftate offers ta take her without a portion ?

Cler Without aportion! Confider,dear Madam! can you
refufe agentleman who offersto take you withouta portion?

L.ove. Ay, confider what that faves your father.

Har. Yes, but I confidér what I am to fuffer.

Cler. That’s true indeed; you will think on that Sir.
Thoué’h money be the firft thing to be confidered in alk
the affairs of.life, yet fome little regard fhould be had in.
this cafe to inclination.

Love. Without a portion.

Cler. You are in the right Sir, that decides the thing at
once: and yet I know there are people who, on this oc=
cafion, objeét againtt a difparity of age and temper, which
too often make the married ftate utterly miferable.

Lowe. Without a portion.

Cler. Ah! there’s no anfwering that——* Who can
“ oppofe fuch a reafon as that?”” And yet there are feve-
ral parents who ftudy .the inclinations of their children
more than any other thing that would by no meaus fa-
crifice them to intereft, ¢ and who eftecm as the very firlt
article of marriage that happy union of affe¢tions which
¢ is the foundation of every blefling attending on a mai-
“ried ftate and who. »?

Lowe. Without a portion.

Cler. Very true; that ftops your mouth at once——
“ Without a portion!” Where is the perfon who can find
an argument againft that?

Love. Ha! 1s not that the barking of a dog ? fome vil-
lains are in fearch of my money.—Don’t ftirfrom hence ;

I’ll return in 2n-nftant. [ Exit Loe. -
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Cler. My deareft Harriet ! how fhall I exprefs the ago-

py Iam in on your account ? v

Har. Be not too much alarmed, fince you may depend
on my refolution. It may be in the power of Fortune to
delay our happinefs, but no power fhall force me to de-
ftroy your hopes by any, other match.

Cler. Thou kindeft lovely creature!

*  Enter LoveGoLD.

Love. Thank Heaven it was nothing but my fear.

Cler. Yes, a daughter muft obey her father ; fhe is pot
to confider the fhape, or the air, or the age, of a hufband;
but when a man offers to take her without a portion fhe
is to have him, let him be what he will.

Lowve. Admirably well faid indeed.

Cler. Madam, I atk your pardon.if my love for your-
felf and your farfily carries me a little too far. Be under
no concern, I dare fwear I fhall bring her to it.

[ To Lovegold.

Lowve. Do, do; I°ll goinand fee what thefe people want
with me. Give her a little more now while fhe ’s warm;
you will be time enough te draw the warrant. -

Cler. ¢ When a lover offers, Madam, to take a daugh-
< ter without a portion, one fhould inquire no farther;
<¢ every thing is contained in that one article, and with-
¢ out a portion fupplies the want of beauty, youth, fami-
¢¢ ly, wifdom, honour, and honefty.

Lowe. * Glorioufly faid, fpoke like an oracle |’ [ Exiz,

Cler. So, once more we are alone together. Believe me
thisis a moft painful hypocrify ; it tortures meto oppofe
“¢ your opinion though Iam not in carneft, nor fufpeted
“ by you of being fo. Oh Harriet! how is the noble paf-.
« fion of love abufed by vulgar fouls who are incapable
« of tafting its delicacies!”” When love is great as mine

None can its pleafures or its pains declare ;
We can but feel how exquifite they are. [Exeunt. ,

ACT II.
SCENE continues.
FreDERICK, RAMILIE.

. FrEDERICK.
W kst is the reafon, firrah, you. have been out of the
way when I gave you orders to ftay here?
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Ram. Yes Sir, and here did I ftay, according to your
orders, till your good father turn’d me out ; and it is, Sir,
attheextreme hazard of a cudgel that I return back again.
Fred. Well Sir, and what anfwer have you brought.
touching the money?

Ram. AhSir, it is a terrible thing to borrow money! a
man muft have dealt with the deviltodeal with a ferivener..

Fred, Then it won’t do I fuppofe.

Ram. Pardon me Sir, Mr. Decoy the broker is a moft
induftrious perfon; he fays he has done every thing in his
power to ferve you, for he has taken a particular fancy to
your Honour.

Fred. So then I fhall have the five hundred, fhall I?

Ram. Yes Sir ; but there are fome trifling conditions
which your Honour muft fubmit to before the affgir can
be finifhed. -

Fred. Did he bring you to the fpeech of the perfon
that is to lend the money?

Ram. Ah Sir! things are not managed in that manner;
he takes more care to conceal him{elf than you do; there
are greater myfteries in thefe matters than you imagine:
why, he Wwould not fo much as tell me the lender’s name,
and he is to bring him to-day to talk with you in fome
third perfon’s houfe, to learn from.your own mouth the
particulars of your eftate and family. I dare {wear the
very name of your father will make all things eafy.

Fred. Chiefly the death of my mother, whofe jointuré
no one can hinder me of. .

Ram. Here, Sir, I have brought the articles; Mr. De- -
coy told me he took ’em from the mouth of the perfon
himfelf. Your Honour will find them extremely reafonable
——=¢ the broker was farced to ftickle hard to get fuch
‘““good ones.” Inthe firft place, the lenderis to fee all his
{ecurities, and the borrower muft be of age, and heir ap-
parent to a large eftate without flaw in the title, and eu-
tirely free from allencumbrance ; and that the lender may
run as little rifk as poffible the borrower muit enfure his
life for the fum lent; if he be an officer in the army he is
to make over his whole pay for the payment of both priu-
cipal and intereft, which; that thelender mdy not burden .
his con{cience with any fcruples, is to be no more than .
thirty per ceni.

Fred. Oh the confcientious rafcal! . B

IIJ
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Ram. But as the faid lender has not by him at prefent
the fum demanded, and that to oblige the borrower he is
himfelf forced to borrow of another at the rate of four per
cent. he thinks it but reafonable that the firft borrower,
over and above the thirty per cent. aforefaid, fhall alfo pay
this four per cent. fince 1t is for his fervice only that this
fum is borrowed.

Fred. Oh the devil! what a Jew is here?

Ram. You know Sir what you have to do—he cann’t
oblige you to thefe terms.

Fred. Nor can I oblige him to lend me themoney with-
out them ; and you know that I muft have it, let the con-
ditions be what they will.

Ram. Ay Sir; why that was what I told him.

Fred. Did you fo rafcal? No wonder ke infifts on fuch -
conditions if you laid open my neceffities to him.

Ram. Alas, Sir, I only told it to the broker, who is
your friend, and has your intereft very much at heart.

Fred. Well, is this all,. or are there any morereafonable
articles? .

Ram. Of the five hundred pounds required the lender
can pay down in cafth no more than four bundred, and for .
the reft the berrower mufk take in goods, of which here
fcllows the catalogue.

Fred. Whatin thedevil’s nameisthemeaning of all this?

Ram. Imprimis, « one large yellow camblet bed, lined

~ ¢ with fattin, very little caten by the moths, and wanting
<¢ only one curtain ; fix ftuffed chairs of the fame, a little
¢¢ torn, and the frames wormeaten, otherwife not in the
¢ leaft the worfe for wearing ; one large pierglafs, with
“¢ only one crack in the middle ; one fuitof tapeitry hang-
‘¢ ings, in which are curioufly wrought the loves of Mars
¢¢ and Venus, Venus and Adonis, Cupid and Pfyche,with
¢ many other amorous ftories, . which make the hangings
¢ very proper for a bedchamber.

Fred. ¢ What the devil is here !

Ram. ¢¢ [tem, one fuit of drugget with filver buttons,
¢¢ the buttons only the worfe for wearing ; item, two muf-
¢¢ quets, one of which only wants the lock ;” onelarge fil-
verwatch, with Tompion’s name to it ; one fnuffbox, with
a pi¢ture in it, bought at Mr. Deand’s, aproper prefent for
amiftrefs ; five pi¢tures without frames, if not ongmals all
copiesby good hands; and one fine frame withouta piGure.
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Fred. Oons ! what ufe have I for all this ?

Ram. Several valuable books, among#t which are allthe
journals printed for thefe five years laft paft, handfomely
bound and lettered: the whole works .in divinity of—

Fred. Read no more ! confound the curft extortioner !
I fhall pay one hundred per cent.

. Ram. Ah Sir! I with your Honour would gonfider of
1t 1n time.

Fred. I muft have money. To what ftraits are we redu-
ced by the curft avarice of fathers ! well may we with them
dead when theirdeathis the only introduétion to our living.

Ram. Such a father as your’s, Sir, is enough to make
one do fomething more than wifh him dead. ¢ For my
¢ part, I have never had any inclinations towards hang-
“ing ; and I thank Heaven I have lived to fee whole fets
¢¢ of my companions fwing out of the world, while I have
¢ had addrefs enough to quit all manner of gallantries the
¢ moment I fmelt the halter.” I have always had an ut-
ter averfion to the fmell of hemp ; but this rogue of a fa-

sher of your’s Sir: Sir, I atk your pardon has
fo provoked me that I have often withed to rob him, and
rob him I fhallin the end, that ’s certain.

Fred. Give me that paper, that I may confider a little
thefe moderate articles. .

Enter LovecoLp and Dscov.

Decoy. In fhort, Sir, heisa very extravagant young fel-
low, and fo prefled by his neceffities that you may bring
him to what terms you pleafe.

Love. But do you think, Mr. Decoy, there is no dan-
ger? do you know the name, the family, and the eftate, of
the borrower?

Decoy. No, I cannot give you any perfe& information
yet, for it was by the greateft accident in the world that
he was recommended to me; but you will learn all thefe
particulars from his own lips, and his man affured me you
would make no difficulty the moment you knew the name
of his father: all that I can tell you is, that his fervant fays
the old gentleman is extremely rich; he called him a co-
vetous old rafcal. .

Love. Ay, that is the name which thefe fpendthrifts,
and the rogues their fervants, give to all honett pradent
men who know the world and the value of their money.
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Decoy. This young gentleman is an only fon, and is fo-
little afraid of any future competitors that he offers to be
bound, if you infift on it, that his father fhall die within
thefe eight months.

Lowve. Ay! there’s fomething in that; I believe then I
fhall let him have the money. Charity, Mr. Decoy, charity;
obliges us to ferve our.neighbours, I fay, when we -are no
lofers by fo doing. _

Decoy. Very trueindeed.

Ram. Heyday ! what can be the meaning of this? ous
broker talking with the old gentleman .

Decay. So, gentlemen! I fee you are in great hafte:
but who told you, pray, that this was the lender ? I affure
you, Sir, I neither difcovered your name nor your houfe s
but, however, there is no great harm done ; they are peo~
ple of difcretion, fo you may freely tranfaét the affair now

Love. How!

Decay. This, Sir, is the gentleman that wants to bor~
row the five hundred pounds I mentioned to you.

Love. How, rafcal! is it you that abandon yourfelf to®
thefe intolerable extravagancies?

Fred. I muft even ftand buff, and outface him. [Afde.]
And is it you, father, that difgrace yourfelf by thefe.
fcandalous.extortions? [ Ramilie and Decoy fneak offa

Love. Is it you that would ruin yourfelf by taking up
money at fuch intereft ?

Fred. Ts it you that would enrich yourfelf by lendipg:
at fuch intereft? ,

Love. How dare you, after this, appear before my face ?

Fred. How dare you, after this, appear before the face
of the world?

Love. Get youout of my{ight villain! get out of my fight.

Fred. Sir, I go; but give me leave to fay

Lowve. I’ll not hear a word : I’ll prevent your attempt-:
ing any thing of this nature for the future. Get out of
my fight villain !—I am not forry for this accident ; it will
make me henceforth keep a flricter eye over his actions.

[Exeunt..

SCENE, an apartment in Lovegold’s houfe.

Enter HARRIET and Mar1aNA.
Mar. Nay, Harrict, you muft excufe me, for of all pec-
ple upon earth you are my greateft favourite: but I have
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had fuch an intolerable cold child, that it is a miracle I
have recovered ; for, my dear! would you think I have had
no lefs than three dotors?

Har. Nay, then it is a miracle you recovered indeed.

Mar. Oh, child, doctors will never do me any harm; I
never take any thing they prefcribe: I don’t know how
it is; when one’s ill one cann’t help fending for them; and
you know, my dear! my mamma loves phyfick better than
the does any thing but cards.

Har. Were I totake as much of cardsas youdo Idon’t
know which I thould naufeate moft.

Mar. Oh, child, you are quite a Tramontane ; I muit

*bring you to like dear fpadille. I proteft, Harriet, if you
would take my advice in fome things you would be the
moft agreeable creature in the world.

Har. Nay, my dear! I am in a fair way of being ob-
liged to obey your commands.

Mar. That would be the happieft thing in the world
for you; and I dare fwear you would like them extremely,
for they would be exactly oppofite to every command of.
your father’s.

Har. By that now one would think you were married
already. '

Mar. Married, my dear! .

Har. OHL, I can tell you of fuch a conqueft! you will
have fuch a lover within thefe four-and-twenty hours!

Mar. I am glad you have given me timely notice of'it; .
that I may turn off fomebody to make room for himj;
¢¢ but I believe I have lifted him already.”” Oh Harriet ¢
I have been fo plagued, fo peftered, fo fatigued, fince I
faw you, with that dear creature your brother—In fhort
child, he has made arrant downright love to me; if m
heart had not been harder than adamant itfelf I had been
your fifter by this time.

Har. And if your heart be rot harder than adamant
you will be in a fair way of being my mother fhortly, for
my good father has this very d;x* declared fuch a paflion
for you:

Mar. Your father!

Har. Ay, my dear! what fay you to a comely old gen-.
tleman of not much above threefcore that loves you fo vio-
lently? I dare fwear he will be conftant to you all his days.

Mar. Ha, ha, ha! I fhall die. Ha, ha, ha! you extra-.
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vagant creature! how could you throw away all this jeft
at once? it would have furnifhed a prudent perfon with.an
annuity of laughter for life. Oh! I am charmed with my
conqueft ; I am quite in love with him already: I never
had a lover yet above half his age.

Har. Lappet and I have laid a delightful plot, if you
will but come into it and counterfeit an affeétion for him.

Mar. Why, child, I have a real affeétion for him. Oh,
methinks I fee youon yourkneesalready—Pray, Mamma,
pleafetogive me your blefling. Oh, I fee myloving bride-
groom “ in his threefold nightcap, his flannel fhirt ; me-
¢¢ thinks” I fee him approach me with all the lovely gra-
vity of age; I hear Inm whifper charming fentences of
morality in my ear, ¢ moreinftru&tive thanall my grand-
¢ mother ¢’er taught me.”” Oh! I {mell him fwecter, oh'!
fweeter than even hartthorn itfelf! Ha, ha, ha! See child,
how beautiful a fond imagination can paint a lover:
¢ would not any one think now we had been a happy
¢ couple together Heaven knows how long 2’

Har. Well, you dear mad creature! but do you think
you can maintain any of this fondnefs to his face? for 1
know fome women who fpeak very fondly of a hufband to
other people, but never fay one civil thing to the man
himfelf.

Mar. Oh, never fear it ; one cann’t indeed bring one’s
felf to be civil to a young lover; but as for thefe old fel-
lows, I'think one may play as harmlefly with them as with
one another. Young fellows are perfeét bears, and muft be
kept at a diftance; the old ones are mere lapdogs, and
when they have agreeable tricks with them one is equally
fond of both. :

Har. Well, but now I hope you will give me leave to
fpeak aword or two ferioufly in favour of my poor brother.

Mar. Oh, I fhall hate you if you are ferious. Oh! fee
what your wicked words have occafioned: I proteft you
are a conjurer, and certainly deal with the devil.

Entge FREDERICR.

Har, Ohbrother! Iam glad you are come to plead your
own caufe; [ have been your {olicitorin your abfence.

Fred. 1 am afraid, like other clients, I'thall plead much
worfe for myfelf than my advocate has done.

Mar. Perfons who have a bad caufe fhould have very
artful counfel.. : :
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Fred. When the judge is determined againft us all art
will prove of no effe&.

Mar. Why then, truly Sir in fo terrible a fituation I
thiok the fooner you give up the caufe the better.

Fred. No, Madam, I am refolved to perfevere; for
when one’s whole happinefs isalready at ftake I fee nothing
more can be hazarded in the purfuit. It might be perhaps
a perfon’s intereft to give up a caufe wherein part of his
fortune was concern’d, but when the difpute is about the
whole he can never lofe by perfevering.

Mar. Do you hear him Harriet? I fancy this brother of
your’s would have made a moft excellent lawyer. I proteft
when he is my fon-in-law I’ll fend him to the Temple:
tho’ he begins a little late, yet diligence may bring him to
be a great man.

Fred. I hope, Madam, diligence may fucceed in love as
wellaslaw: fure Mariana is not a more crabbed ftudy than
Coke upon Littleton!

Mar. Oh, the wretch! he has quite fuffocated me with
his comparifon; I muft have a little air: dear Harriet! let
us walk in the garden.

Fred. 1 hopc, Madam, L have your leave to attend you?

Mar. My leave! no indeed, you have no leave of mine;
but if you will follow me I know no way to hinder you.

. [Lxeunt.

Har. ¢ Ah, brother! I wifh you had no greater enemy
¢¢ in this affair than your miftrefs.””

ScENE, a garden.

Enter RamiL1E and LaprET.

Lap. This was indeed a moft unlucky accident ; how-
ever, I dare lay a wager I fhall fucceed better with him, and
:get fome of thofe guineas you would have borrowed.

Ram. I am not, Madam, now to learn Mrs. Lappet’s
dexterity ; but if you get any thing out of him I fhall think
-you a match for the-devil. Sooner than to extra& gold
from him I would engage to extrac religion from a hypo-
crite, honefty from a lawyer, health from a phyfician, fin-
cerity from a courtier, or modefty from a poet. I think,
mydear! you have liv’d long enough in this houfe to know
that gold is a very dear commodity here.

Lap. Ah, but there are fome certain fervices which will
fqueeze it out of the clofeft hands. There is one trade,
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which I thank Heaven I’m no ftranger to, wherein all men
are dabblers; and he who will fcarce afford himfelf either
meat or clothes will ftill pay for the commodities I deal in.

Ram. Your humble fervant Madam ; I find you don’t
know our good mafter yet: ¢ there is nota woman in the
¢ world who lovesto hear her pretty felf talk neverfo much
¢ but you may eafier fhut her mouth than open his hands;
¢ agforthanks, praifes,and promifes, nocourtierupon earth
¢¢ ismoreliberal of them’; but formoney, the devil a pennyz
¢ there’s nothing fo dry as his carefles; and”’ there is no
hufband who hates the word Wife half fo much as he does
the word Give: inftead of faying I give you a good-mor-
row, he always fays I lend you a good-morrow.

Lap. Ah Sir! let me alone to drain a man; I have the
fecret to open his heart and his purfe too.

Ram. 1 defy you to drain the man we talk of of his
money ; he loves that more than any thing you can procure
him in exchange: “the very fight of adun throws him intoe
¢¢ convulfions; ’tis touching him in the only fenfible part ;
¢ tis piercing his heart, tearing out his vitals, to afk him
¢¢ forafarthing:”’ but hereheis,and if you get afhilling out
of him I’ll marry you without any other fortune. [ Exit.

Enter LovEGoLD.

Lowe. All’s well hitherto ; my dear money is fafe. Isit
" you Lappet?

Lap. I fhould rather afk if it be you Sir? Why, you look
{o young and vigorous————

Love. Do 1, do I'! )

Lap. Why, you grow younger and younger every day
Sir; you never look’d half fo young in yourlife Siras you
do now. Why Sir, I know fifty young fellows of five-and-
twenty that are older than you are.

Love. That may be,that may be, Lappet,confiderin
lives they lead ; and yet Iam a good ten years above Efty.

Lap. Well, and what’s ten years above fifty ? ’tis the
very flower ofa man’s age. Why Sir, you are now in the
very prime of your life.

Lowve. Very true, that’s very true, as to underftanding ;
but I am afraid could I take off twenty years it would do
me no harm with the ladies Lappet. How goes on our
affair with Mariana ? have you mentioned any thing about |
‘what her mother can give her? for now-a-days nobody

5
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marries 2 worman unlefs fhe brings fomething with her be-
fides her petticoat.

Lap. Sir! why, Sir, this young lady will be worth to
you as good a thoufand pounds a-year as ever was told.

Love. How ! a thoufand pounds a-year?

Lap. Yes Sir; there’s, in the firft place, the articleof a -
table ; the hasa very little ftomach, fhe docs not eat abeve
an ounce in a fortnight; and then as to the quality of what
fhe eats you’ll have no need of a French cook upon her -
account; as for fweetmeats, fhe mortally hates them ; fo
there is the article of deferts wiped off all at once—you’ll
have no need of a confeétioner, who would be eternally
bringing in bills for preferves, conferves, bifcuits, comfits,
and jellies, of which half-a-dozen ladies would fwallow
you ten pounds worth at a meal; this, I think, we may
very moderately reckon at two hundred pounds a-year at -
leaft. Item, for clothes; fhe has been bred up in fuch a
plainnefs in them that fhould we allow but for three birth-
night fuits a-year faved, which are the leaft a Town lady
would expet, there goagood two hurdred pounds a-year
more ; for jewels, (of which fhe hates the very fight) the
yearly intereft of what you muit lay out in them would
amount'to one hundred pounds. Lattly, fhe has an utter
deteftation for play, at which I have known feveral mo-
derateladies lofe agood two thoufand poundsa-year; now
let us take only the fourth part of that, which amountsto
five hundred, to which if we add two hundred pounds on
the table account, two hundred pounds in clothes, and
- onc hundred pounds in jewels, there is, Sir, your thoufand

pounds a-year in hard money.

Love. Ay, ay, thefe are pretty things it muft be con-
fefs’d, very pretty things; but there ’s nothing real in ’em.

Lap. How, Sir! is it not fomething real to bring youin

- marriage avaft ftore of fobriety, the inheritance of a great

love for fimplicity of drefs, and a vaft acquired fund of
hatred for play? ‘ .

Love. This is downright raillery Lappet, to make me
up a fortune out of the expenfes fhe won’t put me to; I
affure you, Madam, 1 fhall give no acquittauce for what J
hadve not received: in fhort Lappet, I muft touch, touch,
touch, fomething real.

Lap. Never fear, you fhall touch fomethiag real. IThave
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heard them talk of a certain country where fhe has a very

pretty frechold, which fhall be put into your hands.

. Lowe., Nay, if it were a copyhold I fhould be glad to
touch it: but thereis another thing that difturbs me. You
know this gitl is young, and young people generally love
one another’s company: it would ill agree with a perfon
of my temper to keep an affembly for all the young rakes
and flaunting girls in Town.

Lap. Ah Sir, how little do you know of her! this is
another particularity that I had to tell you of: fhe has a
mott terrible averfion for all young people, and loves none
but perfons of your years. I would advife you above all
things to take care not to appear too young; fhe infifts
onfixty at leaft : awhy, fbe broke off a match ¥ other day becaufe
her lover aas but fifiy, and pretended to fign the marriage ar-
ticles avithout [peciacles.

Love. This humour is a little ftrange methinks.

Lap. She carries it farther Sir than can be imagin’d :
fhe has in her chamber {cveral pictures, but what do you
think they are? none of your fmoke-fac’d young fellows,
your Adoniss, your Cephaluss, your Pariss, and your
Apollos: no Sir; you fce nothing there but your hand-
fome figures of Saturn, King Priam, old Neftor, and good
father Anchifes upon his fon’s fhoulders.

Love. Admirable! this is more than I could have hoped.
'To fay the truth, had I been a woman I fhould never have
loved young fellows.

Lap. I believe you. Pretty fort of ftuff indeed to be in
love with young fellows! pretty maftersindeed, with their
fine complexions and their fine feathers! Now, I fhould be
glad to tafte the favour that is in any of them. :

[ Here Lappet introduces a fong.

Love. And do you really think me pretty tolerable?

" Lap. Tolerable! you are ravifhing ! if your piGture was
drawn by a good hand Sir it would be invaluable! ¢ Turn
¢ about a little if you pleafe: there, what can be more
¢ charming !”> Let me {ee you walk ; there’s a perfon for
you! tall, ftraight, free, and degagee ! Why, Sir, you have
no fault about you.

Lowe. Not many ; hem, hem; not many, I thank Hea-

-ven; only a few rheumatick pains now and then, and a
" fmall catarrh that feizes me fometimes.
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Lap. Ah Sir, that’s nothing ; your catarrh fits very
well upon you, and you cough with a very good grace.
Love. But tell me, what does Mariana fay of my perfon?
Lap. She has a particular pleafure in talking of it ; and
I aflure you, Sir, I have not beenbackward on all fuch oc-
cafions to blazon forth your merit, and to make her fen-
fible how advantageous a match you will be to her.
Love. You did very well, and I am obliged to you.
Lap. But, Sir, I have a {mall favour to afk of you—I
have a lawfuit depending which I am on the very brink
of lofing for want of a little money; [He looks gravely.]
and you could eafily procure my fuccefs if you had the
leaft fr Aendfhlp for me. You cann’timagine, Sir, the plea-
fure fhe takes in talking of you. [ He looks pleafed.]
Ah! how you will delight her! how your venerable mien
will charm her! fhe will never be able to withftand you.
But indeed Sir, thislaw{uit will be of a terrible con-
fequence to me. [ e looks grave again.] 1 am ruined if I
lofe it, which a very fmall matter might prevent. Ah Sir,
had you but {een the raptures with which fhe has heard me
talk of you! [ He refumes his gayety.] how pleafure fparkled
in her eyes at the recital of your good qualities! Infhort,
to difcover a fecret to you which I promi(ed to conceal,
I have worked up her imagination till fhe is downright im-
patient of having the match concluded. i

Love. Lappet, you have alted a very friendly part ; and
I own that I have all the obhgatwns in the world to you.

Lap. 1 beg you would give me this little affiftance Sir;-
[ He looks ferious.] it will et me on my feet, and I Ihall be
eternally obliged to you.

Lowve. Farewell; I’ll go and finifh my difpatches.

Lap. 1 aflure you Sir you could ncver affift me in a
greater neceflity.

Lowe. 1 muit go give fome orders about a particular'
affair

 Lap. I would not impertune you Sir, if I was not forced
by the laft extremity.

Lowve. I expeét the tailorabout turning my ccat. Don’t
you think this coat will look well cnough turn’d, with new
buttons, for.a weddmg-fult ?

Lap. For pity’s fuke, Sir, don’t refufe me this fimall
favour: I fhail be undone indeed Sir: if it were but o
{mall a matter as ten pounds Sir.
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Lowe. I think I hear the tailor’s voice.

Lap. If it were but five pounds Sir; but three pounds
Sir : nay, Sir, a fingle guinea would be of fervice for a
day ortwo. [ Asheoffers togo outon either fide fheintercepts him.

Love. 1 muft go; Icann’t flay. Hark there, fomebody
callsme. I’m very muchoblig’dtoyou; indeed Iamvery
much oblig’d to you. [Exit.

Lap.Gotothe gallows, to the devil, likeacovetous good-
for-nothing villain as you are ! Ramilie is in the right :
however, I fhall not quit the affair ; for tho’ I get nothing
out of him I am fure of my reward from the other fide.

Fools only to one party will confide,
Good politicians will both parties guide, %
And if one fails thcy ’re feed on t’other fide. [Exit.

—t

ACT III.
" SCENE continues.
Enter Harr1ET, FREDERICK, and CLERIMONT.

FrEDERICK.
I Think, sir, you have given my fifter a very fubftantial
roof of your affe®ion. I am forry you could have had
uch a fufpicion of me as to imagine I could have been an
enemy to one who has approved himfelf a gentleman and
a lover.

Cler. If any thing, Sir, could add to my misfortunes, it
would be to be thus obliged without having any profpe&
of repaying the obligation.

Fred. Every word you fpeak is a farther convittion to
me that you are what you have declared yourfelf; ¢ for
¢ there 1s fomething in a generous education which it is”
¢¢ impofiible for perfons who want that happinefs to coun-
<¢ terfeit ;> therefore henceforth I beg you to believe me
fincerely your friend.

Har, Come, come, pray a truce with your compliments,
for I hear my father’s cough coming this way.

i Eater LiovecoLp.

Love. So, fo, thisisjuft as I would have it. Let me tell
you, children, this is a prudent young man, and you can-
not converfe too much with him : he will teach you, Sir,
for all you hold your head fo high, better fenfe than to
borrow money at fifty per cent. And you, Madam, I dare
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fay he will infufe good things into you too if you will but

hearken to himn.

Fred. While you live, Sir, we fhall want no other in--
fru&er. '

Love. Come hither Farriet. You know to-night I have
invited our friend and neighbour Mr. Spindic. ‘Now I in-
tend to take this opportunity of faving the expenfe of
another entertainment, by inviting Mariana and her mo-
ther ; for I obferve, that take what care one will there is
always more victuals provided on thefe occafions than is
eat ; and an additional gueft makes no additioral expenfec.

Cler. Very true Sir; befides, tho’ they were to rife hun-
gry no one ever calls for more at another perfon’s table.

Love. Right, honeft Clerimont, and to rife with an ap-
petite is one of the wholefomeft thingsin the world. Har-
riet, I would have you go immediately and carry the in--
vitation ; you may walk thither, and they will bring you
back in a coach. *

Har. T fhall obey you Sir:

Love. Go; that’s my good girl. And you, Sir, I de-
fire would behave yourfelf civilly at fupper.

Fred. Why fhould you fufpeét me Sir?

Lowve. I know, Sir, with what eyes fuch fparks as you
look upon-a mother-in-law; but if you hope for my for-
gwenefs of your late explolt, I would advife you tobehave
to her in the mott affeétionate manner imaginable.

Fred. 1 cannot promife, Sir, to be overjoy'd at her be-
ing my mother-in-law;. but this I will promife you, I will
be as civil to her as you could wifh: I will behold herwith-
as much affetion as you can defire me; that is an article
upon which you may be fureof a moft pun&ual obedience.

Love. That I think is the leaft I can expe&.

Fred. Sir, you fhall have no reafon to complain.

Enter James.

Fames. Did you fend for me Sir?

Love. Where have you been? for I have wanted you
abdve an hour.

Fames. Whom, Sir, did you want ? your coachman or-
your cook? for I am both one and t’ other.

Love. I want my cook Sir.

Fames. Tthoughtindeed it was not your coachman; for
you have had nogreat occafion for himfince your laft pair:

Cij
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of gcldings were ftarved—But your cook, Sir, fhall wait
on you in an inftant.

[ Puts off bis coachmax’s great coat, and t'bpear.r as a cook.

ZLove. What’s the meaning of this folly?

James. T am ready for your commands Sir.

Lowe. I am engaged this evening to give a fupper.

Fames. A fupper, Sir! I have not heard the word this
half year ; I have indeed now and then heard of fucha thing
asadinner; but fora fupper, Ihave not drefs’d one fo long,
that I am afrald my hand is out.

Love. Leave off your faucy jefting firrah, and fee that
you provide me a good fupper.

James. That may be done Sirwitha good deal of money.

Love. What, is the devilin you ? always money. Canyou
fay nothing elfe but Money, money, money ? All my fer-
vants, my children, my relations, can pronounce no uther
word than Money.

Cler. I never heard fo ridiculous an anfwer. * Here’s
¢¢ a miracle for you indeed, to makea good {fupper with a
¢ gooddeal of money! Isthere anything fo eafy ? is there
¢ any one who cann’t do it > Would a man fhew himfelf
to be a good cook he muft make a good fupper out of a
little mone

Fames. 1 wﬂh you would be fo good, Sir, as to thew us
that art, and take my office of cook upon yourfelf.

Lowe. « Peace firrah, and tell me what we can have.

Fames. « There’sa gentleman, Sir, who can furnifh you
¢ out a good fupper with a little money.

Lowe. « Anfwer me yourfelf.

Fames. ¢ Why Sir,”” how many will there be at table?

Love. About eight or ten; bat I will have a fupper
drefs'd but for eight ; for if thcre be enough for eight there
is enough for ten.

Fames. Suppofe, Sir, you have at one end of the table
a good handfome foup; at the other a fine Weftphalia
ham and chickens ; on one fide afillet of veal roafted, and
on the other a turkey, or rather a buftard, which I believe
may be bought for a guinea or thereabouts.

Love, What! is the fellow providing an entertainment
for my Lord Mayor and the Court of Aldermen!

Fames. Then, Sir, for the fecond courfc a leath of phea-
fants, a leath of fat poulards, half-a-dozen partridges, one
dozen of quails, two dozen of ortolans, three dozen
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Love. putting his hand before Fames’smouth.] Ah villain!

you are eating up all I am worth.

Fames. Then a ragout.

Lowe. flopping his mouth again.] Hold your extravagant
tongue firrah.

Cler. Have you a mind to burft them all? ¢ has my
‘¢ mafter invited people to cram ’em to death? or do you
«¢ think his friends have a mind to eat him up at one fup-
¢ per 2’ Such fervants as you, Mr. James, fhould be often
reminded of that excellent faying of a very wife man, We
mutil eat to live, not live to eat.

Love. Excellently well faid indeed! it is the fineft fen-
tence Iever heard in my life. We muft live tocat, and not
eat to—No, that is not it: how did you fay?

Cler. That we mutft eat to live, and not live to eat.

Love. Extremely fine ! pray write them out for me, for
I'm refolv’d to have them done inletters of gold, or black
and white rather, over my hall chimney.

Fames. You have no need to do any more Sir, people
talk enough of yonu already.

Lowve. Pray Sir, what do people fay of me?

Fames. Ah Sir! if Icouldbut be affur’d that you would
not be angry with me—

Love. Not at all ; fo far from it you will very much o-
blige me, for I amalways very glad to hear what the world
fays-of me. '

Fames. Well Sir, then, fince you will have it, I will
tell you freely that they make a jeft of you every where,
nay of your very fervants upon your account. They make
ten thoufand ftoriesof you; one fays that youhave alwaysa
quarrelreadywithyourfervantsat quarterday,er whenthey
leave you, in order to find an excufe to give them nothing;
another fays that you were taken one night ftealing your
own oats from your own horfes, for which your coachman
very handfomely belaboured your back : inaword, Sir, one
can go no where where you are not the by-word ; youare
the laughingftock of all the world ; and you are never men-
tioned but by the names of covetous, {craping, ftingy—

Lowve. Impertinent, impudent, rafcal ! beat him for me
Clerimont.

Cler. * Are you not atham’d, Mr. James, to give your
¢ mafter this language?

4
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Fames. « What’s that to you Sir>—I fancy this fellow
s’s a coward ; if he be I will handle him.”

Cler. Tt does not become a fervant to ufe fuchlanguage
to his mafter.

Fames. Who taught you, Sir, what becomes’ If you
trouble your head with my bufinefs I fhall threfh your
jacket for you. If I once take a ftick in hand Ifhalltcach
you to hold your tongue for the fature I believe. If you
offer to fay another word to me I’ll break your head for
you. [ Drives Clerimont to the farther end of the flage.

Cler. How, rafeal! break my head!

Fames. 1 did not fay I°d break your head.

[ Clerimont drives him back gaim

Cler. Do you know, firrah, that I fhall break your’s for
this impudence?

Fames. <¢ Thope not Sir: I give you no offence Sir.

Cler. «That I fhallthew you the difference between us.”

Fames. Ha, ha, ha! Sir, I was.but in jeft.

Cler. ThenI{hall warn you to forbear thefe jefts for the

future. [ Kicks him off the flaga.
James. Nay Sir, cann’t you take a jeft? Why, I was.
but in jeft all the while.

Lowve. How happy am I'in fuch a clerk !

Cler. You may leave the ordering of the fupper to me
Sir; I will take care of that.

Love. Dofo:feeand providefomethingtocloy theirfto-
machs: let there be two great difhesof foupmeagre,agood
large fuet-pudding, fome dainty fat pork pie or paity, a
fine {mall breaft of mutton, not toofat ; a fallad, and a dith
of artichokes, which will make pienty and variety enough.

Cler. I fhall take a particular care, Sir, to provide every
thing to your fatisfaétion.

Love. But be fure there be plenty of foup, be fure of
that—This is a moft excellent young fellow !—But now
will I go pay a vifit to my money. [ Execunt.

ScexE, the firect..

Ramivis and LaPPET meeting.

Ram, Well Madam, what fuccefs ? ¢ Have I been a falfe
¢ prophet, and have you come at the old hunks’s purfe? or
“havelfpokelikean oracle, and heisasclofe-fiftedasufual

Lap. E\Jevcr was a perfon of my function fo ufed : all my
rhetorick availed nothing. While I was talking to him.
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about the lady he fmil'd and was pleas’d, but the moment
I mentioned money to him his countenance chang’d, and
he underftood not one word that I faid. But now, Ramilie,
what do you think this affair is that I am tranfa&ing?

Ram. Nay, Mrs. Lappet, now you are putting too fe-
vere a tafk upon me. How isit poffible in the vaft variety
of affairs which you honour with taking into your hands
that I thould be able to guefs which is fo happy to employ
your immediate thoughts?

Lap. Let metellyou then,fweet Sir! that lam tranfa&-
ing an affair between your mafter’s miftrefs and his father.

Ram. What affair prithee?

Lap. What fhould it be but the old one matrimony ?
In fhort your mafter and his father are rivals.

Ram. 1 am glad on’t, and I wifhothe old gentleman
fuccefs with all my heart.

Lap. How! are you your mafter’s enemy.

Ram. No, Madam, I am fo much his friend that I had
rather he fhould lofe bis miftrefs than his humble fervant,
which muft be the cafe, for Iam determined againft a mar-
ried family. I will never be fervant to any man who is not
his own matiter. ‘

Lap. Why truly; when one confiders the cafe tho-
roughly, I muft be of opinion that it would be more your
mafter’s intereft to be this lady’s fon-in-law than her huf-
band; for, in the firft place, fhe has but little fortune ; and
if the was once ‘married to his fon I dare fwear the old gen-
tleman would never forgive the difappointment of hislove.

Ram. And is the old gentleman in love?

Lap. Oh profoundly! delightfully! oh that you had
but feen him as I have! with his feet tottering, his eyes
watering, his teeth chattering! his old trunk was fhaken
with a fit of love juft as if it had been a fit of an ague.

Ram. He will have more cold fits than hot 1 believe.

Lap. Is it not more advantageous for him to have a
mother-in-law that fhould open his father’s heart to him
than a wife that would fhut it againft him? Befides, it will
be better for us all; for if the hufband were as covetous as
the devil he could not ftop the hands of an extravagant
wife: fhe will always have it in her power to reward them
who keep her fecrcts; and when the hufbandis old enough
to be the wife’s grandfather fhe has always fecretsthat are
worth concealing, take my word for it; fo faith I will ’en
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{et about that in earneft which I have hitherto intended
only as a jeit.

Ram. ¢ But do you think you can prevail with her?
¢¢ will fhe not be apt tothink fhe lofes that by the exchange
¢ which he cannot make her amends for?

Lap. ¢ Ah Ramilie! the difficulty is not fo great to
¢¢ perfuade a woman to follow her intereft: we generally
‘¢ have that more at heart than you men imagine ; befides,
¢¢ we are extremelyapt to liften to one another; and whe-
¢ ther you would lead a woman to ruin or preferve her
¢ from it, the fureft way of doing cither is by one of her
¢ own fex. We are generally decoyed into the net by
-¢¢ birds of our own feather.” N

Ram. Well, if you do fucceed in your undertaking you
* will allow this I hope, that I firft put it into your head.

Lap. Yes,itistrue you did mentionit firft ; but Ithought
of it firft I am fure ; I muft have thought of it: but I will
not lofe a moment’s time ; for notwithftanding all I have
faid young fellows are devils. Befides, this has a moft plau-
fible tongue, and fhould he get accefs to Mariana may do
in a few minutes what I fhall never be able to undo aslong
as I live. [Exit.

Ram. There goes the glory of all chambermaids. ¢ The
¢¢ jade has art, but it is quite overfhadowed by her vanity.
" ¢ She will get the better of every one but the perfon whe
¢¢ will condefcend to praife her; for tho’ fhe be amoft mer-
“¢ cenary devil, fhe will fwallow rio bribe half {o eagerly as
¢¢ flattery. The fame pride which warms her fancy ferves
¢ to cool her appetites, and therefore though fhe have nei-
“-ther virtue nor beauty her vanity gives her both. And
¢¢ this is my miftrefs, with a pox to her! Pray, what am'1
¢ in love with? but that isa queftion fo few lovers can an-
¢ fwer, that I fhall content myfelf with thinking I am in
¢ love with [ jene feai quoi.”” Match ber who can. [ Exit.

" -SCENE, Lovegold’s houfe.

Enter LovecoLp, FrREpErIcK, HARRIET, M7rs. WisELY,
. and MaAr1ANA.

Love. You fee, Madam, what it is to marry extremely
young: here are a couple of tall branches for you almoit
the age of man and woman ; but ill weeds grow apace.

. Mrs. Wife. When children come to theirage, Mr. Love-
gold, they are no longer any trouble to their parents: what

-
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T have always dreaded was to have marricd into a family
where there were fmall children.

Lowe. Pray give me leave, young lady : I have been told
you have no great averfion to fpe€tacles: it is not that your
charmsdo not fufficiently ftrike the naked eye, orthatthey

- want addition ; but it is with glaffes we look at the ftars,
and I ’ll maintain you area ftar of beauty, that is, the fineft,
brighteft, and moft glorious, of all ftars.

Mar. Harriet, I fhall certainly burft. Oh! naufeous fil-
thy fellow ! ’

Love. What does fhe fay to you Harriet ?

Har. She fays, Sir, if fhe were a ftar you fhould be fure
of her kindeft influence. |

Love. How can I return this great honour you do me ?

Mar. Ah! what an animal! what a wretch!

Love. How vaftlyam I obliged to you for thefe kind fen-
timents! i ’

Mar. I hall neverbe ableto hold it out unlefs you keep
him at a greater diftance.

Lowe. tiffening.] 1 fhall make them both keep theirdi-
ftance Madam. Hark ’e, you Mr. Spendall, why don’t you
come and make this lady fome acknowledgment for the
great honour fhe does your father?

Fred. My father has indeed, Madam, much reafon to be
vain of his choice : you will be doubtlefs a very great ho-
nour to our family ; notwithftanding which I cannot dif-
femble my real fentiments fo far as to counterfeit any joy
I fhall have in the name of Son-in-law ; norcan I help fay-
ing, that if it were inmy power I believe I fhould make no
fcruple of preventing the match.

Mar. 1believe it indeed : were they to afk the leave of
their children few parents would marry twice.

Lowe. Why, you illbred blockhead, is that the compli-
ment you make your mother-in-law ?

Fred. Well Sir, fince you will have me talk in another

_ ftyle—Suffer me, Madam, to put myfelfin the place of my
father; and believe me when I fwear to you I never faw
any one half fo charming ; “that I can imagine no happi-
¢ nefsequal to that of pleafing you';” that to be cailed your
Hufband would be to my earsa title more bleft,more glo-
rious, than that of the greateft of princes. ¢ The poffeffion
“of you is the moft valuablegift in the powerdf Iortunc:
¢ that is the lovely mark to which all my ambition tends;
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“¢ there is nothing which 1 am not capable of undertaking
¢¢ to attain fo great a bleﬂing, all difficulties, when you
«¢ are the prize in purfuit
Lowe. Hold, hold, Sir! foftly if you pleafe!
" Fred. I am only faying a few civil things, Sir, for you
to this lady.
- Love. Your humble fervant Sir! I have a tongue to fay
" civil things with myfelf: I have no need of fuch an inter-
preter as you are fweet Sir!

Mar. If your father could not fpeak better for himfelf
than his fon can for him I am afraid he would meet with
little fuccefs.

Lowve. I don’t afk you, ladies, to drink any wine before
{upper, left it fhould fpoil your ftomachs.

Fred. I have taken the liberty to order fome fweetmeats
Sir, and tokay, in the next room: I hope the ladies will
excufe what is wanting.

Mrs. Wife. There was no neceflity for fuch a collation,

Fred. to Mariana.] Did you ever fee, Madam, fo fine 2
brilliant as that on my father’s finger?

Mar. 1t feems indeed to be a very fine one.

Fred. You cannot judge of it, Madam, unlefs you were
to fee it nearer. If youwill give me leave Sir. [T akes it off

from bis father’s finger and gives it to Mariana. There is no
feeing a jewel while it is on the finger.

Mrs. Wife. Mar.] Itis really aprodlgrous fine one.

Fred. preventing Mariana, who is going to return it.] No,
Madam, it is already in the beft hands. My father, Madam,
intends it as a prefent to you, therefore 1 hope you will
accept it.

Lowve. Prefent! I!

+ Fred. Is it not, Sir, your requeft to this ]ady that fhe
would wear this bauble for your fake?

Lowe. to his fon.] Is the devil in you?

Fred. He makes figns to me that ‘I would entreat youte
accept it.

Mar. 1 fhall not upon my word.

Fred. He will not receive it again.

Lowve. 1 fhall run ftark ftaring mad!

Mar. 1 mult infift on returning it.

Fred. It would be cruel in you to refufe him; let me en-
treat you, Madam, not to thock my poor f'\ther to fuch a
degree.
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Mrs. Wife. It is illbreeding, child, to refufe fo often.

Love.Oh,that thedevilwouldbutflyawaywiththisfellow!

Fred. See, Madam, what agonies he is 1n left.you thould
return it It is not my fauit dear Sir! Ido all I canto
prevail with her—but the is obftinate——For pity’s fake,
Madam, keep it.

Love. to his fon.] Infernal villain!

Fred. My father will never forgive me, Madam, unlefs
I fucceed: on my knees I entreat you.

Lowe. The cutthroat !

Mprs. Wife. Daughter, I proteft you make me afhamed
of you. Come, come, put up the ring, fince Mr. Lovegold
is fo uneafy about it. '

Mar. Your commands, Madam, always determine me,
and I fhall refufe no longer.

Lowe. I1hall be undone! I'with I was buried while I have
one farthing left.

Enter James.

Fames. Sir, there is a man at the door who defires to
fpeak with you.

Love. Tell him I am bufy——bid him come another
time—bid him leave his bufinefs with you

Fames. Muft he leave the money he has brought with
me Sir? [ Exit Fames.

Lowve. No, no, ftay—tell him I come this inftant. Iafk
pardon ladies, I’ll wait on you again immediately. [ Exit.

Fred. Will you pleafe, ladies, to walk into the next room,
and tafte the collation I was mentioning?

Mar. I have ate too much fruit already this afternoon.

Mrs. Wife. Really, Sir, this is an unneceffary trouble ;
but fince the tokay is provided I will tafte one glafs.

Har. I’ll wait on you Madam.

. [ Exeunt Mys. Wifely and Harriet.

Mar. That is a mighty pretty piQure over the door
Harriet; isitafamily-piece my dear ? Ithink it hasagreat
deal of you in it ; are not you generally thought very like
it >—Heyday! where is my mamma and your fifter gone?

Fred. They thought, Madam, we might have fome bu-
finefs together, and fo were willing to leave us alone.

Mar. Did they fo? but as we happen to have no bufi-
nefs together we may as well follow them.

Fred. When a lover has no other obftacles to furmount
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but thofe his miftrefs throws in his way fhe is in the right
not to become too eafy a conqueft; but were you as kind
as I could with my father would ftill prove a fufficient bar
to our happinefs, therefore it is a double cruelty in you.

Mar. Our happinefs! how came your happinefs and
mine to depend fo on one anctherpray, ¢ when that of the
¢ motherand fon-in-law are ufually fo very oppofite 2’

Fred. This is keeping up the play behind the curtain.
Your kindnefs to him comes from the fame fpring as your
cruelty to me.

Mar. Modeft enough! then I fuppofe you .think both
fictiticus.

Fred. Faith, to be fincere T do. Without arrogance, I
think I have nothing in me fo deteltable as fhould make
you déaf to all I fay, or blind to all I fuffer. This I am
certain, therc is nothing in him fo charming as to capti-
vate a weman cf your fenfe in a moment.

Mar. You are miltaken Sir; money, money, the moft
charmingofall things ; money, which will fay more in one
moment than the meft eloquent lever can in years. Per-
haps you will fay a manisnot young; I anfwerhe is rich;
he is not genteel, handfome, witty, brave, goodhumour-
ed; but he is rich, rich, rich, rich, rich that one word
contradis every thing you can fay againft him; and if
you were to praife a perfon fora whole hour,and erd with,
_ But he is poor, you overthrow all you have faid ; for it has

long been an eftablifhed maxim, that he who is rich can
have no vice, and he that is poor can have no virtue.

Fred. Thefe principles are foreign to the real fentiments
of Mariana’s heart. I vow, did you but know how'iil a
counterfeit youare, howawkwardly illnaturefitsupon you,
vou’d never wear it. ¢ There is not one fo abandoned but
¢ that fhe can affeét what is amiable better than you can
¢¢ what isodiouvs. Naturc haspaintedin youthe complexion
¢ of virtue in fuch lively.colours, that nothing but what is
¢¢ lovely can fait ycu or appear your own.”

Lnter HARRIET.

Jar. Tleft your mamma, Mariana, with Mr. Clerimont,
who is fhewing her fome piGtures in the gallery. Well, have
you told him?

Mar. Told him what? .

Iar. Why, what you told me this afternoon, that you
loved him.
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Mar. 1tell you I'loved him—Oh, barbarous falfehood !

Fred. Did you? could you fay fo? Oh, repeat it to my
face, and make me blefs’d to that degree!

Har. Repeat it to him, cann’t you? How can you be
fo illnatured to conceal any thing from another whicle
would make him happy to know ?

Mar. The lie would choke me were I to fay fo.

Har. Indeed, my dear! you have faid you hated him fo
often that you need not fear that. But if the will not dif-
cover it to you herfelf, take my word for it, brother, fhe
is your own without any poffibility of lofing : fhe is full as
fond of you as you are of her. I hate this peevifh, foolifh,
coynefsin women, who will fuffera worthyloverto languifh
and defpair, when they nced only put themfelves to the pain
of telling truth to make him eafy.

Mar. Give me leave to tell you, Mifs Harriet, thisisa
treatment I did not expe& from you, efpecially in your
own houfe, Madam. I did not imagine I wasinvited hither
to be betrayed, and that you had entered into a plot with
your brother againft my reputation.

Har. We form a plot againfl’ your reputation! I wifh
you could fee, my dear! how prettily thefe airs become
you—take my word for it you would have no reafon to be
in love with your fancy.

Mar. I fhould indeed have no reafon to be in love with
my fancy if it were fixed where you have infinuated it ¢ to
¢ be placed.” .

Har. If you have any reafon, Madam, to be athamed of
your, choice it is from denying it. My brother is every
way worthy of you Madam; and give me Jeave to tell you,
if I can prevent it you fhall not render him as ridiculous
to the Town as you have fome other of your admirers.

Fred, Dear Harriet ! carry it no farther ; you will ruin
me for ever with her.

Har. Away! youdo not know the fex : her vanity will
make you play the fool till the defpifes you, and then con-
tempt will deftroy her affection for you It is a part
the has often played.

Mar. I am’obliged to you however, Madam, for the

leffon you have given me, how far I may depend on awo-

man’s friendfhip: it will be my own fault if ever I am de-
ceived hereafter.
Har. My friendfhip, Madam, naturally cools when I
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difcover its obje@slefs worthy than I imagined her.—Ican
never have any violent eftcem for one who would make
herfelf unhappy to make the perfon who dotes on her more
{o; the ridiculous cuftom of the world is a poor excufe for
fuch a behaviour; and in my opinion thecoquette who fa-
crifices the eafe and reputation of as many as the is able to
an illnator’d vanity, is a more odious, I am fure fhe is a
more pernicious, creature than the wretch whom fondnefs
betrays to make her lover happy at the expenfeof herown
reputation.
Enter Mrs. WiseLy and CLERIMONT.

Mrs. Wife. Upon my word, Sir, you have a moft ex-
cellent tafte for pi€tures.

Mar. I can bear this no longer: if you had been bafe
enough to have given up all fricndthip and honour, good-
breeding fhould have reftrained you from ufing me after
this inhumane, cruel, barbarous, manner.

Mrs. Wife. Blefs mechild! what’s the matter?

Har. Let me entreat you, Mariana, not to expofe your-
felf; you have nothing te complain of on his fide, and
therefore pray let the whole be a fecret.

Mar. A fecret! no Madam: the whole world fhall
know how I have been treated. I thank Heaven I have it
in my power to be revenged on you ; and if I am not re-
venged on you

Fred. See, ﬁﬁer, was I not in the right ? did I not tell
you you would ruin me ? and now you have done it.

Har. Courage! all will go well yet : you muft not be
frightened at a few ftorms: thefe are only blafts that carry
a lover to his harbour.

Enter LovecoLp.

Love. I afk your pardon; I have difpatched my bufi-
nefs with all poffible hatte.

Mrs. Wife. 1 did not expe&, Mr. Lovegold, when we
wereinvitedhitherthat your children intendedto affront us.

Lowe. Has any one affronted you Madam?

Mrs. Wife. Your children, Sir, have ufed my poor girl
fo ill that they have brought tears into her eyes. I can
affure you we are not ufed to be treated in this manner.
My daughter is of as good a family

Lowe. Out of my fight audacious vile wretches! and
let me never fee you again.

Fred. Sir, 1
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Love. I won’t hear a word, and I with Imay never heat
you more. Was ever fuch impudence ! to dare, after-what
I have told you

Har. Come, brother, perhaps I may give you fome
comfort.

Fred. I fear you have deftroyed it for ever.

[Exeunt Frederick and Harrict.

Love. How fhall I make you amends for the rudenefs
you have fuffered ? Poor pretty creature! had they ftolen
my purfe I would almoft as foon have pardened them.

Mrs. Wife. The age is come to a fine pafs indeed if
children are to control the wills of their parents. If I
would have confented to a fecond mateh I would have becn
glad to fee a child of mine oppofe it.

Love. Let us be married immediately my dear ! and if
afier that they ever dare to offend you they fhall ftay no
longer under my roof.

Mrs. Wife. ¢ Look’e, Mariana, I know your confent
*¢ will appear a little fudden, and not altogether conform
¢ to thofe nice rules of decorum of which I have been all
¢ my life fo ftriGt an obferver, but this is fo prudent a
« match that the world will be apt to give you a difpen-
¢¢ fation. When women feem too forward to run away
¢¢ with idle young fellows the world is, as it ought to be,
¢ very {evere on them ; but when they only confult their
¢¢ intereft in their confent, though it be never fo quickly
< given, we fay La! who fufpeéted it ? it was mighty pri-
¢¢ vately carried on'!

Mar. ¢ I refign myfelf entirely over to your will Ma-
¢ dam, and am at your difpofal.”

Mrs. Wife. Mir. Lovegold, my daughtcr is a little fhy
on this occafion : you know your courtfhip has not been of
any long date; but fhe has confidered your great merit,
and I believe I may venture to give you her cenfent.

Love. And fhall 12 Hey! I begin to find myfelf the hap-
pitft man upon earth! ’Od! Madam, you fhall be a grand-
mother within thefe ten months—I am a very young fellow.

Mar. If you were five years younger I fhould utterly
deteft you.

Love. The very creature fhe was defcribed to be! No
ene fure ever {o luckily found a mafs of treafureas I have.
My pretty fweet! if you will walk a few minutes in the

. ' D ijj
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garden I will wait on you; I muft give fome neceﬂ'ary or-
ders to my clerk.

Mr.r Wife. We fhall expe& you with impatience.

[ Exeunt Mariana and Mrs. Wifely.

Lowve. C]erlmont, come hither: you fee the diforder my
houfe islike to be in this evening. I muft truft every thing
to your care; fee that matters be . managed with as fmall
expenfe as poffible. My extravagant fon has fent for fruit,
fiveetmeats,and tokay. Take care what is not eat or drank
be returned to the tradefpeople. If you cau fave a bottle
of the wine let that be fent back too; -and put up what is
left, if part of a bottle, in a pint: that I will keep for my
owndrinking when I am fick. Be fure that the fervants of
my guefts be not atked to come farther than the hall, for
fear fome of mine fhould afk them to eat. I trult every
thing to you.

Cler. 1 fhall take all the care poffible Sir: but there is
one thing in this entertainment of your’s which gives me
inexpreflible pain. -

Lowe. What is that prithee?

Cler. 'That 1s, the caufe of it. Give me leave, Sir, to be
free on this occafion. T am forry a man of your years and
'pmdence fhould be prevailed on to {o indifcreet an adtion
as I fear this marriage will be called.

Lowe. I know fhe has not quite fo great a fortune as I
might expeét.

Cler. Has fhe any fortune Sir?

Love. Oh, yes, yes; I have been very well affured that
her mother is in very good circumftances, and you know
fhe is her only daughter. Befides, fhe has feveral qualities
which will fave a fortune ; * and a penny faved is a penny
¢¢ got. Since I find I have great occafion fora wife, I might
¢¢ have fearched all over this Town and not have got one
¢¢ cheaper.”

Cler. Sure you are in a dream Sir ; fhe fave a fortune!

Love. In the article of a table at leaft two hundred
pounds a-year.

Cler. Sure, Sir, you do not know

Love. In clothes two hundred more

. Cler. There is not, Sir, in the whole Town

Love. In jewels one hundred; play five hundred: thefe
have been all proved to me; beﬁdes all that her mother is
worth. In fhort, I have made a very prudent choice.

Cler. Do but hear me Sir.
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Love. Takea particular care of the family my good boy.
Pray, let there be nothing waited. [ Exit Love. |

Cler. How vainly do we fpend our breath while paffion
fhuts the ears of thofe we talk to. ¢ I thought it impof-
¢¢ fibl= for any thing to have furmounted his avarice ; but I
< find there is one little paffion which reigns triumphant
¢ in every mind it creeps into, and whether a man be co-
¢ vetous, proud, or cowardly, it is in the power of woman
¢¢ to make himliberal,humble, and brave.’’ Sure this young
lady will not let her fury carry herinto the arms of a wretch
fhe defpifes; but as fhe is a coquette there is no anfwering
for any of her a¢tions. ¢ I will haften to acquaint Frede-
¢¢ rick with what I have heard. Poor man! how little fa-
¢¢ tisfaction he finds in his miftrefs compared to what I
¢¢ meet in Harriet! Love to him is mifery, to me perfe&t
¢ happinefs. Women are always one or the other; they
¢ are never indifferent.

¢ Whoever takes for better and for worfe
¢ Meets with the greateft blefling or the greateft curfe.”  [Exit,

ACT 1V.
ScENE, a ball in Lovegold’s houfe.
FrEDERICK and RAMILIE.

- FrEDERICK.

How:! Lappet my enemy! and can fhe attempt to for-
ward Mariana’s marriage with father?

Ram. Sir, upon my honour it is true: fhe told it me in
the higheft confidence; a truft, Sir, which nothing but the
inviolable friendthip I have for you could have prevailed
with me to have broken.

Fred. Sir, I am your moft humble fervant ; I am infi-
nitely obliged to your friendfhip.

Ram. Oh Sir! but really I did withftand pretty confi-
derable offers: for, would you think it Sir? the jade had
the impudence to attempt to engage me too in the affair.
1 believe, Sir, you would have been pleafed to have heard
the anfwer I gave her: Madam, fays I, do you think if I
had no more honour I thould have no greater regard to my
intereft? It is my intereft, Madam, fays I, to be honeit;
for my matter is a man of that generofity, that liberality,
that bounty, that I am fure he will never fuffer any fervant
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of his to be a lofer by being true to him. No, ho, fays I,
let him alone for rewarding a fervant when he is but once
aflured of his fidelity. ‘

Fred. No demands now Ramilie; I fhall find a time to
reward you. .

Ram. That waswhat I told her Sir. Doyou think, faysT,
that this old rafcal, (Iafk yourpardon Sir) that thishunks,
my mafter’s father, will live for ever? And then, fays I, do
you think my mafter will not remember his old friends?

Fred. Well; but, dear Sir, let us have no more of your
rhetorick—go and fetch Lappet hither; Il try if Icann’t
bring her over.

Ram. Bring her over! a fig for her Sir! I have a plot
worth fifty of your’s. I’ll blow her up with your father: -
I’ll make him believe juft the contrary of every word fhe
has told him.

Fred. Can you do that?

Ram. Never fear it Sir; I warrant my lies keep even
pace with her’s. But, Sir, I have another plot; I don’t
queftion but before you fleep I fhall put you in pofleflion
of fome thoufands of your father’s money.

Fred. He has done all in his power to provoke me to it ;
but I am afraid that will be carrying the jeft too far.

Ram. Sir, I will undertake to make it out that robbing
him isadownright meritorious a&. Befides, Sir, if youhave
any qualms of confcience you may returnithimagain: your
having pofleflion of it will bring him to any terms.

Fred. Well, well, I believe there is little danger of thy
ftealing any thing from him; fo about the firft affair; it is
that only which caufes my prefent pain.

Ram. Fear nothing, Sir, whillt Ramilie is your friend.

[Exit.
Enter CLERIMONT. . )

Fred. If impudence can give a title to fuccefs I am fure
thou haft a good ene.

Cler. Oh Frederick ! I have been looking you all over
the houfe. I have news for you which wiil give me pain to
difcover, tho’ it is neceffary you fhould know it. Infhort,
Mariana has determined to marry your father thisevening.

Fred. How! oh Clerimont! is it poffible? curfed be the
politicks of my fifter! fhe is the innocent occafion of this.
And canMariana, from apique toher, throw herfelf away 2
Dear Clerimont! give me fome adviec; think an fome me-
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thod by which I may prevent, at leaft defer, this match;
for that moment which gives her to my father will ftrike
a thoufand daggers in my heart.

Cler. Would I could advife you! But here comes one who
is more likely to invent fome means for your deliverance.

Fred. Ha! Lappet.

- Enter LaereT.

Lap. Heyday! Mr. Frederick, you ftand with your
arms acrofs, and look as melancholy as if there was a fu-
neral going on in the houfe inftead of a wedding.

Fred. This wedding, Madam, will prove the occafion
of my funeral ; I am obliged to you for being inftrumen-
tal to it.

Lap. Why, truly, if you confider the cafe rightly I
think you are: it will be much more to your intereit to—

Fred. Miftrefs, undo immediately what you have done,
prevent this match which you have forwarded, or by all
the devils which inhabit that heart of your's————

Lap. ¢ For Heaven’s fake Sir! you do not intend to
¢ kill me?

Fred. ¢ What could drive your villany to attempt to
¢t rob me of the woman I dote on more than life? what
¢ could urge thee, when I trufted thee with my paffion,
< when I have paid themoft extravagant ufury for money
¢ 1o bribe thee to be my friend, what could fway thee to
¢ betray me?

Lap. «¢ As I hope to be fav’d Sir, whatever Ihave done
¢ was intended for your fervice.

Fred. ¢ Itisin vain to denyit; I know thou haft ufed
¢ thy utmoft art to perfuade my father into this match.

Lap. < If 1did Sir, it was all with a view towards your
‘¢ intereft ; if I have done any thing to prevent your ha-
* ving her, it was becaufe I thought you would do better
¢ without her.

Fred. < Wouldft thou to fave my life tear out myheart ?
** and doft thou like an impudent inquifitor, whilft thou

- ¢ art deftroying me affert it is for my own fake 2’

Lap. Be but appeas’d Sir, and let me recover out of
this terrible fright you have put me into, and I will en-
gage to make you eafy yet.

Cler. Dear Frederick! adjourn your anger for a while
at leaft : I am fure Mrs. Lappet is not your enemy in her
heart ; ¢ and whatever the has done, if it has not been for
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¢ your fake, this Idare confidently affirm it hasbeen for her
¢« own:’’ and 1 havefo good an opinion of her, that the mo-~
ment you fhew herit will be more herintereft to ferve you
than to oppofe you you may be fecure of her friendfhip.

Fred. But hasfhe notalreadycarried it beyond retrieval?

Lap. Alas Sir! I never did any thing yet fo effe@ually
but that I have been capable of undoing it; nor have L
ever faid any thing fo pofitively but that I have been able
as pofitively to unfay it again. As for truth, I have ne-
gle&ed it fo long that I often forget which fide of the
queftion it is of : befides, I look on it to be fo very infig-
nificant towards {uccefs, that I am indifferent whether it
is for me or againft me.

Fred. Let me entreat you,dear Madam! to lofe no time
in informing us of your many excellent qualities; but con-
fider how very precious our time is, fince the marriage is
intended this very evening.

Lap. That cannot be.

Cler. My own ears were witneffes to her confent.

Lap. That indeed may be but for the marriage it
cannot be, nor it thall not be.

Fred. How ! how will you prevent it ?

Lap. By an infallible rule I have. But Sir, Mr. Cleri-
mont was mentioning a certain little word called Intereft
juft now. Ithould not repeat it to you Sir, but thatreally
one goes about a thing with fo much better a will, and
one has fo much better luck in it too, when one has got
fome little matter by it.

Fred. Here, take all the money I havein my pocket, and
on my marriage with Mariana thou fhalt have fifty more.

Lap. That is enough Sir; if they were half married al-
ready I would unmarry them again. I am impatient till I
am about it.—Oh, there is nothing like gold to quicken
a woman’s capacity ! [Exit.

Fred. Dot thou think I may place any confidence in
what this woman fays?

Cler. Faith I thinkfo. Ihave told you how dexteroufly
fhe managed my affairs. Thave feen fuch proofs of her ca-
pacity that I am much eafier on yeur account than I was.

Fred. My own heart is fomething lighter too. Oh Cle-
rimont! how dearly do we buy all the joys which we re-
ceive from women!

Cler. ¢ A coquette’s lover generally pays very feverely
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< indeed : his game is fure to lead him'a long chafe, and
¢ if he catches her at laft the is hardly worth. carrying
¢¢.home—You will excufe me.

Fred. ¢ It does not affe@ me, for what appears a co-
“ quette in Mariana is rather the effect of fprightlinefsand
¢¢ youth than any fixed habit of mind; fhe has gpod fenfe
¢¢ and good-nature at the bottom. ’

Cler. ¢ If fhe has good-nature it is at the bottom in-
¢ deed, for I think fhe has never difcovered any to you.

Fred. ¢ Women of her beauty and merit have fuch a
¢ variety of admirers that they are fhocked to think of
¢¢ giving up all the reft by fixing on one. Befides, fo many
¢¢ pretty gentlemen are continually attending them, and
¢ whifpering foft things in their ears, who think all their
¢¢ fervices well repaid by a courtefy or a fmile, that they
¢¢ are ftartled, and think a lover a moft unreafonable crea-
<¢ ture who can imagine he merits their wholaperfon.

Cler. ¢ They are of all people my averfion; they are a
¢¢ fort of fpaniels, who tho’ they have no chance of running
¢¢ down the hare themlelves often fpoil the chafe. T have
¢ known one of thefe fellows purfue half the fine women
¢¢ in Town without any other defign thanof enjoying them
¢¢ all in the arms of a ftrumpet. It is pleafant enough to
¢¢ fee them watching the eyes of a woman of quality half
¢¢ an hour to get an opportunity of making a bow to her.

Fred. ¢ Which fhe often returns with a fmile, or fome
¢¢ more extraordinary mark of affetion, from a charitable
¢¢ defign of giving pain to her real admirer, who tho’ he
¢¢ cann't be jealous of the animal is concern’d to fee her
¢¢ condefcend to take notice of him.

¢¢ Enter HARRIET.

Har. * I fuppofe, brother, you have heard of my good
¢¢ father’s economy, that he has refolv’d to join two en-
¢4 tertainments in one—and prevent giving an extraordi-
¢¢ nary wedding-fupper.

“red. ¢ Yes, I have heard it, and I hope have taken
¢¢ meafures to prevent it.

Har. ¢« Why, did you believe it then?

Fred. ¢ Ithink I had no longer room to doubt.

Har. ¢ T would not believe it if I were to fee them in
¢¢ bed together. :

Fred, ¢ Heaven forbid it!

Har. ¢ So fay I too; Heaven forbid I fhould have fuch
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¢ a mother-in-law! but I think if fhe were wedded into
¢ any other family you would have no reafon to lament
¢¢ the lofs of fo conftant a miftrefs.

Fred. ¢ Dear Harriet! indulge my weaknefs.

Har. ¢ I will indulge your weaknefs with all my heart
¢ —but the men ought not; for they are fuch lovers as
¢¢ you who fpoil the women.—Come, if you will bring
¢¢ Mr. Clerimont into my apartment I’ll give you a difh
¢¢ of tea, and you fhall have fome /a/ volatile in it, tho’ you
¢ have no real caufe for any depreffion of your {pirits, for
¢¢ I dare fwear your miftrefs is very fafe; and I am fure
#¢if fhe were to be loft in the manner you apprehend fhe
¢¢ would be the beft lofs you ever had in your life.

Cler. ¢ Oh Frederick! if your miftrefs were but equal
¢¢ to your fifter you might well be called the happiett of
¢ mankind.” [Exeunt.

Enter Mar1ANA and LarrerT.

Lap. Ha, ha, ha! and fo you have perfuaded the old
lady that you really intend to have him?

Mar. 1 tell you I do really intend to have him.

Lap. Havehim! ha, ha, ha! for what do you intend to
have him?

Mar. HaveInottold youalready that I willmarry him 2

Lap. Indeed you will not. :

Mar.-How, Mrs. Impertinence, has your miftrefs told
you fo? and did fhe fend you hither to perfuade me againft
the match? ,

Lap. What fhould you marry him for? Asfor his riches,
you might as well think of going hungry to a fine enter-
tainment where you were fure of not being fuffered to eat =
the very income of your own fortune will be more than
he will allow you. Adieu fine clothes, operas, plays, affem-
blies; adieu dear quadrille—And to what have you facri-
ficed all thefe ?—not to a hutband—for whatever youmake
of him you will never make a hufband of him I’m fure.

Mar. This is aliberty, Madam, I fhall not allow yau;
if you intend to ftay in this houfe you muft leave off thefe
pretty airs you have lately given yourfelf.—Remember
you are a fervant here, and not the miftrefs, as you have
been fuffered to affe&.

Lap. You may lay afide your airs too, good Madam!
if you come to that, for I fhall not defire to ftay in this
houfe when you are the miftrefs of it.

2
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Mar.” It will be prudent in you not to put on your ufual
infolence to me, for if you do yourmafter fhall punifh you
for it.

Lap. 1 have one comfort, he will not be able to punifh
me half fo much as he will you; the worft he can do to
me is to turn me out of the houfe—but you he can keep
in it. Wife to an old fellow! faugh!

Mar. 1f Mifs Harriet fent you on this errand you may
return and tell her her wit is fhallower than I imagined
it—and fince fhe has no more experience I believe I fhall
fend my daughter-in-law to fchool again. [Exit.

Lap. Hum! you will have a fchoolmafter at home. I
begin to doubt whether this {weet-temper’d creature will

oot marry in {pite atlaft. I have one projeét more to pre-
vent her, and that I will about inftantly. [Exits

ScENE, the garden.

Enter LovegoLp and Mrs. WiseLy.

Lowve. Icannot be eafy ; I muft fettle fomething upon her.

Mrs. Wife. Believe me, Mr. Lovegold, it isunneceffary s
when youdieyouwillleave yourwife very well provided for.

Lowe. Indeed I have known feveral lawfuits happen on
thefe accounts ; and fometimes the whole has been thrown
away in difputing to which party it belonged. I fhall not
fleep in my grave while a fet of villanous lawyers are di-
viding the little money I have among them.

Mrs. Wife. I know this old fool is fond enough now to
come to any terms; but it is ill trufting him : violent paf-
fions can never laft Jong at his ears. . [dfide.

Love. What are you confidering ?

Mrs. Wife. Mr. Lovegold, I am fure, knows the world
too well to have the worfe opinion of any woman from her
prudence ; thercfore Imuft tell you this delay of thematch
does not at all pleafe me: it feems to argue your inclipa-
tion abated, and fo it is better to let the treaty end here.
My daughter has a very good offer now, which were fhe
to refufe on your account fthe would make a very ridicu-
lous figure in the world after you had left her.

Love. Alas, Madam! I love her better than any thing -
almoft upon the face of the earth: this delay is to fecure
hera good jointure : I am not worth the money the world
fays; 1 am not indeed. E
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Mrs. Wife. Well Sir,then there can be noharm, for the
fatisfation both of her mind and mine, in your figning a
{mall contra&, which can be prepared immediately.

Love. What fignifies figning Madam?

Mrs. Wife. 1 fee, Sir, youdon’t care for it, fo there is
no harm done: and really this other is fo very advanta-
geous an offer that I don’t know whether I fhall not be
blam’d for refufing him on any account.

Love. Nay, but be not in hafte; what would you have
" me fign?

Mrs. Wife. Only to perform your promife of marriage.

ZLove. Well, well, let your lawyer draw it up then, and
mine fhall look it over.

Mrs. Wife. 1 believe my lawyer is in the houfe; I’ll go
to him and get it done inftantly, and then we will give
this gentleman a final anfwer. I aflure you he isa very ad-
vantageous offer. [Exit.

Love. As I intend to marry this girl there can be no
harm in figning the contra&: her lawyer draws it up, fo
1 fhall be at no expenfe, forI can get mine to look it over
fornothing. Ifhould havedone very wifely indeed to have
entitled her to a third of my fortune, whereas I will not
make her jointure above a tenth! I proteft it is with fome
difficulty that I have prevailed with myfelf to put off the
match: I am more in love I find than I fufpeéted.

Enter LarrET.

Lap. Oh, unhappy miferable creature that Iam! what
fhall I do? whither fhall I go?

Love. What’s the matter Lappet ?

Lap. To have been innocently affifting in betraying fo
good a man! fo good a mafter! fo good a friend !

Lowve. Lappet, I fay.

Lap. 1 fhall never forgive myfelf; I fhall never outlive
it ; I fhall never eat, drink, fleep—— [ Runs againft him.

Lowe. One would think you were walking in your fleep
now. What can be the meaning of this?

Lgp. Oh Eir !—ypu are undone Sir! and I am undone!

Lowe. Hew ! what! has any one robb’d me? have I loft
any thing? . _

Lap. No Sir; but you have got fomething.

Love. What? what?

Lap. A wife Sir.

Love. No, I have not yet

but why——
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Lap. How Sir ! are you not married ?

Lowe. No.

Lap. That is the happieft word I ever heard come out
of your mouth.

Love. I have, for fome particular reafons, put off the
match for a few days.

Lap. Yes Sir; and for fome particular reafons you fhall
put off the match for a few years.

" Love. What do you fay?

Lap. Oh Sir! this affair has almoft determined me ne-
ver to engage in matrimonial matters again. I have been
finely deceived in this lady ! I told you, Sir, fhe had an
eftate in a certain country; but I find it is all a cheat Sir;
the devil of any eftate has fhe !

Love. How! not any eftate atall! how can fhe live then?

Lap. Nay Sir, Heaven knows how half the people in
this Town live.

Love. However, it is an excellent good qualityin a wo-
man to be able'to live without an eftate. She that can
make fomething out of nothing will make a little go a
great way, I am forry fhe has no fortune ; but confider-
ing all her faving qualities Lappet

Lap. All an impofition Sir; fhe is the moft extravagant
wretch upon earth.

Love. How! how! extravagant?

Lap. I tell you, Sir, theisdownright extravaganceitfelf.

- Love. ¢ Can it be poflible after what you told me?

Lap. ¢ Alas, Sir! that was only a cloak thrown over
¢¢ her real inclinations.”

ZLove. How was it poffible for you to be deceived in her?

Lap. Alas, Sir! the would have deceived any one upon
carth, even you yourfelf: for, Sir, during a whole fort-
night, fince you have been in love with her, the has made
it her whole bufinefs to conceal her extravagance and ap-
pear thrifty.

Love. That is a good fign tho’ Lappet, let me tell you
that is a good fign ; right habits as well as wrong are got
by affe&ting them : and fhe who could be thrifty a whole
fortnight gives lively hopes that fhe may be brought to be
fo as long as fhe a lives.

.. Lap. She loves play to diftra&ion; it is the only vifible
way 1n the world fhe has of a living.

LovefShe muft win then Lappet; and play, when people.
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play the beff of the game, is no fuch very bad thing. Be-
fides, as fhe plays only to fupport herfelf, when fhe can be
fupported without it fhe may leave it off.
Lap. To fupport her extravagance, in drefs particular-
‘ly ; why, don’t you fee, Sir, fhe is drefs’d out to-daylike
a princefs ? :
Love. It may be an effe& of prudence in a young wo-
man to drefs in order to get a hufband ; and as that 1s ap~
parently her motive, when fhe ismarried that motive ceafes:
and tofay the truth fhe isin difcourfe a very prudent young
woman.
Lap. Think of her extravagance.
Love. A woman of the greateft modefty.
Lap. And extravagance.
Love. She has really a very fine fet of teeth.
Lap. She will have all the teeth out of your head.
Love. I never faw finer eyes.
ZLap. She will eat you out of houfe and home.
ZLove. Charming hair.
Lap. She will ruin you.
Lowve. Sweet kiffing lips, fwelling breafts,and the fineft
fhape that ever was embraced. [Catching Lap.in bis arms.
Lap. Oh Sir! I am not the lady—Was ever fuch an
old goat !——Well Sir, I fee you are determin’d on the
match, andfo I defire you would pay me my wages. I can-
net bear to fee the ruin of a family in which I have lived
folong that I have contraéted as great a friendthip for it
as if it was my own : I cann’t bear to fee wafte, riot, and
extravagance ; to fee all the wealth a poor honett indu-
ftrious gentleman has been raifing all his lifetime {quan-
dered away in a year or two in feaits, balls, mufick, cards,
clothes, jewels—It would break my heart to fee my poor
old mafter eat out by a fet of fingers, fiddlers, milliners,
mantuamakers, mercers, toymen, jewellers, fops, cheats,
rakes to fee his guineas fly about like duft, all his
ready money paid in one morning to one tradefman, his
whole ftock in the funds fpent in one half year, all his
land fwallowed down in another, all his old gold, nay,
the very plate which he has had in his family time out of
mind, which has defcended from father to fon ever fince
the flood, “ to fee even that difpofed of.”” What willthey
have next I wonder, when they have had all that he is
worth inthe world, and left the poor old man without any
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thing to furnifh his old age with the neceffarfes of life’—
Will they be contented then? or will they tear out his
bowels and eat themtoo! [ Bothburfl into tears.] The laws
are cruel to put it in the power of a wife to ruin her huf-
band in this manner—And will any one tell me that fuch
a woman as this is handfome —What are a pair of fhi-
ning eyes, when they muft be bought with the lofs of all
one’s fhining old gold ?

Love. Oh, my poor old gold !

Lap. Perhaps fhe has a fine fet of teeth.

Love. My poor plate, that I have hoarded with {6 muche
care!

Lap. Or 1’1l grant fhe mayhavea moft beautiful fhape.

Love. My dear lands and tenements!

Lap. What are the rofes on her cheeks, or lilies in her-
neck? (]

Lowve. My poor India bonds, bearing at leaft three and
a half per cent! '

Lap. A fine excufeindeed when a man is ruined by his
wife to tell us he has married a beauty:!

Enter Lawyer.

Law. Sir, the contradt is ready ; my client has fent for
the counfel on the other fide, and he is' now below exa~-
mining it.

_Love, Get you:out of my doors-you villain! you and:
your client too ;-I’H contra& you with a pox !

Law. Heyday! fure you are non compos mentis..

Love. No firrah; I had like to- have been:non-compos
mentis, butI have had the good-luck to efcape it. Go and
tell your client IThave difcovered her: bid hgx take her ad+
vantageous offer,.for I fliall fign no contraéts.

Law. This is the ftrangeft thing I lrave met with in my
whole courfe of pradtice.

Love. I am very much obliged to you Lappet; indeed:
Fam very much:obliged to you.

Lcp. I am fure, Sir, I have a very great fatisfaltion in
ferving you, and I hope you will confider of that little af-
fair that I mentioned to you to-day about my lawfuit.

Love. I'am very much obliged to you:

Lap. Thope, Sir, you won't {uffer me to be ruined when
I have preferved you from it..

- Love. Hey! [ Appearing deaf.
Eiyj
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Lap. You know, Sir, that in Weftminfter-hall money
and right are always, on the fame fide.

Low Ay, fotheyare; verytrue, fotheyare ; and there-
fore no one can take too much care of his money.

Lap. The {malleft matter of money, Sll‘, would do me
an infinite fervice.

Love. Hey f'what ?

Lap. A {mall matter of money, Sir, would do me a
great kindnefs.

Love. Oho! I have a very great kindnefs for you ; in-

~deed I have a very great kindnefs for you.

Lap Pox take your kinduefs!—I’m only lofing time;
there’s nothing to be got out of him; fo I'll even to Fre-
derick, andfee what the report of my fuccefs will dothere..
Abh, would I were married to thee myfelf! [Exit.

Love. What a prodigious efcape have I had! I cannot
look at the precipice without being giddy.

Enter Ramiris.

Zove. Who is that? Oh, is it you firrah? how dare yow.
enter within thefe walls?

Ram. Truly, Sir, I can fcarcely reconcile it to myfelf: I
think after what has happened you have no great title to.
my friendfhip: but I don’t know how it is Sir, there is
fomething or other about you which Rrangely engages my
affe&ions, and whlch, together with the friendfhip [ have
for your fon, won’t lct me fuffer you to be impofed upons
and to prevent that, Sir, is the whole and fole occafion of my
coming within yourdoors. Did not a certain lady, Sir,,
called Mrs. Lappet, depart from you juft now?

. Love. What if fhe did firrah?

Ram. Has fhe not, er, been talking to you about 2
young lady whofe name is Mariana?

Love. Well, and what then?

Ram. Why then, Sir, every fingle {yllable fhe has told:
you has been neither more nor lefs than a meft confounded:
lie, as is indeed every word fhe fays; for I don’t believe,,
upon a modeft calculation, fhe has told fix truths fince fhe:
has been in the houfe. She is made up of lies: herfatherwas
an attorney, and her mpther was chambermaid to a maid of
honour: the firft word fhefpoke was a lie, and fo will be the
laft. I know fhe has pretended a great affe@ion for you,
that’s one lie, and every thing fhe has faid of Mariana is
another.

.
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Love. How! how! are you fure of this?

Ram. Why, Sir, {he and I laid the plot together; that
one time indeed I myfelf was forced to deviate a little from
the truth, but it waswitha good defign ; the jade pretended
to me that it was out of friendfhip to my matfter; that it
was becaufe fhe thought fuch a match wounld not be at all
to his intereft ; but alas, Sir! I know her friendfhip begins
and ends at home, *“and that the has friendfhip for no per-
¢ fon living but herfelf.”” Why, Sir, do but look at Ma-
riana Sir, and fee whether you can think her fuch a fort of
woman as fhe has defcribed her to you.

Lowve. Indeed fhe has appeared to me always in a diffe-
rent light. I do believe what you fay. This jade has been
bribed by my children to impofe upon me. I forgive thee
all that thou haft done for this one fervice. 1 wiﬁ go and
deny all that I faid to the lawyer, and put an end to every
thing this moment. I knew it was impofiible fhe could
be fuch a fort of a woman. [Exit..

Ram. And I will go find out my mafter, make him the
happieft of mankind, fqueeze his purfe, andzthenget drunk
for the honour of all partyceloured politicians.

SCENE, the ball.

Enter FREDERICK and LarrET.

Fred. Excellent Lappet! I fhall never think I have fuf-
ficiently rewarded you for what you have done. .

Lap. I have only done half the bufinefs yet : I have, Ibe-
Lieve,effcftually broke offthe match with your father. Now,.
Sir, I fhall make up the matter between you and her.

Fred. Do but that, dear girl !‘ and-I’ll coin myfelf into.
guineas.

Lap. Keep yourfelf for your lady Sir; fhe will take all
that fort of coin I warrant her: as for me, I fhall be much
more eafily contented.

Fred. But what hopes canft thou have? for I, alas! fee
none.

Lap. Oh Sir! it is more eafy to make half-a-dozen
matches than to break one, and to fay the truth itisan
office [ myfelf likebetter. ¢ There is fomething methinks
¢ foprettyinbringing yeung peopletogether that are fond.
¢ of one another. I proteft, Sir, youwill be a mightyhand-
« fome couple. How fond you will be of a little girl the
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¢ exa& piture of her mother! and how fond will fhe be
¢ of a boy to put her in mind of his father!

Fred. ¢ Death! you jade, you have fired my imagina-
“ tion.”

Lap. But methinks I want to have the hurricane begin
hugely; I am furprifed they are not all together by the:
ears already.’

Enter RamivLik.

Ram. Oh, Madam, I little expetted to have found you
and my mafter together after what has happened; I did
not think you had had the affurance

Fred. Peace, Ramilie! all is well, and Lappet is the
beft friend I have in the world.

Ram. Yes Sir, all is well indeed ;. no thanks to her:
¢ happy is the mafter that has a good fervant; a good
¢¢ fervant is certainly the greateft treafure in this world :
¢ I have done your bufinefs for you Sir; I have fruftra-
¢¢ ted all fhe has been doing, deny’d all fhe has been tell-
¢¢ ing him :’*in fhort, Sir, I obferved herladythip ina long
conference with the old gentleman, mightily to your in-~
tereft as you may imagine ; no fooner was fhe gone than I
fteps in and made the old gentleman believe every fingle:
fyllable fhe had told him tobe a moft confounded lie, and.
away heisgone, fuilly determined to put an end to the affair..

Lap. And fign the contra& : fo now, Sir, youareruined.
without reprieve.. '

Fred. Death and damnation ! fool ! villain!

Ram. Heyday! what is the meaning of this? have I
done any more than you commanded me?

Fred. Nothing but my curfed ftars could have contrived
fo damined an accident.

Ram.You cannot blame me, Sir, whatever hashappened.

Fred. I don’t blame you Sir, nor myfelf, nor any one.
Fortune has marked me out for mifery: but I will be no
Jongeridle: fince I am to be ruined I’ll meet my deftruc~
tion. . [Exit.
E They fland fome time in filence looking at each other.

Lap. 1 give you joy Sir of the fuccefs of your negoti-
ation: you have approved yourfelf a-moft able perfon
truly ; and I dare fwear when yout fkill is once known you
will not want employment.

Ram. Do not triumph, good Mrs. Lappet ! apolitician.

1
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may make a blunder; I am fure no one can avoid it that
is employed with you, for you change fides fo often that
’tis impofiible to tell at any time which fide you are on.

Lap. And pray, Sir, what wastheoccafion of betraying
me to your mafter, for he has told me all?

Ram. Confcience, confcience! Mrs. Lappet, the great
guide of all my actions : I could not find in my heart to
let him lofe his miftrefs.

Lap. Your matfter is very much obliged to you indeed,
to lofe your own in order to preferve his. From hence-
forth I forbid all your addrefles, I difown all obligations,
I revoke all promifes ; henceforth T would advife you ne-
ver to open your lips to me, for if you do it will be in
vain: I fhall be deaf to all your little, falfe, mean, trea-
cherous, bafe, infinuations. I would have you know Sir,
a woman injured as I am never can, nor ought, to forgive.
Never fee my face again. [ Exit.

Ram. Huh! now would fome lovers think themfelves
very unhappy ; but I, who have had experience in the fex,
am never frightened at the frowns ofP a miftrefs, nor ra-
vithed with her fmiles; they both naturally fucceed one
another; and a woman generally s as fureto perform what
fhe threatens as fhe is what fhe promifes. But now I’ll to
my lurking place. I’m fure this old rogue has money hid
in the garden; if I can but difgover it I fhall handfomely
quitall {coreswith the old gentleman, and make my mafter
a fufficient return for the lofs of his miftrefs. [Exit.

SCENE, another apartment.

Freperick, Mrs. WiseLy, and Mariana.

Fred. No, Madam, I have no words to upbraid you
with, nor fhall I attempt it.

Mrs. Wife. 1think, Sir, a refpe& to your father thould
keep you now within the rules of decency; as for my
daughter, after what has happened I think fhe cannot ex-
peét it on any other account. .

Mar. Dear Mamma! don’t be ferious, when I dare fay
Mr. Fredeuick is in jeft.

Fred. This exceedsall you have done; to infult the per-
fon you have made miferable is more cruel than having
made him fo.

BMar. Come, come, you may not be fo miferable as you
expe@. I know the word Mother-in-law has a terrible
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found ; but perhaps I may make a better than you imaginc.
Believe me you will fee a change in this houfe which will
not bedifagreeabletoaman of Mr. Frederick’sgay temper.

Fred. All changes to me are henceforth equal. When
Fortune robbed me of you fhe made her utmott effort ; I
now defpife all in her power.

Mrs. Wife. I muft infift, Sir, on your behaving in a dif-
ferent manner to my daughter: the world is apt to be cen-
forious. Oh Heavens! I thudder at the apprehenfions of
having a refleGtion-caft on my family, which has hitherto
pafled unblemithed.

Fred. 1 fhall take care, Madam, to fhun any poflibility
of giving you fuch a fear, for from this night I never wxll
behold thofe dear thofe fatal eyes again.

Mar. ¢ Nay, that I am fure will caft a reﬂe&xon onme:
¢¢ what a perfon will the world think me to be when you

"4¢ could not live with me?

Fred. < Live with you! oh Mariana! thofe words bring
¢ back a thoufand tender ideas to my mmd Oh, had that
¢¢ been my bleffed fortune !

Mrs. Wife. ¢ Let me beg, Sir, you would keep a greater
¢¢ diftance. The young fellows of this age are fo rampant
¢¢ that even degrees of kindred carinot reftrain them.”

Fred. There are yet no fuch degrees between us—Oh
Mariana! while it is in your power, while the irrevocable
wax remains unftamped, confider, and do not feal my ruin.

Mrs. Wife. Come with me daughter; you fhall not ftay
a moment longer with him—A rude fellow!

[Exeunt Mrs. Wifely and Mariana.
Enter RamiLik.

Ram. Follow me Sir, follow me this inftant.

Fred. What’s the matter? .

Ram. Follow me Sir; we are in the right box ; the bufi-
nefs is done.

Fred. What done?

Ram. I have'it under my arm Sir——here it fs!

Freds What? what? -

Ram. Your father’s foul Sir, his money:
Sir this moment, before we are overtaken.

Fred. Ha! this may preferve me yet. [ Exeunt.

Enter LoveGoLD in the utmoft diffra&ion.

Love. Thieves! thieves! affaffination! murder! I am

wndone! all my money is gone! who is the thief2 where is

Follow me



Az V. THE MISER, 59

the vijlain ? where fhall I find him? Give me my money
again villain. [ Catching himfelf by the arm.] Iamdiftra&ted!
I know not where I am, nor what I am, nor what I do.
Oh, my money, my morey! Ha! what fay you? Alack-a-
day! here is no one. The villain muft have watched his
time carefully ; he muft have done it while I was figning .
that damn’d contra&. I will go to a juftice, and have all
my houfe put to their oaths, my fervants, my children, my
miftrefs, and myfelf too; all the people in the houfe, and
in the ftreet, and in the Town, I will have them all exe-
cuted ; I will hang all the world, and if I don’t find my
money I will hang myfelf afterwards.

ACT\V.
SCENE, the hall.
¢ Several Servants.

¢ JamEs.
« THERE will be rare doings now; Madam’s an excel-
< leny woman faith! things won’t go as'they have done;
¢ fhe has ordered fomething like a fupper; here will be
¢ vituals enough for the whole Town.

Thomas. ¢ She’s a fweet-humoured lady, I can tell you
¢¢ that ; I have had a very good place on’t with her. You
¢¢ will have no more ufe forlocksand keysin thishoufe now.

Fames. ¢¢ This is the luckieft day I ever faw: as foonas
«¢ {fupper is over I will get drunk to her good health, I am
s¢ refolved, and that’s more than ever I could have done
¢ here before.

Thomas. “ You fha’n’t want liquor, for here are ten
4¢ hogfheads of ftrong beer coming in.

Fames. ¢ Blefs her heart good lady! I with fhe had a
4¢ better bridegroom.

¢« Thomas. Ah, never mind that, he has a good purfe;.
%¢ and for other things let her alone Mr. James.

¢¢ [Vheed. Thomas, youmuft go to Mr.Mixture’s the wine-
«¢ merchant, and order him to fend in twelve dozen of his
¢¢ beft Champaigne, twelvedozen of Burgundy,andtwelve
¢ dozen of Hermitage; and you mutt callat thewaxchan-
s¢ dler’s, and bid him{end in a cheft of candles jand at Lam- -
¢¢ bert's the confetioner in Pallmall, and order the fineft |
¢: defert he cau furnifh : and you, Will,muft go toMr.Gray’s
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«¢ the horfejockey, and order him to buy my lady three of
*¢ the fineft geldings for her coach to-morrow morning ;
*“ and here, you muft take this roll, and invite all the peo- .
s ple in it to {upper; then you muit go to the playhoufe
“in Drury-Lane, and engage all the mufick, for my lady
¢ intends to have a ball.

Fames. ¢ Oh, brave Mrs. Wheedle! here are fine times!

Wheed. ¢ My lady defires that fupper may be kept back
¢¢ as much as poffible; and if you can think of any thing
¢ to add to it fhe defires you would.

Fames. ¢¢ She is the beft of ladies.

TV heed. ¢ So you will fay when you knowher better; fhe
¢¢ has thought of nothing ever fince mattershavebéen made
¢up between her and your mafter but how to lay out as
“ much money as the could—We fhallhave all rare places.

James. ¢ I thought to have given warning to-morrow
¢ morning, but I believe I fhall not be in hafte now.

[Vheed. ¢¢ See what it is to have a woman at the head of
¢ the houfe!'but here fhe comes. Go youinto the kltchen
*¢ and fee that all things be in the niceft order.

Fames. ¢ 1 am ready to leap out of my fkin for joy.”

Enter Mar1ana, Furnisu, and Mrs. WiseLvy.

Mar. < Wheedle, have you difpatched the fervants ac~ .

¢ cording to my orders?
Wheed., ¢ Yes Madam.”

MMar. You will take care, Mr. Furnifh, and let me have
thofe two beds with the utmoft expedition,

Furnifb. 1 fhall take a particular care Madamg I fhall
put them both in hand to-morrow morning; ¢ I fhall put
¢ off fome work, Madam, on that account.

Mar. « 'lhat tapeftry in the diningroom does not at
¢ all pleafe me.

Furnifb. < Your Ladythip is very much in the right Ma-
¢ dam; it is quite out of fafhion; no one hangs a room
“ now with tapeftry.

Mar.¢ Oh Thavethe greateft fondnefs fortapeftryinthe
¢ world! youmulft pofitively get mefome ofanewerpattern.

Furnifb. ¢ Truly, Madam, as you fay, tapeftry isone of
¢ the prettieft forts of furniture for a room that I know of.
¢ I'belicve I can thew you fome that will pleafe you.”

Mrs. Wife. I protett, child, I cann't fee any rcafon-for
this alteration.

Afer. Dear mamma! let me have my will. There is not

-
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any one thing in the whole houfe that I fhall be able to
leavein it,every thing has fo much of antiquity about it,
and I cannot endure the fight of any thing that is not per-
fe&ly modern.

Furnifb. Your Ladyfhip is in the right Madam ; there
is no poffibility of being in the fathion without new fur-
nithing a houfe at leaft once in twenty years; and indeed
to be at the very top of the fathion you will have need of
almoft continual alterations.

Mrs. Wife. That is anextravagance I would never fub-
mit to : I have no notion of deftroying one’s goods before -
they are half wern out by following the ridiculous whims
of two or three people of quality.

Furnifb. Ha! ha! Madam, I believe hier Ladyfhip is of
a different opinion—1I have many a fet of goods entirely
whole that I would be very loath to put into your hands.

LEnter SATTIN and SPARKLE.

Mar. Oh Mr. Sattin! have youbrought thofe goldﬂ.uffs
I ordered you?

Sat. Yes Madam, I have brought your Ladythip fome
of the fineft patterns that were ever made.

Mar.Well, Mr. Sparkle, have youthe necklaceand ear-

-rings with you?

Sparkle.Yes Madam, and Idefy any jewellerin Town to
fhew you their equals ; they are, I think, the fineft water
I ever faw ; they are finer than the Duchefs of Glitter’s,
which have been fo much admired: I have brought youa
folitaire too Madam ; my Lady Raffle bought the fellow
of it yefterday.

Mar. Sure it hasa flaw in it Sir.

Sparkle. Has it Madam ? then there never was a brilliant
without one: I am fure, Madam, I'bought it for a good

- ftone, and if it be not a good ftone you fhall haye it for no-
thing.
+ Enter LovEGOLD.

Love. 1t ’s loft, it ’s gone, it ’s irrecoverable; I fhall ne-
ver fee it more! .

Mar. And what will be the loweft price of the necklace
and garrings?

 Sparkle. 1f you were my fifter, Madam, I could not *bate
you one farthing of three thoufand gI‘t‘uncas ?
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Love. What do you fay of three thoufand guineasvillain 2
have you my three thoufand guinéas?

Mrs.Wife. Blefs me, Mr. Lovegold ! what ’s the matter?
. Love. Iam undpne! I am ruined! my money is ftolen

my dear three thoufand guineas that I received but ye-
fterday are taken away from the place I had put them in,
and I fhall never fee them again!

Mar. Do n’t let them make you uneafy, you may poffi-
bly recoverthem, or if you fhould not the lofs is but atrifle.

Love. How! atrifle! do you call threethoufand guineas
a trifle? :

Mrs. Wife. She fees you fo difturbed that fhe is willing to
makeaslight of your lofs as poffible in order to comfort you.

Love. To comfort me! can the comfort me by calling
three thoufand guineas a trifle? But tell me, what were
you faying of them ? have you feen them ? -

Sparkle. Really, Sir, I do not underftand you ; I was tell-
ing the lady the price of anecklace and a pair of earrings,
which were as cheap at three thoufand guineas ag———

Love. How! what ? what? ,

Mar. T cann’t thix‘k them very cheap; however, I am
refolved to have them; {o let him have the money, Sir, if
you pleafe.

Love. I am in a dream !

Mar. Youwill be paid immediately Sir. Well, Mr. Sat-
tin, and pray what is the higheft priced gold ftuff you have
brought ? '

Sat. Madam, I have one of twelve pounds a-yard. -

Mar. It muft be pretty at that price ; let me have a gown
and petticoat cut off. )

Love. You fhall cut off my head firft. What are youdoing ?
are youmad ? .

Mar. I3m only preparing a proper drefsto appear in as
your wife.

Lowve. Sirrah, offerto openany of your pickpocket trin-
kets here and I’ll make an example of you. -

Mar. Mr. Lovegold, give me leave to tell you thisisa
behaviour I don’t underftand: you give me a fine pattern
before marriage of the ufage I am to expeét after ita

Love.Herearefinepatternsof what Iamto expeét afterit!

Mar-. 1 aflure you, Sir, I thall infift on all the privileges
of an Englifh wife: I fhall not be taught to drefs by my
bufband; Iam myfelfthebeft judge of what you canafford ;
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and if Ido ftretch your purfe a little it is for your honour
Sir: the world will know it is your wife that makes fuch
afigure.

Love. Can you bear to hear this Madam? .

. Mrs.Wife. 1 (hould not countenance my daughterin any
extravagance Sir; ¢ but the honour of myfamily as well as
¢ your’s is concerned in her appearing handfomely. Let
¢ me tell you, Mr. Lovegold, the whole world is very fen- .
¢ fible of your fondnefs for money; I think it a very great
¢¢ blefling to youthat you have met withawoman of adiffe-
¢ rent temper, one who will preferve yourreputation in the
¢ world whether you will or no : not that I would infinu-
¢ ate to you that my daughter will ever’’—She will never
run you into unneceffary expenfes ; fo far from it, that if
you will but generoufly make her a prefent of five thou-
fand pounds to fit herfelf out at firlt in clothes and jewels,
I dare fwear you will not have any other demand on thofe
accounts—I don’t know when.

Mar. No, unlefs a birthnight fuit or two, I fhall fcarce
- want any thing more this twelvemonth.

Lowe.Jam undone; plundered, murdered! however, there
is one comfort, I am not married yet.

Mar. And fnec to chufe whether you will marry at all
or no.

Mrs. Wife. The confequence, you know,will be nomore
than a poor tea thoufand pounds, which is all the forfei-
ture of the breach of contraé. :

Love. But, Madam, I have one way yet: I have not
Bound my heigs and executors, and fo if I hang myfelf I
am off the bargain—In the mean-while I'll try if I cannot
rid my houfe of this neft of thieves—Get out of my doors
you cutpurfesy

Sparkle. Pay me for my jewels Sir, or return ’em me.

Lowe. Give him his baubles, give them him.

Mar. 1 fhall not I aflure you. You need be under no
apprehenfion Sir; you fee Mr. Lovegold is a little difor-
dered at prefent, but if you' will come to-morrow you fhall
have your money.

Sparkle. 1’1l depend on your Ladyfhip Madam.

Love. Whothe devilare you? what have you to do here.

Furnifb. I am an upholiterer Sir, and am come to new-
furnith your houfe. °

Fij
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Lowve. Out of my doers this inftant, or I will disfurnifh
your head for you; I’ll beat out your brains. -

Mrs. Wife. Sure, Sir, you are mad.

Love. I was when I figned the contra&. Oh that I had
sever learnt to write my name!

¢ Enter CuarLEs BusBLEBOY.

Bub. ¢ Your moff obedient fervant Madam.

Lowve. “ Who are you Sir? what do you want here ?

Bub. ¢ Sir, my name is Charles Bubbleboy.

« Love. ¢ What’s your bufinefs?

Bub. ¢ Sir, I was ordered to bring fome fnuffboxes and
¢ rings. Will yon p]cafe, Sir, to look at that fnuffbox ?
“¢ thereisbut one perfon in England, Sir, can work in this
¢ manner: if he was but as diligent as he is able he would
¢ get an immenfe eftate Sir: if he had an hundred thou-
¢ fand hands I could keep them all employed. I have
¢ brought you a pair of the new-invented fnuffers too
¢ Madam: be pleafed to look at them; they are my own
¢ invention ; the niceft lady in the world may make ufe of
¢ them,

Love. ¢ Who the devil fent for ypu Sir?

Mar. < I fent for him Sir.

. Bub. ¢ Yes Sir, I was told it was a lady fent for me.
« Will you pleafe, Madam, to look at the fnuffboxes or
¢ rings firft?

Love. ¢ Will you pleafe to go to the devil Sir firft, or
¢ fhall I fend you?

Bub. ¢ Sir!

Love. ¢ Get you out of my houfe this jnftant, or I’ll
¢ break your fnuffboxes and your bones too.

Dub. ¢¢ Sir, I was fent for, or I fhould not have come.
¢¢ Charles Bubbleboy does not want cuftom. Madam, your
¢ moft, obedient fervant.” [Exit.

Mar. 1fuppofe, Sir, you expe& to be finely fpoken of
abroad for this; you will get an excellent charaéter in the
world’by this behav:our

Mrs. Wife. Is this your gratitude to a woman who has
refufed fo much better offers on your account ?

. Love. Oh, would fhe had taken them ! Give me up my
contract and I will gladly refign all right and title what-
foever.

Mrs. Wife. It is too late now, the gentlemen have had
theu-anfwers, agood offeroncerefufed isnot to behadagain,
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Enter Servant.

Serv. Madam, the tailor whom your Ladyflnp fent for
is come.

Mar. Bid him come in. This is an inftance of the re-
gard L have for you. I have fent for one of the beft tailors
in Town to make you & new fuit of clothes that you may
appear like a gentleman ; for as it is for your honour that
I fhould be well drefled, {o it is for mine that you fhould.
Come, Madam, we will go in and give farther orders con-
cerning the entertainment.

[ Exeunt Mrs. Wifely and Mariana.
Enter LasT.

Love. Oh Lappet, Lappet! the time thou haft prophe--
fied of is come to pafs.

Lift. Tam yourHonour’smoft humble fervant. My name
is Lift: I prefume Iam the perfon youfent for—The lace-
man will be here immediately. Will your Honour be plea-
fed to be taken meafure of firft, orlook overthe patterns >
if you pleafe we will take meafure firft. I do not know,
Sir, who was fo kind as to recommend me to you, but I
believe I fhall give you entire fatisfa&tion. I maydefyany
tailor in England to underftand the fathion better than
myfelf; the thing is impoflible Sir. I always. vifit France
twice a-year; and though I fay it, that fhould not fay it
——Stand upright, if you pleafe, Sir——

Lowve. I’lltakemeafure of your back firrah——1I’ll teach:
fuch pickpockets as youare to come here Out of my
doors you villain.

Lif. Heyday Sir! did you fend for me for this Sir >—
I fhall bring you in a bill without any clothes. [Exi!.

¢ Enter James and PorTER. .

Love. ¢ Where are you going ? what have you there ? 2

James. ¢ Some fine wine Sir, that my lady fent for to
¢ Mr Mixture’s—But, Sir, it will be impoffible for me
¢ to get fupper ready by twelve, as-it is ordered, unlefs I
¢¢ have more affiftance. I want half-a-dozen kitchens too.
¢ The very wildfowl that my lady hasfent for will take up
¢ a dozen {pits..

Love. “ Oh! oh! it is vain to oppofe it : her extrava-
¢ gance i8 Tlike a violent fire, that is no fooner ftopped in
““one place than it breaks out in another.—[ Drums beat
*“ auithout.] Ha !l what’s the meaning of this? is my houfe
& bcﬁegcd’would they would{et iton fire ang burnallinit!

§j
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Drum. without.] ¢ Heavensblefs your Honour! *Squire
¢ Lovegold, Madam Lovegold, long life and happmefs,
¢¢ and many children attend you——and-fo God fave the
¢ king. [ Drunzs beat.

“¢¢ [ Lovegold goes out, and jboﬂ afier the drums ceafe.

Fames. ¢ So he has quieted the drums I find—This'is
¢ the roguery of fome wellwithing neighboursof his. Well,
¢ we fhall foon fee which will get the better, my mafter or
¢ my miftrefs: if my matter doesaway go I; if my mittrefs,
¢« I'll ftay while there is any houfekeepmg, which cann’t

-¢¢ belong;; for the riches of my Loord Mayorwill never hold -
“¢ it out at this rate.
Enter LovEGoLp.

* Lowve. ¢ James! Ifhallbe deftroyed ; in one week I fhall
“¢ not be worth a groat upon earth. Go, fend all the pro-
<¢ vifions back to the tradefmen, put out all the fires, leave
*¢ not fo much as a candle burning.

Fames. ¢« Sir, Idon’t know how todo it ; Madam com-
¢¢ manded me, and I dare not difobey her.

Love. ¢ How! not when I command thee?

Fames. ¢ I have loft feveral places, Sir, by obeying the
¢¢ mafter againft the miftrefs, but never loft one by obey-
¢¢ ing the miftpefs againft the mafter. Befides, Sir, fhe is.
¢ fo good and generous a lady that it would go agamﬁ my
¢ very heart to offend her.

Lowe. ¢ The devil take her generofity!

James. ¢ And I don’tbelieve fhe hasprovidedone mor-
¢¢ {el more than will be eat : why, Sir, fhe has invited above
¢ five hundred people to fupper : within this hour your
“¢ houfe will be as full as Weftminfter-hall the laft day of
¢ term But I have no time to lofe.

Love. ¢ Oh! oh! what fhall I do?”’

Enter LaPPET,

Lap. Where is my poor mafter? Oh, Sir, I cannot ex-
prefs the afliGtion Iamin to fee you devoured in this man-
ner. How could you, Sir, when Itold you what a woman
fhe was, how could you undo yourfelf withyour eyes open?

Love. Poor Lappet! had I taken your advice I had
been happy.

Lap. And I too Sir; foralack-a-day! I am as mifer-
able as you are; I feel every thing for you Sir; indeed I
fhall break my heart upon your account.
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Love. ¥ fhall be much obliged to you if you do Lappet.

Lap. How. could a man og your fenfe, Sir, marry in fo
Frecipitate a manner?

Love. I am not married; I am not married.

Lap. Not married ! .

Love. No, no, no. .

Lap. All’s fafe yet. No man is quite undone till he is
married. .

Love. I am, I am undone. Oh Lappet! I cannot tell
it thee. I have given her a bond, a bond, a bond, of ten
thoufand poumﬁs to marry her!

Lap. You fhall forfeit it.

Lowe. Forfeit what? my life, and foul, and blood, and
heart!

Lap. You fhall forfeit it

Lowve. I’ll be buried ilive fooner: no, I am determined -
I’ll marry her firft, and hang myfelf afterwardsto fave my
money. ot

Lap. 1{ee, Sir, you are undone ; and if you fhould hang
yourdfelf I could not blame you. )

Lowve. Could I but fave one thoufand by it I would hang
myfelf with all my foul. Shall I live to die not worth a -
groat?

Lap. Oh, my poor mafter! my poor mafter! [Crying.

Love. Why did I not die a-year ago! what a deal had
I faved by dying a-year ago! [ A noife without.] Oh! oh!
dear Lappet ! fee what it is; I fhall be undone in an hour
Oh!

Enter CLERIMONT richly dreffed.

Love. What is here?—fome of the people who are to
eat me up?

Cler. Don’t you know me Sir?

Lowve. Know you! ha! what is the meaning of this ?—
Oh, it is plain, it is too plain; my money has paid for all
this finery. Ah, bafe wretch! could I have fufpe@ed you
of fuch an a&tion, of lurking in my houfe to ufe me in fuch
a manner?

Cler. Sir, I am come to confefs the faét to you; and if
you will but give me leave to reafon with you you will not
find yourfelf fo much injured as you imagine. -

Love. Notinjured ! when you have folen away my blood?

Cler. Your blood is not fallen into bad hands; I am a
gentleman Sir, .
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Love. Here’simpudence! a fellow robs me, and tells me
he is a gentleman—T'ell me who tempted you to it.

Cler. Ah Sir! need I fay love.

Love. Love! ‘

Cler. Yes, love Sir. -

Love, Very pretty love indeed! the love of my guineas.

Cler. < Ah Sir, think not fo. Do but graut me th¢ free
¢ pofleflion of what I have, and by Heaven I’ll never atk
¢¢ you more.

Love. ¢ Oh, moft unequalled 1mpudence' was ever fo
¢ modeft a requeft'

Cler. ¢ All your efforts to {eparate us will be vain; we
¢¢ have fworn never to forfake each other, and nothmg but
¢ death can part us.”

Lowve. I don’t queftion, Sir, the very great affetion on:
your fide ; but I believe I fhall find methods to recover—

Cler. By Heavens I’ll die in defending my right! and
if that were the cafe, think not when I am gone you ever
could poffefs what you have robbed me of.

Love. Ha! that’strue; he may find ways to-prevent the
reftoring it. Well, well, let me delight my eyes at leaft ;
let me fee my treafure, and perhaps I may give it you,
perhaps I may.

Cler. ¢ Then I am bleft! Well may you fay treafure,
¢¢ for to poflefs that treafure is to be rich indeed..

Lowve. ¢ Yes, truly I think three thoufand pounds may
¢ well be called a treafm:e.—Go, g0 fetch it hither; per~
¢ haps I may give it you fetch it hither.”

Cler. To thew you, Sir; the confidence I place in you,,
I will fetch hither 2ll that I love and adore. [Exit.

Love. Sure never was fo impudent a fellow! to confefs
his robbery before my face, and defire to keep what he has
‘ftolen as if he had a right to it.

Enter LarerT.

Love. Oh Lappet! what’s the matter?. :
Lap. Oh Sir! I am fcarce ablke to tell you. It is fpread
about theTown that you are married, and your wife’s cre-
ditors are coming in whole flocks. There is one fingle debt
for five thoufand pounds, which an attorney is without to

demand.

Love. Oh! oh! oh! let them cut my throat.

Lap. Think what an efcape you have had ! think if you
had married her————
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Love. T am as bad as married to her.

Lap. It is impoffible Sir; nothing can be fo bad: what,
_you are to pay her tenthoufand pounds—Well—and ten
thoufand pounds are a fum; they are a fum, I own it—
theyare a fum ; but what is fuch a fum compared with fuch

, a wife? had you married her, in one week you would have
been in a prifon Sir—

Lowe. I I am I can keep my money ; they cann’t take
that from me.

Lap. < Why Sir, you will Yofe twice the value of your
¢ contra& before you know how to turn yourfelf; and if .
¢¢ you have no value for liberty, yet confider, Sir, fuch is
¢ the great goodnefs of our laws that a prifon is one of
¢¢ the deareft places you can livein.

Lowve. ¢ Ten thoufand pounds!~~No—1I’ll be hanged,
¢ I'll behanged.” -

Lap. Suppofe, Sir, it were poffible, (not that I believe
it is).but fuppofeit were poffible to makeherabate alittle;
fuppofe one could bring her to eight thoufand

Lowe. Eight thoufand devils take her.

Lap. . But, dear Sir! confider, nay, confider immedi-
ately, for every minute you lofe you lofe a fum—Lét me
beg you, entreat you, my dear good mafter! let me pre-
vail on you, not to be rumed. -Be refolute Sir; confider
“every guinea you give faves you a {core.

. Love. Well, if the will confent to, to, to, eight hundred
~—But try, do try, if you can make her ’bate any thing of
that—if you can—you fhall have a twentieth part of what
fhe ’bates for yourfelf.

Lap. Why, Sir, if I could get you off at eight thou-
fand you ought to leap out of your fkin for joy.

- Love. Would I were out of my fkin—

Lap. You will have more reafon to with fo when you
are in the hands of bailiffs for your wife’s debts—

Love, Why was I begotten! why wasIborn! why was
I brought up! why was I not knocked o’ th’ head before
Iknew the value of money!

_ Lap. knacking without.] So, fo, more duns I fuppofe—
Go but into the kitchen Sir, or the hall, and it will have
a better effe an you than all I can fay. .

Love. What have Ibrought myfelf to! what fhall Ido!
Part with eight thoufand pounds! mifery, deftruétion,
beggary, prifons! Butthen on the otherfide are wife, ruin,
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chains, flavery, torment ! I fhall run diftra&edeither way!
[Exit.

Lap. Ah! would we could once prove you fo, you old

covetous good-for-nothing.
. Enter MaR1ANA,
Mar. Well, what fuccefs ? _
. Lap. Itis 1mpoﬂib]e to tell; heis juft gone into the

kitchen, where if he is not fnghtened mto our defign I
fhall begip to dcfpair.‘Thg fay fear will make a coward
brave, but nothing can maKe him generous ; the very fear
of lofing all he is worth will fcarce bring him to part w1th .
a penny.

~Mar. And have you acquainted neither Frederick n nor
Harriet with my intentions ?

Lap. Neither I aflure you. Ah Madam, had I not been
able to have kept a fecret I had never brought about thofe
affairs that I have: were I not fecret, Lud have mercy

_ upon many a virtuous woman’s reputation in this Town.
.Mar. And don’t you think I have kept my real inten-
tions very fecret ?

Lap. From every onc but me I believe you have : I af-
fure youI knew them long before you fent for me this af-
ternoon to difcover them to me.

" Mar. But could you brmg him to no terms, no prope-
fals ? did he make no offer?
7 Lap. It muftbe done all at once, and while you are by.

Mar. So you think he muft fec me, to give any thing
to be rid of me.

Lap. Huth, huth! I hear him coming again.

_ Enter Lovecoro.

Love. T am undone ! I am undone! Iameat up! I am
devoured ! I have an army of cooks in my houfe.

Lap. Dear Madam ! confider ; I know eight thoufand
pounds are a trifle ; I know they are nothing ; my mafter
can very well afford them ; they will make no hole in his
purfe ;and if you fhould ftand out you will get more.

Love. putting bis hand before Lappet’s mouth.] You lie,
youlie, you lie, you lie, you lie : the never could get more,
never fhould get more; it is more than I am worth; it is
an immenfe fum; and I will be ftarved, drowned, (hot,
hanged, burnt, beforc I part with a penny of it.

Lap -For Heaven’sfake, Sir, youwill ruin all Ma-

-
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dam, let mebeg you, entreat you, to *bate thefe two thou-
fand pounds. Suppofe alawfuit fhould bethe confequence,
Iknowmy mafter would be caft ; I know it would coft him
an immen{e {um of money, and that he would pay the char-
ges of both in the end ; but you might be kept out of it a
long time. Eight thoufand pounds now are better than ten
_five years hence.

Mar. Noj the fatisfaétion of my revenge on a man who
bafely departs from his word will make me amends for the
delay, and whatever I fuffer, as long as I know his ruin
will be the confequence, I fhall be eafy.

Love. Oh, bloody-minded wretch!

Lap. Why Sir, fince fhe infifts on it what does it fig-
nify ? You know you are in her power, and it will be on
throwing away more money to be compelled to it at laft :
get rid of her at once : what are two thoufand pounds ?
why, Sir, the Court of Chancery will eat it up for a break-
faft : it has been given for a miftrefs, and will you not give
it to be rid of a wife? [ They awhifper.
¢ Enter THomas and’James. [ Love. and Lap. talk apart.]

Tho. ¢¢ Madam, the mufick are come which your Lady-
#¢ fhip ordered, and moft of the company will be here im-
¢ mediately.

Fames. ¢ Where will your Ladyfhip be pleafed the fer-
¢ vants fhall eat, for there is mo room in the houfe that
¢ will be large enough to entertain ’em?

Mar. < Then beat down the partition, and turn two
¢ rooms into one.

Fames. ¢ There is no fervice in the houfe proper for the
¢¢ defert Madam.

Mar. ¢ Send immediately to the great china fhopin the
¢ Strand for the fineft that is there.”

Love. How! and will you fwear a robbery againft her?
that fhe robbed me of what I fhall give her?

Lap. Depend on it Sir. . ‘

Love. 1’1l break opena bureaun to make itlook the more
likely.

LZp. Do fo Sir; but lofe no time ; give it her this mo-
ment. Madam, my mafter has confented, and if you have
the contraét heis ready to pay the money. Befureto break
open the bureau Sir. [4fde.

Mar. Here is the contraét, ‘
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Love. 1’1l fetch the money : it is all I am worth in the
world. [Exit.

Mar. Sure he will never be brought to it yet.

Lap. I warrant him: but you are to pay dearer for it
thanyou imaginc, for I am to fwear a robbery againft you.
What will you give me, Madam, to buy off my evidence ?

Mar. And is it poffible that the old rogue would coi-
fent to fuch a villany ?

Lap. Ay Madam  for half that fum he would hang half
theTown. But truly Icannever be made amends for all the
pains I have taken on your account. Were I to receive a
fingle guinea a lie for every one I have told this day it
would make me a pretty tolerable fortune. Ah Madam,
whata pity it isthat a woman of my excellent talents fhould
be confined to fo low a fphere of life as I am ! had I been
born a great lady what a deal of good fhould I have done
in the world!

Enter LovEcoLp.

Love. Here, here they are—all in bank-notes—all the
money I am worth in the world—( T have fent for a con-
ftable ; {he muft not go out of fight before we have her
taken into cuftody.) [ Afide to Lappet,

Lap. To Lovegold.] You have done very wifely.

- Mear. There, Sir, is your contraét. And now, Sir, I
have nothing to do but to make myfelf as eafy as I can in
my lofs.
Enter FREDERICK, CLERIMONT, and HaRRIET.
" Love. Where is that you promifed me? where is my
treafure ?

Cler. Here, Sir, is all the treafure I am worth; a trea-
fure which the whole world’s worth fhould not purchafe

Love. Give me the money Sir, give me the money ; I
fay give me the money you ftole from me.

Cler. T underftand you not.

Lowve. Did younot confefsyourobbed me of my treafure ?

Cler. This, Sir, istheineftimable treafure I meant ! Your
daughter, Sir, has this day bleft me-by making me her
hufband.

Love. How ! oh, wicked vile wretch! to run away thus
with a pitiful mean fellow, thy father's clerk !

Cler. Think not your family difgraced Sir: I amatleaft
your equal born; and though my fortune be not fo large,

6
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as for my deareft Harriet’s fake I with, ftill it is fuch as
will put it out of your power to make us miferable.

Love. Oh! my money, my money, my money !

Fred. If thislady does not make youamends f};r the lofs
of yourmoney refign over all pretenfions in her to me, and
I will engage to get it reftored to you.

Love. How firrah? are you a confederate? have you
helped to rob me? )

Fred. Softly Sir, oryou fhall never fee your gnineasagain.

Love. Irefignheroverto you entirely, and may you both
ftarve together! fo go fetch my gold

Mar. You are eafily prevailed upom, I fee, to refign a
right which you have not. But were I to refign over my-
felf it would hardly be the man’s fortune to ftarve whofe
wife brought him ten thoufand pounds.

Lave. Bear witnefs fhe has confefled {he has the money,
and I fhall prove fhe ftole it from me. She has broke open
my bureau; Lappet is my evidence.

Lap. 1 hope 1 {hall have all your pardons, and particu-
larly your’s Madam, whom I have mof injured.

Love. Afigfor herpardon! you are doing aright aétion.

Lap. Then if there was any robbery you muft have rob-
bed yaurfelf. This lady can only be a receiver of ftolen
goods, for I faw you give her the money with your own
hands.

Love. How! I! you! what! what! .

Lap. And I muft own it, with fhame I muft own it—
that the money you gave her in exchange for the contra&t
I promifed to fwear fiie had ftolen from you.

Cler. Is it poffible Mr. Lovegold could be capable of
fuch an a&tion as this.

Love. I am undone, undone, undone !

Fred. No Sir, your three thoufand guineas are {afe yet;
depend upon it within an hour ycu fhall find them in the
fame place they were firft depofited. ¢ I thought to have *
¢¢ purchafed a reprieve with them, but I find my fortune
¢¢ has of itfelf beftowed that on me.”

Lowe. Give ’em me, give ’em me, this inftant—but then
the ten thoufand, where are they?

Mar. Where they ought to be, in the hands of one who
I think deferves them. [ Gives them to Frederick.] You {ce,
Sir, I had no defign to the prejudice of your {amily : nav,

G
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I have proved the beft friend you ever had; for I prefumé.
you are now thoroughly cured of your longing forayoung
wife.

Love. Sirrah! give me my notes, give me my notes.

Fred. You mult excufe me Sir; I can part with nothing.
I receive from this lady.

Lowve. Then I will go to law with that lady and you,
and all of you; for I will have them again if law or ju--
ttice, or injuftice, will give them me: .

Cler. Be pacified Sir ; I think the lady has aéted nobly
in giving that back again into your family which fhe might
have carried out of it.

Love. My family be hanged! if T am robbed I don’t
carc who robs me. I would as foon hang my fon as ano-
ther—and I will hang him if he does not reftore me all L
bave loft ; for I would not give half the fum te fave the
~whole world 1 will go and employ all the lawyers in:
‘Town ; for.I will have my money again or never fleep-
more. [Exit.

Fred. I am refolved we will get the better of him now :-
but chMariana! yourgenereofity is much greater in beflow-
ing this fum than my happinefs in receiving it: I am an
unconicionable beggar, and fhall never be fatisfied while
you have any thing to beftow.

Mar. Do you hear him

Har. Yes, and begin to approve him——for your late
behaviour has convinced me. :

Mar. Deargirl! no more ; “you have frightened meal-
s¢ ready fo much to-day, that rather than venture a fecond
«¢ JeGture I would do whatever you withed: fo, Sir,” if I -
dobeftow allon you here isthe lady you are to thank for it.
. Har. Well, this I will fay, when you do a goodnatured
thing youhave the prettieft way of doing it. And now, Ma-
riana, I am ready to 2tk your pardon for all I faid to-day.

Mar. Dear Harriet! no apologies; all you faid I de-
{erved. ‘

Lnter LAPPET and RamiLIE.
Lap. *¢ Treaties are going on on both fides while you
« and I feem forgotten. »
Ram, ¢ Why, have we not done them all the fervice
« we can? Wwhat farther have they to do with us’—Sir,
s« there are fome people in mafqucrading-habits without.
Mir. « Some I fert for to affift in my defign on your
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¢ father: I think we will give them admittance, though.
¢¢ we have done wighout ’em.

All ¢ Oh! by all means.

Fred. < Mrs. Lappet, be aflured I have a juft fenfe of
<¢ your favours, and both you and Ramilie fhall find my
¢ gratitude.”

[ Dance here.]
" Fred. Dear Clerimont! be fatisfied I fhall make no
eace with the old gentleman in which you fhall not be in-
cluded. I hope my fifter will prove a fortune equal to your
deferts.

Cler. While I am enabled to fupport her in an afluence
equal to her defires I fhall defire no more. From what I
have feen Iately I think riches are rather to be feared than
wifhed ; at leaft I am fure avarice, which too often attends
wealth, is a greater evil than any that is found in poverty.
Mifery is generally the end of all vice, but it is the very
mark at which avarice feems to aim: the Mifer endeavours
to be wretched ;

He hoards eternal cares within his purfe,
And what he withes moft proves moft his curfe.




‘EPILOGUE.

WRITTEN BY COLLEY CIBBER, ESQq

OUR Author’s fure bewitch’d! the fenfelefs rogue
Infifts no good play wants an Epilogue.

Suppofe that true, faid I, What’s that to this 2

Is your’s a good one >—No, but Moliere’s is,

He cry’d, and zounds! no Epilogue was tack’d to bis.
Befides, your modern Epilogues, faid he,

Are but ragouts of fmut and ribaldry,

Where the falle jefts are dwindled to fo few

There’s fcarce one double entendre left that’s new 5
Nor would I in that lovely circle raife ,

One blufb to gain a thoufand coxcombs’ praife :

T hen for the threadbare joke of cit and wit,

Whofe foreknowwn rhyme is echa’d from the pit

Till of their laugh the galleries are bit,

Then #o reproach the criticks awith ilinature,

And charge their malice to his flinging fatire,

And thence appealing to the nicer boxes,

Tho talking fluff might dafb the Drury doxies :

If thefe, be cry’d, the choice ingredients be,

For Epilogues they fball havve none from me.

Lord, Sir! fays I, the galPry will fo bawl ;

Let ’em, be cry’d ; a bad one’s worfe than none at all.
Madam, thefe things than you I’m more expert in,
Nor do 1 fee no Epilogue much hurt in.

Zounds ! when the play is ended—drap the curtain.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS,
April 1, 1782,
2
THE END.
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TO THE

Q U E E N,

e

May it pleafe your Majefly,

HE Englith theatre throws itfelf, with this play,
at your Majefty’s feet, for favour and fupport.

As their public diverfions are a ftrong indication of the
genius of a people, the following fcenes are an attempt
to eftablifh fuch asare fit to entertain the minds of a fen-
fible nation ; and to wipe off that afperfion of barbarity,
which the virtuofi among our neighbours have fometimes
thrown upon our tafte.

The Provok’d Hufband is, at leaft, an inftance that an
Englifh comedy may, to an unufual number of days,
bring many thoufands of his Majefty’s good fubjelts to-
gether, to their emolument and delight, with innocence.
And however little fhure of that merit my unequal pen
may pretend to, yet I hope the juft admirers of Sir joha
Vanbrugh will allow I have, at worft, been a careful guar-
dian of his orphan mufe, by leading it into your Majefty’s
royal proteétion.

The defign of this play being chiefly to expofe and re-
form the licentious irregularities that, too often, break
in upon: the peace and happinefs! of the married ftate;
where could {o hazardous and unpopular an undertaking
be fecure, but in the protection of a Princefs, whefe ex-
emplary conjugal virtues have given fuch illuftrious proof
of what fublime felicity that holy ftate is capable?

And though a crown is no certain title to content;
yet to the honour of that inftitution be it {aid, the royal
harmony of hearts that now enchants us from the throne,
is a reproach to the frequent difquiet of thofe many infen-
fible fubje@s about it, who (from his Majefty’s paternal
care of his people) have more leifure to be happy : and ’tis
our Queen’s peculiar glory, that we often fee her as emi-

A2 nently
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nently raifed above her circle, in private happinefs, as ¥
dignity. . i ’

Yet Heaven, Madam, that has placed you on fuch
height, to be the more confpicuous pattern of your fex,
had ftill left your happinefs imperfect, had it not giverr
thofe ineftimable treafures of your mind -and perfon, to
the only Prince on earth that could have deferved them.
A crown, received from any but the- happy Monarch’s
hand who invefted you with that which you now adorn,
had only feemed the work of fortune; but thus beftowed,
the world acknowledges it the due reward of Providence,
for one you once fo glorioufly refufed.

" Butas the fame of fuch ‘elevated virtue has lifted the
plain addrefles of a whole nation into eloquence, the beft
repeated eulogiums on that theme, areolut intrufions on
your Majefty’s greater pleafure of fecretly deferving
them. I therefore beg leave to fubfcribe myfelf,

May it pleafe your Majefty,

Your Majefty’s moft devoted,
moft obedient, and
moft humble fervant,

COLLEY CIBBER.

TO
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TO THE

R-E A D E R.

AVING taken upon me, in the prologue to this
play, to give the auditors fome fhort account of
that part of ¥ which Sir John Vanbrugh left unfinifhed,
and not thinking it advifable, in that place, to limit their
judgment by fo high a commendation as I thought it de-
ferved ; I have, therefore, for the fatisfaction of the cu~
rious, printed the whole of what he wrote, feparately, un-
der the fingle title he gave it, of, A Journey to London,
without prefuming to alter a line.

Yet, when I own, that in my laft converfation with
‘him, (which chiefly turned upon what he had done to-
wards a comedy) he excufed his not fhewing it me, till
he had reviewed it, confeffing the fcenes were yet undi=
gefted, too long, and irregular, particularly in the lower
chara&ters, I have but one excufe for publifhing what he
never defigned fhould come into the world as it then was,
viz. 1 had'no other way of taking thofe many faults to
myfelf, which may be juftly found in my prefuming to
finith it.

However, a judicious Reader will find in his original
papers.  that the charaéters -are ftrongly drawm, new,
fpirited, and natural; taken from fenfible obfervations on
Jiigh and lower life, and from a juft indignation at the
folltes in fathion. Al T could gather - from him of what
he intended in the cataftrophe, was, that the condu& of
his imaginary fine lady had fo provoked him, that he de-
figned aftually to have made her hufband turn her out of
his doors. But when his performance came, after his
deccafe, to my hands, I thought fuch violent meafures,
however juft they might be in reul life, were too fevere
for comedy, and would want the proper furprife, whics’uis

e
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due to the end of a play. Therefore, with much ado,

(and it was as much as I could do with probability) I pre-
ferved the lady’s chaftity, that the fenfe of her errors
might make a reconciliation not impraticable; and I
hope the mitigation of her fentence has been fince jufti-
fied by its fuccefs.

My inclination to preferve as much as-poffible of Sir
John, Ifoon faw had drawn the whole into an unufual -
length; the Reader will therefore find here a fcene or
two of the lower humour, that were left out after the

firft day’s prefentation. .

* The favour the Town has fhewn to the higher charac-
ters in this play, is a proof, that their tafte 1s not wholly
vitiated by the barbarous entertainments that have been
fo expenﬁ}:'ely fet off to corrupt it: but, while the repe-
tition of the beft old plays is fo apt te give fatiety, and
good new ones fo fcarce a commodity, we muft not won-
der that the poor actors are fometimes forced to trade in
trath for a livelihood. .

- I cannot yet take leave of the Reader without endea-
vouring to do juftice to.-thofe principal actors who have
fo evidently contributed to the fupport of this comedy.:
and I wifh I could feparate the praifes due to them, from
the fecret vanity of an author; for all I can fay will ftill
infinuate, that they could not have fo highly excelled,
unlefs the fkill of the writer had give them proper occa-
fion. However, as I had rather appear vain than un-
thankful, I will venture tofay of Mr. Wilkes*, that in the
laft a&t, I never faw any paffion take fo natural a pofieffion
of an actor, or any aftor take fo tender a poffeflion of
his auditors——Mr. Mills }, too, is confefled by every
body to have furprifed them, by fo far excelling him~
felf——But there is no doing nght to Mrs. Oldfield §,
without putting people in mind of what others, of great
merit, have wanted to come near her *Tis not
enough to fay, fhe here out-did her ufual excellence. I
might therefore juftly leave her to the conftant admira-
tion of thofe fpe@ators who have the pleafure of living
while fhe is an aétrefs. But as this is not the only time
flie has been the life of what I have giventhe Public, fo,
perhaps, my faying a little more of fo memorable an ac-

“#% In Lord Townly. 4 Mr, Manly. 3} Lady Grace.

trefs,.



trefs, may give this play a chance to be read, when the
people of this age fhall be anceftors May it therefore
give emulation to our fucceffors of the ftage, to know, that
to the ending of the year 1727, a cotemporary comedian re-
lates, that Mrs. Oldfield was then in her higheft excellence
of altion, happy in all the rarely found requifites that meet
in one perfon, to complete them for the ftage——She was
in ftature juft rifing to that height, where the graceful can
only begin to fhew itfelf; of a lively afpect, and a command
in her mien, that like the principal figure in the fineft paint-
ing, firft feizes, and longeft delights the eye of the fpectators,
Her voice was fweet, ﬁrong, piercing and melodious; her
pronunciation voluble, diftinét, and mufical; and her em-
phafis always placed where the fpirit of the fenfe, in her
periods, only demanded it. If fhe delighted more in the:
higher comic than in the tragic ftrain, ’twas becaufe the
laft is too often written in a lofty difregard of nature. But
in charalters of modern pradtifed life, fhe found occafions
to add the particularair and manner which diftinguifhed the
-different humours fhe prefented; whereas, in tragedy, the
manner of fpeaking varies as little as the blank verfe it is.
written in She had one peculiar happinefs from nature,.
fhe looked and maintained the agreeable, at a time when
other fine women only raife admirers by their underftand~
ing The fpeQtator was always as much informed by her
eyes as her elocution; for the look is the only proof that an
ator rightly conceives what he utters, there being fcarce
an inftance, where the eyes do their part, that the elocu-
tion is known to be faulty. The qualities fhe had acquired,
were the genteel and the elegant; the one in her air, and
the other in her drefs, never had her equal on the ftage;
and the ornaments fhe herfelf provided (particularly in this
* play) feemed in all refpeCts the paraphernalia of a woman.
of quality. And of that fort were the characters fhe chiefly
excelled'in; but her hatural good fenfe, and lively turn of
converfation, made her way fo eafy to ludies of the higheft
rank, that it is a lefs wonder if, on the itage, the fometimes
was, what might have become the fineft woman in real life
to have fupported.. )
Theatre-Royal, -
Fan. 2p, C. CIBBER.
172%.
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PR OL O G U E.

H 18 play took birth from principles of truth,

To0 make amends for errors paft of youth.
A bard, thar’s noww no moere, in chr days,
Conftious review’d the licenfe of bis plays:
And though applaufe bis avanton mufe had fir'd,
Himfelf condemn’d what fenfual minds admir’d.
At length be owwn’d, that plays fhould let you fee,
Not only what you are, but ought to be ;
Though wice was natural, ’tavas never meant
The flage fbould fbexv it, but for punifbment.
Warm with that thought, bis mufe once more took flame,
Refolv’d to bring licwtious life to fhame.
Such was the piece bis latcf pen defign’d,
But left no traces of bis plan behind. ‘
Luxuriant fcenesy, unprun’d, or half contriv’d ;
Yet, through the mafs, bis native fire furviv’d:
Rough, as rich ore in mines, the treafure lay,
et fill *twas richy and forms, at length, a play ;
In which the bold compiler boafts ne merit,
But that bis pains bave fav'd your feenes of fpirits
Not fcenes that would a noify joy impart,
But fuch as bufb the mind and avarm the heart.
From praife of bands no fure account he draws,
But fix’d attention is fincere applanfe:
If then (for bard you’ll own the tafk) bis art
Can to thofe embryon-feenes new life impart,
The living pnmd’li: awould exclude his lays,
And 1o the buried bard refigns the praife.

DRAMATE
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THE

PROVOK'D HUSBAND.

&4 % The kines marked with inverted commas, ¢ thusy” are omitted in the
' reprefentation.

ACT L
SCENE, Lerd Townly’s Apartment.
Lord Townly, folus.

HY did I marry? Was it not evident, my

plain, rational fcheme of life was impratticable,

with a woman of fo different a way of thinking ?——Is
there one article of it that fhe has not broke in upon ?——
Yes—let me do her juftice her reputation That
—1I have no reafon to believe is in queftion——But then
how long her profligate courfe of pleafures may make her
able to keep it——is a fhocking queftion! and her pre-
fumption while fhe keeps it——infupportable! for on the
pride of that fingle virtue fhe feems to lay it down as a
fundamental point, that the free indulgence of every other
vice this fertile town affords, is the birth-right prerogative
of a woman of quality——Amazing! that a creature fo
warm in the purfuit of her pleafures, fhould never caft one
thought towards her happinefs———Thus, while fhe admits -
no lover, the thinks it a greater merit flill, in her chaftity,
not to care for her hufband; and while fhe herfelf 1s
folacing in one continual round of cards and good com-
pany, he, poor wretch, is left at large, to take care of his
own contentment ’Tis time, indeed, fome care were
taken, and fpeedily there fhall be——Yet, let me not be
rath——Perhaps this difappointment of my heart may
make me too impatient; and fome tempers, when re-
roach’d, grow more untratable —==Here fhe comes
et me be calin a while,

Enter
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Enter Lady Townly.
Going out fo foon after dinner, Madam ?

Lady 7. Lard, my Lord! what can I poflibly do at
hame?

Lord 7. What does my fifter, Lady Grace, do" at
home ?

Lady 7. Why, that is to me amazing ! Have you ever
any pleafure at home ? -

Lord 7. It might bein your power, Madam, I confefs,
to make it a little more comfortable to me.

Lady 7. Comfortable! And fo, my good Lord, you
would really have a woman of my rank and fpirit ftay at
home to comfort her hufband. Lord, what notions of life
fome men have!

Lord 7. Don’t you think, Madam, fome Tadies’ notions
are full as extravagant? -

Lady 7. Yes, my Lord, when the tame doves live
coop’d within the pen of your precepts, I do think ’em pro-
digious indeed. )

Lord 7. And when they fly wild about tkis town, Ma-
dam, pray what muft the world think of ’em then?

Lady 7. Oh, this world is not fo il bred as to quarrel
with any woman for liking it !

Lord 7.. Nor am I, Madam, a hufband fo well bred, as
to bear my wife’s being fo fond of it; in fhort, the life you
fead, Madam————- )

Lady 7. Is to me the pleafanteft life in the world.

Lord 7. I fhould not difpute your tafte, Madam, if a
woman had a right to pleafe nobody but herfelf.

Lady 7. Why, whom would you have her pleafe ?

Lord 7. Sometimes her hufband.

Lady 7. And don’t you think a hufband under the fame
obligation ? °

Lord 7. Certainly.

Lady . Why, then, we are agreed, my Lord
if T never go abroad, till I am weary of being athome
which you know is the cafe—is it not equally reafonable,
not to come home ’till one is weary of being abroad ?

Lord 7. If this be your rule of life, Madam, ’tis time to
afk you one ferious queftion.

Lady 7. Don’t let it be long a coming, then——for 1
am in hafte, | ‘ ’

Lord

For
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"Lord 7. Madam, when I am ferious, I expett a fo~
tious anfwer.
" Lady 7, Before I know the queftion ?

Lord 7. Pfha! Have I power, Madam, to .make
you ferious by entreaty ? - ’

Lady 7. You have.

Lord 7. And you promifeto anfwer me fincerely ?

Lady 7. Sincerely.

Lord 7. Now then recolle&t your thoughts, and tell
me ferioufly why you married me ¢

Lady 7. You infit upon truth, you fay ?

Lord 7. I think I havea righttoit.

Lady 7. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at once, a
proof of my obedience and fincerity—I think—1I married
— to take off that reftraint that lay upon my pleafures
while I was a fingle woman.

Lord 7. How, Madam! is any woman under lefs re<
ftraint after marriage than before it ?

Lady 7. Oh, my Lord, my Lord! they are quite dif-
ferent creatures! Wives have infinite liberties in life,
that would be terrible in an unmarried wooman to take.

Lord 7. Name one.

Lady 7. Fifty, if you pleafe—To begin, then, —in
the morning—A married woman may have men at her
toilet ; invite them to dinner; appoint them a party in
the ftage-box at the play ; ingrofs the converfation there ;
call them by their chriftian names ; talk louder than the
players 3 from thence jaunt into the city ; take a frolic-
fome fupper at an India-houfe; perhaps, in her gaietd de
caur, toaft a pretty fellow ; then clatter again to this end
of the town ; break, with the morning, into an aflembly ;
croud. to the hazard-table ; throw a familiar Zewant upon
fome fharp, lurching man of quality, and if he demands
his money, turn it off with a loud laugh, and cry—

ow’ll owe it him, to vex him, ha, ha! _

Lord 7. Prodigious! [ Afide.

Lady 7. Thefe, now, my Lord, are fome few of the
many modith amufements that diftinguifh the privilege of
a wife, from that of a fingle woman.

‘. Lord 7. Death, Madam! what law has made thefe li-
berties lefs fcandulous in a wife, than in an unmarried

woman? .
B Lady




14 THE PROVOK'D HUSBAND,

Lady 7. Why, the ftrongeft law in the world, cuftom
—cuftom time out of mind, my Lord.

Lord 7. Cuftom, Madam, is the law of fools ; but it
fhall never govern me.

Lady 7. Nay, then, my Lord, ’tis time for me to ob«
ferve the laws of prudence. '

Lord 7. I wifh I could fee an inflance of it.

Lady 7. You fhall have one this moment, my Lord ;
for I think, when a man begins to lofe his temper at home,
if a woman has any prudence, why—ifhe’il go abroad ’till
he comes to himfelf again, [Going.

Lord 7. Hold, Mafam I am amaz’d you are not
more uneafy at the life you lead.  You don’t want fenfe,
and yet feem void of all humanity ; for, with a blufh I
fay it, I think I have not wanted love. :

Lady 7. Oh, don’t fay that, my Lord, if you fuppofe
I have my, fenfes..

Lord . What is it I have done to you? What can
you complain of ?

~ Lady 7. Oh, nothing in the leaft! *Tis true, you
have heard me fay, I have owed my Lord Lurcher an
bundred pounds thefe three weeks——but what then—
a hufband is not liable to his wife’s debts of honour, you
know and if a filly woman will be uneafy about
money fhe can’t be fued for, what’s that to him? As
long as hé loves her, to be fure, fhascan have nothing to
complain of. . .

Lord 7. By Heaven, if my whole fortuue thrown into
your lap, could make you delight in the chearful duties of
a wife, I fhould think myfelf a gainer by the purchafe.

Lady 7. That is, my Lord, I might receive your
whole eftate, provided you were fure I would not fpend a
fhilling of it. .

Lord 7. No, Madam ; were I matfter of your heart,
your pleafures would be mine ; but, different as they are,
I’ll feed even your follies, to deferve it——Perhaps you
may have fome other trifling debts of honvur abroad,
that keep you out of humour at home——at leaft it fhall
not be my fault, if I have not more of your company
There, there’s a bill of five hundred~——and now,
Madam

Lady 7, And now, my Lord, down to the gro:l::i nllc:
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thank you Now am I convinced, were I weak enough
to love this man, I fhould Aever get a fingle guinea from
him. [Afide.

Lord 7. If it be no offence, Madam

Lady 7. Say what you pleafe, my Lord; I am in
that barmony of fpirits, 'it_is impoffible to put me out of
humour.

Lord 7. How long, in reafon, then, do you think that
fum ought to laft you ?

Lady 7. Oh, my dear, dear Lord! now you have
fpoiled all again : how is it poffible I thould anfwer for

-an event that fo utterly depends upon fortune ? But to
fhew you that I am more inclined to get money than to
throw it away——1I have a ftrong poffeffion, that with
this five hundred, I fhall win five thoufand. .

Lord 7. Madam, if you were to win ten thoufand, it
would be no fatisfattion to me.

Lady 7. Oh, the churl! ten thoufand! what! not fo
much as with I might win ten thoufand! Ten thou-
fand ! Oh, the charming fum ! what infinite pretty things
might 8 woman of {pirit do with ten thoufand guineas!
O’ my confcience, if fhe were a woman of true {pirit—
fhe—fhe might lofe them all again, -

Lord 7. And I had rather it thould be fo, Mzdam,
provided I could be fure that were the laft you would lofe.

Lady 7. Well, my Lotd, to let you fee I defign to
play all the good houfe-wife I can; f' am now going to
& party at guadrille, only to piddle with a little of it, at
poor two guineas a fith, with the duchefs of @ite[ri ht,

: - Xite

Lord 7. Infenfible creature! neither reproaches or
indulgence, kindnefs or fevetity, can wake her to the
leaft refle¢tion! Continual licence has lull'd her inte fuch
a lethargy of care, that fhe fpeaks of her excefles with the
fame eafy confidence, as if ther were {o many viriues.
What a turn has her head taken ! But how to cure it
1 am afraid the phyfic muft be ftron‘g that reaches
her——Lenitives, I fee, are to no purpofe ——take my
friend’s opinion————Manly will fpeak freely———m
fifter with tendernefs to both fides. ‘Lhey know my cafe
wPil talk with them, : o

B2 Euntor
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Enter a Servant.

Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has fent to know if yeur
Lordfhip was at home. .

Lord 7. They did not deny me ?

Serv. No, my Lord.

Lord 7. Very well ; fiep upf to my fifter, and fay, I
defire to fpeak with her. '

Serm: Lady Grace is here, my Lord. Exit Serv,

Enter Lady Grace. '

Lord 7. So, lady fair; what pretty weapon have you
been killing your time with ?

Lady G. A huge folio, that has almoft killed me——
I think I have read half my eyes out.

Lord 7. Oh! you fhould not pore fe much juft after
dinner, child.

Lady G. That’s true; but any body’s theughts are
better than always one’s own, you kaow. .

Lord 7. Who's there ?

Enter Servant.

Leave word at the door, I am at home to nobody but
Mr. Manly. [Exit Serv.
Lady G. Andwhy is he excepted, pray, my Lord ?

Lord 7. I hope, Madam, you have no objeétion to his
company ? '

Lady G. Your particular orders, upon my being here,
look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. '

Lord 7. And your ladyfhip’s enquiry into the reafon
of thofe orders, fhews, at leaft, it was not a matter in-
different to you.

Lady G. Lord, you make the oddeft conftructions,
brother !

Lord 7. Leok you, my grave Lady Grace——in one
ferious word—1I wifh you had him.

Lady G. I can’t help that. S

Lord 7. Ha! youcan’t helpit; ha, ba! Theflatfim« -
plicity of that reply was admirable !

Lady G. Pook, you teize one, brother !

Lord 7. Come, I beg pardon, child——this is not a
point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I hope
you’ll give me leave to be ferious,

Lady G. If you defire it, brother; though, upon m;

word,
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word, as to Mr. Manly’s having any ferious thoughts of
me—I know nothing of it.

Lord 7. Well——there’s nothing wrong in your ma-
king adoubt of it——But, in thort, I find, by his con-
verfation of late, that he has been looking round the world
for awife ; and if you were to look round the world fora
hufband, heis the firft man I would give to you.

Lady G. Then, whenever he makes me any offer, bro-
ther, I will certainly tell you of it. -

Lord 7. Oh! that’s the laft thing he’lldo: he’ll ne-
ver make you an offer, ’till he’s pretty fure it won’t be
refufed.

Lady G. Now you make me curious. Pray, did he
ever make any offer of that kind to you ?

Lord 7. Notdire&ly ; but that imports nothing : he
isa man too well acquainted with the female world to be
brought into a high opinion of any one woman, without
fome well-examined proof of her merit; yet I have rea-
fon to believe, that your good fenfe, your turn of mind,
and your way of life, have brought him to fo favourable
a one of you, that a few days will reduce him to tatk
plainly to me; which, as yet, (nptwithftanding our
triendthip) I have neither declined nor encouraged
him to. :

Lady G. T am mighty glad we are fo near in our way
of thinking; for, to tell you thetruth, heis much upen
the fame terms with me: you know he has a fatirical
turn ; but never lafhes any folly, without giving due en-
comiums to its oppofite virtue: and upon fuch occafions,
he is fometimes particular, in turning his compliments
upon me, which I don’t receive with any referve, left he
fhould imagine I take them to myfelf. ’

Lord 7. You are right, child: whena man of merit
makes his addrefes, good fenfe may give him an anfwer,
without fcorn, or coquetry. -

Lady G. Huth! he’shere

. Enter Mr. Manly.

Man. My Lord, your moft obedient.

Lord 7. Dear Manly, yours——1I was thinking t
fend to you. :

Man. Then, I am glad I -am hete, my Lord ——FEady
Grace, 1 kifs your hands——What, only you two ! How

B3 many
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many vifits may a man make, before he falls into fuch
unfalhionable company ? A brother and fifter foberly fit-
ting at home, when the whole town is 2 gadding ! I quef-
tion if there is fo particular a #éte & téte again, in the
whole parith of St. James’s. '
Lady G. Fie, fie, Mr. Manly! how cenforious you
1

ane .

Man. Ihadnot made the refletion, Madam ; but that
I faw you an exception to it Where’s my Lady ¢~

Lord 7. That, I believe, is impoffible to guefs.

Man. Then I won’t try, my Lord«——

Lord 7. But, ’tis probable, I may hear of her, by that
time I have been four or five hours in bed. .

Man, Now, if that were my cafe——1I believe [ ——

. But I beg pardon, my Lord. .

Lord 7. Indeed, Sir, you fhall not: ‘you will oblige
me if you fpeak out ; for it was upon this head I wanted,
to fee you.

Man. Why then, my Lord, fince you oblige me to-
proceed—if that were my cafe—I believe 1 fhould cer-
tainly fleep in another houfe.

Lady G. How do you mean ?

Man. Only a compliment, Madam.

Lady G. A compliment !

Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning myfelf out of
doors than her. :

Lady G. Pon’t you think that would be going too far. »

 Man. Idon’tknow but it might, Madam ; for, in ftrict
juftice, I think fhe ought rather to go than I

Lady G. Thisis new dattrine, Nf? . Manly.

Man. As old, Madam, as love, honour, and obey.
When a woman will flop at nothing that’s wrong, why
fhould a man balance any thing that’s right #

Lady G. Blefs me! but this is fomenting things——

Man. Fomentations, Madam, are fometimes neceffacy
to difpel tumours ; tho’ I don’t direfily advife my Lord
to do this——This is only what, upon the fame provo-
cation, I would do myfelf.

Lady G. Ay, ay, you would do! Batchelors wives,

- indeed, are finely governed.
Maz, If the married scns’ were a5 Wellem—I am apt
’ 10

+
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Yo think we fhould not fee fo many mutual plagues taking
the air in feparate coaches. :

Lady G. Well, but fuppofe it your own cafe; would
you part with a wife, becaufe fhe now and then ftays out,

_1n the beft company ¢

Lord 7. Well faid, Lady Grace ! Come, ftand up for
the privilege of your fex. This is like to be a warm de-
bate. I fhall edify.

Man. Madam, I think a wife, after midnight, has no
occafion to be in better company than her hufband’s ; and
that frequent unreafonable hours make the beft company
—the worft campany fhe can fall into,

Lady G. Butf people of condition are to keep company
with one another, how is it poffible to be deae, unlefs one
conforms to their hours ?

Man. 1 can’t find that any weman’s good breeding
obliges her to conform to other people’s vices.

Lord 7. 1 doubt, child, here we are got a little on the
wrong fide of the queftion.

Lady G. Why fo, my Lord ? I can’tthink the cafe.fo
bad as Mr, Manly ftates it——People of quality are not
tied down to. the rules of thofe who have their fortunes
to make.

Man. Na people, Madam, are above being tied down
to fome rules, that have fortunes to lofe.

‘Lady G. Pooh! I'm fure, if you were to take my fide-
of the argument, you would be able to fay fomething
more for it.

Lord 7. Well, what fay you to that, Manly ?

Man. Why, troth, my Lord, I have femething tofay.

Lady G. Ay ! that I thould be glad to hear, now.

Lord 7. Out with it.

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I have ofterr
thought that the mifconduct of my Lady has, in a great
meafure, been owing to your ldrdfhip’s treatment of her.

Lady G. Blefs me!

Lord 7. My treatment ! '

Man. Ay, my Lord, you fo idolized her- before mar-
riage, that you even indulged her like a miftrefs after itz
in thort, you continued the lover, when you fhould have
taken up the hufband,

© Lady
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Lady G. Oh, frightful! this is worfe than t'other;
can a hufband love a wife too well ?

Man. As eafy, Madam, as a wife may love her huf-
band too little. - .

Lord 7. So; you two are never like to agree, I find.

Lady G. Don’t be pofitive, brother—I1 am afraid we
are both of a mind already. [4##.] And do you, at this
rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly ? ‘

Man. Never, Madam, ’till I can meet with a woman
that likes my do&rine. '

Lady G. *Tis pity but your miftrefs fhould hear it.

Man.- Pity me, K’Iadam, when I marry the wemah
that won’t hear it.

- Lady G. I think, at leaft, he can’t fay that’s me. -
- , (Afide.
Man. And{o, ny Lord, by giving her more power than.

was needful, fhe has none where the wantsit; havin

fuch intire pofleflion of you, fhe is not miftrefs of herfelf.

And, mercy on us ! how many fine women’s heads have

been turned upon the fame occafion !

Lord 7. Oh, Manly, 'tis too true! there’s the fource
of my difquiet; fhre knows, and has abufed her power ;
nay, Iam ftill fo weak, (with fhame I fpeak it) *tis not an
hour ago, that, in the midft of my impatience—I gave
her another bill for five hundred to throw away. ‘

Man, Well, my Lord, to let you fee I am fometimes
upon the fide of good-nature, I won’t abfolutely blanie
you; for the greater your indulgence, the more you have
to reproach her with. ’ .

Lady G. Ay, Mr. Manly, here now, I begin to come
in with you. “Who knows, my Lord, but you may have
a good account of your kindnefs ? S

Man. Thet, I am afraid, we had not beft depend upon.
But fince you have had {o much patience, my Lord, even
.80 on with it a day or two more ; and upon her ladyfhip’s
next fally, be a little rounder in your expoftulations ; if
that don’t work——drop her fome cool hints of a deter-
n}llined reformation, and leave her——to breakfaft upon
them.

Lord 7. You are perfely right. How valuable is a
friend, in our anxiety ! : . .Man
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Man. Therefore, to divert that, my Lord,.I beg, for
the prefent, we may call another caufe.

Lady G, Ay, for goodnefs’ fake, let us have done
with this. .

Lord 7. With all my heart. .

Lady G. Have you no news abroad, Mr, Manly ?

Man, 4 propos—1 have fome, Madam ; and I {elieve,
my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind

Lord 7, Pray, let us have it.

Man, Do you know that your country neighbour, and
my wife kinfman, Sir Francis Wronghead, is coming to
town with his whole family ?

Lord 7. The fool! What can be his bufinefs here? -

Man. Oh'! of the laftimportance, I'll affure you——=e
No lefs than the bufinefs of the nation.

Lord 7. Explain. :

Man. He has carried his eletion——againft Sir John
Worthland. :

Lord 7. The deuce ! What ! for——for—— "

Man. The famous borough of Guzzledown,

Lord 7. A proper reprefentative, indeed !

Lady G. Pray, Mr. Manly, douw’t I know him?
- Man. You have dined with him, Madam, when I was
laft down with my Lord, at Bellmont. ,

Lady G. Was not that he that got a little merry before
dinner, and overfet the tea-table in making his compli-
ments to my Lady?

Man. The fame,

Lady G. Pray whatare his circumftances ? I know but
very little of him. :

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you,
Madam. His eftate, if clear, I believe, might be a good
two thoufand pounds a year : though as it wis left him, -
faddled with two jointures, and two weighty mortgages
upon it, there is no faying what it is——But that he might
be fure never to mend it, he married a profufe young
hufly, for love, without a penny of money. Thus, hav-
ing, like his brave anceftors, provided heirs for the fami-
ly (for his dove breeds like a tame pigeon) he now finds
children and intereft-money make fuch a bawling about
his ears, that, at laft, he has taken the friendly advice of
his kin{man, the  good Lord Danglecourt, to runnhis

o cliate
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‘eftate two thoufand pounds more in debt, to put the
whole management of what is left into Paul Pillage’s
hands,  that he may be at leifure himfelf to retrieve his
affairs, by being a parliament man.

Lord,7. A moft admirable fcheme, indeed !

Max. And with this politic profpe&, he is now upon
his journey to London

Lord 7. What can it end in ?

Man, Pooh ! a journey into the country again,

Lord 7. Do you think he’ll ftir, ’tll his money is
gone ; or, at leaft, ’till the feffion is over ?

Man. If my intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't
fit long enough to give his vote for a turnpike.

Lord 7. How fo? : _

Man. Oh, a bitter bufinefs; ke had fcarce a yote in
the whole town, befide the returning officer. Sir John
will certainly have it heard at the bar of the houfe, and
fend him about his bufinefs again.

Lord 7. Then he has made a fine bufinefs of it,
indeed.

Man. Which, as far as my little intereft will go, fhall
be done in as few daysas poffible.

Lady G. But why would you ruin the poor gentleman’s
fortune, Mr. Manly ? :

Man. No, Madam ; I would only fpoil his projed, to

-fave his fortune. ’ :

Lady G. How are you concerned enough to do either 2

Man, Why I have fome obligations to the family,
Madam : I enjoy, at this time, a pretty eftate, which Sir
Francis was heir at law to : but by his being a booby,
the laft will of an obftinate old uncle gave it to me. .

Eater a Servant,

Serv. [#6 Man.] Sir, here is one of your fervants from
your houfe, defires to fpeak with you.

Masn. Will you give him leave to come in, my Lord 2,

Lord 7. Sir—the ceremony’s of your own making. -

Enter Manly’s Servant.
* Man. Well James, what’s the matter ?

Fames. Sir, here is John Moody juft come to town ; he
fays Sir Francis, and all the family, will be here to-night,
and is in a great hurry to fpeak with you,

Mas, Where is he? .

yd;l“'o
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Fames. At our houfe, Sir; he has been gaping and
flumping about the ftreets in his dirty boats, and afking
every one he meets, if they can tell him where he may
have a good lodging for a Parliament-man, till he can
hire a handfome houfe, fit for all his family for the
winter.

Man, 1 am afraid, my Lord, I muft wait upon Mr,

y.

Lord 7. Pr'ythee let us have him here; he will di-
vert us.

 Man. Oh, my Lord, he’s fuch a cub! Not but he’s fo
near common fenfe, that he pafles fora wit in the family.

Lady G. I beg, of all things, we may have him: 1 am
in love with nature, let her drefs be never fo homely.

Man. Then defire him to come hither James.

[Exit James.

Lady G. Pray, what may be Mr. Moody’s poft ? ’

Man. Oh! his maftre &'hotel, his butler, his bailiff,
his hind, his huntfman, and fometimes—his com=
panion.

Lord 7. It runs in my head, that the moment this
knight has fet him down in _the houfe, he will get up, to
give them the earlieft proof of what importance he isto -
the public, in his own country. ‘

Man., Yes, and when they have heard him, he will
find, that his utmoft importance ftands valued at—m———e
fometiines being invited to dinner, :

Lady G. And her ladythip, I fuppofe, will make 3s
confiderable a figure in her fphere, too. '

Man. That you may depend upon: for (if I don’t
miftake) the has ten times more of the jade in her, than
fhe yet knows of: and fhe will fo improve in this rich
foil; in a month, that fhe will vifit all the ladies that
will let her into their houfes; and run in debt to all the
fhopkeepers that will let her into their books: in fhort,
before her important {poufe has made five pounds, by his
eloquence, at Weftminfter, the will have loft five hundred
at dice and guadrille, in the parifh of St. a[ames’s.

Lord 7. So that, by that time he is declared unduly
eletted, a frarm of duns will be ready for their money ;
and his worfhip——will be ready for a gaol.

Man. Yes, yes, that 1 reckon will clofe thcaccoun;_

- ' o
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of this hopeful journey to London—But fee, here comes
the fore-horfe of the team, ’

Enter John Moody
Oh, honeft John!

F. Moody. Ad’s waunds and heart, Meafter Manly {
I’mglad I ha’ fun ye. Lawd, lawd, give mea bufs! Why,
that’s friendly naw. Flefh! I thought we would never
ha’ got hither. Well, and how d’ye do, Meafter ?—
Good lack ! I beg pardon for my bawldnefs——1I did not
fee ’at his honour was here.

* Lord 7. Mr. Moody, your fervant; I am glad to fee -
you in London : I hope all the good family is well.

F. Moody. Thanks be prais’d, your honour, they are alt
in pretty good heart; thof’ we have had a power of

~ croffes upo’ the road.
l;4Lady G. I hope my Lady has had no hurt, Mr,

md .

7 .X%u]y. Noa, and pleafe your ladyfhip, fhe was ne-
ver in better humour: there’s money enough flirring
Dow.

* Man. What has been the matter, John ?

F- Moody. Why, we came up in fuch a hurry, you mun
think, that our tackle was not fo tight as it thould be.

Man. Come, tell usall——Pray, how do they travel ?

F. Moody. Why,’theawld coach, Meafter ; and ’caufe
my Lady loves to do things handfom, to be fure, fhe
would have a couple of cart horfes clapt to the four old
geldings, that neighbours might fee fhe went up to Lon~
don in her coach and fix ; and fo Giles Joulter, the plough-
man, rides poftilion.

Max. Very well! The journey fets out as it fhould:
do. [Afide.] What, do they bring all the children with
them too ? y
* ¥ Moody. Noa, noa, only the younk ’fquoire, and
Mifs Jenny. The other foive are all out at board, at half
a crown a head, a week, with Joha Growfe, at Smoke-
dunghill farm, .

Man. Good again! a right Englifh academy for younger
children !

J. Moody. Anon, Sir. [ Not underfianding himy

¢ Lady G. Poor fouls! What will become of them ?

4 ¥ Moody, Nay, nay, for that matter, Madam, they

s gre
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* are in very good hands: Joan loves "um as thof’ they
< were all her own: for fhe was wet-nurfe to every mother’s
* babe of 'um Ay, Ay, they’ll ne’er want for a belly-
4 full there!

¢ Lady G. What fimplicity !

% Man. The Lud’a mercy upon all good folks! What
4 work will thefe people make!  [Holding up bis hands>

Lord 7. Andwhen do you expett them here, John ?
% Moody. Why, we were in hopes to ha’ come yefter-

day, an’it had no’ been, that th’ awld Weazlebelly horfe
tired : and then we were o cruelly loaden, that the two
fore-wheels came crath down at once, in Waggon-rut-lane,
-and there we loft four hours *fore we could fet things to
rights again.

Man. So they bring all the baggage with the coach
then? -

. Moody. Ay, ay, and good ftore on it there is—=Why,
my Lady’s geer alone were as much as fill’d four portman-
tel trunks, befide the great deal box that heavy Ralph and
the monkey fit upon behind.

Lord 7. Lady G. and Man. Ha, ha, ha! .

Lady G. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many are
they within the coach ?

A’f. Moody. Why there’s my Lady, and his Worfhip ;
and the younk *Squoire, and Mifs Jenny, and the fat lap-
dog, ang my Lady’s maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe,
the cook, that’s 2ll—Only Doll puked a little with riding
backward ; fo they hoifted her into the coach-box, and then
her ftomach was eafy.

Lady G. Oh, I fee them! I fee them go by me. Ha,
ha! [ Laughing.

¥. Moody. Then you mun think, Meafter, there was
{fome ftowage for the belly, as well as the back too ; chil-
dren are apt to be famifhed upo’ the road ; fo we had fuch
cargoes of plumb-cake, and bafkets of tongues, and bifcuits,
andg cheefe, and cold boiled beef. Ang then, in cafe of
~ ficknefs, bottles of cherry-brandy, plague water, fack, tent,
and ftrong beer fo plenty as made th’ awld coach crack
again. Mercy upon them! and fend them all well to
town, I fay. '

Man. Ay, and well out on’t again, John. -

* ¥ Moody. Ods bud, Mcafteé ! you're a wife man ; afr:xd
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for that matter, fo am I—Whoam’s whoam, I fay: I am
fure we ha’ got but little good €’er fin’ we turn’d our backs
oi’t.  Nothing but mifchief! Somedevil’s trick or other
plagued us aw th’day lung. Crack, goes one thing!
bawnce, goes another! Woa! fays Roger—Then, fowfe !
we are all fet faft in a flough. Whaw, criesMifs! Scream,
-go the maids! and bawl, juft as thof’ they were ftuck.
And fo, mercy onus! this was the trade from morning to
night. But my Lady was in fuch a murrain hafte to be
here, that fet out fhe would, thof’ I told her it was Chil-
dermas day.

Man. Thefe ladies, thefe ladies, John—

F- Moody. Ay, Meafter! I ha’ feen a little of them :
and I find that the beft———when fhe’s mended, won’t ha’
much goodnefs to fpare. -

Lord 7. Well faid, John. Ha, ha!

Man. 1 hope, at leaft, you and your good woman agree
fill

. Moody. Ay, ay; much of a muchnefs. Bridget
ficks to me: tho’ as for her goodnefs——why, fhe was
willing to come to London too. But hauld a bit! Noa,
noa, i§ys I; there may be mifchief enough done without

ou.
7 Man. Why that was bravely fpoken, John, and like a
man. .
F+ Moody. Ah, weaft heart! were Meafter but hawf the
mon that I-am——Ods wookers! thof” he’ll fpeak ftautly
00, fometimes——But then he canno’ hawld it———no,
he canno’ hawld it.

Lord . Lady G. and Man. Ha, ha, ha!

% Moody. Ods flefh! but I mun hie me whoam; the
coach will be coming every hour naw-——but Meafter
charged me to find your Worfhip out ; for he has hugey
.bufinefs with you: and will certainly wait upon you, by
that time he can put on a clean neckcloth.

Man. Oh, John! I’ll wait upon him.

¥. Moody. Why you wonno’ be fo kind, wull ye ?

Man. If you’ll tell me where you lodge.

. Moody. Juft i’ the ftreet next to where your Worthip
dwells, at the fign of the golden ball——It’s gold all over;
where they fell ribbons and flappits, and-other fort of geer
for gentlewamen. 0

ane
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Man. A milliner’s?

J- Moody. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly. Waunds, the
has a couple of clever girls there, ftitching i’ th’ fore-
room. :

Man. Yes, yes, fhe’s a woman of good bufinefs, no
l}oubt> on’t——Who recommended that houfe to you,

ohn?

F- Moody. The greateft good fortune in the world, fure ;
for as I was gaping about the ftreets, who fhould look out -
of the window there, but the fine gentleman that was al-
ways riding by our coach fide, at York races——Count
Baffet ; ay, that’s he. :
g Man. Baflet! Oh, I remember! I know him by -

ht.

§ F. Moody. Well, to be fure, as civil a gentleman to fee
to——

Man. Asany fharper in town. [ Aftde.

" . Moody. At York, he ufed to breakfaft with my Lady
every morning.

Mun. Yes, yes, and I fuppofe her Ladyfhip will return
his compliment here in town. - [Afide.

. Moody. Well, Meafter——

Lord 7. My fervice to Sir Francis and my Lady, John.

Lady G. And mine, pray, Mr. Moody.

d N iﬂloat{y. Ay, your honours; they’ll be proud on’t, 1
are fay.

Man}: I'll bring my compliments myfelf: fo, honeft
John
n

. Moody. Dear Meafter Manly! the goodnefs of good-
efs bléfs and preferve you. [Exit F. Moody

Lord 7. What a natural creature ’tis! -

Lady G. Well, I can’t but think, John, in a wet after-
noon in the country, muft be very good company.

Lord 7. Oh, the tramontane! If this were known at
half the guadrille-tables in town, they would lay down
their cards to laugh at you.

Lady G. And the minute they took them up again,
they would do the fame at the lofers—But to let you fee,

“that I think good company may fometimes want cards to

keep them together; what think you, if we three fat fo-

berly down, to kill an hour at embre ?
Man. 1 fhall be too hard for you, Madam,
C:2 Lady

’
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-Lady G. No matter; I fhall have as much advantage of
my Lord, as you have of me.

Lord 7. Say,you fo, Madam; have at you then. Here!
get the embre table, and cards. [ Exit Lord Townly.

_Lady G. Come, Mr. Manly——1I know you don’t for-
give me now. ) '

Man. 1 don’t know whether I ought to forgive your
thinking fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could pafs
my time fo agreeably ?

Lady G. I'm forry my Lord is not here, to take his
fhare of the compliment——But he’ll wonder what's be-
come of us.

Man. I'll follow in a moment, Madam—

: [Exit Lady Grace.
It muft be fo——She fees I love her——yet with what
unoffending decency fhe avoids an explanation # How
amiable is every hour of her conduct? What a vile opi-
nion have I had of the whole fex for thefe ten years paft,
which this fenfible creature has recovered in lefs than one &
Such a companion, fure, might compenfate all the irk-
fome difappointments that pride, folly, and falfehood ever
gave me! :

Could women regulate, like her, their lives,

What halcyon days were in the gift of wives!

Vain rovers, then, might envy what they hate;

And only fools would mock the married ftate.

[Exit.

END OF THE FIRST ACT,.

ACT 1L
SCENE, Mrs. Motherly’s Houfe.
Enter Count Baffet and Mrs. Motherly.

COUNT BASSET.

TELL you there is not fuch a family in England for
you. Do you think I would have gone out of your
lodgings for any body that was not fure to make you eafy

for the winter ?
‘Moth. Nay, I fee nothing againtt it, Sir, but the gen-
tleman’s
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tleman’s being a parliament-man; and when people may,
as it were, think one impertinent, or be out of humour, yoa-
know, when a body comes to afk for one’s own——

Count Ba/. Pfha! Pr'ythee never trouble thy head;
his pay is as good as the Bank—Why, he has above two
thoufand a-year.

Moth. Alas-a-day, that’s nothing! your people of ten
thoufand a-year, have ten thoufand things to do with it,

Count Caf. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your

money, what do you think of going a little with me Mrs. .

Motherly ?

BMoth. As how 2 : .

Count Baf. Why, I have a game in my hand, in which,
if you’ll croup me, thatis, help me to play it, you fhall go
five hundred to nothing.

Moth. Saly you fo?——Why then I go, Sir———and
now, pray, let’s fee your game.

Count Baf. Look you, in one word, my cards lie thus:
—When I was down this fummer at York, I happened to
lodge in the fame houfe with this knight’s lady, that’s now
coming to lodge with you.

Moth. Did you fo, Sir? -

Count Ba/. And fometimes had the honour to breakfaft,
and pafs an 1dle hour with her—— -

Moth. Very good; and here, I fuppofe, you would have
the impudence to fup and be bufy with her. :

Count Baf. Ptha! pr’ythee hear me.

Moth. Ts this your game! I would not give fixpence
forit. What! you have a paflion for her pin-money—
No, no, country ludies are not fo flufh of it!

Count Ba/. Nay, if you won’t have patience

Mboth. One had need to have a good deal, I am fure, to
hear you talk at thisrate. Is this your way of making my
poor niece Myrtilla, eafy ?

Count Ba/. Death! I fhall do it ftill, if the woman will
but let me fpeak
Moth. Had you not a letter from her this morning ?
Count Ba/. 1 have it here in my pocket this 1s it.

[Sheavs it and puts it up againe

Moth. Ay, but I don’t find.you have made any anfwer

to-it,

Cs, < : Count
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(iount Baf. How the devil can I, if you won’t hear
me !

Moth. What, hear you talk of another woman ! .

Count Baf. Oh, lud! Oh, lud! I tell you, I'll make
her fortune——Ounds, I'll marry her!

Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it when
fhe was a maid, your ftomach is not fo fharp fet now, I
prefume.

Count Baf. Hey-dar! why gour head begins to turn,
my dear!  The devil! you did not think I propofed to
marry her myfelf ? . -

Moth. If you don’t, who the devil do you think will
marry her? .

Count Baf. Why, a fool———

Moth, Humph ! there may be fenfe in that— i

Count Baf. Very good——One for t'other, then; if -
'T can help her to a hufband, why fhould you not come i~
to my fcheme of helping me to a wife? -

Moth. Your pardan, Sir; ay, ay, in an honourable affair,~
you know you may command me——But pray, where 18
this blefled wife and hufband to be had? ) :

Count Baf. Now, have a little patience——You muft .
know then, this country knight and his lady bring upin -
the coach with them their eldeft fon and a dautg‘l:iter, to -

teach them———to wafh their faces, and turn their toes
out. r.

Moth., Good—— . .
Count Baf. The fon isan unlick’d whelp, about fixteen,,
juft taken from fchool; and begins to hanker after every
wench in the family: the daughter, much of the fame age ;
. apert, forward hufly, who, having eight thoufand pounds
left her by an old doting grandmother, feems to have a

devilith mind to be doing in her way too.
Moth. And your defign is to put her into bufinefs for
life? ‘ .
Count Baf. Look you, in fhort, Mrs. Motherly, we
gentlemen, whofe occafional chariots roll only upon the
four aces, are liable, fometimes, you know, to have a
" wheel out of order; which, I confefs, is fo much my
cafe at prefent, that my dapple greys are reduced to a
pair of ambling chairmen. Now, if, with your af<
nftance, I can whip up this young jade into a hackney-
coach,
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coach, I may chance, in a day or two after, to carry her,
in my own chariot, en famille, to an opera. Now, what
do you fay to me ?
. Moth. Why, I fhall not fleep for thinking of it. But-
how will you prevent the family {moaking your de-
fign
gCount Baf. By renewing my addrefles to the mother.
Moth. And how will the daughter like that, think you ?
Count Baf. Very well——whilft it covers her own

M!b “That’s true——it mutt do but, as you fay,
one for tother, Sir; I ftick to that if you don’t do
my njece’s bufinefs with the fon, I’ll blow you with the
., daughter, depend upen’t.

* Count Ba/. It’s a bet—pay as we go, I tell you; and
the five hundred fhail be fteked in a third hand.

Xotb That’s hene But here comes my niece;
_sfall we let her into the fecret ?

Count Begf. Time enough; may be I may touch
upon it.

Enter Myrtilla,
oY Moth. So, niece, are all the rooms done out, and the
- beds fheeted 2
Myr, Yes, Madam; but Mr. Moody tells us, the lady
always burns wax In her own chamber, and we have none
in the Loufe.
) Moth, Odfo! then I muft beg your pardon, Count;
- 'that is a bufy time, you know. - [Exit Mrs. Motberly.
. Count Ba/. Myrtiila, how doft thou do, child?
o t4 7 Myr. As well as a lofing gamefter can.
% %, Count Baft Why, what have you loft ?
Mjr What I thall never recover ; and what’s worfe,
you that have won it, don’t feem to. be much the better
for it.

Count Bafi Why, child, doft thou ever fee any body
overjoyed for winning a dcep ftake, fix months atter ’tis
over ? : :

Myr. Would T had never played for it!

Count Baf. Pha! hang thefe melancholy thoughts r
we may be friends fill,

DMyr. Dull ones.

B 3

Count
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.Count Baf. Ufeful ones, perhaps——-{fuppofe I thould
help thee to{; good hufband ? B pe -

Mjyr. 1 fuppofe you’ll think any one good enough, that
will take me off o’ your hands. '

Count Ba/. What do you think of the young country
’fquire, the heir of the family that’s coming to lodge
here? ’

Myr. How fhould I know what to think of him?

Count Ba/. Nay, I only give you the hint, child; it
may be worth your while, at leaft to look about you———
Hark! what buflle’s that without ?

Enter Mrs. Motberly in bafte.

Moth. Sir, Sir! the gentleman’s coach is at the doors.
they are all come. A

Count Baf. What, already 2 g

Moth, They are juft getting out !——Won’t you ftep:
and lead in my Lady ? Do you be in the way, niece;

I muft run and receive them, [Exit Mrs. Motherly-
Count. Baf. And think of what I told you.
: [Exit Count..

Myr. Ay, ay; you have left me enough to think of
as long as I live A faithlefs fellow! I am fure I have
been true to him ; and for that only reafon he wants to be
rid of me. But while women are weak, men will be
rogues; ¢ and for a bane to both their joys and ours,
¢ when our vanity indulges them in fuch innocent favours.
¢ as make them adore us, we can never be well, till
¢ we grant them the very one that puts an end to their de~
¢ votion—But here comes my aunt and the company.’
Myrs. Motherly returns, foewing in Lady Wronghead, led by

Count Baffit. ) :

Moth. If your Ladyfhip pleafes to walk into this par-
lour, Madam, only for the prefent, ’till your fervants
have got all your things in. .

Lady Wrong. Well, dear Sir, this is fo infinitely
obliging I proteft it gives me pain, tho’, to turn you.
out of your lodging thus. .

Count Ba/. No trouble in the leaft, Madam ;. we fingle:
fellows are {oon moved ; befides, Mrs. Motherly’s iny old
acquaintance, and I could not be her hinderance.

Meth. The Count is fo well bred, Madam, I darc fay
. he
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ke would do a great deal more to accommodate your La-

dyfhip.
Lady Wrong. Oh, dear Madam!—A good, well-bred
fort of a woman. " [4part to the Count.

Count Baf. Oh, Madam! fhe is very much among
people of quality ; fhe is feldom WIthout them in her

ho‘ifed Wy he f
‘ ady Wrong. Are there a good many people of qualit
in this ftreet, gl'VIrs. Motherlyg Y pe i d y

Moth. Now your Ladyfhipis here, Madam, I don’t be-
licve there is a houfe without them.

Lady Wrong. 1am mighey glad of that; for, really, ¥
think people of quality fhould always live among one
another.

Count Bagf. ’Tis what one would choofe, indeed,
Madam.

Lady Wrong. Blefs me! but where are the chxldren
all this while ?

Motb. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe, is taking care
of them. -

Sir Fran. [Within.] John Moody! ftay you by the
coach, and fee all our things out——Come, cbaldren.

Moth. Heére they are, Madam.

Enter Sir Francis, *Squire Richard, and Mifs. Yenny.

Sir Fran. Well, Count, I mun fay it, this was koynd,

indeed.
+ Count Baf. Sir Francis, give me leave to bid you wel~
come to London.

Sir Fran. Pha! how doft do, mon ?——Waunds, P
glad to fee thee ! A good fort of a houfe this.

Count Ba/. Is not that Mafter Richard ?

Sir Franx. Ey, ey, that’s young Hopeful——Why doft
not baw, Dick?

’Squ. Rich. So I do, feyther.

Count Ra/. Sir I'm glad to fee you-——-I proteft Mrs.
Jane is grown fo, I fhould not have known her.

Sir Fran, Come forward, Jemny. - -

Fexny. Sure, papa! do you think I den’t know how to
behave myfelf ?

Count Baf If T have permiffion to approach her, Sir
Francis.

j’eunj. Lord Sir! I'm in fuch a fughtful pickle

[Salute.
Count
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Count Ba/. Every drefs that’s proper muft become
you, Madam you have been a long journey.
_ Jenny, I hope you will fee me in a better, to-morrow,
r

[Lady Wrong. awbifpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla,

~Mot)£ Only a niece of mine, Madam, that lives with
me : fhe will be proud to give your Ladythip any affiftance
in her power.

Lady Wrong. A pretty fort of a young woman:
Jenny, you two muft be acquainted.

Ferny. Oh, mamma, T am never ftrange in 2 ftrange
place. [Salutes Myrtilla.

Myr. You do me- a great deal of honour, Madam—
Madam, your Ladyfhip’s welcome to London.

Jenny. Mamma, I like her prodigioufly; fhe called

" me my Ladythip.

’Squ. Rich. Pray, mother, mayn’t I be acquainted
with her roo ?

Lady Wrong. You, you clown; ftay *ill you learn a
little more breeding firft.

Sir Fran. Od’s heart, my Lady Wronghead! why do
you baulk the lad ? how fhould he ever learn breeding, if
he does not put himfelf forward ! :

’Squ. Rich, Why, ay, feyther, does mother think ’at

qu. £zl Yy a8y, ey
I’d be uncivil to her ?
Myr. Mafter has fo much good humour, Madam, he

would foon gain upon any body. [He kiffes Myr. ~

’Squ. Rich. Lo’ you there, mother: and you would

but be quiet, fhe and'I fhould do well enough.

Lady Wrong: Why, how now, firrah! Boys muft not

be fo familiar.

’Squ. Rich. Why, an’ I know nobody, how the mur-
t3 Tain mun I pafs my time here, in a ftrange place? Naw
— you and I, and fifter, forfooth, fometimes, in an after-

noon, may play at one and thirty bone-ace, purely.

Jenny. Speak for yourfelf, Sir; d’ye think I play at

fuch clownith games ? . .
’8qu. Rich. Why and you woant yo’ ma’ let it aloane 3
then fhe and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at all-fours,
without you. .
Sir Fran. Noa, Noa, Dick, ‘that won’t do neither;
you mun learn to make one at ombre, here, child. e
§ 143
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Myr. If Mafter pleafes, I'll fhew it him.

_ ’Squ. Rich. What! the Humber! Hoy day! why docs
eur river run to this tawn, feather? -

Sir Fraa. Pooh! you filly tony! ombre is a geam at
cards, that the better fort of people play three together
at.

"Squ. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I fay; but
filter 1s always fo crofs-grain’d

Fenny. Lord! this boy is enough to deaf people
- and one has really been ftuff’d up in a coach fo long, that
~—————Pray, Madam————could net I get a little
powder for my hair ?

Myr. If you pleafe to come along with me, Madam.

[Exexnt Myr. and Feuny.

’Squ. Rich. What has fifter taken her away naw ! mefs,
T’ll go and have a little game with’em.  [Ex. after them.

Lady Wrowg. Well, Count, I hope you won’t fo far
change your lodgings, but you will come, and be at home
‘here fometimes ?

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of
mutton with us, naw and tan, when thouh’ft naught to

o.

Count Baf. Well, Sir Francis, you fhall find I’ll make
but very little ceremony.

Sir Fran. Why, ay now, that’s hearty !

Moth. Will your Ladyfhip pleafe to refreth yourfelf
with a difh of tea, after your fatigue? I think I have
pretty good.

Lady Wrong. If you pleafe, Mrs. Motherly; but I
believe we had beft have 1t above ftairs.

Moth. Very well, Madam: it fhall be ready immedi-
ately. ' : [Exit Mrse Motherly.
. Lady Wrong. Won’t you walk up, Sir?

Sir Fran. Moody!

Count Ba/. Shan’t we ftay for Sir Francis, Madam ?

Lady Wrong. Lard! don’t mind him: he will come
if he hikes it.

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! ne’er heed me——1I have things to
look after. [Exeunt Lady Wrong. and Count Bay.

Enter Joba Moody.
J+ Moody, Did your Worthip want muh ?

Sir
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‘Sir Fran. Ay, is the coach deared, and all our things
tm? '

F. Moody. Aw but a few band-boxes, and the nook
‘that’s left o’thc goeofe poy——But, a plague on him,
th’ monkey has ginus the {lip, I think——1 fuppofe he's
goon to fee his relations; for here looks to be a power of
am in this tawn————but heavy Ralph is fkawered
after him.

Sir Fran. Why, lethim go to the devil! no matter,

-and the hawnds had had him a month agoe.-
“but I with the coach and horfes were got fafe to the inn1
“This is a fharp tawn, we mun dook about us here, John;
therefore I would have you go along with Roger, and fee
t‘{xat nobody runs away with them before they get to the
dtable. )

F- Moody. Alas a-day, Sir, I believe our awld cattle
won’t yeafly be run away with to-night——Dbut how-
fomdever, we'ft ta’ the beft care we can of um, poor
dawls. )

Sir Fran. Well, well! make hafte then ,

- [Moody goes ont, and returns.

J. Moody. Ods fleth! here’s Maiter Monly come to
wait upo’ your Worfhip!

Sir Fran. Wheere is he? '

F- Moody. Juft coming in at threfhould.

* Sir Fran, Then goa about your bufinefs. [Ex. Moody.
Enter Manly. )
Coufin Manly! Sir, I am your very humble fervant.

Man. 1 heard you were come, Sir Francis—and—

Sir Fran. Odfhheart! this was fo kindly done of you
nAw,

Man., 1 with yod may think it fo, coufin! for, I con:
fefs, I fhould have been better pleafed to have feen you in
any other place.

Sir Fran. How foa, Sir? .

Man. Nay, ’tis for your own fake; I'm not concerned.

Sir Fran, Look you, coufin; thof’ I know you with
me well; yet I don’t queftion I fhall give you fuch
weighty reafons for what I have. done, that you will fay,
IS}fr, this is the wifeft journey that ever I made 'in my
ife.

Man. 1 think it ought to be, coufin; for I believe,

L you
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you will find it the moft expenfive one ——your election
did not coft you atrifle, I fuppofe.

Sir Fran. Why ay! it’s true! That—that did lick a
little ; but if a man’s wife, (and I han’t fawn’d yet that
I’'m a fcol) there are ways, coufin, to lick one’s felf
whole again.

Man. Nay, if you have that fecret——=

Sir Fran. Don’t you be fearful, coufin——you’ll find
that I know fomething.

Man. If it be any thing for your good, I fhould be glad
to know it too. :

Sir Fran. In fhort, then, I have a friend in a corner,
that has let me a little into what's what, at Weftminiter
that’s one thing. .

Man. Very well! but what good is that to do you?

Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other
folks?

Man. Other people, I doubt, have the advantage of
different qualifications.

Sir Fran. Why, ay! there’s it naw! you’ll fay that L
have lived all my days P’the country——what then
I’'m o'the quorum———I have been at feffions, and I
have made ?peeches there! ay, and at veftry tooe———
and mayhap they may “find here,————that I have
brought my tongue up to town with me! D’ye take me,
naw ?

Man. If 1 take your cafe right, coufin, I am afraid
the firft occafion you will have for your eloquence here,
will"be, to fhew that you have any right to make ufe of it
at all.

. Sir Fran. How d’ye mean ! ‘

Man. That Sir John Worthland has lodged a petition
againft you.

Sir Fran. Petition! why, ay! there let it lie
we’ll find a way to deal with that, I warrant you !—
Why', you forget, coufin, Sir John’s o’the wrung fide,
mon ! s

Man. 1 doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little
fefvice; for in cafes very notorious, which I take yours
to be, there is fuch a thing as a fhort day, and difpatching
them immediately. - )

D Sir
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Sir Fran. With all my heart! the fooner I fend him
home again, the better. :

Man. And this is the fcheme you have laid down, "to
repair your fortune ?

Sir Fran. In one word, coufin, 1 think it my duty!

" The Wrongheads have been a confiderable family, ever
fince England was England: and fince the world knofvs
I have talents wherewithal, they fhan’t fay its my fault,
if I don’t make as good a ﬁgure as any that ever were at
the head on’t.

Man. Nay, this project as you have laid it, will come
aip to any thing your anceftors have done thefe five hun-
dred years.

Sir Fran. "And let me alone to work it: mayhap I
shav’n’t told you all, neither

Man. You aftonifh me! what? and is it full as pra&n-
«cable as what you have told me!

Sir Fran. Ay, thof’ I fay i it—-~——every whit, coufin,
You’ll find that I have more irons i’the fire than one; I
doan’t come of a fool’s errand !

Man. Very well.

Sir Fraz. In a word, my wife has got a friend at court,
as well as myfelf, and her dowghter Jenny is naw pretty
well grown u

Man. [ #fde.}———And what, in the devil’s name,
would he do with the dowdy ?

. Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan t lay in for a hufband for
her, mayhap, i’this tawn, fhe may be looking out for
herfelf-
_ Man. Not unlikely.

Sir Fran. Therefore I have fome thoughts of getting
her to be maid of honour. A

Man. [ 4fide.] Oh ! he has taken my breath away ?
but I muft hear him out Pray, Sir Francis, do you
think her education has yet qualified her for a court ?

Sir Fran. Why, the girl is a little too mettlefome,
it’s true ; but fhe hias tongue enough : fhe woan’t be dafh’t!
Then fhe fhall learn to daunce forthwith, and that will
~ foon teach her how to ftond ill, you Know.

+ Man. Very well; but when fhe is thus accomplifh’d,
you muft ftill wait for a vacancy. '

Sir Fran, Why, 1 hope onchas a good chance for that
every
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every day, coufin; forif 1 take it right, that’s a poft,
that folks are not more willing to get into, than they are
“to get out of—It’s like an orange-tree, upon that ac-
cawnt——it will bear bloffoms, and fruit that’s ready to
drop, at the fame time. '

Man. Well, Sir, you beft know how to make good
your pretenfions ! But, pray, where is my Lady, and my
young coufin? I fhould be glad to fee them too.

Sir Fran. She is but juft taking a dith of tea with the
Count, and my landlad I'll call her dawn.

Man. No, no, if fhe’s engag’d, I fhall call again.

Sir Fran. Odfheart? but you mun fee her naw, cou-
fin; what! the beft friend I have in'the world !
Here, fweetheart! [To a Servant without.] prythee, de-
fire my lady and the gentleman to come dawn a bit; tll
her here’s coufin Manly come’to wait upon her.

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the gentleman e ?

Sir Fraz. You mun know him to be fure; why it’s

» Count Baflet.

Man, Oh! is it he >—Your family will be infinitely
happy in his acquaintance. ,

Sir Fran. Troth! I think fo too: he’s the civileft
man that ever I'knew in my life Why ! here he
would go out of his own lodgings, at an hour’s warn-
ing, Ppurely to oblige my family. Was n’t that Kind,
naw ? .

Man. Extremely civil—the family is in admirable
hands already. [ Afde.

Sir Fran. Then my lady likes him hugely—all the
time of York races, fhe would never be without him.

Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent man,
vou know, fhould always take care that his wife may have
mnocent company. :

Sir Fran. Why, ay! that’s it! and I think there conld
not. be fuch another!

Marn. Why, truly, for her purpofe, I think not.

“Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ftonds a lectle
too much upon ceremony ; that’s his fault.

Man. Oh, never fear! he’ll mend that every day—
Mercy on us! whata head he has! [ Afde.

Sir Fran. So, here they come !

D2 ' ~ Euter
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Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baffet, and Mrs. Motherly.

Lady #rong. Coufin Manly, thisisinfinitely obliging ;
I am extremely glad to fee you. R

AMan, Your moft obedient fervant, Madam; I am
glad to fee your Ladyfhip look fo well, after your jour-
ney. . : :

)],Lady Wrong. Why really, coming to London is apt to
put a litle more life in one’s looks.

Man. Yet the way of living here, is very apt to deaden
the complexion and, give me leave to tell you, as a
friend, Madam, you are come to the worft place in the
world, for a good woman to grow better in.

Lady #7rong. Lord, coufin! how fhould people ever
make any figure in life, that are always moaped up in the
country. : .

Count Ba/. Your Ladyfhip cestainly takes the thing in
a quite right light, Madam. Mr. Manly, your humble
fervant a hem. | :

Man. Familiar puppy. [4fide.] Sir, your moft obedient
——1I muft be civil to the rafcal, to cover my fufpi-

cion of him. [4fide.

Count Baf. Was you at White’s this morning, Sir#

Man. Yes, Sir, I juft called in.

Count Baf. Pray——what——was there any thing
done there ?

Man. Much as ufual, Sir; the fame daily carcafes, and

" the fame crows about them.

Count Ba/. The Demoivre - Baronet had a bloody
tumble yefterday. .

Man. 1 hope, Sir, you had your fharé of him.

Count Baf. No, faith; I came in when it was all
over—————1I think I juft made a couple of bets with
him, took up a cool hundred, and fo went to the King’s
Arms. . .

Lady Wrong. What a genteel, ealy manner he has.
[ Apde.

Man. A very hopeful acquaintance I have made here.

: Afide.
Enter *Squire Richard, awith a avet broavn paper on /)1‘[5 f[a‘a.

Sir Fran. How naw, Dick; what’s the matter with thy
forehead, lad?

"Squ. Rich. 1 ha’ gotten a knock upon’t,

Lady
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Lady Wréng. And how did you come by it, you heed-
lefs creature ?

*Squ. Rich. Why, I was but running after fifter, and
t'other young woman, into a little room juft naw: and
fo with ‘that, they flapp'd the door full in my face, and
gave me fuch a whurr here—I thought they had beaten
my brains out ; fo I gut a dab of whet brown paper here,
to fwage it a while.

_ Lady Wrong. They ferved you right enough ; will you
never have done with your horfe-play ?

Sir Fran. Pooh, never heed it, lad ; it will be well b

“t0-IMOITOwW the boy has a ftrong head. ‘ :
Man. Yes, truly, his fcull feems to be of a comfortable
thicknefs. [Afide.

- Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here’s coufin Manly——Sir,
this is your god-fon.. ’
*Squ. Rich. Honoured godfeyther ; I crave leave to afk
your blefling. .
Man. Thou hatt it, child— and if it will do thee
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaft, as wife a man

as thy father.
Enter Mifs Fenny.

Lady #/rong. Oh, here’s my daughter too. Mifs Jenny!
don’t you fee your coufin, child ?

Man. Andas for thee, my pretty dear— [Salutes
ker.] may’it thou be, at leaft, as good a woman as th
mother. :

Fenny. 1 with T may ever be fo handfome, Sir.

Man. Hah, Mifs Pert! Now that’s a thought, that
feems to have been hatcht in the girl on this fide High-
gate. [Afide.

Sif Fran. Her tongue is a little nimble, Sir. :

Lady Wrong. That’s only from her country education,
Sir Frangis. You know fhe has been kept too long there
fo T brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little
more referve and modetty. -

Man. Oh, the beft place in the world for it—every
woman fhe meets will teach her fomething of it-———-—
There’s the good gentlewoman of the houfe, looks like a
knowing perfon; even fhe perhaps will be fo good as to

thew her a little London behaviour,
’ D3 ' Moth.
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Moth. Alas, Sir, Mifs won’t ftand long in need of my-
inftruction.

Man. That I dare fay. What thou can’ft teach her,
fhe will foon be miftrefs of. [4fide.

Moth. If fhe does, Sir, they fhall always be at her-
fervices . '

Lady Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly.

Sir Fran. Very kind and civil truly——1I think we are
got into a mighty good hawf{e here.

Man. Oh, yes, and very friendly company. :

Count Baf. Humph ! I’gad T don’t like his looks—he-
feems a little fmoky——1I believe I had as good bruth
off——1If 1 ftay, I don’t kriow but he mdy afk me fome
odd queftions.

Man. Well, Sir, 1 believe you and I do but hinder-
the family -

Count Ba/. It’s very true, Sir—I was juft thinking of
going: He don’t care to leave me, I fee: but it’s no.
matter, we have time enough. [4fide.] And fo, ladies,
without ceremony your humble fervant. ,

[Exit Count Baffit, and drops & letter.

Lady Wrong. Ha! what paper’s this? Some billet--
doux, T’lllay my life, but this is no place to examine it.
~ [Puts it in ber pocket.

Sir Fran. Why in fuch hafte, coufin? ‘

Man. Oh, my Lady muft have a great many affairs
upon her hands, after fuch a journey.

Lady Wrong. 1 telieve, Sir, I'thall not have much:
lefs every day, while I ftay in.this town, of one fort or-
other. = : :
Man. Why truly, ladies feldoim want employment here, .
Madam. : . _

Fenny. And mamma did not come to- it to be idle,.
Sir.

Man. Nor you neither, I dare fay, my young miftrefs..

Senny. 1 hope not, Sir,

Man. Ha, Mifs Mettle | ————Where are you going,.
Sir ? -

Sir Fran. Only to fee you to the door, Sir.

Man. Oh, Sir Erancis, I love to. come and go with-
out ceremony. g

18
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Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muft do as you will have me
your humble fervant. [Exit Manly.

Fenny. This coufin Manly, papa, feems to be but of an
odd fort of a cruity humour—1I don’t like him half fo well
as the Count. ] .

Sir Fran. Pooh! that’s another thing, child Coufinr
is a little proud indeed’; but however you muft always be:
€ivil to him, for he has a deal of money; and nobody knows
who he may give it to.

Lady Wrong. Ptha! a fig for his money; you have fo
many projects of, late about money, fince you are a parlia-
ment man. What, we muft make ourfelves flaves to his
impertinent humours, eight or ten years perhaps, in hopes
to be his heirs, and then he will be juft old enough, to
marry his maid. '

Moth. Nuy, for that matter, Madam, the town fays he
is going to be married already.

Sir Fran. Who ! coufin Manly ?

Lady #Wrong. To whom, pray ?

Moth. Why, is it poflible your Ladyfhip thould know
nothing of it! to my Lord Townly’s fiter, Lady
Grace.

Lady Wrong, Lady Grace! :

Moth. Dear Madam, it has been in the news-papers !

Lady Wrong. I don’t like that, neither.

Sir Fran.. Naw, I do; for then it’s likely it mayn’t ber
true. . :

Lady Wrong. [Afide.] If it is not too far gone: at
Teaft it may be worth one’s while to throw a rub in his.
way.
‘ )équ. Rich, Pray, feyther, haw lung will it be to
fupper ? .

Sir Fran. Odfo! that’s true; ftep to the cook, lad, and
afk what fhe can get us.

¢ Moth. 1f you pleafe, Sir, I'll order one of my maid’s
¢ to fhew her where the may have any thing you have a.
¢ mind s0..

¢ Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly.

¢ ’Squ. Rich. Ods-flefn! what is not it i’the hawfe yet
¢ ——1 fhall be famith’d but hawld! I'll go and atk
¢ Doll, an ther’s none o’the goofe poy left.

¢ Sir Fran, Do fo, and do’ft hear, Dick:

fee if
there’s.
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there’s €’er a bottle o’the ftrong beer that came {"th’
coach with us——if there be, clap a toaft in it, and bring’
it up.
¢ ’Squ. Rich. With a little nutmeg and fugar, fhawn’a I
¢ feyther.
¢ Sir Fran. Ay, ay, as thee and I always drink it for
¢ breakfaft—Go thy ways!—and I’ll fill a pipe i’th mean
¢ while. [Takes one from a pocket-cafe, and fills iz,
[Exit ’Squire Rich.
¢ Lady Wrong. This boy is always thinking of hls
¢ belly.
¢ Snr Fran. Why, my dear, you may allow him to be a
little hungry after his j journey.
¢ Lady W’rong. Nay, ev’n breed him your own way—
He has been eramming in ar out of: the coach all this
day, I am fure—I wifh my poor girl could eat a quarter
as much.
¢ Senny. Oh, as for that I could eat a great deal more,
mamma; but then mayhap, I fhould grow coarfe, like
him, and fpoil my fhape
¢ Lady %4 rong. Ay, fo thou wouldft, my dear.
¢ Enter *Squire Richard, with a full tankard.
¢ ’Squ. Rich. Here, feyther, I ha’ browght it—it’s well
I went as I did; forour Doll had juft baked a toaft, and
was going to drmk it herfelf.
¢ Sir Fran. Why then, here’s to thee, Dick ! [Drml:.
¢ ’Squ. Rich. Thonk you, feyther.
¢ Lady H#rong. Lord, Sir Francis, I wonder you can en-
courage the boy to fiwill fo much of that lubberly: liquor
it’s enough to make him quite ftupid.
¢’Squ. Rich. Whynt never hurts me, mother; and I fleep
like a hawnd after it. [ Drinks.
¢ 8ir Fran. 1 am fure T ha’ drunk it thefe thirty years,
and by yourleave, Madam, I don’t know that I want
wit: hal ha!
¢ fcffmj But you might have had a great deal more,
papa, if you would have been governed by my mo-
ther.
¢ Sir Fran. Daughter, he that is governed by his wife,
has no wit atall.
¢ Fenny, Then 1 hope I fhall marry a fool, Sir; for I
¢ love to govern dearly s
¢ Sie

e & o

e & o

- o

LI

LN

~ o o -

-



THE PROVOK’D HUSBAND. 45

¢ 8ir Fran. You are too pert, child; it don’t do wellin
¢ a young woman. :

¢ Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don’t fnub her? fhe
¢ has a fine growing fpirit, and if you check her fo, you"
¢ will make her as dull as her brother there.

¢ ’Squ. Rich. [After a long draught.] Indeed mother,
¢ I think my fifter is too forward.

¢ Fenny. You! you think I’m too forward! fure, brother
¢ mud! your head’s too heavy to think of any thing but
¢ your belly.

¢ Lady Wrong. Well faid, Mifs, he’s none of your maf-
¢ ter, though he'is your elder brother.

¢ ’Squ. Rich. No, nor the fhawnt be my miftrefs, while
¢ fhe’s younger fifter.

¢ Sir Fran, Well faid, Dick! fhew ’em that ftawt liquor
¢ makes a ftawt heart, lad!

¢ ’Squ. Rich, So I will! and I'lldrink ageen, for all
¢ her. : . [Drinks”

Enter Fobn Moody. .

Sir Fran. So, John, how are the horfes ?

. Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha’ noa good opinion o’ this
tawn, it’s made up o’ mifchief, I think. -

Sir Fran. What's the matter naw ?

F. Moody. Why, Pll tell your Worfhip before we
were gotten to th’{treet endy, with thé coach, here, a
great luggerheaded cart, with wheels as thick as a brick
wall, laid hawld on’t, and has poo’d it aw to bits; crack,
went the perch ! down goes the coach! and whang fays
the glaffes, all to fhievers! Marcy upon us! and this
be London! would we were aw weel in the country
ageen ! .

Fenny. What have you to do, to wifh us all in the
country again Mr, Lubber? I hope we fhall not go into
the country again thefe feven years, mamma; let twenty
coaches be pulied to picces.

Sir Iiran. Hold your tongue, Jenny !
no fault in all this?

F. Moody. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather. Are not yow
athan’d, fays Roger, to the carter, to do fuch an unkind
thing by ftrangers? Noa, fays he, you bumkin. Sir,
he did the thing on very purpofe ! and fo the folks faid
that ftood by—Very well, fays Roger, yow fhall fee what .

: our

Was Roger in




46 THE PROVOK’D HUSBANIX

our meyfter will fay to ye!  Your meyfter, fays he; your
meyfter may kifs my—and fo he clapped his hand juft there,
and like your Worthip, Flefh! I thought they had better
breeding in this town. : : .
Sir Fran. T’ll teach this rafcal fome, I’ll warrant him !
Odfbud! if I take him in hand, I'll play the devil with

- him. >

’8qu. Rich. Ay, do feyther; have him before the par-
liament. :

Sir Fran, Odfbud! and fo I will
know who I am! Where does he live ?

J- Moody. 1 believe in London, Sir.

Sir Fran. What’s the rafcal’s name ? .

+ Moody. I think I heard fomebody call him Dick. -

Squ. Rich. What, my name !

Sir Fran. Where did he go?

F- Moody. Sir, he went home.

Sir Fran. Where’s that ?

J+ Moody. By my troth, Sir, I doan’t know! I heard
him fay he would crofs the fame ftreet again to-morrow ;
and if we had a mind to ftand in his way, he would pooll
us over and over again. ’ .

Sir Fran. Will he fo? Odzooks! get me a conftable. .

Lady Wrong. Pooh! get you a good fupper. Come,
Sir Francis, don’t put yourfelf in a heat for what can’t
be help’d.  Accidents will happen to pecople that travel
abroad to feq the world ——For my part, I think
it’s a mercy it was not over-turned before we were all out
on’t. "

Sir Fran. Why ay, that’s true again, my dear.

Lady W7rong. Therefore fee to-morrow, if we can buy
one at fecond-hand, for prefent ufe; fo befpeak a new one, ;
and then all’s eafy. ‘ . .

. F- Moedy. Why, trosh, Sir, I doan’t think this could
have held you above a day longer. .

Sir Fran. D’ye think fo, John ? .

F- Moody. Why you ha’ had it, ever fince your Worfhip
were high theriff.

Sir Fran. Why then go and fee what Doll has got us
for fupper————and come and get oft my boots. ‘

[Exit Sir Fran.
Lady

I will make hi,m
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Lady Wrong. In the mean time, Mifs, do you ftep to
Handy, and bid her get me fome frefh night-clothes.
[Exit Lady Wrong.
Fenny. Yes, mamma, and fome for myfelf too.
’ : [Exit Fenny.
’Squ. Rich., Ods-fleh! and what mun Ido allalone ?
T’ll €’en feek out where t'other pratty mifs is,
And fhe and I'll go play at cards for kifles [Exit,

END OF THE SECOND ACT,

—
ACT Il
SCENE, the Lord Townly’s Houfe.

Enter Lord Towaly, a Servant attending,
© LORD TOWNLY.

HO’s there?
* Serw. My Lord. _
ord 7. Bid them get dinner

{ervant.

Lady Grace, your

’ Enter Lady Grace.

Lady G. What, is the houfe up already ? My Lady is
not dreft yet. 4

Lord 7. No matter—it’s three o’clock—fhe may break
my reft, but fhe {hall not alter my hours,

Lady G. Nay, you need not fear that now, for fhe
dines abroad. .

Lord 7. That, I fuppofe, is only an excufe for her not
being ready yet. ' .

Lady G. No, upon my word, fhe is engaged in com-

any. -
P Izlord 7. Where, pray? '

Lady G. At my Lady Revel’s; and you know they ne-
ver dine till fupper-time.

Lord 7. No, truly fhe is one of thofe or-
derly ladies, who never let the fun fhine upon any of their
vicss l—=—But, pr'ythee, fitter, what humour is fhe in
to-day. .
~ Lady G. Oh, in tip-top fpirits, I can affure you—=ihe
won a-good deul laft night,

Lord
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Lord 7. I know no difference between her winning ot
lofing, while fhe continues her courfe of life.

b g,ady G. However, fhe is better in good humour than
ad. .
Lord 7. Much alike: when fke is in good humour,
other people only are the better for it; whenin a very
ill humour, then, indeed, I feldom fail to have my fhare

of her. .

Lady G. Well; we won’t talk of that now———Does
any body dine here ? :

Lord 7. Manly promifed me—By the way, Muadam,
what do you think of his laft converfation ?

Lady G. I am a little at a ftand about it.

Lord 7. How fo ?

Lady G. Why——1I don’t know how he can ever have
any thoughts of me, that could lay down fuch fevere rules
upon wives in my hearing. . :

Lord 7. Did you think his rules unreafonable ?

Lady G. T can’t fay I did! but he might have had a
little more complaifance before me, at leatt. :

Lord 7. Complaifance is only a proof of good breed-
ing : but his plainnefs was a certain proof of his honefty ;
nay, of his good opinion of you: for he would never
have opened himfelf fo freely, butin confidence that your
good fenfe could not be difobliged at it.

Lady G. My good opinion ot him, brother, has hitherto
been guided by yours: but I have received a letter this
morning, that fhews him a very different man trom what I
thought him. ’ -

Lord 7. A letter! from whom?

Lady G. That I don’t know; but there itis.

. . [Gives a letter.

Lord 7. Pray, let’s fee. [Reads.] ¢ The inclofed,
Madam, fell accidentally into my hands; if it no way
concerns you, you will only have the trouble of reading
this, from your fincere friend, and humble fervant, Un-
known, &c.” ’ .

Lady G. And this was the inclofed. [Giving anpther

Lord 7. [Reads.] ¢ To Charles Manly, EMi"  ~ -

« Your manner of Hving ‘with me f Hlaft Q'smﬁnces
me that I now grow as paidtul to you as'to v@feﬁ: wut,
however, though you can love me no-longet; 4 hbpe y’qill

- : wi

&
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will not let me live worfe than I did, before I left an
honeft income for the vain hopes of being ever yours.
' MyrTiLLA DUPe.”

P. S. ¢ Tis above four months fince I received a fhil-
ling from you.”

Lady G. What think you now ?

Lord 7. I am confidering:

Lady G. you fee it’s directed to him——

Lord 7. That’s true; but the poftfcript feems to be a
reproach that I think he is not capable of deferving.

Lady G. But who could have concern enough to fend
it to me? '

Lord 7. I have obferved that thefe fort of letters from
unknown friends, generally come from fecret enemies.

Lady G. What would you have me do in it ?

Lord 7. What I think you ought to do—fairly fhew it
him, and'fay 1 advifed you to it. )

Lady G. Will not that have a very odd look from me ?

Lord 7. Not at all, if you ufe my name init; if he_
is innocent, his impatience to appear fo, will difcover his
regard to you. Ifhe is guilty, 1t wil] be your bet way of
preventing his addreffes. '

_Lady G. But what pretence have I to put him out of
countenance ?

Lord 7. I can’t think there’s any fear of that:

" Lady G. Pray, what is it you do think then?

Lord 7. Why, certainly, that it’s much more probable
this letter may be all an artifice, than that he 15 in the
leaft concerned in it

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Mr, Manly, my Lord.

Lord 7. Do you receive him, while I ftep 2 minute in
to my Lady. {Exit Lord Townly.

: Enter Manly.

Man. Madam, your moft obedient; they told me my
Lord was here. .

Lady G. He will be here prefently; he is but juft gone
in to my fitter. -

" Man, So, then my Lady dines with us.

Lady G. No; fhe is engaged. -

Man. ¥ hope you are not of her party, Madam.

Lady G. Not till after diBnncr.

Maxn.
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Man. And, pray, how may fhe have difpofed'of>the reft
of the day. . -

Lady G. Much as ufual ; fhe has vifitetill about &ight ;
after that, till court-time, fhe is to be at guadriile, at Mrs.
Idle’s; sfter the drawing-room, fhe takes a fhort-fupper
with my Lady Moonlight. And from thence they §o{d—
gether to my Lord Noble’s affembly. - -1 bsd

Man. And are you to do all this with her, Madam ?

Lady G. Only a few of the vifits; I would, -indeed,
have drawn her to the play ; butIdoubt we have fo much
upon our hands, that it will not be practicatle.

Man. But how can you forbear all the reit of it ? ‘

Lady G. There’s no great merit in forbearing what one
is not charmed with. ,

_ Man.’ And yer I have found that very difficult in my
time. :

Ludy G. How do you mean?

Man. Why, 1 have paficd a great deal of my lifein the
hurry of the ladies, though I wus gencrally better pleafed
when I was at quiet without them,

Lady 6. What induced you then, to be with them?

Man. Idlenefs, and the fifhion. ’

Lady G. No miftrefles in the cafe?

Man. To {peak honeflly—yes——Being oftea in the
toy-fhop, there was no forbeuring the baubles.

Lady G. And of courfe, I fuppofe, fometimes you were
tempted to pay for them twice as much as they were
worth, : :

¢ Man. Why, really, where fancy only makes the
¢ choice, Madam, ne wonder if we are generally bul-
¢ bled in thofe fort of targains ; which, I confefs, hus
+ been often my cafe: for I had couftantly, fome co-
¢ quette or other wpon my hands, whom I could love,
¢ perhaps, juft enough to put it in her power to plague
¢ me.

¢ Lady G. And that’s a power, I doubt, commenly
made ufe of. : - ’

¢ Man. The amouss of a coquette, Madam, fcldom;
¢ have any other view ; I look upon them and prudes to
¢ be nuifinces juftalike ; though they feem very different:
¢ the firlt ate always plaguing the men, and the others
¢ are always abufing the women. . ‘

'+ Lady G, And yet both of them do it for the fame

. vam

L3
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-¢ vain ends; to eftablifh a filfe charafter of being vir-
* tuous. ’ ,
¢ Man. Of being chafte, they mein ; for they know
¢ no gther virtue; and, upon the credit of that, they
¢ traffic.in every thing elfe that’s vicious. They (even
¢ aminft nature) keep their chaftity, only hecaufe they
‘ ﬂid they have more power to do mifchief with it, than
¢ they could poffibly put in prattice without it.  ++
- ¢ Lady G. Hold, §’lr. Manly : I am afraid this fevere
-~¢ opinion of the fex is owing to the ill choice you have
* made of your miftreflfes. = ,
¢ Man, In agreat meafure it may be fo; but, Madam,
- ¢ if both thefe charallers are fo odious, how vaftly valo-
¢ able is that woman, who has attained all they aim ag,
¢ without the aid of the folly or vice of either? .
¢ Lady G. I believe thofe fort of women to be as
¢ fcarce, Sir, as the men that believe there are any fach;
¢ or, that allowing fuch, have virtue enough to deferve
¢ them. . .
¢ Man. That could deferve them, then———had been. a
¢ more favourable refleétion.’ o
- Lady G. Nay,-I fpeak only from my litde experi-
ence; for (I'll be free with you,.Mr. Manly) I don’t
-know a.man.in the world, that, an appearance, mighr
better pretend to 2 woman of the firfk merit, than your-
-felf: ‘and yet 1 have a reafon in my hand, here, to think
you have your failings. _ .
Man. 1 have infinite, Madam; but I am fure the want
" of an implicit refpeét for you, is not among the number—~
Pray, what is in your hand, Madam ? .
Lady G. Nay, Sir, I have no title to it, for the direction

is-to you. . . [Giwes him a letter.
+~ Man, Tome! I don’t remember the hand.
- [Reads to bimfelf.

Lady G. I can’ perceive any change of guilt in him ;

and his furprife feems natural. [Afide.}—Give me leave

to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. Manly; that 1

¢ cver have fhewn you this, but that my brother
to 1t.

: that to proceed ftom my Lord’s good opi-

: y X i. hope, at l{eaﬂl',“ it Will' fland a5 an excufe for
~dRY taing;this hiberty, Lo o
. Ea Man.
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- Man. I never yet faw do any thing, Madam, that
wanited an éxcufe; and. I hope you will not give me an
inftance to the contrary, by refufing the favour 1 am go-
ing to afk you. .

Lady G. I don’t believe I fhall refufe any that you think
proper to atk. .

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me fo far as to Iet
me know how this letter came into your hands. .

Lady G. Inclofed to me in this, without 2 name. .

Man. If there be no fecret in the contents, Madam,~

Lady G. Why——there is an impertinent -infinuation
init: but as ¥ know your good fenfe will think it fo too, I
will venture to truft you. :

Afan. You'll oblige me, Madam.

‘ He takes the other letter apd reads.

Lady G. {Afd.3 Now am I in the oddeft fituation;
methinks our converfation grows terribly critical. This
muﬁ' produce fomething———Oh, lud! would it were
over!

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have fome light into
the poor pro ect that is at the bottom of all this.

Lady G. 1 have no notion of what could be propefed

byit. - :

yMan. A little patience, Madame——Firft, as to the in-
finuation you mention——

Lady G. Oh! what is he going to fa{ now ?  [Afide.
Man. Though m{ intimacy with my Lord may have al-
lowed my vifits to have been very frequent here of laté;
et, in fuch a talking town as this, you muft not wonder
if a great many of thofe vifits are placed 1o your account :
and this taken for granted, I fuppofe, has teen told to my

. Lady. Wronghead, as a piece of news, fince her arr-
val, not improbably with many more imaginary circume
ftances.

Lady G. My Lady Wronghead !

Man. Ay, Madam ; for I am pofitive this is her hand.

Lady G. What view could fhe have in writing it ?

Max. To interrupt any treaty of mariage fhe may
have heard Iam engaged in; becaufe, if I die withoyt
heirs, her family expelts that fome part of my eftate
may return to them again. But I hepe fhe is fo far

- miftaken, that if this letter has given you the leaft un-

: . cafines
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/mne?mx fhall think‘that the happicft moment of
-my life . v )
Lady G. That does not carry your ufual complaifance,

Mr. Manly? .
Masn. ers, Madam, becaufe 1 am fare I can convince

you of my innocence. L.
Lady G. I am fure I have no right toinquire into it.
Man. Suppefe you may - not,- Madam ; yet you may

vc:z innocently have fo much curiofity. .

.. Lady G. With what an artful gentlenefs he feals into
my opinion! [Afide.) Well, Sir, I won’t pretend to have,
1o little of the woman in me, as to want curiofity—But
pray, do you fuppofe, then, this Myrtilla is a real, or a
fichtious name ? -

Man. Now I recolle&, Madam, there is a young wo-
man, in the houfe where my Lady Wronghead lodges,
that I heard fomebody call Myrtilla: this letter may be
written by her——But how it came direCted to me, I
confefs, is a myftery, that, before I ever prefume to fee
.your Ladyfhip again, I think myfelf obliged, in honour, to
find out. ‘ [Going.

Lady G. Mr. Manly——you are not 1,‘foing?

Man.’Tis but to the next ftreet, Madam; I fhall be
back in tean minutes. :

Lady G. Nay, but dinner’s juft coming up.

Man. Madam, I can neither eat nor reft, till I fee an
end of this affair. .

Lady G. But this is fo odd ! why fhould any filly caro-
fity of mine drive you away ? : .

Man. Since you won’t fufferit to be yours, Madam ; -
then it fhall be only to fatisfy my own curiofity ——

: - [Exit Manky.

Lady G. Well——and now, whatam I to think of all
this? ‘Or fuppofe an indifferent perfon had heard every
word we have faid to one another, what would-they have
thought on’t? Would it have been very abfurd to con-
clude, he is ferioufly inclined to pafs the reft of his life
with- me ?<~—<I hope not——for I am f{ure the cafeis

+ “terribly clear on my fide; and why may not I, withaut
vanity, fuppofe my=——=unaccotntable fomewhat——nhas
done as much execution upon him? Why—becaufe
he never told me {o~——nay, he has not fo much as men- -

_ tioned the word love, or ever faid one civil thing to my

E 3 - perfon
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perfon——welbw—rwbut -he- has faid 4 thoufand to my
good .apinion, and has certainly got it——had he fpoke
firft to my- perfon, be had paid a very ill compliment to
my underftandinge——TI fhould have thought him imper-
tinent, and never have troubled my heid about him ; but
as he has managed the matter, at leaft 1 am fure of one
thing, that let his thoughs be what they will, 1 fhall

;ever trouble my head about any other man as long as I
1ve.

Enter Mys. Trafly.

Well, Mrs. ’I’rulf:{, is my fifter drdfyed yet?

Trufly. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting
her fo, I think, till they are both out of humour.

Lady G. How fo? .

Trufly. Why, it began, Madam, with his Lordfhip’s
. defiring her Ladyfhip to dine at home to-day——upon
which my Lady faid fhe could not be ready ; upon that
my Lord ordered them to ftay the dinner; and then my
Lady ordered the coach: then my Lord took her fhort,
and faid he had ordered the coachman to fet up; then
Lady made him a great curtefy, and faid fhe would wait
‘till his Lordfhip’s horfes had dined, and was mighty plea-
fant: but, for fgar of the worft, Madam, the whifpered me

——to get her chair ready. {Exit Trufy.
Lady G. Oh, here they comé! and, by their looks,
feem a little unfit for company. [Exit Lady Grace.

Exter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following, .

Lady 7. Well, look you, my Lord, I can bear it no
longer ; nothing ftill but about my faults, my fauits: an
agreeable fubjed, truly! : ‘ .

Lord 7. Why, Madam, if you won’t hear of them, how
can I ever hope to fée you mend them ?

Lady 7. Why, 1 don’t intend to mend them—I can’t
mend them—you know 1 have tried to do it a hundred
times—and—it hurts me fo—I can’t bear it.

" Lord 7. And 1, Madam, c3n’t bedr this daily licentious
abufe of your time and charadter.

Lady 7. Abufe! aftonithing! when the univerfe
knows, I am never better company than when I am do-
ing what I have a mind to. But to fee this world! that
men can never get over that filly fpirit of contradition
s=em-Why, but laft Thurfday, now,==e—there you wifely

. : amended
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amended one of my faults, as you call them——you in-
fited upon my not going to the mafquerade——and pray,
what was the confequence? Was not I as crofs as the
devil all the night after? Was not I forced to get coms
pany at home? And was it not almoft three o’clock
in the morning, before I was able to come to myfelf
again? And then the fault is not mended neither——
for next time, I fhall only have twice the inclination to
g:: fo that all this mending, and mending, you fee, is

t darning an old ruffle, to. make it worfe than it was
before. :

Lord 7. Well, the manner of womens’ living of late, is
infupportable ; and one or other——

Lady 7. It’s to be mended, I fuppofe: why, fo it may :
but then, my dear Lord, you mul{,(;ive one time—and
when things are at worft, you know, they may mend them-
felves, ha, ha! : )

Lord 7. Madam, I am notin a humour now, to trifle.

Lady 7. Why then, my Lord, one word of fair argu-
ment—to talk with you in your own way, -now You
complain of my late hours, and I of your early ones
fo far we are even, you’ll aHow——but pray, which gives
us the beft figure in the eye of the polite world; my
aflive, fpirited three in the morning, or your dull, drow-
fy eleven at night? Now, I think, one has the air of a wo-
1ran of quality, and t’other of a plodding mechanic, that

- goes to bed betimes, that he may rife early to open his
fhop——Faugh! .

Lord 7. Fie, fie, Madam ! is this your way of reafon-
ing ? ’ts time to wake you, then——"Tis not your iil
hours alone, that difturb me, but asoften tbe ill company
that occafion thofe ill hours. :

Lady 7. Sure I don’t underftand you now, my Lord ;
what ill company do I keep? .

.Lord 7. Why, at beit, women that lofe their money,
and men that win it; or, perhaps, men that are voluntary
bubbles at one game, in hopes a lady will give them fair
play at another. Then, that unavoiduble mixture with
known rakes, concealed thieves, and fharpers in embroi-
dery——or, what, to me, is ftill more fhocking, that herd
of familiar, chattering, crop-eared coxcombs, who are fo
often like monkeys, there would be no knowing them

afunder,




6 THEBROMOKRHUSBAND.
atundey b helr e Baog G sl hed, god

the monkey’s grows where it L "

Lady T.yAnd a hufband muft give reminent proof, of his
fenfe, that thinks their powder-puffs dangerous. .

. Lprd 7. Their being fools, tham, 15 not always the

and’s, fecurity; or, if it were, fortune fometimes
gives them adyantages might. make a thinking woman
tremble, . . .:

. Lady 7.. What do you mean? .

. .Lord 7. That women fometimes lofe more than they
are able to pay : apd if a creditor be a little prefling, the
lady may be reduced to try, if, inflead of gold, the gene
tleman will accept of a trinket. '

Lord 7. My Lord, you grow fcurrilous; you’ll make
e hate you, Il have yeu to know, I keep company
with the politeft people in town, and the affemblies I fre-
quent are full of fuck )

Lord 7. So are the churches——now and then.

Lady 7. My friends frequent them too, as well as the
affemblies. ,

Lord 7. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a m of
the chambers weye there allowed to furnifh cards to the
_company. ’ '

Lady 7. 1 fee what you drive at all this while: yon
would lay an imputation on my fame, to cover your own
avarice. I'might take any pleafures, I find, that were not
expenfive. '

,Lord 7. Have a care, Madam; don’t et me think you
only value your chattity to make me reproachable for not
indulging you in every thing é&lfe that’s vicious I,
" Madam, have a reputation, too, to guard, that’s dear to

me as yours—The £llies of an ungoverned wife may make

the wifeft man uneafy ; but ’tis his own fault, if ever they
make him contemptible. :

Lady 7. My Lord—you would make a woman mad !

Lord 7. You'd make a man a fool.

Lady 7. ¥ Heaven has made you otherwife, .that won’t
be in my 7Pou(er. .

Lord 7. Whatever may be in your inclination, Madam,
- Tl prevent your making me a be gar, at leafl,

Lady 7. A beggar! Crosfus! !im out of patience l——
- I-won’t come home-till four to-morrow. morning.

7] .

Loyd
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. Lord 7. That may be Madam ; ‘but I’ll arder the doors
to be locked at twelve.

. Il;ady 7. Thea 1 won’t come home till to-morrow
night. :
Lord 7. Then, Madam—you fhall never come home
again. " [Exit Lord Townily.

Lady 7. What does he mean! 1 never heard fuch a
word from him in my life before! The man alwa’ys ufed-
to have manners in his worft humours. There’s fome-
thing; that I don’t fee, at the bottom of all this——But
his head’s always upon fome impracticable fcheme or other;
fo 1 won’t trouble mine any longer about him. Mr. Manly,
your fervant. :

Euter Manly. .

Mas. 1 atk pardon for intrufion, Madam; but I hope
my bufinefs with my Lord will excufe it. <
5 Lady 7. I believe you'll find him in the next room

ir. .

Man. Will you give me leave, Madam ?

Lady - 7. Sir——you have my leave, though you
were a lady.

Mas. [Afide.) What & well-bred age do we live in!

[Exit Manly.

Lady 7. Oh, my dear Lady Grace! how could you
leave me fo unmercifully alone all this while ? - :

Lady G. I thought my Lord had been with you.

Lady 7. Why, yes—and therefore I wanted your re-
lief; for he has Keen in fuch a flufter here—— -
~ Lady G. Blefs me! for what ?

Lord 7. Only our ufual breakfaft; we have each of us
had our dith of matrimonial comfort this morning——Wo
have been charming company, ) "

Lady G. I am mighty glud of it: fure it muft be a vaft
happinefs, when a man and a wife can give themfelves the
fame turn of converfation ! . ,

Lady 7. Oh, the prettieft thing in the world !

Lady G. Now I fhould be afraid, that where two people
_ sreevery day together fo, they muft often be in want of
fomething to talk upon. . .

Lady 7. Oh, my dear, you are the moft miftaken in
the world! married people have things ta talk of, Chiﬁd"

that
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that never enter into the imaginations of othefsiicm
Why, here’s my Lord ard I, how, we have not been mar-
ried above two fhort years, you know, and we have al-
ready eight or ten things conftantly in bank, that when-
éver we want company, we can take eug any one of them

- for two -hours together, and the fubject never the flatter;
ndy, if we have occafion for it, it will be as freth next
day, too, as it was the firft hour it entertained us.

Lady G. Certainly that muft be vaﬁl};‘?retty. S

Lady 7. Oh, there’s no life like it ! Why, t'otherday,
for example, when you dined abroad, my Lord and f,
after a pretty cheerful sfte & téet meal, fat us down by the
fire-fide, in an eafy, indolent, pick-tooth way, for abouta
quarter of an hour, as if we had not thought of any
othét’s being in the room——At laft, ftretching himfelf,

d yawning-—M¥ dear—fays he——aw——you came

ome ‘very late, laft night——"Twas but juft turned of

two fays 1 I was in bed——aw——>by ¢leven, fuys
he——Se you are every night, fays I Well, fays
"he, I am amazed you can fit up o late——How can you
be amuzed, fays I, at a thing that happens fo often r—
Upon which we entered into a converfution——and though
+this is a point has entertained us above fifty times al-
ready, we always find fo many pretty new things to fay
upon it, that 1 believe in my foul, it will laft as long as
we live..

Lady G. But pray, in fuch fort of family dialogues,
(though extremely well for paffing the time) don’t there,
now and then, enter fome little witty fort of bitternefs ?

.. .Lady 7. Oh, yes! which does not do amifs atall. A
“fmart .repartee, with ja zeft of ‘recrimination ar the head
‘of it, rifakes the prettieft fherbet. Ay, ay ;- if we did not
mix 3 little. of the acid with it, a matrimonial focie
would bé fo’ lufcious, that nothing but an old liquori
prude would be able to bear it.
. aﬁLgdy G. Well—certainly you have the moft elegant
tafte— - ; : o
Lady 7.'Though to tell you the truth, my dear, ] rather
*think we fqueezed-a little too much lemon into toit,! this
bout? for it grew fo four a@laft, thate——I thinke—w1 a1-
‘moft told him he was a fool———and he, againe———tallced
fomething oddly qf—=—turning me out of doors. Lad
; ady

4
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.. Lady 7. N ay,.%?? aﬂg;’ﬁd?‘#::ﬁ; thnk'my oWh wife

father jor that—r /. e
Lady G. How fo? ; ) _"'_rh’_’ A
Lady 7. \Why——when my, good Lord firft, pgﬁeg

hjs. hgnourable trenches before me, 'my, unacgoun

pipa;.ip whofe hands I.then was, give me up ,dt ‘fi;.‘n'.

cretion, ., . o RS i
Lady G. How do you mean? || ™ =", 4
Lady. 7. He faid, the wives of this age were come to

that pafs, that he would not dcﬁgré' even his own daugheer

fhould be trufted with pin-money ;_ fo thag.my. whole trajn
of feparate inclinations are left entircly at the mercy of

hufband’s odd humours. .
Lady G. Why, that, indeed, i enough to make ‘a'ﬁ',o'-

mian of fpirit look about her. . o _’
Lady 7. Nay, burtto be ferious, gy dqar‘; what w,c)ulﬁ

you really have a woman do, in my cufe? = '
Lady G. Why——if I had a fober hufband, as you
have, I would muke myfelf the happieft wife in the world,

by being as fober as he. o .
Lady 7. Oh, you wicked thing! how can you teize

one at this rate, when you know he is fo very fober, that®

(except giving me money) there,is not one thing in the

woild he can do to pleafc me. And 1, at thg, fume time,

partly by nature, and partly, perhaps, by keeping the
beft cempany, do, with iy foul, love almott every thihg
he hates. I doat upon affemblies; my heart bounds at’

a Lall ; and at an opera—1 espire. Then I love play to

diftraction; cards enchagt me—and dice—put me out of

my little wits—Dear, dear hazard!—Oh, what a flow of

{prrits it gives one!——Dq you never play at hazard,

child ?- ’ - : i
Lady G. Oh, never! I don’t think it fits well upon’

women; there’s fomething fo mafculine, fo much the air

of ardkeinit. You fee how it makes the men fwear and
curfe; and when a woman is thrown into the fame paffion’

Why e : r ...

. Lady 7. That’s. very true; ane is a little put to it,

fometimes, pot to make ufe of the fame words to ex-

prefsit. .~
Lady

Wk DY geah
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Lady G. Well—and, upon ill luck, pray what words
are you really forced to make ufe of ? - A

Lady 7. Why upon a very hard cafe, indeed, whena
a fad wrong word is rifing, jut to one’s tongue’s end, I
give a great gulp and fwallow it.

. Lady G. Well——and is not that enough to make you
forfwear play, as long as you live?

Lady 7. Oh, yes: I have forfworn ite

Lady G. Serioufly ?

"Lady 7. Solemnly! athoufand times; but then one is
conftantly forfworn.

Lady G. And how can you anfwer that ?

‘Lady 7. My dear,what we fay, when we are lofers, we
1ook upon to be no more binding than a lover’s oath, ora

reat man’s promife.  BueI pardon child ; I fhould
not lead you fo far into the world ; you are a prude, and
defign to live foberly. »

Lady G. Why, I confefs, my nature, and my educa-
tion do, in a good degree, incline me that way.

Lady 7. Well, how a woman of fpirit, (for you don’t
want that, child) can dream of living foberly, is to me
inconceivable; for you will marry, I fuppofe.

Lady G. Ican’t tell but I may..

Lady 7. And won’t you live in town ?

f.ady G. Half the year, I fhould like it very well.

Lady 7. My ftars! and you would really live in Lou-
don half the year to be fober init?

Lady G. Why not? ,

Lady 7. Why can’t.you as well go and be foberin the -
country ?

Lady G. So I woulde——t’other half year.

Lady 7. And pray, what comfortable fcheme of life
swould you form gow, for your fummer and winter fober
entertainments ? :

Lady G, A fcheme that I think might very well con-
‘Cnt us,

Lady 7. Oh, of all things, let’s hear it.

Lady G. Why, in fummer, I could pafs my leifure
hours in riding, in reading, walking by a canal, or fit- .
ting at the end of it under a great tree; in drefling,
dining, chatting with an agreeable friend; perhaps,
earing a little mufic, taking a dith of tea, or a game of
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eards, foberly; managing my family, looking intoits ac-
counts, playing with my childken, if I had any, orin a’
thoufand 'dther innocent amufements————foberly ;
and poffibly, by thefe means, I might induce my hufband
to be as fober as myfelt:

Lady 7. Well, my dear, thou art an aftonifhing crea-
ture! For fure fuch primitive antediluvian notions.of life,*
have not been in any head thefe thoufand years——Under
a great tree! Oh, my foul! But I beg we may have
the fober town-fchem® too——7or I am charmed with the
country one ! ) . '

Lady G. You fhall, and I’ll try to ftick to my fobriety
there tac. ¢ T c

Lady 7. Well, thodgh I'm fure it will give me the
vapours, I muft hear itthowever. ‘ :

Lady G. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Madam,
¥ will firft fo far come into the fathion, that I would neves
be drefled out of it<——but ftill it fhould be foberly :
for I can’t think itdny difgrace to a woman of my private
fortune, not to wear 'her lace as fine as the wedding-fuic
of a firft duchefs. -Though there is one extravagance k
would venturefto come up to. S auom

Lady 7. Ay, now for it——= . : {

Lady G. I would every day be ascleanas a bride. 1§

Lady 7. Why the men fay, that’s a great flep.tobe
made one——Welly now you are dreft————~Pray let’s fee
to what purpofe ? - L

Lady G. I would vifit—that is, my real friends; but
as litle for form as poffible.~wi—I would go to cousk;
fometimes to an aflembly, nay, play at Quadrille~ems
foberly : I would fee all the goed- plays; and, becaufe
’tis ‘the fafhloh,” now and then an. opera————buts k
would not expire there, for fear I fhould ;never: go,again ¢
and laftly, I can’t fay, but for curiofity, if I liked my
company, I might be drawn in once to a 'mafquerade 3
and this, I think, is as far as any woman can go——=
{foberly. 4 - . :

Lady 7. Well, iif it had not beensfor. that laft piece
of fobriety, I was juft:.going to cail for fome furfeit
water. e e T e

Lady G. Wy, don’t you think, with. the farther
aid of [fyeakfafting, .dihing, - taking the air, fupping,

. o 3 fleeping,
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fleeping, not to fay a word of devotion, the four asd

twenty hours might roll over in a tolerable manner ?
Lady 7. Tolerable! Deplorable! Why, child, all

you propofe, is but to indure life, now I want te en-

30y 1t—
. . Enter Mrs. Trufly.
Truff. Madam, your Ladyfhip’s chair is ready.
Lady 7. Have the footmen their white flambeaux yet ?
Forlaft night I was poifoned.

Truff. Yes, Madam; there were fome come in this
morning. [Exit Trufly.

Lady 7. My dear, you will excufe me; but you
know my time is fo precious

Lady G. ThatI beg I may not hinder your leaft enjoy-
ment of it. .

Lady 7. You will call on me at Lady Revel’s?
- Lady G. Certainly.

Lady 7. But Iam fo afraid it will break into your
fcheme, my dear. -

Lady G. When it does, I will——foberly break from

ou.

Lady 7. Why then, ’till we meet again, dear fifter,
I with you all tolerable happinefs {Exit Lady 7.

Lady G. There fhe goes—Dafh! into her ftream of
pleafures! Poor woman, fhe is really a fine creature;
and fometimes infinitely agreeable; nay, take her out of
the madnefs of this town, rational in her notions, and
eafy to live with: but fhe is fo borne down by this torrent
of vanity in vogue, fhe thinks every hour of her life is
loft that fhe does not lead at the head of it. What it
will end in, I tremble to imagine ! Ha, my brother,
and Manly, with him! I guefs what they have been
talking of——1I fhall hear it in my turn, I fuppofe, but it
won’t become me to be inquifitive.

: [Exit Lady Grace.
Enter Lord Townly and Manly.

Lord 7.1 did not think my Lady Wronghead had
fuch a notable brain : though I can’t fay fhe was fo very
wife, in trufting this filly girl you call Myrtilla, with the
fecret.

Man. No, my Lord, you miftake me; had the biqi:d

R
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“been in the fecret, perhaps I had never come at it my«-

felf.
Lord ¥. Why I thought you faid the girl writ this
letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead fent it in-
clofed to my fifter ? .

Man. 1f you pleafe to give me leave, my Lord—
the fa& is thus——This inclofed letter to Lady Grace
was a real original one, written by this girl, to the
Count we have been talking of: the Count drops it, and
my Lady Wronghead finds it: then only changing the
cover, fhe feals it up as a letter of bufinefs, juft
written by herfelf, to me: and pretending to be in a

. hurry, gets this innocent girl to write the diretion for

P S

her.

Lord 7. Oh, then the girl did not know fhe was fu-
perfcribing a billet-doux of her own toyou ?

Man. No, my Lord; for when I firft queftioned her
about the dire¢tion, fhe owned it immediately : but
when I fhewed her that her letter to the Count was
within it, and told her how it came into my hands, the
ggor creature was amazed, and thought herfelf betrayed

th by the Count and my Lady ——in fhort, upon this
difcovery, the girl and I grew fo gracious, that fhe has
let me into fome tranfaltions, in my Lady Wronghead’s
family, which, with my having a careful eye over them,
ma]{ prevent the ruin of it.

ord 7. You are very generous, to be folicitous for a
lady that has given you fo much uneafinefs.

Man. But I will be moft unmercifully revenged of her:
for I will do her the greateft friendfhip in the world—=
againft her will. - !

Lord 7. Whatan uncommon philofophy art thou mafter
of ? to make even thy malice a virtue !

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aflure you, there is no one
attion of my life gives me more pleafure than your ap-
probation of it.’

Lord 7. Dear Charles! my heart’s impatient, tll
thou art nearer to me: and as a proof that I have long
withed thee fo, while your- daily condu® has chofen
rather to deferve than afk my fifter’s favour, I have been
as fecretly indufirious to make her fenfible of your
merit : and fince on this occafion you have opened your

F 2 whole
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whole heart to me, ’tis now with equal pleafure, F affure
you, we have both fucceeded——————ihe is as firmly
yours : , :

Man. Impofiible ! you flatter me! . »

Lord 7. I’m glad you think it flattery : but fhe herfelf
fhall prove it none: fhe dines with us alone: when the
fervants “are withdrawn, I'll open a converfation, that
fhall excufe my leaving you together—Oh, Charles! had
I, like thee been cautious in my choice, what melancholy
hours had this heart avoided.

Man. No moreof that, I beg, my Lord—

Lord 7. But ’twill, at leaft be fome relief to my an-
xiety, however barren of content the ftate has been to
me, to fee fo near a friend and fifter happy init. Your
harmony of life will be an inftance how much the choice
ef temper is preferable to beauty.

While your foft hours in mutual kindnefs move,

You’ll reach by virtue what I loft by love.,  [Excant.

END OF THE THIRD A€T.

ACT V.
SCENE, Mrs. Motherly’s Houfe.
Enter Mrs. Motherly, mecting Myrtilla.

MOTNERLY.

O, niece! where is it poffible you can have beem
thefe fix hours ?

Myr. Oh, Madam, I have fuch a terrible flory to telk

ou.

Moth, A flory! Ods my life! What have you done
with the Count’s note of five hundred pounds, I fent you
about ? Is it fafe? Is it good? Is'it fecurity?

Myr. Yes, yes, it is fafe: but for its goodnefs—
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to hanged
about it ?

Moth, The dickens ! has the“rogue of a Count played
us another trick then ?

Myr, You fhall hear, Madam ; when I came to Mr.
Cafh, the banker’s, and fhewed him his nete for five
hundred pounds, payable to. the Count, or order, in

: : . tWo- -
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two months——he looked earneftly upon it, and defired
me to ftep into the inner room, while he examined his
books after I had ftaid about ten minutes, he came
in to me——claps to the door, and charges me with a
conftable for forgery.

Moth, Ah, poor foul ! and how didft thou get off ?

Myr. While I was ready to fink in this condition, I
begged him to have a little patience, ’till I could fend
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a gentleman of
worth and honour, and who, I was fure, would con-
vince him, whatever fraud might be in the note, that
I was myfelf an innocent abufed woman -
. and as good luck would have it, in lefs than half an

hour, Mr, Manly came fo, without mincing the
matter, I fairly told him upon what defign the éount
had lodged that note in your hands, and in fhort, laid
open the whole fcheme he had drawn us into, to make
our fortune.

Moth, The devil you did ! :

Myr. Why, how do you think it was poffible I could
any otherwife make Mr. Manly my friend, to help me
out of the fcrape I was in? To conclude, he foon made
Mr. Cath eafy, and fent away the conftable : nay, farther
he promifed me, if I would truft the note in his hands,
he would take care it fhould be fully paid before it was
due, and at the fame time would give me an ample re-
venge upon the Count ; fo that all you have to confider
now, Madam, is, whether you think yourfelf fafer in the:
Count’s hands, or Mr. Manly’s. -

Moth. Nuy, nay, child; there is no choice in the
matter . Mr. Manly may be a friend indeed, if any thing
. in our power can make him fo.

Myr. Well, Madam, und now pray, how {tand mat-
ters at home here? What has the Count done with the
ladies ?

Moth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this
time, I fuppoie. He isin. as high favour with. Miis, as
he is with my Lady.

Myr. Pray, where are the ladies #

Moth, Rattling abroad in- their own coach, and the
well-bred Count ulong with them: ti.ey have been feour-
ing all the fhops in town ovcr, buying fine things and.

Fj new’
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new cloathes from morning to night : they have made one
voyage already, and have brought heme fuch a cargo of
bawbles and trumpery—————Mercy on the poor maw
that’s to pay for them! : .
%r. Did not the young ’Squire go with them ?

oth. No, no: Mifs faid, truly he would but dif-
grace their party: fo they even left him afleep by the
kitchen fire.

Myr. Has not he afked after me all this while ? For k
had a fort of an affignation with him.

Moth. Oh, yes, he has been in a bitter taking about it..
At laft his difappointment grew fo uneafy, that he fairly
fell a ;?{in' ; fo to quiet him, I fent one of the maids and.
John oogy abroadwith him to fhew him—the lions, and:
the monument, Ods, me! there he is juft come home
again——You may have bufinefs with him——fo I'll
even turn you together. [Exit.

et "Squive Richard.

’Squ.. Rich. Seah, foah, Mrs Myrtilla, where han yaw:
been aw this day, forfooth 2 :

Myr. Na?, if you go that, "Squire where have yow
been, pray ?

’Squ. Rich. Why, when I fun” at yow were ne- loikl
to come whoam, I were ready t9 hong my fel ~{or
{ohn Moody, and I, and one o’ your lafles have been——

ord knows where——a feeing o’ the foights.

Myr. Well, and pray what have you feen, Sir?

’Squ. Rich. Flefh! I cawnt tell, not I——feen every
thing I think. Firft there we went o’ top o’ the what d’ye
call 1t ? there, the great huge flone poft, up the rawnd
and rawnd ftairs, that twine and twine about juft an as
thof it was a cork fcrue.

Myr. Oh, the monument, well and was it not a fine
fight from the top of it?

’Squ. Rich. Sight, Mifs! I know no’——I faw nought
but fmoak and brick houfen, and fteeple tops
then there was fuch a mortal ting-tang of bells, and
rumbling of carts and coaches, and then the folks under
one looked fo fmall, and made fuch a hum, and a buz, jt
put me in mind of my mother’s great glafs bechive in our
garden in the country.

- Myre
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flfyr. I think, Mafter, you give a very good;account
of it.

’Squ. Rich. Ay, but I did not like it: for my head——
my head—began to turn—{o I trundled me down ftairs
agen like a round trencher.

Myr. Well, but this was not all you faw, I fuppofe?

’Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, we went after that, and faw the
Jions, and I liked them better by hawlf; they are pure
grim devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a ftick, and gave one
of them fuch a poke o’ the noafe I believe he would
ha’ fpapt my head off, an he could have got me. Hoh!
hoh ! hoh!

Myr. Well, Mafter, when you and I go abroad, I’ll fhew
you prettier fights than thefe there’s a mafquerade
to-morrow.

*Squ. Rich. Oh, laud, ay ! they fay that’s a pure thing’
for Merry Andrews, and thofe fort of comical mummers:
——and the Count tells me, that there lads and lafles may
jig their tails, and eat, and drink, without grudging, all
night lung.

Myr. What would you fay now, if I fhould get yow
a ticket, and go along with you ?

’Squ. Rich. Ah, dear!

Afyr. But have a caic, *Squire, the fine ladies there are
terribly tempting; look well to your heart, orjads me!
shey’ll whip it up in the trip.of 2 minute.

’Squ. Rich. Ay, but they eawnt thoa—foa let "um look.
to themfelves, an’ ony of um falls in love with me—may-
hap they had as good be quiet. :

AMyr. Why fure you would not refufe a fine lady, would:

ou ?

'Squ. Rich. Ay, but I would though, unlefs it were—
ene as I know of.

Myr. Oh, Oh, then you have left your heart in the:
eountry, I find?

’Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my heart——eh——my heart
€nt awt o’ this room. :

Myr. I am glad you have it about you, however.

’Squ. Rich. Nay, mayhap not foa noather, fomebody
elfe may have it, ’as you little think of.

Myr. 1 can’t imagine what you mean!

’Sque
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"8qu. Rich, Noa! why doan’t you know how many
folks there is in this room, naw ?

Myr. Very fine, Mafter, I fee you have learnt the
town gallantry already..

’Squ. Rich, Why doan’t you believe *at I have a kind-
xefs for you then?

Myr. Fy, fy, Mafter, how you taik; befide you are too
young to think of a wife.

’Squ. Rich. Ay ! but I caunt help thinking o’ yow, for
all that.

Myr. How ! why fure,. Sir, you don’t pretend to think
of me in a difhonourable way ?

’Squ Rich. Nay, that’s as you fee: good——1I did no”
think ’at you. would ha’ thowght of me for a hufband,
mayhap; unlefs I had means, in my own hands; and
feyther allows me but haulf a crown a week, as yet a
while. .

Myr. Oh, when I like any body,.’tis not want of money
will make me refufe them..

Squ. Rich. Well, that’s juft my mind now; for an I
Kke a girl, Mifs, I would take her in her fmock.

Myr. Ay, Mafter, now you fpeak like a man of honour.:
this fhews fomething of a true heart in you.

’Squ. Rich, Ay, and 3 true heart you'll find me; try
when you will,

Myr. Hufh, hufh, here’s your papa come homc, and my
aunt with him.

’Squ. Rich. A.devil rive ’em, what do they come naw
for?

Myr. When youand [ get to the mafquerade, you fhall
fee what I’ll fay to you.

*Squ. Rich.. Well, hands upon’t, then——

Myr. ‘There

’8qu.. Rich.. One bufs, and a bargain. [Kiffes her.] Ads
wauntlikins ! as foft and plump as a marrow-pudding.

[Exeunt fewerally,
Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs. Motherly,

Sir Fran. What! my wife and daughter abroud, fay

ou ?

Moth. Oh, dear Sir, they have been mighty bufy. all
the day long, they juft came home to fnap up a fhort
dinuer, 2nd {o went out again, S;

ir
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Sir Fran. Well, well, T fhan’t ftay fupper for ’em, I
ean tell ’em that: for ods-heart, I have nothing in me,
but a toaft and tankard, fince morning.

Moth, T am afraid, Sir, thefe late parliament hours -
won’t agree with you., . )

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don’t do
right with us country gentlemen ; to lofe one meal out of -
three, is a hard tax upon a good ftomach.

Moth. 1t is fo indeed, Sir.

Sir Fran. But howfomever; Mrs. Motherly, when
we confider, that what we fuffer is for the good of our
eountry

Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is fomething.

Sir Fran. Oh, there’s a great deal to be faid for’t—
the good of one’s country is above all things A true
hearted Englifhman thinks nothing too much for it——F
have heard of fome honeft gentlemen fo very zealous,
that for the good of their country. they would fome-
times go to dinner at midnight,

Moth. Oh, that goodnefs of ’em! fure their country
muft have a vaft efteem for them ?

Sir Fran. So théy have, Mrs. Motherly ; they are fo
yefpefted when they come home to their boroughs
after a [effion, and fo beloved that th=ir coun-
try will come and dine with them every day in the
week.

Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing "tis to be fo po-
pulous ?

Sir Fran. Itis a great comfort, indeed! and 1 can
affure you, you are a good fenfible woman, Mrs. Mo-
therly. )

Mth. Oh, dear Sir, your Honour’s pleafed to compli-
ment.

Sir Fran. No, no, I fee you know how to value people
of confequence.

Moth. Good lack! here’s company, Sir; will you give
me leave to get you a little fomething ’dll the ladies come
home, Sir? : .

Sir Fran. Why troth, I don’t think it would be
amifs. -

Mozh. 1t fhall be done in a moment, Sir. [Exite

. Esnter.
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Enter Mank.

Mecn. Sir Francis, your fervant.

Sir Fran. Coufin Manly. :

Man, 1 am come to fee how the family goeson here.,

Sir Fran. Troth! all as bufy as bees; I have been
upon the wing ever fince eight o’clock this morning.

Man. By your early hour, then, I fuppofe you have
been making your court to fome of the great men:

Sir Fran. Why, faith! you have hit it, Sir
I was advifed to lofe no time: fo I ’en went ftraight
forward, to one great man I had never feen in my life

fore.

Man, Right! that was doing bufinefs: but who had
you got to introduce you ?

Sir Fran. Why, nobody—————1I remember I had
~heard a wife man fay—My fon, be bold—fo troth! E
introduced myfelf.

Man. As how, pray? :

Sir Fran. Why, thus Look ye——Pleafe your
Lordfhip, fays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bum-
per-hall, anx member of parliament for the borough of
Guzzledown Sir, your humble fervant, fays my
Lord; thof I have not the honour to know your per="
fon, I have heard you are a very honeft gentleman, and
I am glad your borough has made choice of fo-worthy
a reprefentative; and fo, fays he, Sir Francis, have you
any fervice to command me? Naw, coufin, thofe laft
words, you may be fure gave me no fmall encourage=
ment. And thof I know, Sir, you have no extraordi~
nary opinion of my parts, yet I believe, you won't fay I
miit it naw ! .

Man. Well, I hope I fhall have no caufe.

Sir Fran. So when I found him fo courteous———e——
My Lord, fays I, I did not think to ha’ troubled your
Lordthip with bufinefs upon my firff vifit: but fince
your Lordfhip is pleafed not to ftand upon ceremony,

why truly, fays I, I think naw 1s is as good as
another time. .
Man. Right! there you puthed him home.
Sir Fran, Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him fee that I
was none of your mealy-mouthed ones. -
Man. Very good,

Sie
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8ir Fran. So, in fhort, my Lord, fays I, I havea
good eftate——but—a—it’s a little awt at elbows: and as
I defire to ferve my king, as well as my country, I fhall
be very willing to accept of a place at court.

- Man. So, thiswas making fhort work on’t.

Sir Fran. I’cod! I fhot him flying, coufin: fome of
you hawf-witted ones naw, would ha’ hummed and hawed,
and dangled a month or two after him, before they durft
open their mouths about a place, and mayhap, not ha
got it at laft neither. ’

Man. Oh, I’'m glad you're fo fure on’t—

Sir Fran. You thall hear, coufin Sir Francis
fays my Lord, pray what fort of a place may yeu ha’
turned your thoughts upon? My Lord, fays I, beggars
-muft not be chufers; but ony place, fays I, about a
thoufand a-year, will be well enough to be doing with,
7ill Yomething better falls in for I thowght it would
not look well ta flond haggling with him at firft.

Maa. No, no, your bufinefs was to get footing any
way. :
gir Fran. Right! there’s it! ay, coufin, I fee you
know the world. )

Man. Yes, yes, one fees more of it every day
Well, but what faid my Lord to all this.

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, fays he, I fhall be glad to ferve
you any way that liesin my power; fo he gave mea
fqueeze by the hand, as much as to fay, give yourfelf no
trouble—— I’ll do your bufinefs; with thae he turned
him abawt to fomebody with a coloured ribbon a crofs
here, that looked, in my thowghts, as if he came fora
place too.

Man. Ha! fo, upon thefe hopes, you are to make your
fortune !

s S’ir Fran. Why, do you think there’s any doubt of it,
ir ?

Man. Oh, no, I have not the leaft doubt about jt—
for juft as you have done, I made my fortune ten years
ago.
gSir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a place,
coufin. .

Man. Nor 1 neither, upon my faith, coufin. But
you, perhaps, may have better fortune: for I fuppofe

my
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-my Lord has heard of what importance you were in.the‘
«debate to-day

You have been fince down at the houfe,

i prefume.

Sir Fran. Oh, yes! I would not negle® the heufe,
for ever fo much.

, Man. Well, and pray what have they done there?

Sir Fran. Why, woth! I can’t well tell you what

. they have done, but I can .tell you what Idid: and I

think pretty well in the main ; only I happened to make
a little miftake at laft, indeed.

Man. How was that? .

Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, intoa fort
of a puzzling debate, about the good of the nation——
and I were always for that, you know——but in

_fhort, the arguments were fo long-winded o’ both fides,

that, wauads! I did not well underftand ’um: haw-
fomever, I was convinced, and fo refolved to vote right,
according to my confcience: fo when they came to
put the queftion, as they call it,~——1I don’t knew haw
twas———-———>but I doubt I cryed ay! when I fhould ha®
cried no!

Man. How came that about ?

Sir Fran. Why, by a miftake, as I tell you
for there was a good-humoured fort of a gentleman, one
Mr. Totherfide, I think they call him, that fat next me, as
foon as I had cried ay! gives me a hearty fhake by the
hand! Sir, fays he, vou are a man of honour, and a
true Englithmun! and I fhould be proud to be better ac-

uainted with you——and fo, with that he takes me by
the fleeve, along with the crowd into the lobby. fo,
I knew nowght but Ods-flelh! I was got o’the
wrung fide the poft——for I were told, afterwards, I
fhould have ftzid where I was. e

Men. And fo, if you had not quite made your fortune
before, you have clinched it now !——Ah, thou head of
the Wrongheads. [ Afide.

Sir Fran. Odfo! here’s my Lady come home at laft
I hope, coufin, you will be fokind, as to take a:
family fupper. with us?

Man, Another time, Sir Frangis; but to-night, I am
engaged.

em——

Enter.
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Enter Lady Wronghead, Mifs Fenny, and Count Baffzt.

Lady Wrong. Coufin, your fervant; I hope you wilt
pardon my rudenefs; but we have really been in fuch a
continual hurry here, that we have not had a leifure mo--
ment to return your laft vifit.

Man. Oh, Madam, I am a man of no ceremony; you
fee that has not hindered my coming again.

Lady Wrong. You are infinitely obliging; but I'll re-
deem my credit with you.

Man. At your own time, Madam.

Count Ba/. I muft fay.that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if
making people eafy is the rule of good-breeding, he is cer-
tainly the beft-bred man in the world.

Man. Soh! 1 am not to drop my acquaintance, I find
[ Afide.] I am afraid, Sir, I fhall grow vain upon your
good opinion. )

Count Baf. I don’t know that, Sir; but Iam fure, what
you are pleafed to fay, makes me fo. .

Man, The moft impudent modefty that ever I met
With. N [11/]‘1(0

Lady Wrong. T.ard! how ready his wit is. [ Afides

Sir Fran. Don’t you think, Sir, the Count’sa
very fine gentleman?

Man. Oh, among the ladies, certainly.

Sir Fran. And yet he’s as ftout as a lion.
Waund, he’ll ftorm any thing.

Man. Will he fo? Why then, Sir, take care
of your citadel.

Sir Fran. Ah, you are a wag, coufin. J

Man. 1 hope, ladies, the townair continues to agree
with you ? ‘

Fenny. Oh, perfeily well, Sir ! We have been abroad
in our néw coach all day long and we have bought
an ocean of fine things. And to-morrow we go to the
mafquerade ; and on Friday to the play; and on Saturday
to the opera; and on Sunday, we are to be at the ', hat-
d’ye call it————aflembly, and fee the ladies play ut
quadrille, .and picquet, and ombre, and hazard, and
baflet; and on Monday, we are to fee the King; and fo
on Tuefday

Lady #rong. Hold, hold, Mifs! you mult not let your

G tongue

?A}dl‘h
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tongue run {o faft, childl—you forget; you know I brought
you hither to learn modetty.

Man, Yes, yes! and fhe 1s improved with a vengeance—

[ Afide.

Fenny. Lawrd! mamma, I am fure I did not fay any
barm; and if one muft not fpeak in one’s turn, one
may be kept undér as long as cne lives, for aught I fee.

2 Lady Wrong. O’ my conicience, this girl grows fo head-
rong -

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there’s your fine growing {pirit for
ou! Now tack it dawn an’ you can.

Fenny. AllI faid, papa, was oiily to entertain my coufin
Manly. _

Man. My pretty dear, I am mightily obliged to you.

{cnny. Look you there, now, Madam.

ady Wrong. Hold your tongue, I fay.

Fenny. [Turning away and glowting.]1 declare it, I
won’t bear it : fhe is always {fnubbing me before you, Sir!
=1 kpow why fhe does it, well enough

_ [A4fide to the Count.

Count Baf. Hufh, huth, ‘my dear! don’t be uneafy at
that; fhe’ll fufped us. . [Afde.

Fenny. Let her fufpe&, what do T care—I don’t know,
but I have as much reafon to fufpet, as fhe——though
perhaps I'm not fo afraid of her.

LCount Baf. [Afide.] I'gad, if Idon’t keep a tight hand
on my tit, here, fhe’ll run away with my project before I
can bring it to bear. \

Lady Wrong. [Afide.] Perpetually hanging upon him!
‘The young harlot is certainly in love with him; but I.
muft notlet them fee I think fo——and yet I can’t bear it,
Upon my life, Count, you’ll fpoil that forward girl——
you fhould not encourage her fo.

Count-Baf. Pardon me, Madam, I was only advifing
her to obferve what your Ladyfhip faid to her.

Man. Yes, truly, her obfervations have been fomething
particular. ) [Afide.

Count Ba/. In one word, Madam, fhe has a

—

.jealoufy of your Ladyfhip,and I am forced to en- Apart

courage her, to blind it; ’twill be better to take

ne notice of her behaviour to me,
Lady
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Lady #7ong. You are right, I will be more
eautiouss.

Count Baf. To-morrow, at the mafquerade, '

. we may lofe her. Apart.

Lady #Wrong. We fhall be obferved, Itl fend
you a note, and fettle that affair——go on with
the girl, and don’t mind me.

Ccl)unt Baf. 1 have been taking your part, my little
angel. :

Lady Wrong. Jenny! come hither, child——you muft
no:)d be fo hafty, my dear I only advife you for your
ood. .
g enny. Yes, mamma; but when I am told of a thing
before company, it always makes me worfe, you know.

Man. If 1have any fkill in the fair fex; Mifs, and her
mamma have only quarrelled becaufe they are both of a
mind. This facetious Count feems to have made a very
.genteel ftep into the family. [ Afide.

* Enter Myrtilla. [ Manly talks apart with acr.

Lady #rong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news have
you brought us from Weftminfter to-day.

Sir Fran. News, Madam? Icod! Ihave fome
fuch as does not come every day, I can tell you——a word
in your ear——1I have got a promife of a place at court of
a thoufand pawnd a-year already:

Lady Wrong, Have you fo, Sir? And pray who may

ou thank for’t? Now! who is in the right?* Is not this
zetter than throwing fo much away, after a ftinking pack
of fox-hounds in the country ? Now your family may be
the better for it. 4

Sir Fran. Nay, that’s what perfuaded me to come up,
my dove.

Lady Wrong. Mighty well——come—Ilet me havessrother
hundred pound then. .

Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had
one hundred this morning, pray what’s become of that, my
dear?

Lady Wrong. What’sbecome of it? Why I’ll fhew you, -
_ my love! Jenny, have you the bills about you ?

Fenny. Yes, mamma,
Lady #rong. What's become of it? Why, laid out, my
G2 dear,

and

-
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dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to borrow of
the Count here. '

Fenny. Yes, indeed, papa, and that would hardly do
neither There’s the aceocunt.

Sir Fran. [Turning over the bills.] Let’s fee ! let’s fee?
what the devil have we got here ?

Man. Then you have founded your aunt you
fay, and fhe readily comes into all I propofed to

ou.

BMyr. Sir, I’ll anfwer, with my life, fhe is moft
thankfully yours in every article. She mightily
defires to fee you, Sir. > Apars:

Man. 1 am going home, directly; bring her
to my houfe in half an hour; and if fhe makes
good what you tell me, you fhall both find your
accountin it.

Myr. Sir, fhe fhall not fail you. )

Sir Fran, Ods-life! Madam, here’s nothing but toys
and trinkets, and fans, and clock ftockings, by whole-
fale. :
Lady #rong. There’s nothing but what’s proper, and
for your credit, Sir Francis~Nay, you fee I am fo good a
houfewife, that in neceffaries for myfelf, I have fcarce laid
out a fhilling., .

Sir Fran. No, by my troth, fo it feems ; for the devil
oone - thing’s here that I can f{ee you haye any occafion
fo

r. _—
Lady W#rong. My dear, do you think I .came hither to
live out of the fathion! why, the greateft diftinction of a

fine lady in this town is in the variety of pretty things that .

fhe has no occafion for.

Fenny. Sure, papa, could you imagine, that wamen of
quali?.wgnted nothing but {tays and petticoats ?

Lady #rong. Now, that is fo like him!

Man. So the family comes on finely. - [A4fde.

- Lady Wrong. Lard, if men were always to govern, what
dowdies they would reduce their wives to ! .

Sir Fran. An hundred poundin the morning, and want
another afore night! Waunds and fire ! the lord mayor of
London could not hold it at this rate! ~

Mgz, Oh, do you feel it, Sir2 (4fide.

’ Lady

~

g
l
|
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Lady #rong. My dear, you feem uneafy ; let me have
the hundred pound, and compofe yourfelf.

Sir Fran. Compofe the devil, Madam! why do you
confider what a hundred pound a-day comes to in a year?

Lady Wrong. My life, if I account with you from one
day to another, that’s really all my head is able to bear at
a time——But I'll tell you what I confidler——1I confider
that my advice has got you a thoufand pound a-year this
g‘.°mi"g That, now methinks, you might confider,

ir.

Sir Fran, A thoufand a-year ? Waunds, Madam, but I
have not touched a penny of it yet ! )

Man. Nor ever will, I’ll anfwer for him.. [A4fide.

. Enter *Squire Richard.

’Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan’t come quickly,
the meat will be coaled: and I'd fain pick a bit with
you.

Lady Wrong. Blefs me, Sir Francis! you are not going
to fup by yourfelf. '

Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myfelf, and
that’s é)retry near the matter, Mudam.

Lady #rong. Had not you as good ftay a little, my
dear. We fhall all eat in half an hour; and I was think-
ing to afk my coufin Manly to take a family morfel
with us.

Sir Fran. Nay, for my coufin’s good company, I don’t
care if I ride a day’s journey without baiting.

Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a
little bufinefs.

Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don't love compli-
ments. '

Man. You'll excufe me, Madam

Lady Wrong. Since you have bufinefs, Sir

- [Exit Manly..

Enter Mrs. Motherly.

Oh, Mrs.. Motherly ! you were faying this morning you
had fome very fine lace to fhew me——can’t I fee it now?
[Sir Francis fares.
Moth. Why really, Madam, I had madé a fort of a
promife tolet the Countefs of Nicely have the £rft fight

of it for the birth day : but your Ladyfhip——
G 3 Lady
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Lady Wrong. Ob, I die if I don’t fee it before her.
’Squ. Rich. Woan't you goa, feyther #
Sir Fran. Waunds, lad! I fhall ha’ noa fto- ; Apart..
mach at this rate. .
Moth. Well, Madam, though I fay it, ’tis the fweeteft
pattern that ever came over and for finenefs no-
cobweb comes up to it. :
Sir Fran. Ods guts and gizzard, Madam! Lace as.
fine ?s a cobweb! why, what the devil’s that to coft
now ?
g Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not Like of it, Ma-~
am———
Lady Wrozg. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is:
not to wear it.
foS.ir Fran. Fleh, Madam, but I fuppofe I am to pay
r it. .
Lady Wrong. No- doubt on’t! Think of your thoufund-
-a-year, and who got it you; go! eat your dinner, and
be thankful, go. [Driwing bim to the deor.] Come, Mrs..
Motherly.

[Exit Lady Wronghead «ith Mrs. Motherly..

Sir Fran. Very fine!l fo here I mun faft, i1l 1 am al-
moft famifhed for the good of my country, while Madam:
is laying me out an hundred pound-a-day in lace as fine as.
a cobweb, for the honour of my family ? Ods-flefh! things:
_ had need go well at this rate ! )

’8qu. Rich. Nay, nay——come, feyther.

: [Exit Sir Fran.
Enter Mrs. Motherly.

Moth. Madam, my Lady defires you and the Count
will pleafe to come and affift her faney in fome of the news
laces.

¢ Count Ba/. We’ll wait upom her

[Exit Mrs. Motherly.

Fenny. So, I told you how. it was! you fee fhe can’t
bear to leave us together.

Count Ba/. No matter, my dear: you know fhe has.
afk’d me to ftay fupper: fo when your papa and fhe are a.
bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the houfe again ; then:
you may fteal into her chamber, and we’ll have a pretty.
{neaker of punch together.

Jl{yr..



THE PROVOK’'D HUSBAND. 79

Myr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me in:
any thing. :

Fenny. Well, that will be pure !

Count Ba/. But you had beft go to her alone, my
Tife: it will look better if I come after you.

Fenny. Ay, fo it will: and to-morrow you know at the:
mafquerade. And.then!—

¢S O N G

Oh, I'll have a hufband! ay, marry;
For why fhould I longer tarry,
For why fhould I longer tarry,
¢ Than other brifk girls have done *
¢ For if I ftay, *ill T grow grey,
They’ll call me old maid, and fulty old jzde 5
¢ So I'll no longer tarry ;.
¢ But I’ll have a hufband, ay, marry,
¢ If money can buy me one:
¢ My mother, fhe fays, I’'m too coming;
¢ And ftill in my ears flie is drumming,
¢ And ftill in my ears the is drumining,
¢ That I fuch vain thoughts fhou’d fhun.
¢ My fifters they cry, Oh, fy! and, Oh, fy!
¢ But yet I can fee, they’re as coming as me
¢ So let me have hufbands in plenty :
¢ I'd rather have twenty times twenty,
¢ Than die an old m1id undone.’ [Exiti

Mjyr. So, Sir, am not I very commode to you ?

Count Bae/. Well, child, aud don’t you find your
account in it? Did I not tell you we might ftill be of ufe-
to one another ?

Myr. Well, but how ftands your affair with Mifs in’
the main?

Count Baf. Oh, the’s mad for the mafquerade! It
drives like a nail; we want nothing now but a parfon to
elinch-it. Did not your aunt fay fhe could get one at a.
fhort warning ?

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly’s chaplain is her
eoufin, you know; he'll do your bufinefs and mine, at
the fame time,. “

* e

L]

Count
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Count Baf. Oh, it’s true! but where fhall we appoint
him?

Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly’s houfe is al-
ways open to the mafks upon a ball-night, before they
go to the Hay-market.

Count Baf. Good.

Myr. Now the dotor purpofes, we fhould all come
thither in our habits, and when the rooms are full, we
may fteal up into his chamber, he fays, and there
crack———he’ll give us all canonical commiffion to go
to-bed together.

Count Ba/f. Admirable! Well, the devil fetch me, if I - -
fhall not be heartly glad to fee thee well fettled, child.

AMyr. And may the black gentleman tuck me under
his arm at the fame time, if I fhall not think myfelf
obliged to you, as long as I live.

Count Ba/. One kifs for old acquaintance fake———
P’gad I fhall want to be bufy again. i

Myr. Oh, you’ll have one fhortly will find you em-
ployment : but I muft run to my ’Squire. ’

gount Baf. And I to the ladies——fo your humble
fervant, fweet Mrs. Wronghead.

Myr. Yours, as in duty bound, moft noble Count
Baffet. [Exit Myr.
Count Baf. Why, ay! Count! That title has been:
of fome ufe to me indeed; not that I have any more
pretence to it, thanI have to a blue ribband. Yet, I have
made a pretty confiderable figure in life with it. I have
lolled in my own chariot, dealt at affemblies, dined with
ambafladors, and made one at quadrille, with the firft
women of = quality But tempora  mutantur
fince that damn’d fquadron at White’s have left me out:
of their laft fecret, I am reduced to trade upen my own
ftock of induftry, and make my laft puth upon a wife.
If my card comes up right (which, I think, cannot fail)
T fhall once more cut a figure, and cock my hat in the
face of the beft of them: for fince our modern men of
. fortune are grown wile enough to be fharpers, I think
fharpers are tools that don’t take up the airs of men of
quality. [Exie.

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
' ACT
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A C 7. V.
S C E N E, Lord Townly’s Houfer
¢ Enter Manly and Lady Grace.

¢ MANLY.
HERE’s fomething, Madam, hangs upon your
mird, to-day : is it unfit to truft me with it ¢

¢ Lady G. Since you will know—my fifter, then—
¢ unhappy woman ! - -

¢ Man. What of her?

¢ Lady G. I fear is on the brink of ruin.

¢ Man. 1 am forry for it—W hat hus happened ?

¢ Lady G. Nothing fo very new; but the continual
¢ repetition of it, at laft has raifed my brother to an in-
¢ temperance that I tremble at.

¢ Man. Have they had any words upon it?

¢ Lady G. He has not feen her fince yefterday. -

¢ Man, What! not at home all night ?

¢ Lady G. About five this morning, in the came; but
¢ with fuch looks, and fuch an equipage of misfortunes
¢ at her heels— What can become of her ? )

¢ Man. Has'not my Lord {een her, fay you? -

¢ Lady G. No; he changed his bed laft night—7I
¢ fat with him alone till twelve, in ex tion of her:'
¢ but when the clock ftruck, he ftarted from his chair, .
¢ and grew incenfed to that'degree, that had I not, al-
¢ moft on my kuees, diffuaded him, he had ordered the
¢ doors, that inftant, to have been locked againit her.

¢ Man. How terrible is his fituation! when the moft
¢ juftifiable feverities he can ufe againit her, are liable to
¢ be the mirth of all the diffolute card-tables in town.

¢ Lady G. ’Tis that, I know, has made him bear fo
¢ long : but you, that feel for him, My, Manly, will af-
¢ fift him ta fupport his honour, and, if poffible, preferve
¢ his quiet; therefore I beg you don’t f::we the houfe,
¢ till one or both of them can be wrought to better -
¢ temper. ‘

¢ Man. How amiable is this concern in you ! -

¢ Lady G. For Heaven’s fake, don’t mind me; bus
% think on fomething to preferve us all.

¢ Afan. ] fhall not take the merit of obeying your com-

¢ mands,

- »
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¢ mands, Madam, t6 ferve my Lord—But, pray, Madany
¢ let me into all that has paft fince yefternight.
¢ Lady G. When my intreaties had prevailed upon
¢ my Lord, not to make a ftory for the town, by fo pub-
¢ lic a violence, as fhutting her at once out of his doors, he
¢ ordered an apartment next to my Lady’s to be made
¢ ready for him———While that was doing, I tried, by all
¢ the little arts I was miftrefs of, to amufe him into tem-
¢ per; in fhort, a filent grief was all I could reduce him
¢ to On this, we took our leaves, and parted to our
¢ repofe : what his was, I imagine by my ewn; for I
¢ ne’er clofed my eyes. About five, as % told you, I
¢ heard my Lady atthe door; fe I flipped on a gown, and
¢ fat almoft an hour with her in her own chamber.-
; ‘Ma;”' What faid fhe, when fhe did not find my Lord
there ? '
¢ Lady G. Oh! fo far from being fhock’d or alarmed
at it, that fhe blefled the occafion; and faid, that in her
condition, the chat of a female friend was far preferable
to'the beft hufband’s company in the world.
Mun. Where has fhe {pirits to fupport fo much in-
fenfibility ? ’
¢ Lady G. Nay, ’tis incredible ; for though fhe had loft
every fhilling fhe had in the world, and ftretched her
credit even to breaking, fhe rallied her own follies with
fuch vivacity, and painted the penance fhe knows fbhe
muft undergo for them, in fuch ridiculous lights, that
had not my concern for a brother been too ftrong for
her wit, fhe had almoft difarmed my anger. :
¢ Man. Her mind may have another caft by this time ¢
the moft flagrant difpofitions have their hours of
anguifh, which their pride conceals from company.
But pray, Madam, how could fhe avoid coming down
to-dine ?
¢ Lady G. Oh! fhe took care of that before fhe went
¢ to bed, by ordeting her woman, whenever fhe was afked
¢ for, to fay fhe was not well.
¢ Man. You have feen her fince fhe was up, I pre-
¢ fume? - .
¢ Lady G. Up! I queftion whether fhe be awake yet. °
¢ Man. Ternble! what a figure does fhe make I'l{‘):ai :
. ' ‘
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€ That nature fhould throw away fo much beauty upon a
€ creature, to make fuch a flutternly ufe of it!
< Lady G. Oh, fie! there is not a more elegant beauty
¢ in town, when fhe is drefled. .
¢ Man. In my eye, Madam, fhe that’s early drefled,
¢ ‘has ten times her elegance.
¢ Lady G. But fhe won’t be long now, I believe; for
¢ T think I fee her chocolate going up——DMrs, Truity
] a-hem !
¢ Mrs. Trufly comes to the door.
¢ Man. [Afide.] Five o’clock in the afternoom for a
¢ lady of quality’s breakfaft, is an elegant hour indeed!
¢ which, to thew her more polite way -of living too, I
¢ prefume fhe eats in her bed. )
¢ Lady G. {70 Mrs. Truffy.] And when fhe is up, I
¢ would be glad fhe would let me come to her toilet
¢ That’s all, Mrs. Trufty. .
¢ Trufly. 1 will be fure to let her Ladythip know, Ma-
¢ dam. ‘ [Exit.
¢ Enter a Servant.
¢ Serw. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, defires to fpeak
¢ with you. ' ’
¢ Man. He comes unfeafonably
¢ with him?
. ¢ Lady G.,Oh, fee him, by all means! we thall have
¢ time enough; in the mean while I’ll ftep in, and have
¢ an eye upon my brother. Nay, don’t mind me—you
have bufinefs
Man. You muit be obeyed——
¢ [Retreating, while Lady Grace goes ont.
Defire Sir Francis to walk in—{ Ex:t Servant.] 1 fup-
pofe, by this time, his wife worfhip begins to find that
the balance of his journey to London is on the wrong
- fide.

What fhall I do

" . e a

Enter Sir Francis Wronghead. .
Sir Franeis, your fervant. How came I by the favour of
this extraordinary vifit?
Sir Fran. Ah, coufin!
Man, Why that forrowful face, man?
Sir Fran. 1 have no friend alive but you——
Man. 1 am forry for that———DBut what’s the matter?
Sir
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Sir Fran. 1 have played the fool by this journey, I feo
now for my bitter wife—— '

Man. What of her?

:Sir Fran. Is playing the devil.

Man, Why, traly, that’s a part that moft of your fine’
Ladies begin with, as {oen as they get to London.

Sir Fran. If 'm aliving man, coufin, the has made
away with above two hundred and fifty pounds fince yef-
terday morning.

BMan. Ha ' 1 fee a good houfewife will do a great deal
of work in a little time. :

Sir Fran. Work, do they call it ? Fine work, indeed !

Man. Well, but how do you mean made away with it ?
What, fhe has laid it out, may be——but I fuppofe you
have an account of it.’

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the account, indeed;
but I mun needs fay, it’s a very forry one.

Man. Pray, let’s hear. ' -

Sir Fran. Why, firft I let her have an hundred and
fifty, to get things handfome about her, to let the world
fee that I wes fomebody ; and I thought that fum was
very genteel. .

Man. Indeed I think fo; and in the country, might
have ferved her a twelvemonth.

"Sir Fran. Why, fo it might——but here, in this fine’
town, forfooth, 1t could not get through four-and-twenty
hours—for in half that dme it was all fquandered away
in bawbles, and new fafhioned trumpery.

Man. Oh! for ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this
might be neceflary. .

Sir Fran. Noa, there’s the plague on’t; the devil
o’ one ufeful thing do I fee for it, but two pair of laced
fhoes, and thofe ftond me in three pounds three fhillings
a pair, too.

Mar. Dear Sir, thisis nothing ! Why we have city
wives here, that while their good man is fellingy three
pennyworth of fugar, will give you twenty pounds for a
fhort apron. )

Sir Fran. Mercy on us, what a mortal poor devil is a
hufband ! .

Man. Well, but I hope you have nothing elfe to com-
plain of. ,

Sir Fran. Ah, would I could fay fo too !—but there’s

S another
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-another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my heart
‘than all that went before it. .

Man. And how might that be difpofed of ?

Sir Fran. Troth I am almoft afhamed to tell you.

Man. Out with it.

8ir Fran. Why, fhe hasbeen at an aflembly.

Man. What, fince I faw you! I thought you had all
fupped at home laft night. .

Sir Fren. Why, fo we did and all as merry as grigs -

~——T’cod, my heart was {o open, that I toffed another
‘hundred into her apron, to go out early this morning with
But the cloth was no fooner taken away, than in
«comes my Lady Townly here, (who, between you and
I—mum—has had the devil to pay yonder) with another
Tantipole dame of quality, and out they muft have her,
they faid, to introduce her at my Lady Noble’s affembly,
Jorfooth A few words, you may be fure, made the
bargain—fo, bawnce! and away they drive, as if the devil
had got into the coach-box {o, about four or five in
the morning—home comes Madam, with her eyes a foot
-deep in her head—and my poor hundred pounds left be-
hind her at the hazard-table.

Man. All loft at dice!

Sir Fran. Every fhilling——among a parcel of pig-tail

:puppies, and pale-faced women of quality.
: Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you
#found her {o 1ll an houfewife of one fum, fo foon to truft
her with another? . :

Sir Fran. Why, truly, I mun fay that was partly my
own fault; for if I had not been a blab of my tongue, I
believe that laft hundred might have been faved.

Man. How fo?

Sir Fran. Why, like an owl as I was, out of good-will,
forfooth, partly to keep her in humour, I muft needs tell
‘her of the thoufand pounds a-year, I had juit got the pro-
mife of—I’cod, fhe lays her claws upon it that moment—
faid it was all owing to her advice, and truly fhe would

“have her fhare on’t.

Man. What, before you had it yourfelf?

Sir Fran. Why, ay, that’s what I told her——My
dear, faid I, mayhap I mayn’t receive the firft quarter
on’t this half year, .

H ﬂ[a #e
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Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you with a great dealof
patience ; and I really feel compaflion for you. :

Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, coufin; for I don’t
fee that my wife’s goodnefs is a bit the better for bringing
to London. )

Man. If you remember, I gave.you a‘hint of it.

Sir Fran. Why, ay, it’s true, you did fo: but the devil
hin;‘{:elf could not have believed fhe would have rid poft

4w him, ) .

Man. Sir, if you ftay but a fortnight in this town,
‘yixou willevery day fee hundreds as faft upon the gallop as

e is. '

Sir Fran. Ah, this Londop is a bafe place indeed !—
Waunds, if things fhould-happen to go wrong with me at
Weftminfter, at.this rate, how -the devil -fhall I keep out
of a jail?

Man. Why, truly, there feems -to me ‘but one way to
avoid it. :

Sir Fran, Ah, would you could tell me that, coufin!

Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the fame
roa@ that brought you hither, will carry you fafe home
again. .

gSir Fran., Odsfleth, coufin! what! and leave a thou-
dand pounds a-year behind me ?

Man. Pooh, pooh ! leave any thing behind you, but
your family, and you are a faver by it.

Sir Fran. Ay, but confider, coufin, what a fcurvy
figure fhall I make in the country, if I come dawn -
withaweit. -

Man. You will make a much more lamentable figure in
a_jail without ic.

- Sir Fran. Mayhap ’at yow have no great opinion of it
then, coufin? =~ :

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the fervice of a real friend,
1 muft fpeak very plainly to you: you don’t yet fee half
the ruin that’s before you.

Sir Fran. Good-lack! how may you mean, coufin ?

Man. In one word, your whole affairs ftand thus
Ina week you'll lofe your feat at Weftminfter: in a fore-
night my Lady will run you into jail, by keeping the
beft company In four-and-twenty hours, your daugh-
ter will run ‘away with a fharper, becaufe fhe han’t l:‘ef?;
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ufed to-better company: and your fon will fteal into mar-
riage with a caft miftrefs, becaufe he has not been ufed to
any comparfy.at all.

Sit Fran. I’ th’ name o’ goodnefs, why fhould you think
all this ?

Man. Becaufe I have proof of it; in fhort, I know
fo much of their feerets, that if all this is not prevented
to-night, it'will be out of your power to do it to-morrow
morning.

, Sir Fran.. Mercy upon us! you frighten me——1Vell,
Sir, I will be governed by you: but what am I to do in-
this cafe? : : o .

_Man. 1 have not time here to give you proper inftruc-
tions; but about eight this evening, I’ll call at your
loedgings, and there you fhall have full convition, how
much I have it at heart to ferve you.

Enter a Servant.

Serw. Sir, my Lord-defires to fpeak with you.

Man. 1l wait upon him.

Sir Fran. Well, then, I'll go ftrait home, naw. .

Man. At eight depend upon me. ]

~ Sir Fran. Ah, dear cou!jx’no ! I fhall be bound to you as
Tongas I live. Mercy deliver'us, whata terrible journey
have I madeon’t! - - : [Exeunt feverally.

T%e SCEN E opens to a dreffing-room; Lady Townly,
as_jufl up, walks to ber toiles, leaning on Mrs. Trufly.
Truff. Dear Madam, what fhould make your Ladyfhip

fo out of order?

‘Lady 7. How is it poffible to be well, where one is

killed.for want of fleep ? .

Truffi. Dear me! it was fo long before you rung,
Madam, I was in hopes your Ladythip had been finely
compofed. ‘

Lady 7. Compofed! why I have lainin an inn here;
this houfe is worfe than an inn with ten ftage coaches :
what between my Lord’s impertinent people of bufinefs
in a morning, and the intolerable thick fhoes of footmen
at noon, one has not a wink all night. -

Truft. Indeed,  Madam, it’s a great pity my Lord can’t
be perfuaded into the hours of people of quality—though

H 2 I muft



88 THE PROVOK’D HUSBAND.

I muft fay that, Madam, your Ladyfhip is certainly the
beft matrimonial manager in town. '

Lady 7. Oh, you are quite miftaken, Trufty! I ma-.
nage very ill; for notwithftanding all the power I have,
by never being over fond of my Lord—jyet I want money:
infinitely oftener than he is willing to give it me.

Trufly. Ah !if his Lordfhip could but be brought to play
himfelt, Madam, then he might feel what it is to want
money. (

Lady 7. Oh, don’ttalk of it! do you know that I am:
undone, Trufty ?

Trufly. Mercy forbid, Madam !

Lady 7. Broke, ruined, plundered !——ftripped,.even:
to a confifcation of my laft guinea ! .

" Trufly. You don’t tell me fo, Madam ?

Luady 7. And where to raife ten pound in the world—
What 15 to be done, ‘Trufty? :

Trufty. Truly, T wifh I were wife enough to tell you,
Madam : but may be your Ladyfhip may have a run of
better fortune, upen (%mc of the good company that
comes here to-night.

‘Lady 7. But I have not a fingl€ guinea to try my-
fortune. : : v

Truffy. Ha! that’s a bad bufinefs indeed, Madam—e
Adad, I have a thought in my head, Madam, if it is not
too late N

Lady 7. Out with it quickly, then, I befeech thee..

Trufly. Has not the fteward fomething of fifty pounds,.
Madam, that you left in his hands, to. pay fomebody
about this time ? ~ ’

Lady 7. Oh, ay; I had forgot—'twas to—a—what’s
his filthy name? -

Trufty. Now I remember, Madam, ’twas to Mr. Lute-
ftring, your old mercer, that your Ladythip turned off
about a year ago, becaufe he would truft you no longer.

Lady 7. The very wretch! If he has not paid it, run
quickly, dear Trufty, znd bid him bring it hither imme-
diately—[ Ex:¢ Trufty.] Well, fure mortal woman ne-
ver had fu:h fortune! five, five and nine, againft poor
feven for ever: No, after that horrid bar of my chance,,
that Lady Wronghead’s fatal red fift upon the table, I
faw it was impoffible ever to win. another flake——Sit uﬁ

B alj
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all night; lofe all one’s maney ; dream of winning thou-
fands; wake without a fhilling; and then How
like a hag I look!—In fhort—the pleafures of life are -
not worth this diforder. If it were not for thame, now,
I could almoft think Lady Grace’s fober fcheme not quite
fo ridiculous If my wife Lord could but hold his
tongue for a week, ’tis odds but I fhould hate the town in
a fortnight But I will not be driven out of it, that’s
wﬁtiveo-

Trufly returns. ;

Trafly. Oh, Madam, there’s-no bearing of it! Mr.
Luteftring was juft let in at the door, as I came to the
ftair foot ; and the fteward is now aCtually paying him the
money in the hall. ‘ SR

Lady 7. Run to the ftair-cafe head again—and fcream:
to him, that I muft fpeak with him this inftant.

- [Trufly runs out, and fpeaks.

- Trafly. Mr. . Poundage———a-hem! Mr:)
Poundage, a word with you, quickly. ‘ -

Pound. [Within.] Pll come to you pre-
fently. ) .
Trufly. Prefently won’t do, man, you muft
come this minute. ‘ > Withouta -
- Pound. 1-am but juft paying alittle money .
here. :

Zrufly. Cods my life, paying money! Is |
the man diftrated ? Come here, I tell you, to } .
my Lady this moment, quick! :

: : Trufly returns.
Lady 7. Will the monfter come of no #e——- _
_ Tufly. Yes, Ihear him now, Madam; he is hobbling :
up as faft as he can. 4 .
Lady 7. Don’t let him come in—for he wilk keep fuch
“a babbling about his accounts—my brain is not. able to
bear him. L
[Poundage comes to the door, with a money-bag in bis hand.

Zrufy. Oh, it’s well you are come, Sir! where’s the
fifty pounds? . . .

Pound. Why, here it is; if you had not been in fuch
hafte, T fhould have paid it by this time—the man’s now -
writing a receipt, below, for it. .

Trufly, No matter ;' my Lady fays, you muft not pay

Hs ' © hima
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him with that money! there’s not enough, it feemss:
there’s a piftole, and ‘a guinea, that is not good, in it
——befides, there is a miftake in the account too
[ Twitching the bag from bim.] But fhe is not at leifure to.
examine it now ; fo you muft bid Mr, What-d’ye-call-unt:
call another time,

Lady 7. What is all that noife there ?- -

* Pound. Why, and it pleafe your Ladythip—m

Lady 7. Pr'ythee, don’t plague me now ; but do as you:
were ordered. :

Pound. Nay, what your Ladyfhip pleafes, Madam

) [Exit Poundage..

Trufly. There they. are, Madam—[ Pours the moncy out
of the bag.]—The pretty things—were fo near falling
into a nalty tradefman’s hands. I proteft it made me:
tremble for them— I fancy your Ladyfhip had 4s good.
give me that bad guinea, for luck’s fake thank you,
Madam. [Takes a guinea..

Lady 7. Why, I did not bid you take it.

Trufly. No; but your Ladyfhip looked as if you were
juft going to bid me; and fo I was willing to~fave you the-
trouble of fpeaking, Madam.

Lady 7. Well, thou haft deferved it ; and fo, for once-
——but hark ! don’t I hear the man making a noife yon-
der? Though, I think, now, we may compound for a
little of his 1l humour:

Trufly. Tl liftem )

Lady 7. Pr'ythee do.. [Trufly goes to the door..
" Trufly. Ay, they are at it, Madam—he’s in a bitter-
paffion w'th poor Poundage Blefs me! 1 believe:
he’ll beat him Mercy on us, how the wretch.
fwears ! : . :

Lady 7. And a fober citizen too! that’s a fhame.

- Trufly. Ha! 1 think all’s filent of a fudden may
be the porter has knocked him down I'll ftep and:
fee [Exit Trufly.

Lady 7. Thefe trades-people are the troublefomeft
creatures ! No words will fatisfy them [Trufly returns.

Trufly. Oh, Mudam ! undone, undone! My Lord has.
juft bolted out upon the man, and is hearing all his pitiful
ftory over It your Ladymip pleafes to come hither,
you may hear him yourfelf,

) Lady
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- Rady 7. No matter; it will come round prefently : F
fhall havc it from my Lord, thhout lofing a word by the:
way, I’ll warrant you.

Truffy. Oh, lud, Madam ! here’s my Lord: Juﬁ coming.
in.

Lady 7. Do yau get out of the way, then. [Exit
Tm_/zj ] T am afraid I want fpirits; but he will foon give
’emm me.

Enter Lord Toavnly.

Lond 7. How coaes it, Madam, that a tradefman.
dares be clamorous in my houfe, for money due to him:
from you ?

Lady 7. You don’t expe&, my Lord, that I fhould an-
fiver for wther people’s impertinence.

Lord 7. I expe&, Madam, you thould'anfwer for your
own extravagancies, that are the occafion of it—I thought
1 had given you money three months ago, to fatisfy all
thefe fort of people.

Lady 7. Yes; but you fee they never are to be fa-
tisfied.

Lord 7. Nor am I, Madam,.longer to be abufed thus ;:
what’s become of the laft five hundred I gave you?

Lady 7. Gone.

Lord 7. Gone! what way, Madam?

Lady. 7. Half the town over, Il~cheyc, by. this time.

Lord 7. *Tis well; I fee ruin will make no imprefiion;
till it falls upon you.

Lady 7. In fhort, my Lord, if money is always the
fubjet of our converfation, I ﬂmll make you no aniwer.

Lord 7. Madam, Madam, I will be heard, and muke.
you anfiver.

Lady 7. Make me! ThenI muft tell you, my Loxd
this is a language 1 have not been ufed to, and I won’c
bear it..

Lord 7. Come, come, 1 ’VIadam you fhall bear a great.
deal more, before I part with you.

Lady 7.. My Lord, if you infult me, you will h"ue as
much to bear, on your fide, I can affure you.

Lord 7. Pooh !: your {pirit grows ridiculous
you have neither hunour, wouh or imnocence to fup-

port it
Lady




9z THE PROVOK’D HUSBAND.

Lady 7. You’ll find, at leaft, Ihuve refentmenty and

do zou look well to the provocation. -
ord 7. After thofe you have given me, Madam, ’tis:
almoft infamous to talk with you.

Lady 7. I fcorn your imputation, and your menaces. .
The narrownefs of your heart’s your monitor; ’tis there,
there, my Lord, you are wounded; you have lefs to com--
plain of than many hufband’s of an equal rank to you. |

Lord 7. Death, Madam ! do yow prefume upon your
corporal merit, that your perfon’s lefs tainted than your
mind ? Is it there, there alone; an ‘honeft hufband can be-
injured? Have you not every other vice that can debafe:
_ your birth, or ftain the heart of woman ?: Is not your health,

your beauty, hufband, fortune, family, difclaimed, for:
nights confumed in riot and - extravagance?' The wanton
does no more-; if fhe conceals her fhamé, does lefs: and
fare the diffolute avowed, as forely wrongs my honour and
my quiet. '
- Lady 7. I fee, my Lord, what fort of wife might pleafe

ou.

Y Lord 7. Ungrateful woman!" could you have feen
yourfelf, you :in" yourfelf had feen her——1I am amazed:
our legifluture has left no precedent of a divorce, for
this more vifible injury, this adultery of the mind, as well
as that of the perfon! When-a woman’s. whole heart is
alienated to pleafures I have no fhare iny what is it to me,
whether a black ace, or a powdered coxcomb has pofleffiont
of it. - ‘
Lady 7. If yow have not found it yet, my Lord,
this is not the way to get. pofleflion. ot mine, depend
upon it. . ' ‘ :
- Lord 7. That, Madam, I"have long défpaired of ; and
fince our happinefs: cannot be mutal, ’tis fit that with our
hearts, our perfons too fhould feparate.—This houfe you
fleep no rhore in: though your content might grofily feed
upon the difhonour of a hufband: yet my defires would
ftarve upon the features of a wife.

Lady 7. Your ftyle, my Lord, is much of the.fame des
" leacy with your fentiments of ‘honour.

Lord 7. Madam, Madam, this.is no time forcompli-
. ments=——1I have done with you. .
. Lady
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~Lady 7. If we had never met, my Lord, I had not:
broke my heart for it : but have a care; I may not, per--
hips, be fo eafily recalled as you may imagine.

" Lord 7. Recalled ! Who’s there ?

Enuter Serwvauf. :
Defire my fifter and Mr. Manly to walk up. [Exiz Serw.

Lady 7. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleafe;
but pray, what indifcretions have I committed, that
are not daily pratifed by a hundred other women of
quality ?

- Lord 7. ’Tis .not' the number of ill wives, Madam,
that makes the patience of - 2 hufband lefs contemptible :
and though a bad one may be the beft man’s lot, yet he’ll
make a better figure in the world, that keeps his mis-
fortunes out of doors, than he that tamely keeps them
within,

Lady 7. I don’t know what figure you may make, my
Lord: but I fhall have no reafon to be wthamed of mine,
in whatever company I may meet you..

Lord 7. Be fparing of your fpint, Madam ; you'll need
it to fupport you. ’

. Enter Lady Grace and Manly,
Mr. Manly, I have an att of friendfhip to beg of you,
which wants more apslogies than words can make for 1t..

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may have
the greater merit in obliging you. .

Lord 7. Sifter, I have the fame excufe to entreat of:
you, too. ) .

Lady G. To your requeft, I beg, my Lord.

Lord 7. Thus then——As you both were prefent at
my ill-confidered marriage, I now defire you each will be:
a witnefs of my determined feparation ——1 know,
Sir, your good-nature, and my fifter’s muft be fhocked at
the office T impofe on you; but as I don’t afk your jufti-.
fication of my caufe, fo I hope youare eonfcious
that an ill woman can’t reproach you, if you are filent, on
her fide.

Man. My Lord, I never'thought, till now, it could be.
difficult to oblige you.

Lady G. [A4fidr.] Heavens, how I tremble !

Lord 7. Foryou, my Lady Townly, I need not here-

‘ ' ‘ repeaty
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sepeat the provocations of my parting With you-—————mdeer
the world, ? fear, is too well informed of them— For
the good Lord, your dead father’s fake, I will ftill fupport:
you as his daughter——As the Lord : Townly’s wife, you
have had every thing a fond hufband could beftow, and
(to our mutual fhame I fpeak it) more than happy wives?
defire But thofeindulgences muft end; ftate, equipage,
and fplendor, but ill become the vices that inifufe them-
The decent neceflaries of- life fhall be fupplied ——
but not one article to luxury; not even the coach that.
waits to carry you from hence, fhall you ever ufe again.
Your tender aunt, my Lady Levemore, with tears, this-
morning, has confented to receive you; where, if time, .
and your condition, brings you to a due refletion, youral-
lowance fhall be increafed——but if you ftll are lavifh of
your little, or pine for paft licentious pleafures, that littte.
fhall be lefs : nor will I call that foul my friend, that names
you in my hearing.

Lady G. My heart bleeds for her. [ Afide.

Lord 7. Oh, Manly, look there! turn back thy
thoughts with me,and witniefs to my growing love. There:
was a time, when I believed that form incapable of vice or
of decay; - there I propofed the partner of an eafy home ;-
there I, for ever, hoped to find a cheerful companion, an.
agreeable, intimate, a faithful friend, .a- ufeful help-mate,
and a tender mother———but, Oh, how bitter now the.
difappointment ! .o

Man. The world is different in its fenfe}of happinefs ;-
offended as you are, I know you will ftill be juft.

Lord 7. Fear me not.., )

Man. This laft reproach, Ifee, has ftruek her..

[Afide.-

Lord 7. No, let me not (though I.this moment caft her:
from my heart for ever) let me not urge her punifhment.
beyond her crimes———1I know the world’is fond of any.
tale that feeds its appetite of fcandal: and as I am confcious,
feverities of this kind fetdom fail of imputations too grofs:
to mention, I here; before you.both, acquit her of the
leaft fufpicion raifed againft the honour of my bed. There--
fore, when abroad her conduct may be queftioned, do her

fame that juftice. L
Lady 7..Oh, fiter!  [Turas to Lady Grace wﬂ{f”gci;
) : oxd ;
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“Lord 7. When I am fpoken of, where without favour
+this action may be canvafled, relate but half my provoca-

stions, and give me up to cenfure. [Goings
Lady 7. Support me! fave me! hide me from the -
«world ! i[Falling.on Lady Grace’s neck.

Lord 7. [Returning]—I had forgot me——You have
-no fhare in my refentment, therefore, as you have lived in
friendthip with her, your parting may admit of - gentler
.terms than fuit the honour of an injured hufband. .

: [Offers.togo out.

“Man. [Interpofing.] My Lord, you muft not, fhall not
leave her thus! One moment’s ftay can do your caufe no
~wropg ! If looks can fpeak the anguith of her heart, I'll
anfwer with my life, there’s fomething labouiing in her
mind, that would you bear the hearing, might deferve

Lord 7. Confider! fince we no more ean meet, prefs
not my ftaying to infult her. ,
Lady 7. Yet ftay, my Lord—the little-I would fay, will
-not deferve an infult; and, undeferved, 1 know your na-
ture gives it not. Butas you’ve called in friends, to wit-
nefs your refentment, let them he.equal hearers of my laft
xeply.
PLyord 7. 1fban’t refufe you that, Madam—-be it fo.
Lady 7. My Lord, you ever have complained T wanted
dove ; but as you kindly have allowed I never gave it to
another; fo when you hear the ftory of iny heart, though
.yo? may ftill complain, you will not wonder at my cold-
nefs.
Lady G. This promifes a reverfe of temper. [ Apart.
Man. This, my Lord, you are concerned to hear.
Lord. 7. Proceed, I am attentive. )
Lady -7. Before I was your bride, my Lord, the flat
tering world had talked me into beauty; which, at my
glafs, my youthful vanity confirmed. Wild with that
fame, I thought mankind my flaves, I triumphed over
hearts while all iny pleafure was their pain: yet was my
own fo equally infenfivle to all, that when a father’s firm
commands enjoined me to make choice of one; I even
there declined the liberty he gave, and to his own eletion
yiclded up my youth—————his tender care my Lord,
: directed
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«dire&ed him to you ———Our hands were joined ! But
till my heart wis wedded to its folly ! My only joy was
power, command, fociety, profufenefs, and to lead in
pleafures! The hufband’s right to rule, I thought a vul-
gar law, which only the deformed or meanly-fpirited
-obeyed ! I knew ne directors, but my paflions; no matter,
but my will! Even you, my Lord, fome time o’ercome by
love, was pleafed with my delights; nor, then, forefuw
this mad mifufe of your indulgence And, though I
-call myfelf ungratetul, while I own it, yet, as a truth it
-.cannot be denied——that kind indulgence has undone me;
it added ftrength to my habitual failings, and in a heart
thus warin, in wild unthinking life, no wonder if the gent-

‘ler fenfe of love was loft. N

Lord 7. Oh, Manly! where has this crea-
‘ture’s heart been buiied ? Y

Man. If yet recoverable How vaft the [ <247
trefure?

Lady 7. What I have faid, my Lord, is not ex-
cufe, but my confeflion; my errors (give ’em, if you
pleafe, a harder name) cannot be defended! No ! What’s
1n its nature wrong, no words can palliate, no plea can alter!

* What then remains in my condition, but refignation to
‘your pleafure ? Time only can convince you of my future
conduét: therefore, ’till I have lived an object of forgive-
nefs, I duare not hope for pardon —The penance of a
lonely contrite life were little to theinnocent; but to have
deferved this feparation, will firow perpetual thorns upon
my pillow. ,

Lady G. Oh, happy, heavenly hearing !

Lady 7. Sifter, farewel! [Kyfixg her] Your virtue
needs no warning from the fhame that fulls on me: but
when you think I have attoned my follies paft—perfuade
your injured brother to forgive them. -

Lord 7. No, Madam! Your errors thus renounced,
this inftant are forgotten ! So deep, fo due a fenfe of them,
has made you, what my utmoft wifhes formed, and all my
‘heart has fighed for. *

Lady 7. [Turning te Lady Grace.] How odious does
this goodnefs make me ! ¥

Lady G, How amiable your thinking fo? Lord

. Or
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Lord 7. Long parted friends, that pafs through eafy
woyages of life, receive but common gladnefs in their
meeting: but from a fhipwreck faved, we mingle tears
-with our embraces ! [Embracing Lady Townly.

Lady 7. What words !, what love ! what duty can re-
pay fuch obligatiéns? ,

Lord 7. Preferve but this defire to pleafe, your power
is endlefs.

" Lady 7. Oh!—"till this moment, never did I know,
my Lord, I had a heart to give you.

Lord 7. By Heaven! this yielding hand, when firft it
gave you to my wifhes, prefented not a treafure more de-
firable! Oh, Manly ! Sifter! as you have often fhared in
my difquiet, partake of my felicity! my new-born joy 1
fee here the bride of my defires! This may be called my
wedding-day.

Lady G. Sifter, (for now, methinks, that name is dearer
to my heart than ever) let me congratulate the happinefs
that opens to you.

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it flow

Lord 7. To make our happinefs complete, my dear,
join here with me to give a hand, that amply will repay
-the obligation. :

Lady 7. Sifter, a day like this

Lady G. Admits of no excufe againft the general joy.
[Giwves ber hand fo Maxnly.
——defpairs of words to

Man. A joy like mine

Apeak it.
Lord 7. Oh, Manly, how the name of friend endears
‘the brother! [Embracing bhim.

Man. Your words, my Lord, will warm me, to deferve -
sthem.

Enter a Servant.

Serw. My Lord, the apartments are full of mafqueraders
And fome people of quality there defire to fee your
Lordthip and my Lady.

Lady 7. I thought, my Lord, your orders had forbid

“ their revelling ?

Lord 7. No, my dear, Manly has defired their admit-
tance to-night, it feéms, upon a particular occafion——
Bay we will wait upon them inftantly.

[Exit Servant.
I Lady
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Lady 7. T fhall be but ill company to them.

Lord 7. Nomatter: not to fee them, would on afudden
blf too particular. Lady Grace will affift you to entertain
them.

Lady 7. With her, my Lord, I fhall be always eafy
—Sifter, to your unerring virtue, I now commit the
guidance of my future days————o

Never the paths of pleafure more to tread,
But where your guarded innocence fhall lead;
“For in the marriage-ftate the world muftown .
Divided happinefs was never known.
‘To make it mutual nature peints the way :
Let hufbands govern: gentle wives obey. [Exeunt.

¢ The SCENE opening to another apartment difcoversa
¢ great number of people in mafquerade, talking all togetber,
¢ and playing upon one another. Lady Wronghead as a
¢ Jbepherdefs; Fenny as a nun; the 'Squire as a running
¢ footman; and the Count in a domine. After fome time,
¢ Lord and Lady Townly, avith Lady Grace, eater to
¢ them unmafked. ’
€ Lord 7. So! here’s a great deal of company.
¢ Lady 7. A great many people, my Lord, but nocom-
¢ pany as you'll find for here’s one now, that
¢ feems to have a mind to entertain us.
[¢ 4 Mafk, after fome affected gofiure, makes up to
¢ Lady Townly. :
¢ Maft. Well, dear Lady Townly, fhan’t we fee you,
¢ by-and-by ?
¢ Lady 7. Idon’t know you, Madam.
¢ Mafk. Don’tyou ferioufly ? (47 a fyucaking tonc.
¢ Lady 7. Not I, indeed. :
¢ Mafk. Well, that’s charming; but can’t you guefs?
¢ Lady 7. Yes, I could guefs wrong, I believe.
¢ Mafk. That’s what I’d have you do.
¢ Lady 7. But, Madam, if I don’t know you at all, is
¢ not that as well. -
¢ Mafk. Ay, but you doknow me.
¢ Lady 7. Dear fifter, take her off o’ my hands ; there’s
no bearing this. « [ dpart.
¢ Lady G. I fancy I know you, Madam,
. ¢ ﬂ[d/;.
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¢ Maft. 1 fancy youdon’t; what makes you think you
€ do? - '
¢ Lady G. Becaufe I have heard yol talk.
¢ Majt. Ay, but you don’t know my voice, I’'m fure.
¢ Lady G. There 1s fomething in your wit and humour,
Madam, fo very much your own, it is impoffible you
¢ can be any body but my Lady Trifle.-
¢ Maft. [Unmafking.] Dear Lady Grace! thou art a °
¢ charming creature.
¢ Lady G. Is there nobody elfe we know here ?
¢ Mafk. Oh dear, yes! I have found out fifty already.
¢ Lady G. Pray who are they? -
¢ Majk. Oh, charming compané ! there’s Lady Ramble
Lady Riot Lady Kill-Care Lady Squander
Lady Strip——Lady Pawn——and the Duchefs of
Single Guinea.
¢ Lord 7. Is it not hard, my dear, that
- people of fenfe and probity are fometimes
- torced to feem fond of fuch company ?
¢ Lady 4. My Lord, it will always give me
pain to remember their acquaintance, but
" none to drop it iinmediately.
¢ Lady G. But you have given us no account of the
¢ men, Madam. Are they good for any thing ?
¢ Majk. Oh,yes, you muft know, I always find out them
by their endeavours to find out me.
¢ Lady G. Pray, who are they?
¢ Mafk. Why, for your men of tip-top wit and plea‘ure,
about town, there’s my Lord——Bite Lord Arch-
wag Young Brazen-wit———Lord Timberdown.
Lord Joint-life ——and——Lord Mortgage. Then for
your pretty fellows only——there’s Sir Powder-Peacock
Lo:d Lapwing Billy Magpie. Beau Fright-
ful Sir Paul Plaifter-crown, and the Marquis of
Monkey-man.
- ¢ Lady G. Right! and thefe are the fine gentlemen that
¢ never want elbow-room at an affembly.
¢ Mafk. The reft, I fuppofe, by their tawdry hired
¢ habits, are tradefmen’s wives, inns-of-court beaux, Jews,
¢ and kept miftreffes.
¢ Lord 7. An admirable colletion !
¢ Lady G._Well, of all our public diverfions, I am
1:z ¢ amazed

-~

-

-~

-~

* @

Apart.
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amazed how this, that is fo very expenfive, and has fo-

little to fhew for ir, can draw fo much company to-
cther.

¢ Lord 7. Oh, if is were rot expenfive, the better fort

would not come intoit: and becaufe money can purchale

a ticket, the common people fcorn to be kept out of it.

¢ Majt. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace! I fup-

" ¢ pofe you are under the fame aftonifhment, that an opera

¢ fhould draw fo much good company.

- .~ & e

~ -

-~ o

- -~

-~ -~ - -

. e

- ¢ Lady G. Not at all, Madam: its an eafier matter fure

to gratify the ear, than the underftanding. But have
you ne notion, Madam, of receiving pleafure and profit
at the fame time?

¢ Maft. Oh, quite none! unlefs it be fometimes win-
ning a great ftake; laying down a wole, fans prendre,

- may come up, to the profitable pleafure you were fpeak-

ing of. '
¢ Lord 7. You feem attentive, my dear?
¢ Lady 7. T am, my Lord; and amazed at { Apart
my own follies, fo ftrongly painted in another part.
wo.nan.
¢ Lady G. But fee, my Lord, we had beft adjourn our
debate, I believe, for here are foime matks that feem to
have a mind to divert other people as well as themfelves.
¢ Lord 7. The leaft we can do is to give them a clear
ftage then. ' ’

¢ L A-dance of mafks bere in warious charafers.
This was a favour extraordinay.

‘ ¢ Enter Manly.
Oh, Manly, I thought we had loft you.
¢ Man. 1 afk pardon, my Lord; but I have been
obliged to look a little after my country family.
¢ Lord 7. Well, pray, what have you done with
them ? , ~.
¢ Man. They are all in the houfe here, among the

¢ matks, my Lord ; if your Lordfhip has curiofity enough

<

¢ to ftep into a lower apartment, in three minutes I'll give

you an ample account of them.
¢ Lord 7. Oh, by all means : we will wait upon you.
[¢ The feene fbuts upon the mafks to a fmaller apariment.’
: ' Manly
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Manly re-esters with Sir Francis Wronghead.

Sir Fran. Well, coufin, you have made my very hair
flond en end! Waunds! if what you tell me be true, I'll
ftuff my whole family into a ftage-coach, and trundle them
into the country again on Momﬁ\y morning.

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way to
redeem all. In the mean time, place yourfelf behind this
fcreen, and for the truth of what I have told you, take the
evidence of your own fenfes: but be fure you keep clofe
till I give you the fignal.

Sir Fran. Sir, I'll warrant you——Ah, my Lady! my
Lady Wronghead! What a bitter bufinefs have you drawn
me 1nto,

Man. Hufh! to your poft; here comes one couple
already.

[Sir Francis retires bebind the Screen. [ Exit Manly.
Enter Myrtilla with *Squire Richard.

’Squ. Rich. What, is this the do&tor’s chamber ?-

Myr. Yes, yes, fpeak foftly.

*Squ. Rich.” Well, but where is he ?:

Myr. He'll be ready for us prefently, but he fays he’
can’t do us the good turn without witneffes: fo, when the
Count and your Sifter come, you know he and you may
be fathers for one another. )

’Squ. Rich.. Well, well, tit for-tat! ay, ay, that will be
friendly.

Myr. And fee, here they come..

Enter Count Baffet and Mifs Fenny.

Count Ba/. So, fo, here’s your brother and his bride,
before us, my dear. '

Fenny. Well, I vow, my heart’s at my mouth ftill! I
thought I fhould never have got rid of mamma; but while
fhe ftood gaping upon the dance, I gave her the flip !
Lawd, do but feel how it beats it here.

Count Ba/f. Oh, the pretty flutterer ! I proteft, my
dear, you have put mine into the fame palpitarion !

Fenny. Ay, you fay fo out let’s fee now —Oh,
lud! I vow it thumps lpurely-—wcll, well, I fee it will do,
and fo where’s the parfon ?

Count Ba/. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be fo good as to
fee if the doctor’s ready for us.

I3 . » Myr.
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. Myr. He only ftaid for you, Sir: T'llfetch him imme-
diately. [Exit,
Jexny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take place of mamma,
when I’'m a Countefs ?
Count. B4/. No doubt on’t, my dear.

Fenny. Oh, lud! how her back will be up then, when
€ meets me at an aflembly ?. or you and I in our coach-
and-fix at Hyde-Park together., )

Count Ba/. Ay, or when fhe hears the box-keepers at
an opera, call out—The Countefs of Baffet’s fervants!

Fenny, Well, 1 fay it, that will be delicious! And then,
mayhap, to have a fine gentleman with a ftar and what-d’ye-
call-um ribbon, lead me to my chair, with his hat under
his arm all the way ! Hold up, fays the chairman; and fo,
fays I, my Lord, your humble fervant. I fuppofe, Ma-
dam, fays he, we fhall fee you at my Lady Quadrille’s ?
Ay, ay, to be fure, my Lord, fays I So'in fwops me,
with my hoop ftuffed up to my forehead; and away they
trot, fwing! fwang! with my taflels dangling, and my
flambeaux blazing, and——Oh, it’s a charming thing to.
be a woman of quality, .
~ Count Ba/. Welll I fee that'plainly, my dear, there’s
ne’er a duchefs of ’em all will become an equipage like-
jou,

Jerny. Well, well, do you find equipage, and I’ll find,
airs, I warrant you. ) _

«<§ O N G.
¢ I

¢ What though they call me:country lafs,,
¢ Iread it plainly in my glafs,
¢ That for a duchefs I might pafs ;.

¢ Oh, could I fee the day !
¢ Would fortune but attend my call,.
¢ At park, at play, at ring and ball,
¢ I'd brave the proudeft of them all,

¢ With a Stand by—Clear the Way..

¢ ILL
¢ Surrounded by a crowd of beaux,
¢ With fimart toupees, and powder’d clothes,.

¢ At rivals I’d turn up my nofe ;. N
¢ Oh, could.I fee the day ! < I'd
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¢ I’d dart fuch glances from thefe eyes,
¢ Should make fome lord or duke my prize
¢ And then, Oh, how I’d tyrannize,

¢ © ¢ With a Stand by——Clear the Way..

¢ IIL
. ¢ Oh, then for ev’ry new delight,
¢ For equipage and diamonds bright,
¢ Quadrille, ,and plays, and balls all pight 5
Oh, could I fee the day

¢ Of love and joy I'd take my fill,

¢ The tedious hours of life to kill,

¢ In ev’ry thing I’d have my will,

¢ With a Stand by——Clear the Way. .

’Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this mafqluerading’s the
merrieft game that ever I faw i my life! Thof” in my
mind, and there were but a little wreftling, or cudgel-
playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-ropé
makes the parfon ftay fo ? :

Count Ba/. Oh, here he comes, I believe.

Enter Myrtilla, «with a conflable.

Confl. Well, Madam, pray which is the party that
wants a fpice of my office herc?

Myr. That’s the gentleman.  [Po’nting.to the Count,

Count Baf. Hey-day! what.in mafquerade, doftor?

-Confl. Dottor! Sir, [ believe you h.ve-miftaken your -
man : but if you are called Count Baflet, I have a billete
goux in my hand for you, that will fet you right pres
ently. : .

CZunt Baf. What the devil’s the meaning of all this ?:

Conff. Ouly my Lord Chief Juitice’s warrant againft
you for forgery, Sir.

~ Count B«/. Blood and thunder!

Confi. And fo, Sir, if you pleafe to pull off your fool’s:
frock there, DIl wait upon you to the next juftice of.
peace immediazely. '

Fenny. Oh, dear me, what’s the matter 2+ [Trembling..

Count Ba/. Oh, nothing, only a mafquerading frolic,.
my dear.,

. ’Squ. Rich., Oh, ho, is that all?

Sir Fran. No, firrah! that is not all ?

[Sir Francis com'ng [foftly bebind the *Squire, knocks
bim down with bis cane.. 4 Euter
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Enter Manly.
’Squ. Rich. Oh, lawd! Oh, law’d!" he has beaten my
brains out.
. Max. Hold; hold, Sir Franéis, have a little mercy upon:
my poor godfon, pray Sir. .
Sir Fran.. Wounds, coufin; I han’t patience.
Count Ba/. Manly! nay then I'm blowa to the
devil, . . [Afide.
’Squ. Rith. ON, my head! my head!
Enter Lady Wronghead.
Lady Wrong. What's the matter here, gentlémen ?-
For Heaven’s fake! What-are you murdering my children ?
Conff. No,. no,. Madam! nmo murder! only a liftle-
fufpicion of felony, that’s all. ‘
Sir Fran. [T0 Fenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upon’t-
¥ could find in my heart to make you wear that habit;
as long as you live, you jade you. Da you know,
hufly, that. you were within two minutes of marrying a
pickpocket..
Count Baf. Se, {o, alls out T find. [Afide. .
Fenny. Oh, the mercy! why, pray, papa, is not the
€ount'a man of quality. then ?
Sir Fran. Oh, yes, one.of the unhanged ones, it feems;
Lady. Wrong. [:4fide.] Married! Oh, the confident
thing!" There was his urgent bufinefs then——flighted -
for her! I han’t patience !—and for ought I know, I
have been all this while making a friendhip with a
highwayman.
* Man. Mr. Conftable, fecure there. )
Sir Fran. Ab, my Lady ! my Lady ! this comes of your-
journey to London : but now I’ll have a frolic of iny- own,
Madam ; therefore pack- up your trumpery this very
night, for the moment my horfes are able to crawl,
youand your brats: fhall make. a journey into the coun--
try again.
Lady Wrong. Indeed, you are miftaken, Sir. Francis—
I fhall not flir out of town yet, I.promife you.
Sir Fran. Not fhr ?- Waunds, Madam
Man. Hold, Sir !—if .you’ll give me leave a little—
Lfancy I fhall prevail ‘with my Lady to think better on’t. .
Sir Fran. Ah, coufin, you are a friend indeed ! ‘
Man, [Apart to my. Lady.] Look you Madam, as to
T the
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the favour you. defigned me, in fending this fpuricus
letter inclofed to my Lady Grace, all the revenge I have
taken, is to have fuved your fon and daughter from ruin, °
Now if you will take them fairly and quietly into
the country agajn, I will fave your Ladyfhip from ruin.

Lady Wreng. What do you mean, Sir?

Man. Why, Sir Francis —fhull never know what
is in this letter; look upon it. How it came into my
hands you fhall know at leifure. .

Lady Wrong. Ha! my billet-doux to the Count ! and
an appointment init! I fhall fink with confufion!

Man. What fhall I fay to Sir Francis, Madam ?

Lady H7rong. Dear Sir, I am in fuch a trembling!
preferve my honour, and I am all obedience. .

‘ [4part to Manly.

Maxn. Sir Francis————my Lady is ready to receive
your commands for her journey, whenever you pleafe to
appoint it.

. Sir Iiran, Ah, coufin, I doubt I am oblized to you
or 1t

- Man. Come, come, Sir Francis, take it as you find it.
Obedience in a wife is a good thing, though it were never
fo wonclerful!——-Am‘lg now, Sir, we have nothing to
do but to difpofe of this gentleman, .

Count Baf. -Mr. Manly; Sir, I hope you won’t ruin
‘me.

Man. Did not you forge this note for five hundred
pounds, Sir?

Count Ba/f. Sir I fee you know the world, and
therefore I fhall not pretend to prevaricite —But it
has hurt nobody yet, Sir; I beg you will not ftigmatize
me; fince you have fpoiled my fortune in one family, I
hopé you won’t be fo cruel to a young fellow, as to put
it out of my power, Sir, to make it in another, Sir.

Man. Lock you, Sir, I have not much time to wafte
with you: but if you expect mercy yourfelf, you muft
fhew 1t to one you have been cruel to.

Count Ba/. Cruel, Sir!

Man. Have you not ruined this young woman ?

Count Ba/. 1, Sir!

Man. 1 know. you have therefore you can’t
‘blame her, if, inthe fa&t you are charged with, fheis

4 prin-
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a principal witnefs againft yoi. However, you have ont;-
and only one chance to get off with. Marry her this ine
flant and you take off her evidence.

Count Ba/f. Dear Sir!

Man. No words, Sir; a wife or a mittimus.

Count Ba/.. Lord, Sir! this is the moft unmercifull
mercy !. .

Man. A private penance, or a public ome
Conftable. . .

Count Ba/. Hold, Sir, fince you are pleafed to give me~
my choice; I will not make fo ill a compliment to the
lady, as not to give her the preference.

Man. It muit be done this minute, Sir: the chaplain-
you expelted.-is ftill within call.

Count Ba/. Well, Sir, fince it muft be fom——
Come, fpoufe I am not the filt of the fraterity, °
that has run his head. into one noofe,. to keep it out of-
another:

Myr. Come, Sir, don’t repine: murriage is-at worft,-
but playing upon the fquare.

Count Baf. Ay, but the worft of the match too, is-
the devil. )

Man.. Well, Sir,. te let you fee it is not fo bad as you:
think it ; as a reward for her honefty, in detefling your
practices, inftead of the forged bill you would have put
upon her, there’s a real one of five hundred pounds, te-
begin a new honey-moon with, [Giwes it to Myrtilla..

Count Ba/. Sir, this is fo generous an alt—

Man. No compliments, dear Sir I am not at
leifure now to receive them. Mr. Conitable, will you
be fo good as to wait upen this gentleman into the next
room, and give this lady in marriage to him ?

Cenft. Sir P’ll do it fuithfully. :

Count Ba/. Well, five hundred will ferve te make a
handfome puth.with, however.

[Exeunt Count, Myr. and Confiable.

_Sir Fran. And that I may.be fure my family’s rid of
him for ever——come, my Lady let’s even take our
ahildren along with us, and be all witnefs of the cere--
mony. [Excunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Mifs and’Squire.

Man, Now my Lord, you may enter..

Entes-
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Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace.
Lord 7. So, Sir, I give you joy of your negotiation.
Man.You overheard it all, I prefume?

"Lady G. From firft te laft, Sir.

fLord 7. Never were knaves and fools better difpofed
«of. :
Man. A fort of poetical juftice, my Lord, not much
.above the judgment of a modern comedy.

Lord 7. To heighten that refemblance, I think fifter,
-there only wants your rewarding the hero of the fable,
by naming the day of his happinefs.

Lady G. This day, to-morrow, every hour I hope,
-of life to come, will fhew I want not inclination to com-
plete it.

Man. " Whatever I may want, Madam, you will always
#find endeavours to deferve you.

Lord 7. Then all are happy.

Lady 7. Sifter, I give you joy confummate as the
‘happieft pair can boaft.

-In you, methinks, asin a glafs, I fee,

The happinefs, that once advanc’d to me.

‘So vifible the blifs, fo plain the way,

How was it poifible my fenfe could ftray ?

-But now, a conrvert to this truth I come,

That married happinefs is never found from home.

END OF THE FIFTH ACT,

EPILOGJU E.

§POKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD, WHO ORIGINALLY PER-
FORMED LADY TOWNLY.,

ETHINKS I hear fome porvder’d critics fay; -
 Damn ity this wife rcform’d bas [poil’d the play !
4¢ The coxcomb fbould have drawn ber more in fafbien,
¢ Hawe gratified her fofter inclination, o
¢¢ Hawe tipt ber a gallant, and clinch’dthe provocation.”
But there our bard flopp’d foort: for *1were uncivil
T’ have a modern belle, all o’er a dewil!
He bopd, in honour of the Sex, the age
Would bear one mended woman——on the fage.
From
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From abhence, you fee, by common fenfé’s rules,
Wiwves might be govern’d, avere not hufband’s fools.
Whatc’er by nature dames are prone to do,

They feldom firay but avhen they govern you.
When the wild wwife Jerceives ber deary tame,
N wonder then fhe plays him all the game.

But men of fenfe meet rarely that difafler.;
Homen take pride avhere merit is their mafler:.
Nay fbe that with a weak man xvifely lives,
Wl feem s 0'59/ the due commands he gives!
Happy obedience is no more a wonder,

When men are men, and keep them kindly undes.
But modern conforts arc fuch bigh-bred creatures,
They think a bufband’s powver degrades their features »
That nothing morc proclaims a reigning beauty,
Than that fbe ncver was reproached with duty :
And that the greatcft blcfing Heav'en Eer fent,
Is in a fpoufe, incurious and content.

To give fuch dames a diff ’rent caft of thought,
By calling bome the mind, thefe [eenes were avrought,
I with a hand too rude, the tafl is done,

Ve hope the fiheme, by Lady Grace laid down,
Will all fuch freedom <vith the Sex atone,

That virtue there unfoild, by modifh art,
Throws out attractions for a Manly’s Leart.

You, you, then, ladies, avhofc ungucfion’d hives
Giwve you the foremaft fame of bappy wives,
Protesl, for its arteinpt, this belplefs play;

Nor leawe it to the wulgar tafle a prey ;
Appear the frequent champions of its caufe,
Dire the crowd, and give yourfelves apglanfe.

"THE END.
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PROLOGU E,
SI NCE plays are but a kind of publich Seafts,

Where tickets only make the welcome guefts ;
Methinks, infead of grace, awe fbould prepare,
Your taftes in Prologue, awith your bill of fare.
When you foreknow each courfe, tho 1his may teaze you,
"Tis five to one, but one O’ t’ five may pleafe you,
Firfe, for you criticks, ave've your darling chear,
Faults without number, more than fenfe can bear.
You're certain to be pleas’d avhere errors are.
From your difpleafure, I dare wouch ave’ve Jafe ;
You never frown, but where your neighbours laugh.
Noaw, you that never know what fpleen or hate is,
Who for ar alt or two, are awelcome gratis,
That tip the awink, and fo_fneak out with nunquam fatis ;
For your fmart tafes we've to/5'd you up &  fop,
We bope the neweft that's of latecome up ;
The fool, beax, wit, and rake, Jo mixt be carries,
He jeems a ragou, piping bot from Paris,
© But for the fofter fex, whom moff we'd move, -
We'we what the fair and chafte were form’d for, love, - -
An artlefs paffion, fraught with hopes and fears, )
And neareft bappy, when:it'moff defpairs.
For safks, we've feandal, and for beaus, French airs..
Vo pleafe all taftes, we'll do the beff awe cam; :
For the galleries, we'we Dicky and Will Penkethman.
Now, firs, you're welcome, and yau know your fare ; }

But pray, in charity, the founder fpare,
Left you defiroy at once, the poet and the layer.

A - Pramatis
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L OV E makes a MAN::
‘ OR, THE

FOPs FORTUNE..

ACT I. SCENE, anHall. .

Ejiter Antonio-and. Charino. .

Jnt.WITHOUT compliment; my old friend, ¢ -
thall think myfelf much honour’d in you
alliance; our families aie .both ancient, our children -«
young, and able to fupport ’em; and, I think, the:
fooner we fet ’em to work, -the better.’

-Cha. Sir, you offer fair and nebly, and fhall find I
dare meet you in the {fame line of honour ; -and, I hope,
fince I have but one girl in the world, you won’t think .
me a troublefome old fool, if I endeavour to beftow her .
to her worth ; therefore, if you pleafe, before we thake
hands, a word.or two by the bye,. for.I have fome con- -
fiderable quettions to atk you, :

Ant, Afx ’em.

- Cha. Well, in the firft -place, you fay you have two .
fons ? .

- dat.. Exa@ly. :

Cha. And you are willing that one of ’em fhall' marry
my daughter? .

Ant. Willing..

_Cha. My daughter Angelina!

Ant. Angelina.

.

Cha. And you:are likewife content that.the faid: Ax--
gelina fhall furvey ’em both, and (with my allowance) .
take. to'her lawful: hutband, .which of ’em fhe pleafes ?

Ant.. Content, . : :

Cba. And you farther promife, that the perfon by her .
(and me).fo chofen (be it elder or.younger) fhall be :

Az - your .
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your fole heir ; that is to fay, fhall be in a conditional
poffefion, of at leaft three parts of your eftate. You
know the conditions, and this you pofitively prqmife ?

Ant. To perform. :

Cha. Why then, as the laft token of my full confent

‘d approbation, I give you my hand.

Axt. There’s mine.

Cha. Is’t a match?

Ant. A match,

Cha. Done.

Ant. Done.

Cha. And done !————that’s enough.——Carlos, the
elder, you fay is.a great fcholar, fperds his whole kife in
the univerfity, and loves his ftudy.

Art. Nothing more, fir. ,

Cha. But Clodio, the younger, has feen the world,
and is very well known in'the court of France ; a {prightly
fellow, ha? -

Ant. Mettle to the back, fir.

Cha. Well! how far either of ’em may go with my
daughter, I can’t tell; fhe’ll be eafily pleas’d where T
am——1I have given her fome documents already, Hark!
what noife withoat? .

4nt. Odfo! ’tis they——they’re come~——-1I have
expeded ‘em thefe two hours.” Well, firrah, who's
without ?

Enter a Servant, )

Serw. *Tis Santho, fir, with a waggon-load of my
mafter’s books. -

Cha. What, does he always travel with hiswhole fludy?

~Anz. Never withoyt them, fir, ’tis his humour.

' Enter Sancho, laden awith books. .

San. Pedro, unload part of the library; bid the porter
open the great gates, and make room for t’other dozen
of carts; I’ll be with you prefently.

Ant. Ha! Sancho! where’s my Carles! fpeak, boy, .
where didft thou leave thy mafter ? ;

San. Jogging on, fir, in the highway to knowledfe, .
both hands employ’d, in his hook, and his bridle, fir;
but he has fent his duty before him in this letter, fir.

Ant. What have we here, pothosds and andirons ? s

an.
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San, Pothooks! O! dear fir |——I beg ydur«qardon
——No, fir, this is-Arabick, 'tis to thg L %Jbé_ot, con-
cerning the tranflation, fir, of human bgsies——a newy
way of getting out of the world. There’s a terrible
wife man * has written a very fmart book of it. o

Cba, Pray, friend, what will that fame book teach a

man ? ) P .
San. Teachyou, fir! why, to play a trump upon death,
and fhew yourfelf a match for tﬁc devil, L

Cha. Strange! . o

San. Here, fir, this is your letter. -~ [7e Ant,

Cha. Pray, fir, what fort of life may your mafter lead ?

San. Life fir ! no prince fares like him ; he breaks kis
faft with Ariffotle, dines with Tally, drinks at Hglicar,
fups with Semeca ; then walks a turn or two in the milky
way, and after fix hours conference with the ftars, fleeps.
with old Erra Pater. ) )

Cha. Wonderful ! v

4nt. So, Carlos will be here prefentlym—e——LHere,, .
take the knave in, and lpt him eat. : .

San. And drink too, fir, —and §ray fee yout,
matfter’s chamber ready. [Enocking again.
‘Well, fir, who’s at the gate ?

Enter a Servant.
Serw. Monfieur, fir, from my young malter Clodio.
Enter Monfieur.

Ant. Well, Monfieur, what fays your mafter? When, .
will he be here ? ' o

Monf, Sire, he vill be here in de lefs time dan von
quarter of de hour ; he is not quite tirty mile off, .

Ant. And what came you before for ¢ . .

Mon/. Sire, me come to provide de pulvile, and de
eflence for his peruque, dat he may approache to your
vorfhipe vid de reverence, and de belle air.

Ant. What! is he unprovided then ? )

Mon/. Sire, he vas enrage, and did break his bottel
d’orangerie, becaufe it vas not defame dat is prepare for
Monfeignenr le Daupbin.

Ant. Well, fir, if you’ll go to the butler, he’ll—.
belp you to fome oil for his periwig. :

* Mr. dfgil. . .
A4 Monf~

A}
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Mosf. Sire, me tank you. _ Exit Monfisar.
* "Cla. A very notable fpark this Clodie. Ha! what
trampling of horfes is that without ?

Eater a Servant,

$erw. Sir, my young mafters are both come.
" Awt. ‘That's well ! now, fir, now! now obferve their
feveral difpofitions. : !

’ Enter Carlos.

€ar, My father ! Sir, your blefling,

Aut. Thou hatt it, Carlos ; and now -pray know this
gentleman ;  Charino, fir, my old friend, and one in.
whom you may have a particular intereft.

Car. I'll ftudy to deferve his love, fir.

€ha. Sir, as for that matter, you need not ftudy at all.

' " ' [They falute.
: - Enter Clodio.

Cl. Hey! La Valiere! bid the groom take care our
Lunters be well rubb’d and cloath’d ; they’re hot, and
out-ftript the wind. o '

. Cha. Ay, marry fir, there’s mettle in this young fel-’
ow. -t T :
Cla. Where's my father 7 . )

Axt, Ha, my dear Clody, “thou’rt welcome! ¢ let me
¢ kifs thee.” o

Clo.'* Sir,~—you kifs pleafingly————1I love to kifs
‘aman; in Paris we kifs nothing elfe.’ Sir, being my
father’s friend, I am your moft obliged, faithful, humble
fervant. , [7% Cha.-

- Cha, Sir,——I—I—I like you, [Bagerly.
Clo. Thy hand——kifs——1I"m your friend. K
Cha. Faith, thou art a pretty hamour’d fellow.

- Clo. Who’s that ? Pray, fir, who’s that?

“ Ant. Your brother, Clody.-

~ Clo. Odfo! I beg his pardon with all my heart——-

Ha, ha, ha! did ever mortal fee fuch a book-worm e
Brother, how is’t ? [Carelefly.

- Car. I’'m glad you are well, brether. [Reads.

Clo. What, does he draw his book upon me ? then F
will draw my wit upon him—Gad, I’ll puazle himw--Harlk
you, brother, pray what’s---Latin for a fword-knot ?

Car, The Romans wore none, brother, Chh

~
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Ck%. No ornament upon their fwords, fir ?

. Car. O yes; feveral, conqueft, peace, and honor-ew— -

an old u: lfaﬂnonab'e wear.

. Clo. Sir, no man in France (I may as well fay breath-" -
ing, fer not to live there, is not to breathe) wears a more, -
fathionable fword thanIdo; he coft me fifteen lous-d’or’s *»

in Paris There, ﬁr,-—-fecl him,———try him, fir.
Car. I have no fkill, fir.

" Clo. No fkill, fir! why, this fword would make a caw- -

ard ﬁght aha! fa! fa! ha! rip ha! therel

had him. [Fencing., -

Car. Take heed, you'll cut my cloaths, brother.
Clo. Cut ’em ! ha, ha,

~——no, no, they are cut :

already, brother; to the grammar-rules exaQly: Pfha, ,

prithee man-leave off this college-air.
Car. No, brother, I think it wholefome, the foil and
fituation  pleafant.

Clh. A put, by Jupiter ! he don’t know the air of a -

gentleman, from the air of the country :——Sir, I mean

the air of your.cloaths ; I would have you change your -
taylor, and drefs a little more en cawalier : lay by your -

book, and take out your fnuff-box; cock, and look .

fmart hah!
Cha. Faith, a pretty fellow! °

Car, Iread no ufe in this brother ; and for my cloaths, .
the ‘half of what I wear already,’ "feems to me fuper-
flaons : what need I outward ornaments, when I can deck .

myfelf with underftanding ? Why thould we care for any.

thing, but knowledge ?” or look upon the follies of

mankind, but to condemn or plty thofe that feek ’em ? -

[Read: agairn. -

Clo. Stark mad! fplit me.

Cha. Ptha, this fellow will never do
no foul in him. -
" Clo. Hark you, brother, what do you think of a prer-
ty plum¥ wench now ?

feldom think that le, women - are book I.

have not read yet.
Cl. Gad, I could fet you a fweet leﬂ'on, brother
Car. I am as well here, fir. [Rzad:

Cha. Good for no easthly thmg, a ftock ; ah, that v

Clody ! Ag Enter

he'as .



Fl

10 LOVE MAKES MAN; OR,

. Ent>r Monfieur. i
_ . Mon/. Sire; here be de feveral forte of de jafimine
d’orangerie vidout, if you pleafe to mak your fhoice.

Clo. Mum, fir! I muft beg pardon for a moment; a
moft imporfant bufinefs calls me afide, which I will dif-
patch with all ima‘ginable celerity, and return to the re-
petition of my defire to continue, fir, your moft oblig’d:
and faithful humble fervant. [Exit Clody bowing.

Cha. Faith, he’s a pretty fellow.

Ant. Now, fir, if you pleafe, finee ‘we have got the

. other alone, we’ll put the matter a little clofer to him.

Cha. *Tis to little purpofe, I am afraid : but ufe your
pleafure, fir. :

Car. Plato differs from Socrates in this.  [To bimfelf:

Ant. Came, come, prithee Carlos, lay ’em by, let
’em agreeat leifure. What, no hour of interruption ?

Car. Man’s life, fir, being fo fhort, and then the way
that leads us to the knowledge of ourfelves, fo hard and
tedious, each minute thould ge precious.

Ant. Ay, but to thrive in this world, Carlos, you muft
part a little with this bookifh contemplation, and prepare
youtfelf for altion. If you will ftudy, let it te to know
what part of my land’s fit for the plough ; what for pafture;
to buy and fell my ftock to the ﬁc& advantage, and cure
my cattle when they are over-grown with labour. This
nowwou'd turn to fome account.

Car. This, fir, may be done from what I've read : for
what concerns tillage, who can better deliver it than
Virgil in his Georgics ? And, for the cure of herds, his
Bucolics are a malter-piece’; but when his art defcribes
the common-wealth of bees, their induftry, there more
than human knowledge of the herbs from which they
gather honey, their laws, their government among them-
felves, their orderin going forth, and coming laden home,
their ftri& obedience to their king, his juft rewards to fuch
as labour, his punithment infliéted only on the flothfu}
drone ; I'm ravifh’d with it, then reap indeed my har-
veft, receive the grain my cattle bring me, and there find
wax and honey.

Ant, Heyday! Georges ! and Blue-fiicks, an'd Bees-wax !
What, art thou mad ! : ch

. . a'
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Cha. Raving, raving!

- Car. No, fir, the knowledge of this guards me from it._

Ant. But can you find, among all rour mufty manu-*
feripts, what pleafure he enjoys that lies in the arms of
- a young, rich, well-fhap’d, healthy bride? anfwer me
that, ha, fir! -

Car. ’Tis frequent, fir, in- ftory; there I read of all .
kinds of virtuous, and of -vicious women ; the ancignt °
Spartan dames, the Roman ladies, their beauties, theirde-
formities ; and when I light upon a Portia, or a Cornelia,
crown’d with ever-blooming truth and virtue, with fuch
a feeling I perufe their fortunes, asif I then had liv’d, and -
tafted of their lawful envy’d love: but when I meet a.
Meflalina, tir'd and unfated in her foul defires ; a Glytem-
nefra, bath’d in her hufband’s blood ; an impious Tallia® -
whirling her chariot o’er her father’s breathlefs bedy, hor-
ror invades my faculties ; comparing then the numerouy
guilty, with the eafy count of thofe that die in innocence,
1-deteft and'loath-’em as ignorance, or atheifm. '

Ant. And you do refolve then not to make payment
of the debt you owe me ? '

Car. What debt, good fir ?

Ant. Why, the debt I paid my father, when I got
you, fir, and made him a grandfire; which I expe&
from you. "I won’t have my name die.

Car. Nor wouldI; my labour’d ftudies, fir,' may
prove in time a living iffue. . 4

Ant. Very well, fir; and fo I fhall have a general
colletion of all the quiddits from Adas ’till this time,
te be my grand-child ! g B

Cer. P'll take my beft care, fir, that what I leave
may’not fhame the family. :

Cha. A fad fellow this ! This is 2 very fad fellow.[ 4/de?
- Ant. Nor.you won’t take care of my cftate ?

Car. But in my wifhes, fir: for know the wings on
which my foul is mounted, have long fince borne her
pride too high to floop to any 'prey that foars not ups
wards ; fordid and dunghill minds, compos’d of earth,
fix in that grofs element their happinefs; but great and
pure fpirits, fhaking that clog of human frailty off, be-
come refin’d, and free as the @thereakair. - - e

' ‘ Ant,
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Ant. So in fhort you wou’d not marry an emprefs -

. Car. Give meleave toenjoy myfelf; the clofet that con~
tains my chofen books, to me’s a glorious court; my ve-
nerable companions there, the old fages and philofophers,
fometimes the greateft kings and heroes, whofe counfels
I have leave to weigh, and call their viftories, if unjuftly
8ot, unto a ftri& account, and in my fancy dare deface
their ill-plac’d ftatues. Can I then part with folid con-
ftant pleafures, to clafp uncertain vanities? No, fir, be it
your care to fwell your heap of wealth, maryy my brother, ~
and let him get you bodies of your name ; [ rather wou’d
inform it with a foul.—TI tire yon; fir—your pardon, and
your leave.—Lights there for my ftudy.  [Exit Carlos,

Ant. Was ever man thus tranfported from the common
fenfe of his own happinefs ? A ftupid wife rogue, Icoun’d
beat him. Now, if 1t were not for my hopes in young
Cledy, 1 might fairly conclude my name were at a period..

_Cka. Ay, ay, he’s the match for my money, and my
girl’s too, I warrant her. What fay you, fir, fhall we tell
’em a piece of our mind, and turn ’em together inftantly ?

Axt. This minute, fir, and here comes my young
rogue in the very nick of his fortune. ;

- - Enter Clodio.

Awt. Clody, a word !

Clo. To the wife is encugh: your pleafure, fir? R

Apt. In the mean time, gr, if you pleafe to fend your
dapghter notice of our intended vifit. [72 Cha.

‘ gba. Tlldo’t—hask you fiiend. [Whifpers a fervant.

‘ . Enter Sancho bebind. :

" San. I doubt my mafter has found but rough wel-
come! He’s gone tupperlefs into his ftudy; I'd fain
-know the reafon It may be fome body has borrow’d
" .ome of his books, or fo—————I muft find it out.

’ . [Stands afide.

Cl. Sir, you conld not have ftarted any thing more
agreeable to my iaclination ; and for the young lady’s fir,
ifg this old gentieman will pleafe to give me a fightofher,
you fhall fee me whip into hers, in the cutting of a caper.

Cha. Well! purfue, and conquer ; tho’ let me tell your,
fGr, my, girl has wit, and will give you as good as you
bring ; fhe has a fmart way, fir. : ‘ C’Io~




THE FOP’s FORTUNE. 13

. €lo; Sir, I will be as {mart as fhe; I have my fhare
of courage ; I fear no woman alive, fir, having always
found,-that love and aflurance ought to be as infeparable
companions, as a beau and a fnuff-box, or a curate and
a tobacco-ftopper. . .

Cha, Faith thou are a pleafant rogue ; I’gad fhe muft
like thee. .

Clo. I know how to tickle the ladies, fir——1In Paris
I had conftantly two challenges every morning came up
with my chocolate, only for being pleafant company
the night before with the firit ladies of quality.

Cha. A, filly envious rogues! Prithee, what do you
do to their ladies?

San. Pofitively, nothing. [Afde.

Clo. Why, the truth is, I did make the jades drink a
litde too finartly ; for which, the poor dogs the priuces
cou’d not endure me. . )

Cha. Why, halt thou really convers’d with- thc royal/
Samily ? o . .

Clo. Convers’d with ’em! Ay, rot ’em, ay! ay!—
you muft know fore of ’em came with me half a day’s
journey, to fee me a little on my way hither: but I’gad
I fent young Lowis back again to Marli as drunk as a
tinker, by fowe ! Ha! ha! ha! Ican’t butlaugh to think
how old Monarchy growl’d at him next morning. .

Cha. Gad-a-mercy, boy ! welll and I warrant thou
wert as intimate with their ladies too! . .

San. Jult alike, I dare anfwer for him, [ 4fde.

Clo, Why, you fhail judge now, you fhall judge——n
Let me.fee ! there was, I and Monfeur——nalno! go}
Monfieur did not fup with us, ——There was I and Prince
Grandmont, Duke de Bongrace, Duke de Bellegrade—em—s
( Bellegrade ——yes— yes, Fack was there!) Couns de
! Efprit, Marefchal Bumbard, and that pleafant dog the
Prince de Hautexbas. We fix now were all at fupper,
all in good humour, Champaign was the word, and
wit flew about the room, like a pack of lofing car
——=Now, fir,- in-Madam’s adjacent lodgings, there
happen’d. to be the felf-fame number of ladies, after
the fatigue of a ballat, diverting themfelves with Ra-
tifia, and the fpleen; fo dull, they "were not able tp
1 talk’
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talk, tho’ it were fcandaloufly even of their beft fnends:
fo, fir, after.a profound filence at laft one of ’em g
e————O gad! fays fhe, would that pleafant dog C}J
were here to dadimer a little.——Hey, fays a fecond
and ftretch’d. Ah! Mon Diex! fays a third and
wak’d. Cou’d. not one find him, fays a fourth ?———
and leer’d.——O! burn him, faysa fifth, I faw him go
out with the nafty rakes of the Bleod agam in a
pet.—— Did you fo, fays a fixth——Pardic ! we'll fpoil
that gang prefently—in a paflion. © Whereupon, fir, in
two minutes, I receiv’d a billet in four words——— Chies
wous «woms demandons: {ulcrib’d, Grandmont, Bmgrate,
Bellegrade, I Efprit, Bombard, Hautenbas.
Cha. Why, thefe are the very names of the princes
on ﬁl ’d with.
%, very foul of ’em the individual wife or fifter of
evcry man in the company' fpht me! Ha! ba!
Cha. And Anz. 'Ha! ha! ha!
San. Did evertwoold gudgeons fwallow fo greedxly!’
[Afide.

Ant. Well! and didft thou make a night on’t, boy ?

- €lo. Yes, I’gad, and morning too, fir; for about eight
o’clock the next day, flap they all fous’d upon their
knees, kifs’d round, burnt. their commodes, drank- my
health, broke their glaffes, and fo parted.

Ant. Gad-a~mercy Clody ! nay, ’twas always a wxld
young rolg

Cha. [like him the better for't
one, I'm fure, - .

ont. Well, the rogue givesa rare account of his
travels. N

Clo. D’gad, fir, I have a cure for the fpleen ahat I
know how toriggle myfelf into a lady’s favour——gue
me leave when you pleafe, fir.

Cha. Sir, you fhall have it this moment—faith, I hke-
him—you remember the conditions, fir; three parts of
your eftate to him and his heirs:

Ant. Sir,-he deferves it all ; ’tis not a trifle fhall part

’em : you fee Carlos has given over the world ; I'll
undertake to-buy his birth right for a ihelf of new--
books‘ .

Cba.

he’s a pleafant
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Cha. Ay! ay! get you the writings ready with your
other fon’s hand to’em ; for unlefs he figns, the con-
veyance is of no validity. -

Ant. I know it, fir,—they fhall be seady with his
hand in two hours.

Cha. Why then come along, my lad, and now T'll
fhew thee to my daughter.

Clo. 1 dare-be fhewn, fir,—dllons! Hey, Suivons
P Amour. [Sings.] [Exeunt.

San. How! my poor mafter to be difinherited, for
Monfieur ! Sa! fa! there; and I alooker-on too! If we-

- have ftudy’d our majors and our minors, antecedents, and
confequents, to be concluded coxcombs at laft, we have
made a fair hand on’t ; I am glad I know of this roguery,
however; I’ll take care my mafter’suncle, old Don Leavrs,
fhall hear of it 3 for tho’ he can hardly read a proclama-
tion, yet he dotes .upon his learning ; and if he be that
old rough tefty blade he us’d to be, we may chance to
have a rubbers with ’em firft——Here he comes, profeso.

. Enter Don Lewis.

D. Lew. Sancho! Where’s my boy Carles 7 what,

- 18 he at it? Is he at it >—Deep—deep, I warrant him—
Sancbo! a little peep now~—one peep at him thro’ the
key-hole—I muft have a peep.

San. Have a care, fir, he’s upon a magical point.

D. Lew. What, has he loft any thing ?

San. Yes, fir, he has loft with a vengeance.

D.Lew.But what, what, what, what, firrah ! What is’t ?

§an. Why, his birth-right, fir, he is di—di—dis—
difinherited. - {Sobbing.

D. Lew. Ha! how! when! what! where! who!
what doft thou mean ¢

San. His brother, fir, is to marry Angelina, the great
heirefs, to enjoy three parts of his father’s eftate ; and
my matfter is to have a whole acre of new books, for fets
tinﬁ his hand to the conveyance.

. Lew, This muft be a lye, firrah, I will have it

a lye. .

Sar. With all my heart, fir; but here comes my old

mafter, and the pick-pocket the lawyer ; they’ll tell you
more.: -

: 2 Enter
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Enter. Antonio and a Lawyer. .

Ant. Here, fir, this paper has your full infiru&ions 3,
pray be fpeedy, fir; I don’t know but we may couple
’em t0-morrow; be fure;you make it irm. -

Laav. Do you fecure his hand, fir, I defy the law to
give him his title again, . © [£xit.

San. Whatthink you now, fir? .

D. Lew. Why, now methinks. ’m pleas’d——this

is right I'm pleas’d ——— muft cut that Lawyer’s,
throat tho’ muft bone him ay! Pll have him .
bon’d —~—and potted. )

Ant. Brother, how is’t? .
D. Lew. O mighsy well mighty well
let’s feel your pulie feverifh.
[Looks earneftly. in Antonio’s face, and after form ~
panfe, whiftles a pivce of a tune. . 4
Ant. You are merry, brother.
D. Lewv. It’s a lye..
Ant. How, brother? .
D. Léw. A damn’d Jlye—T-am not merry.  [Smiling.
Ant. What are you then? ’
D. Lew. Very angry. . [Langhinga
Ant. Hil hi! hil atwhat, brother.? [Mimicking him.
D. Lew. Why, at a very wife fettlement I have made

lately. . )
. Ant. What fettlement, good brother: I find he has .
heard of it. [Afide. .

D. Lew. What do you think I have done ?——I
have. this deep head of mine has——difinherited my
elder fon, becaufe his undérftanding’s an honour to my
family ; and given it all to my younger, becaufe he’s a
Ppuppy ' a puppy! ]

Ant. Come, I guefs at your meaning, brother.

D. Lew. Doyoufo, fir Why then I muft tell you flat
and ‘plain, my boy Carls muft and fhall inherit it.

Ant. I {ay no, unlefs Carlos had a foul to value his
" fortune: what! he fhould manage eight theufand crowns
a year out of the Metaphyficks ! Aftronomy fhould look to
my vineyards ! Horace fhould buy off my wines! 7ra-
gedy fhould "kill my mutton! Hiflory fhould cut down
myhay! Homer fhould get in my ‘cornt Tityre tu P?f
) . - tule
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#ile look to my. theep! and Geometry bring my harveft
home! Hark you, brother, do you know what learning is 2’
D.Lew. What . if- I don’t, fir, I believe it’s a fine
thing, and that’s enough—Tho’ ¥ can fpeak no Grect,’
I love and-honour the found of it, and Carlos fpeaks it
loftily ; I’gad, he thunders it out, fir; and let me tell
you, fir, if you had ever the grace to have heard but fix
Yines of Hefiod, or Homer, or: Hiad. ar any of the Greek
poets, ods heart! it would have made your hair ffand an
end; fir, hehas read fuch things in my hearing
Ant. Butdid you underftand ’em, brother?
D. Leao. 1 tell you, no.. What does that fignify ? the
very found’s a fufficient comfort to-an honeft man. .
Ant. Fy! fy! I wonder you talk fo, you thatare old,
and fhould underftand. N
. D. Lew. Should, fir! Yes, and de, fir: fir, I'd have
you to know, I have ftudy’d, I have run over hiftory,
ry, philofc
Po.e;nt. g’es, ]iolgeh ant over a harpfichord, rare mufick—
You have read catalogues, I believe. - Come, come,
brother, . my younger boy is a fine gentleman.
. D. Lew. A fad dog——=I’ll buy a prettier fellow in &’

pennyworth of ginger-bread. :
- Ant. What | propofe, I'll do, fir, fay you your plea- .
fuie Here comes one I muft talk with— Well,:

brother, what news ? .
- Enter Charino. :

" Cha. Q! to our withes, fir; Clody’s a right bait for
a girl, fir; a budding fprightly fellow: fhe’s alietle thy*
at firft; but [ gave him his cue, and the rogue does fo-
whifk, and fritk, and fing, and dance hér about+ odfbud !
he plays like a greyhound. Noble Don Aeavis, I am your’
humble fervant : come, what fay you ? Shall I prevail with:
you to fettle fome part of your eftate upon young Glody ?

D. Lew. Clody! - '
Cha. Ay, your nephew, Clody.
. D. Lew. Settle upon him!
Cha. Ay. v
D. Lew. Why, look you, I han’t mach land' to fpare;
but I have an admirable horfe-poad —1I’ll feitle that
upon him, if you will. :
- Ane,
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Ant, Come, let him have his way, fir, he’s old and haf-

ty; my eftate’s fufficient. How does your daughter, fir?. ‘

Cha. Ripe, and ready, fir, like a bluthing rofe, the
only waits for the pulling.

Ant. Why then, let to-morrow be the day.

Cha. With all my heart; get you the writings ready,.
my girl {hall be here in the morning.

&

D. Leaw. Hark you, fir, do you fuppofe my Carles. .

fhail—eec— .
Cha. Sir, Iuppofe nothing ; what I'll do, I'll juftify;
what your brother does,. let him anfwer.
Ant. ThatI have already, fir, and fo good-morrow to
your patience, brother. [Exeunt.
D. Lew. Sancho!
San. Sir.

D. Lew. Fetch me fome gun-powder—quick—quick.

San. Sir.

D. Lew. Some gun-powder, I fay,~——q barrel———. .

quickly—and, d’ye hear, three penny-worth of ratfbane !
~—Hey! ay, I'll blow up one, and poifon the other.

San. Come, fir, I fee what you would be at, and if.
you dare take my advice, (I don’t want wit at a pinch,
fir) ¢’en let me try, if I can fire my -mafter enough with,
the praifes of the young lady, to make him rival his bro-
ther; that would.blow ’em up indeed, fir.

D. Lew. Ptha! impofiible, he never fpoke fix words. .

to any woman in his life, but his bed-maker.
San. So much the better, fir; therefore, if he fpeaks

at all, its the more likely to be out of the road—Hark,: .

herings I muft wait upon him. [Exit..
D. Lew. Thefe damn’d old rogues!—I can’t look my-

poor boy in the face: but come, Carlos, let ’em go on,. ,

thou fhalt not want money to buy thee books yet -

Thatold fool thy father, and his young puppy, fhall not,
fhare a groat of mine between ’em ! Nay, to plague ’em, L
. could find in my heart to fall fick in a pet, give thee my
eftate in a paflion, and leave the world in a fury. [Exit.

. , T ACT
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A C T IL

Enter Antonio and Sancho.

Auet. O IR, he fhall have what’s fit for him.
San. No inheritance, fir?

Ant. Enough o give him books, and a moderate main-
tainance: that’s as. much as he cares for; you talk like.
a fool, a coxcomb ; trouble him with land:

San. Muft mafter Clodio have all, fir?

Ant. All, all; he knows how to ufe it; he’s a man
bred in this world ; t'other in the fkies, his bufinefs is
altogether above ftairs; [Befl rings] go, fee what he.
wants. I

San. A father, I am’fure. [Exit Sancho. .

Ant. What, will none of my rogues come near me
new? O! here they are. : '

Enter feweral Servants. .
“Well, fir, in the firlt place, can you procure me a plen-.
tiful dinner for about fifty, within two hours? Your.
young ‘mafter is ‘to be marry’d this morning; will that
fpur you, fir? :
'Cook.. Young mafter, fir! I with your honour had
given me a little more warning. .

Ant. Sir, you have as much as I had ; I was aot fure
of it half an hour ago. .

Cook. Sir, I will try what I can do——Hey! Pedro !
Gufinan! Come, ftir, ho! [Exit Cook.

-Ant. Butler, open the cellar to all good fellows; if
any man offers to fneak away fober, knock him down!.
¢ Is the mufick come?

¢ But. They are within, at breakfatt, fir.

¢ Ant. That’s well: here, let this room be: clean’d.
¢ ——You, hufly, fee the bride-bed made ; take care no.
¢ young jade cuts the cords afunder; and look the fheets
¢ be fine, and .well-fcented—and d’ye hear,——Ilay on
¢ three pillows !- away !’ [Exeunt.

[ A nosfe of chopping bebhind. Carlos.alone in bis ffudy.}

Car. What a perpetual noife thefe people make! my
head is broken with feveral noifes ; ang in every corner ;
I have forgot to eat and fleep, with reading; alt} t:ly;

oo ‘ acul~
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faculties turn into ftudy: what a misfortune "tis in humarr .
nature, that the body. will not live on that which feeds
themind! How unprofitable a pleafure is eating!—Sancho#

* Enter Sancho..

San. Did you call, fir? [€bspping again

Car. Prythee, what noife is this?

- 8an. The cooks are hard at'work,. fir, chopping herbs, .
and mincing meat, and breaking marrow-bones. . :

Car. Andis thus at every dinner?

San. No, fir; but we have higlrdoings to-ddy. .

. Car: Well, fet this folio in its place-again ; then make -
me a litte fire, and get a manchet ; I’ll dine alone ’
Does my younger.brother fpeak any Geeek yet, Sancho?

San. No, fir; but he {pits French like a magpye, and
that’s more in:fathion. )

Car. He fteps before me there; I think I'read it well
enough to underftand it, but when I am to give it utte---
rance, it quarrels with my tongue. [Choppitg again.]—
Again that neife! prythee tell me, Sancho, are there-
any princes to dine here ? :

, . San. Some there-are-as Happy as pringes, fir,~—your -
brother’s marry’d to-day.

€ar. What of thag! might not fix difhes ferve “em? -
I never have but one, and eat of that but fparingly.

San. Sir, all the cointry round is invited ; not a dog
that knows the houfe, but comes too: all open, fir. -

Car. Pr'ythee, who is.it iny brother marries ?

San. Old Charino’s daughter, fir, the. great heirefs ;.;
a:delicate: creature ;-young; foft, fmocth, fair, -plump,
and ripe as a cherry and they fay, modeft toe.

Car. That’s ftrange; pr’ythee how does. thefe-modeit -
women look ? . I never yet convers’d with any but my own
mother;- to-me they ever were but thadews, .feen and -
unregarded. :

Sar. Ah' wou’d you faw this Jady, fir, the’d draw-
you farther than your Archimedes ;. fhe has a better-fecret -
than any’s in Ariffele, if ycu ftudy’d forit: I’gad you'd
find her the pretueft natural philofopher to play with!

- Car. Is fhe fo fine a creature ? R

San. Such eyes; fuch looks! fuch a pair of.pretty -
plump,. podting lips! fuch fofinefs in. her voice! f}lct .

mufick .
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grufick too! and when fhe fmiles, fuch roguith dimples
‘i her cheeks! fuch a clear fkin! white neck, and a
little lower, fuch a pair of round, hard, heaving,. what
.d’ye call-ums ah!
. Car. Why, thou art in love, Saxcho.
" San. :Ay! fo would you be, if:you faw her, fir.
Car. 1don’t think fo. What fectlement does my fa-
*'ther make ’em? -
"8an. Only all his dirty land, fir, and makes your
Drother his fole heir.
Car. Muft I have nothing ? : .
.San. Books in abundance; leave to ftudy your eyes
«out, fir, -
Car. T am the elder born, and have a title toa.
Saz. No matter forthat, fir, he’ll have poflefion ——
+ of the lady too.

"Car. I with him happy——nhe’'ll not inherit my little
+ underftanding too.!

San. O, fir, he’s more a gentleman than to do that
~—Ods me! fir, fir, here comes the very lady, the
‘bride, your fifter that mu#t be, and her father.

Enter Charino and Angelina.
“Stand clofe, you’ll both fee and hear, fir. .
~ Cer. I ne’er faw any yet fo fair! fuch fweetnefs in.her
look! fuch modefty.! if we may. think the eye the window
to the heart, the has a thoufand treafur’d virtues there.
“San. So! 'the book’s gone. [Afde.

Cha. Come, pr’ythee put on a brifkerlook; odfheart, doft
thou think in confcience, that’sfit for thy wedding-day ?

Ang. Sir, Iwifh-it were not quite fo fudden; a litdle
.time for farther thought perhaps-had made it eafier to
me: to change for ever, is no trifle, fir.

Car. A wonder! :

Cha..Look you, his fortune I have taken care of, and
his perfon you have no exception to. What, in.the name
of Venus, would ‘the girl have? _ .

Ang. I never faid, of all the world I made him, fir,
my choice: nay, tho’ he be yours, I cannot {ay.I am

_highly pleas’d with him, nor yet am averfe ; but I had ra-
<ther.welcome your commands and him, than difobediencs.

Cha

t

-1
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Cha. O! if that be all, madam, to make you eafy,
my commands are at your fervice. )

Axg. I have done with my obje@ions, fir.

Car. Such underﬁanding, in fo foft a form!
Happy ——Happy brother ! —may he be happy, while I
fit down in patience, and alone!—I have gaz’g too much
~———Reach me an Owid. [Exeunt Car. and San.
_ Cha. I fay, put on your beft looks, hufley for
here he comes, faith. .

Enter Clodio.
Ah! my dear Clody.

Cl. My dear; dear dad. [Embracing.] Ha; Ma
Princefle ! etes wous la domc! A ha! Nom, non.  Fene
wme connais guerre, &c. [Sings.] Liook, look,— o’{ly-boots;
what, fhe knows nothing of the matter! But you will,
child.——D’gad, I fhall count the clock extremely to-
night: Let me fee what time fhall I rife to-morrow ?
—Not till after nine,~—Ten, Eleven, for a piftole.
¢ Ah C’ef & dire votre coeur infenfible eff en fin waincu.
“Non, non, &c. [Sings a fecond verfe

Enter Antonio, Don Lewis, and Lawyer.

Axt. Well faid, Clody; my noble brother, welcome:
my fair daughter, I give you joy. _

" Cl. And fowillItoo, fir. ¢ Alons! Viwons! Chan-
¢ fons ! Danfons! Hey! L’autre jour, &c. .

[Sings and dances, &e.
" Axt. Well faid again, boy. Sir, you and your writings
sre welcome. What, my an‘%ry brother ! nay, youmuft have
your welcome too, or we fhall make but a flat feaft on’t.

D. Lew. Sir, I am not welcome, nor I won’t be
welcome, nor no-body'’s welcome, and you are all a
parcel of ——

Cha. What, fir? .

D. Lew.———— Miferable wretches———{fad dogs.

Ant. Come, pray, fir, bear with him, he’s old and
hafty; but he’ll. dine and be good company for all this.

D. Lew. A ftrange lye, that.

Clo. Ha, ha, ha% poor Tefty, ha, hal o
- D. Lew. Don’tlaugh, my dear roiue, prythee don’t

laugh now; faith, I fhall break thy head, if thou dofts
Jo. Gad fo! why, then I find you are angry at me,

dear uncle? .
D. Lew.
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- D. Lew. Angry at thee, hey puppy! Why, what!
«—what doft th‘:fn fee in that lovgllyphftlguet face ¥>f thine,
that’s worth my being out of humour at ? Blood and fire,
ye dog, get out of my fight, or

Ant. Nay, brother, this is too far————

D. Lew. Angry at him! a fon of a——fon’s fon of
awhore!

Cha. Ha,; ha, poor peevith o

- D. Lew. I’d fain have fomebody poifon him. [T0
bimfelf.] Ah, that fweet creature! Muft this fair flower
be cropp’d to ftick up in a piece of rafcally earthen ware ?

I muft {peak to her——Puppy, ftand out of my way.

¢ Clo. Ha, ha! ay, now for’t. ‘

D. Lew, [70o Angelina.] Ah!-—ah!——ah! Ma-
dam——1 pity you ; you’re a lovely young creature, and
aught to have a handfome man yok’d to you, one of un-
derftanding too :——1Iam forry to fay it, but this fellow’s
fcull’s extremely thick——he can never get any thing
upon that fait bedy, but muffs and fnuff-boxes; or, fay,
he fhould have a thing fhap’d like a child, you can make
nothing-of it but a taylor.

Clo. Ods me! why, you are tefty, my dear uncle.

D. Lew. Will no-body take that troublefome dog out
of my fight——I can’t ftay where he is P’ll go fee
my poor boy Carlos—e—=—I've difturb’d you, madam ;
your humble fervant. .

4nt” You'll come again, and drink the bride’s health,
brather ? '

. DiLew. Thatlady’s healthImay; and, if fhe’ll give

. me leave, perhaps fit by her at table too.

. Clo. Ha, ha; bye nuncle. _
D: Leaw. Puppy, good bye [ExitD. Lewis.
Ang. An odd-humour’d gentleman.

- Ant. Very oddindeed, child; Ifuppofe in pure fpite,
he’ll.make my fon Carlos his heir.

" Ang. Methinks I would not have a light head, nor

one laden with too much learning,. as my father fays this

Carlos is; fure there’s fomething hid in that gentleman’s

concern for him, that {peaks him not fo mere a log.

Ant. Come, fhall we go and feal, brother? the prieft
flays for us; when Carlos has fign’d the conveyance, ha:




he thall-prefently, we’ll then to.the-wedding, and fo-te
dinner.
Che. With all my heart, fir. .
Clo. Allons! ma chere Princefe. [Exexnt,
Enter Carlos Don Lewis and Sancho.
D. Lew. Nay, you are undone. : ’
- Car. Then—Imuft ftudy, fir, to bear my fortune. -
D. Leaw. Have you no greater feeling?
8ax. .You were fenfible of the great book, fir, when
it fell upon yeurhead; and won’t the ruin of your for-
tune ftir you? .
Car. Will he have:my books too ? .
D. Lew. No, no, hehasabook, afineonetoo, call’d
"The, géntleman's Recreation; ory The fecret- Art of getting
Sons and Daughters: Sucha creature! a beauty in folio!
would thou hadft her.in thy ftudy, Carls, tho’ it were
but te. new-¢lafp.her. .
Saw.-He has feen her, fir.
" D. Lew. Well, and
San. He flung away his book, fir.
D. Lew. Did he faith! would he had flung away his
humour too,” and fpoke to her.
Car. Muft my brother then have all ?
D. Leav. All, all.
Sax. All that your father has, fic.
Car. And that fair creature too?
. San. Ay, fir. : ’
D. Leaw. Hey'!
. Car. He has enough, then. - , CSighing.
D. Leaw. He have her, Carlos! why wou’d, wou'd,
that is hey!
Car. May I not fee her, fometimes, and call her fif-
ter? I''l do her no wrong. -
. D..Lsaw. I .can’t-bear this! *Sheart,*I could cry for
madnefs! Fleth and fire! do‘but fpeak to her, man.
Car. I cannot,.fir, her.look requires fomething of
that diftant awe, words of that foft refpe, and yet
fuch force and meaning-too, that I fhould ftand con--
founded to approach her, and yet I long to with her joy.
== O were I born to give it too !
D. Leaw. Why, thou fhalt with her. joy, boy; faith
fhe is a good-humour’d creamure, fhe’ll €ake it kindly.
. CBI‘.

and ————
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Car. Do you think fo, uncle?

D. Lew. I’ll to her, and tell her of you.

Car.Do, fir.— Stay, uncle— will the not think
me rude ? I would not for the world offend her.

D. Lew. Fend a fiddle-flick——let me alone————
Y11 IYIR -

Car. Nay, but, fir! dear uncle!
D. Lew. Ahum! ahum! [Exit D. Lewis.
Enter Antonio and the Lawyer with a writing.

Ant. Where’s my fon ?

San. There, fir, cafting a figure: what chopping
children his brother fhall have, and where he fhall find
2 new father for himfelf.

“dnt. 1 fhall find a ftick for you, rogue, I fhall.
Carlos, hcw doft thoudo? Come hither, boy.

Car. Your pleafure, fir?

4nt. Nay, no great matter, child, only to put your
name here a little, to this bit of parchment; I think
you write a reafonable good hand, Carls.

Car. Pray, fir, to what ufe may it be ?

“Ant. Onlyto pafs your title in the land I have, to
Yyour brother Cledio. )

Car. Is it no more, fir?

Law. That’s all, fir. _
Ant. No, no, ’tis nothing elfe; look you, yeu fhall
be provided for, you fhall have what boeks you pleafe,
and your means fhall come in without your care, and

you fhall always have a fervant to wait on you.

Car. Sir, I thank you; but if you pleafe, T had ra4
ther fign it before the good company below ; it being,
fir, fo frank a gift, *twill be fome fmall compliment tc
have it done before the lady too: there I fhall fign it
chearfully, and with my brother fortune.

Ant. With all my heart, child; it’s the fame thing to-me..

Car. You'll excufe me, fir, if I make no great ftay
with you.

Ant. Do as thou wilt, thou fhalt do any tYine thou
haft amind to. [Exeunt Antonio, Carlos, and lawyer.

San. Now has he undone himfelf fcr eve ; odingart,
I’ll down into the cellar, and be ftark drunk fo: a¥ger.

- [Exit.
B The
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The SCE NE changes to a dining room.
Enter Charino with Angelina, Clodio, Don Lewis, La-
dies, Priet, and a Lawyer.

Law. Come, let him bring his fon’s hand, and all’s
done: are you ready, fir!

Prieft. Sir, 1 fhall difpatch them prefently, immedi-
ately ! for in truth I am an hungry.

Clo. I’gad, 1 warrant you, the prieft and I cou’d
both fall to without faying grace — Ha!.you little
rogue! what, you think it long too?

Ang. T find no fault, fir; better things were well
done, than done too haflily Sir, you look melan-
choly. [7oD. Lewis.

D. Lew. Sweet fwelling bloffom ! ah that I had the
gathering of thee! I would ftick thee in the bofom of a
pretty young fellow——Ah! thou haft mifs’d a man
(but that he is fo bewitch’d to his ftudy, and knows no
other miftrefs than his mind) fo far above this feather-
headed puppy:

Ang. Can he talk, fir?

D. Lew. Like an angel to himfelf——the devil
a word to a woman : his language is all upon the high
bufinefs : to Heaven, and heavenly wonders, to nature,
and her dark and fecret caufes. . )

Ang. Does he fpeak fo well there, fir? _

D. Lew. To admiration! fuch curiofities! but he
can’t look a woman in the face ; if he does, he bluthes
like fifteen. :

Ang. But a little converfation, methinks

D. Lew. Why, foI think too; but the boy’s be-
witch’d, and the devil can’t bring him to’t: fhall I try
if I can get him to with you joy?

Ang. I fhall receive it as becomes his fifter, fir.-

Clo. Look, look, old tefty will fall in love by and
by ; he’s hard at it, {plit me.

Cha.Lethimalone, the’ll fetch him about,Iwarrantyou.

Clo. So, here my father comes! now, prieft! hey! my
brother too! that’s a wonder ! broke like a fpirit from
‘his cell. .

Enter Antonio and Carlos.

D. Lew. Odfo! herehe is! that’s he!alitileinclining

to
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the lean, or fo, but his underftanding’s the fatter for’t.

Ant. Come, Carlos, twere your defire to fee my fair
daughter and the good company, and to feal before’em
all, and give yourirothcr joy.

Cha. Igle does well; I fhall think the better of him as
long as I live.

gar. Is this the lady, fir?

Am. Ay, that’s.your fitter, Carlos.

Car. Forbid it, love! [4fide.] Do you not think the’ll
grace our family ?

Ant. No doubt on’t fir.

«Car. Shou’d I not thank her for {fo unmerited a grace?

Ant. Ay, and welcome, Carlos.

D. Leaw. Now, my boy! give her a gentle twift by
the fingers! lay your lips foftly, foftly, clofe and plum to
her. . [4part 10 Carlos.

Car. Pardon a ftranger’s freedom, lady [Salutes
Angelina] Diffolving foftnefs ! O the drowning joy !—
Happy, happy he that fips eternally fuch ne&ar down,
that unconfin’d may lave and wanton there in fatelefs
draughts of ever {pringing beauty.——But you, fair
creature, fhare by far the higher joy; if, as I've read,
(nay, now am fure) the fole delight of love lies only in
the power to give.

Ang. How near his thoughts agree with mine ! This
the mere fcholar I was told of ! [4fide.] I find, fir,
you have experienc’d love, you feem acquainted with
the paffion.

Car. I've had, indeed, a dead pale glimpfe in theory,
but never faw th’ enlivening light before. :

Ang. Ha! before! [dfide.

" Ant. Well, thefe are very fine compliments, Carlos ;
but you fay nothinf to your brother yet.

Car. O yes, and with him, fir, with any other beauty
(if poflible) more lafting joy than I could tafte with hem

Ang. He fpeaks unhappily.

Clo. Ha! what do you fay, brother ?

Ant. Nay, for my part, I don’t underftand him.

Cha. Nor I.

D. Lew. Stand clear, I do
sure too, I hope.

and that fweet crea-

Bz Ang.
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Ang. Too well, I fear. [4fde.

4nt. Come, come, to the writing, Carlos; prithee
leave thy ftudying, man.

Car. I’ll leave my life firft ; I ftudy now to be a man;
before, awbat man awas, was but Y @rgument jommmm—I|
am now on the proof! I find, I feel myifelf a man—
wmay, I fear it too. _

D. Lew. He has it! he has it! my boy’s in for’t.

Clo. Come, come, will you

D. Leaw. Stand out of the way, puppy.

[fnterpofing awith bis back to Clody,

Car. Whence is it, fair, that while I offer {peech to
you, my thoughts want words, my words their free and
honeft utterance ? Why is it thus I tremble at your
touch, and fear your frown, as would a frighted child
the dreadful lightning ? Yet fhould my deareft friend or
brother dare to check my vain deluded wifhes, O!I
hould turn and tear him like an offended lion
Is this, can it, muft it be in a fifter’s power ?

Clo. Come, come, will you fign brother ?

D. Lew. Time enough, puppy. :

Car. O! if you knew with what precipitated hafte

. you hurry on a deed that makes you blefs’d, or miferable
for ever, ev’n yet, near as you are to happinefs, you’d
- find no danger in a moment’s paufe.

Clo. I fay, will you fign, brother ?

Car. Away, I have no time for trifles! Room for an
elder brother

D. Lew. Why, did not I bid thee ftand out of the
way now ?

Ant. Ay, but this is trifling, Carlos! come, come,
your hand, man.

Car. Your pardon, fir, I cannot feal yet ; had yononly
fhew’d me land, I had refign’d it free, and proud to
have beftow’d it to your pleafure : ’tis care, ’tis dirt, and
trouble: but you have open’d to me fuch a.treafure,
fuch unimagin’d mines of folid joy, that I perceive m
temper ftubborn now, ev’n to a churlith avarice of love

- Heaven dire& my fortune.

Ant. And fo you won’t part with your title, fir ?

Car. Soonerwith my foul of reafon, be a plant, a beaft,
a fifh,
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a fith, a fly, ¢ and only make the number of things up,’
than yield one foot of land ——if fhe be ty’d to’t.

Cha. I don’t like this ; he talks oddly, methinks.

Ang. Yet with a bravery of foul might warm the coldeft
heart. [ Afede.

Clo. Pthaw, pox, prithee, brother, you had better
think of thofe things in your ftudy, man !

Car. Go you and ftudy, for ’tis time, young brother :
turn o’er the tedious volumes I have read; think, and
digeft them well! the wholefomeft food for green con-
fumptive minds ; ¢ wear out whole fafted days, and by
¢ the pale weak lamp, pore away the freezing nights; ra-
¢ ther make dim thy fight, than leave thy mind in doubt
¢ and darknefs : confine thy ufelefs travels to thy clofet,
¢ traverfe the wife and civil lives of good and great men ’
¢ dead ; compare’em with the living: tell me why Cz/ar
¢ perifh’d by the hand that lov’d him moft? and why his
¢ enemies deplor’d him ? Diftil the fweetnefs from the
¢ poet’s {pring, and learn to foften thy defires ;> nor dare
to drean of marriage-vows, ’till thou has taught thy
fcul, like mine, to love——1Is it for thee to weara jewel
of this ineftimable worth? .

D. Lew. Ah! Carlos! [Kiffes him.] What fay yoa
to the fcholar now, chicken ?

Ang. A wonder ! —Is this gentleman your brother,
fir! . [7o Clody.

Cl. Hey! no, my——Madam, not quite——that is
he is alittle a-kin by the——Pox on him, would he were
bury’d——I can’t tell what to fay to him, fplit me.

Ant. Pofitively, you will not feal then, ha ?

Car. Neither —-I fhould not bliadly fay I will not
feal Le}ia me intreat a moment’s paufe——for,'
even yet, perhaps, I may. Sighing.

Ang. Fcﬁiid ?t, fortux?e! [Sighing

Ant. O, may you fo, fir!

Clo. Ay! fir, hey! What, you are come to youfelf I
find, ’theart !

" Cha. Ay, ay, give him a little time, he’ll think better
on’t, I warrant you.

Car. Perhaps, fair creature, I have done you wrong,
whofe plighted love and hope wenthand in hand together;

B3 but
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but I conjure you, think my life were hateful after fo bafe,.
fo barbarous an actas parting’em: ¢ What! to lay wafte
¢ atonce forever, all the gay blofloms of your forward
< fortune, the promis’d withes of your young defire,
¢ your fruitful beauty, and your fpringing joy; your
¢ thriving foftnefs, and ycur clufter’d kiffes, growing on
¢ the lips of love, devour’d with an unthirfty infant’s ap-
¢ petite ! 'O forbid it, love ! forbid it, nature and hu-
¢ manity !’ I have no land, no fortune, life, or being,
while your neceflity of peace requires’em : fay ! or give -
me need to think your {malleft hope depends on my ob-"
je€ted ruin ; my ruin is my fafety there; my fortune, or
my life refign’d with joy, fo your account of happy hours
were thence but rais’d to any added number.

Cha. Why ay! there’s fome civility in this.

Clo. The fellow really talks very prettily.

Car. But if in bare compliance to a father’s will, you
now but {uffer marriage, or what’s worfe, give it as an
exterted bend, immpos’d on the fimplicity of your youth,
and dare coafefs you with fome honeft friend would
fave, cr free you from its hard conditions ; I then again
have Jand, have life, and refolution, waiting ftill upon
your happier fortune.

Clo. Iia, ha! pert enough, that! I’gad ; I long to fee
what this will come to!

Prieff. In truth, unlefs fomebody is marry’d prefently,
the dinner will be {poil’d, and then no body will be
able to eat it.

Ant. Brother, I fay, let’s remove the lady.

Cha. Force her from him!

Car. ’Tis too late! I have a figure here! fooner fhall
bodies leave their fhade ; ¢ as well you might attempt to
¢ fhutold Time into a den,and from his downy wings wath
¢ the fwift hours away, or fteal Eternity to ftop his glafs;’
fo fix’d, fo rooted here, is every growing thought of her..

Clo. Gads me; what, now 1ts troublefome again, isit? -

Car. Confider, fair one, now’s the very crifis of oar fate:
you cannot have it fure, to afk if honour be the parent of
my love: if you can love or live, and think your heart,
rewarded there, ¢ like two young vines we’ll curl together,
¢ circling our fouls.in never-ending joy ; we’ll fpring to-

¢ gether,
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¢ gether, and we’ll bear one fruit ?’ one joy fhall make
us finile, one forrow mourn ; one age go with us, one
hour of death fhall clofe our eycs, and one cold grave
fhall hold us happy———S8ay but you hate me not! O
fﬁeak! give but the fofteft breath to that tranfporting
thouglhit. o :

Ang. Need I then fpeak; to fay, I am far from ha-
ting you I would fay more, but there is nothing fit
for me to fay.

Cha. Il bear it no longer

Ang. On this you may depend, I cannot like that
marriage was propos’d me.

Car. How fhall my foul requite this goodnefs ?

" Cbha. Beyond patienee ! This is downright infolence !
roguery ! rape!

Ant. Part’em.

* Clo. Ay, ay, part’em, part’em.
D. Lew. Doll! dum! dum! .
[Sings and draws in their defence.
Cha. Call an officer, I’ll have ’em forc’d afunder.
Ang.'Nay, thenl am reduc’d to take protection here.
[Goes to Carlos.

Car. Q extafy of heart ! traanorting joy!.

D. Lew. Lorra! dorrol ! Joll! (Sings and dances.

Cha. A plot! a plot againft my honour! murder!
treafon! gun-powder ! Ill be reveng’d ! [Exit.

¢ Ant. Sir, you fhall have fatisfaétion.

¢ Cha. I’ll be reveng’d ¥’

Ant. Carlos, 1 fay, forego the lady.

Car. Never, while I have fenfe of being, life, or mo-
tion.

Clo. You won’t? Gadfo! What, then I find I muft
lug out upon this bufinefs ? Allons ! the lady, fir!

D. Lew. Lorra! dorrol! loll!

, [Prefenting his point to Clodio.
¢ Cha. I’ll have his blood !’

Car. Hold uncle! Come brother! fheath your anger
——T’ll do my bett to fatisfy you all——but firft I would
intreat a blefling here.

Axt. Out of my doors, thou art no fon of mine.

: ' [Exit Ant.
B 4 Car.
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. Car. Iam forry I have loft a father, fir—For you,
brother, fince once you had a feeming hope, in lieu of
what you've loft, half of my birth-right. 4

Cls. No halves! no halves, fir! the whole Iady!

Car. Why, then the whole, if you can like the terms.

Clo. What terms ? what terms ? Come, quick, quick.

Car. The firft is this— [Smatches Don Lewis’s
Jawerd.] Win her, and wear her; for on my foul, unlefs
1rnyl body fail, my mind fhall never yield thee up a thought
in love.

D. Lew. Gramercy, Carlos ! to him, boy! I’gad, this
Jove has made a man of him.

Car. This is the firft good {fword I eyer pois’d in anger
yet ; ’tis fharp I’m fure; if it but hold my putting home,
I fhall fo hunt your infolence !———1I feel the fire of
ten ftrong fpirits in me : wer’t thou a native fencer, in
{o taira caufe, Ithus fhould hold thee at the worft defiance.

Cle. Look you, brother, take care of yourfelf, I fhall
certainly be in you the firft thruft; but iftyou had rather,
d’ye fee, we’ll talk a little calmly about this bufinefs.

Car. Away, trifler ! I would be loth to prove thee a
coward too.

Clo. Coward! why then, really, fir, if you pleafe,
midriff’s the word, brother; you are a fon of a whore
—Allons ! [They fight and Clodio is difarm'd.

¢ Cha. Hisb'ood! Ifayhis blood! I’ll have it, by all
¢ the fcars and wounds of honour in my family. [Exit.

Car. There, fir, take your life—~—and mend it——
¢ be gone without reply.’

Ang. Are you wounded, fir ?

Car. Only in my fears for you: how fhall we beftow
us, uncle? ‘

D. Lew. Pofitively, we are not fafe here, this lady
being an heirefs.  Follow me. )

Car. Good angels guard us. [Exennt with Ang.

Clo. Gadfo! I never fenc’d fo ill in all my life——
never in my life, {plit me!

Enter Monfieur.

Mon/. Sire, her be de trompete, de haute-boy, de mu-
fique, de maitre danfer, dat defeer to know if you fal be
pleafe to ’ave de mafque begin, c

(X
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Clo. Hey! what does this puppy fay now ?

Mon/. Sire, de muiique.

Clo. Why ay——that’s true but—tell ’em———
plague on ’em, tell ’em, they are not ready tun’d.

Mon/. Sire, dare is all tune, all prepare.

Cl. Ay! Why, then, tell ’em that my brother’s wife a~
ain, and has fpoil’d all, and I am bubbled, and fo Ufhan’t
e marry’d till next time: but I have fought with him,

and he has difarm’d me; and fo he wont’t releafe the

land, nor give me my miftrefs again; and I I am

undone, that’s all. ‘ [Exeunt.
Enter Charino, Antonio, officers, and fervants.

Cha. Officer, do your duty: I fay, feize ’em all.

Ant. Carry ’em this minute before a——How now!
what, all fled ?

Cha. Ha! my girl! my child! my heirefs! I am
abus’d ! Iam cheated! I am robb’d! I am ravith’d !
murder’d ; and flung in a ditch.

Ant. Who let ’em out? Which way went they,
wvillains ?

Serw. Sir, we had no order to ftop them; but they
went out at that door, not fix minutes ago.

Cha. I’ll purfue them with bills, warrants, attions,
writs, and malice: I’m a lawyer, fir ; they fhall find I
underftand ruin. k

Ant. Nay, they fhall be found, fir; run you to the '
‘port, firrah, fee if any fhips are going off, and bring
us notice immediately.

Enter Sancho drunk.
- 8an. Ban, ban, cac-caliban! [Sings.

Ant. Here comes a rogue, I’ll warrant, knows the
bottom of all ! Where’s my fon, villain.?

San, Son, fir! -

Cha. Where’s my daughter, firrah ?

San. Daughter, fir!

Cha. Ay, my daughter, rafcal!

San. Why, fir, they told me, juft now, fir~——that
fhe’s fhe’s run away.

Ant. Dog, where’s your mafter ?

San. My mafter! why, they fay he is——

Ant. Where, firrah ?

Bg ' San,
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San. Why, he is——he is——gone along with her.

Ant. Death! yvou dog, difcover him, or

San. Sir, I will L will.

Ant. Where is he, villain ?

San. Where, fir? Why, to be fure he ism———he is
s———upon my foul, I don’t know, fir.

Ant. No more trifling, rafcal. :

San. If 1 do, fir, I with this may be my poifon. [Drinks.

4Ant. Death! you dog, get out of my houfe, or I’lL
~——So fir, have you found him 2

Re-enter the fervant baftily, and Clodio.

* Clo. Ay, fir, have you found ’em 2

Serw. Yes, fir, T had fight of ’em; but they were juft
got on board a fmall veffel, before I could overtake’em ?

Cha. Death and furies ! :

Ant. Whither were they bound, firrah?

Serw. Sir, I could not difcover that; but they
were full before the wind, with a very fmart gale.

_ Ant. What fhall we do, brother?

Clo. Be as fmart as they, fir ; follow ’em ; follow ’em.

Cha. Send to the port this moment, and fecure a
fhip ; I'll purfus ’em thro’ all the elements.

Clo. I'll follow you, by the northern far.

Ant. Run to the port again, rogue ; hire a fhip, and
tell ’em they muft hoift fail immediately. .

Clo. And you rogue, run to my chamber, fill up my
fouft-box: Cram it hard, you dog, and be here
again before you get thither.

Ant. What, wil! you take nothing elfe, boy?

Clo. Nothing, fir, bat fnuff and opportunity——
we're in hafte. ~ Ailons ! hey; je wole. [Exeuns.

A CT., III. The SCENE Lifbon.

Enter Elvira, Don Duart, and Gowernor.

Ev, E AR broiher, let me intreat you, ftay ; why
will you provoke your danger?

D. Dy, Madam, my honcur mauit be fatisfied. .

. . Ve
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Elv. That’s done already, by the degrading blow
you gave him.

Gow. Pray, niece, what is it has incens’d him ?

Elv. Nothing but a needlefs quarrel.

Gew. I am forry for him T'o whom is all this fury,
nephew ?

D. Dux. To you, fir, or any man that dares oppofe
me«

Gov. Come, you are too boifterous, fir; and this
vain opinion of your courage, taken on your late fuc-
cefs in duelling, makes you daily thunn’d by men of
civil converfation. For fhame, leave off thefe fenfelefs
brawls ; if you are valiant, as you would be thought,
turn-out your courage to the wars ; let your king and
country be the better for’t.

D. Da. Yes, fo I might be general
living fhall command me. .

Gow. Sir, you fhall find that here in Liffon I will:
I’'m every hour follow’d with complaints of your beha-
viour from men of almoft all conditions; and my au-
thority, which you prefume will bear you out, becaufe
you are my nephew, no longer fhall prote you now :
expedt your next diforder to be punifh’d with as much
feverity, as his that is a firanger to my blood.

D. Du. Punith me! you, nor your office, dare not do’t,

Gov. Away! Juftice dares do any thing fhe ought.

Elv. Brother, this brutal temper muft be caft off:
when you can matfter that, you thall gladly command my
fortune. But if you itill perfift, expe@ my prayers and vows
for your converfion only ; but never means, or favour.

- D. Du. Fire! and furies! ’m tutor’d here like 2
mere fchool-boy ! women fhall judge of injuries in ho-
nour ! For you, fir——I was born free, and will
not curb my {pirit, nor is it for your authority to tempt
it: give me the ufage of a man of honour, or ’tis not
your government fhall protet you. [Exit.

Gow. I am forry to fee this, niece, for your fake.

Elv. Wou’d he were not my brother.

Enter Don Manuel, “avith Angelina.
" D. Man. Divide the fpoil amongft you: this fair cap-
tive I only challenge for myfelf. G
. Ve

Sir, no man
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Gow. Ha! fome prize brought in.

¢ Sail. Sir, fhe’s yours; you fought,and well deferve her.’

Gov. Noble Don Manuel ! welcome on fliore! I fee you
are fortunate; for I prefume that’s fome uncommon prize.

D. Man. She is indeed———Thefe ten years I have
known the feas, and many rough engagements there;
but never faw fo fmall a bark fo long defended, with fuch
incredible valour, and by two men fcarce arm’d too.

Gew. Is’t poffible ! )

D. Man. Nay, and their contempt of death, when

" taken, exceeds even all they ated in their freedom.

Gov. Pray, tell us, fir.

D. Man. When they were brought abeard us, beth
difarm’d and ready to -be fetter’d, they look’d as they
had fworn never to take the bread of bondage, and on
a fudden fnatehing up their fwords, (the younger taking
firft from this fair maid a farewel only with his eyes)
both leapt into the fea.

Gow. ’Tis wonderful indeed.

D. Man. It wrought fo much upon me, had not our
own fafety hinder’d, (at that time a great fhip purfu-
ing us) I wou’d in charity have ta’en ’em up, and with
their lives they fhould have had their liberty.

Ang. Too late, alas! they’re loft ! (Heart-wounding
thought ! for ever loft !——1I now am friendlefs, mifer-
able, and a flave.

D. Man. Take comfort, fairone, perhaps you yetagain
may fee ’em : they were not quite a league from fhore,
and with fuch ftrength and courage broke through the
rolling waves, they cou’d not fail of life and fafety.

Arg. In that laft hope, I brock a wretched being :
but if they’re dead, my woes will find fo many doors to
let out life, I fhall not long furvive ’em.

Ely. Alas! poor lady! come, fir, mifery but weeps
the more, when fhe is gaz’d on ——we trouble her.

Gov. I wait on you: your fervant, fir.—w—

T [Exeunt Elv. and Gov.

D. Man. Now, my. fair captive, tho’ I confefs you
beautiful, yet give me leave to own my heart has long
been in another’s keeping ; therefore the favour I am
about to afk, you may at leaft hear with fafety. 4

L'
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Ang. This has engag’d me, fir, to hear.

D. Man. Thefe three years have I honourably lov’d
a noble lady, her name Lowifa, the beauteous niece of
great Ferrara’s duke: her perfon and fortune uncon-
trol’d, fole miiftrefs of herfelf and me, who long have
languifh’d in an hopelefs conftancy. Now I perceive,
in all your language, and your looks, a foft’ning power,

_ nor can a fuit by you promoted be deny’d : therefore I
wou’d awhile intreat your leave to recommend you, as
her companion, to this lady’s favour: and (as I am fure
you’ll foon be near her clofeft thoughts) if you can
think upon the honeft courtefies I hitherto have thewn
your modefty, and in your happy talk, but name with
any mark of favour me, or my unweary’d love, *twould
be a generous aé wou’d fix me ever grateful to its memory.

Ang. Such poor affiftance, fir, as one diftrefs’d like
me, can give, fhall willingly be paid: ¢if I can fteal
¢ butany thoughts from my own misfortunes, reft aflur’d,
¢ they’ll be employ’d in healing yours.’

D. Man. I’ll ftudy to deferve this goodnefs'; for the
prefent, think my poor houfe your own ; at night I’ll
wait on you to the lady, ’till when I am your guard.

Ang. You have bound me to your fervice
. [Exeunt D. Manuel and Angelina.
§he SCENE changes to a church, the wefters fuppos’d

to be juft ended, feveral walking out. Carlos and Don

Lewis rifing near Louifa and Honoria. Louifa oé-

Jeraing Carlos. . ’

Hox. Come, madam, thall we walk out ? The croud’s
precty well over now. ’

Los. But then that melancholy foftnefs in his look !

' [To berfelf.

Hon. Coufin! Donna Louifa !
Lou. Ev’n in his devotions too, fuch graceful adora-
tion {o {weet a
Hon. Coufin, will you go ?
Lou. Pihaw, time enough
dittle this way.
Hon. What’s the matter with her ? ‘
[ They walk from D. Lewis and Carlos.

Car.

Prithee let’s walk a

3
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Car. To what are we referv’d ! )

D. Lew. For no good, I am afraid My ilt
luck don’t ufe to give over, when her hand’sin; fhe’s
always in hafte One misfortune generally comes
galloping in upon the back of another Drowning
we have efcap’d miraculoufly ; wou’d ‘the fear of hang-
ing were over too; our being fo ftrangely fav’d from one,
{mells damnable rank of the other. Tho’ I am oblig’d
to thee, Carlos, for what life I have, and I’ll thank
thee for’t, if ever I fet foot upon my eftate again : faith,
I was juft gone; if thou hadft not taken me upon thy
back the laft hundred yards, by this time I had been
food for herrings and mackrel but it’s pretty well
asitis; forthere is not much difference between ftarving
and drowning all in good time—we are poor enough
in confcience, and I don’t know but two days more
fafting, might really make us hungry too.

Lox. They are firangers then, and feem in fome ne-
ceffity, [4fide.

Car. Thefe are light wants to me, I find 'em none,
when weigh’d with Angelina’s lofs; when I refle& on
her diftrefs, the “hardfhips and the cries of helplefs
bondage ; the infolent, the deaf defires of men in pewer ;
O! I cou’d wifh the fate that fav’d us from the ocean’s
fury, in kinder pity of our love’s diftrefs, had bury’d us
in one wave embracing.

Lou. How tenderly he talks! this were indeed a
lover! [dfide.

D. Leaw. A moft unhappy lofsindeed ! but come, don’t
defpair, boy; the fhip that took us was a Porruguefe, of
Lifbon too, 1 believe; who knows but fome way or other
we may hear of her yet ? Come don’t be melancholy.

¢ Car. In that poor hope I live O thou dread
¢ power ! ftupendous Author of univerfal being, and of thy
¢« wondrous works, that virgin wife, the mafter-piece, look
< down upon her ; let the bright virtues of her untainted
¢ mind, fue for, and protett her: O let her youth, her
¢ fpotlefs innocence, towhich allgaﬂ'ages in Heaven ftand
¢ open, appear before thy throne diftrefs’d, and meet fome
¢ miracle to fave her.

< Lox. Who would not die, to be fo pray’d for ? [ 4/ide.
*D. Lew.




JHE FOP’s FORTUNE. 39

¢ D. Lew. Faith, Carlos, thou haft pray’d heartily,

¢ I'll fay that for thec; fo that if any good fortune will
¢ pay us a vifit, we are ready to receive her now, as foon
¢ as fhe pleafes, Come don’t be melancholy.”

Car. Have I not caufe? were not my force of faith
fuperior to my hopelefs reafon, I could not bear the
infults of my fortune; but I have rais’d myfelf, by
elevated faith, as far above defpair, as reafon lifts me
from the brute

D. Lew. Why now, would not this make any one
weep, to hear a young man talk fo finely, when he is
almoft famifh’d ?

Lox. What are you faying, coufin ?

Hon. I wou’d have faid, madam, but you wou’d not
hear me.

Lou. Prithee foxgive me, I was in the oddeft thought:
let’s walk a little. I’ll have him dogg’d. [ 4fide.] Faques !
[#hifpers.] ¢ What was’t you afk’d me, coufin ?

¢ Hon. The reafon of your averfion to Don Manuel ?

¢ you know he loves you.

¢ Lou. I hate his love.

* ¢ Hon. But why, pray ? youknow ’tis honourable, and
¢ fo.is his family ; noris his fortune lefs: I fhould think,
¢ the more defirable, becaufe his courage and his condu&
¢ on the feas have rais'd it; nay, with all this, he’s ex-
¢ tremely modetft too.

¢ Lou. Therefore, I mtght hate him.

¢ Hon. For his modefty ?

¢ Lou. Isany thing fo fleepy, fo flat, and infupporta-~
¢ ble, as a modeft lover ?

. ¢ Hon. Wou'd you bear impudence in a lover?

¢ Lox. I don’tknow ; it’s more tolerable in a man, than
¢ the woman ; and there mult be 1mpudence on the one
¢ fide, before they can both come to a right underﬁandmg

¢ Hon. Why, what will you have him do?

¢ Lou. That’s a very home queftion, coufin; but, 1f
¢ Ilik’d him, I could tell you.

¢ Hon. Suppofe you did like him ?

¢ Lou. Then I would not tell ycu.

¢ Hon. Why?

¢ Lou: ’Caufe I fhould have more difcretion.

1 ¢ Han.
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¢ Hon. Blefs me! fure you would not do any thing
¢ you would be atham’d to tell?

¢ Lou. That’s true; butif one fhou’d, you know,
¢ twou’d be filly to tell. No woman would be fond of
¢ fhame, fure

¢ Hon. But there’s noavoiding it in a fhameful a&tion.

¢ Lox. Don’t be pofitive.

¢ Hon. All your friends would fhun you, point at you.

¢ Lou. And yet you fee there’s a world of friendfhip
¢ and good breeding among all the women of quality.

¢ Hon. Suppofe there be?

¢ Lox. Whythen, I fuppofe, thata great many of them
¢ are mightily hurry’d in the care of their reputation.
- ¢ Hon.Soyouconclude, that awoman doing anill thing, .
¢ does herfelf no harm, while her reputation’s fafe.

¢ Lou. It does not do her fo much harm; and, of two
¢ evils, I’'m always for chufing the leaft.

¢ Hom. What need you chufe either ?

. ¢ Lou. Becaufe I have a vaft fortune in my own hands,

¢ and love dearly to do what I have a mind to.

¢ Hon. Why won’t you marry.then ?

¢ Lou. Becaufe then I muft only do as my hufband has
¢ amind to; and I hate to be govern’d: on my foul, I
¢ would not marry, to be an Englifb wife ; not but the dear
¢ jolting of a Hackney coach, and an eafy hufband, are
¢ ftrange temptations ; but from the cold comfort of a fine
¢ coach with {prings, and a dull hufband with noue, good
¢ Lord deliver me: but then, the infolence of ours 1s in~
¢ fupportable, becaufe the nafty law gives ’em a power
¢ over us, which nature nrever defign’d ’em. For my part,
¢ I had rather be in love all days of my life, than marry.
. ¢ Hon. That is, you had rather bear the difeafe, than
¢ have the cure. . . .

¢ Lou. Marriageisinded a cure for love; but love’s 2
¢ difeafe I wou’d never be cur’d of; therefore, no more
¢ phyfick dear coufin ; no more hufbands——TI hate your
¢ gitter draughts——not but I'm afraid I am a little
¢ feverith——you’ll think me mad

¢ Hon. What’s the matter ?’

Lou. Did you obferve thofe ftrangers that have walk’d

by us.
Hos.
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Hon. Not much; but what of them?

Lox. Did you hear nothing of their talk ?

Hoa. I think Idid; one of ’em, the younger, feem’d
concern’d for a loft miitrefs.

Lou. Ay, but fo near, fo tenderly concern’d, his looks,
as well as words, fpeaking an inward grief, that could
not flow from every common paffion : I muft know more
of him.

Hor. What do you mean ?

Lou, —~—————Muft fpeak to him.

Hon. By no means.

Lox. Why, you fee they are ftrangers, I believe in fome
neceflity ; and fince they feem not born to beg relief, to
offer it unafk’d, would add fome merit to the charity.

Hon. Confider. ,

Lou. Ihateit—fir fir——.

D. Lew. Would you fpeak with me, madam ?

Lou. If you pleafe, with your friend——not to inter-
rupt you, fir, :

Car. Your pleafure, lady?

Lou. You feem a firanger, fir.

Car. A moft unfortunate one.

Lou. It I am not deceiv’d, in want : pardon my free.
dom——if I have err’d, as freely tell me fo; if not, as
* earneft of your better fortune, this trifle fues for your
acceptance. -

D. Lew. Takeit, boy.

Car. A bounty fo unmerited, and from an hand un-
known, fills me with furprife and wonder: but give me
. Jeave, in honefty, to warn you, lady, of a too heedlefs
purchafe ; for if you mean it as the bribe to any evil you
W?(ul«.l have me pradtife, be not offended, if I dare not
take it. . '

¢ Lou. How affably he talks! how chafte! how inno-
¢ cent his thought! he muft be won |—-[4fde.] —*
¥You are oo fcrupulous; I have no hard defigns upon

our honefty————only this———be wife and cautious,
if you fhould follow me ; I am obferv’d, farewell. Fagues!
——Will you walk, coufin ?e—————[hi/pers Jaques.]
and bring me word immediately——1I am going
home, - [Excunt Lou. and Hon.
D. Lew.
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D. Lew. Let’s fee, odfheart! follow her, man
why, ’tis all gold!

Car. Difpofe it as you'pleafe.

D. Lew. Ill firft have a better title to’t.——— No, ’tis
all thine, boy I hold an hundred piftoles flie’s fome
great fortune in love with you 1 fay, follow her—
fince you have loft one wife before you had her, I’d have
you make fure of ancther befcre you lofe her.

Car. Fortune, indeed, has difpoflefs’d her of my per-
fon ; but her firm title to my heart, not all the fubtle
arts or laws of love can fhake or violate.
> D. Leav. Prithee follow her now! methinks I'd fain
fee thee in bed with fome body before I dic.

Car. Be not fo poor in thought ; let me intreat yow
rather to employ ’em, fir, with mine, in fearch of An-
gelina’s fortune.

D. Lew. Well, dear Carles, don’t chide me now.
I do love thee, and I will follow thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE the Street. Enter Antonio ard Charino.

Ant. You heard what the failor faid, brother, fuch a
fhip has put in here, and fuch perfons were taken in it.
Therefore my advice is, immediately to get a warrant
from the government to fearch and take ’em up where-
ever we can find ’em.

Cha. Sir, you muft not tell me—I won’t be chous’d
of my daughter; I fhall expe& her, fir; if not, I'll
take my courfe; I know the law. [Walks about.

Ant. You really have a great deal of dark wit, bro-
ther ; but if you know any courfe better than a war-
rant to fearch for her, in the name of wifdom, take it
if not, here’s my oath, and yours, and——how now,
where’s Clody, ? oh, here he comes

Enter Clodio, fearching bis pockets.
How now! what’s the matter, boy ?

Clo. Ay, it’s gone, fplit me.

Ant. What’s the matter ? © [Louder.

Clo. The beft joint in chriftendom.

~ Ant. Clody!

Clo. Sir, I have loft my fuuff-box.

Ant. Plhaw, a trifle; get thee another, man.

Clo Sir, ’tis not to be had — befides, I dare not thew

my
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my face at Paris without it. What do you think her
grace will fay to me?

Cha. Well, upon fecond thoughts, I am content to
fearch.

Clo. I have fearched all my pockets fifty times over,
to no purpofe. -

Cha. Pockets! . :

Clo. It’s impofiible to fellow it, but in Paris ri
go to Paris, fpiit me. [Afide.

Cha. 'To Paris! why you don’t fuppofe my daughter’s
there, fir ?

Clo. I don’t know but fhe may, fir: but I am fure they
make the beft joints in Europe there.

Cha. Joints ! my {on-in-law that {hou’d have
been, feems ftrangely alter’d for the worfe. But come,
let’s to the governor.

Clo. I'll have it cry’d, faith ; or, if that won’t do, I’
have alucky thought ; I’ll offer thirty piftolesto the finder,
in the Paris Gazette, in pure compliment to the favours
of Madam la Duchefs de Mum. I'll do’t, faith.

Ant. Come along, Clody. [Exeunt Ant. and Charino.

Clo. Sir, I muftJook a little, I’ll follow you prefently ;
my poor pretty box! ah, plague o’ my fea-voyage.

Enter a fervant haftily awith a flambeaux.

Serw. By your leave, fir, my mafter’s coming; pray,
fir, clear the way.

Clo. Ha! why thou art pert, my love; prithee, who
is thy mafter, child!

Serw. The valiant Don Duart, fir; nephew to the
governor of Lifbon.

Clo. Well, child, and what? does he eat every man
he meets !

Serw. No, fir, buthe challenges every man that takes the
wall of him, and always fends me before to clear the way.

Clo. Ha! a pretty harmlefs humour that? Is this he,
child ! ——you may look as terrible as you pleafe, I muft
banter you, fplit me, [Afide.

Enter Don Duart, falking up to Clodio.

D. Du. Do you know me, fir! '

Clo. Hey! ho! [ Looks carelefly on bim, and gapes.

D. Dx. Do you know me, fir?

Cla.
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Clo. Youdid not fee my fnuff-box, fir, did you ?

D. Dx. Sir, in Lifbor no man atks me a queftion co-~
ver'd. [Strikes off Clodio’s hat.] Now you know me.

Clo. Perfe&tly well, fir.—Hi!-hi! I like you migh-
tily——you are not a bully, fir?

D. D«. You are faucy, friend. :

Cl. Ay, it’s, a way I have, after I’m affronted: ~—-
Thou art really the moft extraordinary---umph——that
ever I met with! now, fir, do yon know me, fplit me ?

D. Du. Know thee! take that, peafant!

[Strikes him, and both dranw.

Clo. I can’t, upon my foul, fir; allons! now we fhall
come to a right underftanding. : [They fight,

Serw. Help ! murder! help!

Clo. Allons! to our better acquaintance, fir; ahah !
[D. Du. falls.] he hasit! never pufh’d better in my
life, never in my life, fplit me.

Serw. O! my mafter’s kill’d ! help ho! murder help!

Clo. Hey.! why faith, child, that’s very true as thou
fay’ft, and fo the devil take the hindmotft. [Ex:s Clodio.

Enter Officers. ‘
1t Ofi. How now! who's that cries murder ?

Serv. O, my mafter’s murder’d ; fome of you follow
me, this way hetook ! let’s after him help ! mur-
der ! help! _ [Exit.

2d Ofi. *Tis Don Duart.

1ft Off. So,. pride has got a fall; he has paid for’t
now ; you have met with your match, faith, fir. Come,
let’s carry the body to the good lady his fiter Donna
Elvira ; you purfue the murderer, I’ll warrant him fome
civil gentleman ; ye need not make too much hafte, for
if he does ’fcape, ’tis no great matter Come along.

[Exeunt awith the body.
. Enter Carlos and Don Lewis.

D. Lew. Come along, Carlos, I'm fure ’tis fhe by
their defcription ; and if that brawny dog, the captain,
has plaid her no foul play, the fhan’t want ranfom, if
all my eftate can purchafe it.

Car. Now fortune guide us.

Enter Jaques and Bravoes, with a chair.
Faques. That’s he, the tallefte————Dbefure you fpﬁ
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-his perfon——only force him into this chair, and carry
him as direéted. .
1ft Bra. What muft be done with the old fellow ?
Fagnes. We muft have him too, left he fhould dog the
other, and be troublefome. If he won’t come quietly,
bring him any how. Follow foftly, we fhall fnap
’em as they turn the corner.

A noife of follow, &c. Enter Clodio baftily from the other
.

€

Clo. Ah! Pox of their nofes! the dogs have fmelt
me out ! what fhall I do? if they take me, I fhall be
hang’d, fplit me! ha! a door open! faith i’ll in
at a venture [ Exit.

Re-enter Bravoes with Carlos in a chair, fome baling in

Don Lewis.

D. Lew. O my poor boy. Carlos!
heip ! murder!

1/# Bra. Hold your peace, fool, if you’d be well us’d.

D. Leav. Sir, I'will not hold my peace; dogs ! rogues!
villains ! help! murder!

1 Bra. Nay, then by your leave, old gentleman.

So, bring him along. :
D. Lew. Aw! aw! aw! [They gag him, and carry
bim bead and heels.  Exeunt.
S CENE a chamber, Elvira and her fervant with
lights.

Elwv. Is not my brother come home yet ?

Serw. I havenot feen him, madam.

Ely. Go and feek him ; every where—I’ll not reft
till you return’; take away your lights too; for my de-
votions are written in my heart, and I fhall read ’em
without a taper. [Exeunt fervants.

Enter Clodio fealing in. .

Clo. Ah! poor Clody ! what will become of thee ? thy
condition, I’m afraid, is but very indifferent—follow’d
behind ! flopt before! and befet on both fides! ah!
poxo’my wit ! I muft be bantering, muft I? but let me
fee! where amI! an odd fort of an houfe this all
the doors open, and no body in’t ! no noife! no whifper!
no dog ftirring.

Carlos ! ==

Elv.
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Elv. Who’s that?
Clo. Ha'* a woman’s voice.
Elv. Whoare you ? Who waits there ? Stepbanc! Fulia?
Clo. Gadfo! ’tis the lady of the houfe ; the can’t fee
my unfortunate face however. Faith, I’ll e’en make a
grave {peech, tell her my cafe, and beg her proteétion.
Elv. Speak! what are you? A
Clo. Madam, a moft unfortunate young gentleman.
Elv. T am fure you are a man of moft ill manners, to
prefs thus boldly to my private chamber. Whither
wou’d you ! What want you? .
Clo. Gracious madam, hear me; I am a ftranger
moft unfortunate, and my diftrefs has made me rudely
prefs for your protection : if you refufe it, madam, I
am undone for ever by——1I fay, madam, I am utterly
undone ! Twas coming, faith! [Afide.
Elvy. Alas! his fear confounds him. What is’t pur-
{ues you, fir?
Clo. An outcry of officers ; the law’s at my heels, ma-
dam, tho’ jultice I’'m not afraid of.
Elv. Hew could you offend the one, and not theother ?
. Clo. Being provok’d, madam, by the infolence of my
enemy, in my own defence, I juft now left him dead in
the ftreet. I am a very young man, madam, and I would
not willingly be hang’d in a ftrange country, methinks ;
which I certainly fhall be, unlefs your tender charity
protcéts me Gad, I have a rare tongue, I have a
rare tongue, faith! [Afide.
E/v. Poor wretch, I pity him! )
Clo. Madam, your houfe is now my only fan&uary,
my altar ; therefore I beg you, upon my knees, ma-
dam, take pity of a peor bleeding vi&tim.
Elv. Are you a Caftilian ? :
Clo. No, madam, I was born in—in—in—what d’ye
call’um---in
Elv. Nay, I afk not with purpofe to betray you;
- were you ten thoufand times a Sganiard, the nation we
Portuguefe moft hate, in fuch diftrefs, I yet would give
you my protection.
Clo - May I depend upon you, madam? am I fafe ?
Elv. Safe as my power, my word, or vow can make
you:
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you: enter that door, which leads you to a clofet;
fhould the officers come, as ycu expec, they owe fuch
reverence to my lodgings, they’ll fearch no further than
my leave invites ’em.
Clo. D’ye think, madam, you can perfuade ’em ?
Elv. Fear not, I’ll warrant you; away!
Clo. The breath of gods, and eloquence of angels,
. go along with vou' [Ext.
Elv. Alas? who knows but that the charity I afford
this ftranger, perh‘lps my brother, elfewhere, may ftand
in need of. How he trembles! I hear his breath core
thort, h:ther. Be of comfort, fir, once more I give
you my folemn promife for your fafety.
Enter fervant and oﬁar:, avith Dor Duart’s body.
Serv. Here, bring in the body O'! madam, my
malter’s. kxll d.

Elz. What fay’ft thou?
Serws. Your brother, madam, my matfter, young Din
Duart’s dead; he juit now qu-rreli’d with a geatleman,

who un(ortunatelv kill’d him in the fireet.
Elv. Ah me! ‘
12 Off. We are inform’d, madam, that the murderer
was feen-to enter this houfe, which made us prefs into
it to apprehend him.
Elv. Oh! .
Serv. Help, ho, my lady faints.  [Enter to maids.
1/2 OfF. Give her air, the’ll recover. [Clodio peegs in.
Ch. Hey — why, what the devil! am I fafer than
I would be now ?---cxatly ——1I have nick’d the houfz
to an hair— Juft fo I did at Paris too, whenI took a
lodging at a bailiff’s that had three writs agairft me~——
This damn’d clofet too has ne’er a chimncy to creep out
-at---Ah! poor Clody ! wou’d thou wes rt fairly in a fterm
at fea again, for I'm plaguily afraid thou wert not born
to be drown’d. [Retires.
Ely. Stand off, my forrows will have way ; Omy un-
happy brother! fuch an end as this thy haughty mind
did long fince prochefy ! and to increafe my mifery, thy
wretched fifter \vnlluhy muft make a breach of what fhe
his vow’d, or thou fall unreveng’d. ¢ Revenge and
¢ juttice be th fand knockirg at my heart, but hofpxt{ablﬁ
¢ fait
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¢ faith has barr’d their entrance: if I fhou’d give ’em

¢ way, I am forfworn; if not, am impious to a brother’s

¢ memory. Is there no means? no middle path of

¢ fafety left? muft I prote® my brother’s murderer ? or

¢ break a folemn vow, on which another’s life depends
Enter Gowvernor. :

Gow. Where’s this unhappy fight ?---Alas ! he’s gone

aft all recovery. Reproot comes now too late.

Ely. It fhall be fo; I’ll take the lighter evil of the
two, and keep the folemn vow to which juft Heaven
was witnefs : the wounds of perjury never can be cur’d,
bat juftice may again overtake the murderer, when no
rath vows prote&t him.

Gow. Take comfort, niece.

Elv. O forbear ; fearch for the murderer, and remove
the body at your difcretion, fir, to-be interr’d, while I
thut out the offenfive day, and here in folitude indulge my
forrow ; therefore | beg my neareft friends, and you, my
lord, for fome few days, tofpare your charitable vifits.

Gow. I grieve for your misfortune, niece; but fince

ouw’ll have it fo, we take our leaves ; farewel---Bring
forth the body. :
[Exeunt Governor and Servants avith the body.

Clo. Hey! what, are they gone away without me 2
and by her contrivance too Gadfo!

FEly. Whoe’er thou art, to whom I’ve given means of
life, to let thee fee with what religion 1 have kept my
vow, come fearlefs forth, while night’s thy friend, and

afs unknown.

Clo. If this is not love, the devil’s in’t. [4/ede.

Elv. Fly with thy utmoft fpeed, where I may never
fee the more.

Clo. Ay, that’s her modefty. [Afide.

Elv. And let that charitable faith thou haft found in
me, perfuade thee to atone thy crime by penitence.

Clo. Pocr foul! 1 may find abetter way to thank thee
for’t.

Elv. You are at the door now, farewel for ever.

Clo. Which is as much as to fay, what wou’d [ give
to fee you again ?~——All in good time, child

[Exeun’.

ACT
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Znter Don Duart in bis night gown, furgeon, and fervants.

“D. Du. AY I venture'yet abroad, fir?

1 ¢ Surg. With fafety, fir, your wound
¢ was never dangerous; tho’ from your great lofs of
“ blood, you feem’d awhile without figns of life.

¢ D. Du. Sir, do you know if the gentleman that
¢ wounded me be in caftody
¢ Surg. He was never taken, fir, nor known that I
¢ could hear of. .
¢D. Du. I am forry for’t; for could I find him,
¢ which now fhall be my earneft care, I would with real
¢ fervices acknowledge him my beft of friends, in having
¢ proved {o fortunate an enemy ; he has beftowed on me
¢ a fecond life, which, from a clearer infight of myfelf,
¢ will teach me how to ufe it better too. How does my
* fifter feem to bear my fortune ? A .
¢ Surg. I never knew the lofs of -any friend lamented
< with more forrow ; fhe fuffers none to vifit her, nor is
¢ fhe acquainted with your recovery. .
¢ D. Du. I would not haveher yet, nor any of my
-¢ friends ; no moifture fooner dries, than women’s tears ;
¢ and tho’ I am apt to think my fifter honeft in her for<
¢ row, yet knowing her a woman, ftill I am refolv’d tq
** make a further tnal of her virtue.
¢ Surg. Sir, you may command my fecrecy.
¢ D. Du. I thank you, fir, *twill oblige me---boy {
¢ Serw. Sir. )
¢ D. Du. Do you think you know again the gentle:
¢ man that fought me ?
' ¢ Serw. I believe I may, fir.
* D. Du. I’d have you fuddenly inquire him out ; he
¢ feem’d, by his report, of Frauce, or Eagland ; if o,
-« you’ll probably find him in fome lewd houfe or other.
¢ Serw. Rather at church, fir; for no body will fufpe&

-¢ him there,
C D- ‘D“Q'
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‘ D. Du. Seek him every where ; come, fir, I wait
s for you. [Exeunt.?
The SCENE changes to Louifa’s boufe.
¢ Entcr Don Manuel axd Angelina.
4 D. Man. Now, madam, let my hard fortune teach
“ youa little to endure your own. You fee with what
“ fevere negleét fhe ftill receives my humble love; no-
# thing I fay, or do, has any weight or motion in her
. 4 thoughts for me. -
¢ Ang. You are too diffident of your fortune ; I wou’d
¢ not have an honeft mind defpair ; fhe feem’d, indeed, a
¢ little carelefs of you---you gave her no offence, I'm
# confident. See, here fhe comes ; take heed how you
# difpleafe her by an impatient ftay—Pray go, in the
“ mean time I’ll think of you indeed I will.
“D. Max. I am yours for ever—-— [ Exeunt feverally.””
Enter Louifa aud - Jaques, fervants avaiting.
Lox, Were they both feiz'd ?
 Jag. Both, madam, and will be here immediately.
.4 ran before, to give your ladyfhip notice. _
- Lox. You know my orders; when they are enter’d,
bar all the doors, and’ on your lives let every one be
mute, as I dire&ted---I muft retire awhile. [Exeunt.
Enter Bravoes, ahbo let Carlos out of the chair, while
" others throw down Don Lewis gagg’d and bound.
Car. So, gentlemen, you find I’ve not refifted you---
dut now pray let me know my crime ? Why have you
brought me hither ¢ where am I? if in prifon, look in
my face, perhaps you have miftaken me for another.
[ Jaques bolds up bis lanthorn, nods, and exit with the reff.
You feem to know me, fir----All dumb, and vanifh’d;
my fortune’s humourous, fhe fports with me.
D, Lews. Aw! aw! :
- Car. What's here ! a fellow prifoner ! who are you!
D. Lew, Aw! aw!
" Car. Do you {peak no other language ?

. D. Lew. Aw! aw! aw! {Zouder.
* Car. Nay, that’s the fame.
D. Lew. Oh! [Sighing.

Car. Poor wretch?! Iam afraid he would fpeak if he
“eou’d. R
e~
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{Re-enter Jaques aund ferwants with lights, who relzafe
Don Lewis.& )

Sure they think I walk in my fleep, and won’t fpeak,
for fear of waking me. ,

D. Lew. Sir, your moft humble fervant; and now
Zny tongue’s at liberty, pray, will you do me the fa-
“vour to thew me the way home again?

“What a pox, are you all dumb ? [Exeunt mutes.
Well, fir, and p-ay what are Carlos! ah! my
dear boy! [ Kipes bim.

Car. My uncle! nay then my fortune has not quite
forfaken me! how came you hither, fir! c o

D. Lew. Faith, like a corpfe into church, boy, with
my heels foremoft ; but prithee how didft thoucome ?

Car. You faw the men that feir’d us; they forc’d
" me into a chair, and brought me.

D. Lew. Well, but a pox plague em, what is all this
for? what woe’d they. have ? ’

Car. That we muft wait their pleafure to be inform’d
of ; they have indeed alarm’d my reafon, not my cone
{cience ; that’s ftill at reft, fearlefs of any danger.

D. Lew. The fons of whores won’t fpeak neither.
Hey day! what’s to be done now?

E nterjaqﬁes, andferoants,with a banquet, wine, and ghts.

Car. More riddles yet ! I-dream fure.

[Jaques compliments D. Lewis to take bis chair.

D. Lew. For me? Sir, your ma#t humble fervant;
[Si¢s.] Cardos ! fit down, boy.

Ha! ha! ha! aparcel of filly dumb dogs! is this all
the bufinefs ? puppies ! did they think I wou’d not come
to fupper, without being ‘brought neck and heels to’t ?
* Car. Amazement all! what can it end in?
D. Lew. Never trouble thy head, prithee; pox of
ueftions ; fall to, man-----delicate food truly
ere-----Dumb ! prithee give’s a glafs of wine, to wet
the way a little: come, Carlos, here’s, here’s ho-
neft dumb’s health to thee : [ Drinks.] Dumb’s a very ho-
nett fellow, faith, [ 4 Flourifb.] [Claps Jaques ox shebead.

Car.-What harmony’s this ?

D. Lew. Rare mufick indeed 1 let’s eat and hear it.

Ca2 [Mufick bere.
Mighty
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Mighty fine, truly I have not made an heartier meal
a great while. . '

[Here Jaques offers a night-gown and cap to Don Lewis.
Well, and what s to do now, lad ? for me, boy? Odfo-!
we lie here, do we ?—mighty well that again, faith;
(for I was juft thinking to go home, but that I had
ne’er a lodging :) nay, I always faid haneft damb knew
how to make his friends welcome—Well, but it’s time
enough yet, fhan’t we crack a bottle firft ? Carlos is me-
lancholy. [Jaques fbakes his lmzd.i] What ! that’s as
much as to fay, if I won't go, I fhall be carry’d—--Sir,
your humble fervant : [Puts on the goavn,] Well, Carlos,
good night, fince they won’t let me have a mind to fta
any longer! I'd give a piftole tho’, to know what thss
will come to !----- Dumb, come along.

Car. I'm bury'd in amazement---¢ Why am T bufy’d
¢ thus in trifles, having fo many nearer thoughts that
¢ wound my peace?--[ Mufick plays again.] Ha! more ma-
fick? I coulg almoft fay, ’twere welcome now.

[4 fong bere 5 avbich ended, D. Lewis appears above.
* D. Lew. So! at lat I have grop’d out a window,
that will let me into the fecret; now if any foul play
fhould happen, Iam pretty near the ftreet too,and can bawl
out murder to the watch——But mum ! the door opens!

Enter Louifa. ,

Hey! ah! what dull rogues were we not to fufpeé this
befzre le——Dumb’s a fly dog; ’tis fhe, faith~——tum,
dum, dum—--here will be fine work prefently, toll, dum,
di, dum Now I fhall fee what mettle my boy’s
made of ; tum, dum, dum. .

Lox. You feem amaz’d, fir. .

Car. Your pardon, lady, if I confefs it raifes much my
wonder, why a ftranger, friendlefs, and unknown, fhould
meet, unmerited, fuch floods of courtefy ; for, if [ miftake
not, once this day before, I've tafted of your bounty.

Lou. I have forgot that ; but I confefs I faw you, fir.

. Car. Why then was [ forc’d hither ? If you reliev’d me
only from a foft compaifion of my fortune, you cou’d
not think but fuch humanity might, on the flighteft hint,
have drawn me to be grateful. - ) )

Lou. Iown I cow’d not truft you to my fortune ; I knew

. ) not

A
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not but fome other might have feen you—befide, me-
thought you fpoke lefs ﬁin_d to me before. .
Car. If my poor thanks were offer’d in too plain a
drefs, (as I confefs, I'm little p a&is’d in the rules of
grac’d behaviour) rather think me ignorant, than rude,
and pity what you cannot parden. :
"Leu. Fy! you are too modeft ——how cou’d you.
charge yourfelf with fuch a thought? I fcarce can think. -
’tis in your nature to be rude at leaft to our fex.
Car. *Twere more unpardonable there. s
" Lox. Nay, now you are too ftrit on the other fide ;.
for there may happen times, when what the world calls
rudenefs, a woman might be brought to pardon ; fea-
fons, when even modefty were ignorance——1ray bz
feated, fir——nay, I’ll have it fo——<"fay, fometimes
¢ too much refpe& (pray be nearer, fir,). were moft of-
¢ fenfive :* fuppofe a woman were reduc’d to ofter love,
¢ her pains of fhame are infupportable: and fhou’d fhe
¢ call that lover rude, who, kindly confcious of her wifhes,
¢ bravely refolves to take, and faves her modefty the guilc
“of giving ¥ Suppofe yourfelf the man fo lov’d, where
cou’d you find, at fuch a time, excufes for your modefty 2’
. Car. If I cou’d love again, my eyes wou'd tell her; if
. not, I fhouw’d not eafily believe; at leaft, in manners,.
wou’d not feem to underftand her. .
¢ Lou. Alas! you have too poor a fenfe of woman’s love..
¢ Think you we have no invention ? You wou’d not under-.
¢ ftand her ! how wou’d you avoid it ? when ev’n her flight-
¢ eftlook would fpeak too plain for that excufe ; if not,
¢ fhe’d ttill proceed---Thus gently fteal your hand, and
¢ figh, and prefs it to her heart, and then look withing in
¢ your eyes ’till love himfelf fhot forth, and wak’d you to.
¢ compaflion. .
* ¢Car.Amazing! can fhe be the creature fhe defcribes #* .
Lou. O ! they have fuch fubtle ways to fteal intoa lover’s.
heart; ¢ nay, iffhe’s refolved,’ not all your ftrength of mo-
defty can guard you; fhe’d prefs you fill witn pldiner,.
fironger proofs ; her life, her fortune fhou’d be yours : fos,
where a woman loves, fuch gifts as thefe are trifles ; thus,,
like the lazy minutes, wou'd fhe fteal ’em on, which once.
but-paft, are quite forgotten. [Giwes kim jewels*
s C3 Car.
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Car. Is't pofible! can there be fuch a woman?

_ Lou. Fy! I cou’d chide you now; you wou'd not
fure be thought fo flow of apprehenfion !

Car. I wou’d not willingly be thought fo vain, or fo
uncharitable, to fuppofe there cou’d be fuch a one.

Lou. Nay, now you force me to forfake my fex, and
“tell you plain——I cannot fpeak it yet you muft’
know—But tell me, muft Ineeds blufh to own a paffion
that’s fo tender.of you? I am this creature fo reduc’d
tcr you, and all you've feen fuppofed was natural, all
bat the foft refult of growing love——¢ Why are you
¢ iill thus fix’d, and filent? what is’t you fear?’

Car. Morftrous! [4fide, and rifing.

Lou. What is’t you ftart at?

Car. Not for your beauty; tho® I confefs you fair to
a perfeion, compleat in all that may engage the eye:
but when that beauty fades (as time leaves none unvifit-
ed) what charm fhall then fecure my love? Your riches?
no—an honeft mind’s above the bribes of fortune: for
tho’ difirefs’d, a ftranger, and in want, I thus return
’em thanklefs: be modeft, and be virtuous, I’ll admire,
you; all good men will adore you, and when your beauty
and your fortune are no more, will ftill deliver down’
your name rever’d to ages: ¢ but while you thus enflave
* your generous reafon to fo intemperate a folly, your
¢ very pature feems inverted: cou’d you but one moment
¢ calmly lay it by, you’d find fuch a vile indignity to
< your fex, as modefty could never pardon,’

Low. If I appear too free a lover, and talk beyond the
ufual courage 6f my fex, forgive me; I’ll be again the
fearful, foft’ning wretch, that you would have me:.my
withes fhall be dumb, unlefs my eyes may fpeak ’em; ¢ or
¢ if I dare to touch your hand, it fhall be"lgently trem-
¢ bling, and unperceiv’d as air; nay, fix’d, and filent,
¢ as your fhade, I’ll watch whole winter nights conteat,
¢ and liftening to your flumbers: is this intemperance?
* for pity fpeak, for I confefs your hard reproofs have
* ftruck upon my heart!” O'! fay you will be mine, and
make your own conditions. ¢ If you fufpett my temper,
bind me by the moft facred tye,” and let my love, my

. pesfon, and my fortune, lawfully be yours. c
: : Car,

i
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Car. Take heed! confider yet, even this humility be:
not the offspring of your firft unruly paffion: but fince:
at leaft it carries fomething of a better claim to my con-
cern, I’ll be at once fincere, and tell you, ’tis impofiible
that we fhould ever meet in love, . ‘

Lou. Impoflible! O! why?

Car. Becaufe my love, my vows, and faith, are givers
to another : therefore, fince you find I dare bé honeft;.
be early wife, and now releafe me to my fortune.

Lou. I cannot part with you.

Car. You muit! I cannot with my reafon———=¢Pray
¢ let me'pafs! why do you thus hang upon my arm, and
* ftrain your eyes, as if};hey had power to hold me 2*-

Lox. Ungrateful! will you go? take heed! for youw
have prov’d I am not miftrefs of my temper.

. Car. [ fee it, and am forry, but needed not this threat
to drive me ; for ftill I dare be juft, and force myfelf
away. : [Exit Carlos.
. Lou. Otorture ! left! refus’d! defpis’d! Have I thrown
off my pride for this? O! infupportable ! IfIam
zot reveng’d, may all the well. [Walks diforder'd.

D. Lew. What a pox, are all thefe fine things come to
nothing then? Poor foul ! fhe’s in great heat truly
o Ah ! filly rogue! now could I find in my
heart to put herinto good humour again—I have a great
‘mind, faith <0dd! fhe’s a hummer |——A ftrange
mind, I ha’nt-had fuch a2 mind a great while—Hey!
w————ay ! Pll do’t, faith if the does but ftay now;
ah! if fhe does but ftay ! [ As be was getting from the

balcony, Louifa is fpeaking to- Jaquess

Lous Who waits there ? ’ ' '

) Enter Jaques. )
Where's the firanger 2 ~ R

Fag. Madam, I met him juft now walking hafiily
ahoat the gallery. - = - " v Lo
- Lou. Are all the doors fat? - . .~ it

Fag. Allbar’d madar. > * gy

Lou. Put out all yoeur lights too, and -on'your lives-lét:
no one afk or'anfwer himany quéftion: but be you fill'
near to obferve him. RN kR EC
Aht - [DewtLiewns aﬁ'ag Aoy,

. Cy « Lew-
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D. Lew. Odfo! my back!
. Lou. Blefs me, who’s this 7 what are you ?
D. Lew. Not above fifty, madam.
- Lou. Whence come you ? what’s your bufinefs ?
D. Leaw. Finifhing.
Lox. Who thew’d, who brought you hither ?

. D. Lew. Dumb, honeft dumb. ]
.. Lou, Willyoubegone, fir ? Thave no time to fool away.
D. Lew. Yes, but you have; what! don’t I know?

Lou. Pray, fir, who ? what is’t you take me for ?
* D.Lew. A delicate piece of work truly, but not
finifh’d ; you underftand me.

Lox. You are mad, fir.
: D.:Lew. I fay, don’t you be fo modeft ; for there are
times, do you fee, when even modefty is ignorance, (pray
be feated, madam nay, Pll have it fo) ah!

[Sits deawn and mimicks ber behawiour to Carlos.

Lou. Confufion! have I expos’d myfelf to this wretch
too ! ——-—had witnefles to my folly! nay, I de-
ferve it. [Stands rute.

D. Lew. So! fo! I fhall bring her to terms prefently
= you have a world of pretty jewels here, madam
ay, thefe now———thefe are a couple of finé
jarge ftones truly ; but where a woman loves, fuch gifts
as thefe are trifles, [ Mimicks again.

Low. 1nfupportable! within there!

Enter fervants and brawvoes.

D. Lew. Hey! | [Rifing.
Serw. Did your ladyfhip call, madam ? ,
D. Lew. I don’t lil{e her looks, faith, [4fide.

Lou. Here, take this fool, let him be gagg’d, ty’d neck
and heels, and lock’d in a garret; away with him.
D. Lew. Dumb! dumb! help, dumb! dumb! ftand
by me dumb! a pox of my finifhirig, aw! aw!
[They gag bim, and carry him off.
Lou. The infolence of this fool was more provoking
than the other’s fcorn; but I fhall yet find ways to
meafure my revenge. [Exit Louifa.
Re-enter Carlos in the dark.
Car. What can this evil woman mean me ? the doors all
barr’d! the lights put out! the fervants mute, and fh;
- wit
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with fury in her eyes now fhot regardlefs by me: I'wou’d
the worft wou’d thew itfelf. Ha! yonder’s a light, I’ll
* follow it, and provoke my fortune. [Exit.
The'SCNE changes to another room.
Angelina, with a light.

'Ang. Icannot like this houfe; for now, as going to my
reft, my ears were ’larm’d with the cries of one that
call’d for help: I’ve feen ftrange faces too, that carry
guilt and terror in their looks; and yet the officer that
plac’d me here, appear’d of ‘honeft thoughts—What can:
this mean! no matter what, fince nothing, but the luid
of him I love, can worfe befal me! Hark, what
noife ! is the door faft ? ah! [Going to fout it.

Re-enter Carlos ; and Jaques liffening. '

Car. Ha! another lady! and alone!

¢ Ang. Heavens, how I tremble !

¢ Car. Sure, by her furprife, fhe is not of the other’s
¢ counfel—Pardon this intrufion, lady, [ am a ftranger,
¢ and diftrefs’d, be not difmay’d: I have noill defigns,
¢ unlefs to beg your charitable afiftance be offenfive.”

Ang. Ha! that voice ! [dmaz’d.

Car. Save me, ye powers! and give me firengthto
bear this infupportable furprife of rufhing joy. s

Ang. My Carlos—~———oh!

Car. 'Tis the ! my long loft love, my living Angelina.

. * [Embraces ker.

Jag. Sayyou fo, fir! this fhall to my lady. o

[Exit Jaques:
4ng. O! let me hold you ever thus, leit fate again
fhould part us,

Car. *Twas death indeed to part, but from fo hard a
. feparation, thus again to meet, is lifereftor’d ; ¢it draws
¢ whole years to hours, and we grow old with joy in mo-
¢ ments.’ . oA

4ng. O! I were happy, blefs’d above my fex, cou’d
but my plain fimplicity of love deferve your kind en-
dearments. c

¢ Car. Is’t poffible! thou miracle of goodnefs, that thou
¢ canft thus forget the mifery, the want, the ruin my un-
¢ happy love has brought thee to ? Truft me, that-i’cormx
# thought bas clouded ev’n the very joy I had to fee thee:
. Y C S

Enter
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Enter Jaques and Louifa ar a diftance.
N Fag. They arethere; from hence your ladythip may
ear ’em.

Lox. Leave me. [Exit Jaques, and Lou. lifens.
q Axg& } cagm}t be]a:xl to fe; you thus: for my fa
on’t defpond ; for while you feem in hope, I fhall eafil
be chearfl:;. ¥e pe Y
Car. O} thou engaging foftnefs! thy courage has re-
viv’d me; no, we’ll not defpair; the guardian power
that kitherto has fav’d us, may now, with lefs expence
_of Providence, protet and fix us happy. .
Lou. Ha! fo near acquainted —————= [Bebind.
Car.” And yet our fafety bids us-part this moment.
' How came you hither ? '
Ang. The officer that made me captive, prov’d a
" worthy man, and plac’d me here, as a companion to
the lady of this dwelling.
Car. Ha! to what end?
Axg. He faid, to be the advocate of his fuccefslefs
love ; for he confefs’d he woo’d her honourably.
Car. Is’t poflible ? Is there a wretch fo curs’d among
mankind, to be her honourable lover ! :
Lou. So! : [Zn anger.

Car. Take heed, my love, avoid her as a difeafe to
modefty. '

" Lou. Very well. ’ : .
" Car. Oh! I have a fhameful tale to tell thee of her
intemperance, as wou’d fubje¢t her even to thy loathing.
Lox. Infolent! well !
" Ang. You amaze me; pray what is it ? :
Car. ‘This is no time to tell; ¢ I had forgot my dan-
« ger:’ letit fuffice, thedoors are barr’d againft me ; now,,
this moment I am a prifoner to her fury; if thou canft
help me to any means of fafety, or efcape, atk me ne
. queftions, but'be quick, and tell me. A
.. Ang. Now you fri%!\ten me; but here, through my
apartment, leads a paflage tothe garden, at the lower end
yowll find 2 mount;; if youdare drop fromthence, I'll hew
_you: but can’t you fay when I may hope again to fee you?
Car. About an hour hence walking in the garden,
ready for your efcape; for if I live, I'll come Provid.e‘g
. T wil

. -
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with the means to make it fure ¢ Now Tdare thank.
¢ thee, Fortune.? .
Ang. You will not fail.
Car. If I furvive, depend on' me;. ’till when, may”
- Heav’n fupport.thy innocence.. _
Ang. Follow me [ Bxeunt baftily
Lou. Are you fo nimble, fir? Who waits there ? [ Enzer:
Jaxttcs:] Run, take help, and ftop the firanger; heisnow:
making his efcape through the garden ; fly.. [ Bt Jaques]
Iove and revenge; like vipers, gnaw upon my quiet, and
I muft change their food, or leave my being; ¢ though-
¢I cou’d bear ev’n the low contempt he has thrown on:
¢ me, cou’dit but woo him to the leaft return of love;:
“but I would bear again ten thoufand racks, rather than.
“ confefs this dotage.” No, if I forego a fecond time that
dear fupport, my pride, may I:become-as miferable as-
that wretch that deftin’d fool he doats on. [Enter Ange-
lica, and exit on. the other fide.] Ha! fheis return’d!”
onder {he pafles; with what affur’d contentment in her
o0ks !———how pleas’d the thing is ftrangely impa-
dent———fure ! the ugly creature thinks I won’t ftrangle:
her. [Enter. Jaquesﬁ Now have you brought him ?
Fag. Madam, we madé what hafte we cou’d, but the:
ntleman reach’d the mount before us, and efcap’d over.
the garden wall..
Lou. Efcap’d,villain! durft thou tell me {o?
- Jag. If.your ladyfhip had call’d me a little fooner,.
we had taken him. Who the devil is this ftranger ? [ 4/ide.
Lou. Fool that I am; I.betray myfelf to my own fer-
vants,——well, ’tiy no matter, bid the bravoes ftay, I
have direions for’em : go. ‘L Exit Jaques.—~
He has not left me hopelefs yet ;. an hour hence he has
promis’d to be here again ; and if he keeps his word, (as:
I've an odious caufe to fear he will) he.yet, at leaft in.
. my revenge, fhall prove me woman. [Exit Lou..
S CE N E ke Street o
Enter D. Duart difguis’d, with a fervant. .
D. Di. Where did you find him ?
Serw. Hard by, fir, at an houfe of .civil . recreation ;
hels now.coming forth ; that’s he.. . o )
g ‘ . ' Entee-
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: Enter Clodio. )
D. Du. I fcarce remember him, I would not willing-
ly miftake I’ll obferve him. -

Clo. So! now if I can but pick up an honeft fellow,

to crack one healing bottle, I think I fhall finith the

* day as fmartly as the Grand Signior hold, let me

fee, what has my hafty refrefhment coft me here ;

umb——umb——umb [Ceunts his money] feven piftoles

by Fwpiter; why, what a plaguy income this jade muit
have in a week, if the’s thus paid by the hour?

D. D«. ’Tis the fame; leave me. [Exit fervant.
Your fervant, fir.
Ch. . .. Sir yecur humble fervant,

D. Dx. Pardon a ftranger’s freedoin, fir; but when
you know my bufinefs———

Clo. Sir, if you'll take a bottle, I fhall be proud of
-your acquaintance ; and if I don’t do your bufinefs be-
fore we part, I'll knock under the table.

D. Dau. Sir, I fhall be glad to drink with you, but at
pre{-nt a-n iiccpable of fitting to it.

Cle. Why then, fr, you fhall only drink as long as
you can ftand ; we’ll have a bottle here, fir. -Hey,
Madena # [Calls at the door.

D. Du. A very frank humour’d gentleman ; I'll know
him farther---I prefume, fir, you are not of Portugal ® -

C’%. No, fir, I am akind of a what d’ye
call’um a fort of a here=~———and therian ;
I am a ftranger no where. ’

D. Dz. Have you travell’d far, fir?

Cl. My tour of Europe, or fo, fir; ¢ dangled
¢ about a little ; I came this fummer from the jubilee.

¢ D. Du. Did you make any ftay there, fir?

¢ Clo. Mo, fir, I only call’d in there at the falvation-
* office, juft bought an annuity of indulgences for life ;
0 . 1 '

- got an aflurance for my foul ; lay with a nun, flux’d;;
¢ and fo came home again.’
Enter fervant awith awine. .
Sa! fo! here’s the wine! come! fir, to our better ac-
cuaintance Faith, 1 like you mightily -
Allons ! © baifes donc ! - [Kifes) drinks.
. Morbles !
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Morblew! ce ne'ft pas manvais ! allons encore hey ! Viwe
DPamour ! quand iris, &c. : [Sings,

D. Dau. I find, fir, you have taken a tafte of all the
countries you have travell’d through; but I prefume

your chief amufement has lain among the ladies: yoy . '

far’d well in France, I hope.

Clo. Yes faith, as far as my pocket wou’d go: the
devil a ftroke without it : no money, no mademoifelle ;
no ducat, no dutchefs; no piftole, no princefs
By the way, let me tell you, fir, your Lisbonites are
held up at a pretty fmart rate too I was forc’d to
come down to the tune of feven piftoles here amap
may keep apad of his own, cheaper than he can ride pott,
{plitme.--¢ but,a pox on’em, it’s no wonder the jades are
* fo faucy in a country where there are fo many fwarms
¢ of unmarry’d friars, monks, and brawny jefuits: thé
¢ game may well be fcarce, faith, where there are fo
¢ many canonical poachers.” Now, fir, in little Exgland,
¢ where your gowns and caflocks are honeftly marry’d,
¢ yourright women are as cheap as mackrel---Gad, fir, 1
¢ have taken you a fafting velvet fcarf out of the fide-box
¢ there, and the jade has jump’d at a beef-ftake and a
< bottle ; nay, fometimes at coach-hire, and a fingle
« glafs of cinnamon---Seven piftoles ! unconfcionable !
¢« Odtheart, in Londen, now for half the fum a man might
¢ have pick’d up the firft rows of the middle gallery.’

D. Du. 1 find, fir, you know England then.

Cls. Ay, fir, and every woman there that’s worth
knowing. ¢ from honeft Betty Sands, to the countefs of
¢« Ogletown. Yes, fir, I do know London pretty well, and
¢ the fide-box, fir, and behind the fcenes; ay, and the
« green-room, and all the girls and women-attrefles
¢ there, fir fir, I was a whole winter there the par-
¢ ticular favourite of the giggling party Come, fir,
* if you pleafe, here’s mifs Riggle’s health to you.

¢ D. Du. Pray, fir, how came you fo well acquainted
there ?

¢ Clo. Why, fir, I firft introduc’d myfeif with a fingle
¢ pinch of Bergamot 5 the next night I prefented ’em abox
¢ full ; next day came to rehearfal: in a week I de-

. ) fird
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¢ fi'd’em to ufe my name whenever they pleas’d, for
¢ what the chocolate houfe afforded~——upon this, I was
¢ chofen Valentine, if I don’t miftake, to about eleven of
¢ ’em ; and in three days more, I think, it coft me fifty
¢ guineas_in gloves, knots, heads, fans, muffs, coffee,
¢ tea, fnuft-boxes, orangerie, and chocolate.

¢ D, Du. But pray, fir, were you as intimate at-both:

¢ play-houfes :
"¢ Clo. No, ftretch’em! at the new-houfe they are fo
¢ us’d to be queens and princefles, and are fo often in
¢ the'r airs-royal, forfooth, that I’gad! there’s no reach-
¢ ing one of their copper-tails there, without a long pole,
¢ or a fettlement, {plit me.’ : o

D. Du. But I wonder, fir, that in a country fo fam’d:
for handfome women, the men are fo generally blam’d
for their {candalous ufage of ’em.

Clo. O damn’d fcandalous, fir,--they ufe their miftreffes
as bad as their wives, faith : I tell you what, fir, I knew
a citizen’s daughter there, that ran away with alord, whe
in the firft fix months of her prefetment, never ftirr’d oug
but fhe made the ladies cry at her equipage ; and about
eight months after, I think, one morning reeling pretty
early into 4 certain houfe in the Sewoy, ffound the felf
fame, caft-off, folitary lady, in.a room with bare walls;”
drefling her dear, pretty head there,.in the corner bit of.
a looking-glafs,  prudently. fupported by a quartern
brandy-pot, upon the head of an oyfter-barrel.

D. Dx. 1 find few miftrefles make their fortunes there;:
but, pray, fir, among all your adventures, has no parti--
cular lad?{,’s merit enconrag’d you to advance yous.owa
marriage! , :

Clo. Sir,I have been fo near marriage, thatmy wedding--
day has been come, but it was neveroversyet; {plit me,

" D. Dx. How fo, fir,? ‘ : ' :

Clo. Why, the prieft, the bride, and the. dinner, were
all ready drefs’d, faith; but: before I'could fall to, my
elder brother, fir, comes in with a damn’d lorng-
fride, and a fharp Romach——fays a fhort grace, and:
~——whip’d her up like an oyfter. .

D. RQu. You had ill fortune, fir. )

. @la. Sir, fortune is. not much in my débt, for ydu;:: ;
.
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lmow, fir, tho’ I loft my wife, I have efcaped hanging
fince here in Lisbon.

D. Du. That I know you have ; be not amaz’d, fir.

Clo. Hey! what the devil! have I been all this while
treating an officer, that has a warrant agaidft me———
Pray, fir, if it be no offence——may I beg the favour to
know who you are?

‘D. Du. Let it fuffice, I own myfelf your friend--I am
your debtor, fir; you fought a gentleman they call Dox
Duart——1 knew him well ; he was a proud infulting
fellow, and my mortal foe: but you kill’d -him, and I
thank you'; nay, I faw you do it fairly too; and for the
a&ion, Idefire you will command my fword or fortune.

. Clo. Pray, fir——is there no joke in all this?

D. Du. ¢ There, fir, the little all I’m mafter of, may
¢ ferve at prefent to convince you of my fincerity :* ¢ Jam
¢¢ fincere :”’ I afk for no reiurn, but to be inform’d how I
may do you farther fervice. [Gives him a purfe.

Clo. Sir,; your health——TIll give you information
prefently. [Drinh.]] Pray, fir, do you know the gentle-
man’s fifter that I fought with? that is, do you krow
what reputation, what fortune fhe has?

D. Du. I know her fortune to be worth above twelve
thoufand piftoles ; her reputation yet unfully’d: but pray,
fir, why may you afk this ?

. Clo. Now, PlI tell you, fir
piftoles, you fay !
- D. Du. Ifpeak the leatt, fir.

Clo. Why, this very lady, after I had kill’d her bro-
ther, gave me the prote®ion of her houfe ; hid me in her
clofet, while the officers that brought in the dead body.
came to fearch for me ; and, as foon as their backs were
turn’d, poor foul! hurry’d me outat a private door, with
tears in her eyes; faith ! Now, fir, what think you ? 1s
pot this hint broad enpugh for 2 man to make love upon ?
+ D. Du. Confufion! .

« Clo. Look you, fir, now, if you dare, give me-a. proof
cf your friendfhip ; will you do me the favour to carry a
letter to her ? : )

D. Du. Let me confider, fir—Death and fire ! 3s all her
height of forrow but-diffembled then? A proflitute, ev'n
N . : to

twelve thoufand
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to the man fuppos’d my murderer! If it be true, the
confequence is foon refolv’d —— but this requires my far-
ther fearch May I depend on this for truth, fir?

Clo. Why fir you don’t fuppofe I’d banter a lady of
her quality?

D. Du. Damnation! Well, fir! I’ll take your letter !
but firft let me be well acquainted with my errand.

Clo. Sir, I'll write this moment ; if you pleafe, we’ll
ftep into the houfe here, and finith the bufinefs over ano-
ther bottle. ' ' :

D. Du. With all my heart,

Clo. Allons! Eutrez. - [Exeunt.

A CT V.
SCENE Elvira’s houfe.

Elvira is difcover’d alone in moxrning, a lamp by her,
Don Duart enters bebind difgyis’d.

D. Du. T HUS far I am pafs’d unknown to any of

B the fervants now for the proof of what
I fear——Ha! yonder fhe is——This clofe retirement,
thofe fable colours, the folemn filence that attends her,
no friends admitted, nor ev’n the day to vifit her: thefe
feem to {peak a real forrow ; if not, the counterfeit is
deep indeed—-D'll fathcm it——Madam—— :

Elv. Who’s there ? another murderer ; where are my
fervants ? will nothing but my forrows wait upon me ?

D. Du. Your pardon, lady; I have no evil meaning ;
this letter wiil imtorm you of my bufinefs, and excufe
this rude intrufion.

Elv.For me! whence comes it, fir ?

D. Du. The contents, madam, will explain to you—s
She feems amaz’d! looks almoft thro’ the letter )1
fhould fufpe&t the ftranger had bely’d her, but that he
gave me {uch convincing circumftances Ha! fhe
paufes ! ’Sdeath! a fmile too———I fear her now !

Ely. My prayers are heard ; juftice at length has over~
ta’en the murderer: ¢ his vow’d protetion having been
¢ ftriGtly paid I now unperjur’d may revenge my brgtlh-e?

. ¢ blood.
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* blood. It'lies on me, if I negle& this fair occafion :*
but twere not fafe to fhew my thought ; therefore to be
juft, I muft diffemble. [4/ide.] I atk your pardon for my
rudenefs, fir: upon your friend’s account, you might,
indeed, have claim’d a better welcome. .

D. Duz. So.! then fhe’s damn’d, I find. But I’ll have
more, and bring’em face to face. [A4fde.] My friend,
madam, thought his vifits fhould be unfeafonable, before
the fad folemnity of your brother’s funeral.

Elv. A needlefs fear s, I owe
your friend my thanks wmily of
{o {candalous a burthen fellow ;
1 blufh to fpeak of him.

D. Du. O patience! patience! [4fide.

Elv. Pray, let him know, his abfence was the real
caufe of this miftaken mourning: ’tis true indeed, I
give it out ’tis for my brother’s death; but womens
hearts and tongues, you know, muft not always hold
alliance ; you’d think us fond and forward, fhould not
we now and then diffemble.

- D. Du. How fhall I forbear her ? [Afide.

Elv. I grow impatient ’till he’s wholly mine———
to-morrow ! ’tis an age! I’ll make him mine to-night—
I’ll write to him this minute Can you have patience,
fir, *till I prepare a letter for you? ‘ :

D. D«. You may command me, madam.

Elv. I'll difpatch immediately——will you walk this
way, fir?

D. Dz. Madam, I wait on you——Revenge and dag-
gers ! [Exeunt.
: The § C E N E Louifa’s boufe.

Louifa and Jaques.

Lou. Is the lady feiz’d ?

Jaq. Yes, madam, and half-dead with the fright.

Lox. Let ’em be ready to produce her, as I direéted :
When the ftranger’s taken, bring me immediate notice:
*tisnearhistime, away. [ Exit Jaques.] Had he not lov’d

. another, methinks I could have born this ufage, ¢ fat me
¢ down alone content, and found a fecret plea%m: in com=
€ plaining ; but to be flighted for a girl, a fickly, poor,
¢ unthinking wretch, incapable of love! that ! ftabs homel
SR ¢ "Tis
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¢ *Tis poifon to my thoughts, and fwell’s’em to revenge?
¢ My rival! no! he fhall never triumph! Hark! whag
¢ noife ! they have him fure ! How now !’ '
Enter Jaques.
Jaq. Madam, the gentleman is taken.
Lox. Bring him in——Revenge, I thank thee now.
Enter Bravoes avith Carlos difarm’d.

So, fir! youare return’d it feems; you can love then! You

havean heart, Ifind, tho’ not forme! Perhapsyoucameto

feek a worthier miftrefs here; ‘twould be uncharitable to
difappoint yourlove—I'll hely&ur fearch: if fhebehere,
befure fhe’s fafe! Opeégithat door there. 7
$ C E N E draws and difcovers Angelina with Brauoes
ready to frangle ber.
Now, fir, is this the lady ?

Car. My Angelina! Oh'!

¢ Ang. O miferable meeting !”

Lox. Now let me fee you {mile, and rudely throw me
from your arms ! now fcorn my love, my perfon, and m
fortune! now Jet your fqueamifh virtue fly me as a dif-
eafe to modefty ! and t.eﬁ
sny intemperance !

Car. Of cruelty of fate! thatcould betrayfuch innocence?

Lou. What, notaword to foften yet thy obftinate aver.
fion ! thou wretched fool, thus to provoke thy ruin—
End her. [Zo the Bravoes.

Car. O! hold! for pity hold, and hear me. :

Lox. I’velearn’d from you to ufe my pity—-¢ *Sdeath |
¢ ¥ could laugh to fee thy ftrange ftupidity of love’--On one
coudition yet fhe lives an hour, but if refus’d——

Car. Name not a refufal, be it danger, death, or tor-

. tures, any thing that life can do to fave her.
¢ Leu, Nay, if you are fo over willing. -
. ¢ Car. Speak, and I obey you.’
-» Lou. Now then, this moment kneel and curfe her.
Car. Preferve her, Heav’n, and fnatcn héer from the
- Jaws of gaping danger [ Kneeling.] O ! may the'watchful
eye of Providence, that never fleeps- o’er innocence dif-
trefs’d, look nearly to her; or if fome miracle alone can
fave her, the ever waking fun, in his eternal progrefs,
mever faw fo fair an ebje& to employ iton. -

her now your fhameful tale of -

Lowe,
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Lou. Prefuming fool ! were I inclin’d to fave her life»
(which, by my hopes of peace, Ido not mean) canft thos
believe this infolent concern for her to my face would
not provoke my vengeance ?

Car. Yet hold! forgive my rafhnefs, I was to blame
indeed ; but paflion has tranfported both of us; ¢ love
¢ made me as heedlefs of her fafety, as wild revenge has
¢ you, ev’n of your negletted foul.

¢ Lou. What, doft thou think to preach me from my
¢ purpofe ? :

¢ Car. That were too vain an hope ; tho’ I’ve a pite-
¢ ous caufe that might befpeak, without a tongue, the

" ¢ mercy of a human heart:’ but if revenge alone can fate
your fury, at leaft mifplace it not; mine was the offence,
be mine the punifhment; ¢ but fpare the innocent, the.
¢ gentle maid ; fhe ne’er intended yet a thought againit
¢ your peace ; I have deferv’d you anger, nay, and juftly
‘ too; for Iconfefs I ought to have given you a milder
¢ treatment’; but to atone the crime, rip up my breaft,
¢ and in my heart you’ll read the unhappy caufe of my
¢ negle€ and rudenefs.’ .

Lox. How he difarms my anger! but muft my rival
triumph then ?

Ang. Charge me not with abhorr’d ingratitude : be
witnefs, Heaven, I’ll for ever ferve you, court you, and
confefs you my preferver |

Car. For pity, yet refolve, and force your temper to 2
moment’s paufe : ¢ Donot debafe your generous revenge
¢ withcruelty ; that every common wretch can take.; the
¢ favage brutes can fuck their fellow-creatures blood, and
¢ tear their bodies down ; but greater human fouls have
¢ more pride to curb, and bow the ftubborn mind of what.
¢ they hate ; and fuch revenge, the nobler far, I offer now
¢ to you ;’ fee at your feet my humbled fcorn imploring,
<rufh’d, and proftrate, like a-vile flave, that falis below
yaur laft contempt, and trembling begs for mercy:

" .. Lou. He buries my revenge in blufhes. :

1.5 Ang. O generous proof of the moit faithful love !

.. Car, Think what a glorious triumph it weuld be, that
¢ whenyour fwoln refentment, wild revenge, and indigna-
.. & tion, all ftood ready, waiting for the word, yon call’d youry

N N ¢ forceful
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« forceful reafon to your aid, refolv’d, and took that ty-
¢ rant paffionicaptive to your gentle pity; O! ’twere fuch
¢ a god-liks inftance of ‘your virtue, as might atone, if
¢ poflible, ev’n crimes to come: revenge, like this, can
¢ never give you that continu’d peace of mind, which mer-
¢ cy may : compaffion has a thoufand fecret charms : think
¢ you ’twere no delight of thought, to heel the wounds
* of bleeding lovers, to make two poor aflicted wretches
¢ happy, whofe higheft crime is loving well and faithfully ?
¢ Were it no foothing joy, no fecret pride, to raife ’em
¢ from the laft defpair to hope? to life and love reftor’d ?
* Now, on my heart, I read aitruggling pity in youreye!
© O cherifh it, and fpare our innocence! Perhaps, the
. ¢ ftory of our chafte affeGtions, once compleat, may live
¢ a fair example to {ucceeding times, for.which pofterity
¢ fhzll ftand indebted to your yirtue.

¢ Lou.” Releafe the lady go, [Exeunt Bravoes, '
And now farewell my follies, and my miitaken love; ¢ for
<1 confefs, the fair example of your mutual faith, yeur
¢ tendernefs, humility, and tears, have quite fubdu’d
¢ my foul; atonce have conquer’d and reform’d me: O!
¢ you have given me fuch an image of the contentful
¢ peace, th’ unfhaken quiet of an honeft mind, that now
¢« I tafte more folid joy, being but the infirument of yaur
¢ united virtuous love, than all my late falfe hopes pro-
< pos’d even in the laft indulgence of my blind defires :’
Now love long and happily ; forgive my follies paft, and
you have overpaid me. [ Foins their bands.

¢ Car. O! providential care of innocence diftrefs'd!

¢ Ang. O! miracle of rewarded love!

Car. ¢ What fhall I fay? I fcarce have yet the power
¢ of thought amidft this hurry of tranfporting joy!” My
Angelina! do I then live to hold thee thus? O! I have
a thoufand things to fay, to afk, to weep, and hear of
thee——RBut firft let’s kneel and pay our thanks to Hea-
ven, and this our kind preferver; ¢ to whofe. moft hap-
¢ py change, we owe even all our lives to come, which
¢ chearful gratitude can pay.”

Lou. Nay, now you give me.a confufion. [Raifes’emn
But if you dare truft me with the ftory of your love’s dif-
trefs, as far as my fortune can, command it freely to

{upply
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fupply vour prefent wants, or any future means propos’d .
to give Eou lafting happinefs. : ‘

* Car. Eternal rounds of never-ending peace reward your
wond’rous bounty ; ¢ and when you know the ftory of
¢ our fortune, as we fhall foon find due occafion to relate
¢ it, we cannot doubt ’twill both deferve your pity and
“ affiitance.” But 1 have been too bufy in my joy, I al-
moft had fergot my friendly uncle, the ancicnt gentle-
man that firlt came hither with me; how have you dif-
pos’d of him ?

Lox. I think he’s here, and fafe who waits there ?
[Enter ]aques.{] Releafe the gentleman above, and tell
him that his friends defire him. [Exéiz Jaques.] You'll
pardon, fir, the treatinent I have thewn him; he made
a little too merry with my folly, which, I confefs, at
that time, fomething too far incens’d me. -

Car. He’s old and cheerful, apt to be free; but he’ll
be forry when his humour gives offence.

Enter Don Lewis, Jaques bowing to bim.

D. Lew. Pr'ythee, honeft dumb, don’t be {o ceremo-
nious! A pox on thee, I tell thee it’s very well as it is,
{only my jaws ake a little:) but as long as we’re all

friends, 1t’s no great matter ——My dearCarlos ! ] mult

bufs thee, faith!——Madam, your humble fervant

I beg your pardon, d’ye fee——youn underftand me.
[Exit Jaques.

Loz. T hope we are all friends, fir. .
"‘D. Lew. Ihope we are, madam—I am an hoaeft old
“feltow, faith; tho’ now and then I am a little odd too.

Car. Here’s a ftranger, uncle.

D. Lew. What! mhy little bloflom! my gilliflower!
my rofe! my pink! my tulip! Faith, I muft {imell thee.
[Salutes Angeﬁna.] Od! fhe’s a delicate nofegay! I muit
have her touz’d a little Carlos ! you muft gather
2o-night ; 1 can ftay no longer Weil, faith! [ am
heartily joy’d to fee thee, child. ‘ .

Ang. I thank you, fir, and with I may deferve your
tove? Our fortune, once again, is kind; but how it
«omes about:
/;D. Lew. Does not fignify three pence; when Fortune
Pass me a vifit, I feldom trouble myfelf to know which
way fhe came I tell you, I am glad to fee you.

1 . Enter,
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Enter Jaques.
Fag. Madam, here’s the Lord Governoy come to wait
_ugon vour ladyfhip.

Lou. At this late hour! What can his bufinefs be ?

Defire his lordfhip to walk in.
Enter Governor.

Gew. Pardon, madam, this unfeafonable vifit,

Lsu. Your lordfhip does me honour.

Gov. Atleaft, I hope, my bufinefs will excufe it:
fome ftrangers here below, upon their offer’d oaths, de-
manded my authority to fearch your houfe for a loft young
lady, to whom the one of ’em affirms himfelf the father:
but the refpeét I owe Kour ladythip made me refufe theit
fearch, ’till I had fpoken with you. :

Ang. It muft be they—Now, madam, your prote&tion,
or we yet are loft. :

Lox. Be not concern’d! wou’d you avoid ’em!

€ar. No, we muft be found ; let ’em have entrance:
we have an honelt caufe, and would provoke it’s trial.

Lox. Conduét the gentlemen without, [Exit. Jaques.
My lord, I’ll anfwer for their honefty ; and, as theyare
firangers, where the law’s fevere, muft beg you’d favour
and affift ’em, -

Gov. You may command me, madam ; tho’ there’s
no great fear; for having heard the moft that they cou’d
urge againft ’em, I found in their complaints, more fpleen
an% humour, than any juft appearance of a real injury.

- Enter Dor Manuel, Charino, Antonie, and Clodio.
. Cha. P1] have juftice.
- Ant. Don’t be too hot, brother.
Gha. Sir, I demand juftice.
D>Man. That’s the lady, fir, I told you of.
* Clo. Ah! that’s fhe, my lord, I am witnefs.

Car. My father! Sir, your pardon, and your bleffing.

Ant, Why truly, Carles, I begin to beaa little recon-
cil’d to the matter; I with you well, tho’ I can’t join
you together; for my friend and brother here is very
obftinate, and will admit of no fatisfation: but how-
ever, Heaven will blefs you in fpite of his teeth.

Cha. This isall contrivance ! Roguery! Iam abus’d |
I fay, deliver my daughter———fhe is an heirefs, fir; and
to detain her, isarape in law, fir, and I'll have youall -
- bang’d;
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%ang’d; therefore no more delays, fir; for I tell you be-

fore hand, I am awife man, and ’tisimpoflible to trick me.

Ant. 1 {ay, you are too pofitive, brother; and when
you learn more wifdom, you’ll have fome. oo

Cba. 1 fay, brother, this is mere malice, when you
know in your own confcience, I have ten times your
underftanding ; for you fee I’'m quite of another opinion :
and fo once more, my lord, I demand juftice againft
that ravifher. .

Gow. Does your daughter, fir, complain of any vio-
lence?

Cha. Your lordfhip knows young girls never complain
when the violence is over; he has taught her better, I
fuppofe. ' .

Ang. [To Charino %neeling.] Sir, you are my father,
bred me, cherith’d me, gave me my affe®tions, taught
me to keep ’em hitherto within the bounds of honour,
and of virtue; let me conjure you, by the chafte love
my mother bore you, when the preferr’d, to her miitaken
parents choice, her being yours without a dower, not
to beftow my perfon, where thofe affettions ne’er can fol-
Iow I cannot love that gentleman more than a fitter
ought; but here my heart’s fubdu'd, ev’n to the laft
compliance with my fortune: he, fir, has nobly woo’d
and won me; and I am only his, or miferable.

Cha. Getup again. :

Gow. Ceme, fir, be perfuaded; your daughter has
made an honourable and happy choice; this feverity will
but expofe yourfelf and her.

.. Cha. My lord, I don’twantadvice; I'll confider with
smyfelf, and refolve upon my own opinion.

Enter Jaques.
. Fag. My lord, here's a ftranger without eaquires for
your lordfhip, and for agentleman that calls himfelf Clodio.

Clo. Hey'! Ab, mon cher Ami! .

Enter Don Duart difguis’d.
Well, what news, my dear, has fhe anfwer’d my letter?

D. Du. There, fir——This to your lordfhip.

- [Giwves bim aletter, and whifpers.

Gowv. Marry’d to-night, and to this gentleman, fay’ft

“shou? I'm amaz’d.
D. Du. He is her choice, my lord.
‘2. )

Cle. .
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Clo. [Reading the letter.]~——Um um—— Charms
—irrefiftable—excufe fo foon—Paflion—Blufhes—Con-
fent— Provifion— Children—Settlement—Marriage
If this is not plain the devil’s in’t. Hold, here’s
more, faith [Reads to bimfelf.] - :

¢ D. Man. How fhall I requite this goodnefs ? [T Lou.

* Lox. I owe you more than I have leifure now to pay:
¢ prefs me not too far, leaft I fhould offer more than you

¢ are willing to receive. Favours when long withheld,
¢ fometimes grow taftelefs ; over-fafting often palls the
¢ appetite.

¢ D. Max. The appetite of love, like mine, can ne-
¢ ver die: it would be cver tafting and unfated.’

[They feem to talk apart.

Gow. ’Tis very fudden—but give my fervice, I’ll wait
upon her.

Clo. Ha! ha! ha! Poor foul! I’ll be with her pre-
sfently; and, faith, fince I have made my own fortune,
‘I’1l &’n patch up my brother’s too. Hark you, my dear,
dad that thou’d ha’ been—this bufinefs is all at an end
—for, look you, I find your daughter’s engag’d; and,
to tell you the truth, fo am I faith! If my brother has

a mind to marry her, lethim; forI fhall not, fplit me—
And now, gentlemen and ladies, if you will do me the
honour to grace mine and the lady Elwvira’s wedding,
fuch homely entertainment as my poor houfe affords, you,
fhall be all heartily welcome to. * ’

- D. Lew. Thy houfe! ha! ha! well faid, puppy!

Clo. Ha! old Tety !

Cha. What doft thou mean, man? [Te Clodie.

Gow. *Tis even fo, I can aflure you, fir; I have my-
felf an invitation from the lady’s own hand, that con-
firmsit: I know her fortune well, and am furpriz’d at it.

Ang. Blefs’d news! This feems a forward ftep to re-
concile us all. '

Cha. If this be true, my lord, I have been thinking
to no purpofe; my defign is all broke to pieces.

Ant. Come, brother, we’ll mend it as well as we canj;
and fince that young rogue has rudely turn’d tail upon
your daughter, I'll fill up the blank with Carlos’s name,
and ‘et the reft of the fettlement ftand as it was. s :

ke
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Cha. Hold, I'll firft fee this wedding, and then give
you my final refolution.

Cl. Come, ladies, if you pleafe, my friend will fhew

ou.
Y Lou. Sir, we wait upon you. )
‘Cha. This wedding’s an odd thing! :

D. Lew. Ha! ha! if it fiould be a lie now. [Exeunt.

The SCENE changes to Elvira’s dpartment.
Elvira alone, with Clodio’s Letter in her Hand.

«Elv. At how fevere a price do women purchafe an
¢ ynfpotted fame! when ev’n the jufteft title can’t aflure
¢ pofleflion : when we refle& upon the infolent and daily
¢ wrongs, which men and fcandal throw upon our aéions,
¢ *twere enough to make a modeft mind defpair: if we
¢ are fdir and chafte, we are proud ; if free, we are wan-
¢ tor; cold, we are cunning; and if kind, forfaken:
¢ nothing we do or think on, be the motive €’er fo juft,
¢ or generous, but ftill the malice or the guilt of men,
¢ interprets to our fhame: why fhould this ftranger elfe,
¢ this wretched ftranger, whofe forfeit life I rafhly fav’d,
¢ prefume from that miftaken charity, to tempt me
¢ with his love.” [ Enter a Serwant.] Hark ! what mufick’s
that? [Flourifp.

Serwv. Madam, the gentlemen are come.

Ely. *Tis well ; are the oflicers ready?

Serw. Yes, madam, and know your ladyfhip’s orders,

Elv. Condu&t the company. Now juftice thall un-
cloud my fame, and fee my brother’s death reveng’d.

[Mufic plays.
Enter Clodio, D. Duart, Governor, D. Manuel, Louifa,

Carlos, Angelina, Antonio, Charino, and D. Lewis.

Clo. Well, madam, you fee I’'m pun&tual—you’ve
nick’d your man, faith; I’m always critical—to a mi-
nute; you’ll never ftay for me. Ladies and gentlemen,
I defire you’ll do me the honour of being better acquint-
ed here My lord

Gow. Give you joy, madam.

Clo. Nay, madam, Ihave brought you fome near re-
lations of my own too—This Don Antonio, who will
#hortly have the honour to call you daughter.

Ant. The young rogue ha;) made a pretty choice, fag;l.

0.
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Clo. This Don Charino, who was very near having
the honour of calling me fon. This my elder brother—
and this my noble uncle, Don Cbholerick—Snap/borto de
7 e%y

.. Lew.. Puppy.

Ch. Peevilh?Py

D. Lew. Madam, I with you joy with all my heart;
but truely, I can’t much advife you to marry this gentle-
man, becaufe, in aday or two, you’ll really find him ex-
tremely fhocking; thofe that know him, generally give
him the title of Don Difmallo Thick/cullo de Halfwitto.

Clo. Well faid, nuncle, ha, ha! -

D Dus. Are you provided of a prieft, fir?

Clo. Ay, ay, pox on him, wou’d he were come tho”.

D. Du. Sowouw’d I, I want the cue to aét this juftice
on my honour ; yet I cannot read the folly in her looks.

] [Afide.

Gow. You have furpriz’d us, madam, by this fudden
marriage. .

Elv. I may yet furprize you more, my lord.

D. Du. Sir, don’t you think your bride looks melan-
choly?

Cl. Ay, poor fool! fhe’s modeft but I have a
cure for that——Well, my princefs, why that demure
look now?

Elv. Iwas thinking, fir— .

Clo. T know what you think of———Yon don’t think
at all— You don’t know what to think—You neither
fee, hear, feel, fmell, nor tafte—You han’t the right
ufe of one of your fenfes—In fhort, you have it. Now,
my princefs, have not I nick’d it?

- "Elg. I am forry, fir, you know fo little of yourfelf, or
me. Enter a Servant.

Serw. Madam, the prieft is come.

- Elv. Let him wait, we’ve no occafion yet—Within
there—feize him. [Several Officers rufle in, awhko Jeize

D. Du. Ha! Clodio, and bind bim.
- Gow. What can this mean? ’

Clo. Gad me! what, ismy dear in her frolicks already ?

Elv. And now, my lord, your juftice on that- mur-_

derer.

3 Gov.
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Gov. How! madam!

Clo. That bitch, my fortune!

D. Lew. Madam, upon my knees, I beg you, don't
carry the jeft too far, but if there be any real hopes of
his having an halter, let’s know it in three words, that I
may be fure at once for ever, that no earthly thing, but
a reprieve, can fave him. [A4part to Elvira.

Ant. Pray, madam, who accufes him ?

Ely. His own confeflien, fir.

Car. Of murder, fay you, madam!

E/y. The murderof my brother.

Gov. Where was that confeflion made?

- Ely. After the fu&t was done, my lord, this man, pur-
fu’d by juftice, took fhelter here, and trembling, begg'd
of me for my protettion; he feem’d indeed a ftranger,
and his complaints fo pitiful, that I, little fufpicious of
my brother’s death, promis’d, by arathand folema vow,
1 wou'd conceal him: which vow Heav’n can witnefs
with what diftraftion in my thoughts I ftrictly kept, and
paid; but he alas! miftaken this my hofpitable charicy,
for the effes of a moft vile prepofterous love, procecds
upon his error, and in his letter here addrefles me for
marriage; which, I once having paid my vow, anfiwer’d
in fuch prevailing terms, upon his folly, as now have
unproteted, drawn him into the hands of juftice.

D. Du. She is innocent, and well has difappointed

my revenge. [Afide.
D. Lew. So, now I am a little eafy—The puppy wiil
be hang’d.

Gov. Give meleave, madam, to afk you yet fome for-
ther queflions.

Clo. Ay—-I fhall be hang’d, I believe. -

Cha. Nay then, ’tis time to take care of my daughter;
for I am now convinc’d, that my friend Clody is difpos’d
of—and fo, without compliment, doye fee, children—
Heav’n blefs you together [Foins Car. and Ang. hands.

Car. This, fir, 1s a time unfit to thank you as we

<ought.

Ant. Well, brother, I thank you however; Carlos is
an honeft lad, and well deferves her; bat poor Clod,’s -
il fortune I con’d never have fufpelted.

D2 D. Leav.
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D. Lew. Why, you wou’d be pofitive, though you
know, brother, I always told you, Difmal wou’d be
hang’d; I muft plagae him a little, -becaufe the dog has
been pert with me Clody ! how doft thou do? Ha!
why, you are ty’d!

Clo. I hate this old fellow, fplit me.

D. Lew. Thou haft really made a damn’d blunder
here, child, to invite fo many people to a marriage-knot,
and inftead of that, it’s like to be one under the left
ear.

Clo. I'd fain have him die.

D. Lew. Well, my dear, I’ll provide for thy going
off, owever; letme fee! you’ll only have occafion for a
nofegay, a pair of white gloves, ard a coffin: look you,
take you no care about the furgeons, you fhall not be
anatomiz’d—I’ll get the body off with a wet finger—
tho’ methinks I’d fain fee the infide of the puppy too.

Clo.- O! rot him, I can’t bear this.

D. Lew. Well, I won’t trouble you any more now,
child; if I am not engag’d, I don’t know, but I may
come to the tree, and fing a ftave or two with thee—Nay,
P11 rife on purpofe,—tho’ you will hardly fuffer before
twelve o’lock neither—ay, juft about twelvee———about
twelve you’ll be turn’d off.

Cl. Q! curfe confume him.

Gow. I am convinc'd, madam, the fa&t appears too

lain.
P D. Lew. Yes, yes, he’ll fuffer. [Afide.

Gow. What fays the gentleman? Do you confefs the
fa&t, fir?

Clo. Will itdo me any good, my lord?

Gow. Perhaps it may, if you can prove it was not
“done in malice.

Clo, Why then, to confefs the truth, my lord, I did
pink him, and am forry for’t; but it was none of my
tault, {plit me.

Elv. Now, my lord, your juftice. _

D Das. Hold, madam, that remains in me to give;
for know, your brother lives, and happy in the proof
of fuch a fifter’s virtue. [Difcovers bmg;{f

: Ve
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Ely. My brother! O! let my wonder fpeak my joy !

- Clo. Hey! (Clodio and bis friends feem furpriz’d.

Gov. Don Daart ! living and well! how came this
ftrange recovery ? '

D. Du. My body’s health the furgeon has reftor’d :
but here’s the true ‘phyfician of my mind : the hot dif-
temper’d blood, which lately render’d me offenfive to
mankind, his juft refenting fword let forth, which gave
me leifure to refle& upon my follies paft, and, by reflec-
tion, to reform. .

Elv. Thisis indeed a happy change.

. Gow. Releafe the gentleman.
" Cl‘Io. Here, T¢fty, prithee do fo much as untie this a
ittle.

D. Lew. Why, fo I will, firrah ; I find thou haft done
a mettled thing, and I don’t know whether it’s worth
my while to be thock’d at thee any longer.

Elv. I afk your pardon for the wrong I have done you,
fir, and bluth to think how much I owe you for a brother
thus reftor’d.

Clo. Madam, your very humble fervant, it’s mighty
well as icis.

D. Du. We are indeed his debtors both; and, fifter,
there’s but one way now of being grateful : for my fake,
give him fuch.returns of love, as he may yet think fit
to afk, or you with mcdefty can anfwer.

Clo. Sir, I thank you, and when you don’t think it
impudence in me to with myfelf well with your fifter, I
fhall beg leave to make ufe of your friendthip.

D. Du«. This modefty commends you, fir.

Ant. Sir, youhave propos’d like a man of honour, and
if the lady can but like of it, fhe fhall find thofe among
us, that will make up a fortune to deferve her.

Car. I with my brother well, and as I once offer’d him
to divide my birthright, I'm ready ftill to put my words
into performance.

D. Lew. Nay then, fince I find the rogue’s no longer
tike to be an enemy to Carlos, as faras a few acres go,
I’1l be his friend tco.

D. Du. fifter!

Elv, This is no trifle, brother; allow me a conve-

nient
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nient time to think, and if the gentleman continues to
deferve your friendfhip, he fhall not much complain I
am his enemy.
D. Lew.'So! now it will be a wedding again, faith.
¢ D. Man. Andif this kind example could prevail on
¢ you
¢ Lou. If it could not, your merit has fuflicient power :
¢ from this moment, I am yours for ever.
¢ D. Man. Which way fhall I be grateful ?
¢ Clo. Nay then, ftrike up again, boys---and, with the
¢ lady’s leave, I’ll make bold to lead ‘em up a dance
¢ a la mode &’ Angleterre. . [They dance.
¢ D. Lew. So! fo! bravely done of all fides ; and now
¢ Carlos, we’ll e’en toaft our nofes over a chirping bottle
¢ and laugh at our paft fortune.’
Car. Come, my Angelina!
Our bark, at length, has found a quiet harbour,
And the diftrefsful voyage of our Icves,
Ends not alone in fafety, but reward.
Now we unlade our freight of happinefs, '
Of which, from thecalone, my fhare’s deriv’d :
For all my former fearch in deep philofophy,
Not knowing thee, was a mere dream of life :
But love, in one foft moment, taught me more’
‘Than all the volumes of the learn’d cou’d teach ;
Gave me the proof when nature’s birth began.
. To what great End th’ ETernaL form’d 2 Man.
, [ Excwrt omnes,

EPI.
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AN Epilogue’s a tax on authors laid,
 And full as much unwillingly is paid.
Géod lines, I grant, are little worth, but yet,
Cuin bas been always eafier rais’d, than wit.
(I fear we'd made but <very poor campaigns,
Had funds been levy’d from the grumbling brains. )
Befide, to avhat poor purpofe fbould we plead,
When you have once refolv’d a play fball blced ?
- But then again, awretch, in any cafe,
Has leawe to fay why fentence foould not pafs.
Firft, Ict your cenfure from pure judgment flow, ]
And mix awith that, fome grains of mercy too ;
On jome your praife like wanton lovers you beffow.
Thus bave you known a woman plainly fair,
Ar firft fearce aworth your two days pains or care ;
Without a charm, but being young and new :
( Ycu thought five guineas far beyond her due.)
But when purfu’d by fome gay leading lover,
Then every duy ber eyes new charms difcover ;
T5ll at the laf, by crouds of beaus admir'd,
8B bas rais'd ber price, to what her heart defir'd, }
New gowns and petticoats, awbhich ber airs requir’d,
8o mifs, and poet too, when once cry’d up,
Believe their reputation at the top ;
Ard kncav, that while the liking fit has feiz’d you,
She cannot look, he avrite, too ill ts pleafe you.
H.av can you bear a fenfe of love fo grofs,
To let mere fafbion on your tafle impofe ?
Your tafte refin’d, might add to your delight ;
Pozts from you are taught to raife their flight ; }
For as you learn tojudge, they learn to write,

F I N I &
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SHE WOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT;
OR, THE‘; KIND IMPOSTOR.

A COMEDY. BY COLLEY CIBBER.
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE.
Regulated from thé 1ompt 1500k, by permifSon of the Managers,
By MR. Dophing rromprER.

CHARACTERISTICKS.

Slylooks, the bamboozler!==111 try if the old put can bamboozle or no—=Pray, give m¥
Bumble fervice to the politician, and tell him that to your knowlcdge the old fcllow, the old
put, d’ ye fee, knows how to bamboozle as wali as him(elf. DON MANUEL-

A man of honour can never fpeak like a rafcal==The villany I will dete& tho’ I lofe my
life=Be affured of this, I never can forgive 2 villain—~Thy mifirefs! if it were, my friend-
fhip and my honour would oblige me to defift. DON PHILTP.

You are the father of my miftrefs, and fomething too old to anfwer as you ought this
wrong ; fore 171l look for repiatation where I can with honour take it~=~The man that
offers at Rofara’s love fhall have one virtue, éourage, at leaft; 1’1l be his proof of that, and
ere he fteps before me force him to deferve her. OCTAVIO.

1ndeed, my friend Treppanti, thou art in a very-thin condition; thou haft neither mafier,
‘meat, nor money=—Fafling is the devil !=I had rather have no ftomach to my meat than no
meat to my flomach——Ptha! I have 2 lotiging==T cann’t call it a lodging neither==that is, I

rhave a==Sometimes I am here, fometimes I am there, and fo here and there onc makes thift
you know==I fcldom eat at home indeed=—things are generally fo out of order there that—
Profeffion Sir!==I, I=—"0ds me! Profeffion! really Sir I do not ufe to profefs much ; I am
a plain dealing fort of a man: if I fay I'll ferve a gentleman he may depend upon me=if I
had been bred to the gowa [ dare veature to fay I -become a lic as well as any man that
wears it. - TRAPPANTT.

Portmantesu==Sir, as I hope to breathe T made all the fricteft fearch in the world, and

-drank at every houfc upon the road going and coming, and afk’d about it ; foatiajtas Twas
coming within a mile of the town here I found then==~that it muft certainly be lofi==If ¥
know any thing about it I with I may be burnt, S0TO.

‘Why, I engag’d him=—To my whole fex rather thar own I lov’d him.—I could not bear
the thought of parting with my power. Doa PLilip came to take lcave of me,-in hopes, I
fuppofe, I would have Raid him~—and though I could have given my foul to havedeferred it
==—yet I, from the pure fpirit of contradi®ion, Iwore to myfcif I would not bid him do it—
1 hate my interefl, and would owe no power or titie but to love==Thefe men~I do not
Xknow=—one does not care to be rid of 'em neither. HYPOLITA.

1’1l have no man but an hufband, and no hufband but Otavic=—=The man that T marry
‘will be fure of mylove; but for the man that marries me mercy on him!=—You ought to
fcorn me, fince you arc affured I muft be falfe before 1 can be your’s==Call it not ingratitude
or feorn, but faith unmov’d and juftice to the man I love.—I have told you my humour; if
you like it you have a good flomach. ROSARA.

For my part I can puth no more than I can fwim==I can fcold when my blood is up—
“Then Don look to yourfelf; if I do not give you as goed as you bring I *11 be content to wear
breeches as long as I live, though I lofe the end of my fex by it==Egad methinks thefe
breeches give me fuch a mettled air I cann’t help fancying but that I left my fex at home
in my petticoats==Damn me! Very civil egad !—You-little fon of a whore! FLORA.

Come, come, if O&avio muft be the man, I fay let Don Philip be the hufband=If your
father furprife us T have a lie ready to back hi ift! OQavio, O@avio’s puth-
ing his fortune; he’ll have a wife or a halter, that is pofitive=My advice begins to work
with her, to give ‘the pof of hufband to OQavio’s rival, and put ORavio in for a de<
puty. VILETTA
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TO THE MOST ILLUSTRIOU &
JAMES DUKE OF ORMOND.

May it pleafe your Grace,
OUR late happy news from Vigo had fo general an in~
fluence on the minds of the people that it’s no wonder
this play had a favourable reception, when the cheerful-
nefs and good humour of the Town inclined ’em to en-
courageevery thing that carried the leaft pretence to divert
’emn: but the beft part of its fortune is, that its appearing
firft this feafon has given it a fort of a title to your Grace’s
prote&ion, by being at the fame time (among many other
acknowledgments) the inftsument of the ftage’s general
thanks for the profperous days we promife ourfelves from
the confequence of fo glorious an aétion ; an a&ion which,
confidered with the native greatnefs of your mind, will
eafily perfuade us that the only reafon to fuppofe the an-
cient heroes greater than the modern is, that they had bet-
ter poets to record ’em: but from your Grace’s happy
condué this fummer we are convinced that their poetry
may now outlive their greatnefs; and if Modefty would
fuffer Truth to fpeak, fhe’d plainly fay what they did fell
as fhort of you as what you did exceeds what they have
greatly faid ; that they wrot€ asboldly as the Englifh fight,
and you lead ’em with the fame fpirit that the Ancients.
wrote. ‘ ’

The riation’s publick and folemn praife to Heaven, and:
that under their reprefented thanks in parliament to you,.
the univerfal joy, and the deafening acclamations that.
echoed your return, were ftrong confeffions of a benefit
received beyond their power to repay; and to oblige be-
yond that power is truly great and glorious. But-Pro-
vidence has fixed you in fo eminent a degree of honour
and of fortune that nothing but the glory of the aion
can reward it. The unfeigned and growing wifhes you
have planted in the people’s hearts are a fincere acknow-
ledgment that’s never paid but when great a&ions like
your own deferve it, which have been fo frequent in the
dangerous and delightful fervice of your country that you.
at laft have warmed their gratitude into a cordial love; for
*tis hard to fay that we were more pleafed with our vic--

Ajj
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tory than that the Duke of Ormond brought it us. But I
forget myfelf; the pleafure of the fubjet had almoft made
me infenfible of the danger of offerding. IfI were fpeak-
ing to the world only I have faid too little ; but while your
Grace is my reader I know the feverity of your virtue
won’t eafily forgive me unlefs I let the fubje& fall, and
immediatcly conclude myfelf,

May it pleafe your Grace,
your Grace’s moft devoted,
moft obliged, and

o mofl vbedient fervant,

Co CIBBER»



PROLOGUE
CRI TICKS! tho' plays wwithout your finiles Subfift,
Yet this wwas wwrit to reach your gen’ rous tafte,
Aud not in flern contempt of any other guefi.
Our bumble Autbor thinks a play fbould be,
TLo* ty’d to rules, like a good fermon, free
From pride, and floop to each capacity;
Tho' be dares not, like fome, depend alone.
Upon a fingle chara&cr new fBown,
Oy only things wwell faid, to draw the Town.
Such plays, like loofer beanties, may bave pow'r
To pleafe, and [part away a wanton bour,
But wit and bumour with a juft defign
Cba<m, as wben beauty, fenfe, and virtue, join.
Such wwas bis juft attempt, 5o’ *tis confef?
He’s only vain enough ¢ bave done bis beft;
For rules are but the pofis that mark the courfe
Which way the rider foould dire? bis borfe : .
He that miflakes bis ground is cas’ly beat,
Tho' be that runs it true may n't do the feat, .
For’tis the ffraining genins that mufl win the beaf,
O’er chokejade to the ditch a jade may lead, .
But the.true proof of Pegafus’s breed
Is avben the laft ac? turns the lands with Dimple’s [peeds
View then, in fbort, the method that be takes :
His plot and perfons be from nature makes,
Who for no bribe of jeft be willingly forfakes:
His wit, ifany, mingles with bis plet,
Whicb fould on no temptation be forgot :
His afiion’s in the time of alling done,
No more than from the curiain, up and down :
While the firft mufick plays be inoves bis feene
A little fpace, but never fifts again.
From bis defign no perfon can be fpar’d,
Or fpecches lopt, unlefs the wbhule be marr’d.
Yo fcenes of tall for talling’s fuke are foewn, .
Where moff abruptly, when their chat is done,
Adtors go off becaufe the poet ann’t go om;
His firft aéd offers fomething to be done, .
And all the reft but lead that aélion on,
Which wben pus fuing feenes i 1b’ end difcover
The game’s run down, of courfe the play is over.

Aliij;
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Fbus smuch be thought 't was requifite to fay,
{ For all bere are not criticks born ) that they
Who only us’d to like might learn to tafle a play. }
But now be flies for refuge to the fair,
Whom be muft own the ablefl judges bere,
Since all the fprings of bis defign but move
From beausy’s cruelty fubdu’d by love ;
E'en they whofe bearts are yet untouch’d muft know
In the fame cafe fure what their own wou'd do: }
You beft fbould judge of love fince Love is born of you.

. Dramatis Perfonae.

MEN.

Drury-Lane.  Coveni-Gardex,
Bon Manvr, father to Ro- Mr, Yates.  Mr. Shuter.

fara,
- Don Paur, fighted by Hy- 1 p penfiey.  Mr. Benfley.
polita,
Don Louis, nephew to Don Mr. Whitfield. Mr. Booth
Manuel, : o :

#Dcravip,in love withRofara, Mr. Brercton. Mt. Wroughton.

TRAPPANTI, a caft fervant of .
Dao Philip’s, Mr. King. Mr. Woodward._‘
Soto, fervant to Don Philip, ~ Mr. Baddeley. Mr. Dunftall.

Hoft, Alguasil, and Servants.

WOMEN.
.HyropiTa, fecretly in love . . .
with Don Philip, Mrs. King.  Mifs Macklin.
RojsaRrajinlove with O&avio, Mifs Hopkins. Mrs. Mattocks.

FLORA, gon.ﬁdant to Hypolita, Mrs. Greville. Mrs. Leflingham.
ViLeTTa,Womanto Rofara,  Mrs. Davies, Mrs, Pitt,

.

SCENE MADRID,



SHE WOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT *.

ACTI.
SCENE, an inn in Madrid.

Enter TrAPPANT1 alone, talking to himfelf.
1 NDEED, my friend Trappanti, thou’rt in a very thin
condition ; thouhaft neither mafter, meat, normoney : not
_but, could’ft thou part with that unappeafable itch of
eating too, thou haft all the ragged virtues that were re-
quifite to fet up an ancient philofopher: contempt and
poverty, kicks, thumps, and thinking, thou haft endured
withthe beft of ’em ; but—when Fortune turns thee up to
hard fafting, that is to fay, pofitively not eating at ali,:I
perceive thou art a downright dunce, with the fame fto-
mach and no more philofophy than a hound upon horfe-
fleh—Fafting ’s the devil!—Let me fee—thisI take itis
the moft frequented inn about Madrid, and if akeen gueft
or two fhould drop in now—Hark!

Hoft within.] Take care ofthe gentlemenshorfes there ;
fee ’em well rubbed and littered.

Trap. Jult alighted! if they do but ftay to eat now!
Impudence affit me. Hah! a couple of pretty young
fparks faith!

Enter Hypovr1Ta andFLor A in mens® babits, aServant with
- @ portmanteau.
Trap. Welcome to Madrid Sir; welcome Sir.
Flo. Sir, your fervant.
_Serv. Have the horfes pleafed your Honour?

- Hyp. Very well indeed friend. Prithee fet down the
portmanteau, and fee that the poor creatures want no-
thing : they have performed well, and deferve our care.

rap. I'll take care of that Sir. Here, hoftler.
[ Exeun: Trap. and Servant.

Flo, And pray, Madam, what do I deferve that haveloft
the ufe of limbs to keep pace with you? *Diheart! you
whipt and fpurred like a foxhunter: it’sa fign you had a
Jover in view : I’m fure my fhoulders ake as if I had car-
ricd my horfe on ’em.

* The lines marked with inverted éommas are omitted in the
reprefentation.

-
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Hyp. Poor Flora! thouart fatigued indeed ; but I fhall
find a way to thank thee for’t.

Flo. Thank me quotha! egad I fha’n’t be able to fit
this fortnight. Well, I'm glad our journey’s at an end
however : and now, Madam, pray what do you propofe
will be the end of our journey ? |

Hyp. Why, now, I hope the end of my withes—Don:
Philip, I need not tell you how far he is in my heart.

Flo. No, your fweet ufage of him told me that long
enough ago; but now it feems you think fit to eonfefs it :
and what is’t you love him for pray? -

Hyp. His manner of bearing that ufage.

Flo.. Ah, dear pride! how we love to have it tickled *
But he does not bear if you fee, for he’s coming poft to
Madrid to marry another woman ; nay, one he never faw.

Hyp. An unknown face cann’t have very far engaged
him.

Flo. How came he to be engaged to herat all >

Hyp. Why, I engaged him.

Flo. To another!

Hyp. To my whole fex rather than own I loved him.-
_ Flo. Ah, done like a woman of courage!

Hjyp. 1 could not bear the thought of parting. with my
power; befides, he-took me at fuch an advantage, and
prefled me fo home to a furrender, I could have tore him
piecemeal.

Flo. Ay, I warrant you,an infolent—agreeable, puppy.
¢ Well, but to leave impertinence Madam, pray how came
¢ you to-fquabble with him?

Hyp. < I'll tell thee Flora: you knew Don Philip wants
¢ no charms that can recommend a lover; in birth and
¢¢ quality I confefs him my fuperiour ; and ’tisthe thought
< of that has been a conftant thorn upon my wifhes. Ine-
¢t ver faw him in the humbleft pofture but ftill I fancied
¢“ he fecretly prefumed his rank and fortune might de-
¢ ferve me : this always ftung my pride, and made me over-
¢« adt it: nay, fometimes when his fufferings have almoft
¢ drawn tears into my eyes I’ave turned the fubje& with
¢ fome trivial talk, or hummed a fpiteful tune, though I
¢ believe his heart was breaking.

Flor. ¢ A very tender principle truly.

Hyp. «“Well, I don’tknow,’t was in my nature. But to:
¢ procced—this and worfe ufage continued a long times; |
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¢ at laft, defpairing of my heart, he then refolved to do a
¢¢ violence on his own, by confenting to his father’s com-
¢ mands of marrying a lady of confiderable fortune here
¢¢ in Madrid. The match is concluded, articles are fealed,
¢¢ and the day is fixed for his journey. Now the night be-
¢¢ fore he fet out he came to take his leave of me, in hopes,
¢¢ I fuppofe, I would have ftaid him. I need not tell you
¢ my confufion at the news; and though I could have given
¢¢ my foul to have deferred it, yet finding him, unlefs I
¢¢ bad him ftay, refolved upon the marriage, I (from the
¢¢ pure fpirit of contradi¢tion) fwore to myfelf I would
¢¢ not bid him do it, fo called for my veil, and told him
¢¢ I was in hafte, begged his pardon, your, fervant, and fo
¢¢ whipped to prayers. v

Flo, ¢ Well {2id agzain ; that was a clincher. Ah, had
¢¢ not you better been at confeflion?

Hyp. “ Why, really, I might have faved a long journey
¢ by it. T'o be fhort, when I came from church Don Philip
¢¢ had left this letter at home for me, without requiring
¢ an anfwer—read it—

Flo. reads.] ¢ Your ufage has made me juftly defpair
¢ of you, and now any change muft better my condition;
¢¢ at leatt it has reduced me to the neceflity of trying the
¢¢ Jaft remedy, marriage with another; if it prove ineffec-
¢¢ tual I only with you may at fome hours remember how
¢¢ little caufe I have given you to have made me for ever
¢ miferable. Puirie.”
¢¢ Poor gentleman ! very hard, by my confcience! Indeed,
¢ Madam, this was carrying the jeft a little too far.

Hyp. ¢ Ah,bymanyalong mile Flora; but what would
* you have a woman do when her hand’s in? '

Flo. ¢ Nay, the truth on’t is, we never know the dif-
#¢ ference between enough and a furfeit;”’ but love be
praifed your proud ftomach’s come down for’t.

Hyp. Indeed *tis not altogether fo high as’twas. In a
word, his laft letter fet me at my wit’s end, and when I
came to myfelf you may remember you thought me be-
witch’d, for Iimmediately called for my boots and breech-
es, a ftraddle we got, and fo rode after him.

Flo. Why truly, Madam, as to your wits,” I’ave not
much altered my opinion of ’em, for I cann’t fee what you
propofe by it.
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Hyp. My whole defign, Flora, lies i in this portmanteau
and thefe breeches.

Flo. A notable defign no doubt ; but pray let ’s hear it.

Hyp. Why, I do propofe to be twice married between-
‘em.

Flo. How! twice?

Hyp. By the help of the portmanteau I intend to marry
myfelf to Don Philip’s new miftrefs, and then—1I"Il put
off my breeches and marry him.

Flo. Now I begin to take ye: but pray, what’s in the
portmanteau, and how came you by 1t?

Hyp. I hired one to fteal it from his fervant at the laft
inn we lay at in Toledo. In it are jewels of value, prefents
to my bride, gold good ftore, fettlements, and credential
letters, to certify that the bearer(which I intend to be my-
¢ felf) is Don Philip, only fon and heir of Don Fernando
¢¢ de las Torres, now refiding at Seville, whence we came.

Flo. A very{mart undertaking by mytroth! And pray,
Madam, what part am I to aét?

Hyp. My woman fill; when I cann’t lie for myfelf you
are to do it for me in the perfon of a coufingerman.

Flo. And my name is to be

Hyp. Don Guzman, Diego,Mendez, or what you pleafe:
be your own godfather.

Flo. Egad 1 begin to like it mightily; this may provea
very pleafant adventure, if we can but come off without
fighting, whichby the way I do n’t eafily perceive we fhall;
for to be fure Don Philip will make the devil to do with"
us when he finds himfelf here before he comes hither.

Hyp. Oh, let me alone to give him fatisfaéion.

Flo. I’m afraid it muft be alone if you do give him fa-
tisfa&ion ; for my part I can puth no morethan I can fwnm.

Hyp. But can you bully upon occafion.

Flo. I can fcold when my blood ’s up.

Hyp. That’s the fame thing : bullying would be fcold-
ing in petticoats.

Flo. Say ye fo? why then, Don, look to yourfelf; if }
don’t give you as good as you bring I’ll be content to
wear breeches as long as I live, though I lofe the end of
my fex by it. Well, Madam, now you have opened the
plot, pray when is the play to begm ?

Hjyp. I hope to have it all over in lefs than four hours:
we’ll jult refP efh ourfelves with what the houfe affords,




Aal. SHE WOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT. 11

comb out our wigs, and wait upon my father-in-law—
How now ! what would this fellow have ?
Enter TRAPPANTI.

Trap. Servant, gentlemen; I have taken nice care of
your nags; good cattle they are by my troth! right and
found I warrant ’em ; they deferve care, and they have
had it, and fhall have it if they ftay in this houfe 1
always ftand by, Sir, fee em rubbed down with my own
eyes—Catch me trufting an hoftler I’ll give you leave to
fill for me and drink for me too.

Flo. T have feen this fellow fomewhere.

Trap. Heyday! what, no clothlaid! was ever fuch at-
tendance ! Hey,houfe'tapﬂ;er'landlord' hey! [ Knocks.]
‘What was it you befpoke gentlemen ?

Hyp. Really, Sir, Iafk yourpardon, I have almoft for-

ot you.
& Trap Pfhah! dear Sir, never talk of it Ilivehere hard
by—1have alodging—I cann’tcallit a ]odgmg neither—
that is, I have a~——Sometimes I am here, and fometimes I
am there; and fo here and there one makesfhift you know.
—Hey! will thefe people never come? [ Knacks.

Hyp. You give a very good account of yourfelf Sir.

Trap. Oh, nothing at all Sir. Lord Sir—was it fith or
flefh Sir?

Flo. Really, Sir, we have befpoke nothing yet.

Trap. Nothing ! for fhame! it’s a fign you are young
travellers. You don’t know this houfe Sir; why, they’ll

“let you ftarve if you don’t ftir and call, and that like thun-
der too Hey! - [ Knocks.
p. Ha! you eat here fometnmes I prefume Sir.

7£ap Umph!—Ay Sir, that’s as it happens—1I fel-
dom eat at home indeed—things are generally, youknow,
fo out of order there that—Did you hear any frefh news
upon the road Sir?

Hjyp. Only, Sir, that the King of France loft a great

- horfe-match upon the Alps t’ other day.

Trap. Hah! a very odd place for a horfe-race—but the
King of France may do any thing—Did you come that
way gentlemen, or—Hey! [ Knocks.

Enter Hoft.
Hoft. Did you call gentlemen ?
Zrap. Yes, and bawl too Sir. Here the gemlemen are




12 SHE WOU’D AND $HE WOU’D NOT. - Aa L.

almoft famifthed, and nobody comes near ’em. What have
you in the houfe now that will be ready prefently. -

Hofl. You may have what you pleafe Sir.

Hyp. Can you get us a partridge?

Hoft. Sir, we have nopartridges; but we’ll get you what
you pleafe in 2 moment. We have a very good neck of mut-
ton Sir; if youpleafe it fhall be clapped down ina moment.

Hyp. Have you no pigeons or chickens?

Hoft. Truly, Sir, we have no fowl inthe houfe at prefent ;
if youpleafe you may have any thing elfe in a moment.

Hyp. Then prithee get us fome young rabbits. .

Hoft. Upon my word, Sir, rabbits arefo fcarce they are
not to be had for money.

Flo. Have you any fith?

Hoft. Fifh Sir! 1dreft yefterday the fineft difhthat ever
came upon a table ; I am forry wehave noneleft Sir; but
if you pleafe you may have any thing elfe in a moment.

7rap. Pox on thee! haft thou nothing but any thing
elfe in the houfe?

Hoft. Very good mutton Sir.

- Hyp. Prithee get us a breaft then.

Hoff. Breaft! don’t you love the neck Sir?

Hyp. Ha’ ye nothing in the houfe but the neck ? .

Hofl. Really,Sir, wedo n’tufe to be fo unprovided, but
at prefent we have nothing elfe left.

Zrap. Faith Sirt I don’t know but a nothing elfe may
be very good meat when Any Thmg Elfeis not to be had.

Hyp. Then, prithee friend, let’s have thy neck of mut-
ton before that is gone too.

Trap. Sir, he fhall lay it down thls minute; 1’1l fee it
done. Gentlemen, I'll wait upon ye prefeatly ; forami §
nute I muft beg your pardon, and leave to lay the cloth
myfelf. -~ .

Hyp. By no means Sir.

Trap. No ceremony dear Su" indeed I'1l do it.

+ [Exeunt Hoft and Trap.

Hyp. What can thls familiar puppy be?

Flor. With much ado I'have recolle&ed hjs face. Don’t
you remember, Madam, about two or three yearsago Don
Philip had a trufty fervant, called Trappanti, that ufed
now and then to flip a note into yourhand as you camg
from church?

4
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Hyp. Isthis hethat Philip turned away for faying I was
as proud as a beauty, and homely enough to be good hu-
moured ?

Flo. The very fame I affure ye; only, as you fee, ftar-
ving hasaltered his air a little.

Hyp. Poor fellow! Iamconcerned for him.What makes
him fo far from Seville?

Flo. I am afraid all places are alike to him.

Hyp. I have a great mind to take him into my fervice ;
his afflurance may be ufeful as my cafe ftands.

Flo. You would not tell him who you are?

Hyp There’s no occafion for it—I’ll talk with him.

LEnter TrAPPANTI.

Trap. Your dinner’s upon the fpit gentlemen, and the
cloth 18 laid in the beft room—Are you not for a whet
Sir? What wine? what wine? hey!

Flo. We give you trouble Sir.

Trap. Not in the leaft Sir—Hey! [ Knocks.

Enter Hoft. .

Hoft. D’ ye call gentlemen ?

Hyp. Ay; what wine have ye?

Hoff. What fort you pleafe Sir.

Flo. Sir, will you pleafe to name it ? [To Trap.

T rap. Nay, pray Sir.

Hyp. No ceremony dear Sir! upon my word you fhall.

7 rap. Uponmy foul you’llmake meleave ye gentlemen.

Hyp. Come, come, no words. Prithee you fhall.

Trap. Pha! but why this among friends now ? Here—
have ye any right Galicia?

Hoft. The beft in Spain I warrant it.

Trap. Let’s tafte it; if it be good fet us out half-a-
dozen bottles for dinner.

Hafl. Yes Sir. [ Exit Hoft.

Flo. Who fays this fellow’s a-ftarving now? On my
confcience the rogue has more impudence than a lover at
midnight.

Hyp. Hang him, ’tis inoffenfive, I’ll humour him—
Pray, Sir, (for I find we are like to be better acquainted,
therefore I hope you won’t take my queftion ill) ‘

Trap Oh, dear Sir!

i What profeflion may you be of ?
7'{-ap Profeffion Sir--I--1--’Odsme ? here ’s the wine.

B

’
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Enter Hofl.
Come, fill out—=—hold—let me tatte it firt—Ye blockhead,
would ye have the gentleman drink before he knows whe-
therit be goodor not ? [ Drinks.]—Yes, ’t will do—Give
me the bottle, I’ll fill myfelf. Now, Sir, is not that a glafs
of right wine? .

Hyp. Extremely good indeed
quettion.

‘2]"] rap. I ’'mafraid, Sir, that mutton won’t be enough for
usall. -

Hyp. Oh, pray Sir, befpeak what you pleafe.

Trap. Sir, your moft humble fervant—Here, mafter!
prithee get us a—ha! ay, get us a dozen of poached eggs,
a dozen, d’ ye hear—juft to—pop down a little.

Hofl. Yes Sir. [Going.

Trap. Friend let there be a little flice of bacon to
every one of them.

Hyp. But Sir _

Trap. ’Odfo! I'had like to have forgot—here a—San-
cho, Sancho! Ay, is not your name Sancho?

Hof. Diego Sir.

Trap. Oh ay, Diego; that s trucindeed, Diego. Umph!

Hyp. I muft €'en let him alone ; there’s no putting in
a word till his mouth ’s full.

Trap. Come, here’s to thee Diego—{[ Drinks and fills
again.] That I fhould forget thy name though.

" Hoft. No great harm Sir.

Trap. Diego, ha! a very pretty name faith—1I think
ycu are married, are you not Diego?

Hoft. Ay, ay, Sir.

Zrap. Ha! bow many children?
Hoft. Nine givls and a boy Sir. )
Trap. Hal! nine girls Come, here’s to thee again
~ Diego— Nine girls! a ftirring woman 1 dare fay ; a good
houfewife, ha Dicgo!

Hoft. Pretty well Sir,

Trap. Makes ail her pickles herfelf I warrant ye—
Docs fhe do olives well? :

Hoft. Will you be pleafed to tafte ’em Sir?
Trap. Tafte ’em! hum! prithee let ’s have aplate Diego.

Hoft. Yes Sir.

Hyp. And our dinner as foon as you pleafe Sir; when
it's ready call us.

But, Sir, as to my
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Hoft. Yes Sir. [ Exit Hofl.

Hyp. But, Sir, I was afking you of your profeffion.

Trap. Profeflion! really, Sir, I do n’t ufe to profefs
much: I am a plain dealing fort of a man; if Ifay 1'll
{erve a gentleman he may depend upon me.

Flo. Have you ever ferv'd Sir?

Trap. Not thefe two laft campaigns.

Hyp. How fo? :

Trap. Some words with my fuperiour officer; I was a
little too free in {peaking my mind to him.

Hyp. Don't you think of ferving again Sir?

Trap. If a good poft falls in my way.

Hyp. I.believe I could help you—Pray, Sir, when you
ferv'd laft did you take pay or wages?

Trap. Pay Sir! Yes Sir, I was paid, cleared fub-
fiftence and arrears to a farthing.

Hyp. And our late commander’s name was——

Trap. Don Philip de las Torres.

Hyp. Of Seville ?

Trap. Of Seville.

Hyp. Sir, your moft humble fervant. You need not be
curious, for I am fure you do n’t know me, though I do
you and your condition, which I dare promife you I"ll
mend upon our better acquaintance : and your firft ftep to
deferve it is to anfwer me honeftly to a few queftions.
Keep your aflurance fill; it may do me fervice; I fhall
like you better for it. Come, here’s to encourage you.

[ Gives him mone;.

Trap. Sir, my humble fervice to you.

Hyp. Well faid.

Flo. Nay, I’ll pafs my word he fha’ n’t dwindle into.
modetty.

Trap. I never heard a gentleman talk better in mylife.
1 have feen fuch fort of a face before; but where I
don’t know, nor I don’t care. It’s your glafs Sir.

Hyp. ¢ Gramercy! here coufin. [ Drinks to Flora.]?
Come now, what made Don Philip turn you out of his
fervice? why did you leave him?

Trap. *Twas time I think; his wits had left him—the
man was mad.

Hyp. Mad !

Trap. Ay, ttark mad—in love,

Hyp. Inlove? how pray?
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Trap. Very deep--up to the ears--over head--drowned
by this time—he would in—I would have had him ftop-
ped when he was up to the middle.

Hyp. What was the he was in love with?

Trep. The devil.

Hyp. So, now for a very ugly likenefs of my own face.
{4fide.] What fort of a devil?

7 rap. The damning fort

Hyp. Had fhe no name?

Trap. Her Chriftian name was Donna Hypolita, but
her proper name was Shittlecock.

Flo. How d’ ye like that? [ Afide to Hyp.

Hyp. Pretty well. [ Afide to Flo.] Was fhe handfome?

Trap. Umph—To, fo.

 Flo. How d’ye like that? [To Hsp.

Hyp. Umph fo, fo. [To Flo.] Had fhe wit?

Trap. Sometimes.

Hyp. Good humour?

Trap. Very feldom.

Hyp. Proud?

Trap. Ever.

Hyp. Was the honeft?

Trap. Very proud.

Hyp. What, had fhe no good qualities?

Trap. Faith I don’t remember ’em.

Hyp. Ha! d’ye think fhe loved him?

Trap. If fhe did ’t was as the cobler loved his wife.

Hyp. How’s that?

Trap. Why, he beat her thricea-day, and told hisneigh-
bours he loved her ne’er the worfe, but he was refolved
.fhe fhould never know it.

Hyp. Did fhe ufe him fo very ill?

Trap. Like a jade.

Flo. How d’ye do now? [ 7o Hyp.

Hyp. I don’t know—methinks I—But fure; what,
was {he not handfome fay ye?

Trap. A devilith tongue.

Hyp. Was fhe ugly?

Flo. Ay, fay that at your peril. [ Afide.

Hyp. What was fhe? how did fhe look ?

Trap. Look! why faith the woman looked very well

when fhe had a blufh in her face.

Hyp. Did fhe often blufh?

~

a woman.

-
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Trap. I never faw her.

Hyp. Never faw her! had fhe no charm? what made
him love her?

Trap. Really I cann’t tell.

Flo. How d’ ye like the pi¢ture Madam? (Afide.

Hyp. Oh, oh, extremely well! the rogue has put me
into a cold fweat. I am as humble as an offending lover.

Enter Hofi.

Hoft. Gentlemen, your dinner’s epen the table.

[ Exit Hofl.

Hyp. That’s well. Come Sir; at dinner I'll give you
farther inftrutions how you may ferve yourfelf and me.

T rap. Come Sir. [ To Flora.

Flo. Nay, dear Sir! no ceremony.

Trap. Sir, your very humble fervant.

[ Asthey are going Hyp. flops them.

Hyp. Come back ;. here’s one I don't care fhould fee me.

Trap. Sir, the dinner will be cold.

Hyp. Do you ezt it hot then ; we are not hungry.

rap. Sir, your humble fervant again. [ Exit Trap.
Flo. You feem concern’d; who isit?
Hyp. My brother O&avio, as I live!—Come this way.
[ They retire.
Enter OcTAvio and a Servant.

04. Jafper, run immediately to Rofara’s woman; tell
her I am juft come to Town; flip that note into her hand:
and ftay for an anfwer.

Flo. ’Tts he.

Reenter Hoft condu@ing Dox Puivir.

Hoft. Here, Sir, pleafe to walk this way.

Flo. And Don Philip, by Jupiter!

D. Pk. When my fervant comes fend him to me imme-
diately.

Hofl. Yes Sir.

Hyp. Nay, then it istime for us to make ready—dlons !

[ Exeun: Llyp. and Flo.

0&. Don Philip!

D. Pk. Dear O&tavio! 4

0a. What lucky point of the compafs could blow us
one another fo?

D. Ph. Faith a wind very contrary to my inclination;
but the worft I fee blows fome good. I am overjoyed tofee
you—DBut what makes you fo.far from the army 2

B iij
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08. “ Who thought to have found you fo far from Se-
“ yille?

D. Pb. ¢« What do you dp at Madrid ?*’

04. Oh, friend, fuch an unfortunate occafion, and yet
fuch a lucky difcovery ! fucha mixture of joy and torment
no poor dog upon earth was ever plagued with.

D. Pb. Unnddle pray.

0&. Don’t you remember about fix months ago I
wrote you word of a dear, delicious, {prightly creature
that I had bombarded for a whole fummer to no purpoie?

D. Ph. 1 remember.

04. That fame {lly, ftubborn, charming, angel now
capitulates.

D. Ph. Then the ’s taker.

08.1 cann’ttell that ; for you muft know her perfidious
father, contrary to his treaty with me, and her inclination,
1s goung to——

D. Ph. Marry her to another.

04. Of a better eftate than mine it feems. She tells me

_here he is within a day’s march of her, begs me to come

upon the fpur to her relief, and if I do n’t arrive too late
confeflcs fhe loves me weil enough to open the gates and
let me enter the Town before him. There ’s her exprefs,
read it
Hyvrovrita, FLoRA, and TrAPPANTI, appear inthe balcony.

Hyp.Hark ! they are talking of amiftrefs—let us obferve.

Flo. Trappanti, there ’s your old maiter.

Trap. Ay, I know him again; but I may chance totell
him he did not know a good fervant when he had him.

D. Ph. reads.] ¢ My father has concluded a match for
‘ me with one I never{aw, andintendsin two daysto per-
¢ fet it; the gentleman is expeted every hour: in the
‘¢ mean-time if you know any friend that has a better titlg to
¢ me advife him forthwith to put in his claim. I am al-
‘“moft out of my fenfes, which you’ll eafily believe when
¢¢ I tell you if fuch a one fhould make hafte I fha’ n’thave
¢ time to refufe him any thing.”

Hyp. How ’s this?

D. Ph. No name. ,

04. She never would truft it in a letter.

Flo. If this fhould be Don Philip’s miftrefs?

Trap. Sir,you may take my word it is; I know the Iady,
and what the neightours fay of her.
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Hyp. This was a lucky difcovery—but huth.

D. Ph. What will you do in this cafe?

08. That I do n’t yet know ; * I am half diftra&ed ;’
I have jut fent my fervant to tell her Iam come to Town,
and beg an opportunity to fpeak with her; I long to fee
her; Iwarrant the poor fool will be fo foft and fo humble,
naw fhe ’s in a fright.

D. Ph, What will you propofe at your meeting her?

0&. I don’t know, may be another meeting; at leaft it
will come to a kind look, a kifs, good bye, and a figh—
Ah, if I can but perfuade her to run away with me!

D. Ph. Confider.

04. Ah, fo I do !"What pleafure ’t would be to have her
fteal out of her bed in a fweet moonthiny night ; to hear
her come pat, pat, pat,along in her flippers, with nothing
but a thin filk nightgown loofe about her, and in this
tempting drefs to have her jump into my arms breathlefs
with fear, ¢ her panting bofom clofe to mine, then to ftifle
¢¢ her with kiffes, and curl myfelf about her {mooth warm
¢¢ limbs that breathe an healing odour from their pores,
¢¢ enough to make the fenfes ake or fancy mad.”

D. Ph. O&avio, I envy thee; thou art the happieft man
in thy temper———

0&. And thou art the moft altered I ever knew. Prithee
what makes thee fo much upon the hum drum? Well, are
my fifter and you come to right underftanding yet ? when
do you marry?

Hyp. So, now I fhall have my pi€ture by another hand.

D. Ph. My condition, O&avio, is very much like your
miftrefs’s; fhe is going to marry the man fhe never faw,
and I the woman.

0@&. ’Sdeath! you make me tremble! I hope ’tis not my
miftrefs. ’ )

D, Ph. Thy miftrefs! that were an idle fear; Madrid’s
a wide place—or if it were, (fhe loving you) my friend-
thip and my honour would oblige me to defift.

0&. That’s generous indeed : but fill you amaze me!
Are you quite broke oft with my fifter? I hope fhe has
given you no reafon to forget her.

Hyp. Now I tremble. .

D. Ph. The mott fevere that ever beauty printed in the
heart of man; a coldnefs unaccountable to fenfe.

04. Piha! diffembled. -
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Hyp. Ha!

D. Ph. T cann’t think it ; lovers are foon flattered into
hope; but fhe appeared to me indifferent to fo nice a point
that fhe has ruined me without the trouble of refolving it.

Flo. Well, men are fools.

0&. And by this time fhes in fits for your leaving her;
*tis her nature; I know her from her bib and baby; I re-
member at five years old the vixen has fafted three days
together in pure fpite to her governefs.

Hyp. So!

04&. Nothing could ever, in appearance, make her plea-
fed or angry ; always too proud te be obliged, too high to
be affronted, and thought nothing fo low as to feem fond
of revenge : fhe had a ftomach that could digeft every thing
but humility.

Hyp. Goodlack Mr. Wit! -

0&. Yet with all this I’ave fometimes feen her good-
natured, generous, and tender.

Hyp. There the rogue was civil again.

D. Ph. 1 have thought fo too. - [Sighing.

Hyp. How can he fpeak of me with fo much generofity ?

0é&. For all her ufage of you I’ll be racked if fhe did
not love you. -

D. Ph. I rather think fhe hated me : however, now ’tis
paft, and I muft endeavour to think no more of her.

Hyp. Now I begin to hate myfelf.

0&. Then you are determined to marry this other lady

D. Ph. That’s my bufinefs to Madrid.

Trap. Which fhall be done to your hand.

D. Ph. Befides, I am now obliged by contraé&.

0&. Then, (though fhe be my fifter) may fome jealous
old illnatured dog revenge your quarrel to her.

Hyp. Thank you Sir.

D. Ph. Come, forget it.

Hyp. Come, we have feen enough. of the enemy’s mo-
tions to know ’tis time for us to decamp.

[ Exeunt Hyp. Flo. and Trap.

043. With all my heart; let’s go in and drink your new:
miftrefs’s health. When do you vifit her?

D. Ph. 1 intended it immediately, but an unlucky ac-
cident has hindered me; one of my fervants fell fick upon
the road, fo that I am forced to make fhift with one, and.
he is the moft negligent fottith rogue in nature, has left
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my portmanteau, where all my writings and letters of con-
cern are, behind him at the Jat Town we lay, fo that I
cann’t properly vifit the lady or her father till I am able
to aflure them who I am.

04. Why don’t you go back yourfelf to fee for ’em?

D. Ph. 1 have fent my fervant, for I am really tired: I
was loath to appear too much concerned for ’em, left the
rafcal fhould think it worth his while to runaway with them.

Enter Servant to O8avio.

0&. How now?

Serv. Here’s an anfwer Sir. [ Gives a letter.

0a&. to D. Ph.] My dear friend! I beg a thoufand par-
dons; I muft leave you this minute ; the kind creature has
fent for me. I am a foldier, you know, and orders muit
be obeyed ; when I come off o’ duty I’ll unmedxately wait

UPOI'I )'OU
D. Ph. You’ll find me here, or hear of me. Adieu.
Here, houfe! [Exit Oa.

\ Eﬂfef Heﬂ.

Prithee fee if my fervant be come yet.

Hof. 1 believe he is Sir; is he not in blue?

D. Ph. Ay, where is the fot?

Hof?. Juft refrefhing himfelf with a glafs at the gate.

D. Ph. Pray tell the gentleman I’d fpeak with him—

[ Exit Hof?.
In all the neceflaries of life there is.not a greater plague
than fervants. Hey, Soto!
Enter Soto drunk.

Sot.—Did you pleafe to—fuch !—call, Sir?

D. Pb. What’s the reafon, blockhead, I muft always
wait upon you thus?

Sot. Sir, I did not know any thing of it. I—I—came
as foon as you fe—fe—{fe—fent for me.

D. Ph. And why not without fending Sir? Did you think
T expeéted no anfwer to the bufinefs I fent you about-?

Sot. Yes Sir—1I did think you would be willing—that
is—to have an account—{o I ftaid to take a glafs at the
door, becaufe I would not be out of the way huh!

D. Ph. You are drunk rafcal [—~Where ’s the portman-
teau?

Sot. Sirlam here—if you pleafe I’ll give you the whole
account how the matter1s, huh'
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D. Ph. My mind mifgives me—{peak villain!—
[Stnh: bim.

Sot. I will Sir, as foon as I can put my words into an
intelligible order: I an’t running away Sir.

D. Ph. To the point firrah

Sot. Not of your fward dear Sir!

D. Ph. Sirrah, be brief, or I'll murder you : where’s
the portmanteau?

Sot. Sir,as Ihopeto breathe I made all the ﬂn&cﬂ: fearch
in the world, and drank at every houfe upon the road go-
ing and coming, and afked about it ; and fo at laft as I was
coming within a mile of the town here, I found then—

D. Pbh, What?

Sot. That it muft certainly be loft.

D. Ph. Dog! d’ye think this muft fatisfy me ?

[ Beats him.

Sot. Lord, Sir, you wont hear reafon Are you fure
you ha’n’tit about you ?—1If I know any thing of it 1 with
I may be burnt !

D. Ph. Villain ! your life cann’t make me fatisfaction.

Sot. No Sir, that ’s hard—a man’s life cann’t—for my
part I I

D. Ph. Why do I vent my rage againft a fot, a clod of
earth? I fhould accufe myfelf for trufting him:

Sot. Sir—1I had rather—bought a portmanteau out gf ;
my own pocket than have had fuch a life about it.

D. Ph. Be dumb!

Sot. Ahuh! Yes.

D. Pb. If this rafcal had ftole it fure he would not have
ventur’d to come back again—1I am confounded ! Neither
Don Manuel nor his daughter know me, norany of his fa-
mily. If I fhould not vifit him till I can receive freth let-
ters from my father he’ll in the mean-time think himfelf
affronted by my negle.—What fhall I do?~—Suppofe I
go and tell him my misfortune, and beg his patience till
we can hear again from Seville. I muft think. Hey, Sot!

[ Exeunt.
Reenter HyroriTa, FLORA, and TrAPPANTI.

Trap. Hold Sir, let me touch up vour foretop a little.

Hyp. ¢ So! my gloves”—Well, Trappanti, you know
your bufinefs, and if I marry the lady you know my pro-
mife too.

Trap. Sir, I fhall remember ’em both—’Odfo! I had
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like to have forgot—Here, houfe ! a bafon and wafhball—
I’ave a razor about me, hey! [ Knocks.

Hyp. What ’s the matter ?

Trap. Sir, you are not fhav'd.

Hyp. Shav’d !

 Trap. Ever while you live, Sir, go with a fmooth chin
to your miftrefs. Hey! [ Knocks.

Hyp. This'puppy does fo plague me with his imperti-
nence I fhall laugh out and difcover myfelf.

Frap. Why, Diego! :

Hyp. Plhaw! pritheedo n’t ftand fooling, we ’re in hafte.

Flo. Ay, ay, fhave another time. .

Trap. Nay, what you pleafe Sir, your beard is not
much, you may wear it to-day. [ Taking ber by the chin.

Fl. Ay, and to-morrow too : pray, Sir, will you fee
the coachready and put in the things?

Trap. Sir, I’ll {ee the coach ready and put in the things.

. ‘ . [Exit Trap.

Flo. Come, Madam, courage ! Now let’s do fomething
for the honour of our fex, give a proof of our parts, and
tell mankind we can contrive, fatigue, buftle, and bring
about as well as the beft of ’em.

Hyp. Well faid Flora: for the honour of our fex be it
then, and let the grave Dons think themfelves as wife as
they pleafe ; but Nature knows there goes more wit to the
management of fome amours than the hardeft point in po-
liticks;

Therefore to men th’ affair of ftate’s confin’d,
‘Witely to us the ftate of love’s affign’d, z
As love’s the weightier bus’nefs of mankind. [Exeunt. )

ACT II.
ScenE, Don Manuels houfe.
Enter Rosara and ViLeETTA.
ViLETTA.

H EAR reafon.

Rof. Talk of O&avio then.

Vil. How do you know but the gentleman your father
defigns you for may prove as pretty a fellow as he ? If you
fhould happen to like him as well would not that do your
bufinefs as well ?

Rgf. Do you expect O&avio fhould thank you for this?



24 SHE WOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT. A& [I

Vil. The gentleman is no fool.

Rof. He’ll hate any one that is not a friend to his love.

Zil. Hang ’em fay I: but cann’t one quench the thirit
without j Jumpmg into the river? is there no dlﬁ'erence be-
tween cooling and drowning ? O&avio’snowina very good
poft keep him there I know the man; he under-
ftands the bufinefs he is in to a hair; but faith you’ll fpoil
him ; he’s too pretty a fellow, and too poor a one, for an
lm[band -

Rof. Poor! he has enough.

Vil. That’s the moft he has.

Rof. *T'will do our bufinefs.

3/, But when you have no portion (which I’m afraid
vou won’t have with him) he’ll foon have enough of you,
and how will your bufinefs be done then pray ?

" Rof. Pfhaw! you talk like a fool.

Vil. Come, come, if O&avio muft be the man, I fay let
Don Philip be the hufband.

Rof. 1 tell you, fool, I’ll have no man but an hufband,
and no hufband but O&avio: when you find I am weary
of him 1’1l give you leave to talk to me of fomebody elfe.

Vil. In vain, I fee I ha’ done Madam—one muft
have time to be wife: but in the mean-while what do ye
refolve? pofitively not to marry Don Philip?

Rof. I don’t know what I fhall do till I fee O&avno.
‘When did he fay he would be here?

Vil. Oh! I dare not tell you Madam.

Rof. Why?

Vil. T am bribed to the contrary. -

Rof. By whom?

Vil. O&avio; he jult now fent-me this lovely piece of

“gold not to tell you what time he would be here.

Rof. Nay then, Viletta, here are two pieces that are
twice as lovely; tell me when I fhall fee him.

Zil. Umph! thefe are lovely pieces indeed. [ Smiling.

Rof. When Viletta? :

Vil. Have you no more of ’em Madam?

Rof. Pthaw! there, take purfe and all; will that content
thee?

Vil. Oh, dear Madam! I fhould be unconfcionable to
defire more; but really I was willing to have ’em all firft.

[ Courtefying.

2
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Rof. When will he come?

. Vil. Why the poor gentlemanhas been hankering about
the houfe this quarter of an hour; but I did not obferve,
Madam, you were willing to fee him till you had convmct.d
me by fo plain a proof.

Rof. Where’s my father?

Vil. Faft afleep in the great chair.

Rof. Fetch him in then before he wakes.

Vil. Let him wake, his habit will proteét him.

Rof. His habit?

Vil. Ay, Madam, he’s turned friar to come at you: if
your father furprifes us I have a lie ready to back him-—
Hift, O&avio! you may enter.

Enter OCTAV10 in a friar’s babit.

04. After a thoufand frights and fears do I live to fec
my dear Rofara once again, and kind ?

Rof. What fhall wedo O&avio? [ Looking kindlyon him.

0é&. Kind creature! De! why as lovers thould do; what
nobody canundos let’s run away this minute, tie ourfelves
faft in the church-knot, and defy fathers and mothers.

Rof. And fortunes too?

0&. Pfhaw! we fhall have it one day: they muft leave
their money behind them.

Rof. Suppofe you firft try my father’s good-nature?
You know he once encouraged your addrefles. .

0a. Firftlet’sbe faft married : perhaps he maybe good-
natured when he cann’t help it: ¢ If we fhould try him
¢ now ’twill but fet him more upon his guard againft us:
¢¢ fince we are lifted under Love” don’t let us ferve in a
feparate garrifon. Come, come, ftand to your arms, whip
a {uit of nightclothes into your pocket, and let’s march
off in a body together.

Rof. Ah! my father.

04. Dead!

Vil. '10 your fun&ion.

Enter Dox MANUEL.

D. Jfa. Viletta.

Vil. Sir.

D. Ma. Where’s my daughter?

. ¥il. Hift! don’t difturb her.

D. Ma. Difturb her! why, what’s the matter?

Vil. She’s at ccofcflion Sir.

C
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D. Ma. Confeffion! I don'tlike that; a young woman
ought to have no fins at all.

Vil. Ah! dear Sir, there’s no living without *em.

D. Ma. She’s now at years of difcretion.

Vil. There’s the danger Sir; fhe’s juft of the tafting
" age: one has really no relith of a fin till fifteen.

D. Ma. Ah! then the jades have fwinging ftomachs. I
find her averfion to the marriage I have propofed her has
put her upon difobedient thoughts: there can be no con-
feflion without guilt.

Fidl. Nor no pardon, Sir, without confeflion.

D. Ma. Fiddle faddle! I won’t have her feem wicked.
Hufly, you fhall confefs for her ; I’ll have her fend her fins
by you ; you know’em, I'm fure; but I'll know what the
friar has got out of her: Save you? father.

08&. Blefs you! fon.

D.Ma. How now, what ’s become of Father Benedié&t ?
why is not he here?

Vil. Sir, he is not well, and fo defired this gentleman,
his brother here, to officiate for him.

D. Ma. He feems very young for a confeflor.

Vil. Ay Sir; he has not been long at it.

0&. Nor don’t defire to be long nit: I wifh I under-
ftand it well enough to make a fool of my old Don here.

L 4f.

D. Ma. Well Sir,howdo you find the pulfe of Iniquity
beat there? what fort of fin has fhe moft ftomach to?

0&. Why truly, Sir, we have all frailties, and your
daughter has had moft powerful temptations.

D. Ma. Nay, the devil has been very bufy with her
thefe two days.

0a&. She has told me a moft lamentable ftory.

D. Ma. Ten to one but this lamentable ftory proves a
moft damnable lie.

04. Indeed, fon, I find by her confeffion that you are
much to blame for your tyrannical government of her.

D. Ma. Heyday! what, has the jade been inventing
fins for me, and confeffing >em inftead of her own? Let me
come—dihe fhall be'locked up till the repents ’em too.

0a&. Son, forbear; this is now a corrcboration of your

uilt: this is inhuman. ,
D. Ma. Sir, Lhave done; but pray, if you pleafe, let’s
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come to the point: what are thefe terrible cruelties that
this tender lady accufes me of ?

: 0&. Nay, Sir, miftake her not: fhe did not with any
malicious defign expofe your faults, but as her own de-
pended on ’em; her frailties were the confequence of your
cruelty.

- D."Ma. Let’s have ’em both antecedent and confe-
quent.

0i. Why, fhe confeft her firft maiden innocent affec-
tion had long been fettled upon a young gentleman whofe
love to her you once encouraged, and after their moft fo-
lemn -vows of mutual faith you have moft barbaroufly
kroke in upon her hopes, and to the utter ruin of her
peace contraéted her to a man fhe never faw.

D. Ma. Very good! I fee no harm i all this.

08. Methinks the welfare of a daughter, Sir, might be
of weight enough to make you ferious.

D. Ma. Serious! fo I am Sir. What a devil! muft I
needs be melancholy becaufe I have got her a good huf-
band?

0&. Her melancholy may tellyou, Sir, fhe cann’t think
him a good one.

D. Ma. Sir, Iunderftand thinking better thanthe, and
I'll make her take my word.

0&. Whathave you to obje&t againft the man fhe likes >

D. Ma. The man 1 like.

0&. Suppofe the unhappy youth fhe loves fhould throw™
himfelf diftracted at your feet, and try to melt you into.

lty-
P D. Ma. Ay! thatif hecan.

0&. You would not, Sir, refufe to hear him.

D. Mu. Sir, I fhall not tefufe him any thmg that I am
fure will fignify nothing.

0. Were you one moment to refle& upon the pangs
which feparated lovers feel, were Nature dead in you thdt
thought might wake her.

D. Ma. Sir, when I am afked to do a thing I have not
a mind to do my nature {leeps like a top.

0&. Then I muit tell you, Sir, this obftinacy obligcs
me, asa churchman, to put you in mind of your duty, and:
to let you knew too you ought to pay more reverence to:
our order.

Cij
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D. Ma. Sir, I am not afraid of the fin of marrying my
daughter to the beft advantage ; and fo if you pleafe, Fa-
ther, you may walk home again—-—when any thing lies
upon my confcience I’ll fend for you.

0a. Nay then, 't is time to claim a lover’s right, and to

. tell you, Sir, the man that dares to afk Rofara from me is
a villain [ Throaws off bis difguife.

Vil. So! here will be fine work ! [dfde.

D. Ma. O&avio ! the devil !

Oa. You’ll find me one, unlefs you do me fpeedy ju-
ftice : fince not the bonds of honour, nature, nor fubmif-
five reafon, can oblige you, I am reduced to take a furer,
thorter, way, and force you to be juft. I leave you, Sir,
to think on’t. [ Walks about angrily.

D. Ma. Ah! here’s a confeffor! ah! that jade of mine!
~and that other jade of my jade’s!—Here has been rare
doings! Well! it fha’n’t hold long ; Madam fhall be
noofed to-morrow morning Ha! Sir’sin a great paf-
fion here, but it won’t do—thofe long ftrides, Don, will
never bring you the fooner to your miftrefs. Rofara!
ftep into that clofet, and fetch my fpe€acles off o’the
table there. Tum! tum ! [ Sings.

Vil. I don’t like the old gentleman's looks. [ Afide.

Rof. This obftinacy. of your’s, my dear father, you fhall
find runs in the family.

[Exit Rofara, and D. Ma. locks her in.

D. Ma. Tum! dum! dum! [Sings.

0a. Sir, 1 would advife you, as your neareft friend, to
defer this marriage for three days.

D. Ma. Tum! dum,! dum!

Vil. Sir, you have locked my miftrefs in. [ Pertly.

D. Ma. Tum! dum! dum'!

Vil. If you pleafe to lend me the key, Sir, I’ll let her
out.

D. Ma. Tum! dum! dum!

Oa. You might afford me at leaft, as I am a gentleman,
a civil anfwer Sir. . .

D. Ma. Why then, in one word, Sir, you fhall not marry
my daughter; and asyou are.a gentleman, I’m fure you
won’t think it good manners to ftay in my houfe when I
{ubmiffively beg of you to walk out. :

0. You are the father of my miftrefs, and fomething,
Sir, too old to anfwer as you ought this wrong, therefore
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I'll look for reputation where I can with honour take it;
and fince you have obliged me to leave your houfe I'll
watch it carefully; I’ll know who dares enter it. This,
Sir, be fure of, the man that offers at Rofara’s love fhall
bave one virtue, couragcat leaft ; I’ll be his proof of that,
and ere he fteps before me force him to deferve her.
[Exit O2avio.

D. Ma. Ah! poor fellow ! he’s mad now, and does not
know what he would be at But however *t will be no
harm to provide againft him: ‘Wha waits there ?

Enter a Servant.
Run you for an Alguazil, and bid yourfellows arm them--
felves; I expe@ mifchief at my door immediately: if Oc-
tavio oﬁ'ers any difturbanee knock him down, and bring
him before me. [Exit Serva
#il. Hift! don’t T hear my miftrefs’s voice?

Rof. within.] Viletta!

Vil. Here, here, Madam—Blefs me ! what’s this? .
[ Piletta liflens at.the clofet-door, and Rofara thrufls a billet 0

her through the key-hole.

Ha! a billet——to O&avio—a—hem.
[ Puts it into her bofom.

D. Ma. How.now, huffy ? ? whatare  you fumbling about:
that door for?.

Vil. Nothing Sir; I was only peeping to fee if my mi-.
ftrefs had done prayers. yet.

D. Ma. Qh! fhe had as good let ’em alone, forfhe fhalk
never come out till fhe has ftomach enough to fall to upon
the man I have provided for her. But hark you, Mrs. Mo-.
defty, was it you, pray, that let.in that able comforter for-
my babe of'grace there >

Vil. Yes Sir, I let him in.. [ Pertly..

D. Ma. Did you fo!—Ha ! thenif you pleafe Madam.
—1I"ll let yougo out—go—go—get a flaeet of brown pa-.
per, pack.up yourthings, and let me never feethatdamn’d:
ugly face of thine as long as I live.

Vil. Blefs me! Sir, you are in a ftrange humour, that.
you won’t know when a-fervant does as the fhould do.

D. Ma. Thou art ftrangely impudent.

Vil. Only the fartheft from it in the world Sir.

D. Ma. Then I am ftrangely miftaken ; didft not thou:
- own juft now thou lett’ft him in?

' Cij
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Vil. Yes—but *t was in difguife—for I did not defign
you fhould fee him, becaufe I know you did not care my
miftrefs fhould fee him.

D. Ma. Hah!

Vil. And I knew, at the fame time, fhe had a mind to
fee him.

D. Ma. Hah! .

Vil. And you know, Sir, that the fin of loving him had
laid upon her con{cience a great while; fo I thought it
high time fhe fhould come to a thorough confeflion.

D. Ma. Hah!

Vil. So upon this, Sir, as you fee—I-—I—I let him i,
that’s all.

D. Ma. Nay, if it be fo as thou fayeft he was a proper
confeflor indeed. .

Vil. Ay Sir, for you know this was not a fpiritual fa-
ther’s bufinefs.

D. Ma. No, no, this matter was utterly carnal. -

Vil. Well Sir, and judge you now if my miftrefsis not
beholden to me?

D. Ma. Oh! extremely ; but you’ll go to hell, my dear,
for all this, tho’ perhaps you’ll chufe that place: I think
you never much cared for your hufband’s company ; and
if I don’t miftake you fent him to heaven in the old road.
Hark ! what noife is that ? [ Noife awithout.

Vil. ¢ So, O&avio’s puthing his fortune—ke’l} have a
¢ wife or a halter, that’s pofitive—I'll go fee.”

[Exit Viletta.
Enter a Servant haflily.

D. Ma. How now?

Serv. O Sir, O&avio has fet upon a couple of gentlemen
juft as they were lighting out of a coach at the door ; one
of them, I believe, is he that is to marry my youag mi-
ftrefs; I heard 'esn name her name; I’'m afraid there will
be mifchief Sir: there they are all at it helter fkelter.

D. Ma. Ruu into the hall, take down my back, breatt,
and headpiece ; call an officer ; raife the neighbours ; give
me mygreat gun; I'll fhoot him out of the garret window.

‘ [Exit Don Manuel.
Enter Hvror1tA and FLORA putting up their fwords, Oc-
TAV10 in the Alyvazil’s hands, and TraPPANTI.

Hyp. Bring him along—This is fuch an infolence ! damn-

it! at this rate no gentleman can walk the ftreets.
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Flo. I fuppofe, Sir, your bufinefs was more with our
pockets than our perfons Are our things fafe?

Trap. Ay Sir, I fecured them as {oon.as ever I {faw his
fword out; I guefled his defign, and fcowred off with the
portmanteau.

Hyp. I’ll know now who fet you on Sir.

04. Prithee, young man, do n’t be troublefome, but
thank the rafcal that knocked me down for your efcape.

Hyp. Sir, I’d have you knowif you had not been knocked
down I fhould have owed my efcape to the fame arm you
would have owed the reward for your mfolence Pray, Sir,
what are you? who knows you?

0&. I’mglad, atleaft, to find "t is not Don Philip that’s
my rival. [4fide.

Serv. Sir, my mafter knows the gentleman very well;
he belongs to the army.

Hyp. Then, Sir, if you ’d have me ufe you like a gentle-
man I defire your meaning of thofe familiar queftions you
afked me at the coach fide.

0&. TFaith, young gentleman, I'll be very fhort: I love
the lady youare to marry, and if youdo n’t quit yourpre-
tences in two hours it will entail perpetual danger upon
you and your family.

Hjyp. Sir, if you pleafe the danger ’s equal—for rot me
if I am not as fond of cutting your throat as you can be of
mine.

0é. If I were out of thefe gentlemens’ hands on my word,
Sir, you fhould not want an opportunity.

Hyp. O Sir ! thefe gentlemen ihall prote& neither of us;
my friend and 1’1l be your bail from them. :

Flo. Ay Sir, we Il bail you 5 and if you pleafe, Sir, bring
your friend, I 'm his. Damn me! what, d’ yethink you have
boys to dcal with? |

04. Sir, I atk your pardon, and fhall defire to kifs your
hands about an hour hence at [ Whifpers.

Flo. Very well Sir, we ’ll meet you.

Hyp. Releafe the gentleman.

Serv. Sir, we dare not without my mafter’s order: here
he is Sir.

Enter Dox ManvsL.
D. Ma. How now, bully confeffor ? what ! in limbo?
Hyp. Sir, Don Ferdinando de las Torres, whom I am
proud to call my father, commanded me to deliver thisin-
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to the hands of his moft dear and worthy friend Don Ma-
nuel Grimaldi, and at the fame time gave me affurance of
a kind reception.

D. Ma. Sir, you are thrice welcome; let me embrace
ye. I’maverjoy’d to fee you—Your friend Sir?

Hyp. Don Pedro Velada, my nearrelation, whohasdone
me the honour of his company from Seville Sir, to affift at
the folemnity of his friend’s happinefs.

D. Ma. Sir, you are welcome ; I fhall be proud ta know.

ou.
y Flo. Youdo me honour Sir..

D. Ma. I hope you are not hurt gentlemen.

Hyp. Not at all Sir; thanks to a little fkill in the fword.

D. Ma. I am glad of it ; however, give me leave to in~
terrupt our bufinefs for a moment, till I have done you
juftice on the perfon that offered you this infolence at my

ate.
8 Hyp. Your pardon Sir; I underftand heis a gentle-
man, and beg you would not let my honour fuffer by re~
eeiving a lame reparation from the law.

D. Ma. A pretty mettled fellow faith—I muft not let
him fight tho’. [Afide.] But, Sir, you don’t know per-
haps how deeply this man is your enemy ?

Hyp. Sir, I know more of his fpleen and folly than you
tmagine, which if you pleafe to difcharge him .I’ll ac-
quaint you with.

D. Ma. Difcharge him! Pray confider Sir—

[ Zhey feemto talk.
Enter ViLeTTA, and flips a note into OcTavio’s band.
Vil Send your anfwer to me. [Exit Vil

~ 0a. afide.] Now for a beam of hope in a tempeft.
[Reads.] <1 charge you don’t hazard my ruin and your
own by the madnefs of a quarrel : the clofet window.
¢ where I am isbut a ftep to the ground : be at theback-
“-door of the garden exaétly at the clofe of the evening,
¢ where you will certainly find one that may put you in
¢ the beft way of getting rid of a-rival.” Dearkind crea- .
ture! Now if my little Don’s fit of honour daes but hold
out to bail me I'am the happjeft dog in the univerfe.

D. Ma. Well Sir, fince I find your honour is dipt fo
deep in the matter—here—releafe the gentleman.

Flo. So, Sir, you have your freedom; you may depend
upon us.
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Hyp. You will find us punétual Sir, your fervant.

0&. So, now I have a very handfome occafion to put
off the tilt too. Gentlemen, I afk your pardon; I begin
to be a little fenfible of the rafhnefs I committed; and I
confefs your manner of treating me hasbeen fo very much
like men of honour that I think myfelf obliged, from the
fame principle, to aflure ye that tho’ I love Rofara equal
to my life, yet no confideration thall perfuade me to be a
rude enemy even to my rival. Ithank you for my freedom,
and am your humble fervant. [Exit 08,

Hyp. Your fervant Sir I think we releafed my bro-
ther very handiomely ; but I ha’n’t done with him.

[ Afide to Flora.

D. Ma. What can this fudden turn of civility mean?
I’ afraid ’tis but a cloak to fome new ro'fuery he hasin
his head. .

Hyp. I don’t know how old it may be, but my fervant
here has difcovered a piece of villany of his that exceeds
any other he can be capable of.

D. Ma. Is it poflible ? why would you let him go then?

Hyp. Becaufe I’m fure it can do me no harm Sir.

D). Ma. Pray be plain Sir; what is it ?

Hyp. This fellow can inform you for to fay truth
he’s much better at a lie, [ Afide.

D. Ma. Come hither friend ; pray what is this bufinefs ?

Hyp. Ay, what was that you overheard between O&avio
and another gentleman at the inn where we alighted ?

Trap. Why Sir, as I was unbuckling my portmantean
in the yard there I obferved O&avio and another fpark
very familiar with your Honour’sname ; upon which, Sir,
I pricked up the ears of my curiofity, and tpok in all their
difcourfe,

D. Ma. Pray, who was that other {park fncnd ?

Trap. A brother-rake Sir; adamn’d fly-looked fellow.

D. Ma. So.

Flo. How familiarly therogue treatshis old ma{ler'f/ff de.

Hyp. Poor Don Ph:hp' [ dfide.

Trap. Says one of ’em, fays he, No, damn him, the old
rogue (meamng you Sir) will never let you have her by
fair means; however, fays O&avio, I’ll try foft words;
but if thofe won’t do bully him, fays t’ other.

D. Ma. Ah, poordog! but that would not do neither
Sir, he has tried ’em both to-day to no purpofe.
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Trap. Say you fo Sir! then you’ll find what I fay isall
of apiece. Well, and if neither of thefe will do, fays he,
you mutt e’en tllt the young prig your nval (meaning
you then Sir.) [ To Hyp.

D. Ma. Ha, ha! that, I perceive, my fpark did not
greatly care for.

Trap. No Sir; that he found was catching a Tartar.
’Sbud! my maﬂer fought like a lion Sir.

Hyp. Truly I did not fpare him. :

Flo. No faith—-after he was knocked down. [ Afide.-

Trap. But now, Sir, comes the cream of the roguery.

Hyp. Pray obferve Sir.

Trap. Well, fays Slylooks, and if all thefe fail I have
a rare trick in my head that will certainly defer the mar-
riage for three or four days-at leaft, and in that time the
devil’s in’t if you don’t find an opportunity to run away
with her.

D. Ma. Would you fo Mr. Dog ; but he’ll be hang’d.

Hyp. O Sir, you’ll find we were mighty fortunate in
this difcovery.

D. Ma. Pray, Sir, let’s hear: what was this trick to be
friend?

Trap. Why, Sir, to alarm you that my mafter was an
impoftor, and that Slylooks was the true Don Philip, fent
by his father from Seville to marry your daughter; upon
which (fays he) the old put (meaning you again Sir) will
be fo bamboozled, that

D. Ma. But, pray Sir, how did young Mr. Coxcomb
conclude that the old put was to believe all this? Had
they no tham proofs that they propofed to bamboozle me
with as you cail it ?

Trap. Youthali hear Sir; (the plot was pretty well laid
too) I’ll pretend, fays he, that the rafcal your rival (mean-

. ing you then Sir) has robbed me of my portmanteau,

' where I had put up all my jewels, money, and letters of re-

commendation from my father : we are neither of us known

4 in Madrid, fays he, {o that a little impudence and a grave

+ face will cextamly fet thofe two dogs a-fnarling while
you run away with the bone. That’s all Sir.

D. Ma. Impudent rogue!

Hyp. What think ye Sir?'was not this bufinefs pretty
handiomely laid?
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Flo. Faith it might have wrought a very ridiculous con-
fequence.

D. Ma. Why, truly, if we had not been forearmed by
this difcovery, for ought I know Mr. Dog might have ran
away with the bone indeed ; but, if you pleafe Sir, fince
thefei 1ngemous gentlemenarefo pert upon the matter,we’ll
e’en let ’em fee that you-and I have wit enough to do our
bufinefs, and e’en clap up the wedding to-morrow morning.

Hyp. Sir, youare too obliging—But will your daugh-
ter think ye be prevailed with?

D. Ma. Sir, I’ll prepare her this minute
methinks we releafed that bully tho’

Hyp. ¢ Not at all Sir; I don’t fuppofe he can have the
*< impudence to purfue his defign, or if he fhould Sir—
¢¢ now we know him beforehand.

D. Ma. ¢ Nay, that’s true as you fay—but therefore,
“¢ methinks I’d have him come: Ilove mightily to Jaugh
*¢ in my fleeve at an impudent rogue when I’m fure he
¢ can do me no harm; Udsfleth! if he comes, the do
¢¢ fha’n’t know whether I believe him or not—I’l} try if
¢ the old put can bamboozle him or no. - -

Hyp. ¢ Egad Sir you're in the right on’t; knock him.
¢¢ down with his own weapon.

Trap. ¢ And when he’s down I have a trick to keep
“4¢ him fo.

Flo. ¢¢ The devil’s in it if we don’t maul this rafcal
¢¢ among us.

D. Ma. < A fon of 2 whore—I am forry we let him
¢ go fo foon faith.” :

Flo. We might as well have held him a little. .

Hyp. Really, Sir, upon fecond thoughts I wifh we had
—His excufing his challenge fo‘abruptly makes me fancy
he is in hopes of carrying his point fome other way—Did
not you obferve your daughter’s woman whifper him?

D. Ma. Humah! .

Flo. They feemed very bufy, that’s certain.

Hyp. I cann’t fay about what—but it will be worth our
while to be upon our guard.

D. Ma. I am alarmed.

Hyp. Where is your daughter at thts time?

D. 27a. 1think fhe's pretty fafe—but I’ll.go make ber
dure. : -

It’s pity
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Flo. «’Twillbe no harmtoleok about ye Sir.” Where’s
her woman?

D. Ma. I'll be upon her prefently—ihe fhall be fcarch-
ed for intelligence—You’ll excufe me gentlemen.

Hyp. Sir, the occafion prefles you.

D. Ma. If I find all fafe I'll return immediately, and
then if you pleafe we’ll run over fome old ftorics of my -
good friend Fernando—Your fervant. [ Exit Don Ma.

Hyp. Sir,yourmoft humble fervant--Trappanti, thou ’rt
a rare fellow, thou has an admirable face, and when thou
dicit I'll have thy whole ftatue caft all in the fame metal.

Flo. *T'were pity the rogue was not bred to the law.

Trap. So ’tis indeed Sir—A man fhould not praife
himfelf; but if [ had been bred to the gown I dare veuture
to fay I become a lic as well as any man that wears it.

Hyp. Nay, now thou art modcit—DBut, firrah, we have
more work for ye: you muft get in with the fervants, at-
tack the lady’s woman : there, there ’sammunition, rogue!
[ Gives him meney.] Now try if you can make a breach
iuto the fecrets of the family.

Trap. Ah Sir, I warrant you—1I could never yet meet
with a wornan that was this fort of piftol-preof—1I have
known a handful of thefe do more than a barrel of gun-
powder: the French charge all their cannon with ’em; the
only weapon in the world Sir. Iremember my oldmafter’s
father ufed to fay the beft thing in the Greek grammar
was—.rguriois lonchafy machou, kai panta cratefeis.

[ Exii Trap.

Hyp. Well, dear Flora! let me kifs thee: thou haft
done thy part to a miracle.

. Fl. Egad I think fo; didn’t I bear up brifkly ? Now
if Don Philip thould come while my blood’s up let him
look to himfelf. :

Hyp. We fhall find him a little tough, I believe; for,
poor gentleman! he is like to meet with a very odd recep-
tion from his father-in-law, -

Flo. Nay, we ’ave done his bufinefs there I believe.

Hyp. How glibly the old gentleman {wallowed Trap-
panti’s lie!

“e. Ard how rarely the rogue told it !

Hyp. And how foon it worked with'him! for if you

pleafe, fays lie, we'll let him fee that we have wit enough
1



~

Aa Il $HE WOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT. 39

to do our bufinefs, and clap up the wedding to-morrow
morning. .

Flo. Ah, we have it all the way—Well, what muft we
do next? ’
Hyp. Why, now for the lady—I’ll be a little brifk up-
on her, and then

Flo. Vi&oria! [Exeunt.

ACT III .
The SCENE continues.

Enter ViLeTTA baflily, Dox ManuELand TrAPPANTI be-
" bhind obferving her.

) VILETTA.
So, with much ado I have given the old Don the flip ;
he has dangled with me through every room in the houfe,
high and low, up ftairs and down, as clofe to my tail asa
great boy hankering after one of his mother’s maids. Well
-—now we will fee what Monfieur O&avio fays.
( Takes aletter from her bofom.
Trap. Hift! there fhe is, and alone. When the devil has
any thing to do with a woman, Sir, that’s his time to take
her. Stand clofe.
D. Ma. Ah, he’s at work already—There’s a letter.
T'rap. Leave her to me Sir, I'll read it.
- Vil. Hah, two piftoles ! —Well, I"ll fay that for him,
the man knows his bufinefs; his letters always come pott-
aid. .
[ While fbe is reading Trappanti fleals bebind, and looks over
her fboulder.
¢¢ Dear Viletta, convey theenclofed immediatelytoyour -
¢ miftrefs, and as you prize my life ufe all poffible means
to keep the old gentleman from the clofet till you are fure
¢¢ the is fafe out of the window. Your real friend.”
Trap. O&avio! » [ Reading.
Vil. Ah! . [ Shricking. -
Trap. Madam, your Ladythip's moft humble fervant.
Pil. You’re very impertinent, methinks, to look over
other people’s letters. D :
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Trap. Why—I never read a letter in my life ¥lthout
looking it over.

Vil. I1do n’t knowanybufinefs youhad tolook uponthis.

Trap. There’s the thing—your not knowing that has
put you into this paffion.

7il. You may chance to have your bones broke Mr.
Coxcomb.

Trap. Sweet Honeycomb! don’t be fo wafpith; or if
I keep your counfel, d’ye fee, I don’t know why my
bones mayn’t keep their places; but if I peach, whofe
bones will pay for it then?

Vil. Ha! the fool fays true; I had better wheedle him.

[Afide.

T'rap. My dear Queen! don’tbe frighted—Icomeasa
friend ; now be ferious.

Vil. Well, what would you have?

Trap. Don’t you love money above any thing in the
world—except one.

Vil. 1 except nothing.

Trap. Very good—and pray, how many letters do you.
expect to be paid for when O&tavio has married your mi-
ftrefs, and has no oecafion to write to her? Look you,
child, though you are of counfel for him, ufe him like
a true lawyer, make difficulties where there are none, that
he may fee you where he needs not. Difpatch is out of
pra&tice ; delay makes long bills: ftick to it; once get
him his caufe there’s no more advice to be paid for.

Vil. What do you mean?

Trap. Why, that for the fame reafon I have no mind
to put an end to my own fees by marrying my mafter:
while they are lovers they will' always have occafion for a

.confidant and a pimp, but when they marry—/erviteur——
good night vails; our harveft is over. What d’ye think of
me now?

Vil. Why—1I like what you fay very well: but Idon’t
know, my friend ; to me—that fame face of your’s looks
like the titlepage to a whole volume of roguery—What

is’t you drive at?.

Trap. Money, money, money. Do n’t you let your
miftrefs marry O&avio: I'll do my beft to hinder my ma-
fer. Let you and I lay our heads together to keep them
afunder, and fo make a penny of ‘em all three.

Vil. Logk you, Seignior, I’ll meet you half way, and
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confefs to you I had made a rough draught of this pro-
je€t myfelf: but fay I fhould agree with you to go on
upon’t, what fecurity can you give me for performance of
articles?

Trap. More than bond er jadgment
cuftody.

Vil. Ah, that won’t do. .

Trap. No my love! why, there’s many a fweetbit in’t
—tafteit. [Offering to kifs ker fbe puts him away.

Vil. No.

Trap. Faith you muft give me one. -

Vil. Indeed, my friend, you are too ugly for me ; tho’
I am not handfome myfelf I love to play with thofe that
are.

Trap. And yet, methinks, an honeft fellow of my fize
and complexion, in a carelefs pofture, playing the fool thus
with his money. :

[ Toffes a purfe, fbe catches it, and he kiffes her.

Vil. Pthah! Well, if I muit, come then—to fee how a
woman may be deceived at firft fight of a man.

Trap. Nay then, take a fecond thought of me child.

my perfon in

[ Again.
D. Ma. Hah!—thig is laying their heads together in- _
deed. [ Bebind.

Vil. Well, now get you gone ; I have a letter to give to
my miftrefs. Slip into the garden—I’ll come t’ye pre-
fently.

Trap. Is’t from O&avio? '

Vil. Pfhah! begone I fay. [ Snatches the leiter.

Trap. Hitt ! [ Trappanti beckons Don Manuel, who gaes
[foftly behind.

Vil. Madam ! Madam! ah.

D. Ma. Now, ftrumpet, give me the other letter or I’}
murder you. [Draws.

Vil. Ah lud! ohlud! there! [ Squeatking.

D. Ma. Now we fhall fee what my gentleman would be
at—[ Reads. ]—¢¢ My dear angel!”—Hah! foft and im-
pudent. ¢ Depend upon me at the garden-door by feven
¢¢ this evening : pity my impatience, and believe you can
¢ never come too foon to the arms of your OcTavio.”
Ah ! now would this rampant rogue make no more of de-
bauching my gentlewoman than the gentlewoman would

D jj
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of him if he were to debauch her—~Hold—Ilet ’s fee ; what
does he fay here—um! um! [ Reads to bimfelf.

Vil. What a fot was I to believe this old fool durft do
me any harm! but a fright’s the devil—would I had my
letters again——though ’tis no great matter: for as my
friend Trappanti fays, delaying O&avio’s bufinefs is do- ~
ing my own.

D. Ma. reading.] —Um, um! fure fhe is fafe out
of the window. Oh, there the mine is to be fprung"then—
the gentleman makes a warm fiege on’t in troth, and one
would think wasin a fair way of carrying the place while
he has fuch an admirable {py in the middle of the Town
—Now were I to a& like a true Spaniard I ought to rip
up this jade for more intelligence; but I'll be wife; a
bribe and a lie will do my bufinefs a great deal better.
Now, gentlewoman, what d’ye think in your confcience
X ought to do to ye?

V. What I'think in my confcience you’ll not do to me,
make a friend of me—You fee, Sir, I dare be an enemy.

D. Ma. Nay, thou doft not want courage, I'll fay that
forthee: butisit poffible any thing can make thee honeft 2

Vil. What do you fuppofe would make me otherwife ?

D. Ma. Money. ‘

Vil. You have nick'd it.

D. Ma. And would the fame fum make thee furely one
as t’other? -

Zil. That I cann’t fay neither; one muft be heavier
than t’ other, or el{e the {cale cann’t turn.

D. Ma. Say it be fo, would that turn thee into my in-
tereft ?

Vil. The very minute you turn into mine Sir: judge
yourfelf—here ftands O&avio with a letter, and two piéeces
to give it to my miftrefs—there ftand you with a hem !
and four pieces—where would the letter go d’ye think ?

D. Ma. There needs no more—1I1’m convinced, and will
truft thee—there’s to encourage thee beforehand, and
when thou bringeft me a letter of Oétavio’s I’H double
the fum.

Vil. Sir I'll do’t—and will take care he fhall write pre-
fently. [Afde.

D. Ma. Now, as you expe& I fhould believe you be-
gone, and take no notice of what I have difcovered.

Fil, 1 am dumb Sir— ’ [ Exit Viletta.
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D. Ma. So, this was done like a wife general : and now
I have taken the counterfcarp there may be fome hapes
of making the town capitulate—Rofara ! [ Unlocks theclofet.

Enter Rosara.

Rof. Did you call me Sir?

D. Ma. Ay child. Come, be cheerful ; what I have to
fay to you I'm fure ought to make you fo.

Rof. Hehas certainly madefome difcovery ; Viletta did

“not cry out for nothing--What fhall I do--diffemble ?[ A/ide:

D. Ma. Inoneword, fet your heart at reft, for you fhall
marry Don Philip this very evening.

Rof. That’s but fhort warning for the gentleman as
well as myfelf, for I don’t know that we ever faw oue an-
other. How are you fure he will like me?

D. Ma. Oh,as for that matter he fhall fee you prefent-
ly; and I have made it hisintereft to like you—but if you
are ftill pofitively refolved upon O&avio I'll make but
few words—opull off your clothes and go to him. :

Rof. My clothes Sir!

D. Ma. Ay, forthe gentleman fha’n’t have a rag with

u.

Rof. I am not in hafte to be farved Sir.

D. Ma. Then let me fee you put on your beft airs,and.
receive Don Philip as you fhould do.

Rof.. When do you expe& him Sir?

D. Ma. Expe& him Sir! he has beenr here this hour—
I only ftaid to get you out of the fullens——He’s none
of your humdrums; all life and mettle! *Odzooks! he
has the courage of a cock: aduel’s but a dance to him:
he has been at fa! fa !—S8a, for you already.

Rof. Well Sir, I fha'n’t be afraid of his courage, fince
I fee you are refolved he fhall be the man—He fhall find
me a woman Sir;. let himrwin me and wear me as foon as
you pleafe.

D. Ma. Ah, now thou art my own girl; hold but in
thishumour one quarterof an hourand I’ll tofs thet’ other
buthel of doubloons into thy portion Here, bid-a—
Come, I’llfetch him myfelf—She ’s inarare cuefaith! ah,
if he does but nick her now. [ Exit Don Manuel.

Rof. Now I have but one card to play if that
don’t hit my hopes are cruthed indeed : if this young fpark
ben’t a downright coxcomb I may havea trick to turn all

D iij
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yet——Dear Fortune! give him but common fenfe, 1’1
make it impofible for him to like me—Here they come—
: [ Walks carelefsly, and fings.
I’ll rove and I’ll range

Enter Doxn Manver and Hyrovrra.

Hyp. ¢ I'll love and I’ll change 1[ Sings cvith her.

D. Ma. < Ah, he has her! he has her!”’

Hyp. Madam, I kifs your Ladythip’s hands: I find by
your gayety you are no ftranger to my bufinefs. Perhaps
you expeéted I fhould have come in with a grave bow and
a long fpeech, but my affairs are in a little more hafte;
therefore if you pleafe, Madam, we’ll cut the work fhort ;
be thoroughly intimate at the firft fight, and fee one ano-
ther’s humours in a quarter of an hour as well as if we
had been weary of them this twelvemonth.

D. Ma. Ah!

Rof. Troth, Sir, I think you are very much in theright
the fooner I fee you the fooner I fhall know whether I like
yon or not.

Hyp. Pthah! as for that matter you’ll find me a very
fathionable hufband; I fha’n’t expe& my wife to be over
fond of me.

Rof. But I love to be in the fathion too, Sir, in taking
the man I have a mind too.

Hyp. Say you fo? why, then, take me asfoon as you pleafe.

Rof. I only ftay for my mind Sir: as foon as ever that
comes to'me upon my word I am ready to wait upon you.

Hyp. Well, g’ladam, a quarter of an hour fhall break no
fquares Sir, if you’ll find an occafion to leave us alone
I fee we fhall come to a right underftanding prefently.

D. Ma. I’ll do’t Sir. Well, child, fpeak in thy con-
fcience, is not he a pretty fellow?

Rof. The gentleman’s very well Sir, but methinks he’s
a little too young for a hufband.

D. Ma. Young! afiddle! you’ll find him old enoufh
for a wife I warrant ye. Sir, I muft beg your pardon for-
a moment: but if you pleafe, in the mean-time I’ll leave
you my daughter, and fo pray make your beft of her.

[ Exit Don Manuel.

Hyp. 1 thank ye Sir. [Hyp. flands fometimes mute, looks
carelefsly at Rofara, and fbe finiles as in contempt of him.] Why
now, methinks, Madam, you had as good put on a real
fmile, for I am doomed to be the happy man you fee.

-~
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Rof. So my father fays Sir.

Hyp. I’ll take his word.

Rof. A bold man but he’ll break it.

Hyp. He won’t.

Rof. He mutt.

Hyp. Whether he will or no?

Rof. He cann’t help it now.

Hyp. How fo pray?

Rof. Becaufe he has promifed you you fhall marry me,
and he has always promifed me I fhould marry the man I
could love.

Hyp. Ay that is, he would oblige you to love the
man you fhould marry.

Rof. The man that I marry will be fure of my love ; but
for the man that marries me mercy on him.

Hyp. No matter for that, I’ll marry you.

Rof. Come, I don’t believe you are fo illnatured.

Hyp. Why, doft thou not like me child?

Rof. Um—No.

Hyp. What’s the matter.’

Rof. The old fault.

Hyp. What?

Rof. 1 don’t like you.

Hyp. Is that all?

Rof. No.

Hyp. That’s hard the reft.

Rof. That you won’t like.

Hyp. 1’11 ftand it try me.

Rof. Why then, in fhort, I like another : another man,
Sir, has got into my head, and has made fuch work there
you’ll never be able to fet me to rights as long as you live.
‘What d’ye think of me now Sir? Won’t this ferve
for a reafon why you fhould not marry me?

Hyp. Um—the realon is a pretty fmart fort of a reafon
truly, but it won’t do—To be fhort with ye Madam, I
have reafon to believe I fhall be difinherited if I do n’t
marry you.

Rof. And what have you rcafon to belneve you fhall be
if you do marry me?

Hyp. Inthe Spanifh fathion, I fuppofe, jealoustoadegree.

Rof. You may be in the Englifh fathion, and fomething
elfe to a degree.

Hyp, Oh! if I have not courage enough to prevent that
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Madam, let the world think me in the Englifh city fathion,
content to a degree. Now here in Spain, child, we have
fuch things as back rooms, barred windows, hard fare,
poifon, daggers, bolts, chains, and fo forth.

Rof. Ay Sir, and there are fuch things as bribes, plots,
fhams, letters, lies, walls, ladders, keys, confidants, and
fo forth.

Hyp. Hey! a very complete regiment indeed : what a
world of fervice might thefe do 1n a quarter of an hour
with a woman’s courage at the head of ’em ! Really, Ma-
dam, yourdrefsand humour have the pretticft loofe French
air, fomething fo quality, that let me die, Madam, I be-
lieve in a month I fhould be apt to poifon ye.

Rof. So! ittakes! [ 4fide.] And let me die Sir, I believe
I fhould be apt to deferve it of ye.

Hyp. I fhall certainly do it.

Rof. It muft be in my breakfaft then for I fhould
certainly run away before the wedding-dinner came up.

Hyp. ¢ That ’s overaéted, but I'll ftartle her. [ Afide.]
¢ Then I muft tell you, Madam, a Spanith hufband may
¢ be provoked as well as a wife.

Rof. ¢ My life on ’t his revenge is not half fo fweet ; and
<¢ if fhe ’s provoked ’t is a thoufand to one but fhe licks her
“¢ lips before fhe ’s nailed in her coffin. .

Hyp. < You are very gay Madam.

Rof. ¢ I fee nothing to fright me Sir, for I cannot be-
¢ lieve you’ll marry me now—1I have told you my humour;
¢ if you like it you have-a good ftomach.

Hyp. ¢ Why, truly, you may probably lie a little heavy
¢ upon it, but I can better digeft you than poverty: as
¢¢ for your inclination, I ’ll keep your body honeft how-
¢ ever; that fhall be locked up ; and if you do n’t love me
¢¢ then—1I ’II ftab you.

Rof. «“ With what? your words? it muft be thofe you fay
¢“after the prieft then—You ’lbeable to do very little that
¢¢ will reach my heart I affure ye.

Hyp. « Well, well Madam, you need not give yourfelf
“¢ half this trouble ; I am heartily convinced you will make
. ¢ the damnedft wife that ever poordog of a hufband withed
¢ at the devil : but really, Madam, you are very unfortu-
¢ nate, for notwitftanding all the mighty pains you have
¢ taken you have met with a pofitive coxcomb, that ’s ftill
¢ jult fool and ftout enough to marry you.
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Rof. ¢’ Twill be a proof of your courage indeed.

Hyp. * Madam, you rally very well, *tis confeffed ; but
¢ now, if you pleafe, we'll be a littleferious.

Rof. « I think I am—What does he mean?” ‘[ 4fide.

Hyp. Come, come, this humour is as much affeted as
imy own : I could no more bear the qualities you fay you
have than I know you are guilty of ’em: your pretty arts
in ftriving to avoid have charmed me. ¢ Had you been
¢« precifely coy, or over modeft, your virtue then might
* have been fufpe@ed: your fhewing me whataman of fenfe
“ fhould hate convinces me you know too what he ought
¢ to love; and fhe that’s once {o well acquainted with the
¢¢ charms of virtue never can forfake it. I bothadmireand
¢ love you now ; you ’ave made what only was my intereft
¢ my happinefs.” At my firft view I woo’d ye only to fe-
cure a fordid fortune, which now I overjoyed could part
with, nay with life, with any thing, to purchafe your un-
rivalled heart.

Rof. Now I am plunged indeed. [Afide] Well Sir, I
own you have difcovered me ; and fince you have obliged
me to be ferious, I now from my fincerity proteft my
heart s already given, from whence no power nor intereft
fhall recallit.

Hyp. 1 hate my intereft, and would owe no power or
title but to love.

Rof. If, as you fay, you think I find a charm in virtue,
you’ll know too there’s a charm in conftancy. You ought
to {corn me fhould I flatter you with hope, fince now you
are affured I muft be falfe before I can be your’s. If what
I’ave faid feems cold, or too negle&ful of your merit, call
it not ingratitude or fcorn, but faith unmoved and juftice
to the man I love.

Hyp. ¢ Death! I have fooled away my hopes; the muft
¢ confent, and foon, or yet I’m loft. [ dfide.

Rof. ¢« He feems alittle thoughtful; if he has honour
¢ there may yet be hopes.”

Hyp. ¢ It muft—it can be only fo ; that way I make her
¢ fure, and ferve my brother too.”” [ A4fide.] Well Madam,
to let you fee I’m a friend to love, thoughlove’sanenemy
tome, give me but a feeming proof that O&avio is the un-
difputed matfter of your heart and I’ll forego the power
your father’s obligations give me, and throw my hopes
into his arms with you.
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Rof. Sir, you confound me with thisgoodnefs. A proof!
is it poffible! will that content ye? Command me to what
proof you pleafe; orif you'll truft to my fincerity let thefe
tears of joy convince you. Here, on my knees, by all my
hopes of peace I fwear—

Hyp. Hold! fwearnever to make ahufband but O&avio,

Rof. I{wear,and Heaven befriend me as I keep this vow
inviolate.

Hyp. Rife Madam, and now receive a fecret which I
need not charge you to be careful of, fince as well your
quict as my own depends upon it. A little common pru-
dence between us, In all probability, befere night, may
make us happy in our feparate withes.

Rgf. What mean you Sir? fure you are fome angel fent
to my deliverance.

Hyp. Truly, Madam, I have been often told fo; but
like moft angels of my kind there is a mortal man in the
world who Ihave a great mind fhould know that Iam—
but a woman.

Rof. A woman! are not you Don Philip?

Hyp. His fhadow Madam, no more; I juft run before
him nay, and after him too.

Rof. ¢ I am confounded—a-woman!

Hyp. ¢ Asarrant a woman from top to toe as ever man
¢ run mad for.

Rof. ¢ Nay, then you are an angel.

Hyp. ¢ Perhaps you’ll think me a little akin to one at
¢ leaft.”” O&avio, Madam, your lover, is my brother ; my
name Hypolita; my ftory you fhall know at leifure.

Rof. Hypolita! nay, then, from what you’ave faid, and
what I have heard O&avio fay of ye, I guefs your ftory:
but this was fo extravagant a thought !

Hyp. That’s true Madam, it—it—it was a little round
" about indeed; I might have found a nearer way to Don
Philip ; but thefe men are fuch techy things, they can never
ftay one’s time; always in hafte, juit as they pleafe; now
we are to look kind, then grave ; now foft, then fincere—
¢¢ Fiddleftick! when may be a woman has a new fuit of
¢ knots on her head—fo if we happen not to be in their
¢¢ humour, forfooth then we coquette, and are proud and'
¢ vain, and then they are to turn fools, and tell us fo;
« then one pouts and t’ other huffs;’’ and fo you fee there
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18 fuch a plague that—I don’t know—one does not care
to berid of ’em neither.

Rof. A very generous confeffion!

Hyp. Well Madam, now you know me thoroughly; I
hope you’ll think me as fit fora hufband as another woman.

Rof. Then I muit marry ye?

Hyp. Ay, and fpeedily too, for I expe& Don Philip
every moment, and if we don’t look about us he will be
apt to forbid the bans.

Rof. If he comes what fhall we do?

Hyp. I am provided for him—Here comes your father
—=¢ he’s fecure.” Come, put on a dumb confenting air,
and leave the reft to me.

Rof. Well, this getting the better of my wife papa
won’t be the leaft part of my fatisfation.

Enter Don MaNvEL.

D. Ma. So, fon, how does the battle go now? ha’ye
cannonaded ftoutly ? does fhe cry quarter?

Hyp. My dear father! let me embrace your knees ; my
life ’s too poor to make you a return—you have given me
an empire Sir; I would not change to be Grand Seignior.

D. Ma. Ah rogue! he has done it, he has done it; he
has her! ha! is’t not fo mylittle champion ?

Hyp. Vi&oria Sir! the town’s my own. Look here!
and here Sir! thus have Ebeen plundering this halfhour,
and thus, and thus, and thus, till my lips ake again.

[ Kiffes her.

D. Ma. Ah, give me the great chair—1I cann’t bear
my joy. You rampant rogue! could not ye give the
poor girl a quarter of an hour’s warning?

Hyp. My charmer! { Embracing Rofara.

D. Ma. Ah, my cares are over!

Hyp, Oh, I told you Sir—hearts and towns are never
too ftrong for a furprife.

D. Ma. Prithee be quiet, I hate the fight of ye—Ro-
fara! come hither you wicked thing, come hither I fay.

Rof. I am glad to fee you fo well pleafed Sir.

D. Ma. Oh, I cannot live—I cann’t live it; it pours
upon me like a torrent; I am as full as a bumper—it runs

" over at my eyes; I fhall choke. Anf{wer me two que-
ftions, and kill me outright.

Rof. Any thing that will make you more pleafed Sir. .

6 .

e e e
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D. Ma. Are you pofitively refolved to marry this gen-
tleman ?

Rof. Sir, I am convinced ’tis the firft match that can
make me happy.

D. Ma. 1 am the miferableft dog alive—and I warrant
you are willing to marry him to-morrow morning if I
fhould afk you.

Rof. Sooner, Sir, if you think it neceffary.

D. Ma. Oh, this malicious jade has a mind to deftroy
me all at once—Ye curfed toad! how did you do to get
in with her {fo? [To Hyp.

Rgf. Come, Sir, take heart, your joy won’t be always
fo troublefome.

D. Ma. You lie hufly, Ifhallbe plagued with it as long
as I live.

Hyp. You muft not live above two hours then. [4fide.

D. Ma. 1 warrant this raking rogue will get her with -
child too—1I fhall have a young fquab Spaniard upon my
lap that will fo grandpapa me!—Well, what want you
gloomy face?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Sir, here’s a gentleman defiresto {peak with you;
he fays he comes from Seville. :

D. Ma. From Seville! ha, prithee let him go thither
again—tell him I am alittle bufy about being overjoyed.

Hyp. My life on’t Sir, this muft be the fellow that my
fervant told you of employed by O&avio.

D. Ma. Very likely.

, Enter TraPPANTI.

T'rap. Sir, Sir—News, news!

D. Ma. Ay, this fellow has a good merry face now—
Ilike him. Well, what doft thou fay lad >—But hold fir-

- rah ! has any body told thee how it is with me?

T rap. Sir. '

D. Ma. Do youknow, Puppy ! that I am ready to cry?

Trap. Cry Sir! for what?

D. Ma. Joy!joy! you whelp ; my cares are over ; Ma-
dam’s to marry your mafter firrah, and I am as wet with
joy as if I had been thrown into a fea full of goodluck—
Why don’t you cry dog?

Zrap. Uh! Well Sir, I do—But now if you pleale let
me tell you my bufinefs.

D. Ma. Well, what’s the matter firrah ?
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Trap. Nay, no great matter Sir, only——Slylooks is
come, that ’s all.

D. Ma. Slylooks! what, the bamboozler ! ha, ha!

T rap. He Sir, he.

"D, Ma. I’m glad of it faith—now I fhall have a little
diverfion to moderate my joy—I’ll wait on the gentle-
man myfelf——don’t you be out of the way fon; I'll be
with ye prefently Oh my jaws! this fit will carry me
off. Ye dear toad ! goodbye. [Exit.

Hyp. Ha, ha, ha! the old gentleman’s as merry as a
fiddle; how he’ll ftart when a ftring fnaps in the middle
of his tune!

Rof. At leaft we fhall make him change it I believe.

Hyp. That we fhall: and here comes one that’s to play
upon him.

Eater FLorA haftily.

Flo. Don Philip, where are ye ? I muft needs fpeak with
ye. Begging your Ladythip’s pardon Madam. [ Whifpers.
Hyp.] Stand to your arms; the enemy’s at the gate faith:
but Iave juft thought of a fure card to win the lady into
our party.

Rof. Who can this youth be fhe is fo familiar with? he
mutt certainly know her bufinefs here, and fhe is reduced
to truft him. What odd things we women are! never to
know.our own minds. How very humble now has her pride
made her! v

Hyp. to Flo.] 1 like your advice fo well, that to tell ye
the truth I have made bold totake itbefore you gave it me.

Flo. Is it poffible? ,

Hyp. Come, I’llintroduce ye.

Flo. Then the bufinefs is done.

Hyp. Madam, if your Ladythip pleafes. [7o Rof.

' Rof. Is this gentleman your friend Sir?

Hyp. Thisfriend, Madam, is my gentlewoman, at your
{fervice.

Rof. Gentlewoman! What,are weall going into breeches
then?

Flo. That us’d to be my poft, Madam, when I wore a
needle ; but now I have got a fword by my fide I thall be
proud to be your Ladythip’s humble {ervant.

Rof. Troth I think it’s a pity you fhould either of you
ever part with your fwords : I never faw a prettier couple
of adroit cavaliers in my life. E



50 SHE WOU’D AND SHE WoU'D NoT.  AalV.

Flo. Egad I don’t know how it is, Madam; but me-
thinks thefe breeches give me fuch a mettled air, I cann’t
help fancying but that I left my fex at home in my petti-
coats.

Hyp. Why, faith, for ought I know hadft thou been
bornto breechcsmi’ccad of a fille de chambre Fortune mxght
have made thee a beau garcon at the head of a regiment
—But hufh! there’s Don Philip and the old gentleman :
we muft not be feen yet. If you pleafe to retire, Madam,
I’ll tell you how we intend to deal with them.

Rof. With all my heart—Come ladies— Gentlemen, I
beg your pardon. [Exeunt.

ACT IV,
The SCENE continues.
Enter Dox ManvueL qnd Do~ Puivie.

Dex Manvet.
Wer Sir; and {o you were robbed of your portman-
teau, you fay, at T'oledo, in which were all your lettersand
writings relatiig to your marriage with my daughter, and
that’s the réafon you are come without them.

D. Ph. <1 thought, Sir, you might reafonably take it
«¢ill I fhould havelaina week ortwo in Town without pay-
¢ ing you my duty:”’ I was not robbed of the regard I
owe my father's friend; that, Sir, I have brought with
me, and ’t would have been ill manners not to have paid it
at my firft arrival.

D. Ma. Ah, how fmooththe fpark is! [ Afide.] Well,
Sir, I am pretty confiderably glad to fee you;-but I hope
vou'll excufe me if in a matter of this confequence I feem
a little cautious.

D. Ph. Sir, Ifha'n’t propofe any immediate progrefsin
my affair till you receive frefh advice from my father; in
the mean-time I fhall think myfelf obliged by the bare
freedom of your houfe, and fuch entertainment as you’d
at leaft afford a common ftranger.

D. Ma. Impudent rogue! the frecdom of my houfe!
yes, that he may be always at hand to fecvre the main
chance for my friend OQavio—DBut now Iil have a touch
of the bamboozle withhim. [ Afide. ]— Lok ye Sir, while
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I fee nothing to contradi@ what you fay youare, d'ye fee,
you fhall find me a gentleman.

D. Ph. So my father told me Sir.

D. Ma. But then, on the other hand, d’ye fee, a man’s
honefty is not always written in his face; and (begging
your pardon) if you thould prove a damn’d rogue now,
d’ye fee.

D. Ph. Sir, I cann’t in reafon take any thing ill that
proceeds only from your caution.

D. Ma. Civil rafcal! [Afide.] No, no, as you fay, I
-hope you won’t take it ill neither; for how do I know,
you know, but what you tell me (begging your pardon
again Sir) may be all a lie!

D. Ph. Another man, indeed, might fay the fame to
you; but I fhall take it kindly, Sir, if you fuppofe me a
villain no oftener than you have occafion to fufpeét me.

D. Ma. Sir, you fpeak like a man of honour ’tis con-
feffed ; but (begging your pardon again Sir) fo may a ra-
fcal too fometimes.

D. Ph. Buta man of honour, Sir, can never fpeak like
a rafcal.

D. Ma. Why, then, with your Honour’s leave, Sir, 3s
there nobody here in Madrid that knows you?

D. Ph. Sir, I never faw Madrid till within thefe two
hours, tho’ there is a gentleman in Town that knew me
intimately at Seville; I met him by accident at the inn

where L alighted ; he’s known here;; if it will give youany
prefent fatisfaétion I believe I could eafily produce him to
vouch for me. . '

D. Ma. At the inn, fay ye, did you mect this gentle-
man? What’s his name pray? .

D. Ph. O&avio Cruzado.

D. Ma. Ha, my bully confeffor! this agrees word for
word withhoneft Trappanti’sinteliigence— [ Afide. ] Well,
Sir, and pray what does he give you for this job?

D. Ph. Job Sir!

D. Ma. Ay, that is, do you undertake it out of good
fellowihip, or are you to have a fort of fellow-feeling in
the matter? ‘

D. Ph. Sir,if you believe me to be the fon of Don Fer-
nando, I muft tell ye your manner of receiving me is what
you ought not to fuppofe can pleafe him, or I can thank

Ejj
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you for; if you think me an impoftor Il eafe you of the
trouble of {ufpe&ing me, and leave your houfe till I can
bring better proofs who I am.

D. AMa. Do fo friend; and in the mean-time, d’ye fee,
pray give my humble fervice to the politician, and tell him
that to your certain knowledge the old fellow, the old rogue,
and the old put, d’ ye fee, knows how to bamboozle as well
as himfelf.

D. Ph. Politician! and bamboozle! Pray, Sir, let me
underftand you, that I may know how to anfwer you.

D. Ma. Come, come, don’t be difcouraged friend—
fometimes, you know, the firongeft wits muft fail. You
have an admirable head, ’tis confefled, with as 2ble a face .
to it as ever ftuck upon two fhoulders ; but who the devil
can help ill luck? for it happens at this time, d’ye fee, that
it won’t do. .

D. Ph. Won’t do Sir! .

D. Ma. Nay, if you won’t underftand me now, here
comes an honeit fellow that will fpeak you point-blank to
the matter.

Enter TRAPPANTIL
Come hither friend; doft thou know this gentleman ?

Trap. Blefs me Sir! is it you? Sir, this is my old ma-
fter I lived with at Seville.

D. Ph. I remember thee; thy name’s Trappanti; thou
wert my fervant when I firft went to travel.

Trap. Ay Sir,and about twenty months after you came
home too.

D. Ph. You fee, Sir, this fellow knows me.

D. Ma. Oh, I never queftioned it in the leaft Sir!
Prithee, what’s this worthy gentleman’s name friend ?

Trap. Siv, your Honour has heard me talk of him a
thoufand times; his name, Sir, his name is Guzman: his
father, Sir, old Don Guzman, is the moft eminent lawyer
in Seville, was the very perfon that drew up the fettlement
and articles of my maiter’s marriage with your Honour’s
daughter: this gentleman knows all the particularsas well
asif he had drawn them up himfelf: but, Sir, Ihopethere’s
no miftake in them that may defer the marriage.

D. Ph. Confufion!

D. Ma. Now Sir, what fort of anfwer d’ye think fit to
make me?

D. Pb. Now Sir, that I’m obliged in honour natto
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leave your houfe till I at leaft have feen the villain thag
“calls himfelf Don Philip, that has robbed me of my port-
manteau, and would you, Sir, of your honour and your
daughter As for this rafcal

T rap. Sir, I demand proteétion. [ Runs bebind D. Ma.

D. Ma. Hold Sir; fince yon are fo brifk, and in my
own houfe too, call your mafter friend : you 1l find we have
fwords within can match you. .

T rap. Ay Sir, I may chance to fend you one will take
down your courage. [Exit Trappanti.

D. Ph. T atk your pardon Sir; I muft confefs the vil-
lany I faw defigned againft my father’s friend had tranf-
ported me beyond good manners; but be affured, Sir, ufe
me henceforward as you pleafe, I will dete& it tho’ I lofe
my life. Nothing fhall affront me now till I have proved
myfelf your friend indeed and Don Fernando’s {on.

D. Ma. Nay, look ye Sir, I will be very civil too—I
won’t fay a word—yot fhall e’en fquabble it out by your-
felves y not but at the fame time thou art to me the merrieft
fellow that ever I faw in my life.

Enter HyrovriTa, FLORA, and TRAPPANTI.

Hyp. Who’s this that dares ufurp my name, and calls
him{elf Don Philip de las Torres?

D. Ph. Ha! thisisa young competitor indeed ! [ Afide.

Flo. Ts this the gentleman Sir? .

D. Ma. Yes, yes, that’she: ha, ha!

D. Ph. Yes Sir, I’m the man who but this morning
lott that name upon the road ; I’m informed an impudent
young rafcal has picked it out of fome writings in the

" portmanteau he robbed me of, and has brought it hither
before me. D’ye know any fuch Sir.

Flo. the fellow really does it very well Sir.

D. Ma. Oh, to a miracle! [Afide.

Hyp. Prithee, friend, how long doft thou expe& thy
impudence will keep thee out of gaol? Could not the cox-
comb that put thee upon this inform thee too that this
gentleman was a magiltrate?

D. Ma. Well faid my little champion.

D. Ph. Now, in my opinion child, that might as well
put thee in mind of thy own cendition; for fuppofe thy
wit and impudence thould fo far fucceed as tolet thee ruin
this gentleman'’s family, by really marrying his daughter,

- | E i
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thou canft not but know 'tis impoffible thou fhouldft en-
joy her long; a very few days muft unavoidably difcover
thee: in the mean-tirhe, if thou wilt {fpare me the trouble
of expofing thee,and generoufly confefs thy roguery, thus
far I’ll forgive thee; but if thou {till proceedeft upon his
credulity to a marriage with the lady, don’t flatter thyfclf
that allherfortune fhall buy off my evidence, for I’'m bound
in honour as well as law to hang thee for the robbery.

Hyp. Sir, you are extremely kind.

Flo. Very civil egad !

Hyp. But may not I prefume, my dear friend! this
wheedle was offered as a trial of this gentleman’s credu-
lity ? Ha, ha, ha!

D. Ma. Indeed, my friend, ’tis a very fhallow one.
Cantft thou think I'm fuch a fot as to believe that if he
knew t were in thy power to hang him he would not have
run away at the firft fight of thee?

Trap. Ay Sir, he muft be a dull rogue indeed that
would not runaway from a halter. Ha, ha,ha! [ Al/laugh.

D. Ph. Sir, I afk your pardon; I begin now to be a
Jittle fenfible of my folly—1I perceive this gentleman has
done his bufinefs with you efte@ually: however, Sir, the
duty I owe my father obliges me not to leave your caufe,
tho’ I'll leave your houfe immediately : when you fee me
next you’ll know Don Philip. from a rafeal.

. D.Ma. Ah, twill be the fame thing if I know a rafcal
from Don Philip! But if you pleafe, Sir, never give your-
felf any further trouble in this bufinefs ; for what you have
done, d’ye fee, is fo far from interrupting my daughter’s
marriage, that with this gentleman’s leave I'm refolv’d te
finifh it this very hour; fo that when you fee your friend
the politician you muft tell him you had curfed luck;
that’s all. Ha, ha, ha!

D. Ph. Very well Sir, I may have better when I fee you
next.

Hyp. Look ye Sir, fince your undertaking (tho’ you de-
figned it otherwife) has promoted my happinefs, thus far
1pafsit by, tho' I queftion if a man that ftoops to do fuch
bafe injuries dares defend them with his fword : however,
now at leaft you're warned; but be aflured your next at-
tempt

lg.fPl.-. Will ftartle you my fpark. I’mafraid you’llbe

a little humbler when you are bandcuffed. Tho' you won’t




A2IV.  sHE wOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT. 55

take my word againft him Sir, perhapsanother magiftrate
may my oath, which becaufe I fee his marriage is in hafte
I am obliged to make immediately. Ifhe can outface the
law too I fhall be content to be the coxcomb then you
think me. [Exit D. Philip.

D. Ma. Ah, poor fellow! he’s refolved to carry it off
with a good face however. Ha, ha!

Trap. Ay Sir, that ’s all he has for 't indeed.

Hyp. Trappanti, follow him, and do as I direéted.

[4fide to Trap.

Trap. I warrant ye Sir. [ Exit Trap.

D. Ma. Ha! wmylittlechampion, let me kifs thee ; thou
haft carried the day like a hero. Man nor woman, nothing
can ftand before thee. I’llmakethee monarchof my daugh-
ter immediately.

Hyp. That ’s the Indies Sir.

D. Ma. Well faid my lad—Ah, my heart’s going to
dance again!—Prithee let’s in before it gets the better
of me, and give the bride an account of thy viory.

Hyp. Sir, if you pleafe to prepare the way I'll march
after youin form, and lay my laurels at her feet like a con-
queror.

D. Ma. Sayeft thou fo my little foldier? Why then I’ll
fend for the prieft, and thou fhalt be married in triumph.

[Exit D. Ma.
Hyp. Now Flora. .

Flo. Ay, now Madam, wha fays we are not politicians?
1°d fain fee any turn of ftate managed with half this dex-
terity. But pray, what is Trappanti detached for?

Hyp, Only to interrupt the motions of the enemy, girl,
tillweare fafein our trenches; for fhould Don Philip chance
to rally upon us with an Alguazil and a warrant before I
am faft tied to the lady we may be routed for all this.

Flo. Trappanti knows his bufinefs I hope.

Hyp. You’ll fee prefently—But hufh! here comes my
brother: poor gentleman! he’s upon thorns too; I’ave
made Rofara write him a moft provoking letter.

Flo. Nay, you have an admirable genius to mifchief.
But what has poor O&avio done to you that he muft be
plagued too?

Hyp. Well, dear Flora! don’t chide; indeed this fhall
be the laft day of my reign. Come, now let’s in, kecp up
the old Den’s humour, and laugh at him. )

-
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Flo. Ay, there, with all my heart. [ Exeunt.
Enter Octavio awith alettery and ViLETTA.

G4. Rofara falfe! diftraction!

Vil. Nay, don’t be in fuch a paffion.

0&. Confefs it too ! fo changed within an hour!

Vil. Ah, dear Sir, if you had but feen how the young
gentleman laid about him you’d ha’ wondered how fhe
held out fo long.

0&. Death ! "tis impofiible!

Vil. Common, Sir, common. I have known a prouder
lady as nimble as fhe—What will you lay that before the
moon changes fhe is not falfe to your rival?

0&. Don’t torture me Viletta.

Vil. Come Sir, take heart; my life on’t you’ll be the
happy man at laft. ' .

08&. Thou art mad. Doesfhenot tell me here, in her let-
ter, fhe has herfelf confented to marry another? nay, does
not fhe infult me too with a—yet loves me better than the

erfon fhe’s to marry.

Vil. Infult! is that the beft you can make on’t? Ah,
you men have fuch heads !

0é&. What doft thou mean?

Vil. Sir, to be free with you, my miftrefs is grown wife
at laft ; my advice, I perceive, begins to work with hex,
and your bufinefs is done.

0&. What was thy advice ?

Vil. Why, to give the poft of hufband to your rival,
and put you in for a deputy. You know the bufinefs of the
place, Sir, if youmind it : by the help of a few good ftars
and a little moonfhine there’s many a fair perquifite may
fallin your way.

04. Thou raveft Viletta; *tis impoffible fhe can fall fo
low.

Vil. Ah Sir! you cann’t think how love will humble a

body. .
03;. I’ believe nothing ill of her till her own mouth con-
feflesit : fhe can never own thisletter: fhe cann’t but know
Ithould ftab her with reproaches ; therefore dear Viletta!
eafe me of my torments; go this minute and tell her I ’'m
upon the rack till I fpeak with her.

Vil. Sir, I dare not for the world ; the old gentleman’s
with her; he’ll knock my brains out.

2
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0é. Ull proteét thee with my life.

Vil. Sir, I would not venturetodo it for—for—for—yes,
I would for a piftole.

0a. Confound her—There, there’tis: dear Viletta! be
my friend this time, and I'll be thine for ever.

Vil. Now Sir, you deferve a friend. [Exit Vil.

0&. Sure this letter muft be but artifice, a hymour to
try how farmy love can bear————and yet methinks fhe
cann ’t but know the impudence of my young rival and her
father's importunity are too prefling to allow her any time
to foolaway ; and if fhe were really falfe fhe could not take
a pride in confefling it. Death! I know not what to think ;
the fex is all a riddle, and we are the fools that crack our
brains to expound ’em.
. Reenter VILETTA.

Now, dear Viletta!

Vil. Sir, fhe begs your pardon; they have juit fent forthe

.prieft ; but they will be glad tofee you aboutan hourhence,
as foon as the wedding ’s over.

0. Vilettal ~

Vil. Sir, the fays, in ﬂlort, the cann’t poffibly fpeak with
you now, for fhe is juft going to be marry’d.

04. Death! daggers! blood! confufion ! and ten thou-
fand Furies!

Vil. Heyday! what s all this for?

0a. My brains are turned Viletta.

Vil. Ay, by my troth, fo one would think, if one could
but believe you had anyat all: if youhavethree grains I'm
fure you cann’t but know her compliance with this match
muft give her a little liberty; and can you fuppofe fhe’d
defireto fee you an hour henceiffhedid not defign tomake
ufe of it?

0&. Ufe of it ! death! when the wedding’s over?

Vil. DearSir! but thebedding won’t be over, and I pre-
fume that ’sthe ceremony you have a mind to be matter of.

04. Do n’t flatter me Viletta.

Vil. Faith, Sir, I’ll be very plain; you are to me the
dulleft perfon I ever faw in my life ; but if you havc amind
1’11 tell her ye won’t come.

04. No, don’t fay fo Viletta.

Vil. Then pray Sir, do as fhe bids you; do n’t ftay here
tofpoil yourown fport ; you’ll have the old gentleman come
thundering down upanye byand by, and thenwe fhall have

™
L
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ye at your ten thoufand Furies again—Hift! here ’s com-
pany; goodbye t’ ye. [Exit Viletta.

04. < How now? what ’s the meaning of this

Enter Dox Puivie, bis fword drawn, and TRARPANTI.

D. Ph. Come Sir, there’s no retreating now ; thisyou
mutft juftify.

Trap. Sir, I will, and a great deal more; but pray Sir,
give me’leave to recover my courage—1I proteft the keen
looks of that inftrument have quite frighted it away. Pray
put it up Sir.

D. Ph. Nay, to let thee fee I had rather be thy friend
than enemy I'll bribe thee to be honeft. Difcharge thy
confcience like a man and I'll engage to make thefe five
ten pieces.

Enter a Servant.

Trap. Sir, your bufinefs will be done effeGually.

D. Ph. Here, friend, will ye tell your mafter I defire to
fpeak with him?

04. Don Philip!

D. Ph.O&avio! thisisfortunate indeed—the only place
in the world I would have withed to have found you in

- 0&. What’s the matter?

D. Ph. You’llfee prefently—but prithee how ftands your
affair with your miftrefs?

04. Thedevil take me if Ican tell ye--Idon’t know what
tomake of her; about anhour ago fhe was for{caling walls
tocomeat me,andthxsmmute—-w}up, fhe’sgoing to marry
the ftranger I told you of ; nay, confefles too it is with her
own confent, and yet begs by all means to fee me as foon
as her wedding ’s over—Is not it very pretty ?

Reenter a Servant.

D. Ph. Something gay indeed.

Serv. Sir, my mafter will wait on you prefently.

04. But the plague on’t is my love cannot bear this
jefting—Well now, how ftands your affair? have you fecn
your miftrefs yet?

D. Ph. No, I cann’t get admittance to her.

0Oa. How fo?

D. Ph. When T came to pay my duty here to the old
gentleman—

0é&. Hered

D. Ph. Ay, I found an impudent young rafcal There
before me that had taken my name upon him, robbed me
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of my portmanteau, and by virtue of fome papers there
knew all my concerns to a tittle: he has told a plaufible
tale to her father, faced him down that I’m an impoftor,
* and if I don’t this minute prevent him is going to marry
the lady.

0a. Dcath and hell! [Afide.
‘What fort of fellow was this rafcal ? 3

D. Ph. Alittle pert coxcomk : by his impudence and
drefs I guefs him to be fome French page.

04&. ¢ A white wig, red coat

D. Ph. ¢ Right, the very pi¢ture of the little Englifh-
¢ man we knew at Paris.”

0&. Confufion! my friend at laft my rival too Yet
hold! my rival is my friend ; he owns he has not feen her

et [ Afide.

D. Ph. You feem concerned.’

04&. Undone for ever, unlefs dear Philip ’s ftil my friend.

D. Ph. What’s the matter?

0&. ‘¢ Be generous, and tell me, have I ever yet defer-
¢ ved your friendfhip ?

D. Ph. T hope my a&tions have confeffed it.”

04. Forgive my fears, and fince 't is impoffible you can
feel the pain of loving her you are engaged to marry, not
having (a fs youown) yet exer feen her, let me conjure you
by all the ties of honour, friendfhip, and pity, never to
attempt her more

D. Ph. You amaze me!

0&. *Tis the famedear creature I fo paffionately dote on.

D. Ph. Isitpoflible ? Nay then, be eafy in thy thoughts
OQ&avio; and now I dare confefs the folly of my ownt
I’m not forry thou art my rival here. In {pite of all my
weak philofophy I muft own the fecret withes of my foul
are {till Hypolita’s——1I know not why, but ¢ yet me-
¢¢ thinks the unaccountable repulfes I have met with here
¢ oo’y like an omen of fome new though far diftant hope
¢¢ of her.””—I cann’t help thinking that my fortune ftill
refolves, fpite of her cruelty, to make me one day happy

Oa. Quit but Rofara I’ll engage fhe fhall be your’s.

D. Ph. Not only that, but will affift youwith my life to
gain her: I fhall eafily excufe myfelf to my father for not
marrying the miftrefs of my dearett friend.

0ét. Dear Philip, let me embrace you—DBut how fhall
we manage the rafcal of an impoftor ? Suppofe you run im-
mediately and fvear e robbery againft him?
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D, Ph. Iwas juft going about it, but accidentally meet-
ing with this fellow has %uckily prevented me, who, you
muft know, has been chief engineer in the contrivance a-
gainft me, but between threats, bnbes, and promifes, has
confeffed the whole roguery, and is now ready to fwear it
againft him: fo becaufe I underftand the fpark is very
near his marriage I thought this would be the beft and
fooneft way to dete& him.

08&. That ’s right ; the leaft delay might have loft all:
befides, I am here to ftrengthen his evidence, for I can
fwear that you are the true Don Philip.

D, Ph. Right.

Trap. Sir, with humble fubmiffion that will be quite
wrong.

0&. Why fo?

Trap. Becaufe, Sir, the old gentleman is fubftantially
convinced that ’tis you who have put Don Philip upon
laying this pretended claim to his daughter, purely to
defer the marriage, that in the mean-time you might get
an opportunity to run away with her; for which reafon,
Sir, you’ll find your evidence will but fly in your face,
and haften the match with your rival.

D. Ph. Ha! there’s reafon in that—All your endea-
vours will but confirm his jealoufy of me.

0&. What would you have me do?

Trap. Don’t appear at the trial Sir.

D. Ph. By no means; rather wait a little in the ftreet:
be within call, and leavc the management to me.

0a. Be careful dear Philip!

D. Pbh. I always ufed to be more fortunate in ferving
my friend than myfelf.

0&. But hark ye, here lives an Alguazil at the next
houfe; fuppofe I fhould fend him to you to fecurethe fpark
in the mean-time?

D. Ph. Do fo: we muft not lofe a moment.

0a. I won’t ftir from the door.

D. Ph. You’ll foon hear of me: away. [Exit 04,

Trap. So, now I have divided the enemy there can be
no great danger if it fhould come to a battle—DBafta! here
comes our party.

D. Ph. Stand afide till T call for you. [ Trap. retires.

) Enter Don MANUEL.

D. Ma. Well Sir, what fervicsha.ve you to command

me now pray 2. .
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D. Ph. Now, Sir, I hope my credit will ftand a little
fairer with you: all I beg is but your patient hearing.

D. Ma. Well, Sir, you fhall have it ¢¢ But then I
¢« muft beg one favour of you too, which is, to make the
_¢¢ bufinefs as thort as you can for to tell you the truth I
¢ am not very willing to have any farther trouble about it.

D. Pb. ¢ Sir, if 1 don’t now convince you of your er-
¢¢ rour believe and ufe me like a villain; in the mean-time,
<¢ Sir, I hope you’ll think of a proper punithment for the
¢ merry gentleman that hath impofed upon you.

D. Ma. < With all my heart; I’ll leave him to thy
«¢ mercy”’—Here he_comes; bring him to a trial as foon
you pleafe.

Enter FLorA and HyroriTA,

Flo. So! Trappanti has fucceeded ; he’s come without
the officers. [ 7o Hyp.

Hyp. Hearing, Sir, you were below, I did not care to
difturb the family by putting the officers to the trouble of
a needlefs fearch: let me fee your warrant; I’m ready to
obey it. , ’

D. Ma. Ay, where’s your officer?

Flo. I thought to have feen him march in ftate with an
Alguazil before him. N

D. Pb. I was afraid, Sir, upon fecond thoughts, your
bufinefs would not ﬁa}' for a warrant, tho’ ’tis poffible I
may provide for you, for I think this gentleman’s a ma-
giftrate: in the mean-time O'! here, I have prevailed
with an Alguazil to wait upon ye.

- Enter Alyuazil.

Alz. 'Did you fend for me Sir?

D. Ph Ay, fecure that gentlcman.

D. Ma. Hold, hold, Sir; all things in order: this gen-
tleman is yet my guefk ; let me be firft acquainted with his
crime, and then I fhall better know how he deltrves to be
treated ; and that we may have no hard words upon one
another, if you pleafe, Sir, let me firft talk with you in
private. R [ They ahifper.

Hyp. Ugllne! that fool Trappanti, or that villain, I
know n h, has at leaft miftaken or betrayed me!
Ruined redgmption!

Flo. ¢¢ OQur ai?z‘x?rs, methinks, begin to look with a very
¢ indifferent face Ha! the old Don feems furprifed!
“ I don’t like thaf—g¥Vhat fhall we do?

B F

&
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“Hyp. ¢ T am at my wit’s end. [ Afide.

Flo. ¢ Then we mutt either confefs or to gaol, that’s
¢ pofitive. .

Hyp. ¢ U’llrather ftarve there than be difcovered. Should
¢¢ he at laft marry with Rofara the very fhame of this at-
¢¢ tempt would kill me.”

Flo. Death! what d’ye mean? that hanging look were
enough to confirm a fufpicion: bear up, for fhame.

Hyp. Impofiible! I am dafh’d, confounded : if thou haft
any courage left fhew it quickly. Go, fpeak before my
fears betray me. [ Afide.

D. Ma. 1f you can make this appear by any witnefs,
Sir, I confefs ’t will furprife me indeed.

Flo. Ay Sir, if you have any witnefles we defire you’d
produce ’em.

D. Ph. Sir, I have a witnefs at your fervice, and a fub-
ftantial one. Hey! Trappanti!

Enter TRAPPANTL
Now, Sir, what think ye?

Hyp. Ha! the rogue winks
[Afde.] Is this your witnefs Sir?

D, Ph. Yes Sir ; this poor fellow at laft, it feems, hap-
pens to be honeft gnough to confefs himfelf a rogue, and
your accomplice.

Hyp. Ha, ha!

D. Ph. Ha, ha! you are very merry Sir.

D. Ma. Nay, there’s a jeft between ye, that’s certain
—But come friend, what fay you to the bufinefs? have
ye any proof to offer upon oath that this gentleman is the
true Don Philip, and confequently this other an impoftor?

D. Ph. Speak boldly. - :

Trap. Ay Sir ; but fhall I come tono harmif I do fpeak?

D. Ma. Let it be the truth and I’ll prote& thee.

Trap. Are you fure I fhall be fafe Sir?

D. Ma. Il give thee my word of honour : fpeak bold-
Iy to the queftion.

Trap. Well Sir, fince T muft fpeak, then, in the firff
place, I defire your Honour would be pleafe‘commaud

then there s life again.

the officer to fecure that gentleman.
D. Ma. How friend!
D. Ph. Secure me, rafcal!
Trap. Sir, if | cann’t be prote&ted I fhall never be able

to fpeak. ® =
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D. Ma. I warrant thee—WHhat is it you fay friend ?

Trap. Sir, as I was juft now croffing the ftreet this
gentleman, with a fneerin his face, takes me by the hands,
claps five piftoles in my palm, (here they are) fhuts my
fitt clofe upon ’em, My dear friend, fays he, you muft do
me a piece of fervice ; upon which, Sir, I bows me him to
the ground, and defired him to open his cafe.

D. Ph. What means the rafcal?

D. Ma. Sir, I am as much amazed as you; but pray
let ’s hear him, that we may know his meaning.

T rap. So, Sir, upon this he runs me over a long ftory
of a fham and a flam he had juft contrived, he faid, to de-
fer my mafter’s marfiage only for two days.

D. Ph. Confufion !

Flo. Nay, pray Sir, let ’s hear the evidence.

Trap. Upon the clofe of the matter Sir, I found at laft,
by his eloquence, that the whole bufinefs depended upon
my bearing a little falfe witnefs againft my mafter.

Hyp. Oh, ho! .

Trap. Upon this, Sir, I began to demur: Sir, fays I,
this bufinefs will never hold water ; don’t let me undertake
it ; I muft beg your pardon; gave him the negative fhrug;,
and was for {neaking off with the fees in my pocket.

D. Ma. Very well!

D. Ph. Villain!

Flo. and Hyp.] Ha, ha, ha! .

Trap. Upon this, Sir, he catches me faft hold by the
collar, whips out his poker, claps it within halfan inch of
my guts; Now, dog! fayshe, you thall do it, or within two
hours ftink upon the dunghill you came from.

D, Ph, Sir, if there be any faith in mortal man—

D. Ma. Nay, nay, may, oneat atime; you fhall be heard
prefently. Go on frie¥d. «

Trap. Having me at this advantage, Sir, I began to
think my wit would do me more fervice than my courage,
fo prudently pretended out of fear to comply with his
threats, and fwallow the perjury; but now, Sir, being un-
der prote&tion, and at liberty of confcience, I have honefty
enough, you fee, totell you the whole truth of the matter.

D. Ma. Ay, thisis evidence indeed !

I Omn. Ha, ha, ha!

D, Ph. Dog! villain! did not you confefs to me that

this gentleman picked you up not three hours ago at the
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fame inn where I alighted? that he had owned his ftealing
my portmanteau at Toledo? that if he fucceeded to marry
the lady you were to have a confiderable fum for your
pains, and thefe two were to fhare the reft of her fortune
between ’em?

Trap. O lud! O lud! Sir, as I hope to die in my bed
thefe are the very words, he threatened to ftab me if I
wouldnot fwearagainft my mafter—1I told himat firft, Sll',
I was not fit for his bufinefs ; I was never good at a lxe in
my life.

Alg. Nay, Sir, I faw this gentleman’s fword at his breaft
out of my window.

Trap. Look ye there Sir! ‘

D. Ph. Damnation! . :

Omn. Ha, ha, ha!

D. Ma. Really, my friend, thou art almoft turned fool
in this bufinefs: if thou hadft prevailed upon this wretch
to perjure himfelf couldft thou think I fhould not have
deteéted him? But, poor man! you were a little hard put
to it indeed ; any fhift was better than none it feems: you
knew ’twould not be-long to the wedding. You may go
friend. [Exit Alguazil.

Flo. Ha, ha!

D. Ph. Sir,bymy eternal hopes of peace and happinefs
you’re impofed on. “ If you proceed thus rafhly your
“ daughter is inevitably ruined. If what I have faid be not
¢ true in fa&, as hell or he is falfe, mayHeaven brand me
¢ with the fevereft marks of perjury.” Defer the marriage
but an hour.

D, Ma. Ay, and in half that time I fuppofe you are in
hopes to defer it for altogether.

D. Ph. Perdition feizemeif I have any hope or thought
but that of ferving you.

D. Ma. Nay, now thou art a downnght diftra&ed man
—Doft thou expe& I fhould take thy bare word, when
here were two honeft fellows that have juft proved thec in
a lie to thy face?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Sir, the prieft is come.

D. Ma. Ishe fo? then Sir, if you pleafe, fince you fee
you can do me no farther fervice, I believe it may be time
for you to ga.~—Come, fon, now let s wait upon the bride,
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and put an end to this gentleman’s trouble for altogether.
[Exit Don Manuel. .

Hyp. Sir, I'll wait on ye.

D. Ph. Confufion! I’ave undone my friend.

[ Walks about.

Flo. afide.] Trappanti! rogue, this was a mafterpiece.

Trap.afide.] Sir, I believe it won’t be mended in hafte.

[Excunt Flo. and Trap.

Hyp. Sir. '

D, Ph. Ha! alone! If I were not prevented now—
Well Sir. -

Hyp. T fuppofe you don’t think the favours you have
defigned me are to be put up without fatisfa&tion, there-
fore I fhall expe& to fee you early to-morrow near the
Prado, with your fword in your hand ; in the mean-time,
8ir, I’ma little more in hafte to be the lady’s humble fer-
vant than your’s. [ Going.

D. Ph. Hold Sir!—you and I cann’t part upon fuch
eafy terms.

Hyp. Sir!
D. Ph. Youare not fo near the lady, Sir, perhapsas you
imagine. [D. Pbh. locks the door..

Hyp. What d’ye mean?

D. Ph. Speak foftly.

Hyp. Hal

D, Ph. Come Sir—draw.. )

Hyp. My riin has now caught me: ¢ my plots are yet
¢ unripe for execution ; I muft not, dare not, let him know:
¢ me till I am fure at leaft he cannot be another’s¥’—
This was the very fpite of Fortune. [Afide.

D. Ph. Come Sir, my time’s but fhort.

Hyp. And mine’s too precious to be loft on any thing,
but love; befides, this is no proper place..

D. Ph. O! we’ll make fhift with it.

Hyp. To-morrow, Sir, I fhall find a better:.

D. Ph. No, now Sir, if you pleafe—Draw, villain! or
expe& fuch ufage as I’m fure Don Philip would not bear.

Hyp. A lover, Sir, may bear any thing to make fure of
his miftrefs—You know it is not fear that—

D, Ph. No evafions Sir; either this moment confefs your
villany, your name and fortune, or expe& po mercy.

Hyp. Nay, thep—within there!

. . . Fiif
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D. Ph. Move but a ftep, or dare to raife thy voice be-
yond a whifper, this minute is thy laft.

[Seizes ber, and holds his fword to her breaft.

Hyp. Sir! [ Trembling.

D. Ph. Villain! be quick, confefs or——

Hyp. Hold Sir. I own I dare not fight with you.

D. Ph. No, I fee thou art too poor a villain there-
fore be {peedy, as thou hopett Il fpare thy life.

Hyp. ¢ Give me but a moment’s refpite Sir.

D, Ph. «“ Dog! do ye trifle "’

Hyp. Nay then, Sir Mercy, mercy!

[ Throws herfelf at his feet.
And fince I muft confefs, have pity onmy youth, have pity
on my love!

D. Ph. Thy love! what art thou, fpark?

Hyp. Unleis your generous compaffion fpares me fure
the moft wretched youth that ever felt the pangs and tor-
ments of a fuccefslefs paffion.

D. Ph. ¢ Art thou indeed a lover then?—tell me thy
¢¢ condition.

Hyp. ¢ Sir, I confefs my fortune’s much inferiour to
¢ my pretences in this lady, though indeed I’m born a
¢¢ gentleman, and batmg this attempt againft you, which
¢ even the laft extremities of a ruined love have forced me
“¢ to, ne’er yet was guilty of a deed or thought that could
« debafe my birth: but if you knew the torments I have
< borne from her difdainful pride, the anxious days, the
¢¢ long-watched winter nights I have endured, to gain of
¢ her perhaps at laft a cold relentlefs look, indeed you’d
¢ pity me: my heart was fo entirely fubdued the more
¢ fhe flighted me the more I loved, and as my pains in-
¢¢ creafed grew farther from cure. Her beauty ftruck me
¢ with that fubmiffive awe, that when I dared to fpeak
‘¢ my words and looks were fofter than an infant’s blufhes ;
¢ yet all thefe pangs of my perfifting paffion ftill were vain ;
_ ““ nor fhowers of tears, nor ftorms of fighs, could melt or
¢ move the frozen hardnefs of her dead compaffion !

D. Ph. ¢« How very near my condition! [ Afide.

Hyp. ¢ But yet fo {ubtile is the flame of love, fpite of
¢ her cruelty, I nourifhed ftill a fecret living hope, till hear-
¢ ing, Sir, at laft fhe was defigned your bride, defpair com-
¢¢ pelled me to this bold attempt of perfonating you. Her
¢¢ father knew not me or my unhappy love; I knew too
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ou ne’er had feen hér face, and therefore hoped, when
¢¢ I thould offer to repair with twice the worth the value,
¢¢ Sir, I robbed you of, begging thus low for your for-
¢ givenefs; I fay, I hoped at leaft your generous heart, if
¢ ever it was touched like mine, would plty my diftrefs,
¢¢ and pardon the neceffitated wrong.

D. Ph. ¢ Is’t pofiible? hait thou ‘then loved to this un-
¢¢ fortunate degree?

Hyp. ¢ Unfortunate indeed if you are ftill my rival Su‘,
¢¢ but were you riot I’m fure you’d pity me.’

D. Ph. Nay, then I muft forgive thee. [ Raifing her.]
for 1 have known too well the mifery not to pity—any
thing in love. '

Hyp. ¢ Have you, Sir, been unhappy there?

D, Ph. ¢ Oh! thou haft probed a wound that time or
¢ art can never heal.

Hyp. « O joyful found !—[ 4fide.] Cherifh that gene-
¢¢ rous thought, and hope from my fuccefs your miitrefs
¢ or your fate may make you bleft like me.”

D, Ph. Yet hold—nor flatter thy fond hopes too far;
for though I pity and forgive thee, yet I am bound in ho-
nour to affift thy love no farther than the juitice of thy
caufe permits.

Hyp. What mean you Sir?

D. Ph. You muft defer your marriage with this lady.

Hyp. ¢ Deferit! Sir, I hope it is not her you love

D, Ph. ¢ 1 have a nearelt friend that is beloved and
¢ loves her with an equal flame to your’s; to him my

¢¢ friendfhip will oblige me to be juft, and yet in pity of
" ¢¢ thy fortune thus far I'll be afriend to thee; give up thy
¢ title to the lady’s breath, and if her choice pronounces
¢¢ thee the man, I here aflure thee on my honour to refign
¢¢ my claim, and not more partial to my friend than thee
¢¢ promote thy happinefs.

Hyp. ¢ Alas, Sir! this is no relief, but certain ruin. I
¢ am too well affured fhe loves your friend.

D, Ph. ¢ Then you confefs his claim the fairer: her
¢ loving him is a proof that he deferves her; if fo youare
¢¢ bound in honour to refign her.

Hyp.¢¢ Alas, Sir! women have fantaftick taftes, thatlove
¢ they know not what, and hate they know not why ; elfe,
¢ Sir, why are you unfortunate?
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D. Pb. ¢ T am unfortunate, but would rather die fo than
¢ owe my happinefs to any help but an enduring love.
Hyp.  But, Sir, I have endured, you fee, in vain
D. Ph. «“If thou ’dft not have me think thy ftory falfe,
¢ thy foft pretence of love a cheat to melt me into pity,
¢¢ and invade my juftice, yield; fubmit thy paffion to its
¢ merit, and own I have propofed thee like a friend.”
- Hyp. Sir, on my knees
D. Ph. Expe& no more from me; either comply this.
moment, or my fword fhall force thee.
- Hyp. Confider Sir
D, Ph. Nay, then difcover quick ; tell me thy name and
family.
Hyp. Hold Sir.
- D. Ph. Speak, or thou dieft. [ A noife at the door.
Hyp. Sir, I will—Ha! they are entering—O! for a
moment’s courage! Come on Sir!

[ She breaks from him, and draws, retiring till Don Manuel,
Flora, Trappanti, with Servants, rufk in, and part ’em.
D. Ma. Knock him down!

Flp. ¢ Part ’em.

Hyp. ¢ Away, rafcal ! [To Trap. who bolds ber.
Trap. ¢ Hold Sir, dear Sir! hold; you have given him
¢ enough.

Hyp. < Dog! let me go, or I'll cut away thy hold.
D. Ma. ““ Nay, dear fon! hold ; we’ll find a better - way
¢ to punith him.
Hyp. ¢ Pray Sir, give me way—a villain, to affault me
¢ in the very moment of my happinefs! [Struggling.
D. Ph. ¢ By Heaven, Sir, he this moment has confefled
¢ his villany, and begged my pardon upon his knecs.
Hyp. ¢ D’ ye hear him Sir; I'beg you let me go; this
¢ is beyond bearing.
D. Ph. “Thoulneﬁ,vnllam‘ ’tisthy fear that holds thee.””
Hyp. Ah! let me go I fay.
T rap. ¢ Help, ho! I°m not able to hold him.”
D. Ma. Force him out of the room there ; call an officer;
in the mean-time fecure him in the cellar.
D. Ph, Hear me but one word Sir.
D, Ma. Stop his mouth Out with him.
: [ They burry bim of.

Come, dear fon! be pacified.
Hyp. A villain! [ Wdlking in a beat.
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Fls. Why fhould hebe concerned, now he ’sfecure ? fuch
a rafcal would but contaminate the fword of a man of ho-
nour.

D, Ma. * Ay fon, leave him to me and the law.”

Hyp. I am forry, Sir, fuch a fcllow fhould have it in his
power to difturb me—But—

Enter Rosara.

D. Ma. Look! here’s my daughter in a fright to fee
for you.

Hyp. Then I’m compofed again [ Runs to Rofara.

Rof. Iheard fighting here; I hope you are not wound-
ed Sir?

Hyp. T have no wound but what the prieft can heal.

D. Ma. Ay! well faid my little champion!

Hyp.Oh Madam, L have fuchaterribleefcape totell you!

Ry/. Truly I began to be afraid I fhould lofe my little
hufband.

Hyp. Hufband quotha! Get me but once fafe out of
thefe breeches, if ever I wear ’em again

D. Ma. Come, come, children, the prieft ftays for us.

Hyp. Sir, we wait on you. [ Exeunt.

ACT V.

The SCENE continues.

Enter TraPPANTI alone,

TraPPANTL
"W sat in the name of roguery can this new mafter of
mine be? he’seither a fool or bewitched, that’s pofitive
—Firft he gives me fifty pieces for helping him to marry .
the lady, and as foon as the wedding is over claps me
twenty more into the other hand to help him to get rid of
her—Nay, not only that, but gives me a ftriét charge to
obferve his dire&ions in being evidence againft him as an
impoftor, to refund all the lies I have told in his fervice,
to fweep him clear out of my confcience, and now to
fwear the robbery againft him. What the bottom of this
can be I muft confefs does a little puzzle my wit
"There’s but one way in the world I can folve it He
mult certainly have fome reafon to hang himfelf that he’s
afhamed to own, and fo was refolved firft to be married,
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that his friends might not wonder at the occafion. But
here he comes with his noofe in his hand.
Enter HyroriTa and Rosara. |

Hyp. Trappanti, go to Don Pedro; he has bufinefs
with you.

Trap. Yes Sir. - [ Exit Trap.

Rof. Who’s Don Pedro pray?

Hyp. Flora, Madam; he knows her yet by no other

name.
Rof. Well, if Don Philip does not think you deferve
him I am afraid he won’t find another woman that will
have him in hafte—DBut this laft efcape of your’s was fuch
a mafterpiece!

Hyp. Nay, I confefs between fear and thame I would
have given my life for a ducat.

Rof. ¢ Though I wonder when you perceived him fo
¢¢ fenfibly touched with his old paffion how you had pa-
¢¢ tience to conceal yourfelf any longer.

Hyp. ¢ Indeed I could not eafily have refifted it, but
¢ that I'knew if I had been difcovered before my mar-
‘¢ riage with you your father, befure, would have infifted
¢¢ then upon his contra& with him, which I did not know
¢ how far Don Philip might be carried in point of ho-
“ nour to keep; I knew too his refufing it would but the
‘“ more incenfe the old gentleman againft my brother’s
* happinefs with you; and I found myfelfobliged, in gra-
¢¢ titude, not to build my own upon the ruin of your’s.

Rof. ¢ This is an obligation I never could deferve.

Hyp. * Your affiftance, Madam, in'my affair has over-
¢ paid it.”

Rof. What’s become of Don Philip? I hope you have
not kept him prifoner all this while ? -

Hyp. Oh, he’llbe releafed prefently; Flora has her or-
ders—Where’s your father Madam?

Rof. 1faw him go towards his clofet ; I believe he’s
gone to fetch you part of my fortune he feemed in
mighty good humour.

Hyp. We mutt be fure to keep it up as high as we can,
that he may be the more ftunned when he falls.

Rgf. With all my heart : methinks I am pofleffed with
the very fpirit of difobedience—Now could I in the hu-
mour I am in confent to any mifchief that would but




"A&V.  SHEWOU’D AND SHE WOU’D NOT. T

beartily plague my old gentleman  for daring to be bet-
¢ ter than his word to O&avio.”

Hyp. Andif wedo n’t plague him—But here he comes.

ZLnter Dox MaNvEL.

D. Ma. Ah, my little conqueror! let me embrace thee
—That ever I fhould live to fee thisday! this moft trium-
phant day! this day of alldays in my life !

Hyp. Ay, and of my life too Sir. [ Embracing him.

D. Ma. Ay, my cares are over—now I’ave nothing to
do but to think of the other world, for I'ave done all my
bufinefs in this, got as many chlldren as Icould, and now
I’m grown old have fet a young couple to work that will
do it better.

Hyp. I warrant ye, Sir, you’ll foon fee whether your
daughter has married a maa or no.

D. Ma. Ah, well faid! and that you may never be out
of humour with your bufinefs, look you here, children, I
have brought you fome baubles that will make you merry
as long as you live ; twelve thoufand piftoles are the leaft
. value of them; and the reft of your fortune (hall be paid
in the beft Barbary gold to-morrow morning.

Hyp. Ay, Sir, this is fpeaking like a father! thisis en-
couragement indeed !

D. Ma. Much good may do thy heart and foul with
them—and Heaven blefs you together!—-—1I’ave had a
great deal of care and trouble to bring it about children,
but thank my ftars ’tis over—tis over now—now I may
fleep with my doors open, and never have my flumbers
broken with the fear of rogues and rivals.

Rof. Don't interrupt him, and fee how far his humour
will carry him. [ To Hyp.

D. Ma. But there is no joy la{’(mg in this world; we
mutt all die when we have done our beft fooner or later,
old or young, prince or peafant, high or low, kings, lords,
and—common whores, muft die! nothing certain ; we are
forced to buy one comfort with the lofs of another. Now
I?ave married my child I’ave loft my companion—1I’ave
parted with my girl—her heart’s gone another way now
—She 'll forget herold father—I fhall never have her wake
me more, like a cheerful lark, with her pretty fongsina
mornmg——I fhall have nobody to chat at dinner with me
now, or take up a godly book and read me to fleep in an
afternoon. Ah! thefe comfortsare all gone now. [ #eeps.

b
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I7yp. How vary near the extreme of one paffion is to
another! Now ! ¢ s tired with joy till he is downright me-
lancholy.

Rof. What s the matter Sir?

D. Ma. Ah, my child! now it comes to the teft, me-
thinks I don’t know how to part with thee.

Rof. Oh Sir! we fhall be better friends than ever.

D. Ma. Uh, uh! fhall we? wilt thou come and fee the
old man now and then? Well, Heaven blefs thee ! giveme
a kifs—I muft kifs thee at parting : be a good girl, ufe thy
hufband well, make an obcdxcnt wife, and I fhall dle con-
tented.

Ifyp. Die Sir! Come, come, you have a great whi
live—Hang thefe melancholy thoughts! they are tlleworit
company in the world at a weddmg'—Conf ider, Sir, we
are young ; if you would oblige us let us have a little life
and mirth, a jubilee to-day at leaft: ftir your fervants;
call in your neighbours; let me fee your whole family mad
for joy Sir.

D. Ma. Ha! fhall we! fhall we be merry then?

Hyp. Merry Sir! ay, as beggars at a feaft. What! fhall
a dull Spanith cuftom tell me, when I am the happieft
man in the kingdom, I fha’n’t be as mad as I have amind
to? Let me fee the face of nothing to-day but revels,
triends, feafts, and mufick, Sir.

D, Ma. Ah! thou fhalt have thy humour—thou fhalt
have thy humour! Hey, within there! rogues! dogs!
flaves! where are my raicals? Ah, my joy flows again—
Icann’t bear it.

Lnter feveral Servauts.

Serv. Did you call Sir? '

D. HMa. Call Sir! ay Sir. What’s the reafon you are
not all out of your wits Sir! do n’t you know that your
young miftrefs is married fcoundrels ?

Firft Serv. Yes Sir, and we are all ready to be mad as
foon as your Honour will ‘pleafe to give any diftratted
orders.

Hyp.Toufee,Sir, they only want alittle encouragement.

D. Ma. Ah, there fhall be nothing wanting this day,
if [ were fure to beg for it all my lifc after--Here, firrah,
cook T look into the Roman hiftory, fee what Mark An-
toay had fm fupper when- Cleopatxa futt treated him cher
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entire : rogue, let me have a repaft that will be fix times as
expenfive and provoking—Go.

Second Serv. It fhall be done Sir.

D. Ma. And &’ ye hear? one of you ftep to Monfieur
Vendevin, the king’s butler, for the fame wine that his
majefty referves for his own drinking; tell him he fhall
have his price for’t. .

Firft Serv. How much will you pleafe to have Sir?

- D. Ma. Too much Sir; I’ll have every thiug on the
outfide of enough to-day.* Go you, firrah, run to the
theatre, and detach me a regiment of tiddlers, and fingers,
and' dancers; and you, Sir, to my nephew Don Louis,
give my fervice, and bring all his family along with him.

Hyp. Ay Sir, thisis as it fhould be; now it begins to
look like a wedding.

D, Ma. Ah, we ’ll make all the hair in the world ftand
an end at our joy.

Hyp. Here comes Flora
cue.

Now, Madam, obferve youf

Enter FLorA.

Flo. Your{ervant gentlemen—1I need notwith youjoy—
Youhaveit Ifee—Ion Philip, I muft needs{peak with you.

. Hyp. Pfhaw! Prithee do n’t plague me with bufinefs at
{uch a time as this.

Flo. My bufinefs won't be deferred Sir.

Hyp. Sic?-

Flo. 1 fuppafe you guefs it Sir; and I muft tell you I
take it ill it was not done before.

Hyp. What d’ye mean? .

Flo. Your ear Sir. [ They avhifper.

D. Ma. What’s the matter now trow?

Rof. The gentleman feems very free methinks.

'D. Ma. Troth I don’t like it. :

Rof. Do n’t difturb them Sir—We fhall know all pre-
fently.

" Hyp. But what have you done with Don Philip ? :
Flo. I drew the fervants out of the way while he made his
efcape; I faw him very bufy in the ftreet with O&tavioand
another gentleman ; Trappanti dogged them, and brings
me word they juft now. went into the Corrigidore’s in the
next ftreet—therefore what we do we muft do quickly.
Come, come, put on your fighting face, and I’ll be with
shem prefently. [Afide

G
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Hyp. aloud.] Sir, T have offered you very fair; if you
don’tthink fo 1 havemarried thelady, and take yourcourfe

Flo. Sir, our contra& wasa full third ; a third part’smy
xight, and I’ll have it Sir:

D. Ma. Hey!

Hyp. Then 1 muﬁ tell you, Sir, fince you are pleafed to
<all it your nght you fhall not have it.

Flo. Not Sir?

Hyp. No Sir—Look ye, don’t put on your pert airs te
me—Gad I fhall ufe you very fcurvily.

Flo. Ufe me !—You little fon of a whore draw.

Hyp. Oh Sir! I am for you.

[ Tbey fight, and D, Ma. interpofes.

Rof. Ah, help! murder' [ Runs out.

D. Ma. Wxthm there! help! murder ! Why gentlemcn,
are ye mad? pray put up.

Hyp. A rafcal!

D. Ma. Friends and quarrel! for ﬂxame‘

Flo. Friends! I fcorn his friendfhip ; and fince he does
not know how to ufe a gentleman I'll do a publick piece
of juttice, and ufe him like a villain.

Hyp. Let me go! - .

D. Ma. Better words Sir. [To Flo.

Flo. Why, Sir, d’ye take this fellow for Don Philip?

D. Ma. What d’ye mean Sir?

Flo. That he has cheated me as well as you—but I"’ll
have my revenge immediately. [Exit Flora.

[ Hyp. walks dout, and D. Ma. flares.

D. Ma. Hey! what’s all this? what is it——my heart
anifgives me.

/yp. Hey! who waits there? Hcre you! [To a Ser-
«vant.] bid my fervant run, and hire me a coach and four
horfes immediately.

Serv. Yes Sir. [ Exit Serv.

D. Ma. A coach!

Enter VILETTA.

Vil. Sir, Sir!—Dblefs me! what’s the matter Sir? are
you not well 2

D. Ma. Yes, yes I am——that is

Vil. I have brought you a letter Sir.

D. Ma. What bufinefs can he have for a coach?

Fil. 1 have brought you a letter Sir from O&avio.

D. Ma. To me? y

ha!
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Vil. No Sir, to my miftrefs——he charged me to de-
liver it immediately, for he faid it concerned her life and
fortune. .

D. Ma. How! let’s fee it—There ’s what I promifed.
thee—begone. What can this be now! [Reads.] ¢ The
¢¢ perfon whomr your father ignorantly defigns you to mar-
¢¢ ry is a known cheat, and an impoftor; the true Dom
¢¢ Philip, who is my intimate friend, will immediately ap-
s¢ pear with the Corrigidore, and frefh evidence againft
¢ gim. I thought this advice, though from one you hate,
< would be well received, if it came time enough to pre-
¢ yent your ruin. Ocravio*
¢¢ Oh my heart! this letter was not defigned to fall intor
¢¢ my hands—1I am affrighted—1I dare not think on’t.”

Reenter the Servant.

Serv. Sir, your man is not within.

Hyp. Cayelefs rafcal! to be out of the way when my
life’s at ftake—Prithee, do thou go and fee if thou canik
get me any pofthorfes.

D. Ma. Poithorfest

Enter RosArA.

Rof. Oh, dear Sir! what was the matter?

D. Ma. Hey!

Rof. What made them quarrel Sir?

D. Ma. Child!

Rof. What was it about Sir? You look concerned.

D. Ma. Concerned!

Rofi T hrope you are not hurt Sir. [ 7o Hyp. who minds
ber not.] ‘What ’s: the matter with him. Sir? he won’t
fpeak to me. [7e D. Ma.

D. Ma. A {peak !|~——a——go0 to him again:
try what fair words will do, and fee if you can pick
out the meaning of all this,

Raf. Dear Sir! what’s the matter? [ To Hyp..

D. Ma. Ay Sir, pray what’s the matter?

Hyp. I’m a little vexed at my fervant’s being out of the:
way, and the infolence of this other rafcal.

D. Ma. But what occafion have you for pofthorfes Sir?.

Hyp. Something happens a little crofs Sir.

D. Ma. Pray what 18 it?

Hyp. I’ll tell you another time Sir.

D. Ma. Another time Sir!~——pray fatisfy me now..

Gij
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Hyp. Lord Sir! when you fee a mar: out of humour.

D. Ma. Sir, it may be I’'m as much out of humour as
you; and I muft tell ye I don’t like your behaviour, and
I’m refolved to be fatisfied. .

Hyp. Sir, what is it you’d have? [ Pecvifply.

D. Ma. Look ye Sir in fhort—I—1I have received
a letter,

Hyp. Well Sir.

D. Ma. I with it may be well Sir.

Hyp. Blefs me Sir! what’s the matter with you?

D. Ma. Matter Sir!—in troth I’m almoft afraid and
afhamed to tell ye—but if you muft needs know—there’s
the matter Sir. [ Gives the letter.

Enter Dox Louss.

D. Lou. Uncle, I am your humble fervant.

D. Ma. 1 am glad to fee you nephew.

D. Lou. I received your invitation, and am come to pay
my duty : but here I met with the moft furprifing news.

D. Ma. Pray what isit?

D. Lou. Why, firft your fervant told me my young coufin
wasto be married to-day to Don Philip de las Torres ; and
juft as I was entering your doors who fhould I meet but
Don Philip, with the Corrigidore and feveral witneffes, to
Pprove, it feems, that the perfon whom you were juft going
to marry my coufin to has ufurped his name, betrayed you,
robbed him, and is in fhort a rank impoftor!

Hyp. So, now it’s come home to him.

D. Ma. Dear nephew! don’t torture me. Are ye fure
you know Don Philip when you fee him?

D. Lou. Know him Sir! were we not {choolfellows,
fellow-colleéians, and fellow-travellers?

D, Ma. But are you fure you may not have forgot him
neither? .

D. Lou. You might as well afk me if I had not forgot
you Sir.

D. Ma. But one queftion more, and I am dumb for ever
——is that he?

D. Lou. That Sir! no, nor in the leaft like him—But
pray, why this concern? I hope we are not come too late
to prevent the marriage?

D. Ma. Oh, oh, oh, ch! my poor child!

Rof. Oh! [ Seems to faint.
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Enter ViLETTA.

Vil. What’s the matter Sir?

D, Ma. Ah! look to my child.

D. Lou. Isthis the villain then that hasimpefed on you?

Hyp. Sit, I’'m this lady’s hufband,.and while I’m fure.
that name cann't be taken from me I fhall be contented
with laughing at any other you or your party dare give me.

D. Ma. Oh!

D, Lou. Nay then, within there!—fuch a villain ought:
to be made an example.

Enter Corrigidoreand Qfficers,with Dox Puirie,OcTavIo,
Frora, and TraPPANTI.

Oh gentlemen, we’re undone! all comes too late! my;

poor coufin’s married the impoftor.!.

D, Ph. How!

0&:.Confufion!

D.. Ma. Oh, oh! '

D; Ph. That’sthe perfon Sir; and Idemand your juttice,

0&. And 1.

Flo. And all of us..

D. Ma. Will my cares never be over?

Cor. Well; gentlemen, let me rightly underftand what
’tis you-charge him-with and I’ll commit him immedi-
ately—Firft, Sir, you fay thefe gentlemen all know you
to be the true Don Philip?

D. Lou. That, Sir, I prefume my.oath will prove..

0&..Or mine.

Flo.. And mine.. ,

Trap. Ay, and mine too Sir.

D. Ma. Where fhall T hide this fhameful head ?

Flo, And fortherobbery, that I canproveuponlim; he
confeffed to-me at Toledo he ftole this gentleman’s port-
manteau there to carry on his defign upon this lady, and
agreed.to give me a third part of her fortune for myaffift-
ance, which he refufing to pay as foon as the marriage was
over, I thought myfelf obliged in honour to difcover him..

Hyp. Well, gentlemen, you may infult me if you pleafe ;
but I prefume you’ll hardly be able to prove that I’m not
married to the lady, or have not the beft part of her for-
tune in my pocket; fo do your worft; I own my inge-
nuity, and am proud on’t.

D. Ma. Ingenuity, abandoned villain !E].Sut Sir, be-

ijj
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fore youfend him to gaol I defire he may return the jewels
I gave him as part of my daughter’s portion.

Cor. That cann’t be Sir—fince he has married the lady
her fortune's lawfully his. All we can do is to profecute
him for robbing this gentleman.

D. Ma. Oh that ever I was born!

Hyp. Return the jewels Sir! If you don’t pay me the
reft of her fortune to-morrow morning you may chance
to go to gaol before me.

D. Ma. Oh that I were buried! will my cares never
be over? )

Hyp. They arepretty near it Sir ; you cann’t have much
more to trouble you.

Cor. Come Sir, if you pleafe, I muft defire to take your
affidavit in writing. [ Goes to the table with Flora.

D. Ph. Now Sir, you fee what your own rathnefs has
‘brought ye to. ¢ How fhall I be ftared at when I give an
<« account of this to my father or your friends in Seville ;
<¢ you’ll be the publick jeft; your underftanding or your
“¢ folly will be the mirth of every table.”

- D. Ma. Pray forbear Sir.

Hyp. Keep it up Madam. [Afde to Rof.

Rof. Oh Sir! how wretched have you made me! Is this
the care you have taken of me for my blind obedience to
your commands? this my reward for filial duty ?

D. Ma. Ah, my poor child!

Rof. But I deferve it all for ever liftening to your bar-
barous propofal, when my confcience might have told me
my vowsand perfon injufticeand honour were the wronged
OR&avio’s.

D. Ma. Oh, oh! .

04. Can fhe repent her falfehood then at laft? Is't
poflible? then I’m wounded too! Oh, my poor undone

Rofara! [ Goes to her.] Ungrateful! cruel ! perjured man!
¢ how canft thou bear to fee the light after this heap of
¢¢ ruin thou hatft raifed, by tearing thus afunder the moft
¢ folemn vows of plighted love?”’

D. Ma. Oh, don’t infult me; I deferve the worft you
can fay—I’m’a miferable wretch, and I repent me.

04. *¢ Repent! canft thou believe whole: years of for-
« row will atone thy crime ? no; groan on, figh and weep
¢¢ away thylife to come, and when the ftingsand horrours

% of thy confcience have laid thy tortured body in the
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¢ grave—then, then—as thou doft me, when tistoo late,
« I"’ll pity thee.”

Vil. So! here’s thelady in tears, the lover in rage, the
old gentleman out of his fenfes, moft of the company di-
ftraéted, and the bridegroom in a fair way to be hanged
—the merrieft wedding that ever I faw in my life.

[To Hyp.

Cor.Well Sir, have you any thing to fay before I make
your warrant ?

Hyp. A word or two, and I obey ye Sir.—~Gentlemen,
1 have refleGed on the folly of my aétion, and forefee the
difquiets [ amlike to undergo inbeing thislady’shufband ;
therefore as I own myfelf the author of all this feeming
ruin and confufion, fo I am willing (defiring firft the officers
may withdraw) to offer fomething to the general quiet.

0&. What can this mean? _

D. Ph. Pthaw ! fome new contrivance—Let’s begone.

D. Lou, Stay a moment ; it can be noharm to hear him
~—Sir, will you oblige us?

Cor. Wait without— ’ [ Exeunt Qfficers.

Vil. What’s to be done now trow ?

Trap. Some fmart thing I warrant ye : the little gen-
tleman hath a notable head faith!

Flo. Nay, gentlemen, thus much I know of him, that
if you can but perfuade him to be honeft ’tis ftill in his
power to make you all amends, and in my opinion ’tis
high time he fhould propofe it.

D. Ma. Ay, 'tis time he were hanged indeed, for I
know no other amends he can make us.

- Hyp. Then I mutt tell you, Sir, I owe you no repara-
tion ; the injuries which you complain of your fordid ava-
rice and breach of promife here have juftly brought upon
you—*¢ Had you, as you were obliged in confcience and
¢ in nature, firft given your daughter with your heart,
¢¢ fhe had now been honofirably happy, and if any I the
¢¢ only miferable perfon here.

D. Lou. ¢ He talks reafon.

D. Ph.* Idon’t think himin the wrong there indeed.”

Hyp. Therefore, Sir, if you are injured you may thank
yourdelf for it.

D. Ma. Nay, dear Sir——1I do confefs my blindnefs,
and could heartily wifh your eyes or mine had dropped out
of our heads before ever we faw onc another.
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Hyp. Well Sir, (however little you have deferved it)
yet for your daughter’s fake if you’ll oblige yourfelf by
figning this paper to keep your firft promife, and give
her with her Kl]l fortune to this gentleman, I’m fill con-
tent on that condition to difannul my own pretences and
refign her.

0. < Ha! what fays he?

D. Lou. ¢ This is ftrange!”

D. Ma. Sir, 1don’t know how to anfwer you, for I
can never believe youll have goodnature enough to hang
yourfelf out of the way to make room for him.

Hyp. Then, Sir,tolet you fee Lhave not only an honeft
meaning but an immediate powerto makegood my word,.
I firft renounce all title to her fortune; thefe jewels which
I received from youI give him free pofleflion of ; and now
Sir, the reft of her fortune you owe him with her perfon.

04&. ¢ I am all amazement !

D. Lou. ¢ What can this end in?

D. Ph. ¢ I am furprifed indeed!”

D. Ma. This is unaccountable I muft confefs—But

ftill Sir, if you difannul your pretences, how you’ll per-- -

fuade that gentleman, towhom I am obliged to contra&, .
to part with his—7H—

D. Ph. That, Sir, fhall be no let; I am too well ac-
quainted with the virtue of my friend’s title to entertain a
thought that can difturb it. _

_ Hyp. «“ Then my fears are over.” [ A4fide.]. Now, Siry
it only ftops at you. ,

D. Ma. Well Sir, I fee the paper is only conditional,
and fince the general welfare is concerned I won’t refufe
to lend you my helping hand to it; but if you fhould not
make your words good Sir, I hope you won’t take it ill
if a man fhould poifon you?

D. Ph. And Sir, let me too warn you how you execute
this promife; your flattery and diffembled penitence has
deceived me once already, which makes me, I confefs, a
little flow in my belief; therefore take heed, expeét no fe-
cond mercy ; for be affured of this, I never-can forgive a
villain.

Hyp. If Iam proved one fpare me not—1I afk but this

. «==Ufe me as you find me.
D. Ph. That you may depend on.
D. Ma. There Six. [Gives Hyp. the writing figned.



AgarVv., SHE WOU'D AND SHE WOU’D NOT, 81

Rof. Now I tremble for her. [ Afide.

Hyp. And now, Don Philip, I confefs youare the only
injured perfon here.

D. Ph. 1 know not that—do my friend right and I
fhall eafily forgive thee.

Hyp. His pardon, with his thanks, I am fure I fhall de-
ferve ; but how fhall I forgive myfelf? Is there in nature
left a means that can repair the fhameful flights, the in-
fults, and the long difquiets, you have known from love ?

D. Ph. Let me underftand thee.

Hyp. Examine well your heart, and if the fierce refent-
ment of its wrongs has not extinguifhed quite the ufual foft
compaflion there, revive at leaft one fpark in pity of my
woman’s weaknefs.

D. Ma. ¢ How! a woman!””

D. Ph. ¢« Whither wouldft thou carrgme?

Hyp. ¢ Not but I know you generous as the heart of
¢ Love, yet let me doubt if even this low fubmiffion can
¢ deferve your pardon—Don’t look on me; Icannot bear
¢¢ that you fhould know me yet'’——The extravagant at-
tempt I have thisday run through to meet you thus juftly
may fubjeét meto your contempt and fcorn, unlefs the fame
forgiving goodnefs that ufed to overlook the failings of
Hypolita prove ftill my friend, and foften all with the ex-
cufe of love.

04. ¢ My fifter! Oh Rofara! Philip!”

[ AU feem amased.

D. Ph. Oh, ftop this vaft effufion of my tranfported
thoughts! ¢ ere my offending withes break their prifon
<¢ through my eyes, and furfeit on forbidden hopes again;
“¢ or if my tears are falfe, if your relenting heart is touch-
¢ ed at laft in pity of my enduring love, be kind at once,
¢ {peak on, and awake me to the joy while I have fenfe to
¢ hear you.

Hyp. ¢ Nay, then I am fubded indeed! Is’t poffible,
¢ fpite of my follies, ftill your generous heart can love?
¢ Tis fo! your eyes confefs it, and my fears are dead—
¢ Why then fhould I blufh te let at once the honeft full-
¢ nefs of my heart guth forth ?” .

Hyp. Oh Philip! Hypolita is—your’s for ever.

[ They advance flowly, and at laft rufb into one another’s arms.

D. Ph. ¢ Oh ecttafy! ditralling joy—Do I then live
¢ to call you mine? Is there an end at laft of my repeated

-
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¢ pangs, my fighs, my torments, and my rejeGed vows?
¢ 13 it poffible—is it the =——Oh, let me view thee thus
¢ with aking eyes, and feed my cager fenfe upon the tran{-
¢¢ port of thy love confeflfed ! What, kind ! and yet” it is,
it is Hypolita! and yet *tis fhe! I know her by the bufy
pulfes at my heart, which only love like mine can feel, and
fhe alone can give. [Eagerly embracing ber..

Hyp. “ Now, Philip, you may infult our fex’s pride,
¢ for I confefs you have fubdued it all in me; I plead no.
¢ merit but my knowing your’s: Iown the weaknefsof my
¢ boafted power, and now am only proud of my humility.

D. Ph. Oh, never! never fhall thy empire ceafe! *Tis-
“ not in thy power to give thy power away : this laft fur-
¢¢ prife of generouslove has bound me to thy heart a poor
¢ indebted wretch for ever.

Hyp. *“ No more; thereft the prieft fhould fay—But naw-
¢ our joys grow rude—Here are our friends that muft be
¢¢ happy too.

D. Ph. « Louis! O&avio! my brother now! oh, for-
¢ give the hurry of a tranfported heart.

D. Ma. A woman! and O&avio’s fifter!

0a. ¢ That heart that does not feel, as ’t were its own,.
¢ a joy like this ne’er yet confefled the power of friend-
¢ fhip nor of love.” [ Embracing bim.

D. Ma. Have I then been pleafed, and plagued, and
frighted, out of my wits bya woman all this while?’Od{-
bud! fhe is a notable contriver ! Stand clear, ho! forif I
have not a fair bruth at her lips, nay, if fhe does not give
me the hearty fmack too, ’Odfwinds and thunder! fhe is not-
the good humoured girl I took her for.

Hyp. Come Sir, I won’t balk your good humour. -
[ He kiffes her.] And now I have a favour to beg of you:
you remember your promife; only your blefling here Sir.
. [O&avio and Rofara kneel.

D. Ma. Ah, I can deny thee nothing ; and fince I find
thou ast not fit for my girl’s bufinefs thyfelf, ’Odzooks!
it fhall never be done out of the family—and fo, children,
Heaven blefs ye together! Come, I’ll give thee her
hand myfelf, you know the way to her heart, and as foon-
as the prieft has faid grace he fhall tofs you the reft of her
body into the bargain--And now mycares are overagain..

0&. We’ll ftudy to deferveyour love Sir--Oh, Rofara!

.
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Rof. Now, O&avio, d’ ye believe I loved you better
than the perfon I was to marry?

0&. Kind creature! you were in her fecret then?

Rof. I was, and fhe in mine.

0¢&. Sifter! what words can thank you ?

Hyp. Any that tell me of Oé&avio’s happinefs. -

D. Ph. My friend fuccefsful too! then my joys are
.double—But how this generous attempt was ftarted firft,
how it has been purfued, and carried with this kind fur-
prife at laft, gives me wonder equal to my joy.

Hyp. Here’s one that at more leifure fhall inform you
all: fhe was evera friend to your love, has had a hearty
dhare in the fatigue, and now 1 am bound in honour to
give her part of the garland too.

D. P). How! fhe!

Flo. Trufty Flora Sir, at your fervice. I have had many
a battle with my lady upon your account; but I always
¢old her we fhould do her bufinefs at laft.

D. Ma. Another metamorphofis! Brave girls faith!
’Odzooks! we fhall have *em make campaigns fhortly !

D. Ph.  Take this as earneft of my thanks ;”* in Se-
ville I'll provide for thee.

Hyp. Nay, here’s another accomplice too, confederate
I cann’t fay, for honeft Trappanti did not know but that
I was a3 great a rogue as himfelf.

Trap. It’s a folly to lie; T did not indeed Madam—
But the world cannot fay Ihave been a rogue to your La-

* dyfhip—and if you had not parted with your money—

Hyp. Thou hadit not parted with thy honefty.

Trap. Right, Madam; but how fhould a poor naked
fellow refift when he had fo many piftoles held againft
him. ’ [ Shews money.

D. Ma. Ay, ay, well faid lad.

Vil. La! a temptingbait indeed ! Let him offerto marry
me again if he dares. [ Afide.

D, Ph. Well, Trappanti, thou haft been ferviceable
however, and I’ll think of thee. :

0&. Nay, I am his debtor too.

Trap. Ab, there’s a very ealy way, gentlemen, to re-
ward me; and fince you partly owe your happinefs to
my roguery, I fhould be very proud to owe mine only te
your generofity.
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03. As howpray?

Trap. Why, Sir, I find by my conftitution that it is as
natural to be in love as an hungry, and that ITha’n’t a jot
lefs ftomach than the beft of my betters; and tho’ I have
often thought a wife but dining every day upon the fame
difh, yet methinks it’s better than no dinner at alli and
formy part I had rather have no ftomach to my meat than
no meat to my ftomach: upon which confiderations, gen-
tlemen and ladies, I defire you’ll ufe your intereft with -
Madona here —to let me dine at her ordinary.

D. Ma. A pleafant rogue faith! *Odzooks! the jade

_fhall have him. Come hufly, he’s an ingenious perfon.

Vil. Sir, I do n’t underitond his ftuff; when he fpeaks
plain I know what to fay to him.

Trap. Why then, in plain terms, let me a leafe of your
tenement—marry me.

Vil Ay, now you fay fomething—-1I was afraid by
what you faid in the garden you bhad only amind to be a
wicked tenant at will.

Trap. No, no, chtld, 1 have no mind to be turned out at
a quarter’s warning.

Vil. Well, there’s my hand—and now meet me as foon
as you will with a canonical lawyer, and I’ll give you pof-
feflion of the reft of the premifles.

D. Ma. *0dzooks! and well thought of ; I'li fend for
one prefently. Hear you, firrah, run to Father Benedi&
again, tell him his work don’t hold here, his laft marriage
is dropped to pieces, but now we have got better tackle,
he muft come and Ritch two or three frefh couple together
as faft as he can.

¢ Enter Servant.

Serv. ¢ Sir, the mufick’s come.

D. Ma. ¢ Ah, they could never take us in a better
¢ time—let ’em enter—Ladies, and fons, and daughters,
¢ for I think you are all akin to me now, will you be
¢¢ pleafed to fit? - [ After the entertainment.

D. Ma. ¢ Come, gentlemen, now our collation waits.

¢ Enter Servant.

Serv. ¢ Sir, the prieft’s come.

D. Ma. ¢ That’s well, we’ll difpatch him prefently.”

6
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D. Ph. Now, my Hypolita,

Let our example teach mankind to love,

From thine the fair their favours may improve;
‘T'o the quick pains you give our joys we owe,
'Till thofe we feel thefe we can never know :
But warn’d with honeft hope from my fuccefs
Ev’n in the height of all its miferies,

Oh, never let a virtuous mind defpair,

For conftant hearts are Love’s peculiar care.
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EPILOGUE.

M. , ,
ONGST all the rules the Ancients bad in vogue

We find no mention of an Epilogue,

Which plainly fbowws they re innovatipns, brought

Since rules, defign, and nature, were forgot ;

Tbe cuflom therefore our next play fball break,

But now a joyful motive bids us fpeak ;

For while our arms return with congueft bome,

While children prattie Vigo and the boom,

Is't fit the moutd of all mankind, the flage, be dumb ?

While the proud Spaniards read old annals ’sr,

And on the leaves in lazy fafety pore,

E[fex and Raleigh thunder on their fbore ;

Again their Donfbips flart and mend their [peed,

With the fame fear of their forefathers dead.

While Amadis de Gaul laments in vain,

And wifbes bis young Quixote out of Spain,

Wbile forcign forts are but bebeld and feiz'd,

While Englifb bearts tumultuoufly are pleas’dy

Shall we, whofe fols fubfifience purely flows

From minds in joy or undiffurb’d repofe,

Shall wwe bebold each face with pleafure glow,

Unthankful to the arms that made them fo?

Shall we not fay

Old Englifb boxour new revives again

Mem’rably fatal to the pride of Spain,

But hold-

While Anne repeats the vengeance of Eliza’s reign?

For tothe glorious conduét fure that drew

A fenate’s grateful #ote our adoration’s due ;

From that alone all otber thanks are poor,

The old triumpbing Romans aft’d no more,

And Rome indeed gave all within its pow’r.

But your faperiour flars, that know too well

You Englifb beroes fbouid old Rome’s excel,

To crown your arms beyond the bribes of fpeil

Rais'd Englifb beauty to reward your tail :




EPILOGUE.

Xbo' feiz’d of all the rified world bad kft

So fair a circle * Rome could never boaft.
Proceed, aufpicious Chicfs ! inflame the war,
Purfue your conqueft, and poffefs the fair,
That ages may record of them and you

Tbey only could infpire what you alone cou’d do.

# To the boxes.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS,
Apxu/ 3. 3782,
2
THR END,
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