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INTRODUCTION.
BEGGAR, PLAYER.

F be a title to octy, 1 am fure nobod
poverty be a title to poetry, I am fure nobody can
I difputeymine. I owxg)oe myy;'elf of the company of
beggars ; and I make one at their weekly-feftivals at St.
Giles’s. I have a fmall yearly falary for my catches,
.and.am welcome to a dinner there whenever I pleafe,
which is more than moft poets can fay. .

Player. As welive by the Mufes, itis but gratitude in
us to encourage poetical merit wherever we findit. The
Moufes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no diftinttion to
drefs, and never partially miftake the pertnefs of ém-
broidery for wit, nor the modefty of want for dullnefs.
Be_the aughor who he will, we pufh his play as far as it
:ill g?. So (though you arein want) I wifh you fuccefs

eartily. '

Beggar. This piece I own was originally writ for the
celebrating the marriage of James Chanter and Moll Lay,
two moft excellent ballad-fingers. I have i:{roduced the
fimilies that are in all your celebrated operas : the Swal-
low, the Moth, the Beé, the Ship, the Flower, &c.
Befides 1 have a prifon fcene, which the ladjes always
veckon charmingly pathetic. As to the parts, I have ob-
ferved fuch a nice impartiality to our two ladies, that it
is impoffible for either of them take offence. I hopeI
may be forgiven, that I have not made my opera through-
out unnatural, like thofe in vegue ; fpr I ‘have no reci-
tative; excepting this, as I have confented to have
neither prologue nor epilogue, it muft be allowed an
opera in allits forms. The pieceindeed hath been here-
tofore frequently reprefented by ourfelves in_our great

“room at St. Giles’s, {o thael cannot too often acknow-
- ledge your charity in bringing it now on the ftage.
Player. But I'{ee it is ume for us to withdraw; the
actors are preparing to begin,  Play away the overture.
o : [ Exeunt.

THE
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BEGGAR’S OPERA. .,

® . The lines diftinguifped by inverted comas, ¢ thus,” are omitted in the
o reprefentation.

ACT L
SCENE, Peachum’s Houfe. °

+ Peachum fitting at a-table, with a large book of accounts
' before bim. .

AIR 1. An old woman cloathed in grev.

THROUGH all the employmehtl of life
! Each neighbour abufes his brother ;

Whore and rogue they call hufband and wife:
All profeflions be-rogue one another.
The prieit calls tne lawyer a cheat,
The lawyer be-knaves the divine ;
And the ftatefian, becaufe he’s {o great,
- Thinks his trade as honeft as mine.

- A lawyer is an honeft emplopment, fo is mine. Like
me too he alls in a double capacity, both againft rogues
and for’em ; for’ts but fitting that we fhould protect and

,encourage cheats, fince we live by ’em,

Enter Filch, -
. Filch, Sir, Black Moll bath fent word her trial comes
. on inthe afternoon, and fhe hopes you will order matters
fo as to bring her off. ' .
Peach. Why, fhe may - plead her belly at worft; to

my knowledge fhe hath taken care of that fecurity, But
R Az - as



6 THE BEGGAR’S OPERA.

as the wench is very active and induftrious, you may fa-
tisfy her that I'll foften the evidence.

Filch. Tom Gagg, Siry is-found guilty.

Peach. Alazy dog! When I took him the time be-
fore, I told him what he would come to, if he did not
mend hig handy  This is death without reprigve. Iimay
venture to book him: [#7ites.] for ‘Tom Gagy, forty
pounds, Let Betty Sly know that I'll fave her from
tranfportation, for I'can get more by her ftaying in Eng-
cdands. . L .

Filch, Betty hath brought more goods into our lock to-
_year, than_any five of the gang; and in truth, ’tis pity
10 lofe fo good a cuftomer, ' ;

Peach. If none of the,gang takes her off, the may,
" in the common_courfe of bufinefs, live a twelve-month
longer. Ilove to let women ’icape. A good fportfman
always lets the hen-partridges fly, becaufe the breed of
the game depends upon them. Befides, here the law
allows us no reward: there is nothing to be got by the
death of women——except our wives.

Filch, Withcut difpute, fhe is a fine woman! *Twas
to her I was obliged for my educatiop, (to fay a bold
world) ‘fhe hath trained up more young fellows to the
bufinefs, than the gaming-table,

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

-}{\IR.II. T2e 501;75: grev-ey'd morn, e,

Filch, *TFis woman that feduces all mankind, .
By her we firft were taught the wheedling arts ;
Her very eyes can cheat ; when moft the’s kind, -
She tricks us of our money with our hearts.
For her, like wolves, by night we roam for prey,
And pradife ev’ry fraud to bribe her charms ;
For fuits of love, like law, are won by pay,
"And beauty muft be fee’d into our arms,

feqcb._ But make hafte'vo Newgate, boy, and let my
friends know what 1intend; for I love to make them

cafly one way or other, °
L2 y b3 ’ Filch,
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Filch, When a gentloman is: long kept.in fufpence,
penitence may break his fpirit ever after. Béfides, cer-
- tainty .gives 3 man a gecd air upon his trial, apd makes
him ‘rifque another without fear or feruple. But I'll
« away, for ’tis.apleafure to be the meflenger of comfort
- to friends in affliction. - L .. [Exite
Peach. But ’tis now high time:to look about me for a
- decent éxecution: agaipft next feffions. I hate a laz
rogue, by whom one can-get.nothing ’till he is hanged.
A regifter of the gang. [Reading.] €rook-fingered Jack.
A year and. a half in the fervice : let me- fee how much
the ftock owes to his induftry ; one, two, three, fous,
five gold watches, and feven filver ones. A mighty
clean-handed fellow ! fixteen fiuff-boxes, five of them
of true gold. Six dozen of handkérchiefs, four filver-
hilted fwords, half a ‘dozen of fhirts, three tye-perri-
wigs, and‘a piece of broad ¢loth, Confidering thefe are
only fruits of his leifure hours, I don’t know a prettier
fellow, for no map alive hath a more engaging prefence
of mind upon the road. Wat Dreary,’ alias Brown Will,
an irregular dog, who hath an underhand way of dif-
" pofing of his goods. I'll try him only for a feffions or two
longer upon his good behaviour. Harry Paddington, a
poor petty-larceny rafcal, without the leaft genius; thae
fellow, though he were to live thefe fix monthe, will
_pever come to the gallaws with anfy credit. -Slippe:
Sam; he goesoff the next feffions, for the villain Eat
‘the impudence to have views of following ‘his trade as'a
taylor, which he cills an honeft employment, Mat of the
Nﬁnt; lifted 'n6t above a month ago, a promifing fturdy
fellow, and diligent in his way ; fomewhat too bold and
hafty, and may raife good contributions on the publi¢,
if he does not cut himfelf fhort by murdér. Tom Tip-
-ple, a guzzling foaking fot, who is always too drunk to
ftand himfelf, or to make others ftand. A cart is abfo-
Tutely neceflary for him. Robin of Bagfhot, alias Gor-
_gon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty.
] .. Enter Mrs. Peachum,
... Mis. Peach, What of Bob Booty, hufband?- I hope
.nothing bad hath betided him. You know; my dear,
he’s a favouritéeuftonier of mine, ’Twas he made mea
_prefent of this ring. -
v Pcache.
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Peach. 1 have fet his name down in the black-lift,
that’s all, my dear; he fpends his life among women;
and as foon as his money is gone, one or other of the .
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there’s forty

unds loft to us for ever.

Mps, Peach. You knew, my dear, I never meddle in

- matters of death; I always leave thofe affairs to you.
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in thefe. cafes, for
they are fo partial to the brave, that they think every

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

AIR 1IL. * Cold and raw, &e, -

If any wench Venus’s girdle wear,
Though the be never fo ugly,
Lilies and rofes will quickly appear,
And her face look wond’rous fmuggly.
Beneath the left ear, fo fit but a cord,
(A rope fo charming a zone is !)
The youth in his cart hath the air of alord,
And wecry, there dies an Adonis !

-But really, hufband, you thoyld not be too hard-hearted,
for you never had a finer, braver fetof men than at pre-
fent. We have not had a murder among them all, thefe
feven months, And truly, my dear, that is a great
blefing. . ) :

Peach, What a dickens is the woman always a whim-
_ pering about murder for? No gentleman is ever looked
-upon the worfe for killing 2 man in his own defence ;
and if bufinefs cannot be carried on without it, what
would you have a gentleman do ¥ :

Mys. Peach. 1f 1 am in the wrong, my dear, you
.muft excufe me, for nobody can help the frailty of an
over-fcrupulous confcience. .

Peach. Murder is as fafhionable a crime as a man can
be guilty of. How many fine gentlemen have we in
Newgate every year, purely upon thatarticle? If they
have wherewdthal to perfuade the jury to bring it in man-
flaughter, what are they the worfe for it ? . So, my. dear,
have done upon this fubjet. Was Captain':M‘acheath
. here this morning,: for the bank-notes he left with yow
laft week ? R C

! Mys,
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Mrs, Peach, Yes, my dear; and though the bank
hath ftopt payment, he was fo chearful and fo agreeable !
Sure there is not a finér gentleman upon the road than
the Captain ! if he comes from ot at any reafona-
ble hour, he hath promifed to make one this evening
with Polly, me, and Bob Booty, at a party at quadrille.

. Pray, my dear, is the Captain rich ?

Peach. The Captain kegps too good company ever to
grow rich. Marybone.and the chocolate-houfes are his
undoing. The man that propofes to fget nioney by
play, fhiould have the education of a fine gentleman,
an({ be trained up to it from his youth.

Mys. Peach. Really, I am forry, upon Polly’s account,
the Captain hath not more difcretion. What bufinefs
hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? he
fhould leave them to prey upon one another.

Peach. Upon Polly’s account ! What, aplague, does
the woman mean ?—Upon Polly’s account !
 Mps. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the

rl, .
g Peach. And what then? 3~
.. Mos. Peach, 1f 1 have any fkill in the ways of women,
Iam fure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. .
Peach, And what then ?* you would not be fo mad to
“have tlic wench marry him! Gamefters and highway-
men are erally very, good to their. whores, but they
are very devils to their wives, . ‘
Myrs. Peach. But if Polly. fhould be in. love, how
fhould we help her, or how can fhe help herfelf? Poor
girl, I’'m in the utmoft concern about her., ‘

¢ AIR IV. Why isyour fuitkfl flave difdain'd?
. ¢ If love the virgin’s heartinvade,
¢ How, like a moth, the fimple maid -
¢ Sullplays about the flame !
¢ If foon fhe be not made a wife,
¢“Her honour’s fing’d, and then for life,
¢ She’s—what I dare not name.’
. Peach, Lobk ye, ‘wife. A handfdme wench, ih our
‘Way of ‘bufinefs, is'8s ‘profitable ‘asat the barof a Tena;e)le
- R . . coflee-

[
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coffee-houfe, who looks upan it as her livelihood to grant
every liberty but one. You fee I would indulge the
girl as far as prudently we can, in any thing, but mar-
-niage! after that, my dear, how fhall we be fafe ? are
“we not then in her hufband’s power ? for a hufband hath
the abfolute power over all a wife’s fecrets, but her own.

- If the girl had the difcretion of a court-lady, who can
have a dozen young fellows at her ear, without comply-
ing with one, I fhould not matter it; but Polly is tinder,
and a fpark will at-once fet her on a flame. . Married!
If the wench does not know her own profit, fure fhe
knows her own pleafure better than to make herfelf a
property ! My daughter to me fhould be like a court
lady to a minifter of ftate, a key to the whole gang.
Married! If the affair is not already done, I'll terrigy
her from it, by the example of our neighbours.

Mrs, Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the
irl. She .loves to imitare the fine ladies, and fhe may
only allow the Captain liberties in the view of intereft,

- ;mcb. Bur ’tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl
againft her ruin, and to initruét her how to make the
moft of her beauty. Pl goto her this moment, and

-fift her. In the mean time, wife, rip out the doronets

. and marks of thefe dozen of cambric handkerchiefs, for

1 can difpofe of them this afternoon to a chap in- the

- city. © [Exit.

" Mrs Peach, Never was a man more out of the way in
an argument, than my hufband! Why muft our Polly,
forfooth, differ from her fex, and love only het huf-

band ? And why muft Polly’s marriage, contrary to
all obfervation, make her the lefs” followed by other
men? All men are thieves in love, and like 2 woman
the better for being another’s property.-
AIR V. Of all the fimple things we do, fs:c.
~__A maid is like the golden ore,
Which hath guineas intrinfical in’t, . ,
Whofe worth is never known, before. .
It is try’d and impreft in the mint..
A wife’s like a guineain gold,
Stampt with the name of her fpoufe s
Now here, now there ; is bought, or is fold;
And is current in every hauife.
Enter
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. ) Enter Filch, -~ .
Mrs. Peach. Comehither, Filch. Iam as fond of this
child as though my mind mifgave me he were my own.
He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman,
and is as nimblesfingered asa juggler. If an unlucky
feflion does not cut the rope og thy.life, I pronounce,
boy, thou wilt be a great. man in hiftory. Where was
your poft laft night, my boy. - = '

Filch. 1 ply’d at the Opera, Madam ; and confidering
’tvas neither dark nor rainy, fo'that there was no great
hurry in -getting chairs and cogches, made a tolerable
hand on’t. Thefe feven handkerchiefs, Madam.

.Mrs. Peach. Coloured ones, Ifee. They are of fure
fale from our warehoufe at Redriff among the feamen.
_Filch. And this fnuff-box.
Mrs. Peach. Set in gold! A pretty encouragement -
. this to a young beginner, ) )
.Filch, I had a fair tug at a charming gold watch, Pox
take the taylors for making the fobs fo deep and narrew !
It ftuck by the way, and I was forced to make my efcape
under a coach. Really, Madam, I fear I fhall be cut
off in the flower of my youth, fo that every now and
then, (fince I was pumpt) I have thoughts of taking
up and going to fea. .

Mys. Peach, You fhould go to Hockley in the Hole,
and to Marybone, child, to learn valour. Thefe are the
fchools that have bred fo many brave men. I thought,
boy, by this time, thou hadft loft fear as well as fhame.
Pcor lad ! how little does he know as ‘yet of the Old-Bai-
ley ! For the firft fat I’ll infure thee from being hanged ;
and going to fea, Filch, will come time enough upon a
fentence of tranfportation. But now, fince you have no-
thing better to do, even go-to your book, and learn
your catechifm ; forreally a man makes but an ill figure
in the ordinary’s paper, who cannot give a fatisfatto
an{wer to his queftions. But, hark you, my lad, don’t
tell me a lie; for you know I hate a liar. Do you
know of any thing that hath paft between Captain Mace
heath and our Polly ? '

Filch. 1 beg you, Madam, don’t atk 'me ; for I muft
either tell a lie to you, or to Mifs Polly; for I promifed
ber I would not tell. ' Iy

7Se
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Mps. Peach, But when the honour of our family is
concerned— . - T o e
Filch, T fhall lead a fad tife with Mifs Polly, if ever.
fhe comes to knaw thatI told you. 'Befides, I would
ndt illingly fogfeit my ow Hopour by betraying any

Y' . «

Mrse Peach. Yonder comes my hufband and Polly.
Come, Filch, you fhall go with me into my own room,
and tell me the whole flory. I’ll give thee a glafs of a
moft delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking.

o [Execunt.
Enter Peachum-and Polly.

Polly. 1 know as well as any of the fine'ladies how to
make the moft of myfelf and of my man too. A woman
knows how to be mercenary, though fhe hath never been
in a court orat an affembly, We have it in our natures,
papa. If I allow Cal})ltain Macheath fome trifling liber-
ties, I have this watch and other vifible marks of his fa-
vour to fhow for it. A girl who cannot grant fome
things, and refufe what is moft material, will make but
a poor hand of her beauty, and foon be thrown uponthe

common,

AIR VI. What fball I do to_/boiv bow much 1 love ber ?

Virgins are like the fair flower in its luftre,
hich in the garden enamels the ground !
Near it the bees in play flutter and clufter,
_And gaudy butterflies frolick around,

But, when once pluck’d, ’tis no longer alluring,

To Covent-garden ’tis fent, (as yet fweet)
Therg fades, and fhrinks, and grows patt all en-

urin 9 -
Rots, i&nko, and dies, and is trod under feet.

Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againft your toy-
ing and trifling with a cuftomer in the way of bufinefs, or
to.get out a fecret, orfo, But if I find out that you have
play’d the fool and are married, you jade you, I’ll cut
your throat, huffy. - Now. you know my mind.

. Enrer
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Enter Mrs. Peachum,
AIR VII. O London is a fine town.
Ms. Peachum, [in a very grear paffion.]

Our Polly is a fad flut ! nor heeds what we have taught
her, -

1 wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter!

For fhe muft have both hoods and gowns, and hoops to
fwell her pride,

With fcarfs ancr ftays, and gloves and lace ; and fhe will

have men befide ;.

And when fhe’s dreft with care and coft, all-tempting,

. fine and gay,

As men fhould ferve a cucumber, the flings herfelf away,

You baggage ! you huffy ! you inconfiderate jade ! had
you been hang’d, it would not have vex’d me, for that
might have been your misfortuné ; but to do fuch a mad
thing by choice! The wench is married, hufband.

Peach, Married ? The Captain is a bold man, and will
rifque any thing for money ; to be fure he belieyes hera
fortune. Do you think your mother and I fhould have
lived comfortably {6’ long together, if ever we had been
married ? Baggage !

Mrs.Peach. 1knew fhe was always a proud flut; and
now the wench hath ‘played the fool and married, becaufe
forfooth fhe would do like the gentry. Can you fupport
~ the expence of a hufband, hufly, in gaming, drinking,
_ and whorin% ? Have you money enough to carry on the

daily quarrels of man and wife about who fhall fquander

moft ? There are not many hufbands and wives, who can
bear the charges of plaguing one another in a handfome
way. If youmuft be married, could you introduce no-
body inte our family but a highwayman i Why, thou.
foolith jade, thou wilt be as ill ufed, and as miich ne-
gle@ed, as if thou hadft married a lord !
Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through
the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon himfelf
~in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeffion.
Befides what he hath already, I know he'is in a fair way
of getting or of dying; and both thefe ways, let me teil
. B

s you,
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you, are moft excellent chances for a wite. Tell me,
hufly, are you ruin’d, or no? :

M s. Peach, With Polly’s fortune, fhe might very
well have gone oft toa perfon of diftin&tion. Yes, that
you might, you pouting fluc ! '

Peach, What, is the wench dumb ? Speak, or I'll
make you plead by fqueezingout an anfwer from you.

- Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only

upon liking ? [ Pinches ber,
Polly. Oh! g&v‘mmi”g.
Mrs. Peach, How the mother is to be pitied who hath

handfome daughters! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures
of moralicy are nothing to them: they break through
them all. They have as much pleafure in cheating a
father and mother, as in cheating at carde. .

Peach. Why, Polly, I fhall foon know if you are. mar-
ried by Macheath’s keeping from our houfe.

AIR VIIL. Grim king of the ghofls, &c.

Polly.  Can love be controul’d by advice ?

Will cupid our mothers obey ?
Though my heart were as frozen as ice,

At his flame ’twould have melted away,
When he kift me fo fweetly he preft,

*Twas fo fweet, that I muft have complied:
So I thought it both fafeft and beft

To marry, for fear you fhould chide.

Mrs, Peach. Then all the hopes of our family are gone
for ever and ever !

Peach. And Macheath may hang. his father and
mother-in-law, in hopes to get into their daughicr’s
tortune. '

Polly. Tdid not marry him (as *iis the fafhion) ceoly
and deliberately for honour or money-—But, I love him,

- Mrs. Peach. Love him! worfe and worfe! I thought
the girl had been better bred. Oh, hufband, hufband {
her folly makes me mad ! my head fwims! I’m diftrac-
ted ! I can’t fopport myfelf—Oh ! [ Raints,

Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have re=
duced your poor mother ! A glafs of cordial, this inftant,
How the poor woman takes it te heart !

[Polly goes out, and returns awith its
Ahg
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Ah, hufly, now this is the only comfort your mother has
left.

Pelly. Give her another glafs, Sir; my mama drinks
double the quantity whenever flie is out of order. This,
you fee, fetches her, ‘

Mrs. Peach. The girl fhows fuch a readinefs, and fo
much concern, that I could almoft find in my heart to
forgive her. :

- AIR IX. O Fenny, O Fenny, avhere baff thor been P

Q Polly, you might have toy’d and kiit.
By keeping men off, you keep them on.
Polly, But he fo teaz’d me,
' And he fo pleas’d me,
What I did, you muit have dane.

Mis. Peach. Not with a high-wayman——7You for-
ry flut !

Leach. A word with you, wife. *Tis no new thing for
a wench to take man without confent of parents. You
know ’tis the frailty of woman, my dear. )

Mis. Peach. Yes, indeed, the fex is frail. But the
firlt time a woman 1s frail, fhe fhould be fomewhat nice
mcthinks, for then or never is the time to make her fore
tune. After that, the hath nothing to do but to guard
herf;lf from being found out, and fhe may do what fhe

leafes. :

P Peach. Mike yourfelf a litde .eafy ; I have a thought
thall Toon ferall matters again to rights. Why fo melan-
choly, Polly, fince what is done cannot be updone, we
‘mutt all endeavour to make the beft of i, '

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

Polly. Then all my forrows areat an end. ’

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

AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, &e.

Polly.  1like a fhip in florms, was toft;
Yet afraid to put into land ;
For feiz’d in the port the veffel’s loft,.
Whofe treafure is contreband..
B2 . TFhe
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‘The waves are laid,

My duty’s paid.

O joy beyond expreffion !

‘Thus, fafe a-thore,

1 afk no more, .
My all is in my poffeffion.

Peach. 1 hear cuftomers in t’other room ; go, talk
with ’em, Polly ; but come again, as foon as they are
gone. But hark ye, child, if ’tis the gentleman who
was here yefterday about the repeating watch, fay, you
believe we can’t get intelligence of it till to-morrow, for
1lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a figure with to-night
at a tavern in Drury-lane. If t’other gentleman calls for
the filver-hilted fword, you know beetle-brow’d Jemmy
hath it on, and he doth not come from Tunbridge till
Tuefday night; fo that it cannot be had till -then.
[ Exit Polly.] Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don’t
let your paffion run away with your fenfes, Polly, I
grant you, hath done a rafh thing,

Mrs. Peach. If fhe had had only an intrigue with the
fellow, why the very beft families have excufed and hud-
dled up a frailty of that fort, *Tis marriage, hufband,
that makes it a blemifh,

Peach. But, money, wife, is the true fuller’s earth
for reputations, there is not a fpot or a ftain but what it
can take out. A rich rogue now-a-days is fit company
for any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath not
fuch a contempt for roguery as you imagine. 1 tell you,
wife, I can make this match turn to our advantage.

Mprs. Peach. 1 am very fenfible, hufband, that Cap-
tain Macheath is worth money, but I am in doubt whe-
ther he hath not two or three wives already, and then if
he fhould die in a feffion or two, Polly’s dower would
come into difpute.

Peach, That, indeed, is a point which ought to be
confidered,

¢AIR XI1. A4 foldier and a failor.

¢ A fox may fteal your hens, Sir,
¢ A whore your health and pence, Sir,
¢ Your
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-« Your daughter rob your cheft, Sir,
¢ Your wife may fteal your reft, Sir,
¢ A thief your good{ and plate.
But this'is all but picking,
With reft, peace, cheft, and chicken :
It ever was decreed, Sir,
¢ If lawyer’s hand is fee'd, Sir,
¢ He fteals your whole eftate.

a o &<

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

Enter Polly.

Polly. *T'was only Nimming Ned. He brought in
a damafk window-curtain, a hoap-petticoat, a pair of
filver candlefticks, a perriwig, and onc filk ftocking, from
the fire that happen’d laft night.

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

Polly. Yes, Sir.

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

Polly. Like other women, Sir, upon the induftry of
my hufband, ’ *

Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn’d fool ? A high-
way-man’s wife, like afoldier’s, hath as little of his pay
as of his company. )

Peach. And had not you the common views of a gentlé-
woman in your marriage, Polly ?

Polly. T don’t know what you mean, Sir.

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

Polly. But 1love him, Sir: how then could I have
thoughts of parting with him ?

Peach. Parting with him! Why, that is the whole
fcheme and intention of all marriage-articles. - Thecom-
fortable eftate of widowhood is the only hope that keeps
up a wife’s fpirits. Where is the woman who would
fcruple to be a wife, if fhe had it in her power tobe a
widow whenever fhe pleafed ? If you have any views of
this fort, Polly, I fhall think the match not fo very un-
seafopable, )

B3 - Polly.
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Polly. How 1 dread to hear your advice! Yet I muft
beg you to explain yeurfelf.

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

+ Polly. What, murder the man I love ! The blood runs
cold at my heart with the very thought of it.

Peach. Fie, Polly! what hath murder to do in theaf-
fair? Since the thing fooner or later muft happen, Idare
fay, the Captain himfelf would like that we fhould get” °
the reward for his death fooner than a ftranger. Why,
Polly, the Captain knows, thatas ’tis his employment to
rob, fo ’tis ours to take robbers ; every man in his bufi-
nefs. So that there is no malice in the cafe.

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

AIR XII. Now ponder awell, ye parents dear.

Polly, Oh, ponder well! be not fevere ;
So fave a wretched wife!
For on the rope that hangs my dear,
Depends poor Polly’s life.

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

Polly. What is a jointure, whatis widowhood tome 2 .
Iknow my heart. I cannot furvive him.

AIR XI1I. Le printemps rappelle aux armes.

“The turtle thus with plaintive crying,
Her lover dying,
The turtle thus with plaintive crying
Laments her dove.
Down fhe drops quite fpent with fighing,
Pair’d in death, as pair’d in love,

Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly.
Mrs, Pc’acb. What, ?:the fool in love in earneft then ?
- I hate
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1 hate thee for being particular: why, wench, thouart
" a fhame to thy very fex.
. Polly. But hear me, mother----If you ever lov’d —e

Mes. Peach. Thofe curfed play-books fhe reads have
been her ruin. One word more, huffy, and I fhall
knock your brains, out, if you have any. .

Prach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of mif-
chief, and confider of what is propofed te you.

Mprs. Peach. Away, hufly. Hang your hufband, and
be dutiful. [Polly /iffening.] The thing, hufband, muit
and fhall be done. = For the fake of intelligence we muft
take other meafures, and have him peach’d the next fef-
fion without her confent., If fhe will not know her
duty, we know ours,

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

Mrs. Peach. But in a cafe of neceffity--sour own lives
are in_danger.

Peach, Then, indeed, we muft comply with the cuf-
toms of the world, and make gratitude give way to in-
tereft——He fhall be taken off

Mzs. Peach. Tl undertake to manage Polly.

Peach. And I'll prepare matters for the Old Bailey.

(Exeunt - Peachum and Mrs. Peachum,

Polly. Now I’m a wretch, indeed.---Methinks I fee
him already in the cart, {weeter and more lovely than
the nofegay in his hand ! I hear the crowd extolling
his refolution and intrepidity ! ——What vollies of fighs
are fent.from the windows of Holborn, that fo comely
a youth fhould be brought to difgrace ! I feehim at
the tree ! thewhole circle are in tears !——even butchers
weep ! Jack Ketch himfelf hefitates to perform his
duty, and would be glad to lofe his fee, by a reprieve.
What then will become of Polly !|——As yet I may in-
form him of theirdefign, and aid him in his efcape, ——
It fhall be fo. But then he flies, abfents himfelf, and
I bar myfelf from his dear, dear converfation! that too
will diftrat me.—If he keeps out of the way, my

papa
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papa and mana may in time relent, and we may be hap-
py.—If he ftays, he is hang'd, and then he is loft
for ever! He intended to lie conceal’d in my room,
*till ¢he dufk of theevening? If they are abroad I'll this’
initant let him out, left fome accident fhould prevent
him, . [E«it, ard retxras swith Macheaths

AIR XIV. Pretty Parrat, fay, Sc.

Moz, Pretty Polly, fay, .
Whex}; 1 wa)s, awa,
Did your fancy never {tray
To fome newer lover ?
Poily, Without difguife,
Heaving fighs,
Doating eyes,
My conftant Beart difcover. .
Fondly let me loll !
Mac. O pretty, pretty Poll,

Polly. And are you as fond of me as ever, my dear ?

Mac. Sulpet my honour, my courage, fufpect any
thing but my love.---May my piftols mifs fire, and my
mare 1lip her fhoulder while I'am purfued, if I ever for-
Take thee ! . ;

Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reafon to doubt you,
for I find iaa the romance you lent me, none of the great
heroes were ever falfe in love. :

AIR XV, Pray, fair one, be kind.

Mac, My heart was {0 free.
Iv rov'd like the bee,

*Till Polly my paffion requited 3

I fipt each flower, ’
I chang’d ev'ry hour,

But here ev'ry flower is united.

~ Polly. Were you fentenc’d to tranfportation, fure,

sy dear, you could not leave me behind you could
you ? } '

Mac, s there any power, any force that could tea; me

' . rom
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from thee ? You might fooner tear a penfion out of the
hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty woman
from a looking-glafs, or any woman from quadrille,—
But to tear me from thee is impoffible !

AIR XVI. Ower the_bills and far away.

Were I laid-on Greenland’s coaft,
And in my arms embrac’d my lafs ;
Warm amidit eternal froft,
- Too foon the half year’s night would pafs,
Polly.  Were I fold on Indian foil,
Soon as the burning day was clos’d,
I could mock the fultry toil,
When on my charmer’s breaft repos’d.
Mac. And 1 would love you all the day,
Polly. Every night would kifs and play,
Mac. If with me you’d fondly ftray
Polly, Over the hills and far away.

Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But, Oh ! e
bow fhall I fpeak it? I muft be turn from thee., We
mutt part.

Mac. How ! Part!

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

AIR XVIL. Gir thou wert my awn thing.

O what pain it is to part!
Can I leave thee ? Can I leave thee ?
O what pain it is to part !
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ?
But left death my love fhould thwart,
And bring thee to the faral cart,
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart !
Fly hence, and let me leave thee.

Oxe kifs and then——one kiﬁ———begone-—-—férewef.
Mac.

L3
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Mac, My hand, my heart, my dear, is {o riveted to
thine, that I cannot unloofe my hold. :

Polly. But my papa may intercepr thee, and then I
fhould loofe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks,
perhaps may reconci’e us all.  Shall thy Polly heay from
thee? :

Mac, Mutt I then go?

Pelly. And will not abfence change your love-?

Mac. 1t -you deubt it, let me ilay and be
hang’d.

Pdily. O bow I fear! how I tremble !——Go——but
when fatety will give you leave, you will be fure to fee
- me again, for ’till then Polly is wretched.

AIR XVIII. O the broam, &ec.

[ Parting and looking back at each other with foadnefs ; bhe
at one door, fbe at the other.]

Mac. The mifer thus a thilling fees,
Which he’s oblig’d to pay, -
With fighs refigns it by degrees,
And tears ’tis gone for aye.
Polly. The boy thus, when his {parrow’s flown,
The bird in filence eyes ; '
But foon as out of fight ’tis gene,
Whins, whimpers, fobs, and cries.

Enp of the Frast Act. ~

~ ' ACT IL
SCENE, a Tavers arar Newgate.

Jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger’d Jack, Wat. Dreary,
Robin of Bagfhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Paddington,
Matt. of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reft of the gang,
at the teoble, with wine, brandy, and tobacco,

Benw.
UT, pr'ythee, Matt, what is become of thy brother
Tom? I have not feen him fince my return from -
tranfportation,
Mat.
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Mazt, Poor brother Tom had an accident this time
twelvernondh ;' and fo clever made a fellow he waé, that
I could not fave him from thofe ﬂenng raicale, the fur=
geons ; and now, pour man, he is amony the otamya
at Surgeon’s+hall.

Ben. So itfeems, his time was come.

Sem. But the'prefent time is ours ; and nobody afive
hath more. Why are the laws lcvellcd at us? Are we
-more difhoneft than the reit of mankind ? What we win,
gentlemen, is our own by the law of arns, and thre righe
of conquett.

Crook. Where fhall we find fuch another fet of prac-
tical phllofophera, who, to a . man, are above the fear of
death ? .

HWat. Sound men, and true!

Robin. Of tried courage, and indefatigable induftry !

Ned. Who s there here, that would not die for his
friend ?

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

Mart. Shew me a gang of courticrs that can fay as
much.

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

Mare, We retrench the fuperfluitics of mankind. The
world is avaricious, and I hate avarice. A coverous fel
low, like a jack- d.nw, fteals what he was never made to
enjoy, for the fuke of hiding it. Thefe are the robbers
of mankind; for money was made for the freeshcarted
and generous ; and where is the injury of taking from
another, what he hath not the heart to make uwfs ot ?,

Fem. Our feveral flations for the day are fixed. Good
luck attend us all.  Fill the glafles,

AIR XIX. Fillcv'ry glafsy &,

Matt. Fillev'’ry glafs; for wine infpires us,
Ard fires us
© With courage, love, and joy.
Wotnen amdg wine fhould htc employ
Is there ought elfe on earth defirous 2
Choras,  Fill ev'’ry glafs, & .

3 Eater
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Enter Macheath. _ .

Mac. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been
with you this hour; but an unexpeéted affair hath de-
tained me. No ceremony, I beg yoy,

Matt. Wewere jult breaking up, to go upon duty.
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, Sir,
this evening, upon the Heath? I drink a dram now and
then with the ftage-coachmen, in the way of friendmip
and intelligence; and I know that about this time there
will be paflengers upon the weftern road, who are worth
fpeaking with.

Mac. 1was to have been of that party—but

Mart. But what, Sir? .

Mac. Is thereany man who fufpe&s my courage ?

Matt. We have all been witnefles of it.

Mac. My honour and truth to the gang ?

Ma:t. Tllbe anfwerable for it.

Mac. In the divifion of our booty, have I ever fhewn
the leaft marks of avarice or injuftice ?

Mazst. By thefe queftions fomething feems to have
_ ruffled you. - Areany of us fufpeéted ?

Mac. 1 have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you all,
as men of honour, and as fuch I value and refpeét you.
Peachum is a man that is ufeful to us. '

Matt. Is he aboutto play usany foul play ? I’ll fhoot
him through the head. . '

Mac. 1 beg you, gentlemen, a& with condu& and dif-
cretion. A pittol is your laft refort. _

Matt. He inows nothing of this meeting.

Mac. Bufinefs cannot go on without him, Heisa’
man who knows the world, and is a neceflary agent to us.
We have had a flight difference ; and till it is accommo-
dated, I fhall be obliged to keep out of his way. Any
private difpute of mine, fhall be of no ill confequence to
my friends. You mutft continue to a& under his di-
reftion ; for the moment we break loofe from him, our
gang is ruined. -

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

Mac. Make him believe I have quitted the gang,
which I can never do, butwith life. At our private quar-

: L ters
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ters I will continue to meet you. A week, or fo, will
probably reconcile us. :

Matt. Your inftruétions fhall be obferved. ’Tis now
high time for us to repair to our. feveral duties: fo, till
the evening, at our quarters in Moorficlds, we bid you
farewel.

Muc. 1 fhall with myfelf with you. Succefs attend
you. [Sits down melancholy at the table,

AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpcts

Mats. et us take the road.

Hark, I hear the found of coaches!
The hour of attack approaches,
To your arms, brave boys, and load.

See the ball I hold!
Let the chymifts toil Iike affes,
Our fire their fire furpafles,

And turns all our lead to gold.

{The gang, ranged in the front of the flage, load their
pifols, and fick them under their girdles, then go off,
Singing the firf} part in chorus.

Mac. What a fool is afond wench ! Polly is moft con-
foundedly bit. I love the fex: and a man who loves
money, might as well be contented with one guinea, as I
with one woman. The town, perhaps, hath been as
much obliged to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted
ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army. If it
were not for us, and the other gentlemen of the fword,
Drury-lane would be uninhabited.

_AIR XX1. Would you have a young wirgin, &c,

If the heart of a man is deprefs’d with cares,
‘The mift is difpell’d when a woman appears ;
Like the notes of a fiddle, fhe fweetly, fweetly
Raifes the fpirits, and charms our ears.
Rofes and lilies her cheeks difclofe,
_ But her ripe lips are more fweet than thofe :
Prefs her,
Carefs her,
With bliffes,
Her kiffes
Diffolve us in pleafére, and foft repofe.

"I muft
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I muft have women. Thereis nothing unbends the mind
like them. Money is not fo ftrong a cordial for the
time——Drawer! - -

Eater Drawer. -~
Is the porter gone for all the ladies, according to my di«
reCtions ?

Draw. I expe@t him back every minute, But you
know, Sir, you fent him as far as Hockley in the Hole
for three of the ladies, fer onein Vinegar-yard, and for
the reft of them fomewhere about Lewkner’s-lane. Sure
forre of them are below ; for I hear the bar bell. As
they come, I will frew them up. Coming, coming. { Exit.
Enter Mr:. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty

Dexy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry,

. and Molly Brazen. )

Mac. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, ‘you are welcome : you look
charmingly to-day. I hope you don’t want the repairs
of quality, and lay on paint Dolly Trull! kifs me,
you flut; are you as amorous as ever, hufly? You are
always fo taken up with itealing hearts, that you.don’t
allow yourfelf time to fteal any thing elfe. Ah, Dolly,
thou wilt ever be a coquette! Mrs. Vizen, I'm
yours ; ‘I always loved a woman of wit and {pirit; they
make charming miftreffes, but plaguy wives Beuy
Doxy ! come hither, hufly : do you drink as hard as ever?
You had better ftick to good wholefome beer ; for, in
troth, Betty, ftrong waters will, in time, ru'n ycur confti-
tutien = you fhould leave thofe to your betters What,
and my pretty Jeony Diver too! as prim and demure as
ever! There is not any prude, though ever fo high bred,
hath a more fanctified look, with a more” mifchievous
heirt.  Ah, thou art a dear. antful hypocrite l———3r,
Slammekin ! as carelefs and’ genteel as.everi Al you
fine ladies, who know your own beauty, affet an un-
drefs—— But fee, here’s Suky Tawdry come to contradict
what I was faying: every thing fhe gets one way, fhe
lays out upon her back. Why, Suky, you muft keep at
lealt a dozen tally-men Mclly Brazen! [She kiffes
bim.] ¢ That’s well done. I love a free-hearted wench :
¢ thou haft a moftagreeable aflurance, girl, and art as wil-
¢ ling as a turtle™—But, hark ! I hear mufic. ¢ The har-
¢ per is at the door.” *¢ If mufic be the food of love, play
on.” Ere you feat yourfelies, ladies, what think you of
a dance ! Come in. Euter
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’ ¢ Enter Harper,
Play tl;e French tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was fo
o .
& {4 daxce 3 1a ronde in the Fremh manner ; near the exd
¢ of it, this fong and chorus.

A IR XXII. Cotillon,

Youth’s the feafon made for joys,
Love is then our daty ;
- She alone who that employs,
Well deferves her beauty.
Let’s be gay,
While we may,
. Beauty’s a flower defpis’d in decay.
Chorus. Youth’s the feafon, &, ,

Let us drink and fport to-day,
Qurs is not to-morrow.

Love, with youth, flies fwift away,

' ¢ is nought but forrow,
ce and fing,

Time’s on the wing,
Life never knows the retura of fpring.
Chorus. Let us drink, &,

Mac. Now, pray, ladies, take your places. Here, fel-
low. [Pays the Harper.] Bid the drawer bring us more
wine, [Ewxit Harper.g If any of the ladies choofe gin, 1
hope they will be fo free to call for it.

Fenny. Youlook as if you meant me. Wine is ftrong
enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink ftrong waters,
but when I have the cholic.

Mac. Juft the excule of the fine ladies! Why, a lady
‘of quality is never without the cholic. I hope, Mrs.
Coaxer, you have had good fuccefs of late, ir your vifits
among the mercers. .

Coax, We have fo many interlopers. Yet, with in-
duftry, one may ftill have a little picking. I carried a
filver-flowered luteftring, and a piece of ﬁlafck padufoy,
to Mr. Peachum’s lock but Taft week.

Vix, There’s Molly Brazen hath the ogle of 4 rattle-
foake. She rivetted a linen-draper’s eye fo faft upon

C 2 her,
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her, that he was nicked of three pieces of cambric before
he could look off. : :

Braz. Oh, dear Madam ! But fure nothing can

" came up to your handling of laces; ‘and then you have
fuch a fweet deluding tongue. To cheat a man is no-
thing ; but the woman muft have fine parts indeed, who
ch.ats 2 woman. .

Vix. Lace, Madam, lies in a fmall compafs and is of
eay conveyance, Bat you are apt, Madam, to think toe '
well of your friends. ' .

Coax. If any woman hath more art than another, to be
fure, ’tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be never fo
agreeable, fhe can pick his pocket as coolly as if money
were her only pleafure. Now, that is 2 command of
the paffions uncommon in 2 woman.

Fenny. 1 never go to the tavern with a man, butin
the view of bufinefs. I have other hours, and other
fort of men for my pleafure. But had I your addrefs,
Madam L

Mac. Have done with your compliments, ladies ; and
drink about, You are not fo fond of me, Jenay, as you
ufed to be. )

. Femny, >Tis not convenient, Sir, to thew my fondnefs
among fo many rivals. ’Tis your-own choice, and not
the warmth of my inclination, that will determine you.

AIR XXIIL AW in a mifly morning.

Before the barn-door crowing,
The cock, by hens attended,
His eyes around him throwing,
Stands for a while fufpended :
Then one he fingles from the crew,
And chears the happy hen, .
With how do you do, and how do you do,
And how do you do again.

Mac. Ah, Jenny, thou art a dear flut.,

Trull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping!

Tawd. 1 hope, Madam, I han’t been fo long upon the
town, but I have met with fome good fortune, as well as
my neighbours,

Frull,
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Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by the
quettion ; ’twas only in the way of converfation.

Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if 1 had not been a fool, I
might have lived very handfomely with my laft friend.

~ But upon his miffing five guineas, he turned me off.
Now, I never fufpetted he had counted them.

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

T7ull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be.

Slam. 1, Madam, was once kept by a Jew; and,
bating their religion, to women they are a good fort of
people.

9awd. Now, for my part, I own I likean old fel-
low: for we always make them pay for what they
can’t do. . ’

Vix. Afpruce ’prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no
ill thing; they bleed freely. I have fent at leaft two or
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantations.

Fenny. But, to be fure, Sir, with fo much good fortune
as you have had upon the soad, you muft be grown im-
menfely rich. ’

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

AIR XXIV. When once I lay with another man’s
- wiﬁ’, &c.

Fenny. The gamefters and lawyers are jugglers alike,
If they meddle, your allis in danger:
Like gypfies, if once they can finger a foufe,
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer yourhoufe,
And give your eftate to a ftranger.

A man of courage fhould never put any thing to the
rifque, but his life. ihefe arethe tools of a man of
honour. - Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats,
who prey upon their friends.
[ She takes up bis pifiol. Tawdry takes up the other.
'Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for your hand. Befides
your lofs of money, *tis a lofs to the ladies. Gaming
takes you off from women. How fond could I be of
you ! but before company, ’ds ill bred.
- Mac. Wanton huffics !
C 3 '7(!1.
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Fen. T muft and will have a kifs, to give my wine a zeft.
[They take bim about the neck, and make figns to Peachum

and Conflables, who rufh in upon bim.

Peach. 1 feize you, Sir, as my prifoner.

Mac. Was thig well done, Jenny? Women are
decoy ducks ; who can truff them ? Beafts, jades, jilts, \
Jarpies, furies, whores !

Peach. Your cafe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular,
The greateft heroes have been ruined by women. But,
to do them juftice, I muft own they are a pretty fort of
creatures, it we could truft them. You muft now, Sir,
-take your leave of the ladies : and if they have a mind
to make you a vifit, they will be fure to find 'you at home.
This gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate. Conflables,
wait upon the Captain to his lodgings.

AIR XXV. When firft Ilaid ficge to my Chloris.

Mac. At the tree I fhall fuffer with pleafure,
At the tree I fhall fuffer with pleafure,
Let me gowhere I will,
 In all kinds of ill,
1 fhall find no fuch furies as thefe are.

Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning fhall be
difcharged. - . )

[Exit ﬁ']acheath guarded, with Peachum and Conflables ;
the aomen remain.

Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny; though Mr. Peachum
may have made a private bargain with you and Suk
Tawdry, for betraying the Captain, as we were all affift-
ing, we ought all to fhare alike.

Coax. 1think, Mr. Peachum, after {o long an acquain-
tance, might have trufted me as well as Jenny Diver.

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

Trall. Mrs, Slimmekin, that is not fair ; for you know
one of them was taken in bed with me.

Fen. As far as abowl of punch, or a treat, I believe
Mrs. Suky will join with me. - As for any thing elfe, la-
dics, you cannot, in confcience, expect it.

Slam.
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Slam, Dear Madam
Frull, 1 would not for the world ——
Slam. 'Tis impoffible for me ~——
.- Trull. As I hope to be faved, Madam —
- Slam. Nay, then, I muit ftay here all night ——
Trull. Since you command me. /
: [Exeunt avith great ceremony,

SCENE, Newgate.

Enter Lockit, Turakeys, Macheath, and Conflables.
Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have
. not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You know
the cuftom, Sir; garnith, Captain, garnifh, Hand me
. down thofe fetters there. : _
. Mac. Thofe, Mr. Lockit, feem to be the heavieft of
~the whole fet. With your leave, I fhould like the fur-
" ther pair better. . :

Lock. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteft for our
prifoners. When a'gentleman ufes me with civility, I
,always do the beft I can to pleafe him ——Hand them

“down, I fay We have them of all prices, from one
_guinea to ten, and ’tis fitting every gentleman fheuld
"pleafe himfelf. g

Mac. I underftand you, Sir. [Gives money.] The fees
_here are fo many, and fo exorbitant, that few fortunes
.can bear the expence of getting off handfomely, or of
dying like a gentleman.

Loek. Thofe, I fee, will fit the Captain better.
Take down the further pair.—Do but examine them,
6ir—Never was better work.——How genteely they are
made !——They will fit as eafy as a glove, and the
niceft man in England might not be afthanred to wear
them, [Hedputs on the chains.] If I'had the beft gentleman
in the land in my cuftody, I could not equip him more
handfomely. And fo, Sir—I now leave you to your
private meditations.

[Exeunt Lockit, Turnkeys, azd €onftables.

AIR
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AIR XXVI., Courtiers, courtiers think it no barm.

Masc. Man may efcape from and gun ;
. Nay, );'ome have ox{tt‘l,i},vsd theg:o&or’s pill:
Who takes a woman muft be undone,
That bafilifk is fure to kill. .
The fly that fips treacle is loft in the fweets,
So he that taftes woman, woman, woman,
He that taftes woman, ruin meets.

“To what a woful plight have I brought myfeif! Here
muft I (all day long, ’till I am hanged) be confined to
hear the reproaches of awench, who lays her ruin at my
door.——1 am in the cuftody of her thher, and to be
fure, 'if he knows of the matter, I{hall have a fine time
on’t betwixt this and my execution. But I promifed -
the wench marriage. What fignifies a promife to a
-womarr? Does not man in marriage itfelf promife a hun-
dred things that he never means to pertorm? Do all
we can, women will believe us; for they look upon a
-promife as an excufe for following their own inclimations.
~——But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get from her
——would I were deaf. :
' Enter Lucy.

Lucy. You bafe man, you, how can you look me
in the face, after what hath paft between us?——See
here, perfidious wretch, how I am forced to bear about
the load of infamy you bave laid upon me ——Oh, Mac-
heath ! thou haft robbed me of my quiet——to fee thee
tortured would give me pleafure. ’

AIR XXVII. A lovely lafi to a friar came, ‘

Thus when a good hufwife fees a rar,
In her trap n the morning taken, .
With pleafure her heart goes pit a pat,

In revenge for her lofs of bacon.
Then fhe throws him i
Tothe dog or cat,

To be worried, crufh’d, and thaken,

Mac.
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‘Mac. Have you no bowels, no tendernefs, my dear

Lucy, tofee a hufband in thefe circumftances ?
Lucy, A hufband ! . ~
Mac. In every refpet but the form, and that, m
dear, may be faid over us at any time.——Frien
thould not infift upon ceremonies. From a man of ho-
nour, his word is as good as his bond. .
Lucy. *Tis the pleafure of all you fine men to infult
the women you have ruined,

AIR XXVIIL. *Tawas when the fea was roaring.

How cruel are the traitors,
Who lie and {wear in jeft,
To cheat unguarded creatures a
Of virtue, fame, and reft! -
Whoever fteals a fhilling, .
Through fhame the guilt conceals :
In love the perjur’d villain
With boafts the theft reveals.

Mac. The very firft opportunity, my dear, (have but

pati?nce) you fhall be my wife in whatever manner you
leafe. . '

P Lucy. Infinuating monfter ! And fo you think I know
nothing of the affair of Mifs Polly Peachum.——1I could
tear thy eyes out !

Mac. Sure, Lucy, you can’t be fuch a fool as to be
jealous of Polly ! B

Lucy. Are you not mrrried to her, you brute, you? -
- Mac. Married! Very good. The wench gives it out
only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opinion.
2Tistrue, Igo tothehoufe; I chat with the girl, I kifs
her, I fay a thoufand things to her (as all gentlemen do)
that mean nothing, to divert myfelf; and now thefilly
jade hath fet it about that I am married to her, toletme
know what fhe would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy,
-thefe violent paffions may be of ill confequence to a wo-
man in ypur condition. .

Lucy, Come, come, Captain, for ail your affurance,
you know that Mifs Polly hath put it out of your power
10 do methe juftice you promifed me.

Mach,
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- Mach. A jeslous woman believes every thing her
paffion fuggeits. To convince you of my fincerity, if we
can find the ordinary, I fhall have no fcruples of making
yeu my. wife: and I know the confequence of .having
two at a time.

. Lugy. That you are only to be hanged, and fo ged rid
of them both., : :

. Mac, I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you fatis-
faltion—1if you think thete is any.in marriage.—Whar
can a man of honour fay more ? .

Lucy, Se then it feems you are not married to. Mifs
Polly.

Jl}ac. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigioufly con-
ceited. No 1man can fay a civil thing to her, but (like
other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think hc’s her
own for ever and ever,

AIR XXIX. The fun bad loofed bis weary teams.

The firft time at the looking-glafs
The mother fets her daughter,

The image firikes the fmiling lafs
With felf.love ever after. .

Each time fhe looks, fhe, fonder grown,

_ Thinks ev’ry charm grows ftronger;

But, alas! vain maid, all eyes but your own

Can fee you are not younger.

When women confider their own beauties, they are all
alike upreafanable in their demands; for they expeét
their lovers fhould Like them as long as they like them-
felves,

"Lucy. Yonder is my father——perhaps this way we
'may light upon the ordinary, who fhall try if you will
be as good as your word——for I long to be made an
+oneft waman, [ Exeunt.

Enter Peachum andLockit, awith an account book.

Lock, In this laft affair, brother Peachum, we are

agreed. You have confented to go halves in Macheath.
. Peach, We fhall never fall out about an execution.—=
‘But as to that article, pray how flands our laft year's
account ? . )
' ' Lock.
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Lock. If you will run your eye over it, you’ll find *tig
fairand clearly ftated.

Peach. This long arrear of the government is very
hard upon us ! Can it be expected that we fhould hang
our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will hard-
ly fave theirs without being paid for it. Unlefs the

ple in employment ‘pay bertter, I promife them
?oe: the future, I fhall let other rogues live befides their
own. '

Lock. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid thefe matters
may be carried too far, We are treated too by them with
contempt, as if our profeffion were not reputable.

Peéach. In one refpe&t indeed, our employment may
be reckoned difhoneft ; becaufe, like great ftatefmen, we
encourage thofe who betray their friends.

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

AIR XXX. How bappy are we, &,

When you cenfure the age,
Be cautious and fage. '
Left the courtiers oﬂ‘en&ed fliculd be ;
If you mention vice ar bribe,
*Tis fo pat to all the tribe g
Each cries——That was levell’d at me,

- Peach. Here’s poor Ned Clincher’s name, [ fee. Sure,
brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in
Ned’s cafe : for hetold me in the condemned hold, that,
for value received, you had promifed him a feflion or two
longer without moleftation. :

Lock. Mr. Peachum,—this is the firft time my honour
was ever called in quettion,

Peach. Bufinefs isatan end—if once we a¢t dithonoure
ably.

}:ﬂcl'. Who accufes me ?
= Peach. You are warm, brother

- Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my livelie
hood. —And this ufage—Sir—is not to be borne.

Peach. Since you provoke me to fpeak«~I1 muft ‘tell
. you
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you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding
her of her information-money, for the apprehending
of Curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we muft
punétually pay our fpies, or we fhall have no informa-
tion. ‘

Lock. Is this language to me, firrah———who have
faved you from the gallows, firrah ! [Collaring each other.

Peach. If 1 am hanged, it fhall be for ridding the
world of an errant rafcal.

Lock. This hand fhall do the office of the halter you'
deferve, and throttle you—you dog !— . 4

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

Lock. Nor you fo provoking. v .

Peach. ’Tis our.mutual intereft ; ’tis for the intereft
of the world we fhould agree. If I faid any thing,
. brother, to the prejudice of your character, I afk par-
I.don. .
Lock. Brother Peachum—1I can forgive as well as re-
fent.—Give me your hand. Sufpicion does not becone
a friend.

Peach. T only meant to give you occafion to juftify
yourfelf: but I muft now fiep home, for I expelt the
gentleman about this fnuff-box, that Filch nimmed wwo
nights ago in the park. I appointed him at this hour.

[Ev\’l’fc

- . Enter Lucy.

Lock. Whence come you, hufly?

Lucy. My tears might dnfwer that queftion.
- Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling,
like a fpantel, over the fellow that hath abufed you.
" Lucy. One can’t help love; one can’t cure i, ’Tis
not in my power to obey you, and hate him.
- Lock. Learn to bear your hufband’s death like a rea-
fonable woman. ’Tis not the fafhion, now-a-days, fo
much as to affe@t forrow upon thefe occafions. - No wo-
man would ever marry, if fhe had not the chance of
mortality for a releafe. A& like a woman ot fpirir,
hufly, and thank your father for what he is doing.

4 AIR
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AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shenkin.

Lucy, 1Is then his fate decreed, Sir,
Such a man can I think of quitting ?
When firft we met, fo moves me yert,
Oh, fee how my heart is fplitting !

. Lock. Look ye, Lucy—there is no faving him——— So,
" 1 think, you muft even do like other widows—buy your-
felf weeds, and be chearful, :

AIR XXXII.

You’ll think, €’er many days enfue,
This fentence not fevere ;
I hang your hufband, child, ’tis true,
But with him hang your care.
Twang dang dillo dee.

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying hufband.

That, child, is your duty confider, girl, you can’t .

have the man and the money too—fo make yourfelf as

eafy as you can by getting all you can from him. [Exir.
Euter Macheath.

Lucy. Though the ordinary was out out of the way to
day, I hope, my .dear, you will, upon the firft oppor-
tunity, quiet my fcruples Oh, Sir!—my father’s
hard heart is not to be foftened, and I am in the utmoft
defpair, i .

Mac, But if I could raife a {fmall fum—would not
twenty guineas, think ‘you, move him ?—Of all the
arguments in the way of bufinefs, the perquifite is the
moft prevailing.——Your father’s perquifites for the
efcape of prifoners muft amount to a confiderable fum in
the year. Money . well timed, and properly applied,
will do any thing.

- AIR XXXII1. London Ladies.

If you at an office folicit your due,
And would not have matters neglected ;
- You muft quicken the clerk with the perquifite toe,
To do what his duty Ddireé‘ted. O
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-Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent,
She too has this palpable fuiling,
The perquifite foftens her into conjent; -
That reafon with all is prevailing.

Lucy. What love or money can do, fhall be done: for

all my comfort depends upon your fafery.
Enter Polly.

Polly, Where is my dear hufbind 2—Was a rope ever .
intended for this neck !==Oh, let me throw my arms about
it, and throttle thee with .love !—Wkhy doft thou turn
aw.y from me ?—"Tis thy Pojly—"tis thy wife.

Mac. Was ever fuch-an unfortunate rafcal as I am !

Lucy. Was there ever fuch another villain !

Polly. Oh, Macheath! was it for this we parted ?
Taken ! Imprifoned! Tried! Hanged !—cruel reflec.
tion! I'll ftay with thee ’till death—no force fhall tear
thy dear wife from thee now.—What means my love ?
— Not one kind word ! not one kind look! think whas
thy Polly fuffers to fee thee in this condition. :

AIR XXXIV. Al in the Downs, €S, '

Thus when the fwallow, feeking prey,
Within the fafh is-clofely pent,
His cenfort with bemoaning lay,
Without, fits pining for th” event.
Her chatt’ring lovers all around her fkim 3
She heeds them nat (poorbird) her foul’swith hint,

-Mac. 1 muft difown her. [4fde.] The wench s difs
tradted. .

Lury. Am I then bilkked of my virtue? Can I-have
no reparation ? - Sure men were born to lie; and women
- to believe them ! Oh, villain! villain!

Polly. Am Lk not thy wife >~Thy neglett of me, thy
averfion to me, too {everely proves it.~-Look on m¢,.~—
~ Tell me, am I not thy wife ?

Lucy. Perfidious wretchd
‘Polly. Barkarous hufband4
Lucy. ' Hadit thou been hanged fivé menths ago, T had -

been happy. Poll
oiys |



THE BEGGAR’S OPERA.- 138

Polly. And 1 too—If you had been kind to me ’tll
death, it weuld not have vexed me—And that’s no very
unreafonable requeft (though from a wife) to a man who
hath not: abov:(}ﬂeﬂ ot eiglit. days ta live,
 Lugy: Arxpthow therl married: to anothex 2 Haft thou
two wives, monfler? . .

Mac. 1f women’s. tangues can_ceafe foran anfwer—

_hear me.

Luey, 1 woft’t.—Flefaiand blood can’t bear my yfage.

. Pef}:lly. Shail 1 not claim my own?—Juflice bids me -

AIR XXXV . Have youbeard of a frolickfame. ditty.

Mac. How happy could I be with eithef,
T Were tother dear charmer 2way !
But while you thus teaze me together,
To neither 2 word will I fay ;
But tol de rol, &c. .

Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be fome pre-
ference fiewn to a wife ! At leaft fhe may, claim the ap-
pearance of it. He muftbe diftracted with his misfor-
tunes, or he could not ufe.me thus!

‘Lucy. Oh, villain, villain! thou haft deceived me—1I
could even inform: againfe thee with pleafure. Not 2
prude wifhes more heartily to have fa againft her in-
timate acquaintance, than I now wifh to have facts againit
thee. - 1would have her fatisfaction, and they fhould all

¢ oute
Polly. T'm bubbled. ‘
Lucy. -I’m bubbled..

Polly. Oh, how I am troubled !
Lucy. Bamboozled, and bit !
Polly, ————————My diftrefles are doubled.
Luy. When you come to the tree, fhould the hang-
man refufe,
Thefe fingers, with pleafure, could faften the
- . noofe.
Pally. T'm bubbled, &c.
D2 Maz,

' N\
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Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy—This is all 2 fetch

* of Polly’s to make me defperate with you in cafe I get

off. 1f 1 am hanged, the would fain have the credit of
being thought my widow—Raeally, Polly, this is no time
for a difpute of this fort; for whenever you are talking
of marriage, Iam thinking of hanging. - ‘

P;rll . And haft thou the heart to perfift in, difowning
me ?

Mac. And haft thou the heart to perfift in perfuading
me that I am married ? Why, Polly, doft thou feek to
aggravate my misfortunes ?

Lucy. Really, Mifs Peachum, you but expofe your-
felf. Befides, ’tis barbarous in you to worry a gentle-
man in his circumftances.

AIR XXXVIL

Polly.  Ceafe your funning ;
Force or cunning
Never fhall my heart trepan, .
All thefe fallies -
A Are but malice,
To feduce my conftant mau,
_ ’Tis mott certain,
By their flirting,
Women oft have envy thewn :
Pleas’d, to ruin
Others wooing ;
Never happy in their own !

Decency, Madam, methinks, might teach you to be. -
have yourfelf with fome referve with the hufband, while
his wife is prefent. :

Moc. But ferioufly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a
little too far. -

Lucy. If you are determined, Madam, to raifea’ dif-
turbance in the prifon, I fhall be obliged to fend for the
turnkey to fhew you thedoor, I amforry, Madam, you
force me to be foill-bred.

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam ; thefe for-
ward airs don’t become you in the leaft, Madam., And

. my
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mMy duty, Madam, obliges me to flay with my hufband,
adam.

- AIR XXXVIIL Goodmorrow, Goffp Foan.

Lxgy. Why how now, Madam Flirt ? :
lfyyou thus muft chatter,
And are for flinging dirr,
Let’s try who beft can fpatter ;
' ‘ Madam Flire!

Polly. Why hew now, fauey jade;
Sure the wench is tipfy !
Mow can you fee e made (7o bim,
“The feofF of fuch a gypfy.? '
Enter Peachum, -

Prach, Where”» my wenck? Ah, huffy! hefly !—
Come yoy home, you flut; and when your fellow is
Fanged, hang yourfelf, to make your family fome
amends. . ' :

. Polpy. Dear, dear father, do not tear me frem him— .
1 muft fpeak; I have more to fay to him—=Oh, twift
fy fetters about me, that he may not haul me from
thee !

Peach. Sure all women areatike! If ever they com-
mit one folly, tliey are fure to commit another by ex-
pofing themfelves— Away---Not a word more---You are
my gnfoner now, hufly, | ) .

AIR XXXIX. Irit Howl.
Polly. No power on earth can e’er divide
The knot that facred: love hath ty’d.
When parents draw againft our mind,
The true-love’s knot they faiter bind.
Oh, Oh ray, Oh, Amborah—Oh, Oh, &c.
[Holding Macheath, Peackum puiling ber.
‘ [ Exesnt Peachum and Polly.

Mac. 1 am naturally compaflionate, ~wife; fo that I
could not ufe the wench as {he deferved ; which made
you at firft fufpect there was fomething in what fhe faid.

. 3 D3 Lucy.
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Lucy. Indeed, mydear, I was ftrangely puzzled.

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

Lucy. How happy am I, if you fay this from your
heart! For I love thee fo, that I could fooner bearto °
fee thee hanged than in the arms of another.

Mac. But couldft thou bear to fee me hanged ?

Lucy. Oh, Macheath, I can never live to fee thatday.

Mac. You fee, Lucy, in the account of love you
arein my debt; and you muft now be convinced, that I
rather chufe to die than be another’s,—Make me, if
poffible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee
—If you refufe to affit me, Peachum and your father
will immediately put me beyond all means of efcape.

Lucy. My father, 1 know, hath been drinking hard
with the prifoners : and I fancy he is now taking his nap
in his own room—If I can procure the keys, fhall I go .
off with thee, my dear.

Mac. If we are together, *twill be impoffible to lie
concealed. As foon as the fearch begins to be a little.
cool, I will fend to thee—"Till then my heart is thy
pfiknero A :

Lxgy. Come then, my dear hufband---owe thy life to
me---and though you love me not---be grateful.--But
that Polly runs in my head ftrangely.

Mac. A moment of time may make us unbappy for.
ever. . .

.

AIR XL. T Lafs of Patic's Mill,

Lacy. 1 like the fox fhall grieve, -

Whofe mate hath left her fide,

Whom hounds, from morn to eve,
Chafe o’er the country wide,

‘Where can my lover hide ?
Where cheat the wary pack ?

If love be not his guide, i

. Heneverwill comeback, - [Exennte.

Exp of the SEconp AcT.

ACT
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A CT I1I1.
S CE N E, Neugate.
Lockit, Lucy.

Lockir.
O be fure, wench, you muft have been aiding and
- abetting to help him to this efcape.

Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter
Polly, and to befure they know the ways of Newgate as
well as if they had been born and bred in the place all
their lives. -~ Why muft all your fufpicion light upon
me?

Lock. Lucy, Lucy, Iwill have none of thefe fhuffling
anfwers. . -

Eucy. Well then—If I know any thing of him, 1
with 1 may be burnt !

Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I -fhall pronounce
yeu guilty. . )

Lucy. Keep yours, Sir, I do with I may be
burnt. I do—————And what can I fay more to con-
vince you ? :

Lock, Did he tip handfomely *=~—How much did he
come down with ? Come, hufly, don’tcheat your father ;-
and 1 fhall not be angry with youe——Perhaps, you
have made a better bargain with him than I could have
done How much, my good girl ? -

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

Lock, Ah,Lucy! thy education might bave put thee
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an alehoufe
is always befieged. . 7

Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my educatione———for
*twas to that I owe my ruin,

¢ AIR XLI. Iflove’s a frveet paffion, &c.

¢ When young at the bar you firft raught me to fcore,
¢  And bid me be free of my lips, and no more ;
¢ 1 was kifs’d by the parfon, the fquire, and the fot:
¢ When the gueft was departed, the kifs was forgot.B
: . * But
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¢ But his kifs was fo fiweet, and fo clofely he preft,
¢ “That I languifh’d and pin’d 6i{l I granted the reft.’

If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair confefion ;
for, to be fure, he hath becen a moft barbarous villain to
me.

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

ou?

Lury. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender word,
can pérfuade her to any thing———-and I could atk ne other
bribe.

Lock, Thou wilt always be avulgar flut. Lucy——1If
you would not be looked upon asa fool, you fhould never
doany thing but upon the fout of interefk. Thole that act
otherwife are their own bubbles. -

. Lwcy. Butléve, Sir, is a misfdrtune: that may happen
to the moft difcreet woinen ; and in love weare all fools:
aliko———cNotwithflanding ali he fwore, I am now fully
convinced that Polly Peachum is atually his wife. :
Rid I let him efeape (féol that Iwas!) to go to her ?emem——
Polly wil wheedle herfelf into his money, and .thea
Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both, o

. - Lock. So 1 am to be ruined, becaufe, forfooth, you
muf be in love }<—aq very pretty excufe!

Ascys T could murder that impudent happy ftrumpet 2
~f~s— I gave him his life, and that creature enjoys the
fiveets of 1t,=————Urgrateful Macheath ! )

. AIR XLIL, Sexth-Sea bailad.

My love is all madnefs and folly,
Alone 1 lye,
- 'Tofs, tumble, 3ndcry,
" What a happy creature isr;olly !
Was e’er fuch a wretch as I!
With rage I redden like fearlet,. o .
That my dear inconftant varlet, :
Stark blind to my charmes,
- Is loft in the arms .
Of that jilt, thae inveigling harlot ! ‘
Stark blind to my charms,
Isloft in the arms
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot !
This, this my refentment alarms, .
- ’ Lﬂf}'
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Lock. And fo, after alithis mifchief, I muft ftay here
to be entertained with your catterwauling, miftrefs Pufs !
Out of my-fight, wanton firumpet ! you fhall faft
and mortify yourfelf into reafon, with now and then a
little handfome difcipline to bring you to your fenfes.
- Go. [Exit Lucy.] Peachum then intends to
outwit me in this affair ; but I’ll be even with him,———
The dog is leaky in his liquor, fo I’ll ply him that way,
get the fectet from him, and turn this affair to my own
advantage. ¢ Lions, wolves, and vultures don’t live
¢ together in herds, droves, or flocks,—=m==Of all ani-
¢ mals of prey, man is the only fociable one. Every one
¢ of us preys upon his neighbour, and yet we herd toge-
¢ ther’ Peachum is my companioh, my friend e
According to the cuftom of the world, indeed, he may
quote thoufands of precedents for cheating me.——And
fhall not I make ufe of the privilege of friendfhip to make
him a return ?

¢ AIR XLIIL. Packington’s pound.

Thus gantefters unitedin friendfhip are found,

. Though they knaw that their induftry all is a cheat;
They flock 1o their prey at the dice-box’s found,
And join to promote oneanother’s deceit,

¢ But 1f by mifhap
. ¢ They fail of a chap, .
¢ To keep in their hands, they each other entrap.
¢ Like pikes, lank with hunger, who mifs of their ends,
¢ They bite their companions, and prey on their friends.’

.
a & & &

 Now, Peachum, youand I, like honeft tradefmen, are to
have a fair trial, which of us two can over-reach the other,
—Lucy.—[Enter Lucy.] Are there any of Peachum’s
people now in the houfe ?
Luzey. Filch, Sir, is drinking a quartern of ftrong waters
in the next room with black Moll.
Lock. Bid him come to me. [ Exit Lucy,
' Enter Filch, . :
Why, boy, thou lookeft as if thou wert half ftarved ; like
a fhottep herring, ; ‘ )
) ¢ Fik’bo
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¢ Filch. One liad need have the conftitution of a horfe
to go through the bufinefe,——Since the favourite
child-getter was difabled by a mifliap, I have picked
up'a littte momey by helping the ladies to a pregnancy
againft their being called down to fentence.~—— But
if a man cannot get an honeft livelihood.any eafier
way, L amfure; "tiswhat I can’t undertake foranother

feflion.

, . ¢ Leck. Truly, if that groat man fhould tip off, it
¢ would bean irreparablelots. The vigor and prowefs of
¢ a2 knight-errant - never faved half the ladies in diftrefg
¢ that he hath done.’ But, boy, can'ft thou tell me
where thy mafter is tobe found ? o :

FEilch. A his lock*, Sir, at the Crooked Billet,

Lock. Very welli——I have nothing more with you.
[B«it Filch.] I'H go to him there, for 1 have many
tmportant affaira to fettle with bim ; “and in the way of
thofe tranfa&tions, I'll artfully get into his fecret~——So
that Macheath fhall not remamn a day longer out of my
clutches. - [Ex.

S CEN E, 4 Gaming-houfe.

Macheath in a fine tarnifbed coat, Ben Budge, Matt o
. the Mint. ‘
Mach. 1am forry, gentlemen, the road was fé barfen
of money. When my friends are in diffculfies, I am
always glad that my fortume can. be ferviceablé to them.
[Giwes them money. ] ¥You fee, gentlemen, I any not a mére
court-friend, who profeffes every thing and will do no-

thing,
. AIR XLIV. Lill:bulero.

The modes of the court fo common are grown,
That a true friend can hardly be met;
Friendhip for intereft is but a loan,
Which they let out for what they can get.
"T'is true, you find
Some friends {o kind,
Whowillgive you goed caunfel themfelves to defend :
In forrowful ;.iitt ’
They promife, they pity,
But fhift you f?z; money, frolr’: h'ic);zd to friend. B
ut

* A cant word, fignifying a warchoufe where ftolen goods are de-
pofited. .

PR I I I R B
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Butwe, gentlemen, have ftill honour enough to break
through the cotruptions of the world——And while I can
ferve you, yon may command me. : :

Ben. It grieves my héart that fo generous a man fhould
beinvolved in fuch difficulties, as oblige him to live with
fuch ill company, and herd with gameiters. _

" Matt, See the partiality of mankind !—One man may
fteal a horfe, better than another look oveér a hedge,——
Of all mechanics, of all fervile handycraftsmen, agamefter
is the vileft. But yet, a$ many of the quality are of the
profeflion, he is admitted amongft the politeil company,
I wonder we are not more refpected. )

Mach. There will be deep play toenight at Marybane,
and confequently money may be picked up upon the road,
Meet me there, and I’ll give you the hint who is worth
ferting. ’ .

" Mats, "The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow gold
binding, I am told, is never without money.

Mach, What do you' mean, Matt ?r——Sure you will
not think of meddling with him !—He’s a good honef} kind
of a fellow, and one of us.

" Ben. Tobe fure, Sir, we will putourfelyes under your
direction.

*" Mach, Have an eye upon the money-lenders.—A rou-
leau, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an expedition.
1 hate extortion.

Mart. Thofe rouleaus are very pretty things,———}
hate your bank bills——there is ?"xch a hazard in putting
them off. ' :

Mach. There is a certain man of diftin&tion, who in

“his time ‘hath nicked me out of a great deal of the ready,
He is in thy cafh, Ben ;——1I'll point him out to you
this evening, and you fhail draw ypon him for the debt-i=
‘The company are met ; I hear the dice-box in the other
room. So, gentlemen, your fervant, You'll meet me at
Marybone.

Mat. Upon honout.

BCE NE, Peachurm’s. Looks
A table with wine, bravdy, pipes and tobaitos

. Peachum, Lockits . ‘
Lock, The coronation account, brothei Peachum, is
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of fo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be
fettled.

Peach. It confifts indeed of a great variety of articles.
—1It was worth to our people, in fees of different kinds,
above ten inftalments,——¢ "This is part of the account,
¢ brother, that lies open before us.

¢ Lock. Alady’stail of rich brocade——that, I fee,
¢ is difpofed of.

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

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

¢ Peach. Thofe are fo well known, that they muft be
¢ fent abroad —you’ll find them entered under the article
¢ of exportation As for the fnuff-boxes, watches,
¢ fwords, &c. I thought it beft to enter -them under
¢ their feveral heads. .
¢ Lock. Seven and twenty women’s pockets complete §
with the feveral things therein contained ; all {ealed,
numbered, and entered.’

Peach. But, brother, it is impoffible for us now to enter
upon this affair ———We fhould have the whole day before
us —Befides, the account of the laft half year’s plate is |
in a book by itfelf, which lies at the other office. r
" Lock. ¢ Bring us then more li(})uor’ To-day fhall be |
for pleafure ——to-morrow for bufinefs ——Ah, brother,
thofe daughters of ours are two flippery huffies keep a
watchful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day or two

L

-

thall be our own again.

AIR XLV. Down in the North Countyy. |

Lock, What gudgeons are we men !
Ev’ry woman’s eafy prey : \
Though we have felt the hook, agen,
We bite, and they betray.

The bird that hath been trapt, : ‘y
When he hears his calling mate, ’
To her he flies, again he’s clapt - 1
Within the wiry grate.

3 . Peach, i
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Peach. But what fignifies catching the birdy if you®
daughter Lucy will fet open the door of the cage ?

Lock. 1f men were antwerable for the follies and frail-
ties of their wives and daughters, no friends could keep a
good correfpondence together for two days. — This
‘unkind of you, brother; for among good friends, wha
they fay or do goes for nothing.

T Enfer Filch,

Serv. Sir, here’s Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to fpcak
with you. . '

Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ?

Lock. By all means——fhe’s a good cuftomer, anda
"fine fpoken woman—-amd a woman who drinks and talks
fo-freely will enliven the converfation. ‘

Peach. Defire her to walk in. [Exit Filchs

. Enter Mrs, ‘Trapes,
‘Dear Mrs. Dye, your fervant—one may know by your
kifs, that your gin is exceilent.
© Zrapes. 1 was always very curious in my liquors.

Lrok. There is no perfumed breath like it—1I- have
‘been long acquainted with the flavour of thofe lips—han’t ~
‘1, Mrs. Dye ? :

Frapes. Fillit up—1I take as- large draughts of liquor,
‘as I did of love—1 hatea flincher in either.

AIR XLVI. A4 /bepherd kept fbeepy &c.

In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la,
1a, &c. .
Likea fparr’ow at all times was ready forlove, fa, 1ay 1a, &c\
“The life-of all mortals in kiffing thould pafs,
Lip to lip while we’re young, then the lip to the glafs,
’ fa, la, &

But now, Mr. Peachum, to our bufinefs. If you have
blacks of any kind, brought in of late ; mantuas—velvet.
‘fearfs—petticoats—let it be what it will 1 am your
chap—for all my ladies are very fond of mourning, -
Peach. Why look ye, Mrs, Dye—ayou deal fo hard
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing.
.. Trap. The hard times oblige me to go very nearin my
dealing~+To be fure, of li:te years I have beena great fut.
) ’ ferer
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. ferer by the parliament.—Three thoufand pounds would
“hardly make me amends—The a&t for deftroying the
Mint was a fevere cut upon our bufinefs till then,
*if a cuftomer ftept out of the way we knew where to
have her no doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer
there’s a wench now (till to-day) with a good fuit of
cloaths of mine upon her back, and I could never fet eyes
upon her for three months together Since the act
too again{t imprifonment for fmall {ums, my lofs there too
hath been very confiderable; and it muft be fo, when a
lady can borrow a handfome petticoat, or a clean gown,
anc{ I not have the leaft hank upon her ! And, o’ my con-
{cience, now-a-days moft ladies take delight in cheating,
when they can do it with fafety.

Peach, Madam, you had a handfome gold watch of us
fother day for feven guineas———Confidering we muft
have our profit to 4 gentleman upon the road, a
gold watch will be fcarce worth the taking.

* %rap. Confider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was remark-
able, and not of very f: fefale —If you have any black
velvet fcarfs
and take with moft gentlemen who deal with my cufto-
mers *Tis I that put the ladies upon a good foot.
>Tis not youth or beauty that fizes their price. The gen-
tlemen always pay according to their drefs, from half a
crown to two guineas ; and yet thofe huflies make nothing
of bilking of me Then too, allowing for aceidents,
————Thave eleven fine cuftomers now down under the
furgeon’s hand what with fees and other expences,
there are great goings-out, and no comings-in, and nota
farthing to pay for at leaft a month’s cloathing We
run great rifques—————great rifques indeed.

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

Trap. Yes, Sir,—To be furel ftripped her of a fuit
of my own cloaths about two hours ago; and have left
her as fhe fhould be, in her fhift, with a lover of hers at
my houfe. She called him up ftairs, as he was going to
Marybone in a hackney-coach And I hope, for
her own fake and mine, fhe will perfuade the Captain
to redeem her, for the Captain is very generous to the

ladies.
Lorka

they are a handfome winter wear ;.
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Lock. What Captain ? :

Trap. He thought I did not know him
mate acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum
Captain Macheath as fine as a lord.

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you fhall fet your
own price upon any of the goods you like We'have
at leaft half a dozen velvet {carfs, and all at your fervice.
Will you give me leave to make you a prefent of this fuit
of night-cloaths for your own wearing? But arc
you fure it is Captain Macheath !

¥rap. Though he thinks I have forgot him ; nobody
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the Cap-
tain’s meney in my time, at fecond-hand, for he always
loved to have his ladies well dreft.

Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little bufinefs with the
Captain ; ou underftand me and we will fatisfy
you for Mrs, Coaxer’s debt.

Lock. Depend upon it
nour. .

Trap. 1 don’t enquire after your ‘affairs————fo what-
ever happens, I wafh my hands on’t It hath always
been my maxim, that one friend fhould affit another—
But if you pleafe, I'll takeone of the fcarfs home with
me ; "tis always good to have fomething in hand. [Exeunt,

S CE N E, Newgate,

Enter Lucy.
Jealoufy, rage, love, and fear are at once tearing me
to pieces. How I am weather-beaten and fhattered gvith
diftreffes ! ' - .

AIR XLVII, One evening having loff my avay.

I’m like a fkiff on the ocean toft,
Now high, now low, with each billow borne,
With her rudder broke, and her anchor loft,
Deferted and all forlorn. -
While thus I lie rolling and toffing all night,
That Polly lies fporting on feas of delight !
Revenge, revenge, revenge,

Shall appeafe my reftlefs {prite.

An inti<
only

we will deal like men of ho-

I have the rats-bane ready. I run no rifque; for I
can lay her death upon the gin, and fo many die of that
E 2 naturally,
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naturally, that I fhall never be called in queftion~——But
fay I were to be hanged I never could be hanged
for any thing that would give me greater comfort, than

the poifoning that flut.
PO' g Enter Filch.

Filch. Madam, here’s Mifs Polly come to wait upon
you.
Lucy. Show her in.

Enter Polly. :

Lucy. Dear Madam, your fervant I hope you will
pardon my paffion, when I was fo happy to fee you laft-—I
was {o over-runwith the fpleen, that I was perfeétly out
of myfelf. And really when one hath the fpleen, every
thing is to be excufcd by a friend.

(

AIR XLVIIl. Now, Rogery Il tcll thee, becaufe thou're

my fon.

When awife’s in her pout,
i (As fhe’s fometimes, no doubt)
‘The good hufband as meek as a lamb,
Her vapours to flill,
Firft grants her her will,
-And the quieting draught is a dram.
Poorman! Andthe quieting draught is a dram ;-

—— [ withall our quarrels might have fo comfortable a .
reconciliation. . -
Polly. ¥ have ne excufe for my ewn behaviour, Madam,
_ but mg misfortunes And really, Madam, I fuffer
100 upon your account., .
Lucy, But, Mifs Polly——in the way of friendfhip,
will %'ou give me leave to propofe aglals of cordial to

you ? S

Polly. Strong-watersare apt to give me the head-ach—

I hope, Madam, you will excufe me.

_ Lucy. Not the greateft lady in the land could have bet-
ter in her clofet, for her own private drinking= You
feem mighty low in fpirits, my dear.

Polly. 1 am forry, Madam, my health will not allow
me to accept of your offer 1 {hould not have left you
in the rude manner I did when we met laft, Madam, had

not
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my papa hauled me away fo unexpectedly I was
indeed fomewhat provoked, and perhaps might ufe fome
expreflions that were difrefpectful But really, Ma-
dam, the Captain treated me with fo much contempt
- apd cruelty, that I deferved your pity, rather than your
refentment.. ) :

Lucy. But fince his efcape, no doubt all matters are
made up again Ab, Polly! Polly! ’tis I am the
unhappy wife; and he loves you as if you were only his °
miftrefs.

Polly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me fo happy
as to be the object of your jealoufy A man is al-
ways afraid of a woman who loves him t00 well {0
that I muft expe& to be neglected and avoided.

Lucy. Then our cafes, my dear Polly, are exa&ly alike.
Both of us indeed have been too fond.

AIR XLIX. O Beff Bell, &c.

Polly. A curfe attends that woman’s love
Who always would be pleafing.

Lugy. The pertnefs of the billing dove,
Like tickling, is but teazing.

Polly.  What then in love can woman do ?
Lucy. If we grow fond they fhun us.
Polly. And when we fly them, they purfue :
Laucy. But leave us when they’ve won us,

- Lucy. ‘Love is fo very whimfical in both fexes, that it
is impoffible to be lafting But my heart is particu-
lar, and contradiéts my own obfervation. . '

Polly. But really, Miftrefs Lucy, by his laft behaviour,
1 think Iought to envy you When I was forced
from him, he did not fhew the leaft tendernefs————But
perhaps, he hath a heart not capable of it.

AIR L. Wou'dfate to me Belinda give.

Among the men, coquets we find,
Who court by turns all woman-kind ;
And we grant all their hearts defird,
When they are flatter’d and admir'd.
. Ej; The
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The coquets of both fexes are felf-lovers, and that is a
love no other whatever can difpoffefs. I fear, my dear
Lucy, our hufband is one of thofe.

Ldcy. Away with thefe melancholy refletions,
indeed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low.:
Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my offer.

AIR L1. Come, faveet lafs:

Come, {weet lafs,
Let’s banifh forrow
‘Till to-morrow ;
Come fweet lafs,

Let’s take a chirping glafs.
Wiie can clear
The vapours of defpair ;

\ And make us light as air;

Then drink, and banifh cares

I can’t bear, child, to fee you in fuch low fpirits
And I muft perfuade you to what I knew will do you
good I fhall now foon be even with the hypocritical
ftrumpet. [ 4fide.] ‘ © [Exits

Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for no-
thing At this time too! when I know fhe hates
me! —The .diffembling of a woman is always the
fore-runner of mifchief——By pouting ftrong-waters
down my throat, fhe thinks to pump fome fecrets out of
me—1I’llbe upoa my guatd, and won’t tate a drop of
her liquor, I'm refolved.

Enter Lucy, with firongswmters;

Lucy. Come, Mifs Polly: ‘

Polly. Indeed, child, you have given youtfelf troubls
to no purpofe—— You muft, my dear, excufe me.

Lucy. Really, Mifs Polly, you are as fqueamifhly af-
feted about taking a cup of firong-waters, as a lady before
company. I vow, Polly, I fhall takeit monftrouily ill if
you refufe me Brandy and men (though women love
them never fo well) are always taken by us with fome re-
lu&ance-——unlefs "tis in private. ,

- Polly. 1 proteft, Madam, it goes againft me ——What
do I fee! Macheath again in cuftody ! ——Now every
glimmering of happinefs is loft.

[ Drops the glafs of liguor on the ground.

Lucyy
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Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench hath
efeap’d: for by this event, ’tis plain, fhe was not happy
enough to deferve to be poifon’d. [ Afae.

. Enater Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum.

- Lotkit. Set your heart to reft, Captain..--You have
neither the chance of love or money for another efcape ;
for ‘zou are ordered to be call’d down upon your trial im-
mediately.

Peach. Away, huflies ! —Thisis not a time fora man-
to be hampered with his wives.—You fee, the gentleman
is in chains already.

Lugy. O hufband, hufband, my heart long’d to fec
thee ; but tofee thee thus diftracts me !

Polly. Will not my dear hufband look upon his Polly ?
‘Why hadft thou not flown to me for protection ? with'me:
thou hadft been fafe. .

AIR LIL. T%e laff time I came o’er the moor.

Polly. Hither, dear hufband, turn your eyes,
- Lucy. Beftow one glance to cheer. me.
Polly. ‘Think with that look, thy Polly dies.
Lucy. O fhun me not, but hear me.
Polly. - ’Tis Polly fues. -
Lucy. < - - -~ - -'Tis Lucy {peaks.
- Pelly. Is thus true love requited ?
Lucy. My heart is burfting.

Polly, - - =+ - - « - Mine too breaks.
Loy, Mutt I, - - : »
Polly, = === --- Mutft I be flighted ?

Mac. What would you have me fay, ladies ?~—=You fee;
this affair will foon bt at an end, without my difobliging:
either of you.

Peach. ‘But the fettling this point, Captain, might pre-
vent a law-fuit between your two widows.:

AIR LIII. Tom Tinker's my true bove, &c.

Mac. Which way fhall I turn me—how can I decide;.
: - Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride,
One wife is too much for moft hufbands to hear,
But two at a time there’s no mortal can bear. Thi
is
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This way, and that way, and which way I will,
What would comfort the one, t’other wife would
take ill,

Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him in-
fenfible to mine—a father fure will be more compaffio-.
nate— Dear, dear Sir, fink the material -evidence, and
bring him off at his trial---Polly upon her knees begs it
of you.

AIR LIV. Iawu apoor :/bcpberd undane.

When my hero in court appears,

And ftands arraign’d for his life,
Then think of your Polly’s tears ;

For, ah ! poor Polly’s his wife.
Like the failor he holds up his hand,

Diftreft on the dafhing wave ;
To die a dry death at land,

Is as bad as a watery grave :
And, alas, poor Polly !

Alack, and welle-day !
Before I was in lowve, .

Oh ! every month was May. .

Lucy. If Peachum’s heart is hardened ; fure you, Sir,
will have more compatffion on a daughter——1I.know the
evidence is in your power.——How then cap you be a
tyrant to me ? : [ Kneeling.

AIR LV. Ianthe the lovely, &c. .

When he holds up his hand arraign’d for his life
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife !
What are cannons or bombs, or clathing of {words !
For death is more certain by witneffes words.

Then nail up their lips, that dread thunder allay ;
And each month of my life will hereafter be May.

Lock. Macheath’s time is come, Lucy.—We know

our own affairs, therefore let us have no more whimpering
or whining, :

AIR
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AIR CVI1. A4 cobler there was, &c.

Ourfelves, like the great, tofecurea retreat,
When matters require it, muit give up our gang ;
¢ And,. good reafon why,
. ¢ Or inftead of the fry,
¢ Ev’n Peachum and I,
¢ Like poor petty rafcals, might hang, hang;
¢ Like poor petty rafcals, might hang,’

Peach. Set your heart at reft, Polly. Your huf-
band is to die to-day,—— Therefore, it you are not al-
ready provided, ’tis high time_to look about for another.
‘There’s comfort,for you, you flut.

Lock. We are reag , Sir, to condu&t you to the Old
Bailey.

AIR.' LVIL. Bonny Dundec.

Mac. ‘The charge is prepar’d, the lawyers are met ;

- ‘The judges.all. rang’d (a terrible fhow !)
1 go undifmay’d,—for death is a debt,
A debt on demand,—{o take what I owe.
Then farewel, my.love,---dear charmers, adieu,
Contented I die,---tis the better for you.
Here ends all difpute the reft of our hves,
For this way at once, I pleafe all my wives,

Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you.

[Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, azd Machesth.

Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court. And when
the trial is over,” bring me a particular account of his be-
haviour, ‘and of every thing that happened. You’ll
find me here with Mifs Lucy. [ Exit Filch.] But why .

is all this mufic ?
Lucy. The prifoners, whofe trials are put off till next
feflion, are diverting theinfelves. -

Polly. Surethere is pothing fo charming s myfic! I’'m
‘fond of it to diftra&ion——But alas t——now all mirth.
fecns an infult upon my affliCtion.——let us retire, dmy
Car
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dear Lucy, and indulge our forrows.——The noify crew,
you fee, are coming upon us. . [Exeunte
A dance of prifoners in chains, &c.

SCENE, The condemn’d bold,
Mac.henth, in a melancholy pofiure,
AIR LVIII. Happy Growves.
O cruel, cruel, cruel cafe!
Mutt I fuffer this difgrace ?
AIR LIX. Of all thegirls that are fo fmart,

Of all the friends in time of grief,
When threat’ning death looks grimmer,
Not one fo fure can bring relief,
As this beft friend a brimmer. (Drinks.

AIR- LX. Britons firike bome.
Since I muft fwing,«--I fcorn, I fcorn to wince of whine. -
- [Rw‘.»
AIR LXI. Chevy Chap,

But now again my fpirits fink ;
I’ll raife them high with wine.
(Drinks a glafi of winea

AIR LXII. 90 old Sir Simon the king,

But valour the ftronger grows,
The ftronger liquor we're drinking,

And how can we feel our woes, .
When we’ve loft the trouble of thinking ? [ Drinkse

AIR LXIII. Foy to great Cazfar,

If thus---a man can die
Much bolder with brandy.
' [Pours out a bumper of brandy. .

AIR
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AIR LXIV. There was an old awoman, &c.

So I drink off this bumper---And now I can ftand the teft,
And my comrades fhall fee, that I die as brave as the beft.
[Drinks.

AIR LXV. Did you ever bear of a gallant failor,

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

AIR LXVI, Wy are mine eyes flill fowing,

Their eyes, their lips, their buffes,
Recall my love---ah, muft I die !

AIR LXVII. Green flecves.

Since laws were made for ev’ry degree,
To curb vice in others, as well as in me,
1 wonder we han’t better company
Upon Tyburn tiee!
But gold from law, can take.out the fling ;
And if rich men like us were to fwing,
*Twould thin the land, fuch numbers to firing
Upon Tyburn tree. :

Failor. Some friends of yours, Captain, defire to be
adinitted. I leave you together. .

" Enter Ben Budge, and Mat of the Mint,

"Mac, For my having broke prifon, you fee, gentle-
men, I am ordered immediate execution.—— The fheriffs
officers, I believe, are now at the door. ‘That Jem-
my Twitcher fhould peach me, 1 own furprized me !---
’Tis a plain proof that the world is all alike, and that
even our gang can no more truft one another than other
people. Therefore, Ibeg you, gentlemen, look well to
yourfelves, for in all probability, you ay live fome
months longer.

Mat, We are heartily forry, Captain, for your mif-
fortune---But ’tis what we muft all come to, .

o
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Moac. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous
fcoundrels. Their lives are as inuch in your power, as
yours are in theif——— Remember your dying friend !
*Tis my laft requeft.——— Bring thofe villains to
"the gallows before you, and’ I am futisfied. .

Mat. We'll do't ) . )
Failor. Mifs Polly and Mifs Lucy intreat a wordwith
Ou. t o <
MNach, Gentlemen, adieu,

[Exeunt Ben Budge azd Mat of the Mints

' Enter Lucy azd Polly.

Mae. My dear Lucy———my dear Polly———
Whatfoever hath paft between us, is now at an end.—If
you are fond of marrying again, the beft advice I can give
you, isto thip yourfelves off for the Weft-Indies, where
you’ll have a fair chance of getting ahufband a piece ; of
by good luck, two or three, as you like beft.

Polly. How can 1 fupport this fight ! .

Lucy. There is nothing moves one fo much as a great

" man in diftrefs.

AIR LXVIII. xﬂ)_yoﬂ that mnf? take a leap.
Zuey. Wou'd T might be hang’d ! '

Polly. — And I would'fo t6o.
T.uy. To be hang’d with you,
Polly. My dear, with you.

Mach. O leave me to thought ! 1 fear ! I doubt !

i tremble! I droop ! ——See my courage is out.
, [Turns up the empty bottle.
“Polly. No token of love ?

Mac. See my.c%)'urage is out. '
[ Turns up the enply pot.

Lugy. No token of love? - ?

Polly. Adieu.

Lucy. - Farewel.

BMach. But hark ! T hear the toll of thebells
Chorus. Tol de rol lol, &c. "
: Enter Failor:
Failor. Four women more, Captaim with a child a-
picce. See, here they come.
3 Harer
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Enter women and children. .

Mac. What, four wives move !=CThis is too much—

Here—tell the flferiff’s officers I am ready, = { Lwennt.

- Enter Beggar and Player.

. "Piayp. But, honeft friend, I hope you don™ interd that
Macheath flull be really executed. S

. Beg. Molk certainly, Sir ;' te make the piece perfett, I
was for doing firi¢t poétical juftice. Macheath i to be
hanged ; and for the other perfonages of the.drama, the
audience muft fuppofe they were all either hapged or
wranfported. - v

Play. Why, then, friend, this is a dowaright deep
tragedy. The catathigphe is . manifeftly wrong ; fos'an
opera muft end happily. .

Brg. Your objettion is very juft, and is eafily removed 3
for you muft allow, that in this kind of drama, "is no
matter how abfurdly thingsare brought about. So, you
rabble there—tus and cty a reprieve—let the priforer be
brought back to his wives in triumph,

Play. All this we muft do, to comply with the tafte of
the town. =~ - . ,

Beg. Through the whole piece you may obferve fuch

- a fimilitude of manners in high and low life, that it is dii-

ficult to determine whether (in the fathionable vices) the
fine gentlemen imitate the gentleinen of the road, or the
gentlemen of the toad thefine gentlemen. Had the play
remained as I at firft intended, itwould have carried a moft
excellent moral j; ’twould have thewn that the lower fort
of people have their vices in a degree as well as the rich ¢

‘and that they are punithed for them.

Enter to them Macheath, awith rabble, &c.

Mac. So, it feems I am'not left fo my choice, but
mutft have a wife at laft——=Look ye, my dears, we will
have no controverfy now. Let us give this day to mirth,
and I am fure fhe who thinks herfelt my wife, will teftify
her joy by a dance. ,

All. Comne, a dance, a dance.

Mac. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to- pre-
fent a partner to each of you. And (if I may without
offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine—and for
life, you flut, for we were really married—As for the reft
—But, at prefent, keep your own fecret, (7o Polly.

SN F A DANCE.
2N

v
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A DANCE.

A IR LXIX. Lumpsof Pudding, &c.
Thus I ftand, like a Turk, with his doxies around ;
From all fides their glances his paffion confound ;
For black, brown, and fair, his inconftancy burns,
And the different beauties fubdue him by turns :
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his defires 3
‘Though willing to all, with but one he retires.
‘Then think of this maxim, and put off all forrow,
‘The wretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow.
Chorys, Then think of this maxim, {5,

Exp of the Tuiap Acr,
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PR EFACE

FTER Mr. Richand T were agreed ‘upon ‘terms-
and conditions for bringing this piece on the ftage, .
and that every thing was ready ‘for rehearfal, the ford
chamberlain fent an order from the country to prohibit
Mr. Rich to fuffer any play to be rehearfed upon his
flage till it had been firft of al{:fupervifed by his grace.
As foon as Mr. Rich came from his gruce’s fecretary
{who had fent for him to receive the before:mentioned
order) he came to iy lodgings and acquainted me with
the orders he had received. ' I
Upon the lord chamberlain’s coming to town, T was
confiried by ficknefs, but in four or five deys I went
abroad, on purpofe to wait upon his grace, with a faithtul
and genuine copy of this piece, excepting 'thre ertata of
the tranfcriber., - :
. .As 1 have had feveral fuggettions and falfe infinua-
tions concerning the copy ; I take this occafion in the
moaft folemn manner to affirm, that thé very copy Fde-
livered to Mr. Rich, wag written in my own hand, forme
months before, at the Bath, from my own firft foul
blotted papers; from this, that for the playhoufe was
tran{cribed, from whence Mr. Stede, the prompter, co-
pied that which I delivered to the lord - chamberlain 2
and, excepting my own foul blotted papers, I do proteft
Iknow of no other copy whatfoever, than thofe I have -
mentioned.
. The copy which Igave inte the hands of Mr.. Rich had:
been feen before by feveral perfons of the greateft dif-
- tin&ion and veracity, who will be ready to do me the
honour and juftice to atteft it; fo that not only by
them, but by Mr. Rich and Mr. Stede, I can (againft
all infinuation or pofitive affirmation): prove in the moft
 clear and undeniable manner; if occafion required, what
1 have here upon my own honour and credit aferted.
The introduétion indeed was not thewn to the lord cham-
T Az berlain,,

\
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berlain, .which, as I had not then quite fettled, was ne-
ver tranfcribed 1n the playhoufe copy.

It was on Saturday morning, December 7th, 1728,
that I waited upon the lord chamberlain ; I defired to
have the honour of reading the opera to his grace, but
he ordered'me to leave it with him, which I did, upon
expeétation of having it returned on the Monday fol-
lowing ; butThad it not till Thurfday, December 12,
when I received it from his grace with this anfwer ;
¢¢ that it was not allowed to be afted, but commanded
¢ 1o be fuppreft.” - This.was told mein general, with-
out any reafons afigned, or any charge againft me of my
having given any particular offence. '

Since this prohibition I have been told, that I am
accufed, in general terms, of baving written many dif-
affeted libefs and feditious pamphlets. As it hath ever
been my utmoft ambition (if that word may be ufed
upon this occafion) to lead a quiet and inoffenfive life,
I thought my innocence in this particular would never

. have required a juftification ; and as this kind of writing
is what I have ever detefted, and never pradtifed, ‘I am
perfuaded fo groundlefs a calumny can never be believ-
ed, but by thofe who do not know me. But as general
afperfions of this fort have been calt upon me, I think
myfelf called upon to declare my principles ; and I do,
with the ftricteft truth, affirm, that I am as loyal a fub-
je and as firmly artached to the prefent happy efta-
blithment, as any of thofe who have the greateit places
or penfions. I have been. informed too, that, in the
following play, I have been charged with writing im-
moralities ; that it is filled with flander and calumn
againft particular great perfons; and that majefty itfelf
is endeavoured to be brought into ridicule and contempt.

As I knew that every oae of thefe charges. was in
every point abfolutely falfe and without the leaft
grounds, at firft I was notat all affe@ed by them; but
when I found they were flill infifted upon, and that
particular paflages, which were not in the play, were
quoted and propagated to fupport what had been fug-
geited, I could no longer bear to lie under thefe falie
accufations ; fo by printing it, I have fubmitted and
given up all prefent views of profit which might ae‘grue

: rom
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from the ftage, which undoubtedly will be fome fitisfac~
tion to the worthy gentlemen who have treated me with.
fo much candour and humanity, and reprefented me in,
fuch favoutable colours.. ' .

Buras I am confcious to myfelf, thatmy only inten~
tion was tp lafh, in general, the reigning and fathionable:
vices, and to recommend and fet virtue in .as amiable a
light as I could; to juftify and vindicate my own cha-
racter, I thought myfelf obliged to print the opera with~
out delay, in the manner I have done. *

As the play was principally defigned for reprefentation,,
Fhope, when it is read, it will be confidered in thac
light : and when all that hath been faid againft it fhall
ifpur, to be entirely mifunderftood or mifreprefented 5
it, fome time.hence, it fhould be permitted to appear ony
the fage,’ I think it neceffary’ t8 acquaint the public,
that, as far as a contra® of this kind can be binding, X
am engaged'to Mr, Rich, to have it reprefented upon his
theatre. o '

_ March z3, 122"9,.'

A3 | INTRO-
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'INTRODUCTION.

- Poet and Playcr,

Poer, ‘

Sequel to a play is like more laft words. Itis a
A kind of abfurdity ; and really, Sir, you have pre-
vailed upon me to purfue this fubjeét againt my judg-
ment.

1ff Play. Be the fuccefs as it will, you arefure of
what you have contraéted for; and, upon the induce-
ment of gain, nobady can blame you for undertaking
1. - - .
~Poet. 1 know, I muft have been looked upon as
whimfical, and particular, if I had fcrupled ta have.
rifqued my reputation for my profit ; for why fheuld
1 be more fqueamith than my betters ? and fo, Sir,
contrary to my opinion, I bring Polly once again upon
the ftage.

1f Play. Confider, Sir, you have prepoffefion on
your fide.

Poet. But then the pleafure of novelty is loft ; and in
a thing of this kind, Lam afraid I fhall hardly be par-.
doned for imitating myfelf ; for fure, pieces of this fort
are not to be followed as precedents. My dependance,
Jike atricking bookfeller’s, is that the kind reception the
firft part met with, will carry off the fecond, be it what
it will, *

1/ Play. You fhiould not difgrace your own works ; .
you will have critics enough who will be glad to do that
for you: and let me tell you, Sir, after the fuccefs you
have had, you muft expe&t envy.

Poct. Since I have had more applaufe than I can de-
ferve, I muft, with other authors, be content, if critics
allow me lefs. I fhould be an arrant courtier, or an ar-
rant beggar, indeed, if as foon as I have received one
undeferved favour, I fhould lay claim to another; I do
not flatter myfelf with the like fuccefs,

1£ Play.
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1 Play. 1 hope, Sir, in the cataftrophe you have
not run into the abfurdity of your laft piece ?

Poet. 1 know that I have been unjuftly accufed of
having given up my moral for a joke, like a fine gen-
tleman in converfation ; but whatever be the event now,
I will not fo much asfeem to give up my moral.

12 Play. Really, Sir, an author fhould comply with
the cuftoms ard tafte of the town.—I am indeed afraid
too that your fatire here and there is too free. A man

fhould be cautious how he mentions any vice whatfo-
~ ever before good company, left fomebody prefent fhould’
apply it to himfelf. :

Poet. The flage, Sir, hath the privilege of the
toattack vice however dignified or diﬁinguiﬂlcf ;
- preachers and poets fhould not be too well bred upon

thefe occafions : nobody can overdo it when he attacks
the vice and not the perfon.

1 Play. Buthow can you hinder malicious appli-.
cations ? : .

.Poet. Let thofe anfwer for them who make them. I
aim at no particular perfons; my ftrokes are at vice in
general ; butif any men particularly vicious are hurt,

I make no apology, but leave them to the cure of
their flatterers. If an author write in charalter, the
lower people refle&t on the follies and vices of the rich-
and great, and an Indian judges and talks of Ruropeans, -
by thofe he hath feen and converfed with, &c. And I
will venture to own, that I with every man of power -
or riches were really and apparently virtuous; which
would foon amend and reform the common people, who
a& by imitation. L

1/ Play. But a little indulgence and erﬁality to the
vices of your own country, without doubt, would be
looked upon as more difcreet. Though your fatire, Sir,
is on vices in general, it muft and will give offence 3 eve-
ry vicious man thinks you particular, for confcience
will make felf-application. And why will you make

urfelf fo many enemies? Ifay no more upon this
l:vad. As to us, I hope you are fatisfied we have dene’
all we could for you; for you will now have the ad-
vantage of all our beft fingers.

.

Enter
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. Enter 24 Player. ; ’

* 2d Play, 1t is impoffible to perform the opera to-
night, all the fing fingers within are out of hamour
wub their parts. The tenor fays, he was never offered
fuch gn indignity, and ina rage flung his clean lamb-
fkin gloves into the fire ; he fwears that in bis whole lite:
he never did fing, would fing, or could fing, but in true

kid.

. x/} Blay. Maufic might tame and civilize wild beafls 5
but it is evident it never yet could tame amd civilize
-l?\l icians,,

Enter 3d Player.

.3d Play. Sir, Signgra Crotchetta fays, fhe finds her
-chara&er fo low that the had rather, die than fing it.:

1/ Plg, Tell her, by hex contralt L cas: make her

its,
ﬁpg Enter Signora Cro(chetm.

Crotch, Barbagous tramentang! Where are all the
lovers of vertu ? Will they not all rife in arms in my
defence » Make, mcﬁnin.' gaodigods ! thouid I tamely
fybmit, to_fuch ufagt:, thould debafe myfelf thmgh
all Eumpe.

Plgy. In the opera, ning or ten years agos, k rsmem~
Maciim, Your appearance. in achamer ligtle hettes:

Crmb. Afifh! moaftrous ! Eet:me inform.yan, Sis;
that;a mermaid or {yren ignot many removes froma: fean
goddefs ;. or I had,never fubmittedito be thut. fith: which.
you are gleafed .tocall me, by, way of: reprosch. L have
a cold, Sir; I am fick, I do not-fee why k maynat ba.
allowed the privilege of ficknefs now and- then:as walk
ay others, If afinger may not bemdulg,ad in- her hu<
mowrs, -I' am fure fhe will foon. become ofc nor gorfs-~
quence to. the town, Andfo, Sir, I havae celd; I am.
hoarfe.. I hapenaw you are fatisfied.

([ Ewit Croschetta;, is.afurys.
: © Eater 4th Player.

. 4th Play. Sir, the bafe voice infifts upen peaﬂ-colour-
el ftockings and red-hecled fhoes. .

1 Plgy. There is no governing. capnce. But hoix
fhall we make our excufes {0 the-houfe 2

4th Play.
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4th Play. Since the town was laft year fo good as ta
- encourage an opera without fingers; the favour I was
then fhewn obliges me to offer myfelf once more, rather
than the audiencé fhould be difmiffed. All the other
comedians, upon this emergency, are willing to do their
beft, and hope for your favour and indulgence.

1 Play. Ladies and gentlemen, as we wifh todo eve-
ry thing for your diverfion, and that fingers only will
come when they will come, we beg you to excufe this
unforefeen accident, and to except the propofal of the
comedians, who rely wholly on your courtefy and
protection. S [Exennt,

v

The OVERTURE

DRA.
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‘DRAMATIS PERSON =&,
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M E N,

Mr. Ducat, @ Weft-Indian planter. -

Morana (alias Macheath) caprain of the pirates,
Vanderbluff, :
Capftern,
Hacker, -
Culverin, -
Laguerre,
Cutlace, J <
Pohetohee, an Judiam hing,
Cawwawkee, bis fon.

Pirates.

Servants, Indians, Pirates, Guards, &,

WOMEN

Pouy Peachum,
Mrs. Ducat,
Diana Trapes,
enny Diver,
Dl;trg:l}"l’!, } Serwvants to T”‘Pe"

SCENE, in /b Weft-Indies.

POLLY.
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ACT I )
SCENE, Ducat’s Hoaft:
Ducat and Trapes.

A

- TrAPES.
HOUGH you were bornand bred and live in‘the”
Indies, as you are a fubject of Britain you fhould

live up to our cuftoms. Prodigality there, is a fafhion
that is among all ranks of ‘People. Why, our very
ounger brothers puth themfelves into the polite world
y fquandering more: than they are worth. You-are
wealthy, very wealthy, Mr. Ducat; and I grant you,
the more you have, the tafte of &etting more fhould
grow-ftronger upon you. ’Tis juft' fo with us: But"”
then the richeft of our lord$ and gentlemen; who'live
. elegantly, alwaysrun out. ’Tis genteel to bé in debt,’
Your luxury fhould diftinguith you from' the' wylgar, *

You cannotbe too expenfive in your pleafures.’

AIR 1. Tbe difappointed widow.

The manners of the great affec} :
Stint not your pleafure :

If confcience had their genius.checkt,
How got they treafure-?

The more in debt, run'in debt the more,
Carelefs who is undone: -~
Morals and honefty leave to the ‘poor,
- As'they do at London.

Dac. 1 never thought to have heard thrife laid to my
charge; There isnota man, thoogh I fay it, in the™
: S whole”
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whole Indies who lives more plentifully than myfelf;
nor who enjoys the neceffaries of life in fo handfome a
manner. - .

Trap. Thereicisnow. Who ever heard 2 man of
fortune in England talk of the neceffaries of life ¢ If
the neceffaries of life would have fatisfied fuch .a poor
body as me, to be fure I had never come to mend m
fortune to the plantations. Whether we can afford it_
or no, we muft have fuperfluities. We never ftint our
expence toour own fortunes, but are miferable if we
do not live up to the profufenefs of our neighbours.
If we could content ourfelves with the neceffaries of
life, no man alive ever need be difhoneft. As to
woman now ; why, look ye, Mr. Ducat, a man hath
whfat we may call every thing -that is neceffary in a
wife. - : :

Duc. Ay,and more!

Trap. But for all that, d’ye fee, you married men are
my beft cuftomers. Itkeepswives upon their good be-
haviour.

Duc, But there are jealoufies and family leGures,
Mrs. Trapes. - :

Trap. Blefs us all ! how little are our cuftoms known
on this fide the herring-pond! Why, jealoufy is out of
fafhion even among our common country gentlemen.
1 hope you are better bred than to be jealous. A huf-
band and wife fhould have a mutual complaifance for
each other. Sure, your wife is not fo unreafonable to
<xpeét to have you always to herfels, .

Duc. As Thave a good eftate, Mrs. Trapes, I would wil-
lingly run into every thing that is fuitable to my dignity
ang amune. Nobody throws himfelf into the extrava-
gancics of life with a freer fpirit. As to confcience and
mufty morals, I have as few drawbacks upon my pro-
fits or pleafures as any man of qualityin Englard ; in
thofe I am not in the leaft-vulgar, . Befides, Madam, in
moftof my expences I run into the polite tafte. 1 have
a fine library of books that I never read ; I have a fine
ftable of horfes that I never ride ; I build, I buy plate,
jewels, pictures, or any thing that is valuable and curi-
ous, as your great men do, merely, out of oftentation.
But indeed I muft own, I do ftill cohabit with my wife J

4 an

.
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and the is very uneafy and vexatious upon aceount f
my vifits to you. ]
* ¥rap. Indeed, indeed, Mr, Ducat, you fhould break
through all this ufurpation at once, and keep. Now too
isyour time3 for I .have a freth cargo of ladies juft
- arrived : nobody alive fhall fet eyes upon ’em till (ou
have provided yourfelf. You fhould keep your lady
in awe by her maid ; place a handfome, fprightly wench
near your wife, and fhe will be a fpy upon her mto the
‘bargain. I would kave you thew yourfelf a fine gentle-
man in every thing.
. Duc. Bu:i I a:‘n fomewhat advanc’d in er;l Mis,
' Trapes, aud my duty to my wife lies very hard upon
me ,Pels muft lea’;e k?eping t0 younger hu&nds andp(:;d
bzgrhebrs'.rh \

rap. There it is again now ! Our very vulgar pur-
fue p‘l‘fafures in the ﬂu;‘:h of youth and i:lyclinatgi:m,pbut
our great mén are modifhly profligate when their appe-

tite hath lefs them.
' AIR I The Fifb ground.

A Bass.
Duc. What can wealth .
: When we're old ?
Youth and health
Are not fold,

TREBLE.

Trap, When love in the pulfe beats low,
N - (As haply it may with you)
. A girl can f};eﬂl yauth beKow,
‘And kindle defire anew.
Thus, numb’d in the brake,
Without motion, the fmake -
Sleeps cold winter daway : -
- But in every vein
Life quickens again
On the bofom of May.

"B : * We
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Vie:are not heve, I-muft tell yau, 25 westesat Landdn,,:-
where we can have freth goods every wealoby tha. wage.
gon. | My maid isragain gbne: aboard the vedlsl ;. fhev1s
perfedtly charmed: with one of theladies ; it will berds
¢redit to you .to keep her. I havg aebligations:ito. yon,
Mr, Ducat, and I would part with ket to no man: aliver
but yourfelf, If I had her at Londen, fuch a:ledy
would be fufficient to. make my fertupe ; but,. in. traghy.
fhe.is not impudent enough. to make herfelf agreeable won
the fajlors.in.a :public hoyfa in thiscountry. By allag«:
cm{qts, the hath a behaviour only fit. for a private fam
m )‘. . [ . o R .
. Bxc. Buthew fball I manvuge mattevs-amith-my, wifa I
b Trap, Juft a8 .the. fine gentlemem do.with -us, Wae
could bring you many great precedents for treasing: a
wite with indifferencel- contem pt; and:neghodt’s. bue that,
"indeed, would be running inte too-high Lifes . I wouwkk
have you keep.fom.e. dgotany yand ufe ber with;ciwiitpo
You fhould be fo obliging as to leave hensa haelibsrties,s
and take them to yourfelf. Why, all our fine ladies,
in what they callxpin:mgney, Bavel naiother views ; it
is what they all expeét. -

Duzc. But Iam afraid it will be hard to make my
wife think like a gentlewoman upon this fubjed; fo
that if I take her, I muft aé difcreetly, and keep the
affair adead fecret. T, o

Trap. As to that, Sir, you may ‘do a$ you pleafe. . -
Should it ever conie to her knowtedy€, ‘cuftom and edu-
eation perhaps may make her 3t firft think it fomewhat
odd. . Butthis I can affitm with-a fafe confcience, that
many ladjes 0f, quality have fervants of thip fort in'their
families, and you.cay, afford,an expenge as well as the
beftof them. | : - .

Duc. 1 have afostune, Mrs. Trapes, -and would fain
makea fathionable figurein life; if we cam agree upon
the price, I'll take her into the family..:.

7£ap. Iam glad to fee.you fling. yourfelf into the
polite tatte with a f] pirit. Few, indeed have the turn or
talents to get money ; but fewer know how to fpend it
handfomely after they. have got.it. The elegance of
Tuxury confifts in variety, and love requires it as much

, wsany of our appetites andi paffions, and there is a
time
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dime of 1ife when s manssapperice Gught 1o be whétted
by ddelivacy. : » '

¢ Bur. Nay, Mre. Teapes, aoW you afe too hard upoh
ane.  Sure, you twasot ¢hink the Tuch a clownus to be
mealty fm-tewe .with my Wife ! We ' ave not.-fo Bnorant
“vere as- you dnapine ; vwhy, I'married heris a Feafonabit
waYyy ondy for-ler mosky. . S

{0 AIRIH. Nl Hith.

" 'He that weds a beaut
Soon will §nd herc{qy. 3

- When pleafure .grows a dusy, . SN
Faewel love and joy :; . -

He that weds for treafure . , @ .

__(Theugh he hath a wife} , . . .

. -Hathchofe onelafting pleafuie - |, . .
“In a inarried life.

' Enter Damaris, )
Damaris [Calling at the door.] Damarts; -1 chire you
not to ftir from the door, and tite infiant ybw fee your
lady at @ #iftanes, tetdrning fromher walk, 'be fare to
give mehotide. RN ot

. Trap. She isin moft charming rigging; fhe won’t
‘golt you a panny, ‘8ir, in ‘clothes at firft fetting out.
‘B alackasday ! no bargain -could ever thrive with
‘ih‘ybllips: a glafs of liquor makes every thing go fo
glibby.’ ) :
¢ Duy: Here, Damaris ; a glafs of rumm for Mrs. Dye.
' [Danvaris gers out, and yeturns with u botth wnd piafs,
» Trap. But as I was faying, Sir, I would not part
‘with her to any body alive but yourfelf; for, to be
Yure, I could turn her to ten times the profit by jobbs
and chance cuftomers. Come, Sir, here’s to the young

Tady’s health. o
' Enter Flimzy.

‘Well, Flimzy ; areall the ladies fafely landed, and have
‘you dore as T ordered you ?

Film. Yes, Madam. The three ladies for the rua
of the houfe are fafely lodg’d at home; the other is

avithout in the hall to wait your commands. She is a
' Ba . moft
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moft delicious ¢reature, that’s ¢ertain. , Such lips, fuch
eyes, and fuck fleth and blood ! If you had her in Lon- *
don you could not fail of the cuftom of all the foreign
miniiters. ‘As I hope to be fav’d, Madam, I was forc’d
to tell her ten thoufand lies before I could prevail upon
Jer tocome withme. Oh, Sir, youare tKe moft luc-
ky, hdppy man in the world ! Shall I go call herin ? .~

Trap. *Tis neceflary for me, firft to inftru her in her
duty and the ways of the family. The girl is bafhful
and mod£tt, fo I muft beg leave to prepare her by a lit-
tle private converfation ; and afterwards, Sir, I fhall
leave you to your private converfations.

Flim. But, 1 !l‘:;fe, Sir, you won’t forget poor Flim-
ay ; for the richeft man alive could not be more fcrupu-
lous than I am upon thefe occafions, ‘and the bribe only
- can make me excufe it to my confcience.” I hope, Sir,
you will pardon my freedom. [(He gives her mongy.

AIR IV, Sweetbeart;, think upon me.
M}con{cience is of courtly mold,

‘ it for higheft ftation.
. Where’s the hand, when touch’d with gold, .
Proof againit tempation ? [£xit Flimzy.

~ Duc. Wecan never fufﬁcientl{uenooumge fuch ufeful
:}uzlliﬁcations. You will let me know when you are rea-
y for me. . ;. [Exite
7rap. 1 wonder I am not more wealthy; for o’ my
confcience, I have as few fcruples as thofe that are ten
thoufand times as rich. But, alack-a-day ! I'am forc’d
to play at fmall game. I now and then betray and ruin
an 1onocent girl. And what of that ? Can1 in confci-
ence expet to be equally rich with thofe who betray
and ruin proviutes and countries? In troth, all their
great fortunes are owing to fituation ; as for genius and
capacity I can match them toa hair : were they in my
circumftance, they would aét likeme ; were [in theirs,
I fhould be rewarded as a moft profound penctrating po-
litician, - . , . ’

o AR



AIR V. ’Twas within a furlong.

. In pimps and politicians

The genius is the fame ;

Both raife their own conditions
On others guilt and fhame :

With a tongue well-tip’d with lies

Each the want of parts {upplies,

And with a heart that’s all difguife,.
Keeps his fchemes unknown.

Stducing as the devil,

. They play the tempter’s part, _

And have, when moft they’re civil,
Moft mifchief in their heart.

Esch a fecret commerce drives,

. Firft corrupts and then connives,
- And by his neighbour’s vices thrives,.’

For they are all his own.

~ Enter Flimzy and Polly.

" ¥r4p. Blefsmy eye-fight | what do Ifee? 1am in-a
dream, or ieis' Mifs Poily Peachum ! Mercy upon me !
¢Hild, what brought you on this fide of the water ?
~ Poli. Love; Madam, and the misfortunes of our
famity. But ‘I am equally furptized to find an ac-
daitttance here : you cannot be ignorant of my unhap-
Ey ftory, and perhaps from you, Mrs. Dye, I may

réceive {fume information that may be ufeful to me.
© Frap. You need not be much eoncern’d, Mifs Polly
. 4tz fentence of tranfportarion ; fora 1zroun lady of
your beauty hath wherewithal to make her f%rtune in
any country. . o
- Polly. Pardon me, Madam ; you mfifake me. Tho'
. T was educated among tbe moft profligate in low-life,
T never engag’din my father’s affairs as a thief or thief-
catcher, for indeed I abhorr’d bhis profefion. Would
my papa had mever - taken it up, he then ftill had béen
 dlive, and 1 had never kmown Macheath !

' ) B3 . AIR

L}
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AIR VI, ’FSort:z de wves retraites,

She who hath felt a real pain
By Cupid’sdart, .

Finds that all abfence is in vain

~ To cure her heayt.

Though from my lover caft
Far as from pole to pole,’

Still the pure flame mutft laft, -
For love is in the foul,

You muft have heard, Madam, that I was unhappy in -
my marriage. When Macheath was tranfported, all
. miy peace was banithed with him ; and my papa’s death
hath now given me liberty to purfue my inclinations.

Trap. Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr. Peachum ¢ Death
was fo much oblig’d to him, that I wonder he did not_
allow him a reprieve for his own fake. Truly, Ithink
he was obliged to nobody more, except the phyficians :
. but they die, it feems, too. Death is very impartial ; he
takes all alike, friendsand foes. - .

Polly. Every monthly feflions-paper, like the apothe-
cary’s files (if I may make the comparifun) was a recerd
" of hisfervices. But my papa kept company with gen-
tlemen, and ambition is catching. He was in too much
hafte 1o be rich. I wifh all great men would take warn-
ing. ' ’Tis now feven months fince my papa was hang’d.

Trap. This will be a great check indeed to your men *
of enterprizing genius ; and it will be unfafe to pufh at
making a great fortune, if fuch accidents grow commen,
But fure, child, you are not fo mad as to think of fol-
lowing Macheath. '

Polly, 1n followinghim I am in purfuit of my quiets
I love him ; and, like a troubled ghott, thall never be
at reft till Tappear tohim. If I can receive any infor-
mation of him from you, it will be a cordial to a wretch
in defpair.

Trap. My dear, Mifs Polly, you muft not think of it.
*Tis now above a year and a half fince he robb’d his
mafter, ran away from the plantation, and turn’d pirate.
Then too what puts you beyond all poflibility of redrefs,
is, that fince he came over he married a tranfpa‘rted

. - flave,
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flave, one Jenny, Diver, and fhe is gone off with him.,
You muft give over all thoughts.of him, for heis a ve-
" ry cevil 10 our fex ; nota woman of the greateft viva-
city fhifts her inclinations half fo faft 3s he can. Be-
fides, he would difown you ; for, like an upftart, he
hates an old acquaintance. I.am forry to fee thofe tears,
child, but I love you too well to flatter you.
LPolly. Why have I a heart fo conftant ? Cruel love !

" AIR VIL. O Waly, Wab, up the bank.

Farewel, farewel, all hopes of blifs !
For Polly always muft be thine. T
. Shall then my heart be ever his,

Which never can again be mine ?

-~ Olove, you play a cruel part,
Thy fhaft _ftill fefters in®the wound ;
You fhould reward a conftant heart,
Since ’tis, alas, fo feldom found !

4 )

. Trap. 1 tell'you once again, Mifs Polly, you muft

think po more of him. You are like a child who is
crying after a butterfly, thatis hopping and fluttering
upon every flower in the ficld ; there 18 not a woman
that comes in his way, but he muft have a tafte of ;.
befides, there is no-catching him. But, my dear girl,
I hope you took care, at your leaving England, to bring
off wherewithal to fupport you. : :

Polly, Since hwis loft, I am infenfible of every other
misfortune. I brought indeed a fum of money with

me, but my cheft was broke open at fea, and I am now

a wretched vagabond expos’d to hunger and want, unlefs
charity relieve me. . i
Trap. Poor child ! your father and I have had great
dealings together, and I fhall be grateful to his memory.
1 will look upon you as my daughter; you fhall be with

me. . -
Polly. As foon as I can have remittances from England,
1 fhall be able to acknowledge your goodnefs : I have ftill
five hundred pounds there, which will be return’d to
me upon demand ; but I had rather undertake any ho-
. . * ne:
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ieft férvice that might afford me a maintenance thin be
burthenfome to my iriends. ‘

9¥dp. Sure nevei any thing happen’d fo luckily !
Madam Ducat juft now wants a fervant, and I know the
will tuke my recommendatipn § and one fo tight and hane
dy asyou, muft gleafe her: then too, her hufband is the
cyvileft, beft-bred man alive. You are now in het houfe,
and I woti’t leave it till I have fettled you. Be chearful,
my dear child, for who kpows but all thefe misfortunes
may turh to your advantage ? You are in a rich agree-
able family, and I dare fay your perfon and behaviour
will foon make you_a favourite. = As to Captain Mac-
heath, you may now fafely look upon yourfelf as a.
widow ; and who. knows, if Madam Ducat fhould ti
off, what may happen? I fhall recommend you, Mifs.
Polly, as a gentlewoman. « ’

v

AIR VIIL. O Fenny, come tic mes

Defpair is all folly ; .
. Hence; melanchioly? o :
Fortune attends you while youth is irt flowérs.
By beauty’s poffeffion
Us’d with difcretion, .
‘Woman at all times hath joy it Ner power.

Polly. The fervice, Madam, you offer m¢, makés me
as happy as Y can be in my ‘circumftance, #nd I aceept of
1t with ten thoufand obligations.  ° :

" rap. Take 4 turn in the hall with my maid fora mis
nute or two, and Pil take care to feutle all- mateers and
tonditions for your reception. Be affar’d, Mifs Polly,
I’lldo my beft for you. [Exeunt Polly and Flimay..
SR “Enter Ducat. '

* Trap. Mr.Ducat. Sir. Youmay comein. I have
had this very girl in my éye for you exer fince you and
I were firft acquainted ; and, to be plain with you, Siry
1 have run great rifques for her. I had tmany a firata~
m, to be fure, to inveigle her away ftom her relas
ions ! fhe too herfelf was exceeding difficalt ; and B
can affure you, to ruin a gif} ef fevere education i ne.
" fmall addition to the pleafure of our fine gentletixen..
' can

. <

-
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1 can be anfwerable for it too, that you will have the
firft of her. I am fure I could have difpos’d of her
upon the fame account, for at leaft a hundred guineas
to an alderman of London ; and then too I might have
had the_ difpofal of her again as foon as fhe was out of
keeping ; but you are my friend, and I fhall not deal
hard with you. _‘

Duc. But if I like her I would agree upon terms
beforchand ; for fhould I grow fond of her, I know
you. have the confcience of other trades-people, and
would grow more impofing ; and I love to be upon a
certainty. - :

Trap. Sure you cannot ‘think.a.handred piftoles too
much; I mean for me. Ileave herwholly to your ge-
nerofity. Why your fine men, who never pay any body
elfe, pay their pimps and bawds well ; always ready mo-
ney. I ever dealt confcientioufly, ‘and fet the loweft
price upon my ladies ; when you fee her, I am fure
you will allow her to be as choice a piece of beauty as
ever you laid eyes on. -

Duc. But, dear Mrs Dye, a hundred piftoles fay you?
why, I could have half a dozen negro princefles for the

riee. . :

P Trap. But fure you cannot expeét to buy a fine hand-
fome Chriftian at that rate? You are not us’d to fee
fuch goods on this fide of the water For the women,
like the clothes, are‘all tarnifhed and half worn out be-
fore they are fent hither. .Do but caft your eye upon
her, Sir; the door ftands half open ; fee, yonder the
;ri l in converfation with my maid Flimzy in the
"Duc. Why truly I muft own fhe is bandfome.

Trap. Blez me! you are no more mov’d by her, than
if fhe were your wife. Handfome! what a cold huf-.
band-like expreffion is that ! Nay, there is no harm done. -
If 1 take her home, I dan’t queftion the making more
money of her. She wds neverin any bédy’s houfe but

our own, fince the was landed. She is pure as fhe w
imported, without the leaft adulteration, an

Duc, Il have her. I’ll pay-you down upon the
pail. You fhall leave her with me, Come, count your
‘mofiey, Mrs. Dye. ' :

, Trap.
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Duc, Al thefe things, T know, are natural to the fex,
my'dear Bat:hu like colts, are retif, and they
require a lopg time ta break ’em.  Befiges, 'tis not the:
fafhion as yet, for hufbands to be govern’d.iw; this coun
try. That tongue of yours, my dear, hath not elow
quence enough to perfuade me owt of my reafon. A
woman’s toague, like a twumpsc, only ferves to raife
my courage. ) : _

AIR X. OldOrphcus tickld, &S'e.

When billows come breaking on theftrand,

The rocks are deaf® and unfhaken {tand :

O!d oaks can dety the thunder’s roar,

And I cap ftand woman’s tongue—that’s more, .
 With a swinkum, twankum, &ec.

Wikh that:weapon, women, like pirates, are at war with
the:whdle world, But, I thought, my dear, your pride
wonld‘have: Kept you from' being jealous. 'Tis the:
whole bufinefs of my life to pleafe you ; but- wives are’
like children, the more they are flateer’d -and humroyr\d,
the more perverfe they are.. Hére now havé I been’
laying out my money, purely to make you a prefént,’
and I have nothing-but. thefe freaks and- reproaches in-
return. ¥éu wanted @ maid; and I have bought you
the handieft creature ; fhe will indeed make a very cre-.
ditable fervant. . o :
A%s. Due. 1 will have none of your huffies about me,
-And fo, Sir, you would make me your convenience, your -
bawd. Out upon it! ' :
Duc. But boughtheron purpofe:for you, Madam.
Mys. Duc. For your own filthy inclinations, you
mean. I won’t bear it. What, ke¢pan impudent ftram-
pet under my nofe! Here’s fine doings, indeed !
Duc. 1will have the- dire€tions of my family.  *Tis
my pleafure it fhall be fo. So, Madam, be futisfy’d,

1 . AIR

“
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AIR XI. Chriff-church bells.

Whei a woman jealous grows,
. Farewel all peace of Iife!
Mrs; Duc, But ere man roves, he fhould pay what he

owes,
And with her due content his wife.
Duc, >Tis maun’s the weaker fex to fway«
Mrs. Due. We too, whene’er wedift, obey.
Duc. *Tis juft and fit

You thould fubmit.
Mys, Duc, But{weet kind hufband—not to-day.
Duc. Let your clack be ftill.
Mrs. Duc, Nottill I have my will,
If thus you reafon flight,
- There’s pever an hour,
While breath has’power,
But I will affert my right.

Would I had you in England ; I fhould have all the
women there rife in arms in my defence. For the ho-
nour and prerogative of the fex, they would not fuffer
fuch a precedent of fubmiffion. And fo, Mr. Ducat, I
tell you once again, that-you fhall keep your trollops -
out of the houfe, or I will not ftay in it. o
Duc. L.ook’ee, wife ; you will be able to bring about
nothing by pouting and vapours. I have refolution
enough to withftand either obftinacy or firatagem. And
I'will break this jealous fpirit of yours before it gets a
head. And fo, my dear, I order, that ypon my account,
you behave yourfelf to the girl as you ought.
_ Mrs. Duc. I with you would behave yourfelf to your
. wife as you ought ; that is to- fay, with good manners
and compliance. - And fo, Sir, I leave you and your
.minx together. I tell you once again, that I would
- fooner die upon the fpot, than not to be miftrefs of my
own houfe. [Exit, in a paffion.
Duc. If by thefe perverfe humours, I fhould be
forc’d to part with her, and allow her a feparate mainte-
nance ; the thing is fo common among people of con-
dition, that it could not prove to my difcredit. Fa-
mily divifions, aud matrimonial controverfies are a kind
of
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proof of 'a mai’s riches 3 for the poor people are happy
1p marsiage out of neceffity, becaude they cannot a
to difagree. . :

Enter Damaris. .
Damaris, faw you my wife ? Is the in her own room #
What faid fhe ? Which way went fhe.?

Dam. Blefs me, I was perfectly frighten’d, the look’d
fo like a fury'! Thank my ftars, I never faw her look fo
before in 3ll my life; tho’, mayhap, you may have feen
her look fo before a thoufand times. Woe be to the
fesvants that fall in her way ! I’'m fure Pm glad to be
out of it.

AIR XII. Chefbire-rounds.

When kings by their huffing
- Have blown up a {quabble,

All the charge and cuffing

Light upon the rabble.
. Thus when man and wife -

By their mutual fnubbing,

Kindle civil ftrife,
Servants get the drubbing.

Duc. 1 would have you, Damaris, have an eye upon
your miftrefs.  You fhould have her good at heart, and
inform me when fhe has any fchemes a-foot'; it may be
the means to reconcile us. i

Dam. She’swild, Sir. There’s no. fpeakingto her.
She’s flown into the garden! Mercy upon ue all, fay 1!
Howcan you be fo unreafonable to contradi¢t a woman,
when you know we can’t bear. it.

Duc, 1 depend upon you, Damaris, for intelligence.
You may-obferve her at a diftance; and as {oon as (he-
comes into her own room, bring me word. There is the
fiveeteft pleafure in the revenge that 1 have now in: my
head ! I’ll this inftant go and take my charge from Mre. .
Trapes. [Afide.] Damaris, you know your inftru&ions.

: C [Exit.

.Dam. Sure all mafters and miftrefles, like politicians,
judge of the canfcience of makind by their own, and
require treachery of their fervants as a ducy-! .1 mlem‘}

ploy”
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plo&"d by my mafter to watch my miftrefs, and by my
miftrefs to watch my mafter. ~Which party fhall 1
efpoufe ? To be fure my miftrefs’s. For in hers, ju-
rii_%?&ion and power, the common caufe of the whole fex,
are at ftake. Butmy mafter I fee is coming this way.
I’ll avoid him, and make my obfervations. [Exit.
. ~ Enter Ducat and Polly, -

Duc. Be chearful, Polly, for your good.fortune hath
thrown you into a family, where, if you rightly confult
your own intereft, as every body now-a-days does, you
may make yourfelf perfetly eafy. Thofe eyes of
yours, Polly, are a fufficient fortune for any woman, if
fhe have but conduct, and know how to make the moft
of ’em. : ) .

Polly. AsIam your fervant, Sir, my duty obliges
me not to contradi€t you; and I muft hear your flat-
tery, tho’ I know myfelf undeferving. But fure, Sir,
in handfome womem, you muft have obferved that
their hearts often oppofe their intereft : and beaut
cerrainly has ruin’d more women than it has made

happy.

AIR XIIL. The bufb aboon Traguair.

The crow or daw thro’ all the year
No fowler feeks to ruin ;
But birds of voice or feather rare
~ He’s all day long purfuing.
Beware, fair maids, to ’fcape the net
That other beauties fell 1n ;
For fure at heart was never yet
. So great a wretch as Helen !

If my lady, Sir, will let me know my duty, gratitude
will make me ftudy to pleafe her.
- Duc. 1 have a mind to have a little converfation with
you, and I would not be interrupted. [ Bars the door.
Pally. Iwifh,Sir, you would let me receive my lady’s
commands.
" Duc. And fo, Polly, by thefe downcaft leoks of yours,
ou would have me believe you don’t know you are
andfome, and that you have no faith in your looking-
) g]a Se



P OLLY. 29

glafs. Why every pretty woman ftudies her face, and
a looking-glafs to her is what-a book is to a pedant;
fhe is poring upon it all day long. In troth a man can
never know how much love is in him by converfations
with his wife. A kifs on thofe lips, would make me
young again. [ Kiffes ber.

AIR XI1V.  Bury Fair.

Polly. How can you be fo teazing ?
Duc.  Lovewill excufe my fault.
How can you be fo pleafing 2 [Going to kifs her.
Polly. I vow I’ll not be naught.
Duc, All maids I know at firft refit. [Seruggling.
g _+ A mafter may command : '
Polly. Yola're nf\_onftrous rude; P'll not be kifs’d :
. ay, fye, let go my hand.
Duc. Tis fgolii}il pridgg—-y
Py, *Tis vile, "ds bafe,
Poor innocence to wrong.
Duc. T'll force you. :
Polly. . Guard me from difgrace.
You find that virtue's ftrong. [Pufbing bim away.

*Tis barbarous in you, Sir, to take the occafion of my
neceflities to infult me.

Duc. Nay, hufly, I’ll give you money.

Polly, 1defpifeit. No, Sir, tho’ I was born and
bred in England, I can.dare to be poor, which is the only
thing now-a-days men are afhamed of.

Duc. 1 fhall humble thefe faucy airs of yours, Mrs,
Minx. Is this language from a fervant ! from a flave !

Polly. Am I then betray’d and fold !

Duc. Yes, hufly, that you are; and as legally my
property, as any woman is her hufband’s, who fells her-
felf in marriage. .

Polly. Climates, that change conftitutions. have no
e‘ﬁ'e& ;'lpon manners. What a - profligate is that
“I'rapes !

Duc.’ Your fortune, your happinefs depends upon
your compliance, What, proof againft a bribe ! Sure,

2 hufly,
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hufly, you belie your cbuntry, or you muft have had a
very vulgar edocation. *Tis. unnatural.,

" ATR XV. Bobbing Foan.

Maids like courtiers muft be woo’d,
Moft by flattery are fubdu’d :
Some capricious, coy, or nice,
Out of pride protraét the vice,
But they fall,
One and all,
When we bid up to their price.

.

Befides, hufly, your confent may make me your flave ;
there’s power to tempt you into the bargain.” You muft
be more than woman 1f you can ftand that too.

Polly. Sure you only mean to try me ! but ’tis barba-
rous to trifle with my diftreffes. ’

Duc. 1'Il have none of thefe airs. *Tis impértinent
in a fervant, to have fcmlplcs of any kind. I hire hoe
nour, confcience and all, for I will- notbe ferv’d by
halves. And fo, to be plain with you, you obftinat2
flut, you fhall either contribute to my pleafure or my
profit; andif you refufe play in the bed-chamber, you
{hall go work in the ficlds among the planters. I hope
now I have explain’d myfelf. ,

Polly. My freedom may be loft, bur you cannot rob
me of my virtue and integrity : and whatever is my
lot, having that, I fhall have the comfort of hope, and
find pleafure in refleGtion. to

AIR XVI. Afwalnlong tortur'dwith difdain.

Can I or toil, or hunger fear ?

For love’s a pain-that’s moft ferere.
_'The flave with virtue in his -breaft,
Can wake in peace, and fweetly reft.

But love, when unhappy, the more virtuous it is, the
more it fuffers. . - [Afdes
Duc, What noife is that ? .
. Damaris. [Without,] Sir, Sir. b
: HCo
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Duc. Step intothe clofet; Iwill call you out imme- = ~
diately to prefent youto my wife, Don’t let bafhful-
nefs ruin your fortune. The next oppertunity, I hope,
you will be better difpos’d. [Ewit Polly,

Dan. Open thedoor, Sir. This moment, this mo-
ment.

Enter Damaris,

Duc. What’s the mauer? Was any body about to
ravith you ? Is the houfe o’fire ? Or my wife in a
paffion ?

Dam. O Sir, the whole country is in an uproar!
The pirates are all coming down upon us; and if they
fhould raife the militia, you are an officer you know.
1 hope you have time enough to fling up your com-
miffion. )

Enter 1 Footman. '

1/ Foot. The neighbours, Sir, are all frighted out of
their wits ; they leave their houfes, and fly to yours for
prote&tion. Where’s my lady, your wife? Heaven
grant, they have not taken her!

Duc. 1fthey only took what one could fpare
“1 1ff Foot. That’s true, there were no great harm

one.

Duc. How are the mufquets ?

" 1ff Foot. Rufty, Sir; all rufty and peaceable! For
we never clean them but againft training-day.

Dam. Then, Sir, your honour is fafe, for now you
have a juft excufe againft fighting.

) Euter 2d Footman,

2d Foot, The Indians, Sir, with whom we are in allis
ance, are allin arms ;: there will be bloody work to be
fure. I hope they willdecide the matter before we can
get ready. -

Enter Mrs. Ducat.

Mps. Duc. O dear hufband, I’m frighten’d to death !
What will become of usall! I thought a punifhment
for your wicked lewdnefs would light upon you at

Duc. Prefence of mind, my dear, is as neceffary in

dangers as courage.
Dam. But you are too rich to have courage. You
thould fight by deputy.c *Tis only for poor pec;-
3 ple
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ple to be brave and defperate, who cannot afford to
live.
. Enter Maids, &c. one after another.

1£ Maid. The pirates, Sir, the pirates ! Merc’ upon
us, what will become of us poor helplefs women !

2d Maid, We fhall all be ravifh’d ! T

1 Old Woman. All be ravifh’d !

24 Old Woman. Ay to be fure, we fhall be ravifhd ;
all be ravifh’d !

1/ Old Woman. But if fortune will have it fo, patie
ence is a virtue, and we muft undergo it.

2d Old Woman. Ay, for certain, we muftall bear it,
Mrs. Damaris.

3d Foot. A f{oldier, Sir, from the Indian camp, de-
fires admittance, He’s here, Sir.

) Enter an Indian,

Ind. 1 come, Sir, to the Englith colony, with whom
we are in alliance, from the mighty king Pohetohee,
my lord and mafter, and addrefs myfelf to you, as you
are of the council, for fuccours. e pirates are ravag-
ing and plundering the country, and we are now in arms,
‘ready for battle, to oppofe them. .

Duc. Does Macheath command the enemy. .

Ind. Report fays he is dead. Above-twelve moons
are pafled fince we heard of him. Morano, a Negro
villain, is their chief, who in rapine and barbarities is
even equal to him.

Duc. 1 fhall inform the council, and we fhall foon be
ready to join you. So acquaint the king your mafter.

[Exit Indian,

AIR XVII. March in Scipio.

Brave boys, prepare. (70 the men.
« - - Ah! ceafe, fond wife, to cry. [0 ber.
Serv, For when the danger’s near, -
. We’ve time enough to fly.
Ms. Duc, How can you be difgrac’d !
For wealth fecures your fame,
Serv, The rich are always plac’d
Above the fenfe of thame.
Mrs,



PO L LY. _ 3

Mrs. Duc, Let honour fpur the flave,

‘ To fight for fighting’s fake :

Duc. But even the rich are brave
" When money is at ftake.

Be fatisfy’d my dear, I tha!l be difcreet, My fervants -
here will take care that I be not over-rafh, for their
wages depend upon me.  But before I go to council—
come hither, Polly ; Iintreat you, wife, to take her into
your fervice, .
Enter Polly. :

and ufe hercivily. Indeed, my dear, your fufpicions
are very frivolous and unreafonable.

Mrs. Duc. 1 hate to bave a handfome wench about
me. They are always fo faucy !

Duc. Women, by their jealoufies, put one in mind of
doing that which otherwife we fhould never think of.
Why you are a proof, my dear, that a handfome wo-
“man may be honeft. .

Mrs, Duc. 1 find you ¢an fay a civil thing to me
fill. '

Dauc. Affairs, you fee, call me hence, And fo I leave
her under yeur protection. Exit,

Mrs. Duc. Away, into the othér room again. When
I want you, I'll call you. [Exit Polly.] *Well, Da-
maris, to be fure you have obferved all that has paffed.
I will know all. I’m fure the’s a hufly. .

_ Dam. Nay, Madam, I can’t fay fo much. But——
- Mprs, Duc. But what ?
" Dam. I bateto make mifchief,

AIR XVIII. Fig-it-o’Foot,

Better to doubt

All that’s doing,

‘Than to find out

Proofs of ruin.

What fervants hear and fee,
Should they tattle,
\ Marriage all day would be

Feuds and battle, .

A fere
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A fervant’s legs 3nd hands fhould be under your com-
mand, but, for the fake of quiet, you fhould leave their
tongues to their own difcretion.

Mps. Duc. 1vow, Damaris, I will know it.

Dam. To be fure, Madam, the door was bolted, and
I could only liften,” There was a fort of a buftle be-
tween them, that’s certain. What paft I know not. But
the noife they made, to my thinking, did not found
very honeft, ‘

s« Duc, Noifes that did not found very honeft, faid
ou ?
7 Dam. Nay, Madam, I am a maid, and have no expe-
rience. If you had heard them, you would have been
a better judge of the matter,

Mprs. Duc. Animpudent flut ! I’ll have her before me.
If fhe be not a thorough profligate, I fhall make a difco-
very by her behaviour. Go call her to me.

A [ Exit Damaris and returns with Polly,
In my own houfe ! Before my face ! I'll have you fent
to the houfe of correftion,,ftrumpet. By that over-
Foneft look, I guefs her to be a horrid jade. A mere
bypocrite, that is perfectly white-wafhed with inno-
cence. My blood rifes at the fight of all ftrumpets, for
they are fmugilers in love, that ruin us fair traders in
matrimony, Look upen me, Mrs. Brazen. She has

no feeling of fhame. She is foufed to impudence, that

the has not a blufh within her. Do you know, Madam,
that I am Mr. Dacat’s wife ?

Polly. As your fervant, Madam, I think myfelf
happy. <

Myrs, Duc. You know Mr. Ducat, I fuppofe. She
has beauty enough to make any woman alive hate her.

Afide.
AIR XIX. Trumpet minuet, A

Abroad after miffes moft hufbands will roam,

‘Tho’ fure they find woman fufficient at home.

To be nos’d by a ftrumpet ! Hence, hufly, you’d beft,
Would he give me my due, I would give her the reft.

I vow, I had rather have a thief in my ho&fe. For to
be fure fhe is that befides.
Polly

.
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" Polly. If you were acquéinted with my misfortunes,
Madam, you could not infult me.

Mrs. Duc. What does the wench nvean ?

Dam. There’s not ene of thefe commen creatures,
but like common beggars, hath a moving ftery &t her
finger’s ends, which they tell over, when they ate maud-
lin, to their lovers. Ihad a_fweetheat, Madam, who
was a rake, and I know their ways very well, by
hrearfay. -

. Polly. What villains are hypocrites ! for they rob
thofe of relief, who are in real diftrefs. I know what it
is to be unhappy in marrage.

Mys. Dac. Married !

Polly. Unhappily. '

Mry. Duc. When ? where ? towhom ?

Polly. If woman can have faith in woman, may m
words find beltef. Proteftations are to be fufpected, fo 1
fhall ufe none. If truth can prevail I know you will

ity me.
P. ‘s, Duc, Her manner and behaviour are fo particue
“lar, that is to fay, fo fincere, that I maft hear her tto-
ry. Unh:gpily married | Thatis a misfortune not to
be remedied.

Polly. A conftant woman hath but one chance to be
happy ; an inconftant woma:, tho’ ﬂ\eh hath no chance
to be very happy, can never be very unhappy. '

Dam. };!eli}e)\}:\{ me,; Mrs, Pollry{ as tg?gleafuna of
;tll forts, ’tis a much more agreeable way to be incone

mto

AIR XX, Polwarth on the Green,

- Love now is aought but art,

"Tis who oan juggle beft ;

To all men feem to give your heart,
But keep it in your breaft.

What gain and pleafure do we find,
Who chaage whene’er we lift !

The mill that turns with every wind
Muft bring the owner grift.

- Polly.
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Polly, My cafe, Madam, may in thefe times be look’d
upon as fingular; for I married a man only becaufe I
lov’d him. ~For this I was look’d upon as a fool by all
my acquaintance ; Iwas ufed inhumanly by my father
and mother ; and, to compleat my misfortunes, my huf-
band, by his wild behaviour, incurred the fentence of
the law, and was feparated from me by banithment.
Being informed he was in this country, upon the death -
of my father and mother, with moft of my fmall fortune,
I came here to feek him. L

Mrs, Duc. But how then fell you into the hands of
that confummate bawd, Trapes ?

Polly. In my voyage, Madam, I was robb’d of all I
had. Uponmy landing in a firange country, and in
want, I was found out by this inhuman woman, who
had been an acquaintance of my father’s: fhe offer’d
me at firft the avilities of her own houfe. When fhe
was inform’d of my neceflities, fhe propofed to me the
fervice of a lady ; of which I readily accepted. 'Twas
under that pretence that the treacheroufly fold me to
your hufband as a miftrefs. This, Madam, is in fhort
the whole truth. - I fling myfelf at your feet for pro-
teCtion, . By relieving me, you make yourfelf eafy. .

Mrs. Duc. Whatis't you propofe ?

Polly. In conniving at my efcape, you fave me from
your hufband’s worrying me with threats and violence,
and at the fame time quiet your own fears and jealou-
fies. If it isever in my power, Madam, with gratitude
I will repay you my ranfom.

Dam. Befides, Madam, you will effeGtually revenge

ourfelf upon your hufband; for the lofs of the money
i‘;e paid for her will touch him to the quick.

Mrs. Duc. But have you confidered what you requeft ?
We are invaded by the pirates : the Indiansare in arms ;
the whole country is in commotion, and you will every
where be expos’d to danger.

Dam. Getrid of her at any rate. For fuch is the
vanity of man, that when once he has begun with a wo-
man, out of pride he will infift upon his point. -

Polly. In ftaying with you, dam, I make two
people unhappy. And I chufe to bear my own misfor-
tunes, without being the caufe of another’s 0

. 4



Mrs. Duc. If I let her efcape -before my hufband’s
return, he will imagine fhe got off by the favour of this
buftle and confufion.

Polly. May Heaven reward your charity.

Mis. Duc. A woman fo young and handfome muft
be expos’d to continual dangers. I have a fuit of
clothes by me of my nephew’s, wha is-dead. In a
man’s habit you will run fewer rifques. I’ll affift you
too for the prefent with fome money ; and, as a travel-
ler, you may with greater fafety make enquiries after
your hufband.

. Polly, How fhall I ever make areturn for fo much
goodnefs. ? :

-"Mrs, Duc. May love reward your conftancy. As
for that perfidious monfter, Trapes, I will deliver her
into the hands of the magifirate. Come, Damaris, let
us this inftant equip her for her adventures.

Dam, When fheis out of the houfe, without doubt,
Madam, you will be more eafy. And I with fhe may be
fo too. : e

Polly. May virtue be my protection ; for I feel with-
in me hope, chearfulnefs, and refolution.

AIR XXI. S8t Martin’s Lane.

As pilgrims thro’ devotion
To fome fhrine purfue their way,
‘They tempt the raging ocean,
And thro’ defarts ftray.
With zeal their hope defiring,
The faint their breaft infpiring
With chearful air,
Devoid of fear,
They every danger bear.
- Thus equal zeal poflefling,
I feek my only blefling.
O love, my honeft vow regard !
My truth proteé,
My fteps diredt,
His flight dete&,
A faichful wife reward. [Exeunt,

Enp of the First AcT, .
ACT
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ACT IL
" SCENE, Y% View of an Indian Country.
Polly, in Boy’s Clothess .
AIR XXII. La Pillanella,

WHY did you fpare him,

O’er feas to bear him,

Far from his home, and conftant bride ?
When papa *peach’d him,
If death had reach’d him,

I then had only figh’d, wept, and dy'd !

If my directiens.are right I cannot be far from the vil-
lage. With the habit, I muft put on the courage and
refolytion of a man ; for I am every where furrounded .
with dangers. By all I can learn of thefe pirases, my
dear Macheath is not of the crew. Perhaps I may
hear of him among the flaves of the mext plantation.
How fultry is the day ! the cool of this fhade will refrefh
me. I am jaded toe with refleCtion. How reftlefs is
love! [Mufic, tavo or three bars of the dead manch,] My
imaginauon follows:him every where, would my feet
were as fwift.; the world then could not hide him from
me. (Two or three bars more.] Yet even thought is now
bewilder’d in purfuing him. [Tavo or three bars more.] .
I'm tir'd, I'm faint. [7he Symphony,

AIR XXIII. Drad March in Corielanus.

Sleep, O fleep,
With thy rod of incamtation,
Charm my imagination,
Then, only then, I ceate to weep.
By thy power, .
The virgin, by time o’ertaken,
For years forlorn, forfaken,
Enjoys the happy hour.
What's to fleep ?
*Tis a vifionary blefling ;
A dreain that’s paft expreffing,
Our utmott wifh poflefling ; .
So may I always keep. [Falls afleep.

Enter
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Enter Capftern, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, and Cut-
. lace. Polly afleep in a difiant part of the flage.

Hacker. We frall find but a cool reception trom Mo-.
rano, if we return without either booty or intelligence.

Culyerin. A mamof invention hath always intelligence
ready. I hope we are not exempted from the privilege
of travellers. _ ’

Capflern., If we had got booty, you know we had re-
folved to agree in a lie. And, gentlemen, we will not
have our diligence and duty called in queftion, for that
which every common fervant has at his fingers ends for .
his juftification. :

+ Laguerre. Alack, gentlemen, we are not fuch bung-
lers in loveor politics, but we muft know that either to
get favour or keep it, no man ever fpeaks what he
thipks, but what is convenient. '

"AIR XXIV. Three fbeep-frins.

Cytlace. Of all the fins that are money-fupplying ;
‘ Confider the world, 'tis paft all denying.
With all forts,
In towns or ceurts,
The richeft fin is lying.

Culverin. Fatigue, gentlemen, fhould have refrefhment,
No man is required to do more than his duty. Let us
repofe outfelves a while. A fup or two of our cag would
quicken invention. ' [(They fit and.drink.

All. Agreed. :

Hacker. 1 had always a genius for ambition. Birth
and education cannot keep it under. Our profeffion is

reat, brothers. What can be more heroic than to have
eclared war with the whole world ?

Culverin. 'Tis a pleafure to me to recollett times

aft, and to obferve by what fteps a genius will puth
fortune.

Hacker. Now, as to me, brothers, mark you me. Af-
ter I had rubbed through my youth with variety of ad-
ventures, I was preferred to be footman to an eminent
gamefter, where, after having improved myfelf by his

manners and converfationbl left him, betook myfelf htp
is
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his politer profeffion, and cheated like a gentleman, For
fome time I kept a Pharaon-bank with fuccefs; but,
unluckily, in a drunken bout, was ftripped by a more ex-
pert brother of the trade. I was now, as ’tis common
with us upon thefe occafions, forced to-have recourfe to
the highway for a recruit to fet me up ; but making the
experiment once too often, I was tried, and received fen-
tence, but got off for-tranfportation ; which hath made
me the man I am. : :

Lagucrre. Froma footman-1 grew tobe a pimp to &
man of quality, Confidering I was for fome time in that
employment, Ilook upon myfelf as particularly uilucky,
that I then miffed making my fortung. = But, to give him
his due, only his death could have prevented it. Upon
this, I betook myfelf to another fervice, where my wages
not being fufficient for my pleafures, I robbed my;haﬁer, :
and retired to vifit foreign parts,

Capftern. Now, you muft know, I was a drawer to one
of the fathionable taverns; and, of canfequegce, was
daily in'the politeft converfations. Tho' I fay it, nobody
was better bred. I often cheated my mafter ; and, as a
dutiful fervant, now and theha cheitéd for him. I had
always my gallantries with the ladies that the lords and
gentlemen brought to oui houfe. "I was ambitious, too,
of agentleman’s profeflion, and turned gamefter. Tho’
I had great fkill, and no fcruples, my play would not fup-
port my extravagancies ; fo that, ncw and then, I was
forced: to rob with pifiols too. So I alfo owe my rank in
the world to tranfportation.

Culverin. Our chief, Morano, brothers, had never been
the man he is, had he not been trained up in England.
He has told me, that, from his infancy, he was the fa-
vourite page of a lady. He had a genius, too, above fer-
vige, and, like us, ran into higher life. And, indeed, in
mauners and converfation, tho’ he is black, nobody has
more the air of a great man.

Hacker. He is too much attached to his pleafures,
That miftrefs of his is a clog to his ambition. She is 3n
arrant Cleopatra.

Lagucrre, It it were not for her, the Indies would be
our own. .

AIR
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AIR XXV. Rigadoon.

"By women won,
We're all undone,
Each wench hath a fyren’s charins.
The lover’s deeds .
Are good orill,
As whim fucceeds
1n woman’s will :
Refolution is lull’d in her arms.

" Hacker. A man in love is no more to be depended on
than a man in liquor; for he is out of himfelf.

AIR-XXVI. Ton humeur ¢ff Catharine:

Woman’s like the flatt’ring ocean ;
Who'her pathlefs ways cah find ?
Every blaft direéts her motion ;
Now the’s angiy, now fke’s kinds
What a fool™ the veént’tous lover, .
Whirl’d aiid tofs'd by ¢v’ry wind 2
Can the bark the port recover, i
Whe the filly pilot’s blind ?

- Hichir, A good horfe i8 nevér turned loofe antong
mares, till all his good deeds are over. And really. your
heroes fhould be ferved the fame Wiy ; for after they
take to women, they have no good deeds to come. That
inveigling gypfey, brothers, muft be haul’d from him by
force ; and then—the kingdom of Mexico fhall be mine.
My lot fhall be the kingdom of Mexico. . ,

Capflern. Who tdlks of Mexico? &:g[ #ife.] I’ll never
give it up. If you outlive me, brother; and I die with-
out heirs, I’ll leave it to. you for a legatys s I hope now
you are fatisfied.. I have fet my heart upan it, and no-
body fhall difpute it with me.- :

Laguerre. The ifland of Cuba, methinks, brother,
might fatisfy any reafonable man. "

Culverin. That I had allotted for you. Mexico fhall
not be parted with, without my confent. Captain Mora- ~
no, to be fure, will chufe Peru; that’s the country of
gold; and all your great men ldve goid.. Mexico hath

oo a2

on!
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only filver, nothing but filver. Governor of Carthage-
na, brother, is a pretty fnug employment. That I fhall
not difpute with you.

Capft. Death, Sir! I fhall not part with-Mexico fo eafily.

Hacker. Nor 1. ’

Culverin, Nor 1.

Laguerre. Nor I,

Culverin, Norl. )

Hacker. Draw, then, and let the furvivor tuke it.

[They fight.

- Polly. Blefs me! what noife was that? Clathing. of

fwords and fighting! Which way fhall I fly ? How fhall
1 efcape ?

Crpflern. Hold, hold, gentlemen; let us decide our
pretenfions fome other time. I fee booty. A priloner.
Let us feize him, o :

Culverin. From him we will extort both ranfom and
intelligence.

Polly. Spare my life, gentlemen. If you are the men
1 take you for, I fought you to fhare your fortunes,

Hacker. Why, who do you take us for, friend ?

Polly. For thofe brave fpirits, thofe Alexanders, that
thall foon, by conqueft, be in pofleffion ot the Indies.

Laguerre. A mettled young fellow.

. lCapﬁm:. He fpeaks with refpect, too, and gives us our
tities. .
Culverin, Have you heard of Captain Morano ?'
Polly. 1 camehither in mereambition to ferve under him.

AIR XXVIL. ¥enymphs and fplvan gods,

1 hate thofe coward tribes,
Who by mean fneaking bribes,
By tricks and difguife,
By flattery and lies,
To power and grandeur rife.
ike heroes of old,
Youare greatly bold, '
‘The fword your caufe fupports.
Untaught to fawn,
You ne’er were drawn
Your truth to pawn
Among the {pawn :
Who pra&tife the frauds of courts,
I would
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I would willingly chufe the more honourable way. of ma-
king a fortune. ' -

acker. The youth fpeaks well. Can you inform us,
my lad, of the difpofition of the enemy ¢ Have the In-
dians joined the faCtory ? We fhould advance towards.
them immediately. Who knows but they may fide with
ws 2 Mayhap they may like our tyranny bester.

Polly. 1am a ftranger, gentlemen, and entirely igno-
rant of the affairs of this country : but, in the moft def~
perate undertaking, I am ready to rifque your fortynes. .

Hacker, Who, and what are you, friend ?

Polly. A young ftellow, who has genteely run oat his
fortune with a fpirit, and would. now, with more fpirit,
rerieveit, 0 0 -

Culvcrin. The 1ad may be of fervice. Let us bring
him before Morano, and leave him to his di(pofal. :

Poly. Gentlemen, I thank you..

AIR XXVIII. Minuet.

Cul.  Cheer up, my lads, let us pufh on the fray;,
. For battles, like women, are loft by delay.
Let us feize victory, while in our power ;
. Alike war and love have their critical hour.
e Our hearts, bold and fteady,
.Should always be ready 3.
So, think war a widow, a kingdom th¢ dower.
. : [Examu
-SCEN E, another country profpect..

Enter Morano and Jenny:

Morano, Snre, hufly, youw have more ambition, and.
more vanity,. than to-be ferious in perfuading me to guio
my conquefts. Where is the woman who is not fond of
title? Andone bold ftep more may make you a queen,
you gypfey. ‘Ihink of that.

AIR XXIX. Mirltor. . .

When I'm great, and flufh of treafure,,
Check’d by neither fear or fhame,
You fhail tread avound of pleafure,
Morning, noon; and night the fumes
With a Mirleton, &, )
D3 . Like
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Like a city wife or beauty,
You fhall flutter life away ;
And fhall know no other duty,
But to drefs, eat, drink, and play.
With a Mirleton, &,

When you are a queen, Jenny, you fhall keep your
coach and fix, and fhall game as deep as you pleafe. ~ So,
there’s the two chief ends of a woman’s ambition fa-

tisfied.

AIR XXX. Sawney avas tall, and of noble race.

Shall I not be bold when honour calls ?
- You’ve a heart that would upbraid me then.
Sen.  But, ah! I fear, if my hero falls,
Thy Jenny fhall ne’er know pleafure again.
Alor, ‘To deck their wives fond tradefmen cheat;
I conquer but to make thee great.
'Jen.  But if my hero falls—ah, then,
Thy Jenny fhall ne’er know pleafure again !

Morano. Infinuating creature ! but you muft own,
Jenny, you have had convincing proofs of my fondnefs s
and if you were reafonable in your love, you fhould have
fome regard to my honour, as well as my perfon.

Fenny. Have I ever betrayed you, fince you took me
to yourfelf ? That’s what few women can fay, who ever
were truited.

Morano. Inlove, Jenny, you cannot out-do me. Was
it not entirely for you that I difguifed myfelf as a blaek,
to fcreen myfelf from women who laid claim to me
wherever I went ? Is not the rumour of my death, which
I purpofely fpread, credited thro’ the whole country?
Macheath is dead to all the world but you. Not one of
the crew have the leaft fufpicion of me..

Jenny. But, dear Captain, you would not, fure, per-
" fuade me that I have all of you. For tho’ women can-
not claim you, you now and then' lay claim to other
women, But my jealoufy was never teazing or vexa-
tious. You will pardon me, my dear. -

Morano. Now you are filly, Jeony. Pr'ythee—poh}

- Nature,
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Nature, girl, is not to be correted at once. - What do
you propofe ? What would you have me do ? Speak out ;
let me know your mind.

Fenny. Know when you are well.

. Morano. Explain yourfelf; fpeak your fentiments
reely.

j‘g;y. You have a competence in your power. Rob
the crew, and fteal off to England. Believe me, Cap-
tain, you will be rich enough to be refpetted by your
neighbours.

Morano. Your opinion of me ftartles me : for I never
in my life was treacherous, bur to women; and you
know, men of the niceft punétilio make nothing of that.
- Fenny. Look round among all the fnug fortunes that
are made, and you will find moft of them were fecured
by a judicious retreat. Why will you bar yourfelf from .
the cuftoms of the times ?

AIR XXXI. Northers Nange -

How many men have found the fkill,
Of power and wealth acquiring? = | .
But fure there’s a time to ftint the will,
And the judgment is in retirings = .
For to be difplac’d, Lt
: For to be difgrac’d, , '
Is the end of too high afpiring.

, Enter Sailor. ;
Sailor, Sir, Lieutenant Vanderbluff wants to fpeak
with you, and he hopes your honour will give him the
hearing.. - [Exits
_ Morano. Leave me, Jenny, for a few minutes. Per-.
haps he would fpeak with me in private,
Fenny. Think of my advice before it is too late. By
this kifs, I beg it of you. . [Bwite
Enter Vanderbluff, , ’
Van. For fhame, @aptain! What, hampered in ‘the
arms of a woman, when your hnoour and glory are alt at
flake! While a man is grappling with thefe gill-flirts,
pardon the exprefion, Captain, he runs his reafon
a-ground ; and there muft be a woundy deal of labour

to fet it a-float again. AlR
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AIR XXXII. Amante fugitte cadente belta.

" Fine women are devils, complete in their way,,
They always are roving and cruifing for prey.
Whenwe flounce on their hook, their views they obtain,
Like thofe too their pleafure is giving us pain.

Excufe my plain {peaking, Captain ; a boatfwain muft
fwear in a ftorm ; and a map muft {peak plain, when he
fees foul weather a-head of us. e

Mor. Do you thisk me like the wheat-ear, oaly fit for
fun-thine, who cannot bear the leaft cloud .over him ?
No, Vanderbluff, I have a heart that can face a tempeft
of dangers. Your bluftering will but make mg¢ obftnate.
You feem frightened, Lieutenant.

Van. From any body. but you, that fpeech would have
had another-guefs anfwer than words.. Death, Caprain'¥
are not the Indies in difpute ?# An hour’sdelay may make-
their hands too many for us, Give the word, Captain,,
this hand fhall take the Indian king prifoner, and keel-
haul him afterwards, till I make him diftover his gold.
I have known you eager to venture your life for a lefs

rize. - ' '

P Mor. Are Hacker, Culverin, Capftern, Laguerre, and
the reft, whom we fent out for inrelligence, returned,
that you are under this immediatealarm? = '

Van. No, Sir; but from-the top of yon'hiHly I myfelf
faw the enemy putting themfelves in order of battle.

. Mor. But we have nothing at ali to apprehend ; for we-

have ftill a fafe retreat to out fhips. : '

V. To our women, you mean. Furies! you talk’
kike one. If our Captain is bewitched, fhall we be be-
devil’d, and fofe the' footing we havegot 2 ' - [ Draws.

Mor. Take care, Licutenant ; ths languagé may pro-
voke me,” Ifearnething, and that you know. Put'up
your cutlafs, Lieutenant; for I fhall not suin our caufe
by a private quarrel: .

" Pan. Noble Captain, I afk pardon.

Mor. A brave man fhould'be cool till aétion, Lieute~

"mant. When danger preffes us, I'am always ready. Be
fatisfied ! I will take my leave of my wife, and then take
the command. - Co :

#an, That’s what you can never do, till you have her

leave,
rd
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leave. She is but juft gone from you, Sir. See her not,
hear her not ; the breath of a woman has ever proved a
‘contrary wind to great aQtions. :

Mor. 1 tell youIwill fee her. Ihave got rid of many
'a woman in my time, and you may truft me—

Van. With any woman but her. The hufband that
is governed, is the only man that never finds out that he
is fo. .

Mor. This, then, Lieutenant, fhall try my refolution,
In the mean time, fend out parties and fcouts, -to obferve
the motions of the Indians.

AIR XXXIIL. Since all the worlds turn’d upfide docwn,

Tho’ different paffions rage by turns,
Within my breaft fermenting,

Now blazes I:)ve, now honour burns,
I’m here, I’m there confenting.

T’ll each obey, fo keep my oath,
That oath by which I won her :

With truth'and fteadinefs in both,
I'll a& like a man of honour.

Doubt me not, Lieutenant ; but I'll now go with you te
give the neceffary commands, and after that, return to take
my leave, before the battle, -
Enter Jenny, Capftern, Culverin, Hacker, Laguerre,
o and Polly.
fen. Hacker, Sir, and the reft 'of the party, are re-
turned with a prifonet. .'Perhaps from him you may
learn fome intelligence that may be ufeful. See, -here
they ‘are——A clever fprightly young fellow—I like

him. \ [Afide.
- Pan. What cheer, my lads? Has fortune fent you a
rize? - SRR : S

Fen. He feems fome rieh-planter’s fon. S

#an, In the common praétice of commerce, you fhould
never flip &n opportunity ; and for his ranfom, no doubt
there will be room for comfortable extortion. )

Mor.'Hath he informed: you' of any thing that may
be of fervice ? Where picked you him up ? Whence is he 2

Hack. We found him upon the road. He is a ftranger,
it feems, in thefe parts, - And as our heroes generally
fet out, extravagance, gaming, and debauchery have qua-
lified him forg brave man. Mor.
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. Mor: What are you, friend ? R

Polly. . A young fellow, who hath been robbed by the
world ; and I came on purpofe to. join you, to rob the
world by way of retaliaion. An open war with the
whole world is brave and honourable, I hate the clan-
dettine, pilfering war that is practifed among friends and
neighbours in civil focieties. I would ferve, Sir.

AIR XXXIV. Hunt the fyuirr.

The world is always jarring ;
This is purfuing
T’other man’s ruin,
Friends with friends are warring,
In a falfe cowardly way.
Spurr’d on by emulations,
- Tongues are éngaging,
Calumny raging, ‘ .
Murders reputations, o :
Envy keeps up the fray,
‘Thus, with burning heat,
Each, returning hate, o
. Wouads and rebs his friends. * .
Incivil lifg, = .
Even man and wife

Squabble for (el pnds., |

. Sen. He really is'a mighty.pretty man. - [ 4fde.

#an. The lad promifes well, al;g bas juit nomgms of
the world. R ) .

Mor. Whatever other great.mea do, I love to encou-
yage merit.  The youth pleafés me; and if he anfwers
in a&ion ——Do you hear me; my lad ? your fortune is
made. Now, Lieutenant Vanderbluff, I'am for You. -

Zan. Difciplise muft nokbe; negledad.. o
', Mor. When gvery,thing 18 festled, my dear Jenny, I
will return to take my leave.. - After that, young gen»
tleman, I 1halltry yourymettle. - In the meantime, Jen-
ny, I leave you to fift him with fargherquefions. He
has lived in the' world, you find, and may have leagat to.
be treacherous. . [Exiewirh the-reft of the Piratess

Fen. How many women have you ever ruined, young
gentleman? | . " S
P froweihiy P‘&-
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. Pelly. 1 have been ruined by women, Madam. But 1
think, indeed, 2 man’s forture cannot be more honourably
difpofed of ; fox thofe: have always a kind of claim to their”
prote&ion, who have been ruined. in their fervice. .

Fen. Were you gver in love ?

.Pelly. With she fext. . . S

. fen.. Had you never a woman in leve with you ?

Polly. All tbe women that ever I knew were met-
cenary-
JFen. But {ure you cannot think all wonien fo.

Polly. Why not, as well as all men.? The manners of
courts are catching.” ~ * . - '

Jen. It you have found only fuch' ufage, a generous
woman can the more .oblige you. W%y fo' bathful,
young fpark ? You don’t look as if you would revenge
yourfelf on the fex. .. - ’ .

Polly. 1loft my impudenpe with my fortiine. Poverty -
keeps down afluragpei D ’ i

Jen. 1 am a plain-fpoken weman, 43 yo8 may find ;
and I own I like you ¢ and, letme tell you, to be my fa-
vousite may; b your belk fiapto prefermeni. - -

AIR XXXV, 1. oung Damon once the lovelieh fwaine -

¥n love and life the prefent ufe;. )
One hour we grant, the next refufes
- Who then would rifque a nay ?
"Were lovers wife, they would be kind,
And in our eyes the moment find 5
¥or only then they may.

‘Like other women, I fhall run to extremes. If yom
won’t make me love you, I fhall hate you. ‘There ngver
wasa man of true courage, who was a coward in love.
Sure you are not afraid of me, ftripling ? S
[Taking Polly by the hand.

Polly. 1know you only rally me. Refpet, Madam,
keeps me in awe.

Fer. By your expreflion and behaviour, one would
think I were your wife. If fo, I may 'make ufe of her
freedoms, and do what I pleafe, without fhame or reftraint,
[Kiffés ber.] Such raillery as this, my dear, requires re-

plication.
1 Polly.
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Polly. You’ll pardon me, then Madam. [ Kifes ber.

Fen. What, my cheek ! Let me die, if, by your kifs,
I fhould not take you for my brother or my father.

Polly.. I muft put on more affurance, or I fhall be dif-
covered. [Afide.] NaK, then, Madam, if a woman will
allow me liberties, they are never flung away upon me.
- If I am too rude—— " [Kiffes bers
- fen. A woman never pardons the contrary fault. -

AIR XXXVI. Catharine Ogie.

We never blame the forward fwain,
Who puts us to the trial.
Polly,  1know you firft would give me pain,
- Then baulk me with denial. '

Fen. What mean we, then, by being try’d? . ¢
Polly, - - -With fcorn and. tlight toufe us.
Mot beauties, to indulge their pride, -
i Seemkind, but to refufeus, =

Fen. Come, then, my dear, let us take a tumn in yon- -
der grove. A woman never fhews her pride, but before
wimeffes. o ‘ - -

Polly. How fhall I get rid of this affair ? [4fde.] Mo-
rano may furprifé us. .

Fen. That is more a wife’s concern. Confider, young
man, if I have put myfelf ip your power, you are in
mine.

Polly. We may have more eafy and fafe opportunities.
Befides, I knew, Madam, you are not ferious.

Fen- To a man_who .lofes one opportunity, we never
grant a fecond. Excufes! confideration! He hath not
a fpark of love in him. I muft be his averfion. Go,
monfter !———1I hate 'you, and you fhall find I can be
revenged.

AIR XXXVIL Raer a Coverlye

My heart is by love forfaken,

I feel the tempeft growing ;
A fury the palace hath taken,
I rage, I burn, I'm glowing,

. Tho’
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Though Cupid’s arrows are erring,

Or indifference may fecure ye,

When-woman’s revenge is ftirring,
You cannot efcape that fury. '

I could bear your excufes, but thofe looks of indifference

kill me. ] .

‘ Enter. Morano.

Fenny. Sure never was fuch infolence! How could you
leave me with this bawdy-houfe bully? for if he had
been bred a page, he muft have made his fortune. If I
had given him the leaft encouragement, it would no
have provoked me. Odious creature ! :

Mor. What a vengeance is the matter ?

Fenny. Only an attempt upon your wife. So ripean”
affurance ! he muit have fucked in impudence from his
mother,:

- Mor. An a& of friendfhip only. He meant to pulh
his fortune with the hufband.” ’Tis the way of the town,
my dear. .

-AIR XXXVIII. Bactus m’a dit.

By halves no friend

Now feeks to do you pleafure ;
Their help they lend

In every part of lite :

- If hufbands part, :

The friend hach always leifure ;
Then all his heart :

Is beut to pleafe the wife.

" Fenny. 1 hate you for being fo little jealous.

Mor. Sure, Jenny, you know the way of the world
better, than to be furprized at a thing of tifis kind.
*Tis a civility that all you fine ladies expect; and, upon
the like occafion, I could not have anfwered for mylfelf.
I own, I have a fort of pardality to impudence. Per-
haps too, his views might be honourable  If I had been
killed in battle, ’tis good to be beforchand., I know it is
a way often pradtifed to make fure of a widow.

E Fenny.

I
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Fenny. If 1 find you fo eafy in thefe aﬁ'a.lrs, you may
make my virtue lefs obftinate.

AIR XXXIX. Health to Betty,

If hufbands fit unﬁeady,
Moft wives for freaks are ready.
Negle& the rein,
The fteed again :
Grows fkittith, wild, and heady.

*Your behavnour forces me to fay, what my love for you.
will never let me put in praltice. You are too fafe, too:
fecure, to think of pieafing me.

- Mor. Though I like impudence, yet ’tis not fo agree-
able when put in practice upon my own wife ; and, jeft-
ing apart, young feltow, if .ever I catch you thinking.
this way again, a cat-o’-nine-tails fhall cool your courage.
Enter Vanderbluff, Capftern, Laguerre, &, with
Cawwawk ee prifener.

Pander. The party, Captain, is returned thh fuccefs,
Aftera fhort fkirmifh, the Indian prince Cawwawkee here
was made prifoner, and we want your orders for his dif-

ofal.
P Mor. Are all our troops ready and under arms ?

Vander. 'They wait but for your command. Ouyr num-
bers are ftrong. All the fhips crews are drawn out, and
the flaves that have deferted to us from the plantations
are all brave determined fellows, who muft behave them-
felves well.

Mor. Look’e, lieutenant, the truffing up this prince,
in my opinion, would frike a terror among the enemy.
Befides, dead men can do no mifchief, -Léta gibbet be
fet up, and fwing him off between the armies before the.
onfet. :

Van. By your leave, Caytain, my advice blows di-
redly contrary. Whatever may be done hereafter, 1
am_for putting him firft of all upon examination. The
Indians to be fure have hid their treafures, and we fhall
want a guide to fhew us to the beft plunder.

M.r. The counfel is good. I will extort intelligence
from him.” Bring me word when the enemy are in mo-
, a tion,
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ion, ‘and that inftant I’ll put myfelf at your héad. [Exit

Sailor.] Do you know me, prince?

Caw. Asa man of ipjuftice I know you, who covets
and invades the propertiesof another.

Mor. Do you know my power ?

Caw. 1 fear it not.

Mor. Do you know your danger ?

Caww. I am prepared to meet it.

AIR XL. Cappe de Bonne Efperance,

The body of the brave may be taken,
If chance bring on our adverfe hour ;
But the noble foul is unfhaken,
_"For that ftill is in our power ;
*Tis a rock whofe firm foundation
Mocks the waves of perturbation ;
*Tis a never-dying ray,
‘Brighter in our eyil day.

- Mor. Mere downright barbarians, you fee, Lieutenant,
They have our notional honour ftill in praéticé among
them. -

© Fan. We iuft beat civilizing into ’em, to make ’em
tapable of common fociety, and common converfation.

Mor. Stubborn prince, mark me wéll. Know you, I
fay, ‘that yourlife 1s in my power ?

Caw. 1know too, that my virtue is in my own, .

Mor. Not a mule, or an old out-of-fafhioned philofd-
pher could be more obftinate. Can you feel pain ?

Caw. I can bear it. ’ .

Mor. 1 fhall try you. .

Caw. I {peak truth, I never affirm but what I krow,

Mor. In what condition are your tvoops-? What num-
bers havé you? How are they difpofed ? A¢t reafonably
and openly, and you fhall find protection.

Caw, What, betray my friends ! 1 am no coward, Eu-
ropean. )

,Mor. Torture fhall make you fqueak.

Caw. 1 have refolution ; *and pain fhall neither make
me lie or betray, I tell thee once more, European, I
am no coward, o
: - E 2 Van.
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Fan. What, neither cheat nor be cheated! ‘There is
no having either commerce or correfpondence with thefe
creatures,

Fenny. We have reafon to be thankful for our good
education. How ignorant js mankind without it!

Cap. I wonder to hear the brute fpeak.

Laguerre. They would wnake a fhew of him in England.

j‘rm_ry. Poh, they would only take him for a feol.

. But how.can you expe& any thing elfe from a
crcature, who hath never feen a civilizedcountry ? Which
way fhould he know mankind ¢

Fenny. Since they are made like us, 'to be fure, were
they in England they might be taught.

Laguerre. Why we fee country gentlemen grow into
courtiers, and country gentlewomen, with a little polifh-
“ing of the town, in a few months become fine ladies.

Fenny. Without doubt, education and example can do
much.

“Polly. How happy are thefe favages! Who would not
wifh to be in fuch ignorance. {Afede. .

Mor. Have done, I beg you, with your mufty reflec-
tions: you but interrupt the examination. You bave
treafures, you have gold and filver among you, I fup-
“pofe.

P Casv. Better it had been-for us if that fhining earth
"had never been brought to light.

Mor, That you have treafures then you own, | it feems.
I am glad to hear you confefs fomething.

Cuso. But, out of benevolence, we ought to h|de it
trom you. }*or, as we have heard, ’tis fo rank a poifon
to you Europeans, that the very touch of it makes you
mad.

AIR XLI. When bright Aarclia trippd the plain.

For gold you facrifice your fame,

Your honour, life, and friend :
Your war, you fawn, you lie, you game,
And plunder without fear or fhame ;

Can madnefs this tranfcend ?

Jlar. Bold favage, we are not to be infulted with your
; lgna-
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ignorance. If you would fave your lives, you muft, like
the beaver, leave behihd you what we hant you for, or we
fhall not quit the chafe. Difcover your treafures, your
hoards, for I will have the ranfacking of ’em.

Fenny. By his feeming to fet fome value upon gold,
one would think that he had fome glimmering of fenfes

AR XLIL Peggy's Mill
When gold is in hand,

It gives us command ;
It makes us lov’d and refpected.
*Tis now, as of yore,
Wit and fenfe, when poor,
Ate fcorn’d, o'erlook’d, and neglécted. '
" Though peevifh and old,
_ If women have gold,
They have youth, good-humour, and beauty ¢
Among all mankind :
Without it we find
Nor love, nor favour, nor duty.

Mor. .1 will have no more of thefe interruptions,
Bince women will be always talking, one would think
they had a chance now and then to talk'in feafon. Once
more I afk you, obftinate, audacious favage; if ¥ grant
you your life, will you be ufeful to us ? For you fhall
. find mercy upon no other terms. I will have immediate
_compliance, or you fhall undergo _the torture,

Caw. With dithonour lite is nothing worth.

Mor. Furies! I'll trifle no longer, -

RECITATIVE, Sia fuggettala plebe, in Coriolan,

Hence, let him feel his fentence.
Pain brings repentance.

Laguerre. You would not have us put him to death,
Captain ?

Mor, Torture him leifurely, but feverely. I fhall
ftagger your refolution, Indian,

Ej3 RE.
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RECITATIVE.

Hence, let him feel his fentence.
Pain brings repentance.

But hold, I'll fee him tortured. I will have the pleas
fure of extorting anfwers from him myfelf, So keep him
fale till you have my dire@ions. .

Lagucrre., It fhall be done.

Mor. As for you, yourig gentleman, I think it not
proper to truft you till I know you farther. Let him be
your prifoner too till I give orders how to difpofe of him.

[Exeunt Caw. and Polly guarded.

Pander. Came, noble Captain, take one hearty fmack
upon her lips, and then fteer off; for one kifs requires
another, and you' will never have done with her. If

.once a man and woman come to grappling, there’s no
hawling of them afunder. Our friends expeét us.

Jenny. Nay, lieutenant Vanderbluff, he fhall not go
et. .
Pander. I'm out of all patience. Thereis a time for
all things, Madam. Buta woman thinks all times muft
be fubfervient to her whim and humour. We fhould be

now upon the fpot.
Fenny. 1s the Captain under your command, Lieu-

tenant ?

Pander. 1 know women better than fo. I fhall never
difpute the command with any gentleman’s wife. Come,
Captain, a woman will never take the laft kifs; fhe will
always want another. Break from her clutches.

Mor. I muft go—But I cannot.

AIR XLIII. Excxfe me.

Honour calls me from thy arms (7o ker.
With glory my bofom is beating. [To bim.
Viétory fummons toarms : then to arms .
Let us hafte, for we're fure of defeating.
One look more—and thene [To Aer.
Oh, I am loft again !
: What
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What a power has beauty !

But honour calls, and I muft dway. [To bim,
But love forbids, and I muft obey. [7o her.
You grow too bold ; [Vanderbluff pulling him away.
Hence, loofe your hold, [0 hime
For love claims all my duty. [To ber.

They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion. I
know my own time, Lieutenant. o

Vander. Lofe the Indies then, with all my heart. Lofe
the money, and you lofe the woman, that I can tell you,
Captain, Furies, what would the woman be at ! .

Fenny. Notfo hafty and choleri¢, I beg you, Lieute-
" nant.  Give me the hearing, and perhaps, whatever you
may think of us, you may once in your life hear a wo-
man fpeak reafon. - : ,

" Vander. Difpatch then. And if a few words can fa-
tisfy you, be brief. ’

fenny. Men only flight women’s advice through an
over-conceit of theirown opinions. I am againft hazard-
ing a battle. Why fhould we put what we have already
got'to the rifque? We have money enough on board
our fhips to fecure our perfons, and can’ referve a com-
fortable fubfiftence befides. Let us leave the Indies to
our comrades., .

Vander. Sure you are the firft of the fex that ever -
ftinted herfelf in love or money. If it were confiftent
with our honour, her counfel were worth liftening to.

Fenny. Confiftent with our honour! For fhame, Lieu-
tenant; you talk downright Indian.” One would take

ou for .the favage’s brother, or coufin-german at leaft.
{fvu may talk of honour, -as other great men do: but
when intereft comes in your way, you fhould do as other
great men do. . . ‘

AIR XLIV. Ruben, : -

Honour plays a bubble’s part,
- Ever bilk’d and chegted ;
Never in ambition’s heart,
Int’reft thereis feated. . :
o ' 3 Honoug
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] .
“Honour was in ufe of yote,
Though by want attended :
Since ’twas talk’d of, and no more ;
LEord, -how tithes are mended !

" Pamier. What think you of her propofal, noble Cap+
tain ¢ We may pufh matters too far. A
Fenny. Confider, iy dear, the Indies are only trea-
fures in expeétation. All your fenfible men, now-a-days,
love the ready. Let us feize the fhips then, and away
for England, while we have the opportunity.
_ Pander. Sure you can have ho fcruple againft treachery,
Captain, *Tis as cdinmon a froney-getting vice as any
in tafhion; fot who, now-a-days, ever boggles at giving
up his crew ? :
Mor. But the baulking of a great defign—
Fander. "Tis betsér baulking our own defigns, than
have them baulked by others; for thhen our defigns and
our lives will be cut fLiort together.

AIR XLV. Troy Travh.

When ambition’s ten years toils

Have heap’d up mighty hodrds of gold;
Amid the harveft or the {poils, .
Acquir’d by fraud and rapine bold,
€Comes juftice. The great fcheme is crofty
At once wealth, life, and fame, are loft,

This is a melancholy refleCtion for ambition, if it éver
-could think reafonably. - , :

© Mor. If you are fatisfied, and for your fecurity, Jen-
‘ny. For any man niay allow that he has money enough,
when he has enough to fatisfy his wife.

Vander., We may make our retreat without fufpicion,
for they will readily impute our béing mifled to the acci-
dents of war., '
’ Enter Sailor. » )

Sail, There is juft now'news arrivéd, that the troops
of the plantation have intercepted the paflage to our
.fhips; fo that vittory is our only hope. The I;dian
: orces
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forces too are ready to march, and ours grow impatient
for your prefence, noble Captain, «

Mor. T'll be with ’em. Come then, Lieutenant, for
death or the world.

Fenny. Nay then, if affairs are defperate, nothing
fhall part me from you. I'll fhare your dangers.

Mor. Since 1 muft have an empire, prepare yourfelf,
Jenny, for the cares of royalty. Let us on to battle, to
vittory. Hark, the trumpet. (Trumpet founds,

AIR XLVI. Wewve cheated the Parfon.

Defpair leads to battle,” no courage fo great :
- They muft conquer or die who've no retreat.
Vander.  No retreat,
Fenny. No retreat. -
Mor. They muft conquer or die who’ve no retreat. [ Ex.

SCENE, a room in a poor cottage.

1
Cawwawkee iz chains, Polly.

Polly. Unfortunate prince! I cannot blame your dif-
belief, when I tell' you that I admire your virtues, and
fhare in your misfortunes. - '

Caw. To be opprefled by an European implies merit.
Yet you are an European.  Are you tools ? Do you be-
lieve one another ? Sure fpeech can be of no ufe among

ou.

Polly. There are conftitutions that can refift a pefti-
lence. : ) )

Caw. But fure vice muft be inherent in fuch conftitu~
tions. You are afhamed of your hearts, you can lie,
How can you bear to look into yourfelves ?

Polly. My fincerity could even bear your examination,

Caw. You have cancelled faith. How can I believe
you ? You are cowards too, for you are cruel.

Polly. Would it were in my powerto give you proofs
of my compaffion. ' .

Caw. You can be avaritious, That is a complication
of all vices. Itcomprehends them all. Heaven guard
our country from the infe@®ion. '

" Polly. Yet the worft of men allow virtue to be amiable,

or there would be no hypocrites. -
: ' Caw,
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Caw. Have you then hypocrify ftill among you ? For

all that I have experlenced of your manners is open vio-

‘ Jence, and barefaced injuftice.. Who that had ever felt
fatisfattion of virtue would ever part with it ? '

AIR XLVII. T’amo tanto,

Virtue’s treafure,
Is a pleafure,
Cheerfal even amid diftrefs ;
Nor pain nor crofles,
Nor grief nor lofies,
Nor death itfelf can make it lefs.
Here relying,
Suft’ring, dying,
Honeft fouls find all redrefs. .

" Polly. My heart feels your fentiments, and my tongue

- longs tojoin in ’em.

~

Caw,  Virtue’s treafure
. Isapleafure,
- Polly. Cheerful even ainid diftrefs ;
. Cew. ~ Nor pain ner-croffes,
- Polly.  Nor grief nor loffes,

Caw, Nor death itfelf can make it lefs.
Polly.  Here relying,
-Caw. Suff’ring, dying,
Polly. Honeft fouls find all redrefs.

. Caw, ‘Having this, I want no other confolation. X~
am prepared for all misfortune,

-Polly. Had you means of efcape, you could not refufe
it. To preferve your life is your duty.

Caw. By difhoneft means, I fcorn it. .

Polly. But ftratagem is allowed in war ; and ’tis law ful
to ufe all the weapons employed againft you. You may
fave your friends from afflictioh, and be the inftrument of
refcwing yout country. ,

Caw. Thofe are powerful inducements. I feek not
voluntarily to refign my lifes  Whiile-it lafts, I would do

my duty,
. y . y Pa}bo
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Polly. T'll alk with our guard, What igduces them
to rapine and murder, will, pduce them tobesray. You
may offer them what they want; and from no hands,
upon no.terms, corxuption can refift the temptation.

Caw. 1 have no fkill. Thofe who are corrupt theme
felves know how to corrupt others. You may do as you
- pleafe. But whatever yoy promife for me, contrary to
the European cuftom, I will perform. For, though,
a knave may break his word with a knave, aa honeft
tongue knows no fuch diftin&ions.

- Polly. Gentlemen, I defire fome conference with you,
that may be for your advantage. ,
Enter Laguerre and Capftern,

Polly. Know you that.you have the Indian princein
your cuftody.. :

Laguerre. Full well.

Polly. Know you the treafures that are in his, power ?

Laguerre. 1 know too that they fhall foon be ours.

Polly. In having him in your. poffeflion they are yours.

Laguerre. As how, friend?

Polly. He might well reward you.

Laguerre. For what ? .

Polly. For his.liberty. -

Caw. Yes, European, ‘I can and will reward-you.

.?.‘apﬂcrn. He’s a great man, and I'truft no fuch pro-
mifes.

Caw. 1 have faid ir, European : anda Indian’s heart
is always anfwerable for his words,

Polly. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen ; con-
gueﬁ is not fo fure when you fight againft thofe who

ght for their liberties. _

Laguerre. What think you of the propofal ?

" Capflern. The prince can give us places; he can make
us all great men. Such a profpe&, I cin tell-you, La-
guerre, would tempt our betters. '

Laguerre. Befides, if we are beaten, we have no re-
treat to our fhips. .

Capftern. -Jf we gain our ends, what matter how we
come by it, :

Lagucrre. Every man for himfelf, fay I. Thereis no .
being even with mankind, without that univerfal maxim. .
Confider, brother, we run no rifque,

Cap
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Capflern. Na(v, I have no objeétions. :

Laguerre. 1f we conquered, and the booty were to be-
divided among the crews, what would it amount to ? Per-
haps this way we might ge tmore than would come to ous
fhares.

Capftern. Then too,- I always liked a place at court. I
have a genius to get, keep in, and make the moft of an
employment.

Laguerre. You will confider, prince, our own politi-
cians would have rewarded fuch meritorious fervices:
we'll go off with you.

Capftern. We want only to be known to be employed.

Laguerre. Let us unbind him then. ‘

Polly. " Tis thus one able politician outwitsanother ; and
we admire their wifdom. You may rely upon the prince’s
word as much 1as if he was a poor man.

Capfera. Our fortunes then are made.

. AIR XLVIII. Dosvn in a Meadow.
Polly, The fportmen keep bhawks, and their ciuarry they

ain 3
T hfs the woodcock; the partridge, the pheafant is
flain. - )
What care and expence for their hounds are emi-
) ploy’d! .
Thus the fox, and the hare, and the flag are.de-
ftroy’d. . » . :
" The fpaniel they cherifh, whofe flattering way
Can as well as their mafters cringe, fawn an
betray. :
Thus ftaunch politicians, look all the world round,
Love the men who can ferve as hawk, fpaniel, or
hound. .

Enp of the Seconp Act.

ACT
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A CT IL .
SCENE, tfe Indian Camp,
Pohetohee and Attendants. -

Inp1avw.

. SIR, a_party from the Britith f2 Yory have joined us.

. Their chief attends for your majefty’s orders for
their difpofition. :
Pob. Let them be pofted next my command ; for I
"would be witnefs of their bravery. But firft let their
officer know I would fee him. [&xit Indian.
" Enter Ducat,
. Ducat. Iwould do all in my power to ferve your ma-
Jefty. I have brought up my men, and now, S.r, I
would fain give up. I fpeak purely upon your majefty’s
account. For. as to courage and all that—I have been a
colonel of the militia thefe ten years. :
Pob. Sure, you have not fear. Are you ayman ?
.Ducat. A married man, Sir, who carries his wife’s
.heart about him, and that indeed is-a littde timorous.
“Upon promife to her, T am engaged.to quit in cafe of a
‘battle ; and her heart hath ever governed me more.than
my own. Befides, Sir, fighting is notour bufinefs ; we
_pay others for fighting ; and yet ’fis well known we had
rather part with our lives than our mopey. ~
Pob. And you have no fpirit then to defend jt.? Your
families, your liberties, your properties are atiftake. If
thefe cannat move you, you muft be born without a

heart.

infirmities, »
_ AIR XLIX. There was an old man, and b liv'd, " ..

‘W hat man can on virtue ot courage tepofe,
Or guefs if ,the touch’twill abide ?

‘Likegold, if intrinfic. fure nobody knows,
Till weigh’d in the balance and try’d.

Poh, How different are your notions from ours! We
o F v think

Y

/’

Ducat. Alas, . Sir ! we cannc:; be anfiverable for h_umén -
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think virtue, honour, and eourage, as effential to man as
his limbs, or fenfes; and in every man we fuppofe the
qualities of a man, ’till we have found the contrary ;
but then we regard him only as a brute in difguife. How
cuftom can degrade nature ! o

Ducat. Why fhould I have any more fcruples about
myfelf, than about my money? If I can make m
courage pafs current, what matter is it to me whether 1t
be true or falfe? ’Tis time enough to own a man’s fail-
ings When they are foundout. If your majefty then will
not difpenfe with my duty to my wife, with permiffion,
T’llto my poft. *Tts wonderful to me that kings ever go
‘to war, who have fo much to lofe, and nothing eflfential
to get. . - [Exit.
" Poh. My fon a prifoner! Tortured perhapsand in-
humanly butchered! Human nature cannot bear up
againft fuch affliGtions. The war muft fuffer by his ab-
fence. More then is required from me. Gnef raifes
my refolution, and calls me to felieve him, or'to a juft
revenge. What mean thofe fhouts ? o

: . Enter Indian. :

Indian. The prince, Sir, is returned. The troops are
animated by his prefence. With fome of the pirates in
his retinue, he waits your majefty’s commands.

Enter Cawwawkee, Polly, Laguerre, Capftern, &c.

Pok. Vi&ory then is ours. Let me embrace him.
Welcome, my fon. Without thee my heart could not
have felt a triumph.

Cxw. Let this youth then receive your thanks. To
him-are owing my life and liberty. And the love of vir-
tue alone gained me his friendfhip. '

Pob. This hath convinced me that an European can be
generous and honefh.

Cow. Thefe others, indeed, have the paffion of their
country. I owe their fervices to gold,” and my promife
is engaged to reward them. How it galls honour to have
obligations to a difhonourable man ! .

_ Laguerre. 1 hope your ntajefty will not forget our fer-
vices. . :

Pob. 1 am bound for my fon’s engagements.

Caw. For this youth I.will be.anfwerable, Like a
gem found in rubbith, he appears the brighter among
thefe his countrymen,

o AIR

-
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AIR L. Fis la plus charmante. o

Love with beauty is flying,

At onte ’tis blooming and dying ;

But all feafons defying,

Friendfhip lafts on the year.

Love is by long enjoying,

loying,

Friendfhip, enjoy’d the longer,
Stronger. :

Oh, may the flame divine -

Bum in your breaft like mine!

Polly. Moft noble pricce, my behaviour fhall juftifyr
the good opinion you have of me ; and my friendfhip 18
beyond proféffions. _ :

Pob. Lert thefe men remain upder guard, ’til after the
_battle, All promifes fhall then be made good to you.-
o . [ Exeunt Pirates, guarded.

Caw, May this young man be my companion in ths
war? As a boonI requeft it of you. He knows our
caufe is juft, and that is fufficient to engage him in it.

Pob. 1 leave you to appoint him his command. Difs
pofe of him as {ou judge convenient,

. Polly. To fall into their hands is certain torture and
death. As far as my youth and ftrength will permit me,
you may rely upon my duty.

Enter Indian,

Indian. Sir the enemy are advancing towards us..

Pob. Viftory then isathand. Juftice protets us, and
eourage fhall fupport us. Let us then to our pofts.

, [Exeunt,
- SCENE, #he field of battle.
Culverin, Hacker, azd Pirates..

AIR LI. There-was a jovial beggar.

r Pir,, When horns, with chearful found,. -
Proclaim the a®ive day ;
Impatience warms. the hdund, :
He burns to chafe the prey.

Chorus,  Thus to battle we will go, . &c..

E 3 2 Firs-
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2 Pir.  How charms the trumpet’s breath !
Ttebrave, with hope poffefs’d,
Forgetting wounds and death,
Feel: conquett in their breaft.

Chorus. Thus to battle, &c. :

Culverin, But yet I don’t fee, brother Hacker, why
we fhould be commanded by a neger. ’Tis all along of
him that we are led into thefe difficulties. 1 hate this
land fighting. 1 love to have {ea-room. _

Hacker. We are of the council, brother. -If ever we
get'on board again, my vote fhall be- for calling of hiin
to account for thefe pranks. Why fhould we be fuch
fools to be ambitious ofP fatisfying another’s ambition ?

Cibverin. Let us muiiny, I love mutiny as well as
my wife.

1 "1 Pir, ‘Let s mutiny. :

- . 2Pir. Ay, letus mutiny, T e

© Hacker. ©ur captain takes too much upon him. Iam
for no engroffer of power. By our articles he hath no
command but in @ fighe or in a florm.. Look’ee, broz
thers, I-am for mutny as much- as any of you, when
occafion offers.

. Culverin. Right, brother, all in good feafon. The
pafs to our fhips-is cut off by the treops of the planta- -
tion. We muft fight the Indians firft; and we have a
mutiny good afterwards, - S .

Hacker. 1s Morano fhill with his doxy ? .

Culoerin. He’s yonder on the right, putting his troops
in order for the onfet, -

Hacker. T wifly this-fight of ours were well over. For
to be fure, let foldiers fay what they will, they feel more
pleafure after 2 battle thaninit, -

Culverin, Does not the drumshead here;: quarter-maf-
«er, tempt you tofling a merry main or two ?

© [ Tatkes dice out of bis pocket.

Hacker. If Tlofe my money, I fhall reimburfe myfelf
from the Indians. I have fet. ) R

Culverin. Have at you. “A nick. [ Flings.

Hacker. Thiow the dice fairly- out. Are you at me
again. s :

gaCulwrin.-'-l-’m atit, Seven or eleven, [Flings.] Eleven.

“ : -Hackers
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Raok. Furies! A manifeft cog! I won’t be bubbled,.
. 8ir, This would not pafs upon a drunken country gen--
tleman. - Death, Sir, I won’t be cheated.

‘Culv. The money is mine.. D’you take me fora.
fharper, Sir?

Hack. Yes, Sit.

Culv. T'1l have faisfaction,

Hack, With all my heart. [Fighting,.

" Enter Morano, Vanderbluff, &'c,

Mor. For thame, gentlemen ! [Parting them.] Is this-
a time for private quarrel ? What do 1 f‘cge! Dice upon
the drum-head ! - If you have not left off thofe co-
wardly tools, you are unworthy your profeffion. The
articles you have fworn to, prolibit gaming for money.
Friendthip and' fociety cannot fubfift where 1t is practifed. .
Ais this is the-day of battle, I remit your- penalties. Bue
let me hear no more of" it. .

Culv. To be cal’d fharper, Captain, is a reproach-
that no man of. honour can put up..

Hack.. But to be one, is what no man of honour can-
pradtife. ‘ .

Mor. If youwill not obey orders, quarter-mafter,.
this piftol fhall put an end to the difpute. [Claps it to-

. hishead.] ‘'The common caufe now requires your agree-
ment. If gaming is fo rife, I don’t wonder thar rrea-
chery ftill fubfifts among you.

Hack. Who is treacherous #* _

Mor. Capfternand Laguerre have: let the prince and
the ftripling, .you took-prifoner, efcape, and are gone off
with them to the Indians. Upon your duty, gentlemen,
this day, depends our-all.

Cuv. Rather than have ill-bleod-among us I return.
the money, I value your friendfhip more. Let all
animofities be forgot.

" Mor. We fhould be Indians among ourfelves, and
fliew our breeding and parts to every body elfe.. If we
cannot be true.to-one another, and falfe to all the world
befide, thereis an-end of every great enterprize.

. Hack. We have. nothing to. truft to but death or
victory. ‘ -

. Mer. Thien hey for victory and plunder, my lads ! -

Fj. AIR
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AIR LII. 9o yox, fair ladiess |

By bolder fleps we win the race.
1/f Pir. Let’s hafte where danger calls.
Mor.  Unlefs ambition mend its pace,.
It totters, nods, and falls. ,
‘12 Pir, We muft adyance or be undone.
07 Think thus, and then the battle’s won.,
Chorus, Witha fa la la, &c. -

Mor. You fee your booty, your plunder, gentlemens
The Indians are juft upen us. The great muft venture
death fome way or other, and the lefs ceremony. about
it, in my opinion, the better. But why wik I of ’
death ! Thofe enly talk of it, who fear .it. Let ua all
live and enjoy our conquefts. Sound the charge.

AIR LIII. Prince 'Bugene’:'harclv.

When the tyger roams,
And the timorous floek is in his view,
Fury foams,. - .
He thirfts for the blood of thecrew. -
His greedy eyes he throws,
Thirit with the number grows,
On he pours, with a wide waite purfuing,
- Spreading the plain with a general ruin,
‘Thus let uscharge, and our foes o’erturn.
Vander. Let us on, oneand all !
1/ Pir. How they fly, how they fall!
Mor. For the war, for the prize I burn,

Vander. Were they dragons, my lads, as they fie
brooding upon treafure, we would fright them from
their nefts. a

Mor. But fee, the enemy are advancing to clofe en-
gagement. Before the onfet, we’ll demand a parley,
and, if we can, obtain honourable terms—Weate over~
power’d by numbers, and our retreat is cut off.. 2

ter

3
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Enter Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, &c. awith the
Indian army drawon up againft the Pirates.

Poh. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy haltsy
Let the trumpets give the fignal.

AIR LIV. Tk Marlorough.

Caw. We the fword of juftice drawing,
: Terror caft in guilty eyes; 5
In its beam falfe courage dies ; !
*Tis like lightning keen and awing.
Charge the foe, o
Lay them low,
~ Onthen, and ftrikg theblows . . ..., . = . °
Hark ! viftory calls us. See guilt is difmay’d: :
‘The villain is.of hisown confcience afraid.
. In your hands are your lives and your libertice
held, o
The courage of virtue was never repell’d. .

I

Pir. Our chief demands 2 par]ey.
Pob. Let him advance,

Art thou, Morano, that fell man of prey ?
That foe to juftice ?
Mor. Tremble and obey. ’
_ Art thou great Pohetohee ftyl’d ?
Pob. ' The fame.

1 dare ayow my aftions and my name.

Mor. Thou know’ft then, king, thy fon there, was
my prifoner. Pay us the ranfom we demand, allow us-
fafe pafiage to our fhips, and we will give you your:
livesand liberty. . - o .

Pob, Shal] robbers and plunderers prefcribe rules to- -
right and equity ? Infolent madman ! Compofition with
knaves is bale and ignominious, Tremble at the fword
of jutice, rapaciaus brute. .

o 2 ' ATR
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AIR LV. Les rats,

Mor.Know then, war’s my pleafure,
Am I thus controll’d ?
Both thy heart and treafure
I11 at once unfold. ,
You, like a mifer, fcraping, hiding, ,
Rob all the world ; you’re but mines of gold.
Rage my breaft alarms,
War is by kings held right-deciding ;
Then to arms, toarms;
With this fword I’ll force your hold.

By thy obftinacy, king, thou ‘haft provok’d thy fate ;
and fo expet me. . :

Pob. Rapacious fool ; by thy avarice thou fhalt pe-
rilh, o
AMor. Fall on.

Pob. For your lives and liberties.
[Fighty Pirates beat off.
' : Enter Ducat. :

. Dxc. A flight wound now would have been: a good
certificate ; but who dares contradi&t a foldier? . *Tis
your common {oldiers who muft content themfelves with
mere fighting ; but ’tis we officers that run away with
the moft fame as well as pay. Of all fools, the fool-
hardy are the greateft, for-they are not even .to be trufted’
with themfelves. Why fhould we provoke men to turn
again upon us, after they are’ run away ? For my own
part, I think it wifer to talk of fighting, than only to be
talk’d of, The fame of a talking hero will fatisty me ;
the: found of whofe valour amazes and aftonifhes. all

aceable men, women, and children. Surea man ma
gee allow’d a little lying in his :own praife, when there’s
fo much going about to his difcredit. Since every other-
body gives a man lefs praife than he deferves, a man, in
juftice to himfelf, ought to make up deficiencies, With-"
out this privilege, we fhould have fewer good charaéters
in the world than we have, ,

, AIR.
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AIR LVI. BMadRobin.- ~ ' -

How faultlefs does the nymph ar,

When her own hand the yp'xélt)urzp £:wa !
But all'others only finear

Her wrinkles, cracks, and flaws.

Self-flattery: is our claim and right,.
Let men fay what they will ;-

Sure we may- fet our ‘good in fight,
When neighbours fet our ill.

R

So, for my own part, I’ll no more truft my reputation in
my neighbour’s hands, than my money ; butwill turn
them both myfelf to the beft advantage.

Enter Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, and Indians, ,

Pob, Had Morano been takea or flain, our vidory
had been complete. .

Diuc. A hare may efcape from a maftiff. I could not
be a greyhound too, L ‘ '

Pob. How have you difpos’d of the prifoners ?

Caw, Theyare all -under fafe guard, il the king’s
Jjuftice, by their exemplary punifhment, deters others
from the like barbarities. - : ' -

Poh. Byt all our troops are notas yet return’d fromr
“the purfuit : I am too for fpeedy juftice, for in thae
there {3 a fort of clemency. Befides I would not have
my private thoughts worried by mercy to pardon’ fuch
wretches. I cannot be anfwerable for the frailties of
my nature. .
‘ Caw. The youth who refeued me from: thefe crue?
men is miffing ; and amidft all.our-fuccefes I cannot feel
happinefs I fear heis among theflain. My gratitude
interefted itfelf fo warmly in his fafery, that you muft
pardon my concern. WHhat hath victory done for me ¥
¥ have loft a friend. :

AIR LVIL hro’ the wood, ladd.

As fits the fad turtle alone on the fpray ;
His heart forely beating, -
Sad murmur repeating, ) »
Indulging his grief for hig confort aftray ;
For torce or death only could keep her away. N
\ ow

¢
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Now he thinks of the fowler, and every fnare ;
If guns have not flain her, :
The net muft detain her, _
Thus he’ll rife in my thoughts, every hour with a tear,
If fafe from the battle he do not appear.

Pob, Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him ;
for I fhare in my fon’s affliction. [Exit Indian.

Duc. I had berter too be upon the fpot, or my ' men
may embezzle fome plunder which by right fhould be
mine. [Exit.
’ Enter Indian,

Ind. The youth, Sir, with a party is juft return’d
from the purfuit. He’s here to attend your majefty’s
commands, -

- Enter Polly and Indian.

Caw, Pardon, Sir, the warmth of my friendfhip, if

I fly to meet him, and for a moment intercept his duty.
' [Embracing.

* AIR LVIIL  Clap’d inmy dear Melinda’s arms.

Polly. Viftory is ours,

Caw. =———-—————=—=My fond heart s at reft.
Polly. Friendfhip thus receives it gueft,

Caw. O what tranfport fills my breag !

Polly.  Conquett is compleat.

Caw. Now the triumph’s great.

Polly. In your life is a nation bleft.

Caw. In yourlife I'm of all poffefsd.

Pob. The obligations my fon hath receiv’d from you,
makes me take a part in his friendfhip. {In your fafety
victory has been doubly kind to me. k. Morano hath
efcap d, jultice only referves him to be ¥#nifl'd by anc-
ther hand. . o

Polly. Inthe rout, Sir,” I overtook himi) flying with
all the cowardice of guilt upon him. Thoufands have
falfe courage enough to be vicious ; true fortitude is
founded upon honour and virtue ; that only can abide
alltefts. I made him my prifoner, and left him with-

. out



POLLY. 91

out under ftrict guard, till I receiv’d your majefty’s com-
mands for his difpofal.

Pob. Sure this youth was fent me asa guardian, Let
your prifouer be brought before us.

_ Enter Morano guarded. - ;

Mor. Here’sa young treacherous dog now, who

hangs the hufband to come at the wife. There are
wives in the world, who would have underraken that
-affair to have come at him. Your fon’s Lberty, to be
{ure, you think better worth' than mine; fo that I
-allow youagood bargain if I take my own for his ran-
fom, without. a gratuity. You know, king, he is my
debtor,

Poh. He hath -the obligations:.to thee.of a fheep’
who hath efcap’d out of the jaws of the wolf, beaft
of prey ! .

Mor. Your great men will never own their debss,
that’s certain. - ) ' '

Pob, Trifle not with juftice, impious . man. Your
‘ban;}mfities, your rapine, yourmurderes are now at an
end. - .

Mor. Ambition mufttake its chance. If Ldie, I1die
in my vocation.
’ e

AIR LIX. Parfon wpon Dorotly. °

The foldiers, who by trade muftdare .
The deadly cannon’s founds, - = """~
You may be {ure, betimes prepare
.For fatal blood and wounds.
The men, who with advent’rous dance,
Bound from the cord on high, ,
"Muft own they have the frequent chance
By broken bones to- die.
Since rarely then - Y
Ambitious men,
Like others, lofe their breath 3
Like thefe, I hope, ’
They know a rope.
Is but their natural death.
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-We shuft all take the commonlot of our profeffions.

Poh, Would your European laws have fuffer’d crimes
+ike thefe to have gone unpunifh’d ?

Mor. Were all I am worth fately landed, I have
wherewithal to ‘make almoft any crime fit eafy upon
‘e, ! ’ .

Poh. Have ye notions of property ?

Mor. Of my ewn. : . :

Pob. Wouldnot your honeft induftry have been fufli- -
‘cient to have fupported you ? R

Mor. Honeft induftry !' I'have heard talk of it indeed,
-among the common people, but all great 'genius’s are
above ir, .

Feb. Have you no refpett for virtue? ,. . .

Mor. As a good phrafe, Sir.  But the pra&ifers of it
are fo infignificant and poor, that they are feldom found
JAn the beft.company. R

Pob, 1Is not wifdom efteem'd among you ? ’

Mor. Yes, Sir: but only as a ftep to riches.and
ipower ; a flep that raifes ourfelves, and trips up oun
neighbours. ‘
< - Pah. Honour, and honefty, . are;not "thofe . diftin-
duifh’d ? . .

Mer. As incapacities and follies. How ignorant are
thefe Indians ! Butindeed I think honour is of fome
ufe; it ferves to fwear upon. .

Pob, Have you no confcioufnéfs ? Have you no
fhame? = ' ' -

Mor. Of being poor. .

Pob. How can fociety fubfift with avarice! . Ye are
but the forms of men. Beafts would thruft you out of
their herd upon' that account, and man fhould .caft you
out for your bratal- difpofitions. ‘

Meor. Alexander the'Great was more fuccefsful. That’s
all, T

“AIR LX. '?719. collier has a daughier, :

When right or wrong’s decided,
In war or civil caufes.
We by fuccefs are guided
To blame or give applaufes.
Thus
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Thus men exalt ambition,

In power by all commended, .

But when it falls from high condition,
" Tyburn is well attended.

. Pob. Letjuftice then take her courfe, I fhall not, in-
terfere with her decrees. Mercy too cbliges me to pro-
tect my country from fuch violences. Immediate death
fhall put a ftop to your further mifchiefs,

Mbr. This fentence indeed is hard. Without the
common forms of trial ! Not fo much as the counfel of
a Newgate atrorney ! Not to be able to lay out sy mo-
ney in partiality and evidence! Not a friend perjur'd
for me ! *Tis hard, very hard ! o

Pob. Let the fentence be put in exeewtion. Lead
bt todeath. Let his accomplices be witneffes of it,
and afterwards let them be fecurely guarded till further

AIR LXY. Mad MA.-

Mor. AH crimes are judg’d like fornication ;
While rich we are honeft no doubt;
Fine ladies can keep reputation,
Poor laffes alone are found out.
If juftice had piercing eyes,
Like ourfelves, to look within,
She'd find power and wealth a difguife
That fhelter the worft of our kin. )
[Exit, guarded,

.

Pob. How fhall I return the obligations I owe you 2
Every thing in my power yqu may command, In
making a requeft, you confer on me another benefit.
For gratitude is oblig’”d by accafions of making a
retusn : and every occafion muft be agreeable; fora
grateful miod hath more pleafure in paying than re-
ceiving. . N .

Caw. My friendfhip too is impatient to give you proofs
of it. How happy would you make me in allowing me
to difcharge that duty ! ’ ‘

G ‘ AIR
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_ AIR LXII  Prince George.

All friendfhip is a mutual debt,

Polly. ~ The contra&’s inclination :
Caw. We never can that bond forget
- Of tweet retaliation.
Polly, Allday, and every day the fame,

We are paying and ftill owing ;
Caw, ‘By turns we grant, by turns we claim

The pleafure of beftowing.
Both. By turns we grant, &c.

: Polly, The pleafure of having ferv’d an honourable
man is a fufficient return. My misfortunes, I fear, are
beyond relief. .

Caw. That figh makes me fuffer, If you have a
want, let me know it. '

" Pdlly. If it is in aking’s power, my power will make
me happy. ,

Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are unjuft in
concealing your diftrefles from me. You deny me the
privilege of friendthip 3 for I 'have a right to fhare
them, or redrefs them, '

Poh. Can my treafures make you happy ?

Polly. Thofe who have them not, think they can ;
thofe who have them, know they cannot.

Poh. How unlike his countrymen ! :

Cawv. W hile you conceal one want from me, I feel
- every want for you. Such obftinacy to a friend is bar-

barity.
legu Let not my reflet'on interrupt the joys of
your triumph. Could I have commanded my thoughts,
I'would have referv’d them for folitude.
Ca<v. Thofe fighs, and that refervednefs, are {ymp-
“toms of a heart in love. A painthat I am yet a ftran-
er to. :
& Polly. Then you never have been completely wretched.

AIR
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AIR LXIII. Blithe Fockey, young and gay.

Can words the pain exprefs
Which abfent lovers know ?
He only mine can guefs,
Whofe heart hath felt the woe.
. "Tis doubt, fufpicion, fear,
Seldom hope, oft’ defpair,
. "Tis jealoufy, "tis rage, in brief
_’Tis every pang and grief, -

Caw. But does not love often deny itfelfaid and -
comfort, by being too obftinately. fecret ; ~

Polly, One cannot be too open to generofity ; that
is a fun of univerfal benignity. In concealing our-
felves from it, we but deny ourfelves the blefling of its
influence.

* AIR LXIV.. Inthe fields in froff and fnow.

The modett lily, like the maid,

Its pure bloom defending,
» Is of noxious dews afraid,

Soon as even’s defcending.

Clos’d all night,

Free from blight, .

It preferves the native white ;

But at morn’ unfolds its leaves,

And the vital fun receives.

Yet why fhould I trouble your majefty with the misfor-
tunes of fo inconfiderable a wretch as Iam ?

Pob. A king’s beneficence thould be like the: fun.
The moft humble weed fhould feel its influence, as well
as the moft gaudy flower. But I have the neareft con-
cern in any thing that touches you.

Polly. Youfee then at your feet the moft unhappy “of
women. ) [Kncels, be raifes ber.

Caw. A woman! O my heart !

Pob. A woman!

Polly. Yes,Sir; the moft wretched of her fex. In

love ! married ! abandon’d, and in defpair !
' G: Pab.
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" Pob. What brought you into thefe countries ?

Polly. To find my hutbend. Why hed not the love
of virtue direéted my heart ? But, alas! ’tis outward
appearance alone that generally engage a woman’s af-
fection ! And my heart1s in the pofleifion of the moft
profligate of mankind.

Pob, Why this difguife ? .

Polly. To prote&t me from the violences and infults
to which my fex might have expos’d me. :

Caw. Had fhe not been married, 1 mjght bave been
happy. [ Hfde.

Polly. He ran into the madnefs of every-vice.. I
deteft his principles, tho’ I am fond of his perfon
to diftrattion. Could your commands for fearch and
enquiry, reftore him to me, you reward me at once with
;lil my withes. For fure my love fill might reclaim

m.

Caw. Had you conceal’d your fex, I had beén happy
in your friendfhip ; but now, how uneafy, how reftlefa
is my heart !

AIR. LXV. Whilfl Igaze on Chloes

Whilft I %aze in fond defiring,
Every former thought is loft ;.
Sighing, wifhing, and admiring,
ow my troubled foul is toft !
Hot and cold my blood is flowing,
How it thrillsin every vein !
Liberty and life are going, ~
Hope can ne’er relieve my pain. .

= Enter Indian. '

Ird, The reft of the troops, Sir, are return’d from
the purfuit with more prifoners. They attend your
majefty’s commands.

Pob, Let them be brought before us. [Exit Indian.]
Give not yourfelf up to defpair ; for every thing in my
power you may command, [7o Polly.

Caw. And every thing in mine. But, alas! I have
none ; for 1 am notin my own ! .

Enter
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" Enter Ducat and Jenny, guarded, &c.

Fen. Sparemy hufband, Morano is my hufband.

Pok, Then I have reliev’d you from the fociety of
a montfter. ‘ ;

Fen. Alas, Sir ! there are many hufbands who are fu-
rious ‘monfters to' the reft of mankind, that are the
tameft creatures alive to their wives. I can be anfwer-
able for his duty and fubmiffion to your majefty, for I
know I have fo much power over him, thar I can even
make him good.

Pob. Why then had not you made him fo before ?

Fen. 1 was, indeed, like other wives, too indulgent to
him ; and asit was agreeable to my own humour, I was
loth to baulk his ambition. I muft, indeed, own too,
that I had the frailty of pride. But where is the wo-
man who hath not an inclination to be as great and rich

_as fhe can be ? .

Pob, With how much eafe and unconcern thefe Eu-
ropeans talk of vices, as if they were neceflary quali-
fications. '

AIR LXVI. Tbe famaica.

Fen.  The fex, we find,
Like men inclin’d ’
_ To guard againft reproaches ;
- And none negle&t ‘
To pay refpe :
To rogues who keep their coaches.

Indeed, Siy, I had determin’d to be honeft myfelf, and
to have made him fo too, as foon as I had put myfelf
upon a reafonable foot in the world ; and that is more
felf-denial than is commonly pratis’d.

Pob. Woman, your profligate Yentiments offend me ;
and you deferve to be cut off from fociety, with your
hufband. Mercy would be fcarce excufable in pardoning
you. Have. done then. Morano is now under the
ftroke of juftice. ’ ‘

Fen. Let me implore your majefty to refpite his fen-
tence. Send me back again with him iut6 flavery, from

G3 whence



78 .P OL LY.

whence we efcap’d. Give us an occafion of being ho-
nefl, for we owe aur lives and liberties to one another,

Dac. Yes, Sir, I fiad fome of my run-away flaves
among the crew ; and I hope my fervices at leaft will
allow me to claim my owa again.

Fen. Morano, Sir, I muft confefs, hath been a free

- liver, and a man of fo mamy gallantries, that no woman
could efcape him. If Macheath’s misfortune were ~
known, the whole fex would be in tears.

Polly. Macheath !

Fen. He is no black, Sir; but under that difguife,
for my fake, fkreen'd himfelf from the claims and im-
portunities of other women. May love interceed for
bim? ' )

Polly. Macheath ! Is it poffible? Spare him, fave
him, 1 afk no gther reward.

Pob. Hafte, let the fentence be fufpended. :

[Exit Indian,

Polly. Fly; s moment may make me miferable.
‘Why could not I know him ? All his diftrefles brought
upon him by my hand ! Cruel love, how could’ft thow
blind mefo ¢ -

AIR LXVIL - Tweed ﬁ)g.

The ftag, when chas'd all the long day
O’er the lawn, thro’ the foreft and brake ;
Now panting for.breath and at bay,
Now ftemming the river or lake ;
When the treacherous fcent is all cold,
And at eve he returns to his hind,
Can her joy, can her pleafure be told 2
Such joy sad fuch pleature I find.

But, alas ! now again refloion turns fear upon my heart,
His pardon may come too late, and 1 may never fee

him more. ‘ ,
Pob. Take hence that profligate woman. Let her be
kept under ftri¢t guard till my commands. ,
Fen. Slavery, Sir, flavery is all I akk. Whatever be-
comes of him, fpare my life ; fpare an uamfortunate
woman. What can be the meaning of this fudden turn !
4 - Conti-



Confider, Sir, if a hufband be never fo bad, a wife is boynd

to dut/y;

Pob. Take her hence, I fay; let my orders be abeyed,
[Exit Jenny, guarded.

Pelly, What, no news yet? Not yet returned ? .

Caw. If juftice hath overtaken him, he was unworthy

of you. .
Polly. Not yet !—Oh, how-I fear! .

AIR LXVIIL. One cvening as I lay, -

My heart forebodes he’s dead ;
at thought how can I bear ?

He’s gone, forever fled ;

My foul is all defpair !
1 fee him pale and cold,-

The noofe hath ftopp’d his breath,
Juft as my dream foretold :

Oh, had that fleep been death !

: Enter Indians.
He’s dead, he’s dead ! ——their looks confefs it |—eeeee
Your tongues have no need to give it utterance, to con-
firm my misfortunes! I know, I fee,-I feel it! Support
me! Oh, Macheath ! .

Duc. Mercy ppon me ! now I look upon her nearer,
blefs me! it muft be Polly. This woman, Sir, is my
flave ; and I claim her as my own. Ihope, if your ma-
jefty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburfe me, and
not let me be a lofer. She was an honetft girl, to be fure,
and had too much virtue to thrive ; for, to my knowledge,

. money oould not tempt her. :

Pob. And if fhe is virtuous, European, deft thou think
I'lt a& the infamous part of a ruffian, and force her? *Tis
my duty, as a king, to cherith and prote& virtue,

Caw. Juftice hath relieved you from the fociety of a
wicked man. If an boneft heart can recompenfe your
lofs, you would make me happy in accepting mine. [’
hope my father will confent to my happinefs.

Pob. Since your love of her is founded upon the love
of virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own dif-

pofal.

Caw,
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Caw. What, no reply ? .
. Polly. Abandon me to my foxrows, for in indlging
them is my only relief. - :

Pohb. Let the chiefs have immediate execution. For
the reft, let them be reftored to their owners, and return
to their flavery.

AIR LX]X.  Buff-coa.

Cow.,  Why that languifh ! o
Polly. Oh, he’s dead ! ‘Oh, he’s loft for ever !
Caw. Ceafe your anguifh, and forget your grief,
Polly. Ah, never !
* What air, grace, and ftature !
. Caw, How falfe 1n his nature !
Polly. To virtue iy love might have won him.
Caw.  How bafe and deceiving!
Polly. ,But loveis believing. .
Caw. Vice, at length, as ’tis meet, hath undone him.

By your confent, you might, at the fame time, give me
happinefs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea-
fares are all at your command. .

AIR LXX. An lalian ballad.,

Polly. Frail is ambition, how weak the foundation !
Riches have wings as inconftant as wind ;
My heart is proof againft either temptation,
Virtue, without them, contentment can find.

T am charmed, prince, with your generofity and virtues.
*Tis anly by the purfuit of thofe we fecure real happinefs.
‘Thofe that know and feel virtue in themfelves, muft love
itin others. Allow me to give a decent time to my for-
rows. But my misfortunes, at prefent, interrupt the joys
of vifory. :

Caw. Fair princefs, for fo, I hope, fhortly, to make -
you, permit me to attend you, either to divide your
griefs, or, by converfation, to foften your forrows.

Pob. *Tisa pleafure to me, by this alliance, to recom-

penfe your merits. [Exeunt Caw. and Polly.
Let the fports and dances, then, celebrate our vi&tory.
Exie,

DANCE.
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AIR LXXI Tbe Temple.

Juftice long forbearing,
Power or riches never fearing,
Slow, yet perfevering,
Hunts the villain’s pace.
Joftice long, &e. .
What tongues, then, will defend him ?
Or what hand will fuccour lend him ? -
Ev’n his friends attend him,
To foment the chace,
Juftice long, &,
Virtue fubduing,
Humbles in ruin
All the proud wicked race,
Truth, never failing,
Mutft be prevailing,
Falfhood fhall find difgrace.
Juftice-long forbearing, &',
. : [Exeunt,
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P"R.O\L'O G U E

IWBnJer not our quthor doubts fuccefs,
One in bis circumflance can do no lefs, )
The daucer on the rope that tries at all, - 5
In each uapraftis'd caper rifques a fall :
I owwn I dread bis ticklifb fituation,
Critics detef} poetic innovation,
Had Ic’rus been content with folid ground,
The giddy, ventrous youth had ne’er been drown’d,
Fbe Pegafus of old bhad fire and force,
But your true modern is a carrier’s horfe,
Drazwn by the foremoff belly afraid to firay,
Bard follewing Sard, jogs on the braten way.
Why is this man fo obfiinate an elf ? ‘
Will bey alone, nov imitate bimfelf ? - - A
His fcene wow [fbews the bevoes of obd Greece; .
But bowo B "¥is monfirous b in a comic picce. -
To bufkins, plumes and belmets abat pretence,
If mighty chicfs mufP [Poakd bus common: fosfs P
Shall no bold diction, no puetic rage,
Foam at our months, and:thunder ou 1be Rage #
No——"tis Achilles, as he came from Chiron,
Fuft taught to fing, as well as wield cold iron ;
And whatfoever critics may fuppofe, :
Our author bolds, that what be [poke avas profe.

froa. “8 N DRA‘



L 41

)

"PRAMATIS PER\SONE.'_»

M E N.

: : Covent-Garden.
Lycomedes, - - Mr. Du-Bellamy,
Diphilus, . - - Mr. Dyer.
Achilles, - - Mr. Mattocks.
Ulyfles, - . Mr. Owenfon.
Diomedes, - - - Mr. Fox.
Ajax, - - - v Mr. Duntftall
Periphas, - - - M., Reinhold,

Agyries, - - - Mr, Baker.
W. O M E N.

¢ Thetis.? ,
Theafpe, - - - Mifs Catley.

Diidamia, . . Mrs. Mattocks.,
[i/bia, - - - “Mrs. Pouflin, .
Phile, .« = = . Mifs Valois.
Artemona, L. - Mifs Brown.

’ Courﬁ‘ciu, Guards, &,
SCENE, SCrRrROS

ACHILLES,

-



[ 51

>
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»' Tbe'lines diftinguifbed by inverted comas, ¢ thus,” are omitted in the
Reprefemation, and-thofe: printed in Ralics are the addivions of
the Tbeatre. : :

1

ACT Lk
¢« SCENE, th Pqlace.
& Enter Thetis and Achilles:

=T

e Y

¢ THETkH. N .
¢ YORE. I leave yau, child, I muftinffk upon your
<. - proyeife, twt you will never difcovar yomdglf:
¢, withous my-Meave, Don’s look upon i a5 capricious
< fandneke, pex think (beeaufa. 'tie 3 morher’s advice):
¢-thar, in duy to- yousdeif, you are obliged uos to fol-:

R o (T

¢ Ach. Buywy charadler, my hoppusr—r-Wonld you
¢ beye yows n live wish infamy ?-——-Qn the firft ftep
¢ of a young fellew, depends his charailer for life. I
¢ beg you, goddefs, to dilpgnfe with your cammands,

¢ Thet. Have you, then, no regard to my prefenti-
¢ ment? I cap’t Lar. the thouglgs of yoyr going ; for I
¢ knew that odious fiege of Troy would be the death
¢ of thee. : ' ‘ S

¢ Ach. Becaufe you have the natural fears of 4 mother,
¢ would you have me infenfible that ¥ have the héart of
¢ a man # The world, Medam, muflook upoh my ab-
¢ fconding in this manner, and at this particular junc-
¢ ture; as infamous cowardice, .o N

* AIR Y. A clown in Flandows once thevetoas,
¢ What’s life ? Ne curfle is more fevere,
¢ Than bearing life with fhame.
. ¢ Is this your fondnefs, this your care ?
¢ Ob, give me death with gamc v :
’ A e $ Thet,
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¢ Thet. Keep your temper, Achilles, ’Tis both im-
¢ pious and undutiful to call my prefcience in queftion.

¢ Ach. Pardon me, goddefs ;. for had you, like other
¢ mothers, been a mere woman only, I thould have ta-
¢ ken the liberty of other fons, and fhould (as ’tis my du-
¢ ty) have heard your advice, and followed my own.

¢ Thet. 1 pofitively fhall not be eafy, child, unlefs you
¢ give me your word and honou You know my
¢ commands.

¢ Ach. My word, Madam, I can give you; but my
¢ honour is already facrificed to my duty. That I gave
¢ you, when Ifubmitted to put on this woman’s habit.

¢ Thet. Believe me, Achilles, I have-a tender regard
¢ for your honour, as well as life. By preventing your
¢ running headlong to your defth?, I preferve you for
¢ future glor{. Therefore, child, I once more. infift
¢ upon your folemn promife. .
* ¢ Ach, Was I a woman, (as I appear to be) I could,
¢ without difficulty, give you a promife, to have the plea-
¢ fure of breaking it; but when I promife, my life is
¢. pledged for the performance. Your commands, Ma-’
¢ dam, are facred. Yet I intreat yau, goddefs, to con-
¢ fider the ignominious part you make me a&. In obey-
¢ ing you, I prove myfelf unworthy ef you.

¢ Thet. My will, Achilles, is not to be controverted.
¢ Your life depends upon your duty; and, pofitively,
¢ child, you fhall not go to this fiege.

¢ AIR II. Gedgeon's Song.

¢ Why am I thus held at defiance ?
¢ A mother, a goddefs obey.
¢ Will men never praflife compliance,
¢ Till marriage hath taught them the way ?

¢ Ach. But why muft I lead the life of a woman? .
¢ Why was I flolen away from my preceptor ? Was I mot
¢ as {afe under the care of €hiron ? I know the love he
¢ had for me; I feel his concern; andI dare fwear that
¢ g::d creature is now fo diftrefled for the lofs of me,
¢ that he will quite founder himfelf with galloping from
¢ place to place to look after me. .

8 ¢ Ther,
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¢ Thet. T’ll hear no more. Obey, and feek to know
no further. Can you imagine that I would have taken
all this trouble to have lodged you under the protection
og Lycomedes, if I had not feen the abfolute neceflity
of it? .

¢ Ach. Were I allowed to follow my inclinations,
what would you have to fear? I fhould do my duty,
and die with honour, Was I to live anage, I could do.

. ho more.

¢ Thet. You are fo very obftinate, that, really, child,
there’s no enduring you. Your impatience feems to
forget that I am a goddefs. Have I not degraded my-
felf into the charaéter of adiftreffed Grecian princefsy ?
*Tis owing to my artifice and infinuation that we have.
the protcgioﬁ of the king of Scyros. Have I not won
Lycomedes’s friendfhip and hofpitality to that degree,
as to place you, without the leait fufpicion, among his
daughters ? -And for what, dear Achilles ? Your fafety
and future fame required it. : L
¢ Ach. ’Tis impoflible, Madam, to bear it much

longer! my werds, my ations, my aukward behaviour,.

muft one day inevitably difcover me——I had been.
fafer under the tuition of Chiron.

¢ Thet. Hath not the prophet Calchas perfuaded the
confederates, that the fuccefs of their expedition agaigft

Troy, depends upon your being among them ?, Have,
they not emiffaries and fpies almoft every where in
fearch of you? ’Tis here, only, and in this difguife,
that 1 can believe you out of the reach of fufpicion—,
You have fo much youth, and fuch a bloom, that there.
is no man alive but muft take you for a woman. What
I am moft afraid of, is, that when you are among the la-,
dies, you fhould be fo little ma&r of your paflions,

as to find yourfelf a man. )

¢ AIR III. D:d you ever bear of a ga'lla;:t Jailor?

¢ Ach. The woman always in temptation, *

. ¢ Muft do what Nature bids her do :
¢ Our hearts feel equal palpitation ; ’
¢ For we've unguarded minutes tooy B ’
. . K]
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¢ nature, greedy,
¢ When larioand r)i'cedy,
¢ Within your fold the wolf confiney
! ¢ Then bid the glutton
. ¢ Not think of mutton ;
¢ Can you perfuade him nqt to.dine 2

¢ Thet. Now, dear child, let me beg yon to be, dif-
¢ creet. I have fome fea affairs that require my atten-
% dance, which (much againft my will) oblige me, for a

¢ tine, to leave you to your ows conduct.
¢ Enter Artemona, '

. ¢ Art, The princeffes, Lady Pyrrha, have been fittin
¢-at their embroidery above a quarter of an hour, an
¢ are perfe@ly miferable for want of you., '

¢ Thet. Pyrrhais fo very unhandy, and fo, monftroufly
¢ ankward at her needle, that I knew the muft be diverting,

¢ Her paffion for romances (as you muft haveobferved n
¢ other girls)' took her off from every part of ufeful -
¢ education. '

* ¢ Ach, For the many obligations I have to the prin-
¢« ceffes, 1 thould, ne doubt, ugon all oceafions, thew
‘¢ myfelf ready to be the butt of their ridicule; ’tis a
¢ duty that all great people expeét from what they call
¢ their dependants.

- ¢ Art, How can you, Lady l?rrha, mifinterpret 2 ci-
¢ vility ? I know they have a
¢ you; and have a pleafurein inftruéting you.

¢ Thet. For Heaven’s fake, Pyrrha, let not your cap-
¢ tious temper rup away with your geod-manuers. You
¢ canpot but be fenfible of the king’s and their civilities,
¢ both to you and me. How can you be fo horridly oyt
¢ of humour ? : ’

' ¢ Ache Afl1 mean, Madam, is, that when people are
¢ fenfible of their own defeéts, they are not the proper
¢ objeéts of ridicule.

¢ ‘Thet. You are fo very touchy, Pyrrha, that there is

¢ no enduring you? How cen you be fo unfociable a

¢ creature, as to deny 3 friend the liberty of laughing at

¢ your little follies.and indifcretions ? For what, do you
¢ think, wopses keep company with one another ?

& Ach, Becaufe they hate one another, defpife one

¢ another,

riendthip, an efteem for -
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another, and feck to have the pleafure of feeing and
expofing one another’s faults and follies,

¢ Thet. Now, dear Pyrrha, tell me, is work = thin
-you pique yourfelf upon ? Suppofe too, they- thoul
{mile atan abfurdity in your drefs, it could not be fuch °
a mortification, a8 if, like moft women, you had made
it the chief bufinefs of your life. ’
¢ Art. Don’t they treat one another with equal fami.
¢ liarity ?

¢ Ach, But'a repl{ from me (whatever was the provo.

cation) might be looked upon as impertinent. I hace
to be under the reftraint of civility when I am ill ufed.
¢ Art, Will you allow me, Madam, to make your ex- "
cufes to the princeffes 2—The occafion of your high-
nefs’s leaving her, I fee, troubles her—Perhaps I may
interrupt converfation.

¢ Thet, *Tis aftonithing, child, how you can have fo
little complaifance. This fullen behaviour 'of yours
¢ muft be difagreeable. I hope, Madam, fhe is not al-
ways in this way ?

¢ Art. Never was any creature moreentertaining ! Such -
fpirits, and fo much vivacity ! The princefles are really
ond of her to diftrattion. The moft chearful tempers
are liable to the fpleen ; and ’tis an indulgence that one
woman owes to another.

¢ Ach, The fpleen, Madam, is a female frailty that I
¢ have no pretenfions to, nor any of its affeétions. .

« ~

a o & &

- ®

L) aa o

.o a &

¢ AIR 1IV. 8i wous wous moquex de noys,

¢ When a woman fullen fits,
¢ And wants breath to conquer reafon,
¢ Always thefe affeted fits
¢ Are in feafon.
" ¢ Since ’tis in her difpofition,
¢ Make her be her own phyfician,

¢ Nay, dear Madam, you fhall not go without mew——
Though I have my particular reafons to be out of hu.
mour, I cannot be deficient in good-manners. ,
¢ Adrt. I know they would take it mortally ill, if they
¢ thought your comp{aifance had put yourfelf under the
¢ leaft reftraint, '

: ¢ Acky

L
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¢ Ak, T can’t forgive wyfalf for-my behavions. You
¢ muft excufe me, gﬁhm;
¢ ip an in@wility that I am but top liable ta. .

¢ dr. Yau knew we all rally you upon, your being in -
¢ lowe, 28 that.is one. of ire maft infallibls fymptems.. -

¢ hats. I chargs you, upan. my blefling ; as you ex--
¢ pe& fame, glory, immeortality, abey me. [ 7o Achilles..

¢ ['Rhwiis diffes bim. Esexnt Achilles qnd Artemona.

¢ As for his face, his air, his figure, I am not under the
¢ lealt apprehention ;. all my concern is from the impe-
¢ tyafity of his temper, Yet, after all, why fhoyid I
¢ feay, 3 dilcovery ? Far women have the fame pafiops,-
¢ though thay emplay them ypon. different objettyy

*ALR V. Adwinva,

¢ Man’s fo touchy, a word that’s injurious

¢ Wakes his honour ; he’s fudden ae fires
¢ Woman kindles, and is no lefs furious

¢ Forher trifles, or.any defire.

¢ Man is tefty, ' -
¢ Or four, or refly, ‘

¢. H'balk’d of honours, or- pow’r, er pelf,

- Woman’s paffions can ne lefs moleft:
¢ And al! for reafons {he keepe to herfelf,

¢ Heis fudden, heis impasient. Whae thon 3 Are-wge,
¢ men lefé fo? Afle almoft alt fervants: what they know
of their miftrefles. He is wilful, tefty, and untratable:
can’t thoufands of Buflands fay se muek of their wives ?
‘Then, as for his obfinacy, that can nexen frew him lefs
a woman. Bu¢ ke bath not thar command.of his
tongue I could wifh, him.: he is. teo vehemest, too fe-
vere in his expreflions. In this particular, indeed, few
women take equal. liberties to ong apothex’s. faces ; but
they make ample amends for it behind each other’s
backs : fo that, with all thefe infirmities of man, he
¢ may, wikh-the, leaft condudl, very, well pals, for a fige-.
¢ {pingedwamane This.refleCiion hath cured my, anxiety,
¢ and will pake.ms belicve him fecure. .

ot ¢ Baun Lycomsdes. :

& Toato "Tis with the umall grativude. thas L‘rsmm

.~ 80 6 aaran

a’t

for abfence in convenfation.
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¢ your majefty thanks for the honours and hofpitable fa-
¢ vours-fhewn to me and my daughter. .
. ¢ Lycoms. 'Youwould oblige me more, Madam, if your
¢ affairs would allow you to accept them longer.
¢ Yhet.. 1 have prefumed, Sir, -;g trefpafs further on
¢ your generofity, in leaving my .daughter ynder your
. i:otegﬂi:n._ I hope Pyrﬂ;ga’s gehavi%ur will»deferge ite

¢ AIR VI. 9 you, my dear, and te-ne otlgr.

¢ Mutft, then, alas ! the forideft mother
-¢ Defert her child ? AB '
Lycom. = - = = = = = = - why this tgar ?
¢ 8he’ll in Theafpe find a;other; .
¢ In me, puternal love and care, -

¢ 'Had you taken her with 'you, my daughters would have
¢ been miferable beyond expreffion : theirs and her edu-
¢ cation'thall be the fames .
¢ Tket. 1 beg you, Sir, not to regard my gratitude like
¢ the common obligations of princes; for neither time
¢ nor intereft can ever cancel it. .

¢ Lycom. Affairs of cenfequence may-require your
¢ prefence. Importunity, upon thefe occafions, is tyou-
¢ blefome and unhofpitable. I 3k no queftions, Madam,
¢ .becaufe I choofe not to pryinto fecrets, .

¢ $Bet. 1 can only thank, afd rely upon your m{eﬂx’s
¢ goodnefs—My duty to the queen, Sir, calls me
. ¢ -hence, to own my obligations, and receive her ,com-
_‘ .' ' . ) [Ex{t.

A * Enter Diphilus. . .

Lyc, ‘The princefs Califta hath taken Ler leave; fhe'is
but juft gone out of the reem. -

Diph. The danghter, Sir, was a moft délicious piece.

Lycom. With all her little vixen-humours, to my tafte
&e is infinitely agreeable.

Diph. Your parting with her,Sir, in this ealy manner,
is aftonithing—One, too, fo exceflively fond.of you——

~fgycom, Parting with her, Djphilus !

# In the reprefentation, the firk A& begins here. -
Dipbs

\
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¢ Diph. But no prince alive hath fo great a command
¢ of his paffions.

¢ Lycom. Dear Diphilus, let me underftand you.

¢ Diph. To my knowledge, you might have had her.

¢ Lycom. Can I believe thee ? L

¢ D;“db. I really thought the queen began to be a little
¢ uneafy ; and, for the quiet of the family, (fince fhe is
¢ gone) I muft own I am heartily glad of it.

¢ AIR VII. obnwent faiting unto Foan.

¢ How your patience had been try’d,
¢ Had this haughty dame comply’d !
¢ What’s a miftrefs and a wife ¢
¢ Joy for moments, plague for life.’

Lycom. 1 am not fo unhappy, Diphilus—Her mother
hath left her to my care. :

Diph. Juft as I withed. :

¢ Lycom. Would fhe had taken her with her!

¢ Diph. It might have been better ; for, beyond dif-
¢ pure, Sir, both you and the queen would have been
¢ eafier. . ‘ '

¢ Lycom. Why did fhe truft her to me ?

¢ Diph. There could be but one reafon.

¢ Lycom, I cannot anfwer for myfelf.

¢ Diph, "Twas upon that very profumption you was
¢ trufted.

¢ Lycom. Would I could believe thee.’

Diph, *Tis an apparent manifeft fcheme, Sir; and you
** would difappoint both mother and daughter, if your ma-
jefty did not betray your truft. ¢ You love her, Sir,
¢ you fay. :

¢ Lycom. To diftraction, Diphilus. : :

¢ Diph. And'was the betraying a truft ever, as yet, an
- ¢ obftacle to that paffion ? What would you have a mother
¢ do more upon fuch an occafion ? Ladies of her rank
¢ cannot tranfa& an affair of this kind, but with fome
¢ decorum.’ ‘ : -

Lycoms. But you can never fuppofe Pyrrha knows any
thing of the matter.

Diph, Why not, Sir ?

¢ Lycom.
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< Eycom. From me fbe cannot; for:] have never, as.
yet, made any dowaright profeffions.
4 Diph. There lies the true caufe of her thoughtful-
¢ nefs; ’tis nothing. but anxiety, for fear ber {cheme
¢ fhould not take place; for, no doubt, her mother hath
¢ inftru&ed her not to be too forward, to make you more
¢ fo.’—Believe me, Sir, you will have no difficulties in
this affair, but thote little ones that every woman knows
how to practife to quicken a lover.

Lycom. Be it as 1t will, Diphilus, I muft have her.

Diph. Had 1 been acquainted with your pleafure
fooner, your majetty by this rime had been tired of her.
How happy fhall I make her, if I may have the
honour of your majefty’s commands to hint your patlion
to her.

Lycom. Never did eyes receive a paffion with fuch
coldnefs, fuch indifferepce! :

AIR VIIL Groon’s Complaint.

Diffembling words, tao.cruel maid,
Or love or hate may feign,
By looks the paffions are betray’d,
For cyes theibeant explain,
‘Whene’er.my foul hathibreath’d defire,
1 figh!d, I gaz’d in vain ;
No glance confefs’d herfecret fire ;
And eyes the heart.explain, ’

-~

Diph. “Though'tiswhatifhe wifhies, what.fhe lopgs for,
-whatfhe-fighs for, .refpeét and asve are a reftraint’ upon
ther. eyes-as.well as tongue. I have -often. told .you, «Sir,
obe dares. not-underfland you ; fhe dargs not believesher-
-felf forhappy. . . - :

iLycom, Takethis ring, Diphilus, ———I muft leave
-the. reft to your difcretion. )

‘Diph.These may be a .manner.in giving it her, a
slitede; hint or fo ¢ but the prefent will {peak for itfelf;

¢ ’tis the moft fuccefsful advocate of love, and never
¢ wants an interpreter. 1

¢ Lycom. -Say every thing for me, Diphilus; for I

¢ “feel. I cannot fpeak for myfelf,
B

C D/;bb.
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¢ Diph. Could I be as fuccefsful in all my other nego-
¢ tiations ! Yet there may be difficulties,” for, if I mif-
take not, the lady hath fomething of the coquette about
her; and what felf-denial will not thofe creatures fuffer
to give a lover anxiety ?

AIR IX. O’r Bogie.

Obferve the wanton kitten’s play,
Whene’er a moufe appears ;
You there the true coquette furvey
In all her flirting airs : )
Now pawing,
Now clawing,
Now in fond embrace,
Till >midft her freaks,
He from her breaks, R
Steals off, and bilks the thafe,

¢ Lycom, Dear Diphilus, what doyou mean? I never
¢ faw a woman fo little of that charaéter. -

¢ Diph. Pardon me, Sir; your fituation is fuch, that
¢ you can never fee what mankind really are. In your
¢ prefence every one is afting a part; no ene is himfelf,
¢ and was it not for the eyes and tongues of your faith-
¢ ful fervants, how little would your fubjeéts be known
¢ to you! Though fhe is fo prim and referved before
¢ you, fhe is never at a lofs for airs to draw all the young
¢ flirting lords of the court about her.

¢ Lycom. Beauty muft always have its followers.

¢ Diph. If I miftake not, general Ajax too (who is
¢ fent to folicit your quota for the Trojan war) hath
¢ another folicitation more at heart. But fuppofe
¢ fhe had ten thoufand lovers; a woman’s prevalent paf-
¢ fion is ambition, which muft anfwer your ends.—The

¢ queen is coming this way, and her commands may de-

¢ tain me.—1 go, Sir, to make Pyrrha the happieft

¢ creature upon earth.’ [Exit.
Enter Theafpe.

Theaf. 1 think the princefs Califta might as well have
taken her daughter with her.——That girl is fo intolera-
bly forward, thatI cannot imagine fuch converfation can

s poflibly
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poffibly be of any great advantage to your daughters
education.

Lycom. You feem of late to have taken an averfion to
the girl. She hath fpirit and vivacity, ¢ but not meore
¢ than is becoming the fex; and’ yer I never faw any
thing in her behaviour but what was extremely modeft.

Tbeaf. For heaven’s fake, Sir, allow me to believe my
own eyes. ¢ Her forwardnefs mutt give the fellows fome
¢ encouragement, or there would not be that intolerable
¢ flutter about her.——But, perhaps, fhe hath fome
¢ reafons to be more upon her guard before you.’

Lycom. How can you be fo unreafonably cenforious ?

Theaf. 1can fee her faults, Sir. I fee her as a woman
fees a woman. The men, it feems, think the aukward
creature handfome.

¢ AIR X. Dutch Skipper. Firft part.

Lycom. ¢ When a woman’s cenforious,
¢ And attacks the meritorious ;
¢ Inthe fcandal fhe fhews her own malicious thought ;
¢ If real guilt fhe blames,
¢ Then pride her heart inflames,
¢ And fhe fancies fhe’s better’s for another’s fault:
‘ ¢ Thus feeking to difclofe,
: ¢ The flips of friends and foes,
¢ By her envy fhe does herfelf alonc expofe.’

Nay, dear child, your attacking her in this peevith way

can be nothing but downright antipathy. '
Thea/. Nay, dear Sir, your defending her in this

feeling manner, can be nothing but downright partiality.
¢ Lycém. 1 own myfelf partial to diftrefs, and I fee

¢ her in that circumftance. ’ )

¢ Theaf. But there are other reafons that may make a
¢ man partial.

¢ AIR XI. Dutch Skipper. Secondpart.

¢ Asyou, Sir, are my hufband, no.doubt you’re prone:
¢ To turn each new face
¢ To a wife’s difgrace ; :

¢ And for no other caufe but thatfhe’s your own ; :
. Ba ¢ Nay
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) ¢ Nay, Sir, ’tis an évident cafe. -

*Tis ftrange that all hufbands fhould prove fo blind,
That a wite’s real merits they fie’er can find,

¢ Tho’ they ftrikeall the reit of mankind,

¢ Lycom. How can you ie fo ridiculous? By thefe
airs, Madam, you would have me believe you are
jealous.

¢ Zhef. Whence had you this contemptibie opinion of
me? Jealous! If I was fo, I have a fpirit above own-
ingit. I would never heighten your pleafure by let-
ting you have the fatisfa&tion of knowing I was un-
eafy.

¢ Iycom. Let me beg you, my dear, to keep your
temper. :

¢ Theaf. Since I have been fo unguarded as to own
it; give ‘me leave to tell you, Sir, that was I of a
lower rank, it would keep you in fome awe, becaufe
you would then know I could take my revenge.

¢ Lycom. You forget your duty, child.

“ Thea. Thereis a J:uy too due from a hufband.’
Lycom. How can you give way to thefe paflions ?
Theqf. Becaufe you give way to yours. :
Lycom. But to be fo unreafonably jealous !

- Theaf. Unreafonably ! Would it were {3 |

¢ AIR XII. Black Foke,

Lycom. ‘Then muftI beareternal ftrife,
. ¢ Both night and diy putin mind of a wife,
A _ ‘¢ By her pouts, {pleen, and paflionate airs !
Theaf.  D’ye think I'll bear eternal flight,
¢ ‘Andnot'complain when T’m robb’d of my right?
. ¢ Call you this, Sir, but whimfical fears ¢
Lycom. Can nought then Ttill this raging ftorm.?
Thea. Yes. What you promis’d.if you wou’d perform,
Lycom, Prlythee teaze'me no more.
Theaf. I can nevér give o'er,
¢ TillIfind'you-as fontl:und us kind as before,

¢ Lycom. Will youne’er afk

¢ A poffible tufk? o
' ¢ Would
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¢ Would you have me fo unhofpitable as to deny her my-
¢ protection #* . )

Theaf. °Tis not, Sir, that I prefume to controul you
in your pleafures. Yet you might, methinks, have
fhewed that tendernefs for me:to have alted with a little
more referve. ¢ Women are not fo blind as hufbands
¢ imagine.——Were there no other circumftances, your
¢ coolnefs to me, your indifference.—How I defpife my-
¢ felf for this confeffion ! — Pardon me, Sir, love made:
¢ me thusindifcreet.

¢ AIR XIIL 2% Shepherds and Nymphs.

¢ Theafpe wesping.
¢ Oh, love, plead my pardon, nor plead it in vain ;
¢ ’Twas you that was jealous, ’twas you was in pain ;
¢ Yet why fhould you fpeak # To what purpofe or end
¢ I muft be unhappy if love can offend.

¢ Yet was ever a defign of this kind fo manifett, fo
¢ bare-faced !

¢ AIR XIV. The Goddeffes.

¢ Theafpe angry.

¢ To whata pitch is man protufe,

¢ Andall for oftentatious pride !
¢ Ev’n miffes are not kept for ufe,

¢ But for mere fhow, and nought befide:

¢ For might a wife fpeak out, ' -
_ ¢ She cou’d prove, beyond all doubt,

¢ With more than enough he was fupply’d.”

The princefs Califta hath fhewn #n uncommon confidence
in your majefty. The woman,. no doubt, depends upon.
_1, that her daughter”s charms are not to be refifted.
Lycom. Nay, dear child, don’t be fcandalous.

¢ AIR XV, Soan’s Placket,

¢ Reputations hack’d and hew’d,,
* Can never be mended again ,

_* Yet nothing ftints the tattling prude,
¢ Who joys in aﬁother’i pain..

-

¢ Thus
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¢ Thus while fhe rends '
¢ Both foes and friends,
¢ By both fhe’s torn in twain.
4 Repntations hack’d and hew’d,
¢ Can never be mended again.

¢ Theaf. You are in fo particulara manner obliged to
her, that I am not furprifed at your taking her part.
¢ Lycom. But, dear Madam, why at prefent is all this
violent flufter ? :
¢ Theaf. Ak your own heart, afk your own conduct.
Thofe can beft intorm you. *Twould have been
more obliging, if Pyrrha and you had kept me out of
‘t_his impudent fecret. ——You know, Sir, I have rea-
on.
¢ Lycom. If one woman’s virtue depended upon ano-
ther’s fufpicigns, where fhould we find a woman of
common modefty® Indeed; child, I think you in-
¢ jure her; I believe her virtuous. .
 Theaf.\When a man hath ruined a woman, he thinks
himfelf obliged in honour to ftand.up for-her reputa-
tion,
¢ Lycom. If .you will believe only your own unac-
countable fufpicions, and are determined not to hear
¢ reafon, I muft leave you to your perverfe humours.
What would you have .mc,fayé What would you
¢ have me do ? ,

¢ Theaf. Shew yopr hofpitality (as you call it) to me,
¢ and put that creature qut of the palace.

¢ Lycom. 1 have a greater regatd to yours:and my own
¢ quiet, than ever to comply with the extravagant paf-
¢ fions of ajealous woman. :

¢ Theaf. You have taken then your refolusions, I find ;
¢ and I am fentenced to negleé¢t.——Did ever a woman
¢ marry but with the probability of having at leaft one
¢« man’in her power 2——What a wretched wife am I'!

' o (Wecps.

¢ Lycom. Jealoufy from a wife, even to a man of
quality, is now looked upon as ill-manners, though the
affair be never fo public.-———But without a cauie !
I beg you, Madam, to fay no more upon this fubjed&.

Theaf. Though you, -Sir, may think her fit company

S
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for you ; methinks the very fame reafons might tell you
that fhe is not fo very reputabie a companion for your
daughters. | .

Lycom. Since a paflionate woman will only believe hers
Aelf, Imuftleave-you, Madam, toenjoy your cbitinacy,
I know but that way of putting an end to the difpute.

.

AIR XVI. Weve cheated the Parfon, €.

Though woman’s glib tongue, when her paffions are fir'd,
Eternally go, a man’s ear caa be tir'd. :
Since woman will haveboth her word and her way,
I yield to your tongue; but iny reafon obey.
- I obey,
Nothing fay,
.Since woman will have both her word and her way. [Ex.

~

Theaf Would I had been more upon the referve ! But
hufbands are horridly provoking ; they kpow the frailty
of the fex, and never fail to take the advantage of our
paflions to make us expofe ourfelves by contradiction,—
Artemona. _

Eunter Artemona,

Art. Madam, .

Theaf. Is that creature, that (what do'you call her ?)
that princefs, gone ?

Art. Yes, Madam. -

Theaf.. Why did not fhe take that aukward thing, her
daughter, -with her?

¢ Art. The advantages fhe might receive in her edu-
¢ cation, might be an inducement to leave her.

¢ Theaf. Might that be an inducement #’ .

Art, ¢ Befides,” in her prefent circumftance, it might
be inconvenient to tuke her daughter with her?

Theaf. Can’t you find out any other reafon for leaving
her? - ’ .

Art. Your courtefy, Madam; your hofpitality,
Theaf. No other feafon ! '

Art. No otherreafon ?—

-Fheaf.. Would I could believe there was no other !
Art. *Tis not for me to pry into your majefty’s {-crets,
¢ Theaf, 1 hate a girl thatisfo intolerably - orward‘.’f
S . ¢ Adrt.
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¢ Art: I never oblerved any thing but thofe little Ii-
berties that girls of her age will take, when they are
among them{eives.—Pcrhaps thofe particular diftinc-
tions the princefles fhew her, may have made her too
familiar, I am not, Madam, an advocate for her
behaviour.

¢ Theas. A look fo very audacious! Now the filthy
men, who love every thing that is impudent, call that
{pirit. But there are, Artemona, fome particular
diftin&ions from a certain perfon, who of late hath
been very particular to me, that might indeed make
her too familiar.. -

¢ Art, Heaven forbid ! .

¢ Theaf. How precarious is the happinefs of a wife,.
when it isin the power of every new face to deftroy
it! Now, dear Artemona,. tell me fincerely, don’t
you, from what you yourfclf have obferved, think L
have reafon to be unealy ? -

¢ Art. That I haveoblerved }! .

¢ Theaf. Dear Artemona, don’t frighten thyfelf,——
¢ I am not accufing you, but talking to you as a friend..

¢ AIR XVII, Fairy Elves,

¢ Art,  Oh, guard your hours from care,
¢ Of jealouly beware ;
¢ For fhe with fancy’d fprites,
¢ Herfelf tormnents and frights.
¢ Thus fhe frets, and pines, and grieves,
¢ Raifing fears that fhe believes.

c~ o e 0 a
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Theaf. I hate myfelf too for having fo much condefcen-
fion and humility as to be jeaious.. ¢ *Tis flattering the:
¢ man that ufes one ill; and ’tis wanting the natural
¢ pride that belongs to the fex. What a wretched,.
¢ mean, contemptible figure is a jealous woman!” How
have I expofed myfelf!

¢ drt, PYour majefly is fafe in the confidence repofed
¢ in me. B

¢ Theaf. That is not thecafe, Artemona, Lycomedes
¢ knows I am unhappy. I have owned it, and was fo
¢ unguarded as to accufe him.’ .

Ars



ACHILLTES #t

Art. Upon mere fufpicion only ?
- ¢ *Theaf. Beyond difpute he loves her. I know it,
¢ Artemona; and can one imagine that girl hath v1r;ue
¢ enpugh to withftand fuch a propofal ?

¢ AIR XVIII. Mol Peatly.

¢ All heartsare a httle frail,
¢ When temptation is nghtly apply'd.
W hat can fhame or fear avail
¢ When we footh both ambition and pnde?
All women have power in view :
Then there’s pleafure to tempt her too.
Such a fure attack there’s no defymg,
¢ No denying; -
¢ Since complymg
¢ Gives her another’s duae.

e -

¢ —I can’t indeed (if you mean that) poﬁuvely affirm,

¢ that he hath yet had her,

¢ Art, Then it may be flill only fufpicion.’ ’

Theaf. 1 have trufted too my daughter Deidamia mth
awy weaknefs; that fhe, by her intimacies and friend-
jlup with Pyrrha, may get into her fecrets. . In thort, I
have placed her as my {py about her.———¢ That girt
¢ (out of good-nawre, and %o prevent fsmaly-dtfputes)
4 maydederme me.” She iafifle urm it, that I have no-
thmg to fear from Pyrrha; fiuve in this
opinton, that dhe offers to be anfwerable her eonduct.

Art. Why then, Madam, will you fill believe your
own jealoufies ?

Thea/. AN 1 fay is, that Deldama may deceive me;
for whatever is in the affair, ’tis impoflible but fhe auft
know it; I have it ordered it fo, that {he is {carce eyer
from her; _they have one and the fame bed-chamber ;
yet ¢ fuch is my diftemper, that’ I {ufpe® .every body,
and can only believe my own imaginatigns.J&—* There
¢ muft be fome reafon that Deidamia hath not been with
¢ me this moruing. —-T am m\pment to {eg hers’

* In the peAformance, the nineteenth Air is {ung here, and this
fpeech and fong of Theafpe arctranfpofed to this-mdik 33,

AIR
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AIR XIX. §obn Auderfon my o,

¢ Art. Let jealoufy no longer

¢ A fruitlefs fearch purfue;

¢ You make his flame the ftronger,
¢ And wakerefentment too.

¢ This felf-tormenting care give o’ery
¢ For all you can obtain '

¢ Is, whatwas only doubt before,
¢ To change for real pain,

¢ Exp of the FirsT AcT.

¢ACT 1L
* ¢ Enter Diphilus and Achilles.

"¢ ACHILLES.
¢ I Am very fenfible, my Lord, of the particular ho
nours that are (hewn me.

¢ Diph. Honours, Madam! Lycomedes is ftill more
¢ particular. How happy muft that woman be whom he
¢ refpets.

¢ Ach, What do you mean, my Lord ?

¢ Diph. Let this fpeak both for him and me: the
¢ prefent is worthy him to give, and you to receive,

¢ Ach. 1 have too many obligations already.

¢ Diph. "Tis in your power, Madam, to return ‘em
¢ all. :

¢ Ach. Thus T return ’em. And, if you dare b
¢ honeft, tell him this ring had been a more honourable
¢ prefent to Theafpe.

¢ AIR XX, Abroad as I was walking,

¢ [(Offering the ring a fecond time.]
¢ Diph.  Such homage to her beauty, -
¢ What coynefs can reject ?
¢ Accept, as tis your duty,
¢ The tribute with refpe@.
¢ What
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¢ Whiat more can beauty gain thee ?
¢ With love I offer power,
¢ What fhame can ever ftain thee,
¢ Reftrain thee,
¢ Or pain thee,
¢ When bleft with fuch a dower ?

¢ Diph, *Tis but an earneft, Madam, of future fa-
vours. When Lycomede’s power is yours, I in-
treat your highnefs not to forget your fervant.
¢ Ach. 1 fhall remember thee with contempt and ab-
¢ horrence. '
¢ Diph. I beg you, Madam, to confider your prefent
¢ fituation,—~This uncommon diftinction requires a fofter
¢ anfwer, .
¢. Ach. 1 fhall give noother, my Lord.—I dare fay,
Diphilus, you think yourfelf highly honoured by your
prefent negotiation.—Is there no office too mean for
¢ ambition #—Was you not a man of quality, was you
¢ not a favourite, the world, my Lord, would call you
a pimp, a pandar, a bawd, for this very honourable
propolal of yours. ,
¢ Diph. What an unmerciful weapon is a woman’s
tongue ! —I beg your highnefs to confine yourfelf with-
in the bounds of common civility, and to confider who
Iam,
¢ Ach. 1 do confider it, Diphilus, and that makes thee
a thoufand times the more contemptible.

"

[
[

L LIS

¢ AIR XXI. Buttered Peafe.

¢ Shou’d the beaft of the nobleft race
¢ A& the brute of the loweft clafs ;
¢ Tell me, which do you think more bafe,
¢ Or the lion or the afs ?
¢ Boaft pot then of thy rank or flate ;
¢ Thatbut fhews thee the meaner flave,
¢ Take thy due then of fcorn and hate,
¢ As thou'rt but the greater knave.

¢ Diph. Though the fex have the privilege of un-
¢ limited expreflion, and that a woman’s words are not ':o
. ¢ be
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¢ be refented; yet a lady, Madam, may’ be ill-bred.
¢ Ladies too are generally paffionate enough without a
¢ provocation, fo that a reply at prefent would be un-
¢ neceflary.

¢ Ach. Are fuch the friends of power ?—~How unhappy
are princes to have their paffions {o very readily put in
execution, that they feldom know the benefit of re-
fletion ! Go, and for once muke your report faithfully
and without flattery. [Exit.
¢ Diph. The girl is fo exceffively ill-bred, and fuch
an arrant termagant, that I cou’d as foon tall in love
with a tigrefs, She hath a handiome Tface, ’tis true,
but in her temper the is a very fury.—Bur Lycomedes
likes her; and 'tis not for me to difpute -either his
tafte or pleafure.---Notwithftanding (ke is fueh a fpit-
fire, ’tis my opinion' the thing may ftilldo* things of
this naturc fhould be always tranfufted in perfon, for
there are women fo ridiculoufly halt-modeft, that they
are dfhamed in words to confent to what, (when a man
comes to the point) they will make no difficulties to
-comply with.’

LI N N
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Enter Lycomedes. ;
Lycom. Well, Diphilus, in what manner did fhe re-
ceive my prefent ?
Digh, "Iis my opinion, Sir, -that fhe will accept it
pnly from your hands, From me fhe abfolutely refufes
1t. :

¢ AIR XXII. Come open the Door, fiveet Betty,

¢ Lycom. What, muft I remain in.anguifh ?
¢ And did not her eyes confent ?
¢ No figh, nota blufl, nor languifh
© ¢ Thaut promis’d a kind event!
¢ It mutl be all affcGation,
¢ The tongue hath her heartbe'y’d ;
¢ That oft hath withftood temptation,
¢ When ev’ry thingclfe comply’d.

¢ Lycom. How &id fhe receive you? Did you watch
¢ her eyes ¢ What wus her behaviour when you firfl told
¢ her Iloved Ler? ,
“ Diph. She feemed to 'be defparately - difappointed,
¢ that you had not told her fo yourtelf.” .
3 . Lycom.
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Lycom. But when you prefled it to her——

Diph. She had all the refentment and fury of the moft
complying prude.

¢ Lycom. But did not fhe foften upon confideration ?

¢ Diph. She feemed to take it mortally ill of me,
¢ that my meddling in the affair had delayed your ma«
¢ jefty’s application.’ ' ‘

Lycom. What no favourable circumftance !

Diph. Nay, I was notin the leaft furprifed at her be»
haviour. Love at fecond-hand to alady of herwarm
conftitution ! It was a difappointment, Sir; and fhe
could not but treat it accordingly.—*¢ Whatever was my
¢ opinion, "twas my duty, >ir, to obey you, butI found
juft the reception I expeted. Apply to her yourfelf,
Sir; anfwer her withes, and (if I know any thing of
woman) fhe will then anfwer yours, and behave herfelf
as fhe ought. :
¢ Lycom. But, dear Diphilus, I grow more and more
impatient,. .
¢ Diph. That too by this time is her cafe.---To fave .
¢ the appearances of virtue, the moft eafy woman ex-
pects a little gentle compulfion, and to be allowed the
¢ decency of alittle feeble refiftance. For the quiet of
her own confcience a woman may infit upon ahing the
part of modefty, and you muft comply with her fcru-
ples.---You will have no more trouble but what will
heighten the pleafure.’
Lycom. Pyrrha!—This is beyond my hopes. —~¢ Di-
philus, lay your hand upcn my breaft. Feel how my
heart flutters. ,
¢ Diph. Did Pyrrha feel thefe affurances of love fhe
would not appear fo thoughtful.
¢ Lycom.! Deidamia too not with her !
¢ Diph, She is with the queen, Sir.
¢ Lycom. My other daughters, who feem lefs fond of
¢ her, are in the garden;’ fo ali’s fafe.——Leave me,
Diphilus, and let none, upon pain of my difpleafure,
prefume to intrude. : [Exit Diph.

- o A a @ . S -~ 0 o @

-

Y'Y

Enter Achilles.
Lycom, Lady Pyrrha, my dear child, why fo thought-
ful ?

¢ Ach. Thoughts may ncé be fo refpetful ; they may
' - ‘le
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. ¢ be too familiar, too friendly, too true: and whq about

"¢ you prefumes to communicate ’em ? Words and forins
¢ gnly are for your ear, Sir, '

¢ Lycom. Youknow, Pyrrha, you was never received

¢ upon the foot of ceremony, ' but friendhip ; fo that’ it
-would be more refpeCtful if you was lefs thy and lefs re-
ferved ——"Tis your behavieur, Pyrrha, that keeps me
at adiftance.

Ach, 1f 1 was wanting, Sir, either in duty to you or -
myfelf, my own heart would be the firit to reproach me.
¢ Your majefty’s generofity is too folicitous upon™
¢ my account ; and your courtefy and affability may even
¢ now detain you from affairs of importance.’——If you
have no commands, Sir, the princefles expect me in the
garcen. .

Lycom. Nay, pofitively, my dear Pyrrha, you fhall
_not go. , :

¢ %ﬁkb. But why, Sir?— For heaven’s fake, what

-¢ hath fet you a trembling ?—I fear, Sir, you are out of
¢ order. Who waits there ? '

¢ Lycom. I did not call, Pyrrha.

¢ Ach. Let me then, Sir, know your commands.—

¢ AIR XXIIL. Altro giorno in compagnia.

¢ Lycom, If my psifion want explaining,
¢ This way turn and read my eyes ;
¢ Thefe will tell thee, without feigning,
¢ What in words I muft difguife.

¢ Ach, Why do you fix your eyes fo intenfely upon
¢ me?—Speak your pleafure, fpeak to me then, —wm——m
¢ Why am I feized p ——Spare me, Sir, for I havea
temper that can’t bear provocation.
¢ Lycom. I know there are a thoufand neceflary affec-
tations of modefty, which women, in decency to them-
felves, praltife with common lovers before compliance.
—But my pafficn, Pyrrha, deferves fome diftinc-
tion.”
Ach.. T beg you then, Sir, don’t lay violent hands
upon me. . .

Lycom. The prefent you refufed from Diphilus accept
from me. .

A ¢ Ach,

-

.
«
¢ B
.
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¢ Ach, Why will you perfift >~~Nay, dear Sir, 1
¢ can’t anfwer for my paflions. .

¢ Lycom. *Tis not Diphilus, but I give it you.

b, That Diphilus, Sir, is your enemy.

¢ Lycom. "Tis I that offer it. )

¢ Acb.’ Your very worft enemy, your flatterer.

¢ Lycom. You fhould firive, chiid, to conquer thefe
¢ extravagant paffions. '

¢ Ach. How 1 defpife that fellow ! that pimp, that
¢ pandar !’

AIR XXIV. 5 to the Landry.

How unhappy are the great,
Thus b’cgiZt with fegvrile {laves !
Sach with praife your reafon cheat. .
Flatt’rers are the meantft knaves.
They, in friendthip’s guife, accolt you 3
Falfe in all they fay or do. -
‘When thefe wretches have ingrofs’d you,
Who's the flave, Sir, they or you ?

¢ Lycom. Is this reproachful language, Pyrrha, be«

¢ futing my prefence? . S ‘
¢ Ach, Nay, dear Sir, don’t worry me. By Jove,

¢ you’ll provoke me.’ .

- Iycom, -Your affe@ation, Pyrrha, is intolerable.

¢ 'There’s enough of it.——Thofe looks of averfion are

¢ infupportable.’—I will have no ftruggling.

Ach. Then, Sir, I mufthave no vielence.

¢ AIR XXV 4s Twalked along Flect-Strect..

¢ Lycom. When the fort on no condition
¢ Will admit the gen’rous foe,
¢ Parley but delays fubmiffion ;
¢ We by ftorm fhou’d lay it low.’
¢ I am in earneft, lady.’—I will have no triflimg;
no coquetting ; ¢ you may fpare thefe little aris of
¢ women, for my paffion i$ warm .and vehement
¢ enough without ’em.’—~Do you know, Pyrrha, that

qbedience is your duty ?
¥ Ca2 Aik.
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Ach. 1 know my duty, Sir; and, had it not been fo
that {ycophant, D:philus, perhaps you had known yours.
Lycom. ¢ 1 am not, lady, to be awed and frightened
¢ by ftern looks and frowns.’——=Since your obftinate
behaviour then makes violence neceffary .
Ach. You make fclf-prefervation, Sir, as neceffary.
JTycom, 1 won’t be refufed.

AIR XXVI. The Lady’s New-Year’s Gift.
Lycom, Why fuch affeCtation ?

Ach, "Why this provocation ?
Lycom. Mutft I bear refiftance ftill !
Ach. Check your inclination,

lycom.  Dare you then deny me ?
Ach.”  You too far may try me, -
Lycom, Muft I then againit yourwill !
Ach. Force fhall never ply me.

¢ Lycom. Never was fuch a termagant! -
¢ Ach. Bywlovc, never was fuch an infult !
¢ Lycom. Will you? eeweee Dare you ?=—=Never wag
fuch ftrength {—" y .
[Achilles pufbes him from bim with great widlence,
-and throws bim down.
¢ Ach, Deiit then.,
- ¢ Lycom. Audacious fury, know you what you have
¢ done?

-

¢ AIR XXVII. Pappet Shew Trumpet Tune.

¢ [Achilles /olding Lycomedes dowwn.]
Aeh. What heart hath net courage, by force affail’d,
¢ To brave the moft defperate fight ?
¢ "Tis juftice and virtue that hath prevail’d ;
¢ Power muft yield to right.

-

‘f scom. A 1 fo ignominieufly to be got the bester

¢ o ‘! . ) s

¢ Ach. You are. . o

* Lycom. By awoman ! : o

$ Ach, You now, Sir, find you had alted a greater:
. * part,
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¢ part, if (in fpite of yourflatterers) you had got the
¢ better of your own pa%ons.’
) ~ Eunter Diphilus and Ceurtiers. .

- 1 Court. An attempt upon the king’s life!—The
guords ! where ave the guards ? ‘
¢ 2 Court, Such an open, bhare-faced affaffination !”

; [ They feize Achilles, asd raife Lycomedesa

¢ 3 Court. And by a woman too !

¢ 1 Court. Where are your wounds, Sir ?

¢ 2 Court. Take the dagger from her, that fhe do no
¢ farther mifchief. '

¢ 3 Coart. 'The daggert Where? What dagger?

¢ 1 Court. You will find it fome where or other con<
¢ cealed ; examine her, fearch ber.’ .

Ach. Save your zeal, Sire, for times of real danger.
Let Lycomedes accufe me-=—He knows my offence.

Lycoms How have 1 expofed myfelf !-——-D:philus,
bid thefe over-officious friends leave me, and, as they
value my faveur, that they fay nothing of what they
have feen.——[Diphilus talks apare with the courtiers,
qvbo go oxt.] ¢ Though the infult from any other perfon
¢ had been unpardonable; there are ways that you, Ma-
" ¢"dam, might ftill take to reconcile me. o

* Ach. Self-defence, Sir, is the privilege of mankind.
¢ Iknow your power, but as I have offended no law, I
¢ rely upon your juitice.

¢ Lycom. *Twould be fafer, Madam, to rely on your
¢ own future behaviour. - , ‘

¢ Ach, Who was the aggreflor, Sir ?

¢ Lycom, Beauty, inclination, love. If you will
¢ merit favour, you know the conditions.

¢ AIR XXVIII. Qid King Cole.

¢ No more be coy ;
¢ Givea loofe to joy,
¢ And let love for thy pardon fue. -
“ A glance cou’d all my rage deftroy,
¢ And light up my flame anew.
¢ For thowgh a man can ftand at bay
¢ Againft a woman’s will §
¢ And keep, amid the loudeft fray, -
- ¢ His refolution fill :
C3 . ¢ Yer
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¢ Yet when confenting fmiles accoft,
¢ The man in her arms is loft.

¢ Ach. If your refentment wants only the thow: of
¢ juftice, let this honourable man here be my accufer; it
. ¢ may be neceffary for him to trump up a horrid confpi-
¢ racy to fkreen his own infamous practices. .
¢ Diph. Your majefty hath had too much confidence
in this woman. The lives of kings are facred, and the
matter (trivial as it fcems) deferves further inquiry.—
There muft be fome fecret villainous defign in this affair.
¢ Ach. And are not you, Diphilus, confcious of that
fecret villainous defign ¢ . -
¢ Diph.’Tis anoffence, Sir, that is not to be pardoned.
Your digpity, Sir, calls upon you (notwithftanding:
your partiality to her) to make her an example. There
- muft be things of confequences that we are flill igno-
rant of ; and fhe ought to undergo the fevereft exami-
nation,—— My zeal for your fervice, Sir, was never
as yet at a lofs for witneﬂgs upon thefe occafions. .
[7o Lycomedes.
¢ Lycom. Don’t you fee the queen coming this way ?
¢ Have done with this difcourfe, dear Diphilus, and
¢ leave me.——[ £xit Diphilus.] Would I could forget
this ridiculous affair! ¢ For the prefent, Pyrrha, I
¢ truft you to return to the ladies; though (confidering
¢ your paffionate temper) I have little reafon to rely on
¢ your difcretion.’ . [£xit Ach.
Enter Theafpe.

Fbeaf. 1 thought I had heard Pyrrha’s voice.

Lycom. A jealous woman’s thoughts are her own and -
her hufband’s eternal plague; fo I beg you, my dear,
fay no more of her. ;

Theaf. And have I no reafon but my own thoughts, my .
liege ? :

¢ AIR XXIX. Dicky’s Walk in Dr. Fauflus,

¢ Theaf. ‘What give o’er !

¢ T muft and will complain.-
¢ Lycem,  You plague us both in vain. .
* Jhbeafe  You won’t thenhear a wife !

e & a
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¢ Lycome
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¢ Lycom. 1 muft, itfeems, for life.
: ¢ Teaze no more.
¢ Theafe  Nay, Sir, youknow ’tis true,
¢ That ’tis toher I owe my due.
" ¢ Nothanksto you!

¢ Tt behoves kings, Sir, to have the fevereft guard upon
¢ their actions ; for as their great ones are trumpeted by
¢ fame, their little ones are as certainly and as widely
¢ conveyed from ear to ear by a whifper.’ .

Lycom. Thefe chimerical jealoufies, Madam, may
provoke my patience.

Theaf. Chimerical Jealoufies! ——And do you really,
Sir, think your ignominious affair is ftill a fecret ? ——
Am I to be ignorant of a thing that is already whifpered
every where ?

¢ AIR XXX. Puddings and Pies. ‘

¢ Lycom. The flips of a hufband, you wives

, ¢ Will never forget;

¢ Your tongue for the courfe of our lives.
¢ Is never in debt.
¢ *Tis now funning, -
¢ And then dunning; :

¢ Intent on our follies.alone,

.¢ °Tis fo fully employ’d, that you never can think of:
your own. -

¢ Theaf. My fufpicions have, indeed, wronged Pyrrha,
—How I refpeét and honour that girl !——Deidamia,
thac honourable, that virtuous creature Pyrrha, well
deferves both your friendfhip and mine. As foon
asyou have found her bring her to me, that I may ac-
knowledge the merits the hath to me. [Exit Deid.
¢ Theaf.” But after the repulfe and difgrace you have
very juftly met with, you might with reafon cenfure me
for want of duty and refpect fhou’d I upbraid you,—— -
*Tis paft; and if you, will never again put me in mind,
I choofe to forget it.~——Yet, would you reward virtue,
and had you any regard for my quiet

a & a0

AIR
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AIR XXXI. My Dilding, my Dalding.

Ah ! fhould you ever find her

Complying and kinder ;
Though now you have refign'd her ;

What then mutft enfue !
Your flame, though now ’tis over,
, Again will recover ;
You’ll prove as fond a fover,

As I'm now of you,

: Lycom. What would you have me do? ’

Thegf. 1 would have you diftruft yourfelf, and remove
the temptation. I have long bad it at beart to find a
match for my nephew Periphas, and I really think we
can never meet with a more delerving woman. .

¢ Lycom. ‘Whatever fcheme you have for her, T fhall
¢ not interfere with you. I have bad enough of her ter-
¢ magant humours ; fhe hath not the common foftnefs
¢ of the fex. :

¢ Theaf. Marriage, Sir, hath broke many a woman’s fpi-
¢ rit,and thatwill be only Periphas’s affair. Whente takes
¢ her with him, your owa family, at leaft, will be eafy.”

Lycom. ¢ Her prefence, juft now, would be fhocking.
¢ I could not ftand the fhame and confuion. I fee her,
¢ and Deidamia with her,'—Do with her as you pleafe ;
you have my confent : éa¢ *tis iny opiwion, that Periphas’
will not find himfelf much obliged to.you ; for the man
that marries her muft either conquer his own paffions or
hers ; and one of them (according to my ebfervation) is
not so be cenquered. )

A IR XXXIL

A maiden that's tender,
Her keart may [furreuder,
And light in your bofom the raptures of bve;
But fuch a curs’d vixen ’
] As bery if you fix on,
Vexation and endlefs difguiet yos prove.
[Exit. .
Enter Deidamia and Achilles:
. Tbeaf. The cbaralter Dcidamia hath given of ymx
an
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and your own behaviour, child, have fo charmed me,
that I think I never can fufficiently reward your merits.

Ach. Deidamia’s friendfhip may make her partial. My
only merit, Madam, is gratitude. ’

Theaf. To convince you of the opinion I have of you
Bat firft I muft afk you a queftion — Don’t ‘you
think, Lady Pyrrha, that my nephew, Periphas, is very
agreeable ? :

Ach, That impatience of his, to ferve as a volunteer
with the troops of Lycomedes, at the fiege of Troy, [is
becoming his birth—So much fire, and fo much fpirit b=
1 don’t wonder your majefty is fond of him. :

¢ Theaf. Bat, 1 am fure, Pyrrha, you 'muft think his
¢ perfon aﬁeeable.

¢ Acb. No woman alive can difpute it.’

Theaf. 1don’t know, every way, fo deferving a young
man ; and I have that influence upon him, and, at the
fame time, that regard for him, that I would have him
happy. Don’t think, child, that I would make him happ
atyour expence ; * for, knowinﬁabim, I know you will
¢ be fo. Was the princefs Califta here, *tis a match the
¢ could not difapprove of ; therefore, let that be no ob-
¢ ftacle, for every thing, in regard to her, I take upon
¢ myfelf)’ )

5. Would you make me the obftacle to his glory ? %
¢ Pardon me, Madam, I own myfelf undeferving.

¢ AIR XXXIII. How bappy are yon and 1,

¢ Firft let him for honour roam,
¢ And martial fame obtain :.

¢ Then (if he fhould come home)
¢ Perhaps I may explain.

¢ Since

_® Jn the reprefentation the following Air is introduced here, ale
tered from Air I .
A4 I R.

 What's life? Can ought be more fevere,
Than bearing life awith fhame ?

-~ Is that your fondnefs, that your care!
Ob, give him death with fame! -

.
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¢ Since then alone the hero’s deeds
¢ Can make my heart give way ;

¢ Till Ilion falls, and HeQor bleeds,
¢ I muft my choice delay.”

T3caf. Nay, Pyrrha, I won’t take thefe romantic no-
tions of yours for an anfwer. Deidamia is fo much your
friend, that, I am fure, fhe muft be happy with this alli-
sace: fo, while I make the propofal to my nephew, I
leave you two to talk over the affair together. And bow-
ewer coy you may afpear at prefenty, Pyrrba, avhen my ne-
pheav throws bimfelf at your feet, 1dare fay you will ap-
prove of bis addreffes.

4 I R XXXIV.
Hoav oft the fair will fpeak with feorn,
And rail againft a j‘:‘:::’rite ﬁuz;u 3 ’
Xet, after Wufbing like the morn,
She bears bim plead, and feels bis pain.
Might maidens but fpeak out,
They'd foew, beyond all donbs,
ey, more than enaugh, can love again.  [Exit.

bdcb; Was there ever a2 man in fo whimfical a circum-.

.ce .- cLe .

Deid. Was there ever a woman in fo happy and fo
anhappy a one as mine !

. Ach. Why did I {fubmit ? Why did I plight my faith,
thus infamoufly to conceal myfelf ? What 1s become of -
my honour?

Deid. Ah, Pyrtha, Pg:rha ! what is become of mine ?
¢ Ach. When fhall I behave myfelf as a mad ?
¢ Deid. Would you had never behaved yourfelf asone!

¢ AIR XXXV. Fy gar rub ber o'er with fraws

¢ Think what anguiﬂ) tears my quiet,
¢ Since I fuffer’d fhame for thee :
¢ Man at large may rove and riot
¢ We are bound, but you are free.
¢ Are thy vows and oaths roiftaken ?
¢ See the birds that wing the fky ;
¢ Thefe théir mates have ne’er forfuken,
. ¢ Till their young at leaft can fly,’ Py
Ve
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Ach. Peftered and worried thus from every quarter,
tis impoffible, much longer, to prevent difcovery.

Deid. Dear, dear Pyrrha, confide in me. Any other
difcovery, but to me only, would be inevitable perdition’
to usboth. ¢ Am I treated like a common proftitute ?*
Can your gratitude (would I might fay love!) refufe t
let me know the man to whom I owe my ruin ? -

¢ Ach. You muft rely, my dear princefs, upon my hq-

"¢ nour; for I am not, likea fond, weak hufband, to be
* ¢ téazed into the breaking my refolution. .

AIR XXXVI. Beggar's Opera. Hornpipe,

t 4ch.  Know that importunity’s in vain,

¢ Deid. Can then nothing move thee ?

¢ Ach.  Afk not, fince denial gives me pain,
¢ Deid, Think how much I love thee.

¢ Ach.  What's afecret in a2 woman’s breaft ?

¢ Deid. Cantt thou thus upbraid me ?

¢ Ach.  Let meleave thy heart and tongue at reft, .

¢ Deid. Love, then, hath betray’d me.’

Ach. For Heaven’s fake, Deidamia, if youn regard my
love, give me quiet—Intreaties, fondnels, tears, rage,
and the whole ¢ matrimonial’ rhetoric of woman, to gain
her ends, are all thrown away upon me ; for, by the gods,
my dear Deidamia, I am inexorable.

Deid. But, my dear Pyrrha, (for you oblige me flill to
call you by that name) only ¢ imagine what muft be the
‘¢’ confequence of a2 month or two.” Think'of my un-
happy condition. To fave my fhame (if you are a man
of honour) you muft then come to fome refolition.

AIR XXXVIL. My time, Ob, ye Mifis!

How happy my days; and how fiveet was my reft,
- Ere Love, with his paffions, my bofom diftrefs'd !
Now I languifh with forrow, I doubt and I fear ;
But love hath me all, when my Pyrrha is near.
Yet, why have I griev’d? Ye vain paffions, adieu !,
I know my own heart, and I’ll think thee as true ;
And as you know my hearr, "twould be folly to ranges
For who'd be inconftant, to lofe by the change ? o
(¥ 28
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Ach. Till Ideferve thefe fufpicions, Deidamia, me-
thinks it would be more becoming your profeffions of
love, to fpare them. I have taken my refolutions, and
when the time comes, you fhall know them : till then,
be eafy, and prefs me no farther. o

Drid, My life, my honour, then, I implicitly intruft
with you. v
¢ Ach. Who would have the trouble of putting on a
charaGer that dees not naturally belong to him ! The
life of a hypocrite muft be one continual fcene of anxi-
ety. When fhall I appear as I am, and extricate my-
felf out of this chain of perplexities! I have no fooner
efcaped being ravifhed, but I am immediately to be
made a wife. :
¢ Dcid. But, dear Pyrrha, for my fake, for your owu,
have a particular regard to your behaviour, till yourre-
folution is ripe for execution. You, now and then,
take fuch intolerable ftrides, that I vow you have fer
me a blufhing. , ’
¢ Ach. Confidering my continual reftraint, and how
much the part I a& differs from my inclinations, I am
furprized at my own behaviour.

e & & a o & a & & n

¢ AIR XXXVIII. 1 am come to your boufe.

¢ Your drefs, your converfations,
¢ Your airs of joy and pain,
¢ All thefe are affectations
¢ We never can attain.
¢ The fex fo often varies,
¢ *Tis nature more thanart :
¢ To play their whole vagaries,
¢ We muft have womnan’s heart.

¢ Deid. Your fwearing, too,- upon certain occafions,
founds fo very mafculine; an oath ftartles me. Would
1 could cure myfelf of thefe violent apprehenfions !

¢ Ach. As for that matter, there are ladies, who, in
their paffions, can take all the liberties of fpecch.

¢ Deid, Then, too, you very often look {o agreeably
impudent upon me, that, let me die, if T have not been
mortally afraid my fifters would find you out.

o »

-~

re a

¢ Ach,

0
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¢ Ach. Impudent! Are women fo cenforious,. that
¢ looks cannot efcape them ? May not one woman look

¢ kindly upon another without fcandal ?

¢ Deid. But fuch looks Nay, perhaps, I may be

- ¢ particular, and it may be only my own fears ; for (not-
¢ withftanding, your drefs) whenever I look upon you,
¢ I have always the image of a man before my eyes.
¢ Ack. Do what we will, lovey at fome moments, will
¢ be unguarded.” But what fhall I do about this Peri-
phas? I have no fooner ¢fcaped being ravifbed, but I am
immediately to be made a wife. »

Deid. His heart is fo fet upon the fiege, that I know
you can have but very little perfecution upon his ace
count, )

Ach. Would T could gq with him !

¢ Deid, And could youleave me thus ? *

¢* Ach, Have you onlya womanifh fondnefs ? I thought,
¢ Deidamia, youloved me. And you cannot truly love
¢ and efteem, if, in every circumflance of life, you have
¢ not a juft regard for my honour.

Deid. Dear Pyrrha, don’t mention it ; the véry thought
of it kills me. You have fet my heart.in a moft violent
palpitation. Let us talk no more upon- this difagrgeable
fubje@.; My fifters will grow very impatient, ¢ Should
¢ we ftay longer together, [ might again bé imiportunate,

. ¢ and afk to know you ; and I had rather béar the eter-
¢ nal plagye of unfarisfied curiofity, than give you a mo-
¢ ment’s- difquiet.” They are now expecting us in the
garden, ° and, confidering my prefent circumftances,” I
would net give them occafion to be impertinent : for, of
late, they have been horridly prying and inquifitive,
Let us.go to them. '

Ach, 1 envy that Periphas. His honour, his fame,
his glory is. not.fhackled by a woman. '

AIR XXXIX. The Clarinette.

Ah, why is my heart fo tender !
My honour'incitesmeto arms : -
To love fhalf I famefurrender?

By laurels I’ll merit thy charms,
D e D(?lo-
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Deid. How can I bear the reflection ?
- Ach. I balance, and honour gives way.
Deid. Reward my love by affection ;
I afk thee no more than I pay.

: { Exeunt.
Enp of the Seconp Acr.
*ACT IIL
Eater Theafpe, Periphas, and ¢ Artemona.’
THEASPE.

ERIPHAS, I have a favour to afk of you, and pofi-
tively I will not be refufed. :
Per. Y};ur majefty may command.
Theafp. Nay, nephew, ’tis for your own good.
¢ Per. Toobey your commands, Madam, mutt be fo,
¢ Theaf. 1am not, Periphas, talking to you as a queen,
¢ but as a relation, a friend. I muft have no difficulties ;
¢ therefore L infift upon your abfolute promife. :
¢ Per. I am not in my own power, Madam. Lyco-
¢ ‘medes, you know, hath acceded to the treaty of alli-
¢ ance; that to furnifh his quota, his troops are already
¢ ‘embarked, and that I have engaged myfelf in his
¢ fervice. ~ )
. ¢ Theaf. Why will you raife obftacles before you
. bnov,v‘the conditions ? *Tis a thing I have fet my heart
¢ ‘Upon ; and I tell you, ’tis what, in honour, you can
¢ comply with.” ’
Per. My duty, my obligations, put me entirely in
your difpofal. -
Theaf. You promife, then, folemnly, faithfully——
Per. Ido. i :
Theaf. I hrave remarked, Periphas, that you are.prodi-
gioufly fond of the princefs Califta’s daughter. '
Per. 1 fond of her, Madam !
¢ Theaf. Nay, Periphas, are not you eternally at
5 her ear? :
¢ Art. How have I feen that formidable hero, General
- ¢ Ajax, fuffer upon your account! Of all his rivals, you

® In the reprefentation, the fecond A& begins here.
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¢ are his eternal torment—He reddens, fighs, and (as
¢ much as is confiftent with fuch a bluftering foldier’s
¢ valour) languifhes whenever you are near her.”

Theaf. You may fafely own your paffion, Periphas ;
for I know you think heragreeable. , )
¢ Art. Befides her being the fafhionable beauty of the
¢ court (which is fufficient vanity to make all the young
¢ fellows follow her) you, of all mankind, in gratitude,
¢ ought to like her. I know all of them envy, the par-
- ¢ ticular diftinttion the fhews you. *
¢ Theaf: 1 am convinced of her merits;> and your
marrying her, I know, would make you both happy.
‘fPer,. Let me perifh, Madam, if I ever once thought
¢ of it. . -
¢ Theaf: Your happinefs, you fee, hath been in my
- ¢ thoughts—1I take the feitling this affair upon myfelf.’
Per. How could you, Madam, imagine I had any
views of this kind ¢ What, be a woman’s follower, with
intention to marry her! ¢ Why, the very women them-
¢ felves would laugh at a man who had fo vulgar a no-
¢ tion of gallantry, and knew fo little of their inclina-
.¢ tions :* the man never means it, and the woman never
€xpedlsit ; and, for the moft part, they have every other
view but marriage. . .
Theaf. But 1am ferious, nephew, and infift upon your
promile. . <

¢ AIR XL. No fooncr bad Fonathan Imp’J Sroms
¢ the boat. :

" ¢ What are the jefts that on marriage you quote ?
¢ All ignorant bachelors cenfure by rote ;
¢ Likecritics, you view it with envy or fpleen.
¢ You pry out 1ts faults, but the good is o’erfeen.

¢ Per. ’Tis not in my power, Madam ; ’tis not in my
¢ inclinations. A foldier can have but one inducement
¢ to marry, (and a woman may have the fame reafon too)
¢ which is, the opportunities of abfence..

¢ Theaf. You know, nephew, you have promifed.

¢ Per. But fuppofe L am already engaged.

¢ Thea/. '1hat will be another merit to her.’

D 2 Pffu
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Per. °Tis impoflible, Madam. Ina day or two, you
know, I am to fet out for the campaign.

¢ Theaf. A lady of ber romantic {pirit can have no
¢ objections to following the camp.

4 AIR XLI. Lovc’sa dream of mighty pleafire.

¢ Soldier, think before you marry ;
¢ If your wife the camp arte:zs,
¢ You but a convenience carry,
¢ For (perhaps) a hundred friends.
¢ If at home fhe’s left in forrow,
¢ Abfence is convenient too; - .
¢ Neighbours now and then may borrow
¢ What is of no ufe to you. '

. % Theaf. 1, indeed, feared Pyrrha might have ftarted
- ¢ fome difficulties ; but if you rightly confider the pro-
¢ pofal, you can have none.” ’
* ¢ Per. What is the caufe of the war we are now en-
‘¢ gaged in ? Does not the fate of Menelaus ftare me in
¢ the face 1’ : :
Theaf. T will have no more of your trifling objetions,
Periphas; ¢ and, as to your part,” from this time, T will
~look upon the affair as happily concluded. ¢ All that
¢ now remains to be done)-is with Pyrrha, 1 haveleft
¢ her to Deidamia’s management; and, without doubt,
¢ her good offices muft prevail ; for you can never have
¢ a better advocate. But fhould the girl be perverfe and
¢ obftinate *Tisimpoflible. For however her heartis
¢ already engaged, no woman alive can refift the ambition
¢ of fuch an alliance.’ ' .

-d IR XLIIL

Think, Ob, think ! that love and glory
Fire at once the gallant breaf?,
Claiming equal empire o’er you ;
Each fball plume the hero’s creft,
Mars fhall make thee fam’d in flory.
Cupid, Cupid, make you blef'd.
' [ Exeunt Theafpe and Artemona,

Per.
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Per. Had I fo little tafte of liberty as to be inclined
to marry, that girl is of fo termagantafpirit The
braveft man muft have the dread of an eternal domeftic
war. ¢ In a tongue-combat, woman is invincible, and
¢ the hufband muft come off with thame and infamy ;
¢ for though he lives in perpetual noife and tumult, the
¢ poor man is only ridiculous to his neighbours. How
¢ can we ever get rid of her? Hercules conquered
¢ the feven-headed hydra; but his wife was a venomed
¢ fhirt that ftuck to him to the laft.” W% bave but one in<
ducement to marry, (and the woman may have the fame rea-
Son too) which is, the opportunities of alfence; tho'y indeed,
a lady of Pyrrba’s romantic difpofition may have no objeflion

. Enter Ajax. : :
Ajax. This rencounter, Periphas, is.as I withed. The
liberties you have taken—you know what T mean—when
my honour is concerned—an indignity, and all that ———-
*Tis not to be put up; and I muft infit upon an ex-
planation—¢ There is a particular affair, my Lord——-?

Per, Your accofting me in this particular manner, Lord
Ajax, requires explanation ; for, let me die, if I com-
prehend you. ,

Ajax. Death, my Lord, I explain! Xam not come here
to be afked queftions. ’Tis fufficient that I know the
affront, and that you know I will have fatisfa®ion.—So,,
now you are anfiered. .

Per. 1can’tfay much to my fatisfaltion, my Lord ;
for I can’t fo much as guefs at your meaning.

Ajax. A man of honour, Periphas, is not to be trifled

~ withal,

Per. But a man of honour, Ajax, is not obliged, in
courage, to be unintelligible.

Ajax. T hate talking ; the tongue is 2 woman’s wea-

n. Whenever I am affronted, by the gods, this fword

1s my only anfwer. :

Per. Tis not, Ajax, that I decline the difpute, or
-would, upon any account, deny you the pleafure of
fighting ; yet (if it is not too much condefcenfion in a

# In the reprefentation, Air XLL, is introduced here, . *
D3 man
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man of honour) before I fight, 1 would willingly know
the provocation. '

- AIR XLIII. Maggy Lazuther.

“Ajax. . ¢ Whatis all this idle chat ?
¢ Words are out of feafon.
¢ Whether ’tis or this or that,
¢ The fword fhall do me reafon.
¢ Honour call’d me to the tafk ;
¢ No matter for explaining :
¢ *Tis a frefh affront to atkk
¢ A man of hopour’s meaning.

.

¢ Beitas it will, Periphas, we have gone too far already
¢ to retratt.” You know, I fuppofe, of my pretenfions
to a certain lady. Now are you fatisfied ? P

¢ Per. If you had her, my Lord, it had been much
¢ more to my fatisfaction. I admire your courage.

¢ AIR XLIV. Lord Frog, dnd Lady Masfe.

. ¢ Oh, then, it feems you want a wife !
' ¢ Should I confent, '
¢ You may repent, :
¢ And all her daily jars and ftrife
¢ You may on me refent. -
¢ Thus ev’ry day and ev’ry night,
¢ If things at home fhould not go right,
¢ We three muft live in conftant fight. -
# Take her at all event.

¢ Ajax. Hell and furies! Iam not to be rallied out of
4 my refentment.’”
Per. Now, in my opinion, ’tis flinging away your cqu-
rage, to fight withouta caufe ; ¢ though, indeed, the men
-4 of uncommon prowefs, by their laving to make the maft
¢ of every quarrel, feem to think the contrary.’
Ajax. You are not fo fure of the lady, Ecriphas, as
ou flatter yourfelf ; for whenever I am arival, by Jové,
%tis not her confent, but my fword, that muft decide the
queftion, .
¢ Per. Sure never a rival (as you will call me) had-a
¢ better reafon for fighting than I have at prefeat; ‘fc;;_

~ -
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¢ if Iam kllled I fhall be out of danger of having the
e woman.’
Ajax, If 1 fall, Pyrrha may be yours: you will then
deferve her—Till then —
Per, So he that conquers, as a reward, I find, is to be
mamed—Now, dear Ajax, is that worth ﬁghtmg for ?
Ajax. ¢ Your paffion for that lady, Periphas, is too
pubhc to bear difpute.”——Spare your jokes; for my
courage wants no farther provocation. Have not I feen
you whifper her, -laugh wnh her? And, by fome parti-
cular looks at the fame time, ’twas too evident that .yop
-were laughing at me.
Per, Looks, Ajax !

Ajax. Yes, looks my Lord; and I never did, or will
take an impertinent one from any man. )
Per. Impertinent one ! ’

A;ax. Furies ! this calm mockery is not to be borne.
I won’t have my words repeated.
¢ Per. Such language, Ajax, may provoke me.

¢ AIR XLV. Richmond Ball.

, ¢ What means all this ranting ?
$ Ajax. Ceafe your joking,

. ¢ *Tis provokmg. '
¢ Per.  1te my honour will ne’er be wanting,
¢ djax.  Will youdo meright? -
¢ Per. 'What means all this ranting ?
¢ djax.  Ceafe your joking,

¢ *Tis provoking.
¢ Per. 1 tomy honour will ne’er be wanting.
¢ 4jax.  Talk not, then, but fight.
o ¢ Give then by action
) ¢ Satisfaction,
¢ Per. I'mnotin awe, Sir. Lo
$ Ajax. Death! will you draw, Sir ? -
- ¢ Tittle-tattle . -
¢ ¥sa bartle :
¢ You may fafer try.
¢ Per. Yet, firft, I'd fain know why.’

‘ . N

Ajax, Draw, Sir, ) e
it . Pet.
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Per. Prythee, tut up, Ajax. '
Ajax. By Jupiter, enphas, 'till now I never thought

)'ou accward.
Per, Nay then—fince my own honour calls upon
me.—Take notice, Ajax, that I don’t fight for the wo-
man. [They fight.

Enter Theafpe, Artemona, and Guards.
1 Guard. Part ’emn, Beac down their fwords,
[(They are parted.
¢ 2 Guard. How dared you prefume to fight in the
¢ royal gardens?
‘1 Guard Nay, in the very prefence !—For fee, the
¢ queen’
Ajax. *Tis very hard, Srrs, that a man fhould be de-
nied the fatisfation of a gentlcman.
Theaf. Lord Ajax, for this unpnrallcled prefumpnon
we forbid you the palace,
Ajax. 1 fhall take foine other opportunity, my Lord.
[Exit Ajax.

.¢ Theaf. And as for you, Periphas

¢ Per. Your majefty’s rigor can do no lefs than forbid
¢ me the weman.

¢ Theaf. ‘The worran, Periphas,.is the only thing
¢ that can reconcile me to your behaviour. -
¢ Per. .'That blundering hero Ajax will have it that I
am his rival. The man will be almoft as miferable with-
out her, as ’tis probable he might be with her.——
Oblige vs both then, Madam, and let the generak be
miferable in his own way.
¢ Theaf. 1 could not have imagined that obitinate girl
cculd have had any feruples to the match ; but Deida-
mia tells me fhe finds her as difficultas
¢ Per. Since you know, Madam, that %yrrha will havc
¢ her own way; for both our fakes, and to fave yousfelf
¢ unneceffa trouble, your majefty had better give up
this impoffibility,’

Enter Dlp}ulus and Guards,

Diph. To prevent future mifchief, my Lord, his ma-
Jeﬁv puts you urtder arreft, and commands you ¢ to attend

¢ 'him. General Ajax is alrcady in cuftody.——"Tis his

pleafure too, that (after you have paxd your duty to

3 ¢ him)

e & & @

- o
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¢ him) you’ embark with the troops’ immediately ; and
jou are. not to come afhore again upon pain of hisma-
Jefty’s difpleafure.* -
AIR XLVIL

¢ In war we’ve nought but death to fear,
¢ How gracious is the fentence !
¢ For that 1s eafier far to bear,
¢ Than marriage with repentance.
¢ Begirt with foes, by numbers brav’d,
¢ I'd blefs the happy crifis ;
¢ The man from greater danger fav’d,
¢ The lefler ones defpifes. '

¢ Pcr, Your majefty then, you find, muft difpenfe

¢ with my promife ’till after the expedition.——If the

¢ general fhould -be fo happy, to bring Pyrrha with him
¢ to the campp, ,perhaps welnay like one another hetter.

¢ Diph, 1 heking, Madam, wants to talk to yqur.ma-

¢ jefty upon affairs of confequenee~You.willfind,him
~ ¢ in the royal apartment, * ' - _ : ,

4 Theqfs My daughters with Pyriha have joft tuined

¢ the walk, and ate coming this way.——You may ftay

~¢.with ’em, Artemaa, tillIfen! firyep.
¢ [Ewenut Vacal, Ders and Diph,

®In tbe”erformmce, “the following alr is intmduced;

Per. The queen then muft difpenfe with my promife "4ill
after the expedition.——1 think myfelf infinitely obliged to
bis mqj%y. ’

A I R R

In war, though wounds and death we fear,
How gracious thofe events,

Compared to what the wretch muft bear,
Who marries and repents.

The foes furround in numbers brave,
Soon ends the martial firife,
_But once by.-wedlock’s chain a flave,

%u‘\xmt,!ﬂ afis for life k ¢ Enter
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¢ Enter Philoe, and Lefbia. :
¢ Phil. ’Tis horridly mortifying that thefe trades-
¢ people will never getany thing new againft a birth-day.
¢ They are all fo abominably ftupid, that a woman of
¢ fancy cannot poffibly have the opportunity of fhewing
¢ her genius.
¢ Legfb. The fatigue one hath of talking to thofe crea-
¢ tures for at leafta month before a birth-day, is infup-
¢ 'Portable; for you know, fifter, when the time draws
¢ {o very near, a woman can think of nothing elfe.
¢ Phil. After all, fifter, though their things are de-
¢ teftable, one muft make choice of fometking or other.
I have fent to the fellows to be with me this morning.
¢ Lefb. You are fo eternally fending for ’em, one
¢ would imagine you was delighted with their converfa-
“ tion. For thofe hideous ftufts they will fhew us from
¢ year to year are frightful, are fhocking. How can a
¢ woman have fo ill a tafte as to expofe herfelf in a laft
¢ year’s pattern ! ,
¢ Pbhil. Dear Madam, I beg your pardon. Let me
. ¢ die, .if Ifaw you! ‘
¢ Left. Our meeting her was lucky beyond expreffion,
¢ for I never felt fo uneafy a thing as a fecret.
¢ Pbil, You know, fifter, we had agreed to truft her
¢ with our fufpicions.
¢ Legfb. Yet after all, when a fifter’s reputation is cop-
¢ cerned.
¢ Phil, But is not the honour of a family of greater
¢ confequence ?’ -
Lefb. Though fhe is a woman and a favourite, I dare
fay, if Artemona promifes, whatever fhe fuffers, fhe will
inviolably keep it to herfelf. -
Art. If T had not this quality, I had litle deferved
‘Theafpe’s friendfhip. Be affiired, ladies, you may
fafely truft me. :
¢ Pbhil. ’Tis .impoffible, . fifter, but fhe herfelf muft
¢ have obferved it. v )
¢ Leb. Whatever people have obferved, ’ti§ a thing,
¢ you kr,aow, that no creature alive can prefume totalk
¢ upon. - .
Plil, Deal fairly and openly with us, Artemona.——
' . ‘ : Have

[y
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Have you remarked nothing particular of Deidamia yon-
der of late ?
- ¢ 4rr. Of Deidamia! :

¢ Lefb, Only look upon her, Madam,

¢ Phil. Well——what do you think of her?

¢ Lefb. Are you blind, Ariemona, or dare not you
¢ believe your eyes ? ) '

Art. Her particular intimacy with Pyrrha do ycu
mean ? o .

¢ Pbhil. Dear Madam !——Then I find we mult fpeak,
¢ firft.

Lefb. Now, dear Artemona, can any woman alive ima-
pine that fhape of hers within ¢the’ contpafs ¢ of com- .
* mon modeity ¢’ ‘ '

Are, But how can one poffibly havethofe fufpicions ?

Pbil. Sheisa woman, Madam ; fhe hath inclinatione,.
and may have had her opportunities ¢ that we know no-
¢ thimg of."

AIR XLVII. Minzet of Corelli in the Ninth Con_erto,

Phil,  We may refolve to refift temptation ;
And that’s all we cando;
For in the hour of inclination
What couw’d—T or you ?

But the bappy man ? There, Artemona, isfill the fecret.
¢ Lefb. Though the thing is improbable, ’tis fo mon-
¢ ftroufly evident, thatit cannot bear a difpute. ’
¢ Phil, Then her bofon too is {o prepofteroufly im-
¢ pudent !—One would think a woman in her ¢ondition
- ¢ was not confcious of her own fhame,
¢ Lefb. Or imagined other people could overlook it as
¢ well as herfelf. , )
¢ Pbhil. 'Then theis fo fqueamifh and fo frequently out
¢ of order. .
¢ Lefb, That fhe hath all the outward marks of femule
¢ frailty muit be vifible to ad womankind. o
¢« Phil. Buthow fhe came by them, there, Artemona,
¢ js ftill the fecret. -

¢ Lefb, 1 muft own that, by her particular intim.xcie:
¢ wit

.
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¢ with thatforward creature, Pyrrha, I fofpect her to be’
¢ her confident in this accident.”

Art. 1 beg you, ladies, to turn this difcourfe; for
Peidamia and Pyrrha are juft coming upon us to joia the
converfation, -

Enter Deidamia and Achilles.

Lefb. Now I dare {wear that carelefs creature Pyrrha’
hath not once thought of her clothes:

¢ Art. Nay, dear lady Pyrrha, the thing is not fuch a
¢ trifle, for "tis the only mark of refpet that moft people
¢ are.capable of thewing. And though thatis not your®
¢ cafe, I know your gratitude can never omit this public
¢ occafion,

¢ AIR XLVIIL. Tom and Will were Sb)?br_rjd: taain, -

¢ Think of drefs in ev'ry light ;
¢ *Tis woman’s chiefeftduty ;
¢ Negleting that, ourfelves we flight
¢* And undervalue beauty.  ~
¢ That allures the lover’s eye,
¢ And graces ev’ry action ;
¢ Befides, when not a creatare’s by,
¢ Tis'inward fatisfattion. ’

Ach. As I am yet a ftranger, -ladies, to the fathions of
the country, ’tis your fancy that muft determine me.

" PRil; How can aweman of common fenfe be {fo-un-
folicitous about her drefs ! o '

"Art. Nay, dear lady Pyrrha, the thing is not fuch a

trifle.
¢ Lefb. And trufta woman to choofe for her! ’Tisa
¢ temper to be fpiteful that. very few of us:can refift’;
¢ for we have not many pleafures that can equal that of
¢ {eeing another woman ridiculous: ' -
« Phil. But you have not, Pyrrha, mifplaced your
¢ confidence.
¢ Enter Servant. .
¢ Serw, Your embroiderer, Madam: = . B
¢ Phil. That woman is everlaftingly peftering me for
¢ employment. Naw can the imagine; - that o promote
"¢ her tawdry trade, I can be talked into making myfel¢

¢ ridi_
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¢ ridiculous by appearing eternally in her odious em-
¢ broidery ? I can’t fee her now. But, perhaps,
¢ I may want her for fome trivial thing or other.—Let
¢ her call again to-morrow.’ :

Serv. The anti-chamber, Madam, is crowded with
tradelpeople. .

Phil, Did not I teft you that I would not be troubled
with thofe impertinent creatures ?——But hold—I had
forgot I fent for ’em. Leét ’em wait.

E:ﬁ. But if thofe foreign merchants who lately came
into port are among *em———

¢ Pbhil. There, fifter, is all myhope. I fhall be hor-
¢ ridly difappointed if they don’t fhew us fomething
¢ charming. .

¢ Lefb. Should any woman alive get fight of their
¢ things before us

¢ Phil. I could not bear it——To appear in what
¢ another woman had refufed would make the creature

.¢ fo intolerably vain ! )

¢ Lefb. Are thofe merchants, I afk you, among ’em #*

Serv. They have been waiting, Madam, above this
half hour.

Left. ¢ Anddid not you know our impatience ?
¢ How could you be fo ftupid #’ Let us fee them this
inftant. ‘

Enter Ulyfles, Riomedes, Agyrtes, difyuifed as merchants.

Art. Unlefs you have any thing that is abfolutely new
and very uncommon, you will give us and yourlelves,
gehtlemen, but unneceflary trouble. ’

¢ Uly. Our experience, Madam, muft have profited
¢ very little by the honour of dealing with ladies, if we
¢ could imagine they could pofibly be pleafed twice with
¢ the fame thing. )

¢ Diom. ¥ou mightas well offer 'em the fame lover.

¢ Uk/. We have learned the good manners, Madam,
¢ to diftinguifh our cuftomers. To produce any thing
¢ that had ever been feen before, would be a downright
¢ infult upon the genius of a lady of quality, '

* ¢ Diom. Novelty igthe very {pirit of drefs.

¢ Lefb. Let me die, if the fellows don’t talk charm-

€.ingly !

< Phil, Senfibly, fifter,

< L.
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¢ Lefb. *Tis evident they muft have had dealings with
¢ ladies of cendition.
¢ Diom. We only wait your commands.’
Uly/. We have thingsof all kinds, . ladies. .
f,bil. Of all kinds !~—Now that is juft what I wanted
to fee. .
¢ Lgfb. Are not thefe, fiter, moft delightful crea-
¢ tures ?’ .
Uly. We know a lady can never fix, unlefs we firft
. cloy her curiofity. . ’
. Diom. Andif variety can pleafe,.we have every thing
that fapcy can wifh. ,

¢ AIR XLIX. The Bob-tail Lafs,

¢ In drefs and love by like defires
¢ Is woman’s heart perplex’d ;
¢ The man and the gown the one day admires,
¢ She withes to change the next,
¢ The more you arefickle, we're more employ’d,
¢ And love hath more cuftomers too ;
¢ For men are as fickle, and foon are cloy’d,
¢ Unlefs they have fomething new.

¢ Lefb. But, dear man, confider our impatience.
¢ Uhyf. Would you command the things, ladies, to
¢ be brought here, or would you fee ’em in your qwn
¢ apartment ? )
¢ Phil. How intolerably thefe fellows love talking !
¢ Lefb. How canft thou, man, afk fuch a queftion! -
¢ Pbhil. Here immediately.
¢ Uhfs Nay, ’tis hot, Madam, that our goods can be
¢ put out of countenance by the moft glaring light——
¢ as for that matter :
¢ Lefb. Nay, priythee, fellow have done. :
¢ [Diomedes goes out and returns with Agyrtes.”
Uly. 1 would not offer you thefe pearls, ladies, if the:
- world could produce fuch another pair. .
Pbil. A pair, fellow——Doft thou think that jewels-
pair like men and women, becaufe they were never made
to agree 2. :
4 ‘ Diem,
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"Diom. Now, ladies, here is all that art can fhew you.

——Open the packer. X

Left, This very individual pattern, in a blue pink,
had been infinitely charming. .

Phil, Don’t you think it pretty, Deidamia?

Uly. Look upon it again, Madam. Never was
fo delightful a mixture !

Diom. So foft! fo mellow !

Ulyf. So advantageous for the complexion !

Lefb. T can’t bear it, man ; the colour is frightful.

¢ Phil. I hate our own tame home-bred fancy, —1I
¢ own I like the defign—but take it away, man.

¢  Art. There muft be fomething pretty in every thing

¢ thatis foreign.’ [Ulyfles fbevs anather pieces
- ¢ Deid. T amf{ure, Madam, this muft convince you to
¢ the contrary.—— Never was any thing fo deteftuble !

¢ Lef For beaven’s fuke, bir, open that other pac-

ket ; and take away this hidewus trumpery,

Uky. How could’ft thou make this miftuke ? ——Never

was {uch an eternal blunderer, [Opens the armours
- Phil, How ridiculous is this accident !

Diom, Pardon the miftake, ladies. :

L. A fuitof armour '—— You fee, Philoe, they can

at leaft equip us for the camp. ST

.¢ Pdil. Nay, Lefbia, for that matter it might ferve

* many a fliff aukward créature that we fee every duay in
¢ the drawing-room ; for their drefs is every way as ab-
¢ furd and prepofterous.’ [ Another packet opered,

Uly. If your expetations, ladies, are not now an-

fwered, let fancy own herfelf at a ftand. ’Tis inimitable !
*Tis irvefillible !

Lyf. For heaven’s fake, lady Pyrrha—Nay, dear

child, how can any creature have fo luttle curiofity ?

[ As the ladics are employed in examining the fluffs, Achil-
les is bandling and poifing the armour. Ulytles objirv-
ving him, :

Acbil. The workmanfhip is curious ; and juftly mount-

ed! This very fword feems fitted to my hand.—The
fhield too is {o little cumberfome; fo very eafy !—Was
Hecor here, the fate of Troy fhould this initant be de-
cided. How my heart burns to meet him!

Ulyf. [Afide to Diom.] ’Ehat intrepid air! That gog;

2 Ii
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like lopk ! It muft be he! His nature, his difpofition
fhews him through the difguife. (7o Achilles.] Son of
Thetis, I know thee, Greece demands thee, and now,
Achilles, the houfe of Priam fhakes, ’ i

Ach. But what are you, friend, who thus prefume to
know me ?”
U Uhf. You cannot be a ftranger, Sir, to the name of

lyfles.

! Ach, As 1 have long honoured, I fhall now endea-
¢ vour, Sir, to emulate your fame.’

Ulyf. Know, Sir, Diomedes ; he too is ambitious to
attend you, and partake your glory. s

Diom. Come, Agyrtes; with him we carry conqueft
to the confederares. :

¢ [Agyrtes takes a trumpet which lays amongf the ar-
¢ mour, and founds. '

AIR L. My Dame hath a lame tame Crane.

Uly. 'Thy fate then, Oh, Troy, is decreed.

- Diom. How I pant! :
Achil. How I burn for the fight.
Diom. Hark, glory calls.
Achil. Now great Heor fhall bleed.
Agyr. Fame fhall our deeds requite. .
[4s Achilles is going off, be turns and looks on Deidamia,

¢ AIR L1. Geminiani’s Minuet.

¢ Ach, Beauty weeps.—Ay, why that languifh ?
¢ See, fhecalls, and bids me ftay. .
¢ How canlleave her ? my heart feelsheranguifli !
¢ Hence, fame and glory ! Love wins the day.
¢ [He drops the fword and fbield,

K Trumpet founds, and be takes ’em up again. .

L

AIR L1. My Dame hath & lame, ¢, as before, fung

¢ in Four Parts as a Catch,

’U_I;'/I Thy fate then, Oh; Troy, is decreed.

Ach. How 1 pant ! How I burn for the fight! -

¢ Diom. Hark, glory calls, Now great Heétor fhall l:}ecd}.-
LYo

e &
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¢ Agyr. Fame fhall our deeds requite. :
¢ [As.they are going, Achilles flops with bis eves fixed
. " on Deidamia.’

Art. For heaven’s fake, ladies, fupport Deidamia,

¢ Phil, Never was any thing fo aftonithing !’

Lefb. Run then, Artemona, and acquaint the king and
queen with what hath happened. : [Exit Art.

Phil. Ah, fifter, fifter, the myftery then of that par-
ticular intimacy between you and Pyrrha is at laft une
ravelled.

¢ Lefb. Now if it had not been a man of this prodi-
@gious confequence, it had been the fame thing.
. ¢ Sure never was unguarded woman fo unaccountably
¢ lucky !’

Deia}i’. Can you leave me, Achilles ?~—==Can you?

Uly.. Confider your own glory, Sir.,

¢ AIR LIL. Gawotti of Corelli.

¢ Ach.  Why this pain ?
‘¢ Love adieu,
¢ Break thy chain,
- ¢ Fame purfue.
¢ Ah, falfe heart,
¢ Canft theu part ?
¢ Qaths and vows have bound me.
¢ Fame cries, go;
o ¢ Love fays, no.
© = ¢« Why d’ye thus confound me ?*

Deid. 'Think of my fituation, ———Save my ho-

nour.

Uly/. Think of the honour of Greece.

¢ Deid. Think of your folemn oaths and promifes.

¢ Uly/. Nations depend upon you.’——Viftory, Sir,
calls you hence. ’ -

Deid, Can you, Achilles, be perfidious ? :

Ulyf. Can you lofe your glory in the arms of a woman ?

Deid. Can you facrifice the fame of your faithful Dei-
damia ? \

E; S AIR
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¢ AIR LI TbeScheme,

¢ Ach. Oh, whata confli&t’s in my breaft !
¢ Upf. What, flill in fufpence? bid fame adieu.
¢ Drid, See me with fhame oppreft :
¢ Icurfe, yet I love thee too. -
¢ Uhf. Let not her fighs unman your heart.
"¢ Deid, ¢ Canyou then go, and faith refign 2
¢ Ach, Shou’d1!———How can I part ?
¢ Deid.  Your honour is link’d with mine.’

Enter Artemona, Lycomedes, Theafpe, Diphilus, Pe-

] riphas, and Ajax.

. ¢ Lycom. Hence, Diphilus; and prefume no more t&
¢ come into my prefence. ’I'was your paltry flattery that
¢ mude me ridiculous.——Such a genius can never be at
¢ a lofs for employment, for I have found you qualified
¢ for the very meaneft offices. [Ex:t Diphilus.’

Theaf. My daughter, Sir, Ihope, hath put confidence
in a man of honour. ' .

Ach, My word, Madam, is as facred as the moft re-
ligious ceremony.—Yet (though we are already folemnly
betrothed to each other) ’tis my requeft, Madam, that
before I leave the court the prieft may confirm the mar-
riage, ¢ [Theafpe wbifpers Artemona, awho goes out.

¢ Tkeaf. This might have proved a fcurvy affair, Dei-
¢ damia; for a.woman can never depend upon a man’s
¢ honour after fhe hath loft her own to him.

¢ [Achilles talks apart 1o Ulyfles, Periphas, &c.

¢ Lycom. You muft own, Madam, "that “twas’ your

¢ own jealoufies that were the occafion of Deidamia’s dif-
¢ grace, .

¢ Theaf. How can you have the affurance to name. it 2
¢ Does it not put you in mind of your own? ~Let
¢ her marriage te Achilles make us forget every thing
¢ paft, .

2 Ach. As vou was fo furioufly in love, lord Ajax, E
¢ hope I fhall fiill retain-your friendfhip.

¢ Ajax. No joking I beg you, -young man But,.
¢ pr'ythee how came you here ? and in a woman’s drefs
¢ too ! ——Your fetting out, ftripling, did not feem to
¢ promife much. = '

) : ¢ .44‘1’.
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¢ Acb: The adventure would be too long to tell yo’u.
~———1I thall referve the ftory for the camp.

¢ (Artemona returns with the priefte
¢ Art. The prieft, Sir,.is ready. _

. ¢ Lycom. The ceremony waits you.

-~
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‘. Ach. It fhall be my ftudy, Lycomedes, to deferve
this alliance. . .
¢ Lycom. May you be happy. )
¢ Theaf. Let the prieft then join your hands.
[Achilles, Deidamia, Lycomedes, Theafpe, Lefbiag
¢ Philoe, Artemona, retire to the back part of the flages
¢ The prieft performs the ceremony.
¢ Per. Our duel, Ajax, had made a much better figure
if there had been a woman in the cafe. But you
know, like men of violent honour, we were fo very
valiant that we did not know what we were fighting for.
¢ djax. If you are too free with your wit, Periphas,
rhaps we may know what we quarrel about. .
¢ Uyl Whattefty, Ajax! Petticoats have led many a
man 1nto an error. How lucky was the difcovery ! for
had you found a real complying -woman you had irre~
trievably been married.——The prefence of Achilles
fhall now animate the war.

- ¢ AIR LIV, The Man that is drunk, &e.

Per. Was ever a lover fo happily freed! -

Ajax, Try me no more ; and mention it never..
Uly/. Suppofe you had found her a woman indeed.
Ajax. ~ Muit I be teaz'd and worried for ever !

Diom. By conquett in battle we finith the ftrife ;
Per.  But marriage had kept you in quarrels for life.
Ajax. ' Muft youbefleenng i
- ¢ Truce with your jeering.
¢ Know that you wits oft’ pay for your fneering.

¢ Per. If you had beendeceived by a woman—"tis..
what we are all liable to. :

- ¢ Diom, But Ajax is a man of warm imagination.

[3

_¢ djax. After this day let me hear po more of this ri=
-diculous affuir. :

Per,
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+ ¢ Per. Nay, for that matter, any man might have
¢ been deceived : forlove, you know, isblind. .
¢ A4jax. With my fword I can anfwer any man.
¢ I tell you, I hate joking.
, [Lycomedes, &c. come foravard.
~+¢ Lycom. 1 have the common caufe fo much at heart,
¢ that I would not, fon, detain you from the fiege.

¢ AIR LV. There lived long ago in a Country Place.

€ Ddid. How fhort was my calm ! in a moment tis paft 3
¢ Frefh forrows arife, and my day is o’ercaft.
¢ But fince ’tis decreed.—Let me ftifle this tear.
¢ Be bold, yet be cautious; my lifeis thy care;
¢ On thine it depends ; ’tis for thee that I fear.

" ¢ Lycom. As both her country and your glory are cone
¢ cerned, Deidamia muft learn to bear your abfence.—
¢ In the mean time, Achilles, fhe fhall be our care.—As
¢ the marriage is confirmed ; let the dancers, who were
¢ preparing for th’ approaching feftival, celebrate the
¢ wedding.” - )

Lycom. May you be bappy ! the prieft fhalljoin your hands
immediately.
Theaf. And let ber marriage to Achilles make us forget

every thing paft.
? gp, A I R LVL

Hark! Hark! drums and trumpets call forth to the field,
Ruit, quit thy difguife, for the fwvord and the fbield !

Thy prowefs and valour fball wanguifb the foe,

The tewers of proud Troy fball at laff be laid low.

Thy honour in arms like thy conflancy prove

Victorious in battle as faithful in bove,

Ajax. But, hearkee, young fellow! this is the old
foldier’s play; for we feldom leave quarters, but the
landlord’s daughter is the better for us.——Hah!

Uy, Thanks to the gods, the hero could not be concealeds
the prefence of Achilles fball now amimate the war. There
be avill acl in bis proper fphere. We may, for a while, put
on a feigned charalter, but nature will fhew itfelf at laft.
~"Tis to the armour we owe Achilles,

¢ AIR
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¢ AIR LVIL. Minuet of Corell.

¢ Single. Nature breaks forth at the moment unguarded ;
¢ Chorus.  Through all difguife the herfelf muft betray,
¢ Single. Heav’n with fuccefs hath our labours rewarded,
¢ Chorus. Let’s with Achilles our genius obey.

¢ AIR LVIIIL. Saraband of Corelli.

¢ Uly. Thus when the cat had once all woman’s graces §
¢ Courtthip, marriage won her embraces :

¢ Forth leapt a moufe ; fhe, forgetting enjoyment,

¢ Quits her fond fpoufe for her former employ«

ment.’
CHORUS
Minuet of Corelli.

Nature breaks forth at the moment unguarded ;
Through all difguife fhe herfelf muft betray.

Heav’n with fuccefs hath our labours rewarded ;
Let’s with Achilles our genius obey,

Enp of the ’i‘nmn Aer,

)
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A TABLE of the SONGS.
ACT I

# Thofe Airs marked thus (*) were introduced on its being performed
at Covent-Garden Theatre in Two A&ts. -

AIR Page
L What's life? No curfe is more fevere g

I1. Why thus am I beld at defiance # 6
111. The woman always in tempeation. 7
IV. When a awoman fullen fits. 9
V. Mar’s [o touchy, aword that's injurions. 10
VI. Mufi then, alas, the fondeft mother. 1t
V1. How your patience had been try’d. 12
VIII. Difembling avords, too cruel maid, 13
IX. Obferve the wanton kitten’s play, 14

X. When a woman’s cenforious.
X1, As you, Sir, are my hufband, ne doubt
_you're prone. ibid,
© XI1. Thenmuft 1 bear eternal  frife. 16
XIII. Ob, Love, plead my pardon, nor plead

itin vain, - I
X1V, Toavhat a pitch is mau profufe. ibid.
XV. Reputations back'd and heuwid, ibid,
XV1. Though avoman’s glib tongue, when her
paffions are fir'd, 19
XVII1. Ob, guard your hours from care, 20
XVIIL. Al bearts are alittle frail. 21
XIX. Let jealoufy no longer. 22
. ACT II
XX. Such homage to her beauy. ibid.
XX1. Should the beaft of the nobleff race, 23
XXI1. What, muft I remain in anguifb? 24
XXI111. If my paffion want explaining. 26
XXIV. How unbappy are the great. , 29
XXV, When the fort on no condition. ibid,
XXVI., Why fuch affeiation ? 28
XXVI1I. What heart hath not courage by force
affaild. ibid.

XXVI1II.
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AIR Page
XXVIIL. No morebecsy. 29
XXIX. What give o’er ! . 30
XXX. The flips of a bufband, you wives 31
XXX1. Ab, fbould you ever find ber. 32
*XXX11. A maiden that's tender 32
XXXI111. Firf let him for honour roam. 33

*XXXIV. How oft the fair will fpeak withfeorn. 34
XXXV. Think what anguifb tears my quiet. ibid.

XXXVI. Know that importanity’s in varn. 35
XXXVIL. Hosv bappy my days, and how faveet avas
my refle ibid.
XXXVII1. Your drcfs, your converfations. 36
XXXIX. Ay, why is my beart fo tender. 39
ACT IIL
XL. What are the jefis that on marriage you
quote? -39

XL1, Soldier, think before you marry. 40
XLII. Think, Ob, think, that love and glory. * ibid.
XLIUL. What is all this idle chat ? 42
XLIV. Ob, then it feems you avant a wife ! ibid.
XLV, What means all this ranting ? . 43
XLVL. In war ave've nought but death to fear. 45

XLVII. We may refolve to rofift temptation, 47
- XLVII11. Think of drefs in ev’ry light. 48
XLIX. Indrefs and love by like defires. - 5o

L. Thy fate theny, Ob, Troy, is decreed. 52
LI. Beauty aweeps. Aby avhy that languifb ? ib.

LIL. Wy this pain ? _ 53
LILL. Oh, avhat confliePs in my breafR ! 54
LIV. Wasever a lover fo happily freed! 5

- LYV. Hoaw fbort wasmy calm! in & moment *tis

. pap 56
_ *LVL. Hark! Hark! drums and trumpets call
Sforth to the field. ibid.
LVI1. Nature breaks forthatthe moment unguarded. 57
LVI1L. Thus when the cat bad once all woman’s
graces. ibide
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

Szg’&nna]z Countefs of Eglzhton.

MADAM,

THE love of approbation, and a defire to pleafe
the beft, have ever encourayed the poets to finith
their defigns with chearfulnefs. But confcious of their
own inability to oppofe a ftorm of fpleen and haughty ili-
nature, itis generally an ingenious cuftom among(t them
to chufe fome honourable thade.
- Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paftoral under your
Ladythip’s protetion. If my patronefs fays, the Shep-
herds fpeak as they ought, and that there are feveral na-
tural flowers that beautify the rural wild, I fhall have
food reafon to think myfelf fufe from the aukward cen-
ure of fome pretended judges, who condemn before ex-
amination.

Iam fure of vaft numbers that will croud into your
Ladyhip’s opinion, and think it their honour to agree in
their fentimeats with the Countefs of Eglinton, whofe
penetration, fuperior wit, and found judgment, fhines
with uncommon luftre, while accompanied with the
diviner charms of goodnefs and equality of mind.

If it were not foroffending only your Ladythip, here,
Madam, I might give the fulleft liberty to my mufe to
delincate the hgneﬁ of women, by drawing your Lady-
thip’s charaler, and be in no hazard of being deemed a
flatterer ; fince flattery lies not in paying what is due to
merit, butin praifes mifplaced.

Were I to begin with your Ladyfhip’s honourable birth
and alliance, the ficld 1s ample, and prefents us with
. Az num-
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numberlefs great and good patriots, that have dignified
the names of Kennedy and Montgomery. Be that the
eare of the herald and the hiftorian.  ’I'is perfonal merit,
and the heavenly fweetnefs of the fair, that infpire the
tuneful lays. Here every Lefbia muft be excepted, whofe
tongues give liberty to the flaves, which their eyes had
made captives. Such may be flattered ; but your Lady-
fhip juftly claims our admiration and profoundeft refpeét.
For whilft you are poflefled of every outward charm in
the moft perfe&t degree; the never-fuding beauties of
.wif{dom and piety, which adorn your Ladyfthip’s mind,
command devotion.

All this is very true, cries a four-plumb of better fenfe
than good-nature ; but what occafion have you to tell us
the fun fhines, when we have the ufe of our eyes, and
feel his influence #——Very true : but I have the liberry
to ufe the poet’s privilege, which is, T'o fpeak what every
body thinks. Indeed, there might be fome firength in
the reflection, if the Idulimn regificrs were of as fhert
duration s life : bus the burd, who fondly hopes im-.
mortality, has a certain praife-worthy pleafure in com.
mAnicating to poflerity the fame of Jittinguithed cha-
racters.——I write this laft fentence, with @ hand thas
trembles betwcen hope and fear ; but if I fhould prove
fo happy as to pleafe your Ladyfhip in the following at-
tempt, then all my doubis fhall evanifh like a morning
vapour ; I fhall hope to be clafled with Taflo and Guarie
ni, and fing with Ovid, ‘

If ’cis allow’d to poets to divine,
* One half of round eternity is mine,

Madam,
Your Ladyfhip’s moft obedient,
And moft devoted fervant,

ALLAN RAMSAY.
- Edinburgh, June, .
1725,
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. TO THE
- COUNTESS or EGLINTON,

" With the following

P ASTOR AL

ACCEPT, Oh, Eglinton! the riral lays,
, That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays:
The mufe, that oft has rais’d her tuneful ftrains,

A frequent gueft on Scotia’s blifsful plains ;
That oft bas fung, her lift’ning youth to move,
The charms of beauty, and the force of love;
Once more refumes the ftill fuccefsful lay,
Delightful through the verdant meads to ftray.
Oh, come, invok’d and pleas’d, with her repair,
To breathe the balmy {weets of purer air,
In the cool evening negligently laid,
Or near the ftream, or in the rural fhade ;
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear’t, approve
The Gentle Shepherd’s tender tale of love. -
Inftru&ted from thefe fcenes, what glowing fires
Inflame the breaft that real love infpires !
"The fair fhall read of ardors, fighs, and tears,
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears.
Hence 100, what paffions in his bofom rife ! -
What dawning gladnefs fparkles in his eyes !
When firft the tair-one, piteous of his fate,
Kili’dot her fcorn, and vanquifh’d of her hate,
. Ay
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With willing inind, is bounteous to relent,
Ana blufhing, beauteous, {miles the kind confent !
Love’s paflion here in each extreme is fhown,
In Charlot’s {mile, orin Maria’s frown. :
With words like thele, that fail'd not to engage,
Love courted beauty in a golden age ;
Pure and untaught, fuch nature firft infpir’d,
Ere yet the fair affe®ed phrafe defir'd.
His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art,
His words ne’er knew to differ from his heart.
He fpeuks his loves fo artlefs and fincere,
As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear.
Pficav’n only to the rural ftate beftows
Conquett o’er lite, and fraedem from its woes ;..
Secare alike from envy and from-care ; -
Nor rais’d by hope, nor yet deprefs’d by fear :
Nor want’s lean hand its happinefs conftrains,
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains.
No fecret guilt its ftedfaft peace deftroys,
No wild ainbition interrupts itsjoys. ~ ~
Bleft ftill to fpend the hours that heav’n has lent,
In humble goodnefs, and in calm content.
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll,
Sinlefs and pure, in fair Humeia’s foul.
But now the rural flate thefe joys has loft ;
Even fwains no more that innocence can boaft.
Love fpeaks no more what beaaty may believe,
Prone to betray, and pratis'd to deceive,
Now happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat,
‘The peaceful dwelling where fhe fix’d her feat ;
The pleafing fields fhe wont of old to grace,
Cempanion to an upright fober race;
When on the funny hill, or verdant plain,
ree an¥ familiar with the fons of men,
“To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft,
She, uninvited, came a welcome gueft.
Ere yetan sge, grownrich in impious arts,
Brib’d from their innccence incautious hearis :
Then grudging hate and finful pride fucceed, -
Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ;.
Then dow’rlefs beauty loft the pow’r to move ;
The ruit of fucre flain’d the gold of love.
4 Boun
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Bounteous no.more, and hofpitably ﬁ;::d,
The genial hearth firft blufh’d with firanger’s bloed :

The friend no more upon the friend relies,
And femblant falfhood puts on truth’s difguife.
The peaceful houfhold £iil’d with dire alarms,
‘The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms :
The voice of impious mirth is heard around : '
In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown’d:
* Unpunifh’d violence lords it o’er the plains,
And happinefs forfakes the guilty fivains.

Oh, happinefs ! from buman fearch retir'd,
Where art thou to be found, by all defie’d ?
Nun fober and devout ! why art thou fled,
To hide in (hades thf' meek contented head ?
Virgin of afpeét mild! ah, why, unkind,
Fly’ft thou, difpleas’d, the commerce of mankind ?
Oh, teach our fteps to find the fecret cell, -
Where, with thy fire Content, thou lov’ft to dwell.
Or fay; doft thou a duteous handmaid wait
Familiar at the chambers of the great ?
Doft thou. purfue the voice of them that call
To noify revel, and to midnight ball ?
Or the full banquet when we feaft our foul,
Doft thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl ?
Or, with th’ induftrious planter, doft thou talk,
Converfing freely in an evening walk-?
Say, does the mifer e’er thy face behold,
Watchful and ftudious of the treafur’d gold ?
Seeks knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov’d pow’r,
Still mufing filent at the morning hour ?
May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarms,
Inlgtairs’s wifdgam,’ or in Erfkine’s ﬁcharms ?

n vain our flatt’ring hopes our fte uile,
The flying good eludesgthe fearcher’s Pu:;teg ‘
In vain we feek the city or the cell,

Alone with virtue knows the pow’r to dwell,
Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know,
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow.
Soon, foon we might the precious bleffing boaft ;
But many paffions muit the blefling cott ;
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, .

And envy, grieving at another’s ftate.
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Revenge no more muft in our hearts remain, _

Or burning luft, or avarice of gain. -

When thefe are in the human bofom nurft,

Can peace refide in dwellings fo accurit ?

Unlike, Oh, Eglinton! thy bappy breaft,

Calm and ferene, enjoys the heav’nly gueft ;

From the tumultuous rule of paffions g':e’d,

Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed.

Jn virtuesrich, in goodnefs unconfin’d,

Thou fhin’ft a fair example to thy kind ;

Sincere and equal tp thy neigh’our’s name,

How fwift to praife, how Pmltlefs to defame ?

Bold in thy prefence bathfulnefs appears,

And backward merit lofes all its fears,

Supremely bleft by heav’n, heav’n’s richeft grace

Coufeft is thine, an early blooming race,

Whofe pleafing {iniles fhall guardiun wifdom'arm,

Divine inftru&ion ! taught of thee to charm. .

‘What tranfports (hall they to thy foul impart

{The confcious tranfports of a parent’s heart)

When thou behold'ft them of each grace pofiett,

And fighing youths imploring to be bleft !

After thy image form'd, with charms like thine,

Or in the vifitor the danice to fhine.

Thrice happy ! who fucceed their mother’s praife,

The lovclylgglinmns of othér days. )
Mean while perufe the following tender fcenes,

And liften to thy native poet’s ftrains ;

In ancient garb the home-bred mufe appears,

The garb our mufes wore in former years ;

As in aglafs reflected, here behold

How fimling goodnefs look’d in days of o!d.

Nor blufh, to read where beauty’s praife is fhown,

Or virtuous love, the likenefsof thy own;

While *midft the various gifts that gracious heaven,

‘To thee, in whom itis well pleas’d, has given,

Let this, Oh, Eglinton ! delight thee moft,

1’ enjoy that innpcence the world has loft.

W, H.



PATIE axp ROGER:

A

P AST OR A L

" Inferibed to

Y0SI4H BURCHET, Efy.’

Secrétary of the Admiraltys .

THE nipping frofts and driving fna
Are o’er the hills and fdr.awa;
Bauld Boreas fleeps. the Zephyrs blaw,
And ilka thing
Sae dainty, youthfu, gay, and bra,
: Invites to fing, -

Then let’s begin by creek of day ;
Kind mufe, kift to the bent away,
To try anes mair the landart lay,
With a’ thy fpeed,
Since Burchet awns that thou can play
Upon the reed.

)

R

)
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Anes, anes again, bencath fome tree,
Exert thy fkill and nat’ral glee,
To him wha has fae courteoufly. :
, ~ To weaker fight,
Set thefe rude fonnets fung by me - 2
In trueft light.

In trueft light may 2’ that’s fine
In his fair chara&er flill fhise ;
Sma’ need he has of fangs like mine,
To beet his namhe :
For frae the north to fouthern line, : .
‘ B Wide gangs his fame.

His fame, which ever fhall abide,
While hift’ries tell of tyrants pride,
Wha vainly firave upon the tide ‘
T’ invade thefe lands,
Where Briton’s royal fleet doth ride, a0
- . Which ftill commands,

Thefe doughty ations frae his pen,
Our age, and thefe to come, fhalfken, .
How ftubbora navies did contend
Upon the waves,
How free-born Britons faught like men, 24
sl'heir faies like flaves.

Sae far infcribing, Sir, to you,
This country fang, my fancy flew,
Keen your juft merit to pur{ue ;
. But, ah! I fear,
- In giving praifes that are due, ‘ )
‘ I grate your ear,

Yet tent a poet’s zealous pray’r ;
May pow’rs aboon with kindly care

28

Gm-n

« 1. To weaker fight, fet thefe, &c.] Having done me the honour
of turning fome of my paftoral poems into Englith juftly and cle-
gantly. .

a1, Frae bis pen.] His valuable Naval Hiftory,
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Grant youa and muckle thair ’
yous lang Of #’ that’s good,
Till unto langeft life and mair
~ You've healthfu’ ftood.

~ May pever care your bleffings fowr,
And may the mufes ilka hour :
Improve your mind, and haunt your bow’r:
) I’m but a callan;
Yet may I pleafe you, while I'm your
‘ Devoted ALLAN.

DRA-
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DRAMATIS PERSON &
ME N

Sir William Worthy, =~ .

Patie, the Gentle Shepherd, inlove with Pegey.

Roger, arich young Shepherd, in love with Fenny.

Symon and Glaxd, two old Shepherds, Tenants to
Sir William. '

Baxldy, a Hind, engaged with Neps,

W O M E N.

Pegry, thought to be Gland’s Niece.
Jenny, Glaud’s only Daughter. ,
Maxfe, an old Woman fuppofed to be a Witch.
Elpa, Symon’s Wife.
ladge, Gland’s Sifter,

SCENE, a Shepherd’s Village and Fields fome few Miles
_ from Etﬁnburgh. ‘ '

Time of ARion, within Tawenty Hours.

Firft A& begins at Eight in the Morning.
Second A& begins at Eleven in the Forewoon.
Third A& egins at Four in the Afternoon.
Fourth A& Jegins at Nine o’Clock at Night.
Fifth A& begins by Day-light next Morning.

THE
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“TH‘E

GENTLE SHEPHERD.

A CT L

PROLOGUE to the Scext.

Bencath the fouth fids of a craigy biad,

Where chryfidl @n‘ng& their halefome waters yield,
Tawa youthfs® Jhepherds cn the goavans iy, -
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of Moy

Poor Roger granes, till hollow echoes ring §

But Withen Patic likes to laugh and fing.

Patie and Roger.

SANG I. Tune; The niaking of the fanids

PatiB. - - ‘ ,
Y Peggy is a_young thing, '

& Juft enter’d in her teens,
Fair as the day, and fweet as May,
Fair as the day, and always gaye.

My Reggy s a young thing,

And I’m not very auld,

Yet weel Ilike to meet her at.

" The waking of the fauld.

My Peggy. fpeaks fae fweetly,
’ hene’er-we meet alane,, |
I wifh ‘nae mair to lay my care,
i with nge. mair of a’ that’s rare,
My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly,
To ' the lave I'm cauld ;.
But fhe gars 2’ my fpirits glow (
. “At wakingof the faulds o
: B Yo UMy
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My Peggy {miles fac kindl
{Nhengcyer I whifper love’:’
That I look down on a’ the town,
* That I look down upon a crown,
My Peggy fmiles fae kindly, ]
It makes me blyth and bauld,
And nathing gi’es me fic delight,
As waking of the fauld,

My Peggy fings fae faftly,
When on my pipe I play;
By a’ the reft, it is confefs’d,
By a’ the reft, that fhe fings beft,
My Pegyy fings fae faftly,
y Feggy y
And in her fangs are tald,
W1’ innocence, the wale of fenfs,
At waking of the fauld.

This funny morning, Roger, chears my blood,
And puts 2’ nature in a -jovial mood. :
How hartfom is’t to fee the'rifing plants,
Tohear the birds chirm o’er their pleafing rants !
How halefome is’t to fnuff the cav_v{,er air,
And 2’ the fweets it bears when void of care !
What ails thee, Roger, then ? What gars thee grane ?
Tell me the caufe of thy ill feafon’d pain. ’
Roger. I'm born, Oh, Patie! to a thrawart fate ;
I’m born to ftrive wi’ hardthips fad and great.-
Tempefts may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood,
Corbies and tods to grane for lambkins blood :
But I, opprefs’d with never-ending grief, -
Maun ay defpair of li%hting on relief. -
Patie, The bees fhall loath the flower, and quit the hive,
‘The faughs on boggie ground fhall ceafe to t?xrivc,
Ere fcornfu’ queans, or lofs of warldly geer,
Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear. -
Roger. Sae might I fay ; but it’s no eafy done
By ane whafe faul’s fae fadly out of tune. .
Y}r,)u hae fae faft a voice, and {lid a tongue,
You are the darliag of baith auld and young.
If I butettle ata fang, or fpeak, - ° ,
They dit their lugs, fyne up their leglens cleek ;
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And jeer me hameward frae the lone or bught,
While I’m confus’d with mony a vexing thought.
Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee,
Nor mair uplikely to a lafs’s eye.
. Forilka fheep ye hae, I'll number ten,
And fhould, as ane may think, come farer ben.
Patie. But, ablins, nibour, ye hae not a heart,
And downa eithly wi’ your cunzie part.
If that be true, what fignifies your gear?
A mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome care.
Roger. My byar tumbled, nine braw nowtwere {moor’d,
Three elf-fhot were, yet I thefe ills endur’d:
In winter lait my cares were very {ma’,
Tho’ fcores of wathers perifl’d in the {naw. .
Patie. Were your bien rooms as thinly flock’d as mine,
Lefs ye wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine.
He that has juft enough can foundly fleep :
‘The o’ercome only fathes fowk to keep.
Roger, May ?lenty flow upon thee for a crofs ;
That thou may’it thole the pangs of mony a lofs,
Oh, may’ft thou doat on fome tair paughty wench,
That ne’er will lowt thy lowan drowth toquenchz *
*Till, bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool,
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool !
Ratie. Sax good fatlambs, I fauld them ilka clute
At the Weft-port, and bought a winfome flute,
Of plum-tree made, wi’ iv’ry virles round ;
A dainty whiftle, with a pleafant found :
T’ll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry dool t.
Than you wi’ a’ your cafh, ye dowie fool. :
. Roger. Na, Patie, na, I’m nae fic churlith beatt, -
Some other thing lies heavier at my breaft:
1 dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night,
That gars my fleth a’ creep yet with the fright. |
~ Patie. Now? to a friend, how filly’s this pretence,
“To ane wha you and a’ your fecrets kens.
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide
Your weel-feen love, and dorty Jenny’s pride ¢
Tak courage, Roger, me, your forrows teil,
And fafely think nane kens them but yeurfel.
Roger. "Indeed, now, Patie, you Lae guefs’d o’er true ;
And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you., .
B: ‘ Me -
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Me dorty Jenny looks upon afquint ;
To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint.
Inilka place fhe jeers me air and late, ‘
And gars me look bombaz'd,and unco’ blate,
But yefterday I met her ’yont a know,
She fled as frae a fhelly-coated kow.
She Bauldy loes, Bauldy, that drives the car,
But gecks at me, and fays I fmell of tar,
Patie. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat,
He fighs for Neps ;" fae that may ftand for that.
Roger. T with T cou’d nae loo her—but in vain ;.
I ftill maun doat, and thole her proud difdain.
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like 3 -
.Ev’n while he fawa’d the firack the poor dumb Tyke:
If I had fili'd a nook within her breaft, . .
She wad ha’ fhawn mair kindnefs to my beaft,
When I begin‘to tune my ftock and horn,
Wi’a’ her éce fhe fhaws a cauldrife{corn.
Laft night I play’d— (ye never heard fic fpite)
O’er Bogie was the {pring, and her delyte :
Yet tauntingly the at her coufin {pear'd, :
Gif fhe could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d—
Flocks, wander where ye like, fdiana care,
T’ll break my reed, and never whiitle mair, - . -
Patie. E'en do fae, Roger, wha can help milluck,
Saebeins fhe be fic a thrawn-gabit chuck ?
Yonder’s a craig, fince ye have tint all houp, ‘ '
Gae till’t yo ur ways, and take the lover’s loup. )
Roger. I need na mak fuch fpeed my bloed to fpill,
1 warrant Death come foon enough a-will. .
Patie. Daft gowk ! leave aff that filly,whingeing way 3 - -
Seem carelefs, there's my hand ye’ll win the day.
Hear how I ferv’d my lafs, I love as weel .
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel.
Laft.morning 1 was gay, and early out,
Upon adyke 11ean’d, glow’ring about.
I faw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee ;
1 faw my Meg, but Peggy faw nae me:
For yet the fun was wading through the mift,
And fhe was clofe upon me ere fhe witt.
Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly fhaw
Her ftraight bare legs, that whiter were than faaw ; - ‘
cr
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Her cockernony fnooded up fu’ fleek,

Her haffet-locks hang waving on her cheek;
Her cheeks fue ruddy, and her een fae clear ;
And, Oh, her mouth’s like ony hinny pear.
Neat, neat flie was, in buftine waiitcoat clean,
As fhe came fkiffing o’er the dewy green.
Blythfome, I cry’d, my bonny Meg, come here 3
I terly wherefore ye’re fae foon afleer: -

But | can guefs, ye're gawn to gather dew—
She fcour’d awa’, and faid, what’s that to you ?
‘Then fare ye weel, Meg-dorts, and €’en’s ye like,
1 carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the dyke.

I trow, when that the {aw, within a crack,

She came with a right thievelefs errand back ;
Mifcaw’d me firft—then bad me hound my dog,
To wear up three waff ewes ftray’d on the bog.
1 leugh, and fae did fhe ; then, wi’ great hafte,
I clalgp’d my arms about her neck and waift,
About her yielding waift, and took a fouth

Of fweeteft kiffes frae her glowand mouth.
While hard and faft I held her in my grips,
My very faul came lowping to my lips.

Sair, fair fhe flet wi’ me, "tween ilka fmack;
But weel I kend fhe meant nae as the fpak.

. Dear Roger, when Jrour Jo puts on her gloom,
Do you fae too, and never fath your thumb :
Seem to forfake her, foon fhe’ll change her mood =
Gae woo anither, and fhe’ll gang clean wood,

SANG II. Tune, Fy gar rub ber Oer with firas.

Dear Roger, if yout genny geck,
And anfwer kindnefs with a flight,.

Seem unconcern’d at her negleét,
For women in a man delight :

But them defpife, who're foon-defait,,
And wi’ a fimple face give way

‘To-a repulfe; then be not blate,
Pufh bauldly on, and win the day.

When maidens, innocently young,
Say afien what they never mean,,

Ne’er mind their pretty lying tongue,.
But tent the lang;age of their een;:

3 b
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If thefe agree, and fhe perfift
To anfwer all your love with hate,
Seek elfewhere to be berter blift, - -
And let her figh, when s too late.

Roger. Kind Patie ! now fair fa’ your honeft heart ;
Ye’re ay fae cadgy, and ha’e fic an art o
To hearten ane : for now, as clean’s a leek,.

Ye've cherifh’d me, fince ye began to fpeak.

Sae, for your pains, I’ll make ye a propine,

(My miti‘:er, reft her faul ! fhe made it fine)

A tartan plaid, {pun of good hawflock woo’,

Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blew,

With fpraings like gowd and filler crofs'd with black ;
-¥ never had 1t yet upon my back.

Weel are ye wordy o’t, who ha’e fae kind

Red up my.revel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind.

Patie. "'Weel, hald ye there; and fince ye've frankly
A prefent to me of your braw new plaid, [made
My flute’s be your’s ; and fhe too, that’s fae nice,

Shall come a-will, gif ye’ll tak my advice.

Roger. As ye advife, I'll promife to obferv’t ;
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beft deferv’e: -
Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny fpring ;

For I’m in tift to hear you play and fing

Patie, But firft we'll tak a turn up to the height,
And fee gif a’ our flocks be feeding reight :

By that time, -bannocks, and a fhave of cheefe,

Will mak a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ;

Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, were they fae wife

To feafon meat with health, inftead of fpice.

When we have ta’en the grace-drink at this well,

T’ll whiftle fine, and fing t’ye like myfel. [ Exeunt,

SCENE IL

ProLOGUE.

A flowrie howvm, betaveen twa wverdant braes,
Where laffes ufe to wafb and fpread their claes,
A trotting burpie wimpling throw the ground,
dus channel peebles, fbining, fmooth, and round.
3 ' Here
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Herq wiesy twa barefoot deanties, clean and clear ; .
Firft pleafe your eye; next gratify your ear; :
While Fenny, nbat. foe nvifbes difcommends,

And Meg, &vith better fenfe, true love defends.

L Pe and Jenny.

; Jen. Come, Meg, fgz fa’ to {va‘rkyupon this green,
‘This fhining day will bleech our linen clean ; '
The water clear, the lift unclouded blew
Will mak them like a lily wet with dew.

Prcg. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie’s How,
Where a’ the fweets of fpring and fimmer grow ;
Between twa birks out-o’er a little lin,

The water fa’s, apd makes a fingand din:

A pool, breaft-deep, beneath, as clear as glafs,
Kiffes, wi’ eafy whirls, the bordering grafs ; -
We’ll end our wathing while the morning’s cool,
And when the day grows het, we’ll to the pool,
There wath ourfells—It’s healthfu’ now in May,
And fweetly cauler on fae warm g day.

Fen. Daftlaffie! when we’re naked, what'll ye fay,
Gif our twa herds come brartling down the brae,
And fee us fae ? That jeering fallow, Pate.

Wad, taunting, fay, Haith, lafles, ye’re no blate.

Peg. We're far, frae onfy road, and out of fight ;
The lads they’re feeding far beyont the height.
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we’re our lane,
What gars ye plague your wooer with difdain 2
The neighbours a’ tent this as wellas I,

That Roger loo’s ye, yet ye care na by,
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa,
He’s wordy you the beft day €’er ye faw. | :

Fen. I dinna like him, Peggy, there’s anend ;
A herd mair fheepith yet I never kend. :
He kaimes his hair, indeed, and gaes right fnug,
With ribbon-knots at his blue boanet lug,

Whilk penfylie he wearsa thought a-jee,

And fpreads his garters dic’d beneath his knee.

. He faulds his owrelay down his breaft with care,

And few gang trigger to the kirk or fair;

For 2’ that, be can neither fing nor-fay,

Exeept, How d’ye2=or, There’s a bonny day. - p
£ge
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Peg. Yedafh the lad wi’ conftant flighting pride ;
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide :,
But ye’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld.
What's like a dorty maiden when fhe’s auld ?

. Like dawted wean that tarrows at its meat.
That for fome fecklefs whim will orp and greet :
‘The lavelaugh at it till the dinner’s patt,

And fyne the fool thing is oblig’d to faff,
Ofr fcart anither’s leavings at the laft.

SANG III. Tune, Pokwart on the green.

The dorty will repent,
If lover’s heart grow cauld ;
And nane her fmiles will tent, .
Soon as her face looks auld.

The dawted bairn thus takes the pet,
Nor eats, tho’ hunger crave,

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat,
And’s laugh’d at by the lave.

They jeft it till the dinner’s paft ;
 Thus, by itfelf abus’d,
The fool thing is oblig’d to faft,
Or eat what they’ve refus’d.

Fie, Jenny, think, and dinna fit yourtime,
Fen. 1 never theught a fingle life a crime.
Peg; Nor I—but love, in whifpers, lets us ken,
‘That men were made for us, and we for men.
Fen. If Rogerismy Jo, he kens himfel ; .
For fica tale I never heard him tell. ,
He glowrs and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe ;
But wha’s oblig’d to fpell his hums and haws?
Whene’er he likes to tell his mind mair plain,
I’fe tell him frankly ne’er to do’t again.
They’re fools that flav’ry like, and may be free ?
The chiels may a’ knit up themfelves for me.
Peg. Be doing your wa's ; for me, I have amind
To be as yielding as my Patie’s kirid.
Fen. Heh, lafs ! how can you loo that rattle.fkull 2.
A very deel, that ay maun hae his wull,. .
- ) . We'll
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We’ll foon hear tell what a poor fighting life
You twa will lead, fae foon’s ye’re man and wife,

Peg. Dllrin therifk, nor have I-ony fear,
But rather think ilk langfome day a year,
Till I with pleafure mount my bridal bed,
Where on my Patie’s breatt I’ll lean my head,
There we may kifs as lang as kiffing’s gude,
And what we do, there’s nane dare ca’ 1t rude.
He's get his will ; why no? ’I'is good my part,
To gi’ him that, and he’ll gi’ me h:s heart.

en. He may, indeed, for ten or fifteen days,

Mak meikle o* ye, wi’ an unco phraife, =~
And dawt ye, bzith afore fowk und your lane ;
But foon as his newfanglen=fs is gane,
He’ll look upon you as his tether-ftake,
And think he’s tint his freedom for your fake,
Inftead, then, of lang days of fweet delyte,
Ae day be dumb, amf 2’ the neift he’ll flyte ;
And, may be, in his barlikhoods, ne’er ftick
*To lend his loving wife 2 Joundering lick.

SANG IV. Tune, Ob, dear mother, what Joall I do #

Ohj dear Peggy, love’s beguiling,
We ought not to truft to fmiling :
Better far to do as 1 do,
Lefta harder luck betide you.
Laffes, when their fancy’s carry’d,
Think of nought but to be marry’d ;
Running to a lifc deftroys

. .Heartfome, free, and youthfu’ joys.

N

. 3}
Peg. Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts as thae want pith to move
My fettled mind ; I’m o’er far gane in love, )
Patie to me is dearer than my breath,
Bat want of him, Idreed nae other fkaith.
There’s nane of a’ the herds that tread the green,
Has fica fmile, or fic twa glancing een. :
And then he fpeaks with fic a taking art, )
His words they thirle like mufic throw my heart.
How blythely can he fport, and gently rave,
- And jeft at fecklefs fears that fright the lave ! Ik
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Ilk day that he’s alane upon the hill, -
He reads fell books that teach him meikle fkill.

He is—but what need I fay that or this, A . : ' :

I'd fpend a month to tell you what he is !

In a’ he fays or does, there’s fic a gate,

The reft feem coofe compar’d wi’ my dear Pate.
His better fenfe will lang his love fecure :
1ll-nature hetts in fauls thar’s weak and poor.

SANG V. How can Ibe fad on my, &Sc.

How fhall I be fad when a hufband I hae,
‘That has better fenfe than ony of thae

+ Sour, weak, filly fallows, that ftudy, like fools;
‘To fink their ain joy, and mak their wives fnools.
‘The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife,
Or wi’ dull reproaches encourages firife ;
He praifes her virtues, and ne'er willabufe
Her fora fma’ failing, but find an excufe.

Senny. Hey, Bonay Lafs of Brankfome, or’t be lang

Your witty Pate will pat you in a fang, )

Oh, it’s a pleafant thing to be a bride ;

Syne whindging gets about your ingle fide,

Yelping for this or that wi’ fathous din :

‘To mak them brats then ye maun toil and fpin,

Ae wean fa's fick. and fcauds itfel wi’ brog,

Ane breaks his fhin, apither tines his fhoe.

The Deel gaes o’er Jock Wabfter : hame grows hell

When Pate mifcaws ye war than tongue can tell.
Peggy. Yes, it’s a heartfom thing to be a wife,

When round the ingle-edge young {prouts are rife,

Gif I'm fac happy, I fhall hae delight -

To hear their litcle plaints, and keep them right. -

Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleafurete -

Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee ; '

When a’ they ettle st, their greaieft with,

Is to be made of, and obtain a kifs ?

Can there be toil in tenting day and night

The like of them, when love maks care delight ?
Fenny. Burt poortith, Peggy, is the warft of a’,

Gif o’er your heads ill chance ftould begg’ry draw,

’ ut

A
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But little love or canty chear can come
.Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom :
Your nowt may die the {pate may bear away
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay—
The thick-blawn wreaths 6f fnaw, or blathy thows,
May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews.
A dyvor buys your butter, woo and cheefe,
But on the day of payment breaks and flees,
Wi’ glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent :
*Tis not to gie; your merchant’s to the bent.
His honour mauna want, he poinds your gear :
Syne, driven frae houfe and hald, where will ye fteer?
Dear Meg, be wife, and lead a fingle life; ,
‘Trothit’s nae mows to be a married wife.
Pcggy. May fic ill luck befa’ that filly the
Wha has fic fears, for that was never me. .
Let fowk bode weel, and ftrive to do their beft ;
Nae mair’s requir'd : let Heaven mak out the reft.
I’ve heard my honeit.uncle aften fay, )
That lads fhould a’ for wives, that’s vertuous pray :
For the maift thrifty man could never get
A well ftor’d room, unlefs his wife wad let ;
W herefore nocht fhall be wanting on my part
T o gather walth to raife my fhe %erd’s eart,
What’er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, R
And win the vogue at market, trone, or fair, } :
For halefome, clean, cheap, and fufficient ware.
A flock o’ lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo,
Shall firft be fald to pay the laird his due,
Syne a’ behind’s our ain ;—thus, without fear, . .
W31’ love and rowth we throw the warld will fteer; -
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife,
He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife. :
Fenny. But what if fome young giglit on the green,
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een,
Shou’d gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg,
And her kend kiffes, hardly worth a feg
Peggy. Nae mair of that——dear Jenny, to be free,’
"There’s fome men conftanter in love than we ;
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind
Has bleft them wi’ folidity of mind,
i ' They’l
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They’ll reafon calmly, and wi’ kindnefs fimile,
When our fhort paffions wad our peacs beguile :
Sae, whenfoe’er they flight their maiks av hame,
>Tis ten to ane their wwes are manﬁ to-blame.
Then 1M} employ wi’ pleafure a’ my art,

To keep him cheasfu’, and fecure his heart,
Atev’n, whenhe comes weary frae the hill,
I’ll hae &’ things made ready to his will.

In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain,
A bleezing ingle, “and a-clean hearth-ftane ;;
And foon as he ﬁmgs by his plaid and ftaff,
The feething pat’s be ready to tak aff.

Clean hag-a-bag I’ll fpread upon his board,
And ferve him w3’ the beft we can afford.
Good-humout and white bigonets thall be
Guards to my faee, tokeep his love for me,

Fenny. Adifh of marry’d love right foon grows cauld
And dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld.

Peggy. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne’er find
The lofs of youth, when love grows on the mind.:
Bairns and their bairns make fure a firmer tye,

‘Than aught in love the like of us can fpy.
See yon twa elins that grow up fide by fide ;
Suppofe themfome years fyne bndegroom and bride .
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preft,
Till wide their fpreadmg branches are increas'd,
And in their mixture now are fully bleft. } ‘
This fhields the other frae the eaftlen blaﬂ
‘That in return defends it frie the weft. -
“Sic as ftand fingle (aflate fae lik’d by you l) .
Beneath ilk ftorm trae every airth maun bow.

Fenny. Ttve done—1I yield, ‘dear laflie,. I maun yndd
Your better fenfe-has fairly wun the field,

With the'affiftance of a little fae, . g
Lies darn’d within my breaﬁ this mony a dzy.

SANG VI: Tune, Ndr_f/j» s to the Grmz %od gune.

Iyteld, dear laflie, yehave won,
And there is nae denying, -
That fure as light flows frae the fyn,
v, Fraelove proceeds complying; P
ar

-
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For a’ that we can do or fay
’Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us,
"They ken our bofoms lodge the fae,
That by the heartftrings lead us.

Pegzy, Alake! poor pris’ner ! Jenny that’s no fair,
That ye'll no let the wie thing take the air ;
Hafte, -let him out, we’ll tent as weel’s we can,
Gif hebe Bauldy’s, or poor Roger’s man. _
enny. Anither time’s as good—for fee the fun -
Is right far up, and we’re not yet begun
“To freath the graith :—if canker’d Madge our aunt
Come up the burn, fhe’ll gie’s a wicked rant :
But when we’ve done, I’ll tell ye a’ my mind ;
For this feems true, naelafs can be unkind, [ Exewnt.

“Enp of the First AcT.

.~ ACT IL
SCENE 1
ProroGUE.

A fuug thack houfe, before the door a green ;

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are feen

On this fide fands a barn, on that a byer :

A peet-flack joins and forms a rural fquare.

The houfe is Glaud’s;—there you may fee bim lean,
And to bis divet-feat invite bis frien’.

. Glaud- and Symon.

_ Graup.
OOD-morrow, nibeur Symon, come fit down,
And gie’s your cracks—What’sa’ the news in town ?
They tell me ye was in the ither day,
And fald your Crummock, and her baffen’d quey. ~
I’ll warrant ye’ve coft a pund of cut and dry;
Lug out your box, and gie's a pipe to try.
Symon. Wi’ 2’ my heart ;—and tent me now, auld boy,
T’'ve gather’d news, will kittle your mind wi’ joy. ~
. 7 C I cou’d
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I cou’d nareft till I cafne o’er the burn,
To tell ye things have taken fic a turh,
Will gar our vile oppréfiors ftend like flaes,
And fkulk in hidlings on the hether braes.
Glaud. 11; y,d blaw ! —Ay, Symmie! ratling chiels pe'er
w N ~

‘To cleck and {pre4d the groffeft lies aff-hand,
‘Whilk foon Ries round‘like will-fire far and near:

But loofe your poke, be’t true or falfe, let’s heat.
Symon. gieeidg’s Bel’ncv@ng, Glaud ; and I'ka’e fee
Hab, that abroad has with our mafter been, - ’

Our brave good mafter, ‘wha right wifely fled,

And left a tdir eftite to fave his head, o
Becaufe ye ken fou well, he bravely chofe

To ftand his Hege's friend, wi’ greac Monerefe, . - -
Now Cromwell’s gane to Nick, and ane ca’d Monk,

" Has plaid the Rumple a right flee begunk ;

Reftor’d king Charles, and ilka thing’s in tune ;
And Habby fays, we’ll fee Sir William foorr.

SANG VII. Tune, Cald Faile in Aberdeen.

Cauld be the rebels caft,
Oppreflors bafe and bloody,

I hope we’ll fee them at the laft
Strung a’'up in a woody.

Bleft be he of worth and fenfe,
And ever high his flation, - ’

‘That bravely ftands in the defence :

f confcience, king and nation.

Gland. That makes me blyth indeed—but dinna flaw 3
Tell o’er your newsagain ! and fwear til’t a’,
And faw ye Hab ! and what did Halbert fay ?
‘They have been e’en a dreary time away.
Now, God be thanked, thatour laird’s come hame, .
And his eftare, fay, can he eithly claim ? o
Symon. They that hag-raid us ti!l our guts did grane,
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mairdo't again,
And good Sir William fall enjoy his ane.
Gland. And may he lang, fornever did he ftent
Us in our thriving wi’ a racket rent;

Nor
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Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or fbor’d to raife,
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday’s claiths.

Symon., Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air,
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare.
Put on yeur bonnet, Symon—tak a feat—
« How’sa’ at hame,—How’s Elfpa #—How does Kate ?—
How fells blagk cattle >—What gi’es woo this year "
And fic like kindly queftions wad he fpeer.

SANG VIIL. Tune, Mucking of Geordy’s byre.
" .The lairdwho in riches and honour
Wad thrive, fhould be kindly and free,
Nor rack his poor tenants wha labour
To rife aboon poverty : '
Elfe, lik the pack-horfe that’s unfother’d
And burthen’d, will tumble down faint,
Thus virtue by hardfhip-is fmother’d
And rackers aft tine their rent.

Glaud, Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen
.‘The nappy bottle ben, and glaffes clean, ‘
Whilk 1n our breaft rais’d fica blythfome flame,
‘As gar’d me mony a time gae dancing hame.
My heart €’en rais’d ! —Dear nibour, will ye flay,
And tak your dinner here with me the day.
We'll fend for Elfpa tao—and upo’ fight,
I'll whiftle Pate and Roger frae the height.
Tll yoke my fled, and fend to'the neift town,
And bring a draught of ale baith ftout and brown,
And garour cottars a’, man, wife, and wean,
Drink till they tine the gate to ftand their lane.

Symon. I wadna baulk my friend his blyth defign,
Gif that it had na firk of a’ been mine :
For here-yeftreen I brew’d a bow of maut, N
Yeftreen I flew two wathers prime and fat ;
A furlet of gaod cakes my Elfpa beuk,
And a large ham hings reefting in the nook.
I faw my; fell, or I came o'er the loan, .
Our meikle pat, that fca’ds the whey, puton, -
A mutton bouk to boil ;—and ane we’ll roaft,
. And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coft.

. é a Smal}

1
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Sma’ are they fhorn ; and fhe can mix fou nice

The gufty ingans with a curn of fpice, )

Fat are the puddings,—heads and feet weel fung 3

And we've invited nibours auld and young,

To pafs this afternoon with glee and game,

And drink our mafter's health and welcome hame,

Y; mauna then refufe to join the reft,

Since ye’re my neareft friend that I like beft.

ring wi’ ye 2’ your family, and then,

Whene’er you pleafe, I'll rant wi’ you again.

Glaud. Spoke like ye’rfell. Auld Birky, never fear

But at your banquet I fhail firft appear : :

Faith, we fhall bend the bicker, and look bauld,

Tillwe forget that we are fail’d or auld,

Auld, faid I!—Troth, I’'m younger by a fcore,

Wi’ you-good news than what I was before.

T’ll danceor e’en! Hey, Madge, come forth, d’ye hear?

Enter Madge.
Madge. The man’s gain gyte! Dear Symon, welcome
v here: :

What.wad ye, Glaud, with a’ this hafte and din ?

Ye never let a body fit to fpin.

Glaud, Spin? Stuff | —Gae break your wheel, and burn
your tow.

And fet the meikleft peet-ftack in alow :-

Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye dee,

Since now again we’ll foon Sir William fee. ; .
Madge. Blyth news indeed.--And wha waft told you o't ?
Glaud, What’s that to you ?—gae get my Sunday’s

Wale out the whiteft of my bobbit bands ; [coat.

My whyt fkin hofe, and mittens for my hands ;

Then frae their wathin cry the bairns in hatte,

And make ye’rfells as trig, head, feet, and waift,

As ye were a’ to get young ladsor €’en ;

For we’re gawn o'er to dine wi’ Sym bedeen. .
Symon. Do, honeft Madge—and, Glaud, I'll o’er the

gait, : :
And fee that 2* be done as I wad hae’t. [Exexnt.

SCENE
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. SCENE q

ProLoGUE.

The open fgld~a cottage in a glen,

As auld wife fpinning at the Junny end.—

At afma’ diftance, by a blafled tree,

With falded arms, and ba’f rais'd looks, ye fees

Bauldy, Ais lane.

Bauldy. What this ! —I canna bear’t! ’Tis war than
To be fae brunt with léve, yet darna tell! [hell,
Obh, Peggy, fweeter than the dawning day,

Sweeter than gowany glens oy new-mawn hay :
Blyther than lambs that frifk out-o’er the knows,
Straighter than aught that in the foreft grows;

Her cen the cleareit blob of dew outfhines ;

The lily in her breaft its-hgauty tmes. .
Her legs, herarms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een,
Will be my dead, ‘that will be fhortly feen { ‘
For Pate looes her—waes me ! and’flie looes Pate,
And I with Neps, by fome unlucky fate,

Made a daft vow '—Oh, butane be 2 beatt,

That makes rafh aiths till he’s afore the prieft! -
1darna {peak my mind, elfe a’ the three,

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my eneniy, :

*Tis fair to thole ; —I’Il try fome witchcraftart,

To brak wi’ ane, and win the other’s heart.

Here Maufy lives, a witch, that for fma’ pricg

Can caft her cantraips, and gi’e meadvice..

She can o’crcaft the night, gnd cloud the moon, '
And make the deels obedient fo her crune. :

At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yard fhe raves,

And howks unciiften’d weans out of their graves;

Boils up their livers in a warlock’s pow ;

Rins witherfhins about the humlock low. ;

And feven times does her prayers backward pray, . .
Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, ~ .
Mixt wi’ the venom of blagck taids and fnakes ; L
Of this, unfonfy piCtures aft fhe makes ' =
Of ony ape fhe hates ;—and gars expire
With flaw and rackipg painsutere a fire, |~ LE

Gy U © ik
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Stuck fou of prins; the dev’lith pitures melt,

‘The pain by fowk they reprefent is felt.

And yonder’s Maufe; ay, ay, the kens fou weel,

‘When ane like me comes rinning to the deel.

She and her cat fit beeking in her yard,

- ‘To {peak my errand, faith, amaift I'm fear’d :

But I maun do’t, though I fhould never thrive;

They gallop faft, thatdeels and laffes drive. [Exit,

SCENE III
ProroGuk.

A green keil yard, a litile fount,
Where water poplin fprings,

There fits a wife with arinkled front,
Andyet fbe fpins and fings.

SANG IX. Tune, Carle, an’ the king come.

Maufe. Peggy, now the king’s come,

- Peggy, now theking’s come,

Thou may dance, and I fhall fing,
Peggy, fince the king’s come:

Nae mair the hawkies fhalt thou milk,

But change thy plaiding-coat for filk,

And be a lady of thatilk,
Now, Peggy, fince the king’s come.

Enter Bauldy.
Bausldy. How does auld honeft lucky of the glen?
Ye look baith hale and fere at threefcore ten. .
; Maufe. E’en twining out a thread with litde din,
. And beeking my cauld limbs before the fun. ’
‘What brings my bairn this gait fae air at morn ?
Is there nae muck to lead,—~to threfh, nae corn?
Bauldy. Enough of baith—but fomething that requires
Your helping hand, employs now all my cares.
Mazufe. My helping hand, alake? whatcan I do,
That underneith beith eild and poortith bow ?
Bauldy. Ay, but you’re wife, and wifer far than we,
Or maift part of the parifh tells a lie, B
Maufe. Of what kind wifdom think ye I’m poffeft,
That lifts my charater aboon the reft ? ,
' F . Bauldy.

1Y



THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 3:
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye’re fac wife and
Ye'll may be tak it ill gif I fhou'd tell. (fell,
Maufe. What fowk fay of me, Bauldy, let me-hear;
Keep naithing up, ye naithing hae to fear.
" Bauldy. Well, fince ye bid me, I fhall tell you a’
‘That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw,
When laft the wind made Glaud a rooflefs barn,
When laft the burn bore down my mither’s yarn,
" When Brawny elf-fhot never mair came hame ;
When Tibby kirn’d and there nae butter came;
When Befly Freetock’s chuffy-cheeked wean
‘To a fairy turn’d, and cou’d na ftand its lane ;
When Wattie wander’d ae night thro® the fhaw,
And tint himfel amaift amang the fnaw ;
When Mungo’s mare ftood ftill, and fwat wi’ fright,
When he brought eaft the Howdy under night,
‘When Bawfy fhot to dead upon the green,
And Sara tint a fnood was nae mair l%:‘;n :
You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a’ fell out,
And ilk ane here dreads ye a’ round about ;
And fae they may that mint to do ye fkaith ;
For me to wram%t ye, I’ll be very laith;
But when I neift make grots, T’ll ftrive to pleafe
You wi’ a furlet of them mixt wi’ peafe.
Mauyfe. 1 thank ye, lad—now tell me your demand,
And, if Ican, I'll lend my helping hand. ,
Bauldy. Then—TI like Peggy—Nepsis fond of me—
Peggy likes Pate ;—and Patie’s bauld and flee,
And looes fweet Meg—But Neps I downa fee—
Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Neps, and than
Peggy’s to me—I'd be the happieft man,
Mz'zg/'e. I’ll try my art to gar the bowls row right,
Sae gang your ways, and come again at night ;
’Gaintt that time I’ll fome fimple things prepare,
Worth all your peafe and grots : take ye nae gare.
Bauldy. Well, Maufe, I'll come, gif I the road can find ;
But if ye raife the Deel, he’ll raife the wind ;
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when ’tis late,
Will make the night fae mirk, I'll tine the gait,
We’re a’ to rant in Symie’s at a feaft, )
Oh, will ye come like badrans for a jeft ;
And there ye can our different haviours fpy;
_There’s nane fhall'ken o’t there but yowand I, c
o : : Manfes
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Mafe, *Tis like 1 may—but let ng on what's paft
*Tween you and me, elfe fear 3 kittle caft,
Bauldy, 1f 1 3ught o your fectety ¢’er advance,
May ye ride on me ilka night tp France. [Exis Bauldy,
Mayfe. [Her lane.] Hard luck, alake! when poverry
Weeds out of fathien, and a lanely beild, [and eildy’
Wi'afma’ caft of wilgs,' fhould in a twitch, .
Gi’e ane the hatefu’ name, a wriakled witch,
"This fool impgines as do meny fic,
That I’'m a witeh, in compatt with guld Nick,
Becaufe by edngation I was taught
To fpeak and & aboan their comman thovght.
“Their grofs miftake thall quickly now appear,
Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here,-
Now finte the royal Charles, and right’s reftor’d,
A fhepherdefs is daughter te 3 loxd.
The bonny Foupdling that’s brought up by Giaud,
Wha has an uncle’s care on her beftow’d, .
Her infant life I {av’d, swhen a falfe friend
Bow'd to the ufyrper, and her death defign’d ;
To eftablifh him and his in all thefe plains
That by right heritage to her pertains,
She's now:ip her fweet bloam, has bloud and charms,
Of too much valug for a fhepherd’s arms.
Nane keps’t but me ;—and if the morn were come,
I’ll tell them tales will gar them all fing dumb,

- SCENE IV,

v

- ProrLoGUE.

Behind a tree, 130)1 the plain,
- : Pate and his Peggy mect
* Ju Jove without a vicious fain,
The bonyy lafs and chearfi’ fwain
' Change wows and kiffes fieets

S Patie and Peggy. '
Peg. Oh, Paltic,- let me cﬁang‘, '%ymau,ﬁna ftay ;
‘Were baith cry’d bame, and Jenny fhe’s away.

Patie, P'mYaith to part fasfoon ; now we’se alapey
And Roger he’s awa’ wi’ Jeony gane; =~
They’re as content, for aught I'hear or fee,

To be alane shemfclyes, 1judge, as we, ey
R Here
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Here, where primrofes thickeft paint the green,
Hard by this little burnie let us lean. '
-‘Hark how the lav’rocks chant sboon our heads,
How faftthe weftlin winds fough through the reeds.

Peg. The fcented meadows, birds, and healthy breeze,
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleafe. L

Patie. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind ;

In fpeaking fae, ye ca’ me dull and blind,

Gif I could fancy aught’s fae fweet or fair
Asmy {weet Meg, or worthy of my care,
Thy breath is fweeter than the fweeteft brier,
*Thy cheek and breaft the fineft flow’rs appear.
‘Thy words excel the maift delightfu’ notes,
‘That warble through the merl or mavis® throtes.
With thee I tent nae flowers that butk the field,
Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield.

The fiweeteft fruits, that hing uponthe tree,
Are far inferior to a kifs of thee.

Peg. But Patrick for fome wicked end may fleech,
And lambs fhould tremble when the foxes preach, .

I darna ftay ;—ye joker, let me gang,
Anither lafs may gar ye change your fang,.

Patie. Sooner a mother fhall her fondnefs drap,

And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap. ,
The fun fhall change, the moon to change fhall ceafe,
The gaits to clim—the fheep to yield the fleece, ‘
Ere ought by me be either faid or done,

Shall do thee wrang, I fwearby a’ aboon. .

Peggy. Then keep your aith—But mony lads will fwear,
And be manfworn to twa in half a year:

Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ;

But if a fairer face your heart fhou’d fteal,
Your Meg, forfaken, bootlefs might relate
How fhe was-dauted anes by faithlefs Pate.

Patie. I'm fure I canna change, ye need na fear,
Though we’re but young I loo’d you mony a year.
I mind it weel, when theu cow’d(t hardly gang,’
Or lifp out words, I choos’d ye frae the thrang
Of 2’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand
Aftto the tanfy-know or rathy ftrand ;

Thou fmiling by my fide—1I took delite -
To pou the rathes green, with roots fae white, ¢
O
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Of which, aswell as my youpg fancy cou’d,
For thee 1 plet the flow’ry bele and
. /

'.SANC X. Tune, Theyellow bair'd ladie.

. Pecoy.
When firft my dear. ladie gade to the green-hill,
AndIat ew-milking firft fey’d'my young kil
‘To bear the milk-bowie nae pain was to me,
Wihen I at the boughting forgather’d wi’ thee.
. PATIE, : o
When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether-bells,
Bloom’d bonny on moorland and fweet rifing fells,
Naebirus, bners, or breckens, qave trouble to me,
If 1 found the berries right ripen'd for thee,
' EGGY. ’
When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the ftane,
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain;
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me;
For nene can putt, wrefile, or run, fwiftas thee,
: . PariE,
Our Jenny fings faftly the Cowden-broom-knows,
And Rofie lilts fiveetly the Milking the ews, -
‘T'here’s few Jenny Nettles like Nanfy ¢an fing,
At Throw the.Wood Laddie, Befs gars our lugs ring.

But'when my dear P fings, with bester fkill,
‘The Boatman, Tweed-fide, or the lafs of the Mill,
*Tis many times {weeter and pleafing to me ; '
Eox shough they fing mclgly, they cannos like thee. ¢
EGGY¥.
* How eafy can laffes trow whag they defire !
And praifes fae kindly increafes love’s fire ;
Give me ftill this pleafure, my fudy fhall be
To make myfelf better and fweeter for theg.

Peggy. When firft thou gade wi’ Gepherds toshe hill,
And I to milk the ews firfk try’d my fkill,-
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me,
When at the bught at e’en I met with theg, .
Patie. When corng grew yellow, and the hether-bells
. Bloom’d bonny on the mopr and rifing fells,

Ay

Na¢ -
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Naebirns, or briers, pr whims. e’¢r tyoubled me,
" Gif I cou’d find blae berri¢s rtpe for‘thee.

Peggy. When thou didft wreftle, run, or put the ftane,
And wan the day, my heart was flightering faims - -
At 2’ thae fports thou ftill gave joy to me ;

For nane can wreftle, run, or put with thee.

Patie. Jenny fings faft the Broom of Cowdenknows,
And Rofie lilts the’Milking of the Ews ;

‘There’s nane like Nanfie, ﬁeppy Nettles fings :
At turns in Maggy Lauder, Marion dings :

But when my* Peggy fings, wi’ {weeter kill

‘The Boatman, or the Lafs of Patie’s Mill ;

It is a thoufand times mair {weet to me,

Though they fing well, they canna fing like thee.

Peggy. How eith can lafles trow what they defire, |
And roos’d,” by them we love, -blaws up that fire ;

But wha loveg beft, let timhe and carriage tiy;
Be conftant, and my love thall time defy.

Be flill as now, arda’ my care fhall be,

How to contrive what pleafant is for thee.

Patie. Wert thoua giglit gawky like the lave,

T'hat lirtle better than our nowt behave; - T
At naught they’ll ferly,—fenfe'efs tales believe,

Be blyth for filly hechts, for trifles grieve— - '
Sic ne’er could win my heart, thatkenna how .
Either tokeep a prize, or yet prove true. -,

But thou, in betzer fenfe, without'a flaw,

Asin thy beauty, far excels them a’.

Continue kind, and a2’ my care fhallbe, -

How to contrive what pleafing is for chee. y

Pez. Agreed ;—but hearken, yon's auld aunty’scry,
1 ken they’ll wonder what can mak s ftay. N

Patie. Andlet them ferly,—now g kindly kifs, .’
Or fivefcore good anes wad not be amifsy -
Andfyne we'll fing the fong with tunefu’ glee,
That I made up laft owk on you and me.

Peg. Sing firft, {yne claim your hire—

Patie, —Well 1 agree. .

-

gt R ¢
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SANG XL -

N - PartiE [Sings.]

By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth,

And rowing eye that fmiling tels the truth,

1 guefs, my laffie, that, as wellas I.

Ye're made for'love, and why fhould ye deny 2

"~ Pecey %Sing:.) :

Butkenye, lad, gin we confefs o’er foon,

Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing’s done :

‘The maiden that o’er quickly tynes her pow’r,

Like unripe fruit will tafte but hard and fowr.
.. PaTig[Sings.] ‘

But gin they hing o’er lang upon the tree,

. Their fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye.

Red-cheeked ye completely ripe appear, ,

And I have thol'd and woo’d a lang ha'f-year.

" PeceY [Sings, falling into Patie’s arms.}
Then dinna pou’ me, gently thus I fa’ - .
Into my Paue’s arms fgr goodand 2’: -
But ftint your wifhes to thiskind embrace, S
And mint nae farfer, till we’ve got the grace.

Parie [with bislcft hand about her waiff.]
Oh, charming armfu’, hence, ye cares, away;
T’'li kifs my treafure a’ the live-lang day,
A’ night I'lldream my kiffes o’er again,
*Till that day come that ye’ll be 2’y ain,
Sung by both,
Sun, gallop down the weftlin fkies,
Gang foon to bed, and quickly rife ;
. Oh, lath your fteeds, poft time away,
And hafte about our bridal day ; - ‘o
And, if ye'reweary'd, hone light,
Sleep, gin yelike, a week that night.

Enp of the SEconp Act.
ACT
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ACT I
SCENE I

‘ ProLoGUE.
Now turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading lyme,
And tent a man avbofe beard feems bleech’d with time §
An elwan fills bis baud, bhis habit mean,
Nae doubt ye’ll think be bas a’pediar been :
But avbifbt, it is the knight in mafguerad,
That comes bhid in this cloud to fee bis lad.
Obferve bow pleas’d the loyal fuff 'rer mouves
Throw bis auld av’nues, anes delightfu’ grovess
' Sir William folus.
HE gentleman thus hid in low difguife,
P’litor a fpace, unknown, delight mine eyes
With a full view of ‘ev’ry fertile plain,
Which once I loft,—which now are mine again.
Yet, *midft my joys, fome profpeds pain renew,
Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view.
Yonder, ahme! it defolately ftands,
Without a robf, the gates fall'n from their bands ;
The cafements all broke down, no chimney left,
The naked walls of tap'ftry all bereft.
My ftables and pavilions, broken walls!
That with each rainy blaft decaying falls:
My gardens once adorn’d the moft complete,
With all that nature, all that art makes fweet ;
Where round the figur’d green and pecble walks -
"The dewy flqw’rs hung nodding on their ftalks :
But overgrown with neutles, cocks and brier,
No Jaccacinths or Eglantines appear,
How fail’d and broke’s.the rifing ample thade,
Where, peach and net’rine trees their branches fpread,
Bafking in rays, and early did produce
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe;
All round in gaps, the wallg,in ruin lie,
Angd-from what ftands the wither’d branches fly.
‘Thefe foon fhall be repair’d ;—and now my joy
Forbids all grief,—-—w}:ené’m to fee my boy,
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My only prop, and objeét of my care,

Since Heav’n, too foon, cali’d home his mother fair:
Him, ere the rays of reafon clear’d his thought,

1 fecretly to faithful Symon brought, - '

And charg’d him ftriétly to conceal his birth, .
Till we fhou’d fee what changing times brought forth. -
Hid from himfelf, he ftarts up by the dawn,

And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn -
After his fleccy charge, ferenely gay, :

With other fhepherds whiftling o’er the day.

Thrice happy life! that’s from ambition free,
Remov’d from crowns and courts, how cheerfully

A calm contented mortal fpends his time

In hearty health, his foul unftain’d with crime. -

SANG XII.. Tune, Happy clown.

Hid from him(elf, now, by the dawn
He ftarts as frefli as rofes blawn

And ranges o’er the heights and lawn,

After his bleating flocks.

Healthful, and innocently gay,

He chants and whiftles out the day,
Untaaght to {mile, and then betray,

* Like courtly weathercocks.

Life happy, fron{ ambition free,

Envy and vile hypocrify,

When truth and love with joys agree,
Unfully’d with a crime.

Unmov’d with what difturbs the grcat,

In propping of their pride and ftate,

He lives, and un-afraid of fate,
Contented fpends his time.

Now tow’rds good Symon’s houfe I’ll bend my way,

And fec what makes yon gamboling to-day. - -

All on the green, in a fair wanton ring,

My youthtful tenants gayly dance and fing. -
[Exit Sir William. -

SCENE
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SCENE IL

o Prorogue.
*Tis Symon’s houfe, pleafe to ficp in,
© Andvify’t round and round,

There’s nought fuperfiuous to give pain,
Or coftly to be found : _

Yet all isclean ; a clear peet ingle
Glance}bamiz_l/l the foor ; .

The green born [poons, beech luggies mingle
Og: Skelfs ﬁ.ggainﬁ the doafig £

While the young brood fport on the green,
The auld anes think it bef?, .

With the brown coa to clear their een,
Snuff, crack, and tak their rcff.

Symon, . Glaud, axd Elfpa.

Glaud. We ancs were young ourfels—I like to fee

The bairns bob round wi”other merrily.
Troth, Symon, Patie’s grown a ftrapan lad,
And better looks than his I never bade :
Amang our lads he bears the gree awa’,

And tells his tale the clev’reft of them a’.

Elfpa. Poorman !—he’s a great comfort to us baith ;

God mak him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith :
He isa bairn, I'll fay’, weel worth our care,
That gae us ne’er vexation late or air.

Glaud. 1 trow, good wife, if I be not mifta’en,
He feems to be with Peggy’s beauty ta’en ;

And troth my niece isa right dainty wean,
As ye weel ken ; a bonnyer needna be,
Nor better—be’t fhe were nae kin to me.

Symon. Ha, Glaud ! I doubt that ne’er will be 2 match H

My Patie’s wild, and will be ill to catch ;
And, orhe were, for reafons I'll no tell,
1’d rather be mix’d with the mools myfel. .

Glaud. What reafon can ye hac? There's nane, I’'m
Unlefs ye may caft up that fhe’s but poor: - [ture,
But gif the laffic marry to my mind,

'l be to her as my ane Jenny kind ; _
Fourfcore of breeding ewes of my ane birn,
Five ky that at ae milking fill a Kirn,
D2 r

v
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I’ll gie to Peggy that day fhe’s a bride ;

By and attour, if nry ‘good luck abide,

Ten lambs, at {paining time, as lang’s I live,

Andtwa quey cawfs I’ll yearly to then give. -

Elfpa. Ye offer fuir, kind Glaud ; but dinna fpeer

What, may be, is not fit ye yet thould heat.

Symon. Or this day eight days, likely, he fliall learn

That our denial difna flight his bairn.

Glaxd, Weel,naé mair o’t—come, gie’s the other bend ;

We’ll drink their healths, whatever way it end.

[ Their beakths gae round,
Symon. But will ye tell me, Glaud—by fome *tis faid,

Your niece is but a fundling, that was laid

Down at your hallon fide, ae morn in May,

Right clean row’d up, and bedded on dry hay.

Glaud. That clatteran, Madge, my titty, tells fic flaws,

Whene’er our Meg her cankart humour gaws.

' Eunter Jeany. -
Fenny. Oh, father, there’s an auld man on the green,

‘The felléft fortune-teller e’er was feen

He tents our loofs, and {yhe whops out a book,

Turns owre the leaves, and gies our brows a look 3

Syne tells the oddeft tales that e’er ye heard : ~

His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard. ,

fjm«m. Gae bring him in ; we’ll hear what he can fay ;
ane fhall gang hungry by my houfe this day.

[Exit Jenny.

But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, :

He kens nae mair o’ that than my ‘grey mare.

Glaud. Spae-men ! the truth of a’ their faws I doubt

For greater liars never ran there out.

Re-enter Jenny, bringing Sir William ¢ avith them Patie,
Symon. Ye're welcome, honeft carle—Here, tak a feat.
Sir Will. 1 give ye thanks, good man, Ife be no blate.
Glaud. [Drinh.{ Come, t'ye, friend—How far eam

yetheday? ~ :
Sir Will. 1 vledge ye, nibour—e’en but little way :

Roufted with eild, a wie piece gate feems lang ;

T'wa miles, or three’sthe maifg that I dow gang.
Symron. Y €’re welcome here to ftay 2’ night wi'me,

And tak fic bed and bord as we can gie., s

» F

’
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Sir Will. That’s kind, unfought, Weel, gin ye havea-
‘That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn, [bairn
1 thall employ the fartheft o’ my fkill
To fpae'it faithfully, be’t good or ill.

Symon. [Pointing to Paue.] Only that lad—alack, I

hae nae mae ! - ’

Either to mak me joyfu’ now, orwae.

Sir Will. Young man, let’sfee your hand—What gars

ye fneer ?

Patie. Becaufe your fkill’s but little worth, I fear.

Sir Will. Ye cutbefore the point—but, billy, bide ;
D’ll wager there’s a moufe-mark on your fide. )

Elpa. Beteech us to! and weel I wat that’s true;
Awa, awa, the deel’s owre grit wi’ you.

‘Four inch aneath his oxter 1s the mark,

Scarce ever feen fince firft he wore a fark.

Sir Will. 'l tell ye mair: if this young lad be fpar'd
But a fhort while, he’ll be a braw rich laird.

Elfpa. Alaird! Hear ye, good man? What think yenow ?

Symon. 1 dinnaken. Strangeauld man, whatart thou ?
Fair fa’ your heart ; ’tis good to bode o’ wealth :

Come, turn the timmer to laird Patie’s health. :
‘ [Patie’s bealth gaes round.
Patie. Alaird o’ twa good whiftles, and a kent,

Twa curs my trufty tenantson the bent,

Is 2’ my great eftate—and like to be ;

Sae, cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me.

Symon. W hifht, Patie, let the man look owre your hand :
Aft-times as broken a fhip has come to lind.

(Sir William Jooks a little at Patie’s band, then counterfeits
felfiug into a trance, while they endeavour tolay him
right.] - ‘

E/pa. Preferv’s!—;zhe man’s a warlock, or poffefs’d

- With fome nae good, or fecond-fight at leaft. :

Whar is he now ? ——

“Glaud. He’s feeing a’ that’s done

In ilka place beneath or yont the moon. -

Eljpa. Thefe fecond-fighted fowk, his peace be here
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear
As I can fee my thumb—wow! can he tell
(Speer at him {oon as he comes to himfel)

, ‘D 3 How
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How foon we'll fee Sir William. Whifht ! he heaves,
And fpeaks out broken worgs, like ane that ravee. ‘
Symon, He'll foon grow better—Elfpa, hafte ye, gae
And fill himup a tafsg;f ufquebae, e YO B
Sir Will. [ flarts ap and fpeaks.]
A knight that for a lion fought,
Againft a herd of bears, -
‘Was to lang t0il and trouble brought,
In which fome thoufands fhares.
But now againthe lion rears,
And fpreads joy o’er the plain;
The lion has defeat the bears,
The knight returns again.

‘That knight, in a few days, fhall bring
A fhepherd frae the fauld ;
And fhall prefent him to his king,
A fubjeét true and bauld.
He matter Patrick fhall-be call’d ——
All you that hear me now,
May weel believe what I have tald,
For it fhall happen true.
_ Symon. Friend, may your fpacing happen foon and weel
But, faith, I’m redd you’ve bargain’d with the deel,
@'o tell fome tales that fowks wad fecretkeep:
Or do you get them tald you in your ﬂe?; ?
Sir Will. Howe'er I get them, never fath your beard ;
Nor come I toredd fortunes for reward :
Bet I'll lay ten to ane wi’ ony here,
‘That a’ I prophefy will foon appear. a
Symon. %ou prophefying fowk are odd kind men ;
They’re here that ken, and here that di{na ken
The wimpled meaning o’ your unco tale,
Whilk foon will mak a noife o’er moorrand dale.
Gland. *Tis nae {ma’ {port to hear how Sym believes,
And takes’t for gofpel what the fpae-man gives -
Of flawing fortunes whilk he evens to Pate :
But what we wifh we trow at ony rate, ,
Sir Will. Whifht, doubtfu’ carle! for ere the fun
Has driven twice down to the fea, ’
What I have faid, ye fhall fec done

In part, or nac mair credit me.
: Glaud,



THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 45

Glaad, Weel, be’t fue, friend ; 1 fhall fay naithing mair,
But I’'ve twa fonfy lafles young and fair, ’
Plump, ripe for men :. I wifh ye cou’d forefee
Sic fortunes for them might bring joy to me. '

Sir Will. Nae mair thro’ fecrets can I fift, -

Till darknefs black the bent: :

T have but anes a day that gift;

Sae reft a while content.

Symon. Elfpa, caft on the claith, fetch butt fome meat,
And of your beft garthis auld firanger eat. N

Sir Will, Delay a while your hofpitable care,

I’d rather enjoy this ev’ning calm and fair,

Around yon ruin’d tower to fetch a walk,

With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk.

. Syhon. Soon as you pleafe I'll anfwer your defirg—
And, Glaud, you’ll tak your pipe befide the fire ;
We'll but gae round the place, and foon be back,

. Syne fup together, and tak our pint, and crack.

Glaud. T’ll out a while, and feethe young anes play,
My heart’s ftill light, albeit my locks be grey.

SCENE IIl

ProLoGUE.
Fenny pretends an errand hame,
Young Roger draps the reft,
To avhifper out bis melting flame,
And thoaw bis lafie’s breaft. .
Behind a bufb, weel bid frae fight, they meet :
See, Fenny'’s laughing, Roger’s like to greet.
7 omes T8 Poo{rﬁefberd !’

[(Exennt,

) Roger and Jenny.

Roger. Dear Jenny, I wad fpeak t’ye, wad ye let ;
And yet I ergh ye’re ay fae fcornfu’ fet.

Fenny. And what wad Roger fay, if he could fpeak ?
Am I eblig’d to guefs what ye’re to feek ?

Roger. Yes, ye may guefs right eith for what I grein,
Baith by my fervice, fighs, and langing een;
And I maun out wi't, tho’ I rifk your fcorn.
Ye’re never frac my thoughts baith ev’n and morn.
Ah, cou’d I loo ye lefs, I'd happy be !
But happier far, cou’d ye but fancy me, -

T4 Jernye
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Senny. And wha kens, honeft lad; but that I may ?
Ye canna fay that e’er 1 faid ye nay.

Roger. Alake, my frighted heart begins to fail,
xcne’er I mint to tell ye out my tale!

fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I,
Has wen your love, and near your heart may lie.

Jenny. 1loo my father, coufin Meg Ilove ;

But, to this day, nae man my heart cou’d move.
Except my kin, ilk lad’s alike to me ;
And frae ye a’ I beft had keep me free. :

Roger. How lang, dear Jenny ?—Say na thatagain
What pleafure can ye tak in giviag pain ?

I’'m glad, however, that ye yet ftand free.
‘Wha kens but ye may rew, and pity me ?

_ Jenny. Ye have my pity elfe, to fee you fet
On that whilk maks our fweetnefs foon forget.
Wow, but we’re bonny, good, and ev’ry thing !
How fweet we breathe, whene’er we kifs or fing !
But we’re nae fooner fools to gie confent,

‘Than we our daffin, and tint pow’r repent :
When prifon’d in four wa’s, a wife, right tame,
Altho’ the firft the greateft drudge at hame.

Roger. That only happens, when, for fake o’ gear,
Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a mare : .
Or when dull parents bairns together bind,

Of diff’rent tempers that can ne’er prove kind.
But love, true downright love, engages me
(Tho’ you fhou’d fcorn) ftill to delight in thee

Fenny. What fugar’d words frae wooer’s lips can fa’!

But girning marriage comes, and ends them a’.
I’ve feen with fhining fair, the morning rife,
And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the fkies ;
I’ve feen the filler {pring a while rin clear,
And foon in mofly puddles difappear.
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may {mile ;
But foon contentions a’ their joys beguile.

Roger. I’ye feen the morning rife with faireft light,
‘The day, uinclouded, fink in calmeft night.
I’vefeen the fpring rin wimpling throw the plain,
Increafe, and join the ocean, without ftain,
The bridegroom may be blyth, thebride may fmile ;
Rejoice thro’life, and a’ your fears beguile,

SANG
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SANG XIII. Tune, Licth-Wynd.

Fenny. Wete I aflur’d you’ll conftant prove,
' You fhould nae mair complain ;
The eafy maid, befet with love,
. Few wotds will quickly gain ;
For I muft own, now, fince you’re free,
This too fond heart of mine ' v
Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, - ‘
Wifh'd to be pair’d with thine.

Roger.  1'm bappy now ; ah, let mr hexd

Upon thy breaft recline !

The pleafure ftrikes me near hand dedd—

- Is Jenny then fae kind ?

Oh, let me brifs thée to my heart,
Andround my arms entwine !

Delyteful thought! We’ll never part !

ome, prefs thy mouth to mine.

Fenny. Were Ibut fure you lang wou'd lové maintain,
‘The feweft words my eafy heart could gain;
For I maun own, fince.nowat laft you're free,”
Altho’ 1 jok’d, I lov'd your company ;
And ever had a warmnefs in my breaft,
‘That made ye dearer te me than the reft, .
" Roger, I'm happy now ! o’er happy ! ha’d my head !¢
‘This gufh of pleafure’s like to be my dead. -
Come to my arms—or ftrike me—I'm a’ fir'd
Wi’ wond’ring love—Let’s kifs till we be tir’d,
Kifs, kifs! we’ll kifs the fun and ftarns away,
And ferly at the quick return o’ day.
©Oh, Jenny, let my arms about thee twine,
And brifs thy bopny breafts and lips to mine.
: [They embrace.
Fenny. With equal joy my eafy heart gives way,
To own thy weel-try’d love has won the day. :
Now, by thde warmetft kiffes thou haft ta’en,
Swear thus to love ine, when by vows made ane,
Rager. 1{wear by fifty thoufand yet to come, . .
Or may the firft ane ftrike me deaf and dumb,
‘There fhall not bea kindlier dawted wife,
If you agree wi’ me to lead your life.

Fennys
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Fenny. Weel, T agree—neift to my parent gae,
Get his c'onfent’; he’ll hardly fay ye nay ; 8
Ye ha’e what will commend him to ye weel ;
Auld fowks, like them, that want nae milk and meal.

SANG XIV. Tune, O’r Bogic,

¢ Weel, I agree, ye're fure of me ;
Neil% to my father gae :
Mak him content to gi’e confent,
He'll hardly fay ye nay :
For ye have what he wad be at,
And will commend you weel;
_Since parents auld, think love grows cauld,
When bairns want milk and meal.

Should he deny, I care na-by,
. He'd contradit in vain ;
‘Tho’ a’ my kin had faid and fworn,
‘But thee, I will ha’e nane.
Then never range, nor learn to change,
. Like thofe in high degree :
And if ye prove faithful in love,
- You’ll find nae fault in me.

Roger. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt,
Asmony newcal in my byers rowt:
Five pack-of woo’ I can at Lammas fell,
Shorn frae my bob-tail’d bleeters on the fell :
Gude twenty pair o’ blankets for our bed,
Wi’ meiklé care my thrifty mither made,
Ilk thing that maks a heartfome houfe and tight,
Was ftill her care, my father’s great delight.
‘They leftme a’; which now gi’es joy to me,
Becaufe I can gi'e a’, my dear, to thee;
And bad I fifty times as meikle mair,
Nane but my Jenny fhou’d the famen fkair.
My loveand a’ is youis; now ha'd them faft, .
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laft. ~

Fenny. 'l do my beft—But {ce wha comes this way,
Patie and Meg—befides, I mauna ftay.  **
Lev’s fteal frae ither now, and meet the morn ;
If we be feen, we’ll drie a deal o’ fcorn.

Roger,
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Roger. Towhere thefaugh-tree thades the mennin-pool,:
I’ll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool:
Keep trifte, and meet me there; there let us meft,

To kifs, and tell our love; there’s nought fae fweet
e [Exesnt,,
SCENE 1V. .

ProLocUE.
This feene prefents the knight and Sym,
Within a gallery of the place.
Where & looks ruinous and grim ;
Nor has the baron fbewn bis face ;
But, joking wi’ his fbepherd lecl,
Aft fpecrs the gate be kexs fu" weel.

8ir William azd Simon.
Sir Will. Towhom belongs this houfe, fo much decay'd 2
Sym. To ane that loft it, lending gen’rous aid- _
'To bear the head up, when rebellious tail
Agaiaft the laws of nature did prevail.
Sir William Worthy is our mafter’s name,
Whilk fills us a’wi’ joy, now he’s come hame,
[Sir William draps bis mafking beard ;
Symon, tranfported, [s
The welcome knight, with fond regard,
. And cla_d/}; bim round the knecs.
My matfter! my dear mafter !—Dio I breathe
‘To fee him healthy, ftrong, and free frae fkaith ;
Return’d to chear his wifhing tenants’ fight,
To blefs bis fon, my charge, the warld’s delight ?
~  Sir Will. Rife, faithful Symon, in my armsenjoy -
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy ; A
I came to view thy care in this difguife,
And am confirm’d thy conduct has been wife ;
Since flill the fecret thou'it fecurely feal’d,
And ne'er to him his real birth reveal’d.
Symon, The due obedience to your firit command
Was the firft lock—neift my ane judgment fand
Out reafons plenty—fince, withous eftate, . .
A youth, tho’fprung frae kings, looks bauch and blate.
Sér Will. And aften vain and idly fpend their time,
Till grown unfit for attion, paft their prime ; ‘
Hang on their friends, which gi’es their fauls-a caft,
That turns them downright beggars at the laft,
, Symon.
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Symon. Now, weel I wat, Sir, ye ha’e fpoken true ;-

For thére’s Laird Kytie’s fon, that’s loo’d by few.
His fadfgr fteght his fortune in his wame,
And left hisheir nought but a gentle name:

He gangs about fornan frae place to place,
As fcrimp of manners as of {enfe race,
Opprefling 2’ as puaiftiment o’ their fin,
That are within his tenth degres o’ kin :
Rins inilk trader’s dabt, wha’s fae unjuft
To his ane fam’ly as to gi’e him truft.

Sir Will. Such ufelefs branches of a cammon-wealth
Should be lopt off, to gi’e the ftate mair health,
Unworthy bare refleétion—~Symon, run
O’er all your obfervationsonmy fon ;

A parent’s fondnefs eas’ly finds excufe ;
But do not, with indulgence, truth abufe. . .
“Symon, To fpeak his praife, the langeft fimmer day
Wad be o’er fhort, cou’d I them right difplay. -
In word and deed he can fae weel behave,
That outo’ fight he rins afore the lave ;
And when there’s e’er a quarrel or conteft,
Patrick’s made judge to tell whafe caufe is beft,
And his decreet ftands. good—he’ll gar it ftand :
Wha dares to grumble finds his corre@ting hand :
Wi’ a firm look, and a commanding way,
He gars the proudeft o’ our herds obey.
" 8ir Will. Your tale much pleafeth—my goed friend,
proceed : '
What learning has he ? Can he write and read ?

Syman. Baith wonder weel ; for, troth, 1 didna fpare

To gi’e him, at the fchool, enough o’ lair;
And he delytes in books—he reads and fpeaks,
Wi’ fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks.-

Sir Will. Where gets hebooks to.read, and of what kind ?
'Tho’ fome give light, fome blindly lead the blind.

Symon. Whene’er he drives our fheep t’ Edenburgh port,
He buys fome books of hift’ry, fangs, or fport:
Nor does he want o® them that rowth at will,
And carries ay a pouchfu’to the hill,

About ane Shakefpear, and a famous Ben,
He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them beft o’ men.
‘ How
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How fweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fing,
And ane ca’d Cowley, loyal to his king,
He ken’s fu’ weel, and gars the verfes ring.
fometimes thought, he made o’er great a phrafik
About fine poems, hiftories and plays.
When I reprov’d him anes—a book he brings,
Wi’ this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi’ kings.
i Will. He anfwer’d well ; and much ye glad my ear,
When fuch accounts I of my fhepherd hear: ‘
. Reading fuch books can raife a peafant’s mind
"Above a lord’s, that is not thus inclin’d. .
Symon, What ken we better, that fue findle look,
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ?
When weé a leat or twa haf read, baf fpell,
*Till a° the reft fleep round as weel’s our fell.
Sir Will. Well jefted, Symon—but one queftion more
I'll only afk ye now, and then give o'er. .
‘The youth’s arriv’d the age, when little loves
Flighter around young hearts, like cooing doves ;
Has nae young laffie, wi’ inviting mein
And rofie cheeks, the wonder of ‘the green,
Engag’d his look, and caught his youthfu’ heart ?
Symon, 1 fear’d the warft, but ken’d the fma’eft part ;
(Till late I faw him twa three times mair fweet
With Glaud’s fair niece) than 1 thought right or meet.
1 had my fears ; but now have nought to fear,
Syn, like yourfel, your fon will foon appear,
A gentleman enrich’d wi’ a’ thefe charms,
May blefs the faireft, beft-born lady’s arms. - i
Sir Will. This night muft end his unambitious fire,
When higher views fhall greater thoughts infpire.
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me,
None but yourfelf fhall our firlt meeting fee.
Yonder’s my horfe and fervants nigh at hand,
They come juft at the time I gave command :
Straight in my own apparel I’ll go drels ;
Now ye the fecret may to all confefs.
Symon. Wi’ how much joy I on this errand flee,
‘Fhere’s nane can know that is not down-right me.
: i [E.+it Symon
E - Sir B,
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Sir Wil. Whene’erth” event of hope’s fuccefs a
Oac happy hour cancels the toil of| years. '
A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s fiream,.
And cares evanifh like a merning dream ;
When wifh’d-for pleafures rife hike morning light,
The painthat’s pait, emhances the delight.
“Thefe joys I feel, that werds can ill exprefs,
1 ne’er had known, without-my. late diftrefs.
But from his ruftic bufinefs end love, ‘
I muft, in hafte, my Patrick foon remove, } ‘
‘To courts and camps, that may his foul improve. -
Like the rough di’mond, as itdeaves the mine,
Only in little breakings fhews its light,
‘Till artful polithing has made it fhine :
Thus education makes the genius bright.

SANG XV. Tune, #batye wha I met Jeﬁrca.

Now from tufficity, and love,
Whofe flames but over-lowly burn, -
My gentle ﬂxeﬁherd mutft be drove,
His foul mufit take another turn :

As the rough di’mond, from the mine,
In breakings only fhews its light, ‘

_Till polifhing has made it thine. [Exits

Thus learning makes the genius bright.

* ENp of the Tuirp Acr.

" AC.T IV.
S CENE L

PRrOLOGUE.”

The feene defcrib’d in former Page. ~
Glaud’; onfet—— Enter Maufe and Madge..

. . MapGE: . .
UR Lam:"s_ c'ome hame, and owns youngz Pate his

eir !
. Maufe. That’s news indeed ! A
St o Mdgﬂ
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Madge. —— As true as ye ftand there.
As they were dancing a’ in Symon’s yard,
Sir William, like a warlock, wi’a beard
Five nives in length, and white as driven fnaw,
Amang us came, cry’d, Ha'd ye merry o',
We ferly’d mickle at his unco look, ’
While fz-'a,e his pouch,hewhirled forth a book.
As we flood round about him an the green,
He view'd us ’, but fix’d on Pate hiseen ;
Then pawkylie pretended he cou’d fpae,
Yet for his pains and fkill wad paithing hae.

Maxfe. Then fure the laffes, and ik g'afpingcoof, .
‘Wad rin about him, and ha’d out their loof.

Madge. As faft as fleas fk'p tothe tare of woo,

. Whilk flee Tod Lawrie ha’ds witheut his mow,
When he, to drown them, and his hips to cool,
In fummer days flidesbackwardin a pool :

In fhort, he did for Pate braw things taretel,
Without the help of conjuring or'ipel] ;
Atlaft, when weel diverted, he withdrew,
Pou’d aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew -
His welcome mafler ; round his knees he gat,
Hang at his coas, and fyne for blythnefs grat. -
Patrick was fent for—happy lad she! - -
Symon tald El{pa, Elfpa tald it me,

€’ll hear out a’ the fecret flory foon ;

And troth it’s e’en right odd when a” is done,
"To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell,
Na, no, fae meikle as to Pate himfel.

Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! ‘has loft her jo.

Maufe. It may be fae ; wha kens, and may be no.
‘To lift a love that’s rooted, is great pain :
Even kings have tane a queen out ofP the plain, -

And what has been before may be again. '

Madge. Sic nonfenfe ! Love tak root bot tocher-gopd,
*Tween'a herd’s bairn, and ane of gentle bloed !

Sic fafhions in king Bruce's days might be ;
But fiecan ferlies now we never fee.

Maufe. Gif Pate forfakes her, Bauldy the may gain,,
Yonder he comes, and wow !" but helooks fain, }
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now his ain.

2 Ea Madge.
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Madge. He get her! flaverin dogf ! it fets him weel
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teil !
Gif 1 were Meg, I'd let young mafter fec
Maunfe: Ye'd be as dorty in your choiceas he:
AndfowadI: but, whifht!" here Bauldy comes.

Enter Bauldy, finging.

{Iocky faid to Jenny : Jenny wilt thou do’t ?
c’er a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher-good ;
For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee,
E’en’s ye like, quoth Jockey, ye inay let it be.

Madge, Weel liltit, Bauldy, that’s a dainty fang.
Bauldy. I'll gie ye't a’, tis better than *tis lang.
[Sings again.
I hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough,
1 have feven good owfen ganging in a pleugh ;

Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan o’er the lee,
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

I haea geod ha’ heufe, a barn and a byer.

* A peatftack *fore the door, we’ll mak a rantin fire ;

P’ll m ik a rantin fire, and merry fall we be,
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be,

- {fnny faid to Jockey, Gin ye winna tell,

¢ fhall be the lad, I’ll be the lafs myfel ;

Ye're 2 bonny lad, and I’'m alaffie de: .

Ye’re welcomer to tak me, than to let me be.

I trow fae,——lafles will come to at laft, ,

Tho’ for a while they maun their fnaw-ba’s caft,
Maufe. Weel, Bauldy, how gaes a’ P
Bauidy. -Faith unco right : '

" J hope we’ll 2’ fleep found, but ane, this night.

Madge. And wha’sthe unlucky ane ? If we may afk,
Bauldy. To find out that, is nae difficult tafk,

Poor bonny P » wha maun think nae mair

On Pate turn’d Patrick, and Sir William’s heir.

Now, now, good Madge, and honeft Maufe, fland be,

. 'While Meg’s in dumps, put in a word for me,

ri
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I’l1 be as kind as ever Pate cou’d prove ;
Lefs wilfu’, anday conftant in my love.

Madge. As Nepscan witnefs, and the buthy thorn,
Where mony atime to her your heart was fworn.
Fy, Bauldy, blufh, and vews of love regard ;

‘What ither lafs will throw a manfworn herd ?

‘I'he curfe of Heaven hings ay aboon their heads,
That’s ever guilty-of fic finfu’ deeds.

'}l ne’er advife my niece fo gray a gate, )
Nor will fhe be advis’d, fu’ weel I wate. :

Bauldy. Sae gray a gate! -manfworn ! and a’ thereft ;.
Ye leed, auld Aroudis,—.-and in faith had beft B
Eat in your words, elfe I fhall gar you ftand
W37’ a het face afore the haly band.

Madge. Ye'll gar me ftand? ye fheveling-gabit brock,
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock,

And ten fharp nails, that, when my hands are in,
Can flyp the fkin o’ ye’r cheeks out-o’er your chin.

Bauldy. 1tak ye witnels, Maufe, ye heard her fay,’
‘That I'm manfworn,——1I winna let it gae.

Madge. Ye're witnefs too he ca’d me bonny names,
And fhou’d be ferv’d as his good breeding claims.

Ye filthy dog ! [ Flees to his hair likc & furype—
A font battle—Maufe endeavorrs to redd them.
Maufe. Let gang your grips; fy, Madge! how™,
Bauldy, leen
1 wadna with this tuilzie had been feen,
*Tis fae daft-like—$— : - .
[ Bauldy gets ouz of . Madge’s clutches with a bleeding nofe.]
Madze *Tis dafter-like to thele .
An Ether-cap like him, to blaw the coal.
- Xt fets him wi’ a wile unfcrapit tongue
To caft up whether I'be auld or young.
They’re aulder yet than I have marry’d been,
And, or they died, their bairns bairnshave feen.
Maufe. That’s true ; and, Bauldy, ye was far to

L blame,

To ca’ Madge ought buther ain chriffen’d ame,

Bauldy. My lugs, my nofe, and noddie finds the

ame.
Madge. Auld roudes ! filthy fallow, I thall auld ye."
Ej3 Maufe.
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Maufe. H%w:t, no ;—ye’ll c'enbe friends wi' honeft

uldy.
Cyme, come, thake hands ; this maun ‘nae farther gae:
Ye muun forgi’e 'mi: I fee the lad looks was. ’
Bauldy. In troth now, Maufe, I hae at Madge nae fpite ;
But the abufing firit was a’ the wyre
Of what has happen’d, and fhould therefore ¢crave
My pardon firft, and fhall acquitance have.
Madjge. 1 crave your pardon ! Gallows-face, gae greet,
And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat.
- Gae, or be blafted in your health and gear,
Till ye learn to perform as weel as fwear. -
Vow and lowp back—was e’er the like beard tell 2
Swith tak him deel, he’s o’er lang out of hell.
Bauldy. [ Running off.]’ His prefence be about us!
urft were he,
‘That were condemn’d for life to live with thee.
[ Exit Bauldy.
Madge. [ Laaghing.] I think I hae towzled his hari-
alds a wee ; L
He’ll no foon greia to tell his love to me,
He’s but a rafcal that wad mint to ferve
. A laflie fae, he does but i1l deferve. ,
. Maufe. Yetowz’d him tightly—I commend ye for’t,
- His blgoding fhout gae me naelittle fport: .
For this forenoon he had that fcant of grace,
And breeding baish, to tell me te my face,
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ftand
‘To lend him in this cafe my helping hand. ,
Madge. A witch ! ~how had ye patience this to bear,
And leave him ¢en tofee, or lugs to hear ? .
Mavfe. Auld wither’d hands, and feeble joints like
Oftiges folk refentment to decline, [mine,
‘T'ill aft *tis feen, when vigour fails, then we B
‘With cunning can the lack of pith {upplie;
Thus I put aff revenge till it was dark,
Syne bad him come, and we fhould gang to wark ;
I’m fure he'll keep his tryft ; and I came here
“‘To feek your help, that we the fool my fear. . :
Madge. And fpecial fport we’ll hae, as I proteft :
Ye'll be the witch, and I fhall play the ghaitt. . ,
. " "~ Aligen
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A linen fheet wound round me like ane dead, .
I’ll cawk my face, and grane and thake my head.
We'll fleg him fae, he’lFmint nae mair to gang
A conjuring to do a laflie wrang.
. Maufe. Then let us gae, for fee, ’tis hard on night,
The weftlin cloud fhines with a fetting light. -~ -
R : [Exeunts

SCENE IL

ProvroGuE.
\ L4

When birds begin-to nod upon the bough, . .
And the green-jwaird grows damp with falling dew,
While good Sir William is to reff retir’d, .
The Gontle szlmd, tenderly infpir'd, -

Walks throaw the broom with Roger ever leel,

-To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak fareweel.

Roger. Wow ! but I'm cadgie, and my heart lowps
light ¥ ’ '
O, maifter Pa?gick, ay your thoughts were right : -
Sure gentle-fowk are farrer feen than we,
That naithing hae to brag of pedigree.
My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn,
Is perfett yielding, fweet, and nae mair fcorn.
1 {pak my mind, fhe heard, I {pak again, . -
She fmil’d—1I kifs’d—1I woo’d, nor woo'd in vain.
Patic. I'm glad to hear’t—But O-my change this day
Heaves up my joy, and yet I’m fometimes wae.
I’ve found a father, gently kind as brave,
And an eftate that lifts me boon the lave, -
" . With looks a’ kindnefs, words that love confett,
He a’ the father to my foul expreft, } '
While clofe he held mé to his manly breaft :
Such were the eyes, he faid, thus fmil’d the mouth
Of thy lov’d mother, bleffing o> my youth!
Who fet too foon ! And while he praife beftow’d,
Adown his gracefu’ cheeks a torrent flow’d. :
My new-born joys, and this his tender tale, .
Did, mingled thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail ;
That fpeechlefs lang, my late-ken’d fire I view’d,
While gufhing tears my panting breaft bedew’d.
o Unufual
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Unufual tranfports made my head turn round, )
Whilf}:I myfelf with rifing raptures found, - }
The happy fon of ane fae much renown’d.

But he has heard—too faithfu’ Symon’s fear
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, ¢
Which he forbids—ah ! this confounds my peace,

While thus to beat my heart fhall fooner ceafe.

" Roger. How to advife ye, troth I'm at a ftand :
But were't my, cafe, ye’d clar it up Aff hand. .

Patie. Duty, and haften reafon plead his caufe :
But what caces love for reafon, rules and laws ?
Still in my heart my fhepherdefs excels, ‘
And part of my new happinefs repels.

SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be.

Duty and part of reafon
Plead ftrong on the parent’s fide,
-Which love fo fuperior calls treafon ;
The ftrongeft muft be obey’d :
Fernow the’ I’mane of the gentry,
My.conftancy falfhood tepels
For change-in my heart has no entry,
Still there my dear Peggy excels. .

~

Roger. Enjoy them baith—Sir William will be won :
Your Peggy’s bonny—you’re his only fon. g
" Patie. She’smine by vows, and ftronger ties of love,
And fra thefe bonds-nae fate my mind fhall move.

‘T'll wed nane elfe, thro’ lite I will be true,
But ftill obedience is a parent’s due.

Roger. - Isnot our mafter and yourfel to ftay
Amang us here—or are ye gawn away
Fo London court, orither far aff parts,

‘To leave your ain -poor us with broken hearts,

Patie. To Edenburgh firaight to-morrow we ad-

, vance, .

‘To London neift, and afterwards to France,

Where I muft ftay fome years, and learn-—to dance,

An twa three ither monkey-tricks—that-done,
" Icome hame ftrutting in my red-heel’d fhoon.

4 . Then
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Then tis defign’d, when I can weel behave,
That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull flave,
For fome few bags of cafh, that, I wat weel,
1 nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel :
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath,
Sooner than hear fic news, fhall hear my death.
Roger. «“ They wha have juft enough can foundly
fleep, - T
. Theowrecome onll;' fathes fowk to keep.”
Good, Mr. Patrick, tak your ain tale hame.
Patie. What was my morning thought at night’s{_
the fame: [
The poor and rich but differ in the name,
Content’s the greateft blifs we can procure
Frae boon the lift—without it kings are poor.

Roger. Butan eftate like yours yields braw content,
When we but pike it.fcantly on the bent : »
Fine claiths, faft beds, fweet houfes, fparkling wine,
Rich fare, and witty friends whene’er ye dine,
Submiffive fervants, honour, wealth, and eafe,

‘Wha's po content with thefe is ill to pleafe.

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amifs,
But mony a cloud hings hov’ring o’er their blifs
The paffions rule the roaft—and if they’re four,

Like the lean ky, they’ll foon the fat devour :
- The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride,
Stang, like the tharpeft goads, in gentry’s fide, .
The gouts, and gravels, and the ill difeafe,
Are frequenteft with foulk o’erlaid with eafe,
While o’er the moor, the fhepherd wi’ lefs care,
Enjoys his fober wifh, and halefome air.

Roger., Lord, man, I wonder ay, and it delights -
My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights,

- How gat ye a’ that fenfe I fain wad leur,
That I may eafier difappointments bear.

Parie. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat fome-kill,
Thae beft can teach wha’s real good and ill : '
Ne’er grydye ilk year to ware fome ftancs of cheefe,
To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe.

_ Raoger. T’ll do’t, and ye flull tell me whilk to buy : -
- Faith I’fe ha’ books, tho’ I fhou'd fell my ky :

But
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But now let’s hear how you’re defign’d to move,
~ Between Sir William’s will, and Peggy’s love.

Pat. Then here it lies : his will maun be obey’d ;
My vows I’llkeep, and fhe fhall be my bride : }
But I fome time this laft defign maun hide.

Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here;
I fent for Peggy.— Yonder comes my dear.

Rog. Pleas’d that ye truft me wi’ the fecret, I,

To wyle it frae me, a’ thede’ilsdefy. - [ Exit Roger.

Patie. [Solus.] Wi’ what a ftruggle maun I now impart
My father’s will to her that hads my heart !

" Iken fhe looes; and her faft faul will fink,

. While it ftands trembling on the hated brink
Of difappoimyment.—Heav'n, fupport my fair,
And let her comfort claim your tender care,—
Hereyes are red | —

Enter Peggy.
My Peggy, why in tears ?
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears :
‘Though I"m nae mair a fhepherd, yet I'm thine,

Peg. I dare nathink fae high : I now repine
At the unhappy chance, -that made nae me

" A gentle match, or ftill a herd kept thee.

“’%mt can, withouten pain, fee frae the coaft

‘The fhip that bears his all like to §e loft ?

Like to be carry’d, by fome rever'&hand,

Far frae bhis withcs, to fome diftant land ?

Pat, Ne'er quarrel fate, whilftit wi’ me remains

To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains.

My father has forbid our loves, I own :

But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown.

1 falfehood hate : come, kifs thy cares away ;

I ken to lave, as weel as to obey.

Sir William’s generous ; leave the tafk to me,

‘To mak {tri duty and true love agree.,

Peg. Speak on !~—ipeak ever thus, and fiill my grief:

_ But fhort I dare to hope the fond relief.

New thoughts a gentler face will foon infpire,

That wi’ nice air fwims round in filk attire ;

Then I, poor me !—wi’ fighs may ban my fate,

When the young laird’s nac mair my hartfome Pate ;N
: ae
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Nae mair again to hear fivect tales exprett,

By the blyth fhepherd that excell’d the reft :
Nae mair be envy’d by the tattling gang, .
When Patie kifs"d me, when I danc’d or fang.
Nae mair, alake! we’ll on the meadow play,
And rin ha’f breathlefs round tlie rucks of hay;
" As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain,
And fa’n on purpofe, that I might be-ta’en.
Nae mair around the Foggy-know I’ll creep, -
To watch and ftare upon thee while afleep.
but hear my vow—"twill help to gi’e me eafe ;
May fudden death, or deadly fair difeafe,
And warft of ills, attend my wretched life,

If €’er to ane, but you, I be a wife!

SANG XVII. Woes my beart that ave fbou’d funder,

Speak on,—{peak thus, and ftill my grief,
Hold up a heart that’s finking under
Thefe fears, that foon will want relief,
When Pate muft from his Peggy funder:
A gentler face, and filk attire, .
A lady rich, in beauty’s bloflom,
Alake, poor me! will now confpire,
To fteal thee from thy Peggy’s bofom,

No more the fhepherd who excell’d
The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder,
Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tell:
Ah, Icandie, but never funder.
Ye meadows where we aften ftray’d,
Ye banks where we were wont to wander,
Sweet-fcented rucks round which we play’d,
You'll lofe your fweets when we’re afunder.

Again, ah! fhall I never creep
Around the know wi’ filent duty, ‘
Kindly to watch thee while afleep,
 And wonder at thy mahly beauty ?
Hear, heav’n, while folemnly I vow,

o

Though thou fhould prove a wand’ring lover,

Through life to thee I fhall prove true,
Nor be a wife to any other.

Pai,
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Pat. Sure heav'n approvés—and be affur’d o’ me,
I’ll near gang back o’ what I’ve fworn-to thee :
And time, though time maun interpofe a while, -

. And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle;

Yet time, nordiftance, nor the faireft face,

If there’s a fairer, €’er fhall fill thy place.

I'd hate my rifing fortune, fhou’dit move

‘The fair foundation of our faithfu’ love.

If at my feet were crowns and fceptres laid,
Tobribe my foul frae thee, delightfu’ maid !

For thee 1’d foon leave thefe inferiour things,

"To fic as ha’e the patience to be kings.——
Wherefore that tear ? Believe, and calm thy mind.

Peg. I greet for joy, to hear thy words fae kind.
When hopes were funk, and nought but mitk defpair
Made me think life was little worth my care,

My heart was like to burt ; but.now I fee

Thy gen’rous thoughts will fave thy love for me.

Wi’ patience, then, I'll wait each wheeling year,
Hope time away, till thou with joy appear ;

And 2’ the while I’il ftudy géntler charms,

‘To mak me fitter for my trav’ller’s arms :

I'll gain on uncle Glaud ;—he’s far frae fool,

And will not grudge to put me through ilk fchool ;
Where I may manners learn, ——

SANG XVIIL, Taweed-fide.

When hope was quite funk in defpair,
My heart it was going to break ;

My lifeappear’d worthlefs my care,
%ut now I will fave’t for thy fake.

Where’er my love travels by day,
Wherever he lodges by night,

With me his dear image fhall ftay, |
Andmy foul k¢ep him e’er in fight.

With patience I'll wait the lang year,
And ftudy the gentleft charms ;

Hope time away, till thou appear
To lock thee for ay in thofe arms.

« Whilft
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Whilft thou was a fhepherd, I priz'd
No higher degree in this life ;

But now I'll endeavour to rife :
To a height that’s becoming thy wife.

For beauty, that’s only fkin deep,
Muft fade, like the gowans in May ;
But inwardly rooted will keep
For ever, without a decay.
Nor age, nor the changes of life,
Can quench the fair fire of love,
If virtue’s ingrain’d in the wife,
And the hufband ha’e fenfe to approve.

Patr. That’s wifely faid ; : ‘
And what he warcs that way fhall be weel paid.
Though, without a’ the little helps of art,
Thy native fweetsmight gain a prince’s heart :
Yet now, left in our ftation we offend,
We muft learn modes to innocence unken’d,
Affect afimes to like the thing we hate,
And drap ferenity, tokeep up ftate: -
Laugh,fwhan we’re fad ; {psak, whan we’ve nought te
ay ;3 .
And, for)t’he fathion, whan we're blyth, feem wae;
Pay compliments to them we aft ha’e fcorn’d,
‘Then fcanda’ize them when their backs are turn’d.
Peg. If this is gentry, I had rather be
What I am ftill ;—but I’ll be ought wi’ thee.
Pat. Na, na, my Peggy, I butonlyjeft -
Wi’ gentry’s apes ; for ftill amangft the beft
Gude manners gi’e integrity a bleez,
“When native virtues join the arts to pleafe.
Peg. Since wi’ nae hazard, and fae {ma’ expence,
My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe ;
Then why, ah! why fhould the tempeftuous fea
Endanger thy dearlite, and frighten me ?
Sir Williimn’s cruel, that wad force his fon,
For watna-whats, fae great a rifk to run.
Pat. Thereis nacdoubt but travelling does improye §
Yer I would fl.un it for thy fake, my love. .
But foon us 1’ve fhook off my landart catt

1n foreign citics, hame to thee Pll haite. '
F Pr{.
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Peg. Wi° ev’ry fetting day, and rifing morn,
I’ kneel to keav’n, and afk thy fafe return.
Under that tree, and on the fuckler brae,
‘Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play ;:
And to the hiffel-fhaw, where firft ye vow’d
Ye wad be mine, andI as eithly trow’d,
¥'ll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow’rs,
Wi’ joy, that they’ll bear witnefs I am yours.

SANG XIX. Bufb aboon ﬂ'aguafr.

At fetting day, and rifing morn,
W1’ foul that ftill fhall love thee,
T’ll afk of heav’n thy fa‘e return,
Wi’ a’ that can improve thee.,
I'll vifit aft the Birken-bufh,
Where firft thou kindly tald me
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluth
Whilft round thou didft infild me.

‘To a’ our haunts I will repair, .
To greenwood-fhaw or fountain,
Or where the fimmer-day I’d fhare
W1’ thee upon yon mountain.
There will I tell the trees and flow’rs,
From thoughts unfeign’d and tender,
By vows you’re mine, by loveis yours
A heart which cannot wander.

Pat. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair,
A fhining ring!et of thy flowing hair ;
Which, as a fample of each lovely charm,
T’1l aften kifs and wear about my arm,
Peg. Were't in my pow’rwi’ better boons to pleafe,
I'd gi’e the beft I cou’d wi’ the fame eafe ;
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fall'n to me,
Been in ae jot lefs generous to thee.
Pat. 1 doubtitnot; but fince we’ve little time, -
To ware't on words wad border on a crime :
Love's fafter meaning better is expreft,
When it’s with kifles on the heart impreft. [Exeant.

Exp of the FourTn Act.
ACT
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"ACT V.
SCENE L

Provogue,
See how poor Bauldy flares iike ane poffefs,
And roars up Symon frae bis kindly reff.
Bare-leg’dy avi’ night-cap, and unbutron’d coat,
Sec, the auld man comes forward to the fot.

Symon. o
WHAT want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour,
While drowfy fleep keeps a’ bencath its pow's?

Farto the north the i{‘.ant approaching light
Stands equal "twixt the morning and the night.
What gars ye fhake and glowr, and look fae wap ¢
Your teeth they chitter, hair like briftles ftand.

Baul. O len me foon fome water, milk, or ale;
My head’s grown giddy,—legs wi’ fhaking fail
_P’ll'ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane :
Alake! I'll never be myfel aFain.
I’ll ne’er o’erput it ! Symon ! Oh, Symon! Oh!

Symon gives bim a drink.

Sym. What ails thee, gowk ! to mak fae loud ado?
You’ve wak’d Sir William ; he has left his bed ;
Me comes, I fear, ill-pleas’d :.1 hear his tred.
: Enter Sir William.

Sir W. How goes the night ? Does day-light yet ap-
$ymon, you're very timeouily afteer, - - [pear 2
Sym. I’m forry, Sir, that we’ve difturb’d your reft ;

But fome ftrange thing h3s Bauldy’s f?’rit‘ opprett ;
He’s feen fome witch, or wreftled wi’ a ghaift.
Baul, Oh, ay,—dear Sir, in trath it’s very true;
And I am come to mak my plaint to you.
Sir William finiling.
Sir W. 1 lang to hear’t
Baul. Ah,- Sir! the witch ca’d Maufe,
‘That wins aboon the mill amang the haws,
Firft promis’d that fhe’d help me, wi’ her art,
To gain a bonny thrawart lalﬁe’s heart.
As fhe had tryfted, I met wi'er this night ;
. But may nae friend o’ mine get fic a fright !
Fa For
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For the curs’d hag, inflead o” doing me good,
(The very thought o’t’s like to freeze my blood !)
Rais’d up a ghaift, or decl, I kenna whilk,
Like a dead corfe, in fheet as white as milk :
Black hands it had, and face as wan as decath.
Upon me faft the witch and it fell baith,
Aund gat me down ; while I, like a great fool,
Was labour’d us I won’t to be at {chool.
My heart out o its hool was like to loup ;
I pithlefs grew wi’ fear, and had nae hope,
Till, wi' an elritch liugh, they vanifl’d quite ¢
Synel, haff dead wi’ anger, fear, and {pite,
Crap up, and fled ftraight frae them, Sir, to you,
Hoping your help to gi’e the deel his due.
I'm fure my heart will ne’er gi’e o’er to dunt,
‘Titl in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be brunt.
Sir W. Well, Bauldy, whate’er’s juft thall granted be 3
Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me,
Baul. Thanks to your honour; foon thall I obey :
But firt ’ll Roger raife, and twa three mae,
To catch her faft, ere the get leave to fqueel,
Aund caft her cantraips that bring up the deel. - =~ |
[Ex:t Bauldy.
Sir W. Troth, Symon, Bauldy’s more afraid thar
hurt,
The witch and ghaiit have made themfelves good fport..
What filly notions crowd the clouded mind :
That is, thrqugh want of education, blind !
Sym. But dces your bagour think there’s nae fic thing,
As witches raifing deels up through a ring,
Syne playing tricks? a thoufand I cou'd tell,
Cou’d never be contriv’d on this fide hell,
Sir V. Such as, the devil’s danciag in a moor
Amongita few old women craz’d and poor,
Who are rejoic’d to fee him frifk and lowp
Q’er braes and bogs, wi’ candles in his dowp;
Appearing fometimes like a black-horn’d cow,
Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, orafow:
‘Then wi’ his train through airy paths to glide,
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-ftaffs ride ;
-Or in an egg-fhell &kim out o’er the main, '
‘To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain ¢ T
: (. ]
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‘Then aft by night bumbaze hard-hearted fools,
By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairs, and floals :
Whate’er’s mn fpells, or if there witches be, :
‘Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd to me.
Sym. It’s true enough, we ne’er heard that a witch
Had either meikle fenfe, or yet'was rich :
But, Maufe, though poor, 1s a fagacious wife,
And lives a quiet and very honett life ; .
That gars me think this hoblefhew that’s pat
Will land in nothing but a joke at laft. :
Sir W. I'm fure 1t will : butfee, increafing light
Commands the imps of darknefs down. to night;
Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare,
Whilft I walk out to take the morning air.

SANG XX..Bonny grey-cy’d morn,
‘The bonny-grey-ey’d morn begins to peep,
And darknefs flies before the rifing ray : -

‘The hearty hynd itarts from his lazy fleep,
To follow healthful labours of the day.

Without a guilty fting to wrinkle his brow ;
The lark and the linnet *tend his levee,

And hejoins their concert driving his plow,
From toil of grimace and, pageantry free,

- While flufter’d with wine, or madden’d with lofs
Of half an eftate, the prey of a main,
The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs,
- Wifhing for calmnefs and flumber in vain.

Be my portion health and quietnefs of mind,
Plac’d ar due diftance from parties and ftate,

Where neither ambition nor avarice blind .
Reach him who has happinefs link’d to his fate,

) [Exf'?lf'
SCENE I N -
ProLoGuUE. ‘

While Pegg.y laces up her bofom fair,

Wi a blew frood Fenny binds up ber bair:
Glaud by bis morning ingle taks a beek,
-The rifing fin fhines motty i:bro’ the reek ;

3 A pipe
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Apipe bis mouth, the Miffes pleafe bis een,
And mow and then his joke maun ixteroven. -

Glard. 1 with, my bairns, it may keep fair till night
Ye dinna ufe fae foon to fee the light.

Nae ddubt, now, ye intend to mix the thrang,
To tak your leave of Patrick or he gang. -
But do you think, that now, whan he’s a laird,
That he poor lannward laffes will regard ? )

Fen. ‘Tho” he’s young mafier now, I'm very fure
He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho’ poor.
But yefterday he ga’e us mony a tug, :

And kifs’d my coufin there frae lug tolug.

Glaud. Ay, ay, naedoubt ot, and he’ll do’tagain;
But be advis'd, his company refrain : :
Before, he as a fhepherd fought 2 wife,

Wi’ her to live a chafte and frugal life ;
But now grown gentle, foon he will forfake
Sic godly thoughts, and bragof being a rake. - .

Peg. A rake !—what’s that >~~Sure if it means oug]
He’ll never be’t; elfe I ha’e tint my fkiil. (a1,

Glaud. Daft laflie, ye ken nought of the affair;

Ane young and good and gentle’s unco rare.
A rake’s a gracelefs fpark, that thinks nae fhame
To do what like of us thinks fin to name:
- Sic are {ae void of fhame, they’ll never flap
To brag how aften they have had the clap. . g
They’ll tempt young things, Lke you, wi’ youdith
flufh’d

$4

Syne mak ye a’ their jeft, when ye're debauch’d,
Be wary then, I fay; and never gi'e
Encouragement, or bour'd wi’ fic ashe. .

Peg. Sir William’s virtuous, and of gentle blood 5
*And may not Patrick too, like him, be good ?

« Glaud, That’s true ; and mony gentry mae than be,.

As they are wifer, better are than we ;
But thinner fawn : they’re fae puft up wi’ pride,
There’s mony of them-mocksilk haly guide,
‘That fhaws the gate to heav’n.—I've heard mﬁ&ll,
Some o’ them laugh at doomf{day, fin, and hell.

Sen. Watch o’er us, father! heh! that’s very odd;
Sure bim that doubts a doom{day, doubts a GOZGIad.
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Glaud. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge,
nor think, . .
Nor hope, nor fear; but curfe, debauch, and drink;
But I’m no faying this, as if I thought
‘That Patrick to fic gates will e’er be brought. Lo

Peg. The Lord forbid ! Na, he kens better thingss

But here comes aunt; her face fome ferly brings.
. Enter Madge. - A

Mazd. Hafte, hafte ye; we’rea’ fent for o’er the gate,
‘To hear, and help to redd fome odd debate
*Tween Maufe and Bauldy, ’bout fome witchcraft fpell,
At Symon’s houfe : the knight fits judge himfell.

Glaxd, Lend me my ftaff ;—Madge, lock the outer-
And bring the laffes wi’ ye; tu ftep before. [door.
‘ [ Exit Glaud.

Mad. Poor Meg ! look, Jenny, was the like e’er feen 2.
How bleer’d and red wi’ greeting look her een !

‘This day her brankan wooer taks his horfe,

‘To ftrute a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs ;

‘To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain,

For a nice fword, and glancing-headed cane ;

To leave his ram-horn {poons, and kitted whey,

- For gentler tea, that fmells like new-won hay ;

‘To leave the green-fwaird dance, when we gae milk,
To ruftle ‘mang the beauties clad in filk.

But, Meg, poor Meg! maun wi’ the fhepherd ftay,
And tak what God will fend, in hodden-gray. ‘

Pcg. Dearaunt, what needs ye fafh us wi’ your fcorn ?

It’s no my faut that I’'m nae gentler born.

Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been,

I ne’er had notic’d Patie on the green.

Now fince herifes, ‘why fhou’d I repine ?

If be’s made for anither, he'llne’er be mine:
And then, thelike has been, if the decree
Defigns him mine, Iyet his wife may be.

Mad. A bonny ftory, trouth !~—butwe delay:

Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. [Esxcunt,

. : , SCENEF
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SCENE I

ProrocGue.

Sir William fills the teva-arm’d chair,
* While Symon, Roger, Gland, and Maufe,
Attend, and i’ loud laughter hear’

Daft Bauldy biuntly plead bis caufe
For now itf’s telld him that the taz

Was handled by revengfu’ Madge,
Becanfe be brak good-breeding’s laws,

And w? bis nonfenfe rais’d their rage.

Sir . And was that all? " Weel, Bauldy, ye-was
No otherwife than what ye well deferv’d. [ferv'd
‘W as it fo finall a matter to defame,

And thus abufe an honeft woman’s name ?
Befides your going about to have betray’d,
By perjury, an innocent young maid. .

Bauld.' Six, Tcontefls my faut thro® a’ the fteps, .
And ne’er again fL.all be untrue to Neps. :

Mau. Thus far, Sir, he oblig’d me on the fcore,

I kend pa that they thought me fic before.’

* Baul. An’t like your honour, I believ'd it weel;
But trowth I was €’en doilt to feek the deel :
Yet, wi’ your honour’s leave, though fhe’s nae witch,
She’s baitha flee and a revengefu® —
And that my fome-place finds :—but I had beft
Ha’d in my tongue; for yonder comes the ghaift,
And the young bonny witch, whole rofie cheek,
Sent me, without my wit, the deelto feek.
Enter Madge, Peggy, and Jenny.

Sir William, looking at Peggy.
Whbfe daughter’s fhe that wears th’ Aurora gown,
With face fo fair, and locks a lovely brown§
How fparkling are her eyes! what’s this 2 I find
The girl brings all my fifter to my mind. -
Such were the features once adorn’d a face,
Which death too foon depriv'd of fweeteft grace.
Is this your daughter, Glaud?

Glaud. —-Sir,. fhe’s my niece,—
And yet fhe’s not :—but I fhow’d hald my peace,

——

Sir
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Sir JF. Thisisa contradiCtion. What d’ye mean ?*
Sheis, and is not ! pray thee, Glaud, explain. ‘
Glazd. Becaufe I doubt, if I thou’d mak appear
What I ha'’e kept a fecret thirteen year— }
Max. Youmay reveal what I can fully clear.
Sir W. Speak foon ; I'm all impatience
Pat. Soam I'!
For much I hope, and hard*a];"{et know why. .
. Glaud. Then, fince my mafter orders, I obey,
This bonny fundling, ae clear morn of May,
Clofe by the lee-fide of my door I found,
All fiveet and clean, and carefully hapt round,,
In infant weeds of rich and gentle make.
What cow’d they be, thought I, did thee forfake ?
Wha, warfe than brutes, cou'd leave expos’d to air
Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair,
Sae helplefs young ? for fhe appear’d to me
‘Only about twa towmands auld to be.
1 rook herin my arms ; the bairnie fmil'd
Wi’ fic a look, wad made a favage mild.
1 hid the ftory : fhe has paft fince fyne
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine.
Nor do I rue my care about thewean,
For fhe’s weel worth the pains that I ha’e ta’en.
Ye fee the’s bonny ; I canfwear fhe’s good,
. And am right fure fhe’s come of gentle blood :
Of whom I kenna,——Naething ken I mair,
‘Than what I to your honour now declare.
Sir W. This tale feems ftrange ! —
Pat, ————uv——The tale delights mine ear.
Sir W. Cammand your joys, young man, till truth

- - appear.
v Max. Tﬂatbe my tatk.—Now, Sir, bid a’ be hufb;
Peggy may {mile ;—thou haft nae caufe to biufh.
Lang ha’e I wifh’d to fee this happy day,
That I might fafely to the truth gi’e way ;
That I may now Sir William Worthy name,
‘The beft and neareft friend that fhe can claim :
He faw’t at firft, and wi’ quick eye did trace
His fifter’s beauty in her daughter’s face.
Sir W. Old woman, do not rave,—prove what you fay ;
*Tis dangérous in affairs like this to play, '
: Pat,
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Pat. What reafon, Sir, can an auld woman have

To tell a lie, when fhe’s fae near her grave ?

But how, or why, it fhou’d be truth, Igrant, .

1, every thing looks like 4 reafon want. :
Onmes. The flory’sodd ! we with we heard it out,
Sir W: Make hafte, good woman, and refolve each

doubt. '
[ Maufe goes foresvard, leading Peggy to Sir William.
Mau. Sir, view me weel; has fifteen years fo plow’d

A wrinkled face that you ha'e a‘ten view’d, '

That here I asan unknown firanger ftand,

Who nurit her mother thae now holds my hand ? }

Yet fironger preofs I'll gi’e, if you demand.

Sir . Ha! honeft nurfe, where were my eyes before ?

1 know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more :

Yet, from the lab’rinth to lead out my mind,

Say, to expéfe her, who was fo unkind ?

~ [8ir William embraces Peggy, and makes ber fit by bint,

Yes, furely thou’rt my niece; truth muft prevail:

But no more words, till Maufe relate her tale.

Pat. Good nurfe, gae on; nae mufic’s haff fae fige,

Or can gi’e pleafure like thefe words of thipe. -
Mau. Then it was I that fav’d her infant-life,

Her death being threaten’d by an uncle’s wife,

‘The ftory’s lang ; but I the fecret knew, '

How they purfu’d, wi' avaricious view,

Her rich eftate, of which they’re mow pofieft,

All this to me a confident confeft. ,

I heard wi® horror, and wi’ trembling dread,

They’d fmoor the fakele’s orphan in her bed ¢

‘That very night, when 2’ were funk in reft,

At midnight-hour, the flooy I faftly preft,

*And ftaw the flecping innocent away ;

Wi’ whom I travell’d fome few miles ere day <

All day I hid me ;—when the day was done,

I kept my journey lighted by the moon,

Till eaftward fifty miles I reach’d thefe plains,

Where needfu’ plenty glads your cheerfu’ {fwains 3

Afraid of being found out,. I to fecure

My charge, e’en laid her at this thepherd’s door,

And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I,

‘Whate’er thow'd happen to her,” might beby. -

. Here
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Here honeft Glaud bimfell, and Symop, may
Remember weel, how I that very day .
Frae Roger’s father took ‘my little crove. L
Glawd. (Wit} tears of joy bapping down his beard.] ¥ -
weel remember’t; Lord reward your lovet
Lang ha’e I wifh’d for this ; for aft I thought
Sic knowledge fometime fhou’d about be brought.

Pat. 1ts now a crime to doubt ;—my joys are fully

Wi’ due obedience to my parent’s will, ‘

Sir, wi’ paternal love furvey her charms,

And blame me not for rufhing to her arms. A .
She’s mine by vows; and wou’d, tho’ ftill unknown, -
Have been ny wife, when I my vows durit own.

Sir J7. My niece ! my daoghter! welcome to iny careg
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, .
Equal with Patrick. Now my: greateft aim
Shall be, to aid your joys, and well inarch’d-flame,
My.boy, receive her from your father’s hand,

With as good will as either would demand. o

Patie and Peggy cmbrace, and kncel to Sir William,

Par. Wi’ as much joy this blefling I receive, -

As ane wad life, that’s tinking in.a wave, -
Sir W. [Raifes them.] 1 give you both my blefling ;
may your love ‘ .
- Produce a happy race, and flill improve.

Peg. My withes are complete, —my joys arife,

While I'm haff d zzy wi’ the bleft {urprife,
And am I tken a match for my ain lad, .
That for me fo much generous kindnefs had ?

. Lang may Sir William blefs the happy plains,
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains,

Par. Belangour guardian, {till our mafter be,
We'llonly crave what you fhall pleafe to gi’e ; }
‘Th’ eftate be your’s, my Peggy’s ane to me. :

Glaud. 1 hope yout honour cow will tak amends
©Of them that {fought her life for wicked ends.

Sir W. The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall know,
That ¢yes above watch the afiairs below,

T'll irip him foon of all to her pertains,
And make him reimburfe h's ill-got gains.

Peg. Tome the views of wealth, and an eflate,

Scem light, when put in balance wi’ my Pate F
2 or
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For his fake anly, I'll ay thankfu’ bow

¥or fuch a kindnefs, beft of men, to you. '
" .8ym. What double blythnefs wakens up this day '
1 hope now, Sir, you'll no foon hate away.

Shall I unfaddle your horfe, and gar prepare

A dinner for ye of hale country é:?

See how much joy unwrinkles every brow ;
Ourooks hing.on the twa, and doat on you:

Even Bauldy the bewitch’d has quite forgot

Fell Madge’s taz, and pawky Maufe’s plot.

Sir W. Kindly old man, remain with you this day !

1 never from thefe ficlds again will firay :
Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houfe repair,
Awd bufy gard’ners fhall new planting rear;
My father’s hearty table you foon fhall fee
Reftor’d, and iny bett friends rejoice with me.

Sym. That’s the beft news I heard this twenty year ;
New day breaks up, rough time begins to clear.

Glaud. Gad fave the king, and fave Sir William lang,
T’ enjoy theirain, and raife the fhepherd’s fang.

Rog. Wha winna dance ; wha will refufe to ling ?
What fhepherd’s whiftle winna lilt the fpring ?

Bauld. I’'m friends wi’ Maufe,—wi' very Madge I'm
Altho’ they fkelpit me when woodly fleid . [’greed,
I’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can tergive,

‘To join and fing, Lang may Sir William live.

Mad. Langmay he live : and, Bauldy, learn to fteek
Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak ;

And never ca’ herauld that wants a man,
Elfe ye may yet fome witch’s fingers ban.
“This day 1ll wi’ the youngeft of ye rant,
And brag for ay, that I was ca’d the aunt
Of our young lady,~——my dear bonny baim !

Peg. &ae ither name 1'll ever for you learn.—
"And, my good nurfe, how fhall I gratefu’ be,
For a’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done to me ?

Mau. The flowing pleafures ot this happy day
Does fully all I can require repay.

Sir W. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, to you,
And to your heirs, give, in endlefs feu,
‘The maliens yc pofle’s, as juftly duc, . .

of
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For afting like kind fathers to the pair,

Who have enough befides, and thefe can {pare.
Maufe, in my houfe in calmnefs clofe your days, .
With nought to do but fing your Maker’s praife.

Omnes. The Lord of heav’n return your honour’s love,
Confirm your joys, and a’ your bleffings roove. -

Patie. [ Prefenting Roger to Sir William.) Sir, here’s

my trufty friend, that always fhar’d
My bofom-fecrets, ere I wasa laird;
Glaud’s daughter Janet (fenny, thinkna thame)
Rais’d, and maintains in him a lover’s flame:
Lang was he dumb ; at iaft he fpake, and won,’
And hopes to be our honeit uncle’s fon :
Be pleas’d to fpeak to Glaud for his confent,
That nane may wear a face of difcontent.

Sir W. My fon’sdemand is fair,—Glaud, let me crave,
That trufty Roger may your daughter have, :
With frank confent ; and while he does remain
Ubpon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain.

Glazd. You crowd your bounties, Sir; what can we
But that we’re dyvours that can ne’er repay ? [{ay,}
Whate’er your honour wills, I fhall obey.

Roger, my daughter, wi’ my blefling, tak,
And ftill.our mafter’s right your bufinefs mak.
Pleafe him, be faithfu’, and this auld grey head
Shall nod with quietnefs down amang the dead.

Rog. Ine’erwas good at fpeaking a’ my days, *
Or ever loo’d to mak o’er great a fraife : - :

But for my mafter, father, and my wife,
I will employ the cares of all my life.

Sir W. My friends, I’m fatisfy’d you’ll all behave,

Each in his ftation, asI'd wifh or crave.

Be ever virtuous, foon or late ye’ll find

Reward, and fatisfation to your mind.

‘The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild ;
And oft, when hopes are higheft, we’re beguil’d :
Aft, whenwe ftand on brinks of dark defpair,
Some happy turn with joy difpels our care.

Now, all’s atrights, who fings beft, let me hear.

Peg. When you demand, I readieft fhou’d obey ;
I’ll fing you ane, the neweft that I ha’e,

G SANG
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- SANG XX. Corn-rigs are bonvy.

My Paticis a lover gay, :
His mind is never muddy ;

His breath is {weeter than new hay,
His face is fair and ruddy :

His thape is hanfome, middle fize:
He’s comely in his wauking :

‘The thining of his een furprife ;
It’s heaven to hear himn tawking.

Laft night I met him on a bawk,
Where yellow corn was growing ;

‘There mony a kindly word he fpake,
That fet my heart a-glowing.

Hekifs’d, and vow’d he wad be mine,
And loo’d me beft of ony;

‘That gars me like to fing fin fyne,
Oh, corn-riggs are bonny.-

Let lafles of a filly mind
" Refufe what maift they’re wanting ;
Since we for {ielding are defign’d,
We chaitely fhould be granting.
Then I'll comply, and marry Pate,g
And fyne my cockernony
He’s free to touzel air or late, .
Where corn-riggs arcbonny. [ Esexnt Omness

ENp of the FirTu Acte -
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OR, o

EXPLANATION of the Scotch words ufed by the au-

thor, which are rarely
Englifb language.,-

or never found in the modern

Some general rales, fhewing whercin many Southern and
Northern wvords are originally the fume, aving ondy &
better changed for anotbery or fomctimes one taken away

or added.

L. In many words pxéing with an
- lafter an aor u, the lis rarely
Jounded. o

§:m. Englifh.,
Ba, Ball,
Ca, Call. ?
Fa, Fall. )
Ga, Gall.
Ha, Hall.
Sma, Small,
Sta, Stall,
Wa, * Wall.
Fou, or Fu, ~ Full.
Pou, or Pu.  Pull.
Woo, or U,  Wool.

I The 1 changes to 3, W, or u,

after 0 or a, and\is frequontly
unk before anstber confonant ; as,

Bawm,
Bauk,
Bouk,

Balm.
Baulk.
Bulk.

Seotse Englithe
Bow, Bl )
Bowt, Bole.

Caff, - 'Caéf. .
Cow, " Coll, or Clipe
Faut, Faule. '
Faufe, F :ﬁ‘:-
Fowk, Folk,

Fawn, Faliene
Gowd, Gsld.

Haff, Ha)l‘/'-

How, ~ Hole, or Hallow.
Howms, Halms. '
Maut, Mals.

P oW, Poil. .

Row, Roll.

Scawd, Scald.
Stown, Stolne
Wawk, Walke

IIL, Axo beforeld, tb:mge} toan

Auld,
Bauld,

aorauj as,

ord.
3 MO |
Cauld,
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Some General Rules, &9'c,
Englifh.

Scots.

Cauld, Cold.
Fauld, Fold.
Hald, or ha’d, Ho/d.
Sald, Sold.
Tald, - L Fold.
Wad, Would.

IV. The o, oe, or ow, is changed

toa, az, or ai; as,

Ac, o ane, One.
A;’en‘, Oaten.
A L
Aften, gjl;m.
Aik, Oak.
Aith, Oatb.
Ain, or awn; O,
Alare, Alone.
Amaift, Aimoft.
Amang, Amng.
Airs, Oars,
Aits, Oars.
Apen, .
Awaner, %nr.
Biin, . Boge,
Bair, Bore.
Baith, ‘Botb. -
Blaw, Bk,
Braid, Bread.
Claith, Cloth.
Craw, - Cromo.
Drap, Drop,
Fae, Fre.
Frae, Fro, ot from.
Gae, Go.
Gaits, Goats.
Crane, Groan.
Haly, Holy.
Hale, Whote.
Halefome, Wholcfome.
Hame, Home,
Hait, or het, Hor.
Laith, Leoarb,
Laid, Load.
Lain, er len, Lean.
Lang, Long.
Law Leww.
Mae, Moe.
Ma'ft, M.

; Mvjr?t-

Mair,

Mane,
Maw,
Na,

Nare,

Naithing,

Pape,
Rae,
Rair,
Raip,
aw,
Saft,
aip,
Sair,
Sang,
Slaw,
Snaw,
Strake,
Staw,
Stane,
Saul,
Tae,
Taiken,
Tangs,
ap,
Thrang,
Wae,
Wame,
Wan,
War,
Wark,
Warld,
Wha,

Moan.
Mow.
No.
None.
Notbing,
Pope, -
Roe.
Roar,
Rope,
Row,
Soft.
Soap.

 Sere.

Song.

Sions.

Snoaw. -
Stroak.

Stele.

Stones

Souls

Toe.

Token.

2 ’Se .
brong.

Wee.

Womb,

Wen.

’ Worfe.

Work.
Werld.
Wie.

Y. The o or u frequently charged

Anither,
Bill,
Birn,
Brither,
Fir,
Fither,
Hinny,
Ither,
Mither,
Nits,
Nife,
Pir,
Rin,
Sin,

into i as,

Arnother.
Bull. '
Burn,
Brother.
Foot.
Fotber.
Honey.
Other.
M. ther.
Nurs,
Nofe,
Pur,
Rune
Sun,
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Eild, age.

Eildeens, of the fame age.

Eith, ealy. Eithar, cafier,

Elbuck, elbow. - X

Elf-fboty bewitched, thot by fai-
ries.

Elfon, a fhoemaker’s awl,

Elritck, wild; hideous, uninha-
bited, except by imaginary
ghofts. . )

Endlang, along. .

Brgh, fcrupuleus, when one
makes faint attempts to do a
thing, witheut a fteady refo-
lution.

E,f, time paft, ' )

Epler, hewn flone. Buildings of
fuch we call effler-work.

Etber, an adder,

Eutle, to aim, defign,

Ewen'd, compar’d. -

Eydent, diligent, laborious,

_Fay atrap, fuch as is ufed for
catching rats or mice.

Fae, afoe, an enemy.

Fadge, a {pungy fort of bread, in

-fhape of a roll.

Fag, to tire, orturn weary,

Fail, thick turf, fuch as are ufed

. for” building dykes for folds,
inclofures, &'c.

Fain, exp:effes earneft defire; as
Fain would 1. Alfo, joyful,
tickled with pleafure,

Fait, neat, in good order.

Fairfaw, when we with well to
one, that a good or fair fate
may befal him.

Fang, the talons of a fewl. To
fang, togrip, or hold faft,

Fap, vex or trouble. Fafbous,’
troublefome.

Faugh, a colour between white
and red.  Faugh riggs, fallow
ground.

Feck, a part, quantity ; as, Maift
Jfeek, the greatef  number;
nac feck, very few.

Feckfow, able, aétive.

Fecklefs, fecble, little, and weak,
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I"m!1 or fead, feud, hatred, quar-

-

Feil, many, feveral,

Fen, fhift. Fending, living by
induftry. Maka feny fall upon
methods.

Ferlie, wonder, *

Fernzier, the laft, o1 fore.run
year,

File, to defile or dirty,

Fireflaught, aflath of lightning.

Fifile, to ftir. A ftir, ’

Fitfied, the print of the foot.

Fizzing, whizzing.

Flaffing, moviag up and down,
raifing wind by motion, as
birds with their wings. .

Flags, flathes, as of wind and

. fire.

Fline, an arrow.

Flang, flung,

Flaugbter, to pare turf from the
ground.

Flaw, lie or fib.

Fleetch, to cox or flatter,

Fleg, fright. .

Flewet, a {mart blow.

Fley ox flies to affright, Fleyt, ae
raid or terrified,

Flirders, fplinters,

;Iir, to remove.

lite or flyte, to fcold,

P, G4, :

Flufhes, floods,

Fog, mofs,

Foordays, the morning far ade
vanced, fair day light,

Forby, befides.

Forcbearers, forefathers, ancefe -
tors,

Forfairn, abufed, befpattered.

Forfaugbten, weary, faint, and
out of breath with fighting,

Forgainft, uppofite to,

Far;etber, tc meet, encounter,

Forleety to forfake or forget,

Foreftam, the forehead.

Foutb, abundance, plenty,

Fozy, fpungy, foft.

Frais, to makea noife. We ufe
to fay one maks a frais, when

. they

chide,
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thcy boatt, . wonder, and nlk
“Tmore 6f a matter than it is
worthy of or will bear,
;m_y, buftle, fighting.
reiky a fodl, light, ;mpemncnh
ellow. >
Fremit, ftrange, not a-kin, . *
Frifled, trufted.
Frufh, brittle, like bread bakzn
with butter,
Fuff, o blow. Fuffin, blovuao.
Furder, prolper,
Furthy, forward.
Fufh, brought,
Furlet, four pecks.
Fyk, to be reftfefs, uneafy.

Gab the mouth, To prat, Geb
fae gafb.

Gabbing, pratting pertly. %0 ga
again, when fervants give éu-
cy returns when reprimanded.
4bby, one of aready and ecafy
expreflion ; the fame with aw/d

gabbet.

Gadge, to dittate impertinently,
talk idly with a ftupid gravity,

Gafawyea hearty Iour hughter.
To gawf, laugh,

Gait, a goat,

Gams, gums.

Gar, to caufs, make, or force. -

Gare, greed\, rapaclaus, earnel
to have a thing.

Gafp, folid, fagacious, One with
a long out chin, we call gt_/b-
gabket, gam-bmrd-

Gate, way.

Gaunt, yawn,

Cawlky, tdle, faring, xdloual
pe:fon. .

Gawr, going.

Gmwt, gulls. .

Gawfy, jolly, buxome.

Geck, to mock.

Giéed or gade, went. .

Gem_,, hznd{ome, genteel,

Ger or brat, a child, by way of
contempt or deiiﬁon.

G'ulan , an ill debtor,

G.f» -

R

Gillygacus, or gillygapus, 3 flase
ing gaping teol; a gorman-
dizer.

Gilpy, aroguifh boy.

Giwemer, a young fheep (ew.)

Gim, if. . .

Gird, to ftrike, pierce.

Girn, to grin, fnarls, alfoa fnarc
or.trap, fuch as boys make of
horfe-%anr to. catch birds,

Girth, a heop.

Glaiks, an idle good-for-nothing
fellow. Glaiked,. foohlh, wan-
ton, light. To give the glaiks,
te beguile one, by g:vm; him
his labour for his pains.

Glaifiery to bawl or bark.

Glamour, juggling. When devils,
wizards, or jugglers deceive
the fight, they are faid to caft
¥Iamur over the eyes of the

e&ator.

Glar, mire, oozy, mud.

Glee, to {quint.

Gleg, tharp, quick, altive,

Gleny a narrow valley between

° mountains.

Gloom, to fcoul or frown.

Glowming, the twilight, or even-
ing-gloom.

Glowr, to ftare, look ftern,

Glunfh, to hang the brow, and
grumble.

Goan, a wooden dith for meat.

Goolie, a large knife,

Gorlings or gorblings, young une
fledged birds,

Goffie, goflip.

G:fu‘am, daifies,

Gove, to look broad and ftedfaft,
holding up the face,

Gowf, befides the known game,
a racket or found blow on the
chops, we call a gowffon the-
baffer.

Gowk, the cuckow, In derifion
we call a thoughtlefs fellow,
and one who harps too long en’
one Tubp.&, a gowk.

Cuwwl, a hwhng, to bellow and

Crys -
Goufiys
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Coufly, ghattly, large, wafte, de-
folate, and frightful.

Gmn], grandmother, any old
woman,

Grape, 4 "trident fork ; alfoto

grope.

Gree, prize, vittory.

Geen, to long for,

Greet, to weep.  Grat, wept,

Grieve, an overfeer,

Groff, grofs, coarfe.

Grorts, mill’d oats. -

Grouf, to lie flat on the belly.

Grounche or glunfbe, to murmur,
grudge.

Grutten, wept.

-Gryfe, a pig.

Gu{;lj}mn, got'od fenfe.

Gaurly, rough, bitter, cold (wea-
ther.)

Gyfened, when the wood of any
velfel is Arunk with drynefs,

Gytlings, young children.

‘Haffer, the cheek, fide of the
head.
Hagabag, coarfe napery.
Haggife, a kind of pudding made
of the lungs and liver of ‘a
fheep, and boiled in the b:g
bag.
- Hags, hacks, peat. pits, or brcaks
in mofly ground.
Hain, to fave, manage narrowly.
- Halefome, wholefome; as, bale,
whole.
Hallen, a fcreen,
Hameld, domeftic.
}Ial:xe{y, friendly, frank, open,
ind.
Hanty, convenient, handfome.
Harle, drag.
Harns, brains.
foull.
Ha/r{bzp, ruin.
Hayh, a floven.
Haweren or bavrel, id.
Haugbhs, valleys, or low grouuds
on the fidesof rivers,
Hawins, good breeding,
Havjour, behaviour.  *

Harr'-pan, the

Mafs, the throat, or foré pmd
the neck.

Heal or beel, health, er whole.

Heepy, a perfon hypocondriat. -

Heeyrfleen, the night before ye
ernight.

Heez, to lift up a heavy thinga
little. A beezy is a good i
Hefrit, Accuttomed to kve in a

place.

Heghbt, promifed ; alfo, named.

Hempy, & tricky wag, fuch far
whom the hemp grows,

Hereit, ruined in cftate, broke,
{poiled.

Hefp, a clafp or hook, bar, or
olt ; alfo, in yarm, a certain
number of thréads.

Hetber-bells, the heath-bloffom.

Heugh, a vock or fteep bill; alfa,
a coal-pit.

Hiddils or Lidlings, lurking, hid-
ing-places. To do a thing in
kidlings, i.e. privately. .

Hirple, to move {lowly and lame=

y.

Hir,
“tle.

Ho, a fingle ftocking.

Hobblefpery, a confufed nckct,
noife.

Heol, hutk.

or birdfals, a flock of cats

Hool'd, mclofqd‘ :

Hool y, flow. b

ch{ or ewbyft, to cough.

Hov or bu, a cap or roof-tree,

How, low ground, a hollow.

How ! ho!

Hoavdered, hidden.

Howdy, midwife,

Howk, todig.

Howwms, plamc, or river-fides, '

Howt, fy!

Hrwtowdy, a young hen,. - .

Hurkle, to croutch, or bow to-
her like a cat, hedgc-hog,
hare.

Hut, a hovel.

Hyt, mad.

Fack, jacket. - - :
Jag, to prick as with a pin.
7‘”,
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water.
ater,

ide. To
to move
own, to

.:;ife like

; if afraid
»parition.

or I will.

piece of
meat,
Fute, four or dead liquor.
Fybe, to mock. Gibe, taunt.

Kaber, a rafter.

Xale or kail, colewort, and fome-
times broth.

Kacky, to dung,

Kainy a part of a farm-rent paid -

in fowls. .

Kame, comb.

Kanry or canny, fortunate; alfo
wary, one who manages his
affairs difcreetly.

Kebbuck, a cheefe.

Keckle, to laugh, to be noify.

Kedgy, jovial.

Keck, to peep.’

Kelt, cloth with a freeze, com-
monly made of native black
wool.

Kemp, to ftrive who fhall perform
moft of the fame work in the
fame time.

Ken, to know ; ufed in England
as anoun. A ‘thing within
ken, i. e. within view.

Kent, along flaff, fuch as fhep~

herds ufe for leaping over dit-
ches. .

Kepp, to catch a thing that moves
towards one.

Kieft, did caft. ¥id. Cosft

Kilted, tucked up,

Kimmer, afemale goffip.

Kirs, a chusn, to chura.

Kirtle, an upper petticoat.

Kitchen, all fort of eatables ex«
cept bread. .

Kittle, difficult, myfterious, knot-
ty (writings.)

Kittle, to tickle, ticklifh.

Knacky, wittyand facetious.

Knoit, to beat or ftrike fharply.

Knoos’d, buffeted and bruifed.

Knooft or knuiff, a lare lump.

Knoto, a hillock.

Knublock, aknob.

Knuckles, only ufed in Scotch for
the joints of the fingers next
the back of the band.

Kneav, goblin, or any perfon one
flands in awe to difoblige, and
fears.

II?, kine or cows. ’

ythy to appear. He'll kyth in
bis ain colours,

Kyte, the belly.

Laggert, befpattered, covered
with clay.

Laigh, low.

Laits, manners.

Lak or lack, undervalue, con-
temn ; as, He that laks my mare,
awould buy my mare.

Landart, the country, er belong-

' ingto it. Ruftic.

Lane, alone.

Langour, languithing, melanche.
ly. To, hald one out of /as-
gour, i. e. divert him. ’

Lantkale, coleworts uncut,

Lap, leaped. )

Lapper'd, curdled or clotted.

Laree a place for laying, or that
has been lain in.

Lare, bog.

4 Lave,
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Lawve, the reft or remainder,
Lawin, a tavera reckoning.
Lowland, low country.

Lowrock, the lark.

Lawty or lawrith, juftice, fide~
lity, honetty,

Leal, true, upright, honeft, faith-
ful to. truft, loyal. A leal
beart never lid.

Leam, flame.

LZeary learning, to learn.

Lee, untilled ground; alfo, an
open grafly plain.

len, a milking-pail with one
g or handle.

Leman, a kept mifs.

Lends, buttocks, loins, -

Leugh, laughed,

Lew-warm, lukewarm.

Lipbit, gelded,

Lick, to whip or beats item, a
wag or cheat, we call a great
lick.

Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie,

Lift, the fky or firmament,

Liggs, lies.

Liitsy the holes of a wind inftru-
ment of mufic; hence, Lile
up a fpring. Lilt it outy take
off y£r dgnk merrily,

Limmer, a whore,

Limp, to halt.

Lis, acatara.

ZLing, quick career in a fraight
line, to gallope.

Lingle, cord, thoemaker’s thread,

Linkaun, walking fpeedily.

Lire, breafts; item, the moft
‘mufcular  parts; fometimes
the air or compleQion of the
face. N

Lirk, a wrinkle or fold.

Lif, the flank.

Lith, ajoint.

Loan, a little common near to
country villages, where they
milk their cows,

Loch, alake. .

Lno, to love.

Leof, the hollow of the hand.H
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Looms, tools, inftruments in gee
neral, veflels.

Loot, did let.

Low, flame.

Lowan, flaming.

Lown, calm. Keep liwn, be fe-
cret,

Loun, rogue, whore, villain.

Lounder, a found blow.

Lout, to bow down, making
courtefy. To ftoop.

Luck, to inclofe, fhut up, faften,
Hence Lucken-banded, clofe-
fited ; Lucken Gowans, Bootbs,
&c.

Lucky, grandmother or goody.

Lug, ear. Handle of a pot or
veflel.

Luggie, a dith of wood with a
andle.

Lum, the chimney.
Lure, rather,
Lyart, hoary, or grey-haired, -

Magil, to mangle.

Maik or make, match, equal,

Maiklefs, matchlefs,

Mailen, a farm,

Matkly, feemly,
tioned. .

« Makfna, it is no matter.

Malifon, a cutle, maledi@ion,

Mangit, gali’d ov bruifed by toil
or ftripes.

Mank, a want.

" Mant, to frammer in fpeech, «

March or merchy a land-mark,
border of lands.

Marb, the marrow, .

Marrow, mate, fellow, equal;
comerade.

M% 0 mafh, in brewing.

2fking-loom, math-vat,

Maun, mut. Mauna, muttnot,
may not, .

Meikle, much, big, great, large,

Meith, limit, mark, fign,

Mends, fatisfation, rcvenge,
rewaliation.  To make g mends,
to- make a grateful return.

well-propor-

{4 23
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Menfe, difcretion, fobriety, goode
breeding, Mensfou, manner-

Mzzzie, company of nren, army,
aflembly, one's followers.

Meffen, alirtle dog, lap-dog.

Midding, a dunghill.

Midges, gnats, little flies,

Mim, afteétedly modedt,

Mirt, aim, endeavour.

Mirk, dark.

Mifearo, to give names,

Zdifchance, misfortune,

Mifken, to negle&, or not take
notice of one ; alfo, lct alone.

Mifluftous, malicious, rough.

Mifiers, neceflities, wants.

Mittans, woolen gloves,

Dony, many.

Mools, the earth of the grave.

Meu, mouth,

Meup, to eat, generally ufed of
children, or of old people, who
have but few teeth, and make
their lips move faft, though
they et but flow,

Miav, a pileor ding, as of feuel,
hay, fheaves of corn, &',

Mows, jefts.

Muyckle, Yee Meikle.

AMurgullid, mifmanaged, abufed,

Mutch, coif. "

Mutcbien, an Englifh pint.

Nacky or kngrhygitlever, adtive
in"fmall rs.
. Neofz, nofe.

¢ < INettle, to fret or vex.

Neawfangle, fond of a new thing.

Newel, a found blow with the
nive or fift,

Nick, (o bite or cheat. Nicked,
chcated : alfo, as a cant word
to drink heartily ; as, He micks

ne.

Nicft, next. .

Niffer, to exchange or barter,

Niffuafan, trifling,

Nignays, trifies,

Nips, bits,

Nitber, to ftraiten.  Nithered,
hungred, or half farved in
maintenance.

Nive, the fitt. -

Nock, notch or nick of an arrow
or fpindle.

Noit, fee knoit, *

- Nowt, cows, kine,

Nowtber, neither.
Nuckle, new calved (cows.)

Oe, a grandchild.
0'¢r' Or ower, too much; as, 4
-0 ers is wice.
O'ercome, fuperplus,
Ony, any.
Or;_ fometimes ufed for ere, or be-
ores  Or day, i. e. befure day-
“breai. ;’ ;_;lzy
Or;, any thing over what’¢ need-
ul,
Orp, to weep with a convulfive:
pant,
Ougbtlens, in the leaft,
Owk, week.
QOavrlay, acravat,
Oavfen, oxen.
Oavther, either. .

-Oxter, the arm-pit,

Paddock, a frog. -

Paddock-ride, the fpawn of frogs.

Paiksy, chaftifement, T, paiky
lto beat or belabour one found.
y.

Pang, to fqueeze, prefs, or pack,
one thing intoanother.

Paughty, proud, haughty.

Pawky, witty, or fly in word or
aétion, without any harm or
bad defign,

Pecr, a key or wharf,

Peetsy turf for fire,

Pegh, to pant.

Pen‘gy, finical, foppith, conceit-
€d.

Perquire, by heart.

Pet, a favourite, a fondling, To
pettle, to dandle, feed, cherifh,
flatt:r.  Hence, to take the

4 pety
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pett, is to’to be peevith or ful-
len, as commonly petrs are
when in the leaft difobliged.

Pibroughs, fuch highland tunes
as are played on bag-pipes be-
fore them when they go out to
battle.

Pig, an earthen pitcher.

Pike, to pick out, or chufe.

Pimpin, pimping, mean, fcur-
vy.

Pine, painor pining. -

Pingle, to contend, ftiive, cr-work
hard. )

Pirn, the fpool or quill within
the fhuttle, which receives the
yarn, Pirny (cloth) or a web
of unequal threads or cclours,
ftripped,

Pith, frength, might, force.

Plack, two bodles, or the third
of a penny Englith. :

Pople or paplz, the bubbling,
purling, or boiling up of wa-
ter,

Poortith, poverty.

Powny, a little horfe or gallo-
way ; alfo a turkey.

Poxfe, to puth,

Pouch, a pocket. .

Pratick, praétice, art, firatagem,
Priving pratick, trying ridicu-
lous experiments.

Prats, tricks, rogueries, We
fay, He plaid me a prety i. e,
cheated.  The callan’s” fou o
prets, i. e, has abundance of
waggifh tricks, ’

Prig, to cheapen, or importune

or a lower price of goods one
is buying.

Prin, a pin.

Prive, to prove or tafte.

Propine, gift or prefent.

Pryme ot prime, to fill or fuff.

"Putt a flane, throw a big ftone.

Quey, a young cow.
Racklefs, carelefs 5 one who does

things without regarding whe-
. ) Hz

ther they be good or bad, we
call him racklefs banded.

Rae, roe. .

Raffan, merry, roving, heartye

Raird, a loud found.

Rair, roar.

Rak or rook, a mift or fog.

Rampage, to {peak and a& fu-
riontly.

Rafkes, ruthes.

Rawe, did rive or tear,

Ravgit, reached.

Rax, 1o ftretch.
ed.

Ream, cream. W hence reaming 3
as, reaming liguor. }
Redd, to rid, unravel. Tn‘ (e

parate- folks that are figkting.
It alio fignifies clearing of ary
affaze.  I'm redd, 1'm appre-
enfive.
Rede, counfel, advice 5 a3, T wad
na rede ye to do that.
Reek, reach ; alfo fmoak.
Refly to ruft, or dry 18 the
{moke. :
Refty bereft, robbed, forced or
carriel away. .
Reif, rapine, robberye
Reik or rink, a courfe or ract
Rewer, arobber or pirates
Rewth, pitye
Ri:e/or ;lr):jez bulruthes, bramble-
branches, or twigs of treess
Ryfe or ryfe, plentye”
R{ftz, to {elch. .
Rigging, the back or rig-back,
the top or ridge of 3 houfe.
Ripples, a weaknefs in the bacle
and reins.

Rock, a diftaff.

Rnojel or rufe, to commend, ex<
tol.

Roove, to tivet

Rottan, a rat. :

Roundel, a witty, and often a fa«
tyric kind of rhime.

Rowan, rolling. -

Roaot, to roar, efpecially the low-
ing of bulls and cows,

Roawth, plentys -

Raxed, reache

Rucky
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Rucky a rick or ftack of hay o
corn, M

Rude, the red taint of the com-
ple&ion.

Rucfu, doleful,

Rug, to pull, take away by force.

Rumple, the rump.

Rungs, fmall boughs of trees
lepped off.

Runllc, a wrinkle.

Runckley to ruflle,

-Qacbeins, feeing it is. Since,

Saiklefs, guiltlefs, free.

Sained, blefled. -

Sall, fhall, Like foxd for foouid.

Sand-blind, pur-blind, " fhort-
fighted,

Sary favour or fmell.

Sark, a fhirt,

Sangh, a willow or fallow trec.

dew, an old faying, or piover-
bial expreflion,

Scad, fcald..

Scar, the bare places on the fides
of hills wathen down with
rain.

Scarer, to fcratch.

Scawp, a bare dry piece of flony
ground. .

&com, bread the country people
takeover the fire, thinner and
Lroader than a bannock.

Scewp, to leap or move hattily
frome one place to another. -

Secaveh, room, freedom.

Scrimp, varrow, ftraitened. lit-
tle,

8croggs, thrubs, thorns, briers. -

Sergzgy, thorny, |

Scudsy ale. A late name given

.. it by thebenders.

Scunncr, to loath,

Sell, felf.

Seuch, furrow, ditch,

Sey, lotry.

S¢ybew, a young onion.

Skan, pitiful, filly, poor,

Shern, cow’sdung.

Skazy, a wood or forefts

Sbazwi, thallow.

t

Shawps, empty huiks.

Sheen, fhining.

Sbilly thril), having a fharp found.

Sbire, clear, thin. We call thin
cloth, or clear liquor, fbire;
alfe, aclever wag, a fbire lick.

Shog, to wag, fhake, or jock
backwards and forwards.

Shool, thovel,

Skaen, fhoes.

Shore, to threaten,

Shotley, a drawer.

Sib, a-kin,

Sic, fuch,

Sicke o fum, fecure. .

" Sike, arill or rivulet, common!

dry in fummer,

Silier, filver,

Sindle or finley feldom.

Sinfyme, fince that time. Larg:
_fin[yne, long ago. s

Skaill, to fcatter.

Skair, fhare.

Skaith, hust, damage.

Skeigh, fkittith,

Skelf, fhelf.

Skejp, to run. Ufed when one
runs barefoor. Alfo, 2 fmall
fplinter of wood, Irem, Toflog
the hips. .t

Skiff, to'move fmoothly away. .

Stink, o kind of ftrong _broth,
made of ¢ows hams or knuce
kles; alfo to fill drink ina
cup.

Skirl, to fhriek or cry with a
fhrill voice, .

Sklate, flate. Skailiz, is a fine
blue flate. .

Skovrie, -ragged, nafty, idle.

Skreed, a rent.

Skybald, atatterdemalion,

Skyt, fly out hattily.

Slade or flaid, did flide, moved,
or made a thirg move eafily. .

Slap or flak, a gap, or marrow
pafs between two hills,  Slap,
a breach ina wall, .

Sleek, fmooth,

Sleet, a fhower "of half-melted
fnow.

Siwrg,
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Slerg, to bedawb or plaifter.

Slid, fmco:h, cunning, flippery; -

as, He's a flid down. Slidry,
flippery.

Slippery, fleepy.

Slkink, a mire, ditch, or flough ;
to wade throw a mire.

Slote, a bar or bolt for a door.

Slough, huik or coat.

Swiaik, a 6lly littde pitifal fel-
low ; the fame with finatchet.

Smirky, (miling.

Smittle, infe€ious or catching,

Smoory to fmother.

Snack, nimble, ready, clever,

Sned, to cut.

gn'zer, to laugh in derifion.
negy to cut; as, Sneg’d at
tfe web’s end. €4 of

Snell, ftharp,
firm,

Snib, fnub, check or reprove,
corredt.

Snifier, to fnuff or breathe thro’

- the pofe alittle ftopt,

Snody, metaphorically ufed for
neat, handfome, tight. '
Swood, the band for tying up a

woman's hair, =
Smooly to difpirit by chiding, hard
labour, and the like; alfo, a
pitiful groveling flave. ’
Snoove, to whirl round.
Snoteer, fnot. .
Srurl, toruffle, wrinkle.
8»d, a thick turf,
Sonfy, happy, fortunate, lucky :

{marting, bitter,

fometimes ufed for large and’

lufty,

Sare, forrel, reddith-coloured,

Sormy to fpunge,

845y the noife that a thing makes
when it falls to the ground.

Sougb, the found of wind amongft
trees, or of one fleeping.

Sowens, flummery, or oat-meal
fowered amongft water for
fome time, thea boiled to a
confiftency, and eaten with
milk or butter,

Soavf, to connover a tune on an
infirument.

Spae, to foretel or divine. Spae-
men, prophets, augurs.

Spain, to wean from the breaft.

Spait, a torrent, flood, or inunda-
tion,

Spang, ajump ;5 to leap or jump.

- Spaul, fhoulder, arm.

Speel, to climb.
Speer, to afk, enquire.

- Spelder, to fplit, ftretchi, draw

afunder. :
Spence, the place of the houfe

where provifions are kept.
Spill, to fpoil, abufe.

Spodlie, fpoil, booty, plurd-r. .
Spraings, ftripes of different co-
lours. :
Spring, atune on a mufical in-

ftrument.

- Sprufb, fpruce.

Spruttled, fpeckled, fpotted.

Spunk, tinder,

Stalwart, firong and valiant.

Stang, did fting; alfo a fting or
pole. A

Stank, a pool of ftanding water.

Stark, ftrong, robuft.

Starns, the ftars. Starn, afmall
moietye We fay, Nier a

Sarn. R
Stay, fteep; as, Set & flout beart
to a fay brae. :

Steeky to thut, clofe.

Stegh, to cram,

Stend or fien, to move with a
hatty long pace. )

- Srent, to firetch or extend,

Stipend, a benefice, -

Stirk, a fteer or bullock.

Steit or flot, torebound or refleé,

Stoory rough, hoarfe, ’

Stou, to cutor crop. A fou, a
large cut or piece.

8tound, a fmartiag pain or ftitch,

Stour, duft agitated by winds,
men or horfe feets To flour,
to run quickly,

Stowth, ftealth, r

Strapu,
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Strapan, clever, tall, handfome.
Stratb, a plain on a river fide,
Stresky to ftretch.
Striddle, to firide ; applied com-
monly to one that’s little.
Strinkley to fprinkle or ftraw. .
Stroot ot firut, ftuff'd full, drunk.
Strunt, a pet.  To take the firunt,
" to be petted or out of humour.

Studdy, an anvil, or {mith’s fti-

thy.

Sturdy,giddy-headed; item ftrong.

Sture or flocr, Riff, ftrong, hoarfe.

Sturt, trouble, difturbance, .vex-
atiun,

Stym, a blink, or a little fight of
a thing.

Suddle, to fully or defile.

Sumpb, blockhead.

Sunkan, fplenetic,

Sunkots, fomething.

Savak, to throw, caft with force,

Savankies, clever young fellows,

Savarf, to fwoon away.

Sawqsb, fquat, fuddled. .

Swatch, a pattern.

Savats, fmall ale.

Swecht, burden, weight, force.

Sweer, lazy, flow,

Saweeties, confettions. .

Saeoelt, f{uffocated, choaked to
death.

Swith, begone quickly.

Swither, to be doubtful whether
to do this or that.

Syne, afterwards, then.

Tackle, an arrow,

Taid, toad.

Tane, taken,

Tap, a head. Such a quantity
of lint as fpinfters put upon
the diftaff, is called a Lint-tap.

Tape, to ufe any thing fparingly.

Tappit-ben, the Scotch quart
ftoup.

Tarrcwv, to refufe what we love,
from a crofs humour.

Tartan, crofs ftripped ftuff of va-
rious colours, checquered. The

. Highland plaid,

-~

Tafs, alittle dram-cup.

Tate, a {mall lock of hair, or any
little guantity of wool, cot-
ton, &,

Taunt, to mock.

‘Taswpy, a foolith wench.

gjaz, a whip or fcourge.

edy to {catter, fpread.

Tee, a little earth on which game-
fters at the goavf fet their balls
before they firike them ofi

Teen or Tynd, anger, rage, for-
ow,.

Teet, to peep out.

Tegfume, the number of ten,

Tent, attention. 7 enty, cautious,

T 'back, thatch., Thacker, thatcher.

Thae, thofe,

9 barmes, fmall tripes.

Theek, to thatch.

Dbig, to beg or borrow,

Thiry thefe.

T'beley to endure, fuffer.

Thow, thaw.

Thowlefs, uasattive, filly, lary,
heavy.

Thrawart, fioward, crofs, erabe

. .bed. .

Thrawin, ftern and crofs-grained

Threep, to aver, alledge, urgs,and
affirm boldly.

Thrimal, to prefs or fqueeze thro®
with difficulty.

Tbud, a blaft, blow, ftorm, or
the _violent found of thefe.
Cry’d beb at ilka thud; i. e
gave a groan at every blow.

Tid, tid or time; proper time;
as, He took tbe tid.

‘;’_r;fr, good order, health.

e, to lofe, Tint, loft,

Tinfely lofs,

Tip or tippony, ale fold for 2d.
the Scotch pint,

Tirl or tiry to uncover a houfe, or
undrefs a perfon ; frip one
naked, Sometimes a fhort
a&tion is named a Tirle; as,
They took a tirle, of damcing,
drinking, &ce .

Tirty, fifter,

Tocher,



[ gt 1

Tocher, portion, dowry.

Tod, fox.

Teoly, to fight.
rel.

Toom, empty; applied to a bar-
-rel, purfe, houfe, &¢.' Item,
@ cmpty.

Tofb, right, neat,

A fight or quar-

Tofic, warm, pleafant, half fud-
dled. . -

To the fore, in being, alive, un-
confumed. :

Toufe or toufle, to rumple, teaze.

Zout, the found of a horn or trum-
pet.

Tow, arope, - A Tyburn neck-
lace, or St. Johnftoun ribband,

Towsmond, ayear or twelve-month.

T reaes, hole and breeches all of
a piece.

Trig, neat, handfome.

Troke, exchange.

True, to true, truft, believe ; as,
True ye fac ¥ or, Leve gars me
true ye.

Truf, fieal.

Tryp, appointment,

Furs, turfs, trufs. E

Twin, to part with, or feparate
from. :

Tawitch, touch,

Tawintere, theep of two years old;

Tydie, plump, fat, lucky.
7}7:::[, vide Teen.
Tyf, to entice, ftirup, allure,

Ugg, to deteft, hate, naufeate,

Ug fome, hateful, naufeous, hor-
rible,

Umwhbile, the late, or deceafed
fome time ago. Of old.

Undocbt or wandocbe, a filly, weak
perfon.

Uneith, not eafy.

Ungeard, naked, not clad, un-
harnefled. :

Unko or unco, uncouth, ftrange.

Unloofome, unlovely.

Vougy, elevated, proud.  That
boafts or brags of any thing.

Wador wed,pledge, wager, pawn;
- alfo, would, .

Waff, wandering by itfelf,
Wak, moift, - wet. :
Wale, to pick and chufe,

aale, i. e. the beft,
Wallop, to move fwiftly, with

much agitation, .
Wally, chofen, beautiful, large,

A bonny wally, i. e. a fine thing.
Wame, womb.

The

Wandought, want of dought, im- .

potent.

" Wangrace, wickednefs, want of

grace.
War, worfe.

. Warlock, wizard,

Wat or wit, to know,

Waught, a large draught.

Waugbrs, drinks largely,

Wee, littley as, A <vanton ewee
thing.

Wean or wee ane, a child.

Ween, thought, imagined, fupe
pofe.

Weer, to ftop or oppofe.

Weir, war.

Weird, fate or deftiny.

Wity rain,

Werfh, infipid, wallowith, wante
ing falte

Whauk, whip, beat, flog.

Whid, to fly quickly. 4 whid is
a hafty flight.

Whilk, which.

Whilly, to cheat, Wbil{ywlw, a
cheat.

”’biu{iﬂg, whining, fpeaking
with a doleful tone.

Whins, furze,

Wbhifhty huth. Hold your peace.

Whifk, to pull out bafzﬂy:

Whomilt, turned upfide down,

Wighr, ftout, clever, a&ive ; item,
a man or perfon,

Wimpling,- a turning backward
and forward, winding like the
meanders of a river,

Win or won, to refide, dwell,

Winna, will not,

Winnocks, windows,
Winfom,

-t
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Winfom, gaining, defirable, agree-
able, complete, large; we fay,
My winfom love.

Wirrykow, ; b;gbear. N

Wifent, parched, dry, withered,

”nfz, tﬁ.:xcbange (money.)
‘itherfhins, crofs motion, or a-
gainft the fun.

Woo or W. wool ; asin the whim
of making five words out of
four letters, thus, z, 4, ¢, w ;
i e. Isitall one wool ?

Wood, mad.

Woaody, the gallows.

”’or/], worthy.

Wow! firange ! wonderful!

Wreaths (of fnow), when heaps
of it are blown together by the
wind,

W‘K:f’ inclining. To wyfe,
Acad,

to
traine .

¥

i

*

70}

]

Wyfon, the gullet.
W;{, to blame. Blame.

fmﬁb, to bark, or make a noife
like little dogs.

' Yap,hungry, having a longing de-

re for any thing ready.

Yealtou, yea wilt thou.

Yed, to contend, wrangle.

Yeld, barren, as a cow that gives
no milk.

Yerk, to do any thing with cele-
rity.

Yefk, the hiccup.

Yert, gate.

Yefireen, yefternight.

Youdith, youthfulnefs.

Yowden, wearied.

Yowf, afwinging blow,

Yuke, the itch,

Yule, Chriftmas.

1
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PR EVF A C E

THIS Mafque was firft reprefented at Ludlow-Caitle,
on Michaelmas-day, 1634 ; beforg the right ho-
nourable the earl of Bridgwater, lord prefident ot Wales.
The principal performers were the lord Brackly, Mr,
Thomas Egerton, andthe lady Alice Egerton.® In the
year 1774, it wasabridged, and has ever fince been per-
formed as an afterpiece at the Theatre Royal, in Covent.
Garden. The following were the reafons offered to the
public in favour of the abridgment, and were prefixed
;{: an edition of the piece then publifhed in its curwiled
ate, :

‘¢ Pure poetry unmixt with paflion, however adrmired
in the clofet, has fcarce ever been able to futtain itfelf on
the ftage. In this abridgment of Milton’s Comus, no
circumftance of the Drama contained in the Original
Mafque, is omitted. The divine arguments on tempe-
rance and chaftity, together with many defcriptive paf-
fages, are indeed expunged or contracted : but, divine
as they are, the moft accomplithed declaimers have been
embarrafled in the recitation of them. The fpeaker vainly
laboured to prevent a coldnefs and languor in the au-
dience ; and it cannot be diffembled, that the Mafque of
Comus, with all its poetical beauties, not only main-
" taified its place on the theatre chiefly by the aﬂigance of
mufic, but the mufic itfelf, as if overwhelmed by the
weight of the drama, almoft funk with it, and became

® The mufic was originally compofed by Mr. Henry Lawes, whe

alfo reprefented the attendant Spirit: the prefent mufic is the com-
pofition of Dr. Arne, ) '
Az in
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“in a_mamner loft to the flage, That mufic, formerly
heard and applauded with rapture, is now reftored ; and
the Mafque on the above confiderations is curtailed.

As a further argument in favour of the drama in its
prefent form, it might perhaps be urged, that the fetti-
vity of the charaéter of Comus is heightened by his af-
fifting in the vocal parts, as well as in the dialogue ; -and
that theatrical propriety is no longer violated in the cha-
radter of the lady, who now invokes the Echo in her
own perfon, without abfurdly leaving the fcene vacant,
as heretofore, while another voice warbled out the fong
which the Lady was to be fuppofed to execute.

To conclude : it may not be impertinent to obferve,
that the Faithful Shepherdefs; of Beaumont and Fletcher,
which is efteemed one of the moft beautiful compofitions
in our language, not only afforded our author the firft
hint of rthis Mafque, but that feveral brilliant paflages
of Comus are imitated from that excellent performance,
Yet it is remarkable, that the play of the Faithful Shep-
berdefs, being merely poetical, was condemned on its
firlt reprefentation ; for which hard fate, though fuc-
ceeding critics have reprehended the barbarifm of that
age, yet no attempt has ever been hazarded to reftore
;ﬁe baplefs drama to the ftage.”

PRO.
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P R 0L O G U E

OUR Sedfaft bard, to bis own genius true,
Still bad his mufe, *% fit andience find, though few.”

Scorning the judgment of a trifling age,

To choicer fpiris be bequeath’d his page.

He too was feorn’d, and to Britannia’s fbame,

She fearce for balf an age knew Miltor’s name.,

But now, bis fame by ev’ry trumpet blown,

We on bis deathlefs trophies raife our own.

Nor art nor nature did bis geniys bound, -

Heav’n, hell, earth, chaos, he furvey'd around.

Al things bis eye, through avét’s bright empire thrown,
Beheld, and made what it bebeld bis own. :

Such Miiton was : *Tis ours to bring him forth,

- And yours to windicate neglefted avorth.

Such heav’n~taught uum’fer:_/bauld be more than read,
More wide the manna through the nation fpread.

Like foime blefi’d [pirip he to-night defcends,

Mankind be vifits, and their fleps befriends ;

Through mazy.crror’s dark perplexing wood,
Points-out the path of true andreal good;

Warns erring youth, and guards the [potle/s maid
From fpell of magic wice, by reafon’s aid,

- Attend the firains ; and fhould fome meaner phrafe
Hang on the flyle, andclog the nobler lays, :
Excufe what we with trembling hand fupply,

To give bis beanties to the public eye ; v

His the [ure effence, ours the groffer mean,

Through avhich bis fpirit is in altion feen.

Obferve the force, obferve the flame divine,
" That glows, breathes, afts, in cach harmonious line,
Great objects only firike the gen’rous heart §

Praife the fublime, oerlook the mortal part s

Be theve your judgment, bere your candour fhewn
Small is our portion,———and we wifb *twere none.

# Pasadife Loft, Book VII, Ver. 31, =~
A3 DRA.
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% The lines diftingui/bed by inverted comas, ¢ thus,” are omitted in the
. reprefentation,

N A CT 1
The firf SCENE difeovers a wild weeds ’

ﬂze(frﬂ Astendant Spirit enters.
¢ EFORE the flarry threfhold of Jove’s court
s My manfion is, where thofe immortal thapes
¢ Of bright agrial fpirits live infpher’d
¢ In regions mild olf)'calm and ferene air, , .
¢ Above the fmoke and flir of this dim fpot, N
. ¢ Which men call earth, and with low-thaughted caré
¢ Confin’d and pefter’din this pinfald here, :
¢ Strive to kec¥ up 3 frail and fev’rith being,
. ¢ Unmindful of the crown that virtue gives,
¢ After this martal change, to her true fervants
¢ Amongft the enthron'd gods on fainted featss
¢ Yet fome there are, that by due fleps afpire
¢ To lay their juf} hands on t’l'nt golden key,
¢ That opes.the palace of eternity: -
¢ T8 fuch my errand is : and but for fuch,
¢ T would not foil thefe pure ambrofial weeds
¢ With the rank vapours of this fin-worn mould,
¢ Bat whence yon tmmng fiream of purer light,
¢ Which ftreaks the midnigbtgloam, and hither darts
" ¢ TIts beamy paint2 Some meflenger fram Jave,
¢ Commiffion’d to dire&t or fhare my charge ;
¢ And, if Iken him right, a {pirit pure
. ¢ Astreads the fpangled pavement of the tky, .
. . : [ ]



8 C O MU S

¢ The gentle Philadel : but fwift as thought
¢ He comes— )
¢ The fecond Attendant ?irit defcends.
¢ Declare, on what ftrange errand bent,
¢ Thou vifiteft this clime, to me aflign’d,
¢ So far remote from thy appointed {phere ?
¢ Sec. Spirit, On no appointed tatk thou feeft me now :
¢ But 2s returning from Elyfian bow’rs- )
¢ .(Whither from mortal coil a foul I wafted)
¢ Alongthis boundlefs fea of waving air
¢ I fteer’d my flight, betwixt the gloomy fhade
¢ Of thefe thick boughs thy radiant form I fpy’d
¢ Gliding, as fireams the moon through dufky clouds ;
¢ Inftant I floop’d my wing, and downward f{ped
¢ To learn thy errand, and with thine to join
¢ My kindred aid, from mortals ne’er with-held,
¢ When virtue on the brink of peril ftands, .
" ¢ Firf Spirit. 'Then mark th’ occafion that demands it
Neptune, Ineed not tell, befides the fway [here.
Of ev'’ry falt ﬂg@ and each ebbing ftream,
‘Took-in by lot *twixt high and nether Jove
¢ Imperial rule of all the fea-girt ifles,
¢ That, like to rich and various gems, inlay
¢ The unadorned bofom of the deep,
¢ Which he, to grace his tributary gods,
¢ By courfe commits to feveral government, -
¢ And gives them leave to wear their faphire crowns,
¢ And wield their lictle tridents : but this ifle,
¢ The greateft and the beft of all the main,
¢ He quarters to his blue-hair’d deities ;
¢ And all this tra& that fronts the falling fun
¢ A noble peer of mickle truft and power
¢ Has in his charge, with temper’d awe to guide
¢ An old and haughty nation, proud in arms.’
¢ Sec. Spirit. Does any danger threat his legal fway,
¢ From bold fedition, or clofe-ambufh’d treafon ?
“ Fir/t Spirit. No danger thence. But to his lofty feat,
¢ Which borders on the verge of this wild vale,
¢ His bleoming offspring, nurs’d in princely lore,
¢ Are coming to attend their father’s ftate,
¢ And néw entrufted fceptre, and their way
s Lies through the perplex’d paths of this drear wood,
' ’ ¢ The
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The nodding horror of whofe fhady brows
Threats the forlorn and wand’ring paflenger
And here their tender age might fuffer peril,
But that by quick command from-fovereign Jove
I was difpatch’d for their defence and guard, -
¢ Sec. Spirit. What peril can their in nocence affait
¢ Within thefe lonely and upeopled thades ? .
¢ Firf Spirit. Auend my words, No place but har-
bours danger:
In ev’ry region virtue finds a foe.
Bacchus, that firft from out the purple grape
Crufh’d the fweet poifon of mifufed wine,
After the Tufcan mariners transform’d,
Coafting the Tyrhenne fhore, as the winds lifted,
On Circe’s-ifland fell : (who knows not Circe,
The daughter of the fun, whofe charmed cup
Whoever tafted, loft his upright fhape,
And downward fell into a grov’ling fwine ?)
This nymgb, that gaz’d upon his cluft’ring locks,
With ivy-berries wreath'd, and his blithe youth,
Had by him, ere he parted thence, afon
Much like his father, but his motker more,
Whom therefore the brought up, and Comus nam’d,
¢ Sec. Spirit. 1ll-omen’d birth to virtue and her fons !
¢ Firf? Spirit. He ripe and frolic of his full-grown age,
Roving the Celtic and Iberian fields, '
At laft betakes him to this ominous wood,
And in thick fhelter of black fhades imbower’d
Excels his mother at her mighty art,
Off’ring to ev’ry weary traveller
His erient liquor in a ch?ﬁal lafs, -
* T'o quench the drought of Pheebus; which as they taffe,
¢ (For moft do taftethrough fond intemp’rate thirft)
¢ Soon as the potion works, their human countenance,
¢ Th’ exprefs refemblance of the gods, is chang’d
¢ Into fome brutith form of wolf or bear,
¢ Or ounce, or tiger, hog, or bearded goat,
¢ All other parts remaining as they were.
¢ Yet when he walks his tempting rounds, the forcerer
¢_By magic pow’r their human face reftores,
¢ And outward beauty to delude the fight.

~ ® & & &~

PO L R I L I

LI R I

¢ Secu
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¢ Sec. Spirit. Lofe’ they the mem’ry of their former
ate ? .- :
¢ Firf? Spirit. No, they (fo perfeét is their mifery)
¢ Not once perceive their foul disfigurement,
¢ But boaft themfelves more comely than before,
¢ Andall their friends and native home forget,
¢ To roll with pleafurein a fenfual ftye
" .. ¢ Sec. Spirit, Degrading fall! from fuch a' dire diftrefs
¢ What pain too great our mortal charge to fave ?
¢ Fzr"/r Spirit. For this, when any favour’d of high Jove
¢ Chances to pafs through this advent’rous glade, -
¢ Swift as the fparkle of a glancing ftar
¢ I koot from heaven, to give him fafe convoy,
¢ Asnow Ido: and opportune thou com’ft
¢ To fhare an office, which thy nature loves.
¢ This be our tatk : but firft I muft put off
¢ Thefe my fky-robes, {pun out of Iris’ wgof,
¢ And take the weeds and likenefs of a fwain,
¢ That to the fervice of this houfe belongs, .
¢ Who with his foft pipe and fmooth-ditty’d fong,
¢ Well knows to ftill the wild winds when they roar,
¢ And hufh the waving woods ; nor of lefs faith,
¢ And in this office of his mountain watch
¢ Likelieft, and neareft to the prefent aid
¢ Of this occafion. Veil'd in fuch difguife,
¢ Be it my care the fever’d youths to guide
¢ To their diftreflfed and lonely fifter; thine
¢ To chear her footfteps through the magic woed,
¢ Whatever blefled {pirit hovers near, ]
¢ On errands bent to wand’ring mortal good,
¢ If need require, him fummon to thy fide.
¢ Unfeen of mortal eye, fuch thoughts infpire,
¢ Such heaven-born confidence, as need demands
¢ Inhourof trial.
¢ Sec. Spirit. Swiftas winged winds
¢ To my glad charge I fly. [Exite
¢ Firft Spirit. I’ll wait a while
¢ To watch the forcerer ; for I hear the tread
¢ Of hateful fleps; I muft be viewlefs now.

Comue-
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Comus enters with a charming-rod in one band, his glafs in
the other, with-bim a rout of men and qvomen, drefed as
Bacchanals; they come in making a riotous and wunruly
noife, with torches in their bands.*

Comus. [Speaks.] The ftar, that bids the fhepherd fold,
Now the top of heaven doth hold, .. -

And the gilded car of da

His glowing axle doth allay

In the fteep Atlantic ftream;

And the flope fun his upward beam

Shoots againft the dutky pole,

Pacing toward the other goal

Of his chamberin the eaft : i

Mean while welcome joy and feaft.

sOoONG

Now Pheebus finketh in the weft,
Welcome fong, and welcome jeft,
Midnight fhout and revelry, =~ -

Tipl('ir <dance and jollity ; -

Braid your locks with rofy twine,
Dropping odours, dropping wine, ... - .

Rigour now is gone to bed,

And advice with fcrup’lous head,

Strict age and four feverity, :
- With their grave faws in flumber lie,

Comus, We that are of purer fire,
Imitate the ftarry choir, ,
Who in their nighily watchful fpheres,” -
Lead in fwift round the months and years.,
The founds and feas, with all their finny drove,
Now to the moon in wav’ring morrice move,
And on the tawny fands and thelves .. =~ ..
Trip the pert fairies and the dapper elves.

* The Mafque, as now performed at Covent-Garden Theatre,

begins here,
SONG,

-
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SONG. By a Woman.

" By dimpled brook, and fountain brim,
The wood-nymphs, deck’d with daifies trim,
Their mecry wakes and padtimes keep :
What has night to do with fleep ¢

Night has better {weets to prove ;
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love:
Come, let us our rites begin :

*Tis only day-light that makes fin.

Comus. Hail, goddefs of nofurnal fport,
Dark-veil’d Cocytto, ¢ whom the fecret flame -
Of midnight torches burns ; myfterious dame,
‘That ne’er art call’d, but when the dragon-womb
Of Stygian darknefs{pits her thickeft gloom,

. And makes one blot of sli the air,
Stay thy cloudy ebon chair,
Wherein thou rid’ft with Heeat’, and befriend
Us thy vow'd priefts, till utmoft end .
Of all thy dues be done, and nore left out;
Ere the blabbing eaffern frout,
‘The nice morn on th’ Indian fteep
From her cabin loop-hole peep,
And to the tell-tale fun defcry
Our conceal’d folemnity.

SONG. By Convus and ¥Famun.

From tyrant laws and cufloms free,

We follow fweet variety ;

By turns we drink, and dance, and fing,
Love for ever on the wing,

Why fhould niggard rules contraul
. Tran{ports. of the jovial foul ?
No dull ftinting hour we own :
- Pleafure counts our time alone,

' AC.mr‘zm. Come, knit hands, and beat the grwhd
Jn a light fantaftic round. ‘



C O M U S 13
A Dance.

Break off, breakoff, I feel the diff’rent pace
Of fome chafte footing near about this ground.
Run to your fhrouds, within thefe brakes and trees;
Our number may affright : fome virgin fure
(For fo I can diftinguifh by mine art)
Benighted in thefe woods. Now to my charms, _
And to my wily trains. I fhall ere long
Be well ftock’d with as fair a herd as graz’d -
About my mother Circe. Thus I hurl
My dazzling fpells into the fpungy air,
Of pow’r to cheat the eye with blear illufion,
And give it falfe prefentments, ‘left the place
And my quaint habits breed aftonifhment,
And putthe damfel to fufpicious flight ;
Which muit notbe, for that’s againft my courft.
I under fair pretence of friendly ends,
And well plac’d words of glozing courtefy,
Baited with reafons not unplaufible,
Wind me into the eafy-hearted man,
And hug him into fndres. When once her eye
Hath met the virtue of this magic duft,
1 fhall appear fome harmlefs villager,
Whom thrift keeps up about his country gear.
But here fhe comes; I fairly ftep afide
And hearken, if I may her bufinefs hear.
Enter the Lady. :
. Lady. This way the noife was, if mine ear be true,
Mg' beft guide now ; methought it was the found
Of riot and ill-manag’d merriment,
¢ Such as the jocund flute, or gamefome pipe
¢ Stirs up among the loofe unletter’d hinds,
¢ When for their teeming flocks, and granges full,
¢ Inwanton dance they praife the bounteous Pan,
¢ And thank the gods amifs.” I fhould be loth
To meet the rudenefs and fwill’d infolence
Of fuch late rioters; yet, Oh, whereelfe
Shall I inform iny unacquainted feet
In the blind mazes of this tangled wood ? )
Comus. [Afide.] I'lleafe her of that care, and be her

guide.
B Lady.
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Lady. My brothers, when they faw me weary’d out
¢ With this long way, refolving here to lodge
¢ Under the fpreading favour ot thefe pines,’
Stepp’d, as they faid, to the next thicket fide,
To bring me berries, or fuch cooling fruit,
As the kind hofpitable woods provide.
¢ They left me then, when the gray-hooded even,
¢ Like a {ad votarift in palmer’s weeds,
¢ Rofe from the hindmoft wheels of Phacbus’ wain ;*
But where they are, and why they come not back,
Is now the labour of my thoughts; ’tis likelieft
They had engag’d their wand’ring fteps too far :
¢ Thisis the'place, as well as I may guefs,
¢ Whence even now the tumult of loud mirth
¢ Was rife, and perfect in my liftning ear;
¢ Yet nought but fingle darknefs do I find.
¢ What might this be? A thoufand fantafies
¢ Begin to throng into my memory,
¢ Of calling fhapes, and beck’ning fhadows dire,
¢ And airy tongues, that{yllable men’s names
¢ On fands, and fhores, and defert wildernefles.
¢ Thefe thoughts may ftartle well, but not aftound
¢ The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended
¢ By a ftrong-fiding champion, confcience.
¢ Oh, welcome, pure-ey’d faith, white-handed hope,
¢ Thou hov’ring angel, girt with golden wings,
“-And thou unblemifh’d E)lrm of chaftity; -~
¢ 1 fee you vifibly, and now believe .
¢ That he, the fupreme good (t’'whom all things ill
¢ Are but as flavith officers of vengeance)
¢ Would fend a glift’ring guardian, if needft were,
¢ To keep my life and honout unaffail’d. :
¢ Was I deceiv’d, or did a fable cloud
¢ Turn forth her filver liniag on the night ?
¢ Ididnot err, there does a fable clou
¢ Turn forth her filver lining on the night,
¢ And cafts a gleam over this tufted grove.’
1 cannot hollow to my brothers, but
Such noife as I can make to be heard fartheft
I’ll venture; for my new enliven’d fpirits

Prompt me ; and they perhaps are not far off, - '
e y SONG.
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Sweet Echo, fweeteft nymph, that liv’ft unfeen
Within thy airy:celi,

By flow M=zander’s margent green,
And in the violet-embroider’d vale,

Where the love:lorn nightingale -
Nightly to thee herfad fong mourneth well,

Cantft thou not tell me of a gentle pairy

"Uhat likeft thy Narciffus-are? .
Oh, if thou.have BTN

Hid them in fome flow’ry cave, i

Swe Tell me but v.’crhtn‘ed,‘1 he £

weet queen of iparly, daughter of the fphere 3
8o ma}ﬁ thou. ble’atraynihtcdgto the fkies, P
And give refounding grace toull heaven'’s harmonies,

~Comus, [Jﬁ;ié.] Can any mortal mixture of earth’s
mou ‘
Breathe fuch divine inchanting ravithment ?
¢ Sure fomething holy lodges in that breaft,
¢ And with thefe raptures moves.the vocal air
¢ To teftify his hidden refidence :
*_How fweetly did they-float upon the wings
¢ Of filence, through theempty-vaulted mght,
¢ Atev'ry fall fmoothing the raven<down '
¢ Of darknefs, tillit {mil’d! I haveoftheard = °
¢ My mother Circe, with the Sirens three, )
¢ Amidft the flow’ry-kirtled Naiades,
¢ Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs; -
¢ Who, as they fung, would take the:prifon’d foul,
¢ Andlapit in Elyfium: Scylla wepr,
¢ And chid her barking waves into attention,
¢ And fell Charybdis murmur’d foft applaufe :
¢ Yet they in pleafing flumber lull’d the fenfe,
¢ And fweet in madnefs robb’d it of itfélf.
¢ Bat fuch a facred and home-feh delight,
¢ Such fober certainty of waking blifs
¢ I never heard till now’——1D’ll fpeak to her,
And fhe fhall be my queen.——Hail, foreign wonder,
Whom certain thefe rough fhades did never breed,
Unlefs the goddefs that in rural fhrine . Lo
: B2 Dwell’Rt
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Dwell’ft here with Pan, or Silvan, by blefs’d fong,
Forbidding ev'ry bleak unkindly fog
To touch the profp’rous growth of thisrallwood. .
Lady. Nay, gentle thepherd, ili isloft that praife, -
That 1s addrefs’dg to unagtending ears :
Not any boaft of fkill, but extreme fhift
How to regain my fever’d company,
Compell’d me to awake the courteous Echo,
To give me anfwer from her mofly couch.
Comus. What chance, good lady, hath bereft you thus ?
Iady. Dim darknefs, and this leafy labyrinth.
Comus.Could that divide you from near-ufh’ring guides?
Lady, They left me weary on a grafly turf.
"¢ Comus. By falfehood, or difcourtefy, or why
¢ Lady.” To feek i’th’valley fome cool friendly fpring.
Comus. And left your fair fide all unguarded, lady ?
Lady. They were but twain, and purpos’d quick return.
¢ Comus. Perhaps foreftalling night prevented them ?
¢ Lady. How ealy m{ misfortune is to hit !’ )
Cemus. Imports their lofs, befidethe prefent need ?
Lady. Nolefs than if I fhould my brothers lofe.
Comus. Werethey of manly prime, or youthful bloom ?
Lady. As fmooth as Hebe’s their unrazor’d lips.
Comus. Two fuch I faw, ¢ what time the labour'd ox
¢ In his loofe traces from the furrow came, .
¢ And the fwink’t hedger at his fupper fat;
¢ I faw them’ under a * green’ mantling vine,
‘That crawls along the fide of yon fmall hill,
Plucking ripe clufters from the tender fhoots ;
Their port was more than human: * as they ftood,
¢ I took it for a fairy vifion :
¢ Of fome gay creatures of the element,
¢ That in the colours of the rainbow live,
¢ And play i’th’plaited clouds. I was awe ftruck,
¢ And as I pafs’d, I worfhipp’d;’ if thole you feck,
It were a journey like the path to heav’n, :
To help you find them. !
Lady. Gentler villager,
What readieft way would bring me to that place ?
_ ¢ Comus. Due weft it rifes from this fhrubby point.
¢ Lady. To find out that, fgood fthepherd, I fuppofe,
¢ In fuch a fcant allowance of ftar-light,
o ¢ Would
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¢ Would over-tafk the beft land. pilat’s art,.
¢ Without the fure guefs of well-pra&is’d feet,’
Comus. 1 know each lane, and ev’ry alley green,.
Dipgle, or bufhy dell of this wild wood.
¢ And ev’ry bofky bourn from fide to fide,’
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood-:'
And if your ftray attendance be yet lodg’d,
Or fhroud within thefe limits, I fhall know
Ere morrow wake, ¢or the low-roofted lark
¢ From her thatch’d pallat roufe: if,” or grant it other-
I can conduct you, lady, to a low [wife,.
But loyal cottage, where you may be fafe °
Till farther queft. )
Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word,
And truft thy honeft offer’d courtefy,
¢ Which oft is fooner found in lowly fheds
¢ With fmoaky rafters, thanin tap’ftry halls
¢ And courts of princes, where it firft was nam’d,,
¢ And yet is moit pretended.” In a place,.
Lefs warranted than this, or lefs fecure,
"L cannot be, that I fhould fear to change it..
Eye me, blefs’d Providence, and fquare my trial
"To my proportion’d firength ——Shepherd,. lead on..
[Exeants.

Enter Comus’s crew from bebind the trees..
. SONG. Bya Maﬂ.

Fly fwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive

"I'he namelels foft tranfports that beauty can give ;.
The bowl’s frolick joys let him teach her to prove,
And fhe in return yield the raptures of love..

Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain,,

All grandeur infipid, and riches a pain,

‘The mott fplendid palace grows dark as the grave ¢

Love and wine give, ye gods! or take back. what you
gave,. '

B3 CHORUS..
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CHORUS.

Away, away, away,
To Comus’ court repair ;
There night out-fhines the day,
There yields the melting fair.

ENpD of the FirsT AcT.

ACT IL
- ¢ Enter the two Brothers,

¢ ELpEsT BROTHER.

s Nmuffle, ye faint ftars ; and thou, fair moon,
¢ That wont’ft to love the traveller’s benizon,
Stoop thy pale vifage through an amber cloud,

And difinherit chaos, that reigns here

In double night of darknefs and of fhades:

Or if your influence be quite damm’d up

With black ufurping miits, fome gentle taper,
Though a rufh candle, from the wicker hole

Of fome clay habitation, vifit us '
With thy long levell’d rule of ftreaming light ;

And thou fhalt be our ftar of Arcady,
Or Tyrian cynofure,

¢ 2. Broth, Or, if our eyes

Be barr'd that happinefs, might we but hear

The folded flocks penn’d in their wattled cot,

Or found of paft’ral reed with oaten ftops ;

Or whiftle from the lodge, or village-cock

Count the night-watches to his feathery dames,
*Twould be fome folace yet; fome little chearing

In this clofe dungeon of innum’rous boughs.

But, Oh! that haplefs virgin, our loft fifter! -
Where may fhe wander now, whither betake her
From the chill dew, amongft rude burs and thiftles ?

¢ Perhaps fome cold bank is her bolfter new,

¢ Os ’gainft the rugged bark of fome broad elm

¢ Leans her unpillow’d head, fraught with fad fears.
¢ Whatif in wild amazement and affright,

- $Or,

-
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‘To fave her bloffoms and defend her fruit
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Or, while we fpeak, within the direful grafp i
Of favage hunger, or of favage heat?
¢ E, Broth. Peace, brother; be not overexquifite
To caft the fathion of uncertain evils;
For grant they be fo, while they reft uhknown,
What need a man foreftall his date of grief,
And run to meet what he would moftavoid ? -
Or if they be but falfe alarms of fear,
How bitter is fuch felf-delufion !
I do not think my fifter fo to feek,
Or fo unprincipled in virtue’s book, :
And the fweet peace that goodnefs bofoms ever,
As that the fingle want ofg light and noife
(Not being in danger, as I truft fhe is not)
Could flir the conftant mood of her calm thoughts,
And put them into mifbecoming plight. ’
Virtue could fee to do what virtue would
By her own radiant light, though fun and moon
Were in the flat fea funk : and wifdom’s felf
Oft feeks to fweet retired folitude §
Where, ‘with her beft nurfe, Contemplation,
She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings,
That in the various buftle of refort
Were all too ruffiled, and fometimes impair’d, "
He that has light within his own clear breaft,
May fiti’th’center, and enjoy brightday: «
But he that hides a dark foul, and foul thoughts,
Benighted walks under the mid-day fun ;
Himfelf is his own dungeon. :
¢ 7. Breth, *Tis mott true,
That mufing meditation moft affets
The penfive fecrecy of defert cell,’
Far from the chearful haunt of men and herds,
And fits as fafe as in a fenate houfe:
For who would rob a hermit of his weeds,
His few books, or his beads, or maple difh,

-Ordo his gréy hairs any violence ?

But beauty, like the fair Hefperian tree
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard
Of dragon watch with uninchanted eye,

¢ From
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¢ From the rafh hand of bold incontinence.
¢ You may as well {pread out the unfunn’d heaps
¢ Of mifers’ treafure by an outlaw’s den,
¢ And tell me it is fufe, as bid me hope
¢ Danger will wink on opportunity,
And leta fingle helplefs maiden pafs
Uninjur'd in this wild furrounding wafte..
Of might or lonelinefs it recks me not :
I fear the dread events that dog them both,
Left fome ill-greeting touch attempt the perfon:
Of our unowmed fiter. :
¢ E. Brot, 1do not, brother,
¢ Infer, asif Ithought my fifter’s ftate
¢ Secure without all doubt or controverfy :
¢ Yet, where an equal poife of hope and fear:
¢ Does arbitrate th’ event, my natureis
¢ That I incline to hope rather than fear,
¢ And gladly banifh fquint fufpicion.
¢ My fifter 1s not fo defencelefs left
¢ As you imagine; fhe has a hidden ftrength,
¢ Which you remember not.
¢ 7. Broth. What hidden ftrength,
¢ Unlefs the ftrength of heav’n, if youmeanthat? .
¢ E. Broth.Imean thattoo; butyet ahidden ftrength,,
¢ Which, if heav’n gaveit, may be term’d her own :.
¢ *Tis chaftity, my brother, chaftity.
¢ She'that has that, is clad in complete fteel,
¢ And, like a quiver’d nymph with arrows keen,.
¢ May trace huge forefts, and unharbour'd heaths,.
¢ Infamous hills, and fandy perilous wilds ; )
¢ Where, through the facmg rays of chaflity, -
¢ No favage fierce, bandit, or mountaineer
¢ Will dare to foil her virgin purity :.
¢ Yea there where very defolation dwells,.
¢ By grots and caverns thagg’d with horrid fhades,.
¢ She may pafs on with unblench’d majetty,
¢ Be it not done in pride or in prefumption.. )
¢ Y. Broth. How gladly would I have my terrors.
hufh’d, ‘
¢ By crediting the wonders you relate!
¢ E. Broth. Somefay, no évil thing thatwalks by night,,
¢ In

3
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¢ In fog, or fire, by lake, or moorifh fen,

¢ Blue meagre hag, or ftubborn unlaid ghoft,

¢ That breaks his magic chains at curfew time,

¢ No goblin, or fwaft fairy of the mine,

¢ Hath hurtful power o’er true virginity ;

¢ Do ye believe me yet, or fhall I call

¢ Antiquity from the old fchools of Greece,

¢ To teﬂig the arms of chaflity ?

¢ Hence had the huntrefs Dian her dread bow,
¢. Fair filver-fhafted queen, for ever chafte,

¢ Wherewith fhe tam’d the brinded lionefs

¢ And{potted mountain-pard, butfet at nought
¢ The friv’lous bolt of Cupid; godsand men .
¢ Fear’d her ftern frown, and fhe was queen o’th’ woods,
¢ What was the fhaky-headed Gorgon fhield,

¢ That wife Minerva wore, unconquer’d virgin.
¢ Wherewith fhe freez’d her foes to congeal’d ftone,
¢ Butrigid looks of chafte aufterity,
¢ And noble grace, that dafli’d brute vidtence
¢ With fudden adoration, and blank awe ? S
¢ 7. Broth. But whatare virtue’s awful charms to thofe,

Who cannot rev’rence what they never knew ? .
¢ E. Brotb, Sodear to heav’n is faintly chattity,
Thac when a foul is found fincerely fo,

A thoufand livery’d angels lacquey her;

Driving far off each thing of fin and guile,

And in clear dream and folemn vifion

Tell her of things, that no grofs ear can hear;

Till oft converfe with heav’nly habitants )
Begin to caft a beam on th’ outward fhape,

The unpolluted temple of the mind,
-And turn it by degrees to the foul’s effence,

Tillall be made immortal.

¢ 7., Broth. Happy ftate,

Beyond belief of vice !

‘¢ E. Broth. But when vile luft,

By unchafte looks, loofe geftures, and foulalk,

But moft by lewd and lavifh a& of fin,

Lets in defilement to the inward parts,

The foul grows clotted by contagion,

Imbodies, and imbrutes, till fhe quite lofe
¢ The divine property of her firft being,

o A e Q% e e [
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¢ Such are thofe thick and gloomy fhadows damp,
¢ Oftfeenin charael-vaults and fepulchres,
¢ Ling’ting and fitting by a new-made grave,
¢’ As loth to leave the body that it lov'd,
¢ Andlink’d itfelf in carnal fenfuality
¢ To a degen’rate and degraded ftate
¢ Youngefi Brother. How charming is divine philofophy!
¢ Not harfh and crabbed, as dull tools fuppofe,
¢ But mufical as is Apollo’s lute,
¢ And a perpetual feaft -of neftar’d fweets,
¢ Where no crude furfeit reigns.’
E. Broth. -Lift, lit; I hear
Some far-off .hallow -break the fileat air.
¥. Broth. Methought fo too; what fhould it be ?
E. Bratb. .For certain :
Either.fome one like us night-founder’d here,
Qr elfe fome neighbour wood-man, -or at wort,
Some roving robber calling to his fellows.
7. "Breth, Heav'n keep my fifter. Again ! again!
and near ! '
Beft draw and ftand upon our guard,
E. Broth. I’ll hallow ;
If be be friendly, he comes well; if not;
Defence is a good caufe, and heav’n be for us.

Enter the firft Attendant Spirit, babited like a focpherd.

Y. Broth. That hallow I fhould know What are
« you ? Speak;
¢ Come not too near, you fall on iron ftakes elfe.”
¢ Fir/P’ Spirit. What voice is that? My young lord ?
Speak again. ,
7. Broth. Oirbther, *tis my father’s fhepherd fure.
‘' E. .Brotly‘i Thyrfis ? whofe artful firains have oft de-
lay’
The hudd){ing brook to hear his madrigal,
And fweeten’d ev’ry muft-rofe of the dale ?
_ How cam*{ft thou here, good fivain ? Has any ram
Slip’d from the'fold, or young kid loft his dam,
Or firaggling wether the pent flock forfook ?
How couldit thou find this dark fequefter’d nook ?
¢ Fir/l’ Spirit. O my lov’d malter’s heir, and his next
A :

¢ I came
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* 1 came not-here on fuch a trivial toy,
¢ Asa ftray’d ewe, or to purfue the flealth
¢ Of pilf’ring wolf; not all the fledcy wealth,
¢ That doth enrich thefe downs is worth a theught
¢ To this my errand, and the care it brought.
¢ But Oh,’ where is my virgin lady | where is fhe ?
How chance fhe is not in’ your company-? ,
E. Broth, To tell thee fadly, fhepherd, without
blame, .
Or our neglect, we loft her as we came,
¢ FirfP Spirit. Ah, me ! unhappy ! then my fears are
true, . :
E. Broth. What fears, good Thyrfis ? prithee briefly
flrew. o :
¢ Firft Spirit. LIl tell ye; ’tis net in vain, nor fa-
bulous, .
"(Tho’ fo efteem’d by fhallow ignorance)
What thefage poets, taught by th’ heavenly mufe, - -
Story’d of old in high immortal verfe, .
Of dire chimeras, and inchanted ifles,
And rifted rocks, whofe entrance leads to hell ;
For fuch therebe; but unbelief is blind.
¢ E. Broth. Proceed, good fhepherd; Iam all atten~
tion.’ ,
¢ Firft’ Spirit. Within the bofom of this hideous
wood, o
Immurd in cyprefs thades, a forcerer dwells,
Of Bacchusand of Circe born, great Comus,
Deep fkill’d in all his mother’s witcheries ;-
And wanton as bis father ;
¢ And here to ev’ry thirfty wanderer, v
¢ By ly enticements, gives his baneful cup,
¢ V}'ith many murmurs mix’d, whofé pleafing poifon
¢ The vifage quite transforms of him that drinks,
¢ And the inglorious likenefs of a beaft
¢ Fixes inftead, unmoulding reafon’s mintage,
¢ Character’d in the face.” This have I learnt
Tending my flock hard by, ¢ i’ th’ hilly crofs, C
¢ .That brow this bottom glade,” whence night by night
He and his monftrous rout are heard to howl,
¢ Like ftabled wolves, or tygers at their prey,
¢ Doing abhorred rites to Hecate

"~ 6 ® & e oa
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¢ In their obfcured haunts and inmoft bow’rs.’
Yet have they many baits and guileful fpells,
And beauty’s tempting'femblance can puton
T’ inveigle and invite th’ unwary fenfe
¢ Of them that pafs unweeting by the way.’
But hark ! the beaten.timbrel’s jaring found
And wild tumultuous mirth proclaim their prefence :
Onward they move; ¢ and fee! a blazing torch
¢ Glcatas through the fhade,” and this way guides their
eps.
Let us withdraw a while, and watch their motions.
[ TPey retire.

Enter Comus’s cresv revelling, and by turns caveffing each
other, till they obfere the two brothers ; then the elder
brother advances and fpeaks.

E. Brother. What are you ? Speak ! that thus in wan-
ton riot .
And midnight revelry, like drunken Bacchanals,
Invade the filence of thefe lonely fhades ?
Firft swoman. Ye godlike youths, ¢ whofe radiant forms
¢ excel :
¢ The blooming grace of Maia’s winged fon,” .
Blefs the propitious ftar that led you tous ; -
Weare the happieft of the race of mortals,
Of freedom, mirth, and joy the only heirs:
But you fhall fhare them with us 3 for this cup,
This neGtar’d cup, the fweet aflurance gives
Of prefent, and the pledge of future blifs.
(She offers *em the cup, svbich they both put by.

S O N G.. By a man,

By the gaily circling glafs ~
We can fee how minutes pafs; - 4
By the hollow cafk are told

HY)W the waining night grows old.

Soon, too foen, the bufy day
Drives us from our fport and play.
What have we with day to do ?

Sons of care, ’twas made for you. -

E; B}’Ofbc



C OMUS. 28

E. Broth. Forbear, nor offer us the poifon’d {weets,
That thus have render’d thee thy fex’s fhame,
All fenfe of honour banifh’d from thy breaft.

¢S O N G.

. ¢ Fame’s an Echo, prattling double,
¢ An empty, airy, glit’ring bubble;
¢ A breath can fvell, a breath can fink it,
¢ The wife, not worth their keeping think it.

¢ Why then, why fuch toil and pain
¢ Fame’s uncertain {miles to gain 2
- ¢ Like her fifter Fortune, blind,
¢ To the beft fhe’s oft unkind,
__ ¢ _And the worlt her favour find.
: E. fBrot/;. By her own fentence Virtue ftands ab-
olv’d,
¢ Nor afks an echo from the tongues. of men,
¢ To tell what hourly to herfelf fhe proves.
¢ Who wants his own, no other praife enjoys ;
¢ His ear receives it as a fulfome tale,
¢ Towhich his heart in fecret gives the lie.
¢ Nay, flander’d innocence mutt feel a peace,
¢ Aninward peace, which flatter’d guilt ne’er knew.’
Firf} Woman, Oh! how unfeemly fhews in blooming
youth
Such grey feverity ! ~——w=But come with us,
We to the bow’r of blifs will guide your fteps ;
‘There you fhall tafte the joys that nature fheds
On the gay fpring of life, youth’s flow’ry prime,
From morn to noon, from noon to dewy eve,
Each rifing hour by rifing pleafures mark'd.

S O N G. Byawomanin apafioral habit.

Would you tafte the noon-tide air ?

To yon fragrant bower repair,

Where, woven with the poplar bough,
The mantling vine will fhelter you.

Down each fide a fountain flows,
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes,
Lightly o’er the mofly ground,
Suﬁry Pheebus fcorching round.

. C Round
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Round, thelanguid herds and theep
Stretch’d o’er funny hillocks fleep,
‘While on the hyacinth and rofe
The fair does all alone repofe.

All alone——————and in her arms
Your breaft may beat to Love’s alarms,
Till blefs’d, and bleffing, you fhall own
The joys of Love are joys alone.

¢ 7. bBratb. How low finks beauty, when by vice de-
as’d ! : '
¢ How fair that form, if virtue dwelt within !
¢ But, from this fhamelefs advocate of fhame,
¢ To me the warbled fong harfh difcord grates.
¢ Y. Brother. Short is the courfe of evry lawlefs
leafure ; ' -
Grief, like a fhade, on allits footfteps waits,
Scarce vifible in joy’s meridian height ;
But downward as its blaze declining fpeeds,
The dwarfifh fhadow to a giant fpreads.’
Firft Woman. No more ; thefe formal maxims mifbe-
come you, i
They only fuit fufpicious fhrivell’d age.

. & &

SONG. Bya Man;:;nd two Women,

Live, and love, enjoy the fair, -
Banifh forrow, banifh care;
Mind not what old dotards fay,
Age has had his fhare of play,

But youth’s fport begins to-day.

From the fruits of fweet delight
Let not fcare-crow virtue fright,
Here in pleafure’s vineyard we -
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree.
Carelefs, airy, gay and free.

E. Brorh. How can your impious tongues profane the
name
Of facred virtue, and yet promifc pleafure
In lying fon%s of vanity and vice ?
From virtue fever’d, pleafure phrenzy grows,
¢ The
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¢ The gay delirium of the fev’rith mind,
And always flies at reafon’s cool return. '
¢ Firft Woman. Perhaps it may; perhaps the fweeteft

3

- oys
of lovz itfelf from paffion’s folly fpring 5
¢ Butfay, does wifdom greater blig beftow #
¢ E. i.iBrotb. Alike from love’s and pleafure’s path yow
ray, - :
In fenfua{folly blindly feeking both,
“Your pleafureriot, luft your boafted love 5
Capricious, wanton, bold, and brutal luft
1s meanly felfith, when refifted, cruel,
And, like the blaft of peftilential winds,
Taints the fweet bloom of nature’s faireft forms..
But love, like od’rous Zephyr’s grateful breath,.
Repays the flow’r that fweetnefs which it borrows 3
Un-injuring, un-injur’d, lovers move"
¢ In their own fphere of happinefs content,
¢ By mutual truth avoiding mutual blame.”
But we forget : who hears the voice of truth,
In noify riot and intemp’rance drown’d ? .
Thyrfis be then our guide! we’ll follow thee-
Ang fome good angel bear a fhicld before us ! :
~ [ Excunt Brothers and Spirit,
Firff Woman, Come, come, my friends, and partners
of my joys, C
Leave to thefe pedant youth their bookifh-dreams ;
4 Poor blinded boys,- by their blind guides mifled ! . -
¢ Abeardlefs Cynic is the fhame of nature,’
Beyond the cure of this infpiring cup;’
¢ And my contempt, at bel{ my pity moves,’ :
Away, nor waftea moment more about ’em,. '

.

o n ® & a0t on

Chorus,  Away, away, away,
To Comus’ court repair ;
There night outfhines the day,
There yields the melting fair.
i [Excunt finging *.
¢ E. Broth. She’s gone! may f¢orn purfue her wanton
arts,

* The fisfh AQ ends here as now performed,
Ca2 ¢ And
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¢ And all the painted charms that vice can wear.
¢ Yet oft o’er credulous youth fuch fyrens trium ph,
¢ Andlcad their captive fenfe in chains as firong
¢ As links of adamant. Let us be free,
¢ And, to fecure our freedom, virtuous. )
* ¥. Broth, But fhould our helplefs filter meet the

ra
: Of this infulting troop, what could fhe do ?
What hope, what comfort, what fupport were left ?
¢ Spirit. She meets not them : but yet, if right I
guefs, .
¢ Aharder trial pn her virtue waits.
¢ E. Brot. Proteét her, heaven! But whence this fad
conjeéture ?
¢ Spirit. This evening late, by then the chewing
. flocks
¢ Had ta’en their fupper on the fav’ry herb
¢ Of knot-grafs dew-befprent, and were in fold,
¢ 1 fat me down towatch upon a bask
¢ With ivy camapy’d, and interwove
¢ With ﬂauntin% honeyfuckle, and .began,
¢ Wrap’din a plegfing fit of melanchely,
¢ To meditate my rural minftrelfy,
¢ Till fancy bad her fill ; but ere aclofe,
¢ The wonted roar was up amiddt the waods,
¢ And fill'd the air with barbarous diffonance,
¢ At which I ceas’d, and liften’d them a while.
¢ 7. Broth. What follow’dthen? O! if our helplefo
fifter e~
¢ Spirit. Streightan unnufual flop of fudden filence
$ Gave refpite to the drowfy flighted fteeds, -
¢ That draw the litter of clofe curtain’d fleep.
¢ At laft a foft and folemn breathing found
¢ Rofe like a fteam of rieh diftill’d perfumes,
¢ And ftole upon the air, that ev’n filence
¢ Wastook ere fhe was 'ware, 3nd wifh'd the might
¢ Deny her nature, and be npver more,
.+ 8tiH ta be fo difplac’d. I wasall ear,
¢ And ook in ftraius, that mighs createn foul =~ -~
¢ Under the ribs of death——But, oh ! ere long,
¢ Too well I did perceive it was the voice
¢ Of my meit hogour’d lady, your dear fifter.-
¢ 2’. Br ofb-



LI, S T N U S S N Y N S Y

e o &

LI Y S R S S N S IR I S I K

CO0OMU S 29
¢ 7. Broth. O my foreboding heart! Too true my

fears ——
¢ Spirit. Amaz’d I ftood, harrow’d with grief and
fear;;
And O! poor haplefs nightingale, though I,
How fweel:‘:(l)\ou ﬁlixg’l!, l%ow ni:r the deadly fnare ;
Then down the lawns I ran with headitrong haite,
Thro’ paths and turnings often trod.by day,
Till guided by my ear, I'found the place,
Where the damn’d wizard, hid in fly difguife,
(For fo by certain figns I knew) had met
Already, eremy beft fpeed to prevent,.
The aidlefs innocent lady, his wifh’d prey ;.

- Who gently afk’d if he had feen fuch two,.

Suppofing him fome neighbour villager.

Longer I durft not ftay :. but foon I guefs’d .
Ye were the two fhe meant : with that I {prung
Into {wift flight, till I had found you here:

- But farther know I. not.

¢ 7. Broth.' O night and fhades !

- How are ye joined with hell in:triple knot'

Againft th’ unarmed weaknefs of one virgin,,
Alone, and helplefs ! Is this the confidence -
You gave me, brother?. .

¢ E. Broth, Yes;.and keepit.flill,

Lean on it fafely ; nota period

- Shall be unfaid for me: Againft the threats
- Of malice,. or of.forcery, or that pow’r

Which erring men call Chance, this I held firm,.

- Virtue may be aflail’d, but never. hurt,,

Surpriz’d by unjuft force, butnotinthrai’d ;,
Yea, even that; which mifohief meant moit harm,.

‘Shall in the happy trial prove moft glory.

But evil onitfelf fhall back recoil,
And mix no more with.goodnefs ; when atlaft.
Gather’d like fcum, and fettled to itfelf,

- It fhall be in eternal reftlefs change,

Self-fed, and felf-confum’d. If this fail,
The pillar’d firmament is rottennefs,. :

- And earth’s bafe built on ftubble. But come, let’s on ;
- Againft th’ oppofing will and arm of heav’n

May never this juft fword be lifted up;
C3 ¢ But
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¢ But for that damn’d magician, let him be gire
¢ With all the griefly legions that troop

¢ Under the footy flag of Acheron,
¢ Harpies and Hydras, or all the monftrous forms

¢ "Twixt Africaand Inde, I'll find him out,
¢ And force him to settore his purchafe back,
¢ Ordrag him by the curls to a foul death,
¢ Curs’d as his life. -
. ¢ Spirit. Alas! good vent’rous youth,
¢ Ilove thy courage yet, and bold emprife ;
¢ But here thy fword can do thee little ftead :
¢ Farotherarms, and other weapons muft
¢ Bethofe that quell the might of hellifh charms,
¢ He with his bare wand can unthread thy joints,
¢ And crumble all thy finews. ’
¢ E. Broth. Why prithee, fhepherd,
¢ How durft thou then thyfelf approach fo near,
¢ Asto make this relation ?
¢ Spirit. A fhepherd lad, : .
¢ Of fmall regard to feeto, yet well fkill’d
¢ Inevery virtuous plant and healing herb,
¢ That {preads her verdant leaf to the morning ray,
¢ Has thewn me fimples of a thoufand names,
¢ Telling their firange and vigorous faculties.
‘¢ Among the reft a {mall unfightly root,
¢ But of divine effect, he culi’d me out
¢ And bad me keep it as of fov’reign ufe
¢ ’Gainft all enchantment, mildew, blaft, or damp,
¢ Or ghaftly fury’s apparition.
¢ I purs’ditup. If you have this about you
¢ (As Iwill give you when you g,o) you may
¢ Boldly affault the necromancer’s hall ; -
¢ Where if he be, with dauntlefs hardyhood
¢ And brandifhed blade ruth on him, break his glafs,
¢ And fhed the lufcious liquor on the ground ;
¢ Butf{eize his wand, tho’ heand his curs’d crew
¢ Fierce fign of battle make, and menace high,
¢ Or like the fons of Vulcan vomit fmoke,
¢ Yet will they foon retire, if he but fhrink.,’

ENp of the Sgconp Acr.
ACT
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ACT IIL

¢ SCEN E opens, and difiovers’ a magnificent hall in
Comus’s palace, ¢ fet off with all the &ay decorations pro-
¢ per for an ancignt banquetting-room. Comus and at-
tendants fland on each fids of the lady, who is feated in
an inchanted chairy ¢ and By ber looks and ggﬂ{rﬂ ex=
¢ preffes great figns of uncafingfs and melancholy,

) " Comus fpeaks.

¢ ENCE, loathed melancholy,

¢ Of Cerberus and blackeft midnight born,

¢ In Stygian cave forlorn.

SONG

»
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Come, come, bid adieu to fear,
Love and harmony live here.

- No domettic jealous jars,
Buzzing flanders, wordy wars,
In my prefence will appear ;
Love and harmony reign here.

Sighs toamorous fighs returning,
Pulfes beating, bofoms burning,
Bofoms with warm wifhes panting,
‘Words to fpeak thofe wiflies wanting,
Are the cnly tumults here, ’

" All the woes you need to fear;
Love and harmeny reign here..

Lady. How long muft I, by magic fetters chain’d
To this detefted feat, hear odious ftrains
Of fhamelefs folly, which my foulabhors ?

Comus. Ye fedge-crown’d Naiades, by twilight feen
Along Mzander’s. mazy border green, |
At Comus’ call appear in all your azure fheen.

[He avaves bis wand, the Naiades enter, and raxge
themfelves in order to dance.. :

Now foftly flow let Lydian meafures move,

And breathe the pleafing pangs of gentle love..

¢ In fwimming dance on air’s foft billows float,

¢ Soft fwell your bofoms with the fivelling note ;.

¢ With pliant arm ih graceful. motion vie, _
¢ Now funk with eafe; with eafe now lifted high ;.
¢ Till lively gefture each fond care reveal,

¢ That mulic can exp:efs, or paffion feel.’

[¢ The Naiadesdance a flow dance agreeable to th fub-
< 8 jeit of the preceeding lines, and expreffive of the.
< paffion of love. ’

- [ Afier-this dance’ the pafioral r_:ympb advagces flow,
avith a melancholy and dfponding air, to the fide of
the fage, and repeats, by. way of foliloquy, the firff

3 Y > X



C OMUS. 39

Six lines, and then fings the ballad, In the mean
time Jbe is obferv’d by Euphrofyne, awho by her ge-
Sure expreffes to the audience ber different fentiments
of the fubject of her complaint, fuirably to the cha-
raller of their feweral fongs. .

RECITATIVE,

How gentle was my Damon’s air !

Like funny beams his golden hair,

His voice waslike the nightingale’s,
More fweet his breath than flow’ry vales,
How hard fuch beauties to refign’!

And yet that cruel tafk is mine |

A BALLAD.

On every hill, in every grove,
- Along she margin of each ftream,
Dear confcious.fcenes of fomer love,
__ Imourn, and Damon ismy theme,
“The hills, the groves, the ftreams remnain,
But Damon there I feek in vain. :

¢ Now to the moffy cave I fly,
- * Where to my fwain I of{ bave fung,
¢ Well pleas’d the browfing goats to fpy,
¢ Aso’er the airyfteep they hung,
¢ The mofly cave, the goats remain, -
¢ But Damon there I feek in vain,

¢ Now through the winding vale I pafs,
¢ And figh to fee the well-known fhade ;
¢ I weep, and kifs the bended grafs,
¢ Where love and Damon fondly play’d. -
¢ Thevale, the fhade, the grafs remain,
¢ But Damon there I feek in vain.’

From hill, from dale, each charm is fled,
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleafe no more,,
Each flower in pity droops its head,
All nature does my lofs deplore.
All, all reprogch the faithlefs fwain,
Yet Damon ftill I feek in vain,
RECITA.
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RE_CITATIVE. By Euplrofyne.

Love, the greatett blifs below,
How to tafte few women know ;
Fewer #till the way have hit

How a fickle fwain to quit.

Simple nymphs, then learn of me,
How to treat jnconftancy.

B ALULAD.

The wanton god, tba;dpierces hearts,
Dips in gal) his pointed darts ;

But the nymph difdains to pine,

Who bathes the wound with rofy wine.

Farewel lovers, when they’re cloy’d ;
If Iam fcorn’d, becaufe enjcy'd,
Sure the fqueamifh fops are free

To rid me of dull company.

They have charms whilft mine can Fleafc,
Ilovethem much, but more my eafe ;
Nor jealous fears my love moleft,

Nor faithlefs vows fhall break my reft. -

Why fhould they ¢'er tgive me pain,
Who to give me joy difdain ? ,
All I hope of mortal man, :
Is to love me whilft hecan,

Comss fpeaks,

Caft thine eyes around and fee,
How from every element,

Nature’s fweets are cull’d for thee,
And her choiceft bleflings fent.

.¢ Fire, water, earth, and air combine
¢ To compofe the rich repaft,
¢ Their aid thediftant feafons join, :
¢ Tocourt thy fmell, thy fight, thy tafte.”

Hither, fumner, autumn, fpring,
Hither all your tributes bring;

Al
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All on bended knee be feen,
_ Paying homage to your queen.

After this ¢ they put on their chaplets, and prepare or

F {‘t/,ce Seaft ; cw}/jz'le Comus i?advancing» fuitbj/:i:
¢ cup, and one of bis attendants offers a chaplet to
¢ the lady (which fbe throrvs on ¥he ground awith in-
¢ dignation) the preparation for the feaft is interrup-
¢ ted by lofly and folemn mufic from above, aubence
the fecond attendant Spirit entors gradually in a
Splendid machine, repeating the JSollowing lines to the
lady, and fings, remaining fiill inviffble to Comus
and his crew. : )

From the realms of peace above,
From the fource of heav’nly love,
From the flarry throne of Jove,
Where tuneful mufes, in a glitt’ring ring,
To the celeftial lyre’s eternal flring,
Patient Virtue’s triumph fing :
To thefe dim labyrinths, where mortals ftray;,
Maz’d in paffion’s pathlefs way, :
To fave thy purer breaft from {pot and blame
Thy guardian fpirit came.

S§ O N G.

Nor on beds of fading flowers,
Shedding foon their gaudy pride ;

Nor with {fwains in Syren bowers,
Will true pleafure long refide.

. On awful virtue’s hill {ublime,
Euthroned fits th’ immortal fair;
Who wins her height, muft patient climb,
The ftepsare peril, tcil and care,

So from the firft did Jove ordain,
Eternal blifs for tranfient pain,

 [Exit the Spirit, the mufic plqyingrlaud and folemn,

Lady. Thavks, heav'nly fongfter ! whofoe’er thou
art . .

’ Who
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Who deign'ft to enter thefe unhallow’d walls,

To bring the fong of Virtue to mine ear!

O ceafe not, ceafe not the melodious ftrain,

Till my rapt foul high on the fivelling note .
To heav’n afcend —far from thefe horrid fiends !

Comus. Mere airy dreams of air-bred people thefe 2

Who look with envy on more happy man,

¢ And would decry the joys they cannor tafte, .
-¢ Quit not the fubftance for a ftalking fhade -

¢ Ot hollow virtne, which eludes the grafp.’
Drink this, and you will fcorn fuch idle tales.

[ He offers the cup, which fbe putsby, and attempts to rife.]

Nay, lady, fit; if I but wave this wand,
Your nerves are all bound up in alabafter,
And you a ftatue : ¢ or, as Daphne was,
¢ Root-bound that fled Apollo.’
Lady. Fool, do not boatt ;
Thou can’ft not touch the freedom of my mind
With all thy charms, altho’ this corp’ral rind
Thou haft immanacl’d, -while heav’n fees good. ™
Comus. Why are you vex’d, lady ? why do. you frown ?
Here dwell no frowns nor anger ; from thefe gates.
Sorrow flies far. See, herebe all the pleafures
That fancy can beget-on youthful thoughts,
¢ When the frefh blood grows lively, and returns
¢ Brifk as the April buds in primrofe feafon.’
And firft behold this cordial julep here,
‘That flames and dances in his cryftal bounds,
¢ With fpirits of balm and fragrant fyrups mix’d,
¢ Not that Nepenthes, which the wife of Thone
In AEgypt gave to Jove-born Helena, .
Is of fuch pow’r to ftir up joy, as this,
To life fo friendly, or fo cool ta thirft.’
Lady. Know bafe deluder, that I.will not tafte.it,
Keep thy detefted gifts for fuch as thefe. .
[Points to big crews

‘S‘ONG. Bj;zman.
Mortals, learn your lives to meafure
Not by length of -time, but pleafure ;

-~ & n

Soon
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Soon your fpring muft have a fall 3
Lofing youth, is lofing all :. o
Then you'l afk, but nane will give, o
And may linger, :but not live. ’

Cawus. Why fhou’d you be fo cruel to yourfelf,
And to thofe dainty limbs, which Nature lent
For gentle ufage and foft delicacy ?

. ¢ But you invert the cav’nants of her truft,
" ¢ And harfhly deal, like an ill borrower,
¢ With that which you receiv’d on other terms,.
¢ Scorning the unexempt condition,
¢ By which all human frailty muft fubfift,
¢ Refrefhment after toil. eafg after pain ;’
‘That have been tir'd alt day without repatt,
And timely reft have wanted: But, fatr virgin,
This will reftore all-foon.
Lady. *Twill not, falfe traitor !
*Twill not reftore the :ruth and honefty
That thou haft banith’d from thy tongue with lies.
Was this the cottage, and the {afe ahnde .
Thou told’it me of ? Hene with thy brew’d enchants
ments. : : -
¢ Haft thoubetray’d my credulous innocence
¢ With vizor’d fa'thood, and bafe forgery ?
¢ And would’it thou feek again to trap me here -
¢ With liqu’riflh baits, fit to enfnare a bruate ?’
Were it a draught for Juno when fhe banquets,
T wou'd not tafte thy treas’nous offer—None,
But fuch as are good men, can give good things; -
Aaud that which is not good is not delicious
To a well-govern’d and wife appetite.

¢ Comus. O, foclifhinefs of men! that lend thcir ears
¢ To thofe budge dottors of the Stoic tur, .
¢ And fetch their precepts from the Cynic tub,

- ¢ Praifing the lean and fallow abftirence.
¢ Wherefore did Nature pour her bounties forth
"¢ With fuch a full acd unwithdrawing hand,
¢ Cov’ring the earth with odours, fruits, and flocks,
¢ Thronging the feas with {pawn innumerable,
¢ Butallto pleafe and fate the curious tafte 5
- ¢ Andfet to work millions of {pinning worms,
¢ That in their green fhops weave the fmooth-hair'd filk,
D . ¢ To
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To deck her fons ; and, that no corner might
Be vacant of her plenty, in her own loins.
She hutch’d th? all-worfhip’d ore, and precious gems
To ftore her children with ; if all the world
should in a pet of temp’rance feed on pulfe, -
Drink the clear ftream, and nothing wear but frize,
Th® All-giver would be unthank’d, would be unprais’d,
Not half his riches known, and yet defpis’d, :
And we fhould ferve him as a grudging mafter,
As a penurious niggard of his wealth,
And live like Nature’s baftards, not her fons ;
Who would be quite furcharg’d with her own weight,
And ftrangled with her wafte fertility.
¢ Lady. 1 had not thought to have unlock’d my lips
In this unhallow’d air, but that this juggler
Wou’d think to charm my. judgment, -as mine eyes,
Obrruding falfe rules, prank’d in reafon’s garb.
1 hate when vice can bolt her arguments,
And virtueshas no tongue te check her pride.
Impoftor, do not charge moft innocent Nature,
As if fhe would her children fhould be riotous
With her abundance. She, good eaterefs,
Means her provifion only to the good,
That live according to her fober laws,
And holy dictate of fpare Temperance. *
If ev’ry juft man, that now pines with want,
Had but a mod'rate and befeeming fhare
Of that which lewdly-pamper’d Luxury
Now heaps upon fome few with vaft excefs,
Natare’s full bleflings would be well difpens’d
In unfuperfluous even proportion,
And fhe no whit encumber’d with her ftore ;
- ‘And then the Giver wou’d be better thank’d,
His praife due paid. For fwinifh Gluttony
¢« Ne'er looks to eav’n amidft his gorgeous feaft,
¢ But with befotted, bafe ingratituce
¢ Crams; and blafphemes his feeder.” Shall I goon?
Or have I faid enough ?
Comus. Enough to fhew
That you are cheated by the lying boafts
Of ftarving pedamts, that affett a fame
From fcorning pleafures, which they cannot reach.
Euphrofyne

CC R T U A N N S N Y
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Euphrofyne fings *.

Preach not to me your mufty rules,

"~ Ye drones that mouldin idle cell 5

The heart is wifer than the {chools,
The fenfes always reafon well.

If fhort my fpan, Ilefs can fpare
To pafs afingle pleafure by ;

An hour is long, if loft in care
They only live, who life enjoy.

¢ Comus. Thefeare the maxims of the truly wife,
¢ Of fuch as pra&tife what they preach to others.
¢ Hereare no hypocrites, 1o grave diffemblers ;
¢ Nor pining grief, nor eating cares approach us,
Nor fighs, nor murmurs but of gentle Love,
Whofe woes delight : What muft his pleafures then ?

¢ Euphrof;’nq Sfings.

¢ Ye Fauns, and ye Dryads, from hill, dale, and -
rove o

¢ Trip, tripit alon , conduéted by Love;

¢ Bwiftly refort to Comus’ gay court, . '

¢ And in various meafures {hew Love’s various fport.

"¢ Enter the Fauns and Dryads,' and attend to the Sollowing
¢ direions. The tune is play'd a fecond time, to which
¢ they dance.

Now liﬁhter and gayef, ye tinkling ftrings, found §
Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound.
Now, now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat ;
Now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat, &c.
¢ Now cold and denying,
¢ Now kind and complying,
¢ Confenting, repenting.
* Difdaining, complaining,
. ¢ Indifference now feigning.
¢ Again with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat,
¢ [Exeunt dancersa
® Sung by Comus, as now performed at Covent-garden theatre.
: 2 Compuse
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Comus. Lift, lady. be ot coy, and be not cozen’d
With that fame vaunted name Virginity. .
¢ Beauty is nature’s coin, muft not bé hoarded,
* But muft be currenr, and the good théreof
¢ Conlfifts in murual and partaken blifs,
¢ Unfavory in th® enjoyment of itf€lf :
¢ If you let flip eimie, like 2 deglecfed rofe;
¢ It withers on the flalk with languifh’d Fead.
¢ Beauty is nature’s brag, 4nd muft be fhown
* Incourts, at feails, and high folemnities,
¢ Where moft may wonder at the workmanhip.
¢ Itis for humely featuresto -keep'home;
They had their nawe thence : Coarfe complexions,
* And cheeks of forry grain; will ferveto ply
* The fampler, and to teaze the houfewife’s weol.”
What need a vermeil tinGtur’d lip for that,
Love-darting eyes, or trefles like the morn ? ’
There was another meaning in thefe gifts ;
Think what, and be advis’d: you are:but youngyet ;
This will inform you foon. . :
¢ Lady. Fo him that dares -
* Arm his profane tongue with contéiiptuous words -
¢ Againftthe firir clad powet of ehaffity, ]
¢ Fain would I forething fay, yetto what purpofe #
 Thou haft 06 ear, ot foul to appietend ;-
¢_Aud thou art worthy that thou fhould’ft not know
*More happitefs than this thy prefent fot, -
Enjoy yout dear wit, afid gay rhetori¢,
That has fo well been raught her dazzling fence's
Thou art not fitto hear thyfelf convinc’d, -
Yet thould I try, the uncontroled worth
(Of this pure caufe would kindle my rape {pirits
To {uch a flane of fatred vehemence, . :
That durhb thihgs wou!ld bé mov’d to fympathize,
And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and fhake,
Till all thy magic fiructures, rear’d fo high,
Were fhatter’d ioto heaps o'er thy falfe head.
¢ Comus. She fables not, I feel that I do fear
Her words fet off by fome fuperior pow’r; ~ .
Aiid tho’ not mortal, yet 4 cold fhudd’ring dew
‘Dips me all o’et, as when the wrath of Jove
Speaks thiunder, and the chains 6f Erebus,
- ¢ To fome of Saturn’s crew, I muft diffiemble, .
¢

3
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¢ And try her yet more ftrongly———==Come, no more,
. ¢ ‘This is meer moral babble,_and dire&®
¢ Againft the canon laws of our foundation ;
- ¢ I muft not fuffer this, yet ’tis but the lees
¢ And fettlings of a melancholy blood ; -
¢ But this will cure all ftreight,’ one fip of this
Will bathe the drooping fpirits in delight,
Beyond the blifs of dreams. Be wife, and tafte.——

[The Brothers rafb in with fivords drawn, wreff the
glafs out of his hapd, and break it againfl the
ground ; his rout make figns of refiffance, but are alf
driven in, .

’ Enter the fir# Spirit. -

What, have you let the falie enchanter fcape ?

O, ye miftook, you fhould have fnatch’d his wand
And bound him faft ; without his rod revers’d, .

‘¢ And backward mutters of diffev’ring pow’r,”
We cannot free the lady, that fits here

- In ftony fetters fix’d, and motionlefs.

Yer fay, e not diffurb’d ; now I bethink me,

¢ Some other means I have, which may be us’d,
¢“Which once of Melibeeus old I learn'd,

¢ The footheft thepherd that e’er pip’d on plains:

¢ I learn’d ’em then, when with my rellow fwain,

¢ The youthful Lycidas, his flocks I fed.’

There 1s a gentle nymph not far from hence,
Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure,

That {fways the Severn ftream ;

¢ And, as the old fwain faid,” fhe can unlock :
‘The clafping charm, and thaw the numbing fpell, °
If fhe be right invok’d in warbled fong ;

¢ For maidenhood fhe loves, and will be fwift g
¢ To aid a virgin, fuch as was herfelf, ,

¢ And fee the fwain himfelf in feafon comes.’

Enter the Second Spiﬁt.

Hafte, Lycidas, and try the tuneful ftrain,
Which from her bed the fair Sabrina calls.

D; $ 0 N.G,
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‘ ‘SO NG. By ajficaid Spinit.
; Sabrina fdir,
Liften where thou art fitting ‘
Under the glatfy, cool, ttantlucest wave,
In twitted Druids of lilies knitting
The loofe train of thy amber-dropping hair 5
- Liften for dear honour’s fzke, )

Goddefs of the Giver lake,
: Litten and fave,

Sabrina rifes and fings.

By the ruthy-fringed bank, CL :
W here grows the willow and the ofier dank,
My fhiding ehariot ftays,
Thick fet with agate, and the azure théeh
Or Turkis blue, and em’rald green, -
That in the channel ftrays ;
¢ Whilft from oft’ the waters fleet
¢ Thus I fet my printlefs feet
¢ O’cr the cowilip’s velvet head,
¢ ‘That bends not as I tread ;
Gentle {wain, at thy requeft,
I am here.

RECITATIVE

, Second Spirit.
Goddefs dear,
We implore thy powefful hand
To undo the charmed band =
Of true virgin herc diftrefs’d,
Thro’ the force, and.thro’ the wile,
Of unblefs’d enchgnter vile.

RECITATIVE.

Sabrina.  Shepherd, Zis my office beft
To help enfnared chaftity :
Brighteft lady, look on ne ;
Thus I fprinkla on thy breaft
Drops, that from my fountain pure
1 have kept, of precious cure ; ’
4 Thrice
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Thiice upon thy fingei’s tip,
Thrice upon thy ruby’d lip ;
Next this marble venom’d feat,
Smear’d with gums of glutinous heat,
1 touch with chafte palms moift and cold
Now the fpell hath loit his hold ;
-And I muft hafte, &ré morning-hour,
“To wait in Amphitrite’s bower. .

[Sabrina ‘defeends, and the Indy rifes ont of ker foat 3 the
Brothers embrace ber tenderly.

¢ E. Broth. I oft had heard; but né’er believ’d 6l
now,
There are, whe ean by potent magic fpells
Bend to their crooked purpofe nature’s laws,
Blot the fair moon from her refplendent orb,
Bid whirling planets ftdp their deftin’d courfe,
And thro’ the yawning earth from Stygian gloom
Call up the meagre ghoit-to walks of hght: -
It may be fo, for fome myfterious end !” -
7", Broth. Why did Idoubt ? Why tempt the wrath of
heav’n : ' -

To fhed juft vengeance on my weak diftruft 2
¢ Here fpotlefsinnocence has found relief,
¢ By means as wond’rous as her ftrange diftrefs.’

- E. Broth, The freedom of the mind,you fee, no charm,
No fpell can reach ; that righteous Jove forbids,
Left man fhould call his frail divinity
The flave of evil, or the fport of chance.
Inform us, Thyrfis, if for this thine aid,

We-aught can pay that equals thy defert.

Firft Spirit difcovering bimfelf.
Pay it to heaven! There my manfion is:
¢ But when a mortal, favour'd of high Jove,
¢ Chances to pafs thro’ yon advent’rous glade,
¢ Swift as the [parkle of a glancing ftar
¢ I fhoot from heav’n to give him fafe convoy.
‘That lent you grace to e%cape this curfed place ;
To heaven, that here has try’d your youth,
Your faith, your patience, and your truth,
And fent you thro’ thefe hard eflays
With a crown of deathlefs praife.

~ a®n o s a a

[ Then
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(T%en the two firfR Spirits advance and fpeak altersately
the following lines, which Milton calls Epiloguizing.

To the ocean now I fly,

And thofe happy climes that lye

Where day never thuts his eye

Up in the broad fields of the fky :-
There I fuck the liquid air,

All amidft the gardens fair

Of Hefperus, and his Daughters three,
‘That fings about the golden tree.

Along the crifped fhades and bowers
"Revels the fpruce and jocund Spring ;
‘The Graces and the rofy-bofom’d Hours
Thither all their bounties bring ;

‘There eternal Summer dwells,

And weft-winds with mufky wing

About the cedar’n alleys fling

Nard and Caffia’s balmy fmells.

Now my tatk is fmoothly done,
IcanflyorI can run,
Quickly tothe green earth’s end, :
‘Where the bow’d welkin flow doth bend ;
And from thence can foar as foon
‘To the corners of the moon.
Mortals that would follow me,
Love Virtue, fhe alone is free :
" She can teach you how to climb
Higher than the fphery chime ;
Or, if Virtue feeble were,
Heaven itfelf would ftoop to her.

Chorus, Taught by virtue, you may climb
Higher than the fphery chime ;
Or, if virtue feeble were,
Heaven itfelf would ftoop to her..

‘Exp of the Thirp AcT.



EPILOGUE
Spoken by EvrnrosyNE, with the Wand and Cup.

SOME criticy or I'm deceived, will aft,

¢ What means this wild, this allegoric mafque ?
Beyond all bounds of truth this author fboots ;
Can <vands or cups transform men into brutes ?
*Tis idle fluff 1”———dnd yet Ill prove it true;
Attend 5 for fure I mean it not of you,
The mealy fop, that tafies my cup, may try,
How ’quick the change from beau to butterfly ;
But der the Infec? /{ould the Brute prevail,
He grins a monkgy with a length of tail,
One firoke of this, * as fure as Cupid’s arrow, |
Turns the warm youth isto a wanton _ﬁ:rrow.
Nay, the cold prude becomes a flave to love,
Feels a new warmth, and cooes a billing dowe,
The fly coquet, whofe artful tears beguile
Unwary bearts, aweeps a falf crotodif
Dull poring pedants, fbock’d at truth’s keen light,
Turn moles, and plunge again in friendly night 5
Mifers grow vultures, q/; rapacions mind,
Or more than wulturés, they devour their kind; -
Flat'rers cameleons, crecping on the ground,
With ev'ry changing colour changing round.
The party-fool, ivmxtb bis beavy load,
Drudges a driven afs thro' dirty road.
While guzzling fots, their [poufes fay, are hogss
And fnarling criticks, authors fwear, are dogs.
But to be grave, I hope we've prov'd at leaf,
All vice is folly, and makes man a beaft.

* The Wand,
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_ Books publifbed by J. Bell,

FENCING FAMILIARIZED ; or, a Naw Trea- -
v T1sE on the ART of Sworp PLAY : illuftrated b
elegunt engravings, reprefenting all the different atti-
tudes, on which the principles and grace of the art de-
pend; painted from life, and executed in a moft ele-
gant and mafterly manner.” By Mr. Orivier; eda-
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profeflor of
fencing, in St. Dunftan’s-court, Fleet-ftreet. Price 7s.
bound. .

¢¢ The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he
¢ has offered many confiderable improvements in the are
¢ of fencing, having founded his principles on nature,
¢ and confuted many falfe notions hitherto adopted by
¢ the moft eminent mafters ; he has rendered the pla
¢ fimple, and made it eafy and plain, even to thofe
¢ who were before unacquainted with the art. After
¢ bringing his fcholar as far as the affault, and having
¢ demonttrated to him all the thrufts and various pa-
¢ rades, hc lays down rules for defence in all forts of
¢ fword play.” ) '

The monthly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fol-
lowing terms : ¢ For aught we dave fay to the contrary,
¢ Mr. Olivier’s book 1s a very good book, and may
¢ help to teach, as much as books can teach, the no-
*¢ ble fcience of defence, or, as our author terms it,
¢ fword play; and it is made more particularly ufefal
¢ by the various attitudes and pofitions, which feem
¢ to be here accurately and elegantly delineated.”

ELL’s COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene-
) rally upon °the principles recommended by Mr,
Locke. Price 11, gs, ]
This work is elegantly executed from copper plates
- en fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all
the bookfellers in England, by enquiring for Bell’s’
Library Common-Place Book, formed upon Mr.
Locke’s principles. _
- This book is generally bound in vellam, containing
five quires of the very beft demy paper properly pre-
" pared, foril, gs. . . T, .
Ditto if bound in parchment, 1l. Andfoin propor-
: tion

-



Books gubisped by J. Bl

tion for any quantity”of paper the baok may contaip,
deduéting or adding two fhillings for every quire that
‘may be increafed or decreafed, and bound as above.

¢¢ Mr. Locke has confined his ehucidation to the ad-
¢ vantages arifing from reading ; in felecting remarka-
¢ ple paifages from books : but this is not the only pur-
¢¢ pafe to which the Common-Place Book may be fuc-
s¢ cefsfully applied. It is not folely for the divine, the
¢¢ lawyer, the poet, philofopher, or hiftorian, that this
¢ publication is calculated ; by thefe its ufes are expe-
«¢ rimentally known and univerfally admitted : it is for
¢¢ the ufe and emolument of the man of bafinefs as well
& a5 of letters; for men of fathion and fortune as we!l
e a5 of ftudy; for the traveller, the trader, and, in
s¢ fhort, for all thofe who would form a fyftem of ufeful
«¢ and agreeable knowledge, in a manner peculiar to
¢« themfelves, while they are following their accuftomed
<t purfuit, either of profit or pleafure.

THE Natural and Chemical ELEMENTS of
A1 AGRICULTURE, Tranflated from the Latin of
Count Guftavus Adolphus Gyllenborg. By Joun
Mivs, Efg; F.R.S. Price 2s. 6d. fewed.

¢« The original of this treatife has already been tranf-
¢¢ lated into feveral foreign languages ; it is here accu-
¢¢ rately rendered into Englifh, and has defervedly met
¢ with approbation. It contains an ingenious theo-
« retical account of the principles of agriculiue de-
¢ duced from a rational philofephy ; a fubjeét of ¢n-

¢ quiry which may be confidered as of the fame imper-
¢

¢¢ of the animal ceconomy is to a fkilful phyfician. For
« though it is chiefly by practical obfervations thut both
«¢ are to cyltivate their art, yet a competent acquain-
¢ tanca with the abfiract elements of fcience may prove
¢ the means of fuggefting ufeful €xpedients, and ofien
* facilitate the road to pra&tice,’

. " MoNnTHLY REVIEW.
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tance to an accomplifhed farmer, as the knowledge
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