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T O

RICHARD TIGHE, Ef.

SIR, L
EDICATIONS are the only fafhions in the world
that are more difliked for being univerfal ; and the
reafon is, that they very feldom fit the perfons they were
made for: but I hope to avoid the common obloquyin this
addrefs, by laying afide the poet in every thing but the
dramatic decorum of fuiting my charaéer to the perfon.

From the part of Mirabel in this play, and another
character in one of my former, people are willing to com-
pliment my performance in drawing a gay, fplendid, ge-
nerous, ealy, fine young gentleman. My genius, I muft
confefs, has a bent to that kind of defcription ; and my
veneration for you, Sir, may pafs for unqueftionable,
fince in all thefe happy accomplifhments you come fo
near to my darling charaller, abating his jnconftancy.

What an unfpeakable bleffing is youth and fortune,
when ahappy underflanding comes 1n, to moderate the
defires of the firft, and to refine upon the advantages of
the latter ; when a gentleman is mafter of all pleafures,
but a flave to none ; who has travelled, not for the curi-
ofity of the fight, but for the improvement of the mind’s
eye; and who returns full of every thing but himfelf 2
An author might fay a great deal more, buta friend, Sir,
nay, an enemy muK allow you this,

I fhall here, Sir, meet with two obftacles, your modefly
and your fenfe; the firft, as a cenfor upon the fubject,
the fecond, as a critic upon the ftile : but I am obftinate
. in my purpofe, and will maintain what I fay to the laft

drop of my pen; which I may the more boldly under-
take, having all the world on my fide ; nay, I have your
very felf againft you ; for by declining to hear your own
merit, your friends are authorized the more to proclaim

1te Az Your
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Your generofity and eafinefs of temper is not only ob-
vious in your common affairs and converfation, butmore
plainly evident in your darfing amufement, that opener
and dilater of the mind, mufic :—from your affeQion for-
this delightful ftudy, we may deduce the pleafing harmo-
ny that is apparent in all your altions; and be affuyed,
-81r, that a perfon muft be poffefled of a very divine foul,
who is fo much in love with the entertainument of angels,

From your encouragement of mufie, if there be any
poetry here, it has a claim, by the right of kindred, to
your favour and affeion. You were pleafed to honour
the reprefentation of this play with your appearance at
feveral times, which flatter’d my hopes that there might
be fomething in it which your good-nature might excufe,
With the honour I here intend for myfelf, I likewife con-
fult the intereft of my nation, by fhewing a perfon that is
fo much areputation and credit to my country. Befides
all this, I was willing to make a handfome compliment to
the place of my pupilage ; by informing the world that
fo fine a gentleman had the feeds of his education is the
fame univerfity,.and at the fame time with,

SIR,
Your moft faithful, and
Moft humble Servant, \
G. FARQUHAR.

PRE-
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P R EF A C E

O give you the hiftery of this play, would but
caufe the reader and the writer a treuble to no
purpofe ; I fhall only fay, that I took the hint from
Fletcher’s Wild Goofe Chafe ; and to thofe who fay that
I have fpoiled the original, I with no other injury but
that they would fay it again. o

As to the fuccefs of it, I think it but a kind of Cremona
bufiflefs, I have neither loft nor won. ‘I pufhed fairly,
but the French were prepoffefled, and the charms of
Gallic heels were too hard for an Englifh brain butl am
proud to own, that I have laid my head at the ladies feet.
The favour was unavoidable, for we are a nation fo very
fond of improving our underftanding, that the inftruc--
tion of  a pla{ does no ?o‘)d’ when it comes in compe-
tition with the moral of a minuet. . Pliny tells us, in his’
Natural Hiftory, of elephants that were taught to dance
on the ropes; if this could- be made praéticable now,
what a number of fubfcriptions might be had to bring the
Great Mogul out of Fleet-ftreet, and make him dance
between thealts ! '

I remember, that about two years ago, I had a gentle-’
man from France* that brought the play-houfe fome:
fifty audiences in five months; then why fhould 1 be
furprifed to find a French lady do as much? It is the
prettieft way in the world of defpifing the Freach king,
to let him fee that we can afford money to bribe away his
dancers, when he, poor man, has exhaufted all his ftock,
in buying fome pitiful towns and principalities : cum mul-
tis aliis. What can be a greater compliment to our gene-
Yous. pation, than to have the lady upon her re-tour to Pa-’

A3 58,

# Coaftant Couple,
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ris, boaft. of her fpfendid entertainment in England, of
the complaifance, liberty, and good-nature of a people,
that thronged her houfe fo full, that fhe had not room to
ftick a pin ; and left a poor fellow, that had the misfor-
tune of being one of themfelves, without one farthing
for half a year’s pains that he had taken for their enter-
tainment.

There were fome gentlemen in the pit the firft night,
that took the hint from the prologue to damn the play 5 -
but they made fuch a noife in the execution, that the

eople took the outcry for a reprieve ; fo that the dar-
ling mifchief was over-laid by their over-fondnefs of the-
changeling : ’tis fomewhat hard, that gentlemen fhould
debafe themfelvesinto a faction of a dozen, to ftab a fin-
gle perfon, who never had the refolution to face two men
ata time; if he has had the misfortune of any mifun-
derftanding with a particular perfon, he has had a parti=
cular perfon to anfwer it: but thefe fparks would be re-
markable in their refentment ; and if any body fall un-
der their difpleafure, they fcorn to call him to a particu~
Yaraccount, but will very honourably burn his houfé, or
pick his pocket. )

" The new-houfe has perfeétly made me a convert by
their civility on my fixth night: for to be friends,. and
revenged at the fame time, I muft give them a play, that
is,——when I write another. For fation runs fo high,
that I could with the fenate would fupprefs the houises,
or put in force the a&t againit bribing eletions; that
Roufe which has the moft fgvours to beftow, will certain-
1y carry it, fpight of all poetical juftice that would fup<
port t'other. -

I have heard fome people fo extravagantly angry at
this play, that one would think they had no reafon to be
difpleafed at all ; whilit fome (otherwife men of good
fenfe) had commended it fo much, that I was afraid they
ridiculed me ; fo that between both, I am abfolutely at a
lofs what to think on’t: for tho”the caufe has come on
fix days fucceflively, yet the trial, I fancy, is not.deters
mined. When our devotion to Lent, and our Lady, is.
over, the bufinefs will be brought on again, and then we
fhall have fair play for our money,

"’ A ‘ Therg
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There is a gentleman of the firft underftanding, and &
very good critic, who faid of Mr. Wilks, that in this part
he out-acted himfelf, and all men that he ever faw. I
would not rob Mr. Wilks, by a worfe expreffion of mine,
of acompliment that he fo much deferves.

1 had almotft forgot to tell you, that the turn of plot in
the laft a&t, is an adventure of Chevalier de Chatftillon at
Paris, and matter of fact; but the thing is fo univerfall
known, that I think this advice might have been fpared):
as well as the reft of the preface, for any goodit will do
either to me or the play.
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PROL OGUVE

LIKE bungry guefls, a firting audience looks 5
Plays are like fuppers : poets are the cooks.
The founders you ; the table is this place :
The carers we : the prologue is the grace.
Each al, a courfe; each feene a tf?ﬁ’rn! difh =
Tho® we're in Lent, I doubt yor’re fill for fle/b.
Satire’s the fauce, high-feafon’d, fharp and rough ;
Kind mafks and beaux, I hope you’re pepper-proof.
Wit is the avine 5 but’tis fo fcarce the true,
Ports, like vintners, balderdafh and brew,
Your furly jeenes, where rant and bloodfbed join,
Are butcher’s meat, a battle’s a firloin:
Yoxr feenes of love, fo flowing, foft and chafle,
Are avater-gruel, avithout falt or tafle,
Bawdy’s fat venifon, which, tho’ fale, can pleafe : :
Zour rakes love haut-goQts, likeyour damn’d French cheefes
Yourrarity for the fair gueft to gape on, '
Is your nice fqueaker, or Italian capon ;
Or your French virgin-pullet, garnifb’d round,
And-drefs’d with fauce of fome—four bundred pounds
An opera, like an oglio, micks the age ;
Farce is the hafly-pudding of the flage.
For when you're treated with indifferent cheer,
You can difpenfe with flender flage-coach fare.
A pafloral’s whipt cream ; fage-cwbims, mere trafb;
And tragi-comedy, half fifb and fle/b.
But comedy, that, that's the darling cheer }
T his night we hope you’ll akl inconflant bear »
Wild fowl is lik’d in play-houfe all the year. -
Yet fince each mind betrays a diff *rent tafle,
And every difk fearce pleafes ev’ry guefl,
If ought you relifb, do not damn the refe.
This favour crav’d, up let the mufic firike :
Xow’re welcome all———now fall t0, where you likes

. : Y d

DRA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON M

M E N.

Old Mirabel, an aged gent. of an odd
compound, between the peevifhnets
incident to hisyears,and his father-
ly fondnefs towards his fon,

‘Young Mirabel, his fon - .

Cap. Duretete, an honeft good-natured
tgellow, that thinks himfelfa greater
fool than he is, - -

Dugard, brother to Oriana, = -

Petit, fervantto Dugard, afterwards
to his fifter, - -

WOMEN.

Oriana, alady contrated to Mirabel,
who would bring him to reafon.

Bifarre, a whimfical lady, friend to’

Oriana,admired by Duretete,

Lamorce, a woman of contrivance,
OM MiraZel, - -
Young Mirabel, ., .
Capt. Duretete, - -
Dugard, - - -
Pett, i . -
Oriaxa, . -
Bifarre, - . .
Laworce, - -

Covent-Garden.,

Mr. Shuter.
Mr. Simith,

Mr. Woodward, .
Mr. Gardner."
Mr. Cuthing,

Mrs, Leffingham,

Mifs Macklin,
Mifs Ogilvie,

Drury-Lane.

Mr. Yates,

Mr. Smith,

Mr. King.

Mr. Davies, .
Mr. Wefton.

Mifs Younge,
Mrs. Abington, -
Mifs Plate,

Four, Bravoes, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies, *
Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants,

THE
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THE

INCONSTANT.

#,® The lines marked with inverted commas, tbus,’ are omitted in the
reprefentation.

ACT I
SCENE, 7ke Strect.

Enter Duggard and bis Man Petit, in Riding Habits,

- Ducarp., -
IRRAH, what’sa clack ?
Pet. Turn’d of eleven, Sir,

Dug. Nomore ! We have rid a fwinging pace from
‘Nemours fince two this morning! Petit, run to Roufe
‘feau’s and befpeak a dinner ata Lewis d’Or a head, to
be ready by one. : :

Pet. "How many will there be of you, Sir?

Dug. Let me fee——Mirabel one, Duretete two, my<
felf three— o

Pet. And1 four. _

Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling familiarity!
“When abroad, you had fome freedom for want of better
company ; but among my friends at Paris, pray remem-
ber your diftance gone, Sir.—[ Exit Petit.]—This
fellow’s wit was neceflary abroad, but he’s too cunning
for a domeftic ; I muft difpofe of him fome way elfe.—~
Who's here ¢ Old Mirabel and my fifter! My deareft

fifter!
Entey
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Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana.
Ori. My brother ! Welcome.
Dug, Monficur Mirabel ! I'm heartily glad to fee
ou. :

Old Mir. Honeft Mr. Dugard ! By the blood of the
Mirabels, ’'m your moft humble fervant.

Dug. Why, Sir, you’ve caft your fkin fure; you're
brifk and gay, lufty health-about you, no {ign of age but

our filver hairs,

Old Mir. Silver hairs ! Then they are quick-filver
hairs, Sir.  Whilft I have golden pockets, let my hairs
be filver an they will. Adfbud, Sir, I can dance, and
fing, and drink, andiwewno, Ican’t wench. But, Mr.
Bugard, no news of myfon Bob.in all your travels ?

Dug. Yourfon’s come home, Sir. -

‘Old Mir., Come home! Bob come home! By the
Blood of the Mirabels,. Mr.. Dugasd, what fay ye

Ori. Mr, Mirabel return’d, Sir !

Dxg. He's certdinly .come, and yowmay fee him withe«
in this hour or two. . ’

Ol Mir. Swear it, Nir. Dugard, prefently fwear it,

Diug. Sir, he came totown with me this morning; I
Teft him at the Bagpieurs, being a little difordered after
riding, and I fhall fee him again prefenty. . '

Old Mir. What ! And he was athamed to afk a bléfling
with his boots on # Anicedog.! Well, and how fares
the young rogue, ha:? - -
. Dug. A fine gentleman, Sir. He’ll be his own. mef-
enger. '

Id Mir; A fine gentleman ! But is. the rogue like me

yot.

thg. Why, yes, Sir; he’s very like his mother, and

as Jike you as moft modern fons are to their fathers.
‘Qld Mir, Why, Sir, don’t you think that I begat him ?
Dag, Why yes, Sir ; you married his mother, and

.beiaherits your eftate. He’s very like you, upon my

WOr . .. e
Ori.' And pray, brother, what’s become of his Honeft

.companion, Duretete ? ,

. Dag. Who, the Captain ? The very fame he went

abroad ; he’s the only Frenchman I ever knew that cpuld

.not change.  Your fon, Mr. Mirabel, is more obliged to
- nature
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Nature for that fellow’s compofition, than for his own :
for he’s more happy in Duretete’s folly than his own wit.
In fhort, they are as infeparable as finger and thumb ;
But the firft inftance in the world, I believe, of oppofition
in friendthip. g .

. Old Mir, Very well; will he be home to dinner, think

e? . - " T

" Dug. Sir, he has ordered me to befpeak a dinaer for
us at Reufleau’s, at a Louis d’or a head. :

Old Mir. A Louis d'or a head! Well faid, Bob; by
the blood of the Mirabels,” Bob’s improved. . But, Mr,
Dugard, was it fo civil of Bob to vifit Monfieur Rouffeau.
before his own natural father, eh? Heark’e, Oriana,
what think you, pow, of a fellow that can eat and drink
ye a whole Louis d’or at a fitting ? He muft be as ftrong
as Hercules ; lifeand {piritin abundance. Before Gad, I
don’t wonder at thefe men of quality, that their own.
wives ean’t ferve them. A Louis g’or a head ! ’tis enough
to flock the whole nation with baftards, ’ts faith. -Mr.
Dugard, 1leave you with your fifter. [Exit,
* Dug. Well, fifter, I need not afk you how you do,
your ‘looks refolve me; fair, tall, well-fhaped ; you’re
almoft grown out of my remembrance,

Ori. Why, truly, brother, Ilook pretty well, thank
nature and my toilette; I have *fcaped the jaundice,

reen-ficknefs, and the fmall-pox; I eat three meals a
ﬁay, am very merry whea up, and fleep foundly when
I’m down. . o ber th .

Dug. But, fifter, you remember that upon my goin
abro:i you would chafe this old gentleman for ygz'gzaf
dian; he’s no more related to our family, than Prefter
John, and I hgve no reafon to think you miftrufted mj
management of your fertune: therefore pray be fo kind as
to tell me, without refervation, the true caufe of making
fucha choice, ‘ ‘

Ori. Leok’e, brother, you were going a rambling,
and ’twas proper, left I fhould go 4 rambling too, that
fomebody fhould take care of me. Old Monfieur Mirabel
is'’an honeft gentleman, was our father’s friend, and has
a young lady in his houfe, whofe company I like, and
who has chofen him for her guardian as well as I,

Dxg. Who, Mademoifelle gifarre? o :

. Tie
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-Ori. The fame; we live merrily together, Without
feandal or reprodch; we make much of the old gentle-
mian betweeén us, and he takes care of us; ¢ we eat what
¢ we like, go to bed when we pleafe, rife when we will,’
all the week we dance and fing, and upon Sundays go
firft to church, ‘and then to the play.——Now, brother,
befides thefe motives for chufing this gentleman for my.
guardian, perhaps I had f6me private reafons.

Dug. Not fo private as you imagine, fifter; your love
to young Mirabel’s no fecret, I can affure you, but fo
public that all your friends are afhamed on’t. ‘

Ori. O’ my word then, my friends are very bafhful ;
though I am afraid, Sir, that tg:ofe people are not afhamed
enough at their own crimes, whe have fo nfany bluthes
to fpare for the faults of their neighbours,

ug. Ay, but fifter, the people fay—-

Ori. Pfhaw ! * bang the peaple, they'i talk treafon, and-
rrofane their Maker ; muft we therefore infer, that our
xing is & tyrant, and religion a cheat? 'Look’e, brother,
their court of enquiry is a tavern, and their informes,
claret : they think as they drink, and fwallow reputations
like loches; alady’s health goes brifkly round with the
glafs, but her honour is loft in the toaft. ’

Dug. Ay, but fifter, there is ftill fométhing——

Ori. If there be fomething, brother, *tis none of the
people’s fomething ; marriage is my thing, and I’ll flick.
w’t. , ' )

Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry ! He'll build
churchesfooner. Take heed, fifter, though your honour
ftood ‘prosf to his home-bred affaulis ; you muft keep a
ftricter guard for the future: he has now.got the foreign
air, and the Italian foftriefs ; his wit’s improved by con-
verfe, his behaviour finithed by obfervation, and his afe
furances confirmed by fuccefs. = Sifter, I can affure you,
he has made his conqueils; and ’tis a plague upon’your "
fex, to be the fooneft deceived by thofe very men that
you know have been falfe to others.

¢ Ori, Then why will you tell me of his conquefts ?
¢ for, I mut confefs, there is no title to a woman’s fa-
¢ vour {o engaging as the repute of a handfome diffimu.
¢ lation s there is fomething of a pride to fee a fellow

4 lie at our feet, that has triumphed over {0 many ; t;nd
¢ then
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¢ then, I don’t know; we fanc¥ he muft have fomething
¢, extraardinary about him to pleafe us, and that we have
¢ fomething engafixig about us to fecure him; fo we
¢ can’t be quiet till we put ourfelves upon the lay of be-
¢ ing both difappointed. ‘

¢ Dug.’ But then, fifler, he’s as fickle

Ori. For God’s fake, brother, tell me no more of his
faults ; for if you do, I fhall run mad for him : fay ne
more, Sir ; ler me but get him into the bands of matri-
maony, Il fpoil his wand’ring, T warrant him; 1’ll do his
bufinefs that way, never fear.

. Dgg. Well, fifter, I won’t ptretend to underftand the
engagements berween you 3nd your lover; 1 expect, when
you have need of iy counfel or affiftance, you will lgg
me know more of your affairs. Mirabel is a gentleman,
and as far as my honour and intereit can rgach, you may -
command me to the furtherance of your happipefs: in
the mean time, fifter, I have a great mind to make yoy
a prefent of another humble fervapt; a fellow thac
}in::?k up at Lyons, whe has ferved me honeftly ever.

Ori. Then why will yon part with hir ? I
Dag. He hag gain’d fo infuffersbly on my gogd hu.
wmour, that he’s grown tao familiar ; but the fellow’s cun~
ming, and may be ferviceable to you in your affair with
Mirabel. Here he comes. .
Well, Sir, have you been ap Rauffeau's ?

Pet. Yes, Sir, and whq oyl [ find there but M.
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a tub
of ice, as two hen pheafants over a brood ——They
would got let me befpeak any thing, for they had dined
before I came.

Duxg. Come, Sir, you fhall ferve my fifter, I fhall ftill
continue kind to you ; and if your lady recommends your
diligence upon trial, 1ll ufe my intereft to advance you;
you have fenfe enough to expe@ preferinept.~——Here,
firrah, here’s ten guinéas for thee, get thyfelf a drugget
fuit and a puff-wig, ahd fo——I dub thee gentleman
ufher.—Sier, I muft put myfelf in repair, you may ex-

¢t me in the evgning——Wait on your lady home,

etit, : {Ewxit Dug. .
) B 2 . Pes.
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‘Pct. A chair, a ctair, a chair! -
Ori. No, no, I’ll walk home, ’sis but next door. [Exi

SCENE, & Tavern, difcovering young Mirabel and Dure-
tete rifing from the table.

ALy, Welcomne to Paris once more, my dear Captain,
we have eat beartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and
let it go for once. I liked every thing but our women,
they looked lo lean and tawdry, poor:creatures! *Tis a
fure fign the army iy not paid.—— Give me the plump
Venetian, brifk and fanguine, that {miles upon me like
¢he glowing fun, and meets my lips like {parkling wine,
T?er perfon fhining as the glafs, and fpirit like the- foaming
iquor.

unr. Ah, Mirabel! Italy I grant youy but for our
women here in France, they are fuch thin brawn fallen
jades, a man may as well make a bed-fellow of a cane

chair. - -
Mir. France! A light upfeafoned country, nothing
but feathers, foppery, and fathions: ¢ we’re fine indeed,
¢ fo are our coach-horfes ; men fay we’re courtiers, men
¢ abufe us ; that we are wife and politic, #on creds feigneur :
¢ that our Women' have wit ; parrots, mere parrots, af>
¢ furance and a gocd memory, fets them up :>—There’s

nothing on this fide the Alps worth my humble fervice.

vye—Ha, Roma la fanta! Italy for my money; their
cuftoms, gardens, buildings, paintings, mufic, politics,
wine and women ! the Paradife of the world ;~———not
peftered with a parcel of precife old gouty fellows, that
‘would debar cheir children every pleafure that they them=
felves are paft the fenfe of : commend ‘me to the Italian
- familiarity : here, fon, there’s fifty crowns, go pay your
whore her week’s allowance. :
Dur. Ay, thefe are your fathers for you, that under-
ftand the peceflities of young men ; not like our mufty
dads, who becaufe they cannot fith themfelves, would
muddy the water, and {poil the fport of them that can.
But now you talk of the plump, what d’ye think of a
Dutch woman ? ’ : .
Mir. A Dutch woman’s too compaét; nay, every
‘thing among them is fo ; @ Dutch man is thick, a Dutch
woman
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woman is {quab ; a Dutch horfe is round, a Dutch dog is
thort ; a Dutch fhipis broad-hettom’d ; and, in fhort, one
would {fwear the whole produét of the country were caft
in the fame mould with their cheefes.

jadiDm'. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Englith

es. .

Mir. The women of England were excellent, did they
not take fuch unfufferable pains to ruin what nature has
made fo incomparably well ; they would be delicate crea-
tures indeed, could they but thoroughly arrive at the .
French mien, or entirely letitalone; for they only {pqil
4 very good air of their qwn, by ap ankward 1mtation of
ours; their parliaments and our taylors give laws to three
kingdoms. But come, Duretete, let us mind the bufinefs
in hand; miftrefles we muft have, and muft take up with
the manufature of the place, and upon a comspetent di-
ligence we fhall find thafe in Paris thall matgh the Italiags
from top to toe, ) '

Dxr. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but what
will become of your friend; you know Iam fo pleguy
bafhful, fo naturally an afs upon thefe occafions, that—

Mir. Pthaw! you muft ke bolder, man: ¢ravel three
years, and bring home fuch 3 baby as bathfplnefs! A
great lufty fellow! and a foldier! fye upon it :

Dar. Loak’e, 8ir, I can vifit, and I ¢an ogle a'litcle,
=—as thus, or thus npw. Then I can kifs abundantly,
and make a fhift to——but if they chance to give me.a
forbidding look, as fome women, you.know, hivea devi«
Lith caft’ with ;their éyes—or if they cry—Whst d’ye
mean ? What d’ye take me for? -Fye, Sir, remembsrwho
1 am, Sir——@ perfon of quality to be ufed at this ate !

“Higad, I'm ftruck as flas.as 8 (rying-pan. ‘ :

Mir, Words of courfe! never sdind them: tnrn.yoR

-.bw.t.uﬁn your heel with:a sariceair ; hum opt.the end
of an.0ld fong ; cut a crofs caper, and st heragin,

Rur. Admisatestim.] :No, Hang jt, ‘twill pevgr, do,o—
gm"l;at did mzhf:kther melan by (;icki.ng me.pp in ap:
iverfity, aor $0 .thi -14howl in any thing b
my:head, :in.a nstion. wmg&sxﬁaﬁl in.tl);gir;hael.&};
——Well, if ever 1 come to have children of my own,
abey dhall:-haxe the dnnt;onB .of the country, they ;2:2

. 3 ' '
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learn to dance before they can walk, and be taught to
fing before they can {peak. _
Mir. Ceme, come, throw off that childith humour,
put on aflurance, there’s no avoiding it ; ftand all hazards,
thou’rt a ftout lufty fellow, and haft a good eftate; look
bluff, Heétor, you have a good fide-box face, a pretty im=
pudent face; fo that’s pretty wel. —This fellow went
. abroad like an ox, and is returned like an afs, [ A4fde.
Dur. Let me fee now, how I look. [Pxs outa pocker-
glafi, and losks on’t.| A fide-box face, fay you !—’Egad,
T don’t like it, Mirabel.—Fye, S8ir, don’t abufe your
- friends, 1 could not wear fuch a face for the beft coun«
“tefs in Chriftendom. ) - .
Mir. Why can’t you, blockhead, as well as I?
Dwr. Why, thou haft impudence to fet a good face
*upon any thing, I would change half my gold fer half.
thy brafs, with all my hearte.  Who comes here? Odfo,
Mirabel, your father. .
S Enter Old Mirabel,
©Id Mir. Where’s Boh? Dear Bob! o
. Your blefling, Sir. : .
Old Mir.- My blefling! Damn .ye, ye young rogue s:
why did not you come te fee your-father firft, firrah-?
My dear boy, I am heartily glad to fee thee, my dear
.+ ehild, faith—Captain Duretete, by the blood of the Mi
- rabels, I'm yours.  Well, my lads, ye look bravely faith,
< —Bob;, haft got any money left? .
Mir. Not a farthing, Sir. -~ -
©ld Mir.- Why, then I won’t give thee a foufe.
“ Mir. T did but jeft, here’s ten piftoles. iy
- ©ld Mir. Why, then here’s ten more; I love.to-be
charitable to thofe that don’t want it——Well, and how
‘d’ye like Italy, my boys? - —
© "Mir. Oh, the garden of the world, Sir; Rome, Nas
ples; Venice, Milan, and a thoufand others—all fine. -

---Old Mir. Ay, fay you fo! And they fay, that Chiari-

js very fine too.
Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very jpdifferent; a very fcurvy
-air, the moft unwholefome to a French conftitution inthe .

© world. -

. Mir. Pfhaw, nothing on’t; thefe rafcally Gazetteers
have mifinformed you, oz

¥  -, ‘ s ,,-‘4
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Ol Mir. Mifinformed me! Oons, Sir, were not we
beaten: there ? :
+ Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten !

Old Mir. Why, how was it, pray, fweet Sir?

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you, .

Dur. No, Sir, your fon will tell you.

Mer. The Captain was in the ation, Sir,

Dyr. Your fon faw more than I, Sir, for he was:a
looker on. :

Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of cowards:
. hereare no Germans to over-hear you ; why don’t ye tell
‘me how it was ? -

Mir. Why, then you muft know, that we marched up
a body of the fineft, braveft, well-drefled fellows in the
univerfe’; our commanders at the head of us, all lace
. and feather, like fo many beaux at a ball—I don’t balieve
there wasa man of them but could dance a charmer, Mor-
bleau. ’ '

Old Mir. Dance! very well, pretty feilows, faith ! -

Mir. We capered up to their very trenches, and these
faw, peeging over, a parcel of fcare-crow, olive-coloured
gunpowder fellows, as ugly as the devil. _

Dur. ’Egad, 1 fhall never forget the looks of them,,
while I have breath to fetch.

Mir, They were fo civil, indeed, as to welcome ug
with their cannon ; but for the reft, we found them fuch
unmannerly, rude, unfociable dogs, that we grew tired
of their company, and fo we e’en dganced back again,

Old Mir. And did yeall come back ? :

Mir. No, two or three thoufand of us ftayed behind;

Old Mir. Why, Bob, why ?

Mir. Pfhaw—becaufe they could not come that night.
—But  come, Sir, we were talking of fomething elfé:
‘Pray, how does your lovely charge, the fair Oriana ?

Old- Mir. Ripe, Sir, juftripe ; you’ll find it better en-
gaging with her than the Germans, let me tell you: Amd
what would you fay, my young Mars, if I had a Venys
for thee too? . Come, Bob, your apartment is ready, and.
~ pray let your friend be my gueft too, you fhall command
the houfe between ye; and.I'll be a5 merry as the beft.of .
you. ) .

¢ Mir, Bravely faid, fatlier A

- Yy 1aid, “ Lot

Raa or o - . e i
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¢ Let mifers bend their age with niggard cares,

¢ And ftarve themfelves to pamper hungry heirs;

¢ Who, living, ftint their fons what youth may crave,
¢ And make them revel o'er a father’s grave,

¢ The ftock on which I grow does fill gifpenfe

¢ Its genial fap into the blooming branech; -
¢ The fruit, he knows, from his own root is grown,.
& And sherefore fooths thofe paffions once his own

Enp of the First Acr.

T
. A€T IL
S CE N E, 0ld Mirabel’s Hoxfio
! BrsarzE. .
ND you love this young rake, ¢’ye2 :

Ori. Yes.
/. In fpight of all his ill ufage.

Ori. 1 can’t help it.

Bj/. What's the matter with ye 2

Ori. Il;ﬂmw! . . . o

Bjf. Um !=—before that apy young, lying, fweari
flattering, rakehelly fellow m,ofu Play fu‘:bg’u;iqks,mqg;
me, I would wear my teeth to the ftumps with lime and
chalk.—Oh, the devil take all your Cafandras-and Cleg-
satm for me.—Pr’ythee mind fqu- airs, modes, and

athions ; -your-flays, gowns and furbelpws. Hark’e, my
dear, have you got home your furbelowed fmocks yet ?
_ Oxt. Pr'ythecbe.quiet, Bifarse ; yonknow I can heas.
ad as you, when this Mirabel is oyt of my head. .

Bj. Pfhaw! would he were out, or in, or fome .
w make you.ealy.—I warrgnt now, you'll play the gcg
when he comes, and fay.you love him, €h t

.Ori. Moftcertainly ;—1 cap’t diffemble, Bifgrse :omeme
ibefides, tis paft thet; we’se contraged.

Bif. Contrated! alack-a-day, poor thing. What yop
have @ﬁ;lzcd rings, .or.broken ap old braad-pigce betwe
you! ¢ Heark’¢, child, han’t you broke fomethm
¢ between ye ? _ ‘

$ Ori.
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.. Ori. No, no, I can affure you.’

Bif. ¢ Then, what d’ye whine for ? Whilft I kept that
¢ in my power,” I 'would make a fool of any fellow in
France. Well, I muft confefs, I do love-a little coquee-
ting with all ‘my heart? my bufinefs fhould be to break
gold with my lover ore hour, and crack my promife the
next; he fhould find me one day with a prayer-book in
my hand, and with a play-book another. He thould have
my confent to buy the wedding-ring, and the next mo-
ment would I laugh in his face. -

Ori, Oh, my dear, were there no greater tie upon my
heart, than there is upon my confcience, I would foon
throw the contract out of doors; but the mifchief on’t
is, I am fo fond of being ty’d, that I’m forced to be juft,
and the ftrength of my paﬂl?o‘n keeps down the inclination
of myfex. Buthere’s the old gentleman. :

Enter Old Mirabel. .

Oid Mir. Where’s my wenches! Where’s my two lite
tle girls? Eh! Have a care, look to yourfelves, faith,
they’re a coming, the travellers are a coming, Welll
which of you two will be my daughter-in-law now #
Bifarre, Bifarre, what fay you, mad-cap ? Mirabel is &
pure wi'd fellow.

B;;/l: I like him the worfe.

Old Mir. Youlie, huffey, you like him the better, ine
deed youdo: what fay you, my t'other little filbert ? he !
s; Ori. I fuppofe the gentleman will chufe for himfelf,
ir. -
O/d Mir, Why, that's difcreetly faid ; and fo he fhall, -

Eater Mirabel and Duretete, tiey falute the Ladies.

Old Mir. Bob, heark’e, you fhall marry one of thefe:
girls, firrah. : '

Mir. Sir, Ill marry them both, if you pleafe.

Bif. [Afide.] He'll find that one may ferve his turn,

Old Mir. Both! Why, you-young dog, d’ye banter
me ?—Conme, Sir, take your choice.—Duretete, you fhall
have your choice too ; but Robin fhall chufe firft, Come,
Sir, begin. : .

Mir. Well, I an’t the firft fon that has made his fae
ther’s dwelling a bawdy-houfe—let me fee,

Qld Mir. Wéll; which d’ye like ?

Mir. Both.

Old Mir. But which will you marry ? Mirg
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Mir. Neither. . :

Old Mir. Neither! Don’t make me angry now, Beb ;
pray, don’t make me angry. Look ye, firrah, if I don’
dance at your wedding to-morrow, ly fhall be very glad to
cry at’your grave,

Mir. That’s a bull, father.

Old Mir, A bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir#
gdﬁl? make thee a man, that thou fhouldit mgke me 2

a

Mir. Your pardon, Sir ; I only meant your expreffion,

Old Mir. Hark ye, Bab; learn better manners to your
father before firangers. I won’t be angry this time ;
but, oons, if ever you do it again, you rafcal—Remem-

" ber what I fay—-

Mir. Pfhaw ! what does the old fellow mean by mew«
ing me up here with a couple of green girls ¢ Come,
Duretete, will you go ?

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, yon han’t forgot——

Mir. No, no, Madam, I han’t forgat; I have broughs

ou a thoufand litsle Italian curiofities, I'll affurge you,
;hdam. ‘as far as a hundred piftoles would reach, I han’t
forgot the leat circumftance. :

Ori, Sir, you mifunderftand me. .

Mir. Odfo, the relics, Madam, from Rome! I do re-
member now, you made a2 vaw of chaftity befose my de«
parture ; a vow of chaflity, or fomething like it ; was is
pot, Madam ? - :

Ori. Oh, Sir, I am anfwered at prefent. [Exit.

Mir. She was coming full mouth ypon me with her
contra®. Would I might difpatch t’other!

Dur, Mirahel——that lady there, obferve her; fhe’s
wond’rous pretty, faith, and feems to have but few
words : I like her mainly. Speak to her, man ; prlythee,
fpeak to her, :

Mir. Madam, here’s a gentleman, who declares——

Dur, Madam, don’t believe him ; I declare nothing—s
What the devil do you mean, man ?

Mir, He fays, Madam, that you are as beautiful ‘as an
sngel.

Dur. He tells a damn’d lie, Madam ; 1 fay no fuch
thing. Are you mad, Mirabel? WhyyI fhall drop down
with thame,

Mfo, :



THE INCONSTANT. a3

- Mir. Andfo, Madam, not doubting but your Ladyfhip
may like him as well as he does you, I think it proper to
Jeave you together. [Going, Buretete holds him,

Dur. Hold, hold—Why, Mirabel, friend, fure you
won’t be fo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pr'ythee,
{peak to her for yourfelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, thata
Frenchman fhould want impudence 1. .

Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam—She’s deaf,,
Captiin.

Dur. 1 had much rather have her dumb.

- Mir. The gravity of your air, Madam, promifes fome
extraordinary fruits from your ftudy, which moves us
with curiofity to enquire the fubject of your Ladyfhip’s
contemplation. Not a word !

Dar. 1 hope in the lord The’s fpeechlefs: if fhe be,
fhe’s mine this moment. Mirabel, d’ye think a woman’s
filence can be natural ? L

Bif. But the forms thatlogicians introduce, and which
proceed from fimple enumeration, are dubitable, and
proceed only upon admittance

Mir, Houty toity ! what a plague have we here ? Pla-
to in petticoats ? '

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, man; fhe talks in my
ewn mother-tongue. :

Bif. 'Tis expofed to invalidity froma contradi®ory ins
ftance ; looks only upon common operations, and is infie
aite in its termination.

Mir. Rare pedantry ! :

Dur. Axioms, axioms! felf-evident principles.

Bif. Then the ideas wherewith the mind 1s pre-gccu-
‘pate—Oh, gentlemen, I hope you’ll pardon my cogita-
tions ! T was involved in a profound point of philofophy ;
‘but I fhall difcufs it fomewhere elfe, being fatisfied thac
the fubjet is .not agreeable to your fparks that profefs

the vanity of the times. - [Exiz.
" Mir. Go thy way, good wife Bias. Do you hear,
Duretete ? Doft hear this ftarch’d piece of aufterity ?

Dur. She’s mine, man, fhe’s mine! My own talent to
a T. I'll match her in dialets, faith. I wasfeven years
at the univerfity, man, nurfed up with Barbara, Celarunt,
Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, man, that
twas metaphyfics made me an afs ? It was, faith, Had

. fte
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fhe talked a word of finging, dancing, plays, fathions, or
the like, I had foundered at the firft ftep ; but as fhe is—=
Mirabel, with mejoy.

Mir. You don’t mean marriage, I hope.

Dur. No, no, I am a man of more honour,

. Mir. Bravely refolv’d, Captain. Now, for thy credir,
warm me this frozen fnow-ball; ’twill be a conqueft
above the Alps. )

Dur. But will you promife to be always near me ?

Mire Upon all occafions, never fear.

* Dxr. Why, then, you fhall fec me in two moments
jmake an induction from my love to her hand, from her
hand to her mouth, from her mouth to her heart, and fo
conclude in bed, categorematics.

. Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool is entered—

. But here comes one to fpoil my fport. Now fhall I be
teized to death with this old fathioned contra&. I fhould
Jove her too, if I might do it my own way ; butfhe’lldo

* nothing without witnefles, forfooth, I wonder women

can be fo immodeft. . '

Cee -+ - Enter Oriana,. _

Well, Madam, why d’ye follow me ?

. % Ori. Well, Sir, why.do you fhunme ? . .

Mir, >Tis my humour, Madam; and I’'m naturally
fwayed by inclination, -

. “a. Ori. Have you forgot our contrad, Sir?

Mir. K11 remember of that contrat is, that it was
made fome three years ago; and that’s enough in con-
fcience-to forget the reft on’t,

..+ Ori, *Tis {ufficient, Sir,.to recolle&t the paffing.of it ;
{for in that circumftance, I prefume, lies the force of the
obligation. .

¢ Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forced upon the

awill, are no tie upon the confcience. I was aflave to my

. .paffion when I pafled the inftrument; but the recovery

.* .ot my freedom makes the contrat void.

¢ :Ori. Sir, you can’t make that a compulfion which
«¢ was yourown choice ; befides, Sir, a fubjetion to your
¢ own defires has not the virtue of a forcible conftraint:
.¢ and you will find, Sir, that to plead your paffion for the
¢ killing of a man, will hardly. exempt you from the
4 juftice of the punithment, . :
¢ Mir, And fo, Madam, you make the fin of mnrde;
' 3 ¢ an
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¥ and the crime of a contra® the very fame, becaufe
¢ that hanging and matrimony are fo much alike,’ .

. Ori. Come, Mr., Mirabel, thefeexpreflions I expected
from the raillery of your humour ; but I hope for very
different fentiments from your honour and generofity.

Mir. Look ye, Madam ; as for my generofity, tis at
your fervice, with all my heart: I’li keep-you a coach
and fix horfes, if you pleafe, only permit me to keep my.
honour to myfelf; ¢ tor I can affure you, Madam, that
¢ the thing called honour, is a circumftance abfolutely.
¢. unneceflary in a natural cotrefpondence between mals.
¢ and female; and he’s a madman that lays it out, confi-,
¢ dering its fcarcity,. upon any fuch trivial occafions..
There’s honour required of us by our friends, and ho-
pour due to our encmies, and they return it to us again ;.
.but I never heard of a man that left but as inch of his
honour in a woman’s keeping, that could ever get the_
leaft account on’t.” Confider, Madam, you haveno fuch
thing among ye ; and ’tis a main point of ‘policy to keep,
no faith with reprobates—Thou art a pretty little repro-
bate; and fo get thee about thy bufinefs. .
Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the gaiety

of your temper : your travels have improved your talent, -
of talking, but they are not of force, I hope, to impair
your morals. . o

. Mir. Morals! Why, there "tis again, now. ¢ Itell.
¢ thee, child, there is pot the leaft occafion for morals in-
¢ any bufinefs between you and 1’ Don’t you know,
that of all the commerce in the world, there is no fuch co-
zenage and deceit as in the traffic between man and wo-
man ¢ We ftudy, all our lives long, how to put tricks upon
one apother. ¢ What s your bufinefs now from the time
¢ you throw away your artificial babies, but how to get .
¢ natural ones with the moft advantage ? No fowler lays
¢ .abroad more nets for his game, nor a hunter for his
¢ prey, than you do to catch poor innocent men.! Why
dq you fit three or four hours at your toiletin a morning 2 -
Only with a villainous defign to make fome poor fellow a |
fool before night. ¢ What are your languithing looks,
¢ your ftudied airs and affe@ations, but fo rfiany baits and
¢ devices, to delude men out of their dear liberty and

¢ freedom * What d'ye figh for 2 What d’ye weep for 2 .
.. C ' :

LB I Y

What
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What d’ye pray for? Why, for 2 hufband= that is, yod
mplore Providence to Jffiit you in the juft and pious de-
ngn of making the wieft'of his creatures a fool, and thg
head of the creation a flave. ,
] fO.ri. Sir, I am proud of my power, and am refotved te
ufe it. .
~ Mir. Hold, hold, Madams not fo faft. As you have.
variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us, fo we have:
wows, oaths, and proteftations of allforts-and fizes to make-
fools of you. ¢ As you are very firange and whim-
¢ fical creatures, fo ws- are- allowed as unaccountable’
¢ ways.of managing-you.”" And this, in fhort, my dear’
cre;tlure, is our prefent cg:d:;iom: I-have {fworn and lied
brifkly, to gain my en u; your Ladythip las
patched andg;:intee{ violently,{: gairyouf enm “mes’
but fince we are both-difappointed, let us make a drawn’
battle, aa;l part clear on bath fides.
Ori. With all my hesrt, Sit; give meu -contrad,
and F'll never fee your facea aimg“ by *
- Mir: Indeed I won't, child.
Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t"other *
" Mir. No, you fhall die a2 maid; unlefs you pleafe to be
otherwife upon my terms.
Ori. What do you-intend-by this; Sir# i
_Mir. Why, to ftarve you into compliance. Look ye,
you fhall pever marry-any man ; and youd as goodi;
me do you a kindnefs as a ftranger, o
-Qri, §ir, you're ae—s——— ’
* Miy, Whatam 1, miftrefs?
“Ori, A villain, Sir.
Mir. Pmgladon’t. I:never knew-an honeft'fellow in
my life, but was a villain upon thefe-occafions. Ha'n
oudrawn yeurfelf now intoa very pre;?ﬂilemma ? Ha,
a, ha! the poor lady has made a vow of virginity, when
fhie thought of making a vow. for the contrary. Was ever
r woman fo cheated into chaftity ?
Ori. Sir, my fortune is equal to yours, my friends as pp«
werful, and both fhall be put to the teft, to do me juffice.
Mir. What, you'll force me to marry you, will ye?
Ori. Sir, the law finall.
- Mir. But the law can’t force me to do any thing elfe,
can it? . L
-Ori; Phaw ! I defpife theo—smonfter.
3 ' Miry
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Mir. Kifs and be friends then. Don’t:cry, child, and
.you fhall ‘have your fugar-plumb. Come, Madam, d’ye
think T could be {o unre:{: nable as to make you faft all
~Kaur life long ? Nao, I did but jefi;. you fhall have -your

iberty. ~Here, take your contra, and give me mine,

Ori. No, I won't.

Mir. Eh! What, is the giria fool ¥

Ori. No, Sir, you (hall find me cunning enough to de
myfelf juftice ; and fince I muft not depend upon your
love, I’ll be reveng’d, aad torce you to marry me out of
‘fpite.

“P Mir. Then 1”1l beat thee out of fpite ; and make a moft
confounded hufband. :

Ori. Oh, Sir, I {hall match ye ; a good hufband makes
a.good wife at any nme.

Mir. 'l rattle down your china about your ears,
~ Ori. And I’ll ratdle about the city to run you in debt
for more. .

Mir. Your face-mending toilet fhall fly out of the
window. . , .

Ori. And your face-mending periwig fhall fly after it,

Mir. I’1l tear the furbelow off your clothes ; and when

fwoon for vexation, you fhan’t have a penny to buy
& bottle of hartfhorn,

Ori. .And you, Sir, fhall have hartfhorn in abundance,

Mir. I'll keep as many miftrefles as I have coach
Jhorfes. - :

Or:. And I'll keep as many gallants as you have groomge

Mir. P’ll lie with your woman before your face.

.Ori. Have:a care of your valet behind your back.

Mir. Bug, fweet Madam, there is fuch a thing a8 a
divorce. : ¥

Ori. But, fweet Sir, there is fuch a thing as alimony 3
fo, divorce on, and fpare not. [Exit.

DMir.- Ay, that feparate maintenance is the .devile—
there’s their refuge. *O’ my confcience, one would take
cuckoldom for-a meritorious ation, becaufe the women
are fo handfomely rewarded for it. - (Exite

SCENE changes to alarge parlonr in the fame hoxfe.
Enter Duretete and Petit.

Dur. Aadibe is mighté,peeviﬂl, you.fay 2

2 . . o .;P e
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Pet. Oh, Sir, fhe has a tongue as long as my leg, and
talks fo crabbedly, you woul§ think fhe always {poke
Welch! ‘
' Dur. That’s an odd language, methinks, for her phi-
lofophy. : ' :

" Pet, But fometimes fhe will fit you half a day without
fpeaking a word, and talk oraclesall the while by the
wrinkles of her foreliead, and the motions of her eye-
brows. ‘

Duar. Nay, I fhall match her in philofophical ogles,
faith ; that’s my talent : I can talk beft, you muft know, -
when I fay nothing. - :

Pet, But d’ye ever laugh, Sir?

Dur. Laugh! Won’t fthe endure laughing ?

Pet. Why, fhe’s a critic, Sir; fhe hates a jett, for fear
it fhould pleafe her ; and nothing keeps her in humour,
‘but what gives her the fpleen. . And then for logic, and
all that, you know.
*  Dur,/ Ay, ay, I’'m prepared; I have been pradtifing
hard words and) no fenfe, this hour, to entertain her,” -

Pet, Then place yourfelf behind this {creen, that you
may have a view of her behaviour before you begin.

Dur.1long to engage her,left I theuld forget my leffon,

Pet. Here fhe comes, Sir; I mutt fly. ‘

{Exit Per. and Dur, fands peeping bebind the curtain,
- Enter Bifarre and Maid. _
" Bif. [With a book.] Pthaw, hang books ! they four our
‘temper, {poil our eyes, and ruin our complexions.

- Throws awvay the book.,

Dur.Eh! The devil fuch a word there is in all Ariftdtle.

&if. Come, wench, let’s be free; call in the fiddle ;
there’s nobody near us. . . B '
Enter Fidler.

Dur. Would to the lord there was not !

Bi/. Here, friend, a minuet—quicker time, ha !———
Would we had a man or two. ' ~

Dur.-[Stealing awdy.] You fhall have the devil fooner,
- my dear dancing philofopher. :

.Bif. Uds my life ! here’s one. S

. [Runs to Duretete, and bauls him back.

Dur. Is all my learned preparation come to this ?

. Bif. Come, Sir, don’t be athamed ; that’s my good
‘boy. You're very welcome; we wanted fuch a one—

A : Come,
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Come firike up—I know ‘yeu dance well, Sir; you’se
inely fhap’d for it——Come, come, Sir; g\uok, -quick,
Yyou mifs the time elfe. )

Dur. But, Madam, I eame to talk with you.

Bif. Ay,ay,talk as you dance, talk as you dance : come,

Dur. But we were talking of dialeics.

Bif. Hang diale&ics ! tmnd the time—quicker, firr:
Lo the Fdler ]—Come——And how d’ye find yourfc £
now, Sir? -

Der. In afine breathing fweat, Doétor.

Bil. All the better, ;patient, all the better. Came,
Sir, fing now, fing; I'know you fing well; I fee yom
dhave 2 v&mgﬁce a heavy, dull, fonata face.

Dur. Wha, 1 fing

By Oh, you're modeﬁ, Sir '—But come, fit down :
elofer, clofer. Here, a ‘bottle of wine —-—Come, Sq,
¢ fa, la, ley ;° fing, Sir.

Dur. But, am, I cameitotalk with. y.ou.

Bif. Ob, Bir, you fhall drink fisft.! Come, fillme 2
pumper—Here, Sir, blefs the kmg.

Dar. Would I wese out of hie. domxmons—-—-By,thxs
light, fhe’ll make me drunk too. ° )

Bjf. Oh, paxdon me, Sir,. you fhall do me sight! fill
it higll;er-—Now, Sir, cen you drigk a heal;h nunder:

our leg-?
¥ Der. Rare philofophy that, faith.

Bif. -Come, off with itto-the chtom-—.-,Now ‘bog
d’ye like mie, Sir.?

Dur. Oh, mighty well, Madam !

Bi. You fee how.a woman'’s fancy varies ; .{omenmes
fplcnenc :and heavy, then gay.and frolicfome. Agd how
d’ye like the humour 2 y

Dvr. iGood Magdam, let me fit down to anfwer you;.
forJam heamby tired.

Bif. Fie upan’t ! a young man, and tired! Up, for
fhame, and.walk about : aélion hecomes us—a listle fafter,
8ir—What d’ye think now .of my Lady La Pale, a
Lady-Coequette, the Duke’s fair daughter, ba? Are they
not +britk. laffes ? Then -these s black Mrs. Bellair, and.
browa: Mrs. Bellfaee,

Dur. They areall firangers to me, Madam.

By Butdét. me sl you, Sir, thavprowas yot always
defpicable..
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‘defpicable. Oh, lard, Sir, if young Mts, Bagatelle had
<kept herfelf fingle till this time o’ day, what a beauty
there had beeri ! And then, you know the charming Mrs,
Monkeylove, the fair gem of St. Germain’s. .
* Dwr. Upon my foul, I'don’t. :

Bif. And then you muft have beard of the Englith
_beau, Spleenamore ; how unlike a gentleman —-

- Dur. Hey—pot a fyllable on’t, ds I hope to be faved,
Madam. ’ : .
Bif. No! Why, then, play me a jig. Come, Sir.

* Dur. By this light, I cannot; faith, Madam, I have

‘fprained my leE.

Bif. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's
your bufinefs with mé? What’s your errand? Quick,
quick, difpatch— Odfo, may be you are fome gentleman’s
fervant, that has brought me a letter, or a haunch of
venifon. o : : -

Dur. *Sdeath, Madam ! do I look like a carrier ?

Bif. Oh, cry you mercy ! I faw you juft now ; I mif-
took you, upon my word : gou are one of the travelling
gentlemen.  And, pray, Sir, how do all our impudent
friends ip Italy ? ’

Dur. Madam, I came to wait upon you with a more fe-
“rious intention than your entertainment has anfwered..

Bif. Sir, your intention of waiting on me was the
greateft affront imaginable, however your expreffions may
turn it to a compliment.  Your vifit, Sir, was intended as
a prologue to a very fcurvy play, of which Mr. Mirabel
and you fo handfomely laid the plot, Marry! No, no, I'm
‘aman of more honour. W here’s your honeur? Where’s
‘your courage now ¢ Ads my life, Sir, I have a great
mind to kick you. Go, go to your fellow-rake now ;
ail at'my fex, arid get drunk for vexation, and write a
lampoon. , But I muft have you to know, Sir, that my
‘reputation is above the fcandal of a libel ; my virtue is
fufficiently approved to thofe whofe opinion i8 my inte-
reft : and fér the reft, let them talk what they will ;_ for,

. when I pleafe, I'll be what I pleafe, in fpite of you, and
all mankind ; and fo, my dear man of honour, if you be
tired, con over this leflon, and fit there till I come to you.

' o [Runs off.
" Dsr. Tum ti dum. ($ugs.] Ha, ha, ba! Ads 13‘)'
v <7 - 1- e’
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life, I have a great mind to kick you—Qons and confu-
fion ! [Starts up.) Was ever man fo abufed 2—Ay, Mi-
‘rabel {et me on. ’
T Enter Petit. -

Pet. Well, Sir, how d’ye*find yourfelf ?

Dur. You fon of a nine-eyed whore, d’ye come to
abufe me ? I’ll kick you with a vengeance, you dog.
’ - (Petit runs off, and Dur. after bim.

Exp of the Seconn Act.

ACT I
S CENE continues,
Enter Old and Young Mirabel,

) Oup MirassL,
. OB, come hither, Bob.
Mir. Your pleafure, Sir?

Old Mir. Are not you a great rogue, firrah ?

' Mir. That’s a litle out of my comprehenfion, Sirj
for ’ve heard fay, that I refemble my father.

Old Mir. Your father is your very humble flave. I
tell thee what, child, thou art a very pretty fellow, and
I love thee heartily ; and a very great villain, and I hate
thee mortally. ' .

3ir. Villain, Sir ! then 1 muft be a very impudent
onc; for I can't recolledt any paffage of my life that I’m
afhamed of. S

Old Mir. Come hither, my dear friend ; doft fee this
picture ? [Sheavs bim a little picture,
" Mir, Oriana’s! Pfhaw ! :

. Old Mir. What, Sir, won’t you look upon it ?—Bob,
dear Bob, pr’ythee, come hither, now. Doft want any
money, child ? ' o

M"- NO, Si‘:o ’

Old Mir. Why, then, here’sfome for thee. Come. here
now. How canit thou be fo hard-hearted an unnatural,
unmannerly rafcal, (don’t miftake’ me child; I an’t
angry) as to abufe this tender, lovely, good-natur’d, dear
rogue ? Why, fhe fighs for thee, and cries for thee, pouts

for thee, and fnubs for thee, the poor litthe heartof 11:]::
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ke toburft. -Come, my dear boy, be good-natured, like

.your own father, be now—and then fee here, read this—
the effigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten thoufand pounds
to ‘her portion; ten thowfand -pounds, you dog; ten
thoufang pounds, you regue: how dare-you refufe alady
awith ten thoufand pounds, you impudent rafcal.?

Mir. Will you hear me fpeak, Sir? .

Old Mir. Hear you fpeak, Sir! If you had ten thou.
fand tongues, you could not out-talk ten thoufand
pounds, Sir. :

. Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won’t hear me, I’ll begone, Sir;
Pl rake poft for Italy this moment. T

0:d Mir. Ah, the fellow knows .I won’t part with
him ! [Afide.] Well, Sir, what have you to fay ? -

Mir. The univerfal reception, Sir, that marriage has
had in the world, is enough to fix it for 8 public good,
and to draw every body into the common caufe ; but there
are fome conftitutions like fome inftruments, fo pecy-
liarly fingular, that they make tolerable mufic by them-
felves, but never do well in a confort. .

-Old Mir. Why, this is reafon, I.muft confefs, but yet

-§t is nonfenfe too; for tho’ you fhould reafon like an
angel, if you argue yourfelf out of a good eftate, you
talk like a fool.

Bir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into bontlage with the
riches of Craefus, you leave me buta-beggar for want of.
my liberty. 7 o

Old Mir. Was ever fuch a perverfe fool heard®—
?Sdeath, Sir," why did I-give you education ? Was-it té.
difpute.me out of my fenfes? Of what colour, now, is
the head of this cane? Youw’ll fay *tis white, and, ten to
one, make me believe it-too. I thoyght that young feb-
lows ftudied to get money.

Mir. No, Sir, I have ftudied to déé'yifc it: 'my realﬁn;
was not to make me rich, but happy, bir. -

Old Mir., There he has me again now.. 'But, Sir, did.
not I marry to oblige you ? -

Mir. To oblige me, Sir! in whit refpe&, pray 2°

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into “the world, "Sir:

-wa’n’t that an obligation ? .

Mir. And becaufe I would have.ic fill. an obligation;
Yavoid marrigge. ox
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Old Mir. How is that, Sir?

Mir. BecaufeI would not curfe the hour I was bom.

Old Mir. Look ye, friend, you may perfuade me out of
‘my defigns, but I’ll command you out of yours ; and tho’

you may convince my reafon that you are in the right,
‘yet there is an old attendant of fixty-three, called po-
‘fitivenefs, which you nor all the wits in Italy fhall ever be
able to thake. So, Sir, you’re a wit, and I'm a father;
you may talk; but I'll be obeyed.

" Mir.” This it is to have the fon a finer gentleman than
the father ; they firft give us breeding that they don’t
underitand, then they turn us out of doors becaufe we are

-wifer than themfelves. But I’m a little aforehand with
the old gentleman. [4fide.] Sir, you have been pleafed
to fettle a thoufand pounds fterling a year ufpon me-;-in
retura of which I have a very great honour for you and
your family, and fhall take care that your only and be-
Joved fon fhail do nothing to make him hate his father, or
to hang himfelf. So, dear Sir, I'm your very humble
fervant. . [Runs off

Old Mir. Here, firrah, rogue, Bob, villain !

: o . Enter lgugard.

¢ Dug. Ah, Sir! ’tis but what he deferves.

Oid Mir. *Tis falfe, Sir, he don’tdeferveit : whathave
“you to fay againft my boy, Sir?

Dug. 1 fhall only repeat your own words.

Old Mir. What have you to do: with my words? I
-have fwallowed my words already, I have eaten themup ;
-and how can you come at them, Sir? S
" Dug. Very eafily, Sir; ’tis but mentioning your in-
_iiurcd ward, and you will throw them up again imme-
- diately. ) ]

OId Mir. Sir, your fifter was a foolith young flirt,.
::uft any fuch young, deceitful, rake-helly rogue, like

im. - . o

Dug. Cry you mercy, old gentleman! I thought we
fhould have the words again. -

Old-Mir. And what then? *Tis the way with youn
fellows to flight old gentlemen’s words ; you never minﬁ
them when you ought. I fay, that Bob’s an honeft fel-
low, and who dares deny it ?

o : . Enter

-~ -
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Exsr Bifarre., - .

-Bife Thiat dare I, Sir; I fay, thatyour fon is awild,
‘foppifh, whimfical, impertineat .caxcomb; and were I
abufed as this gentleman's fifler is, I-would make it.an
talian quarrel, and poifon the whole family.

.Dag. Come, 8ir, 'tis 8o tiwre for trifling ; my fifter s
1bu&§, you are made fenfibleof.the affront, and-your ho-
:mour is comeerned to'fea her redreffed.

Old Mir. Look ye, Mr. Dugard, good words go fat-
aheft. Iwilldeyour ffter juflice, but it muft ‘be after
‘myown rate; nebedy muft abufe 'my fon but myfelf:
-for-altho’ Robin be @ fad dog, yet he’s nobody’s puppy

but my own. , p i 4 oldcentiemac

Bif. Ay, that’s weet-natured, kind o tleman,
.[Mz.dl::g him.] \:;Z will be good then, if ?::)3’11 join
‘with ue in the plot.

‘Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young baggage ! whatplat
i0an you have to wheedle a fellow of fixty«three ?

Bif. A plot that fixty-three is only good for, to bring
other people together, Sir; ¢ a Spanifh plot, lefs dangerous
¢ than that of eighty-cight; and’ you mutt a& the Spa-
niard, becaufe your fon will leaft fufpect you; and if he
fhould, your euthority proteéls you from a -quarrel, to
wrhich Oriana is-unwilling to expofe her brother.

Old Mir, And what part will you at in the bufinefs,.
N Myfels, s friend feft change

B/ elf, Sir; my friend is grown a perfeét change-
it fthotz foolith hea);‘ts -of ours fpoil our heads. pgre-
fently ; the fellows no feoner turn knaves, but we tarn.
-fools. But 1 am flill myfelf, and he may expect the moft
fevere ufage from e, becaufe I weither love him nor
hate him. - ' [ Exita

Oid Mir. W ell faid, Mrs, Paradox ; .but,-Sir, whomuft
sapen the matter to him?

Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our engineer-generil, And
- shere he comes. ' ,

Enter Petit, .

Pet.Oh, Sir,:mowdii;goverics ! are all friends-about.us &

Dug. Ay, ay, fpeak freely. . .

Pcf Yo)\: x::{xﬁ m, Sir—Od’ my life, I’'m out of
breath—You muft know, Sir—~you muft know:

QUd Mir. What the devil mult we know, Sir?

Petyg



THE INCONSTANT 3¢

* Pet, That'1 have [Pants and blows.] bribed, Sir———
¥ribed-———your fon’s fecretary of ftate. B

OId Mir. Secretary of ftate! who's thas, for Heaven’s
fake ? o ’

Per. His valetde chambre, Sirc  You muft know, Sir,,
shat the intrigue lay folded up with his mafier’s cloaths ;
and when he went to. duft the emnbroidered fuit, the fe-
eret flew out of. the right pocket of his.coat, in a whole
fwarm of your crambo fongs, fhort-footed odes, and long-
legged Pindarics.

Oud Mir. Tmpoffible ! :

Petit.  Ah, Sir, he has loved her all along ! there was.
Oriana in every line; but he hates marriage. Now; Sir,’
this plot will ftir'up his jealoufy ; and we fhall know, by
the ftrength of that, how to proceed farther, Come, Sir,,
let’s about it with fpeed. .

>Tis expedition gives our king the fway ;

Forexpedition to the French give way ; } ,

Swift to attack, or fwift—to run away. [Exeant.
Enter Mirabel and Bifarre, paffing carelefily by one another,

Rif. [Afide.] 1wonder what fhe can fee in this fellow,
to like him ?

Mir. [Afde.] 1 wonder what my friend cap fee in thie
girl, to admire her? .

. Bif. Afide)] A wild, foppith, extravagant rake-hell,

M:r. [ 4fide.] A light, whimfical, impertinent mad-cap,

Bif. Whom do you mean, Sir ? ,

M. Whom do you mean,; Madam #: '

Bj/. A fellow that has nothing left to re-eftablith him’
for 2 human creature, but a prudent refolution. to hang,
himfelf, '

" Mir. There-is a way, Madam, to force me to that re-
folution. »

Bif. I'tl do’t with all my heart,

Mir. Then you muft marry me.

Bif. Look ye, Sir, don’t think your ilt'manners to me :
filall excufe your ill ufage of my friend ; nor, by, fixing
a quarrel here, to divert nry zeal for.theabfent ; for I'm’
refolved, nay, I come prepared to make youa. panegyric,
that fhall mortify your pride like any madern dedication.

Mir. And I, Madam, like a'true moderg patron, fhall .
hatdly give youthanks for your trouble. B/‘. '
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Bif. Come, Sir, to let you fee what little foundation
you have for your dear fufficiency, I'll take you ta

ieces. -

Mir. And what piece will you chufe ? .

Bif. Your heart to be {ure; ’caufe I would get pree
fently rid on’t ; your courage I would give to a Heétor,
your wit to a lewd play-maker, your honour to an at-
torraqy, your body to the phyficians, and your foul toits
mafter.

Mir. T had the oddeft dream laft night of the duchefs
of Burgundy ; methought “the furbelows of her gown
were pinned up fo high behind, that I could not fee her
head for her tail. . )

Bif. The creature don’t mind me! Do you think, Sir,
that your humourous impertinence can divert me ¢ No,
Sir, I'm above any pleafure that you can give, but that
of feeing you miferable. . And mark me, Sir, my friend,
my injured friend, fhall yet be doubly bappy, and you
fhall be ahufband as much as the rites of marriage, and
the breach of them can make you. -

[Here Mirabel pullsout a Virgil, and reads to himfelf
awhile fbe [peaks. ;

“Mir. [Reading.] Ar Regina dolos, (qiis fallere poffe

amantem ? ) : o - '

Difimulare etiam fperdfti, perfide tantum—Very true,—
‘Paffe nefas. "

By your favour, friend Virgil, ’twas but a rafcally. trick
of your hero to forfuke poor pug fo inhumanly. .
. Bif. Tdon't know what to fay to him.  The devil—
What's Virgil to do with us, Sir ? :
Mir. Very much, Madam, the moft 4-propos in: the
world—for, what fhould I chop upon. but the very place .
where the perjured rogue of a lover and the forfaking -la-
dy are battling it tooth and nail. Come, Madam, fpend
your fpirits no lenger, we’ll take an eafier method: 1'll
be Aoeas now, and you fhall be Dido, and we'll rail by
book. Now for you, Madam Dido. : -

Nec te nofler amor, nec te data dextera quondam,
Nec moritura tenet creduli funera Dido——

Ah r Dido ! Looking at her.
' s poo ) L /4 By,

.
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= B/, Rudenefs, affronts, imparience! 1 could almott
flart .out even to manhood, and want but a weapon as
long as his to fight himm upon the fpot. What fhall 1
fay ? ’ ‘

" Bfir. Now the rants.

Quw quibns anteferam ? jam, jam nec mazxima Fuio.

Rif. A man! No, the woman’s birth. was fpirited
away.
_ Mir. Right, right; Madam, the very words.
Bif. And fome pernicious elf left it in the cradle with
human fhape to palliate growmng milchief.
: [Bothfpeak together, and raife their woices by degreess
Mir. Perfide, fed duris genuit te cantibus horrens
- Caucafusy Hyrcanzque admorant Usera Tigres

B¢ Go, Sir, fly to your midnight revels,——
Mir. Excellent !

I fequere Italiam wentis, pete regna per undas,
Sprre equidem mediis, fi quid pia numina poffunt.
[Together agaivs

Bif. Converfe with imps of darknefs of your make,
your natare ftarts at juftice, and (hivers at the touch
of virtue. Now the devil take his impudence, he
wexes me fo, I don’t know whether to cry or laugh at
him. [ Afide.

Mir. Bravely performed, my dear Libyan ; I’ll write
the tragedy of Dido, and you fhall aét the part: but you
do nothing at all, unlefs you fret yourfelf into a fit; for
here the poor lady is flifled with vapouis, drops into the
arms of her maids ; and the cruel, barbarous, deceitful
wanderer, is in the very next line called pious ZEneds,—=
‘There’s authority for ye.

" Sorry indeed Aneas ftood
To fee her ina pout ;
But Jove himfelf, who ne’ér thought good
To ftay a fecend bout,
Ccmmands him off with all his crew,
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Runs of

D Bif.
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Bif. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agreéeae
ble fellow. O’ my eonfcience I muft excufe Oriana, -

‘That lover foon his angry fair difarms,
Whofe flighting pleafes, and whofe faults are charms. |
[Ele.

Euter Petit, runs about to every door, and knocks.
" Pet. Mr. Mirabel ! Sir, where are you? no where to
be found ?
Enter Mirabel,

. Mir. What’s the matter, Perit ?

Pet. Moft critically met—Ah, Sir, that one who has
followed the game {o long, and brought the poor hare
juit under his paws, fhould let a mungrel cur ehop in,
and run away with the pufs. .

Mir. If your worfhip can get out of your allegories,
be pleafed totell me in three words what you mean.

Pet, Plain, plain, Sir. Your miftrefs and mine is go-
ing to be married. ‘

Mir. 1 believe you lie, Sir.

Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. o [Gamg.

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Married, fay you ?

Pet. No, Sir, 'tis no matter; I only thought to do
you a fervice, but I fhall take care how I conﬁ:r my fa-
vours for the future.

Mir. Sir, I beg ten thoufand pardons. [ Bowing low.

Pet. ’Tis enough, Sir—I come to tell you, Sir, that
Oriana is this moment to be facrificed ; married paft re-
demption.

" Mir. T underftand her; fhe’ll take a hufband out of
fpight to me, and then out of love to me fhe will make
him a cuckold : ¢ ’tis ordinary with women to marry one

* perfon for the fake of another, and to throw themfelves
¢ into the arms of one they hate, to fecure their pleafure
¢ with the man they love.’ But who is the happy man ?

Pet. A lord, Sir.

Mir. P her ladyfhip’s moft humble fervant. ¢ A
¢ train and nutle, hey ! Room for my lady’s coach! a
¢ front row in the box for her ladyfhip ! lights) lights
¢ for her honour I"—Now muft I be a conftant attender
‘at my lotd’s levee, to work my way to my lady’s couchee
——a countefs, I prefume, Sir,——

" Pet,
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_ Pet. A Spanifh count, Sif, that Mr. Dugard knew
4broad, is come to Paris, faw your miftrefs yefterday,
marries her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-morrciy.

Mir. Ay,isitfo? and muft I follow my cuckold over
the Pyrenees ? Had fhe married within the precinéts of
a billet-doux, I would be the manto lead her to church ;
but as it happens, I’ll forbid the banns, Where is this
mighty Don ?

Pet, Haveacare, Sir, he's arough crofs-grained piece,
and there’s no tampering with him; would yeu apply to
Mr. Dugard, or the lady herfelf, fomething might be
done, for it is in defpight to you, that the bufinefs is .
carricd on fo hattily.  Odfo, Sir, here he comes. I muft
be gone. [Exit

Enter Old Mirabel, dreffed in a Spanifb babit, leading

Oriana, .

Ori. Good my Lord, anobler choice had better fuited
‘your Lordfhip’s merit. My petfon, rank, and circam-
flance, expofe me as the public theme of raillery, and
fubje me fo to injurious ufage, my Lord, that I can lay
no claim to any part of your regard, except your pity. .
" Old Mir. Breathes he vitalair, that dare prefume
With rude behaviour to profane fuch excellence ¢
‘Shew me the man
‘And you fhall fee h6w fudden my revenge
‘Shall fall upon the head of fuch prefumption.

Is this thingone? - : [Strutting wp to-Min.
" Mir. Sir!

Ori. Good my Lord—

Old Mir. Ifhe, or any he—— . 3

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the gentleman’s a ftranger.

Old Mir, O, your pardon, Sir——but if you had—~re«
member, Sir,——the lady now is mine, her injuries arg
‘mine ; therefore, Sir, you underfiand me. Come,
Madam.  [Lcads Oniana to the door, fbe goes aff, Mir.,

runs to his father, and pulls bim ly.the
Seeve. ‘

Mir. Ecoute, Monfieur le Count.

Old Mir. Your bufinefs, Sir ?

Mir. Boh! . .

Old Mir. Boh! What language is that, Sir ! /

+ Mir. - Spanifh, my Lord. -
D2 Oler.




® THEINCONSTANT

Old Mr. What d’ye mean?

Mir. This, Sir. [ T7ips up hés baels,

0Old Mir. A very concife quarrel, truly——I’l1 bully

. Wim——Trinidade Signeur, give me fair play.
[Offering to rifes

Mir. By all mears, Sir. [Takes away bis fivord.] Now,
Sigueur, where’s that bombatl look, and fuftian face your
Countfhip wore juft now ? [Strikes bim.

Old M:r. The rogue quarrels well, very well, my own
fon right !——But hold, firrah, no more jetting ; I'm
your father, Sir, your father !

Mir.. My father! Then by this light I could find in
my heart to pay thee. [4fde.] Is the fellow mad ? Why
fure, Sir, I ba’n’t frighted youout of your fenfes.?

O!d Mir. But you have, Sir. v

Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again.

. |Offers to firike bimn,

Old Mir. Why, rogue—— Bob, dear Bub, don’t you .
know me, child? .

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! the fellow’s downright diftradted,
Thou miracle of impudence ! would’ft' thou make me
believe that fuch a grave gentlemen as my father would
go a mafquerading thus? That a perfon of threefcore
and three would run about in a fool’s cogt to difgrace
himfelf and family ? Why, you impudent villain, do

ou think' I will fuffer fuch an affront to pafs upon my

noured fathes, my worthy father, my dear father 2
*Sdeath, Sir, mention my father but once again, and I'lIl
fend your foul to thy grandfathes this minute !

[Offering to fLab bim.

Old Mir. Wall, weil, F am not your father.

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the fuucy, heétoring
Spaniard, and I'il ufe you accordingly. -

Old Mir. The devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we have
all got nothing but blows fince we begaa to take. theie
pert.. :

Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs to

* Mirabel, the. reff to Old Mirabel, i

Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your father!

Mir. My father! What is the whole family mad ?
Give me way, Sir, I won't be held, o

o ’ Ol Mir.



THE INCONSTANT. 4
<" Old Mir. No? nor I neither ; let me be gone, pray.

[Offering to go.
M:r. My father !
Old Mir. Ay, you dog’s face! I am your father,
. for I have bore as much for thee, as your mother ever
did. :
-Mir. O ho! then this was a trick it feems, a deﬁFn,
a contrivance, a ftratagem—Oh ! how my bones ach {' ~
* Old Mir. Yourbones, Sirrah, why yours ?

Mir. Why, Sir, han’t I been beating iny own fleth and
Blood all this while. ©O, Madam, [70 Oriana.] I with
your Ladyfhip joy of your new dignity. Here was &
contrivance indeed ! : ‘

Per. The contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they
impofed upon us all. .

- Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Den Quixote

battle for you bravely ? My father will anfwer for the
force of my love. :
- -Ori. Pray, Sir, don’t infult the misfortunes of your
own creating. - o

Duzg. My prudence will be counted cowardice, if I
ftand tamely now.———[ Comes up betaveen Mirabel and his
Sifler.] Well, Sir !

-~ Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your te-
nants, Sir, that you put on your landlord’s face at me ?

Dug. On what' prefumption, Sir, dare you affume
thus ? : S . [Drasvs.
+ Old Mir. What’s that to you, Sir, [Draws,

- Pet. Help ! help ! the lady faints. .
[Oriana falls into her. Maid’s arms.,

Mir. Vapours! vapours! the’ll come to herfelf.
¢ 'If it be an angry fit, a dram of Affa Feetida——If jea-
¢ loufy, harts-horn in water——If the mother, burng,
¢ feathers——If grief, Ratifia——1If it be firaight ftays,
¢ :or corns, there’s nothing like a dram of plain brandy.”
. 0ri. Hold off, give me air—— O, my brother, would.
you preferve sy life, endanger not your own ; would,
you defend my reputation, leave it to itfelf; ’tis a dear
vindication that’s purchas’d by the fivord ; for though
eur champion proves viftorious, yet our honour is,
wounded. A , . .
1 OM Mir, Ay, and your lover may be wounded, that’s

: D3 anothep
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andther thing. But I think you are pretty bufk agajn;
my child.

Ori. Ay, 8ir, my indifpofition was only a pretence to
divert the quarrel ; the capricious tafte of your fex, excu-
fes this artifice in ours. . 3

¢ For often when eur chief perfetions fail, '
¢ Qur chief defeds with foolifh men prevail.®  [Exi,

Pet. Come, Mr, Dugard, take courage, thereis a way
fiill left to fetch him again.

Old Mir. Sir, ’ll have no plot that has any relation ta
Spain. )

P.Dug., I fcorn all artifice whatfoever ; my fword fhall

do her juftiee,

Pet. Pretey juftice, truly ! Suppofe you run him thro”
the body ; you run her thro’ the heart at the fame time.

O!d Mir. And me thro’ the head—ret you fward—-
Sir, we'll have plots. Come, Petit, lei’s hear.
* Pet. What if fhe pretended. to go into a nunmery, and
fo bring him about to declare himfelf ? .

Dug. That, 1 muft confefs, has a face. .
" Oid Mir. Aface! A face like an-angel, Sir. Ad’smy
life, Sir, ’tis the moft beautiful plot in Chriftehdom,
We'll about it immediately. [Exeunt

¢ SCENE, The Street.

¢ Duretete and Mirabel.

¢ Dar. [Ina paffor.] And tho’ I can’t dance, nor
* fing, por talk like you, yet I can fight, youwknow I
¢ can, Sir.

¢ Mir. 1know thou can’ft; man.

¢ Dur. Sdeath, Sirand I will: let mefee the proud<
¢ eft man alive make ajeft of me ? - '

_ ¢ Mir} But I'll engage to make Xou amends.

¢ Dur. Dancedtodeath ! Baited like a bear ! -Ridicu-
¢ led ! Threatened to be kicked ! Confufion! Sir, you
¢ ferme on, and I will have fatisfalion; all mankind
¢ will point at me. _

¢ Mir. [Afide.] I muft give this thunderbolt fome paf-
¢ fage, or ’twill break upon my owh head—Look’e, Du=
¢ setete, what do thefe gentlemen faugh at ? i

. . Bmier
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¢ Enter tauo Gentlemen, :

¢ Dur. Atme to be fure——Sir, what made you laugh
¢ at me? o .

¢ 1/t Gen, Your’e miflaken, Sir, if we were merry,
¢ we had a private reafom. :
- ¢ 2d Gen. Sir, we don’t know you, -

¢ Dur. Sir, I’ll make you know me ; mark and ob-
¢ ferve me, I won’t be named; it fhant be mentioned,
¢ not even whilpered in-your prayers at church.. 'Sdeath,
¢ Sir, d’ye fmile ?

¢ 1f Gen. Not I, upon my word,

¢ Dur. Why then, loek grave as-an owl in a barn, or
¢ a Friar with his crown a fhaving, . -

¢ Mir. {Afie to the Genr.] Don’t be bulied out of
¢ your humour, gentlemen; the fellow’s mad, laugh at
¢ him, and I’} fland.by you. A

* 1/f Gen, "Egad and fo we will. .

¢ Both. Ha,ha, ha. :

¢ Dur. Very pretty, [Droaws,] She threatened to
¢ kick me. Ay, then youdogs, I’ll murder ye.

¢ [Fights, and beats them off 5 Mir. Runs over to bis fide.
, ¢ Mir. Ha, ha, ba.! bravely done, Duretete, shere
¢ you had him, noble Captain. Hey, they run, they
¢ run, vifloria! wiflaria !—Ha, ha, ha—how happy am
¢ 1inan excellent friend ! Tell me of your Virtuofe’s
¢ and men of fenfe, a parcel of four-faced fplenetic
¢ rogues—~a maa. of my thin confitution thould never
¢ want a foolin his company : L don’t afleét your fine
¢ things: that improve the underftanding, buc hearty
¢ laughing to fatten my carcafe : and in. my confcience,
¢ a man of fenfe is as melancholy without a coxcomb,
¢ a3 8 lion without a jackall ; he hunts for our diverfion,
¢ ftarts game for our fpleen, and perfeéily feeds us with
¢ pleafure.
¢ 1 hate the man who makes acquaintance nice,
¢ And flill difcreetly plagues me with advice;
* Who.moves by caution, and mature delays,.
¢ And muft give reafons for whate’er he fays.
¢ The man, indeed, whofe converfe is {o full,
¢ Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull :
¢ Give me the carelefs rogue, wha.never thinks,
¢ Thag plays- the fool as freely as he drinks.

‘

\
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¢ Not a buftoon, who is buffoon by trade,

¢ But one that nature, not his wants have made.
¢ Who ftill is merry, but does ne’er defign it;

¢ And ftill is ridicul’d, but ne’er can find it.

¢ Who when he’s moft in earneft, is the beft ; .
¢ And his moft grave expreffion is a jeft, [Exeants

ENbD of the Tuirp Acr.

ACT IV,
SCENE, Ol Mirabel’s Houftr
Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard.

: , Dugarp.
THE lady abbefs is my relation, and privy to the
plot: ¢your fon has been there, but had no ad-
¢ mittance beyond the privilege of the grate, and there
“ my fifter retus’d to fee him. He went off more net-
: tled at his repulfe, than I thought his gaiety could ‘ad-
mit.
Old Mir. Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him about,
I warrant ye. )
Enter Duretete. ’ '
Dur. Here, where are ye all >—0O, Mr. Mirabel! you
_have done fine things for your pofterity—And you, Mr.
Dugard, may come to anfwer this—I come to demand my
friend at your hands ; reftore him, Sir, or—[ 7o Old Mir.
Old Mir. Reftore him ! what d’ye think I have got
him in my trunk, or my pocket ?4 ’ )
Dar. Sir, he’s mad, and you’re the caufe on’t. _
Oid Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when
T begot him.
Dug. Mad, Sir! what d’ye mean ?
Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by fhutting up your
fifter yonder to talk like a parrot thro” a cage? Or a de-

&

" coy-duck, to draw others into the fnare ?  Your fon, Sir,

becaufe fhe has deferted him, he has forfaken the world ;
and in three words, has
Old Mir. Hanged himfelf!
Dur. The very fame, turned friar. '
5 .Qid Mir. You lie, Sir, ’tis ten times worfe, . Bob tm'x:c-’l
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ed friar !—Why fhould the fellow fhave hig feolifh crown
when the fame razor may cut his throat ?

Dar. If you have any command, or you any intereft
over him, lofe not a minute : he bas thrown himfelf invo
the next moaaftery, apd has ordered me ta pay off his
fervants, and. difcharge his equipage.

Old Mir. Let e alone to ferret him out; D'l facrifice
the abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whether the fpi-
ritual or the natural father has the moft right to the
ehild.—— But, dear Captain, what has he done with his
eftate ? | '

Dar. Settled it upon the chureh, Sir.

Old Mir. The church! Nay, then the devil won’t
get him out of their clutches Ten thoufand livres a
year upon the church ! *Tis downright facrilege—~Coure,
gentlemen, all hands to werk;; for half that fum, one of
thefe monafteries fhall prote&t you a traitor from the
law, a rebellious wife from her hufband, and a difobe-
dient fon from: his own father. [Exin

Dug. But will ye perfuade me that he’s gone to a mo-
naflery ?

Dur. Is your fifter gone to the filles repenties? 1 tell
‘you, Sir, fhe's not fic for the fociety of repenting maida,

Dug. Why fo, Sir? .

Dur. Becaufe fhe’s neither one nor t'other ; {he's too
old to be a maid, and too young to repent. .

: [Exit, Dug. afier bins, .

SCENE, the Infide of a monaflery; Oriana in a Nun's
Habit ; Bifarre.

Ori. 1 hepe, Bifarre,. there is no barm in jefling with
this religious habic.

Bif. Eame, the gremeft jeft in the habit, is taking itin
earneft : Ldon't underfand this imprifoning people with
the keys aof Paradife, nor the merit of that virtue which
comes by conftraint.—* Befides, we may own to one ane-
¢ ather, that we ave in the worft campany when among
¢ eurfelves; for our private thoughts run us ioto thofe
¢ defiros, which our peide refifis irom the attack of the
¢ world; and, you may remember, the firk woman met
¢ the devil when fhe retired. from her mwan.

¢ Ori. But I'm reconciled, methinks, ta the mor:iﬁ_ca-
- tion -
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¢ tion of a nunnery; becaufe, I fancy, the habit be-- .
¢ comes me. . .
¢ Bif. A well-contrived mortification, truly, that makes
a woman look ten times handfomer than fhe did before !
— Ay, my dear, were there any religion, in becoming
drefs, our fex’s devotion were rightly placed; for our
toilettes would do the work of the altar; we fhould all
be canonized. . ’ :
¢ Ori. Butdon’t you think there is a great deal of me-
rit in dedicating a beautiful face and perfon to the fer-
vice of religion ?
¢ Bif. Not half {o much as devoting them to a prett
fellow : if our feminality had no bufinefs in this world,
why was it fent hither ? Let us dedicate our beautiful
miads. to the fervice of heaven : and for our handfome
perfons, they become a box at the play, as wellas a
pew in the church. :
-¢ Ori. But the viciffitude of fortune, the inconftancy
of man, with other difappointments of life, require
fome place of religion, for a refuge from their perfe-
cution. ' :
¢ Bif. Ha, ha, ha, anddo gvou think there is any devo-
- tion in a fellow’s going to church, when he takes it only
* for a fantuary ? Don’t you know that religion confifts.
¢ in charity with all mankind; and that you fhould never
¢ think of being friends with heaven, ’till you have quar-
$ relled with all the world.” Come, come, mind your
bufinefs, Mirabel loves you, ’tis now plain, and hold him
to’t; give frefh orders that he fhan’t fee you: we get
more by hiding our faces fometimes, than by expofing
them ; a very mafk, you fee, whets defire ; but a pair
of keen eyes through an iron grate, fire double upon them,
with view and difguife. But I muft be gone upon my
- affairs, 1 have brought my captain aboutagain.

Ori. But why will you trouble yourfeif with that cox~
comb ? ) -

Bif. Becaufe he is a coxcomb ; had I not better have a
lover like him, that I can make an afs of, that a lover
like yours, to make a fool of me. [Knocking beloav.] A
meflage from Mirabel, D’ll lay my life. [She runs to the
dvor.] Come hither, run, thou charming nun, come hither.
- Qri, What’s the news 2 - [Rauans sa ber.
Sk - Bife

ra e a0 e
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# Bif. Don’t you fee who’s below ?

Ori. I fee no body but a friar.

Bif. Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid! ¢ O’ my con-
¢ {cience,”thefe hearts of ours fpoil our heads ¢ inftant-
< ly! the fellows no fooner turn knaves, than we turn
¢ f{ols.’ A friar! Don’t you fee a villainous genteel
mien under that closk of hypocriiy, the loofe carelefs
air of a tall rake-helly fellow ? i

Ori. As I live, Murabel turned frizr! I hope, in hea-
ven, he’s not in earneft.

Bif. In earneft: ha, ha, ha, are you in earneft ? ¢ Now’s
¢ your time; this difguife has ke certainly taken for a
¢ patlport, to getin and try your refolutions; ftick to
¢ your habit, to be fure; treat him with difdain, rather
¢ than anger; for pride becomes us more than paflion !’
Remember what I fay, if you would yield to advantage,
and hold out the attack : to draw him on, keep him off
g0 be fure. -

The cunning gamefters never gain too fuft, :
But lofe at firit, to win the more at laft. [Exits
. ¢ Ori. His coming puts me into fome ambiguity. I
¢ don’t know how ; I don’t fear him, but I miftruft my-
§ felf. Would he were not come; yet I would not have
¢ him gone neither; I’m afraid to talk with him, but I
¢ loveto fee him though. .
¢ What a ftrange power has this fantaftic fire,
¢ That makes us dread even what we motft defire !’
Enter Mirabel in a Friar's Habit.

Mir. Save you, fitter—Your brother, young lady,
having a regard for your foul’s health, has fent me to
prepare you for the facred habit by conteffion. .

Ori. That’s falfe, thecloven fuot already. [4fide.] My
brother’s care I own ; and to you, facred Sir, I confefs,
that the great crying fin which I have long indulged, and
now prepare to expiate, was love. My morning thoughts,
my, evening prayers, my daily mufings, nightly cares,
was love ! ¢ My preent peace, my future blifs, the joy
¢ of earth, and hopes of heaven! I all contemned for
¢ love!”

. Mir. She’s downright ftark mad in earneft; death and
eonfufion, I have loft her! [4/idz.] You confefs _yo;n'
2 faule,
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fault, Madam, in fuch movingterms, that I could almoft

be in love with the {in. v
Ori, Take care, Sir; crimes, like virtues, are their
own rewards ; my chief delight became my only grief ;
he in whofe breaft I thought my heart fecure, tumed.
robber, and defpoiled the treafure that he kept.
Mir. Perhaps that treafure he efteems fo much, that
like the mifer, though afraid to ufe it, he referves it fafe.
Ori. No, holy father: who can be mifer in another’s
wealth, that’s prodigal of his own ? His heart was open,
fhar’d to all he knew, and what, atas ! muft then become
of mine? But the fame eyes that drew this patfion in,
frall fend it out in tears, to which now hear my vow.
. Mir. [ Difcovering himfelf.) No, my fair angel, but let
me repent; here on my knees behold the criminal, that
vows repentance his, Ha! No concern upon her!
¢ Ori. This tum 1 odd, and the time has been, that
¢ {uch a fudden change would have furprifed me into forne
¢ confufion.
¢ Mir. Reflore that happy time, for ] am now returned
to myfelf, for I want but pardon to deferve your favour,
“and here Il fix till you relent and give it.
¢ Ori. Groveling, fordid man; why would you a& a
thing to make you kneel, monarch in your pleafures to
be flave to your faults? Are all the conquefts of your
wand’ring fway, your wit, your humour, fortune, all
reduced to the bafe cringing of a bended knee ? Servile
and poor ! Pray heav’n this change be real. [ 4fide.
¢ Mir. I come not here to juftify my fault but my fub-
miffion, for though there be a meannefs'in this humble
pofture, ’tis nobler ftill to bend when juftice calls, than
to refift conviction,
¢ Ori. No more—— thy oft repeated violated words re-
¢ proach my weak belief, ’tis the tevereft calumny to hear
* thee fpeak ; that humble pofturewhich once could raife,
¢ new mortifies my pride ; how can’ft thou hope for par-
¢ don, from one that you affront by afking it ?
Mir. [Rifes.] In'my own cavfe I'll plead no more ;
but give me leave to intercede for you aFainﬂ the hard
injunctions of that habit, which for my fault you wear.
¢ Ori. Surprifing infolence ! My greateft fce pretends
to give e counfel; butI am too warm upon fo ‘COOlba
.ub-
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¢ fubje®. My refolutions, Sir, are fixed! but as our
¢ hearts were united with the ceremony of our eyes, fo
¢ 1 fhall fpare fome tears to the feparation, [Weeps. ] That’s
¢ all ; farewel. ' '

¢. Mir, And muft I lofe her? No. [Rusns and carches

& ber.] Since all my prayers are vain, I’ll ufe the nobler
¢ argument of man, and force you to the juftice you re-
¢ fufé; you're mine by pre-contrat: and where's the
¢ vow fo facred to difanpul another? I’ll urge my love,
¢ your oath, and plead my caufe againft all monattic
¢ fhifts upon the earth. ’ :
. ¢ Ori. Unhand me, ravifher! Would you prophane
¢ thefe holy walls with violence? Revenge for all my
# paft difgrace now offers, thy life fhould anfwer this,
¢ would I provoke the law : urge me no farther, but be
¢ gone. ‘

¢ M:r. Inexorable woman ! let me kneel again.

. [m"v’
. Enter Old Mirabel.
~ 0Old Mir. Where, where’s this counterfeit nun ?
.O»i. Madnefs! Confufion ! I’m ruined !

Mir. What do I hear ? [Puts on his hood.] What did
you fay, Sir? ‘ ’

Old Mir. 1 fay, fhe’s a counterfeit, and you may be
another for ought I know, Sir; I have loft my chil}:l by
thefe tricks, Sir. '

Mir. What tricks, Sir ?

Old Mir. By a pretended trick, Sir. A contrivance
to bring my+ton to reafon, ard it has made him ftark
mad; I have loft hjin and a thoufand pounds a year.

Mir. [Difcovering bimfelf.] My dear father, I'm your
moft humble fervant.

Old Mir. My dear boy. [ Runs andk;ffes bim.] Welcome
ex inferds, my dear boy, ’tis all a trick, fhe’s no more 2
nun than Iam, ’

- Mir. No!

Old Mir. The devil a bit,

Mir. Then kifs me again, my dear dad, for the mof
happy news—And now moft venerable holy fifter,

' . o [Knesls.
Your mercy and your pardon I implore,
For the offence of afking it before,

E ¢ Look’e,
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¢ Look’e, niy dear counterfsiting nun, take my advicd,
be a pun 1n good earneft; women make the beft nuns
always when they can’t do otherwife. Ah, my dear
tather! there is a merit in your fon’s behaviour that yott
little' chink : the free deportment of fuch fellows as I,
makes more ladies religious, than all the pulpits in
France.’ : - L ;
Or:, Oh, Sir, how unhappily have you deftrayed what
was fo near perfection! He is the counterfeit that has de=
ceived you. . ' :
Old Mir, Ha! Loeok’e, Sir, I recant, fhe is a nun.
Mir. Sir, your humble fervant, then I'm a ftiar this
moment, , ‘
Old Mir. Was ever an old fool fo bantered by a brace
o’young ones ; hang you borh, you’re both counterfeits,
and my plot’s fpoiled, that’s all,
Ori. Shame and confufion, love, anger, and difappoint-
tuent, will work my brain to madnefs.
. - [Takes off ber habit, Exit,
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the rags, they have ferved a
turn for us both, and they fhall e’en go off together. -
[Takes off his habit..
¢ Thus the fick wretch, when tortur’d by his pain,
‘¢ Apd finding all effays for life are vain ; o
¢ When the phyfician can no more defign,
¢ Then call the other doétor, the divine.
¢ What vows to Heaven, would Heaven reftore his
health ! :
¢ Vowsall to Heaven, his thoughts, hisations, wealth !’
¢ But if reftor’d to vigour as before,
¢ His health refufes what his ficknefs fwore,
¢ The body is no fooner rais’d and well,
¢ But the weak foul relapfes into ill
¢ Toall its former fwing of life is led,
¢ .And leaves its vows and promifes in bed.’ :
(Exit, throwing away the babit,
SCENE changes to Old Mirabel’s Houfe. Duretete with a
. Letter. ‘

Dar.[Reads.] ¢ My rudenefs was only a proﬁf of your‘
humour, which I bave found fo-agreeable, that I own
’ = ; myfelf

'y
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myfelf penitent, and willing to make any reparation upon
your, firft appearance to . Bisarme”

Mirabel fwears the loves me, and this confirms it ; then
farewel gallantry, and welcome vevenge; ’tis my turn
l,l:ow to be. upon the fublime, I'H t e har off, I warrant

er.
Evriter Bifarre.
Well, mifirefs, do you love me ?

Bif. 1 hope, Sir, you will pardon the modefty of —

Dur. Of what? Of a dancing devil !——Do you love
we, lfay? L :

Bif. Perhaps [——

Dur. What ?

Bif. Perhaps I do not.

Dur. Ha ! abufed again ! Death, womnan, I'll—~—

B:f. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! . .

Dar. Confirm it then by your obedience, ftand there;
and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood and fopl were
like to fly out.at your eyes—TFirft, the diref® furprife
[Sbe looks full upon bim.] Right; next the dexx yeux par
obiigne. &Sbe gives bim the fide glance.] Right ; now de-
part, and languith, [Sbe twrns from him and looks over ber
Joonlder.] Very well; now-figh. [Sbe fiphs.] Now drop
your fan on purpofe, [She drops ber fan.] Now take it
up agsin, Come now, confefs your faulis; are not you a
provd——fay afier me, - -

Bi/f. Proud.

- Dar. Impertinent,

Bif. Impertinent,

Dsr. Ridiculous,

Bif. Ridiculous,

Dur. Flire,

Bif. Puppy. ~

Daxr. Zoons ! "Woman, don’t provoke me, we are alone,,
and you don’t know but the devil may tempt me to do
you a mifchief; atk my pardon immediately.

Bif. I do, Siry I only miftook the word. .

Dur. Cry then. Have you got e’er a handkerchief ?

- Bif. Yes, Sir. .

Bif. Cry then, handfomely ; cry like a queen in a tra-

‘gedy. [Sbe pretending to cry, burjz out @ lawgbing, and
. enter two ladies. langhing. . )
E. Bif
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Bif. Ha, ha, ha.

Ladies both, Ha, ha, ha,

Dur. Hell broke loofe upon me, and all the furies flute
" sered about my ears! Betrayed again ?

Bif. That you are, upon my word, my dear Captam :
ha, ha, ha.

Dxr. The lord deliver me!

¢ 1ff Lady. What® Is this the mighty man with the
¢ buli-face that comes to fnghten ladies ? 1 long to fee
¢ him apgry ; come begin.

Dur. Ah, Madam, I m the beft natured fellow in the
world.

¢ 2d Lady, A man! We’ re miftaken, 2 man has man-
¢ pers; thc aukward creature is fome tinker’s trull in a

penwxg

Bif. Come, ladies, let’s examine him.
[ They lay hold o bim.

Dur. Examine! the devil you will !

Bif. I'll lay my’ hfe, fome great dairy maid in man’s
Qlothes.

Dur, They will do’t ,-—look dear Chriftian wdmen, :
pray hear me. .

Bif. Will you ever attempt a lady’s honour again ?

Dur. If you pleafe to let me get away with my ho
“nour, I’ll do any thing in the world.

Bif. Will you perfuade your friend to_marry mine® . -

Dur, Oh, yes, to be fure.

Bif. And will you do the fame by me ?

Dur. Burame, if I do, if the coatl be clear. [Runs oxt,

Bif. Ha, ha, ha, the vilit, ladies, .was critical for our
diverfions, we’ll go make an end of our tea. [ Exesnt.

Enter Mirabel avd Oki Mirabel.

Mir. Your patience, Sir, I tell you I won’t marry ;
and though you fend all the bifhops in France to perfuade
me, I fhall never bekieve their doctrine againft their praca
tice.

¢ Old Mir. But will you difobey your father. Sir ? -

¢ Mir. \Would my father have his youthful fon lie laz-
¢ ing here, bound to a wife, chained like a monkey to
¢ make fport to a woman, fubje¢t to her whims, humours,
¢ longings, vapours, and caprices, to have her one day
¢ pleafed, ta-morrow peevxlh ; the next day mad, the

. ¢ fourth,
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% fourth rebellious ; and nothing but this fucceffion of
‘¢ impertinence for ages together, Be mercifyl, Sir, to
¢ your own flefh and blood. g
- ¢ Old Mir. Bat, Sir, did not I bear all this, why fhould
¢ not you?

¢ Mir. Then you think that marriage, like treafon,
¢ fhould attaint the whole body ; pray confider, Sir, is it
¢ reafonable becaufe you throw yourfelf down from one

A ftory, that I muit caft myfelf headlong from the garret
¢ window ?* You would compel me to that ftate, which
1 have heard you curfe yourfelf, when my. mother and
you have battled it for 3 whole week together.

Old Mir. Never but once, you rogue, and that was
when fhe longed for fix Flanders mares: ay, Sir, then
fhe was breeding of you, which fhewed what an expen~
five dog I fhould have of you. .

Enter Petit. ' ,
Well, Petit, how does flie now ¢ i

Pet. Mad, Sir, con pompos—Ay, Mr. Mirabel, you’ll
believe that I {peak truth now, when I confefs that [ have
told you hitherto nothing but lies; our jefting is come to
afad earneft, the’s downright diitraed.

. Enter Bifarre, .

Bif. Where is this mighty vi€tor !——The great ex-
ploit is done; ¢ go tripmph in the glory of your con-
¢ queft, inhuman, barbarous man!” Qh, Sir, [7Ta the old
gentieman.] your wretched ward has found a tertder guar-
dian of you, where her young innocence expected pro-
tetion, here has fhe found her ruin.

Old Mir. Ay, the fault is mine, for I belteve that
rogue won’t marry, for fearing of begetting fuch another
difobedient fon.as his father did. I have done all I can,
Madam, and now can do no more than run mad for com-

pany. . [Criese

Enter Dugard, with bis [3vord dravon.

Dug. Away ! Revenge, revenge. »
Oid Mir. Patience, patience, %ir. [Oid MErabel holds
bim.] Bob, draw. . [ Afpde.
Dug. Patience:!! The eoward’s virtwe, dnd the brave

man’s failing, when thus proveked—Viltain !
- Mir. Your fifter's fregzy fhall excufe your madnef;
and to fhew my concern for what fhe fuffers; I’ll bear the
. E 3 . villain

‘
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villain from her brother.—Put up your anger with your .
fword ; I have a heartlike yours, that fwells at an affront
received, but melts at an injury given ; and if the lovely-
Oriana’s grief be fuch a moving fcene, *twill find a parc -
within this breafl, perhaps as tender as a brother’s.

Dzg. To prove that foft compaflion for her grief, en-
deuvour to remove it.—There, there, behold an ohje&
that’s infeStive ; I cannot view her, but I am as mad as
the : [ Enter Oriana, beld by o maids, awho put ber in @
ckair.] A fifter that my dying parents:left, with their
laft words and blefling to my care. Sifter, deareit fifter,

Goes to ber,

Old 3lr. Ay, poor child, poorchild, d’ye know me ?

Ori. You! you are Amadis dec Gaxl, Sir;—Oh! Oh,-
my heart! Were you never in love, fair lady ? And do-
you never dream of flowers and gardens ?-—I dream of .
walking fires, and tall gigantic fights. Take heed, it
comes now—What’s that ? Pray ftand away : I have feen
that face fure. How light my head is!

Mir. What piercing charms has beauty, even in mad-" .
" nefs! ¢ thefe fudden ftarts of undigefted words fhoot
¢ through my foul, with more perfuafive force than all
¢ the ftudied art of laboured eloquence.’~Come, Ma-
dam, try to repofe a little. : t :

Ori. 1 cannot ; for I muft be.up to goto church, and
I muft drefs me, put on my néw gown, and be fo fine,
to meet my love. Hey ho! Will not you tell me
where my beart lies buried ¢ » . .

Mir. My very foul is touch’d-~Your hand, my fair.

. Ori. How fott and gentle you feel ? I’ll tell you yous
fortune, friend. . . .

"Mir. How fhe ftares upon me ! :

Ori. Yoy have a flattering face; but ’tis a fine one—
1 warrant you have five hundred miftrefles—Ay, to be;
fure, a miftrefs for every guinea in his pocketme— Wiil
you pray for me ? I fhall die to-morrow——And will
you ring my paffing-bell ? '

Mir. ¢ Oh, woman, woman, of artifice created ! whofe"
¢ nature, even diftrated, hasa cunning : in vain let man
¢ his fenfe, his learning boaft, when woman’s madnefs -
¢ over-rules his reafon.’ Do you kmow me, ipjured
creature ? . :

Oris
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- Ori, No; but you fhall be my intimate acquaintance
in the grave. T [Weeps.

My, Oh, tears, I muft believe you! Sure there is a
kind of fympathy in madnefs ; for even I, obdurate asI- -
am, do feel my foul fo toffed with ftorms of paffion, that
1 could cry for help as well as fhe. [#ipes bis eyeso

Ori. What, have you loft your lover? No, you mock
me. I'll go home and pray.

Mir. Stay, my fair innocence, and hear me¢ own my
love fo loud, that I may call your fenfes to their place,
reftore them totheir charming happy fun&ions, and rein. -
ftate myfelf into your favour. . ‘

Bif. Let heralone, Sir; “tisall too late; fhe trembles ;
hold her, her fits grow ftionger by her talking. Don’t
trouble her; fhe don’t know you, Sir. :

Old Mir. Notknow him! What then ? fhe loves to
fee him, for all that.

Enter Duretete. .

Dur. Where are you all? What the devil ! melancho-
1y, and T here! Are ye fad, and fuch a ridiculous fubjeét,

uch a Very good jeft among you as I am ? :

Mir, Away with this impertinence! this is no place

- for bagatelle : 1 have murdered my honour, deftroyed a
lady, and my defire of reparation is come at length too
late. See there. i

Dxr. Whatails her ?

Mir, Alas, fhe’s mad!

Dur. Mad! doft wonder at that ? By this light, they’re
all fo; they’re cozening mad, they’re brawling mad,
they’re proud mad ; I juft now came from a whole world
of mad women, that had almoft—What, is fhe dead ?

Mir. Dead! Heavens forbid! . .

Dur, Heavens further it! for till they beas cold as a
key, there’s no trufting them ; you’re never fure that a
woman’s in earneft, till fhe is nailed in her coffin. Shall
I talk toher? Are you mad, miftrefs? :

Bif. What’s that to you, Sir?

Dur., Oons, Madam, are you there ? [Runs of.

Mir. Away, thou wild buffoon ! how poor and mean
this humour now appears | His follies and my own ] here -
difclaim ; this lady’s frenzy has reftor’d my fenfes; and
was fhe perfeQ now, as once fhe was, (before you all I

4 fpeak
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fpeak it) flio fhould be mine ; and as fhe is, my tears andt
prayers fhall wed her. '
.lzag. How happy had this declaration been fome hours

o! -
Bif. Sir, fhe beckons to you, and waves us to go off.

Come, come, let’s leave them. [Ex. a/l bur Mir, and Ori..

Ori. Oh, Sir! :

Mir, Speak, my charming angel, if your dear fenfes
have regained their order ; {peak, fair, and blefs me with
the news.

‘Ori. Firft, let me blefs the cunning of my fex, thae
happy counterfeited frenzy, that has reftored to my poon
" labouring breaft the dearett, beft beloved of men.

. Mir. ‘Tune, all ye fpheres, your infiruments of joy,
and carry round your {pacious orbs the happy found of
Oriana’s health ! her foul, whofe harmony was next to

yours, is now in tune again ; the counterfgiting fair has

played the fool.

I was fo mad to pawn my liberty :
_ But now we both are well, and both are free.

Ori. How, Sir, free! :

‘Mir. Asair, my dear bedlamite, What, marry alupa-
tic! Look ye, my dear, you have counterfeited madnefs-
fo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play the fool
‘all.your life long. Here, gentlemen—-— :

Or:. Monfter! you won’t difgrace me ?

Mir. O’ my faith, but I will—here, come in, gentle-
men—A miracle, a miracle! the woman’s difpofieifed ¥
. the devil’s vanifhed! '

Enter Old Mirabel asd Dugard,

Old Mir. Blefs us ! was fhe poffefled ¢ :

Mir. With the worft of dzmons, Sir, a marrisge-devil,
a horrid devil. ° Mr. Dugard, don’t be furprifed; I pro-
mifed my endeavours to cure your fifter; no mad-dotor
in Chriftendom could have done it more effeGually. ‘Take

She was fo mad to counterfeit for me ; }

her into your charge ; and have a care fhe don’t relapfe ; |

if the fhould, employ me not again ; for I am no more
infallible than others of the faculty ; I de cure fometimes.
Ori. Yous remedy, moft barbarous man, will prove the-

) ] . greassly

2
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greateft poifon to my health ; for tho’ my former frenzy
was but counterfeit, I fhall now run into a real madnefs.
[Exit; Old Mir. after.

¢ Dug. This was a turn beyond my knowledge. I'm
¢ fo confus’d, T know not how to refentit. [Exit?

Mir. What dangerous precipice have I efcaped! Was
not I juft now upon the brink of deftruction ?

¢ Enter Duretete. .
¢ Oh, my friend, let me run into thy bofom ! no lark,
¢ efcaped from the devouridg pounces of a hawk, quukes’
¢ with more difmal apprehenfion. '
® Dzr. The matter, man ?

¢ Mir. Marriage, hangiog; I was juft at the gallows-
¢ foot, the running noofe about my neck, and the cart
¢ wheeling from me. Oh, I fhan’t be myfelf this month
¢ again ! :

8 Dur, Didnot Itellyou fo? They are all alike, faints
¢ ordevils: their counterfeiting can’t be reputed a deceit ;
¢ for ’tis the nature of thefex, not their contrivance,

Y Mir. Ay, ay; there’s no living here with fecurity 3
¢ this houfe is fo full of ftratagem and defign, that I muit
4 abroad again.

¢ Dur, With all my heart; I’ll bear thee compauy,
¢ my lad. I’ll meet you at the play, and we'll fet our
¢ for Italy to-morrow morning. ' ’

* Mir. A match; I’ll go pay my compliment of leave
¢ to my father prefently. ’

¢ Dur. I’m afraid he'll fop you. ’

¢ M:ir, What, pretend a command over me, after his
¢ fetlement of a thoufand pounds a year upon me! No,
¢ no, he has paffed away his authority with the convey-
¢ ance; the will of a living father 1s chiefly obeyed for
¢ the fuke of the dying one.

* What makes the world attend and croud the great ?

¢ Hopes, intereft and dependance make their ftate.

¢ Behold the antichamber fill’d with beaus ;

* A horfe’s levee crown’d with courtly crows.

¢ Tho' grumbling fubjeéts make the crown their {port,

¢ Hopes of a place will bring the fparks to court.

¢ Dependance ev’n a father’s fivay {ecures ;

¢ For.tho’ the fon rebels, the heir is yours, [Eveunt.®

Exp of the Fovrtu AcT,
ACT
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ACT V.
SCENE, the Street before the Play-boufe.

Euater Mirabel and Duretete, as coming from the Play.

. DurETETE.
OW d’ye like this play ?

Mir. 1liked the company; the lady, the rich
beauty, in the front box had my attentioh. Thefe impu-
dent poets bring the ladies together to {uppert them, and
to kill every body elfe. :

For deaths upon the flage the ladies cry ;
But ne’er mind vs that in the audience die.
‘The poet’s hero fhould not move their pain;
- But they fhould weep for thofe their eyes have flain.

Dar. Hoity toity ! did Phillis infpire you with all¢his?
Mir. Ten times more; the play-houfe is-the clement
of poetry, becaufe the region of beauty ; theladies, me<
thinks, have a more infpiring triumphant air in the boxes
than any where elfe; they fit commanding on their
thrones, with all their fubje& flaves about them; their
" beft cloaths, beft looks, fhining jewels, fparkling eyes,
the treafure of the world in a ring. ¢ Then there’s fuch
¢ a hurry of pleafure to tunf;;eort h:o; the buﬁle,‘ nmfe;u,-
¢ gallantry,; equipage, garters, feathers,wigs, bows, fmiles,
¢ g;lles, l?vee,qmggg,e ﬁ%‘l‘d‘ﬁpl laufe.” 1 cow?l‘dtwiﬂl that my
whole life long were the firft night of a new play.
Daug. The teHow has quite forgot this journey. Have °
you befpoke poft horfes ? :
Mir. Grant me but three days, dear Captain, one to
difcover the lady, one to unfold myfelf, and one to make
me happy, and then I'm yours to the world’s end.
Dur. Haft thou the impudence to promife thyfelf a
lady of her figure and quality in fo fhort a time ?
Mir, YesSir; I have a confident addrefs, no difagree-
able perfan, and five hundred louis d’ors in my pocket.
- Dar. Five hundred lovis d’ors ! You an’t mad? -
Mir. 1 tell you, fhe’s worth five thoufand ; one of her
black brilliant eyes is worth a diamond as big as her head.
¥ compared her necklace with her looks, and the living
Jewels out-fparkled the dead ones by a millien. D
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Dar. But you have owned to me, that, abating Oriana’s
pretenfion’s to marriage, you loved her paffionately ; then
how can you wander at this rate ? :

Mir. 1 longed for partridge t'other day off the King’s
plate ; bur, d'ye think, becaufe I could not'have it, I
muft eat nothing ? - _ o

Dur, Peythes, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remember
what narrow cfcapes you have had-abroad, by following
firangers ; you forget your leap out.of the courtefan’s
window at Bologna, to fave your fine ring-there. ,

Mir. My ring’s a trifle ; there’s nothing we poflefs
comparable to what we defire. Be fhy of a lady, bare-.
faced, in the front-box, with a thonfand pounds in jewels
about her neck !—For fhame ! no moré —-

Enter Oriana in boy’s cloaths, aith a letter,

Ori. Is your name Mirabel, Sir ?

Mir. Yes, Sir. -

Ori. A letter from your uncle in Picardy, :

’ [Giwes the letters

Mir. [Reads.] * The bearer is the fon of a proteftant
gentleman who, flying for his religion, left-me the charge,
of this youth.”—A pretty boy.—¢ He’s fond of fome
handfome fervice that may afford him an opportunity of
improvement. Your care of him will oblige

- Your'’s.”
Haft a mind te travel, child ? ’

Ori. *Tis my defire, Sir; I thould be pleafed to ferve
atraveller in any capacity. :

Mir. A hopeful inclination. “You fhall along with me
into Italy as my page.

Dur. 1 don’t thiok it fafe; the rogue’s too handfome.’
[Noife without.] The play is done, and fome of the ladies:
come this way., o -

Enter Lamorce, with ber train borne wplya page.

Mir. Duretere, the very dear, identical the !

Dur. And what then ?

Mir. Why, ’tis fhe. _

Du.. And what then, Sir?

Mir. Then! Why—Look ye, firrah, the ficft piece of*
fervice I put you upon, is t0-follow that lady’s coach, and

bring me word where fhe lives, " [T Oriaon:.
. Ze
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Ori. 1don’t know the town, Sir, and am afraid of lofing

myfelt,

Air. Plhaw!

Lam, Page, what's become of all my people ?

Page. 1can’t tell, Madam; I can fee no fign of your
ladyfhip’s coach,

Lam, That fellow is got into his old pranks, and fallen
drunk fomewhere—None of my footmen there ?

. Page. Not one, Madam.

Lam. Thefefervants are the plague of our lives. What
fhall I do?

Mir, By all my hopes, Fortune pimps for me ! Now,
Duretete, for a piece of gallantry. .

Dxr. Why, you won't, fure ?

Mir, Won't, brute !—Let not your fervants’ neglec,
Madam, put your lady(hir to any inconvenience ; “for

ou can’t be difappointed of an equipage whilft mine waits
Kelow; and would you honour the matter fo far, he would
be proud to pay his attendance.

Dur. Ay, to be fure. [ Afide.

Lam. Sir, I won't prefume to be troublefome ; for my
habitation is a great way off.

Lur, Very true, Madam ; and he is a little engaged :
befides, Madam, a hackney-coach will do as well, Madam.

Mir. Rude beaft, be quiet. [To Duretete.]—The far-
ther from home, Madam, the more occafion you have for
2 guard——Pray, Madam—

Lam, Lard, Sir! -
. [He feems to prefs, fhe to decline it, in dumb fhozr.

Dar. Ah, the devil’s in his impudence! Now be
wheedles, fhe fmiles ; he flatters, fhe fimpers; he fwears,
fhe believes ; he’s a rogue, and fhe’saw in a moment.

Mir. Without there! my coach !—Duretete, with me

joy. [ Hands the lady out.

Dur. With you a furgeon—Here, you little Picard ;
go follow your mafter, and he’ll lead you ——

Ori. Whither, Sir ? . .

Dar. ‘To the academy, child; ’tis the fathion with
men of quality to teach their pages their exercifes—Go.
. Ori. Won’t you go with him too, Sir? That woihan
may do him fome harm ; I don’t like her.

Dur. Why, hoy now, Mr. Page? Do you ftart up to

. give
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give laws of a fudden ? Do you preicnd to rife at court,
and difapprove the pleafure of your betters ? Look ye,
firrah, if ever you would rife by a great man, be fure to
be with him in his little a&ions; and, as a ftep to your
advancement, follow your mafter immediately, and make
it your hope that he goes to a bawdy-houfe.
Ori. Heavens forbid ! ' . [Exie.
Dar, Now would I fooner take a cart in company o
the hangman, than a coach with that woman, hat a
firange antipathy have I taken againft thefe creatures ! a
woman to nre is avetfion upon averfion ; a cheefe, a cat, a
breaft of murton, the fqualling of children, the grinding
of kaives, and the fnué of a candle. {Exi.

SCE NE, a handfome Apartment.

Enter Mirabel and Lamorce.

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your fetvice was
fomething more than good breeding, pleafe to lay out aa

our of your company upon my defire, as you have al-
ready upon my neceflity. '

Mir. Your defire, Madam, has only prevented my re-
queft. My hours! make them yours, Madam ; eleven,
twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to thofe hap-
Py minutes, - )

. Lam. But I muft trouble you, Sir, to difmifs your re-
tinue ; becaufe an equipage at my door, at this time of
night, will not be confiftent with my reputation.

Mir, By all means, Madam, all but one litile boy—=a
Here, page, order my coach and fervants home, and do
You ftay ; *tss a foolifh country boy, that knows nothing
but innocence, v

Lam. Innocence, Sir! I fhould be fotry if you made
any finifter conftructions of my freedom,

Mir. Oh, Madam, I muft not pretend to remark upon
any body’s freedom, having fo entirely forfeited iny owns

Lam. Well, Sir, ’twere convenient towards our eafy
correfpondence, that we entered into a free confidence of
each other, by a mutual declaration of what we are, and
what we think of one another. Now, Sir, what are you ?

AMir. In three words, Madam,—=I am a gentleman, .
I have five hundred pounds in my pocket, and a clean

Girt on, F X Law.
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Lam. And your name is , B

Mir. Muftapha——Now, Madam, the inventory of
-your fortunes. : ot

Lam, My name is Lamorce ; my birth noble ; I was
married young, to a proud, rude, fullen, impetuous fel-
low; the hufband fpoiled the gentleman ; crying ruined
my face, till at laft I took heart, leaped out of a window,
-got away to my friends, fued my tyrant, and recovered
-my fortune, 1 lived: from fifteen to twenty to pleafe a
hufband ; from twenty to forty I’m refolved to pleafe my-
felf, and from thence upwards I'll humour the world,
. Mir. The charming wild notes of a bird broke out of
its cage. s

Lam. I marked you at the play, and fomething I faw
of a well-furnithed, carelefs, agreeable our about you.
Methought your eyes made their mannerly demands with
fuch an arch modefty, that I don’t know how—but I'm
elop’d. Ha, ha, ha! I'm elopd.

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! I rejoice in your good fortune with
all my heart. » '

Lam. Oh, now I think on’t, Mr. Muftapha, you "have
got the fineft ring there ; Icould fcarcely believe it right;
pray, let me fee it. ' ,

Mir. Hum !—Yes, Madam, ’tis, ’tis right—but, but,
but, but, but it was given me by my mother ; an old fa-
mily ring, Madam, an old-fafthioned family ring.

Lam. Ay, Sir—If you can entertain yourfelf ¢ with a
% fong’ for a moment, I'll wait on you immediately.
¢ Come in there.’ :

¢ Enter Singers.

4 Call what you pleafe, Sir.’ . * [Exit.

[

Mir., ¢ The new fong ¢ Pr’ythee, Phillis.” [Song.’
Certainly the ftars have been in a ftrange intriguing ha-
mour when I was born. Ay, this night fhould I have
had a bride in my arms, and that I fhould like well enough :
but what fhould I have to-morrow night? The fame,
And what next night? The fame. And what next night ?
The very fame—Soup for breakfaft, foup for dinner,
foup for fupper, and foup for breakfaft again—But here’s
variety.

¢ 1 love the fair who freely gives her heart,
¢ That’s mine by ties of nature, not of art;
o
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¢ Who boldly owns whate’er her thoughts indite,
¢ And is too modeft for a hypocrite.’

[Lamorce appears at the daor ; as be runs torvards bery four

Brawoes ffep in before ber.  He flarts back.

She comes, fhe comes ! —Hum, hum—Bitch—Murdered,
murdered to be fure ! The curfed ftrumpet, to make me
fend away my fervants !—Nobody near me—Thefe cut-
throats always make fure work. What fhall I do? I
have but one way. Are thefe gentlemen your relations,
Madam?

Lam. Yes, Sir.

Mir. Gentlemen, your moft humble fervant. Sir,
your moft faithful ; yours, Sir, withall my heart ; your
moft obedient. Come, gentlemen, [Salutes. all round.}
pleafe to fit= no ceremony —next the lady, pray, Sir.

Lam, Well, Sir, and how d’ye like my friends ?

[T/Jt:y 411./-':‘.

Mir. Oh, Madam, the moft finithed gentlemen ! Iwas
never more happy in good company in my life. I fup-
pofe, Sir, you havetravelled ? i

1 Bra, Yes, Sir,

Mir. Which way, Sir, may I prefume ?

1 Bra. In a weftern barge, Sir,

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty ! facetious pretty gene
tleman. .

Lam, Ha, ha, ha! Sir, you have got the prettieft ring
upon your finger there ——

Mir. Ah, Madam,- "tis at your fervice with all my
‘heart ! [Offcring the ring.

Lam. By no means, Sir; afamily ring ! [Takes 2,

Mir. No matter, Madain, Seven hundred pounds, by
this light! . ‘ [ Afide.

2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what’s o’clock ?

Mir. Hum !—Sir, I have left my watch at home.

* 2 Bra. I thought I faw the ftring of it jutt now.
Mir, Ods my life, Sir, I beg your pardon, here it is ;

but it don’t go. [Putting it up.
- Lam. Oh, dear Sir, an Englith watch ! Tompion’s, ¥
prefume.

. Mir. D’ye like it, Madam ?—No ceremony—"is at
our fervice with all my heart and foul ——Tompion’s ¢
apg-ye!. : [Afdes
LI F 2 1 Dra.
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1 Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the fafliion
and make of your fword-hilt. '
Mir. 1 am mighty glad you like it, Sir.
1 Bra. Will you part withit, Sir?
* Mir. Sir, I won’t fell it. i )
1 Bra. Not fellit, Sir!
Mir. No, gentlemen ; but I'll beftow it with all my
heart, [Offering it
1 Bra. Oh, Sir, we fhall rob you! N
Mir. That you do, I'll be fworn. [Affide.] 1 haveano-
therat home ; ‘pray, Sir—Gentlemen, yow’re too modeft;
have I any thing elfe that you can fancy ? Sir, will you
do me a favour ? [7o the 1/f Bravo.] 1 am extremely in
love with that wig which you wear ; will you do me the
favour to change with me ? A .
1 Bra. Look ye, Sir, this is a family wig, and I would
not part with it ;” but if you like it -
Mir. Sir, your moft humble fervant. [7hey change <vigse
¥ Bra. Madam, your moft humble {lave.

[ Goes up foppifbly to the lady, [alutes bers
‘2 Bra. The fellow’s vfty lfgcral; fhall we murder him?

(0
1 Bra. What, let him efcape to hang usall, and I'to
lofe my wig! No, no; I want but a bandfome pretence
to quarrel with him; for you know we muft ack like gen-
tlemen. ‘i/lﬁdc.] Here, fome wine. [#ine here.) Sir, your
good health,  (Pulls Mirabel by the nofe.
Mir. Oh, Sir, your moft humble fervant! A pleafant
frolic enough, to drink a man’s health, and pull him by
the nofe. Ha, ha, ha! the pleafanteft pretty-humoured
gentleman ! .
Lam. Help the gentleman to a glafs. [Mir. drinks.
1 Bra. How d’ye like the wine, Sir?
Mir. Verygood o’ the kind, Sir. But I tell ye what
1 find we're all inclined to be frolicfome, and, ’egad, for
my own part, I was never more difpofed to be merry.
Let’s make a night on’t, ha !—This wine is pretty ; but
I have fuch Burgundy at home—Look ve, gentlemen,
let me fend for half a dozen flatks of my ﬁurgundy, 1de-
fy France to match it—"Twill make us all life, all air;
Ppray, gentlemen )
2 Bra. Eh—~—Shall us have the Burgundy ?

1 Bra.
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1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can. Here, call
up the gentleman’s fervant—W hat think you, Lamorce ?

Lam, Yes, yes. Your fervant isa foolith country boy,,
Sir, he underftands nothing butinnocence.

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam. Here, page!

Enter Oriapa,

Take this key, and go to my butler, order him to fend
half a dozen flafks of the red Bur und{ marked a thou-
fand: and be fure you make haite; I long to entertuin
my friends here, my very good friends.

Omnes. Ah, dearSir!

. 1 Bra. Here, child, takea ghfs of wine—Your mafter
and I have changed wigs, honey, in a frolic. Where had
you this pretty boy, honeft Muftapha ?

Ori. Muftapha !

Mir, Out of Picardy. This is the firft errand he has
made for me, and if he does it right, Ill encourage hlm.

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir?

" Mir. The red, marked a thoufand; and be fure you
make hafte..

Ori, 1 fhall, Sir. [Exits
"1 Bra. Slr, you were pleafed to like my wig; have you
any fancy for my coat? Look ye, Sir, it has ferved a
great many honeft gentlemen very fauhfully

Mir. Not fo faithfully ; for I’'mafraid it has got a fcur-
vy trick of leaving all its mafters in necefficy. The info-
lence of thefe dogs is beyond their cruelty. [Afide.

Lam. You’re melancholy, Sir,

Mir. Only concerned, Madam, that I fhould have no
fervant here but this httle boy ; he’ll make fome con-
founded blunder, I’ll lay my life on’t: I would not be
difappointed of my wine for the univerfe.

Lam. He’ll do well enough, Sir, But fupper’s ready 5
will you pleafe to eata bit, Sir *

Mir, Oh, Madam, 1 pever had a better ftomach i in:
my- life *

Lam.Come, then ; we have nothing but a plate-of foups.

Mir, [ Afide.] Ah the marriage-foup I could difpenie
with now ! [Exit, banding the lady..

2 Bra. That wig won’t fall. to your flhare,

1 Bra. No, no, we’ll fettle that: after fupper ; in the::

mean time the gentleman fhall wear it..
’ . F 3 ' : 5 z BM.-
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2 Bra. Shall we difpatch him? °

3 Bra. To be fure. I think he knows me,

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead men tell no tales; I wonder at
the impudence of the Englith rogues, that will hazard the
meeting a man at the bar, whom they have encountered
upon the road. I ha'n’t the confidence to look a man in,
the face after I have done him aninjury ; therefore we’ll
murder him, [Excants

. SCENE changes to Old Mirabel’s Hox/fe.

: Enter Duretete.

* Dgr. My friend has forfaken me, I have abandoned my
miftrefs, my time lies heavy upon my hands, and my mo-
ney .burns in my pocket. But, now 1 think on’t, my
Myrmidons are upon duty to-night ; I’ll fairly ftroll down
to the guard, and nod away the night with my honeft
Lieutenant, over a flalk of wine, a rakehelly flory, and
a pipe of tobacco. [Going off, Bifarre meets hime

Bif. Who comes there ? Stand !

Dur, Hey-day! now fhe’s turn’d dragoon.

Bif. Lock ye, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again.
I defign to wait on you as far as faly.

Dur. Then D'lltravel into Wales.

- Bif. Wales! What country’s that ?

- Dur. The land of mountains, child, where you’re ne-
ver out of the way, becaufe there’s no fuch thing as &
high-road. -

- "Bif: Rather always in a high-road, becaufe you travel

~ altupon hills. But be it asit will, I’ll jog along with you.
Dur. But we intend to fail to the Eaft-Indies.
Bif. Eaft or Weft, ’tis all one to me; I’m tight and
Fight, and the fitter for failing. )
Duxr. But fuppofe we take thro” Germany, and drink
- hard. :
Bif. Suppofe I take thro’ Germany, aud drink harder
than you. ,
Dur. Suppofe I.go to a bawdy-houfe.
. Bif. Suppofe I thew you the way. .
Dur. *Sdeath, woman, will you go to the guard with
me, and fmoak a pipe?
Bifc Allons donc ! »
*Dur. The devil’s in thewoman ! Suppofe I hang my%?/ﬂ
. 2 Yo
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Bif. There I’ll leave you,

Dur. And a happy riddance ; the gallowsis welcome.

Bif. Hold, hold, Sir; [Catches him by the arm, going.}
ene word before we part.

Dur. Let me go, Madam, or I {hall think that you are
a man, and perhaps examine you.

Bif. Sirif youdare ; I have flill fpirits to attend me 3.
and can raife fuch a mufter of fairies as thall punith you. to-
death. Come, Sir, ftand there now and ogle me, [He
Jrowns upon ber.] Now a languifhing ﬁgh.a{He groans.}
Now run and take my fan—falter. [He ranS and takes it
up.] Now play withtit handfomely )

- Dur. Ay, ay. [He tears it all in piecese

*Bif. Hold, hold; dear humourous coxcomb ! Captain,
fpare my fan, and P’ll—— Why, you rude, inhuman mon-
fer, don’t you expett to pay for this?

Dur. Yes, Madam, there’s twelve-pence; for that is
the price on’t. :

Bif. Sir, it coft a guinea.

Dur. Well, Madam, you fhall have the fticks again.

' [Throws them te ber, and exit..

- Bif. Ha, ha, ha! ridiculous below my concern. E
muit follow him, however, to know if he can give meany
news of Oriana. [Exize

SCENE changes to Lamorce’s Lodgings.

) Enter Mirabel.

Mir. Bloody hell-hounds ! Iover-heard you. - Was not
1, two hours ago, the happy, gay, rejoicing Mirabel 2
How did I plume my hopes in'a fair coming profpetof a
long fcene of years ¢ Life courted me with all the charms
of vigour, youth, and fortune ;* and to be torn away. from:
all my promifed joys, is-more than death--the manner too,
by villains. Oh, my Oriana, this very moment might
have blefs’d me in thy arms ! and my poor boy, the inno-
¢ent boy !—Confufion !—But, hufly, they come; I muft
diffemble ftill——No news of my wine, gentlemen?

. Enter the four Bravoes.

1 Bra. No, Sir; I believe your country booby has
loft himfelf, and we can wait no longer for it—T'rue, Sir,.
you’re a pleafant gentleman ; but I fuppofe you under-
#and our bufinefs, . . M

. ire
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Mr. Sir, I may go near to guefs at your employments 3
you, Sir, are a lawyer, I prefume ; you a phyfician, you
a fcrivener, and you a ftock-jobber——All cut-throats,
Yegad., [Afedes

4 Bra. Sir, Tam a broken officer ; I was cafhiered at the
head of the army for a coward ; fo I took up the trade of
murder to retrieve the reputation of my courage. ‘
« 3 Bra. I am a foldier too, and would ferve my king ;:
but I don’t like the quarrel, and I have more honour than-
to fight in a bad caufe. .

2 Bra. 1 was bred a gentleman, and have no eftate ;
but I muft have my whore and my bottle, through the.
prejudice of education, .

1 Bra. 1 am a ruffian too, by the prejudice of educa-
tion; I was bred a butcher. Infhort, Sir, if your wine had:
come, we might have trifled a lictle longer. Come, Sir,
which fword will you faltby ? Mine, Sir? { Draws.

2 Bra. Or mine? [ Drawse:
3 Bra. Or mine? : [ Draws.
4 Bra. Or mine ? [Draws.

. Mir. 1 fcornto beg my life ; but to be butcher’d thus !
[Knocking.] Oh, there’s the wine !——"This ' moment for
my life or death, .

- Enter Oriana, "
Lott, for ever loft l—=Where’s-the wine, child ? [Faintlye

Ori. Coming up, Sir. (Stamps.
Enter Duretete with his fword drawn, and fix of the

grand Mufqueteers with their picces prefented ; the Ruf-

Jians drop their fwords. Qriana goes off. . ,

Mir. The wine, the wine, the wine! Youth, pleafure,.
fortune, days and years are now my own again !—Ah,,
1y dear friends ! did not I tell you this wine would make
me merry ?—Dear Captain, thefe gentlemen are the beft-.
natured, facetious, witty creatures, that ever you knew..

- Enter Lamorce,

Lam. Is the wine come, Sir?

Mir. Oh, yes, Madam, the wine is come—See there !.
[Pointing to the foldiers.} Your Ladythip has got a very:
#ine ring upon your finger.

. Lam. Sir, ’us at your fervice.

Mir.Oh, ho! isit fo? Thou dear feven hundred pounds,..
thou’rt welcome home again, with all my, heart-—-Ad’sl r?y
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life, Madam, you have got the £aefl built watch there !
Tompion’s, I prefume.
- Lam. Sir, you may wear it,

-Mir. Oh, Madam, by no means, ’tis too much—Rob
you of alt !—[Taking it from ber.] Good dear time, thou’rt
a precious thing, I'm glad I have retrieved thee. [ Putting
it yp.] What, my friends neglected all this while ! Gen-
tlemen, you’ll pardon my complaifance to the lady.—
How now—is it civil to be fo out of humour at my en-
tertainment, and I fo pleafed with yours ? Captain, you
are furprized at all this ! but we’re in our frolics, you
muft know. Some wine here.

Enter Servant with Wine,
Come, Captain, this worthy §entleman’s hedlth. (Tvcake
the firff Brawo by the nafe; be roars.] But now, where
where’s my dear deliverer, my boy, my charming

boy !

)lv/i Bra. 1 hope fome of our crew below-ftairs have
difpatched him. .

Mir, Villain, what fayeft thou ? Difpatched ! I'll have
ye all tortured, racked, torn to picces alive, if you have
touched my boy.—Here, Page | Page! Page! _

[Runs outs
o Dur. Here, gentlemen, be fure you fecure thofe fels
W, ‘ :

12 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know youand your guard will be
very civil to us, ’

Dur. Now for you, Madam ;—— He, he, he.—~1'm fo
pleafed to think that I fhall be revenged of one woman
before I die—Well, Miftrefs Snap-Dragon, which of thefe
honourable gentlemen is fo happy to call you wife ?

1 Braw. Sir, fhe fhould have been mine to-night, bes
caufe Sampre here had her laft night. Sir, fhe’s very true
to usall four, . -

Dxg. Take them to juftice.

- _ (The Guards carry off the Brawvoess
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, and Bifarre.,

Old Mir, Robin, Robin, where’s Bob? Where’s my
boy ?—What, is this the lady ? a pretty whore, faith #—
Heark’e, child, becaufe my fon was fo civil as to oblige

ou with a coach, I’ll treat you with acart, indeed I will.

Dug. Ay, Madam,—and you fhall have a {winging

cul-
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equipﬁge, three or four thoufand footmen at your heele:
ar leaft.

Dur. No lefs becomes her quality.

Bif. Faugh! the monfter !

Dur. Monfter! ay, you’re all alittle monftrous, let
me tell you.

. Enter Mirabel. Ce

Old Mir. Ab, my dear Bob, art thou fafe, man,?
Mir. No, no, Sir, I’m ruin’d, the faver of my lfe is
loft. : ' :

Old Mir. No, he came and brought us the news..

Mir. But where is he ?-—

Enter Oriana. .

Ha! [Runs and embraces her.] My dear preferver, what
fhall I do to recompenfe your truft?—¢ Father, friends,
¢ gentlemen, behold the youth that has relieved me from
¢ the moft ignominious death, from the fcandalous po-
¢ niards of thefe bloody Ruffians, where to have fallen
¢ would have defamed my memory with " vile reproach—
¢ My life, eftate, my all, is due to fiich a favour’——
Command me, child: before you all, before my late fo
kind indulgent ftars, I fwear to grant whate'er you atk. -
- Ori, To the fame ftars, indulgent now to me, I will
appeal as to the juftice of my cluim; I fhall demand but
what was mine before——the juft performance of your
eontra&t to Oriana, [ Difecovering berfelfs

.Om. Oriana! - :

Ori. In this difguife I refolved to follow you abroad,
counterfeited that letter that got me into your fervice ;
and fo, by this ftrange turn ofgfate, I became the inftru-
ment of your prefervation; few common fervants would
have had fuch cunning; my love infpired me with the
meaning of your meflage, becaufe my concern for your
fafety made me fufpe& your company. .

Dur. Mirabel, you’re caught, :
- Mir. Caught! I fcorn the thought of impofition, ¢ the
¢ tricks and artful cunning of the fex I have defpifed, and
¢ broke through all contrivance,” Caught! No, ’tis my
voluntary aét; this was no human ftratagem, but by
my providential ftars defigned, to fhew the dangers wan.
dering youth incurs by the purfuit of an unlawful love,

to plunge me headlong;in the fnares of vice, and then
Ll to
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tto free me by thethands of virfiie. ' Here, on my knees,
1 humbly beg my fair preferver’s pardon ; my thanks are
needlefs, for myfelf I owe: And now for ever do proteft
me yours. ‘

Old Mir. Tall, all,di, dall.. [8ings.] Kifs me, daughter
~—No, you fhall kifs me firft, [ 7o Lamorce.] for you’re
the cdufe on’t.  Well, Bifarre, what fay you to the Cap-
tain ? '

: .Bxf I like the beaft well enough, but don’t underftand
his paces fo well as to venture him in a ftrange road.

Old Mir. But marriage is {o beaten a path that you
can’t go wrong.

Bif. Ay, ’tis fo beaten that the way is fpoiled,

* Dur.. There s but one thing fhould make me thy huf-
band=1I could marry thee to-day for the privilege of
beating thee to-morrow. . .

Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this. Mr,
Dugard, are nat you pleafed with this ? o
Dug. So pleafed, that if Ithoughtit might fecure your

fon’s affetion to my fifter, I would double her fortune.

Mir. Fortune! has fhe not given me mine, my life,
eftate, my all, and whatis more, her virtuous felf ? ——
¢ Virtue, in this fo advantageous life, has her own fpark-
¢ ling charms, more tempting far than glittering gold or
¢ glory,” Behold the foil [ Pointing to Lamorce.] that fets
this brightnefs off! [70 Oriana.] Here view ‘the pride’
[Z0 Oriana.] and fcandal of thefex. [7o0 Lam.] ¢ There
¢ (70 Lam.] the falfe.meteor, whofe deluding light leads
¢ mankind to deftrutions Here [70 Oridna.] the bright
¢ fhining ftar that guides to a fecurity of happinefs. A
¢ garden, and a fingle the, [70 Oriana.] was our firft fa-
¢ ther’s blifs ; the tempter, [ 7o Lam.] and to wander, was
4 his curfe.’

What liberty can be fo tempting there, [0 Lam,

As a foft, virtuous, am’rous bondage here ?  [7a Orie

Enp of the Firti AcT.

EPI-



EPIL OGUE
Written by NatuaMEL Rowe, Efq.

ROM Fletcher’s great original, to-day

We took the bint of this our modern play »
Our author, from bislines, has firove to paint
A witty, wild, inconflant, free gallant :
With a gay foul, with fenfe, and avill to rowe,
With language, and with foftnefs fram’d to move, }
With little trath, but avith a world of lowve.
Such forms on maids in morning flumbersaait,
When fancy firft infirucls their hearts to bear, }
When firf they wifb, and figh for <wbat they know not yet.
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may -
Reach your cold bearts by fome ungwarded way 3
Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wife,
There's danger fill in darknefs and furprife ;
Though from bis rampart be defy’d the foe,
Prince Eugene found an aqueducl belosy,
Witheafy freedom, and a gay addrefs,
A preffng lover feldom avants fuccefs :
Whilft the refpeful, like the Greek, fits down,
And wafles a ten years fiege before one town.,
For ber own fake, let no forfaken maid,
Our aeanderer, for want of love, upbraid;
Since ’tis a fecret, none fbould eer confrfs,
That they bave loft the bappy pow’r to pleafe.
If you fufpect the rogue inclin’d to break,
Break firft, and fwear.you’ve turn’d bim off a week;.
As princes, when they rifly fatcfmen donbt,
Before they can furrender, turn them ont.
Whate'er you think, grave ufes may be made,
And much even for inconflancy be faid. .
Let the good man for marriage-rites defizn’d,
With fludious care, and diligence of mind, }
Turn over every page of avomankind ;
Mark ewery finfe, and how the readings vary,
oAndy awhen be knows the worff on’ty—let him maryy.
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31
"T'o the Right Honourable
CHARLES MONTAGUE,

LORDS OF THE TREASURY.

S 1R, -
Heartily with this play were as perfect as I intended
it, that it might be more worthy your acceptance;

and that my Dedication of it to you might be more be-
coming that honour and efteem which I, with every bos
dy who is fo fortunate as to know you, have for you.
¢ had yourcounténance when yet unknown ; and now it
is made public, it wants your proteQtion. .

1 would nothave any body magine, that I think this
play without its faults, for 1 am confcious of feveral. I
centefs I -def {whatever vanity or ambition occa-
fioned that defign) to have written a true and regularcoe
medy; but I found ‘it an undertaking which put me in
minx of ——Sudet multum, frufiraque laboret aufus idem.
And now to make amends for the vanity of fuch a de-
fign, I do confefs'both the attempt, and the imperfe&
performance. Yet 1 muft take the boldnefs to fay, I
huve not mifcarried in the whole; for the mechanical
paft of it is regular. That I may fay with a little vani-
ty, as a builder may fay, hehas built a houfe according
to the model laid down before him ; or a .gardener that
he has fet his flowers in a knot of fuch or fuch a figure.
Idefigned the moral firft, and to that moral I invented.
the fable, and do not know that [ have borrowed ope
kint of it'any where. I made the plot as ftrong as I
could, becaufeit was fingle; and I made it fingle, be-
caufe I would avoid confufion, and was refolved to pre-
ferve the three unities of the Drama. Sir, this dife
eourfe is very impertinenit to you, whofe judgment much
better can difcérn the faults, than I can excufe them ;
and whoie good-nature, like that -of a lover, will find

: A2 out
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out thofe hidden beauties (if there are any fuch) which
it would be great immodefty for me to difcover. I think
1 do not fpeak improperly when I call you a Lever of
Poetry ; for it is very well known fhe has beén a v
kind miftrefs to you ; fhe his hot denied you' the laft’
vour, and fhe has been fruitful to you in a moft beaur-
fuliffue—If I break off abruptly here, I hope every bo-.
dy will underftand that it is to avoid a commendation,
which, as it is your due, would be moft eafy for me to
Pay, amd too trogblefome for. you to receive. © - 7
I have, fince the afting of this play, hearkened after
the objections which have been made tp it; for I was
coufcious wherea true critic might have put-me upon-
wmy defence, I was prepared for thé attack; ‘and am
pretry confident I could have vindicatéd fome parts, and
excufed others ; and where there were any plain mifcar- .
riages, I would moft ingenuoufly have confefled them¢
But I have not heard any thing faid fufficient to provoke -
an anfwer, That which looks moft-like an obje&ion,
does not relate in particular to this play, but to all or
moft that ever have been written; and that is foliloquy.’
Therefore 1 will anfwer it, not only for my own fake,
but to fave others the trouble, to whom it may herev
after be objeéted. ' : - :
I grant, that for a man to talk to himfelf,. appears ab«
furd and unnatural; and ‘indeed it is fo in moft cafes ;-
but the circumftances which may atiend the -occafion-
make great alteration. It oftentimes happens to a man,
to have defigns which require him to himfelf, and in
their nature cannot admit of a confident. Such,  for
ceriain, is all villainy ; and other lefs mifchievous in<
tentions may be very improper to be communicated-to a
fecond perfon. In fuch a cafe, therefore, the audience
muft obferve whetherthe perfon upon the ftage takes any
notice of them at all, or no. For if he fuppofes any
one 1o be by, when he talks to himfelf,. it is monftrous
- and ridiculous to the laft degree ;5 nay, not only in this
cafe, but in any partof a play, ‘if there is exprefled any -
knowiedge of an audience, it1s infufferable. But other-
wife, when a man in foliloquy reafons with himfelf, and
pro’s and con’s, and weighs all his defigns, we ought not
“to imagine that this man either talks to us, orto himfelf;
ke is only thinking, and thinking fuch matter as were
- in-




- (31

nexcufable folly in him 1o fpeak. Bot becaufe we are

concealed fpettators of the plot in agitation, and the poet

finds it neceffary to let us know the whole my#ery of this

vontrivance, he is willing to inform us of this perfon’s

thoughts; and to that end is forced to make ufe of the
, exmknt of fpeech, no bettér way being yet invented
for the communication of thought,

Another very wrang obje®ion has been made by fome
who have not taken leifure to diflinguith the charaéters,
. The hero of the play_ as they are pleafed to call him,
{meaning Mellefont) “is « gull, and made a fool, and
cheared.  ¥s-every mana gulland a fool that ig deceived ?
Ar that rate 1 am afraid the two clafles of men will be re-
duced to one, and the knaves themfelves be at a lofs to
juﬂiF{ their title; but if en open-hearted honeft man,
who has an entire confidence in one whom he takes to be
his friend, and whom he has obliged to he fo; and who
(to confirm him in his opinion) in all appeatance, and
upon feversl trials, has been fo; if this man be deceived
by thre treachery of the other, muft he of neceflity com-
mence fool immedigrely, enly becaufe the other has pro-
ved a villain # Ay, but there was a caution given to
Mellefont, in the firk a&, by his friend Carelefs. Of
what nature was that caution ? only to give ihe audicnce -
fome light into the charaler of Matkwell betore his ap-
pearince, and not to convince Mellefont of his treachery s
for that was more tham Carelefs was then able to do: he
neverknew Maflwell guilty of any villainy ; he was on-
ly a fort of man which he did not like. As for his ful-
peéting his familarity with my Lady Touchwood, let
them examioe the amfwer thae Mellefone makes him,
amd compare it with tve condad of Mutkwell’s charaQter
shrough the play. S -

I would beg them again to look inte the charafter of
Matkwell before they accufe MeHefont of weaknefs for
being deceived by lum, For upon fumming up the en-
quiry into this objeftion, it may be found they have mif-
taken cunning in one charater tor folly in another.

- But there 15 one rhing, atwhich I am more concerned
them a2l the falfe criticifrs that are made upop me’; and
that is, fome of the ladies are offended. I am heartily
forry forit; for I declare I would rather difoblige all
ghe critics in the world, than one of the fair-fex. They

oo A3 . are



: (6)

are concerned that I have reprefented fome women vici-
ous and affected : How can I help it? Itis the bufinefs of
a comic poet to paint the vices and follies of human-kind;
and there are but two fexes, male and female, men and
awomen, which have a title to humanity : and if I leave
ore halt of them out, the work will be imperfe&t. I
fhould be very glad of an opportunity to make my com-
pliment to thofe ladies who are oftended ; but they can
no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickied by afur-
geon when he isletting them blood. They who are vir-
tuous or difcreet fhould not be offended ;- for fuch charac-
ters as thefe dittinguifh zbem, and make their .beauties
more fhining and obferved : and they who are of the
other kind, may neverthele(s pafs for fuch, -by feeming
not to.be difpleafed, or touched with the fatire of this

omedy. 'L hus have they alfo wrongfully accufed me of
doing them a prejudice, when I have in reality done
them a fervice.

You will pardon me, Sir, for the freedom I take of
making anfwers to other people, in- an epiftle which
ought wholly to be facred to you : but fince I intend the
play to be fotoo, I hope I may take the more lLiberty of
juftifyiog it where it is in the nght.

I muft nqw, Sir, declare to the world how kind you
have been to my endeavours; for in regard of what was
well meant, you have excufed what was ill performed,
1/beg you would continue the fame method in your ac-
ceptance of this dedication. 1 know no other way of ma-
king a return to that humanity you fhewed, in protecting
an infant, but by enroll.ng it in your fervice, now that
it is of age, and come into the world. Therefore, be

pleafed to accept of this as an acknowledgment of the
" favour you have fhewn me, and an earneft of the real fer«
vice and gratitudeof, - - :

S IR, _
Your moft obliged,
Humble Servant,
WILLIAM CONGREVE.
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9o my dear Friend Mr, CONGREVE, on bis Comedy,
called, The DourLE DeALER. - )

ELL then; the promis’d hour is.come at laft ;
-The prefent age of wit obfcures the patt:
Strong were our fires, and as they fought they writ,
Conqu’ring with force of arms, and dint of wit;
Theirs was the giant. race, before the flood; -
And thus, when Charles return’d, our empire ftood.
Like Janus, he the ftubborn foil manur’d,
With rules of hufbandry the ranknefs cur’d : -
Tam’d us to manners, when the ftage was rude,
And boift’rous Englith wit with art indu’d,
Our age wag cultivated thus at length ;
But what we gain’d in fkill we loft in ftrength.
Our builders were, with want of genius, curft;
The fecond temple was not like the firft :
*Till you the beft Vitruvius tome at length,
Our beauties equal,” but excel our ftrength,
Firm “Doric pillars found your folid bafe ;
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher fpace; } '
Thus all below is ftrength, and all above 1s grace.
In eafy dialogue is Fletcher’s praife :
He mov'd the mind, but had no ’r to raife. -
Great Johafon did by ftrength of judgment pleafe :
Yet doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his eafe.
In diff"rent talents both adorn’d theirage ;
One for the ftudy, t'other for the ftage.
But both to Congreve juttly fhall fubmit, :
One match’d injudgment, both o’er-match’d in wit,
In him all beauties of this age we fee,
Etherege’s courtthip, Southerne’s purity ;
The fatire, wit, and ftrength of manly Wycherley,
All this in blooming youth you have achiev’d ;
Nor are your foil’d cotemporaries griev’d ;
So much the fweetnefs of your manners move,
We cannotenvy you, becaufe we love.
Fabius might joy with Scipio, when he faw
A beardlefs Conful made againft the law,
Andjoin his fuffrage to the votes of Rome;
Though he with Hannibal was overcome,
4 : . Thuy
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Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphael’s fame,
Aantl foholar to the youth he taught, became.

Oh, that yaur brows my laurel had fuftaia'd,
Well had I been depos’d, if you had reign'd!
‘The father had defcended for thefen; -
For only you are lineal to the throne,
Thus when the State one Edward did depofe,
A greater Edward in his room arofe. '
But now, not I, but poetry is curs’d, .
For Tom the fecond reigns, like Tom the firfl,
But let them not miftake my patron’s part,
Nor call his charity their own defert. :
- Yet this Ipmphezb; thou fhait be feen

(Tho’ with fome fhort parenthefis berween)
High on the throne-of Wit; and feated there,
Not mine (that’s Hittle) bat thy laurel wear,
‘Thy firft astempt an early promife made,
That early promife this has more than paid,
‘Sobold, yet {o judicioufly you dare,
That your leaf praife, is to be regular.
Time, place, and ation, may with pains be wrought,
But genius mat be born, snd never can be taught.
This is your portion ; this your native ftore ;
Heav’n, thatbut once was prodigal before,
* To Shakefpeare gave as much; fhe could not give him
more.
Maintain your poft ; that’s all the fame you need ; .
For tis impoffible you fhould proceed.
Already I am worn with cares and age,
And juft abandoning th’ ungrateful ftage;
Unprofitably kept at Heaven’s expence,
I live a rent-charge on his providence :
But you, whom ev’ry mufe and grace adorn,
Whem I forefee to better fortune bom,
Be kind to my remains ; and Oh, deferd, .
Againfl your judgment, your departed friend !
Let not th’ ipfulting foe my fame purfue ;
But thade thofe laurels which defcend to you :
And take for tribute what thefe lines exprefs: -
You merit more ;, nor could my love do lefs.
JOHN DRYDEN.,

P R O-
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PROLOGUE

OORS hawe this way (as flory tells) to know
Whetber their brats are truly got, orno;
Into the fea the new-born babe is throzn,
" There, as inflinkt direcls, to fwim or drowne
Abarbarous device, to try if [poufe
Has kept religionfly ber nuptial vows.
Such are the trials poets make of plays 3
Only they truft to more inconflant feas ; .
So doesvur author, this bis child commit - - ‘
"o the tempefiuous mercy of Hépit, 2 }
Tb know'if it be truly born of Wit
Critics, avaunt ; foryou are fifb of prey,
And feed, like foarks, npon an infant play.
Be ev’ry monfler of the decp away; : ..
Le?s have fair trial, and a clear fea. .
Let Nature worky and do not damn 100 foon,
For life will firuggle long, ere it fink down : }
-And will at leafl rife thrice before it drowa.
Let'us confider, bad it been our fate,
Thus hardly-to be prov’d legitimate !
T awill not fay we'd all in danger been, ‘
Were each to fuffer for bis mother’s fin : - -
But by my troth 1 canpot avoid tb}')nkin y
Hoxy nearly fome good men might bave 'fcap'd finking.
But, Hea»v.e/r‘t be irai:’d, t/n'f cuffom i{tzt_ﬁn’d i
Alone to th’ offspring of the mufes kind : ,
Our Chriftian cuckolds are more bent to pity 5 T
1 know not one Moor-bufband in the city.
Pt good man’s arms the chopping bafiard thrives,
For be thinks all bis own that is bis wives.
Whatewver fate is for this play defign’d,
The poet’s fure he fball fome comfort find :
For 'if bis mufe bas play’d bim falfe, the worft
That can befal bim, is, to be divorced ; }
“ou hufbands judge, if that be to be curs'd

DR A.
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DRAMATIS PERSON A&

M E N,

‘ o Covent-Gardes,
Maftwell, a villain ; -pretended friend
to Mellefont, ?nlhnt to Lady Toneb- 5
- aood, and in love with Gyx#bia Mr. Sheridan,
Lord Touchweod, uncleto Mellefont  'Mr. Clarke.
Mellefont, promifed to, -and in love

with Cyntbia . Mr, Wroughton
Carelef, his friend . Mr. Lewis.
Lord Froth, afolemn coxcomb Mr. Booth,
Brif ‘ Mr. Woodward.

Sir Paul Plyant, an u:orious,' ‘foolifh,
old Knight ; brother to Lady Tescs- ,
awood, snd father to Qystbia Mr., Macklin,

W OMEN,
Lady Touchwood, inlove with Mellefont Mre. Jackion.
Cynthia, daughter to Sit Paul by a for-
* mer wife, promifed to Mellefont Mifs Dayes.
Lady Froth, a great coquet ; preten-
der to poetry, wit, and learning Mrs. Mattocks.

Lady Plyaat, infolent to her hufband, )
and eafy to any pretender Mifs Macklin,

Chaplainy Boy, Footmm,band Attendants,

% SCENE, 4 Gallery in Lord Touchwood’s Hoxfs,
. with Chambers adjoining.” i

THE
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DOUBLE DEALER,

- "
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O ® The lines diftinguifbed by iwoarted comasy § thus,” ae omitsed. in, the
raprefentation.

ACT 1, :

SCENE. #«4 Galgy in Lord Touchweod’s Haafz,

awith Chambers adoining.

Enter Carclefs, crofing the flage, with bis bat, glives, and
Jword in bis_bands, as juft r&n.frm_ table : M'gllefon;'
Sollowing bim. - B

MEeLLsFONT,

ED, Ned, whither fo faft !- What, turn’d fline
cher! Why, youiwo’not leave us ?

Care. Where are the women 2 I'm weary of guzzling,
and begin to think them the better company. }
derA Then thy reafon ftaggers, and thou’rt almpft!

unk. . -

Cave. No,, faith, but your fools grow neify ; andif 3
man muft endure the noife of words without fenfe, I think
the women haye more myfical. vaices, and become none’'
fenfe better,

Mel. Why, they are at the end.of the gallery, retired’
to their tea and feandal, according to their ancient cue
ftom after dinner,———But I made a pretence to follow
you, becaufe I had fomething to fay to.you in private,
and I am not like to have many opportunities this eve’

ning. ~ .
. Care. And hege’s thig coxcomb moft critically. come tor
interrupt you, ‘

Enter
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Enter Brifk.

Brifk. Boys, boys, lads, where are you? What, do
you give ground ? Mortgage for a botgle, ha? Carelefs,
this 13 your trick ; you are always fpoiling company by "
- leaving it.

«Care. And thou art always fpoiling company by co-
ming into it Lo

Brisk. Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me. Spite,
proud fpite, by the gods! and burning envy.——I’ll be
t:dged by Mellefont here, who gives and takes raillery

tter, you or 1. Pthaw, man, when I fay ou fpoil
company by leaving it, I mean you leave nobo!y for the
company to laugh at. I think there I was with you, ha!
Mellefont,

Mel, O’ my word, Brifk, that was a home thrufte—

ou have filenced hirm.,
. " Brisk, Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me perith if thou
art not the foul of converfation, the very effence of wit,
and fpirit of wine The deuce take me, if there were
three good things faid, or one underftood, fince thy am- -
putation from the body of our fociety——He, 1 think
that’s pretty and metaphorical enough : *Egad, ‘I could
not have fad it out of thy company—Carelefs, ha'!
* " Care. Hum, whatisit? ' .
 .Britk. O, mon ceur! What is’t! -Nay, gad I’ll pu-
nifh you for want of apprehenfien :—the deuce take me
if T tell you.'

Mel. No, no, hanghim, he has no tafte—But, dear

Brifk, excufe me, Ihave a little bufinefs.
_ Care, Pr'ythee, get thee gone: thou feeft we are fe-
rious.
“ M. We'll come immediately if you’ll but.go in, -
and keep up good humour and fenfe in the company :
Pr'ythee do they’ll fall afleep elfe.
. Brisk. *Egad fo they will—Well 1 will, T will; gad
ou fhall command me from the zenith to the nadir.—
ﬁut the deuce take me if I fay a good thing ’till you
come.—But pr'ythee, dear rogue, make hafte, pr’ythee
ake hafte, I fhall burft elfe.—And yonder your uncle,
my Lord Touchwood, fwears he’ll difisherit you, and Sir
Paul Plyant threatens to difclaim you for a.fon-in-law, .

apd my Lord Froth won't dance at your wedding to-mor-
' Tow ;




THE DOUBLE DEALER. 13

yow ; northe deuce take me, I won’t write your epithala-
mium ——and fee what a condition you’re like to be
brought to. Lo :

Mel. Well,- I'll fpeak but three words, and follow

ou. ,
y Brift. Enough, enough. Carelefs, bring your appre-
henfionalong withyou. - - [Exir.

Care. Pert coxcomb. - - '

Mi. Faith, ’tis a.good-natured coxcomb, and has ve-
ry entertaining follies———You muft be more humane
.to lim ; at this jun@ure it will do me fervice. I'll tell
you, I would have mirth continued this day at any rate;
tho’ patience purchafe folly, and attention be pgd with
noife. There are times when fenfe may be unfeafona-
ble, as well as truth. Pr’ythee do thou wear none to-
?ay s butallow Brifk to have wit, thatthou mayft feema

ool. : :
Care. Why, how now, why this extravagant propo-
fition ?

Mel. O, 1would have no room for ferious defign, for
1 am jealous of a plot. Iwould have noife and imperti-
nence keep my Lady Touchwood’s head from werking:
for Hell is not more bufy than her brain, nor contiins
smore devils than thatimaginations. .

Care, 1 thought your fear of her had been over —— Is
not to-morrow appointed for your marriage with Cyn-
thia, and her father Sir Paul Plyant come to fettle the
writings this day, on-purpofe ? '

BMel. True; but you fhall judge whether I have not
reafon to be alarmed. None befides you and Mafkwell
4re acquainted with the fecret of my avnt Touehwood’s
violent paflion for me. Since my firft refufal of her ad-
drefles, fhe has endeavoured to do me all ill offices with
my uncle; yet has managed them with thae fubrilty,
that to him they have borne the face of kindnefs, wlile
her malice, like a dark lanthotn, only fhone upon e,
where it was dire@ed.  Still it gave me lefs perplexity to
prevent the fuccefs of her difpleafure, thar to aveid the
importunities of her love ; and of two evils, I thought
myfelf favoured in her averfion : but whether urged by
her defpair, and the fhort profpe& of time fhe faw, to
accomplifh her defigns; ‘whether the hopes -of revenge,
or of her love, xerminate%in the view of this jny mar-

_ riage.

i
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tiage with Cynthia, I -krow. not; but this'meraing fhe
Aurprized me in my bed, .
ware, Was there ever fuch a fury! ’Tis well Nature
-has not put it inte her fex’s power to rtivi(h,<Well, blefs
us! proceed. What followed ? .o
Mel, What at firft ‘amized; me; for I looked to have
{feen her in all the tranfports of a {lighted and tevengeful
© woman: but when I expected thunder frony her voice,
and lightning-in her &yes, I faw_her rhelted intd Yéars,
and huthed into a figh, It was-long before eithen of us
fpoke, paffion had tied her tongue, and amazement fnine.
—In fhort, the confequence was thus 3 {he omitzed no-
thing that the moft violent love could.urge, or tender
words exprefs ; . which when fhe faw had no effed, but
ftill I pleaded horiour and neatnefs of biood ¥ my unele,
then came the frorm I feared.at firft; for ftartiag -from
my bed-fide like a fury, fhe flew to my fword, and with
much ado I prevented her doing me or herfelf a mifchief :
having difarmed her, in a guft of paffion fhe left me, and
An a refolation, confirmed by a thoufand curfes, not to
clofe her eyes, ‘il they had feen my ruin.
~ Care. Exquifite woman! But what the devil does fhe
think thou haft no more fenfe than to get an heir upon
her body to difinherit thyfelf : for, as I take it, this fet-
tlement upon you, is witha provifo that your uncle have
no children.

Mel. Itis fo. - Well, the fervice you are to do me
wiil be a pleafure to yourfelf; I muft get youto engage
my Lady' Plyant all this evening, that my pious aunt
may not work her to her intereft.  And if you chance to

fecure her to yourfelf, you may incline. her to ‘mine,
She is handfome, and knews it} is very-filly, and thinks
the has fenfe, and has an old fond hufbands

Care. 1 confefs a very fair foundation for a lover to
build upon, - Coon 2

Mel. For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will be fufs
ficiently taken up with admiring oneanother, and Brifk’s
galantry, as they callit. I'll obferve my uncle myfeif ;
and Jack Matkwell has promifed me to ‘watch my aunt
narrowly, and give me notice upon any fufpicion.- As
for Sir Paul, my wife father-in-law that is t6 be, my
dear Cynthia has fuch a fhare in his fatherly fondnefs, ll:: ~

. wou
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would fcarce make her a moment uneafy, to have hct
happy -hereafter.

Care. Soy you have manned your works; .but T wifh
you may not have the weakeft gnard where the enemy
1s ftrongett. -

Mel. Matkwell, you mean, pr'ythee why fhould you
fufpeét him ?

Care. Faith, I cannot help it 3 .you know I never liked
him; I ama litte fuperftmous in phyfiognomy.

Ml He has obligations of gratitude to bind him to
me; his depcndencc upon my uacle is through my
means. |

Care. Upon your aunt, you mesn.

Ao, My amntt!t -

Care. 1 am miftaken if thene he no: a familiarity be-
tween them you do not fulpect, noththﬁandmg her pat-
fion for you.

Mel. Pooh, poch, nothing in the world but his de-
Lign 10 do mp fervice; and.he endeavours to be well | i
ber efteem, - that he ingy be able to effed it.

" Caie. Well; I fhall be glad to be miftaken : but your
sunt’s averﬁon in her revenge cannot be any way fa 0 ef-
fectually fhewn, as in bringing forth a child to difinherit
you. Sheis handfome and cunning, and naturally wan-
ton. Mafkwell is fleth and blood at beft, and opportu-
nities between them are frequent. His affetion to you,
you have confefled, is grounded upon his intereft, that
you have traufplnntcd and thould 1t take root in my la-
dy, Ido not fee what you can expe& from the fruit. -

Mel. 1 confefs, the confequence is vilible, were your
fufpicions juft.—But fee, the company is broke up, let
us meet them. - .

Enier Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, er Paul Plyant,
" . and Brifk.

Ld. 7. Out upon’t, nephew——Ieave your father-in-
law, lancl me, - to .maintain’ our ground againft young
peple

Ml 1 begyour Lord!hsp’s pardom-—we were Juﬁ re-
turning.

Sir P. Were you, fon ? Gadsbud muich: better ag, r,t
1s—Good, firange! [ {wear P'm almoft tip{y ~—t’other
bottle would have Jbeen o) powerful for me——3s {ure as
. B2 can
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¢an be it would.—We wanted your company, but Mr,
Brifk—where is he? I fwear and vow he’s a moft face-
tious perfon—and the beft companry.———And my Lord
Froth, your Lordfhip is fo merry a man, he, he, he.

Ld. F. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? Merry!
O barbarous ! 1'd as lieve you called me fool.

Sir P. Nay, I proteft and vow now, ’tis true; when
Mr. Britk jokes, your Lordfhip’s laugh does fo become
you, he, he, he.

Ld. F. Rudiculous! Sir Paul, you’re ftrangely mifta-
ken; 1 find Champagne is powerful. 1 affure you, Sir
Paul. I laugh at nobody’s jeft but my own, or a lady’s;
1 affure you, Sir Paul. ‘

Brisk. How! how, my Lord! What, affront my
wit! Let me perifh, do I never fay any thing worthy to
be laughed at ? .

Ld. F. O foy, don’t mifapprehend me; 1 don’t fay
fo, for I often fmile at your conceptions. But there is
mothing - more unbecoming a man of quality, than to
laugh ; *tis fuch a vulgar expreffion of the pailion ! every
bodgy can laugh. Then efpecially to laugh at the jeft of
an ferior perfon, or when any body elfe of the fame
quality does not laugh with one. Ridiculous! to be
pleafcd with what pleafes the croud! Now, when I
faugh, T alwayslaugh alone.

Brisk. 1 fuppofe that’s becaufe you laugh at your own
jefts, ’egad, ha, ha, ha.

- Ld. F. He, he, I fwear tho’, your raillery provokes
fne to a fmile.

Brisk. Ay, my Lord, it’s a fign I hit you in the
‘teeth, if you fhew ’em. - : .

Ld. F. He, he, he, I {wear that’s fo very pretty, 1
can’t forbear. -

¢ Care. 1find a quibble bears more fway in your Lord-
¢ fhip’s face than a jeft.’ ,

. Ed F. Sir Paul, if you pleafe we’ll retire to the ladies,
and drink a difh of tea tofetile our heads.

Sir P. With all my heart.—MTr. Brifk, you’ll come to
us.—-or call me when you joke—1’ll be ready to laugh
‘incontinently. [Exewnt Ld, Touch, and Sir Pauls

Mel. But does your Lordihip never fee comedies ?

Ld. F. O yes, fametimes, but I never laugh. Md
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Mel. No? ‘

Ld. F. Oh, no—never laugh indeed, Sir. -

Care. No! Why, what d’ye go there for ?

Ld. F. To diftinguith myfelf from the commonal:y,
end mortify the poets;—the fellows grow fo conceited
when apy of their foolifh wit prevails upon the fide-
boxes.—I fwear—— he, he, he, I haveoften canftrained
any inclinations to laugh—he, he, he, to avoid giving

them encouragement.

Mel. You are .cruel to yourfelf, my Lord, as well as
malicious to them.

Ld. F. 1 confefs T did myfelf fome violence at firft,
but now I tliink I'have conquered it.

Brisk. Let me perith, my Lord, but there is fome-
thing very particular in the humour, tis true, it makes
againft wit, and I’'m forry for fome friends of minc that
write, but egad I love to be malicious.—Nay, deuce
take me, there’s wit in’t too——and wit muft be foiled
by wit; cut a diamond with a diamond, no other way,

’egad.

gzd F. Oh, I thought you would not be lorg befcre
you found out ¢ the wit.

Care. Wit! In what? Where the Devil’s the wit in
not laughing when a man bas amind to’?

Brisk. O lord, why, can’t you fiad it out #eee W hy,
there ’tis, in the not laughing——Den’t you apprehend
me ?——My Lord, Carelefs is a very honett fellow, but
hark ye—you underftand ine, fomewhat heavy, a little
fhallow, or fo.—~Why, I'llzell you now, {fuppofe-now you
come up to.me——Nay, pr'ythee Catelefs be inflructed.
Suppofe, as I was faying, you come up to me holding

ur fides, and laughing, ae if you would Weli—1
i)ok grave, and afk the caufe of this immoderate mirth—
You laugh on ftill, and are not able to tell me—Still I
ook grave, not fo much as {mile. .

Care. Smile, no, what the Devil theuld you ﬁmle at,
when you fuppofe I can’t tell you ¢

Brisk. Pfhaw, pfhaw, pr'ythee don’t interrupt me.—
But I tell you, you fhall tell me—at laft-—But it thall be
a great while firft,

Care. Well; but pr'yihee don’t letit be a great w lule4
becaufe 1 long to have it over,

B 3 Br{/}.
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Brisk. Well then, you tell me fome good jeft, or very
witty thing, laughing all the while as 1t you were ready
to dic——and I hear it, and look thus. Would not
.you be difappointed ?

Care. No: for if it were a witty thing, I fhould not
expeét you to underftand it.

Ld. £. O foy, Mr. Carelefs, all the world allows Mr.
Britk to have wit; my wife fays he bas a great deal. 1
hope you think her a judgc. .

Brisk. Pooh, my Lord, his voice goes for nothing.—
1 can’ttell how-to make him apprehend.—Take it t’oth
way. Suppofe I fay a witty thing to you ? .

Care. Then I fhall be difappointed indeed.

Mel. Let him alone, Brifk, he is obftinately bent not
to be inftruted.

Brisk. I'm forry for him, the deuce take mes

Mel. Shall we go to the ladies, my Lord?

Ld. F. With all my.heart ; —methinks we are a fo-
litude without them. , .

Mel. Or, what fay you to another bottle of Cham-
pagpe ? 3

Ld. F. O, for the univerfe, not a drop more, I be-
- feech you. Ob, intemperate! I have a fluthing in my
face already. [ Takes out a pocket glafs, and looks in its

Brisk, I{et me fee, let me fee, my Lord, I.broke my
glafs that was in the lidof my fnuff-box. Hum'! Deuce
take me, I have encouraged a pimple here too. _

) ET«&:; the g]aﬁ, and looks,
. Ld. F. Then you muft mortity him with a patch ; my
wife fhall fupply you. Come, gentlemen, allons, here
is company coming. . o [Exennt.
Enter Lady Touchwood axd Mafkwell,
" L. 7. Pll hear no more——Y"are falfe and ungrate-
ful; come, I know you falfe.

Mask. 1 have been frail 1 confefs, Madam, for your
Ladyhip’s fervice.

L.7. That I fhould truft 2 man whom I had known
betray his friend !

Mask. W hat friend have I betrayed; Orto whom ?

- L. 7. Your fond friend Mellefont, and to me-ee—
Can you deny it ?
Mast. 1 do nots

L.7.
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L.7. Have yéu not wronged my Lord, who has
been a father to you in your wants, and given you be- -
ing ? Have you not wronged him in the higheft manner,
in his bed ? ‘

Mask, With your Ladyfhip’s help, and for your fer-
vice, as I told you before. I cannot deny that neither.
Any thing more, Madam? _

. L. 7. More_! audacious villain. Oh, what’s more is
moft my fhame——Have you not difhonoured me ?

Mask. No, that I deny; for I never told in all my
life: fo that accufation’s anfwered.——On to the next.

. L. 7. Death, do you dally with my paffion ? Info-
lent devil! But have a care——provoke me not; for,
by the eternal fire, you fhall not efcape my vengeance.—
Calm villain! how unconcerned he ftands, confeffin
treachery and. ingratitude ! Is there a vice more black!
Oh, Ihave excufes, thoufands, for my faults; fire
in my temper, paffions in my foul, apt to every provo-
cation ; opprefled at once with love and with defpair :
buta fedate, a thinking villain, whofe black blood runs
temperately bad, what excufe can clear ?

Mask. Will you be in temper, Madam ? I would not
talk not to be heard. I have been [She wvalks about difor-
dered .} a very great rogue for your fake, and you reproachs
me with it; Iam ready tobe a rogueftill, to do you fer-
vice ; and you are flinging confcience and honour ih my
face, to rebate my inclinations. How am I to behave
myfelf ? Youknow I am your creature, my life and for-
tune in your power ; to difoblige you brings me certain
ruin. Allow it, I would betray you, I would not be a
traitor to myfelf: I do not pretend to honefty, becaufe

-you know I ama rafcal : but I would convince you from
the neceffity of my being firm to you. ,

L. I. Neceffity, impudence! Can no gratitude in-
cline you, no obligations touch you? ¢ Have not my
¢ fortune and my perfon been fubjected to your plea-
¢ fure?® Were you not in the natureof a fervant, and
have not I in efte¢t made you lord of all, of me, and of
my Lord? Where is that humble love, the languifhing,
that adoration, which once was paid me, and everlafting-

Mask,

ly engaged ?
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Mask. Fixed, rooted in my heart, whence. nothing
can remove them, yet you — :

L.7. Yet, what yet? .

Mask, Nay, mifconceive me not, Madam, when1
fay 1 have had a generous and a faithful. paffion, which
you had never favoured byt thro’ revenge and policy. -

L.7. Ha! : .

Mask. Look you, Madam, we are alone,~Pray. ton-
tain yourfelf, and hear me. You know you loved your
nephew when I firft fighed for you ;. I quickly found it ;
an argument that I loved: for with that art you veiled
yout paffion, ’twas imperceptible to all but jealaus eyes.
"This difcovery made me bold, I confefs it; for by it I
thopght you in my power. Yaur nephew's fcorn of yoa
added to my hopes; I watched the occafion, and took

ou, juft repulfed by him, warm at once¢ with love and
indignation ; your difpofition, my arguments, and hap-
Py opportunity, accomplithed my defign; I preft the
yiclding minute, and was bleft. How I have loved you
fince, words have not thewn, then how fhould words
exprefs ? . K

L. 7. Well, mollifying devil! And have I not
met your love with forward fire? ‘

Mask. Your zeal I grant was ardent, but mifplaced ;
there was revenge in view; that woman’s idol-had de-
filed the temple of the god, and love was made a mock-
worthip. A fon and heir would have edged young
Mellefont upon the brink of ruin, gnd left him none but
you to catch at for prevention. ‘

L. 7. Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like a
larum, only to roufe my flilled foul for your diverfion 2
Confufion ! - _ A

Mask. Nay, Madam, I am gone, if you selapfe—-s
What needs this ? I fay nothing but what you yourfelf,
in open hours of love, have told me. Why. thould you
deny it ? Nay, how can you ? Is not all this prefent heat
owing to the fame fire ? Do you not love him {till ? How
have I this day offended you, but in not breaking oft’ his
match with Cynthia ? which, ere to-morrow, fhall be
done had you but patience. :

- L.7. How, what faid you, Mafkwell,~~=~Another
caprice to unwind my temper 2
Mastk 0
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Mask. By Heav’n, no; Iam your flave, the flave of
all your pleafures ; and will not reft till 1 have given you .
peace, would you fuffer me.

L. 7. Oh, Mafkwell, in vain do I difguife me from
thee, thou knoweft me, knoweit the very inmoft wind-
ings ¢ and receffes’ of my foul.-————¢ Oh, Mellefont! I
¢ burn ;* married to-morrow ! Defpair ftrikes me! Yet
my foul knows I hate him too : let him but once be mine,
¢ and next immediate ruin feize him.’

Mask. Compofe yourfelf, you fhall poflefs and ruin
him too—Will that pleafe you?

L. 9. How, how ? thou dear, thou precious villain,
how ?

. Mask. You have already been tampering with my La-
“dy Plyant. ‘

L. 7. 1 have ; fhe is ready for any impreflion I think

& .

.
Mask. She muft be thoroughly perfuaded that Melle-
font loves her.

L.7. She is fo credulous that way naturally, and
tikes him fowell; that fhe will believe it fafter than I can
perfuade her. But I don’t fee what you can_ propofe -
from fuch a trifling defign ; for her firft converfing with
Mellefont will convince her of the contrary. .

- Mask. 1 know it—1I don’t depend upon it. But it
will prepare fomething elfe; and gain us leifure to lay a
ftronger plot.——If I gain alittle time, I fhall not want
contrivance. v

One minute gives invention to deftroy,
What to rebuild, will awhole age employ.

: [Exeant
Enp of the Firsr AcT,

A CT 1L
- Enter Lady Froth and Cynthia,
CynrHIA.

NDEED, Madam! Is it pofiible your Ladyfhip could
have been fo much in love ?

L.F. 1 could not fleep ; I did not flecp one wink fos
- three weeks together,

Cyte

v
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" Cyn. Prodigious! I wonder want of ﬂeep, and fo much
Jove, and.fo much, witas your Ladyfhip bas, did net turn

our brain,

L.F., O my dear Cynthia, you muft not mlly your
friend—but really, as you fay, L wondertoo—but thenr
I had a way. For between you and I, 1 had whimfes
and vapours, but I gave them vent,

Cyn. How, pray Madam ?

L.F. O, I writ, writ abundantly———Do you ne-
yer wiite? | .

Cyn. Write, what ? .

L. F Sougs, elegies, fatires, encomiums, panegyncs,
lampoons, plays, or heroic peems.

Cyn. O lord, not I,'Madam ; I am content to be a
courteous neadcr.

L.F. O inconfiftent! in love, and not.write ! If my
Lord and I had been both of your temper, we had ne-
ver come tegether O blefs me! what a fud thing
would that have bcen, if my Lord and H Ihould pever
have met !

- Gyn. Then netther my Lord nor. you would ever have
met with your match, . on iny confcience.

L.F. O’ my confcience no more we fhould ; thou -
fay’ft right——for fure my Lord Froth is as fine 2
gcntleman, and as much a man of qualu.y' Ah! no-
thing at all of the common air——I think I may fay he
wants nothing but a blue ribband and a ftar, to make
him fhine the very phofphorus of our hemifphere. Do you
underftand thofe two hard words ? If you don’t, I’ll ex-
plain them to you,

Cyn. Yes, yes, Madam, I am not o ignorant, e
Atieaft I won’town it, to be troubled with your inftruc-
txons [ Afide.

*-L.F. Nay, 1 beg your pardon; but being derived
from the Greek, I thought yow might have efcaped the

etymology. ——But Iam the more amazed, to find you a
woman of letters, and not write! Blefs me! how can
Mellefont believe you love him ?,

Cyn. Why faith, Madam, he that won’t take my
word, fhall never have it under my hand.

L.F. I vow Mellefont’s a pretty gentleman, but me-
thinks he wants a manner.

C:yﬂ .

"
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Cyn. A manner! What’s that, Madam? .

L. F. Some diftinguifhing quality, as for example, the
bel air or brillant of Mr. Brikk ; the folemnity, yet
complaifance of iny Lord, or fomething of his own that
. fhould look a little je ne fzai quoi; he is too much a

mediocrity in my mind.

Cyn. He does not indeed affe@ either pertnefs or for=
mality, for which Ilike him ——-—Here he comes,

Enter Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brifk.
JImpertinent creature ! I could almoft be angry with her
now. [ Afide.
- L.F. My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia. how
much I- have been in love with you; I fwear I haves;
.I’'m not afhamed to own it mew; Ah! ‘it makes my
heart leap, I vow I figh when I think on’t :—My dear
Lord! ha, ha, ha, do you remember, my Lord ?

[Squcezes him by the hand, looks kindly on bim, fighs,

. and then laughs out.

" Ld. F. Pleafant creature ! Perfeftly well, Ah! that
look ! Ay, there itis; who could refift !-——"Tivas fo
‘my heart was made a captive at firft, and ever fince it
has been in love with happy flavery.

L. F. O that tongue, that dear deceitful tongue! that
charming foftnefs in your mien and your expreflion, and
then your bow ! Good, my Lord, bow as you did when
T gave youmy pi¢ture ; here, {upjofe this my piGture—
[Gives bim- a pocket glafs.] Pray mind, my Lord; ah !
he bows charmingly: Nay, my Lord, you fhan’tkifs it
fo much ; I fhall grow jealous, 1vow now. -

[He bows profoundly loav, then kiffes the glafs,

Ld. F. 1 faw myfelf there, andkifled it for your fake.

L. F. Ah! gallantry to the_ laft degree—~Mr. Brifk,

ou dare a judge; was ever any thing fo well bred as my

ord ? . o .

Brisk. Never any thing but your Ladyfhip, let me
perith. . .
© L. F. © -prettily turned again; let me die but you
have a great deal of wit,——Mr. Mellefont, don’t you
think Mr. Brifk has a world of wit? .

Mel.. O yes, Madam.

Brisk. O dear, Madam- .

" L. F. An infinite deal !

Brisk.
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Brisk. Oh Heavens, Madam
L. F. More wit than any body, '

Brisk. I am everlaftingly your humble fervant, deuce
_take me, Mudam. L ’ .

Ld. F. Don’t'you think us a happy couple ?

Cyn. 1vow, my Lord, I think you the happieft cot-
ple in the world ; ¢ for you are not only happy. in one
¢ another and when you are together, but happy in
¢ yourfelves, and by yourfelves.’

_Ld. F. I hope Mellefont will make a good hufband too,
Cyn. 'Tis my intereft to believe he will, my Lord.
Ld. F, D'ye think he’ll love you as well as I do my

wife ? I am afraid not.

Cyn. 1 believe he’ll love me better,

Ld. F. Heav’ns! that can never be ; but why do you
think fo?

Gyn. Becaufe he has not fo much reafon to be fond of
bimfelfo - i

Ld. F. O your humble fervant for that, dcar Madam.
Well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy creature. - .

Mel. Ay, my Lord, I fhall have the fame reafon for
my happinefs that your Lordfhip has; I fhall think my-
felf happy. ,

Ld. F, Ah, that’sall., 1 :

Brisk. {To Lady Froth.] Your Ladyfhip is in the
vight; but ’egad I’'m wholly torned into faure. I con-
fefs I write but feldom, butwhen I do——keen Iambics,
’egade But my Lord was telling me, your Ladythip
has made an effay toward an heroic poem. - : .

L. F. Did my Lord tell you? Yes, I voir, and the
fubject is my Lord’s love to me. And what do you thirk
I call it ? I dare fwear you won't guefs———e Sillabub,
ha, ha, ha. .

Brisk. Becaufe my Lord’s title’s Froth, ’egad ; ha,
ha, ha, ha, deuce take me, very 4 propos, and furprizing,
ha, ha, ha. . :

L. F, He, ay, is not it >~~—And then I call my
‘l_..o;'gl Spumgofa ; and myfelf, what do ye think I call my-
felf? ’

Brisk. Lailla, may be——"Egad I'cannot teil.

L, F, Biddy, that’s all ; juft my own name. " 2

riske

-4
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Brisk. Biddy! ’Egad very pretty———Deuce take me
if your Ladyfhip has not the art of fuprizing the moft na-
turally in the world——TI hope yow’ll make me happy in
commiunicating the poem. : -

L, E. 0, you muft be my confident, I muft afk ycur
" advice,. S ’

- Brisk. 'm your humble fervant, let me perifh 1
prefume your Ladyfhip has read Boffu ?

L. F. O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon Ariftotle
and Horace.——My Lord, you muft not be jealous, I'm
communicating all to Mr. Brifk. .

Ld. F. No, no, I'll allow Mr. Brifk; have you no«
thing about you to fhew him, my dear?

L.F. Yes, I believe I have.——— Mr. Brik, come
will you go into the next room, and there I'll fhew you

what I bave. {Excunt L. Froth and Brik.
Ld. F. Tll walk a turn in the garden, and confe to
you. [Exit Ld. Frothe

Mel. Youare thoughtful, Cynthia.

Cyn. I am thinking," tho’ marriage makes man and
wife one flefh, it feaves them fiill two fools; and they
become more confpicuous by ferting off one another.

. M.l That’s only when two fools meet, and their fol«
lies are oppofed. ' .

Cyn. Nay, I have known two ‘wits meet, and by the
oppofition of their wit, render themfelves as ridiculous as
fools. ’Tis an odd game we are going to play at; what
think you of drawing {takes, and giving over in time ?

Mcl. No, hangit, that’s not endéavouring to win, be-
caufe it is poflible we may lofe's" fince we have fhuffled
and cut, let’s €’en turn up trump now.

‘Cys. Then I find it is 1ike cards, if either of us havea
good hand it is an accident of fortune.

" Mel. No, marriage is rather like a game at bowlss
fortune indeed makes the match, and the two neareft,
and fometimes the two fartheft are todether, but the
“game depends entirely upon judgment.

Cyn. Siillit is a game, and confequently one of us muft
be a lofer. '

Mel. Notat all; only a friendly trial of fkill, and the
winnings to-be kaid out in an entertAiment.——<¢ What’s
¢ here, the mufic {~——Oh, my Lord has promifed the

C oo ¢ com-
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¢ company a new fong, we’ll get them to give it usby
¢ the way, [Muficiaxs croffing the flage.] Pray let us have
¢ the favaur of you, to pméfe the fong betore the com=
4 pany hear it. - i

S O N G.

¢ Cynthia frowns whene’er I woo her,
¢ Yet fhe’s vex'd if I giveover;

¢ Much fhe fears I fhould undo her,

¢ But much more to lofe her lover:

¢ Thus, in doubting, fhe refufes ;

¢ And nhot winning, thus fhe lofes.

¢ Pr’ythee, Cynthia, look behind you,
¢ Age and wrinkles will o’ertake you ;
¢ Then too late defire will find you,

¢ When the power muft forfake you s

¢ Think, O think o’th’ fad condition,
¢ Tobe paff, yet with fruition.”

e, You fhall have my, thapks belgw,
 (Zothe mufic, they go outy
. Euter Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant,
Sir P. Gads bud! I am provoked into a fermentation,
?t; my Lady Froth fays; was ever the like read of in
ory 2. ' '
P, Sir Paul, have patience; let me alone to rattle
%, Pray your Ladyti leave to be.angry
ir P. Pray your Ladyfhip give me leave to be.an
Il rattlcy h’im up, Iywafrfnt you, I'll firk hima‘:vgxz
a.certiorari. ' _
L. P, You firk him! I’ll firk him myfelf. Pray, Sir
Paul, hold you contented. )
_ ¢ Cyn. Blefs me, what makes my father in fuch a paf-
¢ fion! 1 never faw him thus befere.’
Sir. P. Hold yourfelf contented, my Lady Plyant,—
I find paffion coming upon me by inflation, and I caguat
fubmitas formerly, therefore give way,
L. P. Hownow! will you be pleafed to retire, and—=
Sir P, No marry will I not be pleafed; I am pleafed
to be angry, that’s my pleafure at this time,
Mel, What can this mean ! *
TSR v L. P,
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L. P. Gads my life, the man’ diftralled; why how
now, who are you? What am I? Slidikips, can’t I go-
vern you ? What did I marry you for? ‘Am I not to be
abfolute and uncontroulable ?* Is it fit .a woman of my

pirit and condué fhould be contradifed in a matter of
this concern ! . .

Sir P. Tt concerns me, and only me : - —Befides, I
am not to be governed at all times. . When Iam in tran-
quility my Lady Plyant fhall command Sir Paul; but
when I am provoked to fury, I cinnot incorporate. with
patience and reafon,—as foon may tigers match with ti-
gers, lambs with lambs, and every creature couple with
its foe, as the poet fays, — . ‘

L. P. He's hot-headed fill! ’tis in vain fo talk to
you ; but remember I have a curtain-le¢ture for you,
you difobedient, headftrong brute. : .

8ir P. No, ’tis becaufe I won’t be headftrong, .be-
caufe T won’t be a brute, and have my head fortified,
that I am thus exafperated.—But I will protect my- ho-
nour, and yooder is the violator of my fame. |

L. P, *Tismy honour that ig concerned, and the vio-
lation was intended to me. our honour! , you have
none but what is in my keeping, and I can difpofe of it
when I pleafe—therefore don’t provoke me. _

_ Sir P. Hum, gads-bud fhe fays truu——Well, my
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then; I am
convinced as far as paffion will permit. .

[Lady PL. aud Sir Paul come up to Mellefont,

L.P. Inhuman and treacherous
id.S";’rP. Thou ferpent, and firft tempter of woman-

nd. o

Cyn. Blefs me, Sir! Madam, whatmean you? ,

Sir P. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, toych him not3
come hither, girl, go not near him, there is hothing but
deceit about him ; fnakes are in his peruke, and the cro-
codile of Nilus is in his belly, he will eat thee up alive.

L. P. Difhonourable, impudent creature ! ,

_ Mel. For Heaven’s fake, Madam, to whom do you
dire this language 2 ‘ :

_ L. P. Have 1 behaved myfelf with all the decorum
and nicety, befitting the perfon of Sir Paul’s wife ? Have

I preferved my honour as it were in a fnow-houfe for
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thefe three years paft ? Have I been white and unfullied
even by Sir Paul himfelf ?

Sir P. Nay, fhe has been an invincible wife, even to
me, that’s the truthon’t.

L.P. Have 1, 1 fay, preferved myfelf like a fair
theet of paper for you to make a blotupon ?

. . Sir P. And fhe fhall make a fimile with any woman in
England.
el. 1 am foamazed, I know not what to fay.

Sir P. Do you think my daughter, this pretty crea-
ture; gads-bud fhe’s a wife for a cherubin! Do you
think her fit for nothing but to be a flalking horfe, to.
ftand before you while you take aim at my wife ? Gads-
bud I was never angry before in my life, and I’ll ne-

ver be appeafed again.
Mel. l'i)ell. and damnation ! thisis my aunt; fuch
malice can be engendered no where elfe. [ Afde.

L. P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his fight ; leave me
to ftrike him with the. remorfe of his intended crime.

. Cyn. Pray Sir, ftay, hear him, I dare affirm he’s in-
nocent, T _

Sir P, Innocent! Why, hark’ee, come hither, Thy,
hark’ee, I had it from his aunt, my fifter Touchwood—
Gads-bud, he does not care a farthing for any thing of
. thee, but thy portion ; why, he’sinlove with_my wife; -
he would have tantalized thee, and made a cuckold of
thy poor father,—and that would certainly have broke
my heart—I am fure if ever I fhould have horns, they
would kill me ; they would never come kindly, I fkould
die of them, likea child that was cutting his teeth
T fhould indeed, Thy ——therefore come away ; but Pro-
vidence has prevented all, therefcre come away when I
bid you.

Cyn. I muft obey. ©  [Excunt Sir Paul and Cynthia,

L.P. Oh, fuch a thing! the impiety of it ftartles
me—to wrong' fo good, fo fair a creature, and one that
loves you tenderly—"Tis a barbarity of barbarities, and
nothjng could be guilty of it

Mel. But the greateft villain imagination can form, I
grantit ; and next to the villainy of fuch a fa&, is the
villainy of afperfing me with the guilt. How ? Which
way was I to wrong her? For yet I underftand you zon

. o rPc




THE DOUBLE DEALER. 19

L. P. Why, gads my life, coufin Melléfont, you
cannot be fo peremptory as to deny it, when I tax you
with it to your face; gr, now Sir Paul is gone, you are
corum nobus, N

Mel. By Heaven I love her more than life, or —————

L. P. Fiddle, faddle, don’t tell of this and that, and
every thing in the world, but give me mathemacular de-
montftration, anfwer me direétly——But I have not pa-
tience——Oh ! the impiety of it, 3s I was faying, and .
the unparalleled wickednefs! O merciful father ! How
could you think to reverfe nature fo, to make the daugh--
ter the means of procuring the mother ? ,

Mel. The daughter to procure the mother! .

L. P. Ay, for tho’I am not Cynthia’s own mother, I
am l{x}er father’s wife, and that’s near enough to make it
inceft. :

Mel. Inteft! O my precious aunt, and the devil in
conjunétion. [Afide.

L. P, O refle upon the horror of that, and then the
guile of deceiving evéry body ; marrying the daughter
only to make a cuckold of the father ; and then feducing
me, debauching my purity, and perverting me from the
road of virtue, in which I have trod thus long, and né-
ver made one trip, not one faux pas; O confider it,
what would you have to anfwer for, if you fhould pro-
voke me to frailty ? Alas ! humani?' is feeble, Heaven
knows ! very feeble, and unable to fupport itfelf.

Mel, Where am I? Is it day? and am Iawake? Ma-
dam

L.P.. And nobody knows how circumftances may.
happen together ; ——to my thinking, now I could re-
fift the ftrongeft temptation——bur yet I know, ’fis im-
poffible for me to know whether 1 could or not ; there’s.

.

no certainty in the things of this life.

Mel. Madam, pray give meleave to afk you one quef-
tion. '
L.P. Olord, afk me the queftion ! I'll fweir I'll re-
fufeit; Ifwear I'll deny it—therefore don’t afk me; nay

ou fhan’t atk me, Ifwear I’ll deny it. O Gemin}, yau
{-ave brought all the blood into my face ; 1 warrant I am
as red as a tarky-cock ; O fye, coufin Mellefont.

Mel. Nay, lzladam,‘ hear me; I mean s

C3 L.P.
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L. P. Hear you, no, no; I'll deny you firft, and
hear you afterwards.  For ane does not know how one’s
mind may change upon hearing.——Hearing is one ‘of
dhe fenfes, and all the fenfes are fallible; I won’t truft
my honour, I affure you; my honour is infallible and
uncomatible. .

Mcl. For Heaven’s fake, Madam.

L. P. O name it no more——Blefs me, how can you
talk of Heaven, and have fo much wickednefs in your
heart ? - May be you don’t think it a fin,——they fay
fome of you gentlemen don’t think it a fin——may be it
is no fin to them that don’t think it fo; indeed, if I did
not think it a fin——but ftill my honour, if it were no
fin——but then to marry my daughter for the conveni-
ency of frequent opportunities——1I'll never confent to
that; as fure as can be I’ll break the match.

Mel. Death and amazement Madam, upon my
knees ——— :

L. P. Nay, nay, rife up ; come, you fhall fee my good-
nature. I know love is powerful, and nobody can help
his paffion : ’tis not your fault, nor I fwear it is not
mine.——How can I help it if I have charms ? And how
can you hels it if you are made a captive 2 I {wear it is
pity it fhould bea fault— but my honour ——well, but
your honour too—but the fin {—well, but the neceflity
—O lord, here’s fomebody coming, I dare not ftay.——
Well, you muft confider of your crime, and firive as
much as can be againﬁ it—ftrive, be fure—but don’t be
melancholic, don’t defpair———but never think that I’ll
grant you any thing ; O lord, no ;—but be fure you lay
afide all thoughts of the marriage ; for tho” I know you
don’t love Cynthia, only as a blind for your paffion to
me, yet it willmake me jealous—O lord, what did I fay ?
Jealous! ne, no, I can’t be jealous, for I muft not love
you—therefore don’t hope—but don’t defpair neither—
O, they’re coming, I muft fly, . [Exit.

Mel. (after a paxfe.] So then——{pite of my care and
forefight I am caught, caught in my fecurity.—Yet this
was but a fhallow artifice, ¢ unworthy of my Machia-
4 velian aunt.” There muft be more behind, this is but
the firft flath, the priming of her engine; deftruction
follows hard, if not moft prefently prevented.

Enter
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Enter Matkwell. ]
Matkwell, welcome, thy prefence is a view of land, ap-
pearing to my fhipwrecked hopes; the witch has raifed
the ftorm, and her minifters have done their work ; you
{ce the veflels are parted. .

Mask. 1 know 1t; I met Sir Paul towing away Cyn-
thia. Come, trouble not your head, I’ll join you toge-
gether ere to-morrow morning, or drown between you in
the attempt. :

Mel. There’s comfort in a hand ftretched our to one
that’s finking, though never fo far off.

Mask. No finking, nor no danger —Come, cheer
up; why you don’t know that while I plead for you,
your aunt- has given me a retaining fee ;——nay, I am

_ your greateft enemy, and fhe does but journey-work une
der me.

Afel. Ha! how’s this ? ' ‘

Mask. What do ye think of my being employed in the
execution of all her plots ? Ha, ha, ha, by Heaven it
istrue; I have undertaken to break the match, I have
undertaken to make your uncle difinherit you, to getyon
turned out of doors, and to———ha, ha, ha, I can’t tell
you for laughing Oh, fhe has opened her heart to
me——1Iam to turn you a grazing, and to—ha, ha, ha,
marry Cynthia myfelf; there’s a plot for you,

Mel. Ha! O fee, I fee my rifing fun! light breaks
thro” clouds upon me,-and I fhall live in day ——O my
Matkwell ! how fhall I thank or praife thee ; thou hat
outwitted woman.—But tell me, how couldft thou thus
get into her confidence? Ha ! how ¢ But was it her con-
trivance to perfuade my Lady Plyant into this extrava-
gant belief ? .

Mask. It was, and to tell you the truth I encouraged
it fot your diverfion ; the”it make you a little uneafy for
the prefent, yet the reflexion of it muft needs be enter-
taining—I warrant fhe was very violent at firft.

Mel. Ha, ha, ha, ay, avery fury; but I was moft
afraid of her violence at laft—If you had not come as you
did, Idon’t know what fhe might have attempted.

Mask, Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper.—Well, you
muft know then, that all my contrivances were but bub-
bles ; ’uill at laft I pretended to have been long fecretly

. in




32 -THE DOUBLE DEALER.

in love with Cynthia; that did my bufinefs; that con.
vinced your aunt I might be trufted; fince it was a3
much my intereft as hers to break the match : then, fhe

‘thought my jealoufy might qualify me to affift her in her

revenge. And, infhort, in that belief told mé the fe-

‘crets of her heart, At length, we made this agreement,

if I accomplifh her defigns (as I told you before) fhe has
engaged to put Cynthia with all her fortune into my

wer. 5

Mel. Sheis moft gracious in her favour.——Well, and
dear Jack, how haft thou contrived ?

Mask. Twould not have you flay to hear it now : for I
don’t know but fhe may ‘come this way ; I am to meet
her anon j after that, I'll tell you the whole matter; be
here in this gallery an hour hence, by that time I ima-

. gine our canfultation may be over.

Mel. Twill; il then fuccefs attend thee, . [ Exiz.

Mask. *Till then fuccefs will attend me; for when I
meet you I meet the only obftacleto my fortune, Cyn-
thia, let thy beauty gild my crimes ; and whatfoever I
¢ommit of treachery or deceit fhall be imputed to measa
merit—Treachery, what tréachery ? Love cancels all the
bonds of friendfhip, and fets men right upon their firft
foundations. Duty tokings, piety to parents, gratitude to
benefactors, and fidelity to friends, are different and parti-
cular ties; but the name of rival cuts them all afunder,
and is a general acquittance—Rival is equal, and Love,
like Death, an univer{al leveller of mankind. Ha! but
is there aot fuch a thingas honefty ? Yes, and whofoever

~ has it about him, bears an enémy in his breaft: for your

"

only art not to be known from nature.

honéft man, as I take it, is that nice, fcrupulous, confci-
entious perfon who will cheat nobody but himfelf; fuch
another coxcomb as your wife man, whofs too hard for
all the world, and will be made a fool of by nobody but
himfelf. Ha, ha, ha; well, for wiidom and honefty,

. give me cunning and hypocrify ; Oh, tis fuch a pleafure -

to angle for fair-faced fools !—Then that hungry gudgeon
Credulity will bite at any thing——Why, let me fee, I
have the fame face, the fame words and accents when 1
fpeak what I do think, and when I fpeak whatI do not
think—— the very fame——and dear diffimulation is the

Why
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Why will mankind be fools, and be deceiv’d ?
Andwhy are friends’ and lovers’ oaths believ’d ?
When each who fearches ftri¢tly his own mind,
May fo much fraud and power of bafenefs find,
. . [E”;Io
Enp of the SEcoND AcT.

ACT IIL
Enter Lord Touchwood, azd Lady Touchwood,

Lapy Toucuwoop. .

MY Lord, can you blame my brother Plyant, if he

refufe his daughter upon this provocation ? The
contract is void by this unheard of impiety.

Ld. 7. 1 don’t believe it true ; he has better principles
~——pho, ’tis nonfenfe. Come, come, I know my Lady
Plyant has a large eye, and would centre every thing in
herown circle ; ’tis not the firft time fhe has miftaken
refpeét for love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the civility
of an undefigning perfon, the better to befpeak his fecu-
rity in her unfeigned pleafures. ° i

L.7. You cenfure hardly, my Lord ; my fifter’s ho-
nour is very well known. - :

Ld. 7. Yes, I believe I know fome that have been fa-
miliarly-acquainted with it. This is alittle trick wrought
by fome piuiful contriver, envious of my nephew’s me-
nit, -

L. 7. Nay, my Lord, it may be fo, and I hope it
will be found fo: but that will require fome time ; for,
in fuch a cafe as this, demonftration is neceffary.

Ld. 7. There fhould have been demonftration of th
contrary too before it had been believed :

L. 9. SoI fuppofe there was.

Ld. 7. How? Where ? When ?

L.7. That I can’ tell ; nay, I don’t fay there was—
1 am willing to believe as favourably of my nephew as I
can. .

Ld. 7. 1 don’t know that. [Half afide.

L. 7. How? Don’t you believe that, fay you, my
Lord ?

Ld. 7.
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Ld. 7. No, I don’t fay fo—I ¢confefs Yam tioubled to
find you fo cold in his defence.

L. 7. Hisdefence! Blefs me, would you have me de-
fend an ill thing ? : Co

Ld. 7. You believe it then ? B

L. 7. Idon’t know ; I am very anwifling to fpeak m
thoughts in any thing that may be to my coufin’s difad,:
vantage ; befides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to
receive an ill impreflion from any opinion of mine which
is not confenting with your own: but fince I am like to
be fufpeted in the end, and ’ds a pain any longer to dife
femble, I own it fo you; in fhort I do believe it, nay,
and can believe any thing worfe, if it were laid to his
charge Don’t alk me my reafons, my Lord, for
they are not fit to be told you. o

Ld. 7. 1am amazed ! Here muft be fomething more
than ordinary in this. [4fde.] Not fit to be told me, Ma-
dam ¢ You can have no intereft wherein ¥ am not cen-
cerned, and conféquently the famie reafont ought to be

“eonvincing to e, which create your fatisfation or dif-

uiet.

, 1 L. 7. But thofe which caufe my difgquiet I am willing
to have remote from your hearing, Good my Lord,
don’t prefs me.

Ld. 7. Don’t oblige nie to prefs you.

L. 7. Whatever it was, ’tis paft ; and that is better to
be unknown which cannot bé prevented ; therefore, let
me beg you to reft fatisfied, —————— . )

Ld. 7. When you have told me, Iwill ~

L.7. You won’t.

Ld. 7. By my life, my dear, I will,

L. 7. What if you cannot. , :

Ld. 7. How? Then Imuft know; may, T will. No -
more trifling—1I charge you tell me—By all 6ur mutual
peace to come ; upon your duty - ‘

L. 7. Nay, my Lord, you need fay no moreto make
me lay my heart before you, but don’t be thus tran{port-
ed ; compofe yourfelf ; it is not of concern to make you
lofe one minute’s temper ; ’tis not, indeed, my dear.—
¢ Nay, by this kifs you fhan’t be angry”’ O lord, 1
wifh I had not told you any thing——Indeed, my Lord,
you have frighted me. Nay, look pleafed, I’ll tell you.

s £ o
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LZ 7. Well, well.

L. 7. Nay, but will you be calm ?~——Indeed it is
pothing but

Ld. 7. Butwhat?

L: 7. But will you promife me not to beangry f—
Nay, you muft—not to be angry with Melletont—1I dare
fwear he’s forry—and were it to do again, would not——

Ld. 7. Sorry, for what? *Death, you rack me with
delay. K

L).' 7. Nay, no great matter, only——Well, I have
your promife— pho, why nothing, only your nephew had
a mind to amufe himfelf fometimes with a little gallantry
towards me. Nay, Lcan't think he meant any thing fe-
rioufly, but methought it looked oddly.

ZLd. Z. Confufion and Hell, what do I hear!

L. T. Or, may be, he thought he was not enough
akin to me upon upon your account, and had a mind to
create a.nearer. relarion on his own ; alover, you know,
my Lord—ha, ha, ha. Well, but that’s all—* Now
¢ you have it ;" well, remember your promife, my Lord,

" and don’t takeany notjce of it to him.

Ld. 7. No, no,no—Damnation | _

-L.7. Nay, IL{wear you muft not—A little harmlefs
mirth—only mifplaced, that’s all.—But if it were morge
*tis over now, and all is well. For my part, Ihave for-
gotit ; and.fo has he, I hope—for [ have not heard.any
thing from him thefe two days. )

Ld. 7. Thele twodays! Is it fo freth ? Unnatural.vil
lain! ’Death, I'll have him ftripped and turned naked
out of my doors this moment, and let him rot and perifh,
inceftuous brute ! .

L. 7. Oh, for Heaven’s fake, my Lord, you'll ruin
me if you take fuch public notice of it, it will be a town-
talk : confider your own and my honour—Nay, I told
you, you would not be fatisfied whea you knew it. .

Ld. T. Before I've done I will be fatisfied. Un-
grateful monfter ! How long ? T ,

"L.7. Lotd, I don’t know :——1 wifh my lips had
grown together when I told'you—Almott a twelvemonth
—Nay, I won’t tell you any more ’till you are yourfelf.
Pray, my Lord, don’t let the company fee you in this
.diforder—Yet, I confefs, I*cannot blame you; f;{ {

thin

Kd
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bink I was never fo furprized in my life—~Who would
have thought my nephew could have fo mifconftrued my
kindnefs— But will you go into your clofet, and recover
yourtemper. I’ll make an excufe of fudden bufinefs to
the comp:ny. and come to you. Pray, good dear my
Lcrd, let me beg you do now : I'll come immediately,
and teil you all — Will you, my Lord ?

Ld.1. 1 wiile=—1] am mute with wonder.

L. 7. Well, but gonow, here is fomebody coming.

L1d. 7. Well, I go—Youwon't ftay, for I would hear
more of this. [Exit.

L. 7. 1 tollow inftantly~——=So,

Enter Matkwell.

Mask. This was a mafter-piece, and did not necd my
help—though I ftood ready tor a cue to come in and con-
firm all, had there been occafion.

L.7. Have you feen Mellefont ?

Mask. 1 have; and am to meet him here about this
time.

L. 7. How does he bear his difappointment ?

Mask. Secure in my afliftance, he feemed not much
affliCted, but rather laughed at the fhallow artifice, which
fo little time muft of neceflity difcover. Yet he is ap-
prehenfive of fome farther defign of yours, and has en-
gaged me to watch you. I believe he will hardly be able
to prevent your plot, yet I would have you ufe caution
and expedition. )

L.7. Expedition indeed ; for all we do muft be per-
formed in the remaining part of this evening, and before
the company break up, left my Lord fhould cool, and
have an opportunity to talk with him privately——My
Lord muft not fee him again.

Mask. By no means ; therefore you muft aggravate
my Lord’s difpleafure to a degree that will 'admit of no
conference with him.——What think you of mentioning
me? )

L.7. How ? :

Mask. To my Lord, as having been privy to Melle-
font’s defign upon you, but fill ufing my utmoft endea-
vours to diffuade him: ¢ tho’ my friendthip and love to
¢ him has made me conceal it ; yet you may fay, 1 thre;

) L] ten
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¢ tened the next time he attempted any thing of that
¢ kind, todifcover it to my Lord.’ .
L. 7. To what end is this ?
. Mask. It will confirm my Lord’s opinion of my ho-
nour and honefty, and create in him a new confidence
in me, which -(fhould this defign mifcarry) will be ne-
ceflary to the forming another plot that I have in my
head——to cheat you as well as the reft. [ Afide.

L. 7. Tll do it—T'l1 tell him you hindered him once
from forcing me. :

Mask. Excellent! your Ladyfhip has a moft improving
fancy. You had beft goto my Lord, keep him as long
as you can in his clofet, and I doubt not but you will
mould him to what you pleafe; your guefls are {o enga-
ged in their own follies and intrigues, they’ll mifs nei-
ther of you. _

L. 7. When fhall we meet ?—At eight this evening
in my chamber; there rejoice at our fuccefs, and toy
away an hour in mirth, - [Ext.

Mask. Iwill not fail. I know what fhe means
by toying away an hour well enough. Pox, I have loft
all my appetite to her; yet fhe’s a fine woman, and I
loved her once. ¢ ButI don’t know, fince I have been
¢ in a great meafure kept by her, the cafo is altered ;*
what was my pleafure is béeome my duty : and I hiveas
little flomach to her now as if I were her hufband.
Should fhe fmoke my defign upon Cynthia, I were ina
fine pickle. She has a damned penetrating head, and
knows how to interpret a coldnefs the right way ; there-
fore I muft diffemble ardour and ecftafy, that’s refolved :
How eafily and pleafuntly is that diffembled before frui-
tion ! Pox on it, thata man can’t diink without quench-
ing his thirft. Ha! yonder comes Mellefont thoughtful.
Let me think : meet her at eight—-hum—ha! by Hea-
* ven | have it—if I can [peak to my Lord before—¢ Was
¢ it my brain or Providence ? no matter which’—I will
" deceive them all, and yet fecure myfelf, "twas a lucky
thought! Well, this double-dealing is a jewel. Here
he comes, now for me: :
. [Matkwell pretending not to fec him, walks by bimy and

Jpeaks as it were to binygﬁ :

Enter’

-
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Enter Mellefont mafing.

Mask. Mercy on us, what will the wickednefs of ‘this
world come to ? . .

Mel. How now, Jack? What, fo full of contempla-
tion that you run over !

Mask. ’'m glad you are come, for I could not contain
myfelf any longer, and was juft going to give vent to a
fecret, which nobody but you ought to drink down,———e
Your aunt is juft gone from hence.

Mel. And having trufted thee with the fecrets of her
foul, thou art villainoufly bent to difcover them all to
me, ha?

Mask. 1am afraid my frailty leans that way——But I
don’t know whether I can in honour difcover them all.

Mel. All,all man. What, you may in honour betray
her as far as fhe betrays herfelf. No tragical defign upon
my perfon, I hope. ) :

. Mask. No, but itis a comical defign upon mine.

Mel, What doft thou mean ?

Mask. Liften and be dumb——We have been bargain-
ing about the rate of your ruin
wlll!]d. Like any two guardians to an orphan heirefs——

ell.

Mask. And whereas pleafure is generally paid with
mifchief, what mifchief I dois to be paid with pléafure.

Mel. So when you’ve fwallowed the potion, you fwee-
ten your mouth with a plumb.

Mask. You are merry, Sir, butI fhall probe your con-
ftitution. Infhort, the price of your banithment is to be
paid with the perfon of ~————

" Mel. Of Cynthia, and her fortune—Why you forget
you told me this before. .

Mask. No, no——So far you are right3 and I am, as
an earneft of that bargain, to have full and free poffeffion
of the perfon of ——your aunt. ’

Mel. Ha! Pho, you trifle. :

Maik. By thislight, I am ferious ; all raillery apart==
I knew ’twould ftun you :——This evening at eight fhe
will receive me in her bed.chamber.

Mel. Hell and the Devil, is fhe abandoned of all grace
—Why the woman is poffefled 4

Mask. Well, will you goin my ftead ?

Mel. By Heaven into a hot furnace fooner,

Mask,

L
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Mak. No, you would not—it would not be fo con-
wenient, as I can order matters, .

Mel. What do ye mean ? -

Mask. Mean ? Not to difappoint the lady, I affure you
Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Come, come,
X won’t peiplex you. ’Tis the only thing that Providence
could have contrived to make me capable of ferving youy
¢ither ta my inclination or your own necefliy. .

Mel. How, how, for Heaven’s fake, dear Mafkwell #

Mask. Why thus—I'll go according to appointment 3

u fhal} have notice at the critical minute to come and
- furprize your aunt and me together ; counterfeit a rage

agatoft me, and I will make my elcape through the pn-
vate paflage from her chamber, which 1’ll ‘take care to
leave open : ’twill be hard, if thea you can’t bring her
te any conditions. For this difcovery will difarm her of
all defence, and leave her entirely at your mercy : nay,
fhe muft ever after be in awe of you. -

Mel. Let me adore thee, my better genius! By
Heaven I h;hmk it i 1\;Ixot l:n the power of Fatc' to difap-
point my — opes, my certainty ! _

Mask. ng?: ri me);t y%i herye within{ quarter of
cight, and give you notice. [Exite

Mel. Good {ertune ever go along with thees

Enter Carelefs.

Care. Mellefont, get out of the way, my Lady Ply-
ant’s coming, and I fhall never fucceed while thou art in
fight——Tho’ fhe begins to tack about ; but I made love
3 great while to no purpofe. .

Mel, Why, what’s the matter # She is convinced that
¥ don’t care for her,

Care. I cannot get an anfwer from her that does not
hegin with ber honour, or her virtwe, her religion, or
fome fuch cant. Then fhe has told me the whole ftory
of Sir Paul’s nine years courtthip; how e has lain for
whole nights together upon the ftairs before her ehams
ber-door ; and that the firft favour he received from her
was a piece of an old fcarlet petticoat for a ftomacher;
which, fince the day of his marriage,. he hag, out of a

iece of gallantry, converted into a night-cap, and wears. .
1t ftill with much folemnity on his anniverfary wedding:

ight. '
~e D2 Mel.
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Mzl. That I have feen, with the ceremony thereunte
belonging—For on that night he creeps in at the bed’s
leet, like a gulled Bzifa that bas married a relation of the
Grand Signior, ¢ and that night he has his arms at li-
* berty. Didfhe net tellyou at what a diftance fhe keeps
* him ? He has confefled to me, that but at fome
¢ certain times, thatis, I fuppofe, when fhe apprehends
being with child, he never has the privilege of ufing
the tawnitiarity of a butband with awite. He was once
given to fcrambling’with his hands, and fprawling in
his fleep, and ever fince fhe has fwaddled him vp id
blankets, and his hands and feet {wathed down, and {o
put to bed ; and there he lies with a great beard, like a
Ruffian bedr upon a drift of fnow. You are very great
with him,” I wonder he never told you his grievances ;
he will, I warrantyou.

Care.  Exceflively foolith !——But that which gives
me moit hopes of her, is ber telling me of the mady .
temptations fhe has refifted. ) .

Mel. Nay, then you have her; for a woman’s brag-
ging to a man that fhe has overcome temptations, isan ar=
gument that they were weukly oflered, and a challenge
to him to engage her more irrefiftibly. ’Tisonly an en-
hancing the price of the commodity, by telling you hew
many cuftomers have underbid her. :

Care. Nay, I don’t defpair—But flill fhe has a grud-
ging to you—1 talked to her t’other nightat my Lord
Froth’s mafquerade, when I am fatisfied fhe knew me,
ard I had ro reafen to complain of my reception; but k
find women are not the {ame bare-faced and in matks
;nd a vizor difguifes their inclinations as much as their

aces, o o :

Mel. ¢ Tis a miftake ; for women may moft properly
¢ be faid to be unmafked when they wear vizors; for
¢ that fecures them from blufhing, and being out of
¢ countenance, and next to being in the dark, or alone,
¢ -they are moft truly themfelves in a vizor-matk.” Here
they come. I'llleave you. Ply her clofe, and by and by
clap a &illet-donx into her hand: for a woman never
thinks a man truly in love with her ’dll he has been fool
enough to think of her out of her fight, and to lofe fo
wmuch time as to write to her, [Exis.

~ Enter
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Enter Sir Paul and Lady Plyant,

8ir P. Shan’t we difturb your meditation, Mr, Care-
kefs? You woul bein private? '

Care. You bring that along with you, Sir-Paul, thag
fhalt be atways welcome to my privacy.

8ir P. O, fweet Sir, you load your humble fervants,.
Doth me and my wife, with continual favours..

L. P. Sir Paul, what 2 phrafe was there !'. Yeu will
be making anfwers; and taking that upon you which
ought to %ie upon me: that you fhould have fo little-
Dreeding to think Mr.Carelefs drd not apply himfelf-to me.
Prey, what have you to entertain any body”s privacy #
I fwear and declare in the face of the world I'm ready to
Blafh for yoar ignorance.

Sir P. acquiefce, my Lady ;-but don’t faub foloud.

.. [Afde to bero.

LE.P. Mr. Carelefs, if a perfon that is wholly illite<
rate might be fuppofed to be capable of being qualified
to make a fuitable return to thofe obligations which you
are plesfed to confer upon one that is wholly incapable o
being qualified in all thofe circumftances, b am fure
- fhould rather attempt it than any thing' inw the world,,

[€oartcfies.} for I’m- fure there’s nothing in thre world
-that F-would rather. [Comrtefis.} But I know Mr. Care
befs is fo great a eritic, and fo fine a gentléman, that it iz
mapoflible for me — .
Care. © Heavers ! Madam, you confound me:
Sir P. Gads-bud, fhe’s a fine perfon

- L. P. @lord! Sir, pardon me; we woinen have not

shofe advantages - 1 know my own. imperfeCtions—bue
at thfe fame ¢fime you mufl give nie leave to declare in the
face of the world that nobody is more fenfible of favours
and things ; for, with the referve of my honour, I af-
fure you, Mr. Carelefy, I'don’t know any thing in the
world I would refufe toa perfon fo meritorious
You’R pardon my want of éxpreffion.

Care. Oj.your Ladyfhig is:abounding in all exceHence,
particularly that of phrafe:

L. P. You are{o obliging, Sir.

Care. Your Ladyfhipis fo charming..

Sir P. So, now, now ; now, my Lady.

L. P. Sowell bred.

D3 €are.
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Care? So furprizing.

L. P. Sowell dreft, {o bonxe mien, fo eloquent, fo un-
affe&ted, fo eafy, fo free, fo particular, fo agreeable ——e

Sir P. Ay, fo, fo, there. .

LCare. Olord, Ibefeech vou, Madam, don’ts——

L. P. So gay, fo graceful, fo good teeth, fo fine
fhape, fo fine limbs, fo fine linen, and I don't doubt but
you have a very good fkin, Sir.

Care. For Heaven’s fake, Madam——1I am quite out
ot countenance. _

Sr P. And my Lady’s quite out of breath ; or elfe
you fhould hear—Gad’s-bud, you may talk of my Lady
Froth.

Care. O fy, fy, not to be named of a day---My Lady
Froth is very well in'her accomplithments——but it is
when my Lady Plyant is not thought of ——If that can .
tver be. - .

L. P. O,.you overcome me ——That is {o exceflive. .

Sir P. Nay, 1fwear and vow that was pretty. _

_Care. O, Sir Paul, you are the happieft man alive,
Such alady ! that is the envy of her own fex, and the
admiration of ours, ,

Sir P. Your humble fervant ; I am, Ithank Heaven,
in a fine way of living, as I may fay, peacefully and
bappily, and I think need not envy any of my neigh-
bours, blefled be Providence——Ay, truly, Mr. Care-
lefs, my Lady is a great blefling, a fine, difcreet, well-
fpoken woman as you fhall fee——if it becomes me to fay
fo; and welive very comfortably together ; fhe is alittle
hafly fometimes, and fo am I; but mine’s foon over,
and then I am fo forry—O, Mr. Carelefs, if it were not
for one thing

. Enter Boy with a letter,

L. P. How often have you been told of that, you
jackanapes ? :

Sir P. Gad fo, gads-bud Tim, carry it to my
Lady, you fhould have carried it to my Lady firft;

Boy. *Tis dire&ed to your worfhip. - .

Sir P.. Well, well, my Lady reads all letters firft—
Child, dofo nomore ; d’ye hear, Tim.

Bey. No, and pleafe you, . [Exit,

S P,
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Sir-P. A humour of my wife’s; you know women
have little fancies——But as I was telling you, Mr, Care
lefs, if it were not for one thing, Ifhould think myfelf
the happieft man in the world ; indeed that touches me
near; Very near. . '

Care. What can that be, Sir Paul?

Sir P. Why, Ihave, I thank Heaven, a very plenti-
ful fortune, a good eftate in the country,.  fome houfes in
town, and fome.money, a pretty tolerable perfonal
eftate; and it is a great grief to me, indeeditis, Mr,
Carelefs, that I have not a fon to inherit this. ’Tis
true, I haveadaughter, and a fine dutiful child fhe is,
though I fay it, blefled be Providence I may fay; for in-
deed, Mr. Carelefs, I am mightily beholden to Provi-
dence---A poor unworthy finner---Butif I had a fon, ah{
that’s my affliGion, and my only afflition ; indeed, I
cannot refrain tears when it comes into my mind. [Cries.

Carc. Why, methinks that might be eafily remedied ;
my Lady is a fine likely woman.

S