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P R EF A CE

TO THE READER.
AN affeQed modeﬁ‘y isvery eften the greateft vanity,

and authors are fometimes prouder of their bluthes'
than of the praifes that occafioned them, I fhallnor,
therefore, like a foolith virgin, fly to be purfued, and
deny what I chiefly with for. 1 am very willing to ac-
knowledge the beauties of this play, efpecially thofe of
the third night, which, not to be proud of, were the
height of impudence : who is athamed to value himfelf
ugon fuch favours, undervalues thofe who conferred
them, . :

As freely fubmit to the criticifms of the judicious, fo I
cannot allow this an ill play, fince the town has allowed
it fuch fuccefs. When they have pardoned my faults, ie
were very ill manners to condemn their indulgence.s
Some may think (my acquaintance in town being too
flender to make a party for the play) that the fuccefs muft
be derived from the pure merits of the caufe. I am of
another opinion ; 1 have not been long enough in town to
raife enemies againft me ; and the Englifh are ftill kind to
firangers. I am below the envy of great wits, and above
the malice of little ones. I have not difplealed the ladies,
nor offended the clergy ; both which are now pleafed 1o
fay, that a comedy may be diverting without {mut and
profanenefs.

Next to thofe advantages, the beauties of action gave
the greatet life to the play, of which the town is fo fen-
fible, that all will join with me in commendation of the
aftors, and allow (without detralting from the merit of
others) that the Theatre-Royal affords an excellent and
complete fet of comedians, Mr. Wilks’s performance
has fet him fo far above competition in the part of Wild-
air, that none can pretend to envy the praife due to his
merit, That he made the part, will appear from henf\e,

A g that
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that whenever the ftage has the misfortune to lofe him,
Sir Harry Wildairanay go to the Jubilee.

A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Jubilee for a
Mifnomer: I muft tell them, that perhaps theie are
greater trips in the play ; and when I find that more ex-
a& plays have had better fuccefs, I will talk with the
critics about decorums, &c. However, if I ever com-
mit another fault of this -nature, I will. endeavour to
make it more excufable. ' .

PR O-



ts1
PROLOGUE

By a Frienp,

POE TS awill think nothing fo cbecks their fury

As aits, cits, beauwx, and women for their jury.
Our fpark’s balf dead to think what medley’s come,
With blended judgments to pronounce bis doom.
*Tisall falfe fear ; for ina mingled ;it,v.
Wly, what your grave Don thinks but dully writ,
His neighbour °#%’ great wig muay take for wit,
Some authors court the few, the wife if any;
Our youtly’s content, if he can reach the many,
Who go with much like ends to church and play,.
Net to obferwe what priefls or poets fay,

S

¥

No! no! your thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another away. }

Tbe ladies fafo-may [mile, for bere’s no flander,

No fmut, no lewd-tongu’d-beax, no double entendre;
"Tistrue, bebas a fpark jufi come from France,
But.then fo far from beau————anhy, hetalks fenfe !

>

']
Like coin oft carry'd out, but —feldom brought from. thence. }

Tbere’s yet a gang to whom our [park fubmits, .
nunlbm-,/g:ki‘z -fool, that lives by'savits,
That’s only wityj%v’»,?iuﬁ’as be lives, byfitss
Whe, lion-like, through bailiffs feosurs away,
Hunts, in the face, a dinner all the day,

Az night with empty bowels grumbies o’er the play.
And now the modifb *prentice be implores,

Who, . with bis mafler’s cafby ,ﬂol’n out off doors,
Employs it on abrace of ——henourable <whores :
While their good bulky mosher pleas’d, fius by,
Bawd regent of thebubble galleryr .

Next to our mounted friends, we humbly move,
Who all your fidesbox“tricks are much pbovey
And never fail topay us with your love.

Ab, friends! poor Dorfet garden boufs is gone
Our merry meetings there are all undone :

Quite loft to us,. fure for [ome frange mifdecds,.
That fireng dog Sampfon’s pull'd it der our heads,

- SAaps rope like thread ; but when his fortune’s told him,:.

He'll beary perbaps, of rope awill ome day hold bim : -
A3 '
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At leaft, Ihope, that onr good-natur’d town
Willfind a way to full bis prices dowe,

, Wéll that'sall! Now, gentlemen, for the play,
On ﬁcmd :bngbt:, Pewve but two wwords 1o fay, .
Such as it is, for your delight defign’d, -

Hear it, read, ry, ﬂdge, and /}ué as you find.

DRAMATIS PERSON X

MEN.
. . Drury-Lanes
Sir Haryy Wildair, —— Mr. Dodd.
B‘“ Clintber, ——— Mr. King-
Colanel Standard, | — Mr. Benfley.
Alderman Smxgglcr, — Mr. Parfons.
Clincher junior, — ‘Mr. Wefton,
Fizard, —— Mr. Packer..
Dicky, -— -— Mr. Waldron, -
Jom Errand, . -+ Mr, Griffith, .
_ WOME N, ,
-&gelu‘a, - - Mifs Hopkms.
Lady Darsling, e Mrs. Crofs.
° Parly, — . — Mrs. Love.
Lady Lureqvell, | — Mrs. Baddeley.

Coxflable, Mob, Porter’s Wife, vaaxlt;, &,
_SCENE, LONDON.

. THE
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8,° Tbe lines marked with inveited commas, ¢ tbus,’ are emited in thi
reprefentation.

ACT L
SCENE, the Park.
- Enter Vizard with a ketter, bis Servans following,

Vizarp.
NGELICA fend it back unopened ! fay you ?
Serp. As you fee, Sir. o

Viz. The pride of thefe virtuous women is more in-
fufferable than the immodefty of proftitutes—After all
my encouragement, to flight me thus! - t

Serw. She faid, Sir, that imagining your morals fincere,’
fhe gave you accefs to her converfation ; but that your:
late' behaviour in her company has convinced her, that
your love and religion are both hypocrify, and that fhe-
believes your letter like yourfelf, fairon the outfide, and
foul within ; fo fent it back unopened. - -

Viz. * May obftinacy guard her beauty till wrinkles :
¢ bury it ; then may defire prevail to make her curfe that
¢ untimely pride Ler difappointed age repents.'—I'll be.
revenged the very firft opportunity ——Saw you the old
Lady Darling, her mother ? -

Serv. Yes, Sir, and fhe
your commendation, - - - :

Viz, That’s my cue——An efteem grafied in old age
is hardly rooted out; years ftiffen  their opinions with
their bodies, and old zeal is only to be cozened by young:

hypo-

‘was plcafea to fay much in

»
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hypocrify. [A4fde.] Run to the Lady Lurewell’s, and
know of her maid, whether her Ladythip will be at hoie
this evening. Her beauty is fufficient cure for Angelica’s
fcorn.

[Exit Serwant. Vizard pulls out a book, reads, and

awalks about. . :
Enter Smuggler.

*-8mug. Ay, there’s a pattern for the young men o’th’®
times; at his meditation fo early; fome book: of pious
ejaculations, I’m fure.

Viz. This Hobbes is an excellent fellow ! {Afde. T Oh;
uncle Smuggler! To find you at this end o’th’ town is a
miracle. L R

Smug. 1 have feen a miracle this morning indeed, cou-
fin Vizard. o

Viz. Whatis it, pray, Sir? =~ | ‘

Smug. A man at his devotion fo mear the court—I'm
very glad, boy, thar you keep your fahétity untainted in.
thisinfeftious place; the veryair of this park is heathenifh,.
and évery man’s breath T meet fcents of atheifm. -

Viz, Surely, Sir, fome great concern muft bring you
to this-unfanétified end of the town.. - o

Smug. A very unfandtified concern truly, coufin.

Viz. Whatis it?. - - :

Smug. A law-fuit, boy—Shall I.tell you?—My fhip
the Swan s newly arrived from St. Sebaftian, laden with,
Portugal wines : now the impudent rogue of a tide-waiter -
has the face to aflirm it is French wines in Spanifh cafks,.
and has indi¢ted me upan the ftatute——Oh, confcience ! .
confcience ! thefe tide-waiters and -furveyors. plague us.
more with their French wines, than the. war did with
French privateers———Ay, there’s another plague of ther

nstion—
Enter Colonci Standard.
A red coat and feather.
Viz. Colonel Standard, I'm your humble fesvant. .
Stand. May be not, Sir. ‘
Fiz.. Why fo?-
Stand, Becaufe——I’m difbanded..
Fiz, How.! Broke ?
Stan. This- very morning, in Hyde-Park, my biave:
regiment, athoufand men,. that looked like lions ycgzr..
3 aYs




‘THE CONSTANT COUPLE. 9

day, were fcattered, and looked as poor and fimple as the
‘herd of deer that grazed befide them.

Smug, Tal, al, deral. {Singizg.] I'll have a bonfire this
night as high as the mopunpent. .

Stand. A bonfire! Thou dry, ‘withered, ill-nature ;
tad not thofe brave fellows’ fwords defended you, your
- houfe had been a bonfire ere this about your ears,—e—m—"
Pid we not venture our lives, Sir? .

Smug. And did we not pay for your lives, Sir #—Ven-
ture your lives! I’'m fure we ventured our money, and
that’s life and foul to me,——Sir, we’ll maintain you 0o
longer. ’ "

Sgt:nd. Then your wives fhall, old A&zon. ‘There are
five and thirty ftrapping officers gone this morning o live
upon free quarter in the city.

Smug. Ob, lord! Oh, lord! T fhall have a fon withia
thefe nine months born with a leading ftaff it his hand.
~—Sir, you are——= : !

Stand. a’hat, Sir. :

Smug. Sir, I {ay that you aremme

-Sand, What, Sir? . , :

Smug, Difbanded, Sir, that’s alleeI fee my lawyer
yonder. ‘ [Exit.

Viz. Sir, Pm vesy forry for your misfortune, :

Stand. Why fo? I don’t come to borrow money of

rou ; if you're my friend, meet me this evening at the
ummer; I’ll pay my foy, drink a health to my king,
profperity to my country, and away for Hungary to:
morrow morning. - i ‘
. ¥iz. What! ?'ouwon’t lesve us ? . .

Stand, What{ A foldier ftay here, to look like an old

air of colours in Weftminfter Hall, ragged and rufty !

0, no——1I met yefterday a broken lieutenant, he was
athamed to own that he wanted a dinner, but begged
;igl:,een-pence of me to buy a new fcabbard for his

word,

Fiz. Oh, but you have good friends, Colonel !

Stand. Oh, very goad friends! My father’s a lord,
Zmddr?y elder brother a beau; mighty good friends ia-

ced ! '

‘Piz. But your country may perhaps want your fivord
again. : .
z S/a”dg‘



16  THE CONSTANT COUPLE.

Stand. Nay, for that matter, let but a fingle drum

beat' up for volunteers between Ludgate and Charing-

: Crc:li;s, and I fhall undoubtedly hear 1t at the walls ‘of
Buda. '

Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are ways of making
your fortune at home—Make your addrefles to the fair;
you’re a man of honour and courage.

Stand, Ay, my courage is like to do me wonderous
fervice with the fair. This pretty crofs cut over my eye
will attra& a duchefs—I warrant ’twill be a mighty grace

. to my ogling—Had .I ufed the firatagem of a certain
brother colonel of ming, T might fucceed.

Viz. What was it, pray ? .

Stand. Why, to fave his pretty face for the women, -
he always turned his back upon the enemy.—He was a
man of honour for the ladies.

Viz. Come, come, the loves of Mars and ¥enus will
never fail ; you muft get a mittrefs. oo

Stand, Pr'ythee, no more on’t—You have awakened
a thought, from which, and the kingdom, I would have
ftolen away at once.——To be plain, I have a miftrefs,

Viz. And fhe’s cruel? - -

Stand. No. ' .

¥iz. Her parents prevent your happincfs?

Stand, Nosathat. preveRty PP

Viz. Then fte has no fortune? : .

Stand. A large one. Beauty to tempt all mankind,
and virtue to beat off their Maults. Oh, Vizard! fich
a creature ! - , .
Enter Sir Harry Wildair, crofes the flage finging, avith

- Footmen after bim. . .
Hey-day ! Who the devil have we here? - °

iz, The joy of the play-houfe, and life of the park ;
Sir Harry Wildair, newly come from Paris.

Stand, Sir Harry Wildair ! D}d not he make a cam.

aign in Flanders fome three or four years ago? ’
P Ig':“z. The fame. ¥e B

Stand. Why, he behaved himfelf very bravely,

Piz. Why not ? Doft think bravery and gaiety are in-,
confiftent ? He’s a gentleman of moft happy circum=
ftances, born to a plentiful eftate ; has had & genteel anf;I'

- - ea
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esfy education, free from the rigidnefs of teachers, and

antry of fchools. His florid conftitution being never
tufied- by misfortune, nor ftinted in its pleafures, has
rendered him entertaining to others, and eafy to himfelf.
Turning all paffion into gaiety of humour, by which he
<hufes rather to rejoice with his friends, than be hated
by any ; as you fhall fee.

: . Re-enter Wildair,

. Wild, Ha, Vizard! ’

Viz. Sir Harry! - :

- Wild. Who thought to find you aut of the Rubrick fo
long? I thought.thy hypocnlf%v had been wedded to a
pulpit-cuthion long ago.—Sir, if I miftake not your face,
your name is Standard.

. Stand. Sir Harry, I’m your humble fervant. »

Wild, Come, gentlemen, the news, the news o’th’
town, for I’m juft arrived. o

Viz. Why, in the city-end o’th’ town we’re playing
the knave, to get eftates, - ;

Stand. And in the court-end playing the fool, in {pend-
ing them.

Hild, Juft fo in. Paris. I'm gld we’re grown fo
modifh. .

_¥iz. We are fo reformed, that gallantry is taken for
vice. ,

Stand. Anddhypocrify for religion.

Wik A-la-mode de Paris again. ’

¢ Viz. Not one whore between Ludgate and Aldgate.

¢ Stand. But ten times more cuckolds than ever.’
- Viz. Nothing like an oath in the city.-

Stand. That’s a miftake ; for my major fwore a hun-
dred and fifty laft night to a merchant’s wife in ber bed-
chamber, . :

Wild. Pthaw! this is trifling ; tell me news, gentle-
men. What lord has lately broke his fortune at the
Groom-Porter’s ? or his heart at New-Market, for the
lofs of a race? What wife has been lately fuing in

- Dotors-Commons .for alimony ; -or, what daughter run
away with ‘bher father’s valet? What beau gave the
nobleft ball at the Bath, or had the fineft coach in the
ting ? 1 want news, gentlemen. o '

&md. Faith, Sir, thefe are no news at all. -

. %
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: V;lz But pray, Sir Hurry, teil.us fome.news of your
travels. o : ©

. Wild. With all my heart.~~You muft know then, I
went over to Amfterdam in 2 Ducch fhip : I there had 2
Dutch whore for five ftivers. "I went from thence to
Landen, where I was heartily drubbed in the battle with
the but-end of a Swifs mufket. - I thence wemt to Paris,
where I had half a dmintriﬁucs, bought half a dozen
new fuits, fought a couple of ucl#,andg here I am again
in flatu quo,

Fiz. But we heard that you defigned to make the tour
of Italy ; what brought you back to foon ? ’
. Wild, That which brought you into the world, and
may perhaps carry you out of it; a woman. _

Stand, What! quic the pleafures of wavel fora wo-
man ! . .

Wild, Ay, Colonel, for fuch a woman.! I had rather
foe her ruclle than ‘the palace of Lewis le- Grand.
There’s more glory in her finile, than in the Jubilee'at
Rome ; and I wouldratherkifs her hand, than the Pope’s
toe. - ’
Viz. You, Colonet, have been very lavifh in the beauty
and virtue of your miftrefs ; and Sir Harry here has been
Ro lefs eloquent in the praife of his. Now will I lay you
both ten guineas a-piece, that neither of them is f@
prety, fo witty, or fo virtuous, asmine. -

Stand. 'Tis done. :

. 'Wild. 11l double the ftakes—But, gentlemeny now I
think on’t, how fhall we be refolved? Eor I krew not
where my miftrefs may be found ; fhe left Paris about a
month before ine, and I had an-account— .

- Stand, How, 8ir | lef: Paris about a month before you #

Wild. Yes, Sir, and I had an account that fhe lodged
fomewhere in St. James’s. 0 ’

" Viz, How ! fomewhere in St James’s, fay.you?.

* Wild. Ay, Sir, but 1'know not where, and.pevhaps

mayn’t ﬁndy her this fortnight.. =+ . .
Stand. Her name, pray, Sir Harry. :

* Pixz. Ay, ay, her name; perhaps we know her.

* Wild. Hername ! Ay,———fhe has the fofteft, whiteft

hand that €’er was ‘made-of flefh and. blood 5 her lips fo

balmy fWweetmmam ‘ co.

oA . Stand,
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£ Stand. But her name, Sir. ‘

¢ Wild. Then her neck and breaft ; ——her breafls do
¢ {o heave, fo heave.’ [Singing,

¥iz. But her name, Sir; her quality,

Wild. Then her fhape, Colonel !

Stand. But her name I want, Sir, ]

Wild. Then her eyes, Vizard ! -

Stand. Pfhaw, Sir Harry, her name, or nothing.

Wild. Then'if you muft haveit, fhe’s called the Lady
But then her foot, gentlemen ; fhe dances to a
miracle. Vizard, you have certainly loft your wager. |

Viz, Why, you have certainly loft your fenfes; we
fhall never difcover the pi®ure, unlefs you fubfcribe the
name. - . :

Wild. Then her name is LurewsH.

SYand. *Sdeath, my miftrefs. { Afides
Viz. My miftrefs, by Jupiter, . [Afides

Wild. Do you know her, gentlemen?

Stand. 1 have feen her, Sir.

Wild. Can't tell where fhe lodges? Tell me, dear
Colonel.

Stand. Your humble fervant, Sir. [ Exit Stand,
Wild. Nay, hold, Colonel; I’ll follow you, and will
know. [Runs out.

- ¥iz. The Lady Lurewell, his miftrefs ! He loves hers
But fhe loves me.—But he’s a baronet, and I plain Vi-
zard; he has a coach and fix, and I walk on foot; I
was bred in London, and he in Paris. That very
circumftance has murdered me——Then fome firatagem
muft be laid to divert his pretenfions.
Re-enter Wildair, _

Wild. Prlythee, Dick, what makes the Colonel fo out
of humour? :

Viz. Becaufe he’s out of pay, I fuppofe.

Wild. *Slife, that’s true ; I was beginning to miftruft
fome rivalthip in the cafe.

Ziz. And fuppofe there were, you know the Colonel
<an fight, Sir Harry.

Wild, Fight! Plhaw! but he can’t dance, ha! We
contend for a woman, Vizard ! *Slife, man, if ladies were
to be gained by fword and piftol only, what the devil
fhould all we beaus do ?

B Vize
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Viz. I'll try him farther. [4fde.] But would not you,
Sir Harry, fight for this woman you fo much admire ?

Wild. Fight! Let me confider. Ilove her — that’s’
true ;—but then I love honeft Sir Harry Wildair better.

" The Lady Lurewell is divinely charming——right—
but then a thruft i’th’ guts, or a Middlefex jury, isas
ugly as the devil.

iz. Ay, Sir Harry, “iwere a dangerous caft for. a
beau baronet to be tried by a parcel of greafy, grumbling,
bartering boobies, who would hang you, purely becaufe
you’re a gentleman.

Wild. Ay, but, on t’other hand, I have money enough
to bribe the rogues with : fo upon matuge deliberation,
I would fight for her.—But no more of her. Pr’ythee,
Vizard, can’t you recommend a friend to a pretty mif-
trefs by the bye, till I can find my own ? You have ftore
I’'m fure; you cunning poaching dogs make furer game,
than we that hunt open and fair. l§r’ythee now, good
Vizard. .

Viz, Let me confider a little.—Now love and revenge
infpire my politics. , [ Afde.

[ Paufes whilff Sir Harty avalks finging.

Wild. Pfhaw ! thou’rt as long ftudying for a new mif-
trefs, as a drawer is piercing a new pipe. ‘ :

Viz. 1 defign a new pipe for you and wholefome
wine; you’ll therefore bear a little expetation.

7ild. Ha! fay’ft thou, dear Vizard ?

Viz. A girl of fixteen, Sir Harry.

Wild. Now fixteen thoufand bleflings light on thee.

Fiz. Pretty and witty. ‘

Wild. Ay, ay, buther name, Vizard. ) .

Viz. Her name! yes——fhe has the fofteft whiteft
hand that e’er was made of fleth and blood ; her lips {o*
balmy fweet— Co .

Wild. Well, well, but where fhall I find her, man ?

Viz. Find her l——but then her foot, Sir Harry ; fhe
dances to a miracle. -

Wild. Pr’ythee don’t diftra& me. :

Viz. Well thén, you muft know, that this lady is the
greateft beauty in town; her name’s Angelioa: fhe that
pafles for her mother is a private bawd, and called the

1 : Lady
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Lady Darling ; fhe goes for a baronet’s lady, (no difpa-
ragement to your honour, Sir Harry) I affure you.

Wild. Pthaw, hang my honour ; but what ftrect, what
houfe ? v ‘

Viz. Not fo faft, Sir Harry ; you muft bave my pafs-
port for your admittance, and you'll find my recommen-
dation in a line or two will procure you very civil enter-
tainment ; I fuppofe twenty or thirty pieces handfomely
placed, will gain the point : ¢ I'll enfure her found.’

Wild. Thou deareft friend to a man in neccﬂity.—-
Here, firrah, order my coach about to St. James’s; I'll
walk acrofs the park. [ 7o bis Servant,

Enter Clincher, fenior. :

Clixch. Here, firrah, order my coach about to St.
James’s, I'll walk acrofs the park too————Mr. Vizard,
your moft devoted —Sir, (70 Wildair.] I admire the
mode of your fhoulder-knot; methinks it hangs very
emphatically, and carries an air of travel in it: your
fword-knot too is moft ornamentally modith, and bears a
foreign mien. Gentlemen, my brother is juft arrived in
town ; fo that, being upon the wing to kid his hands, I
hope you’ll pardon this abrupt departure of, gentlemen,
your moft devoted, and moft faithful humble fervant.

Hild. Pr’ythee doft know him ? .

Fiz. Know him! why it is Clincher, who was ap-
prentice to my uncle Smuggler, the merchant in the
city.

%'r.'u. ‘What makes him fo gay ?

¥iz. Why he’s in mourning.

Wild. In mourning! ’

Fiz. Yes, for his %ather. The kind old man in Hert-
fordfhire t'other day broke his neck a fox hunting; the
fon upon the news has broke his indentyres ; whipped
from behind the counter into the fide-box, ¢ forfwears
¢ merchandize, where he muft live by cheating, and
¢ ufurps gentility, where he may die by raking. He
¢ keeps his coach and liveries, brace of geldings, leath
¢ of miftrefles,” talks of nothing but wines, intrigues,
plays, fathions, and going to the jubilee.

- Wild, Ha, ha, ha! how many pounds of pulvil muft
the fellow ufe in fweetening himielf from the fmell of
B2 hops
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hops and tobacco ? Faugh—I'my confcience methoughe,
like Olivia’s lover, he ftunk of Thames-Street. But now
for Angelica, that’s her name : we'll to the prince’s cho-
colate houfe, where you fhall write my pafs-port. Allons,

: [Exexnt,

SCENE, Lady Lurewell’s Lodgings.

, Lurewell, and ber Maid Parly.

Lare. Parly, my pocket book—Ilet me fee—Madrid,
Venice, Paris, London !—Ay, London ! They may talk
what they will of. the hot countries, but I find love moft
fruitful under this climate—In a month’s fpace have I
gained—Ilet me fee, imprimis, Colonel Standard.

Par. And bow will your Ladyfhip manage him ?

Lure. Asall foldiers fhould be managed ; he fhall ferve
me till I gain my ends, then I'll difband him.

Par. But he loves you, Madam,

- Lure. Therefore I fcorn him ;
1 hate all that don’t love me, and flight all that dos
Would his whole deluding fex admir’d me, . :
‘Thus wouid I flight them all, ]
My virgin and unwary innocence
Was wrong’d by faithlefs man;
But now, glance eyes, plot brain, diffemble face,
Lie tongue, ¢ and be a fecond Eve to’ tempt, feduce, and
Plague the treacherous kind.———
Let me furvey my captives.——
‘The Colonel leads the van ; next Mr. Vizard, '
He courts me out of the pra&ice of piety,
‘Therefore is a hypocrite ;
‘Then Clincher, he adores me with orangerie,
And s confequently a fool ;
Then my old merchant, alderman Smuggler, -
He’s a compound of both ;—out of which medley of
lovers, if I don’t make good diverfion————What d’ye
think, Parly ? _ ; R

Par: 1think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous1in
yaur fervice, if you teach me all thofe tricks that you.
ufe to your lovers. :

Lure. You're a fool, child; obferve this, that though
a woman fwear, forfwear, lie, diffemble, back-bite,

' proud,

’
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proud, vain, malicious, any thing, if fhe fecures the
main chance, fhe’s ftill virtuous ; that’s a maxim.

. Par. 1 can’t be perfuaded though, Madam, but that you
really loved Sir Harry Wildair in Paris,

Lare. Of all the lovers I ever had, he was my greateft
plague, for I could never make him uneafy : I left him
mvolved in a duel upon my account: I long to know
whether the fop be killed or not, . :

o Eater Standard.
Oh, lord! no fooner talk of killing, but the foldier is
conjured up.  You’re upon hard duty, Colonel, to ferve
your king, your country, and a miftrefs too. -
. Sand. The later, I muft confefs, is the hardeft; for
in war, Madam, we can be relieved in our duty; butin
love, who would take our poft, is our enemy ; emula-
tion in glory is tranfporting, but rivals here intolerable.

Lure. Thofe that bear away the prize in the field,’
fhould boaft the fame fuccefs in the bed-chamber; and, I
think, confidering .the weaknefs of our fex, we fhould
make thofe our companions who can be our champions,

. Stand, 1 once, Nfadqm, hoped the honour of defend-
Ing you from all injuries, through a title to your lovely
perfon, but now my love muft attend my fortune. My
commiffion, Madam, was my fport to the fair; adding
a noblenefs to my: paffion, it ftampt a value on my love ;
’twas once the life of honour,: but now its winding-fheet,
and with it muft my love be buricd, .

Par, What! difbanded, Colonel ?

- Stand. Yes, Mrs. Parly.

Par, Faugh, the naufeous fellow ! he ftinks of poverty
already. ' ' [ Afide.

_Lure, His misfortune troubles me, ¢ becaufe it may
¢ prevent my defigns. . o [Afdet

Stand, T’ll chufe, Madam, rather to deftroy my paffion
by dbfence abroad, than have it ftarved-at home. "

Lasre. I’m forry, Sir, you have fo mean an opinion of
my affe@ion, as to imagine it founded upon your fortune..

d to convince you of your miftake, here I vow by all
that's facred, I own the fame affetion now as before.
Let it fuffice, my fortune is confiderable, .

Staad, Mo, Madam, no; I’ll neverbe a charge to her

B3 1 love!
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I love! The man thatfells himfelf for gold, is the worft
of zroﬁitutes.

are, Now were he any other cresture but a man, 1
could love him, ‘ . [ Afide.

" Stand. This only laft requeft I make, that ne title re-

commend a fool, no office introduce a knave, nor.coat a
cpward, to my place in your affe@ions; fo farewel my.
country, and adieu my love. [ Exit.
Lure. Now the devil take thee for being fo honour-
sble: here, Parly; call him back, I fhall lofe half my di«
verfion elfe,. Now for a trial of &kill. - :
.. Re-enter Colonel. .
Sir, I'hope you'll pardon my curiofity. When do you
take your journey ? ‘

. Stemd. To-morrow morning, early, Madam.

.Lnlr:. So fuddenly | which way are you defigned to
travel ? , '

Stand. g’lut 1 Scan’t yet refolve on. 5
. Laure. Pray, Sir, tell me; » Sir; I intreat you g
why are youyfo obflinate ? il : ¥

Stend. Why are you fo curious, Madam ?

Laure, Becaufe —e——

Stand. What !

Luzre. Becaufe, I, T :

. Stand. Becaufe! What, Madam ?—Pray tell me..
Lure. Becaufe I defign to follow you.. - [Cryinmg.
Stand. Follow me! By all that’s great, I ne’er was

proud before. ¢ But fuch love from fuch a creature might,
¢ {well the vanity of the proudeft prince.” Follow me?

By heavens thou fhaltnot. What! expofe thee to the

bazards of a canfp—Rather I’ll ftay, and here bear the
contempt of fools, ¢and woritof fortune.’

Lare. You need not, fhall not ; .my eftate for both is
fufficient. ' S

Stand. Thy eftate! No, I'li turn a knave, and purchafe
énc myfelf; 1'll cringe to the proud man I undermine, .
aod fawn on him that I would bite to death ; I'llL tip my
tongue with flattery, and fmooth my face with fmiles;

T'll turn pimp, informer, office-broker, nay, coward, to

be great; and facrifice it all to thee, my generous fau.'. .

' i-re. ‘And I’ll diffemble, Le, fwear, jilt, any thnﬁ;
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but I'll reward thy love, and recompenfe thy noble

De

Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! poor Sir Harry, ha,
ha, l‘s‘a : Rather kifs her hand, than the Pope’s toe, ha,
ha, ha!

Lare. What Sir Harry, Colonel ! What Sir Harry !

Stand. SirHarry Wildair, Madam.

Lure. What! Is he come over ?

Stazd. Ay, And he told me—but I don’t believe a fyl--
lable on’t.

. Lure. What did be-tell you ?-

Staad. Only called you his miftrefs, and pretending to

be extravagant in your commendation, would vainly in-

 finuate the praife of his own judgment and good fortune
in a choice. -

{al;ure. How eafily is the vanity of fops tickled by our
Stand, Why, your fex is the vanity of fops. ,
Lure. On my confcience, I believe fo. This gentle-

man, becaufe he danced well, I pitched on for a partner at
a ball in Paris, and ever fince he has fo perfecuted me
with letters, fongs, dances, ferenading, flattery, foppery,
and noife, that -1 was foreed to fly the kingdom—ﬁd I
warrant you he made you jealous.

Stand. Faith, Madam, I was a little unesfy. - .

Lure. You fhall have a plestiful revenge; I'll fend
him back all his foolifh letters, foan and verfes, and
you yourfelf fhall carry them ; ’twill afferd you oppor-
tunity of triumphing, and free me from his farther im-
pertinence ; for of all men he’s my averfions I'll run
and fetch them inftantly.

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare proje&! How fhall I bait
him like A&=on with his own dogs.———Well, Mrs.
Parly, it is ordered by atof parliament, that you receivé:
no more pieces, Mrs. Parly.——— \

Par. ’Tis-provided by the fame a&, that you {fend no-
more meflages by me, good Colonel 5 you muft not pre-
tenél; to fend any more-letters, unlefs you can pey the
potiage. T

Stand. Come, come, don’t be mercenary ; take exam-
ple by your lady, be honourable.. - T

Par, A-lack-a-day, Sir, it thews as- ridiculous and

. haughty
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haughty for us to imitate our betters in their honour, as
in -their finery ; leave. honour to nobility that can fup-
port it: we poor folks, Colonel, have no pretence to’t ;
and truly, I think, Sir, that your honour fhould be
cathiered with your leading-ftaff. - :

Stand. *Tis one of the greateft curfes of poverty, to
be the jeft of chambermaids !

. Enter Lurewell. .
" Lure. Here’s the packet, Colonel ; the whole maga-
zine of love’s artillery. [Gives bim the packet,

Stand. Which fince I have gained, I will turn upon
the enemy. Madam, I’ll bring you the news of my
viGtory this evening, Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! —

’ Exit.

. ¢ Lare, To the right about as you were ; march[, Co-
¢ lonel! ha, ha, ha! :

¢ Vain man, who boafts of ftudy’d parts and wiles !

¢ Nature in us, your deepeft art beguiles, }

¢ Stamping deep cunning in our frowns and fmiles.

¢ You toil for art, your intelle@s you trace ;

¢ Woman, without a thought, bears policy in her face.”

END of the Fizrst Acr.

‘ACT II
SCENE, Clincher Sunior’s Lodgings.
Enter Clincher opening a Letter, Servant Jollowing,

. CLINCHER reads,

.+ % Dear brother, . ’
I Will fee you prefently ; I have fent this lad to wait

on you, he can inftrut you in the fathions of the
town ; ‘I am your affeCtionatebrother,  Crifkcugr.”
Very well, and what’s your name, Sir ? .o
.: Pick, My name is Dicky, Sir,

Clin.’ Dicky { -
. glick. ‘A;\y,,. Dicky, Sir. ' : T

in, Very well ; a pretty name! And what can yo

do, Mr. Dicky2 © - oy name you
. A Dickyte
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. hDid'. Why, Sir, I can powder a wig, and. pick upa
whore,

Clin. Oh, lord! Oh, lord! a whore! Why, are there
many whores in this town ?

Dick. Ha, ha, ha! many whores ! there’s a queftion,
indeed! Why, Sir, there are above five hundred furgeons
in town—Hark’e, Sir; do you fee that woman there, in
the velvet fcarf, and red knots ?

Clin. Ay, Sir; what then?

Dick. Why, fhe fhall be at your fervice in three mi-
nutes, as I’m a pimp.

Clin. Oh, Jupiter Ammon ! Why, fhe’s a gentlewoman.

Dick. A gentlewoman! Why, fo are all the whores in
town, Sir. '

Enter Clincher fenior.

Clin. fen. Brother, you’re welcome to London.

Clin. jun. 1 thought, brother,. you owed fo much to
:‘he Lnemory of my father, as to wear mourning for his

eath, ’

Clin fen, Why, fo I do, fool } I wear this, becaufe I
have the eflate, and you wear that, becaufe you have not
the eftate. You have caufe to mourn indeed, brother.
Well, brother, I glad to fee you; fare you well. _

[Going.

Clin. jxn. Stay, ftay, brother—Where are you going ?

Clin. fen. How natural ’tis for a country booby to afk
impertinent queftions !—Hark’e, Sir; is not my father
dead ? i

Clin, jun. Ay, ay, to my forrow.

Clin. fen. No matter for that, he’s dead; and am not
1a young, powdered, extravagant Englith heir?

Clin. jun, Very right, Sir.

Clin. fen. Why, then, Sir, you may be fure that Iam
going to the Jubilee, Sir. .

Clin. jun. Jubilee! What’s that ?

Clin. fen. Jubilee! Why, the Jubilee is—Faith 1
don’t know what it is. .

- Dick. Why, the Jubilee is the fame thing as our Lord
Mayor’s day in the city ; there will be pageants, and
fquibs, and raree-thows, and all that, Sir.

Clin. jun. And muit you go fo foon, brother ?
' : . Glin, ﬁ’lq
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Clin. fen. Yes, Sir, for I muft ftay a month at Amfter-
dam to ftudy poetry.

. Clin. jun. Then I {uppofe, brother, you travel through
Mufcovy, to learn fathions ; don’t you, brother ?

Clin. fen. Brother! Pr’ythee, Robin, don’t call me
‘brother ; Sir will do every jot as well. ,

Clin. jun. Oh, Jupiter Ammon ! why fo ?

Clin. fen. Becaufe people will imagine you have a fpite
at me—But have you feen ydur cou(%n Angelica yet, and
her mother, the Lady Darling ?

Clin. jun. No; my dancing-mafter has not been with
‘'me yet. How fhall I falute them, brother ?

Clin. c{m. Pfhaw ! that’s eafy ; ’tis only two fcrapes, 2
kifs, and your humble fervant. I'il tell you more when
I come from the Jubilee. Come along. (Excunt.

SCE N E, Lady Darling’s Hoxfe.
Enter Wildair with a letter,

Wild. Like light and heat, incorporate we lay ; ‘
' We bleis’d the night, and curs’d the coming day.

Well, if this paper-kite flies fure, I'm fecure of my game
—Humph !—The prettieft bozrdel I have feen; a very
ftately genteel one—
Footrmien crofs the Stage. ,
"Hey-day ! equipage, too! Now for a bawd by the cur-
tefy, and a whore with a coat of arms ’Sdeath, I’'m
afraid I’ve miftaken the houfe !
Enter Lady Darling.
No, this muft be the bawd, by her bulk,

Darl. Your bufinefs, pray, Sir ?

Wild. Pleafure, Madam.

Darl. Then, Sir, you have no bufinefs here.

Wiid, This letter, Madam, will inform you farther—
Mr. Vizard fent it, with his humble fervice to youf
Ladyfhip.

- Darl. How does my coufin, Sir ? '
Wild. Ay, her coufin, too ! that’s right pracurefsagain.

.

Dgrl. {Reads.] ¢¢ Madam—-—Earneft inclination to
ferve— Sir Harry——— —Madam~——Court my coufin
~———Gentleman fortune .

«  Your Ladythip’s moft humble fervant,  Vizarp.”

Sir,
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Sir, your fortuné and quality are fufficient to recom-
mend you any where; but what goes farther with me is
the recommendation of fo fober and pious a young gene
tleman as my coufin Vizard.

Wild. A nght fanQified bawd o’ my word ! [ Afde.

« Darl. Sir Harry, your converfation with Mr. Vizard .
argues you a gentleman, free from the loofe and vicious
carriage of the town; 1’ll therefore call my daughter, -

Exit,

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuftrious bawd gf Ba-
bylon She drefles up a fin {o religioufly, that the Devil
would hardly know it of his making.

Re-enter Darling with Angelica.

¢ Darl. Pray, daughter, ufe him civilly ; fuch matches
. ¢ don’t offer every day.’ (E-xit Dar,

¢ Wild.’ Oh, all ye powersoflove! anangel! ’Sdeath,
what money have I got in my pocket? I can’t ofter her
lefs than twenty guineas——and, by Jupiter, fhe’s worth
a hundred. - ’

An. *Tis he ! the very fame ! and his perfon as agreea-
ble as his chara&ter of good humour Pray Heaven,:
his filence proceed from refpect !

Wild. How innocent fhe looks! How would that mo-.
defty adorn virtue, when it makes even vice look fo char-
ming !~——By Heaven, there’s fuch 2 commanding inno-
cence ia her looks, that I dare not afk the quetion !

An. Now, all the charms of real love and feigned
indifference affift me to engage his heart; for mine is loft
already.

Il’ilﬁ Madam—1I, [——Zoons, I cannot fpeak to her!,
But fhe’s a whore, and I wille———=Madam, in fhort,
11 Oh, hypocrify, hypocrify, what a charming
fin art thou! .

An. He.is caught; now to fecure my conqueft——1I
thought, Sir, you had bufinefs to communicate.

Wild. Bufinefs to communicate! How nicely fhe wordy
it! ‘Yes, Madam, I have alittle bufinefs to communi-
cate. Don’t you love finging-birds, Madam ? g

Are That’s an odd queftion for a lover Yes, Sir. -

Wild. Why, then, Madam, hereis a neft of the prettieft
goldfinches that ever chirp’d in a cage; twenty young
ones, I affure you, Madam, : ,

As,
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«Ax. Twenty young ones! What then, Sir ?

Wild. Why, then, Madam, there are—twenty young
ones——'Slife, I think twenty is pretty fair.

An. He’s mad, fure !——Sir Harry, when you have.
learned more witand manners, you fhall be welcome here
again. - [Exits

Wild. Wit and manners ! *Egad, now, I conceive there
is g great deal of wit and manners in twenty guineas—I’m

Aure ’tis all the wit and manners 1 have about me at pre-
fent. What fhall I do? ,

Enter Clincher junior aad Dicky.
What the devil’s here ? Another coufin, I warrant ye!—
Hark’e, Sir, can you lend me ten or a dozen guineas in-
ftantly ? Ill pay you fifteen for them in three hours,
upon my honour.

Clin. jun. Thefe London fparks are plaguy impudent !
This fellow, by his wig and affurance, can be no lefs than
a.courtier, )

Dick, He's rathera courtier by his borrowing. :

‘Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I han’t above five ghineas about
me. '

Wild. What bufinefs have you here then, Sir? For, to
my knowledge, twenty won’t be fufficient. i

Clin. jun. Sufficient! For what, Sir ?

Wild, What, Sir! Why, forthat, Sir; what the-devil
fhould it be, Sir? I know your bufinefs, notwithftanding
all your gravity, Sir.

Clin. jun. My bufinefs! Why, my coufin lives here.

Wild. 1 know your coufin does live here, and Vizard’s
coufin, and every body’s coufin~—Hark’e, Sir, I fhall
seturn immediately ; and if you offer to touch her till I
come back, I fhall cut your throat, rafcal. [Exit.

Clin, jun. Why, the man’s mad, fure! :

" Dick. Mad, Sir! Ay——Why, he’s a beau.

Clinch jun. A beau! What’s that? Are all madmen
Beaus >

Dick. No, Sir; but moft beaus are madmen: But now
for your coufin. Remember your three fcrapes, a kifs,
and your humble fervant, [ Exexnt, as into the Houfe.

. Enter Wildair, Colonel following,

. Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry! _
. Wild, Y'm in hafle, Colonel; befides, if you're t’: no

: tter
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better humour than when I parted with you in the park
this morning, your company won’t be very agreeable.

Stand. You’re a happy man, Sir Harry, who are never
out of humour. Can nothing move your gall, Sir Harry 2
. Wild. Nothing but impoffibilitics, which are the fame
a5 nothing. '

- Stand. What impoffibilities ?

- Wild. The refurreétion of my father to difinherit me,
or an a&t of parliament againft wenching. A man of
eight thoufand pounds per axxum to be vexed! No, noj
anger and fpleen are companions for younger brothers.

Stand. Suppofe one called you a fon of a whore behind
your back. )

Wild. Why, thea would I call him rafcal behind bis
back ; fo we’re even.

Stand. But fuppofe you had loft a miftrefs.

Wiid. Why, then I would get another.

Stand. But fuppofe you were difcarded by the woman
you love, that would furely trouble you.

Wild. You're miflaken, Colonel; my love is neither
romantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary ; *tis only
a pitch of gratitude ; while fhe loves me, I love her;
when fhe defifts, the obligation’s void. v

Starnd. Butto-be miftaken in your opinion, Sir; if the
.Lady Lurewell (only fuppofe 1t) had difcarded you—I
fay, only fuppofe it=—and had ferit your difcharge by
me, . :

Wild, Phaw! that's another impoffibility.

Stand. Are you fure of that ? .

Wild,_ Why, ’twere a folecifmin Nature. Why fhe’s a
rib of me, Sir. She dances with me, fings with me,
plays with me, fwears with me, lies with me.

. Stand, How, Sir? :

Wiid. 1 mean in an honourable way ; that is, fhe lies
for me. In fhort, we are as like one another as a couple
of guiness. |

Stanb. Now that I have raifed you to the higheft pine
nacle.of vanity, will I give you fo mortifying a full, as
fhall dath your hopes to pieces.—I pray your honour to
perufe thefe papers, - (Gives bim the Packet.

Wild. What is’t, the mufter-roll of your regiment,
Colonei ?

- C Stand,
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Stand. No, no, ’tis a lift of your forcés in your' laft
love campaign ; and, for your comfort, all difbanded.

- Wild, Pr'ythee, good metaphorical Colonel, what d’ye
mean? :

Stand, Read, Sir, read ; thefe are the Sibyl’s leaves that
will unfold your defliny. . . '
. Wid. So'it be not a faMe deed to cheat me of my
eftate, what care I—[Opening the packet.] Humph! my
hand ! To the Lady Lurewell—To the Lady Lurewell—
To the Lady Lurewell—What the devil haft thou been
tampering with, to conjure up thefe fpirits ?

Stand. A certain familiar of your acquaintance, Sir.
Read, read. . )

Wild. [ Reading.]—* Madam, my paffion—fo natural—
your beauty contending—Force of charms—Mankind—
Eternal admirer, Wildair !” I ne’er was athamed of my
name before. '

Stand, What, Sir Harry Wildair out of humour! ha,
ha, ha! Poor Sir Harry ! More glory in her {mile than
in the Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha! But then her foot,
Sir Harry, fhe dances to amiracle! ha, ha, ha! Fie, Sir
Harry, a man of your parts write letters not worth keep-
ing! What fayeft thou, my dear knight errant ? ha, ha,
ha! you may feek adventures now indeed:’

‘Wild. [Sings.] No, no, let her wander, &,

-Starnd, You are jilted to fome tune, Sir; blown up .
with falfe mufic, that’s all. |

Wild. Now, why fhould 1 be angry that a woman is a
woman ? Since inconftancy and falthood are grounded in
their natures, how can they help it? .

Stand. Then they muft be grounded in your nature;
for fhe’s a rib of you, Sir Harry. -

Wild. Here’s a copy of verfestoo : T muft turn poetin
the devil’s name—Stay—’Sdeath, what’s here ? This is
her hand——©h, the charming chara&ers !—[ Reading.]
¢« My dear Wildair,”—That’s I, ’egad !~—¢¢ ‘This huff-
bluff Colonel”—that’s he—*¢ is the rareft fool in nature,”
. '==the devil he is !¢ and as fuch have I ufed him.”—

with all my heart, faith—*¢ }had no better way of let-
" ting you know that I lodge in St. James's, near the Ho-
ly lamb. Lurewell.”

Colonel, I am your moft humble fervant,
Stand.
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Stand. Hold, Sir, you fhan’t go yet ; I han’t delivered .
half my meffage,

#ild. Upon my faith but you have, Colonel. J

Stand. Well, well; own your fpleen ; out with it; X
know you’re like to burft.

Wild. 1 am fo, ’egad, ha, ha, ha!

Stard. Ay, with all my heart,
forced, Sir Harry. ‘

Wild. 1 wag never better pleafed in all my life, by
Jupiter. B : : K :

-Stand. Well, Sir Harry, ’tis prudence to hide your con-
cern, when -theré’s no help for it. Bat, to be ferious,
now ; the lady has fent you back all your papérs there—
Iwas fo juft as not to look upon them, ~ - -

Wild: ’m glad on’t, Sir; for there were fome things.
that I'would not have youfee.

Swnd, All this fhe has done for my fake, and I defire
you would decline any farther pretenfions for your own
fake, So, honett, corg:natured Sir Harry; 1I’nt your hum-

a, ha! Well, well; that’s’

~

[Laxib and point at ene anothers

ble fervant. , .[Exi:% :

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! poor Colonel! Oh, the delight o
an ingenious miftrefs! what a life and brifknefs it adds ta
anamour, ¢ like the loves of mighty Jove, flill fuing in
¢ different fhapes,” A legerdemain miftrefs, who, preffo ¢

. pafs! and fhe’s vanifh’d; then ¢y / in an inftant in your -

arms again. . [(Goings
w * Enter Vizard. : .
Viz. Well met, Sir Harry—What news from the ifland
of love? - ‘ .
Wild, Faith, we made but a broken voyage by your
chart; but now I am bound for affother port: I rold you
the Colonel was my rival. .
Viz. The Colonel! curs’d misfortune ! another! .
. L [ Afide,
Wild. But the civileft in the world ; he brought me
word where my miftrefs lodges, The ftory’ too long to
tell you now, for I muft fly. .
Piz. What, have you given over all thoughts of An-
gelica ? : .
Wild, No, no, ’ll think of her fome other time. But
now far the Lady Luyrewell. Wit and beauty calls.
.~ C 2 . Th“
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That miftrefs ne’er can pall ber lover’s joys,

Whofe wit can whet, whene’er her beauty cloys.

Her litt’éamorous frauds.all truths excel,

And make us happy, being deceiv’d fo well, [Exit.

Ziz. The Colonel' my rival too ! —How fhall I manage ?
There is but one way——him and the Knight will T fet
a tilting, where one cuts t’other’s throat, and the furvi-
vor’s hang'd ; fo there will be two rivals pretty decently
difpofed of. Since honour may oblige them to play the
fool, ‘why fhould 8t neceflity engage me to ‘play the
Knave ? { Exit,

'SCENE, Lurewell’s Lodgings.

. Lurewel and Parly. ot
~ Lure. Has my fervant brought me the money from
my merchant ? :

Par. No, Madam ; he met Alderman Smuggler at
Charing-Crofs, who has promifed to wait on you himfelf
immediately. . :

Lure. *Tis odd that this old rogue fhould pretend to
love me, and at the fame time cheat me of my money.

Par, *Tis well, Madam, if he don’t cheat you of
your eftate ; for you fay the writings are in his hands.

Lure, But what fatisfattion can I get of him 2 ——Okh,
Rere he comes } ) B

Enter Smuggler. <
Mr. Alderman, your fervant ; have you brought me any
money, Sir? : =

Smug. Faith, Madara, trading is very dead ; what with
paying the taxes, raifing the cuftoms, loffes at fea abroad,
and maintaining our wives at home, the Bank is reduced
very low. :

Jure. Come, come, Sir, thefe evafions won’t ferve your
turn ; I muft have money, Sir——I hope you don’t de-
fign to cheat me? :

Smug. Cheat you, Madam ! have a care what you fay :
I’m an alderman, Madam —Cheat you, Madam! I have
been an honett citizen thefe five and thirty years.

- Laure. Anhoneft citizen! Bear witnefs, Parly—I fhall
trap him in more lies prefently. Come, Sir, tho’ 1 am a
woman, I can take a courfe.

Smug, What courfe, Madam ? Yeu'll go to law, wilf

yer
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ye? I can maintain a fuit of law, be it right or wrong,
thefe forty years, I am fure of that, thanks to the honeft
pradtice of the courts. .

Lure. Sir, I'll blaft your reputation, and fo ruin your
credit, : -

Smug. Blaft my reputation! he, he, he ! Why, I'm a
religious man, Madam ; I kave been very inftrumental in
the reformation of manners, Ruin my ctedit! Ah, poor
woman ! There is but one way, Madam ——you have 3
fweet leering eye. -

Lure.. You inftrumental in the reformation t How ? *

Smug. 1 whipp'd all the whotes, cut and long-tail, out
of the parii—Ab, that leering eye !—Then [ 'voted for
pulling down the playhoufe—Ah, that ogle, that ogle |—
Then my own pious example— Ah, that lip, that lip ¥

Lure. Here's a religious rogue for you, now l——As'E
hope to be faved, I have a good mind to beat the old
monfter.

Smug.. Madam, I have brought fyou about a’ hundred
and ﬁfpy guineas, (a great desl of money, 38 times go)
and

Lure. Come, give ’em me.

Smug. Ah, that hand, that hand ! that presty, fofe,
white ——1I have brought it, you fee; but the condition
of the obligation is fuch, that whereas that leering eye,
that pouting lip, that pretty foft hand, that——ygu un
der me; you underfland ; I'm fure you o, you
little rogue 4 T

Lure. Here's a villain, now, fo covetous, that he ¢ won’t
¢ wench upon his own coft, but’ would bribe me with my
own money. Dll be revenged. [fde.]-— Upon my
word, Mr. Alderman, you make me blufh——what d’ye
mean, pray ? ) ’ T

Smug. Se¢ here, Madam. [Pats @ piece of money in bis
mouth.] Bufs and guinea, bufs and guinea, bufs and
guinea. o ‘

Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have fuch pretty
winaing ways, that I will, ha, ha, ha! ‘ _

Smug. Will you indeed, he, he, he! my litele cocket 2
And when, and where, and how ? :

Lure, *I'will be a difficule point, Sir, to fecure both

C 3 . - eur
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cur honours; you muft therefore be difguifed, Mr.
Alderman,

Smug. Pfhaw ! no matter; Iam an old fornicator; I’m
‘nothaif fo religious as I feem to be. You little rogue,
why, I'm difguifed as I am ; our fan@ity is all outfide,
all hypocrify.

Lure, No'man is feen to come into this houfe after
night-fall; you muft therefore facak in, when ’tis dark,
in woman’s cloaths.

Smug., With all my heart——T1 have a fuit on- purpofq,
. my litele cocket ; I love to be difguifed; I-cod, I make
a very handfome woman, I-cod, I do.

Enter Servane, who wblj}'u'rs Lurewell.

Lure. Oh, Mr, Alderman ! fhail I beg you to walk i ine
1o the next room ? Here are fome ftrangers coming up.

Smug. Bufs and guinea firt—Ah, my little cocket !

[ Exin
Enter Wildair.

Wild. My life, my foul, my all that Heaven can give !
Lure, Peath’ lifewith thee, without thee death to live,

Welcome, my dear Sir Harry——1 fee you got my di-
reétions, R

Hild. DireQions ! in the moft charming manner, thou,
dear Machiavel of intrigue.

Lure. Siillbrifk and airy, I find, Sir Harry..

Wild, The fight of you, Mad.lm, exalts my air, and
makes joy lighten in my face.

. Lure. 1 bave a.thoufand queftions.to afk you,. er Harry.
Ho‘v d’ye like France ? ,

Wild, Ah) '¢ff Je plus bean pais du monde..

ZLure. Then what made you leave it fo foon ?

W ild. Madam, wous weyez que je wous fuive par-touts

Lure. Oh, Mo:y‘iew, e vous _fuis fort- oI:hgee—-—But,,

where’s the court now ? ,

Wild,. At Marli, Madam,

Lure. And where my Count Ea Valier >

Wild. His body’s in the church of Nétre Dame; §
don’t know where his foul is. ;

Lure. What difeafe did he die of *

Wild., A duel, Madam ;. I was his.do&or. .

Lure. Bow d’ye mean ? -
: : ' Wild,
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»:id. As moft doftors do; 1 kill’d him, ,

Lure. En cavalier, my dear knight-errant—Well, and
how, and how ¢ what intrigues, what gallantrics are car-
rying on in the deau monde ?

Wild. I fhould afk you that queftion, Madam, fince
your Ladythip makes the brax monde wherever you come,

Lare. Ah, Sir Harry, I've been almoft ruined, peiter-
ed to death here, by the inceffant attacks of a mighry
colonel; he his belicged me ¢ as clofe as our army did
¢ Namur.! . :

Wild. 1 hope your Ladyfhip did not furrender, tho’,

Lxre. No, noj but was forced to caritulalc. But
fince you are come to raife the fiege, we'll dunce, and

.fing, and laogh—— :

Wild. And love, and kifs—Montrex mei wotre chambre.

Lure. Attends, attcnds, un pes—1 remember, Sir Harry,
you promifed me, in Paris, never to atk that impertinent
queftion again,

- Wild. Plhaw, Madam! that was above two months
ago; befides, Madam, treaties made in France are never
kept. .

: }},ure. Would you marry me, Sir Harry ?

Wild. Oh! la marriage off wn grand mal——But 1 will
marry you.

Lure. Your word, Sir, is not tobe reliedon : i a gen-
tleman will forfeit his honour in dealings of bufinefs, we
may reafonably fufpeét his fidelity in an amour. .

Wild. My honour m dealings of buftefs!| Why, Ma-
‘dam, I never had any bufine(d all my lite, :

Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, 1 have heard a very odd flory,
and am forry that a-gentleman of your figure fhould un-
dergo the fcandal.

Wild, Outwith it, Madam.

Lure. Why, the merchunt, Sir, that tranfinitted youg
bills of exchange to you in France, complains of fomeins’
dire¢t and difhosourable deslings.

Wild. Who, old Smuggler ¢

Lure. Ay, ay, you know him, I find:

Wild. I have fome reafon, I think; why, the rogue
has cheated me of aboye five hundred pounds within thefe
three years. .

A ’ Lures
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Lure. "Tis your bufinefs, then, to acquit yourfelf gub-
licly ; for he fpreads the fcandal every wherg,

wid. Acgunt myfelf publicly \———Here, firrah, my
coach ; I'll drive inftantly into the city, and cane the old
mllam round the Royal Exchange ; ¢ he. fhall run the

¢ gauntlet. through a thoufand brufh’d beavers, and foye
¢ mal cravats.”

Lure. Why, he is in the houfé now, Su'o

Wild. What, in thig houfe? |

Lure. Ay, in the next room. ‘

Wiild, Then, firrah, lend me your. cudgel, .

Lure. Sir Harry, you won’t rife a difturbance in my
houfe?

Wild. Dlﬂurbance, Madam ! no, no, I'll beat him with
the temper of a philofopher. Here, Mrs. Parly,. thew

me the gentlemao. [Exiz wwith Parly.

Lure. Now fhall I get. the. old monfter well beaten,
and Sir Harry pefter’d next term with blood(heds, hatte-
ries, cofts and damages, folicitors and attornies ; and if
hey don’t teize him out of bis good humous, I'll never

lot again. [Exita

SCENE tbmtg’e: to another Reom in the fame Hoqﬁ.

Enter Smuggler.

Smug. Oh, this damn’d tide-waiter ! A ﬁup and cargo
worth five thoufand pounds ! Why, *tis richly worth ﬁve
hundred perjuries.

Enter Wildair,

Wild. Dear .Mr. Alderman, l’m your moft devoréd
and humble fervant.

Smug. My belt friend, Sir Harry, you re welcome to
England.

W'zltl I'll aflure you, &ir, there’s not a man in the
King’s dominions I am gladder to meet, dear, dear Mr,
Alderman. [ Bowing wery lov..

Smug. Oh, Iord Sir, you travellers have the moﬁ
obhgmg ways with you!

Wild, There is a bufinefs, Mr. Alderman, fallen out,
whxch you may oblige me infinitely by ——1I am very
forry that I am forced to be troublefome ; bm neceflity,
Mr. Alderman

. Smivg.



THE CONSTANT COUPLE. 33

Smug. Ay, Sir, as you fay, neceflity—But, upon my
word, Sir, Iam very fhort of money at prefent; but—"
Wild. That’s not the matter, Sir; I’m above an obk- -
gation that way : but the bufinefs is, I’m reguced to an
mdifpenfible neceffity of being obliged to you for a beat--
ing—Here, ke this cudgel.- :
Smug. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha! Ibeat 2
knight baronet ! an alderman turn cudgel-player ! e
Ha, ba, ha! -
"Wild, Upon my word, Sir, you muft beat me, or I
cudgel you ; take your choice.
Smug. Pthaw, pfhaw ! you jeft.
- Wild. Nay, tis fure as fate—So, Alderman, 1 hope

you'll pardon my curiofity. [Strikes hime:
Snug. Curiofity | Deuce take your curiofity, Sir !
What d’ye mean? oy . v

- ¥ild. ' Nothing atall; I'm but in jeft, Sir.

Smug. Oh, 1 can take any thingin jeft! but.a man
might imagine, by the finartnefs ofg the ftroke, that you
were in downright earnett.

Wild. Not in the lealt, Sir; [Strikes him.] not in the
leaft, indecd, Sir. .

Smug. Pray, good, Sir, no moreof your jefts ; for they
are the blunteft jefts that ever I knew. .

. Wild. [Strikes.] 1 heartily beg your pardon with all
my heart, Sir, :

Smug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, that is fatisfaction enough
from a gentleman. But, ferioufly, now, if you pafs any
more of your jefts upon me, I fhall grow angry. .

Wild.'I humbly beg your permiifion to break one or
tWo more, (Strikes bim.

Smug, Oh, lord, Sir, you’ll break my bones! Are you
mad, Sir ? Murder, fclony, manflaughter!

 [Wild. knocks hin: downs

Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thoufand pardons; but I'am -
ablolutely compelled to it, upon my honour, Sir: no-
thing can be more averle to my inclinations, than to jeft
With my honeft, dear, loving, obliging friend, the Al-
derman.

[Striking him all this avbile; Smuggler tumbles over and
over, and fbakes out bis pocket-book on the foor ; Lawe-
well catersy and tages it up.) * Lure
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Lure. The old regue’s pocket-book ; this may be of*
wle. [Afide,] Oh, lord ! Sir Harry’s murdering the poor
old maa, .

Smyg. Oh, dear Madam, I was beaten in jeft, *till I
am muirdered in gopd carneft | . _

Lure. Well, well, I’ll bring you off, Seniqr —Frappez,,.

Frappez ! .
mg; Oh, for Chatity’s fake, Madam, refcue a poor

citizen . ’ .
Lure, Oh, you barbarous man !—Hold, hald!. Fragpez,

plus rudement ! Frappez =1 wonder you are not athamed.

[Holding Wild.] A poor, reverend, boneft elder—{[ Helps

Smug. up.] It makes me weep to fee him in this condi-

tion, poar man ! —Now, the devil take you, Sir Harry—

for not heating him harder——Well, my dear, ‘you fhall

come at night, and I’ll make you amends. 4

: A [Here Sir Harry takes fuuff.
Srwug. Madam, I will have amends before I leave the

. place——S§ir, how durit you ufe me thus? ;

Wild. Sir?
Smeg. Sir, I Qy, that I will have fatisfaction.
Wild, With all my heart. [Throaws fauff into bis eyese

- Smxg, Oh, musder, blindnefs, fire! Ob, Madam, Ma._

dam, get me fome water ! Water, firé, fire, water !

. ‘ v [Exit with Lurewell.
Wild. How pleafant is refenting an injury withous

paffion ! *Tis the beauty of revenge.

Let ftatefmen plot, and under bufinefs groan,
And fettling public quiet, lofe their own ;
Let foldiers drudge and fight for pay or fzme,

- For when they’re fhot, I think ’tis much the fame ;
Let fcholars vex their brains with mood and tenfe,
And, mad with firength of reafon, fools commence,

. Lofing their wits in fearching after fenfe ;

Their fummum bonum they muft toi] to gain,

And feeking pleafure, fpend their life in pain,
1 make the moft of life, ne hour nis-fpend.
Pleafure’s the mean, and pleafure is my end.

- No fpleen, no trouble fhall my time deftroy ;

Life’s but a fpan, I’li every inch enjoy, [Exit

- Exp of the Seconp Acr. ,
' ' ACT

-
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ACT 1L '
S C E N E, #he Street.

Ester Standard and Vizard.

- STANDARD:
I Bring him word where the lodged! I the civileft rival
in the world! *Tis impoflible! :

Piz. 1 fhall urge it no farther, Sir. I only thought,
Sir, that my charater in the world might add aathority
to my words, witliout fo many repetitions.

Stand. Pardon me, dear Vizard. Our belief ftruggles
hard, beforeit can be brought to yield to the difadvantage
of what we love ; ¢ ’tis fo great an abufe to our judgment,
¢ thar it makes the faults of our choice our own failing.’
But what faid Sir Harry ? -

Viz. He pitied the poor credulous Colonel, laughed
heartily, flew away with all the raptures of 4 bridegroom,
repedting thefe lines : .

. A miftrefs ne’er can pall her lover’s joys, A |

Whofe wit can whet, whene’er her beauty cloys,

Stand. A wiftrefs ne’ercan pall! By all my Wwrongs, he
whores her, and I am made. their property ! —=Venw
geance ! ——Vizard, you muft carry a note z)r me to Sir
Harry. ;

Viz, What, a challenge! I hope you don’t defign to

fight ? '
gStmzd. What, wear the livery of 'my king, dnd pocket
an affront! Twere an abufe to his Sacred Majefty: a
foldier’s fword, Vizard; fhould ftart of itfelf to redrefsits
mafter’s wrong. ) '

Fiz. However, Sir, I think. it not proper for me to
carry any fuch meffige between friends. '

Stand. 1 have ne’er a fervant here; what thall I'do?

* Viz. There’s Tom Errand, the porter, that plies ag
the Blue Pofls, one who knows Sir ﬁm'y and his haunts
very well; you may fend a note by him.

Sand. Here, you, friend. ‘

Viz. 1 have now fomebufinefs, and muft take my leave ;
1 would advife you, neverthelefs, againft this affair, -

Stard, No whifpering now, nor telling of friends, to

. > prevens



36 THE CONSTANT COUPLE,

“prevent us. He that difappoints a man of an honourable
sevenge, may love him foolifhly like a wife, but never.
value him as a friend. .

Fiz. Nay, the devil take him that parts you, fay I.

) [Exitu
Enter Porter, running.
+ Er. Did your honour call porter ?

Stand. Is your name Tom Errand ?

Er. People call me fo, an’t like your worfhip.

Stand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ?

Er. Ay, very well, Sir; he’s one of my beft mafters
many a round half-crown have I had of his worfhip ; he’s
newly come home from France, Sir. .
_ Stasd,, Go to the next coftee-houfe, and wait for me.—
Oh, woman, woman, how blefs’d is man when favoured
by your fmiles, and how accurs’d when all thofe fmiles
are found but wantou baits to footh us to deftruction !

¢ Thus our chief joys with bafe allays are curs’d,
¢ And our beft things, when once corrupted, worft.” *

. [Ex
Enter Wildair axd Clincher feniar fillowing,

. - Chin. fen. Sir, Sir, Sir! having fome bufinefs of im-
portance to communicate to you, I would beg your at-
tention to a trifling affair that I would impart to your une
derﬁandin&; '

.- Wild. What is your trifling bufinefs of importance,
pray, fiveet Sir?

Clia. fen. Pray, Sir, are the roads deep between this

and Pans > :

Wild. Why that queftion, Sir?

Clin. fen. Becaufe I defign to go to the Jubilee, Sir;

I underitand that you are a traveller, Sir; there is an air
of travel in the tie of your cravat, Sir; there is indeed,
* Sir—-1I fuppofe, Sir, you bought this lace in Fianders,

Fild. No, Sir, thislace was made in Norway.

Clin. fen. Norway, Sir ! -

wild. Yes, Sir, of the (havings of deal-boards.

Clin. fen. That’s very ftrange now, faith—Lace made
-of the fhavings of deal-hoards ! ’Egad, Sir, you travellers
fee very frange things abroad, very incredible things

o abroad,

4
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abroad, indeed. . Well, I'll have a cravat of the very famo
lace before I come home,

" Wild, - But, Sir, what preparations have you made for
your journey ?

" Clin. fen.” A cafe of pocket-piftols for the bravoes—=—
and a fwimming-girdle. .

- Wild, Why thefe, Sir?

Clin, fen. Oh, lord! Sir, I'll tell you——Suppofe us
in Rome, now ; away goes I to fome ball—for I'll be &
mighty beau, Then, as I faid, I go to fome ball, or fome
bear-baiting, ’tis all one you know——then comes a fine
Italian dona roba, and plucks me by the fleeve ; Signior
‘Angle, Signior Angle—She’s a very fine lady, obferve
that—Signior Angle, fays fhe—Signora, fays I, and trips
after her to the corner of a ftreet, fuppofe it Ruffel-fireet,
here, or any other ftreet ; then, you know, I muft invite
her to the tavern ; I can do no lefsi—There up comes her
bravo ; the Italian grows faucy, and I give him an Eng-
difh dowfe o’ the face : I can box, Sir, box tightly ; I was
a ’prentice, Sir—But, then, Sir, he whips out his ftiletto,
and I whips out my bull.dog—flaps him through, trips
down ftairs, turns the corner of Ruffel-ftreet again, and
whips me into the Ambaffador’s train,.and there I'm fafe
as a beau behind the fcenes. ) ’

Wild. 1s your piftol charg’d, Sir? .

Clin, fen. Only a brace of bullets, that’sall, Sir.

Wild. *Tis a very fine piftol, truly ; pray, let me feeit.
. Clin. fen. Withall my hear, Sir.

Wild, Hark’e, Mr. Jubilee, can you digeft a brace of
bullets ?

Clin. fen. Oh, by no means in the world, Sir!

Wild., I’ll try the firength of your flomach, however.
.Sir, you’re a dead man. d[l’rg/'mting the piffol to bis breaff

in. fen. Confider, dear Sir, 1 am going to the Ju-
‘bilee ; when I come home again, I am-a dead man at
your fervice.

W:ild, Oh, very well, Sir! but take heed you are not
fo choleric for the future.

Clin. fen. Choleric, Sir! Oons ! I defign to fhoot fo-
.ven Italians in a week, Sir.

Wild. Sir, you won’t have provocation.

- Clin. fen, Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, I'll kill any
‘man for treading upon m]; corns ! and there will bea

.

devilifh

N
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devilith throng of people there; they fay that all the
princes of Iualy will be there.

Wild. And all the fops and fidlers in Europe—But the
ufe of your fwimming-girdle, pray, Sir? -

Clin. fen. Oh, lord, Sir, that’s ealy ! Suppofe the fhip
caft away ; now, whilft other foolifh people are bufy at
their prayers, I whip on my fwimming-girdle, clap a
smonth’s provifion in my pocker, and fails me away, like
an egg in a duck’s belly—And hark’e, Sir, I have a new
projeét in my head : where d’ye think my fwimming girdle
{hall carry me upon this occafion ¢ *Tis a new projeét.

-~ Wild, Where, Sir?

Clin. fen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and troth, and fo
fave the charges of my paffage. Well, Sir, you muft
pardon me now ; I'm going to fee my miftrefs. [Euxit.

Wild. This fellow’s an accomplifhed afs before he goes
abroad. Well, this Angelica has got into my heart, and
I can’t get her out of my head. I muft pay her t’other
vilit, , [Exit.

SCENE, Lady Darling’s Hoxfe,

- Enter Angelica. ,

¢ An. Unhappy ftate of woman ! whofe chief virtue is
¢ but ceremony, and our much boafted modefty but a fla-
¢ vifh reftraint. The ftrict confinement on our words,
¢ makes our thoughts ramble more ; and what preferves
¢ our outward fame, deftroys our inward quiet. *Tis
¢ hard that love fhould be denied the privilege of hatred ;
¢ that fcandal and detra@ion fhould be fo much indulged,
¢ yet facred love and truth debarred our converfation.’

Enfer Darling, Clincher jun. asd Dicky.

Darl, 'This is my daughter, coufin,

Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three fcrapes.

Clin, jun, [Saluting Angelica.] One, two, three, your
“humble fervant. as not that right, Dicky? - .

Dick. Ay, faith, S'r; but why don’t you fpeak to her ?

Cliu. jun. I beg your pardon, Dicky; I know my di-
ftance.  Would you have me fpeak to a lady at the firit

he ? , : :
ﬁgl)ick. Ay, Sir, by all means ; the firlt aim-is the furett.

Clin. jur. Now for a good jeft, to make her laugh
heartily——By Jupiter Ammon I'll go give her a kifs.
: [Goes towardsper.

- tor
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Enter Wildair, interpefing,

‘Wild. *Tis all to o purpofe; l'?t:ﬂc{ you fo before ;
rour pitiful five guineas will never do. You may go;
i‘il outbid you. ,

Clin, jun. What the devil, the madman’s here again!

Darl. Blefs me, coufin! what d'ye mean? Affront a
gentleman of his quality in my houfe !

Clin. jun. Quality! Why, Madam, I don’t know
what you mean by your madmen, and your beaus, asd
your quality——they’re all alike, I belicye.

Dar. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next room.

. [Ex. Darl. leading Clin. Dicky following,

An. Sir, if your converfation be no more agreeable
than ’twas the laft time, I would advife you to make your
vifit as fhort as you can.

Wild,- The offences of my laft vifit, Madam, bore their
punifhment in the commiffion ; and have made me as un-
eafy till T receive pardon, as your Ladyfhip can be till 1
fue for it, )

An, Sir Harry, I did not well underftand the offence,
and muft therefore proportion it to the greatnefs of your
apology ; if you would, therefore, have ine think it lighe,
tuke no great painsin an excufe.

. Wid. How fweet muft the lips be that guard that
tongue ! Then, Madam, no more of paft offences ; let
us prepare for joys to come. Let this feal my pardon ;
[ Kiffes ber hand.] and this [4gain.] initiate me to farther
happipefs.

. Hold, Sir—one queftion, Sir Harry, and, pray,
anfwer plainly—D’ye love me ?

ild. Love you! Does fire afcend ? Do hypocrites dif-
femble ? Ufurers love gold, or great men flactery ? Doubt

thefe, then queftion that I love.
An. This thews your gallantry, Sir, but not your love,
Wild, View your own charms, Madam, then judge
my paflion; your beauty ravihes my eye, your voice my
ear, and your touch has thrill’d my melting foul. .
. Aa. If your words be real, ’tis.in your power to raife
an equal flame in me.
Wild. Nay, then, Ifeize ,
41, Hold, Sir ; ’ts alfo poffible to make me deteft and
Da . feorn
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fcorn you worfe than the moft profligate of your deceiving

Wild. Ha! A very odd tum this. I hope, Madam,
ou only affe&t anger, becaufe you know your frowns are
oming,. ‘

Asn. Sir Harry, you being the beft judge of yeur
own defigns, can bcﬁy:nderﬁafd whether my gne er fhould
be real or diffembled ; think what ftri& mod thould
bear, then judge of my refentment. '

Wild, Stri&modefty fhould bear! Why faith, Madam,
I believe, the firiteft modefty may bear fifty gumeas, and
I don’t bélieve *twill bear one farthing more.

An. What d’ye mean, Sir ?

Wild, Nay, Madam, whatdo you mean ? if you go to
that. I think now fifty guineas is a fine offer for your
firi& modefty, as you call it.

An, *Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the
impertinence of a man of your figure on his defe in
underftanding, than on his want of manncrs.—1’m afraid
you're mad, Sir.

Wild, Why, Madam, you’re enough to make any man
mad.. ’Sdeath, are you not a:

Ar. What, Sir?

. :V:‘Id. Why, alady of—ftri& modefty, if you will have
at {o.

An. I fhall never hereafter truft common repoit, which
reprefented you, Sir, a man of honour, wit, and breed-
ing; forI find you very deficient in them all three. [£x
. Wild. [Solxi,] Now 1 find that the firict pretences
which the ladies of pleafure make to ﬁri&modelg, is the
reafon why thofe of quality are afhamed to wear-it.

: Enter Vizdrd, ‘

Viz. Ah! Sir Harry, have I caught you? ‘Well, and
what fuccefs?

Wild. Succefs! *Tis a fhame for you young fellows in
town here, to let the wenches grow fo faucy. I offered her
fifty guineas, and (he was in her airs prefently, and flew
away in-a huff. - I could have had a brace of countefles
in Paris for half the money, and je wous remercie into the
bargain. o :

- Fiz. Gon€ in herairs, fay you ! And did not you fol-
Yow her ?
' Hild.
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Wild, Whither fhould I follow her?

Viz. Into her bed-chamber, man; fhe went on pur-
pofe. You a man of gallantry, and not underftand that

“a lady’s beft pleafed when fhe puts on her airs, as you call
it !

Wild. She talked to me of ftri¢t modefty, and fluff.

Vigx. Certainly., Moft women magnify their modetty,,
for the fame reafon that cowards boaft their courage, be-
caufe they have leaft on’t. Come, come, Sir Harry, when
you make your next affault, encourage your fpirits with
britk Burgundy ; if you fucceed, ’tis well; if not, you
have a fair excufe for your rudenefs. I’ll go in, and make
your peace for what’s paft. Oh, I had almoit forgot—
Colonel Standard wants to fpeak with you about fome
bufinefs.

Wild. 1’1l wait upon him prefently ; d’ye know where
he may be found ? _

Viz. In the piazza of Covent-Garden, about aa hous
kence; 1 promifed to fee him ; and there you may meet
bim, to have your throat cut. [Afde.] I'll go in and in-
tercede for you.

+ Wild. But no foul play with the lady, Vizard. [Exir.
- Viz. No fair play, I can aflure you. [Exit,

SCENE, the Strect before Lurewell's Lodgings ; Clincher,
. Jen. and Lurewell coguetting in the Balcony,
Enter Standard.

Stand. How weak is reafon in difputes of love ! That
daring reafon which fo oft pretends to queftion works of
bigh omnjpotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakeft paf-
fions, and yields implicit faith to foolifh leve, paying blind
zeal to faithlefs women’s eyes. 1’ve heard her falfhood
with fuch prefling proofs, tbat I no longer thould diftruft
it Yet ftill my love would bafle demonftration, and.
make impoffibilities feem probable. [ Looksup.] Ha * That
fool too! What, ftoop fo low as that animal !—"Tis true,
women once fallen, like cowards in defpair, will ftick at
nothing ; there’s no medium in theiraGtions. They muft
be bright as angels, or black as fiends. But now for my-
revenge, I'll kick her cully before her face, call her whore,,
gurfe the whole fex, and leave her.. [Goes ins.

i ' D3 : Lure~

]
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Larewell comes down aith Clincher. ke Scene changes to
, -@ Dining-Reom.

Lure, Oh, lord, Sir, itis my hufband ! What will be-’
. come of you?

Clinch. Ah, your hufband! Oh, I fhall be murdered :-
what fhall Ido! Where fhall I run! I’ll creep into an
oven ; Idl climb up the chimney ; I’ll fly ; I'll {wim ;—
I wifh to the lord I were at the Ivubile‘e now.

Lare. Can’t you think of any thing, Sir ?

Clinch, Think! not I; I never could think to any pur.
pofe in my life.

Lure. &Ihat do you want, Sir?

Enter Tom-Errand. .

Err. Madam, I am looking for Sir-Harry Wildair; 1
faw him come in here this morning ; and did imagine he
thight be here ftill, if he is not gone,

Lure. A lucky hit! Here, friend, change clothes with
this gentleman, quickly, ftrip. :

Clinch. Ay, ay, quickly, ftrip: I’ll give you half a
crown to boot, Come hereé; fo.  [They change clothes.

Lure. Now flip you [0 Clinch.]down ftairs, and wait
at the door till my hufband be gone; and get you in
there [To the Porter.] tilt 1 call you. :

: Puts Errand in the next room.
Enter Standard,
O, Sir, are you come ? I wonder, Sir, how you have
the confidence to approach me after fo bafe a trick ?

Stand, Oh, Madam, all your artifices won’t avail,

Lure. Nay, Sir, your artifices won’t avail. I thought,
Sir, that I gave you caution enough againft troubling me
with Sir Harry Wildair's company when I fent his letters
back by you; yet you, forfooth, muft tell him where I
lodged, and expofe me 2gain to his impertinent courtthip !

Stand. 1 expofe you to his courtfhip ! B

Lure. I'lllay my life you’ll deny it now, Come, come,
Sir ; a pitiful lie is as fcandalous to a red coat as an oath
to a black. ¢ Did not Sir Harry himfelf tell me, that he
¢ found out by you where I lodged 2 '

Stand. You'te all lies: firft, your heart is falfe; your
eyes are double; one look belies another; and then
¥our tongue does contraditt them all—Madam, I fee a

ittle devil juft now hammering out a lic in your Peri-
cranium, Lure,
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Lure. As I hope for mercy, hé’s in.the right on’t.
[4fide.] ¢ Hold, Sir, you have got the play-houfe cant
¢ upon your tongue ; and think, that wit may privilege
¢ your railing: but I muft tell you, Sir, that what is
¢ fatire upon the ftage, is ill manners here.”

Stand. ¢ What is feigned upon the ftage, is here in re-
¢ ality real falfhood. Yes, yes, Madam,’—I expofed you
to the courtfhip of your fool Clincher, too; I hope yous
fema)e wileswill impefe that upon me——alfo

Lure. Clincher! Nay, now you’re ftark mad. 1 know
no fuch perfon. - - o

Stand. Oh, woman -in perfe&tion! not know him?
*Slife, Madam, can my eyes, my piercing jealous eyes, be
fo deluded? Nay, Madam, my nofe could not miftake
him; for I fmelt the fop by his pulvilio from the balcony
down to the fireet. )

Lure. The balcony ! Ha, ha, ha! the balcony; I'lt
be hanged but he has miftaken Sir Harry Wildait’s foot+
man with anew French'livery, for-a beau, : ’

Stand. "Sdeath, Madam, what 1s there in me that looks
like a cully ! Did not I fee him ?

Lure. No, no, you counld not fee him ; you’re dreams -
ing, Colonel. Will you believe your eyes, now that I
have rubbed them open #—Here, you friend. '

Enter Errand in Clincher’s Clothes.

Stazd. This is illufion all ; my eyes confpire againft
themfelves. - *Tis Legerdemain. y_ ¥e pe S

Lure. Legerdemain! Is that all your acknowledgment
for your rude behaviour ?—Oh, what a curfe is it to love
as I do !—¢ But don’t prefume too far, Sir, on'my affec-
¢ tion : for fuch upgenerous- ufage will foon return my
¢ tired heart.’—Begone, Sir, [ 7o the Porter.] to your im«
pertinent mafter, and tell him I fhall never be at leifure
to receive any of his troublefome vifits.—Send to me to
know when I fhould be at home !—¢ Begone, Sir.’—I am
fure he has made me an dnfortunate woman, - - fHeeps.
* Stand. Nay, then there is po certainty in pature ; and
truth is only' falfhood well difguifed. n ’

Lure. Sir, had not I owned my fond foolith paflion; I
fhould not have been{ubject to fuch unjuft fufpicions:
“but it is an ungrateful return. . [Peeping.

Stand. ¢ Now, where are all my firm:refolves ?- -v‘;xell
\ 3 (] -

4
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¥ believe her juft, My ﬁaﬂion raifed my jealonfy; then
¢ why mayn’t love be as blind in finding faults,-as in ex-
¢ cufing them #'—I hope, Madam, you’H pardon me,
fince jealoufy, -that magnified my fufpicion, is as mucke
the effect of love, as my eafinefs in being fatisfied. :
. Lure. Eafinefs in being fatisfied! ¢ You men have got
¢ an iofolent way of extorting pardon, by perfifting in
¢ yaur faults” No, no, Sir; cherilh your fufpicions,
and feed upon your jealoufly : ’tis fit meat for your
fqueamifh ftomach. )
With me all women fhould this rule purfue :
Who think us falfe, thould never find us true,
. [Exitin a rage;

. Enter Clincher iz the-Porter’s Clothes.
. Clinch. Well, intriguing is the prettieft, pleafanteft
thing, for a man of my parts.—How fhall we laugh at
the hufband, when he 15 gone >—How fillily he looks !
He's in labour of horns already.—To make a Colencl a
cuckold ! *Twill be rare news for the alderman. .

Stand. ANl this Sir Harry has occafioned ; but he’s
brave, and will afford me a juft revenge —Oh, this isthe
porter I fent the challenge by——Well, Sir, have you
found him?

Clinch. What the devil does he mean new ?

Stand. Have you givep Sir Harry the note, fellow ¥
 Clinch, The note! What note 2 ) :

Stand. The letter, blockhead, which I fent by you ta
Sir Harry Wildair ; have you feen him 2
. -Clinch, Oh, Lord, what fhall I fay now ? Seen him 2
Yes, Sir—No, Sir.~1 have, Sir—I have not,. Sir..

Stand. The fellow’s mad.. Aafwer me diredily, firrah,
or I'll break your head.. o .
. Clinch, 1 know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as tothe
note, Sir, I can’t remember a word on’t 5. truth is, I have
a very bad memory. . . o
. Stand. Oh, Sir, I'll quicken yaur memory. .
e . , [Strikes bim,

Clinch. Zauns, Sir, hold !—I did give him the note.
- Stand. And what anfwer ? . : L
. Clinch. 1 mean, I did not give him the note..

Stand, What d’ye banter, rafcal ?  [Strikes bim again.

Clinch. Hold, Sir, hold! He did fend an anfwer? |
. ) ; Stande

\



THE CONSTANT COWPLE, a5

Srand. What was’t, villain ?

Clineb. Why, truly, Sir, I have forgot it : I told you
that I had a very treacherous memory.

Stand. I’lLengage you fhall remember me this month,
rafcal, i : (Beats bim off, and exiz,
’ Enter Lurewell and Parly. .

Lure, Fort-bon, fort-bon, fort-bon! This is better than .
I expeted ; but fortune ftill helps the induftrious.

Enter Clincher,

Clinch. Ah! The devil take all intriguing, fay I, and
him who firft invented canes.—That curfed Colonel has
got fuch a knack of beating his men, that he has left the
mark of a collar of bandileers about my fhoulders.

Lure. Oh, my poor gentleman! And was it beaten ?

Clinch, Yes, I have been beaten, But where's my
clothes ? my clothes ?

ZLure, What, you won’t leave me fo foon, my dear,
will ye ?

Clinch, Will ye! If ever I peep into a Colonel’s tent
again, may Ibe forced to run the gauntlet.—But my
clothes, Madam.

Lure. 1 fent the porter down ftairs with them : did not
you meet him?

Clinch. Meet him! No, not I.

Par. No! He went out of the back-door, and is run
clear away, I’m afraid. :

Clinch. Gone, fay you ! and with my clothes ! -my fine
Jubilee clothes |—Oh, the rogue, the thief !'—I’ll have
him hanged for murder.—Bat how fhall I get home in
this pickle ? » 4 ' : :

Par, I'm afraid, Sir, the Coloneél will be back prea
fently, for he dines at home. T ‘

Clinch. Oh, then I muft fneak off! _
Was ever fuch an unfortunate beau, - .
Te have his coat well thrafh’d, and lofe his-coat alfo ?

Lyre. Thus the noble poet {poke truth :

Nothing fuits worfe with vice than want of fenfe:
Fools are flill wicked at their own expence. a

Par. Methinks, Madam, the injuries you have fuffered
by men muft be very great, to raife fuch heavy refent<
ments againt the whole fex. '

Lure, The greateft injury that woman could fu{lain-t

they
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they robbed me of that jewel, which preferved, exalts
our fex almoft toangels ; but defiroyed, debafes us below
the worft of brutes, mankind. A

.- Par. But{ think, Madam, your anger fhould be only
confined to the author of your wrongs. .

Lure. The author! Alas, I know him not, ¢ which
¢ makes my wrongs the ter.’

Par. Not know him ! ’Tis odd, Madam, that a man
fhould rob you of that fame jewel you mentioned, and you
not know him.

Lure, Leave trifling !="tis a fubject that always fours
my temper : but fince, by thy faithful fervice, I have
fome reafon to confide in your fecrecy, hear the ftran
relation.—Some twelve years ago, I lived at my father’s
houfe in Oxfordfhire, bleft with innocence, the orna-
mental, but weak guard of blooming beauty : I was then
juft fifteen, ¢ an age fatal to the female fex.’ Our youth
_ 1s tempting, our innocence credulous, romances moving,
love powerful, and men are—villains, Then it hap-
pened, that three young gentlemen from the univerfity
coming into the country, and being benighted, and
firangers, called at my father’s: he was very glad of
theiF company, and offered them the entertainment of his
houfe. : )
Par. Which they accepted, no doubt, Oh, thefe firol-
ling collegians are never abroad, but upon fome mifchief,

- Lure. They had fome private frolic or defign in theit
heads, as appeared by their not naming one another,
which my father perceiving, out of civility, made no en-

uiry into their affairs ; two of them had a_heavy, pe-

antic, upiverfity air, a fort of a difagreeable fcholaftic
“boorifhnefs in their behauiour ; but the third !

Par, Ah! the third, Madam ;—the third of all things,

they Tay, is very critical.
ure. He was—but in fhort, nature cut him out for
my undoing ;. he feemed to be about eighteen.

Par, A fit match for your fifteen as could be.

Lure. He had a genteel fweetnefs in his face, a grace-
ful comelinefs in his perfon, and his tongue was fit to -
footh foft inpocence into ruin. His very looks were
witty, anid hisexpreflive eyes fpoke fofier, prettier things,
shan words conld frame, ) L

; C ’ Par.
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Par, There will be mifchief by and by ; I never heard
3 woman talk fo much of eyes, but there were tears pre-

fently after. '
~ Lure. His difcourfe was direCted to my father, but his
looks to me. After fupper I went to my chamber, and
read Caffandra, them went to bed, and dreamed of him
all night, ¢ rofe in the morning, and made verfes,’ fo fell
defperately in love.—My father was fo well pleafed with
his converfation, that he begged their company next
day s they confented, and next night, Parly— ‘

Par. Ah, next night, Madam,—unext night (I'mn
afraid) was a nightindeed." "

> Lure. He bribed my maid, with his gold, out of her

honefty ; and me, with his rhetoric, out of my honour.

~—She admitted him to my chamber, and there he vowed,
and {wore, and wept, and fighed——and conquered.

) [I;’;‘t’f’c

Par. A-lack-a-day, poor fitteen. [ Wecpse .

Lure. He fwore that he would come down from Ox-

. ford in a fortnight, and marry me.

Par. The old bait! the old bait !—I was cheated juft
fo myfelf. [Afde.] But had not you the wit to know his
name all this while ? ‘ : N

Lure, Alas! what wit had innocence like mine? He
told me, that he was under an obligation to his compa-
nions of conceéaling himfelf then, but that he would write
to me in two days, and let me know his name and qiality.
"After all the binding oaths of conftancy, ¢ joining hand);,

¢ exchanging hearts,” I gave him a ring with this mot-
to, ¢ Love and honour;” then we parted, but I never
faw the dear deceiver more.

Par. No, nor never will, I warrant you.

Lure. 1 need not tell my griefs, which my father's
death made a fair pretence for; he left me fole heirefs
and executrix to three thoufand pounds a year: at laft,
my love for this fingle diffembler turned to a hatred of
the whole fex ; and refolving to divert my melancholy,
and make my large fortune fubfervient to my pleafure

- and revenge, I went to travel, where, in moft courts of
Europe, I have done fome execution. Here I will play
my laft fcene; then retire to my country houfe, live fo-
litary, and die a penitent. P :

are
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Par. But don’t you flill love this dear diffembler ?

Lure. Moft certainly. *Tis love of him that keeps my
anger warm, reprefenting the bafenefs of mankind fuil
in view; and makes my refentments work—We fhall
have that old impotent lecher, Smuggler, here to night;
1 have a plot to fwinge him, and his precife nephew,
Vizard. -

Par. 1 think, Madam, you manage every body that
comes 1n your way.

Lure. No, Parly ; thofe men, whofe pretenfions I
found juft and honourable, I fairly difmiffed, by lettin,
them know my firm refolutions never to marry, But thofe
wvillains that would attempt my honour, I've feldom failed
to manage. o o .

Par. What d’ye think of the Colonel, Madam ? I
fuppofe his defigns are honourable.

Lure, That- man’s a riddle; there’s fomething of ho-

. nour in his temper "that pleafes; I’'m fure he loves me
t0o, becaufe he’s foon jealous, and foon fatisfied. But
he’s a man ftill. When I once tried his pulfe about
marriage, his blood ran as low as a coward’s. He fwore
indeed, that he loved me, but could not marry me, for-
footh, becaufe he was engaged elfewhere. So poor a pre-
tence made me difdain his paffion, which otherwife might
have been uneafy to me.—But hang him, I have teized
him enough.—Befides, Parly, I begin to be tired of my
revenge : but this bufs and guinea I muft maul once

"more, I'll hanfel his woman’s clothes for him. Go get
me pen and ink ; I muft write to Vizard too,

Fortune, this once affift me as before ;

Two fuch machines can never work in vain,

As thy propitious wheel, and my projecting brain.

Enp of the Taizp Acr.

ACT
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ACT 1V,

SCENE, Covent-Garden.
Wildair and Standard meeting.

- - STANDARD.
I Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you ere thisin a
more convenient place; but fince my wrongs were
vévit?out ceremony, my revenge fhall be fo too. Draw,
ir!

Wild, Draw, Sir! What fhall I draw 2

Stand. Come, come, Sir, I kke your facetious humeur
well enough ; it fhews courage and unconcern. I know
you brave; and therefore ufe you thus, Draw your
dword. :

Wild. Nay, to oblige you, I will draw ; but the devil
take me if I fight.—Perhaps, Colonel, this is the pret~
tieft blade you have feen. :

Stand. 1 doubt not but the arm is good ; and therefore
think both worth my refentment. Come, Sir.

#ild. But, pr'ythee, Colonel, doft think that I am fuch
a madman, as to fend my foul to the devil and bo:i{y to
the worms ——upon every fool’s errand ? (Afides

Stand. 1 hope you’re no coward, Sir.

W’:lél Coward, Sir! I have eight thoufand pounds a

ear, Sir,
y Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge.

Wild. Ay, for the-fame reafon that I wore a red coat §
becaufe ’twas fafhionable,

Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris,

Wild. True, Sir; but there was no danger of lands
‘nor tenements : befides, he was a beau, Iike myfelf.
Now you’re a foldier, Colonel, and fighting’s your trade ;
. and I think it downright madnefs to contend with any
man in his profeffion, -

. Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying ; I fhall take very
unfeemly methods, if you don’t fhew yourfelf a gentle-
man. :

Wild, A gentleman! Why there again now. A gen-
tleman ! I tell you once more, Colonel, that [ am a ba-
-tonet, and have eight thoufand pounds a year, I can

| E -dance,

\
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dance, fing, ride, fence, underftand the languages. Now;
I can’t conceive how running you through the body
fhould contribute one jot more to my gentility. But,
pray, Colonel, I had forgot to atk you, what’s the quar-
rel ! '

Stand. A woman, Sir,

Wild. ThenI put up my fword. Take her.

. Stand. Sir, my honour’s concerned. -~ :

Wild. Nay, if your honour be concerned with a wo-
man, get it out of her hands as foon as you can. An
honourable lover is the greateft flave in nature; fome
will fay, the greateft fool. Come, come, Colohel, this

.is fomething about the Lady Lurewell, I warrant; 1 can
give you fatisfaction in that affair, :

Stand. Do fo then immediately.

Wild. Put up your fword firft; you know I dare fight ¢
but I had much rather make you a friend than an enemy.
I can affure you, this lady will prove too hard for one of
your tentper. You have too much honour, too much in |
confcience, to be a favourite with the ladies.

Stand. I’'m aflured, Sir, fhe never gave you any en-
couragement. -

. Wild. A man can never hear reafon with a fword in his
Jhand. Sheath your weapon ; and then if I don’t fatisfy
you, fheathit in my body, =~ - )

. Stand. Give me but demonftration of her granting you
any favour, and itis enough. .

Wild. Will you take my word ?

Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot.

Wild. Will you believe,your own eyes ?

Stand.”Tis ten to one'whether I fhall or no, they have
deceived me already. ,

_ Wild. That’s hard—But fome means I fhall devife for
your fatisfaction—We muft fly this place, elfe that clufter
of mob will overwhelm us. (Exeunt.
Bnter Mob, Tom Errand’s awifz bursying in Clincher fe-

nior in Errand’s clothes.

Wife. Oh, the villain, the rogue, he has murdered my
Jhufband. Ab, my poor Timothy! - * [Crying.
Clin. Dem  your Timothy '—your hufband has mur-
dered me, woman ; for he has carried away my fine Ju-

bilee clothes. ,
3 Wife,
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¢ Wife. Ay, you cut-throat, have mot got his
¢ clothes upon your back there ? Neighbours, don’t yow
¢ know Timothy’s coat and apron ?
. Ay, ‘{y it is the fame.
¢ Firft Mob. What fhall we do with him, nelghbonn?
¢ Seednd Mob. We'll pull him ir pieces.
¢ Firf Mob. No, no; then we may be hanged for
% murder: but we'll drown him.
* Clin. Ah, good people, pray don’t drown me ; for I
* never learnedg to fwim in all my life. Ah, this plaguy
¢ intriguing
Mob. Away with him, away with him to the Thames.
Clin. Oh, if 1 had but my fwvimming girdie now.

Enter Confable.
Conff. HoMd, nei é:boun, I command the peace.
Wife. Oh, Mr. nftable, here’s a that has mur-

dered my hufband, and rebbed him of his clothes.

Coznft. Murder and robbery I Then he muft be a gen-
fleman. Hands off there; he muft not be abufed.—
Give an account of yourfelf. Are you a‘gentieman ?

" Clin. No, Sir, I am a beau.

€onff. A beau! Then you Bave killed nobody, l"m
perfuaded. How came you by thefe clothes, Sir ?°

Cl2n. You muit know, S:r, that walking along, 8ir, 1
don’t know how, Sir; I can’t tell where, Sir; and fo the

portérand I chan%ltd clothes, Sir.

C'onﬁ Very well ! the man fpeaks reafon, and Lke 2

tleman.

Wife. But pray, Mr. Conflable, atk him how he
thanged clothes with him,

Confl, Silence, woman! and don’t difturb the court.
Well, Sir, how did you change clothes ? ’

Clin. Why, Sir, he. pulled off my coat, and I drew oﬁ‘
his : fo I put on his coat, and he put on mine.

Confi. Why, neighbour, I don’t find that he’s guilty :-
fearch him; and if he carries no arms about him, we'll
let him go. [They fiarch his pockets, and })ull out bis pi ﬁvl:.

Clin. Oh, gemini! My Jubilee piftols ! -

Conf?. What, a cafe ot iftols ! Then the caft is plam.,
Speak, what are you, Sir g Whence came you, and whi-
ther go you? ) o
E 3;, Clin,.
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. Clins Sir, I came from Ruffel-Street, and am going te

the Jubilee. . :

Wife. You fhall go to the gallows, you rogue. .

a Conff, Away with him, away with him to Newgate,
raight. - : :

Clin. 1 fhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed. [ Exexnt.
: Re-enter Wildair and Standard. .

Wild, In fhort, Colonel, ’tis all nonfenfe: fight for a .
woman ! Hard by is the lady’s houfe, if you pleafe we’ll
wait on her together: you fhall draw your fword; I’H
draw my fnuff-box ; you fhall produce your wounds re.
ceived in war; I’ll relate mine by Cupid’s dart; ¢ you
¢ fhall look big; I’ll ogle:’ you fhall fwear; I'il figh;
you fhall /@, /z, and I'll cougce; and if fhe flies not to my
arms like a hawk to its perch, my dancing-mafter de-
ferves to be damned.

Stand. With the generality of women, I grant you, .

-thefe arts may prevail, o
. Wild. Generality of women ! Why there again, you're
out. They're all alike, Sir: I never heard of any one :
that was particular, butone. : .

Stand. Who was the, pray ? .

Wild. Penelope, I think fhe’s called, and that’s a péeti- .
c3l flory too.  When will you find a poet in our age
make a woman fo chafte ? _

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious humour can
difguife falfhood, and make calumny pafs for fatire ; but
you have promifed me ocular demonttration that fhe fa-
veurs you : make that good, and-I fhall then maintain
faitt(; and female to be as inconfiftent as truth and falfe-
hood. :

Wild. ¢ Nay, by what you told me, I am fatisfied that
¢ the impofes on us all : and Vizard too feems what I ftill
¢ .fufpected him : but his honefty once miftrufted, ,l?oils-
¢ his knavery :>——But will you be convinced, if our
plot fucceeds.

Stand. 1 rely on your word and honour, Sir Harry ;.
¢ which if I doubted, my diftruft would cancel the obli-
¢ gation of their fecurity.’

Wild, Then meet me half an hour hence at the Rum..
mer ; you muft oblige me by taking a hearty glafs with.

- me
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me toward the fitting me out for a certain projedt, which -
this night I undertake. :
Stand. 1 guefs by the preparation, that woman’s the -

n.

7ld. Yes, faith.—I am taken dangerous ill with twe
foolith maladies, modefty and love; the firft I’ll cure
with Burgundy, and my love by a night’s lodging with
the damfel. A fure remedy. Probatum cff.

Stand. T'll certdinly meet you, Sir. [ Exeynt feverally, .

Enter Chincher junior and Dicky.

Clin. Ah! Dicky, this London is a.{ad place, a fad vis
¢ious place : 1 with that I were in the:country again :
and this brother of mine! I’in forry he's fo great @ rake:
} had rather fee him dead than fee him thus,

Dick. A& Sir, he’ll fpend his whole eftate at this fame
Jubilee. Who d’ye think livgs at this fame Jubilee ?

Clin. Who, pray 2 .

Dick. The l?ol:e. .

Clin. The devii he does! My brother go to the: plsce-
where the Pope dwells | He’s bewitched fure ! o

Enter Tom Errand in Clincher fenior’s clothes..

Dick. Indeed, Lbelieve he is, for he’s ftrangely altereds

Clin, Altered! Why he looks like a Jéfuit already, .

Err. This lace wilt fell. What a blockhead was tha
fellow to truft me with his eoat! If I can get crofs the
garden, down to the water-fide, .1 am pretty fecure.

. LN

Clin.. Brother !—Alaw! Oh, gemini!’ Are y&t:#:y.
brother? . ) .

Dick. 1 feize you in the king’s name, Sir. ,

Err. Oh,, Lord ! Should this prove fome parliament:
man now ! _ .

Clin, Speak, you rogue, whatare you ?

Err. A poor parter, Sir, and going of an errand. .

Dick: What errand § Speak, you rogue.

Err. A fool’s-errand, I’in afraide

Clir.: Who fent you ? ‘

Err. A beau; Sir. . :

Dick. No, no ; the rogue has murdered your brother,,.,
and ftripped him of his clotires. , o

Clin. Murdered my brother ! Oh, crimini ! Oh, my:
poor Jubilee brother!=Stay, by Jupiter- Ammon, I'm.

\

+
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heir tho’. Speak, firrah, have you killed him ? Confe(s
that you have killed him, and Fll give you half acrown.
~ Err. Who, I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never killed
. any man, but a carrier’s horfe once.

Clin. Then you fhall certainlybe hanged; but confefa
that you killed him, and we'lt let you go. .

Err. Telling the truth hangs 2 man, but confeflinga
lie can do no harm : befides, if the worft come to the
wortt, I can but deny it again.—Well, Sir, fince I muft
tell you, I did kill him. .

Clin. Here’s your money, Sir.—But are you fure you
killed him dead ? ‘ .

Err, Sir, I'll fivear it before any judge in England.

Dick. Butare you fure that he’s dead in law ? -
. Err. Dead in law ! I can’c tell whether he be dead in
faw. But he’s as dead as a door-nail; for I gave him
. feven knocks on the head with a hammer.
" Dick. Then you have the eftate by ftatute. Any man
that’s knocked o’th’ head is dead in law. .

Clin. But are you fure he was compos mensis when he
was killed ?
 Err. 1 fuppofe he was, Sir; for he told me nothing to
‘the contrary afterwards. ’

Clin. Hey! Then I go to the Jubilee.~Strip, Sir,
Rrip. By Jupiter Ammon, ftrip. A
- Dick. Ak don’t fwear, Sir. e
[ Puts on bis Brother’s clothes.
. Clin. Swear, Sir! Zoons, han’t I got the eftate, Sir 2
‘Come, Sir, now ’m in mourning for my brother.

Err. I hope you'll let me go now, Sir. '

Clin. Yes, yes, Sir; but you muft dome the favour to
fwear pofitively before a magiftrate, that you killed him
dead, that I may enter upon the eftate without any trou-
ble. By Jupiter Ammon, all my religion’s gone, fince I
put on thefe fine clothes.—Hey, call me a coach fome~

body. .
Err. Ay, mafter, let me go, and I’ll call one imme-
diately. T

Clin. No, no; Dicky, carry this fpark beforea juftice,
and when he has made oath, you may difcharge him.
And I'll go fee Angelica. [Excunt Dick and Errand.}
Now that I’'m an elder brother, I'li court, and fwear, and

rant,
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rnt, and rake, and go to the Jubilee with the beft of

them. [Exit.
: SCENE, Lurewell’s Hou2, ‘

* Enter Lurewell and Parly,

Lure. Are you fure that Vizard had my letters ?

. Par. Yes, yes, Madam ; one of your Ladyhip’s foot-
men gave it to him in the park, aud he told the bearer,
with all tranfports of joy, that he would be punfual to 2
minute;

Lure. Thus moft villains fome time or other are punc-
tual to their ruin; and hypocrify, by impofing on the
world, at laft deceives idelf. Are all things prepared
for his reception ?

Par. Exadly to your Ladyfhip’s order ; the alderman
t001s juft come, drefled and cooked up for iniquity,

- Lure. Then he has got woman’s clothes on ?

Par. Yes, Madam, and has pafed upon the family fox
your nurfe. ‘ . '

Lure. Convey him into that clofet, and put out the
candles, and tell him, I’ll wait on him prefently.

(45 Parly goes 1o put out the candles, fomebady knocks.
! Mufic plays without.
Lure. 9is muft be Sir Harry; tell bim I am not to be
Jpoken avth, ) .
* Par. Sir, my Lady is not 10 be fpoken avith. ‘
Wild. 7 smxft bhawe that from her own mouth, Mys. Par-
ly. Py, gentlemen, [Mufic plays again.
¢ Lure, This muft be fome clown without manners, or
# gentleman above ceremony. Who's there ?
© ¢ Wildair fings.
¢ Thus Damon knock’d at Celia’s door,
* He figh’d, and beggd,' and wept, and fwore,

. ¢ The fign was [ Knocks.
¢ She anfwer’d, no. [Knocks thrices
¢ No, no, no. i :

" ¢ Again he figh’d, again he pray’d,
¢ No, Damon, no, I am afraid :
¢ Confider, Damon, I'm a maid.
¢ Confider.
¢ No,
¢ I'm a maid,
¢ No,
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¢ No, &c.

¢ ‘At laft his fighs and tears made way,
~ ¢ She rofe, and foftly turn’d the key :
- € Come in, faid fhe, but do not ftay..
¢ I may conclude,
¢ You will be rude,.

¢ But if you are, you may. [Exif Parly.

. Enter Sir Harry,

Lure. *Tis too early for ferenading, Sir Harry.

Wild. Wherefoever love is, there mufic is proper 3
¢ there’s an harmonious confent in their natures, and
¢ when rightly joined, they make up the chorus of earth-
¢ ly happinefs.’ )

Laure. But, Sir Harry, what tempeft drives you here
at this hour ? \ o

Wild. No tempeft, Madam, but ¢ as fair weather as
¢ ever enticed a citizen’s wife to cuckold her hufband ip
¢ frethair.” Love, Madam. ' ,

[Wildair taking ber by the band,.

Lure. As pure and white as Angels foft defires,

Wild, Fierce, as when ripe conienting beauty fires.

Is’t not fo ? )

Lure, Oh, ¢ villain! What privilege has men ta our
¢ deftruction, that thus they hunt our ruin #* [ £fde.] I
this be a love token. [ Wildair drops a ring, fbe takes it up.}

“your miftrefs’s favours hang very loofe about you, Sir.

Wild. 1 can’t, juftly, Madam, pay your trouble of
taking it up by any thing, but defiring you to wear it,

Lure. You gentlemen have the cunningeft ways of:
playing the fool, and are fo induftrious in your profufe-
nefs. Speak ferioufly, am I beholden to chance or de-
fign for this ring ? -

Wild. To defign, upon my honour, And ] hope my
defign will fucceed. [ Afides

¢ Lure. And what fhall E give you for fuch a fine
¢ thing ?

¢ Wild. Yow'll give me another, you'll give me anpthér
¢ fine thing. ' {Bath fing”

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry ?

Wild. With all my heart, Madam, fo I may be free
with you. i '

Laure,
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Lire. Then plainly, Sir, I fhall beg the favour to fee
you fome other time ; for at this very minute I have two
Iovers in the houfe.

Wild. Then to be 4s plain, I muft begone this minute,
for I muft fee another miftrefs within thefe two hours.

Lure. Frank and free.

Wild. As you with me—~Madam, your moft humble
fervant, (Exit.

Lure. Nothing can difturb his humour. Now formy
merchant and Vizard, [Exit, and takesthe candles with her.

Enter Parly, leading in Swuggler, drefed in avomen’s

clothes.

Par. This way, Mr. Alderman.

Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly,—I'm obliged to you for this
trouble, here are a couple of fhillings for you. Times
are hard, very hard, indeed ;. but next time I'll fteal a
pair of filk ftockings from my wife, and bring themto
you—¢ What are you fumbling about my pockets for

Par. ¢ Only fetting the pleats of your gown ;' here,
Sir, ger into this clofet, and my lady will wait on you
prefently,

[Puts bim into the clofet, runs out, and returns with Vizard,

Viz. Where would'ft thou lead me, my dear aufpicious-
little pilot? :

Par. You're almoft in port, Sir; my Lady’s in the
clofet, and will come sut to you immediately.

Ziz, Let me thank thee as I ought. (Kiffes bers

Par. Pthaw, who has hired me beft ; a couple of fhil-
lings, or a couple of kifles ?

Fiz. Propitious darknefs guides the lovers fteps, and
night that fhadows outward fenfe, ligths up our inward
joy- ¢ Night! The great awful ruler of mankind, which,
¢ like the Perfian monarch, hides its royalty to raife the
¢ veneration of the world. Under thy eafy reign dif-
¢ femblers may fpeak truth : all flavifh forms and cere-
+ monies laid afide, and generous villainy may aét with-
¢ out conftraint.’

Smug. [Peeping out of the clofer.) Blefs me! What
voice as this ?

Fiz. ¢ Our hungry appetites, like the wild beafts of
¢ prey, now fcour about to gorge their craving maws h;’

the
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the pleafure of hypecrify, like a chained lion; once broke
loofe, wildly indulges its new freedom, ranging through
all unbeunded joys.

Smug. My nephew’s voice, and certainly poflefled with
an ewil fpirit; he talks as prophanely a8 an ator pof-
fefled with a poet. :

Viz, Ha! 1 hear a voice, Madam,——my life, my
happinefs, where are you, Madam ? -

Smug. Madam ! He takes me for a woman too: 1’1t
try him. Where have you left your fanétity, Mr. Viz.
ard?

Fiz. Talk no more of that ungrateful fubje@—I left
it where it has only bufinefs, with day-light; ’tis need-
lefs to wear a mafk in the dark.

¢ Smag. Oh, the rogue, the rogue!—=The world
¢ takes you for a very fober, virtuous gentleman.
¢ Viz. Ay, Madam, that adds fecurity to all my plea«
fure. With me a cully-Yquire may fquander his eftate..
and ne’er be thought a fpendthrift——With me aholy
elder may zealoufly be drusk, and toaft his tumeful
noife in fack, to make it hold forth clearer—But what
is moft my praife, the formal rigid fhe, that rails at vice:
and men, with me fecures her loofeft pleafures, and her
finQeft honour——{he who with {fcoraful mien, and

¢ virtuous pride, difdains the name of whore, with me
¢ can wanton, and laugh at the deluded world.
¢ Smug. How have I been deccived ! - Then you are
¢ very great among the ladies.
¢ Viz. Yes, Madam, they know that like a mole in the
¢ earth I dig deep, but invifible; not like thofe fluttering -
-% noify finners, whofe pleafure is the proclamation of
¢ their faults ; thofe empty flathes, who ne fooner kindle,
¢ but they muf blaze to alarm the world, But come,
¢ Madam, you delay our pleafures.
¢ Smug. He furely takes me for the Lady Lurewell—
¢ fhe has made him an appointment too---but I'll be re-
¢ venged of both.———Well, Sir, what are thofe you are
¢ fo intimate with ? - ‘
¢ Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very welk--
¢ thofe who ftand fo high, that the vulgar envy even theit
¢ crimes, whofe figure adds privilege to their fin, and
¢ makes it pa(s unqueftioned : fair, high, pamperedlfe~
0 ¢ males,

> 0 o a b a &
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¢ males, whofe fpeaking eyes, and piercing voice, would
¢ arm the ftatue of a floic, and animate his cold marble
¢ with the foul of an epicure, all ravifhing, lovely, foft
¢ and kind, like youn.’ A .

Smug. ¢ I’'m very lovely and foft indeed ! You fhall
¢ find me much harder than you imagine, friend,’—
Well, Sir, but I fuppofe your diffimulation has fome
other motive befides pleafure ?

Viz. Yes, Madam, the honefteft motive in the world,
intereft—You muft know, Madam, that I have an old
uacle, Alderman Smuggler; you have feen him, I fuppofe.
" Smug. Yes, yes, 1 have fome fmall acquaintance with

iMe .

Viz. *Tis the moft knavifh, precife, covetous old rogue,
that ever died of the gout.

Smug. Ah, the young fon of a whore ! Well, Sir, and
what of him?

¥iz. Hell hungers not more for wretched fouls, than
be for ill-get pelf: and yet, (what’s wonderful) he that
would ftick at no profitable villainy himfelf, loves holi-
nefs in another. ¢ He prays all Sundays for the fins of
4 the week paft ; he fpends all dinner-time in two tedious
¢ graces, and what he defigns a blefling to the meat,
¢ proves-a curfe to his family ; he’s the moft )

Smug. Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. -

7iz. Then, Madam, he has a {winging eftate, which
1 defign to purchafe as a faint, and fpend like a gentle-
man. He got it by cheating, and fhould lofe it by de-
ceit. By the pretence of my zeal and fobriety, I'll cozen
the old mifer, one of thefe days, out of a fettlement and
deed of conveyance .
" Smug. It fhall bea-deed to convey you to the gallows,
then, ye young deg. [ Afide.

*Viz. And no fooner he’s dead, but I'll rattle over his

ve with a coachi and fix, to inform his covetous gheit
how genteely I fpend his money.
Smug. DIl prevent you, boy ; for I’ll have my money
buried with me. (Afde.
Viz. Blefs me, Madam ! here’s a light coming this
way. I muft fly immediately ——When fhall I fee you,
Madam ? . :
Smug. Sooner than you expedt, my dear, i
1Ze
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Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I would not be feen for
the world. I would fooner forfeit my life, nay, my plea.
fure, than my reputation. - [(Eaxits

Smug. Reputation, reputation! That poor word fuffers
a great deal We’l, thou art the moft accomplifhed
hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding face over a difh
of coffee and a pipe of tobacco. He owes me for feven
| years maintenance, and fhall pay me by feven years
imprifonment ; and when I die, I'll leave him the fee-
fimple of a rope and a fhilling——* Who are thefe ? 1
¢ begin to be afraid of fome mifchief——1I with'that I
¢ were fafe within the city liberties——1J’ll hide myfelf,

: ' ¢ [Stands clofe
¢ Enter Butler, with other Serwants and Lights.

¢ But. | fay there are two {poons wanting, and I'lf
¢ fearch the whole houfe. Two fpoons will be no fmall
¢ gap in my quarter’s wages.

* Serv. When did you mifs them, James ?

¢ But. Mifs them ! why, I mifs them now—1In fhort,
¢ they muftbe among you, ard if you don’t return them, -
¢ I'il go to the cunning man to-morrow morning-——=— My
fpoons I want, and my fpoons I will have, -
¢+ Serv, Come, come, fearch about.

¢ [Search and difiever Smuggler,
¢ Put. Hark’e, good woman, what makes you hide
¢ yourfelf? What are {you afhamed of ?

¢ Smug. Afhamedof! Oh, lord, Sir, I’'m an honeft old
¢ woman, that never was alhamed of any thing!

' ¢ But. Whar, are you a midwife, then? Speak, did
¢ not you fee a couple of ftray fpoonsin your travels ?

¢ Smug. Stray {poons! o0

¢ But. Ay, ay, ftray [pcons ! Infhort, you ftole them,
¢ and I'll fhake your old limbs to pieces, it you don’t de-
¢ liver them prefently.

¢ Smug. Blefs me! a reverend elder of feventy years
¢ old accufed for petty larceny ! Why, fearch me,
¢ good people, fearch me; and if you find any fpoons
¢ about me, you fhall burn me for a witch. '

¢ But. Ay we will fearch you, miftrefs.

[They fearch, and pull the [poons out of his gockets
¢ Smug. Oh, the devil, the devil!

L

- ¢ Bute

A
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¢ But, Where, where is he? Lord blefs us! fhe is a
¢ witch in good earneft, may be. ]
¢ Smug. O, it was fome devil, fome Covent-Garden,
¢ or St.%ames’s devil, that put them in my pocket.
¢ But. Ay, ayyyou fhall be hanged for a thief, burned
¢ for a witch and then carted for a bawd. Speak, what
¢ are you ? :
. ¢ Ester Lutewell.
- ¢ Smug. I'm the Lady Lurewell’s nurfe.
. ¢ Lure. What noife 1s this ?
¢ Bxt. Here is an old fuccubus, Madam, that kas flole

%, two filver fpoons, apd fays fhe is your nurfe.

. ¢ Lure. My purfe! Oh, the impudent old jade! I
¢ never faw the withered creature betore. :

¢ Smug. Then I’m finely caught——Oh, Madam, Ma-
dam, don’t you know me ? %on’t you remember buls
¢ and guinea?

¢ Lure. Was ever fuch impudence !~=I know thee !—
¢ Why, thou’rt as brazen as a bawd in the fide-box. Take
¢ ber before a juflice, and then to New ; away!

-* Smug. Oh, confider, Madam, that I'm an alderman !
¢ Lare. Confider, Sir, that you'se a compound of co-
vetoufnefs, hypocrify, and knavery, and muft be punith-

ced accordingly. You muft be in petticoats, gouty
monfter ! muft ye? You muft bufs and guinea too;

ou muft tempt a lady’s honour, old fatyr! Away with
im ! : [Hur‘;y bim offe

. ¢ Still may our fex thus frauds of men oppofc,
¢ Still may our arts delude thefe tempting foes.

. ¢ May honour rule, snd never fall betray’d,

. But vice be caught in nets for virtue laid.”

LI PN N
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ACT V.
SCENE, Lady Darling’s Houfe.
Darling and Angelica.o
DazrinG.

AUGHTER, fince you have to deal with 2 man of -

fo liar a temper, you muft not think the gene-
ral arts of love can fecure him ; you may therefore allow
fuch a courtier fome encouragementextraordinary, with-
out reproach to your modefty.

Ax. 1am fenfible, Madam, that a formal nicety makes
our modefty fit aukward, and appears rather a chain to
enflave, than a bracelet to adorn us; it fhould fhew,
when ynmolefted, eafy and innocent as a dove, but ftrong
and vigorous as a falcon, when affaulted,

Darl. I'm afraid, daughter, you miftake Sir Harry's
gaiety for difhonour.

An, Tho’ modefty, Madam, may wink, it muft not
fleep, when powerful enemies are abroad. I muft con-’
Tefs, that, of all men’s, I would not fee Sir Harry Wild.
air’s faults ; nay, I could wreft his moft fufpicious wortls
a thoufand ways, to make them look lik& honour. Bur,
Madam, in fpite of love, I muft hate him, and curfe thofe
practices which taint our nobility, and rob all virtuous-
women of the braveft men

Darl. You muft certainly be miftaken, Angelica ; for-

I’'m fatisfied Sir Harry’s defigns are only to court and
marry you. '

An. His pretence, perhaps, was fuch; ¢ but women
¢ now, like enemies are attacked ; whether by treachery,
¢ or fairly conquered, the glory of the triumph is the
¢ fame.’ Pray, Madam, bg' what means were you made
acquainted with his defigns ’ '

" Darl, Means, child! Why, my coufin Vizard, who,
I’'m fure, is your fincere friend, fent him. - He brought
me this letter from my coufin. C

(Gives ber the letter, avbich fbe opens.

An, Ha, Vizard! then I’m abufed in earneft——

Would Sir Harry, by his inftigation, fix a bafe affront upon

me? No, I can’t fufpe@® him of fo ungenteel a crime—

This letter fhall trace the truth. [4fide.]———My fufpi_

: cions
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cions, Madam, are much cleared ; and I hope to fatisfY
your Ladyfhip in my management, when next I fee Sit

Harry. _
Enter Servant,

. Serv, Madam, here’s a gentleman below, calls him-

felf Wildair. ‘

Dar. Condu& him up. [Ex. Ser.] Daughter, Iwon’t
doubt your difcretion. [Exit Dar.
Enter Wildair.

Wild. Oh, the delights of love and Burgundy !=——
Madam, I have toafted your Ladyfhip fifteen bumpers
fucceflively, and fwallowed Cupids ' like loches to every

lafs,
£ A». And what then, Sir ?

Wiid, Why, then, Madam, the wine has got into my
head, and the Cupids into my heart; and unlefs, by
queaching quick my flame, you kindly eafe the fmart,
I’'m a loft man, Madam.

Anr. Drunkennefs, Sir Harry, is the worft pretence a

ntleman can make for rudenefs ; for the excufe is as
%:andalous as the fault, Therefore, pray, confider who
you are fo free with, Sir; a woman of condition, that
ean call half a dozen footmen upon occafion.

Wild, Nay, Madam, if you have a mind to tofs mein
a blanket, half a dozen chamber-maids would do better
fervice. Come, come, Madam ; tho’ the wine makes
me lifp, yet it has taught me to {peak plainer. By all
the dutt of my ancient progenitors, I muft this night reft
in your arms, - - .

Anr. Nay, then, who waits there? [ Easer Fostmen.]
Take hold of that madman, and bind him.

' Wild. Nay, then, Burgundy’s the word ; flaughter will
enfue. Hold—Do you know, fcoundrels, that I have
been drinking victorious Burgundy ? [Draws.

Serwvants. We know you're drunk, Sir. .

Wild. Then how have you the impudence, rafcals, to
affault a gentleman with a couple of flatks of courage in
this head ? . .- __

Serwants, We muft do as our young miftrefsa come
mands us.

Wild. Nay, then, have among ye, dogs !

{Tbrows money among them ; they [cramble and take it up 3
ke pelting them out, fbuts the doory and returns, :

F 2 Rafeals,
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Rafcals, poltroons | ——1I have charmed the dragon, and
wow the fruit’s my own. :
An. Oh, the mercenary wretches! This was a plot to -
betray me. .
Mild. 1 have put the whole army to flight ; and now
T'll take the general prifoner. [ Laying hbold on ber.
An. I conjure you, Sir, by the facred name of honour,
by your dead father’s name, and the. fair reputation ef
your mother’s chaftity, that yeu offer not the leaft offence.
Alrgady you have wrong’d me paft redrefs.
Wild. Thouart the moft unaccountable creature——
Ar, What madnefs, Sir Harry, what wild dream of
loofe defire could prompt you to attempt this bafenefs ?
View me well——the brightnefs of my mind, merhinks,
fhould lighten outwards, and let you fee your miftake in
my behaviour. - ¢ I thank it thines with fo much inno-
¢ cence in my face, that it fhould dazzle all your vicious
¢ thoughts. Think not I am defencelefs, becaufe alone.
¢ Your vexy felf is guard againft yourfelf: I'm fure
¢ there’s {fomething generous in your foul ; my words
¢ (hall fearch it out, and eyes fhall fire it for my own
¢ defence,’ .
Wild. [ Mimicking.] Tal tidum, tidem, tal ti didi didom.
A millioa to ore now, but this girl is juft come fluth from
reading .the Rival Queens—’fgad, 1’il at ber in her
own cant——Oh, my Swatira! Oh, my angry dear, tarn
thy eyes on me! behold thy beau in bukins. :
An. Behold me, Sir; view me with a fober thought,
free from tl:gfle fumes of wine that throw a ma}l before
your fighr, thall find thatev lance from m
reproaching eyez“;; arm’d with &are;yr%fenmt, am};
with avirtuous pride that looks dithonour desd. L
Hild. This is the firft whore in heroics that I have met
with. [Afide.] Look ye, Madam, ss to that flender payss
cular of your virtue, we fhan’t quarrel about it; you may
be as virtuous as any woman in England, if you pleafe;
you may fay your prayers all the time. But, pray, Ms-
dam, be pleafed to confider, what is thisfame virtue that
you make fuch a mighty noife abowt—¢Can your vircue
¢ befpeak you a front row in the boxes? No; for the
¢ players can’t live upon virtue.”- Can your virtue keep -
rou a coachqnd fix? No, no; your virtuous womt;;-
. ' . wal
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walk on foot., ¢ Can your virtue hire youa pew in the
¢ churth ? Why, the very fexton will tell you, No.” Can
"your virtue ftake for you at picquet ? No. Then what
Kuﬁnefs has a woman with virtue? Come, come, Ma.
dam, I offered you fifty guineas; there’s a hundred——
‘The devil ! virtuous ftill!—Why, it is a hundred, five
fcore, a hundred guineas.

A Oh, indignation! Were I a man, you durft not
ufe me thus. But the mean, poor abufe you throw on
me, reflets upon yourfelf: our fex ftill ftrikes an awe
upon the brave, and only cowards dare affront a woman. ~

Wild. Affront! ’Sdeath, Madam, a hundred guineas
will fet you up a bank at baffet ; a hundred guineas will
furnifh out your lodging with china ; a hundred guineas
will gtve you an air of quality ; a hundred guineas will
buy you a rich efcritoire for your billet-doux, ¢ or a fine
¢ éommon-Prayer-_Book for your virtue;’ a hundred
guineas will buy a hundred fine things, and fine things are
for fine ladies, and fine ladies are for fine gentlemen, and
fine gentlemen are——'Egad, this Burgundy makes a
man fpeak like an angel——Come, come, Madam, take
it, and put it to what ufe you pleafe,

An. I'll ufe it as I would the bafe unworthy giver,
thus [ Tbrows down the purfe, and famts upen it.
Wild. 1 have no mind to meddle in flate aftairs ; but
thefe women will make me a parliament-man in {pite of
my teeth, on purpofe to bring in a bill againft their ex.
tortion. She tramples under foot that deity which all the
world adores——Oh, the blooming pride of beautiful
cighteen !—Pthaw ! I'll talk to her no longer; I’ll make
my market with the old gentlewoman; fhe knows bufi-
" nefs better—[Goes to the door.] Here, you, friend ; pray,
defire the old lady to walk in~——Hark’e, ’egad, Madam,
T’ll tell your mother.. .
' Enter Lady Darling.
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d’ye like my daughter,,

ay ?
})I"ild Like her, Madam !——Hark’e, will you take
.. it #——Why, faith, Madam ——Take the money, I fay,
or,, ’egad, all’s out.
Az, All fhall out—Sir, you're a fcandal to the name
of gentleman,

~

F3 wiide
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Wild; With all my heart, Madam——In fhort, Mi-
dam, your daughter has ufed me fomewhat too familiarly,
tho' I have treated her like a woman of quality,

Dar. How, Sir?

Wild, Why,Madam, I have offered her a hundred
‘guineas.

Darl, A hundred guineas ! Upon what fcore ?

Wild, Upon what fcore! Lord, Lord, how thefe old
women love to hear bawdy ! ——Why, faith, Madam, T
have never ‘a4 double entendre ready ut prefent; bur 1’1l
fing you'a fong. ’

Behold the goldfinches, tall al de rall,

And a man of my inches, tall al de rall,

You fhall take ’em, believe me, tall al de rall
If you will give me your tall al de rall.

A modifh'minuet, Madam, that’s-all.

Darl. Sir, 1 don’t underftand you.

‘Wild, Ay, fhe will have it in plain terms—Then, Ma-
‘dam, in downright Englifh, I offered your daughtera
‘hundred guineas to .

An. Hold, Sir, flop your abufive tongue, too loofe for
modeft ears to hear——Madam, I did before fufpeét that
his defigns were bafe, now they’re too plain ; this knight,
this mighty man-of wit and humour, is'matle a tool to
a knave~——Vizard has fent him on a bully’s errand, to
-affront a'woman ; but I feorn the abufe, and him that
offered it.

Darl, How, Sir! come to affront us! D’ye know who
we are,-Sir ? . '

Wild, Know who you are! Why, your daughter there,
is Mr. Vizard’s— coutin, I fuppofe. And for you, Ma-
dam-——-Now to call her procurefs 3-la-mede de France.
[4fide.J—=F cftime wots e occupation. ' .

Darl. Pray, Sir, {peak Englifh. _

Wilde ‘Bhen vo define her office @:lz-mode de Londres.
[ 4fide.}—1 fuppofe your Ladyth.p to be one of thofe ci-
vil, obliging, difcreet 6Id ventlewomen, who keep their
vifiting days for the encertainment of their prefenting
friends, whom they treat with imperial tea, a private
room, and a pack of cards, Now Ifuppofe you'do un-
derftand me, , !

Dar Ic
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Darl, This is beyond fufferance! But fay, thou abu.
five man, whatinjury have you ever receiv’d from me, or
‘mine, thus to engage you in this fcandalous afperfion ?

An. Yes, Sir, what caufe, what motives could induce
you thus to debafe yourfelf below your rank ? -

Wild. Hey day! Now, dear Roxana, and you, my
fair Statira, be not fo very heroicin your fiiles; Vizard’s
letter may refolve you, and agfiver all the impertinent
-queftions you have made me.

Both wwomen. We appeal to that. v

Wild. And Il fland to’t; he read it to me, and the:
contents were pretty plain, 1 thought, ,

An. Here, Sir, perufeit, and fee how much we are
injur’d, and you deceiv'd.

Wild. EOpening the letter.] But hold, Madam, [To-
Darl.} before I read I’ll make fome condition :—Mr Vi
zard fays here, that I won’t fcruple 30 or. 40 pleces.
Now, Madam, if you have clapt in another cypher to
the account, and madeit 3 or 4 hundred, ’egad 1'witl not
fland to’t. S

An. Now, I can’t tell whether difdain or anger bethe
moft jufl refentment for this injury.

Darl. The leter, Sir, fhall an{wer you.

Wild, Well then [Reads.] *¢ Out of my earneft incli-.
nation to ferve your Ladyfhip, and my coufin Angelica—"’
Ay, ay, the very words, ‘I can fay it'by heart. ¢ I
have fent Sir Harry Wildair to—"" ‘What the devil’s this -
¢ Sent Sir Harry Wildair to court my coufin !” He read
to me quite a different thing, ¢ He's a gentlemen of
great parts and fortune—” He’ a fon of a whore and a
rafcal. ‘¢ And would make your daughter very happy
[whifles.] in a hutband.” [Looks foolifh, and hums a

_/img.] dOh, poor Sir Harry ! what have thy anrgy itars.
n’d ? : '

jng. Now, Sir, I hope you need no inftigatiop to
redrefs ourwrongs, fince even the injury points the way,

Darl. Think, Sir, that our blood for many genera«

tions has run in the pureft channel of unfullied honopr,
wild. Ay, Madam. . " [Boavs to bere

Anrg. Confider what a tender flower is woman’s repu--
tation, which the leatt air of foul detraction blafts.

Wiid, Yes, Madam, : [Bows to the oher.

1

.Ddr’.
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Darl. Call then to mind your rude and fcandalous be-

“haviour,
Wild. Right, Madam. [Bows again.
Axg. Remember the bafe price you offered me. [ £xit.
Wild, Very true, Madam. Was ever man fo cate-
chized ?
Darl, Then thiok that Vizard, villain Vizard, caufed
all this, yetlives: That’s all ; farewel.
Wild. Stay, Madam, [70 Darl.] one word ; is thereno
other way toredrefs your wrongs, but by fighting ?
Darl. Only-one, Sir, which if you can think of, you
may do; you know the bufinefs I entertained you for.
Wild, 1 underftand you, Madam. [Exit Darl.] Here
am I brought to a very pretty dilemma, I muft commit
murder, or commit matrimony ; which is the beft now ?
A licence from Do&ors Commons, or a fentence from the
_Old Bailey ? If I.kill my man, the law hangs me; if I
marry my woman, I fhall hang myfelf. But, damn
jt,——cowards dare fight ; I'll marry, that’s the moft
daring ation of the two: So my dear coufin Angelica,
. have at you. o
SCENE Neagate. Clincher fenior folus.

_ Clin, How fevere and melancholy are Newgate reflec-
tions! Laft week my facther died; yefterday I turned
beau ; to-day Iam hisby the heels, and ta-morrow fhall
be hung by the neck.— I was agreeing with a book-
feller about printing an account of my journey through
France and Italy ; but now the hiftory of my travels
muft be through Holborn to Tyburn=——=*¢ Thelaft and
dying fpeech of Beau Clincher, that was going to the
Jubilee—— Come, a half-penny a-piece.” A fad found,
a fad found, faith! °Tis one way to have a man’s
death make a great noife in the world.

Enter Smuggler and Gaoler..
¢ Smug. Well, friend,gfhave told you whoIam: for

_ ¢ fend thefe letters into Thames-ftreet, as directed ; they
¢ are to -gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Gaoler]
t Eh! this Newgate is a very populous place : here’s.

" ¢ robbery and repentance in every corner.———Well,
¢ friend, what are you? a cut-throat or a bum-bailiff?

¢ Clin, What are you, miftrefs, a bawd or a witch?
i ' ¢ Harkee:
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¢ Harkee, if you are a witch, d’ye fee, I'll give you a
¢ hundred pounds to mount'me on a broom-fiaff, im{ whip
¢ me away to the Jubilee. . e

¢ Smug. The Jubilee! O, yow young rake-hell, what
¢ broughtyou here? - . iy .- -

¢ Chin. Ah, you old rogue, what brought you here,
¢ if you go to that ? = ot )

¢ Smug. 1 knew, Sir, what your powdering, your

. ¢ prinking, your dancing, and your friking, would

¢ come to. - : -
¢ Clis. And I knew what your cozening, yourextore
¢ tion, and your fmuggling wotd come to.
¢ Smug. Ay, Sir, you muft break your indentutes; and
¢ run to the devil in g full bettom wig, muft you?
¢ Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muft put off Yz'cmr gravity,
¢ and run to the devil in petticoats :~—~—You defign to
¢ {wing in mafquerade, mafter, d’ye ? '
¢ Smug. Ay, you muft go to the plays top, firrah:
¢ Lord, lord ! what bufinefs has a ’prentice at a play-
* houfe, unléfs it be to hear his mafter made a cuckold,
¢ and his mifirefs a whore ? . It is ten to one. now, but
¢ fome malicious poet hps my. charaéter .upon the fage
¢ within this mopth: ’tis a ‘herd matter now, that an
¢ honett fober man cannot fin fn private for this plaguy
¢ flage. 1 gave an honeft gentleman five guineas mylelf
¢ towards writing a book againft it ; and it has done no
¢ good, we fee.
¢ Clin, Well, well, mafter, take courage! our com-
¢ fort is, we have lived together, and fhall die together,
¢ only with this difference, thae I have lived like a fool,
* and fhall die like a knavey and .you have lived like'n
* knave, and fhall die like a fool. o =
¢ Smug. No, firrah! I have fent a meflenger for m
¢ cloaths, and fhall get out immediately, and fhall be up-
¢ on your jury by and by.~——o to prayers, you rogue,
¢ to prayers. C [Exit Smug,
¢ (in, Prayers! itisa hard taking when a man muft
¢ fay graoe to the gallows.---Ah, this curfed intriguing
4 Had 1 fwung handfomely in a fitken garter now, I had
* died in my duty’s but vo hang in hemp; Tke the vule
* gar, itisvery ungenteel. ' £
. niow
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Enter Tom Errand.
A reprieve ! a reprieve! thou dear, dear—e——damned
regue. Where have you been ? Thou art the moft wel-
.come——fon of a whore ; where’s my cloaths ? .
Err. Sir, 1fec where mine are. Come, Sir, ftrip, Sir,
&rip. . : .
‘pClin. What, Sir, will you abufe a gentleman ?
¢ Err. A gentleman! ha, ha, ha! d’ye know where
¢ you are, Sir? We're all gentlemen here., I ftand up
¢ for liberty and property. Newgate’sa commonwealth,
. ¢ No courtier has bufinefs among us. Come, Sir.
¢ Clin. 'Well, but ftay, ﬁafy, till I fend for my own
¢ cloaths : I fhall get out prefently.
¢ Err. No, no, Sir, I'll ha' you into the dungeon,
.¢ and uncafe you. .
¢ Clin. Sir, you cannot mafter me, for I am twenty
¢ thoufand ftrong. [Exexnt firuggling,

SCENE changes to Lady Darling’s houfe.

Enter Wildair svith letters, Servants followving.
Wild, Here, fly all around, and bear thefe as directed ;
u to Weftminfter, youto St. James’s, and you into the
city. Tell all my friends, @& bridegroom’s joy invites
their prefence. Look all of ye like bridegrooms alfo:
all appear with hofpitable looks, and bear a welcome in
your faces. Tell them’ I am married. If any afk to
whom, make no reply ; but tell them that I’m married,
that joy fhall:crown the day, and love the night. Be-

one, fly.
,8 . Y Enter Standard. . ’
A thoufand welcomes, friend ;. my pleafure’s now com-
lete, fince I can fhare. it with my friend: brifk joy fhall
gound from me. to youj then back again ; and, like the
{un, grow warmer by refletion.
. Stand, You're always pleafant, Sir Harry ; -but this
tranfcends yourfelf : whence proceeds it ?

Wild. Canft thou not guefs, my friend? Whence flows
all earthly j‘:’ ? What is the life of man, and foul of
pleafure? Woman——What fires- the heart with tranf-
%(;rt, and: the foul with raptures? Lovely woman—

hat is the mafter-firoke and.{mile of the creation, but
-charming virtuous woman ?---When Nature in the genrea-l
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ral compofition firt brought woman forth, like a fluflyd
poet, ravifh’d with his fancy, with ecftafy it bleft the fair

uction! Methinks, my- friend, you relifh not my
Joy. What is the caufe ? _

Stand. Canft thou not guefs ? What is the bane of man,
and feourge of life, but woman? What is the heathenith
idol man fets up, and is damn’d for worfhipping ? Trea-
cherous woman.. ¢ What are thofe, whofe eyes, like ba-
¢ filikks, - fhine beautiful for fure deltruction, whofe {miles.
¢ are dangerous-as the grin of fiends, but falfe, deluding
¢ woman ¢ Woman, whofe compofition inverts huma-
nity ; their bodies heavenly, but their fouls are clay.

Wild, Come, come, Colonel, this is too much; I
know your wrongs received from Lurewell may excufe
your refentments againft her. But it is unpardonable to
charge the failings of a fingle woman upon the whole fex.
1 have found one, whofe virtues

Stand. So have I, Sir Harry ; I have found one whofe"

ide’s above yielding to a prince. And if lying, dif-

embling, perjury, and falthood, be no breachesina wo
man’s honour, fhe is asinnocent as infancy. :

Mild, Well, Colonel, I find your opinion grows:
fronger by fition ; I fhall now, therefore, wave the
argument, and only beg you for this day to make a fhew
Of.:lomplsifance at leat.,——Here comes my charming

c. .
Enter Darling and Angelica.

Stand. [ faluting Angelica.] I with you, Madam, all
the joys of love and fortune. S

: . Eater Clincher junior.
Clin. Gentlemen and ladies, I’'m juft upon the fpur,
and have only a-minute to take my leave.
Wild, Whither are you bound, Sir?
Clin. Bound, Sir! Iam going to the Jubilee, Sir.
Darl. Blefs me, coufin! how came you by thefe
cloaths ? ° .
" Clin, Cloaths ! ha, ha, ha! the rareft jeft! ha, ha, ha!
I thall burft, by Jupiter Ammeon, I fhall burft!

Darl, What’s.the matter, coufin ?

Clin. The matter! ha, ha, ha! Why an honeft por-:
ter, ha, ha, ha! has knock’d out my brother’s brains,

ba, ha, ha! :
W;Id’
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" Wild. A very good jeft, i’faith, ha, ha, ha!

Clin, Ay, Sir, but the jeft of all is, he kmock’d eut
his brains with a hammer, and (o he isas dead as a door-
nail, ha, ha, ha! ~ i

Darl, And do youlaugh, weetch ? )

Clin. Laugh | ha, ha, ha! let me fee e’er a younger
brother in England that won’t laugh at fuch a jefl. s

. An. You appeared a very.fober pious gentleman fome
hours ago. A

Clin. Pfhaw, I was a fool then: byt.now, Madam,
I'ma wit; I can rake now. As for your part, Madam,
you might have had me once! Butnow, Madam, if
you fhould fall to eatin%chalk, .ar gnawing the fheets, it
is none of my fault. ' Now, Madam-———] have got an
cftate, and I muft go to the Jubilee,

S Enter Clincher fenior in & blagket.

Clin. fen. Mutft you fo, rogue, muft ye? You will go

‘to the Jubilée, will you?. . . '
- Clin.jun. A ghoft, a ghoft ! Send for the Dean aud
Cbapter prefently. .. . L -

Clin. fen. A ghoft !, No, no, firrah, I'm an elder bro«
ther, rogue. . . . P

Clin. jun. 1 don’t care a farthing for that; I'm fure
you’re dead in law,

Cin. fen. Why fo, firrah, why fo? _

Clin. jun. Becaufe, Sir, I can geta fellow to {wear be
knock’d out your brains.

"Wild. An odd way of fwearing a man out of his life!

¢ Clin. jun. Smell him, gentlemen, he hag a deadly-
¢ fcent about him., o

¢ Clin. fen, Truly the apprehenfions of death may have

¢ made me favour a hittle, O, lord! the Colonel ! The
¢ apprehenfion of him may make the favour werfe, 1’m
¢ afraid.’ o .

Clin. jun. In fhort, Sir, were you aghoft, or brother,
ordevil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter Ammon,

Stand..Go to the Jubilee, go to 'the bearsgarden,—
¢ The travel of fuch fools as. you- doubly injures our
¢ country ; you expofe our native follies, which Tidicule
¢ usamong ftrangers, and return fraught only with their
¢ vices, which you vend here for fathionable gallantry ;
¢ atravelling fool is as dangerous asa home-bred villa(i;.’

. et
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Get you to your native plough and cart, conveife with
animals like yourfelves, fheep and oxen; men are crea-
tures you don’t underftand.

Wild. Let ’em alone, Colonel, their folly will be now
diverting. Come, gentlemen, we’ll difpute this point
fome other time; ¢ I hear fome fiddles tuning, let’s hear
¢ how they can entertain us.’

[ A fervant enters axd whifpers Wildair,

Wild. Madam, fhall I beg you to entertain the com.
pany in the next room for a moment. [7o Darl,

Darl, With sll my heart——Come, gentlemen.

[ Exeunt all but Wildair,

#Wild. A lady to enquire for me ! Who can this be ?

Enter Lurewell.
Oh ! Madam, this favour is beyond my expe&ation, to
come uninvited to dance at my wedding.——What d’ye
gazeat, Madam ? :

Lure. A monfter—if thou’rt marry’d, thou'rt the moft
perjur'd wretch that e’er avouch’d deceit.

-" Wild. Hey day! Why, Madam, I'm fure I never
fwope to marry you : I made indeed a ﬂi‘ght meife, up-
on condition of your granting me a {mall favour, but
you would not confent, you know. .

Lure. How he upbraids me with my fhame, Can
you deny your binding vows when this appears a_witnefs
againft your falthood. (Shews a ring.] Methinks the
motto of this facred pledge fhould flath confufion in your
guilty face—Read, read here the binding words of love
and honour,—words not unknown to your perfidious
tongue, tho’ utter firangers to your treacherous heart.

Wild, The woman’s ftark ftaring mad, that’s certain,

Lure. Was ‘it malicioufly defign’d to let me find my
mifery when paft redrefs : to let me know you, only to’
know you falfe? Had not curfed chance fhew’d me the
furprizing motto, I had been happy—The firft know-
ledge I had of you was fatal to me, and this fecond worfe.

Wild, What the devil is all this! Madam, I’'m not at
leifure for raillery at prefent, I have weighty affairs
upon my hands ; the bufinefs of pleafure, Madam ; any
otlier time [Going.

Lure. Stay, I conjure you, ftay.

Wild. Faitb, Ican’s, my&ride expetsme ; bu:harllc"e,
. . when
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when the honey-moon is ovér, about 2 month or two
hence, I may do you a fmall favour. LExit.

Lure. Grant me fome wild. expreflions, Heavens, or
1 fhall burft.” Woman’ weaknefs, man’s falfhood, my
own fhame, and love’s difdain, at once fwell up my
breaft——— Words, words, or I fhall burf}, [Going..

. Enter Standard,

Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not fhun my fight;
for if you are perfect woman, you have confidence to out-
face a crime, and bear the charge of guilt without a
blufh. ' .

Lure. The charge of guile! What,. making a. fool of
you ? I've done it, and glory in the all; ¢ “the height
¢ of female juftice were to make you all hang ordrown;’
diflembling te the prejudice of men is virtue ; ‘and eve
look, or fign, orfmile, or tear that can doceive, is merie
torious.

Stand. Very pretty principles truly. If thers be truth
in woman, ’tis now ix thee. Come, Madam, you know
that you're difcovered, and being fenfible that you cannot
efcape, you would now turn to bay. That ring, Madam,
proclaims you guilty., .

ZEure, O, montfter, villain, perfidious villain ! Has he
told you ? '

Stand. I’ll tell it you, 'and loudly too.

Lure. O, name 1t not Yet, fpeak it out, ’tis fo
juft a punifliment for putting faith in man, that I will
bear it all; ¢ and let credulous maids, that truft cheir
¢ honour to the tongues of men, ‘thus hear the thame
¢ proclaim’d,” Speak now, what his bufy. fcandal, and
your improving malice both dare utter.

Stand. Your faitheod can’t be reach’d by mialice nor
" by fatire ; your actions are the juftett libel onr your fame;
your words,  your looks, your tears, I did believe in fpite
of common fame, Nay, ’gaiblt mire own eyes, I flill
maintained your truth. I.1magin’d Wildair’s boafting of
_ your favours to be the pure refult of his own vanity : at

laft he urg’d your taking Trel‘cms of him, a8 aconvincing

erday from him received that
ring, which ring, that I might be fure he gave it, I-lens
him for that purpofe.

Lure. Ha! youlent it bim for that puspofe !.

4

Stazd,




THE CONSTANT COUPLE. ”5

Sand, Yes, yes, Madam, I lent it him for that pur.™
pole——no denying it—I know it well, for I have worm
jt}tong, and defire younow, Madem, ¢o reftore it to the
juft owner. .

Lare. The juft owner! Think, Sir, think but of whae
importance ’tis to own it ; if you have love and honourin
your foul; ’tis then moft jultly yourss if not, you are a
robber, and have flolen it bafely. )

Stand. Ha ~—your wards, like meeting flints, have
ftruck a light to thew me fomething ftrange—But tell me
inftantly, 1s not your real name Manly ¢

Lare, Anfwer me firt ; -did aot you receive this ring
about twelve years ago ?*

Srand. 1 did. :

Lure. And were -not you about that time entertaimed
g:;en)ights at:the houfe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford-

Stand. Twas, 1was: [Runs to ber, and embraces ber.}
The bleft remembrance fires my foul with tranfport——
:'know the reftesmeyou are the charming flic, and I the

appy man. *

Lare. How has blind fortune flumbled on the right!
g!kkewhere have you wandered fince 2—"twas cruel to fors

me. . .

Stand. The particulars of my fortune aré too tedious
ow: ‘but to difcharge myfelf from the ftain of difhonour,
Imuft tell you, that immediately upon my return to the
univerfity, my elder brather and I quarrelled: my father, .
to prevent farther mifchief, pofts me away to travel: I .
wnitto you from London, but fear the letter came not to
Your hands, . :

Lure, . Imever had the leaft account of you by letter or

Stand. Three years I liv'd abroad, and at my retumn
you were gone out of the kingdom, though none
could tell me whither: miffing you thus, I went to Flan~
ders, ferved my King till the peace commenc’d; then
going on board at Amfterdam, one fhip tranf.
ported ps both to England. At the firft fight T lov'd,
though ignorant of the hidden caufe—You may remem-
ber, Madam, .that talking once of marriage, I told you
{ was engaged ; to your dea(r} felf I meant, M
ve a . Co

X



96 'THE CONSTANT COUPLE.

. Lure. Then men are fhill moft generous and brave—
and to reward your truth, an eftate of three thoufand
pounds a year waits your acceptance ; and if I can fadsfy
you in my paft conduét, ¢ and the reafons that engaged
¢ me to deceive all men,” I fhall expe@’ the honourable
performance of your promife, and that you will flay with
me in England. :

Stand. Stay ! nor fame, nor glory, e’er fhall part us
' more. ¢-My honour can be no where more concerned
¢ than here.’

Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers.

Oh ! Sir Harry, Fortune hasacted miracles to-day; the
flory’s ftrange and tedious, but all amounts to this, that

woman’s mind is charming as her perfon, and I am made °

a convert too to beauty,

- Wild. 1 wanted only this to make my pleafure perfe&.
¢ And now, Madamn, we may dance and fing, and love
¢ and kifs in good earneft. ‘ ’

¢ Adance bere. After the dance,’ enter Smuggler.

. Smug. So, gentlemen and ladies, I'm glad to find you
fo merry ; is my gracious nephew among ye?

' ‘Wild, Sir, he dates not fhew his face among fuch ho«
nourable company, for your gracious nephew isme—ea -

Smug. What, Sir? Have a care what you fay.

Wild. A villain, Sir. ’

Smug. With all my heart. T’ll pardon youwrthe beating
me forthatvery word. And pray, Sir Harry, when you
fee him next, tell him this news from me, that I have
difinherited him, that I will leave him as poor as a dif-
banded quarter-mafter.  And this is the pofitive and fiff
refolution of threefcoreand ten ; anage that fticks as ob-
ftinately to its purpofe, asto the old fafhion of its cloak.

Wild. You {fee, Madam, (%o Angel.] how induftrioufly
Fortune has punithed his oftence to you.

4n. 1 can fearcely, Sir, reckon it an offence, confis
dering the happy confequence of it.

Smug. Oh, SirHarry, heis as hypocritical

Lure. As yourfelf, Mr. Alderman. How fares my
good old nurfe, pray Sir? . .

Smug. O Madam, I fhall be even with you before I

et with your writings and money, that I have in my

ands, .
T s MD
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Stand. A word with you, Mr. Alderman; do you know
this pocket-book ?

Srmug. Olord, it contains an account of all my fecret
practices in trading. { 4fide.] How came ygy by it, Sir 2

Stand. Sir Harry here dufted it out ur, pocket at
this lady’s houfe yefterday; It contai ccount of
fome fecret pratices in your merchandi among the
veft, the counterpart of an agreement with a correfpon-
dent at Bourdeaux, about traniporting French wine in
Spanith cafks—Firft return this lady all her writings,
then I fhall confider whether I fhall lay your proceedings
before the parliament or not, whofe juftice will never fuf.
fer your fmuggling to go unpunithed.

Smug. Oh, my poor thip and cargo !

-Clin. fen. Hark’e, mafter, you had as good come along
‘with me to the Jubilee now.

An, Come, Mr, Alderman, for once let 2 woman ad-
vife: ¢ Would you be thought an honeft man,’ banith
covetoufnefs, that worft gout of age: avarice is a poor
pilferigg quality of the foul, and will as certainly cheat,
as a thief would fteal. Would you be thought a reformer
of the times, be lefs fevere in your cenfures, sfs rigid in
your precepts, -and more firi& in your example. .

Wild. Right, Madam. virtue flows freer from imita«
tion, than compulfion; ne
verfion and mine arejufl

In vain are mufty mo

By rigid teachers, an

‘W here virtue with a

And frights the pupil

But woman~— :

Charming woman can true oenverts make,

We love the precept for the teacher’s fake.

. Virtue in them appears fo bright, fo gay,

We bear with tranfport, and with pride obey.

Exo of the Firrn Acrt,

(Exeunte

S '. ’ V E Pl



Spoken by Mr, WiLks,
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NOW all depart, each bisrefpective svay,
To fpend an cvening's chat upon theplay s
~Some to 'Iiﬂélito’: ; one bamewoard goes,
And ome with loving She, retires to tl Rofe,
The am’rous pair in all things fravk and free,
Perbaps may. fave the play 18 Number Three.
The tearing fpark, if Phyllis ought gainfays,
Breaks the drawer’s bead, kicks ber, and mwrders Bays,
To coffec fom retreat to fave their pockets, :
Others, mocsgenerons, damn the play at Locket's
But thece, I hope, the author's fears are vain,
Malice néer fpoke in generons Coampaign.
Fhat poet merits an ignable death,
#ho fears to fall over a byave Monteth,:
The frx'mikgo of Qine we only gk,
@ou'll tafle again biforeyou damn the flafk.
Our author fears not you ; but theft be may,
Who in cold bloed murder a man.in.tea. .
Thofe men of fpleen, whbo foud the world.fhowld know ity
-Sit down, and.for their txvopence damn.a poet.
Their criticifm’s good, that we cam fay for's,
Thbey underfiand a play——etoo avell to pay for’ts
From box tofiage, fram Sage to box they run,
Firp fleal the play, then damn it when they've dones
But now, to know whatfate moy us betide, .
Among our friends in Cornbill and Cheapfide.
But thofe 1think, bawve but one rule for {qux 3
They'll fay they're good, if fo the world but fays.
If it foonld pleafe them, and their fpoufes know it,
They firait enguire what kind of man’s the poct. 2
- “




EPIL OGUER

But from fide-Box ave dread a fearful doom,.

Al the good-natur’d beaux are gone toRome..

Fhe ladses’ cenfure 1'd almoft forgot,

Tbea for a line or-tavo £ engage their wote :-

But that way’s odd, below our author’s aim,

Nolef; than. bis whole play is compliment to them.
For their fakes, then, the play can’t mifi fucceedivg,.
90’ critics may want wit,. they have good breeding 3
They won'ty. 1'm fuire, forfeittheladies’ graces,

By fbeaving their ill-nature to their faces ;

Our byfinefs with good manners may be done,

Flatter us berey and damn us whes you'regone,,



~ —————— e e ———
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70 TRE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF ‘
AL BEMARLE, &c.

KNIGHT ‘OF THE

.

MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER. ',

My Lozrp, -

Y pen is both a novice in poetry, and a ftrangef at

court, and’ can no more raife itfelf to the ftile of
pancgyric, that it can ftoop to the art of flattery ; but if
in the plain and fimple habit of truth it may prefume to
mix with that crowd of followers that daily attend upon
your Lordthip’s favour, pleafe to behold a ftranger, with
this difference, that he pays more homage to your worth,
than adoration to your greatnefs; =

This diftin@ion, my Lord, will appear too n'ce and
metaphyfical ‘to the world, who know yout Lordhip’s
merit and place to be ‘infeparable, that they ‘can only
differ as the caufe from the effect; and this, my Lord, s
as much beyond difpute, as that your royal maiter, who

-has made the noble choice, is the moftivife, and moft dife
ceming prince in the univerfe.

To prefent the world with a lively draught of your
Lordthip’s perfections, I fhould enumerate the judgment,
conduct, piety and courage of our great and graciousking,
who can only place his favours on thofe fhining qualifi-
cations, for which'his Majefty is fo emineritly remarkable
himfelf; but this, my Lotd, will prove the bufinefs of a
voluminous hiftory, and your Lordfhip’s charalter mutt
attend the fame of your great maftér in the memoirs of
futurity, as your faithful fervice has hitherto acconpa-
nied the noble actions of his life.

Az The
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The greateft princes, in all ages, have had their friends
and favourites, with them to communicate and debate
their thoughts, fo to exercife and ripen their judgment ;
or fometimes to eafe their cares by imparting themn, The
great Auguftus, we read, in his projeét of feidting the un-
wieldy Roman conquefls on a fixed bafis of government,
had the defign laig, sot in his ceuncil, b his cloket ;
there we find him with khis two friends, Mecsenas and
Agrippa, his favourite friends, perfons of found judg-
ment, and unqueftionable fidelity ; there the great quef-
tion is freely and reafonably debated, without the noife
of faltion, and conftraint of formality ; and there was
kaid that prodigious fcheme of government, rhat fgon re-
covered their bleeding country, healed the wounds of the
civil war, blefled the empire with a lafting peace,. and
fliled its monarch pater patrie.

The parallel, my Lord, is eafily made; we have our
Czfar too, no lefs renowned than the forementioned
Augufius ; he firft afferred our liberties at home againft
popery and thraldom, headed our armies abroad with bra,
very and fuccefs, gave peace to Europe, gnd fecyrity to
our religion. And you, my Lerd, are his Mecggas,
the private counfellor to thofe great trapfaclians which
have made England fo formidable to its epemies, that
(which I blufh to own) it is grown jealous of its friends,

But here, my Lord, appears the particular wifdom
apd circumfpe&ion of’ your
you fo ﬁrmtly retain the favour of your mafter withous
the envy of the fubje@; your moderation and even
deportment between both, has fecured to your Lordfhip
the ear of the king, and the heart of the Fcople; the
nation has voted you their good angel in al} {uits and pe-
titions to their prince, angotoheir fuccefs fills the three
kingdoms with daily praifes of your Lordthip’s goodnefs,
@nd his Majefty’s grace and clcmens:{.

' And now, my Lord, give me leave humbly to. beg,
that among all the good aé%ior.s of your Lordthip’s high
and happy ftation, the encouragement of arts and litera-
ture may not be folely excluded from the influence of
your favour. The polite Mecznas, whom-I prefumed to
make a parallel to your Lordhip in the favour of his
prince, had his Virgil and his Horace, and his time was
modtly

’

Lordfhip’s condudt, that’
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moftly divided between the emperor and the poet; he fo
managed his ftake of royal favour, that as Auguftus made
him great, fo the Mufes fixed him immortal ; and Maro's
excellency, my Lord, will appear the lefs wonder, when
. we confider that his pen was fo cherithed with bounty,
and infpired with graurude.

But I can lay no claim to the merits of fo great a per-
fon for my accefs to your Lordthip; I have osly this to
recommend me without art void of rhetoric, that I am a
true lover of my king, and pay an unfeigned veneration
to all thofe who are his trufty fervants, and faithful mini-
fters ; which infers that I am, my Lord, with all due fub-
miffion,

Your Lordthip’s moft devoted, and
Moft obedient humble fervant,

G. FARQUHAR.

A3 PR O-
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PROLOGUE

UR authors bave, in mofl their late effays,
*" Prologw’d their own, by damning other plays §
Made great bareugxes 1o teach sex what was fi
90 pafs for humour, and go down for wit. ‘
Athenian rules muft form an Enghifp picce.
And Drury-Lane comply with ancient Grecce.
Exaltnyfs enly, fuch as Tereace writ,
Muft p’]cg{e our mafyu’d Lucretias in the pits
Our youthful author fwears he caresnot a pin
For Veffius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin :
He leaves to learned pens fuch labour'd lpys 3
Yo are the rules by svbich be avrites bis plays.
From muffy kooks let others tahe their wiew,
He bates dull reading, but be fludies you.
Firft, from you beaus, his Ieffon is formality;
And in your footmen therem——mofi nice morality ;
¥o pleafure them bis Pegafus muff fly,
Becaufe they judge—and lodge—three flories high,
From the front-boxes be bas pick’d bis fiile,
And learns, without a blufb, to make them fmile ;
A leffon only taught us by the fair ;
4 waggifb aftion——but a modeft air.
Among bis friends bere in the pit, be reads
© Some rules that every modifb writer necds.
He learns from every Covent-Garden critic’s face,
The modern forms of action, time and place,
Tbe ation be’s afbam’d to name dye fee,
The time is feven, the place is number threc.
The mafks be only reads by paflant looks,
He dares not wenture far into their books.
Thus then the pit and boxes are bis _fehools,
Your air, your bumour, bis dramatic rules.
Let critics cenfure then, and bifs like fuakes, }

He gains bis ends, if bis light fancy takes
St. James's beans, and Covcnt-Garden rakess

'DRA.



{81

DRAMATIS PERSON &

M E N. '
. . Drury-Lane,
Sir Harry Wildair, = . Mrs. Greville, .
Colonel Standard, — Mr. Benfley.

Fireball, a fea Captain,
Monf. Marguis, a fharping refugee.
Beau Banter. - '
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SIR HARRY WILDAIR.

ACT 1
SCENE, e Pari.
Eater $tandard and Fireball meeting.

StaNpARD, ’
A, brother Fireball! Welcome afhore——What,
heart whole ? Limbs firm, and frigate fafe?
Fire. Allall, as my fortuneand friende could with.
Stand. And what news from the BaltidW .
Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young boys ¥th’
north, that have got glob¢s and feeptres to play with—
T:xﬁ?v fell ¢o logggrhegdg about their phy-thm; the

Eaglith camg in ks Rebin Goodsfeliow, cry’d 1 and
made them quiet. : ’ ‘
" Stazd. lan the pext place then, you're ¢o congratulate
roy {uccefs—Yoy have heard, I fuppofe, that P've mar-
ried a fine lady with 8 great fortune.
. Fire. Ay, ay, “twas my firk news upon my landing,
that Colonel Standard had married the fine Lady Lure-
well—— A fipe lady indeed ! a very fine lady '——Bur,
faith, brother, I had rather turn fkipper to an Indian ca-
poe, than manags ihe veflel you're mafter of.
- - Stand. Why fo, Sir ? '
Fire. Becaufe fhe’ll run adrift with every wind that
blows : fhe’s all fail asd no baliaft—~—8hall I tell you the
charaler 1 bave heard of a fine lady ¢ A fine lady can
laugh at the death of her hufband, and ery for the lofs of
berlap-dog. A fine lady is angry without a caufe, and
piealed withoyt a reafon. A fine lady has the vapours all
the moraing, and the cholic all the atternoon. The pride
of a fine lady is above the merit of an underftanding head ;
yet her vanity will floop to the adoration of a peruke.
And, in fine, a fine lady goes to church for fathion’s L’gketi
. an
{

~
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and to the baflet-table with devotion ; and her paffion for
gaming exceeds her vanity of being thought virtuous, ox
the defire of acting the contrary We feamen fpeak
plain, brother. :

Stand. You feamen are like your element, always tem—
peftuous, too ruffling to handle a fine lady.

Fire. Say youfo? Why then give me thy hand, honeft
Frank, and let the world talk on and be damn’d.

I.S'tand. The world talk; fay you? What does the world
talk ?

Fire. Nothing, nothing at all; they only fay what’s
ufual upen fuch occafions—That your wife’s the greateft
coquet about the court, and your worlhip the greateft

cuckold about the city, that’sall,
Stand. How, how, Sir ?
Fire. That fhe’s a coquet, and you a cuckold,
Stand, She’s an angel in herfelf, anda Paradife to me.
Fire. She’s an Eve in herfelf, and a devil to you.
Stand. She’s all truth, and the world a liar, .
Fire, Why, then ’Egad, brother, it fhall be fo —
I’ll back again to White’s, and whoever dares mutter
{fcandal of my brother and fifter, I’ll dafh his ratifia in his .
face, and call him a liar. [Going.
Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; the world'is too ftrong for us,
Were fcandal and detradion to be thoroughly revenged,
we muft murder all the beaus, and poifon half the ladies.
Thofe that have nothing elfe to fay, muft tell ftories ; fools
over Burgundy, and ladies over tea, muft have fomething
that’s fharp to relifh their liquor; malice is the piquant
fauce of fuch converfation, and without it their entertain-
ment would prove mighty infipid. Now, brother, why
thould we pretend 1o quarrel with all mankind ¢
Fire. Becaufe all mankind quarrel with us. .
Stand, The worft reafon in the world. Would you
pretend’to devour a lion, becaufea lion would devour you?
Fire. Yes, if I could. . i
Stand. Ay, that’s right; if you could! But fince you
have neither teeth nor paws for fuch an encounter, -
- lie quietly down, and perhaps the furious beaft may run
over you, ‘ :
Fire, *Sdeath, Sir! but I fay, that whoever abufes my
brother’s

¢
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brother’s wife, tho’ at the back of the king’s chair, he’s
a villain. - o v

Stand. No, no, brother, that’s a contradiction ; there’s
no fuch thing as villainy at court.———Indeed, if the

raltice of courts were found in a fingle ‘perfon, he
might be ftiled villain with a vengeance; but number
and power authorifes every thing, and turns the villain
upon their accufers. In thort, Sir, every man’s morals,’
like his religion now-a-days, pleads liberty of confcience ;
every mands conicience is his convenience, and we know.
. no convenience but preferment As for inftance, who
would be fo complaiiant as to thank an officer for his cou-
rage, when that’s the condition of his pay ? And who can
be fo ill-natured as-to blamé a courtier for efpoufing that
which is the very tenure of his livelihood ?

Fire. A very good argument in a very damnable caufe,
But, Sir, my bufinefs 1s not with the court, but with
you: I defire you, Sir, to open your eyes ;- at leaft, be
pleafed to lendan ear 1o what I heard juft now at the
Chocolate-houfe.

Stand. Brother—m—

Fire, Well, Sir —— o

Stand. Did the fcandal pleafe you when you heard it ? -

Fire. No.

. Stand, Then why fhould you think it fhould pleafe me ?
Be not more uncharitable to your friends than to your-’
felf, fweet Sir. If it made you uneafy, there’s no quef-
tion but it will torment me, who am fo much nearer con-
cerned. . . )

Fire. But would you not be glad to know your en2mies ?

Stand. Pthaw ! if they abufed me they are my friends,
my intimate friends, my table company, and bottle com-
panions. ) ’

Fire. Why, then, brother, the devil take all your ac-
quaintance. You were fo rally’d, fo torn !—there was a
hundred ranks of fneering white teeth drawn upon your
misfortunes at once, which fo mangled your wife’s repu-
lti:@cicm, that fhe.can never patch up her honour while fhe

veSs. . .

.Stand, And their teeth were very white, you fay ? .

Fire. Very white! Blood, Sir, I fay they mangled
your wife's reputation ! ] :

A 4 ’ © Stand,
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' Slond, And 1 fag, thiat if they tuch my wife’s repu. -
tation with nothing but their teeth, her honour will be
fafé enough. - )

Fire. Then you wori’t heat it. v

Stand. Notafyllable, Liftening sfrer flander is lajing
siets for ferpents; which, when you have éanght, will iting -
you to death,  Let them fpit their venom among thems-
felves, and it huies nobody.. : -

Fire. Lord, lord, how cuckoldom arid contentment go
togethér ! Fie, fie, Sit! confider youi hrave been a foldier,
dignified by 4 noble poft ; diftinguithed by brave a&tions,
an hopout to' your nationy, and a téror t& your enemies—
Hell'! tha€ £ man who has florméd Namur thouid bécsine’
the jet of a coffee-table, The wholé hovfs was clearly’
taken up with the two imporéant guettions, whethiet the
Colonel was:a cuckold, or Kid 4 pirate ?

Stand. This I can’t bear, [

" Fre. Ay, (fays a {ncefing cokcomb) tNe Colordel iy
miade his fortuns with-a witne{s’; Ke has fecafed hbmfelf
a good eftate in this life, and a reverfion in the wotld o'
come. Then (replies another) Iprefume he’s obliged'to
your Lordfhip’s bounty for the Iatter Jm of the fercle-
ment. There are otliers (fays a third) thut have ptayed
with my Lady Lurewell at piquet, befides my Lord; -1
have capotted het myfelf two or diree timesdnan eveting. -

" Stand. OR, rhatrimonial patiérice, aflift wve ! R

Fipe. Matrimonial patience! matrimbnial péftilence !
Shuke off thefe drouzy chains, thdt fot®y youd telend-
ments. If your wife has wronged ye, pack her offy and
let her petfon’ be a8 pablic as her chard@r: if fhe be
honeft, revenge her quatrel—iweF cdn fiay itd: lodgeromin
This is my hour of attéadance a¥ the Nuvy-sffice ;. I%il-
come and dine with you ; in the thean time, revinge!
tHink on’t. n . [Exit,

Srand, Mow edfy is: it 10 givé adviee;- aidhow dithicult
to obferve it (=1t yourwité has: wranged yd, pack her
off—Ay, but kow ? The¢ gdfpel drives the marrivionial
niil, and the law clinches it o véry Kafd, that o dreke ic.
again would tear the work to pieces——That her inté€i. -
tions have wronged me, here’s a'yoursg bawd caft wimefs,

- Enter Patly, rexning acrofs thStugé;
Here, here, Mrs, Parly ! Whither fo faft? P
’ . ar.
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Par. Ob,lord! my mafter ! —Sir, I was numiag to
Mademoifelle Furbelo, the French milliner, for a new
Burgundy for my Lady’s head. .

Stand. No, child, you’re employed about an old fathion-
ed garniture for your mafter’s head, if I miftake not your
errand. ‘ _ o

Par. Oh, Sir, there’s the prettieft fathion lately come
over! foairy, fo French, and all that!—The pinners are
double rufiled with twelve plaits of a fide, and ‘open all
from the face ; the hair is frizzled all up round the head,
and ftands as ftiff as a bodkin. Then the favourites hang
loofe upon the temples, with a languifhing lock in ths
middle. Then the caul is extremely wide, and over all’
is a coronet raifed very high, and all the lappets behind—
1 mutt fetch it prefently, . - o o

Stand. Hold alittle, child ; I muft talk with-you.

_ Par. Anothertime, Sir; my Lady ftays.for me.

Stand. One queftion, firft. "What wages does my wife
give you ? N : , - . o

Par. Ten pounds a year, Sir, which, God knows, is
little enough, confidering how I flave from place to place,
upon her occafions, But then, Sir, my perquifites are
confiderable ; I make abave two hundred pounds-a year
by her old cloaths. » . '

Stand. Two hundred pounds a year of her old cloaths !
What theh muft her néw ones coft #——But what d¢ you'
get by vifiting gallants, and piquet? .. | .

Par. About a hundred pounds more. , ‘

Starid. A hundred pounds more !-——Now who can ex-
g;& to find a lady’s woman honeft, when fhe gets.fo much

y being a jade ?—What religion are you of, Mrs, Parly?

Par. Reéligian, Sir! 1 can’t tell, o
. . Stand, What was your father ?

Par. A mountebapk. , . - . . . -

Stand. Wherewas youborn? .. . .

Par. In Holland. ~ =~ ' . L

Stand. Were you ever chriftened # '

Par. NOD ’ X ’

_ Stand. How came that ? S

Par. M,y parents were Anabaptifts ; they died before
I was dipp’d ; 1 then forfook their religion, and have got

Sta.r(.;l-”

Y

| -

me’er a new one fince.

NI v
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Stand. I'm very forry, Madam, thatT had not the ho-
mour to kow the worth of your extraftion fooner, that I
might have paid you the refpe& due t6 your quality.

Par. Sir, your humble fervant,

" Stand.- Have you any principles ?

Par. Five hundred.

" Stand. Have you loft your maidenhead ?~=[She puts-on
ber mafk, andnods.]——Do you love money ?
! Pgr. Yaiv, Mynheer,

Stand. Well, Mrs. Parly, now you have been fo free
with me, I tell you what you muft truft to in return:

Jever to come near my- houfe again. Begone, monfter!
fiy ——Hell and furies! never chriftened! her father a
mountebank !. . ‘

Par. Lord, Sir, you need not be fo furious !—Never
chriftened! Whatthen ? I may be a very good Chriftian
for alt that, 1-fuppofe. Turn me off! Sir, you fhan’t.
Meddle with your fellows ; ’tis my Lady’s bufinefs to
order her women.

Stand. Here’s a young whore for you now? A fireet
companion for my wife! Where there’s fuch a hellifh
confident, there muft be damnable fecrets——Begone, 1
{ay—My wife:fhall turn you away. -

. Par. Sir, the won’t turn me away, fhe fhan’t turn me
away, nor fhe can’t turn me away. Sir, I fay fhe dare
not turn me away. -

Stand. Why, you jade, why ?

Par. Becaufe I'm the miftrefs, not the.

Stand, You the miftrefs !

_ Par. Yes, I know all her fecrets ; and let her offer to
turn me off if fhe dares.

Staid. What fecrets do you know ?

Par. Humph—Tell a wife’s fecrets to her hufband !=
Very pretty, faith !=Sure, Sit, you don’t think me fuch
a Jew : tho’ I was never chriffened, I have more religion
than thatcomes to. . °

Stand. Are you faithful to your Lady. for affetion or
intereft ? ‘ o

Par. Shall 1 tell you a Chriftianr lie, ora Pagan truth?

Srand. Come, truth for once. : .

Par. Why,thean, intereft, intereft ! I'lravea great fool;
which nothinf can gain, but a great-bribe. - -

* Srand, Well, tho’ thou art a devil, thou art 3 very honeft

onc.
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ene——Give me thy hand, wench. Should not intereft
make you faithful to me, as much as toothers?

Par. Honeft to you! Marry, for what? You gaveme
indeed two pitiful pieces-the day you were marsied, but
not a fliver fince. One gallant gives me ten guineas,
another a watch, anothera pair of pendants, ‘a fourth 2
diamond ring; and my noble mafter gives me——his
linea to mend.——Faugh ! ——I’ll tell you a fecret, Sir:
flinginéfs to fervants makes more cuckolds, than ill-na~-
wre to wives. .

Stasd. And am I a cuckold, Parly ?

Par. No, faith not yet: though in a very fair way-of
having the dignity conferved upon you very fuddenly.

Stand. Come, girl, you fhall be ‘my penfioner ; you
thall haye a glorious revenue ; for.every guinea that you
get for keeping a fecret, I’ll give you two for revealing
it: you fhall find a hufband once in your life m-d‘; sl;dl
your:gallants. in rofity, Take their rooney, -child,
take all their bn%ee:e give d}:tn hopes, make them at-
figaations ; ferve your Ladze ithfully, but tell all to me.
By which means, fhe will be kept chafte, you will grow
rich, and I fhall preferve my honour. . CT

!;c;. ?Bnt what fecurity fhall I have for performance of

Stand. R.eady payment, child,

Par. Then give me earneft; _oen

Stand. Five guineas. [Giving her mocys

Par, Are they right ? No Gray’s-Inn pieces anongit .
them.—— All right as my leg—New, Sir, I'll give-you
an ea;ncft of my fervice. Who d’ye think is come t_ .
!owh . K , - P

Stand, Who ? :
 Par, %our old fri'end, Sir Harry Wildair. .
, Im e! -

Par, Yes, faith, and as gay as ever.

Stand. And has he forgot his wife fo foon 2+ - -

Par. Why, the has been dead now above 3 year~Ie
ppeared in the ring laft night with fuch fplendor and
quipage, that heeclipfed the beaus,  .dagzled theladies,
#d made your wife dream all .night of fix Flunders
mares, feven French livedies, a wig like acloak, and a2
#at like a fhittlecock, . _

. R ' Stand,
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- -Stand, What are a woman’s promifes and oaths?

Par. Wind, wind, Sir. .

Stand. When I matried her, how heartily did fhe eon=,
demn her light preceding condué, and for the future
vowed herfelf a perfect pattern of conjugal fidelity.

Par. She might as fafely fwear, Sir, that this day
fe’nnight, at four o’clock, the wind will blow fair for

- Flanders. 'Tis prefuming for any of us all to promife
for ouf -inclinatiens a whole week. Befides, Sir, my
lady has got the knack of coquetting it; and when once
.3 woman has got that in her head, fhe will have a touch
on’t every where elfe. : .

Stand. An oracle, child. But now I muft make the
‘beft of a bad bargain; and fince I have got you on my
fide, I have fome hopes, that by conftant difappointment
"and croffes in her defigns, I may at laft tire her into good
Dbehaviour. o
. Par. Well, Sir, the condition of the articles being
duly fpcrfornu:d, 1 ftand to the obligation ; and will tell
you farther, that by and by Sir Harry Wildair is to come
to our houfe to cards, and that there is a defign laid to

_cheat him of his money, _ -

Stand, What company will there be befides ?

Par. Why, the old fet at the baflet table ; my Lady
Lovecards, and the ufual company. They have made up -
a bank of fifteen hundred louis Sors among them ; the
whole defign lies upon Sir Harry’s purfe, ang the French
marquis, youknow, conftantly tailz . .

Stand. Ay, the French marquis; that’s one of your
benefaftors, Parly ,—the perfecution of Buaffet in Patis
furnifhed us with that refugce, but the chara&ter of fuch
a fellow ought not to refle¢t on thofe who have been real
fufferers for their religion.—But.take no motice. Be fure
only to inform me of all that paffes, There’s more
earneft for you: be rich and faithful. [ Exit Standard,

Par. [Sola.] I am now not only woman to the Lady
Lurewell, but fteward to her hufband, in my double ca-
pacity of knowing her fecrets, and commanding his purfe.
A very pretty oftice in a family : for every guinea that I

- get for keeping a fecrer, he’ll give me two for revealing
=My comings-in, at this rate, will be worth a “;ta.

- o1
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ffer in chancery’s place, and many apoor Templer will
be glad to marry me with half my fercune. :

Enter Dicki, meeting ber,

Dick. Here’s a man much fitter for your purpofes,

Par. Blefsme! Mr. Dicky? R

Dick. The very fame in longitude_and latitude ! not
a bit diminifhed, nor a hair’s breadth increafed.——Dear
Mrs. Parly, give me a bufs, for I'm almoft ftarved, -

Par. Why fo hungry, Mr. Dicky ? -

Dick. Why 1 ha’n’t tafted a bit this year and half,
woman. I have been wandering about all over the world,
following my mafter, and come home to dear London but
two days ago. Now the devil take me, if I had not
rather kifs an Englith pair of pattens, than the fineft lady
in France. R :

Par. Then you’re over-joyed to fee London again?

Dick. Oh! T was juft dead of a confumption, till the
fweet fmoke of Cheapfide, and the dear perfume of
Fleet-ditch, made me a man again. )

Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry
Wildair ? ’ o

Dick. Why, feeing me a handfome perfonable fellow, -
and well qualified for a livery, he took a fancy to my

.figure, that was all, : )

Par. And what’s become of your old mafter ?

Dick. Oh, hang him, he was a blockhead, and I turned
him off, I turned him away.

Par. And were not you very forry for the lofs of your
miftre(s, Sir Harry’s Lady ¢ They fay, the wasa very

ood woman. '

Dick. Oh! thefweeteft woman that ever the fun thined
upon. I could almoft weep when I think of her.

" [Wiping his eyese
, Par. How did the die, pray ? I could never hear how-
twas, . '

Dick. Give me a bufs then, and I’ll tell ye. ,
Par. You fhall have your wages when your work's
done. i ‘ ’ '

Dick. Well then-——Courage !—Now for a doleful
tale——You know that my mafter took a freak to go fee
that foolifh Jubilee that made fuch a noife among us
here; and no fooner faid than donc; away he went ; ol;;

B3 t

’
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took his ﬁ;:e I;rﬁ::ch fervants to wait on him, and left me,
the poor Englifh puppy, to wait upon his Lady at home
hcre?o—?—W%ll fo far % good———lg\:t fcarce wa}z'; my ma-
fter’s back turned, when my Lady fell to fighing, and
pouti,ng, and whining, and crying; and in fhort fell fick
. upon’t.

P;’ar. Well, well, I know all this already ; and that fhe
plucked up her fpirits at laft, and went to follow him.

Dick, Very well. Follow him we did, far and far,

..wnd farther than I can tell, till we came to a place called
" Montpelier in France; a goodly place truly. But Sir
Harry was gone to Rome; there was our labour loft.
. =——But, to be fhort, my poor Lady, with the tirefome-

. nefs of travelling, fell ick——and died.

Par. Poor woman !

Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worft
of the ftory.—Thofe curfed barbarous devils, the French,

- would not let us bury her. ‘

Par. Not bury her!

Dick. No, fhe was a heretic woman, and they would
not let her corps be put in their holy ground.—Ohb!
damn their holy fround for me.

Par. Now had not I better be an honeft Pagan, as I
am, than fuch a Chriftian as one of thefe ?=—But how
did youdifpofe the body ?

Dick. Why, there was one charitable gentlewoman
“that ufed to vifit my Lady in her ficknefs : fhie contrived
. the matter fo, that fhe had her buried in her own private
.chapel, This lady and myfelf carried her out upon our

own fhoulders, through a back-door at.the hour of mid-
night, and laid her ina ﬁrave that I dug for her with my
own hands ; and if we had been catched by the priefts,
“we had gone to the gallows without the benefit of .clergy.

Par. Oh, the devil take them. But what did they
mean by a heretic woman ?

Dick. I don’t know ; fome fort of Canibal, I believe,
.I know there are fome Canibal women here in England,
that come to the play-houfes in mafques; but let them
have a care-how they go ta France ; (for they are all he-
etics, I believe.) But I’m fure my good Lady was none
of thefe.

Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the news 2

) ! Dl"'ﬁc
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Dick. Why, you muft know, that my Lady, after fhe
was buried, fent me -

Par. How! after fhe was buried!

Dick. Phhaw! Why lord, miftrefs, you know what I
mean; I went to Sir Harry all the way to Rome; and
where d'ye think I found him? - .

Par. Where? -

Dick. Why, in the middle of 2 monaftery amonga
hundred and fifty nuns, playing at hot-cockles. He was
furprized to fee honeft Dicky, you may be fure. . But
when I told him the fad ftory, he roared out a whole vol-
ley of Englith oaths upon the fpot, and fwore that be
would fet fire on the Pope’s palace for the injury done o
his wife. He then flew away to his chamber, locked
himfelf vp for three days; we thought to have found -
him dead; but inftead of that, he called for his begt
linen, fine wig, gilt coach; and laughing very heartily,
fwore again he would be revenged, and bid them drive to
the nunnery ; and he was revenged to fome purpofe. -

Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky? . .

Dick. Why, in a matter of five days he got fix nuns
with child, and left them to provide for their heretic
.baftards—— Ah, plague on them, they hate a dead he-
retic, but they love a piping-hot warm heretic with all
their hearts.——S80 away we came ; and thus did he jog
on, revenging himfelf at this rate through all the catho~
lic countries that we pafled, till we came homé; and
now, Mrs. Parly, I fancy he has fome defigns of re-
venge too upon your Lady. .

Par. Who could have thought that a man of hislight
airy temper would have been fo revengeful ? ‘

Dick. Why, faith, I’m a little malicious too: where’s.
she bufs you promifed me, you jade ?

Par. Follow me, you rogue, [Runs off.

Dick, Allons. [Followss

Enxp of the First Acte

" ACT
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ACT IL.
" SCENE, a Lad's Apartment.
‘Enter tavo Chambermaids.

Fir@ CHAMBERMAID,
RE ali things fet in order ? The toilette fixed; the
A bottles and combs put in form, and the chocolate
veady ? o
24 Cham. *Tis no great matter whether they be right
ot not ; for right or wrong we fhall be fure of our lec-
«ture ; I wifh for my part that my time wereout. :
. 1/ Cham. Nay, ’us a hundred to-one but we may ran
away before our time be half expired; and fhe’s worf
this merning than ever.——Here fhe comes. :
. Enter Lurewell, f
Lure, Ay, there’s a couple of you indeed! But how,
how-in the pame of negligence could you two contrive to
make a bed as mine was laft night; a wrinkle on -one
fide, and a rample on t'other ; the pillows awry, and the
quilt atkkew.——I did nothing but tumble aboat, and
fence with' the fheets all night along,———Oh ! my
bones ake this morning, as if I had lain all night ona
. pair of Dutch ftairs —Go, bring chocolate,.——And,
d’ye hear ? Be fure to ftay an hour or two at leaft,—-
Well! Thefe Englith animals are fo unpolithed ! I with
the perfecution would rage a little harder, that we might
have more of thefe French refugees among us, ‘
Enter the Maids with Chocolate.
Thefe wenches are gone to Smyrna for this chocolate,
=——And what made you ftay fo long ? :
Cham. 1 thoughtwe-did not ftay at all, Madam :
- Lure. Only an hour and bhalf by the floweft clock in
Chriftendom———And fuch falvers and difhes too! The
lard be merciful to me! what have I committed, to be
plagued with fuch animals? Where are my new ja-
pan falvers ?——Broke, o’'my confcience! All to pieces,
T’ll lay my life on’t. ’
Cbam. No, indeed, Madam, but your hufband——
Lure. How? Hufband, impudence! I’ll teach you
manners. [Gives ber a box on the ear,] Hufband ! Is that
. your
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your Welfh breeding ? Ha’n’t the Colonel'a name of his
own?

Cham. Well then, the Colonel. He ufed them this
morning, and we ha’n’t got them fince. °

Lure. How! the Colonel ufe my things! How dure
the Colonel ufe any thing of mine ?——But his cam-
paign education muit be pardoned And I warrant
they were fifted about among his dirty levee of difbanded
officers ? Faugh ! The very thoughts of them fellows
with their eager looks, iron iwords,-tied-up wigs, and
tucked-in cravats, make me fick as death.——Come, let
me fee. ——[Gors to take the chocolate, and flarts back.]
Heavens prote& me from fuch a fight! Lord, girl!.
When did you wafh your hands lalt? And have you been
pawing me all this morning with them dirty fifts of
yours ¢ [Runs to the glafs,]—1 muft drefs all over agsin
~——Goo, take it away, Ithall fwoon elfe. Here, Mrs,
Monfter, call up my raylor; and d’ye hear? You, Mrs,
Hobbyhorfe, fee if my company be come to cards yet.

Enter the Taylor. -

Oh, Mr. Remnant! I don’t know what ails thefe ftaya
you have made me; but fomething is the matter, I don't
like them. o : -0
- Rem. 1 am very forry for that, Madam. But what
fault does your Ladyfhip find ? : :
- Lure. 1 don’t know where the fault lies; but in fhort,
I don’r like them ; I can’t tell how ; "the things are wel

enough made, but Idon’t like them. .
"Rem. Are they too wide, Madam ?
Lxre. No. C S
Rem. Too ftraight, perhaps ? ) -
Lure, Not at all! they fit me very well; bute—
lard biefs me; can’t you tell where the fault lies ?

Rem, Why truly, Madam, I can’t tell.——But your
Ladythip, I think, is alittle too flender for the fafhion. *
Lure. How ! too flender for the fathion, fay you?

Rem. Yes, Madam ! there’s no fuch thing'as a good
fhape worn among the quality : your fine waftes are clear
vt A why did not you &

- Lure. why did not you plump up my ftays to the
-fafhionable fize? y you pmp e my T
Rem. I made them to fic you, Madam. -

Lxre.
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Lure. Fit me! fit my monkey—What d’ye think I
wear clothes to pleafe myfelf! Fit me! fit the fathion,
- pray ; no matter for me———1I thought fomething was the
matter, I wanted quality-air.——Pray, Mr. Remnant,
let me have a bulk of quality, a fpreading counter. I
do remember now, the ladies in the apartments, the birth
night, weremoft of them two yards about.—~Indeed, Sir,
if you contrive my things any more with your fcanty
chambermaid’s air, you fhall work no more for me.

Rem. 1 fhsll take care to pleafe your Ladyfhip for the
future. [Exit.

Enter a Servant. :

Ser. Madam, my mafter defires :

Lure. Hold, bold, fellow; for Gad's fake hold : if
thou touch my clothes with that tobacco breath of thine,
1 fhall poifon the whole drawing-room.. Stand at the
door pray, and fpeak. [Servant goes to the door axd fpeaks,
. Ser. My mafter, Madam, defires ———

Lure. Oh, hideous! Now the rafcal bellows fo loud,
that he tears my head to pieces.——Here, aukwardnefs,
go take the booby’s meflage, and bring it to me.__

[Maid gaes to the deor, nwkifpers and returus.

Cham. My mafter defires to know how your Ladyship
refted laft mght, and if you are pleafed to admit of a2
vifit this morning. :

Lure. Ay———Why this is civil.——"Tis an. infup-
portable toil though for women of quality to model their
hufbands to good breeding.

. Eater Standard.

Stand. Good-morrow, deareft angel. How have you

refted laft night? :
. Lure Lard, {ard, Colonel! What a room have you
made me here with your dirty feet! Blefs me, Sir ! Will
you never be reclaimed:from your flovenly campaign airs ?
*Tis the moft unmannerly thing in nature to make a
fliding bow in a lady’s chamber with dirty fhoes ; it writes
rudenefs upon the boards. .

Stand. A very odd kind of reception this, truly !~e=
I'm very forry, Madam, that the offences of my feet:
ghould create an averfion to my company : but for the
future I fhall honour your Ladyfhip’s apartment as the
fepulchre at Jesufalem, and always come in buc-&;olt‘

are.
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Laure. Sepulchreat Jerufalem ! Your compliment, Sir,
is very far-fetched : but your feet indeed have a very
travelling air. :

. 8tand. Come, come, my dear, no ferious difputes’
upon trifles, fipce (Xou know I never contend with you
in matters of confequence. You are ftill miftrefs ot
your fortine, and marriage has only made you more ab-
folute in your pleafure, by adding one faithful fervant’
to your defires.—Come, clear'your brow of that uneafy
chagrin, and.let that pleafing air take place that firft en-
fnared my heart. I have invited fome gentleman to din--
ner; whofe friendfhips deferve a welcome look. Let
their entertainment fhew how blefled you have made me:
by a plentiful fortune, and the love of fo agreeable a
creature. -

Lure. Your friends, I fuppofe, are all men of qualiry »

Stand. Mladam, they are officers, and men of honour. -

Lure. Officers, and men of honour! That is, they
will daub the ftairs with their feet, ftain alf the rooms
with their wine, talk bawdy to my woman, rail at the
parliament, then at one another, fall to cutting of throats,
and break all my china. .

Stand, Admitting that I keep fuch company, ’tis un..
kind .in you, Madam, to talk fo fevercly of my friends.
=~——But, my brother, my dear, is juft come from hiy
voyage, and will be here to pay his refpecis to you.

Lure. Sir, 1 fhall not be at leifure to entertain a per-
fon of hjs Wapping education, I can affure you, -

‘ Enter Parly, and awbifpers ber.

Sir, I have fome bufinefs with my woman; you may
entertain- your fea-monfter by yourfelf; you may com-
mand a difh of pork and peafe, with a bowl of punch, I
fuppofe; and fo, Sir, much good ‘may do you—Come,
Parly. [ Exeunt Lure. and Par.

Mand. Helland furies! - f . :

~ Enter Fireball, e

- Fire. With all my: heart——Where’s your wife, bro-
ther ?-——Ho’ now, man, what’s the matter ?«~—1Is din-
ner ready ? : :

Stand, Now——1I -don’t know——Hang it, ’'m fo
fliat I invited you jwm=for you muft know that my ‘_v?z
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is very much out of order; taken dangerous ill of 2
fudden So that
Fire. Pthaw ! Nothing, nothing but a marriage qualm;
breeding children or breeding mifchief. Where is fhe,
man ? Pr'ythee let me fee her; I long to fee this fine
lady you have got. . .
Stand. Upon my word fhe’s very ill, and can’t feeany

p}*:-,.,_ So i1l that fhe can’t fee any body! What, fhe’s
not in labour fure ! I tell you, I will fee her. Where is
the ¢ [ Looking about.

Stand. No, no, brother ; fhe’s gone abroad to take the
air.

Fire. What the devil! dangerous fick, and gone out!
So fick, that fhe’ll fee nobody within, yet gone abroad
to fee all the world !——Ah, you have made your for-
tunes with a vengeance ! —Then, brother, you fhall dine
with me at Locket’s ; I hate thefe family dinners, where
a man’s obliged to, Oh, lard, Madam ; no apology, dear
Sir-——"Tis very good mdeed, Madam.——For your-
felf, dear Mudam. Where between the rubbed floor
under-foot, the china in one corner, and the glafles in
another, a man can’t make two ftrides without hazard of
his life. Commend me to a boy and a bell; coming,
coming, Sir. Much noife, no attendance, and a dirty
room, where I may eat like a horfe, drink like a fith, and
fwear like a devi{ Hang your family dinners; come
along with me, S i

As they are going out, enter Banter ; avbo feeing them feems
10 retire.

. Stand. Who'’s that? Come in, Sir. Your bufinefs,

pray, Sir? : L. ‘

" . Ban. Pcrhaps, Sir, it may not be fo proper to inform
you ;l for you appear to be as great a ftranger here as
myfelf. )

. Fire. Come, come away, brother, he has fome bufi-
nefs with your wife. ’ g
Ban, His wife! Gad fo! A pretty fellow, a very
pretty fellow, a likely fellow, and a hahdfome fellow ; 1
find nothing like a monfter about him : I would fain fee
his fm‘elxeacs1 though Sir, your humble fervan‘ts. ;
[ tanae
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Stand, Yours, Sir.——But why d’ye flare’foin my

e

Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Lurewell’s hif-
band had fomething very remarkable over his eyes, by
which he might be known, .

Fire. Mark that, brother, {dn bis ear.

Stand, Your information, Sir, was right; I have a
crofs cut over my left eye that’s wery semarkable.——
But, pray, Sir, by what marks are you to be known ?

Ban. Sir, I am dignified and diftinguithed by the name
and title of Beau Banter; I'm younger brother to Sir’

Harry Wildair ; and I hope to inherit his eftate with his
:hwll:!our ; for his wife, I’m told, is dead, and has left no

ild. ' ;

Stand. Oh, Sir! 1'm your very humble fervant; you're

not unlike your brother in t,:v?'face; but methinks, Sir,
you don’t become his humour sltogether fo well; for .
what’s nature ih him laoks like affettation in you, .
. Bax. Oh, Lard, Sir! *ds.rather natude in me, what
Is acquired by him ; he’s beholden to his education for
his air. Now where d’ye think my humour was cfta~
Yithed ? S

Stand. Where ?

Ban. At Oxford. :

Stand, and Fire. AtOzford ! .

Bax, Ay: there have I been fucking my dear s
Mater thei{ feven years: yet in defiance to legs of mut-
tan, fmall. beer, crabbed books, and four-faced do&ars,
I can dapce a minuet, court a miftrefs, play at piquet, or
make alparoli, with any Wildair in ghriﬁendom. ‘In
fhort, Sir, in fpite of the univerfity, I’'m a pretty gentle-
80— Colonel, where's your wife ? .

Fire, [ Mimsicking bim.) In {pite of the univerfity, I'm
a.pretty gentleman——Then, Colonel, where is your
wife?——Hark ye, young Plato, whéther would you
have your nofe flit, or your ears cut ?

-Ban, Firft tell me, Sir, which would you chufe, to be
run-through the body, or fhot through the head ?

Fire. Follow me, and I'll tell ye. S
Ban, Sir, my fervants fhall attend ye, if you have no
equipage of -your own,

Fire. Blood, Sir!

o N SIMO' '
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Stand. Hold, brotlier, hold ; he’s a boy.

Ban, Look ye, Sir, I keep half a dozen footmen, tha
bavé. mo bufinefs upon earth but to anfwer impertinent
queftions, Now, Sir, if your fighting ftomach can di.
gelt thefe fix brawny fellows for a breakfaft, their ma-
fter, perhaps, may do you the favour to run you through
. the body for a-dinner.

- Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me ? I received juft now
fix .month’s pay, and by this light, I’ll give you the half
on’t for one fair blow at your tkull.

* Ban. Down with your money, Sir.
Stard. No, no, brother; if you are fo free of your
. pay, get.into the next room; there you'll find fome
company at cards, I fuppofe ; you may find opportunity
* for your revenge ; my houfe prote@shim now.

Fire. Well, Sir, the time will come. [Ext.

JBan. Well faid, Brazen-head.

Stand. 1 hope, Sir, you'll excufe the freedom of this
gentleman ; his education has been among the boifterous
elements, the winds and waves, '

Ban. Sir, I value neither him nor his wind and waves
neither; I'm privileged tobe very impertinent, being an
Oxonian, and obliged to fight no man, being a beau.

Stand. Sir, I admire the freedom of your condition,
~—But pray, Sir, have you feen your brother fince he
- came laft over ? ;

- . Ban. 1 ha'n't feen my brother thefe feven years, and '

. fcarcely heard from him but by report of others. About
" a month ago he was pleafed to honour me with a .letter
. from Paris, importing his defign of being -in London
wvery foon, with a defire of meeting me here. Upon this,
I changed my cap and gown for a long wig aud fword,
came up to London to attend him, and went to his
houfe; but that was all in fable for the death of his
- wife ; there 1 was told.that he defigned to change his

habitation, becaufe he would avoid all remembrances !

that might difturb his quiet. You are the firft perfon

that has told me of his arrival, and I expe& that you

may likewife inform me where to wait on him.

Stand. And I fuppofe, Sir, this was the bufinefs that

occafioned me the honour of thjs vifit,
Ban, Partly this, and partly an affair of greater con-
- fequence.,




SIR HARRY WILDAIR. s

fequence. You muft know, Sir, that though I have read
ten thouiand lies in the univerfity, yet I have learned to-
fpeak the truth myfelf; and to deal plainly with you,
the honour of this vifit, as you were pleafed to term ity
was defigned to the Lady Lurewell. o

Stand. My wife, Sir! :

Ban. My Lady Lurewell, I fay, Sir.

Stard. But 1 fay, my wife, Sir.————What!

. Bar. Why, look ye, Sir; you may have the honour
of being called the Lady Lurewell’s hufband; bat you
will never find in any author, either ancient or modern,
that the’s called Mr. Standard’s wife. ’Tis true, you're
a handfome young fellow ; the liked you, fhe married
you; and though the prieft made you both one fleth, yet
there’s no {mall diftinétion in your blood. You are flill
;di(banded Colonel, and fhe is ftill 2 woman of quality,

take it. : '
Stand. And you are the moft impudent young fellow I
ever met within my life; I takeic.
Ban. Sir, I’'m a matfter of arts, and I plead the privilege
of my ftanding. ' ,
Enter a Servant, andwbifpers Bauter.
Ser. Sir, the gentleman in the coach below, fays, he'll
be gone unlefs you come prefently. ,
Ban. 1 had forgot——Colonel, your humble fc[tgt.
. ' ite
~-Stapd. Sir, you muft excufe me for not waiting on you
down ftairg, me—— An impudent young dog. -
[Exit another say,

SCENE changes to another Apartment in the Jame Houfe,

Eater Lurewell, Ladies, Monf. Marquis and Fireball, as
lofing Gameflers, one after another, tearing their cards,
and flinging them about the room.

Lure. Ruined! Undone! Deftroyed !
1# La. Oh, fortune ! fortune! fortune!
2d La. What will my hufband fay ?
Monf. Oh, malbeur ! malbeur! malbeur!
Fire. Blood and fire, I have loft fix montbs pay.
Menf. A hundred and ten piftoles, fink me,
_ Ca Fire.
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" Fve. Sink you! fink me, that have loft two hundred
and 'ten piftolés. ————Sink you indeed !

,“Lc\lt?rc. But why would you hazard the bank upon ene
< .

Monf. Becaufe me bad lofe by de card tree times be-
fore.—Look dere, Madame, de very next card had been
out. Oh, Morbleu! guifa? .

Lare. 1 relied altogether on your. fetting the cards;
you uféd to zaifld with fuccefs. :

. Monf. Morbleu, Madame, me never lofe before : but
dat Monfieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair, is the
devil——Vere is de Chevalier.

Lure. Counting our money within yonder.——Go,
g0, begone ; and iethink yourfelf of fome revenge. ——
Here he comes.

C e Enter Wildair.

Wild. Fifteen hundred and feventy louis dors ! —Tall
dall dé rall. {Sixys.] Look ye, gentlemen, ahy body may
dance to this tune ;—Tall dall de rall. I dance to the
tune of fifteen hindred pounds, the moft elevated piece
of mufic that ever I heard in jny life; they are the pret-
. tieft caftagnets in the world, [Chixts the money.] Here,

waiters, there’s cards and candles for you. [Gives the Ser-

wants mongy.) Mrs, Parly———here’s hoods and fcarfs for
you : [Gwrs ber money.) and here’s fine coaches, fplen-

did equipage, lovely women, and vitorious Burgundy for

Me.—OHh; ye charming angels! the lofer’s forrow, and

the gainer’s joy : get you into my pocket—Now, gen-

slemets and tadies, I am your humble fervant——You'll

excufe e, 1 hope, the {mall devotion here that I pay o

my good fortune Ho’now ! Mute f'— Why, ladies,

1 know that lofers have leave to fpeak; but I don’t ﬁnd
. that they’re privileged to be dumb.—Monfieur ! Ladies!

Captain ! ~[CI‘?: the Captain on the fhoulder,

Fire. Death and hell! Why d’ye ftrike me, Sir ?

. o Drawing.

Wild., To comfort you, Sir.———Your ear, Captain.—
The king of Spain is dead. ‘
Fire. The kingof Spain dead! .

Wild. Dead as Julius Cefar; I had a leteer on’t juft

now-« . , .
* Fire, Tall dall de rall; [Sings.] Look ye, Sir, ‘{n;y
rike
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@rike me again, if you pleafe.——See here, Sir, you have

lefc me but one folitary guinea in the world. [Puts it in
bis mouth.] Down it goes i’faith—=—Allons for the
Thatched Houfe and the Mediterranean.——.Tall dall de
rall. [Exit.
Wild. Ha, ha, ha ! ——Bravely refolved, Captain, °
Zure. Blefs me, Sir Harry ! I was afraid of a quarrel.
I'm fo much concerned. ' .
Wild. Atthe lofs of your money, Madam. But why,
why fhould the fair be affliCted ? Your eyes, your eyes,
ladies, much brighter than the fun, have equal power
with him, andcan transform to gold whate’er they pleafe,
‘The lawyer’s tongue, the foldier’s fword, the courtier’s
flattery, and the merchant’s trade, -are flaves that dig the
golden mines for you. Your eyes untie the mifer’s knot-
ted purfe. (7o one Lady.] Meltinto coin the magiftrate’s
mafly chain.—Youth mints for you hereditary lands.
[ 7o another.]—And gamefters only win when they can’
lofe to you. [0 Lurewell.]J—This luck is the moft rhee
torical thing 1n nature. ' :
. Lure, 1 have a great mind to forfwear cards as long as:
liveo ' . h
1f La. And . C [Ewie,
2d La. And 1. : [Crying, and exit.
Wild, What, forfwear cards! Why, Madam, you'll
ruin our trade,— I’ll maintain, that the money at court
circulates more by the baflet-bavk, than the wealth of
the merchants by the bank of the city.  Cards! the
great minifters of fortune’s power, that blindly fhuffle out
her thoughtlefs favours, and make a knave more power-
ful than a king. What adoration do thefe powers re~
ceive [Lifting up a Card.] from the bright hands and
fingers of the fair, always lift up to pay devotion here !
And the pleafing fears, the anxious hopes, and dubious
" joy that entertmn ouf mind! The capot at piquet, the
paroli at baflet ;—and then ombre! who can refift the-
charms of mattadors ? ' '
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry ; and ‘then the /2p2 le va, quinze
lawa, &' trente le wa. : )
Wild, Right, right, Madam. -
. Lure, Then the nine of diamonds aé cio{n;et, 'threer
ves at cribbidge, and in lanteraloo, Sir Harry !
8¢, and pam C; y OIr Hlarry Wil

N
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. Wild. Ay, Madam, thefe are charms indeed.—Then
the pleafure of picking our hufband’s pocket over-night,
to play at baffet pext day! Then the advantage a fine
gentleman may make of a lady’s neceffity, by gaining a
. favour for fifty giﬂolcs, which a hundred years court.
fhip could never have produced.

Lure, Nay, nay, §ir Harry, that’s foul play.

. Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, it is nothing I';ut the game;
and I have played it fo in France a hundred times.

- Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more on’t. I'll tell you
in three words, that rather than forego my cards, 1'lIl
forfwear my vifits, fathions, my monkey, friends and re-
lations.

Wild, There fpoke the fpirit of true-born Englith
women of quality, with a true French education.

Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and I was
well bred ; 1 brought my hufband a large fortune, he
thall mortgage, or I will elope. '

Wild. No, no, Madam ! there’s no occafion for that:
fee here, Madam ! .

Lure. What, the finging birds! Sir Harry, let me fee.

. Wild. Pugh, Madam, thefe are but a few.——But I
could with, de tont mon canr, for gue?u commodité, where
1 might be handfomely plundered of them.

Lure. .Ab, Chevalier! tousjours obligeant, engageant,
85 1out fa s

Wild Alons, allons, Madame, tout @ votre fervice.

. Lt . P’lll.f bfro
~  Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, rot at this time o'day ; you
thall hear from me in the evening. .

Wild. Then, Madam, I’ll leave you fomething to en-
tertain you the while. ’Tis a French pocket-book, with
fome remarks of my own upon the new way of making
love. Pleafe to perufe it, and give me your opinion in
the eyening, [Exis.

Lure, [Opening the book.] A French pocket-book, with
remarks upon the new.way of making love ! Then Sir
Harry is_turning author, I find.—What’s here }——Hi,
hi, hi! A bank bill for a hundred pounds.——The new
way of making love !—Pardie ’¢ff fort gallant——One
of the prettieft remarks that ever I faw in my life! Well
now, that Wildair’s a charming fellow ;~—Hi, bi, l;;!

¢
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—— He has fuch an air, and fuch a turn in what he does !
I warrant now there’s a hundred home-bred blockheads:
would come,——Madam, 1l give you a hundred guineas
if -you’ll let me—Faugh ! hang their naufeous immodeft
proceedings, ——Here’s a hundred pounds now, and he
never names the thing; I love an impudent aétion with
an air of modefty with all my heart.- [Exite.

ExnDp of the SEcaNp AcT.

o “"AC T WL

S CE N E continues.
Lurewell and Monfiexr Marquis.

) LYREWELL.

WELL, Monfieur, and have you thought how to
) _retaliate your ill fortune ? . S

Monf. Madame, 1 have tought dat Fortune be one blind
bitch. Why fhould Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che-
valier dan to de France Marquis ?_Ave Inot de bon grace
Ave not I de perfonage? Ave I not de underftanding
Can de Anglis Chevalier dance better dan 1? Can %e
Anglis Chevalier fence better dan I? Can de Anglis.
Chevalier play baffet better dan I? Den why fhould
Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Chevalier dan de France
Marquis ? o

Lure. Why ? Becaufe Fortune is blind.

Monf. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and deaf t00.—'
Vell den, Fortune give de Anglis man de riches, but
Nature gave de France man de politique to corret-de un- .

ual diftribution. ’

‘Lure. But how can you:correét it, Monfieur ?-

. Mosf. Ecoutez, Madame.. Sir Arry Wildair his vife
be dead. o .

Lure.. And what advantage can you make of. that ?

Monf.. Begar, Madame——HI, hi, hil-——De Anglis -
man’s dead. vife fall cuckold her ufhand ! : ’

Iaa're. Haw, how, Sir, a dead woman cuckold her huf-

. Monf. Mark! Madame: we France-men fnake de dif-
tinction between de defign and de term of the treatyé;

-
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She canniot touch his head, but fhe can cuckold his pocket
°f ten toufan livres.

- Lure. Pray explain yourfelf, Sir.

- Monyf. 1 ave Sir Arry Wildair his vife in my pocket. .

Lure. How! Sir Harry’s wife in your pocket !

Monf. Hold, Madame, dere is an autre diftin&tion be-
tween de defign and de term of de treaty.

Laure. Pray, Sir, no more of your diftin&tions, but
fpeak plain. . ' ’

- Monf. Wen de France-man’s politique is in his head,
dere is noting but diftinction upon his tongue. See
here, Madame ! I ave de pitture of Sir Harry’s Wife in
my pocket.

Lure. 1s it poffible ?

Monf. Voyez.

Lure. The very fame, and finely drawn. Pray, Mon-
fieur; how did you purchafe it? .

- Mon/. As me did purchafe de picture, fo me did gain
de fubftance, de dear, dear fubftance, by de bon mien,
de France air, chatant, charmant, de polique 3 la téte,
and dangant 3 la pie. : :

Lure. Lard blefs me! How cunningly fome women
can play the rogue ! Ah, have I found 1t out! Now, as
1 hope for mercy, I am glad-on’t. I hate to have any
woman more virtuous than myfelf,——Here was fuch a
work with my Lady Wildair’s piety ! m! Lady Wildair’s
condu@! and my Lady Wildair’s fidelity, forfooth!
Now, dear Monfieur, you have infallibly told me the
beft news that I ever heard in my life, Well, and fhe
was but one of us ! heh! o

"~ Monf. Oh, Madame! me no tell tale, me no fean-
dalize de dead; de pi&ture be dumb, de pi&ture fay
poting. ' ‘

Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more. difinGions; I'm
fure it was fo. I would have given the world for fuch a
ftory of her while fhe was living, She was charitable,
forfooth ! and fhe was devout, forfooth ! and every body
was twitted i’th’ teeth. with my Lady Wildair’s reputa-
tion: and why don’t you mark her behaviour, and her-
difcretion? She goes to churchtwice a day.—Ah, I hate
thefe congregation-women. There’s fuch a fufs, and:
fuch a clutter about their devotion, that it makes more

noife

3



SIR HARRY WILDAIR.. 3

noife than all the bells in the parith.——Well, but what
advantage can you make now of the picture ?

Moxf. De advantage of ten toufan livres, pardie.——
Auendez wous, Madame, dis lady the die at Monepelier in
France; I ave de broder in dat city dat writ¢ me one ac-
count dat fhe die in dat city, and dat fhe fend me dis pic-

_ture as a legacy, wid a toufan baifemains to de dear Mar-
quis, de charmant Marquis, mon cceus, le Marquis.

Lure. Ay, here was devotion! here was difcretion !
here was fidelity! Mon ceeur le Marluis! Ha, ha, ha!
~—Well, but how will this procure the money ?

Monf. Now, Madame, for de France politique.

+Lure. Ay, what is the French politic? .

Monf. Never to tell a fecret to a voman,——Madame,

Jefuis wotre fervitenr. . [Runsof.
Laxre, Hold, hold, Sir, we fhan’t part fo; I will have

[ Follows.

S Enter Standard and Fireball,

- Fire. Hah! Look ! look! look you-there, brother! .
See how they coquette it! Oh, there’s a look ! there’s a
fimper; there’s a fyueeze for you!. ay, now the Marquis
is atit.  Mon caur, mafyy, pardie, allons: Don’t you fee
‘how the French rogue has the head, and the feet, and
the hands, and the tongue, all goin‘gtogctber?

Stand, [Walking in diferder.] Where’s my rezfon ?
Where’s my philofophy ! Where’s my- religion now: ?

-Fire. PII tell you where they are, in your forchead,
Sit.—Blood ! I fay revenge. ,

:Stand, But how, dear brother ? :

Fire, Why ftab him, ftab him now.——Italian him,,
Spaniard him, I fay. '
Stand. Stabhim! Why cuckoldom’s a hydra that bears
2 thoufand heads; andahough I fhould cut this one off,
the monfter ftill waould fprout. Muft I murder all the.
fops in the nation ; and to fave my head from horns, ex-
pofe my neck to the halter ?. ,
Fire. *Sdeath, Sir, can’t you kick and cuff? Kick one.
Stand. Cane another. .
:Fire.. Cut off -the ears-of 2 third,
Stand, Slit the nofe of a fourth.
Fire, Tearcravatds, ~ ~
Stand. Burn perukes,

ity

Fires
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Fire. Shoot their coach-horfes.

Stand. A noble plot.—But now ’tis laid, how fhall we
put it in execution? For not one of thefe fellows ftirs
about without his guard-du-corps. Then they’re flout as
heroes ; for I can aflure you, that a beau with fix foot-
mren fhall fight you any gentleman in Chriftendom.

Enter Servant, - ‘

Ser, Sir, here's Mr. Clincher below, who begs the-
honour to kifs your hand.

Stand. Ay, why here’s another beau. »

Fire, Let him come, let him come ; I'll fhew you how -
to manage a beau prefently. :

Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a fimple inoffenfive
fellow, that will rather make us diverfion.

Fire. Diverfion! Ay. Why, Dl knock him down
for diverfion. ‘

Stand. No, no; prythee be quict; I gave him a fur-
feit of intriguing fome months ago before I was married.
——Here, bid him come up. He’s worth your acquain-
tance, brother. :

Fire, My acquaintance ! What is he ?

Stand. A fellow of a ftrange weathercock head, very
hard, but as light as the wind; conftandy full of the
times, and never fails to pick up fome humour or other .
out of the public revolutions, that proves diverting
enough. Some time ago he had got the travelling mag-
got in his head, and was going to the Jubilee upon ail
occafions ; but lately, fince the new revolution in Eu-
rope, another fpirit has poffeffed him, and he runs ftark
mad after news and politics. :

. Enter Clincher. '

- Clin. News, news, Colonel, great—Eh! what’s this
fellow ? Methinks he has'a kindnof fufpicious. air,—wr=
Your ear, Colonel.—The Pope’s dead.

-Stand. Where did you hear it ?

Clin. 1 read it in the public news. [Whifpering.

.Stand. Ha, ha, ha !e———And why d’ye whifper it fgr
a fecret ? o :

Clin. Odfo! Faith that’s true—But that fellow there;
what ishe ? » o

Stand. My brother, Fireball, juft come home from th
Baltick. .

. ’ a,“uo
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Ciin. Odfo! Noble Captain, I'm your moft humble

- and obedient fervant,” from the poop to the forecaftle,—

Nay, a kifs o’tother fide, pray.—Now, dear Captain,
tell us the news.——Odfo! I’m fo pleafed I have met

- you! Well, the news, dear Captain—You failed a brave

- itis

fquadron of men of war to the Baltick.—~Well, and what
then¢ Eh!

Fire, Why then————we came back again.

Ciin. Did you, faith ?—Foolith! foolith ! very foolifh !
a right fea captain But what did youdo? How
did you fight? What florms did you meet? and what
whales did you fee ? ,

Fire. We had a violent ftorm off the coaft of Jutland.

Clin. Jutland! Ay, that’s part of Portugal.——Well,
and fo,—you entered the found ;~and you mauled Co-
penhagen, *faith.—And then that pretty, dear, fwéet,
pretty king of Sweden !—What fort of man is he, pray ?

Fire. Why, tall and flender.

Clin, Tall and flender ! Much about my pitch ? Heh !

Fire. Not fo grofs, not altogether fo low.

Clin, No! I’'m forry for’t; very forry, indeed.———
[Here Parly enters and flands at the door ; Clincher beckons

ber awith_his bands bebind, going backwards, and [pea-

ing to her and the gentlemen by tarns.] Well, and what
more? And fo you bombarded Copenhagen.—{MTrs.
Parly.]—Whiz, fzp went the bombs. [ Mrs. Parly.] And
fo—Well, not altogether fo grofs, you fay—[Here’s a
letter, you jade.] Very tall, you fay ? Is the king very
tall 2—[ Here’s a guinea, you jade.] [She takes the letter,
and the Colonel obferves bim.]J—Hem, hem ! Colonel, I'm

- mightily troubled with the phthific of late.—Hem, hem !

a ftrange floppage of my breaft here. Hem ! but- now
coﬂg ngai:ihWell, g,ut Captain, you tell us no news
at all. :

Fire. 1 tell you one piece that all the.world knows,
and ftill you are a ftranger to it.

Clin. Blefs me! What can this be ?

Fire. That you are a fool.

Clin. Eh! Witty, witty, fea Captain, Odfo! and I
wonder, Captain, that your underftanding did not fplit
your fhip to pieces.

Fire. Why fo, Sir?

. Clin.



36 -SIR HARRY WILDAIR.

Clin. Becaufe, Sir, it is fo very fhallow, very fhallow,
‘There’s wit for you, Sir :

- Emter Parly, wbe gives the Colonel a Letter.
Odfo! A letter! Then there’s news.——What, is it the
foreign poft ? What news, dear Colonel? what news?
- -Hark ye, Mrs.-Parly. - :

[He talks with Parly, awhbile the Colonel reads he Letter.
Stand. The fon of a whore! Isithe? -
: {Loeks at Clincher.

"[Reads.] . :

¢ Dear Madam. : :
¢ J was afraid to break-open the feal of your letier,
. Telt I'fhould violate the work of your fair hapds.”—Oh,
fulfome fop ! ¢¢ I therefore with the warmth of ‘my kiffes
thawed it afunder,” Ay, here’s fuch a turn of file, as
" takes a fine lady ! ¢ I have no news, but that the Pope’s
dead, and I have fome pacquets upon that affair to fend
my correfpondent in Wales; but I fhall wave all bufi-
nels, and haften to wait on you at the hour appointed,
with the wings of a ﬂying-pot{. ' '

' Yours, : _

P ' Toey CLINcHER.”
Very well, Mr. Toby,———Hark’e,. brother, this fellow's
a rogue. , :

Fire. A damped rogue.

Stand, See here ! a letter to my wife !

. Fire. "Sdeath! let me tear hun it pieces.

Stand. No, no, we’ll manage him to more advantage.
- Take him with yau to Locket’s, and invent fome way or
other to fuddle him,—————Here, Mr. Clincher, I have
prevailed on my brother hereto give you.a particelar
aceount of ‘the whole voyage to the Sound by his own
journal, if you pleafe to honour him with your com-
pany.at Locket’s, -

Clinch. His own journal ! Odfo, let:me fee it.

Stand. Shew it him. ' -

Fire. Here, Sir. : . .

Clin. Now for newse———{ Reads.] *¢ Thur{day, Aug.
the 13th, from the 6sh at noon to this day noon, winds
variable, courfes per traverfe, true courfe protraded,
with all impediments allowed, is:nosth forty-ﬁve»dogrwﬁ

X we

’
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weft fixty miles, difference of latitude forty-two miles, de-
parture weft forty miles, latitude per judgment fifty-four
degrees thirteen minutes, meridian diftance current from
the bearing of the land, and the latitude is eighty-cight
miles,”’~—Odfo! Great news, faith.~——Let me fee.
At noon broke our main-top-fail-yard, being rotten in
the flings; two whales fouthward.” — Odfo ! A whale !
Great news, faith, Come, came alorig, Captain, But,
d’ye hear? with this provifo, gentlemen, that I won’t
drink ; for, hark’ee, Captain, between you and I, there’s
a fine lady in the wind, and I fhull have the longitude
and latitude of a fine lady, and the

Fire. A fine Jady ! Ah, the rogue! [ Afide.

Cin. Yes, a fine lady, Colonel, a very fine lady,——.
Come, no ceremony, good Captain.

[ Exeunt Fireball and Clincher,

Siand. Well, Mrs. Pasly, how go the reft of our
affairs ? -

Par, Why, worfe and worfe. Sir; here’s more mif-
chief ftill, more branches a fprouting.

Stand. Of whofe plantir:lg, pray ? .

Par. Why, that impudent young rogue, Sir Ha
Wildair's br%ther, has Pc:omme’n'ced ghis g‘};k, and fcrg
counfel already.—Look here, Sir, two pieces, for which,
by article, I an to receive four.

Stand. *Tis a hard cafe now, that a man muft give four
guineas fof the good news of his difhonour. Some men.
throw away their money in debauching other men’s
wives, and I lay out mine to keep my own honeft: but
this is making a man’s fortune ! Well, child, there’s
your pay ; and I expect, when I come back, a true ac~
count how the bufinefs goes on. .

S Par. But fuppofe the bus’nefs be done before you
gome back ? |

Stand. No, no; fhe ha’n’t feen him yet; and her .
pride will preferve her againt the firlt affaults. Befides,
I ha’n’c flay. : [Exeunt Col. and Pur, .

SCENE changes to Quotber Room in the fame Houfe,
" Enter Wildair and Lurewel!.

Lure. Well now, Sir Harry, this book you gave me

As I hope to breathe, I think ’tis the beit penned piece
b ‘1 have
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‘bhave feen a great while, I don’t know any of our aus
ors have wrote in fo florid and genteel a fhile,

Wild. Upon the fubjett, Madam, I dare affirm there
is nothing extant more moving. Look ye, Madam, 1
am an author rich in expreflions ; the needy poets of the
age may fill their works with rhapfodies of flames and
darts, and barren fighs and tears, their fpeaking looks
and amorous vows, that might in Chaucer’s time, per-
haps, have pafled for love ; %ut now, ’tis only fuch as I
can touch that noble paffion, and by the true, perfuafive
eloquence, turned in the movimg ftile of lowis dors, can
raife the ravithed female to a rapture.——In fhorr, Ma«
dam, I'll match Cowley in foftnefs, o’ertop Milton in fub-
1:ine, banter Cicero in eloquence, and Dr. Swan in quib-
bling, by the help of that moft ingenious fociety, calied
the bank of England.

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate.that old thing

called love; they fay ’tis clear out in France.
" Wild. Clear out, clear out, nobody wears it: and here
too, honefty went out with the flafhed doublets, and love
with the clofe-bodied gowns. Love! ’tis fo obfolete, fo
mean, and out of fathion, that I can compare it to no-
thing but the miferable piture of Paient Grizzel at the
head of an old ballad Faugh 1 » )

Lure. Ha, ha, ha!—The beft emblem in the world.
—Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll'run it down.——Love!
—— Ay, methinks I fee the mournful Melpomene with
her handkerchief at her eye, her heart full of fire, her
eyes full of water, her head full of madnefs, and her
mouth full of nonfenfe.—— Oh, hang it.

Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful ditties, piteous
plaints, the daggers, the poifons! :

Lure. Oh, the vapours.

Wild, Then a man muft kneel, and 2 man muft fwear
———There is a repofe, I fee, in the next room. [ 4fide.

Lure. Unnatural ftuff.

Wild. Oh, Madam, the moft unnatural thing in the
world ; as fulfome as a fack-poflet, [Pulling hber towards
the door.] ungenteel as a wedding-ring, and as impudent
as the naked ftatue wasin the park. [(Pulls ber again.

-Lure. Ay, Sir Harry ; 1 hate love that’s impudent.
Thefe poets drefs it up {o in their tragedies, that no mo-
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deft woman can bear it. Your way is much the more
tolerable, I muft confefs.

W.d. Ay, ay, Madam ; I hate your rude whining and
fighing ; it puts a lady out of countenance.

[Pulling bers

Lure. Truly fo it does.——Hang their impudence.
But where are we going ?

Wild. Only to rail at love, Madam. [ Pulls ber M,

Entsr Bauter. :

Ban. Hey! Who’s here ? [Lurewell comes back,

Lure. Pfhaw, prévent®d by a firanger too! Had it
been my hufband now———Pfhaw4—Very familiar, Sir.

[Baater sakes sp Wildair’s bat, that was dropped in the

room.

Ban, Madam, you have dropped your hat. »

Lure. Difcovered too by a ftrunger ! —What fhall I do ?

mg;él%m avithin.}———Madam, you have got the
moft ounded’ pens here! Can’t you get the Colonel
to write the fuperfcriptions of your letters for you ?

Lure. Blefs me, Sir Harry ! Don’t you know that the
Colonel can’t write French ? Your time is fo precious !

Wild. Shall Idire& by way of Roan or Paris ?

. Lure, Which you will,

Ban. Madam, I very much applaud your choice of a
fecretary ; he underftands the intrigues of moft courts in
Europe they fay.

Enter Wildair awith a Letter. ‘

Wild. Here, Madam, I prefume, ’tis right——=This
gentleman a relation of yours, Madam ?~—=Dem him,

[ Afides

Ban. Brother, your humble fervant. .
Wild, Brother! By what relation, Sir ?
Ban. Begotten by the fame father, born of the fame
mother, brother kindred, and brother beau.
Wild. Hey-day ! How the fellow frings his genealo-
! Look ye, Sir, you may be brother to Tome
Thumb for aught I know; but if you are my brother
I could have withed you in your mother’s won.b
for an hour or two longer, [ Afides
Ban. Sir, 1 received your letter at Oxford, with. your
commands to meet you in London ; and if you can re-
member your own hand, thereit is, [Gives a Letter.
Da Wiid,
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Wild. [Looking over the letter.] Oh !’ Pray, $ir, let me
confider you a little.——By Jupiter, a pretty boy, a very
pretty boy ; a handfome face, good fhape, [Walks about
and wiews him.] well drefled——The rogue has got a leg
.too.—— Come kifs me, child.—— Ay, he kifles like one

.of the family, the right velvet lip,—~Canit thou dance,
child ?
" Ban. Ouy, Monfieur,

Lure, Hey-day; French too; why fure, Sir, you
could never be bred at Oxford !

Ban. No, Madam, my clo...es were made in London
—Brother, I have fome affairs of confequence to com-

amunicate, which require a little privacy.
" Lure. Oh, Sir! I beg your pardon, I'll leave you. Sit
Harry, you'll ftay fupper?

Wild., Affurement, Madam,

Ban. Yes, Madam, we’ll both fay.

Wild. Both! Sir, I'll fend you back to your mut.
ton-commons again. -How. now ? :

Bén, No, no; I fhall find better mutton-commons by
mefling with you, brother——Come, Sir Harry ; if you
ftay, I ftay; if you go, allons, :

Wild., Why, the devil’s in this young fellow.—Why,

", firrah, haft thou any thoughts of being my heir ? Why,

you dog, you ought to pimp for me; you fhould keep a
pack of wenches o’purpofe to hurt down matrimony.
Don’t yoa know, Sir, that lawful wedleck in me is cer-
2ain poverty to you? Look ye, firrah, come along; and
for my difappointment juft now, if you don’t get me s
snew miftrefs to-night, I’ll marry to-morrow, and won’t
leave you a groat.—~Go, pimp, like a dutiful brother.

: (Pucfbes bim ont, and exite

Enp of the Tairp AcrTe

ACT
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A CT IV
SCENE, a Tavern.
Enter Fireball, bauling in Clincher.

‘FIREBALL.

~VOME, Sir; not drink the King’s health !

Clin. Pray, now, good Captain, excufe me. Louk
bere, Sir; [Pulling out iis watch.] the critical minute,
the critical minute, faith,

Fire. What d’ye mean, Sir? .

Clin, The lady’s critical minute, Sir=—Sir, your hum-
ble fervant. [Going.

Fire. Well, the death of this Spanifh King will ———ax

Clin. [Returning.] Eh! what’s that of the Spanifh
King ? Tell me, dear Captain, tell me,

Fire. Sir, if you pleafe to fit down, I'll tell you that
old Don Carlos s dead.

Clin, Dead! Nay, then—{[Sits down.] Here, pen
and ink, boy; pen and ink prefently ; I muit write to
my correfpondent in Wales ftraight—Dead ! ) .

[Rifes, and walks about in diforders

Fire. What's the matter, Sir?

Clin. Polities, politics, ftark mad with polities,

- Fire, 'Sdeath, Sir, what have fuch fools as you to de -
with politics ?

Clin, What, Sir, the fucceffion !-~Not mind the fuc.
ceffion !

Fire. Nay, that's minded already; ’tis fettled upon
a Prince of France. '

Clin. What, fetcled already ! The beft news that ever
came into England, Come, Captain, faith and troth,
Captain, here’s a health to the fucceffion.

Fire. Burn the fucceflion, Sir. I won’t drink it—
What, drink confufion to our trade, religion and liberties

Clin. Ay, by all means—As for trade, d’ye fee, I’'m a
gentleman, and hate it mortally. Thefe tradefmen are
the moft impudent fellows we have, and fpoil all our good
manners. What have we to do with trade ?

Fire. A trim politician, truly !—And" what do you
think of our religion, pray ¢ - '

Clins Hi, hi, hil—Religion !—And what has a gentle-




48 SIR HARRY WILDAIR.

man to do with religion, pray? And to hear a fea Cap-
tain talk of religion ! that’s pleafant, faith.

Fire. And have you no regard to our liberties, Sir ?

Clin. Plhaw ! liberties ! that’s a jeft. We beaus fhall
have liberty to whore and drigk in any government, and
and that’s all we care for.

Enter Standard.
Dear Colonel, the rareft news ! .
- Stand. Damn your news, Sir: why are you not drunk
* by this? :

Clin. A very civil queftion, truly!

Staxd. Here, boy, bring in the brandy —Fill.

Clin. This is a piece of politics that I don’t fo welf
‘comprehend.

Stand. Here, Sir; now drink it off, or [ Draws.] ex-
pect your throat cut.

1CIiéx. Ay, this comes o’th’ fucceffion ; fire and fword
already. :

Sta:(]. Come, Sir, off with it.

Clin; Pray, Colonel, what have I done, to be burned
alive ? . :

Stand. Drink, Sir, I fay——DBrother, manage him; I
muft begone. [4fide to Fireball, and exit.

Fire, Ay, drink, Sir. ) ‘

Ciin. Eh! What the devil, attacked both by fea and
land! Look ye, gentlemen, if I muft be poifoned,
pray, let me chuie my own dofe. Were I a lord now, I
thould have the privilege of the block ; and as I’'m a gen-
tleman, pray, ftifie me with claret at leaft! don’t let me
die lie a bawd, with brandy.

Fire. Brandy, you dog! abufe brandy! Flat treafon
againft the navy royal !—S8irrah, I'jl teach you to abufe
the fleet——Here, Shark ! .

Enter Shark, '
Get three or four of the fhip’s crew, and prefs this fellow
aboard the Belzebub. :

Shark. Ay, mafter. [Exit.

Clin, What, aboard the Belzebub !—Nay, nay, dear
Captain, I'll chufe to go to the devil this way. Here,
Si}s, your good health——and my own confufion, I’m afrsid.
(Drinks it off ] Ob, fire! fire! flames! brimftone ! and
tobacco } [Beats kis fomach.
e ’ . Fire,
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Fire, Here, quench it, quench it, then———Take the
glafs, Sir. '

Clin. What, another broadfide! Nay, then, I'm funk
downright. Dear -Captain, give me quarter ; confider
the prefent jun&ure of affairs ; you’ll fpoil my head, ruin
my politics ; faith you will. '

Fire. Here, Shark !

Clin. Well, well, I will drink—The devil take Shark
for me. [Drinks.] Whiz! buz—Don’t you hear it ?em
Put your ear to my breaft, and hear how it whizzes like -
8 hot iron Eh! Blefs me, how the fhip rolls !—I
can’t ftand upon my legs, faith—— Dear Captain, give
me a kifs——Ay, burn the fucceflion——Look ye, Cap-
tain, 1 fhall be fea-fick prefently.

: o . [Falls inte Figeball’s grms,
 Enter Shark and another with a Chasr,

Fire. Here, in with him, :

Shark. Ay, ay, Sir——Avaft, avaft——Here, boy—
No Nants left [Tops the glafis

Fire, Bring him along.

Clia, Politics, politics, brandy, politics ! [ Exeunt,

SCENE chauges to Lurewell’s dpariment,

' Enter Lurewell and Parly.

Lare. Did you ever fee fuch an impudent young rogue
as that Banter ? He followed his brother up and down
from place to place fo very clofe, that we could not fo
much as whifper. .

" Par. 1 reckon Sir Harry will difpofe of him now, Ma-
dam, where he may be fecured. But I wonder, Madam,
why Clincher comes not according to his letter; it is
near the hour. o

Lure. 1 with, Parly, that no harm may befal me to.
day; for T bad a mott frightful dream laft night; I

eamt of a moufe. :

Par,’Tis ftrange, Madam, you fhould be fo much afraid
of that little creature that can'do you no harm.

Lure. Look ye, girl, we women of quality have each
of us fome darling fright——1I now hate a moufe ; my
Lady Lovecards abhors a cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan can’t bear
a fquirrel ; the Countefs of Piquet abominates a frog,
#d my Lady Swimair hates a man, En
o ter
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Enter Marquis running, -

Mar. Madam, Madam, Madam! Pardie voyez ————
L’argent, I'argent ! [ Shews a bag of moncy.

Lare. As I hope to breathe, he has got it l——Well,
but how, how, dear Monfieur!

Mar. Ah, Madame! begar, Monfieur Sir Arry be one
gigeoneau—-Voyez, Madame ! me did tell him dat my

roder in Montpelier did furnife his lady wid ten toufon
livres for de expence of her travaille ; and dat fhe not be-
ing able to write when fhe was dying, did give him de
pi¢ture for de certificare and de credential to receive de
money from her hufband—Mark ye! :

Lure. The beft plot in the world—You told him, that
zour brother lent her the money in France, when her

ills, 1 {uppofe, were delayed—You put in that, I pre-
fume ? ’

Mar, Ouy, ouy, Madame.

Lure. Aud that upon her death-bed fhe gave your bro-
ther the pitture, as a certificate to Sir Harry, that fhe had
received the money ; which picture your brother fent
over to you, with commiffion to receive the debt.

Mar. Affurement— Dere was de politique, de France

litique ! — See, Madame, what he can do, de France

arquis! He did make de Anglife lady cuckie her huf-
band when fhe was living, and fheat him when fhe was
dead, begar. Ha, ha, ha!—Oh, pardie, c’eft bon!

Lure. Abh! But what did Sir Harry fay ? ’

Mar. Oh! begar Monfieur Chevalier he love hi¢wife,
he fay, dat if fhe takes up a hundre toufan livres, he
would repay it; he knew de pifture, he fay, and order
me de money from his ftewar——Oh, Notre Dame!
Monfieur Sir Arry be one dupe.

Lure, Well, but, Monfieur, I long to know one thing.
Was the conqueft you made of his lady fo eafy ? What
affaults did you make, and what refiftance did fhe thew ?

Mar. Refiftance againft de France Marquis! Voyez,
Madame ; dere was tree deux yeux, one ferenade, and two
capre ; dat was all, begar. :

Lure. Chatillionte! There’s nothing in nature fo fweet
to a longing woman, as a malicious ftory—Well, Mon-
fieur, ’tis about a thoufand pound ; we go fnacks.

" Mar, Snacke! Pardie, for what? Why fnacke, Ma-
' ‘ dame?
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dam ? Me vill give you de prefent of fifty louis d'ors;
dat is ver’ good fnacke for you.

Lure. And you'll give me no more? Very well.

Mar. Ver’ well ! yes, begar, *tis ver’ well—Confider,
Madame, me be de poor refugee; me ‘ave noting but de
religious charité, and de France politique, de fruit of my
-own addrefs ; dat is all.

Luzre. Ay, an objeét of charity, with a thoufand pounds
‘in his fift '—Emh—[ Knocking below.]—Oh, Monfieur,
-that’s my hufband! I know his knock. He muft not fee-
you. Get into the clofet till by and by ; [Hurries bim in.]
and if I don’t be revenged upon your France politique,
then I have no Englith politique—Hang the money ! 1
would not for twice a thoufand pounds forbear abufing
+his virtuous woman to her hufbind. »

Enter Parly.
Par. *Tis Sir Harry, Madam,
Lure. As 1 copld with, Chairs !
Enter Wildair,
"Wild. Here, Mrs, Parly, in the firft place, I facrifice 8
Jouis d’or to thee for good luck.

Poar. A guinea, Sir, will do as well.

Wild. No, no, child; French money is always moft
fuccefsful in bribes, and very much in fathion, chyld,

. Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry,

Dick. Sir, will you pleafe to have your own nightcaps ?

Wild. Sirrah? .

Dick. Sir, Sir! fhall T order your chair to the back-
door by five o’clock in the moming ¢ - ’

Wild. The devil’s in the fellow ! Get you gone——
[Dicky runsout.] Now, dear Madam, I have fecured
‘brother; you have difpofed of the Colonel, and we'll rail
at love till we han’t aword more to fay.

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry. Pleafe to fita lictle, Sir.  ¥ou
muft know I’m in ag,range humour of afking you fome
queftions. How did youdike your lady, pray, Sir?

"~ Wild, Like her! Ha, ha, ha !—=So0 very well, faith,
that for her very fake I'm in love with every woman {
meet,

ZLure, And did matrimony pleafe you extremely ?

Wild. So very much, that 1f polygamy were allowed,
1 would have a new wife every day.

Lure.
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Lare, Ob, Sir Harry, this is raillery ! But your feri-
ous thoughts upon the matter, pray.

W:id. Why, then, Madam, to give you my true fenti-
meats of wedlock : 1 had a lady that I married by chance,
the was virtwous by chance, and I loved her by great
chance. Nature gave her beauty, education and air, and
fortune threw a young fellow of five-and-twenty in her
lap. 1 courted her all day, loved her all night; fhe was
my miflrefs one day, and my wife another : I found in ore
the variety of a thoufand, and the very confinement of
marriage gave me the pleafure of change.

Luxre. And fhe was very virtuons ——

Wild. Look ye, Madam, you know fhe was beautifuls
She had good-nature about her mouth, the {mile of beau-
?v in her cheeks, fparkling wit in her forehead, and

prightly love in her eyes. -

Lare. Plhaw ! I knew her very well ; the woman was
well enough. But you don’t anfwer my quettion, Sir.

Wild. So, Madam, as I told you before, the was young
and beautiful, I was rich and vigorous; my cftate gavea
luftre to my love, and a {wing to our enjoyment, round like
the ring that made us one, our golden pleatures circled
without end.

Lure. Golden pleafures | golden fiddlefticks !——What
:’%'e tgll me of your canting ftuff *=Was fhe virtuous,

ay ?

Wild. Ready to burft with envy; but I will torment
thee a little. [Afide.] So, Madam, I powdered to pleafe
her, fhe drefled to engage me ; we toyed away the morn-
ing in amorous nonfente, lolled away the evening in the
Park or the playhoufe, and all the night Hem !

Lsre. Look ye, Sir, anfwer my queftion, or 1 {hall
take itill.

Wild. Then, Madam, there was never fuch a pattern
- of unity. Her wants were ftill preveated by my fupplies ;
my own heart whifpered me her defires, becaufe the her-
felf was there; no contention ever rofe, but the dear
ftrife of who fhould moft oblige ; no noife about authori-
t{; for neither would ftoop to command, becaufe both
thought it glory to obey. ) : ’

Lure, Stuff, ftuff, tuff!~1I won't believe a word on’t.

W¥.#d. Ha,ha, ha! Then, Madam, we¢ never felt the

. yoke
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yoke of matrimony, becaufe our inclinations made us one ;
a power fuperior to the forms of wedlock. The marriage
torch had loft its weaker light in the bright flame of wu- -
wal love that joined our hearts before. Then

Lare. Hold, hold, Sir; I cannot bear it; Sir Harry,
P’'m affronted. : )

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Affronted !

Lure. Yes, Sir; it is an affront to any woman to hear
another commended, ard I will refent it. In fhort, dir
Harry, your wife was a ‘

Wild, Buz, Madam—No detrattion I’ll tell you
what fhe was—So much an angel in her condud, that tho’
I faw another in her arms, I fhould have thought the de-
vil had raifed the phantom, and my mare confcious rea~
fon had given my eyes the lie. :

Lure. Very well! Then I a’n’t to be believed, it feems,
But, d'ye hear, Sir?

ild. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell you ’tis not
in the power of malice to caft a blot upon her fame ; and
tho’ the vanity of our fex, and the envy of yours, con-
fpired both againft her honour, I would not hear a {yl-
lable. [Stopping bis ears,

Lure. Why, then, as I hnpe to breathe, you fhall
hear it——The picture, the picture, the picture !

(Bawling aloud.,
- Wild. Ran, tan tan. A piftol.bullet trom ear to ear.

Lare. That picture which you had juft now from the
French Marquis for a thoufand pounds, that very picture
did your very virtuous wife fend to the Marquis as a
pledge of her very virtuous and dying affection.  So that
you are both robbed of your henour, and cheated of your
Mopey. [Aloud.

Wild. Louder, louder, Madam, '

" Lure. 1 tell you, Sir, your wife was a jilt ; I know it,
Ill fwear it— She virtuous ! She was a devil, :

- Wild. {8ings.) Tal, lal, deral.

Lure. Was ever the like feen! He won’t hear me—I
burft with malice, and now he won’t mind me !-—Won’t
You hear me yet ? ’ :

- Wild. No, no, Madam. :

Lure, Nay, then I can’t bear it. [Burfls out acrying.)

Sir, I muft fay you’re an unworthy perfon, to ufe’a wo-
‘ man
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man of quahty at this rate, when the has her heart full of
malice ; I don’t know but it may make me mifcarry. Sir,
I fay again and again, that fhe was no better than one of
us, and I know it; I bave feea it with my eyes, fo &
have.
Wild. Good Heavens dehve: me, I befeech thee !
How fhall I ’fcape
Lure. Wilt you not hear me yet? Dear Sir Harry, do
but hear me; I'm longing to fpcak
7ld. Oh, I have it! u?ufh, hufh!
LEure. Eh'! ‘What’s the matt
Wild. A moufe! a moufe! a moufe!
Lure. Where, where, where ?
led. Your petticoats, your petticoats, Madam ;
[Lure. fbricks and rums,
Oh, my head !—I was never worfted by a woman. be-
fore —— But I have heard fo much as to know the Mar-
?UIS to be a villain. [Knocking.] Nay, then, I muft run
or’t. [ Runs outy and returns.] The entry is flopped by a
chair commg in; and fomething there is in that chair,
that I will difcover, if I can find a place to hide myfelf.
[Goes to the clofet door.] Faft !—I have keys about me for
moft locks about St. James’s—Let me fee—| Tries one
key.}—No, no ; this opens my Lady Planthora’s back-
door—[7ries another.]—Nor this; this is the key to my
Lady Stakeall’s garden. [Tries a third.] Ay, ay, this does
it, faith. [Gocs into the clofet, and peeps out.

Enter Shark and another, avith Clincher in a chairy Parlys

Par. Hold, hold, friend ; who gave you orders to lug
in your dirty chir 1nto the houfe ?

Shark, My mafter, fweet-heart,

Par. Who is your mafter, impudence ?

Shark. Everybody, fauce-box And for the prefent,
_here’s my mafier : and if you have any thing to fay to
him, there he is for ye. [Lugs Clincher out of the chair,
de/mow: bim upon the floor. )] Steer away, Tom.

[£xit Shark, with-Chairs
Wild. What the devil, Mr, ]ubnlec, 1s it you?
Par. Bleis me! the gentleman s dead '—--Murdar H

murder !
Enter Lurewell,
Lare. Prote@ me! What's the matter " Clincher !
P ar.
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" Par, Mr, Clincher! are you dead, Sir?

‘Clin, Yes.

Lure, Oh, then it is well enougl—Are you drunk, Sir?

Clin. No.

Lure. Well, certainly I'm the moft unfortunate woe
man living ! AH my affairs, all my defigns, all my in-
trigues mifcarry—Faugh ! the bezl{ {—But, Sir, what's
the matter with you ?

Clin. Politics. )

- Par. Where have you been, Sit?

Clin, Shark. '

Laure. What fhall we do with him, Patly ?——1If the
Colonel fhould come home now, we were ruined.

Enter Standand,
Ob, inevitable deftrution !

Wild, Ay, ay ; unlefs I relieve her now, all the werld
ein’t fave her.

Stand, Blefs me! what’s here? Who are you, Sir ?

Clin. Brandy. '

Stand. See there, Madam ! behold the man that you
prefer to me; and fuch as he are all thofe fop-gallants
that daily haant my houfe, ruin your honour, and difturb
my quiet. I prﬁc not the facred bond of marriage; 1'll
wave your earneft vows of truth to me, and only lay the
cafe in equal balance, and fee whofe merit bears the great.
er weight, his or mine. _

wild. Well argued, Colonel. [ dfdes

Stand. Supl:»of;s yourfelf freely difengaged, unmarried,
and to make choice of him you thought moft worthy of
your love ; would you prefer a brute, a monkey, one de-
1tin’d only for the fport of man ?—Yes, take him to your
bed ; there let the beift difgorge his fulfome load in your
fair, lovely bofom, ‘fnore out his paffion in your foft eme
brace, and with the vapours of his fick debauch perfume
your {weet apartmesit. '

Lure. Ah, naufeous, naufeous, poifon !

Stand. 1 ne’er was taught to fet a value on myfelf; but
when compared to him, there modefty muft-ftoop, and
indignation give my wotds a loafe, td tell youw, Madam,
that I am a man unblemifhed in my honour, have nobl
ferved my king and country ; and for a lady’s fervice,
shink that nature has not llz_‘eea defedtive. .- W;IJ

lide
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Wild. *Egad, 1 fheuld think fo too; the fellow’s well
made. [ Afide.
Stand. I’'m young as he, my perfon too as fair to out-
ward view ; and for my mind, I thought it could diftin-
uifh right, and therefore made a choice of you. Your
igcx have blefs'd our ifle with beauty, by diftant nations
priz’d ; and could they place their loves aright, their lov.
ers might acquire the envy of mankind, as well as they
the wonder of the world. )

Wild. Ah! now he coaxes—He will conquer, unlefs
I relieve her in time ; fhe begins to melt already. [Afde,

+ Stand. Add to all this, I love you next to Heaven ;
and by that Heaven, I fwear, the conftant ftudy of my
days and nights has been to pleafe my deareft wife. Your

leafure never met controul from me, nor your defires a

rown. I never mentioned my diftruft before, nor will I
now wrong your difcretion, fo as €’er to think you made
him an appointment. '

Lazre, Generous, generous man ! [Weeps.
- 'Wild, Nay, then, ’tis time for me ; I will relieve her.
[He fleals out of the clofet, and coming bebind Standard,
claps bim on the fboulder.] Colonel, your humble fervant,

Stand, Sir Harry, how came you here ? .

Wild. Ah, poor fellow ! thou haft got thy load with a
witnefs : but the wine was humming ftrong; I have got
a touch on’t myfelf, [Reels a litthe,

Stand. Wine, Sir Harry ! What wine ?

Wild. Why, ’twas new Burgundy, heady ftuff, But
the dog was foon gone, knock’d under prefently.

Stand. What, then Mr. Clincher was with you, it
feems? Eh!

Wild. Yes, faith ; we have been together all this after-
noon: ’tis a pleafant foolifh fellow. He would needs
give me a welcome to town, on pretence of hearing all
the news from the Jubilee. The humour was new to
me; fo, to’t we went. But ’tis a weak-headed coxcombj
two or three bumpers did his bufinefs——Ah, Madam!
what do I deferve for this ? [Afde to Lure,

Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you fee how-Sir Harry has
cleared my innocence—I'm obliged t’ye, Sir; butl
muft leave you te make it out. [ 7o Whld, and ex,

Stand, Yes, yes; he has cleared you WOnderfuuy;-.-

. ut,
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But, pray, Sir—1I fuppofe you can inform me how Mr.
Clincher came into my houfe? Eh? :

Wild. Ay—Why, you muft know that the fool got pre-
fently as drunk as a drum ; fo I had him tumbled into a
¢hair, and ordered the fellows to carry him home. Now,

u muft know, he lodges but three doors off; but the

bies, it feems, miftook the door, and brought him ia
here, like a brace of loggerheads,

Stand. Oh, yes, fad loggerheads ! to miftake a doer in
James-fireet for a houfe in Covent-Garden——Here !
Enter Servants,
Take away that brute. [Servants carry off Clinch.]—And
you fay ’twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry; very ftrong.

Wild, ’Egad, there is fome trick in this matter, and I

fhall be difcovered. [4fide.] Ay, Colonel—but I muft be-
one; I'm engaged to meet——Colonel, I'm your hum-
le fervant, , (Going.

Stand. But, Sir Harry, where’s your hat, Sir?

Wild. Oh, morbleu !—Thefe hats, gloves, canes, and
fwords, are the ruin of all our defigns. [Afde.]

Stand, But where’s your hat, Sir Harry ?

Wild. 1’1l never intrigue again with any thing about
me but what is jut bound to my body. How fhall I come
off *~——Hark ye, Colonel ; in your ear; I would not
have your lady hear it—You muft know, juft as I came
lnto the room here, what fhould I fpy, but a great moufe
running acrofs that clofet door: I took no notice, for fear
your lady fhould be frighted, but with allmy force, (d’ye
fee ?) I flung my hat at it, and fo threw it into the clofet,

and there it%ies.

Stand. And fo, thinking to kill the moufe, you flung
your hat into that clofet. :

Wild. Ay, ay, that was all ; I’ll go fetch it.

Stand. I*{o, Sir Harry, Il bring it out. '
[Goes into the clofet,
b W:;d Now have I told a matter of twenty lies in a

reath,

Re-euter Standard, with the bat in one band, and bauling
in the Marquis with the other.

Stand. Sir Harry, is this the moufe that you threw
_ Your hat at ? : :
E. wild,
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Wild, P’ amazd !

Mar. Pardie, I'm amaze too. .

Stand. Look’e, Monfieur Marquis, as for your part, I
fhall cut your throat, Sir.

Wild. Give me leave, I muft cut his throat firft.

Mar. Var, bote cut my troat! Begar, Meflieurs, I

ave but one troat.
Enter Parly, and runs to Standard.

Par. Sir, the Monfieur is innocent; he came upon
another defign. My Lady begins to be penitent, and, if
u make any noife, 'twill fpoil all. '

Stand. Look’e, gentlemen, I have too great a confi-
dence in the virtue of my wife, to think it in the power
of you, or you, Sir, to wrong my henour. ButIam
bound to guard her reputation, fz that no attempts be
made thar may provoke a fcandal. Therefore, gentlemen,

let me tell you, it is time to defift. {Exite
Wild. Ay, ay: foit is, faith. Come, Monfieur, I mut
talk with you, Sir, [ Exeunt,

Enp of the denn Acr.

ACT 1IV.

SCENE,. Standard’s Houfe,
Enter Standard and Fireball,

STANDARD. -

N fhort, brother, a-man may talk till doomfday of fin,

L hell and damnation ; but your rhetaric will ne'er con--

vince a lady that there’s any thing of a devil in a handfome

fellow with a fine coat. You muit fhew. the claven foat,

expofe the brute, as I have done; and tho’ her virtue
fleeps, her pride will furely take the alarm. .

Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of the

rogue’s ears before you fent him away————

Stand, No, no; the fool has ferved my turn, without’

the fcandal of a public refentment; and the effeét has

fhewn that my defign was right: I’ve touch’d her very
heart, and fhe relents apace, .

Enter
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- Enter Lurewell running.
Lure. Oh, my dear, fave me! I'm frighted outof .
yFire.v Blood and fire, Madam, who dare touch you ?
[Draws his fword, and fands before ber,

Lazre. Oh, Sir, a ghoft, a ghoft ! I have feen it twice.

Fire. Nay, then, we foldiers have nothing to do with
ghofts ; fend for the parfon. [Sbeatgf bis fword.

Stand. *Tis fancy, my dear, nothing but fancy. .

Lure. Oh, dear Colonel, I’ll never lic alone again ;
P’m frighted to death; I faw it twice; twice it ftalked
by my chamber-door, and with a hollow voice uttered a
Piteous groan. : '

Stand. This is ftrange ! ghofts by day-light !==Come,
my dear, along with me ; don’t fhrink, we’ll fee to find
this ghott. : [Exexnts

SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Wildair, Marquis, esd Dicky.

Wild. Dicky. :

Dick. Sir?

Wild. Do you remember any thing of a thoufand:
pounds, lent to my wife in Montpelier by & French gen-
tieman ? ,

Mar. Ouy, Monfieur Dicky, you remember de gen--
tleman, he was one Marquis.

Dick, Marqui, Sir! I think, for my part, that all the
men in France are Marqui’s. We met above a thoufand
Marqui’s, but the devil o’ one of them could lend a thou-
fand pence, much lefs a thoufand pound.

Mar. Morbleu, que dites vous, bougrele chien ?

Wild. Hold, Sir; pray, anfwer me one queftion—s
What made you fly your country ?

Mar. My religion, Monfieur.

Wild. So you fled for your r:lxiéion out of France, and
are a downright atheift in England. A very tender con-
fcience, truly! ,

Mar. Begar, Monfieur, my confcience be de ver’ tene
dre; he no fuffer his mafter to ftarve, pardie.

Wiktd.. Come, Sir, no ceremony ; ‘refund.

Mar. Refunde ! Vatisdat refunde 2 Parlez Frangois,
Monficur ? S

E 3 wild,
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Wild. No, Sir, ; 1 tell you in plain Englifh, return my
money, or I’ll lay you by the heels. . .

Mar. Oh, begar dere 15 de Anglis-man now ! Dere ig
de law for me, De law! Ecoute, Monfieur Sir Arry—
Voyez fa—De France Marquis fcorn de law. My bro-
der lend your vife de money, and here is my witnefs.

L Draws,

Wild. Your evidence, Sir, is very pofitive, and fhall be
examined : but this is no place to try the caufe; we’ll
crofs the Park into the fields ; Kvou fhall throw down the
money between us, and the beft title, upon a fair hearing,
ihall take it up————-=Allons ! .

Mar. Oh, de tout mon coeur |———Allons ! Fient 2 la
tése, begar. . [Eacunt,

" SCENE, Lurewell’s Apartment.

Enter Lurewell and Parly.

Lure. Plhaw! I'm fuch a frighted fool! *Twas no-
thing but fancy — Come, Parly, get me pen and ink;
1’1l divert it. Sir Harry fhall know what a wife he had,
P’m refolved. Tho’ he would not hear me fpeak, he'll
read my letter fure. [Sits down to avrite..

Ghoft. [From within.] Hold ! »

Lure. Prote® me !——Parly, don’t leave me ——But
I won't mind it. } :

Ghoff. Hold ! :

ZLure. Defend me! Don’t you hear a voice ? .

Par. I thought fo, Madam.

Lure, Itcalled, Hold! I'll venture ance more.

[Sits down to wwrite,

Ghoft. Difturb no more the quiet of the dead,,

Lyre. Now it is plain. I heard the words,

Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our fins !=
What is it 2

Ghoft enters ; Lurewell and Parly foriek, and run w0 @
© " -corner of the Stage.

Ghoff. :Behold the airy form of wrong’d Angelica,
Forc’d from the thades below to vindicate her fame,
Forbear, malicious woman, thus toload
With feandaloys reproach the grave of innogence..
Repent, vain woman !

Thy
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Thy matrimonial vow is regifter’d above,

And all the breaches of that folemn faith .

Are regifter’d below. I'm fent to warn thee to repent.

Forbear to wrong thy injur’d hufband’s bed,

Difturb no more the quiet of the dead. [Sealks off

[ Lurewell Avoons, and Parly fupports bers

Par. Help! help! help!

Enter Standard azd Fireball,

- Stasd. Blefs us! What, fainting ! What's the matter 2
Fire, Breeding, breeding, Sir. '
Par. Oh, Sir! were §righted to death; here has

been the ghoft again.

Stand. Ghoft'! Why you’re mad, fure! What ghoft ?

'f”. The ghoft of Angelica, Sit Harry Wildair’s
wite.

Stand. Angelica !

Par. Yes, Sir: and here it preached to us the Lord
knows what, and murdered my miftrefs with mere morals.

Fire. A Tgood benring,hSir; will do her good.

Stand. Take her in, Parly. (Parly leads out Lurewell.}
What can this mean, brother #

Fire. The meaning’s plain. There’s a defign of com-
munication between your wife and Sir Harry ; fo his wife
is come to forbid the banne, that’sall.. .

Staad. No, no, brother. ¥ I may be induced to be-
lieve the walking of ghofts, I rather fancy that the rat-
tle-headed fellow her. hufband has broke the poor Lady’s
heart , which, together with the indignity omr burial,
has made her uneafy in: hes grave.—But whatever be the
caufe, it”s fit we immediately find out Sir Harry, and in-
form him. [Excxate.

SCENE,. the Park..
Company walking.; Wildair axd Marquis paffig baflily
over the Stage,.one calls..
Lord. Sir H’anz
#ild. My. Lor

Lord. 1 muft talk.with:you, Sir..
Wild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very. fhort, for I.was
never in more hafte in my lifg
. Lord

s-Monﬁeurs Ll follow you, Sir..
: [£xit Marquisa
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Lord. May I prefume, Sir, to enquire the caufe that
detained you fo late laft night at my houfe ?

Wild. More mifchief again !—Perhaps, my Lord, I
may not prefume toinform you. ’

Lord. Then perhaps, Sir, I may prefume to extort it
from you.

Wild, Look ye, my Lord, don’t frown ; it fpoils your
face. But if you muft know, your Lady ewes me
two hundred guineas, and that fum I will prefume to ex-
tort from your Lord(h(i‘p.

" Lord. Two hundred guineas! Have you any thing to
fhew for it ?

Wild, Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I fthewed
quint and quatorze for it ; and to a man of honour, that’s
as firm as a bond and judgment. :

Lord. Come, Sir, this won’t pafs upon me; I’'m a
man of honour.

Wild. Honour! Ha, ha, ha!—"Tis very ftrange that
fome men, though their education be never fo gallant, will
ne’er learn breeding ! Look ye, my Lord, when you and
I were under the tuition of our governors, and converfed
only with old Cicero, Livy, Vir]g;l, Plutarch,and the like ;
why then fuch a man was a villain, and fuch a one was a
man of honour: butnow, that I have known the court,
a little of what they call the beau-monde and .the bel
g/}rit, I find that honour looks as ridiculous as Roman

utkins upon your Lordfhip, or my full peruke upon Sci-
pio Africanus,

Lord. Why fhould you think fo, Sir?

Wild. Becaufe the world’s improved, my Lord, and
we find that this honour is a very troublefome and imper-.
tinent thing—— Can’t we live together like good neigh-
bours and Chriftians, as they do in France? I lend you
my coach, I borrow yours; you dine with me, I fup
with you; I lie with your wife, and yoy lie with mine.
~—Honour! That’s fuch an impertinence {——Pray,
my Lord, hear me. What does your honour think of
murdering your friend’s reputation ; making a jeft of his
misfortunes; cheating' him at cards; debauching his
bed ; or the like ?

Lord, Why rank villainy,

Wi,
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Wild, Pih! Pifh! Nothing but good manners; ex-
cefs of . manners. Why you ha’n’t been at court
lately. ‘There ’tis the only practice to fhew our wit and
breeding, ——As for inftance : your friend reflets upon
you when abfent, becaufe 'tis good manners; rallies you
when prefent, becaufe ’tis witty ; cheats you at piquet,
to fhew he has been in France ; and lics with your wife,
to fhew he’s a man of quality.

Lord. Very well, Sir.

Wild, 1In fhort, my Lord, you have a wrong notion af
things. Should a.man with a handfeme wifc revenge all
affronts done to his honour, poor White, Chaves, Mor=
1is, Locket, Pawlet and Pontack, were utterly ruined.

Lord. How fo, Sir? : .

Wild. Becaufe, my Lord, you muft run all their cuf-
tomers quite through the body. Were it not for abufin
your men of honour, taverns and chocolate houfes co
not fubfift; and were there but a round tax laid upon
fcandal and falfe politics, we men of figure would find it
much heavier than four fhillings in the pound..——Come,
come, my Lord, no more on’t, for thame ; your hooour..
is fafe enough, for I have the key of its back door in m
pocket. [Runs off.

Lord. Sir, I fhall meet you another time. [(Exit

SCENE, the Fields.

Enter Marquis with a Serw}a;t carrying bis fighting equi-
age, punips, cap, &c. He dreffes bimfeif accordingly,
{ugdﬂo{::jlia a&?ut the flage. ad zbs
Mar, Sa, fa, fa, fient 4 la téte. Sa, embaracade:
quart fur redouble. Hey!
Enter Wildair,

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! the devil! Muft I fight with a
tumbler? Thefe French are as great fops in their quar-
rels, as in their amours.

Mar. Allons! Allons! Stripe, ftripe!

Wild. No, no, Sir, I never ftrip to engagea man; I
fight as I dance.——Come, Sir, down with the money.

Mar. Dere it is, pardie. [Lays down the bag between
them.] Allons! .

Euter Dicky, andgives Wildair a gug,
Morbleu ! que fa?
wild,
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Wild. Now, Monfieur, if you offer to ftir, I'll fhoot
you through the head.——Dicky, take up the money,
and carry it home.

Dick. Here it is, faith: and if my mafter be killed,
the money’s my own. .

Mar. Oh, morbleu! de Anglis-man be one coward.

Wild. Ha, ha, ha ! Where 1s your French Politique,
now ? Come, Monfieur, you muft know I fcorn to fight
any man for my own; but now we're upon the level;
and fince you have been at the trouble of putting on your
habiliments, I muft requite your pains, So, come on,
Sir. [ Lays down the gun, and ufes the fword,

Mar. Come on! For vat, ven de money is gone?
De France-man fight vere dere is no profit ! Pardonnez
moy, pardie. [Sits down to pull off bis pumpse

Hiid. Hold, hold, Sir; you muft fight. Tell me how
you came by this picture ? : o

Mar, [Starting up.] Why den, begar, Monfieur Che-
valier, fince de money be gone, me vill fpeak de verité.
~———Pardie, Monfieur, me did make de cuckle of you,
and your vite fend me de pi&ture for my pain.

Wild. Look Y& Sir, if I thought you had merit enough
to gain a Lady’s heart from me, I would fhake hands im-
mediately, and be friends: butas I believe you to be
8 vain fcandalous liar, I'll cut your throate [ 7hey fights

Enter Standard and Fireball, awbo part them.

Stand. Hold, hold, gentlemen,——Brother, fecure the
Marquis.——Come, Sir Harry, put up; I have fome-
thing to fay to you very ferious.

}{%14. Say it quickiy then; for I am a little out of
humour, and want fomething to make me lau%h.

[As they talk, Marquis dreffes, and Fireball belps him,
Stand. Will what’s very ferious make you laugh'? -
Wild. Mott of all. :

Stand. Pthaw ! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me what made
you leave your wife ? ,

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Iknew it.——=Pray, Colonel, what
makes you ftay with your wife? =~ - - \

Stand. Nay, dut pray anfwer me diredtly ; I begitas
a favour, -

Wild, Why then, Colonel, you muft know we were 3
pair of the moft happy, toying, foolith people in the

world, till the got, I don’t know how, a crotchet of ljea‘:
oufy

s
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Toufy in her head. This made her frumpifh; but we had
ne’er an angry word : fhe only fell a crying over night,
and I went for Italy next morning.——But pray no more
on'r. -Are you hurt, Monfieur. _

Stand. But, Sir Harry, you’ll be ferious when I tell
you that her ghoft appears. ,

Wild. Her ghoft! Ha, ha, ha! That’s pleafant, faith,

Stand. As fure as fate, it walks in my houfe. '

Wild, In your houfe! Come along, Colonel; by the
Lard Il kifs it. [Exeunt Wild, and Stand.

Mar. Monfieur le Capitain, adieu. ;

Fire. Adieu! No, Sir, you fhall follow Sir Harry.

Mear. For vat?

Fire. For what! Why, d’ye think I'm fuch a rogue as
to part a couple of gentlemen when they’re fighting,
and not fee them make an end on’t : ——1 think 1t a lefs
fin to part man and wife.——Come along, Sir. )

[ Exit, pulling Monfienr,

S CE N E, Standard’s Houfe.

Enter Wildair azd Standard.

Wiill, Well then; this, it feems, is the inchanted
chamber. The ghoft has pitched upon a handfome apart-
ment however,——Well, Colonel, when do you intend
to begin ? , i

Stand. What, Sir ?

Wild. To laugh atme; I know you defign it.

Stand, Ha! By all that’s powerful, there itis,

Ghoft walks crofs the flage.

Wild. The devil itis Emh ? Blood, I’ll fpeak to’t.
Vous Mademoifelle Ghoft, parlez-vous Frangois /—
No ! Hark ye, Mrs. Ghott, will your Ladythip be pleafed
to inform us who you are, that we may pay you the re-
fpet due to your quality. [Ghoft returnse

Gbg. I am the fpirit of thy departed wite. :

Wild. Are you, faith! Why then here’s the body of
thy living hufband, and fland me if you dare. [Runs to
ber, and embraces ber.]——Ha! ’tis fubftance, I’m fure.
——But hold, Lady Ghott, ftand off a little, and tell me
in good earneft now, whether you are alive or dead.

ag. [Throwing off ber forowd.} Alive! alive!
Runs and throws ber arms about his zeck.] and never
lived fo much as in thissmoment. -
L
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Wild. What d’ye think of the ghoft now, Colonel "
{She bangs upon him.] Is it not a very loving ghoft ?

Stand. Amazement!

Wild. Ay, ’tis amazement, truly.———Look ye, Ma.
dam, I hate to converfe fo familiarly with fpirits:: pray
keep your diftance. o

Ang. 1amalive, indeed I am.

Wild. T don’t believe a word on’t. [ Moving aivay.

Stand. Sir Harry, you’re more afraid now than be-
fore. o :

wild. Ay, moft men are more afraid of a living wife
than a'dead one. : ' '

Stand. *Tis good manners to leave you together, how-
‘ever. i ) [Exit.

Ang, *Tis unkind, my dear, after fo-long ‘and tedioud
an ablence, to at the ftranger fo. I now fhal die in
earneft, and muft for ever vanifh from your fight. .

: (Weeping and going.

Wild. Hold, hold, Madam. Don’t be angry, my
dear; you took me unprovided: had you but fent me
word of your coming, I had got three or four {peeches
out of Oroonoko and the Mourning-Bride upon this oc-
cafion, that would have charmed your very heart. But
we’ll do as well as we can ; I'll 'have the mufic from
both houfes; Pawlet and Locket fhall contrive for ou
tafte; we’ll charm our ears with Abel’s voice; feaft our
eyes with one another; and thus, with all ‘our fenfes
vuned to love, we’ll hurl off our clothes, leap into bed,
and there——Look ye, Madam, if T don’t welcome you
home with raptures more natural, 4and more moving,
than all the plays in Chriftendom ——=I’ll fay no more.

Ang. As mad as ever, ’ ,
 Wild. But eafe my wonder firft, and let me know the
riddle of your death. _ o .

Ang. Your unkind departure heiice, and your avoid-
ing me abroad, made me refolve, fince 1 could not five
with you, todie toall the world befidés : I fancied, that
though it exceeded the force of love, yet the power of
griet perhaps might change your humour, and there-
tore had it given out that I died in France ; my ficknéfs
at Montpelier, which indeed was next to death, and the
aftront offeted to the body of our ambaflador’s ch'aplair;

o 4
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at Paris, conduced to have my burial private. This de-
ceived my retinue ; and by the afliftance of my woman,
and your faithful fervant, I got into man’s clothes, came
home into England, and fent him to obferve your mo-
tions abroad, with ‘orders not to undeceive you till your
return. -Here I met you ip the quality of Beau ﬁzn-
tes, your bufy brother, under which difguife I have dif.
appeinted, your defign upon my Lady Lurewell : and, in
the form of a ghoft, have revenged the fcandal fhe this
day threw u;on me, and have trighted her fufficiently
from lying alone. I did refolve to have frighted you
likewife, but you were too hard for me.

Wild. How weak, how fqueamifh, and how fearful are
wemen,  when, they, want to be humoured ! and how ex-
traagant, how daring, and how provoking, when they
get the, impertinent maggot in their head !——But by
what means, my dear, could you purchafe this double
difguife ?. How, came yoy by my letter to my brother ?

Ang. By. intercepting all your letters fince I came

ome. But for my ghoflly contrivance, good Mrs, Par-
ly (mpved by theju[?nefs of my caufe, and a bribe) was
ny chief. engineer,, '
, " Enter Fireball and Marquis.
" Fire. Sis.Harry, if you have a mind to fight it out,
these’s your man.; if not, I have difcharged my truft.
S Wild. Oh, Monfieur! Won’t you falute your miftrefs,
ir ?
» Mar. Qb, Morbleu! Begar me muft run to fome oder
country now forimy religion, -
 Angi Ob! what the French Marquis ! I know him.

Wild. Ay, ay, my dear, youdo know him, and I can’t
beangry, becaufe *tis the falhion for ladies to know every
body : but methinks, Madam, that picture -now ! Hang
it, confidering ’twas' my gift, you might have kept it—
But no matter; my neighbours fhall pay for’t, -

Ang. Piéture, my dear ! Gould you think I e’er would
pant with that 2 No ; of all my jewels, this alone Lkept,.
becgufe *twas given, by you. [Sheays the picture,

Wild. Eh! Wonderful ! ——And whap’s this ? .

" (Pulling, aut fotber picture, -

Axg. They’re. very much alike. R

Wildy 30, alike, vhat ope. might fairly pafs for ‘,"’,‘he".,
F - Moutieurs

<

.

i
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Monfieur Marquis,. ecautez.——You did lie wid my
vife, and fhe did give you de pi&ure for your pain, Eht
Come, Sir, add to your France politique a little of your
Ea‘ive impudence, and tell us plainly how you came:
.’['. :
yﬂlar. Begar, Monfieur Chevalier, wen de France-man:
can tell no more lie, den vill he tell trute.——1I was ac-.
quaint wid de paintre dat draw your Eady’s picture; anl:
give him ten piftole for de copy.———An fo me avede’
piGture of all de beauty in Eondon ;. and by dis politique, '
me ave de reputation to lie wid dém all, - '
Wild. When perhaps your pleafure: never reachedi
above a pit-mafque in your life.. :
Mar. An begar, for dat matre, dé natre of> wémen, &
pit-mafque is as good as d¢ beft. Pe pleafure is nothing,.
de glory is all, a-la-mode de Franee. L [Svrats out..
Wild. Go thy ways for a true pattern.of the wvanity,,

'

impertinence, fubtlety, and'the oftentation of thy couns

try.—Look ye, Captain, give me thy land ; once I was-
a friend to France ; but henceforth I promife to facrifice:
my fathions, coaches, wigs, and vanity, to herfes, arms,.
and equipage; and ferve my,kini in propria perfona, to:
promote a vigorous war, if there be.occafion..

Fire. Bravely faid, Sit-Harry: and if all the beaus in:

the fide-boxes were of your mind, we would fend them-.

back their L*Abté, and Balon, and fhew them a new.
dance, to the tune.of Harrythe Fifth. .
Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, and Patly..
#ild. Oh,.Colonel! Such difcoveries
Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your-fervant-; honefti
Dicky has told me the-whole ftory.
dleﬂd. Why then let Dicky run for-the fiddles. imme--
tately. : :
Diz'k. Oh, Sir!" I knew what it -would come to;:
" they’re here already, Sir, :

Wild. Then, Colonel, we’ll have-a new wedding, and'

begin it with a dance Strike up.. [ Avlance beres.
Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have retrieved our wives ;!
.yours from death, and mine from the devil; and they
areat prefent very honeft. But how fhall we keep them fo?
Axng. By being good hufbands, Sir; and the great fe-

" cret for keeping matters right in wedlack;. is: never ‘.
y : quarrgh
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qurrel with your wives for trifles : for we are but babies-
atbeft, and muft have our play-things, our longingsy
eur vapours, our frights, eur monkies, ous china, our
fathions, our wafhes, our patches, our waters, our tattle:
and impertinence ; therefore, I fay, ‘tis better to let a.
woman play the fool, than provoke her to play the devil..

Lure. And another rule, gentleman, ler me-advife-you:
to-cbferve ; never to be jealous ; or if. you: fhould, be~
fure never to let your wife think you fufpe@ her; for
we are more refirained by the fcandal of. the lewdnefs,
than by the wickedne(s of the fuct; when.once a woman
has borne the fhame of a whore, fhe'll difpatch you the:
fin in 2 moment.

Wid, We're obliged to you, ladies, for your advice ;.
and in’ return, give me leave to give you. the definition of.
a good wife,, in the chara&er of my own. The wit of
her converfation never out-ftrips the conduct of her be-
haviour :. fhe’s affable to all men, free with. no.man, and
enly kind to me: often chearful, fometimes gay, and.
always pleafed, but when I am.angry:; then forry, not
fullen.. The park, plaﬁ-houfe, and cards, fhe frequents
in compliance with cuftom ; but her diverfions of incli-.
pation are at home : fhie’s mare cautious of a remarkable:
woman, than of a noted wit, well knowing that the in-.
feftion of her own {ex is more catching than the tempta-
tion of ours: to all this,. fhe is beautiful to a. wonder,,
fcorns all devices that engage a gallant, and ufes all. arts.
tapleafe her hufband.. .

_ - So, fpite of fatyr ’gainft-a marry’d life,.

A man is truly bleft with fuch a wife..

ExnD of the Firrs Acre

ERD-



EPIL 0 G U E
By a FrieEND,

Entre blew ! were is dis dam poet? were
© Gargon! me vil cut off all kis tawo car ;

e fuis enragé———now be is not bere. ‘

He bas affront de French ! Le wilaine béte !

De French ! your beft friend !——you fuffre dat P
- Parbleu! Myffiewrs, il ferait fort ingrate!

Vat baveyou Englifb, dat you can call your-own!

Fat haveyox of grand pleafure in dis towon,

Kidout it come from Fxance, datwilgo down? -

Picquet, baffét ; your win, your drefs, your dances

*Tis all, you fee, tout G-la-mode de France,

De beau dere buy a hondre knick-knack ;

He carry out wit, but feldom bring it back

But den be bring a fnuff-box binge, fo fmall

De joint; you can no fie de vark at all, .

Coft bim five piftoles, dat is fbeap enough,

I tree year it fal favve balf an ounce of [fnuffe.

De coquet, fbe ave ber ratifia dere, ’

Her gown, ber complexion, deux yewx, ber lovere.

As for de cuckold—— dat indeed you can make bere,

Pe French it is dat teach the lady wwear -

De fhort muff, wit her wite elbow bare ;

De beau de large muff, wit bis fleeve down dere.*

Ve teach your wifes 1o ope dere bufband’s purfes,

7o put de Furbelo round dere coach, and dere borfes.

Gargon ! we teachyou every ting de varly.;

For wy den your damn poet dare to fnarle ?

Begar, me wil be revenge upon bis play,

Trec toufan refugée (parblen Ccff wrai)

Sall all come bere, and damn bim upon bis tird day.

# Pointing to his Fingers,
.
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PROLOGUEL
Spoken by a Shabby Poct.

7
E gods ! wbat crime bad my poer father done,
Tbat yon fbould make a poet 4{ bis fon ?
Or is’t for fome great fervices of bis,
Yare pleas’d to compliment bis boy ——nwith this?
{Shewing his crown of laurel,
9be bonour, I mufl needs confefs, is great,
{f', awith his crown, you’d tell him where to eat.
¥is welle——But I bave more complaints——Iook bere !
[Shewing his mgged coat.
Hark ye s m——D’ye think this fuit good avinter avear?
Is a cold morning ; whb !—-— at & lord's gate,
How yox barve let the porter let me wait?
Tou'll fay, perbaps, you knew: P'dget wo barm,
Xox'd givven me fire enongh 1o kecp me warm,
F L ——

Aworld of bleffings o that fire we ewe ;
Withont ity I'd ne’cr made this princely fbow,
I bove a brotber 100, now in my fight,
{Looking behind the fcenes.
A bufy man amengf? us here to-night ; N
Yoar fire bas made bim play a thoufand pranks,
For awhich, no doubdt, you’ve had bis daily thanks §
Heas tharxk’d yon, firf}, for all bis decent plays,
Where be fo nick’d it, avhen be writ for praife.
Next for bis meddling with fome folks in black,
And bringing——— foufe—a priefl apon bis back ;
For building boufes here P'oblige the peers,
And fetching all their houfe abont bis ears ;
For a new play, he'as now thought fit to write,
Do footh the town—awhich they———avill damn to-wights
Thefe benefits are fuch, no man can doxbt C
But be'll go on, and feeyour fancy ont,
Till for reaard of all bis noble deeds,
At laf like other [prightly folks e fpeeds :
Has this great recompence fix'd on fi.t brow
At fam’d Parnaffus; bas your leave to bow }
vind walk aboxt the JSireets—Equip’d—as I am now.
Aa DRA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON Z&.

M E N,
Drury-Lane.

Gripe, a rich money fcrivener, Mr. Yates,
Moneytrap, ditto, . —— Mr. Love.

Dick, a gamefter, fon to Mrs. Am-
. ' Mr. Palmer,
Brafi, his companion, paffes for

his Valet de Chimbre, == Mr. King.
Clip, a goldimith, e Mr, Lamath,
Feffamin, foot-boy to Clarifa, Mr, Burton. :

WOMEN.

Clarifla, wife to Gripe, anexpenfive
luxurious woman, a great ad-
mirer of quality,

Araminta, wife to Moneytrap, very
intimate with Clariffa, of the :
fame humour, —_— — Mrs, Greville,

Corinna, daighter to Gripe, by a .
former wife, a good fortune,
young, and kept ‘very clofe by
her father —— Mrs. Abington,

Flippanta, Clariffa’s maid, - Mifs Pope.

Mrs. Auwles, a feller of all forts of .
private affairs to the ladies, Mrs. Bradthaw.

Mis. Cloggit, her neighbour, Mrs, Crofs.

Mifs Younge.

THE
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CONFEDERACY.

(A The lines marked with inverted commas, *tbus,’ are emisted in 1hy
reprefentations.

ACT L
SCENE, Covent-Gardex.
Enter Mrs. Amlet and Mrs. Cloggit, meeting,

‘ AMzEP, :
OOD-morrow, neighbour ; ﬁood-morrow, neigh-
bour Cloggit. How does all at yousr houfe this
morning ? ‘

Clog. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Amlet, thank you kind-
ly; how do you do, I pray ? :

, 4m. Acthe old rate, neighbour, poor and honeft : thefe
are hard times, good lack. o

Clog. 1f they are hard with you, what are they withs
ws? You have a good trade going; all the great folks in
vown help you off with your merchandife.

4m. Yes, they do help.us off with them indeed ;. they
buy all.

Clog. And paye————

Am. For fome..

Clog. Well, *tis a thoufand pities, Mrs. Amlet, they are-
not as ready at one, as they are at t'other; for, not ra
wrong them, they give very good rates.

Am. Oh, forthat, let’s do them juftice, neighbours;
they never make two words upon the price;, all they
baggle about is the day of payment..

' Elog. There’s all the difpute, as you fay.

Am..But that’s a wicked oane. For my; part, neighibour;
Pm juft tired off my legs with trotting after them ; bea
e Az ' R fides,,
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fides, it eats out all our profit. Would you believe i,
Mrs. Cloggit, I have worn out four pair of pattens with
following my old Lady Youthful for one fet of falfe
teeth, and but three pots of paint ?

Clog. Look you there now !

Am. If they would but once let me get enough by "em,
to keep a coach to carry me a dunning after ’em, there
would be fome confcience in it.

Clog. Ay, that were fomething. But, now you talk of
confcience, Mrs. Amlet, how do you fpeed amongft your
city cuftomers ? -

~Aum, My city coftemers ! Now, by my truth, neigh-
bour, between thecity and the court, (with reverence be
it fpoken) there’s nota — to choofe, My ladies in the
city, in times paft, were as full of gold as they were of re-
ligion, and as pun&ual in their payments as they were in
their prayers; but fince they have fet their minds upon
quality, adieu one! adieu t’other ! their money and their
confciences are gone, Heaven knows where. - ¢ There is
¢ not a goldfinith’s wife to be found in town, but’s as
¢ hard-hearted as an ancient judge, and as poorasa
¢ towering duchefs. . -
- Clog. But what the murrain have they to do with qua-
lity? Why don’t their hufbands make them mind their
fhops ? .

);m. Their hufbands ! their hufbands, fay’ft thou, wo:
man ? Alack, alack, they mind their hufbands, neighbour,
no more than they doafermon !
© Clag. Good lack-a-day, that women born of fober pa-

rents, thould be prone to follow ill examples! But, now,

we talk of quality,when did you hear of your fon Richardy

"Mrs. Amlet? My daughter Flipp fays fhe met him t'o-
ther day, in a laced coat, with three fineladies, his foot-
man at his heels, and as gay asabridegroom. = .

Am. Is it poffible ? Ah, the rogue! Well, neighbour,
all’s well that ends'well ; but Dick will be hangcf. "
- Clog. That were pity. . -

Am. Pity indeed; for he’sa h‘veful young man to
look on ; but he leads a life——Well, where he has it,
Heaven knows ; but, they fay, he pays his club with the -
beft of them. I have feen him but once thefe three
‘months, neighbour, and then the varlet wanted mon%yu ;

e L. ¢
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but I bid him march, and march he did, to fome purpofe ;
for, in lefs than an hour, back comes my gentleman into
the houfe, walks to and fro in the room, with his wig
over his thoulder, his hat on one fide, whiitling a minuet,
and toffing a purfe of gold from one hand to t'other, with
- no more refpe@, Heaven blefs us ! than if it had been an
orange. Sirrah, fays I, where have you got'that? He
anfwers me never a word, but fets his arms a-kimbo, cocks
his faucy hatin my face, turns about upon his ungracious
heel, as much as to fay, kifs —— and I’ve never fet eye
on him fince. . s -
Clog. Look you there now! To fee what the youth of
_ this age are come to!
' Am. See what they will come to, neighbour. Heaven
thield, I fay; bat Dick’s upon the gallop. Well, I muft
bid you good-morrow ; I'm going where I doubt I fhall
meet but a forry “velcome, '
Clog. To get in fome old debt, I'll warrant you ?
An. Neither better nor worfe.
Clog. From a lady of quality ? :
Am. No, fhe’s but a {crivener’s wife ; but fhe lives as
well, and pays as ill, as the ftatelieft countefs of them all.
: (Exeunt feveral ways,
) Enter Brafs. <
Brafi. Well, furely, through the world’s wide extent,
there never appeared fo impugent a fellow as my fchool-
fellow, Dick. To pafs himfelf upon.the town for a gen-
tleman, drop into all the beft company with an eafy air,
as if his natural element were in the fphere of quality;
when the rogue had a kettle-drum to his father, who was
hanged for robbinga church; and has a pedlar to his mo-
ther, who carries her fhop under her arm. But here he
comes. . :
Enter Dick. -
Dick. Well, Brafs, what news? Haft thou given my
letter to Flippanta ? )
Brafi. 'm but juft come; I han’t knocked at the door
yet. But I have adamn’d piece of news for you.
Dick. As how ?
Brafi, We mift quit this country,
Dick. We'll be hang’d firft,
Brafs. So you will, if you flay, -
: . : Dick,



t THE CONFEDERACY.

Dick. Why, what’s the matter ?

Brafs. There’s a florm a coming,

Dick. From whence ?

Brafi. From the worft point in the compafs, the law,

Dick. Thelaw! Why, what have I to do with the law ?

Brafs. Nothing; and therefore it has fomething to do
with you. ‘

Dick. Explaip.

. Brafs. You know you cheated a youxg fellow at piquet

fother day, of the money he had to raife his company.
Dick. ‘”ell, wha,t then? of :

Brafs. Why, he's forry heloftit,

Dick, Whoydoubts'f:’;?t'? .

Brafs. Ay, but that’s notali; he’s fuch a fool to think
of complaining on’t. :

« Dick. Then I muft be fo wife to fop his mouth.
Brafs. How ? .

5 Dick. Give him a lirtle back ; if that won’t dey firangle

lm.
Brafi. Youare very quick in your methods.

. Dick. Men muft be fo thas will difpatch bufinefs.
Brafs. Hatk you, Colonel, your father died m’s bed.
Dick. He might have dore, if he had not been a fool.
Brafi. Why, he robbed a church. :
Dick. Ay, but he forgoet to make fureof the fexton.
Brafs. Arenot you a great rogue ?

. Dick. Or I fhould wear worfe clothes. o

Banyff. Hark you; I would advife you ta change your
€. ‘

. Dick. Andturn ballad-fmger.

. Braf:. Not fo neither.

Dick. What then? » )
Brafs, Why, if you cam get this yeung wench, re~
form, and live honeft. ‘

. Dick. That’s the way to be ftarved.

Brafi. Np, fhe has money enough to buy yow a good
place, and pay me into the bargain, far helping her to fo
ood a match. You have but this throw leit tofave you;
T yau are not ignorant, youngfter, that your morals be-
gin to be pretty well known about towd : havea carg your
noble birth, and your honourable relations aré not dif-

covered too ; there needs but that to have you tofled li‘n a

) o blanket,
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blasket, for the entertainment of the firft company of
ladies you intrude into ; and then, like a dutiful {on, you
‘may daggle about with your mother, and fell pamnt:
fhe’s old and weak, and wants fomebody to carry her
goods afier her. How like a dog will you look, with a
piir of plod fhoes, your hair cropped up to your ears,
and a band-box under your arm !

Dick. Why, faith, Brafs, I think thou art in the right
on’t; I muft fix my affairs quickly, or Madam Fortune
will be playing fome of her bitch-tricks with me : theres
fore I’ll tell thee what we'll do: we'll purfue this old
rogue’s daughter heartily ; we'll cheat his family to pur-
pofe. and they fhall atone for the reft of mankind.

Brafi, Have at her then, I'll about your bufinefs
‘prefently. '

Dick, ¢ One kifs—and’ fuccefs attend thee. )
d [ Exit Dick.

Brafi. A great rogue—~—Well, I fay nothing, But
when 1 have got the thing into a good pofture, he fhall
fign and feal, or I'll have him tumbled out of the houfe
like a cheefe. Now for Flippanta. [ He knocks,
‘ Enter Flippanta, ‘

Flip. Who's that ? Brafs !

Brafs. Fhippanta!

Flip. What want you, rogue’s face?

Brafi. 1s your miftre(s drefs'd ?

Flip. What, already ! Is the fellow drunk ? :

Brafi. Why, with refpe to her looking-glafs, it’s al-
moft two. -

Flip. What then, fool ?

Brafi. Why, thenit’s time for the miftrefs of the heufe
to come down and look after her family.

Flip. Pr'ythee, don’t bean owl. Thofe that go to bed
at night may rife in the morning; we that go to bed in
the morning, rifein the afternoon. :

Brafs. When does the make her vifits then ? ‘

Flip. By candle-light: it helps off a muddy complexion 3
we women hate inquifitive fun(hine. But do you know
that my lady is going to turn good houfewife ¢ ‘

Brafs. What, is fhe goingtodie?

Flip. Die! '

' ' 'B"aﬂo
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" B{aﬁ. Why, that’s the only way to fave money for her
family, ‘

Fiip. No; but fhe has thought of a proje& to fave
chair-hire.

Brafi. As how? ‘ :

Flip. Why, all the company fhe ufed to keep abroad,
fhe now intends fhall meet her at her own houfe. Your
mafter has advifed het to fet up a baffet-table.

Brafs. Nay, if he advifed her to it, it’s right. But has
fhe acquainted her hufband with it yet ?

‘hFIip. What to do ? When the company meet, he’ll fee
them.

Brafs, Nay, that’s true, as you fay, he'll know it
foon eno‘t;fh.

Fiip. Well, I muft begone; have you any bufinefs
with my Lady?

. Brafs. Yes, as ambaflador from Araminta, I haves
- letter for her. , ]

Flip, Give it me.

Rrafs. Holdl——and as firft minifter of flate to the
Colonel, I have an affair to communicate to thee, -

Fiip. What isit? Quick.

Brafs. Why he’s in love,

Flip. With what ?

Brafi. A woman+—and her money together.

Flip, Who is the ? , A

.Bra/.'f. Coﬁnna.

Fiip. What would he be at?

Brafs. At her—if {he's at leifure,

Flip. Which way ?

Brafi. Honourably—FHe hasordered me to demand her
of thee in marriage.

Fiip. Of me! ,

Brafi. Why, when a man of quality hasa mind toa
city-fortune, would’ft have him apply to her father and
mother? . - .

. Flip. No. ) » ) !

Brafi. No, foI think : men of our end of the town are
better bred than to ufe ceremony. With a long periwig
we ftrike the lady, with a you-know-what we foften the
maid ; and when the parfon has done his job, we open

the affair to the family. Will you flip this letter into her
prayes-
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-book, my little queen ?_1t’s a very paffionate one ;
z’?": fealed with f heart?md dagger ; you may fee by that
what he intends to do with himfelf. .
. Flip. Are there any verfes in it? If not, I won’t

touch it '

Brafi. Not one word in profe ; it’s dated in rhime,

. T T [She eabes ity

Flip. Well, but—have you brought nothing elfe ?

Brafs. Gad forgive me? I'm the forgetfulleft dog—
1 have a letter for youtoo—here—"tis in a purfe—but its
In profe ; you won't touch it.

7ip. Yes, hang it, it is not good to be too daintf.

Brafs. How ufeful a virtue is humility ! Well, child,
we fhall have an anfwer to-morrow, fhan’t we ? ’

Flip. 1 can’t promife you that; for our young gentle.
woman is not fo often in my way as the would be. Her
father (who is a citizen from the foot to the forehéad of
him) lets her feldom converfe with her mother-in-law and
me, for fear fhe fhould learn theairs of a woman of qua.
lity. But I’ll take the firft occafion—See, there’s my
Lady; go in, and deliver your letter to her, [ Exennts

SCENE, a Parlosr.

Enter Clariffa, followed by Flippanta and Brafs.
Clar.,’ No meflages this morning from any body, Fli
panta ? Lard, how dull that is! Oh, there’s Brafs ! I(&;

aot fee thee, Brafs. What news doft thou bring 2
Brafs. Only a letter from Araminta, Madam.
Clar, Give it me—Open it for me, Flippanta; Iam

fo lazy to-day. [Siss-dowwn.
Brafs. [7’3' Flip.] Be fure now you deliver my mafter’s
as carefully as I do this, ' :

Flip. Don’t trouble thyfelf; I’m no novice. :
. Clar. [ToBrafs.] "Tis well ; there needs no anfwer,
 fince fhe’ll be here fo foon.
Brafs, Your Ladyfhip has no farther commands thea ?
Clar. Not at this time, honeft Brafs—-—FliE“panu !

: ~ {Ewit Brafs,
* Flip, Madam, , :

Clar, My. hufband’s in love, .

Fiip, Inlove !

Car, With Araminta,
Flip,
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. Flip. Impoffible ! ,
-fQIar. This letter from her, is to give me an account.
- of it. ‘ -

~ Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarmed.

Clar. No; thou know’ft I'm not much tortured with
jealoufy. :

JFlip. Nay, you are much in the right on’t, Madam ;
for jealoufy’sacity paffion ; ’tis a thing unknown among{t'
people of quality. N

Clar. Fie! A" woman muft indeed be of a mechanic
mould, who is either troubled or pleafed with any thing
her hufband can-do to her. Pr'ythee, mention him no
more ; ’tis the dulleft theme !

Flip. *Tis fplenetic indeed. But when once you open
ou; baffet-table, I hope that will put him out of your
ead. , ,

Clar. Alas, Flippanta, I begin to grow weary even of

- the thoughts of that too! 4 .

Flip. How fo?

Clar. Why, 1 have thought on’taday and a night al-
ready, and four-and-twenty hours, thou know’it, is enough
to make one weary of any thing.

Flip. Now, by my confcience, you have more woman
in you than all your fex together—You never know what
you would have.

Clar. Thou miftak’tt the thing quite. I always know
what I lack, but I am never pleafed with what I have.
The want of a thing is perplexing enough, but the pof-
feffion of it is intolerable. .

Flip. Well, 1 don’t know what you are made of, but
other women would think them(felves blefs"d in your cafe :

~handfome, witty, loved by every body, and of fo happy
compofure, to care a fig for nobody. You have no one
paffion but that of your pleafures, and you have in me
a fervant devoted to all your defires, let them be as extra-
yagant as they will.  Yetall thisis nothing ; you can ftill
be out of humour. ]

Clar. Alas, I have too much caufe !

Flip. Why, what have you to complain of ? .

Clar,-Alas, I have more fubje&ts for fpleen than one!
Is it not a moft horrible thing  that I fhould be but a feri-

4 , vener's
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vener’s wife ?~—Come, don’t flatter me—don’t you think
mature defigned me for fomething plus devce ?

Flip. Nay, that’s certain ; but, on t’other fide, me-
-thinks, you ought to be in fome meafure content, fince
- you live like 2 woman of quality, tho’ you are none.

Clar. Oh, fie! the very quinteflence of it is wanting.

Fkp., What's that?

Clar. Why, I dare abufe nobody : I’m afraid to affront
people, tho’ I don’t like their faces ; or to ruin their re-
pputations, tho’ they pique me to it, by taking ever fo
much. pains to preferve them : I dare not raife a lie of. 2
‘man, tho’ he negle&ts to make love to me; nor report 2
woman to be a fool, tho’fhe’s handfomer than I am.
In fhort, I dare not fo much as bid my footman kick
the people out of doors, tho’ they come to atk me fur
what I owe them.

Flip, All this is very hard indeed.

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the perquifites of quality are of
-an unfpeakable valve !

Fiip. They are.of fome ufe, I muft confefs; but we
muft not expet to have every thing. You have wit and
beauty, amd a fool to your hufband—Come, come, Ma-
dam, that’sa good portion for one.

.Glar. Alas! what fignifies beautfy and wit; when one
dares neither jilt the men, nor-abufe the women ? ’Tis-a
fad thing, Fiippanta, when wit’s confin’d, ¢ ’tis worfe than
¢ the rifing of the lights ;> I have been fometimes almoft

«¢hoak’d with fcandal, and durft not cough it up, for want
of being a countefs. .

Flip. Poor lady !

Ciar. Oh, liberty isa fine thing, Flippanta ! it's a great
help in converfation to have leave to fay what one will,
1 have feen a woman of quality, who has not had one
grain of wit, entertain a whole company the moft agreea-

“bly in the wordd, onty with -her malice. But ’tis in vain
to repine; I can’t mend my condition till my hufband
dies ; .fo P’ll fay no more on't, but think of making the
moit of the ftate I am in.

Flip, That’s your beft way, Madam ; andin order to i,
pray, confider how you'll get fome ‘ready money to fet
your baflet-table a goigg ; tor that’s neceflury.

Clar, Thou fay’gotlrue: but.what trick I {hall play my

B hufband
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hufband to get fome, I don’t know ; for my pretence of
lofing my diamond necklace has put the man into fuch a
patlion, I’m afraid he won’t hear reafon.

Flip. No matter; he begins to think "us loft in ear.
neft: fo I fancy you may venture to fell it, and raife mo~ _

. ney that way. )

Clar. That can't be; for he has left odious notes with

- all the goldfmiths in town.

Flip. Well, we muft pawn it then,

Clar. I'm quite tired with dealing with thofe pawn.
b okers. .

. Flip. I’'m afraid you'll continue the trade a great while,

. for a'l that. ’ o [ Afde.

Enter Jeflamin.

Fef- Madam, there’s the woman below that fells paint
and patches, iron bodice, falfe teeth, and all forts of things
to the ladies; I can’tthink of her name.

Flip. *Tis Mrs. Amlet ; fhe wants money.

Clar. Well, I han’t enough for mylelf ; it’s an unres-

- fonable thing fhe fhould think I have any for her.

Flip. She’s a troublefome jade. =

Clar. Soare all people that come a dunning.

Flip. What will you do with her?

Clar. 1 have juft now.thought on’t. She’s very rich;

: tl;_at woman is, Flippanta; I’ll borrow fome money
of her. :

Flip. Borrow ! Sure you jeft, Madam.

Clar. No, I'n in earneft; I give thee commifion to
do it for me. ) .

Flip. Me! -

Clar. Why doft thou ftaré} and look fo ungainly?

. Don’t I fpeak to be underftood ? .

Flip. Yes, I underftand you well enough; but Mm,
Amletem— : -

- Clar. But Mrs. Amlet muft lend me fome money;
where fhall I have any to pay herelie?

Flip. That’s true; I never thought of that, truly.
But here fhe is. . T

. - Enter Mrs. Amlet.

.. Clay. How do you do ? How do you do, Mrs. Amlet?
1 ha’n’t feen you thefe thoufand years ; and yet I believe
I'm dowa in your books. . - n

i




THE CONFEDERACY. 15

Am. Oh, Madam, I don’t come for that, alack !
Flip. Good-morrow, Mrs. Amlet.
Am. Good-morrow, Mrs. Flippanta.
Clar. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet ?-
Am. Nay, if your ladyfhip defires to fee your bill, I
believe I may have it about me—There, Madam, if it
ben’t too much fatigue to you to look it over.
Clar. Let me fee it; for I hate to be in debt—wheré
1 am obliged to pay. [Afide.]~—1[Rrads.) ** Imprimis,
For bolftering out the Countefs of Crump’s left hip.”—
Ob, fie ! this does not belong to me. . .
4m. 1 beg your Ladythip’s pardon : I miftook indeed ;
tis a countefs’s bill I have writ out to little purpofe. I
furnifhed her two years ago with three pair of hips, and
am not paid for them yet. But fome are better cuttomers
than fome. ‘There’s your Lady(hip’s bill, Madam. -
Clar. [ Reads.] * For the idea of a new-invented com-
mode.”—Ay, this may be mine; but tisof a prepofter-
ous length.” Do you think I can wafte time to read every
article, Mrs. Amiet ? I'd as lief read a fermon. R
Am. Alack-a-day, there’s no need of fatiguing your-
fclf at that rate ! caft an eye only, if your honour pleafes,
Upon_the fum total. i
Clar, Total, fifty-fix pounds—and odd things. -
Fkp. But fix-and-fifty pounds! L
“Am. Nay, another body would have made it twice as
“‘“;h ; but there’s a blefling goés along with a moderate
profie, ' :
Clar. Flippanta, go to my cathier, let him give you fix-
and fifry p‘:::ds.’ gMake yhaﬁe. Don’t you hear me?
Six-and-fifty pounds. Is it fo difficult to'be compre-
hended ? :
- Flip. No, Madam—I—I comprehend fix-and-fifiy
Pounds—but. .
Clar, But go and fetch it then.
Flip. What fhe means I don’t know; but I fhall, I
fuppofe, before I bring her the money. [Afide. Exity
Clar, (Setting her bair in a pocket-glafs.] The trade you
follow gives you a great deal of trouble; Mrs. Amlet.
An, Alack-a-day, a world of pain, Madam ! and yet
there’s fmail profit, as your honour fees by ‘your bill.
Ba

L
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Clar. Boor:woman:! Sometimes you have great. loffes,
Mrs. Amlet, .

4m 1 have two thoufand pounds owing me, of.which

T:fhall never get.ten fhillings. , :

Clar. Poor woman:! You. have a:great charge of.chil-
dren, Mrs. Amletr? .

Am; Only one wicked rogue; Meadim, who, I think,
will break vy heart, ,

Clar. Poor woman!

4m. He'll be hanged; Madam ; that will be the end of
him., Where he gets it, Heaven knows; but he’s al-
ways fhaking his heels. with the ladies, and his elbows
with the lords. He’s as fine-as a prince, and as gim as
the beft of them. But the ungracious rogue tells all he
comes near that his mother is.dead, and I am:but his nurfe.

Clar, Poor woman !

Am. Alas, Madam, he’s like the reft of the world !—
Every body’s for appearing to be more than.they are, and
that ruins all. : ‘ '

Clar, Well, Mre..Amlet, you'll excufe-me;; I.haves
listle'bufinels. Fippanta will bring: you.'your maney
prefently.  Adien, Mrs. Amiet [ Euit,

Am. 1return your honour many thanks——Ah, there’s
a good lady’! not: fo much as read her bill—If the reft
were like her, I fhould foon have money enough to go as
fine ay Dick himfetf.

. Enter -Dick.

Dick. Sure Flippanta muft have given my letter by

this time, I longto know-how it has.been received.
(4fde.
- Mimi Milericonde.! what do Iifee ? .

Dick. Fiends and hags ! —the witch, my mother!

Am. Nay, ’tis he—Ah, my peos Dick'! whatartthou

oing here ?

Dick. Whata misfortune! [ Afde.

Am.. Good lard; how thou art bravely-deck’d ! Bur it's
ell one; I’m thy mother ftill; and tho’thouarta wxykcd
child, nature will fpeak ; 1 love thee ftill—Ah, Dick!
my poor Dick.! i [ Embracing bims

Dick. Bloodand thunder! will you ruin me ?

: [(Breating from her.

A=, Ah, the blafphemous rogue, how he fwears 'D ;

iLke
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Dick You deftroy all my hopes.

Am. Will your mother’s kifs deftroy you, varlet ? —
Thou art an ungracious bird. Kneel down, and atk me
blefling, firrah. ,

Dick. Death and furies! . .

Am. Ah, he’s a proper young man! See what a thape
he has—Ah, poor child! | ,

[Running to embrace bim, be fill avoiding ber,

Dick. *Oons, keep off ! the woman’s mad. If any body
comes, my fortune’sloft. . ,

Am. What fortune, ha ? Speat,, Gracelefs —Ah, Dick,
thou’lt be hanged, Dick! .. , .... )

* Dick. Good dear mother, don’t call me Dick here.

Am. Not call thee Dick !. Is jt.not thy name? What
fhall I call thee ? Mr. Amlet? Ha! Art not thou a pre-
fumptuous rafcal ; Hark you, firrah; I hear of your
tricks; you difown me for your mother, and fay I am but
your nurfe. Isnotthistrue?

Dick, No, 1 love you, I refpe®t you; [Taking her
band.) 1amallduty. Butif you difcover me here, you
ruin the faireft profpec that man ever had.

Am. What profpe& ? Ha!-Come, thisis a lie now,

Dick. No, my honoured parent, what I {ay is true ; I’'m
about a great fortune. I'llbring you home a daughter-
in-law in a coach and fix horfes, if you’ll but be quiet. I
can’t tell you morenow, - - N :

" Am. 1s it poffible ?

Dick, Tis true, by Jupiter,

Am. My dear lad ———

. Dick. For Heaven’s fuke—————

Am. But, tell me, Dick e

"Dick. I'll follow you home ina moment,and tell youali,

Am, What a fhape is there | e

- Dick. Pray, mother, go.

Am. 1 muft receive fome money here firft, which fhall
go for thy wedding-dinner.

. Dick. Here’s fomebody coming———"Sdeath, fhe’ll be-.
tray me! B

Eunter Flippanta, ,
L [He makes figns to bis mother,

Dick. Good-morrow, dear Flippanta; how doall the
ladies within ?

B3 Fiip,
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Flip. At your fervice, Colonel ; as far, at leaft; as m‘y
intereft goes. .

~Am. Colonet { ———Faw yoti, now, how Dick’s refpe&-
ed! , [ Afide.

Dick. Waiting for thee, Flippanta, I was making ac-
quaintance with this oldgétitléwoman. here.

Am. ‘Lhe pretty lad ! He's as impudent as 2 page.

, o N - LAfde

Dick, Who is this good woman, Flippanta?

. Fip, A ginof all trades ; an' old' dagglimg cheat, thet
hobbles about from houde to houfe, to %ubble the ladies
of their money. 1 have a fmali bufinefs of yours in my
pocket, Colomet.- * ! = T

Dick. Ananfwer to;my letter? -

Flip. So quick indeed'? Nb, it's your letter itfelf.

Dick. Haft thou not givetiitthen yet ¥

Flip. T ha’n’t had an opportunity ; but ’twon’t be long
firt.  Won’t yougoinand leemy Lady? ..

Dick. Yes, I'll 'go maké her'a fhort vifit. But, dear
ll:‘l’rpdpama, dont forget; my life and fortune are in your

ands. ‘ :

Fiip. Never fear; ¥l take care of them. ‘

Am. How he traps them !-~Let Dick alone. [.4fd,

Dick. [To his mother.] Your fervant, good Madam.

- .o . [Exit Dick.

Am. Your honour’s moft devoted——A pretty, civil,
well-bred gentleman this, Mrs, Flippanta. Pray, whom
may he be ?

Flip. A man of great note ; Colonel Shapely.

Am. 1s it poffible ? I"have heard much of him indeed,
But never {aw him before. One may fee quality in every
lrmb of him—He’s a fine man, truly.

Flip. 1 think you afe in'love with him, Mrs, Amlet.

~ Am. Alas, thofe days are dorfe with me ! but if I were
as fair as I' was once, and hidas much money as fome
folks, Colonel Shapely fhould not catch cold for want of
a bedfellow. I love your men of rank'; they have fome- -
thing in their air does fo diftinguifh them from the raf-
cality. R
- FZ‘p. People of quality are fine things indeed, Mrs.
Amlet, if they had but a little more money ; but for want
of that, they are forced to do things their great fouls are
4 afhamed
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alhamed of, For example, here’s my Lady—the owes
you but fix-and-fifty pounds.
Am, Welll
Flip. Well, and fhe has it not by her to pay you.
An. How can that be 2
Fiip, 1 don’tknow ; her cafh-keeper’s aut of humour;
he fays he has no money.
Am. What a prefumptuous piece of vermin is a cath-
keeper ! Tell his lady he has no money ! —Now, Mrs,
}_"lippanta, you may fee his bags are full, by his being fo
aucy. - ,
Flip. 1f they are, there’s no help for’t; he'il do what
he pleafes, till he coines to make up his yearly accounts.
4dm. But Madam plays fometimés; fo, when fhe has
good fortune, fhe may pay me out of her winnings.
Flip, Oh, ne’er think of that, Mrs. Amlet; if fhe had
won a thoufand pounds, fhe'd rather die im a gaol, than
pay off a farthing with it. ¢ Play-money, Mirs. Amlet,
¢ amongft people of quality, is a facred thing, and not to.
¢ be profaned ; s confecrated to their pleafiires ; *twould
¢ be facrilege to pay their debts with it.”
4m. Why, what fhall we do, then? For I ha’n’t one
penny to buy bread. L
Fhp. Tl tell you—it juft now comes in my head ~emeI
know my Lady has a little occafion for money at this time.:-
fo—if you lend her—a hundred pounds, d’ye fec ?—then
fre may pay you your fix-and-fitty out of 1t. o
an. Sure, Mos. Flippanta, you think te make a feol
oI me, ' )
Flip. No, the devil fetch me if I do=~==You fhall
have a diamond necklace in pawn.
An, O ho, a pawn! That’s another cafe—And when
muft fhe have the money ?

Flip. Ina quarterof an hour. -
. Am. Say no more. Briag the necklace to my houfe;
1t fhall be ready for you. :

Flip. P'll be with you in 2 moment.

4m. Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta, o

Flip. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet. " Exis Amlet.] So———

this ready money will make us all happy ———this
fpring will {et our baffet-table a going, and that’s a wheel
will turn twenty othgrs. My Lady’s young and hand.’
fome ; fhe'll have a dozen intrigues upon her hands, tpe-

ore
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fore fhe has been twice at her prayers. So much the
better ; the more the grift, the richer the miller. Sure
never wench got into fo hopeful a place : here’s a fortune
to be fold, a miftrefs to be debauched, and a mafter tobe
ruined. If Idon’t feather ny neit, and get a good hufe
band, I deferve to die, both a maid and a beggar.

ENDp of the FirsT AcT.

ACT IIL

SCENE, M. Gripe's Houfe,
Enter Clariffa and Dick,

. CLARrIsSA. . ,
HAT in the name of dulnefs is the matter with
you, Colonel? You are as ftudious as a cracked-
chymift.
Dick. My head, Madam, is full of your hufband.
Clar. The worft furniture for a head in the univerfe,
Dick. 1 am thinking of his paflion for your friend
Araminta.
Clar,. Paffion !——Dear Colonel, give it a lefs violent
name,

)

Enter Brafs.
Dick. Well, Sir, what want you ?
Brafs. The affair I told you of goes ill. [7o Dick
afide. | There’s an aélion out !
" Dick. The devil there is !
Clar. What news brings Brafs ?
Dick. Before Gad 1 can’t tell, Madam ; the dog will
- mever fpeak out. My Lord What-d’ye-call-him waits for.
me at my lodging: is not thatit ?
: Brafs. Yes, Sir.
* Dick. Madam, I afk your pardon.
Clar, Your fervant, Sir. [ Excunt Dick and Brafs.] Jef-
famin ! [She fits down,
. Eater Jeffamin,
Se/- Madam,
Clar. Where’s Corinna ? Call her to'me, if her father
han’tlocked her up: I want her company.
23
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¥¢f: Madam, her guitar-mafter is with ber.

Clar. Pfhaw ! fhe’s always taken up with her imper.
tinent guitar-man. Flippanta flays an age with that old
fool, Mrs. Amlet: and Araminta, before fhe can come
abroad, is fo long a placing her coquette-patch, that I
muft be a year without company. How mfup‘fonuble is
2 moment’s uneafinefs to a woman of fpirit and pleafure !

Enter Tlippanta.
Oh, art thou come at laft? Pr’ythee, Flippanta, learn to
move a little quicker, thou knoweft how impatient I am,

Flip. Yes, when you expe& money : if you had fent
me to buy a prayer-book, you'd have thought I had
flown. .

Clar. Well, haft thou brought me any, after all ?

Flip. Yes, 1 have brought fome. There [Giving ker
a purfe.] the old hag has firuck off her bill, the ieft is.ig
that purfe.

Clar, *Tis well! buttake care, Flippanta, my hufband
don’t fufpe& any thing of this, *twould vex him, and {
don’t love to make him unealy : fo I would fpare him
thefe little fort of troubles, by keeping them from his
koowledge.

Flip. See the tendernefs. fhe has for him, and yet he's
always a complaining of you.

Clar. *Tis the nature of them, Flippanta; a hufband
is a growling animal. . '

Flip. How exaétly you define them ! '
~ Clar. Oh, I know them, Flippanta: though T confefs
my poor wretch diverts me fometimes whith his ill hu-
mours. I wifh he would quarrel with me to-day a little,
;o pafs away the time, for I find myfelf in a vilent
pleen. .

¢ Flip. Why if you pleafe to drop yourfelf in his way,
¢ fix to four, but he fcolds one rubbers with you. o

¢ Clar. Ay, but thou knoweft he’s as uncertain as the
¢ wind; and if inftead of quarrelling with me, be thould
¢ grow fond, he’d make me as fick as a dog.

¢ Flip. If he’s kind, you muft provoke him; if he
¢ kiffes you, fpit in his face.

¢ Clar. Alas! when men are in the kiffing fit (like lap-
¢ dogs) they take that for a favour, '

¢ Flip,
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. }: Fijp. Nay, then I don’t know what you’ll do with

im.

¢ Clar. I'll ¢’en do nothing at all with him.—Flip..
¢ panta.’

Flip. Madam, :

a Clar. My cardinal and gloves, and a coach to the
door. - . : :
Flip. Why, whither are you going ?

Clar. 1 can’t tell yet, but I would go fpend fome me-
ney, fince I have it.

Flig. Why, you want nothing that I know of.

Clar. How aukward an objection noew is that, as if a
woman of education bought things becaufe fhe wanted
them: * Quality always diftinguithes itfclf ; and there-
* fore, as the mechanic people buy things, becaufe they
have occafion for them, you fee women of rank always
buy things, becaufe they have not occafion for t em,
Now there, Flippanta. you fee the difference between a
woman that has breeding, and one that has none. Ob,
ho, here’s Araminta come at laft.’

Enter Araminta,
Lard, what a tedious while you have let me exped you?
I was afraid you were not well ; how do you do to-day?

Ara. As well as a woman can do, that has not flept
all night. - s ‘ .

Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake,
howerver. . .

Aram. Oh, ’tis not a little thing will make a woman
of my fpirits look drowfy. , '

Clar. But pr'’ythec, what was’t difturbed you ?

Aram. Not your hufband, don’t trouble -yourfelf; at
leat, I am not in love with him yet.

Clar. Well remembered, I had quite forgot that mat-
ter. T wifh you much joy, you have made a noble con-
quett indeed, B

Aram. But pow I have fubdued the country, pray 18
it worth my keeping? You know the ground, you have
tried it. K

Clar. A barren foil, Heaven can tell,

Aram. Yet if it wete well cultivated, it would pro-

duce fomething to my knowledge. Do you know ’us
v in

[

. o a o e
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in my power to ruin this poor thing of yours? His
whole eftate is at my fervice. )
Flip. Cods-fith, ftrike him, Madam, and let my Lad

.go your halves. There's no fin in plundering a hufband,

fo his wife has fhare of the booty.

Aram. Whenever fhe gives me her orders, I fhall be
very reac‘ig; to obey them. '

Clar. Why, as odd a thing as fuch a project may feem,

- Araminta, I believe I fhall have a little ferious difcourfe

with you about it. But pr’ythee tell me how you have
pafied the night ? For I am fure your mind has been

‘roving upen fome pretty thing or other.

Aram. Why, I have been ftudying all the ways my

- brain could produce to plague my hufband.

Clar, No wonder indeed you look fo trefh this morn-
ing, after the fatistaion of fuch pleafing ideas all nighe,

Aram. Why, canawoman dolefs than ftudy mifchief,
when fhe has tumbled and tofled herfelf into a bumin
fever, for want of fleep, ¢ and fees a fellow lie fuoring

-4 by her, ftock-ftill, in a fine breathing fweat ?*

Clar. Now fee the difference of women’s tempers : ‘if
my dear would make but one nap of his whole hife, and
only waken to make his will, I fhould be the happieft

- wife in the univerfe. But we'll difcourfe more of thefe

’

matters as we go, for I muft make a tour among the

“fhops.

Aram. 1 have a coach waits at the door, we’ll talk of

- them as we rattle along.

Clar. The beft place in nature, for you know a hack.
aey-coach is 2 natural enemy to a hufband.

- [ Exexnt Clar. and Aram,

Flip. [Sola.] What a pretty httle pair of amiable per-

fons are there gone to hold a counlg? of war xogetlf;'r!

- Poor birds ! What would they do with their time, if the

plaguing their hufbands did not help them to employ-
ment! Well, if idlenefs be the root ot all evil, then
matrimony’s good for fomething, for it fets many a poor
woman to work. But here comes Mifs. I hope I fhall
help her into the holy ftate too ere long. And when
fhe's once there, if fhe don’t play her part as well as the
beft of them, I’'m miftaken. Han’t I loft the letter I'm
to give her 2—==No, here 'tis; fo, now we fhall fee how

pure
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pure nature will wotk with her, .for art fhe knows none
ete .
7 Enter Corinna.

Cor. What does my mother-in-law .want with me,
Flippanta? They tell me, fhe was afking for me.

- Flip.” Shels juil gone out; fol fi *twas'no great
bufinefs. ' ,

Cor, Then I'll go into my chamber again.

Flip. Nay, holgo a little if you pleafe. I .have fome
bufinefs with you myfelf, of more concern than what
fhe bad to fay to you.

Cor. Make hafte then, for youknow my: father.won't

-+Jet me keegp you company.; . he fays, .you’ll fpoil me, °

Flip. 1 {pail you'! He’s an unworthy man to,give you

. fuch 1ll impreflions of a woman of my honour.

- GCor. Nay, never take it to heart, Flippanta, for'1
don’t believe a word he fays. But:he does.fo plague me

- with his continual fcolding, I'm almoft weary of my lite,

. Flip. Why, what is’c he finds faule with ¢

Cor. Nay, I don’t know, for I.never mind him ; -when
‘he hasbabbled for two hours together, . methinks I.have

" heard 3 mill going, that’s all. It doesnot at all change
my opinion, Flippanta, it.only makes-my head ache.
Flip. Nay, it you can bear it fo, you are .not 10 be
pitied fo much as I thoughts . . .
Cor. Not pitied! Why, is it not a miferable thiog,
fuch a young creature as I 'am fhould be kept in perpetuat
folitude, with no other company but a.paycel of old
. fumbling nafters, to teach me geagraphy, arithmetic,
philofophy, and a thoufand ufelefs things ¢ Fine enter-
_ tainment, indeed, fora young maid at fixteen ! Methinks
one’s time might be better employed.
Flip. Thofe things will improve your wit. -
Cor. Fiddle faddle; han’t I wit enough already! My
. mother-in-law has learned none of this trumpery, and 18
. not fhe as happy as the day is long ? '

Flip. Then you envy her, I find,

Cor. And well I may. Does the not do - what the bas
. @ mind to, in fpite of her hufband’s teeth ? -

Flip. Look you there now : [Afide.} if the has not
already conceived that, as the fupreme blefling of life.

Cor. I'll tell you what, Fippanta ; if my mother-lm'
aw
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law would but ftand by me a little, and encourage me,
- and let me keep her company, I'd rebel againft my fae
ther to-morrow, and throw all my books in the fire.
Why, he can’t touch a groat of my portion; do you
know that, Flippanta? - -

Flip. So——1 fhall fpoil her. [A4fide.] Pray heaven
the girl don’t debauch me.

Cor. Look you: in fhort, he may think what he
pleafes) he may think himfelf wife; but thoughts are
free, and I may think in my turn. I’'m but a girl "tis
true, and a fool too, if you believe him; but let him
know, a foolith girl may make a wife man’s heartache;
fo he had as good be quiet——Now it’s out——

Flip. Very well, I love to fee a young woman have
fpirit, it’s a fign fhe’ll come to fomething.

Cor. Ah, Flippanta! if you would but encourage me,

ou’d find me quite another thing. I'm adevilith girl
in the bottom; I wifh you’d but let me make one
amongft yeu. .

Flip. That never can be, ’ill you are married. Come,
examine your firength a little. Do you think, you durft
venture upon a hufband? .

Cor. A hufband! Why a——if you would but en-
courage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true friend now.
I'll give you advice, when I have got a little more ex-
perience. Do you, in your very confcience and foul, think
1am old enough to be married?

Flip. Oid enough! Why, you are fixteen, arz you
not? -

Cor. Sixteen! I am fixteen, two months, and odd
days, woman. I keeep an exact account,

Flip. The deuce you are!

Cor. Why, do you then truly and fincerely think I
am old enough? .

Fiip. I do, upon my faith, child.

Cor. Why then to deal as fairly with you, Flippanta,
as you do with me, I have thought fo any time thefg
three years. '

Flip. Now 1 find you have more wit than ever I
thought you had; and to fhew you what an opinion I
have of your difcretion, I'll thew you a thing I thought
to have thrown into fire. G ’

or. .
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Cor. What is it, for Jupizer’s fake? :
. Flip, Something will make your heart chuck within
"you. . ’
Cor. My dear Flippanta!
Flip.’ What do you think itis?
Cor. T don’t know, nor I don’t care, but I’m mad to
have it, . :
Flip. 1t's a four-cornered thing.——There—
¢ Cor, What, like a cardinal’s cap ?
¢ Flip. No, 'tis worth a whole conclave of them. How
. ¢ doyou likeit ?’ [Shewing the Letters
Cor. Oh, lard, a letter !—Is there ever a tokenin it?
. Flip. Yes, and a precious one too, There’s a hand-
fome young gentleman’s heart.
Cor. A handfome young gentleman’s heart? Nay, then
it's time to look grave. [ Afde,
Flip, There. .
~ Cor. 1fhan’t touch it.
Flip. What’s the matter now 2
Cor. I fhan'treceive it.
Flip. -Sure you jeft. )
Cor. You'll find I don’t. I underftand myfelf better,
than to take letters, when I don’t know who they are
" from. ’ '
Flip. I’'m afraid I commended your wit too foon.
Cor. *Tis all one, I fhan’t touch it, unlefs I know who
it comes from. . 2 voulll §
- Flip. Hey-day! open it and you'll fee.
wa Indeyed Iyﬁlallpxexot. y .
Flip. Well——then I muft return it where I had it.
Cor. That won't ferve your turn, Madam; my fathér
muft have an account of this. )
Flip. Sure you are not in earneft ?
Cor. You'll find I am,
TlLp, So, here’s fine work, This ’tis to deal with gitls
_betore they come to know the diftinétion of fexes.
Cor. Confefs, who you had it from, and perhaps, for
this once, I mayn’t tell my father.
Flip, Why then, fince it muft out, ’twas the Colonel:
but why are you fo fcrupulous, Madam ? c
» o
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Cor. Becaufe, if it had come from any body el
1 would not have given a farthing for it.

[Tavitching it eagerly ont of ber hand.

Fiip., Ah, my dear little rogue, [Kifiag ber.] you
frightened me out of my wits.

Cor, Let meread it, let me read it, let me read it, let
me read it, I fay.- Um, um, . um—Cupid’s—um, um,
um,~—Darts,—um, um, um,—Beauty, —um,—Charms,
~um, um, um,—Angel,—~um,—Goddefs, um,—[Xi/i-
ing the Letter.] um, um, um,—trueft Lover,—um, um,
—Eternal Conilancy,—um, um, um,—Cruel.—um,
um, um,—Racks,—um, um, um,—Tortures,—um, uin,
—fifty Daggers,—um, um,—bleeding Heart,—um, um,
—dead Man.—Very well, a mighty civil letter I pro-
mife you ; not one finutty word in 1t: I'll go lock it up

" in my comb-box. _

Flip. Well——but what does he fay to you?

Cor. Not a word of news, Flippanta; ’tis all about
bufinefs. :

Flip. Does he nottell you he’s in love with you ?

Cor. Ay, but he told me that before.

Flip. How fo ? He never fpoke to you ?

Cor. He fent me word by his eyes. :

Flip. Did he fo? Mighty well. I thought yon had
been to learn that language.

Cor. Oh, but you thought wrong, - Flippanta. What,
becaufe I don’t go a vifiting, and fee the world, vou
think I know nothing. But you fhould confider, Flip-
panta, that the more one's alone, the more one thinks ;
and ’tis thinking that improves a girl. I'll have you to

know, when I was younger than I am now, by more
than I'll boaft of, I thought of things would have made
you ftare again. .

Flip. Well, fince you are fo well verfed in your bufi-
nefs, I fuppofe I need not inform you, that if you don’c
write your gallant an anfwer——=he’ll die. '

Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confefs you tell me
fomething I did not know before. Do you fpeak in fe-

rious fadnefs ? Are men given to die, if their miftrefles
are four to them ? :

Flip. Um——TI can’t fay they all di¢=e==No, I can’

C-: fay
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fay they do; but truly, I believe it would go very hard
with the Colonel.

€or, Lard, 1 would not have my hands in blood for
thoufands; and. therefore, Flippanta———if you’ll en-
courage me. :

Flip. Oh, by all meansan anfwer.

Cor. Well, fince you fay it then, I'll €’en in and do
it, though I proteft to you, (left you fhould think me too
forward now) he’s the only man_ that wears a beard, rd
ink my fingers for. May be, if I marry him in a year
or two’s time I may’nt be fo nice, [Afide.

[Exit Corinna.

Fiip. (Sola.] Now heaven give him joy ; he’s like to
have a rare wife o’thee. But where there’s money, a
man has a plaifter to his fore..  They have a bleffed time
on’t, who marry forlove. See!——here comes an ex-
amnple—— Araminta’s dread Lord.

«  Enter Moneytrap.

Mon. Ah, Flippanta! How do you do, good Flippap--
ta? How do youdo?

Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your fervice.

Mon. And how does the good family, your mafter, and
your fair miftrefs ? Are they at home ? .

. Flip.- Neither of them ; my mafter has been gone out
th.?_fc two hours, and my Lady is juft gone with your
wife. :

Mon. Well, I won’t fay I have loft my labour, how-
ever, as long as I have met with you, Flippanta; for I
have withed a great while for an opportunity to talk with
you a little. You won’t take it amifs, if I fhould atk you
a few'queftions ?

Flip. Provided you leave me to my liberty in my
anfwers. What’s this Cot-quean going to pry into now !

[ 4fede.

Mon. Pr’ythee, good Flippanta, how do your mafter
and mitrefs live together ?

Flip. Live! Why——TIike man- and wife, generally
out of humour, * quarrel often, feldom agree,” complain -
of one another; and perhaps, have both reafon. In
fhort, ’tis much as ’tis at your houfe.

fgllzm. Good lack ! But whofe fide are you generally
of? .

Flip,
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Flip. O the right fide always, my Lady’s. And if
you'lt have me give you my opinionof thefe matters, Sir, .
I do not think a hufband can ever be in the right.

Mon. Ha! -

Fiip. Little, peeking, creeping, fneaking, ftingy, co-
vetous, cowardly, dirty, cuckoldly things. .

Mon. Ha!

¢ Flip. Fit for nothing but taylors and dry nurfes.

"¢ Mon. Ha! .

¢ Flip. A dog in a manger, fnarling and biting, to
¢ ftarve gentlemen with good ftomachs,

¢ Mox. Ha! :

¢ Flip. A centry upon pleafure, fet to be a plagueo
¢ lovers, and damn poor women before their time.
¢ Mons A hufband is indeed
¢ Flip. Sir, 1 fay he is nothing—a beetle without wings,
a windmill without fails, a fhip in acalin.
¢ Mon, Hal )
¢ Flip. A quack without drugs.

Mon. Ha! .

Flip, A lawyer without knavery.
Mon. Ha!

Flip, A courtier without flattery.

¢ Mon. Ha!

¢ Flip. A king without an army; or, a people with
¢ one.—Have I drawn him, Sir? .

¢ Mon. Why, truly, Flippanta, I can’t deny but there
¢ are fome general lines of refemblance. But, you know,
¢ there may be exceptions.’

Flip. Hark you, Sir, fhall I deal plainly with you ?
- Had T got a hufband, I would put him in mind, that he

was married as well as 1. .- [Sings,

-

. o &

For were I the thing eall’'d a wife,

And my fool grew too fond of his power,
He fhould look like an afs all his life,

For a prank that I'd play him in an hour.

Tol lol lara tal tol, &, Do you obferve that, Sir
Mox. 1do; and think you would be in the right ont.
But, pr'ythee, why doft not give this advice to thy mif.

Cs3 . Flip,

trefs?
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Flip. For fear it fhould go round to your wife, Sir, for -
you know they are play-fellows.

' Mon. Oh, there’s no danger of my wife; fhe knows
T’m none of thofe hufbands.
. Flip. Are youfure the knows that, Sir ?

Mon. I'm fure fhe ought to know it, Flippanta, for
really I have but four faults in the world,

Flip. And, pray what may they be ?

Mon. Why, I'm a little flovenly, I fhift but once a
week. : :

Flip. Foughl

Mon. 1 am fometimes out of humour.

Flip. Provoking !

Mobn. 1 don’t give her fo much money as the’d have.

Flip. Infolent!

on. And a————perhaps, I mayn’t be quite fo
young as I was. C

Flip. The devil!

Mon. Oh, but then confider how ’tis on her fide, Flip-
panta. She ruins me with wathing, is always out of hu-
mour, ever wanting money, and will never be older.

Flip. That laft article, I muft confefs, is a little hard
upon you. C

Mon. Ah, Flippanta! didft thou but know the daily pro-
vocations Lhave, thou’dft-be the firfl to excufe my faults.
But now 1 think on’t—Thou art none.of my friend,
thou doft not love me at all ; no, not at-all.

Flip. And whither.is this little reproach going to lead
us now ?

Mon. You have power over your fair miftrefs, Flip-
anta. ’ '
P Fip. Sirt | -

Mon. But what then? you hate me..

Flip. 1 underftand you not. '

Mon. There’s not 2 moment’s trouble her. naughty
hufband gives her, but F feel it too.

Flip. 1 don’t know what you mean.

Mon. If fhe did but know what part I take in her fuf-
ferings— ’

Flg:. Mighty obfcure. :

Mon. Well, Pl fay nomore ; butese

Flip. All Hebrew, .

1 Mos.
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" Mon, If thou wouldft but tell her on’t,

Flip, Still darker and darker.

Mon, 1 fhould not be ungrateful.

Fiip. Ah, now I begin to underftand you.

Mon. Flippanta——there’s my purfe.

Flip. Say no more ; now, you explain, indeed=—You.
are in love ?

Mon. Bitterly—and I dofwear by all the gods—

. Flip. Hold—Spare them for another time, you ftand.
1n 0o néed of them now: An ufurer that parts with his
purfe, gives fufficient proof of- his fincerity.

Mon. 1 hate my wiFe, Flippanta,

Flip. Thatwe'll take upon your bare word..

Mon, She’s the devil, Flippanta,

Flip. You like your neighbour’s better..

- Mon, Oh, an angel !’ ’

Flip. What pity it is the law don’t.allow trucking !’

Mon, If it did,, Flippanta ! '

Fip, But fince it don’t, Sire———=keep the reins upon.
your paffion: don’t let your flame rage too high, left.
my Lady thould. be cruel, and it fhould dry youup to a
mummy., '

Mon, ’Tis impoffible fhe can be fo barbarous, to let.
me dif' Alas, Flippanta! a very fmall imatter would fave
my life. :

' yIv‘//f;,.Tben y'are .déad=——for we women never grant
any thing to a man who will be fatisfied with a little.

Mon, Dear Flippanta, that was only my modefty ; but
fince you’ll have it ost——I.am a very dragon ; and fo
your Bady will find——if ever flie think fit 10 be——e—
Now, I hope you’ll ftand my friend. .

Flip, Well, Sir, as far as my credit goes, it fhall be
employed in your fervice. .

Mon. My {eﬁ Flippanta——tell her——I’m all hers
—tellherv——my body’s hers———tell her——my foul’s
hers——and tell her——my eftate’s hers. Lard have.
mercy upon me, how 1’m in love !

Flip. Roor man{ what a fweat he’sin! But hark—
I hear my mafter; for heaven’s fake compofe yourfelf a°
little, you are im fuck a fir, 0" my confcience he’ll fmell
you out,

Mﬁo
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Mon. Ah, dear, I'm in fuch an emotion, I dare not be
feen ; put me in this clofet for a moment. ,

Flip. Clofet, man! it’s too little, your love would
ftifie you, Go air yourfelf in the garden a little, you
have need on’t, i’faith. [She puts bim out.] A rare adven-
ture, by my troth. This will be curious news to the
wives. Fortune has now put their hufbands into their-
hands, and I think they are too fharp to neglett its fa-
vours. :
Enter Gripe.

Gripe. Oh, here’s the right hand ; the reft of the body
can’t be far off. Where’s my wife, hufwife ? '

Flip. An admirable queftion! Why, fhe’s gone
abroad, Sir.” - '

Gripe, Abroad, abroad, abroad already >—~Why, fhe
ufes to be ftewing in her bed three hours after this time,
as late as ’tis. What makes her gadding fo foon ?

Flip. Bufinefs, I fuppofe. : .

Gripe. Bufinefs! fhe has a pretty head for bufinefs
truly : Oh, ho, let her change her way of living, or I'll
make her change a light heart for a heavy one.

Flip. And why would you have her change her way,
of living, Sir? You fee it agrees with her, She never
looked better in her life, ) '

Gripe. Don’t tell me of her looks, I have done with:
her looks long fince. But I’ll make her change her life,
or- .

Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. :

Gripe. Why, what fhall hinder me, infolence ?

Flip. That which hinders moft hufbands; contra~
diction. '

Gripe. Suppofe I refolve I won’t be contradiGted ?

Flip. Suppofe the refolves you fhall ?

Gripe. A wife’s refolution is not good by law.

Flip. Nora hufband’s by cuftom.

Gripe. I tell thee I will not bear it,

Fiip. 1 tell you, Sir, you will bear it.

Grige, *Ooans, I have borne it three years already.

Flip, By that you fee "tis but giving your mind to it.

f}'r‘ipe. My mind toit! Deathand the devil! My mind
toat! . :
. Flip. Look ye, Sir, you may fivear and damp, and call

: the
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the furies to affift you ; but till you ap“:l‘y the remedy to
the right place, you’ll never cure the difeafe. You fancy -
you have got an extravagant wife, is’t not fo?

g fGrzpe r'ythee change me that word fancy, and it
is fo.

Fiip. Why there’s it. "Men are ftrangely troubled
with the vapours of late. You’ll wonder now, if I tell
you, you have the moft reafonable wife in town: and
that all the diforders you think you fee in her, are only
here, here, here in your own head. '

: (Thumping his Forebead.

Gripe. She is then, in thy opinion, a reafonable wo-
man ?

Flip. By my faith I think fo.

Gripe. I{hall run mad—— Name me an extravagance
in the world fhe is not guilty of.

Flip. f}*Iarne me an extravagance in the world fhe is’

ilty of.

guGripe. Come then : does not the put the whole houfe

in diforder ? - _ ’

“ Flip. Not that I know of, for fhe never comes into it
- but to fleep,

Gripe. "Tis very well. Does fhe employ any one mo-
ment of her life in the government of her family ?
Flip. She is fo fubmiffive a wife, fhe leaves it entirely
to you.
z}nﬁ. Admirable! Does not fhe fpend more money
in coach-hire and chair-hire, than would maintain fix
children ? ) .
Flip. She’s too nice of your credit to be feen daggling
in the ftreets. - ‘ .
Gripe. Good! Do I fet eye on her fometimes in a
week together ?
FI‘:f That, Sir, is becaufe gou are never flirring at
the fame time; you keep odd hours; you are always.
going to bed when fhe’s nifing, and rifing juft when fhe’s
coming toned. | X g 4 g%: .

Gripe. Yes, truly, night into day, and day into night,
bawd){houfe play,ythat’s her tradc&y; but they& are.trifles.
Has fhe not loft her diamond necklace ? Anfwer me ta.
that, trapes,

Flip,
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Flip. Yes; and has fent as many tears after it, as if
it had been her hufband.

Gripe. Ah!—the devil take her; but enough. *Tis
refolved, and I will put a ftop to the courfe of her life,
and fo fhe .fhall know the firft time I meet with her;
[ Afide.] which though we are man and wife, and lie vader
one roof, 'tis very poffible may not be this fortnight:

[E»Vl“ G:ﬁpe.

Flip, [Sola.] Nay, thou haft a blefled time on’t, that
muft be confeffed. What a miferable devil is a hufband !
Infupportable to himfelf, and a plague to every thing
about them, ¢ Their wives do by them as children do
¢ by dogs, teaze and provoke them till they make them
¢ fo peevifh, they fnarl and bite at every thing that comes
¢ intheir reach, This wretch hereis grown perverfe to
¢ that degree, he’s for his wife’s keeping at home, and
¢ making-hell of his houfe, fo he may be the devil in
¢ it, to torment her. How niggardly fo ever he is of
¢ all things he poflefles, he is willing to- purchafe her
¢ mifery at the expence of his own peace.’” But he’das
good be ftill, for he’ll mifs of his aim.. If Iknow her
(which I think I do) fhe’ll fet his blood in fuch a fer-
ment, it fhall bubble out at every pore of him; whillt
hers 18 fo quiet in her veins, her pulfe fhall go like a pen-
dulum. i . [Exit.

Enp of the Seconp Act. '

ACT I
SCENE, Mrs. Amlet's Houfe,

Enter Dick,

HERE’s this old woman ?—~—A-hey. What the

' devil, nobody at home! Ha! her ftrong box !
———And the key in’t! ’tis-fo. Now fortune be my
friend. What the deuce——Not a penny of money in
cath ! ——Nor a checker note! ——Nor a bank-bill ! ——
[Searches the firong box,}——Nor a crooked ftick ! Nor a.
—Mum~—here’s fomething——A diamond necklace, by
all the gods! *Oons the old woman——Zeft. .
[Claps the necklace in bis pocket, then runs and afbs ber

&lfﬁ’{xo T

Euter
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Enter Mrs. Amlet.
«—Pray mother, pray to, &c. ‘

Am. Ts it poffible ! —Dick upon his huimble knee ! Ah,
my dear child! ——May heaven be good unto thee.

Dick. I’m come, my dear mother, to pay my duty to
you, and to afk your confent to——

Am. What a fhape is there !

- Dick. To afk your confent, I fay, to marry a great for-
tune ; for what is richesin this world without a blefling ?
And how can there be a blefling without refpeét and duty
to parents.

Am. What a nofe he has !

Dick. And therefore it being the duty of every
clll\ild not to difpofe of himfelf in marriage, without
the

Am. Now the Lord love thee [Kifing bim.] —mmemmms for
thou art a goodly young man. Well, Dick,——And
how goes it with the Lady ? Are her eyes open to thy
charms ? . Does the fee what’s for her own good ? 1Is the
fenfible of the bleflings thou haft in flore for her? Ha!
is all fure ? Haft thou broke a piece of money with her?
Speak, bird, do: don’t be modeft and hide thy love from
thy mother, for I'm an indulgent parent.

Dick. Nothing under heaven can prevent my good
fortune, but its being difcovered I am your fon——

Am. Then thou art ftill aThamed of thy natural mother
~——Gracelefs! Why, I’m no whore, firrah.

Dick. 1 know you are not—A whorc ! Blefs us all—

Am, No; my reputation’s as good as the beft.of ’em ;
. 'and though I am old, I'm chafte, you rafcal, you.

-b Dick. Lord, that is not the thing we talk of, mother;

UL e )

Am, 1think, as the world goes, they may be proud of
marrying their daughter into a vartuous family.
" Dick. ’Oons, vartue is not the cafe——
Am., Where fhe'may have a good example before her
eyes. . N . ’
yDick. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord!

.dAm. I’m a woman that don’t fo much as encourage an
ncontinent look towards me.

Dick. 1tell you, s’death, I tell you—

Am, If a man fhould make an uncivil motion to “ﬁi
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I'd fpit in his lafcivious face ; and all this you may tell
them, firrah.
Dick,. Death and furies ! the woman’s out of her—

, Am. Don’t you fwear, you rafcal you, don’t you fwear;
we fhall have thee damned at laft, and then I fhall be
difgraced. o ‘

D:ck. Wh)r then in _cold blood hear me fpeak to you:
I tell you it's a city-fortune I'm about, fhe cares not 2
fig for your virtue, fhe’ll hear of nothing but quality;
fhe has quarrelled with one of her friends for havinga
better complexion, and is refolved fhe’ll marry, to take
place of her. :

Am. What a cherry lip is there ! ‘

Dick. Therefore, good, dear mother, now have a care
and don’t difcover me ; for if you do, all’s loft. ;

Am. Dear, dear, how thy fair bride will be detighted ;

» get thee gone, go: go fetch her home, go fetch her
g:me; I'll give her a fack-poffet, and a pillow of down
fhe fhall lay her head upon. Go, fetch her home, I
fay. :
yDick. Take care then of the main chance, my dear
mother; remember if you difcover me——

Am. Go, fetch her home, I fay.

. Dick. You promife me then——

Am, March.

Dick. But fwear to me———

Am. B‘e’&onc, firrah. . ,
. Dick. Well, I’ll rely upon you—But one kifs before I .
g0. [ Kiffes ber heartily, and runs of.

Am. Now the Lord love thee ; for thou art a comfort-
able young man. [Exit Mrs. Amlet,

SCENE, Gripe’s Houfe.

Enter Corinna and Flippanta.
Cor, But hark you, Flippanta, if youdon’t think he
loves me dearly, den’t give him my letter, after all.
Fiip. Let me alone. ' i
Cor. When he has read it, let him give it you again.
Flip. Don’t trouble yourfelf. .
" Cor. Apd nota word of the pudding to my mother-in-
We . )
. Flip. Enough.

Cor.
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&or. When we come to love one another to the pur-
pofe fhe fhall know all.

Hip. Ay, then 'twill be time enoughs

Cor, Bat rembmber ’tis you make me do-all this now,
% if -any-mifchief comes on’t, *is you muft anfiwer for'ts

Fip. Tl be your fecurity,

Cor. P'm young, and know nothing of the matters
bue 1’7?: have experience, fo it’s your bufinefs to condact
me . . .

Flip. Poor innocence !
Cor, But tell me in ferious fadnefs, Flippanta, does
he lavé me with the véry foul of him ?

Flip. 1 have told you fo an hundsed times, and yet
You are not fatisfied.

{d?m But, methinks, I'd fain have him ¢cll me fo hirhe

Flip, Have patience, and it thall be done, ;
Cor. Why, patience is a virtue; that we mutt all con.
fefh—~But I fancy, dte foomer it's dohe the betwer, Flipe

panta,
Enter Jeflamin, SR
. Yo Madam, yonder’s your geography-mafter waiting
or yoa, :
Ger, Ah, how I am tiréd with thefe old fumbling fel.
lows, Flippanca. '
1':?. Well, don’t let them break your Yreart, you fhall
id of them all ere long. .
Gor, Nay, *tis not the fiedy I'n fo tveary of, Flip-
Patita, "tls the odious thing that téaches me.” Were the
el my matter, I fancy I could take pleafure in learne
ing every thing he could fhew me, }
Flip. Andhe can thew you a great deal, I can tell you
that.” But get you.gene in, here’s fomrebody coming, we
muft net be feen together.
Gory 1 will, I will, 1 will-<Oh, the dearColonel.

[Running off
-  Eurer Mys. Amlet, '
' Fijp, Oh, ho, it’s Mrs. Amlet——What brings you fo -
D to us again, Mrs, Amlet ? : .
“d;k. Ah, my dear Mts. Flippants, I'm in a furious
night, , :
lip, Why, what’s céms toyou?

A e
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4dm. Ah! mercy on us all—Madam’s diamond neck-
lace ——-

Flip. What of ‘that?
- Am. Are you fure you lefc it in my houfe?
. - Flip. Sure I leftit! a yery pretty queftion truly!

. Am. Nay, don’t be angry ; fay nothing to Madam of
it, I befeech you: it will be found again, if it be Hea-
ven’s good will. At leaft, ’tis I muft bear the lofs onk.
*Tis my rogue of a fon has laid his birdlime fingers on't;

Flip. Your fon, Mrs. Amlet! Do you breed your -

«<hildrenup to fuch tricks as thefe then?

Am. What fhall I fay to you, Mrs. Flippanti? Canl

+elpit? He has been a rogue from his cradle, Dick has,
But he has his deferts too. And now it comes in my

-.head, mayhap, he may have no.ill defign in this, neither.

Flip. No 1ll defign, woman ! He’s a pretty fellow, if
he can fteal a diamond necklace with a good one.

Am. Youdon’tknow him, Mrs. Flippanta, fo well a3

».§ thatbore him. Dick’s a rogue, ’tis true, but—Mum—
Flip, What does the woman mean? .
. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a young

. gentlewoman in your houfe that wants a hufband?

Flip. Why do youatk ?

Am.. By way of converfation only, it dees not concern
me ; but when fhe marries, I may chance to danceat the

. wedding. Remember, I tell you fo; I, who am but M

Amlet, . .

- Flip. You dance at her'wedding ! you!

Am. Yes, I, I; but don’t trouble Madam about her
necklace, perhaps it mayn’t gooutof the family. Adiey,
Mrs. Flippanta. . - [Ewxit Mrs. Amlet.

_ Flip. What—what—what does the woman mean?

- ¢ Mad! what a hodge-podge of a flory’s here?” The

necklace loft; and her fon lg)ick ; and a fortune tomar-
ry : ‘and fhe fhail.dance at the wedding; and-——She,does
not inten% I hope, to propofe a match between herfon
Dick and Corinna? By my confcience I believe fhe doss:
. An old beldam! ' .
Enter Brafs, . )
Brafs. Well, hufly, how ftand -our affairs:? Has Mif
wrlt us an aniwer yet? My mafler”s very impatieat

yonder, _ .

.. '  Fip
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‘Fli. And’ why the deuce does not he come himfelf >
What does he fend fuch idle fellows as thee of hls er-.
rands ? Here 1. had her alone jult now:: he won’t have
fuch an opportunity again this month, I can tell him.
thar,

Brafs. So much the worfe for bim ; ’cis his bufinefs...
——Butnow, my.dear, let thee and I talk a littde of
owr own : I grow moit damnably in love \vith thee; doit~

hear that ?

dxp Phu! thou art always timing things wrong, my
! is full, at prefent, of more important things than.
ove ?

Brafs. Then it’s full of important things indcod ; dofé
want a privy-counfcller ?

. Flip. 1 want an affiltant.

Brafi. To d6 whas?

Flip. Miichief,

Brafs. I'm thy man—touch.

Flzp But before I venture to let thee into my proje&,
pr'ythee tell me, whether thou findeft a natural dif) pbﬁtxon
to ruin a hufbund to oblige his wife ?

Brafi, Is fhe handfome.

b Fip, Yes.

Brafs.’ Why then my dnfpoﬁnon s at her femce.

Flip. She’s beholden to thee.

.qu/’s Not fhe alone neither, therefore don’t let her
grow vain upor’t; for | have three or four affairs of that
land: going at this time.

Fiip, Well, go carry this epiftte from Mifs to thy.
mafter ; and whcn thou comeft back, I'll tell thee thy:
bufinefs.

Brafs.” Il know it before go, if you plesfe. -

Flip. Thy mafter waits for an. anfwer,

Brafs. I'd rather he fhould wait than 1.

Flip. Why then, in fhort, Araminta’s hufband is in love
with my Lady.

Brafi. Very well; child, we have a Rowland for her-
Oliver : thy Lady’s huﬂ)and is-in love with Araminta.

Flip. Who told you that, firrah ?

Brgfs. ’Tis a negonanon I am charged with, pert.
Did not I tell thee 1. did bufinéfs for halt the town? I

Dj . . have
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have managed mafter Gripe’s liule afiairs for him thefe
ten years, you flut you. B .

Fiip. Hark thee, Brafk, the games in our hands, if we
€an but play the cards. .

Brafs. Pique and repique, you jade you, if the wives.
will fall intoa good intelligence.

Flip. Let them alone ; 1'll an{wer for them they dea’t
fiip the accafion. — See here they come. They little think
what a piece of good news we have for them.

Enter Clarifla and Araminta.

Clar, Jeffamin! here, boy, carry up thefe things inte
my dreffing-room, and break as many of them by the
way as you can, be fure.~w—=Qh, art thou there, Brafi!
What news ?

Brafs, Madam, I only called in as I was gaing by,
—But fome little propofitions, Mrs. Flippanta has been
ftarting, have kept me here to offer your Ladyfhip my
humble fervice.

Clar. What propafitions?

- Brafs. She'lf aoquaint you, Madam.

~Aram. Is there any thinp new, Flippanta 3

Tilip, Yes, and pretty too,

Clar. That follows of courfe, but let's have is ?ﬁkh.

Flip, Wiy, Madam, haveo made a’ 5

Clar, Hx:‘(%r—-But o}fn'o:ho? Quick. e

Hip. Of Mr. Monsy-trap, that’s all,

Aram. My hufband ! :

Flip. Yes, your hufband, Madam : you thoughe fit 10
€osrupt ours, fonow we ase even with yaw.

" dram. Sure thou art in jeft, Flippaata,

Flip. Serious as my devotions. :

Brafs. And the ¢rofs intrigue, ladies, is what our
brains have been at work about.

Aram, My dear t [ 7o Clasifa,
“€lan, My lte! )
Aram, My angel!

€lar. My foul? EHugging one amother.,

Aram. ‘Flhe fars have done thiss

Clar, The preuty little.twinklere.

Fliip. And what will you do for then now ?

Clar. What gratefu! creature’s ought ; fliaw them we
dou’t defpife sheir favours, y

o rank
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Zram. But is not this a wager between thefe two
Hockheads ?

Clar. T would not give a fhilling to go the winner's
halves. :

Aram. Then ’tis the moft fortunate thing that ever.
could have happened.

Clar. All your laft night’s ideas, Araminta, were trifies.
to it,

Aram. Brafs, my dear, will be ufeful to us.

-Brafi, At your lervice, Madam.

Clar. Flippanta will be neceffury, my life.

Yiip. She waits your commands, Madam,

Aram. For my part, then, I reccommend my hufband to .
thee, Flippanta, and make it my earneft requeft thou
won’t leave him one half crown. ,

Fiip. Kl do all I can toobey you, Madam.

" Brdfs, {To. Clar.] If your Ladyfhip would give me
the fame kind orders for yours ——

, .Clar. Oh, if thou fpac’t him, Brafs, I’m.thy ¢nemy
ill 1die. -

Brafi, *Tis enough, Ma‘dam; It be fure to give you
a reafonable account of him. Buthow do you intend we
thall proceed, ladies ? Muit we ftorm the purie at once,.
or break ground in form, and carry it by little and little 2

Clar, Storm, dear Brafs, ftorin; ever whillt you live, .

m. :

Aram. Oh, by all' means !——Matft it not be fo, Flip..

nta ?

p.a}?/:p. In four-and-twenty hours, two hundred pounds
a.picce, that’s my fentence, . A

Brafs. Very well.  Buat, ladies, you’.H’nge me lcave to .
put you in mind of fome little expence in favours, *twill .
be neceflary you are at, to thefe honeft gentlemen, :

Aram. Favours, Brafs!

Brafi, Um ——a——{ome fmall matters, Madam, I}
doubt muft be. t
- Clar. Now that’s a vile article, Araminta; for-that-
thing, your hufband, is {o like mine — -

Flp. Phul theie’s a fcruple indeed ! Pray, Madam,"
den’t be fo fqueamiih ; tho’ the meat be a little flac, we’ll
find you favoury fauce to it.

Uar. "This weach is 0 mad vmee

D.’ 3 o El.v.""l
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Flip. Why, what, in the name of Eucifer, isit you,
have to do, that'sfo terrible 2

Brafs. A civil look only.

Aram. There’s no greas harm in thats

Flip. An obliging word,

Clar. That one may, afford thera,

Brafs. Alittle fimile, &propos,.

Aram. That’s byt giving one’s felf dn air..

Flip.. Receive a little letter, parhaps.

Clar.. Women of quality do that from fifty odiaus
fellows. '

Brafi. Suffer (may be).a fqueeze by the hand.

Aram. One’sfo usgd to that, one does not feel ite

Flip. Or if a kifs would do’t—e—

Clar, 1d die firft.

Brafs. Indeed, ladies, I doubt twill be neceffary to——=

Clar. Get their wretched. money, without paying fa
dearforit. .

Flip, Well, juft as you pleafe for that, my ladies—
But I fuppofe you’ll play upon the fquare with your fa-
vour, and not pique yourfelves upon being one more
grateful than another.

Brafi. And flate a fair account of. receipts and. dife
burfements. . :

Arxam. That, I think, thould:be indeed.

Clar. With all my heart, and Brafs, fhall be our book«
keeper.. So,;get thee to.work,.man, as faft as-thou canft ;.
but nat a word of all this to thy mafter.

Brafj. I'll obferve my order, Madam. - [Exit..

<Clar. P11 have the: pleafure of telling him myfelf;
he'll be violently delighted with it.. *Tis the beft: man-
in the world, Araminta; he’l bring us rare company to-
morrow ; all forts of gamefters ; and thou fhak fee, my
hufband will be fuch a beaft to be-out of humour atit.

" Aram. The monfter !—But, huth ! here’s my dear ap-
proaching : prythee, let’s leave him to.Flippanta.

" Flip. Ay, pray do; I’ll bring you a good account of
him, I’ll warrant you. )
Clar, Difpatch, then ; for the baffet-table’s in hafte,

[Excuat Clar. aad Arain.

Flip. So, now have at him. Here he comes—We'it
try if we can pillage the ufurer, as he does other folks.

. 3 Enter
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_ : Emter Moneytrap.

\ Mon. Well, my pretty Fiippanta, is thy miftre(s come
ome
. Flip. Yes, Sir,

Man. And where is fhe, pr'ythee?

Fip. Goneabroad, Sie.

Mon. How doft mean ?

Flip. 1 meant right, Sir—My Lady will come heme
and go abroad ten times in an hour, when fhe is cither in.
w%good humeus,. or very bad.

on. Good-lack ! But I'll warrant, in general, *tis hep
naughty hufband that makes her houfe unea(y to hes——
But hatt thou faid a little foinething to her, chickes, for
an expiring lover, ha ? )

Fiip. Said—yes, I have faid; much good may it do me..

Mon. Well, and how ?

Flip. And how! And how do yow think yeu would:

bave me do’t ? And you have fuch a way with you, one
ean refufe-you nothing. But I have brought myfelf intov
a fine-bufinefs by it,

Mon. Good-lack ! ——But, L hope, Flippanta+——

Flip. Yes, yourhopes will do much, when I-am turnedd
sut of doors. :

Mon. Was fhe then terrible angry > )

Flip. Oh, had you feen how fhe flew, when fhe fam
where 1 was pointing! for, you muft know, I wents
round the bufh, and round the bufly, before k came to:
the matter, .

Mon, Nay, *iis a ticklith point, that muft be-owaed.

Flip. On'my word is it—I1 meaw, where a lady is truly.
vistuous; for that’s our cafe, you muft know..

"Men. A very dangerous-cafe indeeds .

Flip. But I can tell you.one thing——~fhe has an ins
elinacion 1o you. - :

- Mox. Is it pofiihle
Flip. Yes; and.Ltold her fo, atfaft,.
on. Well, and what did fhe anfwer thee ?-
Flip.. Slap—and bid me bring it to you for a token..
[Giving bim a flap on the faces

Mon. And: you have loft none on’ by the way, with a

pox t’}'es . - W
Flpe
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Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beft in the world.

Mon. Yea; but it xcally feels a lircle oddly.

Flip. Why, you muft know, ladies have different ways..

of exprefling their kindnefs, accordmg to the humour
they are in.  If fhe Rad been in a'good ene, it had been
a kifs. But as long as fhe fent you fomething, your af-
fairs go well,
" - Mon. Why, truly, I am a little ignorant in the myfte-
rious paths of love; fo I muftbeguided by thee. But,
prythee, take her in a good humour, next token the
fends nie. , ,

- Filp. Ah humour !

Mo, What’s the matter ?

Flip, Poor lady !

Hon. Hal

I’Izp If T durft tell you all-

. Whatthen ?

Fllf You would not expe& to. fee hcr in onea good:
while.

Mon, Why, 1 pray? )

Flip. 1 muit own I-did take an un('eafonable time to talk.
of love-matters to her,

Afon. Why, what’s the matger ? . :

Fiip. Nothmg )

BMon. Nay, prythee, tell me.

Fiip. 1 dare not,

Mon.. Yoo muftindeed.. ’

Fiip. Why, when women are in difficulties,.how eany
they think of pleafure?

Moz, W hy, what difficulties can: fhe be in ?

Flip. Nay, L do but guefs, after all ;. for fhe has thay
gr'mdeur of foul, fhe’d die before the’d tell

Nom. But what doft thou fufpe ?

Flip. Why, what fhould one {ufpe&, where a hufbandy
loves nothing but the getting of meney, and.a wife no-
thing but fpendingon’t? .

Mon. Sothe wants that fame then?-

Hlip.' 1 fay no fuch thing ; Iknow nothing of* (hc mat-

ter; pray, make no wrong interpretation of what I fay; .

my Lady wants nathing that I know of. ’Tis true, the
has had ill luck at cards of late; I believe fhe has not
wan once this month : but what of that ?

llfm_.,

T,
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Moz, Ha!

Flig. *Tis true, 1 know her fpicit’s that, fhe’d fee heg
bufhand hanged, before fhe’d afk him for a farthing,

Mon. Ha !

Fiip. And then Iknow him again; he'd fee herdrown'd,
before he’d give her a farthing : but thay’s a help to youn
affair, you know. .

Men. 'Tis fo indeed,

Flip. Ah—~Well, I’ll fay nothing; butif fle bad nonq
of thefe things to fret her

Mon, Why, really, Flippanta————

Fip. T know what you are going to fay now ; yeu gre
going to offer- youwr fervice, bus "twon’t do ; you have a
wind to play the.gaHant now, but it muft not be; you
want to be thewing your liberality, but 'twop’t be allow-
ed; you'll be prefling me to ofter it, and fhe'll ba in 2
ngs. We fhall have the.devil o do,

Af&-. You miftake ms, Rlippenta; I was only going
to lay )

Fip, Ay, T know what yon were going o fay welt
enough 3 Bt § tell you it will never do fo. Lt enccould
find out fome way now ~—r ay——Ilgt m¢ fee—rr—r

T o be o —a but I'm thiaki

i » be quet +—w-wNoa +but I'm ¢ Do
hum-{ﬁxe’nyfmokg that the’—let us confider—It one,
could find 2 way tom—m—-r1Tis the nicefl paiat in the
world to bring dboug ; fhe'il never touch it, if fho knows
fiom whence it comes. ~

- Mo, Shall I try if I can reafon her hufband: out of
meﬁ“llty pmds, ta make her en{!'y ‘tll,\e reftof ml?ff‘::he :

ip. - poundg, man y r
fet thﬁt upon,:ycard. OB, fhe has:zmmonl ! Befides,
if her hufbangd fhoyld-oblige her, it might, in time, take
off her avesfion ta him, and by confequence, her inclis
nation to you. No, no; it muft never came that way.

Mo, What fhalt we do thea ?

I'Zi;x Hold flill~—-1I baveit———I"l1 tell you what you

do. :

Moa, Ayr

Flip. You fhall make her a~reftitution—of two hun«
dred pounds.

Max, Ha!—=a reftitution !

Flips
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F¥%. Yes, yes, ’tis the luckieft thought in the world ;
Madam often plays, you know, and folks who'do fo, meet
now and then with fharpers. Now you fhall be a fharper.

Mon. A fharper! ) o
. Fiip. Ay, ay, a fharper: and having cheated her of
two hundred pounds, fhall be troubled in mind, and fend
it herback again.  You comprehend me # ‘

Mon. Yes, I, I comprehend ; but—a—won’t fhe fuf-
pedt, if it be fo much ?

f;p No, no; the more the better,

Moa. Two hundred pounds !

Flip. Yes, two hundred pounds—Or—l¢t me fee—fo
even a fum may look a little fufpicious—ay—Ilet it be two
hundred and thirty ; that odd thirty will mnake it look fo
natural, the devil won't find it out. :

Mon, Ha! .

Flip. Pounds, too, look I don’t know how ; guineas, k.
-fancy, were better——ay, guineas, it fhall be guineas.
You are of that mind, are you not ?

- Mon. Um—a guinea, you know, Flippanta, is——

Flip. A thoufand times genteeler; you are certainly-
in the right on’t ; it (hall be as you fay, two hundred and.
thirty guineas, .

- Mon. Ho——Well, if it muft be guineas——Let’s
fee—two hundred guineas

Fliz. And thirty; two hundred and thirty. If you
miftake the fur, you fpoil all. So go, put them ina purfe,
while it’s frefh in your head, and fend them to me with:.
a, penitential letter, defiring I'll do yoy the favour to re~
ftore them to ker. ‘ : :

"Mon. Two hundred and thirty poundsinabag!

. Flip. Guineas, I fay, guineas. -

Mon. Ay, guineas ; thut’s true. But, Flippanta, if fhe-
don’t know they come from me, then I give my mioney
for nothing, you know. .

Flip. Phu! leavethatto me; I’ll manage the flock for
‘you; I'll make it produee foinething, I’ll warrant you.

. Mon., Well, Flippanta, "tis a great fum indeed ;. but
I’ll go try what T can do forher. You fay, two hundred
guineasin a purfe? - T

Flip. Andthirty, if the man’s in his fenfes.

Mo
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Mon. And thirty, ’tis true ; Ialways forget that thirty,
. ' - [£+it Mon,

"Flip. So, get thee gone ; thou art a rare feliow, 'fuith,
Brafs |—It’ thee, is't not? o
s Enter Biafs,

Brafs. 1t is, hufwife. How go matters ? I flaid «ll
thy gentleman was gone. Haft done any thing towards
our common purfe?

Flip. 1think I have; he’s going to make us a refti-
Adution of two or three hundred pounds. .

Brafi. A reftitution! —- good. :

Flip." A new way, firrah, to make a lady take a pre.
.fent without putting her to the blufh.

Brafs. *Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr’ythee,
.where's thy mafter ? Let me try if I can perfuade him to
be treubled in mind too.

Flip. Not fo hafty ; he’s gone into his clofet to pre-
pare himfelf for a quarrel I have advifed him to—with
his wife.

Brafi, Whattodo? - _

Flip. Why, to make her flay at home, now fhe has re-
folved to do it beforehand. You muft know, firrah, we
intend to make a merit of our baffet-table, and get a goad

.pretence for the merry companions we intend to fill hiz
houfe with.

Brafi. Very nicely fpun, truly ; thy hufband will be a
happy man.

Flip, Hold your tongue, you fool youm—Sce, here
comes your mafter. ,

Brafi. He’s welcome. .
Euter Dick.

Dict. My dear Flippanta, how many thanks have I to
pay thee !

. Flip. Do you Tlike her ftile ? )

Dick. The kindeft little rogue! there’s nothing but
.The gives me leave to hope. I am the happieft man the
~world has in s care.

Flip. Not {o happy as you think for, ncither, perhaps;.
. you bave a rival, Sir, I can tell you that,

Dick, A rival! .
. Flip. Yes, and a dangerous one too.

 Dick. Who, n the name of terror ?
. . : ) n/"'
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Frp. A devilih fllow, one Mr. Amilet,

Dick. Amlet! I know no fuch man. .

Flip. You kiow the tan’s mother, tho’ ; you thet her
tere, and are in her favour, I can tell-you. = If he work

‘ou inr your miftrefs, you fhall e'en marry her, and dife

herit him, .

Dick, 1f 1 hdve rio other rival but Mr. Aihlet, I be.
lieve I fhan’t be much difturbed in my amout. Butcan’t
4 fee Corinna ? , h

Flip. 1 don’tknow ; fhe has alivays fome of her mafters
with her. But P’ll go fée if fhe can fpare you- a-moinent,
and bring you word. [ Exit Flips

Dick. 1 wifh my old hobbling motlier han’t béen blabe
Ying fomething here, fhe fhould hot do.

Brafs. Fear nothing; #il's fafe on that fide yét. But
bow fpeaks young miftrefs’s epiftle ? Softand tetider 2

Dick. As pen can write.

Brafi. So you think all goes well there?

Dick. As my heart can wifhs

Brafi. You are {ure on’t ?

Dick. Sure on’t.

Brafi. Why, then, ceremony ifide. [Pkiring on bis
#ar.] You and I muft have a fittle ralk, Mr. Amlét,

Dick. Ah, Brafs! what art thott gding 16 do? Won’t
ruin me ? .

‘Brafi. Look you, Dick, few words. You ate in a.
finooth way of making your fortune ; I hopeatl will roll
oh. But how do youintend matters fhall pafs *twixt you
and me in this bulinefs? o

Dick. Death and Furies! Whit a tinte doft take to
¢alk on’t? L

Brafi. Good words, 6t I betray you. They have ale
ready heard of one Mr. Amlet in the houfe.

Dick. Here’s a fon of a whore! [ Afide

Btafs. In 'fhort, look fmooth, and Be a good prince. I

#in your valet, "tis trie ; ‘your footmman fometinies, which
I’m enraged at : but you have always had the aRendant,
I cohfefs. When we were {chébl-feltows, you made me
<arry yourbooks, take your exercife,own your rogucrids,
and fometimes take a whipping for you. When we were
fellow-’prentices, tho’ I was your fenior, you made me
open the fhop, clean my mafter’s fhoés, cut 1t at ditmer,

and
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gnd-eat all the cruff. In our fins too, I muft own you
ftill kept tfie under; you foared up to adujtery with our
miftre(s, while I was at humble fornitation with the maid.
Nay, in our punifhments you ftill made good your poft 5
for when once upon a time I was fentenced to be but
whipped, I cannot deny but you were, condemned to be
hanged. So thatinall times, I muft confefs, your incli-
nations have-been greater and nobler than mine.  How-
€ver, I cannot confent that you fhould at once fix fortune
for life, and I dwell in my humilities for the réft of
my days. R

‘ yDicZ. ‘Hark thee, Brafs ; if I do not moft nobly by thee,
Pmadog. - .
Brafs; And when? o '
" Dick. Asfooni as ever'I am marriea.,.
Brafs. Ah, the pox take thee !
- Dick. Then'you miftruft me? | T
" Brafi. 1do, by niy faith. Look you, Sir, fome folks
we miftruft, becaufe we don't know them; others we
iniftruft, becatfe we do know'them : and,-for one of thefe
reafons, I defire theré may bea bargain befarehand. If
wot, [Raifing bis woice.] look ye, Dick Amlet- :
l%)ick. Soft, my dear friend and companion+~The dog
will ruin me. [4fide.] Say, whatisit will content thee #
* Brafi. Oh, ho! , L
Dick. Buthow canft thou be fuch a barbarian?
Brafi. 1 learnedic at Algiers. .
Dicks Come, make thy Turkith demand chen..
_ Brafi. You know. you gave me a bank-biil this morne
“ing to receive for you. _ e
Dick, Idid fo, of fifty pounds ; ’tis thine. So, now-
thou art fatisfied, all’s fixed. o o :
, Braje-It is pot indeed, “There’s a diamond necklace
you robbed ‘your mosher of e’cn now,
Dick. Ah, you Jew! B
_ Brafs. Nowords, Lo
" Dick. My dear Brafs !
Brafi; 1infift,
Dick. My old friend, .
" Brafs. Dick Amlet, [Raifing his veice.): 1 infifts
Dick. Ah, the cormorant !——eWell, ’tis thine: but
thou’lt never thrive with it. .
Dick
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Brafi. When I find it begins to do me mifchief, T'll
give it you again. But I mutt bavea wedding-fuit. .

Dick. Well

Brafs. Some-good lace.

Dick. Thou fha't.

Brafi. A flock of lmen,

Dick. Enough.

Brafs. Not yét——a filver fword. ‘
Bick. Well, thou fha't have that too. Now thou haft
cvery thing. , ;

Brafs. God forgive me, 1 forgot a ring of remem-
brance; I would not forget all thefe favours for the
world. A fparkling diamond will be always playing in
my eye, and put me in mind of them, ‘

Dick. ‘This unconfeionable rogue ! [ Afde.] Well, I'll
befpeak one for thee.
- Brafs, Brilliant. !
Dick. It fhall, But if the thing don’t fucceed after -
all! :

Brafs. I'm a man of honour, and reftore. Andfo,
the treaty being finifhed, I firike my flag of defiance,and
fall into my refpects Zgain. (Taking off bis bat,

nter Flippanta, '

Flip. 1 have made you wait a lirtle, but I could net
help it. Her geography-mafter is but juft gone; he has
been fhewing her Prince Eugene’s march into Italy.

Dick. Prythee, let me come to her; I’ll fhew hers
part of theworld he has never thewn her yet.

Flip. So I told her, you muft know ; and fhe faid fhe
eould like to ttavel in good company. So, if you'll flip.
up thofe back ftairs, you fhalltry if you ¢an agree upon
the journey. o : ' ‘

Dick. My desr Flippanta! ‘

Flip. None of your dear acknowledgments, I befeech
you ; but up ftairs ashard as you can drive. '

Dick. I'm gone. ) [Exit.

Flip. And do J'ou follow him, Jack-a-dandy, and fe¢..
‘e is not furprifed.

Brafs. 1 thought that was your poft, Mrs. Ufeful—
But if you’ll come and keep me in humour, I don't care
af 1 fhare the duty with you, 7

‘ i,
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Flip, No words, firrah, but follow him ; I have fome-
what elfe to do. )
Brafs. The jade’s fo abfolute, there’s no contefting
with her. One kifs, tho’, tokeep the centinel warm. [Gives
-ber a owg kifs.] So- [ Exit Brafs,
Flip, Anafty rogue! (Wiping ber mouth.] But, let me
fee; what have I todonow ? This reftitution will be here
.quickly, I fuppafe; in the mean time, I'll go know if
my Lady is ready for the quarrel yet.. Mafter, yonder,
-1sfo fall on’r, he’s ready to burft ; but we’llgive him vent,.
by and by, with a witnefs. [Exsin

Enp of the. Tuirp Acr..

ACT IV
S CE N E, Gripe’s Houfee
ZEnter Corinna, Dick axd Braft..

' Bgass. .
_DON'T fear; I'll give you timely notice.

: [Goes to the doer:.
v Dick. Come, you muft confent; you fhall confentm—m—

OW can you leave me thus upon the rack ? A man who
Ves you to that excefs that I'do? .

. Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm fatisfied in 3
f?f you have fworn you do : and I'm fo pleafed with it,
T'd fain have you do fo as long as you live, fo we muft
~dever marry. ) s

Dick. Not marry, my dear ! Why, what’s our love

. Bood for, if we don’t marry ? ,

" C:ivr. Ab!——D'm afraid it will be good fer little if
e do. ; :
Dick, Why do you think fo ? )

. Cor. Becaufe I hear my father and mother; and my
Uncleand aunt, and Araminta and her hufband, and twen-
ty other married folks, fay fo from morning to night.

Dick. Oh, that’s becaufe they are bad hufbands and:
2d wives; but in our cafe there will b€ a good hufband

#d a good wife ; and fo we fhall love for ever.
Cor. Why, there may be fomething in that truly ;
E 2 and
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and I’m always willing to hear reafon, as a real'qaablc
young womah ought to do. But are you fure, Sir, tho’
we are very good now, we {hall be fo when we come to
be better acquainted ?

Dick. 1 can anfwer for myfelf, atleaft.

Cor, I wifh you could anfwer for me too. . You fee I
am a plain-dealer, Sir; . 1 hope you don’t like me the
worfe for it,

Dick. Oh, by no means! ’tis a fign of admirable mo-
rals; and 1 hope, fince you pra@ife it yourfelf, you'll
approveof itin your lover. Inoneword, therefore, (for
tis-ip vain to mince the matter) my refolution’s fixed,
and the world can’t ftagger me; I marry—or 1 die.

Cor. Indeed, er, T have much ado to believe you;
the difeafc of love is feldom fo violent.

Dick. Madam, I have two difeafes to end my miferies;
if the firft don t do it, the latrer fhall ; [Draaving his
Jaword.) one’s in my heart, t'other’s io my 5 cabbard.

Cors Not for a dxadem. [Cambmg hold of him.] Ah,
put itup, pyt it ,

Dick, How a\Bfolute is your,command ! [Droppmgb:s
Sword.] A word, you fee, difarins,me

Cor. What s ‘power 1 'have. over hxm 1 [.4 a’rJ
wond’rous deeds of love !——Pray, Sir, let m no
moreof thele rath doings tho’; erha sY ma nt e 3l
ways-in the faving humoux—— \m fu eif I. had let hl
ftick himfelf, I Ihould ‘have been ‘envied by all the great
Jadies'in the'town. [ Afdee -

Dick. Well, Madam, have 1 then your promlfe o
Youlll n;a(l;e me the happieft 6f manzl ’

Cor. 1 don’t know what to fay to you : lieve
had as good pron)ufg,yfor I ﬁn?l, 1 {h);ll certai yl?:lgolft
- Dick. Then let us feal the cantra&, thus. (Kiffes Ier.

Cor. Um—He has almoft taken away my bi‘ea{h—l-;e
kifles purely.

Dick. Hark '——fomebody comes. {Br pcr 5 iNe

Brafi; Gar there—the enemy~—No, hcﬂd y'are fafe,
Lis F hyp«mta

Fnter'Flippanta.
Fiip. Corne,have you agréed the matter? If nog, yop
mufl énd it another time;. for’ your fathes’s in motion:
. fo pray, kifs and part,

Cor,
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Cor. That’s fweet and four. [They £i5.] Adieu t'ye,
Sir. : " [Excunt Dick and Con

Enter Clariffa, :

Clar. Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta?

Flip. Yes, Madant, .

Clar. And that I'il fee him ? )

Flip, Yes, thattoo, But here’s news for yous I have:
juft now received the reftitution.

Clar. That’s killing pleafure. And how much has he
reffored me ? : -

" Flip. Two hundred and thirty,

Clar, Wretched rogue! But retreat;. your mafter’s.
soming te quarrel. :

Kiip, T'll Be within call, if things run highs  [Ewit.

o Enter Gripe.

Grige. O holi—are you there, i’faich ? Madam, your
humble fervant; 1’ very glad to fee you at home ; L
thought T fhould never have had that honour again..

Clar. Good-mortow,. my dear: how d’ye do? Flip-
pantafays you are out of humour, and that you have a
mind to quarrel with me. 1Is it true, ha? I.have a
terrible pain in my head; I.give. you notice. onlt be-
forehand. ' .

Gripe. And how the pox fhould it be otherwife? It is-
awonder you are not dead—as a’ would you were ! [ 4fides]
with the life you lead. Are you not athamed? And do:

- you not blufh to

Clar. My dear child, vou crack my brain. Soften the
harfhnefs of your veice :- fay what thou wou't, but let it
be ir an. agreeable tone, ' '

Gripe. Tone, Madam ! don’t tell me of a tone—

Clar. Oh, if you will quarrel, do it with temperance ;.
let it be.allin cool bleud, even and finvcth, as if you were -
not moved with what you faid; and then I'll héar you,,
as if I were not moved with it neither. =

Gripe. Had ever mau fuch need of patience ! Madam,.
Madam, I muft te!l you, Madam - '

Clar.. Another key, or T’ll walk offy’

" Gripe. Don’t provoke me, o

Clar. Shall you. be.long, my dear, in-your remon--
ftrances ?

Gripe, Yes, Madam, aEd very long,
3

Cla;:; .



4 THE CONFEDERACY.

Clar. If {0&1 wbuld quarrel iz abregée, I thoyld haye a
world -of obligation to you. s o
Gripe. What 1 have 1o fay, forfooth, is not to be ex-
prefled in abregée ; my complaints are too numeroys.
Clar. Complaints{ of what, my dear? Have I pver
given you fubject of complaing, my lite? ’
Gripe. Oh, pox ! my dear, gnd my life! I defire nong
of your tendres. .
Clgr. How ! find fault with my kindnefs, and my ex-
preflions of affetion and refpect! The world will gl;:g
by this, what the reft of your complaints may be. 1
tell you, I’m fcandalized at your procedure.
G{Ip 1 moft tell you, T am running mad with yows.
Clgr. Ah, how infupporsable are the humours of fome
hufbands ! fo full of fancies, and fo ungovernable ! What
have you in the warld to difturb you? ., . . ,
Grige. What have I to difturbme ! I have you, desth
and the devil ! o .
Clar. Ah, merciful Heaven, how he fyears!—You
fhould never accuftom yourfelf to fuch words as thefg;
‘indeed, my dear, you thould not; your mouth’s always
full of them. <o i
" Gripe. Blood 'a;:? thunder, Mada:im lq‘,
Clar. Ah, he'll fetch the houfe down ! D u kpow
¥gu make 'inp tremble foryou ? F lippg;ta! V;b};gs there}
ippanta :
Gripe. Here’s a provoking=devil for you &
Enter Flippanta. - :
Fiip. What, in the nameof Jove, js the mgtter ? You
raife the neighbourhood. o B :
Clar. Why, here’s your mafter in a moft violent fufs,
and no mortal foul can tell for what. C
" Gripe. Not tell for what! :
Clar. No, my life. I have begged him to tell me his
griefs, Flip?anta; and then he fwears ; good lord, boy h¢
does fwear ! , : .
Gripe. Ah, you wicked jade! Ah, youwicked jade!
Clar. Do you hear him, Flippanta?” Do you hear him?
. Flip. Pray, Sir, let us know a little, what puts you
all this fury? S
" Clar, Pr’ythee, ftand near me, Flippanta ; there'?d;

3



THE CONFEDERACY. §¢

odd froth about hjs mouth, looks as if his poor head werg
goingwrong ; I’mafraid he’il bite. -
Gripe.. The wicked woinan, Flippanta! the wicked
woman ! . : .
€lar. Can any body wonder I fhun my own haufg,
when he treats me at this sateip it? ’
Grige. Atthisrate! Why, in the devil’s name
Clar. Do you hgar him again ? ,
Flip. Come, a little moderation, Sir, and try what that
will produce.
Gripe. Hang her! ’tis all a pretence tq juflify her go<
ing abroad. . .
. Gar. A pretence, a pretence ! Do you hear how blacje
a charge he loads me with # Charges me with a pretence
Is this thé return for all my downright open aions?
You know, my dear, I fcorn pretences: whene’er I go
abrpad, it is without pretence. . ",
Gripe. (Giye me patience.
PIi;f You have apgreatdeal, Sir. -
ir. And yet he’s never content, Fh o
- Gripe. Wl}aly; fhall I do? prante .
_ Cldr. What a reafonable man would do; own yoyrfelf®
.40 the wrong, and be quiet.  Here’s Flippanta has undér--
ﬁg_qdjpf, aid 1 have moderation ; I'm willing to makg
her ju 1pe of our differences.
Flip. You do me a great deal of hopouy, Madym : bug
YteH you beforehand, I fhall be a little on mafter's fide,
Gripe. Right, Flippanta has fenfe. Come, let hep

7

dﬁcxde. Have I not reafon to ke in 3 paffion? Tell mg
that,
Clar. You muft tell her for what, my life. E
-Grige, Why, forthe trade you drive, my foul, )
-Flip. Look yoy, Sir, pray take things right ; T knp@
Madam does fret you a Littlg now and then, that’s true
but in the main fhe is the foftef}, fiygetelt, gentleft lady
breathing. Let her but live gntirely toher own fancy, and:
fhe’ll never fay a word to you from morning to night, -
Grige. "Oons ! let her but ﬁay at home, and &e fhal}
do what fhe will—in reafon, that is. : R
Fiip, D’ye hear that, Madam ¢ Nay, nowF muft bg -
on mafter’s fide; you-fee how he loves you; he defires

oply

.
..

.
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only your company. Pray give him that fatisfaltion, or
1 muft pronounce againft you.

Clar. Well, T agree, Thou knoweft T don’t love to
grieve him : let bim be always in good humour, and 1'il
be always at hone,

Flip. Look you there, Sir, what would you have
more ? -
Gripe. Well, let her keep her word, and I'll have done

‘quarrelling.

Clar. 1 muft not, however, fo far lofe the merit of
‘my confent, as to let you think I'm weary of going
abroad, my dear: what I do, is purely to oblige you;
which, that I may be able to perform, without a relapfe,
T’ll invent what ways I can to make my prifon fupport
able to me. )

" Flip, Her prifon ! pretty bird'! her prifon! don’t that
word melt you, Sir ? ,

Gripe. 1 muft confefs. I did not expe& to find her fo
¥eafonable.

Flip. Oh, Sir, foon or late wives come-into good hu-
,,gpur: hufbands muft only have a little patience to wait

r it

Clar. The innocent little diverfions, dear, that I fhall

" content myfelf with, will be chiefly play and company.
. Grige. Oh, I’ll find you employment, your time fhan’t
Tie upon your hands, though, if you have a mind now
for fuch a companion as a——let me fee Araminta,

~ for example ; why, ‘I fhan’t be againft her being with
with you from morning till night.

Clar. You can’t oblige me more, ’tis the beft woman
in the world.. :

Gyige. Is not fhe ?

" Clar, Then, my dear, to make our home pleafant,

-we’ll have conforts of mufic fometimes,

Gripe, Mufic, in my houfe !"

Clar. Yes, my child, we muft have mufic, or the
houfe will be fo.dull, T fhall get the fpleen, and be going
abroad again. :

Flip. Nay, fhe has fo much cemplaifasce for you, Sir,.
you can’t difpute fuch things with her.

Gripe:. Ay, butif I Have mufic—

Clar. Ay, but, Sir, I muft have mufig—

Fig.
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Flip. Not every day, Madam don’t mepn. ,
Clar. No, blefs me, no; but three conforts a ‘week =
three days,more'wef!ld:lay,afte_r dinner, at ombre, piquet,
baffet, and fo forth, and'clofe the evening with'a hang-
{fome fupper and a ball, - . -
Gripe. A ball! ‘ :
Clar. Then, my love, you know there is but one.day
more upan our hands, and that fhall be the day of cope
verfation, we'll read .verfes, talk of books, invent modes,
tell' Lies, fcandalize our friends, be pert ypon religion ;
and in fhort, employ every moment of it, in fome pretgy
witty exercife or other.
Flip. What order you fee *tis the purpofes to live jn.f
A moft wonderful regularity !
Gripe. Regulasity with 8 pox e [ A4fie.
Clar. And as this kind .of life, fo foft, fo fmooth, fo
fgreeable, muft needs invite a vaft deal of company to
partake of it, “twill be neceffary to have the decepcy of
& porter at our door, youknow, ) ’ '
Gripe, A pqrter-—p foriviner have a porter, Madam !
. Clar, '_lsalzgively, aporter. . -
Grige. "Wy, o feraviner fince Adam ever had a porter,
woman- ' . S
CQlgr. Xou will therefore be renowned in ftory, for hay-
ing tixe firft, my life. o
Grige. Flippanta. : ) o
Flip. Hang it, Sir, never difpute a trifle, if you vex
her, ‘perhaps, the'll infift wpon a Swifs. * [ 4fide fo Gripg.
Gripe. But, Madam ’ '
‘Clar, But, Sir, a porter, pofitively, a porter; without
that the t(eaty’s null, and I go abroad this poment,
Flip. Come, Sir ; ‘never lofe fo advantagequs a pPlace
for a pitiful porter. : , T
Gripe. Why, I'fhall_be looted at, the boys will throw
fones_at my, porter. Befides, where fhyll I have money
for ali this éxpence ? ’ ' \
Clar, My dear, who afks you for any ? Don’tbeina.
fight, chicken. ' e .
Grige. Don’t be in a fright, Madam! Byt where; T
ayt e &ht, 2
Llip. Madam, plays, Sir, "think on that; womenithat
Play "have inexhauflible mines, and Wivks whe rchi:Ft
e

0
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_leaft money from their hufbands, are many times thofe
who fpend the moft.

Clar, So, my dear, let what Flippanta fays content
ou. Go, my life, trouble yourfelf with nothing, but
et me do jult as I pleale, and a!l will be well. I’nrgoing
into my clofet, to'confider of fome more things to enable
me to give you the pleafure of my company at home,

" without making it too great a mifery to a yielding wife.
L ' . [Exit Clariffa,

Fiip. Mirror of goodnefs! Pattern to all wives. Well
fure, Sir, §ou are the happieft of all hufbands.

Gripe. Yes—and a miferable dog for all that too, per-
haps. :
. %Izp. Why, what can you atk more, than this match-
lefs compliance ?

Gripe. 1 don’t know what I can afk, and yet I'm not
fatisfied with what I have neither, the devil mixes init
2‘.{‘, I think ; complaifunt or perverfe, it feels juft as it

1ds

Flip. Why, then your uneafinefs is only a difeafe, Sir,
perhaps, a little bleeding and purging would relieve you.

Clar. Flippanta ! (Clariffa calls within.

Flip. Madam calls. I come, Madam., Come, be’
“merry, be merry, Sir, you have caufe, take my word for't,
~—Poor devil. [Afide.] [Exit Flige
. Gripe. 1 don’t knaw that, I don’t know thac: but this

"I doknow, that an honeft man, who has married a jads,
“whether fhe’s pleafed to fpend her time at home or abroad,
_had better have lived a bachelor.

. Enter Brafs. : .
_ Brafs, Ok Sir, T am mighty glad I have found you.

" Gripe. Why, what’s the matter, pr’ythee ?

Braf;. Can nohody hear us ? N

Gripe. No, no, fpeak quickly,

Brafs. You han’tfeen Araminta, fince the lail letter -

. carried her from you ? D

Gripe. Not I; I,go prudently ; I don’t prefs thing
like your young firebrand lovers, _

Brafs. But ferioufly, Sir, are you very much in love
_with her? B

Gripe. As mortal man has been,

Brafsc I'm forry for’t, .

Grifes
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Gripe. Why fo, dear Brafs ?

Brafi. If you were never to fee her more now? Sup-
pofe fuch a thing, d’yeu think 'would break your heart 2

Grige. Oh'! '

Brafs. Nay, now I fee you love her; would you did
=ot.

Grige. My dear friend. :

Brafi. I'm in your intereft deep ; you fee it.

~Gripe. 1do; but fpeak, what miferable fory haft thou -

for me. .
Brafi. 1 had rather the devil had, phu flown
away with you ‘quick, than to fee you fo much in love,
as I perceive you are, fince — ’

Gripe. Since what?——ho,

Brafs. Araminta, Sir

Gripe, Dead?

Brafs. No.

Gripe. How then ?

Brajs. Worfe.

Gripe. Out with’t.

Brafs. Broke. : .

Gripe. Brokel. .

Brafs. She is, poor lady, in the moft unfortanate fitue

" stion of affairs, ButI have fard too much,

Gripe. No, no, ’tis very fad, but let’s hear it, :

Brafs. Sir, fhe charged me, on my life, never to
mention it to you, of all men living, ‘

Grijpe. Why, who fhouldft thou tell it to, but to the.
beft of her frrends ? ‘ '

Brafs. Ay, why, there’s it now, it’s going juft as.I
fancied. Now will I be hanged if you are not enough
ia love to 'be engaging in this matter. But I muft tell:
you, Sir, that as much concern as I have for that moit.
excellent, beautiful, agreeable, diftrefled, unfortunate
lady, I'm too much your friend and fervaat, ever to let
it be fuid, ’twas the means.of your being ruined for a-.
woman — by letting you know, fhe efteemed you more
than any other man upon earth,

@ripe, Ruined ! what doft thou mean ? ‘
Brafs, Mean! Why, I mean that women always ruia
thofe that lave them, that’s the rule, : ‘

Gripe. Therule!

Brafis”

"
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Brafi. Yes, the rule; why, wotild-you Have them ruin
seliofe thit dor’t? Fow fhall they bring that about?

" Grip. But is there a'neceffity ther, they fhould ruid
fomebody ? ) ’ :

Biafi. Yes; marry it there ; how would'youhave them
fupport their expence elfe? Why, Sir, you can’t con-
ceive now —— you can’t conceive what Araminta’s privy-
purfe requires:” Ohly her privy-putfe, Sit!" Why, what -
44 you imagine now- fhe gave' mé for th 1aft: leteer I car-
sied her from you ? *Tis true, *twas from a man fhe liked,
€fe, pertraps; I'had'had my bones broke. Bat: what do
yoe-think (He gave me'?

Gripe. Why, mayhap-‘—-_amﬂiiv;.

Brafi. A guinea, Sir, a guin&¥ You fee by that how
fond fhe was on’t, by the bye: Bat their, Sir, het coach-
hire, her chair-hire, her pin-money, her' play-money,
her china, and her charity——would confume peers: a
great foul, a very great foul! but what’s the eud of all
this? ‘

Gripe. Ha! o

Brafs. Why, T'll tell you what the end is——=-2 nune

. nery.
é}w A’ nunnery! : _ .

Brafs. A nunneryy—1Itr thort, fhie’is at'laft reduced
20 that extremity, and attacked with fuch a battation of
duns, that rathter than tell her'hufbard (who, you Know,
is fuch adog, he'd lét ler goif'fhe''did) . fhe has’ e'en’
ﬁtemﬁdﬁ‘to‘ trn Papift, and bid the wérld adieu for

ife. .
Gripe, Oh, terrible! a Papift'!

Braf?. Yes, witen a handfome woman’ has brought'
hetfelf inté difficulties; the devil can’t help her ouf of'
i To a nunnery, that’s ancther rule, Sir, '
Gvipe. Buat, bue, but, priythee, Brifs, but—

Brdfl. But all' the’ buts 1nthe' wérld, Sir, won’t flop
ter; {he* a wormian of a noble refolition? So, Sit; yéur!
humble fervant; I pity her, I' pky  yow. Turtle and
mate; but the fates will have ic'10,; al* packed up, and’
1 am now geing to call' het a coach, for fhe’ refolves to
* flip-off without ,faiy"mg,a word: and the next vifit flie
- - receives from her triends; will-be through a miefancholy’

#® crate, with a veil inftead of a top-knot, (Going.

ven 3 Gr. if‘..
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Grige. It muft not be, by the Powers, it muft not ; fhe
was made for the world, and the world was made for her,

Brafi. And yet you fee, Siv, how fmall a fhare fhe has
on’t. .

Gripe. Poor woman ! Is there no way to fave her? |
" Brafs. Save her! No: how can fhe be faved? Why,
the owes above five hundred pounds,

Gripe, Oh! - )

Brafi. Five hundred pounds, Sir; fhe is like to be
&ved indeed !~—Not but that I knew them in this rowsi
would give me one of the five, if I would perfyade her
to accept of the other fours but the had forbid me men.
tioning it to.any foul living; and I have difobeyed her
ouly to you; and fo——~1I’ll go and call a coach.

Gripe. Hold ——doft think, my poor Brafs, one might
not order itfo, as to compound thofe debts for———tos
——twelve-pence in the pound ? . )

Brafi. Sir, d’ye bear ? I have already rried them with
ten fhillings, udy‘ not a rogwe will prick up his ear at it,
Though, after all, for three hundred pounds all in glie.
tering gold, I could fet their chops. a watering. But
where’s that to be had with honour ? There’s the thing,
Sir—11l go and cail a coath. .

Gripe. Hold, once more : I have a note in my clofet
of tw? hrundred, ay——and fifty, I’ll go and give it her
amyfelf. - )

yBrdIt. Youwill; very genteel truly. Go, flap dafh,
snd -offer a woman of her fcruples, money ! boltin her
face ; why, you might as well offer her a fcorpion, and
fhe would as foon touch it. : ;

Gripe. Shall 1carry it to her creditors then, and treat
with hem ? - @ " houch o

Brafs. Ay, thavs a rare thought,

G::f’. Isynot it, Brafs? g ‘

Brafi. Only one little inconvenience by the way.

Gripe. As how? o '

Brafs. That they are your wife’s creditors as-well as
hers; and perhaps, it might not be altogether fo well to
fee you clearing the debts.of yowr neighbiour’s wife, and
leaving thofe of your own unpaid,

Grige. Why, that’s true now.

Brafs. 1 am wife you fee, Sir,

) v F Gripe,
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" Gripe. Thou art; and I am but a young lover: but
avhat fhall we do then? ST -
Brafs. Why, 1 am thioking, that if you give me the
Tote, do you fee ; and that I promife to give you an ac-
<count of it—— e . o
- Gripe. Ay, but look you, Brafs — C

Brafs. But look you! Why what, d’ye think I
am a pick-pocket ? D’ye think I intend to run away with
our note ? your paltry note. e

Gripe. 1 don’t fay fo~——1 fay, only, thatin cafe——

Brafi. Cafe, Sir! there’s no -cafe but the cafe I have
put you ; and fmce you hedp cafes upon cafes, where
there is but three hundred rafcally pounds in the cafe

Pl go and call a coach. - :

-Gripe. Pr'ythee, don’t be fo tefty. Come, no more
words, follow me to my «clofet, and T°ll give thee the
money. o C i

Brafs. A terrible effort you make indeed; you arefo
much in love, your -wits are all -upon the wing, juft 2
going ; and for three hundred pounds you put a flop'to
their flight. Sir, your wits are worth that, or your wits

" are worth nothing. - Come away. *
Gripe. Well, fay no mere, thou fhalt be fatisfied.

[ Exeunts
Enter Dick.
Dick, S't———DBrafs! St
: Re-enter Brafs,

Brafi. Well, Sir! 11 cT
- Dick. *Tis mot well, Sir, ’tis very ill; Sir; we fhall
beall blown up. : A ,

Brafs. What, with pride and plenty ? : 1

Dick, No, Sir, with an officious flut that will fpol
all. In fhort, Flippanta has been telling her miftrefs
and Araminta, of . my paffion for the young gende-
woman ; and truly to oblige me - {fuppofed no il -match
by the bye) they are refolved te propofe it immediately
to her father, S - ’

- Brafs. That's the-devil! we fhall come to papers and
parchments, jointures and fettlements, relatibns meet on
both fides; that’s the devil.

Dick, 1 intended this very day to propofe to Flippantl:c,

. ¢
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the carrying her off: and I am fure the young houfewife
would have tucked up-her coats, and have marched.

Brafs. Ay, with the body and the foul of her.

Dick. Why then, what damned luck is this ?

Brafi. *Tis your damned luck, not mine: 1 have
always feen it in your uply phiz, in f¥ite of your pow-
dered periwig——Pox take ye——he’ll be hanged at
laft. a’hy- on’t you try to get her off yet ?

Dick. 1 have no money, you dog; you know you
have ftripped me of every penny. ’

Brafi. Come, damn ir, I'll venture one cargo more
upon your ratten bottom : but if ever I fee one glance of
your hempen fortune again, I'm off of your partner-.
thip for ever ——1I fhall never thrive with him.

. Dick. An impudent rogue! but he’s in poffeffion of
my eftate, fo I muft bear with him. [ Afide.

Brafi. Well, come, I'll rife a hundred pounds for
your ule, upon my wife’s jewels here; (Pulling out the.
necklace.) her necklace fhall pawn for’t. .

Dick. Remember though, that if things fail, I am to
have the necklace again ; you know you agreed to that.

. Brafs. Yes; and if I make it good, you’ll be the.bet-
ter for’t; if not, I fhall: fo you fee where the caufe
will pinch. .

- Dick. Wby, you barbarous dog, you wont offer to—

Brafs, No words now ; about your bufinefs, marchs
Go ftay for me at the next tavern ; I'll go to Flippantay
and try what 1 can do for you. - '

Dick. Well, I'll go, but don’t think to——Oh, pox,
Sir : [Exit Dick.

Brafs. [Solus.] Will you begone ? A pretty title you'd
have to fue me upon truly, if I fhould have a mind to
fland upon the defenfive, as perhaps I may. I have done
the rafcal fervice enough to lull my confcience upon’t, -
Iam fure: but 'tis time enough for that. Let me fee—
Firtt I'll go to Flippanta, and puta ftop to this family .
way of match-making, then fell our necklace for what.
ready money ’twill produce ; and by this time t0-mos-
tow, I hope, we fhall be in poffeflion of—t'other jewel
here ; a precious jewel, as the’s fet in gold : 1believe foo
the flone itfelf we may part with it again to a friend—
for a tefter. - [Ear

Exp of the Fourth' AcT.
Fa ACT.
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ACT V.

-SCENE, Gripe’s Houfe.
Enter Brafs and Flippanta,

- Brass.
ELL, you agree I'm in the right, don’t you?
- Flip. 1 don’t know : if your mafter has the eflate
. healks of, why not do’t all above-board ? Well though
T 4m not much of his mind, I'm much in his intereft,
and will therefore endeavour to ferve him in his own
way. .
%raﬁ. That's kindly faid, my child, and I believe I
fhall reward thee one of thefe days, with as pretty a fel-
lew to thy-hufband for’t, as L
" Flip. Hold your prating, Jackadandy, and leave meto
my bufinefs. - ’ '
Brafi, 1obey——adieu, [Kiffes ber.}  [Euit Brafi,
Flip. Rafcal !
’ Enter Corinna,

Cor. Ah, Plippanta! I'm ready to fik down; my legs
tremble under me, my dear Flippy.

Flip, And what's the affair ? : ’

Cor. My father’s there within, with my mother snd
i?‘:aminta; 1 never faw him in fo good a humour in my

Flip. Andis that it that frightens you fo ?

Cor, Ah, Flippanta! they are juft going to fpeak to him,
aboutr my marrying the Colonel.

. i{lip. Are they fo? So much thie worfe ; they're to
afty. '

Cor. Oh, no, not a bit; I flipt eut on purpofe, you
muft keow, to give them an opportunity ; would et
done already.

Fiip. 1tell you no; get you in again immediately,

- and preventit. - )
- Cor. My dear, dear, I am not able; I never was m
fach a‘way before. '
" Flip. Never'in a way to be married before, fia? It
aot that it? : ,
- Cor. Ab,lord! if Iam thus before I come to’r, Flip-
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panta, what fhall I be upon the very fpot ? Do but feel
with what a thumpaty thump it goes.

[Putting her band to ber heart.

- Flip.” Nay, it does make a filthy buftle, that’s the
truth on’t, child. But I believe I fhall make it leap ano-~
ther way, when I tell you, I’'m cruelly afraid your fa-
ther won’t confent, after all, :

Cor. Why he won’t be the death of me, willhe?

. Flip. 1don’t know ; old folks are cruel ; butwe’ll have
atrick for him. Brafs and I have been confulting upon
the matter, and agreed upon a furer way of doing it, in
fpite of his teeth.

Cor. Ay, marry, Sir, that were fomething.
Flip. Buct then he muft not know a word of any thing
towardsic. - . . )
Cor. No, no,
. Flip. So, get you in immediately e
Cor. One, two, three, and away. [Ranning off
Fiip. And prevent your mother’s fpeaking on't.
Cor. But is t'other way fure, Flippanta ¢
Flip. Fear nothing, "twill only depend upon you.
Cor. Nay then——Oh, ho, ho, ho, how pure that is.
N : {Exit Corinna.,
Flip, [Sola.] Poor child! we may do what we will withs
her, as far as marrying her goes : when that’s over, tia
poffible fhe may not prove altogether fo traltable. Bus
who's here # my fharper, I think. Yes. :
Enter Moneytrap.
Mon., Well, my beft friend, how go matters ? Has the,
reflitution been reccived, ha? Was (he pleafed with it ?
FI}p Yes, truly ; that is, fhe was pleafed to fee there
was fo honeft a man in this immoral age.
.. Mo, Well, but a—does fhe know that ’twas-I that—
Flip. Why, you muft know I begun to give her a litt'e:
fort of ahint, and—and fo—why, and fo fhie begun to pur
on a fort of a fevere, haughty, referved, angry, forgiving,
air. But, foft; here fhe comes: you'll fee how yow
ftand with her prefently: but don’t be afraid. Courage.
Mon.. He, hem. N -
Enter Clariffa.
_’Tis no fmall piece of good fortune, Madam, to find
you at home':. I have often endeavoured it in vain. '
F 3 Clare
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Clar. *Twas then unknown to me, for if I could oftex
receive the vifits of fo (§ood a friend at home, I fhould be
more reafonably blamed for being fo much abroad.

" Mon., Madam, you make me~—

Clar. You are the man of the world whofe company
I think is moft to be defired. I don’t compliment you
when I tell you fo, I affure you.

. Mon. Alas, Madam ! your poor humble fervant——

Clar. My poor humble fervant however (with all the
efteem I have for him) ilands fufpe@ed with me for a vile
trick, I doubt he has played me, which if I could prove
upon him, I’m afraid I fhould Pun_ilh hitn very feverely.
_ Mon, 1 hope, Madam, you’ll belicve I am not capa-
ble of —

¢ Clar. Look you, look you, youare capable ef what-
¢ ever you pleafe, you have a great deal of wit, and
¢ krow how to give a nice and gallant turn to ever
* thing ; but if you will have me continue your friend,
¢ you muft leave me in fome uncertainty in this matter.

¢ Mon. 1do then proteft to you, Madam, that——

_% Clar. Come, proteft nothing about it; I am but too
¢ penetrating, as you may perceive; but we fometimes
¢ fhut our eyes rather than break with our friends; for
,¢ a thorough knowledge of the truth of this bufinefs
¢ would make me very ferioyfly angry. -

"¢ Mon. *Tis very certain, Madam, that——

¢ Clar. Come, fay no more on’t, I befeech you, for I
* am in a good deal of heat while 1 but think on't ; if
¢ you’ll walk in, I will follow you prefently,

¢ Mon. Your goodnefs, Madam,.is—’

Flip. No fine {peeches, you'll fpoil all.

Mon. Thou art a moft incomparable perfon.

. Flip. Nay, it goes rarely ; but get you in, and I'll fay
a little fomething to my Lady for yau, while fhe’s warm,

. Mon. But, s’t, Flippanta, how long doft think fhe may
hold out ?

" Flip, Phu, not atwelvemonth.

.MOﬂo BOO.

Filip. Away, I fay. [Pufbing bim ont,

. Clar. Is he gone ? What a wretch itis ? he never was
quite fuch a beaft before. :

Fiip. YPoor mortal, his money’s finely laid out truly,
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Clar. 1 fuppofe there may have been much fuch ano~
ther fcene within, between Aruminra and my dear : bue
1left him fo wmfupportable brifk, s impotlibie he can
have parted with any money : I'm afraid Brafs has not
facceeded as thou haft done, Flippanta,

Flip. By my faith but he hag, and better too ; he pre-
fents his humble duty to Araminta, and has fent her —
this. [Shewving the Note,

Clar, A bill from my love for two hundred and fifiy
pounds. The monfter! he would not part with ten to
fave his lawful wife from everlafting torment.

* Flip. Never complain of his avarice, Madam, as long,
2 you have his money.

Clar. But is not he a beaft, Flippanta? ¢ Methinks
¢ the reftitugion looked better by half.’

Flip. Madam, the man’s beaft enough, that’s certain
but which way will you go to receive his beaftly money,
for I muft not.appear with his note, '

" €lar, That’s true; why, fend for Mrs. Amlet; that's
a mighty ufeful woman, that Mrs. Amlet.

- Fkp. Marry, is fhe; we fhould have been bafely puz-
zled how tozfpofc of the necklace without her, "twould
bave been dangerous offering it to fale.

Clar. It would fo; for I know your mafter has been
Rying out for’c amongft the goldfiniths. But I ftay here
100 long, I muft in and coquette it a lirtle more to my
Jover, Araminta will get ground on me elfe. )
[Exit Clariffa.
© FPkp. And I'll go fend for Mrs, Amlet,  [Eair Flipe

SCENE opens,

Araminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap, at a Teae
table, very gay and laxghing. Clusiths comes ix to thems

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha! .
Mon. Mighty well! Oh, mighty well indeed ! .
"Clar, Save you, fave you, good folks, you are all im
rare humour methinks.
- Gripe. Why, what fhould we be otherwife fer, Madam 2
. Clar. Nay, 1 don’t know, not I, my dear; but B
han’t had the happinefs of fecing you fo fince our honey-
moon was over, I think. ' . .
" ‘Gtipe. Why, to tell you the truth, my dear, ’ds gl;;
. ‘ ‘ ‘ j
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joy of feeing you at home. [Kifes ber.] You fee what
charms you have, when you are pleafed to make uie of
them,

Aram. Very gallant truly,

" Clar. Nay, and what’s more, you muft know, he's
never to he otherwife henceforwards ; we have come toan
agreement about it. .

Mon. Why, here’s my love and I have been upon juft
fuch another treaty too, .

Aram. Well, fure there’s fome very peaceful ftar rules
at prefent.  Pray heaven continue its reign.

Mon. Pray do you continue its reign, you ladies, for
*tis all in your power. ' Leering ar Clariffa.

Gripe. My neighbour Moneytrap fays true, at leaft I'll
confefs frankly, [Ogling Araminta.] %is in one Jady’s
power to make me the beft humoured man on earth.

Mon. And I'll anfwer for another, that has the fame
over nre. - [Ogling Clarifla,

Clar. *Tis mighty fine, gentlemen, mighty ‘civil huf-
bands indeed. e

. Gripe. Nay, what I fay’s true, and fo true, that all

uarrels being now at an end, 1 am willing, if you
pleafe, to difpenfe with all that fine company we talked
of to-day, be content with the friendly converfation of
our two good neighbours here, and fpend all my toying
hours alone with my fweet wife.

" Mén. Why, truly, -I think now, if thefe good women
pleafed, we might make up the prettieft little neighbourly
company, between our two f-mulies, -and fes a defiance to
all the impertinent people in the world.

Clar, "Fhe rafcals ! ‘ [Afde.

Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd foon grow weary, if we
grew fond. '

Gripe. Never, never, for our wives have wit, neigh-
bour, and that never palls. _ .

Clar. And-our hufbands have generofity, Araminta,
and that feldom palls,

Gripe. So, that’s a wipe for me now, becaufe I did
not give her a new year’s gift laft time ; butbe good, and
Pll thick of fome tea- cups for you, next year,

Mon. And perhaps 1 may not forget a fan, or as good:
a thing———hum, huffy,

' Chfl
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@sr. Well, upon thefe encouragements, Araminta,
we’ll try how good we can bes
Gripe. Well, this goes moft rarely, Poor Moneytrap ?
ke little thinks what makes his wife {o eafy in his com-
pany. Aftdee
Mon. I can but pity poor neighbour Gripe. Lard, lard,
what 2 fool does his wife and I make of him? [ Afdea
Clar. Are not thefe two wretched rogues, Araminta ?
) . © [ Afde to Araminta,
Aram. ‘They arc ipdeed. [Afide to Clariflae
Enter Jeflamin.
. Jof. Sir, here’s Mr. Clip, the goldfimith, defires ta

fpeak with you. :
G;ipe. Cods fo, perhaps fome news of your necklace,
my dear. :
- Clar. That would be news indeeds .
Gripe. Let him come in. [Exit Jeflamina

. Enter Mr. Clip,
- Grige. Mr. Clip, your fervant, I'm glad to fee you:
how do youdo?

Clip. At your fervice, Sir, very well. Your fervant,

fipe.

Clar, Horrid fellow ! [Afide -
© Grige. Well, Mr. Clip, no news yet of my wife’'s
necklace ?

- Clip, 1f you pleafe to let me fpeak with you in the
‘ext room, | have fomething to fay to you.

Gripe. Ay, with all my heart. Shut the door after us. .

([ They come forward, and the Scenc fhuts bebind them,
Well, any news ?

- Clip. Look you, Sir, here’s a necklace brought me to
fell, at leadt very like that you deferibed to me.

+ Gripr. Let's fee’t——Vifloria ! the very fame. Ah,
my dear Mr. Clip.—— [Kiffés him.] But who brought it
$ou? You fhould have feized him.

Clip, *Twas a young fellow that I know :- I can’c telt
whether be may be guilty, though it is like enough. But
he has only left it me pow, to fhew a brother of our
trade, and will call upon me again prefently.

Gripe. Wheedle him hither, dear Mr. Clip. Here's
my neighbour Moneytrap in the houfe; he’s a juttice,
#pd-will commichim prefeml#. i

4]
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al- . *Tis eno hv
¢ e Enter Brafs,

Gripe, Oh, my friend Brafs !

Brafi, Hold, Sir, Lthink that’s a gentleman I am look-
ing for. Mr, Clip, Oh, your fervant; what, are you
acquainted here ? I have juit been at your fhop.’

Clip. 1only ftept here to fhew Mr. Gripe the necklace
you left.

‘Brafs. Why, Sir, do you underftand jewels! [7o
Gripe.] I thought you only dealt in gold. But I finake
the matter, hark you—a word in your ear—you are

oing to play the gallant again, and make a purchafe ca’t

or Araminta; ha, ha?

Gripe. - Where had you the necklace ?

Brafs. Look you, don’t trouble yourfelf about that;
it’s in commiffion with me, ‘and I can help you to a pen-
nyworth on’t. | .

Gripe. A pennyworth on’t, villain?  [Strikes at bim
: Brafs, Villain! a hey, a hey. Is it you or me, Mr.
Clip, he’s pleafed to compliment ? ' .

Clip. What doyou think on it, Sir? .

Brafs. Thinkonit! now the devil fetch meif I know
what to think on it ' : :
Gripe. You'll fell a pennyworth, rogue! of a thing
you have ftolen from me. :

Brafi. Stolen! pray, Sir—what wine have you drank
to-day ? Ithas a very merry effe& upon you.

Gripe. You villain ; either give me an account how
you ftole it, or .

Brafi. Oh, ho, Sir, if you pleafe, don’t carry your jeft
too far, I don’t underftand hard words, I give you warn-
ing on it : if you han’t a mind to buy the necklace, you
may let it alone, I know how to difpofe on it. Whata

0%
d Grige. Oh, you fhan’t have that trouble, Sir, Dear
Mr. Clip, you may leave the necklace here, I’ll call at
your thop, and thank you for your care.
~ Clipn Sir, your humble fervant. [Going.

Brafs. Oh, ho, Mr. Clip, if you pleafe, Sir, this won’t
do, (Stopping him.] I don’t underftand raillery in fuch

xpatters.
' Cip-

tow
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Clip. 1 leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he dif~

‘pute it. . [ Exit Clip.
Brafi. Ay, but’tis from you, by yeur leave, Sir, that
Texpect it. [Going after him,

Gripe. You expe&, you rogue, to make your efcape,
do you ? But I have other accounts befides this, to make
up with you. To be fure the dog has cheated me of two

" hundred and fifty pounds. Come, villain, give me an
account of- , : R

Brafi. Account of !——Sir, give me an account of
my necklace, or T’ll make fuch a noife in your houfe,
I'Ml raife the devil in’t. :

" Gripe. Well faid, courage.
Prafi. Blood and thunder give it me, or ,
Gripe. Come, hufh, be wife, and I’ll make no noife of
* this affair. B .

Brafs. You’ll make no noife ; but I'll make a noife,
and a damned noife too. Oh, don’t think to )

" Gripe, 1 tell thee I will not hang thee.

_Brafs. But I tell you I.will hang you, if you don’t

give me ‘my necklace. I will, rot me. .

Gripe. Speak foftly, be wife; how came it thine?2

- Who gave it thee ? .
* Brafi. A gentleman, a friend of mine,

Gripe. What’s his name? . .
Brafi. His name !——I'm in fuch a paffion I have for-
got it, ' ' ) , .
Gripe. Ah, brazen rogue—thou haft ftole it from my
wife : ’tis the fame fhe loft fix weeksago. -

Brafs. This has not been in England a month. Y
" Grige. You are a fon of a whore. -

Brafi, Give me my necklace.. : v

¢Gripe. Give me my-two hundred and fifty pound note.

Brafi. Yet I offer peace: one word without paffion.
The cafe ftands thus; either ’m out of my wits, oryou -
are out of yours: mow ti¢ plain I am not out of my
wits, erga-——

Gripe. My bill;hang-dog, or I'll firangle thee.. -

) (They fruggles
Brafi, Murder, murder !
) Enter
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&Enter Clarila, Araminta, Corinna, Flippanta, axd Bloe
neytrap. .
Flip. What's the matter ? What’s the matter here?
Gripe. 1'Il matter him, -
Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Brafs ?
Brafi. Why, your hufsand, Madam, he’s in his aldh
tudes here. '
‘Grips. Raobber. . .
Brafi. Here, he has cheated me of a diamend necklacay
-Cor, Who, papa? Ah, dear mel -
Clar. Pr'ythee what’s the meaning of this greatemos
* tion, my dear? . :
Gripe, 'The meaning is that——I'm quite out of
Preathemethis fon of a whore has got -your necklacey
ehat’s all, -
Clar. My necklace ! K
- Gripe. That birdlime there— fisle it
Clar, Impofiible ! :
Brafs. Madam, you fee mafters a littlee—e=touched,
that’sall. ‘T'wenty ounces of. blooad let loofe, would fet
allright again. . :
Gripe. Here, call a conflable prefentdy. Neighbour
Moneytrap, you will commit him. :
Brafs. D’ye hear? d’ye hear? See how wild he looke
how his eyes roll in his head : tie him dowm, or ke'lldo
Feme mifchief or other. : o
Gripe. Let me come at him, S
Chsr. Hold ——pr’ythee, my dear, veduce things 102
little temperance, and let us coolly inte the fecret of this
difagreeable rupture,
é‘ipe. Well, then, withowt paffion: why, yon muft
- know, (but I’ have him hanged) yoa muit know that
Ie came to Mr. Clip, to Mr. Clip the dog did —with
& necklace to fell ; Ig Mr. Clip having notice before that
fcan you deny this, firrah ?) that. you had loft yours,
lrings it fo me. Lookat it here, do you know it again?
Ay, you traitor! _ [ Brafu
_Brafs. He makes me mad. Here’s an appearance:of
fomething now to the company, aad yet nothing in itin
the botton,
Clar, {-4fide to Flippanta, fbewving the rzcc}II:am
i 3 - ll?l
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Flip. *Tis it, faith; here’s fome myftery in this; we
mutt look about us.

I Clar. The fafeft way is point blank to difown the neck-
ce.

Fiip. Right, ftick to that, '

Grige. Well, Madam, do you know your okl acquain-
tance, ha?

-Clar, -Why, truly, my dear, though (as you imay all
imagine) I fhould ie very glad to recover fo valuable a
thing as my necklace, yet I muft be juit to all chc world ;
this necklace is not mine.

Brafi. Huzza—* Here, conftable, do your duty '— Mr,
Juftice, I demand my necklace, and fatistalion of him.

Gripe. I’ll -die before I part with it; I'll keep it, and
have him hanged. . .

Clar, But be a little talm, my dear; do, my bird, and.
then thou’lt be able to judge rightly of things.

Gripe. Oh, good lack ! Oh, good lack !

Clar. No, but don’t give way to fury and intereft:
both ; either of them are patlions ftrong enough to lead a
wife man out of the way. The necklace not being.
really mine, glvc it the man again, and come dunk adi

tea,

Brafs, Ay, Madam fa) s right,

‘Gripe. *Oons, if you with 8our addle head don’t know
your own jewels, I with my folid onedo: and if I part
with it, may famine be my portion.

Clar. But don’t fwear and curfe thyfelf at this fearfut
rate; don’t, my dove: be temperate 1a your words, and
juft in all your adtions, ’twill bring a bletfing upon you
and your family.

Gripe. Bring thunder and lightning upon me and my
famdly, if I part with my necklace. '

Clar. Why, you'll have the lightning burn your houfe
aboat your ears, my dear, if you goon 1n thefe practices.

Mon, A moft excellent woman this ! [Afdes

Enter Mrs. Amlet.

G’rz;e. I’ll keep my necklace.

Brafi. Will you fo? Then herc comes one has a
title to it, if I han’t; let Dick bring himfelf off with
ker as he cam, Mrs, Amlet, you are come in a very

G good
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good time, you loft a neckiace t'other day, and iwho do
you think has got it ? . :
Am, Marry, that I know not, I with Idid.
Brafs. Why then here’s Mr. Gripe has it, and {wears:
*tis his wife’s.
Gripe. And fo I do, firrah ———look here, miftrefs, do
you pretend this is yours ?
" Am. Not for the round world I:'would not fay it; 1 .
only kept it to do Madam a fmall courtefy, that’s atl,
Clar. Ah, Flippanta, all will out-now.

o . [Afide to Fhippanta.
Gripé. Chburtefy! what courtefy ? '
Am. A little money only, that Madam had prefentnced

of : pleafe to pay me that, and I demand no more.

Brafs. So, here’s frefh game, 1 have ftarted a:nem
hare, I fisd. [A4fde.
Gripe. How, forfooth ! isthis true? [ 76 Clariffw.,
Clar. You are in a humour at prefent, love, to beliere
ahy-thing, fo I won’t take the pains to contradi& it.
Brafi. This damned necklace will fpail all our affairs!’
this is Dick’s luck again. [ Afde.
Gripe, Are you not afhamed of thefé¢ ways? Doyow
fee how you are expofed before your beft friends here?

Don’t you blufh at1t? - C
Clar. 1 da blufh, iny dear, but ’tis for you, that here

it fhould appear to the world, you keep mo fo bare:of:

money, I’m forced to pawn my jewels, ,
Gripe. Impudent houfewife !

[Raifing his hand to firike bers
Clar. Softly, chicken; you. might have prevented
this by giving me the two hundred and fifty pounds, you
fent to Araminta e’en now, :
Brafi. You fee, Sir, I delivered your note:: how I\
have been abufed to-day !
Gripe. 1 am betrayed———Jades on- both: fides, 1 fee
that. : Wh
Mon. But, Madam, Madam, is this true that I hear?
Have you taken a prefent of two hundred' and fifty
ﬁunds ? Pray what were you to return for thefe pounds,
adam, ha ?
Aram. Nothing, my.dear; I.only:tookthem: toseims
burfe you of about the fame.fum you fent to Clariif?[o
, L0
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Mox. :Hum,-hum, hum,

Gn‘ge. How, gentlewoman, did you reccive money
from him ?

Clar, Oh, my dear, it was only in jeft, I.knew you'd
wgive it again to. his wife. :

Am. But amongft all this buftle, T don’t hear a word
wf my thundred pounds. Is it Madam will pay me, or
mafter? . _

Gripe. 1'pay ¢ The devil fhall pay.

Clar. Look syoy,.my dear, malice apart, -pay Mrs.
rAmlet. her mongy and I'll forgive you the wrong you in-
tended my bed with Araminta. Am not1 a good wife,
now ? '

Gripe. 1 burft with rage, and will get rid of thismoofe,
though I tuck myfelf yp. in another,

Mon. Nay, pray, e’en tack me op with you, .,
[Exexnt, Mon, and Gripe.

Clar, and Aram. B'ye, :dearies.

Luter Dick. :

ﬁo& Look, look, Flippanta, here's the Colonel come
at

Djck. Ladies, I akk your pardon, I have fayed {o long,
b\“—‘— , . .

Am. Ah, rogue’s face, have Igot thee! old Good-for-
nought? Sirrab, firrah, do you think to amufe me with’
your ‘marriages, and your great fortunes ? Thou haft
played me a rare prank, by my confcience. Why, you
ungracious rafcal, what do you think will be the end of
all this? Now heaven forgive me, but I have a great
mind to hang thee for’t,

Cor. She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta,

Flkp. So methinks, by my faith. _

«Brafs, Now the rogue’s ({a: is making an end of him.

. [.Aﬁdfi
Dick. What fhall I-do with her? :
- 4Am. Dobut look at him, my dames ; he has the coun-
tenance of ‘a cherubim, but he’s a rogue in his heart.
Cigr. What is the meaning of all this, Mrs. Amlet ?
: Am. The meaping ! good lack! Why, this all-to-be-~
powdered rafcal here, is my fon, an’t pleafe you. Ha,
gracelefs 7 ‘Now . I'll make you own your mother, vers
min, . S
Clar, What, the Colonel your fon? . = . :
o G2 - © udm.
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~ Am. ’Tis Dick, Madam, that rogue Dick, I have fo

often told you of, with tears trickling down my old

. cheeks. :
Aram. The woman’s mad, it can never be.

Am. Speak, rogue, am I not thy mother, ha? Did1
not bring thee forth ? Say then. _

Dick. What will you have me fay ? You had a mint
tq ruin me, and you have done it; would you do any
more ? :

Clar. Then, Sir, you are fon to good Mrs. Amlet ?

Aram. And have had the affurance to put upon usall-
‘this while ? .

_ Flip, And the confidence to think of marrying Co-

‘rinna.

Brafs, And the impudence to hire me for your fervant,
who am as well born as yourfelf. -

‘- Clar. Indeed, I think he fhould be correted. -
Aram. Indeed, I think, he deferves to be cudgelled.
Flip. Indeed, I thmk he might be pumped.

Brafs. Indeed, I think he will be hanged.

Am. Good lack-a-day, good lack-a-day ! there’s ne
need to be fo fmart upon him neither : if he is not 3
%endcman, he’s a gentleman’s fellow. Come hither,

ick, they fhan’t run thee down neither: cock up thy
hat, Dick, and tell them, though Mrs. Amlet is thy mo-
ther, fhe can make thee amends, with ten thoufand good

ounds to buy thee fome lands, and build thee a houfe

n the mid’ft on’.

Owmnes. How ! : g

Clar. Ten thoufand pounds, Mrs. Amlet ?

An. Yes, forfooth ; though I thould lofe the hundred,
you pawned your peckiace for, Tell them of that, Dick.
* Cor. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, and
1 hate to fee the young man abufed. And fo, Sir, if
you pleafe, I’'m your f}{riend and fervant, and what's
mine is yours ; and when our eftatés are put together, [
don’t doubt, but we fhall do as well as the beft ot them.

Dick. Sayeft thou fo, my little queen ? Why then, it
dear mother will give us her blefing, the parfon fhall
give usa tack ; we'll get her a feore of grand-children, and
8 merry houfe we'll make her. [They knecd to Mrs. Ainlets

Am. Ah ha, ha, ha, ha, the pretty pair, the
pretty pair! Rife, my chickens, rife, rife, and face the

o proudett
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proudeft of them. And if Madam does not deign to
give her confent, a fig for her, Dick—Why, how now ?

Clar. Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don’t be in a paffion, the girl
js my hufband’s girl, and if you can have his confent,
upﬁp my word you fhall have mine, forany thing belongs
to him, :

Flip. Then all’s peace again, but we have been more
lucky than wife.

Aram. And I fuppofe, for us, Clarifla, we are to go
on with our dears, as we ufed to do.

Clar. Juft in the fame tra&, for this late treaty of
agreement with them, was fo unnatural, you fee it could
not hold. But ’tis juft as well with us, as if it had.
Well, ’tis a ftrange fate, good folks. But while you live,
every thing gets well out of a broil, but a hufband,

Exp of the Firrn Act,
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.
] 'V E beard wife men in politicks laydown
What feats by little England might be done,
‘Were all agreed, and all would attas one.
Ye avives, a ufeful hint from this might take,
“The heavy, oldy difpotic kingdom fhake,
-And make your matrimonial Menfienrs qaake.
'Our beads.arc feeble, and awe’re tramp*d by laws ;
"Our hands are weak, and not too firoug our caife :
et avould thofe heads and bands, fuch as they-are,
T firm confed’racy refolve on avar,
You'd find your tyrants——avhat' Prve found-mydear,
What only tivo united can produce,
You've feen to-night, a fample for your ufe:
Single, we found we nothing could obtain ;
We join our force——andwe fubdu’d our meny.
Believe me, my dear fex, they are not brawe 3
Try each your man, you'll quickly find your flave.
1 know they'll make campaigns, rifk blood and life ;
But this is a more terrifying firife ; -
They'll fland a fhot, who'll tremble at a wife.
Beat then your drums, andyour forill trumpets found,
Let all your vifits of your feats refound,
And deeds off war in cups of tea go round:
The flars are with you, fate is in yoyr hand,
In twelve months time you've wanquift’d balf the land
Be avife, and keep them undar good command.
This year avill to your glory long be known,
 And deathiefs ballads hand your triumphs down 3
Your late achiewements ever awill remain,
For though you cannot boaft of many flain,
Your prisners fbew, yox've made a brave campaign,

0L
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FEN CING FAMILIARIZED ; or,,aNtw Trra-
T1sE on the ArT of Sworp PLAY ¢ illuftrated by
elegant engravings, reprefenting all the different atti-
tades, on which the principles and grace of the art de-
pend; painted. from life, and executed in a moft ele-
gzat and mafterly mhnner. By Mr. OrLivier; edu.
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profeflor of
fqncizg, in St. Donftan’s-court, Fleet-ftreet. Price 4s,
bpund.

¢ The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he

% has offered many confiderable.improvements in the art
“ of fencing, having founded his principles on nature,,
¢ and confuted many falfe notione hitherto adopted by
¢ the moft eminent mafters ; he has rendered t ay,
“ fimple, and made it eafy.and plain, even to t 01{
* who.were before. unaequainted with the art. After
* bringing his fcholar as far as.the affault, and having,
# demonftrated to him all the thrufts and various pa-
& rades, he lays down rules.feor defence in all .forts of
¢ fword play.”

. The montbly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fl-
lowing terms ; * Foraught we dare fay to thecontrary,
¢« M., Olivier’s book. is a very goud book, and may
¢ help. to teach, as mnuch as books can teach, the no-
¢ ble. {cience of defence, or, as our aythor terms it,
¢ fword play ;. and it is made more particularly ufeful
“ by the various attitudes and pofitions, which féem.
% to be.here accurately and elegantly delineated.”

BELL’s COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene.
} rally. upon - the principles recommended by Mr,
Locke. Pricesl. g3, - .
. This werk. is elegantly. executed from copper plates.
op. fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all
the bookfellers - in. England, by enqyiring for Bell’s.
Library Common-Place Book, formed. vpon Mr.
Logke’s principles. - -
This book is generally bound in vellum, containing
five quires of the very beft demy paper properly pre-
pared, for 1l. ss.
Ditto if bound in parchment, 11, And foin propor-
. tion
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tion for any. quantity of paper the book miay contain,
deduting or adding two fhillings for every quire that
may be increafed or decreafed, and bound as above,

"« Mr. Locke has confined his elucidation to the ad-
¢ yantages arifing from reading ; in fele&ing remarka-
¢ ble paffages from books : but this is not the only pur-
¢« dofe to which the Common-Place Book may be fuce
s¢ cefsfully applied. It is not folely for the divine, the
¢ lawyer, the poet, philofopher, or hiftorian, that this
¢¢ publication is calculated ; by thefe its ufes areexpes
¢ rimentally known and univerfally admitted : it is for
¢ the ulz: and'emolument of the man of bufinefs as wel]
¢ g5 of letters; for men of fathion and fortune as well
¢ a3 of ftudy; for the traveller, the trader, and, in
¢¢ fhort, for all thofe who would form a fyftem of ufeful
«¢ and aglrecable knowledge, in a manner peculiar to
s¢ themfeves, while they are following their accuftomed
¢ purfuit, either of profit or pleafure.

HE Natural and Chemical ELEMENTS of
AGRICULTURE. Tranflated from the Latin of
.Count Guftavus Adolphus Gyllenborg, By Joun
Mices, Efq; F.R.S. Price 25, 6d. fewed.
¢« The original of this treatife has already been tranl-
¢¢ lated into feveral foreign languages ; it is here acca-
¢ rately rendered into Englifh, an§e has defervedly met
¢ with approbation. It contains an ingenious theo-
¢ retical account of the principles of agriculture de-
¢¢ duced from a rational philofophy; a fubje& of en-
quiry which may be confidered as of the fame impor-
¢t tance to an accomplithed farmer, as the knowledge
¢ of the animal ceconomy is to a fkilful phyfician. For
¢ though it is chiefly by practical obfervations that botk
¢ are to cultivate their art, yet a competent acquain-
¢* tance with the abftra& elements of fcience may prove
4¢ the means of fuggefting vfeful expedients, and often
¢ facilitate the road to pra&ice.”
. MoxTury REviEW:
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PROLOGUE

W E might el call this fbort mock-play of ours
A poefy made of weeds inflead of foavers;
Yet fuch bave been prefented to your nofis, -
And there are fuch, I fear, who thought them rofes.
Would fome of them avere hers, to fee this night,
What fiuff it is inavhich they took delight !

Here brifk, infipidrogues, for avit, ket fall
Sometimes dull_fenfe, but of'ner none at all ;

There firutting berocs, awith a grim-fac’d trainy
Sball brawe the gods in King Cambyfecs’ wein

For (changing rules of late, as if men writ

In fpite of reafom, natare, art ard wit) -

Oxr poets make us langh at tragedy,

And with their comedjes they make us cry.

Now, critics, do your worf, that bere are met §
For,like a rook, 1have bedg’d in my bet,

If you approve, I fball affume the flate

Of thofe bigh-flyers avbom 1 imitate 5

And juftly too, for Iwill teach you mere,

Than ever they avould let you know before »

I will not only fbew the feats they do,

But give you all their reafons for them toos

Some honour may to me from bence arife : :
But if, by myendeavours, you grow wife, }
Andwhat you once fo prais’d, /ball now d fpife;
Then Il cry out, favcll'd avith poctic rage,

is 1, Jobn Lacy, bave reform’d your flage!
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DRAMATIS PERSON A.

M E N.
" Drury-Lane. Covent-Gardens

Bayes, Mr. Henderfon. Mr. Shuter.
Fobnfox, Mr. Palmer. Mr. Dyer.
Smithy Mr. Aickin. Mr. Clarke.
Two Kings of ] Mr. Waldron,  Mr. Duntftall,

Brentford. M. Jacobs. Mr. Gibfon.
Prince Prettyman, Mr. Hurft. Mr. Perry.
Prince Volfcius, Mr. Packer. Mr. Davis.
Gentleman-Uther, Mr. Baddeley.  Mr. Dibdin,
Phyfician, Mr. Moody. Mr. Du-Bellamy.
Drawcanfir, Mr. Branfby. Mr. Gardner.
Lieut. General, = Mr. Farren. Mr. Morgan.
?muldio, Mr. Burton. Mr. Barrington.:
Tom Thimbhe, Mr. Wefton, Mr. R. Smith,
Fifherman, Mr. Griffith, Mr. Holtom.
Sun, Mr. Kear., Mr. Cufhing.-
‘Thunder, Mr. Wrighten. Mr. Legg.
Players, Mr. Redman,
Soldiers, Mr. Wignell,
Two Heralds, ’ Mr, Baker.
Lightning, Matiter Pulley.
Moon, Mr. Fawcett,
Earth, Mr. Legg.
Four Cardinals,
Mayor, ,
J d)g e, Mutes,
Serjeanc at Arms, '

-WOMEN. B
Amaryllis, Mors. Davies, Mrs. Du-Bellamy.
Cloris, Mifs Platt.” Mifs Pearce.
Parthenope, Mifs Collet. Mifs Mills.
Pallas, Mr. Parfons, Mifs Ford,
Attendance of Men and Women.
SCENE, BRENTFORD.
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REHEARSAL

®.% The lines diflinguifbed by inverted comas, ¢ thus,” are omitted in the
" reprefentation.

ACT L
Enter Johnfon and Smith..

OHNSON. ‘
ONEST Frank, I amglad to fee thee, with all'my-
hearf. How long haft thou bheen in town #

Smith, Faith, not above an hour: and if I had not:

met you here, I had gone to look you out; for I long tos
talk with you freely of all the ftrange new things we have-
heard in the country. .

Fobn. And, by my troth, I have longed as much to.
laugh with you at all the impertinent, dull, fantaftical
things we are tired out with here. .

Smith, Dulland fantaftical ! that’san excellent compo--
fition. ¢ Pray, whatare our men of bufinefs doing ?

¢ Fobn. I ne’er enquire after them. Thou knoweft
¢ my humour lies another way. I'love to pleafe myfelf
¢ as much, and to trouble others as little as I can; and!
¢ therefore do naturally avoid the company of. thofe fo-
¢ lemn fops, who, being incapable of reafon,.and: infen-
© fible of wit and pleafure, are always looking grave, and"
* troubling one another, in hopes to be thought men of
¢ bufinefs.. ’

¢ Smith. Indeed I have evaroblerved, that your grave:
¢ lookers are the dulleft of men.

* Jobn. Ay, and of birds.and beafts too ;. your graveft!
* bird is an owl, and your gravefl beaft is an afs,

* Smith, Well, but how doft thou. pafs thy time ?

A 3 Fobne.
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Sobn. Why, as T ufedto do; eat, drink as wellas]
can, havea fhetfriend to be private with in the afterncon,
and fometimes fee a play ; where there are fuch things,
Frank, fuch hideous, monfirous things, that it has almoit
made me forfwear the ftage, and refolve to apply myfelf
to the folid nonfenfe of your men of bufinefs, as the more
ingenious paftime.

Smith, 1 have heard indeed you have had lately many -

new plays; and our country wits commend them.

Hobn. Ay, fo dofome of our city wita too; but they
are of the new kind of wits.

Suith. New kind ! what kind is ¢hat ?

Fobn.. Why, your virtuofi, your civil perfons, yoyr
drolls ; fellows that fcorn to imitate nature, butare given
altogether to elevate and furprife. - :

Saith. Elevate and furpnife! Prlythee, make meun-
derftand the meaming of that.

Foba. Nay, by my troth, that’s a hard matter ; Idon’t
underftand that myfelf. ’Tis a phrafe they have gor
amongft them, to exprefs their no-meaning by. DIl elt
you as nearas I can whatitis. Let mefee; ’tis fighting,
loving, flceping, rhyming, dying, dancing, finging, cry~
ing, and every thing but thinking and fenfe.

Mr. Bayes paffes over the Stage.

Bayes. Your moft obfequious, and moft obfervant, very
fervaat, Sir.

JFobn. God fa! this is an author: I'll go fetch him
to you. -

g,'mitb. No, prlythee, letthim aloe.

Fobn. Nay, by the Lord, P’ll have him. [Goes after
bim, and brings him back.] Here heis; I have caught
him. Pray, égir, now, for my fake, will you do a favour
to this friend of mine ? n

Bayes. Sir, it is not within my finall capacity todo fa-
- vours, but receive them ; efpecially from a perfon that
does wear the honourable title you are pleafed to impofe,
Sir, upon this Sweet Sir, your fervant.

Smith. Your humble fervant, Sir. )

. Fobn. Butwilt thou do mea favour now #

Bayes. Ay, Sir: what is it ?

John. Why, to te!l him the meaning of thy laft play.

Bayes. How. Sir, the meaning ! Do you inean the plot?
4 ; i . 7ﬂth
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Fobn. Ay, ay, any thing. . Lo

Bayes. Faith, Sir, the intrigo’s now quite out of my
head ; but I have a new one in my pocket, that I may
fayisa virgin ; it has never yet been blown upon. I mutt
tell you one thing, ’tis all new wit, and, tho’ I fay it, a

- better than my laft; and you know well enough how
that took. (1)* In fine, it fhall read, and write, and aét,
and plot, and fhew ; ay, and pir, box, and gallery, ’egad,
withany play in Europe. This morning is its laft re-
hearfal, in their habits, and all that, as it is to be a&ted ;
and if you and your friend will do it but the honour to
fes it in its virgin attire, tho’ perhaps it may blufh, I ftrall
not be afhamed to difcover its nakeduefs unto you. I
think it is in this pocket. [ Puts bis hand in bis pocket,

Fobn. Sir, I confefs I am not able to anfwer you in
this new way ; but if you pleafe to lead, I fhall be glad
1o follow you, and I hope my friend will do fo too. )

Smith, Sir, I have no bufineis fo confiderable as thould
keep me from your company. .

Bayes, Yes, hereitis. No, cry you mercy ; this ig
my book of Drama Comimnon-places, the mother of many
other plays. .

John. Drama Common-places! Pray, what’s that ?

Bayes. Why, Sir, fome certain helps that we men of
art have found it convenient to muke ufe of, ’
* Saith, How, Sir, helps for wit !

Bayes. Ay, Sir, that’s my pofition ; and I do here aver,
that no man yet the fun ere fhone upon, has parts fuffi-
cient to furnifh out a ftage, except it were by the help
of thefe my rules. (2)

Jobn. What are thofe rules, I pray ?

Bayes, Why, Sir, my firft rule is the ru'e of tranfver-
fion, or regula duplex, changing verfe into profe, and
profe into verfe alternative, as you pleafe.

Smith. Well, but how is this done by rule, Sir? )

Bayes. Why thus, Sir ; nothing fo cafy, when under-
flood. I take abook in my hand, either at home or elfe-
Wwhere, for that’s all one; if there be any wit in’t, as there
15 no book but has fome, I tranfverfe it; that is, if it be

* Thef figures 1efer to the notcs in the Key,
profe,
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profe, put it into verfe, (but that takes up fome time;)
and if 1t be verfe put it into profe. -

Fobn. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, that putting verfe into-
profe, fhould be called trsanfproﬁng.

Bayes. By my troth, Sir, it is a very notion, and'
hereafter It};hall be fo. 7 g S

Smith, Well, Sir, and what d’ye do with it then ?

Bayes. Make it my own : ’tis fo changed, that no man
can know it. My next rule is the rule of record, by way
. of table-book. Pray, obferve. - S

Sobn. We hear you, Sir: goon. = .

Bayes. As thus: I come into a coffee-houfe, or fome
ether place where witty men refort ; I make asif I mind-
ed nothing ; (do ye mark ?) but as foon as any one fpeaks,
pop, I flap it down, and make that too my own.

Jobn. But, Mr. Bayes, are you not fometimes in dan-
ger of their making you reftore by force, what you have
gotten thus by art : :

Bgyes. No, Sir, the world’s unmindful; they never
take notice of thefe things.

Smith., But, pray, Mr. Bayes, among all your other
rules, bave you no one rule tor invention ?

Bayes. Yes, Sir, that’s my third rule, that I have here
in my pocket. _ \

Smith, What rule can that be, I wonder !

Bayes. Why, Sir, when I have any thing to invent, I
never trouble my head about it, as other men do; but
prefently turn over this book, and there I have, at oné
view, all that Perfius, Montaigne, Seneca’s tragedies,
Horace, Juvenal, Claidian, Pliny, Plutarch’s Lives, and
the reft, have ever thought upon this fubjeét; and fo, in
a trice, by leaving outa few words, or putting in others of
my own, the bufinefs is done. :

Jobn. Indeed, Mr. Bayes, this i3 as fure and compen-
dious a way of wit, as ever L heard of..

Bayes. Sir, if you make the leaft fcruple of the efficacy
of thefe my rules, do but come to the play-houfe, and
you fhall judge of them by the effets.

Smith, We'll follow you, Sir. . [Exeant.

. Enter three Players on the Stage.

3 Play. Have you your part perfect ?

. ' : 2 Play.
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2 Play. Yes, Ihave it without book ; butl don’t un-
derftand how it is to be fpoken. :
3 Play. And mine is (uch a one, as I can’t guefs, for
my life, what humour I’m to be in, whether angry, me-
lancholy, merry, or in love, 1 don’t know what to make
on’t. .
1 Play. Phoo! the author will be here prefently, and
be’ll tell us all.  You muft know, this is the new way of
writing, and thefe hard things pleafc forty times better
than the old plain way : for, look you, Sir, the grand de-
fign upon the ftage is to keep the auditors in fufpenfe ;
for to guefs prefently at the plot, and the fenfe, tires them
before the end of the firft aét. Now here every line
furprifes you, and brings in. new matter : and then, for
fcenes, cloaths, and dances, we quite put down all that
ever went before us ; and thofe are things, you know,
that are effential to a play. .
2 Plgy. Well, I am not of thy mind: but fo it gets us
money, ’tis no great matter. .
Enter Bayes, Johnfon, and Smith. )
Bayes. Come, come in, gentlemen ;Jou’rc very wele
come. Mr.—a—ha’ you your part ready ? -
1 Play. Yes, Sir.
Bayes. But do you underftand the true humour of it ? -
1 Play. Ay, Sir, pretty well, ‘
Bayes. And Amaryllis, how does fhe do? Does not
her armour become her?
3 Play. Oh, admirably !
Bayes, 1l tell you now a pretty conceit.  What da
you think I’ll make them call her anon, in this play 2
Smith, What, I pray ? .
Bayes. Why, I make them call her Armaryllis, becaufe
of her armour, ha, ha, ha! .
. Foba. That will be very well indeed,
Bages. [Tothe Players.] Go, get yourfelves ready.
) (Exeunt Players,
Ay, it’s a pretty little rogue ; I knew her tace would fet
oft armour extremely : and, to tell you true, I writ that
partonly for her—You muft know, the is my miitrefs. (3)
Jebn. Then I know another thing, little Bayes, that
thou haft had her, ‘egad. :
Bgyes,
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Bayes. No, ’egad, not yet; but I’m fure I fhall; for’
I have talked baudy to her already.

" Jobn. Haft thou, faith ? ¢ Pr'ythee, how was that?

¢ Bayes, Why, Sir, there is in the French tongue 2
¢ certain criticifin, which, by the variation of the mafcu-
¢ line adje&tive inftead of the feminine, makes a quite
¢ different fignification of the word: as for example, ma
* @ic is my life ; but if before wie you put mon, inftead
* of ma, you make it bawdy.
¢ Jobn. Very true.

¢ Bayes., Now, Sir, 1 have obferved this, I fet a trap
¢ for her the other day in the tyring-room ; for this, faid
¢ 1, adicu bel ejﬁerarg/'a de ma wie, (Which, ’egad, is very
¢ pretty :) to which fhe anfwered, I vow, almoft as pret-
¢ tily, every jot; for the faid, fonges @ ma wie, Monficar.
¢ W}l'lcreupon I prefently fnapped this upon her, Nor,
¢ non, Madam —=Songez vous é mon, by gad, and named
¢ the thing directly to her.

¢ Smith, This is one of the richeft ftories, Mr. Bayes,

¢ that ever I heard of.’
" Bayges.' Ay, let me alone; ’egad, when I get to them,
I'll nick them, Iwarrmt you. But I’m a little nices fory
you muft know, at this ti.ne I amh kept by another woman
in the city.

Smith. How, kept ! For what ? ‘

" Bayes. Why, for a bean gargan; 1am, i’fackins.

&£mith, Nay, then we fhall never have done.

Bayes. And the rdgue is fo fond of the, Mr. Johnfon,
that, I vow to gad, I know not what to do with myfelf.

Fobn. Do with thyfelf! No, I wonder how thou canft
make fhift to hold out at this rate.

Bayes Oh, devil! I can toil like a horfe; osly fome-
times it makes me melancholy ; and then, I vow to gad,
for a whole day together, I am not able to fay you one
good thing, if it were to fave my life.

Smith. That we do verily believe, Mr. Bayes.

Bayes. Apd that’s the only thing, ’egad, which mads

‘me in my amours; for I'll tell you, as a friend, Mr.
Johnfon, my acquaintance, I hear, begin to give out that
1 am dull—Now I am the fartheft from it in the whole
world, ’egad ; but only, forfooth, they think I am fo,
becaufe I can fay nothing,.

- ) ﬁbﬂa
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Sobn, Phoo, pox ! that’s ill-natur’dly done of them.

Bayes. Ay, gad, there’s no trufting of thefe rogues—
But—a—come, let’s fit down. Look you, Sirs, the chief
hinge of this play, upon which the whole plot moves and’
wrns, and that caufes the variety of all the feveral acci-
dents, which, you know, are the things in nature that make
up the and refinement of a play, 1s, that I fuppofe two
kings of the fame place ? (4) as for example, at Brent-
ford: for I love to write familiarly. Now the people
having the fame relations to them both, the fame affec-
tions, the fame duty, the fame obedience, and all that,
are divided amongft themfelves in point of devoir and in-
terefl, how to behave themfelves equally between them,
Thefe kings differing fometimes in particular, tho’ in the
main they agree I know not whether I make myfelf
well underftood. - : . '

Jobn. 1 did not obferve you, Sir. Pray, fay thatagain.

Bayes. Why, look you, Sir; nay, I befeech you, be a
little curious in taking notice of this; (or elfe you’ll ne»
ver underftand my notion of the thing) the people being
embarraffed by their equal ties to both, and the fovereigns
concerned in a reciprocal regard, as well to their own in-
tereft, as the good of the people, they make a certain kind
of a——you underftand me——Upon which, there do
arife feveral difputes, turmoils, heart-burnings, and all
that——1In fine, you'll underftand it better when you fed
it [ Exit to call the Playcrs.

Smith. 1 find the author will be very much obliged to
the players, if they can make any fenfe out of this.

. *  Re-enter Bayes.

Bayes. Now, gentlemen, I would fain afk your opimon
of one thing ; lg have made a prologue and an epilegue,
which may both ferve for either, (5) that is, the pro-
logue for the epilogue, or the epilogue for the prologue 3
(do you mark ?) nay, they may both ferve too, ’egad, for
any other play as well as this. '

Smith. Ve?' well; that’s indeed artificial.

Bayes. And 1 would fain atk your judgments, now,
which of them would do beft for the prologue. For, you
muft know, there is, in nature, but two ways of making
very good prologues. The one is by civility, by infinua-
tion, good language, and all that, tOm——gee——in & man-

ner;
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rer, fteal your plaudit from the courtefy of the auditors :
the other, by making ufe of fome certain perfonal things,
which may keep a hank upon fuch cenfuring perfons, as
cannot otherways, ’egad, in nature, be hindered from be-
ing too free with their tongues; to which end, my firft
prologue is, that I come out in a long black veil, and a
reat huge hangman behind me, with a furr’d cap, and his
?word drawn ; and there tell them plainly, that if, outof
good-nature, they will not like my play, ’egad, T'll e'en
. kneel down, and he fhall cut my head off.  Whereupon
they all fall a clapping =—a
. Smith. Ay, but fuppofe they don’t.

Rayes. Suppofe! Sir, you may fuppofe what you pleafe;
I have nothing to do with your fuppofe, Sir; nor am at
all mortified at it; not atall, Sir ; ’egad, not one jot, Sir.
Suppofe, quoth-a ! ——ha, ha, ha! [Walks away.

Fobn. Phoo! prlythee, Bayes, don’t mind what he
fays ; he’s a fellow newly come out of the country; he

_ knows nothing of what’s the relifh here, of the town.

Bayes. 1f 1 writ, Sir, to pleafe the country, I fhould
have followed the old plain way ; but-I write for fome
serfons of quality, and peculiar friends of mine, that un-

erftand what flame and power in writing is; and they do
me right, Sir, to approve bf what I do. )

Fobn. Ay, ay, they will clap; I warrant you; never
fear it. '

Bayes. I'm fure the defign is good ;' that cannot be de-
nied. And then for language, ‘egad, I defy them allin
nature tomendit. Befides, Sir, I have printed above a
hundred fheets of paper, to infinuate the plot into the
boxes ; (6) and withal, have appointed two or three dozen
of iy friends to be ready in the pit, who, I’m fure, wil
clap, and fo, the reft, youknow, muft follow ; and then,
pray, Sir, what becomes of your fuppofe ? Ha, ha, ha!

Fobn. Nay, if. the bufinefs be fo well laid, it cannot
mifs. :

Bayes. 1 think fo, Sirj and therefore would chufe this
to be the prologue. For if I could engage them to clap
before they fee the play, you know it would be fo much
the better, becaufe then they were engaged : for let a man
write ever fo well, theré are, now-a-days, a fort of per-
fons, (7) they call critics, that, "egad, have no more wf;t

’
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m them than fo many hobby-lorfes ; but they’ll laugh
at you, Sir, and find fault, and cenfure things, that, ’egad,
Pm fure they are not able to do themfelves. A fort of
eavious perfons, that emulate the glories of perfons of
patts, and think to build their fame, by caluinniating of
perfons, that, ’egad, te my knowledge, of ail perfons in
the world are, in nature, the perfons that do as much de-
fpife all that as—a—1In fine, I’il fay no more of them.

Fobn. Nay, you have faid enough of them, in all con-
{cience;; I'm fure more than they’ll e’er be uble toantiver.

Bayes. Why, I'il tell you, Sir, fincerely, and b fide,
were it not for the fake of fome. ingenious perfons. and
choice female fpirits, that bave a value for me; I would (ve
them all hang’d, ’egad, before I would e’er fet pen to pa-
per, but let them live in ignorance, like ingrates.

Fobn. Ay, marry, that were a way to be revenged. of
:ihe:_n indeed ; and if I were in your place now, 1 would
o fo.

Bayes. No, Sir; there are certain ties upon me, that
I cannot be difengaged from, otherwife I would. (8) But, .
pray, Sir, how do you like my hangman ?

Smith. By my troth, Sir, I thould like him very well.

Bayes. But how do you like it, Sir? (for I fee you
can judge.) Would you have it for-a prologue, or the
epilogue ? - v

Jobna Faith, Sir, ’tis fo good, let ite’en ferve for both,

Bayes. No, no, that won’t do. - Befides, I have made
another, oo ,
~ Fobn, What other, Sir? : '

Bayes. Why, Sir, my other’is thunder and lightning.

Jobn. That’s greater ; 1'd rather ftick to that,

Bayes. Do you think fo ? I'll tell you, then; though
there have been many witty prologues written of late, yet -
I think you'll fay thisis a zon pareillo: I’m fure nobody
has hit upon it yet. For, here, Sir, 1 make my prologue
to be a dialogue; and as, in my firft, you fee, I firive to
oblige the auditors by civility, by good nature, good
language, and all that; fo, in this, by the other way, in
terrorem, 1 chufe for the perfons Thunder and Lightning,
Do you apprehend the conceit ? '

Fobny Phoo, pox ! then gou.havc it cock-fure, They'll

' ke
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be hanged before they’ll dare affront an author thathy
them at that lock. )

" Bayes. I have made, too, one of the moft delicas,
dainty fimiles in the whole world, ’egad, it T knew but
“how to apply it. ’

Smith. Let’s hear it,.I pray you.

RBayes. *Tis an allufion of love. (g)

So boar and fow, when any ftorm is nigh,

Snuff up, and {mell it gath’ring in the fky ;

Boar-beckons fow to trot in chefhut groves,

And there confummate their unfinith’d loves.-

Penfive in mud they wallow all alone,

And fnore and gruntle to each other’s moan.
How do you like it now, ha? :

Fobn. Fuith, ’tis extraordinary fine, and very appli.
‘cable to thunder and lightning, methinks, becaufe it
fpeaks of a ftorm. :

Bayes, *Egad, and fo it does, now I think on’t, Mt
Johnion, I thank you; and I’ll putit in profec?e. Come
our, Thunder and Lightning. .

Enter Thunder and Lightning.

Thun. 1 am the bold Thunder. (10)

Bayes. Mr. Cartwright, pr'ythee, fpeak that a lit!s
louder, and with a hoarfe voice. I am the bold Thund:+.
Phaw ! fpeak it me in a voice that thunders it out indect
I am the bold Thunder. ' '

Thun. I am the bold Thunder.

Light. The brifk Lightning I. :

Bayes. Nay, but you muft be quick and nimble—=
The brifk Lightnihg I. That’s my meaning.

Zhun. 1 am the braveft Hettor of the fky.

Light. And 1 fair Helen that made Hetor die.

- 9bun. 1 ftrike men down,
Light. 1 fire the town. : »
Thun. Let critics take heed how they grumble, (11)
For then 1 begin for to rumble.
Light. Let the ladies allow us their graces,
Or I’ll blaft all the paint on their faces,
And dry up their Peter to foot. :
Thun. Let the critics look to’t.
Lighe. Let the ladies look to’t.

Than,
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9%un. For Thunder will do't.
Light. For Lightning will thoot.
- bun. DMl give you dafh for-dah,
- Light. I'll give ‘you flafh for flafh.
Gallants, I’ll finge your feather,
. Thun. 1’11 thunder you together. ) ‘
Borh, Look to't; - look -to’t; we'll do’t, we’lt do't;
Look to’t, we’ll do't. [Tawice or thrice reprated.
Bayes. There; no more, [ Exeunt-ambo.} 'Tis but a
flah of a prologue ; a drolk . '
Smith. Yes, tis fhort indeed, but very terrible. )
, Baves. Ay, when thefimile’s in, it will dotoa miracle,
egad. Come, come, begin the play. '
o - Enter 1f Player.-.. -
. 1.Play, Sir, Mr. Ivory is not come, yet, but he'll be -
here prefently ; he’s but two doors off. (12) S
. Bayes, Come then, gentlemen, lec’s go out and take a
Pipe of tobacco. o ' [ Exeunts

Enp of the Frast Acr.

1

- .

‘ACT II. SCENE I -
Bayes, Johnfon, and Smith.’
Bavss. i
NOW*, Sir, becaufe I'll do nothing here that ever was
done before, -inftead of beginning with a fcene -
that difcovers fomething of the plot, I begin this play
with a whifper. (1) S
Smith, Umph ! very new, indéed. . §
Bayes. Come, take your feats. Begin, Sirs.
: Enter Gentleman-Ulber and Phyfician,

Phyf. Sir, by your habit, I fhould guefs you to be the

entleman-Ufher of this fumptuous palace. '

Uh. And by your gait and fathion, I fhould almoft
fufpet you rule the healths of both our noble Kings,
under the notion of Phyfician. , )

Phyf. You hit my fanetion right.

J5. And you mine.

Ply/. Then let’s embrace.

J%, Come. I . .

SR B-a Phyfe
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Phyf. Come.
Jabn. Pray, Sir, whoare thofe fo very civil perfons?
Bayes. W by, Sir, the Gentleman-Ufherand Phyfician
of the two Kings of Brentford. .
Febn. But, pray, then, how comes it to pafs that they
know one another no better ? ’
lBiyes. Phoo! that’s for the better carrying on of the
plot. ) A
Fobn, Very well,
“Phyf. YSir,r{o conclude—w—
Smith. What, before he begins ? ‘ :
Bayes. No, Sir, you muft know they had been talking
of this a pretty while without. L
Smith. Where? In the tyring-room ?
Bayes. Why, ay, Sir—He’s {o dull *=——Come, fpeak
again. .
gPlgij Sir, to conclude, the place you fill has more than
amply exaled the talents of a wary pilot; and all thefe
threatning ftorms, which, like impregnate clouds, hover
o’er our heads, will (when they once are.grafp’d but by
the eye of reafon) melt into fruitful fhowers of bleflings
on the people.
Bayes. Yray, mark that allegory ! Is not that good?
Jobn. Yes, that grafping of a ftorm wjth the eye is
admirable. ) . . N
Phy/. But yet fome rumours great are flirring ; and if
Lorenzo fhould prove falfe, (which none but the great
gods can tell) you then, perhaps, would find that——
. [ Whifperss
Baves, Now he whifpers, ;
U#%. Alone, do you fay ?
Phyf. No; attended with the noblew—  [#Difperss
Bayes. Again.
Ujb. Who, he in grey ? :
Pyl Yes; and atthe head of —— (hipers
Bayes. Pray, mark.
UJb. Then, Sir, moft certain ’twill in time appear,
Thefe are the reafons that have mov’d him to’t:
Firft, he _ [Whifperss
Bayes. Now, the other whifpers.
Ufb. Secondly, they e s [#ifpers,
Bayes. At it lill,
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*. Up. Thirdly, and laftly, both heand they ————
(Whifper,

Bayes. Now they both whifper. [ Exeunt awbifpering.
Now, gentlemen, pray, tell me true, and without flattery,
is not this a very odd beginningof a play? . )

Fobn. In troth, Ithiok itis, Sir. But why two Kings
of the fame place ?

Bayes. Why, becaufe it’s new ; and that’s it I aim ar,
1 defpife your Johnfon.and Beaumont, that borrowed alt
they writ from nature : I am for fetching it purely out of
my own fancy, L. )

Smizh., But what think you of Sir John Suckling ?

Bayes. By Gad, Iam a better poet than he. :

Smith, Well, Sir; but, pray, why all this whi"pering?
" Bayes, Why, Sir, (befides thatit1s new, as I told you
before) becaufe they are fuppofed to be politicians ; and
-matters of ftate ought not to be divulged.

Smith. But then, Sir, why ——— . :

Bayes, Sir, if you’ll but refpite your curiofity till the
end of the fifth a&, yoir’ll find it a piece of patience not
ill recompenfed. - [Goes to the door.

Fobn. How doft thou like this, Frank ? Is it not juftas
I told thee ¢ o

Smith, Why, T never did before this fee any thing in
nature, and all that, (as Mr. Bayesfays) fo foolifh, but I _

* could give fome guefs at what moved the fop to do it:
but this, I confefs, does go beyond my reach.

.- ¢ Fobn. Tt is all alike; Mr. Winterfall hasinformed me
¢ of this play already. (2) And I'll tell thee, Frank, thou
¢ fhalt not fee one fcene here worth one farthing, or like
¢ any thing thou canft imagine has ever been the praétice
¢ of theworld. And then,when he comes towhat he calls
¢ good language, itis, as I told thee, very fantaftical, moft
¢ abominably dull, and not one word to the purpofe.

¢ Smith, It does furprife me; I'm fure, very much.” _

Fobr. ¢ Ay, but it won’t do fo long.” - By that time
thou hatt feen a play or two, that I’ll fhew thee, thou wilt
be pretty well acquainted with this new kind of foppery:’

Smith. Pox on’t, but there’s no pleafure in him: he’s
too grofs a fool to be laughed at. :

Enter Bayes.

Fobn, Il fwear, Mr. Bayes, you have done this f{cene

‘ B

3 moft



18 THE REHEARSAL,

moft admirably : tho’, I mutft tell you, Sir, it is a very
difficult matter to pen a whifper we{l.

Bayes. Ay, gentlcmen, when you come to write your-
fzlves, on my word, you’ll find it fo.

Fobn. Have a care of what you fay, Mr. Bayes: for
Mr. Smith, there, I affure you, has written a great many
fine things already. .

Bayes. Has he, i’fackins? Why, then, F pray, Sir, how
do you do when you write ? '

Smith, Faith, Sir, for the moft part, I am in pretty
good health.

Bayes. Ay, but I mean, what do you do when you
write ? g

Smith. 1 take pen, ink, and paper, and fit down.-

Bayes. Now I write ftanding, that’s one thing; and
then another thing is, with what do you prepare yourfelf?

Smith, Prepare myfelf! What the devil does the fool
mean ? .

Bayes. Why, I'll tell you now what I do.. FfIamto
write familiar things, as fonnets to Armida, (3) and the
like, I make ufe of ftew’d pruaes only ; but when I have
a grand defign in hand, I ever take phyfic, and let blood:
for when you, would have pure fwiftnefs of thought, and
fiery flights of faney, you muft have a ¢are of the penfive
part. In fine, you muft purge the belly.

Smith. By my troth, Sir, this is a moft admirable re-
ceipt for writing.

Bayes. Ay, ’tis my fecret ; and, in good earneft, I think,
one of the beft I have. .

Smith, In good faith, Sir, and that may very well be.

Bayes. May.be, Sir! ’Egad, I'm fure on’t. Esperto
crede Roberto. But I muft give you this caution by the
way, be fure you never take fnuff when you write. (4)

Smith. Why fo, Sir?

Bayes. Why, it fpoiled me once, ’egad, one of the
fparkifheft plays in all England, But a friend of mine,
at Grefham-college, has promifed to help me to fome fpi-
ritof brains ; and, ’egad, that fhall do my bufinefs.

-

SCENE
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SCENE IL

Enter the tavo Kings hand in band.

Bayes. Oh, thefe are now the two Kings of Brentford ;
tke notice of their flile ; "twas never yet upon the tage ;
but if you likeit, I could makea fhift, perbaps, to hew
you a whole play, writ all juit fo.

1 King: Did you obferve their whifpers, brother King ?

2 King. I did, and heard, befides, a grave bird fing,
That they intend, fweetheart, to play us pranks.

Bayes. This is now familiar; beeaufe they are both
perfons of the fame quality. .

Smith, 'Sdeath ! this would make a man fpew.

1 King. If that defign appears.

I’ll lug them by the.ears,
Until I make them crack,
2 King. And fo will I j’fack.

1 King. You muft begin, ma foy.

2 King. Sweet Sir, pardonuez moy. :

.Bayes. Mark that; I make them both fpeak French,
to fhew their breeding. <

Fobn. Oh, ’tis extraordinary fine !

3 King. Then, fpite of Fate, we’ll thus combined ftand,

And, like two brathers, walk ftill hand in hand, -
[Exeunt reges.

Fobn. This is a majeflic fcene, indeed.

Bayes. Ay, ’tis a cruft, alafting cruft for your rogue-
critics, ’egad ; I would fain fee the proudeft of them all
but dare to nibble at this ; ’egad, if they do, this fhall rub
their gums for them, I promife you. Itwas I, youmuft
know, that have written a whole play juft in this very
fame ftile; it was never alted yet.

Foba. How fo? _

Bayes, *Egad, I can hardly tell you for laughing, ha,
ha, ha! itisfo pleafant a ftory ; ha, ha, ha! ,

Smith, What1s 1t 2

Bayes. *Egad, the players refufed to a&t it; ha, ha, ha!

Smith. That’s impoffible ! !

Bayes. *Egad, they did it, Sir; point blank refufed it,
’egad. Ha, ha, ha!

Jobn. Fie, that was rude ! :

Bayes, Rude! ay, ’egad, they are the rideft, uncivileft

perfons,
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- perfous, and all that, in the world, ’egad. ’Egad, there’s
no living with them. I have written, Mr. John'on, 1 do
verily believe, a whole cart-load of things,. every whitas
good as this; and yet, I vow to Gad, thefle infolent raf-
cals have turned them all back upon my hands again,

“F.bn, Strange fellows indeed ! .

Smith. But pray, Mr. Bayes, how came thefe two Kings
to know of this whifper? For, as I remember, they
were not prefent at it. : . .

Bayes. No; but that’s the aQor’s fault, and notmine;
for the two Kings fhould (a pox take them!) have popp'd
both their heads in at the door, juft as the other went off.

Smith. ‘That, indeed, would have done it.

Bayes. Done it! ay, ’egad, thefe fellows are able to
fpoil the beft things in Chriftendom. - T’li.tell you, Mr,
Johnfon, I vow to Gad, I have been fo highly difobliged
by the peremptorinefs of thefe fellows, that 1 am refolved

- hereafter to bend my thoughts wholly for the fervice of
the nurfery, and mump your proud players, ‘egad. So,
now Prince Prettyman comes 1n, and falls afleep, making
love to his miftrefs; ¢ which, you know, was a grand in-
¢ trigue in a late play, (§) written by a very honeft gen-
¢ tleman, a knight.’ : -

SCENE IIL
- Enter Prince Prettyman,
Pret. How ftrange a captive am I grown of late !
Shall I accufe my love, or blame my fate ?
My love I cannot ; that is too divine :
And againft fate what mortal dares repine ?
Enter Chloris. :

~ . But here fhe comes. : :
T Sure ’us fome blazing comet ! isitnot?

N ¢ . [ Lies dowa,
Bayes. Blazing comet ! Mark that ; ’egad, very fine.
Pret. But I am fo furpris’d with fleep, I cannot fpesk

the reft, ) . o [ Steepss

Bayes. Does not that, now, furprife you, to fall afleep
in the nick ? His fpirits exhale with the heat of his paffion,
and all that, and, fwop, he falls afleep, as you fee. Now,
here fhe muft make a fimile. N

Smith. Where’s the necetlity of that, Mr, Bayes?

4 . ] Bages,
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Bayes. Becaufe fhe's furprifed.  That’sa general rule 5
you muft ever make a fimile when you are furprifed ; "tis
tke rex way of writing. o o

Chloris. (6.) As fome tall pine, which we on /Etna find

T’ have ftood the rage of many a boift’rous wind,  ~

Feeling without that flames within do play,

Which would confume his root and fap away ;

He fpreads his worfted arms unto the fkies,

" Silently grieves, all pale, repines, and dies -
So, fhrouded up, your bright eye difappears,
Break forth, bright fcorching fun, and dry my tears.
E#l‘fo
. Jobn. Mr. Bayes, methinks this fimile wants a[ little
application, too. ‘ '

Bayes, No faith 3 for italludes to paffion, to confuming,
to dying, and all that, which, you know, are the natural
effelts of an amour. But I’m afraid this fcene has made
you fad ; for, I muft confefs, when I writit, I wept
myfelf.

Smith, No, truly, Sir, my fpirits are almoft exhal’d
%0, and I am likelier to fall afleep.

' Prince Prettyman farts up, and fays.

Pres, Tt is refolv’d - [Exits
- Bayes, That’sall. ‘ '

Smith, Mr. Bayes, may one befo bold as to afk you oné
yuettion now, and you not be angry ? -

" Bayes. Oh, Lord, Sir, you may afk me any thing !
what you pleafe; I vow to Gad, you do me a great dea
of honour: you do not know me, if you fay that, Sir.

Smith. Then, pray, what is it that this Prince here has
refolved in his fleep? ' ,

Bayes.- Why, T muft - confefs, that queftion is well
¢nough afked for one that s not acquainted with this new
way of writing. But you muft know, Sir, that to out-do
all my fellow-writers, whereas they keep their igtrigo .
fecret, till the very laft feene before the dance ; I now,
Sir, (do you mark me £} -
_ Smith.” Begin the play and cnd it, without ever open-
ing the plot at all. . o

Bayes. 1 do fo, that’s_the very plain truth on'e; ba,
ha, ha! [ do, ’egad. If they cannot fird it out thema-
felves, ¢’en let them wlong for Bayes, I warrant you. hBut

- ere,
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“4here, now, is a fcene of bufinefs. Pray, ob’e vz it; for
1 dare fay, you’ll thirk it no unwife difcourfe this, nor
ill argued. Lo tell you true, *tis'a difcourfe I over-heard
ence betwixt two grand, fober, governing perfons.

SCENE IV,

EnterGentleman-Ulber and Plyfician.
Upb. Come, Sir, let’s flate the matter of fa&, and lay
our heads together. . :
Plyf. Right, lay our heads together. I love to be
merry, fometimes ; but when aknotty point comes, 1 lay
my head clofe to it, with a{nufi-box in my-hand ; and
then I fegue it away, i’taith, ) ;
 Bayes. 1do jutt {o, 'eg-d, always. . . ,
Usb. The grand queftion is, whether they heard w
whifper # Which I divide thus—— L .
Pbyf. Yes, it muft be divided {o, indeed, »
Smith. That’s very complaifant, I fwear, Mr. Bayes,
to be of another man’s ‘opinion, before he knows what
it is. e ,
Bayes, Nay, I bring in none here, but well-bred per-
fons, Iaffure you, - , o
UP. 1 divide the queftion into when they heard, what
they heard, and whether they heard or ne?
Jobn. Moft admirably divided, I fwear! .
UJb. As to the when, you fay, juft now ; fo that is an-
fwered. Then, as for what, that anfwersitfelf; for what
could they hear, but what we talked of ? So that, natural;
l‘y, and of neceffity, we come to the laft queftion, widelicet,
Whether they heard or no ? S .
~Smith. This is a very wife fcene, Mr. Bayes. .
. Bayes. Ay, you have it right; they are both politicians,
. U. Pray, then, to proceed in method, let me atk you
that quettion. '
Phyf. No, you'll anfwer better; pray, let me afkit you,
Ujb. Your will muft be a law, .
Plyf. Come then, what is’’T muft afk ? ,
Smith, This pclisictan, I perceive, Mr. Bayes, has
fomewhat a fhort memory., . - - .
Bayes. Why, Sir, you muft know, that Cother is the
main politician, and this is but his pupil, "
0/
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- U You muft afk me whether they heard us whifper M
Plyf. Well, 1do fo.
) Ujb Say it zhen.
1 ¢ Smith, Hey-day ! hereis the braveft work that ever
aw.

¢ Jobnf. This is mxghty methodlcal

¢ Baye:. Ay, Sir, that’s the way ; ’tis the way of art ;

¢ there is no other way, ’egad, in bufingfs.’

Ply/. Did they hear us whxfper? ’

Ujb. Why, truly, I can’t tell ; there’s much to be faid
upon the word whifper. To whnfper in Latin is fufur-
rare, which is as much as to fay, to fpeak foftly ; now, if
they heard us fpeak foftly, they heard us whifper; bus
then comes in the guomodo, the how ; how did they hear
us whifper? Why, as to that, there are two ways ; the
one by chance or accident ; the other on purpofe ; thag
is, with defign to hear us whifper.

Ply/. Nay, if they heard us that way, I’ll never give
them phyfi¢ more. )
Up. Nor I e’er more will walk abroad before them, |
Bayes. Pray, mark this ; for a grear deal depends upon

it towards the latter end of the play.

Smith, 1 {uppofe that’s the reafon why you brought in
this fcene, Mr. Bayes.

Bayes. Partly, it was, Sir; but, I confefs, I was not
unwilling, tefides, to fhew the world a pattern here, how
men fhould talk of bufinefs.

- Fobn. Yon have done it exceeding well indeed.

Bayes. Yes, I think this will do.

Phy. Well, if they heard us whifper, they will tum
us out, and nobodv elfe will take us.

Smith. Not for politicians, I dare anfiver for it.

P{y Let’s then no more ourfelves in vain bemoan :

¢ are not fafe until we them unthrone,
U_/b "Tis right.
And fince occafion now feems debonair,
I'll feize on this, and you'fhall take that chair.
. [They draw their fwords, and fit in the tao great Chairs
upon the Stage

Bayes. There’s now an odd furprife! the whole ftate’s
turned quite topfy- -turvy, (7) without any pother or ftir
in the whole world, ’egad.

. Fobma
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- Jobn. A very filent change of government truly, as
ever I heard o?: :
Bayes, Itis fo: and yet you fhall fee me bring themin
again, by and by, in as edd a way every jot.
[The sfurpers march off, fourifbing their fuvords,
-~ Enter Shirly. '

i Shir. Hey ho! hey ho! what a change is here! Hey
day! hey day! I know npt what to do, nor what to
fay ! (8) _ [Exit,

Fobn. Mr. Bayes, in my opinion now, that gentleman
might have {uid a little more upon this occafion.

Bayes. No, Sir, not atall; for I underwrit his parton

purpofe to fet off the reft.
* Fobn. Cry you mercy, Sir,

Smith. But, pray, Sir, how came they to depofe the
Kings fo eafily ?

Bayes. Why, Sir, you muftknow, they long had a de-
fign to do it before; but never could put it in praftice il
now ; and to tell you true, that’s one reafon why I made
them whifper fo at firft,

Smith. Oh, very well! now Iam fully fatisfied.

Bayes. And then, to fhew you, Sir, it was not done
:;o very eafily neither, in the next fcene you fhall fee fome

htin .

«gSmit . Oh, ho! fo then you make the ftruggle tobe
after the bufinefs is done. ‘ '
Bayes. Ay. v :

Smith. Oh, I conceive you! That, I fivear, is very na-

tural, .
- SCENE V.

Enter four Soldiers at one door, and four at anather, with
‘ their fwords dran., .

1 Scld. Stand. Who goes there ?
" 2 Sold. A friend.. :
t Sold. What friend ? :
2 Sold. A friend to the houfe,
- 1 Sold. Fall on. " [They all kill one another.
[ Mafic firikes.
Bayes. [To the Mufic.] Hold, hold ! [/t ceafes.]—Now
here’s an odd furprife ; all thele dead men you fhall fec
rife up prefently, at a certain roie that I have madein

effaut
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efaut flat, and fall a dancing. Do you hear, dead men ?
Remember your note in effant fat—{ To the Mufic.] Pluy
on. Now, now, now ! {The Mufic plays bis note, and the
dead Men rife, but cannot get in order.] Oh, Lord! Qb,

- Lord ! Out, out, out! Did ever men fpoil a good thing

fo? No figure, no ear, no time, no thing! Udznokers,
you dance worfe than the angels in Harry the Eigh:h. or
the fat fpirits in the Tempel%, *egad.

1 8old. Why, Sir, "tis impoffible to do any thing in timc
to this tune. ,

Bayes. Oh,Lord ! Oh, Lord ! impoffible! Why, gen-
tlemen, if there be any faith in a perfon that’s a Chrittian,
I fat up two whole nights in compofing this air, and adapt-
ing it for the bufinefs : for if you obferve, there arc two
feveral deﬁgns in this tune ; it begins fwift, and ends tlow,
You talk of time and time; you fhall fee me do’t. Look
you now ; here I am dead. [Lics down flat on bis face.)
Now mark my note gffaut flar.  Strike up, Mufic. Now!
(45 be rifes up haftily, be falls dewn again.] Ah, gadzoo-
kers, I have broke my nofe !

Fobn. By my troth, Mr. Bayes, thisis a very unfortu-
nate note of yours, in effaxt.

Bayes. A plague of this damn’d ftage ! with your nails,
and your tenter-hooks, that a gentleman can’t come to
teach you to aét, but he muft break his nofe, and his tace,
and the devil and all. Pray, Sir, can you help me to a
piece of wet brown paper ?

Smith, No, indeed, Sir; I don’t ufually carry any
about me. . :

.2 Sold. Sir, I'll go get you fome within prefantly.

Bayes. Go, go, then, I'll follow you. Pray, dance
out the dance, and I’ll be with you in a moment. Re-
member and dance’like horfemen. {Exit.

¢ Smith, Like horfemen! What a plague can that be ?

¢ [They dance the Dance, but can make nothing of ite
¢ 1 8old. A devil! let’s try this no longer; play my
¢ dance, that Mr. Bayes found fault with fo.

. ¢ [ Dance, and Excunt.

¢ Smith, What can this fool be doing all this while

about his nofe? _
. ¢ Febn. Priythee, let’s go fee.’ o [Excant,

Enp of the Seconp AcT,
C ACT
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ACT 1HL

, SCENE L ,
Bayes, aith a Paper on his nofe, and the two Gentlemens

Baves.
OW, Sirs, this I do, becaufe my fancy, in this
play, is to end every at with a dance.

Smith, Faith, that fancy is very good; but I fhould
hardly have broke my nofk fof it, though.

Fobn. That fancy, I fuppofe, is new too. )

Bayes. Sir, all my fancies are fo. I tread upon no
man’s heels, but make my-flight upon my own wings, I
affure you. Now, here comes in a fcene of fheer wit,
without any mixture in the whole world, ’egad, between
prince Prewtyman, and his taylor: ic might properly
enough be called a prize of wit; for you fhall fee them
come in one upon anothér fnip-faap, hit for hit, as fat
as can be. Firft one fpeaks, then prefently t’dther’s upon
him, flap with- a répartee,. then he at him again, dath
with a new conceit; and fo eternally, eternally, ’egad,
till they go quite off the ftage. [Goes to call the Players.

Smith. What a plague does this fop mean, by his {nip-
Anap, hit for hit, and dath, .

Fobn. Mean ! why he never meantany thing in’s life;
what doft talk of meaning for? '

: . Entér Bayes.
" Bayes. Why don’t you come in ?

EntersPrince Prettyman and Tom Thimble. (i)
‘This {cene will make you die with laughing, if itbe well
-alted, for it is as full of drollery as ever it can hold. 'Tis

" like an orange ftuffed with cloves, as for conceit:

Pret. But, priythee, Tom Thimble, why wilt thou
needs marry 7 If nine taylors make but one man, and
one woman cannot be fatisfied with nine men; what
work art thou cutting out here for thyfelf, trow !

Bayes. Good,

7him., Why, an’t pleafe your highnefs, if I can’t make
up all the work I cut out, I fhan’t want journeymen
£00w to help me, I warrant you,

Rayes,
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Bages. Good again.

Pret. T am afraid tbhy journeymen, tho’, Tom, won't
work by the day, but by the night.

Bayes. Good #lill.

Thim, However, if my wife fits but crofs-legged, as I
do, there will be no great danger: mot balf fo much as
when I trufted you, Sir, for your coronation-fuit.

Bayes. Very good, i’fajth. .

Pret. Why the times then lived upon truft ; it was the
falhion. You would not be out of time, at fuch atime
as that, fure : a taylor, you know, muit never be out of
fafhion,

Rayes. Right.

Tbim. 1 am {ure, Sir, I made your clothes in the court-
fihion, for you never paid me yet.

. Bayes. There’s a bob for the court. (2)

Prer. Why, Tom, thou art a {harp rogue when thouw
artangry, Ifee. Thou payeft me now, methinke.

Bayes. These'’s pay upoapay ! As good as ever was.
written, ‘egad.

Tbim. Ay, Sir, in your own coin ; you give me nothing
but words.” (3)

Bayes. Admirable, befare Gad !

Pret. Well, ‘Tom, I hope fhortly I thall have another
«oin far thee ; for now the wars ere coming on, 1 fhail
grow to be a man of metal.

Bayes. Oh, you did not do that half enough.

Fobn. Methinks he does it admirably. . .

Bayes. Ay, pretty well ; but he does not hit me in’t =
he does not top his part. (4) :

Thim. That’s the way to be {tamped yourlelf, Sir. I
fhall fee you come home, like an angel for the king’s
evil, with a hole bored through you. [Excunt.

Bayes. Ha, there he has hit it up to the hilts, ’egad I
How do you like it now, gentlemen? Is not this pure
wit ?

Smith, *Tis fnip-{nap, Sir, as you fay; but, methinks,
not pleafant, nor to the purpofe ; for the play does not

on. .

Bayes. Play does not go on! I don’t know what you
mean ; why, is not this part of the play ?

dwith,. Yes ; but the plot ftands gill.. )

Ca B@"&-
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DBayes. Plot ftand’ ftill ! Why, what a devil is a plot

ocd for, but to bring in fine things?

Smith, Oh, Idid notknow that before.

Bages. No, Ithink you did not, nor many things more,
that I am mafter of. Now, Sir, egad, this is the bane
of all us writers, let us foar but ever fo little above the
common pitch, ’egad, all’s fpoiled, for the vulgar never
underfland it, they can never conceive you, Sir, the es-
cellency of thefe things.

Fobn, "Tis a fad fate, I muft confefls; but you write
on il for all that. : '

Bayes. Write on! Aye, ’egad, I warrant you. 'Tis
not their talk fhall flop me; if they catch me at that
tock, 1'il give them leave to hang me. As long asT know
1y things arc good, (5) what care I what they fay? .
What are they gone, without finging my laft new fong?
’Sbud, wovld it were in their bellies.  1’ll tell you, Mr,
Johnfon, if I have any fkill in thefe matters, I vow to
Gad, this fong is peremptorily the very beft that ever yet
was written ; you muft know it was made by Tom Thim-
ble’s firft wife, after fhe was dead.

Smith. How, Sir! after fhe was dead ?

Rayes. Aye, Sir, after fhe was dead. - Why, what have
you to'fay to that?

- Hebn. Say! why nothing : he were a devil that had
any thing to fay to that.

¢ Bajyes. Right.

¢ Smith., How did fhe'come to die, pray, Sir ?

¢ Bayes. Phoo! that’s no matter; by a fall, But here's
¢ the conceit, that upon his knowing the waskilled by an
¢*accident, he fuppofes, with a figh, that_ fhe died for
¢ love of him.

¢ Fobn. Ay, ay, that’swell enough; let’s hear'it, Mr.
¢ Bayes. ;

T quye:. ’Tis to the tune of, Farewel, fair Armida;
¢ on feas, and in battles, in bullets, and all that,

s SONG.
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¢ In fwords, pikes, and bullets, *tis fafer to be,

¢ Than in a itrong caftle, remoted from thee :

¢ My death’s bruife pray think you gave me, though:
a fall '

¢ Did give it me mare fram the top of a wall ;

¢ For rgben if the moat on'her mud would firft lay,.
¢ And after, before you my body convey ;

¢“The blue on my breaft when you happen to fee,

¢ You’ll fay with a figh, there’s a true blue fog me.-

“Ha, rogues ! when I am merry, T write thefe things:
¢ as fatas hops, ’égad; for, you muft know, I am as
¢ pleafant a debauchee as ever you faw ; I am, Pfaith.’
Smith. But,. Mr. Bayes, how comes this fong in here?
for, methinks, there is o great occafion for it. ' .
Bayes: Alack, Sir,.you knpw pothing ; you muft ever
interlard your plays with fongs,. ghofts and dances, if you.
mean to a— : :
Jobn. Pit, box, and gallery, Mr. Bayes. (7) »
Bayes, *Egad, and you have nicked it. Hark you, Mr.,.
Johunfon, you know I'don’t flatter, ’egad-you have a great:
deal of wit. '
Fobn.. Oh,.Lord, 8ir, you do me tco much hanour.. ’
Bayes. Nay,. nay, come, come, Mr. Jahnfon, i'faith:
this muft not be 1ajd amongft us that have it. T kpow
you have wit, by the judgment yoy make of this play,
for that’s the meafure I go by ; my play is my touch-
fone. When a man tells mefuch a one isa perfon of
parts, Is he fo ? fays I;. what do I do, but bring him.
prefently to fee this play ; if helikesit, I know what to
think of him; if not, your moft humble fervant, Sir;
I’ll no more of him, upon my word, I thank you. I
am CYarg woyant,.’egads. Now here we go 1o our bufi-

nefs,
SCENE I

Enter the two Ufurpers band iv hand.
. &Jb. But what’s become of Volfcius the great ?
His prefence has not grac’d our couns of late,
Bhy/f. 1 fear fome ill, from emulation fprung,
" Has.from us that illuitrious hero wrung.
: C 3 EBayes..
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Bayes. Is not that majeftical ?

Smith. Yes, but who a devil is that Volfcius ?

Bayes. Why, that’s a prince I make in love with Pars-
thenope. :

Smith. 1 thank you, Sir.

Enter Cordelio.

Cor. My lieges, news from Volfcius the prince. (8)

U/k. His news 1s welcome, whatfoe’er it be..
beSmit/;. How, $ir! do you mean whether it be good or
d? .

Bayes: Nay, pray, Sir, have a little patience: gad-
zookers, you'll fpoil all my play. Why, Sir, ’tis impof~.
fible to anfwer every impertinent.queftion you ak.

Smith. Cry you mercy, Sir.

Cor. His highnefs, Sirs, commanded me to tell you,.
‘That the fair perfon whom you both do know,
Defpairing of forgivenefs for her fault,

In a deep forrow, twice fhe did attempt
Upon her precious life ; but, by the care
Of flanders-by, prevented was.
Smith. Sheart, what ftuff’s here ?
Cor. At laft,
Volfcius the great this dire refolve embrac’d
His fervants he into the country fent,
And he himfelf to Piccadilly went :. :
Where he’s informed by letters that fhe’s dead..

Ush. Dead! Is that poffible ? Dead!

Plyf. Oh, ye gods! . .

Bayes. There’s a fmart expreflion of a paffion: Ob,ye

s ! That’s one of my bold ftrokes, ’egad. -

Smith., Yes; but who’s the fair perfon that’s dead?

Bayes. That Jou fhall know anon, Sir.

Smith. Nay, if we know at all, ’tis wellenough.

Bayes. Perhaps you may fiad too, by-and-by, for.all
this, that fhe’s not dead neither. .

Smith, Marry, that’s good news indeed : I.am glad of
that with all my heart,

Bayes. Now here’s the man brought in, that is fup-
pofed to have killed her, (4 great fpout within.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Inler Amaryllis, with a Book in ber Hand, and Attendantse.

Ama. What fhout triumphant’s that?
Enter a Soldier,

Sold. Shy maid, upon the river-brink; near Twic’nam-
town, the t?lfe aﬂ'aﬂinatclsmken.

Ama. Thanks to the powers above for this deliverance.
T hope,

Its flow begiming will portend’
A forward exir to all future end..

Bayes. Pifh, there you are out;.to all future end !
No; toall future end”! You muft lay the accent upon
end, or elfe you lofe the conceit.

" Smith. 1 fee you are very perfect in thefe matters.

Bayes. Ay, Sir, I have been long enough at it, one
would think, to know fomething.

Erzm' Soldiers dragging in an eld Ffberman.

Ama. Villain, what rnon[ir did corrupt thy mind .

T’ attack. the nobleft foul of -human kind 2-
‘Tell me who fet thee on.

Fifb. Prince Prettyman..

Ama. Tokill whom ?-

F; ,/77 Prince Prettyman.

«ma. What, did prince Prettyman hire you to kilk:
prince Prettyman?

-Fifb. No, prince Volfcxus. .

Awa. What, did prince Volfcius hire you .to. kill.
prince Volfcius ?

Fifb. No, prince Prettyman..

" Ama. So drag him hence,
*Till torture of the rack produce his fenfe,
[Exeunt,.

_Bayes. Mark how I make the horror of his guilt con-
found his intelles, for he’s out at one apd t’othér; and
that’s the defign of this fcene.

Smith, 1 fee, Sir, you have a feveral defign for every
fcene.

Bayes. Ay, that’s my way of writing ; and fo,’ Sir, I
can difpatch you a-whole play, before another man,,
’egad, can make an end of his plot.

x .
SCENE:
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SCENE 1V.

S0 now enter prince Prettyman in a rage.” Where the
devil is he? hﬁy, Prettyman! Why, when, [ fay?
Oh, fie, fie, fie, fie! all’s marred, L vow to gad, quite:
marred, : . .

Enter Prettyman,
Phoo, pox! you are come too late, Sir; naw yon may go-
out ag‘gin if);ou pleafe. I vow to gad, Mr.y——a-.—y—g'i
would not give a buttan for iy Rplay, now youhave done-
this.. ,

Pretv What, Sir !

Bayes. What, Sir! life, Sir, you fhiculd have come:
out in choler, foufe upan the ftage, juft as the other:
went off. Muft a man be eternally telling you of thefe

things ?°
' %bn. Sure this muft ke fome very notahle matter that.
he’s {o angry at. _ '
Smith, 1am not of your opinion.
Bayes. Pifh! Come, let’s hear your part, Sir.
Pret, Bringinmy father: why d’yc keephim framme 2
Although a filherman, be is my father ?
Was.ever fon yet brought to thns didtrefs,
To be, for being a fon, made fatherlefs ?
Ah! you juft gods, rob me net of a father:
The being of afon take from me rather, [Exits.
¢ Smith.. Well, Ned, what think ypou now % :
Fobn, ¢ A devil, this is.worft of 21l Mr. Bayes, pray:
what’s the meaning of this fcene ? o

Bayes. Oh, cry you.mercy, Sir: Iproteft I had forgot
to tell you.. Why, Sir, you muft know, that long before-
the beginning of. this play, this prince was taken by a.
filherman.

Smith, How, Sir ! taken -prifoner-? o

" Bayes, Taken prifuner! Oh, Lord, what a queftion’-
there! Did ever any man afk fuch a queftion? .Gad--
zookers, he has put the plot quite out of my head with.
this damned qucl‘?ion ! What was I going to fay #

Jobm. Nay, the Lord kpows : I capnot imagine.

_ Bayes. Stay, let me fee; taken; Ob, ’ds-true. Why,.
Sir, as I was going to f{ay, his highnefs here, the Prince,.
was. taken in a cradle by a filberman, and broyght up as-
kis child.. S0

Smith,.
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" Swith. Indeed!

Bayes. Nay, prythee hold thy peace. And fo, Sir,
this murder being committed by thé river-fide, the fifher-
man, upon fufpicion, was fenzed and thereupon the
Prince grew angrv.

Swith. So, fo now ’tis very plam

‘Fobn. Bur, Mr. Bayes, is not this fome difparagement
in a prince, to pafs for a filherman’s fon? Have a care of
that, I pray.

Bayes. No, no, not at all ; for ’tis but for a whiles I
fhall fetch him off again prefently, you fhall fee. ‘
Entcr Prettyman and Thimble,

Pret, By all the gods, I'll fet the world on fire,

' Rather than let them ravifh hence my fire.
" Tkim, Brave Prettyman, it is at length reveal'd,
That heis not thy fire who thee conceal’d.

Bayes. Lo’you now, there he’s off again.

j’olm Admirably.done, 1’faith! . -

Bayes. Ay, now the plot thickens very much upon us,

Pret. Whatoracle this darknefs can evince !

Sometimes a fifher’s fon, fometimes a prince,
It is a fecret, greatas is the world;
In which I, like the foul, am tofs’d and hurl’d,
-"The blackeft ink of fate fure was wy lot,
And when fhe writ my name, fhe made a blot.-
[Eﬂ'!‘lo

Bayes. There’s a bluftering verfe for you now.

Smith. Yes, Sir; but why is he fo mightily troubled
to find he is not a fitherman’s fon ?

Bayes. Phoo! that is not becaufe he has a mind to be
lis fon, but for fear he fhould be thought to be nobody” ¥
fon at all.

Smith. Nay, that would trouble a man mdecd. .

Bayes. So, let me fee.

SCENE V. B
Enter Prince Volfcius, gaz'ng out of Town:

L

Smith. 1 thought he had been gone to Piccadilly.
+" Bayes. ‘Yes, he gdve 1t out fo, but that was only to
cover his defign. =
j’c/m. What defign 2
) B@ﬂo
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Bayes. Why, to head the army, that ligs concealed for
him at Knightfbridge. ‘

Fobn. 1 fee here’s a great deal of plot, Mr. Bayes.

Bayes. Yes, now it begins to break ; but we fhall have
a world of more bufinefs anon.

Enter Prince Vollcius, Chloris, Amaryllis, azd Harry
with a Riding-Cioak and Boots.

" Ama. Sir, you are cruel thus to leave the town,

d to retire to country folitude.

Chlo. We hop’d this fummer that we thould at leaft
Have held the honour of yaur company.

Bayes. Held the honour of your company! prettly
exprefled : held the hanour of your campany! gad-
" zookers, thefe fellows will never sake motice of any

thing.
:7%/:):. I aflure you, Sir, I admire it extremely ; I dun't
know what he does.
Bayes. Ay, ay, he’s a little enviaus; but ’tis no great
matter. Come. -
Ama. Pray let us two this fingle boan cbtain !
' That you wikl here, with poor.us, {till remain!
Before your horfes came, pronounce.omr fate:
For then, alas! I fear "twill be too late.
Bayes. Sad! .
_JFalf. (9) Harry, Harry, my boots ; for I'll go range
' amang .
My 'bla:es encamp’d, and quit this urban
t I'Ql}go '
Swith, But pray, Mr. Bayes, is not this a little diffi-
e, that you were faying €’en now, to .keep an army
thus concealed ip Knightfbridge ?
Bayes. In Knighbridge! Stay, _
Sobn. No, not if the inn-keepers be his friends.
Bayes. His friends ! ay, Sir, his intimate acquaine
tance; or elfeindeed 1 grant it could not be.
Smith, Yes, faith, fo it might be very eafy. :
Bayese Nay, if 1do net make all things eafy, ’egad
T'll give you leave to hang me. -Now yau would think |
- that he’s gone out of town; but you fhall fee how pret-
tily I hiave contrived to ftop him prefently.
Smith. By my troth, Sir, you hase fo amazed:me, that
I know not what to think.. S o
i Enaw
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Enter Parthenope. o
‘#olf."Blefs me! how frail are all my befbrefolves!
How in a- moment, is my ‘purp'ofe chang’d!
Too foon I thought myfelt fecure from-love,
Fair Madam, give me leavetoatk her name (10)
Who does fo gently rob me of my fame:
.For I fhould meet the army out of town,
And if I fail, muft hazerd my renown.
Par. My morher, Sir, fells ale by the town-walls
And me her deat Parthenope fhe calls.

Bayes. Now- that’s the Parthenope I told you of,

Fobhm Ay, ay, ’egad, you are very right.

#olf. Can vulgar veftments high-born beauty fhroud!

Thoubring’ftthemorning-pittur’dinacloud. (11)

Bayes, The morning’s piCured in a cloud ! Ah, gad-
zookers, what a conceic is there !

Par, Give you good even, Sir. [Exits

Volf. Oh, inaufpicious ftars ! that T was born

Tofudden love, and to more fudden fcorn.

Ama. and Clo. How ! Prince Vollcious in léve ! Ha,
ha, ha! (12) [ Exewnt laughing.

Smith, Sure, Mr. Bayes, we have loft fome jeft here,
that they laugh fo.

Bayes. Why, did you not obferve ? He firft refolves to

-out of town ; and then, as he’s pulling on his boots,
alls in love with her; ha, ha, ha!

Smith. Well, and where lies the jeft of that ?

Bayes. Ha? - [Zwrns to Johnfon,

Fobn. Why in the boots ; where fhould the jeft lie ?

Bayes. 'Bgad, you are in the right; it does liein the
boots —— ([ Turns to Smith.] Your friend and I know
where a good jeft lies, though you don’t, Sir.

Smith. Much geod do’t you, Sir,

Bayes. Here now, Mr. Johnfon, you fhall fee a combat
betwixt love and honour. (13) An ancient auther has
made a whole play on it but I have difpatchied it all in
this {cene. ’
Volicius fits down to pull ‘on his Boots: Bayes fands by,

and overallsthe part as be fpeaks it.

#olf. How has nry paflion.made me Cupid’s feoff!
This hafty boot is on, the other off; Acd
n

-

RPN §
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.

And fullen lies with amorous defign,
To quit loud tame, and make that beauty mine.

Smith. Pr'ythee, mark what pains Mr. Bayes takes to
a& this fpeech himfelf ! -

Yobn. Yes, the fool, I fee, is mightily tranfported
with it,

Volf. My legs, the emblem of my various thought,
Shew to what fad dittrattion I am brought:
Sometimes with ftubborn honour, like this boot,
My mind is guarded, and refolv’d to do’t:
Sometimes again, that very mind, by love
Difarmed, like this other leg does prove,

Shall I to honour, or to love give way?

Goon, criesHonour; tender Love fays, nay: (14)
Honour aloud commands, pluck both boots on ;
But fofter love does whifper, put on none.
What fhall I do ? What conduct fhall I find,
To lead me through this twilight of my mind?
For as bright day, with black approach of night
Contending, makes a doubtful puzzling light;
So does my honour, .and my love together,
Puzzle me fo, I can refolve for neither.

(Goes oxt bapping, <with one boot on, and other off.

Fobn. By my troth, Sir, this is as difficale a combat as
ever I faw, and asequal ; for ’tis determined on neither
fide. :

Bayes: Ay, is it not now, *egad, ha? For to-go off hip-
hop, hip-hop, upon this occafion, is a thoufand times
better than any conclufion in the world, ’egad. .

ohn. Indeed, Mr. Bayes, that hip-hop, in this place,
as you fay, does a very great deal.

Bayes. Oh, all in all, Sir; they are thefe little things
that mar, or fet you off a play; ¢ as 1 remember oncein
¢ a play of mine, I fet off a fcene, ’egad, beyond ex-
¢ peQtation, only with a petticoat and the belly-ach. (13)

¢ Smith. Pray how was that, Sir?

¢ Bayes. Why, Sir, I contrived a petticoat to be
¢ brought in upon a chair (nobody knew how) into 3
¢ prince’s chamber, whofe father was not to fee it, that
¢ camein by cltance. | '

¢ Fobn. God’s-my-life, that was a notable contrivancé

indeed.

- ) . ¢ 's)ﬂl.dh
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¢ Smith. Av, but Mr. Bayes, how could you contrive

¢ the belly-ach ?- ]
¢ Bayes. The eafiet in the world, ’egad ; I'll tell you
¢ how : I made the prince fet down upon the petticoat, no
¢ more than fo, an:f pretended to his father, that he had
¢ juft then got the belly-ach ; whereupon his father went
¢ to call a phyfician, and his man ran away with the pet-
¢ ticoat.
¢ Smith, Well, and what followed upon that ?
¢ Bayes. Nothing; no earthly thing, I vow to gad,
¢ Jobn. On my word, Mr. Bayes, there you hit it.
¢ Bayes. Yes, it gave a world of conteat. And then I
¢ paid them away befides; for it made them all talk baw-
¢ dry, ha, ha, ha, beaftly, downright bawdry upon the
¢ ftage, ’egad, ha, ha, ha; but with an infinite deal of
¢ wit, that I muft fay. '
¢ febn. Thar, ay, that, we know well enough, can
¢ never fail you. ‘
¢ Bayes. No, ’egad, can’t it. Come, bring in the
¢ dance. " [Ewxit to call the Players,
¢ Smith. Now, the devil take thee, for a filly, confi-
¢ dent, unnatural, fulfome rogue.
¢ Enter Bayes and Players. '
¢ Bayes. Pray dance well before thefe gentlemen ;
¢ you are commonly {o lazy, but you fhould be light and
¢ ealy, tah, tah, tah. (A the while they dance, Bayes
¢ puts them ot with teaching them.] Well, gemlemen,
¢ you will fee this dance, if I am not deceived, take’
¢ very ‘well upon the flage, when they are perfed in:
¢ their motions, and all that. '
. ¢ Smith. 1 don’t know how ’twill take, Sir; but I am
¢ fure you fweat hard for it. -
¢ Bayes. Ay, Sir, it cofts me more pains and trouble
¢ to do thefe things, than almoft the things are worth.
¢ Smith. By my troth I think fo, Sir. ’
¢ Bayes. Not for the things themfelves, for I could
¢ write-you, Sir, forty of them in a day : but, ’egad,
¢ thefe players are fuch dull.perfons, that if a man be
‘. not by them upon every point, and at every wrn,
¢ ’egad, they’ll miftake you, Sir, and fpoil all.’
Enter a Player,
What; is the funeral rcady ?
. D P A’l_i)'-
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Play. Yes, Sir. »

Bayes. And is the lance filled with wine 2

Play. Sir, "tis juft now a doing.

Bayes. Stay then, I’lldo it myfelf,

Smith. Come, let’s go with him. )

Bayes, A match, But, Mr. Johnfon, ’egad, I am not
like other perfons ; they care not what becomes of their
things, fo they can but get money for them. Now, ’egad,
when I write, if it be not juft as it fhould be in every
circumftance, to every particular, ’egad, I am no more
able to endure it. Iam not myfelf, I am outof my
wits, and allthat; I am the ftrangeft perfon in the whole
world: for what care I for money ; I write for reputa-
tion, . [Exeunt,

Enp of the TrirD AcT.

ACT 1IV.
SCENE I.

Bayes, and the two Gentlemen,

Bavyes. (1)
Entlemen, becaufe I would not have any two things

4 alike in this play, the laft A& beginning with &
witty fcene of mirth, I make this to begin with a fune<
ral.

Smith, Andis that all your reafon for it, Mr. Bayes?

. Bayes. No, Sir, I have a precedent for it befides ; a
perfon of honour, and a fcholar, brought in his funeral
juft fo: ¢ and he was cne (let me tell you) that knew as
". ¢ well what belonged to a funeral, as any man in England,
¢ ’egad.

‘gj’obn. Nay, if thatbe fo, you are fafe,

_¢ Bayes. "Egad, but I have another . device, a frolic’
¢ which I think yet better than all this, not for the plot
¢ or charatters (f’;r in my heroic plays, I make no diffe-
¢ rence as to thofe matters) but for another contrivance.

¢ Smith, What is that, I pray? _
¢ Bayes, Why, I have defigned a conqueft, that can-
¢ not



THE REHEARSAL. 29

¢ not, poflibly, ’egad, be ated in lefs than a whole week.
¢ Aad I’ll {fpeak a bold word, it fhall drum, trumpet, fhout,
¢ and baule, ’egad, with any the moft warlike tragedy
* we have, either ancient or modern. (2) '
¢ Jobn. Ay, marry, Sir, there you fay fomething.
¢ Smith, And pray, Sir, how have you ordered this fame
® frolick of yours? :
¢ Bayes. Faith, Sir, by the rule of romance; for ex-
¢ ample, they divide their things into three, four, five,
¢ fix, feven, cight, or as many times as they pleafe :
¢ Now I would fain know what fhould hinder me from
¢ doing the fame with my things if I pleafe ? ’
¢ Foba. Nay, if youthould not be mafter of your own
¢ works, ’tis very hard.
¢ Bayes. That is my fenfe. And then, Sir, this con-
¢ trivance of mine has fomething of the reafen of a play
¢ in it too; for as every one makes you five alls to one
¢ play, what do I, but make you five plays to one plot ;
¢ by which means the auditors have every day a new
¢ thing. :
- 7.5/»1. Moft admirably good, i'faith ! and muft cers
¢ tainly take, becaufe it is cot tedious. -
¢ Bayes. Ay, Sir, I know that ; there’s the main point.
¢ .And then, upon Saturday, to make a clofe of all, (for I
¢ ever begin upon a Monday) I make you, Sir, a' fixth,
¢ play, that fums up the whole matter to them, and all
¢ that, for fear they fhould have forgotit.
¢ Yobn. That confideration, Mr., Bayes, indeed, X
¢ think, will be very neceflary. ‘
¢ Smith, And when comes in your fhare, pray, Sir?
¢ Bayes. The third week.
¢ Sobn. 1 vow, yow’ll get a world of money.
¢ Bayes. Why, faith, a man muft live; and if you
¢ don’c thus pitch upon fome new device, ’egad, you’lk
¢ never do’t; for this age (take it o my word) is fome-
¢ what hard to pleafe. But there is one pretty odd paf-
¢ fage in the laft of thefe plays, which may be executed
¢ two feveral waye, wherein I'd have your opinions, gen-
¢ tlemen.
¢ Fobn. What is it, Sir? .
¢ Bayes. Why, Sir, I make a male perfon.to'be in love:
¢ with a female,. - R
: D3 . & Smith.
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¢ Smith, Do you mean that, Mr. Bayes, for a new
* thing ?
¢ Bayes. Yes, Sir, as I have ordered it. You fhall
¢ hear : he, having pafionately loved her through my five
¢ whole plays, finding at laft that fhe confents to his love,
¢ juft after that his mother had appeared to him like a
¢ ghott, he kills himfelf. That’s one way. The other
¢ 18, that fhe coming at laft to love him with as violent a
¢ paifion as he loved her, fhe kills herfelf. Now, my
¢ queftion is, Which of thefe two perfons fhould fuffer
¢ upon this occafion ?
¢ Fobn. By my troth, it is a very hard cafe to decide.-
¢ Bayes. The hardeft in the world, ’egad ; and has
¢ puzzled this pate very much. Whatfay you, Mr.Smith?
¢ Smith, Why, truly, Mr. Bayes, if it might ftand
¢ with your juftice now, I would fpare them both.
¢ Bayes. 'Egad, and 1 think—ha !—Why, then, I'll
¢ make him hinder her from killing herfelf. Ay, it fhall
¢ be fo.’ Come, come, bring in the funeral.
Euter a Funeral, awith the two Ufurpers and Attendants. -
Lay it down there; no, no, here, Sir. So, now fpeak.
K. Ush. Set down the funeral pile, and let our grief -
Receive from its embraces fome relief.
K. Plyf. Was’t not unjuit to ravith hence her breath, -
“And in life’s ftead toleave us nought but death ?
‘The world difcovers now its emptinefs,
And by her lofs demonftrates we have lefs. -
Bayes. 1s not this good language now ? Is not that ele-
vated ? 'Tis my zon ultra, ’cgad; you muft know thep
wete both in love with her,
Smith, With her! with whom?
Bayes. Why, this is Lardella’s funeral,
Smith, Lardella! Ay, who is fhe ? (3) -
Bayes. Why, Sir, the fitter of Drawcanfir; a lady
that was drown’d at fea, and had a wave for her winding.
fleet. .
K. Uh. Lardella, Oh, Lardella! from above
Behold the tragic iffues of our love :
Pity us, finking under grief and pain, .
For thy being cait away upon the main.
Bayes, Look you now, you fee I told you true.
" 8mith, Ay, Sir, and I thaok you for it very kindly.
oL . Bayes,

.
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" Bayes. Ay, ’egad, but you will not have patieace ; ho.-
neft Mr. a——you will not have partience, -

Fobn. Pray, Mr. Bayes, who is that Drawcanfir ?*

Bayes. Why, Sir, a fierce hero,.that frights his miftrefs,.
foubs up kings, bafles armies, and does what he will,
without regard to numbers, good manuers, or juftice,.

Fobn. A very pretty charadter.. ' :

Smith. But, Mr. Bayes, I thought your heroes had’
ever been men of great humanity and juftice,

Bayes. Yes, they have been fo; but, for my part, I
prefer that one quality of fingly beating of whole armies, .
above all your moral virtues put together, 'egad. You
fhall fee him come in prefently. Zookers! why don’t:
you read the papers ? [To the Players.

K. Phyf. Oh,cry youmercy! [Goes to take the Paper..

Bayes. Pilm! Nay, you are fuch a fumbler—Come,
Tl read it myfelf. {Takes a Paper from off the Coffin. -
Stay ; it’s an ill hand; I muft ufe my fpetacles, This
now is a copy of verfes, which I make Lardella compofe-
juft as fhe 1s dying, with defign to have it pinn’d upon:
her coffin, and fo read by one of the ufurpers, whois her
coufin. o

Smith. A.very fhrewd defign that, upon my vord, Mr,.
Bayes. ’ '

)Bt_lyr.r. And what do you think, now, I fancy her’ tg.
maks love like here, in this paper ?’

Smith., Like awoman: what fhould fhe make love like ?-

Bayes. O’ my word, you are -out, tho’, Sir; ‘egad,.

u are.

" Smith.. What then ? like a man?

Kayes. No, Sir, like an humble-bee.

Smith. Iconfefs, that I thould not have fancied,. :

Bayes. It may be fo, Sir; but it is, tho’; in order to.
the opinion of l{me of your ancient philofophers, whq.
Yield the tranfmigration of the foul, M

Smith., Very fine. :

Bayes. I'll read thetitle. ¢ To my. dear coz, King;
Phyf.” '

S);m'lb. That's a little too familiar with a king, tho,,

»

Sir, by your favour, for an humble-bee.
Bayes. Mr. Smith, inother things, I grant, your know.
ledge may be.above mine; but as for poetry, give ‘me
D. A B
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leave to foy, I underfland that better: it has been longer
my practice, it has, indeed, Sir.

Smith, Your fervant, Sir. )
Bayes. Pray, mark it. (4) [ Redds.
*¢ Since death my earthly part will thus remove,

I’ll come an humble bee to your chafte love :
‘With filent wings I'll follow you, dear coz;
Or clie before you in the fun-beams buz.
" And when to melancholy groves you come,
An airy ghoft you'’ll know me by my hum ;
For founﬁ, being air, a ghoft does well become.”
" Smith. [After a paxfe.] Admirable!
- Bayes. ** At night, into your bofom I will creep,
And buz but foftly, if yeu chance to fleep ;
Yet in your dreams I will pafs fweeping by,
And then both hum and buz before your eye.”
¢ Jobn. By my troth, that’s a very great promife.
¢ Smith, Yes, and a moft extraordinary comfort to boot.
¢ Bayes. * Yourbed of love from dangers 1 will free;
¢ But moft from love of any future bee,
¢ And when with pity your heart-ftrings fhall crack,
¢ With empty arms I'll bear you on my back.”
¢ Smirh. A pick-a-pack, 2 pick-a-pack.
" ¢ Rayes. Ay, ’egad; but is not that twant now, ha?
Is it not tuast? Here’s the end. - .
¢ Then at your birth of immortality,
¢ Like any winged archer hence I'll fly,
¢ And teach you your firft flutt’ring in the fky.
¢ Yob, Oh, rare! this is the moft natural refin’d fancy
¢ that ever I heard, 1"l fwear.
¢ Bayes. Yes, Lthink, for a dead perfon, it isa good
way enough of making love; for, being divefted of her
terreftrial part, and all that, fbe is only capable of theie
little, pretty, amorous defigns, that are innocent, and
yetpal%anat&’ -Come, draw your fwords.
K. Pbyl. Come, fword, come fheath thyfelf within
this breatt, o
Which only in Lardella’s tomb can reft.
K. Uph. Come, dagger, come, and penetrate this heart,
Which cannot from Lardella’s love depart.
Enter Pallas,
" Pal. Hold, fiop your murd’ring hands
‘At-Pallas's commands ;

. o a o

For
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For the fuppofed dead, Oh, Kings !
Forbear to aét fuch deadly things,
Lardella lives; I did but try
If princes for their loves could die.
Such celeftial conftancy
Shall by the gods rewarded be :
And from tbe%e fun’ral obfequies,
A nuptial banquet thall arife. o
. [Tbe Coffin opens, and @ Banguet is difcovered,
Bayes. So, take away the coffin. Now it’s our. Thig
is the very funeral of the fair perfon which Volicius fens
word was dead ; and Pallas, you fee, has turned it into a
banquet.
Smith, Well, but where is this banquet ? '
Bayes. Nay, look you, Sir, we muft firft have a dance,
for joy that Lardella is not dead. ¢ Pray, Sir, give me
* leave to bring in my things properly at leaft.
¢ Smith, That, indeed, I had forgot. ‘1 afk your parden.
¢ Bayes. Oh, d’ye fo, Sir? Iam glad you will confefs
¢ yourfelf once in an error, Mr. Smich.’

DANCE.

~ K. U5. Refplendent Pallas, we in theedo find
The fierceft beauty, and a fiercer mind :
And fince to thee Lardella’ life we owe,
We'll fupple ftatues in thy temple grow.
K. Phyf. Well, fince alive Lardella’ found,
Let 1 full bowls her health go round. :
[Tbe two Ufurpers each of them take & bowl in their hands.
K. Ub. But where’s the wine 2
Pal. That fhall be mine.
Lo, from this conquering lance (5}
Does flow the pureft winc of Fraace ; -
[ Fills the bowls out of ber bance.
And, to appeafe your hunges, I - .
Have in my helmet brought a pie : '
Laftly, to bear a part with the(g,
Behold a buckler made of cheefe. [Pani/b Palls.
Bayes. There’s the banquet. Are you fasisfied now,
Sir? .
Fohn. By my troth, now, that is new, and mare than
I expelied. . : :
Bayese
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Bayes. Yes, I knew this would pleafe you;. for the
chief art in poetry is to elevate your expe&ation, and then.
bring you off fome extraordinary. way.

-> Enter Drawcanfir..

K. Pby/. What man is this, that dares difturb our

feaft ? (6) ‘ :

Draw, He that dares drink, and for that drink dares die;.

And, knowing this, dares yet drink on, am I.

Sobx. Thatis, Mr. Bayes, as much as to fay, that tho’
he would rather die than not drink, yet he would fain.
drink for all that too. -

Bayes. Right; that’s the conceit on’t..

Fobn. *Tis a marvellous good one, I fwear.

¢ Bayes. (7)° Now, there are fome critics that havead-
¢ vifed me to put out the fecond dare, and print muft ip.
¢ the place on’t; but, ’egad, I think ’tis better thus 3
¢ great deal. ’ o :

¢ Fobn, Whoo! -a thoufand times.’

Bayes. Go on then, ‘ .

K. Up. Sir, if you pleafe, we fhould be glad to know,.

How long you here will ftay, how foon you'll go?

Bayes, Is not that now like a well bred perfon, "egad ¥
So modeft, fo gent! ' o

Smith, Oh, very like. ‘

Draw. (8) You fhall not Know how long T here wilkt

But you fhall know I’ll take the bowls away. [ftay;.

[Snatches the bowls ont of the Kings hands, and drinks.

them qﬂ:.

Smith. But, Mr. Bayes, is that, too,. modeft and gent ¥

Bayes. No, ’egad, Sir; but ’tis great.

K. Uhb.. (9)- Tho’, brother, this grum ftranger bt a.

He'll leave us, fure, a little td gulp down. [clowa,

Draw. Whoe’er to gulp one drop of this dare think,.

Pl ftare away his very power to drink. .

[The two Kings fneak qq the. Stage, avith their Attendantse.
Idrink, I huff, I ftrur, look big and ftare; (10)
And all this I can do, becaufe I dare. [Exite.

Smith. 1 fuppofe, Mr. Bayes, this is the fierce hero-
you fpote of.* ' ' S

Rayes. Yes, but this is nothing: you fhall fee him, in:
the laft a&, win above a dozen bottles, one after anothery.
*egad, as faft.as they can poflibly comeupon xhe:.ﬁag; .

v o
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Fohn. That will be a fight worth feeing indeed.

Swmith. But, pray, Mr. Bayes, why do you make the
Kings let him ufe them fo fcurvily ?

Bayes. Phoo! that’s to raife the charadler of Draw-
canfir,

Fobn. O' my word, that was well thought on.

Bayes. Now, Sir, I'll fhew you a fcene indeed, or ra-
ther, indeed, a fcene of fcenes. "Tis an heroic {cene.

Smith. And, pray, Sir, what’s your defign in this {cene ?

Bayes, Why, Sir, my defign is gilded truncheons, for-
ced conceit, {mooth verfe, and a rant; in fine, it this
fcene don’t take, ’egad, I’ll write no more, Come, come
in, Mr.——a-——nay, come in as many as you can ——
Gentletnen, I muft defire you to remove a litle, for 1
muft fill the ftage.

Smith. Why fill the ftage ? .

Bayes. Oh, Sir, becaufe your heroic verfe never founds
well, but when the ftage is fuil.

SCENE IL
Enter Prince Prettyman erd Prince Volfcius.

Nay, hold, hold ; pray, by your leave a little. Laok
you, Sir, the drift of this fcene is fomewhat more than
ordinary ; for I make them both fall out, becaufe they
are not in love with the fame woman.

° Smith. Not in love! You mean, I fuppofe, becaufe
they ate in love, Mr. Bayes ? )

Bayes. No, Sir, I fay, not in love ; there’s a new con-

ceit tor you ! — Now {peak.

Pret. Since fate, Prince Volfcius, now has found the
For our fo long'd-for meeting here this day, [way
Lend thy attention to my grand concern.

Polf. Tgladly would that fory from thee learn ;

But thou 10 love doft, Prettyman, incline ;

Yet love in'thy breaft isnot love in mine. .
Bayes. Antithefis! thine and mine. .
Pret. Since love itfelf’s the fame, why fhould it be

Diff’ring in you from what it is in me ?

Bayes. Reafoning! ’egad, I love reafoning in verfe.

Volf. Love takes, cameleon-like, a various dye

rom every plant on which itfelf does lie.
Bayes
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Bayes. Simile !
- Pret. Let not thy love the courfe of nature fright :
Nature does moft in harmony delight.
Volf. How weak a deity would nature prove,
Contending with the pow’rful god of love !
Bayes. There’s a great verfe !
¥olf. If incenfe thou wilt offer at the fhrine
Of mighty love, burn it tonone but mine.
Her rofy lips eternal fiveets exhale ; -
And her bright flames make all flames elfe look pale,
Bayes. 'Egad, thatis right.
Pret. Perhaps dullincen{e may thy love fuffice ;
But mine muft be ador’d with facrifice.
All hearts turn afhes, which her eyes controul :
The body they confume, as well as foul.
Volf. My love has yet a power more divine :
Vi&ims her altars burn not, but refine ;
Amidft the flames they ne'er give up the ghott,
But, with her looks, revive flill as they roaft :
In fpite of pain and death they’re keptalive 3 -
Her fiery eyes make them in fire furvive.
Bayes. That is ds well, *egad, as I can do.
- Polf. Let my Parthenope at length prevail,
. Bayes. Civil, ’egad. ’ ‘
- Pret. 1’1l fooner have a paffion for 2 whale,
In whofe vaft bulk tho’ ftore of oil doth lie,
We find more fhape, more beauty in a fly.
Smith. "That’s uncivil, ’egad. '
"Bayes. Yes; but as far fetch’d a fancy, tho’, ’gad, =
€’er you faw. , '
Folf. Soft, Prettyman, let not thy vain pretence
© Of perfectlove, defame love’s excellence :
Parthenope is, fure, as far above
All other loves, as above all his love.
Bayes. Ay, ’egad, that ftrikes me !
Pret. To blame my Cloris gods would not pretend.
JBayes. Now mark.
Folf. Were all gods join’d they could not hope te mend
My better choice ; for fair Parthenope
- Godswould themfelves ungod themfelves tq fee. (11)
&Bayes, Now the rant’s a'coming. : P
‘ - Brets
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Pret. (12) Durft any of the gods be fo uncivil,
I’d make that god fubfcribe himfelf a devil.

Bayes. Ah, gadzookers, that’s well writ !

[Scratching bis bead, bis peruke falls off,

#olf. Could’ft thou that god from heaven to earth

tranflate,
He could not fear to want a heav’nly ftate;
Parthenope, on earth, can heaven create.
Pret. Cloris does heav’n itfelf io far excel,
She can tranfcend the joys of heav’n in hell.

Bayes. There’s a bold flight for you now ! *Sdeath, I
tave loft my peruke. Well, gentlemen, this is what I
never yet faw any one could write, but myfelf. Here's
true fpirit and flame all through, *egad——So, fo, pray,
clear the ftage, [ He puts them off the Stage,

Fobn. 1 wonder how the coxcomb has got the knack of
writing fmooth verfe thus,

Smith. Why, there’s no need of brains for this: *is
but {canning the labours on the finger. But where’s thé
fenfe of it?

Fobu. Oh, for that he defires to be excufed ! . He is too
proud a man to creep fervilely after fenfe, Iaflure yoy.(13)
But, pray, Mr. Bayes, why is this fcene all in verfe

Bayes. Oh, Sir! the’fubje is too great for profe.

Smith. Well faid, i’faith! I’ll give thee a pot of ale
for that anfwer; ’tis well worth it, '

Bayes.” Come, with all my heart.

I’ll make that god fubfcribe himfelf a devil.
‘That fingle line, ’egad, is worth all that my brother poets
ever writ —— Let down the curtain. [Excant,

END of the Fourth Acr.

ACT V. SCENE I
-Enter Bayes and the two Gentlemen.

Bayes.
OW, gentlemen, I will be bold to fay I’ll fhew you
the greateft fcene that ever England faw : I mean
mot for words, for thofe I don’t value ; but for ftate, thew,
and magnificence. In fine, I’ll juftify it to be as grand
tQ
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to the eye, every whit, ’egad, as that great {cene in Harry
the Eighth, and grander too, ’egad; for inftead of two
Lithops, I bring in here four cardinals.

[The Curtain is drawn up, the two ufarping Kings appear
in flate, avith the foxr Cardinals, Prince Prettyman,
Prince Volfcius, Amaryllis, Cloris, Parthenope,
{c.  Before them a Herald, and Scrjeants at Arns,
awith Maces.

Smith, Mr. Bayes, pray, what is the reafon that twoof

the Cardinals are in hats, and the other in caps ?

Bayes. Why, Sir, becaufe——By gad, 1 won't tell
you. Your country-friend, Sir, grows fo troublefome—

K. Uh. Now, Sir, to the bufinefs of the day.

K. Plyf. Speak, Volfcius.

Vuif. Dread Sovereign Lords, my zeal to you muft not
invadec my duty to your fon ; let me intreat that greac
Prince Prettyman firft do fpeak, whofe high pre-eminence
in all things that do bear the name of good, may jufily
claim that privilege. : .

Bayes. l-fere it begias to unfold; you may perceive,
now, that he is his fon. SRR : ,

Fobn. Yes, Sir, and we are very much beholden ra
you tor that difcovery.

Pret. Royal father, upon my knees I beg,

“Chat the illuftrious Volfcius firft be heard.

Folf. That preference is only due to Amaryllis, Sir.

Bayes. T'll make her fpeak very well by-and-by, you
thall fee. . _

An. Invincible Sovereigns : [Soft Mufic.

K. Upk. (i) But ftay, what found is this invades our

ears ?

K. Plyf. Sure ’tis the mufic of the moving fpheres !

Pret. Behold, with wonder, yonder comes from far
- A godlike cloud, and a triumphant car,

In which our two right Kings fit, one by one,
With virgins vefts, and hure%-garlunds.on.

K. Ufb.. Then brother

K. Phyf.——=——"Tis time we fhould bzgone.

L be two Ufuspers: fical out of the Throne, and go azvay.

Layes. Look you now, did not I tell you that this would
be as eafy a change as the other ? ;

1 . Smith,
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* Swith, Yes, frith, you did foi’ tho’ 1 confef¥ T could
not believe you ; but you have broughr itabout, I fee.
{The tavo right Kitigs of Brewiford defeend in’ the clonds,
Singing, in wbite garmicnts, awd three Fidlers fitting
before them, in greth. .
¢ Bay#s. Now, becaufe the two tight Kings 'de('v:en?l
¢ from abiove, I make them fing to the tune and ftile of
¢ our modern fpirits. : S
¢ 1 King. (13 Ha#¢; brother King, we are fent from
¢ 2 King. Let us ove, let us move, - {above.
¢ Move t0 rémove the fate ‘ ]
*' Of Brémtford’s lang united ftatk:
¢ t Kviy. Tarra, rih, taira, full eaft and by fouth,
¢ 2 Kily. We fail with thundet in ourmontk,
¢ In {corching noon-day, whilft-the traveller ftays ;
¢ Bufy, bufyy bufy, buly we bdftlealong,
¢ Mounted upon'warm Phdbus’s ray
¢ Thro’ the heavenly thrtug,
_ ¢ Hafting cothofe =
¢ Whe'will feaft us at might with'  pig's pétth vhéd.
¢ 1 King. And we'll fall with our plate
. ¢ In an-ollié of hate, : .
¢ z‘l?vég“. But new fupper’s done, the'Tervlrot’s' thy
.¢ Like foldiers, to ftorm a whote half-moon pyes”
¢ 1 King. They gather; they gatlver list cuftards'in fpdons.
¢ Bur, alas! I muftleave thefe half-mooans,
¢ Abd rephir to my trufty drapoons. o,
¢ 2 King. Oh, ftay! for you neétl notas yet go aftray:
¢ Thetide, like a frieﬁg, has brought fips in-our way,
¢ Knd on their high ropeswe will play : S
¢ Like nragpots in filberts; we'll fnllg in our thell,
g < Well frific in out fhell, o
¢ Well ffifk in our fhell,
: . ¢ And farewel. ) _
¢ 1" King. But the Indies hive all inctfhatith toBance,
¢ Antl ¥hie green frogs'croa out a Cdramto of France.
4 Bapes, 1smot that prétry mow? The fidlers ‘are all

¢ in gtetn, .
. g’iﬁt‘ﬁ. Ay, but they play no Coranto. _
¢ Jobi. No, but thet play a tune that's'a great deal

* betten, :
o E Bayzsa

/
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¢ Bayes. No Coranto, quoth-a! That’s a good one,
¢ with all my heart. Come, fing on. .
¢ 2 King. Now mortals that hear
’ ¢ How we tilt and career,
¢ With wonder will fear
¢ The event of fuch things as thall never appear.
¢ 1 King. Stay you, to fulfil what the gods have decreed.
¢ 2 Kirg. ‘I'hen call me to help you, if there fhall be needy
¢ 1 King. So firmly refolv’d is 2 true Brentford King,
¢ To fave'the diftrefs’d, and help to ’em bring,
" ¢ That €’er a full pot of good ale you can fwallow,
¢ He’s here with awhoop, and gone witlra holla.
-¢ [Bayes filips his fingers, and fings after them.
¢ Bayes. He’s here with a wheop, and gone with a
bolla. - - :
¢ This, Sir, you muft know, I thought once to -have
¢ brought in with a conjurer. (3) -
¢ Fobn. Ay, that would have been better,
¢ Bayes. No, faith, not when you confider it ; for thus
¢ it is more compendious, and does the thing every whit
¢ as'well. ' ‘ :
¢ Smith, Thing! What thing? o
* Bgyes. Why, bring them down again into the throne,
¢ Sir; what thing would you have?
. ¢ Smith. Well, but methinks the fenfe of this fong is
¢ not very plain, }
¢ Bayes, ‘Plain'! Why, did you ever hear any people
¢in elouds fpeak plain? They muft be all for flight
¢ of fancy at 1ts full range, without the leaft check or
¢ ccntroul upon it.  When once you tie up fpirits and
‘& people in clouds to fpeak plain, you fpoil all,
¢ Smith. Blefs me, whata monzer‘s this !’
[The tavo Kings *light out of the Clouds, and fiep into the
Thrones. ' .
1 King, Come, now to ferious tounfel we'll advance.
2 King. I doagree; but firft, let’s have a dance.
Bayes. Right ! you did that very well, Mr, Cartwright.
Bit firft, lecs have a dance, - Pray, rémember that: be-
fure you do it always juft fo; for it-muft be done as if it
were the effect of thought and premeditation, But firll,
let’s have a dance, Pray, remember that, "
‘ Smitie

.-
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Smith. Well, I can hold no longer; I muft gag this
fogue ; there’s no enduring of him., L
Fobn. No, lPr’ythee, make ufe of thy patience a little
longer ; let’s fee the end of him now. ’ '
. SDam'e a grand Dance,
Bayes. This, now, isan ancient dance, of right belong-
ing to the Kings of Brentford ; but fince derived, with'a
little alteration, to the Inns of Court, .
An Alarm. Entcr tawo Heralds.
1 King., What faucy groom molefts our privacies ?
1 Her. The army, at the door, and in difguife,
Defires a word with both your Majefties.
2 Her. Hia}vingh from Knightfbridge hither march’d by
ealth.
2 King. Bid them artend a-while, and drink our health.
Smith. How, Mr. B.yes ? The army in difguife!
Bayes. Ay, Sir, for fear the ufurpers jnight difcqver
them that went.out but juft now.
Smith. Why, what if they had difcovered them?
Bayes. Why, then they had broke the defign. )
1 King. Here, take five guineas for thofe warlike men.
2 Kings And here’s five more; that makes the fum

~ juftten. - -
1 Her~We havé not feen'fo much the Lord knows-
when, * - [Exennt Heralds.

¢ 1 King. Speak on, brave Amarylkis, .
¢ Am. Invincible Sovereigns, blame not my modefty,
$ if, athis grand, conjuncture o
o ' (Drums beat bebind the Stage.
.1 King. (4) What dreadtul noife is this that comes
and goes ? - ) ’
, Enter a Soldier awith bis Sword drawn.
Sold. Hafte hence, great Sirs, your royal perions fave,
’ - For the event of war no mortal knows :
The army, wrangling for the gold you gave,
Firtt fell towords, and then to handy-blowg.
_ R | Exit.
Bayes. 1s not that now a pretty kind of a ftanza, und a
handfome come-off ? o
2 King. Oh, dangerous eflate of fovereign power !
. Obnoxious to the change of every hour.
E:z ' 2 King.

-
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2 Aing. et s fos Syclzer in oyr sabingt fay :
erhaps thefe thacat’ping 4orms ay pafeaway. i
npe

Joln. But, Mr. Bayes, did ppt yop promile us, itk
_®ow, to make Arsaryllis fpeak very well e
Bayes. Ay, and fo fhe wayld have dong, bt that they
 bindered her. .
dmith, How, Sir! whether you wauld or pe?
Bayes. Ay, Siry the plat lay fo, that, I vow togad, it
was pot tobe avoided. )
Smith, Marry, that was bard.
Fobn. But, pray, who hindered her 2
.. Baws. Why, the baule, Sir, that’s jult coming in ¢ at
¢ the door: and I'Hl tell you now a firange thing ; tho’ I
. dan’t pretend to do more than other men, ’egad, I'll
¢ give you both a whole week to guefs how I'll reprefent
¢ this battle.

s §mith, 1 had rather be bound to fight your haxtie, I

¢ affurg yoy, S,
‘ 'ga_y?;, \&_&xqg! shere's it nowr-Fight a battle | theré’s
4 the common ersor. I knew prefently where § thpuld
¢ have you. Why, pray, Sir, de byt te]] me this one
¢ thing: Can you think it a decent thing, 3n a battle be-
* fare ladies, to have men 1 their fwonds thro’one gno-
“ Sobn. No, faith, *tis nat civil. )
. % Bages. Right; on the other fide, g0 bave a Jong re-
¢ lation of {quadrons here, apd {quadrens there ; whax is
£ it bue duﬂyoﬁxit\{?
¢ -Fola. Excellently reafon’d, by my troth !
¢ Bayes. Wheretore, Sir, to avpid both thefe indeco-
¢ rums, 1 fum up the whole bactle in the reprefentation
* of ugo perfons anly, no more; and yer fo lively, thar,
¢ 1 vow to gad, you would {iwear ten thowfand men were
¢ atitreally engag’d. Do you mark me? ‘
v Smuth. Yes, .gir; but § thigk I fhould hardly {wear,
¢ tho’, for all that,
¢ Bgues. By my troth, Sir, bat you would, tho’, when
¢ you [ceit; for I make them both come out ig armour,
¢ cap-a pie, with gheir fwards draws, and buog with a
¢ {carlet ribbon av their writ, wbich, yow ksow, repre-
¢ fentg fighting encugh. <
& Jakid. Ay, ey, fomuch, that if I were in your place,
! ¢ 1 would

\
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¢ I would make them go out again, without ever fpeak-
¢ ing one word. -

¢ Bayes. No, there you are out; for I make each of
¢ them hold a lute in his hand.

¢ Smith., Haow, Sir, inttead of a buckler? - *

¢ Bayes, Oh, Lord, Lord! inftead of a buckler?
¢ Pray, Sir, do you afk no more queftions. I make them,
¢ Sirs, play the {aule in recitativo. And here’s the con-
¢ ceit, Juft at the very fame inflant that one fiogs, the
¢ qgther, Sir, recovers ‘you his fiword, and puts himfelt
¢ into a warlike pofture ; fo that you have at once your
¢ ear entertained with mufic .and good language, and
¢ your eye fatisfied with the garb and accoutrements of
¢ war. T ' T

¢ Smith. 1 confefs, Sir, you ftupify me.

¢ Bayes. You fhall fee. ‘

¢ Fobn. But, Mr, Biyes, might not we have a little
¢ fighting ? For I love thofe plays where they cut and
¢ flath one another upon ihe ftage for a whole hour to-
¢ gether.: T

¢ Baycs. Why, then, to tell you trus, I have contrived
¢ it both ways ; but you fhall have m[y‘ recitativo firft.

¢ Foha. Ay, now you are right; thereis nothing then
. ¢ can be objefted againft ir. -

" ¢ Bayes. (5) True; and fo, ’egad, I’il inake it to a

tragedy in a trice. o

Enter .at feveral Doors the General and Licutenant:Genc
¢ ral, armed cap-a-pie, avith cach of them a lute in his
¢ band, and a fword drawn, and bung «with a frarlet
¢ ridbon at biswriffs (6)

¢ Lt. Gen. Villain, thou lyeft! ~
¢ Gen. [7) Arm, arm, Gonfalvo, arm; what ho!
¢ The lie no flefh can brook, I trow.

¢ Lt. Gen. Advarice from Alton with the mufqueteers.

¢ Gen. (8) Draw down the Chelfea cuiraffiers. ‘
. ¢ Lt.Gen. (9) The band you boaft of Chelfea cuiraffiers,
¢ Shall, in my Putney pikes, now meet their pgers.
" ¢'Gen. Chifwickians, aged, and renown'd in fight, .

¢ Join with the Hammer{mith brigade. ,

¢ Lt Gen, You'll find my Mortlake boys will do thenw

right, .
¢ Unlefs by Fulham numbers overliid, ot
Ej Geng.
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¢ Gen. Letthe loft-wingof Twickenham foot advance,
. ¢ Ard line that eaflern hedge.
¢ .t. Gre. ‘V'heharlfe 1 rais'd in Petty-France,
¢ Shall try their chance,
- And fcour the meadews, over-grown with fedge,
¢ Ger. Stand ! give the word.
¢ Lt Gen. Bright {fword..
4 (sex. 'That may. be thine,
¢ ‘But "tis not mine.
. v Lt, Gen. (1) Give fire, give fire, at once give fire,
+ 7 ¢ And let thofe recreant troops pexceive mine ire,
" & Gen. Purfue,. purfue ; they flie
. ¢ That firit did give the lie.. - [ Exexnti
¢ Bayes. This now: is not improper, 1 think; becaufe
¢ the fpectators: knew all thele tewns, and may aufily
¢ conceive them to be within the-deminiens of. the two:
-¢ kings of Brentford. -

¢ YJohu. Noft-exceeding well defigned I

Bayes. How do you think I have centrived to give
ftop to this battle." : _

« Smith. How ? ‘

Bayes. By hn eclipfe ; which, let me tell you, is-a kind
of fancy that was yeét never fo- mu¢h as thought of, but
by myfelf, and one perfon more, that fhall be nameiefs..

- . Enter Eiextenam-General.

Lt. Gen. What midnight darknefs does invade the day,
And fnach the vi¢torfrom his conquer’d prey?:
Is the fun weary of thisbloody fight, =~ =~
And winks upon us with the eye of light?- '
*[is an eclipfe! This was unknd, Ob, moon,

To clap between me and the fun fo foon. -

Foolifh eclipfe ! thou this in vain haftdéne ; :
My brighter honour bad eclips’d the fun,. - }
But now behold eclipfes two in one. Exit.)

Fobn. This is an admirable reprefentation of a battle,
as ever | faw. :

Bayes. Ay, Sir: but how would you fancy: nowto re-

- prefent ap eclipfe ? ‘

Smith,” Why, that’s to be fuppofed: :

Bayes. Suppofed ! Ay, you are ever at yourfuppofe;
Ka, ha, ha! Why, you may as well fuppofe the whole
play. No, it muft come in upon the ftage, that’s cer-

~ ST o tain :
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tain : but in fome odd way that may Uelight, amufe, and:
all that. I have a conceit for ic; that I am fure is new,
aad I belene to the purpote.

Fobn. How’s that ¢

- Bayes. Wiy, the truth is, J took the firft hint of this-
out of 2 disleguo between Phaebus and Aurora, in the
Slighted Maid; which, by my troth, was very pretty ;.
but I think you would confefs this is a litle better,

Jobn. No dowbe on"t, Mr.Bayes, a great deal better..

[Bayes bugs Johnfen, tben tarns to Smith,
- Bayes. Ah, dear rogue! But——a——-Sir, you have:
heard, 1 fuppofe, that your eclipfe of the moon is no- -
thing clfe  but sn iatcrpoficion of the earth betweea the
fun and meon ;. as likewife your eclipfe of the fun is
caufed by an jnwrlocation of the moon betwixt ths earth
and the fun..

Smith. 1 have heard fome fuch thing indeed.

Bayes. Well, $ir, then what do I, but make the earth,
fun, and moon, eome out upon the flage, and dance the
hay. Hum ! and of neceflity, by the very miture of this
dance, the earth- muft be fometiimes between the fun and:
the moon, and the moon between: the earth and fun:
and there you have both eclipfes by demonfiration.

Fobn. Thatr muftneeds be very fine, truly.

Bayes. Yes, it has fancy in it.. And then, Sir, that
there may be fomething in it too of a.joke, F bring themn
in all finging, and make the moon fell the earth » bar-
gain. Come, comeout, Eclipfe, to the tunc of Toms
Tyler. )

' ¢ Enter Luna..
Luna. Orbis, Oh, Orbis! -
Come to me,. thou little rogue, Orbis
Enter the Earth,
Ord (11y Who calls Terra Firma, pray ¥
Luna. Luna, that ne’er fliines by day,
©ry. What means Luna in a veil?
- Lama. Luna meauns to-thew her tail..
Bayes.. Theres the bargain.
Enter: Sol,. to the tune of Robin Heod,

Sl Fye, fifter, fye! thou makeft me mufe,

. Derry down, derry downa
To-fee the Orb abufe, .
: ’ ) Lunxy
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Luna. 1 hope his anger will not move ;
. Since I fhew’d it out_ of love, ) .
. Hey down, derry down.
Orb. Where fhall I thy true love know, '
Thou pretty, pretty moon ? .
o Luna. (12) To-morrow foon, e'er it be noon,
On mount Vefuvio. - o
Sol. Then I will fhink. A [Bis.
; " (To the Tune of Trenchmare,
Orb. And I wiilbe fire. : | . .
Lzna, (13) And I will drink nothing but Lippara wine.
Omnes. And we, ¢,

: (As they dance the bay, Bayes fpeaks.
Bayes. Now the earth’s before the moon; now the
_ moon’s-before the fun ; there’s the eclipfe again.

Smith. He's mightily taken with this, I fee. :

Fobn. Ay, "tis fo extraordinary, how can he chufe?

- Bayes. So, now, vanifh eclipfe, and enter t’other bat-,
tle, and fight. Here now, if I am not miftaken, you
will fee fighting enough.

[4 Battle is fought betzvcen Foot.and great Hobbey-borfiss
At laft Drawcanfiv comes in, and kills them all on both
Sides.  All the avhile the battle is fighting, Bayes.is

. telling them avben to fbeut, and fhauts avith thom.

Draw. Others may boaft a fingle man to kill:

But I theblood of thoufands datly fpiil.

Let petty kings the names of parties-know :
Where’er I come, I flay both triend and foe,
The fwifteft horfemen my fwift rage controuls,
And from their bodjes drives their trembling fouls.
It they had wings, and to the gods could fly,

1 would purfue, and beat them through the tky ;

And make proud Jove with ail his thundcr, fee

This fingle arm more dreadful is than he. [ Exit

Bay-s. There’s a brave fellow for you now, Sire.. You

may talk of your Heors and Achilles, and I know not
who; but I defy all your hiftorigs, and your romances
tco, to fhew me one fuch conqueror as this Drawcanfir.

Fobn. Ifwear, I think you may. )

Smith. But, Mr, Bayes, how fhall all thefe dead men

go off? for I fee none alive to help them.

Bayes. Go off, why, as they cameon ; upon their legs:

bow fhould they go oft! Why, do you think the people
4 here
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here don’t know: they are not dead ? He’s mighty igno-
rant, poor man! Your friend here is verg filly, Mr.
Johufon, 'egad-he is, ha, ha, ha! Come, Sir, L'l fhew
you how they fhall go off. (14) Rife, rife, Sias, and go
:about your bufinefs. There’s go off for you now. Ha,
ha, ha! Mr. Ivory, a wosd. Gentlemen, I'll be wirhp
. you prefently. {Exit.
Jebn. Will you fo? Then we’ll begone.
Swith, Ay, pr'yshee let’s go, that we may preferve our
-hearing. .One battle more will take mine quite away.

. [E-t‘mt.
Enter Bayes and Players. ‘
Bayes. Where are the gentlemen ¢
xﬂy Pilay. They are gone, Sir.

Bayes. Gone! *Sdeath ! this lattaét is beft of all ! 171
go ferch them again. {Exx.
1£ Play, What fhall we do, now he’s gone away ?

p ad Pigg. Why fo much the better ; then let’s go to
inner, .
34 Play. Stay, here’s a foul piece of paper. Let’s fee
“whas it is. “
3d or 4¢b Play. Ag, ay, come, let's hear it,
" {Reads. The Argumens of the Fifth A8,
3d Play, Closis at length, being feafible of prince
Prettyman’s paflion, confents to marry him; but juft as
they ase going to church, prince Prettyman meeting, by
chance, with old Joan, the chandler’s widow, and remem-
bering it was fhe ¢hat firlt brought him acquainted with
Cloris, eut of a high point of honour, breake off his
match with Cloris, and murries old Joan. Upor which,
Closis, in defpair, drowns herfelf; and prince Pretty-
man, ditconteatedly, walks by the river-fide.  This will
gever do: 'ds jull like the rett.  Come, let’s begone.
Moff of' the Players. Ay, pox en it, let’s go away,
‘ [Execunt.
Enter Bayer.
" ‘Bayes. A plagueon them both for me, they have made -
mz fweat to run after them. A couple of fenfelefs rafcals, -
that had rather go to dinner, thun fee this play out, with
apox to them. What comtort has 3 msn o wrte for
uch dull rogues ?  Come, Mr,——a——where are you,
e Qome away, quick, quick, ‘ .
e ‘ Enter
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' " Entor Stage Keeper,

Smge-k Sir, they are gone to dinner.

Bayes. Yes, T know the gentlemen are gond; but 1 afk
for the players.

Stage-k. Why, an’t pleafe your worlhlp, Sir,. the

s Players are gone to dinner too, .

Bayes. How ! are the players gone ta dinner ? "Tis

:mpoiﬁble' The playcrs gone to dinner! *Egad, if they
are, 1'll make them know what it is to injure a perfon
that does them the honour to write for. them, andall
that. A company of proud, conceited, humourous,
crofs-grained perfons, and all that, Egad I’ll make
them the molf contemptible, defpicable, inconfiderable
perfons, and all that, in the whole world, for this trick.
*Egad, 1'll'be revenged on them; I’ll fell this play w0
. the other houfe.

Stage-k. Nay, good Sir, don’t take away the boox ;
rou’ll difappoint the company that comes to fee it n&cd
ere this afternoon.

Bayés, Fhat’s all one, I muft reférve this comfort to
myfelf ; my play aml I fhall g together, we will net
part, indeed, Sir. :

Stage-k. But what will the town fay, Sir ! [

Bayes. The town! Why, what care I.for the town?
’Egad the town ufed meas fcurvily ae the players hate
done; but I’ll be revenged on them too; for I’il lam-

* poon them all. And fince they will not admit of my
-plays; they fhall know what a fat) rit I am. And fo fare-
wel to this ftage, ’egad, for ever.: [Exit Bayes,

Enter Pigyers. .

1/ Play. Come then, let’s fet up bills for another pldy.

2d Play. Ay, ay; we fhall lofe nothing by this, I
warrant you. :

1f Play. I am of your oplmom But,. before we.go,
let’s fee Haynes and Shirley_practife the laft dance ; for
that may ferve us another time.

2d¥lay. il call them in: I think they are but in the
tiring roou.

’
)
<A

The Dance done.
1£ Play. Come, come; let’s go away to dinner.
[E“'Wﬂ

Exp of the Firra Acte
‘ . ~ EPI.
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EPILOGTUE

7’ H E play is at ax exd; but where's the plot #
. That circumflance our poct Bayes forgot,

And we can boaft, though’tis a plotting age,

No place is freer from it than the flage.

The antients /Iatml, though, and firove to pleafe,
" With fenfe that might be underfood <vith eafe

They every fcene with fo much wit did flore,

That who brought any in, avent out with move,

But this new way of it does fo ﬁ;zoriﬁ,

- Men lofe their wits in wond’ring awhere it lies.

If it be true, that monfirous births profage

The following mifehicfs that affiét the age,

And fad difaflers to the flate prociaim,

Plays aithout head or tail may do the fame.

Wherefore for ours, and for the kingdom’s peace,

May this prodifiow way of avriting ceafe.

Let’s hawe at leaft once in our lives a time,

W bent e may bear fome reafon, not gll rhime.

We have thefe tenyears felt its influence ;

Pray let this prove a year of profe and fenfe.

A KEY






KEY to e REHEARSAL;
. OR, A.
- CRITICAL REVIEW
OF THE
AUTHORS, ‘axb Tz WRITINGS,

That are expofed in that celebrated PLAY.

Tue PUBLISHER ro0 T READER.

T HOU canft not be ignorant that the town has had
- an €ager expeQation of a Key to the Rehearfal,
ever fince it firft appeared in print, and none has more
earheftfy defired it than myfelf, though in vain; till
lately, a gentleman of my acquaintance recommended me.
to'a perfod, who, he believed, could give' me a further
light into this matter, than I had hitherto met with from'
any hand. : _o

In a fhort time I traced him out; and when I had
found him, - he appeared fuch a pofirive do'gmatical fpark,
that I began to rcpent of my trouble in fearching after
him.’ -

It was my misfortune, over a pot of beer, to begin &
fhort difcourfe of the modern poets and ators; and im«
mediately he fell into a great paflion, and fwore that there
were very few perfonsnow ';?M"Et who deferved the nam?

: ]
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of a good dramatic poet, or natural altor; and declaimed
againit the prefent practice of the Englifh ftage with
much violence ; faying, he belicved the two companies
were joined in a confederacy ugainft Smithfield, and re-
folved to ruin their fair, by ourdoing them in their bom-
battic bills, and ridiulous reprefenting their plays; add-.
ing), that hethoped e’er long Mr. Colliér abd others would
write them down to the devil. At the fame time, he
could not forbear to exto} the excellent decorum and ac-
tion of former years ; and magnified the poets of the latt

age, efpecially Jahnfon, Shakefpeare, and Begumont.
I bore all this with tolerable patience, knowing it "to
be 100 common with old men to commend the paft age,
and rail at the prefent ; ‘and fo took my leave oﬁxim for
that time, with an intent never to trouble him more,

and without acquainting him with my bufinefs.. .

When ne:'::‘? faw ‘tlie genfleran, ‘my friend, who re-
-commended him to me, I told him how I was entertain-~
ed by his Cynical acquaintance.  He laughed,. bue bid
me not be difcouraged, faying, that fit of railing would
foon have been over ;_and when his juft indignation had
fpent irfelf, you might have imparted your bufinéfs i
bim, and received a more fatisfatory account. How-
ever, (faid he) go vo him again from me; take: hip 10
the tavern, and mollify his afperity with a bottle; thwart
not' his difcoutfe; but give bim His own way; and J4Ul
warrant you he’ll open’ his.budget, and fatisty your éx-

petation, ~ . ' -
I followed my friend’s direQions, and found  the.
event anfwerable to his prediGion. - ' :
Not long after, I met him in’ Fleet-ftreet, and carried,
him tothe Old Devil: and ere we had emptied one bottle,-
found him of a quite different humour trom what I lefc,
him in the time before : he appearell in hiu‘lifcoqrg to

be a very honeft true Englithman, a hearty, lover of hi
country, and the government thereof, ;beth in church
and ftate, a loyal fubjet to his fovereign, an enemy ta
popery and tyranny, wdolatry and fuperitition, antimo-
narchi¢dl governinent and confution, irreligion and en-
thufiafn;  In fhore, I found him: a perfon of a compe-.
_ tent knowledge in the affar Iwent to; him about, and
one who underftood the Eoglith ftage very welf; a;nd,
: tho

’
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tho’ fomewhat pofitive, 'as T faid befare, yet I obferved
Be alirays took care to'have triith on his fide, before he
affirmed or denied any thing with more than ordinary
heat ; and wheén'he was fo guarded, he was immoveable.

When I had difcovered thus much, and called for the
fecond bottle, ‘I told him from whom I came, and the
caufe of my addreifing to him. He defired my patience
till he ftept to his lodgings, which were near the tavern;
and after a fhort fpace he returned, and brought with
kim the papers which contain the following Notes.

.. When he had read them to me, I liked them fo well

that I defired the printing of them, provided they were -
gentine; he affured me they were, ‘and told me farther,

that' while this farce was compofing and altering, he

bad ‘ffequent occafions of being with the author, of pe-

tufing ‘his  papers, and hearing difcourfe of the feveral

plays he ex‘fofed, and their authors ; infomuch that few

perfons had the like opportunities of knowing his true -
mtahing 45 he himfelf had. ‘ )

¥ any other perfon had known the author’s ming fo
exafily;” in all the feveral particulars, ’tis more than
g;obgble they wouyld have been made public before now :

it nothing of this nature having appeared thefe two and
thirty years, (for fo long has this farce floyrifhed in
print) we may reafonably and fafely conclude, that there
110 other fuch like copy in being; and that thefe re-
marks are genuine, and taken from the great perfons own
mouth and papers. . .

1 ‘was very well fatisfied with this account, and more
defirdus to print it than ever ; only I told him, I thought
1t would be very advantageous to the fale of thefe annota-
tions, to have a preface to them, under the name of him
who was fo well acquainted with the .author ; but could
Rot, by all the arguments 1 was maftér of, obtain his
confent, tho’ we debated the point a pretty while.

He alleged for his excufe, that fuch an undertaking
would be very improper for him, becaufe he thould be
forced to name feyerat perfons, and fome of great fami-
lies to whom he had been obliged ; and he was very un-
willing to offend any perfon of quality, orrun the hazard
of making fuch who are, or may be his friends, become
bis enemies ; tho’ he fhould only a& the parc of an hi-

Fa2 - ‘ ftorian,
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ﬂorli‘an,.barply reciting the words he heard from our
author,

However, faid he, if you think a preface of . fuch abfo-
lute peceflity, you may eafily recolle&t. matter enough
from the di;{wrfe which hath paffed between us on this
fubje@, to enable yourfelf, or any other for you, to
‘write one ; efpecially if you confider there are but two
topics to be infifted on. ' .

P 1. To give the reader an account of the writer of this

arce.

" 2. The motives which induced him to compofe it.

I can flay no longer now, faid he; but if.you defire
any further diretion in this matter meet me here to-
morrow night, and I will difcourfe more particularly on
thefe two heads, and then take my leave of you: with-
ing you good fuccefs with your preface, and that yeur
key may prove a golden one. ‘ :

Now, kind reader, having received all the inftruc-
tions I could gain from my refolute fpark at our feveral
meetings, I muft ftand on my own legs, and turn prefa-
cer, .tho’ againft my will. And thus ] fet opt.

" 1. To tell thee what all perfons, who are any thing
dcquainted with the ftage, know already : w7z, That this
farce was wrote by the moft noble George Villiers, late
duke of ﬁuckin'ghaim, 8c. a perfon of a great deal of
natural wit and ingenuity, and of excellent judgment,
particularly in matters of this nature ; his.forward genius
was improved by .a.liberal education, and the converfa-.
tion of the greateft perfons in histime; andall thefe
cultivated and improved by ftudy and trayel. T

By the fermer, he became well acquainted with the
writings of the moft celebrated poets of the late age;
@:%. Shakefpeare, Beaumont, and Johnfon, (the laft of
whom he knew per{onally, being thirteen years old when
he died), as alfo with the famous company ef ators at
Black-Friars, whom he always admired. "  ~

" He was likewife very intimate with the poets of his
. time; as Sir John Denham, Sir John Suckling, the
. Lord Falkland, Mr. Svdney Godolphin,.(a near relation

to the late Lord high treafurer of England, the glory of
that ancient family) Mr. Waller, and Mr. Cewley ; on
the latt of 'whom Lc beflowed a genteel annuity during

’ his
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his life, and a noble monument in Wefiminfter-Abbey,
dfter Nis deceafe. .

By travel he had the opportunity of obferving the de.' .
corum of foreign theatres ; efpecially the French, under
the regulition of Mounfieur Corneille, before it was fo far
Iralianated, and over-run with opera and farceé, as now it
is; dnd before the venom thereof had croffed the narrow
feas, and poiloned the Englith ftage, we being naturally
prone to 1mitate the French in their fafhions, manners,
and cuftoms, let them be ever fo vicious, fantaftic, or
fidiculous. : : '

By what has beenr faid on this head, I hope thou art
fully fatisfied who was the author of this piece, which
the 1earned and judicious Dr. Buraet (late bithop of Sa-
sum) calls a corretion, and an unmerciful expofing ; and
T believe thou haft as little caufe to doubt of his being
able to perform it.

Had this Freat perfon been endued with -conftancy and
fleadinefs of mind, equal to his other abulities, both na-
tural’and acquired, hie had been the moft complete gen-
tleman in- Kis time, :

T fhall proceed to fhew,
| * 2= The motives which inducedhim to undertake it.

“Fhe civil war filenced the ftage for almoft twenty years,
though not near fo lewd then, as it is fince grown ; and
it had been happy for kngland, if this had been the worit-
effeét of that war. The many changes of government
that fucceeded the diffolution of the ancient conftitution,
made the pedple very uneafy, and unanimoufly defirous
of its reftitution; ‘which was'effeCted by a free parlia-
ment, in‘the'year 1680.

This fudlden revolution, ‘which is beft knowh by the
naftie of ‘thi¢ Reftordtion, brought with it'many- ili cuf-
tomss, from the feverdl countties to which:the king and
tHe cavalieis' were retired; during their exile, which
proved very pernicious to our Englifh conftitution, by ‘cor-
rupting otir nfordls, ‘and to which the reviving the ftage,
and bringing women ou it, and encourngitig ind applaud-
ing the maay lewd, ferifelefs, and unnatural’pleys, that-
enfued  vpon this grede "change, did very' miuch centri-

bute.
' F 3¢ - Then
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" Then appeared fuch plays as thefe; The Siege of
Rhodes, part I. a@ed at the Cock-pit; before the Reflo-
ration; The Playhoufe to be let; The Slighted Maid ,
The United Kingdoms ; The Wild Gallant; The Eng-
lith Monfieur ; The Villain; and the like. .

You will meet with feveral paflages out of all thefe,
except the United Kingdoms, (which was never printed)
in the following notes; as you will find out of feveral
other plays, which are here omitted.

Our moft noble author, to manifeft his juft indignation
and hatred of this fulfome new way of writing, ufed his
utmoft intereft and endeavours to fifle it at its firft ap-
pearance on the flage, by engaging all his friends to ex-
plode and run down thefe plays, efpecially the United
Kingdoms, which had like to have brought his life into
danger. .

The author of it being nobly born, of an ancient and
numerous family, had many of his relations and friends
in the Cock-pit, during the aling it ; fome of them
perceiving his Grace to head a party, who were_ very.
active in damning the play, by hifling and layghing im-
moderately, at the firange conduét thereof, there were
gerfons laid wait for him, as he came out: but there

eing a great tumult and uproar in the houfe, and the
paflages near it, he efcaped ; but he was tbrga,tene,d hard =
however, the bufinefs was compofed in a fhort time, tho’
by what means I have not been informed.

After this, our author endeavoured by writing,-to ex-
pofe the follies of thefe new-fathioned plays, in their pro-
per colours, and to fet them in fo clear 3 light, that the
people might beable to difcover what trafh it was, of
which they were fo fond, as he plainly hints in the pro-
logue ; and fo fet himfelf to the compofing of this farce.

When his Grace began it, I could never learn, nor is
it very material.

Thus much we may certainly gather from the editions
of the plays refleed on in it, that it was before the end
of 1663, and finifhed before the end of 1664,; becaufe
it had been feveral times rehearfed, the players were per-
fe& in their parts, and all things in readinefs for its acting,
before the great plague, 1663, which prevented it.

But what was fo ready for the ftage, and fo near being
alted, at the breaking out of the terrible ficknefs, was

2 very
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very different from what you have fince feen in print: in
that he called his poet Bilboa ; by which name, the town
generally underftood Sir Robert Howard to be the perfon
pointed at, Befides, there were very few of this new fort
of plays then extant, except thefe before-mentioned, at
that time ; and more than were in being, could not be
ridiculed.

The afling of this farce being thus hindered, it was
laid by for feveral yeaps, and came not on the public’
theatre till the year 1671.

During this iprerval, many great plays came farth,,
writ in heroic rhyme ; and on the death of Sir William
D’Avenant, 1669, Mr. Dryden, a new Laureat, appeared
on the ftage, much admired, ‘and highly applauded,
which moved the Duke to change the name of his poet
from Bilboa to Bayes, Whofe works: you will find aften
mentioned in the following Key. - '

Thus far, kind reader, %bave followed the dire@ion of
My new acquaintance, to the utmott extent of my memo-
Ty, without tranfgreiffing the bounds he'affigned ‘me, and
I'am free from any fearof having difpleafed him: I with
I could juftly fay as much, with relation to the offences L
have committed ‘againft yourfelf,’and'alt Jjudicious pers’
fons who fhall perufe this poor addrefs. :

I have nothing to'fay in my own defence: 1 plead
guilty, and throw myfelfat your feet, and bég for metcy 3
and not without hope, fince what | have here writ did-
70t proceed from the leaft malice in rhe, to any perfon or |

amily in the world, but from an ‘honet defign to ‘enable-
the meaneft readers to underftand all the paflages of this
fa;gé that it may fell the better. I am, with all fube
m

K Your moft obliged,

Humble fervant,

PLAYS



PLAYS named in this KEY.

3. THE Loft Lady. By Sir William Bromley.
2, Love and Honour. - By Sir W. D’Avenant.
3. Love and Friendfhip. )
4. Pandora. Both by Sir William Killigrew.
6. Playhoufe tobe lett. By Gol. Henry Howard.
5 Siege of Rhodes. Part I. By Sir Wm. D’Avenant,
2. United Kingdoms.
8. Slighted Maid. By Sir Robert Stapleton.
9. Wild Gallast. By Mr. Dryden.. -
10. Englith Monfieur. By, Mr. James Howard.
11. The Villain. By Majar Thomas Porter, .
12, Th; Prologue to the Maiden Queen. By Mr. Dry-
en,
- 28, The Amorous Prince. By Mrs. Behn.
14, Tyrrannic Love, and Prologue. By Mr, Dryden.
xg.:Grauada, Two Parts. By Mr. Dryden.
16. Marriage A-la-mede. By Mr. Dryden.
37 Lovein a Nunnery. By Mr. Dryden.
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The KEY to the REHEARSAL.

ACT I

_ ‘Note 1. p. 7.

Bayes. I N fine, it Jball read, and write, and ol and plot,
‘L and vy ay, am} bity box, and gallery it, 'ggadg

with any plgy,in Eurgpe. . \

. The yfual Janguage of the honourable Edward How-

ard, Efq. at the rehearfal of his plays. ’

Note 2. p. 7.

Bayes. Thefe my rules. .
He who writ this, not without pain and thought,
From French and Englith theatres has brought - }

Th’ exadteft rules by which a glay is wrought.

" *The unity of ation, place and time ;.
+ The fcenes unbroken, and a mingled chime }
Of Jobnfon’s humour, with Corneille’s thyme.

Prologue to the Maideis Queen,

Note 3. p. 9. _ .
Bayes. I awrit that part only for ber. * You muff know fbe
is my mifirefs. '
" The part of Amaryllis was atted by Mrs. Anne Reeves,
who, at that time, was kept by Mr. Bayes.

" Note 4. p. 11.

Two kings of Brentford, fuppofed to be the two bro-
ghers, the king and the duke,
Sce note 1t on the fourth act, ‘

: Note
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Note g, p. 1I.
See the two prologues to the Maiden-Queen.

Note 6. p. 12.

I bave printed dbove a-bundred foects of pdper, to'irifinac
ate the plot into the boxes,

There were printed papers given the audience, before
the a&ing the Indian Emperor, telling them, that it was
the fequel of the Indian Queen ; part of which play was
written by Mr, Bayes,-&c.

Note 7. p. 2.

Perfons, *egad, I vow to gad, and all that, is, the con-
ftant ftile of Failer in the Wild Gallint ;- for which, ‘take
this<hort fpeech inftedd of many. ) .

Failer, Really, Madam, 1 look upon ‘you, as a'perfon
of fuch worth, -and all that, that'l vow to gad, ‘I honour
you of all perfons in"the ‘World ; “and though I am a’ per:
fon that am inconfiderable in the world, and- all that,
Madam, yet for a petfon‘of your ‘worth and excellency,
1 would. : Wild Gallaat, p. 8.
Note 8. p. 13.

“Bayes. No, Sir, theré are cettain ties upon e, tbat I cane

nvt be difengaged. from. L o

" He contratted with the'king’s company of a&tors, in
the year 1668, for a whole thare, 1o write them four plays

A year, : -

. Note 9. p. 14.

. So boar and foms, when any florm is nigh,
Snuff up, and fmell it gathering in the iy 3
Boar beckons fow to trot in chefnut groves,
“And there confummate their unfinift’d loves;
Penfive in tud they wallow all alonie,

And fnore and gruntle to each other’s moax.
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In ridicule of this,

So two kind turtles, when a ftorm is nigh,

Look up, and fee it gath’ring in the fky ;

Each calls his mate to fhelter in the groves,

Leaving, in murmurs, their unfinith’d loves ;

Perch’d on fome dropping branch, they fit alone,

And coo, and hearken to éach other’s moan,
Conguef of Grangda, part 11, p. 48,

Note 10. p. 14.

‘Thun. Zam the bold thayder.
Lighe.. The brifk Jightning 1.
I am the evening, dark as night.
' Slighted Maid, p. 48,

Note 11. p. 14.
Leg the men 'ware the ditches ;-

Maids lodk to their breeches ; '
We'll feracch them with, briars and thiftles,
‘ 1bid. p. 49.

Note 12. p. 135,

Abraham Ivory had formely been a confiderable aftor
of women’s parts’; but,afterwards ftupified himfelf fo
far, with drinkipg ftrong waters, that before the firft at-
ing of his farce, he was, fic. for nothing, but to go of
errands : for which, and meer charity, the ‘company al-
lowed him a weekly falary. = T

-

ACT I
Note 1. p. 15.
I Begin this play with a whifper,
Drake, fen.. Dray up;your men ;.
And in low whifpers give our orders.out.
‘ i Play-boufe to be lett, p, 100,

See the‘Mom'oua Prigce, p. 29, 22, 39, 69 ; where
L y0“
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you will find all the chief commands and direQtions are
given in whifpers. ‘

Note 2. p. 17.

Mr. William Winterfhull was a moft excellent Judie
cious aftor; and the beft inftructor of others. Hediedin
July, 1679, -
Note 3. p. 18. (

Bayes. If I am 1o qvritefamiliar things, as fonnets. See
Note 6. on A& I1I. e e %

Note 4. p.18. -

Taﬁt‘:ﬁngfu He was a great-taker of fituff,’ and méde
moft of it himfelf,

Note 5. p. 20.

Intrigue in alate play. .
The Loft Lady, by Sir Robert Stapletbn,
Note 6. p: 21.
As fome tall pine, which e on Bpa find
Thave flood the rage of many a boiff'rons wind,
. Feeling without, that flames within do pluy; ‘
Which would confume bix root and flap awdsy 5
. He fpreads his worfied arms unto the fhiesy -
. Silently griepes, ail pale, repines and dies.
So, fbrouded sip, your brighteye difappears s
Break forth, bright feorching fun, and dry my tewrss
In imitation of this paffage.
As fome fair tulip, by a ftorm opprett,
Shrinks up, and folds its filken arms to reft ;
And bending to the blaft, all pale and dead,
Hears from within the wind fing round»its heads
So fhrouded up your beauty difappears ;-
Unveil, -my love, and lay afide: yout fearsz -
‘The florm that caus’d your fright is paft and gone.
- Conguft o Granodus; part 1. p- 55«
: -~ Bayes.
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Note 7. p. 23.

Bayes. The whole fate’s turn’d, &c.

Such eafy tums of ftate are frequent in our modern
plays; where we fee princes dethroned, and govern-
ments changed, by very fecble means, and on flight oc-
cafione: particularly in Marriage A-.la-Mode, a play
writ fince the firft publication of this farce. Where (to
pafs by the dulnefs of  the ftate-part, the obfcurity of the
comic, the near refemblance Leonidas bears to our prince
Prettyman, being fometimes a king’s fon, fometimes a
fhepherd’s ; and not to queftion how Amalthea comes to
be a princefs, her brother, the king’s great favourite,
being but a lord) "tis worth our while to obferve how
eafily the fierce and jealous ufurper is depofed, and the
right heir placed on the throne; and it is thus related by
the faid imaginary prineefs.

Amalth. Oh! gentlemen, if you have loyalty,

Or courage, fhew it now : Leonidas,

* Broke on a fudden from his guards, and fatching

A fword from one, his back againtt the fcaffold,

Bravely defends himfelf; and owns aloud,

He is our long-loft king, found for this moment ;

But, if your valours help not, loft for ever.

Two of his guards, mov’d by the fenfe of virtue,*

Are turn’d for him ; and there they ftund at bay,
Againft'a hoft of -foes. Marriage A-la-mode, pi 69.

This fhews Mr. Bayes to be a man of conftancy, and
firm to his refolution, and not te be laughed out of his
own method ; agreeable to what he fays in the next aét.

Aslong as I know my things are good, what care I what
tyfay?

Note 8. p. 24.

. Heyday ! hey day ! 1 knoav not what to do, nor what to fay,
I know not what to fay, or what to think.
1 know not when I fleep, or when I wake. .
Lowe and Friendfbip, p. 46.

My doubts and fears my reafon do difmay ;
L'know not what todo, or what to fay.

Pandora, p. 46.
G ACT

’
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Note 1. page 26.

RINCE Prettyman, and Tom Thimble ; Failer, and
Bibber his taylor, in the Wild Gallant, p. 5, 6.

Note 2. p. 27.

Bayes, There’s a bob for the court,
Nay, if that be all, there’s no {uch hafte. The cour-
tiers are not fo forward to pay their debts.
Wild Gallant, p. g

Note 3. p. 27.

Tom Thim. Ay, Sir, inyour own coin: you give me
. nothing but words. .
Take a little Bibber.
And throw him in the river;
And if he will truft never,
‘Then there let him lie ever.
" Bibber. Then fay I,
Take a litdle Failer,
» And throw him to the jaylor,
And there let him lie .
"Till he has paid his taylor.  #ild Gallant, p. 12

. Note 4. p. 27.
Bayes. Ay, pretty vell 3 but be does not t? bis parts
A great word with Mr. Edward Howard.
. Note §. p. 28.

Bayes. As long as I knowo my things are goody what
care I? -
See the 7th Note on the fecond A&,

Note 6. p. 29.

Song. In favords, pikes, and bullets, 'tis fafer to be
Than in a firong ta,%e remoted  from thee ! ’
; ' 7
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My death’s bruife pray think you give me, tho’ a fall

Did give it me more, from the top of a wall:

For then if the mote on ber mud would firfe lay,
And after, before you my body convey, :
The blue on my breaft, when you bappen to foe,
You'll fay, with a figh, there’s a true-blue for me.

In Imitation of this: .

On feas, and in battles, through bullets and fire,

‘The danger is lefs, than in hopelefs defire ;

My death’s wound you give me, though far off I bear
My fall from your fight, not to coit you a tear ;

But if the kind flood on a wave would convey,

And under your window my body would lay ;

When the wound on my breaft you happen to fee,
You’d fay, with a figh, it was given by me.

This .is the latter part of a fong made by Mr. Bayes,
on the death of Captain Digby, fon of George earl of
Briftol, who was a paffionate admirer of the duchefs
dowager ot Richmond, called by the author Armida.
He loft his life in a fea-fight againft the Dutch, the 28th
of May, 1672.

Note 7. p. 29.
‘ {&hn. Pit, box, and gallery, Mr. Bayes !
r. Edward Howard’s Words.

Note 8. p. 30.

* Cordele My licges, news from Folfvius the prince.
Uth. His newws is avelcome, ahatjoc’er it be.
Albert. Curtius, I've fomething to deliver to your ear,
Car. Any thing from Alberto is welcome.
Amorous Prince, p. 394,
Noteg. p. 34.
Volf. Harry, my boots! for Ill go range among
My blades encamp’d, and quit this urban throng.
Let my horfes be brought ready to the door, for I'll
go out of town this evening.
: - Ga Ioto
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Into the country I’ll with fpeed ;
With hounds and hawks my fancy feed, &c.
Now I'll away, a country life
Shall be my miftrefs and my wife.
Englifb Monfier, p. 36, 38, 39.

Note 10, p. 35.
Fair Madam, give me leave to afk ber name.
And what’s this maid’s name 2 Bid. p. %0,
Note 11. p. 35, ‘
Thou bring'f the momz'ﬁpiﬂxr'd in a cloud.
1 bring the morning pictur’d in a cloud,
Siege of Rbodes, part I. p. 10
Note 12. p. 35. A
Ama. How ! Priace Polfcins in love! Ha, ba, ha!
Mr. Comely inlove ! Englifo Mpnfieur, p. 49
Note 13. p. 38

) Bzyes. You fball fee a combat betwixt love -and bomosr.
An ancient anthor bas arit & whole play on it.
Sir William D’Avenant’s play of Love and Honour,

Note 14. p. 36.
Volf. Go on, cries Hononr ; tender Love fays, nay.
But honour fays not fo. = Siege of Rbodes, pari 1, p. 30,
Note r5. p. 36. _
Bagves. 1 remember once in a Lply of mine, 1 fet off a

Jecne beyand expestation, only with a petticoat, and the belly-
ach. Love in a Nunnery, p. 34

ACT
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ACT 1V.

Note 1. p. 38

|
Bayes-GEatlcm, bccaufe I would not bave any tweo
: things alike in this play, the laff a beginning
with a witty fcene of mirth, I begin this with a funeral. -
Colonel Henry Howard, fon of Thomas earl of Berk-
fhire, made a play, called the United Kingdoms, which
-began with a funeral ; and had alfo two kings in it. This
ave the duke a juft occafion to fet up two kings in Brent-
%ord, as it is generally believed, though others are of
opinion that his grace had our two brothers in his thoughts.
It was afted at the Cockpit in Drury-Lane, foon after the -
reftoration ; but mifcarrying om the ftage, the author had :
the modefty pot to print 1t; and therefore the reader
cannot reafonably expelt any particular paffages of it,—
Others fay, that they are Boahdelin and Abdalla, the two
contending' kings of Granada; and Mr. Dryden has, in
moft of his ferious plays, two contending kings of the
fame place.
Note 2. p. 39.

Dl fpeak a bold word; it fball drum, trumpet, fhout, and -
Satile, ’egad, <with any of the moff warlike tragedies, cither
ancient or modern.”  Conqueft of Granada, in two parts.

Note 3. p. 40.

Smith. Who is fhe? - .
Bayes. The fiffer of Drasvcanfir, alady that was drowvn-
ed at fea, and bad a wawe to ber avinding fbect.
On feas I bore thee, and on feas I dy’d;
I dy’d: and for a winding-fheer, a wave
I had; and all the ocean for my grave.
Congueft of Granada, part Fl, p. 113,

. ‘Note 4. p. 42.

Bayes. Since death my eartbly part wwill thus remova, |
il come a bumtble bee 10 your chafle love : :
With filent wings, DMl follozw you, dear coz 3
Or elfe before you in the fun-beams buz : * - |
G 3 And



-8 THE KEY TO THE REHEARSAL.

An airy ghof2, you'll know e by my bum :
For found being air, a ghoft does well become.
At night into your bofom Iwill creep,

And buz but foftly, if you chance to fleep 5
Xet inyour dreams, Iwill pafs fweeping by,
And then both bum and buz before yoxr eye.

And when to melancholy groves you come, }

In ridicule of this :

My earthi y
Which is my tyrant’s right, d);zth wilyl f:;:ove;
T’1l come all foul and fpirit to your love.
With filent fteps I’ll follow you all day ;
Or elfe before you in the fun-beams play.
Tl lead you hence to melancholy groves,
And there repeat the fcenes of our paft loves.
At night I will within your curtains peep ;
‘With empty arms embrace you, while you fleep:
In gentledreams I often will be by,
And fweep along before your clofing eye ;
All dangers from your bed I will remove,
But guard itmoft from any future love.
And when at laft in pity you will die,
T’ll watch your birth of immortality :
Then, turtle-like, I'll to my mate repair,
And teach you your firft flight in open air.
: Tyrannic Love, p. 25

Note 5. p. 43.
Pal, Lo! from this conquering lance .
Does flow the purefl wine of France: .
And to appeafe your bunger, 1
Hawe in my belmet brought a pie;
Lafly, to bear a part with thefe, .
Behold my buckler made of cheefe.
See the Scene in the Villain, p. 47, 48, 49, 5
51, 52y §35 . .
Where the hoft furnifhes his guefts with a collation out
of his clothes; acapon from his helmet, a tanfey out of
the lining of his cap, cream out of his fcabbard, &§
’ b ¢ ote
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Note 6. p. 44. _ ‘
K. Phyf. What man is this that dares diftard onr feaff ?

Draw. He that dares drink, and for that drink dares die =
And knowing this, dares yet drink on, am I.

Inridicule of this :

Almab, Who dares to interrupt my¢ private walk ?
Alman. He who dares love, and for that love muft die ;.
And knowing this, dates yet love on, am 1.
Granada, partIl, p. 114, 115,

Note 7. p. 44.

Bayes. Now there are fome critics that bave advifed me
10 put out the fecond Dare, and print Muft in the place on't ;
but, *egad, F think ’tis better thus a great deal.

It was at firft dares die.  1bid.

Note 8. p. 44

Draw. You /ball not know how long I bere will fay;
But you fball know Il take your bosvls away. A
Alman, 1 would not now, if thou would’ft beg mre, ftay ;.
But I will take my Almahide away.

Congueft of Granada, p. 32«

Note 9. p. 44+
K. Uth. 750", 8rother, this grum firanger be a clown,
He'll leawwe us_fure a little to gulp down.
Draw. Whoe'er to gulp one drop of this dares think,,
TB fare away bis very pow'r to drink,

In ridicule of this :

Alman, Thou dar’ft not marry her, while I’m in fight ;
With a bent bow, thy prieft and thee I’ll fright : :
Axnd, in that fcene, which all thy hopes and withes

fhould content,
The thoughts of me fhall make theeimpotent.. 5. p.. 5.

Note
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Note 0. p. 44.

Draw. Idrink, I buff, I firut, look big, and flare;
And all this I can do, becaufe I dare, '
Spite of myfelf, I ftay, fight, love, defpair ;
And all this I can do, becaufe I dare. : '
Granada, Part 1I1. p. 89.

Note 11. p. 46.
Gods wonld themfelves ungod themfelves to fee.

In ridicule of this :

Max. Thou lieft : there’s not a god inhabits there,
But for this Chriftian would all Heav’n forfwear ;
Ev'n Jove would try new fhapes her love to win,
And in new birds and unknown beafts would fin ; }
At leaft, if Jove could love like Maximin.

Note 12. p. 47.
Pret. Durf any of the gods be fo uncivil,
I'd make that god fubfiribe bimfelf a dewil.
Some god now, it he dare, relate what pafs’d ; :
Say but he’s dead, that god thall mortal be. Ib. p. 70

Provoke my rage no.farther, left I be
Reveng'd, at once, upon the gods and thee. p.- 8

What had the gods to do .with meor mine ? p- 57

Note 13. p. 47.

He is too proud a man to creep fervilly after fenfe, I
affure you.
Poets, like lovers, fhould be bold, and dare ;
They fpoil their bufinefs with an over-care ;
And he who fervilely creeps after fenfe,
Is fafe, but ne’er can reach to excellence.
Prologue to Tyrannick Leve.

ACT
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ACT V.

Note 1. p. 48. )
K. Ufh. BU T flay !~What found is this invades onr

ears?
What various noifes do my ears invade,
And have a concert of confufion made ? :
Siege of Rbodes, p, 4.

Note 2. p. 49. .
1 King. Hafle, brether King, ave are fent from above.,

2 Kiog. Let us move, let us mowve §
Move to remove the fate
70f Brentford’s long united flate.
1 King. Tarra, tan-tarra, full caft and by JSouth,
2 King. We fail with thunder in our mouth,
In feorching noon-day, wwhilft the traveller flays .
Bufy, buly, buffy, bufy we Lufile along,
Moanted uapon avarm Phabus’s rays,
Tbrough the beavenly throng,

Hafling to thofe
Whowill feaft us at night with a pig’s petty-tves,
1 King. And we'll fallwith our plate

In an ollio of hate. .

2 King. But now fupper's done, the fervitor’s try,

Like foldiers, to florm a whole balf-moon pie.

1 King. They gatber, they gather hot cuftards in fpoonss
Buty alas ! 1 muft leawe thefe half-moons,

And repair to my trafly dragoons.

2 King. Ob, flay! for you need not as yet go afiray;
Tbe tide, like a friend, bas brought fbips in our way,
And on their bigh ropes weswill play ;

Like maggots in filberts, we'll fuug in our foell ;
Well frift in our foell,
Well frifk in our fhell,

And farewel. _ ,

1 King. But the ladies bave all inclination 1o dance,
And the green-frogs croak out a coranto of France,

2 King.
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2 King. - Nozv mortals that hear
Hoav we tilt gnd career,
B ith wonder will fear,
The event of fuch things as fhall never appear.
1 King. Stay you to fulfilwhat the gods have decreed.
2 King. Then call me to belp you, if there fhall be need,
1 King. 8¢ firmly rofolv’d is a true Brentford King,
To fave the difirc/s'd, and belp to them bring,
That e'er a full pot of good ale you can fwallosw,
He's bere with a whoop, and gone with a bolla.

In ridicule of this :

Natker. Hark, my Damilcar, we are call’d below.
Dam. Let us go, letus go;
Go torelieve the care
Of longing lovers in defpair.
Natker. Merry, merry, merry, we fail from the eaft,
Half tippled at a rainbow feaft.
Dam. In thebright moonfhine, while winds whiiltle loud,
Tivy, tivy, tivy, we mount and we fly,
All racking along in a downy white cloud ;
And left our leap from the fky fhould prove too far,
We flide on the back of a new-falling ftar.
Naker, And drop from above,
In a jelly of love. .
Dam. But now the fun’s down, and the element’s red,
The fpirits of fire againftus make head. ‘
Natker. They mufter, they mufter, like gnats in theair;
Alas! I muftleave thee, my fair,
And to my light-horfemen repair,
Dam. Oh, ftay ! for you need not to fear them to-night,
‘The wind is for us, and blows full in their fight :
And o’er the wide ocean we fight.
Like leaves in the autumn our foes will fall down,
And hifs in the water-
Both. And hifs in the water, and drown,
Naker. But their men lie fecurely intrench’d in a cloud,
And atrumpeter hornet to battle founds loud.
Dam. Now mortals that {py,
How we tilt in the ky,
With wonder wili gaze, : :
Apd fear fuch events as will ne’er come to pafs.

Nakers
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Na}rs. Stay you to perform what the man will have
one. -
Dam. Then call me again when the battle is won.
Both. So ready and.quick is a fpirit of air,
‘To pity the lover, and fuccour the fair,
‘That, filent and {wift, that little foft god
Is here with a with, and is gone with a nod.
Tyrannick Love, p. 24, 2§,

Note 3. p. 50.

Bayes. This, Sir, you muff knoav, 1 once thought to have
brought in avith a conjurer.
See Tyrannick Love, A& 4. Scene 1,

. Note 4. p. 51.
What dreadful noife is this, that comes and goes ?
Sold. Hafle bence, great Sirs, your royal perfons fave,
For the event of war no mortal knows :
The army, avrangling for the geld you gave,
Firft fell to «vords, and then to handy-blows,

In ridicule of this:

What new misfortune do thefe cries prefage ?
1 Mz, Hafte all you can their fury to afluage,
You are not fafe from their rebellious rage.
2 Meff. This minute, if you grant not their defire,
They’ll feize your perfon, and your palace fire.
. Granada, Part 11 p. 71.

Note 5. p. 53.

. Bayes, True; and fo, ’cgad, I'll make it to a tragedy in
a trice. :

Algatira and the Veftal Virgin are fo contrived, by a
little alteration towards the latter end of them, that they
have been acted both ways, either as tragedies or co-
medies. '

Note 6. p. §3.

The defeription of the Scene of Generals, &c.
There needs nothing more to éxplain the meaning of
this battle, than the perufal of the Firft Part of the Snegef
°

-
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of Rhodes, which wus performed in recitative mufic, by
feven perfons only ; and the paffage out of the Playhoufe
to be Let.
Note 7. p. §3.
Arm, arm, Gonfalvo, arm,
The Siege of Rbodes begins thase

Admiral, Arm, arm, Valerius, arm.

Note 8. p. 53.
Gen. Draw dewn the Chelfea cuiraffiers.
The third enbry thus :

Solym. Pyrrhus, draw down our army wide ;
Then from the grofs two ftrong referves divide,
And fpread the wings,
As if we were to fight
In the loft Rhodians’ fight,
With all the weftern kings.
Each with Janizaries line; :
The right and left to Haly’s fons affign ;
The grofs to Zangiban ;
The main artillery
'To Muftapha fhall be :
Bring thou the rear, we lead the van.

Note 9. p. §3.
Lieut. The band you boaft of Chelfea cuiraffiers,
Shall in my Putney pikes now meet their peers
More pikes ! more pikes! to reinforce
That fquadron, and repulfe the horfe.
Play-boufe to be lett, p: 12

Note 10. p. §4.

Lieut, Gen, Give fire, give fire, at once give fire,
And let thofe recreant troops perceive mine ire.
Point all the cannon, and play faft ;

Their fury is too hot to laft.
That rampire thakes, they fly into the town, !
. Pyt
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Pyr. March up with thofe referves to that redoubt,
Faint flaves ! the Janizaries reel ! :
They bend, they bend, and feem to feel
The terrors of a rout.
Muft. Old Zangar halts, and reinforcement lacks.
Pyr. March on.
Muft, Advance thofe pikes, and charge their backs.

Note 11. p. §3.

Orb. Who calls Terra Firma, pray? .
Luna. Luna, that ne'er fhines by day.
Orb. ¥ bat means. Luna in a veil ?
Luna, Luna means to foew ber tail.

In ridicule of this:
Pheb . Who calls the world’s great light ?
«Aur. Aurora, that abhors the night.

Phab, Why does Aurora, from her cloud,
Todroufy Phoebuscry foloud?  Slighted Maid, p. 8.

Note 2. p. 56.

Luna. To-morrow foon, ¢er it be noon. -
On Meunt Vefuvio.
The burning Mount Vefuvio, 1bid, p. B,

Note 13. p. 56.

Luna. And Iwill drink nothing bus Lippara avine.
Drink, drink wine, Lippara wine. 2bid, p. 81,

Note 14. p. §7. -

Come, Dll fberv you bow they fhall go off. Rife, rife,
Sirs, and go about your bufinefs. Therelsgo off for you now.

Valeria, daughter to Maximin, having killed herfelf
for the love of Porphyrius, when fhe was to be carried off
by the bearers, ftrikes one of them a.Box on the ear,and -
fpeaks to him thus:

Hold, are you mad, youdamn’d confounded dog 2

1 am to rife, and fpeak the epilogue.
’ Tyrannical Love,

The Exnp of the Kev.
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PROLOGUE

F all men, thofe have reafon leaft to care
For being laugh’d at, awho can laugh their /bare :

And that’s a thing our author’s apt to ufe,
Upon occafion, when no man can chufe,
Suppofe now at this inflant one of you
Were tickled by a fool, what would you do ?
*Tis ten to one you'd laugh : here’s juff the cafe,
For there are fools that tickle with their face.
Your gay fool tickles avith bis drefs and motions,
But your grawve fool of fools avith filly notions,
Js5 it not thex unjufl that fops fhoald ﬁ’zfll :
Force onc to langh, and then take laughing il ?
Yet fince perbaps to fome it gives offence,
TDat men are tickled at the want of fenfe ;
Our anthor thinks be takes the readieft way
So/bexv all be bas laugh'd at bere fair play.
For if ill writing.be a folly thoughs,
Correcting ilis fure a greater fanlt. -
Tben, gallants, laugh ; but chufe the right place firf?,
For yudging ill is of all faults the -worﬁ.

A DR A.
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PRAMATIS PERSON &

MEN.

Bnn_y-_Lanl.

Duke of Ferrara, — Mr. Packer.
Petruchio, Governor of Bologna, Mr. Aickio.
Don Fobn, }TwoSpam(h,gcntle- { Mr. Henderfon.

Don Frederick, | menandcomrades, | Mr. Jefierfon.
Antotio, an old ftout gentleman, kinf- .

man to Petruchio, Mr. Parfom,
Three Gentlemen, friends to the

Duke.,

_ Two Gentlemen, fricuds to Petrachio. L
Francifco. - - Mr. Wright,
Mufician. : '

Antonio’s Boy. . ‘
Peter and | Two \f AN & DQB Ml’.‘w Palmm
./lm/xn_y, fobﬂ Forederick, M. Burtoa.
urgeon, - " Mr. Wrighiss
WOMEN.
€onflantia, fifter to Petruchio,and mif-
trefs to the Duke, —_ Mifs Young.

Gentlewoman, fervant to Conflastia,  Mifs Platt. «
Old Gentlewoman, landlady to Don ’

Fobn and Frederick, . Mres. Bradfhaw.
Another Conflantia, whore to Antomn,_ Mrs. Abington.
Bawd, — - Mrs. Hopkins.

THE
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ACT L o
Enter Peter and Avthony, two Serving-men.

PeTER,
OULD we were remov’d from this town, An-
thony, C
That we might tafte fome quiet; for my mine own part,,
I’'m almoft melted with continual trotting
After enquiries, dreams and revelations, :

Of who knows whom or where. Serve wenching foldi-

I’ll ferve a prieft in Lent firft, and eat bell-ropes. [ers !
Ant. Thou art the frowardeft fool—
Pet. Why, good tame Anthony,

'Tell me but this ; to what end came we hither ?
Anrt. To wait upon our mafters.
Pet. But how, Anthony ?

Anfwer methat ; refolve me there, good Anthony.
Ant. To ferve their ufes.
Pet. Shew your ufes, Anthony.
.Ant. Tobeemploy’d in any thing.
Pet. No, Anthony,

Not any thing, I take it, nor that thing

We travel to difcover, like new iflands ;

_A faltirch ferve fuch ufes ! in things of moment,
Concerning things I grant ye, not things errant,
Sweet ladies’ things, and things to thank the furgeon :
In no fuch things, fweet Anthony. Put cafe ——

Ant. Come, come, all will be mended ; this invifible
Of infinite report for fhape and beauty, [woman,
. A

3 That
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That bred all this trouble to no purpofe,
‘They are determin’d now no more to think on.

Pet. Were there ever
Men known to run mad with report before ?
Or wander after what they know not where )
To find ; or if found, how to enjoy ? Are men's brains
Made now-a-deys with malt, that their affetions
Arg never fober ; but like drunken people = -
. Pounder at every new fame ? I do believe
That men in loveare ever drunk, as drunken men
Are ever loving. .

Ant. Prythee, be thou fober,
And know that they are nong of thofe, not guilty
Of the leaft vanity of love : onlyadoubt
Fame might too far report, or rather flatter
The graces of this woman, made them curious
To find the truth; wbich"iin_ce they find fo
Lock’d up from their fearches, they are now refolv’d
To give the wonder over, :

Pet. Would they were refolv’d:
To give me fome new fhoes tao ; for 'l be fworn
Thefe are ¢’en worn out to the reafonable foles
Tn their good worfhips”bufine(s :- and fame fleep
Would not do much amifs, unlefs they mean
To make a bell-man of me. Hg¢re they come.

Enter Don John and Don Frederick.
‘obn. T would we could have feen her tho’: for fure
She muft be fome rare creatufe, or report, lies :

All men’s reports too.
Fred. 1 could well wifh I had feen Conftantiaz..

But fince fhe is fo conceal’d, plac’d where
No knowledge can come near her, fo guarded
As 'twere impoffible, tho’ known, to reach her,.
I have made up my belief,

okn. Hang me from this hour,
If T more think upon her ;
But as fhe came a ftrange report unto me,.

So the next fame fhall lofe her. ~
Fred. 'Tis the next way— _ _
But whither are you walking # '

- . _ T Fobai
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obn. My old round,
After my meat, and theu to bed.
Fred, ’Tis healthfyl.
Jobn, Will you not flir ?
Frzd. Ill‘xlave a little bufinefs, —
Fobn. I'd lay my life, this i
Fred. Then youywbuldlofe}::y
Fobn. Pray let’s walk together,
Fred. Now I cannot..
bz, 1 have fomething to impare..
red. Anhour hesg¢e
Ewill not mifs to meet ye..
Fobn. Where ¥
Fred. 1’th’ high ftveet ¢ :
For, not to lie, I havea few devotions
Fo do firft, then I am yours..
Jobn. Remember, : EBaewmr,.

Enter Petrucliio, Antonio, and'twa Gentlemwen,

Aat. Cut his wind-pipe, J fay..

1 Gent. Fie, Antenio,

Ant, Or knock his brawas out firft, and then forgive:
If you do thruft, be fure it be to th? hilts,. fhim..
A furgeon may fee through. hin. .

1 Gent.. Youaretoo violeat.

2 Gent. Too opem, indifereot..

Pet. Am I not ruin’d ? , .
The honour of my houfe-crack’d > my blood poifon’d &
My credit and my name #

2 Gent, Be {ure it be fo,.

Before you ufe this violenee. Let not doubt
And a fufpeing anger fo much fway ye,.
Yourwifdom may be queftion’d..
Ant. 1 fay, kill him, ,
And then difpute the caufe ; ecut off what: may bey,
And what is fhall be:fafes
2 Gent. Hang up a true man,
Becaufe ’tis poilible he may be thievith
Alas ! is this good;juftice ?

Pet. T know as certain
As day muft come again;.as clear aa truth,,
4And open as belief cap lay it to me,-

. 1

That
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That I am bafely wrong’d, wrong'd above recompence,
Malicioufly abus'd, blafted for ever

In name and honour, loft to ali remembrance, -

But what is fmear'd and thameful : T muft kill him, :
Neceflity compels me.

1 Gent. But think better. :

Pet. There's noother cureleft; yet witnefs with me
All that is fair in man, all that is noble ; :
I am not greedy for this life I feek for,

WNor thir[% to fhed man’s blood ; and would *twere poflible,
I wifh it with my foul, fo much I tremble .
T’ offend the facred image of my Maker,
My fword fhould onl;’fﬁl his crimes : no, *tis
Honour, honour, my noble friends, thatidol honout,
That all the world now worthips, not Petruchio,
Mutft do this juftice.
“xt. Let it once be done,
And ’tis no matter, whether you or honour,
Or both, be acceffary.
2 Gert. Do you weigh, Petruchio,
The value of the perfon, power, and greatnefs,
And what this {park may kindle ?
Pet, To perform it,
So much I am tied to reputation,
And creditof my houfe, let it raife wild-fires,
And florms that tofs me into everlafting ruin,
Yet I muft through; if ye dare fide me.

Ant. Dare! :

Petr. Y'are friends indeed, if not !

2 Gent. Here’s none flies from you 3
Do it in what defign yoa pleafe, we’ll back ye. .

1 Gent. Is the caufe fo mortal ? nothing but his life?

Pet. Believe me, . .

A lefs offence has been the defolation
Of a whele name,

1 Gent. No other way to purge it ?

Pet. There is, butneverto be hop*d for,

32 Gent. Think an hour more,

And if then you find no fafer road to guide yes
We'll fet our refts too,

Ast. Mine’s ?: already,

And hang him, for my part, goes lefs than life, G

* 2 Unéy
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2 Gent, If we fee noble caufe, ’ts like our fwords -
May be as free and forward.as. your wonds. [Exemunt.
Ester Don John,

. __Sobn. The civil order of this city Naples
Makes it belov’d and honour’d of all travellers,
As a moft fafe retirement in all troubles;
Befide the wholefome feat and noble temper
Of thofe minds that inhabit it, fafely wife,
And to all firangers courteous. But I fee
My admiration hasdrawn night upon me,
-And longer to expe&t my friend may pull me
Into fufpicion. of too late a ftirrer,
Which all'good governments are jealous of, _
Pll home, and thinkat liberty : yet certain, '
*Tis not fo far night, as I thought; for fee, :
A fair houfe yet ftarids open, yetall about it [play:
Are clofe, and no lights flirring ;' there may be -foul
D’ll venture tolook in. Ifthere Ee knaves, .
I may doa good office.
Within. Signior !
Fobn. What ! how is this?
Within. Signior Fabritio ! a
Fobn. I'll go nearer, . :
m/:bia. Fabrigio! * - be so0d
‘obr. This is a woman’s tongue ; 'here may be
'Z’itbin. Who’s there ? Fabrine ? i [tfone.
John. Ay. -
Within. Where aré you ? :
?dmo Hm. ’ .
Within, O, come for heaven’s fuke ! '
Joba. 1 muft fee what this means. '
* Enter &8 Woman with & Child, ,
Wom. 1 rhan 4tay’d this long hour fer you ; make no
noife ;
For things are in firange trouble. Here, be fecret.
"Tis worth your care : ‘begone now ; more eyeswatch us
Than may be for ewr €fetics.
Z/dm. Hark ye, '
om. Peace; good night, o
Jobn. 8be’s gone, and I'am loaden. Fortune for me !
It weighs well, and it foels wefl ; it may chance '
Tobe fome pack of worth : by th’ mafs *tis heavy |- I
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If it be coin or jewels, it is worth welcome.
I’ll ne’er refufe a fortune ; I am confident
*Tis of no common price. Now to my lodging :
If it be right, I'll blefs this night. (Exit.
Enter Don Frederick.
Fred. 'Tis firange,
I cannot meet him ; fure he has encounter’d
Some light o’ love or other, and there means
To play at in and in for this night. Well, Don John,
If you do fpring aleak, or getan itch,
Till you claw off your curl’d pate, thank your night-
) walks ;
You muft be ftill a boot-haling. One round more,
Tho’ it be late, I’ll venture to difcover ye ;
1 do not like your out-leaps. . [Exits
Enter Duke and three Gentlemen.
Duke. Welcome to town. Are. ye all fic?
x Gent. To point, Sir. .
Duke. Where are the horfes ? .
2 Gent. Where they were appointed.
. Duke. Be private; and what{oever fortune
Offer itfelf, let us ftand fure,
3 Gent, Fear usnot.
Ere you thall be endanger’d or deluded,
- We’ll make a black night on’t, .
Duke. No more, I know it;
You know yourquarters.
1 Gent. Will you go alone, Sir? )
Duke. Ye fhall not be far from me, the leaft noife
Shall bring ye to my refcue.
* 2 Gent, Weare counfell’d. : [Exounts
Enter Don John,
Fohn. Was ever man fo paid for being curious ?
Ever fo bobb’d for fearching out adventures, :
AsIam? Did the devil leadme ? Muft I needs be peep-
Into men’s houfes where I had no bufinefs, {ing
And make myfelf a mifchief # *Tis well carry’d ! :
I muft take other men’s occafions on me, -
And be I know not whom : moft finely handled !
What have I got by this iow ? What’s the purchafe ?
A piece of evening arras-work, a child,
Indeed an infidel ! This comes of peeping!
’ ‘ A lump
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A lump got out of lazinefs! Good white bread,
Let’s have no bawling with ye. ’Sdeath, have I
Known wenches thus long, all the ways of wenches,
Their fnaresand fubtilties ? Have I read over
All their fchool learning, div’d into their quiddits,
And am I now bumfiddied with a'baftard 2
Ferch’d over with a card o’five, and in my old days,
Afier the dire maffacre of a million ]
Of maidenheads, caught the common way, i'th’ night too :
Under another’s name, to make the matter -
Carry more weight dbout it ? Well, Don John,
You will be wifer one day, when ye’ve purchas’d
A bevy of thofe butter prints tpgether,
With fearching out conceal’d iniquities,
Without commiffion. Why it would never grieve me,
If I had got this gingerbread : never ftirr’d me,
So1 had had a ftroke for’t : ’t had been juftice
Then to have kept it ;" but to raife a dairy, »
For other men’s.adultery, confume myfelt in caudles, -
And fcouring work, in nurfes, bells, and babies,
Only for charity, for mere I thank you, '
A little troubles me : the leaft touch forit,
Had but my breeches got it, it had contented me. .
Whofe e’er it is, fue 1t had a wealtliy mother,
For’tis well cloth’d, and if I benot cozen’d,
Well lin'd within. To leave it here were barbarous,
And ten toone would kill it ; a worfe fin .
Than his that got it. Well, I will difpofe on’t,
And keep it as they keep death’s heads in rings,
To cry memento to me—no more peeping.
Now all the danger is to qualify :
The good old gentlewoman at whofe houfe we live ;
For fhe will fall upon me with a catechifm ’
Of four hourslong: I muft endure all ;
For I will know this mother, Came, good wonder,
Let you and I be jogging ; your ftarved treble
Will' waken the rude watch elfe.  All that be
Curious night-walkers, may they find my fee. . [Exit.
" Enter Don Frederick.

Fred, Sure he’s gone home :
Ihave beaten all the purlieus,
Butcannot.bolt him ; If he be a bobbing,

’Tis
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*Tis not my: care can cure him : to-morrow moraing
1 thall have-further knowledge from a furgeony.
Where he lies moor’d-to mend- his leaks.
Enter ‘1 Conftantia.
Ct;m. Tam ready’;d o
And through a world of dangers am flown toye.
Be full.of hafte and care; we are-undone elfc;ye.
Where are Jour people? Which way muift we travet 2
For heaven’s fake ftay not here, Sirv
‘Fred. What may this prove ?
Con., Alas! Iam miftaken, loft; undone;.
¥or ever perithed ! Sir, for heaven's {ake;, tell me,
Are ye a gentleman ?
Fred. I am.
Cozt: Of this place?
Ff(dt NO, bom in S in-
Con. As ever youlov’d honour, 4
As ever your defires may gaintheir end,
Doa poo}; wretched woammn but this benefit,.
For I’'m for¢’d to truft ye..
Fred. Y’ have charm'd me,
Humanity and honour bids me-help ye:
And if I fail yourtrufbee
Con. The time’s too dangerous -
To ftay your preteftations:: I believe-ye,
Alas . I muft believe ye. From chris place, .
Good noble, Sir, remove me inftantly..
And for a time, where nothing but yourfelf,-
And honeft converfation may.comernear me,
In fome fecure place fettle me; Wohat:l amy:
And why thus boldly I commitmy credit:
Into a ftranger’s hand, the fearand dangers-
That force me to thiswild courfe, at more leifare
1 thall reveal unto you. .
Fred. Come, behearty,
He muft ftrike through my:life that'takes you from:me.
- - ; - [ Exeunt,

Enter Petruchio, Antonio, and Ywo Géntlemen.

Pet. Hewill fure come: are yeall welk arm’d 2
Ant. Never fear us :
Here’s that will make ’em ‘dance withouta fiddle,
P cty
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Petr. We are to look for no weak focs, my friends,
Nor unadvifed ones.

Ant. Beft gamefters make the beft play 5
We fhall fight clofe and home then.

1 Gent. Antonio, ’

You are thought too bloedy.

Ant. Why ? All pbyficians,

And penny almanacks, allow the opening

Of veins this month. Why do you talk of bloody ?

What come we for ? 1o fall to cuffs for apples ?

What, would you make thre caufe a cudgel~quarrel2
Petr. Speak fofily, gentle coufin. .
Ant. 1 will fpeak truly.

What fhould men do, ally’d te thefe difgraces,

Lick o’ex his eneray, fit down, and dance him ?—e
2 Gent. You areas far o’th’ bow-hand mow.

Ant. Andcry, ;

Thar’s my fine boy, thou wilt do fo no mere, child 2
Petr, Here are no fuch cold pitics. )
Ant, By St. Jaques, :

They fhall not,ﬁnj we ane ! Here’s old tough Andeew,

A fpecial friend of miae, and he but hold, i

I'll grike them fucha hornpipe ! Kuocks I come for,

And the beft bload I lighton: I profefsit,
ot tofcare coftermongers. If 1 lofe my own,

My audic’s loft, and fasewel five and fifty. . .
Petr, Let’s talk nolonger. Place yourfelves with filence -

As1 dire@ed ye; and when time calls us,

As ye are friends, fo thew yourfelves.

Ant, So heit, . [Bxeunty

Eanter Don John and bis Landlady.

Land, Nay, fon, if this be your regard—

Fobn. Good mother—

Laad. Good me no geode—Your coufin and yourfeld -
Are welcome to me, whilft you bear yourfe'lveg
Like hoaeft and ssue gensleinen. Bring bither
Tomy boufe, that have ever been reputed
A gentlewoman of a decent and a fair casriage,
And fo behaved myfelf—

Jobn. 1know you have.

Land, Bring hither, as I fay, to make my name

in my neighbours’ noftrils, your devices,
B Your
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Your brats got out of alligant and broken oaths,
Your linfey-woolfey work, your hafty-puddings {
1 fofter up your filch’d iniquities !
You're deceiv'd in me, Sir, I am none -
Of thofe receivers. _ :
Jobn. Have I not fworn unto you, -
*Tis none of mine, and fhew’d you how I found it?
Land. Ye found an eafy foo{that let you getiit.
Fobn. Will you hear me ? [ends;
Land. Oaths! what care you for oaths to gain your
When ye are high and pamper’d ? What faint know ye?
Or what religion, but your purpos’d lewdnefs, :
Is to be look’d for of ye ? Nay, I will tell ye—
You will then fwear like accus’d cut-purfes,
As far off truth too ; and lie beyond all falconers 3
T’'m fick to fee this dealing. -
Fobn. Heaven forbid, mother.
Land. Nay, I am very fick.
Fobr. Who wairs there ?
Pet. [Within.] Sir ! _ .
Fobn. Bring down the bottle of Canary wine.
Land, Exceeding fick, heaven help me !
Febn. Hafteye, l%rrah. [ther—
I mufte’en make her drunk. [A4fde.]- Nay, gentle mo-
Land. Now fie upen ye ! was it for this purpofe
You fetch’d your evening walks for your devotions ?
For this pretended holinefs? No weather,
Notbefore day, could hold you from the matins.
Where thefe you bo-peep prayers ? Y'ave pray’d well,
And with a learned zeal have watch’d well too; ?our faint
It feems was pleas’d aswell.  Still ficker, ficker !

Enter Peter with a bottle of wine.

Jobn. There is no talking to her till I have drench'd
her. . :
Give me. -Here, mother, take a good round draught.
It will purge fpleen from your {pirits: deeper, mother.
Land. 1,1,{on ;- you imagine this will mend all,
Fobn. All, ¥’ faith, mothers
Land. 1 confefs the wine
Will do his part.

fdm
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ohn. Tll pledge ye. »
zand. But}: fort; Jghn—— ‘ [mores
Fobn. 1 know your meaning, mother, touch it once
Alas ! you look notwell, take a round draught,
Itwarms the bloed well, and reftores the colour,
And then we’ll talk at large,
Layd. A civil gentleman !
Aftranger ! one the town holds a goad regard of?
Fobn. Nay, 1 will filence thee there. [fticch P
Land. One that thould weigh h's fair name !—Oh, a
Fobn, There’s nothing better for a ftitch, good mother,
Make ne fpare of it as you love you health ;
Mince not the matter.. .
Land. AsTfaid, a gentleman . [nior 2
Lodger’d in my houfe! Now heaven's my comfort, s1g-
Fotn. 1look’d tor this.
. Land, 1did not think you would have us’d me thus
A woman of my credic ; one, heuven knows, -
That loves you but too tenderly. ‘
Fobn. Dear, mother, )
1 ever found your kindnefs, and acknowledge it.
Land. No, no, 1 am-a fool to counfel ye, Where's.
Come, let’s fee your workmanthip. [the infant 2
Fobn. None of mine, mother :
But there ’tis and a lufty one.
Land. Heaven blefs thee, ‘
Thou hadft a bafty making; but the beft is,
*Tis many a gosd man’s fortune, As 1 live,
Your own eyes, Signior ;. and.the nether lip
As like ye, as ye had fpit 1t.
:Zalm. I am gladon’t. .
and. Blefs me! what things are thefe ?
Fobn. 1 thought my labour :
Wasnotallloft; ’tis gold, and thefe are jewels,.
Both rich and right T hepe.
Land, Well, well, fon John,
1 fee ye’re a wood-man, and can chufe
Your deer, tho’ it be i’th’ dark ; all your difcretion-
Is not yet loft ; this was well clap’d aboard ;
Here I am with ye now, when as they fay,
Your pleafurecomes with profit ; when you muft needs do,
B2
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Do where you may be done to; ’tis a wifdom
Becomes a young man well : be fure of one thing,
Lofe not your labour and your time together ;
It feafon’s of afooul, fon ; timeis precious,
Work wary whilft you have it. Since you mutt traffick
Sometimes this flippery way, take fure hold, Sigsior ;
Trade with no broken merchants ; make your lading
As youwould make your reft, adventurouily,
But with advantage ever.
Fobn. All this time, mother,
The child wants lookieg to, wants meat and nurfes.
Land. Now blefiog o’ thy heart, it {hall haveall 3
And inftantly I’ll feek a nurfe myfelf, fon.
>Tis a fweet child—Ab, my yourg Spaniard !
- Take you Bo further care, Sir,
Fobn. Yes, of thefe jewels, -
1 muft by your good leave, mother ; thefe are yours,
"T'o make your care the ftronger : for the reft,
I’il find a mafter; the gold for bringing up on’t,
I freely render to your charge.
Land, Nomore wotds, '
Nor no more children, good fon, 23 yeu love me :
1 his may do well.
Fobn. 1 thall obferve yous morala.
But where’s Don Frederick, mother 2 -
Land. Tento one,"
About the like adveneuze ; he told me,
He was to find you aut.
Fobn. Why thould he flay thus ?
There may be fome ill chance in’t : {leep I'will not,
Before [ have found him. Now this woman’s pleas’d,
I’ll feek my friend out, and my careis eas’d.  [Excaste
Lxtere Duke and thres Gentlemen.
1 Gent, Brlieve, Sir, ’tis as poflible to do it,
As to move the city: the main fation
Swarm thro’ the ftreets like hernets, and with augers
Able to ruin ftates, no faety left vs,
Nor means to die like men, if inflandy
You draw not back again.
Duke. May he he drawn, .
And quarter'd too, that tusns now ; were I furer
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Of death than thou art of thy fears, and with death
More than thofe fears are too——

1 Gent. Sir, 1 fear not,

Dutke. 1 would not break my vow, ftart from my hon-
Becaufe 1 may find danger ; wound my foul {our,
To keep my body fafe,

1 Gent, 1 fpeak not, Sir,
Out of a bafenefs to ye.. -

Duke. No, nor do not-
Out of a bafenefs leave me. What is danger-
More than the weaknefs of our apprehenfions ? -
A'poor cold part o’th’ blood. Wha takes it hold of ?
Cowards and .wicked livers : valiant minds
Were made maflers of it: and as hearty feamen.
In defperate ftorms ftem with a little rudder
The tumbling ruins of the ocean ; .
So with their caufe and {words do they do dangers,
Say we were fure to die all in this venture,
As I am confiderit againft it ; is thereany -
Amongfl us of fo fat a fenfe, fo pampcr)c,l-, .
Would chufe luxurioufly to lie a-bed,
And purge, away his {pirits § fend his foul out.:
In fugar fops and fyrups ?- Give me dying
As dying ought tobe, upon mine enemys
Parting with mankind, by a man that’s masly =
Let them be all the world, and bring along
Cain’s envy with them, I will on. .

2 Gent. .Y ou may, Sir,
But with what fafety ?

1 Gent. Since ’tis come to dying,

You fhall perceive, Sir, that here be thofe amongft ua
Gan dieas decently as other men,
And with as little ccremony.  On, brave Sir. .
Dulke. That's fpoken heardly.
1 Gent. And he that flinches,
May he die loufy in a ditch.

Duke. No more dying,

There’s nofuch dnger in’t.  What's o’clock.?

3 Gent. Somewhat above your hour. .

Duke. Away then quickly,

M.ike 0o noife, and no trouble will attead ws. [ Exenat.
B3 Eriers
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Rater Froderiek and Anthony awith a candh,

Fred. Give me the candic ; fo, go you out that way

Ant. What have we now to do ?

Bred And on yourlife, firrah,’ :
T.ee npne come near the door without my knowledge ;
No not my landlady, nor my friend.

Ant. 'Tis done, Sir.

Fred. Nor any ferious bufinefs that concerns me.

Ant. Isthe wind there again ? '

Fred. Begone,

Ant. 1 am, Sir, ‘[ Bt

Jred. Now enter without feat—— '

Enter 1£ Conflantia with @ jewel.
And, noble lady, .
"That fafety and eivility ye with for
Shall truly here attend you : no rude tongue
Nor rough behaviour knews this place; no withes,
Beyond the moderation of a man,
Dareenter here. Your ewn defires and innocence,
Join’d to my vow’d ebedience, fhall protect ye.
Con. Ye are truly noble,
And worth a'woman’s truft : let it become me,
(1 do befeech you, Sir) for all your kindnefs,
*To render with my thanks this warthlefs trifl e
I may be lenger troublefome.

Fred. Fair offices
Are ftill their own rewards : heavens blefs me, lady,
From felling civil courtefics. May it pleafe ye,

If ye will force a favour to oblige me,
Draw but that cloud afide, to fatisfy me
For what good angel I am engag’d.
Con. It fhall be;
For, I am truly confident ye are honeft,
The piece is fcarce worth leoking on.
Fred. Truft me,
‘The abftract of all beauty, foul of fweetnefs !
Defend me, honeft thoughts, I fhall grow wild elfe,
What eyes are there ! rather what litile heavens,
To ftir men’s contemplation ! What a Paradife
Runs thro’ each part fhe has! Good blood, be temperate !
1 muftlook off : toe excellent an ebject
Confounds the fenfe thatfees it.  Noble lady, ¢
I
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If there be any further fervice to caft on me,
Let it be worth my life, fo much I honourye,
Or the engagements of whole families,
Con. Your fervice is too liberal, worthy Sire
Thus far 1 fhall entreat—
Fred. Command me, lady :
Youmay make your power toe poor.
Cen. That prefencly, '
With all convenient hafte, you will retire
Unto the ftreet you found me in.
Fred. *Tis done.
Con. There if yow finda gentleman opprefs’d
With force and violence, do a man’s office,
And draw your fword. to. refcue him,
Fred. He’s fafe,
Be what he will; and let his foes be devils,
Arm’d with your beauty, I fhall conjure them.
Retire, this key will guide ye: all things neceffary
Are there before ye. )
Con. All my prayers go with ye. [Exit.
Fred. Ye clap on proof upon me. Men fay, gold
Doags all, engages all, works thra’ all dangers:
Now I fay, beauty can do more. The king’s exchequer,
Nor all his wealthy Indies, could not draw me
Thro’ half thofe miferies this piece of pleafure -
Might make me leap into: we are all like fea-charts,
All our endeavours and our motiens
(As they do to the north) ftill point at beauty,
Still at the fairefk; for a handfome woman,
(Setting my foul afide) it fhould go hard
But I will ftrain my body ; yette her,
Unlefs it be her own free gratitude,
Hopes, ye fhall die, and thou, tongve, rot within me,
Ere I infringe my faith. Nowtomy refcus.  [Exit

Exn of the First AcT,

Lo [T L= . ACT
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ACT IL

Enter Duke purfued by Petruchio, Antonio, and that:
’ faltions
Duke.

OU will not all opprefs me ?
Ant. Kill him 1’th” wanton eye ¢
Let me come to him.
Duke. Then you fhall buy me dearly.
Perr, Say you fo, Sir?
Ant. 1 fay, cuthis wezand, fpoil his peepings.
Have at your love-fick heart, Sir.
Enter Don John..
Fobn. Sure’tis fighting !
My friend may beengaged. Fie, gentlemen,.
This is uumanly odds.
. [-Dake falls; Don John deftrides bims.
Ant. T'll ftop your mouth, Sir.
Fobn. Nay, then have at thee freely.. :
There’s a plumb, Sir, to fatisfy yourlonging.  [refcue.
Petr. Away; I hope I have fped him: here comes:
‘We fhall be endanger’d.  Where’s Antonio 2.
Ant. I muft have one thruft more; Str.
Fobn. Come up to me.
Ang. A milchief confound your fingers,..
Petr, How is it 2.
Ant. Well ;. _
He’as given me.my qaietus ¢ff 5 1 felt him .
In my fmall guts ; I’m fure he’s feez’d .me;
This comes of . fiding with you..
2 Gent. Can you go, Sir ¢~
Ant. 1hall go, man, and my head were off ; .
Nevertalk of going.
Petr. Come, all thall be well then.
I hear more refcue coming. [Trampling withine
Enter the Duké’s fution.
Ant. Let’s turn back then ;
My fcuil’s uncloven yet, let me kill. ..
Pet, Away for heaven’s fake with him. .
[Exit cum fuis. -
. 70bﬂo
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Fobn. How is it ?

Duke. Well, Sir,
Only a little ftagger’d.

Dule’s fact, Lev’s purfue them. :

Dutke, No, not a man, I charge ye. Thanks, good coat,,
Thou haft fav’d me a fhrew’d welcome : "ewas put home,
With a good mind too, I’'m fure on't. ’

Fobn. Are you fafe then ? o . [lour,

Duke. My thanks to you, brave Sir, whofe timely va.
And manly courtefy came to-my refcue.

Fobn. Ye had foul play offer’d ye, and fhame befal
‘That can pafs by oppreffion, [him

Duke, May I crave, Sir,

But this much honour more, to know your name,
And him I am {o bound to ?
: Fobn. For the bond, Sir,
>Tis every good man’s tie : to know me further,
Will little profit you ; I am a ftranger,
My country Spain, my name Don John, a gentleman
That camne abread to travel, .
Duke. 1 have heard, Sir,
Mouch worthy mention of ye, yet I find
Fame fhort of what ye are,
Foba. You are pleas'd, Sir,
To exprefs your courtefy : may I demand
As freely what you are, and what mifchance
Catft you into this danger 2

Duzke, For this prefent :

I muft defire your pardon : you flall know me
Ere it be long, Sir, and nobler thanks,
Than now my will can render. :

Fobn. Your will’s your own, Sir. [thing ?

Duke. What is’t you look for, Sir? Have youloft any

Fobn. Only my hat i'th’ fuffle; fure thefe sellows
Were night-fnaps.

Dute. No, believe me, Sir: pray ufe mine,

For“twill be hard to find your own now.

Fobn. No, Sir. ‘

Duke. Indeed you fhall, I can command another :

I do befeech you honour me.

Fobn. Well, Sir, thea I will,
And o I'll take my leave,

. D”éfo
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Duke. Within thefe few days
I hope I fhall be happy in your knowledge,
Till when I love your memory. ~ [Exit cum fuise

Enter Frederick.

Fobn. I’m yours.
This is fome noble fellow !
Fred. Tis his tongue fure.
Don John!
Fobn. Don Frederick !
Fred. Y are fairly met, Sir!
1 thought ye had been a bat-fowling.  Pr’ythee tellme
What revelation haft thou had to-night,
That home was never thoughton? =
Fobn. Revelations! :
D’litell thee, Frederick : but before I tell thee,.
Setile thy underftanding.
Fred, * Tis prepar’d, Sir.
Fobn. Why then mark what fhall follow &
This night, Frederick, this bawdy nighte
Fred. 1 thought no lefs.
Fobn. This blind night, :
‘What doft thou think I have got ¥
Fred. The pox, it may be.
Jobn, Would "twere no worfe : ye talk of revelations,
1 have got a revelation will reveal me
An errant coxcomb whilft I live,
Fred, Whatis't ?
Thou haft loft nothing ?
;o/m. No, I have got, Itell thee.
red. What hatt thou got ?
Fohn. Oneof the infantry, achilds
- ¥red. How !
-Fabn. A chopping child, man.
Fred. Give you joy, Sir.
Fobn. A lump of lewdnefs, Frederick; that’s the truth
This town’s abominable. . [on'ty
Fred. 1 ftill told ye, John, .
Your whoring muft come home ; I counfel’d ye :
But where no grace is— -
Fobn: ? I'is none of mine, man,

E"Jb
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Fred. Anfwer the parifh fo,
Sobz. Cheatedin troth
(Peeping into a houfe) by whom I know nor,
Nor where to find the place again ; no, Frederick,
’fis no poor one, : .
That’s my beft comfort, for’t has brought about it
Enough to make it man.
Fred. Whereig’t ¢
Fohn. Athome.” T
_Fred, A faving voyage ; but what will you fay, Sig.
To him that fearching out your ferious worthip, ~ [nior,
Has met a firange fortune ?
Fobn, How, good Frederick ?
A militant girl to this boy would hit t,
Fred, No, mine’s a nobler venture : what do you think,
Of a diftreffed lady, one whofe beauty - [Sir,
Would over-fell all Italy ¢ .
Fobn. Where is fhe ?—
Fred. A woman of that rare behaviour,
So qualify’d, as admiration
Dwells round about her; of that perfe@ fpirite
Fobn. Ay marry, Sir.
Fred. That admirable carriage,
That fweetnefs indifcourfe; young as the moming,
Her blufhes flaining his.
Fobn. Butwhere’s this creature ?
Shew me but that. .
Fred. That’s all one, fhe’s forth-coming.
1 have her (ure, boy.
Fobn. Heark ye, Frederick ;
What truck betwixt my infant? -
Fred. *Tis too light, Sir;
Stick to ygur charge, good Don John, I am well,
Fobn. Butisthere fuch a wench ?
Fed. Firft tell me this ;
Did you not lately, as you walk’d along,
Difcover people that were arm’d, and likely
To dz oftence ? q "
Fobn. Yes marry, and they urg’dic .
As far as they hadr%pirit. e
Fred, Pray go forward,

jvb;.‘
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ohn. A gentleman I found engag’d amengft em
It zems of noble breeding, I'm l;urge brave gﬁta\ ; *
. As I return’d ta look you, I fetinto him,
And without hurt, I thank Heaven, refcu’d him,
Fred. My work’s done then :
And now to fatisfy you there is.a2 woman,
Oh, John! thereis a woman—
Fobhn. Oh, where is fhe ?
Fred. And one of no lefs worth than T'told;
And which s more, fall’n under my proteQion.
Fobu. 1amglad of that; forward, fiweet Frederick,
Fred, And which is moré than that, by this night’y
wand’ring ;
And which is moft of all, the is at home too, Sir,
Fobx. Come, let’sbegone then. )
Fred. Yes, but ’tizmoft cestain,
*You cannot fee her, John.
Sobn. Why ?
Fred., She has {warn me,
‘That none elfe fhall come near ber ; not my mother,
Till fome doubts are clear’d. .
Fobn. Not look upon her ? What chamber is the in ?
Fred. In ours.
Foba. Let’s go, [fay:
A woman’s oaths are wafers and break with making.
They mutft for modeftya little : Weall know it.
Fred. No, I'll affure ye, Sir.
Fobn. No fee her ! .
1 fmell an old dog-trick of yours. Well, Frederick,
Ye talk’d to me of whoring, let’s have fair play,
Square dealing I would wifh ye.
Fred. When ’tis come ‘
{Which Iknow mever will be) to that iffue,
Your fpoon fhall be as.deep as mine, Sir.
' %obn. Tellme,
- And tell me true, is the caufe honourable,
Or for your eafe?
Fred. By all our friendfhip, John,
*Tis honeft, and of great end.
obn. I’ anfwer'd ;
But let me fee her tho’: leave the door.ap
As yau go in,
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Fred, 1 dare not.- S
Fobn. Not wide open, : .

But juft fo as a jealous hufband o

Would level athis wariton wife through,

Fred. Thatcourtefy, N :

If ye defire no more, and keep it ftritly, e

I dare afford ye : come, ’tis iow near morning. {Exennt,

Enter Peter and Anthony,

Pet. Nay, the old woman’s gone too.

Ant. She’s a cater-wailing A
Amongft the gutters. But conceive me, Peter,
Where our good mafters thould be. -

Pet. Where they fhould be, L
I do conceive ; but where they are, good Anthony ——e-

Ant. Ay, there it goes : my mafter’s bo-peep with me,:
With his ly popping in and out again, i
Argu’d a cau e—-Hali ! o : [LZute foundsy

Pet, What ? ,

Ant. Doft not hear alute?

Again!

Pet. Where is ? L :

Ant. Above, in my mafter’s chamber, ;
MP::. There’s no creature : he hath the key himfelf,

an.

Ant. This is his lute, let him have it.

_ [Sings wvithin & litile,

Pet. 1 grant ye 5 but who ftrikes it ? -

Ant. ‘An admirable voice too, hark ye.

Pet. Anthony,

Art fure we are at home ?

Ant. Without all doubt, Peter.

Pet, Thenthis mutt be the devil.

Ant, Letitbe, )

Good devil, fing again : O dainty devil,
Peter, believe it, a moft delicate devil,

*The fweeteft devil —
> Enter Frederick and Don Joha.

~ Fred. 1f you would leave peeping.

Jobn. 1 cannot by no means,

Fred. Then come in foftly ; : s
And as ybu love your faith, prefume no further
‘Than ye have promifed, ’ .
' 70‘5”. a
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Fobn. Bafco. .
Fred, What makes you up fo estly, Sir?
Yobn. You, Sir, in your contemplations
Pet. O pray ye-peace, Sir!
Fred, Why peace, Sir }
Pet. Do you hear ? :
Fobn. "Tis your lute : fhe’s a playing on"t,
Ant. The houfe is haunted, Sir:

¥or this we have heard this half yeur.
Fred. Ye faw nothing ? :
Ant. Not 1.
Pet. Nor I, Sir.
Fred. Getyour breakfaft then,

And make no worts on’t : we'll undertake this fpiri,

I€ it be one.

Ant. This is nodevil, Peter: ‘ o

Mum ! there be bats abroad. [ Exeunt amds.
Fred. Stay, now fhe fings. )

Fohn. An angel’s voice, I'll fivear,
Fred. Why dudft thou fhrug fo ?

Either allay this heat, or as I live,

I will pot truft ye.

Sotm. Pufs, I warrant ye, [ Exennt,
B . Entcr 1 Conftantia,
Con. To curfe thofe ftars that men fay govern us,

To railat Fortune, to fall out with my fate, )

And tax the general world, will help me hothikg :

Alas! Iam the fame fiill, neither are they

Subjedt to helps or hurts ; our own defires

Are our own fates, and our own ftars all 6ur forturiey;

Which as we fway ’em, fo abufe or blefs us.

LEnter Frederick and Don John peeping.
Fred. Peace to your meditations. | - ‘
Fobn. Pox upon ye, o
Stand out of thelight. }
Con. 1 crave your mercy, Sir !

My mind, o’er charg’d with care, made me unmannesly.
Fred. Pray ye fet that mind at reft, all thall be perfe&.
Fobn. ] likethe body rare ; a handfome body, - ' .

A wond’rous handfome body ; would the would turn :

See, and that fpightful puppy be not got '

Between me and my light again,

Fred,
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Pred, *Tis dane,
As all that you command fhall be :
The gentleman is fafely off all danger.

Foba. Rare creature ! ’

Con. How fhall. 1 thapk ye, Sir ? how fatisfy ?

“Fred. Speak foftly, gentle lady, all’s rewardad.
Now doeg he melt like marmalade,

Fobn. Nay, 'tis certain,
Thauart the fweeteft woman that eyes o’er look’d o,

Fred. Has none diftush’d ye ¢

Cou. Not auy, Slr, porany fquud ¢amg negr me';
I thank your care.

Fred. "Tis well.

Fobn. 1would fain pray now
But the devil, and that fleh there o "h’ worldyw—e
What are we made to fuffer ? '

Fred. He'll enter— . .
Pull in your head and be hang'd.

Fobn. Harkye, F rederick, -
I have braught you home your paqk-faddle.

Fred. Pox upon ye. -

Con. Nay, let him enter—Fie, my k.ord the Dukc,
Stand peeping at youx fricads,

Fred. Ye are cozen’d, lady,
Here is no duke,

Con. 1know hiny full well, Signior.

Febnn Hold thee there, wongch.

_Lred. Thiamad-brain’d fool will fpoil all,

"Con. Ido befeech your grace comg in.

Fobn. My grace !
There was a word of comfort,

Fred., Shall he enter, .
Whoe’er he he ? -

Jobn. Well follow’d, Frederick.

Can. With all my heart.

Bater Don John,

Fred. Comein then.

Fobu. Blefs ye, lady. .

Fred. Nay, ftart not; tho’ he bc 3 Ihtangqr to Y&y
HMe’s of a noble ftrain, my kinfman, lady, '
My countryman, and fellow-travelleg ; .
Qec¢ bed contains us.ever, one purfe feedsusy,  © -

Ca - And
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And one faith free between us : do not fear him,
He’s truly honett.
Jobn, That’s a lie,
Fred. And truofty,
Beyond your withes: valiant to defend,
And modeft to converfe with, as your blufhes. .
Fobn. Now may I hang myfelf ; this commendation -
Has broke the neck of all my hopes : for now
Mutft I ery, no forfooth, and ay forfooth, and furely, -
And truly as I live, and as I am honeft.
He’s done thefe things fof nonéetoo; for’he knows,
Like a moft envious rafcal as he is,
1 am not honeft I
‘This way : he’as watch’d his time,
But I fhall quit him,
Con. Sir, 1 credit ye. o
Fred. Go falute her, John. .
Fobn. Plague o’ your commendations.
Con. Sir, 11{hall now defire to be a trouble.’ .
Fobn. Never to me, fweet lady ; thus I feal *
My faith, and all my fervices.
Con. One word, Signior. '
Sobn. Now ’tis impoffible I fhould be honeft,
What points the at? My leg, I warrant; or . .
My well-knit body : fit faft, Don Frederick. b
Fred. *Twas given hiin by that gentleman - '
You took fuch care of ; his own being loft i’th’ fcuflle.
Con. With much joy may he wearit: ’tis a right one,
1 can affure ye, gentlemen ; and right happy
May he be in all fights for that noble fervice, -
Fred. Why do you blufh ?
Con. It had almoft cozen’d me, '
For, not to lie, when I fay that, I look’d for
Another owner of it: but *s well.

.

Fred. Who's there ? [ Krocks nwithis,
Stand ye a little clofe, Come in, Sir, . [.EaisCons
Enter Anthony. . ]

Now, what’s the news with you ?

t. There is a gentleman without
Would fpeak with Don John.

Jobn. Who, Sir¥ ‘
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Art. 1 do not know, Sir, but he thews a man
Of no mean reckoning. . .
Fred. Let him fhew his name, -
And then returna little wifer, - . (£t Aoty
" How do you like her, John # .
Fobn. As well as you, Fredgrick,.
Eor all 1 am honeft ;. you (hall fiad it top..
Fred. Art thou not honeft ?
Fohn., Art.thouan afs ?
And modeftas har blufhes I Whag blackhead.
Would e'er have popp’d out fuch a.dry apology.:
¥or his dear friend ? and to a gentlewoman,
A:woman of her youth ang dglicacy ?
They are arguments to draw. them t0.3bhop us..
Ap honeft moral man ! ’tis.fe¢ a copfiabls ;
A handfomg man, 3 whplfameman; a-tqugh man,.
A libergl man, a likely. man, aman.
Made up like Hercules, unflack’d with fervice ; ,
The fame to-nights, to-masrow-night, the pext pight,.
And {o to perpetuity of pleafures :
Thefe had been things ta hearken tq, things catching ;.
But you have fuch a fpiced cogfderation,
Such qualms upon your worthip’s copfgience,
Such chilblzinsip. your blaod, thas all thiggs prick ye,
Which rature and theliberal world make cyftom ;.
And nothing but fair hogeur, Q fivest hopopr, -
Hang up your eunuch hopaus.  Thas I was trufly, .
- And valant, were things well put in; but modedp !
A modeft gentleman ! O, wis, wera waglthou.?.
Fred, 1am forsy, Jobny
Fobn." My lady’s gentlewoman: :
‘Would laugh me to a fGhogl-boy, make meblufh-
With playing with my cod-pices point : fie an.thegy,
Acman of thy difcretion !
Fred; It hallbe mended ; :
And benceforth y& thatl beve yourdue, . -
. ‘ Ewter Anthany, :
Fobn..1look for’t, Hownow, wheig't?2- .
Ant; A gentleman.of this. city,, -
And calls himfelf Petruchio.
Fobn. Pl attend him, '

N S #7
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' - Enter 1#Conftantia.” -
Con. How did he call himfeilf ? : A
Fred. Petruchio. .
Does it concern ye ought ?
Con. O, gentlemen, . ' .
The hour of my deftruétion is come on me,
1 am difcover’d, loft, left to my ruin—
As ever ye have pity ~———
Fobn. Do not fear.
Let the great devil come, he fhall come thro’ me firit;
Loft here, and we about ye !
Fred. Fall before us !
Con. O my unfortunate eftate, all angers
Compar’d to his, to hig——— _ -
Fred. Let his and all men’s, « [fake
Whilft we have power and life, ftand vp for Heaven's
Con. 1 have oftended Heaven too ; yet Heaven knows—
Fobn, We areallevil : S
Yet Heaven forbid we fhould have our deferts,
What is he ? ’
Con. Too, too near my offence, Sir:
O he will cut me piece-meal.
Fred. 'Tisno treafon?
Fobn. Let itbe what it will ; ifhe cut here,
T’ll find him cut-work. - :
Fred. He muft buy you dear,
With more than common lives.
Febn, Fear not, nor weep not:
By Heaven, Il fire the town before ye perith,
And then the more the merrier, we’ll jog with ye.
Fred. Comein, and dry your eyes.
obn. Pray no more weeping :
Spoil a fveet face for nothing ! My retura
Shall end all this, I warrant ye,
- Con. Heaven grant it may. - -
Esnter Petruchio with a letter,
Petr. This man fhould be of quality and worth
By Don Alvaro’s lester, for he gives
No flight recommendations of him :
1’ll e’en make ufe of him.
. _ Enter-Deon Johns
- Jebn. Saveye,Sir. 1 am forry

[ Exeant

My

&
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Dvl‘lfy bufinefs was fo unmannerly, to make ye
ait thus long here. . "
Petr. Occafions muft be ferv'd, Sirs -
But is your name Dohn John ?
Fobn. It is, Sir.
Petr. Then, '
Firft for your own brave fake ¥ muft embrace ye ¢
Next, for the credit of your noble friend,
Hernanda de Alvara, make ye mine : )
Who lays his charge upon me in this letter
'To look ye out, and : :
Whilft your occafions make you refident -
An this place; to fupply ye, love and honour ye ;
Which had I known {ooner '
Fobn. Noble, Sir, : o o
You’ll make my thanks too poor : I wear a fword, Sir,
And have a fervice to be ftill difpos’d of, .
‘Asyou fhall pleafe command it. .
Petr. That manly courtefy is half my bufinefs, Sir
And to be fhort, to make ye know I honour ye,
And in all points believe your worth-like oracle, -
This day, Petruchio, o
“Aman that may command the firength of this place,
Hazard the boldeft fpirits, hath made choice
Obnly of you, and in a noble office.
Fobn. Forward, I am free to entertain it,
Petr; Thus then, - : )
1 do befeech ye mark me,
Fobn. I fhall, Sir. : o
Petr. Ferrara’s Duke, would I might calt him worthy,
But that he has-raz’d out from his family, }
As he has mine with infamy ; this man, = -
‘Rather this powerful monfter, we being lefe

But two of all our houfe to ftock our memories, [crafes,
My fifter Conftantia and myfelf; with arts and witch~
‘Vows and fuch oaths heaven has no mercy for,

Drew to dithonour this weak maid by Realth,

And fecret'paffages I knew not of.

Oft he obtain’d his withes, oft abus’d her,

1am afham’d to fay the reft : this purchas'd,

And his hot blood allay’d, he left her,

‘And all our name to ruin,

Foru
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Fobn. This was foul play,

And ought to be rewarded fo. Co !

Petr, 1 hope fo.

He fcap’d me yefter-night ;
Which if he dare again adventure formmpmm

Fobn. Pray, Sir what commands have you to lay on me ?

Pctr. Quly, thys.; by word of mouth to-carsy him-
A challenge from me, that {0 (if he haye hopeyr in bim)
We may decide all difference between ys,

Fobn. Fair and. noble,
And I will do it home.. When fhall,I vifig ye?

Petr. Pleafe yqu thisaftesrnaon, 1 will.ride with yaw,.
For at the Gaflle fixmiles. lwncc, wQ are ﬁm
To find him.

Fobn. T'll be ready..

Petr. My map fhall wait hovo;.

To conduét you te.my. houfes -
Fobn. 1 hall not fail ya. [BxirPo
" Kate Eredaricky.

Fred. How now?

Fobn. All'swell, a9d hetter than thon aanldd expedt,.
for this wench here is certainly nq. maid:-and 1 haver
hopes fhe is the fame that olF twR: CHFRENS COXeAAS:
have been fo 1on¢8ehuatug afju.

Fred. Why do ye hape fo

Fobn. Why, becmﬁ&ﬁsﬂﬂm is nq maidi and mext be-
eaufe fhe is handfome ;. there are twe reafgns:-far-you ::
now do you find out a third, 3 betsep if you, cgg.. For
take this, Frederick,. for a certain rulq, fipge the loweythe:
fpars, the'll pever givg it over; smdahevelors (if we have:
"good luck) in time may f4ll-to our fhere..

Fred. Very pretty. reafons indead !: Bug I} dmgbxygn
had known fome pasticu}ar,thas made yamqugl
to be the womaa,

Fobn, Yes, I know hex-name isConfiansia..

Fred. That now- is fomething; bkl cannat belicre
her difhoneft for all thie.:. hg has nat- aneloefe theught
about her. ’

Fobn. It’s no matrer, fip's loafg i’ th’ hiltsy by heavey..
There has been flirring, fumbling with. Lnesy, aderick.

Fred, There may. be fuch.a ﬂm.

Hobe.-
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Fobn. And will be, Frederick, whilft the old game’s
a-foot, I fear the boy too will prove hers I took up.

Fred. Good circumftances may cure all this yet.

Fobn. There thou hit’tt it, Frederick, Come, let’s-
walk in, and comfort her—that the is here, is nothing
yet fufpeted. . Anon I fhall tell thee why her brother
came (who by this light is a noble fellow) and what ho-
nour he has done to'me, a ftranger, in calling me to ferve
him. There be irons heating for fome, on my word,
Frederick. : [Exeunt.

" ENbp of the SecoNp Acr.

A C T IL*
Enter Landlady axd Anthony.

Lanprapy.
OME, Sir, who is it keeps your mafter company ?
Ant. 1 fay to you, Don }ohn. :
Land. 1 fay what woman ? e
Ant. 1fay fo too.
Laxd. 1 fay again, I will know.
Ant. 1 fay "is fit you fhould.
Laxd. And I tell thee he has a woman here.,
Ant. 1 tellthee ’tis then the better for him.
Land. Wasever gentlewoman .
So frumpt upwith a fool # Well, faucy, firrah,
I will know who it is, and to what purpofe.
-1 pay the rent, and I will know how my houfe
«Comes by thefe inflammations. If this geer hold,
Beft hang a fign-poft up, to tell the Signiors,
Here you'may have lewdnefs at livery.
Euter Frederick,
« Ant, "Fwould be a great eafe to yourage,
«Fred. How now? -
What's the matter, Landlady ?
Land. Whar’s the matter ! _
Ye ufe me decently among ye, gentlemen, -
Fred, Who hasabus’d her; You, Sir; - -
Land. Od’sm witnefs, N
1 will not be thus toeated, that T will not, - -
‘ - \dllt’,
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Ara 1 gave her na-ill langvage.
Laad, They lieft lewdly ;
Thou taok’ft me yp at every wand 1 {pake,
As 1 had been a maukia, a flist gillian : _
And thoy think’ft, beeauf® than ¢anft write and read,
Qur nafes rouft be underthee,
Fred,. Dare you, firrah ?
dat.. Let bus the truth be knawn, Sir, T befeech ye—
She raves of wenches, and I know nat what, Sir.
Land. Goto, thou know’{t too well, thou wicked var-
‘Thou inftrument of evil. [lety
Ant. As 1 live, Sir, the's ever thus till- dinner,
Fred. Getye in, Dllanfwer ye anon, Sir. [ Bxit Ant.
Now your grief, what is't ? for F can guefs——— -
Land. Ye may, with (hame eyough,
If there were fhame amongft you—nothing thought on,
But how ye may abufe my houfe-: not fatisfy’d
With bringing home yous bafayds to undome,
But you. myft deill yous whaotea bexe wo;; my panience,
Becaufe I bear, and. bear, and carsy al, :
And as they fay, am willing tQ groan ypder, -
Muft be your make-fport now.
Fred. No moreof thefe words, .
Nor no more murmurings, lady : for you knaw )
That I know fomeshing. I did fufpect youx angery
But turn it prefeatly asd handfomely,
And bear youfelf difcregtly ta this womag,
For fuch a one thexe is ipdoed. -
Land. *Tis,wel}, Sis. . SRR
Fred. Leaveoff yous devil's making, and your meleg-
Or we fhall lgave owr lpdgingss [ebolicn
Land. Yo have much negd
‘To ufe the vagrant wags,, and ton mugh profis:
Ye had that might comtent,
- (At home wighin, yourfelves too) vight goed, gentlemen,
Wholefome, and ye faid handfome. Bk you, gallaotss
Beaft that I was to believe yemmrm. . ’
Fred. Leaveyour fufpicion ;- :
Foras I live there’s ne fuch thing.
Land. Mine hogoyr; .
And ’twere not for mine honoyg-ve
Fred. Come, your henous, )
L Your
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Your heufe, and you too, if ‘you dave bulieveme,
Arewell enough+ fleek up yourfelf, eave-crying,
For I muft have yeentestain this lady
Waith all civility, fire well defervesir,
‘Together with allfervice; I dare truft ye,
Forl have found ye faithful, When youknow her, |
You will find your own-fault; ao more'words, -butde it
Land. You know you may command me.
: Enter Don John.
Fobn. Worthipful lady,
How does thy velvet feabbard ! By this haml
T hou look’it moft amfably. Now cowid I willirgly
( And’twere not for abufing thy Geneva prinit there)
Venture my body with thee— )

Land., You'll leavethis roguery
‘When ye: come to my years.

Fobn. By this light,

Thou art not above fifteen yet ; a mere girl,
“Thou haft not half thy teeth weisw

Fred, Pr’ythee, John, _
Lether alone, fhe has been vex’dalready ¢
She’ll grow fatk mad, man.

Fobn. 1 wouldtain fee her mad.

An old mad woman—

Fred. Prythee, be patiént, .

Fobu. Is like a miller’s mare, troubled with raoth-ach
She makes the rareft faces e :

Fred, Go,and doit,

And do not mind this fellow. . .
[ Exit Landlady, and eomes back apuin preftmb,

Fobn. What, agen ! . . '
Nay, then it is decreed ; tho”hills were-fet ¥n hills,

And feas met feas, to guard thee, I would through.

Land. Od’s my witnefs, if you ruffie me, I'll fpsil your
fweet face for you, that 1 will. Go, go to the doot,
there’s a gentleman there would fpeak with ye.

Fobn. Upon my life, Petruchio.” Goavd, dear Landia-
dy, carry him into the dining-roem, snd I’ll wait upon
him prefently. . :

" Lard. Well, Don John, the time will come that I
fhall be even with you. [Exite

: : Jobiea
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obn, I.muftbegone ; yetif m hold, -
Yoju thall not ftay bghmd ’i’l{ rathe)l" rrr\?ff&
A cat with fiweet milk, Frederick. - By her face,
Enter 1/ Conftantia.
1 feel her fears are working.
Con. Is there no way,
1 do befeech ye, think yet, to divert
This certain danger ? -
Fred, *Tis impoffible :
Their honours are enga
Con. Then there muﬁ be murder,
‘Which, gentlemcn, T fhall no fooner hear of,
‘Than make one in’t, You may, if you pleafc, Sir,
Make all go lefs.
Fobn. Lady, were’tmine own caufe, :
1 could difpenfe ; but loaden with my friend’s truft,
I muft goon, tho’ general maffacres
As much I feat—
- Con. Do you hear, Sir? for heaven’s fake,
Let me requeft one favour of you.
Fred. Yes, any thing,
Con. This gentleman I find is too refolutc,
‘Too hot and fiery for the caufe: as ever
You did a virtuous deed, for honour’s {ake,
Go with him, and allay him> your fair-temper,
A noble difpofition, like wifh’d thawers, . -
May quench thofe eating fires, that would {poil all elfe.
1 fee in him deftruion.
Fred. I willdo it : -
And ’tis a wife confideration, |
To me a bounteous favour, Hark ye, John,
I will go with ye.
Sobn. No.
Fred, Indeed I will ——
Ye go upon a hazard—no dcmal-
For as Ilive I’ll go.
Sobn. Then make ye ready,
~ For I am ftraight on horfeback.
Fred, My fword on, and -
Tam'as ready as you. What my beft labour,
With all the art T have can work upon™em, !
Be fure of, and expet a fairend: the old gentlewoman 0
Sha
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Shall wait ppon ye; fhe is difcreet and fecret,
Ye may miﬁmer in all points,
Con. Ye are noble ;
And {0 I take'my leave. :
Foba. 1 Rope, lady, a happy iffue for all this.
Con. All hdaven’s care upon ye, and my prayers.
Fobn. So, ; .
Now my miad's at reft. : :
Fred. Away, ’tis late, John, - [Exeunts

Enter Antonio, Surgeon and a Gentleman,

Gent. What fymptoms do ye find in him ?

S«r. None, Sir, dangerous, if he'd beruled.

Geut. Why, what does he do ? :

Sur. Ncthing that he fhould. Firft he will let no Ii-
quer down but wine, and then he has a fancy that he
mutt be drefled always to the tune of John Dory.

Gent, How, tothe tune of John Dory ? '

Sur. Why, he will have fidlers, and) make them play
and fing'itto him all the while. ‘

Gent. Anodd fancy indeed.

Ant. Givé me fome wine,

Swr. 1 told ye fo——"Tis death, Sir,

Ant. *Tis.a horfe, Sir. Doft thou think I fhall reco-
ver with the help of barley-water only ?

Gent, Fie, Antonio, you muft be governed.

Ant. Why, Sir, he feeds me with nothing but rotten
roots and drowned chickens, ftewed pericramixms and pid-
maters ; and when I go to bed (by heaven ’tis true, Sir)
he rolls me up in lints, with labels at’em, that I am juit
the man i’th’ almanack, my head and face is in Aries’
place. '

Sur, Will it pleafe ye, to let your friends fee you
opened. L

Ant. Will it pleafe you, Sir, to give me a brimmer ?
I feel my body open enough for that. Give it me, or I'il
die upon thy hand, and fpoil thy cuftom.

Sur. How, abrimmer ? .

Ant. Why look ye, Sir, thus I'am ufed ftill; I can
get nothing that I want, In how long time canft thou
cure me ? ' ’

Sur. In fony days.

Aw.
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Ant. Tll have a dog fhalllick me wholsin twenty, In

how long canft thou kill me 2 oL

Sur. Prefently. :

Ant. Doit: that’s the fhorter, and there’s more delight
init. :

Gent. You muft have parience.

Ant. Man, I muft have bufinefs—this foolifh fellow
hinders himfelf—I have a dozen rafcals to hurt within
+#hefe five days. Good man-meuder, flop me up with
parfely, like fuffed beef, and let me walk abroad.

Sur. You fhall walk fhortdy.

Ant. T will walk prefently, Sir, and leave youf falfads
there, your green falves, and yeur oils; I'll to my old
dict again, ftrong food, and rich wine, and try what that
will do. .

Sur. Well, go thy ways, thou art the maddeft old fel-
low I ever met with. . [ Bxesnts

Enter 1fi Conflantia and Landlady.

. Cen. T have told ye all I can, and more than’yet
Thofe gentlemen know of me. But are they
Such ftrange creatures,, fay you ? ’
Land. "L here’s theyoun{pr, . '
on John, the errant’ft Jack in all this city ¢
“Fhe other time has blafted, yet ke will-ftoop,
If not o’er-flown, and freely, on the quarry——
Has been a dragon inhis days. But, Tarmont,
Don Jenken, is the devil himfelf—the dog-days=—=
The moft incomprehenfible whore-mafters——s
. Twenty a nightis nothing: the truth is,
Whofe chaftity he chops upon he cares not, -
He flies at al!—baftards,. upon my confcience,
‘He hdis now in ‘making muhitudes—The laft night
He brought home one ; L.pity her that boreit,
But we are alf weak veflfels. Some rich woman
(For wife I dare not call her) was the mother,
Foritwas hung with jewels ; thebearing cloth
No lefs than ¢rimfon velvet. :
Con. How !
Lazd. >Tis true, 1ady.
Con. Was it a boy too ?
_ Land. Abrave boy; deliberation And
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And judgment thew'd in’s getting, as I'll fay for him,
He’s as well plac’d for that fporte—-e .

Con. May I fee it? -
For thereis a neighboar of mine, a ?entlewoman,
Has had a late mifchance, which willingly
1 would know further df ; now if you pleafe
To be fo courteous to me,

Land. Ye fhall fee it.
But what do you think of thefe men, now ye know em’?
Be wife,
Ye may repent too lateelfe ; I buttell yo
For your own , and as you will find it, lady,

Con. 1am advied.

Laxd. No morewords then; do thar,
And mﬂamlyll told ye of : be rendy,

y)

Don John, I'll fit ye for your frumps, B
c.g. “lemall e ) P .
But fhall T fee this child ?
Land, Within this half hour,
Let’s in, and think better, ' [‘E.fwlf.

Enter Petruchio, Dou John and Frederick,

ja}.m. Siry he is worth your knowledge, and a gentlc-
man
(If I that fo much love him may commend him)
That’s full of honour ; and one, if foul play
Should fall upon us (for which fear I brought hlm)
Will not fly back for filips.
Perr. Ye much honour me,
And once more I pronounce ye both mine.
Fred. Stay, whactroop
Is that below i’th’ valley there 2
Fobn. Hawking, I take it i i
Petr, They arefo; *tis the Duke, "tis even he, gemle-
Sirrah, draw back’ the horfes till we call ye. [men.
1 know him by hie compan).
I rrr/d I think too, :
He bends wp ihis
Petr, So hcdoe:?y
Fobn. Stand you ftill, : ‘
Within that covert, till I call, He comes forward ;
Herewill I waithim. To your places, - -
: D2 Petr,
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Perr. 1 need n6 more inftru& ye. * ‘
Joba. Fearine por. (Exemnt Petr, and Fred,

Enter Duke and bis faian.

Duke. Feed the hawks up,
We’ll fly no.more to-day. O my bleft fortune,
Have I fo fairly met the man ? :
Fobn. Ye have, Sir,
And him ye know by this.
_ Duhke. Sir, all the honour,
Apd love— e ~
Fobn. 1do befeech your grace ftay there,
Difnifs your traina little.
Duke. Walk afide,
And out of hearing, I command ye.
Now, Sir, be plain, :
Fabn. 1 will, and fhort, . :
Ye have wrong'd a gentleman, beyond all juftice,
Beyond the mediation of all friends.,
Duke, The man, and manner of wrong ?
Fobn. Petruchio ; .
The wrong, ye have difhonoured his fifter."
Duke. Now ftay you, Sir, -
Andhear mea little.  This gentleman’s
Sifter that you ram’d, tis true [ havé long lov’d ;
As true I have enjoy’d her : nolefs truth,
1 have a childby her. But that fhe, or he,
Or any of that family are tainted,
Suffer difgrace, or ruin, by my pleafures ;
1 wear a {word to fatisfy the world no,
And him in this caufe when he pleafes ; for know, Sir,
She is my wife, contraQted before Heaven;
(A witnefs I owe more tie to than her brother)
Norwill I fly from that name, which long fince
Had had the church’s approbation, .
But for his jealous nature.
Fobn.” Your pardon, Sir, I am fully fatisfied.
Duke. Dear, Sir, I knew I fhould convert ye,
Had we but that rough man here now to—
obn. And ye fhall, Sir, '
What, hoa, hoa ! .
Dute. 1 Bope you have laid no ambuth ?
- Ener
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Enter Petruchio.
Fobn. Only friends.
Duke. My noble brother, welcome.
Come put your anger off, we’ll have no fighting,
Unlefs you wiil maintain I sm waworthy
To bear that name. ’
Petr. Do youfpeak this heartily ?
Duke, Upon my foul, and truly ; the firft prieft
Shail put ye out of thefe doubts. '
Pesr. Now I love ye,
And I befeech ye, pardon my fufpicions ;
You are now more than a brother, a brave friend too.
Joim. ‘The good man’s over-joy’d.
. - Enter Fredenck.
Fred. How now goes it ? .
Jobs. Why the man has his mare am and all’s well,
The Duke profefles freely he’s her hufband,
Fred, *Tis a good hearing.
Fobn. Yes, tor modeft gentleman. I maft prefent ye,
May is pleafe your grace, o
To number this brave gentleman, my friend,
Ard noble kinfman, among the reft of your fervants,
Duke. O my brave friend, you fhoewer your bounties
on me. :
* Amongft my beft thou}hts, Signior, in which number
You being worthily di{pos’d already,
Moy frcefy place your triend.
Fred, Your grace does me a great deal of honout.
Petr. Why thisis won’drous happy. But now, bro.
ther, )
Now comes the bitter to our fweet——Conftantia e
Duke. Why, what of her ?
Petr. Nor what, nor where do I know.
Wing’d with her fears, laft night, beyond my knowledge,
She quit my houfe, but whither—— - )
Fred, Let not that— ) .
Duke. No more, good Sir, L have heard too much,
- Ppr. Nay, fink not, '
She cannot be fo loft. . : .
Fabn. Nor fhall not, gentlemen : '
Be free again, the lady’sfound. That fmile, Sir,
Shews you diftruft your fervant,
) D; , Dake.,
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Datke. I do befeech yem——

- Sobn. Ye fhall believe me ; by iny foul the’s fafe.

Dake. Heaven knows I would believe, Sir.

Fred, Ye may fafely.

Fobn. And under noble ufage. This gentleman
Mec herinall her doubts laft night, and to his guard
(Her fears being ftrong upon her) fhe gave her perfom,
Who waited on her to our lodging ; where all refpect,
Civiland honeft fervice, now attend her. .

Petr. Ye may believe now.

Duke. Yes, 1 do, and ftrongly. _

Well, my good friends, or rather my good angels,
For ye have both preferv’d me ; when thefe virtues
Die in your friend’s remembrance——

Jobn. Good your grace,

Lofe no more time in compliments, *tis too precious ;
I know it by myfelf, there can be ng hell
To his that hangs upon his hopes.

Pesr. Hehas hitit, s

Fred. To horfe again then, for this night I'N erown
With all the joys ye wifl fes. :

- Petr. Happy gentlemen. [ Exeunt.
- Enter Francifco and & Man,

Fran. This is the maddeft mifchief—never fool was fo:
fobb’d off as I am—made ridiculous, and to myfelf, to
my own afs——truft a woman L I'll ‘truft the devil firft,
for he dares be better than his word fometimes. Pray
tell me, in what obfervance have I ever fail’d her ?

. Man. Nay you can tell that beft yourfelf.

Fran. Let me confider—

Enter Don Frederick ded John.

Fred. Let them talk, we’ll go om before.

-Fran. Where didk thon meet Conftantia and this wo-
man? - '

Fred. Conftantia! What are thefe fellows ? Stay by
all means. : .

Man. Why, Sir, Imet her in the great ftreet that

comes from the market-place, juft at the tusning, by a
‘old{mith’s thop.

Ered. Stand ftill, John.

Fran. Well, Conftantia has fpun herfelf a fair thread,
now : what will her beft friend think of this 2

Fred,
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Fred. John, I {mell fome juggling, John.

Fobn. Yes, Frederick, I fear it will be proved fo. .

Fran, Butwhat fhould the reafon be, doft think, of
this fo fudden change in her?

Fred, 'Tis fhe,

Moan. Why, truly I fufpeé fhe has been entic'd to it
by a ftranger.

Sobn. Did you mark that, Frederick ?

Fran. Stranger ! who ? :

Man. A young gentleman that’s newly come to town,
- Fred. Mark that too.

Fobn. Yes, Sir.

Fran. Why do ye think fo ?

Ban. 1 heard her grave conduélrefs twattle fomething
as they went along, that makes me guefs it,

Fobn. *Tis the, Frederick.

Fred. But who that he is, John ?

Fran. 1 do not doubt to bolt them out, for they muft
certainly be about the town. Ha! po more words. Come,
let’s be gone. [ Exeunt Francifco and Man,

Fred, Well.

Zabx. Very well. -

red. Difcreetly.

Fobn. Finely carried. .

Fred, Ye have no more of thefe tricks ?

Jobn. Ten to one, Sir, I fhall mecet with them if ye
have. -

Fred. Is this fair?

Fobn. Was it in you a friend’s part to deal double ? I
am no afs, Don Frederick.

Fred.” And, Don John, it fhall appear I am no fool
difgrace me to make yourfelf thus every woman’s cour-
tefy ; ’tis boyith, ’tis bafe.- ’

i Fobn. °Tis falfe; I privy to this dog-trick! Clear
yourfelf, for I know well enough where the wind fits ;
_or as I havea life— [(Trampling withine
- Fred, No more ; they are coming; fhew no difcon-
tent, let’s quietly away. If the beat hoime, our jealou-
:ies a]re over ; if not, youand I muft have a farther par-
ey, John. - - : i
. Joba. Yes, Don Fredcx:i,qk, ye may be fure we fhall,
: o Bue
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But where are thefe fellows ? Pox on’t, we have lof them
too in our fpleens, like fools. ‘ o
Enter Duke and Petrachio.

Duke. Come, gentlemen, let's go a litle fafter ;-
Suppofe you have all miftreffes, and mend
Your pace accordingly. i,

Fobn. Sir, 1 fhould be as glad of a miftrefs as anothet
man. :

Fred. Yes, o' my confcience wouldft thew,. aad of

sny other man’s. miftrefs too, that I'll anfwer for.

. s I_‘E’.ﬂo

Enter Antonio and bis Man,’ :

Ant. With all my gold ? - .

Man. The trank broke open, and all gope, * -

Ant. Andthe mother in the plot 2 -

Man. And thé mother and all. :

4ns. And the devilandall; the mighty pox ge with

them, Belike they thought I was no more of this world,

and thofe trifles wou'd but diftirb my eomfcience.

- Man: ‘Sure they thought, Sir, you would not hive to

difturb them. : .

Ant. Well, my fweet miftrefs, P'll ery how handfome-
1y your Ladyfhip can hang upon 3 pairof gallows; -there’s
your mafter- piece. No imagination where they fhould
be ? . Coe
Man. None, Sir; yet we have fearched all -places we
fufpeCted ; I believe they havé taken towards the port.

‘Ans. Get me then a water-conjuror, one that can raife
water-devils, I’ll port them ! play at duck and drake
with my money ! Get me a corjuror, I fay ; enquire out
2 man that let’s out devils.

" Man, I don’t know where: ‘
nt. In every fireet, Tom Fool ; any blear-ey’d peo-
le with red heeds and flat nofes can perform’ it.  Thou
fhalt know them by their half gowns, and no breeches,
Find me out a conjuror, [ fay, and learn his price, how
ke will let his devils out by the day. I'll have them again
if they be above ground. - [Exeant,

Znter Duke, Petruchio, Frederick and Don Joha.

. - Petr. Your grace is welcome now to Naples, fo yeare
ah, gentlemen. -

4 . I 70&”0
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_ Jobn. Don Frederick, will you ftep in, and give the
Jady notice who comes to vifit her ? .

Petr. Bid her make hafte ; we come to fee no curious
wench, a night-gown will ferve our turn. Here's one
that knows her nearer.

Fred. 11l tell her what you fay, Sir. (Exit,

Petr, Now will the fport be, to obferve her altera.
tions, how betwixt fear and joy fhe will behave herfelf,

Duke. Dear brother, I muft intreat you

Petr. 1 conceive your mind, Sir—1 will not chide
her. -

n Enter Frederick and Peter.

Fobn. How now ? :

Fred. You may, Sir; not to abufe your patience lon«
ger, nor hold ye off with tedious circumflances; for ye
muft know— .

Petr, What ?

. Duke. Whereis the ?

Fred, Gone, Sir.

Duke. How !

Petr, What did you fay, Sir ?

Fred. Gone; by heaven removed. The woman of
the houfe too. ‘

Petr. What, that reverend old woman that tired me
with compliments ?

Fred. The very fame.

;o/m. Well, Don Frederick.

red. Don John, it is not well—But =

Petr. Gone'! -

Fred. This fellow can fatisfy I lie not.

Pet. A lictle afier my mafter was departed, Sir, with
this gentleman, my fellow and myfelf being fent on bu-

“finefs, as we muft think on purpofe—

Petr. Hang thefe circumftances, they always ferve to
ufher in ill ends.

Fobn. Now could I eat that rogue, I am fo angry.
Gone ! '

Petr. Gone!

Fred. Direétly gone, fled, flilfted ; what would you
have me fay ?

Duke, Well, gentlemen, wrong not my good opi;xairon.

ed.
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Fred, For your dukedom, Sir, I would not be a
knave. : :
Fobu. He that is, a rot run in his blood.
Perr, But, hark ye, gentlemen, are you fure you had
her here ? Did you not dream this ? - .
Febn. Have you your nofe, Sir ?
Perr. Yes, Sir. .
Jotm. Then we had her. .
Petr. Since ye are fo fhort, belleve your having ber hall
Tuffer more conflrottion,
Fobn. Well, Sir, let it fuffer.
Fred. How to convince ye, Sir, I can't imagine ; but
my life fhatl juftify my innocence, or fall with it.
Duke, Thus then——for we may be all abufed.
. Petr. "Tis poffible. . . .
Duke. Here let’s part until to-morrow this time ; we
to our way to clear this doubt, and you to youm : pawn.
ifng o(\‘u bonours then to mect again; when if fhe be not
ound—— - .
Fred. We ftand engag'd to anfwer any worthy way we
are called to. .
Duke. We afk no more.
Petr. To-morrow certain.
Fobn. If we out-live this night, Sir.’ :
, , [Exeunt Duke azd Petruchios
Fred. Come, Don John, we have fomewhat mow to do.
ohn. 1am fure I would have. . -
Fred. If fhe be not found, we muft fight, .
Fobn. 1am glad on’t, I have not fought a great while,
Fred. If we die—
Jobn. There’s fo much money faved in lechery.
: o - [Exexst,

Enp of the Tmirp Acr.

Act
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ACT IV.
Enter 2d,Conftantia, and ber Mother,

: MotuEr. . \
OLD, Cons, hold, for goodnefs hold, Iam in that
defertion of {pifit. for want of breath, thac T am al-
moft reduced to the neceflity of not being abls to. defend -
wyfelf againft the inconvenience of a fall.

ad Con. Dear mother, let us goa litrle fafter to fecure
ourfelves from Antonio: for my past I am in that térrie
ble fright, thatI cam neither think, fpeak, ner ftand ftill,
till we are fafe a fhip-board, and out of fight of the
fhore. S .o . :

Moth, Out of fight o’ the fhore! why, d’ye think I'li
depatriate ? - - : ‘

" "2d Con. Depratiate! what’s:that? ;

Moth; Why, ye fool you, leave my country: what
will you never learn to fpeak out of the vulgar road ?

* 2d Cen., O Loxd, this hard werd will undo us. :

Moth, As I am a Chriftian, if it were to fave my he-
nour (which is ten thoufand times dearer to me than my .
life) Iwould not be.guilty of fo odious a thoughe.

‘2d Cow. Pray, mother, fince your honour is fo dear to
ye, confider that if -we are rakien, both it and we are loft
tor ever. - : »

. Meth, Ay, Girl;; but what will the world fay,- if they
fhould hear fo odious a thing of us, as that we fhould de-
patriate ? : . . ‘

2d Con. Ay, there’s is; the world! why, mether,
the world dees not care- a pin, if both you and I were
hang’d; and that we 'ﬂlallvge cerminly, if Antonio takes
us, for running -away with his gold.-- A

Moth, ProteftIcare-not, I’ll ne’er depart from the de-
marches of a perfon of quality ; and let come what will,
1 fhall rather choofe to fubmmt myfelf to my fare; then
ftrive ta prevent by any. depor¢ment that is-not congrueus
in every degree, to the fteps and meafures of a ftrict prac-
titioner of honour. : o

2d Con. Would not this makeone ftark:mad ? Her fiyle
is ot more out of the way, than her manner of reafoning :.
fhe firft fells me to an ugly old fellow, then fhe runs away

. with
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with me and all his gold, and now, like a fkri& praftitio.
ner of honour, refolves to be taken, rather than deprai-
ate, as fhe calls it. . [4fde.

Mboth. As Iam a chriftian, Cons, here's a tavern, and
a very decent fign : I'll in, I am refolv’d, tho’ by it I
fhould run a rifco of never fo ftupendous a nature,

2d Con. There’s no ftopping her. What fhall I do?

Masb. T'll fend for my kinfwoman and fome mufic to
revive me a little: for really, Cons, Iam reduced to that
fad imbecility by the injury I have done my poor feet,
that I'm in a great incertitude, whether they will have
livelinefs fufficient to fupport-me up to the top of the
ftairs, or no. [Enit,

2d Cex. This finning without pleafure, I cannot en.
dure: to have always remarfe, and ne'er do any thing
that fhould caufe it, is intolerable. IfIlov’d money too,
which I think I don’t; my mother fhe has all that: I
have nothing to comfort myfelf with, but Antonio’s ftiff
beard ; and that alone, for 2 woman of my years, is but
a forry kind of entertainment. I wonder why thefe old
fumblin% fellows fhould trouble themfelves fo much, only
to trouble us more. TI‘I:,y can do nothing, but put us
in mind of our graves. ell, I’ll no more on’t; for to
be frighted with death and damnation both at once, is a
litele too hard. 1 do here vow I’ll live for ever chafte, or
find out fome handfome young fellow I can love ; I think
that’s the better. [ Motber looks out at the windo-v.

Moth. Come up, Cons, the fiddles are here.

2d Con. I come—— [ Motber gocs from the avindow,
I muft be gone, tho’ whither I cannot tell, Thefe fid-
dles, and her difcreet companions, will quickly make an
end of all (he has ftolen ; and then five hundred new pieces
fell meto another old fellow. She has taken care not to
leave me a farthing: yet I am fo, better than upder her
conduct : *wwill be at worft but begging for my life.
And ftarving were to me an eafier fate,

Than to be forc'd to live with one I hate.
[Goes up to ber Mother.
Enter Don’ John. -

Fobn. It will not out of my head, but that Don Fre-
derick has fent away this wench, for all he carries it fo
gravely ; yet methinks he fhould be honefter than fo : b?t

' thefe
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thefe grave men are never touch’d upon fuch occafions.
Mark 1t when you will, and you’ll find a grave man, efpe-
cially if ke pretend to be a precife man, will do ye forty
things without remorfe, that would ftartle ome of us mad
fellows to think of. Becaufe they are familiar with Hea-
ven in their prayers, they think they may be bold with it
in any thing; now we that are not fo well acquainted,
bear greater reverence. [ Mufic plays above,

What's here, mufic and women? Wou’d I had one
of ’em. , (One of *em looks out at the windoav.
_ . That’s a whore ; I know it by her fmile. O’my con-

{cience, take a woman matked and hooded, nay coves'd
all o'er, fo that you camnot fee one bit of her, - and at
. twelvefcore yards diftance, if fhe be a whore, as ten to
one fhe is, I fhall know it certainly ; I have an inftin&
within me ne’er fails. [ Another lovks out,
Ah, rogue! fhe’s right to I'm fure on’t.

Moth. abowe. Come, come, let’s dance in tother room,
*tis a great deal better, ' '

Fobn. Say you fo; what now if I fhould go up and
dance too ? It is a tavern ; pox o’this bufinefs: I'll in, ¥
am refolv’d, and try iny own fortune ; ’tis hard luck if I
don’t get one of 'em, - _

As he goes to the door, 2d Conftantia enters.

See here’s one bolted already ; fairlady, whither fo faft ?

2d Con. 1 dbn’t know, Sir:

Fohn. Muy 1 have the honour to wait upon you?

2d Con. Yes, if you pleafe, Sir,

Fohn. Whither; .

2d. Con. I tell you, I don'’t know.

Febn. She’s very quick. Would I might be fo happy
as to know you, lady.

2d Con. 1 dare’not let you fee my face, Sir.

Fobn. Why ? v

2d Con. For fear you fhould not like it, and then leave
me; for to tell ye true, I have at this prefent very great
need of you.

Fohn. If thou hatt half fo much need of me, as I have
of thee, lady, I’ll be content to be hanged tho’.

. 2d Con. 10s a proper handfome fellow this, if he’d but
love me now, I wou'd never feck out further, Sir1 am
young, and unesperienced in the world,

. E ‘ yoz'”c
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Foba. Nay, if thou art young, it’s no great matter
_ what thy faceis, = . -

2d Con. Perhaps this-freedom in me may feem ftrange ;
but, Sir, in fhort, I'm forced to fly from one I hate; if
1 fhould meet him, will you here promife he fhall not
take me from you. -

Fobn. Yes, that I will before I fee your face, your
dhape has chaimed me enough for that already ; if any
one takes ye from me, lady, I'll give him.leave to take
from me two—(I was going to name ’em) certain things
of mine, that. 1 would not lofe, now I have you in my
arms, for all the gemns in Chriftendom,

2d Con. For Heaven's fake then condu& me to fome
place, where I may be fecured a while from the fight
of any one whatfoever. :

Fobn. By all the hopes I have to find thy face as lovely
as thy fhape, I will, ]

2d Con. Well, Sir, I believe ye; for you have an
honeft look. : '

Fobn. 'Slid! I am afraid Don Frederick has been
giving her a characler of me oo. Come, pray unmafk.:

2d. Con. Then turn away your face; for ’m refolved
you fhall not fee a bit of mine till I have fet it in order;
and then ’ ~

Fobn. What ?

2d Con. I'll ftrike you dead.

Fobn. A mettled whore, | warrant her : come if fhe
be now young, and have but a nofe on her face, fhe’ll
be as good as her word. I’m e’en panting for breath
. already.

2d Con. Now ftand your graund, if you dare. .

Sobn. By this light a rare creature! ten thoufind
times handfomer. than her we feek for! This can be fure
no common one : pray Heaven fhe be a whore, .

ad Con. Well, Sir, what fay you now ? .

obn. Nothing; 1’m fo amazed I am not able to fpeakn

I’d beft fall to prefently, tho’ it be in the ftreet, for fear

of lofing time. Pr’ythee, my dear fweet creature, go

with me into that corner, that thou and I may talka ht-
tle in private. . .

2d Cos. No, Sir, no private dealing, I befecch you.’

b

?
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-Sobn. Sheart, what fhall I do? I’m out'of my wits
for her. Hark ye, my dear foul, can’it thou love me !

2d-Con. If I could, what then ? .

Fobn. Why you know what then, and then fhould I
be the happieft man alive.

. 24 Con. Ay, fo you all fay, till you have your defires, -

and then you leave us. ]

Fobu. But, my dear heart, I am not made like other
men : I never can love heartily till I have——m= ,

2d, Con. Got their maidenheads; but fuppofe now I
fhould be no maid. ’

Fobn. Priythee fuppofe me nothing, but let me try.

2d. Con. Nay, good Sir, hold. =~ '

Fobn. No maid! Why, fo much the better, thou are
-then the more experienced ; for my part, I hate a bus-
gler at any thing. :

2d. Con. O dear, I like this fellow frangely. Hark
ye, Sir, I am not worth a groat, but tho’ you fhould
not be fo neither, if you’ll but love me, Ill follow ye
all the world over : I’ll work for ye, beg for ye, do any
vd;'?g for ye, fo you'll promife to do nothing with any

. body elfe. _

,  Fobn.-O Heavens, I’m in another world, this wench
fure was made a-purpofe for me, fheisfo juft of my
‘humour; My dear, 'tis impoffible for me to fay how
much I will do for thee, or with thee, thou fweet be-
.witching woman ; but let’s make hafte home, or I fhall
_mever be able to hold out till I come thither. [ Ewxexat,

Enter Frederick and Francifco. '

Fred. And art thou fure it was Conftantia, fay’tt thou,
that he was leading ; ’ )

Fran. Am 1 furel live, Sir? Why, I dweltin the
houfe with her; how can I chufe but know her?

Pred. But didft thou fee her face? -

Fran. Lord, Sir, I faw her face as plainly as I fee
yours juft now, not two ftreets off.

Fred. Yes, ’tis even fo: I fufpefled it at firit, but
then he forefwore it with that confidence—Well, Don
John, if thefe be your pra&tices, you fhalt have no more
a friend of me, Sir, I affure you. Perhaps tho’ he met
her by chance, and intends to carry her to her brother,
and the Duke, ’

“Ea Entey
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Enter Don John and 2d Conftantta.
A little time will hew—God-fo, here he is;
1’1l ftep behind this fhap, and obferve what he fays.
ba. Here now go in, and make me for ever happy,
red. Dear Don John. '
Fobn. A pox o’ your kinduefs, How the devil comes
he here juft at this time ? Now will he atk me forty foolith
‘queftions, and I have fuch a mind to this wench, that I
cannot think of one excufe for my life.
- Fred. Your fervant, Sir: pray who's that you loeked
in juft now at the door ? ’

- Jobn. Why a friend of mine that’s gone up to reada
k

Fred. Abook ! that’s a quaint one, i’faith : pr'ythee,
Don John, what library haft thou been buying this after-
noon ? for i’ the morning, to my knowledge, thou hadf
never a-book there, except it were an almanack, and that
was none of thy own neither. ‘

" Fobn No, no, it’s a book of his own, he brought
along with him : a {cholar that’s given to reading.

Fred. And do fcholars, Don John, wear petticoats
now-a-days ? o
" obn. ?laguc on him, he has feen her Weil, Don
Frederick, thou know’ft I am not good at lying; ‘s a
woman, I confefs it, make yourbeft on’c: what then?

Fred. Why then, Don John, I defire you’ll be pleafed
to let me fee her

Fobn. Why faith, Frederick, I fhould not betagainft
the thing, but ye know a man muft keep his woid, and
fhe has a mind to be privase. . ’

Fred. But, Jchn, you may remember when I met 2
. lady fo before, this very felf-fame lady toe, that I got

leave for you to fee her, John. .

Fobn. Why, do you think then that this here is Con-
ftantia ? _

Fred 1 cannot properly fay I think it, John, becaufe I
know it; thisfellow herefaw her as you led heri’th’ ftreets,

Fohn. Well, and what then ? Who does he fay.itis ?

Fred. Atk bim, Sir, and he'll tell ye.

)Zobn.\ Sweet-heart, doft thou know this lady ?

ran. 1think I fhould, Sir; Ihave lived long enough
in the houfe to know her fure. :

Jebn. And how do they call her, prythee?

Fraxe



*THE CHANCES. g3

. ¥Fran. Conftantia.

» Fohm. How ! Conftantia.
. Fran.. Yes, Sir, the woman’s name is Conftantia,
that’s flac, ' . ’

Fobu. Is itfo, Sir? and fois this too.  [Strikes bim.

Fran, Oh, Oh! . [ Runs oute

Fobn. Now, firrah, you may fafely fay you have not
borne falfe witnefs for nothing.

Fred, Fie, Don John, why do you beat the poor fel-
Low for doing his duty, and telling truth ?

Fobn. Telling truth! thou talk’ft as if thou hadft been
hir'd to bear falfe witnefs too: you are a very fine gen«
tleman.

Fred. What a ftrange_confidence he has! but is there
no fhame in thee? nor any confideration of what is jutt
or honeft, to keep 2 woman thus againft her will, that
thou knoweft is in love with another man too? Dot think
a judgment will not follow this ? .

Fobr. Good, dear Frederick, do thou keep thy fenten«, -
ces and thy morals for fome better opportunity ; this here:
3 not a fit fubject for them: I tell thee, fhe is no more’
Conftaatia than thou art,

Fred. Why woa’t you let me fee her then ?

Fobn. Becaufe Ican’t: befides, fhe’s not for thy turn. .

Fred. How fo ? .

Fobn. Why, thy genius lies another way ; thou are
for flames and darts, and thofe fine things: now I am for
the old, plain, downright way; I am not fo curious,
Frederink, as thou art. .

Fred. Very well, Sir; but is this worthy ia you, to:
eandeavour to.debauch———. '

Foba. But is there no fhame? but is this worthy ¥
What a many buts are here ? If I thould tell thee now fo-
lemnly thou haft but one eye, and give thee reafons for
it, wouldit thou believe me? : ,

Fred. 1 think bardly, Sir, againft nmy own knowledge.

‘obn. Then why doft thou, withr that grave face, go
about to perfuade me againft mine & You thould do as you:
would be done by, Frederick.

Fred. And fo I will,. Sir, inthis very particular, fince
there’s no other remedy ; I fhall do that gr the Duke and’
Petruchio, which I fhould expeét. from them.upon the:

, E 3 like
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like occafion : in fhort, to let you fee I am as fenfiblé of
my honour, as you can be carelefs of yours; F muft tell
ye, Sir, that I'm refolved: to wait Fpon thisdady to them.

Fobn. Are ye fo, Sir? Why, I muft then; -fweet Sir,
tell you again, I-am refolved you fhan’t. Ne'er ftare nor
wonder, I have promifed to preferve her from thefight of
any one whatfoever, and with the hazard of my life will
make it good: but that you may not think I mean an
injury to.Petruchio, or the Duke, know, Don Frederick,
that tho’ I love a wench perhaps a little better, I hateto
do a thing that’s bafe as much as you do. Once more
})pon my- honour, this is not Conftantia; let that faif-

you. .
4 Fred. AN that will not do—— [Goes to the doer..

Fobn. No! why then this fhall, (Draws.j} Come not
one ftep nearer, for if thou doft, by heaven, it is thy laft.

Fred. This is an infolence beyond the tem perof a man:
to fuffer—— Thus I throw off thy friendfhip, and fince
thy folly has provoked my patience beyerd its natural
bounds, know it is not in thy power now to fave thyfelf.

Fobn. That’s to be tried; Sir, tho” by your faveur
[ Looks up-to the windows) Miftrefs What-you-call-’em—
pr'ythee look out now a fittle, andfee how I’ll-fight for
thee.

Fred, Come, Sir, are you ready ?

Fobn..O lord, Sir, your fervant. ‘[ Fights.

Enter Duke and Petruchios R

Petr. What't here, fighting ?- Let’s-part’em. How !
Don Frederick againft Don John ! How came you to falk
dut,: gentlemen ? What’s the caufe-?

Fred. Why, Sir,. it is your quarrel, and- not- mine.
that drew this on me : I faw him lock Conftantia up into,
that houfe, and Idefired to wait upon her to.you; that’s
the caufe. ;

Duke. O, it may. be he defigned to lay the-obligation:
vipon us himfelf, Sir.. We are beholden to- you for this.
favour beyond-all.poffibility of:

" Jobn. Pray, Sir, do not throw away your thanks be--
fore you know whether Lhave deférved them or-no. Oh,
18 that your. defign ¢ Sir, you mufk not go in there.

[Petruchio’s going ta the. doore.
Petr. How, Sir! not go in 2
b 3 ?0blo
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Sobn, No; Sir, moft certainly not go-in,

Petr, She’s my Glter, and I will {peak with her.

Fobn, 1f fhe were your mother,. dir, you fhould noty,
tho’ it were but to afk her bleifing, .

Petr. Sinee you are {o pofivive Pl try.

Jobn.. You fhall find me a man of my word, Sir.F ,

. ' " [Fights.
" Duke, Nay, pray gentlemen hold, lét me compofe
this matter. Why do you-make a fcruple of letting us-
fee Conftantia ? '
obn. Why,. Sir, 'twould turn a man’s. head round ¢o
hear thefe fcllows. talk. fo;. there:is not one word true of
all that he has faid. ‘ _

Duke. Fhen you.donot know whene Conftantia is ?

Fobn. Not I, by heavens.. e

Fved. O monitrous impudence !* Upon my life, Sir, L
faw him fhut her up into that houfe; and know his tem-
per fo, that if I had not fopped him, I dare fwear.by this.
time he would have ravithed hers . "’

John. Now that is two lies;. for fitft, he did net fee
her; and next, thelady I'led.in,. is. not to: be ravithed,.
fhie is fo willing, ]

Duke. But look ye, Sir,. this dbubtmay eufily beclear-
ed ; let either PRetruchio ar.I bus fee-her,. and: if (he be-
not Conftantia, we engage our honours (tho’" we fhould:
know her): never to ditcover who fhe is. ’
< Yobn. Ay, butthere’s the point now.that I.can never.
confent to.. !

Duke.. Why ?- . -

Fobn. Becaufe I gave her my. word' to-the contrary,

Duke. And did you never brake your word with a:
woman. ' i
. Sobn, Never before L lay with her:; and: that’s.the:
cafe now. B '

Perr, Pifh, I won't be kept off: thus:any longer: Sir,,
either let me enter or I'll.force my way.

Fred. No pray,. Sir, let that be my. office :- I will:be
revenged on him forhaving betrayed me to his friendthip. .

[Petruchio and: Frederick offer to. fight awith Johna:
- Duke.' Nay, ye fhall not. offer him foul play neither..
Hold, brother, pray a word; and with you too, Sir.

Jobn, Pox on’t, would they would make an end of"

this
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this bufinefs, that I might be with her again. - Harkye, -
gentlemen, I'll make ye a fair propefition, leave offthis
speremony among yourfelves, and thofe difmal threas
againft me; filip up crofs or pile who fhall begin firfh
and I’ll do the beft I can to entertain you all ope after
another,
Enter Antonio.
. Ant. Now do my fingers itch to be about fomebody’s
ears for the lofs of my gold. Ha! what’s here to do;
fwords drawn ? I muft make one, tho’ it coft me the fing-
ing of ten John Dorios more. Courage, brave boy, Ll
fland by thee as long as this tool here lafts : and 1t was
once a good one, .
Petr. Who's this? Antonio! O, Sir, you are wel-
come, you fhall be even judge between us.
Ant. No, no, no, not I, Sir, Ithank ye; I'll make
work for others to judge of, 1’m refolved to fight.
Petr. But we won’t fight with you. »
Ant. Then put up your fwords, or by this hand I'lf
lay about me. -
Jobn. Wellfaid, old Bilboa, i’faith.
[Tbey put up their fvords
- Petr. Pray hear us, tho’ : this gentleman faw him lock
:p my fifter inte that houfe, and he refufes to let us fes
e-r.
Ant. How, friend, is this true ? .
Jobn, Nay, good. Sir, let not our friendfhip be bro-
ken before it is well made. Lcok ye, gentlemen, to fhew
ye that you are all miftaken, and ‘that my formal friend
there is an afg———o
. Fred. Ithank you, Sir. .
Fobn. I'll give you my confent that this gentleman
here fhall fee ber, if bis information can fatisfy you.
Duke. Yes, yes; he knows her very well. )
Sobn. Then, Sir, go in here, if you pleafe: I dare:
truft him with her, for he is t0o old to do:her either gocd.
or harm..
a Fred. 1 wonder how my gentleman will get off from:
1 this.
Fobn. 1 fhall be even: with you,. Sir,. anether time,
for all your grinning,’ ; :
Eser
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' Enter a Servant.

How now ? Where is he ?

Ser. He’s run out of the back door,” Sir.
- - Foba. How fo? . .

Ser. Why, Sir, he’s run after the gentlewoman you
brought in.

Fobn. 'Sdeath how durft you let her out ?

Ser. Why, Sir, I knew nothing. - -
. Fabn. No, thou ignorant rafcal, and therefore I'If beat
. fomething into thee. [ Beats bims
.. Fred. What, you won’t kill him ?

abn, Nay, come not near me, for if thou doft, by
heavens, I’ll give thee as much ; and would do fo how-
ever, but that I won’t lofe time from looking after my
dear fiveet——a pox confound you all. :

. . {Gaes in, and /buts the deor after him,

Duke. What, he has fhut the door !

Fred. 1t’s no matter, I'll lead you to a private back
way, by that corner, where we thall meee him, [ Excunt.

Enp of the FourTH AcT, -

ACT V. -
Enter Antonio’s Servant; Conflable and Qfficers,

SERVANT. '
. Young woman, fay’ft thou, and her mother? -
Man, Yes, juft now come to the houfe; not an

hour ago.
. Ser %t mufl be they: here, friend, here’s money for
you; be fure you take 'em, and I'il reward you betteg
when you have done. : e :

Con. But, neighbour; ha——hap——thall I now—-
hup——know thefe parties? for I would——hup——
execute my office——hup like hup——a fober
perfon. )

Man. That’s hard; but you may eafily know the
mother; for fhe is———hup———drunk.
. Con. Nay——hup-——if fhe be drunk, let—hup——
me alone to maul her ; for———hup~—1I abhor a dran-
kard—~hup——Ilet it b¢ man, woman, or——hup
child, "
' Man,
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. ;:g» Ay, neighbour, one may fee you hate drinking
indeed.

Con, Why, neighbour——hup——did you ever fee
me drunk ? Anfwer me that queftion : did you ever—
hup——fee me drunk?

Man. No, never, never ; come away, here’s the houfe,

[Excunt,
Enter 1/ Conftantia.

1# Conff. Oh, whither fhall I run to hide myfelf: the
conitable has feized the landlady, and I am afraid the
poor child too, How to return to. Don Frederick’s houfe,
I know not; and if I knew, I durft not, after thofe
things the landlady has told me of him. If I get not
from this drunken rabble, I expofe my honour; and if
1 fall into my brother’s hands, I lofe my life: you po.
wers above, look down and help me : 1am faulty I con-
fefs, but greater faults have often met with lighter pu-
nithments,

" Then let not heavier yet on me be laid ;

Be what I will, 'm ftill what you have made.
. Enter Don John.
- Jobn. I'm almoft dead with running, and will be fo
quite, but I will overtake her.

1/ Confl. Hold, Don John, hold.

Fobn. Who's that? ha! is it you, my dear ?

1 Conft. For heaven's fake, Sir, carry me from
hencg, or I'm utterly undone, .

Fohn. Phoo, pox, this is the other: mow could I al-
moft beat her, for but m-king me the propofition. Ma-
dam, there 3re fome a coming, thatwill da it a great deal
better ; but I am in fuch hafte, that I vow to gad, Mas-
dam—— : ’

1/ Conff. Nay, pray Sir, ftay, you are concerned in
this as well as I'; for your woman is taken. -
© Jobn. Ha! my woman ? . (Goes back to ber,:
1 vow to gad, Madam, I do fo highly honour your lady-
fhip, that 1 would venture my lite a thopfand times to
do you fervice. ' But pray where is fhe ? )

1/ Conff. Why, Sir, fhe is taken by the conftable.
° Fobn. Conftable! Which way went he? [Rafly.
* 1f Conft. 1 cannot tell, for 1 run out into the fireets
Juft as he had feized upon your landlady,

. fbb"t
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ohr. Plague o'my landla(g', I meant t’other woman.
1 Confl. Other woman, Sir! I have feen no other
woman, never fince I left your houfe!
shn. S'heart, what have I been doing here then all
this while # Madam your moft humble — :
1/ Conff. Good, Sir, be mot fo cruel, as to leave me
in this difttrefs. :
fobn. No, no, no, I'm only going a little way, and
will be back again prefently. :
- 1 Conft. But pray, Sir, hear me, I'm in that danger—
obn, No, no, no; I vow to gad, Madam, no dans
ger 'th’ world. Let me alone, I warrant you. [Exif;
1/f Conft. He's gone, and I a loft, wretched, miferable
creature, for ever. ‘
, Enter Antonio, !
Ant. O, there fhe is, - ‘
1ff Confl. Who’s this? Antonio! the fierceft enemy I
have. , o
Ant. Are ye fo nimble footed, gentlewoman? If ¥
don’t overtake you for all this, it fhall go hard —
She'il break my wind, with a pox to her:
A plague confound all whores ! [Exits

Enter Mother to the 2d Conftantia, and Kinfwoman,
* Kinf. But, Madam, be not fo angry; perhaps the’ll

come again. -

Moth. O kinfwoman, never fpeak of her more; for
fhe’s an odious creature to leave me thus i’th turch, 1
that have given her all her breeding, and inftruéted her
with my own principles of education. .
- Kinf. 1 proteft, Madam, I think fhe’s a perfon that
knows as much of all that ag———

Moth. Knows, kinfivoman! there’s ne’er a woman in
Iraly, of thrice her years, knows fo much the proce-
dures of a true gallantry ; and the infallible principles of
an honourable friendfhip, as fhe does,

Kinf. And therefore,. Madam, you ought to love her, -

Moth, No, fie, upon her, nothing at all; asIam a
Chriftian. When once a perfon fails in fundamentals;
fhies at a period with me. Befides, with all her wit,
Conftantia is hut a fool, and calls all the mignarderics of
adonne micn, affeltation, '

Kinf



o THE CHANCES.

Kinf. Indeed, I muft confefs, the’s given a little o
much to the carelefs way.

Moth, Ay, there you have hit it, kinfwoman; the
cayelefs way has quite undone her. Will ye believe me,
kinfwoman ? as I am a Chriftian, I never could mgke her
do this, nor carry her body thus, but juft when my eye
was upon her, as foon as ever my back was turned, whip
her elbows were quite out again: would not yeu ftrange
now at this ? . ] :

Kin/. Blefs me, fweet goodnefs! But pray, Madam,
how came Conftantia to fall out with your ladyfhip? Did
fhe take any thing ill of you ? :

Moth. AsIam a Chriftian I can’t refolve you, unlefs it

were that I led the dance firft; but for that the muft ex-

cufe me; I know fhe dances well; but there are othess
who perhaps underftand the right fwim of it as well as

the:
Enter Don Frederick.
And tho’ I love Conftantia——-

Fred. How’s this ? Conftantia !

Moth. 1 know no reafon why I thould be debarred the

rivilege of fhewing my own parts too fometimes.

Fred. 1f 1 am not miftaken, that other woman is fhe
Don John and I were directed {o, when we came firft to
town, to bring us acquainted with Conftantia. Dll try
to get fome intelligence trom her. Pray, Lady, havel
never feen you before? :

Kinf. Yes, Sir, 1think you have, with another firan-
ger, a friend of yours, one day ag I was coming out of
the church. .

Fred, 'm right then, And pray who were you talk-
ingof ¢ SN

gil{atl). Why, Sir, of an ..confiderate inconfiderable
perfon, that has at once both forfeited the honour of my
concern, and the concern of her own honour.

Fred. Very fine- indeed ! and is all,this intended for
‘the beautiful Conftantia ? ’

Moth. O fie upon her, Sir! an odious creature, asI'm
a Chriftian, no beauty at all.

Fred. Why, does not.your ladyfhip think Ler hand-
fome ?

DMauth,
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Moth. Serioufly, Sir, I don’t think fhe’s ugly ; but-as
I'm a Chriftian, my pofition is, that no true beauty cad
-be lodg’d in that creature, who is not in fome meafure
buoy’d up with a juft fenfe of what is incumbent to the
devoir of a perfon of quality.

Fred. That pofition, Madam, is a little fevere: but
however fhe has been incumbent formerly, as your lady-
fhip is pleafed to fay; now that fhe's marry’d, and her

- hufband owns the child, the is fufficiently juftified for all
. the Has done. . .

Moth. Sir, T muft bluthingly beg leave to fay you are
therein an errer. - I know there has been paflages of love
between ’em, but with a temperament fo innocent and fo
refined, as it did impofe a negative upon the very poflibi-
lity of her being with child. :

 Fred; Sure fhe is not well acquainted with her. Pray,
Madam; how long have you known Conftantia !

Moth, Long enough, I think, Sir, for I had the good
fortune, or rather the ill one, to help her firft to the lighe
of the world.

Fred, Now cannot I difcover by the finenefs of this
diale@, whether fhe be the mother or the midwife: I
had bett atk Cother woman.

Moth, No, Sir, Iaflure ye, my daughter Conftantia,
has never had a child: a child! ha, ha, ha! O good-
nefs fave us, a child!

Fred. O, then fhe is the mother, and it feems is not in-
"formed of the matter. Well, Madam, I fhall not dif-
pute this-with you any further; but give me leave to
wait upon your daughter; for her friend, I affure ye,
is in great impatience to fee her.

Moth. Friend, Sir, I know none fhe has. I'm fure
fhe loaths the very fight of him, .

Fred. Of whom ? .

Moth, Why, of Antonio, Sir, he that you were pleaf-
ed to fay had got iny daughter with child, Sir; ha, ha,
ha! - . )
Fred. Still worfe and worfe. ’Slife! cannot f:ie be
"content with not letting me underftand her; but muft

al{o refolve abflinately not to underftand me, becaufe 1
fpeak plain ? Why, Madam, I cannot exprefs myfgh
your way, therefore be not offerded at me torit. T tell
you
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;you I do not know dntonio, nor never named hin to
‘you? I told youthat the Duke has.owned Conftantia for
-his wife, that her brother and he are friends, ang are
-shoth naw iin fearch after her.

Moth. Then as I'm a Chrrtian, I {ufpe&t we have both
+been equally iavelved in the misfortune of a miftake.
Sir, I am in the deraier confufion to avow, that tho’ my
«laughter Contlantia has been liable to feveral addrefls;
_yet fhe never has:had the honour to be produced to -his
_grace,

Fred. So.then you put her to bed to-

Motb. Antonie, Sir, one whom my ebb of fortane
forced me to.coter into a megociation with, in reference
to my dangbter’s pérfon ; but as I’m a Chriftian, with
that “candour in the action, as I was in no kind denied
70 be a witnefs of the thing. ’

Fred. So now the thing is out. This is 2 damnd
rbawd, and I as damn’d a rogue for what 4 did to Don
John; for o’ my. confcience, this is that Conftantia the
fellow told me of. I’ll make him amends, whate’er it
coft me. Lady, youmuft give me leave not to part with
-yau, till you meet with your daughter, for fome reafoes
1 fhall tell you hereafter.

Moth. 8ir, 1 am fo highly your obligee for the man-
aer of yaur enquiries, and yau have grounded your de-

terminations upon fo juft a bafis, that I fhall not be

afhamed to ewn myfelf a votary to all your commands.
[Exennt.
Enater 24 Conflantia.

24 Can. So, I'm once more freed from Antonio: but
whither to go now, that’s the queftion : mothing troubles
me, but that he was fent up by that young fellow, for I
liked him with my foul, would he had liked ‘me fo to0.

Enter Don John, axd a Shxp-kesper.

Fobn. Which way went fhes
. ﬁljl?. ‘Who ? '

Jobn. The woman,

- é‘bzp. What woman ¢

Fobn. Why, a young woman, ahandfome womsa,
the handfameft woman thou ever faw’it in thy life ; fpeak
4Quickly, firrah, or thoy fhalt fpeak no more, S

Shepy

»
)
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Shop. Why,. yonder’sa woman: what' a devilails chis
fellow. [E¥e
Foba. © my dearfoul, take pity-on me, and give me-
comfort; for I'm e’en dead: for want of tiree. :
2d.Con. O-you’re 2 fine gentleman indeed, to {hut me-
vp-in your houfe, and {fend another man to me.
- Jobn. Pray hear.me.

2 Con. No, I will never hear you more after fuch an:
imjury 3 what would ye have done, if I had been kind to-
ye, that could ufe me thus before ?

Fobn. By my troth, that’s fhrewdly urg'd..

2d Con. Befides,. you bafely broke your word.

Fobn. But will you hear nothing ? nor did you hear
nothing? I had three men upon me at once, and had I
rot condented to let.that old fellow up, who came to
my refcue, they had all broken-in whether I would or

no,

. 24 Gon. Faith it may be it was fo, for I remember I’
heard a noife; but fuppofe it was not fo, what then.?-
Why then 'l leve' inm however. Hark ye, . Sir, L
ought now to ufe you’ very fcurvily. But I can’t find:
im my heart to.de.it; .

. John. Then God’s blefling onithy heast for it.-

2d Can.WBut Aesmitasn.
Fobm, What? .
."2d Con. T would fainee
Sabw: Ay, fo would:1.:. cometletls go.- 3
2d Con. 1 would fain know, whether you. can'be kinds
to-me?: :

« Fobn. That thou.fhalt prefently. Comeawsy.

i 3d Con. And will you always:? o

. Fobmi Always ). I'can’t fayfo: but Lwillasoften as'd
can. .

24-Cons. Phoo! I.mean-love me:

Fobn. Well, .1 mean that too, o

2d Con. Swear then.

* Jobn. Thatl.will upon:my kneos. What fhall I fay ?

2d Con. Nay, ufe what words you pleafe, fo they bebut:
Irearty, and not- thofe that are {poken.by the prieft, for
that charm feldom proves fortunate.

Jobni 1.{fwear then by thy fair felf; that leokeft fo like:

F.2 . & deity,.
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a deity, and art the only thing I now can think of, that
I’ll adore thee to my dying day.

. 24 Con. And here I’ll vow, the minute thou doft leave
me, I'll leave the world ; that is, kill myfelf.

Fobn. O my dear heavenly creature !—=[Kiffes ber.]
That kifs now has almoft put meintoafwoon. For hea-
ven's fake, let’s quickly out of the ftreets for fear of ano-
ther fcuffle. I durit encounter a whole army for thy
fake, but yet methinks I had better try my courage ano-’
ther way ; what thinkeft thou ?

2d Con. Well, well ; why don’t you then ?

[ As they are going out, enter 1/ Conftantia, and jufl then

Antonio feizes upor ber. s

Fobn. Who’s this my old new friend has got there !

Ant. O! have I caught you, gentlewoman, at laft?
Come, give memygold. . . . . :

1/f Con. I hope he takes me for another, I won’t an--
Awer; forl had rather he fhould take me for any one than
who I am. . -

70/.;::. Pray, Sir, who is that you. have there by the

Ant. A perfon of honour, Sir, that has broke open my
trunks, and run away withall- my geld; yet I'll hold ten
pounds I'll have it whipped out ot her again. .

24 Con. Done, 1’ll hold you ten pounds of that now:

Ant. Ha! by my troth you have reifon ; and, Lady,
:t[h atk you&" pardon. But I’ll have it whipped out of you,

en, goffip. ) .

j’obf Hold, Sir, you muft not meddle with my goods.
. 4nt. Your goods! how came fhe to be yours ? I'm
fure I bought her of her mother for five hundred good
pleces of _gold, and fhe was a-bed with me all night too.
Deny that, if you dare. :

2d (on. Well, and what did you do when I was a-bed
with you all night # Confefs that, if you.dare.

Ant. Umph! fay you fo? :

1/ Con. I’ll try 1f this lady will help me, for I know
not whither elfe to go. .

_Ant. 1 fhall be fhamed I fee utterly, except I make
her hold her peace. Pray, Sir, by your leave, I hope
you will allow me the fpeech of ane word. with your
guods here, as you call her: s but a finall requefi.

’ Foin.
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- §olm: Ay, Sir, with all my hear; How, Conftantia 1
Madam, now you have feen that lady, I hope you will"
parden the hafte you'met me in a-lictle while ago; if I
committeda fault:yqu muft thanlohenfor ic; . : .

1/ Con. Sir, if you will for her fake be perfuaded to-
protect sue fiom.thieviolence.of my.brather, I fhall have
reafon e thank you both. . .

: folz.. NMay, Miadan, now that I am in my. wits again,
and my heart’s at eafe, it fhall go: very hard, bue I wilk-
fos yours. fo too.. I was-before diftradted, and ’tis not
firange thelove of her fhould hinder me from remem--
berfing what was déie toyou, fince:dtimade me forget my-
felf. ot : C Lt '

: (Alim. Sir, T do know too well the. power of love, by
my own experieiree, not to:pardon alt the effets of it in’
anothém.’ . e - '

Ant. Well then, I promife you, if you will: bue hetp
me to'my:gold again (I mean that which you and- your
mather:fiole:out-of my trunk) thatX’il neveritrouble you !
more. g

-2d Cos: Asmatch 5 and:’ts the' bedt thut you and I
could.ever make. . Ce e s :

Fobn. Pray, Madam, fear nothing ; by my love I'll--
ftand by you, andfee that your brother fhiall do you no

2d Con. Hark ye, Sir, a word; how darve: you talk of:-
love, or flanding by any lady. butme, Six ? :

. $obn By tay tsosh that was a. faule; but 1 did net
mean in your way, I meantit:only civilly.

. 2dCan. Ay butifi you are fo very civil a genthenan,
we fhall not be long friends.. I fcorn to{hase your lowe..
with any one whatfoever : and formy part, I’'m refolved
eher to. have ali or nothing.

Fobx. Well, my-dsar littte rogue, thou fhalt have. it
all prefently, as foow as we can but-ges rid of this .come

BBy 0o oo
g 241Con. Phoa'!: ye ase: always.abufing me.

) Enitey Frederick and Mytier,
. Fmed: Come; new, Madam, lgtnot us fpenk- one word *
more, but go quietly about our bufinefs ; not but thae L.
N . F3 think
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think it the greateft pleafure in the world to hear you
talk, but—— . .

Moth. Do you.indeed, Sir ? I fwear then good wits
jump, Sir ; for I have thought fo mylelf a very great.
while. . :

Fred. You’ve all the reafon imaginable. O, Don-
John, I afk thy pardon, but I bope I fhall make thee
amends, for I have found out the mother, and fhe has
promifed me to help thee to thy miftrefs again. :

Fobn. Sir, you may fave your labour, the bufinefs is
done, and I am fully fatisfied.

Fred. And doft thou know who fhe is ?

Fobn. No faith, I never atked her name.

Fred. Why then, I’ll make thee yet more fatisfied ;
this lady here is that very Conftantia——

Sobn. Ha! thou haft not a mind to be knocked o’er
the pate too, haft thou ? )

Fred. No, Sir, nor dare you do it neither : but for
certain this is that very felf-fame Conftantia that thou
and I fo long looked after. .
.. Sobr. 1 thought fhe was foniething more than ordina-
1y ; but fhall I tell thee now a ftranger thing than all
this ? : C ' :

Fred. What's that ? . o

Fobn. Why, 1 will never more touch any other wo-.
man for her fake.

Fred. Well, I fubmit ; thatindeed is ftranger. :

: 2d Con. Come, mother, deliver your purfe ; I have
delivered myfelf up to this young fellow, and the bar-
gain’s made with that old fellow, fo he may have his
gold again, that all thall be well. :

. Moth. AsP’m a Chriftian, Sir, I took it away only to
have the honour of reftoring it again; formy hard fate
having not beftowed upon me a fund which might capa-
ciate ge to make you prefents of my own, I had no way:
left for the exercife of my generofity but by putting
myfelf into a condition of giving back what was yours..

Ane. A very generous defign indeed! So now, I'll
¢’en turn a fober perfon, and leave off this wenching,
and this fighting, for I begin to find it does not agree with

ne.
. 3 Frede
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- Fred. Madam, I’'m heartily glad to meet your Lady-
fhip here ; we have been in a very great diforder fince
we faw you. What’s here, our landlady and the child
again !

Enter Duke, Petruchio, and Landlady with 1he Child,

Petr. Yes, we met her going to be whipped, in a
drunken conftable’s hands that took her for another. .

Fobn. Why then, pray let her e’en be taken and
whipped for herfelf, foron my word the deferves it.

Land. Yes, I’m fure of your good word at any time.

1/ Con. Hark ye, dear landlady.

Land. O, {weet goodnefs ! is it you? I have been in
fuch a peck of troubles fince I faw you; they took me,
andthey tumbled me, and they halled me, and they pulled
me, and they call me painted Jezable, and the poor little
babe here did fo take on. Come hither, my Lord, come
hither: here is Conftantia, - :

1ff Con. For heaven’s fake peace ; yonder is my bro-
ther, and if he difcovers me, I'm certainly ruined,

Duke. No, Madam, there is nodanger.

1/f Con. Were there a thoufand dangers in thofe arms,
I would run thus to meet them.

Dutke. O, my dear, it were not fafe that any fhould be
here at prefént ; for now my heaxt is fo o'er-prefled with
joy, that I fhould fcarce be able to defend thee.

Petr. Sifter, I’'m fo athamed of all the faults, which
my miftake has made me guilty of, that I know not how
to afk your pardon for them. .

1/ Con. No, brother, the fault was mine, in miftaking
you fo much, as not to impart the whole truth to you at
firft ; but having begun my love without your confent, I
never durft acquaint you with the progrefs of it.

Duke. Come, let the confummation of our-prefent joys
blot out the memory of all thefe patt miftakes.

Sobn. And when thall we confuminate our joys ?

2d Con. Never: .

We'll find out ways fhall make them laft for ever.
Sobn. Now fee the odds, ’twixt married folks and
friends :
Our love begins juft where their paffion ends. [ Excunt.

Enp of the Firru Act.



EPILOGUE

PSR NAPS )wu,.}'gulkmm, expel? to-day;
Tbe author of this fag-end of a play,

Acconding to the-modern avay of wit,

Should-firive to be before-band with the pit 5

Begin -to rail at yox, and fubtly too,

Prevent 1b affront by giving the firf} bloze,

He avants not precedents, avhich often fvay,:

In matters far more weighty than a play :

But be no grave admirer of a rale,

Won't by cxample learn to play-the fool.

Phe end of plays fbould be to entertain,

And not to keep the anditorsin pain, .

Giving our price, and-for what trofb ave pleafe,

He thinks the play being done, you fhould have rafes-

No avit, no fenfe, no frecdom, and a-box;

Is much like paying money for the flocks:

Befides, the autbhor dreads the firut and mein

QF nenv-prais’d poets, baving often feen-

Some of bis fellows, apbo have writ before,

When Nel has danc’d ber gig, fleal to thé deor,

Hear the pit clap, and vith conceit of that,:

Swelly and believe themfelves the lord knevvs whats

Moft-awriters, now-a-days, are grown [o vain,

That-once approw’d, they cvrite, and: wsmite agaim,

Till they bawe avrit aavay the fame they got.

Qur friend this way of avriting fancies noty

And hope you will not tempt him awith your praife,

To rank himfelf <vith fome that write new plays:

For be knoavs weays enough to be undone,

Without the kelp of poetry for one,

€D
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