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T O
HENRY BRETT, Esa

HE commons of England have a right of petition-

ing; and fince, by your place in the fenate, you

are obliged to hear and redrefs the fubje®, 1 prefume

upon the privilegeof the people, to give you the follow-
ing trouble. . . .

As prologues introduce plays on the flage, fo dedica-
tions ufher them into the great theatre of the world ; and
as we chufe fome ftaunch actor toaddrefs the audience, fo
we pitch upon fome gentleman of undifputed ingenuicy
to recommend us to the reader. Books, like metals, re-

uire to be ftamped with fome valuable effigies before
ey become popular and current. :

To efcape the critics, I refolved to take fan&tuary with
one of the beft ; one who differs from the fraternity ip
this, that his good-nature is ever predominant ; can dif-
cover an author’s fmalleft faults, and pardon the greateft.

Your generous approbation, Sir, has done this play
fervice, but has injured the author ; for it has made him
infufferably vain, and he thinks himfelf authorifed to.
ftand up for the merit of his performance, when fo great
a mafter of wit has declared in his favour.

The mufes are the moft coquetith of their fex, fond
of being admired, and always putting on their beft airs
tothe fineft gentleman: but, alas, Sir! their addrefles
are {tale, and their fine things but repetition ; for there
is nothing new in wit, but what is found in your owa
converfation. .

Could I write by the help of ftudy, as you talk with-
out it, I would venture to fay fomething in the ufual
ftrain of dedication ; but as you have too much wit to -
fuffer it, I too little to undertake it, I hope the world will
excufe my deficiency, and you will pardon the prefump-
tion of, SIR, :
Your moft obliged, and

Moft humble fervant,

Dec. 23, 1702, G. FARQUHAR.,

Az PRE-
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P R EF A C E

) HE fuccefs and countenance that debauchery has
met with in plays, was the moft fevere and reafon-
able charge againft their authors in Mr. Collier’s Short
View ; and indeed this gentleman had done the drama
confiderable fervice, had be arraigned the flage only to
_puriifh its mifdemeanors, and not to take away its life.
But there is an advantage to be made fometimes of the
~advice of an enetny, and the only way to, difappoint his
"defigns, is to tnprove upon his inve&tives, and to make
‘the ftage flourith, by the virtue of that fatire by which he
thought to fupprefsit. =~ = =
T have therefore in this piece endeavoured to thew, that
an ‘Englifh comedy may arifwer the ftriGtnefs of poetical
‘juftice : butindeed the greater fhare of the Englith au-
dience (I mean that part which is no farther read ¢han in
plays of their own language) have imbibed o:her prin-
ciples, and fland vp as vigorovfly for the old poetic lie
‘cence, as they do !l;r the liberty of the fubject. They
“take all innovations for grievances ; and let a proje&t be
never o well laid for their advanitage, yet the undertaker
is very likely to fuffer by it. A play without a beau, cul-
ly, cuckold, or coqiet, is as poor an eéntertainment to
fome palates, as their Sunday’s dinner would be without
" ‘heef and pudding, And'this I take to be one reafon that
the galler'es were fo thin during the run of this play.
I thought indeed to have foothed the fplenetic zesl of.
“the City, by making a gentleman a knave, and punifhing
“their great grievance—a whoremafter : but a certain vir-
tucfc of that fraternity has told me fince, that the Citi-
zens weve never more difappointed in any entertainment ;
for (fuid he) however pious we may appear to be at
.home, yet we never go to thatend of the town but with
an intention to be lewd. )
There
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There was an odium caft upon this play, before it ap-
peared, by fome perfons who thought it their intereft to
have it fupprefled. The ladies were frighted from feeing
it, by formidable ftories of a midwife, and were told, no
doubt, that they muft expet no lefs than a labour upon
the ftage ; but I hope the examining into that afperfion
will be enough to wipe it off, fince the charaéter of the
midwife is only fo far touched as is peceflary for carry-
_ing on the plot, fhe being principally decyphered in her
procuring capacity ; and I dare not affront the ladies fo
far, as to imagine they could be offended at the expofing
of a bawd.

Some crities complain, that the defign is defe@ive for
want of Clelta’s appearance in the fcene; bat I had ra-
ther they fhould find this fault, than I forfeit my regard
to the fair, by fhewing alady of figure under a misfor-
tune ; for-which reafon I made her only nominal, and
chofe to expofe the perfon that injured her. And if the
ladies don’t agree that I have done her juftice in the end,
I am very forry forit.

Some people are apt to fay, that the chara®er of Rich-’
more points at a particular perfon ; though I muft con-
fefs, I fee nothing but what is very general in his cha-
ractes, except his marrying his own miftrefs ; which by
the way he never did, for he was no fooner off the ftage,
but he changed his mind, and the poor lady is ftill ime
Satu quo : but upon the wole matter, ’tis application
only makes the afs ; and characters in plays, are like
Long-Lane clothes, not hung out for the ufe ot any par-
ticular perfon, but to be bought by only thofe they hap-,

n to fir. ‘

P':The moft material obje@ion againft this play is the
importance of the fubjeé'g, which neceflarily leads into
fentiments too great fur diverfion, and fuppofes vices too
+ great for comedy to punith. ’Tis faid, 1 muft own, that
the bufinefs of comedy is chiefly to ridicule folly, and
thatthe punifhment of vice falls ratherinto the province
of tragedy ; but if there be a middle fort of wicked-
nefs, too high for the fock, and too low for the bufkin,
is there any reafon that it thould go unpunifhed # What
are more obnoxious to humane fociety, than the villains
-expofed in this play, the frauds, plots and contrivances

A3 upon



( 61
upon the fortunes of men, and the virtue of women ?
But the perfons are too mean for heroic ; then what muft
we do with them ? Why, they muft of neceffity drop
into comedy : for ’tis unreafonable to imagine that the
Jaw-givers in poetry would tie themfelves up from exe-
‘cuting that juftice which is the foundation of their con-
ftitution ; or to fay, that expofing vice is the bufinefs
of the drama, and yet make rules to fcreen it from per-
Jecution, - ,
Some have afked the queftion, why the elder Wou’d-
te, in the fourth a&, fhould counterfeit madnefs in his
confinement ? Don’t miftake ; there was no fuch thing in
his head ; and the judicious could eafily perceive that it
was only a ftart of humour put on to divert his melan-
choly ; and when gaiety is ftrained to cover misfortune,
it may very naturaﬁyvbe overdone, and rife to a fem-
blance of madnefs, {ufficient to impofe on the conftable,
and perh:}ps on fome of the audience ; who taking every
thing at fight, impute that as a fault, which I am bold

~ to ftand up for, as one of the moft mafterly firokes of the

whole piece.

This I think fufficient to obviate what obje&ions I have
heard made ; but there was no great oceafion for making
this defence, having had the opinion of fome of the great-
eft perfons in Eng%and, both for quality and parts, that
the play has merit enough to hide more faults than have
been found ; and I think their approbation fufficient to
excufe fome pride that may be incident to the author up-
on this performance, - -

I muft own myfelf obliged to Mr. Longueville for
fome lines in the part of Teague, and fomething of the
Lawyer ; but above all, for his hint of the Twins, upon
which Iformed my plot : but having paid him -all due
fatisfaltion and acknowledgment, I muft do myfelf the
juftice to believe, that few of our modern writers have
heen lefs beholden to foreign affiftance in their plays, than
I have been in the following fcenes. :

PR O-



PR OLOGUE
By Mr. MoTrEvux.

_ [An Alarm founded.]
W ITH drums and trumpets in this warring age,

) A martial prologue Jbould alarm the flage,
New plays——¢’er acted, a full audience near,

Scem tovns invefled, awben a fiege they fear,

Prologues are like a forelorn bope fent out

Before the play, to fkirmifb and to fcout :

Our dreadful foes, the criticks, when they fpy,
They.cocky they charge, they fire,—then back they fiy.
The fiege is laidm—their gallant chiefs abound,
Here—focs intrench’d, there—glittering troops around,
And the loud batt’vies roar—from yonder rifing grownd.
Inthe firft all, brifk fallies, (mifs or bit)

With wollies of fmall fbot, or fnip-fnap wit,

Attack, andgall the trenches t{' the pit,

The next—the fire continues, but at length

Grows lifs, and flackens like a bridegroom’s frength. -
The third, feints, mines, and countermines. abound,
Your critic engineers, fafe under-ground,

Blow up our avorks, and all our art confound,

The _fourth—brings on moff alion, and ’tis foarp,
Frefb foes crowd on, at your remiffuefs carp,

And defp’rate, tho’ unfkill'd, infult our counterfcarp.
Then comes thelafl ; the gen’ral florm is ncar,

The poet-governor now guakes for fear

Runs wildly up axd down, forgets to buff,

- And avould give all be's plunder’d—10 get off.
So—Don, and Monfieur— Biuff, before the firge,
Were quickly tam’d—at Venlo, and at Liege :

*Twas Viva Spagnia! Vive France! before ;
Now, Quartier : Monficur ! Quartier ! A4b! Senor !
But ahat your refolution can withffand?
You mafier all, and awe the fea and land.
In war—your walour makes the firong fubmit ;
Your judgment bumbles all attempts in wit.
What play, what fort, what beanty can endure
Al fierce affaults, and abways be fecure !
Then grant ’em gen'rous terms who dare to avrite,
Siuce now— that feems as defp’rate as to fight :
- If we mufl yield—yet 'er the day be fix’d,
Let us bold out the third—mandy if we may, the fixth.

C_V_J\_,,‘..J et )
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DRAMATIS PERSON A&

Elder Wond'be,
Young Woud be,
Richmore,
Trueman,
Subtlcman,

Balderdafly and Blderman,
Clear-Account, a Steward,
Fair-Bank, a Goldimith,
Jeague, ——

Avwrelia,
Midnight,
Steward’s Wife,
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W OME N.
Canfiance, —

——
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Conflable, Watch, &e.

Drury Lane;

Mr. Reddith,
Mr, King.

Me. Packer.

Mr., Jefterfons
Mr. Baddely, ~ .
Mr. Parfons. -

. Mr. Hartrey.

Mr. Hurft.
Mr. Moody.

Mifs Pope.
Mrs. Abington.
Mrs. Bradfhaw.
Mrs. Love.
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"THE

TWIN RIVALS.

8,® Tbe lines marked with inverted commas, ¢ thus,’ ars omitted in the
- reprefentaticn.

ACT I
SCENE, Lodgings.

-Tbe curtain drazvn xp, difcovers Young Wou'dbe dr-fin
. and bis ; alc{ buckiing bi:gjbou. ' gy

Youne Wou'pss.
THERE is fuch a plague every morning with buck.
ling fhoes, gartering, combing, and powdering—
Pthaw ! ceafe thy impertinence, I'll drefs no more to-
day, —Were.I an honeft brute that rifes from his litter,
fhiakes himfelf, and fo is dreft, I could bearit.
Enter Richmore,

Rich, No farther yet, Wou’dbe! 'Tis almoft one.

7. W. Then blame the.clock-makers, they made it fo
~——Pr’ythee, what have we to do withtime ? Can’t we
let it alone as nature made it ? Can’t a man eat when he’s
hungry, go to bed when he’s fleepy, rife when he wakes,
drefs when he pleafes, without the confinement of hours
to enflave him ?

Ricb. Pardon me, Sir, ] underftand your floici{m————e
You have loft your money laft night.

Y. W. No, no, fortune took care of me therew——I
had none toloofe. )

¢ Rich. Tis that gives you the fpleen.

¢ 7. W. Yes, I have got the fplecn and fomething elfe
¢ ——Heartk'e— '

¢ Rit"o
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¢ Rich. How! ' [Whifperse
¢ Y. W. Pofitively, ‘The lady’s kind reception was
the moft fevere ufage I ever met with—Sha’n’t I break
her windows, Richmore ?

¢ Rich. A mighty revenge truly. Let me tell you,
friend, that breaking the windows of fuch houfes are
no more than writing over a vintner’s door, as they do
in Holland ——/iz te koop. ’Tis no more than a buth
to the tavern, a decoy to the trade, and to draw in
cuftomers: but upon the whole matter, I think, a
gentleman fhould put up an affront got in fuch little
company ; for the pleafure, the pain, and the refent-
ment, are all alike fcandalous.

¢ 7. W. Have you forget, Richmore, how I found
you one morning with the Flying-Poft in your hand,
hunting for phyfical advertifements ? :

¢ Rich. That was in the days of Dad, my friend, in
the days of dirty linen, pit-mafks, hedge-taverns, and
beef-fteaks : but now I fly at nobler game, the Ring,
the Court, Pawlet’s and the Park, I defpife all wo-
men that I ‘apprehend any danger from, lefs than the
having my throat cut ; and fhould fcruple to converfe
even with a lady of fortune, unlefs her virtue were
loud enough to give me pride in expofingit. Here’s a
letter I received this morning ; you may read it.

¢ [Givesaletters
¢ Y. W. [Reads.] \

¢ IF there be folemnity in proteftation, juftice in
Heaven, or fidelity on earth, I may flill depend on the
faith of my Richmore.” Tho’ I may conceal my love,
1 no longer can hide the effets on’t from the world —=
Be careful of my honour, remember your vows, and
fly to the relief of the difconfolate

- o w oo e sa

a o a a a

. CLeEL1A.”

The fair, the courted, blooming Clelia ! .
¢ Rich. The credulous, troublefome, foolith Clelia.
Did you ever read fuch a fulfome harrangue ?#—Lord,
Sir; I am near my time, and want your afliftance.
Does the filly ereature imagine that any man wou'd
come near her in thofe circumftances, unlefs it were
doctor Chamberlain: You muy keep the lener.}r

CYLW

-

«aw e oan
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- ¢ 7. /. But why would you truftit with me? You

T S PN 3 -« '« U S NS

',

know I can’t keep a feeret that has avy fcandal in’t.

¢ Rich. For that reafon I communicate it. I know
thou art a perfet Gazette, and will fpread the news
all over the town : for you muift underftend that I am
now befeiging another; and I would have the fame of
my conqueft upot the wing, that the town may fusren-
der the fooner. .

¢ ¥. /. Butif the report of your cruelty goes along
with that of your valour, you’ll find no garrifon of any
firength will open their gates to you.

¢ Rich. No, no, women are cowards, the terror pre-

.vails upon them more than clemency : my beit pre-

tence to my fuccefs with the fair, is my ufing them ill 5
"tis turning theirown guns upon them, and I have al-
ways found it the moft fuccefsful battery to affail one
reputation by fucrificing another.

¢ 1". .1 could love thee for thy mifchief, did Inot °
envy thee for thy fuccefs in it.’

Rich. You neverattempt a woman of figure.

¥.W. How can I? This confounded hump of mine

is fuch.a burthen at my back, that it prefles me down

here in the dirt and difeafes of Covent-Garden, the low

fuburbs of pleafure———Curit fortune ! I am a younger

brother, and yet cruelly deprived of my birth-right, a

handfome perfon ; feven thoufand a {yca.r in a direét line,
{¢]

would have ftraightened my back to

me purpofe

But I look, in my prefent circumitances, like a branch of
another kind, grafted ouly upon the ftock, which makes
me grow fo crooked. - ;

Rich. Come, come, ’tis no misfortune, your father is

fo as well as you,

Y, /. Then why fhould not I be a lord as.well as

he? Had I the fame title to the deformity, I could
bear it, )

Rich. But-how does iny Lord bear the abfence of

your twin-brother, ? _

. Y. W. My twin-brother ! Ay, ’twas his crowding me
that fpoiled my fhape, and his coming half an hour be-
fore me that ruined my fortune. ny father expeled me
his houfe fome two years ago, becaufe I would have per-

fuaded him-that my twin-brother was abaftard, e gave

me
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me my portion, which was about fifteen hundred poundy
and I have {pent two thoufand of it already. As for my
brother, he don’t care a farthing for me.

Rich. Why fo pray ¢

Y. /W, A very odd reafon——Becaufe I hate him,

Rich. How thould he know that ? '

‘2. W. Becaufe he thinks it reafonable it fhould be fo,
Rich. But did your actions ever exprefs any malice to
him ? .

Y. W. Yes: I would fain have kept him company ;
but being aware of my kindnefs, he went abroad. He
has travelled thefe five years, and I am told, isa grave,
fober fellow, and in danger of living a great while-: all
my hope is, that when he gets into his honour and eftate,
the nobility wwill foon kill him by drinking him up to
his dignity. But come, Frank, I have but two eye-fores
in the world, a brother before me, and a hump behind
me, and thou art {till laying them in my way: letus af-
fume an argument of lefs (%verity. Can’ft thou lend me
abrace of hundred pounds ?

Rich. What would you do with them ?

Y. #. Do with them ! There’s a queftion indeed ——
Do you think I would eat them. .

Rich. Yes, o’ my troth would you, and drink them to-
gether. Look’e, Mr. Wou’dbe, whilft you kept well
with your father, I could have ventured to have lent you
five guineas. But as the cafe ftands, I can affure you, I
have lately paid oft my fifters’ fortunes, and ——

Y. W. Sir, this put-off looks like an affront, when you
know I don’t ufe to-take fuch things. :

Rich. Sir, your demand is rather an affront, when you
know I don’t ufe to give fuch things. :

Y. W. Sir, I'll pawn my honour.

Rich, That’s mortgaged already for more than it is
worth ; you had better pawn your fword there, “will
bring vou forty fhillings.

Y. W. ’Sdeath, Sir— ([ Takes bis fword off the table.

Rich. Hold, Mr.. Wou’dbe——fuppefe I put an end to
your misfortunes all at once,

Y. W. How, Sir ?

Richb. Why, go to a magiftrate, and fwear you would
have robbed me of two hundred pounds.——-* Loolé{c,

4 ¢ Siry
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¢ Sir, you have been often told, that your extravagance
¢ would fome time or other be the ruin of you; and it
¢ will go a great way in your indiQmient, to have turned
¢ the pad upon your friend.”

7. W. This ufage is the height of ingratitude from
you, in whofe company I have fpent my fortune.

Rich. 1'm therefore a witnefs, that it was very ill fpent
—Why would you keep company, be at equal expences
with me that have fifty times your eftate 7 What was

lantry in me, was prodigality in you: mine was m
health, becaufé I could pay for it ; yours a difeafe, bz
caufe you could not. -

Y. . And is this all I muft expe& from our friend-
fhip? -

Rich. Friendfhip! Sir there can be no fuch thing

. without an equality. '

Y. . Thatis, there can be no fuch thing when there
is occafion for’t.

Rich. Right, Sir——our friendfhip was over a bottle
only ; and whilft you can pay your club of friendfhip, I'm
that way your humble fervant ; but when once you come
borrowing, I’m this way ~your humble fervant,

i Exit,

7. ¥, Rich, big, proud, arrogant villain ! I( have
been twice his fecond, thrice fick of the fame love, and
thrice cured by the fame phyfic, and now he drops me
for d trifle———That an honeft fellow in his cups,
fhould be fuch a rogue when he’s fober ! ~———The nar-
row-hearted rafcal has been drinking coffee this morning.
Well, thou dear folitary half-crown, adieu ! Here,
Jack, take this, pay fora bottle of wine, and bid Balder-
dafh bring it himfelf, [Exit Serp.] How melancholy
are my poor breeches ; not one chink ! ——Thou art
a villainous hand, for thou haft picked iny pocket,———
“This vintner now has allthe matks of an honeft fellow,
a broad face, a copious look, a ftruttingbelly and a jol-
ly mien. d have brought him above three pound a-night

or thefe two years fucceffively. The rogue has money,
1’m fure, if he will buc lend ic.
Enter Balderdath with a bottle and glafs.
Oh, Mr. Balderdath, good morrow,
g B

Bald.
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- Rald, Noble Mr. Wou’dbe, I’m your moft humble fer-
vant. I have brought you a whetting-glafs, the beft
Old Hock in Europe ; Iknow ’tis-your drink in a mor-
ning. : :
Y. W, I'll pledge you, Mr. Balderdath.

Bald, Your health, Sir, [Drinks.

Y. W. Pray, Mr. Balderdafh, tell me one thing, but
firft it down: now tell me plainly what you think of .
.me?

- Bald. Think of you, Sir! I think that you are the
honefteft, nobleft gentleman, that ever drank a glafs of
wine ; and the beft cuftomer that ever came into my
houfe, , : :

7. W. And doyou really think as you fpeak ? :

Bald. May this wine be my poifon, Sir, if I don’t
fpeak from the bottom of my heart, - (Drinks.

Y. . And how much money do you think I have
fpent in your houfe ?

Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate computation,
I do believe, that I have handled of your money the
beft part of five hundred pounds within thefe two years.

Y. w. Very well! Ancr do you think that you lie un-
der any obligation for the trade I have promoted to your -
advantage ? ’ :

Bald. Yes, Sir ; andif I can ferve you in any refpe&,
pray command me to the utmoft of my ability.

Y. W. Well! thanks to my ftars, there is flill' fome
honefty in wine, Mr. Balderdath, I embrace you and
_your kindnefs : I am at prefent a little low in cath, and
muft beg you to lend me a hundred pieces.

Bald. Why truly, Mr, Wou'dbe, I was afraid it would
come to this; I have had it in my head feveral times
to caution you upon your expences: but you were fo
very genteel in my houfe, and your liberality became
you fo very well, "that I was unwilling to fay any thing
that might check your difpofition ; but truly, Sir, I can
forbear no longer to tell you, that you have been a little

too extravagant. . :

~ Y. /. But fince you reaped the benefit of my extra-
vagance, you will, I hope, confider my neceflity.

Bald. Confider your neceffity ! I do withall my heart ;
.and muft tell you, moreover, that I will be no longer

: acceflary
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acceflary to it : I defire you, Sir, to frequent my houfe

no more.

2. #. How, Sir!

Bald. 1fay, Sir, that I haye an honour for my
lord your father, and will not fuffer his fon to run into
any inconveniencé : Sir, I fhall order my drawers not to
ferve you with a drop of wine. Would you have me
connive at a gentleman’s deftruction ?

Y. W. But methinks, Sir, that a perfon of your nice
confcience thould have cautioned e before.

Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my bufinefs : would
you have me be faucy to a gentleman that was my beft
cuftomer ? Lack-a-day, Sir, had you money to hold it
out flill, I had been hanged rather than be rude to dyou—
But truly, Sir, when a man is ruined, ’tis bue the duty of
a chriftian to tell him of it.

Y. #w. Will youlend me money, Sir ?

Bald. Will you pay me this bill, Sir?

b'“T. W. Lend methe hundred pound, and I'll pay the
1id.

Bald. Pay me the bill, and I will——not lend you the
hundred pound, Sir,——But pray confider with yourfelf,
now, Sir; would not you think me an errant coxcomb,
to truft a perfon with money that has always been fo exe
travagant under my eye? whofe profufenefs I have feen,
1 have felt, I have handled ? Have not I known you, Sir,
throw away ten pound a-night upon a covey of pit-pa-
tridges, and a fetting-dog? Sir, you have made my houfe
an ill houfe : my very chairs will bear you no longer.—
In fhort, Sir, I defire you to frequent the Crown no
more, Sir.

7. W. Thou fophifticated ton of ‘iniquity; have I
fattened your carcafs, and fwelled your bags with my vital
blood ? Have I made you my companion to be thus faucy
tome ? But now I will keep you at your due diftance.

~ [Kl'fkt bl’”'o
Serv. Welcome, Sir ! ([ Kicks bim.
7. W. Well faid, Jack. . [Kicks bim again.

Serv, Very welcome, Sir ! T hope we fhall have your
company another time. Welcome, Sir !

: He is kicked offe
B2, L I’.%.
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Y. W. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him
a welcome at the door too. [Ewxit Serv.] This is the
punithmént of hell ; the very devil that tempted me to
fin, now upbraids me with the crime. I have villainouf-
ly murdered my fortune, and now its ghoft, in the lank
fbape of poverty, haunts me. Is there no charm to con-
jure down the fiend ?

Re-enter Servant,

Serv. Oh, Sir! here’s fad news.

7. /. Then keep it to thyfelf, I have enough of thag
already.

Serw, Sir, you will hear it too foon,

Y. W. What! is Broad below ?

Serv. No, no, Sir; better twenty fuch as he were
hanged. Sir, your father’s dead.

Qﬁ. W. My father!———Good night, my lord. Has
he left me any thing ?

Serw. 1 heard nothing of that, Sir.

7. #. Then I believe you heard all there was of it.
Let me fee my father dead, and my elder brother
abroad —=1If Neceffity be the mother of Invention, fhe
was never more pregnant than with me, [Paxfes.] Here,
firrab, run to Mrs. Midnight. and bid her come hither
prefently. EExiz Serw.] That woman was my mo-
ther’s mdwife when I was born, and has been my bawd
thefe ten years. 1have had her endeavours to corrupt
my brother’s miftrefs ; and now her affiftance will be ne-
ceflary to cheat him of his eftate ; for fhe’s famous for
underftarding the right-fide of a woman, and the wrong-
fide of the law. [Exite

. SCENE changes to Midnight’s Hoxfe

. Enter Midnight and Maid.

Mid. Who's there ?

Maid., Madam.

. Mid. Has any meflage been left for me to-day ?

. Maid, Yes, Madam ; here has been one from my La--
dy Stilborn, that defired you not to be out of the way,
for fhe expected to cry out every minute.

Mid. How ! every miuute !-—Let me fee— [Takes
ont ‘her pocket-book.] Stilborn—Ay—ifhe reckons with
her huiﬁand fiom the fisk of April; and with Sir

James,
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James, from the firk of March.—Ay, fhe’s always ®
month before her time. [Knocking at the door.] Go
fce who’s at the door.——

Maid. Yes, Madam, [ Exit Maid.

M:d. Well! certainly there is not a woman in the
world fo willing to oblige mankind as myfelf ; and real-
1y I have been fo ever fince the age of twelve, as I can
remember. ¢ I have delivered as many women of great
¢ bellies, and helped as many to them as any perfon.
¢ in England ;’ but my watching and cares have bro-
ken me quite, I am not the fame woman I was forty

yearsago. i

Enter Richmore,
Oh, Mr. Richmore ! you’re a fad man, a barbareus man,
fo you are.. What wilt become of poor Clelia, Mr.
Richmore # The poor creature is o big with her misfor-
tunes, that they are not to be borne. [(Weepso

Rich. You, Mrs. Midnight, are the fitteft perfon in
the world to eafe her of them.

Mid. And won’t you marry-her, Mr. Richmore ?

Rich. My conicience won’t allow it ; for I have fworn
fince to marry another.

Mid. And will you break your vows to Clelia ?

Rich. Why not, when fhe has broke her’s to e ?
~ M:d. How’s that, Sir?

Rich., Why fhe fwore a hundred times never to grant
me the favour, and yet, you know, fhe broke her word.

M:d. But fhe loved, Mr. Richmore, and that was the
reafon fhe forgot her oath. .

Rich. And I love Mr. Richmore, and that is the rea-
fon I forgot mine. ¢ Why tfhould fhe be angry that E
¢ follow her own example, by doing the very {ame thing
¢ from the very fame motive #*

Mid. Well, well! take my word, you’ll never thrives
¢ I wonder how you can have the face to come near me,
¢ that am the witnefs of your horrid oaths and impreca~
¢ tions! Are not youw afraid that the guilty chamber
¢ above-ftairs fhould fall down upon: your head # Yes,
¢ yes, I was.acceffary, I was fo! butif ever you involvé
¢ my honour in fuch a villainy the fecond time——Ah;
¢ poor Clelia. | Iloved her as I did my own daughter—
¢ you feducing man.. :  [Weepss

} B 3 ' Rich..
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- Rich, Heigh, he ! my Aurelia.

Mid. Hey, ho! fhe’s very pretty.

Rich. Doft thou know her, my dear Midnight ?

¢ Mid. Hey, ho! fhe’s very pretty. Ah, you’re a
¢ fad man. Poor Clelia was handfome, but indeed,
¢ breeding, puking, and longing, has broken her much.
¢ *Tis a hard cafe, Mr. Richmore, for a young lady to
¢ fee a thoufand things, and long for a thoufand things,
¢ and yet not dare to own that the longs for one. She
¢ had like to have mifcarried t'other day for the pith of"
¢ a loin of veal. Ah, you barbarous man !

"¢ Rich. But my Aurelia ! confirm me that you know
¢ her,and I'lladore you.

Mid. You would fling five hundred guineas at my
head, that you knew as much of her as Ido. Why, Sir,
1 brouﬁht her into the world ; I have had her fprawling
in my lap. Ah! fhe was plump as a puffin, Sir.

Rich. I think fhe has no .great portion to value her-
- felf upon’; her reputation only willkeep up the market.
We mutft firft make that cheap, by crying it down, and
then fhe’ll part with itat an eafy rate.

Mid. But won’t you provide for poor Clelia ?

Rich, Provide ! why han’t I taught her a trade? Let
her fet up when fhe will, I'll engage her cuftomers
enough, becaufe I can anfwer for the goodnefs of her
ware.

Mid. Nay, butyou ought to fet her up. with credit,
and takea fhop ; thatis, get her a hufband. Have you
no pretty gentleman your relation now, that wants a
young virtuous lady.with a handfome fortune ? No
young Templar that has fpent his eftaie in the ftudy of
the law, and ftarves by the practice ? No fpruce officer
that wants a handfome wife to make court for him among
the major-generals ? Have you none of thefe, Sir?

¢ Rich. Pho, pho, Madam—you have tired me upon
¢ that fubject. Do you think a lady that gave me fo
¢ much trouble before pofleflion, fhall ever give me any-
¢ after t? No, no; had the been more obliging to me
¢ when I was in her power, I fhould be more civil to her
¢ now fhe’s in mine ; my affiduity before-hand was an

over-price; had fhe made a merit of the matter, the
¢ fhould have yielded fooner, : B

L . ¢ Mid,
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¢ Mid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho you have no regard to
¢ her honour, yet you fhall prote&t mine: how d'ye
¢ think Lhave fecured my reputation fo long among
¢ people of the beft figure, but by keeping all mouths
¢ ftopped ? Sir, I'll have no clamours at me. Heavens
¢ help me, I "have clamours enough at my door early
¢ and late in my t’other capacity. Infbort, Sir, a huf-
¢ band for Clelia ; or I banith you my prefence for
¢ ever.

¢ Rich, Thou art a neceflary devil, and I can’c wane
¢ thee. , -
- ¢ Mid. Look’, Sir, ’tis your own advantage ; ’usanly
* making over your eftate into the hands of a truftee 5
¢ and tho’ you don’t abfolutely command the premities,
¢ yet you may exa& enough out of them tor neceflaries,
¢ when you will.” :

. Rich. Patience alittle, Madam ! I have a young ne.
phew thatis a captain of horfe: he mortgaged the laft
morfel of his eftate to me, to make up his equipage for:
the laft campaign, Perhaps you know him ; he’s abrifk
fellow, much about court, Captain Truenan,

Mid. Trueman! Ads my life, he’s one of my babies ;.
=1 can tell you the very minute he was born————
precifely at three o’clock, next St. George’s day, True-
. man will be twoand twenty 5 ¢ a ftripling,” the prettieft
good-natured child, and your nephew! He muft be
thl}e man ; and flmll be the man; I have a kindnefs for

im. )

Rich. But we muft have a care ; the fellow wants nei-.

ther fenfe nor courage. ‘ A

Mid. Phu, phu! never fear her part, fhe fhan’t want
inftrutions ; and then for her lying-in a little abrupt.

ly, *tis my bufinefs to reconcile marters there, a fright:

3: a fall excufes that: lard, Sir, I do thele things every

ay. N ' .

" Rich.’Tis pity then to put you out of your road ;.

and Clelia fhall have a hufband. - .

Mid. Spoke like a man of honour. And now I'll:
ferve you again. This Aurelia, you fay~———

Rich. O thediftraéts me! her beauty, family, and vire
_tue make her a noble pleafure, Md-
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Mid. And you have a mind, for that reafon, to get her
a hufband. '
Rich. Yes, faith: I have another young relation at
Cambridge, he’s juft a going into orders; and 1 think
fuch a fine woman, with fifteen hundred pound, isa bet-
ter prefentation than any living in my gift; and why
fhould he like the cure the worfe, that an incumbent was:
there before ? ,
Mid. Thou arta pretty fellow. At the fame moment
you would perfuade me that you love a woman to mad-
nefs, you are contriving how to part with her ? .
~ Rich. If Tloved her not to madnefs, I fhould notrun
into thefe contradi&tions, Here, my dear mother, Au-
relia’s the word —— - [Offering ber money.

. Mid. Pardon me, Sir; [Refufing the money.] did yow
ever know me mercenary ! No, no, Sir; virtue is its
own reward.

- Rich, Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the teeth-
powder you fent me. :

Mid. O, that’s another matter, Sir ; [Takes the money.]:

I hope you like it, Sir. , .

Rich, Extremely, Madam. Butit wasfomewhat dear

of twenty guineas. : [Afide.
Enter Servant.

Serv. Madam, here is Mr, Wou’dbe’s footman below,

with a meffage from his mafter. . ’

Mid. 1 come to him prefently. Do you knew that

Wou'dbe loves Aurelia’s coufin and companion, Mrs.

fonﬂance with the graat fortune, and that I folicit for
im ? . .

Rich. Why, fhe’s engaged to his elder brother : be-
fides, Young Wou’dbe has no money to . profecute - an.
affair of fuch confequence. You can have no hopes of

" fuccefs there, I’m fure. . '

“Mid. Truly, I have no great hopes ; but an induftri-,
ous body, yeu know, would do any thing rather- than be:
idle, Theauntis very near her ume, and I have accefs:
to the family when I pleafe.

Rich. Now I think on’t; pr’ythee get the letter from,
Wou’dbe that I gave him juft now ; it would be pra-
per to our defigns upon Trueman, that it fhould not. be:

expofed.
X " Mid.
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Mid. And you fhewed Clelia’s letter to Wou’dbe ?

Rich, Yes.

Mid. Eh, you barbarous man.—Who the devil would
oblige you ?——What pleafure can you take in expo-
ﬁnggtehepoorcreature? Dear little child, s pity -
deed itis.

. Rich. Madam, the meflenger waits below 3 fo I'll take
imy leave, Eait,

Mid. Ah, you're fad aman ! Exit,

Enp of the FizsT Acr.

A CT IL
SCENE, The Park,
Enter Conftance aad Aurelia.

: : Avrerra. )

R’YTHEE, coufin Conftance, be chearful : let the

dead lord ffeep in peace, and look up to the living ;

take pen, ink, and paper, and write immediately to your

lover, that he is now a baron of England, and you long
to be a baronefs.

Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is fome regard due to the
memory of the father, for the refpe@t I bear the fon ;
befides, Idon’t know how T could with my young lord
were at home in this jun&ture ¢ this brother of his——
Some mifchief will happen——1I had a very ugly dream
laft night In fhort, I am eaten up with the
fpleen. - :

Aur. Come, come, walk about and divert it; the air
will do you good ; think of other people’s affairs a little,
When did you fee Clelia ? ~

Con. I’'m glad you mentioned her; don’t you obferve
her gaiety to be much more forced than formerly, her
liumour don’t fit fo eafy upon her. '

Aur. No, nor her ftays neither, I can affure you,

Con. Did you obferve how fhe devoured the pomegra-
nates yefterday ?

Aur, She talks of vifiting a relation in Leicefter-
fhire,

Cone
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. ?m She fainted away in the country-dance t’other
night. : .
gAur. Richmore fhunned her in the walk laft week.

Con. And his footman laughed.

Axr. She takes Laudanum to make her fleep a-nights,

Con. Ah, poor Clelia! What will thedo, coufin? .

Aur. Do ! Why nothing till the nine months be up.

Con. That’s cruel, Aurelia; how can you make merry
with her misfortunes # I'am pofitive fhe was no eafy
lc‘onqueﬁ ; fome fingular villainy has been practifed upon

er,

Aur, Yes, yes, the fellow would be pradtifing upon me
too, I thank him. : )

Con. Have a care, coufin, he has a promifing per-
fon. ‘

Aur. Nay, for that matter, his promifing perfon may
as foon be broke as his promifing vows : ¢ ﬁature indeed
¢ has made him a giant, and he wars with heaven like the
¢ giants of old.’ '

Con. Then why will you admit his vifits ?

Aur. 1 neverdid. But all the fervants are more his
than our own : he has a golden key to every door in the
houfe : befides, he makes my uncle believe that his in-
tentions are honourable ; and indeed he has faid nothing
yet to difprove it.- But, coufin, do you fee who comes
yonder, fliding along the Mall ? ’

Con, Captain Trueman! I proteft the campaign has
improved him ; he makes a very clean well-finithed fi-

ure.’ .
g Aur. Youthful, eafy,and good-natured. I could with
he would know us.

Con. Are you fure he’s well-bred ?

. Aur. 1 tell you he’s good-natured ; and I take good
manners to be nothing but a natural defire to. be eafy
and agreeable to whatever converfation we fall into ;
and a porter with this is mannerly in his way ; and a
duke without it has but the breeding of -a dancing-
mafter.

" Con. 1 like him for his affe@tion to my young lord.
Aur. And I like him for his affection to my young
rfon. ) )

' Gon. How, how, coufin ! You never told me that 34'
) . e
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‘Awr, How fhould I? He never told it me, but I
have difcovered it by a great many figns and tokens, that
ate better fecurity for his heart than ten thoufand vows
and promifes.

Con. He’s Richmore’s nephew.

Aur. Ah! would he were his heir too, He’s a pretty
fellow—>but then he’s a foldier, and muft fhare his time
with his miftrefs, Honour, in Flanders. No, no, I am
refolved againfta man that difappears all the fummer like
a woodcock,

[ As thefe words are fpoken, Trueman enters bebind them,

- aspaffing over the flage.

True, That’s for me, whoever {pokeit. Aurelia!

. ' [Surprized.
(Tbe Ladies turn about,

Con. What, Captain, you’re afraid of every thing but
the enemy. )

True. 1 have reafon, ladies, to be moft apprehen-
five where there is moft danger ; the enemy is fatisfied
with a leg or an arm, but hereI am in hazard of lofing
my heart. )

Aur. None in the world, Sir; nobody here defigns to
attack it,

True. But fuppofe it be affaulted, and taken already,
Madam ? -

Axr. Then we’ll return it without ranfom,

_True. But fuppofe, Madam, the prifoner chufe to ftay
where itis.

Awr. That were to turn deferter ; and you know, Cap-
tain, what fuch deferve. .

¥rue. The punithment it undergoes this moment e
fhot to death—— '

- Con. Nay, then, ’tis time for me to put in,——Pray
Sir, have you heard the news of my lord Wou'dbe's
death ? -

True. People mind not the death of others, Madam,
that are expiring themfelves. (7o Conftance.] Do you
confider, Madam, the penalty of wounding a man in the
park ? , (7o Aurelia.
Aur. ¢ Hey day ! Why, Captain, d’ve intend to make
¢ a Vigo bufinefs of, it, and break the” boom at once ?*
Sir, if you only rally, pray let my coufin hav‘ctel her

: are 3
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fhare’; or if you would be particular, pray be more re-
pe&ﬁsxl ? not fo much upon the declaration, I' befeech
you, Sir.

Trae. I have been, fair creature, a perfe& coward in
my paffion ; I have had hard firuggliogs with my fear
before I durft engage, and now perhaps behave far too
defperately. )

Aur. Sir, I am very forry you have faid fo much ; for
4 muft punifh you for’t, tho' it be contrary to my inclina~ -
tion. Come, coufin, will you walk ? T

Con. Setvant, Sir., [Exexnt Ladiess
_ True. Charming creature ! I muft punifh you for’t,
tho’ it be contrary to my inclination. Hope and defpair
ina breath. But Ill think the beft, [Exit.

SCENE changesto Young Wou'dbe’s Lodgings.

Young Wou’dbe and Midniglhit mecting.

¥.W. Thou life and foul of fecret dealings, wel-
come.

Mid. My dear child, blefs thee Who would
have imagined that I brought this great rogue into the
world? He makes me an old woman, I proteft—But ad-
fo, my child, I forgot; I'm forry for the lofs of your
father, forryat my heart, poor man. [Weeps.] Mr.
Wou’dbe, have you got a drop of brandy in your clofet 2
I an’c very well to-day.

Y. W. That you fhan’t want : but be pleafed to fit, my
dear mother. Here, Jack, the brandy-bottle. Now,
Madam, I'have occafion to ufe you in dreffing up a hand-
fome cheat for me.

Mid. 1 defy any chamber-maid in England to do it
better. I have drefled up a hundred and fifty cheats in
my time,

Euter Jack avith the brandy-bottle.
Here, boy, this glafs is too big, carry it away, I'll take a
fup out of the bottle. ' )

7. w. Right, Madam—And my bufinefs being very
urgent—1In three words, ’tis this—

Mid, Hold, Sir, till T take advice of my council.
[Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to a poor
creature, and fitter to revive wafling fpirits, than a lit-
tle plain brandy. I an’ for your hot fpirits, your sR}qfa

: olis,
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Solis, your Ratifis’s, your orange-waters, and the like
——A moderate glafs of cool Nants is the beft thing.

Y. W. But to our bufinefs, Madam—My father is
dead, and I have a mind to inherit hi; eftate. .

Mid. You put the cafe very well,

7. W. One of two things I muft chufe—cither to be
alord ora beggar. - ,

. Mid. Bea lord to chufe—Tho’ I have known fome

" that have chofen both.

" 2.W. 1 have a brother that I love very well; but
fince one of us muft want, I had rather he fhould flarve
than L.

Mid. Upon my confcience, dear heart, you’re in-the
right on’t. - o .

Y. W. Now your advice upon thefe heads.

Mid. They be matters of weight, and I muft confider.
[ Drinks.] Isthere a will in the cafe ? ,

Y. W. There is ; which excludes me from every foat
of the eftate.

Mid. That’s bad—W here’s your brother ?

Z. W. He’s now’in Germany, in his way to Eagland,
and is expected very foon.

Mi:d. How foon ?

7. %. In amonth, orlefs.

Mid. Oh, ho ! A month is a great while! Our bufinefs
muft be done in an hour or two——————We muft {up-
pofe your brother to be dead’; nay, he fhall be aétu-
ally dead: and, my Lord, my humble fervice t'ye.—

) ' Drinks.

7. W. 0, Madam, I’m your Ladyfhip’s moft devoted.
Make your words good, and I'll—— L

Mid. Say no more, Sir; you {hall have it, you fhall
‘have it.

Y. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight ? :

Mid. Mrs, Midnight ! Isthat all? —Why not mo-
ther, aunt, grandmother ? Sir, I have done more for you
this moment, than all the relations you have in the
world. : .

Y. 7. Let me heat it.

Mid. By the ftrength of this potent infpiration, I have
made you a peer of £ngland, with feven thoufand pound
4 year,—— My Lord, I with you joy. [Drinks.

> C . Y, ¥,
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7. W, The woman’s mad, I believe,

Mid. Quick, quick, my Loid! counterfeit a lettér
prefently trom Germany, that your brother is killed in
a duel : let it be direQted to your father, and fall into the
‘hands of the fteward when you are by. What fort of
Tellow is the fteward ?. '

Y. W. Why, atimorous half-honeft man, that a littfe
-perfuafion will make a whole knave. He wants courage
.to be thoroughly juft, or entirely a villain—~but good
‘backing will make him either. :

Mid. Andhefhan’t want'that! I tell you the lerter
muft come into his hands when you aré by ; upon this
{owmuﬁ_take immediate poffeffion, and fo you have the

eft part of the law of your fide. ’

T. W. But fuppofe my brotlier comes in the mean
time ? . ]

Mid. Thismuft be done this very moment. Let him
comewhen you're in poffeffion, I'll warrant we’ll find a
way to keep him out.

T, . But how, my dear contriver ?

3d. By your father’s-will, man, your fathet’s will—
That is, one that your father might have made, and
which we will make for him. 1'll fend you a nephew of
my own, a lawyer, that fiall do the bufinefs ; go, get
‘into poffaffion, I fay: let us have but the eftate to back
‘the fuit, and you’ll find the law to ftrong for juftice, 1
warrant you.

" Y.W. Myoracle! How fhall we revel in delight when
“this great prediction is aeccomplithed.—But one thing yet
‘remains, my brother’s miftrefs, the charming Conftance—
Let her be mine

Mid. Pho, pho, fhe's yours o’courfe ; fhe’s contratted
to you : for fhe’s engaged to marry no mah but my Lord
Wou’dbe’s fon and heir; now you being the perfon,
fhe’s recoverable by law.

Z. W. Marry her! No, no, fhe’s contratted to him;
*twere injuftice to rob a brother of his wife, an eafier fa-
vour will fatisfy me. -

_ Mid. Why, truly, as you fay, that favour is fo eafy,
that I wonder they make fuch abuftle about it.——But
get you gone and mind your affairs, I muft about rr(:;;e;
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Oh! 1 bad forgot—Where’s that foolith letter you had

this morning from Richmore ?

. Y. W. 1 have pofted it up inthe chocolate-houfe.
Mid. Yaw, [Shrieks.] 1ihall fall into fits ; hold me—
Y.W. No, no, I did but jeft ; here itia. But be

aflured, Madam, I wanted only time to have expofed it.

M:d. Ah'! you barbarous man, why fo ?

7. W. Becaufe when knaves of our fex,. and fools of
yours meet, they make the beft jeft in the worid. .

Mi:d. Sir, the world has better thae in the jet when we
are the knaves, and you the fools. But look'e, Sr, 1f
ever you open your mouth about this trick—1'll dife
cover all your tricks! thercfore filence and fafety on
both fides.

Mid. Madam, you need not doubt my filence at pre.
fent, becaufe my own affairs wiil employ me fufficientiy ;
fo there’s your letter. [Gives the ktter.] And now to write
my own, [ Exie.

Mid. Adiev, my Lord. ¢ Let me fee —[Opens 1be Irt-
¢ ter and rcads,] ** It there be folemnity in proteftations ’
. That’s toolifl, very toolith—Why fhouid the ex-
¢ pect folemnity in proteftations ? Um, um, um,—*¢ ]
¢ may ftill depend on the faith of my Richmore.”—Ah !
¢ r Clelia! Um, um, um,—** I can no longer
¢ ll:?;e the effeéts on’t from the world.” —The effe@tson’t !
¢ How modeftly is that expreflfed ? Well, ’us a pretty
¢ Letter, and I'll keep it.’

[ Puts the letter in ber pocket, and exit..

SCENE,  Lord Wou’dbe's Houfe.

“Enter Steward and his Wife. ‘
Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame, huf-
band in being fo fcrupulous. ,
Stezv. Tis trye : this foolith confcience of mine has
been the greateft bar to my fortune.

" Wife. Audwillever be fo. Tell me but one that
thrivee, and I’ll fhew you a hundred that ftarve by it. Do
you think ’tis fourfcore pound a year makes my Lord
Gouty’s fteward’s wife live at the ratc of four hundred ? -
Upon my word, my dear, I'm as good a gentlewoman as
fhe, and 1 expeét to be maintained accordingly : 'tis
confcience, 1 warrant, tha(t: buys her the point-heads,

2

and
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anddiamond necklace ? Was it confcience that bought
ker the fine houfe in Jcrmain-fireet? Is it confcience
that enables the fteward to buy, when the lord is forced
tofell ? ’ '

Stezv. But what would you have me do ?

Wife. Do! Now’s your time; that fmall merfel of
an eftate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth
mentioning; take it towards your daughter Molly’s por-
tion——What's two hundred a year? ’twill never be
mifled.

Steev. *Tis but a finall matter, I muft confefs ; and as
a reward for my paft faithful fervice, I think it but rea-
fonable 1 fhould cheat a little now.

Wife. Reafonable! All the reafon that can be. If the
ungrateful world won’t reward an honeft man, why
let an honeft man reward himfelf, There’s five hundred
pounds you received but two days agoe, lay them afide—
you may eafily fink itin the charge of the fumeral. Do,
my dear, now, kifs iee, and do it. ' :

. Stew. Well, you have fuch a winning way with you— -
But, my dear, I’m fo much afraid of my young Lord’s

coming home : he’s a cunning clofe man, they (gay, and

will examine my accounts very narrowly.

Wife. Ay, my dear, would you had the younger bro-
ther to deal with ; you might manage him as you plea-
fed-——1 fee him coming. Let us weep, let us weep.

[They pull cut their bandkerchicfs, and feem to monrns.
Enter Young Wou’dbe. '

Stew. Ah, Sir! we have all loft a father, a friend, and
a fupporter. ’

Y. w. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muft fubmit to fate, as
he has done. And it is no fmall addition to my grief,
honeft Mr. Clearaccount, that it is net in my power to
fupply my father’s place to you and yours. Your fince-
rity and juftice to the dead merits the greateft regard from
thofe that furvive him. Had I but my brother’s ability,

“or he my inclinations, P’ll affure you, Mrs. Clearaccount,
you fhould not have fuch caufe to mourn.

Wife. Ah, good noble Sir!

Stewv, Your brother, Sir, I hear, is a very fevere

man,
r.w.
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Y. W. He is what the world calls a prudent man,
Mr. Steward : I have often heard him very fevere upon
men of yourbufinefs ; and has declared, that for form’s
fake indeed he would keep a fteward, but that he would
infpe into all his accounts himfeif. ,

Wife. Aye, Mr. Wou’dbe, you have more fenfe than
to do thefe things ; you have more honour than to trou-
ble your head with your own affairs. Would to heavens
wewere to{erve you. ,

Y.W. Would 1 could ferve you, Madam~—without
injuftice to my brother.

Enter aServant,
, Serw. A letter for my Lord Wou'dbe.

Stew. It comes too late, alas! for his perufal ; let me
fecit. [Opens, andreads.] ¢ Frankfort, O&ober 10,
New Style.” Frankfort ! Where’s Frankfort, Sir ?

7. . In Germany. This letter muft be from my
brother! I fuppofe he’s coming home. .

Stew. *Tis none of hishand, Let me fee. [Reads.

¢¢ My Lord,

1 am troubled at this unhappy occafion of fending to
your Lordfhip. Your brave fon, and my dear friend, was

yefterday unfortunately killed in a duel by a German
Count—=" ~

1 fhall love a German Count as longas I live. My Lord,
my Lord, now I may call you fo, fince your elder bro-
ther’s ;{lfead.
2‘0 . 1
Wife. } How !
Stew. Read there.
: - [(Giwes the ktter, Wou'dbe perufes ir,
7. W. O, my-fate ! a father and a brother in one
day ! Heavens ! *Tis too much——Where is the fatal
meflenger ¢ . /
. Serw. A gentleman, Sir, who faid he came poft on pur-
pofe. He was afraid the contents of the letter would
unqualify my Lord for company, fo he would take ano-
ther time to wait on him. :
7. W. Nay, then ’tis true; and there is truth ia
dreams, Lait night I dreamed—
C 3' ;;’lﬁo .



% THE TWIN RIVALS.

Wife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamed too. I dreamed I
faw your brother drefled in a long minifter’s gown, (Lord
blefs us !} with a book in his hand, walking before a
dead body tothe grave. -
Y. . Well, Mr. Clearaccount, get mourning ready.
Stezes Will your Lordfhip have the old coach covered,
or a.new ene made ?
¥.W. Anew one.” The old coach, with the grey hor=
fes, I give to Mrs. Clearaccount here; ’tis not fit fhe
fhould walk the ftreets.
Wife. Heavens blefs the German Count, I fay
. But, my Lord
T. . No reply, Madam, you fhall have it——And
veceive it bue as the earneft of my favours, Mr. Clear-
account, I double ycur falary, and all the fervants wages,
' to moderate their grief for our great loffes. Pray, Sir,
take order about thefe affairs.

Stew. 1 fhall, my Lord, [ Exennt Stew. and Wifz,

¥. W. So! I have got pofleflion of the caftle, and if
1 had but a little law to fortify me now, I belicve we
might hold it out a great while. Oh'! here comes my
attorney. Mr. Subtleman, your fervant.

Enter Subtleman.,

Sub. My Lord, I with you joy. My aunt Midnight
has fent me to receive your commands.

Z. 1. Has fhe told you any thing of the affair? - -

Sub. Not aword, my Lords '

Y. . Why then——come nearer.—— Can you make
a man right beir to an eftate during the life of an eclder
brother ¢

Sub. I thought you had been the eldeft.

- 7. W: That we are not yet agreed upon ; for you
muft know, thereis an impertinent fellow that takes a
fancy to difpute the feniority with me.  For look’e, Sir,
my mother has unluckily fowed difcord in the family, by
bringing forth twins : my brother, ’tis true, was firt-
born ; but 1believe from the bottom of my heart, I was
the firft begotten.

Szb. 1 underftand——you are come to an eftate and
dignity, that by juftice indeed is your own, but by law it
falls to your brother.

_ o 7.7,
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" %. W. 1hadrather, Mr. Subtleman, it were his by
juftice, and mine by law : for I would have the ftrongeft
title, if poflible.
. Sub. Iparn very forry there fhould happen any breach
between brethren: fo I think it would be but a chriftian
‘and charitable a¢t to take away all farther difputes, by
making you true heir to the eftate by the lait will of
your father.” Look’e, I'll divide itakes—you fhall yield
the elderfhip and honour to him, and he fhall quit his

eeftate to you.

r. IVY Why, as you {ay, I don’t much care if I do

ant him the eldeft, half an hour is but a trifle: but
}m}w fhall we do about his will # Who {hall we get to prove
it ? '

Sub. Never trouble yourfelf for that : I expe a car-
goe of witnefles and ulquebaugh by the firit far wind.

7. W. But wecan’t ftay for them : it muft be done
immediately. o

Sub. Well, well; we'll find fome body, I warrant you,
to make oath of his laft words.

. Y. W. That’s impoffible ; for my father died of an
apoplexy, and did not fpeak at all. :

Sub. That’s nothing, Sir: he’s not the firft dead man
that I have made to fpeak.

Y. W. You'rea great mafter of {peech, I don’t quef-
tion, Sir; and I can affure you there will be ten guineas
for every werd you extort fram him in my favour.

Sub. O, Sir, that’s enough ta make your great grand-
father fpeak. i

Y. W. Come then, I’ll carry you to my fteward ; he
fhall give you the names of the manors, aid the true ti-
tles and denominations of the eftate, and then you fhall
go to work. [Eacunt,

SCENE changes to the Park.

Richmore azd Trueman meeting. :

Rick. O brave cuz! you’re Verly happy with the fair,
1find. Pray, which of thefe two ladies you encountered
juft naw has your adoration ? . o .
Trie. She that commands by forbidding it: and fince

1 had courage to declare to herfelf, I dare now own it to

the warld, Aurelia, Sir, is my apgel.
4 True.
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True. Ha! [Paufes.] Sir, I find you're of every body’s
religion ; but methinks you make a bold flight at firft :
do you think your Captain’s pay will ftake againt {o high
a gamefter ? :

Frue. What do you mean ?

Rich. Mean! Blefs me, Sir, mean! You’re a man of
mighty honour, weallknow. But I'll tell you afecret.
The thing is public already.

" True. § fhould be proud that all mankind were sc-
quainted with it ; I fhould defpife the paffion that could
make me ecither afhamed, or afraid to own it.

Rich, Ha, ha,ha! Priythee, dear Captain, no more
of thefe rhodomontado’s ; ¢ you may as foon put a ftande
¢ ipg army uponus,” P’ll tell you another fecref~Five
hundred pound is the leaft penny. °
4 c?'ue. ay, to my knowledge, the has fifteen hun-
- dred.

. Rich. Ndy, to my knowledge, the took five,

True. Took five! How! Where?

Rich. Inherlap, in her lap, Captain; where fhould
itbe ?

True. I’'m amazed.

Rich. Soam I, that fhe could be fo unreafonable
Fifteen hundred pound! ’Sdeath ! had fhe that price
from you ?

True. "Sdeath, T meant her portion. :

Rich. Why, what have you te do with her portion ?

True. 1 loved her up to marriage, by this light.

Rich, Marriage ! Ha, ha, ha! I love the gypfy for
her cunning.——A young, eafy, amorous, credulous
fellow ¢ of twoand twenty,” was juft the game fhe want-
-ed : I find fhe prefently fingled you out from the herd.

True. You diftralt me !

Rich. A foldiertoo, that muft follow the wars abroad,
and leave her to engagements at home.

9rue. Death and furies ! 1’1l be revenged.

Rich. Why, what can youdo ? You'll challenge her,
will you ? ;

True. Her reputation was fpotlefs when I went over.

Rich. ¢ So was the reputation of Marefchal Bouflers.’
But d’ye think, that while you were beating the French
. ' : abroad,
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abread, that we were idle at home? No, no; we have
had our fieges, our capitulations, and furrenders, and all
that. We have cut ourfelves out good winter quarters
as well as you, .

Trze. And are you billetted there ?

Rich. Look’e, Trueman, you ought to be very trufly
to a fecret, that has faved you from deftrution. In
plain terms, I have buried five hundred pounds in that
little fpot, and I fhould think it very hard, if you took it
over my head.

]Y'rac. Not by a leafe for life, I can affure you: but I
fhall :

Rich. What ? You ha’n’t five hundred pounds to give.
Look’e, fince you can make no fport, fpoil none. In a

ear or two fhe dwindles to a perfect baffet-bank ; every
y may play at it that pleafes, and then you may put
in for a piece or two, '

True. Dear Sir, 1 could worthip you for this.

Rich, Not for this, nephew ! for I did not intend it,
but I came to feek you upon another affasir, Were not
you at court laft night ?

True. 1 was. '

"Rich. Did you not talk te Clelia, my Lady Taper’s
niecé ? :

Yrue. A fine woman ! :

Rich, Well ; T met her upon the ftairs; and handing
her to her coach, fhe atked me, if you were not my ne-
phew ? And faid two or thrce warm things, that pers
fuade me fhe likes-you: her relations have intereit at
court, and the has money in her pocket. ,

Rich. But — this devil Aurelia ftill fticks with me. .

Rich. What then! The way to love in one place with
fuccefs, is to marry in another with convenience.
Clelia has four thoufand pounds; this applied to yout
reigning ambition, whether love or advancement, will
go a great way : and for her virtue, and condu&, be
affured that nobody can give a better-account of it than
myfelf, ’ .
. )’%Im I am willing to believe from this late accident,
that yvou confult my honour ard intereft in what you pro-
pole § and therefore I am fatisfied to be governed. Rid
. Mo
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. Rich. 1fee the very lady in the walk. We’ll abaut
it
- True. I waiton you, _ [ Exeunt.
SCENE changes to Lord Wou’dbe’s Houfe.
Enter Young Wou'dbe, Subtleman, axd Steward.

Y. W. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are fure the wiil s
firm and good in law.

Sub. 1 warrant you, my Lord : apd for the laft wards
to prove it, here they are. Look’e, Mr. Clearaccount
—Yes—that is an anfwer to the queftion that was put
tohim (you know) by thofe about him when he was
2 dying——Yes, or No, he muft have fuid ; fo we have
chofen Yes——*¢ Yes, I have made my will, as it may
be found in the cuftody of Mr. Clearaccount ‘my ftew-
ard ; and I defire it may fland as my ladt will and tefta-
ment.” Did rgou ever hear a dying man’s words ﬁgts
to the ¢ Anapoplexy! I tell you, m ){
had lm]:vuar];;o to the laft. FOPERy Y Y

Stewn. Ay, but how. fhall thefe words be praved ?

Sxb. My Lord fhall {fpeak them now.

Z.W. Shall he, faith!

Sub. Ay, now=if the corpaben’t buried——Look’e,
Sir, thefe words muft be put into his mouth, and draws
out again before us all : and if they won’t be his laft
words then—I"ll be perjured.

Y. W. What, violate the dead ! It muft not be, Mr.

. Subtleman, ' )

Sub. With all my heart, Sir! But I think you had -
better violate the dead of atooth or fo, than violate the
living of feven thoufand pound a year.

Y. #. But is there no other way ?

Sub. No, Sir. Why, d’ye think Mr, Clearaccount
here will hazard foul and body to fwear they are his laft
words, unlefsthey be made his laft words ; for my pare,
Sir, I’ll fwear to nothing but what I fee with my cyes
comeout of a man’s mouth. :

Z. #. But itlooks fo unnatural,

Sub, What ! to open a man’s mouth, and put in a bit
of paper !~=This is all, : rw
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7. #. But the body is cold, and his teeth can’t be got
afunder.

Swb. But what occafion has your father for teeth now ?
I tell you what : I knewa gentleman, three days buried,
taken out of his grave, and his dead hand fet to his laft
will, unlefs fomebody made him fign another afterwards §
“and I know the eftate to be held by that tenure to thisday :
and a:/firm tenure it is ; for a dead hand holds fafleft ; and

“let me tell you, dead teeth will faiten as hard.

7. W. Well, well, ufe your pleafure, you underftand
the law beft. [ Exeunt Subtleman and Steward.
What a mighty confufion is brought in families by fud-
den death ? Men fhould do well to fettle their affairs in
time. Had my father done this before he was taken ill,
;vhat atrouble had he faved us ?  But he was taken fud
‘denl man ! -

Y poct Re-enter Subtleman,

Swb. Your father ftill bears you the old grudge, I find :
it was with much ftruggling he counfented : I neverknew
a man fo loth to fpeak in my life.

7. W. He was alwa{ys aman of few words.

Szb. Now I may fately bear witnefs myfelf, as the feri-
vener there prefent——1I love to do things with a clear
confcience. [Sabferibess

7. #. But the law requires three witneffes.

Sub, Oh'! Ifhall pick up a couple more, that perhaps
may take my word for it—=——2But is not Mr. Cleas-
account in your intereft'?

Y. W. 1hope fo,

8ub. Then he fhall be one: 2 witnefs in the family

a great way ; befides, thefe foreign evidences are
rifen confoundedly fince the wars. I hope, if mine efcape
the privateers, to make an hundred pound anear of every
head of them —But the Stéward is an honeft man, and
fhall fave you the charges. * [ Bwit.

7. W. The pride of birth, the heats of appetite, and
fear of want, are firong temptations to injuftice. Butw
injuftice ?—The world hath broke all civilities with me,
and left me in the eldeft ftate of nature, wild, where force
or cunning firft created right. I cannot fay I ever knew
a father—"Tis true, I was begotten in his life-time, but I

was
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was pofthumous born, and lived not till he died——My
_ hours indeed I numbered, but never enjoyed them, tiil
this moment.,——My brother! What is brother ? We
are all fo ; and the firft two were enemies. He flands
before me in the road of life, to rob me of my pleafures.
My fenfes, formed by nature for delight, are allalarmed.
My fight, my hearing, tafte and touch, call loudly on me
for their obje@s, and they fhall be fatisfied. [(Exite

END of the Seconp AcT.

ACT 111,

SCENE, a Levee,
Young Wou'dbe drefing, and feveral Gentlemen <whifpering

bim by turas.

' Young Wou’pzE. : :
“QURELY the greateft ornament of quality is a clean
and a numerous levee; fuch a croud of attendants
for the cheap reward of words and promifes, diftinguifhes
the nobility from thofe that pay wages to their fervants.
) ¢ [4 Gentleman whifpers,
“ Sir, I fhall {fpeak to the commiflioners, and ufe all my
¢ intereft, 1 can affure you, Sir. . ,
, ' ¢ [ Another avbifpers,
¢ Sir, I fhall meet fome of your board thiscvening ; let
¢ me fee you to-morrow,
¢ [A Third avhifpers,
¢ Sir, I'll confider of it. That fellow’s breath ftinks
¢ of tobacco. [Afide.]” O Mr. Comick, your fervant,

Com. My Lord, I with you joy ; I have fomething to
fhew your Lordfhip.

7. W. What isit, pray, Sir ?

Com, I have an Elegy. upon the dead Lord, and a Pa.
-neg):iric upon the living one : in utrumque paratus, wmy
"Lord. o

Y. . Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comick—But pray,
"Mr. Comick, why don’t you write plays ? It would give
one an opportunity of ferving you.
Com. My Lord, I have writ one,

~

I

<
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7, W. Wasitever alted ?

Com. No, my Lord, but it has been a rehearfing thefe
three years-and a half,

Y. #: Adong time. There muft be a great deal of
bufinefs in it furely. .

Com. No,my Lord, none at all.—I have another play
jult-finithed, but that I want a plot for't.
- Y, #. Aplot! You fhould read the Italian and Spa- .

nith plays, Mr. Comick——TI like your verfes here niigh-
tily.——Here, Mr. Clearaccount.
Com. Now for five guineas at leaft. _[Afide.

. Y. W. Here, give Mr. Comick, give him—give him
the Spanifh lplay that lies in the clofet window.—¢ Cap-
¢ tain, can I do you any fervice ? .

¢ Capt. Pray, my Lord, ufe your intereft with the Ge-
¢ neral for that vacant commiffion. I hope, my Lord,
¢ the blood I have already loft may intitle me to {pill the
¢ remainder in my country’s caufe.

¢ Y. W. All the reafon in the world—Captain, you
¢ may depend upon me for all the fervice I can.

¢ Gen. 1 hope your Lordfhip won’t forget to fpeak to
¢ the General about that vacant commiffion : although I
¢ have never made a campaign, yet, my Lord, my inte--
¢ reft in the country can raife me men, which, I think,
¢ fhould prefer me to that gentleman, whofe bloody dif-
¢ pofition frightens the poor people from lifting.

¢ 7. W. Allthe reafon in the world—Sir, you may de-
¢ pend upon me for all the fervice in my puwer.—Cap-
¢ tain, I'lldo your bufinefs for you.—Sir, ’ll fpeak .to
¢ the General, I fhall fee him at the houfe: :

: [To the Gentlemen.'

" Enter a Citizen.

Oh, Mr. Alderman, your fervant.—Gentlemen all, I beg
our pardon. [Excunt Levee.

r. Alderman, have you any fervice to command me ?
Ald. Your Lordfhip’s humble fervant —I have a fa-
vour to beg : You muft know, I have a gracelefs fon, a -
fellow that drinks and fwears eternally, keeps a whore in
every corner of the town ; in fhort, he’s fit for nokind of
thing but a foldier. I'm fo tir'd of him, that I intend to
throw him into the army : lct the fellow be ruined if be

Willo
D - Y. W
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2. W. I commend your paternal care, Sir,” Can I do’
you any fervice in this affair ? -

Ald. Yes, my Lord: there is a vacant company.in-
Colonel What-d’ye-call-"em’s regiment, and if your Lord-
“thip would but fpeak to the General—

¥. W. Hasyour fon ever ferved ?

Aid. Served! Yes, my Lord, he's an enfign in the
‘T'rain-bands now. . :

Y. /. Has he éver fignalized his.courage ?

Ald, Often, often, my Lord ; but onemfdy in_particu-
lar, you muft know, his captain was fo bufy fhipping off
a cargo of cheefe, that he left my fon to command in his.
place. Would you believe it, my Lord ? he chargedup:
Cheapfide in.the front.of the Buft:coats, with fuch brave-
ry and courage, that I could not forbear withing, in the .
loyalty of my heart, for ten thoufand fuch officers. upon
the Rhine.  Ah, my Lord ! we muft'employ fuch fel
lows as he, or.we fhall never humble the Fiench king—
Now, my Lord, if you could find a convenient time to
hint thefe things to the General—— :

Y. . All the reafon in the world, Mr, Alderman, I'll |
do you all the fervice I ean.

Ald. You may tell him, he’s a man of courage, fit for
the fervice ; and then he loves hardfhip, He fleeps every—
other night in the round-houfe.

Y. W. I'll do you all the fervice I can. ,

Ald. Then, my Lord, he falutes with his pike {o very
handfomely, it went to his miftrefs's heart t'other day—
and he beats a drum like an angel.

Y. W. T'll do you all the fetvice I can ——

[Not taking the leaft notice of the Alderman all thiy
vbile, but dreffing bimfelf in the glafs, .

Ald. But, my Lord, the hurry of your Lordfhip’s af:
fairs may put my bufinefs out of your head ;" therefore,
my Lord, I'll prefume to leave you fome memorandun. .

. . Plido youall the fervice Ican—  ~

' [ Not minding him.

Ald. Pray, my Lord, [ Pulling bim by the fleeve.] give

me leave, (Zra memorandum ; my glove, I fuppofe, will

_do, Here, my Lord, pray remember me.

[Lays his glove upon the table and exit,

Y. W. I’ll do you all the fervice I can—~—What, is he
gone ¢ *Tis the moft rude, familiar fellow-—Faugll: !
' . what
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what a greafy gauntletis here—[lA- purfe drops out of 1be
glove.] Oh'! No, the glove is a clean, well-made glove,
and the owner of it the moft refpedtable perfon I have
“feen this morning, he knows what diftance [Chinking the
%,urﬁ.] is due to a man of quality —— But what muft I do

rthis ? Frifure (Yo bis Valet.] do you remember what
the Alderman faid to me ?

‘Frif. No, my Lord, I thought your Lordthip had.

¥. #. This blockhead thinks a man of quality can
wmind what people say—when they po fomething, ’tis
another cafe. Here, call him back. [Zxit Frifeur.] He
‘talked fomething of the General and his fon, and Train-
bands, I know not what ftuff. .

‘ Re-enter Alderman wnd Frifeur.
©Oh, Mr. Aldermap, I have put your memorandum in my
ket. :

Ald, Oh, my Lord, you do me too much honour.

7. ¥. But, Mr. Alderiman, the bufinefs you were talk-
ing of, it fhallbedone; but if you gave a fhort note of it
to my fecretary, jt would not bé amifs——But, Mr. Al-
derman, ha’n’t you the fellow to this glove, it fits e
mighty well. [Putting on the glove.] It looks fo like a
challeage to give a man an odd glove—and I would huve
nothing that looks like enmity between you and I, Mr.
Alderman. -

_Ald.. Traly, my Lord, I intended the other glove fora
memorandum 1o the Colongl ; but fince your Lordthip has
amind to’t o (Giwes the glvve.

Y. ¥, Here, Frifeur, lead this gentleman to my {ecre-
tary, and bid him take a note of his bufinefs.

Ald. But, my Lord, don’t do me all the fervice you can
now. '

Y. #. Well, I won’t do you all the fervice I can
‘Thefe citizens have a ftrange capacity of foliciting fome-
times. | - [Exie Ald.

' Enter Steward.

Stews. My Lord, here are your taylor, your vintner,
your bookfeller, and half a dozen more, with their bills,
at the door, and they defire their money. L

Y. W, Tell’em, Mr. Clearaccount, that when I was a
private gentleman, I bad nothing elfe to do but.to ram
in debt, and now that I have got into a higher rank, I'm
fo very bufy I can’t pay itb As for that clamorous. rggl:::_

2 .
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of a taylor, fpeak him fair, till he has made up my live-
ries—then, about a year and a half hence I fhall be at
leifure to put him off for a year and a half longer.

Stew. My ‘Lord, there's a gentleman below calls him-
felf Mr. Baffer ; he fays that your Lordfhip owes him
fifty guineas, that he won of you at cards.

-~ T.W. Look’e, Sir, the gentleman’s money isa debt
of honour, and muft be pzidg immediately. ,
¢ Stesv. Your father thought otherwife, my Lord, he
. always took care to have the poor tradefmen fatisfied,
whofe only fubfiflence lay in the ufe of their money,
and was ufed to fay, that nothing was honourable but
what was honeft. : !
¢ 7. W. My father might fay what he pleafed, he wag
a nobleman of very fingular humour—— but in my no-
tion, there age not two things in nature more difterent
than honour and honefty. %\Tow your honefty is a lit-
tle mechanic quality, well enough among citizens, peo-
pte that do nothing but pitiful mean aétions according
to law ; but youn honour flies a much higher pitch,
' and will do any thing that’s free and fpontaneous, but
¢ {corns to level itfelf to what is only juft.’ -

Stew. ButIthink it is a little hard to have thefe poor

ople ftarve for want of their money, and yet pay this
tharping rafcal fifty guineas. )

r. Hg Sharping rafcal! What a barbarifm that is ?
’WMIK he wears as good wigs, as fine linen, and keeps as

company as any at White’s ; and, between youand
%, Sir, this tharping rafcal, as you are ple#fed to call him,
fhall make more intereft among the nobility with -his
cards and’ counters, than a foldier fhall with his fword and
piftol. Pray let bim bave fifty guineas immediately.

{Excunt,
SCENE the Street.
Enter Elder Wou'dbe writini in @ pocket-book, in a riding«

b‘ it,

n ¢ » @

[
[
!
[}
[
[
‘¢

E. . * Monday the 14th of December, 1702, T ar-
rived fafe in London, and o concluding my travels—"
[ Pusting up bis books
Wow welcome, country, father, friends, :

My brother too (if brothers can be friends :)
But, above all, my charming fair, my Conflance. - -
’ : Through
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Through all the mazes of my wand’ring &eps,
Through all the various climes that I have run,
Her love has been the loadftone of my courfe,
Her eyes the ftars that pointed me the wa'y.
Had not her charms my heart intire poflefs’d,
‘W ho knows what Circe’s artful voice and look
:Might have enfnar’d my travelling youth,

And fix’d me to enchantment ?

. Enter Teague with a port-mantean. He throws it dovrn
and fits on it,
Here comes my fellow-traveller. What makes you fit
upon the port-manteau, Teague ? Youwl rumple the
things.

T aga'. By my-thoul, maithter, I did carry the port-man-
tel till it tired me; and now the port-mantel fhall carry
me till I tire him.

E. W. And hew d'ye like London, Teague, after our

. travels ? : -‘

¥ea. Fet, dear joy, ’tis the bravest place I have fheen
in my peregrinations, exfhepting my newn brave fhity of
Carnickfergus,— Uf, uf, dere ith a very fragrant famell
hereabouts— Maifhter, fhall I run to that paithery-cook’s
for thix-pennyworth of boil’d beef ?

E. W. Though this fellow travelled the world over, he
would never his brogue nor his ftomach.——Why,
you cormorant ! fo hungry and fe early ?

- fea. Early ! Deel take me, maifliter, ’tifh a great deal
more than almoft pafht twelve o’clock.

¢ E, W. Thou art never happy, unlefs thy guts be
s fiuffed up to thy eyes.

¢ Jra. Oh, maithter, dere ith a dam way of diftance,
¢ and the deel a bit between.”

Enter ¥oxng Wou'dbe in a chair, with four er fue Footmen
- before himy and paffes over wo.

E. . Hey-day! Who comeg here ith ope, twoy
three, four, five foatmen ! Some young fellow juft taft~
ing the fweet vanity of fortune. Run, Teague, enquire
who that is. )

Tea. Yes, maithter. [Runs to one of the Faotpen.] Sir, -
will you give my humble tharvice to your maifhter, and
tell him to thend me-word fat name ifa upop him ?

Fapte You would know fat name ifh upon him 2

D 3 : g}"
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Tea. Yefh, fer woud I.

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir ?

T¢a. By my fhoul, Iam a fhentleman bred and born,
and dere ith my maithter.

. Foot. Then your mafter wou’d know it ?

9ea. Arah, you fool, ith it not the faam ting ?

Foot. Then tell your mafter, ’tis’ the young Lord
Wou’dbe, juft come to his eftate by the death of his fa-
ther and elder brother. ) [£xit Footmax.

E.w. What do I hear ? i

Tea. You hear that you are dead, maifhter ; fere vil
.you pleafhe to'be buried ?

" E.W. Butart thou fureit was my brother ?

Tea. By my fhoul it was his nown felf ; I know’d him
very well, after his man told me. 4

E. W. Thebufinefs requires that I be convinced with
my own eyes. Pl follow him, and know the bottom
on’t. Stayhere till I return. -

Tea. Dear maifhter, have a care ypon your fhelf. Now
they know you are dead, by my fhoul they may kill you,

E.W. Don't fear: noneof his fervants know me, and
P'll take care to keep my face from his fight. ¢ It con-
¢ cerns me to conceal myfelf, till I know the engines of
¢ this contrivance.” Befure you flay till I come to you ;
and let nobody know whom you belong to. [Exit

Tea. Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is leftall alone.

: [Sits on the port-manteaus
, Enter Subtleman and Steward. -

Sub. And you won’t fwear to the will ? .

o f:S'te‘w. My confcience tells ‘me I dare not do’t with

ety. ’ . .

' Sz But if we make it lawful what fhould we fear ?
We now think nothing againft confcience, ’till the caufe
be thrown out of court. :

Stew, In you, Sir, %tis no fin, becaufe "tis the principle

- of your profeffion : butin me, Sir, *tis downright perjury
indeed.” You can’t want witneffes enough, fince money
won’t be wapting——and you muft lofe no time; for I
heard juft now, that the true Lord Wou’dbe was feen in
town, or his ghoft. .

Sub. It was his ghoft, to be fure; for a nobleman with-
out an eftate is but the fhadow of a lord.—Well, take no

care ;
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care: leave meto myfelf ; I am near the Friers, and ten
to one fhall pick up an evidence, -

Stew, Speed you well, Sir. [ Exit.

Sub. There’s a fellow that has hunger and the gallows
pi&ured in his face, and looks like one for my purpofe.
—How now, honeft friend, what have you got undes
youthere? . . ~

Tea. Nothing, dear joy.

Szb. Nothing! Isit not a port-manteau ?

Zea. Thatis nothing to you.

Sub. The fellow’s a wit.

Tea. FaitamI! My grandfather was an Irifh poet— .
He did write a great boo§ of verfes concerning the vars
between St. Patrick and the wolf-dogs.

Sxb. Then thou art poor, I’'m afraid ? .

Tea. By my fhoul, my fole generation ith fo—I have
noting but thifh port-manteau, and dat itthelf ifh not my
own. . :

" Sub. Why, who does it belong to ?
"~ Zea. To my maifhter, dear joy.

Sub. Then you have a mafter ?

Tea. Fait I have, but he’s dead.

Sub. Right! And how do you intend to live ?

Tea. By eating, dear joy, fen I can get it, and by
fleeping fen I can get none.—’Tifh the fathion of Ire~
land. .

* Sub. What was your mafter’s name pray ?

Tea. [Afide.] 1 will tell a lee now; but it fhall be
a true one. Macfadin, dear joy, was his naam,
He vent over vith King Jamifh into France,————He
was my maifhter once.  Deere ifh the true lee noo. -

[Aﬁdf.

Sub. What employment had he ?

Tea. Fene feay pas.

Sub, \%hat',/?canpyou fpeak French ? :

Tea. Oxy, Monfinr,—1 did travel France and Spain,
and Italy—Dear joy, I did kifh the pope’s toe, and dat
will excufe me all the fins of my life: and fen 1 am
dead, St. Patrick will excufe the reft.

Sub. A rare fellow for my purpofe! [4fide.] Thon
lookeft like an honeft fellow ; and if you will go with

. me
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me to the next tavern, I'll give thee a dinnerapd a gl
of wine. ' ' '
"~ 7eq. By my fhoul *tis dat I wanted
along, and I will follow youy. '
[Runs out before Subtleman vith the port-mantean g
bis back. ’
’ "Enter Elder Wou’dbe. .
E.W. My father dead! my birth-right Ipft ! How
have my drowfy ftars flept’ over my “fortupe ? Ha!
[Looking about.] My fervant gone ! The. fimple, poor,
ungratetul wretch has left me.” I took him up from po-
verty axﬁ want ; and now he ‘leaves me juft 3 I found
Jhim. My clothes and money too! But' why fhould I
repine ? "Let man but view the dangers he has paft,
and few will fear what hazards are to come. ¢ Thae
* Pravidence that has fecured my life from robbers,
* fhipweeck, and from ficknefs, is ftill the fame ; fHijl
¢ kind whilft T am juft.! My death, I find, 1s firmly
believed ; but how, it gained fo univerfal credjt, I fain
would learn. Who comes here 2—honeft Mr. Efai:bank !
My father’s goldfmith, a man of fubftance and jntegrity.
The alteration of five years abfence, with the reporc of

my death, may fhade me from his kno_wlc,dge, till I en-
quire fome news. '

, dear joy ; comie

Enter Fairbank.
Sir, your humble fervant, ,

Fair. Sir, Idon’t know you. " [Sbunning bim.

E. . 1 intend you no harm, Sir;.but fe¢in you
come from my Lor! Wou’dbe’s houfe, I woql;: aéyon
3 quefftion ortwo. Pray what diftemper did my Lord

ie of ? ' . :

Fair. T'am toldit wasan apoplexy.

E.#. And pray, Sir, what does the warld fay-?- Is
his death much lamented ?

Fair. Lamented;! My eyes that queftion fhould re-
folve. Friend, thou knewcft himnot ; elfe thy own heart
had anfwered thee.

E. W. Hisgrief, methinks, chides my defe& of filia}
duty. [4fide.] But I hope, Sir, his lofs is partly recoms
pc;Seaiq the merits of his fucceffor. .

air» It might have been; but his eldeft fon, heirto
- . his
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his virtue and honour, was lately and unfortunately kil-
. led in Germany.

E. W, How unfortunately, Sir?

Fair. Unfortunately for him, and us. I do remember
him He was the mildeft, humbleft, fweeteft youth—

E. W. Happy indeed had been my part in life, if 1
had left this human ftage, whillt this fo fpotlefs, and
fo fair applaufe, had crowned my going off. [Afide.]
Well, Sir.

" Fair. But thofe that faw him in his travels, told fuch
wonders of his improvement, that the report recalled his
father’s years ; and with the joy to hear his Hermes
praifed, he oft would break the chains of gout and age;
.and leaping up with ftrength of greeneft youth, cry, My
Hermes is myfelf : methinks I live my fprightly days
again, and I am young in him. '

¢ E. W. Spite of all modefty, a man muft own plea-
¢ fure in the hearing of his praife. [fide?

Fair. You’re thoughtful, Sir. Had you any relation
to the family, we talk of ?

E.W. None, Sir, beyond my private concern in the
publiclofs. But pray, Sir, what charaéter does the pre-
fent Lord bear ? '

Fair. Your pardon, Sir. As for the dead, their me-
mories are Ielgt)‘l unrégarded, and tongues may touch
them freely : but for the living, they have provided
for.the fafety of their names by a ftrong inclofure of
the law. There is a thing called Scandalum Magna-
tum, Sir. ~ ' ’ X

E. #. 1 commend your caution, Sir; but be affured
I intend not to entrap you. I ama poor gentleman, ang
having heard much of the charity of the dld Lord
Wou’dbe, I had a mind to apply to his fon, and therefore
enquired his chara&ter.

air. Alas! Sir, thingsarechanged: that houfe w3s
once what poverty might go a pilgrimage to feek, and
have its pains rewarded. The noblé Lord, the truly no-
ble Lord, held his eftate, his honour, and his houfe, as
if they were only lent upon the intereft of doing good
to others. He kept a porter, not to. exelude, but ferve
the poor. . No creditor was feen to guard his going out,

or watch his coming in : no craving eyes, but looks of ,
finiling
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Tmiling gratitude. But now, that family, which, like .2
-garden fairly kept, invited every ftranger to its fruit and
fhade, is now run over with weeds: nothing .but wine
and revellipg within, a croud of noify creditors without,
a train of fervants infolently proud—Would you believe
.it, Sir, as'I offered to go in juft now, the rude porter
puthed me back with his ‘ftaff. -1 am at this prefent
(thanks to Providence and my induftry) worth twenty
.thoufand pounds. I.pay the fifth part of this to main-
tain the hberty of the nation ; and yet this :flave, this
impudent Swits {lave, offered to {trike me.
£. W. "Twas hard, Sir, very hard : and if they ufed
a man of your fubftance fo roughly, how will they ma-
page me, that am not worth a groat ?
Fair. 1 would not willingly defraud your hopes of what
may bappen, If voucandrink.and fwear, perhaps——
E.W. 11hall not pay that price for his Lordip’s boun-
ty, woulditextend to half he’s worth. Sir, I giveyyqu
_thanks for your caution, and fhall fteer,another courfe.
Fair. ‘Sir, you look like an honeft, modeft gentleman.
Come home with me ;1 am as ablc to give you a dinner
‘as my Lord ; and yon fhall be very welcome to eat at
"my table every day, tll you are better provided.
E.W. Good man. [Afide.] Sir, I muft beg you to ex-
cufe me to-day ; but { thall find a time to accept of .your
favours, or at leaft to thauk you for them,
Fair, Sir, you fhaii be very welcome whenever you
pleafe. . [Exit.
E. W. Generous, citizen! Surely, if Juftice were an
herald, fhe would give this tradefinan a nobler goat of
arms than my brotl%er. But Idelay: I long to vindi-
.cate the honour of my ftation, and to difplace this bold
ufurper. But one concern, methinksis nearer Ttill: m
'Conll:ance! Should the, upon the rumour of my death,
have fixed her heart elfewhere, then T were dead indeed ;
“but if fhe ftill prove, true, brother, fit faft : »
I’ll fhake your ftrength all abftacles remove,
‘Suftain’d by juftice, and infpir'd by love. LExite
: SCENE, ax dpartment,
Enter Conftance and Aurelia.
Con. For heaven’s fake, coufin ceafe your impertinent

eonfolations : it but makes me angry, and raifes two paf-
' . fions
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fions in meinftead of one. You fee ‘I commbt no cx.
travagancey my grief is filent enough ; my tedrs make "’
no noife to difturb any body. 1 defire no companion in -
my forrows ; leave me to-myfelf, and you comfort me;

Aur. But; coufin, have you no regard to your reputd.
gion ? ‘This immoderate concerd for a young fellaw,
What will the world fay'? You lament himi like a huf-
band. . '

Con. Noj you miftake : I hive 'né’ rule nor method
for my grief ; .no pomp of black and darkened rooms ;
po formal month for vifits on' my bed. I am content
with the flight mdurning of a broken heart; and
allmy form is tears, i ’
- Enter Midnight. '

Mid. Maddm Aurelia, Madam, don®t difturb her,——
Esery thing muft'have its vent, *Tis a hard cafe to be -
crofled in one’s firft love. But you fhould confider, Ma-
diam, [7o Conftdnce.] that we are all born to die, fome -
young, fome old.

Con. Better we all died young, than to be plagued with
age, as I am. " Ifind other folks years areas troublefome
10 us as our own. »

Mid. You have reafon, you have caufe to mourn, Hé °
was the haodfomeft man, and the fweeteft babe, that I .
know ; tho’ I muft confefs too, that Ben had much the,
firer complexion when he was born : but then Hermes,
yes Hermes, had the fhape, that he had. But of all the
infants that I ever beheld with* my eyes, I think Ben
had the fineft ear, wax-work, perfe® wax-work {/ ¢ and
¢ then he did fo fputter at the breaft ! His nurfe was
* a hale, well-complexioned, fprightly jade,. as ever I
¢ faw; but- her milk was a little too flale, tho’ at the
¢ fame time ’twas as blue and clear as a cambrick,’

Aur. Do you intend all this, Madam, fora confolation -
tomy coufin ? .

td. No, no, Madam, that’s to come. I tell you,
fair lady, you have only loft the man ; the eftate and title
are flill you own ; and this very moment I would “falute
you'Lady Wou’dbe, if you pleafed.
. Gon. Dear Madam, your propofal is vety tempting ;
let me confider but till ‘to-morrow, and I'll give you an

anfwer, ,
4_ N MJ.
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Mid. 1 knew it, I knew it; I faid, when you were
born, you would be a lady ; I knew it. To-morrow,
you fay. My Lord fhall kaow it immediately, [ Eair,

"Aur. What d’ye intend to do, coufin ? )

Con. To go into the country this moment, to be free
from the impertinence of condolence, the perfecution of
that monfter of a man, and that devil of a woman.—
O, Aurelia, I long to be alone. I am become fo fond of
grief, that I would fly where I might enjoy it all, and have
no interruption in my darling forrow.

Enter Elder Wou’dbe unperceived.
E.W. Intears! perhaps forme! Dlltry
[Drops @ j:fure, and goes back to the entrance, and
d liftens, :

Aur. If there be aught in grief delightful, don’t grudge
me a fhare. .
Con. No, my dear Aurelia, I'll engrofs it all. I loved

him fo, methinks I {hould be jealous if any mourned his
death befides myfelf. What's here! [Takes up the pic- .
ture.] Ha! fee, coufin! the very faceand features of
the man! Sure fome officious angel has brought me this
for a companion in-my folitude.  Now I am fitted out
for forrow. With this I'll figh, with this converfe,
gaze on his image till 1 grow blind with weeping. :

Aur. I’mn amazed ! how came it here ? _

Con. Whether by miracle or human chance, *is all
alike ; I have it here: nor fhall it ever feparate from m
breaft—it’s theonly thing could give me joy, becaufe it
will encreafe my grief.

E. W. [ Entering.] Moft glorious woman ! now I am
fond of lite.

Auxr. Ha! What’s this ? Your bufinefs, pray Sir ?

E. . With this _Jady. [Goes to Conftance, rakes bey .
band, and kneels.) Here let me worthip that perfection,
whofe virtue might atra& theliftening angels, and make
them fmile to fee fuch purity, fo like themfelves, in hue
man (hape. '

- Con. Hermes } '
- E. W. Your living Hermes, who fhall die yourstoo,
¢ Con. Now paffion, powerful paffion, would bear me
¢ like a whirlwind to bis arms—but my fex has bounds.
¢ *Tis wonderous, Sir ! -
. EW,
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¢ E. W. Moft wonderous are the works of fate for
¢ man, and moft clofely laid is the fe:ﬁmine line that
¢ guides him into happinefs ! That hidden power which
¢ did permit thofe arts to cheat me of my birth-right,
¢ had this furprize of happinefs in flore, well knowing
¢ that griefis the beft preparative for joy.’

Coxn. * I never found the true {weets of love till this
¢ romantic turn ! dead and alive ! my ftars are poetical.’
For heaven’s fake, Sir, unriddle your fortune.

E. #. That my dear brother muft do: for he made
the znigma, '

Aur. Methinks I ftand here like a fool all this while :
would I had fome body or other to fay a fine thing or
%0 to me. : . .

- E. W. Madam, I beg ten thoufand pardons : I have
my excufe in my hand. . .
Auwr. My Lord, I with you joy. S

E. #. Pray, Madam, don’t trouble me with a title i}l
Jam better equipped for it. My peerage would look 8
lictle fhabby in thefe robes. .

Con. You have a good excufe, my Lord; you can
wear better when you pleafe.

E. 7. 1havea better excufe, Madam——=Thefe are
the beft I have. : : .

Con. How, my Lord ! .

E. W. Very true, Madam ; Iam at prefent, I believe,
the pooreft peer in England. Hark’e, Aurelia, pi'ythee
lend me a piece or two. :

Aur, Ha, ha,ha! a poor peer indeed! He wants a
guinea. :

Con. I'm glad on’t with all my Heart.

E. W. Why fo, Madam ?

Con. Becaule I can furnith you with five thoufand,

E. W. Generous woman ! '

_ Euter Trueman. ‘

Ha! my friendtoo! - '

Frue. 1am glad to find you here, my Lord: here’s a
current report about town that you were. killed, I was
afraid it might reach this family, fo I come to difprove
the fory, by your letter to me by the latt poft. .

Aur. 'm glad he’s come ; now i will be my twrn,

coufin. :
E 0 True.
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* True. Now, my Lord, I with you joy ; and I expet
the fame from you. . '

E.W. With all my heart; but upon what fcore 3

True. The old {core, marriage. ’

E.W. Towhom? :

True. To a neighbour lidy here. [Looking at Aurelia.

Axr. Impudence ! [ Afide.] The lady mayn’t be fo near
as you imagine, Sir. '

True. The lady mayn't be fo near as you imagine,
Madam. ' .

Axy. Don’t miftake me, Sir : I did not care if the lae
dy were in Mexico.
" ¥rue. Nor I neither, Madam,

¢ Aur. You’re very fhort, Sir.

¢ True. The fhorteft pleafures are the fweeteft,- you
¢ know.’ ]

Aur, Sir, you appear very different to me from what
you were very lately. .

True. Madam, you appear-very different to me to what
you were lately. '

Aur. Strange! , '

[This while Conftance and Wou'dbe entertain one arnos
ther in dumb fhew.

True. Miraculous !

Apyr. 1could never have believed it,

True. Nor I, as I hope to be faved.

Ayr, Il manners!

True. Worfe. ‘

Aur, How have I deferved it, Sir ?

True. How have I deferved it, Madam ?

Aur. What ?

Trxe. You.

Azr. Riddles! :

True. Women !=———My Lord, you'll hear of me at

White’s, Farewel. [Runs off
E. W. What, Trueman gone !
Ayr. Yes. " [Walks abont in diforder,

Con. Blefsme ! what’s the matter, coufin ?
Aur. Nothing.

Con. Why are you uneafy !

Aur, Npthinf. :

Con, What ajls you then ? .
Aur,

.
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. Axr. Nothing.e—=I don’t love the fellow—yet to bs
affronted—1I can’t bear it. " :
[Burfs out a crying, and rans off.

Con, Your friend, my Lord, has affronted Aurelia. o

E. 7. Impofible ! His regard to me were {ufficient
fecurity for his good behaviour here, tho’ it were in his.
nature to be rude elfewhere.—~She has certainly ufed him
ill,

Con. Too well rather.

E. W. Too well | havea care, Madam! that, with
fome men, is the greateft provocation to a flight,

Cox. Don’t miftake, my Loord, her ufage never went
farther than mine to you ; and I fhould take it very iil
w be abufed forit,

E. #. I'll follow him, and know the caufe of it.

Con. No, my Lord, I'll follow her, and know it : be-
£idos, your own afluirs with your brother require you at
prefent, - [Bacunts

Exp of the Tairp Acr.

ACT 1IV.

SCENE, Lord Wouwdbe’s Houfe,
Enter Young Wou’dbe and Subtleman.

, Young Wou’psg, :
ETURNED ! Who faw him ? Who fpoke with
him ? He can’t be returned.

Sub. My Lord, he’s below at the gate, parlying with
the porter, who has private orders from me to admit no-
body till you fend him word, that we may have the more
time to fettle our affairs. _ 4

Z. W, °Tisa hard cafe, Mr.Subtleman, that a man
can’t enjoy his right without all this trouble. .

Sub. Ah, my Lord, you fee the benefit of law now,
what an advantage it is to the public for fecuring of pro-
perty, Had you not the law of your fide, who knows
what devices might be practifed to defraud you of your

right, But I have fecured all——=The will is in_true
E 2 form ;
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form ; and you have two witnefles already to fwear to the
laft words o?' your father. :

7. W. Then you have got another ?

Sub. Yes, yes,a right one; and I fhall pick up ane-
ther time enough before the term.  And ] have planted
three or four conftables in the next room, to take care of
your brother if he fhould be boifterous.

Y. W. Then you think we are fecure, -

Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleafes: I'll
go down and give orders for his admitzance.

Y. /. Unkind brother ! to difturb me thus, juftinthe
fwing and firetch of my full fortune! Where is the tie
of blood ard nature, when brothers will do this ? Had he
but ftaid till Conftance had been mine, his prefence or his
abfence had been then indifferent.

: ' Enter Midnight.

Mid, Well, my Lord, {Pants as out of breath.] you'il
never be fatisfied till you have broke my heart. -1 have
fuch ado yonder about you with Madam Conftance—
but fhe’s your own.

7. W. How! my own! Ah! my dear helpmate, I
am afraid we are routed in that quarter : my brother's
come home.

Mid. Your brother come home ;" then I'll go travel.

[Going.

7. #, Hold, hold, Madam, we are all fecure; we
have provided for his reception; your neghew Subtle-
man has ftopped up all paflages to the eftate.

¢ Mid. Ay, Subtlcroan 1s a pretty thriving ingenious
¢ boy. Little do you think who 1s the father of hiny,
¢ I’ll tell you ; Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in Lombard-
¢ ftreet o ,
© ¢ Y. W. Moabite the Jew ! -

¢ Mid. You fhall hear, my Lord—One evening, as I
¢ ‘wasvery grave in my own houfe, reading ‘the—Weekly
¢ Preparation— Ay, it was the Weekly Preparation, I do
¢ remember particularly well. What hears me I—but
¢ pat, pat, very foftly at'the door. Come in,cries I,
¢ and prefently enters Mr. Moabite, followed by a foug
¢ chair, the windows clofe drawn, and in it was a fine
¢ young virgin juft upon the point of beingdelivered.—
¢ We wereallin a great hurly-burly for a while }o be

: - ure ;
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* fure; but our production was a fine boy. Jhad fifey
¢ guineas for my trouble, the lady was wrapped up very
¢ warm, placed in her chair, and re-conveyed to the
place fhe came from. Who the was, or what the was,
1 could never Jearn, though my maid faid that the
chair went through the Park—but the child was left
with me——The father would have made a Jew onm it
prefently, but I fwore, if he committed fuch a barba+
rity on the infant, that I would difcover all.—So I had
him brought up a good chriftian, and bound ’prentice
to an attorpey. ’

¢ Y. W, Very well, ,
¢ Mid. Ah, my Lord ! there’s many a pretty fellow in
London that knows as little of their true father and
mother as he does ; I have had feveral fuch jobs in
my time—there was one Scotch nobleman that brought
me four-in half -a year.

¢ 7. W. Four! and how were they all provided for ?
¢ Mid. Very handfomely indeed ; they were two fons
¢ and (wo davghters ; the eldeft fon rides in the firt troop
¢ of guards, and the other is a very pretty fellow, and
¢ his father’s valetde chambre, .

¢ 7. 7. And whatisbecome of the daughters, pray ?

¢ Mid. Why one of them is a manteau-maker, and'
¢ the youngeft has got into the play-houfe.’——Ay, ay,.
my Lord, let Subtleman ilone, I’ll warrant he'll manage
your brother. Ads my life, here is fomebody coming, L
would not be feen.

7. W. 'Tis my brother, and he’ll meet you upon the
flairs ¢ adfo, get into this clofet till he be gome.

(Shuts ber inse the clofe’s
~ Enter Elder Wou’dbe axd Subtleman, :
_ My brother! deareit brother, welcome !
{Rauns and embraces bime
- E. W. ¥ can’t diffemble, Sir, elfe I would return your
falfe embrace. .

7. W. Falfe embrace! ftill fufpicious of me ! I thought-
that five years abfence might have cooled the unmanly
heats of our childith days ; that Iam over-joyed at your
return, let this teftify ; this moment I refign all right apd
title to yeur honouryand falute you Lord.

E. 7. 1 want pot your permiffion to enjoy my right ;

. "E3 here

LB W NN N Y
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here I am lord and mafler without your refignation § and

the firft ufe I make of my a\zthoria', is to difcard that

rude, bull-faced fellow at the door. Whereis my fteward ?
' Enter Clearaccount. '

Mz, Clearaccount, let that pampered centinel below this
minute be difcharged. Brother, I wonder you could
feed fuch a fwarm of lazy, idle drones about you, and
leave the poor indufirious bees, that fed you from their
hives, to want. Steward, leok to’t; if I have not dif<
charges for every farthing of my father’s debts upon my
toilet to-morrow morning, you fhall follow the tipftaff, T
can affure you, )

Y. #. Hold, hold, my Lord, you ufurp too large a
power, methinks, over my family, :

E.W. Your family ! -

7. W. Yes, my family; you have no title to lord it
here. Mr. Clearaccount, you know your matter. :

E. W, How! a combination againft me! Brother,
take heed how you deal with one, that cautious of your
falthocd, comes prepared to meet your arts, and can re-
tort your cunning to your infamy: your black unpatu-
ral defigns againlt my life, before I went abroad, my
charity can pardon; but my prudence muft remember to

guard me from your mnaliee for the future, o

7. #. Our father's weak and fond furmife! which he
upon his death bed owned ; and to recompenfe me for
that injurious, unnatural fufpicion, he left me fole heir to
bis eftate. Now, my Lord, my houfe and fervants are
at your fervice. . -

. E.W. Villainy beyond example! have I not letters’
from my father of fcarce a fortnight’s date, where he re-
peats his fears for my return, left it fhould again expofe
me to your hatred #

- Sub. Well, well, thefe are mo proofs, no proofs, my
Lord ; they won’t pafs in court againft pofitiveevidence.
Here is your father’s will, ggnatam &' figillatum, befides
his laft words to confirm it, to which' I can take my pofi~
tive oath in any court of Weftminfter. :

E. W. What are you, Sir? Co

Sub. Of Clifford’s Inn, my Lord, I belong to the law,

E. W. Thou art the worm and maggot of the law,
bred in the bruifed and rotten parts, and now art nou-

rithed
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rithed on the fame corrupticn that produced thee. The
Englifh law, as planted firft, was like -the Englith oak,
fhooting its fpeading arms around, to fhelter all that
dwelt beneath its fthade : but now whole fwarms of ca-
terpillars, Lke you, hang in fuch clufters upon every
branch, that the once thriving tree now fhieds inteétious
vermin on our heads.

Y. W. My Lord, 1 have fome company above ; if
your Lordfhip will drink a glafs of wine, we. fhall be
glad of the honour : if not, I fhall attend you ae any
court of judicature, whenever yeu pleafe to fummon me.

E. W. Hold, Sir — Perhaps my father’s dying weak-
-nefs was impofed on, and he has lett him heir ; it fo, his
will fhall freely be obeyed. [ 44de.] Brother, you fay you
have a will ?

Sxb. Here it is. [Sheawing a parchments

E.W. Let me fee it.

Sub. There’sno precedent for that, my Lord.

E. W. Upon my honour, D'il reftore 1.

T. #. Upon my honour, but you fhan’t

[Tatkes it from Sub. and puts it in bis pocket.

E. W. This over-caution, brother, 1s fufpicious.

ﬁT » W. Seventhoufand pound a year is worth looking
after. :

E. W. Therefore you can’t take it ill that Iam a little
inquifitive about it. Have you witnefles to prove my,
* father’s dying words ?

Y. W. A couple in the houfe.

E. #W. Who arethey ? .

Sub. Witnefles, my Lord! 'Tis unwarrantable to en-
quire into the merits of the caufe out of court ; — my-
client fhall anfwer no more queftions. :

E. W. Perhaps, Sir, upon a fatisfaory account of
his title, I intend to leave your client to the quiet enjoy-
ment of his right, without troubling any courr with the
bufinefs ; I therefore defire to know what kind of per-
fons are thefe witneffes.

. Sxb. Oho, he’s coming about, [A4fde.] 1 told your
‘Lordfhip already, that I am one ; another is in the houfe,
one of my Lorg’s footmen.

. E. W. Where is this footman ? i

7. W, Farth coming., . g
’ E. W;



¢ THE TWIN RIVALS.

E.W. Produce him,

Sxh. That I fhell prefently. The day’s our own, Sir.
[70 Y.W.] Butyou fhall engage firft to atk him no crofs-
queflions. . [Exita

E.W. I amnot fkilted in fuch. But, pray brother;
did my father quite forget me ? left me nothing ?

Y. W. Truly, my Lord, nothing : he {poke but hetley

_ left ro legacies.
E. W. *Tis ftrange ! he was extremely juft, and loved
ttie too ; but perhaps— .
Enter Subtleman awith Teague.
Sub. My Lord, here’s another evidence.
E. W. Teague! -
7. W. My brother’s fervant ! ,
(They all four flare upon oxe another.
Swb. His {ervant !
Tea. Maifhter! fee here, maifhter, I did get all dith
£Cl;ink: money.] for being an evidenfh, dear joy ; and
y my fhoule, I will give the half of it to you, if you
will give me your pernifhon to make fwear againft you.
E.W. My wonder is divided betwen the villainy of
the fa@, and the amazement of the difcovery. Teague!
fhy very fervant! fure I dream.

.

Tea. Fet, dere ifh no dreaming in the cath ; I'm fure
the croori pieceith are awake, for I bave been talking with
dem difh balf hour. .

7. W. Ignorant, unlucky man, thou haft ruined me 3
why had not I a fight of him befare ¢

Su. 1 thought the fellow had been too ignorant to be
2 knave.

¥¢a. By my fhoule, you lee, dear joy. Icanbe aknave
as well as you, fen I think it conveniency. ,

E.W. Now, brother ! Speechlefs ! Your oracle too
filenced ! ¢ Isall your boafted fortune funk to the guilty
¢ bluthing for a crime ?* Bug Ifcorn to infult. Let difa
appointment be your punithment : but for you lawyer
there—Teague, lay hold of him. )

Szb. Let none dar€ to attack me without a legal war-
rant. . -

Tea. Attach! no, dear joy, I eannot attach you memwms
but I can catch you by the throat, afeer the fathionof,

Jreland. [ Fakea Sub. &y the throar

N 3 S“&l
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- Sub. Anaffaule! an affaule!

Fea. No, no, 'tifh noting but choaking, noting but
choaking.

E. W. Hold him faft, Teague. Now, Sir, [To Y. W.]
becaufe I was your brother, you would have betrayed me ;
and becaufe I am your brother, I forgive it; difpofe your-
felf as you think fit. I'll order Mr. Clearaccount togive
you a thoufand pounds. Go, take it, and pay me by your
abfence.

¥. W. 1 {corn your beggarly benevolence: had my
defigns fucceeded, I would not have allowed you the
weight of a wafer, and therefore. will accept none. As
for that lawyer, he deferves to be pilloried, not for his
cunning in deceiving you, but for his ignorance in be-

“traying me. The villain has dcfrauded me of feven thou-

L]

fand pounds a year. Farewel, [Going.
Enter Midnight out of the clofet, runs to Young Woud’be,
and knecls,

Mid. My Lord, mydear Lord Wou’dbe, I beg you
ten'thoufand pardons.

7. W. What offerce haft.thou done to me ?-

Mid. An offence the moft injurious, 1 have hitherto
concealed a fecret in my breaft, to the offence of juftice,
and the defrauding your Lordfhip of your true right and
title, You, Benjamin Wou’dbe, witi the crooked -back,
are the eldeft born, and true heir to the eftate and dig-
nity. ‘ :

z)m. How! | .

Fea. Arah, how ? .

M;d. None,my Lord, can tell better than1, who brought
you both into the world——My deceafed Lord, upon
the fightof your deformity, engaged me, by.a confide-
rable reward, to fay you were the laft born, that the beau-
tiful twin, likely to be the greater ornament to the fami.
ry, might fucceed him in his honour. This fecret my
confcience has long ftruggled with. Upon the news that
you were left heir to the eftate, I thought juftice was fa-
tisfied, and I was refolved to keep it a fecret ftill; bue
by ftrange chance, over-hearing what pafled juft now,
my poot confcience was racked, and 1 was forced to des
clure the yruth, W
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7. W. By all my former hepes 1 could have fworn its.
1 found the {piris.of elderfhip in my blood ; my pulfes
beat, and fwelled for feniority. Mr., Hermes Wou'dbe,
I’m your moft humble fervant. - [Foppifbly.

E. W, Hermes is my name, my chiiftian name ;
which I am prouder than of all ritles that honour gives,
or flattery beftows. But thou, vain bubble, ¢ puft up
¢ with the empty breath of that more empty woman ;’
to let thee fee how I defpife thy pride, I’ll call thee Lord,
drefs thee up in titles like a king at arfns ; ¢ you fhall be
¢ blazoned round, like any church in Holland; thy pa.
¢ geantry fhall exceed the Lord Mayor’s; and yet this
Hermes, plain Hermes, thall defpife thee.

Swb. Well, well, this is'nothing to the purpofe. Mif.
trefs, will you make an affidavit of what you have faid,
before a mafter in Chancery ?

Mid. That I can, tho’ I were to die the next minute
after it.

Tea. Den, dear joy, you would be damn’d the next
minute after dat.

E. . Allthis is trifling: I muft purge my houfe of
this neft of villainy st once, Here, Teague [Whifpers
Teague.) go, make hafte,

Yea, Dat I can.

[ s be runs our, Young Wou'dbe fops hinsi

7. W. Where are you going, Sir ?

Fea. Only for apet of ale, dear joy, for you and my
maifhter, todrink friends,

. . You lie, firrah. [ Pufbes bim back,

9ea. Fet, 1dofo.

E. W. Whay, violence to my fervant! Nay, then I’ll
force him a paflage.

 Sub. An affault, anaffault upon the body of a peer,
“Within there !
Enter three or four Conflables, one of thom aith a Black,
patch on bis tye.  They difarm Elder Wou’dbe, aud fe-
care Teague.

E. I7. This plot was laid for my reception. Unhand
e, conftable. . .
- Y. W. Have acare, Mr. Conftable, the man is mad ;
- he’s poflefled with an odd phrenzy, that hefe my hrotheré
an
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and my elder too ; fo becaufe I would not very willingly
refign my houfe and eftate, heattempted to murder me.
Sxb. Gentlemen, take care of that fellow : he made an
affault upon my body vi &S armis.
. Fea. Agrah, fat ith dat wy at armith ?
Sub. No matter, firrah, I {hall have you hanged.
’Tea. Hang’d ! dat is nothing, dear joy——we are us’d

to’t.

E. #. Unhand me, villins, or by all

Tea. Have agare, dear maifhter, doa’t fwear ;. we thall
be in the Crown-Offilb. You know dere ifh fharpers
about us. | Losking abeut ox them that hold him.

Y. W. Mr. Conflable, you kpow your directions ;
away with ’em.

E. W, Holde—=

Cen. No, no, force him away.. '

- [They all burry bim off, manent ¥, W, and Midnight.

7. ¥. Now, my dear profhetefs, my fybil ; by allmy
dear defires and ambitions, I do belisve you have fpoken.
the truth—I am the elder.

M:d. No, no, Sir, the devil 2 word on’t is true —I
would not wrang my confcience neither : for, faith and
troth, as I am an hopeft woman, you were born above
three-quarters of an hour after him.—But I don’t much
careif I do fwear that you are the eldeft. ——What a blef~
fing it was that I was in the clofet at that pinch ! Had I
not comae out that moment, you would have fneaked qff ;
your brather had been in pafleflion, 3nd then we had loft
all: but now you are eftablifhed : poflcflion gets you
money, that Eeu you law, and law, you know—Down on
your knees, firrah, and afk me blefling.

7. #. No, my dear mother, I'll give thee a blefling,
a rent~charge of five-hundred pounds a year, upon whag
part of the eftate you will, dysing your life.

Mid. Thank you, my Lord ; that five hundred a yeag
will afford me ¢ 3 leifurely life, and * 'a hindfome retire-
ment in the country, ¢ where I mean to repent me of my
¢ fins, and die a goed Chriftian ; for, heaven knows, [
¢ am old, and ought te bethink me of another life,’——-
Have you nome of the cordial left that we had in the
morning ?Y " he £ Liad, (£

T. W. Yes, yes, we'll go.to the fouptain head. [Ex.

= yen, welle SCENE
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SC E N E the Street. :

Enter Teague.:

Tea. Deel tavke me but difh ifh a moft thweet buﬁncfc
indeed 3 muifhters play the fool, and fhervants muft fhut-
fer for n I am prifhener in the Conftable’s houfe, by
my fhoul, and fhent abroad to fetch foine bail for my
miaifhter ; but who fhall bail poor Teague, agra ?

Enter Conftance.
Oh, dere uh my maifhter’s-old Bve. lndped, I fear difla
bifhnefs will fpoil his fonune,

Con. Who's here? Tea [Hc turns from ber. .

9ea. Deel tauke her, I §xd tought fhe cou’d not know
me agen, now I am a prifhoner. [Conftance goes about o
look bim in th: > face. He turns from fer.] Difh ifh not thie -
vnl by my fhoul, to know-a fhentleman fether he will or

CM Why this, Teague ? What's the matter ? Are,
you afham’d of me or yourfelf, Teague ? :

_ Tea. Of bote, by my fhoul.:

" Con. How does your maﬂer, Sir ?

Fea. Very well, dear joy, and in prifhon,

Con. In prifon ! ! how ? where ?

9ca Why, in the little Bafhtile yonder, at the end of
the ftieet.

Con. Shew me the way immediately.

Tea. Fet, 1 can thew you the houfe yonder; fhee yon-
der ! by my fhoul, I fhee his face yonder, peeping thro '
the iron glafs window.

Con. T'll fee him, though a dungeon were his confine-
ment, [(Rans out,
© Tea. Ah! auld kindnefh, by my fhoul, cannot be for-
gotten. Now, it my maifhter had but qrafhe enough to
get her with child, her word wou'd go for two ; and fhe

wou'd bail him and I bote; ’ (Exit,
'SCENE a Room miferably furnifbed, Elder Wou’dbe
Sitting and awriting, .

E.W. The Tow’r confines the great,
The fpunging-houfe the puor ;
~ Thus thcre are degrees of fate
That ev’n the wretched muft endure.
Virgil,
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Virgil, tho’ cherifh’d in caurts,
Relates but a fplenetic tale,

Cervantes revels and fporte,
Altho’ he writ in a gaol,

Then hang reflexions, [Startsup.] I'll go write a come-
dy. Ho, within there: tell the lieutenant of the 1ower
that I would fpeak with him.

Enter Confiable, .

Con. Ay, ay, the man is mad: lieutenant of the to-
wer! ha, ha, ha! would you could make your “ords
good, mafter..

E.w. Why, am not I a prifoner heru‘ 1 know it by
the ftately apartments. What is that, pray, that hangs
ftreaming down upon the wall yonder ?

Cox. Younder ! tis cobweb Sir.

E. W, ’Tisfalfe,Sir: ’tis as fine tapeﬁry as any in
Europe.

Con. The devil itis!

E. W. Then your damatk bed, here; the flowers are
fo bold, I took them for embrondery; and then the
head-work s point de Venice, 1 proteft !

Con. As good Kidderminfter as any in England, I muft
confefs : and though the fheets be a lirtle foiled, yet I
can affure you, Sir, that many an honeﬁ gentleman has
Lain in them.

E.W.Pra Snr, what did thofe two Indian pieces coﬁ,
that are fixed up in the corner of the room ?

" Cor Indian pieces ! What the devil, Sir, they are my
old Jack-boots, my militia boots.

E. W. I took them for two China jars, upon my word.
But hark’e, friend, art thou content that thefc thmgs
“thould be as they are ?

Con. Content! ay, Sir. ‘ :

E. W. Why then fhould I complam ? .
[Ore calls within
" Withins Mr., Conﬂable, here’s a woman will force her
way upon us : we can’t ftop her.

Conft. Knock her down then, knock her down ; let no
woman come up, the man’s mad enough aiready.
‘ F Enter
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Enter Conftance.

Con. Who dares oppofe me ?

\ : Throws him a bandful of meney.

Conff. Not I truly, Madam. [Gathering up the moncy.

E.W. My Conftance! my guardian-angel here ! -—
Then nought can hurt me.

Conft, Hark’e, Sir, you may fuppofe the bed to be a
damafk bed for half an hour, if you pleafe.

Con. No, no, Sir, your prifoner muft along with me.

Lonfl, Ay faith, the woman’s madder than the man.

Ewnter Trueman and Teague.

E, . Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that
many a prince has not fo many true friends in his palace,
as I have here in prifon—Two fuch—

Fea. Tree, by my fhoul. _

True. My Lord, juft as I heard of your confinement,
1 was going to make myfelf a prifoner, Behold the fet-
ters ; I had juft bought the wedding-ring.

Con. 1hope they are golden fetters, Captain.

- Truxe. They weigh four thoufand pound, Madam, be-
fides the purfe, which is worth a million. My Lord,
this very evening was I to be married; but the news of

our misfortune has ftopt me: I would not gather rofes
m a wet hour.

E. W. Come, the weather fhall be clear ; the thoughts
of your fortune will make me eafy, more than my
own can do, if purchafed by your difappointment.

9rue. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the
bed of pleafure whilft you lie in a hovel ? Here, where
is this Conftable? How dare you do this, infolent rafcal? -
si C;onﬂ. Infolent rafcal! do you know who you fpeak to,

ir 2

True. Yes, firrah; don’t I call you by your proper
name? How dare you conflne a peer of the realm ?

Confl. Peer of therealm! youmay give goed words
tho’, 1 hope.

E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conftable is in the right, he did
but his duty ; i’fupyofe he had twenty guineas for his

B3

Conff. No, I had but ten. ‘

E.#. Hark’e, Trueman, this fellow mutt be foot:::lﬁ
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be’ll be of ufetous; Imuftemploy you too in this afc
fair of my brother, .

True, Say, no more, my Lord, I'll cut his throat, ’tis
but flying the kingdom. .

E. /. No, no, "twill be more revenge to worft him
at his own weapons. Could I but force him out of his
garrifon, that I might getinto g:ﬂ‘cﬂion, his claim would
vanith immediately. Does my brother know you ?

True. Very little, if at'all, '

"E. W, Harke. : (Whifpers.

True. It fhall be done. Look’e, Conftable, you're
drawn into a wrong caufe, and it may prove your deftruc-
tion, if you don’t change fidesimmediately. We defire
no favour but the ufe of your coat, wig, and faff for
half an hour.

Conff. Why, truly, Sir, I underftand now, by this gen-
tlewoman, that Iknow to be our neighbour, that he is
a Lord, and'I heartily beg his worfhip’s pardon, and if
I can do your honour any fervice your grace may com-
mand me, :

E. . I'll rewardyou. But you muft have the black
patch for the eye too. '

¢ Tea. 1 can give your Lordfhip van; here fet, ’tis
¢ a plaifhter for a fore finger, and I have worn it but
¢ wice. .

Con. But pray, Captain, what wae your quarrel at
Aurelia to-day. »

True. With your permiffion,” Madam, we’ll mind my
Lord’s bufinefs at prefent ; when that’s done, we’ll mind
thelady’s. My Lord, I thall make an excellent confta-
ble; Inever had the honour of a civil employment be-
fore : we’ll. equip ourfelves in another place. Here,
you prince of darknefs, have you never a better room in
your houfe, thefe iron grates frighten the lady.

Conft. 1 have a handlome, neat parlour below, Sir. .

True. Come along then, you muft conduct us,.——We
don’t intend to be out of your . fight—that you . may not
be outof ours. [Afide.] ) [Exennt.

SCENE changes to an Apartment,

Enter Aureliain a paffion, Richmore following. ..
Axr. Follow me not; age and deformity, with quiet,

were preferable to this vexatious perfecution ; for Hea-
F a2, ven’s

»
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ven’s fake, Mr. Richmore, what have I ever fhewn to
“vindicate this prefumption of yours ? . '

Rich. You fhew it now, Madam, your face, your wit,

your fhape, are all temptations to undergo even the ri-
gourof your difdain, for the bewitching pleafure of your
company. .
.. Aunr. Then be affured, Sir, you fhall reap no other
benefit from my company ; and if you think ita plea-
fure to be conftantly ilighted, ridiculed, and affronted,
you fhall have admittance to fuch entertainment when-
ever you will,

Rich, 1 take youat your word, Madam ; I am armed
with fubmiffion againft all the actacks of -your feverity,
and your Ladyfhip fhall find, that my refignation can
bear much longer than your rigour can infliét.

Aur, Thatis, in plain terms, your fufficiency will pre-
fume much longer than my honour can refit, Sir, you

- might have fpared the unmannérly declaration to m
face, having already taken care to let me know your opie
nion of my virtue, by your impudent fettlement propo-
fed by Mrs. Midnight. ’

Rich. By thofe fair eyes, I'll double the propofal ; this
foft, -this white, this powerful hand [Takes ber band.]
.fhall write its own conditions.

Aur. Then it fhall write this—[Strikes bim.J—and if

_ you like she terms, you fhall have more another timg

- : xibs

Rich, Death and madnefs ! a blow—Twenty thgufand
‘pound flerling for one night’s revenge upon her dear,
-proud, difdainful perfon! ¢ Am Irichas many a fove-
-$ reign prince, wallow in wealth, yet can’t command my
.¢ pleafure ? Woman! if there be power in gold, I yet
.$ fhall triumph o’er thy pride.’ ’

. Enter Midnight.

Mid. O’ my troth, and fo youthall, if I cah helpit.

Rich. Madam, madam, here, here, here’s money,
-gold, filver, take, take all, all, my rings too ; ail fhall be

urs, make me but bappy in this prefumptuous beauty,

1l make thee rich as avarice can crave ; if not, I'll mur-

“der thee and myfelf too.

Adid. Your bounty is too large, too large indeed, Sir.

Rich,

.
?
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Rich. Too large ! no, 'tis beggary without her——
Lordfhips, manors, acres, rents, tithes and trees, all,
all fhall tly for my delr fweet revenge, :

Mid. Say no more, this night I'll put you ina way.

Rich. This night ? ,

Mid. The lady’s aunt is very near her time—fhe go's.
abroad this evening a vifiting ; in the mean time I'N
fend to your miftrefs, tHat her aunt is fallen in labour at.
my houfe : fhe comes in'ahurry, and then ~—= .

Rich. Shall I be thereto meet her ?.

Mid, Perhaps, - . .

Rich, Ina private room >

Mid. Mum,

R.ch. Nocreature to difturb us ?

Mid. Mum, I fay, but you muft give me your word
not to ravifh her; ¢ nay, I.can tell you the won't be ra--
¢ vifhed. ‘

¢ Rich. Ravith! Let me fee, I’m worth-five thoufand.
¢ pound a year, twenty thoufand guineas in my. pocket;.
¢ and may not I force a toy that’s. fcarce worth fifteen:
¢ hundred pound? T’lldoit..

¢- Her beauty fets my heart on fire, befide
¢ Th’ injurious blow has fet on fire my pride ;
¢ The bare fruition were not-worth my pain,
- ¢ The joy will be to humble herdifdain ;.
¢ ‘Beyond enjoyment will the tranfport laft
¢ In triumph, when the extafy is paft.’ [Exeunt:

Enp of the FourTu AcT. )

ACT V. _
SCENE, Lard Woudbe’s Houfe.. .
Enter Young Wou'dbe..

Young Wou’pzE. .
~NHEW me that proud Stoic that.can bear foccefs and:
S: champaign ; philofophy can fupport us in hard for-
tune, but who can have patience in profperity ?. The
learned may talk what they will of human bodies, but I.
am fure there is not one atom in mine.but what 1s_truly.
- F3 - Epicue-
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Epicurean. My brother is fecured, I guarded with my
friends,. my lewd and honeft midnight friends, Holia !
who waits there ?

Serv. My Lord!

Y. H. A frefh battalion of bottles to re-inforce the
ciftern. Are the ladies come ? B

Serw. Half an hour ago, my Lord: They’re below in
the bathing chamber. - o

¢ ¥.W. Where didyou lighton ’em ?

¢ Serw. One in the paffage at the old play-houfe, my
¢ Lord—I found another very melancholy paring her
¢ nails by Rofamond’s Pond—and a couple I got at the
¢ Chequer alehoufe in Holborn ; the two - laft came to
¢ tow;xyyeﬁerday in a Weft-country waggon.’

Y. W. Verywell; order Baconface to haften fupper—
and d’ye hear, bid the Swifs admit no ftranger without
acquainting me, [ Eait Servant.] Now, Fortune, I defy
thee, this night’s my own at leaft.

L : .. Re-enter Servant,

Serv, My Lord, here’s the conftable below with thé
black eye, and he wants to fpeak with your Lordfhip in
all hafte. . ’

7. W. Ha! thé conftable! Should fortune jilt me
now ?—Bid himn come up—1I fear fome curfed chance to
thwart me, )

Entér Trueman in the Conflable’s cloatbhs.

True. Ah! my Lord, here is fad news————jyour bro-
ther is—— _ -7

_¥. W. Got away, made his efcape, I warrant you.

True. Worfe, worfe, my Lord.

2., W. Worfe, worfe! What can be worfe ?

True. 1 dare not fpeakit.

7. Death and hell, fellow, don’t diftract me.

True. He’s dead..

7. W. Dead!

True, Pofitively. . '

Y. W. Coup de grace, ciel gramercy.

True. Villain, I underftard you. . [Afde.

7. #. But how, how, Mr, Conftable ? Speak it aloud,
kill me with the relation. : T

: T'HrCe

Enter Servant, -
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True. 1 don’t know hew, the poor gentleman was very
melancholy upon his confinement, and {o he defired me to
fend for a gentlewoman that lives hard by here, may-hap
your worthip may know her.

7. W. Atthe gilt balcony in the fquare ?

9ruc. Thevery fame, a {mart woman truly. I weat
for her myfelf, but fhe was otherways engaged; not fhe
truly, fhe would not come. Would you believe it, my
Lord, at the hearing'of this the poor man was like to
drop down dead. .

Y. W. Then he was but likely todrop down dead ?

True. Would it were no more. Then I left him, and
‘coming about two hours after, I found him hanged in
his fword-belt. : '

" ¥.W. Hanged!

Zgue. Dangling. .

Y.W. Lecoup d’ eclat ! Done like the nobleft Roman
:f them all. But are you fure he’s paft all recovery ?

id_you fend for no furgeon to bleed him ?

True. No, my Lord, I forgot that—but I'll fend im.
mediately., : ’ :

T.W. No, no, ‘Mr. Conftable, ’tis too late now, too
late.—And the lady would not come you fay ?

True. Not a ftep would fhe ftir. .

7. #. Inhuman! barbarous !——=—dear, delicious wos
man, thou now art mine. * Where is the body, Mr. Con.
ftable ? Imuft feeit, .- ’ '

Trze. By all means, my Lord, it lies'in my parlour;
there’s a power of company come in, and among the
reft one—one—one Trueman, I think they call him, a
devilith hot fellow, he had liked to have pulled the houfe
down about our ears, and {wears——1I told him he fhould
pay for fwearing—he gave me aflapin the face, faid he
was in the army, and had a commiffion for’.

7. W. Captain Trueman! A bluitering kind of rake.
helly officer.

True.” Ay, my Lord, one of thofe fcoundrels that we
pay wages to for being knocked o’th” head for us.

Y. W. Ay, ay, one of thofe fools that have only brains
to be knacked out. '

True, Son of awhare! [4fde,] He’s a plaguy imdpu-

b 1 . ent
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dent fellow, my Lord; he fwore that you were the greata
eft villain upon the earth.

Y. W. Ay, ay, buthe durft. not fay that to my face,.
Mr. Conftable, . ;

True. No, no, hang him, he faid it. behind your back
to.be fure——and he {wore moreoveér——Have a care,
my Lord—he fwore that he would cut your throat when-
ever he met you. - -

7. . Will you fwear that you heard him fay fo ?

True. Heard him ! ay, as plainly as you hear me2
Ha f{poke the very words that I {peak to your Lordfhip.

Y. W. Well, well, I'll manage him.. ButnowI think
on't, I.wont goto fee the body ; it will but encreafe my
grief. Mr. Conftable, do you fend for the coroner,:
they muft find him »on compos. He was mad before, you
know. Here——fomething for your trouble.. '

, [Gives money..

True. Thank your honour.. But pray, my Lord, have
a care of that Trueman; he fwears that he will cut your
throat, and he will do’t, my Lord,.he’ll do’t.

Y. W. Never fear, never fear.

Jrue. But he fwore it, my Dord, and he will certain-
ly do’t. Pray have acare. [(Exity

Y. #. Well, well——{fo——the devil’s.in’t if 1 ben’t
the eldeft now. What a. pack of. civil relations- have I.
had here ! My father takes a fit of the apopiexy, makes
a face and goes off one way; my brother. takes a fit of
the fpleen, makea a face and goes off t’other way., Well,
1 muft own he has found the way to molify me, and I
do love him now. with all my heart ; fince he was fo very
civil to juftle into the world before me, I think he did.
very civilly to juftle out of it before me. But now my.
joys ! Without there—hollo—take off the inquifition of.
the gate; the heirmay now enter unfufpeited... :

The wolf is dead, the fhepherds may go play ;.

Eafe follows care, forolls the world away.
Tis a queftion whether adverfity or profperity makes.
the moit poets,. ’ .

?

Eunter Servant.
Scrw, My Lord, a. footman. brought this letier,.and.
waits for an anfwer. . ‘
Y. W..
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7. W. Nothing from the Elyfian fields, I hope, [Open-
ing the letter.]] What do I fee, Conftance ! Spells and
magic in every letter of the name—Now for the fiveet
contents,

@ My Lord’

I am pleafed to hear of your ha Change of for-
tune, and fhall be glad to fee your Lordhip this evening
to with you joy. :

B "CoNsTaNcE.”

Now the devil’s in this Midright ; fhe told me this af-

ternoon that the wind was c:lu.'sppiulgl about, and has it

t into the warm corner already ? Here, my coach and

to the door : D’ll vifit my fultana in ftate, As for

«_the feraglio below ftairs, you, my bathaws, may poffefs

\thﬂno : Ea‘if.
SCENE, ke Street.

_ Enter Teague with ablwborn, Trueman in the Confladle’s
* babit inge '
rwe. Blockhead, thou hatt led us out of the way ; we
_ have certainly paft the Conftable’s houfe,

" Jea. By my thoul, dear joy, 1 am never out of my
ways ; for poor Teague has been a vanderer ever fince
‘he was born. . ‘

Frue. Hold up the lanthorn : what fign is that ? The
St, Alban’s tavern ! Why, you blundering fool, you have
led me directly to St. James's-fquare, when you fhould
have gone towards Soho. [Shricking avithin.] Hark !
what noife is that over the way ? a woman’s cry !

fea. Fet it ith-—fhome damfel in diftrefs I believe,
that has no mind to be relieved.

Truc. Tll ufe the priviledge of my office to know
what the matter is. v .

7ca. Hold, hold, maifhter Captain, by my fet, dat ifh

oot the way home.

Within, Help, help, murder! Help,

True. Ha ! Here muft be mifchief. Within there,
open the doorin the king’s name, or I force it open, ———
Here, Teague, break open the door.

(Teague takes the flaff and thumps at the door.

ﬁd .
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Fea. Deel take him, I have knocked fo long: as I am .
_able. Arah, maifhter, get a great long ladder to get in
the window of the firfht room, and fho open the door,
and let in yourthelf,

Within. Help, help, help !

True. Knock harder, let’s raife the mob.

9ea. O, maifhter, I have think juft now of a brave in-
vention to make dem come out ; and by St. Patrick, dat
very bufhnefs did make my nown fhelf and my fader run
like the devil out of my nown hoofe in my country
by my fhoule, fet the hoofe afire. '

Enter the Mob,

Mob., What’s the matter, mafter Conftable ?

True. Gentlemen, I command your affiftance in the
king’s name, to break into the houfe: there is murder
cried within, .

Mob. Ay, ay, break openthe door. :

[Midnight a¢ the Balony.

Mid. What noife is that below ? .

Fea. Arah, vat noife ith databove ? - ’

Mid. Onl?' a poor gentlewoman in labour; twill be
over prefently. Here, Mr. Conftable, there’s fomething
for you to drink. ‘ :
[Throws dows a purfe, Teague takes it up,

Tea. Come, maifhter, we have no more to fhay, by my
fhoule. [Going.] Arah, if you will play the conftable
right now, fet you will come away. -

T7ue, No, no; there muft be villainy by this bribe.
‘Who lives in this houfe ?

Mob. A midwife, a midwife : ’tis none of our bufi.
nefs ; letus be gone.

[Avurelia at the windoav.
Aur. Gentlemen, dear gentlemen, help! a rape, a
rape, villainy, : :
True, Ha! that voice I know. Give me the ftaff;
D’ll make a breach, I warrant you. ,
[Breaks open the door, and all go ix.

SCENE changes to the infide of the Houfe.

Re-enter Trueman and Mob.
True. Gentlemen, fearch all about the houfe ; let not

.a foulefcape. E
nter
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Enter Aurelia running, with ber bair about ber ears, and
out of breath,

Aur. Dear Mr. Conftable,——had you—ftaid but a
moment longer, I hadbeen ruined.

Trxe. Aurelia!—Are you fafe, Madam ?

Aur. Yes, yes; I am fafe——¢ I think’—but with
enough to do: ¢ he’s a devilifh ftrong tellow.’

True. Where is the villain that attempted it ?

Aur. Pthaw,—never mind the villain ; look out the
woman of the houfe, the devil, the monfter, that decoy-
ed me hither. - ‘

_ Enter Teague, baling i Midnight &y the bair.

Fea. By my fhoule, I have taken my fhare of the
plunder. Let me fhee fat I have gotten—{ Takes ber
2o the light.] Ububboo, a witch, a witch ! the very faam
witch dat would fwaar my maifhter was the youngeft.

Trwe. How! Midnight! This was the luckieft dif-
guife—Come, my dear Proferpine, I'll take care of you.

Mid, Pray, Sir, let me fpeak to you.

Frue. No, no; I'll ralk with you before a magiftrate,
A cart, Bridewell ; you underftand me. Teague, let
her be'your prifoner, I’ll wait on this lady.

Aur. Mr. Contitable, I'll reward you.

Tea. It ith convenient noo, by the law of armfh, that

- 1 fearch my prifhoner, for fear fhe may have fome poc-
ket-pifhtols : dere is a joke for you. [earches ber pockets

Mid. Ah, don’t ufe an old woman fo barbaroutly.

Tea. Dear joy, den fy vere you an old woman ? Dat
is your falt, not mine, joy ! Uboo, here ifh nothing but
fcnibble fcrabble papers, I think. g

) ' (Pulls out a handful of letters,

‘True. Let me fee them 3 they may be of ufe. [Looks
over the letters,] ¢¢ For Mr. Richmore”’——Ah! does he -
traffic hereabouts ? '

Aur. Thatis the villain that would have abufed me,
. Yrxe. Ha! then he has abufed you ; villain indeed ?
Was his name Richmore, Miftrefs ? a lutty handfome
man ?

Aur. Ay, ay, the very fame; a ¢ lufty,” vgly fellow,

True. Let me fee— whofe fcrawl is this ¢ [Opens the
kttor.] Deathand confufion ¢to my fight ;’ Cl:lia;, 'cllVl):

. ride !

A
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bride !—His whore,——1’ve paft a precipice unfeen,
which to look back upon fhivers me with terror. This
night, this very moment; had not my friend been in con-
finement, had not I worn this drefs, had.not Aurelia been
in danger, had not Teague found thisletter, had the leaft
minuteft circumftance been omitted, what a monfler had
- I been ! Miftrefs, is this fame Richmore in the houfe
ftill, think’e ? .
Aur. *Tis very probable he may. o :
Lrue. Very well.—Teagye, take thefe ladies over to
the tavern, and flay there till I come to you. Madam,
[70 Aurelia.] fear no injury, your friends are near you.
Aur. What does he mean ? : )

. Tca. Come, dear joy, I vil give you a pot of winé,

out of your own briberies here. [ Hales ous Midnight.

- . [ Exeunt Aurelia and Mob.

.+ Eater Richmore. i i
Rich. Since my money won’t prevail on this crofs fel-
_ low, I’ll try what my authority can do—~—What’s the
meaning ot this riot, Conftable? T have the commiffion
of the peace, and can command you. Go about your bu-
finefs, and leave your prifoners with me. .

True. No, Sir; the prifoners fhall goabout their bufi-
nefs, and I’ll be left with you. Look’e, mafter, we don’t
ufe to make up thefe matters before company: fo you
and I muftbe in private alittle. Youfay, Sir, that.you
are a juftice of peace. _

Rich, Yes, Sir; ¢ I have my commiffion in my pocket.’

True. 1believe it. Now, Sir, one good turn deferves
another : and i you will promife to do me a kindnefs,
why, you fhall haveas good as you bring.

Rich, Whatisit? ‘

True. You muft know, Sir, there is a neighbour’s
daughter that I had a woundy kindnefs for: fhe had a
very good repute all over the parifh, and might have
married very handfomely, that I muft fay ; but I don’t
know how, we came together after a very kindly natural
manner, and I fwore, that I muft fay, I did fwear con-
foundedly, that Iwould marry her:  but, I don’t know
how, I never cared for marrying of her fince,

. Rich, How fo? g S
Trues
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- True. Why, becaufe I did my bufinefs without it
that was the beft way, I thought. The truth is, {he hus
fome foolith reafans to fay fhe’s with child, and threa-
tens mainly to have me taken up with & warrant, and
brought before a juftice of peace. Now, Sir, I intend
0 co;:e before you, and I hope your worthip will bring
me off. :

" Rich. Look’e, Sir, if the woman prove with child,
amd you {wore to marry her, you muft do’t,

Jrue. Ay, mafter; but-I'm for liberty and property.
1 vote for parliament-men: I pay taxes, and truly Idon't
gh;n;k matrimony confiftent with the liberty of the fub~
e&t.

! Rich. But ig this cafe, Sir, both law and juflice will
oblige you. -

" Frue. Why, if it be thelaw of the land1I fourd a
letier here——1 think it is for your worfhip,

Rich, Ay, Sir, how eame you by it ?

True, By a very firange accident truly——Clelia——
fhe fays here you fwore to marry her. Eh ! — Now,
Sir, 1 fuppofe, that what is law fora petty conmftable,

be law for a juftice of peace.
ich. This is the oddeft fellow —

Truc. Here was the ather lady that cried out fom——
I warrant now, if I were brought before you for ravifh-
ing a woman —the gallows would ravifh me for’t,

Rich, But 1did not ravifh her., :

True. That I'in glad to hear: 1 wanted' to be fure of
Rich. 1 don't like this fellow. Come, Sir, give me
my letter, and goabout your bufinefs ; I have no more
to {ay to you. '

- True, But 1 have fomething to fay to you.
‘ ' [Coming up to bims
" Rich, What ?

True. Dog. . [Strikes bim,
~ Rich. Ha! ftruck by a peafant ! [ Draws. Slave, thy
death is certam. - - {Runs at Trueman.
True. O brave Don John! rape and murder in one
mght. ' {Difarms bim. .
Rich, Rafcal, return my fword, apd acquit your pri.
foners, elfe will I profecu% thee v beggarry, P'll ‘give

ome

. »

R
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fome petty-fogger a thoufand pounds'to ftarve theexind
thy family according to laws . . o
Frue. 1’1 lay you a thoufand pound you won’t. |
o .. [Difcovering bimfelfs.
Rioh. Ghofts and apparitions! Trueman ! o
¢rue. Worgs are needlefs to upbmid you; my very,
Yooks are fufficient ; and if yeu have the leaft -feafe of
fhame, this fvord would be lefs painful in your hearty
than my ?Pe‘a"wce is in your eye. -
Rich. Truth, by heavens. o
Trxe. Think.on the contents of this j [Shewing @ let-
#rr.] think next on me ; refleét upon your villany to-
‘Aurelia, then view, thyfelf. L
Rich.” Trueman, canft thou forgiveme # -~ -
Fruc. Forgive thee! [A long panfe.] Do one thingy
and I will, : o
Rich. Any thing—T’ll beg thy pardon. T
Zrue. The blow excufes that,
Rich, 1’11 givethee half my eftate,
rue. Mercenary.
Rich. I'll make thee my fole heir.
True. 1defpife it. o
‘Rich. What fhall I do?
Frue, You fhall——marry Clelias ,
Rich. How! that’s too hard. '
True. 'Too hard! Why was it then impofed on me &'
¥ youmarry her yourfelf, I fhall believe you intended
me no- injury : fo !our behaviour will be juftified, my.
refentment appeafed, and the lady’s honour repaired. .
Rich, "Tis infamous. o .
True. No, by heavens, "tis juftice, and what is juft is
honourable : if promifes from man to man have  force,
why not from man to woman ? Their very weaknefs is
the charter of their power, and they fhould not be injur~
ed, besaufe they can't return it, ’
. Rich, Return my fword. _ B
“Frue. In my hand "ts the fword of juftice, and I fhould,
not part withit. o , '
b ﬁicb. Then fheath it here, I'll die before I confent fa,
afely. B . :
. T7ue. Confider, Sir, the fwordis worn fora diftinguith-.
ing mark of honour——Promjfe me ohe, and receive the

other.
’ 4' ) Rifb.
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. Rich. I'll promife, nothing, till I have that in my po-
wer. : S
- Trae. Take it [ Throws bim bis frvord.

Rich. 1 {cora to be compelled even to juftice: and

mow that I may refift, I yield. Trueman, I have injured
thee, and Clelia I have feverely wronged.
- Rich, Wronged indesd, Sir———and to aggravate the
crime, the fair afflicted loves you. . Marked you with
what confulion the received me ? She wept, the injured
innocence wept, and with a firange relu@lance gave con-
‘fent; her moving foftnefs pierced my heart, tho’ I mif-
took the caufe. , ‘

Rich. Your youthful virtue warms my breaft, and
‘melts it into tendernefs. : .

Frue. Indulge it; Sir; juftice is noble in any form
think of ‘the joys and raptures will pofle(s her, when fhe
finds you inftead of me: you, the dear diffembler, the
man fhe loves, the man fhe gave for loft, to find him true,

- returned, and in her arms.

Rich. No new - poflefion can give equal joy.—It.fhall
be done, the prieft that waits t%r you fhall tie the knot
this moment.; in the merning I'll expe& you’ll give me
Joy. : o ¢ [Exie.

Trie. So, is not this better mow than cutting of
throats ? I have got my revenge, and the lady will have
hers without bloodfhed, [Exit

SCENE changes to an Apartment,

- Enter Conftance * and Servant.
© & Seryr. He’s juft a coming up, Madam.’

Con. My cixility to this man will be as great a con-
fraint upon me, as.rudenefs would be ta his brother ; but
I muft bearita little, becaufe our defigns require jt.. -

. Enter Young Wouldbe. -~ .

His appearance fhocks me. My Lord, I wifh you joy.
;Y. #. Madam, %is only in your power to give it;
and would you honour me with a title to be really proud
of, it thould be that of 'your humbleft fervant.

Con; 1 pever. admitted any body to the title of an
humble fervant,. that 1 did not- intend fhould command
me; if your Lordihip will bear with the . flavery, &mﬁ
. '3 al
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fhall begin when you pleafe, provided you take upon you
she authority when I have a mind. :

¢ Y. W. Our fex, Madam, make much better lovers
¢ than hufbands ; and I think it highly usreafonable,
¢ that {you- fhould put yourfelf in my power, when you
¢ can {o abfolutely keep me in yours.

¢ Con. No, my Lord, we never truly command till we
* have given our promife to obey ; and we are never in
* more danger of being made flaves, than when we have
¢ them atour feet.

¢ I. W. True, Madam, the greateft empires are in
¢ moft danger of falling; but it is better to be abfolute
¢ there, than to a& by a prerogative that is confined,

¢ Con. Well, wely my Lord, I like the conftitution we
* live under ; 1’'m for a limited power, or none at all.’

¥. W. ¢ You have fo much the heart of the fubje&,
¢ Madam, that you may rule as you pleafe ; but you have
¢ weak pretences toa limited fway, where your eyes have
¢ already played the tyrant.’ { think one privilege of
the people is to kifs their fovercign’s hand.

[Taking ber band.

Con. Nottill they have taken the caths, my Lord ;
¢ and he that refufes them in the form thelaw prefcribesy
¥ is, I think, no better than a rebel.’

T. W. By fhrines and altars, [Kneeding.] by all that
you think juft, and I hold good, by this, [Taking ber
band.] the faireft, and the deareft vow— _

Con. Fie, my Lord. [Secmingly yielding.

Y. W. Your eyes are mine, they bring me tidings from
your heart, that this night I fhall be happy. ;

Cox.?Would not you defpife a conqueft fo eafily

ined
gar. 1. Yours will be the conquedt, and I fhall defpife
all the world but you.

Con. But will you promife to make no attempts upon
my honour ? :

Y. W. That's foolifh. [Afde.] Not angels fent o
meflages to earth, fhall vifit with more innocence.

Con. Ay, ay, tobe fure. [4fide.] My, Lord, 1'll fend
oxe to conduét you. ' [Exin

’ r.w.
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Y. . Ha, ha, ba !«~no attempts upon her honour !
WhenrI can find:the place where ic lien,PIc”ll: tell her more
gf my.mind. Now do I feel ten thoufand Cupida tick-
ling me all over with the points of their arrows. Where’s
my deformity now ? I have read fomewhere thefe lines s

Tho’ nature caft me in a rugged mould,
* Since fate has chang’d the bullion*into gold ;
Cupid returns, breaks all His fhafis of lead,
* And tips each arrow with a golden head. .
Feather’d with tiile, the gay lordly dart '
* Files proudly on, whilftevery virgin’s heart -
Swells with ambition to receive the fmart, s
. Enter Blder Wou’dbe bebind him,

E. W, Thus to adorn dramatic ftory,
©.- " Stage herotruts in borrow’d glary,
Proud and auguft-as ever' man faw, v
And ends his empire in a’ftanza, .
, [Slaps bim on the foulder,
X.w. Ha! my brother ! ~ o
. E.W. No, perfidious man ; all kindred and relation I
difown : the poor attemps upon my fortune I could par-
doa, but the bafe defigns upon my love, I can never for-
give—-my honour, birthright, riches, all I could more free-
ly fpare, than the leaft thought of thy prevailing here.
7. W. How! my haopesdeceived ? Curfed be the fair
delofions of her fex !—Whilft only man oppoled my
cunning, I' ftood fecure; but foon as woman interpo-
fed, luck changed hands, and the devil was immediate-
ly on her fide.  Well, Sir, much good may do you with
your miftrefs, and may you love and live, and ftarve to-
gother, ) ) . [Going.
E..W. Hold, Sir, 1 was lately your prifoner, now you
are mine ; when the eje@ment 1s executed, you fhall be
At liberty. T ) Er
‘7. W, EjeGment! . o
E.W. Yes, Sir; by this time, I hope, my friends
thave purged my father’s houfe of that debauched and
‘siotous fwarm that you had hived together. .
r.w. anfuiiznl Sir, let me .pafs ; I am th;.)elder,
and. will be. . - [Dreavs.
: bechey G3 ' EW.
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£. W. Dareft thou difpute the elderfhip fo nobly #
7. W. 1 dare, and will, to the latt drop of my: inve-
terate blood. - [ Thoy fights

Enter Trueman and Teague. Trueman frikes down
: their fwords. -

True. Hold, hold! my Lord, Ihave brought thofe
fhall foon decide the controverfy.

Y. w. If 1 miftake not, thisis the villain that decoyed
me abroad.

[ Runs at Trueman, Teague catches bis arm bebind,.and

takes away bis fword, '

Tea. Ay, by my fhoule, thith ifh the befh guard up-
on the rules of fighting, to catch a war behind his

. back.

True, My Lord, a word. [Whifpers E. W.] Now, gen-
tlemen, pleafe to hear this venerable lady.

[Goes to the door and brings in Midnight,

E. W. Midnighc"in cuftody !

Yea. In my cufhtody, fet, : , .

True. Now, Madam, you know what punifhment is
‘deflined for the injury o{¥ercd to Aurelia, if you don’t
‘immediately confefs the truth.

Mid. Then I muft own (Heaven forgive me) [Waeps.]
‘T muft own, that Hermes, as he was fill efteemed, fo he
is the firft-born, o

Tea. A very honeft woman, by my fhoule.

T. W. That confeffion is extorted by fear, and there-
fore of no force.

Trre. Ay, Sir, but here is your letter to her, with: the
*ink fecarce dry, where you repeat your offgrof five-hun-
‘dred pounds a year to {wear in your bekalf, )

Tea. Dar was Teague’s finding out, and I believe
St. Patrick put it in my thoughts to pick her pockets,

. Enter Conftance and Aurelia, )

Con. 1 hope, Mr. Wou’dbe, you will make no attempes
upon ;n} perfon. .

X. #. Damn your perfon :

E. . But pray, Madam, where have you been all

" this evening ? [70 Aurelia,

Aur. Very bufy, I can affure you, Sir.  Here’s an
honeft conitable that I could find in my heart to marry,

had
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had the greafy rogue but one drop of genteel blood in
his vcinsg; ‘ywrlfft’s become of hrrn ¢ ge[Looking about.

Con. Blefs me, coufin, marry a conftable !

Aur. Why, truby, Madam, if that conftable had not
come in a very critical minute, by this time I had been
glad 10 marry any body.

Frue. 1 take you at your word, Madam, you fhall

ry him this moment’; and if you don’t thee I
have genteel blood in my veins by to-merrow morning—

Aur, And was it you, Sir?

Zrue. Look’e, Madam, don’t be athamed ; I found you
a little in the Jifbabille, that’s the truth on’t, but you
made a brave defence.

Aur. 1.am obliged to you; and though you were a
litle whimfical to-day, this late adventure has taught
me how dangerous it is to provoke a gentleman by ill
ufage; tberef%rc, if my Lord and this lady will fhew us
:: good example, I think we muit follow our leaders,

aptain.

Lp‘on. My Lord, there was taken among your brother’s
jovial crew, his friend Subtleman, whom we have taken
care to fecure,

E. W. For him the pillory ; for you, Madam——— .

: [7% Midpight.
9ea. By my fhoule, fhe fhall be married to maithter
Fuller. .
E. W. For you, brother ——
Y. W. Poverty and contempt ———=

To which ] yield as to a milder fate,
Than obligations from the man I hate, [Exit.

E. W. Then take thy with And now, I hope,
all parties have received their due rewards and punifh-
ments.

Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, maifhter ?

E. #W. What fhall I do for thee ?

Tea. Arah, make me a juftice of peath, dear joy.

E. W. Juftice of peace! thou art not qualified, man.

fea. Yes, fetam I—1I can take the oats, and write my
mark—1I can be an honefht man myfhelf, and keep a great

rogue for my clerk.
og y E. W,
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E. W. Well, well, you fhall be taken .care of. And
show, Captain, we fet out for happifiefsmmmm— ..

Let nane defpair whate’er their fortunes be,
, Fortune muft yield, would men but aé like me.
Chufe abrave triend as partner of your breaft, .
Be ative when your right is ii conteft ; - }
. Betrue to love, and fate will do the reft.
o o o [ Exennt,

- . ceed

‘Enp of the Firrr Act.

* EPI.



EPILOGUE

OUR poet open’d with a lowd varlike blaft,
But now weak woman is bis fafef caft,
Yo Bring bim off avith quarter at the laf? :
Not that be's wain to think, that I can fay,
Or be can write fine things to belp the play,
Tbe warious Jcenes bave drain’d bis firength and art §
And I, you know, bad a bard firuggling part ;
But then be brought me off with life and limb ;
Ab! would that I could do as much for him——
Stay, let me think—your favours to excite,
1 il muff alt the part I play’d to-night,
For avbatfoe’er may be your fly zretem'e,
You like thofe beft that make the beft defence »
But this is ueedlef.:-—b-’ﬂ: in Vain o crave it,
If you bave damn'd the play, no power cen fave it ;
5{0 all the aits of Atbef:, and %me 3 s
Not Shakcfpeare, Fobnfon, could revoke its doom :
ay, what is more——if once your anger roufes,
Not all the courted beauties of both boufes.
He would hawe ended bere,---But I thought meet,
o tell bim there was left one fafe retreat,
Protection fucred at the ladies feet,
o that be anfaer’d, in fubmifive firain,
He paid all bomage to this female reign,
And therefore turn’d bis fatyr gainff the men.
From your great queen, this  fovereign right ye draw,
9o keep the wits, as fbe the world, in awe.
90 ber bright feeptre, your bright eyes they bow 3
Such a.wf51 | [plendor fits on every brow,
All feandal on the fex awere treafon now.
The play can tell with what poetic care,
He labour’d to redrefs the injur'd fair,
And if you won't protect, the man awill damn bim there,
Then fave the mufe that fies to you for aid ;
Perbaps my poor requeft may fome perfuade,
Becaufe it is the firff 1 cver made.

&0






ADVERTIBEMENT.

WORK . moft beautifully and corre&ly printed,,
A 4n an uncommon and delicate fize, calcylated for-
a lady’s pocket ; or when the work is finithed, thefe po-.
etical volumes will form a truly elegant ornamental ape,
pearance, in the drawing-room, drefling-room, or ftu-
dy, and may be cafed fo as to render them a. portable
and complete travelling poetical, biographical, and cris,
tieal library. - . S

POPE'S POEMS |
With.the Life of the Author, complete,.in four vols,

Embellithed by Mortimer and Thorntbavaite, with fpirited’
priats, the fubjeéts of whigh are taken from the con-,
tents of each volume, and aze this day publithed, bey,
ing the fifth, fixth, feventh 3nd eight volumes of .

The Poets‘of Great-Britain ; -

’

‘To be compleated from Chasucer to Chirchill :

New publithing by J. BELL, oppofite Catherine-ftreet,
_ . Strand, London,

That the public opinion of this work, may with more!
eertainty be formed by comparifon, with the greateft
variety of former editions ; the publication commences
with MILTON’s POETICAL WORKS, which are al-
fo now compleated, in four volumes, from the text of
Dr. Neawton, with the life of the author, and a critique
en Paradife Loff, by Fofeph Addifon, elq. ‘

The plan of this work, the moft liberaland extenfive
hitherto attempted, is to furnifth the public with a com-
pleat uniform edition of the Britith Poets, from Chaucer
to Churchill, with a biographical and critical account of
each author, prefixed to the firft volume of theirworks:
an edition fuperior in beauty, purity, and convenience,
to all preceding publications ; the undertaking will ex-
tead to about one hundred volumes, is already far ad-

vanced,



ADVERTISEMENT.

wanced, and one volume will be publithed every week
without interruption, at the moderate price of 1s. 6d.
The fize refembles the admired editions of fhe Latin
Claffics, by Elzevir ; the types were caft on purpofe on
improved principles ; the paper is writing-poft of the
fineft quality, and the embellilhments will be defigned
from the fubjeét of each' volume, principally by the
eminent Mr. Mortimer, and execut ? engravers of
the greateft merit; befides an original engraving of
the portrait of each author, finely executed from pic-
tures or bufts of the beft authority. -

To colle& genuine editions of our poets is a bufinefs
of time, difficulty, and expence, even to the inhabitants
of the capital; but to colle® them from the =ra of
Chauncer in 1328, to that of Charchill in 1764, uniform
in fize, paper, and type, forming one book in a library,
Has hitherto be¢n found impradticable ; no other than
partial editions, or colleflions of postry, having hi-
therto appeared, but what were all exeeuted under the
vifible influence of immediate profit, and narrow ceco-
nomy, and loofely copied from one another, with mul-
tiplication of errors. Againft this, fufficient precaution
has been taken, by colleéting, at great expence, the ori-
ginal authorifed folio and quarto editions; fo that the
. prefent work, which is printed werdatim from thefe, will

not be found more uniform in the manncr, than corre@
in the text,
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PO E T8, like cudgelld Bullies, mewer do
At firfk or fecond blozw fubmit to you ;
Bat avill provoke you flill, and ne’¢r hawve done,
Tl you are weary firf awith laying on.
The late fo baffled fecribbler of this day,
Though be flands trembiing, bids me boldly Jay,
What we before moft plays are us'd to do,
For poets, out of fear, firf draw on yeu; ‘
. In a fierce prologue, the fill pit defy, Ly
And &er you fpeak, like Kq/[:il, give the lie; '
But though our Bayes’s battles oft I've fough,
And with bruis'd knuckles their dear congueffs bought ;
Nay, never yet fear’d odds upon the flage,
In prologue dare not befor with the age; -
But awould take quarter fromyour faving bands,
Though Bayes aithin, allyielding, countermands,
Says, you confed’rate wits no guarter give,
Therefore bis play fban’t afk your leave to live 3
Well, let the vain rafb fop, by bufing fo,
Think to ebtain the better terms of yos »
But we, the altors, bumbly will fubmit,
Now, and at any time, to a full pit ;
Nay, often we anticipate your rage,
And murder poets for you on our fage s
We fet no guards upon our tiring-room,
But avben avith flying colours there you come,
W patiently, you fee, give up to you,
Our poctsy viigins, nay, our matrons tos.

Az DRA.
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Harcourt, e s M1, Palmer,
Dorilant. M. K
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Sir Fajper Fidget, .

WOMEN. _
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Lady Fidget,
Mrs. Dainty Kidget,
Mrs, Squeamifp, ~ *
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A Boy.
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ACT IL
Enter Horner, and Quack following bim at a diffance.

HoxrNERr.

Quack is as fit fora pimp, as a midwife for a bawd ;
A they are ftill but in their way, both helpers of na-
ture, [ 4fide.] Well, my dear Dotor, haft thou done what
I defired ?

Quack. 1 have undone you for &ver with the women,
and reported you throughout the whole town as bad as an
eunuch, with as much trouble as if 1 had made you one
inearneft. .

Horn. But have you told all the midwives you know,

the orange wenches at the play-houfes, the city hufbands,
and old fumbling keepers of this end of the town ; for
they’ll be the readieft to report it.
_ Quack. 1 have told all the chamber-maids, waiting-wo-
wen, tire-women, and old women of my acquaintance ;
nay, and whifpered it as a fecret to them, and to the
whifperers of Whitehall; fo that you need not doubt
"will fpread, and you will be as odious to the handfome
young women, as——

Horn. As the {mall pox Well——— .

Quack. And to the married women of this end of the
fowun, as e

Horn, As the great.ones; nay, as their own hufbands.

Quack. And to the city dames, as Annifeed Robin; of
filthy and contemptible memory ; and they will frighten
their children withyyour name, efpecially their females.

Horn. And cry, Horner’s coming to carry you away.
1 am only afraid, twill nogA be belicved : you told them
N 3 u
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it was by an Englith-French difafter, and an Englith-
French chirurgeon, who has given me at once, not only
a cure, but an antidute for the future againft thar damned
malady, and that worf¢ diftemper, love, and all other
women’s evils, : . »

Quack. Your late journey into France has made it the
more credible, and your being here a fortnight before yow
spprared in public, looks as it'you apprehended the fhame,
which Iwonder you do not.  Well, I have been hired by
young gallanes to belie them t’other way; but you are
the firft would be thought a man unfit for women,

Hora. Dear Mr. Doftor, let vain rogues be contented
only to be thought abier men than they are, generally s
sll the pleafure they have ; but mine lies another way.

9uack. You take, methinks, a very prepofterous way
to ir, and as ridiculous as if we operators in phyfic fhould
put forth bills to difparage our medicaments, with hopes
to gain cuftomers, - :

Horn. Do&tor, there are quacks in love as well as phy-
fic, who get but the fewer and worfe patients, for their
boufting; a good name is feldom got by giving it one’s
felf, and woihien no more than honour are compaffed by
bragging. Come, come, Doctor, the wifeft lawyer never
difcovers the merits of his caufe till the trial; the
wealthieft man conceals his riches, and the cunning game-
fter his play. Shy hufbands and keepers, like oid rooks,
are not to be cheated, but by a new unpraétifed trick :
fdife friendthip will now no more than falfe dice upon

- them ; mo, not in the city. : : ’
Enter Bep.

Bey. There are two ladies and a gentleman-coming up..

Horn. A pox, fome unbelieving fifters of my former
acquaintance, who, I am afraid, expeét their fenfe fhould.
be fatisfied of the falfity of the reporc. No-—this formal
fool and wonren !

Enter 8ir Jafper Fidget, Lady Fidget, asd Mrs. Dainty
T Fidget,

Dvack. His wife and fifter. :

Sir /afp. My coach breaking juft naw before your door,
Sir, I look upon as an occafional reprimand to me, Sir,
for not kiffiog your haads, Sir, fince your coming out of

: . France,

[
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Prance, Sir; and fo my difafter, Sir, has been my good
" fortune, Sir ; and this is my wife and fifter, Sir.

- Horn. What then, Sir? .

Sir Fa/p. My Lady, and fiter, Sir.—Wife, this is
Mafier Horrer.

Lady Fidg. Mafter Horner, hufband!

Sir Fajp. My Lady, my Lady Fidet, Sir.

Hora. So, Sir. be il

Sir Jafp. Won’t you be acquaimted with her, Sir 2
the repo{{ is true, I find, by his coldnefs or averfion to tsho:
fex; but Pl play the wag with him. [gfide.] Pray, fa-
ite my wife, my Lady, Sir.

Horn. 1 will kifs no man’s wife, Sir, for him, Sir; B
have taken my eternal leave, Sir, of the fex already, Sin.

Sir Jafp. Ha, ha, ha; I'll plague him yet. [Afde.}

ot know my wife, Sir!

* Horn. 1 do know your wife, Sir, fhe’s a woman, Sin,
-and confequently a monfter, Sir, a greater monfter than o
hufband, Sir.

Sir Fofp. A hufoand ! how, Sicp

Horn. So, Sir; but I make no more euckolds, Sir.

' [ Makes bornss

Sir Jap. Ha, ba, ha, Mercury, Mercury.

Lady Fidg. Pray, Sir Jafper, let us begone from this
rade fellow. '

Dain. Who, by his breeding, would think he had ever
been in France ?

~ Lady Fidg. Foh, he’s but too mueh a French felow,
fuch as hate women of quality end virtue, for their love
to their hufbands. Sir i‘afper, a woman is hated by thenn
# much for loving ker hufband, as for loving their mo-
wey. Bue pray let’s begone, .

* Horm. You do well, Madam ; for I have nothing that
a:)u came for: I have brought over not fo much as a.

wdy pidture, new poftares, nor the fecond part of the
gcole des filles ; nor.
Quack. Hold, for thame, Sir! what d’ye mean ? you’ll
-¥uin yourfelf for ever with-the fex. [ 4part to Horner.
ﬁngr‘r Ja/p. Hah, ha, hah, he hates wemen perfedly, 1

Dain. What pity "tis he fhould:
Lady Fidg. Ay, he’s a bafe rude fellow for’t : but af-
' feltation




$¢ THE COUNTRY WIFE.

feQation makes not a woman more odious to them tham

virtue.

Horn. Becaufe your virtue is your greateft affeQation,
Madam. - . .

Lady Fidg. How ! you faucy fellow, would you wrong
my honour ¢ .

Horn, 1f I could:

Lady Fidg. How d’ye mean, Sir? . ‘
~ Sir Ja/p. Hah, hah, habh; no, he can’t wrong yqur
Ladyfhip’s honour, upon my honour. He! poor man—.
bark you in your hear —a mere eunuch. :

Lady Fidg. Oh, filthy French beaft, fch, foh ; why-do.
we ftay ? Let’s begone ; Ican’t endure the fight of him.

Sir Fafp. Stay but till the chairs come ; they’ll be here:
prefently. ,

Lady Fidg. No, no. ’

Sir Fafp. Nor can I ftay longer: ’tis—let me fee, a
quarter and half quarter of a minute paft eleven. The.
council will be fet; I muft away : bufinefs muft be pre
ferred always before love and ceremony with the wife,
Mr. Horner.

. Horn. And the impotent, Sir Jafper.

Sir fafp. Ay, ay, the impotent, Mafter Horner, hah,
hah, hah. :

Lady Fidg. What, leave us with a filthy man alone in,
his lodgings ? -

Sir fafp. Hels an innocent man now, you know. Pray,
ftay ; Ill haften the chairs to you-—Mr. Horner, yqur
fervant ; 1fhould be glad to fee you at-my honfe. Prays
come and dine with me, and play at cards with my wita
after dinner: you are fit for women at that game yety-
hah, hah. Tis as much a hufband’s prudence to pro«
vide innocent diverfions for a wife, as to hinder her un<
Tawful pleafures ; and he had better employ her, than leg
her employ herfelf. [ 4fide.] Farewel, [ Exit Sir Jafper,

Horn, Your fervant, Sir Jafper, . ,

Lady Fidg. 1 will not ftay with him, foh ——

. Hora. Nay, Madam, I befeech you ftay, if it be bug
to fee I can be as civil to ladies yet as they would defire.

Lady Fidg. No, no, foh, you cannot be civil to ladiese.

Dain, You as civil ladies would defire :
- Lad
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Z ady Fidg. No, no, ne, foh, foh, foh !

[Exexnt La::y Fidget aad Dainty.
. ®usack. Now, I think, I, or yourfelf rather, have done
your bufinefs with the women.

Horn. Thouart an afs. Don’t you fee slready, upon
the report and my carriage, this grave man of bufinefs-
leaves his wife in my lodgings, invites me to bis houfe and
v:vif;e, who before would Bet be aoquainted with me out of
Jealoufy. .

* @wack, Nay, by this means you may be the more ace
quainted with the hufbands, bat the lets with the wives.

Horn, Let me slone; if I can but abufe the hufbands,

I’ll foon difabufe the wives. Stay—1'll reckon you u
the advantages I am like to have by my ftratagem : firft,
I fhall be rid of all my old acquaintances, the moft infa-
tiable fort of duns, thatinvade our lodgiags in a morniag 3
and next e the pleafure of making a new miftrefs, is that
of being rid of an oM one; and of all old debts, love,,
when it comes to be o, is paid the mof unwillingly.

Quack. Well, you may be fo rid of your old acquaine
fances ; but how will you get any new ones ¢ -

Horn. Doftor, thou wilt never make a good chymift,
thou are fo incredulous and impatient. Atk but ali the

oung fellows of the town, if they do not lofe more time,,
ike huntfmen, in - flarting the game, than in running it
down : one knows not where to find them ; who will or
who will not. Women of quality are fo givil, you can
bardly diftinguith love from I;ood breeding, and a mana is
often miflaken. But now I can be fure, fhe that fhews.
an averfion to me. loves the fport, as thofe women that
are goge, whom I warrant to be right. And then the
ext thing is, your women of honour, 23 you call them,
are only chary of their reputations, not their perfons ; and
*is {candal they-would avoid, not men. Now may I have
by the reputation of am evnuch the privileges of one, and:
be feen in 2 lady’s chamber in a morning as early as her
hufband, kifs virgins before their pareats or lovers; and
may be, in fhort, the paf-par-tout of the town. Now,
Do@tor i .
Quack. Nay, now you fhall be the Do&or ; and- your
Procefs ie f@ new, that we do not kmow but it may fucceeda

Horn. Not fo new neitber 2 Probatam’ (ff, Doctor
: . RQuacks
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Quack, Well, 1 with you luck, and many patientse
whilft I go to mine. [Exit Quacke
: Enter Harcourt and Dorilant.

Harc, Come, your appearance at the play yefterday,
‘has, I hope, hardened you for the future againtt the wo-
men’s contempt, and the men’s raillery ; and now you’ll
abroad as you were wont. B
. Horn. Did I'not bear it bravely ? .

Dor. With a moft theatrical impudence; nay, more
than the orange-wenches fhew there, or a drunken vizard-
mafque, or a great-bellied attrefs ; nay, or the-moft im-.
pudent of creatures, an ill poet ; or, what is yet more
impudent, a fecond-hand critic. . LY

Horn. Rut what fay the ladies ¢ Have they no pity 2

Harc. What ladies? The vizard-mafques, you know,
never pity a man when all’s gone, tho’ in their fervice.

. Dor. And for the women in the boxes, you'd never
Rity them when ’twas in your power.

Harc. They fay, "is pity but all that deal with com- .
mon womex fhould be ferved fo.

Dor. Nay, I date fwear, they won’t admit you to play-
at cards with them, go to plays with them, or.do the little
:l;:ties which the other fhadows of men are wont to do for

em. , .

. Horz. Who do you call fhadows of men ? -

- Dor. Half-men. . :

Horn. What, boys ?

Dor. Ay, your old boys, old beans gar cons, who, like-
fuperannuated ftallions, are fuffered to run, feed,
whinny with the mares as long as they live, tho’ they can
do nothing eife. :

Horn. Well, a pox on love and wenching. Women
ferve-but to keep a man from better company. Tho’ L.
can’t enjoy them, I fhall you the more. Good fellowfhip
and friendfhip arelafting, rational, and manly pleafures.

Hare, For all that, give me fome of thofe pleafures you-
call effeminate too ; they help to relifh one another.

. Horn, They difturb one another. :

Hare. No, miftrefles are like books ; if you pore upon:
them too much, they doze you, aud make you unfit for
company ; but if ufed difcreetly, you are the ficter for.
converfation by them.. ) : )

Lo Der,
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Der. A miftrefs fhould be like a little country retreat
near the town ; not to dwell in conftantly, but only fora
night and away, to tafte the town the better when a2 man
returns. :

Horn. Ttell you, *tis as hard to be a good fetlow, a good
friend, and a lover of women, as ’tis to be a good fellow,
a good friend, and a loves of money. You cannot follow
both ; then chufe your fide. Wine gives you liberty,
love takesit away,

Dor. Gad, he’s in the righten’e. :

Horn. Wine gives you joy ; Love, grief and tortures,;
befides furgeons ; wine makes us witty, love only fots ;
wine makes us fleep, love breaks it.- ‘

Dor. By the world, he has reafon, Harcourt,

Horn. Wine makes _

Dor. Ay, wine makes us——makes us princes, love
makes us beggars, poor rogues, ’egad——and wine ——

Horn. So, there’s one converted. No, no,- love and
wine, oil and vinegar.

Harc. 1 grant it; love will ftill be uppermoft.

Horn. Come, for my” part, I will have only thofe glo-
rious, manly pleafures, of being very drunk, and very
flovenly.

Enter Boy.

Boy. M. Sparkith is below, Sir.

Ilare, What, my dear friend ! a rogue that is fond of
me, only, I think, forabufing him. :

Dor. No, he can no more think the men laugh at him,
than that women jilt him, his opinionof himfelf is fo good.

Horn. Well, there’s another pleafure by drinking I
thought not of ; I fhall lofe his acquaintance, becaufe he
cannot drink. And you know ’tis a very hard thing to
be rid of him; for he’s one of thofe riaufevus offerers at
wit, who, like the worft of fiddlers, run themfelves into
all companies. .. - o b
s+ Hare. Oge that by being in the.company of men of -
fenfe would pafs for one. ‘

Horn. And may fo to the fhort-fighted world; as a
falfe jewel amongft true ones is not diicerned at a diftance,
His company is as troublefome to us as a cuckold’s when
you have a mind to his wife’s. .
* Hare, No, the rogue will not let us enjoy orie anoth‘jr,

_ 3 ) ut

.
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but ravithes our converfation ; tho’ he fignifies no more.
to’t, than Sir Martin Marall’s gapingand awkward thrum-
ming upon the lute does to his man’s voice and mufic.

Dor. And to pafs for a wit in town, fhews himfelf g
fool every.night to us, that are guilty of the plot.

Horn, Such wits as he are, to a company of reafonable
then, like rooks to the gamefters, who only £ll a reom at
the table, but are fo far from contributing to the play,
that they only ferve to fpoil the fancy of thofe that do.

Dor. Nay, they are ufed like rooks too, fnubbed,
checked; and abufed ; yet the rogues will hang on. '

Horr. A pox on them, and all that force Nature, and
would be ftill what fhe forbids them ! Affe@ation is her
greateit monfter. _ ,

Harc. Moft men are the contraries to that they would
feem: yourbully, you fee, is a coward with a long fword;
the little, humbly fawning phyfician, with his ebony
cane, is he that deftroys men.

Dor. The ufurer, apoor rogue, pofiefled of mouldy
bonds and mortgages ; and we, they call fpendthrifts, are
only wealthy, who lays out our money upon daily new
purchafes ot pleafure.

Horn. Ay, your erranteft cheat is your truftee or execu-
tor, your jealous man, the greateft cuckold ;- your church-
man, the greateft atheift; and your noify, pert rague of
a wit, the greateft fop, dulleft afs, and worft company, as
you fhall fee; for here he comes.

Eater Sparkifh.

Spark. How is’t, {parks ? Howis't? Well, faith, Har-
ry, I muft rally thee a little, ha, ha, ha! upon the re-
port in town of thee; ba ha, ha! I can’t held, i'faith;
Shall I fpeak ? .

Horn. Yes; but youll be fo bitter then.

Sark. Honeft Dick and Frank here fhall anfwer for me;
I will not be extreme bitter, by the univerfe. '

" Huarc, We will be bound in 2 ten-thoufand-pound bend,
he fhall not be bitter at all,

Dor. Nor fharp, nor fweet,

Horn. What, not downright infipid ?

Spark. Nay, then, fince you are (o brifk, and provoke
tne, take what follows, You muft know, I was difcourfin

. snd
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and raillying with fome ladies yefterday, and they hap-
pened to talk of the fine new figns in town.

Horn. Very fine ladies, 1 beheve.

Spark. Said I, I know where the beft new fign ig————
Where ? fays one of theladies. In Covent-Garden, I
replied. Said another, in what ftreet? In Ruffel-freet,
anf{wered I. Lord, fays another, I’m fure there was ne-
ver a fine new fign there yefterday. Yes, but there was,
faid I again, and it came out of France, and has been
there a fortnight.

Dor. A pox! I can hear no more—Pr’ythee ——

Horn. No, hear him out ; let him tune his crowd a
while. -

Harc. The worft mufic, the greateft preparation.

Spark. Nay, faith, I'll make you laugh. It cannot be,
fays a third lady. Yes, yes, quoth Iagain. Says a fourth
lad

{orn. Look to’t, we'll have no more ladies.
Spark. No!—Then mark, mark, now. Said I to the
fourth, did you never fee Mr. Horner? He lodges in
Ruffel-ftreet, and he’s the fign of a man, you know, fince
he came out of France; ha, ha, ha!

Horn. Butthe devil take me if thine be the fign of a jeft.

Spark. With that they all fell a laughing, till they be-
pifs’d themfelves. What, but it does not move you, me-
thinks. Well, I fee one had as good go to law without
awitnefs, as break a jeft without a laughter on one’s fide.
Come, come, fparks ; but where do we dine ? I have left
at Whitehall an earl, to dine with you.

Dor. Why, I thought thou hadft loved a man with a
title better than a fuit with a French trimming to’t.

Hare. Go to him again.

bp:rk‘ No, Sir, a witis to me the greateft title in the
worl .

Horn. But go dine with your earl, Sir; he may be ex-
ceptiouss. We are your friends, and- will not take it ill
to be left, I do affure you. .

Hare. Nay, faith, he fhall go to him,

Spark. Nay, pray, gentlemen

Dor. We'll thruft you out, if you won’t. What, dife
appoint any body for us !

. Spark, Nay, nay, dear gentlemen, hear me.

Horn. -
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Horn. No, no, Sir, by nomeans. Pray, go, Sir.
Spark. Why, dear rogues )

L They all thruft him out of the room,

Dor. No, no.
All, Ha, ha, ha!
Re-enter Sparkifh,

Spark. But, fparks, pray, hear me. What, d’ye think
I’ll eat there with gay fhallow fops, and filent coxcombs ?
I think wit as neceflary at dinner, asa glafs of good wine ;
and that’s the reafon I never have any fltomach when 1 eat
alone. Come, but where do we dine ?

Horn. Even where you will,

Spark. At Chateline’s ?

Dor. Yes, if you will.

Spark. Orat the Cock ?

Dor. Yes, if you pleafe.

Spark. Or at the Dog and Partridge ?

Horn. Ay, if you have a mind to’t; for we fhall dine.
at neither, ‘

Spark. Pthaw ! with your fooling we fhall lofe the new
play ; and I would no more mifs feeing a new play the
firt day, than I would mifs fitting in the Wits-row
Therefore I'll go fetch my miftrefs, and away.  [Eait,

Enter Pinchwife. .
. Horn. Who have we here ? Pinchwife ?
. Pinch. Gentlemen, your humble fervant.
. Horn. Well, Jack, by thy long abfence from the town,
the grumnefs of thy countenance, and the flovenlinefs of
thy habit, I fhould give thee joy, thould I not, of mar-
riage ?

Pinch. Death! does he know I'm married too? I
thought to have concealed it from him at leaft. [ Afde.])
My long ftay in the country will excufe my drefs-; and
I have a fuit of law that brings me up to town, that puts
me out of humour, Befides, I muft give Sparkifh to-
morrow five thoufand pounds to lie with my fifter.

Horn. Nay, you country gentlemen, rather than not
purchafe, will buy any thing ; and he is a crack’d tidle, if
we may quibble.  Well, butam I to. give thee joy ? I
heard thou wert married.

Pinch. What then?

Harn,
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 Horn. Why, the next thing that is to be heard is»
thou’rt a cuckold.

Pinch. Infupportable name ! [ Afides

Horn. But 1 did not expect marriage from fuch awhore-
mafiteras you; one that knew the town fo much, and wo-
men fo well.

"Pinch, Why, I have married no London wife.

Horn. Pihaw, that’s all one. That grave circumfpec-
tion in marrying a country wife, is like refufing a decei--
ful pampered Smithfieid jade, to go and be cheated by a
friend in the country.

Pinch. A pox von'him and his fimile ! [A4fide.] At leatt
we are a little furer of the breed there, know what her
keeping has been, whether foiled or unfound.

Hora. Come, come, 1 have known a clap gotten in
Wales ; and there are, coufin, juftices clerks, and chap-
lains in che country, I won’t fay coachmen. But fhe's
handfome and young ?

Pinch. 'l anfwer as I thould do. [4fide.] No, no;
fhe has no beauty but her youth, no atrraction but her
modefty, wholefome, homely, and houfwifely ; that’s all.

Dor. He talks as like a grafier as he looks.

Pinch. She’s too awkward, ill-favoured, and filly to
bring to town.

Hare. Then methinks you fhould bring her, to be
taught breeding.

Pinch. To be taught ! No, Sir, I thank you; good
wives and private foldiers (hould be ignorant —I'li kecp
her from your inftruions, I warrant you.

Hare. The rogue is as jealous as if his wife were not
ignorant, [ Afiite

Horn. Why, if fhe be ill.favoured; there will be leis
danger here for you, than by leaving her in the country.
Wehave fuch variety of dainties, that wearefeldom huogry.

Dor. But they have always coarle, conftant, {winzeing
flomachs in the country.

Harc. Foul feeders indeed !

Dor. And your hofpitality is great there.

Harc. Open houfe; every man’s welcome.

Pinch. So, fo, gentlemen. '

Hora. But, pr'ythee, why fhouldft thou marry her ? If
fhe be ugly, ill-bred, and filly, fhe muft be rich then ?

B 2 Pinch.

-
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Pinch, As rich as if fhe brought me twenty thoufand
pounds out of this town; for fhe'll be as fure not to fpend
her moderate portion, as a London baggage would be to
{pend hers, let it be what it would : fo’usall one. Then,
becaufe fhe’s ugly, fhe’s the likelier to be my own; and
being ill-bred, fhe’ll hate converfation; and fince filly
and innocent, will not know the difference betwixt a man
of one-and-twenty, and one of fort .

Horn. Nine, to my knowledge. But if fhe be filly,
fhe’ll expect as much from a man of forty-nine, as from
him of one-and-twenty. But, methinks, wit is more ne-
eeflary than beauty ; and I think no young woman ugly
that has it, and no handfome woman agreeable without it.

Pinch. *Tis my maxim, he’s a fool that marries ; but
he’s a greater that does not marry a foel: What is wit in
a wife good for, but to make a man a cuckold ?

Horn. Yes, to keep it from his knowledge.

Pinch, A fool cannot contrive to make her hufband a
cuckold, .

Horn. No; but fhe'll club with a man that can. And
what is worfe, if fhe cannot make her hufband a cuckold,
fhe’ll make him jealous, and pafs for one ; and then ’ts

all one, )
© Pinch. Well, well, I'll take care for one. My wife
fhall make me no cuckold, tho’ the had your help, Mr.
Horner. I underftand the town, Sir.

Dor. His help! . [4fide.
Harc. He’s newly come to town, it feems, and has not
heard how things are with him. [Afide.

Horn. But tell me, has marriage cured thee of whoring,
which it feldom does ? :

Harc. *Tis more than age can do.

Horn. No; the word 1s, I’ll marry and live honeft.
But a marriage vow is like a penitent gamefter’s oath, and
entering into bonds and penalties to ftint himfelf to fuch
a particular fmall fum at play for the future, which makes
him but the more eager; and not being able to hold out,
lofes his money again, and his forfeit to boot. .

Dor. Ay, ay, a gamefter will be a gamefter whilft his
money lafts, and a whore-mafter whilft his vigour.

Hare, Nay, 1 have kyown them, when they are brokcci

an
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and can lofe no more, keep a fumbling with the box in
their hands to fool with only, and hinder other gamefters.

Dor. That had wherewithal to make lufty ftakes.

Pinch. Well, gentlemen, you may laugh at me; but
you fhall never lie with my wife. 1 know the town.

Horn. But, pr’ythee, was not the way you were in
better? Is not keeping better than marriege ?

Pinch. A pox on’t! the jades would jilt me; I could
never keep a whore to myfelf.

Horn. So then you only married to keep a whore to
yourfelf, Well, but let me tell you, women, as you fay,
are like foldiers, made conftant and loyal by good pay, ra-
ther than by oaths and covenants. Theretore I'd advife
my friends to keep rather than marry, fince too I find, by
your example, it does not ferve one’s turn ; for I faw you
yefterday in.the eightéen.penny place with a pretty coun-
try wench.

Pinch. How the devil! did he fee my wife then? I
fat there that fhe might not be feen. But fhe fhall n:ver
go to a play again. (Afides

Horn. What, doft thou bluth at nine-and-forty for
having been feen with a weach ? i

Dor. No, faith, I warrant ’twas his wife, which he
feated there out of fight; for hes a cunning rogue, and
underftands the town.

Harc. He blufhes! Then *twas his wife ; for men are
now more afhamed to be feen with them in public, thaa
with a wench. Co )

Pinch. Hell and damnation! I’m undone, fince Horner
has feen her, and they know ’twas fhe. - [ #fide.

Horn. But, prlythee, was it thy-wife ? She was ex-
ceeding presty. I was in love with her at that diftance.

Pinch. You are like never to be nearer to her.  Youar
fervant, gentleinen. {Ofers ta go.

Hanz.gNay, prythee, ftay. L g

Pinch. 1 cannot; 1 will note

Horn. Come, you fhall dine with us,

Pinch, T have dined already.

Horn. Come, I know thou baft not. I'll treat thee,
dear rogue; thou fhalt fpend none of thy Hamplhure
money to-dij. .

B3 P.uch.
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Pinch. Treat me! So, he ufes me already like his

cuckold. [4fide.
Horn. Nay, {ou fhail not go.
Pinch. T muit; I have bufinefs at home. [Exze.

Harc. To beat his wife, He’s as jealous of her as a
Cheapfide hufband of a Covent-Garden wife.

Horn, Why, ’tis as hard to find an old whore-mafter
without jealoufy and the gout, as a young one without
fear or the pox.

As gout 1n age from pox in youth proceeds ;

So wenching paft, the jealoufy fucceeds ; }

‘The worft difeafe that love and wenching breeds.

[Exeunts,
Enp of the First Acr.

ACT II

Mrs. Margery Pinchwife and Alithea; Mr, Pinchwife
S pecping bebind the door, .

o Mzes. PiNcuwiIFE.

~YRAY, fifter, where are the beft fields and woods to
’.P walk in in London ?
..o Alith. A pretty queftion! Why, fifter, Mulberry-
Garden and St. }'ames’s Park ; and for clofe walks, the
New Exchange.
Mps. Pinch. Pray, fifter, tell me why my hufband looks
“fo grum here in town, and keeps me up fo clofe, and will
not let me go a walking, nor let me wear my beft gown
yeflerday ?

Alith. Oh, he’s jealous, fifter.

Mrs. Pinch. Jealous! What’s that ?

Alith, He’s afraid you fhould love another man,

Mprs. Pinch., How fhould he be afraid of my loving ano-
ther man, when he will not let me fee any but himfelf ?

Alith. Did he not carry you yefterday to a play ?

Mprs. Pinch. Ay ; butwe fatamongft ugly people. He
would not lét me come near the gentry, who fat under us,
fo that I could not fee them. He told me none but
naughty women fat there, whom they tous’d and mous’d ;

but I would have ventured for all that,
. I Alifbo
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Alith. But how did you like the play ?

Mys. Pinch. Indeed I was weary of the play; but I
liked hugeoufly the adtors. They are the goodiieft, pro-
pereft men, fifter.

Alith. Oh, but you muit not like the a&tors, fifter.

Mrs. Pinch. Ay, how fhould I help it, fiter? Pray,
fitter, when my hufband comes in, will you afk leave gr
me to go a walking ?

Alith. A walking ! ha, ha! Lord, a country gentle-
woman’s pleafure 13 the drudgery of a foot-poft ; and fhe
requires as much airing as her hufband’s horfes. [ Afde.

Enter Mr. Pinchwife.
But here comes your hufband ; I'll afk, tho’ I’m fure he’ll
not grant it.

Mgs. Pinch., He fays he won’t let me go abroad, for
fear of catching the pox.

Alith. Fie! the {mall-pox, you fhould fay.

Mrs. Pinch. Oh, my dear, dear Bud, welcome home !
Why doft thou look fo fropith? Who has nanger’d thee ?

Pinch, You’reafool. [Mrs.Pinch. goesafide andcries.

Alith, Fauth, fo fle is, for crying for no fault, poor
tender creature !

Pinch, What, you would have her as impudent as
yourfelf, as errant a jillflirt, a gadder, a magpie, and, to
fay all, a notorious town-woman ?

Alith. Brother, you are my only cenfurer ; and the ho-
nour of your family will feoner fuffer in your wife there,
than in me, tho’ I take the innocent liberty of the town.

Pinch. Hark you, miftrefs, do not talk {o before my
wife. The innocent liberty of the town ! .

Alith. Why, pray, who boafts of any intrigues with
me ? What lampoon has made my name notorious 7 What
ill women frequent my lodgings ? I keep no company
with any women of fcandalous reputations. .

Pinch. No, you keep the men of fcandalous reputations
company. .

Alith. Where ? Would you not have me civil ? Anfwer
them in a box at the plays, in the drawing-room at
Whitehall, in St. James’s Park, Mulberry-Garden, or—

Pinch. Hold, hold; do not teach my wife where the

men are to be found, I believe fhe’s the worfe for yous
towne

'
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town-documents already. I bid you keep her in igno-
rance as I do. ’

Mps. Pinch. Indeed, be not angry with her, Bud ; fthe
will tell me nothing of the town, tho’ I atk her a thou-
fand times a day. -

Pinch. Then you are very inquifitive to know, I find ?

Mrs. Pinch. Not 1, indeed, dear; 1 hate Loadon;
our place-houfe in the country is worth a thoufand of it:
would I were there again.

Pinch. So you fhall, T warrant. But were you not
talking of plays and players when I came in? You are
her encouragerin fuch difcourfes.

Mprs, Pinch. No, indeed, dear ; fhe chid me juft now,
for liking the player-men.

Pinch, Nay, if fhe be fo innocent to own to me her
liking them, there’s no hurt in’t. [Afde.] Come, my
poor rogue; but thou likeft nome better than me ?

Mprs, Pinch. Yes, indced, but I do; the player-men
are finer folks.

Pinch. But you love none better than me ? :

Mrs. Pinch. You are my own dear Bud, and I know
you : I hate a ftranger. :
. Pjuch. Ay, my dear, you muft love me only ; and no
be like the naughty town-women, who only hate their
hufbands, and love every man elfe ; love plays, vifits, fine
coaches, fine cloaths, fiddles, balls, treats, and fo lead a
wicked town-life. :

Mprs. Pinch. Nay, if to enjoy all thefe things be a
town-life, London is not fo bad a place, dear.

Pinch, How! If you love me, you muft hate London

Alith, The fool has forbid me difcovering to her the
pleafures of the town, and he is now fetting her agog
upon them himfelf, [Afde.

Mrs, Pinck. But, hufband, do the town-women love
the player-men too ? !

Pinch. Yes, I warrant you, )

Mrs. Pinch, Ay! I warrant you,

Pinch, Why, youdo not, I hope ? ‘

Mrs. Pinch, No, no, Bud, But why have we no play-
er-men in the country ? :

Pinch. Ha!--Mrs, Minx, afk me no more to go toa

play.
M’ S
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Mps., Pinch. Nay, why, love? 1 did mot care for go-
ing. But when you forbid me, you make me, as "twere,
defire it. .

Aiith. So ’twill be in other things, I warrant. [ 4fide.

Ms. Pinch. Pray, let me go to a play, dear,

Pinch. Hold your peace ; I wo’not.

Mrs. Pinch. Why, love ?

Pinch. Why, Ill tell you,

Alith. Nay, if he tell her, the’ll give him more caufe
to forbid her that place. [4fde.

Mys. Pinch. Pray, why, dear ? i
. Pinch. Firft, you like the actors ; and the gallants may
ike you. :

Blyr:. Pinch. What, a homely country girl! No, Bud,
nobody will like me.

Pinch. 1 tell you, yes, they may.

Mps. Pinch. I‘{o no, you jeft—1 won’t believe you ; I
will go.

P%ncb. I tell you, then, thatone of the lewdeft fellows
in town, who faw you there, told me he was in love with

ou. .

Mers. Pinch. Indeed! Who, who, pray, who was’t ?

Pinch. I’ve gonetoo far, and flipt before 1 was aware,
How overjoyed fhe is! [Afides

Mrs. Pinch, Was it any Hampthire gallant, any of our
neighbours ¢ I promife you I am beholden to him,

inch. 1 promife you, you lie; for he would but ruin
you, as he has done hundreds. He has no other love for
women, but that fuch as he look upon women, like bafi-
litks, but to deftroy them.

Mrs. Pinch. Ay, butif he loves me, why fhould he
ruin me ? Anfwer me to that, Methinks he fhould not ;
I would do him no harm,

Alith. Ha, ha, ha!

Pinch. 'Tis very well. But I’ll keep him from doing
you any harm, or me either.

‘ Enter Sparkifh and Harcourt.
But here comes company ; get you in, get you in.

Mrs. Pinch. But, pray, hufband, is he a pretty gentle-
man that loves me ? :

My. Pinch. In, baggage, in, [Thrufls ber in, fbuts the
door.] What, all the leud libertines of the town brought

©
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to my lodging, by this eafy coxcomb! ’Sdeath, P’Il not
fuffer it.

Spark. Here, Harcourt, do you approve my choice ?
Deur little rogue, 1 told you I'd bring you acquainted
with all my friends, the wits and——

[Harcourt falutes ber.

Mr. Pinch. Ay, they fhall know her, as well as you
yourfelf will, I warrantyou.

Spark. This is one of thofe, my pretty rogue, that are
¢o dance at your wedding to-morrow : and him you muft
bid welcome ever, to what you and I have.

Mr. Pinch. Monftrous ! : [Afide.

Spark. Harceurt, how doft thou like her, faith ? Nay,
dear, do not look down : I fhould hate to have a wife of

. mine out of countenance at any thing. .

My, Pinch. Wonderful!

Spark. Tell me, 1 fay, Harcourt, how doft thou like
her? Thou haft flared upon her enough, to refolve me.

Hare. So infinitely well, that I could wifh I had a
miftrefs too, that might differ from her in nothing, but
her love and engagement to you. .

Alith. Sir, Mafter Sparkifh has often told me that his

acquaintance were all wits and raillieurs, and now 1 find
it. ' '
Spark, No, by the univerfe, Madam, he does not railly
now ; you may believe him: I do affure you, heis the
honefteft, worthieft, true-hearted gentleman—A man of
fuch perfect honour, he would fay nothing to a lady he
‘does not mean.

M. Pinch, Praifing another man to his miftrefs !

Harc. Sir, you are fo beyond expeftation obliging,
that

Spark. Nay, ’egad, Iam fure you do admire her ex-
tremely, I fee’t in your eyes He does admire you,
Madam.—By the world, don’t you ? .

Plarc. Yes, above the world, or, the moft glorious part
of it, her whole fex : and till now I never thought I
fhould have envied you, or any man about to marry ; but

ou have the beft excufe for marriage I ever knew.

Alith. Nay, now, Sir, I’m fatisfied you are of the fo-
ciety of the wits, and railleurs, fince you cannot fpare
your friend, even when he is but too civil t0 you; but

the




THE COUNTRY WIFE. 23

the fureft fign is, fince you are an enemy to marriage,
for that I hear you hate as' much as bufinefs or bad wine.

Harc. Truly, Madam, I was never an enemy to mar-
riage till now, becaufe marriage was never an enemy to
me before. ’

Alith. Bat why, Sir, is marriage an enemy to you now ?
becaufe it robs you of your friend here ? for you look
upon a friend married, as one gone into a monaftery,
that is, dead to the world.

Harc. *Tis indeed, becaufe you marry him; I fee,
Madam, you can guefs my meaning: I do confefs hearti-
ly and openly, I wifh it were in my power to break the
match ; by Heavens I would,

Spark. Poor Frank !

Alith., Would you be fo unkind to me?

Harc. No, no, ’tis not becaufe I would te unkind to
you.

Spark. Poor Frank; no gad, ’tis only his kindnefs to

me.

Mr. Pinch. Great kindnefs to you indeed ; infenfible
fop, let a man make love to his wife to his face ! [ Afde.

Spark. Come, dear Frank, for all my wife there, that
fhall be, thou fhalt enjoy me fometimes, dear rogue. B
my honour, we men of witcondole for our deceafed bro-
ther in marriage, as much’ as for one dead in earneft, I
think that was prettily faid of me, ha, Harcourt ?—But
come, Frank, be not melancholy for me. )

Harc. No, I aflure you, I am not melancholy for you.

Spark. Pr'ythee, Frank, doft think my wife, that fhall
be there, a fine perfon?

Harc. 1 could gaze upon her, till I became as blind
as you are.

Spark. How as Iam? how?

Harc. Becaufe you are a lover, and true lovers are
blind, ftock blind. .

Spark. True, true; but by the world fhe has wit too,
as well as beauty : go, go with her into a corner, and try
if fhe has wis, talk to her any thing, fhe’s bathful before
me. :

Hare, Indeed if a woman wants wit in a corner, fhe
has it no where,

Alith,
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Alith, Sir, you difpofe of me a little before your time—
[ 4fide to Sparkifh.

Spark. Nay, nay, Madam, let me have an earncft of

your obedience, or——go, go, Madam
[Harcourt courss Alithea afide,

Mr. Pinch. How, Sir, if you are not concerned for the
honour of a wife, I am for that of a fifter; he fhall not
debauch her: be a pander to your own wife, bring men

-to her, let them make love bef{)re your face, thruft them
into a corner together, then leave them in private! Is
this your town wit and conduét ?

Spark. Ha, ha, ha, a filly wife rogue would make one
laugh more than a ftark fool, ha, ha; I fhall burft. Nay,
you fhall not difturb them ; I’ll vex thee, by the world.

[Struggles awith Pinch. to keep bim from Harcourt and
Alithea. :

Alith. The writings are drawn, Sir, fettlements made ;
*tis too late, Sir, and paft all revocation.

Harc. Then fo is my death.

Alith, 1 would not be unjuft to him.

Harc, Then why,tome fo?

Alith, 1 have no obligation to you.

Harc. My love.

Alith. 1had his before.

Harc. You never had it ; he wants, you fee, jealoufy,
the only infallible fign of it.

Alith. Love proceeds from efteem ; he cannot diftruft
my virtue ; befides, he loves me, or he would not mar-
£y me.,

Harc, Marrying you is rio more fign of hislove, than
bribing your woman, that he may marry you, is a fign of
his generofity : marriage is rather a fign of intereft, than
love ; and he that marries a fortune, covets a miftrefs, not
loves her: but if you take marriage for a fign of love,
take it from me immediately,

Alith. No, now you have put a fcruplein my head;
but in fhort, Sir, to end our difpute, I muft marry him,
my reputation would fuffer in the world elfe.

Harc. No; if you do marry him, with your pardon,

" . Madam, your reputation fuffers in the world, and you
would be thought in neceffity for a cloak, ‘

- Alith, Nay, now you are rude, Sir,—Mr. Sparkifh,

, pray
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pray come hither, your friend here is very troublefome,
and very loving.

Harc, Hold, hold— [Afde to Alithea,

Myr. Pinch. D’ye hear that?

Spark. Why, d’ye think, I'll feem to be jealous, like a
country bumpkin ?

Mr. Pinch. No, rather be a cuckold, like a credulous
cig. .

Harc. Madam, you would not have been fo little ge-
nerous as te have told him. )

Alith. Yes, fince you could be fo little generous as to
wrong him.

Harc, Wrong him ! no mancando’t; he’s ben’ath an
injury ; a bubble, a coward, a fenfelefs idiot, a wr.tch fo
contemptible to all the world but you, that —

Alith. Hold, do not rail at him ; for, firce he is like to
be my hufband, I am refolved to like him; nay, I think
am obliged to tell him, you are not his fiiend.—Maiter
Sparkith, Mafter Sparkifh.-

Spark. What, what? now, dear rogue, has not fhe
wit? )

Harc. Not fo much as I thought, and hoped fhe had.

- [Speaks furlily.

Alith, Mr, Sparkifh, do you bring people to rail at
ou? -

’ Harc. Madam ——

. Spark. How ! no; but if he does rail at me, ’tis but

in jeft, I warrant. What we wits do for one another, and

never take any notice of it.

Alith. He fpoke fo fcurriloufly of you, I had no pa-
tience to hear him ; befides he has been making love to
me. .

Harc. True, damned tell-tale woman. [ Afide.

Spark. Plhaw, to fhew his parts—we wits rail and make
love often, but to fhew our parts; as we have no affece
tions fo we have no malice, we ——

#Alith, He faid you were a wretch below an injury.

Spark. Pihaw ! ,

rca Damned, fenfelefs, impudent, virtuous jade ;
well, fince fhe won’t let me have her, the’ll do as good,
the’ll make me hate her.

Alith. A common bubble. .
C Spark,
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Spark. Plhaw!

Alith, A coward. ‘

Sgark, Phaw, pthaw ! :

Alith. A fenfelefs drivelling idiot.

Syark. How ! did he difparage my parts ? Nay, then,
my honour’s concerned. I can’t put up that, Sir; by the

world, brother, help me to kill him ——1 may draw now,
fince we have the odds of him; ’tis a good occafion too

Alith ~Hold, hold.

Spark. What, what ?

Alith. T muft not let them kill the gentleman neither,
for his kindnefs to me; I am fo far from hating him,’
that I with my gallant had his perfon and underftanding :
——Nay, if my honour — [ Afide.

Spark. I'll be thy death, )

Alith, Hold, hold ; indeed, to tell the truth, the gen-
tleman faid after all, that what he {fpoke, was but out of
friendfhip to you.

Spark. How! fay, I am a fool, that is, no wit, out of
friendfhip to me ! .

Alith, Yes, to try whether I was concerned enough
for you ; and made love to me only to be fatisfied of my
virtue, for your fake. '

Harc. Kind however — [ dfde.

Spark. Nay, if it were fo, my dear rogue, I afk thee
pardon ; but why would not you tell me fo, faith?

Harc. Becaufe I did not think on’t, faith.

Spark. Come; Horner does not ceme ; Harcourt, let’s
begone to the new play.—Come, Madam. .

Alith. T will not go, if you intend to leave me alone
in the box, and run into the pit, as you ufe to do.

Spark. Pthaw! I'll leave Harcourt with you in the
box, toentertain you, and that’s as good ; if I fat in the
box, I fhould be thought no judge but of trimmings.—
Come away, Hurgourt, lead her down,

(Excunt Sparkifh, Harcourt, axd Alithea.

Pinch. Well, go thy ways, for the flower of the true
town fops, fuch as fpend their eftares betore they cometo
them, and are cuckolds before they’re married.  But let
me go look to my own free-hold——How

before my miftrefs. [Afide.] [Offers to draw.

Enter



THE COUNTRY WIFE 1

Erter my Lady'Fidget, Mrs. Duinty Fidget, and Mrs.
. - Scjueamith,

Lady Fidg. Your fervant, Sir; where is your Ludy ?
We are come to wait upon her to the ne v play.

Pinch. New play !

. Lady Fidg. And my hufband will wait upon you pre-
ently. .

szcb. Damn your civility—[ Afle.]—Madam, by no
means, I will not fee Sir Jafper here, till 1 have waited
upon him at home ; nor fhall my wite fee you, till fhe has
waited upon your Ladyfhip ar ydbur lodgings.

Lady Fidg. Now, we are here, Sir.

Pinch. No, Madam.

Dain. Pray, let us fee her.

Squcam. We will not ftir, till we fze her. -

Pinch, A pox on vou all—[Afiic.] [(Gacs to the dror,.
and returns.] She has locked the door, and is gone throud,

. Lady Fidz. No, you have locked the door, wad fhe's
within,

Dain. They told us below, fhe was here,

Pinch. Will nothing do ? [4fide.]—Well it muft out
then : to tell you the truth, ladies, which I was afraid to
let you know before, left it might endanger your lives,
my wife has juft now got the fmall-pox come out upon
her * do not be frightened ; but pray begone, ladies, you
fhall not ftay here in danger of your lives; pray get you
gone, ladies. . -

Lady Fidg. No, no, we have all had them.

Squeam." A'ack, alack !’ "

Dain. Come, come, we muft fee how it goes with her,
I underftand the difeafe. - :

Lady Fidg. Come.

Pinch. Well, there is no being too hard for women at
their own weapon, lying, therefore I'll quit the field.
[Afile.] ’ [E«xit Pinchwife.

Squeam. Here’s an example of jealoufy ! )

Lady Fidg. Indeed, as the world goes, I wonder there
are no more jealous, fince wives are fo neglected.

Dain. Plhaw! as the world goes, to what end fhould
they be jealous ? : : :

Laly Fidg. Foh, ’tis a nafty world.

Sjueam. ‘[hat inen of parts, gregt acjuaintance, and

: C 2

quality,
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?uality, fhould take up with, and fpend themfelves and
ortunes, in keeping little play-houfe creatures, foh !

Lady Fidg. Nay, that women of underftanding, great
acquuintance, and good quality, thould -fall a keeping too
of little creatures, foh !

Squcam. Why, *tis the men of quality’s fault, they
never vifit women of honour, and reputation, as they
ufed to do ; and have not fo much as common civility for
ludies of our rank; but ufe us with the fame indifferency,
and ill-breeding, as if we were all married to them,

Lady Fidg. She fays true, ’tis an errant fhame women'
of quality fhould be fo flighted; methinks, birth, birth,
fhould go for fomething: I have known men admired,
courted, and followed for their titles only.

Squeam, Ay, one would think men of honour fhould
not love, no more than marry, out of their ewn rank,

Dain. Fye, fye upon them, they are come to think grofs’
:rceding or themfelves beft, as well as for their dogs and

orfes.

Lady Fidg. They are dogs and horfes for’t;
| Squcam. One would think, if not for love, for vanity a

ittle.

Dain. Nay, they do fa'isfy their vanity upon us fome.-
times; and are kind to us in their report, tell all the'
world they He with us. .

Lady Fidg. Damned rafcals, that we fhould be only
wronged by them ; to report a man has had a perfon,
when he has not had a perfon, is the greateft wrong in
the whole world, that can be done to a perfon,

Sqweam. Well, ’tis an errant fhame, noble perfons
fhould be fo wronged and negle&ted.

Lady Fidg. Burt flill ’tis an erranter fhame for 8 noble
perfon to negle&t her own honour, and defame her own
noble perfon, with little inconfiderable fellows, foh !

Dain. I fuppofe the crime againft our honour is the
fame with a man of quality as with another., -

Lady Fidg. How ! no fure, the man of quality is likeft -
one’s hufband, and therefore the faunlt fhould be the lefs.

Dain. But then the pleafure fhould be the lefs. '

Lady Fidg. Fye, fye, fye, for fhame, fifter, whither
fhall we ramble? Be continent in your difcousfe, or I
thall hate yoy,

Dain,
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Dain. Befides an intrigue is fo much the more noto-
rious for the man’s quality.

Squeam. *Tis true, nobody takes notice of a private
man, and therefore with him ’tis more fecret; and the
crime’s the lefs when ’tis not known. )

Lady Fidg. You fay true; ‘ifaith, I think you are in
the right on’t : ’tis not an injury to a hufband, till it be
an injury to our honours; fo that a woman of honour
lofes no honour with a private perfon ; and to fay truth—

Dain. So the little fellow 1s grown a private perfon—
with her—— [ Apart to Squeam,

Lady Fidg. But ftill, my dear, dear honour——

Enter Sir Jafper, Horper, and Dorilant.
. Sir }'ajﬁ. Ay, my dear, dear of homour, thou haft ftill
fo much honour in thy mouth——

Horr. That fhe has none elfewhere —— Ezljide.

Lady Fidg. Oh, what d’ye mean to bring in thefe upon
us? ,

Dain. Foh! thefe are as bad as wits,

ueam. Foh!

Lady Fidg. Let us leave the room. -

Sir Fafp. Stay, ftay; faith, to tellyou the naked truthess

Ltéév Fidg. Fye, Sir Jafper, do not ufe that werd
paked. ;

Sir Fap. Well, well; in fhort, I have bufinefs at
Whitehall, and cannot ga to the play with you, there-
fore would have you go — .

Lady Fidg. With thofe two to a play ? .

8ir Fap. No, not with t'other, but with Mr. Hor-
ner; there can be no more fcandal to go with him, than #
with Mr, Tattle, or mafter Limberham.

Lady Fidg. With that nafty fellow ! no——no.

Sir Jafp. Nay, pr’ythee, dear, hear me.

Tap- Ny pey (Whifpers to Lady Fidg.

Horn. Ladies. [Horner ard Dorilant drawing near

Squeamifh azd Dainty.
Dain. Stand off. -

Squeam. Do not approach us.

Dain. You herd with the wits, you are obfcenity al
over, '

Squeam, And I would as foon look upon @ picture of
C3 ' Adam
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Adam and Eve, without fig-'eaves, as any of you, if 1
could helpir, therefore keep uff, and donot make us fick.

D.r. What a devil are thefe ? '

Horn, Why, thefe are pretenders to honour, as eri-
ticks to wit, only by cenfuring others ; and as every raw
pecvith, out-of-humoured, affected, dull tea-drinking,
arithmetical top fets up for a_wit, by railing at men of
fenfe, fo thefe for humour, By railing at the court, and
ladies of as great honour as quality.

Sir Ja/p. Come, Mr. Horner, I muft defire you to go
with thele ladies to the play, Sir, '

Horn. I, Sir ! ’

Sir fa/p. Ay, ay, come, Sir.

Horn. I muft beg your pardon, Sir, and theirs; I will
not be feen in women’s eompany in public again for the
world. -

Sir Fa/p. Ha, ha, firange averfion.

Squeam. No, he’s for women’s company in private,

Sir. fa/p. He—poor man—he—ha, ha, ha.

. Dain. *Tis a greater fhame amongft lewd féllows to be
en in virtuous women’s company, than for the women
16 be feen with them.
. Horn. Indeed, Madam, the time was I only hated vir-
tyous women, but now I hate the other too ? I beg your
rdon, ladies. :

Lady Fidg., You atre very obliging, Sir, becaule we

rould not be troubled with you. :
" Sir Ja/p. In fober fadnefs, he fhafl go.

- Dor. Nay, if he wo’ not, Iam ready t6 wait upon the
*ﬁdics, and think I am the fitter man. ,

Sir Fafp. You, Sir! no, I thank you for that—mafter
Horner 1s a privileg’d man amongft the virtuous ladies,
*twill be a great while before you are fo; hey he, he,
he’s my wife’s gallant, he, he, he; no, pray withdraw,
Sir, for, as I take it, the virtuous ladias Kave no bufinefs
with you.

Dor. And I am fure be can have none with them; ’tis
firange a man can’t come amongft virtuous women now,
but upon the fume terms as men are admitted into the
great Turk’s feraglio : but,Heavens keep me from bein
an ombre ‘player with ’em, But where 1s Pinchrife ?

4 ‘ " [ Exit Por,

Szr.
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Sir Fafp. Come, come, man, what avéid the fweet fo-
ciety of woman-kind ! that fweer, foft, gentle, tame,
noble creature woman, made for man's companion—

Horn. So is that foft, gentle, tame, and more noble
creature a fpaniel, and has all their tricks; can fawn, lie
down, fuffer beating, and fawn the more ; barks at your
friends when they come to fee you, makes your bed hard,

ives you fleas, and the mange fometimes: and all the
siﬂ'erence is, the fpaniel’s the more faithful animal, and
fawns but upon one mafter.

Sir Yafp. He, he, he.

Squeam. O, the rude beaft !

ain. Infolent brute ! :

Lady Fidg. Brute! finking, mertified, gptten French
wether, to dare—

Sir j'ﬁ/'p. Hold, an’t pleafe your ladythip : for fhame,
mafter Horner, your mother was a woman—Now fhall F
never reconcile "em. [A4fide.] Hark you, Madam, take
my advice in your anger : you know you often want one
to make up your droling f‘1))ack of ombre players, and you
may cheat him eafily; for he’s an ill gamefter, and con-
fequently loves play. Befides, you know you have but
two old civil gentlemen (with flinking breaths too) to wait
upon you abroad ; take in the third into your fervice : the
other are but crazy ; and a lady (hould have a fupernume-
rary gentleman-ufher as a fupernumerary coach-horfe,
left fometimes you fhould be forced to ftay at home.

Lady Fidg. But are you fure he loves play, and has
money ? .

Sir Fa/p. He loves play as much as you, and has mo<
ney, as much as I.

Lady Fidg. Then I am contented to make him pay for
his fcurrility ; money makes up in a meafure all other
wants in men—thofe whom we cannot make hold for
gallants, we make fine. - [Afide.

Sir Fafp. So, fo; now to mollify, to wheedle him,—
[4fide.}—Mafter Horner, will you never keep civil com-
pany 2 Methinks s time now, fince you are only fit for
them. Come, come, min, you mufte’en fall to vifiting
our wives, eating at our tables, drinking tea with our
virtuous relations after dinner, dealing cards to ’em, read-

ing plays and gazettes to ’em, picking ficas out of their
fmocks
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fmocks for ’em, colleing receipts, new fongs, women,
pages, and footmen for ’em. -~

Horn, 1hope they’ll afford me better employment, Sir.

Sir fap. Heh, he, he; %is fit you know your work
before you come into your place : and fince you are un-
provided of a lady to flatter, and a good houfe to eat at,
pray frequent imine, and call my wife miftrefs, and fhe
fhall call you gallant, according to the cuftom.

Horn, Who, 12—

Sir Fafp. Faith, thou fha’t for my fake ; come, for my
fake only. : : .

Horn, For your fake—— ‘

Sir Jafper. Come, come, here’s a gamefter for'you ;
let him bea licsle familiar fometimes, nay, whatif a lit-
tle rude ? gamefters may be rude with ladies, you know.

Lady Fidg. Yes; lofing gamefters have a privilege
‘with women, S

Horn. 1 always thought the contrrary, that the win-
ning gamefter had moft privilege with women ; for when
you have loft your money to a man, you’ll lofe any thing
_ you have, all you have, they fay, and he may ufe you
as he pleafes.

Sir Fa/p. Heh, he, be; well, win or lofe you fhall
have your liberty with her.

_ Lady Fidg. As he behaves himfelf; and for your fake
P’ll give him admitiance and freedom.

Horn. All forts of freedom, Madam ?

Sir Jafp. Ay, ay, ay, 2ll forts of freedom thou canft
take: And fo go to her, begin thy new employment;
wheedle her, jeft with her; and be better acquainted one
with another.

Horn. 1 think I know her already ; therefore may ven-
ture with her my fecret for her’s, - [Afde.

) " [Horner and La:ly Fidget awbi/per.

Sir ap. Sifter cuz, I have provided an innccent play-
fellow fcr you there

Dain. Who, he!

Squeam. There’s a play-fellow, indeed!

Sir Jafp. Yesfure: what, he is good enough to play
at cards, blindman’s-buff, or the fool with fomctimes.

Sqeam. Foh! we’ll have no fuch play-fellows.

. Dain;
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Dair. No, Sir; you fha’nt chufe play-fellows for us,
we thank you.

Sir j’ajl?. Nay, pray hear me.  [#Difpering to them:

Lady Fidg. But, poot gentleman, could you be fo ge.
perous, fo truly a-map of honour, as, forthe fakes of us
women of honcur, z caufe yourfelf ta be reported no
man? No man! and to fuffer yourfelf the greateft fhame
that could fall upon a man, that none might fall upon us -
women by your converfation ? But indeed, Sir, as per-
fedly, perfeQtly the fame man as before your going 1ato

France, Sir? a:fperfc&ly, erfeitly, Sir?

" Horn. As perfe&lly, perfe&tly, Madam : nay, I fcorn
you fhould take my word ; I defire to be tried oply, Ma-
dam. o

Lady Fidg. Well, that’s {poken again like a man of ho-
nour : all men of honour defire to come to the teft. But
indeed, -generally you men report fuch things of your-
felves, one does not know how or whom to believe 3 and
it is come to that pafs, we dare not take your words no
more than your taylers, without fome ftaid fervant of yours
be bound with you. But I have fo ftrong a faith in your
honour, dear, dear noble Sir, that I'd forfeit mine for
yours at any time, deat Sir.

Horn. No, Madam, you fhould not need to forfeit it
for me3 I have given you fecurity already to fave you
harmlefs, my late reputation being fo well known in the
world, Madam.

Lady Fidg. But if upomany future falling.out, or on
= fufpicion of my taking the truft out of your bands, te
employ fome other, you yourfelf fhould betray your truft,
dear Sir ? I mean, 1f you’ll give me leave to fpeak obfcene-
ly, you might tell, dear Sir.

Hora. 1f 1 did, nobody would believe me : the repu~
taton of impotency is as hardly recover’d again in the
world, as that of cowardice, dear Madam.

Lady Fidg. Nay then, as one may fay, you may do your
worft, dear, dear Sir.

Sir Fafp. Come, is your. Ladyfhip reconcil’d to him
yet ? Have you agreed on matters ? for I muft be gone to
White-hall. B

Lady Fidg. Why, indeed, Sir Jafper, Mafter Horner is
8 thoufand, thoufand times a better man than 1 tho:ght

1Me
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bim. Coufin Squeamith, fifter Dainty, I can name him
now : truly, not long ago, you know, I thoughthis very
name obfcenity ; and I would as foon have lain with bim
as have nam’d him.

Sir Fafp. Very likely, poor Madam.

Dain. 1 believe it.

Squeam. No doubt on’t. L .

Sir Fafp. Well, well—that your Ladyfhip'is as virtuous
- asany fhe, I know ; and him all the town knows—heh,
he, he: therefore, now you like him get you gone to
your bufinefs together; go, go to your bufinefs, I fay,
pleafure, whilft I go to my pleafure, bufinefs.

Lady Fidg. Come then, dear gallant,

Horn, Come away, my deareft miftrefs, - ,

Sir. Jafp. So, fo, why ’tis as I'd have it. [ Exir.

Horn. And as I'd have it. ‘ -

Lady Fidg. Who, for his bufinefs, from his wife will

Takes the beft care to have her bus’nets done.  [run,

E cunt,
END of the SEconp Acr.

ACT 111.
Enter Alithea and Mrs. Pinchwife.

o ALITHEA. '
» S ISTER, whatails you? You are grown melancholy.
Mers. Pinch. Wou’d it not make any one melancholy,
to fee you go every day fluttering about abroad, whilft I
muft ftay at home like a poor, lonely, fullen bifd in a cage..
Alith. Ay, fifter; but youcame young. and juft from
the neft to your cage ; fo thatI thought you lik’d it, and
- eould be as chearful in’t as others that took their flight
themfelves early, and are hopping abroad in the open air.
Mrs. Pinch. Nay, I confels I was quiet encugh, till
my hufband told me what pure lives the London ladies
live abroad, with their dancing, meetings, and junque-
tings, and drefs’d every day in tfeir beft gowns; and I
warrant you, play at nine-pins every day of the week,
fo they do.
Enter Mr, Pinchwife,
Mr. Pinch, Come, what's here todo ? you are putting
the
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the town-pleafures in her head, and fetting her a long-
ing.
g/llitb. Yes, after nine-pins: you fuffer none to give
her thofe longings you mean, but yourfelf.
" Pinch. 1 tell her of the vanities of the town like a
confeflor.

Aiith. A confeffor! Juft fuch a confeflor, as he that,

by forbiddding a filly hoftler to greafe the horfe’s teeth, ‘

taught him to do’t.

inch. Come, miftrefs flippant, good precepts are loft
when bad examples are flill before us. The liberty you
take abroad makes her hanker after it, and out of hu-
mour at home : poor wretch ! She defir'd not to cometo
London ; I wou’d bring her.

Alith, Very well.

Pinch. She has been this week in town, and never
defired till this afternoon to go abroad.

Alitb. Was fhe not at a play yefterday ?

Pinch. Yes, but fhe ne’er akk’d me ; I was myfelf the
caufe of her going.

Alith. Then if fhe afk you again, you are the caufe of
her afking, and not my example.

Pinch. Well, to-morrow night I fhall be rid of you;
and the next day before 'tis light, fhe and I’ll be rid of
the town, and my dreadful apprehenfions. Come, be
not melancholy ; for thou fhalt go into the country after
to-morrow, deareft. .

Alith. Great comfort! : '
. Il?lr:, Pinch. Pifh, what d’ye tell me of the country
or .

Pinch, How’s this! What, pifh at the country ?

Mrs. Pinch. Let me alone, I am not well.

Pinch. Oh, if that be all—what ails my deareft ?

Mrs. Pinch. Truly, I don’t know: but I have not
been well fince you told me there was a gallant at the
play in love with me. '

Pinch, Ha! m— :

Alith. That’s by my example too?

Pinch. Nay, if you are not wel!, but are. fo con-
cern’d, becaufe a lewd fellow chanced to lie, and fay he
lik’d you, you’ll make me fick too.

Mrs. Pinch.>Of what ficknefs 2

" Pinch.
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Pinch. Oh, of that which is worfe than the plague,
jealoufy. .
- Mrs, Pinch. Pifh, you jees; I’m fure there’s no fuch
difeafe in our receipt-book at home.

Pinch. No, thou never met’ft with it, poor innocent
——well, if thou cuckold e, ’twill be my own fault
for cuckolds and baftards are generally makers of

their own fortune. - [Afide..
Mrs. Pinch. Well, but pray, Bud, let’s go to a play
(O-nigh(‘.

Pinch, *Tis juft done, fhe comes from it; but why are
you fo eager to fee a play ? )

Mrs. Pinch, Faith, dear, not that I care one pin for-
their talk there ; but I like to look upon the player-men,
and wou’d fee, if I cou’d, the gallant you fay loves me:
that’s all, dear Bud ¢ :

Pinch, Is that all, dear Bud ?

Alith. This proceeds from my -example ? ’

Mrs. Pinch, But if the play be done, let’s go abroad
however, dear Bud ?

Pinch. Come have a little patience, and thou fhalt go
into the country on Friday. '

Mpys. Pinch. Therefore I wou'd fee firft fome fights,
to tell my neighbours of : nay, I will go abroad, that’s
once.

Alith. 'm the caufe of this defire too ? )

Pinch. But now I think on’t, who, who was the caufe
of Horner’s coming to my lodging to day ? That was

ou. ‘
4iith. No, you ; besaufe you wou’d not let him fee
your handfome wife out of your lodging.

Ms. Pinch, Why, O Lord! Did the gentleman come*
hither to fee me indeed ?

Pinch. No, no, You are not the caufe of that
damn’d queftion too, miftre(s Alithea ? Well, fhe's
in the right of it: he is in love with my wife —and
comes after her — ’tis fo——— but T’ll nip his love in the
bud ; left he fhow’d follow us into the country, and break
his chariot-wheel near our houfe, on purpoie for an ex-
cufe to come to’t, But I think I know the town.

[Aﬁd!o
Mrs. .
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Mps, Pinch. Come, pray, Bud, let’s go abroad before
%is late ; for I will go, thad’s flat and plain.

Pinch. Sot The obftinacy already of the town-wife §
and I muft, whilit fhe’s here, humour her like one. [ 4fide.
Sitter,_ how fhall we do, that fhe may not be feen, or

-known ?

Alith. Let her jputon her matk.

Pinch. Pfhaw ! a mufk makes people but the more
inquifitive, and is as rilliculous a difguife as a flage-
beard : her fhape, ftature, habit, will be known. And
if we fhou’d meet with Horner, he wou’d be fure to take
acquaintance with us, muit with her joy, kifs her, talk
to her, leer upon her, and the deviland all, No, I’ll not
ufe her to a mafk, ’tis dangeroue ; for matks have made
more cuckolds than the beft faces that ever were known.

Alith. How will you do then ?

BMrs. Pinch. Nay, fhall we go? The Exchange will be
fhut; and I have a mind to fee that.

Pinch. So——1 have it——10'll drefs her up in the
fuit we are to carry down to her brother, littic Sir James
nay, 1 underftand the town-tricks. Come, let's go drefs
her. A mafk ? No—A woman mafk’d, likea cover'd
difh, gives a man curiofity and appetite ; when, it may
be, uncover'd ’twould turn his ftomach—No, no.

lith. Tndeed your comparifon is fomethinga greafy
one: but I had a gentle gallant, us’d to fay, a beauty
-mafk’d, like the fun in eclipfe, gathers together mors
gazers 'than if it fhone it. (Exennt,

The SCENE clanges to the New-Exchange,

Enter Horner, Harcourt, axd Dorilant.

Dor. Engag’d to women, and not fup with us!

Horn. Ay, a pox on’em all!

Har. You were much a more reafonable man in the
morning, and had as noble refolutions agamﬂ: em, as a
widower of 2 week’sliberty.

Dor. Did I ever think to fee you kcep company wuh
women in vain.

Horn. In vain? No—-=’tig fince I can’t love 'em, to
be reveng’d on ’em.

Harc. Now your fting is gone, you look’d in the box
among& all thofe.women, like a dronc in the hive; ail

D upon
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upon you, fhov’d and ill us’d by ’em all, and thruft from

one fide to t’other. .

Dor, Yet he muft be buzzing amongft ’em ftill, like
other beetle-headed liquorith drones. Avoid ’em, and
hate ’em, as they hate you.

Horn. Becaufe I do hate 'em, and wou’d hate ’em yet
more, Dl frequent’em. You may fee by marriage, no-
thing makes a man hate a woman more, than her con-
ftant converfation. In fhort,” I converfe with ’em, ag
you do with rich fools, to laugh at them, and ufe ’em ill.

Dor. But I wou'd no more fup with women, unlefs I
cou’d lie with ’em, than fup with a rich coxcomb, unlefs
I could cheat him.

Horn. Yes, 1 have known thee fup with a fool for his
drinking ; if he cou’d fet out your hand that way only,
you were fatisfy’d, and if he were a wine-fwallowing
mouth, ’twas enough.

Hare. Yes, a man drinks often with a fool, as he tof-
fes with a marker, only to keep his handin ufe. But do
the ladies drink ? :

Horn. Yes, Sir; aad I fhall have the pleafure at leaft
of laying ’em flat with a bottle, and bring as much fcan-
dal that way upon ’em, as formerly t'other.

Hare. Perhaps you may proveas weak a brother among
“em that way, as t’otber.

Dor Foh! drinking with women is as unnatural as
{colding with lem : but ’tis a pleafure of decay'd fornica-
tors, and the bafeft way of quenching love.

Hare, Nay, *is drowning love, inftead of quenching
it: but leave us for civil women too.

Dor. Ay, when he can’t be the better for ’em; we
hardly pardon a man that leaves his friend for a wench,
and that’s a pretty lawful call,

Hors. Faith, I wou’d not leave you for ’em, if ‘they
wou’d not drinke.

Dor. Who wou'd difappoint his company at Lewds’s
for a goffipping ? ‘ .

Harc, Foh ! wine and women, good apare, together
are as naufeous as fack and fugar. But hark you, Sir;
before you go, a little of your advice; an pld maim’d
general, when unfit for action, is fitteft fo? ‘counfel : I
have other defigns upon women than eating and drinke

ing
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ing with them ; I am in love with Sparkifh’s miftrefs
whom he is to marry to-morrow : now how thallI get her 5
., Enter Sparkith, looking abou:.

Hora. \Vf\y, here comes one will help you to her.

Harc. He! he, I tell you, is my rival, and will hinder
my lave. .

Horn. No; a foolifh rival and a jealous hufband affift
their rival’s defigns ; for they are fure to make their wo-
men hate them, which is the firft ftep to their love for
another man., .

Harc. But I cannot come near his miftrefs, but in his
company.

Hora. Still the better foryou; for fools are motft eafil
cheated when they themfelves are accefliries : and he is
to be bubbled of his miftreis as of his money, the com-
mon miftrefs, by keeping him company.

Spark. Who is that, that is to be bubbled ? Faith, let
me fnack ; I han’t met with a bubble fince Chriitmas.
’Gad, I think bubbles are like their brother woodcocks,
go out with the cold we.ther,

Harc. A pox, he did not hear all, I hope !

[Apart to Horner.

Spark. Come, you bubbling rogues you, where do we
fup #—Oh, Harcourt, my miftrefs tells me you have
been making fierce love to her all the play long. Hah,
ha---- But I----

Harc, 1 make love to her!
~ Spark. Nay, I forgive thee; for I think I know thee,
and I know her, but I am fure I know myfelf.

Harc. Did the tell you fo? I fee ali women are like
thefe of the Exchange; who, to enhance the price of
their commodities, report to their fond cuftomers offers
which were never made ’em.

Horn. Ay, women are apt to tell before the intrigue,
as men after it, and fo fhew themfelves the vainer fex.
But haft thou a miftrefs, Sparkifh? *Tis as hard for me to
believe it, as that thou ever hadft a bubble, as you

-bragg’d juft now.

Spark. Oh, your fervant, Sir: are you at your riil-
lery, Sir? But we are fome of us before-hand with you
to-day at the play : the wits were fomething bold with
you, Sir; did you not hear us laugh ? -

D2 Hﬂ'ﬂo
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Horn. Yes; but I thought you had gone to plays, to
Taugh at the poet’s wit, not at your own.

Spark. Yourfervant, Sir; no, Ithank you. ’Gad, I
go to a play, as toa country treat: I carry my own wine
to one, and my own wit to t'other, or elfe I’'m fure I
fhou’d not be merry at either ; and the reafon why we
are fo often louder than the players, is, becaufe we think
we fpeak more wit, and fo become the poet’s rivals in
his audience ; for to tell you the truth, we hate the filly
rogues; nay, fo much, that we find fault even with
their bawdy upon the ftage, whilft we talk nothing elfe
in the pit as loud.

Horn. But why fhouldft thou hate the filly poets ?
thou haft too much witto be one ; and they, like whores,
are only hated by each-other: and thou doft fcorn writ-
ing, I'm fure. . )

Spark. Yes, I'd have you know I fcorn writing: but
women ! women, that make men do all foolith things,
make ’em write fongs too. Every body does it ; "tis e’en
as common with lovers as playing with fans: and youw
can no more help rhyming to your Phillis, than drinking
to your Phillis.

Harc, Nay, poetry in love is no more to be avoided
than jealoufy. ' .

Dor. But the poets damn’d your fongs, did they ?

Spark. Damn the poets; they have turn’d them into
burlefque, as they, call it. That burlefque is a hocus-
pocus trick they have got, which, by the virtue of hic-
cius doctius, topfey turvey, they make a wife and witty
man in the world, a fool upon the ftage, you know not
how ; and ’tis therefore I hate ’em too, for I know not
but it may be my own cafe ; for they’ll puta man into a
play for looking a-fquint. Their predeceflors were con-
tented to make ferving-men only their ftage-fools, but
thefe rogues muft have gentlemen, with a pox to ’em,
nay, knights; and indeed, you fhall hardly fee a fool
upon the ftage, but he’s a knight. And to tell you the
truth, they have kept me thefe fix years from being a
knight in earneft, for fear of being knighted in a play,
and dubb'd a fool. . .

Dor, Blame ’em not, they muft follow their copy,

the age.
) Harc.
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Hare, But why fhouldft thou be afraid of being in a
play, who expofe yourfelf every day in the play-houfes,
and at public places ? .

Horn. Tis but being on the ftage, inflead of ftanding .
on a bench in the pit.

Dor. Don’t you give money to painters to draw your
like ? And are you afraid of your pitures at lengthin a
play-houfe, where all your miftrefles may fee you?

Spark. A pox, })ainters don’t draw the fnali pox or
pimples in one’s face. Come, damn all your filly au-
thors whatever, all books and bookfellers, by the world ;
and all readers, courteous and uncourteous,

Harc, But who comes here, Sparkifh?

" Enter Mr. Pinchwife, and bis Wife in Man's cloaths,
Alithea, and Lucy her maid, :

Spark. Oh, hide me, there’s my miitrefs too.
(Sparkith bedes bimfelf bebind Harcourt,
. Harc. She fees you.
Spark. But Iwill not fee her: ’tis time to go to White-
hall, and I mutt not fail the drawing-room.

Harc. Pray firit carry me and reconcile me to her.

Spark. Another time; faith, the king will have fupp’d.

Hare. Not with the worfe ftomach for thy abfence :
thou art one of thofe fools that think their attendance at
the king’s meals as neceffary us his phyfician’s, when you
are more troubleiome to hin than higde&ors, or his dogs,

Spark. Pfhaw ! I know my intereft, Sir. Pr’ythee, hide
me.

Horn. Your fervant, Pinchu ife. What, he knows us not,

Pinch. Come along. [To bis wife a_/:'d&

Mrs. Pinch. P'ray, have you any ballads? Give me

- fixpenny worth. - '

Clafp. We have no ballads,

Mrs. Pinch, Then give me ‘Covent-Garden drollery,
and a play or two——Oh,- here’s Tarugo’s Wiles, and
the Slighted Maiden; I'll iave them.

Pinch. No, plays are not for your reading. Come
along ; will you difcover yourfelf ? [Apart to her, .

Horn.  Who is that pretty youth with him, Sparkith ?

Spark. 1 believe his wife’s brotiver, becaufe he’s fome-
thing like her; but I never faw her but once.

: 3 Horne
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Horn, Extremely handfome; I have feen a face like
it too. Let us follow ’em. -

[ Excunt Mr. Pinchwife, My, Pinchwife, Alithea, Lucy 3
. Horner and Dorilant following them.

Hare. Come, Sparkifh, your miftrefs faw you, and will
beangry you go not to her ; befides, I would fain be re-
conciled to her, which nonebut you can do, dear friend.

Spark. Well, thatis a better reafon, dear friend: I
would not go near her now for hers or my own fake ; but -
Icandeny you nothing: for tho’ I have known theea
great while, never go, if I do not love thee aswell as a
new acquaintance. . :

Hare. 1am obliged to you indeed, dear friend : I would
be well with her only to be well with thee -fill; for
thefe ties to wives uffually diffolve all ties to friends, - X
would be contented fhe fhould enjoy you a-nights, but X
would have you to myfelf a-daysas I have had, dear friend..

Spark. And thou flalt enjoy me a-days, dear, dear
friend, never ftir; and I'll be divorced from her, fooner
than trom thee. Come along:

Hare. So, we are hard put to’t, when we make our
rival our procurer; but neither fhe, nor her brother,
would let me come near her now. When all’s done, a
rival is the beft cloak to fteal to a miftrefs under, withous
{ufpicion ; and whenwe have once got to her as we de-
fire, we throw him off, ‘like other cloaks. [Afide..

o (Exit Sparkifh, and Harcourt following bime

Re-enter Mr. Pinch. and Mrs. Pinch. in Man’s clothes.

By, Pinch. Sifter,if you will not go, we muft leave
you— [To Alithea,] The fool, her gallant, and fthe will
muiter up all the young fauaterers of this place, and they
will leave their dear fempftrefles to follow us, What a&
fwarm of cuckolds and cuckold-makers are here ? [Afide.
Come, let’s begone, Mittrefs Margery.

Mys. Pinch. Don’t you telieve that I han’t half my

belly full of fights yet? , - )

Mr. Pinch. Then walk this way.

" Mprs. Pinch. Lord, whata power of brave figns are
here? Stay—the bull’s-head, the ram’s-head, and the
ftag’s-head, dear— . .

M. Pinch, Nay, if every hufband’s proper fign here
were vifible, they would be all alike. ' '

, ‘ MUrse

I
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Mrs. Pinch, What do ye mean by that, Bud ?

Mp. Pinch. >Tis no matter——no matter, Bud.

Mrs. Pinch. Pray, tellme. Nay, I will know,

Mr. Pinch. They would be all bulls, ftags, and rams
heads. [ Exeunt Mr. Pinchwife and Mrs. Pinchwife,

Re-énter Spark. Harc. Alith. Lucy, at the other door.

Spark. Come, dear Madam, for my fuke you fhall be
reconciled to him.

Alith. For your fake, I hate him. .

Harc. That is fomething too cruel, Madam, to hate
me for his fake. .

Spark. Ay indeed, Madam, too, too cruel to me, to
hate my friend for my fake.

Alith. 1 hate him becaufe heis your enemy ; and you
ought to hate him too, for making love to me, if you
love me.

Spark. Thatis a good one! I hate a man for loving
you ! If he did love you, it is but what he cannot help ;
and it is your fault, not his, if he admires you. I hate
aman for being of my opinion! I will never do it, by -
the world.

Aiith. Ts it for your honour, or mine. -to fuffera man
to make love to me, who am to marry you to-morrow ?

Spark. Isit for your honour, or mine, to have me
jealous 2 That he makes love to you, is a fign you are
bandfome ; and that Iam notjealous, is a fign you are
virtuous: thatI think is for your honour.

Alith, But it is your honour too, I am concerned for.

Harc. But why, deareft Madam, will you be more con-
cerned for his honour than he is himfelf ?~Let his ho-
nour alone, for my fake and his. He ! he has no honour-s

éﬁark. How is that ?

arc. But what my dear friend can guard himfelf.

Spark. O ho—that is right again.

Harc. Your care of his honour argues his negle®t of it,
which is no honour to my dear friend here : therefore once

more, let his honour go which way it will, dear Madam.

Spark. Ay, ay; were it for my honour to marrya
woman whofe virtue I fufpeted, and could not truft her
in a friend’s hands ?

Alith. Are you notafraid to lofe me 2

Harc. He afraid to 18f¢ you, Madam ! No, no—you

g inay
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may fee how the moft eftimable and moft glorious creature
in the world is valued by him: will you not fee it ? -

Spark. Right, honeft Frank, I have that noble value
for her, that I cannot be jealous of her.

" Alith. You miftake him: he means you care not for
me, nor who has me.

Spark. Lord, Madam ! I fee you are jealous : will you
wreft a poor man’s meaning from his words ?

Alith, You aftonifh me, Sir, with your want of jea-
loufy., .
" Spark. And you make me giddy, Madam, with your
jealopfy and fears, and virtue and honour : ’gad, T fee
virtue makes a woman as troublefome as a little reading or
learping,

. Alith. Monftrous ! .

Lugy. Well, to fee what eafy hufbands thefe women of
quality can meet with ! a poor chamber-maid can never
bave fuch lady-like luck. Befices, he is thrown awa
upon her; fhe will make no ufe of her tortune, her blef-
fing. None to a gentleman, fora pure cuckold ; for it re-
quires good breeding to be a cuckold. [ Bebind.

Alith, 1 tell you then plainly, he purfues meto marry
me.

Spark. Pthaw

Harc. Come, Madam, youfee you ftrive in vain to
make him jealous of me; my dear friend is the kindeit
creature in the world to me. .

Spark. Poor fellow ! )

* H.re, But his kindnefs only is not enongh for me, with-
out your favour, your good opinion, dear Madam: ’tis |
that muft perfet my happinefs. Good gentleman, he
believes all I fay: would you would do fo. Jealous of
me ! ] would not wrong him nor you for the world.

Spark. Look you there: hear him, hear him, "and do
not walk away fo. [ Alithea awalk, carclfly to and fro.

Harc. 1 love you, Madam, fo—

Spark. Howis that ! Nay, now you begin to go toe
farind-ed.

Haic. So much, Iconfefs, Ifay, I love you, that F
would not hav: you miferable, and c.ft yourfelf away up-
on fo unworthy and inconfiderable a thing, as what you
fee here. [Clapping his band on big breaft, points at Sparke. -

. b;barﬁ.




THE COUNTRY WIFE, 43

$park. No, faith, I believe thou wouldft not. Now his
meaning is plain ; but 1 knew before thou wouldit pot
wrong me, nor her,

Harc. No, no, heavens forbid the glory of her fex
fhould fall fo low, as into the embraces of fuch a contemp-
tible wretch, the leaft of mankind—my dear friend here—
I injure him.’ , [Embracing Sparkith, .

Alith. Very well,

Spark. No, no, dear friend, I knew it. Madam, you
fee he will rather wrong himfelf than me, in giving him-
felf fuch names.

Alith. Do not you underftand him yet ?

. lSpark. Yes, how modeftly he fpeaks of himfelf, poor.
ellow !

Alith. Methinks he fpeaks impudently of yourfelf,
fince—before yourfelf too ; infomuch that [ can nolonger
fuffer his fcurrilous abufivenefs to you, no more than his
Jove to me. [Offers to go.:

$ark. Nay, nay, Madam, pray ftay, hislove to you !
Lord, Madam, has he not fpoke yet plain enough ?

Alith. Yes, indeed, I fhould think fo. i

Spark. Well then, by the world, a man cannot fpeak
civilly to a woman now, but prefently the fays, he makes
love to her. Nay, Madam, you fhall ftay, with your par-
don, fince you have not yet underftood him, till he has
made an eclairciffement of his love to you, thatis, what
kind of loveit is. Anfwer to thy catechifm, friend; do
you love my miftrefs here? )

Hare. Yes, Iwifhfhe would not doubt it.

Spark. But how do you love her ?

Harc, With all my foul, ‘

" Alith. 1 thank him, methinks he fpeaks plain enough
now.

Spark. You are out fHll. [7o Alithea,
But what kind of love, Harcourt ?

Harc, With the beft, and the trueft love in the world.

Spark. Look youthere then, that is with no matrimo=
nial love, I am fure.

Alith. How is that 2 Do you fay matrimonal love is
not beft ?

Spark. ’Gad, I went too far ere I was aware : but fpe;!k
or
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for thyfelf, Harcourt, you faid you would not wrong me,

nor her.

c Harc. No, no, Madam, even take him for heaven’s

ake :
Spark. Look you there, Madam,.

Hare. Who fhould in ali juitice be yours, he thatloves
you moft. [Claps his hand on bis breaft,
Alith. Look you there, Mr. Sparkifh, who is that ?

Spark. \Who fhould it be ? Go on, Harcourt.
arc. Who loves you more than woinen titles, or for-
tune fools. [ Point: at Spark.
Spark. Look you there, he means me flill, for he
points at me, ‘

" Alith. Ridiculous ! , [love,
Harc. Who can only match your faith and conflancy ia
Spark. Ay. ’

Harc.Who knows, if it be poffible, how to value fo
much beauty and virtue. :
Spark. Ay.
Harc. Whofe love can no more be equalled in the
world, than that heavenly formof yours.
. Spark. No
Harc. Who could no more fuffer a rival, than your ab-
fence, and yet could no more fufpe@t your virtue, than
his own conftancy in his love to you.
Spark. No :
Harc. Who, infine, loves you better than his eyes,
that firft made him love you.
Spark. Ay—Nay, Madam, faith you fhan’t go, till—
Alith, Have a care, left you make me ftay too long
Spark. But till he has faluted you ; that I may-be af-
fured you are friends, after his honeft advice and declara-
tion. Come, pray,” Madam, be friends with him,
. Enter Mr. Pinchwife and Mjfirefs Pinchwife.
Alith. You muft pardon me, Sir, that Iam not yet fo
obedient to you. ,
. Mr. Pinch. What, invite your wife to kifs men ! Mon-
ftrous! Are you not athamed ? I will never forgive you.
Spark. Are you not afhamed, that I thould have more
confidence in thechaflity of your family, than you have?
You muft not teach me, Iam a man of honour, Sir, tho”
I'am frank and fiee; Iam frank, Sir e '
Mre
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My, Pinch. Very frank, Sir, to fhare your wife with
your friends.

Spark. Heis an humble, menial friend, fuch as recon-
ciles the ditferences of the marriagebed ; you know man
and wife do not always agree, I defign him for that ufe,
therefore would have him well with my wife,

Mr. Pinch. A menial friend you will get a great
many menial friends, by fhewing your wife as you tfor.

Spark. What then? It may be I have a pleafure in it,
as 1 have to fhew fine cloaths at a play-houfe, the firft day, -
and count money before poor rogues.

My, Pinch. He that fhews his wife, or money, willbe
in danger of having them borrowed fometimes.

Spark. 1 love to be envied, and would not marry a
wite that I alone could love ; loving alone is as dull as
eating alone: Isit nota frank age? and I am a frank
perfon ; and to tell you the truth, it may be, I love to
have rivals ina wite, they make her feem to a man ftill’
but as a kept miftrefs ; and {o good night, for I muft to
Whitehall. Madam, I hope you are now reconciled te
my friend; and fo I with you a good night, Madam, and
fleep if you can; for to-morrow, you know, I muft vific

ou early with a canonical gentleman, Good night, dear.
arcourt. Exit Sparkifh,

Harc. Madam, I hope you will not refufe my vifit to-
morrow, if it fhould be earlier, with a canonical gentle-
map, than Mr, Sparkifl’s.

My. Pinch. This gentlewoman is yet under my care,
therefore you muft yet forbear your freedom with her,
Sir. * [Coming between Alithea and Harcourt.

Harc. Muft, Sir!

My, Pinch. Yes, Sir, fhe is my fifler.

* Hare. 'Tis well fhe i3, Sir—=—for I muft be her fere
- vant, Sir. Madam—— :

. Mr. Pinch. Come away, fifter, we had been gone if it

had not been for you, and fo avoided thefe lewd rake-
-hells, whe feem to haunt us.

.Enter Horner, Dorilant 0 them,

Horn. How now ! Pinchwife !
Mr. Pinch. Your fervant. L
. Hora, WhatI fee a little time in the country makesa
. 4 -~ man
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man turn wild and unfociable, and only fit to converfe
with his horfes, dogs, and his herds.

Mr. Pinch. 1 have bufinefs, Sir, and muft mind it ¢
your bufinefs is pleafure, therefore you and I muft go
different ways.

Horn, Well, you may go on, but this pretty young

ntleman [Takes hold of Mrs. Pinchwife.

Harc. The lady——

Dor. And the maid——

Hor. Shall ftay with us, for I fuppofe their bufinefs.is
the fame with ours, pleafure.

M. Pinch, *Sdeath, he knows her, fhe carries it fo fil-
lily ; yet if he does'not, I fhould be more filly to difcover
it firft. . [ Afide.

Alith. Pray, let us go, Sir, ‘ :

Mpr. Pinch. Come, cOme ———

Horn. Had you rather not ftay with us? (7o Mps.
Pinch.] Pr’ythee, Pinchwife, who is this pretty young
gentleman ?

M. Pinch. One towhom I am a guardian, I wifh I

could keep her out of your hands — [ Afide.
Horn. Who is he? Inever faw any thing fo pretty in
all my life.

Mr. Pinch. Pfhaw, do not look upon him fo much ;
he is a poor bafhful youth, you’ll put him out of counte-
nance. Come away, brother, [Offers to take ber away.

Horn. O, your brother
. Mr. Pinch. Yes, my wife’s brother. Come, come, fhe
will ftay fupper for us. « '

Horn. Ithought fo, for he is very like her I faw you
at the play with, whom I told you I was in love with.

Mrs. Pinch. O Gemmini ! is that he that was in love
-with'me ? I am gladon it, I vow, for he is a curious fine
gentleman, and Ilove him already too. [4fde.] -Is this
he, Bud ? (7o Mr. Pinchwife.

Pinch, Come away, come away. [To bis avifed

Horn. Why, what hafte are you in ? why won’t you
let me talk with -him? .

Pinch. Becaufe you will debauch him, he is yet young
and innocent, and I' would not have him debauch’d for
any thing in the world, How fhe gazes on him !—— The
devil { : .. . [ 4fide.
o 1 Horn, '
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Horn, Harcourt, Dorilant, look you here ; this is the
likenefs of that dowdy he told usof, his wife. Did you
ever fee a lovelier creature ? The rogue has reafon to be
jealous of his wife,: fince fhe is like him, for fke would
aake all that fee her in love with her.

Harc. And, as I remember now, fhe is aslike him here
as can be.

Dor. She is indeed very pretey, if the be like him.

Horn. Very pretty ! a very pretty commendation — fhe

is a glorious creature,” beautiful beyond all things I ever
held.

Pinch. So, fo.
Harc, More beautiful than a poet’s firft miftrefs of
imagination.
Horn. Or another man’s laft miftrefs of flefh and blood.
Mrs. Pinch, Nay, now you jeer, Bir; pray don’t jeer
me
Pinch, Come,; eome,—By heavens, the will difcover
herfelf. _ , [Afide.
Horn. 1 fpesk of your fifter, Sir. '
Pinch. Ay, but faying fhe was handfome, if like him,
made him blufh.—1I am upon a rack o [Afde,
Horn. Methinks he is fo handfome, he fhould not be a
fnan, :
Pinch. O there *tis out': he has ‘difcover'd her. T am
ot able to fuffer any longer. ‘Come, come awa s I fay—
' ’ [To0 bis wvife.
Horn. Nay, by your leave, Sir, he fhall not go yet—
Harc. Dorilant, let us torment this Jealous rogue a lit-

de. [70 them.
Harc, and Der, How ? - - .

Horn. T'll fhew you.
Pinch, Come, pray let him go, 1" cannot flay fooling
any longer;. I tell you, his fifter fays fupper forus,
. Horn. Does fhe? Come then, we will all go fup with
hevand thee, 1 R o
Pinch. No, now I think on it, having ftaid fo long for
us, § warrant flie-is gone to bed—1I wiﬁ\ fke and I were
well out of theft handsm——— (Afide. ]——Conse, I mug rife
tarly to-morrow; ‘come. - . '
Horn, Well then, if fhe‘i}g gone to bed, T wilh her and

you
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you a good night. But pray, young gentleman, prefent
my humble fervice to her. :

BMrs. Pinch. Thank you heartily, Sir.

Pinch. 'Sdeath, fhe will difcover herfelf yet in fpite
of me. [4fde) He is fomething more civil to you,
for your kindnefs to his fifter, than [ am, it fecms.

Horn, Tell her, dear, fweet, little gentleman, for all
your brother there, that you have reviv'd the love I had
for her at firft fight in the play-houfe.

Mrs. Pinch. Fhut do you love het indeed, and indeed ?

Pinch, So, fo. [Afde.] Away, I fay.

Horn. Nay ftay ; yes indeed, and indeed. Pray doyou
tell herfo, and give her this kifs from me. [ Kiffes ber,

Pinch. O heavens! what do I fuffer ! Now *tis too plaia
he knows her, and yet—— [Afide.

Horn. And this, and thig—— I[Kiﬁsbercgaih.

Mrs. Pinch. What do you kifs me for, I am no woman,

Pinch. So——there it is out. [Afde.] Come, 1 can-

~ not, nor will ftay any longer. .

Horn. Nay, they fhall fend your lady a kifs too.
Here, Harcourt, Dorilant, will you not ? [ T4y kifs ber.

Pisnch. How! do I fuffer this ? Was I ot accufing ano-
ther juft now, for this rafcally patience in permitting his
wife to be kiffed before his face? Ten thoufand ulcers
gnaw away their lips. [4fde.] Come, come.

Horn. Good night, dear little gentleman. Madam,
good night. Farewel, Pinchwife.——Did not I tell you
T would raife his jealous gall ? .

, {Apart to Harcourt and Dorilant.
[Exeunt Horner, Harcourt, and Dorilant.

Pinch. So, they are gone at laft, Stay, let me fee firft

#f the coach be at this door. ) [Exits
. [Horner, Harcourt 4»d Dorilant returx,

Horn. What, not gone yet ¢ Will you be {ure to do as

I defired you, fweet Sir? o :
. Ms, Pinch, Sweet Sir, but what will you give me
“then ? . \
Hora. Any thing. Come away into the next walk.
" [Exit Horner, baling away Mrs. Pinche
Alith, Hold, hold——whatdo youdo?
Lygy. Stay, flay, holde— .
wfc .
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* Harc. Hold, Madam, hold, let him prefent him, he
will come prefently, Nay, I will never let you go, "titl
you anfwer my queftion.

* Lucy. For God’s fake, Sir! 1 muft follow them,

[Alith. Lucy, firaggling swith Harcourt and Dorilant,

Dor. No, I have fomething to prefent you with tov,
you than’t follow them.

Pinchwife rerarns.

Pinch. Where }——how——what is become of——
gone——whither ?

Lxcy. Heis only gone with the gentleman, who will
give him fomething, an’t pleafe your worfhip,

Pincb. Something——give him fomething witha pox
——where are they 2.

Zlith. In the next walk only, brother, -

Pinch. Only, only! Where, where?

[Exit Pinchwile, and returns prefently, then goes ont again.

" Harc. What is the matter with him? Why fo much

‘concetn e’ ut deareft Madam —
lith. Pray let me go, Sir; I have faid, and fuffered,
enough already.

Harc. Then you will not look upon nor pity my fuf-:.
ferings ?

Alith. ‘To look upon them, when I cannothelp them,
were cruelty, not pity ; therefore, I will never fee you
‘more. :

- . Harc. Let me then, Madam, have my privilege of a
banifhed lover, complaining or railing, and giving you
"but a farewel reafon, why, if you cannot condefcend to
marry me, you fhould not take that wretch, my rival,

Alith. He enly, notyou, fince my honour is engaged
fo far to him, can give me a reafon, why I fhould not mar-
ry him; butif lie be true, and what I think him to me,
I muft be foto him ; your fervant, Sir,

Harc. Have womenonly conftancy when it is a vice,
"and are, like fortune, only true to fools ?

- Der. Thou fhalt not ftir, thou robuft creature. You fee
1 can deal with you, thereforc you fhould ftay the rather,
and be kxind. (7o Lucy, avbo firugzies to get from bim.

[Enter Pinchwife, :
Pinch, Gone, gone! not to be found, quite gone !
: E2 Ten
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Ten thoufand plagues go with them ! Which way went
they ? .

};/itb. But into the other walk, brother,

Lucy. Their bufinefs will be done prefently fure, an’t
pleafe your worthip, it cannot be long in doing, I am fure
on it.

A ith. Are they not there ? .

Pinch. No, you know where they are, you infamous
wretch. Eterna{ thame of your family, which you do not
difhionour enough yourfelf, you think; but you muft help
~hertodo it too : thou legion of bauds. :

Alith. Good brother. :

Pinch. Damned, damned fifter.

Alith, Look you here ; fhe is coming.

Enter Miftsofs Pinchwife in mar’s clothes, running wvith
ber bat under ber arm, full of oranges awnd dried fruit,
Horner following. .

Mrs, Pinch. O dear Bud, look you bere what I hav
got, fee.

Pinch. And what 1 have cot here too, which you can»
not fee. [Afde, rubbing bis forebead,

Mrs. Pinch, The fine gentleman has given me: bextee
things yet,

Pinch. Has he fo ?>~Out of breath and coloured——r
I muft hold yet. ’ [4fide..

Horn. I bave anly given yourlittle brother an orange,
Sir. : , : .

Pinch, Thank you, Sir. [70 Horner.] You have
only fqueezed my oramge, I fuppofe, and given it me
again ; yet I muft havea city patience. [4fde.] Come,

come away—— [To bis wife.
B J;Iu. Pinch. Stay, till 1 have put up- my fine things,
ud. .
Enter Sir Jafper Fidget..

Sir Fafp. O mafter Horner, come, come, the ladies:
flay for you; your miftrefs, my wife, wonders you make
no more hafte to her.

Horn, 1 have ftaid this half hour for you here, and it
is your fault I am not now with your wife.

Sir fa/p. But pray, do not let her know fo. mlt‘;lll1 3
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the truth onit is, I wasadvancinga certain proje to his
mijefty, about——1 willtell you,

Horn. No, let us go, and hear itat your houfe. Good,
might, fiveet little gentleman; one kifs more, you will
yemember me now, I hope. o [Kijé; bere

Dor. What, Sir Jafper, will you feparate friends ? He
g;omis’d to fup with us, and if you take him to your

ufe, youwill be in danger of our company too.

Sir Ja/p. Alas, gentlemen, my houfe is not fit for you,
there are none but civil women there, which are not for

“your turn: he, you kaow, ean bear with the fociety of ci-
vil women now, ha, ha, baj befides, he is one of my
family—— he is——he, he,"he..

Dor. What is he ? "

Sir fafp. Faith, my eunuch, fince you will have ics
ke, he,jgc. [Ex. Sir Jafper Fidget and l-lomcr,’

- Dor. T rather with thou wert his or my cuckold. Har-
“court, what a-good cuckold is loft there, for want of a
man to make himone ! Theeand I cannot have-Horner’s.
privilege, who can make ufe of it.

Hare. Ay, topoor Horner, “tis like coming to an eftate:
at threefcore, when:aman cannot be the-better forit,

) P iﬂbo Come'

Nfrs. Pinch. Prefently, Bud..

Dor.. Come, let us go too:. Madam, your fervane
[70 Alith.] Good night, Strapper— (7o Lucy.

Harc: Madam, though you'will not let me have a good!
day, or night, I with you. one ;, but dare not. panfe the-
otber half of my wifh.. [

Alith. Good nighit, Sir,. for ever. .

- Mrs. Pinch. 1 do not know where to' put this here,.
dear Bud ;: you fhall: eat it ; nay, you fhall have part of:
the fine gentleman' good things, or treat, as you callit,,
when we come home.

Pinch. Indeed, 1 deferve:it,. fince T’ furnithed the begt-
partof it.. [Strikés away the orange,.

The t treats prefents, and gives the ball;, =~
But 'tis the abfentcuckeld pays for-all..

EBnp of the Tiirp-Aot-
E 3 : ACTY
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ACT IV,
SCE NE, Pinchwife’s Hoxfe.
Enter Lucy, and Alithea drefad in new Chatbs,

Luycy.
ELL, Madam, now 1 have drefled you, and fet
you out with fo many ornaments, and fpent upon
you ounces of effence and pulvillio ; and all this for no
 other~purpefe, but as people adorn and perfume a corpfe
for a ftinking, fecond-hand grave; fuch, or as bad, I
think Mafter Sparkifh’s bed.

- Alith. Hold your peace. “ .
Lucy. Nay, Madam, I willafk you the reafon why you

would banifk poor Matter Harcourt for ever from your
fight? How could you be fo hard-hearted ?
' diith, *Twas becaufe I was not hard-hearted.
Luxcy. No, no; ’twas {tark love and kindnefs, Iwarrant.
Alith. 1t was fo; I would fee him no more, becaufe

T love him.

Lucy. Hey-day ! a very pretty reafont

Alith. You do not underftand me,

Lucy. 1 wifh you may yourfelf. .

Alirh. 1 was engaged to marry, you fee, another man,
whom my juftice will not fuffer me to decetve or injure.
" Lacy. Can there be a greater cheat or wrong done to 8
man, than to give him your perfon without your heart ?

1 fhould make a conﬁ;:xcnce of it. ’
Alith. Dl retrieve it for him, after I am married 3

while.

Lucy. The woman that marries to love better, will be as
much miftaken as the wencher that marries to live better.
No, Madam, marrying to increafe love, is like gaming to
become rich; alas! you only lofe what litle iaock you

had befare. o
" Alith. 1 find, by your rhetoric, you have been bribed

to betrdy me. . . = . ..
Lucy. Only by bis meris, that has bribed your heart,
you fee, againft your word and rigid honour. ~ But what
% devil is this honour? *Tis fure a difeafe in the head,
like the megrim, or falling-ficknefs, that always hurries
people away to do themfclves mifchicf, -Men lofe th!:eir
' VES
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'Kvea?' it; women, what's dearer to them, their love,
- the life of life.

Alith. Come, {my, talk no more of honour, nor Ma-
"Ster Harcourt, 1 wilh the other would come to fecure my
fidelity to him, and hisright in me.

Lxcy. You will maIrry him, then? :

4lith, Certainly ; 1 have given him already my wo,
and will my hand too, to maﬁ it good, when h:" comef'
~ Laey. Well, E with I may never ftick pin more, if he
be not an emrant natural, tot’other frae gentternam.

Alith. 1 own he wants the wit of Harcourt, which™
will difpenfe withal, for another want he has, which is
want ofP jealoufy, which men of wit feldom want.

Lrcy. Lord, Madam, what fhould yow do with a fool
%o your hufband? You intend to be honeft, don’t you ¥
Then that hufbandly virtae, credulity,-is thrown: away
upon you.

Alith, He only that could fufpe@® my virtue, thould
have caufe todo 1t ¢ s Sgarkiﬂl’i confidence in my. truth,,
that abliges me to be fo faithful to him. ,

Lugy. You are not fure his opinion may laft,

Alith. T am fatisfied 'tisim te for himto be jealous
after the proofs I have had of him. Jealoufy in a hufs
band.! Heaven defend me from it! it begets a thoufand:
plagues to a poor woman, the lofs of her honeur,. her
quiet, and her
~ Lucy, And her pleafure. -

Alith, What d’ye mean, impertinent ?

Lucy. Liberty is a great pleafure, Madam,.

Alith. Lfay, lofs of her honour, her quiet, nay, her
fife fometimes ; and what’s as bad almoft, the lofs of this
town : that is, fheis fent into the country, which is the
faft itl ufage of a bufband to a wife, I think..

" Lucy. Oh, does the wind lie there ? [4f#.] Then, of
neceflity, Madam, you think 2 man muft carry his wife,
fato the country, if he bewife. The country 1s as terri-
ble, I find, to our young Englifh ladfes, as a monaftery to-
thofe abroad ; and, on my virginity, I think they would
rather marry a London gaoler than a' high fheriff of a
county, fince neither can {tir from h#s employment, For-
meely women of wit married fools for a great eftate, afﬁn&

- ' : C 0 fear,
' i

- P T A L v e
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feat, or the like; but now ’tis for a pretty feat only M
Lincolus-1nn-Fields, St. James’s-Fields, or the Pall-MaHl,
Enter Sparkith, and Harcourt dreffed like a Parfon.

Spark. Madam, yous humble fervant ; a happy day to
you, and to us all, )

Hare. Amer. .

Alith. Who have we here ? ' :
? Spark. My Chaplain, faith—Oh, Madam, poor Has-
court remembers his humble fervice to you; and in obe-
dience to your laft commands,, refrains coming into your
#ghe.
ﬁdl&b. Is not that he ¥ »

k. No, fie, no; but to fhew that he ne’er intended
to hinder our match, has fent his brother here to join our
hands. When I get me a wife I muft get her a chaplain,
sccording to the cuftom ;, this is his brother, and my

ithe g:l bmthcr.ciu plain each

Lucy. your in, to p in. your. pulpit
then, [4fda

Alith. Ris brother ¥ ,

Spark. Nay, I knew you would'not believeit. I told:
you, Sir, the would take you for your brother Frank.

Akth, Believe it ! :

Luxcy. His brother! ha, ha, he! He Hlas a trick lefe

fill, ie ‘i.'eeén:. dearedt | " [ 4fde.
p me, my deareft, pray, let us go to church be--
ﬁn?:'he canonical haur is-pa’&.P ¥ ®

Aith. For.fhame! you are abufed fill..

: £. By the world, ’tis ftrange now you are {0 incre--
ulous.
" Mith, *Tis ftrange you are fo credulous.. .

Spark. Deareft of my life,. hear me. I tell you this is
Ned Harcourt of Cambridge, by the world ; you.fee he
has a fneaking college look. ’Tis true,. he’s fomething
like his brother Frank; and:they differ from each other
no more than in their age; for. they were.twins..

Lugy. Ha, ha, ha!

Alith, Your fervant, Sir; I.cannot be fo deceived, tho”
youarc. But, come, let’s hear, how.do you know what,
you affirm fo confidently ?

Spark, Why, Pll tell'you all.. Frank Harcourt coming.
b me this morning, to.with me joy, and prefent his fer-

T vice
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viée to you, I afked him if he could-help me to a patfon ?
Whereupon . he .told.me he had a brother in town who
was in orders; and he went ftraight away, and fent hiin,
you fee there, to me! i

- Alith. Yes, Frank goes and puts on a black coat, then
tells you he is Ned; thdt’s all you have for i,

Spark. Pthaw, plhaw! I tell “you, by the fame token,
the midwife put her garter cbout ank’s neck, to know
them afunder, they were fo like.

Alith, Frank.tells you this too ?

Spark. Ay, and Ned there too. Nay, they are both
in a flory.

Alub So fo; very “foolifh ——— )

Spark. Lord, if you won’t believe one, you had beft
try kém. by your chamber-maid there; for chanber-
maids muft needs kaow chaplains from other men, they
are fo ufed to them,

Lucy. Let’s fee.- Nay, I’ll be fworn, he has the ca-

-nonical fmirk, and the filthy clammy palm of a chaplain.

. Alith. Well, moft reverend Doclor, pray, let us make
-an end of this foolmg

Harc. With all my foul, dmne‘ heavenly creature,
when you fk

Alitb E fpeakshke a chaplain indeed.

S;ark. Why, wi wes there net foul, divine, heavenly, in

.what he faid?

Alith. Qnce more, moft impertinent Black-coat, ceafe
your perfecution, and let us have a conelufion of this ridi-
culous Jove.

Harc. 1 had forgot; I muft fuit my fiile to my coat,
o1 I wear it in vain. - [ 4fide.

Alth. T have no more patience left; let us make at
once an end of this troublefome love, I fay.

Harc. So be ir, feraphic lady, when your honotu' fhall

. think # meet and convenient fo to'de.

Spark. Gad, I'm fure nome butacbaplam could fpepk
fo, T think.

Aiith. Let me tell you, Sir, this dull trick will not
ferve your turn ; tho® you delay our marriage, you fhall
not hinder it.

Harc. Far be it from me, munificent patronefs, to de-

_ T8y your marriage ; ‘I defire nothing more than to nrarry
IS4 ) you
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you prefently, which I might do, if you yourfelf would;
for my noble, good-natured, and thrice generous patron
here would not hinder it.
ark. No, poor man, not I, faith.
arc. And now, Madam, let me tell {on plainly, no-
body elfe thall marry you; by heavens, I’B die firit; for
I'm fure I fhould die after it.
Lucy. How his love has made him forget his fun&ion,
as I have feen it in real parfons!
Alith, That was fpoken like a chaplain too; now you
underftand him, I hope. -
Spark. Poor man ! he takes it heinoufly to be refufed 3
I can’t blame him; ’tis putting an indigniry upon him, not
to be fuffered : but you’ll pardon me, Madam, it fhan’t
be; he fhall marry us. Come away, pray, Madam.
Lucy. Ha, ha, he! more ado ? ’tis late,
Alith, Invincible ftupidity ! I tell you he would marry
me as your rival, not as your chaphin. .
Spark. Come, come, Madam. [Pulling her away.
Lucy. 1 pray, Madam, do not refufe this reverend di-
vine the honour and fatisfattion of marrying you ; fory:I
dare fay, he has fet his heart apon it, good Door.
Alith. What can you hope or defign.by this ? .
Hare. 1 could anfwer her, a reprieve, for a day only,
.often revokes a hafly doom. At worft, if fhe will not
take mercy on me, and let me marry her, I have at leaft
the lover's fecond pleafure, hindering my rival’s enjoy-
ment, tho’ but for a time. . .
Spark. Come, Madam, ’tis e’en twelve o'clock ; and
my mother charged me never to be married out of the
_canonical hours, ~ Come, come ; Lord, here’s fuch a deal
of modefty, I warrant, the firft day.
Lugy.. Yes, an’t pleafe your worthip, married women
fhew all their modefty the firft day, becaufe married men
thew all their love the firft day. {Exeum.

SCENE changes to @ Bed-chamber, where appear Pinch-
wife aud Mrs. Pinchwife.
Pinch. Cowe, tell me, 1 fay. .
Mprs. Pinch. Lord, han’t 1 told it an hurdred times
over ? .
Pinch. Twould try if, in the repetition of the uggugi
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ful tale, I could find her altering it ia the leatt circum<
flance ; for if her flory be falfe,; the is fo too. [Afide.]
Cowme, how was it, bagi:ge ?

Mrs, Pinch. Lord, what a pleafure you take to hear it,
fure! ’

Pinch. No, you take more in telling it, I find; bue
fpeak, how was it ? ,

Mss, Pinch. He carried me up into the houfe next te
the Exchange.

Pinch. So, and you two were only in the room,

Mjys, Pinch. Yes, for he fent away a youth that was
there, for fome dried fruit and China oranges. A

Pinch. Did hefo? Damn him for it—and for ——

Mys. Pinch. But prefently came up the gentlewoman
of the houfe. '

Pinch. Oh, "twas well fhe did. But what did he do
-whilft the fruit came ?

Mrs. Pinch. He kiffed me a hundred times, and told
me he fancied he kiffed my fine fifter, meaning me, you
know, whom he faid he loyed with all his foul ; and bid
me be fure to tell her fo, and to defire her to be at her
window by eleven of the clock this morniag, and he would
walk m/’:dem:d“ that xiw;;ml " ’

Pinch. he was as as his word; very punétual;
a pox seward him for't! F (Afde.

Mbs. Pinch, Well, and he faid, if you were not wichin,
2: would come up to her, meaning me, you know, Bud,

ill, ' .

Pinch. So—he knew her certainly. But for this con-
feffion I am obliged to her fimplicity. [4fd.] But what,
you ftood very thil when he kiffed you ?

Mrs, Pinch. Yes, 1 warrant you ; would you have had
me difcover myfelf?

Pinch. But you told me he did fame beattlinefs to you,
as you call it ; what was’t ? v

Ms. Pinch. Why, he pute—e—

Pinch. What? v :

M:s, Pinch. Why, he put the tip of his tongue between
my lips, aad fo muzzled me——and I faid I'd bite it,

Pinch. Aneternal canker feize it, fora dog!

AMbs, Pinch,; Nay, yeu nced not be fo angry with him

2 neither

)
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neither; for, to fay truth, he has the fweetef breath I
ever knew.

Pinch. The devil !—you were fatisfied with it ‘then;
and would do itagan, '

Mrs, Pinch. Not unlefs he fhould force me. '

Pinch. Force you, changeling! I tell you, no woman
can be forced. " :

Kfrs. Pinch. Yes, but fhe may, fure, by fuch a one as
he; for he’s a proper, goodly, ftrong man; ’tis hard, let
me tell you, to rehilt him. C

Pimch. So, ’tis plain fhe loves lrim, but fhe has not love
enough to make her conceal it from me : but the fight of
him will encreafe her averfion for me, and love for him;
and that love inftruét her how to deceive me, and fatisfy
him, all ideot as theis. Love ! ’twas he gave women firft
their craft, their art of deluding ; out of Nature’s hands
they came plain, open, filly, and fit for flaves, as fhe and
Heaven intended them : but damn’d love !—Well, I muft
firangle that little monfter, whilft I can deal with him.
{Afde.] Go, fetch pen, ink, and paper out of the next
room, :

Mrs. Pinch. Yes, Bud. [Exit.

Pinch. Why fhould women have more invention in love
than mea ? It can only be, becaufe they have more de-
Gres, more foficiting paffions, more luft, and more of the

devil,
Resenter Mrs, Pinchwife.

Come, Minks, fit down and write.

ﬁik:. Pinch. Ay, dear, dear Bud: but I-can’tdo’t very
well. :

Pixch. Iwifh youcouldnotatall, . . -

Mrs. Pinch. But what fhould I write for 2

Pinch. I’ll have you write a letter to.your lover.

. Mrs..Pisch, Oh, Lovd ! tothefinegenticrnab a totcer !
‘Pinch. Yes, to the fine gentleman. - - N
Ms. Pinch. Lord & you do buejeer; fure you jefte
Pinch, 1 am not fomerry. €Come, write:as T bid you.
Mrs. Pinch. What, do you think I am a foel #

Pinch. She’s afraid I wonld not drate any love to
him, therefore fhe’s unwilling : but you had beft begii.

- Mrs. Pinch, Indeed, and mdoed, but. I won't, 6 I
on-t. . s

N Pinch, Why ? Mrs,
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Mis, Pinch. Becaufe he’s in town ; you may fend for
him, if you will.

Pinch. Very well; you would have him brought to
you. Isitcome to this? I fay, take the pen and write,
or you'll provoke me.

Ms. Pinch, Lord, what d’ye make a fool of me for ?
Don’t I know that letters are never writ, but from the
.country to London, and from:-London into the country ;
now he’s in town, and I am in town too; therefore I can’t
write to him, you know.

Pixch. So, 1am glad it is no worfe: fhe is innocent
-enough yet. [.4fide.] Yes, you may, when your hufband
bids, write letrers to people that are in town.

Mis. Pinch, Oh, may I fo? Then Iam fatisfied.

Pinch. Come, begin—Sir— [ Dictates,

Mys. Pinch. Shan't 1 fay, Dear Sir? You know one
fays always fomething more than bare Sir.

Pinch. Writeas Ibid you, or I will write whore with
this penknife in your face,

Mrs. Pinch. Nay, good Bud——Sir—  [She swrites.

. Pinch, Though I fuffered laft night your naufeous,
loathed kiffes and embraces — Write.

Mys. Pinch. N a}y, why fhould I fay fo? You know I
told you he had a {weet breath.

Pinch, Write.

Mrs. Pinch., Let me but put out loathed,

Pinch. Write, I fay. '

- Mrs. Pinch. Well, then. [Writes.

Pinch. Let’s fee what you have writ. [Takes the paper
#nd reads.] ¢¢ Tho’ I fuffered laft night your kifies and
embraces” Thou impudent creature! where is nau-
feous and loathed ?

Mrs. Pinch. I can’t abide to write fuch filthy words.

Pinch. Once more, write as I’d have you, and queftion
it not, or I will Tpoil thy writing with this. [Holds up the
pmb.fzﬁ.] I will ftab out thofc eyes that caufe my mif-
chief.

Mrs. Pigch. Oh, lord! I will.

Pineh, So, fo—Let’s fee now. [Reads.] ¢ Tho’I fuffer-
ed laft night your naufeous, loathed kiffes and embr.ces”
--goon—Yet I would not have you prefume that you fhall
gver repeat them—So0 [She awrites,

Mrse
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Mis, Pinch. I have writit.

Pinch, On then—1I then concealed myfelf from your
knowledge to avoid your infolencies (Sbe wretes.

Mis. Pinch, So

Pinch. The fame reafon, now I am out of your hands—

Mrs. Pinch, SO (She avrites.

Pinch. Makes me own to you my unfortunate, tho® in-
mocent frolic, of being in mun’s cloaths —— [ She writese

M s, Pinch, So——

Pinch. That you may for evermore ceafe to purfue her;,
who hates and detefts you— (Sheswrites on.

Mrs. Pinch. So—h— [Sighs.

Pinch. What, do you figh ?—Detefts you, as much as
fr.e loves her hufband and her honour

Mys, Pinch. 1vow, hufband, he’ll ne'er believe I fhould
write fuch a letter.

Pinch. What, he’d expect a kinder from you ? Come,
now, your name only. -

Mys. Pinch, What, fhan’t 1 fay, your moft faithful
humble fervant till death ?

Pinch, No, tormenting fiend ! Her ftile, I find, would
be very foft. [Afide.j Come, wrap it up now, whilft I go
fetch wax and a candle : and write on the back-fide, For
Mr. Horger. [Exit.

Mys. Pinch. For Mr. Horner—So, 1 am glad he has
told me his name. Dear Mr. Horner, but why fhould I
fend thee fuch a letter, that will vex thee, and make thee
angry with me >—Well, T will not fend it—Ay, but then
my hufband will kill me ; for I fee plainly he will not let
me love Mr. Horner. But what care I for my hufband ¢
I won’t, fo I won’t, fend poor Mr. Horner fuch aletter—
But then my hufband=—But, Oh—what if I writ at bot-
tom my hufband made me write it >—Ay, but then my
hufband would fee it. Can one have no fhift? Ah,a
London woman would have had a hundred prefently !—
Stay—What if I fhould write a letter, and wrap it up like
this, and write upon’t too? Ay; but then my hufband
would fee it—1I don’t know what to do——But yet, i’vads
Tl ery, ‘o I will; for I will not fend this letter to poor
Mr. Horner, come what. will on’t.—[8he writes, and re-
peats what fle hath wwrit.] ¢ Dear, fweet Mr. Horner,”’—
So——** My hufb.nd would have me fend you'a bafe,
rude, unmennerly letter; but I won’t.”—So “ And

would
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would have me forbid you loving me ; but I won't.”’-.So--
¢¢ And would have me fay to you, 1 hate you, poor Mr,
Horner! butI won’ttella lie forhim ;”’--There--¢* for Iam
fure if you and I were in the country at cards together,”
—So—+¢¢ I could not help treading on your toe under the
table,”—So—*¢ or rubbing knees with you, and ftaring
in your face, till you faw me,”— Very well—‘¢ and then
looking down, and blufhing for an hour together ;”’—
¢ but I muft make hafte before my hufband comes ;
and now he has taught me to write letters, you fhall have
longer ones from me, who am,
Dear, dear, poor, dear Mr. Horner,
Your moft humble friend and
Servapt to cominand t:1l death,

Marcery Pincuwirs,”
Stay, I muft give him a hint at bottom,~—So~———now
wrap it up juft like t'other;---So---now write for Mr.
Horner : — But, Oh, now what fhall I do with it? for
bere comes my hufband.

: Enter Pinchwife.

Pinch. 1 have been detained by a fparkifh coxcomb,
who preterided a vifit to'me ; I but fear "twas to my wife.
{Afde.] What have you done ? ~

Mrs. Pinch. Here---{He epens and reads the firfl letter.}
No, I mutft not give him that, fo -I had been ferved if I
bad given him this. ' [ Afide.

Pinch, Come, where’s the wax and feal ?

Mps. Pinch. Lord, what fhall I do now ? Nay, then I
have it---[ 4fide.] Pray let me fee’t. Lord, you think
me fo errand a fool, I cannot feal aletter; I will do’t, fo
I will. (Snatches the lett:r from bim, changes it for the othery
Jeals ity and delivers to bim.

. Pinch, Nay, I believe you will learn that and other
" things too, which I would not have you.

Mys. Pinch. So, han’t I done it curioufly ¢ I think I
have ; there’s my letter going to Mr. Horner, fince he’lk
peeds have me fend letters to folks. (dfide.

Pinch. *Tis very well; but 1 warrant, you would not
bave it go now ?

Mrs. Pinch. Yes indeed, but I would, Bud, now.

Pinch, Well, you-are a good girl then; come let me
lock you up in your chamber, till I come back; and be
fure you come not within three firides of the window,

F.2 _when



64 THE COUNTRY WIFE.

when I am gone; for I have a fpy in the ftreet. [Exiz
Mrs. Pinchwife. Pinchwife locks the door.] At leaft *tis
fit fhe thinks fo : if we do not cheat women, they’ll cheat
us; and fraud may be juftly ufed with fecret enemies, of
which a wife is the moft dangerous; and he that has a
handfome one to keep, and a frontier town, muft provide
againft treachery, rather than open force---Now T have
fecured all within, I'll deal with the foe without, wich
faife intelligence. [ Holds up the letter. Exit Pinchwifes

7he SCENE changes to Horner’s Lodgings.

. vack and Horner.

Quack. Well, Sir, how fadges the new defign ? Have
you not the luck of all your brother projectors, to deceive
only yourfelf at laft ?

Horn, No, good Domine Doctor, I deceiwe ‘you i€
feems, and othess too; for the grave matrons and old

-rigid hufbands think me as unfit for love, as they are 3
" but their wives, fifters, and daughters,. kmow, fome of
them, better things already, - :

Quack. Already !

Horn. Already, I fay ; laft night I wasdrunk with half
a dozen of your civil perfons, as you call them, and
people of honour, and fo was made free of their fociety
and drefling-rooms for ever hereafter; and am already
come to the privileges of fleeping upon their pailats,
warming {fmocks, tying fhoes and garters, and the like,
Dcor, already, already, Doctor. .

. Quack. You have made ufe of your time, Sir.

Horn. 1 tell thee, I am now no more interruption ta
then, when they fing, or talk bawdy, than a little {quab
French page, who fpeaks no Englifh.

Quack. But do civil petfons and women of honour
drink, and fing bawdy fongs ?

Horn. Gh, amongft friends, amongft friends; for your
bigots in honour are juft like thofe in religion ; they fear
the eye of the world, more than the eye of Heaven3;
and think there is no virtue, but railing at vice, and no
fin, but giving fcandal: they rail at a poor, little, kept
player, and keep themfelves fome young, modeft pulpit
comedian to be privy to their fins in their clofets, not to
tell them of them in their chapels. )

Q{(‘Ck.
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Quack. Nay, the truth on’t is, priefts, amongft the
women now, have quite got the better of us lay con-
feffors, phyficians.

Horn. And they are rather their patients, but———

Enter Lady Fidget, looking about ber. .
Now we talk of women of honour, here comes one. Step
behind the fcreen there, and but obferve, if I have not
particular privileges with the women of reputation al-
ready, Dollor, already.
 Lady Fidg. Well, Horner, am not I a woman of ho-
nour ? You fee I’'m as good as my word.

Horn. And you fhall fee, Madam, I’ll not be behind-
hand with you in honour; and I'll be as good as my word
too, if you but pleafe to withdraw into the next room.

Lady Fidg. But firft, my dear Sir, you muft promife to
have a care of my dear honour,

Horn. 1f you talk a word more of yeur bonour, you'll
make me incapable to wrong it; to talk of honour, in
the myfteries of love, is like talking of heaven, or the
Deity, in an operation of witchcraft; juft when you aie
employing the devil, it makes the charm impotent.

Lady Fidg. Nay, fye, let us not be fmutty ; but you
talk of myfteries and bewitching to me, 1 don’t under-
ftand you.

Horn. 1 tell you, Madam, the word money in a mil
trefs’s mcuth, at fuch a nick of time, is rot a more dif-
heartening found to a younger brother, than that of
honour to an eager lover like myfelf. i

Lady Fidg. But you can’t blame a lady of my reputa-
tion to be chary. . ,

Horn. Chary—1I have been chary of it already, by the
report I have caufed of myfelf. .

Lady Fidg. Ay, but if you fhould ever let other wo-
men know that dear fecret, it would come out ; may, you
muft have a great care of your condu&t; for my ac-
quaintance are fo cenforious (Oh, ’tis a wicked cenforious
world, Mr. Horner) I fay, are fo cenforious, and de-
tralting, that perhaps they’ll talk to the prejudice of my
bonqur, though you fhould not let them know the dear
fecret. .

Horn. Nay, Madam, rather than they fhall prejudice
your honour, 1I'll prejudicFe theirs ; and to ferve you, I;il:

: 3
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lie with them all, make the fecret their own, and then
they'll keep it: | am a Machiavel in love, Madam.

Lady Fidg. Oh, no, Sir, not that way.

Horn. Nay, the devil take me, if cenforious women
are to be filenced any other way. '

Lady Fidg. A fecret is better kept, I hope, by a fingle

tfon than a multitude, therefore pray do not truft any

y elfe with it, dear, dear Mr. Horner.
Enter Sir Jafper Fidget.
- Sir Fafp. How now ! .

Lady Fidg, Oh, my hufband—prevented—and what’s
almoft as bad, found with my arms about another man—
that will appear too much—What fhall I fay ? [ 4fde.]
Sir Jafper, come hither; I am trying if Mr. Horner
were ticklifh, ‘and he’s as ticklith as can be. I love to
torment the confounded toad ; let you and I tickle him.

_ Sir Fafp. No, your Ladyfhip will tickle him better
without me, I fuppofe; but is this your buying china 2
1 thought you had been at the china-houfe.

" Horn. China-houfe, that’s my cue, I muft take it.
{Aﬁde.] A pox, can’t you keep your impertinent wives ap

ome * Some men are troubled with the hufbands, but I .
with the wives; but 1’d have you to know, fince I cane
not be your journeyman by night, 1 will not be your
drudge by day, to fquire your wife about, and be your
man of ftraw, or fcare-crow only to pyes and jays ; that
would be nibbling at your forbidden fruit; I fhall be
thortly the hsckne{ gentleman-uther of the town.

- Sir ¥a/p. Heh, heh, heh, poor fellow he’s in the right
on’t, taith; to fquire women about for other folks, is as
ungrateful an employment, as to tell money for other
folks. [Afide.] He, he, he, be not angry, Horner

Lady Fidg. No, ’tis I have more reafon to be angry,
who am left by you, to go abroad indecently alone; or,
what is more 1ndecent, to pin myfelf upon fuch ill-bred
people of your acquaintance, as this is.

Sir Fa/p. Nay, pr’ythee, what has he done ?

Lady Fidg Nay, he has done nothing.

Sir Fa/p. But what d’ye take ill, if he has done noe
thing ¢

L%ufy Fidg. Hah, hah, hah, faith, I can’t but laugh
however ;- why, d’ye think the unmannesly toad would

4 . - nog
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not come down to me to the coach, I was fain to come up

to fetch him, er go without him, which I was refolved

not to do, for he knows china very well, and has himfelf

very good, but will pot let me fee it, left I fhould beg

fome ; but I will find it out, and have what I came for

yet. [Exit Lady Fidget, and locks the door, followcd
&y Horner o the door.

Horn. Lock the door, Madam—[ Apart te Lady Fidg.}
So, fhe has got into my chamber, and locked me out;
Oh, the impertineney of woman-kind! Well, Sir Jafper,
plain-dealing is a jewel ; if ever you fuffer your wife wov
trouble me again here, fhe fhall carry you home a pair
of horns; by my lord mayor fhe fhall ; though I cannot,
furnith you myfelf, you are fure, yet I'll find a way..

Sir Fa/p. Hah, ha, he, at my firft coming in, and find«
ing her arms about him, tickling him ic feems, I was
half jealous, but now I fee my folly. (4fde.] He, he,
he, poor Horner. ’

Horn, Nay, though you laugh now, ’twill be my turn

- ere long. Oh, women, more impertineat, more cunning,
and more mifchievous than their monkeys, and to me
almoft as ugly—Now is fhe throwing my things about,,
and rifling all I have, buc I'll getin to her the back way,
and fo rifle her for it—

Sir Jafp. Hah, ha, ha, poor angry Horner.

Horn. Stay here a litle, I'll ferret her out to you
prefently, 1 warrant. [Exit Horner at the other doora,

' LSir Jafper talks through the door to bis wife, fbe
anfvers from within.

Sir Fafp. Wife, my Lady Fidget, wife, he is coming
in to you the back way.

. Lady Fidg. Let him come, and welcome, which way
he will.

Sir fafp. He'll catch you, and ufe you roughly, and
be too ftrong for you.

Lady Fidg. Don't you trouble yourfelf, let him if he
can.

Quack. [Behind.] This indeed I could not have be.
lieved from him, nor any but my own eyes.

Enter Mrs. Squeamifh, .

Squeam. Where’s this woman-hater, this toad, this
ugly, greafy, dirty floven 2 .. Sir

. iy
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Sir Yafp. So, the women all will have him ugly ; me-
thinks he is a comely perfon; but his wants make his
form contemptible to them ; and ’tis e’en as my wife faid’
yefterday, talking of him, that a proper handfome eu-
nuch was as ridiculous a thing, as a gigantic coward,

Sgueam. Sir Jafper, your fervant : where is the odious
beaft ?

Sir Fafp. He's within in his chamber, with my wife ;
fhe’s playing the wa§ with him. :

Squcam. Is the fo ¢ and he’sa clownith beaft, he’ll give
her no quarter, he’ll play the wag with her again, let me
tell you. Come, let’s go help her—~What, the door's
locked ?

Sir Fafp. Ay, my wife locked it—

Squeam. Did fhe fo ? let us break it open then.

Sir Fafp. No, no, he'll do her fo hurt.

Squeam. No—But is there no other way to get in to
them ; whither goes this ? I will diffurb them. [ Afide.

(Exit Squeamith a¢ arother- door,
Enter Old Lady Squeamith. :

Lady Squeam. Where is this harlotry, this impudent.
baggage, this rambling tomrigg ? Oh, Sir Jafper, I'm-
glad to fee you here: did you not fee my wild grandchild.
come in hither juft now ?

Sir Fafp. Yes. -

Lady Squeam. Ay, but where is fhe then ; where isfhe?
Lord, Sir Jafper, I have €’en rattled myfelf to pieces,in
purfuit of her; but can you tell what makes the here 2
They fay below, no woman lodges here. :

Sir Fafp. No. . ‘ A

Lady Squeam. No—What does fhe here then ? Say, Hf
it be not a woman’s lodging, what makes fhe here # But
are you {ure no woman lodges here ? : ,

Sir Fafp. No, nor no man neither, ¢his is Mr, Hor-
ner’s lodging. : ’

Lady Squeam. 1s it {o, are you fure ?

Sir Fajp. Yes, yes. .

Lady Squeam. So; then there’s mo hurt in’t, I hope:
but wheve is he ? .

Sir Fafp. He’s in the next room with my wife.

Lady Squeam. Nay, if you truft him with your wife,
I may with my Biddy ; they fay he’s a merry harmlefs.

: man
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man now, c’en 8s harmlefs 2 man as ever came out of
Italy with a good voice, and is pretty, harmlefs company
for a lady, as a fnake without his teeth.

Sir Fafp. Ay, ay, r man,

o By E”“}:o;[m Squeamith.

Squeam. 1 can’t find them—Oh, are you here, grand-
mother; I followed, you muft know, my Lady Fidget
hither, ’tis the prettieft lodging, and I have been ftaring
en the prettieft piQures. :

Enter Lady Fidget with a piece of china in ber band,
and Horner following.

Lady Fidg. And I have been toiling and moiling, for
the prettieft piece of china, my dear.

I:gmz. Nay, fhe has been too hard for me, do what I
could. ' :
: Sgueam. Oh, lord, I’ll have fome chipa too, good Mr.
Horner; don’t think to give other people china, and me
sone ; come in with mie too.

Horn. Wpon my honour, I have none left now. )
. Squears. Nay, nay, I have known you deny your china
before now ; but you fhan’t put me off fo ; come—

Horn. This Lady had the laft there. ’

Lady Fidg. Yes indeed, Madam, te my certain knows
ledge he has po more left, .

" Squeam. Oh, but it may be he may have fome you
could not find. . ’

Lady Fidg. What d’ye thiok if be bad had any left, I
would not have had it too? for we women of quality
never think we have china ¢aough.

Horn, Do not take it ill ; I cannot make china for you
aJl; but I will bave a roll-waggon for you too, another-
sime. .

Squeam. Thank you, dear toad. [Z0 Horner afides

Lady Fidg. What do you mean by that prowife ?

Horn. Alas, fhe bas an innocent, literal underftandinge

[Apart t» Lady Fidget.

Lady Squeam. Poor Mr. Horner ! he has enough to do
to plesfe you all, I fee.

Hora. Ay, Madam, you fee how they ufe me.

Lady §gueam. Poor gentleman, I pity you, ,

. Horn, 1 thank you, Madam, I could never find pi;y.
) : ] ut
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but from fuch reverend ladies as you are, the young ones
will never fpare aman, -

Sqxcam. Eome,» come, beaft, and go dine with us; for
we fhall want a man at ombre after dinner.

. Horn, That’s all their ufe of me, Madam, you fee.
* Squeam. Come, floven, I'll lead you to be fure of you,
[P wlls bim by the cravat.
* Lady Squeam. Alas, poor man, how fhe tugs him;
kifs, kifs her, that’s the way to make fuch nice women
uiet, :
9 Horn. No, Madam, that remedy is worfe than the
torment ; they koow I dare fuffer any thing rather than
do it. '

Lady Squcam. Pr'ythee, kifs her, and I’ll give you her
piture in little, that you admired fo laft night; pry-
thee do, . :
- Horn. Well, nothing but-that could bribe me; 1 love
4 womadn only in ¢ffigy, and good painting as much as I
hate them—1I'll do’t, for- I could adore the devil well

painted. { Kiffes Mrs. Squeam,
" Squeam. Foh, you filthy toad; nay, now I’ve done
jefting. : '

Lady Squeam. Ha, ha, ha, I told you fo.
ueam. Foh, akifs of hig—me—
Sir Fafp. Has no more hurt in’t, than one of my
fpaniel’s. L S :
Squcam. Nor no more good neither,
Quack. 1 will now believe any thing he tells me.
[ Bebind.
Enter Mr. Pinchwife. Co
Lady Fidg. Oh, Lord, here’s a man, Sir Jdfper, my
mafk, my matk; Iwould not be feen here for the world,
Sir Faf/p. What? not when I am with you,
Lady Fidg. No, no, my honour—let’s begone.
‘Squeam. Oh, grandmother, let us begone, make hafte,
make hatte; Iknow not how he may cenfure us,
Lady Fidg. Be found in the lodging of any thing. like
man; away.  [Exeunt Sir Jafper, Lady Fidget, Lady
' Squeamith, ‘azd Mrs, Squeamifh. -.
Quack. What’s here, another cuckold—he looks like
onc, and noac elfe fure have any bufine(s with him.
. 4 . [!B‘b"’dl
Horn.
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HMorn. Well, what brings my dear friend hither ?

Pinch. Your impertinency. ,

Horn. My impertinency —Why, you gentlemen thae
-have got handfome wives, think you have a privilege of
faying any thing to your friends, and are as brutith as if
ou were our creditors. :

Pinch. No, Sir, I'll ne’er truft you any way.

Horn. But why not, dear Jack ; why diffide in me thou
knoweft fo well ?

Pinch. Becaufe I do know you fo well.

Horn. Han’t 1 been always thy friend, honeft Jack,
‘always ready to ferve thee, in love, or battle, before thou
wert married, and am fo ftill? .

Pinch. 1 believe fo; you would be my fecond, now
indeed. :

Horn, Well then, dear Jack, why fo unkind, fo grum,
fo ftrange to me: come, pr’ythee kifs me, dear rogue ;
gad 1 was always, I fay, and am fill as much thy fera
'vant as ——

Pinch. As Iam yours, Sir. What you would fend a
kifs to my wife, is thatit?

Horn. So there ’tis=—a man can’t thew his friendfhip to
a married man, but prefently he talks of his wife to you,
Pr'ythee let thy wife alone, and let thee and I be all one,
as we were wont. What, thou art as fhy of my kindnefs
asa Lombard-fireet alderman of a courtier’s civility at
Locket’s.

Pinch. But you are over-kind to me, as kind asif I
were your cuckold already ; yet I muft confefs you oughs
to be kind and civil to me, fince I am fo kind, fo civil to
you, as to bring you this; look you there, Sir.

[Delivers bim a lester,

Horn, What is’t ? '

Pinch. Only a love-leteer, Sir.

Horn. From whom ?.--How ! this is from your wife--«
hum---and hum— [Reads,

Pinch. Even from my wife, Sir. Am I not wonderous
kind and civil to you, now too ?2—But you’ll net think her
fo. [Aﬁ:’/fo

Horn. Ha, is this a trick of his, or her's? [ Afide.

Pinch. The gentleman’s furprifed I find; what, you
expected a kinder letter 2

’ Horne
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Horn. No, faith, not I, howcould I ?

Pinch. Yes, yes, I am fure you did; a man fo well
-made as you are, muft needs be difappointed, if the wo-
‘men declare not their paffion at firft fight or opportunity.

Horn. Butwhat fhould this mean ? Stay, the poftfcript.
¢¢ Be fure you love me, whatfoever my hufband fays to
the contrary ; and let him not fee-this, left he thould come
home, and pinch me, or kill my fquirrel.” [Reads afide.]
It feems, he knows not what the letter contains. [ A4fide.

Pinch. Come, ne’er wonder at it fo much.

Horn. Faith, I can't help it.

Pinch. Now, I think, I have deferved your infinite
friendfhip, and igdnefs,, nd have fhewed myfelf fufe
ficiently an obl?gng‘\iiﬁd i€8d.and hutband ; ‘am I not
fo, to bring a letter from my wife ?S'her gallane ?

Horn. Ay, the devil take me, art thou, the moft oblig-
irg, kind friend and hufband in the world, ha, ha.

Pinch. Well, you may be merry, Sir; but in fhort I
mutt tell you, Sir, my honour will {uffer no jefting.

Horn. What doft thou mean ? .

Pinch, Does the letter want a comment ? Then, know,
Sir, though I have been fo civil a hufband, as to bring
you a letter from my wife, to let you kifs and court her
to my face; I will not be a cuckold, Sir, I will not.

Horn, Thou art mad with jealoufy ; I never fuw thy
wife in my life, but at the play yefterday, and I know

not if it were theor no. I court her, kifs her!

Pinch. 1 will not be a cuckold, I fay; there will be
danger in making me a cuckold. -

Horn. Why, wert thou not well cured of thy laft clap ¢

Pinch. 1 wear a fword.

Horn. 1t thould be taken from thee, left thou fhouldft
do thyfelf a mifchief with it; thou art mad, man.

Pinch. As mad as I am, and as merry as you are, I
amuft have more reafon from you ere we part. I fay again,

though you kifled, and courted laft night my wife 1n man’s
- clothes, as fhe confefles in her letter.

Horn. "Ha [ 4fide.

Pinch. Both fhe and I fay, you muft not defign it
again; for you have miftaken your woman, as you have
done your man.

Horn. Oh---1 underftand fomething now --[A4fde.]

. Was
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Was that thy wife? Why wouldft thou not tell me *twas
fhe ? -Faith, my freedom with her was your fault, not
mine. .

Pinch. Faith, fo ’twas [ Afdes

Horn. Fye, I never do’t to a woman before her hufe
band’s face, fure. '

Pinch. But 1 had rather you fhould do’t to my wife
before my face, than behind my back, and that you fhall
pever do.

Horn. No—you will hinder me.

Pinch, 1f I would not hinder you, you fee by her let~
ter the would. '

Horn. Well, I muft e’en acquiefce then, and be eon-
tented with what fhe writes.

Pinch. Tl aflure you *twas voluntarily writ, I had no
hand in’t, you may believe me.

Morn. 1 do believe thee, faith.

Pinch. And believe her too, for fhe’s an innocent
greature, has no diffembling in her, and fo fare you well,

ir.

Horn. Pray, however, prefent my humble fervice to
her, and tell her, I will of»ey her letter to a tittle, and
fulfil her defires, be what they will, or with what diffi-
culty foever I do’t; and you {hall be no more jealous of
me, I warrant her and you—

Pinch. Well then, fare you well, -and play with any
man’s honour but mine, kifs any man’s wife but mine,
and welcome. {Exit Mr. Pinch.

.Horn, Ha, ha, ha, Do&or,

Quack. . It feems he has not heard she report of you,
or does not believe it.

.Horn. Ha, ha, now Doftor, what think you ?

Quack. Pray let’s fce the letter — hum—for—dear-
love you—— [ Reads the letter.

Horn. 1 wonder how fhe céuld contrive it! What
fayeft thou to’t? ’tis an original, :

. Quack. So are your cuckolds too originals: for they
are like no other common cuckolds; and I will hencefortf
believe it not impoffible for you to cuckold the Grand
Seignior amidft his guards of eunuchs, that I fay———

Horn. And I fay for the létter, ’tis the firft love-le({;:

t
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" that ever was without flames, darts, fates, deftinies, lying |
and diffembling in it
Enter Sparkifh pulling in Mr. Pinchwife.

Spark. Come back ; you are a pretty brother-in-law,
neither go to'church, norto dinner with your fifter bride.

Pinch. My fifter denies her marriage, and you fee is-
gone away from you diffatisfied.

Spark. Pthaw ! upon a foolifh fcruple, that our parfon
was not in lawful orders, and did not fay all the Com-.
mon-prayer ; but ’tis her modefty only, I believe ; but
let women be never fo modeft the firft day, they’ll be
fure to come to themfelves by nighty; and I fhall have:
epough of her then; in the mean time, Harry Horner,

sou muft dine with me ; I keep my wedding at my aunt’s.
mn the Piazza,

Horn. Thy wedding! What ftale maid has lived to.
defpair of a hufband, or what young one of a gallant ?

" Spark. Oh, your fervant, Sir---this gentleman’s fifter
then.---No flale maid. ‘

Horn: I’m forry for’t. _ :

Pinch. How comes he fo concerned for her ?  [Afide.

Spark. You forry for't ? Why do you know any ill by
her? .
Horn, No, I know none by thee ; ’tis for her fake,
not yours, and another man’s fake, that might have hoped,
1 thought—

Spark. Another man ; another man ! what is his name ? -

_Horn. Nay, fince ’tis paft, he fhall be namelefs, Poor .

Marcourt, I am forry thou haft miffed her. [Afde.
Pinch, He feems to be much troubled at the match---
[ Afide. .

Spark. Pr’ythee tell me---nay, you fhan’t go, brother.

Piuch. 1 muft of neceflity ; but I’ll come to you to
dinner. Ea:t Pinchwife. .

Spark. But, Harry, what have I a rival in’ my wife
already ? But with all my heart, for he may be of ufe to .
me bereafter: for though my hunger is now my fauce,
and I can fall on heartily without, the time will come,
when a rival will be as good fauce for 2 married manto a
wife, as an orange to veal.

Horn. Oh, thou damned rogue, thou haft fet my teeth
on cdge with thy orange, ’

Sparl’.
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- Spark. Then let’s to dinner; there I was with you
again. Come. :

. Horn. But who dineswith thee ?

. Spark. My friends and relations, my brother Pinchwife,
you fee, of your acquaintance.

Horn. And his wife ?

: . No, ’gad, he’ll me’er les her come amongft us
good fellows ; your ftingy country coxcomb keeps his
wife from his friends, as ke does his little firkin of ale for
his own drinking, and a gentleman can’t get a fmack on’t ;
bat his fervants, when his back is turned, broach it at
their pleafures, and duft it away ; ha, ha, ha! ’gad, Iam
witty, I think, confidering I was married to-day, by the
world. . But come.

Horn. No, I will not dine with you, unlefs you can
fetch her too.

. Spark. Phaw ! what pleafure can’ft thou have with wo-
men, now, Harry? .

Horn. My eyes are not gone; I love a good profpe&
yet, and will not dine with you, unlefs fhe does ro0 ; go
fetch her, therefore; but do not tell her hufband ’tis for
my fake.

Spark. Well, I'll go try what Icando. In the mean
time, come away to my aunt’s lodgings ; ’tis in the way
to Pinchwife’s.

- Horn. The poor woman has called for aid, and ftretch-
ed forth her hand, Doctor: I cannot help her over the
pale out of the briars. [Exeuns,

SCENE, changes to Pinchwife’s Houfe. .
Mrs. Pinchwife alone, leaning on ber elbow. A table, piny

ink, and paper. .

Mys. Pinch. Well, *tis e’en fo'; 1 have got the London
difeafe, they calllove. I am fick of my hufband, and for
my gallant. I have heard this diftemper called a fever ;
but methinks ’tis liker an ague; for, when I think of
my hufband, I tremble, and am in a cold fweat, and have
inclinations to vomit ; but when I think of my gallant,
dear Mr. Horner, my hot fit comes, and I am all ina fe-
ver indeed ; and, as in other fevers, my own chamber is
tedious to me, and I would fain be removed to his, and
then, methinks, I fhould be well, Ah, poor Mr, Horner !
- G 2 . Well,
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Well, I cannot, will not ftay here : therefore I’ll make an
end of my letter to him, which fhall be a finer letter than®
my laft, becaufe I have ftudied it like any thing———Ob,
fick, fick! . [ Takes the pen and avrites,

Enter Pinchwife, wbho, feeing ber avriting, fleals foftly bea
bind ber, and, looking over ber fhoulder, fnatches the pa=
per from ber.

Pinch, What, writing more letters }
Mps. Pinch. Oh,lord, Bud! why d'ye fright me fo 2
[She offers 10 run ot ; be flops ber, and reads,
Pinch. How’s this ¢ Nay, you fhall not ftir, Madam—
¢ Dear, dear, dear Mr. Horner,”—Very well! I have
taught you to write letters to good purpofe. But let’s
fee’t.—Firft, I am to beg your pardon for my boldnefs in
writing to you, which, I’d have you to know, I would not
have done, had not you faid firft you loved me fo extreme~
1y, which, it you do, you will never fuffer me to lie in the
arms of anether man, whom I loath, naufeate, and deteft.”™
—Now you can’t write-thefe filthy words. But what fol~
lows ?—¢¢ Therefore I hope you will fpeedily find fome
way to free me from this unfortunate match, which was
never, I affure you, of my choice ; but I’m afraid *tis al-
ready too far gone. However, if you love me, as I do
you, you will try what you can do: but you muft help
me away before to-morrow, or elfe, alas! I fhall be for
ever out of yourreach; for I can defer no longer our—
our—"——WHhat is to follow our? Speak what ?—Our
~ journey into—-——athe country, I fupci)pfe. Oh, wo-
man, damn’d woman ! and Love, damn'd Love, their old
tempter! for this is one of his miracles. In a moment
he can make thofe blind that could fee, and thofe fee that
wereblind ; thofe dumb that could fpeak, and thofe prattle
who were dumb befove; nay, what is more than all,
make thofe dough-bak’d, fenfelefs, indocile animals, wo-
men, too hard for us, their politic lords and rulers, in a
moment. But makean end of your letter : and then I’lf
makeanend of you thus, andall my plagues together.
R [Drasws bis fwordi
Mrs. Pinch, Oh, lord, Oh, lord ! you are fuch a paf-
fionate man, Bud.
o Eatey
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Enter S}mrki{h.
ark. How now! What's heretodo ?

Linch. This fool here now !

Spark. What, drawn upon yodr wife! You fhould ne-
ver do that but at night, in the dark, when you can’t hurt
ter. ‘This is my fifter-in-law, is it not ? Ay, faith, e’emr
our country Margery ; [ Palls afide her Hankerchicf.} one
may know her. Come, the and you muft go dine with-
me ; dinner’s ready ; come. But where’s my wife? [s
the not come home yet ? Where is the ? :

- Pinch. Making you a cuckold ; ’tis that they all do, as
foon as they can.

Spark. What, the wedding-day! No; a wife that de-
figns to make a cully of her hufband, will be fure to let
him win the firft ftake of love, by the world. But_come,
they ftay dinner for us ; come, I'il lead down our Mar-
gery.

Mrs. Pinch. No, Sir, go, we’ll follow you.

* Spark. I'll not wag without you..
* Pinch. This coxcomb is a fenfible torment to me,.
amidft the greateft in the world. ( Afide..
- Spark. Come, come, Madam Margery.

inch. No, I'll lead her my way, What, would you
treat your friends with mine, for want of your own wife ?
[ Leads ber to the other door, locks ber in, and returns.) L
am contented my rage fhould take breath.. [ Apides

Spark. 1 told Horner this. [Afide.

Pinch. Come now.
© Spark. Lord, how fhy you are of your wife ! But-let
me tell you, brother, we men of wit have amongft us &
faying, that cuckolding, like the finall-pax, comes with a
fear ; and you may keep your wife as much as you will
out of danger of infection, but if her conftitution incline
her to it, fhe’ll have it {fooner or later, by the world, fay
they. - ’ ‘

}};inclr. What a thing is a cucko!d, that every fool can
make him ridiculous? [4fde.] Well, Sir; but let me
advife you, now you are coine to be concerned, becaufe
you fufpe& the danger, not to negleét the means to pre-
ventit, efpecially when the greateft fhare of the malady
will light upon your own head; for ) .

- G 3. : Howe’et
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Howe’er the kind wife’s belly comes ta{well,
The hufband breeds for her, and firil isill, -

. [Excxnt,
Enp of the FourTr AcrT. '

ACT V.
SCENE, Pinchwife’s Houfe,

Enter Pinchwife and Mrs. Pinchwife. 4. tadle and
candle,"

- PINCHWIFES
OME, take the pen, and make an end of the letter,
C juft as you intended ; if you are falfe in a tittle, I
fhall foon perceive it, and )guniﬂx you with this as you de-
ferve. [Lays bis hand en his fword.] Write what was ta
follow. Let’s fee. [Reads.] *¢ You muft make hafte, and
help me away before to-merrow, or elfe I fhall be for
ever out of your reach ;. for I can nolonger defer our—"
What follows our ?
Mrs. Pinch. Muft all out then, Bud ? Loek you there
then. [ She takes the pen and writes,

Pinch. Let’s fee —¢¢ For I can no longer defer our
wedding. Your flighted Alithea.”—What’s the mean-
ing of this ? My fifter’s name to’t! Speak, unriddle.

Mys. Pinch, Yes, indeed, Bud.

Pinch. But why her name to’t? Speak, fpeak, I fay.

Mss. Pinch. Ay, but you'll tell her then again. If you
‘would not tell ner again ——

Pinch. 1 will not; I am flunned; my head turns
sound. Speak.

Mrs. Pinch, Won’t vou tell her, indeed, and indeed ?

Pirch. No. Speak, I fay.

Mrs. Pinch. She'll be angry with me ; but I had rather
fhe fhould be angry with me than you, Bud. And, to
tell you the truth, ’twas fhe made me write the letter, and

. taught me what I fhould write. .

Pinch. Ha! 1 thought the ftile was fomewhat better
than her own. [4fide.] Could fhe come to teach you,
fince I had locked you up alone ?

Mrs, Pinch, Oh, thro’ thc key'hole, Bud.

Pinch,
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Pinch. But why fhoyld the make you write a letter forr
her to him, fince fhe can write herfelf 2

Mrs. Pinch. Why, fhe faid, becaufe—for I was une
willing to do it.

Pinch. Becaufe—what becaufe ?

Mprs. Pinch. Becaufe, left Mr. Hornes fhould be cruel,
and refufé het, or be vain afterwards, and fhew the letter,
fhe might difown it, the hand not being her’s.

Pinch; How’sthis? Ha! then I think I fhall come to .
myfelf again. This changeling could not invent this lie g
but if fhe could, why fhould fhe? She might think k
fhould foorn difcover it. Stay-—now. I think on’t too,
Horner faid he was forry fhe had married Sparkith ; and
her difowning her marriage to me, makes me think the
has evaded itfor Homer’sfake. Yet why fhould fhe take
this courfe ? But men in love are fools; women may
well be fo. [A4f&d.] But, hark you, Madam, your fiften
went. out in the morning, and I have not feen her within,
fince,

Mys. Pinch, Alack-a-day ! fhe has been crying all day
above, it feems,in a corner. v

Pinch. ' Where is fhe ?. Let me {peak with her.

Mrs. Pinch. Oh, Lord ! then (he’ll difcover all; (- 4fide. ¥
Pray, held, Bud. What, d’ye mean, to difcover me?2
She’ll know 1 have told yeu then, Pray, Bud, let me
talk with her firft,

Pinch. I muft {peak with her, to know whether Hornee
ever made her any promife, and whether fhe be married
to Sparkifh or no. :

Mrs. Pinch. Pray, dear Bud, don’t, till I have fpokem
with her, and told her thatI have told you all ; for the’lh
kill me elfe.

Pinch. Go,then, and bid her come out to me,

Mpys. Pinch. Yes, yes, Bud.

Pinch. Let mefee— '

Mrs. Pinch. I'll go; but fhe is:not .within to come te
him. I have juft got time to know of Lucy, hex maid,
who firft fet me on work, what lie I fball tell next 3 foy K
am e’en at my wit’s end. [Afde. Exits

Pinch. WA, 1refolve ity Horner fhall have her. I'd
sather give him my fifler, than lend him my wife; and
fuch an alliance will preveat his pretenfious to my- ane

’ UrCe



8¢ THE COUNTRY WIFE.

fure. I'll make him of kin to her, and then he won’tcare
for her.
Re-enter Mrs. Pinchwife.

Mps, Pinch. Oh, Lord, Bud! I told you what anger

you would make me with my fifter. :
" Pinch, Won’t fhe come hither ?

Mrs. Pénch, No, no. Alack-a-day ! fhe’s athamed to
look you in the face; and fhe fays, if you go in to her,
fhe'll run away down ftairs, and fhamefully go herfelf to
Mr. Horner, who has promifed her marriage, fhe fays;
and fhe will have no other, fo flie won’t, '

Pinch, Did he fo? Promife her marriage ? Then fhe
fhall have no other. Gotell her fo; and if the will come
and difcourfe with me a little’ concerning the means, F
will about it immediately. Go——[Ex:t Mrs, Pinch.}
His eftate is equal to Sparkifh’s, and his extraétion as
* much better than his as his parts are ; but my chief rea-
fon is, 1'd rather be a-kin to him by the name of brother~
in-law, than that of cuckold.

. Re-enter Mrs. Pinchwife,
Well, what fays fhe now ? : :

Mys. Pinch. Why, fhe fays fhe would only have you:
Tead her to Horner’s lodgings, with whom fhe will firft dif~
courfe the matter, before fhe talks with you,. which yet
the cannot do ; for, alack, ‘poor creature ! fhe fays fhe
can’t fo much .as look you in the face; therefore - fhe’ll
come to you in a mafk. And you muft. excufe her if the
make you no anfwer to any queftion of yours, till you
have brought her to Mr. {lomer; and if you will not
‘clgxidei her, nor queftion her, fhe’ll come outto.-you imme-

iately. :

Piz'b. Let hercome. I will not fpeak aword to her,
nor require a word from her.

Mrs. Pinch. Oh, I forgot! Befides,. fhe fays, fhe can-
not look yéu in the face, tho’ thro’ a mafk j therefore
would defire you to put out the candle.

. Pinch. 1agreetoall. Lether make hafte. [Exiz Mrs,
Pinchwife.] There, ’tis out.. [Puts out the Candie.). My
cafe is fomething better. I'd rather fight with Horner
for not lyin% with my fifter too forward, than for lying
with my wife ; and of the two, I had rather find my fifter
too forward, than my wife. 1 expeCed ne other frl::em
‘ : r
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her free education, as fhe calls it, and her paffion for the
town. Well, wife and fifter are names which make us
expe& love and duty, pleafure and comfort ; but we find
them plagues and torments, and are equally, tho’ diffe-
rently, troublefome to their keeper : for we have as much
ado to get people to lie with our fifters, as to keep them
from lying with our wives,

Enter Mrs, Pinchwife mafted, and in boods and fiarffs,
and.a night-gown and petticoat of Alithea’s, in the dark.

What, are you come, fifter ? Let us go then. But firft,
let me lock up my wife. Mrs, Margery, where are you ?

Mrs. Pinch. Here, Bud.

Pinch, Come hither, that I may lokk you up. Get’
you gn. [Locks the door.] Come, fifter, whese are you
now ?

[Mrs. Pinchwife gives bim her bandy but when be lets

ber go, fbe fleals [oftly en Pother fide of bim, and is
led away by bhim for bis fifler Alithea. ,

SCENE changes te Horner’s Lodgings.

Enter Quack and Horner,

Luack. What, all-alone! not fo much as one of your
cuckolds here, nor oneof thejr wives ! They ufed to take:
their turns with you, as if they were to watch you.

Horn. Yes, it often happens that a cuckold 1s but his
wife’s fpy, and is more upon family duty when he is with
her gallant abroad, hindering his pleafure, than when he.
is ar home with her, playing the gallant. But the hard-
eft duty a married woman impofes upon a lover, is keeping
her hufband company always,

Quack. And his fondnefs wearies you almoft as foom,
as her’s, - ’

Horn. A pox! keeping a cuckold company after you
have had his wife, is as tirefome as the- company of a-
country *fquire to a witty fellow of the town, when he.
has got all his money.

Quack, And as at firft a man makes a friend of the huf<’
band to getthe wife, {o at laft you are faia to fall out with
the wife to be rid of the hufband.

Hora, Ay, moft cuckold-makers are true counie;s‘

‘ " whea
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when once a poor man has cracked his credit for them,
they can’t abide to come near him.

Quack. But at firft, todraw him in, are fo fweet, fo kind,
fo dear ! juft as you are to Pinchwife. But what becomes
of that intrigue with his wife ?

Horn, A pox! he’s as furly as an alderman that has
been bit; and fince he’s fo coy, his wife’s kindnefs is in
vain, for fhe’s a filly innocent.

Quack. Did fhenotfend you a letter by him ?

Horn. Yes; but that’s a riddle I have not yet folved.
Allow the poor creature to be willing, fhe is filly too, and
he keeps her up fo clofe—

Ruack. Yes, fo clofe that he makes her but the more
willing, and adds revenge to her love: which two, when
met, feldom fail of fatisfying each other one way or other.

Horn, What, here’s the man we are talking of, I think.

Enter Pinchwife leading in bis wife mafked, mufled, andim
ber fifter’s gown.
Pfhaw !

Quack. Bringing his wife to you, is the pext thing to
bringing a love-letter from her. _

Horn. What means this ? .

_ Pinch, The laft time, you know, Sir, I brought you 2
love-letter, now you fee a miftrefs ; I think you’ll fay I
am a civil man to you,

Horn. Ay, thedevil take me, will I fay thou art the ci-
vileft man I ever met with; and I have known fome. I
fancy I underftand thee now better than I did the letter.
But hark thee in thy ear— '

Pinch, What?

Horn. Nothing but the ufual queftion, man——1Ts fhe
found, on thy word ?

Pinch, What, you take her for a wench, and me for a

pimp?

I-Yorn. Pthaw ! wench and pimp, paw words ! I know
thou art an honeft fellow, and hait a great acquaintance
amongft the ladies, and perhaps haft made love for me, ra-
ther than let me make love to thy wife.

* Pinch. Come, Sir; in fhort, I am for no fooling,

- Horn. Nor I neither; therefore, pr'ythee, let’s fee her
face prefently. Make her fhew, men, Art thou fure I
don’t know her 2

Pinch,
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Pinch. 1am fure you do know her.

Horan. Apox, why doft thou bring her to me then ?

Pinch, Becaufe fhe is a relation of mine— -

Horn. Is fhe, faith, man! then thou art more civil
and obliging, dear rogue.

Pinch. Who defires me to bring her to you. !

Horn. Then fhe is obliging, dear rogue.

Pinch. You will make her welcome for my fake, I
bope. -

Il:lem. I hope fhe is handfome enough to make herfelf
welcome : pr'ythee let her unmatk. :

Pinch. Do you fpeak to her : fhe would never be ruled
by me. . - : :

yHorrz. Madam——[ Mrs. Pinchwife abifpers to Horners
She fays the muft fpeak with me in private : withdraw,

r’ythee. ‘
P Pinch. Sheis unwilling, it feems, I fhould know all
her undecent condu& in this bufinefs. [ Afide.
Well then, I will leave you together, and hope when L
am gone you will agree ; if not, you and I fhan’t agree, Sir.

Horn. What means the fool ?—If fhe and I agree, it is
no matter what you and I do.

[#hifpers to Mrs. Pinchwife, who makes figns with ber

band for bim to be gone,

Pinch. In the meantime I will fetch a parfon, and
find out Sparkifh, and difabufe him. You would have me
fetch a parfon, would you not ? Well then—now I think
Iam rid of her, and fhall have no mere trouble with
her—our fifters and daughters, like ufurers money, are
fafeft when put out; but our wives, like their writings,’
never fafe but in our clofets under lock and key, [ Exits

. Enter Boy.

Boy. Sir Jafper Fidget, Sir, is coming up.

Horn. Here 1s the trouble of a cuckold now we are talk«
ingof: a poxon him, has he not enough to do to hinder
his wife’s fport, but he muft other women’s too ? Step in’
here, Madam. [Ex. Mrs. Pinche

Enter Sir Jafper. -

Sir Fafp. My beft and deareft triend.

Horn, The old ftyle, Do&tor—Well, be fhort, for I am-
bufy. What would yourimpertinent wife have now ?

Sir Fa/p. Well guels’d, P’faith ; for I do come fron;{her.-

. 2 - 0’1o




84 THE COUNTRY WIFE.
Hora. To invite me to fupper ¢ Tell her I cannot comee

goSir Fa/p. Nay, now you are out, faith ; for my Lady,
and the whole knot of the virtuous gang as they call them-
felves, are refolved upon a frolick of coming to you to-
night in mafquerade, and are all dreft already.

Horn. 1 fhan’tbe at home. .

Sir Jafp. Lord, how churlith he is to women—nay,
pr'ythee do not difappoint them ; they will think it is my
fault: priythee do not. Iwillfend in the banqueét and the
fiddles: but make no noife on it; for the poor virtu-
ous rogues would not have it known, for the world, that
they go a mafquerading; and they would come to no
man’s ball but yours. .

Horn. Well, well—get you gone; and tell them if
they come, it will be at the peril of their honour and

you“‘
Sir ¥a/p. Heh, he, K&,—we will truft you for-that—
farewel. (Exit Sir Jafper.

Horn. Doftor, anon you too fhall be my gueft ;
But pow I am going to a private featt.

Fhe Scene changes to the Piazza of Covent Garden.
Enter Sparkifh, avith the ketter in bis band, and Pinchwife.

Spark. But who would have thought a woman could
have been falfe to me? By the world, I could not have
thought it. .

Pinch. You were for giving and taking liberty : fhe has
taking it only, Sir, now you find in that letter. Youare
a frank perfon, and fo is fhe you fee there.

Sﬁzr‘&. Nay, if this be her hand—for I never faw it._

inch. *T1s no matter whether that be her hand, or b
I am fure this hand at her defire led her to Mr. Horner,
with whom I left her juft now, to go fetch a parfon ta
them at their defire too, to deprive you of her for ever;
for it feems yours was but a2 mock-marriage.. :

Spark. Indeed, fhe would needs bave it that it was
Harcourt, himfelf, in a parfon’s habit, that married us;
but I am fure he told me it was his brother Ned.

Pinch. O, thereitis out; and you were deceived, not
fhe: for you are fuch a frank perfon—but I muft be

A goue
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gone——you will find her at Mr. Horner’s : %g, and be-
lLieve'your eyes. [Exit Mr. Pinchwife.
. Nay I will to her, and call her as many croco-
diles, fyrens, harpies, and other heathenith names, as a
poet would do a miftrefs who had refufed to hear his fuit,
nay more, Iis verfes on her. But flay, is not that fhe
following a torch at the other end of the Piazza, and
from Horner’s ? Certainly—it is fo—
Enter Alithea, following a torch, and Lucy, behind.
You are well met, Madam, tho’ you do not think fo.
What, you have made a fhort vifit to Mr. Horner : but
I fuppofe you will return to him prefently, by that time
the parfon can be with him.
Alith, Mr. Horner and the parfon, Sir!
- Spark. Come, Madam, no more diffembling, no more
jiling ; for I am no more a frank perfon,

Alith. How is this ?

Lwcy. So, it will work I fee— [ Afide.

Spark. Could yow find out no eafy country fool to
abufe ? None but me, a gentleman of wit and pleafure
about the town ? But it was your pride to be too hard for
4 man of parts, unworthy, falfe women ! falfe as a friend
that lends a man money to lofe ; falfe as dice, who undo
thofe that truft all they have to them,

Lucy. He has been a great bubble by his fimilies, as
they fay— [ Afide.

Alith. You have been too merry, Sir, at your wedding
dinner, fure. ‘

Spark. What, do you-mock me too ?

Alith. Or you have beendeluded ¢

Spark. By you.

Alith, Let me underftand you.

Spark.. Have you the confidence, I {hould call it fome-
thing elfe, fince you know your guilt to ftand my juft re-
proaches ? Did not you write an impudent letter to Mr.

Horper ? who I find now has clubb’d with you in delu-

ding me with his averfion for women, that I might not
forfooth, fufpe&t him for my rival.
Lucy. Do you think the gentleman can be jealous now,
Madam— [Afides
Alith. 1 write a letter to Mr. Horner !
Spark. Nay, Madam, do not deny it: your brother
. H fhewed
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fhewed it me juft now ; and told me likewife, he left you
at Horner’s lodging to fetch a parfon to marry you tohim 3
and I wifh you joy, Madam, joy, joy; an?:o him too,
much joy ; and to myfelf more joy for not marrying you.
. Alith. So, I find my brother will break off the match,
and I can confent to it, fince I fee this gentleman can be
made jealous. [4fide.] O Lucy, by his rude ufage and
Jealoufy, he makesme almoft afraid I am married to him ¢
art thou fure it was Harcourt himfelf, and no parfon;, that
married us?

Spark. No, Madam, I thank you, I fuppofe, that
was a contrivance t6o of Mr. Horner’s and yours, to
make Harcourt play the parfon; but I would as little
as you have him one now: no, not for the. world : for,
fhall I tell you another truth ? I never had any paffion for
you till now, for now I hate you. ’Tis true, I might
have married your portion, as other men of parts of the
town do fometimes ; and fo, your fervant. And, to fhew
my unconcernednefs, I will come to your wedding, and
refign you with as much joy as I would a ftale wench
‘toa new cully ; nay, with as much joy asI would after
the firt night, if.I had been married to you—There’s for
you; and fo your fervant, fervant. [Exit Sparke.

Alith, How was I deceived in a man !

Luzgy. You will believe then a fool may be made jea-
lous now : for that eafinefs in him that fuffers him to be
led by a wife, will likewife permit him to be perfuaded
againtt her by others.

Alith. But marry Mr. Horner! My brother does not
intend it, fure! If I thought hedid, I would take thy
advice, and Mr. Harcourt for my hufband. And now L
wifh, that if there be any over-wifé woman of the town,
who, like me, would marry a fool for fortune, liberty,
or title ; firft, that her hufband may love play, and be a
cully to all the town but her, and fuffer none but fortune
to be miftrefs of his purfe; then, if tor liberty, that he
may fend her into the country, under the conduc of
fome houfewifely mother-in-law ; and if for title, may
the world give him none but that of cuckold.

Lucy And for her greater curfe, Madam, may he not
deferve it.

Alith,
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Alith. Away, impertinent—1Is not this my old Lady

Lanterlu’s ¢ )
Lucy. Yes, Madam.—And here I hope we fhall find
Mr. Harcourt.— [ Afide.
[Exeunt Alithea and Lucy.

Tbe SCENE changes again to Horner’s Lodging,

Horner, Lady Fidget, Mrs, Dainty Fidget, and M,
Squeamith. A Table, Banquet, and Bottls.

Horn. A pox, they are come too foon—before I have
fent back my new—miftrefs ; all I have now to do, is to
lock her in, that they may not fee her— ( Afpdde.

Lady Fidg. That we may be fure of our welcome, we
have brought our entertainment with us, and are refolv’d
to treat thee, dear toad.

Dain. And, that we may be merry to purpofe, have
left Sir Jafper, and my old Lady Squeamifh, quarrelling
at home, at Backgammon. ..

Squcam. Thereg)re let us make ufe of our time, left
they fhould chance te interrupt us.

Lady Fidg. Let us fit then.

Horn. Firft, that you may be private, let: me lock,
this door and thar, and I’ll wait upon you prefently,

Lady Fidg. No, Sir; fhut’em only, and your lips for
ever ; for we muft truft you as much as our women,

Horn. You know all vanity’s kill'd in me; I have no
occafion for talking. o

Lady Fidg. Now, ladies, fuppofing we had drank
each of us our two bottles, let us fpeak the truth of our
hearts. _

Dain. and Sgueam. Agreed, Co

Lady Fidg. By this brimmer, for truth is' no‘where
elfe to be found—Not in thy heart, falfe man. 4

. . [4fde to Horner.

Horn, You have found mea true man, I’m fure.

S [Afde to Lady Fidget. -

Lady Fidg. Not every way—— [ 4/ide 10 Horner.
But let us fit and be merry.

H:2 Lady
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Lady Fidget fings.

. I
Why fhould our damn’d tyrants oblige us to live
On the pittance of pleafure which they only give ;
We muft not rejoice
With wine and with noife ;
In vain we muft wake in a dull bed alone,
Whilft to our warm rival, the boule, they’re gone.
Then lay afide charms, .
And take up thefe * arms. * The Glaffess

11,

*Tis wine only gives ’em their couraga and wit;
Besaufe we live fober, to men we fubmit.
If for beauties you’d pafs,
‘Take a lick of the glafs,
*Twill mend your complexions, and when they are gone,
The beft red we have is the red of the grapes
’ Then fifter’s lay’t on,
And damn a good fhape.

. ®ain. Dear-brimmer, well, in token of our opennefs
and plain dealing, let-us throw our matks over our heads,
Horn. So, "twill come to the glaffes anon.
Squeam. Lovely brimmer, let me enjoy him firft.
Lady Fidg. No, 1 never part with a gallant till T've
try’d him. Dear brimmer, that makeft our hufbands
thort-fighted. '
Dain. And our bathful gallants bold. :
Squeam. And, for wantof a gallant, the butler lovely
in our eyes. Drink, eunuch.
Lady Fidg. Drink, thou reprefentative of a hufband:
damn a hufbind.
. Dain. And, as it were a hufband, an old keeper.
Squeam. Aud an old granimother. .
Horn. And an Englith bawd, and a French furgeon,
Lady Fidg. Ay, we have all reafon to curfe ’em.
Horn. For my fake, ladies. :
Lady Fidg. No, for our own: for the firft fpoils all
young gallants’ induftry. '
' - Dain
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Dain. And the other’s art makes ’em bold only with
common women. )

Squeam. And rather run the hazard of the vile diftem-
per amongft them, than of a denial amongft us.

Dain. The filthy toads chufe miftretles now, as they
do ftuffs, for having been fancied and worn by ethers.

Squeam. For being common and cheap.

Lady Fidg. Whilft women of quality, like the richeft
ftuffs, lie untumbled, and unatk’d for. .

Horn. Ay, neat, and cheap, and new, they often
think the beft.

Dain. No, Sir, the beafts will be known by a mif-
trefs longer than by a fuit. '

Sgueam. And ’tis not for cheapnefs neither.

Lady Fidg, No, for the vain fops will take up drug-
gets, and embroider ’em. But I wonder at the depraved
appetites of witty men ; they ufe to be out of the com-
mon road, and hateimitation. Pray tell me, beaft, when
you were a man, why you rather chofe to club with a mul-
titude in a common houfe for an enertainment, than to
be the only gueft at a good table ? _

Horn. Why, faith, ceremony and expeQation are un-
fufferable, to thofe'that are fharp bent; people always
eat with the belt ftomach at an ordinary, where every
man is foatching for the beft bit. ,

Lady Fidg. Tho’ he get a cut over the fingers—But 1
have heard that people eat mof} heartily of another man’s
meat, thatis, what they do not pay for. )

Horn. When they are fure of their welcome and freee
dom ; for ceremony in love and eating is as ridiulous as
in fighting ; falling on brikly is all fhou!d be done on
thofe occafions.

- Lady Fidg. Well then, let me tell you, Sir; there is
no where more freedom than in our houfes; and we take
freedom from a young perfon as a fign of good breeding ;
and a perfon may be as free as he pleafes with us, as fro-

" lick, as gamefome, as wild as he will.
- Horn. Han’t 1 heard you all declaim againft wild
men ? . L

Lady Fidg. Yes, but, for all that, we think wildnefs
in a man as defirable a quality, as in a duck or rabbit.
A tame man, foh, ,

H 3 Horn,
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Horn, 1 know not; but your reputations frighten’d
me, as much as your faces invited me. -

Lady Fidg. Our reputation! Lord, why fhould you
not think that we women make ufe of our reputation, as
you men of yours, only ro deceive the world with lefs
fufpicion? Our virtue is like the flatefman’s religion,
the Quaker’s word, the gamefter’s oath, and the great
man’s honour ; but to cheat thofe that truft us.

Sgueam. And that demurenefs, coynefs, and modefty,
that you fee in our faces in the boxes at plays, is as
much a fign of a kind woman, asa vizard-matk in the

it.
b Dain, For I affure you, women are leaft matk’d when
they have the velvet vizard on.

Lady Fidg. You wou’d have found us modeft women
in our denials only. .
Squeam. Our bathfulnefs is only the refleCtion of the

men’s.

Dain. We bluth when they are fhame-fac’d.

Horn. 1 beg your pardon, ladies, I was deceiv’d in
you devilifhly. But why that mighty pretence to hee
nour ? '
Lady Fidg. We have told you; but fometimes ’twas
for the fame reafon you men pretend bufinefs often, to
avoid ill company, to enjoy the better, and more pri-
vately, thofe you love. . . .

Horn. But why wou’d you ne’er give a friend a wink
then ? : :

Lady Fidg. Faith, your reputation frightened us as
much as Gurs did you, you were fo notorioufly lewd.

Horn. And you fo feemingly honeft.

Lady Fidg. Was that all that deterr’d you ?

Horn. And fo expenfive—you allow freedom, you fay.

Lady Fidg. Ay, ay.

Horn. That I was afraid of lofing my little money, as
well as my little time, both which iny other pleafures re~

uired.
b Lady Fidg. Money, foh—you tatk like a little fellow
now : do fuch as we expe&t money ?

Horn. 1 beg your pardon, Madam, I muft confefs, I
have heard that great ladics, like great merchants,  fet El‘:t
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the higher prices upon what they have, becaufe they sre
not ingnecegity of raoking the firit offer. bey

Dain. Such as we make fale of our hearts ?

Squeam. We brib’d for our love ? Foh.

Horn. With your pardon, ladies, I know, like great
men in offices, you feem to exa&l flattery and attendance
only from your followers; but you have receivers about
you, and fuch fees to pay, a man_is afraid to pafs your
graots ; befides we muit let you win at cards, or we lofe
your hearts ; and if you make an affignation, ’tis at a gold-
imith’s, jeweller’s, or china-houfe, where for your ho-
nour, you depofit to him, he muft pawn his to the punc-
tual cit, and fo paying for what you take up, pays for
what he takes up.

Dain. Would you not have us affur’d of our gallant’s
love.

Squeam. Forlove is better known by liberality, than by
jealoufy.

Lady Fidg. For onc may be diffembled, the other not
—but my jealoufy can be no longer diflembled, and they
are telling ripe. [4fide.] Come, here’s to our gallants
in waiting, whom we muft name, and I’ll begin, this is
my falfe rogue. - (Claps bim on the back.

Sgueam. How !

Hora. So, all will out now—

Squeam. Did you not tell me, *twas for my fake only
you reported yourfelf no man? [ A4fde to Horner.

Dain. Oh, wretch ! did you not fwear to me, "twas for
my love, and honour, you pafled for that thing youdo 2

[ 4fide to Horner,

Horn. So, fo.

Lady Fidg. Come, {peak, ladies, this is my falfe villain,

Sgueam. And mine 100,

Dain. And mine. :

Horn, Well then, you are all three my falfe rogues
too, and there’s an end on’t. :

Lady Fidg. Well then, there’s no remedy, fifter-fha-
yers, let us not fall out, but have a care of our honour
tho’ we get no prefents, no jewels of him, we are favers
of -our honour, the jewel ofl moft value and ufe, which
fhines yet to the world unfufpected, tho’ it be a counter-

feit.
Hm.
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Horn. Nay, and is €’en as good as if it were true?
provided the weérld thinks fo; for honour, like beauty
now, only depends on the opinion of others.

Lady Fidg, Well, Harry Common, I hope you can be
true to three. Swear. But tis to no purpofe, to require
your oath, for you are as often forfwosn, as you fwear
to new women. . ,

Horn. Come, faith, Madam, let us ¢’en pardon one
another; for all the difference I find betwixt we men and
you women, we forfwear ourfelves at the beginning of an
amour, you as long as it lafts. : ,

Enter Sir Jafper Fidget, and Old Lady Squeamith.

Sir #afp, Oh, my lady Fidget, was this your cunning;
to come to Mr. Horner without me ? But you have been
no where elfe, 1 hope.

Lady Fidz. No, Sir Jafper. .

Lady Squeam. And you came ftraight hither, Biddy.

Squeam. Yes, indeed, lady grandmother. , _

Sir Fafp. *Tis well, *uis well; I knew when once they.
were thoroughly acquainted with poor Horner, they’d
ne’er be from him. You may let her mafquerade it with
my wife, and Horner, and I warrant her reputation fafe.

, Enter Boy. .

Boy. O, Sir, here’s the gentleman come, whom you
bid me not fuffer to come up, without giving you notice,
with a lady too, and other gentlemen— :

Horn. Do you a'l goin there, whilft I fend ’em away
and, boy, do you defire ’em o flay below till I come,
which fhall be immediately. C :

[ Exeunt Sir Jafper. Lady Squeam. Lady Fidget, axd

Mrs. Dainty Squeamifh. :

Boy. Yes, Sir. - [Exit.

Horner goes ont at Pother Door, ‘and returns awith Mrs.
} Pinchwife.

Horn. You wou’d not take my advice to be gone home,
before your hufband came back; hie’ll now difcover all 3
yet pray, my deareft, be perfuaded to go home, and leave
the reft to my management, I'll let you down the back
way. .

Mrs. Pinch. 1 don’t know the way home, fo I don’t. -
Horn, My man fhall wait upon you.
Mrs, Pinch
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Mps. Pinch. No, don’t you believe that I'll go at all ;
what, are you weary of me already ?

Horn. No, my life, *tis that I may love you long ; ’tis
to fecure my love, and your repuration with your hufband,
he’ll never receive you again elfe.

Mys. Pinch. What care 1. D’ye think to frighten me
with that ? I don’t intend to go to him again; you fhall
be my hufband now.

Horn. I cannot be your hufband, dearett, fince you are
married to him,

Mrs, Pinch. O, would you make me believe that ¢ Don’t
1 fee every day at London here,women leave their firft huf-
bands, and go and live with other men as their wives ?
Pith, pfhaw, you’d make me angry, but that I love you
fo mainly.

- Horn. So, they are coming up—In again, in, I hear
’em. [Exit Mrs, Pinchwife.] Well, a filly miftrefs is
‘like a weak place, foon got, foon loft, a man has fcarce
time for plunder; fhe betrays her hufband firft to her.
gallant, and then her gallant to her hufband.

- Enter Pinchwife, Alithea, Harcourt, Sparkifh, Lucy,
. ) and a Parfon,

- Pinch. Come, Madam, ’tis not the fudden change of
your drefs, the confidence of your affeverations, ‘and your
falfe- witnefs there, fhall perfuade me I did not bring
you hither juft now ; here’s my witnefs, who cannot de-
ny it, fince you muft be confronted—Mr. Horner, did
not I bring this Lady to you juft now ?

" Horn. Now muft I wrong one woman for another’s
fake : but that’s no new thing with me ; for in thefe cafes
1 am ftill on the criminal’s fide againft the innocent.

[4Jh

- Alith, Pray fpeak, Sir.

Horn. It muft be fo—~I muft be impudent, and try my"
luck: impudence ufes to be'too hard for truth. [ Afdes

"Pinch., What! you are ftudying an evafion, or excufe
for her. Speak, Sir. , '

Horn. No, faith, Tam fomething backward only te
{peak in women’s affairs or difputes.

Pinch. She bids you fpeak.

Alith, Ay, pray, Sir, do, pray fatisfy him¢ |

Hors,
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Horn. Then truly, you did bring that lady to me juft

now.

Pinch. O ho—

Alith, How, Sif -

Harc. How, Horner!

Alith, What mean you, Sir? I always took yon for a
man of honour.

Harc. Ay, fo much a man of honour, that I muft fave
my miftrefs, I thank you, come what will on’t. [ Afide.

Spark. So if 1 had had her, fhe’d have made me believe.
the moon had been made of a Chriftmas pye.

Lucy. Now could I fpeak, if I durft, and folve the
riddle, who am the author of it, [Afade.
. Alith, O, unfortunate woman! A combination againft
my honour, which moft concerns me now, becaufe you
fhare in my difgrace, Sir; and it is your cenfure which
I muft now fufter, that troubles me, not theirs., o

Harc. Madam, then bave no trouble, you fhall now
fee tis poffible for me to love tao, without being jealous ;
I will not only believe your innocence myfelf, but make
all the world believe it ——Horner, I muft pow be con-
cerned for this Lady’s honour. [Apart to Horner,

Horn. And I muft be concern’d for a lady’s honour too.

Harc. This Lady has her hogour, and I will protett it.

Horn. My lady has not her honour, but has given it
me to keep, and I will preferve it,

Hasc. 1 underftand you not.

Horn, 1 would not have you.

Mrs. Pinch. What’s the matter with ’em all ?

[Mrs. Pinchwife peeping in behinda

Pinch. Come, come, Mr. Horner, no more difputing ;
here’s the parfon, I brought him not in vain.

Horn. No, Sir, I'll employ him, if this lady pleafe.

Pinch, How ! what d’ye mean ?

Spark. Ay, what does he mean ?

Horn. Why, I have refigned your fifter to him, he
has my confent.

Pinch. But he has not mine, Sir; a woman’s injurd
honour, no more than a man’s, can be repair’d, or fatis-
fied by any but him that firlt wrong’d it; and you fhall
marty her prefently, or— [ Lays bis hand on his fz;drd.

Y208
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Enter to them Mrs. Pinchwife.

MMprs. Pinch. O Lord, they’ll kill poor Mr. Horner 3
‘befides he fhan’t marry her whilft I ftand by, and look on ;
I'll not lofe my fecond hufband fo. .

. Pinch. What do I fee?
Alith. My fifter, in my clothes !
Spark. Ha! ‘
rs. Pinch., Nay, pray now don’t quarrel about find-
ing work for the parfon ; he fhall marry me to Mr, Hor-
ner; for now, I believe, you have enough of me.
[7e Mr. Pinchyife.
Horn: Damn’d, damn’d loving changeling.
. Mys. Pinch. Pray, fifter, pardon me for telling fo ma=
By lies of you. " .

Horn.- 1 fuppofe the riddle is plain now.

Lucy, No, thatmuft be my work, good Sir, hear me,
[Kncels to Mr. Pinchwife, awbo fands doggcdly with bis

) bat over bis eyes.

Pinch. 1 will never hear woman again, but make ’em
all filent, thus—— [Offers to draw spon his wife.
 Horn. No, that muft not be.

Pinch. You then fhall go firft, ’tis all one to me.

(Offers to draw on Horner, is ffopt by Harcourt,

Harc. Hold :

Enter Sir Jafper Fidget, Lady Squeamith, Mrs, Dainty
Fidget, and Mrs. Squeamith,

- 8ir. Jafp. What's the matter ? What’s the matter ?
Pray, what’s the matter ? Sir, I befeech you commus
nicate, Sir.
Pinch. Why, my wife has communicated, Sir, as your
wife may have done too, Sir, if fhe knowshim, Sir—
Sir. fa/p. Pthaw, with him, ha, ha, he. ’
. Pinch. Do you mock me, Sir? A cuckold is akindof a
wild beaft ; have a care, Sir—
Sir. Fa/p. No, fure, you mock me, Sir—he cuckold
you! it cannot be, ha, ha, he, Why, I willtell you, Sir,
[Offers to whifpers
Pinch. 1 tell you again, he has whored my wife, and
yours too, if he knows her, and all the women he comes
near ; ’tis not his diffembling, his hypocnfy, can wheedle
me.

Sir
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Sir Jafp. How ! Does he diffemble ? Is he a hypocrite ?
Nay, then---how .--wife---fifter, is he an hypocrite ?

Lady Squears. An hypocrite, a diffembler #——Speak,
young harlotry, {fpeak, how ?

Sir §afp. Nay, then-.-Oh, my head too——Oh, thou
Iibidinous lady !

Lady Squcam, Oh, thou harloting harlotry, haft thou
done it thea ?

Sir fafp. Speak, good Horner, art thou a diffembler,
rogue ¢ Haft thou—

Horn. Soh
Lugy. I'll fetch you off, and her too, if he will but
hold her tongue. [ Apart to Horner.

Horn, Cantft thou ? I'll give thee--- - { Apart to Lucy.

Lucy. (7o Mr. Pinchwi%e.] Pray have but patience to
hear me, Sir, who am the unfortunate caufe of all this
confufion. Your wife is innocent, I only culpable ; for
1 put her upon telling you all thefe lies concerning my
miftre(s, in order to the breaking off the match between
Mr. Sparkifh and her, to make way for Mr. Harcourt.

Spark. Did you fo, eternal rotten-tooth? Then, it
feems, my miftrefs was not falfe to me, I was only de-
ceived by you. Brother, that fhould have been; now
man of conduét, who is a frank perfon now, to bring
your wife to her lover—ha ? :

Lucy. 1 aflure you, Sir, fhe came not to Mr. Horner
out of love, for fhe loves him no more

Mrs. Pinch, Hold, I told lies for you, but you fhall
tell none for me; for.I do love. Mr. Horner with all my
foul, and nobody fhall fay me nay. Pray, don’t you go
to make poor Mr. Horner believe to the contrary, ’us
fpitefully done of you, I’m fure.

Horn. Peace, dearidiot.  [A4fide to Mrs. Pinchwife,

Mps. Pinch, Nay, I will not peace.

Pinch. Not till I make you.

Enter Donlant avd Quack.

Dor. Horner, your fervant, I am the Doctor’s guett,
he mulft excufe our intrufion.

Ruack. But what’s the matter, gentlemen ? for Hea-
ven’s fake, what’s the matter ?

Horn. Oh, tis well you are come---’tis a cenforious
world we live in; you may have brought me a reprieve,

1 or
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or elfe 1 had died for a crime I never committed, and
thefe innocent ladies had fuffered with me; therefore
pray fatisfy thefe worthy, honourable, jealous gentdemen
e———that—— [Wb{/{er:.
Dsack. Oh, I underftand you, is thae all ?--Sir Jaiper,
by heavens, and upon the word of a phyfician, Sir——
[(Whifpers 1o Sir Jafpere
Sir Yafper. Nay, I do believe you truly---Pardon, my
wirtuous lady, and dear of honour. :
Lady Squeam. What, then all’s right again ¢
Sir fajp. Ay, ay, and now let us fatisty him too.
{They whifper with Mr. Pinchwifc,
. Pinch, An eunuch! Pray, no fooling with me.
. Quack. D'll bring half the furgeons in town to fwear
it,
Pinch, They---they’ll fwear a man that bled to death
through his wounds, died of an apoplexy.
Raack, ' Pray, hear me, Sir---wgy all the town has
heard the report of him.
Pinch. But does all the town believe it ?
Quack. Pray, inquire a little, and firft of all thefe.
Pineh. I'm fure, when I left the town, he was the
Jeudeft fellow in't.
Quack. 1 tell you, Sir, he has been in France, fince ;
ray, afk but thefe ladies and gentlemen, your friend,
r. Dorilant. Gentlemen and ladies, han’t you all heard
the late fad report of poor Mr. Horner ?
All Ladies. Ay, ay, ay.
Dor. Why, thou jealous fool, doft thou doubt it? He’s
an errant French capon.
Mrs. Pinch, *Tis falfe, Sir; you fhall not difparage
Mr. Horner; for to my certain knowledge———

Lancy. Oh, hold

Squeam. Stop her mouthee——m . [Afide to Lucy,
Lady Fidg. Upon my honour, Sir, ’tis as true.
[7e Pinchwife,

Dain. D’ye think we would have been feen in his
company—— ‘
Squeam. Truft our unfpoited reputations with him !
Lady Fidg. This you get, aug we too, by trufting
your fecrer toa fool — [ Afide to Horner,
Horn. Peace, Madam.--Weil, Dofor, is not this a
1 gocd
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good'defign that carries 2 man on unfafpected, and brings
-him off fate —— [Afide to Quack.
Pinch. Well, if this were true; but my wife—
[Dorilant cvbijpers with Mrs. Pinchwife.
Alith. Come, brother, your wife is yet innocent, you
Aee ; but have a care of too firong an imagination, left,
like an over-concerned timorous gamefter, by fancying
an unlucky caft, it fhould come. "Women and fortune
are truett iill to thofe that cruft them. .

Lucy. And any wild thing grows but the more fierce
and hungry for being kept up, and more dangerous to
the keeper. . )

Alith, There's do&trine for all hufbands, Mr. Harcourt.

Harc. 1 edify, Madam, fo much, that I am impatient
till I am one.

Dor. And I edify fo much by example, I will never
be one.

Spark. And becaufe I will not difparage my parts, I'll
ne’er be one.

Horn, And, I, alas! can’t be one. .

Pinch. But I muft be one---againft my will to a coun-
try wite, with a country-murrain to me. ‘

Mys. Pinch. And I muft be a country wife ftill too, I
find ; for I can’t, like a city one, be rid of my mufty
hufband, and do what I lift. - ([ Afides
. Horu. Now, Sir, I muft pronounce your wife inno-
cent, though I blufh whilft I doit; and I am the only
man by her now expofed to fhame, which I will ftraight
drown in'wine, as you fhall your fufpicion; and the la-
dies’ troubles we’ll divert with a ballad, Doétor, where
are your mafkers ? ’

Lucy. Indeed fhe’s innocent, Sir, I am her witnefs,
and her end of coming out was but to fee her fifter’s
wedding ; and what fhe has faid to your face of her love
to Mr. Horner, was but the ufual innocent revenge on 3
hufband’s jealoufy : was it not, Madam ? Speak ——

« Mrs. Pinch. Since you’ll have me tell more lies—
[Afide to Lucy and Horner.] Yes, indeed, Bud.

Pinch. For my own fake, fain I would all believe.
Cuckolds, like lovers, fhould themfglves deceive.

[Sl'gbh_

But,
% ' His
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His honour is leaft fafe (too late I find)
Who trufts it with a foolith wife or friend,

99

A Dance of Cuckolds,

- Horr. Vain fops but court and drefs, and keep a pother,
To pafs for women’s men, with one another ; o
But he who aims by women to be priz'd, :

Firft by the men, you fee, muit be despis’d,

-Ewp of the FirTu Acr.

1
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EPILOGU E

NO W you the wigorous, avbo daily bere .
O'er wizard-mafk in public domineer,

And what you’'d do to ber, if in place wheré ;

Nay, hawe the econfidence to cry, Come out ;

Yet when fbe fays, Lead on, you arenot flout ;

But to your well-drefi'd brother firaight turn round,

.And cry, Pos; on ber, Ned, fbe can’t be found.

Then flink awoy, a frefb one to engage, .

With fo much feeming beat and loving rage,

You’d frighten lif ning allrefs on the flage ;

il fbe at laft has feen you hyffing come,

And talk of keeping in the tiring-room,

Yet cannot be provok’d to lead ber bome.

Next you Falfiaffs of fifty, who befet

Your buckram maiden-heads, which your friends get ;

And, whilft to them you of achievements boaft,

They Jbare the boaty, and langh &t your coff.

In fine, you effenc’d boys, lw';tgold axdyoung,

Who would be thought fo eagex, brifk, and firong,

Xt do the ladies not their bufbands wrong ;

Whofe purfes for your manbood make excufe,

And keep your Flanders’ mares for fbeaw, not ufe ;

Encourag’d by our woman’s man to-day,

«A Horner's part may wainly think to play ;

And may intrigues fo bafbfully difosvn,

That they may doubted be by few or none,

May kifs the cards at picguet, ombremme—Iu,

And _fo be taught to kifs the lady toe 3

But, gallants, bave a care, faith, wbhat you do.

The sworld, awbich to #o man bis due will give,

You by cxperience know you can deceive ;

And men may fill believe you wigorous,

But then wwe Women, e there’s no coz’ning us,

0
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Ox Saturday the 261b of April awas publifpedy
BELLs EDITION OF
The POETS of GREAT BRITAIN,

COMPLETE, FROM

CHAUCER to CHURCHILL,

Beg aningWRMITTON'’s PARADISE LOST.,

i

To be continued in weekly beautiful volumes till
the whole are completed. Price only 13, 6d. per
volume, to be paid for as they are publifhed.

HE PLAN of this vadertaking is to furnifh the
public with the moft beautiful, the correteft, the
cheapeft, and the only complete uniform edition of the
BRITISH POETS.
" The WORK will confift of one hundred volumes 3
itis now very far advanced, and will be publithed with.
out interruption in weekly volumes, comﬂgin%all the
BRITISH POETS from tig time of CHAUCER to
CHURCHILL. '
The WORK will be fold for one fourth of the price,
even of the meaneft of other editions : it is printed ia
a moft delicate fize, refembling the Elzevir editions of
the Latin claflics; on types of a new invention, with
prefles of a fingular conftrytion, on thin poft writing
paper of beautiful appearance, by artifts of ingenious
abilities, and embellithed with engravings of mafterly
execution. -
Any particular Author may be fele®ed without being
obliged to take the fet complete.

While the Greek and Roman claffics were the only
authors ftudied or generally known, the goliﬁxcd nations
of Europe vied with each other in embellithing thefe
ineﬁimagle models of -antiquity with every ornament,
For LIBRARIES, fize and magnificence were attended
to; and for general ule, elegince and neatnefs. Hence
thefe numerous fets of the claflics, which do fo‘much

onour
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honour to. modgrn ingenuity. : The Ttaliags foon re-
warded the memories of their illuftrious countrymen
with the_like honour, and France fpeedily followed an
example fo worthy of imitation,

It now appeurs high time that Great Britain thould
aflume the confequence due to her merit, and pay her
worthies thag tribute to which thejr diftinguithed genius
hath fo juftly entitled them. Upon fuch ideas, the
prefent undertaking has been conceived ; and if the ap-
probation of the public, feconds the endeavours of the
editors, the Englifh claflics will give place to none, in

- purity, quality of maferials, or execution.

To colledt genuine editions of our poets is a bufinefs
of time, difficulty, and vaft expence, even to the inha-
bitants of the capital; but to collett them. uniformly
prirted, {0 s to appear in a library as ane and the fame
gook, has hitherto been found an impoffibility, no at:
tempt towards a general and uniform publication of thefe
-diftinguifhed charafters having formerly been made.
With partial, fubaltern editions, the prefs has frequently
been in labour ; but thefe, having no great or general
objed in view, are éonfequently imperfe®, and loofely
topied from one another, with multiplication. of errors.
Againtt all this fufficient precautions have been taken,
by a collection of the original and authorifed editions ; -
{o that the prefent work will not be feund more uniform
in its manner, than chaftein its execution, ‘
~ We naturally with to know fomething of the mar who
entertains and edifies us ; yet it deferves remark, that
this curiofity has been but very partially gratified, the
lives of but few of our poets being tranfmitted to the

ublic along with their writings. This defe&, equally
taexcufable as difficult to be accounted for, will be fup.
plied in the prefent publication, which will convey to
pofterity the moft authentic anecdotes relative to thofe
eminent men, whofe writings are the obje of the pre-
fent undertaking ; and by thus forming a conne&ted fyf-
tem of biography, fo far as relates to this particular
glafs of writers, bring the reader’acquainted at once
with the poet and the man, ‘ .
C Od

T -
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. On'the wholé¢; as the preparations for this work have
been made without any regard to expence, or appree
henfion of difappointment, the editors.will rely on a gew
nerous public for fupport, 1f. the oné does honour to
the poets of Great Britain, a doubt of the other fhall
not be entertained. A complete and uniform fet of our
native " claflics has ‘been much and long wanted ; a d
they are here not doly rendered uniforin, but. pertabls,
at the fame time that they are brought within the reach
of numbers who have tafte and defire, but who may
want the means of acquiring fo noble a colle@ion upon
principles more expenlive, though not more eleganty
than the prefent.

R S i
Printed for JOHN BELL, oppofite Catherine-Street,
Strand, London, .. « _ .. .

Who begs leave to recommend that fuch as wifh to pof-
fefs this curious edition, or to be convinced of its fupere
lative beauty, would - be fpeedy in direQing, that their
names may, be entered as fubfcribers, or that a copy may
be fent on return for their infpe&ion. It i3 the pub-
liher’s intention to fend a copy of the firlt volume, asa
fpecimen of the whole, to every bookfeller in the king-
dom, and alfo to leave one ‘at every houfe throughogt
Loadon, being well convinced that the work reed only
be feen to, be abundantly admired, and the, prefent’im-
preflion rapidly engaged; but let there:ihould happen
any collufion among(% the bookfclers, or any neglect in
his diftributors, by receiving a line, he will order that
fpecimens fhall be fent to any part of the kingdom,

)
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, A Beautiful and interefting little work, for a Lady’s

pocket, intitled, A DICTIONARY of LOVE ;

er, The LANGUAGE of GALLANTRY explained,

Ornamented with a charming Vignette from a defign of
the celebrated EISEN. Price as,

IPPOCRATES’S TREATISE on the PRESER-

VATION of HEALTH ; wherein is explained

the falutary and pernicious effets, on different conftitu-

tions,. of air, exercife, aliment or food, reft, wakeful-

nefs and fleep. To which is added, the paffions of the
mind, repletion, and evacuation. Price 2s.

REE THOUGHTS on SepucTioN, ADULTERY,
J' and Divorce ; with Reflections on the Gallantry
of Princes, particularly thofe of the Blood-Royal of
England. Price gs. 3d. in boards, )
7 ¢ In this peﬂ_sormancc, there are many pertinent
% and acute obfervations. It .is' intended to reprefs
¢« the licentioufnefs of the times; and the corretion
¢ it applies to the low vices of one of the Higheft per-
¢ {onages in the kingdom, difcovers the independent
« fpiri¢ of the author.”

HE WORKS of M. DE LA BRUYERE. Con

~ fifting of the CHARACTERS and MANNBRS
of the AGE. To which are added, the CHARAC-
TERS of THEOPHRASTU:. AMHo the manner of
living with great men. Written after the maaner of
Bruyere, by N. ROWE, Efq. Price 6s.

Lord Chefterfield, in the fecond volume of his letters
to his fon, .recommends Bruyere’s charaéters in the fol-
lowing words. ¢ | will recommend to your attentive
«¢ perufal, now you are going into the world, a fet of
¢ books which will let you as much into the charatters
¢ of men, as books can do, I meat, Les Charaferes de
¢¢ la Bruyere; his chara@ers are pictures from the lifes
¢ moft of them finely drawn, and highly coloured,
¢ Furnifh your mind with them firft; and when you
¢¢ meet with their likene's, as you will every day, they
¢ will ftrike you the more. You will compafe every
¢¢ feature with the original; and both will reciprocally
¢ help you to difcover the beautics and the blemifhes”
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TO MY GENEROUS AND OBLIGING

1]

"F R I E N D §
| | ~ OF THE COUNTY OF

K E N T

GENTLEMEN,

HIS play was both defigned and finithed in your

county, and therefore comes for proteltion to the

place of its nativity. It drags not a-fluggith and unwil-

ling pace, as timorous of its reception, and the hardne(s

of its fate; but pants for its native air, where it was

brought forth with pleafure, and flies to the good treat-
ment of your experienced hofpitality.

To fix upon any particular patron from among you,
would be a general offence, becaufe fo many of you have
a fpecial claim to my gratitude for your peculiar favours;
and to incorporate you, by name, into one common body,
would require a college of heralds to order the precedence,
and a more difficult exa@nefs to marfhal my obligations.
I rather chufe to confefs them by a general acknowledg-
ment ; and as each of you know what title you have to
my thanks, I pay them in due proportion, with the ut-
moft cheerfulnefs, and with th= profoundeft refpect.

There is a nicety, it feems, in love, and fome will
have ir, in fricndm{ps, which will not endure numbers in
* fuch a ftriétnefs of union. Did I prefume to claim friend-
fhips as unbounded as my dédication, I would adventure
to oppofe that ungenerous notion ; but as I only take to
myfelf the lefs envied name of a cleent, and declare my
good fortune in having met with fo many fingular patrons,

Az gratitude,
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ratitude, I hope, without cavil, may be as unlimited as
avours, and favours will be as diffufive as good-nature
and ability can make them.

The wonder will be, that under the happy influence of
fuch a general kind treatment, I have not been able to
produce a more ftrenuous and lively play. It may be,
your indulgence to the parent has fppiled kis offspring ;
for whiters, they fay, as well as breeders, muft be under
diet and prefcription : mine, if it is a mufe, has been un-
der no fuch reftraint ; but has fed high, and lived well
among you, and muft plead her bounty in excufe of her
irregularities,

Accept this play, then, as an offering, gentlemen, and
fcreen 1t a3 a compofure. It. fhould, indeed, have
been more perfe&t, confidering to whom, and for what
reafons, it is addrefled ; but it 18 my firft effort, and there-
fore the firft public opportyuity I could take of declaring
bow much I am, i '

Gentlemen,
Y'oui; moftobliged; ‘
Moft thankful, and’
Obedient fesvans,

2/ ha

'. ' : " ruE
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THE

P R EF A C E

THIS play was written about three years fince, and
put into the hands of a famous comedian belong-
ing to the Hay-Market play-houfe, who took care to beat
down the value of it fo much, as to offer. the author to
alrer it fit to appear on the ftage, on condition he might
have half the profits of the third day, and the dedication
entire ; that is as much as to fay, that it may pafs for one
of his, according to cuftom. The author not agreeing to
this reafonable propefal, it lay in his hands ull the be-
inning of this winter, when Mr. Booth read it, and liked
t, and perfuaded the author, that, with a littlz alteration,
it would pleafe the town. Indeed the fuccefs of it has
been wonderful ; notwithftanding the trialin Weftminfter-
Hall, and the rehearfal of the new opera, it has anfwer-
ed the ends of thepoet, and, he hopes, that of the town too.

I eannot omit mentioning the extraordinary perfor-
mances of Mrs. Bradthaw, Mrs, Santlow, Mr. Pack, and

Mr. Leigh, who are the only peop'e ca the Englith

ftage, that could have ated thofe parts fo much to the
life.

It may be expeéted I fhould give fome reafons for my
fcribbling, and make excufes for the irregularities of the
play ; find fault with thofe things the town are good.-
natured enough to overlook ; moft arrogantly ftand up for
time and place ; brag of the newnefs of the characters,
&'c. But I beg pardon for not fhewing the conceited
part of me. I am called in hafte to my duty in Portu.
‘gal ; but, at my return, it is probable I may be as info-
lent as the reft of the feribblers of the town.

A3 PRO-
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PROLOGUE

IN early times, when plays were firfl in fafbion,
Tbé bus'nefs of the flage was reformation s

The avell-wrought feene, for public good defign’d,

With imitable virtue filld the mixnd,

And lafld the growing follies of mankind.

That was its goldenk age, avhich, foon entwors,

Romantic love and bonour took their turn.

Such windmill knights, fuch odd fantafic ladics,

Sprung from the brain of their poetic daddies ;

Prince. Prestyman and Amaryllis fearce -

Could turn the lulling nonfenfe into farce.

Dreve from thofe beds of dreaming indolence,

The Mufe flew dewnavards, till _/i gave offerce

For as oar fage inquifitors do tell us,

Her fineff partswere jilts and rakifh fellows 3

And as corrupters of this harmiefs town,

We avere prefented, and almoft ’put down.

Howwonld your ufelefs time, *tavixt five and eight,

Have dragg’d its wings, witbout this lov'd retreat ?

What other namelefs place would be fo fit

For pit 10 ogle boxes, boxes pit ? i

At leagth, kind judges, merry be your hearts,

You're pleas’d to relifp beft our loweff parts;

Give you but humour, ticklebut your [pleen,

No matter how ave furnifls plat or feene.

Soon pleas’d; but that, alas! yow're [queamifb tos 3

Your light digeftion muft have fomething new,

Or elfe you’lig drive away to pupper-foew.

Under thefe terms of grace young Bayes bas writ,

With double title to be dubb’d a wit,

Firft, *caufe poeta nafcitur, non fit.

From a fam’d fock our tender fiyon grows,

And may te laxreat too bimfelf, wwhe knows?

But that his other ples riay be admitted,

You're both awith new and merry humour fitted.

Lome, break bim in, and when he writes again,

Perbaps be'll find @ more diverting pens

DBRA-
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DRAMATIS PERSON &

Flip, the commodore, a moft illiterate
Wappineer-tar,
Mizen, a finical fea fop,

M E N.

Worthy, a captain of the navy,
Rovewel, a man of fortune,

Sir Charles Pleafant,Worthy’s lieutenant,
a man of quality,

Cribbidge, Flip's lieutenant,
Eafy, a lieutenant of marines,

Indent, Flip’s purfer,

Scruple, a corporation juftice,

Cockfwain,
8Sailors,

Arabella Zeal, bred a cburchwéman,
Dorcas Zeal, her fifter, ived a quaker,

WOMEN.

Belinda, a woman of fortune,

"Henny Private,
Filtup,

Advocate, Belinda's maid,

Maid to Arabelia,

Bar-maid,

Covent-Garden. .

Mr. Dunftall.
Mr. Woodward,
Mr. Smith.
Mr. Hull.

Mr. Wignell, .
Mr. Perry.

mnsns.

Mifs Macklin,
Mrs. Bulkley,
Mrs. Baker.
Mrs. Gardner,
Mrs. Pitt.

——

Omn—— —

SCENE, DE 4L

TimEe, five hours,

THE
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THE
FAIR QUAKER OF DEAL.

2,
)

ACT L
.  S8CENE; Del

‘Eater Worthy as from on board ; Cockfwain and Crews

ﬂllmi’lgo
WorTHY. ~

N0, thank Heavers, I have nt lat 'reached my native

land,- Cockfwainy, - take' cate the water be fent on

board with' expedition, and bid the Purfer haftén to Dos

ver for frefh provifions, and let the fick men be fent o

_fiore” the riext trip, Theré’s fomething for the boat’s
¢réw ;. go and refrefh yourfelves.

Cock. All your orders fhall be pun&tually complied with.

AilSailors. Thank your noble honour. Huzza, huzza !

[ Excunt Cockfwain and Creaws
- Enter Rovewell.

Wor. My dear Rovewell !

Rov. Welcome on fhore, dear Werthy ! How have
you fared this voyage ? Pr’ythee, relate me fome of your
adventures. :

Wor. Why, faith, Rovewell, my voyage was attended
with little pleafure, being generally confined to the bar-

arous converfation of Flip, my Commodore, a-moft ob-
ftinate, pofitive, ignorant, Wappineer-tar : in fhort, he
Jhas been my eternal plague.

Rov. Why, was only you two the convoy ?

Wer., Yes, to make me completely wretched, Beau
Mizen was the third man ; a fea-fop, of all creatures the
mioft ridiculous,

B0v: 1 can’t fay 1 am forry for the ufage you Irave
: met
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met with ; becaufe I am in hopes the naufeous conver-
fation of thefe coxccombs will make you relith my com-
pany the better,

Wor. The true fenfe I have of your wit and judgment
will always make me covet your acquaintance ; therefore
I needed not the wretched preparative I have met with,
But how does all our Deal angels ?- :

* Rov. Why, the few virtuous women are as proud and
as infolent as they ufed tobe, and the whores you left here
about ten months fince, are dead with rottennefs, and
young ftrums fupply their rooms. This is a monftrous
place for wickednefs! Forpication flourifhes more here
than in any fea-port of Eur:;e.. You gentlemen of the
pavy are great encouragers of fin, and traflig mightily
in that fort of merchandife ; and for your mondy, receive
ss lifting Frenchl difeafes here, as any you can meet with
in Covent-Garden, or the Mediterranean. .

Wor. Ay, as thou ebferveft, Rovewell, the marine
race are a debauched generation. The poets'will tell us,
that Venus herfelf was born of the fea; troth, her fa-
bulous divinity has too many real worfhippers bred up
upon her own falt element. . .

Rov. ’Tis a ftrange thing, that pepple that face death
fo near, and fo often, fhould have no thoughts of faving
their fouls. B

- Wor. Being conftantly in danger of them, fo that they
look Death in the face with as much impudence as a Deal
whore does a poor tar, after a long voyage. But what
news of my dear Quaker? o
. Row. She's as proud and as beautiful as ever, and, faith,
1 believe as conftanttoo. You’ll never leave playing the
fool with that fpiritual creature, till fhe draws you into
matrimony ; ten thoufand pounds, with beauty and vir-
tue, are very great temptations.

_ Wor. Then do you really think I have any intereft in
that dear creature ?

Rov. Had you as much with the lords of the admiral-
tg, you would be a great man; for fhe doats on you:

owld you have but feen the countenance fhe put on,
when there was a report that you were killed ; the fighs,
the agonies, and the groans fhe had upon that occafion,
were pore fincere than thofe her religion obliges her ”tg.

' . ore

-
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Wor. 1 am impatient till I fee the dear charmher. But
how goes thy affair on with Belinda ?

Rov. Much after the manuer of the French King’s af-
fairs ; they have a difmal afpe&; we quarrel like man
and wife, or high church and low. She knows her afcen-
dant over my heart is fo rivetted, that fhe can’t lofe
me; and therefore fhe ufes me as tyrannically as if fhe
was the French King, and I one of the Proteftants.

- Wor. 1 hope no perfecution will make you leave her
kingdom.

Rov. To carry on the fimile, I am fomewhat ftubborn ;
but, rather than lofe her money, I fiall be a convert.

Wor. But fee, the Commodore.

- Enter Flip.
ladFlip. Ha, Rovewell! What cheer, what cheer, my
?

Rov. Moft noble Commodore, your humble fervant.

Flip. Noble! A pox of nobility, Ifay! the beft com-
modores that ever went between two ends of a fhip, had
not a drop of nobility in them, thank Heaven.. .

Rov. Then you fhill value yourfelf-for being a brute,
and think ignorance a great qualification for a fea-captaine.

Fiip. 1 value myfel% for not being a coxcomb; that is
what you e¢all a gentleman captain; which is a new
name for our fea-fops, who, forfooth, muf} wear white
linen, have field beds, lie'in Holland fheets, and load their
noddles with thirty ounces of whores hair,"which makes
them hate the ﬁsht of an enemy, for fear bullets and
%mpowder thould fpoil the beau wig and laced jacket.

hey are, indeed, pretty fellows at fingle rapier, and can,
with a little drink 1n their heads, cut the throats of their
beft friends; but catch them yard-arm and yard-arm
with a Frenchman, and down goes the colours. - Oh, it
was not fo in the Dutch wars-! then we valued ourfelves
upon wooden legs, and ftumps of arms; and fought as if
heaven and earth were coming together. : .

Rov. Yes, yes, you fought very glorioufly, when you
let the Dutch burn the fleet at Chatham.

Flip. Thataccident was owing to the treachery of fome
rogues at land, and not to us fea-faring folks.

Wor. Come, leave railing, my good Commodore. I
believe thou art honeft and brave ; but waating fenfe and

- 4

e
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good masners, would fain: put the world our of conceit
with thofe accomplithments. You old captains, who fit
at court-martials, are very envious; aod often mulct a
young fellow for actians, which were reckoned glorious
ones, when done by.any of your ftupid felves. 3

Flip. By the loadftone, 1 fwear, I am none of thofe. I
have ferved in every office belonging.to a: fhip, from
cook’s boy to a commodore ; and have all the fea jéfts by
hefa;{, from the forecaftle to the great eabin ; :and I love
a failor. : .

Wor. Ay, fo well as to get druhk with euery mefs in
the fhip.once a week. ’ -

Flip. Why, that makes the rogues.love mse ;. my jocu-
loufnefs with them makes them fight for me ; they keep

_me out of a French gaal. T'll follow.my ald method,
till I am fuperannuated ; which ] believe I fhan’t peti:
tion for thefe twenty years. , .

Wor. Since you love your common failers fo well,
what reafon can you have for ufing :your Lisutepant fo
like a dog ? .

. Flip. Becaufe he féts up for a fine gentleman, zodlies
in gloves to make his handswhite. And, tho’ 't his
watch, when I ring my bell, the rogue is sbove coming
to my cabin. I fent him athore yefterday to the poft-
houfe, with a letter to the admiraity ; 1 ardesed. him to
buy me a quarfer of mutton, .and threefcoge cabbages, for
my own ule ; and the land-lubber (for he is:no failer) bad
the impudence to tell me he would not ba.my boy. I
told him I’d bring him to a eourt-martial, and,-he threa
tened ta throw up his commiffion, and cut:my: throat.

Rov. Ha, ha! I’'m glad thou haft.met with a young
fellow of life and vigour, that knows how to ufe you ac-
cording to your deferts. Butfee who comes here fo gay.

Flip.. "Tis a water-beau. One water-fpaniel is worth
fifty of fuch fair-weather fops. Do but pbferve him
now. Oh, monftrous!

Enter Mizen and Cockfavain.

Miz. Go you to the perfumer’s, buy me 2 gallon of
orange-flower-water, . and a pint of jeflamin-oil; let the
muflin curtains, and furbelow’d toilet be. wafhed out of
hand ; carry on board a bufhel of fweet powder; and
tell the Purfer, I am refolved every man on board g}!

. , , ip
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thip fhall have a clean white fhirt at hischarge. Tuefday
nextis my vifiting-day ; and I defign to let the world {ee
how much I have reformed the pavy,

Flip. Ho, ho, ho! here’sa fine gentleman for you!

Miz, [Sceing the company.] Dear Rovewell! fplit me
onarock, if I am not tranfported at the fight of you.

Flip. It would be well tur the nation, if fuch butter-
flies as you were tranfported to fome of the plantations.
1 with you were my bow-man, and the wind blew ftrong
at eaft, I'd fpoil your beauetry.

Miz. Why, Lard, Commodore, won't you give a man
leave to be decent and clean > Will nothing pleafe you,
but what ftinks of tar and tobacco ?

Flip. Tar and tobacco are fwecter, one would think,
than the excrements of a civerty-cat. But I am well af-
fured ralking to you is like rowing againft wind and tide ;
and therefore e’en fteer your compafs your own way.
Friend Rovewell, I don’t care if you and I tofs off a can
of SirCloudefly before we fail,

Roy. Where do you lodge ?

Flip. At the Thiee Maripers.

Miz, May my thip’s anchor come home, if it be notan
arrant bawdy-houfe ! The hufband keeps a bom-boar,
the wite a brandy-fhop, and the two daughters are let
out to all comers and goers.

- Wor, Indeed, the houfe is very notorious, Why don’t
you frequent the India-Arms?

Flip. Becaufe all the fops and beardlefs boys of the na-
vy go there; befides, I think the hufband too blind, and
the wife has too much fight. But Tom Cragg and I were
boatfwain’s mates together. As to its being a bawdy-
houfe, that is no offence to me ; for all houfes in fea- ports
have been reckoned fo, ever fince I pick’d oakum ; I fup--
pofe, brother Finical, you don’t know what that is.

Miz. Why, dear Commodore, do you think, becaufe
we gentlemen put on clean fhirts every day, that we can’t’
underftand the affairs of the navy as well as thofe who
wear their fhirts till they are loufy ? Do you think nafti-
nefs gives you a.title to knowledge ? :

Rov. Ay, as my friend Mizen fays, becaufe brutes are
failors, can none be failors but brutes 2 '

. Fip.
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" Flip. 1 don’t know what you mean by the word brute;
but I can percieve that no animal is fo ridiculous as a
monkey, except it be his charming imitator, a beiu.

Miz. Did you never fee an umlick’d bear? He, he,
he :

Flip. He, be, he: Yes, 1have, bocby, what then ?
M:z. Oh! dear monfter, be civil.
Flip. Bullets and gunpowder, what do you mean ? If
the government did but know what a f{wab thou art, I
fhould be knighted for cutting thy throat.

"Rowv. Oh! fye, let’s have no quarrelling.

Miz. No, no, there’s no fear of it; the commodore
knows the length of my fword, and nimble turn of my
wrift, too well to pick a quarrel with me. »

Flip. Why, thou canft only value thyfelf for being a
fencing-mafter : were we in a faw-pit together, with each
a blunderbufs, I'd try if I could not make a fieve of thy
lac’d jacket; 1'd foon finge thy curls fo, that thy wig
fhould hang like a parcel of rigging after an engagement.

Wor. This has been the conunual diverfion of our voy-
age.

g-FIip. Ay, ay, you're all alike. A periwig-maker co-
wvers your noddles, and a dancing-mafter gives you a hitch
in your pace, but the tailor finithes the fop. I find there’s
no bringing your folly to an anchor, fo long as the wind
blows ftrong in the nonfenfical corner; fo fare you well.

[ Exit Flip.

All, Your humble {ervant.

Rov. 'Tis a wretched fellow !

Miz. I have not words to exprefs what a miferable
Plague he has been tome, befides a charge ! Would you
believe it ? fplit me on a rock, if he did not one day break
me forty pounds worth of china,

Row. For heaven’s fake where was it ?

Miz. Why, in my great cabin: I dare affirm it no
town lady’s withdrawing-room, nor country gentlewo-
man’s clofet, is nicer furnifhed than my cabin ; ’tis wain-
dcoted with moft charming India Japan and looking-
glafs ; 1 havea very noble fcrutore, and the moft celebra-
<ed fcreen in Europe : 1 have an invention, which makes
he great guns in my cabin appear to be elbow chairs c:;

ver
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vered with cloth of tiffue; I have fix and thirty filver
feonces, and every vacancy is cramm’d with china.

Rowv. ‘Thefe rarities are worth feeing indeed.

War. Oh, he keeps a vifiting day, you and I’ll wait
on him,

Miz. 1 fhall think myfelf prodigioufly obliged to you:
may be you’il feeas great aconcourfe of people, as there
isat a general’s when he returns vi€orious : barges, pin-
naces, deal yawls, and long-boats innumerable.

Rov. Pray who- vifits you in the long- boats ?

Miz. Why, Dutchadmirals. You muft know I range
them in the following order: my barges I call coaches.
and fix, my pinnaces are chariors with two horfes, my
deal yawls are fedans, and my long boats hackney coaches.

Wor. Very nice,. indced.

Miz. All my {conces are loated with wax tapers; my
Jeutenants and warrant officers, niczly dreffed and perfu-
med, place themfelves on each fide of iny fteerage ; my
midpmen, and quarteers are ranged from the bulkhead
to the gang-way, in my own white fhirts; the fhip’s fide
is maon’d by my boat’s crew, in fpruce apparel and clean
gloves ; and the reft of the fhip’s company are ready upon
all occafions, to give cheers and huzzas according to the
quality of my vifitants.

* Rov. Well, and what entertainment are we to meet
with ? '

Miz, Why, 1 generally treat with tea, but the moft
modern way is to give nothing. :

Rov. Pfhaw.! methinks a bowl of punch would be moft
proper.

Wor. Oh, beaftly t we at fea always fmoak when we
drink, and that would fpoil all the gay furniture.

Miz, Oh, wretched ! and the ftink would fuffocate me.

Rowv. Whatis your converfation ¢ '

Miz. We imitate the ladies as near as we can, and
therefore fcandalize every bedy © we laugh at the ridicu-
lous management of the navy-board ; pry into the rogue-
ries of the vi€ualing-office ; and tell the names of thofe
elerks who were ten years ago bare-foot, and are now
twenty-thoufand pound men: we hear ftories of the fcan-
dalous marriages of our captains; the lewdnefs of fome
of their wives, and the meannefs of the reft: fometimes

B2 we
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we quarrel about whofe fhip fails beft, who makes the
fineft punch ; or who has the greateft hardfhips, by having
. great men’s favourites put over their heads; and I keep
" them within the bounds of good manners and moderation.

Woer, That is a very great point gained.

Miz. May I be keel-hawled, if any man in the uni-
verfe has more reformed the navy than myfelf : I am now
compiling a book, wherein I mend the language wonder-
fully. I leave out'your larboard and ftarboard, hawfers and
fivabbs : I have no fuch thing as bawl cat hawl, nor be-
lay ; filly words, only fit for Dutchmen to pronounce.
I put fine fentences into the mouths of our failors, de-
riv'd from the manlinefs of the Italian, and the foftnefs
of the Fiench: and by that time I am made an admiral,
1 doubt not of bringing every failor in the navy to be
more polite than moft of our country gentlemen ; and the
next generation of them may pafs very well for people of
the firft quality, I’ll get an order for removing them
from Wapping into the Pall-mall: and inftead of fre-
quenting punch, mufic, and bawdy-houfes; the choco-
late-houles, eating-houfes, and fine taverns fhall be obli-
ged to receive thein,

Enter to them a Servant with a letter,

Serv. Pray which is Captain Worthy ?

- Wor, Friend, I am he.

Serv. Sir, here’s a letter for you.

Wor. Ha! Dorcas Zeal ! Oh, let me kifs the hand tea
thoufand times. B

Rov. How keen a fportfman a long voyage makesa
man !

Wor. [Reads.] *¢ Friend Worthy, if thou haft not for-
© got thy.old acquuintance, give but thyfelf the trouble of
coming to the north end of the town, where thou haft
often vented thy vows of fincerity, and thou wilt.moit af-
turedly find th:ng, Dorcas Zeal.”
Hark’ce; let the lady know I’ll wait on her inftantly.
[ £ait Servacte
Miz, So, brother, I find you have an intrigue already ;

I fuppofe I tha’n’t be much behind-hand with you, for I

expect a billet-doux from a ten thoufand pounder.

. Rov. Pr’ythee who is the 2
_ Mix



THE FAIR QUAKER OF DEAL. 17 .

M:z. Why, fhe’sa Quaker : an intimate acquaintance
of mine has promifed me his affiitance in ftealing her for
me.

Wor. Death and Hell! This is my angel !

Row. Patience! Man.

Miz. Now you muft know, if we once get her upon
the beach, I whip her into my boat, carry her on board,
marry her, lie with her, then come afhore and demand
her fortune ; and after that, you know, if I don’c like
her, ’tis but heaxing her out at the cabin window, and
give out fhe had a calenture, and fo jump’d overboard.
Well, dear gentemen, 1 muft go and fee about this bu-
finefs ; for fuch a fortune is not to be neglected, efpeci-
ally when a peace is fo near. [Exit.

Wor. Blood and fire, what a difcovery’s here !

Rov. Why truly it was a lucky one: I have a merry
thought come into my head; there’s a quondam friend
of yours and mine, who in our finful days was very. obli-
ging to us.

Wor. What, Jenny Private?

Row. The fame.

Hor. Alas! poor frailty I' that once fair pleafure-boat
begins to lower her fa'ls, wears out in her hulk, and finks
both in her price and her credit; befides,. the new refor-
mation wind blows fo- high, that every weather-beaten
veflel can’t live'in’t,
~ Row. Now for that very reafon, a fudden charitable
defign is got into this fruitful noddle, of putting off this
very creature to Mizen for a wife, a jult punifhment
upon him for his barbarous defigns upon thy Deross,

Wor. Nay, but thanks to heaven, we have difcovered
the villainy,. and. I’ll inftactly. to my Dorcas, and give
her that due caution, as fhall blow up his whole con-
fpiracy ;. and therefore mix a little mercy with thy juftice,

Rov. No, I’ll not carry onthe jeft fo cruelly as to un-
do-the poor dog neither ; adlittle mortify him, but notru-
in him.

Wor. 11k inflantly then-to my déar Dorcas, and make
her our confident in the bufinefs: about an.hour hence
I'll meet you at Daniel’s, where we’ll take a fneaker of
Amy’s punch: andafterwards fpend-our evening with the

B 3 women ;
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women ; I’ll fend Dorcas to fee Belinda, ard there thalt

be the rendezvous. [Exeuns..

Enter Dorcas Zeal, 'qmd Arabella,
Ara. Why, fifter, do you ever think to fecure Worthy

to yourfelf, with that fenfelefs religion of yours; he’lk’

certainly laugh at your formal hood.

Dor. Why look thee, Arabella, my religion and drefs
may feem ftrange unto thee, becaufe thou art of the
church belonging to the wicked ; but I tell unto thee,
Worthy laveth me fo much, that I have hopes of draw-
ing him to be one of the pure ones. ’Tis true, thow
art a facetious young creature, and the education my
aunt hath given thee, maketh thy thoughts run much
upon the vanity of this world ; and I fuppofe the fortune
my father left thee, will be thrown into the arms of one
of the lewd pillars of thy fteeple-houfe.

Ara. Look’ee, I'll have no refle¢tions upon eftablifh.
ments. Liberty of confcience gives you no title to rail.
1 find you are refolved to perfitt in your whining faith 3
*tis one ftubborn article ofp your cant: but I am well af~
fured Worthy will force you to church ; if he don’t, I’Il
part with my maidenhead without a hufband.

Dor. And that thou art wild enough to do; but 1 pray
thee none of this vain raillery before Worthy, if thow
haft any expeétation of my living in fifterly love and
charity with thee. :

Ara. Oh, you fhould have fnuffled that thro® the nofe.
In fhort T'll always teaze you ; you that have fenfe andk
beauty, thus to deform thofe heavenly graces, it makes
me mad. If all the kind bewitching airs, the tender
looks, and compaflionate words that woman can invent,
will draw Worthy’s love from you, I'll ufe them, and
triumph in the conquet.

Dor. Poor vain creature ! thou art handfome it’s true 3
but thou haft not the virtues of the mind to enfnare him
with. Butfee he comes, forbear thy follies, I fay forbear.

Exter Worthy.

Wor. [ Embraces.] This is a reward for all my labours ;
the fatigues of an hundred voyages are forgot whilft I am
in thefearms.

Dor. Be not vain, flatter not; s bafe, 'tis mean, ’tig

. “1' 0 N
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Wor. Deat charmer, I am all ecftacy.
Ara. So much of it, that, methinks you have forgot.
your friends, good Captain. Co

Wor. Pardon me, Madam, [Salutes ber.] fome of my
ecftacies are due to you ; for the love I have to this la-
dy, makes me admire all her relations,’

Ara. Ay, wheedle her out of what fhe has: get her
money, then ufe her like a wife, turn her out of doors,
and compound with her for a maintenance.

Dor. -Sifter, to thew thee that I think it is impoffible
for thee to debauch the principles of my friend Worthy,
I now commit myfelf into his hands..

Wor. Which blefling I receive with all the joy imagie
nable ; this is a reward indeed for all my fervices. :

Dor. Take to thyfelf my hand, an!thus I plight it
with my faith. Now, fifter, your threatening words are:
vain, for all your looks and fighs can never take him from.
me- o
" Ara. Ha, ha, ha; you fee, Worthy, I havedone the
work for you, reconciled even contradiction itfelf, made-
the flefh and the {pirit unite, and joined an unfan&ified
brother of the wicked, to a fandtified fifter of the godly
ones. :

Dor. Fie, fifter, do not triumph in my weaknefs.

Ara. Thy weaknefs! no, thy fhame; with all thy
boafted fandlity, to own before my face a carnal inclina=
tion ! Nay, and to put thy hand to pen and paper to court
him to thy arms ! Out on thee! I am athamed of thee.

Der. Nay, new thou art feurrilous ! I cannot bearthis,
thow raifett all the blood into my cheeks. Stay thou,
dear Worthy, and rebuke her for it, whilft I retirea
while to recover my confufion, and' then I’ll fee thee
again, [ Exit Dor..
~ Wor. Fye, Arabella; could you have the heart to
treat that mnocent thing fo roughly ? Nay, by heaven’s
I’'m amazed ! 1 cannot guefs the meaning of all this.

Ara. Fye, ftupid Worthy, can’t you apprehend the
reafon why I ftudy to make a breach betwixt my fifter
and yourfelf ?

Wor. *Tis all a myftery to me !

Ara. Spare a virgin’s blufhes, and let your apprehen<
fions tell you what my trembling tosgue is loth to ut;;r.

. 0T
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Wor. Fine heroice, truly! I'm too well acquainted’
with your manner of bantering, to take notice of any
thing you fay; yet it would divert me, had not my
charming Quaker’s laft dear words wrapt up my foul to @
diviner contemplation. ;

Ara. Muft I then fay I love, and be refufed? Con~
fider, my fortune’s equal to my fifter’s ; my face and my
religion too, I think, may vie with hers.

Wor. Your words are fpoke with a found of truth
and were I not engaged by ten thoufand oaths, I fhould.
have manlike vanity enou%h, to think what you fay real.

Ara. ‘The inequality of the match between you, foom
abfolves you from fuch empty vows: Fown Llong have
foved ; and, before your laft voyage, intended to difcover
it to you, but you unexpectedly failed. I never bclieved:
you had a real paffion for my fifter, her religion and hes
principles being fo averfe to yours..

Wor. Madam, I know my own unworthinefs too well
to believe you are in earneft ; but were it {fo, my honour
tells me I muft not be fo bafe' as to wrong your fifter.
The refolution the has made will foen be void, when I
tell her your romantic ftory, which though I dou’t be-
Beve, I'll ftrive to make her doit. Pardon my abfence,
dear Madam, for I’m impatient uatil I undeceive her..

Euxit

Ara. And is my youth, my beauty, and my fgrtuna
thus defpifed! By heavens, I hate him now, and am
refolved to mufter up:all the {pirit of my fex to meditate
revenge. The plots of plays, and the defigns of injured
Tovers, I'll inftantly perufe, and make them all. my own.

,Exit.
Entcr Dorcas, Worthy following, .

Wor. By all my honour and my love ’tis true ;. nay
mote, fhe loved, and faid fhe had long, -

Dor. Nay, then I am convineed her falfhood’s great;
I ne’er exprefled a fatistaction for thee, but ftill fhe ftrove
to cool my friendfhip, by ftrange ftories of thy incon-
{!ancc)l’ and unfaithfulnefs, which I muft own I ne’er be-

ieved.

Wor. Kind creature! fince by envious ways fhe {trives
to break the cord of our united hearts, let us inftantly
put itout of hers and fortune’s power, _

° D”o
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Dor. To-morrow then I will be thine, according to
the foolith cuftom of thy church, the priett fhall join our
-hands.

Wor. Then I am completely bleffed ! Now I muft
tell you I have difcovered a moft villainous defign againft
your perfon. -

Dor. As how? »
~ Wor. This day you were to have been ftolen by a nau-
feous coxcomb of the navy ; ’twas luckily difcovered by.
Rovewell and myfelf, who hope to counterplot their de-
fign fo far as to punith the vain fop’s intentions: if you
meet us about two hours hence at Belinda’s, you then
fhall know the whole flory.

Dor. 1 had thoughts of fpending this evening with
her; I’ll to her inftantly, for fhe is fo much my triend,
that the will be overjoyed thou art arrived : but I think I
will not mention the vilenefs of my fifter, left fhe be-
cometh a laughing-ftock unto the whole town.

Wor. Do as you think fit in that. Adieu, my foul.

Dor, Fare thee well, [ Exeunts

Enter Flip’s Cockfwain, to bim a Sailor,

Sail, Oh, Cock{wain, have I found you! Yonder’s the
Commodore fwearing and ftorming as if the fhip had
firuck on a rock ; there’s all the boat’s crew with him,
excepting yourfelf; he fits with as good a bucket of flip,
before him, as e’er was toffed up betwixt the ftem and

" {ern of a fhip. ‘

Cock. A pox of his kindnefs, I'd rather be in an en-
gagement ot twenty-four hours, than mefs with him to-
night ; 1 know his way well enough, he makes us half-
feas over, and then we grow faucy ; then after fhipping
in two or three ladles tull moie, we fancy we're all before
the maft, and fo fhall go together by the ears : for which,
8s foon as we come on board, there’s whips, pickles,
guns, gears, «and bilboes for us all.

Sail. Phaw, pfhaw ! who would not ftand all this, to
have their upper and lower tier well flowed with flip 2
Befides, we fhall each of us have a whore athis charge.

Cock, Ay, andfo be clapped. If he would force the
furgeon to'cure us at the government’s’ charge, it would *
be a mighty encouragement to us ; but our rogue of a
loblolly door, being not fatisfied with, bis two-penpcs{a

nu
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muft have a note for two months pay for every cure; and
the laft time the thip was paid, between the officers and
the failors, he fwept above half the fhip’s company’s
money into his own hat.

Sail. That’s a grievance truly; but come, pr’ythee
go, for an the Commodore gets into his trantrum hu-
mours, there’ no coming within a cable’s length of
him.

Cock. Ay, that’s true, therefore bear z hand.

(Exeunt ranning.

Enp of the First Act.

A CT Ik

Ener Sir Charles Pleafanr, Lientenant Cribidge, and
Lientenant Eafy. :

PLEAsANT.
WHY, by your report, old Flip makes your life 2
very uneafy one; thank Heaven, my captain has
another way of management ; wiih the affable,. eafy and
genteel air, he gaivs applaufe from all.

Eafy. I'know lie’s a gentleman, by being civil to our
corps ; 'tis only the brutes of the navy that we marive
officers difagree with. :

Crib. Why, I believe I fhall: frighten the old pimp
into fome civility ;. for that day we came to anchor, he
had fome friends aboard : in. the height of their mirth,.
I was called into the cabin ; the negro fills a glafs, and.
hands it over his fhoulder, with a Here, Lieutenant, wilk

ou drink ? I made as if I would take it, but overfetit
in his collar, lid the fault upon him, and pretending to
be wet myfelf, went out of the cabin in a paffion.

Eafy.. Pho,, thefe are fmall faults, and natural to yow
fubs of the navy; but the old dog had:the impudence ta
confine me three months to my cabin, only. for knock-
ing down a boatfivain’s mate that had ftruck one of my
marines; nay, if it had not been for Captain Warthy,
wouid have broke me at a.court-martial.  If the colone(!:é
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«©f"our corps don’t hinder this rafcally impofition upon us,
mobody will buy commiffions of them.

- Plea. That 1s a pew trick put upon you gentlemen,
and I fear will breed ill blood amongft us.

- Eafy. Hang it, 'we agree well enough with all the
_young fellows, *us the old fots that hate we thould come
aboard them. i

. Crib. Wea well enough upon an equal par; but
moft of you fl:yee athore ’tillgall the mongy’s gg:e, and
:then you come aboard and expect to mefs with us: who
mutt find frefh provifions for you?

Plea. We often flight them fer their peverty, indeed ;
bat hang it, what a {trange want of mercury do we
“young fellows fhew, to have been a ten months voyage,

fafely returned, and landed two hours, without having
been among the females! There’s many a lad in the navy
gets a clap before the fhip’s moored.

. Eafy. I believe my friend Cribidge is in a better con-
dition togive than to receive one.

Crib. 1 could wifh a punk of my noble captain’s was
well peppered with it; 1 would fain fee the old dog muffle
ance.- :

Plea. The defign’s good; but firft let’s have a fneaker
of punch. .

Eafy. With all my heart ; T'Hl juft go and drawa bil{
upon our agent, get fome neceflaries for the men, cheat
my captain a little in the fum total, and wait upon you
immediately. Exit,

{Indent.croffes the Stage.

. Crib. See, yonder’s Indent, our purfer, gone to Da-
niel’s ; he’ll be glad to be of our company.

Plea. A very honeft fellow, and keeps a much better
charalter in the navy, than people of his employ gene-
rally do.

C)"rié. Why the fellow has lived well ; he was bred a
mercer in Covent-Garden, was ruined by a whore of his
own, and a bully of his wife’s : but managed his matters
fo well, he cleared himfelf of a gaol by a commiffion of
bankrupt, without forfwearing himfelf, which is the only
Pprecedent of that nature fince the a&t was made. :

Plea. They fay his wife’s handfome.

«Lrib. She was, when but eighteen ; but whoring, axl::

R t
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the misfortunes which commonly follow that, has made™ .
her look fomewhat hagged, though but three and twenty.

Plea. If the young wenches of fifreen did but con-
fider that the vices of the age ruin their beauty more
than the {mall-pox, their pride would make them virtu-
ous in fpite of their inclinations.

Crib. Why, as you fay, Sir Charles, a virtuous wo-
man keeps her complexion tolerably well till five and
twenty, when a whore is fain to borrow one of Mr.
‘White and Red before fhe comes of age. .

Plea. By the fenfe that you and I have of the vanities
of the world, it looks as if we had a mind to quit our
voyal miftrefs, and enter aboard fome merchant-man for’
a matrimonial voyage. :

Crib. Why, it fhe’s richly laden, I could be content
¢o go chief mate.

lea. And 1 fuppofe mutiny, as Avery did; turn
ur captain afhore, then fet up for a pirate ; and like
%’rawcanﬁr in the Rehearfal, kill both friends and foes.

Crib. A pretty fimile for matrimony and whoring !

Plea. If we chime into harmony fo well already, we
may expet a bowl of Daniel’s punch will make us talk
likeytlre mufic of the fpheres. :

Crib. Why methinks there’s a tune in every go-down
from a punch-bowl.

Plea. 1 wonder our coxcombly poets don’t write fome
fine encomiums upon that heavenly compound.

Crib. Why the fellows are damnably poor, and not
having money enough to buy viGuals, drink the lees of
fack to take away their ftomachs, which raifes their fan-
<ies no higher than a lady’s fan, her bufk, or her lap-

dog.

%’Im. Faith the poets of this age are not fo poor ag
thofe of the laft, they have wit enough to write them-
felves into good places.

Crib. That is by wheedling a fort of people who love
flattery better than wit.

‘ Enter Drawer.

Draw. Gentlemen, Lieutenant Eafy, and Purfer In-
dent, would be glad to kifs your hands at our houfe.

Plea. A polite meflage : tell them we’ll do ourfelves
the honour immediately.

) Dfa'uh
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Draw. 1 fhall, Sir. [Exit.
Plea. Come, Cribidge,
Let’s drink away our difmal ftorms and cares,
Thofe flavifh hardfhips that a failor bears : \
.. Whilft proud Britannia may fecurely boaft,
She fafely fleeps while we fecure her coaft. [ Exexnt.
Enter Rovewell, meeting Worthy.

Rov. So, dear Worthy, once more well met; have

you acquainted your little Quaker with our defign ?
* Wor, Part of it.

Rov. As how?

Wor. T'll tell you at Daniel’s : but have you engaged
Jenny?

Rov. Oh, as you could with: the jade is as overjoyed,
as a dean at the death of a bifhop; and to make our ftory
good, I have invited Mizen to the India-Arms, where [
have ordered her to write to him.+ Will Dorcas meet us
at Belinda’s ?

Wor. She will. .

Rov., Come on then. [Exa*

SCENE, the Bar at Daniel’s, Draavers, &c. Bar-Maid.

Enter Sir Charles Pleafant and Cribidge.

Plra. What! does my pretty bar-maid keep her beau-
ty ftill 2 I know thou’rt virtuous, becaufe the blue of the
plumb is not wore off yet.

Bar. Thanks to my own honefty if I am fo then, for
here’s rakifh lieutenants enough come here to debauch
all the young virgins in the country, if they had but
money ; but the government keeps them poor, or we
fhould have a wretched life with them.

Crib. Then nothing but money is able to debauch you ; .
pr'ythee, bow great a fum will fit you to lewdnefs ?

Bar. Not your eighteen. months pay, added to the
pinch of your hat, and dangling of your cane.

Plea. Well faid, Nanny, kifs me, and tell him youw
are meat for his nrafters. .

Bar, Pfhaw! 1 wonder at-you; [Kiffes ber.]. you are
all alike for that. . .

- Crib. Fye, Sir Charles, why did you kifs her? you
fee fhe likes it not ; come, my dear,; I'll take it off again.
LKiffes ber.

C . ] DBan,
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Bar. Obh, intolerable! I'll ne’er complain of a fool
again, for fear of being plagued with a worfe; fhew a
room there. '

Draaw. Sir, if you pleafe, Purfer Indet is this way.

They follow.
Enter Mizen. (7o f

Miz. Thou divine, pretty bud of beauty, one always
finds you in your cabin, chalking upon your logboard
there. .

Bar. If every body would but mind their own bufinefs,
I might fit ftill here ; but we have fo many horfing mon-
fters of the nav¥ ufe our houfe, that one had better be 2

unk amongft footmen, and ply in the upper gallery,
ghan be plaggucd with them. i  Upper BT

Miz. Well, you fhall fee in a few months, how the
navy will be retormed ; all the fea-officers will be fo full
of manners, that they fhall look like a parcel of beausin
a fide-box, or chocolate-houfe. [ A notfe within.

Bar, Do but liften, they are got to horfe and bear, the
conftant diverfion of their lives.

Miz, Indeed, I blufh for them, my dear angel..

[ Kiffes her:
Enter Rovewell and Worthy. - .

Wor. Ha! Brother tar, what fo clofé, and in public
too ! If you take this freedom in the eye of the world,
what would you do in private ?

Bar. I don’t know what he may do in private; butl
hope you don’t fufpe& me, Captain. ’

Wor. Not in the leaft, dear Nanny; thy known vir-
tue, and tprudent management, is fomewhat above the
cenfure of the world. :

Bar. Oh, your fervant, Sir.

Rowv. *Tis a ftrange thing to fee how vice loves to be
flattered ! There’s fcarce a punk in town, be fhe never fo
notorious, but would fain be thought virtuous:
“hates to be called whore, even from the fellow that made
her fo. - ’

Bar. 1never expe your good word, Mr. Rovewell;
I have denied you the favour too often.

Rov, Why, I may have afked you the queftion when
drunk ; but affure yourfelf I repented of it when fob;n

. are
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Bar. Lord, you need not be angry with yourfelf for
it; I have denied feveral admirals.

Roy. And at the fame time have taken up with their
cockfwains.

Bar, Sir, you grow fcurrilous.—Shew a room there.

Wor. Mind him not, he’s a fplenetic fellow ; has my
lieutenant, Sir Charles Pleafant, been here ?

Bar. He’s now in the houfe with Lieutenant Cribidge,
Eafy, and Purfer Indent.

Wor. Come, we'll join companies, they’re all honeft
fellows.,

M.z. With all my heart; if they’re brutith, I'll try
to reform them.

Draw. This way, gentlemen. [Exeunt.

2d Draw. A fneaker of punch in the Crown, fcore.

Draw. A can of fmall beer, a quart of brandy,
and a pound of fugar in the kitchen, fcore.

4th Draw. A box of dice for the Mermaid.

1ff Draw. Make the great bowl full for the gentlemen
in the Fleecer.

Bar. So, it begins to work in each room, and I muft
be plagued this whole night. [ Scene fbuts.
Enter Belinda and Advocate.

Bel, T ufed to be troubled with the impertinent vifits
of Rovewell three or four times a day. Pr’ythee, Ad-
vocate, what’s become of the coxcomb ?

Ad. Oh! Madam, the Virginia fleet’s come in; and
Captain Worthy, his old acquaintance, is on fhore.
There are infeparable friends.

Bel. Why then I hate him: for if he won’t facrifice
his all to my humour, I’ll ne’er part with the freedom I
enjoy, to be that dull infipid thing a wife, to pleafe his
humour.

Ad. Well, Madam, you play with him as a cat plays
with a moufe ; you fret and teaze him till he’ll get away
from you at laft.

Bel. Impertinent creature! do you think I value the
lofs of a'fellow? The red, the blue, and the white flags
die for me,

4d. Ay, Madam, they are married men; but have
you a gentleman, whofe fenfe, whofe reputation, whofe

. Ca . courage
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courage is to be named in a day, with that charming
man’s, Mr. Rovewell ?

Bel. How infipidly the fool talks ! If a fellow without
a nofe fhould bribe thee as much as Rovewell has done,
you would fay a?uqh ia his behalf. Why fhould we
make fuch unfaithful creatures as our chambermaids are,
our confidants ! ) '

Ad. Why, Madam, there’sno pofs without perquifites;
fince you ladies have found out the way of trucking your
old clothes for china (whichs was our due, time out of
mind) I hope you’ll pardon us for trucking your hearts
away for a much brittler ware, : ,

Bel. Ay, Advocate, I fhould like that brittle ware, a
hufband, well enough, if one could but break- him, er
give him away, as one does china. .

Ad. Oh, Madam, ’tis eafy to break his heart ; and if
you don’t do it effe®ually whene’er you marry, I'll e
content to die a chambermaid. But fce, Madam, the
Fair Quaker is come to vifit you.

Enter Dorcas.

Dor. Friend Belinda, I am come refolved to chatawa
the evening with thee. )

Bel. My pretty faint, thou’rt welcome. I need not
afk you how Worthy does, I fee it in your eyes; the
d;mure afpet is vanifhed, and you begin to look like one
of us. : :

Dor. Why, T am fleth and blood as well as thou art;
and did not my fpirit get the better of my clay, I fhould
be vain as thou art.

Bel. Come, leave canting, and tell me where is my

Arabella ?

" Dar. Why, I left her at home, not well; but may be
fhe may fee us anon.—Know, friend Belinda, that I
have at laft got faith enough to put my truft in man:
Worthy and I have plighted troths.
; Bel. Why then the fleth has got the better of the
i, ot
P Dor. If thou wouldft prove a friend indeed, thou muft
give thyfelf over unto Rovewell. ‘
 Bel. So becaufe you have a foolifh thing, I muft keep
you in countenance; no truly, I’ll be confined to none
of your fellowe,

Dore
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Dor. Come, diffemblé not; you know the man is
afluredly thy own.

Bel. Why, is it not better to fay the fellow’s mine,
than I his?

Dor. For thee it may be better ; but what thinkeft
thou the world will fay ? _

Bel. Why, not worfe of me than I fay of the world.
But to keep thee no longer in fufpence, I wort’t make a
vow of chaftity, nor will I forfwear having the fellow,
Rovewell : I don’t know, but one time or another, when
Iam in a very maggotty humour, I may marry the crea-
ture. Come into my clofet, and I’ll tell thee more of
my mind. [Exeunt,

Ad, It is impoffible to tell, whether this miftrefs of mine
will ever have Rovewell or not; but fince he pays me
well, I’ll teaze and wheedle in his behalf ; and it he gets
her, 1 hope he’ll make her a modern hufband. Well, if
I could get a lover upon the firft popping of the queftion,
to fly into his arms, and fo good-night maidenhead. It
fhews a wonderful folly in mankind to whine and fnivel
after thefe coy peevith things. Blefs me! if they knew
the way into a lady’s heart fo well as I do, there would be
no fighing and ogling, no prefents or ferenading, no dy-

“ing at a lady’s feet: let them take the fhorteft way with
the diffenters, and the bufinefs is done. [Tke. bell rings.]
Coming, coming. : [Exit.

Enter Jenny Private and a Sailor.

en, So, Ithink I am equipt like one of the righteous;
1am overjoyed at the intrigue, and fhall be pleafed to fee
myfelf a real captain’s lady ; 1 am fure I have been a
fham one to many of them. Let me fee, my letter is
penned in a true canting form : my name is Dorcas Zeal,
and my fortune ten thoufand pounds. Well, it I do
not a&t the babe of grace, the formal quaking faint, with
as much outfide fanétity, as a new-entered nun, or anold
mother abbefs, I’ll be content to trufs up like James
Nailor.—Here, fuilor, carry this to Captain Mizen;
then follow Captain Worthy’s orders. o

Sail, Ay, friend, I’ll hand it to him, and then look
out fharp. [Exit.

Fen. Now to the place of rendezvous ; -

; C3 And
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And there, with look demure, I'll pafs for faint ;
No fuch fair colour as religious paint, (Exit.
]

SCENE draws and difiovers Rovewell, Worthy, Mizen,
Sir Charles Pleafant, Eafy, and Purfer Indent.—A4
bowl of panch. :

. Row. Come, her majefty’s hedlth in a bumper, and

may fhe live for ever.
. Wor. And may all her fubjects be as true to her as we

are. %
Miz. May they all take as much pains to put her
affairs, civil and military, into as good order as I do.
May I be hoifted over a fhip’s fide, with a tackle hooked
to a running bowling, with a knot under my left ear, if
I don’t make her navy one of the greateft navies in the

univerfe. .

- Plea, Why, Sir, *tis that already.

. Miz. Ay, but Sir Charles, I don’t mean a fighting
navy, for that’s the leaft part of our bufinefs; I am for
a polite navy; that is, a navy full of fenfe and good

_manners; a navy of proper, handfome, well-dreft fel-
lows ; that when it appears abroad, may be the wonder
of ‘the world, for glittering, thining coats, powdered
wigs, fnuff-boxes, and fafhionable airs. -

Eafy. So then, Sir, you are for faluting away the
queen’s powder.

Crib. No, he’s for turning the gun-powder into fweet-

wder, and the iron-balls into wath-balls.

Miz. Well, gentlemen, you’ll have no caufe to com-

. plain at my defign. :

Rov. Why, if thou fhouldft offer this to an old cap-
tain of the navy, he’d bring thee to a court martial, and
break thee for being crazy.

. Miz, Oh, Sir, béfore I laid my defign at the parliae
ment-door, 1’d get an order from the admiralty to fend all
the tar-captains to the Weft-Indies.

Eafy. What then, Sir? ) -

Miz. Why then, Sir, they would lay down their com-
miffions, and fo the navy would be rid of them.

-Crip. That laft intention I like wonderfully ; then we
young fellows might have hopes of jumping into fifty-

un fhips.
’ g P Rov.
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Rov. But, Mizen, I have been thinking if the old
captains will not go to the Wett-Indies ; pray, who fhall
we get to go.

Miz. Why thefe young fellows.

Sir Cha. Ay, with all our hearts, faith: but fuppofe
the lot fhould fall-upon yourfelf, Captain ? '

- Miz. Oh, there’s no fear of that, I know where to
fix a prefent to fomebody, that fhall be namelefs, to keep
me-off the Iff,

* Wor. Indeed, that is prudent management; I know
men of the party, who quit when they’re nominated ;
but foon after, by the help of friends and merits, they
get better fhips, .

Miz. You may think it friendfhip if you pleafe; but
there’s nothing done in this world without meney., -
: . Enter a Sailor, .
" Sail. 1s Captain Mizen here ?

“Miz. 1 am he, friend; what want you, Sit?

Sail. Why, here’s a ticket for you.

Miz. Ha!—Dorcas Zeal! Oh, ecftacy ! Oh, tranfport!
[Reads.] ¢¢ Friend, I am informed thou haft a liking to my
perfon ; my neighbour hath informed me thou art a fo-
ber, good man. I am now walking towards Deal-cattle,
where, if thy pretenfions are fincere, we will confult:
about the matter thy friend fpoke to me of this day. I
fhould not be thus free with thee, had it not chanced,
that paffing by me at thy firft landing, 1 beheld thy
comely perfon, and liked it ; and therefore ufed this plain-
nefs with thee, as becometh 3 fifter of that con_gregation
that hateth ceremonies. Be fecret, for Werthy 1s thy
rival, but his pretenfions will prove vain; for my heart
is thine. _ .Dorcas Zear.”
- Miz. Oh, thou dear creature! But, hufh! no
tranfports before arrival, Poor Worthy, how thy weak
foundation totters ! how fneakingly would the poor mor-
tal look, if he faw this letter ! Well, Dorcas has feen me,
and I fhot her with a fide glance. What a refined creature
is a fweet béau, to a homely coarfe tar; to carry off the

rize at one fingle attack, which that dull rogue has been
aying a whole year’s fiege to ? But, comé, gentlemen,
about with the glafs, Here, Worthy, here’s thy miftrefs’s
h;ahh- . R - .
. mf .

1
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Wor. 1 thank you, Sir. _

Miz. Nay, don’t think I drink to an unknown fair,
Here's honeft Rovewell has made me a {mall piece of a
confidant in thy amour. Well, old boy, when the con-
fummation-day comes with thy fan&ified bride, I’ll make
one at throwing the profane ftocking —and to her health.

) [Drinks.

Rov. Here’s a dog! [Afide.

Wor. Well, Mizen, to refume thy compliment, when
that happy day does come. I'll befpeak thee for a bride-
man, -
Mix. Nay, that will be too great an honour. But,

cry ye mercy, gentlemen, I have a fmall affair todifpatch,
I muft be forced to borrow myfelf frcm your company ;
but upon my honour, I’ll return again in a very few mo-
ments. [Exit.

Wor. Ha, ha, ha! the rogue fwallows the bait as we
could wifh. v

Sir Cha. What, fome ridiculous intrigue on foot:
pray let us join with you in your mirth,

Crib. Nothing diverts fo much, as ufing a coxcomb
according to his deferts.

Eajfy. Ard fo exquifite a coxcomb as this, can’t be
ufed too ill. : -

Rov. Why the defign is pretty fevere; he is gone to
marry Jenny Private, an old quondam punk. :

Ind. This will be a noble revenge for his impertinence:
Oh, lieutenant ! would we could clap fuch a trick upon

- our brute of a commodore. .

Rov. Ay, that may be done; I havejuft fuch another
blind bargain for him too. .

Wor. (g,ome, to your good fuccefs: the marrying thefe
two coxcombs, may provoke them to hang themfelves,
which will be a meritorious fervice to the navy.

Sir Cha. Oh, for a vacancy, that dear delight to us
young fellows : ha, Cribidge !

Crib. Ay, the two thips would ferve us nicely.

Eafy. Then we fhould have commiffions to wet.

_ Row. So, the bowl fucks; empty is the word.

Ind. Pray, gentlemen, give me leave to pay for this

Wie
Ail, Oh, by no means, Purfer,
. Iad,
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Ind. Pray, gentlemen, let it be fo. Come, Captain
Worthy, I may be your Purfer one time or other,

Wor. Why, if you fhould, it won’t be much to your
advantage ; for I ne’er allow my purfer to opprefs the
men ; nor will I keep a whole fhip’s crew miferable, to
make one man rich.

Ind. Oh, Sir, 1 don’t defire that, Sir; but you are fo
fine a gentleman, Sir, that you won’t hinder me from
thofe common perquifites allowed to all purfers,

Sir Cha. The word perquifite comprehends a great
deal of roguery; and under that notion the government
is fufficiently cheated. ‘

Ind. Ay, Sir; but all people have regard to the me-
thods of the navy.

Wor. Why, yes, Purfer, 1 own you may plead cuftom
for abundance of villainies committed in the navy ; but
we have now got men of honour at the helm, who will
not fuffer rogues to go unpunifhed, )

- Crid. It has been the method to let a ftinking bptt of
beer ftand fix days a-broich; and when complaint has
been made, the captain (who fhould do the failors juftice)
puniflies the complaining rafcal for mutiny.

Sir Cha. It has been the method for'cooks, with pitch-
forks fharp, to'fqueeze the fat from out the meat, for fear
the greafe thould rife in poor Jack Sailors’ flomachs.

Eafy. It has been the method to wafte a pound to
ounces ten which makes the bread, the burter, and the-
cheefe, a poor allowspce for thofe hard-working men,

Rov. In fhort, what with cheft-money, hefpitals,
flops, two-pences, groats, and muléls, they are mere
galley-flaves. :

Sir Cha. The captain ufes themn like dogs, which forces
them torun away ; the checquering clerk puts on the R.
and then the purfer loads their pay with flops they never
had, and fo cheats the queen and fubjeéts too.

Ind. Why, you may rail at thefe proceedings; but
when you ftand the captain and the purfer too, you’ll of«
ten wifh to be indenting ; half money, and half fores,
have tempted moft of you.

Wor. Come, nomore ; fince we have difcovered you,
I hope you'll let us pay our clubs. .

ZInd, No, faith, gentlemen, I'll treat you, for all. 'Yl,'i"‘

ou
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You-mighty pretenders to honour are not much unlike
whores, who rail at that which they moft commonly
. pradtife.

Rew. Come, Worthy, we muft away. Sir Charles,
your company is defired too; we muft fpend this evening
at Belinda’s.  But flay, Cribbidge, I muft have one pri-
vate whifper with thee, by the way. Revenge isthe
word, and I muft engage thee in the plot.

Crib. Ay, moft willingly, in fuch a caufe.

Rov. It we fuceeed in this farce, it will be a moft noble
revenge.

For brutes and fools were only made for fport ;

Nothing is like a caxcomb to divert :

They cure the fpleen, and make the toils of life

An eafy burthen, and a pleafing ftrife.

! . [Exeunts
END of the Seconp Acr.

A CT I
Euter Jenny Private,

: JeENNY.
“Q URE the failor has miftook, and given my letter to &
wrong perfon. - My heart goes pit-a-pat, for fear I
fhould not fucceed. But fee, he comes !
Enter Mizen.

Miz. So, that muft be my Quaker, by her fantified
air ——Madam, Madam——

Fen. Would you ought with me, friend ?

Miz, Only to defire the favour of you togive me
leave to throw myfelf at your feet. My name is Mizen ;
I came hither by appointment from your fair hands
She is very beautiful! board me elfe. T [Afde.

Fen. If thy fincerity is anfwerable to the chara&ter my
friend has given me of thee, I am content, according to
his defire, to be thy help-mate.

Miz. Well, old Scruple is a prevailing rogue, and de-
ferves the fifty guineas, pof. [4fide.] Oh, my charmer!
I have been long fighing and wifhing, for this opportunity,
and hope you’ll now give me leave to make the beft of my

time,
Feno
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Fex. Will you chan‘ge your vain religion then ? Will
you ftand faft to the faith ? In perfeverance, will you

come over to the congregation of the upright? Will you

put off thefe gaudy cloaths, thofe vanity of vanities

Miz. Yea, verily, I will put off my gaudinefs ; I will
ftrip myfelf to the nakednefs of the fpirit.

- Sen. Why, then thou haft overcome me ; and verily I
. will bethine in a few months.

Miz. Oh, thou lovely lamb, fet not fo terrible a time !
the fpirit moveth me to make thee fleth of my fleth, and
boneof my bone, before the fun fhineth again.

Fen. 1 have fome fears upon me, that thy eagernefs to
my perfon, may proceed from a defire thou haft to my
money.

Miz. Why, I fay thy fears are uncharitable ; for hadft
thou nothing, nor that neither, my zeal would be as
much for thee as it is now. .

Fen. Then I am fatisfied; and, accordingly, here is
my hand. .

M:z. Why, I am tranfported to the higheft ecftafies !
Look ye, my boat waiteth on the beach for me; if thy .
yearnings are are great as mine are to thee, thou wilt ven-
ture thyfelf upon the deep along with me. I haveon’
board my fhip a man called a chaplain, which, according
to our eftablithment, will link us together——Turn me
keel upwards, if ever I carried on an intrigue better in
my life. [Afde.

Jen. Well, thou art a powerful man, and I fubmit my-.
felf unto thee; but can help thee to one of thy priefts
on fhore ——Admirably well managed ! [4fide. .

Miz. Come, my fpirit, my light, my light of my
light, and=——humph———Let us go then. :

' [ Exeunt, bugging ber,

Enter Rovewell, Worthy, and Sir Charles Pleafant. '

Wor, So, off goes the boat, and there’s a punk pro--
vided for. : T

Sir Cha. Merry be his heart. This will put fuch a
damp upon his undertakings, that we fhall be troubled no

more with his nonfenfical whimfies about reforming the .
navy. ’

Rov.
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. Row. 1 wifh all our friends were as well provided foras”
enny. '
};:o);'. Why, faith, fodo I; for when I enter the facred
bonds, I'll give a receipt in full to lewdnefs, fhake hands
with vice, and bid adieu to immorality.

Rov. AndIam refolved to make t{e bett of hufbands,

Sir Cha. Thefe are pious defigns truly, I begin my-
felf to be out of conceit with wickednefs ; and could']
bie fucceed in my amour to Arabells, I thould willingly
bid adieu to all the frail part of mortality. But fhe has
ufed me fo unmercifully, that I quite defpair of fuccefs.

: Wor. Pr'ythee, Sir Charles, matters are not gone fo
far as to throw thee into defperation. .

Rov. Let mealone to make up the match, Sir Charles,
’tis a pretry play-thing in time of peace, which, if fome
care is not taken, thete vi€torious generals of .ours will
bring it to; anda fea-licutenant, with only half a crown
a day, will never agree with your quality. .

Sir Cha. T am wholly at your devotion.

Rov. Come on, then; let’s to Belinda’s, where we
fhall fee her.

Wor. 1 fear her late difappointment wi!l hinder her
from appearing abroad: this évening, ’Tis only Belinda
has intereft enough to bring her. [Exeunt.

: Enter Cribbidge, Eafy, and Jiltup.

Filt- My dear puppies, if you make. me a captain’s
lady, my hufband fhall hang himfelf, that there may be a
vacancy for one of you. s .

- Crib. Why, you muft make ufe of all your cunning to
draw him into the noofe. Get him but to the word, par-
fon, and 1, like his evil genius, will appear tohim. You
won’t be the only jilt married to 2 fea-captain this day.

- Jilr. How fay you ? R

£afy. Why, Mrs. Jenny Private, through the in-
trigues, inftigations, and temprations 6f Beau Mizen, is
gene on board his fhip, in ordes to be his lawful fpoufe.

Jitr. Od’s my life, my coufin Jenny ! If fuch common
ftrumpets as flie mees with fuch good luck, “what muft a
woman of my known virtue and modeft converfation
expelt? ‘ ' ‘

Crib. Why then you make degrees in whoring ?

. Oh, ever! Shethatisa baftard-bearing whore, hid

1 ) © . the
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the moft notorious ; fhe that lies with half the town, and
does it privately, is a prudent whore; fhe that gets mo”
ney, by i, is a mercendry whore ; fhe that does it gene-
roufly, and bare-fac'd, isa whore of honour.

. Crib, Very nice dlﬂmalous, truly !

" Eafy. T wonder, fince you are fo numerous a body of
people, you dén’t’get a charter; it will raife a confide=
rable tax to the’ govemment- they may as well tolerate
you, as wink at great men’s keeping you.

Jidt. Why, really, fettlements are very comfortable
thlngs ; and our gentry, how fneaking foever they are to
thexrcreduors, ar¢ moft generous to our faculty. .

Crib. Come, tofs up abowl of the beft, to enable us to
go through with this great work, : (Execunt,
Enter Arabella and Juftice Scruple.

Scrup, T am fomewhat troubled your fifter is gone
abroad, becaufe I had a bufinefs to impart ‘to her of very
great confequence.

Ara. If you pleafe to leave your affairs to me, I'll ac-
quaint her with them.

Scrup. Why, upan fecond thoughts, you mightdo my
pufinefs as well as fhe.

Ara. Suppofe it, Sir.  What is it?

Scrup. Why, there is a friend of ‘mine, who is what the
world calleth a fine genrleman ; he is endowed with a

lentiful eftate, and is captain of a good fixty-gun thip ;
ias intereft enough to get a good ftation ; “has fpoke to me
to recommend him to your fifter. Now I have confi-
dered, that you, being of his rchgxon, may fuit better
with his temper than your fifter.
. Ara. His name, his name, Sir. .

Scrup, Why, people call him Captain. chn

Ara. Oh, I have heard of the finical coxcomb! You
have loft your labour with me, Sir ; and therefore, pray,
keep him for my fifter.

Scrup. Verily,'if her fifter anfwereth me fo, it’s proba-
‘ble I may lofe my five hundred guineas which rthe Cap-
tain has promlfed me for makmg up the match, |
will in the morning take her faﬁmg, which I believe to
be the beft time to try a woman’s inclinations,

) [/lﬁu/e. Lxit,
D ’ Enm‘
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: Enter Arabella’s Maid. '

Ara. So, the old rafcal’s gone. Thefe pfalm-finging
match-makers are worfe than your irreligious bawds ; for
the latter only betray our maidenheads and our reputa-
-tions, when thefe religious rogues are for betraying our
fortunes, our freedoms, our pleafures, our every thing.

Maid. Ay; but, Madam, to be fettled in the world it
what we all 2im at, and marriage is honourable.

Ara. So was the knighthood formerly ; but now they
both grow odious——Have you wrote thofe letters I gave
you to copy ? . :

Maid. 1 have, Madam, and here they are, .

Ara. You'll get fomebody todeliver this packet to my
Tifter while fhe’s at Belinda’s ? . .

Maid. Yes, Madam, I have a fmall Mercury already
prepared for it. ‘ o

Ara. Well; and this letter, in which I have fo well
counterfeited my brother’s hand, that my fifter will ne’er
difcover it - . .

. Maid, But can you hope, Madam, by this intrigue to
make Captain Worthy yours ? -

Ara. No, fool ; .nor were he dying at my feet, would
I receive him. My defign is to make my fifter hate him;
nothing this world calls dear, can equal the pleafure of
feeing him ill ufed by her. :

Maid. 1 fear, Madam, *twill be paft your fkill to break
the lover’s knot that rivets them together.

Ara. Fear not, girl; my fifter’s zeal will overwhelm
her carnal paffion ; and our ftory is fo plaufible, fhe can’t
but believe it. : ‘

Maid. 1 wifh all may prove as you defign ic. I'm
wholly difpofed to follow whatever your commands are
pleafed to lay upon me.

Ara. Send the letter to my fifter by a hand you dare
truft, amd then come into my chamber.

Maid. ’ll inftantly about ir, Madam. [Exeunts
BCENE draws, and d:ﬁa«z‘s Flip, Cockiwain, and fs
: Sazlors. :

Flip. Sirrah, don’t you flinch your{adle ; he that will
do that, will run down into the hold in an engagement,
or {ay his prayers in a form, ;

1 Sails
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1 Sail. Why, 1am married, Sir, and.-muft lig with my
wife to-night, which I have not doue this cighteen
months, L :

Flip. You rogue, can’t you get drunk firft, and lie
with her afterwards ? :

1 Sail. Ay, Sir, but my ill quality is, when I get
drunk, I beat my wife immoderately, and kick her out
of doors ; which I would oot willingly do the firft night.

Fltlﬁ Oh! I’ll fave you the trouble of that, hell-bird,
you thall go on board to-night, and fhan’t fee your wife
thefe two months. . ) X

1 8ail, Oh! then, Sir, I'll be drunk with all my
heart, o . .

Flip. Come; confufion to all the fops and coxcombs
of the navy ! WhenIam at the helm, ! 1l root the rogues
from thence : as for you, Cockfwain, I'll make you'cap-
tain, and all the boat’s ¢rew fhall be lieutenants.

2 Sail. Loak’e, I'll be no lieutenant; I'll be a captain
the firft ftroke. ]

Flip. Why, what pretenfivenefs have you to it, firrah 2
. 28ail. My pretenfivenefs to it is, Sir, that I was ra-
ted able, when your worfhip was ardinary,

. Flip. That’s no ryle, firrzh, for at that rat¢ I fhould

king of the feas now, for I wasa midthipman, when
ome that {hall be namelefs, were fwabbers of the upper-
gun deck. . .

3 Sail. And I could fay my compafs, reef, hand, and
fplice, when ne’er a commiffion-officer in our’ fhip could
t¢ll ftarboard from larboard. )

. 4 8ail, 1 wonder your honourable worlhip, bcing fo
notorious a man with the ambralty, don’t get Captain of
the fufferans. e - '

§8ail And 1 Likewife wonder your worfhipful honour
don’t get to be knighted., - .

6 Sail. *Tis a wonderful thing, that, Jack, to have
the Queen’s Majefty’s honour clap a cutlath upon a man’s
fkull, ‘and bid him rife up Sir any thing,

Flip. Look’e, rogues, the defign is very good,. and
'tis a gracious piece of preferment; but it has puffed up
fo many of ous fea-coxcombs, that their pride and vanie
ty will ruin the credit of the pavy. -But here’s'to you,
Cockfwain, [Drinks.) Fill it up, firrah,

‘ D 2 c‘f‘.

1
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Cock. 1 am almoft dn;nk, an like your honour ; ano.
ther cup will make mé clap the fhip on board to windward.
Flip. Why then firrah, I’ll clap you in the bilboes to
leeward, :
Cock. So, now the florm begins to rife. '
2 8ail, ‘To be free with your right reverend worfhip’s
honourand glory, I muft tell you, being you and I were
afore the maft together, it would look as it were fome+
thing clever of your honourablenefs to throw three things
overboard., - ‘
Flg’. Why, what are thofe things, firrah? :
2 Sail. The boatfwain, the purfer, and the bilboes,
All Sail. Ay, over-board with them, P’faith. :
Flip, What! do you mutiny, ye dogs? Don’t yow
know there’s a court-martial, and that I am prefidentum;
Cock. 1 was fure thefe rogues would bring themfelves
into a prim-in-iron. !
2 Sail, Why, moft worthy Captain; and my mefs-mate
that was, look’e, we have no defign of mutinying, but
enly by the way of telling our grievances to your grace’s
honour, and.fo my humb%cnefs to you. [ Drinks.
Fiip. Well, well, to fhew my natural goodnefs to yot
all, give me good reafons for throwing over-board the
bilboes ; I begin at the latter end of your propofitionsy
becaufe I intend to afk them-a}l gradually ; and fo, firrah,
here’s to you. - [ Drinksi
3 Sail. Thank your monftroufnefs : the bilboes, an’t
like your wonderfulnefs, isa great ftumbling-block in the
way of a failor’s agility ; to ‘have our heels land-lock'd
when we have fea-room enough, is worfe than to rua
afhore where there’s no tand. - - 3
Al Sail. Oh'! worfe by half, I
Flip. Come, no more of your nonfenficalnefs; but get
drunk as faft as you can. ‘ B !
: " Enter Indent. : .
Jnd. Sir, a word with you. [$hey g0 afide.
Cock. Ah———when the captain.and purfer whifper,
our guts ought to grumble. - o
- 6 Sail. Ay, Cockfwain, thofe whifperations are many
an ounce of butter and cheefe out of our way. .
3.8ail. Ay and a great deal of beer too: but my fer-
vice to you, mefs-mate. : . .
. ' PO 7 Flipi
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Fip. Why, 1.defigued to go and fee her- this evening.
{70 Indent.

_Ind. As 1 pafs’d by the door, fhe told me the was impa-

tient to fee you, for you was the handfomeft man in the
pavy, and the beft-natured captain in the whole fleet.
. Flip. Why, I believe the jade daes love me, therefore
you and I will go to fupper with her; but firt I'll make
all the boat’s crew drunk, -accosding to ancient cuftom.
Come, rogues, clap the bucket to your mouths, and
dog’t fta ﬁ))_ping out of a bowl that don’t hold above
a pit. ’ .

%ocﬁ. Well, if we muft all be drunk, we muft, and
fo down Jetit go. Here’s to you——1If every man flows
98 much of itas I did in thofe half dozen gulps, I'll
pawn my call on’t it wop’t come round again.

. &Flip. So, 1 am in flout heagt enaugh now_ ta venture
an engagement with this virgin frigate; and fo come
‘along with me.: ' " [Exeunt liﬁp and Purfer.
€ Sail. Well, now we have got rid of the rum duke,
being in a very merry humour, let us put it to the vote,
whether we f(hall beat the mayor and corporation, and
drown the conflable ; or thall we ravifh all the wome
we meet with, and unwindow the houfes? . -
" § Sail. Let us ravifh firft. L )

3 Sail. No, no, ravith afterwards; for I have as much
courage before ravifhment as any-body; but afterwards
¥'m as cowardly as a Dutchman that has drank no brandy.

Cock. Hark’e, my lads, I’d have you take care who
you savith; for a great many wamen in this town don’t
lave 1o be boarded :by foxce, they wiill fight you broad.
fide and broad-fide, and yard-arm and yard-arm, till they
fink you; and you may- fice as many great guns betwixt
wind and water, before yop.make any one of them leaky,
Befides, I.don’t care.to attack adfire-fhip of better force
than any frigae in.our fquadron;. for if they once.come
to lofh you éaft to them, yqu are blow’d.up in fpite of the
smbyalty. 1 will:therefose lis.down for an hour or.twe;
<all me when the Captain’s. ready, to go. .

3 Sail. Why, do you think to -beleft.out of the plot.?
No, »o, Ms.Codkiwain, .you fhall.go along.with us, or
e we'llrapihyon,: . - T

All Sail. Ay, ay, force him along  {Theyibawl bis,
. . D 3 Cock.



4 THE FAIR QUAKER ‘OF DEAL.

-~ Céék. Why; rogues, an’t I'captain of the boat? -

4 Sail. -If _you were captain of the fhip, we fhould ufe
you as we do now ; for we have no difpe® of perfons.,
' 2 Sail. Ay, or if he was ambaral we -fhould make nd
difference ; for all that there is between an ambaral and
a failor is, a ftout failor will firé ten guns to an ambaral’s
one. , - . . - PP r
- Cock: Well, well, unhand me, if I muftgo, I muft;
but I-am very much miftaken, if we are catch’d a-doing
a mifchief by the juftices, if they don’t clap us into the
wooden bilboes. v Co

4 Sail. Why, to get the better of ‘that prehenfion of
yours, the firft thing we'll go about, fhall be to pull the
ftocks up by the roots, launch them into the fea, and let
the Goodwin fand be better for them, ° .

Al Sail. Done; done, come away. [Exennt,

-Enp of the Tuirp AcT.

; i

. ... acT ™. |

Enter Rovewell, Worthy, Sir Charles Pleafant, Belindd
. . and Dorcas, "

RovEwELL. . ’
Am forry Arabella comes not; ’tis 2 difappointment
to Sir Charles. . S e .
. Sir Cha. Methinks I do look a little aukward amongft
you billing turtles ; I am not.a.fit companion for lovers.
~ Bel'1 can’t imagine whdt you mean by lovers ; my:
friend the Quaker. here, has indeed fhewn a little foolifh
fordnefs for Captain Worthy, but I hdpe you have fufs
ed no fuch thing from any altion of mine.: ¢
- Dor. Why, friend. Belinda, art.thou .not'athamed to
diffemble fo? I muit tell thee, my cofifcience will not let
medoit; if thou doft not fhew a great deal of kindnefs
to Rovewell forthwith, I.will difcqver what pafs’din thy
clofet between usijudt now. R
Rov. Oh ! tell mﬁbﬁt (ha{, -and. P’l1 adorez(hee:g giv‘
me but a caufe to laugh at her impertinent- weaknefsy
and I.fhall be happy. L e
- ST o S By
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" Bel, How dare you offer at this infolehce ! Have you
any pretenfions to me, vain fellow ? !
Rsv. Yes, I have, vain woman: if two years conftant
courtthip, with an aweful refpe@ and adoration paid to
you; if oaths, if vows, if fighs and tender expreffiong
can give a man pretenfions, I can juftly claim them.
* Bel. You might have put in your foolith prefents too 3
your baubles of China, your Indian umbrella, your
hair-ring, and your own picture, ‘
" Rowv. By heavens! I'd give the world I could hate thee
now : but, Belinda, there’s fomething fo bewitching inr
your form, that I'ftill muft love you ; tho’ ne’er fo ill
ufed, like a fpaniel, I muft fawn upon you. ‘
8ir Cha. Now, faith, Belind4, had I admired you am
age, nay, hadIthought you an'angel, and been as mucld
enamoured of you as ’twas poffible for'a coxcombto be 3
I would, at this ufage, marry your chamber-maid, that
fhé might take place of you: I'd ridicule youin all com-
panies, quarrel with, and cut the throat of any body pres
tended courtfhip to you, and would make you die a maid
in fpite of your teeth. . - .

Rov. Whilft I, like a good-natured fool, hag my
¢chains, and think of no heaven but my Belinda.

Wor.. For fhame, proud: creature, let not your vain
folly get the better of your fenfe and. reafon; take to your
arms the man you love. Come, I fee'good-nature in your.
eyes : thus I feize your hand, and am refolved to give it
him who has your heart. ' o
~ Bel. Pfhaw, whatinfolentce is this! Do you tHink I am
to be forced ‘ . '
- Dor. No, no, there can' beno force in the éafe ; thow
art a diflembler. © : °,

Sir Cha. In fhort, if fhe refufes, we’ll fweak a con=
tra&t, and make a forc’d marriage on’t.

Bel. Had I not fome inclination, your force and threats
fhould never do. Here, Rovewell, take my hand ; 1
hope for better ufage from you, than you have received
from me.

Rov. Oh, my Belinda ! one pleafing look makes amends.
for all my pains and agonies.

- Dor. Ay, now it ié as it fhould be. , L

Bel, 1 know, Rovewell, you'll forgive the folly of
D my

s
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gxy fex, and put a favourable conftru&tion on what Pre
one. .

- Wor. There, there, kifs her hand eagerly; turn up
the whites of your eyes, and fetch your breath very

fhort, and leave her 'to imagine what you ought to fay.
'o-morrow, one prieft will join both couples: now let

us fpend the night in mirth; by this time Mizen has-

linked with our fham Quaker. Wiih your leave, Belinda,

we’ll inivite them hither. . . :

Rov. Tis ten to one byt the vanity of his imaginary
conqueft will bring him without an invitation.

* Bel. Pray make my houfe your own. '

Wor, Pardon, my dear creature, the freedom we have

taken in ufing your name ; but this coxcomb might have
offered a violence we fhould have wifhed undone.
. Rov. Belinda, I'll take the freedom of fending for
our noble Commcdore and his lady too, who are by this
time noofed ; we’'ll firft dance, then raife them to the
height of mirth, and difcover the plot. .

Sir Cha. It will be a moft pleafant comedy.

Wor. Faith, I fear ‘it will prove a tragedy to poor
Mizen.
C Enter a Servant. )

Sery; Madam, this packet was left for you by a failor.
. . [Giwes it te Dorcas.

" Dor, Ha !—=To Mrs. Dorcas Zeal, and one inclofed to
Worthy | Who can this be from? [Reads.] ¢¢ I-doubt
mot but you’ll wonder at the villanies of mankind, whes
I tell you that Worthy, whom you have thoughts of
making your hufband, is already married to me.
have two children by him. Give him the enclofed; i
after reading on’t he dares deny it, the next poft thall
bring -to his fight his much ipjur'd . o

Erizasgty WozTnay,”

~ [Dorcas fawoons away.
_ War. Oh, heavens, what ails my charmer! {he’s cold
gs.clay! run for fome water, quick !

Bel. Surprizing'! " (They all bold bere
" Rar. Qh, falfe.man! «Qh,,cucl-Wortl?-l .
[Sa¢ fpoons againa

" Bel. Blefs me, fhefaints.again, and mustets fomeshing
about you ! -
‘ i
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" Wor. T am amazed! i
Rov. So, fhe comes to herfelf again.,
A (They fet ber in a chair.
Dor. Oh, read thefe lines, thou perjur’d man ! :
« . Wor. [ Reads the letter, and drops it again in a great
Jurprize.] What’s here ¢ Another, and dire®ed to me!
[Reads.] ¢¢ ‘Tho’ you bave been guilty of matB; villay
nies, and ufed me ill, I never thought you would have
dar'd to have marry’d another wife ; but fince I know
you fowell, I’ll appear at Deal, and tear your idol Qua-
ker's heart out. I am your much injur’d ‘
Evizarern WorTnY,”
Sir Charles, feel me, have I life, am I awake, or do I
dream ? A dizzinefs overwhelms my brain, and darknefs
draws its fable curtains o’er my eyes! . ’
Rov. What a plague means all this romantic’ ftuff?
have we got the method of poifoning by letter come
into England at laft! :
Sir Cha. Faith, I am afraid to take the letter up, for
fear I fhould be tranfmogrified. . ' :
Bel, This fudden change is moft furprizing. Help
lead her to my. chamber, a little fleep may bring het
to herfelf again. : .
Dor. Lead me to death moft willingly + horrors and
defpair will end my days, :
[£xexnt Dorcas, Belinda, and Servants.
Wor. Go, charming fait! I can’t blame thee for this
reat concern. Death, hell, and devils! am I then at
aft become a villain ! 2 defpicable hufband ! a betrayer
of weak virgins hearts! ———— am I, from a man of ho-
nour, funk to a degenerate flave !e—- ! heaven, I’'m
ragingmad ! What ill-beding fpirit could owe me fuch a
fpite, and crofs at once my full-blown joys ¢ . ’
Rov. Worthy, is the frolic to go round ? Are we toba
.al:ln;ad? or muft only you and the Quaker carry on the
jeft ? .
Wor, Oh, Rovewell, you have known me long, but
never faw me in fuch agonies of grief before ; read thefe;
the caufe of all my woes. - - .
- Rov. [Fakes up the letter, reads, and Sir Charles over
bis fhoulder.) ¢ Guilty —-~Villanies——another Wife
=at Deal—Quaker’s heast out, Eriz. WorTuv.”
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An intrigue well carried on, i’faith. [Reads the other lerer.}
¢¢ T doubt not— wonder——of man——Worthy—
your hufband——two children—the inclofed—next poft

—to his fight. ELtz, WorTuv.”
Sir Cha, Why, this lady of yours writes very prettily,
Captain.

Rov, The woman has apretty knack, faith ; pr’ythee,
Worthy, are thefe two children of yours_ boys or girls ?
ba! bha! ha! :

. Wor. Helland furies ! am I become your fcorn? Do
you laugh at me ? , .

Row. Ay, faith, dowe. Canft thou be concerned at
the ftratagem of a woman who loves thee ? Look once
pgre upon the fcrawl, canft thou not guefs whofe hand it
1

Wer. Ha!—By this light, it looks fomewhat like A-
rabella’s! It muflt be hers. Fool that I was, not to per-
ceive it before; ’twas cunningly performed, Ifwear: I
wonder my charming Qgpaker dif¢overed it pot! I’ilin,
and undeceive her. _ [Meets Belinda,

Bel. Make po noife, fhe’s in a flumber, which I hope
will compofe her. . . .

Wor. Ob, Belinda! thisis a trick of Arabella’s ; be,
2:1(1, fee here, the cunping penning of her envious

ers.
. Bel. I with the worft effeéts on’t are paft; for the has
vow’d never to fee you maore: I’ll watch her {flumbers,
and when fhe wakes, I’ll tell her the ftory before her fits
return. -Rovewell, you may pow fee when once aur
{ex refolve to love, ’tis dangerous to difappoint us. ;

Rov. But 'tis hard, Belinda, that you fhould fo foon
believe that men are falfe; ten thoufand letters ne'er
could make me alter the rooted paffion I have for you.

Bel, Oh! fhould you be told I am married to a man,
who has had two children by me; you’d fly back from
promifes and vows, and cry, pox take her, the’s a jilt.

. Row. So far from that, my foul, that 1’d ftab the in-
ventor of fuch a ftary. .
' Bel. That would be very herole, indeed; but come,
let’s comfort the poor Captain here, who leoks smore de-
Jjected than a difcarded minifter.
) . Sir Chae
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$ir Cha. Oh, worfe than that, Madam, he puts me in
mind of an Englith Captain taken by a French privateer,
' Row. ’Tis a difmal thing to be firft boarded, then ftripe,
dnd afterwards clapt into a Frefich gaol. - ' )
_ Bel. In fhort, he looks s if he was married, . =~ -
Sir Cha. Right, Madam, and his countenance théws ful}
of a family concetn, :
* Wor. How can you blame my furprize ?>—Were you
€o fee the fair Belinda, whom I know you love the beft of
any-one on earth ; were you, 1fay, to fee herin tears and
agonies for fomething you had done, nay, for fomethin
you had- not done, fome villainous imputation charge.
upon you, 'twou’d teuch your heart as much as.mine,
. Rov. Why, faith, I have (o good an opinion of Beljn-
da, thatI fancy fhe would give hetfelf none of thofe airs,
if fhe heard I had twenty children. : o
" Bel. Nay, more than that, had you twenty wives, I
fhould keep my tempet : ¢are fhall be taken in drawing
the writings, {oas I may niot be tie worle for you in my
fortune; and if you will love a §reat many of my fex, it’s
probable I fhall-find but a way of making repﬁfal{. ' .
. SirCha. What’s all this to my happinefs ? Howam I ta
come by my Arabelld ? o
Bcl. Why, fhe’s as eafily comhe at as the reft of her fex;
Sir Cha. But, Madam, if fhe doats on my Captain, how
ean I expeét the’ll ever {mile on me ? _ .
Wor. Oh! hetrloveto me is vanifh’d, if e’er fhe had
any ; this altion of hers plainly fhews her malice, -
Bel. Come, I'll write her wotd what an heroic paffion
fhe has put Worthy into, and the fainting condition poor
Dorecas lies in ; I'll praife her for her well-invented ftra=
tagem, and then let her know Sir Charles is here.
" Si;- Cha. Why, Madam, do yeu think that will bring
er? : ‘
* Bel. Sif Charles, I have lreard her fay abundance of
handfome things of you ; I know'the Iikes the word qua-
lity much, and wouid not cate, if on any terms fhe could
be called her ladyfhip; for fhe is pleafed with taking place:
that, you muft know, is the darlirig vanity of our fex.
Rov. You may. fet your heart at reft; you have &
fairer profpect of marrying Arabella, than pdor Worthy
has for marrying her fifter, ‘ :
’ Bel,



Y ) THE FAIR -QUAKER OF DEAL.

, Bel Come, teaze him no more: I'll fteal up to hery
and convince her of the error fhe's in.  Go into the par-

four, there’s cards. [Exit.
¢ Rowv. Cotne, what think you of ombre, or a pool at
piquet. ' ’ .

. .- Wor. I can do nothing with pleafure till I know how
I am to be received by my dear charmer.
. Sir Cha, Come, pray divert thefe melancholy whimfies.
Rov. Why, if you don’t go tocards, Sir Charles and I
fhall be very fatirical upon you.
' Wor. Nay, rather than youfhould play that game with
me, I’ll go to cards. ' o [ Exeunt,

Enter Flip drunk, Iudenf, .and Jileup.

" %ilr. This was Kind, indeed, my dear dog, to make me
the firft vifir, when fo many ladies in town die for you.
Flip. Why, you little huffey you, I think all the wo-
men 1 town look like fwabs to you.
: Ind. Indeed, Madam, the Commodore does often launch
eut in your praifes. . .
* Hip, Ay, and eommendations too: .why, I love you fo
well, that I could be your confort and your mefs-mate
forever. Whenl die’tis all your own ; my houfes, my
land, my part in fhips, and my every thing elfe come to
you by witl ‘and dgfd.' . o ‘
Fikt. Poor good-natured thing, how is it poffible for me
toreturn thy kindnefles ? I have no land but my own bo-
dy; take that into thy cuftody, and make the moft on’t,

' . Enter Cribidge in a Prigfi’s babiz,

. Flip. What have we here ? a prieft!
" %it. Oh, dear coufin Homily, I’'m glad to fee you.
Flip. Isthis your coufin, my dear? You’re welcome, a3
1 may fay. '
Crib, Sir,Ithankyou. Caufin, I’m glad to fee you3
I come to ftay with you fome time; your door being
one to make intereft for a bifhoprick, f’am to officiate for
gim until his return. .
" Ind. Rarely aCted i’faith, he looks much modefter than
moft of our fea-chaplains. o
Crib. Well, coufin, may I joy you? Have you entere
ed into the holy ftate of matrimony yet ? .
2 Filt
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-%#t. No, coufin, I am willing to fee a little more of
theworld firft.

Crib, A parifhioner of mine, that has feen you, feems
to have a great mind to make you his wife : he hasa plen-
tiful eftate, with a fine houfe, in a pleafant part of Kent ;
heisof avery good family, and is a perfonal handfome
man.

Flip. Heark’e, Sir, none of your match-making ftories
here : thislady is difpofed of,y and her inclinations are
moor’d to my affeCtions ; and he that claps her aboard, -
muft expectto be raked fore and aft with my partridge
double and round.

Crib. Sir, 1 beg your pardon, if you are the lady’s huf-
band, I have done, Sir. ‘

Flip. Look’e, Sir, I am not at prefent the lady’s huf-
band; butifyou underfiand "that part of your trade, and
will {plice us together, I have a couple of guineas at your’
fervice.

Crib. Sir,if all parties are confenting, I fhall not bea

at while performingthat ceremony.

Flip. Why all parties are confented, Reverendiffimo.

. Crib. Sir, if I havethat from the lady’s mouth, and you
can gethera father to give her away, I fhall proceed.

Flip. Oh,as to a father, here’s the purfer fhall ftand
that partof the flory. Tell him, my dear, how you love
and adore me. : ,

Fiir. 1 muft fay, I have an unalterable affe@tion for the

" Commodore; butif I thould marry him, and he fhould
not love me after it, I fhould be the miferableft creature
nature ever form’d. -

Fiip, Not love you, mydear! why Dl ftick as clofe to

ou as carv’d work to a fhip’s ftern; nothing thall be done
Zy me without thy ¢onfent; you fhall have the working.
of my veffel, and {tand at the helm in all weathers.

Ind. Well, Madam, fince Iam chofe for your father,
give me leave to know what’s beft foryou; I'll engage’
tbe Commodore proves the tendereft hufband in the navy.

Crib. Truly the gentleman hath the afpect of a man
of parts, R ' ’

Flip. Reverendiflimo, I thank you for your good opi-
nidn of my outelects; and if you'll give yourfelf the trou-
ble of coming on board my Elip, you fhall have your fkull

. 2 and
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and guta fill’d fo. full of brandy aed falt-beef, and' you

ears {o alarmed with drums, trumpets, huzzas and guss
that you’lt be as drunk;in half an heur, as you wereat the
wetting your commiflion. :

Crib. Sir, people of my cloth never launch out beyond
the rules of modefty. : _

Flip. 1can’t fay any thing to your fhore-folks; but I
am certain our fea-chaplains (generally fpeaking) are
drunk as often as our fea-captains.

Crib. The more’s the pity, that religion fhould be fo.
abufed by fuch proﬁignea. '

Ind. Why, indeed, the failors are apt enough to be
wicked of themfelves, and fuch examples from their
guides, may be one great reafon of - fo- much immorality.
1a the navy.

Fiip. Come, niy dear, let the do&tor do his office, and'
belay our affuir, ,

Fit. Well, you have overcome me. ‘

Mif. So, very well; then begin Mr. Homily,

Filt. Oh, no, we fhall be difturbed here, the next reom,
is mare private, ‘

Flip. March away then, I am all ower florethip and
tran{port with thy dear perfon; come, I'll give you a
oW, you.arc my prize now. .

Enp of the Fourt Acr.

ACT V..
Enter Arabella dreffid like a Quaker, in Men’s Cloathn,

ARABELLA.

SO, my plot fucceeds as I could wifh, Belinda’s letter
tellsmeall. Now muft I take care to give my faint-
like fifter thefe credentials when fhe *wakes. I think I
look aslike one of the pious brethren, as if I had been
educated by George Fox. [ Kneelis
Entcer Advocate.

Is Dorcas Zeal within this dwelling-place?
Ad, Yes, fhe is. . )
Ara. Wiltthou goand tell unto her, that I would fpeak
with her inftantaneoufly ¢ P
4 .
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- Ad. 1f youw'll walk in, P'lllet my miftrefs know your
meflage ; but the lady is afleep.

Ara..Go, I'll follow thee. { Exeunt.
) Enter again in the Parlour,
Ad. Sit down, while I acquaint my lady. - [Exit

Ara. Now for a difguifing look, that {he may not
know me. _
Enter Belinda.

- Bw. My fervant tells me you would fpeak with Dor-
cas. Zeal.

Ara. Yeaveyily, the hath told theethe truth,
- .dBek Sheis lad down and ‘indifpofed, I am loth to
diftuad her. . ‘

Ara. Verily, 1could with theu could’ft difpenfe with
giving her fome fmall difturbance, my bufinefs is very ure
gent; for behold my errand is from her brother, and con-
cerneth her much, and-we mut be in private.

Bel. Then follow me. ,

Ara. Solwill, [Exexnt:

SCENE draws, ard difiovers Dorcas en a Couch, Re-
enter Belinda and Arabella,

Dor. How dreadful are the dreams of fouls diftarbed !
Why was 1 fo void of grace to traft to fuch a monfter!

Bd. How does my dear? I feared we fhould have
.diftarbed your reft; but this young man being very ur-
gent to fpeak with you, I ventured to bring himy up.

Dor. fam mch better ; but ftill troubled in mind.

Bel. Oh, as foon 83 you havedifpatch’d your butinefs,
1’11 fex your mind to rights, I}l warrant you. [ Exit.

Ara. May be not [.4fide.] Friend, thy brother did fend
this unto thee ; when thou haft overlooked the contents
thereof, thoa wilt know my bulinefs here.

Dor. May be it containe fomething of that traitor
Worthy. [Reads.

¢¢ Beloved fifter,”

The bearer hereof, being the fon of Ananias, who was
an upright member of the caufe, I recommend unto thee
for a help-mate. He hath two thouiand pounds a ycm",i

E 2 an
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and ftiffly adherent to our ways of going; and I fend him

to thee in good feafon, that thou may’ft be delivered from

the wicked defigns of the feducing married man Worthy,
Thine, in truth and fincerity,

Shadrach Zeal.”

Dor. A comely youth, well worthy my good liking.
Befides, how blett an occafion offereth to be revenged of
an ungrateful man! {4fide.] Art thou, young man, the
fubject of this paper ? .

. dra. Yea, lovely maiden, Iam the chofen man, fe-
le@ed by my friend and thy good brother to greet thee
with a holy kifs, and tell thee I love thee, fair one.

Dor. Love me at firft fight! Have a care thou
talk net in the langlage of the world, and play the de-
ceiver ; if thou doft, affure thyfelf I fhall rebuke thee

- forit.

Ara. 1 have feen thee often before, verily.

Dor. Where didit thou fee me ? :

Ara. Inthe great London city.

- Dor. When there faw’ft thou me ?

Ara. At the laft general aflembly of the faithfid, meg
at that feafon worldFy men call Whitfuntide. o

Dor. Yea truly, our good brother Shadrach carried me
up to that noify town of pride and vanity, to greet our
brethren friends at the laft meeting. But if thou faw’ft

me there, how chanceth it, that in fo long a filence thou -

haft flifled up the breathings of thy heart, from the fitth
month even 1o the ninth ?

Ara. Oh! Dorcas, Dorcas,e——— ah I faw and
Joved thee, bur, alas! I check’d the moving fpirit within;
With my green years, methought 1 was too young to
lead a fitter,

Dor. 'Too young! Oh, fie! was that the fault! the
yourger the fporting lambs, they play more harmlefsly :.
verily, the outward man thou beareft, looketh with an
‘honeft face. .

Ara. My inward man bears the fime honeft face too.
[K:ffes Dorcas’s Hazd.] Deny me not thine hand.

Dor. Some fuch like agonies as thefe, I felt from the
firlt touchces of the falfe Worthy.

Ara. Falfe indeed !—He is one of the profane, alien to
our purer flock ; and who can tell, were he thy chofcn

yoke-




-THE FAIR QUAKER OF DEAL 83

?ke-mm, but he'd force thee to ene of hisown fteeple-
oufes; nay, and perhaps lead three in vain toppings, te
»carnal feat in one of the fad play-houfes ?

Dor. (Sighs.] Ah!—— :

Ara. But I am, thou know’ft, a lamb of thy own fold;
mme thou may'® mould to what thy ewn heart liketh :
then let us not, like the vain babbling worldly ones, thus
Jofe the precioas time in foolifh courtthip; but let me
forthwith wriggle myfelfinto thy inward affections,

Dar. Yea,1dotake thee, and like a backflider, who
vepenteth, Iwill, with pure zeal and fervency, surn unto
thee. .

Enter Worthy, Rovewell, Sir Charles, and Belinda.

Wor. Oh, my dear créature, do I hold thee faft!

Ara. Friend, haft'thou any pretenfions to this woman,
who is the wife of my bofomn ?

Dor. Stand off, vile man, thou withi thy flattering tongue
hadft atmoft betrayed fiie : but now I defy thee. Go to
thy wife and children,

#or. Furies and fir¢ ! 1 fhall run diftraCted.

Ara. Friend, fwear not atall. .
_ Wor. What canting coxcomb’s this, that dares ufurp
sy right ?

Ara. Thou may’ft blufier as much 23 thou pleafeft :
but I tell unto thee, this woman is bone of my bone, and
fleth of my flefh.

Dor. Thou haft faid the truth, and nothing but the
truth ; I fay again andagain, begone to thy own wife.

- Ara. Ay, go unto thy wife. '

Wor. Rovewell, Sir Charles, Belinda, muft 1 bear ail
this ? Let me but keep my fenfes !

Bel. 1 am furprifed atyou!

Rowv. Behold, the letters you received were written by
Arabella: fee here, her very hand. :

Ara. Féiend, liften not to them, they are deceivers :
let us depart from amongft them.

Sir €ha. Looi’e, young fellow, none of your imper-
tinent canthere : this lady fhall not fhir *ilt we have ua-
deceived her. '

Kowv. And when we have dene that, good Sir, vou

E 3 may
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may troop to the Bull and Mouth again, without this fhe.
friena’s money.

Dor, What power haft thon to hinder our departing
hence ? o ,

Ara. Ay, friend, tell us that.

Rov. How can you be fo cruel to a man, whofe life's
fole happinefs is placed in you ?

Dor, How can I be cruel enough to one, who would
have for ever made me miferable ?

Hor. Oh! would you but hear me juflify myfelf, I
foon would anfwer all this villainous forgery, and clear
my wounded innocence and honour. :

dra. Friend, hear him not, he hath a vile deluding
tongue. . :

Sir Cha, Hark’ee, young fellow, I have fomething to
tell you.

Ara. Friend, I have nothing to fay to thee; therefore
touch me not, I fay,

Dor. Pray ufe no rudenefs, but let us begone quietly,

Sir Cha., {Io ftruggling, good, fweet, diminutive cox-
comb ; if thou doft, I fhall ufe the carnal weapon upoa
thee. :

Ara. Begone, fellow.

[In firuggling her hat and awig fall ofs

Bel. How ! Arabella ! —Then the plot’s difcovered !

Dor. [Shrieks.]) How’s this! my holy brother in the
fpirit, turned to an arrant fifter in the flefh !

Wor. Ha!——my old friend,- this was a well-acted
tragi-comedy, : ,

Dor. I am info much confufion and furprize, I know
not what to fay.

Ava. Now, Sir, I fuppole you’ll let me go; I have no
more bufinefs here.

Str Cha. ‘This difcovery will make me hold you fafter
than before.

Rev, Ay, Madam, there’s no retreating now ; we'll
be even with you for all your ufage.

Der. Friend Worthy, cantt thou forgive me, and once
more take my hand.? ,

Wor. Can I live! Not without thee, I'm fure! Oh,
had you but once o’erlooked thefe lines, how had you
faved me this wild diftraction ! ‘

N

Sie
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Sir Cha. Look’e, Madam, no ftruggling ; you are now
my prifoner; I fhall not releafe you but upon very ad-
vantageous terms to myfelf,

Bel. Thofe terms, Sir Charles, let me have leave to
make. I know the gentlewoman’s mind fo well, that I
dare give you her band. ,

Ara. Upon what account, Belinda ? .

Bel. Why, upon the account of being my Lady Plea.
fant.. Pr’ythee don’t put en a diffembling look ; confent
forthwith, or you fhall die a maid. But firft I'll recon.
cile you to this couple.

Dor. 1 forgive thee, fifter, what excefs of paflion
moved thee to; but if thou valueft me, accept of the
man Pleafant for thy hufband.

Ara. 1 am a little confounded ; let me retire till I
have recovered myfelf, I'll wait on you again. [/ going.

Dor. Stay, fifter, hufband. that ‘wouldft have been;
one ferious word before thou goeft. : g

Ara. Ay, and two merry ones, if you pleafe.

Dor. If I had taken thee hand in hand to the fleeples
houfe yoke-maker, wouldft thou have had the impudence
to have faid after him; I, a falfe brother Ananias, také
thee a true fifter Dorcas, to have and to hold, to love
and to cherith ?——Thou love and cherith me! when
thou kneweft thyfelf a woman, and hadft it not in thee,
naughty creature !

Ara. No, faith, fifter, Ifhould never have pufthed the
jeft fo far neither.

Dor. Go, go thy ways; thou arta fad facetious girl. .

. [Exit Arabella,

Rov. Follow, Sir Charles, follow her; never let her
go beyond thy reach, till thou haft her fafe ; and we’ll
all go along with thee, to be ready for auxiliaries upon
occafion.

Bel. Well, I’ll take care the breeches fhall be delivered,
Sir Charles ; this fhall be the laft hour of your wearing
thofe mafculine trophies of tyranny.

[ Exeunt all but Worthy and Dorcas,

Dor. Well, this malicious fifter of ours had a firange
plot againft us; but, I hope, kind Worthy, thou canft
beartily forgive her. :

Wor. Ay, and thank the very band that fnatched tghee

rom
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from me, becaufe it brings me the tranfporting joys o
this bleft reftoration. . porting Joy

Enter Flip, pulling in Mixen, whe bolds Jenny Private is
bis other band, dreffed like @ Quaker, exaifly like Dorcas.

FI? Now pox on thee, come forwards with thy fair
fpoufe ; as thou haft fnapt this rich galleon, and got the
ten thoufand pound cargo, never be athamed of thy good
fortune, but bear up full fail to him, and lay him athwart
with her. :
Miz. By my bowfprit, and fo 1 will. Oh, the fweet
leafure of the mortification I fhall give him.—Come
rward, fwecting. [Enter awith her father upon the Stage.}
My dear brother Worthy, thou feeft I have made bold,
We have figned and {ealed, noble Captain,
- Wer, I fee ﬁou' have.

Fiip. Ay, Bully Tar, they are twined together as
ftrong as a firft-rate cable.
Miz. Ha! What's yonder ! {Spying the real Dor-

€23.] Is that beautiful Quaker a relation of thine?
io Fen. Yea, my dear fifter and -friend, I greet thee
vingly.

chry My fifter ! Pray, who art thou ?

4en. In"my fingle eftace I was called Dorcas Zeal ;
but in my wedlock bonds my name is Dorcas Mizen.

-Der. Dorcas and Zeal '——Who gave thee thofe
mames ¢

Fen. None of the vain ceremonies of godfathers and
‘godmothers ; no verily, it is a name I borrowed to my-
felf, to make this dear man happy in a yoke-mate.

Miz. Borrowed! in the name of Lucifer.

Dor. Nay, in my cloath'mg too! my very lkenefs.

Wor. 1 with you joy, my happy rivat!

Flip. Ay, joy, Sir, joy in your ten thoufand pound
Quaker.

Miz. Ten thoufand torments! Joy ! never was man
fo cheated, fo betrayed and ruined Spoufe, mionfter,
‘fury, Jezabel, who art thou ?

Fen. Shall I an{wer thee in the language of the fanc-
tified ?

Miz. No, anfwer me in thine own inferpal diale®t;
and tell me, fricnd, whence cameft thou? 5

: ety
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eno From London, an’t pleafe you.

Miz. A womman of the town, I fuppofe; a walking
-night-bird, in or about Drury-Lane wards.

" Fen. Yes, truly, one of that cloudy generation. But
Heavens be thanked, thofe dark days are aver with me,
1 fhall {hine out a captain’s lady now.

Miz. Shine out a firebrand, brimflone and fmoke! a
whore, a common ftrumpet ! .

Flip. Oh, fye, brother Mizen, no more hard words,
but take ber to thy bofom. )

Miz, Take her to the devil.

Flip, I tell thee, Mizen, thou couldft not have picked
out a wife fo fit for thee, out of a whole regiment of
doxies. Does fhe not own herfelf a piece of brittle
ware ? and will fo fweetly fet off thy cabin with the reft
of thy china!

Wor. Ay, Mizen, take the commodore’s good coun-
fel, and bear it all with patience; thou art as quarrel-
fome as a game-cock at a looking-gla(s, and with as little
reafon for thy paffion.

Miz. Not reafon for my paffion, when I'm tied to fuch
a limb of hell! .

Wor. No, not when thou haft deferved to be fo tied! -

Miz. Deferved !

Wor. Ay, Sir, deferved. Didft not thou know my
claim to this fair creature? And with thy treacherous
defigns to play fo poor a game, to invade my facred
right, art thou not juitly punithed ?

Dor. Yea, naughty man, thou halt thy juft reward. .

Miz., Ay, noble Worthy, I own myfelf a villain, and
the hand of heaven has reached me for it.

Flip. Hang thee, who pities thee ? You wanted a ten
thoufand pounder, and muft fet up downright bucca-
necr,. and pirate for a wife ; no prize but Worthy’s Dor-
cas ! now | have married a girl :

Wor. Thou married ! )

Flip. Ay, this very morning. But my fubbs-yacht
pretends to no thoufands ; a pox of portions, I have yel-
low-bows enow (thanks to a harveft in her majefty’s fer-
vice) to make the white and red in the fair cheeks of an
honeft fmiling bedfellow look lovely, with neither paint
nor patch, )

FFor,
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Wor. Where is this white and red, with neither paint
-mor ;patch ? Troch, Rlip, thou keepeft thy ruftic humour
flill; to have taken a young bride, and be feen thuslong
-out of ‘her company, on the very nuptial morning, is not
over modith, let.me tell you. :

Flip. Hang ceremonies. Look you, Sir, the weach
A bave tdken is & phin country pinnace, with-no gay
gildings, either at poop or ftem ; but her plain trim &
neat, that at dwft fight, as {he {ailed by 'me, a puff of
love fprung up fo brifk a gale, that I itnmetiarely tackel
round, and boarded her.

* Wer. Thatis tolay, you wedded her.

filip. Right, Sir; and when the job was done, Iwa
obliged topwt herin a little move modith rigging it for
the fhe-maccof a commodore ; my landlady and the are

one together to the milliner’s and the femphtrefs's, and

fmfotﬂ:-—-—but[ expo&t shiem——fbe, here they wrel
Oh, my fwoet fpoufe! ‘
Emrer Jihup wwd Cribidge,

Wor. Joy, happy Sir.

Mix. Thelike w*you, fair bride |

i 1 thank you, gentlemen and ladies: dhanks ®
the whele fair company. Hulwmy Fweer coufin here!
Dear Jenny — { Embracing ber,

Feap. Her coufm, fay you!

Jilr. Ay, my beft dear, though I have the honaurto
fe 2 commodore’s lady, I muft not grow proud, and for
get my old friends and acquaintance. This young lady
and 1 were bred up play-fellows together.

i &lip. Not ax her game, I hope.

Fiér. Oh! yes, Sir; we were two fuch intimates, two
fach fworn friends, that our delights, our joys, oar very
lives were all wound up together.

Flip. Where, where, my pretty lady-bird, was thy
acquaintance with that ptay-fcliow ? .

Fit. At London, Sir. :

* £Hp, What part of Londun ?
- Jilt. The neighbourhood of Covent-Garden.
- Ylip. Siak and Sodom !

JFeie. Boch Jodgers in one houfe ; nay, and when eicher
of us kad room for a the-bedfellow, we were thofe loving
fools, we always flept together, é‘lip
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Fign Qh .
Filt. This frank confeffion is, I hope, my virtue, not

wy faule: I have lived in a bad:world, and: played the
pocsite {o long, that I am now quite weary oa’t; be-

fides, you're a pliin-dealing honeft gentlemsn, and iv

would be barbarous. ta tell you lies-upon your wedding-

day.. Yeu frankly married me for better for worfs, per-
form your vow then, and take me as you find me.

Flz{; Take a fuceubus ;—difeafes, poxes, leprofy!
Oh, fool! fqt! dotard! lunatic !~Death ! I'll run.mad;
tura the muzzie of a gun dewn ia the powder-room, and
blow myfelf up to the devil.

Wer. Hold, Flip, no treafon !~ Blow up her majefty’s

lis Blow the world up!

Miz, Ay, brother fuffercr, married to. two fuch mif-.
creants, fo hardened in their fhame, they make is even.
their glory to proclaim it.—Oh, Worthy, if thow-beareft
2.buman foul, asbafely as 1 plotted to betray thee, even
thou thyfelf- muft pity me.

Wer. 1. do pity thee, pity both of yeu; and to prove I
de fo, what will, you fay to me, if I releafe you, knock.
off your chains, and free you both from flavery ?

Miz. What will we fay ! ~——We’ll kneel to thee.

Fiip. Wocthip thee. ' :
thM z. Thou fhalt command our lives, we’ll fight fos:
ce.

Flip, Hang for thee.

Mix. Dyown for thee. [Kneeling.

Wor. No more of this-remantic fluff. What will you-
do for thefe poor creatures ? :

Fiip, Do for them !—~Why, friend, I'll give a leg or
an arm for cempofition.

Hor. A leg or an arm !——A haunch of common
fwine’s fleh would do them twice the fervice. What
beead will you give them, to take them off from their
lewd lives, apd make two honeft women of them ?

_ Flip. Troth, ¥’ll give my boatfwain’s pay, fettled for
life upon her, .
lu;tf:d’. That fhall fatisfy. Say, girl, art “thou con--

y!'ko’ )
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ilt. So well contented, Sir, that on- my knees I'll
thank you. ‘ '

Flip. Sayeft thou fo, girl? Then, faith, I'll throw thee
in one twenty brace of pounds torig an honeft houfe up
of thy own, and rooft no more in whores nefts.

. Wor. Well, fign this parchment, which entitles her to
fifty pounds a year for life, and I'll releafe you.~—And
what fays Mizen ¢ :

Miz. Faith, DI'lltreat my Jenny [ Pulls out a large rich
pat([e.] with this purfe of gold, the weighty ftowage of
a fair hundred guineas, and give her the fame fettlement
into the bargain,

. Wor. Come, come, fign, fign them.——Now, gen-
tlemen, in order to your deliverance, firft, I muft rell
you both, thefe fweet wedlock-nofes were my handy
work, your friend and fervant Wortby, the head match-
maker.

Flip, and Miz. Thou!

War, Not to ruin you, but reform you! And now for
a fafe cure to all fears and dangers, the reverend man in
black that linked you both, wasonly an honeft tar, your
" good friend Cribidge in pious mafquerade ; and fince there:
has been neither lawful matrimony nor confummation,:-
the knot will foon be loofed.

Crib. You fee, noble Captain, I'm ready to ferve you
in all capacities. .

Flip. 1 thought indeed the canonical rafcal had a hang-:
ing look, fomewhat like my lieutenant. o

Miz. Ay, hang him, rogue, a balter would better be-
come his neck. for a collar, than a furcingle his whore-
fon hide for a girdle. '

Wer. No murmurs, thou knoweft how thou deferveft it,

Miz, Touch my paft hame no more, I'm a true pe--
nitent.

Wor. And for thee, Flip, Iknew thee fuch arake, that
the leaft mad drunken fit would run thee headlong into:
irrevocable fhame and ruin; and therefore, even tor thy.
mere prefervation, I put this innocent cheat upon thee,
only to fland a warning fea-mark to thee, againft all fu-
ture fhipwrecks op this quickfand. T
. Flip. By Neptune, and by Mars, you are a brave fel-:
oW
“ore
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Wer. And, gentlemen, to fign your full redemption,
thefe ladies fhall feal articles of releafe. :
Filt. The ftrongeft you can afk, or law can bind ; and
fince you have provided fo handfomely for us, we are re-
refolved to change our courfe of lives, and live hoveftly
. for the future. What thoufand of wreiched creatures,
like ourfelves, would willingly
The follies of their ill-{pent lives recall,
Turn, and live honeft, could they live at all.
Fexn. Yes, female frailty firft made them finners, but
from neceffity they live and die fo.
To their dark cells and midnight revels led,
Not from their thirft to man, but hunger for his
bread.

Wor. Well, though I have made your purfes fmart a
litle, you fee I have made you do fome good in your
generation, put a helping hand to two pcor finners’ con-
verfion.

Flip, Ay, and my own converfion too. Henceforward
T'll keep fuch honeft fellows as thee company, caft off
my old, dull rafcally converfation, and learn good fenfe
and manners.

Miz. Nay, dear Worthy, take one new convert more,
for from this hour I’ll play the effeminate fool no more,
but bear the face of a man like thee, ftrip my fop-cabin
of all my china baubles, toys for girls, and thew myfelf
a true hero for my glorious queen.

" Wor. Nay, now, dear gentlemen, you'll make me proud
of this day’s happy work.

Enter Sir Charles, and Arabella in ber own drefs, Rove-
well axd Belinda,

. Wor. Well, dear Sir Charles, how ftand the affairs of
ove ? :
Sir Cha. Faith, very well : generous Arabella has hung
out her white flag, and given her promife {he’ll feal the
fpeedy articles of {urrender.
Wor. Nay then, Sir, we fhall fee you fhine a con-
queror, :
Sir Cha, When this fair hand has crowned me one.
Ara. Yes, Worthy, no more of my wild sirs, no more

maq frolics; as I have ﬂudi;d to plague thee, I’ll play
a fo-
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a foberer part, and ftudy now—[Giwing ber hand to Sir
Charles.]

Sir Cha. To blefs the happieft of mankind,

Wor. But what fays Rovewell ?

Rov. What I am proud to fay ; Belinda’s kind at laft,
and crowns my love.

Bel. Yes, Worthy, I have at laft played the true wo-
man, not always able to hold out invincible.

Wor. Well, ladies, fince the whole preliminaries of
the foft peace of love are all adjuited, what if, accord-
;ng to old laudable cuftom, we have a little mufic anda

ance. :

Sir Cha. Nothing more a-propos.

Rov. Madam, you are my partner.

Dor. Oh, fie, friend Rovewell! the females of our
congregation, think it vanity of vanities.

Row. Yes, in the country they may do’t; but your
London friends have all the gaiety imaginable ; they fing,
they dance, wear patches, and keep vifiting-days.

Dor. Well, rather than {poil your mirth, I will walk

about,
A DANCE.

After the Country Dance, enter a Servant.
Serw. Your cockfwain and boat’s crew, hearing you
had got the mufic, defire they may prefent you with a
litcle of their agility. :

A DANCE of Sailors.

Dor. Well, dear Worthy, fince I have heard the af-
fe&ted fanélity and friendly cant, not only from my fifter
Arabella, but even from that carnal veflel of pollution ;
to make our marriage-yoke more chearful ftill, from this
blefled hour I’ll join thy holy worfhip.

Wer. Now I have all my utmott with could afk.

Miz. Hold, Worthy, do not boaft too proud a triumph
in raking this fair profelyte. Flip, and I, have there
outdone you, you have only made a fifter convert from
one faith to another ; but we have converted a fair brace
of infidels, a work of reformation far beyond you. -

I ors
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Wor. Ay, there you have outdone me: and, I think,
gentlemen, you have fet a good example for the world
in general to follow.

Oh ! what a happy change this age would find,

In all the loofer part of womankind,

Would all their cullies do as you have done,

And every fool, like you, reform but one.

Enp of the FirTu AcT.

o)
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~

Spoken by the FAIR QuUAKER.

FRIENDS, doth it pleafe you that this trifle pafs ?
Are you contented not to damn the afs ?

Or doth it toyour aifer judyment fecm

More fit this leading folly to condemn,

For fear of being charg'd with more of them ?

Sedatcly thinky and let your equal zeal

Weigh both the publick and bis private weal.

Fx':j then, P'th" publick name, debate it whether

Ye can fubfif}, kecp life and foul together,

Without the primilige of coming bither.

If that you can [pin out your life-long days,

Without the wanity of feeing plays,

Doswn <with this feribbler’s bopes, this boufe and all,

Let both thefe marts for lewdnefs, tumble, fall,

For, ab, it cuteth, it provoketh paffion,

To thinkyou fhould indulge abomination,

But if you're barden’d, flung, as I may fay,

With moral madnz/} like tarantala,

That nothing elfe but noife and dance tan cure you,

Then pray encourage what you bave beforeyou,

For as thefe triflers now-a-days do write,

Nomirth's more innocent than this to-night.

Now, Sirs, I come to plead our frippling’s caufe,

Al the young fellozy wants, isyour applaufe.

Poel’s a founding, empty name,

Born on Parnaffus’ cliffs, be pants for fame;

Not ev'nyour third night's beunty would content bim,

If of the grand Sophies you fbould prevent bim ;

That avord my fkill in'languages bas lent bim,

Nay, for my own fake I demand this grace,

Becaufe with much confiraint I'we fct my face,

To.carry on a quaker’s dull grimace :

And ill, my friends, you would reward my pains,

Jf I jhoald fuffer for his want of brains ;

For wbere the Iucklefs poet feels your bate,

Tbe undiftinguifbt’d players Jbare your fate.

WC
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THE TREASURY ; or, Repofitory of Politics and
Literature for 1770. The materials which thefe’
volumes contain are the moft authentic monuments hy
which to arrive at the truth of thofe tranfactions and
events which have fo much agitated the prefent tinses,
and which are fo likely to attract the attention of tuture
ages. 2 vols. price 125,

REMARKS on the ENGLISH LANGUAGE;
being a deteétion of many improper expreffions
ufed in converfation, and of many others to be found
in authors. By R. Baker.

é¢ Mr. Baker, the author of thefe remarks, has
“ pointed out a great number of improper expreffions,
¢ which we frequently hear in converfation, or mect
¢ with in books; and has fubjoined many ufeful ob-
“ fervations.” Critical Review. Price 12s. .

ISCOURSES on the feveral eftates of man on
EARTH, in HEAVEN, and HELL, deduced

from reafon and revelation, as they have been repeatedly
delivered to crowded congregations in the abbey church
at Bath, and at St Stephen’s, Walbrook, London.
Price 2s. 6d. :

THE HISTORY of Sir WILLIAM HARRING-
TON. Written fome years fince, and revifed,
correed, and improved, by the late Mr. Samuel Rich«
ardfon, author of Pamela, Clariffa, Sir Charles Grandi-
fon, &c. in four volumes. Price 12s.

This interefting work,” befides a very extenfive
fale at home, has been circulated through Scotland,
Ircland, France and Germany. It has been gene-
rally allowed not unworthy a fituation in all libra.
rics, as a fupplement to Richardfon’s excelleut
writings; and the encouragement it has met, plainly
den:lon(trates the approbation wherewith it has been
read.

To this new edition an explanatory index is ad-
ded by the editor, who takes this means of returnihn_g
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his fincere thanks to the public, for the indulgent re-
ception the work has heen favoured with, and affures
them every care fhall be taken within his ability, to
render it ftill more deferving of their attention.

THE UNIVERSAL CATALOGUE. Containing
a concile review of every new publication of the
preceding month, on the plan of the French catalogues ;

together with an abitra&t of the opinions of both Criti--

cal and Monthly Reviews, and every other periodical
work (of which there are many) that undertake to give
an account of mew books. As thefe opinions are
ranged under each other, gentlemen will thus be better
able to judge of the meritof any piece, than by a fight
of a few ill-chofen extralls, feleéted by one prejudiced
or incompetent reviewer. Befides, as the authors of
this work do not intend to confine themfelves to a cers
tain number of pages, no publication of the preceeding
month will be omitted ; an advantage the public has
not hitherto experienced, as books have not been re-
viewed till fome months after they have been out,

N DWARD and ELEONORA, a tragedy, as itis
E performed at the Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden.

Written by TuomsoN, and altered by THomas Hury,

Price 1s.

THE PRODIGAL SON, an Oratorio§ written by
. Mr. Huri, of Covent-Garden Theatre, and fet
to mufic by Dr. ArNoLp. A new and improved edi-
tion, embellifhed with a beautiful engraving adapted
to the fubje&. Price 1s.

ICHARDPLANTAGENET, a Legendary Tale;
written by Mr. Hury, who has taken uncommon
pains in fele€ting every curious particular in his power,
that might tend to-confirm the authenticity of the ftory,
which is founded on a very fingular and pathetic event.
Mr. Sherwin has finithed the embellithment, under
the immediate infpeftion of thecelebrated BartovLoz21,
in a ftile that will attraét critical approbation. ‘The
fubje&
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fubje@ is an affecting interview befween two principal
Chara&ers in the Poem, and the effet muft irrefiflibly
pleafe every judicious eye. - Quarto, on very large and
fine paper. 2s. 6d.

THE FRIENDS ; or Original Letters of a perfon
deceafed ; now firft publithed from the manu-
feript in his correfpondent’s hands. In two volumes,
price 6s. bound.

New Edition, being the Sixth, Price 23, 6d. De-
dicated, by Permiffion, to Lord Vifcount Ligo-
nier. PRINCIPLES of POLITENESS. Part1. By
the late Lord CHESTERFIELD. Methodized and
digefted under diftin&t heads, with Additions, by the
Rzv. Dr. JOHN TRUSLER. Containing every in»
firultion neceffary to complete the Gentleman and Man
of Fafhion, toteach him a knowledge of life, and make
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ADVERTISEMENT.

N

HE alterations and additions in this play (as per-
formed at the Theatres) on comparing 1t with the
original, were judged fo neceflary and judicious, and the
omiffions fo numerous and intricate, that it was imprace
ticable to give the original intire, without greatly embar-
raffing the reader ; fuch lines as could be reit-frcdy (though
omitted on the ftage) are printed with inverted commas,
thofe in Italics are added in the reprefentation.
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THE ARGUMENT.
be ficknofs bot, a mafler quit, for fear,

is houfe in town, and left one fervant there ;
afe bim corrupted, and gave means to know,

cheater and his punk ; avho, now brought loav,

eawing their narrow praélice, avere become

oz'ners at large ; and only wanting fome

oufe to fet up, with him they bere contraft,

ach for a _/77{;;'(, and all begin to ad. v

M uch company they draw, and much abufe
/4 ﬁ,)' 154 »
s

' cafting ficures, telling fortunes, neqvs,
elling of flies, fat bawd'ry, awith the flone ;
ill ity and they, and all in fume are gone.

PROLOGUE

tune, that favours fools, thefe two fhort bours
We wifb away, both for your fakes and ours,

Judging fpectators ; and defire in place,

o the author juflice, to ourfikves but grace,

Our feene is London, ’caufg we would make known,
No country’s mirth is better than our own :

No clime breeds better matter for your avbore,
Bawd, *fquire, impofior, many perfons more,

Wbhefe manners, nowv call’d bumours, fred the Sage ;
And which have fill been fubjec? for the rage

Or fplecn of comic awriters,  Though this pcn

Did never aim to grieve, but better men;

Howe'cr the age be lives in doth endure

The wices that fbe brecds, above sheir cxre.

But avhen the avholefome remedies are fivect,

And in their working, gain and prqf{ mect, -

He bape. to find no fpirit fo much difeas'd,

But il swith fuch fair corre@ives be pleas’d :

For bere be dotb not fear who can apyly.

I

there be any that will fit fo nigh

Unto the fiream, to look avhat it doth run,
They fball find things, they’ld think, or wifh, vsere done;
They are fo narural follics, but fo fhexvn,

As

even the doers may ficy and yet not ozun,
As DRA.
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Dol Common, Colleague with Subtle ’
and Face, e - ——— Mrs. Hopkins.

* Dame Pliant, a Widow, Sifler to the

angry Boy —_— —— Mrs. Johnfton.
Neig%xbours, ’Officers, &c. Joba

The S CE NE, Londes,
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ALCHYMIST.

ACT I
Face, Subtle and Dol Common,

Fack.
Elieveir, I will.
Sub. Do thy worft. I dare thee.

Face. Sirrah, I'll ftrip you out of all your fleights.

Dol. Nay, look ye, fovereign, .general, are you made

men ?

Sub, 0, let the wild fheep loofe. . I'll gum your filks
With good ftrong-water, an’ you come.

Dol. Will you have
The neighbours hear you ? Will you betray all 2
¢ Hark, I hear fomebody,’ ‘

Face. Sirrah!

Sub. 1 fhall mar
All that the taylor has made, if you approach.

Face. You moft notorious whelp, you infolent flave,
Dare youdo this?

Sub. Yes faith, yes faith.

Face. Why, who '

Am I, my mungrel? Whoam I?

Sub, Tl tell you, , .
Since you know not yourfelf—

Face. Speak lower, rogue.

Sub. Yes, you were once (time not long pafs’d) the
Honeft, plain, livery-man, thatkept fgood,
Your mafter’s worthip’s houfe here in the Friars,

For the vacations.
Face. Will yoube foloud?
Sub, Since, by my means, tranflated fuburb-captain. .
Face,
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Face. By your means, Doétor Dog ?

Sub. Within man’s memory,
All this I fpeak of.

Face. Why, 1 prayyou, have I
Been countenanced by you, or you by me?
Dobut colle&, Sir, where I met you firfle

Sub. 1 do not hear well. ~ ' ‘

Face. Not of this, I think its
But I fhall put you in mind, Sir; at Pie-Corner,
Taking your meal of fteam in, from cocks’ ftalls ;
Where, like the father of hunger, you did walk
Piteoufly coftive, witlr your pinch’d-horn nofe,
And your complexion of the Roman watch,
Stuck full of black and melanchol:c worms,
Like powder corn fhot at th’ Artillery-yard.

Sub. 1 with you could advance your voice a little.

Face, When you went pinn'd up in the {everal rags
You had rak’d and pick’d from dunghills, before day;
Your feet in mouldy flippers, for your kibes
A felt of rug, and a thin thredden cloak,
‘That fcarce wou!d cover your no-buttocks—

Sub. So, Sir!

Face. When a!l your alchymy, and your algebra,
Your minerals, vegetals, and animals,
Your conjuring, coz’ning, and your dozen of trades,
Could not relieve your corpfe with fo much linen
Would make you tinder butto fee a fire ;
I gave you count’nance, credit for your coals,
Your ftills, your glafles,” your materials ;
_ Built you a turnace, drew you cuitomers,
Advanc’d all your black arts ;- lent you, befide,
A houfe to pra&tife in—

Sub, Your mafter's houfe? ' .

Face. Where you have ftudied the more thriving fkill
Of bawd’ry fince.

Suzb. Yes, in your mafter’s houfe.
You and the rats here kept poffeflion.
Make it not ftrange. ¢ I know you were one could keep
¢ The butt’ry hatch flill lock’d, and fave the chippings,
¢ Sell the dole beer to agua-vite men, :
¢ The which, together with your Chriftmas vails

¢ At poft and pair, your letting out of counters,
’ ¢ Made
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Magde you a pretty flock, fome twenty marks,

And gave you credit to converfe with cobwebs '
Here, fince your miftrefs’ death hath broke up houfe. -
¢ Face. You might talk foftlier, rafcal.

¢ S«b. No, you Scarabe ;

I’11 thunder you in pieces : I will teach you

How to beware to tempt a fury again,

‘That carries tempeft in his hand and voice.

¢ Face. The place has made you valiant.

¢ Sxb. No, your cloaths.

‘Thou vermin, have.Ita'en thee out of dung,

So poor, fo wretched, when no living thing

Would keep thee company, buta fpider, or worfe | -
Raifed thee from brooms, and duft, and-wat'ring pots |
Sublim’d thee, and exaltedithee, and fix'd thee

I? the third region, call’d our State of Gmce |
Wrought thee to fpirit, to quinteflence, with pai
Would twice have won me the philofopher’s work |,
Made thee a fecond in mine own greatart !

And have I this for thanks ? Do you rebel ?

Do you-fly-out-i’the ‘projedion ¢ '

‘Would you begene now ¢

¢ Dol.-Gentlemen, what-mean you ?

‘Will you marall ?

¢ Sub. Slave, thou hadft no name— .
¢ Dof, Will you undo yourfelves with civilwar? .
¢ .8ub. Never been known, patt-equi elibanum,
'The heatof horfe-dung, under .ground, in cellars,
Or an ale- houfe darker than deaf John’s ; -been loft
To all mankind, ‘but laundreffes and tapfters,

Had not I been.

¢ Dol. Do you know who hears you, fovereign?

¢ Face, Sirrah— '

¢ Dej. Nay, general, I thought you were civil—’
Face, 1 fhall turn defperate, if you grow thus loud.
Sxb. And hang thyfelf, . I care not.

Face. Hang thee, Collier,

And all thy pots and pans, in picure, ¢ I will,
¢ Since thou haft mov’d me—

¢ Dol. Oh, this ’l o’erthrow all.
¢ Face. Write thee up bawd in Pawl’s, have all thy

¢ Of coz’ning with a.hollow coal, duft, fcrapings, [tricke

¢ Searching
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¢ Searching for things loft with a fieve and fhears,
¢ Ereling figures in your rows of houfes,
¢. And taking in of thadows with a glafs,
¢ Told in red letters ; and a face cut for thee,
¢ Worfe than Gamaliel Ratfey’s,
¢ Dol. Are you found ?
¢ H.’ you your fenfes, mafters?
¢ Face, 1 will have
¢ A book, but barely reckoning tht{ impoftures,
¢ Shall prove a true philofopher's flone to printers.® -
Sxb. Away, you trencher-rafcals '
Face. Out, you dog-leach,
The vomitof all prifons. -
. Ddl. Will you be
Your own deftru®ions, gentlemen 2
Sub. Cheater.
Face. Bawd,
Suwb. Cow-herd.
Face. Conjurer.
. Sub. Cut-purfe. .~ = . ' ‘
Dol. Weare ruined | loft ! Ha’ you no more regard *
‘To your reputations ? Where’s your judgment ? Slight,
Have yet fome care of me, o’ your republick—
Face, Away, this brach. I’ll bring the rogue within’
The ftatute of forcery, * tricefimo tortio .
- ¢ Of Harry the Eighth ; ay, and, perhaps, thy neck
¢ Within a noofe, ?or laundring gold, and barbing it.”
Dol. You'll bring your head within a cockfcomb, will
. ou # ' '
[She catches out Face’s fword, aad breaks Subtle’sgiaft
And you, Sir, with your Menitrue, gather it up, ‘
*Sdeath ! you abomin:ble fpair of ftinkards,
Leave off your barking, and grow one again,
Or, by the light that thines, I'll cut your throats,
I’il not be made a prey unto the marthal,
For neer a {narling dog-bolt o’ you both.
Ha’ you together cozen’d all this while,
And all the world ? and thaliit now be faid, .
Yo’ have made moft courteous fhift to cozen yourfelves?
You will accufe him ! You will bring him in
‘Within the ftatute ! Who (hall take your word ?
" A whorefon, upftart, apocryphal captain, ..

Whom
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Whom not a puritan in Black-Friars will truft

So much as for a feather ! And you too

Will give the caufe, forfooth ! You will infult,

And claim a primacy in the divifions !

You muft be chief! As if you only had

‘T he powder to project with, and the work

Were not begun out of equality ?

‘The venture tripartite ! All things in common ;

W ithout priority.

Face. 1t is his fault;

He ever murmurs, and objefts his pains ;

And fays, the weight of all lies upon him, -
Suxb. Why, fo it does.

Dol. How does it? Do not we
Suftain our parts ?
Swb. Yes, but they are not equal,
Dol. Why, if your part exceed to-day, I hope
Ours may to-morrow match it,
Sub. Ay, they may.
Dol. May, murmuring maftiff ! Ay, and do. Death

Help me to throttle him. fon me !
Swb. Dorothy, Miftrefs Dorothy !

%Ods precious, I'll do any thing. What do you mean?
Doal. Becaufe o’ your fermentation and cibation ——
Sxb. Not I, by Heaven— .

Dol Your Soland Luna——help me. '
Sub. Would I were hang’d then. I'll conform myfelf,
Dol. Will you, Sir? Do fo then, and quickly : fwear,
Sub. What fhall I fwear ?
Dol. To leave your fa&ion, Sir,
And labour kindly in the common work.
Sub. Let menot breathe, if I meant ought befide, .
I only us’d thofe fpeeches as a fpur : :
To him.
Dol. I hope we need no fpurs, Sir. Do we?
Face. 'Slid, prove to-day, who fhall fhark beft.
Sub. Agreed. '
Dol. Yes, and work clofe and friendly.
Sud. *Slight, the knot

Shall grow the ftronger for this breach with me.

Dol, Why fo, my good baboons ! Shall we go make

A fort of fober, fcurvy, precife neighbours, -

; - (That
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(That fcarce have fmil’d twice fin’ the king camie in)
A feaft of laughter at our folliés ? . No, agree,
And may Don Provoft ride a featting lopg,
In his old velvet jerkin,
(My noble fovereign, and worthy general)
Ere we contribute a new cruel garter
To his moft worfted worfhip.
Sub. Royal Dol !
Spoken like Claridiana and thyfelf. :
* Faee. For which, at fupper, thou fhalt fit in triumph,
And not be ftil’d Dol Common, but Dol Proper,
Dol Singuar: ¢ the longeft cut, at night,
¢ Shall draw thee for his Dol Particular.,”  [One kzocks.
Sub, Who's that? [Kwacks.] To the window,
Pray heav’n
The matter do not trouble us thisquarter.

Face. Oh, fearnot him. ¢ While there dies one a Week
¢ O’ the plague, he’s fafe from thinking towazd Londos..
¢ Befide, he’s bufy at his hop-yards now :
¢ I had aletter from him. If he do, .
¢ He'll fend fuch word, forairing o’ the houfe,,
¢ As you fhall have fuflicient time to quit it:
¢ Tho’ we break up a fortnight, ’tis np matter.’

Suwb. Who isit, Dol? -

Dol. A fine young quodling.

3 Loyt clrk, 1 lighted on 1a nigh

y Lawyer's clerk, I lighted on laft night
%:!x.yl-lol:gm at the Dagger.- He would have-

(I told youof him) a familiar,
To rifle with at horfes, and win cups.
Dol. Oh, let him in.
Face. Get you :
Your robes on: I will meet him, as, going outs
Dol. And what fhall I do?
Face. Not be féen.. Away.
Seem you very referv’d..
Szb. Enough.
Face. God be with you, Sir.
1 pray you let him know that I was here,
His Name is Dapper. I would gladly have ftaid, but—=
Enter Dapper. - .
Dap. Captaip, Iam here,. b
. ' L0

rd
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Sub. Who’s that?
Face. He’scome, I think, Dofor.

Good faith, Sir, I was going away.

Dap. Intruth,
I am very forry, Captain,
Face. But I thought
Sure I fhould meet you.
Dap. Ay, I am very glad,

I had a fcurvy writ or two to make,
And I had lent my watch laft night to one
That dines to-day at the fheriff’s, and fo was robb’d
Of my pafs-time ? Is this the cunning-man ?

Face. This is his worfhip,

Dap. Is he a dottor?

Face, Yes. : .

Dap. And ha’ your broke with him, Captain?

Face. Ay.

Dap. And how?

Face. Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, fo dainty,

I know not what to fay.

Dap. Not fo, good Captain.
Face. Would I were fairly ridon’t, believe me.
Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, Sir. Why-fhould
ou with fo ? A
I dare affure you, I’ll notbe ungrateful.
¢ Face. 1 cannot think you will, Sir. But the law
¢ Is fucha thing.—And theén he fays, Read’s matter
¢ Falling fo lately.——
¢ Dap. Read! he wasan afs,
¢ And dealt, Sir, with a fool.
¢ Face. It was a clerk, Sir.
¢ Dap. -A clerk !
¢ Face. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the law
¢ Better, I think.— =
¢ Dap. 1 fhould, Sir, and the danger.
¢ You know, I fhew’d the ftatute to you.
¢ Face, Youdid fo. ‘
¢ Dap. And will I tell then ? By this hand of flefh,
¢ Would it might never write goqd court-hand more,
If I difcover. What do you think of me, .

¢ That Iam a Chiaufe ? ' ‘

¢ Face. What’s that ?B

-

e .Dafo
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¢ Dap. The Turk was, here—— -
¢ As one would fay, do you think Iam a Turk ?*
Face. I'll tell the Dottor fo.
Dap. Do, good fweet Captain.
Face. Come, noble Doctor, pray thee let’s prevail ;
This is the gentleman, and he is no Chiaufe.
8w, Captain, Ihavereturn’d you all my anfwer,
I would do much, Sir, for your love—but this
I neither may, norgan.
Face. Tut, do not fay fo.
You deal now with a noble fellow, Do&or,
One that will thank you richly, ¢and he’s no Chiaufe.’
Let that, Sir, move you.
Sub, Pray you, forbear.
Face. He has
Four angels here.
Sub. You do me wrong, good Sir. [ries!
Face. Doftor, wherein ¢ To tempt you with thefe {pi-
Sub. Totempt my art, and love, Sir, to my peril.
*Fore Heaven, I fcarce can think you are my friend,
‘That fo would draw me to apparent danger.
. Face. 1draw you! a horfe draw you, and a halter.
You and your flies together.
Dap. Nay, good Captain.
Face. That know no difference of men,
Sub. 'Good words, Sir.
Fuace. Good deeds, Sir, Doctor Dogs-meat. '
Dap. .Nay, dear Captain,
Ufe mafter Do&tor with fome more refpect. [head. -
Face. Hang him, proud. flag, with his broad velvet
But for your fake, I'd choak, ere I would change
An article of breath with fuch a puckfoi fteeses
Come, let’s be gone.
Sub. Pray you, let me fpeak with you,
Dap. His Worfhip calls you, Captain.
Face. 1am forry |
I e’er embark’d myfelfin fuch a bufinefs. :
Dap. Nay, good Sir, he'did call you.
Face. Will he take then?
Suzb. Firft hear me—
Face. Not a fyllable, ’lefs you take,
Sub, Pray ye, Sir—
Face,
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Face. Upon no terms, but an affamppt.
Sub. Your humour muft be law. (He takes money.
Face. Why now, Sir, talk. '
Now I dare hear you with mine honour. Speak.
So may this gentleman too. -
Sub. Why, Sir
Face. No whifpering,
Sub. Fore heaven, you do not apprehend the lofs
You do yourfelf in this.
Face. Wherein ? For what ? .
Sub. Marry, to be fo importunate for one, *
‘That, when he hasit, will undoyouall! .
He’ll win up all the money i’the town,
If it be fet him.
¢ Face. How!
¢ Sub. Yes, and blow up gamefter after gamefter,
¢ As they do crackers in a puppet-play.
- ¢ If I do gixe him a familiar,
¢ Give you him all you play for: never fet him }
¢ For hewill have it.
¢ Face. You are miftaken, Doftor.
Why, he does afk one but for cups and horfes, .
A rifling fly ; none o’ your great familiars.
¢ Dagp. Yes, Captain, I would have it forall games.
¢ Sub. 1 told you fo. ,
¢ Face. ’Slight, that’s a new bufinefs !
I underftood you, a tame bird, to fly
Twice in a term, or fo, on Friday nights,
When you had left the office, for a nag
Of forty or fifty fhillings.
. ¢ Dap. Ay, ’ts true, dir;
¢ But I do think now I fhall leave the law,
¢ And therefore
¢ Face. Why, this changes quite the cafe!
¢ Do you think that I dare move him ?
¢ Dap. Ifyou pleafe, Sir ;
¢ All’s one to him, I fee.
¢ Face. What! for that money ?
¢ T cannot with my confcience : nor fhould yow
¢ Mauke the requeft, methinks,
¢ Dap. No, Sir, I mean
¢ To add confideration.
: B2 Face.

"« &
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¢ Face. Why then, Sir, S
¢ Plitry. Say that it were for all games, Do&tor.
¢ Sub. 1{ay then, not a mouth fhall eat for him
¢ At any ordinary, but o’ the fcore,
¢ That 13 a gaming month, conceive me.
¢ Face. Indeed !
¢ Sub. He'll draw you all the treafure of the realm,
¢ If it be fet him.’ -
Face. Speak you this from art ?
Sub. Ay, Sir, and reafon too, the ground of art.
He is o’ the only beft complexion
The queen of fairy loves.
Face. What! 1s he !
Sub. Peace. .
He’ll over-hear you, Sir, fhould fhe but fee himes
Face. What ?
Sub. Do not you tell him.
Face, Will he win at cards too ?
Sub, He avill, be aill,
¢ The fpirits.of dead Holland, living Ifaac,
¢ You'd fwear, were in him; fuch a vigorous luck
¢ Ascannot be refifted. ’Slight, he’ll put
¢ Six o’ your gallants to a cloak indeed.’
Face. Indecd, a ftrange fuccefs that fome men fhould
Sub. He hears you, man. . [bebornté!
Dap. Sir, I'll not be ungrateful.
Face. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature :
‘You hear, he fays he will not bie ungrateful.
Sdub. Why, asyou pleafe; my venture follows yours,
* Face, Troth, doit, Door; think him trufty, and
He may make us bath happy in an hour; [make him.
Win fome five thoufand pound, and fend us twa on’t.
Dap. Beiieve it, and I will, Sir.
Face, And you fhall, sir.
You have heard all ?
Dap. No, whatwas’t ? Nothing, I, Sir. .
Face. Nothing? [Face takes him ofides
Dap. A little, Sir. ,
Face, Well, a rare flar,
Reign'd at your birth.
Dap. Atmine, Sir! No,

Foee.
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Face. The DoGor .
Swears ‘that you are—
Sub. Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now..
Face. Allied to the Queen of Fairy.
Dap. Who! that I am ?
Believe it, no fuch matter,—
Face, Yes, and that
You were born with a caul o’ your head.
Dap. Who fays fo ?
Face. Come,
You know it well enough, tho’ youdiffemble it..
Dap. I-fac, 1 do not; you are miftaken.
Face. How. ! ,
Swear by your fac ! andin a thing foknown
Unto the Doctor ?* How fhall we, Sir,. truft you:
I’th’ other matrer ? Can we ever think,
When you have won five or fix thoufand pound,.
»You'll fend us fhares in’t, by this rate ? N
Dap. By Jove, Sir,
T’ll win ten thoufand pound, and fend you half..
I-fac’s no oath,
Sub. No, no, he did but jeft.
Face. Go to. Go thank the Doctor. He’s your friend,,
‘Fo take it fo.
Dap. 1 thank his Worfhip.
Face. Do you think that will do . No, no;
Give bim another angel.
Dap. Muft 12
Face. Muftyou! ’Slight, -
What elfe is thanks » Will you be trivial » Do&or,,
When muft he come for his familiar ?
Dap. Shall I not ha’ it with me ?
Sub. Oh, good Sir!
There muft be a world of ceremonies {)afs 5
You muft be bath’d and fumigated firft:
Befides, the Queen of Fairy does not rife
Till it be noon, :
Face. Notif fhe danc’d to-night..
Sub. And fhe muft blefs it,.
Face. Did you never fee
Her Royal Grace yet ?
Dap. Whom ?

/

B3 " Faces-
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Face. Your aunt of Fairy. ‘
Sub. Not fincefhe kifs’d him in the cradle, Captain 3
I can refolve you that,
Face. Well, fee her Grace,
Whate’er it coft you, for a thing that I know.
1t will be fomewhat hard tocompafs ; but,
However, fee her. You are made, believeit,
If you can fee her. Her Grace is alone woman,
And very rich ; and if fhe take a phant’fy,
She will do ftrange things. = See her, at any hand.
. *Slid, fhe may hap to leave you all fhe has!
It is the Doctor’s fear. , _
Dap. How will’t be done then? )
Face. Let me alone, take you no thought. Do yow
But fay to me, Captain, I'll fee her Grace.
Dap. Captain, I'll fee her Grace.
Face. Enough. - .
Sub. Who's there ? . [One knocks withouts.
Anon. Conduét him forth by the back way.— '
Sir, againft one o’clock prepare yourfelf;
‘Till when you muft be fafting ; only take
Three dreps of vinegar in at your nofe,
Two at your mouth, and one at either ear;
Then bathe your fingers ends, and wath your eyes,,
‘To fharpen your five fenfes, and cry hum
Thrice, and buz as often; and then come..
Face. Can you remember this 2
Dap. 1 warrant you. _
Face, Well then away. Tis but your beftowing-
Some twenty nobles 'mong her Grace’s fervants, -
And put on a clean fhirt ; you do not know
What grace her Grace may do you in clean linen.
Dap. Hum--buz. [Exit.
Face. Hum—buz. [Exita
Sub. Come in..
Enter Druggers.
(Within). I will fee the Doctors
Sxb. Good wives, I pray you forbear me now :: -
‘Troth, I can do you no good till afternoon,——
What is your name, fay you ? 'Abel Drugger ?
Drug. Yes, Sir.
Sub. A feller of tobacco 2
. Drag..
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Drug. Yes, Sir.

Sub. Umh.
Free of the Grocers? re G

Drug. Yes, I'm free of the Grocers..

Szb. Well freeof
Your bufinefs, Abel ?

Drag. This an’t pleafe your worthip.
I am a young beginner, and am buildin
Of a new fhop, an’t like your worthip, juft
At corner of a ftreet (here is the plot on’t) :
And I would know by art, Sir, of your worthip,
Which way I fhould make my door, by necromancy,
And where my fhelves ; and which fhould be for boxes,,
And which for pots, I would be %lad to thrive, Sir..
And I was with’d to your worfhip by a gentleman,
One Captain Face, that {ays you know men’s planets,.
And their good angels, and their bad..

Sub. T do, ’
If I do fee them..

Enter Facei
Face. What ! 'my honeft Abel »
Thou art well met here,
Drug. Troth, Sir, I was fpeaking
Jut as your worthip came here, of your worllips.
I pray you fpeak for me to mafter do&or.
Face. He fhall do aoy thing. Do&or, do you hear?
This is my friend, Abel, an honeft fellow ;
He lets me have good tobacco, and be
Does not fophifiicate it.
Drug. No, I never fophifticate it
Face. Noravrap it up in pifs’d clouts,
_ Drug. Ob, fye for fbame, Captain.
Face. He’s a neat, fpruce, honeft fellow, and no-
goldfmith.. ; -
Drug. No, I am no goldfmith..
Sub. He’s a fortunate fellow, that F am fure on—
Face. Already, Sir, ha’you found it ! Lo’thee, Abel !
Sub. And in right way towards riches——.
* Face. Sir. ' :
Sub. This fummer
He will be of the cloathing of his company,.
And next fpring call’d to the fearlet, fpend what he ?m
: aceés.
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Face. What, and fo little beard ?

Sub. You mutft think,
He may have a receipt to make hair ¢ome :
But he'll be wife; preferve his youth, and fine for’t ;
His fortune looks for him another way.

Face, *Slid, Do¢tor, how canft thou know. this fo foon 2:
I am amaz’d at that! : : :

Sub. By a rule, Captain,

In Metapofcopy, which I do work by ;:
A certain ftar 1’ the forehead, which you fee nots.
Your chefput, oryour olive colour’d face,
Does never fail:: and your long ear doth promife..
I knew’t, by certain fpots too, in his teeth,,
And on the nail of his mercutial finger,
Face. Which finger’s that?
Swxb. His little finger. Look,.
You were born- upon a Wednefday ?-

Drug. ¢ Yes, indeed, Sit,” and fo I was.

Sub. The thumb in Chiromancy, we give Venus;:
‘The fore-finger, to Jove; the midft, to Saturn;
The ring, to-Sol ; the leaft,. to Mercury,.

Who was the lord, Sir, of his Horofcope, .
His Houfe of Life being Libra; which forethew’d
He fhould be a merchant, and fhould trade with balanee,.

Face. Why this is ftrange ? Is’t not, honeft Nab ¢

Drug.. Yes, very firange.

Sub. 'There is a {hip now, ceming from Ormus,, -
‘That fhall yield him fuch a.commedity
Of drugs Come hither, Abel;

‘This is the weft, and this is the fouth..

Drug. Yes, Sir.

Sub. And thofe are your two fides ?

Drug: Ay,.Sir. ,

Sub.. Mah}t me your door then fouth ; your broadfide,.

welt @ : '
. And, on the-e:ft-fide of your.thop, aloft,
Write Mathlai, Tarmael, and Baraborar ::
Upon the north-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel
They are the names of thofe Mercurial {pirits,.
‘That do fright flies from boxes.. :
Drug. Yes, Sir. '
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Sub. And

Beneath your threfhold, bury me a loadftone

To draw in gallants, that wear fpurs ; the reft

They’ll {feem to follow.

" Face. That’s a fecret, Nab,
Sub. And, on your ftall, a puppet, with a vice,

And a court-fucus to call city-dames.

You fhall deal much with minerals, .
Drug. Sir, I have '

At home, already. -
Sub. Ay, 1 know, you have, Arfnike,

Vitriol, Salt-tartre, Argale, Alkaly,

Cinoper: I know all. This fellow, Captain,

Will come, in time, to be a great diftiller,

And givea ’fay (I will not fay dire@ly,

But very fair) at the Philofopher’s Stone.
Face. Why, how now, Abel! is this true ?
Drug. Good Captain,

What muft I give ?
Face. Nay, I’ll not counfel thee.

Thou hear’ft what wealth (he fays fpend what thou canft)

‘Th’art like to come to.
Drug. 1would give him acrown. - :
Face. A crown! and towards fuch a fortune? Heart, -

Thau fhalt rather gi’ him thy thop. No gold about thee ?
Drug. Yes, I have a Portague, I have kept this half

ear,
And I twaZIJ fain keep it half a year longer,

Face. 01&5 on thee, Nab. “Slight, there was fuch an

offer,
*Shalt keep ’t no longer, I’ll gi’ it him for thee.

Drug. Willye?

Face. Do&tor, Nab prays your worfhip to drink this,

and fwears :
He will appear more grateful, as your fkill
Does raife him in the world.

Drug. 1 would intreat
Another favour of his worfhip,~

Face, What is’t, Nab?

Drug. But, to look over, Sir, my almanack,
And crofs out my ill days, that I may neither
Bargain nor truft upon them. '

- Face.
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Face. That he fhall, Nab,
Leave it, it fhall be done, ’gainft afternoon.
Sub. And adirection for his fhelves.
Face. Now, Nab,
Art thou well pleafed, Nab ?-
Drug. Thank, Sir, both your worfhips,
I am a made man. [Exia
Face. Away.
Why, now you fmoaky perfecutor of nature !
Now do you fee, that fomething’s to be done,
Befide your beech-coal, and your cor’five waters,
¢ Your crofslets, crucibles, and cucurbites ? ~
¢ You muft have ftuff, brought home to you, to work on *
And yet, you think, Iam at no expence
In fearching out thefe veins, then tollowing them,
‘Then trying them out. ’Fore God, my intelligence
Cofts me more money than my fhare oft comes to
In thefe rare works.
Sub. You are pleafant, Sir.—How new 2
Enter Dol.
Face. What fays my dainty Dolkin ?
Dol. Yonder fith-wife
Will not away. And there’s your giantefs,
The bawd of Lambeth.
Sad. Heart, I cannot fpeak with them,
Dol. Not afore night, I have told them, in a voice,
Through the trunk, like one of your familiars,
But I have fpied Sir Epicure Mammen,
Sub. Where ¢ -
Dol. Coming along, at far end of the lane,
Slow: of hjs feet, but earnefl of his tongue,
To one that’s with him,
Sub. Face, go you, and fhift.
Dol, you muit prefently make ready, to@mm——
Dol. Why, what'’s the matter ?
Sub. Oh, I did look for himy
With the fun’s rifing : marvel, he could.fleep!
‘This is the day I am to perfect for him
‘The Magifleriam, our Great-Work, the Stone ;
And yield it, made into his hands ;- of which,
He has, this month, talk’d, as he were poflefsd,
¢ And now he’s dealing pieces.on’s away,
_ ' : ) ¢ Methinks.
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¢ MethSnks I fee him entering ordinaries,

¢ Difpehfing for the pox, and plaguy houfes,

¢ Reaching his dofe, walking Moorfields for lepers,

¢ Searching the fpittle, to make old bawds young ;

¢ And the highways, for beggars to make rich :

¢ I fee rfo end of my labours. He will make

¢ Nature atham’d of her long fleep ; when art,

¢ Who's but a ftep-dame, fhall do mere than fhe,’

He’s, in belief of chymiftry, fo bold,

If his dream laft, he'll turn the age to gold. [ Exennt,

Enp of the First Acr.

ACT 11.
Mammon and Surly.

Mammon,
OME on, Sir. Now you fet your foot on fhore
In nowo orbe ; here’s the rich Peru :

And there within, Sir, are the golden mines,
Great Solomon’s Ophir! He was failing to’t
Three years, but we have reach’d it in ten months.
This is the day, wherein, to all my friends,
1 will pronounce the happy word, Be rich.
This day you fhall be fpetat;fimi, .
And have you punques, and punquetees, my Surly,
And unto thee, I fpeak it firft, Be rich.—Face,
Where is my Subtle, there ?——Within, ho!

Face, [Within.] Sir, he’ll come to you, by and by,

Mam. That’s his fire-drake. y
His lungs, his Zephirus, he that puffs his coals,
Till he firk Nature up in her own center,
You are doubtful, Sir. This night, I’ll change
All that is metal, in my houfe, to gold.
And, early in the morning, will I fend
To all the plumbers, and the pewterers,
And buy their tin, and lead up ; and to Lothbury,
For all the copper. - )

Skr. What, and turn that too?

Mam. Yes, and I’ll purchafe Devonthire and Cornwall,
And make them per»fe£ Indies! you admire now? -

Sure
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Sur. No, faith. :
Mam. But when you fee the effets of the great me-
You will believe me. [dicine,
* Sur. Yes, when Ifee’t, I will. .
Mam. Why ? '
Do you think, I fable with you? I affure you,
He that has once the Flower of the Sun,
The perfect ruby, which we call Elixir,
Not only can do that, but by its virtue,
Can confer honour, love, refped, longlife,
Give fafety, valour, yea, and victory,
To whom he will. In eight and twenty days,
I’ll make an old man of fourfcore’a child,
Swr. No doubt, he’s thatalready.
Mam. Nay, I mean, .
Reftore his years, renew him, like an eagle,
‘To the fifth age ; make him get fons and daughters,
Become ftout Marfes, and beget young Cupids.
Sxr. The decay’d veftals of Drury-Lane would thank
‘That keep the fire alive there. [you,
Mam, *Tis the fecret ,
Of Nature, naturiz’d ’gainft all infeGions,
Cures all difeafes coming of all caufes.;
A month’s grief ifi a day ; a year’sin twelve:.
And of what age foever, in a month.
Paft all the dofes of your drugging dotors.
You’re flill incredulous.
Sur. Faith I have a humour,
1 would not willingly be gull’d.  Your Stone
Cannot tranfmute me.
Mam. Surly,
Will you believe antiquity ? Records?
I’ll fhew you a book, where Mofes, and his fifter,
And Solomon, have written of the art;
Ay, and a treatife penn’d by Adam.
Sur. How!
* Mam. O’ the Philofopher’s Stone, and in High Dutch.
Sur. Did Adam write, Sir, in High Dutch?
Mam. He did. -
Which proves it was the primitive tongue. How now ?
, Enter Face. '
Do we fucceed ? Is our day come? .and holdsit ? 7
1 : acts
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Face. The evening will fet red upon you, Sir:
You have colour forit, crimfon: the red ferment
Has done his office ; three hours heace, prepare you
‘To fee projeétion. '

-Mam. My Surly,

- Again, I fay to thee, aloud, Be rich ;
‘This day, thou fhalt have ingots ; and, to-morrow,
Give lords th’affront. Isit, my Zephirus, right?
Bluthes the bolt’s-head ?

Face. Like a wench with child, Sir,

‘That were, but now, difcover’d to her mafter;

. Mam. Excellent witty, Lungs ! My only care is,
Where to get ftuff enough now, to project on.
This town will not half ferve me.

Face. No, Sir ? Buy
The covering off o’ churches.

Mam. That’s wue.

Face. Yes, .

Let them ftand bare, as do their auditory ;
Or cap them new with fhingles.

Mam. No, good thatch :

‘Thatch will lie light upon the rafters, Lungs.
Lungs, I will manumit thee from the furnace ;
1 will reftore thee thy complexion, Puffe,
Loft in the embers ; and repair this brain,
Hurt wi’ the fume o’ the metals.

Face. 1 have blown, Sir,

Hard for your worfhip ; thefe blear’d eyes
Have wak’d, to read your feveral colours, Sir ;
Of the palecitron, the green lion, the crow,
The peacock’s tail, the plumed fwan,

Mam. And laftly,

Thou hatt defery’d the flower,

Face. Yes, Sir.,

Mam. Where's mafter ?

Face. Athis prayers, Sir: he,

Good man, he’s doing his devotions,
For the fuccefs. :

Mam. Langs, I willfet a period
To all thy labours : thou fhalt be the mafter
Of my Seraglio.

Face, Good, ¢ Sir,

5

¢ Mam
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¢ Mam. But do you hear ?
¢ I’ll geld you, Lungs,
¢ Face. Yes,’ Sir.
Mam. For I do mean .
“To have alift of wives and concubines,
Equal wi-h Solomon, who had the Stone
Alike with me: ¢ and I will make me a back
¢ With the Elixir, that fhall be as tough
¢ As Hercules, to encounter fifty a night,*
Th’art fure thou faw’ft it, blood ? '
Face. Both blood and fpirit, Sir. - :
Mam. 1 will have all my beds blown up ; net ftuff’d 3

* "Down is toe hard..

_(Is it arsiv’d at ruby ?)——Where I fpy
A wealthy citizen, or arich lawyer,”
Have a {ublim’d pure wife, unto that fellow
- 1"l fend a thoufand pounds, to be my cuckold,
Face. And fhall I carry ic? ‘
Mam. No, I'll havéqo bawds,
But fathers and mothers. ‘They will do it bett,
Bett of allothérs. And my flatterers
Shall be the pure, and graveft of divines
‘That I can get for money. My meet fools,
Eloquent burgefles.
We will be brave, Puffe, now we have the med’cine; -
My meat fhall all come in, in Indian fhells.
Difhes of agate fetin gold, and ftudded
With emeralds, faphirs, hyacinthe, and rubjes.
My foot-boy fhall eat pheafants, calver’d falmons,
Knots, godwits, lampreys: I myfelf will have .
The beards of barbels ferv’d inftead of fallads ;
Oil’d muthrooms, * and the {welling un@uous paps-
¢ Of a tat pregnant fow, newly cut off,’
Drefs’d with an exquifite and poignant fauce;
For which, I'l! fay unto my cook, there's gold,
Go forth, and be a knight, -
Face, Sir, I’ll go look
- Alittle, how it heightens, [Exit,
Mam. Do. My fhirts
I'll have of taffata-farfuet, fofc and light
. As coh-webs, and for all my other rayment,
It fhall be fuch as might provoke the Perfian,
| Were
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Were he to teach the world riot anew. |
My gloves of fithes and birds-fkins, perfum’d
With gums of Paradife, and eaftern air
Sur. And do you think to have the Stone with this?
Alam, No, I'do think t’ have all this with the Stone.
Sur. Why, I have heard, he muft be bomo fruz:,
A pious, holy, and religious man,-
One free from mortal fin, a very virgin, .
.. Mam. That makes it, Sir, he is fo, But I buy it.
My venture brings it mne. He, boneft wretch,
A notable, fuperftitious, good foul, ’ .
Has worn his knees bare, and his flippers bald,
With prayer and fafting for it ; and, Sir, let him
Do it alone, for me, fhill. Here he comes,
Not a prophane word, afore him : ’tis poifon.
Enter Subtle.
Good-morrow, father.
Sub. Gentle fon, good-morrow.
And to your friend there. What is he ? is with you #
Mam. An heretic that I did bring along,
In hope, Sir, to convert him.
Sub. Son, I doubt . ’
Yo’are covetous, that thus you meet your time
T’ the juft point: gre‘vent your day, at morning,
‘This argues fomething, worthy of a fear
Of importune, and carnal appetite ; )
Take heed, do you not caufe the blefing to leave you,
With your ungovern’d hafte. I fhould be forry
To fee my labours, now e’en at perfcction,
Got by long watching, and large patience,
Not profper, where my love and zeal hath placed them.
Which in all my ends, ‘

"Have look’d no way, but unto public good.

‘To pious ufes, and dear charity,
Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein
If you, my fon, fhould now prevaricate,
And, to your own particular lufts, employ
So great and catholic a blifs, be fure,
A curfe will fullow, yea, and overtake
Your fubtle and moft. fecret ways,

Mam. 1 know, Sir.

C:2 C You
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You fhall nat need to fear me. Ibut come,
To have you to contute this gentleman,
Sur. Who s,
Indeed, Sir, fomewhat coftive of belief
Toward your Stone ; would not be gull’d,
Sub, Well, fon,
All that I can convince him in, is this:
"'he work'is done ; bright Sol is in his robe, .
We have a medicine of the triple foul, :
Thanks be to Heaven, ’ .
Ard muke us worthy of it.  Ulen Spigel !
Face. [Within.] Anon, Sir.
Sub. Look well to the regifter,
And let your heat flill leflen by degrees,
To the Aludels.
¢ Face. Yes, Sir, -
¢ Sub, Did you look
Q’the Bolt’s head yet ?
¢ Face. Which, on D, Sir?
¢ Sub. Ay. .
¢ What’s the complexion ?
¢ Face., Whitifl,
¢ Sub. Infufe vinegar
¢ To draw his volatile fubftance, and his tinQure ;
¢ And let the water in glafs E. be ﬁlte{'d,
= * And put into the Gripe’s egg.” Luty-him well
Ard leave hiw clos’d in balneo ; T
&nd bring e the'complexion of glafs-B.
Lace. 1 wiil, Sir. [ Exit Face,
zr, \What a brave language here is ! next to canting?
Sub. 1 have another work, you never faw, fon,
‘That thiee days fince pafsd the philofopher’s wheel,
In the lent heat of Athanor; and is become
Sulphur ot Nature.
Mam. But 'tis for me ?
Sub. Wkat need you ?
You have enough, 1n that is perfect,
Mam. Oh, but—
Sub. Why, this is covetous !
Muam. No, 1aflure you,
I thall employ it all in pious ufes,
Founding of colleges and grammar fchools,

Marrying
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Marrying young virgins, building hofpitals,
Andrr}:owga):ld thgen a church. ghow
" Enter Face,

¢ Suxb. How now ?

¢ Face. Sir, pleafe you,
¢ Shall I not change the feltre ?

¢ Sub, Marry, yes,
¢ And bring me the complexion of glafs B, [Euit Face.

¢ Mam. Have you another ? .

¢ Sub., Yes, fon, were I affur’d
¢ Your piety were firm, we would not want

~ ¢ Themeans to glorify it. But I hope the beft :
¢ I mean to tinét C. in fand-heat, to-morrow,
-¢ And give him imbition.

¢ Mam. Of white oil ? .

¢ Sub. No, Sir, of red. F is come over the helm too,
¢ In St. Mary’s Bath, and thews lac virginis.
¢ Ifent you of his fizces there calcin’d. ,
¢ Out ofythatcalx, I have won the falt of mercury.

¢ Mam. By pouring on your re&ified water ¢’

Sub. ¢ Yes, and reverberating in Athanor.’

How now ? What colour fays it
Enter Face,
ace, 'The ground black, Sir.
. Mam. That’s your.crow’s head ?
* Sur. Your cocks-comb’s, is’t not?
. Szb. No, ’tis not perfe&, would it were the crow.
That work wants fomething,
Sur. Oh, I look’d for this.
The hay’s a pitching.-

Sub. Are you fure, you loofed them
In their own menfbrue ? .

Face. Yes, Sir, and then married them, :
And putthem in a bolt’s head, nipp’d to digeftion,
According as you bade me, when I fet
The liquor of Mars to cireulation,

In thefame heat. - .

Sub. The procefs then was right,

Face. Yes, by the token, Sir, the retort brake,
And what was fav’d was, put into the pellicane,

And fign’d with Hermes’ feal, '

C3 _ Sub,
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Sub. I think 'twas fo..
We fhou!d have a new amalgama,
Sxr, Oh, this ferret
.Is rank as any pole-cat,
Sub. But 1 care net.
Let him e’endie; ¢ we have enough befide,
¢ In embrion. H has his white fhirt on ?
¢ Face. Yes, Sir.
¢ He’sripe for inceration: he ftands warm
¢ In hisall fire,”. I would not, you fhould let
Any dienow, if I might counfel, Sir, ‘
For luck’s fuke to the reft. It is not good.
Mam. He (ays right,
Sur, Ay,.are you bolted ?
Face. Nay, 1 know’t, Sir,
I have feen th’ill fortune. What is fome three ounces
Of frefh materials ? ' '
. Mam. 1s’t no more ?
Face. No more, Sir,
Of gold, Camalgame, with fome fix of mercu
Mam, Away, here’s money. What will ferve ?
Face. Afk him, Sir.
Mam. How much? . s
{xb. Give him nine poun ou ive him tens
Sur, Yes, T wenty, and be cgzen:?y dg.
Mam. TFhere ’tiss
Sub. This needs not. But that you will have it fo,
To fee conclufions of all, ¢ for two
¢ O’four inferior works are at fixation,
¢ A third is in afcenfion.” Go your ways,
Have you fet the oil of Lunain Kemia ¢
Face, Yes, Sir.
Sub. And the philofopher’s vinegar 2. :
Face, lq Y. (E.ﬂ'fo
_ Sur. Wefhall have a fallad. - '
Mam. When do you make projedtion ?
Sub. Scn, be not hatty. I exalt our med’cine,
By hanging him in balnco vaporafo,
And giving him folution, then congeal him,
And then diffolve him, then again congeal him :
For look, how oft I iterate the work,

So many times I add uato his virtue,
: Get
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Get.you your ftuff here againtt afternoon,
Your brafs, your pewter, and your andirons.
Mam. Not thofe of iron ?
Snb. Yes, you may bring them toa, .
We'll change all metals,
Sur. 1 believe you in that.
* Mam. Then I may fend my fpits ?
Sub. Yes, and your racks.
Sur. And dripping-pans, and pot-hangers, and hooks
Shall he pat?
Sub. If he pleafe.
Sur. To be an afs.
Sub. How, Sir!
Mam. This gent’man you muft bear withal !
I told you, he had no faith.
Szr. And little hope, Sir;
But much lefs charity, fhould I gull myfelf;
Sub. Why, what have you obferv’d, Sir, in our art,
Seems fo impoffible ?
Sur. But your whole work, no more,
That you fhould hatch gold in a furnace, Sir,
As they do eggs in Egypt!
Sub. Sir,do you
Believe that eggs are hatched fo ?
Sur. If 1 thould ?
Sxb. Why-I think that the greater miracle.
No egg but differs from a chicken more
Than metals in themfelves. )
Sur. That cannot be.
The egg’s ordained by Nature to thatend, -
And is achicken in potentia.
Sub. The fame we fay of lead, and other metals,
Which would be gold, if they had time.
Mam. And that
Our art doth further.
Sub. Ay, for ‘twere abfurd ,
To think that nature in the earth bred gold
Perfect i’ the inftant.  Something went befores
There muft be remote matter. :
Sur. Ay, whatis that ?
Eater Doll,
Sib. Marry, we fay—~———
A ,

.

\

God’s
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God’s precious—What do you mean ? Go in, good lady,
Let me intreat you.—Where's this varlet ?
Enter Face. .
Face, Sir? :
Sub. You very knave! Do you ufe me thus?
Face. Wherein, Sir?
- Sub. Go in, and fee, you traitor. Go.  [Ewit Face.
Mam. Who is it, Sir?
Swb. Nothing, Sir. Nothing.
Mam. What's the matter, good Sir ? ,
I have not feen you thus diftemper’d 2 Who is’t ?
Sub. All arts have lill had, Sir, their adverfaries;

But ours the moft ignorant. What now ? [Face retaras,’

Face. *Twas not my fault, Sir; fhe would fpeak with
Ou.

Y Sub. Would fhe, Sir? Follow me, [ Exit Sub.
Mam. Stay, Lungs. , ’
Face. 1 dare not, Sir.

Mam, How! Pray thee ftay. :
Face. She’s mad, Sir, and fent hither——
Mam. Stay, man, what is fhe 2 ’
Face. A lord’s fiter, Sir.
He’ll be mad too.
Mam. 1 warrant thee,
Why fent hither?
Face. Sir, to be cur'd,
Sur. Why rafcal ? C0
Face. Lo you. Here, Sir. [ He gocs oats
Mam. *Fore heaven, a bradamante, a brave piece,
Sur. Heart, this is abawdy houle! I’ll be burnt elfe.
Mam. Oh, by this light, no do not wrong him. He’s

Too fcrupulous that way. It is his vice. ‘

No, he’s a rare phyfician, do him right,

An excellent Paracelfian, and has done

Strange cure with mineral phyfick. He deals all

With fpirits, he. He will not hear a word :

Of Galen or his tedious recipe’s.

Enter Face.

~

How now, Lungs! .
Face. Softly, Sir, fpeak foftly. I meant
To have told your worfhip all. This muft not hear.
Mam. No, he will not be gull’d: lethim alone.
Facc Y'are very right, Sir, fheisa moit rare fcholar,d
- An
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And is gone mad with ftudying Broughton’s works,

If you but name a word touching the Hebrew,

She falls into her fit, and will difcourfe

So learnedly of genealogies,

As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir.

Mam. How might one do t’have conference with her,

Lungs ?

Face. Oh, divers have run mad upon the conference.
1 do not know, Sir: I am fentin hafte,

To fetch a viol. [Exits
Sur, Be not gull’d, Sir Mammon. .
Mam., Wherein ? Pray ye, be patient.

Sur, Yes, as you are,

And truft confederate knaves, and bawds, and whores.
Mam. You are too foul, believeit, °

) Enter Face.

Come here, Ulen, one word,

Face, 1dare not, in good faith,

Mam. Stay, knave,’

Face. He 1s extreme angry that you faw her, €ir,

Mam. Drink that. [Gives bim money] Whut is fhe

when fhe’s out of her fit ?

Face, Oh, the moft affablett creature, Sir! fo merry !
So pleafant! fhe’ll mount you up, like quick-filver,
Over the helm; and circulate, like oil,

A very vegetal : difcourfe of flate,

Of ‘mathematics, bawdry, any thing——

Mam. Is fhe no ways acceflible? No means,

No trick to give a man a tafte of her———wit—

Or fo?

[Sub. within] Ulen.

Face. I'll come to you again, Sir, [Exit,

Mam. Surly, I did not think one of your breeding
Would traduce perfonages of worth.

Sur. Sir Epicure, ‘

Your friend to ufe: yet, ftill, loth to be gull'd,

1 do not like your philofophical bawds.

Their Stone is enough to pay for,

Without this bait, ~
Mam. *Heart, you abufe yourfelf,

I know the lady, and her friends, and means,

The original of this difafter, Her brother

Has told me all,

s‘r .
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Sur. And yet you never faw her
Till now ¢ -

Mam. Oh, yes! but I forgot: I have, believeit,
One of the treacheroufeft memories, I do think, -
Of all mankind. .

Sur. What call you her brother ?

Mam. My Lord—— """ o
He will not have his name known, now I think on’t,

Swur. A very treacherous memory !

Mam. O’ my faith ! '

" Sur. Tut,if you ha’ it notabout you, pafs'it,
Till we meet next, ' o

Mam. Nay, by this harid, "tietrue ¢

He's one I honour, and my noble fr.end,

And I refpeét his houfe. B

. Sur. Heart! can it be,

‘That a grave Sir, arich, that has no need,

A wife Sir, too, at other times, fhould thus, -

‘With hisown oaths and irguments, make hard means .

To gull himfelf ? . ¢ An ﬁris be your elixir, '

¢ Your Japis mineralis, and your lunary, -

¢ Give me your honeft trick yet at primero ;

¢ I’ll have gold before you,

¢ And with lefs danger of the quickfilver,

¢ Or the hot fulphur.’ o
Enter Face, :

Face. Here’s one from Captain Face, Sir, [%o Surly,

Defires you to meet him i’ the Temple Church,
Some half hour hence, and upon earneft bufinefs.
Sir, if you pleafe to quit us now, and come
[ Hz awhifters Mammom
Again within two hours, you fhall have
My mafter bufy examining o’the works ;
And I will fteal you in unto the party, :
That you may fee her converfe. Sir, fhalll fay
"~ You’ll meet the Captain’s worthip ?

Sur. Sir, I will, . [Exit Face,
Now, I am fure it is a bawdy-houfe ; '
¢ I’ll fwear it, were the Marfhal here to thank me:’
The naming this commander doth confitm ir.

Don Face ! why ’tis the moft authentic dealer

I’ thefe commodities—The fuperintendagt T
. °
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“To all the quainter traffickers in town.
Him will I prove, by a third perfon, to find
“The fubtleties of this dark labyrinth ;
“Which, if I do difcover, dear Sir Mammon,
You’ll give your poor friend leave, tho’no philofopher,
To laugh ; for you that are, ’tis thought, fhall weep,
Enter Face.
Face, Sir, he does pray, you’ll not forget,
Sxr. Iwill not, Sir.
Sir Epicure, I fhall leave you. - [Exits
Mam, 1 follow you, ftraight. .
Face. But do fo, good Sir, to avoid fufpicion s
‘This gent’'man has a parlous head,’
Mam. But wilt thou, Ulen,
Be conftant to thy promife ¢
Face. As my life, Sir.
Mam. And wilt thou infinuste what I am, 2nd praife
And fay I am a noble fellow ? [me,
Face. Oh, what elfe, Sir? -
And that you’ll make her royal, with the Stone
An emprefs, and yourfelf King of Bantam.
Mam. Wilt thou dothis ?
Face, Will I, Sir!
Mam. Lungs, my Lungs!
I love thee. ) ’
Face. Send your ftuff, Sir, that my mafter
May bufy himfelf about projection.
Mam. Th’ haft witch'd me, rogue! Take, go.
Face. Your jack and all, Sir, -
_ Mam, Thou arta villain—I will fend my jack,
And the weights too. ¢ Slave, I could bite thine ear.’
Away ;  thou doft not care for me.
Face. Not I, Sir.
Mam. Come, I was born to make thee, my good weafel 3
Set theeon a bench, and ha’ thee twirl a chain
With the heft lord’s vermin of them all,
Face. Away, Sir. .
Mam." A count, nay, a count-palating——
Face. Good Sir, go. :
Mam, Shall not advance thee better; no, nor fafter,
o (Exit Mam,
Eater
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Enser Subtle and Dol.
Sub. Has he bit ? Has he bit ?
Pace. And fwallow’d too, my Subtle.
I ha’ given him line, and now he plays, i’faith.
Sub. And fhall we twitch him ¢~
Face. Thorough both the gills.
A wench is a rare bait, ¢ with which aman
¢ No fooner’s taken, but he firaight firks mad,’
Sub. Dol, my Lord What’s’hum’s fifter, you muft now
Bear yourfelf ftatelich. '
Dol. Oh, let me alone.
I’ll not forget my race, I warrant you.
P’ll keep my diftance, laugh, and talk aloud :
Have all the tricks of a proud fcurvy lady,
And be as rude as her woman."
Face. Well faid, Sanguine.
Sub. But will he fend his andirens ?
Face. His jack too ; . .
And’siron fhoeing-horn : I ha’ {poken to him. Well,
I muft not lofe my wary gamefter, yonder.
Sub, Oh, Monfieur Caution, that will not be gull'd?
Face. Ay ; if I can firike a fine hook into him, now.
‘The Temple-church, there I have caft mine angle.
Well, pray forme; I'll about it. [One knockss
Sub. What, more gudgeons ? :
Dol, fcout, fcout ; ftay, Face, you muft goto the door.
(E«it Face.
Pray Heaven it be my Anabaptit. Who is’t, Dol ?
Dol, 1 know him not. He looks like an end of gold
and filver-man. ;
Sub. God’s-fo! ’tis he ; he faid he would fend
What call you him ?
‘I'he fanétified elder, that fhould deal
For Mammon’s jack and andirons—Let him in. _Stay,
And help me oft with my gown Away,
Madam, to your withdrawing chamber. Now,
| Exit Dols

In a new tune, new gefture, but old language.
This fellow is fent from one negocistes with me
About the Stone too ; for the holy brethren
¢ Of Amflerdam, the exil'd faints, that hope

< Te
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¢ To raife their difcipline by it.” I muft ufe him
¢ Jofome ftrange fathion now, to make him admire me.’
Enter Face and Ananias.
Where is my drudge ?
Face. Sir.
~ Sub. Take away the recipient,
And redify your menftruc from the phlegma,
“Then pour it o’ the fol, in the cucurbite,
And let them macerate together.
Face. Yes, Sir;

And fave the ground ?

Sub. No; terra damnata .
Mauft not have entrance in the work. [ Exit Face.
Who are you? . [7¢ Ananias.

" Ana. A faithful brother, if it pleafe you,

Sub. What’s that ?
¢ A Lullianift, a Ripley, flius artis?
¢ Can you fublime and dulcify ¢ Calcine ?
¢ Know you the fapor pontic ? Sapor flyptic ?’
Oy what 1s homogene, or heterogene ?

Ana. 1 underftand no heathen language, truly.

Sub. Heathen, you knipper-doling ! Is ars jgz'cm,
* Or chryfopeia, ot fpagyrica,
¢ Or the pamphyfick or panarchick knowledge,’
A heathen language ?

Ana. Heathen Greek, I takeit.

Sub. How, heathen Greek ! :

Ana. All’s heathen but the Hebrew,

Enser Face.
Sub. Sirrah, my varlet, ftand you forth, and fpeak to
Like a philofopher : anfwer i’the language, [him

Wame the vexations, and the martyrizations
Of metals in the work.

Face, Sir, putrefalyion,
Solution,. ablution, fublimatiop,
Cohobation, calcination, ceration, and
Fixation, . ’

¢ Sub. This is heathen Greek to you now.
¢ And whence comes vivification?

¢ Face. After mortification.

¢ Sub. What’s cohobation ?

¢ Face, *Tis the pouring on

- " D * Your
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“ Your agaa regis, and then drawing him off,

¢ To the trine circle of the feven fpheres.
- Sub. What’s the proper paffion of metals ?
¢ Face. Malleation.
¢ Sub. What's your whimum ﬁzpplzcmrn anri?
¢ Face. Antimonium.

¢ Swb. This is heathen Greek to you, And what's |

your mergury #
¢ Face. A very fugitive; he will begone,Su.
¢ Sub. How knov you him ?
"¢ Face. By his vifc ity,
¢ His oleofity, and his (umrabllny
-¢ Swb, tlow do you fublime him ?
. & Face. With the calce of egg fhells,
¢ White marble, talc.
¢ Sub. Your magiflerium, now?
¢ What’s that?
¢ Face. Shifting, Sir, your elements, {dry?
¢ Dry into cold, cold into moift, moiit into hot, hotuuo
Ana. Oh, Oh
Sub. This is heathen Greek to you ftill. What is
Your lapis pbilofophicus ?
Face. 118 a ftone, and not
A ftone; a fpirit, a foul, and a body;
Which if you do dlﬂ'olve, itis diffolved 3
If you coagulate, it is coagulated ;
If you make it to fly, it fieth.  ~
Sub. Enough. : ‘[Exit Face,
This is heathen Greek t0 you v
‘W hat are you, Sir?
Ana. Pleafe -you, a fervant of the exil'd brethren,
* That deal with widows and with orphans’ goods,
And make a juft account unto the faints ;
A deacon. <
Sub. Oh, you are fent from Mafter Wholfomc,
Your teacher?
Ana. From Tribulation Wholfome,
* Our very zealous paftor.
Sub. Good. I have .:
Some orphans’ goods to come here.
Ana. Of what kind, Sir ? '
Sub, Pewter and brafs, andxrons, and kucben-wm~
Menls
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&etals that we muft ufe our med’cine on ;
herein the brethren may have a pena’orth,
For 'ready money.
¢ Ana. Were the orphans’ parents:
¢ Sincere profeflors
¢ Sxb. Why do you afk >
¢ Ana. Becaufe
¢ We then are to deal juftly, and give (in truth)
¢ Their utmoft value.
¢ Sub, ’Slid, you’ld cozen ele;
¢ An if their parents were not of the faitkful. -
¢ I will not truft Jyou, now I think on’t, .
¢ *Till I ha’ talk’d with your paftor.” Ha’ you' brought'
‘To buy more coals # [monzy
Ana. No, furely.
Sub. No!t How fo ¥
Ana. The brethren bid me fay unto you, Sir,.
Surely, they will not venture any more,
*Till they may fee projection,
Sxb. How! = -
4ha: ¥ou have had:
For the infirments, as bricks, and Toam, and glaffes,
Already thirty pounds ; and for materials,
They fay, fome ninety more : and they have heard fince,
That one at Heidelberg, made it of an egg,
And a fmall paper of pia duft.
Sub. What’s your name ?-
Ana. My nameis Ananias,.
Sub. Out, the varlet:
‘That cozen’d theapottles ! Hence, away,
Flee, mifchief! Had your holy confiftory.
No name to fend me of another found
Than wicked Ananias ? Send your elders
Hither, to make atonement for you, quickly,
And gi’ me fatisfaltion ; or out goes
The fire, and down th’ alembicks, and the furnace, -
¢ Piger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch, .
¢ Both Sericon and Bufo fhall be loft, .
¢ Tell ’em. All hope of rooting out the bifhops,
¢ Or th’ antichriftian hierarchy, fhall perith,’
If they Ray threefcore minutes. The aqueity,
Tereity, and fulphureity, ‘
o . D2 Shall .
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Shall run together again, and all be annull’d,
“Thou wicked Ananias, [Exit Ananias,
This will fetch ’em,
And make ’em hafte towards their gulling more.
A man muft deal like a rough nurfe, and fright
Thofe that are froward to an appetite.

Enter Face and Drugger.

Face. H'is bufy with his fpirits ; but we’ll upon him

Drug. Where are they.? ‘

Face. Hu/b !

Sxb. How now ? What mates, what baiards ha’ we here ?

Face. 1 told you, he would be furious. Sir, here’s Nab,
Has brought y’ another piece of gold to look on.

(We muft appeafe him. Give it me) and prays you,
You would devife—What is it, Nab ?

Drug. A fign, Sir. '

Face. Ay, a goodlucky one ; a thriving fign, Dotor.

Sub. 1 was devifing now. .

Face, *Slight, do not fay fo;

He will repent he gave you any more, [4fide 20 Sub,
What fay you to his conftellation, Doctor ?
The Balance ?
Snb, No, that way is ftale and common.
A townfman, born in Taurus, gives the bull,
Or the bull’s head. . In Aries, theram;
A poor device. Come bithery Abel,
No, I will have his name .
Form’d in fome myftic charater, whofe rad::,
Striking the fenfes of the paffers-by,
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections,
That may refult upon the party owns it:
As thus

Drug. I don’t underfiand it.

Face. Nab! ,

Sub. He fhall have a bell, that’s Abel.

Drug. And fo it is. .

Sub. And by it ftanding one whofe name is Dee,
In a rug gown; there’s D, and Rug, that’s Drug ;
And right anenft him a dog fbarling er ;

‘There’s Drugger, Abel Drugger.

Drug. My name! .

Sub. That’s his fign.
Ard here’s now myﬁcry and hieroglyphic ! -

.

Faceo
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Face. Abel, thou art made.
Drug. | do thank his worfhip. :
Face. Six o’ thy legs more will not do it, Nab.

What’ft got there, Nab ? :
Drug. A pipe of tobacco.

Face. A pipe of tobacco! Give it me. .

He has brought you a pipe of tobacco, Doftor.
Drug..Yes; Sir—Captain Face, Captain Face, your-
Face. Whatdoit fay, Nab ? [worihip.
Drug. 1 have another thing I would impart—.
Face. Out with it, Nab,

Drug. Sir, there ia lodg’d hard by me, ,

A rich young widow -

Face. Good ; a bona roba!

Drug, But nineteen at the moft. .

Face, Very good, Abel. .

Drug. Marry, {h’ is not in fafhion yet; fhe wears-

A hood ; but ’t ftands acop. .

Face. No matter, Abel. .

Drug. And Ido.now and then give her a _fucus, ~—

Face. What ! ‘doft deal, Nab ¢

Sub. 1 did tell you, Captain. ,

Drug. And phyfic too, fometimes, Sir; for which fhe
trufls me.

With all hermind. She’s come up hereof purpofe

T'o learn the fathion. .

Face. Good ; ony Nab::

Drug. And fhe doés ftrangely long to know her fortune,:.

Face. God’flid, Nab, fend her to the Do&or hither.

Drug. Yes, 1 have{poke ta her of his worfhip already : -
But fhe’s afraid it will be blown abroad, . ,
And hurt her marriage.

Face. Hurtit! *Tis she way -

To heal it,: if "twere hurt ;  to makeit more -

Follow’d and.fought. . Nab, thou fhalt tell her thiss -

She’ll be more known, more talk’d of; and your widows -

Are neerof any price till they be famaus.*

Their honour is the multitude of fuitors. .

Send her, it. may be thy good fortune. . What,

Thou doft.not know ? - - '

. Drag. No, Sir, the’ll ngver marry

Under a knight... Her brother has made a vow.. .

" D3, Face,
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Face, What, and doft thou defpair, my little Nab,

Knowing what the Doétor has fet down for thee,

And feeing fo many of the city dubb’d ?

¢ One glafs o’ thy water, with a Madam, I know

¢ Will have it done,” Nab, - What’s her brother? A
koight ?

Drug. I§o, Sir, a gentleman, newly warm in his land,

Scarce cold in his one-and-twenty, thatdoes govern ([Sir,
His fifter here, and is 2 man himfelf :
Of fome three thoufand a year, and is come up
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his wits,
And will go down again, and diei’ the country,
When be can’t live any longer bere,

Face. How ! to quarrel ?

Drug. Yes, Sir, to carry quarrels,

As grallants do; to manage them by line.

Face, *Slid, Nab, the Doctor is the only man
1In Chriftendom for him, -

Drug. Ishe?

Face, He has made a table,

With mathematical demonttrations,
Touching the art of quarrels.

Drug. Has be?

Face. He will give him
An inftrument to quarrel by.

Drug. Will be ? .

Face. Go, bring ’em both, :

Him and his fiter. “And for thee, with her
The Door haply may perfuade. Go tos
Sha’t give his worthip a new damadk fuis
" "Upon the premifles.
Sub. Oh, good Captain——

_Face. He fhall: ‘
He is the honefteft fellow, Doctor———Stay not
No offers; bring the damafk and the partres.

Drag. T'll try my power, Sir,

Face. And thy will too, Nab,

Sub. *Tis good tobacco, this. What is’t a pound 2

Drug. Pl fell your wor/bip a hog/bead of it.

Face. He’ll fend you a hogthead, Doétor.,

[Abel runs out,-and Face brings bim back.

Skbs Oh, no!
Face.
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Face, He will do’t:
It is the goodeft foul ——Abel, about it.
‘Thou fhalt know more anon. Away, begone.
Drxg. I'll give him a pound.——1Ill give him twe
- pound. [Exit.
Face. A miferable rogue, and lives with cheefe,
And has the worms. That was the caufe, indeed,
Why he came now. He dealt with me in private,
"To get a med’cine for them.
Sub. And fhall, Sir. This works.
Face. A wife, a wife for one of us, my dearSubtle :
We’ll e’en draw lots, ¢ and he that fails thall have
¢ The more in goods, the other has in tail.’
But Dol muft ha’ no breath on’t, ‘
Sub, Mum.
Away you to your Surly, yonder; catch him,
Face. Pray Heaven, I ha’ not ftaid too long.
Sub. 1 fear it, [Exeunt,

EnD of the Seconp Acr.

ACT m.
Enter Tribulation and Ananias.

. TRIBULATION.
‘HESE chaftiferhents are common to the faints 3
And fuch rebukes we of the feparation
Muft bear with willing fhoulders, as the trials
. Sent forth to tempt our frailties,
Ana. In pure zeal,
1 do not like the man. He is a heathen,
And fpeaks the language of Canaan, truly.
* Trib, 1 think him a prophane perfon, indeed,
* Ana. He bears
¢ The vifible mark of the beaft in his forehead, .
¢ And for his ftone, it is a work of darknefs,
¢ And with philofophy blinds the eyes of man.
¢ Trib. Good brother, we muft bend unto all means
¢ That may give furtherance to the holy caufe.
¢ Ana. Which his cannot : the fanctified caufe
¢ Should have a fanétified courfe. ¢ Thif '
00
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¢ Trib. Not always neceffary :
¢ The children of perdition are oft-times
¢ Made inftruments even of the greateft works,
¢- Befide we fhould give fomewhat to man’s nature,,
¢- The place he lives in, ftill about the fire,
¢ And fume of metals, that intoxicate
¢ The brain of man, and make him prone to paffion.
¢ Where have you greater atheifts than yourcooks ?-
¢ Or more protane, or choleric, than your glafsmen &-
¢ Mocre antichriftian than yoor bell-founders ?
¢ What makes the devil{o devilifh, I would afk you,
¢ Satan, our common enemy, but his being
¢ Perpetually about the fite, and boiling
¢ Brimftone and arfenick ?.
¢~ You did ill to upbraid him .
¢~ With the brethrens’ blefling of Heidelberg, weighinge:
¢- What need we have to haften on the work,
¢~ For the reftoring of the filenc’d faints,
¢- Which ne’er will be, but by the philofopher’s ftone = .
¢- And fo a learned elder, one of Scotland,
¢ Affured me. )
¢ Ana. 1 have not edified more, truly, by man,
¢ Not fince the beautiful light firft fhone on me.
¢-And I am fad my zeal hath fo offended.’
Tri. Let us callon him then.
Ana. Themotion’s good,
And of the fpirit; I will knock firft, Peace be withine.
Enter Subtle.
Sub. Oh, are you.come ? ’'Twas time. Your threee
fcore minutes ' :
Were at the laft thread, you fee, ¢ aud down had gone -
_4~ Furnus acedie, turris circulatorius :
¢- Lembeck, bolts-head, retort, and pellicane
¢. Had all been cipders.”  Wicked Ananias!
Art thou return’d.? Nay, then it goes.down yet,
Trib. Sir, be appeafed; he is come to humble : -+ *
Himfelf in {pirit, and to afk your patience,
If too much zeal hath carried him afide-.
From the due path.
Sub. Why, this doth qualify.-.
9+ib.. The brethren had no purpofe, verily, . -
To. give you the lealt gricvance ; bus are ready - -
. o
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*To lend their willing hands to any proje&t
‘The fpirit and you dire&. )
*  Sub, This qualifies more. - :

7rib. And for the orphans’ goods, let them be valu’d,

Or what is needful elfe tothe holy work,

It fhall be number’d. Here, by me, the faints -

Throw down their purfe before you.
Sub. This qualifies moft! - ’

Why, thus it fhould be;; now you underftand.

Have I difcourfed fo unto you of our Stone,

¢ And of the good that it thall bring your caufe ?

¢ Shew’d you, ’ '

¢ That even the med’cinal ufe fhould make you a falion

¢ And party in therealm ? As put the cale

¢ That fome great man in ftate, he have the gout ;

Why, you but fend three drops of your elixir, .

You help him ftraight ; there you have made a friend,

Another has the palfy, or the dropfy,

He takes of your incombuftible ftuff, .

He’s young again : there you have made a friend,

A lady that is paft the feat of body,

Tho’ not of mind, and hath her face decay’d

Beyond all cure.of paintings, you reftore .

With the oil of talck; there you have made a friend,

And all her friends. ’

Still you increafe your friends.

¢ Trib. Ay, ’tis very pregnant.

* ¢ Sub. And then the turning of his lawyer's pewtes

¢ To plate at Candlemas.
¢ Aua. Candle-tide, I pray you.
¢ Sub. Yet, Ananias? .
¢ Ana. 1 have done.
¢ Sub.’ Oh, but the Stone ! all’s idle to’t ; nothing !

Nature’s miracle,

The divine fecret, that doth fly in clouds

From eaft to weft; and whofe tradition

- Is not from men, but fpirits.

Ana. 1 hate tradicions ;

I do not truft them
Trib. Peace.
Ana. They are popith, all.

I will not peace. I will not—

O & e af &b an
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Trib. Ananias.
Ana, Pleafe the profane, to grieve the godly. I may nots,
Sub. Well, Ananias, thou fhalt overcome.
Tri. It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, Sir:
. But, truly, elfe, a very faithful brother ;
A botcher, and a man, by revelation,
That hath a competent knowledge of the truth,
Sub. Has he a competent fum there i’ the bag,
‘To buy the goods within ? I am made guardian,
And mutt, for charity and confcience fake,
Now fee the moft be made for my poor orphans =
¢ Tho’ I defire the brethren too, good gainers.”
There they are within. When you have view’d and
And ta’en the inventory of what they are, [boight ’em,,
‘They are ready for projection ; there’s no more
‘To do ; caft on the med’cine, fo much filver
As there is tin there, fo much gold as brafs,,
I'll gi’t you in by weight.
¢ Trib. But how long time,
¢ Sir, muft the faints expet yet ?
€ Sub. Let me fee——
¢ How’s the moon now —Eiglit, nine, ten days hience,,
¢ He will be filver potate ; then three days
¢ Before he citronife : fome fifteen days
¢ The magifierium will be perfected.
¢ Ana. About the fecand day of the third week
¢ In the ninth month ? ‘
¢ Sub, Yes, my good Ananias.” ~ [you?
Trib. What will the orphans™ goods arife to, think
Sub. Some hundred marks; as much as fill’d three cars.
Unladed now ;. you’ll make fix millions of them..
But-I muft ha’ more coals laid-in, . - -
¢ Treh, How ! ‘ '
¢ Sub. Another load,
¢ And then we have fini(h’d.. We muft now increafe:
¢ Our fire to ignis ardens; weare paft
¢ Fimus cquinus, baluei cineris,. :
¢ And all thofe lenter heats, If the holy purfe
¢ Should with this draught fall.low,’ and that the faints. -
Do need a prefent fum, I have a trick
Lo melt the pewter you fhall buy now, inftantly, AnL
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* And with a tin&ure make you as good Dutch dollars
As any are in Holland.

rib. Can you fo?

Sub. Ay,and fhall *bide the third examinatien, .

Ana. 1t will be joyful tidings to the brethren.

-8ub. But you muft carry it fecret,

Trib. Ay; but flay:

“This at of coining, 18 it lawful ?

Ana. Lawful!

‘We know no magiftrate ; or ifve did

This’s foreign coin. ‘ :
Sub. It is no coining, Sir;

T¢ is but cafting. .

Trib. Ha! you diftinguifh well:
«Cafting of money may be lawful.

. Ana. ’Tis, Sir,

Trib. Truly, I take it fo. .

Sub. There is no fcruple,

:8ir, to be made of it : believe Ananias}
This cafe of confcience he is ftludied in.

Zrib. I'll make a queftion of it to the brethren.

¢ Ana. The brethren fhall approve it lawful, doubt not.
“ Where fhall it be done #’

Sap. ¢ For that.we’ll talk anon.’ [Knock without,
There’s fome to fpeak with me. Goin, I pray you,
And view the parcels. That’s the inventory.

I’ll come to you ftraight, [Exeunt Trib. and Ana.] Whe
isit? Face! Appear. .
Enter Face.
How now? Goed Prize ?

Face. Good pox! Yond’ coftive cheater
Never came on.

Sub. How then ? \

Face, 1 ha’ walk’d the round
Till now, and no fuch thing. ‘

Swb. And ha’ you quit him ? [bappy.

Face. Quit him! an’ hell would quit him too, he were'
?Slight ! would yeu have me ftalk like a mill-jade
All day, for one that will not yiald us grains ?

J know him of old, .

Sub. Oh, but to ba’ gull’d him, :

#ad been a maftery, .
. Face
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Face. Let him go, black boy ! ,
And tura thee, that fome freth news may poffcfs thee.
A noble Count, a Don of Spain, = ~
Furnifh’d with piftolets and pieces of eight,
Will ftraighe be here, my rogue, to have thy bath,
(That is the colour) and to make his batt’ry
Upon our Dol, our caftle, our cinque-port,
Our Dover-pier, our what thou wilt. |
Where is the doxy ? )
S«b. 1 will fend her to thee ; .
And but difpatch my brace of little John Leydens,
And come again myfelf.
Face. Arethey within then ?
Sub. Numb’ring the fum.
Face. How much? -
S«b. A hundred marks, boy. [Eain
Face. Why, this’s a lucky day ! Ten pounds of Mam.
Three o’ my clerk ; a portague o’ my grocer ; [mon;
This o’ the brethren; befide reverfions,
And ’ftates to come i’ the widow, and my Count.
My fhare to-day will not be bought for forty ———
: Enter Dol
- Dol. What ?
Face. Pounds, dainty Dorothy—Art thou fo near ?
Dol. Yes—Say, Lord General, how fares our camp ?
Face. This dear hour )
- dainty Don is taken with my Dol ;-
And thou may’ft make his ranfom what thou wilt,
My Doufabel.
Dol, What is he, General ?
Face. An Adalantado,
A Grande, girl.  Was not my Dapper here yet?
- Dol. No. o :
Face. Nor my Drugger
Dol. Neithez BRe
Face. A pox on them! -
They are fo long a furnithing !
. Enter Subtle,
How now ? -Ha® you done ? :
. S#5. Done! They are gone. Thefum
Is here in bank, my Face. 1-would we knew
Another chapman now would buy ’em out-right.
© a3, ‘

/

Facs.. »
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Fare, *Slid, Nab fhall do’t againft he ha’ the widow,
Yo furnith houfhold. ,

Sub. Excellent well thought on.

" Pray Heaven he come.
Face. 1 pray he keep away, ,
‘Till our new bufinefs be o’erpatt.
Sub. But, Face,
How cam’t thou by this fecret Don ?
- Face. A fpirit
Brought me th’ intelligence in a paper here,
As I was conjuring yonder in my arcle
For Surly, * I ha’ my flies abroad. Your bath
¢ Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol,
¢ You muft go'tune your virginal ; no lofing
¢ “O’ the leaft time. And do you hear ?* His great
Verdugolhip has not a jot of language :
So much the eafier to be cozen’d,. my Dolly ;
He will come here in a hired coach, obfcure,
And our own coachman, whom I have fent to guide,
No creature elfe.  Who's that ? (One knocls.

Sub. It is not he!

Face. Oh, no, not yet, this hour.

Sub. Who is’c ?

Dol. Dapper,

Your clerk?w

Face. God’s will! then, Queen of Fairy,

On with your tire; and, Do&or, with your robes,
Let’s difpatch him, for God’s fake.

Sub. *Twill be long. :

Face, 1 warrant you ; take butthe cues I give you,
It thall be brief enough. ’Slight, hete are more !
Abel, and, I think, the angry boy, the heir,

That fain would quarrel.

Sub. And the widow ?

Face. No;

Not that I fee. Away. . [EweuntSub, and Duls -

Oh, Sir, you are welcome™!

Enter Dapper, Drugger, and Kaftril,

The Do&tor is within, moving for you.

¢ I have had the moft ado te win him toit.

“ He fwears you'll be the darling'of the dice.

¢ He never heard her H'Ehnefs doat till now, he fays: -
¢ Your
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4 Yaur aunt has giv’n you the moft gracious words
4 That can be thought on.”
Dap. Shall I {ec lrer Grace ?
Face. See her, and kifs her too—~What, honeft Nab !
Hatft brought the damafk ?
Drug. No, Sir, here’s tobacco. . {too 2
Face. * Tis well done, Nab. Thou’lt bring the damafk
Drug, Yes. Here's the gentleman, Captain; Mafter
1 have brought to fee the Dotor. ’ [Kaftril,
Face. Where’s the widow ? [#hifpersa
Drug. Sir, as he likes, his fiter (he fays) fhall come.
Face. Oh, isitfo?
Drug. Pd introducs him. Mafter Kaftril, Captain Face.
Tace. Good time. Is your name Kaftril, Sir ?
Kaf. Ay, and the beft of the Kaftrils ; I'ld be forry elfe,
By fifteen hundred a year. Where is the Doétor ?
My mad tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one

“T'hat can do things. Has he any fkill !

Face, Wherein, Sir ?
Kaf. To carry a bufinefs, manage a quarrel fairly,
Upon fit terms. ,
Face. It feems, Sir, y’are but young
About the town, that can make that a queftion.
Kaf. Sir, not fo young, but I have heard fome fpeech
Of the angry boys, and feen them take tobacco,
And in hisfhop; ‘and I can take it too:
And I wouyld fgin be one of them, and go down -
And pradlife i’ the country.
Face. Sir, for the duello,
‘The Dogtor, I affure you, fhall inform you,
To the leat fhadow of a hair; and then, rules
To give and take the lieby. -
Kaf. How! to take it? ,
Face. Yes, in oblique he'll fhew you, or in circle,
But never in diameter. ¢ The whole town
¢ Ptudy his theorems, agd difpute them ordigarily
4 At the eating academies. .
¢ Ka/. Bytdoes he teach
¢ L iving by the wits too ¢
¢ Face. Any thing whatever.
¢ You cannot think that fubtilty but he reads it,
* He made m¢a captaipe. I was a flark pimp,

¢ Jut
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¢ Juft o your flanding, *fore I met with him : ‘
¢ *Tis not two months fince.” I’ll tell you his method
Firft, he will enter you at fome ordinary.

Ka/. No, I'll not come there. You fhall pardon me.

Face. For why, Sir? - :

Kaf. There’s gaming there, and tricks, =

Face. Why, would you be
A gallant, aud not game ?

Kaf. Ay ; ’twill {pend a man.

Face.Spend you ! It will repair you when you are fpent,
How do they live by their wits there, that have vemted
Six times your fostune ? .

Kaf. W ha, three thoufand a year 2

Face. Ay, forty thoufand.

¢ Kaf.- Are there fuch ?

- ¢ Face. Ay, Sir.
¢ And gallants yet.” Here’sa young gentleman
1s born to nothing, forty marks a year,
Which I count nothing. He is to be initiated,
And have a fly o’ the Doftor. He will win you,
By uarefiftible luck, within this fortnight,
Enough to buy a barony.
Kaf. Do you not gull one ?
Face. ’Ods my life! do you think it?
Why, Nab here knows it. ‘
- Drug. Yes; avbat is it? -

Face. And then for makjng matches for rich widows,,
Young gentlewomen, heirs, the fortunat’ft man |
He’s fent to, far and near, all over England,

To have his counfel, and to know their fortunese

Kaf. Adzooks ! my fufter fhall fee him.

Face. T'll tell you, Sir,
What he did tell meof Nab,

Drug. 4y; awbat isit? .

Face. It’s a ftrange thing ;. ; [melancholy,.
(By the way, you muft eat no cheefe; Nab; it breedss
And that fame melancholy breeds worms) but pafs it;,
He told me, honeft Nab here was ne’er at tavern.
But once in’s life !

Drug. Truth, and no more I was not.

Face, And then lre was fo fick——o=

Drug. Could he tell you that too2: ,

E 2 . Face.
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Face. How fhould I know it ?
Drug. In troth, Il tell you the avhole flory.
We had been a fhooting,
And had a piece of fat ram-mutton to fupper,
That lay fo heavy o’ my ftomach———
Face. And#he has no head —
Drug. No, I bhave no head. [fidlers, -
Face. To bear any wine: for what with the noife of the
And care of his thop ; for he dares keep no fervant-
Drag. My head did fo ach——
Face. As he was fain to be brought home,
The Dotor told me. And then a good old woman—e—
Drug. (Yes, faith, fhe dwells in Sea-coal-lane) did cure .
With fodden ale, and pellitory o’ the wall ; [me
Coft me but twopence. I had another ficknefs,
Was worfe than that
Face. Ay, that was the grief :
Thou took’ft for being *fefi’d at eighteen-pence, -
For the water-work.
Drug. In truth, and it was like
T’ have coft me almoft my life.
Face. Thy hair went off,
Drug. Yes, and it has never been wery good fince
*Twas done for fpite. .
Face. Nay, fofays the Doftor.
Kaf. Pray thee, tobacco-boy, go fetch sy fufter 3
D’ll fee this learned boy before I go ;
And fo fhall fhe.
Face, Sir, heisbufy now ; :
But if you have a fifter to fetch hither,
Perhaps your own pains may command her fooner
And he by that time will be free.
Kaf. 1 go. .
Face. Drugger, fhe’s thine—the damatk. [Ex. Drug.
and Kaftril.] Subtle and I
Muft wreftle for her. [4fide.] Come on, Mafter Dapper;
You fee how I turn clients here away,
‘To give your caufe difpatch., Ha’ you perform’d
‘The ceremonies were enjoin’d you ? .
Dap. Yes, o’ the vinegar,
And the clean fhirt, -
Face. *Tis well ; that fhirt may do. you

Moft
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MNore worthip than you think. ¢ Your aunt’s a-fire,
¢* But that fhe will not fhew.it, ¢’ have a fight o’ you..
Ha’'you provided for her Grace’s fervants ?
Dap. Yes, here are fix-fcore Edward’s fhillings.. .
Face. Good.. : :
Dap. And an old Harry’s fovereign..
Face. Very good. '
Dap. And three James’s thillings, and .an Elizabeth:
Juft twenty nobles. [groat ;.
Face. Oh, you are too juft!
Lwould you had the other noble in Mary’s,.
Dap. 1 have fome Philip and Mary’s.
Face. Ay, thofe fame
Are beft of all. Where are they ;- Hark! the Do&or,.
‘ Enter Subtle,
Sub. Is yet her Grace’s coufin come?:
Face. He is come. :
Sub. And is he fafting ?-
Face, Yes.
Sub. And hath cry’d hum ?
Face. Thrice, you muft anfwers.
Dap. Thrice.. .
Sxb, And as oft, buz ? .
Face, If you have, fay.. :
DzZ&. I'have. ‘ H
S#b. Then, to her cuz,
Hoping that he hath vinegar’d his fenfes,.
As he was bid, the Fairy Queen difpenfes,
By me, this robe, the petticoat of Fortune ;-
hich that he ftraight put on, fhe doth importune;.
And though to Fortune near be her petticoat,
Yet nearer is her fmock, the Queen doth note:
‘And therefore, even of thata piece fhe has fent, .
Which, being a child, to wrap him in was rent;
Apnd prays him, for a fcarf he now will wear it
(With as much love as then her Grace did.tearit):
About his eyes, to fhew heis fortunate..
. (Tbey blind bim avith a rag,.
And, trufting unto her to make his ftate, .
He’ll throw away all worldly pelf about him ;-
Which that he.will perfoirsm the doth not doubt him.

E Eaces.
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Face, She need not doubt him, Sir. Alas, he has no-
But what he will part withal as willingly, (thing
Upon her Grace’s word (throw away your purfe. )

As fhe would afk it. (¢ Handkerchiefs and all.)’ .
She cannot bid that thing, but he’ll obey.
If you have a ring about you, caft it off,
.Or a filver feal at your wrift : ‘her Grace will fend
Her fairies here to fearch you ;- therefore deal
Directly with her highnefs. If they find
That you conceal a mite, ﬁbur are undone.
‘ [ He throws away, as they bid biss.

Dap. Truly, there’s all,

Face. ANl whart? ,

Dap. My money, truly.

Fz. Keep nothing that is tranfitory about you,
Look, the elves are come
“T'o pinch you, it you tell not truth. Advife you.

Dap. Oh, I have a paper with a fpur-ryal in’t.

Face. Ti, ti.

They koew it, they fay. =~ <
Sud. Ti, t, ti, ti, he has more yet.
+ ¢ Face. Ti, ti-ti-ti. I’ the other pocket #
¢ Dap. Oh, Oh.
¢ Face. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Grace’s pe~
CWe V'
¢ Ti, ti, ti # What care you ? Good faith, you fliall care.
¢ Deal plainly, Sir, and thame the fairies.. Shew
¢ You are an innocent.’

Dap. By this good light, I ha” nothing

But a half-crown -
Of gold, about my wrift, that my love gave me;
And aleaden heart I wore fin’ fhe forfook me. :

Face. 1 thought twae fomething. And would you incur
‘Your aunt’s ditpleafure for thefe trifles? Come,

1 had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns,
. You may wear your leaden heart lllilh { Knock.] How now
Enter .

Sz, What news, Dol ? P

Dol. Yonder’s your knight, Sir Mammon.

Face. God’s lid, we never thought of him till now.. .
Where is he ? ‘
- Rol. Here, hard by. Hg'sat the door.

x - Subs
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Sab. And you are not ready now.
Dol. He muft be fent back.
Face. Oh, by no means.
‘What fhall we do with this fame puffing here,
Now he’s o’ the fpit? '
Sub. Why, lay him back awhile,
With fome device. Ti, ti, ti, ti, tie. Would her Grace .
fpeak with me ? [ Knocks
I come. Help, Dol.
Face. Who's there? Sir Epicure,
(He fpeaks through the key-bole, e other knockinge
My mafter’s i’ the way. Pleafe you to walk
‘Three or four turns, but till his back be turn’d,
And I am for you, Quickly, Dol. [Exit Dols
Sub. Her Grace
Commends her kindly to you, mafter Dapper.
Dap. 1 long to fee her Grace.
Sub. She now is fec
At dinner in her bed, and fhe has fent you
From her own private trencher, a dead moufe,
And a piece of gingerbread, to be merry withal,
And ftay your flomach, left you faint with fafting =
Yesif you could hold out till fhe faw you (fhe faysy -
It would be better for you. ‘
Face. Sir, he fhall
Hold out an’ ’twere this two hours, for her highnefs;
I can affure you that. We will not lofe
All we ha’ done~—
Sub. He muft not fee, nor fpeak
To any bady, till then..
Face. For that we'll put, Sir, .
A ftay in’s mouth.
Sub. Of what?
Face. Of gingerbread. :
Make youitfit. ¢ He that hath pleas™d her Grace -
¢ ‘FThus far, fhall not now crinkle for a little.’ '
Gape, Sir, and let him fit you,
Sub. Where fhall we now
Beftow him?
Dol. T’ the privy.
Skb. Come along, Sir,
I now muft thew you fortune’s privy lodgings.
: Face,
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Eace. Are they perfum’d, and his bath ready ?”
Sxb. All '
©nly the fumigation’s fomewhat ftrong.
¢ Face,. Sit Epicure, 1 am yours, Sir, by and by.’
: . {Exexnts.
END of the Tuirp Acr,

A CT |IV.
- Face and Mammon mcets.
Face.

H, Sir, yo’ire come i’ the only fineft timee.
am. Where’s mafter ?

Face. Now preparing for proje&ion, Sir,.
Your ftuff will be all chang’d fhortly.

Mam. Into gold ?:

Face, To gold and filver, Sir,.

Mam, Silver I care not for.,

Face. Yes, Sir, alittle to give beggars..

Mam. Where’s the lady ?-

Face. Athand here. I bha’'told her fuch brave things:
o’you, e
‘Touching yZ\ir bounty, and your noble: {pirit s

Mam. Haft thou ?-

Face. As fhe is almoft inr her fit to fee you. .
But, good Sir, no divinity i’ your conference, ;
For fear of putting her in rage—- - .

Mam. 1 warrant thee,

¢ Face. Six men will not hold Lier down,. And then:
. If the old manfhould hearorfee you>:

. Mam. Fear not. .

Face. The very houfe, Sir, would run mad. You know:.
How fcrupulous he is, and violent (it
*Gainlt the leaft a&t of fin.. ¢ Phyfic, or mathematics, .
¢ Poetry, ftate, or bawd’ty, (as I told you)
¢ She will endure, and never ftartle : but.
¢ No word of controver(y.’ ' ’

Mawm. 1-am {chool’d, good Ulen.

Face,. And you muft praife her houfe,. remember that, .
And her nobility. '

.. am, Let mealone;; A .

NO:

. e
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No herald, nor no antiquary, Lungs,
Shall do it better. Go.
¢ Face. Why, thisis yet
¢ A kind of modern happinefs, to have
¢ Dol Common for a great lady, [Adfde and exit
¢ Mam. Now, Epicure,
¢ Heighten thyfelf, talk to her, all in gold ;
¢ Rain her as many fhowers as-Jove did drops
¢ Unto his Danae ; fhew the god a mifer,
¢ Compar’d with Mammon. What, the Stone will do't.
"¢ She fhall feel gold, tafte gold, hear gold, fleep gold ;
¢ Nay, we will concumbere gold. I will be pwiffant,
¢ And mighty in my talk to her.’

. Eﬂf’f Do’.
Here fhe comes.
Face. To him, Dol, fuckle him, This is the noble
knight
1 told your Ladyfhip. [Exit Face,
Mam. Madam, with your pardon, .
1 kifs your vefture,
Dol. Sir, 1 were uncivil
If I would fuffer that; my lip to you, Sir.
Mam. 1 hopemy Lord your brother be in health, Lady.
Dol. My Lord my brother is, though I no lady, Sir,
¢ Face. Well faid, my Guiny bird.” '
Mam. Right noble Madam———
¢ Face. Oh, we fhall have moft fierce idolatry.®
Mam. *Tis your prerogative, V
Dol. Rather your courtefy.
Mam. Were there nought elfe ¢’ enlarge your virtues
to roe, :
Thefe anfwers {peak your breeding, and your blood.
Dol. Blood we boaft none, Sir ; a poor baron’s daughter.
Mam. Poor! and gat you ? Profane not. Had your
Slept all the happy remnant of his life [father
After that a&t, .
He had done enough to make himfelf, ¢ his iffue,’
And his pofterity noble.
¢ Faze. I'll in, and laugh,’
Mam. Sweet Madam, let me be particular—— :
Dol. Particular, Sir? I pray you, know your diftance.
Mam, In no il fenfe, fweet Lady, but to atk H
: ow
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How your fair graces pafs the hours ? I fee
Yo’are lod2’d here, i’ the houfe of a rare man, -
An excellent artift ; but what’s that to you ?

Dol. Yes, Sir, I ftudy here the mathematics,
And difiillation,

Mam. Oh, I cry you pardon.

He’s a divine inﬁ:z{{or. r

Dol. Ay, and for his phyfick, Sir————=

Mam. Above the artof Afculapius,
‘Thatdrew the envy of the thunderer !

I know all this, and more.

Dol, 'Croth, 1 am taken, Sir,

Whole with thefe ftudies, that contemplate nature.

Mam. It is a noble humour: but this form
Was not intended to fo dark a ufe.

Imaufe, my lord your brother will permit it!
You fhould fpend half my land firft, were I he.
Does not this diamond better on my finger
Than i’ the quarry ?
Dol. Yes. _
Mam. Why, youare like it. :
You were created, Lady, for the lighit ! .
Here, ‘you fhall wear it’; takeit, the firft ;pledge
Of what I fpeak, to bind you to believe nfe.
“Dol. In chains of Adamant?
Mam. Yes, the ftrongeft bands.
And take a fecret too: here, by yéur fide,
" Doth ftand, this hour, the happieft man in Europe, ,
Dol. You are contented, Sir? '
- Mam. Nay, in true being,
The envy of princes, and the fear of ftates,

Dol.’ Say you fo, Sir Epicure !

Mans. Yes, and thou fhalt prove it,
Daughter of honour. I have caft mine eye-
Upon thy form, and I will rear this beauty
Above all fliles, ) -

Dol. You mean ne treafon, Sir?

Mam. No; I will take away that jealoufy..

I am the lord of the philofpher’s ftone,
And thou the lady. :
- Dol. How, Sir! ha’ you that?

Mam. 1 am the mafter of the maftery, .
This




THE ALCHYMIST g
‘This day the good old wretch here o’ the houfe '
Has made it for us : now he’s at proje&tion. *
Think therefore thy firft with now ; let me hear it}
And it fhall rain into thy lap, no fhower,
But floods of gold, whole cataradls, a deluge,
‘To get a nation on thee. '
Dol. ¢ I could well confent, Sir,
¢ But, ina monarchy, how will this be ?
¢ The prince will foon take notice, and both feize.
¢ You and your flone, it being a wealth unfit
¢ For any private fubjet.
¢ Mam. Tis no idle fear.: '
¢ We'll therefore go with all, my girl, and live
¢ In a free ftate, where we will eat our mullets
¢ Sous’d in high-country wines, fup pheafants eggs,
¢ And have our cockles boil'd in filver fhells,
¢ Our fhrimps to {wim again, as when they liv’d,
¢ Ina rare butter, made of dolphin’s milk,
¢ Whofe cream does look like opals: and with thefe
¢ Delicate meats fet ouriclves high for pleafure,
¢ And take us down again, and then renew
¢ Our youth and firength, with drinking the elixir,
¢ And fo enjoy a perpetuity of life and luft.’
Enter Face.
Fuce. Sir, you'’re toaloud. I hear you every word
Jnto the laboratory., Some fitter place ; .
The garden, or great chamber above. How like you her ?
Mam. Excellent! Lungs. There’s for thee.
. [Gives Money.
Face. But, do you hear ?
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rabbins.
Mzam. We think not on ’em. [Ex. Mam, &g Dols
Face, ¢ Oh, itis well, Sir.” Subtle ! v
Enter Subtle,
Face, Doft thou not laugh ?-
Sub, Yes. Arethey gone ?
Face. All’s clear.  ~
Swb. The widow is come.
Face. And your quarrelling difciple.?
Sub. Ay. ’
Face. 1 muft to my captainfhip again thea,
Sap. Stay, bring ’em in firft,

Faceo

N
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Face. So I meant. What is fhe ?
A bonny belle?
Sub. 1 know not.
Face. We'll draw lots,
You'll ftand to that 2
Sub. Whatelfe ?
‘To the door, man. .
Face. You'll have the firft kifs, ’catfe I am not ready.
Sub. Yes, and perhaps hit you thro’ both the noftrils,
Enter Katftril and Pliant,

Face. Who would you fpeak with 2

Kaf. Where's the captain ?

Face. Gone, Sir,

About fome bufinefs.

Kaf. Gone! '

Face. He'll return firaight,

But mafter doftor, his lieutenant, is here.

Sub. Come near, my worfhipful boy, my Terre Fili,
That is, my boy of land; make thy approaches,
Welcome : [ know thy luft, and thy defires,

And I willferve and fatisfy ’em. Begin,
Charge me from thence, or thence, orin this line ;
Here 1s my center : Ground thy quarrel.

Kaf. You lie? .

Sub. How, child of wrath and anger! the loud lie!
For what, my fudden boy ?

Kaf. Nay, thatlook you to,

1 am afore-hand.

. Sub. O, this’s no true grammar, .

Andasill logick ! You muft render caufes, child,
Your firft and fecond intentions, know your canons,
And your divifions, moods, degrees, and differences,
And ha’ your elements perfectem——

Kaf. Whatis this
The angry tongue he talksin ?

Sub. That falfe precept
Of being afore hand, has deceiv’d a number,
And made ’em enter quarrels, oftentimes,
Before they were aware ; and afterward,
Againft their wills ?

Kaf, How miift I'do then, Sir? sob
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Sub. I cry this Lady mercy : fhe fhould firft .

Have been faluted
Kaf. Go and kifs ber, '
Sub. 1 do call you Lady, [Kiffes Lers

Becaufe -you are to be on€, ere’t be long,
My foft and buxom widow [He kiffes hore

Kaf. Is fhe, 1’ faith?
Sub. Yes, or my heart is an egregious liar.
Kaf, How know you?
Sub. By infpedtion on her forehead,
And fubtility of her lip, which muft be tafted
Often, to make a judgment, ¢ Slight fhe melts.’
Kaf. Kijf; ber again. . - - [He kiffes ber again,
Swb. ¢ Likea Myrabolane !” Here is yet a line,
In riwvo frontis, tells me, he is no knight,
Pli. What 1s he then, Sir?
S«b.-Let me fee your hand.
Oh, yourJinea Fortune makes it plain ;
¢ And Stella here, in monte Veneris :
¢ But moft of all, junftura annularis.’
He is a foldier, or a man-of art, Lady ;
But fhall have fome great honour fhortly.
Pli. Brother, SRR
He's a rare man, believe me!
Kaf. Hold your peace.
Here comes the t’other rare man.

: ) Enter Face,
’Save you, Captain. =~ - - .

Face. Good mafter Katftril, is this your fifter ?

Kaf. Ay, Sir. : :
Pleafe to kufs her, and be proud to know ber.

Face, 1 {hall be proud to know you, Lady.

Pli. Brother, he calls me Lady too.

Kaf. Ay, peace. I heard it.

Face. The Count is come,

¢ Sub. Where is he ?

¢ Face. At the door.’ .

Szb. Why, you muft entertain him,

Face.  What'll you do
With thefe the while ?

F ' Sube
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Suxb. Why have ’em up, and fhew ’em
Some fuitian book, or the dark glafs.

Face. ’Fore god,

She is adelicate dab-chick ! I muft have her,  [Exite
$sb. Muft you ? Ay, if your fortune will, you muit.

Come, Sir, the Captain will come to us prefently :

1I'li have you to my chamber of Demonttrations,

Where I'il fhew you my inftrument,

That hath the feveral {cales upon’t, fhall make you

Able to quarrel, at a ftraw’s breadth by moon-light.

And, Lady, I'll have you look in a glafs,

Seme half an hour, but to clear your eye-fight,

Againtt you fee your fortune ; which is greater

Than I may judge upon the fudden, truit me. [Exeunt,

' Enter Face.

Face. Where are you, Doétor ?

Sub. [within.] P’ll come to you prefently.

Face. 1 will ha’ this fame widow, now I ha’ feen her,
Cn any compofition.

Enter Subtle,

Sub. What do you fay ?

Face, Ha’ you difpos’d of them.

8vb. 1 ha’fent them vp. :

Face, Subtle, in troth, I needs muft have this widow.

Sub, Is that the matter ?

Face. Nay, but hear me,

Sub. Go to,

If you rebel once, Dol fhall know it all.

Therefore be quiet, and obey your chance. 5
¢ Face, Nay, thou art fo violent now—Do but conceives

¢ Thou art old, and canft notferve

¢ Sub. Who, cannot I?
¢ Slight, I will ferve her with thee, for a—'

Face. Ny, '

But underitand : I'll give you compofition.

S«b. T will not treat with thee. What, fell my fortune 2
’Tis better than my birth-right. Do not murmur.
Win her, and carry her.  If you grumble, Dol
Knows it dire&tly.

Face. Well, Sir, I am filent.

Will you go help to fetch in Doniin ftate ? .
Sub, 1 tollow you, Sir. .We muft keep Face in awe,o
r
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Or he will overlook us like a tyrant. [ Afide*
Brain of a taylor! Who comes here? Don John ?
"~ Enter Surly like a Spaniard.
Sur  Sennores, befo las manos, a wueftras mercedes.
¢ Sub.-Would you had ftoop’d a little, and Kifs’d our
¢ Face. Peace, Subtle. {anos.
¢ Sub, Stab me; I fhall never hold, man,
He looks in that deep ruff, like a head in platter,
¢ Serv’d in by a fhort cloak upon two treffils.
¢ Face. Or, whatdo you fay toa collar of brawn, cut
down -
¢ Beneath the foufe, and wriggled with a knife #*
Sub. Don, your feurvy, yellow, Madrid face is wels
come.
Sur. Gratia,
Sub. He fpeaks out of a fortification.
Pray god, he ha' no fquibs in thofe deep fets,
Sur. Por dios, fennores, muy linda cafa!
Sub. W hat fays he ?
Face. Praifes the houfe, I think;
I know no more but’s adtion. '
Sub. Yes, the Cafa,
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough
To cozen youin. Doyoumark? You fhall
Be cozen’d, Diego.
Face, Cozen'g, da you fee ?
My worthy Donzel cozen’d.
Sur, Entiendo.
Sub. Do you intend it ? So do we, dear Don. .
Have you brought piftolets, or portagues,
My folemn Don? Doft thou feel any ?

Face. Full. [He feels bis pockets.
Sub. You fhall be emptied, Don, pumped and drawn
Dry, as they fay. .

Face. ’Shd, Subtle, how fhall we do ?
Sub. For what? .
Face, '\Vhy Dol’s employ’d, you know.
Swh. That’s true.
’Fore heaven, I know not :
Mammon muft not be troubled..
Face. Mammon! in no cafe,
Think ; youmuft be fudden.
Fa Sur,
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Sur. Entiendo, qua la _/Z'nmna es tan’ bermofa, que codicie
tan a ver la, como la bien aventuranza de mi vzda.
Face, Mi wida? °Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind o’
the widow,
What doft thou fay to draw her to't ? Ha !
And tell herit is her fortone ? ¢ All our venture
¢ Now lies upon ’t. Itisbut one man more, -
¢ Which on’s chance to have her : and befide
¢ "there is no maidenhead o be fear’d or loft.
¢ What doft thou think on’t, Subtle,
¢ Sub, Who, I, why?
¢ Face, The credit of our Ixoufc too is engag'd,
¢ Sub. You made me an offer for my fhare cre-whnle,
. * What wilt thou gi’ me, i’faith ?
¢ Face. Oh, by that light
¢ 1’il not buy now. You know your doom to me.
¢ E’en take your lot, obey your-c ance, Sir ‘Win her,
¢ And wear her out for me.
¢ Sur. Sennorespor-gue f¢ tarda tanta?
¢ Sub. Faith, I am not fir, I am-old.
¢ Face. That s now no reafon, Sir,
¢ Sur. Pucde fer, de hazer burla de mi amor.
¢ Face. You hear the Don too? By thisair, I call,
And loofe the hinges : Dol. S
¢ Sub. ‘A plague of hell-—
¢ Face. Will you then do ?
* &%), You are a terrible rogue 3
¢ I'll think of this. Will you, Sir, call the widow ?
¢ Face. Yes, and I’ll take her too, with all her faults,
¢ Now I do think on’t better.
¢ Sub. With all my heart, Sir; \
¢ Am1 difcharg’d o’ the lot ? -
¢ Face. As you pleafe.
¢ $xb. Hands. .
¢ Face. Reirember now, that upon any change,
¢ You never claim her.
¢ Sub. Much good joy, and health to you, Sir.
¢ Marry a whore ? Fare, let me wed a witch firft,
¢ Sur. Por eflas honradas barbas———s?, 3
Sur. ¢ He fwears by his beards

Difpatch, and call her brother too. [E.m Face.
‘ Sur.,
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Sur. Tiengo, duda, fennores,
Rue no me hogan alguna traycion.
Sub. How, iffue on ? Yes, praflo finnor. Pleafe you
Enthratha the Chambrata, worthy Don ?
* Where if you pleafe the Fates, in your Bathada,
You fhall be foak’d, and ftroak’d, and tubb’d, and rubb’d,
And fcrubb’d, and fubb’d, dear Don, before you go.
You fhall, in faith, my feurvy baboon Don,
Be curried, claw’d, and flaw’d, and taw’d, indeed. )
.  [Exit Surly,
T will the heartier go about it now,
And make the widow a punk fo much the fooner,
To be reveng’d on this impetuous Face :
‘The quickly doing of it is the grace. , C
Enter Face, Kaftril, and Pliant. v .
Face. Come, Lady ; I'knew the doctor would not leave,”
Till he had found the very nick of her fortune.
Kaf. Tg be a Countefs, fay you ? A Spanifh countefs,
ir? ' :
Pli. Why, is that better than an Englith countefs ? -
Face. Better! *Slight, make you that a queftion, lady 2
: Enter Subtle.
Here comes the doctor,
Sub. My moft honour’d Lady,
(For fo I am now to ftile you, having found
By this my fcheme you are to undergo
An honourable fortune, very fhortly)
What will you fay now, if fome——
“Face. 1have told her all, Sir; .
And her right worfhipful brother here, that fte fhall be
A countefs ; do not delay them, Sir; aSpanith countefs.
Sub. Still, my fcarce worfhipful Captain, you can keep
No fecret. Well, fince he has told you, Madam,
Do you forgive him, and I do.
Kaf. She fhall do that, Sir,
P’ll look to’t, tis my charge.
Sub, Well then, nought refts
But that the fit her love naw to her fortune.
Pli; Truly, 1thall never brook a Spaniard.
Sub. No ¢
Pli. Never fin”eighty-eight could I abide them,
.And that was fome three year afore I was born, in truth.
. F 3 Sub.
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Sub. Come, you muft love hnm, or be miferable.
Kaff. Gods’lid you ﬂmll love him, orT’ll klck you.
- Pli. Why ?
I'l! do as you will pra” me, brother.
K./, Do,
Or by this band you are not my ﬁﬂer, )
Ir you retufe,
Pli. Twill not refufe, brother,
. Enter Surly.
Sur. Qre es ¢fto, fennores, gue non f wrrga ?
FEfoa tardanza me mata !
Face. It is the Count come.
Tte Doftor knew he would be here, by hls art.
Sub.. En gallanta Madama, Don! gallantifima !
Sur. Por todos les diofes, le mas acabada
H. nm_‘/ura, que be wiflo en mi wida !
+ Face, 1’t not a gallant language that they fpeak 2
Kaf. An admirable language! Is’t not French ¢
Face. No, Spanifh, Sir.
Raf. It goes hke law-French ;
And that, they fav, is the courtlieft language.
‘Face. Litt, Sir.
Sur, 77 u{ga mie dios.
Face. He admires your fifter.
Kaf. Muft not fhe makea curefy ?
Sub. Qd’s will, fte muft go to him, man, and kifs hlm ?
ITtis the Spanifh fafhion for the women
To nake firft court, Sir?
Sur. Por cl amor de dios, que es effo, que f¢ tarda?
Kaf. Nay, fee; fhe will not underftand hlm' Gull'
Noddy !
* Pli, What fay you, brother ?
Kafs. Afs, my fufter!
-Gokufs him, as the cununing man would ha’ you;
I'il thruft a pin i’ your buttocks elfe. -
Face. Oh, no, Sir.
Sur. Scnnora, fifera Jervida, entremus,
Kaf. Where does he carry her?
. [Excunt Sur. and Plyant.
Face. Into the garden, Sir;:

Take you no thought; I mufti interpret for her. Sub
uba
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Suxb. Give Dol the word. [Exit Face.] Ccme, my
. fierce child, advance. ' o
We'll to our quarrelling leflon again,
Kaf. Agreed, '
Jlovea Spani[f; boy with all my heart.
Sub. Nay, by this means, Sir, you (hall be brother
To a great count. - '
Ka/. Ay, I knew that at firft.
This match will advance the houfe of the Kaftrils,
Sub. Pray God your fifter prove but pliant, -
Kaf. Why,
Her name is fo, by her other hufband.
Sab; How! = '
Kaf. The widow Pliant. Knew you not that ?
Sub. ¢ No, faith, Sir. =~ ’
¢ Yet, by erection of her figure, I guefs'd it.’
Yes, yesy I kncw it by my art.
Come, let’s go pradtife,
Kaf. Yes; but doyou think, Do&or,
I e’er fhall quarrel well ? t
Sub. 1 warrant you.
Kaft, Damme, you lie. [Exeunt

_ SCENE, another Apartment.

Enter Dol and Mammon.
Dol. For, after Alexander’s death
: [In ber fit of talking.

Mam. Good Lady——

Dol. That Perdiccas and Antigonus were flain,
The two that ftood, Seleuc’ and Prolmee——

Mam. Madam. .

Dol. Made up the two legs, and the fourth beaft,
That was Gog-north, and Egypt-fouth; which after
Was call'd Gog-iron-leg, and South-iron-leg——

Mam. La—

Dol. And then Gog-horned. So was Egypt, too.
Then Egypt-clay-leg, and Gog-clay-leg. .

Mam. Sweet Madam. . '

Dol And laft Gog-duft, and Egypt-duft, which fall
In the laft link of the fourth chain. And thefe
Be ftarsin ftory, which none fee or 100k ate——

Mam, What fhall1 do?

’ DOI.
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Dol. For, as he fays, except
We call the rabins, and the heathen Greeks—
Mam, Dear Lady. . '
Dol. To come from Salem, and from Athens,
And teach the people of Great-Britain—
: Enter Face.
Face. What’s the matter, Sir,
Del. To fpeak the tongue of Eber and Javan——
Mam. Oh, fhe’s in her fit.
Dol. We fhall know nothing ——
Face. Death, Sir,
We are undone. My mafter will hear!
¢ Dol, A wifdom, which Pythagoras-held moft high—
¢ Mam. Sweet honourable Lady.
¢ Dol. To comprize
¢ All founds of voices in few marks of letters—
¢ Face. Nay, you muft never hope to lay her now.
¢ Dol. And fo we may arrive by Talmud fkill,
¢ And profane Greek, to ruife the building up
¢ Of Helen’s houfe againft the Ifmaclite,
¢ King of Thogarma, and his Habergions
¢ Brimftony, blue, and fiery ; and the force
¢ Of King Abaddon, and the beaft of Cittim,
¢ Which Rubbi David Kimchi, Omkelos,
¢ And Aben Ezra do interpret Rome.
¢ Face, How did you put her into’t
¢ Mam, Alas, I talk’d
¢ Of a fifth monarchy I would ereQ,
¢ [They fpeak together.
¢ With the Philofopher’s Stone (by chance) and fhe
¢ Falls on the other four ftraight.
¢ Face. Out of Broughton.
¢ I told you fo. ’Slid, flop her mouth.
¢ Mam. Is’t beft ?
¢ Face. She’ll never leave elfe.  If the old man hear
We are but fzces, athes,’ {her,
Sub. [Within.] What's to do there ? ‘
Face. Oh, we are loft. Now fhe hears him, fhe is quiet.
Mam. Where fhall I hide me ?
. [Upon Subtle’s entry they difperfea
Sub. How, what fight i[s ﬁere! Y # :
Clofe deeds of darknefs, and that fhun the light!

Bring
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Bring him again ; who is he ? =What, my fon!

Oh, I havelivd toolong. © "~ 7
Mam. Nay, good, dear father,

There was no unchafte purpofe.

Sub."No ? and fleeme
WhenIcomein? =~ °

Mam, That was my. error,

Sub. Error?” " 7 .
Guilt, guilt, my fon. Give it the right name, No marvel
1f I found check in our great work within, o
When fuch affairs as thefe were managing !

Mam. Why, haveyoufo? =~ =~ "'

Sub. 1thas ftood ftill this half hour;

And all the reft of our lefs works gone back.
Where is the inftrument of wickednefs,
My lewd falfedrudge?* " """

Mam. Nay, good Sir, blame not him;
Believe me, *twas againt his will, or knowledge.
X faw her by chance, T

Sub. Will you commit more fin,

‘T’ excufe a varlet ? ‘

Mam, By my hope, tis true, Sir. ‘

Sub. Nay, then 1 wonder lefs, if you for whom .
The blefling was prepar’d, would fo tempt Heaven ;
And lofe wur fortunes, o

Mam, hr‘, 8ir?

Sub. This 1l retard
The work, 2 month at leaft.

Mam. Why, if itdo,

What remedy # but think it not, good futher:
Our purpofes were honetl.

Sub. Asthey were, :

So the reward will prove. [ 4 great crack and noifc within.]
Hownow?! Ay we."
God, and all faints be good to us ! What’s that ?

Face. Oh, Sir, we are defeated : all the works

Are flown in fumo :
Retorts, receivers, pellicanes, bolt-heads,
- All ftruck in fhivers! Help, good Sir! alas!
' ’ [Subtle falls down as in a fivoons
Coldnefs and death invades him. Nuy, Sir Mammon,
Do the fair office of a man! You ftand, -

o As
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As you Were readiet to depart than he. - [Oxe knocks.
Who's there ? My Lord, her brother is come.
Mam. Ha, Lungs ?
Face. His coach 15 at the door.  Avoid his fight,
For Ne’s as furious as his fifter is mad. [One knocks.
Mam., Alas!
Face.. My brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir.
I ne’er muft hope to be mine own man again,
Mam. s all loft, Lungs ? Will nothing be preferv’d,
Of all ourcoft ? )
Face. Faith, very little, Sir:
A peck of coals or fo, which is cold comfort, Sir.
Mam. Oh, my vuluptuous mind ! I'm juftly punifl’d,
Face. And fo'am 1, Sir.
Mam. Catt from all my hopes ——
Face. Nay, certainties, Sir.
Mam. By mine own bafe affetions,
Sub. Oh, the curs’d fruits of vice and luft!
[Subtle fzems to come to bim/elf.
Mam. Good father,
" It was my fin. Forgive it.
Sub. Hangs my roof
. Over us ftill, and will not fall, Oh, Juﬁxce'
Upon us, for this wicked man ?
.__ Face. Nay, look, Sir,
You grieve him now with ﬁaymg in bis fight :
Good Sir, the nobleman will come too, and take you,
And that may breed a tragedy.
. Mam. T'llgo,
Face. Ay, and repent at home, Sir. It may be,
For fome good penance you may have it yet ;
A hundred pounds to the box at Bethlem,
Mam. Yes.
Face. For the reftoring fuch as ha’ loft their wits.
Mam, Tll do't.
‘ace. I’ll fend one to you to receive it.
Mam. Do.
Is no projection left ?
Face. All flown, or ftinks, Cir. .
Mam. Will nought be fav’d that’s good for med cine,
think’t thou ?
Face. I cannot,tell, Sir.  There will be, perhaps,
. Some-

e
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Something, about the {craping of the fhards,
W ill cure theitch :
1t fhall be fav’d for you, and fent home. Good Sir,
This way, for fear the lord fhould meet you.
) ‘ [ Exit Mam,
Sub. Face,
Face. Ay,
Sub. Is he gone?
Face. Yes, and as heavily
As all the gold he hop’d for were in his blood,
Let us be light though.
Sub. Ay, as balls, and bound
And hit our heads againft the roof for joy :
‘Thereé’s fo much of -our care now caft away.
Face, Now to our Don.
Sub. Yes, your young widow, by this time,
Is made a countefs. She’s now in travail
Of a young heir for you.
Face. Good, Sir.
Sub. Off with your cafe,
* And greet her kindly, as a bridegroom fhould,
After thefe common hazards.
Face. Very well, Sir.
Will you go fetch Don Diego off the while ? -
Sub. And fetch him over too, if you’ll be pleas’d, Sir.
Would Dol were in her place, to pick his pockets now.
Face. Why, you can do it as well, if you would fet
I pray you prove your virtue. [to’t.
Sub. For your fake, Sir. [Excunt

SCENE, the Alchymift’s Room.

Enter Surly and Dame Pliant,
Sur. Lady, you fee into what hands you are fall’n!
*Mongft what a neft of villains! and how near
Your honour was ¢’ have catch’d a certain ruin
(Through your credulity) ¢had I but been
¢ So punftually forward as place, time,
¢ And other circumftances, would ha’ made a man:
¢ Foryo’are a handfomewoman, would you were wife too.”
I am a gentleman come here difguis’d,
Only to find the knaveries of this citadel,
And where I might ha’ wrong'd your honour, and lia’lnpr,
claim
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I claim fome intereft in you love. Your are, ..
. They fay, a widow, rich ; and Iam a batchelor,. . .
Worth nought.. your.fortun:s.may make. me.a mag, -
Ag mine ha’ preferv’d you a woman. Think upon it,
And whether I have deferv’d you, or no.
Pi. T will, Sir.
Sur. And for thef houfhold-rogues, let me alone .
To treat with them,
. [Enter Subde.
Sub. How doth my noble Diego ?...
And my dear Madam Countefs ¢ Hath the Count
Been courteous, Lady ? liberal, and open 2
Donfel, methinks yau laok melancholxc
After your coicum, and fcurvy ! Truly,
1 do not like the dullnefs of youreye, :
It hath a heavy caft ; ’ris Uplee-Dutch, .
And fays you are a lumpifh whore, mafter.
Be lighter ; I will make your pockets fo.. . .
[He fals to picking.of tbem
Sur. Will you, Don bawd, and pick purfe? How
now ?" Reel you ? .
Stand up, Sir; you fhall find, fince I am fo havy,
T’ll give you equal wcxght.
Sub. Help, murder! . .
Sur. No, Sir, there’s no fuch thmg intended. A 3ood

£are,
And 2 clean whlp, fhall eafe you of that fear.
I am the Spanifh Don, that fhould be cozen’d,
Do you fee ? Cozen’d! Where’s your Captain ‘Face ?
Enter Face.
Face. How, Surly!
Sur. Oh, make yourapproach good Captam.

" 1 have found from whence your copper rings and fjpoons
Come now, wherewith you cheat abroad in taverns.
And this do&or, .
¢ Your footy, finoaky -bearded compeer, he
Will clofe you fo much gold in a bold’s head,. .

: [Face ﬂcal.f qf

Andon a turn, conve)g @ the ﬂead) another

With fublim’d mercury, that.thall burft i* the heat,

And fly out all in fumo? What is be gone? -
' ' ) Nay,

4
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Nay, Sir, you muft tarry,
‘Tho’ he be 'fcap’d, and anfwer by the ears, Sir.
. Enter Face and Kaftril.

Face, Why, now’s the time, it ever you will quarrel
Well, (as they fay) and be a true born child.

‘The Do&tor and your fifter both are abus’d.

Ka/. Where is he? Which is he ¢ He is a flave,
Whate’er he is, and the fon of a whore. Are you
‘The man, Sir, I would know ?

Sur. I fhould be loth, Sir,

‘To confefs fo much.

Kaf. Then youlig i’ your throat.

Sur, How ! ’

Face. Avery arrant rogue, Sir, and a cheater,
Employ'd here by another conjurer,
‘That does not love the Doctor, and would cros Lim,
If he knew how——

Sur. Sir, you are abus’d..

Kaf. You lie:,
And ’tis no matter. -

Face. Well faid, Sir. He is
The impudent’ft rafcal

Sur. You are indeed! Will you hear me, Sir?

Face. By no means—Bid him begone.

Kaf. Begone, Sir, quickly.

Sur. This’s ftrange ! Lady, do you inform your brother.

Face. There'is not fuch a foift in all the town : .
The Doétor had him prefently ; and finds yet,

‘The Spanifh Count will come here. Bear up, Subtle,

Sub. Yes, Sir, he muftappear within this hour.

Face. And yet this rogue will come in a difguife,

By the temptation of another fpirit,
‘To trouble our art, tho’ he could not hurt it,

Ka/. Ay, ‘

I know—Away ; you talk like a foolifh mouther.

Sur, Sir, allis truth, fhe fays.

Face. Do not believe him, Sir.

He is the lying’ft fivabber ! Come your ways, Sir.

Sur. You are valiant out of company.

Kaf. Yes. How then, Sir?

' Enter Drugger.,

Face, Nay, here’s an honeft fellow too, that knows him,

And all his tricks—Make éood what I fay, Abel:

This
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This cheater would ha’ cozen’d thee o’ the widow. [ 7o Ab
He owes this honeft Drugger, here, feven pounds,
He has had on him in two-penn’orths of tobacco.
Drug. Yes, Sir ; and he has damn’d himfelf three .
Terms to pay me.
Face. And what does he owe for lotium ?
Drug. Thirty fhillings, Sir.
And for fix fyringes.
Sur. Hydra of villainy !
Face. Nay, Sir, you muft quarrel him out o’ the houfe,
Kaf. T will, Sir, if you get not out 0’ doors, you lie;
And you are a pimp. - :
Sur. Why, this is madnefs, Sir,
Not valourin you. I muft laugh at this. '
Kaf. Itis my humour. Youare a pimp, and a trig.
And an Amadis de Gaul, ora Don Quixote. [fee?
Drug. Or a Knight o’ the Curious Coxcomb, do you
o Enter Ananias.
Ana. Peace to the houfhold.
Kaf. T'll keep peace for no man.
Ana. Cafting of dollars is concluded lawful.
Kaf. Is hethe conftable ?
Sub. Peace, Ananias,
Face. No, Sir.
. Kaf. 'Then youare an otter, and a thad, a whit,
A very Tim.
Sur. You'll hear me, Sir?
Kaf. 1will not.
Ana. What is the motive ?
Sub. Zealin the gentlemen,
Againft his Spanifh flops.
Ana. The&’ are prophane,
Lewd, fuperititious, and idolatrous breeches.
Sur, New rafcals !
Kaf. Will you begone,.Sir ?
Ana. Avoid, Satan.
Thou art notof the light. That ruff of pride
About thy neck, betrays thee, and is the fame
With that which the unclean birds, infeventy-feven,
Were feen to prank it with on divers coafts.
Thou look’ft ke Antichrift, in the lewd hat,
© Sur. 1 muft give way,
\ Kadf.
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Kaf. Begone, Sir.
Sur. But I'll'take a courfe with you,
Ana. Depart, proud, Spanifh ficnd.
Sur. Captain and DoGtor ——
Ana. Child of perdition ! ,
Kaf. Hence, Sir. [They fight. Exit Surly.
Did I not quarrel bravely ?
Face. Yes, indeed, Sir. ’
Kaf. Nay, an I give my mind to’t, I thall do’t.
Drug. Well, and bow did 1? -
Face. Very well ;
But you muft follow, Sir, and threaten him tame;
He’ll turn again elfe.
Kaf. T'll return him then.
Face. Drugger, this rogue prevented us ; for thee,
We had determin’d that thou fhould{t ha’ come
In a Spanifh fuit, and ha’ carried her fo ; and he,
A brokerly flave, goes, puts it on himfelf,
Haft brought the damatk ?
Drug. Yes, Sir.
Face. Thou muft borrow s
A Spanifh fuit. Haft thou no credit with the players ?
Drug. Yes, Sir. Did you never fee me play the fool ?
Face. Thou fhale, if I can help it.
anronymo s old cloak, ruff, and hat will ferve :
[Subtle bath wby}rrfd bim this whiles
I’11 tell thee more when thou bring’{t them,
Drug. Did not I behave <well?
Will you begone ? —— Heavon’t be here
In a burry, I belicve, , [Exit.
Ana. Sir, I know
The Spaniard hates the brethren, and hath fpies
Upon their adtions :* ¢ and that this was one,
¢ I muke no fcruple. But the holy fynod
¢ Have been in prayer and meditation for it.’
And ’tis reveal’d no lefs to them than me,
‘That cafting of money is moft law ful,
Sub. True;
But here I cannot do it. If the houfe .
Should char.ce to be fufpetted, all would out,
And we be lock’d up in the "Tower for ever,
G2 . To
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To make gold there for the ftate ; never come out 3

And then you are deteated.
dna, 1 willtell

‘This to the elders, and the weaker brethren,

‘That the whole company of the Separation

May join in humble prayer again,

Sub. And fafting.
Ana. Yea, for fome fitter place. The peace of mind

Reft with thefe walls. ) [Exit
Sub. Thanks, courteous Ananias.

Face. What did he come for ?
Sub. About cafting dollars, -

Prefently out of hand. Andfo I told him,

A Spanifh minilter came here to {py

Againft the faithful.

Face. 1 conceives Come, Subtle,

Thou art {o down upon the leaft difafter !

How wouldit thou ha’ done, if I had not help’d thee out 2
Sxb. 1 thank thee, Face, for the angry boy, 1’faith.
Face. Who would ha’ look’d it fhould ha’ béen that

Well, Sir, . [rafcal, Surly 2

Here’s damafk come to make you a fuit.

Sub. Where’s Drugger?
Face. H’s gone to borrow me a Spanifh habit.

1’1l be the Count now.

Sub. Bur where’s the widow ?
Face. Witbin, with my Lord’s fifter : Madam Dol

Is entertaining her. -

Sub. By your favour, Face ;
Now fhe is honeft, I will ftand again.
Face. You will not offer it ?-
Sub. Why ?
Face. Stand to your word,
Or here comes Dol ; fhe Knows ——
Sub. Y’ ave tyrannous ftill,
Face. Suié&t for my right. s
Enter Dol

How now, Dol ? Haft told her

The Spanifh Count will come ?

Dol Yes ; but another is come

You little look’d for.

Face, Who's that?

Ddt’o
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Dol, Your mafter ;
The mafter of the houfe,

Szb, How, Dol ! .

Face. She lies, -
This is fome trick. Come, leave your quibblings, Dorothy,

Dol. Look out and fee. ’

Sub. Art thou in earneft? .

Dol ’3light !
Forty o’ the neighbours are about him, talking,

Face. *Tis he, by this good day,

Dol. *Twill prove an 1ll day
For fome of us.

Facé, We are undone, and taken.

Dol. Laft, I'm afraid.

Sub. You faid he would not come
While there died one a week, within the liberties,

Face. No; ’twas within the walls.

Sub. What fhall we do now, Face ?

Face. Be filent; not a word, if he call or knock,
Y’ll into mine old fhape again, and meet him,
Of Jeremy the butler. I’ the mean time,
.Do you two pack up all the goods and purchafe,
‘That we can carry i’ the two trunks. I’ll help him
Off for to-day, if I cannot longer; and then,
At night, I'll fhip you both away to Ratcliff,
Where we'll meet to-morrow, and there we’jl thare,
Let Mammon’s brafs and pewter keep the cellar—
‘We'll have another time for: that,

' : - [Exeunt,
EnD of the FourTH Acr.

ACT V..
S CEN B, a Strees.
Enter Lovewit and Neighbours,

LovewrT. ‘
AS there been fuch refort, fay you ?
1 Nei. Daily, Sir,
2 Nei. And nightly voo. . .
* 3 Nei. Ay, fome as br&ve as lords;

3 . ’ 3 Arﬂ.~
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4 Nei. Ladies and gentlewomen.
5 Nei. Citizens wives, and knights in coaches.
2 Nei. Yes, and oyfter-women. -
1 Nei. Befide other gallants.
3 Nei. Sailors’ wives.
4 Nei. 'Tobacco-men, -
§ Nei. Another Pimlico !
¢ Lowe. What fhould my knave advance,
¢ To draw this company ? "He hung out no banners
¢ Of a ftrange calf, with five legs, tobe feen ?
¢ Or a huge lobfter, with fix claws ?
< 6 Nei. No, Sir. . ’
¢ 3 Nei. We had gone in then, Sir.
¢ Lowr. He has nogift
¢ Of teaching i’ the nofe, that e’er I knew of.
¢ You faw no bills fet up that promis’d cure
¢ Of agues, or the tooth-ach ?
¢ 2 Nei, No fuch thing, Sir.
¢ Love. Nor hearda drum ftruck, for baboons, or pup-
¢ ¢ Nei. Neither, Sir.” ' [pets 2
Laowe. What device fhould he bring forth now 2
1 love a teeming wit as I love my nourifhment.
Pray, Heav’n, he ha’ not kept fuch open houfe,
That he hath fold my hangings and my bedding 3
I lefc him nothing elfe. If he have cat them,
A plague o’ the mouth, fay I. ¢ Sure he has got
¢ Some bawdy piQures, to call all this gang.’
When faw you him ? ~
1 Nei. Who, Sir? Jeremy?
2 Nci.' Jeremy, butler?
We faw him not this-month.
Lowve, How !
4 Nei. Not thefe five weeks, Sir.
6 Nei. Thefe fix weeks, at the leaft,
Lowve. Y’ amaze me, neighbours!
"Nei. Sure, if your worfhip know not where he is,
He’s flipp’d away. A
6 Nei. Pray Heav'n, he be not made away. [He knockss
Love. Ha! It’s no time to queition, then,
6 Nei. About
Some three weeks fince, I heard a doleful cry,
As I fat up, a mending my wife’s ftockings.
' & : Love,
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Lowe. This’s firange, that none will anfwer !
Didft thou hear
A cry, fay’ft thou ?
- 6 Nei. Yes, Sir, like untoa man
That had been ftrangled an hour, and could not fpeak.
2 Nei. T heard it too, juit this day three weeks at two
Next morning. (o’clock
Lowe. Thefz be miracles, or you make ’em fo,
A man an hour ftrangled, and could not fpeak,
And both you heard him cry!
3 Nei. Yes,downward, Str.
ZLowe. Thou art a wife fellow. Give me thy hand, I
' What trade art thou ? (pray thee:
3 Nei. A fmith, an’t pleafe your worfhip. * open.
ZLove. Afmith! then lend me thy help to get thisdoor
3 Nei. That I will, prefently, Sir; but fetch my tools.
Eﬁ'l’tl
1 Nei. Sir, beft to knock again, afore you break i[t.
: Enter Face.
Lowe, 1 will,
Face. What mean you, Sir?
Al Nei. Oh, here’s Jeremy !
Face. Good Sir, come from the door,
Lowve. Why, what’s the matter ?
Face. Yet farther; you are too near yet.
Love. T’ the name of wonder, what means the fellow ¥
Face. The houfe, Sir, has been vifited:
Lowe. Stand thou then farther,
Face. No, Sir, I had it not.
Love. Whohad it then ? I left
None elfe but thee i’ the houfe.
Face. Yes, Sir, my fellow,
The cat that kept the buttery, had it on her
A week before I fpiedit; but I got her
Convey’d away 1’ the night. And fo I fhut
The houfe up for a month ——
Lowve. How ! .
Face. Purpofing then, Sir.
T have burgt rofe-vinegar, treacle, and tar.
And ha’ made it fweet, that you fhould ne’er ha’ known its
Becaufe I knew the news would but afili¢t you, Sir. '
Love, Why, this is ftranger ! - :
(9
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‘The neighbours tell me all here, that thedoors
Have ftill been open=———

Face. How, Sir!

Lowe. Gallants, men, and women, :
And of all forts, tag-rag, been feen to flock Lere
In threaves, thefe ten weeks, as to a fecond Hogs-den,
In daysof Pimlico and Eye-bright.

Face. Sir,

Their wifdoms will not fay fo!

Love. To-day, they fpeak
Of coaches and gallants ; one in a French hood
Went ip, they tell me; and another was feen
In a velvet gown at the window ; divers more
Pafs in and out.

" Face. They did pafs thro’ the doors then,
Or walls, I affure their eye-fights, and their fpeftacles ;'
For here, Sir, are the keys, and here have been,
In this my pocket, now above twenty days.
¢ And for before, I kept the fort alone there.
¢ But that tis not yet deep i’ the afternoon,
- ¢ I fhould believe my neighbours had feen double,
¢ Thro’ the black pot, and made thefe apparitions:’
For, on my faith to your worlhip, for thefe three weeks,
And upwards, the door has not been open’d,

Lowe. Strange!

Nei. Good faith, I think I faw a coach.

Lowe. Do you but think it now ¢
And but one coach ? ' :

4 Nei. We cannot tell, Sir; Jeremy
Is a very honeft fellow.

Face. Did you fee me at all ?

1 Nei. No; that we are fureon. -

Love. Fine rogues to have your teftimonies built on !

Re-enter 3 Neighbour. :

3 Nei. Is Jeremy come ?

1 Nei. Oh, yes! you may leave your tools ;
We were deceiv’d ; he fays he has had the keys,
And the door has been fhut thefe three weeks.

3 Nei, Like enough.

Love. Peace, and get hence, you changelings.

Face. [ +ifide.] Surly come!

And Mammon made acquainted ! They’ll zell all.

How |
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How fhall I beat them off? Whut fhall I do?
Nothing’s more wretched than a guilty confcience,
Enter Surly and Mammon,
Sur. No, Sir, he was a great phyfician. This,
It was no bawdy-houfe, but a mere chancel.
You knew the Lord and his fifter.

Mam, Nay, good Surly—

Sur. The bappy word, Be rich—

Mam. Play not thetyrant,

Sur, Should be to-day pronounc’d to all your friends.
And where be your andirons now, agd your brafs pots,
That fhould ha’ been golden flaggons, and great wedges ?

Mam. Let me but breathe. What! they ha’ fhut their

Methinks. ' [doors,
Sur. Ay, now, 'tis holy-day with them,
Mam. Rogues, .

Cozeners, impoftors, bawds ! : :
Face. What mean you, Sir ? [ Mam, and Surly knock,
Mam. To enter, if we can. ‘

Face. Another man’s houfe ! ’

Here is the owner, Sir; turn to him,

And fpeak your bufinefs.

Mam. Are you, Sir, the owner ?

Lowve. Yes, Sir. '

Mam. And are thofe knaves within your cheaters ?

Love. What knaves, what cheaters ?

Mam. Subtle, and his Lungs. Co

Face. The gentleman is diftra®ed, Sir.  No lungs
Nor lights ha’ been feen here thefe three weeks, Sir;
Within thefe doors, upon my word.

Sur. Your word !

Groom arrogant.

Face. Yes, Sir; I am the houfekeeper,

And know the keys ha’ not been out o’ my hands,

* Swr. This’s a new Face.

Face. You do miftake the houfe, Sir.
What fign was’t at ?

Sur. You rafcal ! Thisisone
O’ the confederacy. Come, let’s get officers,
And force the door.

Lowve. Pray you, ftay, gentlemen.

Sur, No, Sir, we'll come with warrant, :

Man ,
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Mam. Ay, and then
We fhall ha’ your doors open. [ Eae«nt Sur. and Mam,
Love. What means this ?
Face. I cannot tell, Sir.
1 Nei. Thefe are two o’ the gallants,
That we do think we faw.
Face. Two of the fools ! .
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, Sir,
I think the moon has craz'd them all ! Oh, me,
The angry boy come too ! He’ll make a noife,
And ne’er away till he have betray’d us all. [Afide.
Enter Kaftnl,
Kaf. What rogues, bawds, flaves! you'll open the door
anon. [Kaftril knocks
Punk, Cockatrice, my fufter. By this light
I’ll fetch the Marthal to yous You are a whore,
To keep your caftle,—— :
Face. Who would you fpeak with, Sir ?
Kaf. The bawdy Do€tor, and the cozening Captain,
And Pufs, my fufter.-
Love. This is fomething, fure !
Face. Upon my truft, the doors were never open, Sire.
Kaf. 1have heard all their tricks told me twice over,
By the fat knight, and the lean gentleman.
Leve. Here comes another.
Face. Ananias too!
And his paftor ! [Afde.
Enter Ananias axd Tribulation.
Ana. Come forth, you feed of fulphur, fonsof fire ;
Your ftench is broke fﬂrth : abomination
Is in the houfe.
Kaf. Ay, my fufter’s there.
Ana. The place
Is become a cage of unclean birds.
Kaf. Yes, I'will fetch the fcavenger and the conftable,
Trib. You fhall do well.
Ana. We'll join to weed them out.
Kaf. You will not come then, Punk device, my fufter ?
Ana. Call her not fifter. She’sa harlot, veriiy.
Kaf. P’ll raife the ftreet.
Lowve, Good gentlemen, a word———
Ana. Satan, avoid, and hinder not our zeal,

Lowe.
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Lowve. Theworld’s turn’d Bedlam.
Face, Thefe are all broke loofe

Out of St. Kath’rine’s, where they ufe to keep

‘The better fort of mad folks.
1 Nei. All thefe perfons

We faw go in and out here,
2 Neis. Yes, indeed, Sir.
3 Nei. Thefe were the parties.
Face. Peace, you drunkards. Sir,

I wonderatit! Pleafe you to give me leave

‘To touch the door; I’ll try an the lock be chang’d:
Love. It ’'mazes me! -
Face. Good faith, Sir, I believe

There’s no fuch thing, *Tis all deceptio wifus.

Would I could get him away ! ]glo)gpper cries out avithin,
Dap. Mafter Captain, Mafter or.
Lowve. Who's that ? [nnt, Sir.
Face. Our clerk within, that I forgot ! [ A4fde.] I know
Dap. For God's fake, when will her Grace be at leifure ?
Face. Ha! |

Illufions, fome fpirit o’ the air !——His gag i smelted, -

And now he fets out the throat. [Afide.
Dap. I'm almott ftifled. :
Face. Would you were altogether. Afide;
Lowve.-’Tis i’ the houfe. % [45
Ha! lift—

Face. Believe it, Sir, 1’ the air,
Lowve. Peace you—
- Dap. Mine aunt’s Grace does not ufe me well.
Sub. You fool,
Peace, you’lt mar all.
Face. Or you will elfe, you rogue.
Love. Oh, is it fo? Then you converfe with fpirits |
Come, Sir, no more o’ your tricks, good Jeremy ;
The truth’s the fhorteft way.
Face. Difmifs this rabble, Sir. .
Whit fhallIdo ? Iam catch’d, . [ Afides
Love. Good neighbours, ’
I thank you all. You may depart: Come, Sir,
You know that I am an indulgent mafter ; '
And therefore conceal nothing. What’s your med’cine,
To draw fo many feveral forts of wild-fowl ?
: Face;
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Face. Sir, you were wont to affet mirth and wit :
(But here’s no place to talk on’ti’ the fireet.)
Give me but teave to make the beft of my fortune,
And oily pardon me th’ abufe of your houfe ;
It’s all Ibeg. I'll help you to a widow,
In recompenee, that you fhall give me thanks for,
Will make you feven years younger, and a rich one,
*Tis but your putting on a Spanith cloak.
1 have her within. -You need not fear the houfe ;.
It was not vifited.

Lowe. But by me, who came
Sooner than you expeéted.

Face. Itis true, Sir.
Pray you, forgive me. ‘

Lowve, Let’s fee your widow, [Excunts

) SCENE, a Chamber.

. Enter Subtle, Dapper, and Dol.
Sub. How ! ha’ you eaten your gag ?
Dap. Yes, faith, it crumbled
Away i’ my mouth. ’
Sub. You ha’ fpoil’d all then.
Dap. No;
1 hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive me. ,
Sub. Youraunt’s a gracious lady ; but, in troth,
You were to blame.
Dap. The fume did evercome me,,
AndIdid do’t to ftay my ftomach. Pray you,’
So fatisfy her Grace.
Enter Face.
Face. How now! Ishis mouth down ?
Sub. Ay, he has fpoken.

'~ Face. Apox ! Iheard him, and you too—He’s undone,
I have been fain to fay the houfe-1s haunted [then—
With {pirits, to keep Churl back. :

Sub. And haft thou done it ?
Face. Sure, for this night.
Sub. Why, then triumph and fing
Of Face fo tamous, the precious king
Of prefent wits.
Face. Did you not hear the coil
About the doar ?
: Sub,
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Sub, Yes, and I dwindled with it.

Face; Shew him his aunt, and let him be difpatch’d ;
T’ll fend her to you.
Drugger is at the door ; go take his fuit,
And bid him fetch a parfon prefently.
Say, he fhall marry the widow. ¢ T'hou fhalt fpend
¢ A hundred pounds by the fervice.” [Excxat Dapper.

: and Subtle.] Now, Queen Dol,
Ha’ you pack’d up all ?

. Dol. Yes,

Face. And how do you like
The Lady Pliant?

Dol. A dull innocent. -

good Re-enter Subtle,

Sub. Here’s your Hieronymo’s cloak and hat, *

Face. Give me ’em.

Sxb. And the ruff too.

Face. Yes: I'll come to you prefently. [Ewxit,

Sub. Now he is gone about-his proje&, Do!,
1 told you of, for the widow,

Dol. ’Tis dire
Againtt our articles.’

Sub. Well, we'll fit him, wench. '
Haft thou gull’d her of her Jjewels, or her bracelets ?

Dol.. No, but I willdd'r.’

Sub. Soon at mght, Dolly,

When we are fhipp’d, am{all our goods aboard
Eaftward for Ratcliff, we will turn our courfe
To Brainford, weﬁward if thou fay’ft the word,
And take our leave of this o erweenmg rafcal,
This peremptory Face.-

Dol. Content ; I’'m weary of him. o

Sub. We'll tickle it at the Pigeons,
When we have all, and may unlock the trunks,
And fay, this’s mine and thine, and thine and mine,
[_77)4_34 ki /}.

,

_ : Emter Face. .
Face, Wbat now, a billing ?
Sub. Yes, a little exalted,.
In the good paffage of our ftock afairs.
¢ Face. Drugger hasbrought his parfon ; take him in,

N And fend Nab ack agam to wath his face, [Subtlc
S b,

.,'; B
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¢ Sub. 1 will: and fhave himfelf. [Exit.

¢ Face. 1f you can get him. ‘

< Dol You are hot upon it, Face, whate’er it is!

¢ Face. A trick, that Dol fhall fpend ten pounds a month
¢ Is he gone ? [bye
¢ Enter Subtle. ,
Sub. The chaplain waits you i’ the hall, Sir.
Face. P'il go béftow him. + [Ewxit.
_Dol. He'll now marry her inftantly.

¢ Sub. He cannot yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol,
« Cozen her all thou cantt. To deceive him :
15 no deceit, but juftice that would break
¢ Such an inextricable tie as ours was.

¢ Dol. Let me alone to fit him.

¢ Enter Face.

Face. Come, my venturers,
You ha’ packed up all? W here be the trunks ? Bring forth.

Sub. Here.
Face, Let usfee them, Where’s the money ?

Sub. Here.- :
Face. The brethren’s money, this. Drugger’s and
Dapper’s in this, )

Mammon’s ten pounds : eight fcore before.
\Where be the French petticoats, »
And girdlés, and hangers ? '

Suh. Here i’ the trunk, ’
And the bolr$ of lawn.

Face. 1s Drugger's damafk there ?

Sub. Yes! -

Face. Give me the keys.

Dol. Why you the keys?

Sub. No matter, Dol; becaufe
We fhall not open them, before he comes.

Face. "Tis true, you fhall not open them, indeed ;
Nor have them forth. Do you fee # Not forth; Dol.

. o a

-

. Dol. No! ) o .
Face. No, my fmock-yampant. 'The right is, my
maiter ‘ )

Knows all, has pardon’d me, and he will kee]i them ;
Doctor, 'tis true (you look) for all your figures :
1 fent for him indced. Whercfore, good partners,

Both he, and fhe, be fatisfy’d : for here . -
U Deter-

]
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Determines the indenture trigartite, :

*Twixt Subtle, Dol, and Face. AllT can do,

Is to help you over the wall, o’ the backfide ;

Or lend you a fheet to fave your velvet gown, Dol.

Here will be officers prefently; bethink you

Of fome courfe fuddenly to *fcape the dock 5

For thither you'll come elfe. Hark you, thunder.

: - " [Some knock.
Sub. You are a precious fiend !
¢ Off. Open the door.’ ~
Face. Dol, I am forry for thee i’faith. But hear’{t thou ?

Tt fhall go hard, but I wi}l place thee fomewhere :

Thou fhalt ha’ my letter to m:ftrefs Amo.

Dol. Hang you
Face. Or Madam Ca=farean.
Dol. Pox upon you, rogue: '

Wou'd I had but ime to beat thee. [Exit Dok
Face. Subtle, : :

Let’s know where you fet up next: I'll fend you

A cuftomer, now and then, for old acquaintance :

What new courfe ha’ you ?

Suzp. Rogue, I’ll hang myfelf,
That I may walk a greater devil than thou,
And haunt theei'the flock-bed, and the buttery. [ Exire

SCENE, a Street before Lovewit's Houfe,

Lovewit above. Enter Officers, Mammon, Surly, Face’
Kaftril, Ananias, axd Tribulation,
Lowe, What do you mean, my mafters !
Blam. Open your door,
Cheaters, bawds. conjurers.
Off. Or we’ll break it open.
Lowve. What warrant have you #-
Of. Warrant enough, Sir, doubt not.
Lowve, Is there an officer there ? -~
Of. Yes, two or three for failing.
Lowe. Have but patience,
And I will open it ftraight.
Face. Sir, h’ you done ?
Is it a marriage s perfet?
Love, Yes, my brain.

Ha , Face.
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Face. Off with your ruff, and cloak then; be your
felf, Sir. :
Sur. Down with the door.
Kaf. ’Slight, ding it open.
Lowve. Hold, .
Hold, gen:leman, what means this violence ?
Mam, Where is this collier ?
Sur. Ard my Captain Face ?
Mam. Thele day-owls ?
- Sur. Thatare birding in men’s purfes.
»Mam. Madam Suppofitory ?
Kaf. Doxey, my fufter ?
Ana. Locufts of the foul pit.
7ri. Prophane as Bell and the Dragon.
Ara. Worfe than the grafhoppers, or the lice of Egypt.
Love. Good gentlemen, hear me. Are you officers;
And cannot ftay this violence ?
Of. Keep the prace.
Lewve. Gentlemen, what is the matter 2 Whom do you
AMam, ‘Che chymical cozener. - (feck 2
Sur. And the Captain Pander. ’
Kuf. The nun my fulter.
Mam. Madam Rabbi. :
Ana. Scarpians and caterpillars.
Love. Fewer at once, I pray you,
Off. One after another, gentlemen, I charge you,
By virtue of my ftaff. '
Aaa, They are the veflels
Of pride, luit, and the cart.
Love. Good zeal, lie flill
A little while. ’
" 9ri. Peace, deacon Ananias.
Lowe. The houfe is mine here, and the doors are open :
If there be any fuch perfons-you feek for,
Ufe your authority ;.
I'am but newly come to town, and finding
"This tumule ’bout iny door (to tell you true)
It fomewhat 'maz’d me; tili my man, here, (fearing
My more difpleafure) told me he had done
Somewhat an infolent part, let out my houfe
To a doflor, and a captain ; who, what they are,

Or where they be, he knows not.
. Mam.
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Mam. Are they gone? (They enter,
Love. You may go in and fearch, Sir. ' Here, 1 find
‘The empty walls worfe than I left them, fmok’d,
A few crack’d pots, and glafles, and a furnace ;
The cieling fill'd with poefies of the candle :
Only one gentlewoman, I met here,
‘Thatis within, that faid the was a widow ——
Kaf. Ay, thac’s my fufter. I’ll go thump her. Where:
15 fhe ? [Exit.
Lowve. And fhould ha’ married a Spanifh count, but he,
When he came to’t, negleted her fo grofly,
That I, a widower, am gone through with her.
Sur. How ! Have 1l loft her then ?
Love. Were you the Don, Sir?
Good faith, now, fhe does blame yo’ ’ extremely, and fays
You fWOre, and told her, you had ta’en the ains
¢ 'To die your beard, and umbre o’er your face,’
Borrowed a fuit and Tuft all for her love,’ " - f
And then did nothing.  Whar an overfight,
And want of putting forward, Sir, was this I
‘Well fare an old markfman, yet,
€ould prime his powder, and give ﬁre, and hw,
Allina twmklmg .
Enter Mammon, AR
Mam. The whole neftare fled! - - A
Lowe. What fort of birds were they 4 -
Mam. A kind of choughs,. - )
Or thievifh daws, Sir, that have ick’d my purfe '
Of eight-fcore and fen pounds, within' ehefe ﬁve weeks,
Befide my fir{t materials ; and my goods, -
That lie 1’ the cellar ; which I am glad they ha' left.
I may have them home yet.
Lowve, Think you 10, er? I
Mam. A y. T (o

" Lowe. Byordez‘ of Paw‘ Su‘, Bt not dt!\erm(c. e

Moam. Not mine own: Iluﬂ'? e oo
Lowe. Sir, I can take no knowledge, ‘ _‘" et
That they are yours but by public means..
If you can bring certificate, that you tvere gull’aof ﬂ:em"
Or any formal writ out of a court, :
That you did cozen yourfelf, 1 will hot hold thcm. (
" Mam. Tll rather fofe them. o . o
H 3z Wi 1 Eowe.
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Lowe. That you fhall not, Sir,
{3‘{ e, in troth. Upon thefe terms they are yours.
hat fhould they ba’ been, Sir, turn’d into gold all ?

Mam. No. :

I cannot tell. Itmay be they fhould. What then?
Love. What a great lofs in hope have you fuftain'd ?
Mam. Not 1, the commonwealth has.

I will go mount a turnip-cart, and preach

‘I'he end o’ the world, within thefe two months,

Surly, what! Ina dream ;

Sxr. Muft I needs cheat imyfelf,

With that fame foolith vice ofy honefty !

Come, let us go, and hearken out the rogues.

Uhac Face I’ll, mark for mine, if e’er I meet him,

‘ - EEW’—

- Enter Ananias and Tribulation..
Trib. *Tis well, the faints fhall not lofe all yet. Go,
And get fome cartsm—
L:ve. For what, my zealous friends ?
Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous
Out of this den of thieves. .
Lowve, What is that portion ?
Ana. The goods, fometime the orphans, that the
Bought with their filver pence. -  [brethren
Love. What, thofe i’the cellar,
"T'be knight Sir Mammon claims !
Ana. T'dodefy -~ -, | .-

, 'TPC{ wicked Mammon, fo do all the brethren. .
‘Thou prophane man, I atk thee with what confcience:
‘T'hou cantt advance that,idol againtt us, .

That have the feal ? Were not the fhillings number’d,
That made the pounds ? Were not the pounds told ous,

" Upon the fecond day of the fourth week, | -

In the eighth month upon the table dormant,

The year of the laft patience of the faints,

Six hundred and ten? . o L
Love. Mine earneft vehement botcher, ‘

And deagon glfa, I cannot difpute with you 3

But if you get you not away the {ooner,

I fhall confute yon with a cudgel,
Ana, Sir? .
-&r%. Be patient, Ananias, _,

Jot

. dna,
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Ana., 1 am ftrong,
And will ftand up, well girt, againft an hofk,
That threaten Gad in exile.
Lowve. I fhall fend you
Fo Amfterdam to your cellar. .
Ana. I will pray there,
Againft the houfe : may dogs defile the walls,
And wafps and hornets breed beneath thy roof,
This feat of falthood, and this cave of coz'nage.
: ' [ Exeunt Trib. and Ana,.
Face. I you get off theangry child, now, Sir—~—
, Enter Kaftril.
Kaf. Comeon, you ewe, you have match’d moft fweet-
- ly, ha’ you not? [To bisfifter..
Did Inot fay, I would never ha” your tup’d
But by a dubb’d boy, to make you a Lady-Tom ?
- ’Slight, you are a mammet ! Oh, I could. toufe you, now..
Death, mun’you marry with a pox?
Love. You lie, boy;
As found as you ;. and I’m before-hand with you.
Kaf. Anon? |
Lowe, Come, will you quarrel ? I will feize you, firrah,.
Why do you not buckle to-your tools ! i
Kaf. God’s light! )
This is a fine old boy, as e’er I faw ! -
Lowve. What, do you change your copy, now ? Proceed..
Here ftands my dove ? ftoop at her if you dare.
Kaf. *Slight, I muft love him ! ¢ I cannot chufe i’faith !*
* And I fhould be hang’d for’t. Sutter, I proteft,
1 honour thee for this match.
Lowe, Oh, de youfo, Sir?
Kaf. Yes, an"thou canft take tobacco, and drink, old
boy,
P’ll give her five hundred pounds more to her marriage,
Than her own ftate.
Lowe. Fill 2 pipe-full, Jeremy.
Face. Yes, but go in, and take it, Sir..
Love. We will, . ;
T will be rul'd by thee in any thing, Jeremy.
‘That mafter Y y 8 y ,
‘That had receiv’d fuch happing@ by a fervant,
In fuch a widow, and with fo much wealth, Wers
i ere
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Were very ungrateful, if he would not be
A little indulgent to that fervant’s wit,
And help his fortune, though with fome {mall ftrain
Of his own candor. ‘
Speak for thyfelf, knave,

Face. Sol will, Sir. Gentlemen,
Though I am clean
Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol,
Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all
With whom I traded ; yet I put myfelf
©n you that are my country ; and this pelf,
Winch I have gos, if you do quit me, refts
To feaft you often, and invite new guefts.

Exnp of the Firrn Acr.

kS
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TO
RICHARD NORTON,
| OF |

SOUTHWICK, Efy.

81IR,

HOUGH 1 can’t, without ingratitude, conceal the
exceeding favours which the town have fliewn this.
piece; yet they muft give me leave to own, that even
my- vanity lay hufhed, quire flified in my fears, till I
had fecurely fixed its good fortune, by publithing your
approbation of it: an advantage, which, as it will con-
firm my friends in their favourable opinion, fo it muft,
‘in_fome meafure, qualify the feverity of the malicious..
After this declaration, let the world imagine how diffi-
" eultit is for me not to launch into your charafter: but
fince your candor and depth of judgment are my chief
protection, Iam loth to difcompofe you, by an ungrate-
ful repetition of thofe virtues, which only pleafe you it
the praftice: the world as little wants the knowledge of
them, as you defire the recital.

*Tis your happinefs, Sir, that your fortune has fixed
you above the need of praife or friends, yet both are
equally unavoidable: for even to your folitude, praife
will follow you, and grows fonder of you for your cold-

nefs; fhe loves you for your choice of pleafures, thofe:
: Aa - noble:
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noble pleafures of a fiveet retirement, from which no-
thing but the confideration of your couptry’s weal can
draw you.

But 25 no man can properly be made a patron, whofe
virtues have not in fome fort qualified hum for fucha
care: fo, Sir, it is fufficient for me, that your life and
‘c.:‘pverfation are the beft heralds of your power, and my

ety.

Here, Sir, I muft beg leave to clear myfelf from
what the ill withes of fome would have the world be-
lieve, that what I now offer you is fpurious, and not
the produ& of my own labour : and though Iam pleafed
that this report feems to allow it fome beauties, yetIam
forry it has made a difcovery of fome perfons, who think
me worth their malice. This dedication were little bet-
ter than an affront, unlefs I could with all fincerity affure
you, Sir, that the fable is entirely my own ; nor is there
a line or thought throughout the whole, for which I am
wittingly obliged either to the dead or living : for I could
no more be pleafed with a ftolen reputation, than with a
miftrefs who yielded only upon the interceflion of my
friend. It fatsfies me, S’ir, that you believe it mine;
and I hope, what others fay to'the contrary, is rather
owing to an unreafonable difguft, than their real opinion.
I am not igoorant of thofe overfights I have committed,
nor have the diffeting critics much difcouraged me: for
*tis their diverfion to find fault; and to have none, is to
them an unpardonable difappointment: no man can ex-

_ped to go free, while they don’t fpare one another. But
_as [ write not in defiance of their cenfure; fo, after
having diverted you, I fhall not trouble them with 2
preface. Had it “not fucceeded, I fhould have had mo-
defty enough to impute it to my own want of merit: for
certainly the town can take no pleafure in ‘decrying any
map’s labours, when it is their intereft to encourage
them. Every gueft is the beft judge of his own palaie;
and a poet ought o more to impofe good fenfe upon the
galleries, than a dull farce upon the undifputed judges.
I firft confidered who my gueits were, before I prepared
‘my entertainment ; and therefore I fhall only add this,
~ as-a general anfwer to all objections, that it has every
way exceeded mine, and hitherto has not wro_n%‘ed :_hf

oufe’s
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houfe’s expetation: that Mr. Southern’s good-nature
(whofe own works beft recommend his judgment) en-
gaged his repution for the fuccefs; which its reception,
and your approbation, Sir, has fince redeemed, to the:
intire fatisfa&tion of, :

SIR,,
Your moft devoted,

Humble fervant,
Jan. 1695,

C, CIBBER..

29
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P ROL.OGUE

WI T bears fo thin a crop this duller age,
We're forc'd to glean it from the barren flage :
Ev'n players fledg’d by nobler pens, take awing
Themfelves, and their own rude compofure fing.
Nor need our young-one dread a fbip-wreck bere ;
Who trades without a flock, bas nought to fear,
In ev’ry fmile of yours a prize be draws;
And if you damn him, be’s but avhere be was.
et where’s the reafon for the critic crew,
With killing blafls, like winter, to purfue }
The tender plant that ripens, but j{;' - you ?
Nature, in all ber works, requires time ;
Kindnefs, and years, ’tis makes the wirgin climb,
And jpoot, and baflen to th’ expecled prime;
And then, if untaught fancy fail to pleafe,
X7 inflruct the willing pupil by degrees ;
By gentle leffons you your joys improve,
And mould ber aukward paffion into love.
E'n folly has its growth ; few fools are made 3
You drudge and fweat for't, as it were a trade.
>Tis balf the labour of your trifling age,
o fafbion you fit fubjects for tbe,iage.'
Well! if our author fail to draw you like 3
In the firfl draught, you're not fexpelt Vandyke,
What though no mafler-firoke in this apﬁcar:,
© et fome may features find refembling théirs, .
Nor do the bad alone his colours fbare;
Negleed wirtue is at leaff fhewvn fairy
And that's enough o’confcience for a player.
But if you'd have him take a bolder fight,
And draw your piftures by a truer light,
You muf yourfelves, by follies yet unknowwn,
Infpire bis pencil, and divert the town.
Nor judge, by this, his genius at & fand 3
For time, that makes new fools, may mend bis band.

DRA.
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LOVE'S LAST SHIFT.

9,8 Tbe lines marked with inverted commas, ¢ thxs,’ are emitted in the
reprefentation.

ACT I
SCENE, the Park.
Enter Lovelefs, and Snap his Servant.

. LoveLEess.
IRRAH, leave your preaching. Your counfel, like
an ill clock, either ftands ftill, or goes too flow. You
, ne’er thought my extravagancies amifs, while you had
. your fhare of them ; and now I want money to make my-
_{elf drunk, you advife me to live fober, you dog. They
that will hunt pleafure as I have done, rafcal, muft never
give over in a fair chace.
 Snap. Nay, I knew you would never reft, till you had
tired your dogs. Ah, Sir, what a fine pack of guineas
you have had! and yet you would make them run till
they were quite fpent. Would I were fairly turned out
of your fervice ! Here we have been three days in town,
.and I can fafely fwear, I have lived upon picking a hollow
tooth ever fince. :
. Love. Why don’t you eat, then, firrah ?

Snap. E’en becaufe I don’t know where, Sir.

Love. Then ftay till T eat. Hang-dog! ungrateful
rogue ! tomurmur at a little fafting with me, when thou
haft been an equal partner of my good fortune.

Sxap. Fortune! It makes me weep to think what you
have brought yourfelf and me to. How well might you
have lived, Sir, had you been a fober man !—Let me fee
—1 have been in your fervice juft ten years—In the firgt,
you married, an srcw weary of your wife; in the fe-
cond, you whored, drank, gamed, run in debt, mortgaged

. your
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Your eftate, and was forced to leave the kingdom : in the
third, fourth, fitth, fixth, and feventh, you made the tour
of Europe, with the ftate and equipage of a French court-
favourite, while your poer wife at home broke her heart
for the lofs of you ; in theeighth iad ninth you grew
poor, and little the wifer; and now, in the tenth, you
are refotved 1 fhutl ftarve with you.

Lowe. Defpicable rogue! canft thou not bear the
frowns of a common ftrampet, Fortune ?

Snap. *Sbud, I never think of the pearl necklace you
g;v‘e that damn’d Venetian ftrumpet, but 1 wifh herhang-
ed in it, '

Love., Why, firrah, I knew I could not have her with-
out it; and I had a night’s enjoyment of her was worth
a pope’s revenue for it. _

Srap. Ah! you had better have laid out your money
here in London. I'll undertake you might have had the
whole town over and over for half that price. Befide,
Sir, what a delicate creature was your wife ! Stre was the
only celebrated beauty in town. I'll undertake thete
were more fops and fools run mad for her—'Sbud, fhe was
more plagued with them, and more talked of, than a good

"altrefs with a maidentread ! Why the devil could not fhe
. cotitent you ?

Love.” No, firrah ; the world to me is a garden flocked
with all forts of fruit, where the greateft pleafure we tan
tuke, is the variety of tafte. But a wife 1s an eternal
apple-tree : aftera pull or two, you are fure to fet yodr
teeth on edge.

Snap, And yet } warrant you grudged another mana
bit of her, tho’ you valued her no more than you woulda
half-eaten pippin, that had Jain a week funning ina par-
lour-window—But fee, Sir, who's this? Fof methinks I
long to meet with an old acquaintance. '

sz. Ha ! ‘egad, he looks like one, and may be ne-
ceflary, as the cafe ftands with me.

Snap. Pray heaven, he do but invite us to dinner !

' Enter Young Worthy.

Lowe, Dear Wotthy ! let me embrace thee. ‘The fight
of an old friend warms me beyond that of a new miftrefs.

7. Wor, *Sdeath! what bully’s thist [4f.] Sir,
your pardut ; 1 don’t know you. L

’ (4 4



LOVE’S LAST SHIFT. 1z

Lowe. Fajth, Willj Lam 3 little out of repairs.at pre-
feot; but I am all that’s left of honeft Ned Lovelefs.

Y. Hor. Lovelefs ! I'am amazed ; What means this
metamorphofis >——Faith, Ned, I am glad to find thee
among the living; however. How long haft thou been
ig town ? '

Love. About three days. But, pr’ythes, Will, how
goes the world,? 4

Y. Wor. Why, like a bowl, it runs on at the old rate ;-
iptereft is ftill the jack it aims-at; angd while it rolls, you
know, it muft of neceflity. be often turned uplide dowa. -
RBut I doubt, friend, you  havebowled oat of the green,
have lived a lictle too faft, [Surveyiag bis drefs.] like one
that hath lofl all his ready money, and is forced to be an-
idle fpectator. Pr'ythee, what brought.thee at laft to
England @

Lowe. Why, my laft hopes, faith, which were to per..
fuade Sir William Wifewou'd. (if he be alive) to whom I
morxgagad my eftate, to let me have five hundred pounds.
more upon it, or elfe to get fome honeft friend to redeem.
the mortgage; and fharethe overplus, Befides, I thought
that London might now be a place of uninterrupted:
pleafure ; for. I hear my wife is dead. Aand, to tell you.
the truth, ’twas the ftalenefs of her love was the main;
canfe-of. my going over. ‘ <

Y. Weor. His wifs dead! Ha! I'm glad he knows no-
other. I won’t undeceive him, left the rogue fhould go
and rifle her. of what fhe has. [ 4fde.] Yes, faith, I was-
at her burial, and faw- her take poffeffien of her long:
home ; and am forey to tell you, Ned, fhe died with-
grief ; your wild courfes broke her heart.

Lsye. Why, faith, (he wasa gqod-natured fool, that’s
the truth on’t.  Well, reft her foul. .

Suap. Now, Sir, you are a.fingle manindeed; for-yous
thave neitheir wife nor eftate.:

+¥. Wor. But how haft thoun improved thy money be-
yond.fea,» What haft thoubrought over.? :

Lowe, Qh, a great deal of exparienge.

- Y. Wor. And no money ? ‘
Snap. Not a foufe, faith, Sir, as my-belly can teftify,
Lowe.. Bat.1 have a great deal more wit, thap I had.
Saap.. Not enough.to.get yaur effate aggin, or to -kgow

- X where



12 LOVE'S LAST SHIFT.

where we fhall dine to-day—Oh, Lord, he don’t afk us
yet! [ Afide.]

¥. Wor. Why, your rogue’switty, Ned. Where didit
thou pick him up ¢ .

Love. Don’t you remember Snap, formerly your pimp
in ordinary ? But he is much improved in his calling, I
affure you, Sir. .

Y. Wor, 1 don’t doubt it, confidering who has been his
mafter.

Sxap. Yes, Sir, T was an humble fervant of yours,
and am ftill, Sir, and fhould be glad to ftand behind your.
chair at dinner, Sir. [Boaws.

Y. Wor. Oh, Sir, that you may do another time ; but’
to-day I’m engaged upon -bufinefs; however, there’s a
meal’s meat for you. ([ Throws him a guinea,

Snap. Blefs my eye-fight! a guinea !—Sir, is there
€’er a whore you would have kick’d ? Any old bawd’s
windows you would have broken? ¢ Shull 1 beat your
“ taylor for difappointing you ?’ If you have occafion,
you may command your humble fervaar. i

Y. Wor. Sweet Sir, I am obliged to you ; but at pre.-
fent 1 am fo happy as to have ne occafion for your affi-
ftance, But, hark you, Ned; pr'ythee, what haft thou
done with thy eftate ?

Lowe. I pawn’d it to buy pleafure ; that is, old wine,
young whores, and the converfation of brave fellows, as
tfiad as myfelf. Pox! if a man hath appetites, they are
torments, if not indulged. ¢ I fhall never complain, as
¢ long as I have health and vigour. And as for my po-
¢ verty, why the devil fhould I be athamed of that, fince
¢ a rich man won’t blufh at his knavery #’

1. Wor. Faith, Ned, I'm as much in love with wicked-
nefs as thou canftbe ; butIam for havingitat a cheaper
rate than my ruin. ¢ Don’t it grate you a little, to fee
¢ your friends blufh for you ? '

¢ Love, *Tis very -odd, that people.fhould be more

* ¢ afhamed of others faults than their own. I never yet
¢ could meet with a man that offered me counfel, but had
¢ more occafion for it himfelf.

¢ ¥, Wor. So far you may be in the right ; for indged
¢ good counfel is like a home jeft, which every bufy fool

¢ 15 offering to his fellow, and yet won’t take it himtelf.
¢ Lowe.
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¢ Love. Right. Thus have I known a jolly, red-
nofed parfon, at three o’clock in the morning, belch
out inveétives againft late hours and hard drinking ;
and a canting, hypocritical finner proteft againft forni-
cation, when the rogue was himfelf juft crawling out
of a flux.

¢ 7. Wor. Tho’ thefe are truths, friend, yet I don’t fee
¢ any advantage you can draw from them.” But, pr'y.
thee, how wilt thou live, now all your money’s gone ?

Love. Live! How doft thou live? Thou art but a
younger brother, I take it.

Y. Wor. Oh, very well, Sir; tho’ faith, my father left
me but three thoufand pounds, one of which I gave fora
place at court, that I ftill enjoy; the other two are gone
after pleafure, as thou fay’ft. But, befides this, I am
fupplied by the continual bounty of an indulgent brother.
Now, I am loth to load his good-nature too much, and
therefore have ¢’en thought fit, like the reft of my raking
brotherhood, to purge out my wild humours with matri-
mony. By the way, I have taken care to fee the dofe well
fweetened with a fwingeing portion..

Lowve. Ah, Will! you’ll find marrying to cure lewd-
nefs, is like furfeiting to cure hunger ; ¢ forall the confe-
¢ quence is, you loath what you furfeit on, and are only
¢ chafte to her you marry.” But, prythee, friend, what
is thy wife that muft be ¢ :

7. Wor. ¢ Why, faith, fince I believe the matter is too
¢ far gone for any man to poftpone me, (at leaft, I an
¢ fure thou wilt not do me an, injury, to do thyfelf no
¢ good) Il tell thee.” You muft know, my miftrefs is
the daughter of that very knight to whom you mortgaged
your eftate, Sir William Wifewou’d. :

Lowe, Why, fhe’s an heirefs, and has a thoufand pounds
a year in her own hands, if the be of age. But I fuppofe
the old man knows nothing of your intentions. There-
fore, pr'ythee, how have you had opportunities of proe
moting your love ? ‘

7. Wor. Why, thus: you muft know, Sir William
being very well acquainted with the largenefs of my
brother’s eftate, defigns his daughter for him; and to

.encourage his paflion, offers him, out of his own pocket,
the additional blefling of five thoufand pounds. This of-
: B s fer,
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fer, my brother, knowing my inclination, feems to em-
brace; but at the fame time is really in love with his
niece, who lives with him in the fame houfe. And
therefore, to hide my defign from the old gentlieman, I
pretend vifits to .his daughter, as an interceflor for my
brother only ; and thus he has given me daily opportu-
nities of advancing my own intereft ; nay, and I have fo
contrived it, that 1 defign to have the goool. too.

Love. How is that poffible, fince I fee no hopes of the
old man’s confent for you ?

7. Wor. Have a.day’s patience, and you'll fee the ef-
fectson’t. Inaword, *tis fo fure, that nothing but delays
can hinder my fuccefs ; therefore I amn very earneft with
my miftrefs, that to-morrow may be the day. But, a
pox on’t, I have two women to prevail with ; for my
brother quarrels every other day with his miftrefs ; and
while I am reconciling him, I lofe ground in my own
amour.,

Love. Why, has not your miftrefs told you her mind

‘yet?
y 7. Wor. She will, I fuppofe, as foon as fhe knows it
herelf; for within this week fhe has changed it as often
as her linen, and keeps it as fecret too; for the would ne
more own her love before my face, than fhe would fhift
herfelf before my face.

Love, Pfhaw ! {he thews it the more by ftriving to con-
ceal it.

Y. Wor. Nay, fhe does give me fome proofs indeed ;
for fhe will fuffer nobedy but herfelf to fpeak ill of me
is always uneafy till I am fent for, never pleafed when f
‘am with her, and ftill jealous when I leave her.

Iove. Well, fuccefs to thee, Will. ¢ I will fend the
* fiddles to releafe thee from your firft night’s labour.’

Y. Wor. ¢ But, hark you; havea care of difobligin
¢ the bride, tho’.>——Ha! yonder goes my brother. %
am afraid his walking fo early. proceeds from fome diftur-
bance in his love ; I muft after, and fet him right. Dear
Ned, you’ll excufe me. Shall I fee you at Almack’s be-
tween five and {ix this afternoon ?

Love. With all my heart. But, d’ye hear? Canft
not thou lend me the fellow to that fame guinea you gave
my man? ¢ I’ll give you my bond, if you miftrug’ m,;."

«Wore
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Y. Wor. Oh, Sir, your neceflity is obligation enough.
There ’tis, and all I have, faith; when I fee you at
night, you may command me farther. Adieu. At fix
at fartheft. [Exit.

Lowe. Without fail—So, now; rafcal, you are hungry,
are you ? Thou deferveft never to eat again. Rogue!
grumble before fortune had quite forfaken us!

Snap. Ah, dear Sir! the thoughts of eating again.
have fo tranfported me, I am rcfolved to live and dic
with you.

Love. Look ye, firrah, here’s that will provide us with
a dinner, and a brace of whores into the bargain; ¢ at
¢ leaft, as * guineas and whores go now’

Swap. Ah, good Sir, no whores beforg dinner, I be--
feech you. .

Leve, Well, for once I'll t:ke your advice; for, to
Jay the rruth, a man is as unfit to follow love with an
empty ftomach, as bufinefs with an empty head : there=
fore I think a bit and a bottle won’t be amifs firft.

The God of Wine and Love were ever friends ;

For by the help of Wine Love gains his ends.

) [Excunt.
Enter Elder Worthy with a letter,

EL Wor. How hard is it to find that happinefs which
our fhort-fighted paffions hope from women! ¢ ’tis not
¢ their cold difdain or cruelty fhould make a faithful lo-
$ ver curfe his ftars, that is but reafonable ; ’tis the fha-
¢ dow in our pleafure’s picture: without it love could
¢ ne’er be heightened.  No, "is their pride, and vain de-
¢ fire of many lovers, that robs our hope of its imagined
¢ rapture.” The blind are only happy ; for if we look
thro’ reafon’s never-erring perfpeitive, we then furvey
their fouls, and find the rubbith we were chaftering for.
And fuch I find Hillaria’s mind is made of. This letrer
is an order for the knocking off my fetters, and 1’1l fend
it her immediately.

: Enter Young Worthy.

Y. Wor. *Morrow, brother, [Seeing the ketter.] What, -
is your fit return’d again ¢ What beau’s box now has Hil-
laria taken fouff from ? What fool has led her from the

* Guineas went then at 305

B2 box
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box to her coach ? What fop has fhe fuffered to read a
Play or a novel to her? or whofe money has fhe indif-
creetly won at baflet ?—Come, come, let’s fee the ghatftly
wound fhe has made in your quiet that I may know how
much claret to prefcribe you.

El Wor. I have my wound and cure from the fame
perfon, I'll affure you; the one from Hillaria’s witand
beauty, and the other from her pride and vanity.

Y. Wer. That’s what I could never yet find her guilty
of. Are youangry at her loving you?

El Wor, 1 am angry at myfelf, for believing fhe
ever did,

Y. Wor. Have her attions {poke the contrary ? Come,
you know the loves.

El. Wor, Indeed fhe gave a great proof on’t laft night
here in the Park, by faftening on a fool, and carefling him
lb;f:fore my face, when fhie might have fo eafily avoided

im. ' .

Y. Wor. What! and I warrant, interrupted you in the
middle of your fermon ; for I don’t queftion but you
were preaching to her. But, pr’ythee, who was the fool
the faftened upon ?

El Wor. One that Heaven intended for a man; but
the whole bufinefs of his life is to make the world be-
lieve he is of another fpecies. ¢ A thing that affects
¢ mighrily to ridicule himfelf, only to give others akind
of neceflity of praifing him. I can’t fay he’sa flave to
any new fafhion, for he pretends to be mafter of it;
and is ever reviving fome o!d, or advancing fome new
piece of foppery ; and tho’ it don't take, is ftill as well
pleafed, becaufe it then obliges the town to take the

more notice of him. He’s fo fond of a public reputa-
. tion, that he is more extravagant in his attempts to gain
it, than the fool that fired Diana’s temple to immor-
.talize his name.’ .

Y. Wor. You have faid enough to tell me his name is
Sir Novelty Fafhion. :

. El. Wor. The fame. But that which moft concerns
me, he has the impudence to addrefs Hillaria, and the va-
nity enough not to difcard him.

Y. Wor. Isthisall ? Why, thou art as hard to pleafe in
a wife, as thy miftrefs in a new gown, How many wo-

- mes
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men(?'ave you took in hand, and yet can’t pleafe yourfelf
at laft !

El Wor. 1had need to have the beft goods, when I of.
fer fogreat a price as marriage for them. Hillaria hag
fome good qualities, but not enough to make a wife of,

Y. Wor. She has beauty,

El Wor. Granted,

- ¥. Wor. And money.

El Wor. Too much; enough to fupply her vanity,

7. Wor. She has fenfe.

El Wor, Not enough to believe I am no fool,

Y. Wor. She has wit.

El Wor. Not enough to deceive me.

Y. Wor. Why, then you are happy, if the can’t de-
céive you,

El Wor. Yet fhe has folly enough to endeavour it.
I’ll fee her no more, and this fhall tell her fo,

Y. Wor. Which in an hour’s time you’il repent, as
much as ever—

El Wor. As ever I fhould marrying her,

Y. Wor. You'll have a damn’d fneaking look, when
you are forced to afk her pardon for your ungenerous
fufpicion, and lay the fault upon excefs of love.

El Wor. 1 am not fo much in love as you imagine.

Y. Wor. Indeed, Sir, you are in love, and that letter
tells her fo.. ’

El. Wor. Readit; vou'llfind it to the contrary.
¥ Wor. Pr'ythee, I know what’s in it better than thou
doft. Youfay, ’tis to take your leave of her; butI fay,
*tis in hopes of a kind, excufive anfiver.  Bu, faith, yon
miftake herand yourfelf too ; fhe is too high-fpirited, not
to take you at your word ; and you are too much in love,
not to afk her pardon.

El.Wor, Well, then, I’ll not be too rath, but will
fhew my refentment in forbearing my vifits.

Y. Wor. Your vifits! Come, I fhall foon try what a
man of refolution you are—for yonder fhecomes. Now,
let’s fee if you have power to move.

EL Wor. I'll foon convince you of that—Farewel.

[Exit El WOr'

Y. Wor. Ha! gone! I don’t like that. am forry to

find him fo refolute, But I hope Hillaria hay taken }:E
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faft hold of his heart, to let this fit fhake him off. Imuft
to her, and make up this breach; for while his amour-
ftands ftill, | have no hopes of advancing my own. [Euxit.

- Enter Hillaria, Narciffa, and Amanda in mourning.

Hil. Well, dear Amanda, thou art the moft conftant
wife I ever heard of, not to thake off the memory of an
ill hufband, after eight or ten years abfence; nay, to
mourn, for ought you know, for the living too, and fuch
a hufband, thar, tho’ he were alive, would never thank
you for it.  Why d'ye perfiftin fuch a hopelefs grief ?

Am. Becaufe ’tis hopelefs. For if he be alive, heis
dead to me. His dead affeQtions not virtue itfelf can e’er
retrieve. ' Would 1 were with him, tho’ in his grave !

Hil. In my mind, you are much better where you are.
T he grave ! —Young widows ufe to have warmer withes.
But, methinks, the death of a rich old uncle fhould be a
cordial to your forrows.

Am. That adds to them; for he was the only relation
I had left, and was as tender of me as the neareft. He
was a father to me.

H:l. He was better than fome fathers to you; for he
died juft when you had occafion for his eftate.

Nar. ¢ 1 have an old father, and, the deuce take me,
¢ I think he only lives to hinder me of my occafions ;
¢ but, Lord’ blefs me, Madam ! how can you be unhap-
py with two thoufand pounds a year in your own pofe
feffion ?

" Hil. For my part, the greateft reafon I think you have
to grieve is, that you are not fure your hufband’s dead ;
for, were that confirned, then, indeed, there were hopes.
that one poifon might drive out another. You might
marry again, 4

Am. All the comfort of my life is, that I can tell my
confcience, I havebeen true to virtue.

H.l, And to an extravagant huiband, that cares not a
farthing for you. But come, let’s ‘eave this unfeafonable
talk, and, pray, give me a little of your advice. What
fhall I do with this Mr. Worthy ¢ Would you advife me
to make a hufband of him ?

Am. 1 am but an ill judge of men; the only one I
thought myfelf fecure of, moft cruelly deceived me.

Hil,
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Hil. A lofing gamefter is fitteft to give warning, What
d’ye think of him?

. Am. Beuer than of any man I know. I read nothing
in him, but what is fome part of a good man’s character.
_ Hil. He’s jealous. '

Am. He’s a lover.

. Hil. He taxes me with a fool. .

Awm. He would preferve your reputation ; and a fool’s
love only ends in the ruin of it.

Hil. Methinks he’s not handfome.

Am. He’s a man, Madam.

Hil. Why, then, even let him make a woman of me.

Nar. Pray, Madam, what d’ye think of his brother ?

_ . [Smiling:

Am., I would not think of him. .

Nar. Oh, dear! why, pray ?

Am. He puts me in mind of a man too like him, one
that had b-auty, wit, and falthood.

Nar. You have hit fome part of his character I muft
confefs, Madam ; but as to his truth, I’m fure he loves
only me.

_ Am. Idon’t doubt but he tells you fo ; nay, and fwears
it too.

. Nar. Oh, Lord, Madam! I hope I may without va-
nity believe han,

Am. But you will hardly, without magic, fecure him.

Nar. 1 {hall ufe no fpells or charms, but this poor
face, Madam.

Am. And your fortune.

Nar. Senfelefs malice ! [A4fde.] I know he’d marry
me without a groat. :

Am. Then he’s not the man I take him for.

_ Nar. Why, pray, what do you take him for?

Am. A wild young fellow, that loves every thing he
fees.

Nar. He never loved you yet. [Pecvifbly.

Am. 1 hope, Madam, he never faw any thing in me to
encourage him. '

Nar. In my confcience, you are in the right on’t,
Madam ; I dare fwear he never did, nor €’er would, tho’
he gazed till doom’s-day. 4

. ml
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Am:. 1 hope, Madam, {'our charms will prevent his
putting himfelf to the trial, and I wifli he may never—

Nar. Nay, dear Madam, né more railing at him, un-
lefs you would have me believé you love him.

Hil. Todeed, ladies, you are both in the wrong ; you,
coufin, in being angry at what you defired, her opinion
of your lover; and you, Madam, for fpeaking truth
againtt the man fhe refolves to love. -

Nar. Love him ! Pr'ythee, coufin, no more of that
old ftuff! ]

Hil. Stuff! Why, don’t you own you are to ma
him this week P—Here he comes ; 1 fuppofe you’ll tell
him another thing in his ear,

Enter Young Worthy.
Mr. Worthy, your fervant ; you look with the face of-
bufinefs. What’s the news, pray ?

Y. Wor. Faith, Madam, I have news for you all, and

rivate news too; but that of the greateft confequence
18 with this lady. Your pardon, ladies; 1’ll whifper
with you all, one after another.

Nar. Come, coufin, will you walk ? The gentleman
has bufinefs ; we fhall interrupt him. : :

Hil. Why, really, coufin, I don’tfay pofitively you
love Mr, V‘},orthy'; but, I vow, this looks very like jea.
loufy.

Nar. Pith! Lord, Hillaria, you are in a very odd hu-
mour to-day, But to let you fee I have no fuch weak
thoughts about me, I’ll wait as unconcerncd as yourfelf.
I’ll rattle him, - [ Afede.

Am. Notunpleafing, fay you ? Pray, Sir, unfold your-
felf, for I have long defpaired of welcome news.

Y. Wor. Then, in a word, Madam, your hufband. Mr.
Lovelefs, is in town, and has been thefe three days ; L
parted with him an hour ago.

Am. In town! You amaze me; For Heaven’s fake,

on.

Y, Wor. Faith, Madam, confidering Italy and thofe
parts have furnithed him with nothing but an improve-
ment of that lewdnefs he carried over, I can’t properly

ive you joy of his arrival. Befides, he is fo very poor,

that you would take him for an inhabitant of that coun-

~try. And when I confirmed your being dead, he onl)]:
1 fhoo
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fhook his head, and called you good-natured fool, or to
that effeét; nay, though I told him his unkindnefs broke
your heart. '

Am. Barbarous man! not fhed a tear upon my grave ?
But why did you tell him I was dead ?

Y. Wor. Becaufe, Madam, I thought you had nomind
to have your houfe plundered; and tor another reafon,
which, it you dare liften to me, perhaps you’ll not dif-
like : in a word, ’tis fuch a ftratagem, that will either
make him afhamed of his folly, or in love with your vir-
‘tue. .
Am. Can there be a hope, when ev’n my death cou'd
not move him to arelenting figh? Yet, pray inftru&t me,
Sir.

Y. Wor. You know, Madam, ’twas not above four or
five months after you were married, bur, (as moft young
hufbandsdo) he grew weary of you. Now, Iam confi-
dent, ’twag more an .affe@tation of being fafhionably vi-
cious, than any reafonable diflike he could either find in
your mind or perfon: therefore cou’d you, by feme arti-
fice, pafs upon him as a new miftrefs, I am apt to believe
you wou’d find none of the wonted coldnefs in his love,
¢ but a younger heatand fierce defire.’

- Am. Suppofe this done; what could be the confe-
quence ?

Y. Wor. Oh, your having then ajuft occafion to re-
proach him with his broken vows, ¢ and to let him fee
¢ the weaknefs of hisdeluded fancy, which even in a wife,
while unknown, cou’d find thofe real charms, which his
blind, ungrateful lewdnefs would ne’er allow her to be
.miftrefs of. .After this, I'd have you feem freely to re-
fign him to thofe fancied raptures, which he denied -
¢ were in a virtious woman:’ who knows but this, with
a little fubmiffive eloquence, may ftrike him with fo great
a fenfe of fhiame, as may reform his thoughts, and fix him
yours ? v

¢ Am. You have reviv’d me, Sir; but how can I affure
¢ myfelf he’ll like me as a miftrefs ? ’

- ¢ Y. Wor. From yaur being a new one Leave
¢ .the management ofy alito me: I have a trick fhall draw
¢ him toyourbed; and when he’s there, faith, ev'n let.
¢ him cuckold himfelf: I’llengage he likes yoy as a mi-

. ¢ ftrefs,

. a & a
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¢ ftrefs, though he could notas a wife; At leaft, fhe'll
¢ have the pleafure of knowing the difference between a
¢ hufband and a lover, without the fcandal of the former.

'3 ?

Am. You have obliged me, Sir; if I fucceed, the glory
thall be yours.

¥. Wor, P'll waiton you at your lodgings, and confult
how I may be farther ferviceable to you : but you muft
put this in fpeedy execution, left he fhould hear of you,
and prevent your defign ; in the mean time, ’tis a fecret.
to all the world but yourfelfand me.

Am. Dl ftudy to be grateful, Sir,

7. Wor. Now for you, Madam, . [Z0 Hillaria.

Nar. So! Iamto belaft ferv’d: very well. [ “fede.

7. Wor. My brother, Madam, confefles he fcattered
fome rough words laft night ; and I take the liberty totell
. you, you gave him {fome provocation. »

Hil. That may be; but I’m refolv'd to be miftrefs of.
my altions before marriage, and no man fhall ufurpa

er over me, till I give it him,

Y. Wor. At leaft, Madan, confider what he faid as the
effeéts of an impatient paffion; and give him leave this:
afternoon to fet all right again.

Hil, Well, if I don’t find myfelf out of order after din-
ner, perhaps I may ftep into the garden : but I won’t pro--
mife you neither,

Y. Waor, 1 dare believe you without it.—Now, Madam,
1am your humble fervant. {70 Nar.'

Nar. And every body’s humble fervant. = (Walksof.-

Y. Wor. Why, Madam, I am come to tell you——

Nar. What fuccefs you had with that.lady, 1 fuppofe
=1 don’t mind intrigues, Sir.

7. Wor. 1like this jealoufy, however, though I fearce
know how to appeafe it. [Afide.] *Tis bufinefs of mo-
ment, Madam, and may be done in a moment.

Nar. Yours is done with me, Sir; but my bufinefsis
not {o foon done as you imagine.

Y. Wor. In a word, I have very near reconciled my"
brother and your coufin, and I don’t doubt but to-morrow
will be the day ; if I were but as wellaffared of your con-
fent for my happinefs toow—

Ner,
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. Nar. Firft tell me your difcourfe with that lady; and
afteswards, if you can, look me in the face—Oh, are you
ftudying, Sir? :

7. Wor. *Sdeath ! I muft not truft her with it ; fhe'll
tell it the whole town for a fecret———Pox ! ne’er a lie ?

[Afide.

Nar. You faid it was of the greateft confequence too.

Y. Wor. A good hint, faith. [A4fde] Why, Madam,
fince you will needs force it-from me, "twas to defire her
to advance my intereft with you: but all my intreaties
could not prevail; for fhe told me, I was unworthy of
you: was not this of confequence, Madam ? :

Nar. Nay, now I muft believe you, Mr. Worthy, and
1 afk your pardon ; for fhe was juit railing againtt you for
a hufband before you came.

7. Wor, Oh! Madam, a favoured lover, like a good
poem, for the malice of fome few, makes the gencrous
temper more admire it.

Nar. Nay, what fhe faid, I muft confe(s, had much
the fame effe, as the coffee-criticks ridiculing Prince
-Arthur; for I found a pleafing difappointment in my
reading you; and till I fee your beauties equalled, I
than’t diflike you for a few faults,

7. Wor. Then, fince you have bleft me with your good
opinion, let me beg of you, before thefe ladies, to com-
plete my happinefs to-morrow.  Let this be the laft night
of your lying alone.

Nar. What d’ye mean ?

7. Wor. To marry you to-morrow, Madam. _

Nar. Marry me! Who put that in your head ?

. Wor. Some encouragement which my hopes have
form’d, Madam,

Nar. Hopes! Oh, infolence! ¢ D’ye think T can
4 moved to love a man, to kifs, and toy with him, and fo
¢ forth ?

¢ 7, Wor. I'gad, I find nothing but downright impu-
& dence will do with her. [4fide.] No, Madam, ’tis the
" ¢ man muft kifs, and toy with you, and fo forth. Come,
¢ my dear angel, pronounce the joyful word, anddraw the
¢ fcene of my eternal happinefs. - Ah! methinks I'm
¢ there already, eager and impatient of approaching blife !
¢ Juft laid within the bridal-bed ; our friends retired ;

. ¢ the
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¢ the curtains clofe drawn ‘around us; no light but €z
¢ lia’s eyes; no noife but her foft trembling words, and
¢ broken fighs, that plead in vain for mercy. And now a
¢ trickling tear fteals down her glowing cheek, which
¢ tells the happy lover at length fhe yields; yet vows
¢ fhe’d rather die; but ftll fubmits to the unexperienc’d
¢ joy. ' [Embracing ber,

¢ Hil. What raptures, Mr. Worthy !’ .

Y. Wor. Only the force of love in imagination, Ma.
dam.

Nar. O Lord! dear coufin, and Madam, let’s be gone!
1 vow he grows rude. Oh, for heaven’s fake! I fhan't
thake off my fright thefe ten days. O Lord! I will not
flay——Begone ; for I declare I loath the fight of you.

[Exit.o

Y. Wor. 1 hope you’ll ftand my friend, Madam.

Hl. 1'll gether into the garden after dinner. [ Exeunt,

Y. Wor, I find there’s nothing to be done with my .
lady before company; ’tis a ftrange affeCted piece—But
there’s no fault in her thoufand pounds a year, and that’s
the loadftone that attraéts my heart——————"The wife
and grave may tell us of ftrange chimeras called virtues
ina woman, and that they alone are the beft dowry; but,
faith, we younger brothers are of another mind.

Women are chang’d from what they were of old :

Therefore let lovers ftill this maxim hold,

She’s only worth, that brings her weight in gold.

[Exil.

v

ENp of the FirsT Acr.

ACT IL

The SCE N E, a Garden belonging to Sir William Wife-
wou'd’s Houfe.

Enter Narcifla, Hillaria, and Sir Novelty Fafhion,
HirLARIA.

H! for heaven’s fake ! no more of this gallantry,

Sir Novelty: for I know you fay the fame to every
woman you fec. X

Sr
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Sir Nov. Every one that fees you, Madam, muft fay
the fame. Your beauty, like the rack, forces every be-
holder to confefs his crime—of daring to adore you,

Nar. Oh! Ihan’t patience to hear all this. ~If he be
blind, I'll open his eyes. [4fide.] I vow, Sir Novelty,
you men of amour are ftrange creatures: you think no
woman worth your while, unlefs you walk over a rival’s
ruin to her heart: I know nothing has encouraged your

affion to my coufin more than her engagement to Mr. ,

orthy.
Hil. Poor creature! Now is fhe angry fhe ha’n’t the
addrefs of a fop I naufeate. [ Afide.

Sir Nov, Oh, Madam ! as to that I hope the lady will
eafily diftinguifh the fincerity of her adorers. Though
I muft allow, Mr. Worthy 1s infinitely the handfomer

erfon.
P Nar. Ofie! Sir Novelty, make not fuch a prepofterous
comparifon. :

Sir Nov. Oh, Gad! Madam, there’s no comparifon.

Nar. Pardon me, Sir, he’s an unpolifhed animal.

Sir Now. Why, does your ladyfhip really think me" to-
lerable.

Hil. So! fhe has fnapt his heart already. [ Afide.

Sir Nov. Pray, Madam, how do Ilook to-day ? ——
‘What, curfedly? DP’ll warrant; ¢ with a more hellith
¢ complexion than a ftale actrefs in a morning.’—I don’t
know, Madam :~—"Tis true—the town does talk of me
indeed ;—but the devil take me, in my mind, I am a
very ugly fellow. :

Nar. Now you are too fevere, Sir Novelty.

Sir Now. Not I, burn me :—for lieaven’s fake deal
freely with me, Madam; and if you can, tell me—one
rolerable thing about me. _

H:l. *Twould pofe me, I'm fure. [ Afide.

Nar. Oh, Sir Novelty ! this is unanfwerable ; tis hard
to know the brighteft part of a diamond.

Sir Now, You’ll make me bluth, flop my vitals, Ma-
dam,—1’gad, 1 always faid fhe was a woman of fenfe,
Strike me dumb, Iam in love with her.—I’ll try her far-
ther, [Afide.] But, Madam, is it poffible I may vie with
Mr. Worthy ?~Not that he is any rival of mine, Ma-

& . dan ;
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dam ; for I can affure you, my inclinations lie where, per-
haps, your ladyfhip little thioks.
Hil. So! now I am rid of him. (Aficle,
Sir Nov. But, pray tell me, Madam: for I really love
a fevere critick: I am fure you muft believe he hasa
more happy genius in drefs : for my part, I am buta
floven. ,
Nar. Heis a genius unfufferable ! Why he drefles worfe
_than acaprain of the militia: butyou, Sir Novelty, are a
true original, the very pink of fathion : I’ll warrant you
there’s not a milliner in town but has got an eftate by
ou. . .'
Y Sir Now. I muft confefs, Madam, I am for doing good
to my country: for you fee this fuit, Madam —1I {up-
pofe you are not ignorant what a hard time the ribband
weavers have had fince the late mourning : now my de-
fign is to fet the poor rogues up again, by recommend-
ing this fort of trimming: ¢ the fancy is pretty well for
¢ fecond mourning.’——By the way, Madam, I had fifteen
hundred guineas laid in my hand, as a gratuity to en-
courage it : but, i’gad, I re ufed them, being too well ac-
quainted with the confequence of taking a bribein a na.
tional concern. R :
Hil. A very charitable fathion, indeed, Sir Novelty!
But how if it fhould not take ? :

Nar. Ridiculous! Take! I warrant youin a week the
whole town will haveit; though perhaps Mr. Worthy
will be one of . the laf of them: he’s a mere Valet de
Chambre toall fathions; and never is in any tll his bet-
ters have left them off. ’

Sir Now, Nay, Gad, now I muft laugh'; for the devil
‘take me, if [ did not meet him, not above a fortnight ago,
in a coat with buttons no bigger than nutmegs. .

¢ Hil, There, I muf confefs, you out-do him, Sir No-
¢ vy, .

¢ Si}; Now, Oh, dear Madam, why mine are not abovg
¢ three inches diameter. .

¢ Hil, But methinks, Sir Novelty, your fleeve is a lit-
¢ tle tno extravagant.

¢ Sir Nov. Nay, Madam, there you wrong me ; mine
¢ does but reach my kauckles, but my Lord Overdo’s

+ ¢ gover his diamond ring,
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¢ Hil. Nay, I confefs the fafhion may be very ufeful to
you gentlemen that make.campaigns : for fhould you
¢ unfortunately lofe an arm, or fo, that fleeve might be
¢ very convenient to hide the defect on’t.

¢ Sir Nov. Hah! I think your ladyfhip’s in the right
¢ on’t, Madam, (Hiding bis hand in his fleeve.

¢ Nar. Oh! fuchan air! fo becoming a negligence—
¢ Upon my foul, Sir Novelty, you’ll be the envy of the
¢ beau monde.

Hil. Mr. Worthy ! a good fancy were thrown away
upon him ; but you, Sir, arean ornament to your clothess

Sir Now. Then your ladyfhip really thinks they are—
bien entenduc ?

. Hil. A merveille, Monfienr.

Sir Now. She has almoft as much wit as her coufin.
EAfide.] 1 muft conffs, Madam, this coat has had an uni-
verfal approbation ; for this morning I had all the emi-
nent taylors in town at my levee, earneftly petitioning
for the firft meafure of it: now, Madam, if you thought
it would oblige Mr. Worthy, I would let his taylor have
it before any of them.

Nar, See, here he comes, and the deuce take me, I
think *twould be a great piece of good-nature; for 1 de-
clare he looks as rough asa Dutch corporal ——Pr’ythee,
Sir Novelty, let’s laugh at him.,

Sir Now. O Gad ! no, Madam, that were too cruel?
;:v.hy,lyou know he can’t help it.—Let’s take no notice of

im.
- Hil, Wretched coxcomb ! [ffde.

Enter Elder Worthy.

El Wor. 1 find my refolution is but vain, my feet have
brought me hither againft my will: but fure I can com-
mand my tongue, which 1’ll'bite off ere it fhall feek are=
conciliation,  Still fo familiar there! But ’tis no matter,
’lltryif I can wear indifference, and feem as carelefs in
. my love as fhe is of her honour, which fhe can never
truly know the worth of, while fhe perfifts to let a
fool thus play with it. [4fide.] Ladies, your humble fer-
vant.

Hil. Now I can’ forbear fretting his fpleen a little.
[4fide.] Oh, Mr. Worthy(!: we are admiring Sir Novelty,

2 and
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and his new fuit. Did you ever fee fo fweet a fancy ? He
is as full of variety as a good play.

El Wor. He’s a very pleafant comedy, indeed, Ma-
dam ; and drefled with a great deal of good fatire ; and, no
doubt, may oblige both the ftage and the town, efpecially
the ladies. '

Hil. So! There’s for me—- © [4fide.

Sir Nov. O Gad! Nay, pr’ythee, Tom, you know my
humour Ladies (ftop my vitals) I don’t believe there
are five hundred in town that ever took any notice of
m :

e.
El Wor. Oh, Sir, there are fome that take fo much
nolice of you, that the town takes notice of them for’t.

Hil. 1t works rarely. . [ Afide.

Sir Now. How of them, Tom, upon my account? O

Gad, I wou'd not be the ruin of’ any lady’s reputa-
tion, for the world. Stop my vitals, I'm very forry
for't. Pr'ythee, name but one that has a favourable
thought of me, and to convince you that I have no
defign upon her, I’ll inftantly vifit her in an unpowdered
periwig. .
El Wor. Nay, fhe I mean is a woman of fenfe too,
Sir Now. Phoo! Prlythee, pox, don’t banter me: *tis
impoffible! What can fhe fee in me ?
£l Wor. Oh, a thoufand taking qualities, This lady
will inform you—Come, I’ll introduce you. [Pulks bim.
. ¢ Sir New. O Gad, no. Pr’ythee —-hark you in your
ear I am off of her ; demme, if I ben’t: I am, flop
my vitals i
izl Wor. Wretched rogue! [Afide.] Pfhaw, no mmt-
ter ? I’ll reconcile you, Come, Madam. :
Hil, Sir.
. El, Wor, This gentleman humbly begs to kifs your
and. :
- Hil, He needs not your recommendation, Sir.

El Wor. True; a fool recommends himfelf to your
fex, and that’s the reafon men of common fenfe live un-
married,

Hil, A fool without jealoufy, is better than a wit with
ill-nature.

El Wors A friendly office, feeing your fault, is ill-
nature, .

Hil,




LOVE’S LAST SHIFT. 29

Hl. Believing more than we have, is pitiful.—Yon
know I hate this wretch, loath, and fcorn him.

ElL Wor. Fools have afecret art of pleafing women :
if he did not delight you, you would not hazard your repu~
tation by encouraging his love,

H:l. Dares he wrong my reputation ?

El W¥or. He nced not; the world will do it for him
while you keep him company. ’

Hil. 1 dare anfwer it to the world,

El.Vor. Then why notto me?

Hil. To fatisfy you, were a fondnefs I never thould for-
give myfelf,

El Wor, To perfiftin it, is what I’ll neder forgive.

{ Kl Infolence! Is it come to this ? Neverfee me more,

El, Wor. 1have loft the fight of you already ; there
hangs a cloud of folly between you and the woman I once
‘thought you. As Hillaria /s goin
_ gy Enter Yourg WE)rthy. 4 going offs
2. Wor. What to ourfelves in pailion we propofe,

The paffion ceafing, does the purpofe lofe,
Madam, therefore, pray let me engage you to flay alitle
till your refentment is over, thatyou may fee whether

ou have reafon to be angry, or no. -

Sir Nov. [70 Nar.] Pray, Madam, who i3 that gen-
‘tleman ? : .

Nar. Mr, Worthy’s brother, Sir; a gentleman of no
‘mean parts, I can atfure you.

8ir Now. I don’t doubt it, Madam.—He has a very
good periwig.

Hil. To bejealous of me with a fool, is an affront to
my underftanding. :

7. Wor. Tamely to refign your reputation to the mer-
cilefs vanity of a tool, were no proot of his love.

Hil. *Tis queftioning my conduét.

Y. Wor. Why, you let him kif§ your hand laft night
before my face.

Hil. The fool diverted me, and I gave him my hand
as 1 would lend my money, fan, or hanckerchief to ;:
legerdemain, that I might fee him play all bis tricks
OVCrl,e

Cs 7. Wor,
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Y. Wor. O, Madam, no juggler is fo deceitful as a
fop; for while you look his folly in the face, he fteals
away your reputation with more eafe than the other picks
your pecket. )

H:l. Some fools indeed are dangerous.

Y. Wor. 1 grant you, your defign is only to laugh at
him ; but that’s more than he finds out : therefore you
muft expet he will tell the world another ftory ; and *ts

- ten to one but the confequence makes you repent your
curiofity.

Hil."You fpeak like an oracle: I tremble at the
thoughts on’t. i .

7. Wor. Here's one fhall reconcile your fears—
Brother, I have done your bufinefs : Hillaria is convinced
of her indifcretion, and has a pardon ready for your afk-
ing it. :

_ EL Wor. She’s the crimimal ; I have no oecafion for

it. :
¥ Wor. See, fhe comes toward you ; give her a eivil

word at leaft, . '

Hil. Mr. Worthy, I'll not be behind-hand in the ac-
knowledgment I owe you: I freely confefs my folly, and
forgive your harfh conftrution of it: nay, I'll not con-
demn your want of good-nature, in not endeavouring (s
your brother has done) by mild arguments to convince
me of my error.

El Wor. Now youvanquifh me ! I bluth to be out-
done in generous love ! 1am yourflave, difpofe of me as
you pleafe, .

Hil. No more; from this hour be you the mafter of
my 2&ions, and my heart.

El Woer, This goodnefs gives you the power, and k
obey with pleafure.

7. Wor. So! 1find I han’t preached to no purpofe.
Well, Madam, if you find him guilty of love, e’en let to-
morrow be his execution-day ; make a hufband of him,
" aud therc’s the extent of love’s law.

El. Wor. Brother, I amindebted to you.

7. Wor. Well, I'll give you a difcharge, if you’ll but
leave me half an hour in private with that lady.

Hil. How will you get rid of Sir Novelty ?

Z. Wor, 1 warrant you ; leave him to me.

4 Hil,
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Hil., Come, Mr. Worthy, as we walk, I will inform
you how I intend to facrifice that wretch to your
laughter.

¢ El.Wor. Not, Madam, that I want revenge on fo.
¢ contemptible a creature : but I think you owe this
¢ juftice to yourfelf, tolet him fee (if poffible) you never
¢ took him for any other thap he really is.

¢ ¥. Wor. Well! Pox on your politicks : pr'ythee:
¢ confider of them within. )

¢ Hil, We’ll obey you, Sir.”

[Execunt Elder Worthy and Hillaria..

Y. Wor. Pray give me leave to beg a word in private -
with you, Sir, if. you pleafe.

[7o Sir Novelty, who is taking fauffe.
8ir Nov. Ay, Sir, with all my heart.

Y. Wor, Sir—

Sir Now. Nay, 'tis right, I'll aflure you. [Offering bis box..

%, Wor. Ay, Sir—but now the lady wou’d be alone..

Sir Now. Sir.

Y, Wor. Thelady would be alone, Sir.

Sir Now. 1 don’t hear her fay any fuch thing.

Z. Wor. Then I tell you fo, and Iwould advife you to-
believe me.

Sir Now. 1 fhall not take your advice, Sir: but if you
really think the lady would be alone, why~—you had beft
leave her.

7. Wor, In fhort, Sir, your company is very unfea-
fonable at prefent.

‘Sir Now. Icantell you, Sir, if you have no mere wit
than manners, the lady will be but fcurvily entertained.

Nar. Oh, fie, gentlemen! no quarrelling before a
woman, I befeech you. Pray let me know the bufinefs..

Sir Now. My bufinefs is love, Madam..

Nar. And yours, Sir ¢

%.Wor. What I hope you are no ftranger to, Ma-
dam, As for that fpark, you need take no care of
him : for if ke ftays much longer, I willdo his bufinefs
myfelf.

);Var. Well, Ivow, love a pleafant thing, when the
men come to cutting of throats once. O Gad! I'd fain
have them fight a little——Methinks Narciffa would
found fo great in an expiring lover’s mouth——Well, I

am
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am refolved Sir Novelty fhall not go yet ; for I will have
the pleafure of hearing myfelf praifed a little; though I
don’t marry this month for’t. [4fde.] Come, gentle-
men, fince you both fay love’s your bufinefs, e’en plead
for yourfelves ; and he that fpeaks the greateft paffion, fhall
have the faireft return.

Y. Wor, Oh, the devil! now is fhe rapt with the
hopes of alitle flattery. There’s no remedy but pa-
tience. ¢ S’death! What a piece have I to work upon?

¢ [Afide”
. Nar. Come, gentlemen, one at atime. Sir Novelty,
what have you to fay to me ?

Sir Now. In the firt place, Madam, Iwas the firft per-
fon in England that was complimented with the name of
beau, which is atitle I prefer before right honourable
for that may be inherited ; but this I extorted from the
whole naiion, by my (urprifing mien, and unezampled
gallantry. . .

Nar. So, Sir. :

Sir Now. Then another thing, Madam: it has been
obferved, that I have been eminently fuccefsful in thole
fathions I have recommended to the town ; and I don’t
queflion but this very fuit will raife as many ribband-
weavers, as ever the clipping or melting trade did gold.
finiths,

Nar. Pifh ! Whatdoes the fool mean ! he fays nothing
‘of me yet. . [ Afide.

Sir Nop. ¢ In fhort, Madam, the cravat-ftring, the gar-
¢ ter, the fivord-knot, the centurine, bardath, the ftein-
¢ kirk, the large button, the long fleeve, the plume, and
¢ full peruke, wereall created, cry’d down, orrevived by
¢ me:’ inaword, Madam, there has never been any

. thing particularly taking or agreeable for thefe ten
years paft, but your humble fervant was the author of
1t.

Y. Wor. Where the devil will this end ? [ Afide.

Nar. This is all extravagant, Sir Novelty: but what
have you to fay tome, Sir?

Sir Now. I’ll come to you prefently, Madam, I have
juft done : then you muft know, my coach and eguipage
are 2s well known as myfelf; and fince the convenicncy
of two play-houfes, I have a better opportunity of fhew-

ng
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ing them: for between every alt—Whifk—I am gone
from one to the other: Oh! what pleafure ’tis, at a good
play, to get out before half an alt’s done

Nar. Why at a good play ?

Sir Now. O, Madam, 1t looks particolar, and gives
the whole audience an opportunity of turning upon me
atonce: ¢ Thendo they conclude I have fome extra-
¢ ordinary bufinefs, or a fine woman to go to at leaft :
¢ and then again, it fhews my contempt of what the
¢ dull town think their chief diverfion : but if I do ftay
¢ a play out, I always fit with my back to the ftage,

¢ Nar. Why fo, Sir?

¢ 8ir Now. Then every one will imagine I have been
¢ tired with it before: or that I am jealous who talks to
¢ who in the King’s box.” And thus, Madam, do I
take more pains to preferve a public reputation, than
ever any lady took, after the fmall-pox, to recover her
eomplexion.

Nar. Well, but to the point. What have you to fuy to
me, Sir Novelty ?

¢ Y. Wor. Now does fhe expect fome compliment fhall
¢ out-flatter her glafs, (Afide.?

Sir Now. Toyou, Madam }—~Why, I have been fuy-
ing all this to you.

Nar. To what end, Sir?

Sir Nov. Why, all this I have done for your fake,

Nar. What kindnefs is it to me ?

Sir Nowv. Why, Madam, don’t you think it more

tory to be beloved by one eminently particular per-
%on,whnm all the town. knows and talks of, than to be
adored by five hundred dull fouls that have lived /-
-cognito ?

Nar. That I muft confefs, is a prevailing argument :
but flill yow ha’n’t told me, why you love me.

¥ Wor.-Thac’sa tafk he has left for me, Madam,

Sir Nov. *Tis a province I never undertake, I muft
confefs : Ithiok ’us fufficient, if I tell a lady why fhe
fhould love me.

Nar. Hang him ! he’s too conceited: he’s fo in love
with himfelf, he won’t allow 2 woman the bare comfort of
a cold compliment. [4fide.] Well, Mr. Worthy. 7 W

. "O
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7. Wor. Why, Madam, I have obferved feveral par-
ticular qualities in your ladythip, that I have pertedtly
adored you for ; as the majettic rofs of your head ; —
yout obliging low courtefy ;—your fatyrical fmile ;—

our bluthing laugh ; —your demure look ;—¢ the care-
¢ lefs tie of your hood’—the genteel flirt of your fan ;—
the defigned accident in your letting it fall, and your
agreeble manner of receiving it from him that takes it

up.
P[%at ke fpeaks, fbe imitaies in dumb fbew. They both
offer vo take up ber fan; and in firiving Y. Worthy
tu/bes Siv Novelty on bisback.
Sir Now. [ Adjufiing himfelf] 1 hope your ladythip will
excufe my diforder, Madam How now !

Enter a Footman to Sir Novelty,

Foot. Oh, Sir! Mrs, Flareit—

Sir Nov. Ha ! fpeak lower. What of her ?

Foot. By fome unlucky accident has difcovered your
being here, and raves like a mad woman. She’s at your
ledging, Sir, and had’ broke you above forty pounds
worth of china before I came away. She talk’d of fol-
lowing you hither; and if you don’t make hafte, I'm
" afraid will be here, before you can get through the
houfe, Sir.

Sir Now. This woman’s certainly the devil; her jea-
loufly isimplacable; I muft get rid of her, though I
give her more for afeparate maintenance, than her con-
. {cience demanded for a fettlement before enjoyment.—
See the coach ready ; and if you meet her, be fure you
ftop her with fome pretended bufinefs, ’till I’'m got away
from hence.—Madam, I atk your ladythip ten thoufand
pardons ; there’s a perfon of quality expeéts me at my
lodging, upon extraordinary bufinefs.

Nar. What, will you leave us, Sir Novelty ?

+ Sir Now. As unwillingly as the foul the body; but this
is an irrefitible occafion. —~—Madam, your moft dévored
flave.—Sir, your moft humble fervant. Madam, I kifs
your hand. O Gad, no farther, dear Sir; upon my
foul I won’t ftir if you do

[Y. Worthy fees bint to the door.
[L£xit Sir Noveltye
. To Wo"'
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7. Wor. Nay then, Sir, your humble fervant. So!
this was a lucky deliverance.

Nar, 1 overheard the bufinefs.—You fee, Mr. Worthy,
a man muft be a flave to a miftrefs fometimes, as well as a
wife ; yetall can’t perfuade your fex to a favourable opi-
pion of poor marriage.

Y. Wor. 1 long, Madam, for an opportunity to con-
vince you of your error ; and therefore give me leave to
hope to-morrow you will free me from the pain of far-
ther expeétation, and make a hufband of me.—Come,
r ‘fipare your blufhes, and believe 1 have already named
the day, ° .

Nar): Had not we better confider a little ?

7. Wor. No, let’s avoid confideration, ’tis an enemy
both to love and courage: they that confider much,
live to be old batchelors, and young fighters. No, no;
we fhall have time enough to confider after marrage—
¢ But why are you fo ferious?

¢ Nar. Not but I do’ confent to-morrow fhall be the
¢ day, Mr. Worthy; butI am afraid you have not loved
¢ me long enough tomake our marriagebe the town-talk :
for ’tis the fafhion now to be the town-talk ; and you
know, one had as good be out of the world, as out of the
fafhion. .
¢ ¥, Wor. 1don’t know, Madam, what you call town-
talk ; butit has been in the news-letters above a fort-
night ago, that we were already married. Beiide, the
laftfong I made of you, has been fung at the mufick-
meeting : and you may imagine, Madam, I took no
little care to let the ladies and the beaus know who
’twas made on. .
¢ Nar. Well, and what faid the ladies ?
¢ Y. Wor. What was moft obfervable, Madam, was, that
¢ while it was finging, my Lady Manlove went out in
a great paffion.
¢ Nar. Poor, jealous animal ! On my confcience, that
charitable creature has fuch a fund of kind compliance
for all young fellows, whofe love lies dead upon their
hands, that fhe has been as great a hindrance to us vir-
tuous women, as ever the Bank of England was to the
city goldfiths.

$ Y. Wors

. &

.~ & & & & n

L

o~ e a N a



3¢ LOVE'S LAST SHIFT.

¢ Y. Wor. The reafon of that is, Madam, becaufe you
¢ virtuous ladies pay no intereft; I muft confefs the
¢ principal, our health, is a little fecure with you.

¢ Nar. Well; and is not that an advantage worth en-
¢ tering into bonds for ? Not, but I vow, we virtuous
¢ devils do love to infult a little; and to fay truth, it
¢ looks too credulous and eafy in a woman, to encourage
¢ a man before he has fighed himfelf to a fkeleton.

¢.Y. Wor. But, Heaven be thanked, we are pretty even
¢ with you in the end; for the longer you hold us off
¢ before marriage, the fooner we fall off afterit.’

Nar. What, then you take marriage to be a kind of
{cfui;’s powder, that infallibly cures the fever of
ove ?

7. Wor. *Tis indeed a Jefuit’s powder, for the priefts
firft invented it; and only abftained from it, becaufe
they knew it had a bitter tafte ; then gilded it over with
a pretended blefling, and fo palm’d it upoa the unthink-
inglaity. :

Nar, Pr'ythee don’t fcrew your wit beyond the com-
pafs of good manners D’ye think I fhall be tuoed
to matrimony by your railing againft it ? If you have
folitle ftomach to it, I'll ev’n make you faft a week
longer. .

Y. Wor. Ay, but let me tell you, Madam, ’tis no po-
Ticy to keep a lover at a thin diet, in hopes to raife his
appetite on the wedding night ; for then

We come like ftarving beggars to a feaft, }

Where, unconfin’d, we feed with eager hatfte,
Tilkeach repeated morfel palls the tafte.

Marriage gives prodigals a boundlefs treafure,

Who fquander that, which might be lafting pieafure. }
And women think they ne’er have over-meafure,

Enp of the SEconDp Acr.

ACT
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ACT I
%% SCENE, Sir William Wifewou'd’s Hou/e,

Enter Amanda and Hillaria, meeting.

AmaNDA.
Y dear, I have news for you.

Hil. 1 guefs at it, and fain would be fatisfied of
the particulars.  Your hufband is returned, and, I hear,
knows nothing of your being alive. Young Worthy has
told me of your defign upon him,

Am, ’Tis that I wanted your advice in: what think

ou of it?

Hil. Oh! I admire it: next to forgetting your huf-
band, ’tis the beft counfel was ever given you; for un-
der the difguife of a miftrefs, you may now take a fair -
advantage of indulging your love; and the little cx-
perience you have had of it already, has been juft enough
not to let you be afraid of a man,

Am. Will you never leave your mad humour ?

Hil, Not till my youth leaves mc: why fhould wo-
men affe& ignorance among themfelves ?  When we con-
verfe with men, indeed, modefly and good-breeding
oblige us not to underftand whar, fometimes, we can’t
help thinking of. _ :

Am. Nay, 1 don’t think the worfe of you for what
you fay: for ’tis obferved, that a bragging lover, and
an over-fhy lady, are the fartheft from what they would
feem ; the one is as feldom known to receive a favour,
as the other to refift an opportunity.

H;:l. Moft women have a wrong fenfe of modefly, as
fome men of courage ; if you don’t fight with all you
meet, or run from all you fee, you are prefently thought
a coward, or an ill woman, ' ’

Awm. You fay true; and ’tis as hard a matter, now-a-
days, for a woman to know how to converfe with men,
as for a man to know when to draw his fiord : -for many
times both fcxes are apt to over-aét their parts, ¢ To
¢ me the rules of virtue have been ever facred; and I
4 am loth to break them by an unadvifed undertaking:’

: D there-
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therefore, dear Hillaria, help me, for I am ata lofs.—Can
1 juttify, think you, my intended defign upon my hufband ?
il As how, priythee?
¢ Am. Why, it I court and conquer him as a miftrefs,
am not I acceffary to his violating the bonds of mar-
riage? For though I am his wife, yet while he loves
me not as fuch, I encourage «n unlawful paffion ; and
though the aét be fafe, yet his intent is criminal : how
can I anfwer this? ,
¢ Hil. Vely eafily; forif he don’t intrigue with you,
he will with fomebody elfe in the mean time ; and I
¢ think you have as much right to his remains as any
¢ one.
< Am. Ay, but T am affured the love he will pretend
to me is vicious : and ’tis uncertain that I fhall prevent
¢ his doing worfe elfewbere.
« Hl. *Tis true, a certain ill ought not to be done for
an uncertain good. But then again, of two evils, chufe
the leaft ; and fure "tis lefs criminal to let him love you
as a miftrefs, than to let him hate you as a wife. If
you fucceed, I fuppofe you will eafily forgive your
guilt in the undertaking. .
¢ Am. To fay truth, I find no argument yet ftrong
enough to conquer my inclination to it. But is there
no danger, think you, of his knowing me?
« Hil, Not the leaft, in my opinion: in the firft place,
‘he confidently believes you are dead: then he has not
feen you thefe eight or ten years : befides, you were
not above fixteen when he lett you: this, with the ale
teration the {mall-pox has made on you (though not for
the worfe) I think, are fufficient difguifes to fecure you
from his knowledge. .
¢ Am. Nay, and to this I may add, the confiderable
aresdment of my fortune; for wher geleft me, I had
orly my bare jointure -for a fubfiftelice ; befides, my
ftr.nge manner of rectiving him.——
< Hil. That’s what I would fain be acquainted with.
¢ £m. 1 exp:@ farther infiructions from Mr. Worthy
3 every m ment; then you fhall know all, my dear.
¢« H:', Nauy, he will do you no fmall fervice: for a
thief is the beft thief-catcher.

¢ Enter a Servant to Amanda,
¢ Serw. Madam, your fervant is below, who fays young

¢ Mr.
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¢ Mr. Worthy’s man waits at your lodgings with earneft
¢ bufinefs from his inafter.

¢ A4m. ’Iis wel.—Come, my dear, I muft have your
¢ affiftance too. o

« Hil. With all my heart; I love to be at the bottom
¢ of a fecret; for they fay, the confidant of an amour
¢ has fometimes more pleafure in the oblervation, than
¢ the parties concerned in the enjoyment.” But, me-
thi;)ks, you don’t look with a gcod Leurt upon the bufi-
nefs.

Am. 1 can’t help a little'concern in a bufincfs of fuch
moment : for though my reafon tells me my defizn muft
profper, yet my fears fay 'twere happ'nefs too great.—

-Oh! to reclaim the man I’m bound by [Heaven to love,
to expofe the folly of a roving mind, in pleafiog tim
with what he feeined to loath, were fuch a fweet revenge
for flighted lovey fo vaft a triumph of rewarded con-
ftancy, as might perfuade the locfer part of womankind
even to forfake themifelves, -and fall in love with virtue.

Re-cnter the Serwant to Hillaria,

Serv. Sir Novelty Fafhion is below in his coach, Ma.
dam, and enquires for your Ladyfhip, or Madam Nar-
<iffa, .

Hil. You know my coufin is gone out with my Lady
‘Tattle-tongue : I hope you did not tell him 1 was within.

Serv. No, Madam, I did not know it your Ladyfhip
would be fpoke with, and therefore came 1o fee.

Hil. Then tell him I went with her.

Serw. 1fhall, Madam, [Exit Servant.

Hil. You muft know, my dear, T have fent to that
fury, Mrs. Flareit, whom this Sir Novelty keeps, and
have ftung her to fume purpofe, with an account of his

. paffion for my coufin: I owed him a quarrel, for that he
made between Mr. Worthy and me, and I hope her jea-

-loufy will feverely revenge it ; therefore I fent my coufin
out of the way, becaufe (unknown to her) her name is
.at the bottom of my defign.—Here he comes. Pr’ythee,
my dear, let’s go down the back-flairs, and take coach
from the garden. — [ Excwnt Am. and Hill,

Re-enter the Servant, conduiling §ir Novelry,

Sir Now. Both the ladies abroad, fuy you ? Is Sir Wil-

liam within ?

D2 , Se: v,
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Serv. Yes, Sir; if you pleafe to walk in, I’ll acquaint
him that you expect him here. :

Sir Nov. Do fo, prythee; and in the mean time let
me confider what I have to {ay to him.—Hold—in the
firft place, his daughter is in love with me.—Would [
marry her? No; demn it, ’tis mechanical to marrys the
woman you love; men of quality fhould alway marry
thofe they never faw——But I hear young Worthy mar-
rics her to-morrow ; which if I prevent not, will fpoil
my defign upon her. Let me fee——1I have it Il
perfuade the old fellow, that I would marry her myfelf;
upon which he immediately rejects young Worthy, and
gives me free accefs to her —Good— What follows upon
that ? Opportunity, importunity, refiftance, force, en-
treaty, perfifting—— Doubting, fwearing, lying——
Bluthes, yielding, vi€tory, pleafure——Indifference ——
Oh! here he comes in ordine ad—— » .

Enter Sir William Wifewou'd.

Sir Wil. Sir Novelty, your fervant: have you any
commands for me, Sir?

8ir Now. 1 have fome propofals to make, Sir, concern-
ing your happinefs apd my own, which, perhaps, will
furprife you. In a word, Sir, I am upon the very brink
of matrimony.

Sir Wil. *Tis the beft thing you can purfue, Sir, con-
fidering you have a good eftate.

Sir Now. But whom do you think I intend to marry ?

Sir Wil. 1 can’t imagine. Dear Sir, be brief, left
your.delay tranfport me into a crime I would avoid,
which is impatience.  Sir, pray go on.

Sir Now. In fire, Sir, ’ts your very daughter, the fair
Narciffa. =

Sir Wil. Humph—Pray, Sir, how long have you had
this in your head ?

Sir Now, Above thefe two hours, Sir.

Sir Wil. Very good! then you ha’n’t flept upon it.

Sir Now. No, nor fhan’t {leep, for thinking on’t. Did
not I tell you I would furprize you ?

Sir Wil. Oh! you haveindeed, Sir: I am amazed! I
am amazed ! -

8ir Nov, Well, Sir, and what think you of my pro-
pofal ? :

Sir
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Sir Wil. Why truly, Sir, I like it not: but if I did,
%tis now too late ; my daughter is difpofed of to a gen-
tleman that fhe and I like very well: at prefent, Sir, I
have a little bufinefs: if this be all, your humble fer-
vant, I am in hafte, .

Sir Now. Demimne, what an infenfib’e blockhead’s this !
Hold, Sir: d’ye hear ?—Is this all the acknowledgment

ou make, for the honour I defign’d you ? )

Sir Wil. Why truly, Sir, ’tis an honour that I am not
ambitious of ; in plain terms, I do not like you for a fon-
in-law, :

Sir Now, Now you fpeak to the purpofe, Sir: but,
prythee, what are thy exceptions to me ?

Sir Wil. Why, in the firft place, Sir, you have too
great 2 paifion f}c’)r your own perfon, to have any for your
wife’s: in the next place, you take fuch an extravagant
care in the clothing your body, that your undcrftandin
goes unaked for’t: had I a fon fo drefled, I fhould take -
the liberty to call him an egregious fop.

Sir Now. ’Egad, thou art a comical old gentleman,
and I'll tell thee a fecret: underitand then, Sir, from
me, that all young fellows hate the name of fop, as
women do the name of whore; ¢ but, ’egad, they both
¢ love the pleafure of being fo:’ nay, faith, and ’tis as
hard a matter for fome men to be fops, as you call them,
as ’tis for fome women to be whores. :

Sir Wil. That’s pleafant, i’faith, Can’t any man be a
fop, or any woman be a whore, that has a mind to it ?

Sir Now, No, faith, Sir; for let me tell you, ’tis not
the coldnefs of my Lady Freelove’s inclination, but her
age and wrinkles that won’t let her cuckold her bufbund.:
And again, ’tis not Sir John Wou’dlook’s averfion to
drefs, but his want of a fertile genius, that won’t let
him look like a gentleman : ¢ therefore in vindication of
¢ all well-drefled gentlemen, I intend to write a play,
¢ where my chicfe& charaler {hall be a downright Eng-
¢ lifh booby, that affets to be a beau, without either
¢ genius or foreign education, and tocall it, in imitation
¢ of another famous comedy, He Wou’d if he Cou'd:
¢ and now, I think, you are anfivered, Sir.” Have you
any exceptions to my birth or family, pray Sir ?

Sir Wil Yes, 'Sir, 1 have; you feém to be the off-

D3 fpring
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fpring of more than one man’s labour; for certainly no
lefs than a dancing, finging, and fencing mafter, with
a taylor, milliver, perfumer, peruke-maker, and a French
walet de chambre, could be at the begetting of you.

Sir Now. All thefe have been at the finifhing of me
fince I was made. -

Sir Wil. That is, Heaven made you a man, and they
have made a monfter of you : and fo farewel to ye.

(Is going.

Sir Now. Hark ye, Sir: am I to expe& no farther fa-

tisfattion in the propofals I made you ?
" Sir Wil. Sir—nothing makes a man lofe himfelf like
paffion : now I prefume you are young, and confequently
rafli upon a difappoittment; therefore, to prevent any
difference that may arifc by repeating my refufal of your
fuit, I do not think it convenient to hold any farther dif-
courfe with you.

- 8ir Now. Nay, faith, thou fhalt flay to hear a little
more of my mind firft,

Sir Wil. Since you prefs me, Sir, I will rather bear
with, than refift you.

- Sir Now. 1 doubt, old gentleman, you have fuch a
torrent of philofophy running through your pericranium,
that it has wafhed your brains away.

Sir Wil. Pray, Sir, why do you think fo? .

Sir Now. Becaufe you chufe a beggarly, unaccountable
fort of a younger brotherifh rake-hell for your fon-in-
lIaw, before a man of quality, eftate, good parts and
breeding, demme. ' :

. Sir Wil, Truly, Sir, I know neither of the perfons to
whom thefe charalters belong ; if you pleafe to write
their names under them, perbaps I may tell you if they
be like or no.

Sir Nov. Why then, in thort, I would have been your
fon-in-law; and you, it feems, prefer young Worthy be-
fore me. Now are your eyes open ?

. Sir Wil. Had I been blind, Sir, you might have been
my fon-in-law ; and if you were not blind, you would
not think that I defign my daughter for young Worthy 2
His brother, I think, may deferve her.

Sir New. Then you are not jealous of young Worthy 2
Humh! -

Sir
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Sir Wil. No, really, Sir, nor of you neither.

Sir Now. Give me thy hand: thou art very happy,
flop my vitals! for thou doft not fee thou art blind
Not jealous of young Worthy ? Ha! Ha!—How now ?

Enter Sir Novelty’s Footman, with a Porter.

Serw. Sir, here’s a porter with a letter for your ho-
nour.

Porter. 1 was ordered to give it into your own hand,
Sir, and expelt an an{wer.

Sir Nov. [Reads.] ¢ Excufe, my dear Sir Novelty,
the forced indifference I have fhewn you, and let me re-
compenfe your patt fufferings with an hour’s eonverfation, .
after the play, at Rofamond’s Pond, where you will find
an hearty welcome to the arms of your Narciffa”—Un-
expetted happinefs ! the arms of your Narciffa! *Egad,
and when II§) there, I'll make myfelf welcome. Faith,

h

1 did not thiR fhe was fo far gone neither—But I don’t
queftion, th&e are five hundred more in her condition,
—1I have a good mind not to go, faith—Yet, hang it,
I will too, only to be revenged of this old fellow,
Nay, I'll have the pleafure of making it public too: for
I will give her the mufic, and draw all the town to be
.witnefs of my triumph.——Where is the lady ?

B [To the Porters

Porter. In a hackney-coach, at the corner of the
ftreet. _

Sir Nov. Enough ; tell her I will certainly be there.—
[Exit Porter.] Well, old gentleman, then you are re-
folved I fhall be no kin to you? Your daughter js dif>
pofed of! Humh !

8ir Wil. You have your anfwer, Sir; you fhall be no-
kin to me.

&ir Nov. Farewel, old philofophy: and (d’ye hear?)
I would advife you to ftudy nothing but the art of pa<’
tience ; you may have an unexpeted occafion for it.
Hark you; would it not nettle you damnably, to hear-
my fon call you grandfather ?

Sir Wil, Sir—notwithftanding this provocation, T am-
<€alm ; but were I like other men, a flave to paffion, I
fhould not forbear calling you impertinent. How I fwell-
with rifing vexation ! Leave me, leave me; go, Sir,
g0; get you out of my houfe, [A”gﬁsl"‘u

ir
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Sir Now. Oh! have a care of paffion, dear Diogenes,
Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Sir Wil. So! [Sighing.] At laft T have conquered it.
Pray, Sir, oblige me with your abfence ; {Taking off bis
bat.) 1 proteft I am tired with you ; pray leave my houfe.

[Sabmifffvely.

Sir Now. Demn your houfe, your family, your an-
ceftors, your generation, and your eternal poﬂerity[.E

xite

Sir Wil. Ah! a fair riddance. - How I blefs myfelf,
that it was not in this fool’s power to prevoke me be-
yond that ferenity of temper which a wife man oughe
to be mafter of ! How near are men to brutes, when
their unruly paffions break the bounds of reafon? And
of all paffions, angeris the moft violent; which often
puts me in mind of that admirable faying,

He that ftrives not to ftem his anger’sfgie,
"Does a wild horfe without a bridle ridés

The SCENE changes to St. James’s Park.

Enter Young Worthy and Lovele(s, as from the Tavern 5
Snap followving.

Y. Wor. What a fweet evening it is ?—Pr’ythee, Ned,
let’s walk a little——Look how lovingly the trees are
joined, fince thou wert here, as if Narure had defigned
this walk for the private fhelter of forbidden love. ¢ [Se-
¢ weral croffing the Stage.] Look, here are fome for making
¢ ufe of the conveniency.

¢ Love. But hark ye, friend, are the women as tame
¢ and civil as they were before I left the town? Can they.
¢ endure the f{mell of tobacco, or-vouchfafe a man a
¢ word with a dirty cravat on ?

¢ Y. Wor. Ay, that they will; for keeping is almoft
¢ out of fathion: fo that now an honeft fellow, with a
¢ promifing back, need not fear a night’s lodging for
¢ bare -good fellowfhip. :

¢ Love, If whoring be fo poorly enceuraged, methinks
¢ the women fhould turn honeft in their own defence.

¢ Y. Wor. Faith, I don’t find there’s a whore the lefs
¢ for it; the pleafure of fornication is flill the fame ; all
¢ the diffcrence is, lewdnefs is not fo barefaced as hereto-

. ¢ tore.
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. ® fore, Virtue is as much debafed as our money ; for
maidenheads are as fcarce as our milled half-crowns ;
and faith, De gratia is as hard to be found in a girl of
fixteen, as round the brim of an old fhilling.
¢ Love. Well, 1 find, in fpite of law and duty, the
flefh will get the better o;the fpirit.  Eut I fee no
game yet.—— Pr’ythee, Will, let’s go and take t’other
bumper to enliven affurance, that we may come down-
right to the bufinefs. :
. ¢ Y.Wor. No, no; what we have in our bellies al-
¢ ready, by the help of a little frefh air, will foon be in
¢ our pericranium, and work us to a right pitch to tafte
¢ the pleafures of the night. '
¢ Love. The day thou meaneft ; my day always breaks
at fun-fet. We wife fellows, that know the ufe of life,
know too, that the moon lights men to more pleafures
than the fun: the fun was meant to dull fouls of bufi-
nefs, and poor rogues that have a miud to fave candles.
¢ Y. Wor, Nay, the night was always a friend to plea-
¢ fure, and that made Dianarun a whoring by the light
* of her own horns.

¢ Love. Right; and, pr’ythee, what made Daphne

¢ runaway from Apollo, but that he wore fo much day-
- ¢ light about his ears ?

¢ Y. Wor. Ha!” Look out, Ned, thcre’s the enemy
before you.

Love. Why then, as Cafar faid, Come, follow me.

. [Exit Lovelefs,

Y. Wor. 1hope ’ts his wife, whom I defired to meet

- sne here, ¢ that fhe might take a view of her foldier be-
¢ fore fhe new mounted him.’ [Ewit.
. Enter Mrs. Flareit and her Maid.

Maid. 1 wonder, Madam, Sir Novelty don’t come yet :
T am fo afraid he fhould fee Narciffa, and find out the
trick of your letter.

Fla. No, no; Narcifla is out of the way; I am fure
he won’t be long; for I heard the hautboys, as they
paffed by me, mention his name: I fuppoie, to make
the {jnn_'igue more fathionable, he intends to give me the
mufic.

Ma;id. Suppofe he take you for Narciffa, what advan=
tage do you propofe by it ? F

Ao
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Fla. 1 fhall then have a juft occafion to quarrel with
him for his perfidioufrefs, and fo force his pocket to
make his peace with me: befide, my jealoufy will not
let me reft till I am revenged.

Maid. Jealoufy ! why, I have ofien heard you fay,
you loathed hiw.

Fla. *Tis my pride, not my love, that makes me jeslous.

Maid., See, Madam, here he is, and the mufic with
him.

Fla. Put on your mafk, and leave me,  [They maff.

Enter Sir Novelty vith the mufic.

8ir Now. Here. gentlemen, place yourfelves on this
- fpot, and pray oblige me with a trumpet fonata ——
¢ This taking a man at his i {t word, is a very new way
¢ of preferving reputation, ftup my vitsls——nay, and a
¢ fecure one too ; for now may we enjoy and grow weary
¢ of one another, before the town can take any notice of
¢ us.! {Flareit making towards bim.] Ha! this muft be
fhe —1I f{uppofe, Ivfadam, you are no ftranger to the
contents of this letter.

Fla. Dear Sir, this place is too public for my acknow.
ledgment; if you pleafe to withdraw to a more private
conveniency. [Exeunt,

[ The mufic prepares to play, and all forts of people
gather about it

Enter at one deor Narcifla, Hillaria, Amanda, Elder
Wortby, and Young Worthy; at another, Lovelefs
and Snap, wbo talk to the mafks.

E. Wor, What fay you, ladies, fhall we walk home.
wards ? It begins to be dark.

7. Wor. Pr’ythee don't be fo impatient, it’s light
enough to hear the mufic, I’ll warrant yeo

Am. Mr. Worthy, you promifed me a fight I long

for: is Mr. Lovelefs among all thofe ? 7
Y, Wer. That’s he, Madam, furveying that matked
lady.

Am. Ha! Is’t poffible ? Methinks I read his vices in
his perfon, Can he be infenfible, even to the fmart of
pinching poverty ? Pray, Sir, your hand—I fied my-
felf difordered. . It troubles me to think I dare not fpeak
to him after fo long a feparation. - :

¥.Wor. Madam, your flaying here may be dangerous,

' there«



LOVE’S LAST SHIFT. 4

therefore let me advife you to go home, ¢ and get all
¢ things in order to recgive him. About an hour hence
¢ will be a convenient time to fet my deiign a going ; till
¢ then, let me beg you to have a little patience.” Give
me leave, Madam, to fee you to your coach.

Am. Pll not trouble you, Sir; yonder’s my coufin
Wellbred, I'll beg his protection. [Exiz,

¢ [The mufic plays ; after avbich Narciffa fpeaks.

¢ Nar. 1vow ’tis very fine, confidering what dull fouls
our nation are; I find ’tis a harder matter to reform -
their manners, than their government or religion.
¢ E. Wor: Since the one has been fo happily accom-
plithed, I know no reafon why we fhould defpair of
the other; I hope in a little time to fee our youth re-
turn from travel, big with praiies of their own coun-
try. But come, ladies, the mufick’s done, I fuppofe;
fhall we walk ? :
¢ Nar. Time enough; why, you have no tafte of the
true - pleafure of the park. I'll warrant you hate as
much to ridicule others, as to hear yourfelf praifed :
for my part, I thinka little harmiefs railing is half the
pleafure of one’s life. .
¢ E. Wor. 1 don’t love to create myfelf enemies,. by
¢ obferving the weaknefs of other people ; 1 have more
faults of my own than I know how to mend.
¢ Nar. Prote¢t me ! how can you fee fuch a medley of
human ftuff as are here, without venting your fpleen ?
— Why, look there now ; is it not comical, to fee that
wretched creature there, with her autumnpal face, drefled
in all the colours of the fpring?
¢ E. Wor. Pray, who is fhe, Madam ?
¢ Nar. A thing that won’t believe herfelf out of date,
¢ though fhe was a known woman at the Refterat on.
.¢ ¥, Wor. Oh! I kpow her, ’tis Mrs. Holdout, one
that is proud of being an original of fafhionuble forni-
cation, and values herfelf mightily for |eing one of
the firft miftrefles thatever kept her coach publicily in
England. R
¢ Hil. Pray, who's that impudent young fellow there ?
¢ E. Wor. Oh, that’s an eternal fan-tearer, and a con-
¢ ftant perfecutor of womankind : he had a gieat mis-

¢ fortune lately,
) ) ¢ Nar,
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¢ Nar. Pray what was it?

¢ E. Wor. Why, impudently prefuming to cuckold &
Dutch officer, he had his foreteeth kicked out.

¢ Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

¢ Nar. There’s another too, Mr. Worthy: do you
know him ? ’

¢ Y. Wor. That's beau Noify ; one that brags of fa-
vours from my lady, though refufed by her woman ;
that fups with a lord, and borrows his club of his foot-
men, and beats the watch, and is kicked by his com-
panions ; that is one day at court, and the next in’
gaol ; that goes to church without religion, is valiant
without courage, witty without fenfe, and drunk with-
out meafure.

¢ E. Wor. A very complete gentleman.

¢ Hil. Pr’ythee, coufin, who's thatover-fhy lady there,
that- won’t feem to underftand what that britk young
fellow fays to her ?

¢ Nar. {Vhy that’s my lady Slylove: the other cere-
monious gentleman is her lover. ~ She is fo over modeft,
that the makes a fcruple of fhifting herfelf before her
woman ; but afterwards makes none of doing it before
her gallant,

¢ 7. Wor. Hang her; fhe isa jeft to the whole town ;-

¢ for though fhe has been the mother of two by-blows, -
¢ fhe endeavours to appear as ignorant in all company,

. &

-~

LY

as if fhe did not know the diftin&tion of fexes.

¢ Nar. Look, look, Mr. Worthy, I vow there’s the

Countels of Incog. out of her difhabille, in a high
head, I proteft!

¢ 7. Wor. "Tis as great a wonder to fee her out of a
hackney coach, as out of debt, or——
¢ Nar. Or outof countenance.

¢ 7, Wor. That indeed fhe feldom changes; for fhe

is never out of a mafk, and is fo well known in it, that
when fhe has a mind to be private fhie goes barefaced.’

Nar. Come, coufin, now let’s fee what monfters the °

next walk affords.

ment ; yonder comes one I have a litrle bufinefs with
L'll difpatch it immediately, and follow you,

E. Wor. With all my heart; 'tis in our‘way- home.
Y. War. Ladies, I muft beg your pardon for 2 mo-

bt Hil,
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Hil, No, no; we'll ftay fer you.

Nar. You may, if you Fleafc, coufin ; but I fuppofe

he will hardly thank you for it.

Hil. What, then you conclude ’tis a weman’s bufinefs,
by bhis promiﬁng aquick.difpatch? ]

Y. Wor: Madam, in threc minutes you fhall know the

bufinefs. If it difpleafe you, gondemn me to an eternal
abfence.

&L Wor, Come, Madam, letime be his feeurity.

Nar. 1dare wke your werd, Sir. . . .

- BExexnt EA, Weor, Hil. and Nar
» Enter 8ly, Serwant to Young Worthy.
‘X, Wor. Well, how goes matters? Is fhe in readinels
%o receive him ¢ ;
" Sly. To a hair, Sir;. every fervant has his cue, and all
are impatient till the comedy begins. :

Y. Wor. Stand afide a little, and let us watch our op-
portunity.

Snap, [To & Mift.] Enquire about half an hour hence
for Number two, at the Gridiron. .

Mafk. To-morrow, with all my heart; but to-night [
am engaged to the .chaplain of Colenel ‘Thunder’s regi-
ment. .

Snap. What will you leave me for.a mutton chop ? For
that’s all he’ll give you, I'm fure. - '

HNafk, You are miftaken, faith ; he keeps me.

Sﬂa{. Not 1o himfelf, I'll engage him: yet he may

200, if nobody likes you better than I do. ~ Hark you,
«child ; pr'ythee, when was your fmock wafhed ?
Mafk \thy, doft thou pretend to frefh linen, that ne."
wer wore a clean fhirt, but of thy mother®s ewn wathing ?
. [Goes from frim.
- Love, What, no adventure, nogame, Snap?
Snap. None, none, Sir; I can’t prevail with any,
.. from the point head-cloaths to the Horfe-gusrd whore.
© "-«Love. Whata pox! fure the whores can't fimell an
empty pocket ? .
Snap. No, no, that’s certain, Sir, they muft fee it in
wur faces. ’ .

Sty. [7o Lovelefs.] My dear boy, kow is’t? *Egad,

T am glad thou art come to town. My Lady expected
you above an hour ago, and Iam overjoyed I have found
-~ ’ E ﬁue'
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thee, Come, come, come along ; fhe’s impatient till the
{ees you. I

hSmxp. Odfbud, Sir, follow him ; he takes you for ano-
ther.

Love. *Egad, it looks with the face of an intrigne —
I'll humour him—~—Well, what fhall we go now ?

Sly. Odfhheart, fhe longa to fee thee ; and fhie’s a cu-
rious fine creature, ye rogue! fuch eyes, fuch lips, and
fuch a tongue betweenthem ! Ah, the tip of it will fet a
man’s foul on fire ! /

Love. The rogue makes me impatient. [ 4fde,

Sky. Come, come, the key, the key, the key, you dear
rogue ! ’

%‘mxp. Oh, Lord! the key, thekey. [ Afide.

Leve. The key! Why, th— fh— fh— fhould yo—
yo— you haveit ? : .

Sly. Ay, ay, quickly give’s it.

Love., Why, what the devil—fufe 1 han’t loft it
Oh, no, Gad, it is not there. What fhall we do ?

Sly, Oons! neer ftand fumbling, If you have loftir,
we muft fhoot the lock, I think.

Lowe. *Egad, and fo we muit; for I ha’n’tit,

Sly. Come, come along, follow me.

Lowve. Snap, ftand by me, you dog.

Snap. Ay, ay, Sir. [Exeun: Sly, Love. and Snap.

Y. Wor. Ha, ha! the rogue managed him moft dex-
teroufly. How greedily he chopp’d at the bait! What
the event will be, Heaven knows; but thus far ’tis plea-
fant; and fince he is fafe, I'll venture to divert my com-
pany with the flory. Poor Amanda! thou well deferveft
1 better hufband ; thou wert never wanting in thy endea-
vours to reclaim him ; and, faith, confidering how long
a defpair has worn thee,

*Twere pity now thy hepes fhould not fucceed ;

This new attempt is Love's laft fhift indeed.

: - [Eait.
Ewp of the THirD AcT. :

ACT
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A CT 1V, :
The SCEN K continues. .
Enter Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, Hillaria, and

Narciffa.

Erper WorTHY.
ELL, ladies, I believe ’tis time for us to be
walking.

Hil. No, pray, let me engage you to ftay alittle longer.
Yonder comes Sir Novelty and his miftrefs, in- purfuance
of the defign I told you of. Pray, have a little patience,
and you will fee the effets on’t.

Ei. Wor. With all my heart, Madam. [They ffand afide.

Enter Sir Novelty, embracing Flareit, mafted.

Sir Now. Generous creature ! this is an unexampled
condefcenfion, to meet my paffion with fuch early kind-
mefs. Thus let me pay my foft acknowledgments.

’ (Kiffes ber band.

Hil. You muft know, he has miftaken her for another.

Fla. For Heaven’s fake, let me go. If Hillaria fhould
‘be at home before me, I am ruined for ever,

Nar. Hillaria! What does fhe mean ?

Sir Now. Narcifla’s reputation fhail be ever fafe, while
my life and fortune can proted it,

Nar. Oh, Gad! let me go. Does the impudent crea~
ture take my name upon her ?~——1"ll pull off her head.:
cloaths. '

Hil. Oh, fie, coufin ! what an ungenteel revenge would
that be ! Have a little patience.

Nar. Oh, I am all in a flame !

Fla, But will you never fee that common creature,
Flareit, more ¢ !

Sir Nov. Never, never feed on fuch homely fare, after
fo rich a.banquet.

Fla. Nay, but you muft hate her too

Sir Nov. That I did long ago. ¢ *Tis true, I have
¢ been led away ; but I detefta firumpet.” I aminform-
ed fhe keeps a fellow under my nofe; and for that rea-
fon, I would not. make the fettlement I lately gavef her
g 2 ome
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fome hopes of, But ¢’en let her pleafe herfelf; fer now
I'am wholly yours.

FI«;. Oh, now you charm me !, But will you love me
ever

Sir Nov. Will you be ever kind 3

Fla. Be fure you never fee Flareit more.

Sir Nov. When I do, may this foft hand revenge my
perjury., .

Fla. Soit fhall, vilain! _

[Strikes bim a box on the ear, and anmafks.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha!

Sir Now. Flareit! the devil !

Fla. What, will nothing but a maid go down with you,
thou miferable, conceited wretch ?——Poh:! I’m a home-
ly pufs, a ftrumpet, not worth your notice ! Devil,. I’lL
be revenged.

Sir Nov. Damn your tevenge ; 1I'm fure I feelit...

[Holding his check.

Nar. Really, Sir Novelty, I am obliged to-yeu for
your kind thoughts of me, and your extraordimary care
of my reputation.

Sir Now. 'Sdeath, fhe’s here!—Expoféd' to half the
-town ! Well, I muft brazen it out however.

[# alks unconcerned.
~ Fla. What, no pretence, no evafion now ¥

&%r Now. There’s no occafion for any, Madam..

Fla, Come, come, fwear you knew me all this while.

Sir Now.. No, faith, Madam, F did not know you; for

“if T had, you: wotld not have found me fo furious a
lover.

Fla. Furies and hell! dares the monfter own his guilt #
This is beyond all fufferance. Thou wretch! thom
thing ¢ thou animal ! that I (to the everlafting forfeiture
of my fen’e and underftanding) have made a man; for
till thou kneweft me, ’twas doubted if thou: wert of hu-
man kind. And doft thou thirk I'll fuffer fuch a worm
as thee to turn againft me? No, when I do, may I be
curfed to thy embraces all my life, and never know a joy
"beyond thee, ' . ,

Sir Nov. Wh—wh—wh—what will your Ladyfhip’s
fury do, Madam ? [Smilings

Fla. Only change my lodging, Sir.
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Sir Nov. 1 fhall keep mine, Madam, -that you may
know where to find me when your fury is over. You
fee I am good-natured. -~ [Walks by ber,

Fla. This bravery’s affeed. I know he loves me;
and Il pierce him to the quick. I have yet a furer way
to fool him. [ Afide.

Hil. Methinks the knight bears it bravely,

Nar. 1 protett, the lady weeps.

Y. Wor. She knows what fhe does, I'll warrant you,

¢ El Wor. Ay, ay, the fux is a better politician than
¢ the lion.’

Fla. [With tears in her eyes.) Now, woman. [A4fde.]
Sir Novelty, pray, Sir, let me fpeak with you.

Sir Nov. Ay, Madam, :

Fla. Before we part (for 1 find I have irrecoverably
loft your love) let me beg of you, that from this hour,
you ne’er will fee me more, or make any new attempts to
deceive my eafy temper : for I find my nature’s fuch, I
fhall believe you, tho’ to my utter ruin.-

Sir Nov. Pray, Heaven, the be in earpeft. [4fide.

Fla. One thing more, Sir—Since our firft acquain-
tance you have received feveral letters from me; I hope
you will be fo much a gentleman as to let me have them
again. Thofe I have of yours fhall be retusned to-mor-
yow morning. And now, Sir, withing you as much hap-
- pinefs in her you love, as you once pretended I could give |

you, I take of you my everlafting leave. Farewel ; and
may your fiext miftrefs love you till I hate you. [/ going.

Sir Now. So, now muft I feem to perfuade her. [Afde.]
Nay, pr'ythee, my dear! why do you ftruggle fo ¢ Whi-
ther would you go ?

Fla, Pray, Sir, give me leave to pafs; I can’t bear-to
ftay. ‘ [Crying.
“Sir Nov, What is’t that frightens you?

Fla. Your barbarous ufage. Pray,let me'go. = .

Sir Nov. Nay, if you are refolved, Madam, I won’t
prefs you againft your will. Your humble fervant; [ Leawes
#4er.] and a happy riddance, ftop my vitals ! [Afide.

: [Flareit Jooks dack,

“Fla. Ha! not move to call me back ! So unconcern’d !
Oh, I could tear my flefh, ftab every feature in this dull
decaying face, that wants a charm to hold bim! Damn

3 him,
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him, 1 loath him too ¥ But fhall my pride now- fall from
fuch an height, and: bear- the-torture unrevenged ?- No,
my very foul’s on fire; and nothing but the villain's
blood fhall quench it. ~ Devil, have at thee. :

. (Snatches Young Worthy’s. fiverdy and ruas at bin.
. ¥. Wer. Havea care, Sir.

8ir Nov. LEet her alone, gentlemen; I'll warrant you..

v [-Drasws, and fiands.upon bis guard,.

[Y. Warkhy rakes the. fwerd from ber, and bolds. ber..

Fla. Prevented:!' Oh, I fhall choak with.boiling gall !
Oh! Oh! humph !~~Letme go ; il have his blood, his
blood, Bis blood!

8ir Nov. Let her come, let her come,. gentlemen,

Fla. Death and vengeance! am I become his fport ?-
He’s pleafed, and fmiles to:{ece-me rage the more ; but he-
fhall find no fiend in hell can match the fury ofa difap~
pointed woman. Scorned, flighted; difmifled without a
parting pang! Oh, torturing thought ! May.all the racks.
mankind e’er gave our eafy {éx,. neglelted love, decaying
beauty, and all the dotage of undone defire light on me,
# e’er I-ceafe to be-the eternal plague of his. remaining -
life ; may, after death,

- When-his black foul lies howling in- defpair;

- I’ll plunge to hell, and be his torment.there,. [Exit.

- El Woer. Sure, Sir Novelty,. you ne’er loved:this la—

- dy, if you are {o indifferent at pasting..

" Sir Nov. Why, faith, Tom, so-tell you the-truth, her-
jealoufy has been fo troublefome-and f{o expenfive to me-
of late, that I have-theft three months fought an oppor--
tunity to leave her ; but, faith, I had always.more refpe&:
to my life, than to let her know it before.

Hit. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you.had very little refpect:
to her life; when you drew upon her.

&ir Nov. Why, what would you liave had me done,.
Madam ? Complimented her with my naked bofom ? No,.
no. Look ye; Madam, if fhe had made any advances, 1
could have g’fﬁmed her in fecond at the very firft pafgee
But come, ladies; as we. walk,. I'll beg your judgments.
in a particular nice fancy that I intend to appearin the-
very firft week the court is quite out of mourming,

" El. Wor. With all my heant, Sir Novelty.. ¢ Come,
¢ ladies, Ithink *were a charity not to keep.you up any

. ¢ looger.
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¢ longer.’—(To bis Servants.] See the coach is ready at
St. James’s Gate. [Excunt.

SCENE, Amanda’s Houfz,

¢ Enter two Servants..

* r &r. Come, come, make hafte. Isthe fupper and:
¢ the mufic ready > :

¢ 28r. Itis, itis. Well, is he come ?

¢ 1 Ser.. Ay, ay; I came before, to tell my Lady the
¢ pews. The rogue, Sly, managed him rarely ; he has
¢ been. this half houn pretending to- pick the-lock of the
¢ garden:door.. Well, poor lady ! I with her good luck.
¢ with him;. for fhe's cerrainly the beft miftrefs living,
¢ Hark ye, is the wine ftrong, as fhe ordered ? Be fure.
¢ you ply him heme; for he muft have two or three:
¢ bumpers, to qualify him for her defign. See, here he
¢ comes; away to.yourpoft. - [Exeunt.”

Enter Lovelefs condulfed by Sly,. Snap fraling after bime.

- Lowe. Where the devilwill this fellow lead me ? ~ No-
thing but filence and: darknefs !——Sure the: haufe is
haunted, and: he has brought me to face the fpirit at his
wonted hour.

- Sly. There,.there~in, in—Slip. on: your night-gown,
and refreth. yourfelf, In the meaa: time, I'll: acquaint

iny Lady that you are here.. [Exit,
- Lowe.. Snap !
Snape. Ay, ay, Sir; I’H warrant you. [Excuns,

SCENE changes to an. anti-chamber ;. a rable and a light 3
a night-gown and peruke lying by..

Enter Lovelefs and Snap:.

Love: Ha! what fweet lodgings are here! Where can:
this end ? ’
. Snap. Egad, Sir, I long to know—Ptay Heaven we
are not deluded hitherto be ftarved. Methinks, I wifh E
bad brought the remnants of my dinner with me.

Love. Hark ! I hear fomebody. coming, Hide your-
felf, rafcal; I would not have you feen.. :

Snap. Well, Sir,. L'll line:this.trench, in cafe of your
being in danger.. , [Gets under the table.

¢ Love, Ha! this. night-gowa and peruke don’th:ic

[ re
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¢ here for nothing. I'll make myfelf agreeable. I have
¢ baulked many a woman in my time, for want of a clean
¢ fhirt, - [ Puts them on.

Enter Serwants with-a fupper ; after them a Man and
Woman. ’

Love. Ha! afupper! Heaven fend it be no vifion. 1€
the meat be real, I fhall believe the lady may prove fieth
and blood. Now am I damnably puzzled to know whe-
ther this be fhe or not. [Afide.] Madam—— [Bosws.

Wom, Sir, my Lady begs your pardon for a moment.

Lowe. Humph, her Lady—Good. - [A/5de.

Wom. She’s unfortunately detained by fome female vi-
fitors, which fhe will difpatch with all the hafte imagina-
ble. In the mean time, be pleafed to refrefh yourfelf
with what the houfe affords.  Przy, Sir, fit down.

Love, Not alone ; Madam, you muft bear me com-

ny. ,

Pa%m. To oblige you, Sir, I'll exceed my commiffion.
 Snap. (Under the table.] Was there ever fo unfortunate
a dog ? What the devil put it into my head to hide my-
{elf before fupper ? Why, this is worfe than being lock’d
into a clofet, while another man’s a-bed with my wife.
I fuppofe my mafter will take as much care of me too, as
1 ihould of him, if I were in his place.

Wom. Sir, my humblefervice to you. o {Drinb.

Love, Madam, your humble fervant; ¢ I’il pledge
¢ you.’ Snap, when there’s any danger, I'll call you.
In the mean time, lie till, d’ye hear ? [ 4fide to Snap.
- Snap, *Egad, I'll fhift for myfelf then. [Snatches a flafk
unfeen.) So, now I amarm’d; defiance toall danger.

Love. Madam, your Lady’s health.

8nap. Ay, ay, letitgo round, I fay. © [Drinks.

Wom, Why, really, Sir, my Lady’s very happy that
fhe has got loofe from her relations ;. for they were al-
ways teazing her about you. But fhe defies them all now.
Come, Sir, to both your wifhes. (Drinks.

- Love. Give me a glafs ; methinks this health infpires
me. My heart grows lighter for the weight of the wine.
Here, Madam— Profperity tothe man that ventures moft
to pleafe her.

- Wom. What think you of a fong to fupport this gaiety ?
Low

Co
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Love. With all my heart, [.4 Seng bere.] You have
obliged mez, Madam ’Egad, 1 like this girl, - She
takes off her glafs fo feelingly, I am half perfuaded fhe’s
of athirfty love. It her li.ady don’t make a little hafte,
1 find I fhall prefent my humble fervice to her, [ 4fide,

Enter a Servant, who whifpers Amanda’s Womana

Wom. Sir, I ak your pardon ; my Lady has fome com~
mands for me. 1 will return immediately.  [Exin

Lowe. Your fervant——Methinks this is a new me-
thod of intriguing.

Snap. Pray Heaven it be hiew; for the old way com-
.monly ended in a good beating. But s pox of danger,
I fay ; and fo, here’s goed luck to you, Sir.

Love. Take heed, rogue, you don’t get drunk, and dif-
-cover yourfelf, - .

Snap. 1t muft be with a frefh flafk then ; for this is ex-
 piredy fupernaculum. |

. Love. Lie clofe, you dog; I hear fomebody coming.

I am impatient till I fee this creature. This wine has

armed me againft all thoughts of danger. Pray Heaven

fhe be young; for then fhe can’t want beauty. Ha!

here fhie comes. Now, never-failing impudence, affift me.
Enter Amanda, loofely dreffed.

Amn. Where's my love? Oh, let me fly into his arms,
and live for ever there !

Love. My life! my foul! [Runs and embraces her.]
By Heaven, a tempting creature ! Melting, foft, and
warm, as my defire=—¢ Oh, that I could hide my face for
¢ ever, thus, that, undifcovered, I might reap the harveft
¢ of a 'ripe defire, without the lingering pains of growing
¢ love. : :

Am. Look up, my Lord, and blefs me with a tender
look ; and let iny talking eyes inform thee how I have
languifhed for thy abfence:

Loye. Let’s retire, and chafe away our fleeting cares
with the raptures of untired love.

Am. Blefs me! your voice is firangely altered——Ha %
defead me! Wha's this ? Help, help! within there !

Leve. So, 1 am difcovered. A pox on.my tattﬁng,
~ that I could not hold my tongue, till I got to her bed-
chamber, .
, . Eutew
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Enter Sly, and other Serwants.

Sly. Did your Ladyfhip call help, Madam ? What's
the matter ?

Am. Villain ! flave ! who’s this ? What ruffian have
you brought here ?—=—¢ Dog, I'll bave you murdered,’

(Sly looks in bis face.

Skye Blefs me! Oh, Lord! Dear Madam, I beg your
pardon. As I hope to be faved, Madam, ’tis a maftake ;
I took him for Mr. ——

Am. Be dumb, eternal blockhead!-—~Here, take this
fellow, tofs bim in a hlanket, and let him be turned out
of my doors immediately.

Siy. Oh, pray, dear Madam! for Heaven’sfake; Iam
a ruined man -

Snap. Ah, Snap! what will become of thee? Thou
art fallen into the hands of a tygrefs that has loft her
* whelp. Ihave no hopes, but in my mafter’s impudence ;
Heaven ftrengthen it.

Am. ¢ Pll hear no more ; away with him.” [Exeunt the
Servants with Sly.] Now, Sir, for you. I expeited—

Love. A man, Madam, did you not ?

Am. Not a ftranger, Sir; but one that has s right and
title to that welcome, which, by miftake, has been given

to you, : -

io-w. Not an hufband, I prefume. He would not
have been fo privately conduéted to your chamber, and

in thedark too,

Am. Whoever it was, Sir, is not your bufinefs to exa-
mine. But, if you would have civil ufage, pray, be-

ope.
R Lowe. To be ufed civilly, I muft ftay, Madam. There
can be no danger in fo fair a creature.

Am. 1 doubt you are mad, Sir. :

Love. While my fenfes have fuch lufcious food before
them, no wonder if they are in fome confufion, each ftri-
ving to be foremoft at the banquet; and fure my greedy
eyes will ftarve the reft. : [ Approaching ber.
' Am. Pray, Sir, keep your diftance, leit your feeling
too be gratified. :

) i‘.nap. Oh, Lord! Would I were a hundred leagues off
at fea.

Love, Then briefly thus, Madam—Know, I like and
Co , : love
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love you. Now, if you' have fo much generofity as to
let me know what title my pretended rival has to your
perfon, or your inclinations ; perhaps the little hopes I
then may hace of fupplanting him may make me leave
our houfe: if not, my love fhall flill purfue you, tho’
to the hazard of my life, which I fhall not eafily refign,
while this fword can guard it. :

Am. Oh, were this courage fhewnbut in a better caufe,
how worthy were the man that own'd it ! [A4fide.] What.
is it, Sir, that you purpefe, by this unneceflary trifling ?
Know, then, that I did expect a lover, a man, perhaps
more brave than you; one that, if prefent, would have
given you a fhorter anfwer to your queftion.

Lowe. 1 am glad to hear he’s brave, however ; it be-

' trays no weaknefs in your choice. But if you'd ftill pre-
ferve or raife the joys of love, remove him from your
thoughts a moment, and in his room receive a warmer
heart ; a heart which muft admire you more than he,
becaufe my paffion’s of a frefher date, ~ .

Am. What d’ye take me for ? J

Love. A woman, and the moft charming of your fex ;
one whofe pointed eyes declare you form’d for love;
¢ and tho’ your words are flinty, your very look and mo-
< tion all cenfefs there’s a fecret fire within you, which
< muft fparkle, when the fteel of love provokes it~
‘Come, now, pull away your hand, to make me hold it
fafter.

¢ Am. Nay, now you are rude, Sir. .

¢ Lowe. If love be rudenefs, let me be impudent ;
¢ when we are familiar, rudenefs will be love. No wo-
¢ man ever thought her lover rude, after the had once
¢ granted him the favour.’

- Am. Pray, Sir, forbear.

Love. How can 1, whén my defire’s fo violent ? Oh,
fet me fnatch the rofy dew from thofe diftilling lips! and
as you fee your power to charm, fo chide me with your
pity.  Why do you thus cruelly turn awag your face?
I own the blefling’s worth an age’s expeftation ; but if
refufed till merited, ’tis efteemed a debt. Would you
oblige your lover, let loofe your early kindnefs.

Am; I fhall not take your counfel, Sir, while I know a
woman’s early Xindnefs is as little fign of her generofity,

as
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as her generofity is a fign of her difcretion. Nor would
1 have you believe I am fo ill provided for, that I need
Jitten to any man’s firft addrefles.

Love. Why, Madam, would you not drink the firft
time you had a thirft?

An. Yes; but not before I had.

Lowe. If you can’t drink, yet you may kifs the cup;
and that may give you inclination.

Am. Your pardon, Sir ; I drink out of nobody’s glafs
but my own. As the man I love confines himfelf to me,
fo my inclination keeps me true to him.

Lowe, 'That’sa cheatimpofed upon you by your owa
vanity ; for, when your back’s turned, your very cham-
ber-mai fips of your leavings, and becomes your rival.
Conftancy in love is all a cheat; women of your under-
ftanding know it. The joys of love are only great when
they are new ; and to make them lafting, we muft often
change.

Af&.c Suppofe ’twere a freth lover I now expected.

Lowve, Why, then, Madam, yourexpectation’s anfwer-
ed, for, I muft confefs, I don’t take you for an old ac-
quaintanoe, tho’ fomewhere I have feen a face not much
unfike you. ¢ Come, your arguments are vain ; for they
¢ are focharmingly delivered, they but infpire me the
¢ more, as blows in battle raife the brave man’s courage.’
Come, every thing pleads for me, your beauty, wit,
time, place, opportunity, and my own excefs of burning

on.,

Am. Stand off, diftant as the globes of heaven and
earth, that, like a falling ftar, I may fhoot with greater
force into your arms, and think it Heaven to lie expiring
there. [ Runs into bis arms,

Snap. Ha, ha, ha! rogue, the day’s our own.

Love., Thou fweeteft, fofteft creature Heaven e’er
form’d! ¢ Thus let me.twine myfelf about thy beauteous
¢ limbs, till, firuggling with the sangs of painful blifs,
¢ motionlefs and mute, we yicld to conquering love;
¢ both vanquifli’d, and both victors.

¢ Am. Can all this heat be real? Oh, why has hate-.
¢ ful vice fuch power to charm, while poor abandoned
¢ virtue lies negleGed ? e [ Afides

¢ Love. Come, let us furfeit on our new-born raptures;

2 ¢ let’s

|
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* let’s waken fleeping nature with delight, till we may
¢ jutly fay, Now, now we live !
¢ Am. Come on; let’s indulge the tranfports of our
¢ prefent blifs, and bid defiance to our future change of
fate.  Who waits there ?
¢ Enter Amanda’s Woman.

Bring me word immediately, if my apartment’s ready,
as I ordered it. Oh, I am charmed ! I have found the
man to pleafe me now ; one that can, and dares main-
tain the noble raptureof a lawlefs love. I own myfelf
a libertine, a mortal foe to that dull thing call’d virtue,
that mere difeafe of fickly nature. Pleafure’s the end
of life; and while I’m miftrefs of my(elf and fortune,
I will enjoy it to the height., Speak freely, then, (not
that I love, like other women, the naufeous pleature
of a little flattery) but an{wer me, like a man that fcorns
alie: Does my face invite you, Sir? May I, from
what you fee of me, propofe a pleafure to myfelf in
pleafing you ? ' ) :

¢ Love: By Heaven, you may. I have feen all the
beauties that the fun fhines on, but never faw the fun
out-thin’d before. I meafured half the world in fearch
of pleafure; but not returning home, had ne’er been
happy.

¢ Ar;'t_. Spoken like the man I withed might love me!—
Pray Heaven his words prove true. [Afde.] Be fure
you never flatter me 5’ and when my perfon tires you,
confefs it freely. For change whenever you will, I't{
change as foon. But while we chance to meet, ftill
let it be with raging fire; no matter how foon it dies,
provided, the fmall time it lafts, it burns the fiercer.

¢ Lowe. Oh, would the blinded world, like us, agree to
change, how lafting might the joys of love be! For
‘thus, beauty, tho’ &alc to one; might fomewhere elfe
‘be new ; and while this man were blefs’d in leaving
‘whit' he loathéd, dnéther were new 'blefs’d in receiving
wlat he ne’er enjoyed, | _

" ¢ Resenter Amanda’s Woman.

¢ Wom. Madam, -every thing is according to your
"¢ order.”

.. ¢ Lote.” Oh, lead me to the {cene of infupportable de-
“dight ! maek'ine with pleafures pever Knowa before, ; tli'"
o F N ¢ 1€
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¢ I lie gafping with convulfive paffion.” This night e
us be lavifh to our unbounded wifhes ;

«Give all our fock at once to raiie the fire, .

And revel to the height of loofe defire. .

[Excant Lovelels and Amanda.

‘Wom, Ah, whatahappy creature’s my Lady now ! There’s
many an unfatisfied wite about rown would be glad te
-have her hufband as wicked as my mafter, upon the fame
terms my Lady has him. ¢ Few women, I’m afraid, would
¢ grudge an hufband the laying outhis ftock of love, that
¢ could receive fuch confiderable intereft for it.”  Well,
mow fhan’t I take one wink of fleep, for thinking how
they’ll employ their time to-night.  Faith, I muft liften,
if 1 were to be hanged for it. [Lifiens at the door.

Snap. So; my mafter’s provided for; therefore it’s
time for me to take care of myfelf. I have no mind te
be locked out of my lodgings. I fancy there’s room for
.two in the maid’s bed, as well as my Lady’s. Thisfame
flatk was plaguy ftrong wine; I find I fhall florm, if the
-don’t furrender fairly. By your leave, damfel.

Wom. Blefs me! who’s this? Oh, Lord! what would
you have ? Who are you ¢ .

Snap. One that has a right and title to your body ; my
mafter having already taken poffeffion of your Lady’s.

Wom, Let mego, or I’ll cry out.

Snap. Ye lie ; ye dare not difturb your Lady. But
the better to fecure you, thusI ftop your mouth. .

, [Kifes ker.

Wom. Humph—Lord blefs me ! is the devil in you,
‘tearing one’s things ?

Srzap. Then fhew me your bed-chamber.

Wom. The devil fhall have you firfl.

Snap. A’ fhall have both together then. Here will I
fix, [Takes her about the neck.] juft in this pofture, till
. to-morrow morning. In the mean time, when you find
your inclinations ftirring, pr’ythee, give me a call; forat
prefent I am very fleepy. [Seems 10 fleep.

Wom. Foh! how he ftinks ! Ah, what a whiff was
there! The rogue’s as drunk as a failor with a twelve-
month’s arrears in his pocket, ¢ or a Jacobite upon a day
¢ of ill news.’ I'll ha’ nothing to fay to him—Let me
fee—How fhall I get rid of him ?~~Ob, I have it—I"ll

1 . fooa
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foon make him fober, I'll warrant him——Soho, Mr.-
What-d’ye-call-um, where do you intend to lie to-night
Snap. Humph—Why, where you lay. laft night, unlefs.
you change your lodging. :
Wom. Well, for once I'll take: pity of. you: Make no-
noife, but ptit out the candles, and follow me foftly, for
fear of difturbing my Lady.
. Snap. I’ll warrant ye ; there’s no fear of fpoiling her
mufic, while we are playing the fame. [Exeunt,.

SCEN E changes to a dark Entry,

Re-enter Snap and Woman.

Wom, Where are you? Lend me your hand.

Snap. Here, here; make hafte, my dear concupifcences

Wom. Hold ; ftand there a little, while I open the
door gently, without waking the footman.

) ESbe feels about, and opens a trap-door..

Wom. Come along, foftly, this way.

Snap. Whereabouts are you ?

Wom. Here, here; here; come firaight forward.

[He goes forsvard, and falls into the cellar,.
_ Snap. Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord ! I have broke my neck.
. Wom. 1 am glad to hear him fay fo, however ; I fhouid’
be loth to be hanged for him. How d’ye, Sir?
. Snap. D'ye, Sir! I am a league under ground.

Wom, W’ilxercabouts are you . :

Snap. In hell, I think,

Wom..No, no; you’re butin the road to it, I' dare
fiy. Ah,dear! why will you follow lewd women at this
rate, when thiey lead you to the very gulf of deftruftion? |
I knew you would be fivallowed up at laft, Ha, ha, ha!

Snap. Ah, ye fneering whore !

Wom. Shall I fetch you a prayer-book, Sir, to arm
you againft the temptations of the fleth ?

Snap. No, you need but fhew your damn’d ugly face
to do that. Hark ye, either help me out, or I’ll hang
myfelf, and fwear you murdered me.

Wom. Nay, if you are fo bloody-minded, good night
to ye, Sir. ‘

LSbe offers to fbut the door over bim, and be catches-bold

of ber., : N
Fa Snap.
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Snap. Ah, ah, ah! have I caught you ? ’Egad, well
Ppig together now. .
"Wom: O Lord! pray let me go, and I’ll do any
thing.
Sngap. And foye fhall before I part with you.
‘ : (Palls ber in to bim,
And now, mafter, my humblefervice to you.
- [He pulls the deor over thems,

ACT V
S CE N E, Sir William Wifewou’d's boufe.
Euter El. Worthy, Y. Worthy, and a Lawyer with &

Writing.
ErLpEr WoRrTHY.

RE the ladies ready ?
A Y. Wor. Hillaria is juft gone up to haften her

coufin, and Sir William will be here immediately.

E/l, Wor. Bat hark you, brother; I have confidered
of it, and pray let me oblige you not to purfue your de-
fign on his five thoufand pounds: for, in fhort, ’tis no
better than a cheat, and what a gentleman fhould fcorn to
be guilty of. Is it not fufficient that I confent to your
wronging him of his daughter ? .

¥. Wor, Your pardon, brother, I can’t allow that a
wrong : for his daughter loves me: her fortune, you
know, he has nothing to do with ; and ’tis ahard cafea
young woman fhall not have the difpofal of her heart. -
——¢ Love's a'fever of the mind, which nothing but
¢ our wifhes can afluage ; and I don’t %ueﬂiou but we
¢ fhall find marriage a very cooling cordial.’ And
as to the five thoufand pounds, "tis no more than what he:
has endeavoured to cheat his niece of. : ‘

El Wor. What d’ye mean ? I take him for an honeft
man.

Y. 1Wor. Oh'! very honeft ! Ashoneft as an old agent
tq a new-raifed regiment.—No, faith, I’ll fay that for
him, he will not do an ill thing, unlefs he getsby it. 1a
a word, this fo very honeft Sir William, as you take - him

1)
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to be, has offered me the refufal of your miftrefs : and

upon cendition Iwill fecure him five thoufand pounds

upon my day of marriage with her, he will fecure me her -
perfon, and ten thoufand pounds, the remaining part of
her fortune : there’s a guardian for ye ! What think ye-
now, Sir? ‘

El Wor. Why, I think he deferves to be ferved in the
fame kind. ¢ I find age and avarice are infeparable ;.
¢ therefore e’en make what you can of him, and I will
¢ ftand by you.” But hark you, Mr. Forge, are you fure:
itwill ftand goodin law, if Sir William figns the bond 2

Law. Inany court in England, Sir..

El. Wor. Then there’s your fifty pieces; and if it
fiicceeds, here’s as many more in the fame pocket to-
anfwer ’em. But,. mum—here comes Sir William and:
ihe ladiesi

Enter Sir William Wifewou’d, Hillaria, and Narcifla,

S'irW?ll. Geod-morrow, gentlemen. Mr. Worthy, I.
give youjoy. Odfo! if my heels were as light as my
heart, I.fhou’d ha’ much ado to forbear dancing.——
Here, here, take her, man. [Gives bim Narcifla’s hand.] i
She’s yours,-and fois her thoufand pounds a year, and my
five thoufand pounds thall be yours too. .

Y. Wor. You muft akk meleave firft, . [Afide. -

Sir Wilk. Odfo! is the lawyer come ? ’

El Wor. He is, and all the writings are ready, Sir. .

Sir Will. Come, come, let’s fee, man—What’s this ?
Odd! this law is a plaguy troublefome thing; for -
rmow-a-days it won’t let a man give awa! -his own, with-
out repeating the particulars five hundred times over;:
when, in former times, a man might have held his title
to twenty thoufand - pounds - a year in the compafs of an :
horn-book. ’

Law. That is, Sir, becaufe there are more knaves now- -
a-days, and this age is-more treacherous - and diftruftful '
than heretofore.

* Sir Will. Thatis, Sir; becaufe there are more lawyers -
than heretofore. But, come, what’s tbis, pr’ythee? '

Law. Thefe are the old ‘wtitings of ‘'your daughter’s’
fortune.—This is Mr. Worthy’s fettdement upon her;—
and this, Sir, is your bond for five thoufand pounds to

-F3 him ; .
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him: there wants nothing but filling up the blanks
with the parties names ; if you pleafe, Sir, I'll do_ it im-
meui tely. . :

Si» Will. Do fo.

Law. May I crave your daughter’s chriflian name?
the reft I know, Sir. '

Sir Will. Narcifla: Pr'ythee, make hafte.,

¢ Y. Wor. You know your bufinefs. [Afde tothe lasuyer,

¢ Law. 1 warrant you, Sir.’ [Sits 1o awrite.

Sir Will. Mr. Worthy, methinks yourbrother does not
relifh your happinefs as he fhou’d do; poor man! I'll
warrant he wifhes himfelf in his brother’s condition.

Y. #Wor. Not I, I'll aflure you, Sir.

Sir Will. Niece, niece, have you no pity? Pr'ythee
look upon him alittle. Odd! he’s a pretty young fel-
low,—*¢ I am fure he loves you, or he wou’d not have
¢ frequented my houfe fo often. D’ye think his brother
¢ could not tell my daughter his own flory without yaur
¢ affitance ? Pthaw-waw ! Itell yow, you were the beau-
¢ ty that made him fo affiduous :> Come, come, give him
your hand, and he’ll foon creep into your heart, 1’1l war-
rantyou: come, fay the word, and make him happy.

Hill. What, to make myfelf miferable, Sir ? Marry a
man without an eftate |
" Sir Will. Hang an eftate ; true love’s beyond all riches.
’Tis all dirt—mere diri——Befide, ha’n’t you fiftezn
thoufand pounds to your portion ? ;

H:d. 1doubt, Sir, you would be loth to give him your
daughter, though her fortune’s larger. :

Sir Will, Odd, if he lov’d her but half fo well as ke
loves you, he fhould have her, fora word fpeaking.

H.l. But, Sir, this afks fome confideration.

¢ Nar. You fee, Mr. Worthy, what an extraordinary
" € Kindnefs my father has for you.

¢ ¥. Wors Ay, Madam, and for your coufin too : but
¢ T hope, withalitile of your afliftance, we fhall be both
¢ able, very fhortly, to return it. .

¢ Nar. Nay, I was always ready to ferve Hillaria: for
¢ Heaven knows, I only marry to revenge lLier quarrel to.
¢, my father: I cannotforgive his offering to fell her.

¢ Y. Wor. Oh, you need not take fuch pains, Madam,
. . . ' ¢ 10
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¢ to.conceal your paflion for me; you mayown it m:h-
$ out ablufh, upon your weddin -da)

¢ Nar. My paffion! When dxd you hear me acknow-
¢ ledge any ? 1f I thought you could believe me guilty of
¢ fuch aweaknefs, thoygh after I had married you, I'd
¢ pever look you in the face.
¢ Y.Wor. A very pretty humour this, ﬁuth ! Whata
world of unneceflary fins bave we two to anfwer for !
‘For fhe has told more lies to conceal her love, than I
have {fworn falfe oaths to Fromore it.  [4jide.] Well,
Madam, I’ll coptent myfelf with your giving me le.uc
to love.,
¢ Nar. Which if I don’t give, you'll takc, Ifuppofe.’
Hjl. Well, uncle; I won’t promife you, but I’ll go to
church, and fee them married; when we come back,
¢ ’tis ten to one bug I furprize you where you leaft think'
on.

Sir Will. Why, that’s well fa:d—Mr. Worthy, now,
now’s your time : Odd ! I have fo fired her, ’tis not in
her power to deny you, man.— To her, to her; I war-
rant her thy own, boy.—You’ll keep your word; five
thoufand pounds upon the day of marriage.

: ¥\ Wor. P’ll give you my .bond on demand, Sir.

Sir. Will. O 1 dare take your word, Sir
lawyer, have you done ? Is all ready ?

Law. All, Sir. This is your bond, Mr. Worthy.,
‘Will you be p]eafcd to (ign that firft, Sir ? ’

Sir Will. Ay, ay ; let’sfee: The condmon of this ob-
ligation [Reads] Hum, um—Come, lend me the pen.—
There—Mr. Worthy, I deliver this as my a& and deed
to you, and Heaven fend you a good bargam —¢ Niece,
¢ will you witnefs it 2 [#hich fbe docs.]’ Come, law ryer,
your fift, [Lawytr witnefes ite

¢ Law. Now, Sir, if you pleafe to fign the jointure.

¢ El Wsr. Come on.—Sir William, I deliver this to

you for the ufe of your daughter. Madam, wiil you

¢ give yourfelf rhe trouble once more?- [Hillaria fets her
¢ band.) Come, Sir. [The lawyer does the fame.T’ So, now
let a coach be called as foon as you pleafe, Sir.

Sir Will, You may fave that charge, I faw your ownat
thc door,

n e a & an
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" El Wor. Your pardon, Sit ; * that would make our bu-
finefs too publick: for which reafon, Sir William, I hope
you will excufe ournot taking you along with us, .

[Exit Servant,.

Sir Will. Ay, ay, with all my heart; the more pri-:
vacy, the lefs expence. But pray, what time may I ex.-
pet you back again ? for Amanda has fent to me for the:
the writings of her hufband’s eftate : I fuppofe fhe in-
tends to redeem the mortgage, and I am afraid fhe will
keep me there till dinner-ttme.

Y. Wor. Why about that time fhe has obliged' me to
bring fome of her neareft friends to be witnefles to her-
good or evil fortune with her hufband : methinks I long
to know of her fuccefs; if you pleafe, Sir William, we’ll
meet you there. ~

Sir Will. With all my heart.—¢ [Enter aSerwant.]
¢ Well, is the coach come ?

* ¢ Serw. Itisatthe door, Sir.”

Sir Will. Come, gentlemen, no ceremony, your time’s:
fhort.

" El Wor. Your fervant, Sir William,

[E~. EL. Worthy, Y. Worthy, Narciffa, and Hillaria,.

¢ Sir Will. So, hets five thoufand pounds got with a
¢ wet finger ? This ’tis to read mankind! I knew, a
¢ young lover wou’d never think he gave too much for:
¢ his miftrefs, Well, if I don’t fuddenly ineet with fome
¢ misfortune, I fhall never be able to bear this tranqui-+
$' lity of mind. [Exit..

The SC E N E changes to Amanda’s boufe,
Enter Amanda fola.

Am. Thus far my hopes have'all been anfwered, and’
my difguife of vicious love has charm’d him ev’n to a-
madnefs of impure defire. ——but now I tremble tq pull
off the matk, left barefac’d virtue fhould fright him from
my arms forever. ¢ Yet fure there are charms in virtue, -
¢-nay, ftronger and more pleafing far than hateful vice.
¢ can boaft of ; elfe why have holy martyrs perifhed for.
¢ jts fake? while lewdnefs ever gives fevere repentance
¢ and unwilling death.’~——Good heaven, infpire my
heart, and hang upon my tongue the force of truth and

cloquence, .
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eloquence, that I may lure this wandering falcon back to
love and virtue.—He comes, and now my dreadful tafk
begins. '

Enter Lovelefs in new cloaths.

Am. How fare you, Sir? D’ye not already think your;
felf confined ? Are you not tired with my eafy love ?

Love. O never, never ; you have fofill'd my thoughts
with pleafures paft, that but to reflect on them is ftill new
rapture to my foul, and the blifs muft laft while I have

lite or memory. ,

" Am. Noflattery, Sir; Ilov’d you for your plain deal-
ing; and to preferve my good opinjon, tell me, what
think you of the grape’s perfuading juice? Come,. fpea

freely, would not the next tavern bufh put all this out olz
your head ? ,

Lewve. Faith, Madam, to be free with you, I am apt
to think you are in the right on’t. For though love:
and wine are two very fine tunes, yet they make no mu-
fick, if you play them both together; feparately they ra-
vith us: thus the miftrefs ought to make room for the-
bottle, the bottle for the miftrefs, and both to wait the
call of inclination.

Am. That’s generoufly fpoken—I have obferved, Sir,.
in all your difcourfe, you confefs fomething of a man that
has thoroughly known the world—Pray give me leave ta,
afk of you, of what condition you are, and whence you:
came ? ,

Love. Why, in the firft place, Madam,——by birth-
I am a gentleman; by ill friends, good wine, and
falfe dice, almofta beggar: but by your fervant’s miftak-
ing me, the happieft man that ever Joveand beauty fmil’d:
on. ; o
Am One thing.more, Sir: are you married?—Now
my fears, ; [ Afide.:

Lowve. 1 was, but very young,

Amn. What was your wife ? ' :

Love. A foolith loving thing, that built caftles in the-
air, and thought it impoffible for a man.to foriwear him<
felf when he made love. -

Am. Was not the virtuous ?

Co o Love:

i
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Love. Unph——VYes, faith, I believe fhe might, I
was ne’er jealous of her..

An. Did you ne’er love her ¢

Love. Ah, moft damnably at firft, ¢ for fhe was with~
¢ in two women of my maidenhead.”

Am. What's become of her ?

Love. Why, after I had been from her beyond fea,
about feven or eight years, like a very loving fool, fhe
died of the pip, and civilly left me  the world to range

in.

Am. Why did you leave her ?

" Lowve. Becaufe fhe grew flale, and I could not whore
in quiet for her: ¢ befides fhe was always exclaiming
¢ againft my extravagances, particularly my gaming,
¢ which fhe fo violently oppofed, that ! fancied a pleafure
in it, which fince- I never found; forin ane month F
loft between eight and ten thoufand pounds, which I
had juft before called in to pay my debts. This mis.
fortune made my creditors come fo thick upon me, that
I was forced to mortgage the remaining part of my
eftate to purchafe new pleafure; which I knew I could
not do on this fide of the water, amidft the clamours of
infatiate duns, and the more hateful noife of a come
plaining wife. ) .
¢ Am. Don’t you with you had taken her counfel,
though ?

¢ Love. NotI, faith, Madam.

¢ Am. Why fo? )

¢ Lowe. Becaufe ’tis to no purpofe : F am "mafter of
¢ more philofophy, than to be concerned at what I can’t
¢ help.- But now, Madam, pray give me
Jeave to inform myfelf as far in your condition.

Am. In a word, Sir, till you know me thoroughly, I
muft own myfelfa perfect riddle to you.

Lowve. Nay, nay, Iknow you are a woman: but in
what circumftances, wife or widow ?

.».E!m. A wife, Sir; a true, a faithful, and avirtuous
wife.

Love. Umph! truly, Madam, your flory begins fome-
thing like a riddle: a virtuous wife, fay you? What, and
was you never falfe to your hufband 2

. Ao
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Am. 1 never was, by heaven! for him and only him I
ftill love above the world,

Love. Good arain! Pray, Madam, don’t your me-
mory fail you fometimes ? becaufe I fancy you don’t re-
member whar you do over-night.

Am. 1 told you, Sir, I thould appear a riddle to you :
but ir my heart will give me leave, I’il now unloofe your
fettered apprehenfion :——but I muft firft amaze you
more, Pray, Sir, fatisfy me with one particular——
? [1s thi¢,——W hat are your undiflcmbled thoughts of vire
tue ? Now, if youcan, fhake off your loofe unthinking
part, and fummon all your force of manly reafon to re-
{olve me, :

Lowe. ¢ Faith, Madam, methinks this. is a very odd
£ queftion for a woman of your chara&ter. I muft con-
¢ tefs you have amazed me.:
¢ Am. Itought not to amaze you. Why fhould you
think I make a mock of virtue? But laft night you al-
lowed my underftanding greater than is ufual in ouy
fex : if {o, can you believe I have no farther fenfe of
happinefs, than what this empty, dark, and barren
world can yield me ? No, I have yet a profpett of a
fublimer blifs, an hope that carries me to the brighter
regions of eternal day. .
¢ Loue. Humh ! I thought her laft night’s humour
¢ was too good to hold. I fuppofe, by and by fhe will
¢ afk me to go to.church with her. [4fde.}’ Faith, Ma-
dam, in my mind this difcourfe is a little out of the way.
You told me I fhould be acquainted with your condi-
vtifgn, and at prefent that’s what I had rather be informed
«of.

Am. Sir, you fhall: but firft, this queftion muft be
anfwered : your thoughts of virtue, Sir ? ———By all my
hopes of blifs hereafter, your anfwering this pronounces
‘half my good or evil fate for ever: but on my knees I beg
you, do not fpeak till you have weighed it well : ——an-
fwer me with the fame truth and fincerity, as you would
-anfwer heaven at your lateft hour,

Love. Your words confound me, Madam: fome wone
drous fecret {ure lies ripened in your breaft, and feems to
ftruggle forits fatal birch, What is it I muft anfwer you ?

‘A n e a bR
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An. Give me your real thoughf® of virtve, Sir: esa
you believe there ever was a woman truly miftrefs of it,
-er is it only notion ?

Lowe. Let me confider, Madam. What can
this mean ? Why is fhe fo ‘earneft in her demands, and
begs me to be ferious, as if her life depended upon my
anfwer ¢ I will refolve her as I ought, as truth, and
teafon, and the firangeoccafion feems to prefs me. [ Afde.]
Moft of your fex confound the very name of virtue : for
they would feem to live without defires ; which, could
they do, that were not virtue, but the defect of unper-
forming ‘nature, and no praife to them: for who can
boaft a viGtory, when they have no foe to conquer?
Now fhe alone ‘gives the faireft proofs of virtue, whofe
«onfcience, and whofe force of reafon.can curb her warm
sdefires, when opportunity would raife them : that fuch a
avoman may be found, I dare believe. '

Am. May I believe, that from your foul you fpeak this
andiffembled truth ? '

Love., Madam, you may. But flill you rack me

with amazement! Why am I afked fo firange a quei-

#ion ? ,

Am. T'll give you eafe immediately.——Since then
you haveallowed a woman may be virtuous—how will
"you excufe the man who leaves the bofom of a wife fo
ﬂualiﬁed, for the abandoned pleafures of a deceitful pro-
ftitute ; ruins her-fortune, contemns her counfel, loaths
herbed, and leaves her to the lingering miferies of de-
fpairand love ? while, in return of all thefe wrongs,
4he, his poor forfaken wife, meditates no revenge, but
what her piercing tears, and fecret vows to heaven for
. bis converfion yields her; yet ftill loves on, is conflant

" and unfhaken to the laft. Can you believe that fucha
anan can live without the flings of confcience, ¢ and yet
¢ be mafler of his fenfes ? Confcience # Did you ne’er feel
the checks of it ? Did it never, never tell you of your bre-
ken vows ?

Lowe. That you fhould afk me this, confounds my res-
fon :——and yet your words are uttered with fucha
‘powerful accent, they have awakered my foul, and ftrike
*my thoughts with horrer and remorfe. '

’ [Stauds i a fived poffure
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4m. Then let me ftrike you nearer, deeper yet.—
Butarm your mind with gentle pity, firft, or I am loft for
ever.

Lowe, 1am all pity, ¢ all faith, expeftation, ‘and con-
¢ fufed amazement:’ Be kind, be quick, and eafe my
wonder, '

Am, Look on me well: revive your dead remem-
brance: and, Oh! for pity’s fake [ Kncels.] hate me not
tor loving long and faithfully ; forgive this innocent at-

_tempt of a defpairing paffion, and I fhall diein quiet.

Lowve. Hah!-fpeakon! [ Amazed.”

Am. It will not be——The word’s too weighty for iny
faultering tongue, and my foul finks beneath the fatal
burden. Oh'!'— . [Falls t™be ground.

.. Love. Ha! fhe faints! Look up, tair creature! be-
‘hold a heart that bleeds for your diftrefs, and fain would
fhare the weight of your oppreflive forrows. Oh! thou
haft raifed a thought within me, that fhocks my foul, .

Am. *Tis done—{Rifing.] The coufliét’s paft, and
heaven bids me fpeak undaunted. Knpw then, evea all
the boafted raptures of your laft night’s love, you found
in your Amanda’s arms:—1I am your wife— .

Lowve. Ha! . : o :

Am. For ever blefled or miferable, as your next breath
fhall fentence me ! ‘ )

- Lowe. My wife! impoffible! Is fhe not dead ¢ How
fhall I believe thee ? ,

4Am. How "time and my affli@ions may. have altered
.me, I know not: but heré’s an indelible counfirmation.
{Bares her armsf] Thefe fpeaking charalters, which in
their chearful bloom cur early paflions mutually re--
corded. ' ‘

* Lowe. Hah ! ’tis here ; —’ts no illufion, but my real
-name ; which feems to upbraid me as a witne’s of my
perjured love.—~Oh, I am confounded with my guilt,
and tremble to behold thee. Pray, give ine leave to
think. ' (Twrns from bers

m. 1 will ;- [ Kneels.] but you muft look upon me : for
only eyes can hear the language of the eyes; and mine
have fure the tendereft taleof love to tell, that ever mifery,
at the dawn of rifing hope, could utter.

Lowe. 1 have wronged you, (Oh rife !) bafely wrong'd
you. And can I fee your face !

‘ G Am,
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Am. Onekind, one pitying look, cancels thofe wrongs
for ever. And, Oh! forgive my fond prefuming paf-
fion ; for from my foul I pardon and forgive you all'; all,
all but this, the greateft, your unkind delay of love.

Love. Oh! feal my pardon with thy trembling lips,
wh:le, with this tender grafp of fond reviving love, I feize
my blifs, and ftifie all thy wrongs for ever.

[Embraces ber.

Am. No more; I’ll wath away their memory in tears
of flowing joy. :
¢ Love. Oh! thou haft rouzed e from my deep le-
thargy of vice: for hitherto my foul has been enflaved
to loote defires, to vain deluding follies, and fhadows of
fubftantial blifs ; but now I wake with joy, to find my
rapture real.- Thus let me kneel and pay my thanks to
her, whofe conquering virtue has at laft fubdued me.
Here will I fix, thus proftrate, figh my fhame, and wath
my crimes in never ceafing tears of penitence.
¢ Am. Oh, rife! this ’poﬁure heaps new guilt on me:
¢ Now you overpay me.

Lowe., Have I not ufed thee like a villain ? For almoft
ten long years deprived thee of mdy love, and ruined all
thy fortune ?  But I will labour, dig, beg, or ftarve, to
give new proofs of my unfeigned affetion.

Am. Forbear this tendernefs, left I repent of having
moved your foul fo far, You fhall not need to beg, Hea-
ven has provided for us beyond its common care. *Tis
now near two years fince my uncle, Sir William Wealthy,
-fent you the news of my pretended death ; knowing the
extravagance of your temper, he thought it fic you fhould
believe no other of me: and about a month atter he had
fent you that advice, poor man, he died, and left me in
full pofleffion of two thoufand pounds a year, which I
now cannot offer as a gift, becaufe my duty, and your
lawful right, makes you the undifputed mafter of it.

Love. How have I laboured for my own undoing!
while in defpite of all my follies, kind Heaven refolved
my happinefs. :

Enter a Servant to Amanda,

Serv. Madam, Sir William Wifewou’d has fent your
Ladyfhip the writings you defired him, and fays he'll
wait on you immediately.

N & & ”a &~
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Am, Now, Sir, if you pleafe to withdraw a while,
you may inform yourfelf how fair a fortune you are ma-
fter of.

Lowve. None, none that can‘outweigh a virtuous mind ;
while in my arms I thus can circle thee, 1. graflp more
treafure, than in a day the pofting fun can travel o’er.
Oh! why have I fo long been blind to the perfections of
thy mind aud perfon ? Not knowing thee a wife, 1 found
thee charming beyond the wifhes of luxuriant lave. Is,
it then a name, a word, fhall rob thee of thy worth ¢
Can fancy be a furer guide to happinefs than reafon ?
Oh, I have wandered like a benighted wretch, and loft
myfeif in life’s unpleafing journey ! - .

*Twas heedlefs fancy firit that made me firay, .

But reaion now breaks forth, and lights me on my way.

. (Loveuuts

§4SCEN E, changes to an Ent .

Enter three or four Servants.
2/ Serv. Prithee, Tom, make hafte below there; my -
lady has order’d dinner at half paft one, precifely. Look
out fome of the red that came in laft.
¢ [Tavo of the Servants bawl Snap and Amanda’s #o.
¢ man out of the Cellar.
F 2d Serv. Come, Sir. come out here, and fhew your
ace. . ’

" Wom. Oh! I am undone! ruin’d! .
2d Serv. Pray, Sir, whoare you; and what was your
bufine(s ? and how in the devil’sname, came you here ?
* Snap. Why, truly, Sir, the flefh led me to the cellar
door r but I believe the devil pufh’d me in,——— 1 hat

-gentlewoman can inform you betier.

3d8crv. Pray, Mrs. Aone, how came you two toge~
ther in the cellar? C ,

Wom, Why, he—he---pu---pu---pull’d me in.

' [Sobbing.
3d Serw, But how thedevil came he in ?

Hom, He fe---fe---fe---fell in,

2d Serve How came he into the houfe ?

Wom. 1 don---do---don’t know,

¢ 24 Serv. Ah! you are a crocodile; I thought what
¢ tvas the realon 1 could never get a good.word trom you.

- G2 ¢ What
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What in a cellartoo? But come, Sir, we will take
care of you however, Bring him along; we will firft
carry him before my Lady, and then tofs him in a
blanket, .
¢ Snap. Nay, but gentlemen, dear gentlemen.”

[ Exennt,

L I SNy

: SCENE, another Chamber.

Enter Lovelels, Amanda, Elder Worthy, Young Wor-
« . thy, Narciffa, and Hillaria. :
" E.Wor. This is indeed a joyful day ; we muft all con-
gratulate your happineis.

- Am. Which while our love permits us to enjoy, we
muit flillrefle with gratitude on the generous author of
it. Sir, we owe you more than words can pay you.

Love. Words are indeed too weak, therefore let my
gratitude be dumb till it can fpeak in actions.

Y. Wor. The fuccefs of the defign I thought on, fuf
ficiently rewards me. )

H:l. When 1 refle@ upon Amanda’s paft affliGtions, I
could almoft weep to think of her unexpeéted change of
tortune.,

£, Wor. Methinks her fair example fhould perfuade all
conftant wives ne’er to repine at unrewarded virtue. Nay,
¢’en my brother being the firft,advifer of it, bas atoned
for all the loofenefs of his charaQer. -

Love. 1 never can return his kindnefs. :
¢ Nar, Ia a thort sime, Sir, 1 fuppofe you'll meet with
an opportunity, if you can find a receipt to preferve
love, after his honey-mocn’s over,
¢ Lowe. The receipt is eafily found, Madam; love’s a
tender plant, which can’t live out of a warm bed : you
muft take care, with undiflembled kindnefs, to keep
him from the northern blaft of jealouiy.
¢ Nar. But I have heard vour experienced lovers make
ufe of coidnefs, and that’s more agreeable to my in-
clination.
¢ Love. Coldnefs, Madam, before marriage, like throw-
¢ ing a lutle water upon a cleanfire, makes it burn the
¢ fiercer: but after marriage you muit ftill take care to
lay on frefh fuel. :
* Nar. Oh, fie, Sir! How many examples have we of
men hating their wives for being too fond of them ?
. ¢ Love.
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¢ Love. No wonder, Madam : you may flifle a flame,
¢ by heaping on too great a load. )
¢ Nar, Nay, Sir, if there be no other way of de-
¢ ftroying this paifion for e, he may love titl doomfday.”
E. Wor, Humh! don’t you finell powder, gentlemen ¢
Sir Nove'ty is not far off. ' c,
Love. What, not our fellow-collegian, I hope, that
was expelled the univerfity for beating the pro&tor.
E. Wor, The fame. o
Lowe. Does that weed grow ftill ?°
E. Wer. Ay, faith, and as rank as ever, as you fhall
fee; for here he comes. - S :
) Enter Sir Novelty.’ ‘
Sir Nov. Ladies, your humble fervant. Dear Love-
lefs, let me embrace thee; 1 dm overjoyed at thy good
fortune, flop my vitals—the whole town rings of it al-
ready—my Lady Tattle-tongue has tired a pair of horfes
in {preading the news about. Hearing, gentlemen, that
you were all met upon an extraordinary good occafion, I
could not refift this opportunity of joining my joy with
yours: for you muft know I am i '
Nar., Married, Sir?
Sir Now. To my higerty, Madam: I have juft parted
from my miftrefs, _
Nar.” And pray, Sir, how do you find yourfelf afterit?
Sir Now. ‘The happielt man alive, Madam ; pleafant,
eafy, gay, light, and free as air: ha! [Capers.] I beg
your Ladyfhip’s pardon, Madam ; but, upon my foul, I
canoot confine my rapture. :
Nar. Are you {o indifferent, Sir?
8ir Now, Oh, Madam ! the’s engaged alfeady toa tem-
ple beau: I faw them in a coach together, fo fond, and
bore it with as unmoved a countenance, as Toms Worthy
does a thundering_ jeft in a comedy, when the: whole
houfe roars it. ‘
Y. Wor. Pray, Sir, what occafioned your feparation ?
Sir Nov. Why, this, Sir :—you mnuft know, fhe being
ftill poffeffed with a brace of implacable devils, call«d re-
venge and jealoufy, dogged me this morning to the cho-
colate-houie, where I was obliged to ieave a letter for a
young foolifh girl, that—(youw’ll excufe me, Sir) which
1 had no fooner delivered to the iiaid of the houie, but
whip, fhe fnatches it out of her hand, flew at her like a
G 3 ’ © dras
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dragon, tore off her head-clothes, fling down three: or
four fets of lemonade glaffes, dafhed my Lord Whiffie's
chocolate in his face, cut him over the nofe, and had
like to have ftrangled me in my own fieinkirk. o

Lowe. Pray, Sir, how did this end ?

Sir Now. Comically, flop my vitals ; for in the cloud
of powder that fhe had battered out of the beau’s periwig,
1 flole away : after which, I fent a friend to her with an
offer, which fhie readily accepted (thrce hundred pounds
a year during life) provided fhe would renounce all claims
to me, and refign my perfon to my own difpofal.
¢ E.Wer., Methinks, Sir Novelty, you were a little too
¢ exiravagant in your fettlement, confidering how the
¢ price of women is fallen. . o ‘
¢ Sir Nov. Therefore I didit— to be the firft man
fhould raife their price: for, the devil take me, the wo-
men of the town now come down fo low, that my very
footman, while he kept my place tother day at the
playhoule, carried a matk out of the fide-box with him ;
and, ftop iny. vitals, the rogue is now taking phy fic forit.”

¢ Eunter the Scrvants with Snaps
¢« 1 8erw. Come, bring him along there.
¢ Love. How, now? Hah! Snap in hold ? Pray lets
¢ know the bufinefs. ¢ 4
¢ 1ff Serv. Why, an't pleafe you, Sir, this fellow was
taken in the cellar with my Lady’s woman: fhe fays
he kept her in by force, and was yude to her; fhe
ftands crying here without, and begs ber Ladythip to
do her juftice. )
¢ Am. Mr. Lovelefs, we are both the occafion of this
misfosrune ; and for the poor girl’s reputation fuke
fomething fhould be done. N
« Lowe. Svap, anfwer me direQly, have you lain with
this poor girl? :
¢ Snap. Why, truly, Sir, imagining you were doing
little lefs with my Lady, I. muft contefs I did commit °
familiarity with her, or fo, Sir.
¢ Leve. Then you fhall marry her, Sir. No reply,
unlefs it be your promife.
¢ Snap. Marry her? Oh, lord, Sir, after I have lain
4 with her? Why, Sir, hew the devil can you think a
man can have any flomach to his dianer, after he has
had three or four flices off the fpit 2

e o & a »
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¢ Love. Well, firrah, to renew your appetite, and be.
¢ caufe thou haft been my old acquaintance, I’ll give thee
4 an hundred pounds with her, and thirty pounds a year
¢ during life, to fet you up in fome honeft employment.
¢ Snap., Ah, Sir, now I underftand you: Heaven re-
ward you., Well, Sir, I partly find that the genteel
fcenes of our lives are pretty well over; and I thank
Heaven, that I' have fo much grace left, that 1 can re-
pent, when 1 have no more opportunies of being
wicked.-.-Come, fpoufe, [She enters.] here’s my hand,
the reft of my body fhull be forth coming.---Ah! little
did my mafter and I think laft night that we were rob-
bing our own orchards. [Exexnt?
. E. Wor. Brother, ¢ ftand upon your guard;’ here comes
Sir William, .

- - Enter Sir William Wifewou'd.

- Sir Wil. Jay, joyito &ou all. Madam, I congratulate
your good fortune. ell, my dear rogue, muft not I
give thee joy too, ha? :

Y. Wor. If you pleafe, Sir; but I confefs I bave more
than I deferve alrcady.

Sir Wil, And art thou married ?

Y. Wer. Yes, Sir, I am married, »

Sir Wik Odto, I am glad on’t: I dare fwear thou doft
not grudge me the five thoufand pounds.

7. Wor. Not I, really Sir: you have given me aH
my foul could wifh for, but the addition of a father’s
blefling. [ Kneels aith Narciffa.

Sir iil. Humh ! what doft thou mean ? I am none of
thy father. )

X, Wer.. This lady is yeur daughter, Sir, I hope.

Sir Wil. Pr'ythee, get up; prythee, get up, thou art
flark mad. True, 1 believe fhe may be my daughter:
Well, and fo, Sir . —— -

. Y. War. If fhe be not, I’m cewtain fhe’s my wife, Sir,

Sir Wil. Humh! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the
favour to help me to underftand your brother a little—
Do you know any thing of his being married ?

. g Wor. Then, without any abufe, Sir William, he
married your daughter this very morning, not an hour
ago, Sir. .

Sir Wil Pray, Sir, whole confent had you? Who ad-

vifed you to it ¢

e a0 anane
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2. Wor. Our mutual love, and your confent, Sirs
which thefe writings, entitling her to a thoufand pounds a
year, and this bond, whereby you bave obliged yourfelf
to pay me five thoufand pounds on our day of marriage,
are fufficient: proofs of.

Sir Wil, He, he! 1 gave your brother fuch a bond,
Sir' N -

i« 2, Wor. You did fo; but the obligation is to me:
Look there, Sir, ‘ .

Sir Wil. Very good, this is my hand, I muft confefs,
Sir; and what then ?

7. Hor. Why then, I expe& my five thoufand pounds,
‘Sir. Pray, Sir, do youknow my name? '

Sir Wil. 1 am not drunk, Sir; I am fure it was Wor-
thy, and Jack, or Tom, or Dick, or fomething.

1. Wor. No, Sir, I'll fhew you---’tis William ; look

‘}'ou there, Sir: you fhould have taken more care of the
awyer, Sir, that filled up the blank. .
E. W. So, now his eyes are open.
Sir Wil. And have you married my daughter againft
my confent, and tricked me out of five thoufand pounds,
Sir?
Hil, His brother, Sir, has. married me too with my
_ confent, and I am not tricked out of five thoufund pounds.

Sir Wil, Infulting witch ! Look ye, Sir, I never had
a fubftantial caufe 1o be angry ia my life before : but
now I have reafon on my fide, I will indulge my indig-
nation moft immoderately : ¢ I muft confefs, I have not
¢ patience to wait the flow redrefs of a tedious law-fuit;
¢ therefore am refolved to right myfelf the neareft way.”
Draw, draw, Sir; you muft not enjoy my five thoufand
pounds, though I fling as: much.more after ir, in pro-
curing a pardon for Kiiiing you. [They bold him.] f.et me
come at him ; I’ll murder him; I’ll cut him ; I’ll tear
him; I'll broil him, and eat him; a rogue! a dug! a
curfed dog! a.cut-thro.t, murdering dog !
. E.Wor. Oh, fie: Sir William, how monftrous is this
paflion ! . i

Sir Wil. You have difarmed me; but I fhail find 2
time to poifon him. »

Lowe. Think better on’t, Sir Willtam; your daughter
has married a gentieman, and one whole love entitles
him to her perfon. .

4 Sir
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- 8ir Wil. Ay, but the five thoufand pounds, Sir—Why
the very report of his having fuch a fortune, will ruin
him, I'll warrant you, within this week, he will have
more duns at his chamber in a moruing, than a gaming
lord after a good night at the groom-porters, or a poet
upon the fourth day of his new play. I fhall never be
pleafed with paying it againft my own confent, Sir.

Hil. Yetyou would have had me doneit, Sir William &
But, however, I heartily with you would as freely fore
give Mr. Worthy, as I do you, Sir.

Sir Wil. 1 mutt confefs, this girl’s good-nature makes
me athamed of what I have offered: but, Mr. Worthy,
1 did not expeét fuch ufage from a man of your charac-
ter; I always took you for a gentleman., - ‘

E.Wor. You fhall find me no other, Sir. Brother, 4
wprd with you, ' .

Love. Sir William,. I have fome obligations to this -
gentleman, and have fo great a confidence 1n your daughe
ter’s merit, and his love, that I here promife to ret
you your five thoufand pounds, if after the expiration
of one year, you are then diffatisfied in his being your
fon-in-law. - :

Y. Wor. But fee, brother, he has foreftalled your pur-

€.
poE. Wor. Mr. Lovelefs, you hive been beforchand
with me;; but you muft give me leave to offer Sir Wil.
liam my joint fecusity for what you promifed him.

Love. With all my heart, Sir, Dare you take our
bonds, Sir William ? '

7. Wor. Hold, gentlemen ; I{hould blufh to be obliged
to that degree ; therefore, Sir William, as the firft proof
of that refpect and duty I owe a father, I here, unafked,
returi your bond, and will henceforth expe& nothing
from you, but as my conduét may deferve it.

Aw. This is indeed a generous act; merhinks *twere
pity it fhould go unrewarded.

Sir Wil. Nay, now you vanquith me; after this, I
can’t fufpet your future conduét: there, Sir, *tis yours ;
I acknowledge the bond, and wifh you all the happinefs -
of abridal bed, Heaven’s bleffing on you both, Now
rife, my boy ;-and let the world know ’twas I fet you
upon vour legs again.

¥, #%or, Pl ftudy todeferve your bounty, Sir.

.. Lo_v.‘.
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Love. Now, Sir William, you have fhewn yourfelf a
father, This prudent action has fecured your daughter
from he ufual confequence of a ftolen marriage, a pa-
rent’s curfe. Now fhe muft be happy in her love, while
you have fuch a tender care on’t.

Am, This is indeed a bappy meeting: we all of us
have drawn our feveral prizes in the lottery of human
life; therefore I beg our joys may be united :. not one of
us muft part this day, The ladies I'll intreat my guefts,

Lowe. The reft are mine, and I hope will often be fo,

¢ Am. ’Tis yet too foon to dine : therefore, to divert
$ usin the mean time, what think you of a little mufic ?
¢ the fubject perhaps not improper to this occafion,

¢ E. Wor. “1will oblige us, ﬁadam,; we are all lovers
¢ Of ito H

¢ Tbe SCENE draws, and difrovers Love feated o @
© ¢ Throme, attended by Fame; awith a Choruss

8 Fame. Hail! Hail! viGorious Love
¢ To whom all hearts below,
¢ With no lefs pleafure bow, -
¢ Than to the thund’ring Jove,
¢ The happy fouls above, .
¢ Cbo. Hail ! &c.
Ceat . ltf.‘uuf( Reafn_fou. ‘
¢ Reafon. e, ceafe, fond fools, your empty noife,
f‘ And follow not fuch idle jzys : Py '
¢ Love gives you but a fhort-liv’d blifs,
¢ But I beftow immortal happinefs.
¢ Love. Rebellious Reafon talk no more ;
¢.Of al]l my flaves, I theeabhor:
¢ But thou, alas! doft ftrivein vain
¢ To free the lover from a pleafing chain
¢ In fpite of Reafon, Love (hall live and reign,
¢ Cho, In fpite, &c.

¢ A Martial Symphony,

¢ Enter Honour.
¢ Hon, What wretch would follow Love's alarms,
¢ When Honour’s trumpet founds to arms ?
¢ Hark! how the warlike notes infpire '
¢ In ev’ry breaft a glowing fire.
¢ Love. Haik! how it fwells with love and foft defire.
¢ Hon,
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¢ Hon. Behold, behold the marry’d flate,
¢ By thee too foon betray’d,
¢ Repenting now toolate,
¢ Enter Marriage, ith bis Yokes.
¢ Mar. Oh! tell me, cruel God of Love,
¢ Why didft thou my thoughts poflefs
¢ With an eternal round of happinefs ?
¢ And yet, alas ! I1lead a wretched life,
¢ Doom’d to this galling yoke,—the emblem of awife,
¢ Love. Ungmt(ciful wretch! how dar’it thou Love up-
braid ? ‘
¢ T gave thee raptures in the bridal bed.
¢ Mar. Long fince, alas! the airy vifion fled,
¢ And I with wand’ring flames my patlion feed,
¢ Oh! tell me, pow’rtul God,
¢ Where I fhall find
¢ My former peace of mind? .
¢ Love. Where firft 1 promis’d thee a happy life,
¢ There thou fhalt find it, in a virtuous wife.
¢ Love and Fame. ,
¢ Go home, unhappy wretch, and mourn
¢ For all the guilty paffions paft ;
¢ There thou fhalt find thofe joys return,
¢ Which fhall for ever, ever laft.

¢ End with the firft Chorus.

Love. ¢ *Twas generoufly defigned, and all my life to
¢ come fhall fhew how I approve the moral. Oh,’ Aman-
da! once more receive me to thy arme ; and while I am
there, letall the world confefs my happinefs. By my ex-
ample taught, let every man, whofe fate has bound him
to a married life, beware of letting loofe his wild defires :

- for, if experience may be allowed to judge, I muft pro-

claim the folly of a wandering paffion. The greateft
happinefs we can hope on earth, _

And fure the nearett to the joys above, *

1s the chafte rapture of a virtuous love.

Enp of the FirTu Acr.
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EPIL OGUE"

Spoken in the Charalter of Curib.

NOW: gallants, for the anthor. Firf, toyou,
Kind city gentlemen o'th® middle row ;

He bopes you nothing to bis charge can lay,

There’s not a cuckold made in all bis pl:y.

Nay, you muff own, if you beliewe your cyes,

He drazvs bis pen againfi your enemies:

For be declares, to-day he merely firives

To maul the beaux ——~becanfe they maxl yory cvives,

Nor, Sirs, to you whofe fole religion’s drinking,

Whoring, rearing, withoxt the pain of thinking,

He fears be’s made & fault you'll néer forgive,

A crime beyond the hopes of a reprieve

An honeft rake forgo the ,qu: of life,

His whores and wine, t'embrace a dull chafle wvife !

Such out-of-fafbion fuff! But then again,

He’s lewd for above four a&s, gentlemen.

For faith, he knew, when once be'd chang’d bis fortune,

And reform’d bis wice, *twas time—to drop the curtain.

Four alts for your coarfe palates were d.fign’d,

But then the ladies tafle is more rofin’d ; . }

They, for Amanda’s fake, wvill fure be kind.

Pray let this figure once your pity move 5 .

Can you refift the pleafing God of Lowve? )

In wain my pray'’rs the other frx purfucy, -

Ullefs your congu’ring fmiles their flubborn bearts fubdue,

I
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