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His Royal Highnefs
WILLTIAM,

Duke or GLOUCESTER.

~

May it pleafe your Royal Highnefi,

HEN I prefumed to folicit the honour of lay- -

ing the fubfequent trifie at your Royal Highnefs’s
feet, it was not without a thorough conicion{nefs of the
little value of the offering I was going to make; but I
confidered, mean as it was, it would ferve as a teftimony
of my devotion; and to a Prince happy in love of the
arts, nothing could be unacceptable, which bore the re-
moteft analogy to them.

How far.the Comic Opera, under proper regulations,
has a right to be acknowledged for a junior offspring of
the Drama, and as fuch become candidate for a fhare
of 'public encouragement, I fhall not pretend to deter.
minc; but if it can be rendered an agreeable amufe-
ment, the Englifh Theatre has never fcrupled to adopt
what was capable of pleafing there; and though asa
syork of genius, it is by no means to be fet in compf:ti-

) e
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tion with good Tragedies and Comedies, it may, I ap-.
prehend, be permitted as an occafional relief to them,

without bringing either our tafte or underftanding into
queftion.

I need not inform your Royal Highnefs, that in
France, where the ftage has been cultivated with more
care, and fuccefs, than in any other country, this fpe-
cies of entertainment is received with very great ap-
plade; nor is it thought an injury to Corneille, and

Moliere, that the pieces of Anfeaume and Favart, meet
with faccefs.

It is true, among the French, Comic ©peras have:
very often the advantage of being extreme]y well writ-
ten; of which, On ne S’avife jamais de tout, Le Roy,
et le Fermier, and fome others, are an inftance ; - nor
would the beft compofition of the greateft mafter, make
a very contemptible poem pafs on an audience: Fwith
I could affert with truth, that in this refpe& we fall no- -
thing behind our neighbours, and that what I here pre-
fent to your Royal Highnefs, might lay claim to fome
degree of merit, even in the writing: but though I
cannot do this, permit me to fay, I have attempted to
render it a little interefting, and not wholly undiv-erting,

as far as the mufic, my principal care, would give me
leave.

But I humbly beg your Royal Highnefs’s pardon; in
applying to the connoiffeur, I forget that I am at the
fame time addrefling a Great Prince: indeed, there is
a fubje& on which I could dwell with the trueft plea.
fure; but I am too well inftructed in your Royal High-
nefs’s charafter, to dare to offend you with a language
which forrms and caftoms too often impofe upon princes,

a ne-
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a neceflity of hearing ; I mean their own praife; to thofe
who are moft deferving, ever leatt welcome.

1 therefore, fubfcribe myfelf,
With the pro‘foundeﬁ refpedt,
May it pleafe your Reyal Highnefs,
Your Royal Highnefs’s,. ‘
Mo#t obedient,
Moft devoted, and’

- Moft humble fervant,

THE AUTHOR.



P R E F A C E

HERE is fcarce a language in Europe, in which
there is not a play taken from our romance of
Pamela : in Italian and French particularly, feveral
writers of the firft eminence have chofen it for the fub-
Je& of different dramas,

The little piece gow ventured into the world, owes
its origin to the fame fource : not only the general fub-
je&t is drawn from Pamela, but almoft every circum-
flance in it. 'The reader will almoft immediately recol-
le& the courtfhip of Parfon Williams— the fquire’s jea-
loufy and behaviour in confequence of it.; and the dif-
ficulty he had to prevail with himfelf to marry the girl,
nothwithftanding his paffion for her—the miller is 2
clofe copy of Goodman Andrews—Ralph is imagined,
from the wild fon which he is mentioned to have had—
Theodofia, from the young lady of quality, with whom

~ Mr. B. through his fifter’s perfuafion, is faid to have
been in treaty before his marriage with Pamela—even
the gipfies are borrowed from a trifling incident in the
latter part of the work.

In profecuting this plan, which he has varied from
the original, as far as he thought convenient, the au-
thor has made fimplicity his principal aim, His fcenes,

on
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on account of the mufic, which could not be perfe&
without fuch a mixture, neceflarily confift of ferious and
buffoon. He knows grofinefs and infipidity lay in his
way : whether he has had art enough to avoid ftum.
bling wpon them, the ¢andid public are left to deter-
imine.
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- The Parchafess of BELL’s EDIEION of - -
The POETS of GREAT BRITAIN
RE refpe@fully informed by ‘the Publifher, that

the SevENTY-SECcOND Wolume of that.undertak-
ing will be publithed on the 8th of May, 1781, being -
HAMMOND’s LOVE ELEGIES,
And his Poetical Works compleat, including alfo feveral
Originals which have not appeared in any other edition, .
embellified with a graceful Print, engraved by BarTa-
Lozz1, from an interefting fubje®, defigned by Sic-.
NorA AnNGEertca Kaurrman. The Life of the.
Autlior is alfo written by a Gentleman of Eminence,
in a manner that will be highly acceptable to the Lovers.
of Englith Biography. .
J.BELL’s ACKNOWLEDGEMENT.
The Rublifher feeling himfelf under a weight of obli~
gations to fome of the firft charalters in the kingdom,
and to the candid public in general, for their liberal pa-
fronage of this particular work, he has held ita dutyin-
cumbent on him to combat a conflux of feverities rather
than relax nice qualities of his work, which have given
itfodecided a pre-eminence over every competitor. Un-
daunted by difficulties, undifmayed by oppofition and
oppreflion, confcious of integrity, and affifted by friends,
is happy once more to announce the progrefs of his
works. ‘T'he confequences of perfeverance he well knows
will deaden, if not totally filence all envious detralions,
2nd make the world his friend ;—difdaining defpair,
he will not abandon a purfuit which leads to fame and
adequate advantage—no confideration has yet prevailed,
or fhall any objeét induce him to proceed in any manner
unworthy of his great defign. The public will now there-
fore have to expet a regular weekly fucceffion of moft
beautiful volumes till the PoeTs of GREAT BriTaIN
are completed, in one hundred, as originally propofed.—
The whole will contain the Poetical Works of each au-
thor complete, arranged in a claflical ftyle, correfpond-
Ing with thofe, which are already publithed, and may be
adin fets, or feparate volumes, in plain, neat, or fplen-
did binding, at the Britifb Library, in the Strand, where
the original drawings by Cipriani, Signora Angelica
Kaunan, and the late Mr. Mortimer, are regularly dif-
pofed for the infpection of the public gratis.
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ADDITIONAL AIRS.

ACT L

_ FAIRFIELD.

HE great folks are noble, and proud let ’em be,.
Of title, of honour, and wealth,
That I am a Briton is:titlé to me,
And I'm righ’in a ftock of good heAlth,
Lads, ftop'the mill;
Be the hopper ftill ;.
' When low the fun,
Our work is done;;
Then we’ll fit to our homely board with glec,
For fweet is the bread of induftry.

Though in fummer I copied the provident ant,
For winter fome grains to provide ;
Yet, what I could fpare to a friend when in want,
I ne’er was the trrend who denied.-
Lads, ftop the mill, &c.

A €T IL

GILES.

"Gadzooks! there’s fuch gxg, and nice rig on the lawn,
Little Sal for a partner wou’d fain have me on;

But when your’s J fhall be,

How "twill mortify fhe,

Ther Ill ber twenty pound,

That the whole village round,
Cannot fhew fuch a couple as Patty and me,

For you, the fweeteft flowers I chofe,
. See here the wreath I've wove;
Of this a chaplet I'll compofe,
And crown you queen of love.

Tho’ Jemmy fo fupple,

* And Jenny fo taper,

Catt oft the firit couple,
Becaufe they can cager;
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Poll jigs it with Roger,
Blythe Betty with Cuddens
And Cudden’s a codger
Won’t tire of a fudden,

‘Tho’ Tim of the valley,

" So nimble when tipfey,
Foots up to {ly Sally,

- ‘That arch little gypfy;

‘Tho’ fpruce Davy Dumble,
Is partner with Dolly,
And old Gafter Grumble
Is kink’d to young Polly ;

Yet you and I’ll dance for a crown or a guinea, ,
’Gaintt Poll, Tim, Sal, Jem,Bet, Bill, Cudden, and Jenny.

FANNY.

The fields were gay
And fwéet the hay,
Our gang of gypfies feated,
Upon the grafs,
Both lud and lafs,
By you we all were treated.

Young chicken, geefe,
With ducks and peafe,
And beans and bacon daiaty ;
With punch and beer,
The beft of cheer,
You gave us then in plenty.
*Twas all to cheat poor filly Fan,
And pilfer that fame jewel ; .
You're fworn to- me, you perjur'd man,
Tho’ now fo falfe and eruel,

Whene’er we’d meet,
With kiffes fweet,
And fpeeches foft you won me;
The hawthorn buth
Should make you blufh,
*Twas there you firlt undone me,
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What fignifies
Your fhams and lies,
Your jokes no more fhall jeer me ;
A licenfe bring,
And golden ring,
Or never more come near me.
For you have cheated filly Fan, &c.

-FAIRFIELD,

Of afpett fair, and temper mild,
My Patty tho’ you fee;
. When yet a babe, a fweeter child
Ne’er bleft a parent’s knee.

The infant flower, for tender care,
Cou’d ev’ry joy impart; . -

But now a bramble proves, to tear
Her aged father’s heart.’

A CT I

FAIRFIELD.

Ere round the huge oak, that-o’erfhadows my mill,
The fond ivy had dar’d to entwine;

Ere the church was a ruin, that nods on the hild,
Or a rook built her neft on the pine. =~ <

Cou’d I trace back the time, a much earlier date,
"Since my forefathers toil’d in yon field ;
For the farm I now hold on your Lordfhip’s eftate,
Is the fame that my grandtather till’d,

He dying, bequeath’d to his fon, a good name -
Which unfullied defcended to me; v

For my child I've preferv’d it, uncrimfon’d with fhame,
And it ftill from a fpot fhall be free.

THEODQSEA.

A thoufand charms the lover fees
In her he loves, while bolts and keys
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Keep two fond hearts afunder ;
But foon eich envious bar re nov’d,
His pafficn cools, and why he lov’d,

Is now his caufe of wonder,

My heart is your’s, you know my mind,
In vajn to anfwer nay ;

But will you be for ever kind,
For ever and a day ?

Your faith, if proof to female wiles,
And beauty’s fweet alluring fmiles,
You’ll never play the rover;
Nor F of cold nezle&t accufe, .
Or in the lordly hufband lofe
The fand the tender lover.
My heart is your’s, &c.

VERSE for RALPH, in the Paudville, after PATTY.

Captain Ralph, my Lord will dub me.
Soon I’ll mount a huge cockade ;
Mounfeer fhall powder, queue, and club me,
’Gad, I’ll be a roaring blade.

If Fan fhall offer once to fnub me,
When in fcarlet all array’d ;

Qr my feather dare to drub me, .
Frown your worft———but who's afraid 2
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MAID OF THE MILL.

®o* The lines diftinguifbed by inverted comasy ¢ thusy’ are omitted in
the reprefentation,

-

ACT 1. SCENE 1
A rurad profpeé, awith a mill at work. Several people em.
Ployed about it ; on one fide a boufe, ParTy reading in
the windows ; on the other a barn, wbhere Fanxy Sits
mending a net 5 G1LES appears at a diftance in the mill ;
FAIRFIELD and RaLph taling/achfram a cart.

CHORU S,
- NREE from forrow, free from firs 2y
i F (0] bz{':u bleft the mz’i{"er’iﬁqlzﬁf f
. Chearful working through the day,
Still be laughs and fings away,
Nought can vex fim, -
. Nought perplex him,
While there’s grift to make bim .

D UE T

Let the great enjoy the bleffings
By indulgent fortune font : .
.~ What can wea th, can grandeur offer
More than plenty and content. '

" Fairf. Well done, well done; ’tis a fure fign work
ﬁges on merrily when folks fing at jr. Stop the mill

ere ; and doft hear, fon Ralph, hoift yon facks of
B ‘ flous
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flour upon this cart, lad, and drive it up to lord Aim-~
worth’s ; coming from London laft night with ftran
company, no doubt there are calls enough for it by this
time. : 4

Ralph. Ay feyther, whether or not, there’s no doubt
but you’ll find enow for a body to do. '

Fairf. Whot doft mutter ? Is’t not a ftrange plague
that thou can’ft never go about any thing with a good
will ; murrain take it, what’s come o’er the boy? Se
then thou wilt not fet a hand ‘to what I have defired
thee ! .

" Ralph. Why don’t you {peak to,fufter Pat to do fome-
thing then ? I thought when fhe came home to us after
my old lady’s death, fhe was to have been of feme ufein

" the houfe; but inftead of that, fhe fits there all day,
reading outlandifh books, dreffed like a fine madrmafel,
and the never a word you fays to fhe. .

Fairf. Sirrah, don’t {fpeak fo difrefpe@fully of thy
fifter ; thou wilt never have the tyth of her deferts.

Ralph. Why I’ll read and write with her for what the
dares ; and as for playing on the hapficols, I thinks her
rich good mother might have learn’d her fomething more
properer, feeing fhe did not remember to leave her a le-
gacy at laft.

Fairf. That’s none of thy bufinefs, firrah.

Ralph. A farmer’s wife painting piures, and playin
on the hapficols ; why I’ll be hang’d now, for all as ol
as fhe is, if the knows any.more abont milking a cow,
than I do of fewing a petticoat. , -

Fairf. Ralph, thou haft been drinking this morning.

"Ralph. Well, if fo be as I have, it’s nothing out of

your pocket, nor mines neither.

_ Fairf. Who has been giving thee liquor, firrah ?
Rulph. Why it was wind—a gentleman guve me. -
Fairf. A gentleman!

Ralph. Yes, a gentleman that’s come piping hotfrom
London : he is below at the Cat and Bagpipes; I cod he
rides a choice bit of a nag; I dare to fay fhe’d fetch as
good as forty pound at ever a fair in all England.

Fairf. A fig’s end for what fhe’d fetch ; mind thy bu-
" finefs, or by the lord Harry ——

) Ralph.
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'Ralpla. Why I won’t do another hand’s turn to-day.
row, fo that’s flat. . .

Fairf. Thou wilt not

Ralph. Why no I won’t; fo what argufies your put-
ting yourfelf in a paffion, feyther! I’ve promifed to go-
back to the gentleman ; and I don’t know but what he’s
a lord too, and mayhap he may do more for me than
you thinks of. - '

Fairf. Well, fon Ralph, run thy gait ; but remember
I'tell thee, thqu wilt repent this untowardnefs,

Ralph. Why, how fhall I repent it? Mayhap you’ll
turn me out of your fervice; a match ; with all hearts
—Icod I.don’t care three brafs pins.

A I R.

If that’s all youwant, awhko the plague will be forry,
Tavere better by balf to dig fiones in a guarry 5
For my fbare I'm aweary of wwhat is got by't :
S'fiefp ! bere's fuch aracket, fuch feolding and coiling,
Yow've mever content, but when folks are a toiling,
And: dradging like botfes from morning *till night. .

You think I'm afraid, but-the diff'rence ta feviiyiny -

Firt, yonder's your fbovel; your facks too I throw you -

. _Henceforavard take care of your matters awho will ;

Tbey’re awelcome to flavve for your wages who need em,

Tol lol derol lol, Ihave purchas'd my freedom, ’
\And never hereafier fball work at the mill..

SCENE -IL B
FA!RFIILD,‘P'ATTY

. Fairf. Dear heart, dear heart! 1 proteft this ungra-
cious boy puts me quite befide myfelf. Patty, my dear,
come down into the yard alittle; andkeep me company
—and you, thieves, vagabonds, gypfies, out here, ’tis
You debauch my fon. .

.B 2 AIR,
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A I R.

Patty. In love to pine and languifb,
Yet kuow your paffion vain ;
To barbour beart-felt anguifs,

Yet fear o tell your pain.

What pow’rs unrelenting,
Sewerer tlls inventing,
Can fharpen pangs like thefe ;
Where days and nights, tormenting,
Yield not a moment’s eafe ! :

Fairf. Well, Patty, Mafter Goodman, my lord’s

- fteward, has been with me juft now, and I find we are
like to have great doings ; hislordthip has brought dewn'
Sir Harry Sycamore and his family, and there is more
company expefted in a few days. ’

Party. I know Sir Harry very well ; he is by marriage
a diftant relation of my lord’s :

Fairf. Pray what fort of a young body is the daughter
there ? I think fhe ufed to be with you at the caflle,
three er four fummers ago, when my young lord was out
upon his travels, - '

Patty. Oh! very often ; flie was a great favourite of
my lady’s : pray father is fhe come down ?

Fairf. Why you know the report laft night, about my
lord’s going to be married ; by what I can learn fhe is,
and there is likely to be a nearer relationfhip between the
families, ere long. It feems, his lordfhip was not over
-willing for the match, but the friends on both fides in
London prefled it fo hard : then there’s a fwinging for-
tune : mafter Goodman tells me a matter of twenty or
‘thirty thoufand pounds. : :

Party. If it was a million, father, it would not be more
than my lord Aimworth deferves ; I fuppofe the wedding
will be celebrated here at the manfion-houfe.

Fairf. So it is thought, as foon as things can be pro-
perly prepared————And now, Patty, 1f I could but
fee thee a little merry—Come, blefs thee, pluck up thy
{pirits—To be fure thou haft fuftained, in the death d(:f

Y
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thy lady, a heavy lofs ; fhe was a parent to thee ; nay,

and better, inafmuch as fhe took thee when thou wert

but a babe, and gave thee an education which thy natu-
ral parents could not afford to do.

Pil{y. Ah! dear father, don’t mention what, perhaps,
has been my greateft misfortune. ‘

Fairf. Nay then, Patty, what’s become of all thy
fenfe, that people talk fo much about ?——But I have
fomething to fay to thee which I would have thee con-
fider ferioufly. —1I believe I need not tell thee, my
child, that a young maiden, after fhe is marriageable,
efpecially if fhe has any thing about her to draw people’s -
notice, 1is liable to ill tongues, and a many crofs acci-
ﬁcmts ; fo that the {ooner the’s out of harm’s way the

tter,

_Patty, Undaubtedly, father, there are people enough
who watch every opportunity to gratify their own
malice ; but when a young woman’s condu& is un-
blameable— — . -

Fairf. Why, Patty, there may.be fomething in that ;
but you know ilander will leave {pots, where malice finds
none : I fay, then, a young woman’s beft fafeguard is a
good hufband. Now there is our neighbour, Farmer
Giles ; he is a fober, hcneft, induftrious young fellow,
and one of the wealthiclt in thefe parts ; he is greatly
taken with thee ; and it is not the firft time I have told
thee I (hould he glad to huve him for a fon-in-luw.

Party. And I have-told you as often, father, I would
fubmit myfelf entirely to your, diretion ; whatever you
think proper for me, is fo.

Fairf. Why that’s fpoken like a dutiful, {enfible girl ;.
get thee in, then, and leave me to manage it
Perhaps onr neighbour Giles is not a gentleman ; but
}vhat are the greatefl part ot our country gentlemen goed

or ? . ‘

Patty. Very true, father. The fentiments, indeed,
have frequently little correfpondence with the condition ;
and it is according to them alone we ought to regulate
our efteem.

.

B3 ALR,
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What are outward forms, and foerws,
To an honeft heart compar'd ?

Of1 the ruftic, wanting thofe,
Has the nobler portion fhar’d.

Of awe fee the bomely flowver,
Bearing at the bedge's fide,
Virtues of more fov’reign pow’r,

Than the garden’s gayeft pride.
SCENE I

Fairrrerp, GirLEs,

Giles. Well, mafter Fairfield, you and Mifs Pat have
had a long difcourfe together ; did you tell her that I'was
come down ? ) _

Fairf. No, in truth, friend Giles ; but I mentioned
our aftair at a diftance ; and I think there is no fear.

Giles. That’s right—and when fhall us—-You do kriow
I have told you my mind often and often. '

Fairf. Farmer, give us thy hand ; pobody doubts thy
good will to me and my girl; and you may take my
word, I would rather give her to thee than another;
{or f! am main certain thou wilt make her a good huf-

and.
Giles. Thanks to your kind opinion, mafter Fairfield ;
if; fuch be my hap, I hope there will be no caufe of com-
aint.

Fairf. And 1 promife thee my daughter will make
thee a choice wife. But thou know’ft, friend Giles, that
1, and all belongs to me, haye great obligations to lord
Aimworth’s family ; Patty, in particular, would be one
of the moft ungrateful wretches this day breathing if the
was to do the fmalleft thing contrary to their confent and
approbation. o :

Giles. Nay, nay, ’tis well enough known to all the

country, fhe was the old lady’s darling.
Ys , Y g Fai ’]:
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Fairf. Well, mafter Giles, I’ll affure thee the is not
one whit lefs obliged to my lord himfelf. When his
mother was taken off fo fuddenly, and his affairs called
him up to London, if Patty would have remained at the
caftle, fhe might have had the command of all ; or if
the-would have gone any where elfe, he would have paid
for her fixing, let the coft be what it would.

Giles. Why, for that matter, folks did not fpare to
fay, that my lord had a fort of a fheaking kindnéfs for
her himfelf : and I remember, at one time,” it was rife
all about the neighbourhood, that fhe was acually to be
our lady.

Fairf- Pho, pho! a pack of woman’s tales.

Giles. Nay, to be fure they’ll fay any thinfg.'

Fairf. My lord’s a man of a better way of thinking,
friend Giles—But this is neither here nor there to our
bufinefs—— Have you been at the caftle yet ?

Giles. Who It Blefs your heart I did not hear a fyl- -
lable of his lordfhip’s being come down, ’till your lad
told me.

Fairf. No! why then go up to my lord, let him
know you have a mind to make a match with my daugh-
ter ; hear what he has to fay te it; and afterwards we
will try if we can’t fettle matters. )

Giles. Go up to my lord ! I cod if that be all, I'll do
it with the biggeft pleafure in life.—But where’s Mifs
Pat ? Might one not ax her how fhe do ?

Fairf. Never fpare it; fhe’s within there.

Giles. I fees her—odd rabbit it, this hatch is locked
now Mifs Pat ——Mifs Patty—She makes belicve
not to hear me

Fairf. Well, well, never mind ; thoul’t come and
eat a morfel of dinner with us.

Giles. Nay, but juft to have a bit of a joke with her
;t prefent—~Mifs Pat, I fay——won’t you open the

oor ?

‘A I R,
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- Hark ! *tis I your oavn true lover.
After walking three ling miles,
Once kind look at leaft difeover,
Come and fpeak a aword te Giles.
You alore my beart I fix on :
Ab, you little cunning vixen !
" 1 can fee your roguifb fmiles.
Addflids ! my mind is fo poffef?,
Till we're fped, I fban’t have reft ;
 Only fay the thing’s a bargain,
Here an you like it,
Ready to firike it,
- There s at opce an end of arguing :
Dm her's, fbe's mine;
Thus we feal, and thus we fign.

SCENE IV.
FairrieLp, PatTyY.

Fairf. Patty, child, why would’ft not thou open the
door for our neighbour Giles ?

Patty. Really, father, -I did not know what was the
matter. * ’

Fairf. Well, another time ; he’ll be here again pre~
fently. He’s gone up to the caftle, Patty ; thou know’ft
it would not be right for us to do any thing witheut
giving his lordthip intelligence, fo I have fent the
farmer to let him know that he is willing, and we are
" willing ; and, with his lordfhip’s approbation— .

Patty. Oh dear fither—what are you going to fay?

Fairf. Nay child, I would not have ftirr’d a ftep
for tifty pounds, without advertifing his lord/hip be- .
forehand. ' .

Party, But furely, furely, you have not done this rafh,
this precipitate thing.

Fairf How rafh, how is it rafh, Patty? I don’t un-
derftand thee. :

" Patty. Oh, you have diftrefs’d me beyond imagination
—but why would you not give me notice, fpeak to me

firft?
Fairf.
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Fairf. Why han’t I {fpoken to thee an hundred-times ?
No, Patty, ’tis thou that would’ft diftrefs me, and thou’lt
break my heart. . '

Patty. Dear father! )

Fairf. All I defire is to fee thee well fettled ; and now
that I am likely to do fo, thou art not contented; [ am
fure the farmer is as fightly a clever lad as any in the
country ; and is he not as good as we >

Party. 'Tis very true, father; I am to blame; pray
forgive me. :

Fairf. Forgive thee! Lord help thee, my child, I am
not angry with thee; but quiet thyfelf, Patty, and
thou’lt {ee all this will turn out for the beft.

: .

SCENE V.

Parry.

What will become of me?—my lord will certainly
imagine this is done with my confent——Well, is he
not himfelf going to be married to a lady, fuitable to
him in rank, fuitable to him in fortune, as this farmer
is to me; and under what pretence can I refufe the huf-
band my father has found for me! Shall I fay that I have
dared to_raife my inclinations above my condition, and
prefumed to love, where my duty taught me only gra-
titude and refpe@t? Alas! who could live in the houfe
with lord Aimworth, fee him, converfe with him, and
not love him! I have this confolation, hawever, my
folly is yet undifcover’d to any ; elfe, how fhould I be
ridiculed and defpifed ; nay, would not my lord himfelf
defpife me, efpecially, if he knew that I have more than
once conftrued his natural affability and politenefs inte
fentiments as unworthy of him, as mine are bold and ex-
travagant. Unexampled vanity! did I poffefs any thing
capable of attralting fuch a notice, to what purpofe
could a man of his diftinétion caft his eyes on a girl, poor,
meanly born, and indebted for every thing to the ill-
placed bounty of his family? .

A I R.
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A I R.

Ab! fwéy Jhould fate, purfuing
A ewretched thing like me,

Heap ruin,thus on ruin,

. And add to mifery ?

The griefs I langui/h’d under,
In fecret let me fbare ;

But this new flroke, of thunder,

i Xs more than I can bear.

» SCENE VL
Changes to-a Chamber in Lord ArmworTH’s Houfe.

Sir Harry SycamorE, THEODOSIA.

Sir Har. Well, but Theodofia, child, you are quite
unreafonable. , )
. Theo. Pardon me, papa, it is not I am unreafonable ;-
when I gave way to my inclinations for Mr. Mervin,.
he did not feem lefs agreeable to you and my mama,
than lie was acceptabile to me. It 18 therefore you have
Béen urréafonable, in firft enconraging his addreffes, and

afterwards forbidding him your houfe; in order to bring
nie down here, to forcé me on a gentleman ' ’

Sir Har. Fotce you, Dofly, what do you mean? By
thela, I would not for¢e you on the Czar of Mufcovy.

_ Theo. And yet, papa, what elfe can I call it? for tho’
ord Aimworth is extremely attentive and obliging, 1
laﬂ'ure you he is by fio means on¢ of the moft ardent of
overs. S

Sir Har. Ardent, ah! there it is; you girls never

think there is any love, without kiffing and hugging;.
but you fhou’d confider child, my lord Aimworth is a.
polite man,. and has been abroad in France and Italy, .
where thefe things are not the fathion; I remembet -
when I was on my travels, among the madames and-
Tignoras, we never faluted more than the tip of the ear. .

Theo. Really, papa, you have a very firange opinion

of my delicacy ; I had no fuch ftuff in my thoughts.

Sir Har. Well come, my poor Dofly, I fee you are.

thagrin’d, but you know it is not my fault; on the con-
: . trary, -
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trary, | affure you, I had always a great refard for young
Mervin, and fheould have been very glad
- Theo. How then, papa, could you join in forcing me
to writc him that ftrange letter. never to fee me more;
or how indeed could I comply with your commands?
what muit he think of me?

Sir Har. Ay, but hold Dofly, your mama convinced
me that he was not {o proper a fon-in-law for us as Lord
Aimworth. .

Theo. Convinced you! Ah, my dear papa, you were
not convinced, ,

" Sir Har. What don’t I know whén I am convinced ?

Theo. Why no, papa ; becaule your good-nature antl
eafinefs of temper is fuch, that you pay more refpe& to
the judgment of mama, and lefs to your own, than you
ought to do. ) )

Sir Har. Well, but Dofly, don’t you fee how your
mama loves me; if my finger does but ach, fhe’s like
a betwitched woman; and if I was to die, I don’t be-
Tieve fhe would outlive the burying of me: nay the has
told me as much herfelf. 7

Theo. Her fondnefs indeed is very extraordinary.

Sir Har. Befides, could you give up the prolpe& of
being a countefs, and mifirefs of this fine place?

Theo. Yes, truly could I.

} A I R.
With the man that I love, was I deftin’d to davell,

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, ina cell,
Retreats the moft barren, moft defert, awould be
More pleafing than courts or a palace to me.

 Let the wain and the venal, in awedlock afpire
To abat felly effeems, and the wulgar admire ;
I yield them the blifs, awbere their wifbes are placed,
Infenfible creatures! ’tis all they can tafle.

.SCENE VIIL
Sir Harry, THEODOSIA, LADY SycamoRrE.

La. Syc. Sir Harry, where are you?

Sir Her. Here my lamb. ‘
: La. Sye.

o
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La. Syc. I am juft come from looking over his lgud-
fhip’s family trinkets. Well, Mifs Sycamore, you
are a happy creature, to have diamonds, equipage, title,
all the bleflings of life poured thus upon you at once. -

Theo. Bleflings, madam! Do you think then I am
fuch a wretch as to place my felicity in the poffeflion of
any fuch trumpery ?

La. Syc. Upon my word, Mifs, you have a very dif-
dainful manner of exprefling yourfelf ; I believe there
are very few young women of fathion, who would think
any facrifice they cou’d make, too much for them.—Did
you ever hear the like of her, Sir Harry ?

Sir Har. Why, my dear, I have juft been talking to
her in the fame ftrain, .but whatever the has got in ‘her
head ——— : . : :

- La. Sye. Oh, it is Mr. Mervin, her gentleman of
Bucklerfbury. — Fye Mifs, marry a cit ! Where is your

pride, your vanity ; have you nothing of the perfon of

diftinéicn about you ?

- 8ir Har. Well, but my lady, you know I am a piece

of a cit my{elf, as I may fay, for my great-grandfather

was a dry-falter.

- Theo. And yet, madam, you condefcended to marry

my papa.

La. Syc. Well, if I did mifs, I had.but five thoufand
poundsto my portion, and Sir Harry knows I was paft
eight and thirty, before I would liften to him.

Sir Har, Nay, Dofly, that’s true, your mama own’d
eight and thirty, before we were married : but by the
ki, my déar, you were a lovely angel ; and by candle-
light nobody would have taken you for above five and
twenty.

La. Sye. Sir Harry, you remember the laft time I was-
at my lord duke’s.

_ Sir Har. Yes, my love, it Was the v:ry day your little
bitch Minxey pupt -

, La. Syc. And pray what did the whole family fay ;
my lord John, and my lord Thomas, and my lady Du-
chefs in particular ? Coufin, fays her Grace to me—
for fhe always called me coufin. . S

Theo. Well, but madam, to cut this matter fhort at
once, my father has a great regard for Mr. Mervin, and
would confent to our union with all his heart.
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# Sye. Do youfay Tq Sir Harry?
L

r Har. T-Tove!

La. §c. enallmy&fetﬁdpru&eneearecometo
-nothing.

Sir Har. Well, but &zy my la.dy--Doﬂ'y, you are
always making mifchief, -
71};0 Ah! my dear fweet
La. Syc. Do mifs, that’s right, COBX —mme
_ Theo. No, madam, I am not capable of any fuch

meannefs.

La. Syc. *Tis very civil of you to contradi& me how-
ever.

Sir Har. Eh! what's that-—handa off Dofly, dont

come near me,

A I R.
Wb bmwmﬁpcrt
A Do gou think o divdss - & - '
MI“"’i""J Savming and jffnl‘hg, E :
ould you make me-a c
> Yonr play-thing, your ml R
..-.Wamn;mgﬂaﬁﬁ}mdlngr e
Gt out o uyﬁgbt, R
you righty s

"raleyaﬁnu/emfemm,

m¢m»15,:beh' S
. lemhputm/ey"mapaﬁm

SCENE VIIL

Sin Huuw, Lapy Svcnuqn, Ipr.n A;uwoun,
Givxs,
E Jm Come farmer, you my come ‘in, theré aré'
fione heré but friends. —is fervant. -
Sir Har. My lord, I kifs yonr lordt'l?ip's hands—1

e did not overheat us fquabbling —<+¢ Ihive :
%e&n chattering here with my wife and daughter, m
L Iord—-—-We imve been examining 'your lbrdﬂup"

s

‘< & A'm. “ Mam‘ yfelf, them her laixﬂﬁl.’ff:md
. © ¢ fome-
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¢« fomething to entertain her; .there are a few of them
“ counted tolerable.” =i Wl pow, ‘mafter s
what is it you have got to fa¥_to'me"?‘lf I can do ‘you
any fetvice, this company-will give you leave to fpelk.
Giles. 1 thapk your, lordthip, I has not. got 'a great
deal to fay; ¥ do come to your Jordthip about a little
bufine(s, if you’ll pleafe to give me the‘earing. - o
L. Aim. Certainity; o1y 18t me kiow: what it is. .

_ Giles. Why an pleafe you' my lord, being left-alone,
- 45 T may fay, feyther -déad; 2and €ll the ‘bafitrefs upon
my own hands, I'do think of fgttling and taking a wife,'
aird am come to ax your honour’sconfent. -

L. Aim. My confent farmer! if, that he neceffary,’
- you have it with'all my heart—1I hope you have taken
care to make a prudent choice. Co :

Giles. Why I do hope fo, my lord.

L. Aim. Well, and who is the happy fair one? Does
the live in my houfe? . R e A

Giles. No, my ord,  fhe doss metlive itt. your houfe,
but the’s a parfon of your acqwaintance. o

L. Aim. Of my acquaintande) ... . . ..

Giles. No offence, I hope, your honpus.

L. Aim. Nome in theleaft: hut how: is fhe an ac-
quaintance of mine? . S,

Giles. Your lordthip, do-know Miller-Fairfield ?

L.ldiln. Well " R ) e 2

Giles. And Patty Fairfield, his daughtery my lord?

L, dim. Ay,fnher you'think of marrying?

Giles. Why if{obe as your lordfhip has no olijecion s
to be fure. we will do nothing without your confent and
approbation. D

L. Aim. Upon my word, fasmer, you_have made an
excellent cheicé—It is 4 god-daughter of my thother’s,
‘madam, who was bred up under her care, and I pro-
telt I .do.not know a more amiable young woman.———

ut are yau fure, farmer, that Patty .hﬁt,é f is inclinable
to this mateh? o
. Giles. O yes, my lord, 1 am fartain of that.

.. .L. dim. Perhaps then.fhe defired you to come and
my confent? .. f -

Giles. Why as far as this here, my lord; to be fure,
the miller did: not care. to ;publills she banns, withous

- R making
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making your lordthip acquainted—But I hope your
honour’s not angry with I. . )

L. Aim. Angry farmer! why fhould you think fo?—
what intereft have I in it to be angry?

Sir Har. And fo, honeft farmer, you are going to be
married to little Patty Fairfield? She’s an old acquaint-
ance of mine; how long have you and fhe been fweet-
hearts? :

Giles. Not a long while, an pleafe your worfhip..

Sir Har. Well, her father’s a good warm fellow; I
fuppofe you take care that fhe brings fomething to make
the pot boil ? .- .

La. Syc. What does that concern you, Sir Harry ?
how often muft I tell you of meddiing in other peopié’s
affairs? ‘ -

Sir Har. My lord, a penny for your thoughta.

L. Aim. Ibeg your pardon, Sir Harry; upon my
-word, I did not think where I was.

Giles. Well then, your honour, Ill make bold to be
taking. my leave; I may fay you gave confent for Mifs
Patty and I to go on. .

L. Aim. ‘Undoubtedly, farmer, if the approves of it :
but are you not afraid that her education has tendered .
her a little unfuitable for a wife for you ? o

La. Syc. Oh my lord, if the girl’s handy ~——

Sir Har. Oh, ay— when a girl’s handy ——

Giles. Handy !, Why, faving refpe&, there’s nothing
comes amifs-to her; fhe’s cute at every varfal kind of -
thing..

A'I R.
Odd’s my life, fearch England over,

An you match her in ber flution,

" DK be bound to fly the nation :
And be fure as awell I love ber.

Do but fral my heart a beating.

Still ber pretty name rtptating:
_ Here's the work *tis always at.

Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat,

C 2 : ’”’lmw
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When fbe makes the mufic tinkle,
What on yearth can faveeter be P
Then ber littleeyes fo tavinkle,
*Tis a feaft to bear and fee.

SCENE IX.

Lorp AimworTh, SiR HarrY, LaDY SycaMoORrE.

Sir Har. By dad this is a good merry fellow, is not
he in love, with his pitty party. And {o my lord you
have given your confent that he fhall marry your mo-
ther’s old houfekeeper. Ah, well, I can fee—

L. 4im. Nobody doubts, Sir Harry, that you are very
clear-fighted. - ‘ -

Sir Har. Yes, yes, let me alone, I know what’s
what: I was a young fellow once myfelf; and I fhould
have been glad of a tenant, to rake a pretty girl of my
hands now and then, as well as another.

L. dim. I proteft my dear friend, I don’t underftand
you.

La. 8ye. Nor nobedyelfe—Sir Hasry you are going
at fome beaftlinefs now. - o

Sir Har. Who I, my lady? Not I, as I hepe to li:x
and breathe; ’tis nothing to us you know, what my lord
does before he’s married ;. when I was a batchelor, ¥ was
a devil among the wenches, myfelf; and yet I vow to
George, my lord, fince I knew my lady Sycamere, and
we fhall be man and wife eighteen years, if we live till
next Candlemas-day, I never had to do———r

La. Syc. Sir Harry, come out of the room, I defire. -

Sir Har. Why, what’s the matter, my lady, I did not
fay any harm?

La. Sye. 1 fee what you are driving at, yow want to
make me faint.

Sir Har. I want to make Xou faint, my lady!

La. Syc. Yes you do—and if yon don’t come out this
inftant I fhall fall down in the chamber——1 beg, my
lord, you won’t fpeak to'him.~—~Will you come out,
Sir Harry. '

8ir Har. Nay, but my lady !

La. §yc. No, I will have you out.

SCENE
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SCENE X.

LorD AIMWORTH.

_ This worthy baronet, and his lady, are certainly a
very whimfical couple ; however, their daughter is per:
feétly amiable in every refpe&: and yet I am forry I
have brought her down here; for can I in honour marry
her, while my affe&ions are engaged to arother? To
what does the pride of condition and the cenfure of the .
world force me! Muft I then renounce the only. perfon
that can make me happy; becaufe, becaufe what? be-
caufe fhe’s a miller’s daughter? Vain pride, and unjuft.
cenfure! has fhe not all the graces that education. can
give her fex ; improved by a genius feldom found among
the higheft? Has fhe not modef!}, fweetnefs of temper,
and beauty of perfon, capable of adorning a rank the
moft exalted ? But it is too late to think of thefe things
now; my hand is promifed, my honour engaged: and
if it was not fo, fhe has engaged herfelf; the farmeris a-
Eerfon to her mind, and 1 have authorized their union.
y my approbation. : g

A LR.
The mad-man thus, at'times, we fee, | -
With feeming reafen bleft ;

His looks, bis wards, bis thoughts are free, v,‘
And fpeak a mind at reft. ST

But fhort the calms of edfe and Jenfe,
And ab ! uncertain too ; .
While that idea lives from avbince

At firf? bis frezzy grew. )

 SCENE XL

" Changes to the profpec? of the mill. ) E .
Bter Rprrn; ciith MERVIR, in & viding drefs, fols.
o lewed B By, 0 0 T
' hvmj Ah, pray your hogaurs try if you bave nok:
fomathing to fpare for poor Fanny the gipfey.

C3 Ralpt.
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Ralpb. I tell you, Fan, the gentleman has no change
about him ; why the plague wiﬁeyou be fo troublefome ?
Fanny. Lord what is it to you, if his honour has
" mind to give me 3 trifle? Da pray, gentleman, put your
hand in rour pocket. ) o .
. Mer. I am almof difiralied! Ungrateful Theedefia,
to change fo fuddenly, and write me fuch a letter!
However, I am refolved to have my difmiffion face to
face; this letter may be forced from her by her mother,
who I know was never cordially my friend: I eould not
get a fight of her in London, but here they will be lefs
::he their guard; and fee her I will, by one means or
r.
. F;nvg. Thea your honour will not extend your’ chax

A IR

1 am young, and I am friendly
And p’ofr, alas ¥ th{?al ; %
Sxré my forrows witl be endlefs ;
In wain for i’dz Tcall.
Nave fome pity in your nature,
Lo relieve a wretched creature,

Though the gifs be nf'er fo Small.
you, poffiffing every blefing,
%&hﬂr:{%l _yo?mer;{: ;, ,
And never byow avdat it is te awanty -
Saveet Heavem, your worfbip all bappinifi grant.
SCENE Xk -
Rayes, Mzeviw,®
Rdﬁ. Now I'll go sad take that momey from her ;

4

and 1 ;1 good mind :'}ick her, fo I have.

Mer. Pho, whese gou are.

Relph. Nay, but I hate to,l‘eteo a toad fo devilifh
greedy. e .

Mee. Well come, fhe b3 not-get 3, grpat depl, and
I have thought how fhe yﬁ; do m’e:q' &vom‘m turn,

Ralph. Ay, but you may put that out of your

’
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Mer. How fo?

Ralph. How fo, why fhe’s as cunning as the Devil.

Mer. Oh fhe is—] fancy I underfland you.. Well,
it:x tll‘ut cafe, friend Ralph——Yaqur name’s Ralph, I

ink ? .

Ralph. Yes, fir, at yoyr fervice, far want of 3 better.

Mer. I fay then, friend Ra,l}xhi in that cafe, we will
remit the favour you think of, tll the lady is in a more
complying bumour, and try if fhe cannet ferve me ag
yrdgnt in fome other capacigo—-—-'l‘hen are a good
many gipfies hereabout, are there nog? -

Ralph. Softly—1I have a whele gang of them here in
our barn; I have kept them about the place thefe three
months, and all op account of the, . }

Mer. Really. i

Ralpb. ¥ea,—=—but fer yous lifé don't faj a word of
it to any Chriftian lamin Jqve withher.
*" Mer. Indeed! o

Ralph. thber is as mad with me about it, as O
Scratch; and I gets the plague and alt of anger; butl
‘don’t mind that. '

Mer. Well, ffiend Ralph, if you are in love, no donbs
‘You- have fome influence over your miftrefs ; ‘don't yoy
think you could prevail upom her, and her comqas
‘nions, to fupply me with onc of their habits, and leg
me go up with them to-day to my lord Aimworth’s.

~ Ralph. Why do-you want to go 2 mumming? We
never do that here but in the Chniftmas holidays. :

Mer. No matter: manage this for me, a’x_ur nnz'g
it v:tg fecrefy ; and I promife you fhall not ga unres
warded. ot

Ralph. Oh! as for that fir, } don’t Jook for any
thing, I can eafily get you a bundle of their rags ; but
I don’t know whether you'll prevail on them-to go u
to my lord’s, becaufé they’re afraid of a big dog that’s
in the yard : but I’ll tell you what I can do; I can go
lt:p l:‘edfore you and have the dog faftened, forZ know his

(51} . . . B -

Mer. Thas-will do'very well——By means of this
difguife I il probably pet a fght of her; and I leave
-the reft to iove and foxtupe, .. N

. e AT R

R
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Why quits the merehant, bleft with eafe, '
The pleafures-of bis nativve feat, - :
To tempt the dangers y the jeas, I
And crimes more perilous than thefe ; S
' -Midp? freexing cold, or ftorching beat.

.. He knows the hardfips, knowwsthe pain; ;
. - , The length of way, but thinks it fmall 5 .
The faveets of wwbat ke bopes to gain,
© Undaunted, make him combat all.

SCENE XIL
RaTty, Ratrn, GiLes, -F-A‘umr”.'

Giles. So his lordfhlip was as willing as the flowers in
May: and as I was»cominialong, who fhou’d I
meet but your father=—~—and he bid me run in all hafte
an:ld tell you for we were'fure you would be deadly,
‘g. ‘Pgtty. know not what bufinefs you.had to go to my
Iord’s at all, farmer.. .=, - . ,

:Géles. Nay, Ionly did as | was defired——- Mafter

airfield bid me: tell you moreover, .as how he wou’d
llﬁtye‘you g0 up to my lord out of hand, and thank

m

. Ralph. So fhe ought ; and take off thofe cloaths, and-
put ?n what’s more becoming  her. ffation-; you know
my father fpoke to you of that this morning too. .

v Pattpe Brother,, I fhall pbey my fathert . :

1“ ! o s T oo d '
. Lye fiill mysheart ; ob! fapal froke, .
s . Thatkills.at orx,ce my £pn-andbu:.
Giles.. . Mifs Pat} .. \

Patty. | ger——Wbat? . | Lo .

Giles. = —— Nay, 1only fpoke :

Balphe . Take coprage,\ mon, fheidocs bk jokes "

v i b g"!"; ;wffa ﬁwh'b'dp‘“ ’

Y LN |

Fanny. This is a thing the moft oa’deﬂ,’ v

A3 &Sm Sfolks are fo plaguily medeft ; 2,
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, Waxe awe in the cafs,
Ral. Fan. q o be in their place, .. - )
We'd carry it off with & diffsrent face,
Giles.  Tbus I take her by the lilly band,
8o foft and awbite.
Ralph. S Wby now that's right ;
And kifs ber too, mion, never fland.

What ayords can explain
' My pleafure—my pain?
Pat.Giles. It prefles, it rifes,

My heart it furprifes,
I m;x,’t kecp it ﬁo«{m, tho' I'd never fo_faine
Fanny. So here the play ends,
. Y The lovers are friends ;
Ralph. Hup !
Fanny. Tufp ! . ,
- Giles,  ———— Nab ! .
Patty. Pha !

Al What torment’s exceeding, what jogs are abeve,
The pains and the pleafures that wajt upes love,

© The End of the Rirft AR,

—— s s e

ACT I SCENE L

4
A:morbls porsico, ornamented with fatues, awhich openy
Soom-Lord Aimworth’s boufe ; two chairs neax the front.

Enter Eord AimworH ’naJix‘_gc

1_N how contemptible 3 light would the fituation I am

" now in fhew me tg moft of the fine men of the ‘pre-
fent a?go ? In love with a country girl ; rivalled hy a
poor fellow, one of my meanefl tenants, apd uneafy a¢
it ! IfI had a mind to her, I know they would tell me,
¥ ought to have taken care to make myfelf eafy long ago,
when I had her in my power. But I have the te,(hgnnyf

. T e
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of my own heart in my favour ; and I think, was it tp
do again, I fhould a& as I have done. Let’s fee, what
we have here ? perhaps a book may campofe my
thoughts; [reads and thraws the book away] it’s.to ne pur-
pofe, Ican’t read, I can’t think, I can’t do any thing
| AR
Ab ! how wainly mortals treafure
Hopes of bappine/: and pleafure,

. Huard and doubifid to o]&!ai/z ;
By wosat flandards falff ave meafure !

. Stiil purjuing
v Ways to ruin, -
Secking tlifs, amd finaing pain
SCENE IL

Lord AimworTr, PaTTY.

Patty. Now comes the trial : no, my f{entence is al-

ready pronounc’d, and I .will meet my fate with prue
- dence and refclution., .

‘L. dim. Who’s there ¥

Patty. Mylord! - -

L. dim. Patty Fairfield [’ )

Patty, I humbly beg pardon, my lord, for prefling fo
abruptly into your prefence ; but I was told I might
walk this way ; and I am come by my father’s com-
mands to thank your lordthip for all your favours.

L. Adim. Favours, Patty # what favours ? I have done
you none': but why this metamorphofis ? I proteft, if
you had not fpoke, I thould not have known you ; I

. never faw you wear fuch cloaths as thefe in my mather’s
life-time, o
Patty. No, my lord, it was her ladyfhip% pleafure I
fhould wear better, and therefore I obeyed ; but it.is
now my duty to drefs in a manner more fuitable to my -
ftation, and future profpe@s in life; i
‘L. dim. I am'afraid, Patty, you are too humble——
come fit down—nay, I will have it fo.—What is it E
have been told to-day, Patty ? It {cems you are going
to be married. ‘ ‘
Patty. Yes, my lord. '
2T L. dim.
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L. Am Well, and daop’t you. think you,cpuld.have.
made a bettes ¢ choice"than, farmer Giles ? I fhould ima-

ine your perfon, )ourvaccomphlhments, might have
1titled you to look higher.

Party, Your lord(hap is ,plcafcd to over-rate my. little
merit : the education I l*cce'wed in your family, does not
mmle me’'to forget my ongm 5 and the farmcrrxs myg

L /un “Ta ‘what re(bé&’ The degrces of ran]: ,apd‘
fortuge, my dear- :il , are asbitrary diftinckiogs,. 4n-
\yorthy t c cgard q? fe whoconﬁde; juftly ' true
Kindird of" équality is eat.ed in the mind: thofe who
t'hmk nobly arc noble.

Patty. The farmer, my lord, is a very honeft man. ;

L. 4im. $9o.he may; 1 dqq.t fuppofe he would break
into 4 houfe,” or .cammit a. robbery on, the bighway.:.
what.do you “tell me’of his “honefty for? . -

" Patty. Idid not paean. 10 oftend your fordlhnp.

L. Aim. Offend! I am not ofiended, Putcys not at
all offended But is there any gicat merit.n a. man’s
bcmg hopeft?

Party. I'don’t fay ‘there is, my lord,

L. 4in.-The farmer is an ill-bred, illiterate booby ;
and what happiaefs can gou l{ropofe to yourfelf in fuch
a fociety }—=—Then, as perfon, I am fure—Buc
perhaps, Patty‘ you like. lnm and if o Imdmpg
a wrong thi n e '

Party. O n ‘my word, my Jordmmm

L. dim. Nay, I fee you do: he has had'the good for-
tune to pleafe t}ou and in that cafe, you are certainly
an the nght to follow your inclinatlons.—I muft tell you
@ne thing Party, hawever—I hope you wdn’t think it
unfnenﬁx;af me——rBut I amideterminadd farmer Giles
Iha.l:lfat.ﬂaj 2 moment on.mwyaftate, \afternext yuar-
ter-

Paf{y I hope, mi lord,' he'has ot incurred your
difpleafare

L. Aim That's of né ﬁ)gm'ﬁcatzon —Eould I ﬁnd as
many good gualitiés in him: as you do, rhaps
But Jtis enaugh, - he’s a. fellow. 1. doh’t fike ; and as you
have.aregard for himy I.would have: ‘you: advxfe him to
ploudelnmfclf. T DI SR P07 S N R .

" Pattj
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. ,p,i,rg,‘z.:"msyfo:'d, I am Rty ufifoitihate: .
L. Aint. She loves hiih, ’tis plain < Come, Party,
don’t cfy'; ‘I witld not wi!!inglz’;&o any thing to make
you uneafy,—Have Zou feen Mifs Sycamore yeei—I'
fuppofé 'you Rnow fRé and I are going to be martied. *
“Patly. Sonl'heai-, my l&j)r'd'." ~—+- Heaven make you
Bothhappy? ' = i i oo T
L. fim. Thaqk you,»,l'fatt;/; I hope we fhall be

Paryy, 'Upon iy knees, upon my krees 1 pray it
myagt‘ry eartlily blifs atté tf u! mayyour da?ys zmvé'
4n'aninterrapted courfe 6f délightful tranquility ; and
your mutual friendfhip, confidence and love, end but
with your lives! . .

- L. #im. Rife, Patty, rife; fay no more—I ﬁ:vp dfe
youll wait upord Mifs Sycamott’ befote {gu 0 a J;—_
at prefent I have a litt]é bufinefs—xvAs [ faid Patty,
don’t W@ yourfelf: I have been fomewhat hatty with
regard to the farmer; bat fince 1 fee how deeply you
are'interefted in ‘his affairs, I may pofibly alter my
defigns with regard to him——You know— You know,
Patty, your marriage with him'is no cqncern df mine={
only'fpe:ffk-*——-_‘,, ' -'..‘," 4 R
S . ,'.-;;A_-k'«li,...,:-»-A,.x. 3
My pafion invitin Ladnpl o diemtles " i

);"’1:' endeavonr to blde itf bt g‘nﬂ;l,u it @ppear & -
Enraptur'd 1 gaze; abend thich ber I t}em\;?e:
. And fpeak 1o and hear ket, with falt'ring and fear: ;
- By bow many cruel ideas tormomted ! - - i
My bood’s in a feremunt § it.freenes; it burks ; »
Tis moment I wufh; what.the next s repertoed i : -
- Whike love, rage, andjeddouty; vackmé by twins. 1

- : . s ng.NE R m! : ;..3 i W \' ‘

Parry, Grrgs, . *,

Giler, Mifs Pat—Odd rabit it, I thowght his honout
was here ; and I with I may die if myt heart dil not
Jwop into. my mouthesCétne, come .down in all. hafte;
there’s fuch rig below as you never knew.in.your bow

daye.. Party.
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“ Paty. Rig! 4

¢ Giles. Ay, and fun "—There’s as good as forty of
the tenants, men and maidens, have got upon the lawn
Yefore the caftle, with pipers and garlands ; jof for all
the world as tho’f it was May-day ; and the quality’s
looking at them out of the windows—"T'is as true as any
thing ; on account of my lerd’s coming home with his
new lady—¢¢ Look here, I have brought a ftring of
“¢ flowers along with me.” .

Patty. Well, and what then ¢ .

Giles. Why I vas thinking, if fo be as you would
come down, as we might take a dance together : little
Sal, farmer Harrow’s daughter, of the Green, would
fain have had me for a partner ; but I faid as how I'd go
for one I liked better, one that I'd make a partner for
life.

Patty. Did you fay fo?

Giles. Yes, and fhe was ftruck all of a heap——the
had not a word to throw to a dog—for Sal and I kept-
company once for a little bit

Patty. Farmer, I am going to fay fomething to you,
and I defire you will liften to it attentively. It feems you
-think of our being married together. .

Giles. Think, why I think of nothing elfe; it’s all
over the place mun, as how you are to be my fpoufe;
and you would net believe what game folks make of
me.

Party. Shall{ talk to you like a friend, farmer——
You and I were never defigned for one another; and [
am morally certain we fhould net be happy-

" Giles. Oh! as for that matter, I never has no words
with nobody. _ ‘

. Party.. Shall I fpeak plainer to you then—I don’t like
you.

. Giles. No!

Parzy. On the contrary, you ate difagreeable to me—

Giles. Am I ) )

Patty. Yes, of all things: I deal with you fincerely.

Giles. Why, I thought, Mifs Pat, the affair between
you and I was all fix’d and fettled. .

Pasrty. Well, let this undeceive yous-Be affured we
fhall never be man and wife. No offer fhall perfuade,

. na

‘ D .
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no command force m¢.—You know my mind, snasc jour
advantage of it.

A1 R

1 Was 1 fure a life to lead,
- Wretched as the vileft flave,
Ewery hardfbip awould I brave ;
:Rudeft toil, fevereft need ;
Ere yield my hand fo coolly,
To the man who never truly,
Could my heart in keeping have.

Wealth with others fuccefs will infure you,
Where your wit and your perfon may pleafe.;
T ake to them your love, I conjureyou, -
' dAndin mercy fet me at eafe.

SCENE 1IV.

.

Gi1vLEs,

Here’s a turn ; I don’t know what to make of it : fhe’s

one mad, that’s fer fartin; wit and learning have
crack’d her brain—— Poor foul, poor foul——1It 1s often
the cafe of thofe who have too much of them.—Lord,
Lord, how forry I be—But hold, fhe fays I baint to
her mind—mayn’t all this be the effe® of modith coy-
nefs, to do like the gentlewomen, becaufe fhe was bred
among them ? And I have heard fay, they will be upon
their vixen tricks, till they go into the very church with
a man.—Icod there’s nothing more likelier ; for it is the
cry of one and all, that fhe’s the moral of a lady in
.every thing : and our farmer’s daughters, for the matter
of that, tho’f they have nothing to boaft of but a fcrap
of red ribbon about their hats, will have as many tirn-
ings and windings as a hare, before one can lay a faft
hold of them.—There can no harm come of fpeaking
with mafter Fairfield, however.—Odd rabbit it, how
plaguy tart the was—I am half vext with myfelf now
shat I let her go off fo.

A I R
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When a maid, in way of marriage,
Firft is-courted by a man,
Let *un do the beft be can,

8be'’s fo fbame-fac’d in ber carriage, -

*Tis with plain the fuit’s began.

Tho'f maybap fhe likes bim mainly,
Still fhe foams it-tey and cold ;

Fearing to cm;f:_/} it plainly, - .

" Lef? the folks fhould think her boldv

But the parfon comes in fight,
Giwves the word to bill and coo 3 -
*Tis a different flory quite,
And fe quickly buckles taa. -

SCENE. V.-

Cbanges to a view of Lord A1MwORTN's boufe, and sm~
provements ; a feat under a‘tree, and part of the gardem
awall, with a,Chinefe pavillion over it ; /}C;eml country
people appear dancing, others looking ¢n 3 among whom
are, MERVIN, difguifed, RaLPH, FANNY, and a num-
ber of ‘gipfies. A;l‘er the ‘dancers go of; THEODOSIA®
and PATTY enter through a gate fuppofed to have a con-
nection with the principal building.

Theo. Well then, my dear Patty, -you will run away
from us: bat why in fuch a-hurry, I have a thoufand
things to fay to you ? - .

Patty. I fhall do myfelf the honour to pay my duty to
you fome other time, madam ; at prefent I really find
myfelf a little indifpofed. - .

Theo. Nay, I would by no means lay you under any
reftraint. - But methinks the entertainment we have juft
been taking part of, fhould have put you into better
fpirits : 1 am not in an over-merry mood myfelf, yet, I
wear, I could not look on the diverfion of thofe honeft
folks, without feeling a certain gaiete de caur.

Patty. Why, indeed, madam, it had one circumftance
attending it, which is often wanting to more polite
amufements ; that of feeming to give undiffembled fa-

tisfattion to thofe who were engaged in it.
' D2 Thes.
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The. Oh, infinite, infinite! to fee the chearful, .

healthy looking creatures, toil' with fuch a good will!
‘To me there were more genuine charms in their auk-
ward ftuniping and jumping about, their rude meafures,
and homefpun finery, than in all the drefs, fplendor, and
ftudied graces, of a birth-night ball-room. .

Patry, *Tis a very uncommon declaration to.be made
by a fine lady, madam : but certainly, however the artfub
delicacies of high life may dazzle and furprize, natere
has sa.rticular attraftions, even in a cottage, her moft
wnadorned ftate, which feldom fails te affeét us, tho’ we
<an fcaree give a reafon forit,

Tkea. But you know, Patty, I was always a diftrated
admirer pf the country ; no damf{e¥ inn romance was ever
fonder of groves and-purling ftreams : had I been born
in the days of Arcadia, wi;l% my prefent propenfity, in-
flead of being a fine lady, as you call me, I fhould cer-
tainly have kept-a flock of fheep.

Parzy. Well, madam, you have the fages, péets and
philofophers, of all ages, to countenance your way of

thinking. . ,

Theo. And you, my litele philofphical frignd, don’t
you think me:in the right too? . :

Pgrty. Yes indeed, madam, perfeitly..

A I Ro

Truft ms, would you safie true pleafura,

Without mixture, awithout meafure,

No avhere fhall you find the treafure
Sure as in.the fylvan feene:

- Blept, ko, no falfe glare requiring,

Nature's rural fweets admiring,
Can, from groffer /'qy: retiring,
Seek tfe mple and ferene.
SCENE VL
THEODOSIA, MERVIN, FANNY.

Mer. Yonder fhe is feated ; and, to my wifth, mofk
fortunately alone. Accoft her as I defired..
Fea, Heigh !

.F QAR
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Fanny. Heaven blefs you, my fweet lady—————blefs
your honour’s beautiful ‘vifage, and fend you a good
hufband, 2nd a great many of them. - o

Theo. A very comfortable with upon my word : who
are you, child? : .

Fanny. A poor gipfey,.an’ pleafe you, that goes about
begging from charitable gentlemen and ladies—If yau
have ere a coal or ‘bit of whiting in your pocket, T'll
write you the firft letter of your {weetheart’s name ; how
many hufbands you will have ; and how many children,
my lady : or, if you'll let me look at your- line of life,
I'il tell you whether it will be long or fhort, happy or -
miferable. '

Tbep. Oh! as for that, I know it already—you can-
not tell me any good fortune, and thercfore I'Ul hear
uone. Go about your bufinefs. '

Mer. Stay, madam, fay, [Pretending to lift a paper ©
Jrom the ground] you have dropt fomething—Fan, call
the young gentlewoman back.

Fanny. Lady, you have loft- ,

Theo. Pho, pho,'I have loft nothing. ™ , )

Mer. Yes, that paper, lady; you dropt it as'you got-
up from the chair;‘;—l? an; give it to her honour. =~

Theo. A letter with my-addrels | —[Takes the paper and -
reads] ¢« Dear Theodofia-> Though the fight of me was
“ fo difagreeable to you,” that you charged me never to
‘“ approach you more, I hope my hand-writing can have
‘ nothing to friighten or.difguft you. I am not far off;
‘“and the perfon who delivers you this, can give you *
#¢ intelligence,”——Come hither, child ; do you know =
any thing of the gentleman that wrote this ?

Fanny. My lady . - .

- Tbeo. Make hafte, run this moment, bring me to him, -
bring him to me ; fay I wait with impatience ; tell him +
Iwill go, fly any where —m—— . : .

Mer. My-life, my charmer ! L

Theo. Oh, -Heavens !——-Mr. - Mervin ! -

D3 SCEN,E
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| SCENE VI

Tueoposia, Mervin, Stk Harry, Lapy Svca~
MORE, Fanxy, GiPsiEs.

Ea, Syc. Sir Harry, don’t walk fo faft, we are not:
running for a wager. :

8ir Har. Hough, hough, hough« ‘ \

La. Syc. Hey day, you have got a cough ; I thall-have

you laid upon my hands prefently. :

Sir Har. No, no, my lady, it’s only the old affair.

La. Syc. Come here, and let me tve this handkerchief
about your neck ; you have put yourfelf into a muck-
fweat already. [Ties a handkorehief about his neck.] Have

ou taken your Bardana this morning ? I warrant you .
. know now, though yoy have been complaining of
“€witches two or three times 5 and youw know the gouty
feafon is coming on. Why will you be fo negleétful of”
your health, Sir Harry ? F proteft I am forced to watch-
;¥ou like an infant. - !
. 8ir Har. My lovey takes care of me, and I am obliged:
0. her. : :

La. Sye. Well, but you ought to mind me then, fince:
you'are fatisfied I never fpeak but for your good.—I
‘thought, Mifs Sycamore, you were to have followed
your papa and me into the garden—How far did yeu
go with that wench ?

" Thes. They are gipfies, madam, they fay. Indeed I
don’t know what they are.

La. 8yc. I with, mifs, you would learn to-give a ra-’
tional anfwer. .

Sir Har. Eh ! what’s that ? gipfies! Have we gipfies
Rere ! Vagrants, that pretend to-a knowledge of future
events ; diviners, fortune-tellers ? : :

Fanny. Yes, your worfhip, we’ll tell your fortune, or
Rer ladythip’s, acrum of bread, or a little broken
viQuals : what Kou throw to your dogs, 3n.pleafe yau.

Sir Har. Broken vi€tuals, huffey ! How do you think"
we fhould have broken victuals }-—If we are at home,,
indeed, perhaps you might get fome fuch thing from the

"3 but here we'are only on a vifit to a friend’s houfe,
aud have nothing to do with the kitchen at all.

La.
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Lz Sye. And.do you think, Sir Harry, it is neceffary:
to give the creature an account.

Sir Har.. No, love, no; but what can you fay to ob-
ftinate people ?=——Get you gone, bold face—1I once
kdew a merchant’s wife in the city, my lady, who had

- her fortune told by fome of thofe gipfies. They faid
fhe thould die at fuch a time ; and I warrant, as fure as
the day came, the poor gentlewoman attually died with
‘the conceit. Come, Dofly, your mama and I are
going - to take a walk - My lady, will you have
hold of my arm?

" La Sye. No, Sir Harry, I choofe to go by myfelf.

Mer. Now, love, affit me——{Furning w the gipfies.}:

Follow, and take all your cues from me - Nay, but
ood lady and gentleman, you won’t go without remeng-
ring the poor gipfies..

Sir Har. Hey! here iy all the gang after us.

Gip. Pray, yeur noble honour.

La. Syc. Come back into the garden ; we fhall be co-
vered with vermin.. i :

Gip. Out of the bowels of your commiferation.

La. Syc 'They prefs upon us more and more ; yet
that girl has no mind ta leave them : I fhall fwoon
away. - :

S!r Har. Don’t be frighten’d, my lady ; let me ad-
vance.. :

A I R,

You wile pack of vagabondsi, what do ye mean ®
Pl manl you, rafcallions,
. Ye tatter-demallions—
If one of them comes within reach of my cane.

Such curfed affurance, .
*Tis paft all endarance.
Nay, nay, pray come away:
They're lyars and thieves,
TbA"d bel that believes
eir foolifl; predictions,
will ﬁfn‘d t/mfz but filtions,
A bubble that always deceiwves. 4

SCENE
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.SCENE VIL-
MERVEN, Tazer{osm; Fanny, Grpesies.

Fanny, Oh! mercy, dear—The gentleman is fo bold, -
>tis well if he dees met bring. .us into trouble. Who
knows but this-may be a juftice of peace ! and fee, he’s
following them into thé gardéen!: = -

12 Gip. Well, ’is all your feeking, Fan.- - -

Fanny. We fhall have warrants to take ussap, I'llbe-
hang’d elfe. “We ‘had better'run away, the fervants will -
come out with fticks to lick us. _ * ‘

Mer: Curfed ill fortune—[ Here Mervin returns ~with
gipfies]—She’s gone, -and, perhaps, I fhall not have
another opportunity—And you, ye blundering block-
head, I won’t give you'a halfpenny —~— Why did you "
not clap,too the garden door, when I called to you, be--
fore the young lady got in ? The key was on :the out-
fide, which would have given me~fome time for an ex-
planation. T T

2d Gip. -An ]‘)leafe your honour I was dubus.

Mer. Dubus! plague choak ye. However, it is
fome fatisfaGion that I have been able to let her fee me,
and know where I am- [Turning to the gipfies, who go of.]
——Go, get you gone, all of you, about your bufinefs.

‘Fheo. Difappeared, fled ! [Theodofia appears in the pa-
wilion] — Oh, how unlucky this is !—Could he not have
patience to wait a moment-? - . -

Mer. I know not what to relolve on. -

Theo. Hem ! - . -a

Mer. Ill go back to the garden-door. .

Theo. Mr. Mervin !

Mer. What do I fee!——"Tis fhe, ’tis (ke herfelf t—"
Oh, Theodofia !=——=5Shall I -climb the wall and come

" “uptoyou?

Theo. No ; fpeak foftly : Sir Harry and my Lady fit:
below at the end of the walk—How much am I obligedto
you for taking this trouble. '

Mer. When their happinefs is at ftake, what is it men-
will not attempt ? - Say but you love me. .

Theo. What proof would you have me give you ?—I
know but of one : :if ;you pleafe I am willing to go off
with you. ‘

Mer,
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M:r. Are you !—Would to Heaven I had brooght 2
carriage !
Theo. How did you come ?>—~Have you not horfes ?
Mer. Noj there’s another misfortune.——To avoid
fufpicion, there being but one little public-houfe in the
village, I difpatched my fervant with them, about am
hour ago, to wait for me at a town twelve miles diftant,
whither 1 pretended to go ; but alighting a mile off,
equipt myfelf, and came back as you fee : neither can
we, nearer than this town, get a poft-chaife.
" Theo. You fay you have made a confidant of the mit-
ler’s fon :==return. to your place of rendezvous : ———
my father has been afked this moment, by Lord Aim-
worth, who is in the garden, to take a walk with him.
“down to the mill : they will go before dinner; and it
fhall be hard if I cannot contrive to be one of the com-

any. ,
d Mer. And what then A
Theo. Why, in the mean time, yor may devife fome
methdd to carry me from hence : and I’ll take care you
.fhall have an pip""““i‘lr"f communicating it to me.

Mer, Well, but dear Theodofia
_ A IR _
Theo,  Hift, biff! I bear my mother ¢all
Pr'ythee be gone ;

Well meet anon ¢ »
Catch this, and thig—————
v Blow me a kifs,
In pledge promis’d truth, that’s all.
Fareaell l—and yet a moment fiay 3
- Something befide I had to fay :——

Well, *tis forgot 5
No matter awhat
Love grant us grace ;
The mill’s the place :

Sbe calls again, I muft aray.

SCENE
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 SGENE IX. .,
Mervin, Fanny.,

Fan. Pleafe your honour, .you were fo kind as to fay’

u would remember my fellow-travellérs for their trou-
ble : and they think I have gotten the money. )

Mer. Oh, here; give them: this—[Gives ber money.] .
And for you, my dear little pilot, you have brought me -
fo cleverly through my bufinefs, that I muft

Fan. Oh, Lard !—your honour—[Mervin kiffes ber]

" Pray don’t: kifs me again. ' o

Mer. Again, and again. There’s a thought come-
into my head.—Theodofia will certainly have no ob--
je€tion to putting on the drefs of a fifter of mine.—So, .
and fo-only, we may efcape to-night.—This girl, fora.
little money, will provide us with neceflaries,—

Fan. Dear .gracious! I warrant you, now, I am as-
red as my petticoat: why would you royfter and touzle"
one fo ?—If Ralph was.to.fee you, he’d- be "as jealous
as:the vengeance. . s o o

Mer.. Hang Ralph ! Never mind him.—There’s a gui--
nea for thee. . - :

Fan. What, a:golden guinea P ..

Mer. Yes ; and if thou art é good girl, and do as I*
defire thee, thou fhalt have twenty.. . ‘

Fan. Ay, but not all gold.

Mer. As good as that 1s. )

Fan. Shall I though, if I does-as you bids me ? -

Mer. You fhall. CoT i .

Fan. Preciqus heart ! He’s a fweet gentleman !—Icod-:
T have a great mind—— ' o

Mer. What art thou thinking about ? .

Fan, Thinking, .your honour >—Ha, ha, ha!l

Mer. Indeed,. fo merry. S

Fan. I don’t know what I am thinking about,. not I---
Ha, ha, ha!—Twenty guineas !’ '

Mer. 1 tell thee thou fhalt have them..

Fan. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Mer. By Heaven I am ferious.

Fan. Ha, ha, ha !=—Why then I'll do whatever your-
bonour pleafes. . "

Mer.




A COMIC OPERA. g5
“Mer. Stay here alittle, to fee that all keeps quiet:

-yow’ll find me prefently at the mill, where we’ll talk
farther. j :

A I R,

25, "tis decreed, thou maid divine!
Tinuft, Iawill pofjefs thee :
€0b; awhar A:light within my arms to prefs thee
To kits. and call thee mine !
~Let me 'his only blifs enjoy ;
T hat ne'er can waffe, that ne'er can clay :
Al other pleafures I refign.

Why fbould awe dally 5
Stand fhill fhally :
Let fortune fmile or frowwn ?
Lowe awill attend us ;
Love aill befriend us ;
And all our wifbes crown. '

¢

SCENE X.
Fanny, RavrLrpramu

Fan. What a dear kind foul he is—Here comes
'Ralph—1 can tell him, unlefs he makes me his lawful
-wife, as he has often faid he would, the devil 2 word
-more fhall he {peak to me.

Ralph. So, Fan, where’s the gentleman ? .

Fan. How should 1 know where he is; what do you
.afkk me for?

Ralph. There’s no harm in patting a civil queftion,
‘be there ? Why you look as crofs and ill-natured ———

Fan. Well, mayhap 1 do—and mayhap I have where-
‘withal for it. :

Ralph. Why, has the gentleman offered any thing un-
civil ? Ecod, I’d try a bout as foon as look at him.

Fan. He offer—no—he’s a gentleman every inch of
‘him : byt you are fenfible, Ralph, you have been pro-
.mifing me, a great while, this, and that, and tother.;
and, when all comes to all, Idon’t fee but you are like
:the reft.of them.

Ralph.
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Ralph. Why, what is it I have promifed ?

3 Fan. To marry me in the church, you have 2 hundred
trmes, ' .

Ralph. Well, and mayhap I will, if you’ll have pa-

tience. ’ , :

Far. Patience, me no patience ; you may do it now

if you pleafe. : ' )

Ralph. Well, but fuppofe 1 don’t pleafe ? I tell you,

Fan, yeu’re a fool, and want to quarrel with your bread
and butter ; I have had anger enow from feyther already
upon your account, and you want me to come by more.
As I faid, if you have patience, mayhap things may fall
_ out, and mayhap not.

Fan. With all my heart, then ; and now I know your
mind, you may go hang yourfelf.

Ralph Ay, ay.

Fan. Yes, you may—who cares for you 2
hRal;:b. Well, and who cares for you, an you go to
that ? ' .

Fan. A menial feller— Go mind your mill and your
drl;dgery ; I don’t think you worthy to wipe my fhoes
—feller. : X

- Ralph. Nay, but Fan, keep a civil tongue in your
head : odds flefh! I would fain know what fly bites all
of a fudden now.

Fax. Marry come up; the beft gentlemen’s fons in’
the country have made me proffers; and if one is a
mifs, be a mifs to a gentleman, I fay, that will give one
fine cloaths, and take one to fee the fhow, and put mo-
ney in one’s pocket. , :

Ralph. Whu, whu— (hits bim a flap) What’s that for ?

Far. What do you whiitle for, then ¢ Do you think
Iam a dog? ' ’

- Ralph. %ﬂever from me, Fan, if I have not a mind to
give you, with this fwitch in my hand here, as good a
Iacing- .

Fan. Touch me, if you dare: touch me, and I’ll
fwear my life againft you.

Ralph. A murrain ! with her damn’d little fift as hard
as the could draw.

Fan. Well, it’s good enough for you; I'm not ne-
ceflitated to take up with the impudence of fuch al!owd-

. ive
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lived monkey as you are.—— A gentleman’s my friend,
and I can have twenty guineas in my hand, all as good
as this is,

Ralph. Belike from this Londoner, eh ?

Fan. Yes, from him—fo you may take your promife
of marriage ; I don’t value it that—(pits) ang if you
Ipeak to me, I'll flap your chops again.

A I R

Lord, fir, you feem mighty uneafy ; s
But I the refufal can i;ar :
I warrant I fhall not run crazy,
Nor die in a fit of defpair.
If fo you fuppofe, you're miftaken ;
or, fir, /’or to let you to know,
DL'm not fuch a maiden forfaken,
But I bave two firings-to my bow.

SCENE XI

Rarvpu,

Indeed ! Now I’ll be judg’d by any foul living in the
world, if ever there was a viler piece of treachery than
this here ; there is no fuch a thing as a true friend upon
the face of the globe, and fo I'have faid a hundred
times! A couple of bafe deceitful ——after all my love
. and kindnefs thewn. Well, I'Il be revenged ; fee an I

"Nt~ Marfter Marvint, that’s his name, an he do
not tham it : he has come here and difguifed unfelf;
Wwhereof ’tis contrary to law fo todo : beitdes, Ido partly
know why he did it; and Il fith out the whole conju-
ration, and go up to the caftle and tell every, fyllable ;
3 fhan’t carry a wench from me, were he tweaty times
the mon he is, and twenty times to that again; and
moreover than fo, the firft time I meet un, U’ll knock un
down, tho’f *twas before my lord himfelf ; and he may
t2piasme for it afterwards an he wull,

B , AILR,
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A TR

As they count me fuch.a ninwy,
So {o et tl)em/r'ule the :ofg 5.
Ll bet any one a-guinea '

- Thay hawe feor’d awithout their haft.
But if I don't fhews them in lien of it,
A trick that’s fairly aorth two of it,

Then let me paft for & fool and an afs.

To be fure yon fly cajoler
T hought the work as good as done,
When be found the litrle firoller
Was fo eafy to be won.
But if I don’t flews him in lieu of it,
A trick that’s fairly aworth two of it,
Then let me pafs for a fool or an afs.

SCENE XIL

Changes to a room in the Mill ; tawo Chairs, with a Table
and a Tankard of Beer.

FairrFrerpo, Gires,

‘Fairf. In fhort, farmer, I.don’t know what to fay to
thee. I have fpoken to her all I can ; but I think chil-
dren were born to pull thé grey hairs of their parents to
the graVe*with forrow.

Giles. Nay, mafter Fairfield, don’t take on about it
belike Mifs Pat has another love ; and if fo, in Heaven’s
name be’t : what's'one man’s meat, as the fayingis, is
another man’s poifon ; and, tho’f fome might find me
well enough to their fancy, fét in cafe I don’t fuit her’s,
why there’s no harm done. S

Fairf. Well but, neighbour, I'have put that to her ;
and the ftory is, fhe has no inclination to marry any
one ; all fhe defires, is, to ftay at home and take .care
of me. : ,

Giles. Mafter Fairfield=——here’s jowards your good
health.,

.-

Giles.
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Fairf. Thank thee, friend Giles—and here’s towards
thine.—I promife thee, had things gone as we pro-
pofed, thou fhould’ft have had one half of what I was
worth, to the uttermoft farthing.

Giles. Why to be fure, Mafter Fairfield, I am not the-

lefs obligated to your good-will ; but, as to-that matter,.

had I married, it fhould not have been for the lucre of
gain ; but if I do like a girl, do you fee, I dolike her ;
ay, and I’ll take her, faving refpe&, if fhe had not a.
fecond petticoat. o

Fairf. Well faid ——where love is, with a little in-
duftry, what have a young couple to be afraid of ¥ Ard,.
by the Lord Harry, for all that’s pait, I cannot help
thinking we fhall bring our matters to bear yet— Young
women, you know, friend Giles-—m— ‘

Giless Why, that’s what I have been thinking with:
.myfelf, Madler Fairfield. ’

Fairf. Come, then, mend thy draught.—Duce take-
me if i let it drop fo—But, in any.cafe, don’t-you-go -
. to make yourfelf unealy. = .

Giles, Uneafy, Mafter Fairfield’; what good would’
i]m d:?»-nFor farten, feeing how things were, I Ihoulc}_ .

ave been very glad they had gone accordingly :. but if:
.they change, ’n& ro fault of mgme, you know.y ;

A I: R. = -

Zooks ! why fhould 1 fit dowwn and gri?wc 2
No caft fo hard, there mayn’t be bad.

Some med’cine to relieve.

Here's abat maflers all difaflers :
With a cup of nut-brown beer, )
Tbus my drogping thoughts I cheer .

If one pretty damﬁuffail me,
From another I may find
Return more kind ;

- What a murrain then fhould ail me !X

All girls are not of a mind.

He's a child that whimpers for a toy 5 -
So bére’s to thee, boneft boy. '

E 2 SCENE
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SCENE XIIL v

Farrrierp, Lorp ArmworTH,

Fairf. O the goodnefs, his lordfhip’s honour—you
are come into a litter’d place, my noble fir—the arm-
chair will it pleafe your honour to repofe you on
this, till a betterm————— .

L. dim. Thank you, miller, there’s no occafion for
e¢ither.——————J only want to {peak a few words to you,
.and have company waiting for me without.

Fairf. Without won’t their honours favour my
poor hovel fo far ’ )

L. dim. No, miller, let them ftay where they are.—I
find you are about marrying your daughter—1I Know the
great regard my mother had for her ; and am f{atisfied,
that nothing. but her fudden death could have prevented
her leaving her a handfome provifion.

Faiyf. Dear, my lord, your noble mother, you; and
all your f(';.mi]y, have heaped favours on favours on gy

r child. ' ’ ’ .
poz Aim. Whatever has been done for her the has fully
merited

.fai;f. Why, to be fure, my lord, fhe is a very good

irl,

L. 4im. Poor old man—but thofe are tears of fatis-
fa&tion. Here, Mafter Fairfield, to bring matters
to a fhort conclufion, here is a bill of a thoufand pounds.
: Portion your daughter with what you think con-
venient of it.

Fairf. A thoufand pound, my lord! Pray excufe me;
excufe me, worthy fir ; too much has been done already,
~ and we have no pretenfions o

* L. 4im. 1infift upon your taking it.e————Put it up,
and fay no more. . :

dFairf. Well, my lord, if it muft be fo: but indeed,
indeed . }

L Aim. In this Lonly fulfil what I am fatisfied would
pleafe my mother. As to myfelf, I fhall take upon me
all the expences of Patty’s wedding, and have already
given orders about it. ' .

Fairf.
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Fairf. Alas, fir, you are too good, too generous;
but I fear we fhalt not be able to profit of your kind in-
;entieqe, unlefs you wilt condefcend to fpeak a little to .

atty.’ .

L. 4im. How fpeak! -

Fairf. Why, my lord, T thought we had pretty well"
erdered all things concerning this marriage ; but all on
a fudden the girl has taken 1t into her head not to have -
the farmer, and declares fhe will never marry at al].—
But I know, my lord, the’l pay great refpe&t to amy -
thing you fay ; and if you'Hl but lay your commands on -
her to marry him, P’m fure fhe’ll do i,

L. Aim. Who, I lay my commands on her ?

Fairf. Yes, pray, my lord, do; I’ll fend her in to-

you.

“ L. dim. Mafter Fairfield! [Fairfield goes out and -
“ returns.]—What can be the meaning of this ?---Re-
“ fufe to marry-the farmer !---How, wiy ?---My heart
* is thrown ih at agitation ; while every ftep I take, .
"“ ferves but to lead me into new perplexities.

« Fairf, She’s toming, my lord; I faid you were
 here ;> and I humbly %eg you will tell her, you infift-
epon the match dgoing forward ; tell her, you infift upon
it,_ my lord, and fpeak a little angrily to her.

SCENE XIV.
Lord A: M“;'ouﬂ, PartY..

L. Aim. 1 came hither, Patty, in confequencg of gyr -
converfation this morning, to render your change of
ftate as agreeable and happy as L could: but your fa-
ther tells me, you have fallen out with the farmer ;
has any thing happened, fince I faw you laft, cto alter
Jyour good opinion of him? - - :
~ Party. No, my bord, I am in the fame opinign with
regard to the farmer now asI always was. .

L. 4im. | shoughs, Patry,- you loved him, you told
me

"Patty. M&llord! . o .

L. dim. Well, no matter—Jt feems { have heen mil- -
taken in that particular=

' E

Poflibly your. affettions are -
3 engaged .
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enﬁ:ged elfewhere: let me but know the man that can
make you happy, and I {fwear——m——

Patty. Indeed, my lord, you take too much trouble
upon my account. )

L. dim. Perhaps, Patty, you love fomebody fo much
beneath you, you are afhamed to.own it; but your
efteem confers a value wherefoever it is placed. I was
too harth with you this morning: our inclinations are
not in our own power ; they mafter the wifeft of us.

Patty. Pray, pray my lord, talk not to me in this
ftile: confider me as one deftined by birth and fortune
to the meaneft condition and offices ; who has unhappily
been apt to imbibe fentiments contrary to them! Let me
conquer a heart, where pride and vanity have ufurped
an improper rule; and learn to know myfelf, of whom
I have been too long ignorant. - :

L. Aim. Perhaps, Patty, you love fome one fo much
. above you, you are afraid to own it If fo, be his

rank what it will, he is to be envied: for the love of a
woman of virtue, beauty, and fentiment, does honour .
to a monarch. What means that downcaft look,
thofe tears, thofe blufhes? Dare you not confide in me?
—Do you think, Patty, you have a friend in the world
would fympathize with you more fincerely than I'?

Patty. What fhall I anfwer!—No, my lord, you have
ever treated me with a kindnefs, a generofity of which
none but minds like yours are capable: you have been
my inftru&or, my advifer, my prote&or: but, my lord,
you have béen too good : when our fuperiors forget the
diftance between us, we are fometimes led to forget it

“too: had you been lefs condefcending, perhaps I had
been happier.

L. Aim. And have I, Patty, have I made you un-
happy: I, who would facrifice my own felicity, to cure
your’s ? .

Patty. 1 beg, my lord, you will fuffer me to be gone:

- only believe me fenfible of all your favours, though un-
worthy of the finalleft.

L. Aim. How unwerthy!—You merit every thing ;
my refpet, my efteem, my friendthip, and my love!—
Yes, IP repeat, I avow it: your beauty, your modefty,

your underftanding, has made a conqueft of my hcim
: . ug
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—But what a world do we live in! that, while I own
this; while I own a paffion for you, founded on the
jufteft, the nobleft bafis, I muft at'the fame time con-
fefs, the fear of that world, its taunts, its reproaches—

Party. Ah, fir, think better of the creature you have
raifed, than to fuppofe I ever entertained a hope tend-
ing to your difhonour: would that be a return for the
favours I have received ? Would that be a grateful re-
verence for the memory of her Pity and pardon
the difturbance of a mind that fears to enquire too mi-
nutely into its own fenfations. I am unfortunate.
my lord, but not criminal.

L. 4im. Patty, we are both unfortunate: for my own
part, I know not what to fay to you, or what to propofe
to myfelf. ‘

Pat. Then, my lord, ’tis mine to a& as I ought:
yes while I am honoured with a place in your efteem,
imagine me not infenfible of fo high a diftintion; or
capable of lightly turning my thought towards another.

L Aim. How cruel is my fituation!——I.am " here,
Patty, to command you to marry the man who has given
you fo much uneafinefs. -

Pat. My lord, I am convinced it is for your credit
and my fafety, it fhould be fox I hope I have not fo
ill {:roﬁted by the leflons of your noble mother, but I
fhall be able to do my duty, wherever I am called to it:
this will be my firft fupport; time and reflettion will
complete the work.

A IR

Ceafe, ob ceafe, to overwbelm me,

With excefs };f bounty rare;
 -What am 1? What bave I? Tell me,

To deferve your meaneft care?

Gainff our fate in vain's refsftance,
Let me then no grief difclofe ;

But refign’d at humble diffauce,
Offer wows for sour repofe.

SCENE
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S SCENE XV.

‘Lord AimworTH, PaTTY, Sir HaARRY Sycamore,
Tueobosia, GILEs.

Sir Har. No juftice of peace, no bailiffs, no head-be-
rough! ‘
L. Aim. What’s the matter, Sir Harry ?

Sir Har. The matter, my lord—While I was exa-
mining the conftru&tion of the mill without, for I have
fome {mall notion of mechanics, Mifs Sycamore had like
" to have been run away with by a gipfey man. :

_ Theo. Dear papa, how can you talk fo ? Did not I tell
‘you it was at my own defire the poor fellow went to fhew
me the canal. ‘

Sir Har. Hold your tongue, mifs. I don’t know any
bufinefs you had to let him come near you at all: we
have ftayed fo long too ; your mama gave us but half an
hour, and fhe’ll %e frightened aut of her wits—fhe'll
think fome accident has happened to me. :

L. Aim. I’ll wait upen you when you pleafe.

Sir Har. O! but my lord, here’s a poor fellow ; it
{eems his miftrefs has conceived fome difguft againft him :
pray has her father fpoke to you to interpofe your autho-
1ity in his behalf? ' ’

Giles. If his lordthip’s honéur would be fo kind, I
would acknowledge the favour as far as in me lay.

Sir Her. Let me {peak— [Takes Eord Aimworth afide]
a word or two in your lordfhip’s ear.

Theo. Well, I J; like this gipfey fcheme prodigioufly,
if we can but purt it into execution as happily as we
have contrived it—[bere Patty enters] So, my dear Patty,
you fee I am come to return yous vifit very foon ; but
this is only a call en paffant—will yoy be at home after
digner? | o »

Patty. Certainly, madam, whenever you condefcend
to honour me fo far : hut it is what f cannot expect.

Theo. O fye, why not

Giles. Your fervant, Mifs Patty. - °

Patty. Farmer, your fervant.

- 8ir Har. Here, you goodman delver, I have done
your bufinefs ; my lord has fpoke, and your fortune’s

made
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made : a thoufand Pounds at prefent, and better things
tocome ; his lordfhip fays he will be your friend.
Giles. 1 do hope, then, Mifs Pat, will make all up.
$ir Har. Mifs Pat, make up; ftand out of the way,
Ul make it up.

The quarrels of lovess, adds me! they're a jeft 5
Come hither, ye blockbead, come bither ;
So now let us leave them together.

L. Aim. Fareawell, then!

Patty. For ever ! :

Giles. I vow and protefty
*Tawas kind of bis bonour, - .
To gain thus upon ber ;

We're fo much bebolden it can’t be onpreft .
Theo, I feel fomething bere,

"Tavixt boping and fear :
Hafle, hafte, friendly night,
. o fhelter our flight =— - :
?;“:‘;.m } A thoufund diftra&ions are rending my breaft.
atty.  Ob mer '
Giles, 2" Ob dear !
Sir Har. Why mifs,willyou mind whenyou’rs fpoke to,or notP
) Muft I fland in waiting, you're fpoketo
While you're bere a prating P
L. Aim.

Theo. }May ev’ry felicity fall to your lot.
Giles,  8he curtfies I—-Look there,
v What a fbape, what an air 1—- g
All, How bappy ! bhow wretched ! how tir'd am I!
Your Ivrdjx}a':‘ahdimt; Jaur fervant ; good bye.
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ACT IIl. SCENE L
The Portico to Lorp A1mMwoRrTH’s Houfe.

Enter Lorp AiMmworTH, Sir Harry, Lapy Syca-
t T " MORB. -

La. Syc. A Wretch! a wile, inconfiderate wretch! com-
ing of fuch a race as mine ; and having an
example like me before her! A :

L. 4im. I bag, madam, you will not difquiet your-
felf: you are told here, that a gentleman lately arrived
from London has been about the place to-day; that he
has difguifed himfelf like a gipfey, came hither, and had
fome converfation with your dauﬁhter 3 you are even
told, that there is a -defign formed for their going off
:ﬁgether 3 but poflibly there may be fome miftake in all

is

Sir Har. Ay, but, my lord, the lad tells us. the gen-
tleman’s name: we have feen the gipfies ; and we know
the has had a hankering Ce

La. Syc. Sir Harry, my dear, why will you put in
your word, when - you hear others. {peaking—I proteft,
my lord, ’'m in fuch cesfufion, I know not what to fay :
I can hardly fupport myfelf, ——

L. Aim. This gentleman, it feems, is at a kttle inn
at the bottom of the hill,

Sir Har. I with it was poflible ta have a file of maf-
queteers, my lord ; I could head them myfelf, being in
the militia : and we would go and feiz= him direttly.

L. dim.- Softly, my dean fir; let us proceed with a
little lefs violence in this matter, I befeech you. We
fhould firft fee the young lady——Where is Mifs Syca-
more, madam ?

La. Syc. Really, my lord, I don’t know ; I faw her
go into the garden about a quarter of an hour ago, from
our chamber window. '

Sir Har. Into the garden! }:erhaps fhe has got an
inkling.of our being informed of this affair, and 1s gone
to throw herfelf into the pond. Defpair, my lord, makes
girls do terrible things. *Twas but the Wednefdayfbe-

ore
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fore we left London, that I faw, taken out of Rofa-
mond’s pond, in Saint James’s Park, as likely a young
woman as ever you would defire to fet your eyes on, in
anew callimancoe petticoat, and a pair of iilver buckles
in her fhoes.

- L. Aim. I hope there is no danger of any fuch fatal
accident happening at prefent ; but you will oblige me,.
Sir Harry ? :

Sir Har. Surely, my lord

L. Aim. Will you commit the whole direction of this
affair to my pruderce ? .

Sir Har. My dear, you hear what his lordfhip fays.

La. Syc. Indeed, my lord, I am fo much atham’d, I
don’t know what to anfwer ; the fault of my daughter—

L. 4im. Don’t mention it, madam ; the fault has been
mine, who have lizen innocently the occafion of a young
lady’s tranfgrefling a point of duty and decorum, which,
otherwife, fhe would never have violated. But if you,
and Sir Harry, will walk in and repofe yourfelves, I hope
to fettle every thing to the genetal fatisfadtion.

La. §yc. Come in, Sir Harry, [Exit.

L. 4im. 1 am {ure, my good friend, had I'known that
I'was doing a violence to Mifs Sycamore’s inclinations,
in the'happinefs:I propofed to myfelf:

Sir Har. My lord, ’tis all a cafe——My grandfather,
by the mother’s/fide, was a very fenfible man---he was
ele@ted knight of the fhire:in five fucceflive parliaments ;
and died high.fheriff of his county---a man of fine:parts,
fine talents, and one of the moft curiofeft decker of horfes
i all England (but that. he did only now and then for
his amufement) And he ufed to fav, my lord, that
the female {fex were good for riothing but to bring forth
«<hildren, and breed difturbance.

L. Aim. The ladies were. very little obliged to your
anceftor, - Sir-Hasry : but for :my part; I have a more
favourable opinion————

Sir Har. You are in the wrong, my. loid: with fub-
mifion, you are really in the wrong.

J



4 THE MAID OF THE MILL.

A I R
T [peak my mind, of woman kind, .

In one word tis 1his ;
By nature they’re defign’d,
To fay and do amifs.

Be they maids, be they wives,

Alike they plague onr lives :

Wanton, headftrong, cunning, wvain;
Born to cheat, and give men pain.

Their fiudy day and night,
Is mifchicf, their delight :
And if we fbould prevent,
At one door their intent;
They quickly turn about,
And find another out,

SCENE IIL
« Lord AiMwoRTH,” Enter FAIRFIELD, * RavLPH.”

¢¢ Ralph. Dear goodnefs, my lord, I doubts I have
¢¢ done fome wrong here ; I hope your honour will for-
s give me; to be fartin, if I had known

¢ L, dimi. You have done nothing but what’s very
¢¢ right, my lad ; don’t make yourfelf uneafy.”>—How
now, mafter Fairfield, what brings you here ?

Fairf. 1 am come, my lord, to thank you for your
bounty to me and my daughter this morning, and mof
humbly to intreat your lordfhip to receive it at our
hands again. :

L. Aim. Ay—why, what’s the matter ?

Fairf. 1 don’t know, my lord ;.it feems your gene-
rofity to my poor girl has been noifed about the neigh-
bourhood ; and fome evil minded people have.put it into
the young man’s head, that was to marry her, that you
would never have made her a prefent fo much above her
deferts and expeQations, if it had not been upon fome
naughty account : now, my lord, I am a poor man, "tis
toue, and a mean one; but I and my father, andhm)'

: father’s
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father’s father, have lived tenants upon your lordthip’s

efate, where we have always been known for honeft

men; and it fhall never be faid, that Fairfield, the
miller, became rich in his old days by-the wages of his
child’s fhame. :

lil,. Aim. What then, Mafter Fairfield, do you be-
eve -
Fairf. No, my lord, no, Heaven forbid : but when

I confider the fum, it is too much for us; ¢ it isindeed,

“ my lord,” and enough to make bad folks talk : be-

fides, my poor girl is greatly alter’d ; fhe us’d to be the
life of every place fhe came into ; but fince her being at
home, [ have feen nothing from her but fadnefs and
watry eyes. '

L. Aim. The farmer then refufes to marry Patty, not-
withftanding theis late reconciliation.

Fairf. Yes, my lord, he does indeed ; and has made
awicked noife, and ufed us in a very bafe manner: [
did not think farmer Giles would have been fo ready te
believe (uch a thing of us.

L. Aim. Well, Mafter Fairfield, I will not prefs on
you a donation, the rejection of which does you fo much
credit; you may take my word, however, that your
fears upon this occafion are entirely groundlefs : but this
is not enough, as I have been the means of lofing your
daughter one hufband, it is but juft I thould get her anc-
ther ; and, fince the farmer is fo fcrupulous, there is 2
young man in the houfe here, whom I have fome in-
fluence over, and I dare fay he will be lefs {queamith.

Fairf. To be fure, my lord. you have, in all honeft
ways, a right to difpofe of me and mine, as you think
proper. ' : ,

L. dim. Go then immediately, and bring Patty
hither ; I fhall not be eafy till I haye given you entire
fatisfattion, But, ftay and take a letter, which I am
fepping into my ftudy to write: I’ll order a chaife to
be got ready, that you may go back and forward with
greater expedition.

F A I R,
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A I R. ]
Let me_fly———bence tyrant fafbion,

- Teach to fervile minds your law 3
Curb in them each gen’rous paffion,
EV’ry motion keep in awe.

8ball I, in thy trammels going,
Quit the idol of my beart :
While it beats, alI/{Z’rfvent, glowing !
“With my life Dl fooner part.

SCENE I

Fanny following RaLea.

Fanny. Ralph, Ralph! -

Ralph. What do you-want with me, eh ? .

Fanny. Lord, I never knowed fuch a man as you are,
fince I com’d into the world ; a body can’t fpeak to you,
buat you falls ftrait ways into a paffion : I followed you
up from the houfe, only you run fo, there was no fuch
a thing as overtaking you, and I have been waiting there
at the back door ever fo long. )

Ralph, Well, and now you may go and wait at the
fore door, if you like it: but I forewarn you and your
gang not to keep lurking about our mill any longer;
for if you do, T’ll fend the conftable after you, and have
you every mother’s fkin clapt into the county gaol : you
are fuch a pack of thieves, one can’t hang fo muchasa
¥ag to dry for you : it was but the other day that a cou-

e of them came into our kitchen to beg a handful of
dirty flour to make them cakes, and before the wench
could turn about, they had whipped off three brafs can-
dlefticks, and a pog-lid.

Farny. Well, fure it-was not I. .

Ralph. Then you know that old rafcal, that you call
father ; the laft time I catch’d him laying fnares for the
hares, I told him I’d inform the game-keeper, and I'll
expofe all

Fanny. Ah, dear Ralph, don’t be angry with me.

Ralph. Yes I will be angry with you—what do you
come nigh me for *—You fhan’t touch me—There’s the

: fkirt
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kirt of my coat, and if you do but lay a finger on it,
my lord’s bailiffis here 1n the court, and I’ll call him
and give you to him.

L Fanny. If you’ll forgive me, I'll go dewn on my
nees.

Ralph. 1 tell you I won’t.—No, no, follow your gen-
tleman ; or go live upon your ald fare, crows and pole-
cats, and theep that die of the rot ; pick the dead fowl
off the dung-hills, and fquench your thirft at the next
ditch, ’tis the fitteft liquor to wath down f{uch dainties —'
fkulking about from barn to barn, and lying upon wet
firaw, on‘commons, and in green lanes—go and be whipt
from parith to parith, as you ufed to be.

Fanny. How can you talk fo unkind ?

Rulpb. Aund fec whether you will get what will kee
you as I did, by telling of fortunes, and coming witﬁ
pillows under your apron, among the young farmers
wives, to make believe you are a breeding, with *¢ the
Lord . Almighty blefs you, fweet miftrefs, you cannot
tell how foon it may be your own cafe.”  You know I
am acquainted with all your tricks—ind how you turn
up the white’s of your eyes, pretending you were ftruck
bfind by thunder and lightning.

Fanny, Pray don’t be angry, Ralph.

Ralph. Yes but I will tho’; fpread your cobwebs to
catch tlies, I am an old wafp, and don’t value them a
button, -

A IR,

When you meet a tender creature,

Neat in limb, and fair in feature,

Full of kindnefs and good nature,
Prove as kind again to fbe ;

Happy mortal! to poffefs her,

In your bofom, warm, and prefs ber,

Morning, noon, and night, carefs her,
And be fond, as fond can be.

But if one you meet that’s frow-ard,
Sauey, jilting, and untow-ard, -
Should you a& the whining coward,
*Tis to mend her ne'er the it
F 2 - Nothing’s
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Nothing’s tough enough to bind ber ;

Then agog, when once you fird b¥,

Let.ber go, and never mind ber ;
Heart alive, you're fairly quit,

SCENE 1V,

Fannwvy. ;

"~ ¢ Iwith I had a draught of water. I don’t know
¢ what’s come over me ; I have no more ftrength than
¢ a babe; a firaw would fling me down.””—He has a
heart as hard as any parith officer ; I don’t doubt now
but he would ftand by and fee me whipt himfelf; and
we fhall all be whipt, ahd all through my means
The devil run away with the gemtleman, and his twenty
guineas too, for leading me aftray : if I had known
Ralph would have taken it fo, 1 would have hanged my-
felf before I would have faid a word—but I thought he
had no more gall than a pigeon. '

A I R
O/ what a_fimpletor was 1,
To make my bed at fuch a rate! .
Now lay thee down, wain fool, and cryy .

Thy true love feeks anotber mate,

No tears, alack,
Will call bim back,
No tendér words bis beart allure ;
I could bite
My tongue, thro [pite——
Some plague bewitch’d me, that's for fure,

SCENE V.
Changes to a Room in the Miller’s Houfe.
Enter Grves, Jollowed by PaTTy and THEODOSIA,
“A I R.

"« Giles Women's tongues are like mill-clappers,
““ And from thence they learn the fnack,
 Of for ever founding clack.”’——
Giles.

o m——



A COMIC OPERA. 53

Giles. Why, what the plague’s the matter with yow
What do you fcold at mesfor ? I am fure I did not fay
an uncivil word, as I do know of : I’ll be judged by the.
young lady if I did. L »

Patty. *Tis very well, farmer ; all I defire is, that
you will leave the houfe : you fee my father is not at
home at prefent ; when he is, if you have any thing to
fay, you know where to come, . :

Giles. Enough faid, I don’t want to ftay in the houfe,
not I; and I don’t much care if I had never come into
1t .

Theo. For thame, farmer, down on your knees and
beg Mifs Fairfield’s pardon for the outrage you have
been guilty of. o

Giles. Beg pardon, mifs, for what ?—-Icod that’s well
enough ; why I am my own mafter, be’nt I ?—If I have
no mind to marry, there’s no harm in that, I hope: ’tis
only changing hands. This morning fhe would not
have me ; and now I-won’t have fhe.

Patty. Have you !—Heav’ns and earth ! do you think
then ’tis the miffing of you that gives me concern ?—
No: I would prefer a ftate of beggary a thoufand times
beyond any thing I céuld enjoy with you : and be af-
fored, if ever I was feemingly confenting to fuch a fa-
crifice, nothing fhould have compelled me to it, but the
cruelty of my fituation.

" Giles. O, as for that, I believes you; but you fee
the gudgeon would not bite as I told you a bit agone
}’:n now : we farmers never love to reap what we don’t

W,

Patty. You brutith fellow, how dare you talk

Giles. So, now fhe’s in her tantrums again, and all for
no manner of yearthly thing.

Patty. But be aflured my lord will punith you feverely
for daring to make free with his name.

Giles. Who made free with it ; did I ever mention my
lord ? *T'is a curfed lie.

Theo, Blefs me! farmer! :

Giles. Why it is, mifs——and I'll make her prove
her words Then what does fhe mean by being pu-
nithed ? I am not afraid of nebody, nor beholding to
nobody, that I know of; while I pays my rent, my

F3 . money,
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money, I believe, is as good as another’s: egad, if it
goes there, I think there be thofe deferve to be punifhed
more than I. -
Patty. Was ever unfortunate creature purfued as I
- @m, by diftreffes and vexations !
Theo. My dear Patty—See, farmer, you have thrown
her into tears—Pray be comforted. » '

) : A I R.

Patty. Obleave'me, inpity ! The falfhiod I feorn 5
For flander the boforn untainted defies : )
But rudenefs and infult are not to be borne,
Tho offer’d by awretcheswe've fenfe to defpife.

Of awoman defencelefs, baw{ cruel the fate !
Pafs ever fo cautious, fo blamelefs ber avay,
Nature, and envy, lurk always in wvait,
And iumocence falls to their fury a prey.

\

SCENE VL
Mervin, THEODOSIA.

Theo. You are a pretty gentleman, are not you, to
{foffer a lady to be at a rendezvous before you ?

Mer. Difficulties, my dear, and dangers—— None of
the company had two fuits of apparel ; fo I was obliged
to purchafe a rag of one, and a tatter from another, at
the expence of ten times the fum they .would fetch at
the paper-mill. ,

Theo. Well, where are they ?

Mer. Here, in this bundle————and tho’ I fay it,
a very decent habiliment, if you have art enough to ftick
the partstogether : I've becn watching till the coaft was
clear to bring them to you. :

Theo. Let mé fee—— I’ll {lip into this clofet and equip
myfelf All here is in fuch confufion, there will no
notice be taken. .

Mer. Do fo; I'll take care nobody fhall interrupt
you in the progrefs of your metamorphofis (/e goes in)
—and if you are not tedious, we may walk off without
being feen by any one, .

T bew.
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Theo. Ha'! ha! ha!— What a concourfe of atoms
are here? tho’, as I live, they are a great deal better
than [ expeted.

Mer. Well, pray make hafte; and don’t imagine
yourfelf at your tcilette now, where mode prefcribes-
two hours, for what reafon would fcarce allow three mi-
nutes.

Theo. Have patience ; the outward garment is on al-
ready ; and I’ll affure you a very good ftuff, only a litule
the worfe for the mending. )

Mer. Imagine it embroidery, and confider it is your-
wedding- fuit. Core, how far arc you got ? ’

Theo. Stay, you don’t confider there’s fome contriv-
ance neceflary. — Here goes the apron, flcunced and
furbelow’d with a witnefs—Alas! alas! it has no
ftrings ! what fhall T do ? Come, no matter, a couple
of pins will ferve And now the cap——oh, mercy !
here’s a hole in the crown of it large enough to thruft
my head through.

. 'Mer. That yowll hide with your ftraw-hat ; or, if
you fhould not — What, not ready yet ?

Theo. Only one minute more—Yes, now the work’s

accomplifh’d.

A IR

Who'll buy good luck, who'll buy, who'll buy
T The gipfey’s favours ? Here am 1!

Through the village, through the toavn,
What charming fav'ry fcraps we'll earn!
Clean ftraw fball be our beds of down,

And our withdrawing-room a barn.

Young and old, and grave, and gay,
The mifer and the prodigal ; -

Cit, courtier, bumpkin, come away; -
I warrant we'll content you all.

SCENE
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SCENE VIL

MEervin, THEODOSIA, FAIRFIELD, GILES.

Mer. Plague, here’s fomebody coming.

Fairf. As to the paft, farmer, ’tis paft; I bear no
malice for any thing thou haft faid.

Giles. Why, Malter Fairfield, you do know I had a
great regard for Mifs Patty ; but when I came to con-
fider all in aH, I finds as how it is not advifeable teo
change my condition yet awhile.

Fairf. Friend Giles, thou art in the right ; marriage
is a ferious point, and can’t be confidered too warily.—
Ha, who_have we here !—Shall I never keep my houfe
clear of thefe vermin ? Look to the goods there, and
give me a horfe-whip — by the lord Harry, I’ll make an
example—Come here, Lady Light-fingers, let me fee
what thou haft fiolen.

Mer. Hold, miller, hold!

Fairf. O gracious goodnefs ! fure 1 know this face—
Mifs young Madam Sycamore Mercy heart,
here’s a difguife !

Theo. Difcoverd ! .

Mer, Miller, let me {peak to ?'ou

Theo. What ilk fortune is this !

Giles. Ill fortune Mifs ! I think there be
nothing but croflfes and misfortunes of one kind or
other. )

Fairf. Money to me, fir ! not for the world ; you
want no friends but what you have already—Lack-a-day,
lack-a-day—fee how luckily I came in: I believe you
are the gentleman to whom I am charged to give this.
on the part of my Lord Aimworth Blefs, you, -dear
Air, go up to his Konour, with my young lady—There
is a chaife waiting at the door to carry ycu I and
my daughter will take anether way.

SCENE
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"SCENE VIIL

MsrviN, THroposia, GILEs,

Mer. Pr'ythee read this letter, ¢ and tell me whae
 you think of it.” )

Theo. Heavens, ’tis a letter from lord Aimworth !
— We are betray’d.

Mer. By what means I know not.

Theo. I am fo frighted and flurried, that I have
fcarce ftrength enough to read it.

“ SIR, :

¢ It is with the greateft concern I find, that I have
“ been unhappily the occafion of giving fome unéafinefs
“ to you and Mifs Sycamore : be affur’d, had 1 been
‘ appriz’d of your prior pretenfions, and the young
“ lafy‘s difpofition in your favour, I fhould have been
‘ the laft perfon to interrupt your felicity. [ beﬁ. fir,
“ you will do me the favour to come up to my houfe,
 where I have already fo far fettled matters, as to be
“ able to affure you, that every thing will go entirely
' to your fatisfattion.” .

Mer. Well! what do you think of it !———=5hali wa.
go ta the caitle ? )

“ Mer. Well! ———

¢ Theo. Well ! .

¢ Mer. What do you think of it ?

¢ Theo. Nay, what do you think of it ?

 Mer. Egad, I can’t very well tell——However, on
‘ the whole, I believe it would be wrong of us to pro-
¢ ceed any further in our defign of running away, even
¢ if the thing was praéticable.

¢ Theo. I am entirely of your opinion. I {wear this
“ Lord Aimworth is a charming man : I fancy ’tis
* lucky for you I had not been long enough acquainted
¢ with him to find out all his good qualities.—But how
¢ the deuce came he to hear .

¢ Mer. No matter ; after this, there can be nothing
¢ to apprehend. ———What do you fay, fhall we go up
¢ to the Cadtle 7

Tbtﬂc
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Theo. By all means : and in this very trim ; to fhew
what we were capable of doing, if my father and mo-
ther had not come to reafon,————*¢ But, perhaps,
¢ the difficulties being removed, may leflen. your pea-
¢ chant : you men are fuch unaccountable mortals.—
¢ Do you love me well enough to marry me, without
¢ making a frolic of it ? ’

¢ Mer. Do I love you !

¢ Theo. Ay, and to what degree ?
¢ Mer. Why do you afk me?

«“«A I R.

¢ Who upon the ooxy beech,

«“ Can count the num’rous fands that lie ;
¢ Or diftinétly reckon each .
T ¢ Tranfparent orb that fiuds the fy P

€ As their multitude betray,
 And frufirate all astempts to tell :

¢ 8o tis impoffible to fay o
« How much I love, Ilove fo well.'”

But hark you, Mervin, will you take after my father,
and be a very hufband now ?—Or don’t you think I fhall
- take after my mother, and be a tommanding wife !
Mer. Oh, I'll truft you. :
Theo. But you may pay for your Confidence. (Exeunts

SCENE IX.
GiLEs,

So, there goes a couple ! Ieed, I believe Old Nick
" has got among the people in thefe parts This is as
queer a thing as ever I heard of, Mafter Fairfield,
and Mifs Patty, it feems, are gone to the caftle too;
where, by what I larns from Ralph in the mill, my lord
has-promifed to get her a hufband among the fervants.
Now fet in cafe the wind fets in that corner, I have been
thinking with myfelf who the plague it can be: there
are no unmarried men in the family, that I do know of,
excepting little Bob, the poftillien, and mafter jonathaln,

: the

s

~
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the butler ; and he’s a matter of fixty or feventy years
old. Ill be thot if it beant little Bob. Icod, I’ll
take the way to the caftle, as well as the reft; for I'd
fain fee how the nail do drive. It is well I had wit
enough to difcern things, and a friend to advife with,
or elfe the would have fallen to my lot. But1 have
got a furfeit of going a courting, and burn me if I
won’t live a batchelor ; for, when all comes to all, I
fee nothing but ill blood and quarrels among folk when
they are married,

A I R.
Tken bey for a frolickfome life !

Dl ramble where pleafures are rife :
Strike up with the free-bearted laffes 5
And never think more of a avife.
Plague on it, men are but affes,

To run after noife and firife.

Had we been together buckl'd;
" Tavould kave prov'd a fine affair :
Dogs aveuld have barkd at the cuckold ;

. And boys, pointing, cry’d. Look there.

SCENE X.

Clanges to a grand Apartment in Lorp ATMWORTH'S
Houfe, opening to a View of the Garden.

Lord AtmworTH, FarrrieLp, ParTy, RaLPH.

L. Aim. Thus, Mafter Fairfield, I hopc I have fully
_fatisfied you with regard to the falfity of the imputation
thrown upon your daughter and me

Fairf. My lord, I am very well content ; pray do not
give yourfelf the trouble of faying any more.

Ralph. No, my lord, you need not fay any more.

Fairf Hold your tongue, firrah. ~

L. 4im. I am forry, Patty, you have had this morti-
fication.
* Patty. I am forry, my lord, jou have been troubled
about it ; but really it was againft my confent. -

Fairf. Well, come children, we will not take up his
henour’s time any longer ; let us be going towards home

: , Heav’n
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e Heav’n profper your lordthip ; the pray’rs of me
and my family fhall always attend you.

L. 4im. Miller, come back——Patty, ftay——

Fairf. Has your lordfhip any thing further to com-
mand us ? -

L. Aim. Why yes, Mafter Fairfield, I have a word or
two ftill to fay to you———1In fhort, though you are
fatisfied in this affair, I am not; and you feem to for-
get the promife I made you, that, fince I had been the
means of lofing your daughter one hufband, I would find
her another.

Fairf. Your honour isto do as you pleafe.

L. 4im. What fay you, Patty, will you accept of a
hufband of my chufing ? .

Patty. My lord, I have no determination ; you dre
the beft judge how I ought to act; whatever you com-
mand, I fhall obey.

L. dim. Then, Patty, there is but one perfon I can
offer you-——and I with, for your fake, he was more
deferving Take me ' '

Patty. Sir!

L. Aim. From this moment our interefts are one, as
our hearts ; and no earthly power fhall ever divide us.

Fairf. ¢ O the gracious!” * Patty—my lord—Did I
hear night! You, fir, you marry a child of mine !

L. Aim. Yes, my honeft old man, in me you behold
the hufband defigned for your daughter ; and I am happy
that, by ftanding in the place of fortune, who has alone
been wanting to her, I fhall be able to fet her merit ina
light, where its luftre will be rendered confpicuous.

Fairf. But good, noble fir, pray confider ; don’t-go to
put upon a filly old man : my daughter is unworthy ——
Patty, child, why don’t you fpeak ?

Patty. What can I fay, father! what anfwer to fuch
unlook’d-for,{uch unmerited, fuch unbounded generofity !

Ralph. Down on your knees, and fall a crying.

Patty. Yes, fit, as my father fays, confider — your
noble friends, your relations— It muft not, cannot be—

¢ L. Aim. I muft, and thall—=—Friends ! relations !
¢’ from henceforth I have none, that will not acknow-
¢ ledge you : and I am fure, when they become ac-
¢ quainted with your perfetions, - thofe, whofe fuffrage
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‘ | moft efteem, will rather admire the juftice of my
“ choice, than wonder zt its fingularity.”

A.I R

L. Aim. My life, my joy, my bleffing,
In thee, each grace poffeffing,
All muft my cheice approve =
Patty. Yo you my all is owing ;
O/ take a Leart o' crflowing,

With gratitude and love.
L. Aim, Thus infolding,
. Thus bebolding,
Both. One to my foul fo dear :
‘ Can there ie, pleafure greater &

Can there be blifs compleater !
*Tis too much to bear.

SCENE XIL

Enter S1x HaRRrY, LapY Svcamore, THEODOSIA,
’ MERrvIN.

Sir Har. Well, we have followed your lordéhip’s coun-
fel, and made the beft of a bad market——b8o my lord,
pleafe to know our fon-in-law, that is to be.

-L. Aim. You do me a great deal of honour—I with
you joy, fir, with all my heart.—And now, Sir Harry, -
give me leave to introduce to you a new relation of
mine——This, fir, is thortly t be my wife.

Sir Har. My lord !

La. 8yc. Your lordfhip’s wife !

L. Aim. Yes, madam.

La. §yc. And why fo, my lord ? . )

L. 4im. Why, faith, ma’am, becaufe I can’t live
happy without here——— And Fthink fhe has too many
amiable, too many eftimable qualities to'meet with a
worfe fate.

8ir Har. Well, but you are a peer of the realm ; yois
will have all the fleerers ) : Co

E. Aim. T know very well the ridicule that may be
thrown on a lo?d’s marrying a miller’s daughter ; and I
ewn, with bluthes, it has for fome time had too great

' G weight
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weight with me : but we fhould mdrry to pleafe our-
{elves, not other people : and, on mature confideration,
I can fee no reproach juftly merited, by raifing a deferv-
ing woman to a ftation fhe is capable of adorning, let
her birth be what it will. )

Sir Har. Why ’tis very true, my lord. I once knew
a gentleman that married his cook-maid : he was a re-
lation of my own—Ycu remember fat Margery, my lady!
She was a very good fort of a woman, indeed fhe was,
and made the beft fuet dumplings I ever tafted.

La. Sye. Will you never learn, Sir Harry, to guard,
your expreflions ? Well, but give me leave, my
lord, to fay a word to you——There are otherill confe-g
quences attending fuch an alliance. -

L. Aim. One of them I fuppofe is, that I, a peer,
fhould be obliged to call this good old miller father-in-
law. Bat where’s the thame in that ? He is as good as
any lord, in being a man; and if we dare fuppofe a
Yord that is not an honeft man, he is, in my opinion,
the more refpeftable chara&er. . Come, Mafter Fairfield,
give me your hand ; from henceforth you have done
with working ; we will pull down your mill, and build
you a heufe in the place of it ; and the money I intended
for the portion of your daughter, fhall now be laid out
in purchafing a commiffior: for your fon. -

Ralph. What, my lord, will you make me a cap-
tain ? .

L. Aim. Ay, a colonel, if-you deferve it.

Ralph. Then.I'lt keep Fan. -

SCENE XIL

Lorp AmmworTH, S1r Harry, Lapy SYcaMORE,
.Party, THEODOSsIA, MERVIN, FairFrieLp,
Rarrs, Givres.

.Giles. ©ds bobs, where am I runningr—I beg pardan
- for my audacity, . S

Ralph. Hip, farmer; come back, mon, come back
—Sure my lord’s going to marry fifter himfelf; feyther’s'
to have a finc houfe, and I’'m to be a captain.. '

v

L. Aim.
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L. 4im. Ho, Mafter Giles, pray walk in ; here is a.
lady who, I dare fwear, will be glad to fee you, and
give orders that you fhall always be made welcome.

Ralph. Yes, farmer, youw’ll always be welcame in the
kitchen.

L. Aim. What, have you nothing to fay to your old
acquaintance Come, pray let the farmer falute
you Nay, a kifs—I infift upon it.

Sir Har. Ha, ha, ha—hem!

La, Syc. Sir Harry, I am ready to fink at the mon-
firoufnefs of your behaviour. .

L. Aim. Fye, Mafter Giles, don’t look fo fheepith ;
you and I were rivals, but not lefs friends zt prefent.
You have afted in this affair like an honeft Englifhman,
who fcorned even the fhadow of dithonour, and thou
fhalt fit rent-free for a twelvemonth. .

Sir Har. Come, fhan’t we all falute——With your
leave, my lord, I’lle——— ’

La. §yc. Sir Harry ! i

‘A I R.

L. Aim, Yield aho will to forms a martyr,

While unaw’d by idle fhame,

Pride for happine/s I barter,
Heedlefs of the millions blame.

Thus awith love my arms' I quarter 3
Women grac’d in nature’s frame, -

Ev’ry privilege, by charter, )
Hawe a right from man to claim.

Theo,  Eas’d of donbts and fears prefaging,
What neaw joys within me rife !
While mama, ber frowns affuaging,
ares no longer tyrannize.
So long florms and tempefis raging,
When the bluf’ring fury dies, -
Ab 1 how lovely, how engaging,
Profpetts fair, and cloudlefs fhies!

Sir
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Sir Har. Dad but this is wond’rous pretty,

Patty. .

Giles,

Singing each a roun-de-lay ;
And Il mingle in the ditty,
Tho' 1 fearce know what to fay. .
There's a daughter, brifk and witty ;
Here'’s a wifz, can wifely faay :
Truff me, mafiers, 'twere a 2ity, .
Not ta let them bhawve their way,

My example is a rare one ;
But the canfe may be divin'd :
Women awant not merit dare one
Hope difcerning mex 1o find.
O ! may each accomplifb’d fair one,
Bright in perfon, fage in mind,
Viewing my good fortune, fbare one
Full as /)india’, -and as kind.

Laugh'd at, flichted, circumvented,
And expos’d for folks te fee't,
*Tis as tho f a man repented
For bis follies in a fheet.
But my wrongs go unrefented, -
Since the fates have thought them meel :
This good company comtented,
Al my aifbes are complete.

Exp oF Tiue OprrA.
b \ "_~ T P v
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Mr. B E A R D

_S1R,

'l‘ is with great pleafare 1 embrace this opportunity

to acknowledge the favours I have received from you.
Amoug others 1 weuld mention in particular, the warmth
with which you efpoufed this piece in its paffage to the
flage ; but I am afraid it would be thought a compli-
ment to your good-nature, too much at the expence of
your Judgment.

Ir what I now venture to lay before the public is
confidered mereiy as a piecé of dramatic wrmng, it will
certainly be found to have very little merit: in that
light no one can think more indifferently of it than I do
myfelf ; but I believe I may venture to affert, en your.
opinion, that fome of the fongs are tolerable ; that the -
mufic is more pleafing than has hitherto appeared in
compofitions of this kind ; and the words better adapted,
confidering the nature of the airs, which are not com-
manlgllads, than could be expedted, fuppofing any de-

ey , @ctry to be preferved in the verfification.

e ou than this few people expe& in an Opera ; and
ﬁ"f fome of the feverer critics fhovld be inclined to blame

your mdulgence to ope of the firft attempts to a young
Az writer, -



iv DEDICATION.

writer, I am perfuaded the public in general will ap.
plaud your endeavour to provide them' with fomething
new, in a fpecies of entertainment in which the per-
formers at your theatre fo eminently excel.

You may perceive, Sir, that I yield a punéual ob-
fervance to the injunctiony yom laid upon fne, when I
threatened you with this addrefs, and make it rathera
preface than a dedication : and yet I muft confefs I can
harldly reconcile’ thofe formalities which render. it inde-
licate to pay praifes where all the world allows them to
be due ; nor can 1 eafily conceive why a man_fhould be
fo ftudious to deferve what he does ot defire’s Butfince
- youwill-not allow.me to offer any pancgync ‘1o, you;
muft haftén to beftow one upon myfelf, . and let the pybli
know: (which. was my chief defign in_this mttoduéhon)
that I bave ;hc happmefs tobe, - .

S .'PSIR,

TP I ST
dieo o w ., Your moft obliged,

=

P . 1

‘and moft obedient fervant,
HERROIN S B 2 S oe e bt ‘ :
Caserac e cody o0

The AUTHOR.



A Table of the Songs, with the Names of the feveral
Compefers. N. B. Thofe marked thus* were com-
poied on purpofe for this Opera.

A New Overture by Mr. Abel.

ACT I

1 Hope thou nurfe of young defire . Mr. Weidon

2 Whence can you inherit Abos

3 My heartﬁ’; rgvgwn, my willai’s free LG Arne

4 WheBo ’siiubtile poifoR dains NN G Arne

5%0h had T bgeen by at} de‘(F:’reedl'i . eh ' Howard

6 Gentle youth, ah tell me why Arne

7%Still in hopes to get the better Arne

8 There was a jolly miller once

9 Let gay ones and great Baildon
10 The honeft heart whofe thopghtyare free Fefting
11 Well, well, fay no more Larry Gorgan
12 Cupid, god of foft perfuafion . Gardini
13 How dtappy: wére iy days till-now .- 211 . 15.01W Kige
14 A medleyii i1 .ntl 2O AAN DULO S

oz 20 ACT ILlisezacow asvieo:
15 Weaywomen lilte syaak Indians trade 7 1 «Raradies
16 Think my faireft, how delay . .--Arme
17%Believe me, dear aunt ‘ Arne
18 When T follow’d" a lafs that was forward and thy * - **
19 Let rakes and libertines refign’d B Handel
20 How bleft the mafd whofe bofo® ./ Gallupi
21 In vain I every art aflay ) Arne
22 Bego, Ee . - SR Eriod M
23 Oh nﬁ%”m 1 in language weak o by _'_%;g
24 Young I 4m,%and fore afraid 20 'Gz)\ug
25 Oons heighbcuraéldd bluth 7/ 1777 77 L SOE2 W Afive
26 My Dolly was the faireft thing ¢ .. Handel
27 Was ever poor fellow Agus
28 Ceafe, gay feducers, pride.totake. . -- ........ ., Arne
29 Sincé Hodge proves ungrateful ~ : ’ Arne
30 In love fhould therg meet a fond pai& .. . Bernard
31%*Well comhedbtus heak.! 7 7/ 4 /i
ACT IIIL

32 The world is a well furnifh’d table Arne
33 Itis not wealth, it is not birth Gardini
34*The traveller benighted Arne
35 If ever a fond inclination Geminiani
36 Plague o’ thefe wenches, &c. St, Patrick's Day
37%How much fuperior beauty awes Howard
38 When we fee a lover languith Arne
39 All I wifh in her obtaining , Armne
40 If ever I'm catch’d in thofe regions Boyce
41*Go, naughty man, I can’t abide you Arne-

42 Hence with cares Boyce
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LOVE IN A VILLAGE.

¥ Tbe lines difiinguljbéd by inverted comas, * thus,’ are emitted in
. " tbe reprefencation, .

- ACT L SCENE L

. 4 garden avith flatutes, fountains, and flower-pots, Seweral

-Arbours, appear in 1be fide-feenes: RosseTTa and Lu-

CINDA are difcovered at avork, feated upon twa garden-
‘bﬂi"’o‘ . ' .

AIR L
Roffetta, OPE! thou nurle of soung defire,
Fairy promifer of j5 3
o Painted wapour, glovwsworm fire,
Temp’rate fwect, that ne’er can cloy:

* Lucinda. Hepe ! thou éarneft of delight,
~ Softefl fosther of the mind ;
Balmy eordial, profpect bright, -
Sureft friend the awretched find :
Both, . Kind decsiver, flatter fill,
Deal oxr pisafures unpoffefl 5
- With thy dreams my fancy fill,
And in wifbes make me blef,

Lucin. Heigho——Roffetta ?

Rof. Well, child, what do yow fay ? .

Lucin, "Tis a devilith thing to livein a village an hun-
dred miles from the capital, with a prepofterous gouty fa-

tber, and a fuperannuated maiden aunt,—I am heartily
- fick of my fituation, ‘ '

B ) Rof*
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~ Rofi And with reafon—But ’tis in a great meafitre

your own fault : here is this Mr. Euftace, 2 man of cha-.
rafter and family ; he’ likés. you, you like' him ; 'you

know one another’s minds, and yet you will-not refolve
to make yourfelf happy with him.

Whence can you inkerit

- 8o flavifb a fpirit?

Confin'd thus and chain’d to a log'!
Now fond’d, new chid, ’
Permitted, forbid: ~

Tis leading the life of a dog.

For fbame, you a lover !
More firmnefs difcover 3
Take courage, mor bere longer mope:y -
Refifi and be free,
Run riot like me,
And to perfect the picture, elope.

Lucip. And this is your advice? -

Rof. Pofitively. '

Lucin. Here’s my hand ; pofitively I'll follow it—1
have already fent to my gentleman, who' is now in the
country, to let him know he may come hither this day
we will make ufe of the opportunity to fettle all prelimi-
‘ paries—And then—But take notice, whenever we de-
camp, you march off along with us. :

Rof. 'Oh ! ‘madam, your fervant; I have no inclina-
tion to be left behind, I affure you—But you fay you
got acquainted with this fpark, while you were with
your mother during her laft illnefs at Bath, {0 that your
father has never feen him'?

" Lucin. Never in his life, my dear ; and I am confident
be‘entertains not the leaft fufpicion of my having any
fuch conneétion : my aunt, indeed, has her doubts and

- furmifes ; but,” befides that my father will not sllow
" any owe to be wifer than himfelf, it is an eftublifhed miax-
“im between thefe affe@ionate relations, never to agree in

" any thing.
y thing ) | ' R
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Rof. Except being abfurd; you muft allow they fym-
pathize perfectly in that— But now we are on the fub-
e, 1 defire to know what 1 am to do with this wicked
old juftice of ‘peace, this libidinous father of yours ?
He. follows me about the houfe like a tame goat,

.Lucin, Nay, Dll affure you he has been a wag in his-
time—you muft have a care of yourfelf, B
" Rof. Wretched me! to fall into fuch hands, who have:
been juft forced to run away from my parents to avoid
an odious marfiage——You fmile at that now; and I -
know. you think me whimfical, as you have often told-
me ; but you muft excufe mny being a little over delicate
in this particular.- - :

~

<

AIR IIL

My beart’s my own, my will is free,
. And fo foafl be my voice ;
No mortal man foall aved with me,

Till firft be's made my choice.

Let parents rule, cry nature’s laws ;
And children fill obey ;.
Aud is there then no faving claufe,
. Againft tyrannic fway ¥ -

Lucin, Well, but my dear mad gir] —— :
. Rof. Lucinda, don’t talk to me—Was your father to
go to London, meet there by accident with an old fel-
low as wrong-headed as himfelf ; apd in a fit of abfurd
friendthip airee to marry you to that old fellow’s fon,
whom you had never fcen, without confulting your in-
clinations, or allowing you a negative, in cafe he fhould

not prove agreeable—— ’
. Lucin. Why, I fhould think it a little hard, I confefs—
yet, when 1 fee you in the chara@ter of « chambermaid—
- Reff. It is the only chara&er, my deéar, in which I
could hope to lie concealed; and I can tell you, I was
reduced to the laft, extremity, when, in confequence of
our old boarding-fchool friendfhip, I applied to you to
‘receive me in this capacity : for we expefied the parties

the very next week. » o -

B2 Lucin,
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Lucin, But had not you a meffage from your intended
fpoufe, to let you know he was as little inclined to fuch
ill-concerted nuptials as you were ? - :

Rof. More than fo; he wrote to advife me, by all-
means, to contrive fome method of bresking them off,
for he had rather return to his dear ftudies at Oxford ;
and after that, what hopes could I have of being happy
with him ? :

Eucin: Then you are not at all uneafy at the firange
route you muft have occafioned at home ? I warrant,
doring this month you have been abfent—

. Ref. Oh! don’t mention it, my dear; I have hadfo-
‘many admirers fince I commenced Abigail, that I am

quite charmed with my fituation—~But hold, who ftalks

yonder into the yard, -that the dogs are fo glad to fee ?

Lucn, Daddy Hawthorn, as I'live! He is come to
pay my father a vifit ; and never more luckily, for he
always forces him abroad. By the way, what-will you
do with yourfelf while I ftep into the houfe to fee after my
trufty meflenger, Hodge ? ) 4

R.g. No mauter, I'll fit down in that arbourand liften
to the finging of the birds : you know I am fqnd of me-
lancholy smufements. :

Lucin. So it feeme, indeed: fure, Roffetta, none of
your admirers had power to touch your heart; you are
not inlove, Thope ? : S

Rof. Tnlove! that’s pleafant; who do you fuppofe I
fhould be in love with, pray ? R :

Luciz. Why, let me fce——What do' you' think of
Thomas, cur gardener ? There he is; at the other-end
of the walk—He’s a pretty young man, and the fervants
fay -he’s always writing verfes-on you.- : :

Roff. Indeed, Lucinda, you are very fily. -

. Lucin. Indeed, Rofletta, that blufh makes you look
very kandfome, - e o
: ng."B!ufh! I'am fure I don’t blufh. - '

Lucin. Ha, ha, ha'! - e o
* Rofl. Mfhaw, Licinda, how can you be fo ridiculous ?

Luci». ‘Well, don’t be angry, and I have done—But
fuppofe you did like him, how could you kelp yourfelf?

AIR
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AIR 1V,

When once Love’s fubtile poifon gains

A puffage to the female breafl ;
Like Lightning rufbing through the veins,
, Lach wifb, and every thought's poffefis
9o beal the pangs our minds endare,

Reafon in wain its flill applies ;
Nought can afford the beart a cure,

ut what is pleafing to the gyes.

SCENE II.

Enter Youne Meapows, -

Y. Meadows. Let me fee—on the fifteenth’ of June-
athalf an hour paft five in the morning (1aking out @
pockes-book ) 1 left my father’s houfe, unknown to any one,
having made free witlra coat-and jacket of our gardener’s
which fitted me, by way of adifguife: —fo fays my pocket-
book ; and chance- direfting me to this village, on the
twentieth of the fame month I procured a recommenda-
tion to the worfhipful Jultice Woodcock, to be the fus
perintendant "of his pumpkins and cabbages, becaufe I
would let my father fee I chofe to run’any lengths ra.
ther thanfubmit to what his obftinacy would have forced
me, -a marriage againft my inclination, with-a woman I
vever faw. (Puts up the book and takes up a watering-pot ),
Here I have been three weeks, and in that time I am as
much altered as if I changed my nature with my habit.
*Sdeath, to fall in love with a chambermaid ! And yer, if
I could forget that I am the fon and heir of Sir William
Meadows—-But that’s impoffible.. -

AIR V.

O! bad I been by Fate decreed
Some. bumble cottage favain ;
In fair Rofletta’s /gxbt to fred
My foeep upen the plain ;
. B X

3 What
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What blif; bad i’bim-'f‘am to tafle,
Which m.av | n’er muft.bmow 2 ..
- Ye envious pow’rs I awhy hawe ye placd
Mj fair one’s lat fo low 2 )
Ha! who wasiit T had aglimpfe of as I aﬁ‘by that ar-
bour! Was it not fhe fat reading there! El",he’t'rembling
of my heart tells me my eyes were not miftaken—Here
fhe comes, ’ , )

SCENE IIL
Youxc Meapows, RosseTTa.

Rof. Lucinda was certainly in-theé right of it, and yet
J bluth to-own my weaknefs even to myfelf—Marry hang
the fellow, for not being a gentleman, - '

Y. Meadpacs, 1 am determined I wont. fpeak to het
(turning to a rofi-tree, and plucking the flowiers.) WNow or

_ never i3 thg time to conquer mylelf: befides I have fome
reafon to believe the girl has no averfion to me : and, 2s
I wifh net to do her an injury, it would be cruel to fill
her head with notions of what can never happen (bums

" atune. )' Phaw ! rot thefe rofes, how they prick one's
fingers. .
. R-& He takes no notice of me ;3 but fo much the bet-
ter, I'll be as indifferent as heis. I am fure the poot

~lad likes me ; and if I.was to give him any encourage-
ment, I fuppofe the next thing he talked of would be
buying a ring, and being afked in church—Oh, dear
pride, I thank you for that thought. -

Y. Meadow:, Huh, going without a word! a look!-
—1I can’t begr that—Mrs. Roffetta, Tam gathering a few
rofes here, if you pleafe to take them in with you.

Rof. Thauk you, Mr. Thomas, but all my lady's
flower-pots are full. :

Y. Meodows. Will you accept of them for yourfelf,
then ? (catching bold of ber.)  What's the matter ? you
look as if you; were angry with me,

Roff. Pray let go my hand. :

Y. Meadirws, Nay, pr’ythee, why is.this ? you fhan't
g0, I have fomething to fay to you.

Rof. Well,"but I muft go, I will go; T defire, Mr,
Thomas—

AIR
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U AIR VL

Gentle youth, g5, tell me why

...8till you forco, me thus to fiy 3

Ceafey ob! ceaf?, to perfexere,

Speak not wbpg} mufl not bear 3

Do my beart its cofe reflore 5

Go, and never fos we mores -

SCENE IV.
~ Younc Meapows,
This girl is a riddle——That the loves me, I think there
is no room to doubt ; fke takes a thoufand opportunities
1o et ‘me fee'it: and yet when'I fpeak to her, fhe will
hardly give me an anfwer ; and if I attempt the fmallett
familiarity, is gone in an inftant—I fecl my paffion for
her grow every day more and more violent—Well, would
I marry her ? would 1 make a miftrefs of her if I could ?
Two things, called prudence and honour, forbid either.
What am I purfuing, then ? A fhudow. Sure my evil
genius, laid this fnare in my way. However, there is
one comfort, it is in'my power to fly from it; if fo,.
why do I hefitate ? I am diftrafted, unable to deter-
mine any thing. ' ) -

"AIR VIL

S4ill in hopes to get the better
Of my flubborn flame I try 3
Savear this moment to forget ber, -
And the next my oath deny. -
Now prepar’d aith fcorn to treat ber,
E’ry charm in thought I brave ;)
Boaft my freedam, fly to meet to ber,,
And confofs myfelf a flaves

4

SCENE
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SCENE V.  *

‘A'ball in Fuftice Woobcox’s beufe. Enter HawTHORN
avith a fowling-piece in bis hands, and a net <wvith birds at
bis girdle: and afterwards Juftice Woopcock.

¢ AIR VIL

There avas a jolly miller once,
Lia'd on the river Dee 5

He awork’d and fung, from morn till night §
No lark more blythe than be.

And this the burthen of kis fongy | -
For exer uid 10-be,

I care for nobedy, not I,

If no ams cares for me,

Houfe here, houfe! what all gadding, all abroad ; houfe
I fay, hilliho ho! "
v . Weodcock. Here’s anoife, here’s a racket! William,
_Robert, Hodge ! why-does not fomebody anfwer ? Odds
my life, I believe the fellows have loft their hearing!
( Zmring ) Oh mafter Hawthorn! I guefled it was fome
fuch mad cap—Are you there ?
Hawth, Am1 here ? Yes: and if you had been where
. T was three hours ago, you would find the good effeéls
- of it by this time: but you have got the lazy unwhol¢.
fome London fafhion, of lying a bed in 2 morning, and
there’s gout for you—Why, Sir, I have not been in bed
five minutes after fun-rife thefe thirty years, am gene-
rally up before it ; and I never took a dofe of phyfic but
once in my life, and that was in compliment to a coufin
of mine, an apothecary, that had juft fet up bufinefs.
F- Woodeock. Well but, mafter Hawthorn, let me tell
you, you know nothing of the' matter ; forI fay fleep is
peceflary for 2 man ; ay and I’ll maintain it. .
i Hawtb, What, when I maintain the contrary ?—
‘Look you, neighbour Woodcock, you are a rich man, 3
man of worfhip, a juftice of peace, and all that;-but
learn to know the refpe that is due to the found from
the infirm ; and allow me that fuperiority a good con-
ftitution gives me over you—Health is the greauﬂ:lg
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all poffeffions ; and ’tis a2 maxim with me,: that an hale
cebler is a better man a fick kidg.
- . Woodcack Well, well, you are a fportfiman.

Haauth, And fo would you too, if you would take my
advice. A fportfman ! why there is nothing like it: I
would not exchange the fatisfaQion I feel while 1 am: -
beating the lawns and thickets about my little farm, for
all the entertainments and pageantry in Chriftendom.

AIR IX

Let gay ones and greap :
" Make the moft of 1heir fate's
From pleafure to pleafure they rug s”
Weily, awbo cares a jor, '
- Tenvy them not, ’ o
While 1 bave my dog and my gun. - N
‘For exercife, air,
To the fields I repair, .
With fpirits unclouded and light :
The bliffes I find,
No flings leave bebind,
“But bealth and diverfion wnite,

_SCENE VL »
]us'rxck Woobé¢ock, Hawrnorn, HobpcE. !

Hodge. Did your worfhip call, Sir?_ o

7. Waodcock. Call, Sir; where have you andsthe reft
of thefe rafcals been? b.t I fuppofe [ need not afk—
You muft know there is a ftatute, a fair for hiring fer-
vants, held upon my green to-day ; we have it ufually
at this feafon of the year, and it never fails to put alt
the folks hereabout out of tHeir fenfes. ‘
" Hodge. Lord, your honour, look out, and fec what 2
nice.fhow they maké yonder ; they had got pipers, and
fidlers, and were dancing as:1 cang alopg, for dear life_
—I never faw fuch a mortal throng in our village in all
my born days again. ¢ - .
- Hewrb. Why I like this now, this is as it fhould be.

N ?o W Wdf“‘u
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. Woodeock. No, no, ’tis a very foolith piece of bufl:
nefs ; good for nothing but to promote idlenefs and thé
getting of baftards : but I fhall take meafuresrfor. prevent-.
ing it another year, and I doubt whether 1'am not fuffi-
ciently authorized already ; for by an aét paffed Auno
undecimo Caroli primi, which impowers a juftice of peace,.
who is lord of the manor—- : -

Hawth.-Come, come, never mind'the aét; let me tell.
you this is a very proper, a very ufeful meeting 3 I want:
a fervantor two myfelf;, I muft go fee what your market
affords ;—and you fhall.go, and the girls*, my little Lucy
and the other young rogue, and we'll make a day. on’tas.
well as thereft. Co '

- J.Woodcock. I with, mafter Hawthorn, Icould teach you.
to be a little more fedate ;- why.wont you+take pattern by
me, and confider your dignity !—Odds heart, I don’t
wonder you are not arich man ;: you laugh toe much-
ever to be rich.. o

Hawth, Right, neighbour Woodcock ! health, good-
humour,. and competence, is my motto : and if my exe--
cutors haye a mind, they are welcome to make it. my.
epitaph.. ) :

. AIR X..
The boneft beart, avbofe thoughts are clear-
" From fraud, difguife, and guile,.

Need neither " forturé’s frowning fear,.
Nor court the barlot’s famile, .

The greatnsf; that would make us grave
Is but an empty thing ; . .
What more than mirth would mortals bave-?
The chearful mar's a king;. - v

SCENE VIL

Luvcinpa, Hoboce,

Lucin, /Hift, . hift, Hodge!
" Hodge,. Who calis ? heream L, .
Lucin, Well, have you been 2:
, ; ;

3

e
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‘Bodge. Been, ay I ha’ been far enough, an that be
all: you never knew-any thing fall out fo crofsly in your
‘born_days. . - . . :

Lucine Why, what’s the matter ? . -

Hodge. Why you know, I dare not take a horfe out of
s wodhip’sl{n es this morning, for fear it-fhould be
miffed, and breed queftions; and our old nag st home

was: fo cruelly beat: ’th’hoofs, that, poor beaft, it had
not a_foot to fet to ground ; fo I was fain to go to fars
mer Ploufhfhare’s, at the Grange, to borrow the.loan
of his bald:filly : and would -you think it! after walkin
all that way—de’el from me, if the crofs-grained t
-did not deny me the favour.

Lucin. Unlucky! . , .

Hodge. Well, then T went my ways to the King’s.
‘head 1n the village, but all their cattleswere at plough &
-and I was asfar to feek below at the tarnpike : {o at laft,
for want of a better, I was forced to take up with dame
‘Quickfet’s blind mare. T '

Lucin. Oh, then you have been ?

Hodge. Yes, yes, I ha’ been. -

Lucin, Ptha! Why did not you fay fo atonce ?

Hodge, Aye, but I have had a main tirefome jaunt

-on’t, for fheis a forry jade at beft. : . ,

Lucin. Well, well, did you fee Mr. Euftace, and what
did ?he fay to you ?—Come, quick—have you e’er a let-
ter? - : ’

Hodge, Yes, he gave me a letter, if I ha’naloft it.

Lacin. Loft ix, man! -

Hodge. Nay, nay, have abit of patience : adwawns, you
are always in {uch a hurry (rummaging bis pockets) 1 put
it fomewhere in this waiftcoat pocket. Oh here it is.

Luncin. So, .give it the (reads the letter to berfelf.)

Hodge. Lord-a-mercy ! how my arms achs with beat-
ing that plaguy beaft ; I’ll be hang’d if I won’na rather
ba’ thrafh’d half a day, than ha’ ridden her.

Lucin. Well, Hodge, you have done your bufinefs

ch well. ;
ocge. Well, have not I now ? _

Lucin, Yes—Mr, Euftace tells me in this letter, that
he will be in the green lane, at the other end of the vil-
lage, by twelve o'clock—You know where he came be-

ICa .
‘ v - Hodge.
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.. s .
Hodge. Ay, ay. :
Lucin, Well, you muft go there ; andrwaxt till hear.

; rives; ahd watch-your opportunity. to intreduce him acrofs
the fields, into the lutle fummer-houfc, on the left fide -
of the garden. - ‘
Hodgs. That’s enough.
. Lacin. ,But take particular. care tlmt nobody fees }ou.
Hodge. | wacrant yous - -

. Lucin. Nor for your hl'e drop a word of it to any

- mortal, -~ i,

Hoidge. Never. fear me. ‘o

S Laneins And l‘LOdgC—-——m ro

AIR XL~

Hodge Well, acell, fay no more ;.
Siwe you told me befores “
. I fee the full length of ny.teather; .. -
Do you think P a fool, BT
* That I need go to ﬁbcal“? S )
I can fpellyou-and put yau ingclb:r. g

A avord to the fu{/e,

Will alavays fuffice ; :
Addfniggers go talk to your parrot

L' not fuckh an elfe,

Though 1 fay it myfelf,
But 1 knoiv a fleep’s bead ﬁ-an & carrot.

SCENE VIIL

Lucispa.
1

" How fevere is my cafe! Here I am obliged to carryon
a clandetive correfpondence with a man in all refpects
my equal, becaufe the cddity of my farher’s temper is
fuch, that I dare not tell him I have ever yet feen the
perfon I fhould like to marry— But perhaps he has qualuy
in his eye, and hopes, one day or other, as I am his osly -
child, to match me with a tidde—vain i nna,gmamn ! \

AR
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AIR XIL
aféon,
's part
occafion,
bfa" e ’
- Fufily thefe we tyrants cal,

W bobtbc body wonld mtbra’l 3

Tyrants of more cruel kind,

Thofe who wouid enflave the mind.

What is grandeur ? foe to reft ;
Childifh mummery at befl ;

Happy I in bumble flate ;

Catch, ye fools, the glitsering bait.

SCENE IX.

A field with a flile.  Enter Hooce, followed with Mare
GERY ; and in fome time aftery enter Younc MEADOWS,

Hedge, What does the wench follow me for ? Odds
flefh, glk may well talk, to fee you dangling after me
every where, like a tantony pig : find fome other road,
can’t you; and don’t keep wEerreting me with your
nonfenfe, )

Marg. Nay, pray you Hodge ftay, and let me fpeak
to you a bit,

Hodge. Well ; what fayn you ?

Marg, Dear heart, how can you be fo barbarous ?
and is this the way- you ferve me after all; and won’t
you keep your word, Hodge ?

Hodge, Why no I won’t, I tell you; I have chang’d
my mind. :

Marg. Nay but furely, furely—Confider Hodge, you
are obligated in confcience to make me an honeft woman,:

Hodge. Obligated in confcience! How am I obligated ?

Marg. Becaufe you are; and none but the bafett of
rogues would bring a poor girl to fhame, and afterwards
leave her tg the wide world. ;

¢ Hoage.
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Hodge. Bring you to fhame! Don’t make me fpeak,
Madge, don’t make-me fpeak.

. Maidge. Yes do, fpeak your worft.

Hodge. Why then, if you go to that, you were fain
to leave your own village down in the Weft, for a baft-
ard you hud by the clerk of the parith, and I’ll bring the
man fhall fay it to your face. - ,

Marg. No, no, Hodge, s no fuch thing, ’tis a bafe
lie of farmer Ploughfhare’s—But I know what makes
you falfe-hearted to me, that you may keep company
with young madam’s waiting-woman, and I am fure fhe’s
no fit body for a poor man’s wife.

Hodge.” How fhould you Rmow what fhe’s fit for ? She’s
fit for as much as you mayhap; don’t find fault with
your betters, Madge [Seesng Young Meadows.] Oh! ma-
fter Thomas, 1 have a word or.twa to fay to you ; pra
did not you go down the village one day laft week wi
a bafket of fomething upon your fhoulder ?

Y. Meadowws, Well, and what then ?

Hodge. Nay, not much, only the oftler at the Green-
man was faying as.how there was a paffenger at their
houfe. as fee’d you go by,.and faid he know’d you ; and
axt a mort of queftions—So I thought 1’d tell you.

Y. Meadrmes, The devil! afk queftions. aboot me! I
know nobedy in this: part of the country ; there muft be
" fome miftake in it— Come hither, Hodge.

Marg. A nafty ungraceful fellow, to ufe me at this
rate, after being to him as I have.—Well, well, I with
all poor girls would take warning by my mithap, and
. never have nothing to fay to none of them.

AIR XIII - y

. Hoaw bappy awere my days, till now!
: I néer did forrow feel,
I rofe with joy to nilk my coav,
Or take ny fpinning-avbeel.

My beart avas lighter than a fly,
Like any bir" I fung,

Till be pretended love, and I
Belies!d bis flati’ring tongue.

.
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0 trufis avbat man may bt ;
I awifk I was a maid again,
And in my own country.

SCENE X. i
“Agroen aith the profped of a willage, and the reprefentation
of a flatute or fair. Enter JusTicE Wooncock, Haw-
THORN, Mrs. Despran Waopgock, Lucinpa, Ros-
SETTA, YOUNG MEADOWS, HoDGE, and feveral coun-

iry pesple.

Hadge. This way, your worﬂup, this way. Why
don’t you ftand afide there ! Here’s his worﬂnp acofing.

Cowntrymen. His worfirip !

J, Woodrock. Fye, fye, what a croud’s thls' Odd, 'l
puat fome of them in the ftacke, [Siriking a fellow] Stand
out of the way, firrah.

‘Hawtb. For fhame, neighbour. Well, my lad, are
you willing to ferve the king 2

Gontrpman. Why, can you lift mal Serve the king,
ﬂ};:eﬁ gy noy 1 Py the kujg, thaqo emqgh, fot me..

Htm&, qul faid, S(urdy-boou

F. Woodcock. Nay, if you talk to them, they’ll anfwex
you.

Hawth. I would have them do fo,.I like .they fhould.
—Well, madam, is not this a fine fight ?# I did not know
my nenghbour s eftate bad been fo well peopled.—Are all
thefe his own tenants ?

Mprs. Deb. More than are.good of them, ¥r, Hawthorn.
I don’t like to fee (ioh & pancd of youﬁghuﬁ%ys ﬁeenng
with the fellows.

Haastb. There’s 2 tafs 6odnmgn a country gurl] Come
hither, my pretty maid. Whae brings you ¥ere [ Chuck-
ing ber under the chin.} Do you come te loek for a fer--
vice ?

C. Girl. Yes,an’t pleafe you. :

Hawth. Well, and what place are you for ?

C. Girl. All work, an’t pleafe you..

Cz T Wooieock.
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T+ Woodcock. Ay, ay, I don’tdoubt it ; any work you'll
put her to. :

Mrs. Deb, She looks like a brazen one—Go huffy.

Hawtb, Here's another. [Catching a girl that goes by.]
~ What health, what bloom !—This is Nature’s work ;

no art, no daubing. Don’t be athamed, child; thofe
cheeks of thine are enough to pura whole drawing-room
out of countenance,

SCENE XI .

Justice Wooncocx, HawTtuorn, Mrs. DeBoran
Woobcock, Lucinpa, RosserTa, Youne Megap-
ows, Hopeg, and mei and women fervants,

Hodge. Now, your honour, now the fport will come.
The gut-fcrapers are here, and fome among them are
going to fing and dance. Why there's not the like of
our ftatute, mun, in five counties ; others are but fools
to it. : C o

Servant-man. Come, good people, make a ring, and .
ftand out, fellow fervants, as many of you as are will-
ing, and able to bear: a bob. We'll let my mafters and *
miftrefles fee we can do fomething at leaft ; if they won’t:
hire us, it than’c be our fanlt. Strike up the Servants

AIR XIV.
Hovsn-MMn.

1 Ity gontles, Gft to me, .
J’;‘joug,‘:xl firong, and clean you fee 5 .
D/l not turn tail to any foe,
For avork 1hat’s in the countyy,

OFf all your boufe the charge I take,
d wap, Ifirub, Ibreww, Tbake;
And more can do than bere Pl fpeat,

- Dapending on your bounty. '

. Foot-
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FooTman,

_Bebold a blade, who knows bis trade
In chamber, ball, and ertry ;
Anf whqt tha’ beye 1 now appeary
we fer’d the beft of gentry. ©
A footman would you bave,
1 can drefs, and comb, and foave ;
For I a bandy lad am ; :
On a meffage I can go,
And flip a biNet-doux,
With. your bamble fenvant, madan.. \

Cook-Maip. . ¢ ™

Wby avtnts @ goodcook, my band they muft crofis
Fnhr.flain awboleforne difbes Pm neer at & B -
Ard what are Your foups, your ragouts, avd yor fauce,
Compar'd to old Brgh ‘

b roaft beef P
‘ CARTER:

If you awant a young man, witha true-bameft Bearty . . . ..

Who Ansavs boins 1o memage & ploagh and a cant, '

Hirt?s ome fur your purpafe, sonse taks me and vy ..

rod‘flﬁayywm’nqawléahluruml,: e iy
Ge bo Dobbin, &c.

CHORUS.
My maflers and mifiveffas, bitbar repair 5 -
What [irvants you want you'll find in aur fair ;. .
Men and Maids. fit for alkforisof flatlonsshere be 5 -
dnd, as for the wages we jban’t dijagres.
Exp or Tur First Acrd

[N N Lt [l

R TR . ERTEE IO PRT A

Cs " AC€T
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ACTH SCENE L

A Parlor in Justics Wooncack’s Hoafe. -

Lucinpa, Evstacs.

Lucin, ELL, am not I a bold adventurer, to
bring you into my father’s houfe at noon.
day ? Though, to fay the truth, we are fafer here than
in the garden; for there is not a human creature under
the roof befides ourfelves. L
Eufi. Then why not put our fcheme into execution
this moment ? I have a poft-chaife ready.
Lucin. Fye: how can you talk fo lightly @ I proteft
I am afraid to have any thing to do with you ; your
puffion feems too much founded on appetite ; and my
P Wt 1 by all the rapruse my heart now feel
. t all the ra m rt now feels—
I.ﬂm Oh w0 ge fure, promife azd vow ; it founds
prettily, and never fails to impofe upon a fond female.

AIR XV.

Pt avomen like aueak Indians trade,
Whefe judgment tinfel fusw deceys 3
Dupes 10 our folly e are madt,
. While ariful man the gain enjoys
We give our treafure to be paid,
A paitry, poor return! im toys,

Euft. Well, I fee you've a mind to divert yourfelf
with me ; but I with I could prevail on you to be a little
ferious, .

Lucin, Serioufly then, what would you defire me to
fay ? I have promifed to run away with you; which is
6 great a conceflion as any reafonable lover can expett

from his miftrefz,
PO Evfls
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Euf., Yes; but, you 8car provoking angel, you have
not told me when you will run away with me. -

Lucin, Why that, I confefs, requires fome confider-
ation.

Eufl. Yet remember, while you are deliberating, the
feafon, now fo favourable to us, may elapfe, never te
return.

.. AIR XVI
Think, my faireft, bow delay

Danger every moment brings ;
Time fiies fwvift, and will away ;
Time that's ever on its awings ; -
Doubting and fufpence at bef?,
Lovers late repentance coft;
Let us, eager te be blefi,
Seize occafion fer tis lofl,

SCENE IL

Lucinoa, Evsrace, Justice Woobcock, My,
. Desoras Woobcock,.

" Jo Woodeock. Why here is nothing in the world in.
this houfe bwt cattcr-wawling from morning till night, -
nothing but catter-wawling, Hoity toity ; who have
we here?

Lucin, My father and my aunt!

Euf. Thedevil! What thall we do?

Lucin, Take no notice of them, only obferve me.
(Speaks aloud to Euftace) Upon my word, Sir, I don’t
know what to fay toit, unlefs the f;xﬂice was at home
‘he is juft flepped into the village with fome company !
‘but, if you will fit down a. moment, I dare fwear he
will return (pretends to fee the Fuftice)—Oh! Sir, here is

mypag;} .
J+ Woodcock, Here is your papa, hufley ! Who's this
you have got with you? Hark you, firrah, who are
you, ye dog ? and what’s your bufinefs here?
Euft. Sir, this is a language I am not ufedto, - -
J+ Woodcocks Don’t anfwer me, you rafcal—I am a
. : Juftice



10 LOVE IN A VILLAGE:

juftice of the peace; and if I hear a word eatof your
mouth, I’ll fend you to jail, for all your lac’d hat.

Mrs Deb. Send ‘him ro jail, brother, that’s right.

. Woodcock. And how do you know it’s right ? Hew
fhould you know any thing’s right?—Bifter Deborah,
you are neverin the right. :

Mprs. Deb. Brother, this is the man I have been téls
ling you about fo long.

¥." Woodcock. What man, goody Wifeacre!

Mrs. Deb. Why the man your daughter has an imm
trigue with ; but I hope you will not believe it now,
though you fee it with your own eyes—Come huffey,
confefs, and don’t let your father make a fool of him-
felf any longer. .

Lucin. Confefs what, aunt? This gentleman is a
mufic-mafter: he goes about the country teaching la-
dies to play and fing ; and has been recommended to in-
frru@ me; I could not turn him oat when he came to
offer his fervice, and did not know what anfwer to give
him tll I faw my papa. .

F. Woodcock, A mufic-mafter! -

Eufi. Yes, Sir, that’s my profeffion.

. Mrs. Debs 10's 2 lye, young gwm;-iv'sla Jye Bro
ther, he is no mare 2 mufic-maftes, than I am a mufic-
matfter. ;

.. 5. Woodnick What then you know bgtter than the
fellow himfelf, do you? and yon will bg wiler than 4l
the world? : S .

Mprs. Deb. Brother, he does not look like a. mufi¢-
matfter. - . .

F. Woodcock. Be does mot look | ha! ha! ha! Was
vuer fueli 2 poor fupe! Well, aid. what: does .he. Jook
Hkethen? But I fuppofe you meaun, he is not drefled like
a_mufie-mafler, becaufe of his ruffies; and this bit of gar-
muhing abost his coat—which feems to be.copper top
~Why, yeu filly wretch, thefe whipperfiappers ‘fet up
for gentlemen, now-a-days, and give themfelves as many
airs as if they were people of quality.—Hark yon friend,
I fuppofe you don’t come within the vagrant aét? You
have fome fettled habitation ?—Whese do-you live ? .

Mrs Déb. It's an ealy mattér for him to tell yew 3
wrong place, . S SRR

F W opdeock._Sifler Debarah, don’t provoke me. .

Mr. lo‘D‘i.
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Mys, Deb. T with, brother, you would let me examine
him a little. - '

. Woodcock. You fhan’t fay @ word to him, you fhan’t
fay a word to him. :

Mrs. Deb. She fays he was recommended here, bro-
ther; afk him by whom ? '
ﬁmj. Woeodcock. No, 1 won’t now, becaufe you de-

it.

Lucin, If m did afk the queftion, aunt, it would
be very eaﬁlyy mved.

Mrs. Deb. Who bid you fpeak, Mrs. Nimble Chops?
I fuppofe the man has & tonguc in his head, to anfwer
for himfelf.

. Woodcock, Will nobody fop that prating old wo-
man’s mouth for me? Get out of the room.

Mys. Deb. Well, fol can, brother; I dont want to
flays but remember, I tell you, you will make yourfelf
ridiculous in this affair; for through your own obfti- -
nacy you will have your daughter run away with before

your face.

. Woodeock, My daughter ! who will run away with
my daughter ? ‘

Mrs. Deb. That fellow will.

. Weodcock. Go, go, you are a wicked cenforious:
woman. o .

Lucin. Why, fure madam, you muft think me very.
coming indeed, ' . \

F. Woodcock, Ay, fhe judges of others by herfelf; I
remember when fhe was a girl, her mother dared not
trut her the length of ber apron-firing ; the was clam~
bering upon every fellow’s back. _ :

Mrs. Deb. 1 was not.

F. Woodcock. You were. :

Lucin. Wells but why fo violent ?

A1 R XVL ,

Beliove s, dear aunt,
If you rawe thus, and rant,
You'll never a lower perfuade i’
The men will all fiys
And ltave you to dity .
Ob, terrible chance !, a5 old maid.
. . How
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How happy the lafs,
"Muft flor come to this pafs,
Who ancitm wirginity feapes:
YTavere better on earth -
Have fivebrats at a birth, -
Then in bell be a leader of apes..

<

S CENE ur.
JusTice Wooncock, Lucikva. Ebsvrace.”

. Woodeock. Well done, Lucy, fend her about her
bufinefs; a troublefome, foolith creature, ‘does-the think
Iwant to be directed by her—&ome hither iy lad; your.
look tolerable honett. , oo -

Eup. T hope, fir, I (hatk never give you caufe to-after

your %iniom : ; s
F. Woodeotk.” o, wo,; I'am not eafily détetved, 1 am
generally pretty right i my conjeQuress—You mmuk
know, 1 had once a little notion of inufic myfelf; and
learned npon the fiddle;; I costd play the TFrumper Mi-
nuet, and Buttered Peas, and two or three tunes. Fre-
member wheo I was in London, about thirty-years age,
there was & foirg, 2 great favewrite.at owr chub at Nﬁ-
do’s coffee-houfe ; .Jack Pickle ufed to fing it for-as: a
drell fifti; but 'tis-an éithing, Edire fwear you have

heard of it often. e ‘
!

3

A IR XVIIL

When 1follonw’d a lafs that avas oquard and ff

Ob ! 1 fluck to ber fiuff, till 1 Mﬁ ber comply ; s

Ob! 1took ber fo lovingly round the waifl,

Ard 1 frack’d ber lips and beld her faﬁ .
When bug’d and haul’d,

She fqueal’d and’ fguafi’d ; )

But though fbe wow'd ail I did awas in waiw,

Yet I pleafed ber fo avell that foe bore is again:
Then koity, toity, '
Whijking, frifting,

Green awas ber gown upon the grafi; :

Ok! fuch were the joye of oar dancing days,

Eupt.
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Eufi. Very well, Sir, upon my word.

F- Woodcock. No, 10,1 forget -all thofe things now ;
but I could do a little ar them once:—Well, ftay and eat
your dinner, ubd we'll walk ‘about your. teaching the
xglirl--Luc:y, take your mafter to your fpinnet, and fhew

im what you can do—I muft goand give fome orders;
then boity, toity, &c.

SCENE: IV,

Lucinpa, Eustace.

Lucin. My {weet pretty papa, your moft obedient:
humble fervant; hah, hah, hah! was ever fo whimfical
an accident ! Well fir, what do you think of this?

Eupt. Think of it! I amin a maze,

Lucin. O your aukwardnefs! I was frigthened out of
my wits, left you fhould not take the hint; and if I had
not turned matters fo cleverly, we fhould have been
utterly undone. - ~

Eyft. *Sdeath! why would you bring me into the
houfe ? we could expe& nothing elfe: befides, fince
they did furprife us, it would have been better to have
difcovered the truth.

Lucin. Yes, and never have feen one apother after-
.wards. I know my father better than you do; he has
taken it into his head, I have no inclination for a huf-
band ; and let metell you, that is our beft fecurity; for
if ence he has faid a thing he will not be eafily perfua-
ded to the contrary.

Eyff. And pray what am Itodo now?

Lucin. Why, as I think .all danger is-pretty well aver,
fince he has invited you to dinner with him, ftay; only
be cautious of your behavicur; and, in the mean time, I
will confider what is next to be done.

Euft. Had not I better go to your father?

Lucin. Do fo, while I endeavour to recover myfelf a
little out of the flurry this affair has put me in.

Euft. Well, but what fort cf a parting is this, with-
out fo much as- your iervanr, or good bye to-you?-No
ceremony at all! Can you afford me no token to keep
up my fpirits till I fee you again?

Lucin. Ah childifh !

Eufi. My angel!

yf. My ang AIR
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. " AIR XIX.

Eutt,  Let rakes and libertines refign’d
.. Do fenfual pleafures, range! .

Here all the fox's charms 1 find,

And né'er can cool or change,

Lucin.  Let wain coguetsy and prudes conceal,
What mofl their bearts defire
With pride my paffion I reveal,
Obl may it né'er expire.

Both,  The fun fball ceafe to fpread its light,
Tbhe flars their orbits leavve ;
And fair creation fink in night,
When I my dear deceive.

*"SCENE V.
A Garden.

Enter RosSETTA, mufing,

Rgf. If ever poor creature was in a -pitiable condi-
tion, furely Iam. The devil take this fellow, I cannot
get him out of my head, and yet I would fain perfuade
myfelf I don’t care for him: well but furely I am not
inlove : let me examine my heart a little: I faw him
kifing one of.the maids the other day; I could have
boxed his ears for it, and have done nething but find fault
and quarrel with the girl ever fince.. Why was I uneafy
at his toying with another woman ? what was it to me?
—Then I dream of him almoft every night—but that
may proceed from his being generally uppermoft in my
thoughts all day: Oh! wor%e and worfe '—Well, he is
«ettainly a prettylad ; he has fomething bncommon about
him, confidering his rank: —And now let me only put
the cafe, if he was not a fervant, would I, or would I
not prefer him to all the men I ever faw ? Why, to be
fure, if be was not a fervant—In fhort, I’ll atk myfelf no
more queftions, for the further I examine, the lefs rea-
fon I fhall have to be fatisfied.

AIR
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A:-IR XX.

Hoaw blefs’d the maid, whofe bofoms .
No bead-firong paffion knows; -
Her days in joys e paffes,
R Her nights in calm repofe,
Where &er ber fancy leads ber,
No pain, no fear invades her ;
But pleafure,
Without meafure,
From ev'ry object flows.

SCENE VIL

‘Younc Meabows, Rosserra.

Y, Meadsavs, Do you come into the garden, Mrs.
Roffetta, to put my lillies and rofes out of countenance ;
orto fave me the trouble of watering my flowers, by re-
viving them ? The fun feems to have hid himfelf a little,
to give you an opportunity of fupplying his place.

Rof. Where -could he get that now ! he never read it~
in the Academy of Compliments.

Y. Meadows. Come don’t affet to treat me with con<
tempt; Ican fuffer any thing better than that; in fhort,
I love you ; there is no more to be faid: I a

; h . m angry’
with myfelf for it, and ftrive all I can agaioft it: burin
1pite ofy myfelf, I love you. _ )

AIR XXI.
In wain I ev’ry art ¢ffay, p

Lo pluck the wenom’d fbaft away
That wrankles in my heart ;
Decp inthe centre fix’dy and bound,
My efforts but enlarge the awound,
And fiercer make the fmnart

Rof. Really, Mr. Thomas, this is very improper
language ; it is what I don’t underfland; I can’t futfer
it and in fhort, I don’c like it, . '

Y. Meadoaws. Perhaps you don’t like me.

Rof; Well, perhaps I' don’t.

D

Y., Meadsws
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Y. Meadows. Nay, but’tis not fo ; come, confefs you
ove me.

Roff. Confefs | indeed I fhall confefs no fuch thing:
‘befides, to what purpofe thould I confefs it 2

Y. Meadows, Why, as you fay, 1 don’t know to what
purpofe; only it would be a fatisfaction to me to hear
you fay fo; that’s ali,

Rof. Why, if 1did love you, I can aflure you, you
wou’d never be the better for it—Women are apt enough
#obe weak ; we cannot always anfwer for our inclina-
tions, but it is in our power not to give way to them;
and, if T was fo filly; I fay, if I was fo indifcreet,
which I hope I am not, s to entertain an improper re-
gard, when people’s circumftances are quite unfuitsble,
and there are obftacles in the way that cannot be fur-
.mounted—

X. Meadows, Oh! to be fure, Mrs. Rofetta, to be fure:
you are entirely in the right of it—I—know very well,
you and I can never come together,

R/ Well ihen, fince that is the cafe, as I affure you
itis, 1 think we had better behave accordingly.

Y, Meadows. Suppofe we make a bargain, then, never
#o fpesk ‘to one another any more?

Ryf. With all my heart,
© ¥o" Meadows, Nor look at, nor, if poffible, think of,
one another ? o

Rof. 1 am very willing,

¥, Meadowws, And, as long as we flay in the houfe to-
gether, never to take any notice ? : : a
"~ Ryf. Ttis the beft way.

Y. Meadows, Why, 1 believeit is—Well, Mrs. R
1elta~—-

AIR XXH

Roft  Brgomtm—I agree
From this moment awére frees -
Already the matter Pue fuorn:
Y. Meaad, Yet let me complain :
Of the fates shat ordain, ’ \
A iryal fo bard to be borne.
Rofl; When things are not fit,
W'e Joould calmly fubmir;

Nn;
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No cure in reluflance awe fnd :
Y. Mead. Then thus I obey,
Tear your image away,

And bavifh you quite from my mind..

Rof. Well," now,. I think, I am fomewhat eafier: F
am glad I have come to this explanation with him, be-
caufe it puts an end to things at once.

Y. Meadows. Hold, Mrs. Rofletta, pray ftay a mo-
ment—The airs this gir) gives herfelt aré intolerable: I.
find now the caufe oig her behaviour ; fhe defpifes the
meannefs of my condition, thinking a gardner below the
notice of a lady’s waiting-woman: ’sdeath, I have a
good mind to difcover myfelf to her,

Ryf. Poor wretch! he does not know what to make
of it: I believe he is heartily mortified, but I muft not
pity him. :

Y. Meadews.. It fhall be fo; I will difcover my@if to
her, and leave the heufe direétly—Mrs. Rofferta—-
{flarting back)—Pox on it, yonder's the Juftice come:
into the garden'|

Rof. O Lord! he will walk round this way; pray
go about your bufinefs; I would not for the world he
thould fee us together,

Y. Meadoavs. The devil take him: he’s gone acrofs the-
parterre, and can’t hobble here this half hour: I muft
and will have a little converfation with you.

Roff. Some other time.

Y. Meadows. This evening, in the green-houfe, at
the lower end of the canal; I have fomething to com-
municate to you of importance. Will you meet me
there?

Ref. Meet you't

Y. Meadows. Ay; 1have a fecret to tell you; and I
fwear, from that moment, there fhall be an end of every
thing betwixt.us. .

Rof.. Well, well, pray leave me now.

Y. Mracows. You'll come then ?

Ref. 1 don’t know, perhaps I may.

Y. Meadrws. Nay, but promife.

Rof. What fignifies promifing ; I may break my pro-
mife—but I tell you I will. ) ’

Y. Meadews. Enough—Yet before I leave - you, lét-
me defire you to believe I tove you more than ever man

Dz loved
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loved woman ; and that, when I relix;quifh you, I givé
up all that can make my life fupportable. -

AIR XXIII.

Ob! how fball 1 in langiage aeak,
My ardent paffion tell;
Or form my falt’ring tongue to fpeak,
That cruel averd, Fareavell!
Fareavelimbut know, tho* thus ae part,,
My thoughts can wecver firay:
Go wbere I axill, my confiant beart
Muft avith my charmr [lay

SCENE IV.

Rosserra, Justice Wooncock.

Ref. What can this be that he wants to tell me: L
have a firange curiofity to hear it, methinkse—well—

J+ Wocd.ock. Hem : hem: Rofletta!
"7 Reff. So, 1 thoughtthe devil wauld throw him in my

way; now for a courtthip of a different kind ; but I'll
give him a furfeit—Did you call me, Sir? :

7+ Woodcock. Ay, whete are you running fo faft ?

Rofl. T was only going into the houfe, Sir.

7+ Woodcock. Well, but come here: come here, T fay.
( Looking about) How do you do,. Rofletta?

Roff. Thank you, Sir pretty well,

J+ Woodcock.” Why you look as frefh and bloomy toe
day—Adad, you little flut, I believe you are painted,

Roff. O Sir, you are pleafed to comp liment.

7+ Waoodcock. Adad, I believe you ate~<let me try—"

Roff. Lord, Sir! . o

J+ Woodcock, What brings you into this garden fo
- often, Rofletta ? I hope you den’t get eating green fruit

and trafh ; or have youa hankering after fome lover in
dowlas, who fpoils my trees by engraving true-lovers
knots on them, with your horn and buck-handled knives?
I fee your name written upon the ceiling of the fervants
hall, with the fmoak of a candle ; and I fufpeGt—

Rqf. Not me, I hope, Sir—No, Sir; I am of anotb}r

guels
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{s ming, I affure ; you for, I have heard fay, men are
alfe and fickle—.

F. Woodcock. Ay, that’s your flanting, idle young fel--
lows ; fo they are; and they are fo damn’d impudent,
I wonder a woman will have any thing to fay to them;
befides, all that they want is fomething to brag of, and -
tell again. ° _ .

" Ref. Why, T ownq, Sir, if ever I was to make a flip it:
fhould be with an elderly gentleman—about feventy, or
feventy-five years of age. )

7+ Woedcock, No child, thats out of reafon; tho’ I
have known many a man turned of threefcore with a:
hale conftitution,’ o

Roff. Then, Sir, he fhould be troubled with the gout,
have a good ftrong, fubftantial, winter cough—and I
fhould not like him the worfe-if he had a fmall - touch.
of the rheumatifm, - ) .

J- Woodcock. Pho, Pho, Roffetta, this is jefting. .

Rof. No, Sir, every body has a tafte, and I have
mine. -

J+ Wosdoock. . Well, but Rofletra, have you thought of -
what I.was faying to you ?:

Rofl. What was it, Sir ¢

J+ - Weodeock: - AR you kinow, youknow, well enough, .
hufley. )

Reff. Dear Sir, confider-¢“ my foul ; would you have:
% me endanger ‘my foul ? _

" ¥. Woodcock, ** No, no—Repent, - .

Roff. ¢ Befides, Sir confider,” what his a poor férvant:
te depend . on but her charafter? And, I have heard;
z}gu gentlemen will talk one  thing before, and another -

ter. -

T+ Waoodeock. .1 tell you again, thefe are the idle, flathy
young dogs: but when you-have-to do with a flaid, fober
man-—

Rof; Anda magiftrate, Sir!’ ] ‘

J. Wecdeock. Right; it’s quitea different thingyme-
Well, fhall we, Roffetta, fhall we?

RyjJs Really, Sir, I don’tknow what to fay to it, -

AIR XXIV..

. ﬁuﬂg 1 am, and fore afraid: -
Wow'd you-burt a barmle/s maid?- L
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Lead an innocent afiray ? .
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray, -
Men tos often ave believe : :
And fbould you my faith deceive,

Ruin firfi and then forjake,

Sure my tender beart wou’d break.

J Woodcock. Why, you filly girl, I won’t do you any
hagm. -

Rqof. Won’t you, Sir?

. Woodcock. Not 1.

Roff. But won’t you indeed, Sir?

J- Woodcock. Why 1 tell you Iwon't.

Roff. Ha, hd, ha'! :

J+ Woodcock. Hufley Hufley, '

Rofl. Ha, ha, ha!—Your fervant, Sir, your fervant.

J'+ Woodcock, Why, you impudent, audacious—

SCENE IX.
Jusrice Wooncocx,fHA'w‘TuonN.

Hawth. So, fo, juftice at odds with gravity ! his wore
fhip playing at romps ! — Your fervant, Sir.

J Woodcock, Haw: friend Hawthorn! T

Hawth. 1 hope 1 don’t fpoil fport, neighbour: I
thought I'had the glimpfe of a petticoat as I came in
here. '

. Waeodeocl, Oh! the maid. Ay, fhe has been ga-
thering a fallad—But come hither, mafter Hawthorn,
and P’l! fhew you fome alterations I intend to make in
my garden. , o L

Hawet. No, no, I am no judge of it; befides, I
want to talk to you a little more abou: this—Tell me,
8ir Juftice,” were you helping your maid to gather 2
fallad here, or cenfulting her tafte in your improve-
ments, eh ? Fa, ha, ha! Letme fce, allamong the rofes;
egad, I like your notion: but you look 2 little blank
upon it: you are afhamed of the bufinefs, then, are
you? ' T :

AIR XXV.

Oons! neighbour, nf'er bluf for a triffe like this §
W kat barm with a fair one 8o tcy and to kifs 2

74




A COMIC OPERA. 5%

The greateft and gravefi—a truce awith grimace—
Would do the fame thing, avere they in the fame place.

No age, no profeffien, no flation is free ;

To foversign beauty mankind bends the knee :

That power, refifilefs, nofirexgth can oppofe,
We all love a preity girle——under the rofz..

F. Woodcack, 1 profefs, mafter Hawthorn, this is all
Indian, all Cherokee language to me; I don’t under-
ftand a word of it. i

Hawth, No, may be not : well, Sir, will you read this
letter, and try whether you can underftand that; it is
juft brought by a fervant, who ftays for an anfwer.

- Woodcock. A letter, and to me! (taking the litter.)
Yes it is to me; and yet I am fure it comes fromno -
correfpondent, that I know of. Where are my fpeQacles ?
not but I can fee very well .without them, mafter Haw-
thorn ; but this feems to be a fort of a crabbed hand.

S IR,

I am afbamed of giving you this trouble ; but I am informed
there is an untbinking boy, a fon of mine, now difyaifed and
ingour fervice, in the capacity of a gardener : Tom is a lite
tle wild, but an bontft lad, and no foo! cithery the’ I am his
Satber that fay it. Tom—oh, thisis Thomas, our gare
dener; I always thought that he was a better man’s
child than he appeared to be, though I never mentioned

1t .

Hazaurh. Well, well, Sir, pray let’s hear the reft of
the letter.

. Woodcack, Stay, where is the place ¥ Oh, here: 7
am come in quefl of my runaway, and awrite this at an inn in
~your willafe, awbhile I a.: fwaliowing a morfel of dinner: bes
caufe not baving the pleafure of your acquaintance, I did not
care ta intrude, avithout giving you notice (Whoever this
perfon is, he underftands good manners). I beg leave ta
await on you, Sir ; but defire you would keep my arrival a for
cret, particwlarly from the young man.

WiLriaM Meapows,

m
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1’1 affure you, a-very well worded, civil letter Do

gdu know any thing of the perfon who writes it, neigh-
our ? .

Hawth. Let me confider—Meadows—by dad T be-
lieve it is Sir William Meadows of Northamptonthire ;
and, now I remember, I heard, fome time ago, that the
heir of that family had abfconded, on account of a mar-
riage that was difagreeable to him. It is a good many
years fince I have feen Sir William, but we were once
well acquainted; and, if you pleafe, Sir, I will go and
condué him to the houfe.

° 5. Woadcack, Do fo, mafter Hawthorn,. do fo——But,-
ray what fort of a man is this Sir William Meadows -
s he a wife man?

Hawth. There is no occafion for a man that has five
thoufand pounds a year, to be a conjuror ; but I fuppofe

. you afk that queftion becaufe of this ftory about his fon;
taking it for granted, that wife parents make wife chil-
dren.

. Woodcock. No doubt of it, mafter Hawthorn, no
doubt of it—I warrant we fhall find now, that this young
rafcil has fallen in love with fome myox, againit his fa-
thers confent—Why, Sir, if I had as many children as.
king Priam had, that we read of at fchool in the deftruc-
‘tion of Troy, notone of them fhould ferve we fo.

Hawth., Well, well, neighbour, perhaps not ; but we
fhould remember when we were young ourfelves ; and I
was as likely to play anold don fuch a trick in my day, as
e’er a fpark in the hundred ; ray between you arid me,
I had done it once, had the wench been as willing as I

AIR XXVI

My Dolly was the fairefl ithing !

Her breath difelos’d the faveets of fpring ;
And if for fummer you wou'd feck,

YT was painted in ber eye, her check;

Her fawelling bofom, tempting ripe,

Of fruitful autumn awas the type :

But, avben my tender tale 1 told,

I found ber beart aas avinter cold.

 J-Wookick. Ah, you were always a fcape-grace rattle<
&ap.
a Hawtbs
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Hawth. Odds heart, neighbour Woodcock, don’t telt
me, young fellows will be young fellows, though we

preach till we’er hoarfe again; and fo there’s an end
on'ts .

SCENE X
JusTice Wooncock’s bal..

Hopce, MaRrGERY.

Hedge. So, miftrefs, who let-you in ?

Marz. Why,. 1 let myfelf in.

Hodge. Indeed ! Marry come up! why, then pray let
ourfelf out again. Times are come to a prety pafs;.
think you might have had the manners to knock at the-

door firft.—What does the wench ftand for ? )

Marg. 1 want to know if his worfhip’s at home.

Hodge. Well, what’s your bufinefs with his worthip ?
Marg. Perhaps you will hear that—Look ye, Hodge,

it does not fignify talking, I am come, cnce for. all, to
know what you intends to do; for I won’t be made a
fool of any longer.

Hodge, z[ou: won’t.

Marg. No, that’s what I won’t, by the beft man that
ever wore a head ;. I am the make.game of the whole
village upon your account; and I'll try whether your
mafter gives you toleration in your doings.

Hodge.. You will ? .

Marg. Yes that’s what I will ;. his worfhip fhall be:
acquainted with all your pranks,. and fee how you will
like to be fent for a foldier. : :

Hodge. There’s the door ;. take a friend’s advice and.
go about your bufinefs.-

Marg. My bufinefs is with his worfhip ;- and I wonlt
go till I fees him, ’

Hodge. Look you, Madge, if you make any of your
orations here, never ftir if I don’t fet the dogs at you—
Will you be gone ?

Marg. 1 won’t.

Hodge, Here Towzer, (whiftling) whu, whu, whu,

AIR
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AIR XXVII

Was sver poor fellow fo plagi’d with a vixes ? :
Zawns ! Madge don't provoke me, but mind what 1 fay;
You’we chofe a awrong parfin for playing your tricks on,
So pack up your ails and be trudging away :
) You’d better be quici,. ‘ N
And not breed a riot 3
8'blood muft I fland prating avith you here o/l day.2
Pve got other matters to mind ;- .
May bap you may think me an afs ;.
But to the contrary you'll find :
A fine piece of work by the mafs I

"SCENE XL
RosserTa, Hopce, MarGERY.

Rofl. Sure I heard the voice of difcord here—as I live
an admirer of mine, and, if I miftake not, a rival—I"lk
have fome fport with them—how now fellow-fervant,
what’s the matter ? :

Hodge. Nothing, Mrs. Rofletta, only this young wo-
man waats to {peak with his worthip —Madge follow me.

Marg. No Hodge, this is your fine madam ; but Iam.
as good fleth and blocd as fhe, and have as clear a fkin roo,
tho’f I mayn’t go fo gay ; and now fhe’s here I’} tell
her a piece of my mind. -

Hoage. Hold your tongue, will you ?

Marg.. No, I'li fpeak if I die for it..

Roff. What’s the matter, I fay? -

. Hodge. Why nothing I tell you ; —Madge —
. Marg. Yes, but itis fomething, i’s all aiong of flie, and
fhe may be athamed of herfelf..

Rof. Blefs me, child, do you dire® your difcourfe to
me?

Marg. Yes, L do, and to nobody elfe ;- there was not
a kinder foul breathing than he was till of late-; I had
pever a crofs word from him till he kept you company ;

" but all the girls about fay, thereis no fuch thing as keep-
ing a fiveetheart for you.
Roff. Do you hear this, friend Hodge? .
o Halgft
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Hodge. Why, you don’t mind fhe I hope ; but if that

- wexes her, I do like you, I do; my mind runs upor/

nothing elfe ; nd if fo be as you was agreeable to it, I
would marry you to night, before to-morrow.

Marg. You're a nafly monkey, you are parjur’d, you
&now you are,.and you deferve to have your eyes tore
out. . :

Hodge. Let me come at her—I’ll teach you to call
names, and abufe folk.

Marg. Do firike me ; youa man!

Rgf. Hold, hold—we fhall have a battle here prefent-
1y, and 1 may chance to get my cap tore ofi—Never
exafperate a_jealous woman, ’tis taking a mad bull by
the horns—Leave me to manage her.

Hodge. You manage her! I’ll kick her.

Roff. No, no, it will be more for my credit, to get the
better of her by fair means—I . warrant I’ll bring her to
teafon.

Hodge. Well, do fo then—But may I depend upon
you ? when fhall I fpeak to the parfon? ,

Rof. We’ll talk of that another time—Go.

Hodge. Madge, good bye.

Refl. The brutality of this fellow fhocks me !=Oh
man, man—you are all alike—A bumkin here, bred at
ahe barn-door ! had he been brought up in a court, could
he have been more fafhionably vicious? fhew me the
dord, 'fquire, colonel, -or captain of them all, can ont-do
him.

AT1R XXVIIIL
" ‘Ceafe, gay feducers, pride to take,

n triumphs o’er the fair ;
. Since clovwns as awell can all the rake,

As thofe in bigher fphere

-Wher: then to fbun a flameful fate
Shall belplefs beanty go ;

In e'sy vank, in ev’ry flate,
Poor swoman finds a foe,

SCENE
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SCENE XIIL
RossETTA, MARGERY.

Marg. 1 am ready to burft, I can’t ftay in the place
any longer. . - ’

Rof. Hold child, come hither. .

Marg. Don’t fpeak to me, don’t you. .

Rof. Well, but I have fomething to fay to. you ot
confequence, and that will be for your good ; I {uppofe
this fellow promifed you marriage. .

Marg. Ay, or he fhould never have prevail’d upon me.

Rof. Well, now you fee the ill confequence of trufts
ing to fuch promifes ;: when once a man hath cheated 2
woman of her virtue, fhe has no longer hold of him'; he
defpifes her for wanting that which he hath robb’d her
of ; and, like a lawlefs conqueror, triumphs in the ruin
he hath occafioned. )

- Marg.—~Nan! )

Rqf. However, I hope the experience you have got,
though fomewhat dearly purchafed, will be of ufe to you
for the future ; and as to any defigns I have upon the
“heart of your lover, you may make yourfelf eafy, for Iaf-
fure'you, I fhall'be no dangerous rival, fo go your ways

- and be a good girl. -

Marg. Yes—1I don’t very well underftand her talk,
but I fuppofe that’s as much as to fay fhe’ll keep.him
herfelf ; well let her, who cares, I don’t fear getting bet-

- ter nor he is any day of the year, for.the matter of that;

and I have a thm&ght come into my head that may be will
be more to my advantage. o

A1 RZXXIX.

. Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no further Pl feck,
But go up to the toavn in the waggon next week ;
A fervice in London is no fuch difgrace,
B And Regifier’s office awill ges me a place : .
L Det Bloflom avent there, and foon met with a friend ;
Folks fay in ber fiths foe's now flanding an end !
Then awhy fhould not 1 the fame maxim purfue,
And better my fortune as other girls do 2
!

SCENE
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SCENE XI.

Buter RosscTTA _and Lucinpa. ~

Royf-Ha! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moft dele@ably
tidiculous, And fo your father is content he fhould be a
mufic-mafter, and will have him fuch, in fpite of all

~gour aunt can fay to the comtrary ¢

Lucine My father.and he, ¢hild, are .the beft compa-
nions you ever faw : and have been finging tegether the
moft hideous duets! Bobbing Joan, and Old Sir Simon
the King: Heaven knows where Euflace could pick
them up.; but he has gone through half the contents of
Pills to purge Melancholy, with him.

Rof. And have you refolved to take wing to-night ?

Luein. This very night, my dear.: my fwain will go
from hence this evening, but no farther than the inn,
where he has.left his horfes ; and at twelve precifely, he
swill be witha poft-chaife at the little gate that opeas from
tgfe lawn into the road, where I have promifed to meet

1M . .
--Roff. ‘Then depend upon it; I'll bear you -company.

Lucin, We fhall flip out when the family are afleep,
and I have prepared Hodge already. Wel{ 1 hope we
fhall be happy. S '

Rof. Never doubt it.

AIR XXX..
In love foould there meet-a_fond pair,
' - Untuter’d by fafion or art;
Y Whefe nbifbes are warm and fincere,
Whofe avords are th’ excefs of the beart:

If ought of fubftantial dlight, -
. On this fide the fiars ¢can be found,
'Ti i:,/qrt swhen that couple unite, . .’
-ond cupid by Hymen is crown’d.

LY

<. | L SCENE
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SCENE XIV.

RosseTTa, LuciNpa, HAWTHORN.

Haawib. Lucy, where are you ?

Lucin, Your pleafure, Sir ?

Roff. Mr. Hawthorn, your fervant. :

Hawth, What, my little water-wagtail! The very
couple I wifh’d to meet: come hither both of you.

Roff. Now, Sir, what would you fay to both of us?

Hawtb., Why, let me ook at you a littlemhave you
got on yeur beft gowns, and your beft faces? If not

o and trick yourfelves out dire&tly, for I'll tell you a
fecret—there will be a young batchelor in the houfe,
within thefe three hours, that may fall to the fhareof
one ;f you, if you look fharp—but whether miftrefs ot
maid— .

Rof. Ay, marry, this is fomething; but how do you
know whethereither miftrefs or maid will think him worth
. acceptance ? . .

Hawtb, Follow me, follow me ; I warrant you.

Lucin. 1can affure you, Mr. Hawthorn, I am very
difficult to pleafe. :

Reff. And fo am I, Sir,

Hawtb, Indeed!

A IR XXXI.

Well coms, lat us bear what the fwain muf} poffef's
W ho may bope at yoor fuet to implors aith fucce/s ®
Rofl, He muft bey firft of all,
Straight, comely, and tall:
Lucin, Neither avkward,
Rofl, Nor foolifp,
L\lcin- N" ‘ﬂﬁ’
Rofl. Nor mulifh ; 3 .
kga.m' } Nor gyt fbould bis fortuns be fuail,
Hawth,  What think'ft of a captain ?
Lucin. All blufier and avounds !
Hawth,  Wbat think'ft of a *fquire P
Rofl, To be lsft for bis boundss
’ Lucin,
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The youth that is form'd to my mind,

Lucin. Muft Le gentle, obliging and hind ;
Of all things in nature love me :

Rofl. Hawe fenfe fatb t0 fpeak and to fe.—

Yet fometimes be filent. and blind.
Hawthe ) ’Fore Gearge a moft rave matrimonial receipt |
Rofl. Olferwe ity ye fair, in the choice of a mate 5
Lucia. Remember, *iis wediock determines your fale.

Exp or THE Sscuno Acr,
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ACT UL SCENE L

A parlour in Justice Woopcock’s bowfe.  Enter Siy ‘:
WiLrLiam Mgavows, followed by HaAwTHORN, !

Sir Will, ELL this is excellent,. this is mighty
good, this is mighty merry, faith;
ha! ha! ha! was ever the like heard-of ? that my boy,,
Tom, fhould run away from me, for fca" of being forced
to marry a girl he never faw ? that fhe fhould- fcamper
from her father ;. for fear of being forced to marry him ;:
and that they fhould run into one another’s arms this.
way in difguife, by mere accident ; againfl their confents,,
and without knowing it,. as a body may fay,! Muay I ne-.
ver do an ill tarn, mafter Hawthorn, if 1tis not one of
the oddeft adventures partly—
Hawth.. Why, Sir William, it is a romance ;. a novel;
a pleafanter hiflory by half, than the loves of Doraftus
and Faunia :-we fhall have ballads made of it within thefe
two months, fetting forth, how a young ’fquire became
a ferving man of low degree; and it will be ftuck up
with Margaret’s Ghoft and the Spanith Lady, againft the
walls of every cottage in the country.
Sir #ill, But what pleafes me beft of-all, mafter Haw--
thorn, is the ingenuity of the girl.. May I never do an
.31l turn, when [ was called. out of: the room, and the
fervant faid fhe wanted to fpeak to me, if I knew
what to make on’t: but when the little gipfey took me
fiade, and tgld me her name, and how matters ftood, I
was quite a(ioni[hed,__ as a body may fay ;. and could not
believe it parily ;. tiH her young friend, that fhe is with
here, affured me of the truth on’t:-Indeed,. at laft, I
began to recollect her face, though I have. not fet:eyes-
on her before, fince fhe was the height of a. full-grown:
yhound.
Haawth, Well; Sir William, your fon as yet knows:
nothing of what-has happened, nor of your bcinl;l;u iome!-‘
er I’
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hither ; and, if you’ll follow my counfel, we’'ll have
fome fport with him.—He and his miftrefs were to meet
in the garden this evening by appointment, fhe’s gone to
drefs herfelf in all her airs; will you let me dire& your
proceedings in this affair ?

Sir Wili. With all my heart, mafter Hawthorn, with
all my heart, do what you will with me, fay what you
pleafe forme; I am fo overjoyed, and fo happy — And may
Inever do an ill turn, but I am very glad to fee youtoo;
ay, and partly as much pleafed at that as any thing elfe,

r we have been merry together before now, when we
were fome years younger : well, and how has the world

ne with you, mafter Hawthorn, fince we faw one ano-
ther laft ?

Haweb, Why, pretty well,. Sir William, I have no
reafon to complain : every one has- a mixture of four
with his fweets : but, in. the main, I believe, I have
done in a degree as tolerably as my neighbours.

"AIR XXXII

The world is a well furnif’d table,

Where guefis are promifcoufly fet 5
We all fare as awell as ae’re able,

And firamble for what we can get,
My fimile bolds to a titile, -

Some gorge, while fome fearce bave a tdfle;
But if I’m content wish a litthy

, Enough is as good as a feafl.

SCENE IL

Sir WiLL.Msabows, HawTHorN, RosseTTa,

R:f. Sir William, I beg pardon for detaining you,
butI have had fo much difficulty in adjufting my bor-
rowed plumes—

Sir Will. May I never do an ill turn but they fit you
02T, and you look very well, fo youdo: Cockfbones

O your father will chuckle when he comes to hear
this '_t{or father, mafter Hawthorn, is as worthy a
Man 25 lives by bread, and has been almoft out of his

h i E 3 fenfes
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fenfes for the 1ofs of her—But tell me hufley, has not

this been all a fcheme, a piece of conjuration between:

you and my fon? Faith. I am half perfuaded-it has, it
looks fo tike hocus-pocus as a-body ‘may fay.

Rof.. Upon my honour, Sir William, what has hap..
pened has been the mere.effettof chance; I came hither
unknown to your forr, and he unknown to me: I never:
in the leaft Z)fp:&ed‘ that Thomas the gardner was o-.
ther than his appearance fpoke him; and leatt of all,
that he was a perfon with whom I had-fo clofe a con-
neftion. Mr. Hawthorn can teflify the aftomfhment I'
was in when he firft informed me of it; butI thought
it was my duty to come to an immediate explanation with:

OU.. . o
Sir Will. Ts not fRe a neat wench, mafter Hawthorn?
. May I never do ‘an ill turn bur fle "is—But you litde
pla§uy devil, how came this love affair between you?
of. I have told you the.whole truth very ingenus
oufly, Sir:: fince your. fop and I have Leen fellow-
fervants, as I may call it, in this houfe, I have had more
than reafon to fufpeét he had taken aliking tome; and E
will own with equal franknefs, had I not looked upon him.
as a perfon fo much below me, I fhould-have had. no ob-
jetion to receiving his courtfhip..

Haavth. Well faid, by the lord Harry,, alt above board,.
fair and open. : .

Rof. Perhaps I may be cenfured By fome for this
.candid declaration ; but I love to fpeak my fentiments;
and I affure you, Sir William, in my opimon, I fhould
prefer a §ardner, with your fon’s good qualities, toa
knight of the fhire without them.

AIR XXXIII, -

*Tis not aealth, it is not &irtb,,
Can walue to the foul convey ;
Minds poffefs fuperior avorth,
o Wbi{/;”c.iancf‘mr gives, nor takes away,
Like the fun true merit /beavs;
By nature awarm, by nature bright;- -,
Witk inbred flames, he nobly glowws, ,
-7 Nor needs the aid of borrow’d light;

o

- Hawthy




A COMIC OPERA. 43

Nawb.. Well,. but, Sir, we lofe time—is not this a.
bout the hour appointed to meet in the garden ?

Rof. Pretty near it.. '

Hawth, Oons then what do we ftay for? ‘Come, my
old friend, come along, and by the way we will confule:
how to manage your interview.

Sir Will. Ay, but I muft fpeak-a word. or two. to.my:
man.about the horfes-firft.-

SCENE IILL
RosseTTa, Hobpct..

Roff. Well——What’s the bufinefs ? '

Hodge, Madam—Mercy on us, I crave parden!’

R%‘ Why Hodge, don’t you know me?

Hedge, Mrs, Rofletta !

Rof.. Ay.

Hodge,. Know you, ecod I don't know. whether I do-
or not: never ftir,.if I.did not think.it was:fome lady.
belonging to the ftrange gentlefolks : why you ben’t di--
zeu’g this way to go to the ftatute dance prefently, be:
You S .

Ref. Have patience and you'll fee :~but is there any

ng amifs that you came in fo abruptly 2

Hodge, Amifs ! why there’s ruinatiors, .

Rof. How, where!

Hodge, Why, with Mifs Lucinda : her-aunt has-catel’d
fre and the gentleman above ftairs, and over-heard all
tieir love difcourfe. ~

Rof. You don’t fay fo'! . :

Hodge. Ecod, 1 had like to have pop’din among them
tis inftant ; but, by good-luck, I heard Mrs. Deborah’s
voice, and run down again, as faft as ever my legs could’
arry me,

Rof. Ts your mafter in-the houfe 2, .

Hodge. What his worthip! no, no, hcis gone into the
fields to talk with the reapers and people.

Rof. Poor Lucinda, I with I could go up to her, but
Iam fo engaged with my own affairgemee = - -

Hodge. Miftrefs Roffetta,

Rof. Well,. - =

i Hodge,
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Hodge. Qdds bobs, I muft have one fmack of your
fweet lips. o

Rof. Oh ftand off, you know I never allow liberties.

Hodge. Nay, but why fo coy, there’s reafon in roaft-

"ing of eggs ; 1 would not deny you fuch a thing..

Roff. That’s kind : ha, ha, ha—But what will become
of Lucinda ? Sir William waits for me, I muft be gone.
Friendfhip, a moment by your leave ; yet as our fuffer-
ings have been mutual, fo fhall our joys ; I already lofe
the remembrance of all former pains and anxieties.

AIR XXXIV.

The traveller hm'gbfed:
And led thro” weary’d ways,
The lamp of day mew lighted,
With joy the dawn furveys.

The rifing profpedts wiewing,
Each look is foravard caff 3

He fmiles, bis courfe purfuing,
Nor thinks of avbat is paft.

SCENE IV.

Honcs, Mrs,Desorar Woopcock, Lucinpa.

Hodge. Hift, flay ! don’t I hear a noife ?

Lucin, (avitbin) Well, but dear, dear aunt

Mrs. Deb. (avithin) You need not fpeak to me, for it
does not fignity,

(Hodge. Adwawns they are coming here! ecod I'll get
ou” of tfhe way—Murrain take it, this door is bolted now
~So, fo, e, ’
~, Mrs. D:b Getalong, get along ; (driwing in Lucinda

- before ber) you are a fcanfal to the name of Woodcock ;
but I was refolved to find you out, for I have fuf} pected you
a great while, though your father, filly man, will have
You fuch a poor innocent,

Lueiv. What fhall I do ? . .

Mrs. Des. 1 was determined to difcover what you and
your pretended mufic-mafter were about, and lay in wait
- . on
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on purpofe : I believe he thought te efcape me, bg flip
ing into the clofet when I knocked at the door; but I-
_ was even with him, for now I have him under lock and
key, and pleafe the fates there he fhall remain till your
father comes-in : I will convince him of his error, whe
ther he will or not.
* Bucin. You won’t be fo eruel, I am {ure you won’t: I
-thought I had made you my friend by telling you the-
truth, - )

Mrs, Deb. Telling me the truth, quotha! did I not:
overhear your fcheme of running away to-night, thro’ the-
partition ¢ did not I find the very bundles pack’d up in -
the room with you ready for going off ? No, brazenface,. -
1 found out the truth by my 6wn fagacity, tho’ your father -
fays I am a fool, but now we'll be judged who is the-
greateft—And you, Mr. Rafeal, my brother fhall know:
what an honeft fervant he has got.

Hodge, Madam !

Myrs. Deb. You were to have been aiding and affifting:
them in their efcape, and have been the go-between, it:
feems, the letter-carrier I . .

Hodge. Who, me, madam !

Mrs. Deb. Yes, vou, firrah. :

Hodge. Mifs Lucinda, did T ever carry a letter for-
you ? I'll make my affidavy béfore his worthip — :

Mrs, Deb. Go, go, you are a villain, hold your:
tongue.

Lucin. 1 own, aunt, I have been very faulty in this

affair ; I don’t pretend to excufe myfelf ; but we are all-

fobject to frailties ; confider that, and judge of me by

yourfelf ; you were once young, and inexperienced as L .
am, '
'

AIR XXXV,

If ever a fond inclination

Rofz in your bofom to rob you of reft 5
Refiec? awith a little compaffion,

On the [oft pangs, awhich prevail'd in my breafl,
'Ob where, awhei-e avould you fly me 2

Caun you deny me thus torn and difirefi #
Think, when my lover was by me, ~

Rowd I, bow cow'd 1, refufe bis requefi 2 ,
' Kneeling:
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Kueeling before you, let me implore you ;
Look on me _fighing, crying, dying ;

Ab! is there no language can move 2 .
If I hawe been too complying, -

Hard was the conflié "twixt duty and love.

"Mprs. Deb. This is mighty pretty romantic ftuff! but
you learn it out of your play-books and novels. Girls
in my time had other employments, we worked at our
needles, and kept ourfelves from idle thoughts: before I
was your age, I had finithed with my own ﬁnﬁcrs, acom-
plete fet of chairs, and a fire-fcreen in tent-ftitch ; four
counterpanes in Marfeilles quilting ; and. the creed and
the ten commandments, in-the hair of our family: it
was fram’d and, glaz’d, and bung over the parlour chim-
mey-piece, and your poor dear grandfather was prouder
of it than of e’er a picture in his houfe. I never looked
into a book, but when I faid my prayers, except it was
the Complete Houfewife, or the great family receipt-
book : - whereas you are always at your ftudies! Ah, I
never knew a woman come to good, that was fond of
. reading,

Lucin. Well, pray, madam, let me prevail on you to
give me the key to let Mr. Luftace out, and I promife,
I never will proceed a ftep farther in this bufinets, with-
‘out your advice and approbation,

Myrs. Det. Have not 1 told you already my refolution ?
—Wher¢ are my clogs and my bonnet? I’ll go out to
my brother in the ficlds ; I’m a fool, you know, child,

- now let’s fee what the wit’s will think of themfelves—
JDon’t hold me— )

Lucin. P’m not going ;—I have thought of a way to

be even with you, fo you may do as you pleafe.

SCENE V.

Hobpce.'

Well, I thought it would come to this, I’ll be fhot if

1 dtd’nt—So here’s a fine job—B: ¢ what can they do to
me—They can’t fend me to jail for carrying a letter,
feeing there was no treafon in it; and how was I obh(-i
gate
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gated to know m mafter did not allow of their meet-
ings :—The wo they can do, is to turn me off, and I
am fure the place is no fuch great purchafe—indeed, I
fhould be forry to leave Mrs. Rofletta, feeing as how
matters are fo near being brought to an end betwixt
us; but fhe and I may keep company all as one; and
I find Madge has been fpeaking with Gaffer Broad-
wheels, the waggoner, about her carriage up to London :
fo that I have got rid of fhe, and I am fure I have rea-
fon'to be main glad of it, for fhe led me a wearifome
Jife—But that’s the way of them all.

A IR XXXVL
A plague on thefe wenches, they make fuch a pother,

When once they bave let’n a man bavve bis will;
They're always a whining for fomething or other,
" drd cry be's unkind in bis carriage,
What tha'f be fpeaks them né'er [0 fairly, -

Still they heep teaxing, teazing on:

You cannot perfuade’em,
>Till promife you’ve made *em 3
And afier they've got it,
They tell you———add rot it,
Sheir charalier's blafied, they're ruin’d undone
I And then to be fure, Sir, '
There is but one cure, Sir,
And all their difcontfe is of marriage,

SCENE VL
4 Grmtlmtfe.

“Enter Younc Meapows.

Y. Meadoivs. 1 am glad I had the precaution to bring
this fuit of cloaths in my bundle, though I hardly know
myfelf in them again, they appear fo ftrange, and feel fo
unweildy, However, my gardener’s jacket goes on no
more.—1 wonder this girl does not come (leoking at bis
watch) : perhaps fhe won’t come——Why then I'll go
into the village, take a poft-chaife and depart without
say farther ceremony. AIR



8B LOVE IN A VILLAGE:

A IR XXXVIL

How much fuperior beauty awes,
The coldeft bofoms find ; _
But awith refiflefs foree it draws,
To fenfe and [weatnefs join’d. ,
The cafket, awbere, to outward foeavy
The workman’s art is feen,
Is doubly wals’dy, when we know
It bolds a gem within,

Hark! fhe comes.
SCENE VII

Enter.Sir WiLL1am Meapows and HAWTHORN,

Y. Meadows. Confufion! my father! What can this
mean ? . »

Sir Will. Tom, are not you a fad boy, Tom, to bring
me a hundred and forty miles here—May I never doan
ill turn, But you deferve to have your head broke ; and
I have a good mind, partly—What, firrah, don’t you
think it worth your while to fpeak to me ? .

Y, Meadoavs. Forgive me, Sir; I own I havebeenin
a fault.

Sir Will, In a fault! to run away from .me becaufc
1 was going to do you good—May 1 never do an ill turn,
-Mr. Hawthorn, if I did.not pick ou as fine girl for him,

artly, as any in England; and the rafcal run away

rom me, and came here and turn’d gardener. And pray

what did you propofe to yourfelf, Tom? I know you

were always fond of Botany as they call it; did you in-

tend to keep the trade going, and advertife fruit-trees
-and flowering-fhrubs, to be had ‘at Meadow’s nurfery 2

Haawth, No, Sir William, I apprehend the young

- gentleman defigned to lay by the profeffion ; for he has

«quitted the habit already.

Y. Meadoavs. 1 am fo aftonifhed to fee you there, Sir,

« that I .don’t know what to fay ; butd affure you, if you

had not come, I fhould have returned home to you di-

veitly. Pray, Sir, how did you find me out ?

. : : Sir
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Sir Will. No matter, Tom, no matter ; it was partly
by accident, as-a body may fay; but what does that fig-

. nify—tell me, boy, how ftands your ftomach towards -

+ an agcre of eftate—Pray, Siiz walk this way.

matrimony ; do you think you could digeft a wife now ?

Y. Meadoaws. Pray, Sir, don’t mention it: I fhall al-

ways ‘behave myfelt as a dutiful fon ought ; I will never
marry without your confent, and I hope you won’t force -
me’to do it aganft my own,

Sir Will. 1s not this mighty provoking, mafter Haw-
tfl::rn ? \)Nhy, firrah, did you ever fee the lady I defigned

ou ? :
 Meadovs. Sir, 1 don’t doubt the lady’s merit; but
at prefent, I am not difpofed ‘

Haawth, Nay, but young gentleman, fair and foftly,
you fhould pay fome refpec to your father in this mattet.

Sir. Will, Refpeft, mafter Hawthorn! I tell you he
frall marry her, or I'll difinherit him! there’s once.
Look you, Tom, not to make any more words of the
matter, I have brought-the lady here with me, and I'll
fee you contraéted betore we part ; or you fhall delve and
plant cucumbers as long as you live.

Y. Meadows. Have-you brought the lady here, Sir? I
am forry for it.

Sir Will. Why forry ? what then you won’t marry .
her.? we'll fee that! Pray, mafter Hawthorn, condutt
the fair one in.——Ay, Sir, you may fret, and dance
about, trot at the rate of fifteen miles an heur, if you
pleafe, but marry whip me, T'm refolv’d,

' §CENE VIIIL.

Sir WiLLiam Meapows, Hawrunorr, Youxe
. Msgapbows, RosseTTa.

Hawtb. Here is the lady, Sir William. ,

Sir Will. Come in, madam, but turn your face from
him—he would not marry you becaufe he had not feen
you: but I'll let him know my choice fhall be his, and
he fhall confent to marry you before he fees you, or not

¥, Meadows.

1
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¥. Meadoays. Sir, I cannot help thinking your .condut
-a little extraordinary ; but, fince you urge me fo clofely,
:I mutt tell you my affetions are engage&.

Sir Will, How, Tom, how!

Y. Meadows? 1 was determined, Sir, to have got the
-better of my inclination, and never have done a thing
-which I knew would be difagreeable to you.

Sir Will. And pray, Sir, who are your affetions cn-
-gaged to ! Letme know that, ,

. Meadows. To a perfon, Sir, whofe rank and for-
:tune may ‘be no recommendations to her: bat whofe
.charms and accomplifhments entitle her to a monmarch. 1
am forry, Sir, it's impoffible for me to comply with

our commands, and I hope you will not be offended if
:{quit vour prefence, . . .

Sir Will. Not 1, pot in the leaft; go about -your
-bufinefs.

Y. Meadoavs, Sir,1 obey.

Hawth., Now, madam, is the time,

[Roffetta advances, Young Meadoavs turss round and fess

bt} ‘
A 1R XXXVIIH.

Rof, ¢ When e fee a Jover languifs,
. % And bis trath and bonour prove, >
¢ Ab! howv fueer to beal bis anguifk,
' And-repay bim lewe for love.’

Sir. Will. Well, Tom, will you go away from me now?

Haawtb, Perhaps, Sir William, your fon does not like
‘the lady ; .and if fo, pray don’t put a force upon his
jnclination. A : _

Y. Meadsws. You need not ‘have taken this method,
Sir, to let me fee you are acquainted with my folly,
whatever my inclinations are. .o

Sir Will. Well, ‘but Tom, fuppofe I give my confent
o ;our marrying this young woman ? '

+ Meadows. Your confent, Sir ! '

« ¢ Ryf. Come, Sir William, we have carried the jeft

¢ far enough ; 1 fee your fon is in a kind of embarrafl-
¢ ment, and I don’t wonder at it ; ‘but this letter, which
¢ I received from him a few days before I lefc my
‘ father'sy

-
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¢ father’s houfe, will, I apprehend, expound the riddle.
¢ He cannot be furprifed that 1 ran away from a gentle-
.* man. who expreﬂgd.i fo much diflike to me ; and what
* has happened fince chance bas brought us together in.
: : n;'afquerade,. there is no occafion for me to inform hin
of. :
' 7, Mradows.” What is all this ? Pray don’t make a
joft of me.. .
Sir Will. May T never do an ill tnrn, Tom, if it is no
truth ;. this is my friend’s daughter,
¥, Meadows.. Sir! .
Rofj. Even:fo ;. ’tis very true indeed. In fhort, you
‘have not been a more whimfical gentleman than I have a
gentlewoman ; but you fee we are defigned. for one ano--
ther *tis plain. .
Y. Meadows. 1 know not, madam, what I eicher hear
or fee ;. a thoufund things are crowding on iy ima-
ination ; while, like one juft awakened %rom a d.eamn,
doubt which is reality, which delufion.
Sir Will. Well then, Tom, come -into the air a bjt,.
and recover yourfelf..
Y. Meadows. Nuy, dear Sir, have a. little patience ;
do 5?fou give her to me ? -
ir Will, Give her to you! ay, that I' do, aud 'my
blefling into the bargain.. .
. Y. Meadoaws. Then, Sir, I am the happieft man in the
world ;. I enquire no farther ; here I 1.x. the utmoft li-
mits of my hopes and happinefs.

A IR XXXIX..
Y. Megd~ AR I'wifb in-ber obtaining,.

Fortune can no more impart 3

Reff, " Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining,.
: Speak the feelings of my hearts -
Y. Mead. oy and pleafure never ceafing,
Roff, Love with length of years increafing.
Together. Thus my beart and hand furrender,

. Here my faith and truth I plight ;

Conflant fiill, and kind, and tender,

" May our flames burn ever bright.

"Fa2 Hauth
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Hawth. Give you joy, Sir; and you, fair lady—
And, under favour, I’ll falute you too, if there’s no fear
of jealoufy. :

Y. Meadowws. And may I believe this ?—Pr’ythee tell
me, dear Rofletta.

Rof. Step into the houfe and I’ll tell you every thing
—I muft intreat the good offices of Sir William,. and Mr.
Hawthorn, immediately ; for I am in the utmoft unca-

finefs about my poor-friend Lucinda. .
" Hawtbh, Why, what’s the matter ? .
Ref. 1don’t know, but I have reafon to fear I left
her juft now in very difagreeable circumftances ; howe
“ever, I hope, if there’s any mifchief fallen out between
her father and her lover ‘ -

Huawth, The mufic mafter ! I thought fo.. ,

Sir Wiil, What, is there a lover in the cafe ? May I

never do an ill turn, but I am glad, fo I am ; for we'll
make a double wedding ; and, by way of cel-brating it,
take a trip to London, to fhew the brides fome of the
pleafures of the town. - And, mafter Hawthorn, you fhall
be of the party—Come, children, go before us. .

Hawrh, Thank you, Sir William 3 I’ll go inte the
houfe with you, and to church to fee the young folks-

m.ried ; but as to Londun, [ beg to be excufed.

ATIR XL,

If ever ' catch’d in thofe regions of fmoke,
That frat of confufion and naife, - - )
ay I ne’er know the faveets of a flumber unbroke,
Nor the pledfure the country enjoys,

Nay more, let them take me, to punift wy fin,
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they firece,

Clap me up with their monflers, cry, maflers walk ing
And fhew me for tao-pence a pieces :

SCENE
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SCENE IX.
Juptice Woopeock’s Hall.

Ewer Faffice Wooncocx, Mrs. Des. Wooncock, Lu-
cinpa, EusTace, HopnGE. ’

Mrs. Deb. Why, brother, do you think I can hear,
or fee, or make ufe of my fenfes ? I tell you, I left that
fellow locked up in her clofet ; and, while I have been
with you, they have broke open the: door, and got him.
out again, -

J+ #oodeock. Well, you hear what they fay. *

Mrs. Deb. 1 care not what they fay; it’s you encou-
fage them in their impudence—Hark’e, hufley, will
you face me down that I did not lock the fellow up ?

Luiin. Really, aunt, I.don’t know what you mean;
when you talk intelligibly, I’ll anfwer you. -

Eafl, Serioufly, madam, . this is carrying the jeft a:

little-too far. . ‘ -

Mrs. Deb, What then, I did -not catch you' together
in her chamber, nor over-hear your defign of gomng off.-
to-night, nor find the bundles packed up— )

Euff. Ha, ba, ha.. t

Lucin, Why aunt you rave. - o

Mrs, Deb. Brother, as. I.am- a Chriftian woman; fhe
confefled the whole affairto me from firft to laft ; and in
this very place was down upon her marrow-bones for -

“half an hous together, -to beg I.would- conceal it from.:

' YOU» ‘ . .
Hodge. . Oh Lord!"Oh Lord !* » :
Mrs. Deb. What, firrdh, would you brazen me toe!”

‘Take that (foxes bim. ) ‘ )
Hodge. .1 wifh you would keep your hands to yourfelf; -

you ftrike me, becaufe you-havet been telling his worthip

flofies. o ,

F. Woodcack, Why, fifter, you are tipfey !’

. Mrs. Deb. 1 tipfey, brother |—I—that never touch a

“drop of any thing ﬂyron\g from year’s end to year’s end ;

.but now and then a litle anifeed water, when'I have got

_the cholic, ‘ ' ‘

.

4

Fj . « Lucin,
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Lucin. Well, aunt, you have been complaining of the -
flomach-ach all day ; and may have taken tco powerful |
a dofe of your cordial, :

. J«Waoacock. Come, come, 1 fee well enough how'it
is; this is a lye of her own'invention, to make herfelf ap- |

» Eﬁ“ wife: but, you fimpleton, did you not know I muft
d you out ? , ’ -

SCENE X. .

_Eater Sir WiLLiam Msapows, HawTHorN, Res-
SETTA, YouNe Meavows. ' ,

Y. Meadows, Blefs e, Sir! look who is yonder.

Sir. Will,- Cockfbones, Jack, honcft Jack, are you

there ? v :

Euff. Plague on’, this rencounter is unlucky————Sir
* William, your fervant.

Sir Will. Your fervant again, and again, heartily your
fervant ; may 1 never doan'ill turn, but I am glad to
. meet you, , ;

J+ Woodcock, Pray, Sir William, are you acquainted
" with this perfon ? 2 .

Sir Will. What, with Jack Euftace! why he’s my

kinfman : his mother and 1 was coufin-germans once re-
moved, and Jack’s a very worthy young fellow ; may I
never do an ill turn if I tell a word of a lye. =~ 7,
7+ Wosdeack. Well, but Sir William, lét -me tell you,
you know nothing of the matter ; this man is a mufic-
mafter ; a thrummer of wire, and a fcraper of  cat-gut,
and teaches my daughter to fing. S
- Sir Will. What Jack Euflace 2 mufick-mafter ! no, no,
"I'know him better. o
Eufi, *Sdeath, why fhould 1 attempt to carry on this
abfurd farce any longer >—What that gentleman tells
you is veiy true, Sir; I am no mufic-mafter indeed. -

T+ Woodcack. You are not, .you own it then ?

Euyff, Nay, more, Sir, Iam as this lady has reprefent-
ed me (pointing to Mrs. Deborab), c{011: daughter’s lover ;
_whom, with her own confent, I did intend to have car-
" ried off this night ; but now that Sir William Meadows

is here, to tell you who, and what I am ; I'throw n})’"
. % ¢

.
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fe'f upon your generofity, from which I expe& greater
advantages than I could reap from any impofition on
your unfufpicious nature. o
Mrs. Deb. Well, brother, what have you to fay for
ourfelf now ? You have made a precious day’s work of
1it! Had my advice been taken: Oh I am’afhamed of
you, but you are a weak man, and it can’t be help'd;
however, you fhould let wifer heads dire you,

Lucin. . Dear papa, pardon me,

Sir Will. Ay, do, Sir, forgive her; my coufin Jack
will make her a good hufband, F’ll anfwer for it.

Ref. Stand out of the way, and let me fpeak two or
three words to his worflip.—Come, my dear Sir, though
you refufe all the world‘, I am fure you can deny me
nothing : love is a_venial fault—You know what ‘]
mean.—Be reconciled to your daughter, I conjure you,
by r:lh'e memory . of our paft affeCtiong———What, not 3
word ! . :

- AIR XLIL -

Go, nanghty man, I can’t abide you 3
Are then your vows fo foon forgos ?
Ab! now 1 fee if I bad try’d you,
What would bave been my bopeful lots

. But-bere I charge you—Make them bappy 3

Blefs the fond pair, and crown their blifi :
Come be a dear good natur’d pappy,
And Pl reward you with a kifs.

Mrs. Deb.’ Come, turn out of the houfe, and be
thankful my brother does not hang you, for he could
do it, he’s a juftice of peace ;—turn out of the houfe, I
Ay {— ’ ' '

F- Woodcock, Who Fave you authority to turn him out
of the houfe—he fhall ftay where he is. .
" Mrs. Deb.” He fhan’t marry my neice,” .

. Woodcock. Shan’t_he ? but I’ll thew you the dif-
ference now, I fay, he fhall marry her, and what will
You do about it ? '

Mrs, Deb” And you will give him your eftate too,

will you ?
S T Woadcocke
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J- Woodeock. Yes, Twill. - -

Mrs. Deb. Why I’m fure he’s a vagabond.

JF Woodcock. 1 like him the better, I would have him
& vagabond, .

Mr;. Deb. Brather, brother!

Hawib, Come, come, madam, all’s very well, and I
fee my neighbour is what I alivays thought him, a man
of fenfe and prudsnce. ‘ ' ,

Sir Will, May 1 never do an ill turn, but I fay fe

;mo
J+ Weodeock, Here, young fellow, take my daughter,
and blefs you both together ; but hark you, no money
.till Idie; obferve that.
-. Emfl. Sir, in giving me your daughter, you-beftow
_upon-me more than the whole world would be without
her.
Roff. Dear Lucinda, if words could convey the tran-
fports of my heart upon this occafion— .
Lucin. Words are the tools of hypocrites, the pretend-
ers to friendfhip ; only let us sefolve to preferve our
efteem for each other. _ :
Y. Meadoaws. Pear Jack, T little thought we fhould
“ever meet in fuch odd circumftances—but here has been
the ftrangeft bufinefs between this lady and me-——
Hodge. What then, Mrs. Roffetta, are you turned falfe-
hearted after all ; will you marry Thomas the gardener;
and did I forfake Madge for this ? : o
Roff. Ohlord? Hodge, I beg your pardon; I proteft
I forgot ; but I muft reconcile you and Madge, I think,
and give you a wedding dinner to make you amends.
odge. N—ah, - . .
Hawtb. Adds me, Sir, here are fome of your neigh-
"bours come to vifit you, and I fuppofe to make up the,
‘company of your flatute-ball; yonder’s mufic too I fee;
fhall we enjoy ourfelves ! If fo give me your hand. -
- Weodcock. Why, here’s my hand, and we will ea-
joy ourfelves ; Heaven blefs you both, children, I fay—
Sifter Deborah you are a fool. R
" Mrs. Deb. You are a fool, brother; and mark my
- words———DBut I’ll give mylelf no mare trouble about

you.
Hawib. Fiddlers, ftrike up,

.

-

LAIR
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A IR XLIIL

Hence with cares, complaints, and frovming,
.- Welcome jollity and joy ;
Ea'ry grief in pleafore drowning,
-« Mirth this bappy night employ :

Let's to friendfboip do our duty,

Laugh and fing fome good old firainy -
Drink a health to lovs and beanty—

May they lang in triumph reign.

THE END
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+ HE

JOVIAL TREW.

*® The lines diftinguifbed By inverted cothas, © thus,’ are omitted in
‘the reprefeniation.

ACT I. SCENE I
A Room in OLDRENTS® Heuf,

‘Enter Oldrents and Hearty.

0ld. lT has indeed, friend, tuch aflicted me. .
Heart. And very juftly, let me tell you, fir, to
give ear and faith too (by your leave) to fortune-tellers !
wizards, and gipfies.
dreOld. I have fince been frighted with it in a thoufand
ams.
Hearz. T wou’d go drunk a thoufand times to bed, -
rather than dream of any of their riddlemy riddleme-
Tes, : :

AIR L

To-day let us never be flaves,

Nor the fate of to-morrow enquire
Old wizards, and gipfies, are knaves,
. And the defvil,_éfwg know, is aliar.

ben drink off a bumper whilft you may,
Well laugh, and we'll fing, the' eur bairs are Yy s

He's a fool, and an afs,

That will baulk a full glafs,
For fear of ‘another tlz_{. c

N

Old.
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‘0ld. Wou’d I had your merry heart !

Heart. 1 thank you, fir.

O/d. I mean the like.

Heart. 1 wou’d you .had! and I fuch an eftate as
your’s. Four thoufand pounds a year, and fuch a
heart as mine, would defy fortune, and all her babblin
foothfayers. - . - -

0Oid.*Come, I will*firive to think no more on’t.

Heart. Will you ride forth for the air then, and be
merry ? .

Q. Your counfel, and example, may inftru& me.

Heart. Sack muft be had in f{undry places too. For
fongs I am provided. A .

AR IL

"I Nottinghamthire,
- Let em boaft of their beer ;
With a.bay doawn, .dowsn, and a down.t
L] fing in the praife of good fack >
Old fack, and old foerry,
Will make your heart merry,
. Without 'er a rag. to your-baxk.

g

Then caft away care,
Bid adieu to defpair,
With a dowen, .down, down, and a diwn.?
Like fools our own forrows we make :
In fpite of dull thinking,
While fack awe are drinking,
Qur kearts are too bufy to ache.

Enter Springlove, avith books and papers, and a bunch of
. keys.  He lays them on the.table.

Old. Yethere comes one brings me a fecond fear, who
has my care next unto my children.

Heart. Your fleward, fir, it feems, has bufinefs with
vou: I wifh you would have none with him. )

O/4d. I’ll foon difpatch'it, and then be for our jour-
ney inftantly.

Heart. Pl wait your coming down, fir, [on;;
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Ol4: But why, Springlove, is now this expedition ?
Spr. Sir, ’tis duty.
O/d4. Not common among ftewards, I confefs, to urge
in their accounts before the day their lords have ii-

" mited.’

Spr. Sir, your indulgence, I hope, fhall ne’er cor-
rupt me.—Here, fir,.is the balance of the feveral ac-
counts, which fhews you -hat remains in cafh ; which
added to yous former bank, makes up in-all
_ Old. Twelve thowfand and odd pounds.

Spr. Here are the keys of all : the chefts are fafe in-
your own clofet.

O/4. Why in my clofet ? Is not your’s as fafe ?

Spr Oh, fir, you know my fuit.

O/4. Your fuit! what fuit -

§pr. Téuching the time of the year.

O/d. "Tis well nigh May. Why what of that Sring-
love ? [Birds fing

Spr. Oh, fir, you hear I am call’d !

O/d. Are there delights in beggary ? or if to take di-

" verfity of air be fuch a folace, travel the kingdom over ;

and if this yield not variety enough, try farther (pro-
vided your deportment be genteel) take horfe, and man,
and money, you have all, or I 1l allow enough.
[ Nightingale, Cuckow, &c. fings.
Spr. Oh, howam I confounded ! dear fir, return me
naked to the world, rather than lay thofe burdens on
me, which will ftifle me ;' I muft abroad, or perifh
Have I your leave, fir?
O/. I leave you to-difpute it with yourfelf: -I have

" no voice to bid you go, or ftay.

Spr. I am confounded in my obligations to this good
man. N : -

- Enter Randal, and thres .or four fervents with bafkets.

The Jervants go off.

Naw, fellows, what news from whence you came ?
Rand. The-old wonted: news, fir, from your gueft-
houfe, the old barn : they have all pray’d for you, and
our mafter, as their manner is, from the teeth outward :-
Marry ! from the teeth inward, ’tis enough to fwallow
B2 your
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your alms, from whence, I think, their prayers feldom,
come. )

Spr. Thou art old Randak ftill ! -ever grumbling ! but
ftill officious for ’em,

Rand. Yes, hang ’em, they know I love ’em well
enough : I have had merry bouts with fome of ’em,,

AIR II

And be that will not merry, merry be,
With a pretty lufs in a bed ;

1 awifb be awere laid in our church-yard,
With a tomb-flone vver bis head.

He, if be could, to be merry, merry there,
We to be merry, merry bere ;

For avho does know, awbere we fball &0
o be merry ansther year,

Brave boys ! to be merry another year,

Spr. Well, honeft Randal ! thus it is I am for,
a journey : I know not how long will be my abfence:
but I will prefently take order with the cook and batler
for my wonted allowance to the poor. And I will
leave money with them to manage the affair till my re-
turn.

Rand. 'Then rife up Randal, bailey of the befi_ars.

xeynt.

SCENE, aBamn

" The Beggars are difcovered in their Poftures : then they iffie
’ JSorth, and at laft the Patrico.

Enter Springlove.

All the Beggars. Our mafler ! qur mafter ! our fweet
and comfortig‘l:‘ mafter !

Spr. How chear, my hearts ?

1 Beg. ‘Moft crowfe ! moft caperingly ! fhall we
"dance ? fhall we fing to welcome our king ?

AIR
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AIR IV. )
1 Beg. Wom. 740’ all are difeontented grown,

And fain would change condition ;

The courtier envies now the clown, .
The clown turns politician.

2 Beg. Wom. Ambition ftill is void of wit;

And makes a woeful figure :

For none of "em all e'er envy’d yet,.
The life of a jovial beggar.

Cho. Ambition ffill, &c.

3 Beg. Wom. Te man that bourly racks bis brain,
To encreafe bis ufelefs flore,
Still dreads a fall, and lives in pain, .
While we can_fall no lowver.
4 Beg. Wom. The dame of rich attire that brags,
Wou'd willingly unrig ber :
Did fbe but knowv the joys of rags,
And the life of a jovial beggar.
Chorus of all. The dame, &c. - .

Spr. What, is he there? that folemn old fellow ¥

2 Beg. Man. O, fir! the rareft of them all ! heis a-
ﬁrophet; fee how he holds up his prognotticating nofe =

e'1s divining now.

Spr. How! a prophet !

2'Beg. Man. Yes, fir, a cunning-man, and a fortune-
teller ; ’tis thought he was a great clerk before his de-
cay ; but he is very clofe, will not tell his beginning,
nor the fortune he himfelf is fallen from. But he ferves
us for a clergyman #ill, and marries us, if need be,
after a new way of his own.

Spr. How long have you had his company ?

2 Beg. Man. But lately come among us, but a very
ancient ftroller all the land over ; and has travell’d with
§ipﬁes, and is a Patrico.—————Shall he read your
ortune, fir ? i : ’

Spr. If it pleafe him. .

Pat. Lend me your hand, fir.

By this palm I undertand
Thou art born to wealth and land ;
B3 Aad

-
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And after many a bitter guft, -
Shall build with thy great grandfire’s dutt.

Spr. Where fhall I find it ? but come, P’Il not trouble
my head with the fearch. —

2 Beg Man. What fay you, fir, to our crew ! are we
not well congregated ?

Spr. You are a jovial crew ! the only people whofe
happinefs | admire.

3 Beg. Man. Will you make us happy in ferving you ?
have you any enemies ? fhall we fight under ye? will
you be our captain ?

2 Beg. Man. Nay, our king !

3 Beg. Man. Command us fomething, fir!

Spr. Where’s the next rendezvous ?

3 Beg. Man. Neither in village, nor in town,

, But three miles off, at Maple-down.

Spr. Atevening, there Il vifit you, — _

1 Beg. Man. And there you’ll find us frolick.

AIR V.
1 Beg. Man. We'll glad our hearts with the beft of our

cheer,
Our fpirits we'll raife nith bis bonour't
ong beer ;
Al firangers to bope, and regardlefs Z/ “fear,
We'll make this the merrieft night of the year-
Cho. The year, we'll make this the merrieft night of the

Jyear.

2 Beg. Man, Nor forrow, not pain, amongft us fhall bt
’ : ound,
T{;ur mafier’s good health foall the cup be
crown’d,
That long ke may live, and in blifs abound,
Shall be every man’s wifb, while the bowl
ves round.

- Cho, Goes round, foall be every man’s wifb, &c.

3 Beg.
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3 Beg. Man. Our~wants we can’t belp, nor our poveryy
cure :
To-morrow mayn’t come, cf to-night awe'll
make fure 3

We'll laugh, and lie down, although we are

poor,
" dnd our love fhall remain, the the awolf’s
at the door.
- Cho. The dver, and our love, &c.

4 Beg. Man. Then brifk, and fmart, foall our minh go-
round,
With amtick meafures we'll beat the ground,
To pleafure our mafler, in duty bound,
We'll dance till we're lame, and drink till
awe’re found.

Cho. We're found, awe’ll dance, &c.

&r. ¢ So now away. [Excunt beggars.”
They dream of happinefs that live in ftate,
But they enjoy it that obey their fate.”  [Exit.

S C E N E, Oldrents’ Houfe.
Enter Vincent, Hilliard, Meriel, and Rachel.

Hill. 1 admire the felicity they take.

Vin. Beggars! they are the only people can boaft the
benefit of a free ftate, in the full enjoyment of liberty,
mirth, and eafe. - Who would have loft this fight of
their revels ? how think you, ladies? Are_they not the
only happy in a nation ¢

Mer. Happier than we, I'm fure, that are pent up,
and ty’d by the nofe to the continual fiream of hot hof-
pitality here in our father’s houfe, when they have the
air at pleafure in all variety.

AIR
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AIR VI

In the charming month of May,
When the pretty little birds begin to fing,. :
What a floame at home to flay, -
Nor enjoy the fmiling firing 3
While the beggar that looks forlorm;
Tho’ fhe’s not fo nobly born, _
With ber rags all patch’d and torn,

While be dances and fings with the merry men and maids,
In ber fmiling eyes. you may trace :
And ber innocent chearful face,

Tho fbe’s poor, may be
More bappy than fbe
That fighs in ber rich brocades.

Rach. And tho’ I know we have merrier {pirits than
they, yet to live thus confin’d, ftifles me.

AIR VIL

See how the lambs are fporting !
Hear how the warblers fing I
Sce how the doves are courting !
Al nature-hails the fpring.
Let us embrace the bleffing,
Beggars alone are free;
Free from employment,
Their life is enjopment
Beyond expreffion.;
Happy they wander,
And happy fleep under-
The greenwood tree.

L]

HiJl. Why, ladies, you have liberty enough, or may
take what you pleafe. ;

‘Mer. Yes, in our father’s rule and government, or by
his allowance: what’s that to abfolute freedom ? Such
as the very beggars have; to feaft and revel here to-day,
and yonder to-morrow ; next day, where they pleafe;
and fo on ftill, the whole country or kingdom over,
There’s liberty ! the birds of the air can take no mbrz.

Rachi
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Rach. And then, at home here, or wherefoever he
comes, our, father is fo penfive (what muddy {pirit fo-
e’er pofleffes him, wou’d I cou’d conjure it out) that he
makes us ever fick of his fadnefs, that were wont to do-
any thing before him, and he would laugh at us.

Mer. Now he never looks. upon us, but with a figh,
or tears in his eyes, tho’ we fimper never, fo demurely.
What tales have heen. told him. of us, or what he fuf-
peés, I know not, but I am weary of his houfe.

" Rack, Does he. think us wanton tro, becaufe fomg~
umes we talk as lightly as great ladies?

A IR VI

Hie fiyeeris the evening airs,
W'ben the laffes all prepare,
So trim and fo clean,
To trip it o'er the green,
And meet with their fuveet-bearts there 8-
While the pale town lafs,
Drfguifes ber face,
o fqueak at a mafquerade;
Where the proudeft prude
May be fubdu'd, ’
And wbhen fhe cries, you're rude,
You may conclude
Sbe will not die a maid.

Rach. I can fwear fafely for the virginity of one of’
us, fo far as word and deed goes ~——Marry, thoughts.
are free.

Mer. Which is that one of us, I pray? Yourfelf, or-
me?

Rach. Good fifter Meriel, charity begins at home:
but I’ll fivear, [ think as charitable of thee, “ angd not
‘“ only becaufe thou art a year younger, neither.”

Mer. I am beholden to you.——But dear Rachel, as
the faying is, a demure look is .po fecurity for virtue.
But for my father, I would I knew his grief, and how
to cure him, or that we were where we cou’d not fee it.
It fpeils.oar mirth, and that has been better than his
meat to us, '

,,t'lu'.s
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Vire. Will you hear our propofal; ladies >

Mer. Pthah! you would marry.us prefently out of his-
way, becaufe he has given you a foclith kind of pro-
mife: but we will fee him in a better humour firft, and .
as apt to laugh, as we to'lic down, I warrant him.

Hill. *Tis like that courfe will cure him, wou!d you
embrace it. |

Rach. We will have him cur’d firft, I tell you, and ;
you thall wait that feafon, and our leifure. !

Mer. | will rather venture my being one of the ape- |
leaders, than to marry while he is fo melancholy.

Vine. We are for any adventure with you, ladies.

Rach. And we will put you to’t. Come afide,
Meriel. Iremember an old fong of my nurfe’s, every
word of which fhe believed as-much as her pfalter, that
us’d to make me long, when [ was a girl, te be abroad-
in a maoon-light night.. o :

AIR IX.

- Mt night, by moon light on the plain,
With rapture, bew I'wve feen,
Astended by ber barmlefs train,
The little fairy queen : :
Her midnight revels fuwectly keep,
Whbile mortals are involv'd in fleep,
Tkey tript it o'er the green.
And where they danc'd their chearful rounds
The morning would difclofe, N
For avhere their nimble feet do bound,
Each flow’r unbidden grows:
The daify (fair as maids in May)
The cowflip, in bis gold array,
And blufbing widlet ’rofe.

Mer. Come hither, Rachel.
Rach.

Mer. Ha! ha, hal
Vinc. What’s the conceit, I wonder!.
Rach- 1 Hal ha, hat

Hill. Some merry one it feems, but I'lt ﬁevcr' pre-
tend to guefs at a woman’s mind. AR
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AIR X

The mind of a woman can never be known,
You never can guefs it aright : ‘
T tell ycu the reafon e kaows not ber own,
It changes fo often e'er night.
*Twow’d puzzle Apollo,
Her awbhimfies to_follow,
* His oracle woa’d be a jef? ;
: She'll frown when fbe's kind,
’ Then quickly you'll find,
She'll change with the «wind,
" And often abufes
The man that fhe chufes,
And avhat fbe refufes,
Likes beft.

o e

) Rach. And then, Meriel,——hark again—ha, ha, ’
a!
* Vinc: How they are taken with it?

Mer. Ha, ha, ha!—Hark again, Rachel, Tam
of the girl’s mind, who wou’d not take the man fhe
lik’d beft, *till fhe was fure he lov’d her well enough to
live in a cottage with her.

Both. Ha, ha, ha!

Vinc. Now, ladies, is your projet ripe? poflefs us
with the knowledge of it. You know how, and what
we have vow’d; to wait upon you any how, and any
where.

Mer. And you will ftand to’t? :

Vinc. Ay, and go to’t with you wherever it be,——
What fay you, are youfor a trip to Bath?

Mer. No, no, not ’till the Do&or doesn’t know what
elfe to do with us. :

Vinc. Well, would you be courted to go to Lonion!

-Rach. Few country ladies need be afk’d twice: but
you’re a bold man to propofe it. ;

~AIR
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AIR XI

" How few like you, wou’¥l -dare adwife,
To trieft the town's deluding arts;
Where love, in daily ambufp lies,
And triumphs over heedlefs bearts :
How. few, like us, avou’d thus deny
T indulge the tempting dear delight,
Where d'aify pleafures churm the eye,
And joys juperior crown the night.

‘Fill. In the name of wonder what would you do !
Mer. Pray tell it ’em, fifter Rachel.
Rach. Why, gentlemen—ha, ha!~—Then thus itis—
you feem’d e’en now to admire the felicity of beggars.
“Mer. Afd have engag’d yourfelves to join with usin
- ‘any courfe.
* Rach. Will you now with us, and for our fakes, turn
beggars?
Mer. It is our refolution, arid our injunéion on you.
Rach. But fora time, and a thort progreﬁ.
. Mer. And for a fpring-trick of youth, now in the
feafon, :
‘Vinc. Beggars! what rogtés, are thefe!
Hill. A fimple trial of our loves and fervice! ,
Rach. Arc you refolv’d upon’t? If not farewdl | We
are refolv’d to take our courfe. '
Mer. Let yours be to keep courifel.
Vine. Stay, ftay ! beggars! Ate weé not o already?

.

"A IR XIIL

Vinc. We brg but in a bigher firain, .
B Than jordid flaves, awho beg for gain.
Hill. No paltry gold, or gems, we want,

We beg what you alone can grant.
Vinc. No lofty titles, no renown,

But jomething greater than a crown,
Hill.  We beg not avealth, or liberty,
Both. W& beg your bumble flaves to be.

Vinc.
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Vine, We beg your fuowy bands to kifs,

Or lips, if you'd wouchfafe the blifs.
Hill. And if our faithful vows can move,

bat gods might envvy us) your love,

Vinc, The boon we beg, ifyou deny,

Our fate’s decreed, we pine and die.
Hill.  For lifz we beg, for life implore,
Both, The pooreft wretch can beg no more.

Rach. That will not ferve—your time’s hot come for
_thatyet. You fhall beg vi&tuals firt. -

Pine. O! 1 conceive your begging progrefs is, to
ramble out this fummer among your father’s tenants.

Mer. No, no, not fo.- ' .

Vine. Why fo we may be 2 kind of civil beggars. -

Rach. 1 mean, ftark, errant,"downright beggars. Ay,
without equivocation, ftatute beggars. g

Mer. Couchant and paffant, guardant, and rampant
beggars. :

Vinc. Current and wagrant.

Hill, Stockant and whippant beggars. o

Vinc. Fore heaven! I think they are in earneft; for
they were always mad.

Hill. And we were madder than they, if we fhould
lofe ’em. ‘ .

Zine. *Tis but a mad trick of youth, as they fay, for
the fpring, or a fhort progrefs; and mirth may be made
out of it, if we knew how to carry it. -

Rach. Pray, gentlemen, be fudden. [Cuckoaw awith-
wt.] Hark! you hear the cuckow ?

A IR XIII

Rach. Abroad we muft wander to hear the birds fing,

T” enjoy the frefb air, and the charms of the fpring.
Mer, . We’[ll beg for our bread, then if the night's raw,

We'll keep ourfelves warm on a bed of clean firaw.
Rach. How bleft is the beggar, awho takes the frefb air 2
Mer. Tho® hard is his lodging, and coarfe is bis fare.
Rach, Confinements bateful - .
Mer. And pleafure deffroys.
Both, *Ts Sreedom alone is the parent of joys.

C “Enter
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Enter Springlove. -

Vinc. O! here comes Springlove! His great bene-
fattorfhip among the beggars, might prefer us with au-
thority, into a ragged regiment, prefently. Shall I
putitto him? . . ‘

Rach. Take heed what you do! His greatnefs with
my father will betray us. . )

Vinc. I will cut his throat, then my noble
Springlove! the great commander of the maunders, and
king of canters : we faw the gratitude of your loyal fub-
jedts, in the large tributary content they gave you: in
their revels,

Spr. Did you fo, fir?

Hill, We have feen all, with great delight and ad-
miration. :

Spr. I have feen you too, kind gentlemen and ladies,
and over-heard you in your ftrange defign, to be par-
takers, and co-afors too, in thofe vile courfes, which
you call delights, ta’en by thofe defpicable and abhorred
creatures.

Yin¢. Thou art a defpifer, nay a blafphemer, againft
the maker of thofe happy creatures.

Rach. He grows zealous in the caufe: fure, he’ll
beg indeed.

Vinc. Art thou an hypocrite, then, all this while?
only pretending charity, or ufing it to get a name and
praife unto thyfelf ; and not to cherith and increafe thofe
creatures in their moft happy way of living.

Mer. They are more zealous in the caufe, than we.-

Spr. But are you, ladies, at defiance too with repu-
tation, and the dignity due to your father’s houfe, and

ou ?
Y Rack. Hold thy peace, good Springlove; and tho’
you feem to diflike this difcourfe, and reprove us for
it, do not betray us in it. Your throat’s in queftion;
I tell you for good-will, good Springlove.

Spr. I have founded your faith, and am glad to find
you all right. And for your father’s fadnefs, I’ll tell
you the caufe on’t ; I over-heard it but this day, in pri-
vate difcourfe with his merry mate, Hearty; he has
been told by fome wizard, you both were horn to be
beggars! : All.
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All. How! how! :

Spr. For which he is fo tormented in mind, that he
cannot fleep in peace, nor look upon you, but with
- heart’s grief. N .

Vine. This is moft firange ! .

Rach. Let him be griev’d then, ’till we are beggars;
‘we have jalt reafon to become fo now; and what we-
thought on bat in jeft before, we’ll do in earneft now.

Spr. I applaud this refolution in you; wou’d have
periuaded 1t ; will be your fervant in’t. For, look ye,
ladies ; the fentence of your fortune does not fay that
you fhall beg for need, hunger, or cold neceflity. I1f
therefore you expofe yourfelves on pleafure into.it, you
-fhall abfolve your deftiny, neverthelefs, and cure your
father’s grief: 1 am .overjoy’d to think on’t;—1 am
prepar’d already for the adventure, and will with. all
.conveniencies, furnifh, and fet you forth; give you
rules, and dire&ions, how I us’d to accoft paffengers,
with a good your good worfhip! the gift of
one {mall penny to a poor cripple, and even to. blefs,
and reftore it to you in heaven.

All. A Springlove, a Springlove!

Spr. Follow me, gallants, then, as chearful asmm—
[Birds awbiftle without] we are fummon’d forth.

All. We follow thee, -

AIR XIV.

Mer. To you, dear father and our bome,
We bid a fbort adiex :
The tempting frolick has o’ercome,
By force of being new.
But let not that your patience vex,
For, dear papa, you know our fex.

With a fal, la, {Je,
Rach. Nor bope, good fir, to fpare your coft,

or think our fortune's paid ;
No woman yet was ever lof,
Tho® fometimes fboe’s mif-laid :
For avben the pleafure turns to pain,

Be fure we fhall come home again.
With a fal, la, &5c.

The End of the Firft Aét,
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ACT 1II SCENE L
S C E N E continues.

Enter Randal with a bag vf money in his band.

Rand. WELL, go thy ways! if ever any juft and

charitable fteward was commended, fure-
ly thou fhalt be at the laft quarter-day. Here’s five-
and-twenty pounds for this quarter’s beggars charge :
and (if he return not by the end of this quarter) here’s
an order to a friend to fupply for the next——If I now
fhould venture for the commendation of an unjuft ftew-
.ard, and turn this money to my own ufe? Ha! dear
devil tempt me not! I’ll do thee fervice in a greater
matter ; but to rob the poor (a poor trick) every church-
warden can do’t.—Now fomething whifpers me, that
my mafter, for his fteward’s love, will fupply the poor,
.as I may handle the matter—-then I rob the fteward,
if I reftore him not the money at his return.——Away,
temptation : leave me! I’m frail fleth, yet I will fight
.with thee.—But fay the fteward never return—Oh!
but he, will return! ——=——Perhaps he may not return.
———Turn from me, fatan! ftrive .not to clog my
confcience. I would not have this weight upon
me for all thy kingdom,

Enter Hear’ty Jfinging, and Oldrents,

AIR XV.

Let pleafure go round,
Let us laugh and fing, let us laugh and fing, boys!
Let bumour abound,
And joy fill the day.
/ If forroaw intrude,
Drive it out again, drive it out again, boys !
If by gricfs ave're purfi'd,
Let us drink ’em away :
The pleafure of avine

Makes a mortal divine.

)"or
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For get but a bottle once into your noddle,
No power, or art,
Can fuch wirtue impart,
For raifing the fpirits, and cheering the beart.

Remember, fir, your covenant to be merry.

0/4. 1 ftrive, you fee, to be fo. But do you fee
yon fellow?

Heart. I never noted him fo fad before; he neither
fings, nor whiftles. ’ .

0l4. Why, how now, Randal! where’s Springlove ?

Rand. Here’s his money, fir ; I pray that | be charg’d
with it no longer. The devil and I have firain’d cour-
tefy thefe two hours about it. I would not be cor-
rupted with the truft of more than is my own. Mr.
Steward gave it me, fir, to order it for the beggars : he
has made me fteward of the barn, and them ; while he
is gone, he fdys,'a journey, to furvey and meafure lands
abroad about the countries ; fome purchafe, I think,
for your worfhip.

0ld. I know his meafuring of land ! he’s gome his
old way, and let him go——Am not I merry, %—Iearty ?

Heart, Yes, but not hearty merry.

0ld. The poor’s charge fhall be mine : carry you the
money to one of my daughters to keep for Springlove.

Rand. I thank your worthip. ; o [Exit.

0l/d. He might have ta’en his leave, tho’.

Heart. 1 hope he’s run away with fome large truft: E |
never lik’d fuch demure, down-look’d fellows.

0ld. You are deceiv’d in him.

Heart. If you be not, ’tis well.
the covenant. ‘ :

0ld. Well, fir, I will be merry : I’m refolv’d to force
thy {pirit only unto mirth. Should I hear now my
daughters were mifled, or run away, I-would not fend.
a figh to fetch em back.

Heart. T’other old fong for that,

But this is from.

C3 & IR,
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AIR XVL

There was an old fellow at Waltham-Crofs

Who merrily fung awben be liv'd by the lof;.

He chear’d up bis beart avhen bis goods went to rack,
’ith a bem! boys, bem ! and a cup of old fack.

Old. Ts that the way on’t ? well, it fhall be mine
t}len. .

Enter Randal.

Rand. My mifirefles are both abroad, fir.

0/d. How! fince when ?

Rand. On foot, fir, two hours fince, with the two
gentlemen their lovers. Here’s a letter they left with
the butler, and there’s a muttering in the houfe,

O/d. 1 will not read, nor open it, but conceive with-
in myfelf the worft that can befall them ; that they are
Joft, and po more mine. Gyief fhall lofe her name,
where I have being, and fadnefs from my fartheft foot
of land, while I have life, be banifh’d. )

Heart. What’s the whim now !

0Jd. My tenants fhall fit rent-free for this twejve-
month, and all my fervants have thesr wages doubled ;
and fo fhall be my charge in houfekeeping : 1 hope my
fiiends will find and put me to’t.

Heart. For them 1’ll be your undertaker, fir. But
this is over-done ! I don’t like it.

O/d. And for thy news, the money that thou haf is
'now thy own : I’ll make it good to Springlove. Be fad
with it, and leave me ; for I tell thee I’ll purge my
koufe of fupid melancholy. ‘

Rand. I'll be ag merry as the charge that’s under me.

4 totgfq/?d noife of finging and ,Ia@/:iug evithont.]

The beggars, fir, d’ye hear them in the barn ?
Old. P11 double their allowance too, that they may
don_;blg their numbers, and increafe their noife.

-

Raﬂd .
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. Rand. Now you are {o nigh, fir, if you’ll look in, I
doubt not but you will find ’em at their high feaft al-
ready. N
Heart. Pray let’s fee ’em, fir.
Old. With all my heart. ' [Exeunt.

SCENE draws, and difcovers the Beggars.

Re-enter Oldrents, Hearty, and Randal.

Al Beg. Blefs his worfhip ! his good worflip ! blefs
his worfhip ! : '

1 Beg. Man. Come, friends, let us give his worthip
a tafte of our mirth ! Hem ! let us fing the part-
fong that I made for you, that which contains all our
charaéters, I mean thofe we had in better times : there
is not fuch a colletion of oddities, perhaps, in all Eu~
rope. Hem ! "be filent there !

A IR XVIIL

1 Beg. Man. I once was a poct at London, .
1 keep my keart flill full of glee ;
There’s no man can fay that I'm undone,
For begging’s no mew trade to me.

Tol derol, &¢.

2 Beg, Man." I was once an attorney at law,
And after a knight of the poff :
Give me a brift wench in clean firaw,
* And I walue not who rules the roaft,

Tol derol, e,

3 Beg. Man. Mate room for a foldier in buff,
- Who wvaliantly firutted about ;
*Till be fancy’d the peacs breaking off,
And then be moft wifely —— fold out.

~ Teol derol, &e.
4 Beg.
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4 Beg. Man. Here comes a courtier polite, fir,
. Who flatter'd my lord to bis face 3
Now railing is all bis delighr, firy
Becanfe be mifi’d getting a place.

Tol derol, &Fc.

5 Beg. Man. I fill am a merry gat-ferager,
My heart never yet felt o qualm :
Tho’ poor, I can frolick and vapour,

And fing any tune but a pfalm.

Tol derol, &J¢.

6 Beg. Man. I was a fanatical preacher,
I turn’d up my eyes when I pray’d ;
But my hearers had balf-farv'd their teacher,
For they beliex’d not one word that I faid.

" Tol derol, &c.

1 Beg. Man. Whoe'er awoi’d be merry and free,
 Let bim lift, and from us be may learn ;
In palaces awho fhall you fee,
Half fo happy as we in a barn ?

, Tol derol, &e,
Crutch dance of Beggars.

Old. Good Heaven ! how merry they are! -

Heart. Be not you fad at that ;

O/d. Sad, Hearty ! no; pnlefs it be with envy at
their full happinefs—What -is an eftate of wealth and
power, balanced with their freedom ? -

Heart. I have not fo much wealth to weigh me down,
nor fo little, I thank chance, as to dance naked.

All Beg. Blefs his worfhip ! his good worfhip, blefs
his worfhip. [ Exeunt Beggars.

Heart, How think you, fir? or what? or why d’ye
think at all, unlefs on fack, or fupper-time! d’ye fall
back ? d’ye not know the danger of relapfes ?

" 0ld. Good Hearty ! thou miftak’ft me ; I was think-
ing upon this Patrico, and that he has more foul than a
born beggar in him,

Huart.
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Heart, Rogue enough though, I warrant him.

O/d. Pray forbear that language.

Heart. Will you then talk of fack that can drown
fighing ? Will you in to fupper, and take me there your
gueft 7 or muft I creep into the barn among your wel-
come ones ?

Ol4. You have rebuk’d me timely, and moft friend-
ly. [Exit

Heart. Would all were well with him !

[Exit. Patrico follows.

Rand. It is with me.

AIR XVIIL

What, tho thefe guineas bright, fir,
Be heavy in my bag 5
My heart is fill the I;{gbter,
The more my pockets fwag
Let mufly fools
Find out by raules
That money forrow brings 3
Yet none can think
How I love their chink ;
Alas, poor things.

S C E N E, the Fidds.
Enter Vincent and Hilliard iw their Rags.

Hjll. Ts this the life we admired in others, with envy
of their happinefs ?

. Vinc. Pray let us make a virtuous ufe of it, by fteer-
Ing our courfe homewards. Before I'll endure
fuch another night !

hHi'll. What wou’dft thou do I with thy miftrefs heard
thee !

Vin. I hope the does not ; for U know there’s no al-
tering our courfc before they make the firft motion ; but
’tis ftrange we fhou’d be weary already, and before their
fofter conftitution of fleth and blood.

Hill. They are the ftronger in will, it feems.

AIR
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«“« AIR XIX.

8 Tho' awomen, ’tis true, are but tender,
¢ Yet nature does firength fupply :
“ Their will is too firong to furvender,
«« They’re obfiinate fill *till they die.
¢ In wain you attack ’em with reafom,
¢ Youf forroavs you only prolong ;
““ Difputing is always high-treafon,
“ No woman awas €er in the wrong.
¢ Your only relief is to bear ;
« And when you appear content,
¢ Perbaps, in compaffion, the fair .
¢ May perfuade berfelf into confent.”®

Enter Springlove.

Spr. How now, comrades! repining already at your
fulnefs of liberty ! do you complain of eafe ?

Vin. Eafe call’ft thou it ! didft thou fleep to-night?

Spr. Not fo well this eighteen months, I fwear, fince
my laft walks. -

Hill. Lightning and tempeft is out of thy litany.
Cou’d not the thunder wake thee ? -

Spr. Ha, ha, ha.

Vinc. Nor the noife of the crew in the quarter by
us ? Well! never did knights-errant-in all agventures,
merit more of their ladies, than we beggars-errant, or
errant-beggars, do of ours.

Spr. The greater will be your reward,- think upon
_that, and thew no manner of diftafte to turn their hearts
_from you : you are undone then. '

Vinc. Are they ready to appear out of their privy
lodgings in the pig’s palace of pleafure ? Are they com-
ing forth ?

Spr. I left ’em almoft ready, fitting on their pads of
fraw, helping to-drefs each other’s head ; the one’s
eye is t'other’s looking-glafs ; with the prettieft coyle
they keep to fit their fancies in the moft graceful way
of wearing their new drefling, that you wou’d admire.

in. 1 hope we are as gracefully fet out, are we né)t?
’r‘
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Spr. Indifferent well. But will you fall to prattice {
let me hear how you can maund when’ you meet with
paflengers. .

Hill. We do not look like men, I hope, too good to
learn.

Spr. Let me inftruét you, tho’ [Spring. inffructs them.

Em‘e.r Rachel and Meriel in Rags.

Rach. Have a care, good Meriel ; what hearts or
limbs foever we have, and tho’ never fo feeble, let us
fet our beft faces on’t, and laugh our laft gafp out, be-
fore we difcover any diflike, or wearinefs to them.
Let us bear it out till they complain firft, and beg to
carry us home a-pick-a-pack.

Mer. I am forely tir'd with hoofing it already, and fo
crampt with our hard lodging in the ftraw, ¢¢ that——"’

Rach. Think not on’t. I am numb’d i’th’ fhoulders
too, a little; and have found the difference between a
hard floor with a little ftraw, and a down bed with a
quilt upon’t. But no words, nor a four look, I
pry’thee.

- Hill. O! here they are! madam’ Few-cloaths, and
my lady Bonny-rag.

Vin. Peace! they fee us.

ﬁ;{:{"}Ha, ha, hla !

Vinc. We are glad the objet pleafes you.

Rach. So does the fubjet : now you appear the glo-
ries of the fpring, darling of Pheebus, and the fum-
mer’s heirs. .

AIR XX.

Woe betide each tender fair,

Who now beholds you, muft adore ye.
Such a fbape, and fuch an air,

Muft make each beauty fall before ye.
Narciflfus’ fate and your’s awere one,

Cou’d you but your own charms difcover,
You'd die, as many a fop has done,

Only of bimfelf a lover.

Hill,
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I;:f }Ha, Ba, ha!

%;” }Ha, ha, ha ! we are glad you are fo merry !
Vinc. Merry, and lufty too : This night will welie
together, as well as the proudeft couple in the barn.

_ Spr. What! do we come for this? laugh and lie
down when your bellies are full! Remember, ladies,
you have not begg’d yet to quit your deftiny, but have
lived hitherto on my endeavours.—Who got your fup-
per, pray, laft night, but I? of dainty trencher-fees
_from a gentleman’s houfe, fuch as the ferving-men them-
felves {fometimes would have been glad of: and this
morning now, what comfortable chippings, and fweet
butter-milk, had you to breakfaft !

Rach. O ’twas excellent ! I feel it good ftill, here.

Mer. There was a brown cruft amongft it that has
made my neck {o white, methinks! Is it not, Rachel?

Rach. Yes, yes, you gave me none on’t; yom ever
covet to have all the beauty.

AIR XXI

No awoman her envy can_fmother,
Tho’ newver fo wain of her charms ;
If a beauty fbe fpies in another,
 The pride of her beart it alarms.
New conquefts foe f2ill mufp be making,
Or fancies ber power grown lefs =
Her poor little heart is ffill aching,
At fight of anothe’s fuccefs.
But nature defign’d,
In love to mankind, _
That different beauties flould move ;
Still pleas’d to ordain,
None ever fbould reign,
Sole monarch in empire or love.
Then learn to be wife,
New triumphs defpife,
And leave to your neighbours their due 3
If one can’t pleafe,
You'll find by degrees,
You'll not be contented with two.
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Vinc. They are pleas’d, and never like to be weary.
Hill. No more muft we, if we’ll be theirs.
Spr. Peace ! here comes paflengers ; forget not your
rules, quickly difperfe yourfelves, and fall to your call-

ing. [Excunt.
" Enter Oliver.

Ol. Let me fee! here I.am fent by my father, the
worfhipful Juftice Clack, in great hafte to Mr. Oldrents®,
in fearch of my coufin Amie, who is run away wich
Martin, my father’s clerk, and Hearty’s nephew, juft
when fhe fhould have been coupled to another : my bu-
finefs requires hafte ; but my pleafure, and all the fearch
I intend is, by hovering here, to take a review of a
brace of the handfomeft beggar-wenches that ever grac’d
ditch or hedge-fide : I paft by ’em in hafte, but fome-
thing fo pofleffes me, that I muft—what the devil muft
I? A beggar ! why, beggars are fleth and blood,
and rags are no difeafes ; and there is wholfomer
fleth under country dirt, than city painting.

Enter Rachel and Meriel.

Oh ! here they come! they are delicately fkinn’d and
limb’d ! now they {py me. .

Rach. Sir, I befeech you to look upon’us with the .
favour of a gentleman. We are in a prefent diftrefs,
and utterly unacquainted in thefe parts, and therefore
forc’d by the calamity of our misfortunes, to implore the

courtefy, or rather charity, of thofe to whom we are
ftrangers.

O/. Very fine, this! B

Mer. Be therefore pleas’d, right noble fir, not only
valuing us by our outward habits, ‘¢ which cannot but
appear loathfome or defpicable unto you,” but as we
are forlorn Chriftians, and in that eftimation, be com-
paflionately mov’d to caft a handful or two of your filver,
or a few of your golden pieces unto us, to furnith us -
with _linen, and fome decent habiliments.

N

D Ol
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Ol. They beg in a high ftrain! fure they are mad,
-or bewitch’d in a language they underftand not.—The
fpirits of fome decay’d gentry talkdn them, fure. -

Rach. May we expet a gracious anfwer from you,
fir? . ) .
Mer. And that as you can with our virgin prayers to
be propitious for you.

Rach. O ! may your miftrefs ne'er deny

The fuit, which you fball humbly move !
Mer. And may the faireft virgins vie,

And be ambitious of your love !

Rach. If bonour lead,

Mer. ay you fucceed, ~

‘Rach. By love infpir'd, avith conqueft crown’d.
Mer. And awhen you wed, '
Rach. Your bridal bed

- Both. With wealth, and endlefs joys abound.

Ol. This exceeds all that ever I heard, and ftrikes me
into wonder. Pray tell me how long you have been
beggars ? or how chanced you to be fo ?

" Rach. By influence of our ftars, fir,
Mer. We are born to no better fortune.
Ol. How came you to talk, and fing thus? and fo

much above the beggars dialeé ? )

Rach. Our fpeecﬁ came naturally to us ; and we ever
lov’d to learn by rote as well as we cou’d.

Mer. And to be ambitious above the vulgar, to ak
more than common alms, whate’er men pleafe to give
us. . . .
¢ Ol..Sure fome well-difpos’d gentleman, as myfelf,
¢ got thefe wenches. They-are too well grown to be
¢ my own, and [ cannot be inceftuous with ’em.

- ““ Rach. Pray, fir, your noble bounty.”

- Ol. What a tempting lip that little rogue moves
~there ! and what an enticing eye the other !

AIR.
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' AIR XXIH.
To Rach.  Come hither pretty maid, with a black roll-
ing eye :
Afide. What a look was there ! does all my fenfes
charm.
To Mer. Come bither, pretty dear, for I fwear, I
long to try
A little, little love, which will do thee
child no harm.
To Rach. That air, that grace, :
'Fo Mer. That lovely milk-white foin,
To both. Ob ! awhich phall I embrace 2
Ob ! awhere fhall I begin !
For if I fiay

K both of them muff wooe ;
Afide. I bad 6et1{:~ run afw'Zy,
) Thin deal at once with tavo.
What’s this  a flea upon thy bofom ?

Mer. Is it not a ftraw-coloured one, fir ?

Ok O what a provoking fkin there ! that very touch
inflames me,

AIR XXIV.

Rach, Can nothing, fir, move you, our forrows to mend P

Hawe you nothing to give! Have you nothing to
. lend ?

Mer. You fee the fad fate ave poor damfels endure ;
Can’t charity move you to grant us a cure ?

Rach. My heart does fo heave, I'm afraid it avill break !
}(I)f viltuals we've fearce bad a morfel this aweek.

Mer. How hardis your heart ! how unkind is your eye !
If nothing can move you, good fir, to comply,

Both. How bard is your heart, &c. .

Rach. Are you mov’d in charity towards us yet ?
0l. Mov’d! I am mov'd; no flefh and blood more
mov’d.

Mer. Then pray, fir, your benevolence.
D2 o/,
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O!. Benevolence ! which fhall I be benevolent to ? or
which firft ? I am puzzled in the choice. Wou’d fome
fworn brother of mine were here to draw a cut with
me.

Rach. Sir, noble fir.

‘Ol. Firft let me tell you, damfels, I am bound by a
frong vow to kifs all of your fex I meet this morning.

Mer Reggars and all, fir!

O/ All, all ; let not your coynefs crofs a gentleman’s
vow, I befeech you. [Kiffes them both.

Mer. You’ll tell néw.

O/. Tell, quotha! I could tell a thoufand on thofe
lips, and as many upon thofe. What life-reftoring
breaths they have ! milk from the cow fteems not fo

“fiveetly.——¢¢ I muft lay one of them aboard ; both, if
my ta: khng hold.”

““ ]”ﬂ;b %Sll" fir 1”7’

O/. But how to bargain, now, will be the doubt:
they that beg fo Ligh, as by the handfu]s, _may expeét
for price above the rate of good men’s wives,

Rack, Now, will you, fir, be pleas'd ?

O/. With all my heart, fweet! and I am glad thou
know’ft my mind Here’s twelve-pence for you.

Rach. }We thank you, fir.

Mer. )
O!/. That’s but an earneft ; I'll jeft away the reft with
you. —Look here! all th:s—Comc, you know my mean-

ll]g

AIR XXV,
Rach. Wou'd you burt a tender creature,
o Whom your charity fhould fave ? )

Mer. Is it in your gentle nature

Thus to triumph o’er a _/lafve 2
Rach. F ve, for Shame, fir !
Mer. You're to blame, fir;

Can your fwm//n /oop JSo loaw 2
Rach. Tho’ you’re above me,
Mer. *Tawill behove me,

8till to anfwer, no, no, no.
Both. Still to anfower, no, no, ne,

ol
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Ol. Mutft you be drawn to’t ¢ then I’ll pull. Come
away.

Racb. 1 ]

Mer. ¢ AR! ah!

Enter Springlove, Vincent, and Hilliard.

Vine. Let’s beat his brains out.

0l Come, leave your fqueaking.

Spr. O! do not hurt ’em, mafter,

0l Hurt ’em! I mean ’em but too well ———— Shall
I be fo prevented ?

Spr. They be but young, and fimple ; and if they
have offended, let not your worfhip’s own hands drag
’em to the law, or carry ’em to punifhment : corre&
’em not yourfelf, it is the beadle’s office.

0l. D’ye talk, fhag-rag ?

Vine. ] )

i, § Shagrag! | | ,,

[Offer to beat him awith their crutches ; be runs off-

Rach. Look you here, gentlemen, fix-pence a piece !

Mer. Befides fair offers, and large promifes. What
-have you got to-day, gentlemen !

Vinc. More than (as we are gentlemen) we wou'd
have taken.

Hill. Yetwe put it up in your fervice.

3iec? § Ha, ba, ha! fwitches and kicks ! Ha, ha, ha !
Spr. Talk not here of your gettings, we muft quit
this quarter : the eager gentleman’s repulfe may arm,
and return him with revenge upon us; we muft there-
fore leap hedge and ditch, ’till we efcape out of this li~
berty to our-next rendezvous, where we fhall meet the
crew, and then, hey-tofs ! ‘and laugh all night.

Mer. As we did laft night.

Rach. Hold out, Meriel.

Mer. Lead on, brave general. -

Vinc. What fhall we do ? they. are in heart ftill : fhall
we go on ¢

H;ll. 'There’s no flinching back, you fee,
. D3 Enter
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Enter Martin and Amie, in poor babits.

Stay, }m‘e comes more paflengers ; fingle your-

felves again, and fall to your calling difcreetly.

Hil. T'll fingle no more ; if you’ll beg in full cry, I
am for you.

Mer. Ay, that will be fine ! let’s charm all together.

Spr.

Ma.

, Stay firft, and liften a little.

Be of good cheer, fweetheart, we have efcaped

hitherto, and I believe that all the fearch is now retired,
and we may fafely pafs forward, .

Am.

I fhould be fafe with thee. But that’s a moft

lyiag proverb that fays, ¢ where love is, there is no

lack.”
meat ;
Ma.
{fome ;
Am.

to death.

I am faint, and cannot travel further without
and if you lov’d me, you would get me fome.
We'll venture at the next village to call for
the beft is, we want no money.

We fhall be taken then, I fear ; I’ll rather pine

’

AIR XXVI

The tuneful lark, who, from beg neft,

Ere yet well-fledg’d, is flol'n away,
With care attended, and care/s'd,

She fometimes fings the live-long day.
Yet fill ber naticve fields fbe mourns,
Her goaler hates, his kindnefs feorns ;
For freedom pants, for freedom burns.
That darling freedom once obtain’d,

Unfill'd, untaught to fearch for prey,
She mourns the liberty fbe gain’d,

And bungry, pines ber hours away.
Helplefs, the little wand’rer flies,

- Then homeward turns ber longing eyes,

.41::1 warbling out ber grief, fbe dies.

Ma. I'm not fo fearful ; who can know us in thefe
clownifh habits ? a ‘
Am, Our cloaths, indeed, are poor enough te beg

with ;

wou’d I cou’d beg, fo it were of firangers th?;
o cou

’
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cou’d not know me, rather than buy of thofe that wou’d
betray us. ‘

Ma. And yonder are fome that can teach us.

Spr. Thefe are the young couple of run-away lovers
difguifed, that the country is fo laid for ; obferve, and
follow now. Good loving meafter and meeftrefs, your
blefled charity to the poor, who have no houfe nor
home, no health, no help, but your fweet charity.

Mer. No bands, o fhirts, to ﬁeep us from the cold.

Hill. No {mocks, or petticoats, ** to hide our
¢ fcratches.” )

Vine. No fkin to our fleth, nor flefh to our bones,
thortly. :

Rach. No fhoes to our legs, or hofe to our feet.

AIR XXVIIL

Mer. OB ! turn your eyes on me, and view my diftrefs !
Did you know my herd fate, you would pity my
cafe.
Such a kind-bearted gentleman furely wou’d grant
To a tender young wirgin what'ere fhe did want.

A IR XXVIIIL

Hill. 7% old, my Yory, gentle lady, hear ;
I am a wealthy farmer's fon,
Who once cow’d gay and rich appear,
But now by fate I am undone.
Reduc’d to'want and wretchednefs,
And flarv’d, alas! 1 foon muft be,
Unlefs you grant to my diftrefs
Some kind relief in charity.

AIR XXIX.

Vinc,  7like agentleman did live,
I néer did beg before ;
Some fnall relief you fure might give,
That wou’d not make you poor,
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, A IR XXX.
Rach. My daddy is gone to his grave 3
: My mother lies under a fione ;
And never a penny I bave, -
Alas ! I am quite undone :
My lodging is in the cold air,
And bunger is fbarp, and bites o
A little fir, good fir, fpare,
To keep me warm o nights.

Spr. Good worthipful meafter and meeftrefs—

Ma. Good friend, forbear, here’s no meafter nor
meeflirefs, we are poor folks ; thou feeft no worthip
upon our backs, I'm fure ; and for within, we want as
mueh as you, and would as willingly beg, if we knew
how as well )
~ 8pr. Alack for pity! you may have enough ; and
what I have is your’s, if you’ll accept it. *Tis whole-
fome food from a good gentleman’s gate Alas!
good meeftrefs——much good do your heart ! how fa-
vourly the feeds. '

* Ma. What,-do you mean to poifon yourfelf ?

Am. Do you thew love, in grudging me ?

Ma. Nay, if you think it hurts you not, fall to, Il
not beguile you, And here, mine hoft, fomething to-
wards your reckoning.

‘¢ Am. This beggar is an angel, fure ! .

Spr. Nothing by way of bargain, gentle mafter ; tis
againft order, and will never thrive ; but pray, fir, your
reward in charity. .

‘Ma. Here then, in charity.~——This fellow would
never make a good clerk.

Spr. What ! all this, mafter!

Am. What is it ? let me fee it.

Spr. *Tis a whole filver three-pence, miftrefs.

Am. For thame! ungrateful mifer, —— Here, friend,
a golden crown for thee,

Spr. Bountiful goodnefs ! gold ? '

Am. I have robb’d thy partners of their fhares t00;
there’s a crown more for them, Al
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All. Duly and truly pray for you. .

Ma. What have you done ? lefs would have ferv’d ;
and your bounty will betray us.

Am. Fy on your wretched policy !

Spr. No, no, good mafter; I knew you all this
while, and my fweet miftrefs too. And now I’ll tell .
you ; the fearch is every way, the country all laid for
you, it’s well you ftaid here. Your habits, were the
but a little nearer our fathion, wou’d fecure you witK
us. But are you married, mafter and miftrefs ? are you
joined in matrimony ? In heart, I know you are. And
I will (if it pleafe you) for your great bounty, bring
you to a curate that lacks no licence, nor has any liv-
ing to lofe, that fhall put you together.

Ma. Thou art a heavenly beggar ! ‘

Spr. But he is fo fcrupulous, and feverely precife,
that unlefs you, miftrefs, will affirm that you are with
child by the gentleman, that you have at leatt flept to-
gether, he will not marry you. But if you have lain
together, then ’tis a cafe of neceflity, and he holds him-
felf bound to do it. - i

Ma. You may fay you have,

Am. 1 would not have it fo, nor make that lye againft
myfelf, for all the world.

AIR XXXI.

Is there on earth a pleafure,
Dearer than wirtue’s fame ?

In vain's the real treafure,
When we bave loff the name.

Then let each maid maintain it,
Tawill afk the niceft care ;

Once loft fboe'll ne'er regain it,
All, all is then defpair.

Spr. That I like well, and her exceedingly.

Ma. I’ll do that for thee thou fhalt never beg
more.

Spr. That cannot be purchas’d fcarce, for the price
of your miftrefs. Will you walk, mafter? We
ufe no compliments. :

. AU, Duly and truly pray for you. [Exeunt.

S'CENE




.
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-

S C E N E, Oldrents’ Houfe.

Heart. Come, come, fir, this houfe is too melan-
choly for you, we muft e’en vary the fcene, and pay a
vifit to your merry neighbour Juftice Clack ; his good .
humour will ftrengthen mine, and help me to drive to
old care away.

Old. Good Hearty, you have kindly undertaken my
cure, and fhall find me a tractable patient.

Heart. T’other old fong for that, and then for the
Juftice.

~AIR XXXII, .

I made love to Kate, long 1 figh’d for fbe,

27l I beard Zf late fhe’d a mind to me,

I et ber on the green in ber beft array,

So pretty fbe did feem, fbe fiole my beart away ;

O then we kifs’d and prefs’d, awere we much to blame,
Had you been in my place, you'd bave done the fame.

As I fonder grew fbe began to prate,

ngt{ﬁl, ﬁ;'l marry yﬁc, if you will marry Kate;
But then I laugh’d and fwore, 1lov’d her more than fo,
For tied each to a rope’s end ’tis tugging to and fro :
Again awe kifs’'d and preff, awere we much to blame,
Had you been in my place, you'd bave done the fame.

Then fbe figh'd and faid, fhe was wondrous fick,
Dicky Kﬁa:%y led, K/a.ty //;{bled Dick. %
Long we toy’d and play’d under yonder oak,
Katy loff the game, though fbe play’'d in joke ;
For there we did alas ? awbhat I dare not name,
Had you been in my place, you'’d bave done the fame,
\ F a], lal, &¢.

The End of the Second A,
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ACT I SCENE L

SCENE a Wood.

Enter Amie, Rachel, and Meriel.

An. ELL, ladies, my confidence in you, that
you are the fame that you.have protefted
yourfelves to be, hath fo far won upon me, that I con-
fefs myfelf well affe@ed both to the mind and perfon of
that Springlove ; and if he be (as fairly as you pretend)
aGentleman, I thall eafily difpenfe with Fortune.

]If;‘;b' } He is a gentleman, upon my honour?

Am. How well that high engagement. fuits your
habits !

Rach. Our minds and blood are ftill the fame.

Am, I have paft no affiance to the other, that {tole me
from my guardian, and the match he would have forced
me to; from which I would have fled with any, or
without a guide. Befides, to offer to marry me undera
hedge, without a book or ring, by the Chaplain of the
Beggars Regiment, your Patrico, only to fave charges,
was a piece of gallantry I fhall not eafily excufe.

Rach. I have not feen the wretch thefe three hours;
whither is he gone ?

Am. He told me to fetch horfe and fit raiment for us,
fo to poft me hence ; but I think it was to leave me on
your hands. )

Mer. He has taken fome great diftafte fure, for he
. is very jealous.

Rach. Ay! didft thou mark what a wild look he caft,
when Springlove tumbled her, and kifs’d her on the
fraw this morning ? .

AIR
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ATIR XXXIII.

& Fealowfy like a canker-worm.
¢ Nips the tender flow'rs of love
s Fealowfy, raging like a florm,
¢ Pray’rs can’t molify, tears can’t move.
¢ Lowe is the root of pleafures and joys ;
¢ Fealoufy all its fruit defiroys :
¢ 'Tis love, love, Fealoufy, love, .
¢ Our heav’n or hell fill prove.”

a & a

Enter Springlove, Vincent, and Hilliard,

But who comes here ? ,
Spr. O ladies! you have left as much mirth as would
have filled up a week of holidays. :
[Springlove takes Amie afide, and courts her in a
genteel way.
Vinc. I am come about again for the beggar’s life,
now. .
Rach. You are! I’m glad on’t.
Hill. There is no life, butit. -
Rach. Iam glad you are fo taken with your calling.
Mer. Weare no lefs, Iaflure you ;-we find the fweet-
‘nefs of it now.
Rach. The mirth! the pleafure! the delights! Ne
ladies live fuch lives.

AIR XXXIV.

Tho’ ladies look gay, avhen of beauty they boaft,

And mifers are envy’d when wealth is increafed ;
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaf? ;

And the mifer’s a wretch, when be pays for the feaft.
The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair,

May pity befpeak, but envy can't move s '

My thoughts are no farther afpiring,

No more my fond heart is defiring, .

Than freedom, content, and the man that I love. v

nti
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Vine. They will never be weary.

Hill, Whether we feem to like, or to diflike, all’s
one to them.

Vinc. We muft do fomething to be taken by, and
difcover’d, we fhall never be ourfelves, and get home
again elfe. [Springlove and Amie come to the reff.

Spr. I am your’s for ever. Well, ladies, you have
mifs’d rare fport ; thefe beggars lead fuch merry lives,
as all the world might envy. But here they come;
their mirth few partake of, tho’ their vocation is in
fome meafure praifed by all mankind.

-Enter all the Beggars.
AIR XXXV.

Hill. That all men are beggars, you plainly may fee5
- For beggars there are of every degree,
Tho® none are fo bleft, or fo bappy as we.
Which nobody can deny.

Vine, The tradefman, be begs that bis awares you wou'd

u 3
Then begs you'd believe the price is not bigh ; :
And fuwears 'tis bis trade, awhen be tells you a lye.
-Which nobody can deny.

Mill.  The lawyer be begs you would give bim a fee,
Tbo’ he reads not your brief, and regards not your
. pleas
Then advifes your foe how to get a decree.
g Which nobody can deny.

Mer. Tbe courtier, he begs for a penfion, a place,
A ribbon, a title, a fmile from his Grace,
Tis due to bis merit, is writ in bis face.

Which nobody fhou’d deny.

Rach. But if by mifpap he fbould chance to get none,
He begs you'd believe that the nation’s undone §
There’s but one boneft man—and bimfelf is that one.
\ghich nobody dares deny.
. m,



33 THE JOVIAL CREW.

Am.  The fair one who labours whole mornings at home,
New charms to create, and much pains to confume,
Yet begs you’d beliewe *tis ber natural bloom.
Which nobody fhou’d deny.

Hill,  The lover be begs the dear nymph to comply,
She begs he'd be gone 5 but ber languifbing eye,
Still begs be fwaufd fay——for a maid fbe can’t dit.
Which none but a fool wou’d deny.

N Enter Patrico.

Pat, Alack and a welladay ! this is no time to fing,
-our quarter is befet, we are all in the net; leave off
your merry glee.
Spr.. Why, what’s the matter ?
Within. Bing awaft, bing awaft ; the quear cove, and
the harman-beck.
_Spr. We are befet indeed ! what fhall we do ?
Vine. I hope we fhall be taken.
Hill. If the good hour be come, welcome.be the grace
of good fortune.

Enter Sentwell, Conftable, Watch,  The Creaw flip

_away.
Sent. Befet the quarter round ; be fure that none ef-

cape. .

%pr. Blefled mafter, to a many diftrefled.—

Sent., A many counterfeit rogues! fo frolick and fo
lamentable allin a breath ? you were dancing and finging

" but now, incorrigible vagabonds! If you expeét any
mercy, own the truth ; we are come to fearch for a
young lady, an heirefs, among you ; where is fhe?
what have you done with her ?

Am. Who do you want, Mr. Sentwell ?

Sent. Precious! how did my hafte overfee her! O,
miftrefs Amie ! cou’d I, or your uncle juftice Clack, a
wifer man than I, ever ha’ thought to have found you
in fuch company ? n

»
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Am. Of me, fir, and my company, I have a ftory to-
delight you, which, on our march towards your houfe,
I will relate to you.

Sent. And thither will I lead you as my gueft,

But to the law furrender all the reft.
I'll make your peace. A

Am. We muft fare all alike. [Exeunt Sent. and Amie.

Hill. Pray how are we to fare ?

Rach. That’s as you behave. [Smiling.

AIR XXXVL

Hill.  Sure, by that finile, my pains are over !

Rach. Don’t be too fure.
Hill.  Wou'd you then kill a faithful lover ¥
Rach. Wait for your cure. .

Hill. Women, regardlefs of our fate,
Often prove kind, but kind too late,
Rach. Women, alas! too foon furrender !

Hill, That I deny
Rach. Men oft betray a beart too tender.
Hill, Take me and try.

Rach. Lowve is a tyrant, under whofe fivay,
They fuffer leafp avbo bejt obey.
Both. Zovess, &c. [Exeunt:.

SCE N E, Juftice Clack’s Houfe.
Enter ’uﬁice Clack and Martin,

Cla. I have forgiven you,. provided that my niece he-
fafely taken, and fo to be brought home fafely, I fay ;
that is to fay, unftain’d, unblemifh’d, undithonourd ;
that is to fay, with no more faults, criminal or-accu~
fitive, than thofe fhe carried with her.

May. Sir, 1 believe———m

Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, how fhallwe-
hear one another ? You believe her virtue is armour of
xoof, without your counfel, or your guard, and there-

re you left her in the hands of rogues and vagabonds,
to make your own peace with me : you have jt, pro-
vided, I fay (as I fad befgre) that fhe be fafe ; that is

’ 2 to
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to fay, uncorrupted, undefiled ; that is to fay—as I faid
before,

Mar. Mine intent, fir, and mine oaly way—

Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, how fhall we
hear one another ?

Enter Sentwell.

O mafter Sentwell! good news !

Sent. Of beggarly news, the beft you have heard.

Cla. That is to fay, you have found my niece among
the beggars ; thgt is to fay—

Seut. True, fir, I found her among them. And
they were contriving to a&t a play among themfelves,
. juft as we farpriz’d em, and {poil’d their {port.

Cla. A play ! are there players among them ! I'll
pay them above all the reft.

Enter Randal.

Rand. 8ir, my mafter, Mr. Oldrents, and his friend,
Mr. Hearty, are come to wait upon you, and are im-
patient to tehold the mirror of juftices; and if you
come not at oncz, twice, thrice ! he's gome.

Cla. Good friend, I will fatisfy your mafter, with-
out telling him—he has a faucy knave to his man.
[Exit. Clack.

Rand. Thank your worfhip. -

Sent. Do you hear, friend, you #rve mafter Old-
rents.

Rand. I cou’d ha’ told you that.

Sent. Your name is Randal.

Rand. Are you fo wife ?

Sent. Ay ; and the two young ladies, your mafter’s.
daughters, with their lovers, are%lard by, at my houfe
Th:-.y direfted me to find you, Randal, and bring you
to ’em.

Rand. Whaw, whaw, whaw, whaw !=—e——Why do-
we not go then ?

Sent. But fecretly, not a word to any body, for &
reafon I'll tell you.

Rand. Mum, e
AIR
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A IR XXXVIIL

" The graatefp fRill in life,
For avoiding noife and firife,
Is to know when a man fbould be dumb, dumb, dumb.
When a knawve, to gain bis end,
Sifts you to betray your friend,
Let your anfwer be only, mum, mum, mums.
Woi’d you trx to perfuade
« A pretty, pretty maid,
As ripe as.a peach, or a plumb, plumb, plumb ?
* You’ve nothing more o do,
But to fwear you will be true,
And then you may kifs ! but———mum, mum, mum.
[Exeunt.

Enter Clack,. Oldrents, Hearty, Oliver, and Martin:

Cla. A-hay! boy; y-hay! this is right; that is to
fay, as I wou’d have it ; that is to fay—a-hay ! boys;
a-hay ! they are as merry without as we are within.
A-hay ! mafter Oldrents, and a-hay! mafter Hearty ! -
and a-hay ! fon Qliver! and a-hay! clerk Martin!
clerk Martin ! the virtue of your company turns all to
mirth and melody ; with a-hay trollolly, lolly, lolly,
is’t not fo, mafter Hearty ?

A IR XXXVHI

Heart. There was a maid, and fhe went to the mill,
Sing trolly, lolly, llly, lolly, lo.
The mill turn’d round, but the maid.food fill.
Cla. Ob ho! did foe fo ? did he fo ? did fbe Jo -

Heart. The miller be kifs’d ber, awvay fhe went 5
Sing trolly, &c.

The maid was well pleas’d, and the miller content, -,

Cla, . Q kol was be fo, &c. C

Es | Heartr
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Heart, He danc’d, and be fung, awbhile the mill went
clack ;
Sing trolly, &c.
And be cherif’d his beart with a cup of old fack,
Cla. Ob bo ! did be fo, &c.

Old. Why, thus it fhould be! now I fee you are 2
good fellow, ) .

Cla. Again, boys, aguain ; that is to fay, a-hay,
boys ! a-hay !—

b 0ld. }'Rut there is a play to be expefted and aéted by
eggars !

Cla. That is to fay, by vagabonds ! that is to fay,
by ftrolling players; they ate upon their purgation ; if
they can prefent any thing to pleafe you, they may ef-
eape the law ; (that is, a-hay!) If not, to-morrow,
gentlemen, fhall be a&ed, abufes ftript and whipt among
’em; with a-hay, mafter Hearty, you are not merry. -

Enter Sentwell.

Ard a-hay! mafter Sentwell, ¢ where are your drs-
““ matis perfone ? your prologues? and your’’ adfus
primus ? Ha” they given ¢ you the flip, for fear of the
whip ? a-hay !” in.

Sent. A word afide, an’t pleafe you.

[Sentwell takes Clack afide, and gives bim a paper.

Cla. Send ’em in, mafter Sentwell. [Exit. Sent.] Sit,

ﬁentlemen, the players are ready to enter ; and here’sa
ill of their plays ; you may take your choice.

O/d. Ate they ready for them all in the fame cloaths ?
read ’em, good Hearty.

Heart. Firlk, here’s The two lofi Daughters.

Old. Put me notin mind of the two loft daughters, I
pr'y-thee. What’s the next ?

Heart. The Vagrant Steward.

O/d. Nor of a vagrant fteward ; fure fome abufe is
meant me.. -

Heart. The Old Squire;-and the Fortune Teller. *

Old That comes nearer me ; away with it.

Heart. The Beggar’s Prophecy,

[

Old,
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O/d." All thefe titles may ferve to one play of a flory
that [ know too well ; I’ll fee none of them.

Heart. Then here’s the _7a'vm1 Creaw.

O/d. Ay, that ; and let ’em begin.
See, a moft folemn prologue !

Enter fix Beggars for the Prologue.
A IR XXXIX.

Beg. To knight, to fguire, and to the genteels here,
We wifb our plz_y may with conteit appear ;
We promife you no dainty wit of court,
Nor city pageantry, nor coantry fport ;
But a plain piece of action, wery fbort and Jweet,
In flory true, you'll know it when you fec’t.  [Exit.

R Old. "True flories, and true jefts, do feldom thrive on "
ages, -
Cla. They are beft to pleafe you with this tho’, or,
a-hay ! with a whip for them to-morrow.

Ol/d. Nay, rather than they fhall fuffer, I will be
pleas’d, let ’em play their worit. .

Enter Patrico, fwitlr 1/ Beggar, babited like Oldrents,

See our Patrico among ’em.

Pas. Your childrens fortunes I have told
Now hear the reafon why ;
That they fhall beg, ere they be old,
Is their juft deftiny.

Your grandfather, by crafty wile,
An heir of half his lands,

By fhamelefs fraud ‘did much beguile,
Then left them to your hands.

p 1 Beg. That was no fault of mine. mor of my chil-
ren.

Old. Dot note this, Hearty?
H‘a" te



. THE JOVIAL CREW.

Heart. You faid you would be pleasd, let ’em play
their worft. )

. [1ft Beggar walks fadly, beats bis breaff, &c.]

Enter 4th Beggar, dreffed lile l'-'Ica.rty, and feems to com-
fort bim.

Old. It begins my flory, and by the fame fortune-
teller that told me my daughters’ fortunes, almoftin the
fame words; and he fpeaks in the play to one that
perfonates me as near as they can fet him forth.

Cla. How like you it, fir? you feem difpleas’d;
fhall they be whipp’d yet ? A-hay ! if you fay the
word: )

0Old. O! by no means, fir; I am pleas’d.

4 Beg. Sad, for the- words of a bafe fortune-teller ?
Believe him ! hang him ; I’ll trut none of ’em. .
They have all whims and double meanings in all they
fay. : . .
yOId. Whom does he talk, or look like, now ?

. Heart. It is no matter whom ; you arc pleas’d, you
ay.

y4 Beg. Ha’ you no fack i’th’ houfe ? am not I here?
and never without 2 merry old fong.

AIR XL.

Old fack, and old fongs, and a merry old crew,
Will fright away cares, when the ground looks blue.,

And can you think on gypfy fortune-tellers ?

1 Beg. I'll think as little of ’em as I can.

4 Beg. Will you abroad then ? But here comes your
fteward. -

Enter Springlove, as an afor.

Old. Blefs me! is not that Springlove ?

Heart. Is that you that talks to him, or that Cox-
comb, I, do you think ? pray lét them play their play;
the juftice will not hinder them, you fee ; he’s afleep.
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Spr. Here are the keys of allmy charge, fir; and my
humble fuit is, that you will be pleas’d to let me walk
upon my lawful occafions this fummer. .

1 Beg, Fie! car’ft not yet leave off thofe vagrancies ?
but I will ftrive no more to alter nature. I will not
hinder thee, nor bid thee go.

O/d. My own words at his departure.

Heart. No matter ; pray attend. .

1 Beg. Come, friend, I'll take your counfel.

i [Exeunt Beggars.,

Spr.  Dve ftriven with myfelf to alter nature in me

For my good mafter’s fake, but all in vain; |
For beggars (cuckow like) fly out again
In their own notes, and feafon.

Enter Rachtl, Meriel, Vincent, azd Hilliard,

Rach. Our father’s fadnefs will not fuffer us

To live in’s houfe. : ’

Mer. And we muft have a progrefs, ’

Vinc. The aflurance of yeur love hath engaged us.

Hill. We are determin’c{ to wait on you in any
courfe. .

Rach. Suppoie we'll go a begging ! .

Hill. We are for you. .

Spr. And that muft be your courfe, and fuddenly,

To cure yoor father’s fadnefs, who is told ’

It is your deftiny, which you may quit,

BY making it a trick of youth, and wit,

I’ll fet you in the way. )
All. But how ! but how ? [ AU talk afide.
Old. My daughters, and their lovers too ! I fee ther

fcope of their defign, and the whole drift of all their-

attion now, with joy and comfort. .
Heart. But take no notice yet; fee a whim more’

of it. But the mad rogue that atted me, 1 muft make

drunk, anon, Y .
Spr. Now are you all refolv’d ?

All. Agreed, agreed. o . .
Spre You beg to abfolve your fortune, not for need,
. [Exeunt,

Old.
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O/d. I muft commend their a& in that ; prythee let’s
call ’em, and end the matter here. The purpofe of
their play is but to work my friendfhip, or their peace
with me, and they have it.

Heart. But {ee a little more, fir.

Enter Randal.

OJ/d. My man, Randdl, too! has he a part with
’em ?

Rand. They were well fet to work when they made
me a player ! What is it I muft fay ? and how muft I
a&t now? Oh! that I muft be fteward for the beggars
in mafter fteward’s abfence, and tell my mafter he’s

one to meafure-fand for him to purchafe.
- OMld. You, fir, leave the work, you can do ne better,
and call the actors back again to me.

Ran. With all my heart, and glad my part is fo foon
done. [Exit.

Ester Patrico. -

Pat, Since you will then break off our play,’
Something in earneft I muft fay;

But let affeed rhiming go; -
I’ll be no more-a Patrico.

My name is Wrought-on—————Grandfon to that
nnhapﬁy Wrought-on, whom your grandfather craftily
wrought out of his eftate, by which all his pofterity
were fince expos’d to beggary. :

, [Patrico #akes Oldrents afide.
T had a fifter, who, among the race of beggars was the
faireft ; a gentleman, by her, in the heat of youth, did
get a fon, who now mutt call you father.

Old. Me ?

Pat. Yet attend me, fir, your bounty then difpos'd
K/(er purfe to her, in which, befides

uch money (I conceive by your negle&) . -

Was thrown this jewel : do you know it ?

Old.
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- Does the young man live ?

THE JOVIAL CREW. 43
0l4. The bracelet my mother gave me !

Enter Springlove, Vincent, Hilliard, Rachel, and

Meriel.

Pat. Here, with the reft of your fair children, fir.
0ld. My joy begins to be too great within me.
My blefing, and a welcome to you all ;
Be one another’s, and youn all are mine,
Z’I'I’I‘ }We are agreed on that.
Rackh. Long fince ; we only ftay’d till you fhook off
your fadnefs. i
0ld. Now I can read the juftice of my fate, and
yours.
Cla. Ha! juftice ! are they handling of juftice ?
0O/d. But more applaud great Providence in both.
thC‘Ia. Are they jeering of juftices? I watch’d for
at.
donrt. Ay, fo methought ; no, fir, the play is
ne. ;

Enter Sentwell, Amie, and Oliver.

Sent. See, fir, your niece prefented to you.
. [Springlove takes Amie.

Cla. What, with a fpeech by one of the players ?
Speak, fir, and not be daunted ; I am favourable,

.fpr. Then, by your favour, fir, this maiden is my
wife.

Cla. Sure you are out o’ your part! that is to fay,
you muft begin again.

Spr. She’s mine by folemn contra&, fir.

AIR
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AIR XLIL

Ainie. Alas! fir, I have prev’d your clown,
Ey'd him,
Try’d bim,
, But muft own,
So wretched a mortal ne’er was known ;
1 bad been with bim undone.

If I mupt in bondage be,

o chufe my chains, at leaft I'm free.
Since I am willing,
To be billing,

Here's the man, the man for me.

Cla. You will not tell me that: are not you my
niece?

Am. I dare not, fir, deny’t ; we are contracted.

Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, how fhall we
hear one another.

Old. Hear me then for all.  This gentleman that
fhall marry your niece, is my fon, on whom I will
fettle a thoufand pounds a year, to make the match
equal.—Do you hear me now ?

.Clz. Now I do hear you, and muft hear you ; that
is to fay, it is a match; that is to fay——as I faid
before.
~ 8pr. [To Oldrents.] Now, on my duty, fir, I'll
beg no more, but your continual love, and daily
blefling.

Rach. You, fir, [To Oliver.] are the gentleman
that wou’d have made beggars fport with us. Twoat .
once. :

Mer. Two fer a fhilling.

AIR
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ATIR XLIL
Rach.  What pafe you avere in to be doing,

When two at a time you were wooing 3
You men are fo keen,
When once you begin,

You fancy you ne’er fhall have done.

What bafte you were in to be billing,
With two at a time for a fhilling ;
Yet quickly you'd find,
If any prove kind,
You'd work enoagh meet with one.

Oliv. There are fome mifunderftandings have hap-
pened : but, I hope, we are all friends.

Old. Ay, ay, we are all friends, and fhall continue
fb; and to fhew we are friends, let us be merry : and

to fhew we are merry, let us have a fong, ¢ and after-
 wards a dance.”

AIR XLIIL -
Hearty, To the men.

Now then tell them fairly,

You avill love em dearly,

May each of them be yearly
Mother of a boy.

To the women.

Ladies fair, adieu tlye,

Manage aell your beauty,

Kecp your fpoufes true t'ye 5
Be their only jey.
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To Old;ents. .

Come, my lads, be merry,
Bring us fack and fherry 3
Call the pipe and tabor
Noaw, fir, cut a caper ¢

- Here ends all our labour

This bappy um’dmg dz ap.

Lome, mjlad:, &c.

A Country Dance.

FI N_I S.

’
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the World, by the late Lord Chefterfield ;
methodizéd and digefted under diftin&t
heads, with additions by the Rev. Dr,

John Trufler. Part firft, containingevery .

inftruion neceflary to complete the gen-
tleman and man of fathion, to teach him
a knowledge of life, and make him well
received in all companies. -

Principles of Politenefs, part fecond, calcu-
lated for, and addrefled to young ladies,
by the author of the firft part.

Bell’s Edition of the Gentleman’s Pocket Far-

rier, fhewing how to ufe your horfe on a

journey, and what remedies are proper
-for common accidents that may befal him
on the road. Neatly printed on thin poft
paper, very fmall fize, on purpofe to lay
in a pocket-book.

The (Economift, fhewing, in a variety of efti-

" mates, from 8ol. a year to upwards of
8ool. how comfortably and genteelly a fa-
mily may live with frugality for a little
money ; together with the cheapeft method

__ of keeping horfes and carriages.

Note. An attention to thofe eftimates will in-
fallibly tend to the comfort and happinefs
of thoufands, as they will teach the reader
how to make a little go a'great way, and
thew him what expence he may enter into
confiftent with his fortune and fituation
in life. The 12th edition.

Eafy Way to prolong Life ; being a chemical
analyfis, or, an enquiry into the nature
and properties of all kinds of food, haw
far they are wholefome, and agree with
giﬂ'erent conftitutions, Written fo ;s to

e intelligent to every capacity.” By a
medical gentleman, v

"2 o

Ditto -



SUNDRY ARTICLES.

Ditto, fecond part, containing many falutary
obfervations on exercife, fleep, drinking,
fmoaking, bleeding, dram-drinking, and

_ the utility of taking phyfic in the fpring.

Ifabella ; or, The Rewards of Good-Nature.
A fentimental novel. -Intended chiefly to
convey united amufement and inftruétion
to the fair fex, 2 vols. coo

A Dictionary of Love, explaining the language
of gallantry, ornamented with a beauti-
ful vignette, defigned by the celebrated
Eifen, at Paris, Prioted on writing poft
paper, and though containing one hun-
dred and fifty pages of the moft intereft-
ing matter, yet it is comprifed in fo {mall
a compafs as to lay in a lady’s pocket-
book.

Ten Minutes Advice to every- Gentleman go-
ing to purchafe a Horfe out of a Dealer,
Jockey; or Groom’s Stables ; in which
are laid down eftablifhed rules for difco-
vering the perfe&tions and blemifhes of
that noble animal.

Hippocrates’s Treatife on the Prefervation of
Health ; wherein is explained the falutary
and pernicious effeéts, on different confti-
tutions, of air, exercife, aliment, or food,
reft, wakefulnefs, and fleep. To which

. is added, the Paffions of the Mind, Re-
_ pletion, and Evacuation. . 3

Henry II. or the Fall of Rofamond, a Tra-
gedy ; as performed at the Theatre Royal
in Covent-Garden, by T. Hull, orna-
mented with a beautiful frontifpiece. -

&flay on Glandular Secretion : containing an
experimental enquiry into the formation
of pus, and a ¢ritical examination into an
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¢ Tho> Lewdnefs court it in a Shape of Heav'n.”
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Dramatis Perfonz.
M E N.

Lolr_;d Bellmour, in Love with} Mr. Mattocks.
anny.

Sir John Lofty, contratted
to Lady Lucy. }Mr. Du-Bellamy.

Krg:g.ﬁnan: a German Oﬂi'} Mr. Shuter.

Robin, a Gardener, in love o
with Fanny. ’ } Mr. Dibdin,

Lady ‘Lucy, Sifter to Lord}Mr. Pinto

BelWhour.
W OME N
. "
Fa;gz;‘;iie;g(?hmbermax a} Mrs. Mattocks,

FinLe;;y.Govemeﬁ fo FadY}Mrs.'Tbam 2o,

Sufan, a Dairy‘- Maid, in )
love with Robin., }M”- Baker.

An old Woman, Nurfe to Fanny.
Sportfmen, Servants, Ruffians, e,

S CENE

At, and near, Lord Bellmour’s Country Seat,
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PR EF A C E

H IS drama is a tranflation from the celebrated
Italian comic opera of Goldoni, Lz Buona
FrorrvoLra ; which, asitowes its origin to an Englith
flory, I hope it will not be thought prefumptuous to
endeavour to reftore it to its native country, with all
thofe additional embellifiments it has received by
travel ; I mean that of being formed into an opera, by
fo- celebrated a writer as Goldoni; and that greateft
improvement, Italy was capable of beftowing on it,
being fet to mufic, by that inimitable compofer, Signor
Niccolo Piccini.
Goldoni, in his Preface, fays; ¢ To render a per-
¢ formance worthy the regard and attention of the
*¢ lovers of the theatre, he had chofen a ftory wherein

¢ the moft amiable chara®er of innocence, was biend-

¢ ed with lighter comic ones; to raife thofe laudable
fenfations in the mind, which create the mixture

¢ of Utility and Delight.”

13

I

This



i "PRETFACE )

* “T'his tranflation is attempted, fo as to be fung to the
original mufic, as performed in Italy ; wherefore, the
verfification, it is hoped, will be confidered, as fub-
fervient to the mufical expreflion ; and of courfe ¢annot
have that perfe&t harmony in poetry, which otherwife
might have been given to ‘it, had it been free from
that reftrition. As the mufic of this opera has always
been efteemed the moft capital work of that great com-
pofer Piccini, the tranflator thought it more juf, ta
give up the claim to poetical harn_mny, rather than make
the leaft infringement on the mufical accent. He like-
wife flatters himfelf, that it will not be lefs acceptable
to an Englifh audience, by the dialogue’s being without
the incumbrance of recitative. All other alterations
were made to adapt it to the Englifh ftage; by giving
to fome chara&lers, fuch -employmeats in life, as are
more fuitable to the cuftoms of our own country.
‘Should this firft attempt of bringing an entire Italian
mufical compofition on the Englith ftage, by applying
our language to the harmony of their moft eminent com-
pofer, prove acceptable to the ,publjc, the tranflator’s
intention is fully anfwered, as it may be the means of
exciting fome abler genius to tread the fame path.

N. B. This Orera is tranflated to the original
. mufic, performed at Rome in the year 1760.



T H E
ACCOMPLISH'D MAID.
ACT L. SCENE L

A Garden. Faxny difcovered at a Diftance ga-
thering Flowers.

OW delightful is the morning,
Nature’s richeft flores adorning
All the gay enamell’d ground ;
Herbs and flow'rs each fenfe regaling,
Ev'ry brecze rich odours flealing,
Spreads the grateful fragrance round.

How bountiful has Providence been, in allotting me
fach humane benefators! who' by kindnefs conver:
misfortunes to a blefing, and prevent every painful se-
fletion which I muft feel, in not knowing the¢ place of
my birth, or who my parents were.

Enter RoB1N.

" Rob. Good morrow to you, Fanny.
. Fan. Robin, good morning to you.

Rob. What are you about ? I faw you buiy, and am
come to help you. -

B Far.
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Fan. I thank you; I was only gathering a few flowers
for my lady’s drefling room, and I think thefe will be

fulficient. How beautiful they look! how fweet they -

{mell ! what pity they fhould fade fo foon. .
" Réb. They are indeed very pretty; but there’s a
flower that, when it is properly cultivated, is much
.more beautiful, and more lafting ; but I’'m affeard you
don’t know it.

Fan. Oh dear! tell me the name of it,

Rob. *Tis called the flower of love.
- .Fan. I never heard of it; where does it grow ? Ilong
to carry fome to my lady. Co

Rob. It is indeed fcarce, but I'll tell you where it
may be found, and how you may know it.

When you difcover
A faithful lover,
Whko from his truth awill ne'er depart,
Then's in your power,
Lowe's choicefp: floaver;
If grafied in an boneft beart.

Fan. If that’s the flower, I believe it is fcarce enough;
I remember now to have heard of it; but they told me,
that, tho’ it look’d fo very pretty, it was dangerous to
gather; fo I never fought after it; and the defcription
given, was quite the reverfe of yours. .

When men purfuing,
Girls to their ruin,
RBoaft that Love's flow’r in the heart fweetly blows;
Tho' they proteft and fwear,
Maids fun the fubtle fuare,
None &er could tell where conftancy grows.
]

Rob. There’s a flower fomething like it, which B
reckon’d a poifon ; but the true one you will find 10
the heart of your faithful Robin: take it, my dear,

Fanny, and — ' .

" Fan. Hufh, Robin; I can hear no more cf this las-
guage ; I have told you my fentiments before, and b¢§
vou will defit. - Rob
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Rcb. What, have you no pity?

Fan. Yes, as much as you can defire.

Rob. And no love ?

Fan. Yes, and love too, if you will be content with
that which I fhould give to a brother, or a friend ; the
only love I can receive, and the only one I can give in
return’; let me defire, therefore, you will reft fatisfied,
that I fo far take kindly your well-meant profeffions,
that, if it ever be in-my power to fhew my fenfe of
them, you fhall fee I will not be ungrateful.

Rob. Aand may I then hope, my dear Fanny?

Fan. Miftake me not, good Robin! your love I can-
never requite, but with friendfhip; deceive not your-
felf by an expe&ation of what can never happen: that
affe®ion which is loft upon me, may make fome other -
kappy : and one, perhaps, who, by bcing better qua-
liﬁeg to make you fo, may better deferve that affection..
Good morning to you. [Exit.

Rob. Unkind girl, good day to you. Well, I don’t
defpair ; tho’ fhe now only promifes to love me as a-
brlt;ther,_ who knows but one day we may 'be nearer-
reluted.

I did not mean the love »
Which friends and kindred prove ;.
}'f that is all foe’ll give,
K fri‘w content to live.
Perbaps a brother’s tender name,
In time may light a kinder flame ;
And fifter change for life,
To dear and loving wife. [Exits

SCENE - IL
Another Part of the Garden. :

Enter FANNY, and Lord BELLMOUR, meeting.

L. Bell, Ah! Fanny here, fortunate opportunity,.
You are abroad early this mornipg, Fanny.

Fan. My lord, I have been gathering thefe flowers
for.my lady’s drefling-reom, againft fhe rifes.

Bz L. Bell.
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L. Bell. You are a good girl, and the diligent atten-

tion you conftantly pay to our fervice thall not be
- unrewarded.

Fan. The leaft remiffnefs in duty, my lord, to bene-
factors, who have been fo liberal, would be wholly
‘unpardonable : efpecially as duty is the only return I
can make for ycur bounty. :

L. Bell. What has been already done, Fanny, is but
little, compared to what I wifh ftill to do for you ; and
I hope you will be grateful. ;

Fan. I hope, my lord, I ever fhall be fo; has your
lordthip any commands ? '

L. Bell. Why iu fuch hafte to be going ?

Fan To carry thefe flowers. .
© L. Bedl. Oh, you have time enough for that; my
fiter is no early rifer, and I have fomething to fay——
‘Tell me, Fanny, have you ever been in love ?

Fan. My lord ! »

L. Bell. Come, my fweet girl, let me hope the grati-
tude you fhew in your conftant endeavours to pleafe, is
not without fome mixture of a more tender nature;
and that ,

Fan. My lcrd, I hambly beg leave to go.

L. Bell. You muft not, I cannot part with you—Oh,
my hard fortune ; that it fhould be difgraceful to my
‘rank, to acknowledge a paffion fo well juftified by the
charms of my fair one. My dear Fanny, tell me,

+ thould I love you with the utmoft ardour and fincerity—
‘Why do you tremble ?
Fan. Forgive me, my lord, ¥ cannot ftay,e—
L. Bell. You muft, you fhall,, I will not lofe this

opportunity. .
Fan. Indeed, my lord, I ought not, therefore excufe
-~ me, I will not ftay, —— {Runs off.)

L. Bell. Foolifh girl! yet how graceful was her ¢on-
fulion ? She muft, fhe fhall be mine. I may perhaps
overtake her. , o [Exits

Enter
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Enter Susaw, with a Milk-pail. .

Oh! how cruel is my fate,
All my life to work like a flavve ;
Forc’d to labour early and late,
Neither pleafure nor comfort 1 have.
’ To a girl fo young and tender,
Some belp, Ob quickly lind ber,
To carry fo heavy a weight.
. Ob ! how cruel is my fate,
Forc’d to labour early and late.

Oh dear ! ’twas not always fo; time was, when Ro-
-bin would have carried my pails, and have thanked me
into the bargain; but he is turned falfe-hearted, and
has left me for an upftart minx—FHey ho!

Enter Lord BELLMOUR.

L. Bell.” How vexatious! fhe flew like lightning. .
Ha! this wench is Fanny’s companion; her afliftance
may be ufeful—Suppofe I forget my rank a-while—O .
.tyrant lave ! to what condefcenfions and little artifices
doft thou reduce us >—How do you do, Sufan?

Sx. Thank your honour, 1 am very well.

L. Bell. You look as frefh as a new blown rofe this
morning.

Su. Your honour is pleafed to joke me. .

L. Bell. Indeed I dgn’t, fet down your pail—I have
fomething to fay to you. L

Su. La,- your honour, the milk will be cold.

L. Bell. Pthaw! fet it down—I ftand in need of your
affiftance. -

Su. Suppofe he fhould be in love with me.  (Afide )
" L. Bell. But before I truft you with this affair, tell
me, and tell me fmcerely, was you ever in love ?.

Su. Sir!—fo, fo —

L. Bell. Do you know what it is to be in love 2 ~

Su. Why-—why— s

L. Bell. Come, come, tell me.

S4. Why—yes, Sir,

‘ Bj ’ L. Bell.
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L. Bell. And can you pity the pangs that lovers feel ?
Su. Yes, Sir. ’ o i

L. Bell. Then hear me—but I charge you be fecret.
Sux. Yes, I will, Sir—"Tis plain enough, he is in

love with me. (Afide.)
L. Bell. T am deeply enamoured—and it is in your
power

Su. Your honour may command me freely.
L. Bell. Very well—I love
Sz. Yes; fo your honour faid before.

L. Bell. And doft thou know the beauteous obje& of
my paflion ? '

Su. I believe, Sir, I can guefs.

L. Bcll. Asyou hope for my future favours, I charge
you be fecret. :

Su. Oh, yes; I never tells tales.

L. Bell. I'love Fanny to diftrattion.

Su. Fanny !—( Looks difappointed and confufed.)

L. Bell. You are intimate with her; among your-
felves, you girls often talk of your admirers; do you
privately mention my paflion to her, and J;erfuade her
to make a proper return. I have attempted to tell her,
but fhe ran fiom me, to avoid giving an anfwer—
perhaps fhe will not be backward in fpeaking her mind
to vou. : .

Su. Pleafe your honour—I muft make bold to tell
you—thou’ I am but a poor, fimple girl—I don’t care
to do any fuch thing. i

L. Bell. Pooh! filly; why won’t you oblige me? it
will make me your friend for ever, and I will reward

- you beyond your wifhes.

Su. Then, Sir, to be fure, I will do what your

honour commands.
L. Bell. Tell her fhe has infpired me with a paffion,

. whofe violence I cannot refift—tell her, that her charm-

ing eyes have captivated my heart; tell her, I doat
upon her, and cannot live without her. :

Su. Yes, your honotr ; I’ll be fure to fay fo—but if

I am not even with them. (Afide.)

. ( Curtfies and retires watching.)

L. Bell. How abfolute a tyrant is this paflion! X al-

moft bluh te be thus fubdued, and yet am proucfl_

- °
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of it —>Tis an infatuation bordering upon phrenzy-
reafon has no power, every word and thought is fond-
nefs and Fanny. ~ .

While ber charms my thoughts employ,
A is rapture, all is joy;
When fbe fpeaks, bow fweet to bear,
Modeft, graceful, and fincere :
In ber lovely fhape and face,
Center ev'ry charm and. grace

Sure never mympb was balf fo fair.

Not the idle, giddy, wvain,
Nor the wanton flirting train,
Did my cautious heart enfnare ;
Not their artful, fubtle wwiles,
Nor their foft deluding fniles,
Charming Fanny triumphs there. [Exit.

SusaN, comes forward.

Su. Tell her, fpeak to her—yes, to be fure!—
thank you for nothing ; I am not fach a fool neither —
“they fay Love is blind, fo it feems truly—for I think
I have as good pretenfions to a gentleman fweetheart,
as any girl in the parith. The men are all bewitched,
I believe, both high and low—I’ll‘be revenged of my
lord, I’ll warrant him, for I’ll go and tell my lady.

~

Enter Sir Joun LorTY.

Sir Fobn: Good morrow, pretty lafs.

Su. Your fervant, fir. :

Sir Fobn. Do you belong to this houfe

Su. Yes, Sir.:

Sir Jobn. Is your lady ftirring ?

Su. I can’t tell, fir; I have been out of the houfe a
long while.

Sir Foka. Will you enquire ; and if fhe is, let her
- know

-~
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know I am impatient to have the honour of feeing
her ? ' ,

Sx. Who muft [ fay you are, fir?

N Sir Fobn. Say, Sir John Lofty is come to wait on
eri -

Sz, Ohla! this is the gentleman fhe is going to he
married to. This is fo lucky! the charmingeft op-
portunity to fend it round to my lady.—Adod, P’ll
venture. (dfide.) 1 make bold to with you much joy,
fir ; I will let my'lady know diredly; she is goodnefs
itfelf ; you will be vaftly happy with her: Heaven blefs
you both together, I fay !-—but I’'m afraid—"’tis a- great
pity to be fure—I am very forry for it—but ’tis not her
fault, poor lady. :

Sir.fobn. Ha! what does the wench mean ?

Su. Sir—1I fcorn to fpeak ill of any body; but—if
you knew all, fir—’tis no bufinefs of mine—your fer-
vant, fir, : :

Sir Jobn. This muft mean fomething fure ! —DIl hu-
mour it. (Afide.) Come hither, child, and tell me
what is the matter ? here’s fomething to buy you a
top-knot. . ’

Su. Thank you, fir——Why, fir, you muft know—
but you won’t tell ? :

Sir Jobn. No, no. )

Su. My lord will never forgive me,—if he fhould.
know that I told any body.

Sir Fobn. He fhall know nothing of the matter.

‘Su. For, to be fure, it does not become fervants to
. be tittle tattling of their mafters and miftrefles affairs,
and telling the fecrets of a family to ftrangers, you
know, fir. :

Sir Jobn. Well, well ; but you may tell it to me ; it
feems to concern me. .

Su. It does indeed, fir ; you are going to be one of
the family, and fo there can be no harm 1n it.

Sir Jobn. Not in the leaft, let me know what it is.

Sx. And fo I think I may venture to tell you; but [
would not willingly do a wrong thing for the whole
world. '

Sir Jobs. Come, come—keep me no longer in
fufpence, T A

Su,
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Sx. You maft know, fir; that my lord is fallen def-
perately in love. —— :

Sir Fobn. Pool!—is that all ?

Su. All, fir! yes, fir.

Sir Fobn. Well, and who is the lady ?

Su. The lady, fir'—Ay !—that’s the cafe.———She is
no lady, fir, I aflure you.

Sir Fobn. What is fhe ? e

Su. A ftrange girl, that was brought up by charity,
fir ; and nobody can tell who fhe belongs to.

Sir Fobn. Indeed!

Su. My lady took her into the houfe, to learn to be
a fervant; and my mafter is fallen {o defperately in
love with her, that I verily believe he intends to marry
her, fir.

Sir Jobn. How! to marry her! Is that poffible ?

Su. I aflure you ’tis very true, fir.—I think I fhall -
“be even with him now. - " [Afide.
Sir Fobn. Bat, child, how fhould you know this ?

Su. Sir, I heard him fay fo his ownfelf.

Sir Foba. Ay'!—fhould it prove fo, I muft confider
well before I take his fifter for a wife. T

Sz. I am fo fure, that I am ready to take my Bible
oath of it.

Search thro® the world, fir, you never awill find

A girl moré difcrect, or to trurh more inclin'd.:

Envy and malice, I boldly defy

To prove that I flander, or flatter, or le.

My fimple mafter~but 11l fay no more,

That wheedling creature — I we told you before.
That’s all I fay,
I wifbh you good day, : -
For I cannot flay. [Exit.

Sir Fobn. Strange! that people thould debafe their rank
and birth |—It behoves me to ufe deliberation.—Though I
fincerely love-lady Lucy, and am perfedly fatisfied
with the choice I have made ; if this girl’s tale be true,
fuch an alliance will bring difgrace upon my family. —
‘ Perhaps
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Perhaps ’tis not too late to prevent it; I will immedi-
ately try; and endeavour to a& with a dignity becomisig
" a defcendant from illuftrious anceftors.

Love and beauty mildly reigning,
Gently footh my captive heart ;
Rigid honour, both difdaining,
Fiercely plays a tyrant’s part.
Fondeft é,‘vt awe may controul,
Or by time, or abfence cure ;
Sacred bonour in the foul,
Should unflain'd thro’ life endure. [Exie.

SCENE I

A Saloon, avith a Profpe® of the Garden,

Enter Lady Lucy, ’

L. Lue. How agreeable is this abode of peace and
tranquility ! how infinitely preferable to the noife and
buftle of the town. Here we breathe the pureft air, and
enjoy the beauties of nature in perfettion. Yet cannot
I be happy, while the objet of my love is abfent ; his
prefence would brighten every profpe, and. compleat

my joy..

Bring, ye tedious hours,
The man my beart adores,
My love-fick foul to cheer ;
Retir’d from pemp and noife,
Well vafte the tranguil joys
. Untainted, flowing bere.

Enter FINET.
Fin, My lady, Sir John Lofty'is come to wait or your
ladyfhip. .
L. Ly. Run, fly; tell him I am impatient to fee

hime
Fin-
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Fin.. Ay, to be fure! my lady is in a great hurry.
' [Afide and Exit.
L. Lz. How fweet is the aflurance of a reciprocal af-
feltion! I may, truly, think my lover’s heart doth per-
fectly fympathize with mine, he comes fo opportunely
to my wifh.

Enter Sir Joun asd FIneT.

Fin. Pray walk in, fir,—Blefs me! how can a man
move fo flow-towards his bride ?

L. Luc. Good morning to you, fir Joha.

Sir Fokn. Lady Lucy, your fervant.

L. Luc. Blefs me! are you not well? your couate-
nance has loft its ufual chearfulnefs.

. ‘I;‘in. Indeed, I think fo too; he looks quite ftupi-
ed. .

L. Luc. Pray inform me, what is it affefts you ?

Sir Fobn. 1 am to afk your ladyfhip’s pardon ;==
fomething indeed hangs heavy on my mind. My tem-
per ought to be known toyou. When ftrong fufpicion
makes my heart uneafy, I cannot, I would not wifh to
conceal it;-but let my countenance always declaremy
real fentiments.

Fin. Have I liv’d to fee one fincere man! To be fure
he is a prodigy. ‘ [Afide.

L. Lu. What can this mean ? Sufpicions! of whom?
pray explain yourfelf.

Sir Fohn. 1 am informed your brother is in love with'
alow bred girl.

L. Lu. My brother!

Sir Fobn. Nay, more; that he is fo extravagantly
infatuated, ’tis to be fear’d he will difgrace his noble
family, by marrying her. i N

L. La. Is it poflible 2 who is fhe ?

Sir Jobn. One in the houfe, whofe parents are un-
known. Is there not fuch a perfon ?

L. Lu. There is; yet T know not how to fufpe&t her
of an indifcretion— Are you well informed ?

Sir Fobn. I think I am. :

L. Lu. I hope it will not prove fo: the girl has a
Prudence uncommon at her years; and I think 1 know

. N my
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my brother’s principles too well. Yet, fuppofing he
fhould imprudently yield to the force of an unruly
paffion, and demean himfelf by fo unequal a match,
would his altions deprive me of your affeltions ? .

Sir Fobn. 1 know not the queftion is too nice—
I cannot at prefent determine—allow me fome time to
confider. I'love you with the tendereft, the fincereft
paffion ; Idoat on you to diftrattion ; and the thought
of lofing you is infupportable. Yet I ought not to
bring difgrace on my family. Endeavour, before it is
too late, to prevent this misfortune ; and think how
ftrong that motive muft be, which can tear me from

ou. - ' [Exit.

L. Lz. Amazement deprives me of the power of
fpeech.

‘. Fin. Why, my lady, this agrees exaltly with a thing
that Sufun told me happened in the garden, this morn-
ing. My lord wanted to bribe her to affift him.

- L. Lu. Indeed!

Fin. Notwithftanding Fanny’s demure looks, in your
ladyfhip’s prefence, I believe fhe has more mifchief

" in her heart than we are aware of, and more “art to
difguife it. A ,

L. Lz. Can fuch be the return for all my care!
have I nurfed a ferpent in my bofom, to fling me
in"the tendereft part! muft I, for her, lofe the man [
-love !

‘Fin. There is feldom any good comes of educating
girls above their ftation in life.

L. Lu. Where is fhe ?

Fin. 1 will fend her to you, and I hope your lady-

" fhip will feverely reprimand the forward creature.

1 hate a proud, a faucy flirt,

Who flaunts about fo gay and vain :

Shall paltry girls, avho fprung from dirt,

A noble lord prefume to gain ?
No longer now among girls we fee, }

Proportion kept in due degree,
All ape the airs of quality.
The lifp of the tongue, the tottering tread ;
The flirt of the fan, the tofs of the bead ;5
They giggle, and flare af, awheever they meet, A
. And look fo affeied, it fhocks ons to fes’t [Exit.
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L. L. D1l fend the girl from hence immediately ; fhe
fhall be reduced to her original ftate of penury and want,
to mortify her pride and ambition. To avoid a rupture
with my brother, I muft ftifle my anger awhile. Some
excufe muft be thought of. Here fhe comes.—Hcw
innocent fhe looks ! The artful hypocrite ! But pafficn
would demean me ; for the fake both of my pride and
love, prudence muft dire@ at prefent.

Enter FaAnNNY.

Fan. In obedience to your ladythip’s commands.—

L. L. Come hither, Fanny ! I hope I fhall always
find you as good a girl, 4s you have hitherto proved,
and ready to oblige me.

Faa. Yourladythip makes me blufh to hear you fpeak
fo; my ftudy and delight is to receive, and obey your
tommands. ' ' '
L. Lu, Very well. In return for your good beha-
viour, I would not willingly omit any opportunity that
offers for your advancement ; I have none in my own
family ; but my fifter Laura has taken a great liking to
you, and defired me to fend you to wait upon her; I
have promifed fo to do. - .

Fan. Alas! [Afide.

L. Lu. Why don’t you fpeak ?

Fan, If your ladyfhip does not chufe to keep me
any longer—1I am forry my earneft endeavours to pleafe
are not acceptable—fince your ladyfhip does not approve
my fervices

L. Lu. That is not the point. I only part with you

to my neareft relation, for your own immediate ad-
vantage,
. Fan. You are always increafing my gratitude ; but,
if your ladyfhip pleafes, I would much rather continue
under your proteftion, than reap the largeft benefits
elfewhere.

L. Lu. Do you fay this from affeftion ?

Fan. Indeed I do, I folemly avow it.

L. Lu. If your affetion for me does not confift in
profeflions only, fhew the fincerity of it, by a ready
obedience. ‘

: C Fay.
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. Fan. I humbly beg your ladyfhip's pardon—does my

lord know ?

L. Lu. >Tis no concern of his; go, and get ready
‘immediately.
o Fan. I will obey your ladyfhip—but fhould his lord-

i

]I),. Lu. Am not I your miftrefs ? Do as I command.

"Fan. You are, indeed, my honoured miftrefs and
‘benefaétrefs ; yet would it not be uncivil to go—

L. Lue. What a civil lafs you are grown! but ne
more words : at your peril get ready this inftant.

Fan. I am moft unhappy to have difobliged your la-
>dythip. (Weeps and is going.)

Enter Lord BEyLmovuRr.

L. Bell. Fanny here! in tears! what can it mean? .
"Where are you going? You look difturbed, fifter!
‘what has happened ? .

Fan. My lord—her ladyfhip is difpleafed with me;
why, I know not—I am not confcious of any offence.

L. Lu. Dare you appeal from my commands !-—— Be
-gone this inftant.

Fan, I obey.

See a poor, a friendlefs creatyre,
Newer knew a parent’s care 5
*T%s too cruel thus to treat ber,
" Ob! ’tis more than I can bear.
Yes, my lady, I will go,
Since you pleafe to have it fo.
Tho' deferted, helplefs,- poor,
Tho' I beg from door to door,
Gracious Heav'n will not defert
An innocent, an honeft heart. [Exit.

L. Bell. For Heaven’s fake, what is the meaning of
all this?
L. Lu. Nothing, but that my fifter has defired me t0
¥end her Fanny; and I cannot with politenefs refufe
she requeft; it will be greatly to the girl’s advantaf’; ;

]
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and, as I fhall foon leaye this place, there is no proper
employment for her here.

L. Bell. But, my dear fifter, there is a difficulty, you
perhaps are not aware of—Suppofe I don’t chufe to
part with her ¢ ’

L. Luz. No! what can be the reafon for fo abfurd—-

L. Bell. No matter—here fhe fhall ftay. , ’

L. Lz. Have you confidered what the world will fay &

B. Bell. The world is at liberty to fay whatever it
pleafes ; I defpife its cenfures or applaufe. '

L. L. Indeed—very extraordinary this f~you chufe
; ﬂv;ery uncommon method of fhewing a regard for your

r.

L. Bell. 1 have ever fhewn you, the tendereft regard,.
and fincereft affe@ion ; as my fifter, I highly efteem you;
but, remember, I am, and will be, mafter of my osn
altions. [Exit.

L. Lu. So peremptory !—Sir John’s intelligence was
true then ! My brother’s defigns are too evident, either
to ruin the girl, or marry her. Bat it fhall be my aim;.
by every means, to prevent his fuccefs in either: this
obftacle to my wifhes fhall inftantly be removed— Muft
my views of happinefs give place to her’s!—No—
feverely thall fhe fecl the vengeance of a difappointed
woman. '
Come, dire revenge, infpire me,.

Thy dreadful force employ 5
Pride and refentment fire me,

To blaf their blooming joy.

Come fury, rage, difdain,

With all your fatal train ;

Ruin, deftruiion, let them prove,

Ere I lofe the man I love. BLES

Ca2 SCENE
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§ CENE. IV
A Thicket; awith a View of the Country.
Enter FINET and Susan.

Fin. You are fure you cannot tell where Fanny is

one ?

Su. Indeed I can’t ; fhe went out crying, but I don’t
know which way; however, I am heartly glad her
tricks are found out at laft,

Fin. I nevef knew thefe upftart favourites come to
any good ; her mock-modefty had fo far gain’d upon
my lady, that no other fervant was regarded ; and no-
thing was right, forfooth, but what fhe faid and did.

Su. I wifh fhie was an hundred miles off, with all my
heart ; fhe is continually followed by all the young fel-
lows hereabout. :

Fin. I can’t endure fuch forward fluts !

Su. There’s Robin the gardener, who ufed to be
very fond of me, has quite forfaken me, and is always
dangling after her. I wonder what they can fee in her,
for my part.

Fin, Men have no tafte, now a-days!—to admire
fuch a little paltry chit! that nobody knows.

Su. I have heard fhe was found quite an infant, by
the road fide ?

Fin. She was o ; and I with my good old lady had
fent her to the parith work-houfe ; the would not then
have been the caufe of fo much mifchief, and fet the
family in an uproar.

Su. To be fure her parents muft be thieves, to leave
her in that manner.

Fin, I believe fhe is fome gipfy’s brat.—

Su. Hufh!=—As I am alive, here the comes—Ilet us
watch her. ' :

Entey
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Su.
Fin.
Fan.

Su.
Fin,
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Enter FANNY.

QUINTETT O.

Forlorn I awander, feorn’d, rejeited,
Byev'ry former friend negletied ;

Where er I go, a load I bear

OF belplefs life, and dark defpair.

Pray, good madam, what are you doing ? -
Pray, dear madam, where are you going &
Deareft friends, I cannot tell.
Adieu—farewell — ,

I go to find, a fate more kind—

A bappier deftiny,

17

Heaven bas, I bope, in flore for me. [‘Going;

See the fruits of your intrigues,
Get you gone a thoufand leagues.

Enter RoBIN.

Rob.  Stay, my dear—Abh! Fanny, why

Fin.
Su.

Will you from your true love fiy
Yes, ’tis certain fhe muft go,
And her train of lovers tos.

Fan, Can you fo inkuman be,
Lo infult my mifery :
Hawe you loft all charity ? .
Su. We are forry,—— (Sneering.)
Fin, } Pray excufe the liberty.
Rob. Come, my dear, and let me prove,
(’Tis all I afk) a fifter’s love.
Fan. Come then, Robin, and be my friend 3
A poor, a belplefs girl defend.
Su. Robin, pray take ber, and lead her a-wa]y, .
Fin, His lordfbip, no doubt, her protictor will paym

Go on_foolsth cully~for what dv you flay @

Booky, bosby, take ber away.

Rob. Is foe my lord’s ?

 Fin,

Yes, 'tis trag—
} The dainsy bit is ng Sfor youa
’ 3

"Robe
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Rob.

Fan,

L. Bell.

o}

L. Bell.
Su.
Fin.

4.. Bell.

Fan,

L. Bell.
Rob.

Su.
Fin. }
Fan.

L. Bell.
Fan.
Rob.
Fan,

Su. }
Fin.
Fan.
L. Bell.
Su.
Fin,
Rob,
All,
Four,
Fan,

Stay there, fay there, fay where you are,
OFf other men’s girls I'll take no care.

In my ruin, all things join,

Al the world *gainft me combine.

Enter Lord BELLmour.,

Thus abandon’d to defpair !

Where doft thou go 2 Ab ! tell me where ?
With the gard’ner, fir, we guefs ;

He's the bappy, bappy fuwain;

HMe alone ber heart could gain.

With Robin !

Yes, fir, yes.

Hence, ungrateful avretch, be gone !
All my.tender thoughts are flown ; ‘
Now you’ll find, cwhen tis too late,

Will you leavve me, cruel fair ! }

. Gentle love will turn to bate.

What aill, alas! become of me,
Expos’d to want and mifery ?
Go to thy happy fwain.
Go to my lord again. ’
Cbarming, charming 5 bow they fnub ber !
I wipp, with all my heart, they'd drub her.
Hear, my lord—
Nos get ye gone.
Hear me, yox—
;}’0 i 1 have doge.
ear me, friends, for charity.
We're wrf Jorry. s ’
Pardon our temerity.
Do you then no pity know #
Go——
None to you will pity foew.
With one lover not content,
Now your jilting you'll repent. .5

[ Sneering

None to you awill pity foew.
Gracious heaven, fome pity foew.,

Exp oF THE FirsT AcT,
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ACT IL

S CE N E I 4 Weud

Entert Lord BELLMOUR. .

L. Bell. HERE can fhe be! Oh! curfed foolifh
jealoufy ! My impetuous temper too ha-
ttily took fire ; like a mad man, I fpurned her from
me, and now find her innocent. I feel I cannot live
without her ; nor will I reft, till I have difcovered her.

0

Where is my deareft Fanny goxe !
Where is the lovely wand’rer flown ?
Hoaw could my flubborn heart,
A& fuch a rigid part ?
Barbarous fate! fortune fevere!
Where is my love 2 Ab, tell me where.  [Exit.

!
S CE N E II. Another Part of the Wood.

v Enter Sir Fobn LorTY and Fanny, guarded by fome
armed Men.

Sir Fobn. Condu& this creature carefully-to town :
and deliver her-fafe to the perfon to whom this letter is
directed. o

Fan. Hear me, Sir, in pity.

Sir Jobn. Away with her this inftant, and your re-
ward fhall equal your diligence. [Exie.

Fan. Alas, alas, what will become of me? [Exeunt.

Enter
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Enter RoBIN.

Rob. O! poor dear Fanny, what are they going to
do with her ?—What a fool was I to believe fuch a
flory ! I muft be jealous truly! and fo have loft her—
Ay, 1 deferveit. I will follow and fee what becomes
of her, tho’ I die for it. i /

—Here are fome gentlemen fhooting; I will ak
them to help me to take her away from them. [Enter
Jfome fportfmen.] Let me befeech you, good gentlemen,
to have compaflion upon an innocent girl, and fave her
from viilains ; they have carried away my poor fifter;
and I am afraid they will murder her.

gﬂ Sport/. Which way are they gone ?

0b. By that tree.

2d Sport/. How long fince ?

Rob. This moment, they are hardly out of fight;
you will foon overtake them ; I’ll fhew you! [Exeunt.

Fanny and ber guard are feen at the farther end of the
Mfage. [Enter the fportfmen.] and they attack them.
Fanny runs to the front of the flage ; the guards are beaten
of, and one of them drops his fword.

Fan. Robin has procured my liberty ; but my un-
kind lord has cruelly abandoned me to diftrefs and
perfecution.

" Rob. My dear Fanny!

Fan. You have preferv’d my life.

RKob. May I now hope you will love me ?

Fan Give me time to recover myfelf—1I am greatly
terrified.

Rob. Come home with me, and reft yourfelf.m—
Gentlemen, I return you a thoufand thanks.

1 Sport/. Take care of your fifter for the future,

2d Sport/. Where do you live ?

Rob. At Belimour-Hall.

1/ Sport/. Oh!—Here’s my lord.

Enter Lord BELEMOUR.

2d Sport/. Your lordfhip’s moft obedient.
L. Bell.” Gentlemen, yous moft humble fervant—=
Ha! Fanny here! [Afde.
: 12 Sport/e
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1/# Sport/. Does this pretty lafs belong to your lord-
hids )

ip?

2. Bell. Yes, fir—How came fhe here ?

2d Sport/. Some men were forcing her away, and we
have prevented them.

L. Bell. I am much obliged to you.

1ff Spertf. We are glad to have done any fervice that
is acceptable to your lordfhip, and with you a good
day.

}I'.. Bell. 1 return you my thanks—I with you good
fport.

2d Sportf. You feem to promife yourfelf fome, or [
am much miftaken. [Afide.

[Exeunt fport/men.

L. Bell. My dear girl, how happy am I to have
found you; come with me, I will defend you againft
all future attempts. [Exit with Fanny.

Rob. Ohla! ohla! Muft I bear all this? He has
fnatch’d the precious morfel out of my mouth, when
I thought I was quite fure of it. I faved her from
being run away with ; and when I had fairly courfed
her down, comes another, and fnaps her up.—What
plaguy ill luck !—I fhall go mad for vexation—I am
quite defperate—I’ll go  hang myfelf, or drown myfelf
—or—no—7D11 kill myfelf with this fword I am deter
mined, for what is life without Fanny

Ohb ! my Fanny, thy true fwain,
Will for thee this life refign——
But, my trembling heart fays no——
Pray forbear, ab! don’t do fo—
Rife my courage, fear defy——
Now I am refolv’d to die.

[Going to ftab himfelf.

Enter KREIGSMAN.

. Kreig/. Hault !—;-[Stop: bim.] Der divel! Vat
15 dis ?
Rob. Pray, fir, let me alone; I am a defperate man.
Kreig/. You be ein coward, ein boldroon, to run
dyfelf drew for tefhbair.—If thou vilt tie as cin clever

eneft mans, come to dee vars, and tie as ein foldier. 5
Rﬂ 0
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Rob. Yes—captain,—I will go along with you, and
turn foldier, ’tis the only way to forget Fanny.-

Krieg/. Aw! Vat is dat Fanny?

Rob. *Tis a very pretty young girl, that I am in love
with—and I have loft her.

Kriegf. Vat! Vil dee Englith mans pee in tefhbair
for de oomans! De Germans care nichts apout’em:
dey vil tie in de vars vid onnor, put never for ficht
dryfels. Come, come mit me—dere pe comans enough
every vere.

Rob. Pray, fir, who are you?

Kreig/. I pe ein goot foldier, dat ferve mein fheneral,
T have peen in England pefore, and now pecome again
to fearch for ein yoong ferr.

Rob. I don’t underftand you; but be what you will,
I'll go along with you; I can’t bear to ftay here—it
was too cruel to fnatch her away, juft when—— ’

Krieg/. Friend, friend; tinck nicht more of dee
oomans, come mit me to de vars, and dou fhalt pe
happy ; in de camb, dere pe all kind of teverfions.

Dere pe de drumbets, borns, and trums,
Dere pe guittars, and dere pe fifes.
And dey altogether blay ;

Dere the nimpel laffes comes,
Singing, tancing, night and tay,

Ven de enemy pe var,
Trinka vine mit folly poys 3
If de enemy come near,’

Den pe bufb, and make no noife

Come to de camb, trive love away 3

Il go to fight, put you may flay :

Trink, and fing, and tance, and blay;

And pe merry night and tay, [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE IIl. 4 Pariour.

“Enter Lady Lucy .and Sir Joun Lorry.

L. Lz. And fo, you have conveyed the troublefome
girl away ?

Sir Fobn. I have fent her guarded to town, where
fhe will be clofely confined ; and my lord fhall never’
fee her more.

L. Lu. May I believe you are now fatisfied ?

. Sir Jobn. Yes, my deareft life, I am quite eafy and
appy-

EF.)YLu. I with you always fo, but for me

Sir Fobn. What means your ladythip ?

L. Lu. I fear the ficklenefs of your temper; I muft
confefs you had reafon to be offended, but not with me.
A fincere and encouraged lover, fhould not have made
any a&tion of my brother’s, a pretence to forfuke me.

Sir Fobn. Forfake you! I never had the leaft in-
tention )

L. Lu. You furely feem’d to threaten it, as if—

Sir Fobn. Forgive me. Paffion too often makes us
propofe things in.hafte, which in our cooler moments
we find impoffible to execute. This nice trial of my
heart, has only convinced me, that I adore you with
fincerity and vehemence, which will triumph over every
other confideration.

Tho' in my breaft contending
Tumsltuous paffions roll ;
The conflict here is ending ;
Love bas poffe/s’d my foul. [Exit.

L. Lu. What he fays is reafonable ; but I muft be
fully fatisfied, that his love and regard for me is free
from all referve.

Enter FINET and Susan, talking foftly to eath other.

Su. Well, Ivow, I could never have thought of fuch
a ftrange thing happening. -
ine

~
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Fin. Idon’t know how to tell it to my lady, it will
be very difagreeable to her.

Su. We may tell it between us.

L. Lu. What is the meaning of that wh1fpermg ?

Fin. Madam, does your ladyfhip know that Fanny—.

L.Lu Yes, yes; I know fhe is gone from hence.

Fin. But fince that—do you tell the reft, [70 bufan.

L. Lu. Has any thing particular happened ?

Sx. Yes, and pleafe your ladythip ; {oon after fhe was
fent away—1I have begun, now ’tis your turn. [0 Fim

L. Lu. Why do you hefitate ? Speak out,

Fin Your ladyfhip muft know

L. Lx. What muft I know?

Finp_That fhe is come back again.

-L. Lu. How! Come back again ?

Su. Yes, my lady.

L. Lu. Come back again!—Why ?—Thro’ what
means ? —— Where is fhe ?

Suz. My lord has lock’d her up.

L. Lu. Is it poffible, Sir John would deceive me? Or
has my head-ftrong brother ufed fome violence ?

Fin. I wifh they don’t both deceive you.

L. Lu. Run you, and find out Sir john ; tell him I
wifh to fpeak with him this inftant. [To Fin.

Fin. Yes, my lady,

L. Lz. Goyou to my brother, and tell him, I defire
the favour of feeing him dire&ly. [T Sufan.

Su. Il go this minute.
- L. Lu. Yet ftay—come back again—I have not yet

determined what I fhall fay, I muft confider—firft let
me know what Fanny is doing; from thence I may
form fome judgment how to proceed.

Fin, We are gone, madam—— Come along.
. [Exeunt both.

L. Lu. Be quick, and bring me word here; that
done, it will be time enough to go to Sir John, and my
brother. What can I determine? How fhall I af?
That it fhould be in the power of fuch a creature, w
give vexation to a heart like mise !

Re-enter

S
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Re-exter FingT,
D U E T T O.

Fine  Thro the key bole I was peeping,
There I faw the girl a weeping ;
Firft fhe rav’'d, and then look’d fad,
1 believe fboe’s gone flark mad. _ {Exi¢,

Re-enter Susax.

Su, Round the room, I faaw ker walking, .
Wringing thus ber hands and talking ;
Then fhed fop, and wildly flare, .
Like a creature in defpair. [Exit. -

Re-enter FINET,

Fin, Look, I fee bis lordfbip come,
"He is baff'ning to the room ;
Some glad tydings fure be bears,
That will dry his fav’rite’s tears.

Re-enter Susan.,

Su, Tho’ I met my lord juft now,
Yet I could not fpeak, I vow;
Nor bawe I the mefflage toldym——
He might think I was too bold.
Fin, See Fanny’s coming out !——
- Where can fhe be roving @
Su, His lordfbip followss quickymmmmmm
They feem wery loving.
Both,  °Tis an intricate affair,
We had had better to declare, [Afide.
We'll have nothing more to do. )
Madam‘, we are forc'd to own,
There is nothing can be done, g
Pleafe 10 give us leave to go. [Exeunt.

D Lc Lll,
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L. Lu. Perplexing beyond meafure! I wifh to avoid
-difobliging my brother—fome expedient muft be de--
vifed—1I will fee Sir John, and afk his counfel ; he will
not furely forfake me, after the folemn vows and pro-
:teftations he has fo repeatedly made.

I know his foul difdains
All falfhood, fraud and art ;
-Strick honour nobly reigns,
Triumphant in his beart. , [Exit.

SCENE IV. 4 Chanber.

-Lord BELLMOUR, and FANNY, difcoverdd.

Fan. My lord, 1 humbly beg permiffion to go.

‘L. Bell. Where? yoEP &

Fan. To throw myfelf at my lady’sifeet, and implore
‘her forgivenefs for the confufion and:uneafinefs which
I have innocently occafioned. '

L. Bell. You fhall not do it,——her prefent warmth
of temper, may influence her to treat you in fuch a
manner, as her cooler reafon would, I am confident,
difdain. .

Fan. Yet furely, my lord, 1 ought to try: if fhe
infifts upon my going, I cannot ftay: as her fervant,
’tis my duty to obey. v

L. Bell. My dear Fanny, you are very good.

Fan. Pardon me, my lord, 1 fear I do not merit your

raife, or I fhould have gone, without hefitation, to

ady Laura; and (altho’ her fevere temper terrifies
-me) thould not have caufed fuch difturbance in a
family, where I lay under the higheft obligations.

L. Bell. *Tis .but a.momentary ftorm, raifed by an
exceptious and a hafty lover’s.breath. .

Fan. That alone is a {ufticient reafon for my_going;
ought I to interrupt the happinefs of my benefactrefs?
T own myfelf wrong, I have ated in a very unbecoming
manner; but will inftantly make all the reparation in
my power. ’ ]

L. Bell. Come, come, no more of this; my fifter is
out of the queftion ; fhe is very foon going; you
flay and command here. -
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Fan. My lord ! .

L. Bell. Say you will love me; I will place you
above the reach of malice or reproach: my whole fors
tune fhall be at your difpofal.

Fan. For goodnefs fake, my Iord, no more.

L. Bell. Come, my charmer, fay you will confent,
and feal it with a kifs.

Fan. Pray, my lord, forbear, left I forget the refpect.
due to you.

L. Bell. Equipage and fplendor fhall attend you.

Far. 1 difdain them. 'Fho’ poor and friendlefs, I
will not purchafe grandeur with infamy. »

L. Bell. "Tis in vain to deny me——you mufte—— .
you muft———

Fan. If you perfitt, I will fly from you, and fhun
you as my gieateft enemy.

L. Bell. Ilkfollow you thro’ the world. .

Fan. For pity’s fake, let me alone—— good Heavens
protet me !

90{; my lord, pray forbear, let me go,
2/t are freedoms no maid muft allow.
Too fevere, too fevere is the fmart,
And the anguifb that rends my poor beart. .
Unbappy me, by ills inclos’d ;
To ev’ry infult thus expos'd.
No, my lord, to virtae true,
All due rvefpe? Tl fhow.
What bonour diftates fiill purfue,
Away—unband. me—lét me go. [Exit. .

L. Bell. How cowardly is vice! This girl’s fuperior
virtue appears with a dignity, that makes me defpicable
to myfelf. How charming was her honeit indignation !
Had [ found her eafy an§ complying, the might have
gratified my paffion, but could not have raifed my ad-
miration ! Tyrant cuftom ! That denies her virtue the
reward I would joyfully beftow ! Yet, to marry a wo-
man, whom the world would treat with contempt—-
No, no,—it muft not be—-I cannot bear the thought—
fhe fhall go to my fifter, and I will go to town; 1n the
variety of amufements, I hope I fhall foon forget hz ;

D2 e
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the will be properly fitnated—and I fhall—I’ll think no
more ; but give orders for my.journey—and make my
fifter ‘and her lover eafy, by this gonqueft over my
inclinations. [Exiz.

SCENE V. 4 Court-yard before Lord Bellmour’s
: Houfe.

Enter KrRE1GSMAN, .
Kreig/. Aw! dis is de blace. [Knocks at #he gats,
Enter-a Servant,

Whofe haufe is dis!

Serwv. Sir! '

Kreig /. Who is de maifter of dis heufe ?

Sera.. Lord Bellmour, Sir. :

Kreig/. Aw! Tasis right ; I vou’d fpeak mit him,

Serv. I will let him know—my lord is coming this
way. . ’ v T [ Exit

, Enter Lord BELLMOUR.

Kreig/. Are you de maifhter of dis houfe, mein herr?
L. Bell. Sir, the houfe is mine,
Kreig/. I vouw’d fbake mit you.
L. Bell. 1 am at your fervice. -
Kreigf. How long have you peen the maifhter of it}
L. Bell. 1 inherited it of my father; it has beenin
my family many ages.
Kreig/. Aw! Tas is good, I have peen in dis con-
dry before, and den der vas loofe ————o
L. Bell. Stay; fir, before you proceed, I muft defire
to know, why you afk thefe queftions, and by whom
commiffioned ? .
Kreig/. Py mein badron.
L. Bell. Who is your patron ?'
. Kreig/. Ein, who ift not afraid or athamed to pe
known to all de lords in the vorld—He is general of de
cavalry, and ein paron. ' )
L, Bell, Very well—now proceed, ~
N : v Kreig £

[ 4
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Kreig /. Mein herr—der vas—{day—how long ? Aw!
de many years baft—der vas—aw der devil—gis great
blague to de Germans to fhbake your Englifh; dake
defe babers mein herr, dey will dalk blainer I pelieve
danme. (Lord Bellmour infpects them.) Aw! 1 pring
mein theneral fome good news, he will brefer me in de
army, and I might come to pe ein fheneral.

L. Bell. What do I fee 2-and yet it cahnot be—my
fond hopes but miflead me—the time feems to cor-
refpond ; but then the name——"Tis worth enquiry,
however : if you will follow me, monfieur—

. Kreig /. Der divel! Me monfieur ! I pe ein German
—I pe nicht monfiear—you muft call me herr——never
you ein German mopfieur, oL .

L. Bell. Well then, herr! Go with me into the
houfe ; I will fend for a perfon, who can better fatisfy
your enquiries than myfel£e ' '

- Kreig/. Aw! Fat berfon ? .

L. Bell. One that remembers every tranfalion in
this family, for more than double the time your letters.
mention ; an elderly woman., .

. Kreig/. Ein old oomans ?

L. Bell. Ouy, monfieur. .

Kreig/. Der devil ! Ich nicht monfieur.

L. Bell. I beg your pardon—but this woman

Kreig / De old oomans nicht do mein badron’s bufi-
nefs— I vant de young ferr.

L. Bell- There is a young one too who may perhaps
=Fond bufy hopes prefsnot too far! . _

Kreig/. De young one—aw ! Dat vill be goot—

L. Bell. Come, follow me. -
. Kreig/. Hark you friend—nhave you good rhine fine
In the houfe ? '

L. Bell. Yes, plenty.

Kreig/. Aw! Tas is right, to trinka de rhine fine pe
ferry goot for de healt.

L. Bell. You thall have as much as you pleafe.

Kreig/ Hark you, friend, is de young ferr hanfum? .

L. Be/l. Handfome!. )

Dj Come
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Come and fee the lovely creature,
My delight, and pride of nature !
Sparkling eyes, to blifs inviting,
v'ry glance the heart delighting.

None with her awe can compare,
Sbhe is the faireft of the fair.

t Ab! come in, come in monfieuy ———
No, mein berr—excafe the word,

\ Let's be friends, fat up your fword ;

. Drinka vine, be blyth and gay,

Sing, and drive old care away.  [Exeunt.

SCENE VL... A4Grove
. . i ’ .

Enter Fanny,

‘To whom can I fly? Or who will now affit me?
From birth I have been the fport of fortune: O ! When
will it defift from perfecuting me ?==Among all its cruel-
ties, the bafe defigns of my lord, wound me the fevereft.
(Sighs.) Ungenerous man ! to féek the ruin of a de-
fencelefs orphan !—I am weary and can go no farther.
I will reft a-while under the thadow of* thefe trees—Did
but I know my parents, I might fly to their protecion;
they would corre® my unexperienced youth, if it has
erred—But, ah! that happinefs is denied, and I am

"quite deftitute. My eyes grow heavy; I will indul
the call of friendly fleep, to eafe my agitated mind;’
and may the guardian powers of innocence protect me:

Come, balmy fleep, relieve my awoes, T
In thy foft Z};ﬂdi, my eye-lids clofe; ¥
Lo my breaff bring foft repofe. J [ Sleeps.

Enter KRE1GSMAN, and Lord BELLMOUR’s Servant.

Serv. This was the way, my lord was informed, fhe
went—if we could but find her.

Kreig/.” Aw! And if fhe broves to pe de oomans I

fant, Ifill have de bleafure to kill mein badron mit fhoy.
Serv. ' Let us look farther on e

: ’ Kreig/s
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Kreigf. Aw! Who is dis ? ) Seeing Fanny.. -
Serfug./’Tis her, and afleep—the very p[erfongwe v’:_’e?e

looking for—Will you pleafe, fir, to ftay here, and

watch her, while I go and acquaint my lord ?  [Exit.
Kreigf. Yaw, yaw, Aw ! Mein fcharz. ‘
Fan. (Dreaming) Save ms, fave me, dear papat
Kreig/. Ich believe fhe call me—no—the 1s fhleeben.

Aw! fhleeben on, mein fehatz. . o :
Fan. (Dreaming) Come, and embrace yaur child,
Kreig/. Aw! I fill emprace mit dee.

Enter FNET and SusaN : they fland obferving KREIGS=.
MAN, :

Kreig/. She is fery hanfum ! _

Fan, (Dreaming)- Save yaur belplefs child. :

Kreig/. I pe ein happy German !—I feel—I nicht
tell fat is de matter mit me. o ‘

Fan. (Dreaming) Dear papa, in pity come—

Kreig /. Dee boor little young ferr flaupen, and call for
her baba ! — \

Fin. So, fo, fine doings, truly!

Su. Well done, foldier. -

Fin. How came you here ? -

Kreigf Oomans, fat do you fant here ?

Suz. He’s a man of tafte.

Kreigf. Oomans, pekawn—

Fan. (Waking) Where am I ?—what man is that ?

'QUINTETT O.

Fin. Madam, awe bave feen it all,
Su, As upon the bank you lay,
With a foldier flout and tall,
You divert the hours away. .
Fan, Do I dream ! How came I bere #

What's the matter ¢ What d’ye fay ?
Ak ! aill fate be fill fevere!
Kreigf.  Dis young ferr pelong to me, [To Fing

Get you gone, afvay, afvay ; [and Su.
I mit ber alone fil fotay—
From mein badron I pe come, [To Fan,

For to pring you fhafely bome,
Fan,
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Fan. Pray who are you, fir ?
Kreigf. I'm a foldier—
g :: } Your dear lover. v
Kreiglf, 7 pe fent to—
; Fm } Yes, awe faw yom. -
Krelgf. Let me fhbake—mein fbeneral—
Fm. } We can’t beliewe you.
Kreng He did fend me—
F m . } It is not true.
Kreng Here 1o find— -
Fm } He don't know what to fay.
Kreng Blague confound Jou, get you Soay.
Fan. 1 don’t know.
g:,n. } But awe know it awell,
Fan, I awas fleeping—
IS?\Ix“. } And can you deny ?
Fan. I know nothing—
g:ln' } Come, don’t tell a lie.
FinS ) S i ares Sevaes 8t i,
Su, } My lord Shall know how you behave. [To her.
Pan, } Arm’d in confecious innocence,
I defpife yeur infolence.
st | (R

Enter Lord BELLMOU R

L, Bell.  4b! my charmer, come avith me, -
. Come, and tafie felicity ;
E2’ry fear and doubt foall ceafe,
E'ry bour bring joy and peace,
Fan, O/ mylord—
Fin
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g;lj } That confident buffy—
Kreigf.  Ich fas bere—

g;n. } Careffing bis doxy.

Fan, 1 know nothing—

g:‘n She'’s fallen in love, firs

Kreigiu ~ Aw! boor greature. ;

g:’n } They were embracing =

%‘3{ of. } Tis not truey ’tis not true—=

Fin. 8i¥ tis true—"twas juff fo—

Su. That’s ber faw'rite lover nows .
M Bell.  Embracing ! . SN

Su, Thus, my lord.

L. Bell.  He her lover ?

Fin, ’Pea my word.

Su. Punifb ber, fir—

Fin, And fend ber arwagp,

F ?n. t )

g::’ . Now be’s mufing 1—avbat will be fiy 2
Kreigf. ' Afide.

L. Bell. ~  Lowely ereature, .no more languifb 5 [To Fand
(Foolifp girls, I fent bim here :
Go, and no more interfere.) )
I am come to beal your anguifp;  [To Fane
Stop ! ab! flop that flarting tears
Bine 1 Sure be's cramy !
Su. ure he's crazy !
Kreigl.  Datis fel. .
Fan, Send this foldier, fir, away.
L. Bell.  He hath fome good news to tell,
No, my charmery be muf? ﬁa{. ]
Fan., - 1 Much good may’t do you, noble fir : [ToL. Be.
Su. } Much good may’t do you, blufterer. = [To Kr.

ir}:g{". } Infolent awenches, lmf:e,_ and leave us.

gll: } Is be fo flly as not to believe us ! [Afide.
- L. Bell..
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L. Bell.  Give bimyour band— [To Fanny.

Fan. No, no, away.
L. Bell.  ’7is my command, you muft obey
,‘g::’ } Part them, fir, fee what they do. - [ToL.B.

L. Be]l.} Saucy aenches, bence, begone, -

Kreigf, | Learn a due refpedt to fhew.
g;n. } Let us leavve them, come along.
Fin. *Tis provoking, can it be ®
Su. Well, be'll beartily repent.

Mup I knoav more mifery ¥
Fan, W:lﬁl Slern fortune ne'er relent P
L. Bell, \ Come my deareft, you foall fee
Kreigl, J Pleafure, joy, and trus content. -

ENxp oF THE Stconp AcTe

ACT L

SCENE I A Parbour.
Enter Lady Lucy, Sir Joun and FINET.

L. Lu. T 8 this poflible ?

Fin, Indeed, my lady, it was juft as I tell you,
It would make one die with laughing, to think that my
lord fhould pretend to be fo much in love with Fanny,
and then leave her with a foreign foldier,

- 8ir Fobn. Surely his love cannot be fo violent, as we
imagined,

Fin. A girl in low circumftances, with a pretty face,
is fure to be mark’d out by intriguing men as a vidtim
to ruin, i

v Sir
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Sir Jobn. Who can this foldier be ?

Fin. [ don’t know. My lord and he feem to under-
ftand one another very well. :

L. Lu. I fuppofe my brother has properly confidered
the affair, and provided a hufband for her.

Sir Fobn. The more I think of it, the more extra-
ordinary it appears in every circumftance.

Fin. T take it to be fo common a cafe, that I am not
in the leaft furprized at it.

¢ Some men with artful praife,
' To girls will figh and whine ;
And wain ideas raife,

To ferve a bafe defign.

The flatter'd lafs,
Confults her glafs,
And on the objelt dwells :
Sees all ber éautiu blooming,
Fantafic airs affuming !
And growing more prefuming,
Cries, Yes, *tis truth be tells.

Seduc’d by wheedling and fighing,
If fbe prove kind and complying,
How foon the delufion appears !
The fubtle deceiver,
- In triumph awill leave ber,
Nor beed her reproaches and tears.

Young maids in time take warning,
Such fly deluders feorning ;
From flatterers turn your ear,
Difdain their tales to hear,
They never, never prove fincers.””  [Exit.

L. Lx. I believe my governefs judges very right;
what is your opinion, Sir John?

Sir Yobn. Tho® it may in" general be too true, yet I
could name a very ftrong proof of the contrary.

itfelfe
Enter

L.Ls. No doubt—you are fincerity and conflancy -

o
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Enter @ SERVANT, with a letter,

Serwv. For your ladyfhip. [Exit.

L. Lu. ’Tis my brother’s hand, will you give me
leave, Sir John ?—I fee your name in the firft line, fo
beg you will read it.

Sir Jobn. (Reads.) ¢¢ Let my fifter’s, and Sir John’s
¢¢ happinefs be no longer delayed by ferupulous fears
¢ for my honour and condué. Fanny is no longer a
<¢ fervant in this houfe, but is otherwife provided for.
¢¢ My affetions are plac’d on a baronefs, the daughter of
¢ an eminent general ; a woman of honour and fortune.
¢ I fhall foon introduce her; and intend to compleat
¢ the ceremony this day: if my friend’s happinefs
¢¢ may be confirmed at the fame time, it will double
< that of

L

¢¢ Your affeGionate Brother,
¢ BeELLMmouRr.”

Sir Fobn. Bleft fortune! May we rely on this?

L. Lu. You may—I know my brother’s honour ; he
will not falfify his word.

Sir Jobs. Then every obftacle is remov’d, and I am
truly happy. Let us, my deareft love, prepare for the
folemn union ; and put it out of the power of chance
to difturb our felicity.

Doxbts and fears are gone,
But fweet content remains ;
Sorrow away is _flown,
And love triumphant reigns.
In thy foft fmiles, my fair,
In thofe confenting eyes,
I fee the end of care, .
And pledge of futnre joys. [Exte

L. Lu. ’Tis a happinefs, beyond expc&tation, to
have thefe alarming fears fo foon vanifh: I could not
have imagined, my brother would thus eafily have

conquer
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conquer’d his attachment. But who can this baronefs
be ? :

Enter Susaw.

Su. Madam, his your ladyfhip heard the news?

L. Lu. What news ? .

Su. That my lord is going to be married to Fanny !

L. Lu. Pthaw! Foolith ! Why do you think fo ¢

Suz. Becaufe I was juft now told, he has ordered the
fieward to get every thing ready for a wedding, as faft
as poflible :

L. Lu. 1 know it—TIt is for mine.

Sx. Indeed, I was. told for certain, that he ordered
it for his own. :

L. Lu. That may be too ; for he is to be married te
a lady of quality.

S«. La, madam! How can that be, when——

L. Lu. Prythee never trouble thy inquifitive brain
how it comes about ; be fatisfied that it is fo.

S«. And Fanny—

L. Lu. Is otherwife difpofed of—begone—I defire
to be entertained no further, at prefent, either with her
or you. A

Su. But, madame—

L. Lx. No more, I fay, but vanith—I will not fuffer -
the fmalleft doubt, to cloud the ferene profpe&t of my
prefent happinefs,

Soothing hopes excite me,
Happy hours invite me,
o banifh ev’ry fear :
See love and joy attending,
Our conflant bearts befriending,
A fweet ‘reward prepare. [Exit.

Su. So, Mifs Fanny! Your high airs will be pull’d
down at laft; my lord has no farther occafion for you.
Tam glad of it—I thought how matters were going,
when f faw my lord fo intimate with the ftrange foldier.
I would fain fee her once again methinks ; T fuppofe I
fhall find her hankering about my lord’s drefling-room—
It would be rude, not to bid the lady good bye—Yes—
This is generally the end I(:‘).f all fuch conceited things,

' as

\
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as have a better opinion of themfelves, than any body
elfe:has !—A faucy minx, to pretend to fet herfelf up
above me, and fteal every girl’s fweetheart in the parifh!
Oh ! here’s.Robin ; fhe inveigled him too: now fhe’s
fent packing, his dainty chops may come fimpering to
me again—and if he does—-but hold—I’Il make no rath
refolutions, for fear of the worft.

Enter RoBIN.

Rob. Sufan, is:this true that I have heard ?

Su. And pray what is it you may have heard ?

Rob. Why, that my lord is going to be married to a
great lady. )

Su, Yes, itjsvery true. And is this all you have
heard ?

Rob. Yes.

Sx. Then I can téll you-more news; you may take
leave of your fine mifs;:Fanny.

Rob. Dear me, why fo-?

Su. Becaufe fhe is going to be.married, and fent
away the lord knows where.

Rob. Married !

Su. Yes—to an outlandifh foldier~fhe muft now
learn to wafh her own linnen ; tuck up her coats and
follow the army into foreign parts, thro’ all weathers:
it is much more befitting for her, than fetting herfelf up
for a fine lady. .

Rob. How can you talk fo cruelly >~—And where is
fhe going ?

. Suz. Among the Mallots and Blackamoors,  for aught
I know.

Rob. I am fure I am very forry for it, ‘

Su. O! poor fellow! have you loft your deary ? Ha!
Ha! Ha! I am glad of it—I fuppofe, I fhall foon have
you come cringing to me again; with a forrowful face,
and a whining tale——— - :

Rob. And would you not take pity of me ? .

Su. I can’t promife that—I don’t know—remember

,avhat a falfe hearted wretch you have been—but who
<knows what may happen ? A kind word may do fome-
thing—yet I don’t promife—No, no ; nor I don’t de-

ny—I am very good natur’d, y
4
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My beart is foft, relenting,
And eafy to regain;
Your broken wvows repenting,
- A pardon may obtain.
Ab ! poor forfaken felloaw !
And muft you wear the willow ?
v Come, never pine and grieve,

Don’t defpair, .1 may forgive. \ [Exit

Rob. *Tis very hard upon me, that I muft lofe my
dear Fanny : but fince' the is gone, I am refolved, I
will never break my heart after-any woman again as
Jong as I live.—If Sufan won’t have me, I will look out
for another ; there is variety enough.

1 faw the black, the brown, and fair, .

Each had charms a beart Penfnare :

Prowe they true, we blifs obtain ;.

If deceitful, grief gnd pain-: ,

I{’; tbatj:aéug a qfwﬁ’ oﬁ chance.relies, )

In the dark bis fortune tries ; :

And lucky is be, that bas a prize. [Exit

SCENE II. 4 Parlour.

".Enter Lord BELLMOUR, KREIGSMAN, and 2 SERVANT,
awith-a Bottle and Glafs.

L. Bell. Set down the wine, and leave us.
: [Exit Servant.
Kreig/. Dis is all goot.luck—Der Divel! Fie you
nicht trinka? -
‘L. Bell. Pray excufe me ; I cannot in the morning.
" Kreigf. De good rhine Fine nefer hurt any pody.
[Drinks.
L. Bell. The dear gitl; as yet, is ignorant of her
good fortune. _ :
Kreigf. Fere is fhe?:
L. Bell. She flew-from us, and fhut herfelf up.
Kreig/. 1 would fee her, I wou’d thbake mit her.
L. Bell. She denied me admittance; but I have fent
a woman to her, with whom fhe is very intimate ; the
very perfon who found her, eighteen years ago.
Kreigl, Aw " 'Fas is right, Mein Herr.
' E2 L. Bell.
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L. Bell. Her account afrees exatly with that in
the letters you have produc’d ; and fhe has inform’d me
" of fome particular circumftances I did not know before.

Kreig/. Fat pedey?

L. Bell. When fhe was found an infant by the road
fide, my mother ordered her to be taken care of, and
call’d her Fanny. At her death, fhe recommended her
to mine, and my fifter’s care; I was too Jroung to take
any particular natice of the obje&, and the ftory was
familiar to me: but when I return’d from my travels,
I found her the moft accomplifh’d creature I ever faw.

Kreig/. She is her moder’s bicdure. Mein Badron,
hafe fhent many letters, put could nefer hear of her;
put fen his fon fas tie, he tid fend me to find her.

Lk. Bell. (Looking on the Papers.) 'The mark on her
neck !

Kreig/. I fith you fhoy of dat. [ Drinks.

L. Bell. The things found with her! s

Kreig/. Choy of dat. - " [Drinks.

. L. Bell. 'The time, the place, all correl:pond, and
fully prove, my dear Fanny, my lovely girl, a ba-
ronefs. ‘ ‘

Kreigf. Aw! ‘prave Englith mans ! Mein Leeber Her !
I fith you thoy of all togeder. : : [Drinks.

L. Bell. I am the happieft of mankind ! The deareft
with of my heart is accompiifh’d ; I can marry her,
without difgufting my family, or drawing on me the
reproaches of the world—I fly to tell her—follow me—

Kreig/. We vilth fbake mit her, and ten I will go
tirectly to de fheneral mein Badron, and fight de
Durks—I nicht Iiff put fen I pe fhopping off de heads
of de enemy. .

Aw ! fat a bleafure, fhoy, and telight,
Dis to be marfbing out to de fight ;
Drenfloes pe oben, foes pe in fight :

Fen all de colours flying pefore,

And de loud dundering cannons do voar.

Quick to de preafb ave mount fbord in hant,

Cutting and flafhing all dat fidfbtant ;

Ich pe moft happys fen I go fight, .

War is my bleafure, fhoy, and telight, [Ext.
i SCENE
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S CENE UL 4 Chamber,

Exter FaAnNY.

Fan. How am I7agitated by a variety of paffions!
Fortune feems to fport with ‘my anxieties.—Why am'I
bere P—Yet my nurfe {fpoke fo urgent, fo perfuafive—
*tis ftrange ! Would I could fee an end to—but I am
the child of Chance, and, bound by birth right to en-
dure her chaftifements.

‘

Enter Susan.,

Sz. Your ladyfhip’s moft .obedient. Is there any
fervices I can do for your ladyfhip, before your lady-
thip goes away ? .

Fan. Sufan! I don’t underftand you—

Su No ! Sure your ladythip has a very pretty found
with it—and my lord has a very pretty look—and your
ladyfhip has a pretty look—and I dare fay, you would
have made a very pretty couple. | -

Fan. 1don’t know how I have deferv’d this treat-
ment, I never injurd you.
~ Su. It did not happen to be in your ladyfhip’s power

—and yet ’tisa pity—for you would have made a fweet
miftrefs of a family—I hope tho’ you won’t fettle a
great way off—we fhall fee you fometimes !—Oh }—
yonder is my lord---your lord I mean ; I beg your la-
dyfhip’s pardon---you may have fome private bufinefs
together, before l);ou go away for ever ; I am forry I
am obliged to make my vifit fo fhort. Your ladyfhip’s
moft obedient humble fervant. [Exit. .

Fan. How fhall I behave---where thall I turn !

Enter Lord BELLMOUR.

- L. Bell. You are not going, Fanny? ,
- Fan. I don’t know, my lord, how---I am. quité at a- -

nour.. .

lofs---yet I have been aﬂgr’d; on your lordfhip’s ho-
3
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‘nour, I might venture to come Aere, without appre-
henfion of danger. '

L. Bell. You may, indeed.

Fan. I wait your commands. ’

L. Bell. Why do you tremble ? I want you to get a
nofegay.

Fan, Yes, my lord. [Going.

L. Bell. You don’t enquire who it is for ?

Fan. *Tis my duty to obey, without afking queftions.

L. Bell. Stay---you have more right to know it,
than any perfon ; the nofegay is for my bride.

Fan. Alas!--- [ Sighs.

L. Bell How! Is my approaching happinefs difa-
greeable to you ? .

Fan. No, my lord; ’tis my fincereft, my ‘moft ear-
neft with, and conflant prayer; may you enjoy un-
bounded felicity. : [Going.

L. Bell. Stay, Fanny ; fhould not you like to know
who is to be my bride ? .

Fan. I know fhe will be the happieft of women; it
does not become me to enquire further. '

L. Bell. You are more concern’d in it, than you at
prefent imagine ; fhe is a German baronefs,

Fan. Permit me to depart. :

L. Bell. Her name Louifa; fhe is remarkably hand-
fome ; but the beauties of her mind, far exceed thofe
of her perfon. : ’ ; .

Fan. For pity’s fake, let me go———0 .

L. Bell. 1 love her with extreme fondnefs ; and fhall,
as long as I live, ‘ ’

Fan. How cruel to detain me.

L. Bell. (Kneds.) You are my charming Louifs
the idol of my heart. ’ -

" Fan. Are my misfortunes become the mark of public
fport ; -can your hoble heart defcend to mock me ?

L. Bell. By the bright flame that glows within my
bofom, ’tis truth I teli---Oh! ftop thofe tears.

Fan. Let them plead for me; let them excite your
compaffion for a helplefs: orphan, - expos’d to all the in-
fults of cruel fortune, and perfecuted by every means,
that malice and envy can invent. ~ Let'me ‘conjure you,
my lord, in the name of your honoured mother--‘-‘ﬂxfnl;

’ . O
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of the noble precepts fhe taught; think of her dying
requeft ; and ceafe, Oh! ceafe, to torment me. ,

L. Bell. By the dear memory of her, you have in-
voked, I do not attempt to deceive you; you were
born a lady.

Fan. It cannot be ; ’tis beyond probability !

L. Bell. Your name Louifa ; your father a baron, a
great general ; he feng the officer you faw, to fearch
for you; come with me, he is ready to clear every
doubt, by the moft convincing proofs. -

Fan. Do not, my honoured lord, delude, or betray
me——My heart throbs——What can I think ?—
What can I fay?

L. Bell. Be chearful, my deareft love; :' ‘nk it the
reward of Heaven for your fteady virtue; i+ you will
confent to be mine, and make me the L.;oieft of
mortals. -

Fan. Am I not Fanny? Am I not your fervant ?

" L. Bell. You are my Louifa, the beloved or my
. heart.

Fan. May I believe ? May I give way to hope ?

L. Bell. Depend upon my honour, my fincerity,
my love.

Fan, Yet 1 fear—————

L. Bell. Bantth your fears; the proofs are waiting
to convince you, your confent is all that is wanting to
compleat our felicity. ;

Fan. 1 fear you have read too plainly the fentiments
of my unexperienced heart—I will no longer hefitate,
but rely upon your honcur.

L. Bell. Thus let me feize your hand, as the dear,
dear pledge of every joy.

D UETT O

L. Bell. «¢ The merchant fraught with treafure
: ' By reflefs billows toff,
At length bebolds aith pleafure,
His awifbed-for deflin'd coaft :
On dangers paft he thinks no more,
But fondly eyes the welcome foore. F
an,



44 THE ACCOMPLISH’D MAID.

Fan. From noxious dews defeending,
The lilly clos’d all night ;
Lifelf from blafts defending,
Preferves its native fwfx"le:
] At morn unfolds its fuow white leaves,
] And wital beat and firength receives.”
L. Bell. In thee each wifb obtaining.
Fan. No more of fate complaining,
Both. What language can impart
- The tranfports of my heart !
L. Bell. A4 thoufand raptures fill my breaft,
They glow intenfe in ev’ry wein ;
Fan. Shall my tortur'd mind have reft ?
Shall I know an end of pain ?
L. Bell. - Sorrow now no more fhall wonnd thee,
Love and peace fhall hover yound thee.
Joys unknown now fill my breaft, .
Toys too great to be exprefi’d ;
Both Am I awith a parent bleft !
oth, O what tranfports fill my breaft; :
Joys toa great to be exprefs’d
OF my uimoft wife pofif
Fortune relenting,
Fond hearts confenting 5
Prove ex’ry bleffing
Mortals can know.
Thus to bebold thee,
Thus to enfold thee ;
Toys paft exprefing
Ever fhall flow. [Exeunt.

S CENE IV. A4 Grand Hall.

Enter Lady Lucy. and Sir Joun, Finer, Susaw,
and RoBIN.

L. Lx. It is not poflible—I cannot believe it—my

brother would not atiempt fo grofs an impofition.
Sir Fobn. 1 am unwilling to think he would, after
the aflurances he has given, i
wh




THE ACCOMPLISH’D MAID. 45
Fin. My lord and Fanny have been in his drefling-

room fome time.

Sz. They are juft gone very lovingly together into
the parlour, where the foldier is.

Fin. 1 will engage it will prove fo.

Sz. I am fure of it.

Rob. Now ’tis my thoughts, my lord is too much of
a gentleman to play tricks.

Enter Lord BELLMOUR.,

L. Bell. Every thing is prepared; let us conclude
the ceremony without more delay,

L. Lu. Where is your bride? ,

L. Bell, Sheis at hind.

Sir Fobn. My lord, I cannot help looking on this
affair in a very ferious light.

L. Bell. A few moments fhall convince you, I agree
to your opinion ; and am going to produce the proof
of it. ' [Exit.

Sir Jobn. 1 cannot help obferving, that there is
fomething very myfterious in all this.

L. Lu. After his public declaration, I have not a
doubt remaining.

4

¢ Thus the fun at morn appearing,
Darts around a fplendid ray ;
Al the face of nature cheering,
Drives the gloomy fbades away,
dn promife of a glorious day.”

A Door opens in the Back ScENE.

Enter FANN}, banded by Lord BeELLMOUR, and
KRrErGsman. An old Weman following them.

Fin, There, my lady !
Su. There, Sir! juft as I faid.
L. Lu. Impofing, deceitful man! [Zo L. B.
Sir Fobn. Is this, my lord, the behaviour of a man
of honour ? *Tis an infult that demands———
L. Bell.
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L. Bell. If you find it fuch, you fhall have ample fa-
tisfation. This is the German baronefs ; thefe tefti-
monials will prove it beyond a doubt. (Giwves the letters
to L. Lucy and Sir John.) This woman has the things
which were found with her, they anfwer in the minuteft
article: examine them attentively, and a& as reafon
fhall direét. : ‘

[L. Lucy, Sir Fohn, and the old Woman retire,

Kreig/. 1 remember (Fat do you call dat ting dere)
it fas lofe mit .de fhild fen wee marfh of a fudden in the
tark night ; and if any pody tout de drut of it, Der

, divel! I fil broof it, as becomes ein goot foldier.

: . [Takes bold of bis faverd.
Fin. O! I believe it, fir!
Sz. And fodo I! .

. Reb. Eor my part—1I always thought fhe was a lady, -
and too good for me. Well, Sufan, fhall we make up

. our quarrel, and do as our betters ?

8. Ithink I may as well take you now you are in
the mind, or may hap you may flip through my fingers
again.

L. Lu. Thefe proofs are inconteftible.

. Sir Jobn. My lord, I am fully fatisfied, and afk your
pardon. - ' .

Kreig/. Der divel ! I pe an honeft German, and wear

" ein fhword——

L. Lu. I need not repeat what my objetions were,
and am fincerely glad they are removed ; I always lov'd
ker, and will moft cordially continue it. May you be
happy in each other. ’ ’ _

Sir Fobn. Accept, my lord, my hearty congratula-
tions ; let us be folemnly united, and forget the anxic-
ties of the few paft hours. )

L. Bell. 1 join in every wifh for our general hap-
pinefs; nor can I doubt its proving truly fo. Love,
when founded on virtue, enfures felicity in marriage.
Come, my love, my bride; foregoing pains give a
double relifh to fucceeding pleafures.

Fan. I would willingly do my duty by all ; but my
.heart is ftill wavering between fear and joy, and I can-
not exprefs as’ I ought, my acknowledgments. of your
favours ; my future behaviour muft convince you, I
am not undeferving of your good opinions.
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FINATLE

L. Bell. My charmer’s band thus preffing,
D'm ev’ry blifs pofeffing,
- In thee, my deareft love.
Fan. My beart with joy overflowing,
With gratitude now glowing,
Shall ever humble prove.
L. Lu. A fifter’s love fincere,
A hope you won’t refufe.
Sir John  Not knowing who you awere,
' Mademoifelle, pray excufe —ma
Kreigf. ( She nicht Mamzell :
She is ein German—)
Fan. I'll conflantly endeavour,
To deferve your love and favour,
Your affeition and regard.

g:;m Forgive us,” good my lady.

Fan. Your pardon’s JSeal’d already.

Rob. Ob! pray forgive me too,
For daring to love you ;
Forgive for charity.

Fan. I thank, and will reward,
Your care and honefly.

C HORUS.

Lowe, when conflant bearts unite,
Rewards their pangs with true delight :
To mahke the gen’rous paffion laft,

Let truth, and wirtue, bind it faft.

Exp oF THE OPERA,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

AVING,; for fome years, met with very great

- fuccefs in my produétions of the mufical kind ;
when I wrote the following opera, .it was with unufual
care and attention ;. and it was the general opinion of all
my friendd, fomeof wHom rank among the beft judges,
that of all miy trifles,. Lionel and Clariffa was the moft
pardonable : a decifion in its favour which I was the
prouder of, becaufe, to the beft of my knowledge,.
through the whole, I had nat borrowed an expreffion, a
fentiment,. or- a charater, from any dramatic writer
€xtant, - . ¢ : .

When My. Garrick thouglit of performing this piece

at Drury-lane theatre, he had a new finger to bring aut,
and every thing poffible for her.adva.tage was to be
done ; this neceflarily occafioned fome new fongs and
airs to.be introduced ; and other fingers, with voices of
a different compafs from thofe who originally a&ed the-
pajts, occafioned ftill more ; by which means the greateft:
part of the mufic unavoidably became new. 'This is the
chief, and indeed the only aKeration made in the opera ;
and even to that, I fhould, in many places, have been
forced, much againf my will, had it not given a frefh
opportunity to Mr. Dibdin to difplay his admirable
talents as a mufical compofer. And I will be bold to
fay, that his airs, ferious and comic, in this opera, will
appear to no difadvantage by being heard with thofe of
fome of the greateft mafters,

. The SCHOOL FOR FATHERS is added to the

title, becaufe the plot is evidently double ; and that of

Lionel and Clariffa alluded to but one part of it, as the
- veaders and fpectators will eafily perceive,

J. B,
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LIONEL and CLARISSA.

i .

ACT L SCENE L

A Chamber in Colonel QuoBOY’s' Houfz : Colonel OLDBOY
is difcovered at breakfaft reading a neavs-paper ; at a little
-difiance from the tea-table fits JENKINS 5 and on the op-
pofite fide DIARA, who appears playing upon a barpficard.
A Girl attending. ) ’

Az A bow diightful sbe morning,
' Hoaw fweet are the profpects it yields 3
Summer luxuriant adorning . )
The gardens, the groves, and the fields,”

Be grateful to the [eafon,
105 pleafures let’s employ s
Kind Nature gives, and Reafin
© Permits us to enfoy.

‘Col. Well faid Dy, thank you Dy. This, mafter Jen-
Xins, i the way 1 make my daughter entertain me every
morning at breakfaft. Come here and kifs me you flut,
come here and kifs me you baggage. :

Dian. Lord, papa, you call one {fuch names——

Col. A fine gir), mafter Jenkins, a develifh fine girl !
fhe has got my eye toa twinkle. There’s fire for you—
fpirit !—1 delign to marry her to a Duke : how much
money do you think a Duke would expelt with fuch a

wench ? _
’ B ' Fen.
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Fen. Why, Colonel, with fubniiffion, I think there is
10 occafion to go out of our own country here; we have
never a Duke in it I believe, but we have many an honeft
'lgzmleman, who, in my opinion, might deferve the young
ady. . d

' éol. So, you would have me” marry Dy to 2 country
- *fquire, eh! How fay you to this Dy ! would not you
rather be married tow Duke? -

Diax. So my hufband’s a rake, papa, I don’t care
what he is.

TCol. A rake? you damned confounded little baggage ;
why you wou’d not with to marry a rake, wou’d you ? So
her hufband is a rake, fhe does not care what he is ! Ha,
ha, ha, hal

Dian. Well, butliflen to me, papa—When you go out
with your gun, do you take any pleafure in fhooting the
poor tame ducks, and chickens in your yard? No, the
partridge, the pheafant, the woodcock are the game;
there is fome fport in bringing them down becaufe they
are wild ; and 1t is juft the fame with an hufband or 2
lover. I would not wafte powder and fhot, to wound one
of your fober pretty behaved gentlemen; but to hita li-
bertine, extravagant, madcap fellow, to take him upon
the wing—
~ Cd. Do you hear her, mafter Jenkins ? Ha, ha, ha!

Fen. Well, but, good Colenel, what do you fay to my
worthy and honourable patron here, Sir John Flowerdale ?
He has an eftate of eight thoufand pounds a year as well
paid rents as any in the kingdom, and but one osly daugh-
ter to enjoy it ; and yet he is willing, you fee, to give
this daughter to your fon, o

Dian. Pray, Mr. Jenkins, how does Mifs Clariffa and
our univerfity friend Mr. Liortel ? That is the only grave
young man I ever liked, and the only handfome one I
Lever was acquainted with, that did not make love to me.

Col. Ay, mafter Jenkins, who is this' Lionel? They
fay he is’ a damn’d witty knowing fellow ; and egad I
think him well enough for one brought up in a college.

Sen. His father was a general officer,.a particular friend
of Sir John’s, who, like many more brave. men, that
live and die in defending their country, left little elfe than
Jonour behind him. 5ir John fent' this young man, &

‘ : his
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his own expence, to Oxford ; where, while his fon lived,

they were upon the fame footing : and fince our young

gentleman’s death, which you know unfortunately hap-

pened about two years ago, he has continued him there.
During the vacation he is come to pay us a vifit, and Sir

John intends that he fhall fhortly take orders for a very

confiderable benefice in the gilt of the family, the prefent

incumbent of which is an aged man.

Dian.. The laft time I was at your houfe, he was
teaching Mifs Clariffa mathematics and philofopby.
Lord, whata ftrange brain I have ! If I was to fit down.
to diftra® myfelf with fuch ftudies— :

Col/. Go, hufley, let fome of your brother’s rafcals
inform their mafter that he has been long enough at his
toilet ; here is a meflage from Sir John Flowardale——w
You a brain for mathematics indeed ! We fhall have
women wanting to head our regiments to-morrow or next
day.

)})ian. Well, papa, and fuppofe we did. I believe,,
in a battle of the fexes, you men would hardly get the
better of. us. .

. To rob them of firength, awhen aife Nature thought fir
By avomen to flill do ber duty, . _
Inflead of a fword fbe endi’d them with wit,
< And gave them a fhicld in their beauty.

Sound, found then the trumpet, both fixes to armsd
Our tyrants at once and protellors !

We quickly fball fee, avbetber courage or charms,,
Decide for the Helens or Heldors. ’

SCENE IL
Colonel OLDBOY, JENKINS.

Col. Well; mafter Jenkins ! don’t you think now that.

a Nobleman, a Duke, an Earl, or a Marquis, might be
content to fhare his title—1I fay, you underftand me—=-
with a fweetener of thirty or forty thouiand pounds, to
pay off mortgages? Befides, there’s a profpeét of my’
B2 who.e
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whole eftate ; for I dare fwear, her brother will never
have any children.

Fen. 1 fhould be concerned at that, Colonel, when
there are two fuch fortunes to defcend to his heirs, as
yours and Sir John Flowerdale’s '

Col. Why look you, mafter Jenkins, Sir JohnFlower-
dale is an honeft gentleman ; our families are nearly re-
lated ; we have been peighbours time out of mind ; and
if he and T have an odd difpute now and then, it is not
for want of a cordial efteem at bottom. He is going to
_marry his daughter to my fon ; fhesis a beautiful girl, an
elegant gitl, a fenfible girl, a worthy girl, and—a word
in your ear—damn me if 1 ant very forry for her.

Fen. Sony! Colonel?

Col. Ay—bctween ourlelves, mafter Jenkins, my
fon won’t do. :

Fen. How do you mean? .

Co/. 1 tell you, mafter Jenkins, he won’t do—he is
not the thing, a prig—— At fixteen years old, or there-
abouts, ‘he was abold, fprightly buy, as you fhould fec in
a thoufand ; could drink his pint of port, or his bottleof
claret — now he mixes all his wine with water. _

Fen, Oh! if that be his only faulr, Colunel, he will
ne’er mmake the worfe hufband, 1'il anfwer for it.

Col. You know my wife is a woman of qualiry———
1 was prevailed upon to fend him to be brought up by her
brother Lord Jeflamy, who had no children of his own,
and promifed to leave him an eftate he has got the
eftate indeed, but, the fellow has taken his Lordhip’s
name for.it. Now, mafter Jenkins, I would be glad to
know, how the name of Jeflamy is better than that of
Oldboy.

Fen. Well ! but, Colonel, it is allowed on all hands
that his Lordfhip has given your fon an excellent educa-
tion. -

Col. Pfha! he fent him te the univerfity; and to travel
‘forfooth ; but what of that; I was abroad, and at the
unwerfity myfelf, and never a ruth the better fot either.
1 quarelied with his Lordfhip about fix years before ks
death, and fo had not an opportunity of feeing how the
youth went on; if I had, nvafter Jenkins, 1 would no
more have fuffered him to be made fucha monkey of-—H,—

R , - He

|
|
|
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He has been in my houfe but three' days, and it is all
turned toply turvey by him and his rafcally fervants—
then his chamber ‘is like a perfumer’s fhop, with wath-
balls, paftes, and pomatum and do you know he had
the impudence to tell me yefterday at my own table, that
I did not know how to behave myfelf ?

Fen. Pray, Colonel, how does my Lady Mary ?

- Col, What my wife ? In the old way, mafter Jenkins ;
always complaining ; ever fomething the matter with
her head, or her back, or her legs but we have had
the devil to pay lately—fhe and I.did net fpeak to one

another for three weeks. .

Fen. How fo, Sir? .

Col. A little affair of jealoufy—you muft know my.-
game-keeper’s daughter has had a child, and the plaguy
baggage takes it into her head to lay it to me—Upon my-
foul it is a fine fat chubby infant as ever I fet my eyes on;
Lhave fent it to nurfe; and between you and :me, I
believe I fhall leave it a fortune.. ’

Fen. Ah, Colonel, you will never give over.

Col. You know my Lady has a pretty vein of poetry ;-
fhe writ me an heroic epiftle upon it, where fhe calls me:
her dear falfe Damon ; fo I let her cry a little, promifed-
to do fo no.more, and now we are as good friendsasever. .

Feno Well, Colonel, I muft take my leave; I have
delivered my meffage, and Sir John. may expett the plea--
fure of 'your company to dinner.. ,

Cal. Ay,-ay, we'll come—pox o’ ceremony among
friends, "But won’t you.ftay to fee:my fon ; 1 have fent. -
to him, and fuppofe he will be here as foon as his valet<
de-chambre will give him leave. S

Jen. Thereis no occafion, good Sir: prefent my hum--
ble refpects, that’s all. . :

Col. Well, but, zounds, Jenkins, you muft not go tith
K:ukdtink'.fomiething—le't you and -.have.a bottle of .

ck— - v

Jen. Not for the world, Colenel ; ‘I never touch any
thing ftrong in the morning. . LI .

Col. Never touchi any thing ftrong! Why one bottle -
won’t hurt you man,. this is old and as mild as milk,

Jeny Well, but, Colonel, pray excufe me,

) B3 e
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To tell you the truth,
In the days of my youth,
As mirth and nature bid,
1 5kd a glafs,
And 1 lo2’d a lafs,
Ard 1 dia as younkers did,

But now 1 am old,
With grief be it told,
1 muft thefe freaks forbear 5
At fixty-three,
*Tavixt you and me,
A man grows worfe for wedre

SCENE IIIL

Mr. Jessaux, Lady Mary Orbpsoy, and thm Colml
OLpBoy. ‘

Lady M. Shut the door, why don’t you fhut the door
there? Have you a mind I fhould catch my death?
This houfe is abfolutely the cave of ZAolus; one had 2
good live on the eddy ftone, or in a wind-mill.

Mr. Fef. 1thought they told your Ladyfhip that there
was a mheflenger here from Sir John Flowerdale:

€s/. Well, Sir, and fo there was ; but he had not pa-
- tience to wait upon your curling-irens. Mr. Jenkins was
here, Sir John Flowerdale’s fteward, who has lived in
the family thefe forty years.

Mr. Fef. And pray, Sir, might net Sir John Flower-
dale have come himfelf : if he had been acquainted with
the rules of good breeding, he would have known that L
ought have been vifited.. i

dy M. Upon my word, Colonel, thisis a folecifms

Col. ’Sblood, my Lady, it’s none. Sir John Flewers
dale came but laft night froin his fitter’s feat in’the wef,
and is a little out of order. But I fuppofe he thinks he
ought to appear before him with his daughter in one
hand, and his rent-roll in the other, and cry, Sir, pray
do me the favour to accept them.

kady M. Nay, but, Mr, Oldboy, permit me to fay—l

.
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. Col. He need not give himfelf fo many affeCted airs ; I
think it’s very wel if he gets fuch a girl for going for ;-
fhe’s one of the handfomeft and richeft in this country,
and more than he deferves.

Mr. . That’s an exceeding fine china jar your La-
dythip has got in the next room ; I {aw the feilow of it
the other day at Williams’s, and will fend to my agent
te purchafe 1t: it is the true matchlefs old blue and
white. Lady Betty Barebones has a couple that fhe gave
an hundred guineas for, on board ant Indiaman; but fhe
reckons them at a hundred and twenty-five, on account of
kalf a dozeh plates, four Nankeen beakers, and a couple
of fhaking Mandarins, that the cuftom-houfe officers took
from under her ‘petitcoats.

Col. Did you ever hear the like of this ! He’s chatter-
ing about old china, while I am-alking to him of a fine
girl. I tell you whar, Mr. Jeflamy, fince that’s the _
name you choofe to-be called by, I have a good mind to
knock you down, ‘

Mr. Jef. Knock me down! Colonel? What do you
mean } I muft tell you, Sir, this is a language to which 1
have not beeh accuftomed ; and, if you think preper to
continue to repeat it, I fhall be under a neceflity of quit-
ting your houfe?

o/, Quitting my houfe'?

Mr. Fefl. Yes, Sir, incontinently,

Co/. Why, Sir, am not I your father, Sir, and have I
not a right to talk to you as I like ? I will, firrah, But,
perhaps, 1 mayh’t be your father, and I hope not.

Lady M. Heavens and earth, Mr: Oldboy !
Co/, What's‘the matter, Madam ! I mean, Madam,

- that he might have been changed at nurfe, Madam ; and

- T believe he was.

Mr. Jof. Huh! huh! huh!

Col. Do you laugh at the, you faucy jackanapes !

Lady M. Who’s there, fomebody bring me a chair,
Really, Mr. Oldboy, you throw my weakly frame into
fuch repeated convulfions—buit I fee your aim ; you want
to lay me in my grave, and you will very foon have that
fatisfaction. :

Col. 1 can’t bear the fight of him. .

. Lady M. Open that window, give me air, or I fhall

faint. ;

Mr,

.
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Mr. J¢f. Hold, hold, let me tie a handkerchief about
my neck firft. This curfed fharp north wind—Antoine,
bring down my muff,

Col. Ay, do, and his great-coat.

Lady M. Marg’ret fome harts-horn, My dear. Mr.
Oldboy why will you fly out in this way, when you know
how it fhocks my tender nerves ?

Col. ’Sblood, Madam, its enough to make a man mad.

Lady. M. Hartthorn ! Hartfhorn | )

Mr. Jef. Colonel!

Col. Do you hear the puppy ?

Mr. Jeofe Will you give me leave to afk you one quef-
tion ? - L

Col. 1 don"t know whether I will or not.

Mr. Feff. 1T fhould be glad to know, that’s all, what
fingle circumftance inmy condué,. carriage, or figure you -
can poffibly find fault with—Perhaps I may be brought
to reform—Pr’ythee let me hear fram. your own mouth,
then, ferioufly what it is you do like, and.what it is you.
do not like. ‘

Colv Huml )

Mr. Jef. Be ingenuous, fpeak and fpare not..

.Cof. You would kaow.?

Zounds Sir ! then Il tell you awithout any jefl,
The thing of all things, which I hate and detefd ;
: A coxcomb, a fop,
A dainty milk-fop ;.
Who, effinc’d and dizen’d from bottom to 15p,.
Looks jufl like a doll for a milliner’s fbop, .
A thing full of prate,
And pride and conceit ;.
All fafbion, no weight ;
" Who fbrugs and takes fuuff,
And carries a muff ;
A minikin,
Finiking,
French povder-puff':
Ynd now Siry 1 fancy, Pus told you enough, .

. SCENE

oY)
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SCENE IV,
Lady Mary Oivboy, Mr. Jessamy,

- Mr. ofi What's the’ matter with the Colonel, Ma-
dam'; does your ladyfhip know ?

Lady M. Heigho! don’t be furprifed, my dear; it was
the fame:- thing with my lak dear brother, Lord Jeflamy ;
they never could agree : that good natured friendly foul,
knowing the délicacy of my: condtitution, has often faid,
fiter,: Mary, I pity you. Not but your father has good
qualities; and I affure you I remember him a very fine
gentleman himfelf. In the year of the hard froft, one
thoufand' feven hutidved and tltirty-nine, when he firk
paid bis addreffes to me, k¢ was called agreeable Jack
Oldboy, though I married-him without the confent of
your noble grandfather.

Mr. Jef. I think he ought to be ptoud of me: I be-’
lieve there’s many a Duke, nay Prince, who would efteem
themfelves happy in having fuch a fon

Lady M. Yes, my dear; but your fifter was always -
your father’s favourite: hé intends to give her a pro-
digious fortune, and fets his heart upon feeing her a
woman of quality.

Mr. 7. He fhould with to fee her look a little like
a gentlewoman firft,  When (he was in London laft win-
ter, I am told fhe was taken notice of by a few men. But
fhe wants air, manner—

Lady M. Abd bas-not a bit of the genius of our family,
and I never knew a woman of it but herfelf without. I
have tried her: about three years ago I fet her to tranf-
late a little French fong: I found fhe had not even an
idea of verfification ; and fhe put down love and joy for
rhyme—fo I gave her over. ‘

Mr. 7.f. Why, indeed, fhe appeers to have more of
the Thaleftris than the Sapho sbout her.

Lady M, Well, my dear, I muft go and drefs myfelf,
though I proteft I am fitter for-my bed than my coach.
And condefcend to the Colonel a little<—Do my dear,
if it be only to oblige your mamma.

SCENE
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SCENE V.
¢ Mr. Jessamya

Let me confider: I am going to vifit a country Ba-
ronet here : who would fain ‘prevail upon. me to marry
his daughter: the old gentleman has heard of my parts
and underftanding, Mifs of my figure and addrefs. Bur,
fuppofe I fhould not like her when I fee her 7 Why, po~
fitively, then I will not have her; the treaty’s at an end,.
and, fans compliment, we break up the congrefs. But,,
won’t that be cruel, after having fuffered her to flatter-
herfelf with hopes, and fhewing m) felf to her. She’sa
firange dowdy I dare believe : however, fhe brings pro-.
vifion with her for a feparate maintenance.

Antoine, appretez la toilet. I am going to fpend a.
curfed day ; that I perceive already ; I wifh it was over,.
I.dread it as much as a general eleétion. N

When a man of fafbion condefcends,

To herd among bis country friends,
They avaich his looksy bis motions 2

One booby gapes, anotber flares,

And all be fays, does, eats, drinks, avears,
Mufi fuit their rufiic notions,

But as for this bruitifl old clown bere ;
S’death, avby did I ever come down bere !
The favage will now never quit me ;

Then a confort to take,
For my family’s fake,
D'm in a fine jecpardy, [plit-me !

SCENE VI

Changes to a Study in Sir Joun FLowERDALE’s Houfi 3
tawo Chairs and a Table, with Globes and Mathematical
Anfiruments, CLAR1SSA enters, followed by JENNY,

Clar, Immortal poas’rs proteld me, )
Afiftly fupporty dired me ;
Relieve
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Relieve a beart oppreft
Ab! awby this palpitation !
Ceafe bufy perturbation,

»  Axd et me, let me refls

Fen. My dear lady, what ails yqu ?

Clar. Nothing Jenny, nothing.

Fen, Pardon me, MZdam, thete is fomething ails you
indeed. Lord! what fignifies all the grandeur and riches
in this world, if they can’t procure one content. I am
{ure it vexes me to the heart, fo it does, to fee fucha
dear, fweet, worthy young Lady, as you are, pining
yourfelf to death. : .

Clar. Jenny, you are a good girl, and I am very much
obliged to you for feeling fo much on my account; but
in a little time, I hope I fhall be eafier.

Fene Why, now, here to day, Madam, for fartain
you ought to be merry to day, when there’s a fine gen-
tleman coming to court you ; but, if you like any one
elfe. better, Iam fure, I with you had Kim, with all my
foul, '

Clar. Suppofe, Jenny, I was fo unfortunate, as to like
a man without my father’s approbation ; would you with
me married to him ?

Fen. 1 with you married to any one, Madam, that
could make you happy.

Clar. Heigho!

Fer. Madam | Madam ! yonder’s Sir John and Mr.
Lionel on the terras: I believe they ate coming up here,

- Poor, dear Mr. Lionel, he does not feem to be in over
great fpirits either. To be fure, Madam, it’s no bufinefs
of mine; but, I believe, if the gmh was known, there
are thofe in the houfe, who wou’d give more than ever I
fhall be worth, or any the likes of me, to prevent the
marriage of a fartain perfon that fhall be namelefs. ,

Clar. What do you mean ? I don’t underftand you.

Fen, 1 hope you are not angry, Madam ?

Clar. Ahl Jenny

Fen. Lauk! Madam, do you think, when Mr. Lionel’s
- clergyman, he’ll be obliged to cut off his hair 7 I'm
fure 1t will be a thoufand pities, for it is the fwestelt
colour, and looks the niceft put up in a cue—and your

great
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at pudding-fleeves! Lord! they’ll quite fpoil his
fghr:pc, l:md thg fall of his {houlders.y Well ! Mal:!:m, if
1 was a lady of large fortune, I'll be hanged if Mr, Lic-
rel fhould be a patfon, if I could help it.

Clar. I’m going into-my drefling-room—It feems then
Mr. Lionel is a great favourite of yours ; but, pray Jen-
ny, have a care how you talk in this manner to-any one
elfe. .

Fan. Me talk! Madam, I thought you knew me bet-
ter ; and, my dear La%y, keep up your fpiries. I°m fure
1 have drefled you to day as nice a3 hands and pins can
mazke you. ’

DPm but a poor fervant *tis true, Ma'am ;

But awas 1 a lady like you, Ma'am,
In grief would 1 fit! T2e dickens a bit

No faith, 1awould fearch the world thro” Miam,
Do find what my liking could bit. - "

8Bet in cafe a young marn,
In my fancy there ran ;
It might anger my friends and relations
. But, if bady regardy
It foould go wiry bard,
Or I'd foliow my own inclinatiors.

-

SCENE VIL
Sir Joun FLowEerDALE, LioneL.

Sir Fobn. Indeed, Lionel, T will not hear of it. What!
to-run from us all of a fudden, this way ; and at fucha
time too; the eve of my daughter’s wedding, as I may
«call it’; when your compan{ muft be doubly agreeable,
as well as neceffary to us? 1 am fure you have o ftudies
at prefent, that require your attendance at Oxford : 1
muft, therefore, infift on your putting fuch thoughts out
of your head. - )

Lion. Upon my word, Sir, I have been fo long from

" the univerfity, that it is time for me to think of rerum-
ing. It is true, | have no abfolute ftudies ; bur, reag)'v
’ : 1y
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. Sir, I fhall be obliged to you, if yon will give me leave
10 go.

gir‘?'obn. Come, come, my dear Lionel, I have for
fome time obferved a more than ordinary gravity grow-
ing upon you, and I am not to learn the reafou'of it: T
know, to minds ferious, and well ipclined, like yours,
the facred fun&tions you are about to embrace——

Lion. Dear Sir, your goodnefs to me, of ‘every kind,
is fo great, fo unremitted! Your condefcenfion, your
friendly attentions—in fhort, Sir, I want words to ex-
prefs my fenfe of. obligations ——

Sir Fobn. Fie, fie, no more of them. By my laft let-
ters, I find that my old friend, the retor, ftill continues
in good health, confidering his advanced years. You
may imagine I am far from defiring the death of fo wor-
4hy and pious a man ; yet, I muft, own, at this time, I
«<ould wifh you were in orders, as you might then per-
form the ceremony of nly daughter’s marriage ; which
would give me a fecret fatisfattion. .

Lion, No doubt, Sir, any office in my power, that
could be inftrumental to the happinefs of any in your
family, I fhould perform with pleafure.’ ' ‘

Sir JFobn. Why, really, Lionel, from the chara&er of
her intended hufband, I have no room to doubt, but this
match will make Clarifla perfetly happy : to be fure, the

. alliance is the moft eligible, for both families.

Lion, 1f the gentleman.-is fenfible of his happinefs in

the alliance, Sir, ' '

Sir Fobn, The fondnefs of a father is always fufpedied of
Jpartiality ; yet, believe, I may venture to fay, that few
‘Young women will be found more unexceptionable than
my daughter: her perfon is agreeable, her temper fweet,
her underftanding good ; and, with the obligations fhe
has to your inflrudtion— : ‘

Lion. You do my endeavours ‘too much honour, Sir;
1 have been able to add nothing to Mifs Flowerdale’s ac-

. complithments, but a little knowledge in matters of {mall
Importance to a mind already fo well improved. ‘

Sir Fobn. 1 don’t thinkfo; a little knowledge, evenin
“thofe matters, is neceflary for a woman, in whom, I am
far from confidering igniorande as a defireable character-
iftic : when intelligence is not attended with impertinent

C © 77 afteétation,
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sficQtation, it teaches them to ‘]u’dgc ‘with precifion, and
gives them a degree of folidity neceffary for the compa-
nion of a fenfible man.

Lion. Yonder’s Mr. Jenkins : [ fancy he’s leoking for

,you,” Sir.

Sir Jobn, 1 fee him; he's come 'back’ from Colonel
Oldboy’s ;"I have a few words to fay to him; and will
return to you ‘again in a minute.

0 SCEN'E VIIIL,

LioNEL: afterwards CLARISSA, and then Jenny, wbo
énters abruptly and runs out again,

Lion. ‘To be a burthen to one’s felf, to wage conti-
nyal war with one’s own paffions, forced to combat, un-

- able to overcome ! But fee, fhe appears, whofe prefence

)

Tisft you yefterday ?

turns all m?' fufferings into tranfport, and makes even
mifery itfelf delightful.

Perhaps, Madam, you are not at leifure now ; other-
wife, if you thoughe proper, we would refume the fub-
Jjeét we were upon yefterday. '

_ Clar, I am fure, ‘Sir, I give you a great deal of
trouble.

Liow. Nladam you give me no trouble ; I fhoiild think
every hour of my life happily employed in yoéur fervice;
and as this is probably the laft time I fhall have the fatis-
fa&tion of attending yon upon the fame occafion —

Clar. Upon my word, K’? . Lionel, I think myfelf ex-
tremely obliged to you; andfhall ever confider the en-
Joyment of your friendthi

Lion. My friendfhip, Madam, can be of little moment
to you; but if the moft perfect adoration, if the warm-

_eft wifhes for your felicity, though I'fhould never be wit-
mefs of it : if thefe,’Madam, can have any merit to con-
© finue in your remembrance, a man once honoured with 2

fhare of your efteem
Clar. Hold Sir—TI think I hear fomebody.
Lion. 1f you pleafe, Madam, we will turn over this
celettial globe once more—Have you looked ut the book

Ca’-
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Clar, Really, Sir, T have been fo much difturbed in
my thoughts for thefe two or three days paft, that I have
x0t been able to look at any thing.

Lion, 1 am forry to hear that Madam ; I hope there
was nothing particular to difturb you. The care Sir
John takes to difpofe of your hand in a manner fuitable
to your birth and fortune. . ‘

Clap. T don’t know, Sir;—I own I am difturbed; I
own I am uneafy ; there is fomething weighs upon my
heart, which I would fain difclofe.

N Limi. Upon your heart, Madam ! did you fay your
eart

Clar, I did, Sir,—I L
. Jem Madam ! Madam ! Here’s a coach and fix driv-
‘néeup the avenue : It’s Colonel Oldboy’s family; and,
I believe the gentleman is in it, that’s coming to court
you—Lord, T myft run and have a peep at him out of

window, . o
ion, Madam, I’ll take my leave. R
Clar, Why fo "Sir ?—Bleis me, Mr. Lionel, what’s
the matter '—You turn pale. :
Lion, Madam ! ~
Clar, Pray fpesk to me, Sir.—You tremble.—Tell
me the caufe of 'this fudden change.—~How are you.—
here’s your diforder ? ‘
Lion, Oh fortune | fortune! )
You aft me in vain,
. Of awbat ills 1 complain,
Where barbours the torment 1 find ;
In my bead, in my beart,
1t invades ex’ry part,

And jubdugs both my body and mind.

Each effort I 1ry,
Ev';y{d'dm apply,
The pangs of my foul 1o appeafe §
But doom’d to endure, h
What I mean for a cure,

Turns poifon and faeds the difeafis

C: - SCENE
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SCENE IX
Crarissa, Diana,

Dian. My dear Clariffa—I"m glad I have found you
alone.—For Heaven’s fake, don’t let any one breuak in
upon us ;—and give me leave to fit down with you a
hitele :—T1 an i fuch a tremour, fuch a panic— -

Clar. Nercy on us, what has happened ?

Dian. You may remember I told vou, that when T
was laft winter in London, I was followed by an.odious
tellow; one Harman ; I can’t fay but the wretch .pleafed
me, though he is but a younger brother, and not worth
fix pence : And—in fhort, when I was leaving town, I
promiied to correfpond with him.,

Clar. Do you think that was prudent ?

Dian. Madnefs ! But this is not the worft ;” for what®
do you ghink, the creature had the sflurance to write to
me about three weeks ago, defiring permiffion to come
down and fpend the fummer at my ?ather’s.

Ciar. At your father’s ! . - o :

Dian, Ay, who never faw him, knows nothing of him,
-and would as foon confent to my marrying a horfe joc-
key. He told me a long ftory of fome tale he intended
to invent to make my father receive him as an indifferent
perfon; and fome gentlemen in London, he faid, would
procure him a letter that fhould give it a face; and he
longed to fee me fo, gc faid, he could not live without
it; and if he could be permitted but to fpend a week
with me — ) -

Clar. Well, and what anfwer'did you make ?

Dian, Oh! abufed him, and refufed to liften to dny
fuch thing—But—1I vow I tremble while I tell it you—

_ Jutt before we left our houfe, the impudent monfter ar-
rived there, attended by .a couple of fervants, and is now
a@ually coming here with my father. = .

Clar. U pon my word, this is 3 dreadful thing.

Dian Dreadful, my dear !—I happened to be at the
windcw as he came into the court, and 1 declare I had
like to have fainted away.

/ari: k't my Lady below 3

Diaﬂo
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Dian, Yes, and I muft run down to her. You’ll have
my brother fielr'c' prefently too, he would fain have come
in the coach with my mother and me, but my father in-
fifted on his walking with him over the ficlds. :

r. Well, Didna, with regard to yout affair—I think
you it find fome method of immedidtely informing’
this gentleman that you confider the outrage he has com-
mitted againft 'you in' the moft heinous lighr, and infilt
upon his going away directly. Tt

Dian. Why, I believe that will be the beft way——
but then he’li be begging my pardon and alkisig to' ftay.

Clar. Why then you muft tell him pofitively you won’t
confent to it ; and if he perfifts in fo éxtravigant a de-
fign, tell him you'll never fee him agaip as long as you
live. - o e Wy

Dian. Muft I tell him fo ? '

Ab! pr'ythee fpare me, dearefl creatyre!

How can yox prompt me 86 Ja wiuch éll-nature 2
- Kueeling before me, e o

Show'd I bear bim implore me 3

Cou’d 1 accufe bim, :

Coi’d 1 refufe bim

The boon be /bou’fj ak?

Set not a lo_g%tr the cruel tafk.

No, beliewe me, my dear,
Was be now flanding kbere,
In fpite of my JPights, and alarms
1 might rate bim, might [cold bim—s
* But fbou'd fill firive 10 Hold bimSaiam
.;‘:Jﬁmfal laft indo bis arms, "

SCENE X.
Crantssa,

How eafy to direct the condué of others, how hard to
regulate our own! I' can give my friénd advice, whikgt
ain Gonfcious of the fam¢ indifcretions ii myfelt, Yetis.
it “crifiiihal to know the ucoﬁ'wunhy‘, tuoft amiable wman

d Al ey Al !3 R ) o ) e ‘m



.. . e
'8 LIONEL AND CLARISSA:

in the world, and not to beinfenfible to his merit? But
my father, the kindeft, beft of fathers, will he approve
the choice 1 have made ? 'Nay, has he not made another
choice for me? And, after all, how can I be fure that
the man I love, loves me again? He never told me fo; .
but his looks, his actions, his prefent anxiety fufficiently-
declare what his delicacy, his generofity, will not fuffe
him to utter.—— ) | R

[

Ye gloomy tbaufgzt:,' ye ﬁar;.pmverf:: A
Like fullen~vapours all difperfz,
And featter in the wind ;

D:Iu/x‘fdehp‘bav)lam,‘ brood of ;u’gbf’" .
No more my fickly fancy fright,
No more my reafon blind :

Tis done ; }ﬁcl my foul r)l:é:’k'; . Y .
The wvifions fiy, the mifis are chas’d, :
Nor leave a cloud b:biud.n

SCENE XI.

Clanges to a Side View of Sir Joun FrowERDALEY
Houfe, awith Gates, and a Profpect of the Garden

HARMAN enters awith Colonel OLDBOY.

. e Ay Ty s RN
' Col. Well, and.how doges my old f'riend..Dick'Rantum
. do ? I have not feen him thefe twelye years: he wasan
" honeft worthy fellow as ever breathed ; I remember he
kept a girl in London, and was curfedly plagued by his
wite’s relations. TOn oy ,
Har. Sir Richard was always a man of fpirit, Colonel.
Col. But as to this byfingfs. af “yours, which he tells
me of in his letter—I don’t fee much in it—An aflair
with a citizen’s dapghter—pinked her brother in a duel—
Is the fellow Likely todie 2. . . . ., .o .
Har. Why, Sirs we:hope not;-but as the matter is
dibious, and will probably,make fome noife, . I thought.
it was better to be for'a little time out of the way ; when
- hearing
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hearing my cafe Sir Richard Rantum mentioned you; -
he faid, he was fure you would permit me to remain at
your houfe for a few days, and offered me a recommen-
dation. - St

Col. And there’s likely to be a brat in_the cafe—And
the girl’s friends are'in bufinefs—Pll" tell you what will
be the confequence then—They will be for going to law
with you for a maintenance—but no matter, I'll take
the affair in hand for you—make me:your flicitor ; and,
if you are obliged to pay for a fingle fpoonful of pap, Ill
be content to father ail the children in the Foundling -
Hofpital. i e

Har. You are very kind, Sir. i

Ci/. But hold—hark you—you fay- there’s mbhey to
be had—fuppofe you were to marry the wench ?

" Har. Do you think, Sir, that would be fo right after
what his happeried? ‘Befides, there’s ‘a’ftronger objec-
tioni—To tell you the truth, I am horourably in love in
another place. A B

“Col. Ohl'youare, '~ -7

' Har, Yes, Sit, but there are obftacles—A fatherms
Iit- 'fhort, Sir, the miftrefs of my heart lives in this"
very, county, which makes even my prefent fituation a*
litile itkfome, =~ Lo b

-*€%); ‘In this cotinty 1 Zounds! Then I am: fure'T am'’
acqiainted ‘with her; and the firft letter of her name’
jg—— ' ] . PRI B

" Har. Excufe ‘me; Sir; 1 have fome particular rea-
fonsd—— . = 7, i S '

Co/. But look who comes yonder—Ha! ha! ha! My
fon picking his fteps like a danting-mafter: "Pr'ythee,’
Harthian, go into thé -hbufe; and:let my wife and daugh-:
tér kitow we are come, while I go and have fome {port’
gi;h him : they will introdluce you to Sir John Fléiere:

alCe P . o o e '."’.

" Har. Then, Sir, I'll take the liberty - S

Col. But d’ye hear, I muft have a little more difcourfe
with" yowabout this girl ; perhaps fhe’s a neighbour of
mine, and I may be of fervice to you.

Har. Well, remember Colonel I fhall try your friend<

fhip,
RS Indulgen}
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Tudulgent po'rs, if ever,
You mark'd a tender. vow,

O, band in kind.compaffion,
And bear a lover sow

For, ti‘tln, ) -zqedlb.. and, Mﬂ"s

bile otbers crowd your, foring ;.
1 gtk oy b
Let bex 1 lave be mine,

SCENE XII |
Golansd OLDDOX, My, JR53AMY, and fiveral Servants,

G, Why, Zaunds ! one, wonld think yoyu had never
puc your feat to the ground before; yoy mak? as much
work abour walking. a quater, of 4 mile, s if. yqu had
gone a pilgrimage to Jerufalem. o

Mr. Fef. Colonel, you have ufed me extremely ill, to
duf me through the dirty roady in this manner; you
told mg the way, was all over a bowling-green ; only feg
what 3 copdition I am in ! ‘ . ,

Cel. Why, how did I know the roads werg disgy, 2. is,
thas my- faule. > Befides, we miftgok :the way, Zounds,
map, your legs will be sever the woife when they arg
brufhed a little.  °

Mr. Fufy: Antoine! have you fent La Rogue for the
fhoes and ftockings ! Give me the glafs out of your plﬁ'.
ket—not a duft of powder left in my bair, and the frl-
fure 3¢ flat 38 the fore-top of an attorney’s clerk—get
your-comb and pomatum ; you muft borrow fomg pow-
dex ; 1 fuppole there’s fuch a thing as a drefling-room 13
the houfe ? _

Col. Ay, and a cellar too, I hope, for 1 want a glafs
of wine cu?:fnédly—but hold 1 hpldd! Frank, \_vher}g are
you going 2 Stay, and pay your devoirs hers, if you
pleate ; 4 foc there’s fomebody coming out to welcame us.

SCENE
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SCENE XIII.

Co/m/ OLbsoy, Mr. JESSAMY, Lioxsr, Diana,
CLaRISSA,

Lion. Colonel vour moft obedient ; Sir John is walk-
ing with my Lady in the garden, and has commiffioned
me to receive you.

Col. Mr. Lionel, T am heartily glad to fee you—come .
hese, Frank—this is my fon, Sir.

Lior. Sir, 1 am exceeding proud to—

Mr, Fef. Can’t you get the powder then ?

Col. Mifs Clary, my little Mifs Clary—give me a kifs
my dear—as handfome as an angel by heavens—Frank,
why don’t you-come here ? this 1s Mils Flowerdale.

Dian. Oh Heavens Clariffal Juft as I faid, that ime«
pudent devil is come here with my father. -

Mr. 7[ Had’nt we better go into the houfe ?

"To be mzd: in fuch a puue ! "t

Wil you pleafe to Jead the way, Sir?
Col.—-Na, but if you pleaft, you may Siry

~For prmdma none will fiicle. .

’ Dian.——-Bralbtr, no politenefs ? B/e/' mel

Wil you not your band beflow 2

Lead the Lady. o
—Don’t diftrefsmey |

Dear Diana let bim g ’ S
Mr. Jefl. Ma’am permit me. R L
Cole——— —Smeke the bmu, R
A. z. Cruel muft'I, can 1 bear §

O/: adverfe ﬁan J e
. Ob fate fevere ! ! e
Bgfu, tormented, S
Each bope prwmmx’ |'

“Coli  Non but the bravve de ferrw the fa/r,
Come Ma’am let me ‘lead you : - .
: Now, Sir, I precede you.
A. 5 Lovers muft ill u /age bear; ' ‘
’ * *Ob adverfe flars! b fute fevere !, ta
None but the brave deferve the fair,
i : ACT

Clar.—-

i

s
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ACT I. SCENE L

A4 Hall, in Sir Jobn FLoWERDALE’s Honfe, awiththe View
of a grand Stair-cafe, through an Arch. On dither Side
of.the Stair-cafe below, two Doers, leading from different
Apartmentss Co

L1oxzL enters followed by ]zbmw.

Fen. Well, but Mr. Lionel, confider, pray confider
now ; how can you be fo prodigious undiicreet as. fyt;m
are, walking about the hall here, while the gentlefolks
are within in the parlour ! Don’t you think they’ll won-
der at fyour getting up fo foon afier dinner, and before
any of the reft of the company ? o :
Lion. For Heaven’s fake, Jenny, don’t fpeak to me:

I neither know.where I am, nor what I am doing ; 1am
the moft wretched and miferable of mankind. .
JFen. Poor dear foul I pity you. Yes, yes, I believe
“you are miferable enough indeed ; and I affure you I
have pitied you a great while, and fpoke magy a wotd 1n
your favour, when you little thought you had fuch a
friend in a corner. ' '

Lion. But, good Jenny, fince, by fome.wccident or
other, you have been able to difcover what 1 would wil-

* lingly hide from a]l the.world; I-conjure you, as you
regard my intereft, as you value your Lady’s peace and
honour, never let the moft diftant hint of.it-efcape you ;
for it is a fecret of that importance— -

Jen. And, perhaps, you.think Lcan’n kegp a fegret.
Ah! Mr. Lionel, it muft. be.hesr, fee, and fay nothing
in this world, or ope has no bufingfs to live in 1t ; befides
who would not be in lqve. with.my, Lady ? . There’s never
a man this day alive but might. b,c_.p;rou{l ofit); for ﬁnehin

the
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the handfomeft, fweeteft temperdeft! And I am fure one
of the beft miftrefies, ever poor girl had.

Lion; Oh Jenuy ! She’s an angel. .

Jen. Andfe fhe is indeed—Do you know that the gave
‘me her blue and filver fack to day, and it is every crum
as good as new ; and, go things as they will, don’t you
be tretting and vexing yourfelf, for I am mortally fartain
fhe would liverer fee a toad than'this Jeflamy. ‘Though
I muft fay, to my thinking, he’sa vety likely man ; and
a finer pair of eye-brows, and a more delicate nofe I never
faw on a face.

" Lion, By Heavens I fhall run mad.

Jen. And why fo? Itis not beauty that always takes
the fancy : moreover, to let you know, if it was, I don’t
think him any more to compare to you, than a thiftle is
to a carnation : and f0’s "a fign ; for, mark my words,
my Lady loves you, as much as fhe hates him.

Lion, What you tell me, Jenny, is a thing I neither
,merit nor expet : No, I am unhappy, and let me con-
tinue fo; my moft prefumptuous thoughts fhall never
earry me to a with that may affe&t her quiet, or give her
<caufe to repent. . .

JFen. That’s very honourable of you I muft needs fay !
but for all that, liking’s lik;npg, and one can’t help 1t;
and if it fhould be my Lady’s cafe it is na fault of yours.
Iam fure, when fhe called :ne into her drefling-room,
before the went down to dinner, there fhe ftood with her
eyes brim full of tears; ‘and fo I fell a crying for com-
pany —and then fhe faid fhe could .not abide the chap in
the parlour ; and' at the fame time, fhe bid me take an
opportunity to fpeak to you, and defire_you to meet her
in the garden this evening after tea; for fhe has fome-
thing to fay to you.

Lion. Jenny, I fee you are my friend; for which I
thank you, though I know it is impoffible to do me any
fervice ; take this ring and wear it for my fake.

Fen. 1 am very much obliged to your honour; Iam

our friend indeed—but, I fay, you won’t forget to be
14 the garden now ; and in_the mean time keep as little
in the houfe as you can, for ialls have eyes and ears ;
and I can telbyou the fervants take notice of your unea-
finefs, tho’ I ain always defiring them to mind their own
bufinefs.
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Lion: Pray have a care Jénny, have a care’ my dear
girl, a word may breed fufpicion.

Fen, Pha! have a care yourfelf ; itis you'that breeds
fufpicion, fighing and pining about ; you leok for all the
world like a ghoft ; and if you don’t pluck up ycur fpi-
rits you will bé a ghoft foon 5 letting things get the bet-
~ ter of you. Though to be furé¢ when I thinks with my-
felf, being crofs’d in love is a terrible thing—There was
a young man in the town where I was born made away
with himfelf upon the account of it.

Lion. Things fhan’t get the better of me Jenny.

Fen. No more they don’t ought. And once again I
- fay, fortune is thrown in your difh and you are not to
fling it out; my Lady’s eftate will be better than three
bithopricks if Sir John could give them to you, Think
of that Mr. Lionel, think of that. '

Lion. Think of what ?

Ob talk not to me of the aealth fbe poffefes,

My bopes and my wiews to berfelf I confine 3

The fplendour of rickes but flightly impre/fes

A keart that is fraught with a paffion like mints

By love, only love, foould our fouls be cemented ;
No int’reft, no motive, but that wou'd I own 3
With ber in a cottage be bleft and contented,

And wretched without ber, the' placed on a throne,

"SCENE II..
Jenny, Colonel OLpBOY,

Col. Very well, my Lady, I'll eome again to you pre-
fently, I am only going into the garden for a mouthful
of air. Aha! my little Abigal ! Here Molly, Jenny,
* Betty ! What’s your name ? Why don’t you anfwer me,

hufley, when I call you ?

" Fem If you wantany thing, Sir; ¢'ll call one of the
footmen. :
* Col. The footmen! the footmen! Damn me, I never

- knew one- of them; in. my life, that would’nt prefer a
-radcal
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rafcal to a gentleman—Come here, .you {lut, put your
hands about my neck and kifs me. '

Fene Who, 1, Sir!

Co/s Ay, here’s money for you; what tlie devil are
wou afraid of ? I’ll take you into keeping ; you fhall go
and live at one of my tenant’s houfes.,

Fer. 1 wonder you sre’nt afiamed, Sir, fo make an
honeft girl any fuch propofial ; you that have a worthy
gentlewomnan, nay, a Lady of your own—To be fure
the’s a little firicken if years ; but why fheuldn't the grow
clderly as well as yourfelf ¢ .

Col. Burn a lady, I love a pretty girl—

Feme Well, then you may go look for one, Sir, I have
no pretenfions to the title.

Col, Why, you pert baggage, you don’t know me.

Fen. What do’ you pinch my fingers for? Yes, yes,
I know you well enough, and your ¢harekter’s well
known all over the country, running after poor young
creatures as you do, to ruinate them, .

Co/. What, then people fay——

Jen. Indeed, they salk very bad of you; and what-
ever you may think, Sir, tho’ I'm in a menial ftation,
I'n come of people that won’d’nt fee me put upon ;
there are thofe that wou’d take my part againft the
proudeft he in the land, that fhould offer any thing un-
civil,

Col. Well, come, let me know now, how does your
young Lady like my fon ?

Jen. You want to pumip me do you? I fuppofe you
would know whether I c¢an keep my tongue within my
teeth, '

Co/, She does’nt like him then?

Fen, 1 don’t fay fo, Sir—Isn’t this a fhame now—I
fuppofe to-morrow or mext day it will be reported that
_ifnny has been talking, Jenny faid thar, and t'other—

ut here, Sir, I ax you, Did I tell you any fuch thing 2

Col. Why yes, you did,

Ten. 1 l—]{ord blefs me, how can you——

Col. Ad I’ll mouzle you.

Jen. Ahl ahl ~

Col. What Yo ypu ‘bawl for ?

D (ﬂﬂfﬂr’;
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Indeed, forfooth, a pretty youth,
To play the am’rous fool ;

At fuch an age, metbinks your rage
Migh be a little cool.

- Fie, let me go, Sir
- Kifs me!—No, no, Sire

You pull me and foake me,

For awbat do you take me,

.This figure-to make me?

rd i:w‘you.fo‘biaw o

Drm not for your game, Sir;

. Nox avill I be tame, Sir.
"Lord, "bave you no fhame, Sir, )
Vo tamble ome o2 - L

“$CENE UL~ _
“ CoIangI‘O;.bnov,' Lady MA'lij, br_uu, HAM}A&.

. Lady M, Mr. Oldboy, woid’t you give me your hand
-10 lead me up ftuirs; ‘my dear ?=Sir, I am prodigioufly
obliged td"you ; 'I proteft I have not been'fo well, I'don’t
know when ; :Ihave had no return of my bilious com-
plaint after dinner to day ; and’ eat fo voracioufly. ! Did
you obferve Mifs ? Do&tor Arfnic will be- quite aftonifhed
-when he hearsit; furely his new invented medicine has
- done me a prodigious deal of fervice. T
Col. Ah! you'll always be taking one flop or other till
yeu poifon yourfelf, . o ‘ C
Lady M. Tt brought Sir Barnaby Drugg from déath’s
. door, after ‘having ‘tried- the Spaw and Briftol waters
without effe¢t : it 1s good for feveral things, in many fe-
vereign, as in colds and confumptions, and lownefs of
fpirits ; it correts the humours, reifies the juices, re-
gulates the nervous fyftém ; ‘creates an appetite, pre-
- vents fluthings and ficknefs after meals; as alfo vain fears
-and head-achs ; it is the fineft thing in the world for an
.afthma;
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afthma ; and no body that takes it, is ever troubled with
hyfterics.. . L

Col. Give me a pinch of your Lordfhip’s fnuff.

Lady. M. This 1s 2 mighty pretty fort' of man,.Colo-
nel, whois he | et .

Col. A young fellow, my Lady, recommended to me.

Lady M. I proteft-he has the fweeteft tafte for poetry !
—He has repeated.to me two or three of his own things 3
and I have been t¢lling him of the poem my late brother
LEord Jeffary made on the moufe that was drowned.

Col, Ay, a fine fubjeét for a poem ; a moufe that was
drowned in a=——-

Lady M. Hufh, my dcar'ColoneI, don’t mention~it; :

to be fure the.circumnflance was vaftly indelicate ; but for
the number of lines, the poem was as charming a morfel
—1 heard the Earl of Punley fay, who underftood Latin
that it was equal to any thing in Catullus. '
Cal. Well,-how did you like your fon’s behaviour at-
dinner, Madam ? I thought the girl looked a little atkew

at. him—Why, he found fault with every thing, and -

contradicted every body !
. - Lady M, Sofily-—Mifs Flowerdale I underftand has de=
fired a private conference with him: . '

.

Col. What, Harman, have you got entertaining rrtly!'

daughter there ? Come hither, Dy ; bas he been giving.
.you a hiftory of the accident that brought him down,
here ?

Dian. No, Papa, the gentleman has been telling he—

Lady M. No matter what Mifs—’tis not polite to re-
peat what has been faid.

Col. Well, well, my Lady, you know the compact

we made ; the boy is yours, the girl mine———Give me -

your hand Dy. .

"Lady M. Colonel I have done—Pray, Sir, was there -

any news when you left London ; any thing about the
Eaft-Indies, the miniftry, or politics of any kind ? I am
" ftrangely fond of politics : but I hear nothing fince my
. Lord Jeffamy’s death ; he ufed to write to me all tfie
affairs of the nation, for he was a very great politician
himfelf. I have a manufcript fpeech of his in my cabi-

. net—He never fpoke it, but it 15 as fine a thing as ever. ::

D2 . G .

came. from.man 2.
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. Col. What is that crawling on your Lady(hip" petti-
coat ? E ’
Lady M, Where! Where! .
Col. Zounds ! a fpider with legs as long as my arm,
Lady M. Oh Heavens! Ah don’t let me look at it
I thall faint, I fhall faint ? A fpider! a fpider! a fpider!

SCENE IV.
Colonel OLpBOY, Diana, HarMAN,.

‘Col. Hold ; zounds let her go; I knew the fpider
would fet her a galloping, with her damned fufs about
her brother my Lord Je(%'amy.-Harman come here.—
How do you like my daughter ? Is the girl you are in
tove with as handfome as this ?

Har, In my opinion, Sir.

Col. What, as handfome as Dy !—D’ll lay you twenty
‘pounds fhe has not fuch a pair of eyes.——He tells me
he’s in love, Dy; raging mad for love, and, by his talk,
.1 begin to believe him. .

"~ Dia. Now, for-my part, Papa, I doubt it very much;

. though, by what I heard the gentleman fay juft now
within, I fird he imagines the lady has a violent pare
tiality for him ; and yet he may be miltaken there too.

Col. For fhame, Dy, what the mifchief do you mean ?

. How can you.talk fo tartly°to a poor young fellow un-
der misfortunes ? Give him your hand, and afk his par-
don.—Don’t mind her, Harman. For all this, fhe is
as good-naturn’d a little devil, as ever was born.

Har. You may remember, Sir, I told you before din-
ner, that I had for fome time carried on a private cor-
refpondence with my lovely girl ; and that her father,
whofe confent we defpair of obtaining, is the great ob-
ftacle to our happinefs.

Col. Why don’t you earry her off in fpight of him,
then ?—1I ran away with my wife—afk my Lady Mary,

. fhe’ll tell you the thing herfelf.—Her old conceited Lord
of a father thoughtgl was not good enough ; but I
mounted a garden-wall, notwithftanding their cheveux-
de-frize of broken glafs bottles, took her out of a three

pair

-
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pair of ftairs window, and brought her down a ladder in
my arms. By the way, fhe would have fqueezed
- through a cat-hole to get at me.—~And I would have
taken her out of the Tower of London, damme, if it -
had been furrounded with the three regiments of guards. -
. Dia, But furely, Papa, you would not perfuade the .
gentleman to fuch a proceeding as this is ; confider the.
noife it will make in the country ; and if you are known
to be the advifer-and abettor—
Col. Why, what doI care? I fay, if he takes my ad- -
vice he'll run away with her, and I'll give him ali the -
affiftance I can. ~
Har, 1 am fure, Sir, you are very kind ; and, to tell
you the truth, I have more than once had the very .
fcheme in my head, if I thought it was feafible, and knew
- how to go about it. '
Col, Feafible, and knew how to go about it! The
thing’s feafible enough, if the girl's willing to go off .
with you, and you have fpirit fufficient to undertake it. .
Har, O, as for that, Sir, I can anfwer. .
Dia. What, Sir, that the.lady will be willing to go off :
with you 2. : L
Har., No, Ma’arh, that I have fpirit enough to take -
her, if fhe is willing to go ; and thus far I dare ventureto -
Promife, that between this and to-morrow morning I will +
d out whether fhe:is or not,
Col. So hemay; fhe lives but in this county; and
+ tell her, Harman, you have met with a friend, who is -
inclined.to ferve you. .You fhall have my poft-chaife at .
a minute’s warning ; and if a bundred pieces-will be of
any ufe to you, you may command ’em. .
Har, And you are really ferious, Sir 2 - -
Col. Serious ; damme if I an’t.’ .I have put- twenty v
young fellows in the way of getting girls that they never .
w0ul§ have thought of: and bring her to my houfe; - .
Whenever you come you fhall have a fupper and a bed ;
but you muft marry her. firft, .becaufe my Lady. will be
fqueamith. :
- Dia, Well, but, my dear Paps,: upan sy ward -you .-
have a great deal to anfwer for :. fuppofe it was your own ..
cafe to have a daughter in fuch circumftances, would you
be obliged to any one— -
D3 Coh . -
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Col. Hold your tongve, huffy, who bid you put in
your oar ? However, Harman, I don’t want to fet you
upon any thing ; ’tis no affair of mine to be fure ; I only
give you advice, and tell you how I -would act if I was in
your p'ace.

Har, 1 affure you, Sir, I am quite charm’d with the
advice ; and fince you are ready to ftand my friend, I
am determined to follow it. '

Col. You are———

Har. Pofitively ——

Col, Say no more then ; here’s my hand :—You un-
derftand me—No occafion to talk any further of it at pre-
fent—When we are alone—Dy, take Mr. Harmsn 1nto
the drawing-room, and give him fome tea.—I fay, Har-
man, Mum,—

Har, O, Sir.

Co/. What do you mean by your grave looks, mi-
ftrefs ? :

How enrfedly wext the old filloaw il be,
Wben be finds you bave fnapt up bis daughter
But pift as be avill, leave the matter to me,
And I avarrant you foon fhoall bave caught ber,

What, a plague and a pox,
Sball an ill-watur'd fox,
Prevent youth and beanty
From doing their duty ?

He ought to-be fet in the flocks.
He merits the laav ;

And if we can’t bite bim,

By gad ae'll indite bim,
Ha, ba, bay ba, ba, ba, bé.

SCENE V.

Diana, Harman,
Dian. Sir, T defire to know what grofs alts of impru-
dence you have ever difcovered in me, to authorize you

in this licence, or make you imagine I fhould not :_lm;
uc
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fuch marks of my refentment as your monftrous treatment
of me deferves. -

Har. Nay, my dear Diana, I confefs I have been ra-
ther teo bold ;—but confider, I languifh’d to fee you ;
and when an opportunity offer’d to give me that pleafure
without running any rifqye, either of your q;iet or re.
putation, how bard was it to be refifted ? *Tis true, I
little thought my vifit would be attended with fuch happy
eonfequences as it now feems to promife, g

Dian, What do you mean ?

Har, Why, don’t you fee your father has an inclina-
tion I fhould run away with you, and is contriving the
means himfelf ?

Dian. And do you think me capable of concurring ?
Do you think I have no more duty ?

Har. 1 don’t know that, Madam ; I am fure your re-
fufing to feize fuch an opportunity to make he bhappy,
gives evident proofs that you have very little love,

Dian. If there is no way to convince you of my love
but by my indifcretion, you are welcome to confider it
in what hight you pleafe.

Har, Was ever fo unfortunate a dog ?

Dian. Very pretty this upon my word ; but is it pof-
fible you can be in earneft ? :

Har, Itis a matter of too much confequence to jeft
about, . , : :

Dian, And you ferioufly think I ought—

Har, You are fenfible there are no hopes of your fas
ther’s cooly and wittingly confenting to our marriage ;
* chance has thrown in our way a whimfical method of fur-

prizing him into a compliance, and why fhould not we
avail ourfelves of it? :

Dian, And fo you would have me—

Har, 1 fhali fay no more, Ma’am,

Diaa, Nay, but, for Heaven'sfake—

Har, No, Madam no: I have done.

Dian. And are 1ou pofitively in this violent fufs about
the matter, or oniy giving yourfelf airs ?

a Har. You may fuppofe what you think proper, Ma-
am. : :

Dian. Well, come ;—let us go into the drawing-room
and dring tea, and afterwards we’ll talk of matters. K

are

1
\



;2. LIONEL AND CLARISSA:

Har. 1 won’t drink any tea,

Dian. Why fod

Har. Becaufe I don’t like it. . .

Dian. Not like it | Ridiculous.

Har. 1 with you would let me alone.

-Dian, Nay, pr'ythege——

-Har, 1 won’t. .

Dian. Well, will yeu if I confent to act as you pleafe 2

Har. 1 don’t know whether I will or not, .

Dian. Ha, ha, ha, poor Harman, = °

Come then, pining, peevifl lover,
Tell me wbhat to-do and Jfay ;

From your doleful dumps recover,,
Smile, and it fhall bave its way.

With their humours, $bus o teaxe usy
Men are fure the. firangefl elves!

Silly creatures, would you pleafe us, .
You foould fiill foem pleas’d yourfelvese .

.$CENE VI,
HarMaN,

Say’ft thou fo, my girl] ‘Then Love renounce me, if
¥ drive not-old Truepenny’s humour to the uttermoft.—

. Let me confider ;—what il} confequence can poffibly at-
tend it ?—The defign is his own, as in part will be the
execution.— He-may perhaps be angry when he finds out
the deceir.—Well ;—he deceives himfelf ; and faults we -
commit ourfelves we feldom find much difficulty in par-

doning. ..

Hence awith cautiony bence with fear,
Beauty prompts, and naught foall flay me 3 .
Boldly for that prize 1 fieer ;
Rocksy. wor avinds, nor waves difmay mee

T,
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Let, rafb lover, look behind, -

Think what evils may betide you ;
Love and fortune both are blind, -
< And you bavve none elfe 1o guide you.

 SCENE VIL
-Changes to a bandfome Droffing-room, fuppofed to be Cra-

RissA’s,  On eme Side, betawesn the Wings, is a Table
avith a Glafs, Boxts, and two Chairs. Diaxa enters
before Jessamy, '

Dian. Come, brother, T undertake to be miffrefs of
‘the ceremony upon this occafion, and introduce you to
your firft audience.——Mifs Flowerdale is not here, I
perceive ; but no matter.— :

Mr. 74. Upon my word, a pretty elegant drefling-
room this; but confound pur builders, or architeéts, as
they call themfelves, they are all errant flone-mafons;
not one of them know the fituation of doors, windows,
or chimnies ; which are as eflential to 2 room as eyes,
nofe and mouth to a countenance. Now, if the eyes are
where the mouth fhould be, and the nofe out of proportion
and its place, quel borrible phifiognomie.

Dian. My dear brother, you are not come here as a
virtuofo to admire the temple ; but as a votary to ad-
drefs the deity to whom it belongs. Shew, I befeech
you, a litrle more devotion, and tell mey how do you
like Mifs Flowerdale ? don’t you think her very hand-
fome ? :

. Mr. Fef. Pale; but that I am determined fhe fhall
remedy ; for, as foon as we are married, I will make
her put on rouge :—Let me fee ;—has fhe got any in her
boxes here ; Peritable toilet a la dngloife. Nothing but a
bottle of Hungary-water, two or three rows of pins, a
paper of patches, and a little bole-armoniac by way of
tooth-powder. .

Dian. Brother, 1would fain give you fome advice upon
this occafion,. which may be of fervice to you: You are
mow going to entertaia a young Lady——Let me prevail

- upon
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upon you to lay afide thofe airs, on account. of: which.
fome people are impertinent enough to call you a cox—
comb'; for, I am afcaid,. fhe ‘may be.apt to think you 2.
coxcomb too, as I affure you-fhe'is very capable of di-
ftinguifhing. .
Mr. Fef So much the worfe for me.—If fhe is cap-
able of diftinguiﬁﬁng,,l.-ﬂxa1l meet' with a terrible 1e«-
Cpulle. 1 don’t believe fhe'il have me. .
Dian. 1 don’t believe fhe will, indeed..
Mr. 7¢f. Go on, fifter,~ha, ha, ha.
Diane 1 profeft I am ferious—Though, I perceive,.
ou have more faith in the counfellor before you there, .
the looking-glafs. But give me leave to tell you, it is-
not a»powder’d head, a lac'd coat, a grimace,-a fhrug, a -
bow, or a few pere phrafes, learnt: by rote, that confhi-
tute the power of pleafing all woman.
Mr. efl. You had better return to the-gentleman and” -
give him his tea, my dear. b
Dian. Thefe qualiﬁcations we find in our parrots and
.monkies. . I would endertake to teach Poll, in three
weeks, the fathionable jargon of half the fine men about
town ; and I am fure it muft be.allowed, thet pug, ina-
fcarlet coat, is a gentleman as degage and _alluring as
moft, of them.

Ladies, pray admire a figurey .
Fait felon l¢ derniere gout.
Firfi, bis bat, in fize no bigger
Than a Chinefe woman’s fboe 5 -
Six yards of ribbon bind

His bair en baton bebind ;
While bis fore-top’s fo.bigh,
That in cronwn be may vie .

With the tufted cockatoo. . }

Then bis waift fo long and tapery

>Tis an abfolute thread-paper : .
Maids refift him, you that can; ‘
Odd’s lifey if this is all-1b affairy

LUl clap a hat on, club my bairy

And cadl myfelf a Mane .

SCENE:
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SCENE WVII. -~

Crarissa, My, Jessamre.’ ‘ ~

“Clar. Sir, I'took the liberty to defire a few moments-
sprivate converfation with you—I hope ‘yot will excufe
-it—1I am,- really, -greatly - embarrafs’d. . ‘But, in air affaic!
.of fuch immediate confetjuence te us both— - -

Mr. Fef. My dear creature, don’tbe-embarras’d befote
me; 1 fhould be extremely forry to- ftrike .you with any
awe ; but, this 1s a {pécies of mauvaife honte, which the
«company I fhall'intréduce” your to, will foon’ cure you of:-

Clar. Upon my word, Sir, I don’t underftand you.

Mr. Feff. Perhaps'you may be under fome “uneafinefy
‘Jeft T fhould” not be quitefo‘warm- irr the ‘profecution of’
~this affair, as you could wifh : it is true, with fegard-to-
quality, I mightdo better; and, with regard to fortune,
—;]ull as well—But, you pleafe me—Upon my:fouls I have
:not metwith ang thing more agreeable to me a great
awhile. . SR Co

Clar. Pray, ‘Sir, keep your feat.

Mr. Jef Mauvaife honte again. My dear, thete is
-nothing in thefe listle familiarities between you and me—
“When we are married, I fhall do every thing to render
your life happy. : o -

Clar. Ah! Sir, pardon me.. The happinefs- of my
life depends upon a circumftance——

Mr. Feff. Ohl I underftand you—You have been told,
I fuppole, ot the Italian opera girl~Rat peoples tongues
-—However, ’tis true, I had an affair with her at Naples,
and fhe is now here; But, be: fatisfied: I'll give her a
thoufand pounds, and fend her-about her bufinefs.

Clar. Me Sir! I proteft nobody told me-—Lord !' I
never heard any fuch thing, or enquired about it, -

Mr. J¢f. Nor, havé they not been chattering to you
-of my affair at Pifa, withr the Principefla déle— -

- Clar. No, indeed, Sir. N

Mr. Fef. Well, 1 was afraid they might, becaufe, in
‘this rude country—DBut,. why filent on a fudden ?—don’t
"be afraid to fpeak, - : Cla

. L re

-
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Clar. Ne, Sir, I'will come 1o the fubje&, on which I
took the liberty to trouble you—Indeed, I have great
reliance on your generofity. -

M. 7. You'll find me generous as a prince, depend

? ) . s

o . . o,
Clar. 1 am blef’d, Sir, with one of the beft of fathers: .
I never yet .ifobeyed him; in which I ha lietle
merit; for his commands hitherto have only fee
cure my vwn felicity. '
- Mr. Jf. Apies ma chere, . '
Clar. But now, Sir, I am under the fhocking 55‘;{-"
fity of d‘fobeying him, or being wretched for ever.:
Mr. Jef. Hem'! .
- Giar, Our upion is impoflible—my prefent fituation—
the gloomy profpeét before me—the inquietude of my.

mind——

- Poar panting beart, ab! awilt thou ever
-« Throb aithin my troubi’d breafl ;
© Shall I fea the moment newer - ~.
Tbat is doors’d 20 givve thee refi @

é

Cruel flars! that thus torment me,
. Stll 1 feek for eqfe iv wain,
oAl my efforts but prefent me
With variety of pain. .

SCENE IX.
Jrssamy, Jenxins,

Mr. Fef. Who's there?

Jen. Do you call, Sir? _

Mr, 7. Hark you, old gentleman ; who are you ?

Fen. Sir, my name is Jenkins. .

Mr. Fef. Oh! you are Sir John Flowerdale’s fleward ;
‘& fervant he puts confidence in,

Fen. Sir, 1 bavg ferved Sir John Flowerdale many
years: he'is the beft of mafters ; and, I believe, he hup
fome dependance on my attachment and fidelity.

{2
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Mr. F¢f. Then, Mr. Jeokins, I fhall condefcend to
{peak to you. Does your mafter know who I am ? Does
heknow, Sir, that I am likely to be a Peer of Great
Britain ? That I have ten thoufand pounds a year ; that

through all Europe with dittinguithed eelut ;
the daughter of Mynheer Van Slokenfolk,
:ch burgomafter ; and, that, if I had not
rtune of being bred a proteftant, I might
‘he niece of his prefent holinefs the Pope,
of two hundred thoufand piafters
fure, Sir, my mafter has all the refpet
“hen, Sir, how comes he, after my fhewing
to be dllied to his family ; how comes he,
‘1 fay, to bring me to his houle to be affronted ? I have
let his daughter go; but, I thirfk, I was in the wrong ;
for a woman that infults me, is no more fafe than a man,
I'have brought a Lady to reafon before now, for giving
i’:i faucy language ; and left her male friends to revenge

Fen. Pray, good Sir, what’s the matter ? _

Mr, Fef. Why, Sis,. this is the-matter, Sir—your ma-
fter’s daughter; Sir, bas behaved to me with damn’d in-
folence, and impertinence ; and you may tell Sir John
Flowerdale, -firft, with regard to her, that, 1 think fhe
is-a filly, ignorant, awkward, ill-bred country pufs,

en. Oh' Sir, for Heaven’s fake

Mr. Jef. And, that, with regard to himfelf, he is, in
my opiniop, an old, doating, ridiculous, country ’iquire;;
‘without the knowledge ot either men or things; and,
that he is below my notice, “if it were not to defpife him.

Fen. Good Lord ! Good Lord!

Mr. Fef. And, advife him and his daughter ta keep
‘out of my way-; for, iby gad, I will affront them, in the
firft place I meet them——And, if your mafter is for
carrying things further; tell him, I fence better than -
any man in Europe.

In ftaly, Germany, Framce have I been ;
Where princes Pve lin’d avith, avbere nonarchs Pve fien ;
The great bave care/i’d ne,
The fair bave addref’d me,
Nay, fuiles I bave had from a queen.
E And,
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And, mow, foall .a pert,

Infignificant fire,

With infolence ufé me,

Prefume to refuft me !

Sbe fancies my pride aoill be burt,
‘ But tout au contraire,
Dm pleas’d 1 declare,
Quite bappy, to think, I ¢gftape from the fnare:s
Serwviteur Mam’felle 5 my claim I withdraw,

Hey ! awbere are my peaple ?  Fal, lal, lal lal, lz.

S§CENE X,
Jenkins,

1 muft go.and inform Sir John of what has happened;
bur, T will not tell "him of the outrageous behaviour of
this young fpark; for heisa man of fpirit, and would
refent it.  Egad, my own fingers .itched to be at him,
once or twice ; and, as ftout as he is, I fancy thefe old
fils would give him a bellyful. He complains of Mifs
Clariffa ; but fhe is incapable of treating hrm in the man-
rer he fays, Perhaps, fhe may have behaved with fome
coldnefs towards him ; ‘and yet, thatis a myftery to me
t0.

We all fay the man avas exceedingly. knowing,
And knowving moft furely awas be,

Whq found out the caufe of the ebbing and floaving,
The flux and reflux of t/x fea. : .

Nor avas be in knoavledge far from it,
Who firfi mark’d the courfe of a comet ; .
To what it was owing,
Its coming and going,. .
© Its wanderings bither and thither ;
 But the man that divines .
A Lady’s defigns,
Their caufe, or effeft, -
Ii any refpet,
Is avifer than both put together.
\ : SCENE
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SCENE XI

€hanges to Sir Joun FLOWERDALE"s Garden; awith a View
of aCanal, by Moon-light.: .1he Side Scenes reprefrnt Bex-
bedges, intermixed with Statues and Flowering Shrubs.
LioNEL enters, leading CLARISSA.

Lion. Hift—methought I heard a noife~fhould we be
furprized together, at a junéture fo critical ; what mighe
be the confequence—I know not how it is; but, at this
the happieft moment of my life, I feel a damp, a tremor,
at my heart——

Clar, Then, what fhould I do? If you tremble, I
ought to be terrifled indeed, who have difcovered fenti-
ments, which,. perhaps, I fhould-have hid, with a frank-
- nefs, that, by 2 man lefs generous, lefs noble minded
than yourfelf, might be corftrued to my. difadvantage.

Lion. Oh! wound me not with fo cruel an expreflion—
You love me, and have condefcended to confefs it—You
have feen my torments, and been kind enough to pity
them—The world, indeed, may blame you——. :

Clar. And, yet, was it proclaimed to the world, what
could the moft malicious fuggeft ¢ They could but fay,
that, truth and.fincerity got the better of forms ; that the v
tongue dar’d to fpeak, the honeft fenfations of the mind ;.
that, while you aimed at improving my underflanding,
you engaged, and conquered my heart. -

Lion, And, isit! isit poffible ! )

Clar. Be calm, and liften to me: what I have done
has not been lightly imagined, nor rafhly undertaken =
it 'is the work of refletion, of convi&tion; my love is
not a facrifice to my own fancy, but a ‘tribute to your
worth ; did I think there was a more deferving man in
the world : .

Lion. If, to doat on you.more than life, beto deferve
you, fo far I have merit; if, to have no with,. no hope,
no thought, but you, can entitle me to the envied dif-
tin@tion of a moment’s ref¥d, fo far I dare pretend.

Clar. That, I have this day refufed a man, with whom:
T could not' be happy, I make no merit: born for quiet
and fimplicity, the crouds of the world, the noife atend-:

- E 2 ing
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ing pomp and diftinQion, have no charms for me: I
with to pafs my life in rational tranquility, with a friend,
whofe virtues I can refpet, whofe talents I can admire ;
who will make my efteem the bafis of my affetion.,

Lion, O charming creature! yes, let me indulge the
flattering idea; form’d with the fame fentiments, the
fime feelings, the fame tender paffion for each other ;
Nature defign’d us to compofe that facred union, which
nothing but death can annul. ‘

Clar. One only thing remember. Secure in each
others affections, here we muft reft; I would not give
my father a moment's pain, to purchafe the empire of the
world.

Lion. Command, difpofe of me as you pleafe ; angels
take cognizance of the vows of innocence and virtue ;
and, I will believe that ours are already regifter’d ia
Heaven.

Clar. 1 will believe fo.too..

Go, and, on my truth relying,.
Camfort to your cares applying, - .
Bid each doubt and forrow flying,

Leave ta peace, and love your. breafl..

 Go, and may the Pow'rs. that hear us,.
Stilly as kind protediors near: us,.
Tbrough our troubles fafely fleer us

To a port of joy and refl..

SCENE XIIL
Lioner, Sir Joun FrewerpaLE,.

Sir Jobn. Who's there ? Lionel !

Lion, Heav’ns! *tis Sir John Flowerdales.

Sir John. Who’s there ?

Lion, *Tis I, Sir; I am here, Lionel..

Sir Jobn. My dear lad, I have been fearching for your
this half hour, and was at laft told you had come into
the garden : I have a piece of news, which I dare fwear.
will hock and furprize you ; my daughter has refufed

: Colonel
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Codlonel Oldboy’s fon, who is this minute departed the
houfe in violent refentment of her ill treatment.

- Lion. Is-he gone, Sir? v ,

Sir Jobn. Yes, and the family are preparing to follow
him. Oh! Lionel, Clariffa has deceived me: in this
affair fhe has fuffered me to deceive myfelf,. The mea-
fures which I have been fo long preparing are broken in:
a moment—my hopes fruftrated ; and both partics, in
the eye of the world, rendered light and ridiculous.-

Lion. T am forry to fee you fo much moved; pray,
8ir, recover yourfelf.

. 8iri Jobn.. 1 am forry, Lionel, fhe has profited no bet-
ter by your leflons of philofophy, than to impofe upon
and diftrefs {o kind a father,

Lion. Have jufter thoughts of ‘her, Sir: the has not
impofed on you, fhe is incapable—have but a little pa-
tience and things may yet be brought about.

Sir Fobn. No, Lionel, no; the matter is paft, and
there’s an end to it; yet I would conjecture to what fuch:
an unexpefted turn- in her conduct can be owing; I
would fain be fatisfied of the motive that could urge her-
to fo extraordinary a proceeding, without the leaft inti~
mation, the leaft warning to me, or any of her friends.

Lion, Perhaps, Sir, the gentleman may have been too:
impetuous and offended Mifs Flowerdale’s delicacy —cer-
tainly nothing elfe could occafion

Sir Fobn., Heaven only knows——1I think, indeed, there
can be no fettled averfion,. and furely her aftections are:
not engaged elfewhere.

Lion. Engag’d Sir——No, Sir..

Sir Jobn. 1 think not, Lionel. )

.Lion. You may be pofitive, . Sir,—I'm fure—

Sir Jobn. O worthy young man, whofe integrity, op2n-
nefs, and every good quality have rendered dear to me as
my own-child; I fee this affair troubles you-as much as
it does me. '

* Lion, It troubles me indeed,” Sir.

" 8ir Fobn, However, my particulir difappointment
ought not to be detrimental to you, nor fhall it:- 1 well
know how irkfome-: it is-to a generous mind to live in a
flate of dependance, and have long had it'in my thoughts-
to make you eafy for. life.

Es Licna-
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. Lion. Sir John, the fituation of my mind at prefent is .
alittle difturb’d—fpare me—I befeech you, {pare me 3
why will you perfitt in a goodnefs that makes me afham’d
of myfelf ? :

Sir Jobn. There is an eftate in this county which I
purchafed fome years ago; by me it will never be mifled,.
and who ever marries my daughter will have little reafon
fo complain of my difpofing of fuch a trifle for my own
gratification. On the prefent marriage I intended to per-
tect a deed of gift in your favour, which has been for

" fome time prepared ; my lawyer has this day completed
i, and it is yours, my dear Lionel, with every good wifh
that the warmeft friend can beftow. :

Lion. Sir, Ifyou prefented a piftol with defign to fhoot
me, 1 would fubmit to it; but you muft excufe me, 1
cannot lay myfelf under more obligations, .

Sir Joom. Your delicacy carries you too far; in this
I conter a favour on myfelf : however, we’ll talk no more
on the fubje at prefent, let us walk towards the houfe,
our Yriends will depart ¢lfe without my bidding them
adieu. : :

SCENE XIIL
Diana, CLARISSA, and afterwards Lioney.

Dian. So then, my dear Clariffa, you really give credie
to the ravings of that French wretch, with regard to a_
plurality of worlds ?

Clar. I don’t make it an abfolute article of belief, but
-I think it an ingenivus conje@ure with great probability
on its fide.
. Dian. And we are a moon to the moon ! Nay, child,.
I know fomething of aftronoray, but that—that little
fhining thing there, which feems not much larger than
a filver plate, fhould, perhaps, contain great cities like
London; and who ‘can tell but they may have kings
there and parliaments, and plays and operas, and peo-
ple of fafhion ! Lord the people of fahion in the moon
muft be thange creatures,

: ’ Clar,
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Clar. Methinks Venus fhines very bright in yonder
cogner.

Diar. Venus! O pray let me look at Venus ; I fup-.

fe, if there are any inhabitants there, they muft be all ;
OVErS.:

Lion. Was ever fuch a:wretch—I can’t ftay 2 moment
in aplace; where. is my repofe ?-—fled with my virtue, .
‘Was I then born for falthood and diffimulation ? T was,
I was, and I live to be confciaus of it ; to impofe upon
my friend ; to betray my benefattor and lie to hide my
ingratitude —a monfter in a moment—No, I may be the
moft unfortunate of men, but I will not be the moft
odious ; while my heart is yet capable of dittating what
is honeft, I will obey.its voice,.

SCENE XV.

Diana,Crarissa, Lioner, Colonel OLosoy, HarmaM,

Col. Dy, where are you? What the mifchief, is this
a time to be walking in the garden ? The coach has been
‘ready this half hour, and your Mama is waiting for you.

Dian. 1 am learning aftronomy, Sir; do you -kpow
Papa, that the moon is inhabited ?

Col/. Hufly, you are half a lunatic yourfelf;] come

" here, things have gone juft as I imagin’d they wou’d,
the girl has refus’d your brother, 1 knew he muft dif-
guft her. ‘

Dian. Women will want tafte now and then, Sir.

Col. But I mutft talk to the young Lady a little.

Har. Well, I have had a long conference with your
father about the elopement, and he continues firm in his
opinion that 1 ought to attempt it: in fhort, all the ne-
ceflary operations are fettled between us, and I am to

. leave his houfe to-morrow morning, if I can but per~
fuade the young Lady:

Dian. Ay, but 1 hope the young Lady will have more
fenfe—Lord, how can you teaze me with your nonfenfe.
Come, Sir, is’ntit time for us to go in ? Her Ladyfhip
will be impatient. !

0l
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. Gdl. Friend Lionel," -night té-you ;  Mifs Clariffa,
my dear, tho’ I am_farher to the puppi\;’who has dif--
pleafed you, give’'me'a kify; yow fetv’d him right, and.

L thank you for it« i p S

Col. O what e wight is bere for love b -
: - Cynehia brightly fhining above ;.-
Among the trees;. '
Do the fighing breexe,. -
Fountains tinkling ;
Stars a tawinkling :
Diane. O what a-night is here for love I
So.may the- moru propitions prove 3
Har.  And fo it avill if right I guefiy
For fometimes light,
As awell as night, o . »
A lover’s hopes may blefs..

A 2. Farewell my friend,. .-
May gentle reft ‘ )
-'Calim each ignmli in your beap,,
Ewverp pain axd.fear remove,.

Lion, What haoe. I dine ?
Where foall I fun, '
With grief and foame ot once.opprefl g -~
Honw my own upbraiding foun,.
Or meet my friend difireA?

A. 3. Hark to Philemel, hon foveet, .
: Erom yondur-elm..
o Col. : Teweet, tweet,: taveel, davoets-
"A. 5. O awhat a night is bere for lovg !
But wainly nature. firives to move..
‘ Nor nightingale among the trees,
Nor tainkling flars, nor fighing breerey.
Nor murm’ring fireams,
Nor Phebe’s beams, .
Can charm unlef; the beart’s.at eafes. *

"ACT
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ACT II.. SCENE IL

&4 Room in Colonel Orpmox’s Houfe. HarRMAN enisrs,
awith bis Hat, Boots, and Whip, followed by Dianas

Dian. Pry’thee, hear me. ;
Har, My dear, what would you fay-?

Dian. 1 am afraid of the ftep we are going to take 3
- indeed, I am: ’tis true, my father is the contriver of it 3
but, really, on confideration, I think, I fhould appear lefs.
culpable if he was net fo; L:am.at once criminal myfelf
and rendering him ridiculous.. .

Har. Do you love me ?- '

Dian. Suppofe I do, you give me a very ill proof of
your love for me, when 'you would take advantage-
of my tendernefs, to blind my: reafon : how can you have-
fo little regard for my honour as to factifice it to a vain
triumph 2 For it is in that light I fee the rafh aétion you
are forcing me to commit ; nay, methinks my confent-
ing to it fhould injure me in your own efteem. Whena.
woman forgets what the owes herfelf, a lover fheould fet
little value upon any thing fhe gives to him,

Har, Can you fuppofe then, ecan you.imagine, that-
my paflion will ever make me forget the veneration—— .
And; an elopement is nothing, when it is on the-roadto
matrimony.

Dian.” At beft, I fhall incur the cenfure of difobedi~
ence, and indifcretion ; and; is it nothing to a young
woman, what the world fays of her? Ah! my good
friend, be affured, fuch a difregard of the world is the
firtt ftep towards deferving its reproaches. . ,

Har, But, the neceflity we-aré under—Mankind has
too much good fenfe, too much:good nature— Di

: 1ane
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Dian. Every one has good fenfe enough to fee other
. people’s faults, and good nature enough to overlook their
own. Befides, the moft facred things may be made an
ill ufe of, and even marriage itfelf, if indecently and im-
properly—

Har. Come, get yourfelf ready: where is your band~
box, hat, and cloak ? Slip into the garden ; be there at
the iron-gate, which you thewed me juft now ; and, as
the poft-chuife comes round, I will'ftép and take you in,

Dian. Dear Harman, let me beg of you to defift.

Har, Dear Diana, let me beg of you to goon.

- Dian, I fhall never have.refolution to- carry me thro®
ite & .
Har, We fhall have four horfes, my dear, and the
will affift us. N . ?

Dian. In thort—I<——cannot:go with you. .
. Har. Bt before me—1Into. theigarden—Wont.you &

Pian. Honv caw yos, inbuman ! penfifl to.difirefs me 2
) My danger, my:fears, tis im uain 1o difpuife s
You know them, yet flill to defirn&tion you prefs me,
And force that from paffion which prudevce denitsm,

1 fain awould oppofe a;perverfe inclination
Tbe wifions of fancy, from reafon dicuide 3.

With fortitude baffie the wiles of temptation;,
And let love no.longer make folly its guide,

SCENE IL.
 Colonel Oz'.nsov,'». Hapmane . ¢ . U

'GCol. Hey-dey! what’s the meaning of :this.? Who i3
it went out of the room there ? Have you and .my.dsughs
ter been in conference, Mr. Harman ¥ = ' :

Har. Yes, faith, Sir, fhe has been. taking me:tq tafle
here very feverely; with regard to:ithis: affair; and fhe
has faid fo much ageinft it; and put it irito fuch a firange
Tight . R NP
Col. A bufy; imtpertinent baggape s epad I'with I had.
catched her meddling, -Mdte%%ﬂeﬁg;-he; not: buv
. . you:
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you have fent to the girl, and v~ 1, . ¢ it ready to go
with you ; you muft not &ifior i acc o,

Har. No, mo, Coluner; U lwars huve poaenefs
enough to hear a lady’s 1eafuns ; bur coaftancy enough
to keep a-will of my own. o ,

Co/. Very well—now let me itk you,——don’t you think
it.would be proper, upon. thic occafion, tq have a letter
ready writ for the father, to let him know who has got
his daughter, and fo forth ? *

Har. Certainly, Sir; and I’ll write it diredtly.

‘Col. You write it! you be damn’d! I won’t truft

ou with it; I tell you, Harman, you'll commit fome
curfed blunder, if you don’t leave the management of
his whole affair to me: I have writ -the letter for you
ayfelf.

Har. Have you, Sir?

Col. Ay—here, read it; I thidk it’s the thing : how
«ever, you are welcome to make any alteration.

Har. ¢ Sir, I have loved your daughter a great while,
fecretly ; fhe affures me there is no hopes of your con-
fenting to our marriage ; 1 therefare take her without it.
d am a gentleman who will ufe her well : and, when
you confider the matter, I dare fwear you will be wil-
ding to give her a fortuné. If not you fhall find I dare
behave myfelf like a man—A word to the wife—You
muft expe&t to hear from me in another ftile.”

Col. Now, Sir, I will tell you what you muft do with
this letter : as foon as you have got off with the girl,
Sir, fend your fervant back to leave it at the houle, with
«orders to have it deliver’d to the old gentleman.

Har. Upon my honour, I will, Colonel.

Col. But, upon my honour, I don’t believe you’ll get.
the girl : come, Harman, I'll bet you a buck, and fix doz-

.en of Burgundy, that you won’t have fpirit enough.to

bring this affair to a crifis. .

Har. And, I fay done firft, Colonel.

Col. Then look into the court there, Sir; a chaife
awith’ four of the prettieft bay geldings in England, with

two boys in fearlet and filver jackets, that will whifk you"

along. ,
~ Har. Boys! Colonel ? Little cupids; to tranfport me
:to the fummit of my defires. P

Cﬂ[o '
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Col. Ay, but for all that, it.mayn’t be amifs for me
to talk to them a little out of the window for you. Dick,
come hither ; you are to go with this gentleman, and do
whatever he bids you ; and take into the chaife whoeves
he pleafes ; and, drive like devils, do you hear; but, be
kind to the dumb beafts. : :

Har, Leave that to me, Sir==—And fo, .my dear Cos
Lonel,

To fear a firanger,
Bebold the foldier arm }
.He knows no danger,
When bononr founds the alarm:;
But dauntlefs goes, .
Among. bis foess .

In Cupid’s militia,
-8o fearlefs 1 iffue ;
© And, as you fr¢, .
Arm’d cap-a-pie, !
Refolve an death or viddory,

SCENE IIL
Colonel OLDBOY, Lady MaRY, and then JENNY.

Lady M. Mr. Oldboy, here is a note from Sir Joha
Flowderdale it is addrefs’d to me, intreating my fon to
come over there again this morning. A maid brought
it: fhe is in the anti-chamber—We had better fpeak to
her—Child, child, why don’t you come in ?

Fen. 1 chufe to ftay where I am, if your Ladyfhip
pleafes. : - . :

Lady M, Stay where you are | why fo ?

~Jen. 1 am afraid.of the old gentleman there.

Col. Afraid of me, huffy. :

Lady M. Pray, Colonel, have patience—Afraid—Hcre
is fomething at the bottom of this—What did you mean
by that expreffion, child ? ) "

Jer. Why the Colonel kncws very well, Madam, he
wanted to be rude with me yefterday.

. Lady
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.. Lady M. Oh Mr. Oldboy { )

Col. Lady Mary den’t provoke e, but let me talk to

" the girl about her bufinefs. How came you to bring this
note here ? , S

Jenny. Why, Sir John gave it to me, to deliver to my
uncle Jenkins, and I took it down to his houfe; but
while we'were talking to§ether, he remembered that he
had fome bufinefs with Sir John; fo he defired me to
bring it, becaufe he faid it was not proper to be fent by
-any of the common fervants.

Lady M. Colonel, look in my face, and help blufhing
4f you can. .

Col. What the plague’s the matter, my Lady.! I have
ot been wronging you new, as you call it.

Fenny. Indeed, Madam, he ofter’d to make me his
%kept Madam : § am fure his ufage of ‘me put. me into
fuch a twitter, that I did not know what I was doing alt
the day after.

Lady M. 1 don’tdoubt it, tho’ I.fo lately forgave him ;

’but as the poet fays, his {ex is all deceit. Read Pamela,
child, and refift temptation, - ‘ :

Fenny. Yes, Madam, I will.

Col. Why I tell you, my Lady, ‘it was all a joke.

Fenny. No, Sir, it was no joke, you made me a prof-
fer of .meney, fo you did, whereby I told yeu, you had

" a lady of your own, and that thoygh fhe was old you had
-no right to difpife her.

" Lady M. And how dare you miftrefs, make ufe of my
name ? Is it for fuch trollops as you to talk of perfons of
diftinction behind their backe ? -~ | .

* Fenny. Why, Madam, I only f3id you was in years.

Lady-M. Sir John Flowerdale fhail be inform’d of your
impestinence, and you fhall be turn’d out of the family ;
.I fee.you are-a confident creature, and I believe you are
no better than you fhould be. -

Fenny. 1 {corn your words, Madam.

. Lady M. Get.out of the room; how dare you flay in -
.this room to talk impudently .to me ?

Fenny. Very well, Madam, I fhall let my Lady knew

. how youhave us’d me; but I than’t be turn’dout of my
place, Madam, nor at a loi;, if [ am ; and if yoy are an-

£y
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with every one that won't fay you are young, I'belicve
tgl:z:'re is very few you will keep friends with.ng ' ’

1 wonder, I'm fure, avky this fafs fbould be made.;
For my part I'm neither qfbam’d nor afraid
Of what -1 bhawe done, nor of wbat .l bave :faid,
Afervant, I bape is no flave;
And the', to. their  foames,
Some ladies call names,
1 know better bow to bebawn,
Times are not fo bad,
If occafion 1 bad,
Nor my-charaZter fuch I neod flarve on’s,
And for going away, :
I don’t ewamt to flay,
Ard fo Pm youriLadybip's ‘fervant,

SCENE 1IV.
GolnelOromoy, Zedy Mary, Mr. Jessamy,

Mr. Fef. What is the matter ‘here ?

Lady M, 1 will have a feparate maintenance, I will
indeed. Only a:new 'inftance of your father’s infideli
my dear. en with fuch low wretches, farmers daugz’-
ters, and fervant-wenches:; but any thing with a cap on,
*is all the fame to him, .

Mr. F¢f. Upon my word, Sir, I am forry to tell you,
that thofe prattices very ill fuit the charalter which you
ought o endeavour to fupport in the world.

Lady M. 1s this a yecompence for my love and regard ;
I, who have been tender and faithful as a turtle dove ?

Mr. Fef. A man of your birth and diftin&tion fhould,
methinks, have views of a higher nature, than fuch low,
fuch vulgar libertinifm.

Lady 5 Confider my birth and family too, Lady Ma-
ry{;ﬂimy m'ilght have had the beft matches in England.

« 7¢f. Then, Sir, your grey hairs.
Lady M, 1, that have brought you fo many lovelyfweet
%

M7



- & COMLC OPERA.. [¢

Mﬁ.% Nay, Sir, it is a.refle@ion on me..
Lady M. The heinous -fin t00~——

M». J¢f..Indeed,.Sir, I bluth for you..

Col. S’death and fire,, you litile inatd puppy, do
you know who you talk to #—And you, Madam,.do you
kaow. who I amJd—Get up to- your.chamber, or zounds
L'l make fuch 3 ——

Lady. M. Ah! my dear come away from him..

SCENE V.
Colonel OtnBoY, Mr, Jessamy,. a SERVANT,.

Col.: Am 1 to be tutor’d and call’d to an account !. How
now,. yau fcoundrel,. what do-you.want.? .

Serv. Aletter; Sir.. ~

Col. A letter, from whom; firrah?

Serey, Tl;;gcmleman‘s fervant; an’t pleafe your ho-
nour, that left this jult now in the poft-chaife—the gen-
sleman my young lady went.away. with..

Gol. Your young lady,. firrali—Your young fady went
awey witk no geatieman, you dog=eWhat gemtieman b
What young lady, firrah ! )

M. Jof.. There is fome myftery in. this—-With your
leave, Siv, I'll open the letter :. I believe it contains no
o Wh d ]

o/. What are-you going to do, you jackanapes? you
fhan’t open a Jetter of tﬁoineg—'Dy——lg,iana—-Somebody call
my daughter to me there—** To John Oldboy, Elq.—
¢¢ Sir, 1 have lov’d your daughtera great while fecretly —
¢ Confenting to our marriage——'

M’o 7’ . fO. .

Col. You villain—~you dog, what is'it you have brought
me here?

Serw,. Ploefe your honour, -if you'll have patience, I’ll
tell your honour—As I told your honour before, the gen-
tleman’s fervant thas went off jult- now in the poft-chaife,
came to the gate, and leftit after his mafter was gone.
I faw my young lady go into-the chaife with the gentle-

man, .
Fa. Mr. Toff
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Mr. Jeffe’ A very fine joke indeed ; pray, Colonel, do
vou generally write letters to yourfelf ¢ Why this is your
own hand. . . -

Col. Call all the fervants in the houfe, let horfes be
{addled dire@ly—every che take a different.roads - ’

Serv. Why, your honour, Dick faid it was by your
- own orders. ) - s

Co/. My orders ! you rafcal ? F thought he was going
to run away with another gentleman’s daughter~—~Dy—
Diana Oldboy. :

Mr. Feff. Don’t wafte your lungs te no purpofe, Sir ;
yaur daughter is half a dozen miles off by this time.

Col. .Sirvah, you have been brib’d to further the fcheme
of a pick-pocket here. _

- Mr. Jef. Befides, the matter is intirely of your own
cu_n‘;;'ivmg, as well as the letter and fpirit of this elegant-;
¢ piitie, .

pCa.’. You are a coxcomb, and Pll difinkerit you ; the
letter is none of my writing, it was writ by the devil, and
the devil contrived it. Diana, Margaret, my Lady Mary,
William, Johne—m ;

" Mr. Jef. I am very glad of this, prodigioufly glad of
#, upun my honoursehe | he ! he l=it wilt be a jeft .
this hundred’ years. (bells ring. wiolently, on both fides.)
What’s the matter now? O ! her Ladyfhip has heard. of
it, and is at.her bell ; and the Colonel anfwers her. A
pretty duet; but a little too much upon the forté mea .

“thinks : it would be a diverting thing now, to ftand un-
feen at the old gentleman’s elbow. =

Bift, foft 5 let’s bear bow matters go ;
Ll creep and lifien 5o, fo, fo,
They’re all together by the ears ;
Ob, barrid! bow the favage [wrears,

There too again; ay, you may ring ; ~ t
Sound ont thlalarm-beli—ding, ding, ding=
Difpatch your feonts, ’tis all in wain,

Stray maids are feldom found again.

But bark, . the uproar hither founds 3 .

The Colonel comes with all bis bourds ; .o
Dt yifely leawe them open gay,

To bunt with what fuccefs they may.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

Colonel OLDBOY re-enters, awith one Boot, a Great-Coat on

bii Army ¢, foltwed by feveral Servanty,. '

She’s gone, by the Lord ; fairly flole away, withi thae
Fsaching,' coney-catching rafcal! However, I won't:
ollow her; po, damme ; take my whip, and my capy
and my coat, and order the groom to unfaddle the horfes ;
I-won’t follow her the length of a fpur-leather. Come
here, you Sir;.and pull oft : my boot ; . (<whiffies). -the has
made a fool of me once, fhe¢ fhan’t do it a fecond time;
ndt but I'll be revéng'd too, for I'Il never. give.her fix-
pence ;- the difappointment will put the fcoundrel out of
temper, and he’ll thrath her a dozen times a .day; the -
thought pleafes me, I hope he'll do it.

hat do you ftand gaping:and ftaring at, you impu-

dent-dogs ? aré you: laughing at me.? I’llteach you to be.
MEITY at MY CXPSNCE. =

A rafealy.a buffty ; zounds ! fbe that 1 cownted ©
_Ix,’,luz‘_r JSa mild, fo unpradis’d in evil:

1 fat bér-a berfe-back, and no foomtr mounted,

Than, -crack, awbip and [pur, fbe rides poft to the dewoili .
Byt there les ber.run,

Bé ruin’d, usdone ;.

If I go to carch bery.

Or batk again. ferch ber,.,

Das worfe than the for of a gun, .

- A wmifehief poffef’d me tomarry 5
And furtber my. folly to carry,.
Fo be fiitl more a foty.
Sons and daughtirs 1 got, .
Aud pretty. ones, by ti:.lml Harrye .
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SCENE VIL
Chonges to. Crar1s8a’s Drﬁng-mm ;. CLARISSA enters
melancholy, with @ Book in ber Hand, folloed by Jenny.

Clar. Where have you been Jenny .1 was enquiring -
for you—why will you go out without letting me know -
. Fen. Dear Ma’am, never any thing happen’d fo un- .
lucky ; I.am forry you wanted me—But I was fent to.
Colonel Oldboy’s with a letter ; where I have been fo ufed
—Lord have mercy upen me-—quality indeed—1I fay
quality—pray, Madam, do you think. that I looks.any
ways like apimmodeft parfon—to be fure I have a gay air, .
and I can’t help it, and Iloves to appear a little genteel-
-ifh, thatls what Idoy . . S

Clar. Jenny, take away this book.

Fen. Heaven preferve me, Madam, you are crying.. .

Clar. O my dear Jenny! _ . _ .

Fen. My dear miftrefs, what’s the matter ?

Clar. 1 am undone. o : )

Fen. No, Madam ; no, Lord forbid ! ‘

Clar. 1 amh indeed—1 have been rafh enough.to difco-
vex my weakoefs for a man, who treats me with contempt,

Fen. Is Mr. Lionel ungrateful, then?

Clar. 1 have loft his efteem for ever, Jenny. Since
laft night, that I fatally confefs’d what I fhould have
kept a fecret from all the world, he has fcarce conde-
f.ended to caft a look at me, nor given me an anfwer
when I fpoke to him, but with' coldnefs and referve.

Fen. Then he isa nafty, barbarous, unhuman brute.

Clar. Hold, Jenny, hold ; it is all my fault.

Fen. Your fault madam! I with I was to hear {uch a
word come out of his mouth : if he was a minifter to-
morrow, and to fay fuch a thing from his pulpit, and I
by, 1’d tell him it was falfe upon the fpot.

Clar. Somebody’s at the door; fee who it is.

Fen. You in fault indeed—that I know to be the moft
virtuoufeft, niceft, moft delicateft ~eme

Clar. How now ¢

. o | Fene



Fen. Madam, its a meffage from Mr. Lionel. If you
are alone, and at leifure, he would be glad to wait upon. .
ou: I'll tell him, Madam, that you.are bufy. — °
Clar. Where is he, Jenny? . . .
Fen. In the ftudy the man fays. . .
Clar. Then go to him, and tell him I fhould be glad.
to fee him: but do not bring him up immediately, be-
cawfe I will ftand in the balcony a few. minutes for a little
a‘fm . PEEL : *
Fen. Do o, dear madam, for your eyes are as red as

- ferrets, you are ready to faint too; mercy on us, for

what do you grieve:and vex. yourfelf-=—=if I wag as you==
Clar, Ob!. D . S

. 1 . i o
Why wiith fighs my heart.is fwelling,
Why awith tears my eyes Cerfow 3
A me not, bis paft the telling,.- -
Mute involuntary woe,

Who to winds and avaves.a firanger,
Ventrous tempts the inconfant. feas,
In.each billow fancies danger,,
Sbrinks ab every.rifiug breexes

SCENE vuL, ~ - .
Sir Joun FLOWERDALE, JENKINS,

.§ir Fobn. So then, the myftery. is dilcovered :—but is -
it poffible that my daughter’s refufal of Colonel Oldboy’s.
fon' fhould proceed from a clandeftine engagement, and
thar engagement with Lionel? - - ’ ,

.Jeask. My niece, Sir, is in her young Lady’s fecrets,
and Lord knows fhe had little defign to betray thém ; but
having remarked fome odd expreffions of hers yefterday,
when (he came down to me this morning with the letter, °

I queftioned her ; and, in fhort, drew the whole affair .

ont ; upon which I feigned a recollection ~f” fome bufi-

nefswith you, and defired her to cary the letter to Cole

oncl Oldboy’s herfelf, while I came up hither, s ‘
- 8Sin
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Sir Jobn. And they are mutually promifed to each.
other, and that promife was-exchanged .yefterday ?

Fenk. Yes, Sir; and it is my duty to tell you ; elfe’I:
would rather die than be the means-of : wouading: the
heart of. my dear young lady 5- forif there:is one upog
earth of truly nobl¢-and deélicate fentiments——

“Sir Fobn. 1:thought fo once, Jenkins.. o

Few. And-think fo fhll: O good,. Sir John, .now-. .
is the time for you. to exert that charalter-of worth and:
gentlenefs which the world fo defervedly has given you.
You have indeed caufe to be offended ; bus vondider, Sir,.
your daughter is -young, - beaatiful, -and- .amiable ; the«
{)oor youth. unexperienced, fenfible, and at.a time of

ife when fuch temptations are hard to be refifted : their
;_:pportunities were many, their caft of thinking the
AMme,——— i -

Sir Fobn.. Jenkins, I.can allow for. all thefe things;.
but the young hypocrites, there’s the thing, Jenkins;.
sheir hypocrily, their hypocrify wounds me.

Fen. Call 'u,by a genitlér name; Sir, modefty on her
part, apprehenfiun on his.. - .

Sir Fobr. Then what opportunity havethey had ? They-
never were together but when my. fifter. or: myfelf made-
one of the company ;. befides, .Lhad fofirm a reliance on.
Lionel’s honour and gratitude, mem—m

Fenk. Sir, I can® never think that mastre ftamp’d that
gracious countenance. of his, to mafk z-corrupt heart.

Sir Fobn. How ! atthe very time that he was con{cious-
of .being himfelf the caufe of it, did he not fhew more-
concern at this affair than 1 did ! Nay, don’t 1 tell you.
tha- latt night,. of his own accord, he offered to be .av
mediator in the affair, and defired my leave to fpeak to -
my. daughter 2 1 thought myfelf -obliged .to him, cone-
- fepted'; and,.in confequence of  his aflurance of fuccefs, .
wrote that letter 10 Colonel Oldboy, to defite the family.
would come here again to-day.

Fenk. Sir,, us we were ftanding in the ‘next.room, Iy
heard a meflage delivered from Mr. Licnel; defiring!
leave to wait upon your daughter; 1 dare fwear they wilk
be here prefently ; fuppofc we were to flep ipso. thats
clofet, and overhear their converfation.? : J

Sir

— s e -
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Sir Jobk. What, Jenkins, after having lived.fo-many .
years in confidence with my child, fhall I become an
eves-drapper. to detet, her ? B .

Fenk, 1t is neceffary at prefent.—Come- in,. my dear
matter, let us only ¢onfider that wewere once young like
- titem ; fubje& to the fame paffions, the fame indifcre--,
tions ; and it is the duty of every man to patdon errors -

\

incident to his kind. ° . o I

«
3

When love gets into a youthful brain,

Jufirudtion is fruitlefs, and caution vaing - "

Prudence may.cry do fo 5 :

But, if Love fays No ;.

Poor Prudence may go, .

Hlith ber preaching, , \
And teaching,

- To Fericko..

Dear Sir, in old age,,

*Tis:not bard 1o be fage,,

And tis eafy to point the W3 T

But do or fay, 4

Hehat, we. may, , ,
Love and youth will bave their daye:

"SCENE IX.
,Crarissa, Lioner.

Clar, Sir, you defired to fpeak to me ; I need not tell’
you the prefent fituation of my heart ;. itis full. What-
ever ¥‘9u have to fay, I beg you will explaib. yourfelf’;
apd, 1f poffible, rid me of the anxiety under which I
have laboured. for fome hours. oo '

Lion. Madam, your anxiety cannot be greater than,
mine ; | come, ideed, to fpeak to.you ; and yet, I know..
not how, I come to advife you, fhall I fay asa friend?
yesy as a friend to youn glary, your felidity ; dearer to~
me than my life, - o .

. Clar.. Go on, Sir.. ’ T

Lion. Sir John Flowerdale, Madam, is fuch a father’
.35 few are blefled with ; his care, his prudence has'j:{:;

: wded.
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vided for you-a match-—Your refufal renders.him. ine
confolable, Liften to.no fuggeftions that would pervert
{:u from your duty, but make the worthieft of men.
%py. by fubmitting to his will.
tar. How, Sir, after what paffed between us yefler~
day. evening, can you advife me to marry. Mr.. Jeflimy 2.

“Lion. 1weuld advife you:to.matry any. one,. Madam,,
rather than a villain.. R

Clar, A villain, Sir..

Lion.. 1 fhould be the.-worft of villains, Madam,. was k
to talk to you in any other ftrain-: Nay, am I not a vil-
lain, at once treacherous and ungrateful ? Received inte
this houfe as an. afylum :: what have I.done! Betrayed
the confidence of the friend that.trufted me.; endeavoured.
to facrifica bis peace,, and- the homour of. his family, to
my own unwarrantable defires..

Clar. Say no more,. Sir ;- fay no more ; I.fee my er--
sor too late ; I'have parted from. the rules prefcribed -to.
o fex : 1 have miftaken indecorom for a Jaudable fine
cerity 5, and it is juft'T fhould mees witlr. the treatment:
my imprudence deferves..

Lion. *Tis 1, and only I, ‘am to blame ; white'I took.
advantage of the.father’s fecurity, I pradlifed- upon the-
tendernefs and ingenuity of the daughter ; my own ima-
gination gone aftray, {ar,tful]y_,lahoq.rod lo'lead yours-
after it : but here, Madam, 1 give you back thofe vows.
which 1 infidioufly extorted from: you ; keep.them for.
fome happier man, who may receive them without:
wounding his.honour, or his peace,.

" Clar.. For Heaven’s fake !

" Lion,. Why-do you weep

* Clar, Don’t fpeak to mes.

- Lion. Ol -my. Clariff; my heart is broke;. I am.
hateful to myfelf for loving you ;—~yet, before I leave -
ou for ever, I'will once more touch that lovely hand—.
mdulge my fondnefs with a laft look——prdy for your
health and profperity..-

Clar.. Can.you forfake . me >—Have I'then given my’
affections to a.man who rejeéts and difregards them 21—
Let.me throw.myfelf at my father’s feet ; He is generous
and compaffionate ;—~He knows your worthe— .

, . . v
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Lion, Mention it not ; were you flript of fortune, re-
duced to the meaneft ftation, and I monarch »o? the
globe, 1 fhould glory in raifing you to univerfal empire-;

ut as it is-

Clar. Yet hear me =

Lion, Farewel, farewel!

O dry thofe tears ! like melted ore,
Faft dropping on my beart they fall :

Think, think no more of me ; no more
The mem’ry of paft feenes recall,

On & wild fea of paffion tofi'd,
1 fplit upon the fatal foelf;
Friendfbip aud love at once are loff,
And woxv -1 wifb te lofe myfelfe

SCENE X.

€Crakissa, Jenny, then Sir Joun FLOWERDALE asd
Jenxins, and afierqvards Lionzu.

Fenny, O Madam ! I have betray’d you. I have gone
-and faid fomething I fhould not have faid to my uncle

Jeokins ; and, as fure as day, he has gone and told it all
o Sir John.

Clar. My father !

Sir Jobs. Go, Jenkins; and defire that young gentle-
man to come back—ftay where you are=~But what have
I done to you my child # How have I deferv’d that you
‘fhould treat me like an enemy ? Has there been any un-

-defigned riﬁour in my condu,é{, or terror in my looks 2

Clar. Oh Sir! ) :

Fenk. Here is Mr. Lionel.

Sir Joba. Come in—~When I tell you that I am in-
ftru@ted in all your proceedings, and that I have been
ear-witnefs to your converfation in this place ; you will,

Jerhaps, imagine what my thoughts are of you, and the
meafures which juftice prefcribes me to follow.

Lion. Sir, I have nothing to fay in my own defence ;
I ftand before you, felf-conviQed, felf-condemn’d, mldl

_ fba
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“fhall fubmit without murmuring o the fentence of my
‘judge. ' . | o

Sir Fobn. As for you, Clariffa, fince your earlieft -
fancy, you have known no parent but me ; I have been

to you, at once, both father-and mother; and, thatI

might the better fulfill thofe united duties, tho’ Fefra
wigower in the prime of my days, I would never enter
into a fecond marriage—1I loved 'you for your likenefs to

your dear mother ; but thatmother never deceiv’d me— .

and there the likenefs fails—you have repaid my affe@ion
with diffimulation—Clariffa you fhould have trufted me.
- Feuny. O my dear, fweet Lady.
Sir Jobn. As for you, Mr. Lionel, what terms can I
find ftrong enough to paint the gxcefs of my friendhip !
=1 loved, 1 efteemed, I honoured your father: he was

a brave, a generous, and a fincere man ; I thought you
inherited his good qualities—you were left an orphan, I

.adopted you, put you upon the footing of my own fon;
eduzatcdyyou l};ke { genseman; arnd geﬁgne:dy you fora
profeffion, to which, I thought, your virtyes would have
" been ah ornament. . - o
Fen. Dear me, dear me, .
Fent. Hold your tongue.

L4

Sir Fobn. What return you have made me, -you feem -

. to be acquainted with yourfelf ; and, therefore, I fll

- not repeat it—Yet, remember, as an aggravation of fyour
guilt, that the laft mark of my bounty was conferr’d
upon you in the very inftant, when you were undermin-

" ing my defigns. Now, Sir, I have but one thing more
to fay to you—Take my daughter : was fhe woith a mil-
lion, fhe is at your fervice.

Lion. To me Sir l—your daughter—do you give her
to me ?—Without fortune—without friends ! — without«=

Sir Fobn. You have them all in your heart:; him whom
virtue raifes, fortune cannot abafe. .

Clar. O, Sir, let me on my knees kifs that dear hand
~——acknowledge my error, and uintreat forgivenefs and
blefling.

Sir Fobn, You have not erred, my dear daughter; you
have diftinguifl'd. It is I fhould afk pardon, for this
little trial ot you; for 1 am happier in the fon-in-law
you have given me, than if you had married-a princez-.—-

. o 100
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Lion. My patron—my friend—my father—I would
fain fay fomething ; but, a8 your goodnefs exceeds all
‘bounds —— o '

Sir Fobn. 1 think I hear a.coach drive’into the court ;
it is .Colonel Oldboy’s family ; T will go and receive
them. Dor’t make youifelf uneafy at this; we muft
-endeavour to pacify them as well as we can. My dear
Lionel, if I have made you happy, you have made me
{o; Heaven blefs you, my children, and make you.deferv-
dng of one another, :

SCENE XL
-Crar1ssa, Lioner, Jennv,

“Fen. O dear, Madam, upon my knees, I humb]

our forgivenefs—Dear Mf.oLioncl, forgive me—’i'l:!ciﬁ
not defign to difcover it, indeed—and you won’t turn
me off, g{adam, will you? -I'll ferve you for nothing.

Clar: Get'yp, my good Jenny ; I freely forgive you
if there is any thing to ‘be forgiven. I know you love
'me; and, I am fure here is -one who will join with me
in rewarding your fervices. 4

Fen. Well, if 1 did not know, as fure .as could be,
“that fome good would happen, by my left eye itching

this morning.

- “Lion, O blif unexpéicted ! my joys-overposr me!
My love, my Clarifja, wbat awords foall 1 find!
"Remorfe, defperation, no longer devour me——m—

Ha blsf’d us, and peacs is reflor’d to my mind,

“Clar. He blefi’d us! O rapture! Like one I recover _
Whom death had appai’d without bope, aithout aid; .

A moment depriv’d me of father and lover ;
A suomunt reflores, and my pangs are repaid.

G . ‘Lion,
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Lion. Forfaken, abandoned,

 Clat. ——ee—e——What folly ! avhat blindnefi !
Liou. #e fortune accus’d ; .
* Clar. e and the fates Vhat decred :

A. 2. But pain was inflifled by Heaven, out of kinduefs,
To heighten the joys that were doom'd to fuccéeds
Our day was dercafl :
But brighter the fcene is,
Tbhe oy more firene is,

And fofter the calm for the burricane paf,
SCENE XII
Lady Mary OLDBOY feaning o & Servant,’ Mr, Jessamy

Jeading ber ; JENNY ; and afteravards Sir Joun FLowsr-
DALE awith Colonel OLDBOY,

Lady M. *Tis'all in vain, my dear ;—fet mé down any
where ; I can't go a ftep further——1 knew, when Mr.
‘Oldboy infifted upon my coming, that I fhould be feized
with 2 meagrim by the way ; and it’s ‘well' I did not die
‘in the coach, .

_ Mr. Tef. But, prythee, why will you let yoirfelfbe
affeted with fuch trifies—Nothing more common than
‘for young women of fafhion to go off with low fellows.

Lady M, Only feel, my dear, how I trémble ! Nota
nelrﬁ but what is in agitation ; and my blood suns cold,
cold!

Mr, Fef. Well, but, Lady Mary, don’t let us expofe
oarfelves to thofe people ; I fee there i§ 'dnot one of the
rafcals about us, that has not 2 grin'upon his countenance.

Lady M. Expofe ourfelves! my. dear? Your father
will be as ridiculous as Hudibras, or Don Quixote. -

Mr. F¢f: Yes, he will be very ridiculous indeed.

Sir Fobn. 1 give you my word, my good friend, and
neiglibour, the joy I feel upon this occafion, is greatly
allayed by the difappointment of an alliance with your fa-
mily ; but I have explained to you how things have hap-
pened——You fee my fituation ; and, as you are kind
enough to confider it yourfelf, I hope you will excufe it

" to your fon,
Ledg
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Lady M. Sir John Flowderdale, how do you do ? You,
fte-we have obey’d your fummons; and I have the plea-
fure to aflure you, that my fon yielded to my intreaties
with very litde difagreement : in fhort, if I may fpeak
metaphorically, he is content to ftand candidate again,’
notwithftanding his late repulfe, when he hopes for an
unanimous election, _ ‘

. Col. Well, but, my Lady, you may fave your rheto-
sic ; for the borough is difpofed of to a worthier member.
" Mpr. Jef.. What do you fay, Sir ?

SCENE XIIL

8ize Joian FLowERDALE, Lady Mary Ornsovy, Mr.
" Jessamy, C€olonel OrLpBoy, LioNeL, CLARISSA,
ENNY. -

Sir Jobn. Here are my fon and daughter.

Lady M. 1s this pretty, Sir John ?

Sir Fobn. Believe me, Madam, it is not for wantof a
juft fenfe of Mr. Jeffamy’s merit, that this aftair has gone
off on any fide : but the heart is a delicate thing; and
after it has once felt, if the objeét is meritorious, the im-
preffion is not eafily effac’d ; it would therefore have been
an injury to him, to have given him in appearance what
another in reality poffefled.

Mr. F¢f. Upon my honour, upon my foul, Sir John,
I am not in the leaft offended at this contre temps—Pray
Lady Mary, fay no more about it.

Col. Tol, lol, lol, lol.

Sir Fobn. But, my dear Colonel, I am afraid, after
all, this affair is taken amifs by you ; yes, I fee you are
_angry-rgln your fon’s account ; but let me repeat it, I have
a very high opinion of his merit. .

Col, Ay! that’s more than I have. Taken amifs! I
don’t take any thing amifs ; I never was in better fpirits,
or more pleafed in my life.

Sir Jobn. Come, you are uneafy at fomething, Colonel.
.- Col. Me! Gad I'am not uneafy—Are you a juftice of
peace ? Then \iﬁ?u could give me a warrant, cou’dn’t
you? You mulit’ know, Sir John, a little accident has

. Gz ' hap-
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happen’d in my family fince I faw you laft, you and L
may fhake hands—Daughters, Sir, daughters!” Your’s.
has fnapt at a young fellow without your approbation ;.
and how do you think mine has ferv’d me this morning?’
—only run away with the fcoundrel I brought to dinner.
here yeftenia{.

Sir Fobn. I am exceflively concerned.

Col.” Now. I’m not a bit concern’d —~No, damn me, 1
am glad' it has happened ; yet, thus far, I’lf.confefs, T
fhould be forry that either of them would come in my
way, becaufe a man’s temper may fometimes get the:
better of him, and Lbelieve I.fhould be.tempted to break.
her neck, and blow his brains out.

Clar. But pray, Sir, explain this affair.

" Col. I canexplain it no farther—Dy, my daughter Dy;
Bas rumr away from us. :

SCENE XIWV

Sir Jonx FLowerDALE, Colonel OLDBOY,, Lady. MarY.
Owvosoy, Mr. Jessamy, CLarissa, Lioner, Jenny,
Diana, HarMan, JENKINS, ,

Dian. No, my dear papa, I am not run away ; and,.
upon my knees, I intreat your pardon for the folly E
have committed ; but, let let it be fome alleviation, that
duty, and affection, were too ftrong to fuffer me to carry
it to extremity : and, if you knew the agony I have
been in, fince I faw you lait

Lady M. How’s this ?

Har. Sir, I reftore your daughter to you; whofe fault,
as far as it goes, I muft alfo tuke upon myfelf ; we have
been known to each other for fome time ; as Lady Rich-
ly, your fitter, in London, can acquaint you

Col. Dy, come here ——Now, you rafcal where’s your
fword ; it you are a gentleman you fhall fight me; if
you are a icrub, I’ll horfe-whip you—Dtaw, Sirrah—
Shut the door there, don’t let him efcape.

Har. Sir, don’timagine I want to efcape; I am ex-
tremely forry for what has happened, but am ready to
give you any fatisfaction you think proper. : G

L]
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Co/. Follow me into the garden then—Zounds! 1
Rave no fword about me—Sir iohn Flowerdale—lend us
a cafe of piftols,. or. a couple of guns; and, come and
fee fair play..

Clar. My dear papa !

Dian. Sir_John Flowerdale<O my indiftretion—we’
came here,. Sir, to beg your mediation in our favour.

Lady M.. Mr..Oldboy, if you attempt to fight I fhall
expire, )

. Sir Jobn, Pray, Colonel, let me fpeak a- word to you.
10 private.. .

Col. Slugs and a faw-pit

Mr. 5. Wb!, Mifs Dy, you are-a perfeQ.heroine for
a romance—And, pray who is this courteous knight ?

Lady M. O Sir, you that Lthought fuch a pretty be-
hav’d gentleman ! . L

My, Feff. What bufinefs are you of. friend >

Har.. My chief trade, Sir, is plain dealing; and,, as-
that is a commeodity you have no reafon to be very fond .
of, I would'not advife you to purchafe any of it by im-.
pertinence ;

Co/. And is this what you would advife me.to ?

Sir Fobn. It is, indeed, my dear old friend ; as things.
are fituated, there is in my opinion, no other rrudent;
method of proceeding ; and it is the method I would adopt:
myfelf, was I in your cafe.

Col. Why, Lbelieve you are in. the right of itwfay
what you will for me then.

Sir Jobn. Well! young people, I have been,able to ufe-
a few arguments, which have foftned my neighbour here ;
and in fome meafure pacified his refentment. . I find, Sir,
you are a gentleman by your connetions &

Har, Sir; till it is found that my. chara&ter and family
will bear the ftricteft fcrutiny, I defire no favour—And-
for fortune— »

Col. Oh ! Rot your fortune, I don’t mind that—Ikgow
you are a gentleman, or Dick Rantum would not have re-
commended you.. And fo, Dy,. kifsand friends.

Myr. Fef. &Vhat, -Sir, have you no more to fay to the
man who has ufed you fo ill ?

Col. Us’d me ill !'—That’s as I take it—he has done a.
mettled thing; and, perhaps, I like him the better for it;.

‘ : i iLs
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it’s long before you would have fpirit enough to run away .
with a wench— Harman give me your hand ; let’s hear na -
more of this now— Sir John Flowerdale, what fay you 2
fhall we fpend the day together, and dedicate. it to.lover
and harmony ?
* Sir Fobn. With all my heart.

Col, Then take off my great coat. .

Lion., Come then, all ye focial pow’rs, .
Shed your infiuence d'er usy- .
Crown awith blifs the prefent bours,. .
And lighten thefe befure us.
May the jufl, the gen’rous kind,
Still fee that you regard 'em ;
And Litnels for -ever find, -
Clariffa; to reniard *em,

Clar. ' Lowe, thy godhead I adore,. .
' Source of facred paffion 5
But avill never bow -before
Thofs idolsy awealth, or fafbion.
May, like me, each maiden wife,
" From the fop defind ber ;
Learning, [enfe, and wirtae prize,
* And feorn.tbe vain pretender.

Har, Wby the plague foould men be fud,
While in time ave moulder #
Grave, or gay, or wex’dy or glad,.
We +2'ry day grow older.
Bring the flafk, the mufic bring,
Foy awill quickly find us 5
Drink, and laugh, and dance, and fing,
And caft our cares bebind us.

Dian.. How jball L efcape—io naught

On filial laws to ){ar;’;(':g 3 ’

A% Sen: curtfey, own my fuulty
And plead papa’s example.

Parents *tis a bint to you,

. Ghildren oft are foamelefs 3

Oft.1ranfgrefi—1tbe things 100 1rutems
But are you alavays blamelefs ?

‘ . One




'"A*COMIC OPERA, - . - .6y

One word more before ae go ;
Girls and baoys bave patience ;
You to friends muft fometbing owe,
. As aell as to relations,
Thefe 'kind gentlemen addryefimm
What tho’ we forgave ’em
= 8till they mupt be loft, unlefi
* Xou lend a band o fave *em,

“Enp or THE OPERA,



A TABLE df the SONGS, with'the Names of
the feveral Compofers.

N. B. Thofe marked thus ¥¥, are new, both words and
_mufic.: but thofe marked thus *, are only new fet.

A New Qverture by ‘Mr. Dispin.

ACT I
a Ah how delightful the morning =~ === - Duet,
%2 To rob them of ftrength — Mr. Dibdia
#3 To tell yowthe truth - — Dibdin
- 4 Zounds, Sir! .then I'll tell you —— ‘Dibdin
§ When a man of fathion condefcends - Dibdin
*6 I'm but a poor fervant — Dibdin
2 You afk me in vain —— Dibdin
8 Ah! pr'thee fpare me — “Galluppi
“##%9 Ye gloomy thoughts — , Dibdin
Quintetto w— Dibdia
ACT IL
1 Talk not'to-me L Vente
2 Indeed, forfooth, a pretty youth L Scolani
3 How curfedly vext e D. Ame
4 Come then, pining, peevifh lover L Ciampi
s To fear a ftranger o Dibdin
*#¥6 Ladies, pray admire a figure s Dibdin
#%7 Poor panting heart S— Dibdin

8 In Italy, Germany, France have I been Dibdin

##9 We all fay the man — Dibdin
0 Go, and, on my truth relying e Vento
Quintetto — Dibdin
ACT IIL
#%; How eanyou, inhuman ! — Dibdin
“2 1 wonder, I'm fure, — Dibdin
493 Hift, feft; let’s hear how matters go* Dibdin
#%,4 A rafcal, a huffey — Dibdin
s ‘Why with.fighs my heart is fwelling Ciampi
#6 O blifs.unexpedted Dibdin

Chorus —— “emamm—" Dibdia
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