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A l. ... ~. , which your Lady
I fil,jp, a hranger in our nation, IS daily entertain'd, 
you have not yet been made ·acquainted with the poetical 
Englifh li,berty, the right of dedication; which entitles us 
to a privilege of celebrating whatever, for its native excel
lence, is the jull: object of praife; and is an ancient char
ter, by which the Mufes 'have always a free accefs to the 
habi tation of the Graces. <1 

. Hence it is, that this comedy waits on your Ladylhip, 
and prefqmes to welcome you amongfi us; though indeed, 
Madam, we are furprifed to fee you bring with you, 
what we thought was ~f our own growth only, an agree
ab~ beauty: .{lay, we mull: afI'ure you, that we cannot. 
give up fo dear .an article of our glory, bnt affert it by 
our. right in you: for, if it is a maxim founded 011 the 

• nobleil; human law, that of hofpitality, that every foil is 
a brave man's country, England has a very jull: pretence 
of claiming, as a.native, a daughter of Mr Scravenmore • 

. But your Ladylhip is not 9nly endeared to us by the 
great fe~vices of your father, but alfo by the kind offices 
o( your hufband, whofe frank carriage falls in with our 
genius, whic}! is free, open, and unreferved. In this the 
generofity of your tempers makes you both excel in fo pe
culiar a manner, that your good actions are their own re
w~; nor can they be returned with ingratitude, for none 
cirN:orget the benefits you c nfer fo foon as you do your. 
felves. , • ' 

But ye have a more indifplltabJe title to a dramatic per
than all thefe advantages; for you are your

in a deg ner'tt Jow age, the noblell: characters 
that fine pallio that fllpports the ll:age has infpired: 
. az ~d 

• 
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and as you have praCtiCed as generous a fidelity as tbe fan
cies of poets have ever drawn in their expecti lovers, 
fo may you enjoy liave 
bell:owed on their ".ile<l 
happy fecurity, 
envy, as your 

r~ur Ladyfhip' J 

Mofi dev~ted 

RICHARD STEEL}!p 

• 

P It E FA C'E. 
( 



~"nn,n111rPrf with ' 
rre, who is 

high qu'ality.: 
ity of expref
to be pleafed 
hich delicate 

:Or they would 
f t ey u ered them[eh,cs 

to be diverted with nothing but what could bear their 
judgment. 

That elegant and illalhious perron will, I hope, pardon 
my grati ude to the town, which obliges me to report fo 
fubfl:antial a m[on for tIleir approbation of this play, a~ 
that he .permitted it: out I know n~ in what words to 
thank my fellow Coldiers for their warmth and zeal in ·my 
behalf, nor to what to attribute their undefen 'ed fa"our, 
except it be, tl}l\t 'tis abitual to them to run to the Cue-

- cou r of thofe tIley fec 1n danger.--
. The fubjeCl of lhi Duma, 'tis hoped, "j.J} be accep-. 
table to all lovers -of mankind, Lince ridiC(lle is partly le-

~ velled at a.fet of people, who lire in impatient hop\;, 
• fee us out of' ili~ world, a flock of ravens that attend this 

numerous city for their carcares. But, indeed, 'tis not 
if! the power of y pen to (peak them better than they do 
tbemfelves : as for example, on a door, I jull now pilled 
by, a great arrill thus ioforms ' us of hiS' cures upon the 
dad. -

'·V. -T¥. Known a'ld dpproved for bi! art if embalJlling, 
having pre;erved tbe corp, of a gentle'Woman, fzu~et alld 
ell}irt', thirteen yearr, 'Without cl1lbMIJ~lIi1Jg; a7ld h(u 1'('

due II the hodies offtfJl!ral t crJonr 0/ quality to jtueet7lejf, in 
Flandcr, a·lld 1.re/ d, after lIil1e '7,~ 'Zth.I putrifaBion in 
the and fbt'y 'Were /wO'W1J by their fi'i~1Jdl in Eng-

No 11JaJ1 puformeth the like. • 

• • 
ull: needs be ll:raogely in Jove with this life, who 

touched with tIus kind invitation to be pick1e~; and 
• A the 
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the noble operator mnfl: be all wed a very uft:ful . perf~n for 
bringing old friepds together; ., nor would it be unworthy 
his labour, to give' us 
.converfation that 
as he mentions. 

But to be 
downright faer, 
'twere ,pollible to 
Not, at the lame 
th"n {atire, I to 
is certainly .,_,._ .. __ .} 
ers fhould be in earnelt, and the , worthy 0f our 
f01:row: bm this purpofe is fo far from being ferved, that 
it is uttedy del1royed by the manner of proceeding among 
'\1S, where ,the" obfequies, which are due only to the bell: 
and highefl: of human race (to admonifh their fh0rt furvi
vors, that ·neithc.r wit, nor valour, nor wifdom, nor glory. 
can fufpend our fat~) are profl:ituted, ,and beil:owed up.on 
fuch, as have nothing in common with men, but their mor 
taJity ... , • 

But the dead man is not to pafse. off {o r.afily, for his 
lail: thoughts are alfo to {uffer dilfection; and it·feems, 
t~leTe is no :irt to be learned to fpeak. our own fenfe in 
otJlcr men's words; and a man in a gowo, that ncv,er faw 

• 4is face, !hall tell you immediately, the dcugn of the de
ceafed, better than all his ola acq llaintance; whi('11 is fo 8 

~perfeer an l-ocu, P OCUJ, that without you can repeat fuell 
, and fach. words, you cannot convey what A in ,your hands .. 

into anothe! '5. But far be it from , any man's thought, to 
fay,there ill'C not men of il:rier integrity of the long robe~ 
tho ugh it is not every body:s good l~~tune to meet wirh 
ili~. -. , 

Ho vc.t'er, the daily legal vnIanies · \v{ fce ~ommitted, 
wi!l aliD be efreemed thin~s proper. to be profe.c)lted Iv 
faort!; nor coul,d our enfulDg=-lcglilatlYes cio thelr ~oun
try a more fe~fonable office, .than to .Jook into the diil:i'cf
fes of an unhappy people .. who groan, p~haps, in as much 
rni[ery under entangled, as they could do ,under broken 
laws: nor could there ' be a re-ward high enougli affigned 
for ,a great genius, if [uch may be llnd,<who has '-"I"''-tl v: 

fu1Fcrentl to gHtllcc' through the faJ[e 'colours that are p 
U,FOJr,,uSf anrl: propofe. to the Engli{h world, a method 

o ~aki 

·' 
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making jufiice flow in an 
fo ,clear a mind in beiDi, 
tha ~C IJ • • . 

tha ' 

uninterrupted fiream . There is 
whom we w'U name in word~ 

. - ld of him, 'Tis he 

his poor play, are 
,erful thall thefe, 
is any th ing that 

argues a . man, who lafhes al fo r Lady Brump
ton ; we may hope, there win De feen a1fo a devoted hcarr,. 
that elleems all for Lady Sharlot.-

• 

• 
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.dfair, ~ 
J carl', . 

Alld if Jkill 0/ carpen-tl'r, mt f>laJ~r" 
Old Shake(peare' J dap could II?t thul f Iff ndt'a1lf(; 
But <what' J' hif buflin to our It/dder dallce ?" 
In the mid rl'gioll a )ilk youth to fland, 
T-frith that un<wieldy mgim: at command! 
Gorg'd <with intl'lI,perate 17I1'oiJ ~1Jhi!e here you fit, 
Well may you take afli'llitY.for <ivi! : tI 

Fie, let r.tPllfu)ioli on fitch dull/if! } 'ize ; 
Blryb )'o~'r(! fo pletlJ'dJ aJ <we thM. fo ~ve plenft· 
But <wI', fliN kind to Y0:l,. ill:'crtrd J~lIft, 
Do mofi unnatural tl:ingl oriel' more difpenft.· 
For fine/! )'ou're flill prcpofi'rou! hi d light, ) . 
Ollr Attthor made, a filii hOllft tli illl.'it/', (' 

_ A Funt:ral COlludy to-nigbt. . ) 
Nor dot:! be foal' tbat )'1' 'Wi/I take tl,1' hillt, 
And let. the Frlr" raf hiJ 0'1.1.111 be 111eont; 
N o "in Old Englantl nothing Cfllt be '1.UOll 
Witbout a faBiofl , good or ill be d~lIc ; 
To O'l1.in tbir (JIll' frank Author d71'J 'lot fiar; 
But hopf! for a prevnilhzg pal·ty here: 
He kno'1.UJ h' 01··nIl11l' roul frimdl, na)" kllO'v,/J. thill jlgrJJ 

it, 
.R1J1d for the flllow-jold;er [ave the ;~rt .. 

, 
", 
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CAMPLEY. 

CAll>INET • . 

1 BURST' into laughter. I ' can't bear to fee writ overt 
an undertaker's door, Drelfes for the dead, and nee 

-celfaries for funerals! Ra, ha, ha! ' 
. Sab. Well, gentlemen, 'tis very well; I know YOIl 

-are of the laughers, the wits that ta e the liberty to de-
ride'aIl things that are ma.gnificent an fglemn. . 

Cab. Nay, but, after all, I can't but admire Sable' 
Dice difcerning on th~ fuperfluous cares of mankind, that 
could lead them tE> the thought of railing- an efiate by 
providing horfes, equil'.age, and fUlmiture, for thofe thas:; 
DO longer .need.·'enr •. - '. 

Cam. But is it not ll:rangely contradictory, th;\t men 
~ can come to fo op~ n, fo apparent an hypocrify, as, in the. 

filce of all the world, to hire profclfed mourners, to , 
grieve, l",mcnt, -and follow, il)- their fread, . the neare!} 
relations, and fuborn others to do by art, what they 
themfelves (honld be prompted to by natbre • 
• S(lb. That's reafonably enough faid, but they' regard 

themfelves only in aU tlley aCt; for th'e deceas'd, and 
the poor dead, are delivered to my cufrody, to be tm
b;t!m'd, flalh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them 
honour, but to fatisfy the vanity..or ime(efr oj meir fur •. 
'fivors. 

Cum. This feHbw's' every wayan undertaker! Ht)w 
'Well and luckily he talks! his prating fo aptly has, mt'

·thinks, fomething mo;e ridiculous in it,. than if he were; 
~bfurd! · • • • f 4jide tf) Cab 

Cab: But, as Mr'Campley fays, How could you drea\tr. 
making a fOrt\Ule. frOlu fo chimerical a. foundation, a:r 

• the.. 
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~ <:. d • he provifion of things wb lIy needlefs 
C3,Qt? .I 

·Sah. Alas, 
,hI! fun is . 
-chare things 
our intrinfic real 
magination ~nly, 
made about. 
beads and 

Cam. Ay, 
promote ou.r joy, are 
our minds pleafure ihd action. 

Att r.. 
and infignifi-

Sah. You are extremely mifl:aken, Sir; for one would_ 
e er, to <;.onf:der thak after ·all our GHt{;ri s againft 
-iorerefred men, there a·re few; v~ry few in the whore 

worM, that live to- themfelves, but facrw.ce their bofom 
blifs to enjoy-a vain {how and appearancc{)f pfofperity in' 
the eyes' ~f others; and there 'is often nothing n}ore in·· 
wanj.ly dillrefs'd , (tail a young bride in her gliueri\lg re
tinue, or deeply joyful, than a yOl~g widow if; ncr weeq 
and black train; of both which the \ady of this houfe m y
be an infl:ance, for {he has been the one,! and is, I'll be 
{worn, tbe other. 

Cab. You talk, Mr Sable, mo(\: learnedly! 
flab. r have the de<!pefllearning, Sir, experience ': re-

member your widow couGo that married lall: month. 
Cllb. Ay, hilt how cou'd YOll imagine {he was in all 

that grief an hypocrite !- Could all th {hrieks, tbofc' 
fwoonings, that rifiog falling bofom"be confuain'd? YOII'l'e 
uncharitable, Sable, to believe it-What colour,. w!lat. 
r~afon had you for it ~ . 

Sah . Fir(\:, Sir, her carriage in her concerns with 111e, 
for I never yei could. meet with a. forro vful r liet, but 

as herf< [f enongh to make a bard bargain with me
~ 'Jet, 1 mull: confefs, they ba;re frequent i terruptions ~£ 

grief and farrow when they read my bill-bllt, as' fo~ 
her, nothing, {he refolv'd, that look'd right or joyous, 

I /houtd, after her la-Ie's- de~t1i, approach her. All he 
fervants' that were not coal black mull: turn out ; a fili 

omplexion made bel' eyes and art J\ke, nie'd none 
but downright 'et; and, to exceed all example, (he bir'd 

1. mOllrniog furoitLlre by the yeat, and, in. c [c of mf.1 
, , mortalitv.r 

(. J 
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ryortality, ty'd my fon to the fame article; fo in fix weeks 
. time roUl ' ay ith a y<>uog fellow--Pr'ythee, PUOI on 

briikl ' . ' ne to have this wi. 
d . 's faid {he'd never • 

I confidence, ev'n 
arid the mutual l"ve. which 

his Lordfilip (who lOdee nOW been fo kind as to 
leave us) has .fo long, interrupted, to mention a thing of 
fuch a nature fo unfeafonably-- • ' 
. Sah. Unfeafonably! why, I tell you, 'tis the only fea
fon (granting her forrow unfeign'd:) When would YOll 

fpeak of pallion, but in the midfl: of pallions? there's a 
wha~ d'ye call, a crifis-the lUCKY minute that's fo ralk'd 
.of, is a moment between joy and gr~f, which you mull: 
take hold of, and pufil your fortune--- But get you iO', 
and you'll befl: read y~u,r fate in the reception Mrs Tattle
aid gives- you : an /he- fays, and all file does, nay', her 
very love and hatred, are mere repetition' of her Lady. 
fuip's paffions: I'll fay that for her, Ole'A a true lady'; 
woman, and ·is herfelf as much a fecond hand tiling, as 

• her clothes. 'But I mufl: beg your pardon, gentlemen.; 
~y people. are come 1'fee-" [Exeunt Cab. and.Camp. 

• Enter SAliL 'E'S Men. 

Where, in the name of goodnefs, have you all been! 
,Have you brought the faw-dufl: and tar for embalming? 
Have you tlie hangings and the fucpenny nails, and my 
Lord's coat of arms? 

/!.nter SERVANT'; 

!~"'. Yes, Sir, and had com~ fooner, but t went to 
the herald's for ltI coat for A1derrr •. ~ll Gathergreafe, that 
died lail' ni&bt- he has promifed to 'invent one againfl: to
morrow. ' 

Sa". A ~ ! pas tak~ 10me of our' cits; the firfl: thing 
after their death ·is to take care of their birth--Pox, 

t ~ bear a pair of fioc.kini,.s; he's the tir!~ of his fam' 
, • . I'L ~ _____ .• _ R 
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ly1hat ever wore one. 11, come 
mourners in this houfe, put on your 
by me that I iort yOllo' 
the difmal ; thm-
has a good 
wai of cot face 
~ol1 in a fright 
fuang-e mifery) 
PH fix you all mv.ICu:-
nny provocation': 
well.looking puppy! you 

" .. At!: T. 

pity you, take you 0 !Jfe man's fervice, 'and {hew 
you the plt:afnre of . v ng wages? Did not 1 glve -you 
ten, then fifteen, now twenty fuillings a-week, to be for •. 
Jowful! and the more I give you, J think..the g de~ 
you ace. 

I 

El1ter a Boy. 
"-

Boy. Sir, the Gravedigger 
,Fields would fpeak. with you •. 

of St TimothY's .. il1-th~'-

Sa". Let him come in. t . 

E,Jter GRAVEDIGGiR. 

G'raved. I carry"d home tp your houfe 'the lbrowd the 
• gentleman was bury'd)n ian night; I could not get hIS' 
ring off very ea£ily, therefore I brought yoti the-fieg~ ' 
'and all; and, Sir, the {exton gives his fernce to you, <U1tl· 
delires to Know whether yo~d have l)~ bornes remov'd 
()r not:. if not, he'll let 'em lie in their -graves a week 
longer. . ' 

Sa", G.ive him my fervice ; 1 can't tell readily: 'but our' 
I friend, tell· him, Dr Paffport-, with the powder, hilS pro

mifed me fix 'Or (even funerals this w/:'ck. 1 'n fend to our 
eountry farm at Kenfington Gravel-pits, and our city
llOufe in Vvarwick-Iane for news; you (hal) know time e
nough. Harkee, be fure there's care taken to give my 
'Lady Languilh's woman a fee to keep. 'aut that y'QUn~ fe\~ · 
low who came Iall from Oxford; be'l1 rein us all. 

q) , ) 

[Exi~ Gravedig., 

Enter Go.ODY Tus,H . . 
I wonder,. Goody Tralh, }'(lu 'could lIOt-he more puneA-

, 0 c tu:w 
o 
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. ,t ,ual; when I told you I wanted yOll, and your two 
.virgins to-night to (hnd in white 
. Gr' d s body, and you know 

~"{! her home from the man-
" -{hirth, to be buried like 

"~11, I have pu 
g of brick

t cook'maids ; 
. g ij)(! no bad 

nd YOll, Mr 
n Mr PefiJe's 

pay mt? J ltand 
bound for all the poifoD in t , murderer's {hop~ 
he ferves me jult as Dr ~ibus who promifcd to 
write a treatife agaioll: water-gruel, a damn'd healthy. {lop, 
that has done'I)1e more injury than all the fae ,lty : look 
you DO;.¥, .you ar all upon .the fneer .; let me have none but 
downright ll:upid cOllntc.:naoces-l've a good mind to turn -
you all off, - and take ' people out of ~le pJayhollfe ; .bl\t 
hang 'em, they 3{e as ignorant of their pans as YOll ate 
of yours; they never but when fhey fpeak ,; ,when the 

.chid indication of the mind is in the gdhll eJ ·or j ndeen, 
in cafe of farrow, in no gefl:ure .. ,except you )\:ere to aa: a. 
-widow, or fa --,Em yours, YOll dolts" b ~ IJ in dumh 
{how, cjomb !how.'; I ,me'ln (!X,I (fIivc .<;l0'luent thaw'; :l. 

" who can !,ee i,i.lch ap 'horridugly phiz as that fc:l low 's, and, 
not be. (hocl<-:d, offended, and J.iill d of all joy while he be- . 

,holds it ? but we r- uft not loitcr- Ye ftupid rogues, whom 
I ha\I.C pick'd out of the rubbifh bf mankind , and fed for 
your eminent worthleffne s, attend, and know that I Jj>eak 
y' u- this mom nt ll:iff and immutable to all fcnfe of noife, 
minh, or laoghter : [11 .Iku 1tIolithi at 'wz al they pafT 
1'j NfI/, to brillg 'em to a 'COI!flOllt COimtfl101lCe. ] So, the)' 
.are prc ty well-pr tty well-- . [EMunt, , 

Enter TRUSTY and L OTd RS.UMPTON • • ' 

,7, t. 'Twas r. ,'n~[s , Sir, aod .:-nder duty to you , 
who have been fc wort~y and fo juO: a mall:er to m , 
m~1d~ mc ll:ay ncar Yot'; ·they left me fa, and there 1 
found you ,·wake i rom ~our lethargic Dumber; all which 
J will :d'li1nle an authorit) to bcfcech you, Sir, to mak~ 

- ' juO: 
, . 

----------&_~--- . 
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ju~ ufe of your revivc~ life. In feeing wh(j :Ire 
friends. and knowing her who has fu 
Roble nature, as to rua~ it 
ing your brave 

L . Brufll. 
ture as you 
end~armcnts 

r.::luClant I 
moms. to 
1<1uch are, 
fhe hid h er' 

7'rll. It was 
what I [,1Y is 

L. B.rzi1ll. _ thou ever teU it me ? Qr wby not 
in my lifetime? for I mufl call it 10, nor can I date a n'i
nlltC mine, after her being fH.lfe ; all pafl that moment is 
death and darkne{s: Why didl1 thou llvt tell me tht:n, I 
fay? 

'(rll. Becaufe yho were · too much in Icye with het to 
be infOlI1l'd; nor did I eyer know a man, that touch'd 
on conjugal anai;s, could ever rec neile tilt: jarring hu
-moms, bt1t in a 'Common hlttred of the intermeddler : but 

. ,Qn this morl extraordinary occafion, which fe~ms pointed 
Qut by hea\' n ititlf to· difew;age you from your cruelty 
and banifl cnt of an innocent child, I mufr, I witi 
conjure you to be conceal'd, and but Clllntain yourfelf, 
i.n hearing one dirconrfe with that cllrs 'd inflrllment of 
all her fecrets, that Tattleaid, and y I'll fee what I 
tell you; yon'll call me then your guardian and good 
g nillS . 

L. Bru1ll, Well, you flmll govern me; but woul :l 1 
had dy'd in earn,efr c;-re I had known - : my head fWlmS 

-:13 it did when.I feJl into m) fit, at t .e thoughts of it
how dizzy a place i3 this world you live in! all humau 
life's It mere v rtigo. . 

7'ru. Ay, ay, Illy Lord; line rcficClior.s,!ine rdleClions ! 
{.nt th t doe5 no bufn fs. TJrus,,, it' we'll fran"! ,con
ceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a mueb fincerer dialogue 
ihan ufuaJ bt!tween viciolls perfons; for a late accident hfs 

Jiiven a little jcaJoufy, whicb m e.s t. em c;\,h- their 
love and coundc.nce in each oth 1=. [Tit)' n'/iu,. 

£,lIter 
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. En!er W mow alld T ATTL EA 1D meeting, alld nl1ming t l 
_ each otkr. 

is come! 
• cough, you'd 

1 fort, my con. 
1 now I'll re· 
: whole fex of 
; every fillile, 

every ., ,.ict', and whim
fy of fume, Ihall be gold to tbe girl; thou /halt feel al l 
the fweets and wealth of being a line rich widow's wo
man. Oh, how my head runs my firft year out, and 
j llmps to all the joys of widowhood! if thirteen months 
hence' a friend /hould haul.one to a play one has a ' mind ' 
to fee, what pleafure '(Will be, when my Lady Brump
ton's footman's called (who kept a ace for that very 
purpofe) to make a fudden infurreCtion of fine wigs in 
the pit and fide boxes. Then, with a pretty [ormw in 
one's face, and a willing blulh for being fl ared at, one 
ventures to look round, and bow to one of one's own 
quality. Thus [very dirdllyJ to a fnug pretending feI: 
low of no fortune. Thus raJ jcarce feeing him] to one , 
that writes lam poons. Thus [fearfully] to one one real. 

·ly loves. Thus [look! d8'WnJ to one woman-acquain. 
tance, from box to box . TI~ns , ['With foo/a diffirentfy 
familiar] and, hen one has done one's part, obfc rYe 
the aCtors do theirs, but with my mind fIXed not on thofe 

,- , I look :>.t, but thofe that look at me-then the ferenades ! 
t e lovers! 

Tat. Oh, Mad m! YOll make my heart bound within 
me: I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage 'em all; and, 
indeed, Madam, the men' are really very filly creatures; 
' tis no {uch bard matter-They rulers! they governors i 
I warrant you, indeed? 

Wid. Ay, T :.u8",a;d, they imagine iliemfelvcs mighty 
tl.lngs : but government, founded on force only, is a 
~rl1taI po,¥er-~e rule them by their affections, which 
b1inds thelll into obelief that they rule us, or, at leaf!:, are 
in the government with us-butl in mis nation, our power , 

• is abfolute; thus, thus, we fway-[PlaJ'ing ,her fan.] 
• . ' ~ A fan 
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A n is both the fl:andard and the gag Qf England: I 
la.ugh to, fee Ill,en go on our errands, fl:rut in ' great offi~ 
ces, live in cares, hazards, and fcahtla~, to come home 
~nd be fools t? uS,tn brags <If 6eit'difpatches, negocia. 
tions, and, tbe,r wlfdoms -as my:, good dear deceas'd ufed 
to entertain me; which T, to rell" f~lf from, would 
lifp fome fiJIyreqt1~fl:, pat him - " hi,l?akes his . 
head at my pretty tolly, . call~ m,e S\~et.Qn, gtves me a . 
jewel, then goes to bed fo wife, . fo iausGed, and fo de· 
ceiv'd- . , 

Tat. But I protell:, Madam, I've always wonder'd how 
you could accomplilh my young Lord's beini ~herited. 

Wid, - Why, Tatty, you mull: know my late LO,fd-
ltow prel'rily'that founds, my late Lord! but, I fay, my 
late Lord Fr:bble was generoGty~I prefs'd him there j 

and wheneve,r you, by my order, had told him fl:ories to 
my [on.in.la:o.y's difadvantage, in his rage and refentment., 
I (whofe intert:fl: lay otherwife ) always . fel~ cn my knees 
~o i!J.lplore his parcfon, and, with tear~, fighs, and .im. 
portunities for him, prevail'd againll: him: belides ' this, 

, you know I had, ~vhen I pleafed, ~ts ; fits are a !Dighty 
belp in tht: government of a good natur'd Rlan: . but, in 
~ iII natur'd feflow, have a care of 'em; he'll hate YOll 

for natural infirmities; will remember your face in its cli. 
£I:ortion, and not value your return of beauty. 

rat~ 0 rare, Madam; your Lady/hip's a great llead. <> 

. piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard tafk, if I m(l.Y 
~ake the liberty to fay it-to enjoy allo.:freedoms, al1d 
{eern to abfiain, to manage the n~mber of pretenders, and 
k.eep the difobliged from prating--- ~ 

,Wid. Never fear, Tattleaid, .while you have riches 
I.fyo\l affront one to abufe, you ca.n give. hopes to ano· 
ther to defend yOll: thefe maxims I have been laying up 
all my hufband's lifetime, fbr we muLl 'provide againfr ca
lamities--

7at. But now, Madam, a fine young gentleman with 
'a red coat, that dances- 0 ,. 

Wid. You-may be'fure the happy man (if it be in fate 
that there is a happy man to make me an unhappy wo 
t}lan) lhal1not be an old one' again' age and youth 
1lllU'ried, is the cruelty in Dryden's Virgil, where Me. 

~enciu$ , 
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'Zentius ties II e dead and living togetLcr; I'm fure I was 
. ty'd to it dead man many a long day before I durf!: 
'" bury him-but the day is now my.?wn-yet now I 

think on'f, Tatdeaid, be f~lTe to keep an obfiinate !hy
nefs to all oqr old' acquaint~nce: let 'em talk of favours 
if tbey pleafe, if 'em !till, they'JI grow tyrants 
to us • if e di he challe and innocent ' will 
.not believe we CQ'OTd hav<: confidence to do it, were it 
fo; and tbe wife, if ule)6 'believ it, will applaud our 

,prudence. " 
Tal. Ay, Madam-I believe, Madam-I fpeak, Ma

, dam, but my humble Jenfe-Mr Cabinet would marry 
you. • 

Wid. Marry me! no, Tattleaid, he that is fo mean a9 
to marry a woman after an affair with her, will be fo bafe 
as to upbraid that very weaknefs: he, that marries his 
wench, will me'ber like his wench-fuch a pair muil fur~ 
Hve in a fecret mutual fcorn of each ~ther-and wedl9ck 
is hell" if at leafi one fide does not love, 'as it would be 

- Deav~n if both did; and I bfJieve it fo much heaven, as 
to think it was never ~ojoyed in this world. 

E~Jttr t1 IVolllall • 

. WOlll. A, gentleman to Mrs Tattleaid- [Exit. Tat. 
Wid. Go to him-blefs me, how cardcfs aQd op~n 

~ tlave I been, to this fubtle creature, in the cafe of Cabi
. ,net! {he's certainly in his interefis-we people of con
. clition 'are neveregllarded enough againO: ,thofe about us; 

they watch when our minds boil over with joy or grief" 
to come in upon us: how miferable 'tis to have one one 
l1ates always about one! arid when one can't endure one's: 
"Own reflection upon Tome actions, who can bear the ' 
thoughts of another npon 'em? but /he has me by deep' 
fecrets.-The Italians, they fay, can readily remove the 
too .much entrufied-Oh, their pretty fcented gloves I 
this wench I knC!,w has pJay'd me falfe, and horned m~ in 
my ~aI1ants: O~ ltaly, r c6uld r fign all my female 
Englilh liberty to ,thee, for thy much dearer female plea
ture, rev~&e! well, what's the matter, Mar Tatty-

• 
Enter TATTLlt AID. 

The matter, MaClam? why, Madam, Counfellor 
• .B 2 Puz:lle .. 
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Pt!zzle is come to wait on yo~r Ladyihip about the ,will 
and the conveyance of the t!fl:ate-there muil, it feems, 
be no time loil for fear,of things; fy, fy, Madam, you a 
widow thefe three hours, and not 100 'd 011 a parchment 
yet-Oh, impious, to neglect: the" will of the dead! 

Wid. As you f.'ly indeed, there' o'wiJI of a hulband's 
fo willingly obey'J. as his laf!:. t muf!:. g9 in and re
ceive bjm in my formalities: leaning on a couch, is .as. 
ueceffary a poilure, as his going behind hi ddk when he 

,fpeaks to a eli nt-but do you bring him in ruther 'till I 
am ready-- [Exit. 

T({t. Mr Counfcllor, Mr Counfellor-- [Calling. 

Enter PUZZLE and CLERK. 

Puz. Servant, good Madam Tattleatd: my ans:ient 
friend is gone,-but buunefs muf!: be minded--

Tat. I told my lady twice or thrice, ·as the lies in 
dumb grief on the ~ouch within, that you were here; but 
fue regarded me not; however, unce you fay ' tis of fucb 
moment, I'll ventur.e to introduce you; pIe fe but to reo 
pofe here a little, while I Hep in; fs r methink5 I would a 
little prepare her. . [Exit Tattleaid. 
• Puz: Alas! 'alas! poor lad),,! Damn'd hypocrites! Well, 
this nobleman's <death is a . little fudden: therefpre, pray 
let me recollect : open the bag, good T om ; now, TOIl, 
thou art my nephew, my dear fif!:er Kate's only font -
and my heir; therefore, I will conceal from thee, on no 
occafion, any ~hing; for I woukl ~nter thee into bufinefs 
as foon as pollible. Know then, child, that the lord of 
this houfe was one of your men of honour and fenfe, 
who loft:! the latter in the former, and are apt to take all 
men to be like themfelvcs: now this gentleman entirdy . 
truO:ed me, and I made the only ufe a man of bufind s 
can of a truit, I cheated him; fbr I imperceptibly, be
fore his £ace, made his whole eilate liabl to an hundred 
per a1l11Um for myftlf, for good fervices, &c. as fo~ le
gaties" they are good or not, as I plea~; for let me tell 
you, a man muf!: take pen ink, and paper, fit down by 
an oJd fe]Jo~v, and preten l to take direaions; but a true 
lawyer never makes any man's wiljebm his Qwn ; and, as 
the pliea of old among us, got near the dying man, and , 
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gave all to the c~urch, fo now the lawfer gives hll to the
law. 

Clerk. Ay, Sir, but prieas then cheated the nation by 
doing their offices in an unknown language. 

Puz. Tr~e; but ours -is a way much furer; for we 
cheat in n~ langu~ . at all, but loll in our own coaches, 
eloquent - ~ibberilli, Md learn'd in ~ingJe.--Pull Ollt 

_ the parchment; there's th' deed; J made it : as long as I 
.could - Well, I hope t~ fee thqlay wh n the inden
ture /hall be the exa8: 'meafure of th land that pa(fes by 
it---For 'tis a difcouragement to the gown, that every 
ignorant rogue of ail h ir Ihould, in a word or two, un
derfiaud his fatller's meaning, and hold ten acn!s of land by 
half an acre of parehment--Nay, I hope to fee the time 
when what there is indeed fome progrefs made in, 11lall Ue 
wholly efI"e8:ed; and by the improvement ~f the noble art 
of tautology, every inn in Holburn be made an inn of court. 
-Let others think of logic, rhetoric, and. I know not 
what impertinence~ but mind thou t-autology--What's 
the lira excellence ill a lawyer? tautology: what'-s the 
feconcl ? tautology:. _what's the third? tautOlogy: as an 
f)ld . pleader faid of a8:ion. But to turn to the deed; . 
[Pulls out aTI imm~afurtlble /,arcQment. ] for th~ 'will is or 
no force if I pleafe, fol' he was not capaLle of making, 
one after the former-as I managed it-upon which ac
count I now' wait on my Lady. By the way, do you. 
know the true meaning of the word a deed r~ 

C/(rk. Ay,.sir; a deed is as if a man Ihould fay the: 
deed. , 

Pwz. Right; "tis empl1atically (0 called, becaufe after 
• it-all deeds and actions are of no ene8:, and you have 
nothing to do b t to hang yourfelf-the only <,?bligillg 
thing you can then do-But I was telling you the ufe of 
tautology-- Read toward the midcilc of that inftru
ment; [ClcrR rcad!.] I the [,1id Earl of Brumpton, do 
giv'e, beaow, grant, and bequeath, over and abo,-e ,the 
filii prcmiffi s, .1l rhe fite and c:.pital me/luage called 
by the nalne of Oatham, and all out-~houfes, barns, ll:ables, 

• and other edi6ces and buildings, yards, orchards, gal'
dens, fitlds, i,lrbou , trees, lands, earths, meadows,. 
greens, pallures, feeding... woods, und rwo(>cb, ways. 

13 3 waters, 

.' 
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waters, water-ceurfes, filhi\lg p~nds, poels, commens, 
cemmen ef pal1:ure, paths, heath-thickets, profits, cem
meditit!s, and emeluments, with their and every of their 
appurtenanc.es whatfoever, to the faidl . 
capital mdfuage and fite beleng:ng, er l Puz~le mil {:wi 
in any wife apppertaining, or witl1 fiiW!J al tbe /jno
the fame heret~fen: ufed, eccupied, nimou{,~ 'Wordl aN! 
or enjeyed, accepted, executed, rt'peatinl{! 'Wb0111 
knewn, or taken as part, parcel, qrJ Lord J3rumpten 
member ef the fame; containing in fconifully mimici. 
the whele bv el1:imatien, four hun- • 
dTcd acres ~f the large meafure, or thereabouts, be the 
fume mere er lefs ; all and . lingular which the fiUd fite, 
capital meffuage, and-ether the premiffes, with their and 
every ef their appurtenances are fituate, lying and be
irtg6-

Puz. Held', held, geed Tern; yeu 'jie come on ind 
in bufinefs, b~t den't ufe yeur nefe eneugh in rea 
-[Rtadl ill a ridiculoul law tone, ' till o,t! q( ortatb.] 
"\\Th"y, .yeu're quite out-you read to. be underlleed-Iet 
nle fee it-1 'the faid Earl--New agnin, Cuppefe ¢is 
'Were to be in L atin- [Ru11I ;l1tO Latin termiTlatio11J.] 
RUkiog Latin is enly making it no. Euglilh--Ego prtr
liiEl.- Comel de Bru11lpton-t~tal 11leal barnor- cut-boufal 
ft jlaollir1J-yardoJ;- bl t there needs no. further peTllfal. 
--I now recellect the whele-my Lerd by thjs inllru
meot difinherits his fon utterly-gives all to my L.ady
:tlld. mo.reever, grants tire wards ef two[enune wards to. 
ller- id if/, to. be feld by her ; which is the fubject of rijY 
bufinefs to. her L aQylhip, who. mcthinks a little overdees. _ 
.the affair ef grief, in lettiog me wait thllS lang on fuch 
welceme mid s-but here-

Enter TATTLUlD wiping 1;1'1 ' ~yfJ. 

Tat. I have in vain dene all I can to make her regard 
me.-Pra • Mr Puzzle, you're a man of {eore, ceme ill' 
yeurfen~ and fpeak reafen to briog her (0. feme cenfid,eta
tioo o( herfelf, if peffible. 

PliZ. Tem, I'll ceme dewn to tile hall to. you; detr 
MadaDl, l~ad on. _ . ' 
" [fixit Clerk ...,: Wjf)', Puz. Tatt. a"otb~r. 

" [L . 

., 
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• 
[L. Brumpton alld Tru!l:y fldf)allC~ from their conC'eal-

mmt after a long pauft, andjJaring fit ~ach. oJhtr_ 

L. Brrmz. Trufl:y, on thy fipcerity, on thy fidelity to 
me thy frienq, thy patron, .and thy mafl:er, anfwer me 
direttly to 'one ctu~!l:ion: Am I really alive? am I that 
identical, t at numepical, that ~ery fame Lord Brumpton, 
.that---

'Tru. That very Lord-\pat very Lord Brumpton, the 
very generous, honefl:, and good Lord Brumpton, who 
fpent his fl:rong and- riper years with honour and. reputa
tion; but, in his age and decay, declin'd from virtue: 
alfc-that very Lord Brumpton who buried a fine lady, 
who brought him a fine fon, who is a fine . gentleman ; 
but, in his age, that very man, unfeafonably captivated 
with youth and beaurr, married a very fine young lady, 
who has difhonoured his bed, difinherited his brave fon, 
and' danc~s o'er his grave. 

L. Brum. Oh 1 that damn'd ta~totogi!l: too l-;that 
Puzzle and his irrevocable deed! ' [Pazyrng-J Well, I 
know I do not real4r live, but wander o'er the place 
where once I bart a.treafure--I'll haunt her, Trufl:y; 
gaze in Plat falfe beauteous face, 'till fhe tremble, 'tiU 
fhe looks pale, nay, till Ole blufhes __ 

'Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you fpeak a gholl: very much; 
there's Befh and blood in that -expreffion, that falfe beau-
teous face! . 

L. Brum. Then, fince you fee my weaknefs, be a 
friend, and arm me with all your care, and all your, rea-
fon-- , 
• 'Tru. If you'll condefcend to let me duett you-you ' 
fhall cut off this rotten limb, your falfe difioyal wife:, and 
fave your noble parts, your fon, y.our family, your ho
nour • 

. , Short is the date in which ill atts prevail,. 
• But hone!l:y~ a rock can neve, fail. 

I 
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ACT II. SCE¥E 

'Enter Lord HAIlDV' filar. 

Lord HARDY. 

" N OVI, indeed, I'm utterfy undone; but to expe~ 
an evil. foftens the wight of it when it happens" 

and pain, no -more than pleafure, is, in reality, fa great as 
in expeCtation. But what will become of me?- How 
{hall 1 keep myfelf even above worldly wa.nt? {hall 1 live 
at home a 1l:iff melancholy poor man of quality, grow un·· 
eafy to my-acquaintance as well as myfelf, by fancying, 
I'm flighted where 1 am not; with all the .thoufand par· 
ticularities which attend thofe whom low fortune and 
high fpirit make malecontent<A? No! we',e a brave prince 
on the throne, whofe commiilioJl 1 bear, and a glbriou$, 
war .in an honea caufe approaching, [clapping hir hana 
on hiJ IwordJ in which this {hall cut bread for me, and 
may, perhaps, equal thaf eflate t~ which my birth enti· 
de<i me-But what to do in prefentpreifures-Ha! 
Trim. L€alling~ 

Enter TUM. 
Trim. My Lord. 
L. ,Hard. How do the poor rogues that are to recruit 

my company? • 
Trim. Do, Sid they've eat you to your lall guiDe~ 
L. Hard. Were you. at the agent's? 
Trim. '{es. 
L. Hard. Well, Qnd how? 
1'ri"l. Why, Sir,. for your arrears you may have eJe~ 

.en {hillings in the pound; but he 'll not touch yout· 
growing fubfiflence under three {billings i:l the pound in·· 
teref~-belides which, you mull: let his clerk Jonathan 1. 
ttm, (wear the peace againll: you, tet keep you from dllel· 
ling-or infure YOuT life, which you may do for eightl't'r 
cmt. On thefe terms he')) oblige you, which he woul 
pot do for any body eIfe in the reb~ent j but vhe has a 
ftiendlbip for you. 

L. Hard. Oh, I'm his humble fervant; but he 
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I;lave his own terms; we can't frarve, nor mufr the feI
, JO\\~S want. But me~hinks this is a calm midnight; I'v~ 

heard ~o duns to-day. . 
7'dm. Duns, my Lord~ Why now your father's dead, 

and they can;~ arrefi YOll, I fhall gro\v a little lefs upon 
the fmootb witi! 'em han I have been: Why, friend, 
fays . I, ho often mufi I tell you my Lord is ' nCilt fiir
ring? his -Lordfhip has not ncpt well; you muH come 
fome other time; your Lor~{hip wiU fend ,for him when 
you an: at leifure to look upon money affairs. Or if they 
are fo laucy, fo impertinent as to prefs to a man of your 
quality for' their own- there are canes, there's Bridewell, 

. there's the fiocks for your ordinary tradefmen. But to an 
haughty, thriving, Covent-garden · mercer, filk or lace.: 
man, your Lordfhip -gives yOlIr mofi humble fet'vice, to 
him, hopes his wife's well; you have letters to write, O{ 

you'd fee him YOUl'fclf, but·you defire he wou'd be with 
you punCtually fueh a day, that'3 to fay, the day after 
you're' gone out of town. , . , 

L. Hard. Go, firrah, you~re feurrilous; I won't believe' 
'there are fuch men of. quality.-D'ye hear, give my fer
'\lice this afternooJl to Mr Cutpurfe the agent, and telt him 
I'm obliged to pay him for his readinefs to ferve me, for 
I'm refolved to pay my debts forth,with--

A voice without.] 1: don't know whether he's within, 
or not: Mr Trim, is my Lord within? • 

L. Hard. Trim, fee who it is, I an't within, you know- , 
7'rilJJ withotl"] Yes, Sir, my Lord's above; pray walk 

up-
L. Hard. Who can it be? 'he owns me too. 

" 
Enter CAMP.LE y and TR)M. 

Dear Tom Caml>ley, this is kind-you are an extraor
dinary man indeed, who, in the fudden aceeffion of a no
hl ,fortune, can fiill be yourfelf, and vifit your lefs happy 
friends. . , ' 

C'tllll: No, yol1 arej my Lord, the extraordinary man, 
~ho, on the lofs of an almofl princely fortune, can be 
ma(l:er of. a tern ,er, tha ~ makes you the envy, rather 
than pity of your morl!fortunate, not more happy friends. 

L. HarJ. Oh, Sir, your fervant-ll\!ot let me gaze on 
, ' - thee 
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thee .a liule--I han't feen thee fince I came home into 
England-moll exatUy, negligently, genteelly drefs'd! ' 
I know tbere's ~ore than ordinary- in this--[bareing 
Campley'''' breafl.] Come--confefs who {hares with me 
here--I mull have her reiU and poetical name-Come 
--{he's in fonnet, Cynthia-in profe, .Mifirefs-

Cam. One you little dream of, though {he its ill' a man-
. ner of your placing there. - . 

L. Hard. My pbcingthere! . 
COT!l. Why, my Lord, aYl the fine things you've faid 

to me in the camp, of my Lady Sharlot, your father's 
ward, ran into my head fo very much, that I made' it 
my bufinefs to become atquain~ed in that family, which I 
did by Mp. Cabinet's means, :md am now ill love in toe 
fame place with your Lord{hip. 

L. Hard. How! in Jove in the farr:e place with me. 
Mr Campley ? 

Cjl/p. Ay." my Lord, with t'other fificr, with t'other 
fifier. 0 _ 

c.. Hard. What a duoce was I, ' not to know which, 
without your na,ming her? Why, ~hou art the only man 
breathing fit to deal with her-but my Lady Sharlot. 
there's a woman t-fo eafily virtuous !-fo agreeably fe
vc:re! her motion fo unaffeCted, yet fO 'compos'd ! her lips 
breathe nothing but truth, good fenre, and flowing witl 
- Cam. Lady Harriot! there's the woman! fuch lIfe J 

fuch .fpirit! fuch warmth in her eyes !-fuch a lively com
manding air in her glances I . fo (prightly." mein, that car
ries in it the triumph of confcious beauty! Her lips are
made of gum, and balm-There's fomt:thing in that dtar
girl that fires my blood above-above-above-

L. Hard. Above what? 
Cam. A grenadier's march. . 
L. Hard. A foft fimile, L mull confefs-but oh, that 

Sharlot! to recline tb.is aching head, full of care, on that 
tender, fnQwy-faithful bofiilm ! . 

Cam. Oh that Harriot! to embrace that beaoteow-
1... Hard. Ay, Tom; but methinks your head runl toC) 

Il},ch on the wedding night only, to make your hap~ 
plnd"S lailing; mine is fixt on tlJr married fiate I I ex
pet\: my felicity from Lady Sharlot, in her friend/hip, 
ber confiancy, her piety, her houfehold cares, her ma-

<:,ternu 



Aall . GRIEF A·LA·MODE. 

. ternal tendernefs-You think not of any excellence of your 
·mif!:refs, that is more than fkin.deep -

Calll. When l know her further t~ .acin.deep, I'll 
tell you more of my mind. J 

L. Hard. Oh fy, Tom, how can YOll talk fa lightly of 
a woman you lov~ with honour-but tell J?le, I wonder 

, bow you m ke your approaches in ~lieging fuch a fort ?f 
creature; Ie that loves addreifes, gallantry, fl!idlt~s? 
that reigns and delights in a crowd of admirers?
If I know her, /he is one o'r thofe you may.ea£ily have 
~ general acquaintance with, but, hard to Ill' k.e parti. 
cular---

Cam. You underiland her very well--You mult 
know I put her out of lI;ll ber play, by carrying i~ in an 
humorous manner; I took care in flll my aa ioDs, be
fore I difcovered the lover, tl)at /he iliould, in general, 
have a good opinion of me; and save, ever fl)lce, beha
ved myfelf with all the good humour and cafe I was able i 
fo that (he is now extremely a~ a lofs: how to throw m~ 
from the familiarity of an acquaintance, into the difrance 

, of a 10ver; but I laugh her out of it, when lhe hegins to 
frown, and look grave at my mirth; I mimic her tilllhe 
burf!:s out a laughing-

L. Hard. That's ridiculous enougJt. 
Cam. By Cahin~t's interef!: over my I.ady nrumpton. 

with gold and flattery to Mrs Fardingale, at) old lJlaid 
her Ladylhip has placed about the young ladies, I have 
cary acce[s at allttimes, anli am this very day to be ad· 
mi ted by" her into their appartment- I. ~ve found, YOIf 
rou it know, that lhe is my relation--- " 
'L. Hard. Her Ladylhip lias chafe an odd companion 
for the yOllOg ladies --- . 

Cam. 011, iny Lady's a politician; (ht; told Tattleaid 
one day, that <\n old maid was the bef!: guard for young 
~nes; for they, like eu.nuchs in a feragJio, are vigilaut, 
~l.1t ,cifOomvy of enjoyments clley cannot themfelves arrive 
at- bl/ t, as I was .fayi!)g, I've fent e,y Couftn Fardin
gale a fang, which /he and I are to praflife to the fpin- . 
nt't.-'--Th,e yOl1ng ladies will be by-and I am to 
be left alon! with Lad, .llarriot; the!) I de./ign to make 
my grand attack, and to-day win or lofe her. I know, • 
Sir, this is~ an opportunity you want- If you'll meet 

me 
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me at To~'s, I have a letter ready; I'll myrelf deliver it 
to your millrefs, conduCt you into the houfe, and tell her' 
you are there-and find means to place you together.
You mull march under my c,ommand to-day, as I have 
many a one under yours - - , . 

L. Hard. But faith, Tom, I !halJ got be~lave myfelf 
with half the refolution you have under ine: for to 
confefs my wc:akneis, though I know /he loves me, though 
I know !he is as fredfallly ine, as her heart can make 
her---I know not how, I have fo fublime an idea of 
her high value, and fuch a melting tendernefs diifofves my 
whole frame, when I am uear her, that my tongue falters, 
my nerves /hake, and my ,heart fo alternately-finks ~nd 
rifes, that my premeditated reiolves vaniillinto confulion, 
downcall eyesj. and broken utterance ---

Cam.' H a, ha, h~! this is a campaigner too! W y, 
my Lord, that's the ,condition Harriot would hal'e me in, 
and then (he thinks {he could have me; but I, that know 
her, better than ~e does hel{elf, know {he'd inful t m , 
and lead me a two years dance longer, and, perhaps, in 
the ena, turn me into the herd .of tbe mauy llc~leQed 

• men of bet er fenfe, who have been ridiculous fc,r her 
Jake-but I !hall make her no fuclt facrifice. - '-'Tis 
, well my Lady Sharlot's a womau of fo folid an under{tand-
iog; I don't know ,another that would not llfe you ill for 
'our high value,-- • 

L. Hard. But, Tom, I mull fee your fong you'I'e fent 
your CouGn Fardingale, as yon call her •• 

Cam. This is lucky enough. [4'iae.] No, hang it, 
my Lord, a man makes fo filly a figure when his verfes 

• are reading.-Trim -Thou hall lIot left off thy loving 
and thy rhyming, Trim's a critic; I remember him a fer
viture at Oxon, [GiVt'f a paper to Trim-] J give my
relf into his hands, becaufe you fuan't fl'c 'em 'till I'm 
gone. My Lord, your fervant ; you /han't fiil'. 

L. Hard. or you neither then. [Stfil'tiling. 
Cam. You will be obey'd. • , • 

[Exeunt. Lord H"ardy wailf on him (/f)'Wn. 
Trim. What's in this fong-Ha-don't my eyes cit

ceive me ?-a bill of three hundred' pounds -_...!. 
z "Mr -" , 
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cc Mr CASH, ~ 
" ,Pray pay to Mr William Trim, or bearer, the fum 

" of three hundred pounds, and place it to tI f; aecouilt 
~ of, 

" SIR, 
" Your humble rerr.an , 

" ~rHOMAS CA1'lPLF ., 

[Pulling off hiJ hat and bo'!fJb ~. J YOllr very humble fcr
v:mt, good Mr Campley. Ay, this IS poetry; this is a 
fong indeed! faith, I'll fet it, and (jng it myfdr-' -
Pray pay to Mr William Trim---fo far in recital;.-,") 
-Three hundred, [Singing ,·idicril91!I!;'.J--
hun--dred ~hundl'ed--hundr(;d thrice rcpeatcJ, 
bccaufe 'tis three hundred pounds. I love repetitions in 
mulie, when there's a good reafoD for it. Po-cis after 
the Italian manner--if they'd bring me fuch fenfible 
words as thefe, I'd o\ltftrip all you ~ eomporers for the 
mulic prize --,This W!lS honeHly done of Mr Canipley 
.......--Tho' I have carried hi any a purfc £'om my mao' 
fier, when he was enfi n to our company in Flanders-

E"tt'r Lord lIARDY . 

My Lord, I am your Lo~dlhip' s humble fer\,ant. 
L. Hr.~rd. Sir, your humble fervl1nt. But pray. my 

good familiar friend, how came you to be fa \' try much 
my humble ferv~1t, all of a fudden ? 

'Trim. I beg pardon, d;u- Sir, my Lord, I 
your humble fer\'. nt. 

L. Hartl. No ? 
'T,.i1l/. Yes, my Lord. I a ~ , but not as you mean

but I am-I am. my Lord-in {hort. I'm overjoy'd. 
L. Hard. Overjoy'd - Thou'rt dit1r' B-cd --What ails 

the fellow?-\Vhert's Camp!ey's fong? 
'T1':Ht. OIl! my Lord, one would Dot think 'twas in 

him, . Mr CampI's really a very gl":lt poet-as for the 
{ong, 'Lis only as they all end in rhime - owe-woe
i ~-ki/fes-boy-joy-Bl1t, nly Lord, the owr 
in 1000g herSic blank vI.e, . 

[RearJ.iilg it 'with a great font
Pra; /(/)' to JUr Wi/ilam Trim, ~r r-rdt7', I/:(' Jim, if-

C How 
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How fweetly it runs ?-Patl-olian guineas .chink C\'cry 
.1ine---

L. HQrd. How "cry ' handfcmely this was done in 
CampI y! I wondered indeed he was fo willing ~o {hew 
his "crfes - In how c:trelefs a manner that fellow docs th<: 
greaten atl-ions !--- • 

Trim. My L ord , pray my Lord , ihan't I go immedi! 
a ely to Curpurfe'$ ? 

L. Hard. No, Sirrah-no"," \"';e\'c no occaGon for it
Trim No, my Lord, only to £lare him full in t~ face 

after l'y~ received this mon.ey~ not fay a word, but keep 
my 'hat On, and wal k out-Or, perhaps, n6t hear, "if any 
I meet with [peak to me-but grow Iliff, deaf, and ihort-

, lighted to all my oId acquaintance, like a fudden rich ntan 
as I am-Or, 'Perhaps, my Lord, deJire Cutpurfe's clerk 
to let me leave .fifty pouads at their houfe, payable to Mr 
William Trim or ,order~tiJl I come that way-or a 
mont,h or two ',hente, m~ have occaiion for it-I don',t 
.know what bills .may be drawn upon me-Then wpen the 
ckrk begins t:l ftare at n1e, till he J'ulls the reat s00fe • 

. . -<Juill Ji'om behind his ear--- [PuIIJ a handfuloffar
l!tingJ Ollt. ] 1 f;JI a reckoning the pieces, as I do thefe 
Lrthiqgs . 

I. liard. \Vell, Sirrah, you may hayc your blmour. 
b t be fure you tak~ou~fcore pounds, and pay my deb's 
imm~dia! ly-if yon meet any officer-yoll ever faw me in 
c.?mpany With, that looks gra"e at CutpllOfe's houfe, tell 
hi .1 I 'd fpeak with him-'Ye mull: help our friends-but 
l.:aro moderation, you rogue, in your good fortune; bl" ~t 
llome all the e\'ening aft~J', while 1 wait at Tom'~ to me~/ 

ampley, in, order to fce Lady Sharlol. 
My good or ill in her alone is found, 
.L\.nd in that thought all other cares are drown'd. [E~, 

Ed!/' SABLE , Lord BRUMPTON, Ii'll TRusT.. .... 

S.J,;' 'Why, my Lor, you can't in ~Dfcicnce pu~ me 
iF fo; I mull: do according to my orders, cut you up, 

nod t:mbalm you , except you'll come down a little deep~ 
r than you t Ik of; you don't confi!!er the charges I have 

been at already. • 
L. Brul1l. Charges! for what,? 
Sa/J. Firfi, t wenty guineas to my Lady', WOm~n, for 

.notice 
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notice of 'Your death (a f~e I'vebcfvl e now known.the 
widow hcr~lJf;go hotlv('s in; but no mallcr for thn )-
in t1\e next place, tcn pounds for VI tching you all your.-
loog fit of iickncfs laft wint er--- ' 
, L. 13rulIl. W'atchiog me! Why I had none bur mY' 
own fervants by-tums--

Bllb. I ' ncan attending to gil'e notice of your death :. 
-,r had, all YOl1r I~ng fit (If jicknefs laft winter, at half-a· 

crowh a day, a fellow wai ' g al your gate to bring me 
intelli&ence; but YOll ,unfortunately recovered, and I loft 

" all my obliging pains [01' your fen,iee. 
r. Brum. Ha, ha, h:1! Sable, tbou'rt· a very impllden; 

fellow. Half-a-crown a-d;!y to attend my dcceafe, and 
dol1 thou reckon it to me r-

Sab, Look you, Ge~1tl emen, don't {land {larin at mC'" 
-r.. have a bOok at home, which I , call my cloom!day 
book, where I h:J.IC every man of qu?Jlty's age and cli

"!temper in tOwn, and- know when you. fhould drop-N<lY, 
t11y Lord" if you ,had re£ettc.d upon yOl r 'mortality, half 
fa much as,poor I have for you, you would net defire to 

, teturn to life thus-iu.!horr, I cannot keep this a fe-
~ret, uoder the wl.tole money 1 am to haye for f:.lIr)~ng 
you, 

L .. Br.UljZ. Truay, if you think it f,& .in 'ou to ohey 
~~y orders. after the d~ed Puz~li! told his d rk of, pay it 
hlm--- -

'Tru. I fhould be glad to give! it out of my o\vn pocket, . 
. rather dian be w!thout the filtisfaCiio,n of !ce:ing YOll wit-

t\ oefs to it;, - • 
, 1. Brol1n. r heartily o'elieve thee, dem' Trllfiy-, 

Sab, Then, my Lorl,i; the feeret of jour being alive is 
rlow fafe with me. 

7'/,11. I'll warr Dt I'll 1;,e rcvC11gcd of th is unconfciona
hIe dog:- [Apdc. J My LorJ, you mult to your clofet; I 
fear fpWebody's coming---
[E~'e!tnt Sable OilG' 'Way, L. Drum. 11IId Tru!1y amtNt'. . . ' 

£ C ENE dratu)l, afld difcl/vm' Lad;' Shadot 'laJi11,r( nt 
• a t.7b1e.-:-Laa,'y Harri.)t pla)'illg at ({ gla} 10 alia fro, 
alld vie'1.d',g l'~rji:1.f. • 

, ',a. Har. Nay, good.. [age fiacr! you, n ay as \I'd! talk 
ft.) ltl'e, [Looki.ng nt hcrJ!!f. 1 jhcJpeakl,] as fit ftaring nt , 

• C.z abcuk 
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a book which I know you can't atteod-"-Good fir Lucas 
may have writ th(:l'e what he plcafes, but thert's no put
ting Franc;s Lord Hardy, now ad of Brumpton> OLlt 
c:>f yom" head, or making him aife from your eyes: da 

ut lOOK at me now, aqa deny it if you can. 
La. Sbtjr. You a.re the maqdefi girl-A- , [S1Ilili"6> ' 
La. lIar. Look ye, I knew you could novfily it and 

forbear laughing- [Looki'll over Sharlot] Oh, 1 fee his .. 
~, ne as plain as you d@- E -r--:a.--n Fran--\=--1--s cis~ 
Franci , 'cis in every line of the book •. 

Lq. Sf,{/r. [Rijillg.] 'Tis in vain, I fee, to mind an1, 
io fuoh impertincnt company---but granting 
as you fay, as to my Lord Har,iy-"tis more ex. 

€Ufea e to admire ar,other than one's· Cdf--
La. Hal'. No, I tbirik not--Yes, I grant you than " 

really (0 be vain at ol1e's p rlon :, bu.t I d n't admile my~ 
felf - pi{b, I don"t' believe my eyes have thljt foftn&j 

, [LOfiking il1 tle g/aji. ] they an't [0 piercing : no, 'tis 
l'j fttlff, the m n will be ralking- -lome p<:ople are Ii " 
admirers of tec:th--Lord, whatfignifies teeth ? [Sb.o'W
hg c,'r teetb.J A VCIY- Black-a-m ]" has as white teeth· 
as I-No, fift{Jr , I don't admire myfelf,' but I've a fpiri .. 
of contradiCl.fon in me: I don't .!rnow 1'm in love witlr' 
ffiyfelf; only to rival themcll'- ~ 

Lt. Shm:. Ay, but Mr CampJey will gain grcund ev'n. ' 
of that rival of his, your dear felf-- -

kl1. Har. Oh! \v.har:- hav'c I done to you, that you 
fbmld nan)~ that infolent intruder-a co~)fident opiniona. 
tive fop-No indeed , if I am, as a poetical lover of m' e j 

f'igh'd and fung, of both [exes, / 
7hi! public em')" and tke public car:r. ' 

I {ban't be :10 caGly catch'd-I thar,k him-I want but to. 
be fme, I fhou'd heartijy ronnent hilTo , by banilhing hi 1.'1 , . 

and ~hen confider whether he (J ,f)uJd depart this life, Ot'l 

'no . 
La. Sl:ap rnde~d, fifl:cr, to, he f(,ljollS with you, this 

-vanity in ybur humour doe,S not at all ~ccome you!' 
La. Har. Vanity! all the matter is, we gay people' 

are more /i.ncere than you wife folks: all lyour )if~'s 
an art-fi)eak your iOlll-look y~u there-CHafing Ixr 
to tbe gfafl.J. are you r.ot lhuck ,with a [eeret plcafure, 

\\ hoa. 
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when you ,iew that bloom ill our 100J:, that harmony in 
YOll r (hape, that promvtitude of yOllr mien? 

La. Sha,.. \VeJJ, Simpleton, if I am at lirll fo filly <!s 
to be a little taken with myfclf, I know it a [alllt, and 
take pains to con-eel: it . 

L a. Har. Plkaw, plhaw! talk this mully tale to old 
Mrs Fard" gale; 'tis lOO foon for me to th ink at that 
fatC---

La. 'Sha,.. They tlm thi"k it too foon to underl1and 
themfclves, will very fooro find it too lute- \It t 11 m'! 
110ncH1y, don't you lore Campley? 

La. Har. The fdlow is not to be abhor'd, if the for
ward thing did not think of getting me fo eafily-Oh, I 
han: a heart I can't break when I pleafc--W hat makes 
the value of dear china, but that 'tis fo brittle!" w\!re it 
not for tlm, you might as well have" ilone mugs "n 
c1ofet---

La. Sl.ar. Hill-, hill; here's Far 'ngale--

Elite,. FARDI H ;ALE. 

"-' Far. Lady Harri ,Lady Sh, dot-PH entertain yen 
110W; I'"e a fong j ;.lft come hot out of the poc:t~s brain: 
Lady Shadot, my CouGn Campley writ it, and 'tis fet t~ 
a pretty air I warrant you. " 

L a. Har. 'Tis- like to be pretty indeed, of his writiog. 
. . [Fling; "a'l.utly. 

Fa,.. Comc, come-this is not one of YOllr tringhal)l 
°angham, winy· things, that your poor POets write : no; 

,tis well known my cOliGn CampJey has tWo t! ou[an.J. 
ounds a year-but this is all dilf.mulation in you. 

La. Shar. 'Tis fo, inde d.; for YOl1,r couEn's fong's 
:-:,cry pretty, Mrs rardingale . 

Reacis. 

-. Let 1I':t /o'()( on me hdlow 
Sift difll''fIi, find tend,'r <wo< ! 
1 kl1~'f1) lIme but Jittif/anli.?1 bltffiJ, 
Eager g/QllCU, j :,lid kiffe!- ; 
J . no'lJ) 110t 'tv t Ill!' '~tlert fiign, 
Of jiu(r plenfor( r.1ixt 'U'ith pRill; 
71:m, pr:l'~hu, gl't:( tl/f', gentle froy, 

BOll( of thy grit'f, but all thy jO) . 
•• C 3 

• 



Hut Harriot/thinks that a 1i I~ unrcafonable, 
one witho,ut enduring t' tuer. - . 

Enter Serv nt. 

S or. There's your coufin Campley. to wait on' you 
ithoUl ~-
F'lr. Let him come in-we fllall have the fong now-

E lder 1,MPLSV. 

Calli: L adies, your mofl: obedient fervant-yo. r fcr
v,w, Lady SharIot- fe rVllJlt, Lady Harriot-[Harrivt 
lorA! f!,rar;c ttl'IJn him,] What's the matt r, dear Lady 
Harriot-jlot well, 1 protei!: to you I'm mightily COlf 

cer!1'd-[Pulti out a bottle.] This i3 a molt excellcnt 
ipirit-fnu f it up, l-:!adam ---

L.:J. Ell'. Pilh.-thc familiar coxcom1:i frcts me llcar-
tily-- . 

Cam. 'Twill OY<!y, I hop-e, immediately. 
La. Simr. Your. coulin Fanlingale has (hewn us fame' 

'of your poetry ; \there's the fp innct, Mr C,ll .plc~,> I know 
you're mufic?J . - ~ • 

(]fJrJI, ohe {hould not lilt c call'd it my poetry. 
' . F. r. No; who waits there ?-pray. bring my lqte out 
of th:: ncx~ room--

EII!er Servant with a !lIle .. 

ou muLl: now I cou'd 'this fcng befoI)'l r came lIT, and 
lind it will go to an ex.cellent . ir' of old Mr Laws's, whb 
was my mother's intimate at'1L1aintance ~ my mo.her's, / 
what do I alk of? I mean mygrandmotherl.s.-O, here if' 
tHe ]ute--Couun. Campley, hold. the fong upon your 
hat. (Ajidc to "iJn.] 'Tis a pretty !;ull~ntry to a relatiom 

[Sings .and Jill/ •• if!.] 
[,~I 1l~ lovl!, &:c. . 

Oh! I" have left off the{e things many a day. 
Cam. No; I ~r'ciHs , Madam, YOlbdo it admirably

,.bUt are not :r1fllf~d,enoug\l-take it higher [in he~ own 
-/'I.lttill ) Thus-I know YOllr voice wrll bear it. 0 

Lp. Hillr. Oh, hideous! Oh. the grofs <:'llatterer! I 
/hall budl:-Mrs Fa.rdingale, pray go on; the mulic 
its the words .mon· a.ptly-'-take it 1 jc;her, a$ your cou 
~ advifes.-, . • 
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. . Fa,.. Oh, dear MadaT1M do you really like it-I- do it 

l'urcly to pleafe you-for"l can't ling; alas! 
La. S/,,/,.. We know it, good Madam; we know it

But, pray-
Far. Let not love, alld Ju'hjJalltial bliffiJ, is lil'ely e· 

I!ough, and ran -accordingly. in the . tune [CurUll!! to tb6' 
compa1/Y, ] ow. I took it bigher--
. La. Har. Ioco~paral:lly dene I nothing can. equal it, 
e..xcept your couiin flog his.own poetry--

CrI1lJ. Madam, from my Lord Hiudy--[Deliv(rI a 
!.ftter to Lady. Sharlot;] How do you fay, my Lady Har-

. <riot, except I filJg it myfelft then I alfure you 1 will
La, Shtlr. 1 han't patience; I mufi go re\1d my letter: 

[EYit •. 
Cam. fiogs. J Let not love, &c; 
Par. Blefs mc! what becomes ofI.ady SharIot? 

[Exit'. 
['i:{. Har. Mrs Fardingrue, Mrs . Fard:ngale' ; What, 

muIl: we lofe you ?-- [Going after. her. 
[Campley rU1lJ to the d~or, takl!J the key out, and lock's 

her in. . 
, What means this infolcnce? a plot upon me--do yon 

know who I am 1-- . . 
Cam. Yes, Madam; you're my Lady Harriot o"c~ 

Iy, with ten tholl[and pound in YDur pocket; and r am 
Mr Campley with two thoufand "ll-year-of quality C!" 

nough to pretend to you~ and I do de/ign, before I leave 
this room, to h~ar Yol:1 talk like a reafonable woman, as 
nature has made you. --Nay, 'tis in vain to. flounce
j!nd difcompofe yourfelf and your drcfs---

La. Ear. If there are fwords, if they are men of hO'
nour, and not all danards, cowards that pretend to this 
injur'd perfon-- - [Running rormd th( room. 

Cam. Ay, ay, Madaru. Jet 'em come~th:lt'S putting 
me in .. my way; fighting's my tr'lde-but you' fe ' us 'd all 
mankind too ill to expeCt fo much Ii rvice- in thort )b-' 
darrf, were you I fool, I {hould not ddire to expo late 
}'itb you- [S(izillg IJer hlmd. 

La. Hqr. Uthand ITt:, ravillier-[Pu/lJ her haml . . 
• fi'om "him, chafiJ ,.oulla Ih~ 1'00111, CampIer after fer. 

, CtUlf. 13ut Madam, ,Madam, Madam i why Madam 1 
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Pr'jthee, Cy"thia, look bel'jfd JlJn. [Sings .. 
.Ale ond '1JJril1k/u 'WiN lJ'crttl~ jIJU. 

La. HOI'. Age, ' wrinkle~,- frna.l1-pox, nay, any thing 
that's mefr ablJOrrent to Y0Utp aod bloom, were welcome 
io the place of fo detefied a cre,,{ure. 

Cam. No futh matter, Lady Harriot;' I wO,uld not be 
, a vain coxcomb, bllt I know I am not deterrable; nay, 

know where you've faid as much before you uoderfiood' 
me for your fcrvant. Was °1 im;nediRtely transformed. 
bccaufe I &came your lover? ' '/ 

La. Hal'. My lover, ~ir! Did I ever give you re:uon 
to think I admitted you as fuch? . 

Calll. l'es, you did, in your ufmg me ill-for if you
did not alfume upon. the fcore of my pretending to YOl', -
hew do you aQf\'fer yourfdf fome parts of your behaviour , 
to~mc as a gentleman ?--'Tis uivial all this in YOl1; and 
derogates [rom the goed fenfe I know ou mifirefs of. 
Do ,but confider, Nladam, 1 haye long lo,/d you -bore 
with this fantafiic humour through all its mnzes·-Nay, . 
do not [rowo.....lfor ltis no better--I fay, 1 hav:c bon: 
with this humour; but would you 'have ~e, with an uo-
I]lanly fervitll.de, feed jt ?-No,. I love with too lineere,. 
too honefi: a devotiol)--and would have your mind. 
as faultlefs as your verfon, which 't.\Voultl be, if you'll lay 
aCide this vanity of bt:ing purfued with fighs, with flat" 
teries, with nonfenfe-- [She 'WaLIa abolet Iif! violi?1ltly,. 
put 1710re cOlljiu'd • .] Oh, my heaI't ak.e~ l\r the dif1:urbancc::' 
which I give her; but fhe ml{{t not fee it-[ '!fde.j Had 
loot better tell you of it now, than when y.ou are in 1)Jy' ,/ 

power? I fuould be then too geoerolts to thwart your in-' 
<lination. • 

Lit. Har. That is indeed very Inndfomely {aid. Why 
lhou'ld I not obey reafolt as fOOD as J fee it-[4ftde.] 
Since fo, Mr CampIey, I can a3 ingenuouOy as I Ihou:d 
then, acknQwIedge that I have been in· au error. -

[Looking, dlJ'lt'n 011 her foll~ 
·Com. Nay, that's too great a condefcenfion: Oh! ex

~ellence! I repent! I fee 'twas but jufiice in you to de
mand my knees, [Knuling. ] my ughs, my dJnftant ten
derefl regard and fervice-And you {hall have 'em, liore 
you are above 'em- - r 

La. par. Nay, Mr Camptey, Y0lrwoo·t.recar me to a 
- fault 
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'. fault you have fo lately {hewn me-I, will oot [uffer this 
-no more cdbfi~s! Bur pray, Sir, What was't YOll did 

, to get my lifier out of the room? -
6am. You may know it, and I muit defire you to affiit 

my Lord Har y there, who writ to her by me-For he: 
is no ravifher, liS you call'd me juf!: now. --He is 
now in th\ houfe--And I would fain gain an im,er. 
",iew--

La. HOlt'. Tim they may.have-'bnt they'll make little 
ufe of it: for the tongue is the infrrument of fpeech tq UJ 

of a' lo\ver form; they are of tliat high ord r of lovers, 
who kno\v none hut eloquent filence, and can utter them· 
{ek es only by a geiture that [peaks thtir paffion inexpref. 

, £bJe-and wbat not fi ne things. 
Call!. But pray let's' go into your fifrer's clofet, while, 

tbey are together. 
La. Her. I fwear, I don't know how to fee my fiaer 

-{he'll laugh me to death t~ fee me gut of my pantOflef, 
• and you and I thus familiar-However, I know !he'll ap. 
prove it. 

Calli. YO'-1 may boat!: youd; If an heroine to her, and 
~ the firf!: woman that ever was vanquifhed. by hearing truth, 

and had fincerity enough to receive fo 1"ollgh an oblig~. 
t ion, as being made acquainted with her faults-Corne. 
Madam, frand your ground bravely,. ,"c'Il march in to her 
thus. [She leaning on Campley! 

La. Har. Who'll believe a woman'S" anger more? 1'1'0 
hetray'd the wliolc fex to you l Mr Campley. 

, [ExCtlflt. 

Re-enft:t· Lord lIARDY and CAMPU'I. 

Ca1/l. My Lord, her 'liaer, who now is mine, will im, 
mediately fend her hither--But be yourfelf-Charg~ 
her bravely-I wilh {he w re a cannon-:-an eight<; II 

pounder, for your fake--Tben; I kl1ow, were thera 
Qccafion, you'd be in Ie mouth of h r--

L : !lard. I lo~g, yet fear to fee her--I know I an 
lUlable to utter myfelf---
. Cam. <Alme, retire jere till !he appears. 

E nter Lady SKAIlLOT .. 

-z,a. Sbar. Now • • 
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ing. [tifide.] There he is 'T/;t'J approach alld fa/ute each . . 
.. th(r IrwzMng.] Your Lordlliip wilJ pleafe to fit; [After 
a 'Very long parift, flo/en gianceJ, and il'refllute gdlllNJ.] 
¥our,Lordfbip, I think, has :rateJled thole pans of Italy 
where the armies are--

£. Hc;rd. Yes, Madam-- . 
La. Shot·. I tbinJc.. I , have letters from rYOll, dated 

. Mantua. ' . . 
£. Flrmi. I .hope you. h:p;e, Madam, and. that their; 

purpofe.-- /" 
La. Shat". My Lord ?-[LcoHng flriou! ami confu!'d/~ • 
L. Hard., Wa3 not your Ladyfhip going to fay fome ... 

thing? 
L a. Sbtrr. r only attended to what your Lordfhip wag . ' 

going to fay- That is, my Lord-Bur you were, I be. ' 
)ieve, , going to fay fomething of that garden of the: 
world, Iialy--I am very fotry your misfortu;res in
England are fu ch 2Jl make yOll juItly regret your leaving 
rhat. plate. 

£. Hard. There is a perfon 10' E ngland, may make 
thofe lolfes infenfible to me -- • 

La. Shar. Indeed, my Lord, there have fo very few 
of qtiality attended his Majefl:y in the wur, thl>.t youI,' birth 
and fortune may well hope for his favour. 

L. Hard. I ha.ve, indeed, all the 2!eal in the wot"ld for' -
bis Majdl:Y'$ fe.rvice, and' molt grateful affeClion for 11' s 
perfon; but did not then mean him -- , 

La\ Sbar. But ean yQU ind¢til impantally fay that ou,' 
l1jand IS re:llIy preferable to the Telt of the world, or is it' /' 
an arrogance only in us to think [0 ? / ' 

L. Hm·d. ll>rofcfs, Madam, rhat li.ttle f. have feen, · 
lias but more endeared Engh nd to me I for tbat medley 
of humou.s which perhaps diHruCls our public affairs, doeJ, ! 
methinks, improve Qur privatp. jives, and makes converfa 
tion more various, and 'con[eq'Jently more pleafing"'7'E\"ery 
where elfe, both men and thillgS fi ve the [mle cOuntl
nance--In Francr, you. meet muchfl civility and 'little 
friendfhip; in Holland, deep attention, but little relle<;r 
tiOD; in Italy, all pleafure, but no mirtb---e .. But here 

. h h .' Wit us, were yeu have every where pretenders, or ma-
£h:rs in every thing, you can1 t faU into companx-where- I 
in YOIl Duill not be iollruClcd 01' diverted. 

, Ldf Shim. 
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La. Shtlr. 1 never bad an account of any thing from 
you, my Lord, but I mourn'd the lofs of my brotht:r, you 
would have been fo happy a companion for him-With 
that right fenCe of yours-My Lord, you need not bow 
fo obfequiou{]y, for 1 do you but j,utice-But you fent 
me word of you'r feeing a lady in hall' ry like me-
Did you VI t her often? • 
. L. Hard. Once or twice ; but I obfervcd her fo 100fe 
~ oreature, that I could lW_<;, kiUed her fqr . h~ving your 
_perfon -~ 

La. Sbar. I thank you, Sir; but heav'n., tmt prefervcs 
me unlike her', will, I bope, make her more like me-But 
your fellow traveller-His r,e1ations themfdves know Qot 
a juft account of him--

L. Hard. The or12inal c<lufe of his fe~er, was a vio
.lent paflion.for . a fipe young woman he had not power to 
fpeak lo--but I told. her his regard for ner as pallioo .. 
fltdy as ppflible-- ' . 

La. Shar. You were to him what Mr Campley has 
.been to you--Whithe.r am I running !--Poor,. your 
,(nend-Poor gentlemat1 !-.--

L. Hard. I hope then as Campley's eloquence is great~ 
• ,.cr, fo has been his fuccefs--...- -

La. Sloat·. My Lord '? 
L. Hard. Your _LadyChip's ___ 

.'E1/t~r 'Lady }lARRIO·T, • 

• La. Hal'. 'Undone! up dope ! ' '1'atcleaid l1as found, 
- y ' fome means or other, rhat -Campley .brought my 

ord Hardy hither; we ar,c Iltterly ruin(d, my Lady's 
,coming--

I.. Hard. I'll fi:ay :md confront ber. 
Lr. Shar. It mull not b --we are too much in her 

.,Powet. 

Ent'r CUlPLEv. ... . . 
. Ct/lll. Come, CJ1TIe, my l.ord, we're routcdhorfe and 

I foof-Duwn the bad,- fi:airs, and fo out. [ExeUlII. 
Iarlief. ), ay-- • 
1.a. H.lr. I trcmLtle el' ry joint (If me--.-
La. Shar. I'm at a fia. J " jirik, but ra.gc will recover 

fhc~_ com 19 io-

• 



Enttr WIDOW. 

Wid. l.a!lies, you~ fervallt - I frar I jnte~pt you .; 
,. ' Have you conipany? Lady IT riot, your fen'ant; lia-iy 

Shadot, yonr [crv;mt. What, not a word ?--Oh, :r be' 
~our Ladyfhip',s .rardon--L,tdy harlot did I fay'? my 
young Lady Brumpton, I wilh you joy. 4, 

La. Sbar. 0, your [cF\'anr, Lady Dowager Brnmptoo 
--T.hat's an appellation rtf milch more joy to you-- > 

Wid. So finan, Madam? but you {hould, methinks~ 
have made one acquaintcd-Yet, Madam, your conduCt i ' 

, f.!en through--
La. Shar. My conduCt, Lady nrrtmpton '! 
Hli. Your conduCl', Lady Shadot! . 

L Comit:g up to ~a.c" 0 

ttl. Shl1r. Madam, 'tis you are [een through all 
thin difguifcs--:-

Wit/.. I [een? b)l whom? 
:La. Shar... By an all-piercing eye,; na)', by what you 

much more fe:u-, the eye ef the world-tbe world fees 
you, or {haJJ fee you: it !hall kn~1V your fe~ret intempe
rance, your p \1bli~ fafting-Ioofe poems in yom' clofet. an 
J"l.)milY on your tollet~Yo.ur cafy ikilful FraCt:i~'d hy~-:-
cri!y, by which you wrought upon your hU{ban j barely to 
tran:;fer the trufl: and ward of us, tw helpleis virgins, i n
t o the hand5 an.d ~are of-I cannot n.lme it --You'r *.l 
wick~d woman, 

.La. H.tlr~ «Jide. J 0, rare lifteF! 'tis;t fine thing to 14:ep 
o:Je's ange~ in frock by one; we that are angry aQd plea,s'd r 
every half hour, having nothi~:l at all of all this high-ilo 1Ipf" 
fury! why, {he rages like II. princcr:~ 'in a tragedy! t.lef. 
lings on her tongue-.-

Wid, Is this the effeCt: of our mOlDing lc¢tures, your 
fdf-exlniination, aJJ this fury! 

La. Shar. Yes, it is, Madam: if I t<ike rains to go
vera my paflions, it {hall not give licence to othe 10 ~ 
,-.:m 'em tor mc--- I! '. •• 

Wit/. Well, Lady Shar1ot, howe\'er you ilf.deJ;, .. ,'l'.,.. •• V'". 

Qf me, I !hall take care, "'hile there'arc jo~b and 
to keep you fro111 Lord Hardy-\rom being a.Jeiger~. 
fro~ carrying a knapfiltk.. 

La. Sial'. Knapfack! do you urbrajtl the po\'cr.ty- your 
, 'OWIl 
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own wicked arts have, brought him to ?-Knapfack! Db, 
. grant me patience! can I hear this of th man I love? 

Knapfack! I have not words! [Sta17JfiJ about the room • • 
Wid. I leave you to cool upon it; love and anger ilre 

very warm pallions.-· - [E: ~ 
La. Har. Shl: ha lock'd us in--
La. Sh . Knapfack! Well, I will break walls to go 

to lUm-I could fit down and cry my eyes out! Dear 
filler. what a rage have I ~een in? Knapfack 1 I'll give 
vent to my jull rdentment-Oh, how {ball 1 avoid this 
bafe woman, how meet that excellent man! what an help. 
lefs condition are you and I in now? If Wt! run into the 
world, that youth and innocence, which {bould demand 
:t.iIifiance, does but attract invaders : Will Providence 
guard us? How do I fee that our ft!x is naturally indigent 
of protection !-1 hope 'tis in Fate to crown our loves; 
for it is only in the pr()tection of men of honour that we 
are naturally truly fafe ; • 

And woman's happinefs, for all her fcorn, 
. Is only by that fide whence {be was born • 

• 

ACT III. SCENE 1. 

Enter Lord HARDY, C AM PL£V, alldTaJM. 

. . Lord HARny • 

T HA T jade Tattleaid faw me upon the fl:airs; for 
I had .not patience to keep my concealment, but 

mlln peep alit tQfee Io'hat was become of you . 
Cam. But we have advice, however, it feems from the 

garrifon already-this minrefs of Trim's is a mighty 
lucky a.ccident--

Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, (he has free egrefs and regrefs, 
and, you know, the French are the b(:/~ bred.people in 
"tb~ 'VAL1d-=-Ihe'lI ~e alliflant--but 'faith, 1 have one 

'l1cr~JPle that hangs about me-and th<lt is,-Iook you, my 
Lord, we f, vants hay no mafiers in their abfcnce-

OJ In a word, when 1 am with MademQifelle, 1 talk of 
your Lordlhip as only a particular acquaintance, that I 
do bufUlefs il1?eed for you fometimes - I mll!!: ne~ds 

• D ~ 
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fay, cries I, that indeed my Lord H ardy is really a per. 
fan I have a eat honollr ·for--

L. Hard. 'Pifh! is that all? I under1l:and you- your 
mi1l:refs does nat know that ),;)U a me the Honour to cle?D 

I (hoes or fo, upon occaGon Pr'ytht:\!) ' \Till , make your- ~ 
elf as confiderablc as YOll pkafe_ 

TriTT,. ""V ell then, your le1fon is this-40he, out of 
her refpeCl: to me, and !1ndcrfhnding Mr Camplcy wns an 
intimate of my friend my Lord Harely, and condcfcend:' 
ing (tho' fhe is of a great hdttfc in France:) to make man
tlIas for the imprmLl1lcnt of the Et 'gJifll --whieh give 
her eafy admilta,1ce- flle, I fay, mov'd by thefe promi. 
fes , has v.ouehjafcd to bring a lettcr frOlu llly Lad y Har
riot to Mr Ca'llplcy, and came to me to bring her to him. 
You are to underfiand alfo, that (he is drcfs ' d in the latefr -
French cut; her d refs is the model c.f their habit, and 
herteJf of their man ners-for {he is- B ut you !hall fee 
h c:r--- 0 [Ex;t. 

L. Hard. This gives me fame life !- ch';:er up, Tom
but behold the {olemnity- do you fcc Trim's gallantry? I 
lhalllallgh out. • 

E nter TRnl, leading ill MADEMO I SE L LE. 

7"im. My dear L ord Hardy, this is Mademoifelle 
.(l 'Epingle, whofe name you've often heard me ugh-
fL ord Hardy Jdlltu her.] Mr Campley- 'Mademoifelle 
d'Epi nglc. [Campley fa/uteJ her.] 

111ad. Votre fervant, Gentlemen, votte ferva.nt-
Cam, I pr.ote(t to you, I never faw any thing fo beco

mipg as your drefs-fllall'I beg the favour you'd cond e 
{ccnd to let Mr Trim lead you once round the room, that 
I may admire the elegance of your hahit--

[Trim leadJ Irer round. 
L . Hard. :-fow conld you rt{!c fnch a tiling ? 
Cam. P'ihaw, my Lord, you 're a baih ful Euglilh fel· 

low-you fee {he is not fmprizcd at it, but thinks l~.e 
gallant in deuring)t-Oh, Madam, ~our air!...: '~ I.e . 
gligence, the difengagement of YOllr mannt:r! ; ow Ck 
Iicate is your noble nation--I fwear, the~'s ·Done ~ltt " 

the c1umfy Dutch and E ngJi(h -would oppofe fnch polite 
conquerors--Wbeo {hall you fet: an Eng linl woman'fo 
~efs'd~ 
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Mad. D e Englife ! poor barbarians, poor fa,ragez, dey 
. know no more of dt! drefs .. but to eo\'er ir naked ·.efs. 

[Glidtl along the room. ] Dey be cloded, but not dr '[s'd 
- but, Monli ur Terim, which Monr. Campley? 

Trim. That's hand!: Tom Campley --
Cam. At your ferviee, Mademoift:11e---
l'r1(Jd~ fear I incur de cenfure, [Pu ling out the lef

tel', ITnd' l'ecrJldlh~~, (JJ loth to dtlivcr it.] btlt Mr T eri m. 
bein;g yonr intimate friend, d I defigning to honour him 
in de way of an hufbaDd-· 0, fo, how do I run away in 

' fcounc - I never make promift! to Mr Terim before, and 
now do it par ;rccioent. 

Cam. Dear 'Vill Trim is c · tremcly obliging in ha ing 
prcvail'd upon yon to do a thing, t1 at the fel'erity of YOLlr 
virtue, and the greatncfs of your quali ty (though a fhan
ge l' in the COll lltry YOll now honour by your dwelling in 
it) would not let you othcrwife conde1cend 10---

fofo~. Oh, Monficur, all , Monuel\/" ! you fpeak my 
very thoughts-Oh! I don't know how! pardon me to' 
give a billct-it fu 100k! 0 fy! I cannot flay after it
[Dropf it, rum aff,:fh' ~y to the olber md of the room, then 
9uite 01lt, re-e1lterf .] I b g tcn thollfand pal dons for go 
fa mal-a-prop'FJ. 

[C1Irtfn (/f gohl,f. 
L . Hal'. Your fervant, good Madam-Mr Trim, yilll 

ktlOw you command here-pray, if Ma<iq,m d'Epingle will 
honour our cottage :with longer fiay, wait on her in and 
entertain pray, Sir, be frcc--- _ 

yOll know your power 'over Inc; I'm 

[LeadJ her out. 
illlc--- -

is one ,thing which you w re too generOtlS to 
in em Ia'fi convcrfation- - we have rcafon 

wido v's practices in r~lation to our fortunes , 
e I\Ot mo quick. for her- I nfk Lady 8hal JOt 

this is nOt ~er f{ofe to Lord Hardy-Ihe fay s 
but lets me write on- -. T hefe people ;uways 

• 1> 2 " have 
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" have, and will have admittance every where; there
" fore we may hear from YOll. 

" I am, HIR: 
" Your mofi obedient fervant, . 

" HARRIOT LOVELY." 

My obedient fervant 1 thy obedience {hall eve; .. be as vo
lunt:try as now-ten thoufand thoufand kilfes 00 thee
t! ou dt ar paper-look you, my Lo.rd-what a pretty 
lu nd it is. £ 

L. Hard. 'Why, T om, thou doft not give me)t;ave to ,/ 
fee it-you fnatch it to your mouth fo- you' ll fide the 
Eoor lad y-- ' 

Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the lines, here 
went the pen, and through the white intervals her fnew/" 
fingers. D o yt)U fcc, this is her name - -

L. Hard. Nay, there's Lady Shadot's name too in 
the midfi of the letter-why, you' ll not be fo unconfcio
nable~you're fo gr'cedy, you'll give me or.e kifs {ure-

Cam. \VeIl, you {hall, but you're fo eager,-don't 
bite me-for you {han't have it in your own hands-,
there, there, there-let go my han'd--
, L. Hard. What an exquifite pleafure there IS io tnis 
foOfery--but what {hall we do? 

Cam. I have a thought; pr'ythee, my Lord, call 
Trim. . 

L. Hard. Ra, Trim---
Cam. Hold ; Mr Trim--y,ou forge\, his mifirefs is 

there. 
L. Hard. e ra'mercy-dear 'ViII Trim, aep . 
Cam. Ay, that's fomething--'-

Enter TIM. 

Trim, have I not feen a YO,ll!1g woman 
Madam d'Epingle's trinkets for her, 
Lady Brumpton's---

Trim. Yes, YOll might have feen iuch a 
waits for her now-- : 

C. IlL . Do YOll think you could not prevail 
drrfs'a in that wench's clothes, a!l:'i attend 
:n her fie.'ld y,ither? they'll not dream we 
attempt- again--
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Trim. Yes, I'll engage it--
Cam. Then we'll trufl: the refl: to ou r good geni IS. 

I 'll about it infiantly- Harriot Lovely 1-- . • 
[Exit, kiJ1ing the Iftt r. 

Enter ' VIDOW alld TATTLEAID. 

Wid. his was well done of you; be {ure yo~ take 
. care of their young ladyfhip5- ; you {hall, I promife yo , 
-have a fnip in the {alC! of' n. 

Tat. I thank your good adyfhip. 
lVia. Is that the palter's paper of how d'yc's ? 
,Tat . Yes, Madam; he ,iull: {em it up-his general 

anfwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in your 
£<Indinon, but that you fee nobody. 

l..fld. That's right- [Reading ?hlllleJ .] Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal- Oh 1 that Riggle, a pert ogler- an in
di{ereet filly thing, who is really known by no man, yet 
for her carriage jufl:ly thQught eOnl]Jlon to all; and as 
Formal has only the appearance of virtue, fo fhe haG on
ly the appearance of vice-' Vhat chance, I wonder, put 
thefe conrradictions Ul each other into the fiulle coach, as 
you fay they call'd ·--Mrs Fl'ances "nd Mrs Winnifl' 
G lebe- who are they? 

Tat. They are the country great fortunes, have been. 
• out of town this whole year; they are thofe whom your 
L adyfhip faid, upon bC!ing Yefy well botn, tOok upon 'em 
to b~ very ill bred--

J,iiid. Did l' fay fo? really I think 'twas apt enough; 
DOW I remember 'em : Lady W"rinkle- Oh, that [mug 
o'ld woman 1 there'~ DO enduring her affectation of youth, 
bllt T plague her; T always afk whethu- her daughter in 
W'ildhire has a grandchild yet or not - L ady Worthy 
-1 -can"t bear her :::ompany, fne has fo mu.ch of that 
irtue jn her heart, which I have in my mouth only. 
E-1I"*'~ Mrs Aftcrday-Oh, th ~ 's {he that w~s ~c 
tea! M ut;.y-the mighty tcail: abom town, that ~ )1.11'1: 

of th! fmall-Fox ; fhes horr;bly pitt cI thc 
ay ; ng to fee her and pJagce her \\·ith r.1y c nJo-
c~ ... • s a pure ill-natur1d fatisfaEtion to f.·e ore tllat 
~ allc,tuty unfonuo·at Iy move with the fame bng"v, 

rn efs of bekviOlll, that once was ch:\nning in h~, 
Tojec1 I fay, her mortify that us 'd to kill- Ha, ha" 

• D 3. ha! 
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ha? The refl: are a catalogue of mere names or titles they 
were Darn to, an inlipid crowd of the neither good nor 
bad-eut you are fure thefe other ladies furpea: not in tlie 
leaf!: that I know of their coming -

'Tat. No, dear Madam; they are to aik for me-
Wid. I hear a coach --- [?;:it Tat. 

I've now an exquifite plearure in the thought (/,. furpalling 
my Lady Sly, who pretends to ha"e outgriev'd the whok 
town for her huiband-Th~ a~e certainly coming--
O h, no! here let me--Thus let me fit and think- ./ 
[Widow 0'1 her COlleb , 'wMll! fhe is raving aJ to 'herji:t;;t' 
TattleaidJij1(y bril1l{J in the L'1dieJ.] Wretched , diCcon
folate as I am ~ Oh, welcome,-welcome dear killing 
anguilh-Oh, that I could lie down and die in my pre-
fent hcavinefs _ . But what-how 1 Nay, my dear, dear 
Lord --Why do you look fa pale, fa ghaitlj' at me, 
wottoo, wOttoO, fright thy own trembling Ihivering 
wife--- " 

'T.at. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 
Wid. Thou {halt not hare me - - [P7I./hl',r T at. 
'Tat. Nay, good Madam, 'tiS 1, 'tis T, your Lady .. 

{hip's own woman- 'Tis T, Madam, that drefs you, and 
taJ¥,. to you , and tell you all that's donei n the hOllfe eve
ry day; 'tis 1---

lVid. Is it then pollible 1 Is it then pollible th~t I am 
left l-fpeak to me not-hold me. not -- I'll break the 
lifl:'ning walls with my complaints. [ LookJ furpl'iftd at 
feeing company, thm ftvere(y at Tattleaid.] Ah! T attle
aid---

I La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her 
come in fpite qf her-we aFe your fri 
concern'd as YOll--

tv?!i. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, 
an undon'e woman- On, me! Aba! Alas ! 
[AI/join ill her ?Mtn. ] I {woon, I expire! 

• 2 I a. Pra: , Mrs Tattleaid, bring 
cordinl to her. t> 

3 ]'IT. T ndeed, MadalP , YJU {bould nave 
LordOli'p was old . To d'e IS but }oing befor~ 
ney we mull: all ta~e. , • • 
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E nter "T AT T L EA ID loaded 'With bottlCJ. 3d Lady lakC/, 
a l'ottle frOI1l her, and drinkI. 

4 La. Lord! how my Lady Flirt drinks; I've heard, 
indeed, but never could believe it of her. [Drinks alfo. 

I L. But, Madam, don't yOll hear what the town 
. fays of t~ jilt Flirt, the men lik'd fo much in the Park Z 
.-Hark ye -was feen with him in an hackney-coach
and !ilk fiockings-key .hol,-his wig-on the chair.-

[WhiJpm by interruption. 
2 ['a. Impudent flin, to be found out! · 
3·La. But I fpeak it only to you --
-4 La. Nor! but to one more--

L Wl:ijperI next't1!011Ztlf:!. 

5 L a. I can' t believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam-- [Whijpen t he Widow:. 

Wid. Su re, 'tis impuffible! the demure prim tbing
fure all the world's hypocrify-- ~ell , I thank . my 
fhrs, whatfoever fllfferi ngs I have; I've none in reputa
,tion. 1 wonder at the men; I could never think her 
handfome. She has ally a good fhape and complexion, 
but no mien, and no woman has the ufe of her beauty 
without mien. Her chal'ms are dumb, they want u~~
anee. But whither does difiraction lead me to talk of 
charms? 

I La. Charms ! a chit's, a girl's charms--Come, 
let us widows be true to ourfelves, keep our countenan
ces and our cil1riCl:ers, and a fig for the maids, I mean 
the unmarri ed. 

2 La. Ay, fince they will fet up for our knowledge, 
why fhoulJ not we for their ignorance:' . 

3 La. BlIt, ' Madam, o'- Sunday morning at church I 
ctlItfied to you, and look'd at a great furs jn a glaring 
r t drefs next pew. That thong mafclllioe th ing is a 

night's wife, pretends to ' all the telldernefs in the 
orld I aTl;l;i 'would fain .1?ut th e un}vieJ y upon us for the 

"\llWrIIIIIIE.liJitllguid ! · She 11 ~.~ uf a f\ldd n left htr dairy, an.d 
r a fine tcwn lady; calls her maid Sic'ly her 

we t\lan; li. !Lk$ to ter .by h tT [urname, Mrs Chc'rlyfi!1 ; • 
• Iter great foot· boy of ninetten, big enough for a . 
trac p( r, is fir i prd into a : ac ~ coatI now Mr Page fQr- • 
!oQtI! . 
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4 La. Oh! I hlU'e feen her--Well, I heartily pity f 
fume people for their wealth -they might have been un- . 
known elfe! You'd die, Ivfadam, to fee her and her eqlli
page--I thought the honefl: fa tits, her horfes, were 
alhamed of th1:ir finery; they dr:!gg'd on, a's if they were 
Rill at plougb, and, a great balhful-look'd booo," behind,. 
grafp'd the coach, as if he had held one. d' -

5 La. Alas! fame people think there's nothing but 
being nne to be genteel : f ut the high prance of the 
horfes, and the bri/l( infolence of the fervants , in an equi
page of quality, ;rre inimitable, but to our own beans anel 
:lernnts. 

I La. Now you nlk of equipage, I e:nry this L ady the 
'beauty {he'll ' appear in in a mOllrnipg coach, ' ,will 10 be
.come her complexion ; I confefs, I myfdf mourn'd two' 
-years for no other reafon. T ake up th"t hood there ; 
Qh ! that fai r face with a veil. 

[They take up I!l'rv,ood. 
Wid. "Fy, fy, ladies--but I've been told, indeed, 

black dues become---
. 2 L a. VI ell, I'll take the liberty to fpeak it, there's, 
young Nm1;>rain has long had ( I'll be fworn) a pallion for 
thIS lady: but I'll t eU you one thing, I fear {he'll dif
like ; that is, he's younger than /lIe is. 

3 La. No, that's no exception ; bur I'll tell YOll then. 
he's younger tlran his brother. 

Wid. L adies, talk not of fuch affairs: who cou'd love 
fueh an unhappy reli c! as I am ? But, dear Madam, what 
grou~ds have you for that idle Ilory ? 

4 La. Why, he toalls YDU, and trembles wbcJryou're . 
[poke of; it mull be a match. 

Wid. Nay, nJY ; you rally, you rally : but I tOil 
mean it kindly. 

I La. I hvear we do. 
[Tattleaid, qU'''IDRr r. 

Wid. nut.r mull befeecJ1 you , 
been fo compallionatr as to vifit and "'-','''''11<1 
row, to give me the only comfort 1 C,l\1 

my fri ends cheerful, and to hRnour au 
Tat,tleaid has prepared with in for YOlI; if 
firength enough I'll attend au; but I with 

, 
• 
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I me, for I)ve no relilh of food or joy, but will try to get a 
. bit down in my own chamber. 

A/I. No, no, you mufi go with us. 
1 La. There's no pleafnre ;.vithout you. 
Wid: But, Madam, r muf!: beg of your 'Ladyliup not 

to be f~importune to my freih calamity, as to mention 
Nl1tbrain ~y more: I'm fnre there's nothing in it: in 
l?ve with me, quotha a' ! [Ii h~!p~d off. E.teunt. 

Enter MADEMOISELLE, OIfId CAMPLEY in womm'J 
c/oth~f, carr.ving her thillgf . 

JJJhr.d. I very glad 11S be in de ladies anti chamber ; I 
was {harned of you . You yon fuch impudent look: be
fides , me wonder you were not feized by the con!l:able, 
when you puih'd de man into de kennel. 

Cam. Why, Ihou'd I have let him kifs'd me? 
lYlad. No; but if you had hit him wit fan, and fay, 

why, fure faucy ' box, it been enough.,; befide, what you. 
hitted de gentleman for offe~ kiffe me. ' • 

Cant. I beg pardon; I dId not know you were pleafed . 
with it. • ' 

Mad. Pleafe, no; but me rader be kiife den you. Mr 
, Terim's friend, be found put. Cou'd not YOIl fay w,llen 

he kiffe me, fure, fancy box, dat's meat for your ma!l: r. 
Bc:lides, you take fuch firides when you walk--walk 
- -Oh fy I defe little pette tiny bits a woman !l:eps. 
'. [Shewing her fiep. 
. Cam. But, pt4ythee, Mademoifelle, why have you lof!: 
your E ngliih tongue all of a fudden; methought when the 
fellow call'd U$ Fren~b whores, as we came along, and 
faid we came to lUrve their own people, you gave hil"!} -

. Engliih; he was a dog, a cafcal, you'd fend 

Ha, ba, ha ! 1 was in' a pallion, and betrayed, 
you're my' lover's friend . and a man of bo
re know y~u'll dt,> nothi 'l~ to injure us. 

, YOil muf!: know I can fpeak as 
as yo ; but I don't, for fear of lofing my 

Engliih will never give a price for any 
under!l: .n8.. ~Tay, I've known fome of 

.Jretend to buy wi:h good breeding, and giv.e 
ratl+er thall not be thought to have French 

• ' e OOllth 
....... _---
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enough to know what they are doing j frrange and far
fetched things they only like; don't YOll f~e how they" 
(wallow gallons of the juice of' tca, while, their own dock
leaves are trod under foot. Mum: my Lady Harriot. 

E71tfr Lady PIAR~lOT. 

M~dam.. votre fervante', ferval1te-
La. Ha,'. Well, Mademoifc:lle, did you deliver my 

letter? , 
Mad.Ovi--
La. Har. Well, and how-is that it in youI' Mnd ? I 

Mad.Ovi--
La. HClT. Well then, why don't you gi"e it me? 
Mad. 0 fy! Lady, ciat be fa right Er.gJifc, de EngJlfe 

mind only de' wo.-ds of de lovers, but de words of de lo~ 
vers are often lie, but de aCtion De lie--

La. Har. What does l:hc thing mean? Give me my: 
lctter-' -

Mad. Me did not deliver your letter
La. Har. Po? 
Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it; tl) fee Mt 

Camp ley how cavalier to take it up. As derc me drop it 
. fo, . Monfieul' run to take it up- _ 

[nt'y both rull to tah i6 up. Mad. take! it-. 
La. Har. Ovi-But dus he do-dere de Jetter-v-ery _ ' 

well, very well, 0 L' AmoUT! you act de manDer, .1'fr 
• Campley-take it up bemr than I" do' no fee it ? 

[They both Nl1., 

[Latiy fuRRtOT rfadJ.] 

" MADAM, 
" I am glad you mention' d what ind 

" that time think of, nor if 1 had, fhou'rl 
" how to have fpoken of. But bIds me 
" tune can, by turning thofe fair eyes upon, 

U Your molt faithful, 
. "Molt obedient 

What does he mhn ? But blefs me mOlre·- .... elF,:· 
--Oh, 'tis he himfelf"....[LooRi/~ about nh/;;"., .. ,.; 
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\ Jmile. ] O h, the hoyden-the romp-' -I did not think 
. any thing could add to your native confidtnce; Olit you 

look fo very bold in that drefs':'-nnd };our arms will fa ll 
off-and your petticoats how they hang! 

Cam. Mademoifelle, voulez vouz de SalviUe L'eau 
d' Ho rie, chez MonGeur marohand de Montpellier
Dis for y r teet. [Shewing ,~i.r l/·inRetJ. ] De e{[ence, i. 
little book French for teach de elder ,broders make com
pl iments . Will you, I fay, have any thing that I have, 
will you have ail I have ?...:....!l..Madam. 

La. flar. Yes; and, fer the humour's fake, will never 
. th this box while I live, ha,11a, ha! 

Cam. But, Lady Harri ot, we mull: not ltand laugh
ing; as you obferve in your letter, delays are dangcl ous 
in this wicked woman's cull:ocly of you ---Therefore I 
mull: , Madam, befeech you , and pray ll:ay not on niceties, 
but be ad¥is'd. 

La. Har. Mr Campley, I have no .will but yonrs. 
Cam. Thou dear creature !--But, [KijJcJ her ha1ld.] 

Hark'ye, then you mull: change drelfes with Mademoi
felle, and gu with me inll:antly. 

La. Har. What you pleafe--
Cam. Madam D'Epingle, I mull: delire you tu COWplV 

with a humour of gallantry of ours; you may be fure, I'll 
. have an eye over the treatment you have upon my account; 

only to change habits with Lady Harriot, and let her go 
while you ll:ay. , 

Mad. Wit alI- my heart. [Offer.r to undrefi herft(f. 
l.a. Har. What, before Mr Campley? 
Iliad. Oh, oh, very Anglaife! dat is fo Eoglife! All 

woman of qual ity in France are drefs and undrefs by a va
let de ebambre ;,de man chambermaid help comple,uon, 
better den d woman. [Apar t to Hal'. 

Hal'. Nay, that's a fecret in drefs, Mademoifelle, 
li.n IV before, and am [0 unpolifhed an Englifh 

as to refol 'C I'evcr to learn ev'n to refs before my 
~.'-IIO;.;.o.Oh, in . ec;!ncy! Mr Campley, do you hear 

favs ?--.--
a ! h;ll: - ·-Bagatelle. . 

Well, we'll run in and be ready ill an infi.ant. 
[Exeunt La. Har. and Mad. 

"W ell, I like her every minute better and better. 
What 
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What a delicate chalHty {he has! There's fomething fo I 
grofs in the darriage of fome wives (tho' theY're honefl:' 
too) that they lofe their hufhands ht:arts for faults 
which, if they have either good nature or good breed
ing, they know not how to tell 'oem of. But how hap-
py am I in fuch , a fri~nd. as Hardy, fueh a I11iJtrefs as 
Harriot! / 

Continue, Heav'n, a grateful heart to blefs ' 
With faith in friendihip, fOd in love fuccefs. 

A C T IV. S C ENE I. 

E nter WIDOW and TRUSTY. 

WIDOW. 

MR Truny, you have, I do alfure you, the fame 
place and power in the management of my Lord 

Brumpton's efl:ate, as in his lifetime. (I am reduced to 
a necellity of trufl:ing him) [qJide.] However T attI.::aid 
dilfembles the matter, {he mufl: be pri,vy to Lady Harriot's 
efcape, and Fardingale's as deep with ' em both, and. I 
fear will be their ruin, which 'tis my care and dUfy to 
prevent. Be vigilant, and you {hall be rewarded. I 
fhall employ you wholly in Lady Sharlot's affairs, -fhe is 
able to pay fervices done for her. You've fenfe, and un
dedland me-; [Exit Widow, 

Tru . Yes, I do indeed underfl:and you, and 
willi another could with as much detefiation as 
my poor old Lord is fo fl:rangely, fo 
namoured of her, that even after this di 
wid.ednefs, I fee he could be reconcil'd to 
-though he is afhamed to confefs to me, 1 
to fpeak with.,her. If I tell Lord H ardy 
his fortune, he would not let his father be 
by a ppblic way of feparation. If things 
privately, I know {he'll throw us all ; there's 
way'; I mufl: expofC her to make a rc-u 
cable. Alas! how is honefl: tr~th banifiled 
when we mull: watch thc feafons and foft 

z 
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, men's hearts, to gain it entrance ev'J1 for their own good, 
. and intereft. [Exit. 

Enter Lord HARDY, CUIPLEY, and TUM. 
L. Hard. ITorget my own misfortunes, dear Cflmplt'y, 

when fiea: on your fuccefs. • 
. Cam. wure you it moderates the fwell of joy that I 

, <1m in; td think of your difficulties. I hope my feltcity is 
'" p\CviOllS to yours; my Ladl\ Harriot gives her fervice to 
"' you, and we both· trunk it but decent to fufpend Ollr mar

~~ill your and L ady Sharlot's affairs arc in the fame 

" L. Hard. Where is my Lady? 
Cam. She's at my aunt's, my Lord. Bnt, my Lord, . 

" if you.don't interpofe, I don't know how I fuall adjull'mat- . 
"ters with Mr Trim, for leaving his miftrefs behind me; I 
fear he'll demand fatisfaa:ion of me. 

'Trim. No, Sir; alas, I can know 00 fatisfaa:ioll while 
{he is in jeopardy. 'Therefore would rather be put in-a
way to recover her by ftorming the cafl:le, or other feat of 
arms; like a tnle enampur'd fwain as I am. 
" Cam. Since we are all three then expeCting lovers, my 
Lord, pr'ythee, let's have that fong of yours which f'lits 
our common purpofe. . 

• L. H ard. Call in the boy. 

• 
Boy flngs • 

I. 
r e minuteJ urhzg the haPfY {;Ol/,., 
And Chlo~ bfuJhiLzg to ~he bo~ver: 
Tile" Jball ali MI flame! be o'er, 
N9); eYe! nor heart ne'er 'U),mder mON .. 

Botk, Chloe, fi,'('dfor e'er 011 tbee, 
p,j;, ~ou art all thy fox to me. 

II. 
il a ~/fi, embrace ; 

1!IIf'~_"a'J love' J a fairy-chace; 
t 1,ou meteor, j1~eting:fire, 
that call't{upvive d~/ire. 

Illy reafo11 1JWOI!J and awl', 
Cupid Jh~t me ·when be jit'1. I) . 

E 
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Trim. Look you, G entlemen, lince, as you are pleas'dl ' . 

to fay,~ we're all lovers, and confequently poet3, pray do 
me the'honour to hear a little air of ine: you mull: know 
then, I once had the misfortune to fall in love below my-
[elf; but things went hard with us at that time, [0 that 
my paffion, or, as I may poetically fpeak, my ~~, was in 
the kitchen: 'twas towards a cook-maid; 16ut before I 
ever faw Mrs D eborah. 

L. H ard. Come on the~,. Trim, let's have it: .;''' 
'Trim. I muH run into next room for a lute. [Exit . r ' . 

Cam. This mull be diverting! can the rogue'play! 

R e:wter TRIM, <with a pair iftongJ. 

Trim. Dear Cynderaxa herfelf very well underHood 
this inll:rum~nt, I therefore always fung tills fong to it, 
as thus: 

I. 

C)/ld~raxa kind a1Jd good, 
Htu all m)' h6a fi and }l01llach tDo; 

S he lIlaku me lo~'e , /lot hate 111) food, 
A J otber pee'uiJb <Wl!I1chu do. 

II. 

U'h611 VellUJ leaveJ her Vulcan' f cell, 
Which all but 1 a coal-hole call ; 

Fly, fly', J C that above }lain d<well, 
H er l ace is <wajh'd, ye vanifJ/ 'al!. 

III. 

And af jhe' J fair, foe Ct11J impt;trt 
That beauty to make al/ thil1gf jilll: ; 

Brigf.tel1f the floor with wond'r~u~ ·a,.t, 
Alld at her t07lch the diJher fbill/!. 

L. Hard. I protell, Will, thou· art a 
And at hi,. touch tl:t1 diJhef jhine.- --.jC3.U 
your lute as fint:lY. 

Ellter B v ... 

Boy . There's one Mr Trull:y below 
my Lord. 

. . . 
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, , \. L. Hard. Mr Trufly, my father's fleward! what can 
• he have to fay to me ? 
, Ctl1II, H e's very honelt, to my knowledge. 

L. Hard. I remember, indeed, when I was turn'd out 
of the houft!, he fnllow'd me to the gate, and wept over 
me, fo 'eh, I've heard, he'd lik~ to have lolt his place. 
But, howe cr, I mufl: advife with you a little, about my 
~ehaviou r to him: let's in. Boy, bring him up hither ; 
tell him, I'll wait on him pre{ently, [ Exit Boy • • 

" 1 /halt want you, I believe, here, Trim. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Bov ,aml TRusTY. 

Boy • . M y Lor.d will w~t on YOll here immediately. 
[Exit Boy. 

Tru. 'Tis Vety well-there lodgings are but homely 
for the E arl of Bmmpton-Oh, t)lat damn'd flrumpet! _ 
that I '!hould ever know my malter' s wife for {uch' !-
How many thoufiUld things does my Iiead run back to ! 
After my poor father's death, the good Lofd took IDe, 
becaufe he was a captain in his regiment, and gave me 
education: I wa3, 1 tpink, three-and-twenty when ,this 
young Lord within was chriltened; what ado tpere was 
about calling him Francis! [.t!.'ipu hi! eYe!, ] Thefe ·are 
but poor lodgings fo~him. I can not bea.r the jwy, to think 
that I !hall £1Ve the f.unily from which I've had my 
bread. 

~ Enter TRI M. 

'Trill!. pir, my Lord will wait on y~ll immediately. 
Sir, 'tis my duty to. wait on him--[Af Trim 

But, Sir, are not you the young man that at
at Cbrilt-Church in Oxford, and have 'fol-

m ever !iDee? 
Yes, Sir,.1 am. 

Nay, Sil', no harm; but you'll thrive the better 

I like t:h~ old felfow, I fmd! more money. 
[Ajide. E xit. 

I tl1ink it is n0W eight years {inee I faw him; 
Dot then ninete![j, when I follow'd him to the 

gave ll im fifty ' guineas, which I pretended his 
after him. • 

E 2 
I 

Enter 
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Enter Lord HARI)¥. 

AaIV. ~ 
J 

L. Hard. Mr Trully, I'm vefY glad to fee you; you 
look very hale and jolly, you we r well-I'm glad to fee 
it-bu your commands to me, Mr Trully ? 

71'«. Why, my Lord, I prefume to wait, '\5ii your 
Lordfhip; my Lord, you're firangely grown: you'r~ your 
father's very piClure; you're he, my Lord: you are tllC 

, very man that look'd fo ple;p'd, to fee me look fo fine in A 
my Jac'd li.very, to go to court. I was his page when he I 

was jufi fuch another as you. He kifs'd me afore' a gre," 
many L ords, and faid I was a brave man's fo , .:.at
taught him to exerclfe his arms. I remember he carried 

'm to the great winqow, and bid me be fure W keep in 
your mother's tight ~n all my finery. She was the finea . 
young creaturl:; the maids of honour hated to fee her at 
court. My Lord then coulted my good L ady: {he was 
as kind to me on her death-bed' {he faid to me, Mr 
Tr.ully, take care of my Lord's fecond mar,iage, fo!" that 
child's fake: {he 'pointed as well as {he conld to you; 
you fell a-crying. and faid the thould not cie; but {he 
did, my Lord; {he left the world, and no one like her 
in' ·._ Forgive me, my honour'd maHer. [W~ep., run. to 
my Lord,. rind hug. him.] I've often carry'd yoa in .thefe 
arms that gr..afp you; tbey were frronger then; but if I 
die to-morrow, you're worth live thoufand pounds by my 
gift ; 'tis what I've got in the family. and I return it to 

you with thanks-but, alas! dq I li\'e 0 fee you want it? 
1:.. Hard. You confound me with all this tend roeCs 

and generolity. . 
'Tl'fI. I'll trouble you no longer, my Lor~-but
L. Hard. Call it not a trouble; for-
'Tru. My good Lord .. I will not, I lay, indulge my_ 

{df in talking fond tales, that melt me, and interrup m 
frory: my bufinefs to your Lordlhip, in O!1e word, is t , 
I am in good confidence at prefent with my Lady D 
'ager; and I know {he has fome fear!Alpon her, w icb 
pend upon the nature of the fettlement to .yo s a 
and under the rofe-Be yourfelf--I fear youl'!fa_ ,c 
ther has not had fair play fol' hi life.. Be C'ompos'd. my , 
Lord: What is to be done in this? we'll not apply to 

p"blic 

J 
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~ ' \ public juftice in this cafe, 'till we fee farther; 'twill 
' make it noify; which we muIt not do, if I might adviCe. 
You !hail, with a detachment of your company, feizc the 
corpfe as it' goes out ohhe houfl;) this evening to be ill
terr'd in the country; 'twill only look like taking the ad· 

o minift ion upon your[elf, !Lnd commencing a fuii for the 
efbl.te i (1 'has put off the lying in flare, and Lady Har
riot's efcape with Mr Camp ley makes her fear I)e will 
p'rove a powerful friend, bO,th to ,the young lailies and 
your L ord!hip. She cannot vith decency Ix: fo bufy, as 
when the corpfe is out of the hOllIo; therefore hafl:ens it. 

your whole affair; leal'c the care of Lady Ahar
lot to me; I'll pre-acquaint her, that !he may'nt he 
frightened, and difpofc of her fafely to obferve the if. 

' fu~ , • 
L. Hard. I whoUy underfland you; it !hall be done. 
'Tnt. I'm fure I am wanted this moment 'for your in

teieIt at home. This ring {hall Pe the palfport of intel 
ligence; for whom. you fend to alfalnt LIS, and the re
mittance of it feal'd with this, !hall be authentic ftom . 
within the houfe. 

" 1. Hard. 'Tis very ~vell. ' 
'Tru. Hope all you can wi!h, my Lord, 'from a scr

tain fecret relating to the efl:ate, which I'll Il.c'luainr you 
with , next time I fee you. [Exit. 

L. Hard. Your fervant--Tvis- fellow's- flrangely ho
nefi-Ha! Will. ' 

EIl'cr C AMPLEY and TRIM. 

' Vill , don't the recruits wait for me to :fj e 'em at their 
parade before this bOllfe? 

'Trim. Y S; ' and have waited thefe' clIree hours. 
L. Hard. Go to 'em; 1'11 be there myfelf immediate

ly' we mufi attack with 'em, if , the rogut!s are fi'urdy, ' 
s "ery trening. 

,Trill/; I guefs where-I'm oveljoy'd at it. I'll war
Taflt you they do i_ ' , T command i,n ~:hief. 

'.'L." GMTi'. I defign you {hall, [Trirp 'run! outjumpillg. 
-' Ill. You feem, my Lord, to be in det'p meditation. 

I.. Hard.- I am fo, ~lt not on any thing that you may 
-llot be aC'luaintcd with. 
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;Enter TRI M, 'With a company of raggtd flllo'WJ, 'With a 
. cnne. 

I Sol. Why, then, I find, Mr Trim, we {hall come to 
blows before we fee the French -

Trim. Harkee, friend, '.tis not you~ affair to ~efs or 
enquire what you are going to do; 'tis only fcff us com
manders---

. 2 Sol.' The French! pox, they are but a company o( 
. fcratching civit:cats-they fi£bt ! . 

Trim. Harkee, don't blufler-Were not you a little 
miftaken in your facings at Steen kirk ? ~"' 

2 So!. I grant it ; you know I have an antipathy to the 
French - I . hate to fee the dogs --Look you here, 
gentlemen, r was {hot quite through the body-- Look 
you • 

. Trim. Pr'ythee, look, where it enter'd at your back.-
2 Sol. Look you Mr Trim, you will have your j~ke ; 

- we know you are a' wit-but what's that to a fighting 
man'? 

Enter KATE~ 

Kate. Mr J'rim,-Mr Trim-
Trim. Things are ~ot as they have been, Mrs Kate; 

I now pay the company-and we that pay money expeCt 
a little more ceremony--

Kale. Will your Honour pleafe to talle fome right 
French brandy? " 

T rim. Art thou fure, good woman, 'tis right? [Drillk!. 
How! -French I-pray-nay, if I find you deceive me, 
who pay the men-- [Dri1!kJ, ~ 

Rate. Pray, good mafier, have you {poke to my Lord 
about f)le? 

T,·i111·, I have; but- you {hall fpeak to him yourfel%
Thou haft been a true campaigner, Kate, and·we mu' 
not negleCt thee--Do you fell grey peaCe yet of an 
c,'eni og-Mrs ~atchlock ?-- [Drink! .a~lIi,!. 

Kntt • . Any" tlur.g to tuUl the penny; but l'""got more. 
by crying pam phlets this year than by any thiDg I ~e ~ 
clone a great while-now I am 111\lrried iDto lile company • 
agaln, I deGgn to crofs the fe IS next year. Bllt, rna-
4lcr, my hl1lb~Dd, a Tcnp~e porter, and a parliament 

man's 
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r~ man's footman, lail: night, by their talk, made me think: 
• there was danger of a peace ;' w4y, they faid all the _ 

prime people were againfi.:a war. , ' 
Trim. ' No, no~ Kate, never fear; you know I keep 

grea.t company; all men are for war, but fome would 
• have 1 road, and fame would have it at home in their 

own coundy. · 
." . Kate .. Ay, fay you fa? Drink ~bout, gentlemen, nQt 

aJarthing to pay ; a war is a war, be it where it will. 
But, pray, Mr Trim, .fpea~ 'fa . my Lord, that when 
thefe gentlemen ~ave fhirts I may wafh for lem. 

'm. I tell you, if you behave' well to-night, you \ 
fh all have a fortnight's pay each man as a reward; but 
there's none of you induil:rious; there's (l thoufand 
things you might do to help out about this town--as 
to c'ry-puff"":puff pyes-have you any knives or fcilTllrs 
to grind-or late in an evening, whip from Grubfheet 
firange and bloody news from Flander~-votes from the 

• HO,ufe of Commons-buns, rare buns-old filver l\lce, 
, cloaks, fuits, or coats-old fhoes, boots or hats-But 

'here, here, here's my . Lord I a-corning-here's the cap-
tain; fall back into the rank"":"there, move up in the cen
tre. 

Enter Loroi HARDT and CAMPLEY. 

L. Hard. Let me fee whether my ragged friends are 
ready and about me • 

• Kate. Enfign - Campley, En~gn C;!mpley, I'ni over
joy'd to fee your honour; h'a' the world is furely alter'd, 
ha'. . 

Cam. 'Tis fo, 'faith, Kate; why, art thou true to the 
'caufe , with the company fiill, hond!: Amazon? 

Kate. Dear fOIlI, not. a bit of pride in him; 'but won't 
y r honour help in my bufinefs with my Lord?' fpeak 
.~r me, noble Enfign, do. . 

. .. Cam. SpeJl.k to him yourfelf, I'll fecond you. 
' " Katl' Noble C~tain, my Lord, I fup'pofe Mr Trim 

ha'S .told your Honour about my petition. I ha e been a 
""'" g'cat fuffertg in the fervice; 'tis hard for a poor woman 

to loCe nine hulbands in a war, and no notice taken ; ' 
nay, three QPe~1, alas! i.:i the fame campaign; here ~he 
woman fiands that fays it, I never fiript a man 'till I . 

' . firft 
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lirft try'd if he could fl:and on his legs, and if not, I think }' 
'twas fair plunder, except our adjutant, and he was a 
puppy that made my eighth hufband run the gauntlet for 

Ot turning his toes out. '. 
L. Hard. "'-I ell, we'll confider thee, Kate, but fall 

back into the rear. , f.. roll of what? GentJemen i91di~rs . 
Trim. to BumpklD.] Do you hear that? my E'brd h1D1-

felf can't deny but we're all g ntremen as much as his 
Honour ·---

L. Hard. r~adil1g.] Gent~men foldiers, quarter'd in 
and about Guy-court in Vint:gar-yard, in .Ruffel·wurt i·n 
Drury-lane, belonging to the Honourable Captaill~' 
dy's company of foot-So, anfwer to your names, and 
march off from the left- John Horfeem, corporal: 
march eafy, that 1 may view you as ou pafs 6y me: 
druJUs, • imon RutHe, D arby Tatoo -there's a 01illing 
for you-Tatoo, be always fo tight : Ho v does he keep 
himfelf fo clean? 

Trim. Sir, he's r a !fagedy.drum to one of the play
houfes. 

L. Hard. Private gentlemen --Alexl>ndcr Cowitch, 
Humphrey Mundungus, William Faggot, Nic lolas Scab, 

, Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duft, 
Hu~phrey G arbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. 

CaT1!. 'Vhat, is Matchlock corne back to the compa
'Dy? that's the fellow that brought me off at Ste.enkirk. 

L. Hard. No, Sir; ' tis 1 am oblig'd to him for that; 
[Offering to $ive ;';711 1l eoy.] there, f,i;iend , you /hall 
want for nothing; I'll. give thee a halbert too. 

Kat~. 0 brave me! /hall I be a feljeant's lady-
i'faith, I'll make the drums, and the corpo~als \\ives, 
and company.keepers know their diftance. ' 

Cam. How far out of the country clime you to lift? 
Don't.you come from Cornwall? 'How did you bear y ur ' 
charges? 

lIlatch. I was whipt from confl:able to conftable-
Trim: A y, my Lord, that's due ~y the cunefy of 

England to all that went in red coats; befidf'S, fhere's"" .
. an att that makes us free of all corporations, and thaa?s 

rhe ceremonj' of it. " 
Cam. But wflat pretence I ad they for uling you fo ill ? 

you did not pilfer? 
"IIIatd. 
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• ,\ .Match. I was found guilty of being poor. 
. Cam. Poor devil ! 

L. Hard. Ti1:nothy Ragg--Oh, Ragg! I though 
when I gave you' your difcharge, jull before the peace, we 
fhould never have ha<L YOll again; how came you to lift 
now? . 

Rag. '0 pull down the French king. _ 
. 1. Hard. Bravely refolv'd !~But pull your thirt into 
y6ur breeches -J.n the mean time-Jeoffrey Tatter
what's becon:e of the {kilts ~d buttons of your coat? 

Tatter. In our lall clothing, in the regiment I ferv'd 
I . re, the Colonel had one fkirt before, the agent one 
behind, and every Captain of the regiment a button. _ 

L. Hard. Hulh, you rogue, YOll talk mutiny. [Smiling. 
Trim. Ay, Sirrah, what. have you to do with ·more 

knowledge, than that of your right hand from your left ~ 
[Hits him a blow on the head. 

L. Hard. Hugh Clump-Clump, thou groweH a little 
too heavy for marching. • 

Trim. Ay, my Lord; but if we don't al10w hini the 
.pay,. he'll llar~e, for pe's too lame to get into the ho
fpit, 1. 

L. Hara. Richard Bumkin: ha! a perfea. co~try 
hick-how came yr:JU, friend, to be a foldier? . 

Bump. An't pleafe your honour, I have been cr01s'd 
in love, and I'm wilIing to feek my fortune. 

L. Hard. Well, I've ft!en enough of 'em: if you mind 
your affair, and . aa like a wife general, thefe fellows 
may do.--Come, take your orders. [Trim puts his hat 
on his flick, -while my Lord is giving him the ring, and 
whifpers orden.] Well, gentlemen, do your bufinefs man
fully, and nothing lh.aIl be too good for YOIl. 

~ All. Blefs your honour. [Exe. Har. and Cam • 
.-7',i1l1. Now, my brave friends a d fellow-foldiers-

. r A.ftde.] I mull fellow-foldier ' m jufi before battle, like 
a true officer, though I cane 'em II the year round be
fide-[ Strutting . bdlll.] Major-genel I Trim; no, pox, 
Trim "foU'llds fo very thon and priggith-that my name 
~ouJd be a monofyllable! But the foreign news wiII 
write me, - I fuppofe, MonDeur or Chevalier Trimont. 
Seigr.clIT TrimoDi, or Count TrimuDtZ, iD th~ German 

anDY, 

-
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army, I {hall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all the plague /''' 
and comfort of us great men, ihey do fo tofs our J)ames , 
about-but, G entlemen, you' e ow under my command 
~Huzza! thrice- faith, thif is very pleafing this gran
deur! V/hy, after all, 'tis upon the neck of fuch f~ouo
drels as thefe gentlemen, that we great capta¢<build 
our renown --a million or two of thefe fellOws make 
an Alexander: and as that my predecelfor 'faid in th<; 
tragedy of him 00 the ,-ery f.'lme occafioo going to fiortn 
for his Statim, fo do I for "my dear fempfirefs, Madam 
d'Epingle; 

When I ru.{h on, fure nooe will dare to fiay; 
'Tis Beauty cails, aod Glory leads the way. 

ACT V. seE N E I. 

El1t(r TRt-STY and Lord BRuMP ON. 

TR USTY. 

SHE knows 00 moderation in "her good fortune; /he 
• has, out of impatience to fee herfelf in her weeds, 

order'd her mantua-woman to fiitch LP any thin;:: imme
diately_ You may hear her and ''rattleaid laugh aloud
{he is fo wantonly merry_ 

L. Brum. But this of L ady Sharlot is the very utmofl: 
of all ill-Pray read--But I mull: {j~--My late fit 
of the goUt makes me act with pain and confiraint--
Let me fee --- ' 

Tru. She writ it by the page, who broup.ht it me, as 
I had wheedled him to do all their p Ifages. 

[LerdBRunPTo rMdl.] " . 

" You mull: watch the occafion of " the fervants being ' 
" gone oUt of the houfe with the corpfe; Tattleaid {hall 
" condua you to my Lady Sharlot's"aoartment .... away 
" with her-and be fu re y ' 0 bed her---=-- ~ I 

. " Your affectionate {ill:er, • • 
" MAR Y BRtrMPTON. " 

L. BrulJI. Th! cna!ure I-She call'd as F rank's mo
ther 
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~ ther was? Brumpton! The fuccu'ba! What a devil in car
, "nate have I had in my' borom! why, the common aban

don'd tOWJl women would fcruple fuch an acnon ts this 
, -tho' they have loll all regard to their own challity, they 

woul be tender of another's.-Why, fure !he had no in
fancy !he never had virginity, to have no compa/lion 
through memory of her own former innocence-this i.s 
[;0 forget her, very humanity-her very (ex!-Where is 
my poor boy? where's Frank? does not be want! how 
has he liv'd all this time ?-~ot a fervant I Wllrrant to at
Itend hih1-' Vhat company can he keep? What can he 
1 ': 'his father? 

7/'u, Though you made him not your heir, he is /till 
your fon-and ha5 all the duty and tendernefs in the 
world for your memory- ' 

L. Bru11J, It is impoflible, Truay; it is impoflible-
I will not rack myfelf with the thought. That one I 
have injur'd can be fo vtry good !.Keep me in coun
tenance-tell me he hates my very name-wou'd not af
fume my title, becaufe it defcends from me-What's' his 
company? • 

'Trll . Young 'tom Campley, they are never afunder. 
L. Bru /7t. I 'am glad he ,has my pretty tattler--. the 

cheerful innocent--Harriot--I hope he'll be good 
to her--he's good-naiur'd and well-bred-

'Tnt. But, my Lord, ihe was very punctual in ordering 
the funera1~ihe bid Sable be fure to lay YOIl deep enough 
-fhe had heard (l1 ch aories of the wicked fextons taking 
up people-- but I wiih, my Lord, you would pleafe to 
hear her ,and Tattleaid once. more--

L. Brulfl . I know to what thy zeal tends-but I tell 
you, Gnce you cannot be convinc'd but that I have frill a , 
foftnefg for her--I fay, tho' I had fo, it ihould never. 
mAe me tranfgrefs that 'fcrupl1lotls honour that becomes a 
peer of England--if- I could ff)rget injuries done my
felf thus grofs--I never will thoi:- done my friends
you knpw Sharlot'! worthy father--1To---there's no, 
need of my feeing more of this woman--I behold her 

I ruf\v with the fame eyes ttat you 'do-there's a mean
nefs in all ~e fays or does--ihe has a great wit, put a 
little mind-fomethiug lYe:: wanting to make her appear 

. my 
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my Lady Brumpton":{he has nothing natively great-you/ / 
fee 1 love her not,-1 talk ~ith judgment of her. _ . I 

Tru. 1 f~e it, my good Lord, with joy 1 fee it- nor 
care how few things ! ' fee more in this world--my fa- 
tisfaCtion is complete-- welcome, old age; welcome, 
decay- -'tis fiot decay, but growth to a bette~ng. 

[Exit, Ica!ling Ld. B. 

R6-enter TRUSTY, muting CABINET. 

,Tru. 1 have your letter, ·Mr Cabinet. 
-Cab. 1 hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not In my n 

ture to bl:: guilty of fo much bafenefs: but being a ' 
gentleman, and bred out of all road of indull-ry in that 
idle mannel; too many are, 1 foon fpent a fmall patri
nlony; and being debauch'd by luxury, I fell into the 
narrow mind to dread no infamy like poverty- which 
made me guilry, as that paper tells you--And had 1 
not writ to you, I am fure 1 never could have told you 
of .it. 

• 

Tru. It is an ingenuous, pious penitence in you.-
My Lord Hardy-(to whom this fecret is ineilimable) 
is a noble natur'd man--and you {hall find him fuch ~ 
~1 give you my word---

Cab. I know, Sir, your integ;riry--
Tru . .But pray be there--All that you have to do is 

to alk for the gentlewoman at the houfe at my Lord , 
Hardy's She'll take care of you-And pray have pa
tience, where {he places you, till you fec!' me-rEx. Cab.] 
My Lord ·Hardy's being an houfe where they receive - ' / 
lodgers, has allowed me conven,ience to place every body 
I think necelfary to be by at her difcovery- This ]'1'0-

digious welcoIl\.e fecret! 1 fee, however · impraCtica-
ble honeft aCtion~ may appear, we may go on with juft 
hope. ' 

All that is onrs, is to be jufily bent, 
And Heav'n, in its own caufe, wiJl blefs th' event. 

LExelint. 

Enter TRI M, and hi! party. • ". 
Trim. March up, march up- Now we are near the 

:J cit.1deJ ...... 
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citadel-and halt ooly to give the necdf.,ry orders for the 
I' eogagement- .Ra! Clump, Clump,-when we com", to 

Lord Brllmpton's door, and you fee us com·eniently dif
pos'd about the houfe-you are to wait till yon fee a 
corpfe brought out of the houfe-then to go up to hill,l 
you erve the direCtor, and afk importunately for an 
alms to a poor foldier-for which you may be litre you 
{hail' have , a good blow or two-but if YOll have not, 
he faucy till you have~tben wh~n yen fee a file of m n, 
got between the houfe and' the body-a fil of men, 
BURlp in, is fix meo-I fay, when you fe t'! the Iii io 
r.~ cL- a poanre, that half the (lIe may face to the houfe, 
half to the body- you are to faU down, cryiog murder, 
fl at the half filc fac'd to the body may throw it and 
themfelves oyer you-I then march to your r fcue-thell, 
Swag~r, you and your party fall in to fecure my rear, 
while I march off with the body-Thefe are the Of

ders--And this, with a little impr vement of my own, 
is the fame difpofition Villel'oy and C!Uill:lt mad~ at 
Chiari. [Marc/:el off'tv;th l·iI p.1rt)'. 

ElJtt"r WIDOW in deep 'mot/riling , 'With a d((rdfquirrel 011 

her arm, and TATTLEAIO. 

Wid, Ir muil: be fo-- It mua be your careleITnef.- 
What had the page to o.in my bcd-chamber? 

Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can' t tell--But I came in 
, and cateh'd him w-ringi"g round his neck---

-.. 
Wid. Tell the llt'afcal from me-he Ihall romp with the 

footman no more--No--J'll fend the rogue in a 
. rock, to Jearn Latin, among the dirty boys that come to 
good-I will-But 'lis cI'er fo :lm~n thefe creatures that 
Jive on one's fuperfluous affeCtions; a lady's woman, page" 
and fquirrcl, ar.! always rivals. , 
Po r harmlcfs animal !--Pretty ev'n in death ! 
Death might hal'c o,"~rlook'd thy little Jifc---
How could'll: thou, Robin, leave thy DotS and me? 
How was't, impo mite dearcil:, thou ihould'll: die ~ 
Thou nc\·cr didlllDl'ade 'hy neighbour'S foil: 

,J N ! v r mad'll: ar with fp cious Ihews of peace: 
Thou never ~laft depopulated regions, 
But cheerfully didlt bear thy little chain, 
Co tent - So I but fed tLee with this hand. 

• " f . rat 
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T at. Alas! alas! we are aU mor-tal: confider, Ma- 1 
dam, my 'Lord's dead tOG.' , 

Wid, A y,; but our animal friends do wholly die; an 
hufband qr relation, . afte~ death, is rewarded or tor
mented ----'rhat's fome confolation-I know her tears 
; re fal fe, for fhe-hated Robin aLways-[qftdf .] ~ !he's 
a well.bred di fhone(t; fervant, that never fpeaks a pain-

- flll truth-But I'll refolve to conquer my afRiCl:ion-
N ever fpeak more of Robin-H ide him there-~\\t W 
my drefs-How foberly mignilicent is black '-And the 
train-I wonder how widows came to wear fuch long 
tails! 

Tat. Why, Mad~,m, the ftatdielt of all creatures has 
t he longefr fail, the 'peacock; nay't has, .of ,all creatures, 
the finei! mien too ......... excep.t your Ladyfuip, who are a 
phceni x,..--->-

Tf"irJ. Ho! brave Tattleaid-But did not you obferve 
what a whining mYeLady SIJ made, when /he had drank 
.:1 l i~e? di4 you believe her? do you think there are real-
~y people forry [or their hufbands? ' 

Tat. Really, Madam, fome mel? do leave their fortunes 
;n fuch dill:nCl:ion, .t,hat I believe it may be-

[ Spca/a 'With pin. in her mQuth, 
lVid. B lit I fwear I wonder how it came up to ,drefs 

us thus--.I protelt, when .aU'myequipage is ready, 
and I move in full pageanJry, ,I {hall fancy myfelf.an 
.ambalfadrefs from the common wealth of women, the di
{tre{f~d £tate of A mazonia-to tr~at fOl· '.ll1en-But I pro
'telt, I wonder how two of us thus dad, can meet. witl~ 
a grave face - Methinks ' they fhould laugh out, lik,~ 
t\VO fortune-tellers, or t\VO .opponent lawye~·s t.l~t ,know r- 

~ach other fur ~heats. 
Tat. Ha, ha, ha! I fweal' to you, ~am, your Lady 

!hip's wit wilt choke me one time or vtlH!r - - I had iike: 
to have [wallowed.. all th pins Tn my mouth-
. Wid. But, T atty, to keep hQufe fix F\!t!ks, t'llat's apo

ther barbarous cultom; but the reaf01~ of it, I [uppofe, 
was that the bafe people !hould not fee people o(quality 
may be as afflicted a1! themfeJyes~ r " \ 

Tat. No ; 'tis becaufe they /hould not fee em as mer- ' "i 
ry as themrelves. 

Fid, Ha, ha, ha! hU£reYI YOIl .never faid that you 
[poke 
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fpoke hut-why 'tis julI-'tis r.1tire-I'm fure you faw 
it in my face, that I was g<>ing to fay It-'twas too 
good for you-Come, lay dmvn that fentence and t1Jc 
pin-cufhion, and pin up my fhooldcr-Hark'ye, hulTey, 
if YOll !hou'd, as I ?lope YOll won't, ollt-lite me, take 
care ln't buried in flannel, 'twould never become me 
I'm fure~ That they can be as merry: well, I'll t 11 
my new acqcaintacce-what's her npJUe ?- - fhe that 
reads fo much, and wcites verfes--her hulband was 
deaf the fid quarter of 'a ear-I forgot her name
That exprelJion {he'll like- \Vell, that wQman does di
o _;t, me firange:ly. -I'll fie "el'Y gr~tlt u'ith her !he 
talk'a very learnedly of the ridicule, 'till {he was ridi
culous-then {he fpoke of the decent-of the 2greeabie 
--of the infenlible- Ihe ddigns to print the difcourfe 
_ But of all things I like her notion of the inlenfible. 

Tat. Pray, Madam, how ,vas that? 
Wit!., A nl0a ufeful difcourfe to inculcated in our 

teeds-the purpofe of it is to difguife odr apprehcnfiqn in 
this ill-b.red generation of .men,. who fpeak before women 

hat they ought not to. hear-as now, fuppofe you were a 
fpark in my company, and you fpoke fOAle double enten
dre-I look thus! but De a fellow, and you fnall fee -how 
I'll ufe you-the infenfible is nfeful 'lipon any occafioD 
where we feemingly ne~ -ea, and. fecredy approve,' which 
is our ordinary common cafc.-Now, fuppofc a (oxcorn. 
dancing, prlling, and playing his tricks before me to more 
me-without pi fure or diflaae in mycountenaoce I look 
at him.-jult thus.-But-ha, ha, ha! I ha1'e found out 
a fllpplement to this notion of the infenlibk, for my 0\\'0 

ufe, which is infOlllibl , and that is, to hJve always ih my 
head all that they can fay or do to me-fo ne"er be fur
pris'd with laughter, the occafion of which is always , 
fu den--- ' • 

'Tat. Oh, my Lady Brum ton. (Tattleaid bow! and 
'cringe!.] My Lady- your m a oLdi.nt fe r nt-

Wid. Look yOl~ ,vench; you fee y the art of in enG
ility i put YOIl out of count.~nance, though you were pre

pf r!d for :m ill reception.....,--
'Tat. Oh' Madam- -ho, jufilyare you form' d for 

wh t is now fall'n to you, the empire of mankind ,- ' 
Wid. 0 Sir, t at puts me out of all my ~o . II Il>ility 

• Fz M 
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-at ooce-that was fo gaIIaot~Ha! what noife is that
tbat noire of fighting-Run, I fay-Whither are you go
ing ?-Wbat, <\re you mad !~ill yQ.Q lea-ve me-alone? 
~Can1: yoo i1ir ?-Whar, YOll can t take your meifage 
with YOll-vVhatevcr 'tis, 1 fuppofe YOll "are not in the 
l,jot; not you-Nor that now they're breaking optn my 
houfe for Sharlot-Not you-Go fee what's tTle matter~ 
I fay; I have no body I can trull:-One [Ex . Tat.] ·mi- . 
)lute I think this wench bonell:, and th:: next falfe-Whi.: 
ther {hall I turn me ? c· 

Tat. Madam-'MadanT! [Re-efltenf}g. 
'TVid. Madain, Madam'! will you fwalbw me gaping 
Tat. ~ray, good my Lady, be not [0 Ollt of humour-

But there is a-company of rogues have fet up-oo. our fer
vants and the burial man's, while others ran away with 
the corp[e--,--

Wid. How, what can this mean? What can they do 
. with it f Well, it,will fave the charge of interment -

But .to what end? 

Enter 'L'RUST~, and a SERVANT bloody anJi dir!)l, halilJg 
• in CLUMP a1ld BUMPKIN. o . 

Serv. , l'1t teach you better manners-FH poor foldieIl 
YOll-You dog your I .will-- Madam, here are two of 
the-rafcals that were in the gang of rogues that carried a
way the corpfe--' --

!Vid. We'll examine 'em apart-Well, Sirrab, what 
'are you? Whence came YOll? Whilt'S y8ur name, Sirrah? 

[Clump makes .fg llI III a dumb fJl(W. 

Serv o 0, YOll dog, you could fpeak loud enough jufl: 
.... no\v, Sirrah, when your brothetr rogues maul'~ Mr Sable t. ~ 
-We'll make you [peak, Sirrab-

Wid. Bring the other fellow hither'~-I fuppofe you 
will own you knew that man before you faw him ar,"my 
door? • 

Clump. I think J have feeo the gentleman's fac;e. 
[]j\,'Wi"g to III mpkin. 

Wid. The gentleman's! the villain mocks rrie--.Bur, 
Friend, you l~ok like an honeO: mal}; W1iat arc ydo,! 
Whence come you? What are you, friend? . 

Bump. l'fe at prefent but a priva~e gentleman, but I 
w~s lifted to be a ferjeaDt in ·my Lord Hardy's com

pIDy_ 

' . 
,'1 

' .. 
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':- fany--l'fe not a/ham'd of my name, nor of my k~p-
tlll--- . 

Wid. Leave the room all. . 
[EuUJl't all b", Trul1y and T attleaid. 

Mr Truay-Lord Hardy! 0, tbat impious young man 
-- lUS, with the facrilegious hands of rnilians to divert 
his father's afhes from their urn and refl:-I {urrea this 
,fellow. [ ajidl!. ] Mr Trnfiy, I p1uft defir.e you to bc fiill 
near me-PH know the bottom of this, and go to Lord 
Hardy'S lodgings as I am, iMtantly- 'Tis but the back
fid.e ofthis firee; , I think-Let a coach be calt'd-'fattle 
aid, as foon as I am gone-condua my brother and his 
friends .to L ady Sbarlot j away with her-Dring Made
moifelle away to me-that lhe may not be a witnefs
Come, good Mr Trufiy. [Exeunt. 

Enter IIAltnY<, leading HARR IOT; CA l\lPLIlY 

alld TRIM. 
• 

L a. Har. Why, then , I find this Mr Trim is a p<:rfea 
general-But, I'll alfure you, Sir, I'll never allow you 
au hero, who could k ave your miarefs behind you; you 
lhould have broke rhe houle down, but you lhould have 
brought Mademoifelle with you .--.-

'Trim. No I'eally, Madam, I have feen fucl! ll:raugc 
fears come into 'the men~s heads, and fu ch firaoge reColu
rions into the women's, upon the occafion of ladies follow- I 

ing a camp, that I thought it more dilcreet to lea.ve her 
behind me-myfuccefs wiH naturally t-ouch her as much 
<IS if /he were here---

L a. Har. A good intelligent arch felTow this. [q(rdl!. ] 
But were no~ you fay-ing, my Lord,. you believ'J Lady 
Drumpton would follow hither i-if fo, pray let me be 
gone---

'L. Ha"d. No, Madam; 1 mua oefeech YOllr Lady .. 
ihip to Hay; for there are things alledg'd againft her, 
which you, who have li v'd in tht. family, may perhaps 
g ive li{\ht into" nlfd which I can't believe e !he could 
be guilty of. 
• La. Har.. Nay, my Lord, that's generou~ to a folly; 

Ior even for htr ufilge of YOll (without regar 0 myfelf) 
1 am ready to believe fhe would do any thing that can 

F .3 c.ome 
• 
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Cilme into the head of a. clofe, maliciou~, cruel, deligoini ~ 
woman. 

Enter Boy. 

B oy. My Lady Brumpton's below---
La. Har. I'll run then --- . ' 
Calll. No, no, fraud your ground; you are a foldier'Q. 

wife. Come, we'll rally her to death ---
L. Har'!. Pr'ythee, clltertK-in her a little, while I go in 

for a moment s thought on this o~ca{jon. J Exit. 
La. Har. She has mote wi t than us botn- • . 

·Calll. PJhaw, DO matter for that-Be fure, as fOOD as 
the fentence is out of my mouth, to clap in with fome
thing elfe-and laugh at all 1 fay; I'll be grateful, and 
hura myfelf at my pretty witty wife - -Wc:'l1 fall in flltp 
upon her,-ihe !han'e have time to fay a wor ' Ie run,. 
Ding a\Yay. 

(, 

Enter Lally l\Jl.UMPTON and TRUSTY. 

0, my Lady Br~ll1pton, your Ladyihip's mof!: obedient 
fervallt. This is my Lady H art'lot Camptey--' hy, 
Madam, your L adylhip is immediately in your mourning. 
r"y; as you have more wit than any body, fo (-.vhat fel

dom wit3 ha,'c) YOll have more prudence too-Other wi..
dows have nothing in readinefs but a fecond hnlband-
but you, 1 fee, had your very weeds and dr{Js ~ lying by 
ytlu --

La. Har. Ay, Madam; J fee you~ Ladyihip is of 
th"-. order of widowhood; for you have put on he 
11abit---

Wid. I fee your Lad'yihip is not of the profeffion of 
'Virginity, for you have loll rhe look oo't--- _ 

ClIm. You' re in tile habit -That w s fo pretty! 11<l}", 
without flattery, Lady Harriot, you have a great deal of 
'wit, Ha, ha, ha ! . 

La. Jlar No, my L ady BtumptanJlere is the woman 
of wit; ir:deed {be has got but l'ittie enougiY, con
fidering how much her Ladyihip has to defend. 'flit, 
ha, ha! " 

Wid. am forry, Madam, your Ladyfhip has Dot 
• what''s 
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'l' What's fufficient for your occafions, or .that thb 2retty 
gentleman can't fupply 'em---

[Campley dal1cing aDout and trolling. 
;Hey-day! I find, Sir, your heels are a great help to 
you head-They relieve your wit, I fe.e; and I don't 
'quelhon b,ut ere now they have been as kind to your va-
lour; Ra, hal • 
. Cam. Pox, I can fay nothing; 'tis always thus with 
your e!1d avours to be witty [tifrdt'.] I faw, Madam. your 
mouth go, but there cou'd b~ nothing offer'd in anfwer to 
w at my' Lady Harriot faid--'Twas home,-'t\vas 
cutting fatire--- . 

La. Hal". Oh, Mr Campley! But pray, Madam, has 
Mr Cabinet viGted your Ladyfhip Gnce this calamity?
How ll:ands that affair now? 

lVid. Nay, Madam, if you ,al;eady want infirutl:ions 
--PH acquaint you how the world ll:ands, if you 
are in diltrefs--but I fear Me .campley overhears 
us. 

Cam. And all the tune the pipers play'd, was toll~loJJ
Qoroll-I fwear, L ad}i Harrior, were I not already yours, 
I could hove a tender for this lady. 

Wid. Come, good folks, I find we are very flt:c · with 
each other-~hat makes YOll two here ? Do you board 
my Lord, or he' you? -Come, come, ten fhillings a-head 
will go a great way in a family-What do you fay! Mrs 
Campley ? is it fa? Does your Ladyfhip go to market 
yourfelf?-Nay" you're in the right of it--Come-can 
you imagine what makes my Lord ll:ay ?-He is not now 
with his land-fieward-not figning leafes, I hope; Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Cam. Hang her, to have more tongue than a man and 
hi~ wife too- · [Ajd(. 

Ellter Lord 'HA OY. 

L. Hard. Becaufe- your Ladyfhip is, I know, in very 
much . pain in co'ffipany you have injl1r'd-l'll be fhort 
-Open thofe doors~there lies your buiband's, my 
(ather's boJ y-and by you ll:aods . the man accuIes you of 
poifoning hiro f---

Wid. Of poifoning him! 
.- T"/I. The fymptoms will appear upon the corpfe. 

- - • L. 0(11"1. 
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L. Htird. But I am feized oy nature=-How fllall I ~ 
-view a breathlefs lump of clay-him whofe high veins 
convey'd to me dlis viral rorce, anti motion! 
I cannQt bear that ftght-'--
I am as fix'd and motionlefs as-he- .&;i 

(T6ty ope~l the coffin, out if which j U111pJ La. Shar.· 
Art thou the gbafHy iliape my mind. had form'a.! . 
Art thou the cold inanimare ?-Bright maid! 
Thou giv~fl: new higber life to aU around. 
Whither does Fancy, hr'd ,~ith Love, con'vey me ! 
Whither trafifported by my pleafing fury! . 
The feafon vaniilies ,.t thy apRroach ; 
'Tis morn, 'tis fl'ying---
D ailies .and lilies ftrow thy flbw'ry way. 
Why is my fair unmov'd ?-My heav'nly fair; 
Does flle but fmile at my exalr.ed rapture? 

La. Soar. Oh! fenfe of praifu to me unfelt before! 
Speak on, fpeak Ollr, and char.m my atttmtive ear·: 
How fweet i pplaufe is from an-honeO: tongue! 
Thou lov'fl: my miodl-HaO: well affection plac'd 
In what, nor time, nor-age, nor Cc'lre, nor want can aI-· 

ter. 
Oh, 'hevi I joy in thee-My eternal" lover; 
Immutable as the object of my flame! 
if love, I'm proud, I triumph th:i"t I love; 
Pure 1: approach thee-Nor did I with empty iliows, 
Gorgeous attire, or fl:udiecl negligence, 
Or fong, or dance; or ball, allure thy f11ul ~ -
Nor want, or fear, fuch arts to keep, or lofe it : 
Nor now with fond relu.ctance doubt to enter 
My fpacious, bright abode, this gallant heart. 

[Ret:lhreloJJ Hardy. 
Ln. Har. Ay, marry-tllefe are high duings indeed; 

the greatnefs of the occaflon has burf!- their pallion i~to 
fpeech--Why, Mr Campley, when we are near thefe 
bnt: folks, you and I are but mere fweethearts-I protect. 
_I'll never be won fo; you iliall begi1l again with. me. 

Cam. Pr'ythee, why dolt name us poor animals? Thel 
'have forgot there are any {ncb creatures as tlteir old ac-
4Juaintance Tom and Hal:riot. 

L. Hard. So we did, indeed, but you'll l'atdon us. 
Cal1t. 
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':- ·Cam. My LOI;d, I never thought to fee th~ minu~' 
wherein I 010uld rejoice at your forgetting me, but now I 

. . do heartily. [EmbraciJlg. 
La. Shar. Harriot!} E b r 

'. Har. Sharlot! 171 racmg • 
Wi . Sir, you're at the bottom 1)f all this-I fee you're 

fkill'd at clofe cdnveyances--I'll know the meaning in 
fiantly of thefe intrfcacies; 'tis not your feeming hone£ty 

' ,and' gravity {hall fave you from your deferts - .-My huf
band's death was fudden- Yau and the burial fellow were 
oblt:I:v'd ,'ery familiar--Produce my hufband's body
or-I'll try you fo~ his mu'rder; which I find you'd put 
0:1 me, thou helli{h engine! ' 

'Tru. Look yon, Madam, I eould anfwer youJ but I 
fcorn to reproach people in mifery--you're undone
Madam--

Wid. What does the clotal'd mean? Produee "the 
body, Villain, or the law {hall have / hine for it--
[Trufty ~xit haflily.l Do you deGgn to let the villain 
efcape? How jufl:ly did your father judge, that made 
you ~ .beggar with t a~ fpirit--Yoll mentioo'd jufl 
now', YOll cOllld not bear the company of thofe you'd in
jur'd. 
. L. Hard. You are a woman, Madam, and my finher' 
widow-But fure you think you've highly injur'd me. 

[Here my Lord and Trufl:y half enter and obferve. 
Wid, No, Sir,. l have not, wil1 not in' ou--- I 

mull: obey the VI I of my deceas'd lord to a mtle-I mun 
jufUy pay legacit!s. Your fatller, in eonlideration th<rt yOI1 

were his blood, wOlld not wholly alienate you-He left 
you, Sir, this {hilling, with which ell:ate you now are Ead 
of Brum.pton--

L. Hard. Infolent woman !-It was not me my good 
~ father difinherited, 'twas bim you r.eprefented. The guilt 

was thine, he did an aCt of jufrice • 

. Lord BR61MI'TC'N,enterjng 'With TRUSTY • 

• L. Brli?1l, 0 I nparallell'd goodnefs ! 

• T TLEAlD 
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TATTL'EAID and MADEl.t01SELLE, at the other door en. '; 
termg. 

Tru. Oh. Tattleaid --His a:nd our hour is come. 
IVid. What do I fee, 'my Lord, my mafrer, hu and 

living! 
L. B.rum. turn;,zg .!rOf}l her, running to hil Jon] Oh, 

my boy, my fon --Mr Campley--Sharlot - Har
riot [All Ime~/ing to him. ] 0, my chiklren, Oh, op! thefe , ' 
paffions are too {hong for my old frame--Oh, the fweet 
torture, my [on, my [on! I {hall expire in the too'mig!lty 
pleafure! my boy! , 

L. Hard. A ['.)n ! an heir! a bridegroom in one hour ! 
Oh, ~rant me, 'Heayen! grant me moderation.! 

Wlii. A fOD, QD heir! am I neglected theD ~ 
~tVhat. can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 
On1y to be deceas'd-- to me alQlle, 
Deaf to my {jghs, ,nd fenfelefs to my moan ! 

L. Bru11l. 'Tis fo long {ince 1 have feen plays, good 
Madam, that I kno,w Dot whence thou. doR repeat, nor 

• can J aDfwer. r ' 

Wid. You caD remember though a, certain fettJement ' 
iD which I am thy fon and heir-great noble, that I fup
pofe not taken .frpm a play, that's as irrevocable 2S la,,, 
can make it, that if you fcorn l1'!e-your death and life 
are equal--or I'll frill wear my meurning 'caufe you're 
living . 

• Tru. Vilue her hot, my Lord; a pri<rr obligation made' 
.~oa incapable of fattling on her your wife. 

L. Bmlln. Thy kindnefs, Truay, does di{lract thee-
1 would, indeed, difengage myfclf" by any honea means ;. 
but, alas, I know no prior 'gift that a\'oids this to her-
Oh, my child I . 

T,.u. Lopk you, MMam, I'll come again immediately 
-be not troubled, my dear Lords--- [Exit. 

Cam. Truay looks very confident; there is fome good 
in that. t' 

Rc-mter TRUSTY 'With CABINET. 

Cah. hat, my Lord Brumpton living? n~y then-
Tru. old, Sir, you mua Dot air, nor can you, Sir, 

retraa: this for your handwriting-My Lord, this 
~"Jltlem~n, 
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gentleman, Gnce YOUT fuppos'd death, has . Iurk'd about 
the houfe to fpeak with. my Lady, or Tattleaid, who, 
upon your deceafe, have fuunn'd him, in hopes, I fup
pore, to buy him off for ever--Now, as he was pry ing 
aGo he peep'd into your c1ofet-where he faw your 

~ Ll')rd lip, reading- !l:ruck with horror, and believing 
1 1imrelf (as' we)) he might) the difturber of your gho!l: for 

• alienation of your fortune from your family -he writ mo 
''''''this letter, wherein he acknowledges a private marriage 

with 'this Lady, half a year b~fore you ever faw ber: 
LI, How! ' [All turn Upoll fur difliaillfolly. 
I • 'No more a widow then, but £till a wite • 

..--. [Recovt'ring fr0lll her cOlljitjion. 
J am thy wife-thou author of my evil. 
Thou mull partake with me an homely board, 
An homely board that never fll~ll be cheerful; 
But ev'ry meal embitter'd with upbraidings. 
Thou that cO\lld£t ttl l me, good and iU were words, 
When thou couldfi bafely let me to another, 
Yet couldft fee fprights, great unbeliever! 
COWU1'u! bugg-bear'd p;nitent--
Stranger henceforth to all my joys, My joys, 
To thy difllOoaur, defpicable .thing, 
Difuonour thee, ,thou voluntary cuckold. 

[Cabinet Jileak! off. Widow fling! after him, Tat
tleaid foilO'Wing. 

L. BrullI. f fee Y<Ju're a1l ConfllS'd, as we1l as I-ye 
~re my childr.en-- r hold you all fo. And for your 
own ufe will fp«ak plainly to you; 1 cannot hate that 
~1'omaD ; nor /hall ihe ever want. Though I fcorn to 
bear Her injuries--' yet had I .nc'er been tOlls'd from 
that low pailion to a worthlefs creature - but by difdain of 
her attempt on my friend's child . I am glad that fcorn's 
conurm'd by her being that ft.llow's--whom, for my 
own fake, I on I}' will contemn. Thee, Trufly, how 
fltall we profecute 'with equal praife ana thanks for this 
gr at revolution in e ur houfe? ' 

Tru. Nc. r to fpeak on't :nore, my Lord. 
! . Brulll. You arC:! now, gentlemen, going into care~ 

at a criG in ·your country. 
And, on thill great occaGon, Tom--I'll mount 
Old Campley which thy father gave me, 

• And 
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And attend thee a cheerful gay, old man, 
Into the Ii Id to reprefem our CO~lDb-y. 
M y rough Plebeian Britons, not ye Ilaves 
To France, {ball mOllnt thy f;lther's foo 

A ' 

Upon ~heir fhoulders. ' Echo loud their joy-
V/hile I and Trufiy foliow weeping after ; /' 
But be thou honefi, fir-m, impartial; 

1/ 

r 
/ 

Let neither love, nol hate, nor £;iclion move thee; 
Difiingui!h words from things" and men from Climes j , ' 

PunCtual be thOll in paymclt'ts , nf)t bafely 
Screen thy faults 'g 'oft law, behind the ' 
L aw thou makefi-- -

But thou, againfi my death, mufi'l ,.;'''; upel'eroga-
tory moulity . [To .Lsml H ardy:, 

As he is to he jun, be generous thou: 
N or let thy reafonable foul be ftruck 
\ \[ith founds and appellations; title is 
No n;)Qre, if not lignificant . 
Of iomething that's fuperior in thyfclf 
To 'other m n, of which thou may'fi be 
Confcious, yet not proud.---rBllt if you fwerv<; 
From higher virtlle than the crowd poffds, 
Knew they that call thee Honourable mock thee. 

You. are to be a peer, by birth a judge 
pon your honour of others Ji~ and fortunes; 

Becaufe that honour's dearer than your OWl!'; 

Be good, my fon, and be a worthy Lord; 
F or wJlen ou r !hi Di ng virtues blefs manki nd, 
We difappoint the livid malecolltents, 
'Who 10ng to call OUt noble order ufelefs. 
O ur all's .in danger, Sir, nor {ball you dally 
Your youth away with·Your line wives. 
No, in your country's Ctlll,{e YOll {ball ml;t .cleath, 
While feeble we, with minds. refign'd, 0 wait it. 
Not but r imend your nuptials as ioon as poffible, to draw p
entails :LOci fettlements. HolY neceffilry [uch things are, 
I had like to ha,e bcet'\ <l. fatal infl:ance. 

Cam. Bllt, my .Lord, here are tI. cOllple that need not 
wait fuch ceremonies. Pleafe but to fit : you'v:e bren ' \ 
extremely mov'd, and mufi be til"d. You y \ve mull: ' 
not fpend our time in dalliance j you'll fee, my Lord, 
the entertainment r.eminds Us alfo of nobler things, and 

L WhK 
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what I deligned for my own wedding, I'll compliment th 
G eneral with. T he bride dances finely--Trim, will 
you dance wi th her) 

T rim. I would , hut I can't- there's a countryman of 
hCl-' without by accident. 

Calll. Ay, but is he! a dancer? _ 
~ T rim. 15 a F renchman a d,'ncer? I s a W elfhman a 
, gent! man 1- 1'11 brir.g him in----;>' , [ Here a d~nce and thl' follow ing flngr. 

.. 
, . 

ung by J EMM I E BO \ VIN. 

1. 
ON.yonder bed /Ilpine/.), laid, 

B ehold thy /01./.1 t""/'e{fing lIIf'id : 
In trcmor, "'uJber , ha!! ill fear" , 
Much, 7lIIIch jhe 'Wij1.'t J, 11JIJre jhe.!earr. 
T ake, take foer to tfy .filit~(rtl nnw, 
H ymrn b~flo'Wr .thee nil ho' chamu. 

I I. 
B eav'n to tbn b~e /ilir, 
T o ralfe thy j~)' , ' - ~ care ; 
H eav'n made gri~(, if lImtual, ceaft,. 
B ut joy divided, to i1Jcreaft : 
T o 1Il0ur 'with ber excredr dc'light, 
D arknejr, 'With her', the jop of light. 

Sung by Mr PATE. 

1. 
ARISE1 arift, gr'cat d.ead fo r amI! reno'lJ.'n'd, 

R ift fr01lJ yom- una, alii /title your dying fio r') ; 
l~our deedr 'Will be in dark ~l,liviOIl droroJJlI'd, 

F or ?!Iight;. Willianl i:::e! all YOUI glory . 

:iI. 
{fin the Britifh trunltct found! ; 

Agahl Britannia Neelr; 
T o g/t;rio/lj dftlt ,l. , ,'r come/.; 'Wound" 

R r g oJ/."ke monarch Ir adJ. 

• G IlL 
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III. 
Pay Uf, kind Fate, the debt you O'lJJe, 

Celdlia/ milldI fr01ll clay untie; 
Let cO'UJard JpiritJ' dwell be/ow. 

And only give the brave to die. 
L' I 

L. B rll1lt. Now, G entlemen, let the mifenes ",!uch " 
have out miraculoufly dcap'd, admonilh YOll to l;Iave al; 
ways inclinations· proper for the !l:age of Jile you're :n.' 
Don't follow love when nafure feeks but eafe: otherwu.: 
you 'll fall into a lethargy of your diihonour, wh 
purfuits of glory are over with you; Fa an 
are utter oppolites; 

You W!lO the path of ~lonour make your gui~(', 
Mull: let your pa/Iian with your blood fubli,1e: 
And. no untim'd ambition, love, or rage; 
Employ the moments of declining age; <-
Elfe b01S will iIf your prefence lofe their fear, 
Ane! laugh at the grey head they fll0uld revert". C-

. • [Exeunt "" J11U t . . . 

t . T hios i ~ mnch the bell: of this Author 's pieces.-The 
conduCt of it is· i:1genj.Q.\j s, the charaCters pointed, the lan- , 
suagt: fprightly , and the j a L~ !!rl'..f'Ong and genuine.-Ther ' 
is indetd fom.ewhat improbable in the afrair of conveyin 
Lauy Sharlut away in the coffin; yet the reward that by that 
mt!ans is beftowed on the pious behaviour of young 
Hardy, with refp Ct to his father's bcftly, makes fome 
amends for it. 

() 

( 
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Spoken by Lord _H~RDY_ 

~OVE, hope, and fiar , ddire, avetjion, rage, ~ . 

rAil that can move tht foul, or can aJ!uage, 
re 11 miniature of lift, the.jlage. 

Hert you ca viMIJ yourft/veJ, and here iI jhown., 
~ ) what yo re born in fitjfor;ngl not your own .-
.". 'e flage to 'lui/dom" no fant!fl;c 'Way, 

.enMerftlf learn' d virtue at a play. 
'5iiz.... 17/.& to- ight a flldier drew, 

; faintly""Wtl, what warmly you purfue.
hi.r gre t purpoft, had he equal fire, 

ie' aim to pleaft only, but inJpire; 
,., d jing what hovering fate at/mdl our ijle, 
Andfr01ll baft pleafim: r~uft to gloriou, toil: 

., Full time the Earth t' a new dec!Jioll b,-ingl, 
WI' -While William gives the Roman Eagle wingl.

With artl and arnll jhall Britain tNfl/ely md, 
ich naked PiCl:s fo brgvl!ly could difrmd'? 

) 

'\ 

-" f! 'Paintl'd haoer 01/ th' illvaderl priff, 
"Id think their 'Woundl addition to th,dr : -

lunger yean 'We've been 'Wi e 
Paris hal tl'l! Britifh cOllfeft'd ; 
then in England, in ble.fl England kno'Wn, 
King' are nam'd from a revolted throne? 
'WI! o./!md-&....rou (10 example nud, 
Ilitation ofyourftlvef proceed. 
you your country' I honour llmfl ftcllre,. 
/I your a{fi01ll 'Worthy ofNamur. 
gentle fire! ),our gallantry improve, 

'1ge ir brutal ifuntouch'd 'With love.-
11l 0111' utmrj! bravtry'l not difplay'd, 

) 

1'"wk tbat bright circle mufl be captivu made; 
_ Let thoughtl of laving thmJ our toilr btguile, 
• And they reward !lur labo!lr; <u:ith u fillile. 

a 
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Nfl"! acl is, ftllilus ft~mmis patemis, 
I"fo~jre paral &trta ratione 1IIodopt. Hoa. 



A' y ~ poe't is liable to tl}e fame vanity and indif
• _ ' creti with a young lover; and the great man who 

{miles upon ( • a~d the nne woman who looks IUndly 
' upo~ t'other, ~ i't' oth of 'em in danger of havin~ the fa· 

, ~our pub1ilh:d wit'.:; the lidl: ~pport1dnity . 
• But there ma.y t;~ different motive, whiC\ will a .little 

, diftiojuifu the o!Fe rs, For tho' orre ,fhou'd have a ;va-
, •• ' 10 " fuini g 'Il ir 's reputation, yet the other may, 

orily have an ambition to advance his own, And I beg, 
"....kave, my Lord, that I may plead the latte r, Doth aa .he 

caufe and excufe of this dedication, 
Whoever is king, is alfo father of his country: and a 

FlO body can difpute your Lordfhip's monarchy in pot try, 
fo all that are concern'd ought to acknowledge your uni
verfal patronag~; and it is only pr,efllming on the privi~ 
lege of a loyal fubjetl, that I ha;e ventured to make this. 
my add refs of thanks to your Lordfhip; which, at the 
fame time, includes a prayer for you proteClion, 

. I am not ignorant ef the common. form of poetical de
c1ications, which are generallY made of panegyrics, where 
the authors endeavour to dilHnguifh tlieir patrons, bY ,the 
fhining charaCl:ers they give t!'em, aoOve othel' men. But 
tbat, my Lord, is not my bufincfs at this time, nor is 
your Lordfuip ",~. to be difiinguilhed. I am contented 
with the horiour r do my{elf i'n this cpj(H~; without tbet 
""oity of attempting to add to, or explain your Lor~ 
Ihip's cbar":aer. 

'I conf~fs i. is , not withoet fome ftruggling, that 1 be. 
haTe. JIly.ielf lD lfus cafe as 1 ou&'lt: eo" it is very: hard to 

• • II 2. be 



Nee minul eonjiderabo quid 'f.U'"11 '.jus pati 
guam f/lid v;rtatiiful' dtbeRI"r. 

I hope I may be excus'd the pedantry of a 
when il is fo juftly applied. Here are fome 
priot, (and which yoer Lotd!hip read before 
was aaed), that were ornittc;ti cn the ftage; and 
larly cne whole fceoc in the th~rd a~, which Dot 
helps the defign forward with lefs precipitation, il" 
.beightens the ridiculous charaCter of For ht, whi 
dee~ feerns to be maimed without it.. ~found 
felf 10 great danger of a lOng play, d was IW 
it where I could. Though, Dotwit /land' 'g ., 
and the kind receptipn it had from • . olwn, 
heartily wilh it yet {borter: but the n 'm r of (~ 
charaaers reprefefl!ed in it, would ~ e een t. , 
crowded Tn lefs room. rz'" 

Tliis l'eftetlion cn prolixity, (li f: ~which (cal" ., 
any oo't belfalY will atOl1e), Warns· me not to' I>e ted' 1&' 

new, aod ~detain your Lotdihii5 any lODger with. t~,e, 
1irUles of, . " • 



o G u 
Spoken at the opening oftbe New Houfe, 

By Mr BETTERTON. 

THE !llIjbandm.n ill v' en~ws his loil, 
To, Itivalt tach)e nmgr, Jail; 
.And fondly hopts for rich and generolls frllit, 
'Wbm what jbould ferd Iht Ir(t, dew urs the roo/1 
Th' a,dadell boughs, beJccs, bode ctrl'lin dcarth, 
Unltjs tral//'pIDIIltd to mor kindly earth. 
So, Ib, poor hufoonds of the jlage, who found 
TMr lab. urs lojl "por, ,wgratrful ,~~und, 
This laft /lnd 0111) rtmtd, have prov'd,' 
AntI ho~ n~w f"uil from Ollci'J;t fiocks rmlU'lld. 
Well tria) Ihty hopt, wbm )0/1 Jo kindly aid, 
Wel/ plan! aJoi/whicbycufo rich bow made. 
AJ ,!4ft/re g,-,'e the world to /lfnn'sjir;1 agt, 
Sc from ,our 60 'nly we recei1lt Ibis jlagt; 
7 be frudom mall waS born 10, YOII'Vf t tJhr'd, 
A nd 10 our ~vorld Jut' ',"Imly you afford. 
It [eUIIf. like Eden, fruitful of ils 01vn accord .• 
Bul jiM' in P4Tadif~ fr"iIJ/eJl) gow way, 

TId wbm bllt two wert ~de, bO lh wtnt ajlray; 
Fwbe.or yoltr wOlldlr, an e fatllt forgiw, 
If in our larger fmnitJ'w .lr. "W 

O'lt fi'!/iTlg Ad.lm, alld on~ t~mpttd Eve. 
We, who remain, ; would gratefully repa] 

llVhlJl our m deal'GJITJ call, and bring, Ihis tMJ 
• The firjlfruit offrring of a virgin ploy. 
; ire hopt tlure'sJrmuthing that may plca!e ea,h lajlt; 

':AI/d tho' of bomely fort we make the feajl, -
Yel you 'Will jiml vari~ty at lta)/. 
T here's bumour, whir;, for cheerJul friindr we got, 
And far tbt thinkin,g party there's a plot. 
We'TIt Jomethitlg too, to gratify i1l nalure. 
(If Ihere-be allY herr) alld that is fali reo 
Tho' Satire fcaree dares grm, 'tis grown fo miU, 
,Or ody filtwS its tuth , or if it Jmit'd, . 
.As affis Ihijllts, p,~ts mllmble wit,' 
Alld dare not hi te, for fear of beiNg hit. 
They bold their pens, as Jword; or4 beld by fools, 

\ And are afraid to uJe their own tdge.tools. . 
Sin" tht Plain 'Dealer's feenes of manly rage, 
Not o1le has dar'd t. laf'this ,,}ing age. 
Th!s lime, Ihe poet 01/lm Ihe bold riJay. 
Yet ~,p(r there's III ill mann~rs in h,;s ploy: 
And be dec/are 'J me, be has dejil"'d 
Affrollt 10 "~1/e, bill frankly JptoJ:s his mind. 
And Jbou'd th' enfuing Jetnes nat ,ha«t to h.t, 
He offers hUI Ihis OIU (X,ufe, 'I'WQS 'f'Irit, 
13tJore ,olAr MIt tMOII"'ltJIItRt of wit. 

A 
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Sir SAMPSON LEGEND, father to Valentine and . 
VALENTINE, fallen under his father's difpleafute, 

expea.five way of living, ire love with Angelica. 
SCANDAL, his friend, a freefpeaker. 
TATTLE, a half-witted beau, vain of his ~mour8, 

valuing himfelf for fecrecy. . 
BEN, Sir Sampfon's younger fon, half home-bred •• 

half fea-bred, defigo'd to marry Mifs Prue. • . 
FOUSIGHT, an illiterate old fellow, pee~ and 

tive, fupe rftitious, and pretending ta.,Ullderftand 
logy, .palmiftry, phifiognomy, omens, dreams, 
uncle to Angdica. . 

Jt:..RE~1Y, fervant to Valentine, I 
TIlAiLANP, a fcrivener. .. 
BU(;KJ.AM, a lawyer. 

ANGELICA., niece to Foreiight, of a confider able for- '~ 
tnne in her own bands. 

Mrs' FoRESIGHT, fecond wife to Forefight. 
Mrs FaA 11" fifter to Mrs Forefight, a woman 

town. o 

) ~ 

of the 

Mif$ Pa'o-F-, daughter to Forelight by a former wife, a . 
filly auk ward country girl. 

NURS E to MifsJ>rue. 
jaNNY. 

Ir Ste~ard, Officers, Sailors. and feveral Servants., 

seE N E, LON DON. 

• 



"TVhtl 
Th' ~ . 

FOR L 0 V E. 

ACT I. S C ENE I. 

m hi! Cha1?lh~r ;'eading, J E 1lIl M Y 'Wailing; 
Several QOo/u upon Ihe labl,. 

U,,{tj. f . 
So, ' 

V.UIH:t INB. 

TJ. JEREMY. 
~ Jtr. Sir. 

Val. Here. take away; I'll walk a turn, and dr. 
t. -eft what I have read-
~.. Jer. You'll grow devili!h fat upon this paper diet. 
s:" . [Ajide, and laking away the boo/:.r. 

;;. Val. And d'ye hear. go you to breakfaft- There'. a 
pl!.ge doubled · d"wn in EpiCletus, that is a feaft for all 

~ emperor. • 
; Jer. Was Epictetus a real cook. or did be ODPy write 

receipts? . 
. Val. Read, read Grrab, and refine your 3J1Petite; 

Jearn to Jive upon inhruClion; feaft your mind, and mor
tify your Jle!h; read, and take your nourifument in at 
y{)ur eyes; !hut up you'r mouth, atld chew til cud of 

," underfianding. So EpiCletus advifes. 
Je,. , 0 Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 

waited up.on a gentlel1}an at Cambridge: p'ray what was 
,that Epictetllso:' . 

Val. A very rich man-Not worth a groat. 
Jer. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine (edT: 

w~ere tbere is nothing tG be eaten. 
Va!. Yes. ' 
11:r. Sir. y.ou're a gent1~man, and pr9bably uoder~nd 

this nne feeding: but, jf you pleafe, I had rather be at 
board.wd~es. Does your Epiaetus. or your Seneca he e, 4 

or a~y of 't~efe poor rich rogu iI . teach YOll now to pay 
your debts witht>ut money? Will they {hut up the mOll\h, 
of your creditors? ~'ill Plato be bail for, you ? or Dio

ogetles, becaufe he uncedlands ~on/ioemeDt, and liv'd in a 
tub, go fo prif~n for ),ou ? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean. 
to mew yourfelf up he.-e with three or four mufty book •• 
in commendation of tlarving and poverty !' . 

• A 2 Val. 



Val. W'by, Sirrah, I have no money, you .know it ; 
and therefore refol vc to rail at all that bavt . 
1 but follow the examples of the w,'fefl: aD' 
in all ages; thefe poets and phil9. • hers, 

. turally hate, for juft fuch another rea 
abound in feofe, and you are a fool. 

Jer. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I know 
heav'n help me, I'm poor enougt. to be a 
was always a fool, when I told you what 
would bring you to; youI' eo:.ches aud 
your treats and your balls; your bing 
lady, that did nct care a fart hing for y 
fperity: and ·keer.ing company with wits, 
nothing but your profperity, and now h 
hate you as much as they do one anot 1.r. 

Val. Well; and now I am p~or 1 h,a~e an 0 portuniq 
to be reveng'd on tbem all; I'll pl1l'Jue Angelica wi 
more. love than der; and appear more notoripully hc:t: 
~?mirer in this reftraint, than when 1 openly rival'd th('\... 
Jlcb fops that made court to her; fo ihall my poverty b( 
a mortification to her pride, and 'jlerhaps make her com· 
pafli.oDate the love, which has principally reduc'i:i me to 
this lowners of fortune. And for the wits, I'm fure I am 
in a conditiOn to be even with the)l'l---

Jer. Nay, your cOQdition is pretty even with theirs. 
that's the truth on't. 

Vol, I'll take fome of their trade out of their hands. 
Jer, Now heaven of mercy continue 'the tax upon pa

per! you don't mean to write? 
ral. Yes, I do; ['11 write a play, 
Jer, Hem !--Sir, if you pleafe to give 'me a (mal. 

certificate of three lines-only to certify thofe whom il ) 
may concern, that the bearer, hereof, Jeremy Fetch b~ 
name, bas for the fpace of feven years trttly and faith 
fnll ferv'd Valentine Legend, I\.[q; and that he is not ' 
now turn'd away for any mifdemeano[" but does volun
tarily difmlfs hjs mafter from any further authority over 
him---

Val. No, Sirrah, you {hall Jive with me f\;II, 0 

J~r. Sir, 'tis impoffibJe-I may die with you, fiarve 
widl you, or be damn'd with .your works: bu, to live, 

even 



., 
even three days, the life of a play, I DO more expetl it. 
than to be canoniz 'd for a mure, after my dec~afe , 

Val. You are' witty, you rogue, I (hall want your 
el ;--1'11 have you learn to lI'}akc couplets, to tag 
e ends of a&s: d', hear, get the maids to crambo in 

earn the knack of rhiming; you may 
at the eight of a fong, feDt by an unknown hand, 

rolate-houfe lampoon. 
1" Bllt, ir, is this the way to recover your father's 
Jr? wby, Sir Sampfol3l will be irreconcilable. If 

';) - brother {hou'i! come from rea, he'd never 
upon you again. You ' re undone, Sir, you're rll

; you won't have a friend left in the world, -if you 
poet.-- Ah, pox confound that ill's coffeehollfe, 

'd more young mell than the Royal Oak lotte
thrives that belongs to't. The man of the 
h~ve been an Alderman by this time with 

the trade, if he had fet up in the city-For my 
--' part, I never fit at the door, that I ~on't get double the 
,.';Yftomach tbat I do at a borfe race. The air upon' Ban-

{lead Downs is nothing to it for a whetter; yet 1 neVer 
fee it, but th e: fpirit of famine appears to me, fometimes 
like a decay'd poTter, worn out wilh pimping"and carry
ing billet-doux and fongs; Dot like other porters for 
hire, but for the jell's fake. Now like 1\ thin chairman. 
melted down to half his proportion, witb carrying a poet 
tlpon tick, to vifit fom e great fortune; and his fare til 
be paid, like tl¥: wages of Un, either at the day of mar
riage, or the day of death. 

Va l. ' ,Very well, Sir, can YOll proceed? 
Jer. Sometime~ liJ<e a bilk'd bookfeller, wi lh a mea-

gre terrify'd countenance, that looks as if he had writ-

t 
ten for himfelf, or were refolv 'd to turn author, and 
bring the reft of his brethren into the fame condition. 
And bftly, in the form of'a worn-out punk, with verfes 
in ber hand, which her vaniry ha prefer'd to fettlemenu. 
without a,whole Ulter to her tail, but as ragged as one 
of tbe mufes; or as If {he were cllrrying her linen to the 
Ft>.per-mill to be converted into folio books of warning to 
all young «laids, not to prefer po try to good fenfe, or 
lying in the ;arms of a needy wit, before the embraces of 
a wealthy fool. 

• SCENE 



LOVE 

seE N E 
VALENTIN!!, SCANDAL, JC RI 

Scan. What, Jeremy holdin&/~_ 
Val. The rogue has (with all tbe wit H 

up) .fleen decl~iming againll: wit. 
Scan. Ay? why then I'm afraid Jerem. 

where· ever it 'is, it's always cont . iving its • 
Jer. Why, fo I have ~en telling m} 

Mr Scandal, for heaven's fake, Sir, try' 
fuade him from turning poet. 

Scan. Poet! he !hall turn foldier lirft, I 

pend upon the o~tlide of his head, than the' .0 • , 

what tbe dev:l, has not your poverty made you enemi, 
eD'ough? mull: you needs !hew your wit to get more? 

J~r. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for ~lly bod 
that has more wit ttJan himfelf? 

Scan. Jeremy fpeaks like an oracte. Don't you fe . . • 
ho\v worthle(s great men, and dull rich rogues. avoi,d ~L _ 
witty mao of {mall fortune? wi!;y, he looks like a wr, 
of enquiry into their titles and eftates; and feems com 
mi/lion'd by heaven to feize' the better half. 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my writings, and b .. 
reveng'd I • 

' Sea!l. Rail? at whom? the Whole world? Impotent 
and vain! Who would die a martyr to fenfe in a coun-
try where the religion is folly ? You may /land at bay 
fo r a While, but \~h.e n tbe full cl'y is agaiL1ft YOl}, you. 
111an't have fflir pTay for your life - If'you can't be fa: r1y 
run down by the hounds, you will be treacheroufiy {hot 
by the huntfmen.--No, turn pimp, flatterer, 'Ill cit, 
lawyer, padi n ; be Chaplain to an athdfr, or fralJion to 
;an old woman, any tl;!ing but pOEt; a Olodern poet is 
worfe, more fervile, timorous. and fawnir:g, than any r 
have named; without you could retrieve the ancient ho.. '" ~ 
Dours of the name, I ecall the ftage of A thens, and be 
allow'd the force of open honefl: fatire, 

Val. \" au are as inveterate ag,ainft our poetll as if your ~ 
cbaraa:er hali been lately expos'd upon the (tage-Nay, 
13111 DOt violently bent upon the trade--[I]n~ £noclJ.J 
Jeremy, fee who's tbere. [Jer. gO(J 10 the dqor.] But 

tell 



'1 
tell me what you would have me do?- -What do the 
wortJ fay of Rle an 1 my forc'd confinement? 

$,'nn, The world behaves itfelf as it ufcs to do on fucb 
occ llions: fome pity you aod condemn your farhc:r; others 
exc :- ' ''tim a.~ ~:~me au; only the ladies are merciful 
- od wi£b ) ~ well, /iDce 10l'e and pleafurable exp nce 
luve been y 'r greatefr faults. 

Val. How now? 
Jer , Nothing new, Sir j [ 'have difpatch'd fo~ half 

a dozen duns with as mucl~exterity as a hungry judge 
doe:; caules at dinner. time. 

Val. Wha anfwer hal'e you given 'em? 
Sc(/n, Patience, I fuppofe, the old receipt. 
J(r, No, faith, Sir; 1 have put them off fo long with 

patience"aDd forbearan ce, and olher fair ' words, that I 
as forc'd now to tell 'e m in plain downright EngJ:£b
Yal. What r 
Jer. That they £bould be paid. " 

"I~ Val. When? 
,Jer. To-moq:ow. 
Val. And how the d&vil do yOll mean to keep your worcP. 
J er , Keep it ! Not at all : it has been fa vel y much 

hctched, that I reckon it will break af courfe by to
norrow, aDd no body be futpris'd at the matter "";'-
~Knockil1g ]-r\gain! Sir, if YOll don' t like my negocia
ion, will you be pleas'.;! to anfw r there yourfdf. 

Val. See who they are. 

seE N E nr. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAl.. 

Val. By this, Scandal, YOll may fce what it is to be 
great; fecretarie. of frate, prelidt:nrs of the council, and 
generals of an army, lead juB: filch a life as ( do; hav~ 
juB: fuch crowds of vilitaDts in a morning, all foliciting 
of pall promifes, which are but clviler fort of duns. 
that Jay claim to' volLlntdfY debts. 

ScalI. -\nJ YOll , like a true great man, have engaged 
th ir atteJ;ldance. and promis'd more than ever you in,· 
ten ed to perform; ar,~ more perplexed to und evafioDS 
thaD y u would be to iDveDt the bonefr means of keeping 
your word, and gratifying your cr ditolS. ., 

ral~ 



Val. Scandal, learn to fp~re your frier.A• Jlnri do Dot 
prQ,voke your enemies; this liberty of y . tl . 

one day bring a confinement dn YOllr body. 

SCENf¥' 

VALENTI NE, SCANDAL, 

Je,.. 0 Sir, there's Trapland the fcriv~ •• 
{ufpicious fellows like lawful pads, that, , 
~an down with pocket tiIiaves .-· -A ... ' 
father's ileward, and the nurfe with one , " 
from Twitnam. t 

Val. Pox on her ; cou'd (he find no ot!' • \ 
my {.ins in my 'fa ce ? Here, give her this, "~ ~ ;J 

alld bid her trouble me no more: a though tIers '!'WO-lIi"':'
cd whore t (he ~oows my condition well enough, and 
mieht have overlaid the child a fOrlnigh~ ago if (he had 
had any fo recaft in .ber. . 

SCfJlJ. What, is it bouncillg 'Margery with ~y godfon C-
J~r, Yes, Sir. . .~ 
Scan. My blel1mg to the boy, .with Illis token [Ch.u 

mont'y.] of my love. And, d'ye hear? bid Margery put 
more flocks in her bed, (hift twice a week, and Dot work 

' fo.hard, that (he may not fmeH fo vigoroufiy.-I /hall 
take the air (hortly. 

Val. SC3nd'al, don't fpoil my boy's milk.-Bid Trap-
land come in. If I can give that Cerberus a fop, I (halt 
be at reft for one .day. .. 

seE NEV. 

VALi!NTIN1!, SCANDAJ., TRAPLAND, J!RI!M'y, 

Val. G Mr Trapland!' myoId frieRd ! welcome. Je
remy, a chair quickly: a bottle of f:ilck and a toaft
I'-)y--~ chair nril. 

r,.ap. A good morning to you, Mr Valentine, and to 
you, Mr Scandal. • 

Scan, The morn~ng's a very good morning. if you 
don' t fpoil i~. . <:. 

Val. Com~. lit you down, you know his way. 
r,.ap.jitJ.] There is a debt, Mr Valentine, of fifteen 

hundred pO(II;\d$ of rrett)' long ftanding-



Val. T_dnnot talk abollt buGnefs with a thirfty palate 
-Sirrah, the fack. 

. J ' ap. And I delire to know what courfe you have ta
' ~en ~r the payment? 

, Vaf, • ~·;th a troth, am heartily g):ld to fee YOll-
my fervice r ou-fill, 611 to honea Mr Trapland-
Fuller. 

7rap. Hold, fweet heat t: this is not to our bullnefs. 
-My ft:rvice to you, Mr S ndal.-[DrinRI.J-l have 

- forbOrD as lonl.:---
Val. T'other g1af.~, and tben we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. 
Trap. No more, in truth--I have for born, 1 fay-=
Val. Shrah, filJ when 1 bid you.--And how does 

our Handfome daughter ?--Come, a good husband to 
ere • [Drinh. 
'Trap. Thank. you---l have been out of this mo-

ey--- • 
Pal. Drink firft, Scandal; why doo,you not drink? 

)./ [ney f/rin~. 
Trap. And, in {hort, I can be put off no longer • . 
Vol. I was much 0 ig'd to you for your fupply : it 

id m ligna1 fervice in my neceffity. But you delight in 
oing good .--Scanda1, drink to me; my friend Trap
,Ild's health. An hondler man Jives not, nor one more , 
lady to ferve his friend in diftrefs, tho' I fay it to his 
lce. Come, fill eae? man his glafs. 
Scan. Wilat ? I know Trapland has been a whore

tafier, and lov·es a wench frill. You never knew a 
'horemafrer that \1{as not an honeil fellow. 
Trap . . Fy, Mr Scandal, you never knew
Scan. What, don' t I know?--I know the buxom 

(

laCk widow in the Poultry--Eight h,uodred pounds a 
ear jointure, and twenty thoufand pounds in money. 
hah ! old Trap. 
Val. Say YOll fo, i' faith? Come, we'll remember the 

widow. I know wb reabouts you are. Come, to the 
widow---

Trap. No more, indeed • 
. · Yal . WJ,Jat, the widow's health! Give it him-Off 

wilh it. ['7'h~Y drin~.J A lovely girl, i'faith; black fpark
ling' eyes, foft pouting ruby lips! De[tet fealiog there 
thaD a bond for a million, I:an! 

• 7'r4p. 
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Trap. No, no, there's DO fuch thina; we'd bettp-" 
mind our bu6nefs---YoD're a. wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the widow. 
again-Pretty round heaving breafts
and a jut with her bum woulsJ. ftir an a 
pretti eft foot! Oh jf a man could. be ft ' 
her feet, as they fteal in and out, andl · 
uDder her petticoats! Ah! Mr Traplan 

Trap. Verily. Give me a gJafs-- . • 
and here's to the widow. Q. 

Scan. Ne begins to c1~ckle ;-ply him 
.. elapfe into a dun. 

seE NEVI. 

71). them On J Cl! R. 

Of!. By your leave, Gentlemen--Mr Trapland, if 
we '1luft do our .office tell us.- - We have balf a dozen 
gentlemen to afreft in Pall ·Mall and Covent-Gard e~ ;
and if we don't make hafte, the chairmen will be abro~ 
and plock up the chocolate·houfes, and then OJr J~buul '5 
lolt. c ~ 

Trap. Udfo that's true, Mr Valentine; I Jove mirth , 
but bujiDefs mufr be done; are you, ready to-

Jer. gir, your father's freward fays he comes to make 
propofals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in. Mr Traplagd, fend away your 
officer, you {hall have an anfwer prefently. 

Trap. Mr Snap, flay within call. 

seE N E , VIt. I 

VA.LENTIN!, SCANDAL, TRA'LAND, JEIlEMV, STE~ 
WARD, 'IA.'ho whiJperJ Valf'lltine. 

Scali. Here' s a dog n9w, a traitor in his wine. Sirrab 
refund the fack. Jeremy, fetch him fome warm water, , ( 
or I'll rip up bis fromach, and go tb'c: {horte{\: way to his 
c:ollfcience. 

Trap. Mr Scandal, ,you are uncivil; I did not "aJue 
,our fack; but you canaot expett it again when t I.ave 
drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you cxpctt to have your money a-
,aiD when a gentleman has fpent it? 11,11. 



If 
• I underftand the coudi
It my neceffity is very pref

Mr Trap/and with you, 
ng.--Mr Traplaod, you 
y yob. 

~ rMr' • ' . to be thus preffiog, but my 
\ :effity-~ 

Val. No apology, good Mr fcriveuer, yo Ii fhall be 
d. • 
Trt1p. I hope you forgive nit; my bufinefs requires-

S C ENE VIII. 

VALEN"TI NE, SCA.NDAL. 

Scan. H~ begs pardon like a hangman at an execution. 
Val. But I h;tve got a reprieve. 
Sea". J am furpris'd; what, does your father relent? 
Val. No; hoe has fent me the hardefr conditions in the 

'\ .1 HId. You have heard of a booby brother of mine t-hat 
.s -feot to rea ~hree years ago? This brother, my fa
~r hears, is /anlied; ~hereupon he very affetlionate/y 
les me word, if I will make a deed of conveyance of 
f right to his eftate, after his death, to my youngpr bro
er, he will immediately furnifh me with four thoufand 
UDds to pay my debts, and make my fortune. This 
IS once propofed before, and I refufed it; but tbe pre
It impatience o~my creditors for their mooey, and my 
'n impatience of cODfin~ment, and abfence from Ange
a, force me to confent. 
Scan. A very defperate demonftrlltion of your love to 
1ge/ica; aod think fhe has nl:ver given you any aiTu-
1ce of hers . 
• Val. You know her temper; /he never gave me any 
eat reafon either for hope or defpair. 
Scan. Women of ber airy temper, as they fe/dam 
ink before they aCt, fo they rarely gne us any light to 
Icfs at what they mean: but you have little reafon to 
l~ve that a woman of t~is age, who has had ali iodif
rcnce- fo~ou in YOI)( profperity, will fall in love with 
,ur ill fortune; btfides, Angelica has a great fartunt of 
lr owo, ¥ld great fortunes either c:xpea another gr at 
rtunc, er a fool. 

SCENE 



S C,E N 

' Jer. 'More misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another dun? 
Jer. No, Sir, but Mr Tattle is .come 
Val. Well, I can't help it-you 

lae knows 1 don't go abroad. 

SCELNE X. 

VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

Scan. Pox on him, I'll be gone. • 
Val. No, p~'ythee ftay: Ta~t1e and you Ihould ne,er 

be afunder: you are light and Ihadow, aoo {Mw one an
other; he is perfeCtly the reverfe both in humour and . 
llnderfianding; and as you fet up for defamation. he is a 
mender of reputati:>ns. . 

Scan. A mender of reputations! ay, juft ' as he is a 
keeper of feerets, another virtue that he fets up for in 
the fame manner : for. the rogu~ will fpeak alot:u in the 
pofture 0\ a whifper. and deny a woman's name, while 
he gives you the marks of her perfop: he will forfwear 
Teeeiving a ,letter .from her, and at the fame time Ihew 
you her hand in the fuperfcription; and ' yet, perhaps; be , 
has counterfeited the hand too, and fworn to a truth; 
but he hopes not to be believ'd ; and refufes the reputation 
of a lady's favour, as a doCtor fays, N~, to a bilhopric, 
'Only that it may be granted bim.--In {hort, he is a 
public profeffor of fecrecy, ana. makes proclamation tbat 
he holds private intelJig~nce.-H:'s here. 

S C ENE. X1; 

70 them TATTLF.. 

7at. Valentine, good morrow; Scandal, I am yours. 
-That is, . when you fpeak well of m • 

Sea'n. That is, when I am yours, for while I am DIY 

Own, or any body's elfe. tbat will never happen. "0 ' 

Tilt. How inhuman ! l~.. I I~ 
Val. Why, Tattle, you need not be much concern' 

at ,any thing that-he CaYli : for to conferee with Seandal 
'2 is 



at Lolitii Loadum ; yoa muil: lofe a good name 
C taIl.i it for yourfelf. 

:Atl\dlltltliW barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
iuU1rdli~=the world fit,1I think the be ter of any per

calumniatiod'!_l thank heaven it his al • 
.tif my cbaratler to bandle the reputati

ons of othm ery tenderly indeed. 
Sea". IJ.y, fuch rourn reputations as you bzve to deal 

with, are to be handled tende 11 indeed. 
' 'Tat. Nay, but why rottel) _ Why Ihould you fay rot

ten, when you know not the perfons of whom you fp ak? 
How cruel that is ! 

Scan. Not know 'em? why, thou never hadLl: to do 
with any bqdy th~t dic.l not Ll:ink to all the town. 

'Tat . !-ta, ha, ha! nay, 1I0W you mak a jell: of it in
deed. For th.ere is nothing ID::lre known than that no 
body knows any thing of tlldt nature of me. As l hop: 
to be fav'd, Valentiae. I never eKp0f, a woman finel.: I 
knew what woman was . 
. Val. And yet YOll have convers'd with f>!veral. 

'Tat. To be free wilh you, I have- I dOD't care if 
I owp that--Nay more, (I'm going to fay a bold word 
DOW), I .never could meddle with a woman that bad to do 
.with any body elfe. • . 

Scan. How 1 
- Val. Nay. faith, I'm apt to believe him-Except her 

husband, Tattle. 
Tat. Oh, that~ 
Scan. What think you of that noble commoner Mrs 

Drab? 
'Tat . Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brag • 

. in three or four places that I faid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did 1 kn&w not what-But, UpOD my reputa
tion, the did me wrong-Well, well, that was maHee
Bllt 1 know the bottom of it. She was nb'd to that 
1!Y one we all k.oo~-A Blan too. Only to bring me int~ 
~ace with a certain woman of'luality---

Sell": Whom we all blOW. 
tal. ~atter for that-Yes, yes, every body ItDOWI 

No doubt OD't. ev. ry body knows my feerets - But 
ifat~td the lady of my innocence; Cor told her 

, {loy. I, ijlere are Come porfuDS who make it 
B their 
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their buGners to tell flories. and ray this and that of one 
and "other, and every thing in tbe world; w, fays I, if 
Jour Gracc--- , 

Scan. Grace! 
TaJ. a Lord, what have I f".d My unlu~ tGOguel 
ral. Ha, ha, ha ! ( , 
Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haft more i !,udence than 

one can in rear on expeCt: I !hall have an efteem for thee. 
Well, and, ha, ha, ha! w II, go on; and what did you 
fay to her Grace? 

Val. I confers this is fomething extraordinary. 
Tat. Not a word. as I hope to be fav'd ; an arrant 

ItJp/UJ lil1gUte-. -Come, let's talk of fomething elfe. 
Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourfel£? 
Tat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, 1 only rally'd with 

you--a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous 
of me, and I told her fometbing or other, faith-l know 
lIot what-- Come, let's talk of fomething e fe, 

. lHu7NJ a jim!. j. 
Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 

fuould enquire. ( 
Tal. Valentine, I fupp'd laft night witb your miftrefs; 

and her uocle Fore/ig~t : I think your father lies io Fore
light's. 

flal. Yes. 
Tal. Upon my foul, AogeJi{;a's.a line w<?man-And fo 

is Mrs Forelight, and her lifter Mrs Fr(lii. 
Scan. Yes, Mrs l"rail is a very fioe woman, we all 

lno.w her • 
. rat. Oh, that is not fair. 
Scan. What? 
rat. To tell. 
Senn. To tell what? Why. what do you know or 

Mrs Frail? 
'Ta . Who, I? Upon hooour I don't bow whetherlbe 

he man or woman; but by the fmocthDefs of her chin, 
aDd roundnefs of be tUp., 

Sc(Zf1. No! 
'rat. No. 
Scan. She fays otherwife. 
rat. lmpolftble I 
Scan, Yet, faith. Alk ValentiDc.eU'e., 
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Till. Why then, as 1 hope to be fRY'd. I belieyc a 
'WomaD ooly obliges a man to fecrecy, 1hat {he may l.ave 
the pleafure of teUing herfelf. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has the donc you 
wrong, or no? You ha\ had h ? Ha? 

Tat. 1l'.. ' 1 have more honour thOin to tell fira, I 
bave more m Doers than to contradiCt what a lady hal 
dedar'd. 

Scan. Well, you own it? 
Tat. I am ftrangely furpri d! Yes, yes, I CaD't deny'" 

if /he taxes me with it. 
Scan. She'll be here by and by, the fees Valentine e· 

"cry morning. 
Tat. How! 

./ V"I. She does me the favour-l mean of a ilit fome-
times. I did not think /he had granted more to any body. 

Scan. Nor J, faith-But Tattle does not ufe to bely 
a lady; it is Contrary to his charaCler_How one may be 

, '. deceiv'd in a woman, Valentine! . 

, 

711t. Nay, what do you meaD, gent! men? 
. Scan. I'm refol,'d ~II an, her. . 
Tal. 0 barbarous! Why, did you not tell me~ 
Scan. No. you told us. 
Tat. And bid me alk Valentine? 
Val. What did I fay? I hope you won't bring me t'<t 

confefs an aDfwer, when you never alk'd me the queftion. 
Tal. But, gentlemen, this is the moil' inhuman pr~-

rceeding-- • 
Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long. and 

cannot avoid fuch a palpable decoy as this was, the ladie!l 
have a fine time, whoii: reputations are in your keeping. -

SCENE XII. 

T~ Ihml JEREMY. 

Jtr. Sir, Mrs F.raiI has feot to k ow if you arc ilirrillg..' 
Yili. Shew her up when {he comes • 

• ~ S C ENE XIII. 
VALENTINI, SCANDAL, TATTJ.!. 

7'.t. l:1l be goae. 
I'M. YOIl'1l meet her. 
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Tat. Is there not a back way? 
Yal If there were, you have mor~ difcretion than to 

give Scandal fuch an .. vanta e; why, your running a
"..ay will prove all that be can t II her. 

Tat Scandal, you will not lie fo ungeneroqs- a I 
{hall lofe my repu tation of fecrecy for everr--I (hall ne
Yer be rtceiv'd but upon Jlublic days, an~ my vifiu will 
never be 'admitted beyond a drawi g-roo01: I {hall never 
fee a bedcbao',ber ag~in. n er be lock'd in a dofet, nor 
,un behind a [ele n, or un r a table; never be diftio
guilh'd among the airing-women by the name of trufty 
Mr rattle more-You will not be fo cruel. 

YaJ, ' c~nd21, have pity on him; he'll yield ta any 
conditions. 

Tat. Any. any terms, • 
Scal1. Ccme then. facrifice half a dozen women of 

good reputation to me prcfcmly-CoOle, where are you 
.£ mijiar ?-i\nd foo that they are women of quality too, 
tbe uality- ;. 

Tat. 'Tis very hard-won't a Baronet's J .~dy pars? 
• Scan , No. nOI~ing under a R'ghr Honourable. 

Tal. 0 inhuman! you don't expect their names. 
Scan. No, their titles {hall ferve. 
Tat. Alas, that'll the'fame thing: pray fpare me their 

titles; I'll d rcribe their perfops. 
&an, Well. begin then; but take Dotice, if you re 

fo ill a painter that 1 cannot know the perroA by your 
picture of ber, you muft be eondemn"a , like other bad 
painters, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tal. Well, Jirft then-

seE N E XIV. 

To Ihml Mr" FilA I L. 

Tat. 0 1H1fortunate! {he's come already; will you 
have pati nee 'till another rime. I'll ~ubIe the Dumber. 

,SClIn. Well, em that ~oDdition-Take heed you don't . 
fail m . ~ , 

111.1"1 Frail. I {hall get a fine reputation. ~ coming • 
fee t: Hows ~n a morning. Scand~l. you devil, re V .. " 
here too? Ob, Mr Tattle, every thiDg is faCe witJa you, 
we kDQW. 

II 
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SClln. Tat~e. 
Tat. Mum-O Madam. )'O.u Iio me too muoch honout. 
Val. Well, Lady Galloper. how does Angelica? 
MrJ Frail. Angelica? Manners! 
Val. What. yoll will itllow an abrent lover
Air! Frail. No. I'll illlow a lovet:, pre[ent with hilt 

miflre[s to bl particular-But otherwi[e 1 think his-
ailion oU'ght to give place to Ili manners ' 

Val . .But \vna.t if he ha'S re paffion than manncrs ? 
MrJ Frail. Then let him arry and reform. 
-P-Ill. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his paf. 

lion, but it very rarely mends a man 's manners. 
tfV[r! Frllil. You are tBe moft miLlaken in the world ~ 

I there is np creature perfecHy civil but a huiliaod. For 
in a little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that 
is the higheft good breeding, for i ~ begets his civilitt 
to other people. Well, I'll tell you news; but I [uppo[e 
you hear your brother Benjamin is lantled:. And my bra-

.,: . ther Forefight" daughter is come out of the country-
1 alf'ure you there's a ma~ch talk'd of by the old people
Well, if he be but as great a rea-beaLl, as the is a land
monfter, we {hall have a moll amphibious breed-The 
progeny will be all otters : he has been br d a.t fea. anci 
fue has never been· out of the country .. 

Val. Pox take 'em, their conjunction bodes me no 
goo~, I'm Cure. . 

MrJ Frail Now you- talk of conj,unCtion, my brother 
iore6ght ' has caft both their nativitles, and pro~noru
cates an admiral, and an eminent juilice of the peace to 
I>e (he ilf'ue·male of rheir two bodies. 'Tis the moR: I'u
perllitious olp fooi! He would have per[uaded me that 
this was an uruucky day, and, wou'd not let me come 
abroad: but l invented a dream, and rent hlm, to .. ~rte
lIledorus for interpretation, and fo frole out to fee you. 
Well, aad what will you give me now? Come, I muft: 
Jaan fomething. • 

.-.. VIII. Slep into tile next room-and I'll give you: 
thing. 

3CIl~, we'll aU give you fomething. 
MrJ Frlli#. Well, what will you all give me? 
raJ. Mine's a fccret. 

B 3 M,~ Frail. 
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Mrs Frail. I tbought you would give me fomething, 
that would be \l trouble to YOll to keep. , 

Pal. And Scandal {hall give you. a good Dame. 
MrJ Frail. That's more dIan he has for himfelf.' 

Al)d what wit! you give me, :MT Tattle.? 
Tal. I? 1\-1y foul, Madam. , 
Mr} Frail. Pooh, no, -I ~hank you, I ~ave enough to 

do to take care of my own. Well, but I 'll come and 
, fee you one of thefe mo~n' gs: 1 hear you have a great 

many piCtures . 
Tat. 1 hav.e a prettY 'good collection, at your fen;ice. 

fome originals. -
&al1. Ha.ng him, he h~s nothing bllt the Searons~ an(:f 

the twelve C:dars, paltry copies; and tbe five Senfes) 
as ill reprefente<1 as th.ey are, in himfelF.; and 'be himfdf 
is the only origina.I you will fee there. 

MrJ Frail. Ay. but I bear Ire has a c!ofet of beauties. 
Scan. Yes , all ~bat have doae him favaun, if Y.OIo! will. 

believe him . 
1Y1,·~ F".aiJ. Ay. Tet m~ fee thore, Mr Tattle. 
Tat . Ob., Madam, thofe are {acred to lov~ and cpo

.templation. No ma<l but the painter and myfelf was 
,ver blefl: with. the fight. / 

MrJ Frail. Well, but a woman--
Tat. Nor worDa~, till (he co. r&nted tQ nave her pia: r~ 

there too-fo.r then fue's oblig 'd to. keep the fecr.et. 
&an. No., no.; come to' me if you'd [ee piClures~ 
lVlrJ Frfli/. Yo.u r J 

Scan.. Yes" faith, I can fhew you your own pia:ure,. 
,~nd ~ofl: of -your acq.uaintaoce to. the life. and as like as 
~t Kneller's. . 

MrJ Frail. 0 Iyillg creature,--Valentine, does not; 
lle lie ?--I ~n't be}jeve a wo~4 he fays. 

VQI, No. indeed. he fpeaks truth now; fos as Tattl~ 
has pifrures of all that· have gra.nted him favours. he has 
the piCtures of all that have reflls'd leil1'l; if fatires, de-
fcriptions , chanch:rs, and lampoons are piCture&. . 

&an. Yes, mine are 'mofl: in black and White_A~'~ 
yet there are fome fet out in , their true colour ho.. th Ill. ~ • 

and women. I can Chew you Pride, FoJ/y. , e tiD. , 
Wantonnefs, Ineonllane)" Covetoufnefs, .DiJlinIul KIn, 

~. 
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Malice, and Ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can /hew 
you Lying, r' oppery, Vanity, Cowardice, Bragging, 
l.echery, J mpotence, and U gliners in' another piece; and 
yet onC ofrhefe is a celebrat'ed beauty, and t'other a pro
fdtbeau ., I have p "ntincgs too, fl>me pleafant enough. 

1I1rs Frail, Come, Jet's hear 'em. 
Sum. Why, 1 have a beau.in a b~gnio. cupping for a 

compJexi9n, and fwealing for a lhape. . 
l lllrl Frail. So! 
Scan, Then.! have a lad bL1rning brandy in a cella.r 

with a hack ney-coachman. 
JIIIrs Frail. 0 devil! well , but that fiory is not true. 
Sciln. I bave fome hiemglyphics too; I have a law

yer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one faco! : 
a divine wlth two faces and one head; and 1 have a fol
d ier with 'his brains in his belly, and his heart where hia 

"head lhdu'd be. 
Airs Frail. And no head! 
Scan. No h"elId. 
Mrs Frail. Pooh, tbis is all invention. Have yO\) 

ne;er ~ poet? • . _. , 
S can . Yes, I have ' poet weighing words, and felling

praife for praire; and a critic picking his pockpt. ! have
another large piece t oO, reprefenting a fchool, where 
there are huge proportion'd critics with long wigs, " Jac'd 
coats, Stein,kirk ' crav:ns, 'and terri ble faces, with catedJs 
in their bands, and horn-books -abotl t their necks. 1 
h ve many more ~f this kind, very well painted, as YOIl 

lhall fee. 
illr,s Frail. W cll) I'll come, if it be but to difprove you, 

seE N E XV. 

To thffll jUEMT. 

Jer. Sir, here's the fteward agai from your father. 
. Pal. 1'11 come tc.him--Win you give me leave. I'll 
.... ,Fait on you again prefelltly . -

i
lHrJ Frail. No, I'll be gone- Come. who fquires me 

' tt E ngJl? I mu caU my filter Forelight there. 
~ '& , [will: I have mind to yo'ur lifter. 

~ MNfu~G~! , 
, 1"111 .. j .,..ill. becaufe I have a tender for your Ladylhip. 

Mri Frail. 
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Mrs Frail. That's fomewmu tlte better rea'fOn, to my 

o.pinion. , 
Scan. W eIJ, if Ta.ttle tncert 'n you, I have the bettet' 

opportunity to t:ogage your frlle • 
Val. Tell. LlogeHca' 1 am abOu.t making hard conditionr. 

to come abroad, and be at libeqy to fee her. ' 
• Scan. l'U give ao account of you) aod YOllr proceed

ings, If iodiCcretion be a fign of love, yoU' aJ;'e the mo 
a Ibver of any body tbat I nQw : you fancy tHat part
ing with your eiliate wiJl Ip you to your millrefs-m 
my mind he is a thoughtlefs adventurer, 

• Who hopes to pUfchafe wealth by felling land; 
Or win' a miftrer~ wit~ a loGng hanet ' 

ACT II., seE N E ' I. 

A Ro~m in Forefight'J hotift. 
" ' 

FOR.IlSlGHT 'and' SERViAN '),- . 

FORESIGH1r. 

HEYDAY! What. are ,all the women ormy fa'~li''y, 
, abroad? Is nQt my wife come home'? nor my lifter,. 

• . or my daugh.ter ? 
Scr. No, Sir. . 
Fore. Mercy,on us, what can,.be the meaning of it ? 

Sure the moon is in all her fort~tu4es; is my niece ~n-
.lelica at home? t 

Su. Yes, Sir-. 
t Fcrc. 1 believe you' lie, Sir. 
Slr~ Sir'! 
Fore. I fay you lie, Sil'. It it impoffible that any tliin~ 

fhould be as 1 would nave it ;, for I was born, Sir, when' 
the crab was afcendillg, Ind all -my a1fair.s gP bacJ{wards:. 

Ser. I can't telt indeed. SiT. . 
Fore. No, 1 know you can~t, Sir ~ 'but I can, tell, an. 

foretell, Sir. 0 

sci N E ' 1(Ot 

To tim'; Nt/as •• 
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come home yet. Poor child. I warrant tht'e (.ond o' fee
ing the town-Marry, pray Heav'n they ha' given her 
any dinner-Good Jack.a-day. ha, ..ha, ha ! 0 firange; 
I'll vow and fwear now, ha, ha, ha! marry and did yoo 
ever fee the like! 

'" Fore. Why, how n?w, what's the matter? 
. Nurft. Pray heav'n fend your worlhip good luck, 
man;y and amen wiTh all my beaq. fcSr you have put on 
one ftocking with the wrong de outward. 

Fore . Ha, bow? Faith a trotb I'm glad of it, and 
fo 1 have, that may be good Juck in troth; in trolh it 
m~_y, very good luck: nay, 1 have had fome omens: I 
got oui of bed backwards too tllis morning. without pre
meditatiol\; pretty good that too; but then 1 llumbled 
coming down ftairs, and met a weafel ; , bad omens tbofe; 
fome bad, fome good, our, lives are chequer'd: mirth and 
forrow, want at;ld plenty, night > and day. make up our 
time--But in tro~h I am pleas'd at'ny ftocking; very 
well pl eas'd at my ftocking-Oh, here's my niece !
Sirrah. go tell Sir SampfoD Legend I'll wait 00 him if 
he's at leifu re,- 'tis no,"" three o'clock, a very good hour 
for bufim:f" Mercury governs this hour. 

seE N E 1fT. 

ANGELICA, FOIl£SIGHT, NU1l.SE. 

Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleafure too, uncle ~ 
pray Jend me your coach, mine's o,ut of order • 
• Fore . What, wOll'd you be gadding too! Sure 'all reo 

males are DIad to-day-It is of evil portent, and boaes 
.. mifchief to the ID2fter of a family.-I remember an old 

prophefy written by Meifahalah the Arabian, and thu, 
tral!llated by a reverend Buckingbamlhire bard • 

• Whm houftwifn all the houftforJaie, 
And leave good man to hrew and "ak.e, 

, • Wi/houte'! gu;te: Ibm he it Jaid, . 
That hou"fo doth ,!land ~pon its bead • 

. -i .And 'When the hea'd if fit in grona, ' 
Ii, if it ve fruiiful fond. 

Fruitful, the bead fruitful I that bodes horns; tbe fruit 
of the hiad is horns.- Dear niece, fray at home-For 
- . ~ 
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J "y the head of the bOllfe it ns~ao. &be bufbaad; the pro

,befy needs D'O explanation. 
ANg. Well, but I caD neither make you a cockoJd. 

uncle, by aoing abroad; nOt' fccllre YOIl from being OAe 
by ftaying at home. 

F,re. Yes, yes; while tbere's one woman left the pro
'pbcfy is not in fuJI force. 

Ang. But my inclinations are in force; . I have a mind 
to go abroad; and if you lr'0n't lend me your coach, I'll 
take a hackney, or a chair and leave you to ereCl: a 
{cherne, and find who's in conjunCtion with your wife. 
Why don't you kee-p her at home, if you're jealous of 
her when !he's abroad? You know my aunt is 'a little re-' 
trogade (is you call it) in her -nature. Uncle, I'm afraid 
fOll are not lard of tbe afcendant, ha, ha, ha f 

Fore. Well, jill Flirt, you are ycry pert-and alway. 
,idiculing tbat celeftial fciencc. 

Ang. Nay. uncie, don't be aogry~If.you are, I'll 
rip Qp all ~our falfe propheties, ridicI.110ui dreams, aDd 
'idle diviaations. I'll fwear you are ii' nuifance to th~ 
fleighbourhoo,d.--What 'a b!Jftle did you keep againll 
the laft in,ilible eclipfe, lar.ittg in pro,ilions as '[were Ii r 
a liege! What a world of fire and candle, matches and 
Jinderboxes did you purchafe! One would bue thought 
we were ever after to live under ground, or at leaft ~ak
iog a YOYilge to Greenland, 'to inhabit there aU the dark 
feafon, 

FIre. Why, you malapert flut'-:"-
Ang Will you lend me your, coac". or I'll go OD ...... 

Nay, 1 '1J 'declare bOVI you prophefied Popery was cc:.ming. 
only beeaufe the butler bad miflaid fome of the apo{Ue 
JpOODll, aDd tbought ' they were loft. Away went fe!i
gloP and fpoollmeat together-lndeed, unole, I'll in
dite; you for a wizard. 

F,re. How, hutfy I was there ever fuch a proYOkiDBmiAxl 
Nurft. 0 merciful father! . how Ih~ talks? 
Ang. YeI, I cap make oath of your uDlawfl11 midnight 

prattice.; you and the c)ld nu rfe tbere-
Nurft. Marry, heav'o defend-I at midni t. l'raai2s.-· 

-0 Lord, what's here to do ?-l in unlaw u ~oin,s 
wich my maier" worlhip-Why, did you eYer hear the 
like DOw l~ir, did ever 1 d~ &1lylhiag of pur qri4. 

Diaht 
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Dight concerns-bat warm yOIJr bed, and tact you up. 
and fct the; candle and yoar tobacco. box, and your urinal 
by you, and now and then rub the; foles of your feet?-
o Lord, 1--

Ang. Yes, I faw you together, through the key·h9ie 
of the c1ofet, one night, like Saul and the witch ()f En. 
dor, turcing . the fiel1c and fheers. and pricking your 

>.thumbs, to ~rite a poor innocent fc:rvant's name in blood, 
about a little nutmeg· grater , hich Ihe had forgot in the 
caudle.cup-Nay, I know ~me~hiDg worfe, it 1 would 
fpeak of it-- . 

Fou. I defy~ou, huffy; hut I'll remember this, I'll 
be reveng'd on you, cockatrice; I'll ' hamper you.-YOLl 
have your fortune in your own. ha9ds,--but I'll find a 
way to maKe your lover, YOllr prodigal fpendthrift gal. 
lant, Valentine, pay £Or all, I will. 

Allg. Will you? I care not, but alIlhall out, then
. LOOk. to't, Nurfe: I can bring witnefnhat you have a great 
'. unnatural teat undei' your left arm, ' and be another; and 

that you fuckle a young. devil in the lhape of a tabby cat, 
by turn, I can. 

Nurfo. A. teat, a teat, I an unnaturaheat! 0 the falfe 
flanclerous thing; feel, . feel he-re, if I have a y thing but 
like another Chriftian. [Crying • 

. Fore. I wi!l have patie~c~,. {inee it is the will of the 
fiars I Ihould be thus tormented ...... This' is the eff'eCl: of 
the malicious conjltn8ions and oppofitions in the tbird 
houfe of my nativi'iy ; there the, curfe of kindred wa& 
fOTJ:toJd-But I will have my doors lock'd . up-I'll pu. 
ni.1h you, not a. man {hall enter!llY .houfe. 

Ang. Do, uncle. lock 'em up quickly before my aunt 
come home--You'U hOlVe I letter fOJ' alimony .to-morrow 
mornillg-But..iet me be gone irit' and then let-DO mao
kind come near tbe houfe, but converfe witb ,fpilits aocl 
the celelial figos, tbe BuU, and tho ~am, and the Goat. 

\Blef, me I there ar".a great many hor 'd beafts amOD! 
T.be twelYCI. figas, u8cic. Bllt cuckGlds go to hea,'o. 

F#r~. But there's but OIIC' virgin aruoog the figns, fpit-
fi're/ but 0 irgia. 
. A: r '_te had Dot beeD that one if /he bad had 

to. do .nth my thin, .\\.C aRrol~ .. uncle. . That makes 
my 19 abroad. 



FDre. How ? how ? Is ilia the rl'~fon l Come. YOII 
know fomething; teil me, and I'll forgive you; do. good 
niece--Come, you {hall have my coach and horfes
faith and troth you {hall · Does my wife complain? 
Come, I know women tell one "nother-She is young 
and fanguioe, has a wanton haule eye, and was born 
under Gemini; which may incline ber to fociety· /he has 
a mole upon ber lip, with a moift palm, and an open libe-
rality 011 tbe mount of e~us. • 

4ng. Ha, ha, ha ! 
• Fore. Do you laugh ?-Well, gentlewoman, I'll-But , 

come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor uncle. tell 
me-won't you fpeak ? Odd, 1'11--. -

. ·S C ENE IV. 

70 the111 SERVAN T. 

Ser. Sir Sampftln is coming down [0 wait upon .you
Ang. Good bu'y, uncle- -Call'll achair-I'11liod 

Ollt my aunt, and tell ber /he mull: nOI come h()me. 
Fore. I'm fo perplex'd and lex'd ram QOt fit to re

ceive him; "I ./haH fcarce recover myfelf belote the (lour 
be paLl:. Go, N,urfe, tell Sir. Sampfon I'm ready to wait 

. 00 him. 
Nurfe. Yes; Sir. 
Fore, Well __ Why, if I was born to be a cucko 

there's no more to be faid-he's here already • 
• 

. S C ENE V. 

FOlll!SlGHT. aml Sir ~AMl'S6N LEGEND will; a paper. 
Sir Sam. Nor no more to be done, old boy; that's 

plain-Here 'tis, I have it in my hand, old PtoJomc:e; I'll 
make the un&r cious prodigal kno ' who begat him; I , 
will, old oftr dam s. 'Nhat, 1 warrant my fOD thought 
nothiog b Jong'd to a father but for,givenefs aod affec
tion; 00 aUtllOTitV, no correCtion, no arbitrary power; f 
nothing 10 be done, but for him to olfend, and me t 
pardon. I warrant you, if he danc'd tUI ~mfday he: 
thought I was to pay the piper. Nell, but her ~ ina
cler black and white, jig1ll1Ium.jigiJllltu1tl. _ JJNrll- , 
'"TII; that as foon aa my fon Benjamin is arri,~, lie i. to 

make 
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make over to him 'h~ right uf inheritance. Wbere's my 
daughter that is to be-Hah! old Merlin. body 0' me, 
I'm fo glad I'm reveng'd 61'1 this undutiful rogue f 

For6. Odfo, 'let me fee; let me fee tbe paper-A , _ 
faith and tr-«)th 'here 'tis,ifit will but h~ld.-l wilh things 
~re done, and ,the eonveyance made.-When was this 
fign'd, what hour? Odfo, you Iholrld have confulted me 
fGr ,the time . \¥ ell, but we!1I make hafie-

Sir Sam . Halle, ay; ay j h fie enough, my fon Ben will 
be ,in town to-n'igh.t-l :have prder'd my lawyer to .dr.w 
Ill' writings of fel.tlement and jointure-All Ihall be done 
t o-night--No matter for the time; pr'ytbe.e, brother 
Forefight,.leave .fuperfiition-Pox: 0' th' time; there's no 
time but the time prerent; .there 's no more to be faid of 
what's pafl:, and all .'tbat ,is to come will happen. If.the 
fon {hine by day, and the fiars by night, why, we {hall 
know one another's faces without the help 'of candle, and 
tRat's 'ali .the fian ·are. good for. • 

'For.e. How, how.? Sir Sampfon"that all ? ,Give me lea.ve 
to . contradiCt YOl'l, and teJI }«lu, you are ignorant. 

Sir Sam. l ,t-ell 'you ~ am wife; and lapim<1 dominabi-
.-fur ajJrif.; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an ar

gument to confound your ephemeris.-Ignorant !-I tell 
you, '1 Qaye t ravell'd, old Fircu, and know the globe; I 
have·'[een 'tne antipodes, where the fun rifes at I idl'light, 
and fets a t -noon ·day. 

- Fore. But I teJl you, I have travell'd, a.nd travell'd in 
the cele{~.ial fp~eres, know the ligns and the plallels. and 
t~ ei r houfes j. can judge of motioDsdireCt and retrograde, 
of fextiles. quadrat('s, trines, and oppofitions, fier y tri
g ns, alld aquatit;al trigons ; -know whether life {hall be 
long or filOH, happy' or unhappy; whether dlfeafes are 
c\lrabl~ 01' incurable; if jour.neys {hall be pr6fperous, un· 
dertakings [uccefsful, or goods ftol 'n recover'd; I 
.Know---

~ Sir Sam. I kllo'il the len gth of the Emperor of China's 
I. foot ; have kifs'd the Great Mogul's flipper, and rid a 

hunting UpOD an elephant with the Cham of Tartary.
'nldyo' I haye made a cuckold C?f a king~ and lhe 
prejj M d jefty of Bantam is the ifI'ue of thefe loins • 
• :Fpl'c. 1 kn,?~ wh,tn' t ravellers lie or fpeak trath, when 

tbey don;.t kuow it thtlll ft;\ves . 
. C ' ~ 
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Sir Sam. 1 have kOQwn all- aftroJ01tcr made a- cltckold 
in the twinkling of a: ftar, and.feen a c.onjurer tbat cou'd 
Dot keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

F()re. What, doe. he twit me wjlh my wife too? I muIl 
be better inform'd ofthis.-[Ajt'dt".l-Do you mean lily 
wife, Sir Sampfon? Thour;h 'you made a cuckold of th 
King of Ba4.ta% ¥ot-by the body of the fUD~ 

Sir SflIlh By the horns of the moon, you wou'd fay. 
brother Cal'ricorn. Q 

Fo,.t". Capricorn in your tt,eth , thou modern Mandevil j 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou 
lia. of the firA: magnitude. Take back your paper of in· 
heritance, fend your fon to fea again. HI wed my daugh 
ter to an Egyptian mummy ere /he {hall incorporate with 
a contemner of fciences, and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir Sam. Body 0 ' me, I have gone too far ;-' -1 n1~1 
not provoke honeft Albumazar--An Egyptian mURlm: 
is an illuftrious c~ature, my trufty llieroglyphic, aD 
·may have figni6cations of futurity about him; .odlbui 
I would my fon were an Egyptian mummy for thy fak. 
What, thou art not angry for a jei, my 'good Haly-
I reverence the fun, moon, and ftars, with aU my heart- '. 
W.hat, I'll make thee a prefeDt of a mummy; DOW 1 
think on' t, body 0 ' me, I have a /houlder of an Egyptian 
king, that I purloin'd from one of the pyrami,ds, pow
der'd with hieroglyphics; thou /halt have it brought 
home to thy houfe, aod make ao entertainment for all 
the. Philomaths; and ftudents in phyfic a~d aftrology in 
and about London. _ , 

Fou. BQt what do you know of my wlfe, SIr Sampfon? 
Sir Sam. Thy wife is a conftellation of virtues; /he', 

the moon, and thou art the man'" in the moon; nay, file 
is more illuftrious than the' moon, for /he has her chaftity 
without he~ inconftancy; 'lblld, 1 was but in jell. 

seE N E vr. 
To tlmlt JEREMY. 

$,. Sa1!l. How 1l<)w. who fent for you? . I Whit ~ , 
wou:d you Have ? 

Fpre~ Nay, if YOIl were but in jeft--w'hC{s thaI fel-
low ~ 1 don't like his phyfiognomy.. . 
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S;, Stl'''. My fon, Sir! what fon, Sir? Myfon, BeD~ 
jamin, hoh? 

Jer. No, Sir; Mr Valentine, my mafter-'Tis the {ira 
• 'time he has been abroad /ince hts' confinement, and be 

comes to pay hi.s duty to you. . 
Sir ~/II". Well, Sir. 

seE N E VI-t. 

·FOUSIGH;r, Sir SAMPSON, VALBNTlNB, In:u • .,. 
, ]er. Her is here, Sir. • 

. Ya1. Your bleffing, Si",. 
Sir .Sam. You've had it a1ready, Sir; I think I fent 

it you to-day io a bill of four thoufaod· pounds: a great 
deal of mone-y, brother Forefight. 

Fon. Ay, indeed, Sir Sa.mpl"on, a great deal of money 
[or ~ young mao; I wonder what he can do with it ! 

Sir Sam. 'Body c'me, fo do -r.--Ihrk ye, Valentine, jf 
"there be too moch, refund the fuperfluity; dof!: hear; boy? 

Yal. Superfiu ity, Sir! it will fcarce pay my debts.
I hope you wiII have. tIlore ~odulgence than to oblige me 

-Ap thore hard conditions, w:l ich my neceffity lign'd to. 
Sir Sa~n. Sir, how, 1 befeech you? what were you 

pleas'd to intimate 'concerning indulgence? 
Y{ll. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to tile extre· 

mity of the. canditions, but releafe me at leaft from 
fome part-. 

Sir Sam. Oh, Sir; I underftand Y<;Iu-that's all. ha 1· 
• Val. y~ Sil', all that I prefnme to aIk.-But what 
you, out of" fatherly fondners. will be pleas'd to idd, 
!hall be doubly wdcorlte. 

Sir SaUl, No doubt of it, fweet Sir; but your filial 
piety aod my fatherly foodnefs wou '<:! fit like two ·ral· 
lies.-Here's·, rogue, brother Forefight, makes a bar· 
gain und'er hand and real in the morning. ~od would be 
relea,'d from it-ill the afternooo j here' a rogue, dog • 

. .., ,here's conrcience ana hon fty; tl. j ~ is your wit now, 
this is the morality oJ your wits! You are a wit, and' 
lIave bee a beau, and may be a--Why" firrah, i~ it 
lie>: ere under hand and real ?-Can you deny it? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it-- . 
Sir SR1III Sirrab, you'll be hang'd; I /ha1l1i,e to fee -

C 2 yOIl 
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JO~ ~ up to Holborn.HillTiHas be uot a rogue's face? 
~Speak, brother, you uoderftaod pbyfiognomy,. a 
hanging look. to me-of aU my boys the moll: u~like· me ; 
he bas a dall\ll 'd Tyburn-face, without the benefit o! t.lie 
c:Iergy. 

Fore. Hum-truly I don't ca.r.e to dif'Courage a. y,oung. • 
1m,D;--he h,u a violent dealh in his face, but I hope 
110 danger of hall'~ing. 

Val. Sir, Is this ufage for your foo ?--for that oldi 
. weather·heade fool, I know bow to lallgli at hinl';.'but 

you, Sir--- t 

Sir Sa111. You, Sir.; and you, Sir: --)\Thy., ,w110 

,are you. Sil"? • 
Val. Your foo, Sir. 
Sir SaftI. That's more than· { know, Sir, and I believe 

IJOt. . 
Val. Faith, 1 Hope not. , 
Sir Sam. 'iVhat~wou'd you have youe ·m.Jtlrer a whore I 

did you ever heal' the like! did you ever bear tbe lik.oe ! 
body o'me---

Val. I would ha.ve an excufe fJ;Jt your barbarity all~ 
'Unoatural ufar.e. . _ 

SiJ' Sam. Excufe ! impudence! Why, f!rrah, mayn't I , 
do what I pleafe? Are not you my /lave? D id Dot 1. b.e
get you! and might not I have chafeD whether I would 
bav~ begot you or nQ? Ooos, who are yo.u? Whence 
came you? What brought you into the world? j-{Q\V 

came you here, Sir? Here', to frand Iie re , upon - thore 
two legs, and look ereel: with~that audaci ous fa<:e, hah) 
~fwer, me' that· ? Did · you co.me a volun ' .,:cr into the 
world? or did I, with the la':ful authority of a pare t, 
prefs you to the. ferv.ice. ? . . 

Val. r know no mo.re why I came than you do why 
you calJ.'d me. But here I an), atllI if you doo't .mt;'SI 

to provide for me, 1 defue y.on w~ld leave Ole as you 
fOll nd me. . 

Sir Sam. With all my; heart: co';ne, uncafe, frrip. 
and go naked out of the wod)!, as you came into't . 

Val. My clothes are foon put off; --But au 11\iil: 
a1fo div ft me of reafon, thought, pa/1j.ons, 10 ,ti.ons, 
affeel:ions, appetites, fenfes, and the huge traill of at
tenda.nts th.Lt. you begot. along, with 1llC •. · 

\' 



Sir S""" Body o'me, what a IDaDy-head,ed mODfter 
have) propagated! 

I'll!. I am of myfc1f a plaiD eafy fimple 'Creature, and 
to be kept at fmall expence; bllt the retinue thAt you 
!ave me . are craving and invincible; they are fo ' many 
devils that you have rais'd, and will have employment. 

Sir Sam. 'Oons, what had I to do to get children ?
can' .. a private man be born without al\ 'tI\efe followers? 
-Why, nothing under an emperor fhould be born with 

• appetites.--Why, at this iate a fellow that has but, a 
) groat in his pocket may have a ftomach capable of a ten 

fuilling ordinary. 
Jer. Nay, that's as clear as the fun; I'll make oath 

of it before i'ny juftice in Middlefex. 
Sir Sam. Here's a cormorant too.--'S 'heart, thi, 

fellow was not borli with you ?-I rlid not begtt 
him, did l?-, 

~ Jer. By the provifion tpat's made"for ~e, you mi!ht 
ha"e begot me too:~Nay, and to tell your Wor1h.ip 

~ aDother truth, I belie~e you did, for I find I was -bbro 
with tbofe fame whor&n appetites too, that my mailer 

----.ipeaks of. . . 
8-ir Sam. Why. look you there now,--l'lI maintain 

it, that by the rule of , right reafon, this fellow ought to 
have been born without a palate .---'S'heatt, , 'hat 
fhou'd he do with a diftinguifhing tafld--I warrant 
you he'd rather &at a pheafant than a piece of poor John: 
and fmell, now; why I warrant he can fmell, and loves 
,erf~~e a ftink-- Why there's it ; and roufic r 
don't yoUTove mufic, Scoundrel? 

Jer . Yes, I have a r-eafonable good ear" Sir .. as to
ji&&.S and country dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your folo's or fonato's, they give me the fplecn. 

Sir Sam. The fpleen; Ha , ha, ha! a pox confound yo" 
( -Solo's or fonato's? 'Oon,s, wpo(e fOil are you.? How 
~ were you engendc.-'d, Muckwornl ? 
~ .' J,r. I am by flCher, the fon of chairman; Illy mo-

ther [aId oyfters in wimer, ,a-nd cucumbers in fummeq 
. ~d I c~ up ftairs into .he world; for I was born in 
.11 t. 
• F4ITI. By your loob, eu fuou'd go ~p ftairs out of 

the workl too; friend, ' ., 
C 3 
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Sir: Sa11Z. And if this rogue wer.e anatomiz-ed now, and 

di{feCted, he has his vdfels10f digeftion and concoCtioG, 
:lnd fo forth, . large enough for tpe inlide of a, cardinar, 

. this fon of a cu£umbr.r.- There things . are unaccountabk . 
and unreafonable-Body o'm .. 'l"hy. was not I a bear, 
that my cubs might ha.ve lilt'd upon fucking their paw 
Nature has been p.rovident only to bears and fgiders : t 
one has its ntl ... .iment in 'his ow.n hands i and t'otherjp i. 
his habitation out of his own eotrai·ls. 

Val .. Fortune was provident enough tD.' Cupply all the n, ' 
cefliries of my natllIe, if I b9Ld my. righ t of inheri tance. 

Sir Sam. Again! 'Oons, ban't you four thoufand pOllod 
_ ,if I had it r--ga.in I would not give tbee a groat __ _ 
~hat, wouldfl: thOll . have me turn peli can, and fc:-ed tbel 
out of my own vitals .I-'S'heart, live by you.r wits.-
:You were always fon,d of the wits,-n0w let's fee if yeu 
have wit enough to keep yourfelf.--Your brother wiU 

:be in town to.night, or to.-morrow morning, aud then 
look. you perfofm covenants; and fo , your friend aDd f1:1-
"ant.-Come, Rrother Forelighf. 

,. 
S' CE N E Vlfl~ 

VAI;ENTrNE, JERn ML 

, Jer. I told you' what your vjlit would come to •. 
Val. 'Tis as much as [ expeCted--1 did not come to 

fee him ;. 1 came to Ang.elica: but. /iDee. (he was g~Jne 
abroad, it was ea-li ly turned aoolher. ~ay, and . at leafl: 
,looked well ~o my.tude. What'.s here? Mrs . ~<?~~/i gllf 
and Mrs Frail; they are earneft--I'lI a ma·· ·tm.
Come this way. and g~ a04, e~l!1.Jlire when Angelic .. will ... 

'retUIn~ 

s C 'E. N E 1:)(. 

MfJ FORESIGHT a11d MrJ FRAlt:. . , 
1/1rJ- Frail. What ha~e you to do to w.atcb me? S'life; _ I, 

i'H do what I pleafll. 1 

MrJ Fl1re: You wi!},? ,.' 
Mrs Frail .. Yes, marry will I~X greatpiec -.(, ' u". ; 

Gnefs to go to; Covent· Garden fqu..ate iii a ha.ckney·co.'\ch, 
ad. take a turn. wj tl~ one's friesd. 
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IIlp Fort'. N2Y, two or three turns, I'll takemy oath. 
Mn Frnil. Well, what if I took twenty--I warrant 

if you had been there it had only been innocent recrea
' tion.--Lord, where's. tbe comfort of this life, if we 
can't have the bappinefs of conveding wbere we like? 

]VIr! For(. But can' t you convef fe at home ?-I ow 
jt, I tbink there's no bapp' nefs like converling with an 
Igr.~ble ' maR; I ' d<ln't quarrel at that, nor I don't 

f' il('mk bitt your con~rfation. was very innocent; but the 

) 

l,lace is public, aOO to be fee wuh a man in a hackney .. 
:oaeh is fcandalous. . Wba.t 1 any bady elfe. fhou'ld have 
~en you aligbt as [' did ?-How can. any body be happy 
,bile they are in, perpetual fear of being feeD and cen
tr 'd ?--Bdides, it would BOt only refled UpOD you~ 
!ter, but me. 
Mf'J Frail. P00h! her·e's a clutter--Why fhould it 

fled upon you 1-1 don't doubt but you have thought 
.urfelf happy in a hackney-coach t>efore now;-if I 
d gone to Knigbtfbridge, or to Cbelfea, or. to Spring
ITden, ' or Barn-Elms with. a man ~Ione-fomething 
~h t have been faid . • 

___ -' Mn For~. Why, was. I ever in any of thofe places? 
lat do you mean, fille r? 
'IjIIn Frail. Was I ?-What do you mean ! 
'I1n F9r-e. You have been at a worfe place . . 
Mn Frail. I at a worfe place, and with a man I 
'Mrs Fore. I !uppofe you wou'd not go alone to the 

World 's-end . 
• Mr FraiL The WorW"s-end r Wliat, do you rpeall 

.to banter ? 
Mrs Fare. Poor. innocen.t ! You don 't know that there 

is a place call'd tbe W oold's-end? I 'll fwear you call 
keep your countenance purely; you.'d make aD admira.-
ble player. r 

lYIrs Frail. 1'~1 fwear yol.l have a great deal of cooJi.. . 
dencc;., and ' in my mind too much for the ftage. l. lYIrs Fore. Very well, that will ap "ar who has. mon,; 
you never were at the W orld's,end? 
, IMrs Ft;gil. No. ", I 

Flrt'. You deny it pofitively to my.face r 
Ml's Frajl_ Your face, what's your face.? 
Mf'i flr~. No matter for tht, 'tis as good a face a.yourf'o 

Ml! 



Mr/f'rtlil. Not by aJ ~ozell years wearing.-Bllt I do 
deny it pofitively to your faee then. , 

MN Fore. rJl allow you now to find fault with my 
face i-for I'll fwe-ar your imfudence has put me ou't _Of 
countenance..--But look you here now-where did you 
lofe this gold bodkin ~-Oh, fifter, fifter I 

Mrs Frail. My bodkin I -
Mrs Fore. Nay, it is yours; look at it. 
Mrs Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did yoo lint 

this bodkin ?- Oh fifter, ft er I-Sifter every way. • 1 
M" f'ore. 0 devil on't, that I could not difcovet her \ 

without betraying myfelf! . [Ajide. 
M" Frail. I have:heard gentlemen fay, lifter, tha, 

_ one Ihould -take grnt cu-e, when ODe makes a thruft ill 
, fen$=ing, 'Dot to lie open one's felf. 

Mrs Fore. It's very true, lifter. Well, ·finee aU's out, • 
;lnd, as you fay. fince we are both wounded, let us do 
what is often done' in duels, take care of ODe another, and ~ 
grow better fritnds thatrb.efore. -

Mrs Frail. With all- my heart; ours are but flight .1J 
Belli wounds, and if we keep 'em from air, not ·at · aU • 
dangerous.' Well, give me your hand in loken of fiftC',;" 
Iy feereey and affeCtion. 

Mrs Fore. Here it is with all my 'heart. 
Mrs Frail. Well, as an earnell: of frienulhip and con-

. fidence, I'll acquaint you with a deGgn that 1 have. To 
tell truth, and fpeak openly one to aQ-Pther, I'm afraid 
the world have obferv'd us more than we have Gbferv'd 
one another. You have a rich husbRnd, .. -,,-!)d~ltr,. ?rOvl
ded for; I am at a Jofs, aDd have no great <zl:ock eithel 
of fortune or reputation, and therefore mull: look tbarply - :I 
about me. Sir Sampfon has a fon that is expeCted to
night; by the account I have heard of his education he 
c~o be no conjurer: the efrat~ you know is to be made 
OTer to him--Now, if! cOlild wheedle him, fifter, iU? I 
l' ou underlU.nd me ? . ~ ( 

Mrs Fore. I do; lIod will help you to the utmoft 0{ .1 
my power.-And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough: My au~ward daughter.in-I~w, w.o,· 
you know, is de6gn'a to be his wife, is grown 1< l Or " 

Mr Tattle; now, if yoo can improve that, and make hel" 
have ae averfion for the ·booby, it may go a reat way 

towards 



Attn. 
towards his likia.g you. Here they come together, and 
let us contrive [orne way or other to leave 'em togethell. 

, , 

seE N E X. 

To them TATTLE Rnd Mifl PRUE. 
, 

Mifi. Mother, moth~ r, mother, look you here. 
~ Fon. Fy, fy, Mifs, how Y'OIT bawl.--Befide~. 

·..H"ave told you, you mu lt not call me MO'ther., . 
Mifi. What mtIft I ca,lI you. then? are- you not my fa-

'her's wife? • 
IJ1n Fore. Madam; you mutt fay Madam--By my 

ul, 1 /hall faRCY myfelf old indeed\ Co have this great 
rt call me mother--Well, bur Mifs, ~hat are you fo 
'erjoy'd a-t ? " ' 
11'{ifi. Loo\s.you here, Madam, then , what Mr Tattk 

lS given --Look you here, coulin, here's a [nuff
)x : nay, there's fnuff in'I:-here, wi l>l yOQ have aoy ?
h good! how [weet it is !- M r Tattle is all over f lIIeet; 
s peruke' is [weet. and his gloves are • veet, and his 

ar;Jdkerchief is fweet, fure fweet, fweeter than rofei.
.,'met! him, mother, Madam, I lliIean--He gave me 
tnt! ring fo.r a kifs. 

T at, 0 fy;Mifs, you ITltIft oot kifs and tell. 
Mip. Yes, I may tell my mother-And he fays he':ll 

give me fomething to ma'ke!nie fmell fo-Oh,.pray lend 
me your handke,chief--'-Smell, couGn ; he fays he'll 

.. give me [omcth~ng that will mak~ my fmock fmelJ tbis> 
l'ay--Ts t it pure ?--It's belt r thaI' Javend.,.. 

t .,lun-' - refolv 'd [ won't let nurfe put any more la-
~' .. encler among my fmocks-£:ia; cou/in ?' I' : MrJ frail, Fy, Mils \ a.mongft your linen, JOU mull: r fay--You muft ne ver fay fmock. . 

Mifl. Why, it is not bawdy, is'!t, , couiin ?' 
~, Tat. 0 , Madam, )'ou arl' too revere upon MifS'; YOll 

'1 ' mull not find fault with bet" pt'e tty Gmplicity, it becomes 
,t . her frrangely-- Pretty Mifs, don't Lt 'em perfuade yw 

elll of your innocency • . 
I MrJ FOr(. Oh, demm you, .toad ____ l willi y.ou don't 

~1IIIIIiI"'''''' e her out of her inn:>cency. 
Tal. Who,T, MadaOl?-O Lord, bow can your Lady

aup h va fu~h ' a. tho.llg}ld- re you donlt kMO ~\T me. 
• MN Frau. 



L"OVE t.() V E. AI! II. 
MI'J P',.,IIIiI. Ab, devil ! iJy dnil-He's as clofe, iifter, 

.. I confefi'or--Hc thinks we don't obferfe him. 
Mrs Fort. A cunning cur; 110W foon be could, find out 

• frelb harmlefs creature, n left us, lifter, prefently. 
Tal. Upon reputation--
MrJ FDre. They're lin fo, m'ter, thefe men-,they lope 

to have <the fpqiJil1g of a young thing; they ,are as fand of 
~. Ils of being lirft in the fa!hion, or of f~eing a !V!,W play ' 'I 

, the lirft day .-1 warraat it would break Mr Tattle's .he'" , 
o think that any ,body eire fhould be beforehand with him ' 

ral. Oh Lord! L fwe I wou'd not for the worJd
Mr.! EVIli/. 0 hang you; who'll beiil!ve Y·OD ?-YOD'1l 

e hang'd .befl)re you'd confefs-we know you-lbe's 
.,ery .pretty !-Lord, what pure red and white !--flIe l 
looks fo wholfome i-ne'er itir, I dOIl 't know, but I 
fancy, ,if I were 11 man--- J 

Miji. How you love to jeer one, cou 
Mr./ F:or.e. Idazk'ee. Gfter,--by my foul th.e girl as 

(pail'd already-d'ye cpink {he'll ever endure a great 
lubberly Tarpawlin-G4d I \Vanaot you {h'e lYon't )et hirJ! 
..clOme near her, .af~er Mr TattJe., -

Mrr FrlJil. 0' mY' fqul, Pr:n af~aid not-eh !-fiI hy 
creature, that- fmells aU of pitch and tar.,....,devil ,take.YOll, 
you confounlied -toad-why did .you fce her before (he was 

' Ilia r~erl r ' 
.Mrs FOf/:. Nay, w.by did YJe let ·him-my hufband 

.w.ill ;hang us-be'H thillk we brought 'em acquainted • 
..MN 'Frail. C()me, fC\tth let us be g9ne-1f my ~rotber . 

-iotdfgbt lho.u'Q find US with them i-he'd .think fo, fure 
enough. ' ~ ... ~~1 . · • j ') , 

MrJ For~. So he wou'd -but then leaving 'em 'toge~ 
,!ther iSJh bad-aDd he'r$ luch a fly devil, he'll never mira 

an opportunity. 
JIIlrs !'Filii. I -don"t care; I V1pn't be feen in't. 
MrJ FlH"e. Well, if you thou/d, Mr Tattle, you'll 

have a world to anfwer for; reOlember 1 waJh..my buds 4 
of it. .I'm thorollghly innocent • 

. 
S C £ N E ~. 

TATTL"', Mift P~VI. 
Mift. What makes '.em 10 away, Mr Tattle? wllat 

-40 they mean, do YOIl ,knOW? 7",. 



MU. LO 9 II rot'- L Q VB. 
Ttl" Yet, my dear-I think I can luera-but liang 

me if I kaow the renfoll of it. 
Mifi. Come, mua: not we go too? 

. Tat. No, no, they doo 't meilO that • 
.lI-1ifr. "No! what theo} what thaIl you and I do to

'~her ? 
Tat. I muil: make love to y.ou, pretty Mifs; will YOIl 

. . me . ke love to you ? 
ryI. Yes, if you pleafe. 

Tat. Frank, i'gad, at leaft. What a pox does Mrs 
,reGg~t mean by this civilitr4.? is it to make a fool of 
~ ? or Mes !b~- Ieave us togetlier out of good morality, 
,d do as {he would be done by ?-Gad, I'll underfland 

~ fo~' [Ajide. 
Mift. Wdl; and how. will you make love to me ?-

, ome, I long to haTe you begin--muil: I make love . 
,o? you muiJ; tell Ole how. 
Tilt. Yo.u mnft let me fpeak, Mifs, yC¥l muft oat fpeak 

;!I:; I muil: 'alle you t'Jueflions, and you muft anfwer • . 
. Jl.1ift. What, is it like tbe catechifm ?-Come then, 

k me. • 
Tat. D'ye think you .can !Dve me? 
Mift. Yes. 
Till. Pooh, pox, you muil: not fay yes already; I· 
an't care a farthing for you in a twinkling. 
~'I1iJi . What muil: I fay then? 
Tat. ;'Vhy, you muff fay no, or you believe not, or 

ou can't tell--"-
Jlfifi. Why, muil: I tell a lie then? 
('IIf. es, "you'li b~ well bred. All well· bred per
s lie-- Befides, you are a woman, you muft never 

peak what you think.: your words muil: contradict your 
oughts; but your aCtions may contradia. your words.-

0, when I aIle you, if Y1)U love me, you muil: fay no, 
ut you mull: love me too--If I tell you you are 
andlOme, you mul\ deny it, and fay I Batter you-

I t you muft think yourfelf more char. ing than I fpeak 
ou :--and like me, for the beauty which 1 fay you 

ba.vc;l as much as i i I had it myfelf.--If 1 aik you 
lIIIPl_iIIII ..... ie' .you mull: be angry, but you mutt not re

u e me. If 1 alk you for more, yQIl mutt be more an
gry, 



gry,-hut mo.re c.ompjying; and a~ roon as ever 1 make 
you fay fou'll cry out. you . mu~ be fure to holtl your 
·tongue,' 

Jjii(i. 0 Lord! I'll fwear this is pure-I like it bet
ter than our ()Id~fa(hiog'd COlllJ try way 1:If fpeaking one's 
mind :-and muft you not lie too? 

'T,at. Hum-Yes-obut you muft beHeve I fpeak trutb. 
lIIi(i. 0 Gemini! Well, I had 1Ilways a gre mind.J:" 

to tell lies-but Ihey frighted me, nd faid it was a}.· " ' 
Tat. Well, my prett·y creature, ;wiiJ you make m T 

happy by giving me a J:ifs 
)lliji. No, ·ndeed .; l'>D~ angry at you.---

[Rum lid t.i.ff~ him. 
Tnt. Hold, hold, th?t's pretty well-b,lt you 010uld ~ 
t have given it me, but have fLlffer'\i me to .have takell 

it· . 
lVliji. Well , we'll do't agailJ. 
Tat. With .all.my heart-New rhen, my li ttle an-

,gel. [J..·i.ffn her~ 
ll'liji . Pilb! 
Tat . That 's right !-Again, ro y charmer. [Kiffer qgain .. ~ 
Miji. 0 fy! Nay, .now I can't ab~de yQ!l . 
T al. Admirable! That was as well as if you had beeJl 

JXHIJ . and bred in Covent ·G;uden . .--AlJd won't yeu 
{hew me, 1'1 en,;' Mits , whef"e your bedchamber is ? 

niiji .. No, ilJde El won~t I: but I'll .run ithere, an.d 
hide myfelf from YOll behind the curtains. 

'7nl. I'll fol low you . ( 
Mi/!. Ah, but I'll hold the door with :both hands, 1 d 

be an~ry--and .you !hall .pufh. me doy. •. Jtlore ) '!'u 
come m. .. ... 

7'111. No, I'll come in {jrfr, and pofh you down tlftet- • 
wards. \ ,. 

lIJifj: Will -you? ·then {'1I be more anSI y. an<! more ' I 
oompfYlOg . 

TRI. Tben 1'11 make you cry out. 
lI'liJi . Oh, but you Ihan't; (o r I'll hola m.y tongue.
Tot. Oh, my dear apt fcholar ! 

Miji . Well, now I ' ll run, and make more hafte ~1a 
you. ~ 

T'RI , You /hall nqt fiy fo faft as 1-'11 ,purfue. ,<., • ....,---. 

~ ., ACT 
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ACT Ill. , S C ENE 

NURSE. 

_ _ I'\.J>;j"lSS, Mifs, Mifs Prue-Mercy OD me, marry anci 
... amen! Wily, what ', become of the cbild ?-wby. 
Mifs, Mifs Forefight-fure /he has ltlck'd herfelf up in 
her chamber, and gone to ~, or to prayers: Mi[!. 
M ifs! I hear her-come to your fa ther, child : open 
the door-open the door, Mifs-I he'l r you CIY hu/ht 
-0 Lord, who's there? [PUpJ .J What's here to do l 
:-0 the Father! a man wIth her !- Why , Mifs , 1 fay; 
God's my life, here 's fine doings towards--O Lord. 
we' re all undone--O you young harlot ry! [KnocRJ .] 

:-\, Od's my life, won't YOIl open the doof? I'll come in the 
, back way. . , 
-IT'" 

• 
S C ~ N E II . 

TATTLE, 1I1ifi PRV E . 

;Wi[!, 0 Lord! /he's coming--and {he'll tell my 
. father; what /hall I do now? 

Tat. P.x take ber! ·if /he had fraid two minutes 
fonger, I /hou'd have wi/h'd for her coming: 

1I'1ifi. 0 dear, ·what £halll Cay? Tell me, Mr Tattle, 

~
e me Iie-. . 

a. '1 nfceiS no occafion for a lie: I could never tell 
lie to flO purpofe--But fince we have done nothing, 

we mua fay nothing, I think. I bear her __ I'II leave 
you together. and come off as you can. . 

[Thrujh her in, and /hutJ the dom. 

seE N E III. 

TATTLE, VALENTINi, SCANDAL, ANGELIC-A. , 

.A.~. You can't accufe me of inconftancy: I nefer 
.... ""WIIIi..,... thatllov'd you, 

al. But I can accufe you of uncertainty, for not 
, tclling me Nlhether you did or not. 

. D Ang. 



Ang. You miil:ake indifference for uncertainty; t 
never had concern enough to aile myfelf tqe ql1eil:ion. 

Scan. -Nor good-nature enough to anfwer him that 
did alk you: I'll fay that for you , Madam. 

Ang. Whate! are YOLI fetting up for good-nature? 
Scan. Only fof the afft:Ctation of it, as the women do 

for ill-nature. 
Ang. Perfoade your ! riend that it is all affeCtaci~"._' . ' 
Sea1J. I !hall receive no benefit from the opinion; :.- I 

I know no effectual differ nce between continued affeCt3N '1 
tion and reality. t 

'Tat. coming u;.J SCnndal, are you in private dif-
courfe, any th ing of fecrefy ? [ Ajide to Scan. 

Scan. YeS; but I dare truft you: we were talking of 
Angelica's love to Valentine; you won 't fpeak of it? 

'rat. No, no; not a [yllable--l know that's a [e
eret, for it's whi[pered every where. 

ScdIJ. Ha, ha, ha I .I; 
Ang. What is, Mr Tattle? I heard yca fay fome-

thing was whifper 'd every where. 
S can. Your love of Valentine< 
A1Ig. How! .-
'Tat.- No, Madam, his love for your Ladyfhip

Gad take me, I beg your 'Pardon-for 1 never heard a 
word of your Ladyfhip's pallion till this ioftant. 

Ang. My 'pallidn! And who told you of my pallion •. 
pray Sir? '(. 

Scan. Why, is the devil in you? Did not I tell it 
you for a fecret ? . _ 

'Tat. GaMo! but I thought !he, might haWbe'en tru~ " ,f 
ed with her own affairs? j 

Scan. Is th<n),our dif~retion? truft a woman with berfelf? 
'Iat. You fay true, I beg your pardon; I'll bring all . 

o1£.-ft was impollible, Madam, ror me to imagine that 
a perfon of your Laclyfhip's wit and gallantry could have J' 
fo long re~eiv'd t e paffionate addrelresof the accompli/h'd 
Valent.ine, a,nd yet.re lain infenJible i. ' therefore you ""ill 
pardon me, if fr?m a Juff weig'ht of his oterit; with your 
I.:adyfhip'S: ~ood judgment, I form'd thl! balance of. e". 
ciprocal aft Clion. 

Val. '0 tl1e 'de'ltil! what damn'd coftive poet has given 
thee this Je{fon of fuftian to get by ro e ? " 

Ang_ 



Aa III. LOVE for L,OVE. 

Ang. I dare [wear you wrong him, it is hi9 own
And Mr Tattle only judges of the fuccefs of others from 
the effd'ts of his own merit: for certainly Me Tattle 
was never deoy'd any thing io his life. 

'tat. 0 Lord 1 yes, indeed, Madam, feveral times • 
./lng. I fwea r, I ,don't think 'tis poilible. 
Ttlt. Yes, I vow and fwear 1 have: Lord, Madam. 

I'm he moft uofortunate man in the wOlld, and the moft 
• elly us 'd by the ladies. • 

AI/g. Nay, now you're ungrllt f.lll. 
Tal. No, I hope not is as much ingratitude to 

own fame favours, as to can al others. 
Val. There, now it 's out. 
Ang. I don't underftand you DOW. I though t you had 

never a!k'd any thiDg, but ~vhat a lady might modefily 
grant, and you confers. 

Scan. So fai'th, your buunefs is dooe here; .now you 
may go brag fomewh tre elfe . 
... Tat . Brag, 0 Heav'ns 1 Why, did I name any body? 

Allg. No . I fup poCe that is not in your power ~ bllt 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on 't. 

Tut. Not in my power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyfhip mean, that I have no woman's reputation iD my 
power? 

Scali. Oons, why you won't own it,will you ? [Ajid~. 
T at . .Eaith, Madam, you're in the fight : no more I 

hu"e, as I hope '0 be fav'd; I DeVer had it in my power 
to fay any thing to a lady's prejud ice in my life--for. 

~ a I 1~ \eIJiDg you, 1\1adam, 1 have been the DlOft UD-
\ ccersTul c~reatul'e living, iD things of that nature; and 

ever had the good fortune to be trufted once with a la-
d y's f~cret, not ooce. 

Ang. No. 
Val. Not ooce, I dare an(wer for him. 
Scan. And I'll ao(wer for him: for I'm fure if be 

had, he would have told me, I £l1d, Madam, you don't 
know Mr Tattle. . 

Tal . No, ind~ed , Madam, YOll doo 't know me at aU, 
I ~ d.' For fure nlY intimate friends wou'd have known

....... g;.,,~'g. Theo it teems you .wou:d have told, if you had 
been trufted. . 

Tat. 



L 0 V E for L d V E. Aam. 
Tat. 0 pox! Scaouai, that was too far put.-Never 

have told particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might. have 
taJk'd as of a third perfon-or bave introduc'd an amour 
of my own in converfation, by way of novel: but never 

. have explaio'd particu1ars. 
Ang. But whence comes the reputation of Mr Tattle's 

fecrecy, if he was never trufted ? 
Scan. Why, thepce it arifes-The thing is proverhi.ak 

ly fpoken, but may be apply'd to him-as if we !houlu 
fay in general terms, He only is fee ret who never was ~ j 
trufted-a fatirical proverl! upon our fex-There's ana. r 
ther upon yours-As !he isVchafte, wh,· was never ask'd 
the queftion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly: 'tis hard 
. to tell wheth¢r the Lady or Mr TJttle be the more 0-

bJig'd to you. for you found her virtue upon the back
wa I dnefs of the men ;' and his fecrecy upon the mi(truft of 
tbe women. L 

Tat. Gad, it's Very true; Madam, I think we are 0-

blig'd to aCCJuit ourrelves-and for my part-But your 
Ladyfhip is to [peak firft- ( . 

Ang. Am I? Well, I freely confefs I have re lifted a 
great deal of temptation. 

Tat. And I, Gad, 1 have given fome temptat'oa that 
has not been refifted. 

Val. Good. 
AI.-g. I cite Valentine here to dec~",re to the court, 

how frult le fs he ha:. fuund his endeavo urs, and to confefs 
all his folicitations and In y deni. ls. - ft- .. " _ _ \ 

Val. I am ready to plead, Not guilty for you, an 
Guilty for myfelf. 

S can. So! why this is fair; here's demonftration with 
a witnefs. • 

Tat. Well, my witneifes are flot p.-efent-bl1t con 
fefs I have had favouls 'rom perfons-but as the fa .. 
vours are nUOIbc,lefs, fo the ' perfons are namelefs. 

Scali. Pooh! this proves nothI ng. 
Tat. No! I can fhew letteY's, lockets. pictures , and 

lings ; and if th re be occaflon for witneifes, I can fll -
man the maids at the chocolate-houfes, all the port • 
Pall Mall and Coven Garden, the door· keepers at the 
playhoufe, the draw rs at Locket'S, Pontack's, t~le Rum-

mer, 
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mer, Spring Gardell, my own landlady and valet de 
cbambre ; all who !ball make oatb, that 1 rccp.ive more 
letters th~n tbe fecretary's office; . IIDd that I have more 
vizor mafl{s to enquire for me than ever went to fee the 
hermaphrodite, or the naked prince: and it is notorious, 
that in a countr¥ church once, an enquiry being made 
who I was, it was anfwer'd, I was the famous Tattle, 

bad ruin'd fo many women • 
• T7 al. it was there, 1 fuppore, you got tbe nickname of 
the Great Turk. 

Tat. True; I was call'd urk Tattle all over tbe pa-
ri!b-' -The next Sunday al the old women kept their 
daughters at home, and the p rfon had not half bis con
gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the fpiritual 
court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for be had a hand. 
fome daughter whom 1 initiated into tbe fcience : but I 
repented of it afterwards, for it was talked of in town
And a lady of quality that .lhall be na'lnelefs, in a raging 
fit of jealoufy, came down in her coacb and fix horfes, · 
and expos'd herfelf upon my account; Gad! 1 was forry 
for it with all my hear~--Y ou know whom I mean
you know where we rafBed-

Scan . Mum, Tattle. 
Val. 'Sdealh! are you not afham'd? 
Ang, 0 barbarous! I never h-eard fo infolent a piece 

of vanity-r'y, Mr Tattle-I'll fwear I could not have 
believ'd it.--Il this YOllr fecrecy ? 

I Tat. Gadfo ! the heat of my !tory carried me beyond 
l dif~retioD, as the heat of the lady 's pallion hklrry'd 
~ er eyond her reputation-But 1 hope YOll don' t know 

whom I mean ; for there were a great Illany ladies raf
fled--Pox on\! now could I bite off my tongue. 

Scan. No, don't; for then you'll tell LIS no more
Come, I'll recommend a fong to you upon the hint of my 
two proverb,., and I fee one in tbe next room tbat will 
{jng it. [GOI."S to the door. 

Tat. For Heav'n's fake, if yoo do g' efs, fay nothing • 
. Gad! I'm veryunfortun to:. 

I Scan. Pray nog he lirtl fong in the.latl ne.w play. 

DS SO N.G,! 
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SON G. 

by Mr J 0 H NEe eLI; S. 

I: 

AallJ. 

A 1tJmpl; and a [wain to ApoIro once pray'd : 
TfJe [wain bad ounjilled, t he nymph bem beJraid; 
Their inlent waJ !o Ir)' if hiI' oracle Iwc'W 
E 'er a 11J11tpht hal 'Wa~, ctafte , , r a itvain that waJ true. ~ • 

.Apollo 'Wal mute, and h~ liRe to ha?e oeen p OJ 'd,' 
But [agel; at Imgth he t ':;;J jecre! dijdoJ'd : 
He alone 'Won' , betray in 'Whom n011e 'Will confide; 
IbId the 1I)'1liph 17Ia) be chaJle that hal never been Ir/d~ 

seE -N E lV. 
( 

, , 

·']'$ .Ihcm Sir SAMUo-N, JlIlrJ FullJ., !l1ift PltuJ!,. antI 
Servanl. 

Sir Sam. Is Ben come? Odfo, .hyfon Ben come! Odd', 
I'm glad on't: where is he ,? I tong to fee him. Nowr 
Mrs F rail, yau !hall fee my fan Ben-Body o· me, he'!r 
the hopes of my family.,-l han't feen him thefe three' 
years-I warr~nt he's grawn--Call him in, bid ,him 
make hafre--l 'm rr;ady to cry fo r j.oy. 

MrJ. fraU. Now Mifs, you /hall fee ,our hufband. ' 
Mif.,. Pifh! he !han be none of my hufOand. 

, , [ Ajide-tq -"-,' 
Mt'J Frail. H ulh! Wert, he {han't; leave that to me 

r-rll beck an Mr Tatde to llS. , 

.A111(,. Won't you fray and fee your brother? 
V al. We are the twiD flars, and c;.onot ,{bine in ODe 

fphere; when he rifes 1 mull: fet-beIides, if I !hou'cf 
flay, I don't know but my father in good' nature may 
prefs me to the immediate figning, the deed of conveyance 
of my efia'te, and l'U defer it as long as I can ....... Well. 
you'll Cllme to a refolution? ' 

Ang. I ean't. RefolLai-on mull come to me, or I 
never have one. _ ... , ~ioi::JI"" 

Scan. Come', Valentillc ; l'U go with you; I've fom~. 
tbing in my head to con m,.mic,ite to ycu. (0 

SC-ENE 
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SeE NEV. 
AN(aLICA, Sir SAMPSOII, TATTLE, MrJ FR.AIL, 

lrliji P u£. ~ 

Sir S11711. \Vhat! is Illy fon Valentine gone? what, is 
he fneak 'd off, and would not fee his brother? T~ere's
an unnatural whelp! there's an ill-natu r'd dog! What! 

e you here too, Madam, and could .not keep him ~ 
)j oll 'd neither love, nor dUlY, nor natufal affection 

oblige him? Odiliud! Mada~, have no more to fay to 
him; he is Dot worth your onfideration. The rogue 
has not a dram of genero love about him: all in
tereft, all intereft. He's an u done fcoundrel, and courtS' 
your e!tate; bod)' 0' me, he does DO~ care a doit for 
your perCon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir SamproB; for ir 
ever l cou'd have lik't1 any thi ng in h~, it Ibould have 
beeR his ellate LOO; but /ince that 's gone, tbe bait 's .off. 
and the naked hook appears. 

Sir Sa 111. OdIbud, w.ell fpoken I and you are a wifer 
wOJl1an han 1 thought you were; for moft young women 
Dow.a.days are to be tempted with a naked hook. 

ATig. If I marry, Sir Saf!lpron •. I'm for a good e!tate 
with any man, and for any man with a goed e!tate ~ 
therefore if I were oblig'd to make a choice, 1 declare I'd 
ra ther have you than your fon. 

Sir Sam. Fai('h and troth your a wife woman, aDd 
I'm glad to he.ar you fay fo; I wa~ afraid yea were j D 

.ilh the reproba te : odd,.l was forry for you with 
II my heart. Hang him, mungreI! caft him off: YOIl 

llialJ fee the rogue !hew himfelf, and make fove to fome 1 

defponding Cadua of fourreore for rulteDance. Odd, 1 
love to fee a ,young fpendthrift forc'd 10 cling to an old 
woman for fupport, like ivy round a dead oak: faith, I 
do; I love to fee 'elJl hug and cotten logeth r, like down 
upon a thi/Ue. 

seE NEVI .. ' 

To them BEN. LECE ND, a/Jd SER.VANT. 

Ben. Where's father? 
Scr. There! Sir, his back's toward yoa. 

Sir Sa 1J. ! 
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Sir Sam. My fon Ben! Blefs tbee. my dear boy! Bo

. dy 0' me, thou art heartilY' welcome. 
Bm. Tbank you, f~tber, aoo rm glad to fee you. 
Sir Sa /It. O£lfbud, and I'm gla~ to fee thee! Kifs me, 

boy; kifs me again and again, dear Ben! [Kiffn him. 
Bm . So, fo; enough, father-Mefs! I'd rather' 

kifs thefe gentlew{)men. . I 
Sir Sa111. And fo thOD !halt-Mrs Angelica. IU¥ ~ .. 

fon Ben. 
Bm. Forfootb, if you pleafe--[Salut~J ot'r.] Nay, 

Mil1:refs, I'm not for drop ing anchor here; about {hip, ' 
i'faith---[Ki,ffil Fra~1. Nay, and YOll tOo, my little 
cock-boat--fo--- f (Ki.ff·(J Mift. 

Tat. Sir, you're welcome a-fhore. 
Bm. Thank you, thank you', friend. 
Sir Sam. ThJU halt Qeen many a weary league, Ben, 

flnce I faw thee. . 
B~TJ. Ey, ey; been ! Been far enough, an that be all • . 

-Well, fathet', and how do all at borne? How does 
brother Dick, and brother Val? 

Sir Sam. Dick! body o'me, nick has been dead thde 
two years; 1 writ you word when you were at Legome. 

Bm. Mefs! that 's true; marry, I had forgot: Dick's 
cead, as YOll fay--Well, and how! I have rr.any que
ilions to alk you. WeB, you ben't married again, fa
ther, be you? 

Sir Sam. No i I intend you fual! mar/i1, Ben: I would 
not marry for tby fake. 

Bm. Nay, wbat does that lignify ?--An you rr:J 
again---why then, 1'11 go to fea again i fo there ' ~ , 
cine for t'other, an that be all.-Pray, don't let me be 
YOllr hind'rance; e'en marry a' God 's name. an the wi!ld 
fit tbat way. : as for my part, mayhap, I have DO mind 
to marry. 

Mrr Frail. That wou'd be pity-fuch a handfome 
young gentleman. . 

Ben. Handfome! he, he, he! Nay. forrooth, an yon 
be for juking, I'll joke with you; for I love nly jeft an 
the !hip were linking. as we fayn at fea. But I'll te~l 
you why I don't much £bnd towards matrimony: I ..... 'iIoOiJ~ ... 
to roam about from port to port, and from land to land: 
I could never abide; to be port·bound, as w fJ call it. 

Now " 
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Now a man that is marry'd has, as it were, d'ye fee, his 
feet)n the liilboes, and mayhap mayn' t get ' COl out a· 
gain when he wou'd. 

Sir Sam. Ben's a wag. 
Ben. A man that is marry 'd . d'ye fee. is no more like 

another man than a galley-nave is like ooe of us free 

~
failors; he is chain'd to an oar all his life, and mayhap 
orc'd to tug a leaky velfel into the bargain. 

ir Sam. A very wag, Ben's a very wag; only a lit
tle rbugh, he wants a little polifhing. 
, ,·MrJ Frail. Not at all; 1~like his humour mightily, 
it 's plaip and honell:; I fuou 'd ike (uch' a humour in a 
hufband extremely. 

Ben. Say'n you fo, forfooth--? Marry, and I /hou'd 
like fueh a handfome gentlewoman for a bedfellow 

Jgely. How fay you, Miftrefs, wou 'd you like going 
, fea? Mefs, you're a tight velfel, and well rigg'd, aQI 
) U were Qut as well mann'd . 
lI1.rJ Frail. I fuou'd' not doubt that, if you were rna

~r of me. 
Ben. But I'll tell YOlloone thing, An you come to rea' 

ilO a high wind. or that lady-you mayn't carry fo much 
fail ~o' your head-top and top gallant, by the mefs. 

lJ1n Frail. No; why (0 ? 
BeIZ. Why, an you do, .you nlaY run the ri/k to We 

o"erfet, and then you'll carry your keels above water, 
He, he, he! 

Ang. I fweu, 'Mr Benjamin is the verieft wag in na-
t re' _ an abfolute fea wit. . , 

jr Sa1l1. Nay, Ben has parts, but, as' l told you be
ore, they want a little polifhing: you muil. not take a. 

Ily thing ill, Madam. 
BeIZ. No. I hope . the gentlewoman is not angry; I 

mean all in good part; for. if I give a j eft. I'll take a 
jeft; and fo, for[ooth, you may be as free with me. 

Allg. Lthank you, Sir, 1 am not d all offended
aut metllinks, Sir San;p'fon, you /hou'd leave him alone 
with his miftrefs. Mr Tattle. we muft not binder lovers.. 

Tat. Well, Mifs • .I have your pr'omife. [.Ajid~ 10 Mifs:. 
""Ii<"l>~"" S{I"l. Body 0 ' me , Madam, you fay true.-Look 

),ou. Ben, this is your miftrefs.---Come, Mifs. yo~ 
m'Uft not 4beJhame,fac'd~ we 'lllea ... e you together. 

Mfo 
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• ~lifi. I can't abide to be left alone j"'may'nt my couGo 
flay witb me? ; 

Sir Sam. No, no. Come, let's away. 
Bm. Look you, fatber, may\1ap the young woman 

mayn't take a liking to me.---· 
Sir Sam. J warrant tbee, boy. Come, come, "e'll ~e> 

gone; l'l! venture that. 

S C ENE VII. 

BEN and~ifi PRUE. 

Ben. Come, Mifirefs, (~ill' you pleafe to lit down? 
for an you fiand a fiern a that'n. we fhall never grapple 
together-(!ome, I'll haule a chair there; an you pleafe 
t o fit. I'll fit b,y you. 

Mifi, You need . not fit fo nc.ar one; if you have any 
thing to fay, I can hear you farther off; I an't deaf. 

Bm. \Vhy thatis true, as you fay, nor I an't dumb; 
I can be hea-rd as far as another.--I'll heave off to 
pleafe you. lSitl farther off.] An we were II league 
afunder I'd undertake to hold • .difcour-fe with you, an 
'!':v~r<; lwt a main hi !.',h wind ind~ed: and f\111 'in my teeth, 
Look you, forfouth, I am as it were bound for the land 
of matrimony; 'tis a voyage, d'ye fee, that was none of 
my feeki r. g; I was commanded by fat.her, and if you like 
of it, mayhap I may freer into your harbollr; How fay 
you, mifhefs? The (hort of the thing i~) ,that if you like 

I 

toget her. ' • 
me and llike you, we may cbance to fwing in a hammock

J il'Iift. I doo't know what to fay .to you, nor.! clan I 

care to !peak with you at all. 
Bm .. No, I'm forry for that.--But pray, why are 

you [0 [ooroful? . 
flfift. As long as one muf!: lIot fpeak one's mind one 

had better not [peak at all, II think, and truly I won't 
teJ.l a lie fol' tbe matter~ 

Ben. Nay, you fay true in that , it's but a f{llly to lie; 
for to fpeak one thing and to think j\lft the cormary 
way, is, as it were, to look one way and to row ,a
nother. Now, for my part, d'ye fee, I'm for car,...,-ou·_" 
things above board, I'm not for keeping any thing under 
hatches; [.0 that if you ben't as willing as II fay fo • 

~ G~~ 
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God's name, there's 110 harm done. M yhap you may 
be fhame·fac'd; fame maidens, thof' they 10 'e (l man 
well enough, yet they don't care to tel/'n fa to's face: 
if that's th~ cafe, why, filence gives confent. 

MiJi. But I'm fure it is not fo" for !'IJ'fpeak fooner 
than you fhall believe that; and I 'll fpeak truth, though 
one fhould always tell a lie to a man; and I don't care, 

_ t ,father -do what he will; I'm too big to be whipt, 
J I'll tell you plainly, I don't like you, Dar love you at 
r all, nor never will, that's more; fa there 's your anfwer 

f9r. you; and don't trouble m no more, you ugly thing. 
lJ'in. Look you, young wo an, you may learn to give 

good words, however. 1 fp e you fair, d'ye fee, and 
civil-As for your love or your liking, I don't valu~ 
it of 'a rope's end; and mayhap I like you as little as 
you do me : what I faid was in obedience to father. 
Gad, I fear a whipping no more than you do; but I tell 
you one thing, if you Ihou 'd give fud! language at fea, 
you'd have a cat 0' nine tails laid crofs your fhouldors. 
Flelh I who are you? You heard t'other handfoOle 
young ~ woman fpeak ci'iilly to me of her -own accord: 
whatever you think of yourfelf, gad I don't think you are 
illy more to compare to her, thlln a can of fmall·beer to 
a bowl of punch. 

IVlifi. Well, and there's a ~andfome gentleman, and a 
fine gentlema.nl and a fweet gentl eman, that was here, 
that lo ves me, an~ 1 love him; and i~ he fees you fpeak 
to me any more, he'll thralh your.pcket for you; he 
"ill~ au great fea-calf. 

'Jtn. What, do you mean that fair·weather fpar~ that 
. as here juft now t Will he thralh my jacket ?-Let'n, 
let>'n i-but all he comes near me, mayhap I may have 
giv fo a [lilt eel· for's [upper for all that. What docs 
Uther meaD to leave me alone as I come home with [uch 
a dirty dowdy-Sell-calf? ! an't calf enough to lick 
your clfalk'd face, you cheefe ·curd }"flu-Marry tbee ! 
Oons, 1?1l marry a Lapland witch as foo ,and live upon 
{elling contrary winds and wreck'd velfels. 

<lYlifJ.· I WOIi't~be caU'd names; nor I won t be abus'd 
"'~ll~ fo I won't--If I were a man~[CrieJ]-you 

urft not talk at this rate-DO, · you durft not, you ftink-

1 
ing ~ar.b . • lJr.el. SCENE 
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To them MrJ FousiGHT and MrJ FRAIL. 

Mn Fore. They have quarrel'd juft as we cOII'd willi. 
Bm. Tar·barrel? Let your fweetheart there call me 

fo, ' if he'll take your part, your Tom Elfence, and I'll 
fay fomething to h'm; Gad, I'll lace his musk-Joublet 
for him; I'll make him ftink; he Chall fmell more-like 
wearel than a civet cat, afore I ha' done with 'en. -

Mrr Fore. Blefs me, what's the mJltter, Mus? wha • 
. does Che cry ?-Mr Benja~' n, what have you done to h ! 

Ben. L et her cry; the nore /he cries, the lefs Ibe":ll
She has been gathering lui weather in her mouth, and 
now it- rains out at her ey ts. 

Mrr ·Fore. Come, Mifs, come along with me, a!1~ 
tell me, .poor child. . 

Mrs Frail. Lord, .what Chall we do? there's my bro
ther Forelight al\d Sir Sampfon coming. Sifter; do you 
t~e Mifs down mto the parlour and l'U carry Mr Ben
jamin into my chamber, for they muft not know that they 
ate fall'n out.-Come, Sir, will ypu venture yourfelf with 
me? [Looking kindly on him • 
. Bm . Venture, Mefs, and that I will, though 'twere to 

rea in a fiorm. -

S C ENE IX. 

Sir SAMPSON andFORES1GKT • . 
Sir Sam. I left 'em together here. -What, are th~y / 

gone? Ben's a brisk boy; he has got her into a corner _ 
father 's own fon, faith, he'll touzle her, and mou:z.le her ~ 

- the rogue's Charp fet, coming from fea. If he Chould not· 
fray for faying grace, old Forelight. but fall to without 
the help of a parfon, ha? 0 d, if he Chou'a I cou'd not 
be angry with him; 'twould be but like me, A chip of 
the oid block. fia, thou'rt melancholic, old prognoftica
non, as melancholic as if thou hadft fpilt the falt, or 
pair'd thy nails on a Sunday;-Come, cheer up, look a
bout thee; look up, old {l:~r-gazer . No y is he porin 
upon the 'ground for a crook.ed pin, or aft old horfe·; . 
with the head towards him. 

'Forr. Sir Sampfon, we'll have the wedding t<trmorrow 
morning. :: Si, S{lm. 



Sir S.",. Witb all my heart. 
Fqre. /u teg a clock, punCtually at ten. 
Sir Salll. To a minute, to a fecond • tholt {halt fet thy 

watch, and the bridegroom /hall obfervc its motions: 
they flull be marry'd to a minute, go to bed to a minute; 
:2nd when the alarm ftrikes, tbey /hall keep time like the 
4igures of St Durrfran's clock, and ~vJUll1l1latllVi di fhall 
v.og aU over .,the pari/h-

SCENE X. 

.y'q them. SANDAL. 

'Selin. Sir Sampfon, fad n s. 
Fqrt. Blefs us ! 
Sir Saw. Why, what's lhe matter? 

• Scan. Can~t Y{)U gue s at what ought to affiilt you and 
him, ana all of us. more than any thing elfe ? 

Sir Sam. BQdy 0' me,l d6n't know" any univerfal grie
vance but a new tax, or the lofs of the Callary Beet. 
Unlefs Popery (bou'd b laoded in the weft, or th~ FJcneh 
lIeet were at anchor at lack wall. 

Scan. No! undoubted ly, Mr Forefight knew allllll!, 
and might have pr,.eventcd it • 
. Fore. ~ Tis no earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. Bot we don't know 
what it may come to--But it bas had a confequence 
alread y that touches us all. ' 

lr Sam. W~y, body o~ me, out with't. 
Scan. Something has appear'd to your fon Valen tine 

~He'.s .gone to bed upon't, and very ilL-He fpeaks 
ittle, yet' he fays he ha a world t'o fay. AS'ks for his 

father aDd the wife Forelight; talks of R~ymond Lully, 
and the ,ghoft of Lilly. He has feerers to impart I fup. 
pofe to you two. I can get nothing oot of hi~ but ugh!. 
He delires he may !i e you in the morning, but would not 
he difrurb'd to'Digb~, becaufe he has funIC bufinef. to do 
iD a dream. 

Sir StI1lJ. Holey loity. what have I to do with his 
dreams or bis di~,oation?- Body 0' me, this is a tri.ck to 
<k~~r 6going the conveyaace. I \Yamnt the devil will 
~l him iD a dream tbat ho Aluft Dot pllrt with his efrate, 

.. ~t I'U wa him a parfOll, to tell him d.al the devil'$ 
E a JiH 



It Or, if that won't do, I'll bridg'. lawyer that 
lila ie the devil, And f-o I'll try whether my Itlack. 
guard or Il1s Lhall get the bette of the day • . 

SeE N E XI. 

SCANilA·L, Fop.e~ IGHr, 

Stan. AI~! Mr Forclight, I'm afraid all is not ri 
~ You are a wife mao, and a coofcientious man; a 
fe~rcher into olifcurity and fu.~urity i and' if 'you commit 

.an error, it is with a g,fcat eal of (lonlidera iOD, and d:f 

.crerion. and ca'ution I • Y 

Fore. Ah, good Mr Sca dal-
SUJ/J. Nay, .flay, \.tis manifeft; I dO' not Batter 

But 'Sir Sampfon is hafty, ve y hafty ;-I'm afraJ ill ... 
not fcrll pulous enough, Mr Forefight-He·has been wi • 
ed, and heay'n gr.aDt he may mean~\VelHfl this afl'.air with 
YOll-.- But my .olind gi\·es me, thefe d\~ngs cannot-be 
.wholly in1ignificant. You , are wife, ~nd lhould not .b~ 
-dver!re'aeh'd, methiriks you fhou'd not---

Fore. Alas! M r Scandal,-Hrl1franum eft err'an, 
Scan. Yau fay true, 'marl will en' ,,; meer rilan will err; 

-inlt you are fomething 11l0re~Th.~r.e have been wif~ 
lDen, but they were fuch as you-men who cor.fulied he 
1l:.ars, and were ,obfervers of omens.-SoJomon ..was wife, 
-hut how ?-by liis judgment in aftrology-SpJays Pineda 
~in his third book and eighth cliapter--'r- I 

jI'.qre. You are Jearo!d, Mr Scandal-
Scan. A tdfler-bm a lover of art--And the wife .f 

.1hen of the eaft owed their infirllCliorls to a ftar, whic 
- is rightly obfel'ved by Gregory ,the -Great in fav,our of a

Sirology! And Albertus Magnus makes lit the ~ft Vll~ 
duable fcience; becallfe, fays .he, it t o:aches us to CQIl(i: 
dcr the cauration of-caufes in \!he <caufes 'of thipgs, 

Fgre. I protefr l 'h~nour you, Mr SC(lndaf~1 did not 
t'bink you Had been read in thefe matters-Few yo.ung 
meD are inc lin'd-_ 

Scan . I thank my fran that have inclined me-But I 
'fear 111is marriage, and making over this eftate, this 
tra nsfedi'ng of a rightful inheritance, will bring j1llll~1/IllI 
mtlf. ts upon us. I prophefy it, and I ,woll'd not have the 
ate bf' C'aifandrll ,JUjt to he beJiev'd, Valentin di,. 

rb'd; 
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fturb'd; wbtc can be the caufe: of thllt: and Sir Sa~ 
fon is hurry'd on by an unufull violeoce--I fear he 
does, uot att wholly from himfelf; methinks he does Mt 

100R as he nfed 10 do. 
Fqre. He was alwiIYs of aD impetuous nature-But as. 

to this marriage I haTe 60nfulted the ilim, and aU ap
pearances are profperOliS---

Scan. Come, come, Mr Forlight, let Dot the profpefr 
e1 worldly lucre carry you b youd your judgm.ent, n r 
~gainil: YOllr con[cien,e-You areQt faLisfy'd that yqn· 
, jufrJy. 

ore. How.~ 
Scan. You are rrot faris "d', 1 fay. -I am 10th to 

difcourage yo.u--But it ' palpa.ble that you arc not 
fatisfy'd. . 

Fort. How do.e. it appear, Mr Scandal? I think I am' 
'Jery well fatisfy'd. 

Scan. Either you fuffer yo urIel f to'CicC(ive yourfelf, 01\' 

.,ou do ,not know yourfelf. . 
Fort. Fray explain yourfe/f. 
SeIUl. Do .you !It:ep~el1 0' Digb,ts ? 
Fore. Very. well. 
Selin. Are you cer-tain? You do not Jlok [0; 
Fl)r', ·1 ~m in bealt I think. 
Sea". So w'u ValeOt,ne this morning, a!)d look'd julH9' 
For,. How? Am 1 alter'd any way? r don' t perceive i.t; 
~ca". That 'U~y be, bu~ your b~a~~ i~ longer thi1D je, 

IIns two hours ago •. 
. ~Ort. Iadeed! biers m~ /, . ' 

S: C ENE xrr. 
70 11m" Mrs FOUalCliT; 

Mrs- Fo,.,. Hulband, will y.ou go to bed? l.t·s tea a' 
clock. Mr Scandal, your fervant. , 
. Scan. POl( ~n her, fhe has interrupted my deGgn_ 
},ct 1 mut!: work bel' rota the projed. [Llfide.] You keep 
early hours, madam. 

Mrs Fflre. Mr Forefight i! punCtual; we. fit op after 
ru.'tl. 

Fqre .. My dear, pray ienJ me your glafs, your little 
kiD,-Claf~ 

E l. ' S,a". 



Scan. Pray, lend it him, Madam-I'U tell YOIl the 
J'eafon [She give! him tbe glpft; Scandal andjlJl wbiJper.J 
My pallion for you is grown fo violent-that' ·l am no 
longer mailer of myfelf.-I was interrupted.in 'the 
lllornlng, when you had chari t enough to give me yo~r 
attention, and I had hopes of finding anothcp oppor- • 
tunity of explaining myfelf to · you--but was difap-, 
pointed all this day; and the uneafinefs that has alte d
ed IIlC ever lince, brings me now J ither at this unfeafona
ble hOIH---

MrJ Fore. Was there ever fuch impudence, t01l1~~ 
love to me before my j ?fband"s face? I:'JI fwea l'a 
tell h·m. 

Scan'. 1)0 j I'll die a h tyr rather than difclaim my 
paffion. But come a little farther ~bjs way, and I'll tell 
you what project I had to get him Out of'the way, that ( 
1 might have an opportunity of waiting' npon yno. 

. [M/MlttT'. 
Fore. /PQRillg in the glaft.] I do not fee any It!volutiop " 

here.-Methinks I look with a ferene abd benign afpea-; 
-pale, a little pale-but the rties of thefe cheeks have 
),cen gatbcr'd many years.,-Ha! 1 do not like that fud
den fiulhiog-Gone already 1-:-hem, hem, hem 1 faintill]', 
My heart is pretty .good, yet it beats; and, my pulfes ~ 
ba 1-1 have' none-Mercy on me-hum--Yes, here 
they are-Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
hey! Whither will they huny me ?-~ow they!re 'gone 
again-and now I'm faint again; and pa1e- again, and 
hem! aod my--hem !-breath, hem I-grows iliort;. 
bern 1 hem-! he, he, ht;,m t • 

Scali. It takes; pud'ue it in the name of love and 
pleafure. 

,Mrs ,Fore. How do 'Y<1U do, Mr Fore6ght? 
Fore. Ham, not fo well as I'thought r WH. L end 

nle your haRd. 
Sea". Look you' there naw-Yoar lady fays, tou r 

fleep has been unquiet of late. , 
Fore. Very likely. 
Mrl Fore. 0 mighty relUe[s, but I was afraid· to telt 

him fo ;-he h:ll been fubjeCt to talking. and ftarting ........ ~ .. 
Sean. And did not ufe to be [o? 
Mrr For6. Never. never. 'till witnin tb:fe three 

Di~hts. 



lIijhtS; I -caDDot fay that he has ODce broken my reil:. 
'gee we have been married. 

FDrt. I will go to bed • 
. St:an. Do fo. Mr Forefight, .and fay your pray,"s.

He looks better than be did. 
Mrr FDr,e. Nurfe. nurfe! 
Fore. Do you think fo. Mr Scandal? 

e' St:an. Yes. yes; I hope this will be.gone.by morning •• 
taKing it in time ___ 

IDN. I hope fo. 

seE N.E Xlm 

To them : URSE. 

1I1rl Fore. Nurfe.; your maftcr is not well; put him! 
to bep. 

Scan. I hope you will be able to fee Valentine in th. , 
morning.-You had beft take a little dia!=odion and cow
flip water, and lie upon your back; may be you 'may 
dream. 

FDre. I thank you, ~r Scandal. I will-Nurfe. let me ' 
Have a watch light. and lay the crumb, if COll1'Ol" by me, . 

Nurfi. Yes, Sir. , 
f.or-t. And-hem, hem; I am very faint-----: 
Scan. No, no" you look much better. 
For-e. Do I? And d'ye .hear-bring.mt, let me fec-

\ within a quarter of twelve-hem-oo. hemJ-juft upon , 
the turning of t e tide. bring me the UI inal i-and I 
hope. neither the lord of my afcendant. nor the moon l 
will be combull; and then I may do well. 

Scan . 1 hop,e fo--Leave that to me; I wiH erel!t I I 

fCheme; and I hope. L /ha-Il nnd both' Sol 'and Venus 111 

the fixth houfe •. 
Fore~ 1 than ~u; MbSeandal . indeed that 'wou'd be: 

olLgreat ~fOlt ~o me. Hem, hem! , g.oodDi&~t •. 

s~ C E E' XIV" . 



Aam. 
111111 Fqre. Well; and what ufe do yQJl hope to mak,. 

of this projeCt? You do 'l think that YOLI are ever like to
fLICCeed in your defign upon me? 
. Scau. Yes. faith. I do.; I have a better opinMm b't>tb, 
of you and myfelf. than t defpair. 

Mn Fore. Did you ever hear fuch a toad'-hark'ye~ 
devil; do you think any woman, honeft ? 

Scan. Yes. feveral very honeft; tbey'~l theat a little- • 
at cards fometimes, but that's Dothing. ~ .-

JIIlr; Fo,N. Plhaw! bu.t virtuous I mean. .' 
Scan. es, faith. 1. bdieve fome women are virtuol's. 

too ;' but 'tis a·s I believe ~me men are vaoliant. through 
fear-For why !hould a n court danger, or a woman. 
thun pleafure. . 

MrJ' Fore. 0 monfuous! What are confcience and 
honour?-

Scan. Why, honour is a Jl'ubJi-c ener.J}". and eonfcience 
s domefiic thief; and he that woo-'d fe cll re his pleafure 
muLl- pay a tribu.te t.O one. and g.o halves with. t'other ;; 
As for honour. tha-t you ha·ve fecur'd. for YOIl have pur~ 
,has'd a perpe tual 0PpolhilDity foe, pleaftll:e. 

]}1'rJ' Fore. An opl'ortliility fo~ pleafllre! 
Scan. Ay, you.r hoIband. a hufband i-s a·iI opportunitY' 

tar pieafure ~ fo JOIl have taken care 0f honO <.l r. aD~ 'tis. 
the leaft I can do to take care of confcience. . 

M n F~re. And fo you think. we ar.e fre.e fOl' one an" 
ether? 

Scan. Yes./aith, I think fo; J loye tl) fpeak my mind. 
Mr; Fore. Why then I'll fpeak my mind. Now as to 

this affair between you and me. Here you mak~ JOIIe to. 
me; why. I'll confefs it does not difpkafe me. YOlir per-
10'0 is well enough, and YOIH underfl:anding is not amifs. 

Scan. I have no great opinion of myfelf; but, I thir.k .. 
Vm lleitber deform.'d. nor a loot 

Mrs Fore. But you haT.~ ~ villacous cnaratier; your 
aTe a libertine in fpeech, as wen as in pra8ice. 

Sc(!'n, Come, I know what you. would fa.y--:you think 
it more dangerous to be feen in converfation with me. 
than to allow forne bther men the laft favoar; you mi
ftake; tAe liberty I tjlke in talking is purely affeCl:ed k>r 
the fervj~ of your {ex. He that lirft ~~s out. tio 
thief, is often he that has ftoU 'n the treafllle'(I I am & 

. jug&ler~ 



Asnr. for LOVS. 
juggler, that aas by confederacy; and, if you pleafe, 'We'll 
PUt a trick upon the world. 

Mrs Fore. Ay; but you are filch an univerfal jl1ggler. 
-tilat I'm afraid you have a great many confederates • 
• Scan. Faitb, I'm found. 

1I'1rl Fore. 0, fy-l'lI fwear you're impudent~ 
Scan. ~1' 11 fwear you're handfume. 
Mrs Fore. Pilli, you'd t 11 me fo, though you did Dot 

think fo. ' 
S'Can. And you'd think fo, tho' I /bou'd not tell you fo. 

~.ed now I think we know one another pretty well. ' 
, Mrs Fore. 0 Lord '! who', here? 

seE E XV~ 

'/'0 (Eem Mrr FRAIL and BEM. 

, 11m. Mel" l/ove t~ [peak my mind-Father has irQ

'tbing to do with- me,-nay, '1 can't fay that neither; he 
has fomethiog , to d<? with me. But what does that fig. 
nify? If fo be, that I ben'l minded to be fieer'd by him~ 
'tis as tho'f he {hould {hive againft wind and tide. 

Mri j'rail, Ay, but my dear, we muft keep' it fecret 
'titl the eftate. be [ettled; for you know marTyill~ widl
out ao eftate, is like failing in a {hip without ballaft. 

Ben. He, he, he l why, that's true; juft [0 for all the 
wprld it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 

• JIII,.J Erail, And tho' I have a good portion, yt)u know 
one would not ve';ture all in one bottom'. 

Bm. Why that's true again; for may hap' one bottona 
may [pring a leak. You have hit it indeed. mefs you've 

ick.'d the channel. 
!Vlrs Frail. Well, but if yeu {bould forfake me after 

all, you'd break my heart. 
Ben. Break your heart / Pd rather the Ma:rygofd lhoo'd 

break her cable in a fiorm, as weU as I love her. FJdb, 
you don't think I'm falfe-hearted, like .. land-man. A 
failor will be hone ft. tho'i: mayhap he has never a penny 
of money in his llocket.--Mayhap I may not have [0 
fair a face as a citizen or a courtier; but for all that, 
I've as good blood i. my veil).S, and a heut as found as a 

·1tjfcuit • 
.Mn. F,ail. Afld will 1011 IOTe ~ always ~ 


