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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS

THE PRINCE OF WALES,

HAVING, in the complacent be-
nevolence of his gracious difpofition,
condefcended to fignify his Approba-
tion of thefe Works, and his pleafure
that they might come into the world
under his Auguft Prote&ion ; in
the hope that the degree of lenity
with which his Royal Highnefs has
been pleafed to regard them on the
Stage, will not be affe@ted by a look
over of them in the clofet (if fuch
humble produ&ions, unaided by the

advan-
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iv DEDICATION.,

advantages of reprefentation, can ever
be admitted to a place even among
the lighter engagements of his Royal
Highnefs’s leifure moments) they are,

laid at his Royal Highnefs’s feet,
with all humility, duty, and grati=
tude, by

THE AUTHOR.

Fune, 3758.



ADDRESS PREFATORY.

"THE Avrnox regrets that an incon-
fiderate difpofal of the Copy Right of
his Pieces, called The Son 1N Law,
The AcrecABLESureRrISE; The Youne
Quaxker, The DEap Arive, and Pexe-
iNG Tom; to the late Manager of the
Hay-Market Theatre, prevents their ap-
pearance in this Colle&tion*. How- °
ever, thould thofe of his compofitions,
which he is here enabled to give to the
Public, afferd any gratification in the
reading, it is derived from the kindnefs
of Mr. Hasgris, (Proprictor of the
Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden) in per=
mitting the AuT#oR to Printthem ; the
Copy Right of moft of them, he alfo
having purchafed. :

* Had they been {old to 2 Bookfeller, and " confequently
then Publithed, the AuTaor would, by the laws refpeiting

literary property, have had a right to print them at the ex-
pirdtion of fourteen years, a term now long elapfed.

To
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To that Gentleman, for this fignal in-
ftance of generofity, as well as for many
other ats of friendfhip, the Aurnor,
thus Publickly returns his motft fincere
and grateful thanks.

Teddington, Middlefex,
June, 1798. A
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PROLOGUE,

WRITTEN BY JOHN TAYLOR, ESQ.
AND SPOKEN BY MR: MIDDLETO®N,

*TIS frange that authors, whe fo rarely find
"Their pray’rs can move ai audiende 6 be kind,
Still fend, with piteous tone and look forlorn,
The Prologue forth to deprecate your {corn;
Such doleful heralds, which would fain appear
The timid ftruggles of a modeft fear,

The furly Critic views with jealoils {pleen,
As the dull prefage of the coming {cene.

In vain, the dread h'dﬁility to caim,‘

E’en potent Flatt’ry tries her foothing balm 3
Pity’s a crime his lofty foul difdains

And his pride feafts upon the poet’s pains.
Yet now no critic rancour need we fear,

For lib’ral candour holds her empire here,
Candour, who fcorns for little faults to Prys
But looks on merits with a partial eye.

And fure a bard whofe mufe fo oft has found
The happy pow’r to kindle mirth around,
Though, in her fportive moods, averfe to trace,
The rigid forms of LZion, Zime, and Place,
‘While gen’rous objefts animate her view,

May #fill her gay luxuriant courfe purfue;

For, mid her whims, fhe fill has fhewn the art,
To prefs the USEFUL MORAL on the heart;
With juft contempt the worthlefs to difcard,
And deal to VirTug its deferv’d reward.

So aim’d the bard * (if haply we may dare,
Our humble fcenes with nebleft ftrains compare)
The bard whofe favour’d mufe could joy afford,
That eas’d the cares of Rome’s Imperial Lord,
‘Who in her fatire frolickfome and wild,

Gave vice the deepeft wounds when moft the fmil’d.

* Horacsg,
B2 PERSONS
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LIFE’s VAGARIES;
OR, -

THE NEGLECTED SON:

AC T 1

SCENE I.
A Parionr in Dick1xs’s; Breakfaff laid.

Enter Str Hans Burcess, and Roein Hoors.

Sir Haxs.

I’_LL truft nothing to the errand cart, you muft
bring up my own waggon; cuts fuch a figure!
a Gentleman’s fine team ringing thro’ a country
town.

Rebin. Why it does make folks ftare.

Sir H. There’s the Duke’s cart, Lord Mar-
quifs’s cart, and why not his Worfhip’s cart?
and on it written in capitals, “ Sir Hans Bur-
gefs! Samphire Hall.” A ride of feven miles,
after breakfafting at eight as I have, is a kind of
Whet; but to find Major Talbot there over his
breakfaft at eleven! Shameful! Eh, why here’s

i anothes
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another Breakfalt at—(/ooks az Zis watck) twelve !
Scandalous ! ;

Robin. Now you mention that Sir, don’t forget,
that Squire Miller jnvites you to dine with him to
day. T

g‘ir H. Aye, his dinner hour is two; you call
and tell him, T’ll wait on him. [Exit RoBiN.]}
1 breakfaft at eight, Major Talbot at eleven, this
Iittle Shopkeeper at twelve, why 2 man in his
rounds, according to the degrees of fafhion, may
fwallow four or five breakfafts in a morning.—
Ah, Dickins is quite {poilt by a Lord’s taking
notice of him—aping all the abfurd impertinence
of fathion ; an infignificant cur mongrel, fetting
himfelf up for a greyhound.

Enter DicK1Ns, in a morning gown, &, tying his
neckcloth, fits.

Dick. When one fups at the Cafile, no rifing
next morning (yawns, not minding Sir Haxs.)

Sir H. The Caftle! fup with Lord Vifcount
Torrendel.

Dick. His Lordfhip would make me bumper it
1aft night, toafting fuch bundles of his fine. girls ;
’pon my foul I and Torrendel knock’d the bot-
tle about rarely. How his Lordfhip ftared at
dinner when I hob nob’d him ; fays he, my dear
Dickins, are you in earneft? 'pon my foul, faid I
my dear Torrendel I am, that’s poz. I'm ufed
to good old black port, and his Lordfhip’s pink
Burgundy has given me an immenfe head-ach.
No getting from him, he’s fuch good company.
(yawns.) s

Sir H. Then I'm not even to be afked to fit
down ?

Dick. Sir Hans Burgefs! Oh, how do ye do?

Sir H.
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Sir H. Well, this is good, a Gentleman comes
to talk about bufinefs, and its “ Oh, how do ye
do.”

Dick. Bufimefs! true, I ride out with my Lord
this morning.

Sir H Pleafe, Sir, firft to ftep into your fhop,
and weigh out the fugar and tobacco for my fer-
vant, Robin Hoofs. ;

Dick. (rifing) Sir, if you don’t know how to
behave as a parlour vifitor to me, as a cuftomer,
walk into my fhop, and wait there till you are
ferv’d. Here John, take this perfon’s orders.
Weigh tobacco! as you are mow Sir Hans Bur-
gefs, I may yet be Sir Anthony Dickins ; I may
be knighted for bringing up an addrefs. You
made your money by a contraét of hats, and an't
I making mine by

Sir H. Your country merchant thop of all forts.

Dick. My banking-houfe, agencies, receiver-
thips, fa&torthips

Sir H. And coal-fhips. Now [ have laid out
my money in buying a fcope of land; and m
grand hobby is to turn it into a fathionable fea-
bathing place. I have fuch a liberal mind to ac-
commodate the publick, I built firft there a
beautiful houfe—

Dick. For yourfelf. Asmy Lord fays, to ferve
a man’s felf, has been long the way of doing
things for the public good. :

Sir [, 1raifed as pretty an hotel! and the neat
row of lodging-houfes ! :

Dick. But to give it a name, you mult geta
few of us people of fathion down to it. ~Suppofe
Ifay to his Lordfhip, 'pon my foul Torrendel,
now you fhould take a houfe from my friend, Sir
Hans, he'’s a good, honeft, ftupid fort of a fo};ﬂ

—why
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~—why then, fays my Lord, nay my dear Dickens,
you are too fevere. Yes, perhaps I may prevail
on Torrendel to take one of your new houfes,

Sir H. Not fo much good in you, a pity, friend
Dickens, my Lord can’t admit you for an hour
to his table, but it makes you fo faucy.

Dick. Proud! a proof my Lord ca’n’t do withe
out me.

Sir H, Why you are fo clever that I will truft
you, becaufel ca’n’t do without you.

Dick, Very civil. (bows)

§ir H. T came to confult you. You know
I defign to beftow my ward Augufta Woodbine,
with her whole fortune, on my {fon George ; but
1 fear the report of her riches will bring all your
flathy, high-titled gentry about her, then

Dick. Ay! then, indeed, the may be for de-
fpifing a fon of yours. Wa’n't Mifs Augufta
adgpted bfy her uncle on his difcarding his own
daughter for a fasx pas with fome man of fathion
two and twenty years back ?

Sir H. Devil’s in your twenty years back ! how
to bring my fon’s marriage about now ?

Dick. Make your ward think that her uncle
has made a fecond will, and that fhe’s not worth
two-pence, then fhe’ll be glad to fnap at your
George.

Sir H. Eh! that’s well, I expe& her to-day
from London. According to that plan, it will
thew too much attention to go myfelf to meet
her—1I'll let her down—TI'll fend any body—will
vou go, my dear fellow ?

Dick. Civil again ; (bows) its a doubt to me,
if you know how to make a bow, Sir Hans; ha,
ha, ha! this morning I, making my bow of leave
to his Ludthip, {liding back, fiumbled upon the

s poor
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poor Chaplain’s toe ; my Lud laughed! S'death!
cries his Reverence, you've killed me! Huzza,
fays my Lud, then the parfon’s dead, and has
loft his living, ha; ha, ha'!

Sir H. Then you are a retailer of his Lordfhip’s
jefts too.

Dick. But to meet this Lady, I'll fend my
daughter Fanny. Here fhe is.

Enter FaNNY, flops fhort, and makes a low curtefy.

Why, Mifs, isn't this your fchool hour?

Fanny. Yes, papa, but I've ftept home for a
book; did you fee my Pleafing Inftru€tor? (Jooks
about.)

Dick. My dear, you muft ftep over to the inn
to receive

Fanny. Lord! papa, what would our Gover-
nefs fay if a young Lady of her {chool was feen
going mto an inn? befides its now my reading
time ; then I have my embroidery; then I muft
praftice my mufick ; then fay my French lefion ;
then the dancing-matfter; then, papa

[ Exit. courtefying. Sir Hans bows.

Dick. T muft not take her from her accomplifh--
ments—I’ll go, and in my way drop this parcel
at my Lud’s, a trivial thing, but was I to fend
it, it would be, Eh, now, Dickins, why didn’t
you come yourfelf, my dear fellow? always hap-
py to fee you. Muft call, my Lord may think
Y'm getting proud, pride is fo contemptible.

Sir H. So it is, I defpife it at this moment.

Dick. Well, good bye.

Sir H. Devil’s in your good bye! Introduce
me now to Lord Torrendel. '

Dick. Why, I don’t know, his Lordfhip fup-

YOL. I. G port
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ports vaft dignity ;' but never mind, tho’ he is ve-
ry difficult of accefs; I'li introduce you, for my
Lud fays, Dickins, I'll be glad to fee fome of
your people; from my refpeét to you, you may
command any fervice—never mind their aukward
want of breeding, if known to you. Sir Hans,
T’ll prefent you to my Lud; expeé to fee all the
tmportance of genuine old nobility; yet I'm of
that confequence with him, that once prefented by

-me, his Lordfhip and yeu are hand and glove.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE 1II.
A Chamber in Lowp TORRENDEL’S

Enter 1.oap ToRRENDEL, and L’CEILLET, adjuft-
ing his drefs,

‘ Lord Tor. Then you think, L’(Eillet, Lady
Torrendel is ftill in Cumberland. She is too
ood a wife—1I ufe her ill.

L’(Eillet. Oui! mais, mi Lor, dat be de faute
of la nature, vich did give your Lorfhip contti-
tution galante, amoureufe

Lord Tor. No interruption from my wife here,
ha, ha, ha! good deception this of mine, to make
her believe 'm at Lifbon for the re-eftablithment
of ‘my health; never was better in my life !

L’Eiliet. Your Lordfhip be robufte comme
Ilercule; vid your fpindle fHank. (afide)

Yord Tor. Lady Torrendel, among the lakes,

|- imagines that I am retir’d hither to this fcene

y (3)
i 9
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of darling pleafures; a doubt to me if fhe even
knows I’ve ftill a feat 1n this part-of the country.
She is truly amiable, her mind ftored with every
delicate refinement, and for perfonal charms has
few fuperiors; I like people theuld know fo fine a
woman chofe me;—yes, fhe feems the only per-
fon unconfcious of her fhining qualities; byt I
cannot help my irrefiftible penchant for variety,
(ringing without) 'm not at home; except it is the
little girl, Dickins’s daughter Fanny! isn’t her
name Fanny ? an abfolute Cherub !

L'@jller. Ah! ouimilor—Fanny Dickins, Fan-
ny Cherub!

Lord Tor. But living beauty cannot banifh the
fweet remembrance of Emily Woodbine, If her
father hadn’t difinherited her for coming off with
me, and adopted his neice, I fhou’dn’t now be
troubled with this profligate boy of her’s, this
Lord Arthur, as he calls himfelf—prefumes as if
my fon in real wedlock. My fiting him out for
the Indies was doing very handfome for a chance
child.

L'@illet. Milor, I did vid money, you give
me, furnifh him fuperbement for voyage de mer;
but he did make fuch a fabat affreux in de fhip,
dat he vas turn’d out—(afide) fo I did tell you;
but your money I have fnug dans ma poche.

Lord Tor. He’s well enough, I hear, as to his
perion.

L'iller. Oui! il eft fait 3 peindre, I'image
of your lordthip !
ks Lord Tor. But mad! I'm abfolutely afraid of

im.
L'Eiller. Milor, here come de pretty girl.
Lord Tor. L’Eillet! how do I lock this morn-

ing ? candid now! I always like the truth.
c2 L' il
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L'@Eillet. Den, en verité, milor, you look
not above fifty, tho’ you are a-quarter paft.

Lord Tor. Fifty! L'Eillet you are exceedingly
coarfe. b

Enter Faxny.

-

Ha, my charmer!

Fanny. ’Pon my word, Sir, my Lord I mean,
if you talk that way to me, [ won'e come here any
more ; I didn’t know you were in the room, or [
fhouldn’t have come in I affure you, Sir, my Lord
I mean.

L'@illet. Ah, petite badine. Mamfelle Fanny
come purpole to fec my Lor.

_Fanny. Monficur, how can you fay that.

Lord Tor. Do now, my love, declare and make
me happy.

Fanny, Then I only came becaufe——om

Lord Tor. What, my angel?

L’Eillet. Ab, pourquoi ?

Fanny, Becaufe papa fays its a boyifh play, and
all the rooms 1n our houfe are fo fmall, and you've
fuch a fine long gallery here, and Jenny the houfe-
keeper’s daughter is fo fmarc at—he! he! he!
(produces batiledores.)

*
Enter TROMAS, with a parcel.

L'illet. (fuatching it.) Va tén! (pufbes bim
of) .

Lord Tor. (brecks it open.) Oh, fome begging
petition. How! my Lady Torrendel’s hand!
L’Eillet do you read, and write fome confiftent

anfwers ; date the letters from Lifbon as ufual.
L' Eillet.
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L'Eiljer. Wile you, milor, play de raquette
vid Mifs Fanny. :

Fanny, What! can you play, Sir, my Lord I
mean ?

Lord Tor. (afide.) To win a girl one muft
comply with all her childith follies. ( 7o L'(Eil-
Jet) Say the {prain’s not better—can’t lift my
arm—and allthat, (takes a battledore.)

Fanny. Ca’n’t lift your arm! you flourifh it
finely, Sir; my Lord I mean.

Lord Tor. Come, my love. (they play)

L’illet. Ah! bien—trés bien !

[Exse.  admiring.

Eunter Dickins, and Stk Hawxs, who fland
amazed.,

Fanny, Oh! my Lord, what a rare old beau
the King won’d think you now, and if my papa
was to fee me—oh! (feeing Dickens, ruus, ke flops
her)

Dick. So, this is your ¢ Pleafing Inftruc-
(A
Sir H. The dignity of ¢ genuine old nobi-
lity 7 '

Lord Tor. Ah, hem! what, Sir?

Dick. 1 beg your Lordfhip’s pardon, but I
brought a parcel, and am come up to fave your
Lordfhip’s coming down.

Lord Tor. Impudent intrufion this!

Dick. Mifs, you ftep overto the Swan Inn
to receive a young lady juft arrived from London
—go.

%‘anny. Lord, Papa!—give my battledores to
Jenny. (apart to Lord Torrendel; goes to door,
turns, makes a low courtefey, and exit gravely.)

Sir H.
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Sir H. How finely fthe holds up her head.

Dick. All the good fhe’s got at the boarding
fchool. .

Lord Tor. Once you make free with thefe kind
of people.

§ir H. The devil's in your ftrutting! why
don’t you prefent me?

Dick. Oh, true, my Lord give me leave to
introduce

Lord Tor. Ah! hey! L'GEillet! (calls and exir.
Dickins fands confufed) , :

Sir H. Dickins,  fince I have been intro-
duced by you, his Lordfhip and I are hand
and glove, ha, ha, ha!

Dick. Get ‘drunk with a man over night,
and in the morning its

Sir H. Ah! hey' "L'@Eillet ! (mimicks) y

Dick. Hem ! [ Exit.

Sir H. Stop, my Lord ca'n’t do without
you.

Enter L'CE1LLET Zaflily.

L'GEillet. Mon dieu! vere be my Lord to tell
him of dis beauty lady ftop at de Inn?

Sir Hans. 1 fee the valet’s the prime favourite
after all. (afide) Monfieur, pleafe to accept—
(gives money.) !

L'@illet. Qu'eft que c’eft? vat’s dis ?

Sir H. *Tis—you are fo civil.

L’Eilles. Ah! je vous entends—to make me
civil.

Sir H. Sir? [ Bows and exit.

L’@illet. Two guinea! very polite! he vant
ma Intereft. In his Lordfhip’s fervice 1 have
been but four year, yet have fav’d two thoufand

guinea ;
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guinea ; the guinea flow to my coffer in many
channel. My Lor fancy watch-trinket, to pre-
fent as decoy to Lady, I buy at ten guinea,
charge him twenty. I wink at de tradefman’s
bill, ven paid he {lip me de guinea:—if tenant
want leafe renewed, If{peak tomy Lor, tenant
me donne the guinea. De maitre tink ‘we be
dere fervants, but when we have got into de
love-fecret, pardi! den de maitre become fer-
vant to de valet de chambre. [Exit.

SCENE I1II.

A Room® in an Inn.
Euter LANDLADY, introducing AUGUSTA.
Landlady. This way madam. - [Exit.
Enter FANNY. bt

Fanny. How d’ve do, Ma’am, after your jour-
ney ?

};ugzg/la. Tolerably well, Mifs—but, prﬁjf, who
am I to thank for this obliging enquiry? :

Fanny. Why, Mifs, a’n’t you the great heirefs,
Mifs Augufta Woodbine, Sir Hans Burgefs ex-
peéted down here from London? .

Augufla. Where is the good old gentleman ?

Fanny. He good! brought papa upon me juft
now ! heyhe, he! I was caught—but pray don’t
you young Ladies in London fometimes play at
thuttlecock ?

Augnflze
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Auguffa. Ha, ha, ha! why, Mifs, you are very
agreeable—what a fimple thing! (afde) but,
how came you to know, or expett me?

Fanny. Papa fent me to receive you.

Augufia. 1didn’t know Sir Hans had a daughter
—Mifs Burgefs I prefume. '

Fanny. He, he, he! no! no! I am not Mifs,
but I may be Mrs. Burgefs, for young George
is quite partial to me ; there he’s now gone on
his travels round Brighton, and Battle, and Haf-
tings, Sandwich, and Margate, and Ramsgate,
My dear foul, George Burgefs is a very fine
creature, I affure you.

Augnfia. 1ca’n’t doubt his tafte, Mifs, when I
underftand he’s an admirer of your’s.

Fanny. Ah! now I fee. the difference between
you and us down here. You are a true Lady,
and we are only conceited figures, and fo I'll
tell all the Ladies in our {chool, and I don’t care
ifmy French teacher hears me too. 'Pon my

honour, with all my finery, I'm but a fhabby
genteel.

Enter Dicxins.

Dick' If my f{cheme of letting down our
young heirefs, can bring about a match with
Sir Hans’s Son George, by agreement i touch
the handfome prefent. ‘ -
, Famy. La, papa! why don’t you fpeak to the
young Lady? .

Dick. Welcome, Mifs ! (nods familiarly.)

Augufta. Sir, (courtefies) I with fomebody would
call my fervant, (going)

Fanny. Mifs, I'll run.
~ Dick,
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Dick. Stop.. Now to let her down. (afide)
Mifs, I've difcharged your fervant.

Augufta, How, Sir !

Dick. And, my dear, in%tead of attendance
on yourfelf, you muft learn to attend on others,
my dear.

Augufta. Sir! very odd and myfterious; this
brutal  treatment—(afide)—my guardian lives
buta few miles—the carriage ready ! (going)

Dick. Never mind, my dear, you’ll be able
to walk as far as you’ve to go; you can walk!
(abruptly)

Augufia. What can be the meaning !

Dick. A word, Mifs; you have been brought
up with the ‘idea of a great fortune. Smoke !
your uncle has made a fecond will, and bequeath’d
all his property to a—fome Mr. Jackfon, or Mr.
Johnfon, nomatter who.

Augufta. 1 don’t know who you are, Sir, but
if acquainted in my affairs, furely by my uncle’s
will lan

Dick. A man’s. Jaff will is the clincher, tho’
he had made fifty before; you are left a trifling
legacy, and a handfome education, fo muft now
battle it out for vourfelf.

Fanny. 1 could cry for her misfortune, if I
wasn’t glad at its making us more equal. Be-
fore, 1 admir'd; but now I fhall love her,
dearly.

Dick., My generofity is fuch, that at Sir
Hans’s requeft, I'll take you into my houfe ‘to
be governels to my daughter Fanny, here.

Augufta. Can this be pofiible ?

Fapnny, Then I’m to leave {chool ! (joyfully)

Dick. You fhall kave my protetion, you
may dine at my table when we have no parti-

VOL. L, D cular
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cular company. No oecafion to scquaint you,
my dear, of my property -and fortune—firft.
fathion.  (Jooks at bis watch) My Lord may
now have called at my houfe ! but let him call
again !

Enter Jonn, withalarge Bag.

Fokn. Here, Sir Hans’s man fays you fold him
better moift fugar for 6d. a pound.

Dick. Get you gone, you rafcal! (pufbes bim’
out)

Fanny. La, papa, -why don’t you mind the
bufinefs of the thop ? b

Dickens, Hem ! yes, I want 2 governefs for my
daughter. 'What fay you Mifs ?

Augufla. Sir, 1 am a friendlefs orphan; no
alternative—but fuch an afylum! (afide, and
weeps) %

Dick. Come, young Lady, den’t be caft
down.

Augufta. 1 am furprifed—perhaps concern’d ;
but the profpeét of riches gave me lictle plea-
fure in the refletion that I was to poffefs what
belonged to an unfortunate relative; the unfor-
giving fpirit of her obdurate parent took the
birth-right ‘from his own lamented daughter,
caft down! I. could be happy was I fure my
uncle’s wealth would ‘devolve on the offspring
of his child’s oﬁ'encc;b'télc. poor youth, who
18y at this moment Bt a wretched outcaft,
difown’d by an unprincip’led father, and no in-
heritance, but his mother’s fhame.

Dick. Why, a babe was, I heard, the con-

fequence of your.Coufin’s flip; a boy—this
‘ yourg
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young mad Arthur D’Aumerle, (afide) but, dear,
_ nobody knows any thing of the bantling ; it may

be dead or drowned, or—well, but, Mifs, 'what
think ye ? '

Augafia. Sir, 1 accept your offer.

Dick. Now, I fhall have you under my own
eye, no more playing fhuttlecocks with Lords—
but, how are you qualified for this effice ? what
is your idea of the duties, in bringing up 2 young
woman ? ;

Augufta. Sir, by the mouth of a parent fhe
receives admonition from Heaven itfelf ; and
when he commits that charge to another, it is
indeed facred. The care of youth is an ardu-
ous, and delicate truft of confidence, and honor ;
Ilook upon truth, cleanlinefs, and frugality, to
be the firft principles in a lady’s:education.
They preferve to her mind, perfon, and means,
purity; health, and independence of obligation,
which latter thro’ the devious paths of her future
life, to the unfufpefting female, is often the
concealed adder, for the deftru&ion of her inno-
cence.

Dick. She fet out pretty well about my hea-
venly authority, and my delicate mouth ; but for
her concealed adders—(afide) well, in truth, my
dear, your quondam guardian, bid me break this
affair ina rough way, to lower your fpirit to your
fituation; but it’s my intention to treat you
with kindnefs and refpett. (afide) This will
do me no harm, when fhe finds fhe has f#i/ the
fortune.

D2 Enter
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Enter 1>(FiLLET,

L’illet, Vraiment oui! here is de charmante
inconnue for milor; (afide) and Mifs Fanny !
ah! ha!l (with freedom)

Dick. And Mifs Fanny’s pal pa! (inser-
pofing) Monfieur—you want now, 1 fuppofe, to
engage my daughter in a mztch of cricker; but

ou fhall get all the notches on your pate.

L’Eillet. Non! Monfieur, I did come vid
milor’s compliments—you ride cavalcade vid him
dis morping,.

Dick. What! after hisaffronting me !

L’ Fillet, Affront pah! votre interét,

Dickens. True! intereft is the gold-beater’s
leaf, for my wounded pride. Come, Mifs, be
chearful ; vow’ll dine with us—dinner on table
at fix. -

Fanny. Why, papa, we always dine at one.

Dick. Fanny, to amufe you, will fhew you
our town here. ;

L Eiller. T vill fhow de Lady de town.
(bowing)

Dick. (Bowing) Don’t you believe it
Afteryou, s'il vous plait, Monfieur.

[ Exit, with L'iller,

Fanmy. Yes, papa, I'll take Mifs Auzufta to
the cathedral, the play-houfe, and fhanbles, the
bealt-marker, and affembly-room, and fhe fhall
fee the fine gallery of pictures, in my Lord’s cafl~
tle too.

Timo'in, (Without) Give me my own big
bottle of old clarer, in my own fift,

Fanny.
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Fanny. A man? oh! Lord! I mult take care
of my governefs. [Exenat.

Enter TimoLiN, with wine and glafs, and Land-
lady.

Timolin. Puppies! but they couldn’t read in
my face, that I was gentleman to a Lord.

Landlady. Here, porters, fetch up his Lord-
thip’s, and the Gentleman’s trunks, let Dick and
Tom Oftler give 2 help; take care how you turn
the ftairs.

Enter WAITER, with two fmall bundles.

Waiter. Here ,Ma’am, is the luggage.
Landlady. And call’ for claret! (afide) Your
matter, Sir, is
Timolin. The Honorable Lord Arthur D'Au-
merle.
Landlady. The Honorable Lord
[ Exit with Waiter.
Timolin. (taking papers out of bis pocket). 1
hope my Lord w’on’t find out, that I colleéted all
thefe tradefmen’s bills, which he ran up in Lon-
don; he’d never have thought of them himfelf.
This claret is neat—fince he did cali for it, I may
as well drink it; for he has run eut of the houfe.
If his father, this [ .ord Torrendel wo’n’t do fome-
thing, no going back to Londoa, for us!

Enter W A1TER.

Waiter. Sir, the other gentleman is calling for

you, and making a great noife.
Timolin.
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Timolin. Noife! aye, that's quite himfelf,
Then, Sir, this gentleman will wait on that gen-
tleman, and that may happen to fave all the bot-
tles and glaffes in your houfe.

Waiter. He has juft taken lodgings, at the
jewellers over the way,

Timolin. What may the price be ?

Waiter. 1 think, they let them at three guineas
a week:

Timolin. (Whiftles, Waiter flares) Don’t be
frighten’d, it’s only a little new tune I was hum-
ming. }

Waiter. Sir, he delires his luggage to be
brought to him.- (Zimolin efbamed, looking at the
bundles, whiftles) Sir !

Timolin. What's the matter with you now?
luggage ! have you good ftrong porters here, and
a big cart?

Waiter. For what, Sir?

Timolin. For—hem! only Sir—I'm afraid our
luggage will break down the landlady’s ftair-cafe.
¢ And there was three travellers—travellers
three.” [ Exennt. Timolin, finging.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.,
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ACT 1I:

SCENE 1.

Before LorRD TORRENDEL’S

Enter Lorp TORRENDEL.

Lorp TORRENDEL.

NO, the phton: (calling off ) 1 may fee this lit-
tle girl in the evening, and after an hour on horfe-
back; my limbs, not quite fo fupple, appear ra-
ther older than fuch a young creature thould think
one; but, true—I afked this Dickins to ride aut
with me to-day. One fhould hold thefe fort of
people at arm’s leagth, till we want to turn them
into fome ufe,

Enter T1MOLIN, who takes papers from bis pocket,
and thrufts them into LordD TORRENDEL’s hand.

Timolin. There! now you have the whole kit of
them.
Lord Tor. Who are you, Sir? what’s all this?
bills ! .
Timolin. Yes, and by my foul they’re not bank
bills, and that’s the worft of them; and, they’re
not
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not play bills, and that’s the beft of them; for
there’s not a gaming debt in the whole clufter,
Lord Tor. But, friend, you fhould have deli-
vered them to my banker, Mr. Dickins.
Timelin. A barker! he’ll give me the money !
(joyfully) by finding you fo good, oh ! huw you've
_difappointed me. (going) |
Lord Tor. Stop! (Jocks at bills) « Lord Torren-
del, debtor, for goods delivered to Lord Arthur;”’
——who is Lord Arthur D’Aumerle ?
Timolin. Now don’t be in a paffion, why, I am
his fervant., '
ILord Tor. But who is he himfelf?
Timolin. Come, be aify my Lord, don’t go to
pretend to know nothing of your own child.
Lord Tor. How dare any fellow affume——
Lord Arthur!
Timolin. He has the honor of being your fon.
Lord Tor. *Tis falfe,
Timolin. Well, he has no honor in being your
. fon,—Will that content you.

Lord Tor. Arafcal! run about, contradt debts,
fend in his bills to me! I won’t pay a fhilling to
fave him from perdition.

Timelin. Perdition! fome new-fathior’d name
for the King’s Bench.

Enter GRooMm,

Groom. My Lord, am I to faddle the chefaut
mare for Mr, Dickins ? he infilts upon having it.

Lord Tor. Yes, yes, fcoundrel! (walks).

Groom. She coft your Lordfhip two hundred
guineas; he’s a bad rider, and if fhe fhould get
any hurt—

Lord Tor.
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Lord Tor. Don’t trouble me with your quarrels.
[ Exit Grooim.

Tinolin. Refufe his child a few pounds, a bit of
beef, a feacher bed, and a hat and a pair of fhoes,
or fo; yet mounts a Mr, Dickins on a horfe coft
200 guineas!

Lord Tor. Can’t keep within the allowance that
Ppo=as

Timolin. What allowance, My Lord?

Lérd Tor. An extravagant

Timolin. He is extravagant; wicked; he’s a
devil! but, it’s all your fault, my Lord, as a fa-
ther; not noticing and bringing him up with a
fenfe of duty to hunfelf and his neighbours. Call
to mind how you loved his mother, and inveigled
her from her friends, tho’ you wasn’t married. to
the poor unhappy lady, that doesn’t make the
¢hild’s little finger a bit lefs your fon. -

Lord Tor. Emily! (takes out bis purfe) for her
dear fake

Timolin. Then bleffings on you! befides, Lord
Arthur is fuch a gay——

Lord Tor. Lord Arthur again! not a guinea!

Timolin. And as like your lordfhip as a fpright-
ly young buck is like an auld fhambling ba-
boon. (afide)

Lord Tor. 1 know nothing about him. :

Timolin. Thefe they call gallantries, to bring
a living creature into the world and then leave
him like a wild beaft to prey upon fociety. (Lord
Torrendel walks about enraged ; Timolin following.}
Now, my Lord, only fee him.

Lord Tor. Begone.

Timolin. T'll tell you what—you’ll drive him def~
perate ; he’ll do fome hellifh thing or other ; he’ll
commit a fuicide upon €ither himfelf er me, for,

VOL. I. E . when
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when once he thinks any thing, he immediately
does it, withourt thinking at all about ir.

Lord Tor. Harkye, vou fcoundrel! if [ hear of
your lord Arthur, or yourfelf, being feen about
my door, P’ll have you taken up.

Timolin. Well, a fmall man taken up, does’nt
cut fuch a pitiful figure, as a great man taken
down. [ Exiz.

Lord Tor. This eternal moment!

[Exit diffurbed.

Enter Dickins, drefled in an uniform of Hunt, and
Jonn.

Dickins. Yes, John, I think I’'m very well
equipp’d to ride out with my lord.

Fobn. Well, fir, you had a hundred guineas fee
with me, and the day may yet come, for my crof-
fing a hunter. . {

* Dickins, 1t may, John ; when Iwas ’prentice in
Barbican, and like the heufe dog, flept in the
fhop; promifed the watchman a pint, to roufe
me, to go to the Eafter Epping Hunt; five a
clock and a fine morning! thump comes the pole
againft the fhop door; tingle, tingle, goes the
little bell behind it; up-ftarts me, from my bed
under the counter; on with my buckfkin and
Jjemmy jacket; jumps into my two boots; mounts
ray three and {ixpenny nag; but, firft I put my
fpurs in my pocket ; hey off we go, thro’ Hack-
ney, Hammerton—I faw the ftag once, but then
heard the hounds all the way; find I've a fhort
and a long ftirrup : difmount to put them even;
forgetting to buckle the girt, down comes me, and
the faddle at-top of me ; by this I was flung out; but

to prove I was in at the death, prefents my kind
miftrefs
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miftrefs with a piece of the ftag’s horn, which
horn fhe gives her hufband for a tobacco ftopper,
with ah my dear Lkubby, I with you were as good
a fportfman as your ’prentice Tony Dickins, ah
he’s the fmart fellow, ha! ha! ha! and fo I was,
and dem it fo I am ftill.—John you needn’t
wait dinner, I fhall dine with Torrendel.

[Exit Fobn.
Sir Hans! curfe it, I can’t be plagued with fuch
a filly old fool now.

Enter Sk Hans.

Sir H. Hollo, Dickins! fo you have feen my
ward, Mifs Augufta.

Dickins. Yes, yes, 1 have humbled her rarely,
but pray don’t delay me now, I'm engaged to ride
out with my lord. I, and Torrendel, may firft
take a turn or two down the Street, arm in arm,
right fide, fo don’t hide the ftar! my dear Hans
don’t ftop to talk to me; if you’ve people with
you, and you fhould bow, I’ll return it.

Re-enter L.orp TORRENDIL.

Lord Tor. Call himfelf my fon; keep fervants
too.

Dickins. Well, my lord, here I am: whip and
fpur. )

Lerd Tor. Defire the porter not to admit either
of them. (calls off)

Sir H. Not admit either of us ! :

Dickins. Poh! hold your tongue. (puping
bim) My lud, I had a little head ache from our
bout laft night; you look vaftly well, buta
little chevy will do us both good.

E2 Lord Tor.



28 v LIFE’s VAGARIES,

Lord Tor. Pray, Sir, what are you talking
about ?

Dickins. Why, my lord, you fent for me to—

Lord Tor. Poh! poh! man, I fha’n’t ride out
to-day. %) , [ Exit,

. Dickins. Go to the expence of drefling! view'd
by every body in the town, walking out in my
leathers, and

Sir H. Why, Sir, you are equipp’d in your
leathers. .

Dickins. Poh! poh! man, I fha’n’t ride out to-
day. [Exit,

Sir H. And, pray, man, who cares whether you
ride or walk ? big little nobody! I’ll introduce
myfelf—Gad’s curfe! a’n’t I a Knight, and if 1
can effe@ this marriage with Augufta and my
George

Arthur. (Without) Timolin! (Enters in flippers)
Where’s Timolin? Sir, T afk pardon. My raf-
cal dare loiter and had enly to come and bring me
a couple of hundred guineas from my father; I'll
fee my lord myfelf. (rings viclently at the gate)

Sir H. Some young fellow of fathion !

Arthyr, I'm run out in {lippers; all afleep
here.

Sir H. Yes, Sir, they were at a jovial party laft
night ; Mr. Dickins told me.

Artbur. Who? aye, my father keeps it up here,
and I without the price of a bottle.

Sir H. (afide) A little civility might make this
Gentleman take lodgings at Samphire-hall.

Artbur. So, I’'m not to be let in! then I'll
have fome of you out. (rings)

Sir H. Are you in this way, Sir! (offering funff-
box, which Artbyr dafies through a window.) the

B devil’s
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devil’s in you, Sir! what fort of mad trick’s that,
to knock a Gentleman’s fnuff-box. { Exir,

Enter a Man, with Boots.

Arthur. Whofe boots are thefe? what do yoir
afk for thefe boots ?

Man. They are bought already, Sir, I'm
bringing them home to my Lord Torrendel.

Arthur, My father; (afide) you could make
me a pair?

Man. Certainly, Sir.

Arthur. Thefe are about my fize. (kicks flippers
off, and puts on the boots.)

Man. Don’t put them on, Sir, 1 can rake your
meafure.

Arthur. My dear fellow, why fhould I give you
that trouble, when here is a pair reddy made? that
fits, now this, the whole world is made up of this,
that, and t’other, I have this, and that, and t’other
I don’t want, for two boots will do for me as well
as fifty.

Man. Lord, Su-, don’t walk about in them,
his lordfhip wo'n’t have them.

Arthur. A paradox! his lordthip cannot have
them, and his Lordfhip has them already.

Re-enter Sir HAN S.

Sir H. Only the pebble knocked out of the lid!
never faw fuch a ftrange

Man. The boots are now unfaleable, his lord-
fhip wo’n’t take them off my hands.

Arthur. Nor off my lordthip’s feet.

Sir H. Lord ! then I'll _pocket my broken box.

Man. They are two guineas, Sir.

Arthur,
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Arthur, (20 Sir Hans) Sir, 1 beg you a thoufand
pardons for my inadvertency.

Sir H. Inadvertency! a man of raok, by not
knowing what he does.

Man. We never book fuch trifles, Sir.

Arthur, Well then fet them down to me, to
Lord Arthur D’Aumerle; or, carry the Bill to
ray father; or, Timolin will pay you; or, any
body will pay you; or, John Bull will pay you;
honeft John pays for all.

Man. T'll feeif the law wo’n’t make you pay
me. [Exit Man.

Sir H. Sir, T prefume you are Lord Arthur
D’Aumerle.

Arthur. Right—wHo are you ? (afide) oh! Sir
Hans Burgefs! thatold fool they were laughing
at in the thop yonder—I hear an immenfe cha-
racter of you, Sir Hans.

Sir [1. Pray, my Lord, what do they fay of
me?

Arthur, Ha! ha! ha! what I ca'n’t fay to
your face : that’s my father’s houfe.

Sir H. Indeed! why we didn’t know Lord
Torrendel had a fon,

Arthur. He doefn’t like my coming about
him—he affeéts to be thought fo very young, to
recommend bim to the Ladies: you underitand
me, Sir Hans?

Sir H. Notfee you! he’s a very unnatural fa-
ther.

Arthur. And yet I'm quite a natural fon.

Enter THoMAS.

Themas. Sir, my Lord is very much alarm’d,
i and
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and begs you will not commit any more outrage,
or attempt to fee him.
Arthur. Did he give'the money to my fervant ?
Thomas. Why, Sir, I did fee his Lordfhxps
urfe
Artbur.  Then he has, my profound duty——-
1 afk his pardon. (exit Thomas) He’s a tolerable
father after all—I'il now pay my debts and be a
man again.
Sir Hans. 1 with my fon had your fire.
Arthur. You'veafon? T'll fhew him how to
knock your cafth about !
Sir Hans. Good morning to you, Sir. (going)
Arthur. Notfo, Sir Hans‘ come and breakfatt
with me.
Sir. Hans. Two o’clock! Why my dear Sir, I
broke my faft fix hours ago.

Enter Rosin Hoors.

Robin H. Sir, here bes Squire Miller’s man to
tell you dinner bes on table. [ Exit.

Arthur. Pfha—come and breakfaft with me.

Sir Hans. But Pm going to dinner.

Arthur. Well, you fhall have Hams, Tongues,
Tea, Coffee, Chocolate, Anchovies,’ Eggs, and
Rafhers. Come along

Sir Hans. Ha, ha, ha! You hit my humour
—I'm very wife and cunning—I’d do any thing _
to get money : but all only to ) fee my fon make a
blaze.

Arthar. Blaze! a conflagration! I have a ba-
chelor’s houfe—that 1s, I lodnre at the jeweller’s
yonder I like to have things Jbout me ; ['ve or-
dered in wine’s and relifhes—I want your opinion
of a horfe I’ve bought juft now. How I'll curve

i
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it before noble dad’s door ! he fhall fee I can fpend
his money like a gentleman.
Sir Hans. What a noble lad, T could never get
my fon to buy a jack-afs. ¢
Arthur. Come, old hock’s the word.
: [ Exennt.

e B FEES. S

SCENE II.

ArTHUR’s lodgings. 'New cloaths, liven, faddle,
hat, &e. lying on chairs.

Enter TiMOLIN.

Timolin. Oh, melancholy is our new home here,
1’d wifh to keep up my poor mafter’s fpirits, but
he’ll fee an empty pocker in my difmal counte-
nance. If his papa had only given him as much
. as would have taken us back to London—well,
we have no debts to lay held on wus in this
town, however—!{fees the things) oh thunder and
zounds ! whats here;—been fhopping on the
ftrength of the expeéted money ! Ordered in wine
too! Oh, ho, then not a cork fhall be drawn
*uill i is paid for.  (Locks the cupboard and takes
the Key.)

Arthur. (without) This way, Sir Hans. Oh,
very well ma’am ; but where’s my fervant?

Timolin. Bringing company too !

Enter a Maid-fervant, with Tea-things, &e.

Maid. Sir, vour mafter is returned, and is
bringing a gentleman to breakfaft,
: : g Tim-
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Timolin. Inftead of a little civil bafon of tea, he
has brought the whole Bedford Coffee-houfe about
us!

Enter AxTHUR, and SirR Haxs.

Arthur, Pray Sir, walk in—be feated—fo
we've touched ? (Goyful)

Timolin. Yes! we fhall be touched. (difinal)

Arthur. Timolin, my friend here has break-
fafted, fo get Sandwiches, and Old Hock.

Timolin. Old Hock! I believe you’re jumping
out of your leather.

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! very well, Timolin.
Sir Hans, that fellow’s a treafure: but, when
he doesany thing clever, fuch as bringing a man
a couple of hundred, it makes him fo pert—

Sir H. Yes! my Lord, when once a fervant
knows he’s an honeft man, he begins to be an
impudentrafcal.

Zimolin. Pch! whattalk’sthat! Woasthe de-
vil bufy with you, Sir, to fend in all thefe new
things from the tradefmen ? :

Arthur. Ha! ha! hal very well—Timolin,
the wine! Sir Hans, I never drink in a morning,
dem’d vulgar and unfafhionable; but I know
- you old codgers of Port-foken Ward: You’re
a Citizen, Sir Hans, I've heard of your gillings
round the Royal Exchange.

Sir H. Why if I drink in a moraing, it makes
me ftupid allday.

Arthur. Oh, Sir Hans, impoflible to make
you ftupid.

Sir H. Sir. (bows)

Arthur. Come Timolin, unlock. :

VOL. L E Tim.
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Timolin. Indeed I wont.

. Arthur. No! Sir Hans, thisis the fecret hiftory
of Old Hock, (pointing to the cupboard) and this
(tonching bis leg) is the key toit. (Burfls the door,
and brings out wine.

Timolin. Broke open the cupboard—Oh, he’ll
get us both hanged.

Arthur. Sir Hans, without expedient 2 man’s
nothing.

Sir H. You and your fervant, my Lord, put
one in mind of a couple of ghofts. You are all
{pirit, and heis no body—ha! ha!l ha!

Arthur. Bravo!

Timolin. My Lord, let me fend thefe thmgs
back to the honeft people.

Arthur. Send yourfelf out of the room.

Timolin. Only hear me.

Arthur: Y1l give you fuch a beating.

Timolin. Well, fo you do but hear me, beat
me as long as you like.

Arthur. Lay the money upon my bureau and
go to the devil: (Puss bim ouf) The fellowis
fo puffed with doing a petty fervice—Give me
leave to ftand Lady, aud make tea for you.

Sir H. My Lord, I hope for the honour of
feeing you down at Samphire Hall, an infant
fcheme, merely, for the health and convenience
of the gentry in this part of the country. I've
converted a naked beech into as commodious a
fea-bathing place—

Arthur. Then your principle objectis—

§ir H. The main ocean!

Arthur. Pfha! you want to eﬁ:abhlh it into a
fafhion? Its done, I'll be feen there upon your
ftein or efplanade ; my phyfician fhall recom-
mend all his patients from Brompton, and Pad-

dington ;
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dingdon; a variety of gambling tabbies, ho-
nourable black legs, and rickety children. ;
SirH. T'll defcribe to your Lordfhip, exactly
this fituation of mine.—Here, fuppofe the edge
of this Tea-board is the beach, the top of the .
Coffee-pot, here rifes the look out— 7
Arthur. Yes Sir, this is the pour-out. (Owver-

Slows Sir Hans’s cup.)
Sir H, Then Sir, here’s the Sea—ch!—I'm
fcalded! - -

Arthur. Aye Sir, the fcalding tea..

Sir H. Thefe cups are one of the Rows of
Lodging-honfes, this Sugar-bafon, the Chapel
and my Houfe—

i I/Irtbur. Yes, yes, the fweeteft place for your-
elf.

Sir H. The Saucers are too large, to thew you
the arrangement of the Machines; bur, how-
ever, fuppofe each of thefe Guincas a Houfe.
(Takes out bis Purfe, and arranges Guineas.)

Arthur. A Guinea a Houfe! very cheap, I'll
bring all my Friends.

Sir H, Ha! hal ha!a pleafant joke!

Arthur. And here’s the cream of the jeft.—
(Dafbes Cream over Sir Hans.) Ha!‘-ha! ha!
"This is a moft {ociable Breakfaft. :

Re-enter Timovrin, with TroMas.

Timolin. You told him! then untell kim ; for
he won’t hear me at all at all.

Arthur. There again! then, dam’me! now
you fhall bring me fome brawn and ancho-

vies. .
F2 Ti-



36 LIFE’s VAGARIES;

Timolin. Now don’t make quite a kifkawn of
yourfelf.

Thomas. Sir, 1 thought when I told yon that
my Lord’s purfe—

Arthur. Yes! I'm grateful for good news,
here. (puts bis band on bis pocket) Not at home—
all abroad. (fnatches a few guineas from the table,
and gives them to Thonas.)

Sir H. But my Lord, my guineas.

Arthur. Yes, Sir, a guinea a houfe, neat cot-
tage, ftable for fix horles, coach-houfe, gardens
before and behind, pantheon ftoves, Adelphi
windows, geometrical cork-fcrew ftair-cafe,
kitchen on ground-floor, and fine profpeét from
attic ftory.

Sir H. Bravo! capital for my advertifement.

Arthur. Here's—I'll reward you. (taking the
guineas) ‘

Sir H. Stop, yowve given him lodging-houfes
enough, here my honeft fellow is the look-out
for you. (gives the Coffee-pat)

Arthur. Ha, ha, ha! true citizen, fharp look-
out on the guineas.—Tom you fhall have a tot-
tle. (gives bim one and places bim at table. Timo-
lin flares, then runs to take it from bim.) What!
don’t be quite fo bufys—fit Rill. (fo Thomas)
You march. (pufbes Timolin out). Sir Hans, Ti-
molin will pay you your guineas.

Sir H, What a fine model for my fon ! Come,
my Lord, I'll give you a patriotic toaft—Here’s
fuccefs to all my undertakings.

Arthur. Patriotic and difinterefted indeed, Sir
Hans! here’s—

Tbomas. Succefs to my undertakings!

Arthur. Right, little pigeon—finifh your bot-
tle by yourfelf, and, if you quarrel with your

com-
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company, I'll kick you both out of the room.
Have you advertifed this place at Samphire-hali?

Sir H. 1 fancy advertifing might make it bet~
ter known ; for newfpapers are a fort of thing
that’s read.

Arthur. Why, yes, Sir Hans, people do read
newfpapers; how the deuce did you find out
that? Come, V'l draw you up a flourithing ad-
vertifement. g :

Sir H. Temployeda famous auctioneer todraw
up one for me. (fakes a paper and perufes) Mind
how he defcribes the beauties—* To the right,
the bold cliffs and high bluff heads—at the
foot, Sir Hans has built an elegant ftrait row of
houfes, called the Crefcent>—Eh! that’s very
foolifh.

Arthur, Why, yes! your crefeent is a little in
the full moon order, ha, ha, ha! no no, I'll try
at it. (gets pen and ink.)

Enter Trvorv, walks about with bis arms folded.

What do you mean by walking in here with your
cxecutioner’s face?

Timolin. Well, I didn’t run in debt for my
face. Step in here, all of you,

Enter feveral Trades-people.

1t Man. Sir, the horfe you bought—I’ll be
fatisfied with a draught on Mr. Dickins, our
banker, for the 50 guineas.

2d Man. Neighoours, your goods are unda-
maged; but, Iinfift on being paid for my boots.

Arthur. Timolin !

Timolin. Oh! 1 know nothing at all about it.

Arthur.
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Arthur, Pay the people this moment.

Timolin. With what ?

Artbur. What! the two hundred my father
gave you.

Timolin. He didn’t give me a2 Manx rap half-
penny.

Arthur. No! why, I thought—by Heavens!
T’ll get into the houfe myfelf,

Sir H. (rifing) Oh! my Lord, a thought
firikes me of great confequence, in the prefent
cafe.

Arthur. Well —Sir—quick ?

Sir H. That here, inftead of curlews, he thould
have faid fea-gulls. (Jooking at paper.)

Artbur. Damn your fea-gulls, Sir! fee a no-
bleman baited, by a parcel of mechanical

Timelin. ‘There’s all your goods for you again
—what more do youwant? (they take up all their
Sfeveral goods.)

Artbur. Every one of you, lay down my pro-
perty this moment, in the very {pot from whence
you took it. I'll pay you the firft money I re-
ceive ; but now, begone, or I'll murder you.

Timolin. Go good people, whatever he fays
he’ll do. f

Thomas. Here’s gaiety and innocence! (drinks)

Artbur. True, it was you who told me firfi,
that the money—TI'll make you gay, you inno-
cent dog. (whips bim off)

Sir H. Oh! what a model for my fon. (4r-
thir gives him a firoke.) { Exeunt.

'

SCENE
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SCENE III.

A Gallery in Lorp ToRRENDEL’s bung with whole
lengeh Pittures of Women.

Enter Lorp TorRENDEL, and L'(ErLLET,

Lord Tor. So very lovely?

L’Eillet. Une beauté celefte! et pauvre—
poor, derfore no danger from relations. So, my
Lord, think no more of the rich mechanic Dick-
ins’s daughter.

Lord Tor. Why, their fturdy CitiZzens may be
troublefome ; but you fay this young Lady is
coming with Fanny to fee my pictures.

L’Eillet. Ovi, my Lor.

Enter FannY.

Fanny. This way, Mifs Augufta.

Lord Tor. L’illet! (winks, exit L'Eillet)y’
well, you have brought your new friend, to fee
my paintings ?

Fanny. Oh yes, Sir, my Lord I mean, but I
didn’t think you’d be in the way.

Lord Tor. Don’t let her be alarmed at my pre-
fence. :

Fanny. Oh true, I'm not to let out you are a
Lord?

Lord Tor. Fanny! I {hould like to have your
piture here. 4

Fanny. No, my Lord, fure you woudn’t?

Lord Tor. And you fhall have mine for a locket.

Fanny. You think me a filly girl, but T know
enough, never to give tokens, or accept prefctt:)ts,

ut
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but from my papa, and one befides, a certain—
not an old Lord! but a young man. As my
new fong fays,

AIR— Fanny.

Laffes all are fimple,
So the wife one's fay :
Caught by blufh or dimple,
Who is filly pray ?
The ribband, and the ftar,
One fmile brings on a par,
With ruftic maid, in her ftockings blue:
Squeezing the hand, is the laffes cue,
For ting, ting, ting, ting,
I can dance, and fing.
(Step Minuce.)

1I.

When the boy we fancy
Jolly comes to woo :
Lady gay or Nancy.
All know what to do.
Tho’ mantling cheek denies,
And language of the eyes,
‘When the tongue gives you words unkind,
Take in her filence the laffes mind.
With our ting, ting, ting,
I can dance and fing.

(Quick Step.)
Re-enter L'(ErLLeT.

L’illet. Here, my Lord, be de beauté Lady.

Fanny. What a monkey you are, I don’t know
what you mean, by making fo much of my go-
vernefs.

Enter AucusTa.

Augufta. Oh, are you here Fanny, the pictures
in that room are fo fafcinating.
Lord Tor.

. -
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" Lord Tor. L'Eillet has good tafte, the’s a love-

ly creature; (4ows) fervant ma’am.

Augufta, Sirl (curtefies)

Fanny. Mifs! never mind this old gentleman,
he’s only the houfe fteward.

Lord Tor. Old !

Augufta. (looking round) Something in the man-
ner of the beauties at Hampton Court—true, P've
been told what he is.

Fanny. What do they fay of my Lord? he, he,
he! fhe’s going to abufe you. (apars)

Augufis. Fancy habits, or drawn in their real
charatters ¢

Lord Tor. Both, madam, they are Ladies that
his Lordfhip’s heart has at times been devoted to.

Aurgufts. And his Lordthip, I prefume, has
flattered himfelf into the idea, that he was attimes
in poffeffion of their hearts. (Lord Torrendel bows.)

Fanny. Now, what do you bow for? Mifs wasn’c
fpeaking of you, Mr. Old Steward.

Augufta. T was told he’s very vain.

Fanny. Yes! he’s quite a conceited figure, and
as grey as a badger—isn’t he, Mr. Old Steward ?
(apart) 1 faid the’d abufe you.

Augufia. What a {fweet expreffion in that coun=
tenance | (pointing 1o a piffure)

Lord Tor. Her lofs, madam, makes a chafm in
his Lordfhip’s heart, never to be filled bur by a
face, the lovely emblem of this colletted group of
charms. (bows te ber) That is Mifs Emily Wood-
bine.

Augufta. My coufin ! then am I in the houfe of
her bafe deftroyer !

Lord Tor. What's the matter Madam?

Augufta. Not much, Sir, 'm not very well.

VOL. I. G Come,
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Come, Fanny! a flar! heavens! have I been
talking to

Lord Tor. Stay, my divine girl!

Augufta. My Lord, it ill becomes my youth,
and humble life, to offer admonition,- where age
thotld be the monitor of inexperience ; and exalt-
ed rank en/y illuftrious in virtuous example. The
veil of delicacy drops between my mind and tongue
—1I cannot fay what I think you: but the bitter
reproach will yet reach your heart, when your only
hope lies in pardon for a bad life, from, perhaps, a

too late repentance, [ Exiz.
Fanny, What, has my governefs run away! why
Mifs! Mifs! [Exit.

Lord Tor. Her words have peirc’d me—but [
muft have her—the only being worthy to fupply
the place of my loft Emily, and banifh all other
putfuits from my mind ; from her good {enfe I fhall
enjoy rational fociety—and from her beauty—yes,
L’Eillet muft finith, what he has fo well begun.

[Exiz.

Enter Tuomas and RoBINSON.

Robinfen. But how can 1 help this crazy Lord’s
getting in.

Thomas. You never ftrove to help it, you’re a
rare porter for a Nobleman !—Walk away from
the Lodge leave the door open, and let people in
that my lord has ordered to be kept out.

Robinfin. Well, for my part, [ couldn’t fee
that any body had a greater right than a child,

*to come into his father’s houfe.

Thomas. A blefled babe this! he treated me
with a bottle of wine juft now, but by the Harry
he made my back day the reckoning.

Arthur.
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Arthur. (without) Pack of fcoundrels !

Thomas. Aye there he is running from room to
room.—W hat a row we fhall have, I'll keep out
of the fcrape however. [ Exit.

Enter ARTHUR.

Arthur. Prevent a dutiful fon from feeing his
honor’d parent! where’s my father?

Robinfon. Why Sir, my Lord is within that’s
certain; I’'m the porter, and I’'m afraid I fhall
get at the wrong fide of the door, for letting you
1.

Arthur. Indeed! you’re not fit for a great man’s
porter—you’re too honeft—when a poor nian
comes to his gate, your hand upon the churlifh
key obeys the voice of pity—begonel you- fhall
live with me—jyou thall be my Almener, and dif-
tribute my whole roafted oxen, and buts of ale—
vou fhall give away a couple of thoufand a year—
when I get them—but its dangerous for you to
know me now. Go. [ Exiz Robinfon.
Yes, oh by heaven my father fhall fee me, I'll
convince him I'm a good boy—and I will be his
comfort, and, though he commands me to be
gone, I'll ftay with him to prove my obedience.
What a pity that the omiflion of faying a few
words, before I was born, thould prevent me from
being lawful heir to this caftle! perhaps the pride
of my father! the darling of the tenants! favour-
ite of the neighbours, and friend to the poor!
now, a wretched outcaft, fhunned like a favags,
foe to mankind, and man at enmity with me! no
eftablithment! profeffion! friend, or charaéter,
no gentle word, no complacent fimile, every
tonguc is the vehicle of coarfe reproach, and

G2 every W
L
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every face meets me with a chilling frown.. Oh!
my father, where are vou? (looks rownd with
grief) do not fhun me, 'l kneel, till you- {fpurn
me from you—that face ! (looks at a pifture) 1t is
my mother. T heard of his lordfhip’s gallery of
beauties—quite an exhibition for every ftarer:
but my dear mother fhall no more be difhonour-
ed, by making one in this. unhappy colleétion—
no, by heavens! her misfortunes fhall. be ne
longer the topic, for the {neering comments of
vulgarity and ill nature, (lifts the pifture cown)
Timolin! why don’t you come up? Timolin!

Enter LorDp ToRRENDEL, and L'(ErLLeT.

Lord Tor. What uproar is this in my houfe ?

L'illet. Sacriftie! by dis mecting milor will
find out, T did keep all de money, he did give
me for his fon’s fupport.

Lord Tor. Have you any bufinefs with me, Sir?
who are you?

Arthur. (folls on bis knee, and points ta piflure)
,Sir, this was my mother. (Lard Torrendel looks
at both, puts bis bandkerchicf to bis eyes.)

L'Eillet. Diantre! he is foftened, and 1 am
ruined—milor, here be Mifs Augufta in de hall
ftill. (apare)

Lord Tor. Begone! (pufbes-bim off angrily, walks
Jlowly and then turns) My fon, the child of Emi-
Iy! [Exit in great emeiion.

Arthur. This our firft interview fince my in-
fancy | my father not to fpeak to me! now where
to turn—I think I have—{ome honour but I have
wrong’d the induftrious tradefmen—what muft
they think of me ?—fo fanguine in my hopes !—
“all blafted by this father’s cruelty—he is Cn}];e',

. thus



OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 43

thus to abanden me to the horrers of contempt,
fhame, and poverty.—Many have been banifhed
their country for what I have done—I deferve it—
it may come to that.—Diftration! Oh! my fa-
ther, hear, fave me!—no, no, no! he’s deaf to
the voice of nature.—Now the fiorm’s up, and
let it blow me as it will.

Enter TiMoLIN.

Timolin. Well, and you faw your papa? (joy-
Jully)

“ Artbur. Take that picture to my lodgings—
farewell father. (Calling off at the fide, turns tender-
By to the pifture,) Ch! my mother. (burfts into
tears) [Exeunt. Timolin with the piciure.

END OF THE SECOND ACT,
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A CT IL

SCENE 1.
A Street.

Enter SR Hans BurRGEss.

Sir Hans.

(CRAM a fine dathing fellow into their prifons
for hats and fhoe-buckles! Sha'n’t. What a
bright model this Arthur for my fon George! yet
if he had but life and foul to fhew it, George is a
compleat and finifh’d pattern fer moft of our
young men. I don’t know any on¢ thing that
my boy is not perfe& mafter of, mufic, dancing,
fencing, languages, a magazine of accomplith-
ments: fet him to country fports, he excels every
body; he’s as keen as an arttorney, has the
courage of a maftiff, generous as the Man of
Rofs! but hang it, all his fhining qualities cloud-
ed by want of fpirit to dafh ! Oh, if I could but
fee him a bold fiee dafher!

Enter
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Enter Rozin Hoors.

Robin H. Sir, who fhould pafs me juft now but
the young fquire.

Sir H. What, my fon George whifk’d by you
in a pheeton? a chaife and four? a randem?

Enter GEorGE BurGEss.

George, why, what the devil’s this fort of figure ?
George. Sir, how are you? (calmly)
Sir H. Spare no expence for you to appear like
a prince ; give you money to flath in a fhining
tour, to be herc and there, before any body can
tell where you are, and when I expected you to
come, tearing up the pavement, in a phaeton as
high as the clouds, over chickens, old women,
and pigs, all the people jumping out of the way,
with huzza for the young Squire, here you fneak
into town, limping like a lame Highlander on a
march, covered with duft as if you had been danc-
ing in a canniiter of Scotch fauff. ’Sblood, Sir!
what do you mean by this behaviour ?
George. Sir, on my leaving home you gave me
a five hundred pound note, and fix guineas;
there’s your note—1I’ve ftill one pound five and
feven-pence in bank. (zouching bis pocket.)
Sir H. Devil’s in you and your feven-pence!
I with you were both in the ftacks you pitiful cur.
Damn me if I havo’t 2 mind to difinherit you,
and adopt Robin Hoofs. Robin, go to the Rofe
inn, and befpeak the beft dinner they can pro-
vide for I and George and the gallant Arthur, if
we can find him. [ Exit Robin H.
: George, -
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George. Why, Sir, I ama little hungry. (zzkes
Jomething from bis pocket.)

Sir H. By the Lord! a fon of mine knawxng a
crult in the open ftreet!

George. Sir, as I paid for it at the laft alehoufc
where I fupp’d

Sir H. Supp'd at an alehoufe!

George. Yes, Sir, a neat lxttle place, fign of the
Goat in Boots.

Sir H. And perhaps fome of my fnends, in their
coaches. faw you?

George. Yes, Sir, Lady Beechgrove, and the
two Mifs Sandfords, drove by in a coach and
four; they didn’t fee me at firft, but I faluted
them.

Sir H, Salute ladies from the Goat in Boots!
W here did your noble honour dine ? (#ronical)

George. Sat upon the mile-&one this fide Salif-
bury. - (Sir Hans flares.) Sir, I had no occafion
to thut myfelf from the open air, as I had a cou-
ple of hard eggs in my pocket.

Sir H. And 1 fuppofe you brought falt in your
pocket?

George. Yes, Sir, and 4 penny roll.

Sir H. His penny roll has choak’d me! and
where did your honour take your bottle? (Zows

* dromical.)

George. True, Sir, I flipp’d off the bank into
the river, as I was getting a little water in the
brim of my hat.

. Sir H. The devil take them that took you out
again }

George Father, the walking got me an appetite;
after my repaft, 1 was neither dry nor hungry s 1
drank no wine; but then I was free from an heahd—

ache,
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ache, and, without mixing in company, my heart
was chearful. i

Sir-H. (afide) This gay Arthur will make him
another thing. But Dickins will have the con-
ftables after him. George, you'll give me what
information you've picked up in your tour; lLow
they manage their machines and lodging houfes;
what they do, and what they don’t do, that I
may know what I ought to do.

George. Ca’n’t make up that other fix-pence

—oh ! the halfpenny to the boy for opening the
gate !
° Sir . Dem the boy ; come polith yourfelf up
a little, my ward Mifs Augufta Woodbine’s come
from London, and I've a certain reafon for her
thinking well of you. If the thould fee you fo—
(zakes an handkerchief, and whifts the duff off )—
fuch an appearance, by the Lord feems as eafy
and fatisfied, as if dreft for a ball. Can nothing
make you athamed?

George. Tll take care to do nothing that can
make me afhamed.

Sir H. Here’s the Lady—TV’ll try what effeét
an accidental meeting may have. Now to know
what they have done with the gay Arthur! [Exz,

George. 1 fear I’ve loft my clothes brufh.

Enter Faxxvy.

Fanny. Blefs me! where can fhe be? if fhe
R:}Is run home, and told papa, [ fhall have it in

ile.

George. Fanny! how do you do, my love?

Fanny. My dear George! when did you
come? Lord! I'm fo glad"'

George. You look as charming as ever.

VOL. I. H Fanny.
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Fayny. Thank’ye; but, upon my word, yvou
don’t look {o charming.

George. 1 fhould make myfelf a little decent.

Fanny. Then run home, and change your drefs.

George. Oh, no. occafion, I've my clothes-
bruth in my pocket. (retives, brufhing bis coat.)

Enter AuGcusta.

Fanny. Oh! governefs, I've been running
about after you. :

Augufta. What could induce you to bring me
into Lord Torrendel’s houfe? fure you know
that he is a very dangerous charaéter.

Fauny. Lord, its no fuch thing, who could
have told you that? his Lordthip has no more
pride! he’s nof afham’d at making one in a game
of romps, even with his own fervant maids.

Auguffa. Ah, Fanny, when our fuperiors of
the other fex condefcend to affability, inftead of
exalting, it is for the purpofe of degrading us to
a ftate of the moft pitiable humiliation.

Fanny, Now don’t be angry with me, I'll in-
troduce you to -

GEORG E=—advaices.

Augufta. Oh, no more of your introduétions,
ray.

. Fanny. Y will, tho’; Mifs Augufta, this is—
Augufia. A Mr. young Steward, I fuppofe.
Fanny. Ha, ha, ha! George you don’t know

what we're laughing at'—{(aparz) Mifs, don’t go

tell him that I play at fhuttlecock with my Lord
in the great gallery.

Augufia. A piece of his lordfhip’s condefcenfion

I didn’t
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1 didn’t know before. My guardian’s fon, I pre-
fume.

George. The defcription of Mifs Augufta Wood-
bine falls fhort of what I have the happinefs to
behold. (dows)

Fanny. There I told you he was a {mart fellow -
fometimes. Come, George,: you fhall be our
chaperon about the town, but you are "an odd-
looking beau.

George. I’ll attend you on your rambles—Ma-
dam—Fanny will you honour my arm.

[ Fanny takes his arm.

Enter ArTHUR,

Arthur, Ha! odds. Madam, my arm is at
your fervice. (to Augufta.)

Angufta. Do you know this Gentleman? (7o
Fanny.) .

Enter a Man with fruit.

Fanny. Lord, true, this is Affembly night.

"Man. Gentlemen, treat the.Ladies. 1

George. The Ladies don’t want—ifhall we
walk ?

Arthyr. Quite a hound! ha! neQarines fo ear-
Iy! Madam. (offering finit.)

Man. Six are a guinea.

Arthur. There ! (gives money.)

Augufta. Oh1 Sir, by no means.

George. Mifs, an apple—Fanny ! (offering)

Arthur. Thefe are Angels, not Eves, to be
tempted by yonr paltry pippins. (kwocks them
about.) .
George. Sir, what d’ye mean? (angry) |

H2 Enter
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Enter a Woman and Child.

Woman. Good Gentlemen and Ladies, I've a
fick hufband lying in prifon.

George. For debt? what is it> (epart)

Woman. Above eighteen fhillings.

George. (lond) Pray go—don’t teize people ;
their diftrefs is only the confequence of idlenefs.
I'd never éncourage beggars—there, go—({gives
money apart.) plaguing one.

Woman. Sir, it’s a guinea !

George. Well, don’t trouble one now. (/wnd)
Get your hufband out of prifon, and comfort
your child. (apart ; fings carelefsly, and puss them off.)

Adgufia. What's this ¥ :

Fanny. Blefs you, governefs, he is always do-
ing thefe kind of things. He’d grudge himfelf a

enny cheefecake, yet maintains and clothes
Ealf the poor round ; he’s king of a f{mall ifland
near his father’s feat, who is fuch a ftingy old
curmudgeon.

Arthur. What a pitiful fcoundrel am I. My
guinea neétarines, and little penr?l-worth of
pippins, with the benevolent heart of a god! Sir,
if I dare beg the honour of your acquaintance—
I haven’t a card, but I’'m over at

George. Sir, I'll put down your addrefs; (zakes
ont his pencil) points broke (rakes out pen-fnife)
cutting it away—waftes—(puts up botk;) Oh, Sir,
I'll remember. _

Fanny. What fignifies vour bowing - there?
come and pay fome attention to me.

dythur. (looking ar Augufla.) How charming !
what a block am I, talking half an hour to a
lady, and neverlook at her!

Augufia.
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Augufte. Fanny, we muft be walking towards
your papa’s.

Fanny. But you hav'n’t feen our ball-room
here.

Arthur. Ball-room! Ladies, do you know I'm
a moft capital dancing-mafter? harkye, my
worthy friend, a word.

George. Oh! Sir, as many as you pleafe.

[ Exeunt.

Fanny. Lord! that rattle there has dragged
George up into the Aflembly-room ; I hope its
not to fight—if he goes to fight, George will
kill him. (& fiddie heard above.) That’she! I'know
his fweet little finger.

Anguffa. What an aftonithing refemblance !
Fanny, did you ever fee any likenefs of this
ftrange gentleman?

Fanny. Ah! the image of Mifs Woodbine’s
pi¢ture! its Lord Torrendel’s great boy.

Auguffa. ‘The negletted fon of my unhappy
coufin !

Enter TIMOLIN.

Timolin. To drive him in forrow from his
doors! my poor mafter now is funk in grief and
woe.

Arthur. (without) Bravol (enters finging) La-
dies, ’pon my word, my friend is an excellent
ftick ; his refpe€ts to you, Mifs, and my moft
humble adoration to you, Madam, we’ll have a
little dance above.

Auguffa. Oh, Sir! no, no! come Fanny.

Fanny. Lud! it would be fine fun, governefs
don’t you fee how cloudy it gets; I’'m fure there
will be a thower, and if I walk thro’ the rain, you,
as my governefs, ought to be very angry with me.

Arthar.
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Arthur, Fye, Ma’am, wow’d you f{poil your
drefs 2 we fhall have a dafhing fhower. :

[ Fanny holds out ber band,

Augufia. No, indeed ! come Fanny,

Arthur. You, Sir, where’s my mother ?

" Timolin. With your father. T left the picture
in the porter’s lodge; for the Frenchman has
turn’d away the porter for letting you in.

Artbur. Go back, and bring it.to my lodgings,
or I’ll maffacre you. (¢ fiddle beard without) we’ll
be with you, boy.

Fauny. But, Sir, as that young man plays,
where’s my partner ?

Artbur. Tll whiflle, fing, and dance, all in 2
breath. (pats an arm round each, and runs in.)

Timolin. (whiftles) A pity that Chriftians hav’n’t
a laughing and crying fide to their faces; for in a
comfortable fit of forrow, up ftarts fomething to
give us an he; he, he! and when the mouth’s
opened for a grin, up goes the finger in the eye
with an ho, ho, ho !l—but my face muft take the
humour and fortunes of my mafter ; in the road of
life the fmall muft follow the ‘great, and that’s the
reafon the big coach-wheel runs afier the little
one. P RE)

SCENE. 11
The Inn. b

Enter LARDLADY, introdycing L.ADY TORRENDEL,
3 apd Miss CLARE.

Laidlady. Won’t you pleafe to reft, Ma’am?
Lady Tor. 1 thank you, but fo long thut vp in
a
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a carriage, one fhould reft walking., Mifs Clare,
will you be fo kind as to afk the footman if I've
lefc my memorandum-book in the coach? (exit
Mifs Clare) Some handfome equipages about
here! have you many gentry in the town?

Landlady. Oh, yes Ma’am, we've a Lord, and
Knight, and 2 power of Squires.

Re-enter Miss CLARE.

Mifs Clare. Here, Ma’am, is the book.

Lady Tor. Oh! I thank you.

Landlady, 11! haften the horfes. [Exit.

Lady Ter. My Lord had a feat in this part of
the country, and I think a banking agent of his
lives in this town, (Jocks in the book) Mr. Dickins,
yes, very true.

Mifs Clare. This feems a charming place, my
Lady! g

Lady Tor. 1t is! I with my Lord hadn’t part-
ed with it! the caftle and its delightful environs
were the tranquil fcencs of my moft happy
hours! after marriage our firft years were pafs’d
here, and tho’ there was title on his fide, and
great wealth on mine, yet ours was not a match
of fathion! neither ambition on my part, or (I
think) avarice on his; very young to be fure,
but then I was a little philofopher, tho’ bred in
the full brilliant certainty of cvery dazzling joy
that riches cou’d beftow, yet my fight was
proof againft the glare of fplendor. My Lord
was gay, accomplifh’d, and the generofity of a
youthful mind repell’d all idea of advantage in
our union.

Mifs Clare. Ah, Madam! any Gentleman muft
think himfelf poflefs’d of every advantage in a
union with your Ladyfhip.

Lady
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Lady Tor. 1 wifh I had myfelf gone to Lifhon
with my Lord ; this journey feems fo tedious,
and then the uncertainty of the feas; thro’ his
indifpofition he may want that tender cordiality,
his claim from me; I'm all anxiety to proceed.

Enter Coacnman.

Coachbman. Madam the horfes are too, but does
your Ladythip know my Lord’s here ?

Lady Tor. Here! how! what do you mean?

Coachman. In this very town my Lady, I met
our old Martha. _

Lady Tor. Impoffible! return’d to England!
fomething very myfterious

Dick. (without) Well, what is it ?
* LEillet. {witheut) 1 cannot talk my Lor’s bu-
finefs in public entré.

Lady Ter. Eh, why—fure that is my Lord’s
valet.

Mifs Clare. 1t certainly is, Madam.

Lady Tor. Hulb, ftep this way, Heavens! oh,
my heart—well—Martha you fay—tell me— (agi-
tated). [Exeunt.

Enter Dicrins and L’CEILLET.

Dick. Really, fince my Lord’s lofty conduét
to me, I thall give up his affairs, I've my agen-
cies, and my bank to mind.

L'illet. Bank! vat! de little till in your
boutique ? you had better fend challenge to mi
Lor—{well and puff! ma foi! c’eft comique ¢a!
let mi Lor take his money out of your bank,
den vat is your bladder of confequence.

Dick. *Sblood T don’t want any body to take
their money out of my bank.

e L&il-
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L'Zillet. Here be a frefh pacquet of letters.

Dick. Which I am to forward, as ufual, to
Lady Torrendel in Cumberland.

L'Eiller. 1 have date ’em, fo as to make mi
Lady believe my Lor ftill at Lifbon. .

Dick. To keep the unfulpeiting wife cool
amongﬁ the lakes there, whilit the gallant huf-
band enjoys his rofe-buds in his pleafure grounds
here.

L’&illet, Mi Lor, to fpare himfelf from wri-
ting, ftill finefle de fprain hand, and trouble me
vid de vife—fo dere I ave writ dat whole bundle
for her at vonce. I ave upon my mind des af-
faires d’importance to get de pretty girl for mi
Lor.

Dick. And I, as a magiftrate, have to fend this
young dog to pnfon who has been takmg up
the tradefmen’s goods.

L’(Fillet. Magifirate! fi donc! petit bourgcoxs
—you huff abaut pah! [Exit.

Dick. Who cares for your paw, or your four
claws, you outlandifh cockatoo! I muft fend thefe
one by one, which firft ?

Re-enter Lany TorRENDEL (unperceived).

Lady Tor. My Lord in England all this time !

Dick. Dated this day—to Lady Torrendel.
(reading.)

Lady Tor. Howss this! (gfide)

Dick. Then to give time for her to {uppofe it
came from her Lord at Lifbon, where he has
not been at all, her Ladyfhip fhall have this in
about a month.

Lady Tor. Alittle fooner, if you pleafe, Sir. (44-
vancing.)

Duk My Lady herfelf ! (drops the letters and

VOL."Ts RS exit



58 LIFE’s VAGARIES;

exit confufed. Enter Mifs Clare; picks them up and
prefents.)

Lady Tor. (opening ene) Separate himfelf from

" me by fuch a complicated feries of iavention,
and by fallacious accounts of his iil-health, keep
me in perpetual uneafinefs! cruel man! make
me believe he had fold his eflate here, “yet re-
tain it only for the bafe purpofe of converting a
fpot (that brings to my mind the fweet recollec-
tion of delight, and innocence) into a contami-
nated retreat for licentious, guilty, fordid plea~
fures! you charg’d the coachman not to mention
who [ am? but I fear that now is too late.

Mifs Clare. No, Ma’am, for ‘his own difcre-
tion fuggelted the neceflity of that, before I men-
tioned it tohim,

Lady Ter. Do you think too, if the people of
this houfe know it, I can engage them to keep
my arrival a fecret.

Mifs Clare. The woman promifes that, for tho’ |
my Lord fpends fo much money, he’s no fa-
vourite in the town, from the knowledge of his
ill ufage to your Ladyfhip.

Lady Tor. T wow’dn’t have him defpifed; but
how to gain full and certain proofs ! to put be-
yond all doubt his motive for fecreting himfelf
here?

Mifs Clare. So far I have taken the liberty of
anticipating your Ladyfhip’s with. I have aik’d
Martha

Lady Tor. My good friend ! a thoufand thanks!
I'm charm’d with your zeal. Yes, it is my with;
what! Martha will convey me privately into the
Caftle? delightful! I think none of his fervants
know me here, but his French Secretary. Write
to me by a fervant ! net open my Lettersk!‘ L:in'_

ind !
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kind! ungrateful! but then, to fteal upon him,
it’s a fevere trial—I’m faint ! but I muft fummon
fortitude! they’ll fee I've been weeping; come—

" [Exeunt.

SCENE III:

A Parlour in DicRINS’s : large Boocks lying on the
table. :

Enter JouN and TRADESMEN.

Fobn. Step in, only flop a moment, my maf-
ter will be in direétly, and take all your infor-
mations. You know I can do nothing in it.

[Exit.

ift Man. The young Gentleman is thought-

lefs and wild, but I believe’s there not much
harm in him.

2d Man. I don’t think I can find in my heart
to profecute, if the affair is likely to affect his
life. :

3d Man. He’s but a bad oneI fear, yet I'd
not hang a man for all the boots I'm worth.

Enter Dickins.

Dick, So, the Lady has got into the Caftle.
the’ll trim his gay lordfhip—yes, the has flole a
march upon him—he fha’n’t hear of it from me.
Oh what curtain letures, perhaps a divorce,
then maybe he’ll marry my Fanny. (afide) A
pretty bufinefs this young buck—

2d Man. 1f he can raife the money to pay me
I don’t with to hurt him.

Dick.
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Dick, Pay you, oh! Ihall lofe my fees! (a/ide)
You felfith man, would you compound a felony :
Some revenge upon the father, to have the great
family-name of D’Aumerle down in a Mittimus.

Enter CoNsTABLE.

Fellow, where’s your pris'ner ?

Conj?. Pleafe your worfhip, he be dauncing—
he defired me to gi* you this bit of paper.

Dick. 1{end you for a thief, and yon bring
me a bit of paper!—he be dauncing! (reads)
« Lord Arthur 1)’ Aumcrle’s compliments to Juf-
tice Dickins, is now engaged with fome Ladies,
but, after:another dancg will wait upon”—dance!

- Conft. Yez, there bes young Squire Burgefs
oot fiddling, and Mifs Fanny, they be_]lggmg it
up rarely.

Dick, My daughter! is: this the firft leflon
from her new Governefs! but you ftupid fcoun-
drel, I fuppofe you took a bribe.

Cenft. Noa, Sir, I only took Half-a_crown.

+ Dick..Haw dare:you, only a Conftable, med-
dle with the Juftice’s bufinefs. A notorious of-
fender ;- charged with crimes of life and death !
he come! -na! Le'll ableond—we fharn’t fee him
in a hurry.

Arthur. (without) T want the Juftice!

Dick. Why, that’s he, but you find no Juflice
hérc: (afide) 1 muft examine the culprit in form ;
you, firrah T John, what are you about in the
ihop, when 1 want you in my office? weighing
raifinsg' '2nd pepper; down with the fcales and
balance, and bring my great books, and my
ink- ftand, aye! and Pll take my chocolate here.

(Cho-
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(Chocolate, € c. brought ins Dickins places books, puts
on wig, and fits. [ Exit Confiable.

Enter ARTHUR.

Artbur. Pve finifh’d our Coranto in a quick
ftep, and, with a kifs hand to the Ladics, have
flown to receive your commands.

Dick. (afide) Now, is this folly, impudence,
courage, or génerofity ?

Arthur. Upen the information of the butter’d

muflins, Joftice Dickins, I prefumemm——(jits oz
the table, and eats.)

Dick. Sir, upon the information of the Conf-
table, a great rogue I prefume—but pon honor
1 dido’t exped you.

Artbur, Oh!l then Sir, your moft obedient !
(going)

Dick. Stop! ftop ! is this the man that took
your goods ?

Tradefman. Yes!

Dick. Enough! write his mittimus—you all
profccute° what's your name Mr. -

Arthur. Lord Arthur 1’ Aumerle.

Dick. Alizs Duke of Dunftable, alias Captain,
alias Major.

Arthur. Was my father (il in: the army, I'd
have enliited a common f{oldier in his own regi-
ment-——then; the world mignt: have faid, thero’s
Lord Torrendel’s, ion carnying a knapfack-=but
now let it {ay, a parent fufers his child to. lie in
prifoa for the neceflaries: ob life.  Cow’da’tvou
carry meito gaot by the cattle?

Dick. Conftable, you Have my authority, take
him.

Euter
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Sir H. No man in England fhall take him.
My prince of bold actions, what are they going
to do with you?

Dick. Condué& him to prifon !

Sir H. I'll bail him.

Artbur. Pray be quiet, Sir.

Sir H. I wo’n’t de quiet, Sir.

Dick. But, here’s an affaule and battery—muft
be bound over to keep the peace for a year and
a quarter—no, a year and a day.

Sir H. Il anfwer for him! aye, two thoufand
pounds! there’s my name; fill up the inftru-
ment. (figns) {

Dick. Oh! very well: he’ll fave his neck, and
you’ll lofe your money—let him out now, and
catch him again if you can.

Artbar. Does your little rafcally fonl conceive
I’d let a friend fuffer for an a@ of benevolence,
and to myfelf? No! human laws may punith
other crimes ; but, let the hotteft bolt of hea-
ven ftrike ingratitude.

Timolin. (without) Sweet Mr. Conftable, *pon
my falvation I didn’t—

Re-enter CoNsTaBLE, with TIMOLIN (prifoner).

Conft. Meafter, here be’s an accomplifh.
Timolin., 'm not accomplith’d, I’'m quite a bog
trotter. (crying)

Con/2. The piGure that was robb’d out of —
Dickins. What, you found it upon him ?
Con/t. Upon his very head.
Dick. You notorious criminal!

Timolin.
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Timolin. My mafter to be jumping about with
Ladies, and leave me oh! my dear Sir
(runs to Arthur. Tradefmen whifper. Timolin,
pointing to Sir Hans) did he! then plaife your
honour, will you be bound bail for me too?

Sir H. For you! pardon me,

Timolin. No, Sir! afk them to pardon me.

Enter GEORGE.

George. Mr. Dickins, I’m making up a fmall
fum,—there was change coming to me yefterday
when I bought the half-pounnd of Six-fhilling
Souchong, I’ll thank you for it, it was nine-
pence.

Dick. Confound your niue-pence, Sir, come
into Court for your nine-pence.

Sir H. And burn your Souchong.

Arthur. Come, Come, my fuper-excellent
friends, you thould know each other.—I have
not the honor of knowing your name, Sir, but
give me leave to introduce you to Sir Hans Bur-
gefs, an exceeding worthy Gentleman, who has
a fon, a mean fpirited young foaken fot that gets
tipfey with water ,and dines on bread and cheefe
at the Goat in Boots.—Sir Hans, this & Mr.--—
however, he has a foul to relieve poor Debtors
out of prifon, yet has a father, the very devil of
an ‘ old avaricious Curmudgeon.”

George. Now, Sir, Give me leave to introduce
my father,—( pointing to Sir Hans)

Sir H. My Lord, My Son, ( prefenting George)

Aribur. EbY (furprifed and confufed)

George. Oh, my friend, where’s the fine picture
1 faw onyour head, (to Timolin.)

Dick. There he faw it on his head,—Swear it.

. (20 George)
Sir H.
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Sir H. Get along you rafcal, an Informer too.
(pufbes bim off.)

Dick, Take away your prifoner.

Arthur. T’ll bail my fervant, :

Dick. You! a rare fhadow! ah! friend, I
know you. Thanks to the noble Lord Torren-
del’s gallantries, we’ve twenty fuch Lords cut-
ting cabbages, and drudging for oyfters, down
at Sandgate Ifland---but becaufe your mother
had a pretty face; a great fortune, and no vir-
tue ——

Arthur. Throw a refletion on my honour’d
parent ! defame the facred memory of the dead
—the only univerfal epitaph fhould be—obli-
vion to the frailties of humanity '—I'll murder
him, by heavens!

Timolin. No occafion to fwear, you've faid it,
and you’ll do it. : L

Sir H. Hold ! the devil’s in you; break the
peace, and I lofe my two thoufand pounds.

Arthur. True, my dear friend.---oh! I burn
with fury---but your Worthip’s wig can’t fwear
a battéry. (fwirls it) There’s Burn's Juftice,
Blackftone, and Coke upon Littleton. (knocks
“books about) Come along, Timolin, 1

Timolin. Mafter, ftay for me---take me---

Sir H. Oh! what a bright model for my fon
George! .
[ Execunt all, Conflable with Timolin.

END OF ACT THE THIRD,
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ACT 1IV.
SCENE I

An antigue Room in Lorp TORRENDEL’S

Enter ConsTABLE, and L’CEiLLET, pujbing in Ti-
MOLIN. k

LGErLLer,

THERE, you ftay faft, coquin! fuch audace---
of robbery, take furniture and pictures out of
my Lor’s houfe!

Timolin. ’m more guilty than my Mafter, as
the receiver is worfe than the thief.

Cont. Who is your maller, the receiver?
{peak! }

Timolin. Friend, you may take me for a robber,
if you will; but you fhan’t prove me an in-
former, becaufe I've a regard for my charaéter.

L'Fillet. Stay there till we find Mr. Dickin,
de juftice, to fend you to jail; be merry with
that table and chair; forry to difgrace---make a

vOL. 1. K 2 browp
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brown bear of my chamber---there fit and fing
—=¢ de charge is prepared, de lawyers are met.”
> [Exit finging.
Timolin. 1 wifh they had crammed me into a
jail at once, and not thruft me into this difmal
top of a caftle. Oh did my poor mother ever
think that, before 1 died, 1 fhould get myfelf
hanged for a thief? Lord Arthur! Lord Ar-
thur! unlucky was the day that Mr. Felix Ti-
molin hired to be your fervant man. (lcks at
the table) Here’s letters and papers, feribble fcrab-
ble, eh! why, thisis my Lord’s own hand I re-
member it by one of his Franks—¢ To Monfieur
L’CEillet.” What does he write to his fervants;
but what’s all this to me; no way to get out of
window, may be in this clofet. (Retires.

Enter at a private door, Lapy ToRRENDEL, and
MARTHA.

_Martbha. (furprifed) Why, I vow my Lady, this
1s the valet’s room, and none of us ever knew
this door to it.

Lady Tor. 1 think, Martha, I remember the
caftle better than you, who_have lived in it fo
long. Out of that door there’s a ftair-cafe to
my Lord’s drefling-room, where I’ll wait till he
comes in. I'd with to know a little more before
Ifee him. Rather mean this lurking about and
tampering with fervants—but no hope of re-
claiming him, except he’s certain I know what
then will be out of his power to deny. (a/ide)
My Lord rode out you fay ; feemed difcompofed ?
well, not a word that I’m here,~—(Exit Martha)
this houfe fecms ail wild, no regularity, pcace,
or the comforts of a home, but the gratiﬁcationf

0
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of paffions which reafon and pature now fhould
fubdue, reconciles him to inquietude, meannefs,
and dithonour. So, this. room now belongs to
his vile agent! it was formerly put to a better
purpofe—this is the very room that I converted
into a fchool for the poor infant ruftics. Here the
young mind was trained to virtue and induftry
—here now, are, perhaps, plans laid to corrupt
and deftroy the fweet rofe of innocence! Eh,
whos here!

Re-enter TiMoLIN,

Timolin. No, looks into a deep court. Oh,
Pm very high up, they’ve double locked the
door. (trying it) Oh dear! oh dear! (/its)

Lady Tor. Dos'nt feem one of the family!
(cfide)

Timolin. This letter, from my Lord to Mon-
fieur, Pve a firong curiofity to fee.

Lady Tor. How! as I’'m here on a voyage of
difcovery, the fight of that might prepare me
better for this dreaded interview with my Lord.
(afide ,

Timolin. 1t’s ungenerous to lock into another
man’s letter, only I’d liké to fee the taftieft mode
of writing. FP’m told its not the fathion now to
crofs the t’s, and put little tittles on the ¥’s ; no
harm to fee that fure—(resds) ¢ The fight of
this boy has troubled me exceedingly !”—Boy !
oh, that’s my malter; (reading) ¢ Probably, I
fhan’t be home before evening, but if you can
contrive to get Augufta into your power, the
better. She may be brought down to Sandgate
iland’’—Oh, here’s villany | here’s villany !

E2 Lady
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Lady Tor. (afide) Some poor intended victim!?
My coming at fuch a timeis bighly fortunate.

Timolin . (reads). ¢ Pray have an eye upon
that Arthur’s ill-looking Irilhman”—Oh, that
crowns his rogueries—¢ No harm to keep Au-
gufta under lock and key.” Pl keep this proof
of their wickednefs, and if they talk of hanging
me for a bit of an old piture, I'll bring it out
to their fhabby red faces—ill looking Irifhman,
(fees Lady Ter.) What! then they have locked
you up? you moft unhappy beautiful foul.

Lady Tor. He takes me for the prefent objet
of purfuit! by giving into this miftake, I may
dilcover fome more of my buifband’s atchieve-
ments. (afide) Are you his Lordfhip’s emiffary?

Timalin. 1, Mifs! 1 defpife fuch doings:

Lady Tor. 1 believe it; your face fpeaks ho-
nefty.

Timolin. Then it fpeaks truth, and the devil
himfelf than’t make it tell a lie.

Lady Tor. Burt, who are you?

Timolin. My mafter is his Lordfhip’s fon that’s
at this inftant fhifting about, and can’t get a beef-
fteak without venturing hisneck for it.’

Lady Tor. True—Martha told me of this un-
happy deftitute youth—Oh, hufband! falfe to
me, and unnaturally cruel to the offspring of
your follies,

Timolin. Mifs, I'll affure you, Lord Arthur is
as bravea little boy—

Lady Tor. And bears his forlorn ftate with
meeknefs and refignation ?

Timolin. Oh yes, Mifs, he’s as meek and gen-
tle—ah, hem |

Lady Tor. (afide). Poor youth, he has a fa-

ther, and yet an orphan! Then he fhall find a
friend
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friend in me—though not mine, he belongs to
the man1 ftill love ! but to continue this decep-
ticn—cou’d you contrive any means for me to
fly this manfion of thame and ruin? (2 noife with-
out)
Timolin. Offer to touch her, and, by the
mighty powers of heaven, I'll flay you. (fnatches
up a chair). ? :
Lady Tor. Ab! (runs in.  'The door burf? open.)
Enter ARTHUR. :

Arthur. Suffer me to perifh, and imprifon my
faithful fquire for bis attachment! Put your
arms a-kimbo, firrah, ftump down thofe great
ftairs with your hat on, and let me fee who dares
fquint at you Oh! that lovely divine Au.
gufta! 4

Timolin. What! then you've feen her, Sir—
(winks, and points off where Lady Torrendel went.)

Arthur. What do you ftand winking and
making faces there, firrah ¢ come out.

Timolin. But there’s fomebody elfe loek’d up.

Arthur. Kick up your legs boldly, no matter
whofe thins are in the way.

Timolin. But, Sir— .

Arthur. By'r leave there for Mr. Timolin,

[ Execunt.

SCENE I
A Street.
Enter Sik Hawns, and GEORGE.

Sir. H. Aye! and well George? (/jaful)
George
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George. We had a dance, Sir.

Sir H. As if he had faid we had a funeral.
*Sblood ! man, fay—we had a dance. (capers)
Arthur was mafter of the ceremonies—you
fhuffled it away ? eh, boy?

George. Yes, Sir, I was’nt afraid to thuffle, for
1had my thick walking fhoes on.

Sir I1. Shoes! affes’ hoofs! I believe they're
half an inch thick. !

George. Sir, they’re near an inch. (gfide) I muft
fee if the poor woman has releafed her hufband.

Sir H. George, then ’twas you rafp’d up the
fiddle for them ?

George. Yes, Sir, fo we had no fiddler to pay.

Sir H. Pfha!’'I’d hire Handel’s anniverfary
band to fee you dance the Cameronian Rant
with Avgufta. This fcheme of leaving her at
large wo’'nt do—fhe’ll be fnapt up. Gad, yon-
der fhe is—I muft clench this bufinefs. Why
do you put on that difmal look, firrah ?

George. 1 was thinking, father, of the cruelty
in keeping people in prifon for fmall debts above
a twelvemonth however ; liberty’s fo fiveet,
they’d purchafeitif in their power, if not, hard
to punith a man for only being unfortunate.

Sir H. Here comes Mifs Avgufta, Devil’s.in
your thick foal'd thoes!

Enter Avgusra, and Faxxy.

Augufta. That man certainly whifpered fome-
thing difagreeable that caufed the abrupt depar-
ture of Lord Arthuor. -

Fanny- Dear no, he’s a very civil foul, why
’twas papa’s conftable. Oh if herc is’nt George.

Sir H. Your waificoat’s buttoned all crooked

«~—no
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—no powder in your hair—by the lord! you look
like the duftman. (apart) Well Mifs, how do
you like your new fituation ?—ftop, 1 wan: to
{peak to you.

Fanny. Stop, he wants to fpeak to us—how do
you do, George ?

Sir H. Ha! very free with George! (gfide)
Mifs Woodbine, I’ve your good at heart. Your
uncle’s whim, in taking his fortune from you,
makes you an objeét of compafiion.

Augufia. Many would rather be an obje& of
envy—but, to my thinking, an humble itate is
preferable to affluence, built upon the ruin of
unmerited adverfity.

Sir H. (afide) Made for each other! George,
to her in her own way—out with your hand-
kerchief, and cry for the poor debtors. (apar)
My fon, Mifs is fo-happy to fee—to be with

ou—
y Fanny. Happy to fee her ? but I’'m fure its no
fuch thing. ) \

Sir H. He exprefled great joy at your comiing
{o opportunely:

George. Opportunely indeed! (looking at his
Socking) Mifs, could you lend me a ncedle and
thread? ’

Sir H. @o along, fortune! I'll bind you ap-
prentice to a taylor. .

Augufta. Yowre happy, Sir,in haviog a fon of
fo much frugality for his years.

Sir H. Frugal ma’am! he’s the moft extrava-

ant—

Fanny. 1 fee now he only wants them to like
each other; I muft prevent this.

Sir H. Why, look now, with his coat over

his
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‘

his knuckles; he has on lace ruffles at three gui-
neas a pair. Pull down your ruffles. (pulis
George's wriftbands down) by the lord! he has got
into a hopfack. What have you done with all
the fine linen and lace I fent you?

George. The Jace was too fine for ufe—but
the Holland made foft child-bed linen for a
‘Poor curate’s wife.

Sir H. Yes, madam, the bifhop’s lady was the
good woman in the firaw. He is very frolick-
fome—it’s a fthame for you to be fuch a buck.

Fanny. Mifs, George 1s no buck! he’sa mere
milk fop, an’t you George?

Sir H. Get away you little devil, who wants
your prate. (apart) Mifs, we'll conceal your lofs of
fortune from my fon—he’s fo proud—fee how he
throws his head about. (apart) George, with Au-
gufta’s cath, you can do fuch pretty charities! Son,
this lady is worth one hundred thoufand pounds.

Fanny. George, the’s only my governefs, and
as poor—borrowed five fhillings from me juft
now to releafe her box from the waggon—fay
you did. (apart to Augufta)

Sir H. Get along you little buly thing. (apart
to Fanny) You know, ma’am, you're an immenfe
fortune.

Augufia. Sir, I am peither ambitious of com-
paffion or ridicule.

Sir H. George, never mind—fhe’s very rich.

Augufta. Oh no, Sir!

Sir H. Madam, you’re a Jew. ;

Fanny. My governefs is not a Jew, fhe has
more religon than the bithop.

Sir H. The devil’s in me, if T don’t make
your father pull your ears! Mifs, my fon has

a moft
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a moft liberal mind, a foul of magnificent extra-
vagance. . }

George. Madam, my father is only jefting.

Fanny. True, George, now that’s very good,
of you, Sir Hans is' always making his fun of
every body.

Sir H. Overthrowing. my whole fcheme.
(afide) Hop home you little magpie! (¢0 Fanny)

George. Madam, beaflured, I efteem ceconomy
the firft virtue.

Sir H. Then the devil’s in you both! but it’s
you, you prating monkey, has doneit all; you,
you rafcal, with your czconomy and affes’ hoofs,
truff down to .Sampthire Hall; and you, Mifs,
ftalk with your poverty to Mr. Dickins, the
banker’s.

George. Madam, your humble fervant! (bows
and exif)

Sir H. Civil fcoundrel! fome mad gander will
tuck her and her fortune under his wing, and fly
off te Gretna Green,

Fanny. George fent down to the rocks, oh!
oh! thenI know where fomebody will go. (4fide)
Sir Hans, your moft obedient, good morning to
you, Sir ! (curtfys and exif)

Sir H. Oh very polite Maram, but [ wifh you
had dropt your curtfy half an hour ago.

Lugufta. (looking out) The forlorn thovghtlefs
Arthur! Sir, tell me—is Mifs Woodbine’s fonmy
uncle’s heir? then why not inftantly extricate
him, from the embarrafling perplexities that muft
end in his deftruction.

Sir H. What fon ? (leking out) The gay Ar-
“ thur! true, Lord Torrendel's; (afide) ohoh! I
fufpe&t there’s love here—this was her dancing

VvOL. I. L partner
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partner. My dear, as to affection and all that,
this Arthur,——

Augufia. Sir, 1 am only interefted for him, on
account of my coufin Woodbine.

Sir H. Right! for his heart is engaged to a
girl—he told me all over a glafs of hock. (4ugu/ia
agitated) (afide) Yes! the likes him—then, in
one word, Mifs Augufta, my dear, T'll not part
with you, till I fee you and my fon fairly cou-

led. :
: Arthur. (without) Sivr Hans! (enters)

Sir H. Yes, Sir! paft three. (exit with Au-

wia)

Arthur. Paft three! Don’t much like his
avoiding me, and taking the lady. His bail-
bond may keep me from limbo—but muftn’t rob
me of paradife either:

Enter TimoLIN,

Run, firrah, after Mifs Augufta, and ———

Timolin. Back again to your father’s ?

Arthur. You will perfift, we left Augufla there;
(tears a leaf from bis pocket-book, and writes with
pencil) if 1 can but obtain the love of this charm-
ing girl, the’s fo beautiful, elegant—but then,
very modeft ; I muft engage her affe®tions—Ti-
molin, run with this letter.

Timolin. With what ?

Arthur. Stop to atk queftions with your hows
and whats—run, take this letter to the young
lady.

’},?molin. T’ll give no letters to ladies. Do you
want, Sir, to carry on your father’s profligate
rigmarols? but you don’t make a French Mo;m—

: cer
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feer of me—for the fpirit of Mr. Timolin isa peg
above that, I affure you.

Arthur. Walk back, if you pleafe, into Caftle

uod.

Timolin. Then ’pon my word, I won’t.

Arthur. How! do you objeét to go into prifon
when I defire you? begone! I difcharge you.
© Timolin. Oh! Sir, I difcharge myfelf, and
therc’s a receipt for my wages. (fraps bis fingers)
I’d hazard my life, to procure you what: you
might again repay—but, helping you to take the
innocence you can never return, is beneath the
foul of Mr. Felix Timolin. {Exit

Arthur. Pveloft him. Ihad no conception of
this mighty Irith honour of his brave foul. He
has had moral, from his ruftic parent in his mud
cabin ; but, I never knew a father’s kind precept
or good example.

Enter CoacuMaN, furveys ARTHUR af a difiance.

What does this fellow eye me for.
Coacbman. My lady fent me to know his per-
fon—yes! that’s he, very well. [Exit.
Arthur. You’re no Coachman, my friend,
you’re a bailiff—they take all difguifes. = [Exiz.

SCENE IIL
A Walk near Lord Torrendel’s

Enter 1L’CEILLET.
L'GEillet. To divert mi Lor from de thoughfé
3 } o
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of dis tapagéur fon of his, I muft get off Mifs Au~

ufta for him § but, to fee more of this letter
of inftrution, ( feeling his pockets) eh! oh! I
have left it on the table in my room—Thomas
have borrow Sir Hans’s livery to carry her tham
meflage ; but if dere be danger, we yet want
fome ftrong, able, defperate——

Enter TimoLin, melzzncbal}l.

Timolin. 1 couldbe contented with one dinner
in three days, becaufe it’s a thing I've practis’d
with fome fuccefs—but, my poor dear, mafter—
L:illet. Oh! you be got out, where I did lock |
ou ‘

2 Timolin. Here, lock me up again; for now
T’ve loft my mafter, I don’t care where I am.

L(Esilet. 1 fuppofe you be not overcharg'd vid
money, and I take it you be fripon—in your cha-
raéter, roguery be the leading feature.

Timolin. 1 judge that your nofe is your lead-
ing feature—{o I take it. (adwaricing) I, a rogue:
produce a proof that 'm one.

Lo(Eillet. Here be a ftirling proof. (/bews money.)

Timolin. So, becaufe you’ve money, you’ve a
right to call a poor man out of his name,

Lo(Eillet. (gives it) Dere now, call me out of
my name. :

Timolin. (looking at it) Then, yowre an ho-
neft man and a genteel noble lad. If I can find
my lord, this will carry us back to town. (going)

L'iiller. Arreté! dat is for fervice you will
do me. (locking out) Milor! go! dat footman
vill tell you vat.it be. Befides, more reward, if
you fhould be taken up again for little peccadil-
loz, milor’s intereft vill releafs you. Allez !‘f

M-
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Timolin. Paid for doing good before hand
I've gold and a clear conlcience, two compa-
nions that are feldom together now a day’s.

‘ [ Exit.

Enter Lorp TORRENDEL.

Lord Tor. That fellow of Arthur’s ftill lurking
about here!

L'(Eillet. Arthur’sfervant! pefte! quelle bal-
lourdife! I have made finc confidante in my
Lor’s fcheme. (afide)

Lord Tor. 1 hope you hav'nt let this affair go
further than thofe already concerned ?

L'(Eillet. Oh! no,my Lord! if he knew I had
employed this Irithman, I am undone. (a/ide)

. Lord Tuor. Yowve warned the porter how he
admits them again ?

L' Eillet: Ah, my Lor, he vill find hard to
admit himfelf.

Lord Ter. L:(Eillet, I've improved upon your
plan. Thomas’s being in Sir Hang’s livery may
not be fufficient to perfuade Augufta, that the
is really fet for by him—now if you could bor-
row Sir Hans’s poft chaife, that would effectually
remove fufpicion—make any excufe, he'll be glad
to oblige me.

L:Eillet, Here 1 go for Sir Hans’s coach to
carry off Mifs Augulta, and have fet Thomas and

- de Irithman to take her off vid horfes. (4fide)

Lord Tor. Why, you don’t feem over hearty
in the caufe now ?

L@illet. Oh! I'm devote to your Lorfhip’s
fervice. .

Lord
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Lord Tor. Once wheedled into the carriage, 2
pretext is foon found to get her to Sandgate
Ifland.

L:(Eillet. Ah! mais ceft que ceft excellent ca!

Lord Tor. About it now—1I fhall be there be-
fore you. [Exit.

L’@&illet. Pardi! dis is lucky—for now I vill
do it myfelf. I vith tho’ I cou’d meet vid dis
maroufle, to hinder him meddle in de affair—
dat malheureux Irith tief vill do me fome mif~
chief. , [Exiz.

SCENE 1V.
A Road.

Enter Timoran, and Tromas, in Sir Hans's Li-
very.

Timolin. Well, Mr. Thomas, I know all your
plan, now you’ve told me. So here you’ve
borrowed Sir Hans’s livery from one of his fer-
vants, and you’re to go and tell Mifs Augufta,
he has fent you for her—but, as you may be a
cowardly kind of a chap, the Mounfeer has bid
me aflift you with my tight bit of an arm. Hufh!
here fhe comes.

Tbomas. 1 thought fhe was a little girl juft
left {fchool.

Timolin. 1 don’t know, whether fhe gaes to
fchool or no—but, this is the very Mifs Au-
gufta, that was lock’d up in the caftle with

me.
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1;16. (afide) Oh! I'll make a neat example of ye
all, 3 [tbey retire.

Enter Lapy TORRENDEL, and COACHMAN.

Lady Tor. My mind is in a flate of the moft
tormenting folicitude! T wifh I knew where to
find this young lady, and apprize her of my
Lord’s defigns. Whether to return and wait for
him ? [ dread the interview, unkind upbraiding
often fhakes the very bafis of affection. Yetl
know he’ll endeavour, by fome artful evafion,
to flip from my charge, except I can bring it to
a full conviction—but [firft to afford this poer
young man affiftance.

Timolin. Young man! that muft be me—fhe
faw I was in diftrefs. (afide)

Lady Tor. Deliver this to him, witheut letting
him know who it comes from. (gives a pocket-
bock to Coachman) [Exit Coachman,

Timolin. Stop! I’m here.

Lady Tor. Oh, his fervant.

Timolin. Now, this goednefs to me, has de-
termined me, in what I was resolved upon ; to
fave her from all danger. (2/ide)

Lady Tor. Perhaps I may now learn, who this
young lady is.

Timolin. (to Thomas) Go you, and ftay with
your horfes—D’ll deliver the meflage to her my-
{elf.

Thomas. But you’re not in Sir Hans’s livery
—It wo’n’t take. /apart)

Timolin. How d’ye do, Mifs Augufta?

Lady Toer. (afide) My trufty champion’s mif-
taking me for her, Ifind, continues. ;

Thowmas. Mifs, your guardian, Sir Hans Bur-

gels,
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gefs, hopes for your company down at Sam-
phire-hall—he has fent horfes.

Timolin. T’ll whifper a few words, that fhall
bring ‘her direétly. Harkye, Mifs! don’t go,
this is a rogue, that wants to coax you again in-
to the moufe-trap. (apart to Lady Terrendel)

Lady Tor. You miftake—Im not the perfon.
(to Thomas)

Timolin. That’s a good thought to deny your-
felf—I'll fecond it, (apart)—are you fure you
never faw Mifs Avgufta before now ?

Thomas. Not 1.

Timolin. Then this is not fhe—{o go about
your bufinefs.

Thomas. What 1

Timolin. He wants to inveigle you, to Lord
Torrendel. (apart)

Lady Ior. Indeed ! this is charming, as I fup-
pofed! the moft lucky opportunity to do good,
prevent evil, fave the innocent from ruin, and
overwhelm the guilty in the bluthing fhame of
his own bafe intentions. (afide) I was apprehen-
five of fome error—you’ve brought horfes you
fay—very well, I'll—wiit on my guardian. (¢
Thomas.) (Timolin flares, and whifles.

Thomas. Then you are Mifs Augufta. Why,
what did you mean juft now by faying it was
not. (to Timolin)

Lady Tor. Yes, yes, you're right enough.

Timolin. If they take you for a Lady, that
will fly off to an old libertine, they’re right
enough indeed ; but I was wrong, when I thought
you a bit of an angel.

Lady Tor. Come. (going)

Timolin. A word, ma’am! your intentions juft
now about me, were good—but, fince you give

your-
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yourfelf up to this old reprobate, I fcorn your
affiftance, and if a little turn of virtue, fhould
ever make you repent of your nonfenfe, don’t
expett any defence from the foul of Mr. Ti-
molin,

Lady Tor. Heavens! 1 leave a fhocking im-
preflion on the mind of this worthy creature,
(afide) Well, well, we fhall find a time to clear
my charaéter. [Exit with Thomas.

Timolin. An old rotten potatoe for your cha-
rater! bye and bye, when you’re feen flourifh-
ing in curricles, with a different gallant ever
day, ftuck up at your clbow, you’ll ftill be chat-
tering about your charaéter, to all the turnpike-
men.

Enter ArTHUR, (baftily).

Arthur. Yes! it is a bailiff—he’s at my heels.
Timolin, do you fee any door open? ftand in
that fpot, you fcoundrel:

Timolin. Oh Sir! if any more of thole compli-
ments pafs between you and me, it’s a tofs up
who’s to pay them.

Arthur. If he don’t touch me, it’s no caption.

Timolin. He’s returning with the money, the
gay Mifs gave him for me.

Re-enter CoAcHMAN,

Coachman. I’ve had a good chace after you,
Sir.

Arthur, Attempt to give me the tip, and

Coachman. (taking papers from bis pocket) Here
it is—this bill for three hundred

voL. I, M Tiw
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Timolin. If it was ten thoufand, I wou’dn’t ac-
cept it.

Arthur, You villain, do I want you to accept
bills for me?

Coachman. 1’s a good note, and your own
too.

Arthur. Well, Tknow I have notes and bonds
enough out—but if 1 pay one of them, I'll be
_ damn’d.

Timolin. Sir, don’t frighten . yourfelf, about
what doesn’t concern you.

Arthur. Hold your tongue, firrah ; of my own
accord, I came from our dance, when old Wig-
hum, the juftice, fent for me; but, compell’d
I will not be; fo let the plaintiff carry the bills
to my father:

Coachman. Now, Sir, yowre too nice. I pro-
mifed to do the bulinefs, and I will. (offers pa-

ers.)
i Arthur. Aye! he only wants to touch me.
(Sips round Timolin.)

Timolin. Arrah! what fignifies your dancing
round me, like a couple of May-poles?

Arthur. Tlmolm, knock him down—I won-
der whether it’s a capture if I touch him,

Timolin. 'What are you at with your caps, and
hats? The Englifh of the thing is—Mifs Auguf-
ta, I defpife.

“rthur. Spedk fo of my divine charmer!

[ frikes bim, and runs off, Coachman follows.

Timolin. Oh! if he difcharges me, and comes
once a day to give me a knock in my cheek,
T'm to have a blefled life of it—tho’ my honor
wouw'd not fuffer me to take relief from thx{s

Mifs
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Mi Augufta, yet I'll try and get the reward
from Mounfeer, for, if T was to preach in a
pulpit as high as Patrick’s fteeple, the ladies,
and gentlemen, would be running after one an-
other, and, till they give roaft beef for nothing,
to mere honefty, a guinea is convenient in an

empty pocket.
[ Exiz.

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
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ACT V.

SCENE I.

Samphire-hall: S1r Hans’s, and other Houfes :—
A view of the Sea, bathing Machines, &e¢.

Enter Sir Havns, and Rosin Hoors.
Sir Haxs.

A Month fince I’ve been down here at my fa-
vourite rocks. How do the lodging-houfes go
on? I hope they keep low with their prices, till
the place is known. Aye! I may yet fee Sam-
phire-hall eclipfe Brighton, Weymouth, and Scar-
borough. :

Robin H. Yes! your honour ; for the young
Squire has fet up a ftaple commodity of trade,
and already the volks bes fo merry about’n.
You know Humphry Grim, the ftone-mafon, is
famous in the letter cutting way-—Meafter
George has gi'n the freedom of the quarry,
and he has eftablithed a manufacture for tomb-

ftones.
Sir H:
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Sir H. Tomb-flones to make people merry !
Robin H. He has finithed half a dozen choice
epitaphs with:
<« Afflictions zore

«¢ Long time I bore
< Phyficians were in wain.”

(S1r Hans walks yp enraged.)
Enter GEORGE.

George. That was certainly Lord Torrendel
turn’d into the green lane—mufiled up, and
feem’d hiding his face. Robin gave me a hint
of his defigns upon Fanny.

Sir H. A fweet morning concert for the rooms,
of chipping and fawing! Tell Mafter Grim, he
muft depart in peace with his merry monuments.
Did you hire a new poftillion ?

Robin H. Yez, Sir.

George. Oh, Robin! my fcheme of fettling the
poor artificers here, requires a kind of agent or
fuperior, to regulate it in my abfence; a fenfible
perfon of good nature and probity—that I can
truft—I've fixt upon a man—he’s now over at
Sandgate ifland, you muft acquaint him—no on-
ly tell him I'd {fpeak with him.

Sir H. (feeing George) Don’t come near me—
get a tin pot and a bit of flick, and pick up
cockles on the beach—you haven’t a foul above
a cockle-gatherer, you curfed otter. Robin!
have they put up the fhelves in the raffling
thop?

George. Sir, the men are working at their
looms.

Sir H. Looms !

Geurge.
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George. Inftead of encouraging frauds, cheat-
ing ftrangers with paltry toys, I have erected
looms, that will give bread to two 'induftrious
families. (leom beard withour)

Sir H. Why, they’re Weavers!

George. Yes, Sir, weavers of ftockings, gloves,
and mittins. i

Sir H. A ftocking loom in the place of my ele-
gant raffling thop !

George. There’s a ribband loom too. This
was the firft wove in it; for the motto’s fake,
put it into your hat.

Sir H. (reads) ¢ Succefs to Commerce, and a
fpeedy peace.” Well, let Induftry throw the
fhuttle to this motto with all my heart. What
fmoke’s that yonder? clinking of hammers! by
the lord it’s a forge.

George. Yes, Sir, the forge I built for poor old
Grimes. '

Sir H. What, a {fmith?

George. Yes, Sir, a worthy blackfmith.

Sir H. Within the very walls of my cold bath,
old Grimes blowing his bellows !

George. What ufe for a cold bath juft on the
verge of the ocean? and the farmers want the
neceflary tools for agriculture.

Sir H. 1 banifh you for ever, from my fathion-
able bathing-place. You barbarous young fa-
vage! after my bigh puff advertifements of cold
larders, neat wines, circulating libraries, baths,
concerts, balls, billiards, machines, and bathing-
caps, to expect to drag people of fathion down
here, amongft ftocking-looms, tombftones, and
bellows-clinkers!

George. Father, my little colony was famifh-

. ing
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ing on Lord Torrendel’s ifland. Since I have
brought them here, in pity don’t difiurb them,

Sir H. A fine ragged colony you've planted.

George. Confider, Father, induftry is 2 flower
that thould be encouraged by the genial warmth
of patronage. ?

Sir H. By the the lord! the fellow’s only fit
for a plowman, or a weaver.

Guorge. Well, Sir, the one gives bread, the
other cloathing; as a plowman and a weaver are
the moft ufeful charaéters, I know of none more
noble.

Sir H. Ah! don’t talk to me, my very fer-
vants will defpife you, I dare fay not one of ’em
would ftir a ftump. to fave your foul and body,
you young Beaver. -

Enter Rosrn Hoors. *

Robdin H. Your purfe, Sir—I found it on the
road. (t0 George)

George. Thank you, Robin:

Sir H. George’s purfe! how much was in it?

Robin. More than I can tell—once I knew it
to be maiter George’s, 1 never put finger on the
cafh it held.

Sir H. Suppofe it had been my purfe?

Robin H.-Ecod! your honor, you might ne-
ver have feen it again : Gold’s a tempting thing,
and Idon’t fet up for more honefty than my
neighbours ; but young Squire’s money already
belongs to the poor, and he bez a bad man io-
deed that wou’d take, what the generous heart
is fo ready to give.

George. You've been playing tricks, knocking

it
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it about—its all broke—ftupid fellow, I dare fay
you’d take better care of your own!

Robin H. La, Sir, I have no purfe, only a lit-
tle bit of a leather bag, to divide a few fhillings
from the halfpence. (fbewing the bag, George
takes it.)

George. Whole, and found—tearing one’s pro-
perty—there’s my broken one, I fhall keep yours.
(flings it to Robin Hosfs)

Robin H. But, Sir, the gold’s in it.

George. Never mind, keep it Robin, you’re an
honeft fellow; honefty is a true diamond, and
thould be fet in gold. (puts him off)

Sir H. My generous boy, George, build up
and pull down, juft as you pleafe; I fee now the
rich man’s fafeft guard, is the bleflings of cha-
rity ; but gold is the grand ftaple of your trade
of benevolence—I've brought Mifs Woodbine,
and her fortune ; go and entertain her.

George. Ifn’t that Lord Torrendel’s French-
man. (looking out)

Re-enter Rosin Hoors.

Robin H. Your honor, Mounfeer’s come from
his Lord, to borrow your poft-chay—going on
a vifit, and his own be broke.

Sir H. Here’s an opportunity to oblige my
Tord. He fhall have it, and hanfel my new pof-
tilion too.

George. (afide) Some knavery in this poft-
chaife borrowing! Robin, a word.

Sir H. Here full! go to the Lady! hold, here
the is.

Enter
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Enter AuGusTa.

Augufta. *Twas certainly Arthur crofs’d the
road. (afide) Sir, I’'ve walk’d out, to fee your
charming place here. (to Sir Hans)

Sir H. Hem !—-I bid him fpeak to the Lady,
and by the lord he’s whifpering Robin; George,
addrefs her with rapture.

George. Yes, Sir! Madam, the great pleafure
of—Robin. [ Exit, talking with Rebin Hoofs.

Sir H. The great pleafure of—Robin! oh!
the devil’s in you, for 2 fine amorous {coundrel!
Stop, you Sir. [ Exir.

* Augufta, This young gentleman is an unadorn-
ed calket,. enclofing the moft delicate {prings of
fenfibility ; but that heart is not for me ; or ra-
ther mine is not for him. I muft not cherifth an
hopelefs paffion for Arthur; if, as Sic Hans tells
me, another poflefles his affeétions.

Enter FaNNY,

Fanny!

Fanny. My dear governels, I've got down to
you; P’m only come, becaufe you are here—
where’s George.

Augufta. You only come becaufe I'm here—
where’s George! Ah, Fanny!

Fanny. 've made papa bring me too—hy a
monftrous ftory though. I’ve told him, Sir
Hans wants him on moft prodigious bufinefs.

Enter ARTRUR, (ranning).

Arthur. Diftanced the nabber! my lovely
partner ! who could expe@ to find you here,
VOL. I. N like
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like a fea-nymph fent from old Neptune’s pa-
lace, to make mortals plunge into the ocean,
enamoured from this divine fpecimen of aquatic
beauty. :

Augufia. Moft heroically gallant indeed, Sir.

Fanny. Now for fomething gallant to me—
How d’ye do, Sir? (curtefies)

Artbhur. Ah! little titmoufe, fuppofe, my love,
you ftep and gather a few honeyfuckles from the
hedge yonder,

Fanny. George might have had the manners
to meet, and make nymphs of other people.
Titmoufe, indeed ! [ Exit.

Artbur. Madam, you fee before you, a fellow
the moft wretched—(afide) fhall I venture to
declare my love? no—farewell.

Augufta. Whither, Sir, are you going?

Arthur. The truth is, Madam, tho’ Great-
Britain’s large, I'm driven to the water’s edge,
where I’ll ftep into, and pufh off the firft fifhing
boat I can find; for abandon’d by my fa-
ther, and purfued by——England, Madam, is
no home for me. IfI can get acrofs the chan-
nel, amongft camps, and batteries, my empty
fconce may keep a bullet from a head that has
brains in it.

Augufta. Your fortunes, Sir, are not, perhaps,
fo dcigpar.xtc——your mother was— !

Artbur, How ! Madam, have you heard ?—fhe
is.1 Liope an angel—and you my heaven (kneels.)

Enter CoACHMAN.

Coachman. Overtaken you at laft!
Arthur. V1l be damn’d if you have though.

runs off, Coacbman pur/fues.
(runs of, ( purfues.) i
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Augufta. Unhappy youth! they’ll purfue him
to delpair ; but I'm ufurping a concern that be-
longs to the miftrefs of his heart; yet, tho' I
muft not love, am I to reje&t all feelings of hu-
manity.

. Re-enter Fanny.

Fanny. (joyfuily) Oh! governefs, Thave afked
the poftillion to give us a roll en the beach—
you don’t know half this {fweet place.

Augufta. In the chaife I may have a better
chance of feeing which way he takes. (s/ide.)

Fanny. (afide) Muftn't tell’twas my Lord’s va-
let propofed our ride, fhe’s fo fqueamifh.

Augufta. Does Sir Hans know of this jaunt ?

Fanny. Very true—he may not let us go; I
have it, fit in the chaife till I come; I'll fetch
your hat and cloak. : [Exit.

Augufta. Is this prudent, but no time for re-
fle¢tion, Arthur may be loft for ever. [Exit.

SCENE II.

A parlour in Sir Haxs’s,

Enter Dickins.

Dick. Devilith good place the Knight has got
here; a fine profpect of the fea; a pretty mort-
gage, and I may pick up fuch a bit as this, with
Torrendel’s intereft,

Enter
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Enter Fanny; looking about.

Fanny. My Governefs is {o gxdd) —where can
the have left her hat.

Dick. Oh, Fanny, where’s your friend Au-
gufta? you Teem all upon the fidgets.

Lanny. (confﬁd) Oh no, Sir.~—~The two old
boys will be running after us—what can I think.
of to keep them here ? oh, true. (afide) Papa, I
wonder why Sir Hans has fent for you ; do you
know ?

Dizk. No, child, but I thall if I can get to fee
him.

Fanny. Here he is, ha, ha, ha! (afide) only
look papa, what a fine profpeét at that window;
you can fee, I believe, to the Ifle of Wight.

Dick: Oh no ; but very fine. (looks out of win-
dow.)

Enter S1r Hans. -

Sir H. Fanny, where’s your papa?

Eanny. He's there, Sir, but his head is fo full
of this ferious affair, he’s come down to tell you
about. (irn an under tone)

Sir H. Oh, very well.

Fanny. He, he, he! now each will be fo full
of expectation of the other telling, when there is
pothing to tell, it may bring them into a fquab-
ble, and that will keep them as clofe as a game
backgammon-but where’s Augufta’s hat ? [ Exi,

Sir H. Ah, Dickins! how do you do?

Dick. (turning) Oh, Sir Hans, \vell Pve trun-
dled down tw you.

Sir H. Then the affaxr is very urgent? fit
down.
Dick.
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Dick. Of confequence, I hope; for I had a
ood deal to do.” %

Sir H. And fo?

Dick. Well.

Sir H. Well? fo fudden, I was alarmed! but
does it concern me much ?

Dick. That you beft know.

Sir H. How thould I know !

Dick. (peevifbly) Well then, when you tell me,
perhaps I may know.

Sir H. When you tell me, perhaps I may not
know. But come.

Dick. Aye? ]

Sir H. He’s afraid of being overheard I fup-
pofe ; come, I'll faften the door.

Dick. Oh, if it is of fo much confequence, and
fecrecy, I'll faften this door too. (both rife and go
10 oppofite doors) There now, we are quite fate,
(fits down) aye? - :

Sir H, Aye? (tkey put their beads together as lif-
tening) .

Dick. What do you {it gaping for, why don’t
you out with it?

Sir H. Why do you fit ftaring and firetchiag’.
your neck? why don’t you tell it at once?

Dick. You feat for me down about your bufi-
nefs—and, zounds! what is it? that I may go
about’mine.

Sir H. 1 fend for you! you came here to tell
me of fomething of great importance—tell it,
and fhorten your vifir, when you pleafe, Sir.
(both rife)

Dick. Sir, your ill manners, in your own
houfe, are equal to your impudence in bringing
me into it for nothing.

Sir I, Impudence, you vulgar man! it’s well

you
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you are in my houfe, or by the hand of this bo-
dy, I'd pitch you out of window.

Dick. Pitch me, you hard-headed old fool ! if
Torrendel was to behave fo, 1'd

Sir H. 1 ihall choak.—(7ings) You’re under
my roof—fo fay what you will—Robin Hoofs!

Dick. Damn your hoofs, and your horns, Sir!
1 can quit your houfe myfelf. You’re as impu-
dent as Torrendel. (puts on bis bat, and gloves)

Enter FANNY, erying, with Augufia’s bat.

Fuanny. Oh George! George! my Governefs
has run away with George! falfe fellow! to drefs
himfelf up as the new poftilion, and drive off
with my Governefs, when 1 only returned to fetch
her hat and cloak.

Sir H. My fon drive off with Augufta! Huz-
za ! he’s a dather.

Fanny. And then Lord Torrendel's valet, to
jump up behind the chaife—’twas all a pack'd
thing to deceive me. (cries)

Sir H. What! the Frenchman gone off with
my ward.

Fanny. Yes, they’ll furely be married.

Dick. What, the Frenchman?

Fanny. No! George !

Dick. But where are they gone?

' Fanny. Rattled down the beach, towards Sand-
gate Ifland.

Sir . Robin Hoofs, John, the devil, I’ve loft
my ward. [ Exeunt Dickins, and Sir Haxns.

Fanny. Yes, I heard Sir Hans brought her
down here to marry George ; a demure looking
thing, fhe knew better than to take the mad

young



OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 03

young Arthur; and I myfelf to introduce her to
my George; this is female friendfhip indeed,
here’s my friend’s hat, and my friend’s ribbands,
oh that I bad herfelf here. 4

[Exit tearing tbe bat.

SCENE HI; and laft.

Sandgate Ilfland; one fbattered boufe, and a few
wretched cottages.

Enter ARTHUR.

Arthur. The ferryman not to ran his boat
boldly in the creek—oblige me to dath through
the water! If I could but get over to the conti-
nent, I’'d fight like a true volunteer—the firft
Enfign that dropt, pick up his colours—I with
1 had a few fhillings, to pay my paflage in fome
fithing fmack.

Enter CoacHMAN,

There again—by heavens! you fhan’t have all
the bailitf-work to yourfelf—we’ll have a tufsle
for it—if you are ftronger, 1 go—if not, I com-
mit your body to mafter thark—begone, or into
the fea I fling you.

Coachman. Then, there Sir, is three hundred
pound, Bank of England note—now I've at laft
‘done my job. [drops it, and exis.

Arthar. (picking it up) It is—and I to mif=
take my bright angel for the blackeft of all imps,
a catchpole! threc hundred! now they thall gec

who
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who is Lord Arthur D’Aumerle—who from ?
my kind father, doubtlefs. Now I've cath, where
is my poor faithful Timolin.

LE.ter Rorinson, (out of livery.)

A dreary Ifland, but one houfe,—you live yon-
der, mafter.

Robinfon. Live! ah, Sir! (fighs.)

Artbur, Complain! Why, in the winter here,
you've ftorms in high perfection—fnow, hail,
rain, lightning and thunder, neat as imported
—no door to your houfe, and fcarce a houfe to
your door! the fplanged canopy your bed-tefters,
and for a clear profpect no glafs to your windows !
nor a tree on your ifland, becaufe you wou’d
not ‘harbour noify rooks to difcompofe your
flumbers l—nor even a bufh! but that’s vanity
—that you might have it to fay, vou challenge
the globe round to fhew a fpot more defolate.

Robinfon. He doesn’t recollect me. (afide) I've
only come to-day, Sir, but here I believe I muft
abide till better times. - This houfe belongs to a
brother of mine—all poor enough and yet but
for the charity of Mr. George Burgefs, they muft
be worfe. The fquire has unpeopled this ifland,
and fettled them comfortably near his father’s.
Since Lord Torrendel, the landlord, leaves them
to his Frenchman and that Mafter Dickins, mv
brother wifhes they’d take the houfe off his
hands.

Arthur. They’ll be taking it prefently from
about his ears

Enter Rosrn Hoors.

Robin I, (to Robinfon) I believe it’s you I wants
—You’re
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—You’re to come over to-morrow noon to Sam-
- phire-Hall, my young Mafter wou’d fpeak to'you,
eh !—Sure I know you, why wasn’t you porter
to Lord Torrendel ? (locking fedfaftly at Robinfon)

Arthur. Indeed !

Robin H. It is—Now I underftands the whole
affair—Squire George is always himfelf.

Arthur. Were not you difcharged from Lord
Torrendel’s for admitting me into the Caftle?

Robin H. He was and that he might not lofe
by his good-nature, Mafter Gzorge was going to
give him a place of 50/ a year, but Sir Hans has
knock’d up that plan, and wo'n’t let the new-
comers fettle there,

Arthur.. A man turn’d a-drift into this curfed
world, for a moft kind action towards me, and
I ftand prating here with 3007 in my hand: no
pennyworth of pippins tha’n’t have all this work
to himfelf—there, (gives the note) that will buy
vou cakes and ale tiﬁ you get a place.-

Robinfon. Sir!

Artbur. Don’t talk, I hate talking ; I’'m abfo-
lute in:that particular, Old Crufoe. (puts them
off) Ha, ha, ha! I'm tickled with a ftrange am-
bition—PIl be king of this Ifland from my fa-
ther’s fole inheritance, [Ill enchant this houfe
from the court of poverty, to the caftle of com-
fort.—This ifland is now my territory—here am
I king! oh! for my queen! but plague of my
palace. [Exit inte boufe.

Enter UE1LLET, and BoaTMAN.

L(Xillet. Now dat your comrade has brought
VOL, I, o lady
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lady over in toder boat, let no one elfe crofs but
Milor. [Exit Boatman.
Ah! quel bonheur to find Augufta myfelf! now
Monfieur Thomas and dat wvillain Irifh terrier
may hunt her for deir own recreation—dis foli-
tary ifle—here milor have no perfon to inter-
rupt. [Retires.

Enter AucusTa.

Augufta. The defire of feeing my coufin Ar-
thur once again, before it is too late, can fcarce-
ly reconcile me to this «ftep—altogether this
ifland wears a2 moft forbidding afpect—I'll re-
turn, and fit in the chaife, till Fanny comes.
(going).

o L(Eillet. Ah'! ma chere (preventing ber) You
muft vait for Milor.

Augufta. He here! heavens! ’'m betrayed—I
now fee my folly. -

L’Eillet. T was your laquais, mon ange, and
did fit behind de chaife, and you did not know
it,

Augufta. Pray, Sir, fuffer me to go.

L'Eillet. Oui, to ‘Londres! dere Milor vil
buy you fine cloaths and jewels, and you vill
thine at operas and ball and concert, and he vill
kifs your hand dus. (¢ffers to kifs ber hand)

Enter ARTHUR.

Arthur. How ! (frikes bim.)
L’illet. Diantre! (rans off. Arthur purfues. 4
plunge, asif in water, is heard without.)

Re-
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Re-enter Arthur.

Angufia. Heavens! fir, what have you done?

Artbur. Only caft my bait into the fea—Lu-
cifer will always bite at a fcoundrel.

Augufta. Sir, he’ll be drowned.

Arthur. He’s already a pickled dog—don’t be
alarm’d--you’re fafe now from even the fha-
dow of infult. How came you here in this re-
mote place ? fpeak—but no matter—you feem
diftrefs’d, Madam.

Augufia. (afide) Vice thould not humble the
father in the opinion of the fon.

Arthur. Lean upon me, ma’am—holloo ! old
Crufoe, where’s your dame? come madam:
(leads Augufta ins)

Enter LorD TORRENDELs

Lord Tor. Should L'(Eillet bring my Augufta
fafe, hereis no accommodation; I thought I
had fome tenants on this Ifland! they’ve let
the place run ftrangely to ruin. Confufion !
Sir Hans ! . '

Enter Six Hans, Dickens, GEORGE, and Ro-
BIN Hoors. ;

Dick. But ’fquire, why difguife yourfelf; fure
you coud’n’t be a confederate with my Lord’s
pandar, to fteal my daughter’s governefs ?

Sir H, Aye, George, where was the neceflity
of ufing artifice, to run away with Augufta, the
very girl I wanted to give you.

02 George.
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George. Then to explain the myftery—fome
bafe defigns of others, have funk me into a
{chemer of ftratagems. My lord, my name is
Burgefs.—I'm 1o profeffed knight-errand, yet
1 openly avow that I will endeavour henceforth
to protet female innocence from your lordthip’s
dithonourable purpofes. . { Exit.

Sir H, Bravo! He has been drinking hock
with Lord Arthur.—My lord, I'll talk to you.

- [ Exit,

Dick. My lord, to yeu Il talk. [ Exis.

Lord Tor. Then no thelter from open fhame,
but to turn champion myfelf! befides, the ftorm
once blown over, my feeming her protetor
wins her love by gratitude.

Eirter TimoLIN,

Timolin. Oh, my lord, here flies the fweet
creature to you with her charaéter under her
arm.

Lord Tor. Then, that villain L’CEillet, has
made my fon’s fervant a party in this bufinefs.

Enter Lapy TORRENDEL, wverled, and Tromas.

Timolin. So Mils, you wou'dn’t be warn’d by
me, you wou’d run headlong to the devil. And
there he ftands, ready to receive you. (apart o
Lady forrendel)

Lord Tor. What’s your purpofe, you fcoun-
drels, in bringing the lady to this lonely place?

Timolin. Qur purpofe! well; that’s very
high 1— :

Lord Tor. Madam, rely upon my protcc’lhon.

am
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1 am bound by honor to defend you from every
infult.

Lady Tor. Certainly, my lord! every gentle-
man fhould be the protector of—his wife. (dif~ .
covers herfelf.)

- Lord Ter. Lady Torrendel ! ;

Timolin. The Lady heyfelf ! then ’twas to her -
hufband fhe was runaing, oh! here’s a wonder,
and a blunder! [ Exit.

Lady Tor. My Lord, I{ee you are contufed,
yet could-T hope your prefent humiliation pro-
ceeded from  a forrow that promifed repentance,
and confequent reformation, my heart’s feelings
for the man I did love and honor, fhould melt
me to compaffion! (weeps) bur no! take my
refentment ! my deferved, and bitter reproach !
grief cannot reach a breaft {o callous as your’s !
it is only the ftings of a wounded pride, and dif-
appointed purpofe, that now agitates you; re-
fie! return an humble gratitude to heaven for
having made my unexpefted arrival here the
means of fnatching you from the repetition of a
crime the moft hoftile tofociety. A felfifh, tran-
fient gratification, that muft banith for ever an
unhappy female from the paths of honor! thun'd
thro’ life by the beft part of her own lex!—ard
even defpifed by you ! the author of her fthame!
your wrongs to me are nothing, but your me-
ditated tricks and pians, which you call gallan-
tries, reflectonly difgrace on'the digaity of man-
hood ! :

Lord Tor. Lady Torrendel—I confefs I'm al-
together fomewhat thocked, and with—I'm very
unhappy to fee—that is—I’m unhappy at your
fulpeGting——

Lady
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Lady Tor. Oh, you miftake, mylord ! Ihave
no fufpicions ! mine are all certainties—but
even if you confider my throwing the paft into
the thade of oblivion, any indulgence, I fhall in-
fitt upon a few conditions, and the firft—turn
your countenance and prote&ion to your poor
deferted youth! you as a parent, are refponfible
for every violation that your neglet has occa-
fioned him to make on the laws of propriety;
if you refufe, I will be his parent, and hence-
forth regard your poor friendlefs fon, with all
the care and tendernefs of maternal affection.

Enter ARTHUR.

Arthar. Huzza, the joy that laughs on me,
fhall fmile on all around ; fir, I thank you for
your bounty, but

Enter Coacumax.

Coachman. My Lady, I gave Lord Arthur the
money,

Lady Tor. Well, well!

Arthur. How! was that 3oo/. fent me by
you, Madam.

Lord Ter. Did you give countenance and re-
lief, where wives, in geoeral, look with con-
tempt and even hatred ! Madam, can you par-
don?

Lady Tor. My Lord, your condu& renders
you rather an objeét of pity, than refentment—
you have implicitly delivered up your fortune,
vour charaéter, nay more, my Lord, your ho-
nor, to be the fport and property of an infa-

mous
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mous parafite—your confidential favourite, your
Valet, counteracted the re&itude of your in-
tentions, by embezzling the fums he had for
purpofes diGated by duty and nature. Oh:!
why will thofe who poflefs the godlike power of
doing good, delegate a bafe, unworthy agent,
for the kind purpofes of humanity. /

Enter S Hans, Dickins, GEORGE, and Av-
GUSTA.

Sir H.'Here, boy, take Augufta. (advancing).

Arthur.’ (advancing) Thank ye, Sir Hans 1 (zakzs
her band)

Sir H. Thank ye, indeed, for that! George,
will you lofe your wife fo ?

George. I've one ready at hand—father, with
your leave and her own confent.

Enter Fan~y, and TIMOLIN, at the back.

Dick. To be fure, I confent—and we all con-
{ent.

Fanny. Oh! yes! we all confent—my dear
governefs, are you going to be married? It
feems I’'m going to be married. He, he, he!
eh! George?

Sir H. To fee my fon taken before my face,
with an he, he, he! s’blood, fir! let the girl go,
he, he, he, indeed.

Dick. Then I difcover your tricks, Sir, oh,
oh, oh ! indeed !'—Madam, (%0 Auguftz) no mat-
ter what he fays—you are ftill heirefs to your
uncle Woodbine’s fortune. Throw it into my
bank, chufe me your guardien, I'll recover—I'l}
fend Sir Nob a theet of cracklin ramifkin, ftémt

: all
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{]ha!l reach from Chancery-lane, to Wefiminfter-
all.

Auguffa. Well, even fo the property of the
mother fhould devolve to the fon, and to him I
refign it.

Arthur. No! fooner than take it from you,
my generous coufin, Timolin and I will buffet
the world again—and, rather than commit fur-
ther depredations on honeft tradefmen, Pll turn
to any thing, any one thing in life, except a
Poet.  Where are you old Bargatrot Caftle ?

Timolin, ’'m here, your honor, dead or alive
—we’ll jump into our boots, before they’re
bought—away, mafter! I’m your man, thro’
thick and thin, fire and fmoke.

Arthur. 1 could force myfelf to accept this
fortune—that is, with a certain {weet’'ner—Will
you, my Augufta, accompany it?

Augufia. Then, Sir, for paltry gold, you'd
quit your love! oh! fie! )

Sir H. Devil’s in you, child! I was only
joking about the girl over the hock, to make
you marry George,

(drthur kiffes her hand.)

Lord Tor. Why, this is right. Lady Torren-
del, your unexampled liberality will reclaim me
into a hufband and a father.—My boy, were
bleflings mine, you fhould have one from me.

Timolin. Then, as you’re not worth a blefling,
thow’r a bundle of yellow-boys upon us both.

Dick. A good motion, throw them into my
bank.—Eh! is that Monfieur fhaking his ears
like a water dog ? (looking out)

Arthur, My Lord, father, and you moft ador-

ed Auguﬁa, if I am deftined to affluence, here
is
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is my model, (to0 George) who can forego the
comforts of life to beftow its neceflaries on the
indigent!

Str H. Why, my moft magnificent Arthur, I
thought you were to be George’s model, and that
like you he’d have grace enough, to play the de-
vil.

Arthur. So he fhall—we’ll kick Care out of
the window, our abode fhall be the Houfe of
Joy, and the firft card of invitation fhall be, to
the Man of Sorrow.

My faults how great! but as no foft’ring care
Did ever fmile upon misfortune’s heir !

The outcaft oh receive! your pardon give,
And in your favour, let him happy live!

THE END.

VOL. I. 2
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THE

CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA.

2y Gl

SCENE L

A Cavern with winding Stairs, and Receffes cut in
the Rock ; a large Lamp banging in the Center, a
Table, Wine, Fruits, c.—At the bead Down
Cxsar, on each fide Spapo, SANGUINO, RaPI-
NO, and others of the Banditti.

CHORUS.

HERE we fons of freedom dwell
In our friendly, rock-hewn cell;
Pleafure’s dictates we obey,
Natare points us out the way
Ever focial great and free,

Valour guards our liberty.

AIR.—Don Cefar.

Of fevere and partial laws,

Venal judges, Alguazils ;
Dreary dungeons’s iren jaws,

Oar and gibbet---Whips or wheels
Let’s never think
‘Wahile thus we drink
Sweet Mufcadine !
O life divine!

Chorus.  Here we fons of freedom dwell, &e¢.”

Don C,
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Don C. Come, Cavaliers, our carbines are
loaded, our hearts are light, charge your glaf-
fes, Bacchus gives the word, and a volley makes
us immortal as the rofy god.—Fire! (a/l drink)

8pa. Ay, Caprain, this is noble firing, Oh, I
love a volley of grape-thoi—Are we to have any
tky-light in our cave? (loking at Sanguino’s glafs)

Dow C. Oh, no! a brimmer round. Come, a
good booty to us to-night. (a/l drink)

Spa. Booty ! Ilove to rob a tat Prieft.~~Stand,
fays I, and then 1 knock him down.

Sang. My nole bleeds. (locks at bis bandkerchief)
1 wonder what colour is a coward’s blood !

Spa. Don’t you fee it’s red ?

Sang. Hah! call me coward, (rifes in fury)
Sirrah! Captain! Cavaliers ! but this fcar on my
forehead contradiéts the mifcreant.

Spa. Scar oun your forehead! Ay, you will
look behind you when you run away.

Sang. VIl fab the villain—~(draws filletss) 1
will, by heaven.

Don C. Poh, Sanguino ! you know when a jeft
offers, Spado regards neither time, place nor
perfon.

All. (interpofing) Don’t hurt little Spado !

Spa. (biding behind) No, doun’t hurt little
Spado.

Sang. Roun away,! Armies have confefs’d my
valour—the time has been—but no matter ! (fits)

Don C. Come, away with refleCtion on the
paft, or care for the future; the prefent is the
golden moment of pofleflion 3 let us enjoy it.

Ail. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it.

Don C. You know, Cavaliers, when I enter’d
into this noble fraternity, I boafted only of a lit-
tle courage ftharpen’d by neceflity, the refult of

my
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my youthful follies, a father’s feverity, and the
malice of a good natur’d dame,

Spa. Captain, here’s a fpeedy walk-off to old
women.

All. Ha, ha, ha! (drink)

Don €. When you did me the honor to ele@
me your captain, for two conditions 1 ftipulated
~—Tho’ at war with the world abroad, umty and
focial mirth fhould prefide over our little com-
mon-wealth at home. ‘

Spa. Yes, but Sanguino’s for no head—he’ll
have ours a common-wealth of fifts and elbows.

Dor C. The other, unlefs to preferve your
own lives, never to commit a murder.

Spa. 1 murder’d fince that—a bifhop’s coaca-
borfe. )

All. Ha, ha, ha!

Don C. Hand me that red wine.

.

AIR.—Don Cefar.

Flow, thou regal purple ftream,
Tinted by the folar beam,
In my goblet fparkling rife,
Cheer my heart and glad my eyes.
My brain afcend on fancy’s wing,
’Noint me, wine, a jovial king.
While 1 live, I'll lave my clay,
When I’m dead and gone away,
Let my thirfty fubjeéts fay,
A month he reign’d, but that was May.

[ *hunder.
Don C. Hark, how diftin&@ we hear the thun-
der through this vaft body of eirth and rock—
Rapino, is Calvette above upon his poft ?
Rap. Yecs.
Doz C. Spado, ’tis your turn to relicve the
centinel,

Spa.
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Spa. Relieve ! why what’s the matter with him?

Don C. Come, come, no jefting with duty—
’tis your watch.

Spa: Let the wolves watch for me—my duty
is to get fupper ready—(thunder) Go up! Od’s
fire, do you think I am a Salamander? D'ye
hear!

Sang. No fport I fear,

Don C. Then call Calvette, lock down the
trap-door, and get us fome more wine from the
ciftern,

Spa. Wine! Ay, Captain, and this being a
night of peace we'll have a difh of olives.

Sang. No peace! we'll up and fcour the foreft
prefently.  But well thought on, a rich old fel-
low, one Don Scipio has lately come to refide in
the caftle on the fkirts of the foreft—what fay
you to plunder there ?

Dox C. Not to night—I know my time—I
have my reafons—I fhall give command on that
bufinefs. But where’s the firanger we brought
in at our laft excurfion?

Rap. He repofes in yonder recefs.

Spa. Ay, there he lies with a face as innocent
as an angel, thought he fought like feven devils.
(afide) 1f my fellow-rooks wou’d but fly off—I'd
have the pidgeon here within all to myelf.

Calv. (appears at the top of the winding flairs
with a lanthern) Captain !

Sang. Good news, Cavaliers ; here comes Cal-
vette.

Calv. A booty !

Sang. What? where ?

Calv, Soft—but one man!

Sang. Is he alone ?

Calv. Quite.

Spa.
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Spa. One man and alone—that’s odd! ,

Caly. He feems in years, but his habit, (as
well as I could diftinguith,) fpeaks him noble.
(defeends)

Don C. Then he'll fight, My arms!

Spa. Oh, he'll fight.—Get my arms—no, my
legs will do for me. (qfide)

Sang. Come, my carbine—quick !

Don C. To the attack of. one man—paltry!
Only you Calvette, and Spado go, the reft pre~
pare for our general excurfion.

. Spa. Captain, don’t fend me; indeed I'm too
rafh!

Don €. Come, come, leave buffoonery and to
your duty. il

[CALVETTE afcends, the reft go in at feveral
receffes, Spapo, afcends flowly.]

Enter ALPHONSO:

Alph. T find myfelf fomewhat refrefh’d by
fleep—at fuch a time to fall into the hands of
thefe ruffians, how unlucky! I'm pent up here;
my rival Fernando, once my friend, reaches Don
Scipio’s Caftle, weds my charming Victoria, and
1 lofe her for ever; but if I could fecure an in-
terview, love fhould plead my caufe.

ATR.—Alpbonfo.

The hardy failor braves the ocean,
Fearlefs of the roaring wind;

Yet his heart, with foft emotion,
Throbs to leave his love behind.

To dread of foreign foes a ftranger,
Tho’ the youth can dauntlefs roam,
‘Alarming fears paint every danger
Ina rival, left at home.
voL, I. Q Sra-
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Seapo returns down the fairs.

Spa. (afide) Now for fome talk with our pri-
foner here—Stay, are they all out of ear-fhot?
How the poor bird fings in its cage! I know
more of his affairs than he thinks of by overhear-
ing his converfation at the inn at Lorca.

Aiph. How {hall I efcape from thefe rafcals |
Oh, here is one of the gentlemen. Pray, Sir,
may I take the liberty

Spa. No liberty for you here—Yet upon cer-
tain conditions, indeed—give me your hand.

Alph. (afide) Impudent fcoundrel!

Spa. Senor, I with to ferve you, and ferve
you I will; but I muft know the channel before
T make for the coaft, therefore to examine you
with the pious feverity of an holy Inquifitor, in
heaven’s name, who the devil are you?

Alph. A pious adjuration truly! (afide) Sir,
my name is Alphonfo, and I am fon of a bank-
er at Madrid.

Spa. Banker! I thought he fung like a young
gold-finch.

Alph. Perhaps by trufting this fellow I may
.make my efcape-

Spa. Il convince him I know his fecrets, and
then I hold his purfe-ftrings.

Alph. You won’t betray me?

Spa. Honor among thieves.

Alpb. Then you muft know when your gang
attack’d me yefterday evening

Spa. You were polting full gallop to Don Sci-
pio’s caftle on the confines of the foreft here.

Alph. Hey! then perhaps you know my paf--
fion for— : !

Spa-
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Spa. Donna Victoria his daughter.

Alpb. Then you know that the’s contraded—

Spa. To your friend Don Fernando de Zelva,
who is now on his journey to the caftle, and to
the deftruétion of your hopes, weds the lady on
his arrival, 4

- Alph. True, while Iam pent up in this curled

cavern, but how you got my ftory, I—

Spa. No matter! I could let you out of this
curfed cavern.

Alph. And will you?

Spa. Ah, our trap-deor above requires a gold-
en key. .

Alph. Your comrades have not left me a pial-
tre.

Spa. Will you give me an order on your fa-
ther’s bank for fifty pieces, and I'll let you out?

Alpb. You fhall have it.

Spa. A bargain. Il fecure your efcape.

Enter Don Crsar, (bebind).

Don C. How’s this!

Spa. Zounds, the Captain Ramirez ! {(aﬁde)
Aye, you dog, Tl fecure you from an efcape !
Do you think I'd fet you at liberty without the
Captain’s orders? Betray my truft for a bribe!
What the devil do you take me for? (in a feeming
rage) Oh, Captain, I didn’t fee you.

Dor C. What’s the matter ?

Spa. Nothing, only our prifoner here was
miftaken in his man—that’s all. Let you efcape,
indeed ! '

Alph. Here’s a rafcal !

Spa. Rafcal! D’ye hear him? he has been

Q2 abufing
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abufing me this half hour, becanfe I would not
convey him out without your knowledge. Oh,
what offers he did make me! but my integrity
is proof againft Gallions, Efcurials, Peru’s, and
Mexico’s. J
Don C. Begoné inftantly to your comrades.
[Spado afeends.
Senor, no occafion to tamper with my compa-
nions; you fhail owe your liberty to none but
me. Some particulars of your ftory, which I
had from Spado, have engaged me in your inte-
reft—to be free, up in the open air would you
venture—ha, ha, ha !—not afraid of a fprinkle
of rain or a flath of lightning—no, no. Well,
without confulting my brethren here, as foon as
they fally forth, I'll convey you to the cottage
of the vines, belonging to the peafant Philippo,
not far from Don Scipia’s caftle; there you may
reft in fafety to-night, and——

Alpb, Ah, Captain! no reft for me. 3

Dor C. Look ye Senor, I'am a ruffian, per-
haps worfe, but venture to truft me—A pick-
lock may be ufed to get at a treafure—don’c with
to know more of me than I now chufe to tell:
you, but if your miftrefs loves you as well as
you feem to.love her, to-morrow night fhe’s
yours. v .

Aiph. My good friend!

Don C. Now for Philippo—I don’t fyppofe
you with to fee any of our work above, ha,
ha, ha \—Well, well, I was once a lover, but
noW-—-—

AIR.
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- AIR.— Don Czfar.

On by the fpur of valour goaded,
Piftols prim’d and carbines loaded,
Courage ftrikes on hearts of fteel 5
While each fpark
‘Through the dark
Gloom of night,
Lends a clear and cheering light,
Who, a fear or doubt can feel ?

Like ferpents now, through thickets creeping,
‘Then on our prey, like lions, leaping!
Calvette to the onfet lead us,
Let the wand’ring trav’ler dread us!
Struck with terror and amaze,
While our {words with lightning blaze. (ZZunder)
‘Thunder to our carbines roaring, J
Burfting clouds in torrents pouring,
Each a free and roving blade, 4
Ouys a free and roving trade,
To the onfet let’s away,
Valour calls, and we obey. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1II.

A Foreft, (a flormy night).
Enter FERNANDO.

Fer. Pedrillo! (caliing)y What a  dreadful
night, and borrid place to be benighted in | Pe-

drillo 11 fear I've lofl my fervant, but, by the

pace I rode fince I left Ecceija, Don Scipo’s caf-
tle can’t be very fir diftant—this was to have
been my wedding night, if I arrived there—and
as for my charming bride—Yet I cannot regret
Y
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my feparation from Beautics, that I can only
imagine. !

AIR.—Femsza..

Serenely fmooth the moments run,
With him, who from his natal hour,
Has ne’er beheld the fplendid Sun,
Nor fovereign Nature’s genijal power.

But by the bolt of Jove firuck blind,
Thus fhut from every ray of light,
What poignant grief o'ercafts his mind,
Who once hath known the joys of Sight.

But what keeps Pedrillo, Pedrillo! Pedrillo!
(calling)

Ped. (within) Sir!

Fer. Where are you ?

Ped. Quite aftray, Sir.

Fer. This way.

Enter PeDRILLO, ((groping).

Ped. Any body’s way, for I have loft my own
—Do you fee me, Sir?

Fer. No, indeed! (lightning)

Ped. You faw me then, Sir. (¢bunder) Ah, this
muft frighten the mules, they’ll break their bri-
dles ; I tied the poor beafls to a tree.

Fer, Well, we may find ’em in the morning,
if they efcape the banditti which I am told in-
fefls this foreft.

Ped. Banditti! (o fhot withour) Ah! we are
dead men.

Fer. Somebody in trouble!

Ped. No, fomebody’s troubles are over.

Fer, Draw, and follow me.

Ped,
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Ped. Lord, Sir! ha'nt we troubles enough of
our own ?

Fer. Follow ! who can deny affiftance to his
fellow-creature in diftrefs ? (draws) [Exit.

Ped. What fine creatures thefe gentlemen are!
But for me, I am a poor, mean fervant—I{o I’ll
ev’n take my chance with the mules.

AIR.—Pedrillo.

A mafter I have, and I am his man,
Galloping, dreary, dun,
And he’ll get a wife as faft as he can,
With a haily, gaily, gambo raily,
Giggling, niggling, v
Galloping galloway, draggle tail, dreary dun.

1 faddled his fteed {o fine and fo gay,
Galloping, dreary dun,

Y mounted my mule, and we rode away.
With our haily, &c.

‘We canter'd along until it grew dark,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

The nightingale fung inftead of the lark,
With her, &c.

‘We met with a friar, and afk’d him our way,
Galloping, dreary, dun,
By the Lord, fays the friar, you’re both gone aftray,
t With your, &¢.

Qur journey, I fear, will do us no good,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

‘We wander alone, like the babes in the wood,
With our, &c.

My mafter is fighting, and I’ll take a peep,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

But now I think better, I'd better go fleep,
With my, &c. [Exir.

SCENE
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SCENE III:

A thicker part of the foreff. Large iree and fione
crofs near the front.

Enter Spano, runs round tervified, and climbs into
the tree.

Enter Dox Scirio, attacked by Sancuino, Rapr-
~o, and CALVETTE.

Sang. Now, Rapino, lop off his fword-arm.

Don . Forbear! there’s my purfe. (tbrows it
down) :

Sang. Firel

Spa. (peeping from the ireey No, don’t fire.

Sang. 1 am wounded, hew him to pieces! (as
Don Scipio is nearly overpowered)

Enter FErRNaNDO.

Fer. Ha! what murderous ruflians ! (engages the
Banditti who precipitately difperfe feveral ways)

Spa. Holloa! the foreft is furrounded witly
Inquifitors, Alguazils, Corrigidores, Hangmen,
and holy fathers. s

Dor §. Oh, T hav’nt fought fo much thefe
twenty years. '

Spa. Eh, we have loft the field, curfed dark;
tho’ I think I could perceive but one man come
to the relief of our old Don here. - A

Don 8. But where are you, Senor? approach
my brave deliverer. ;

Spa. So here’s a victory and nobody to claim
it! I think I’ll go down and pick up the laurel.
(defeends) Tl take the merit of this exploit, I
may get fomething by it,

Don
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Don 8. 1long to thank, embrace, worfhip this
generous firanger as my guardian angel.

Spa. (afide) I may pafs for this angel in the
dark—Villains, fcoundrels ! robbers, to attack an
honeft gentleman! but I made the dogs fcam-
per! (vapouring)

Don S. Oh, dear! this is my preferver!

Spa. Who’s there? Oh, you are the wor-
thy gentleman I refcued from thefe rafcal ban-
ditti.

Don 8. Noble, valiant firanger—I—

Spa. No thanks, Senor, I have fav’d your life
and a good a&tion rewards itfelf.

Don $. A gallaut fellow faith—Eh, as well as
I could diftinguith in the dark, you look’d much
taller juft now ? (looking clofe at bim)

Spa. When I was fighting ? true, anger raifes
me—I always appear fix foot in a paflion ; be-
fides my hat and plume added to my height.

Don 8. (by accident treading on the purfey Hey,
the rogues have run off without my purfe too.

Spa.” O, ho! (afide}—What, I have favd
your purfe as well as your precious life!
Well, of a poor fellow, I am the luckieft dog in
all Spain.

DenS. Poor! Good friend, accept it asa
{mall token of my gratitude.

Spa. Nay, dear Sir!

Don §. You thall take it.

Spa. Lord, I am f{o anvkward at taking a purfe,

(:agu it)
on §. Hey, if 1 could-find my cane too
I dropt it fomewhere hereabouts when I drew to
defend myfelf. (looking about)
Spa. Zounds ! I fancy here comes the real con-
voL. I, R queror
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queror—no matter—I've got the fpoils of the
field. (afide chinks the purfe and retires)

Don' S. Ah,my amber-headed cane! (il look-
ing about)

Re-enter FERNANDO,

Fer. The villians !

Don §. Ay, you made ’em fly like pigeons,
my little game-cock ! ;

Fer. Oh, I fancy thisis the gentleman that
was attack’d. Not hurt, I hope, Sir,

Don S§. No, I’'m a tough old blade—Oh,
gadfo, well thought on—feel if there’s a ring on
the purfe, it’s a relick of my deceas’d lady, it’s
with fome regret I afk you to return it.

Fer. Return what, Sir?

Don 8. Aring you’ll find on the purfe.

Fer. Ring and putfe! really, Sir, 1 don’t un- *
derftand you.

Don S. Well, well, no matter—A mercenary
fellow ? (afide.)

Fer. The old gentleman has been robb’d, and
is willing that I thould reimburfe his loffes.

(fide)

Don 8. It grows lighter: I think I can dil-
tinguith the path I loft—follow me, my hero, and
—( gaing Juddenly turns and looks fledfaftly at Fer-
nando.) Zounds, Senor, I hope you are not in
a piffion, for I think you look fix foot high
again. - 4

Fer. A ftrange, mad old fellow this! (afide.)

Don §. Thefe rafcals may rally, fo come
along to my caftle, and my daughter Vitoria
fhall welcome the preferver of her father.

. Fer,
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Fer. Your daughter, Vittoria! Then, perhaps,
Sir, you are Don Scipio, my intended father-in.
law ?

Don §. Eh! Why! is it poflible that you can
be my expeted fon, Fernando?

Fer. The fame, Sir, and was on my journey
to your Caftle when benighted in the foreft here.

Don §. Oh, my dear boy! (embraces bim.)
Damn’d mean of him to take my purfe tho'—
(afide.) Ah, Fernando, you were refolv’d to
touch fome of your wife’s fortune before-hand.

Fer. Sir—I—

Don 8. Hufh! You have the money and
keep it : aye, and thering too ; I’'m glad it’s not
gone out of the family—Hey, it grows lighter-—
Come!

Fer. My rafcal Pedrillo is fall’'n afleep {fome-
where. (@ whifle without)

Don S. No, were not {afe here—Come then,
my dear—brave valiant—Curs’d paltry to take
my purfe tho’. (afide.) [ Exeunt.

Spa. (who bad been Iliffening, advances.) So
then our old gentleman is father to Victoria, my
young banker Alphonfo’s miftrefs, and the other
1s Fernando his dreaded rival—this is the firft
time they ever faw each other too. He hasa
fervant too, and his name Pedrillo—a thought
firikes me, if I could by crofs paths but get to
the caftle before ’em, I’d raife a moft delicious
commotion—In troubled waters I throw my
fithing-hook—(##/hiftle witkout,) Excufeme, gen-

¥m engag’d.
[Exit oppofite fide.
R 2 SCENE
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SCENE 1V.

An apartment” in Dox Scipio’s cafle.
Enter VicToR1A and CATALINA.

Cst. Nay, dear madam, do not {ubmit to go
ioto the nunoery. B {0
Vic. But, Catalina, my father defires I fhould
take the veil, and a parent’s voice is the call of
heaven ! .
v Cat. Heav’'n! Well, tho' the fellows fwear
¥Y'm an angel, this world is good enough for me
—Dear Ma’m, I wifh I could but once fee you
in love. A
Vic. Heigh ho! Catilina, I wonder what fort
of gentleman this Don Fernando is, who is con-
tratted to me, and hourly expeéted at the caftle!
Cat. A beautiful man, I warrant—But, Ma’m,
your’e not to have him. Huth! Dame Ifabel,
not content with making your father by flights
andill-ufage, force your brother, poor Don Czfar,
to run about the world in the Lord knows what
wild courfes, but the now has perfuaded the old
gentleman to pafs her daughter on Don Fernanda
for yon—There, yonder the is flaunting, fo be-
jewell’d and be-plum’d—Well, if I was you, they
might take my birth-right—but my hufband—
take my man-—the deuce thould take them firft !
+ Ah, no! if I ever do go to heav’n I'll have a
{mart lad inmy company. Send you to a nun-
nery!
Vic. Was my fond mother alive ! —Catilina, my
father will certainly mariy this Dame Ifabel;
: Tam
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Iam now an alien to his affections, bereft of
every joy and every hore, I fhall quit the world
without a figh.

AIR.—Vidoria.

Ah, folitude, take my diftrefs,
My griefs I'll unbofom to thee,
Each figh thou can’ft gently reprefs,
Thy filence is mufic to me. :

Yet peace from my {onnet may {pring,
For peace let me fly the gay throng,
To foften my forrows I fing
Yet forrow’s the theme of my fong.

LExit Vidoria,

Cast. 1’d quit this caftle as foon as ever Donna
Vidtoria enters a nunnery—Shall I go with her?
No, I was never made for a nun—Aye, 'l back
to the vineyard, and if my {weetheart Philippo,
isas fond as ever, who knows—1 was his queen
of all the girls, tho’ the charming youth was
the guitar, flute, fiddle and hautboy of our
yillage.

AIR.'—CaIz'lf)m.

Like my dear fwain, no youth you’d fee
So blythe, fo gay, {o full of glee,
In all our village who but he
To foot it up fo featly--»
His lute to hear,
From far and near,
Each female came,
Both girland dame,
And all his boon
For every tune,
To kifs them round {o fweetly

While
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While round him in the jocund ring,
We nimbly danc’d, he’d play or fing,
Of may, the youth was chofen king
He caught our ears fo neatly.
Such mufic rare,
In his guitar,
But touch his flute
The crowd was mute,
His only boon
Forevery tune,
To kifs us round {o fveetly. [Exit.

Enter VASQUEZ, introducing Spapo.

Vaf. Tll inform dame Ifabel, Sir—pleafe to
wait a momeant, [Exit Vafquez.

Spa. Sir!—This dame Ifabel is, it feems, a wi-
dow-gentlewoman, whom Don Scipio has: re-
tain’d ever fince the death of his lady, as fupreme
direétrefs over his family, has fuch an afcendancy
here, that fhe has even prevail’d on him, to drive
his own fon out of his houfe, and, ha, ha,-ha! is
now drawing the old Don into a matrimonial
noofe, ha, ha,ha! I am told, rules the roaft here
in the caftle—Yes, yes, fhe’s my mark——Hem!
Now for my ftory, but my {chemeisupifI tell
a fingle truth—Ah, no fear of that.— Oh, this
way the moves—

Enter Dame 1saBeL and VAsQuEz.

If. Don Scipio not return’d! A foolifh old
man, rambling about at this time of night!
Stay, Vafquez, where’s this ftrange, ugly, little
fellow you faid wanted to fpeak with me? \

Vaf. (confufed.) Madam, I did not fay ugly—

Spa. No matter,. young man—Hem !

[Exit Vafguez.
1. Well,
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If. Well, Sir, pray who are you ?'

Spa. (bowing obfequioufly.) Madam, I have the
honour to be confidential fervant and fecretary
to Don Juan, father to Don Fernando de Zelva.

1. Don Fernando! Heav’ns! is he arrived ?
Here, Vafquez, Lopez, Diego! (calling.)

Spa. Hold, madam ; he is not arriv’d ! Molt
fagacious lady, pleafe to lend your attention for a
few moments to an affair of the higheft impor-
tance to Don Scipio’s family. My young mafter
is coming—

1f. Well, Sir!

Spa. Incog.

If. Incog! .

Spa. Madam, you fhall hear—(a4fide) Now for
a lie worth twenty piftoles—The morning before
his departare, Don Fernando calls me into his
clofet, and fhutting the door, Spado, fays he,
you know this obftinate father of mine has en-
gag’d me to marry a lady I have never feen, and
to-morrow, by his order I fet out for Don Scipio
her father’s caftle, for that purpofe; but, fays
he, ftriking his breaft with one hand, twifting
his muftachios with the other, and turning up
his eyes—if, when I fee her, fhe don’t hit my
fancy—I'll not marry her, by the —~—1!! [
fhan’t mention his oath before you, madam.

1f. No, pray don’t, Sir.

Spa. Therefore, fays he, I defign to drefs Pe-
drillo, my arch dog of a valet, in a fuit of my
clothes, and he fhall perfonate me at Don Scipio’s
caftle, while I, in a livery, pafs for him—If I
like the lady, I refume my own character, and
take her hand, if not, the deceit continues, and
Pedrillo weds Donna Viétoria, juft to warn pa\-l

3 renta
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rental tyranny how it dares to clap up marriage
without confulting our inclinations.

. 1If. Here’s a difcovery ! fo then, it’s my poor
child that muft have fall’n into this{nare—(afide.)
Well, good Sir!

Spa.  And, continued he Spado, T appoint
you my trufty fpy in this Don Scipio’s family ;
to cover our defigns, let it be a fecret that you
belong to me, and I fhan’t feem even to know
you—You’ll eafily get a footing in the family,
fays he, by impofing fome lie or other upon a
foolith woman I’m told is in the caftle, Dame
1fabel, 1 think they call her.

If. He fhall find I'm not fo eafily impos'd
upon.

Spa. 1faid fo, madam 3 fays I, a lady of Dame
Iabel’s wifdom muft foon find me out were I to
tell her a lie.

If. Ay, that I fhould, Sir.

Enter Vasquez.

Vaf. Oh, Madam ! my mafter is return’d and

Don Fernando de Zelva with him.
> [Exit Vafquez.

1. Don Fernando! Oh, then, this is the
valet, but I'll give him a welcome with a ven-

eance !
= Spa. Hold, Madam ! Suppofe for alitcle fport,
you feem to humour the deceit, only to fee how
the fellow acls his part, he’ll play the gentleman
very well I warrant; he is an excellent mimic,
for, you muft know, Ma’am, this Pedrillo’s mo-
ther was a Gypfy, his father a Merry Andrew to
a Mountebank, and he himfelf five years Trum-
peter'to a company of Strolling Players, ;

: If. So,
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1f. So,.I was likely to have a hopeful fon-in-
law—Good Sir, we are eternally indebted to you
for this timely notice of the impofition.
¢ Spa. 1have done the common duties of an ho-
neft man—I have been long in the family and
can’t fee my mafter make fuch a fool of himfelf
without endeavouring to prévent any mifchance
in confequence. _

If. Dear 3ir, I befeech you be at home under
this roof, pray befree, and want for nothing the
houfe affords.

Sp. (bows.) Good Madam! I’ll' want for no-
thing I can lay my fingers on. (afide.)

(Exit Spado.)

If. Heaven’s! what an honeft foulit is! what

a lucky difcovery ! Oh, here comes my darling

girl!
Enter LorENzAy (magnificently drefs'd.)

Lor. Oh, cara Madre! See, behold !—Can I
fail of captivating Don Fernando? Don’t 1look
charming? i :

If. Why, Lorénza, I muft fay the toilet has
doneit’s duty, I’m glad to fee you in fuch fpirits,
my dear child !

Lor. Spirits) ever gay, ever fprightly, chear-
ful as alark—but, my dear mother—

/. Mothert Hufh, my love! you forget you
are now to pafs for Donna Victoria, Don Scipio’s
daughter; and for that purpofe, I had - you
brought from Italy—It feems your young Ma-
drid Lover, Alphonfo too, thinks you Victoria,
but you muft forget him, child,

Lor. Yes—but how fhall I forget my Floreace
Lover, my dear Ramirez ? 1love him,” Alphonfo

vor. L s loves
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loves me, and here for the fake of Fortune muft
1 give my hand to this Don Fernando, when there
can’t poflibly be any love on either fide.

If. Irequeft, my dear, you’ll not think of this
Ramirez—ev’n from your own account of him,
he muft be a perfon of moft diffolute principles—
fortunately he knows you only by your name of
Lorenza, [ hope he won’t find you out here. _

Lor. Then,farewell, loving Alphonfo—Adien,
belov’d Ramirez! In obedience to your com-
mands, Madam, I thall accept of this Don Fer-
nando; and as. a hufband, I will love him if I
can——

AIR Lorenza.

Love! gay illufion}

Pleafing delufion,

‘With {fweet intrufion,
Poffefles the mind.

Love with love meeting
Paffion is flecting ;
Vows in repeating

We truft to the wind.,

Faith to faith plighted,

Love may be blighted ;

Hearts often flighted
Will ceafe to be kind.

Enter Vasquez.

Vaf. Madam=—my mafter and Don Fernando.
1f. Has Don Fernando a fervant with him?
Vaf. No Madam.

If. Ch, when he comes, take notice of hin.

Enter
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Enter Dox Screio and FErRNANDO.

Don 8. Oh, my darling dame, and my delicate
daughter, blefs your ftars that you fee poor Scipio
alive again—Behold my fon-in-law and the pre-
ferver of my life——Don Fernando, there’s your
fpoufe, and thisis Donna Ifabella, a lady of vaft
merit, of which my heart is fenfible.

Fer. Madam ! (falutes Ifabella.)
If. What an impudent fellow ! (afide.)

Don §. Dear Fernando, you are as welcome
to this caftle as flattery to a lady, but there the
is—bill and coo—embrace, carrefs her.

(Ferdinand falutes Lorenza.)

Lor. If 1 had never feen Ramirez, I fhould
think the man tollerable enough ! (afide)

Don S. Ha! ha! this fhall be the happy night
—FEh, Dame Ifabel, by our agreement, before
the lark fings I take pofleflion of this noble tenc-
ment.

Fer. Don Scipio, I hop’d to have the honour
of feeing your fon.

Don §. My fon! Who, C=far? Oh, Lord!
He’s—He was a—turn’d out a profligate—Sent
him to Italy—got intobad company~~don’t know
what’s become of him—My dear friend, if you
would not offend me, never mention Cafar
in my hearing. Egad—Eh, my dainty dame, is
not Don Fernando a fine fellow!

1f. Yes, he’s well enough for a trumpeter.

Don §. Trumpeter! (with furprife) what do
you mean by that? Oh, becaufe I found his
praife ; but, Madam, he’s a cavalier of noble
birth, title, fortune, and valour—

/. Don Scipio, a word if you pleafe.

(takes him afide)
s 2 Lor,
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Lor. (to Fernando) Si, Signor, our cafile here
israther a gloomy manfion when compared to
the beautiful Caflino’s on the banks of the Arno,

Fer. Arno! true, Don Scipio faid in his letter,
that his daughter had been educated at Fiorence. |
(afide)

Ler. You have had an unpleafant journey,
Signor. o

Fer. I'have encountered fome difficulties by
the way, it is true, Madam ; but am amply re-
paid by the honour and happinefs I now enjoy.
(borws)

Lor. Sir!—I fwear he’s a polite cavalier. (a/ide
Won’t you pleafe to fit, Sir? I fancy you muft
be fomewhat weary. (they fit)

Donr §. Eh, fure—what this fellow only Don
Fernando’s footman! how! it can’t be! =

I A fact; and prefently you'll fee Don Fer-
mando bimfelf in livery.

Don 8. Look at the impudent fon of a gypfey
~—8Sat himfelf down—By 5t. lago I'll—

If. Hold ! let him play off a few of his airs.

Don Se. A footman! Ay, this accounts for his
behaviour in the foreft—PDon Fernando would
never have accepted my purfe—(taps Fernando on
the fboulder.) Hey, what, you’ve got there!

Fer. Will you pleafe to fit, Sir ? (rifes)

Don 8. Yes, he looks like a trumpeter. (gfide)
You may fit down, friend. (with contempt)

Ter. A ftrangeold gentleman !

Enter VasQuEz.

Vaf. Sir, your fervant Pedrillo, is arrivid.
[ Exit Vajquez.
If. Servant Pedrillo! Ay, this is Fernando
kimfelf. (&, artjoyfully 10 Scipio) »

¥

]

FLer,
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Fer. Oh, then the fellow has found his way at
laft. Don Scipio—Ladies—excufe me a moment,
[ Exit Fernando.
Lor. What a charming fellow !
Don §, What an impudent rafcal !
Ped. (without) s my mafter this way?
Don §. Mafter ! Ay, this is Fernando.

Enter Peprinvro with a Portmanteau.

Ped. Ob, dear! Ive got among the gentle-
folks, I afk pardon,

Jf. How well he does look and a¢t the fervant !

Don. §. Admirable! Yet I perceive the grans
dee under the livery.

1f. Pleafe vofit, Sir. (with great refpel?)

Lor. A hivery fervant fit down by me1

Don §. Pray fit down, Sir. (ceremonionfly.)

Ped. Sit down. (fits) Oh, thefe muft be the
upper fervaunts of the family—her ladyfhip here.
is the houfekeeper, I fuppofe—the young tawdry
tit, lady’s nfaid—(hey, her mifirefs throws off
good clothes) and old Whifkers Don Scipio’s
butler. (afide)

Enter FERNANDO.

Fer. Pedrillo! how! feated ? what meaas this
difrefpect ?

Ped. Sir. (rifes) Old Whifkers the butler there,
afked me to fit down by Senorita, Furbelow
the waiting-maid, here.

Fer. Sirrah!

Ped. Yes, Sir.

Don §. Sir, and firrah! how rarely they act .
their parts. Tll give them an item tho’ that I
pnderitand the plat of their comedy. (afide)

AIR
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AIR.—-QUINTE'ITO.‘
D. Scipie. Senor! (to Pedrillo) 5 H

Your wits muft be keener,
Our prudence to elude,
Your fine plot,

Tho’ {o pat, '
Will do you little good. "

Pedrill. My fiae plot !
I’'m a fot, 3

If I know what
Thefe gentlefolks are at.
Fernando. Paft the perils of the night,
Tempefts, darknefs, rude alarms;
Pheebus rifes clear and bright,
In the luftre of your charms.
Lorenza. O, charming, I declare,
So polite a cavalier!
He underftands the duty,
And homage due to beaaty.

D. Scigio Bravo! O braviflimo!
Lorenza. Caro! O carifimo !

How fweet his honey words,
How robleis his mien!
D. Scipie.  Fine feathers make fine birds,
The footman’s to be feen.
But both deferve a bafting !

Pegrillo. Since morning I've been fafting.
D. Scipio. Yet I could Jaugh for anger. -
Pedrills. Oh, I could cry for hunger.

D. Scipio. 1 could laugh.

Pedrills I could cry.

D. Scipio. I could quaff,

Pedrilly. So could I. !

D. Scipio, Ha, ha, ha! I'min 2 fit.
Pedrillo. Oh, I could pick a little bit.

D. Scipio. Ha, ha, ha!

Pedrills. Oh, oh, ah!

Lerenza. A very pleafant party !
Fernando, A whimfical receptioa!

D Scipio. A whimfical deception!

But mafter and man accept 2 welcome hearty.

Fernands. ) Acceptour thanks fincere, for fuch a welcome
Dedrille hearty. i i

Exp o5 Act I
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blivban g OO IR

SCENE 1.

An Apartment in the Cafile.
Enter Dox Cxsar (with precaution.)

Dox C=sar.

THUS far I've got into the Caftle unperceived
—I’'m certain Sanguino means the old gentle-
man 2 mifchief, which pature bids me endea-
vour to prevent. I faw the rafcal {flip in at the
poftern below; but where can he have got to !
(A fliding pannel opens in the wainfeot, Enter thro’
it Sancuino.) Yes, yonder he iffues like a rat
or a {pider.—How now, Sanguino!

Sang. Captain Ramirez !

DonC. On enterprize without my know-
ledge ! What’s your bufinefs here ?

Sang. Revenge! Look—( fbews. a ﬁ:l/eﬂo) if
I meet Don Scxpxo—

Don
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Don C. 1 command you to quit your puf-

ofe.

Sang. What, no fatisfattion for my wound
Iaft night, and lofe my booty too!

Don C. Your wound was chance—Put up—
We thall have noble boety here, and that’s our
bufinefs—But you feem to know your ground
here, Sanguino?

Sang. 1 was formerly Mafler of the Horfe to
Count D’Olivi the laft refident, fo am well ac~
quainted with the galleries, lobbies, windings,
turnings, and every fecret lurking place in the
cafile.

Don C. Ha, ba, ha! Well, I have hope o’er
our booty here, we can afford to laugh at paft
dangers.

AIR.—Don Cefat.

As homeward from the neighb’ring fair,
His grain well fold, difpell’d his care,
With jocound hafte the thrifey fwain
"Trips o’er the mead and fkims the plain,
. He flops! He views--.Oh, dire amaze | °
His ftock, his cottageall a blaze't

But haft’ning on he looks around,

The heatW’s on fire---to clear his ground,
His jovial friends to meet him come,

‘To chaunt the cheerful welcome home ;
With heart-felt joy the found he hears,
And laughs away his former fears.

I mift Spado at the mufter this morning—did
he quit the cave with you ?
Spa. (witheut) As fure as I'm alive it’s fadt,
Sir,—
]’)zm C. Isn’t that his voice ? .
Sang.



THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, 137

Sang. Impofiible !
Don C. Huth! (they retire.)

Enter Don Scirio and Srapo,

Don§. Yes, I've heard of fuch places; but
you fay you’ve been in the cave where thefe
ruffian banditti live ?

Spa. Moft certainly, fir; for after having
robb’d me of five hundred doubloons, the wick-
ed rogues barbaroufly ftripp’d, tied me neckand
heels, threw me acrofs a2 mule like a fack
of corn, and led me blindfold to their infernal
cavern,

Don . Poor fellow !

Spa. There, Sir, in this fkulking hole the
villains live in all manner of debauchery, and °
dart out npon the innocent traveller like beafts
of prey.

Don S. Oh, thetygers! juft fo they faftened
upon me laft night, but your fellow fervant
Pedrillo, our ftham Fernando, made ’em run
like hares; I gave him my purfe for his
trouble tho.

Spa. And he took it ! what a mean fellow !
—~you ought not to have ventured out un-
arm’d—TI always take a blunderbufs when I go
upon the road—the rafcal banditti arec moft pi-
tiful cowards.

Don §. What a glorions thing to deliver thefe
reprobates into the hands of juftice.

Spa. Ab, Sir, ’twould be a bleffed affair—
Oh, I’'d hang ’em up like mad dogs !

Don §. Well, you fay you know the cave?

Spa. Yes, yes, Ilipp’d the handkerchief from
my eyes and took a peep, made particular ob-

YOL, I, T ferva-
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fervations of the fpot; fo get a firong guard,
gnd I'll lead you to the very trap door of their
en.

Don §. then we’ll furprize them, and yowll
have the prayers of the whole country, my ho-
neft friend.

Spa. Heav’'n knows, Sir, I have no mo-
tives for this difcovery but the publick good, fo
1 expelt the country will order me a hundred
piftoles as a reward for my ‘honefty.

Dor C. Here’s apretty dog! (apart.)

Sang. Ay, ay, he han’t long to live.

_ (apart.)

Don §. An hundred piftoles! P

Spa. Sir, have an eye upon their Captain as
they call him, he’s the moft abandon’d, impu-
dent, profligate—(fuddenly turning fees Don Czfar,
who fhews a pifiol.) Captain did 1 fay. (terrified.)
Oh, no; the Captain’s a very worthy good na-
tur’d fellow—I meant a fcoundrel, who thinks
he ought to be Captain, one Sanguino, the
moft daring, wicked and bloody villain that—
(turning the other way perceives Sanguino with a
21tl.) but indeed, I found Sanguino an honeft
good natured fellow too—(with increafed terror)

Dor 8. Hey, a bloody, wicked, honeft, good-
natur’d fellow! what is all this ?

Spa. Yes; then, Sir, 1 thought, I faw thefe
two gentlemen, and at that inftant, I thoughs
they looked fo terrible, that with the fright, I
awoke. '

Don S. Awoke! what then, is all this but 2
dream you have been telling me ?

Spa. Ay, fir, and the moft frightful dream I
ever had in my Iife. DPmat this inftant fright’n-
cd out of my wits.

Don
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Don §. Youdo look frighten’d indeed———poor
man! I thought this cave was— i

Spa. Don’t mention the cave or I faint—
heigho !

Enter VASQUEZS

Vaf. Dame Ifabel would fpeak with you,
fir.
Doz §. I’ll wait on her.

Spa. Yes I'll wait on her. (going baftily.)

Don S. You! fhe don’t want you. -

Spa. Dear Sir, fhe can’tdo without me at this
time. [ Exit Don Scipio.
I come. (going.)

Den C. No you ftay.—(pulls bim back.)

Spa. Ah, my dear Captain. (affecting furprize
and joy.) What, and my little Sanguino too!
‘Who could of thought of your finding me out
here!

DonC. Yes; you are found out.

Spa. Such difcoveries as I have made in the
caftle l— :

Don C. You're to make difcoveries in the foreft
too.

Sang. Our cave!

Spa. Oh, you overheard that ! Didn’t I hum
the old fellow finely ¢ Ha, ha, ha !

Sang. And for your reward, traitor, take this
to your heart. [Offers to ftab bim.

Den. C. Hold, Sanguino

Spa. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ftay ! What the
devil—So here, I can’t run a jeft upon a filly. old
man, but I muft be run thro’ with a ftiletto !

‘ Don
T2
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Don. C. Come, Spado, confefs what really
brought you here.

Spa. Bufinefs, my dear Sir, bufinefs, all in
our own way too, for Idefign’d to let every man
- of you into the caftle this very night, when all
the family are in bed, and plunder’s the word—
Oh, fuch a delicious booty ! pyramids of plate,
bags of gold, and little chefts of diamonds !

Sang. Indeed!

Spa. Sanguino, look at that clofet.

Sang. Well !

Spa. A glorious prize !

Sang. Indeed !

Spa. Six chefls of mafly.plate! Look, only
look into the clofet ; wait here a moment, and
I'll fetch a mafter-key that fhall open every one
of them.

Don C. Hey! Let’s feethofe chefls.

" Sang. Mafly plate! Quick, quick, the mafter
ey.
%‘pa. Pll fetch it.
Sang. Do, but make hafte, Spado.
Spa. 1 will, my dear boy.
[ Exit Sanguino into the clofet.
My good—honeft—Oh, you two thieves! (afide.)
. [Exit Spado.

Don'C.. Yes, I'll avail myfelf of the power;my
influence over our Banditti has put into my
hands ; this night fhall give me pofleflion of the
caftle ; Pll fee if terror can’t reftore that right of
which injuftice ‘has deprived me—perform my
promife to Alphonfo, quit my honeft compani-
ons—carty my {poil to Florence, and with my
fond little Lorenza enjoy the delights of love and
competence.

] Re-enter
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Re-enter SANGUINO:

Sang. A waluable booty, I dare fay, Cap-
tain.

Don C. (Looking in.) Ay, to judge by the
form of the chefts they do feem full of clumf{y old
plate.

Sang. If we can but convey it off.

Don §. Yes, but I infift, Sanguino, no more
of the poniard.

Sang. 1t’s theath’d—Enough—But, Captain;
if this little rafcal, Spado, fhould turn informer
and difcover us,

Don S. (without) T'll be with you prefently,
Dame.: .

DonC. Away, a way, to your lurking
Place.

Sang. Yes, yes, thofe pregnant chefts muft be
delivered.

[they bafiily retire into pannel.
Enter Dox Scip1o.

DonS. Now, Spado, I—hey, where is my
little dreamer 2 but why is this door open; this
clofet contains many valuables—Why will. they
leaveit open ? Let’s fee—(goes into the clofer.)

Enter Seapo (with a portmantean.)

Spa. (as entering.) 1 have no key—How-
ever I have fto’n Don Fernando’s portman-
teau as a peace offering for thefe two raf-
cals! (Jays it on table.) Are you there! What
a pity the coming of my fellow-rogues!
1 fhould have had the whole caftle to nf])iE

e
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{elf —Oh, what a charming feat of work for
a man of my induftry— (/peaking at clofer door.)
You find the chefts' there—You may convey
them out at night, and as for cutting Don Sci~
pio’s throat—that I leave to—

Enter Don Scirio,

Dor'S. Cut my threat !—What are you at
your dreams again?

Spa. (afide) Oh, zounds!—Yes Sir, asI was
telling you.- :

Dan$. Ofalittle fellow you have the worft
«dreams I ever heard.

Spa. Shocking Sir—then I thought—

Don S. Hold, hold, let me hear.no more of
your curft dreams.

Spa. I’ve got off, thanks to his credulity.

, [afide.
DonS. What portmanteaun’s that ?
Spa. P'm onagain! (afide.)

Don S. Fernando's I think.

Spa. (effecting furprife) What, my mafter’s—
foit is.—But I-wonder who could have brought
it here.—Ay, ay, my fellow fervant Pedrillo is
now too grand tomind his bufinefs;—And my
mafter I find, tho’ he has taken the habit fcorns
the office of a fervant—So I muft look after the
things myfelf.

Dor S. Ay, ay, take care of them.

Spa. Yes, Sir, P’ll take care of them !

Don §. Ha, ha, ha! what a firange whim-
fical fellow this mafter of yours! with his plots
and difguifes.—Think to impofeupon me too.—
But I think P'm far from a fool.

‘ Spa.
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: Spa. (looking archly at bim.) That’s more than
Tam.

Don S. So he pretends not to know you, tho’
he has fent you here asaipy to fee what you
can pick up?

Spa. Yes, Sir, I camehere to fee what I can
pick up. (zakes up the portmantean.)

Don §. What an honeft fervant! hehas an eye
to every thing. [ Exit Don Scipio.

Spa. But before I turn honeft, I. muflt get
fomewhat to keep me fo,

AIR—Spado.

In the forefthere hard by,
A bold robber late wasl,
Sword and blunderbufs in hand,
‘When I bid a ¢rav’ller ftand :
Zounds deliver up your cafli,
Or ftrait P’l} pop and flath,
All among the leaves fo green-o,
Damme, fir,-
If you ftir, _
Sluice your veins,
Blow your, brains,
Hey down,
Hodown,
Derry, -derry down,
All amongft the leaves fo green-o.

1I

Soon I'll qnit the roving trade,
When a gentleman Pm made ;
Then fo fpruce and debonnaire,
’Gad, I’ll courta lady fair ;
How I'll prattle, tattle, chat,
~ How DIl kifs her, and all that,
All amongit the leaves fo green-o!
How d’ye do ?
How are you ?
; Why
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Why fo coy ?
Let us toy,
Hey down,
Hodown,
Derry, derry down,-
All among#t the leaves fo green-o.

III

But ere old, and grey my pate,
T’ll fcrape up a fnug eftate ;
With my, nimblenefs of thumbs,
P11 foon butter all my crumbs.
When I’m juftice of the peace,
Then I’ll mafter many a leafe,
All amongft the leaves fo green-o,
Wig profound,
Belly round,
Sit at eafe,
Snack the fees,
Hey down,
Ho down,
Derry, derry down,
All amongft the leaves fo green-q. (Exite

SCENE II,

A Saloon,
Enter FERNANDO,

Fer. A wild fcheme of my father’s to think of
an alliance with this mad family ;~—yes, Don
Scipio’s brain is certainly touch’d beyond cure,
hisdaughter, my cara fpofa of Italy don’t fuit
my idea of what a wife fhould be—no, the love-
ly novice, this poor relation of Dame Ifabel has
caught my heart. I’'m told te.morrow fhe’s to

be
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$e immur'din a convent; what if I atk Dame
Ifabel, if—but fhe, and indeed Don Scipio carry
themfelves very ftrangely towards me—I can’t
Jdmagine what's become of my rafcal Pedrillo.

Enter PEDRILLO, in an elegant morning gown, cap
and flippers.

Ped. Strange, the refpe@ I meet with in this fa<
mily: I hope we don’t take horfe after my maf-
ter’s wedding: I fhou’d like to marry here my-
{elf—before I unrobe I'll attack one of the maids!
—Faith a very modifh drefs to go courting in—
shide my livery and I am quite gallant.

Fer. Oh, here's a gentleman I haven’t feen yet.

Ped, Tol de rol

Fer. Pray, Sir, may I—Pedrillo! (furprifed)
where have you—hey ! what, ha, ha, ha! what’s
the matter with you!

Ped. Matter !—Why Sir, I dor’t know how
it was, but fome how or other laft night, I hap-
pen’d to fit down to a fupper of only twelve co-
vers, crack’d two bottles of choice wine, flept in
an embroider’d bed, where I funk in down, and
lay *till this morning like a diamond in cotton.
—So, indeed, Sir, I don’t know what’s the mat-~
ter with me. :

Fer. 1 can’t imagine how, or what it all
means.

Ped. Why, Sir, Don Scipio, being a gentle-
man of difcernment, perceives my worth, and
values it. _

Fer. Then Sir, if you are a gentleman of fuch
prodigious merit, be fo obliging, with fubmiflion
to your cap and gown, to—pull off my boots.
(Pedrillo ftoops)

VOL. L. ) Enter
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Enter Vasquez.

Vaf. Sir, the ladies wait breakfalt for youy
(to Pedrillo, who rifes baftily.)

Fere My refpects, 1 attend “em.

Vaf. You! 1 mean his honour here.

Ped. Oh, you mean my honour here.

\Fer. Well; but perhaps my good  friend, I
aay chufe a difh of chocolate as well as his hcr-
nour here,

Vaf. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha! ('w:tb a _/'necr)

Ped. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha!

Fer. Pll teach you to laugh, Sirrah ! (frrikes
Pedrillo) :

Ped. Teach me to laugh ! you may be a good
mafter, but you’vé'a very bad method—hey for
chocolate and! the ladies. .

[Exezmt Pedrillo and Vafguez:

Fer. Dan'Scipic fhall render me an account
for this treatment, bear his contempt, and be-
come the butt for the jefts of his infolent fer-
vants! As [ don’t like his daughter, I have now
a fair excufe; and indeed a jull caule to break
my contrack, and quit his caftle; but then, I
leave behind the mittrefs of my fou].——-Suppofe I
make her a tender of my heart—but that might
bffend, asfhe muftknow my hand is engaged to
another.—When I look’d, fhe turn d her lovely
eyes averted—doom’d tora nunnery !

AIR.—Fer;mzzdo. .

My fair one like the bluthing rofe, ¥
Can fweets to every {enfe difclofe:

Thofe fweets 1’d gather, but her fcorn
Then wounds me like the fharpeft thorn. .
A y . 0
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With fighs each grace and charm I fee
Thus doom’d to wither oh the tree,

>Till age fhall chide the thonghtlefs maid,
When all thofe blooming beauties fade.

Hey, who comes here? oh the fmart little Sou-
- brette who feems fo much attach’d to the beauti-
ful novice—No harm to {peak with her—

Enter CATALINAY

So my pretty primrofe !
.. Cat. How dojyou do, Mr.—(pert and famis
liar) 1 don’t know your name.

Fer. Not know my name! You muft know
who I am tho’, and my bufinefs here, child ?

Cat. Lord, man, what fignifies your going
about to fift me when the whole family knows
you’re Don Fernando’s footman.

Fer. Am I faith? Ha, ha, ha! I’ll humor this
—(afide) Well, then, my dear, you know that [
am only Don Fernando’s footman?

Cat. Yes, yes, we know that, notwithftanding

our fine clothes. )

Fer. But where’s my mafter ?

Cat. Don Fernando ! he’s parading the gallery
yonder in his tham livery and morning-gown.

Fer. Oh, this accounts for twclve covers at
{upper, and the embroider’d bed; but who could
have fet fuch a jelt a going? I'll carry it on tho’
—(afide) So then after all T am known here ?

Cat. Ay, and if all the impofors in the caftle
were as well known, we thou’d have no wedding
to-morrow night. : :

Fer. Something elfe will out—I'll feem to be
in the fecret, and perhaps may come at it—

a2 o (afide)
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(afide) Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is- much
worfe than ours:

Cat. That! what then you know that this Ita.
lian lady is not Don Scipio’s daughter, bug
Dame [fabel’s, and her true name Lorenza?

Fer. Here’s a difcovery! (afide) Oh yes, ¥
know that.

Cat. You do! Perhaps you know too, that
the young lady you faw me fpeak with juft now
is the real Donna Victoria?

Fer. 1Is it poflible! Here’s a piece of villainy !
(2fide) Charming! let me kifs you, my dear
girl. (kiffes ber) ;

Cat. Lord, he’s a delightful man! (afide)

Fer. My little angel, a thoufand thanks for this
precious difcovery.

Cat. Difcovery !—Well if you did not know
it before, hang your aflurance, I fay—but
muft about my bufinefs, can’t play the lady as
you play’d the gentleman, I’ve fomething ello
to do; fo I defire you won’t keep kifling me herg
all day.

AIR.—Catalina,

I have a lover of my own,
So kind and true is he

As true, I love but him alone,
‘And he loves none but me.

I boaft not of his velyet down,
On cheeks of rofy hue,

His fpicy breath, his ringlets brown §
I prize the heart that’s true,

So to all elfe I muft fay nay;
They only fret and teaze :

Dear youth, ’tis you alone that may
Come court me when you pleafe,

Iplay'd



THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, 145

I play’d my love a thoufand tricks,
In feeming coy and fhy;

?Twas enly, ’ere my heart I'd fix,
I thought his love to try.

So to all elfe, &c, [Exit,

Fer. Why what a villain is this Don Scipio!
ungrateful to—but I {corn to think of the fer-
vices I render’d him laft night in the foreft, a
falfe friend to my father, an nnnatural parent to
his amiable daughter! Here my charmer comes,

[Retires,

Enter VicTor1a,.

Vie. Yes Catalina muft be miftaken, it is im-
poflible he can be the fervant, no, no; that dig-
nity of deportment and native elegance of man-
ner can never be afflum’d, yonder he walks, and
my fluttering heart tells me, this is realiy the
amiable Fernando, that I muft refign to Dame
Ifabel’s daughter.—

Fer. Stay, lovely Victoria!

Vie. Did you call me, Sir! Heav’ns what have
1 faid! (confufed) Imean, Senor, wou'd you with
to fpeak with Donna Viétoria ? I'll inform her,
Sir. (going)

Fer, Oh, I cou’d fpeak to her for ever, for
ever gaze upon her charms, thus transfix’d with
wonder and delight,

Vic. Pray, Senor, {uffer me to withdraw.

Fer. For worlds I wou’d not offend; but
‘think not lady, ’tis the knowledge of your qua-
fity that attracts my admiration,

Vic, Nay, SenQr——

Fer;
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Fer. 1 know you to be Don Scipio’s daughs
ter, the innocent victim of injuftice and oppref-
fion, thereforé I acknowledge to you, and you
alone, that whatevet you may have heard to the
contrary, I really am Fernando de Zelva.

Vie. Senor, how you became acquainted -with
the fecret of my birth I know not ; but from an
acquaintance fo recent, your compliment I re<
ceive as a mode of polite gallantry without a
purpofe.

Fer. What your modefty regards as cold com-
pliments, are {entiments, warm with the deareft
purpofe ; I came hither to ratify a contract with
Don Scipio’s daughter! you are his daughter,
the beautiful Vitoria, deftin’d for the happy
Fernando.—Concurreat to a parent’s will, my
hand is your’s already. And thus on my knees
et me make an humble tender of my heart.

Vic. Pray, rife, Senor !——My father perhaps
even to himfelf cannot juflify his conduét to me;
—But to cenfure that, or to pervert his inten
tions, wou’d in me be a breach of filial duty.

AIR.—Vigoria.

By woes thus furrounded, how vain the gay fmile
Of the little blind archer, thofe Woes to beguile !
Tho’ tkilful, he miffes, his aim it is croft,

His quiver exhaufted, his arrows are loft.

Your love, tho’fincere, on the ebje& you lofe,
(4fide) How fweet is the paflion! Ah, muft I refufe
If filial affe@ion that paffion fhould fway,

‘Then love’s gentle diétates I cannot obey.

Fer. And do you, can you wifh me to elpoufe
Signora Lorenza, Ifabella’s daughter 2—Say you
do not, do but fatisfy me fo far.

- Vie,
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Vic. Senor, do not defpife me if I own, that
before I faw in you the hufband of Don Scipio’s
daughter, I did not once regret that I had loft
that title. A :

Fer. A thoufand thanks for this genérous, this
amiable condefcenfion,—~Oh, my Vi&oria! If
fortune but favours my defign, you fhall yet
triumph over the malice of your enemies.

Vie. Yonder is Dame Ifabel, if fhe fees you
fpeaking to me, fhe’ll be early to fruftrate what-
ever you may purpofc for my advantage. Se-
nor farewell !

Ler, My life, my love adieu! .

S - [Exut Vittoria

DUET.—Viforia and Fernandos

~1dalian queen, to thee we pray, b
Record each tender vow;
As night gives place to chearful day,
Let hopes of future blifs allay,
The pangs we fuffer now.

Fer. This is fortunate; the whole family ex-
cept Victoria, are firmly poffeft with the idea
that I am but the fervant.—Well, fince they will
have me an impoftor,, they fhall find me one;
In heav'n’s name, let them continue in theic
miftake, and beftow their mock Viétoria upon
my tham Fernando. 1 fhall have a pleafant and
juft revenge for their perfidy ; and perhaps ob-
tain Don Scipio’s real, lovely daughter, the fum
of my withes.—Here comes Don Scipio—now to
begin my operations.

Enter
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Enter Don Scrrro.

DonS. Ay here’s the impudent Valet.

Fer. (as wifbing Don Scipio to overkear bim) I’'m
quite weary of playing the gentleman, I long to
get into my livery again, ,

Don S. Get into his livery ! (afide)

Fer. Thefe cloaths fall to my fhare however 3
my mafter will never wear ’em after me.

Don . His mafter! ay, ay ! (afide)

Fer. I wifh he’d own himfelf, for I'm certain
Don Scipio fufpets who I am.

Don 8. Sufpect! I know who you are, (ad-
vancing) So get into your livery again as faft as
you can.

Fer. Ha, my dear friend, Don Scipio, I
was

-Don §. Friend! you impudent rafcal ! VIl break
your head if you make fo free with me. None
of your fwaggering, Sirrah.—How the fellow
adts, ’twasn’t for nothing he was among the
ftrolling players, but harkee, my lad, be quiet,
for you’re blown here without the help of your
trumpct.

Fer. Lord your honor, how came you to know
that I am Pedrillo?

Doz §. Why I was told of it by your fellow—
hold, I muft not betray my little dreamer tho’

(afide )Nomatter who told me;—I—but here
comes your mafter.

Fer. Pedrillo! The fellow will fpoil all; I with
I had given him his leflon before I began with
Don Scipio. (gfide)

Don S. T hope he'll now ha’ done with his
gambols.

Fer,
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Fer. Sir, my mafter is fuch an obflinate gen-
tleman, as fure as you Itand here, he’ll fill deny
himfelf to be Don Fernandd.

Don §. Will he? then P11 write his Father an
account of his vagaries.

Enter PeprILLOY

Ped. Mafter! fhall I fhave you this morning ?

Dion §. Shave! Oh, my dear Sir, time to give
over your tricks and fancies.

Ped. (furprifed) My tricks and fancies!

Fer. Yes Sir, you are found out.

Ped. 1 am found out!

Don §. So you may as well confefs.

Ped. What the devil fhall I confefs.

Don §. He ftill perfifts! Harkee, young gen-
tleman, I'll fend your father an account of your
pranks, and he’li trim your jacket for you.

Ped. Nay, Sir, for the matter o’ that, my fa-
ther ‘could trim your jacket for you.

Don §. Trim my jacket, young gentleman !

Ped. Why, he’s the befl taylor in Cordova!l

Don 8. His father a taylor in Cordova !

Fér. Ay, he'll ruin all—(qfide) Let me fpeak
t0 him.—Tell Don Scipio you are the mafter.
(apart to Pedrillo)

Ped. 1 will, Sir~Don Scipio you are the
‘mafter. :

Dor S. What!

Fer. Stupid dogl—(epart to Pedrille) Say you
are Fernando, and I am Pedrillo.

Ped. 1 will—Sir, you are Fernando, and 1 am
Pedrillo.

Fer. Dull rogue! (sfide) 1told you, Sir, he/d
peifitt in it! (apart to Don Scipio) /

YOL, I, X Don
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Don. S. Yes, Ifecit; butl tell yon what Don
Fernando— Bz

Lorenza fings without,

My daughter! don’t let your miftrefs fee yon
any more in this curfed livery. Look the
gentleman, hold up your head—egad, Pedrillo’s
acting was better than your natural manner.

Fer, Ah, Sir, if you were to fee my mafier
drefs’"d—the livery makes fuch an alteration !

Don S. True! curfe the livery. ‘

Ped. 1t’s bad enough; but my mafter gives
new liveries on his marriage.

Fer, Aninfenfible fcoundrel! (a/de)

Enter Lorenzal

Lor. Oh, Caro Signor, every body fays that
you are (to Fernands) not Don Fernando.

Don 8. Every body’s right, for here he ftands
like a young taylor of Cordova. (¢o Pedriilo)

Lor. Oh, what? then thisis Pedrillo?

‘ (t0 Fernando)

Fer, Atyour fervice, Ma'm. (bowing)

Pcd, That Pedrillo! then, whoam 1?

Fer. Here rogue, this purfe is yours—fay you
are Don Fernando. (apart 10 Pedrills)

Ped. Oh,. Sir—now I underftand you. Trae,
Don Scipio, I'am—all that hefays.

Don §. Hey ! Now that’s right and fenfible,
and like yourfelf, but I'll go buftle about our
bufinefs—for, ~we’ll have ‘all ‘our love affairs
fettled this evening. .

{ Exeunt Don Scipio'and Fernando.

Lsr. So, then, you're to be my huiband, ha,

3 ha,
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ha, ha! Well, who is to have me, or whoam 1
to have at laft ? This? (Jooking at Pedrills) ha,
ha, ha! Why this is ftill worfe and worfe—ecvery
degree of lover farther remov’d from the per-
fections of my Ramirez,

Ped. Ma'm—wou’d you be fo obliging as—to
be fo kind as—to tell a body what you intend to
get talking about now in this here cafe ?

Lor. Ah, Lord! Ha, ha, ha! Why, Signor,
I was refleéting what a lucky thing it1s for fome
people that they are born to a great fortune,
(fneeringly)

Ped. Eh? (logks grave) Ha, ha, ha! Ma’am,
I'm fo puzzld here—that-~—my brain turns about
like a te-to-tum, and 1 don’t know which is
coming vp, A for all or P. for put down.

Zor. Ha, ha, ha! Will you love me, pray?

Ped. Ehl

Lor. Well, if potIcan be as cold as you are
indiferent, '

AIR.—Lorenza.

If 1 my heart furrender
Be ever fond and tender,
And fweet connubial joys fhall crown
Each {oft yofy hour,
In puredelight each heart fhall own
Love’s triumphant pow’s.
See brilliant beiles admiring, -
See fplendid beaux defiring,
All for a [mile expiring,
‘Wheree’sr Lorenza moves.
To balls and routs re{orting
Oh blifs fupreme, tranfporting
Yet ogling, flirting, courting,
>Tis yon alone thatloves.
If X my heart furrender, &c. -
[ Exeunt

SCENE
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SCENE IIL. ;
A4 Vineyard and Cottage, ‘
Eyter ALPHONSG, (with a Ictter.)

Alpb. How cruel is my fituation! Though
Captain Ramirez has fet me at liberty, to what
purpofe, while my heart is ViQtoria’s prifoner!
This generous Ramirez, means well, I ‘believe ;
but to enter into any league with a man of his
defcription—Can fhe love this Fernando? With
all my ardour of paffion, to me the was cold
and infenfible ?——Her marriage with Fernando
is' determined on ; but, if poffible, I'll prevent
it—Yes, Philippo, the youth of thecottage here
thall bear him this challenge. '

Enter PuiLieeo from the Cottage, (with a Fruit-.
; : bafket.)

Pbhil. Are youy here, Sir! Lord, Senor, why
would not you eat fome dinner with us?

Alph. Ah, Ehilippo! were you in love, you’d
have'little appetife. ©

Pbil. Why, 1 like 3 pretty little girl—ha, ha,
hal—Catalina above at the caftle, and next
Martlemas I intend to fall in love with her, for
then we fhall certainly be married —may be—Do
ftep in, Sir, and eat a bit.

Alph. No, no.

Pbil. As nice an Ollo Podrida—

Alph. But where now, Philippo? Going to
fe!l your grapes 2

Pbil. Sell! Oh, no,-Sir; 1 am going to make
- : S -7 " aprefent
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aprefent of the earlielt and fineft clufters to Don
Scipio up at the caltle, :

Alph. Why, you'rg vaftly generous.

Phil. Oh, yes, Sir; I like to make a prefent to
gentlefolks,becaufe they always give me twice the
value of ’em ; and then my Catalina gives me a
kifs—her lips, fweet, foft, and pouting as this
plump Mufcadel.

4

AIR.—Pnirirzo,

In autumn ev’ry frujt I fee,
Brings Catilina to my mind ;

I carve her name ow ey’ry tree,
And fing love-fonnets in the rind.

Her forehead as the ne&rine fleck,
And brown as hazle-nut her hair is;
The downy peach, her bluthing cheek,
Her pouting lips-~-two May-Duke cherrics,

The birds by faireft fruits allur’d,
And I'm fweet Catilina’s bird ;

Ipeck, hop, flutter on my fpray,
And chirp and carrol all the day.

Alph. Well, Philippo, youll find one Don
Fernando at the caftle and— §

Pbhil, Oh, ay, the great grandec that’s to
marry Donna Viétoria. \ 3

Alpb. Diftra@ion ] (afide) Give him this lct-
ter from me.

Phil. Yes, Sir, what is’t about ?

Alph. Ah,—its only—an—invitation to Don
Fernando and his intended bride to an entertain-
ment [ defign to give to a few felet friends at
my villa.

" Pbil, Toafeaft, ha, ha!
Aiph,
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Aiph. But ftop! Pray, Philippo, do you know
who this Captain Ramirez is?

Pbhil. Don’t even know where he lives—fome~
times he rides, fometimes he walks,~—fometimes
he runs here—travels about—Mayhap 2 hunting
in the foreft—often takes a bed at our cottage,
and he pays fo handfome that he’s always wel-
come. : : :
Alph. Ha, ha, ha! Philippo, you’re the moft
generous—difinterefted lad ! (gives money)

Phil. So 1 am, Sir, (locking at it) Good bye!

Alph. You'll deliver my letter. -

Phil. Ha, ha, ha! yes, Sir—(looking at the mo-
ney) Ha, ha; ha! to think, Senor, what a pair
of lovers you and I be !

AIR DUET.—AvrprONSO and PriLipro,

Alph..  So faithful to my fair I'll prove,
Pbil. So kind and conftant to my love,

Algh. I’d never range,

Phil, I’d never change,

Botk. Nor time, nor chance, my faith fhould move,
Bbil, No ruby clufters grace the vine,

Alpb. Ye fparkling ftars forget to fhine,

Phil. Sweet flowers to {pring.

Alph. Gay birds to fing,

Both. Thofe hearts then part that love fhall join,

[ Excunt feverally.

Ewp of Act IL.
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ACT HL

SCENE L

The Saloon.
Enter Dox Sci1p10 and VAsQuez.

Don Scizio.

D'YE hear, Vafquez, run to'Father Benedi&,
tell him to wipe his chin, go up to the chapel,
put on his fpeétacles, open his Breviary,—find
out matrimony, azd wait “till we come to him—

[ Exit Vafquez.
Then hey fora brace of ' weddings. 1 wonder
is Don Fernando dreft—Oh, here comes the
fervant in his proper habiliments.

Enter FERKANDO in & livery.

Ay, now, my lad, you look fomething like.

Fer. Yes, your honour, I was quite tired of
my grandeur—My pafling fo wellin this difguife
gives mea very humble opinion of myfelf. (afide)

Dor §. But, Pedrillo, is your mafter equipp’d!
faith, I long to fee him in his proper garb.

Fér. Why, no, Sir, we'te a little behind hap(;

wit
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with our finery on account of a portmanteau of
clothes that’s miflaid fomewhere or other.

Dox §. Portmanteau! O, it’s fafec enough—
Your fellow fervant hasit.

Fer. Fellow {ervant !

Don §. Ay! thelittle fpy has taken it in charge,
Oh, here comes the very beagle.

Enter Spano.

Don S. Well, my little dreamer, look; Pe:
drillo has got into his own cloaths again.

Spa. (furprifed and afide.) Don Fernando in a
livery ! or is this really the fervant ! fure [ han’t
been telling truthall this while ! we muft face it
tho’—Ah, my dear old friend !—Glad to fee
you yourfelf again.

Jhakes bands.

Fer. My dear boy, I thank you.—(afide.) So;
here’s an old friend I never faw before.

Don §. Tell Pedrillo where you have left yotir
mafter’s portmanteau. While I go lead him in
trivmph to his bride. [ Exit.

Fer. Pray, my good, hew, old friend, where
has your care depolited this portmanteau?

Spa. Gonte! (lovking after Don Scipio.)

Fer. The portmanteau gone !

Spa. Ay, his fenfes quité —— .

Fer. Where’s the portmariteau that Don Scipio
fays you took chiarge of?

_ Spa. Portntanteau ! Ali, the dear gentlemant
Porumaiiteau did he fay? yes, yes, all’s over
with his poor brain ; yefterday his head rah upon
purfes and trumpeters and the lotd knows what,
and to-day he talks of fiothing but dreamers,
fpies, and portmanteaus.—Yes, yes, his wits are
going. Fer;
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Fer. Tt muft be fo, he talk’d to me laft night
and to-day of I know not whatin a ftrange inco-
herent ftile.

Spa. Grief—all grief.

Fer. If fo, this'whim of my being Pedrillo,
is perhaps the creation of his own brain,—but
then, how cou’d it have run thro’ the whole fa-
anily.~This is the firft time I ever heard Don
Scipio was diforder’d in his mind.

Spa. Ay, wed all with to conceal it from
your mafter, leaft it might induce him to break
off the match, for I don’t fuppofe he’d be very
ready to marry into a mad family,

Fer. And pray what are you, Sir, in this mad
family ?

Spa. Don Scipio’s own gentleman, thefe ten
years—Yet, you heard him juft now call me your
fellow fervant.—How you did ftare when I ac-
cofted you as an old aéquaintance |—But "we
always humour him, I fhou’d not have contra-
dicted him if he faid I was the pope’s nuncio.

Fer. (afide) Oh, then I don’t wonder at
Dame Ifabel taking advantage of his weaknefs.

Spa. Another new whim of his,—he has taken
a fancy that every body has got a ring from him,
which heimagines belong’d to his deceas’d lady:

_ Fer. True, he alked me fomething about a
ring. :

Don S. (without) I'll wait on you prefently.

Enter Dox Scirio.

Don §. Ha, Pedrillo, now your difguifes are
over return me the ring. (z0 Fernands)
" Spa. (apart to Fernando) You fee he’s at the
ring again,

VOL. I, b4 Dom .
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Don S, Come let me haveit, lad, T'll give your
fomething better, but that ring belong’d to my
deceas’d lady. ‘

Spa. (to Fernando) His deceas’d lady—Ay

“‘there’s the touch—grief for her death.,

Fer. Poor gentleman! (afide.)

Don §. Do, let me have it,—Here's five pife
‘toles, and the gold of ‘the ring is not worth 2.
dollar.

Spa. We always humour him, give him this
ring and take the money.

[apart. gives Fernando a ring.

Fer. ( prefents it to Don Scipio.) There, Sir.

Don 8. (gives money.) And there, Sir,—Oh
you mercenary ralcal. (afide) I knew it was on
the purfe I gave you laft night in the foreft.

Spa. Give me the cath, I muft account for his
pocket money.

{apart 1o and taking the money from Fernando.

Ped. (without) Pedrillo! Pedrillo! Sirrah!

Don §. Run, don’t you hear your mafter, you
brace of rafcals ?—Fly ! [ Exit Spads.

Don S. (locking our) What an alteration !

Enter Pedrillo zichly drefs'd.

Ped. (to Fernando) How now, Sirrah? loiter-
ing here, and leave me to drefs myfelf, hey !
(with great authority.)

Fer. Sir, 1 was—(with humility)

Ped. Was !~and are—and will be, a lounging
rafcal, ‘but you fancy you areftill in your finery,
you idle vagabond!

Den S. Blefs me, Don Fernando is very pafli«
onate juft like his father. ¥

e
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Fer. The fellow, I fee, will play his part to
the top. (afide}

Ped. Well, Don Scipio,—A hey! an’t T the
man forthe ladies? I am, for I have ftudied
Ovid’s art of Love. ;

Don S. Yes, and Ovid’s Metamorphofes too,
ha, ha, ha!

Ped, (afide) He, he, he! what a fneaking figure
my poor mafter cuts.—Egad, Il pay him back
all his domineering over me. (/its) Pedrillo ?

Fer. Your honour.

Ped. Fill this box with Naquatoch. [ Gives box.

Fer. Yes, Sir. (going)

Ped. Pedrillo!

Fer, Sir?

Ped, Perfume my handkerchief,

Fer. Yes, Sir. (geing)

Ped, Pedrillo.

Fer. Sir? 7

Ped. Get me a tooth-pick:

. Fer. Yes Sir, (going)

Ped. Pedrillo !

Fer. (afide.) What an impudent dog !—Sir !

Ped. Nothing—Abfcond,

Fer. (afide) If this be my picture, I bluth for
the origial,

Ped. Mafter ! to be like you, dolet me give
you one kick. (afidete Fernando.)

Fer. What!

Ped. Why, I won’t hurt you much.

Fer. I’ll break your bones, you villain;

Ped. Abem, tol de rol.

Don §. Pedrillo!

Ped. Sir? ( forgetting himfelf')

Fer. (apart) What are you at you rafcal?

Ped. Ay, what are you at you rafcal ? avoid !
(#o Fernando)

RS Fer,
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Fer. I'm gone, Sir. [Exit,

Ped. Curft ill-natur’d of him, not to let me
give him one kick. (afide)

Don S. Don Fernando, I like you vaftly.

Ped. Soyou ought.—Tol de rol.—Who con’d
now fufpeét me to be the fon of a taylor, and
that four hours ago, I was a footman. (afide)
Tol de rol.

Don §. Son-in-law, yow’re a flaming beau!—
Egad you have a princely perfon. :

Ped. All the young girls—whenever I got be-

hind—infide of the coach—all the ladies of dif-
tinétion, whether they were making their beds,
or drefling the— drefling themfelves at the toi-
Iette, wou’d run to the windows,—peep thro’
their fingers, their fans, I mean, fimper behind
their handkerchiefs, and lifp out in the fofteft,
‘{weeteft tones, Oh, dear me, upon my honour
and reputation, there is not fuch a beautiful
gentleman in the world, as this fame Don Pe-
drill—Fernando.

Don §. Ha, ha, ha! can’t forget Pedrillo.—
But come, ha’ done with your Pedrillo’s now—
Be yourfelf, fon-in-law.

Ped. Yes, 1 will be yourfelf’s fon-in-law, you
are fure of that honor, Don Scipio, but pray
what fortune am I to have with your daughter?
You are a grey-headed old fellow Don Scipio,
and by the courfe of nature, you know you can-
not live long.

Don 8. Pardon -me, Sir, I don’t know any
fuch thing.

Ped. So when we put a2 ftone upon your
head—

Don §. Put a ftone upon my head !

Ped,
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Ped. Yes, when you are fettled—fcrewed
down, I {hall have your daughter to maintain,
ou know.
Dox S. (afide) A narrow-minded fpark !
Ped. Not that I wou’d think much of that,
1 am fo generous.
Dan . Yes, generousasa Dutch ufurer.
[afide. .
Ped. The truthis, Don Scipio—I was always
a {mart young gentleman,
[Dances and fings.
Don §. Since Don Fernando turns out to be
fuch a coxcomb, faith I'm not forry that my old
child has efcap’d him:—A convent itfelf is bet-
ter than a marriage with a monkey.—The poor
thing’s fortone tho’! And then my fon—I be-
gin now to think I was too hard upon Ceefar—
to compare him with this puppy, but I muft
forget my Children, Dame Ilfabel will have me
upon no other terms, (afide.)
Ped. Dye hear, Don Scipio, let us have a
plentiful feaft.
Don §. Was ever fuch a conceited, empty, im-
pudent— [Exit.
Ped. Yes, U'm a capital fcllow, ha, ha! So
my fool of a mafter {fets his wits to work after a
poor gitl that I am told they are packing into a
convent, and he drefles me up as himfelf to car-
ry the rich heirefs. Donna Victoria! Well I'm
not a capital fellow ! but I was made for a gen-
tleman—gentleman! I’m the neat pattern for a
Lord—1 have a little honour about me, a bit of
love too; ay, and a fcrap of courage, perhaps—
hem! I wifh I'd a rival to try it tho’—od, I
think I could fight at any weapon from a needle
to a hatchet.

Enter
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Enter Privrrirro, with a letter and Bafket,

Phil. Senor, are you Don Fernando de
Zelva ?

Ped Yes, boy.

Phil Here’s a letter for you, Sir, from Don
Alphonfo.

Ped Idon’t know any Don 'Alphonfo, boy.
What’s the letter about ?

Pril. 1 think, Sir, ’tis to invite you to a
feaft.

Ped. A feaft !—Oh, I recollet now, Don
Alphonfo, what? my old acquamtancc | give it
me, boy.

Phil. But, are you fure, Sir, you're Don
Fernando ?

Ped. Sure, you dog!—don’t you think I
know myfelf—let’s fee, let’s fee—(Opens the letter
and reads, )—* Senor, tho’ you feem ready to fall
¢ to ona love-feaft, I hope a fmall repaft in the
¢¢ field won't fpoil your ftomach”—Oh, thisis
only afnack before fupper.—< I fhall be at fix
o’clock this evening”—You dog it’s paft fix now
~—¢ in the meadow near the Cottage of the
Vines, where I expet youw’ll meet me.”—Oh
dear, I fhall be too late!~—« As you afpire ta
¢ Donna Viétoria, your fword muft be long
“ enough to reach my heart, Alphonfo.” My
fword long enough ! (frightened) Feaft ! this is
a downright challenge.

Phil. 1 beg your pardon, Senor, but if I
hadn’t met my {weetheart, Catalina, you would
have had that letter two hours ago.

Ped. Oh, you have given it time enough my
brave boy.

Phil;
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Phil. Well, Sir, you'll come?

Ped. Eh! Yes, 1 dare fay he’ll come,

Phil. He!

Ped. Yes, Pl give it bim, my brave boy.

Pbhil, Him! Sir, didn’t you fay you were——

Ped. Never fear, child, Don Fernando fhall
have it. :

Phil. Why, Sir,an’t yeu Don Fernando?

Ped. Me, not I, child, no, no. I'm not Fer~
nando, but, my boy, I would go to the feaft,
but you have delay’d the letter fo long, that I
have quite loft my appetite—Go, my fine boy.

Phil. Sir, 1
- Ped. Go along, child, go! (puts Philippo off)
however Don Fernando' thall attend you—but
here comes my fpofa—

Enter LORENZA, reading a letter.

¢t Deareft Lorenza !—By accident I heard of
¢ your being in the caftle—if you don’t with to
¢« be the inftrument of your mother’s impofi-
¢ tion, an impending blow, (which means you
< no harm) ¢ this night fhall difcover an impor-
¢ tant fecret relative to him who defires to re-
« fign ev’n life itfelf, if not your RAMIREZ.”
(Kiffes the letter) 1 wifh to be nothing, if not
our Lorenza; this foolifh Fernande! (/looking
at Pedrilo) but, ha, ha, ha! Ill amufe myfelf
with him—Ilooks tolerably now he’s drefs’d, not
fo agreeable as my difcarded lover Alphonfo tho’.
(afide)
Ped. Tl accoft her with elegance—How do
you do, Senora.
Lor. Very well, Signor, at your fervice.~—
Drefles exattly like Prince Radifocani ! o
ed.
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Ped. Now T’Il pay her a fine compliment—Ses
nora, yon're a clever little. body—Will you fit
down, Senora? (bands a chair)

Lor. So polite too !

Ped. Oh I admire politenefs. (fizs)

Lor. This would not be good manners in Flo<
rence tho’ Signor.

Péd. Oh'! (rz'je:) 1 beg pardon—Well, fit in
that chair; Ill affore yon, Donna Vitoria, I
don’t grudge a little trouble for the fake of good
manpers. (place.r anotber chair)

Lor. Vot cette ' molto gentile.: (curifies)

Ped. Yes, 1 fit on my feat genteelly—I find I
underftand a good deal of Italian.—~Now to
court her, hem! hem ! what fhall I fay? Hang
it, I wifh my mafter had gone through the whole
bufinefs to the very drawing of the curtains.—
1 believe I ought to kneel tho’.—(afide) (Kneels)
Oh, you moft beautiful Goddefs, you angelic
‘angcl ! (repeatss:

For you, my fair, Id be a rofe

‘To bloom beneath that comely nofe ;

Or, you the flower and I the bee,

My (weets I’d fip from none but thee.

Was I a pen, you paper white,

Ye gods, what billet doux I'd write ! :
%xps the feal, what am’rous fmacks

I d print on yours, if fealing-wax.

No more I'll fay, you ftop my breath,

My only life, you’ll be my death, [rifess

—Well faid, little Pedrillo! (wipes his knees)
Lor. There is fomething in "Don Fernando’s
paflion extremely tender, though romantic and
extravaganza.
Ped, Oh, for fome fweet founds, Senora, if
yowll
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yowll fing me a fong, Pl ﬁ‘ay and hear it, I'm
{o civil.
Lsr. With pleafure, Signor.

AIR.—Lorenza,

Heart beating,
Repeating,
Vows in palpitation,
v Sweetly anfwers each fond hope ;
Prithee leave me,
You’ll deceive me
After other beauties running ;
Smiles {o roguifh, eyes fo cunning
Shew where points the inclination. [ Exexnt,

r

SCENE 1I.
A Gallery in the Caftle.

¢ Znter EERNANDO, ALPHONSO arnd VICTORIA.

Fer. Give me joy, Alphonfo, father Benedict
in this dear and wifh’d for union has this mo-
ment made me the happieit of mankind.

Alpb. Then it is certain all you have told me
of my Viétoria ?

Vie. ‘True indeed, Alphonfo, that name really
belongs to me.

Alpbh. No matter, as neither lineage, name or
fortune caught my heart, let her forfeit all, the
is ftill dear to her Alphonfo.

Fer. Courage, P'll anfwer you fhall be no ex-
ception to the general joy of this happy night.

VoL, 1. z
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Alph. Happy, indeed, if bleft with my Log
renza, B .

AIR.—Aipbonfo.

Come ye hours, with blifs replete,
Bear me to my charmer’s feet !
Cheerlefs winter muft I prove,
Abfent from the maid I love;
But the joys our meetings bring

Shew the glad return of fpring- [ Exeunty
SCENE III
A view of the outfide of the Caftle, with Meat angd
Drawbridge.

Enter Don Czsar, and Srapo.

Don C. You gave my letter to the lady?

Spa. Yes, 1did, Captain Ramirez.

Doz C. Lucky fhe knows me only by thay
name. (afide)

) AIR.— Don Cefar,

The Billet Doux, ah, didft thou bear, .
To my Lorenza charming fair?

I fee how look’d the modeft maid,

T hear the gentle things fhe fald.

The mantling blood her cheek forfakes,
But quick returns the rofy hue ;

With trembling hafte the feal fhe breaks,
And reads my tender Billet Doux,

The Billet Doux when I receive,
I prefs it to my throbbing heart;
Sweet words I cry, fuch joys you give,
Oh, never never thence depart,
And



THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA; 571

And now it to my lips is preft,
But when the magic name I view,
Again I clafp it to my breaft,
My fond, my tender Billet Doux!

Spa. A love-affair, hey,—Oh, fly!

Don €. Huth! Mind you let us all in by the
little wicket in the eaft rampart.

_ Spa. 'l let you in, Captain, and a banditti is
like a cat, where the head can get in the body
will follow.

Don C. Soft! Letting down the drawbridge
for me now; may attra& obfervation. (/ooking
out) Yonder I can crofs the moat.

Spa. But my dear Captain! If you fall into
the water, you may take cold.—~I wifh you were
at the bottom with a ftone about your neck.

(afide)

AIR.—Don Cefar.

At the peaceful midnight hour,
Ev’ry fenfe, and ev’ry pow’r,
Fetter’d lies in downy fleep
Then our careful watch we keep s
While the wolf in nightly prowl,
Bays the moon with hideous howl,
Gates are barr’d, a vain refiftance ¢
Females fhriek ; but no affiftance,
Silence, or you meet your fate;
Your keys, your jewels, cath and plate;
Locks, bolts, bars, foon fly afunder,
Then to rifle, rob and plunder.

[Exit Don Cefar.

Spa. 1 fee how this is—our Captain’s to carry
off the lady and my brethren all the booty,
what’s left for me then? No, devil a bit they’ll
give me—Oh, I muft take care to help myfelf
in time—Got nothing yet but that portman-

z 2 teau,
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teau, a few filver fpoons and tops of peppers
caftors ; let’s fee, I’ve my tools here ftill—(zakes
outs piftols) T'll try and fecure a little before thefe
fellows come, and make a general fiveep—Eb,
(Zooks ont) My made-up Fernando! [ Retires.

Enter PEDRILLO.

Ped. He, he, he! Yes, my mafter has certain-
ly married the little nunnery-girl—Ha, ha, ha!
Don Alphonfo to demand'fatistaction of me! no,
no, Don Fernando is a mafter for the gentlemen,
1 am a man for the ladies.

AIR.—Pedrillo.

A foldier I'am for a lady,
What beau was e’er arm’d compleater ?
When face to face,
. Her chamber the place,

I’m able and willing to meet her.
Gad’s curfe, my dear laffes, I’m ready

To give you all fatistiction ;

I am the man
For the €rack of your fan,

'Tho’ I die at your feet in the aétion.
Your bobbins may beat up a row-de-dow,
Your lap-dog may out with his bow-wow-wow,

‘The challenge in love,
I take up the glove,
‘Tho’ I die at your feet in the aétion.

Spa. (advances) That’s a fine fong, Senor.
" Ped. Hey! did you hear me fing ?

Spa. 1 did, ’twas charming.

Ped. Then take a pinch of my Macquabah.
(affers, Spado takes.)

Spa. Now, Senor, youw'll pleafe to difcharge
my little bill.

2 Ped.
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Ped. Billl I don’t owe you any—-

Spa. Yes, you do, Sir; recolleét, didn’t you
ever hire any thing of me?

Ped. Me! no! ‘

Spa. Oh, yes; Ilent you the ufe of my two .
fine ears to hear your fong, and the ufe of my
moft capital nofe to fnuff up your Macquabah.

Ped. Eh! what do you hire out your fenfes
and organs. :

Spa. Yes, and if you don’t inftantly pay the
hire, P’ll firike up a fymphonia on this little bar-
rel-organ here. (fhews a piftol)

Ped. Hold, my dear Sir—there—(gives mo-
ney) I refufe to pay my debts!—Sir, 'm the
moft punétual—(frighten’d) but if you pleafe,
rather than hire them again, I'd chufe to buy
your fine nofe and your capital ears out and
out. -

Spa. Hark’ee (in 2 low tone) You owe your
Donfhip to a fineffe of mine, fo mention this,
and you are undone, Sirrah !

Ped. Siv! (frighten’d) Dear Sir! (Spado pre-
fents piftol)—Oh, lord, Sir ! [Exit.

Spa. Ha, ha, ha! They call me little Spado—
why I am not .big but even Sanguino allow’d I
was a clever little fellow. Aftonithing how a
foul like mine, couwd be pack’d in fo fmall a
compafs, but if worth is to be eftimated by bulk,
then muft the Orignt pearl give way to the
goofe’s egg, and the mofs rofe to the red cab-
“bage.

AIR.—Spads.

Tho’ born to be little’s my fate,

Why fo was the great Alexander ;
And when I march under a gate,

P’ve no need to ftoop like a gander;
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I’m no linkum long hoddy-doddy,
Whofe paper kite fails in the fky ;
If two feet 1 want in my bedy,
In foul I am thirty feet high!

1.

Sweet lafs, of fweet love can you fail,
With fuch 2 compad little lovy?
The’ no one can tafte the big whale,
All relifh the little anchovy.
The eagle, tho® for an high fiyer,
Of fine-feather’d fowl is the crack,
Yet when he cou’d fly up no higher,
The little wren jump’d on his back.

Enter Pusrireo towards the clofe of the air.

Phil. Lord, Sir! I do vaftly like your finging.

§pa. Oh, then you heard my fine fong,

Phil. Yes, Sir.

Spa. How did you get in ?

Phil. In!

Spa. Did you pay at the door ?

Phil. What door, Sir?

8pa. What door, Sir! the door of this fpa.
cious theatre.

Pbil. Theatre! Lord, Sir, are’nt we out in
the open air?

Spa You little equivocating fneaking {coun-
drel! wou’d you cheat, defraud a man of ge-
nius out of the reward of his talents ?—What,

26;11: my {weet fong, and not pay ‘or your mu-
ck. ;

Phil. Pay!

Spa. O, ho! I fee fomebody’s likely to be
robb’d here! Look’e friend, I'm not to be
bilk’d, 4o if you don’t this inftant pay, I muft

difcharge
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difcharge my door-keeper, here he is—(/bews 2
ifbol
ﬁPb)iI. (¢rying) And mutft I give all the money
Don Scipio gave me for my whole bafket of
rapes. (gives money) A plague o’ your mufick !
%h, oh! [ Exit erying.
Spa; What, you villain! I fufpe& prefently
this houfe will be too hot for me, yet the devil
tempts me ftrongly to venture in ence more, if
1 cowd but pick up a few more articles—Fcod,
T'll venture, tho’ I feel an ugly fort of tickling
under my left ear—Oh, poor Spado! [Exit,

=t T

SCENE 1V ; and lafl.
A Hall in the Cqftle.

Enter Spapo,

Spa. So many eyes about—I can do nothing;
if I couw’d but raifec a commotion to employ their
attention—Oh ! here’s Don Juan, father to Fer-
nando, juft arriv’d—Yes, to mix up a fine con-
fufion now—aye, that’s the time to pick up
the loofe things—but hold, I am told this Don
Juan is very paffionate—heh! to fet him and
Don Scipio together by the ears—Ears !—I have
it.

Enter Don Juax in a travelling drefs, and Servant.

Don J. My coming will furprize my fon Fer-
nando, and Don Scipie too—tell him, I'm
here—1 hope I’m time enough for the wedding.

5 ‘ g [ Exit Serv.

Spa. A grim looking old gentleman !

: (Bows obfequioufly.)
Don F.
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Don ¥. Who's dogare you

Spa. How do you do, Senor ? 7

Don §. Why, are you a phyfician ?

Spa. Me a phyfician ! Alack-a-day, no, your
honour, I am poor Spado.

Don f. Where’s Don Scipio ? What is this
his hofpitality ? he has heard that I am here ?

Spa. He hear ! Ah, poor gentleman—hear !
his misfortune !

Don F. Misfortune! what, he’s married again ?

Spa. Atthe brink.

Don ¥. Marry and near threefcore, what, has
he loft his fenfes ? :

Spa. He has loit nearly one, Sir.

Don F. But where is he ? I want to afk hin
about it.

Spa. Afk, then you muft fpeak very loud, Sir.

Don. ¥. Why, ishe deaf? *

Spa. Almoft Sir, the dear gentleman can fcarce
hear a word.

Don . Ah, poor fellow ! Hey! Isn’t yonder
my fon ? (walks up.)

Spa. Now if | could bring the old ones together,
I thouldn’t doubt of a quarrel.

Enter Don Scirro.

Don§. Ah, here’s my friend Don Juan! Spa-
do, I hope he han’t heard of his fon’s pranks !

Spa. Hear! Ah, poor Don Juan’s hearing !
I’ve been roaring to him thefe five minutes.

Don 8. Roaring to him !

Spa. He’s almott deaf,

Don S. Blefs me !

Spa. You muft bellow to him like a [peaking-
trumpet, [Exit Spads.

Don §.
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Don 8. (wery loud.) Don Juan,. you are wel-
tome.

Don. ¥. (farting.) Hey ! Strange that your
deaf people always fpeak loud—(very lovd.) I'm
very glad to {ee you, Don Scipio.

Don S. When people are deaf themfelves, they
think every body elfe is fo—How long have you
been this way. (bawling.)

Don. ¥. Jutt arriv’d. (bawling in bis car.)

Don. §. 1 mean as to the hearing ?

: [Very loud.

Don 7. Aye, I find i’s very bad with you.
(4awiing.) 11ihall roar myfelf as hoarfe as a raven.

Don §. My lungs can’t hold out a converfation :
I muft {peak by figns—  (makes figns)

Don ¥. What now, are you dumb too ?

Enter Vasquez. Whifpers DonScirio.

Dor S. Oh, you may fpeak out, nobodycan
hear but me. ’

Don }. [to Vafquez] Pray, is this crazy fool
vour mafter here going to be married ?

Don 8. What ! (fuprifed.)

Vaf. Don Fernando wou’d fpeak with you,
Sir. (20 Don Scipio.) [Exit Vasquez,

Doz S. I with he’d comié here, and fpeak, to
this old blockhead his father—Don Juan, you
are welcome to my houfe—but Iwith you had ftaid
at home. (ina low tone.) .

Don §. 1 am—much oblig’d to you. (enraged)

Don 8. You'll foon fee your fon : as great an
afs as yourfelf.  (ina low toue.) 4

Don¥. Anafs! you fhall find me a tyger, you
old whelp !

Don §. Why, zounds, you’re not deaf!

Doz F. A mad—ridiculous !

VOLI. A A N Entir
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Enter FERNANDO gnd VicToR1A.

Fernando ! hey, boy, what drefs is this?

Fer. My father—Sir—J—--I-.- -

Dan S. (to Victoria,) Whatare you doing with
that fellow 2

Vie. Your pardon, deareft father, when I own
that he is now my hufband.

Don S. By this ruin, this eternal difgrace upon
my houfe am [ punifh’d for my unjuft feverity to
my poor fon---married to that rafcal,

Don ¥. Call my fon, a rafcal! :
Doz §. Zounds, man! who’s thinking of your
fon? But this fellow to marry the girl and difgrace

my family.

Dor 7. Difgrace ! He has honoured your fa-
mily, you crack-brained old fool !

Doz S. A footman honour my family, you fue
perannuated deaf old ideot !

Enter Dame IsaneL:

Oh, Dame, fine doings! Pedrillo here has mar-
ried my daughter.

Don ¥. But why this dlfguxfe---what is all thls
about ? tell me, Fernando.

Ifa. What, isthis really Don Fcrnando"

- Don S. Do you fay fo, Don Juan?

Don ‘f. To be fure.

Don S. Hey! then, Dame, your daughter ig
left to the valet~--no fault of mine tho’,

Jfa. What a vile contrivance ?

Fer. No, Madam, your’s was the contnvance,
which love and accident have counteratted injuftice
to this injured lady.

Jfa. Oh, thar villain Spado.

Don F. Spado why that s he that told me you
were deaf. Dan Ss
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Don §. Why, he made me believe you cou’d
not hear a word.
Jfa. Andled me inte this unlucky error.
[Exit IsaBELLA:
Don ¥. Oh, what alying [coundrel !

Enter Spapo. (ehind.)

Spa. 1 wonder how my work goes on here!
(Roars in Don Juax's ear.) 1 give you joy, Sir.

Don ¥. Pll give you forrow, you rafcal !

(beats bim.)

Don §. Tl kave you hang’d, you villain !

Spa. Hang’d | dear Sir, ’twould be the death
of me.

Ped, (without.) Come along, my Cara Spofa---
tol-de-rol---(Enters) How do you do, boys and

irls---Zounds ! my old mafter !

Don ¥. Pedrillo! hey day ! here’s finery !

Ped, 1 muft brazen it out: Ah, Don Juan,
my worthy dad ! .

Don 7. Why, what in the name of---but I’ll
beat you to a mummy, firrah !

Ped. Don’t do that---I’'m going to be married
to an heire(s, fo muftn’t be beat to a mummy---
Lady ftand before me, (gets bebind Vi€toria) .

Don ¥. Let me come at him.

Spa. Stay where you are, he don’t want you,

Spa. Dear Sir.

Don . Patience, Don Juan, your fon has got
my daughter, fo our contraét’s fulfill’d.

Don f. Yes, Sir; but who’s to fatisfy me for
your intended affront, hey !

Don §. How thall I get out of thisa--I’ll re-
venge all upon you, you little rafcal ! to prifon
you go---Here, a brace of Alguazils, and a pair
of hand-cuffs, g

AA2 Spa.
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Spa. For me! the belt friend you have in the
world !

Don §. Fiiend, that than’t fave your neck.

Spa. Why I've fav’d your throat.

Don §. How, Sirrah? .

Spa. Only two of the banditti here in the caftle
this morning,.

Den 8. Oh, dear me!

§pa. But I got ’em out.

Don §. How, how !

Spa. 1 told ’em they fhould come and murder
you this evening. ‘

- Dot §. Much oblig’d to you.---Oh, lord !

[ dcrafh and tumultuous noife without, bandit-
ti rufb in arm’d, Don Cxfar af their head,
Fernando draws and flands before Victoria.]

Band. Thisway !

Don §. Oh, ruin! I’'m a miferable old man!
‘Where’s now my Cafar, if I hadn’t banifh’d him
I fhould now have a prote®or in my child.

Don C, Then you fhall—Hold! (s Banditti)
My father ! (kneels to Don Scipio.)

Don §. How ! Cefar ! ,

Don C. Yes, Sir—drove to defperation by—
my follies were my own---but my vices

Don §. Were the confequence of my rigour---
My child ! Jet thefe tears wath away the remem-
brange of the paft.

Don C. My father ! 1 am unworthy of this
goodnefs---1 confefs ev’n now 1 entered the caftle
with an impious determination to extortby force---

Sang. Captain, we didn’t come here ‘to f2/k---
Give the word for plunder,

Band, Aye, plunder! (very tumultyons.)
Don C. Hold ! ;
ngz, CaPmi"a let’s have a choice rumaging.
(¢coks bis pifiol.)
" Pedy
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Ped. Oh, Lord ! there’s the barrel-organ !

Don C. Stop ! hold! I command you.

Doz S. Oh, heav’ns then is Ramirez the terri-
ble Captain of the cut-throats, the grand tyger of
the cave >—but all my fault ! the un-natural pa-
rent fthould be punifh’d in a rebellious child! My
life is yours.

Doz C. And I’ll preferve it as my own.  Retire
and wait your orders.
[Exeunt all Banditti but Spado.]

Don §. What, then, you are my protector.
My dear boy ! Forgive me! I, I, 1 pardon all.

Don C. Then, Sir, I fhall firft beg it for my
companions, if reclaim’d by the example of their
leader, their future lives fhew them worthy of mer-
cy, if not, with mine let them be forfeit to the
hand of juftice.

Dox S. Some, I believe, may go up—-}:.h
little Spado, could you dance upon nothing ?

Spa. Yes, Sir; butour captain, your fon muft
lead up the ball. (Bows.)

Don §. Ha, ha, ha; Well, though ill-beitow’d,
I muft try my intereft at Madrid. Children, I
afk your pardon ; forgive me Victoria ; and take
my blefling in return.

Vic. And do you, Sir, acknowledge me for
your child ?

Don §. 1do, T do, and my foture kindnefs
fhall make amends for my paft crueley.

Ped. Ha, here comes my fpofa---Eh ! got a
Cicefbeo already ?

Enter ALpHONSO and LORENZA.

f:;"- Cl‘\.l)lrvsli}éal;ggvcc} Lo dney (They Embrace.)
’ ap,
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Alph. My good Captain! as I knew this Lady
only by the name of Vifloria, you little imagined
in your friendly promifes to me, you were giving
away your Lorenza; but, had I then known we
both loved the {ame miftrefs, I thould €’re now
have relinquifhed my pretenfions.

Lor. My good-natured Alphonfo! Accept
my gratitude, my efteem, but my love is, and
ever was, in the poffeflion of—Don Cafar.

Don C. Dear father, thisis the individual Lady
whofe beauty, grace, and angelic voice, capti-
vated my foul at Florence; if fhe can abafe her
fpotlefs ‘mind to think upon a wretch degraded
by his lawlefs irregularities, accompany her par-
don with your approbation to our union.

Lor. My Cafar! let every look be forward to
happinefs.

DUET—C«far and Lorenza.

My foul, my life, my love how great ! \
Sweet flower fo long negletted, !
Our joys are rapture when we mect,
A blefling unexpeéted.

The envious clouds now chafe away,
Behold the radient god of day,

Arife with light eternal crown’d,

"To guild the glorious landfcape round.

Don §. Ifabel has been too good, and I too
bad a parent! ha, ha, ha! then fate has decreed
you are to be my daughter fome way or other.
Eh, Signora.

Ped. Yes, but has fate decreed that my fpofa
is to be another man’s wife ?

Spa. And, Sir, (to Scipio.) if fate has decreed
that your fonis not to be hanged, let the indul-
gence extend to the humbleft . of his followers.
(Bows.) '

Den §.
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Don §. Ha, ha, ha! Well, tho’ I believe
you a great, little rogue, yet it feems you have
been the inftrument of bringing about things
juftas they fhould be. .

Don J. They are not as they fhould be, and I
tell you again, Don Scipio, I will have,——

Don §. Well, and fhall have—a bottle of the
beft wine in Andalufia, {parkling Mufcadel,
bright as Victoria’s eye, and fweet as Lorenza’s
lip; hey, now for our brace of Weddings—
where are the violins, lutes, and cymbals? I fay
let us be merry in future, and paft faults, our
good-humour’d friends will forget and forgive.

Fivare~GLEE.

Social powers at pleafure’s call
‘Welcome here to Hymen’s hall
Bacchus, Ceres, blefs the feaft,
Momuslend the fprightly jeft,
Songs of joy elate the foul,

Hebe fill the rofy bowl,

Every chafte and dear delight,
Crowa with joy this happy night.

THE END,
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PART L

SCENE 1.

A view near Menilmontant in the wicinity of the
Fauxhourg St. Antoine ; on one fide Madame Cle~
mentine’s Houje—A Ceurt ond Gate on the other
—a Tree with a Scat under it near the front.

ENTER Tiomas and Jagues hand in hand, in
their uniform:—they look, laugh and jump with
great joy; then run and hide behind a tree, and
archly peep out.

Enter Amb. oife—looks about him for Thomas
and Jiques—they fuddenly ftart out from behind
the tree, and with joy fpring inta hisarms.

Enter Dubois—Tender and affetionate to his
father and brothers, who bring Ambroife off
with great glee.—Henriette appears at a window
of Madame Clementine's houfe, finiles at Pu-
bois; he falutes refpe@fully ; fhe enters hattily
from the houfe through the gate—Dubois with
gallantry and complaifance invitesher to fit down

B B2 on
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on the feat under the tree; he paffionate and
tender ; fhe liftens with aﬂ'cé’clon.

AIR.—Dubois.

Hark to the tinkling of. yon brook,
Upon it’s flow’ry margin look;
" Thro’ this green mead, tho” free to ﬁray,
While you are here it feems to fay,
In plamnve murmurs, Let me ﬂay,
Ah cruel Seine why atk me yet,
I cannot leave fweet Henriette.

.

For thee my fau- the violets {pring, i

To pleafe my love, the {weet birds fing;
Or was’t thy thrilling voice dear maid 2
No, Cupid calls from yonder thade,
And he muft ever be obey’d.

“ Beneath that tree the loves are met,

And there Il court my Henriette. .|

III.

Tolook around thro’ all mankind,
Some darling paflion fways the mind.
The greedy mifer pants for gold,
A nation’s for ambition fold,
And fame leads on the foldier bold.
Fame, gold, ambition, allare met,
In one {weet fmile from Henriette.

He leads her to the bench; they fit.—Diftant
fhouts—Dubois and Henriette liften. :

Enter Martin—Acquaints Dubois that the peo-
ple are aflembling to repair to M. Pincemaile’s
boufe, with delign to make him give up his mo-
nopolxzed corn. "Dubois draws his fword.—Hen-
rictte endeavours to diffuade him from going;
they part tenderly, [ Exeunt Dubois and Martin.
The former in tus ardour having forgot his mof-,
quet
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quet and grenadier’s hat on the bench. Hen-
riette diftreffed.
" Enter Madame Clementine from the houfe, in-
troducing the Governor; prefents him to Hen~
riette as a lover. She reje&s him with dif-
dain. He entreats Madame Clementine to in-
terpofe her authoritv in his favor; this fhe de-
clines, unwilling to force her daughter’s incli-
nations, The Governor looking on the bench,
fees Dubois’ hat with the national greep cockade
and the mufquet, fbatches up the hat in great
fury, upbraids Henriette with giving the prefe-
rence to {fo mean a rival, tears cut the cockade,
throws it on the ground, and treads on it.
Madame Clementine with indignation agaiaft the
Governor, picks up the cockade, prefents it to
her daughter, commands her to wear it next her
heart, and defires the Governor to fee Henrizette
no more.—He greatly enraged, fiill having Du-
bois’ kat in his hand, who returns for his muf~
quet, fees the hat and claims it. Madame
Clementine points to the cockade in Henriette’s
breaft, afking him if it is his; he acknow-
ledges it—Madame Clementine with great joy
looks on Du Bois, anthorifes Henriette to re-
ceive his addrefles.——The Governor filled with
much anger and contempt feems greatly morti-
fied.—Shouting without ; the Governor alarm’d ;
Dubois fmiles at him with exultation, acquaints
Madame Clementine that the people are going to
break open Pincemaille’s granaries, and diftri-
bute to the poor the corn at a reafonable price.
[ Exiz the Governor baftily and agitated.
Madame Ciementine with fpirit, encourages Du
bois to' go and aflift the people, to which Hen-
rictte with reluctance agrees.—

DUET.
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DUET.

Henriette and Dubois.

Hen. Generous foldier do not go
'To fight, when there’s no foreign foc.

Daé. Do not wrong the glorious caufe,
Againt the abufe but not the laws.
At firft the godlike flame began,
‘To give mankind the claims of Man.

Hen. My fears fuch boding ills prefage,
left Angels ftill my foldier guard 5
A nation’s good his thoughts engage,
A nation’s praife the bright reward.

Dub. Sweeteft, beft, of womankind,
Sooth my love thy troubl’d mind ;
When tempeituous tumults roll,
This affurance calm thy foul.
Thy Guillaume fcorns a rebel’s name,
Nor treafon ftain his fward with fhame.

.

Hen. Ahme!
Dub. My Henriette !
Hen. Go.---

Dub.,  The proud humanity fhall know.]
With patriotic zeal I burn.
Hen, Go, and in cjvic wreaths return.

4 [ Exit Dubois.
Shouts encreafe.

Madame Clementine looks after him with joy
and zeal : Henriette exprefling doubts and fears
for his fafety, determines to follow. Madame
Clementine chears her, [Exeunt.
SCENE
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SCENE 1II.
A fireet before Pincemailles magazine.

People of all defeription, men, women, and
children forcibly carrying facks of flour from it.
Acorn confpicuoufly a&ive.  Enuter Pincemaille ac
the fide in rage and forrow, endeavours in vain to
prevent them, runs in defpair imploring the
feveral charalters, as they are carrying off the.
flour ; they deride him and fiill proceed. Enter
Alderfelt with a body of the Royal Allemande.
Pincemaille, gives them all money, befeaching
him to oppofe the plunder of his granary : they
attack the people, recover great part of the
flour and replace it in the houfe. Pincemaille
with joy fpirits them up. Enter Dybois and
Martin heading a party of grenadiers with the
national cockades. They engage the Royal
Allemande with great vigour, oblige them to
retire, the people ‘rally, headed by Acorn, again
fcize the corn and bear it off with acclamations.
Enter Henriette, joyful to find Dubois fafe, they
embrace. Re-enter Acorn, thakes Dubois heartily by
the hand and applauds his valour. Epter Madame
Clementine and - Aufiin, fhe addreffes Dubois

with great affe@tion and praife for his Jaft action.
Enter feveral old people mea

gre and wretched, they
return thanks to Dubois. Madame Clementine

comments on their mifery to Pincemaille, upbraids
him as the caufe; then looking on the granary
with the doors broke open, .turns and fmiles on
Pincemaille with contempt and exultation at this
piece of juftice for his trampling on the national
cockade, and his oppreflion of the poor; gives
Henriette’s hand to Dubois. Enter Martin and

fome
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forne refpe@able citizens; They give Pincemaille
a written paper and a bag of money, gold, filver,
and copper, the produce of his flour, which they
had fold at the halle at a moderate price to the
poor : Pincenaille with rage flings it on the
ground. Dubois takes it up and gives it to the
poor people.  Pincemnille endeavours to take it
from them, but is prevented by Acorn, who puts
them off. Pincemaille with frantic rage pointing
to the granary threatens revenge upon ’em- all,
This at lat irritates the foldiers; they rufh on,
feize him, and Martin makes a ftroke of his fword
as to behead him, but his life is fpared by the
interceflion of Henriette and Madame Clementine,
who are led off by Dubois. Exeunt.

SCENE  IiI.

Le Palais Royal.  Sienr Curtius’s cabinet of was=
work confpicrozs.

Enter_citizens and people of all ranks exprefling
filent forrow. Some go to Sieur Curtius’s cabinet
he enters from it. Thev demand the wax bufts of
the Duc D’Orleans and M. Necker, he brings
them our, the people cover part of them with
black crape, carry them high over their heads,
they all rake off their hats and huzza.  Ewser,
Moartin and his party of French grenadicrs. They
Join with the people in doing honours to the two
bufts. s { Exeunt fhouting.

SCENE
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SCENE 1IV.

A Street—Saveticr difeover’d in bis fiall, working,
Singing and drinking.

Sav. 1 have juft finith’d my work—(¢akes up
bottle.—Goes to fill out a glafs.)—Yes I have finith’d
. {(Turns the bottle wp). Some man they fay, roll’d.
2 ftone up a hill, and no fooner up than it roil’'d
down: fo there was all that lads work to do over
again—now when I empty the bottle it ftays
empty—tho’ I have no objection to do all that
work over again. I’d take a nap if I thoughe
nobody would attack my property.—(Yawns and

Jalls afleep.)
Enter MADELAINE with a Bafket of Flowers.

Mad. Achetez ma belle Rofe, mon beaux:
Jafmin D’efpagne, ma belle Giroflee blanche me
beaux oicletts deux.

AIR.—=Madelaine.

IMad, - Mes beaux oieletts doux---comé my preéty pinks
buy,
How brilliant the feafon, how fweet isthe cry,
The Lady, the Bifhop, the Count and Marquis;
The Pinks of gay Paris, their pinks buy of me ;
They always pay double, yet {mile on me too,
‘When they hear the {fweet cry of my beaux oieletts
‘doux.

1I.

To the gard’ner I offer my money to pay,

For the pinks I buy of him ; my dear he fays nay;
Since I faw your lov’d foot when you ftepp’d o’er

yon ftyle;

I'd give my whole garden to you for a fmile.

At his word I then took him, with dear Sir, adieu,
Yet I dpaid him his fmile-=-and then beaux oiletts

oux,

TOL, & ~ e Q A very
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A very fine Lord ; but a vile naughty man,
Vould purchafe my pinks---but my perfon trepan
He took out his fuuif-box, and cried with an air,
« Ah ma chere mon ange ; you are devilith fair.””
. He fain would havekifs’dme.---1 cried taifez vous,
Yet his Leuis 1 took, and then beaux oillets doux.

Ay, if my drunken hufband was as in-
duftriousas I am, we fhould live as happy as any
couple in the Fauxbuorg St. Antoine.—[.ord if
he is’nt ‘fallen afleep—(looking at him.). Why
vou lazy devil.— Here’s a dainty huiband for
fuch a pretty girl as me !—I’ve heard of one Mifs
Venus that us'd to fell myrtles, the married a
Mr. Vulcan, a blackfmith.—I’m fure I've made
a mere Venus of miyfe!f to marry a cobler ; why
Savetier | Savetier! here’s a bit of fweet briar for
you my dear, the patriotic colour—My Hero,
and a netile for you my darling-+-(pats bim with
the flowers.)

Saw. (Starting out of bis fleep.) My property.
Heels, foals, thoes, pumps, ftraps, lapitone, ends
and pegging-awls !

A/fnd.%Hg, ha, ha!

Sav. Ob, wife is it you. (Zawns, gets out of
bis f2all.)—Oh you awoke me from the fwecteft
dream.

Mad. Ay, but are your children to get bread
by your dreaming ?

Sav. My dear, I thought :—Kifs me Made-
laine. ;

Mad. You're not fo fond of kiffing in the houfe
that you fhou’d get to it in the open freets.

Sav. Such aarcam !} thought that I was Arch
Bifhop ot Paris, that | was pieaching a fermon
at Notre Dame, and that as I was explicatifying

on the text, flourithing my arms over my head
like
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like a mad kettle drummer, and beating the un-
forrupate cuthion with as little mercy as if t'was
my own poor lapftone.—Out flys from one of my
fleeves a flipper of the Queens, it fkims round
the church ; the piqued toe hits the king in the
eye, whizzing down, knock’d the fceptre out of
his left hand into his right; rebounding up ag
the breaft of the Governor of the Baftile flaps
off his upper button, and ftriking the elbow of
an Englith baker, with an oak flick in  his fift,
it fell on the toupee of Dubois the grenadier,
and it inftantly fprouted into green leaves round
his forehead ; and my dear Madelaine, as you
were offering me one of your fweet rofes, 1
thought at that moment in ftepped the devil.—
(Enter Pere Anthony) He! he! he! wife, did you
cver fee any thing fo apropos.

Ant. Save you.

Sav. Ay fave us from thee.—If T had men-
tion’d the black gentleman fooner, I fhould have
been cut off in the middle of my dream-—he ! he!
he !—talk of the—he! he! he l—and—he! he!
he! (loks at father dnthony fignificantly.)

Mad. Throw out fuch inunendes upon his
reverence. Oh! upon my reputation my dear—
you are a reprobate.

Axt. Madelaine you have confeffed but twelve
times fince Eafter.

Mad. Oh holy father, my hufband here is the
worft man.—

Sav. You jade confes your own wickednefs
and never mind mine.

Ant. Come with me child and let his fins fall
upon his own head.

Sav. If the goes with you 1 am afraid her fins
will fall upon iny head.

Gle Mad,
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Mad.  Why hufbind do you know what 3
Friar is 2 Dont you know be can punith you—
bring you into the church. :

Sav. Ay and let him bring my ftall into his
church and then I'll be a Prebend. 5

Mazd. Do you: hear him Father ? he’s the moft
curfedeft—do you know—

AIR—S8azwvetier.

Gay|friends we’il havea jovial bout,
Our wine and care difpatching,

And he that’s fad, why, turn him out,
For gricf they fay is catching.

Then fhake your heel and thake your toe,
Since' freedom there’s rare news of,

‘We’ll now kick high, and now kick low,
And kick our wooden. fhocs off.

Ard where they’ll drop, may puzzle all,

 [.'The dottors of the Sorboane,

‘The globe turns round and let them fall
o Upon a Turkifh turban.

The felfith patriot may prate
Of King and people vapour,
-+ Lt nothing trouble now your pate
But how to cut a caper.
Then fhake your heel, &c.

Exeunt,

SCENE V.

La Place Louis XV. the Garden and Palace of
" the Thuleries with the Pout Tournant in wiew.

Enter G’uards'and people with the bufts. A ftate
fedan
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fedan chair, brought on preceded by footmen in
green laced liveries, the people furround the chair,
draw the curtains, finding it open, they break it
to pieces, and feize the footmen, one of whom
looking at the people’s green’cockade fnearingly
remarks, that with all their patriotifm they wear”
the livery of the Count, they look at his coat and
then tear out their cockades, fling them away;
fome rufh into the milliners fhops and return
inftantly with red and blue cockades, which they
put in their hats,
[Exit in tumult,

Enter SAVETIER MADELAINE and PERE ANTHONY.
Savetier feems feized with ardour—difcontented

with his drefs—Madelaine weeps—Pere Anthony

comforts, and in condolence takes her off.

Enter a concourfe of pesple with wheelbarrows, pick-
axes, fhovels, &c. Se. fhouts of < An champs
de Mars.”’ 4 :

AIR.—Sgveticr.

Come men and boys, widows and maids,

For fiddles quit mufket and trigger,
Since Sire isnow King of Spades,

Each noble thould turn turf digger.
The altar we’ll raife in the field,

The heavens our pens fhall greet,
For power got tipfey and reel’d

And tumbled at liberty’s feet.

[E;ceunt.
SCENE
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SCENE VI.
Le Rue Richlean.

Enter People carrying the Buft in triumph.

Enter SAVETIER, dreffed in Regimentals, a label on;
bis back,  Un Capitainé a Louer.”

ATR—Sawetier.

Tho fome me a cobler will call,
I was a neat ftitcher of pumps,
At l1aft I left hammer and awl,
And now I’m a dealerin thumps.
I’ve taken fuch courage of late,
Nor Gentles nor Nobles I dreads;
D've leather’d the feet of the great,
And now Sir, I’ll leather their heads.
Hah ! Faralibobette,
Faralibobo,
Savatt Form Selette,
Sabre tire Marteau,
Faralibobette.
Faralibobo.

IL.

With lapftone I’ll bang the Baftile,
Then Inftep the Mafter to vamp,
His foul cafe I'll tap on the heel,
And Il make him kick out at the lamp.
My bufinefs of late fo decay’d,
No cath could I raife for the booze,
But I’ll foon have 2 flourithing trade,
Since no more we fhall wear wooden fhoes.
Hah'! Fara. &c.

1. »

My wax end I’ give to the Pope,
To the German I'll give a few knocks,
An Irifhman taught me to tope,
And an Englith Jew learn’d me to box.
For
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For liberty now I will fight,
When I can’t Ill perhapsrun away,
I’'m Crifpin Swifs, Heétor fo tight,
Cobler, captain for all that will pay.
Hah ! Fara. &ec.

Enter ALDERFELT, and the Royal Alemande, fome
of them throw out gibes at the bufts, are reproved
by Robert, he’s pufh’d down, one of the Germans
makes a ftroke with his fword at one of the bufts,
it’s broken, the people incenfed, attack the Soldiers,
with ftones, clubs, &c.---Mufquetry is heard
without---Alarm bell rings and a general cry
* Aux Armes.”---German Guards are driving
off the people.---Enter Dubois and Martin head-
ing a party of grenadiers, with national cock-
ades, (blue and red,) they engage the Royal
Allemande with vigour---oblige them to retire.---
Enter Henriette, Madame Clemeniine and Auffin.

Proceflion of men and women, as to the marriage
of Dubois and Henriette.

AIR and CHORUS.

Gentle Venus fora while
Calm the tumult with a fmile,
Let no care difturb the rite,
Blefs with joy the wedding night.
Women. Sobrave is the youth !
Men. And fo handfome the maid.
Women. *Tis valour.
M.a. *Tis beauty.
4il. Now call for thy aid.
Chorus. Yetif the ftorm needs muft blow,

\ And dangers fierce impending ;
Wamen. He courage has to firike the foe,
Men. She beauty worth defending.

Ghorus. Yet if the ftorm, &c. [ Exeunt.

The proceffion led by Auftin, as to the mairiage of
Heniiette and Dubois.

END OF THE FIRST PART,
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PARTH

SCENE L

The Boulevards, with a View of the Depét des
Gardes Francoife’s.

THOMAS, Jaques, and the other children
of the fchool armed and in uniforms, drawn up
before it. Ambroife ftanding before them thoul-
dering a large ftick,

AIR—Ambroife.

Come, Come to your arms my boys,
Your firelocks poize,
Shoulder,
Bolder,
With your quick manceuvre charm each beholder,
Ground! Fort Bien! recover!
A petit paté! when exercife is over,
Alons,
Charge---prefent---Fire---Bon !

(T%e Children Exercife.)
: LEnter
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Enter Mapamz CLEMENTINE, Dugoéis,
HexrierTe, &e.

Dubais takes Jaques and Thomas by the hand
and introduces them to Madame Clementine and
Henriette as his brothers,—The Ladies prefent
Ambroife and all the Children with National
Cockades, they put them in their hats and
huzza ! Dubois and the Ladiesdefire the Chila
dren to retire into the fchool out of the way of
danger, they affent, break their ranks, play and
walk about promifcuoufly—Dubois and the La-
dies take a tender leave of Thomas and Jaquess
afk Ambroife to go with them, he fays he’ll ftay
fome time longer with the boys,

[Exeunt Dubois, Mad. Clementine, Henriette, &¢,

Ambroife takes papers of cakes out of his
pocket, and diftributes them among the chil-
dren, they eat, laugh, play and are without any
regul uity going into the fchaol. A volley ot thot
at a diftance. The Children inftantly return;
form them'elves in order of battle, charge their
pieces with exa& military difcip ine—Ambroife
ftanis looking ar them with furprife and admi-~
rat on.

Enter Acorn, Savetier, and People, flying with
precipitation. Acorn with fpint, endeavours
to rlly them—Another volley—Cries of difirefs,

Enter Alderfeldt and the Royal Alemande pur-
fuing them—the people prepare to fly—The
Royal ‘Allemande to tollow-—Ihe Children in-
terpofe, torm themfelves into regular lines be-
fore them, difcharge a volley of fmall fhot ; tous
repulled, the Royal Allemande make a ftand.—
Alderfelt commands them to fire on the Children,
they retufe, Acorn rufhes forward and knocks

yoL. I, DD Alder-
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Alderfeldt down, but is himfelf furrounded and
taken by fome of the Royal Allemande and borne
off.  The Children again charge, the Royal
Allemande athamed to attack them, yet many
wounded and fome fallen, they are obliged to
retreat, The People take courage, and purfuc
them; the Women very aftive in this—Some
of the loweft of the rabble attempt to rifle thofe
of the Royal Allemande that had fallen j the
Children prefent their picces at them, and they
run off in confufion feveral ways.—The Chil-
dren and Ambroife exprefs pity for the wound-
ed, and with a fhew of compaflion call out the
Servants of the fchool, and Surveons who have
them brought in.

AIR—Ambroife.

A Soldier I was and I buftled in wars,

On my old thining pate I can fhew many fcars,
‘The Army I left when I found the wars cca.fe,
For little is thought of a Soldier in peace.

1fit me down quiet upon a fmall farm,

In the funthine of comfort how happy I fing,

And all my rent ‘paid and thie tax to the king,

I ftill had a bottle to keep my nofe warm. L

‘The fnow of December tho’ {hooL on mty(' head,

The full rofe of June o’er my jolly cheeks fpread,

In the dance on the green, when my legs chanced tq
fail,

I had breath enough left fog amerry old tale.

But tho’ I fowed, my wheat would ne’er come to flour,

‘Three things ere I reap’d, would my crop all devour,

‘The Pax];tlfndge picks the grain yp, the blade the Rabbit
gobbles,

Andall my corn that grew to cars, was threfi’d out by
the Nobles,

-3 ; So
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So my flail I fling away and up with my Cockade,

And hoof along the furrows away for the Parade,

"Then roufe ye valiant Tiers Etat, (uccefs and triumph
wait us,”

My Ploughthare leads yon on my boys, Huzza ! Old
Cincinatus.

CHORUS oF CHILDREN.

‘Then roufe ye valiant Tiers Etat, fuccefs and triumph
wait us,

His Ploughthare leads the way my boys, Huzza ! Old
Cincinatus.
The Children, headed by Ambroife, march
yound, and go into the fchool huzzaing.

SCENE IL

Fauxbourgh St. Laurent—Tbe Convent of §¢. Lazarre
inview,

Shouting without on every fide.

Enter froin the Convent many of the Priefis in
terror and amazement, with their effelts, fur-
niture, plate, Wines, &c.

Enter People at the fides, run into a Blackfmith’s
fhop, and bring out various implements as wea-
pons, they go to the gates of St. Lazarre—the
Priefts endeavour by perfuafion to ftop them.

Enter at the fide a body of reputable Citizens
well armed, they try to quell the tumult, but n
vain; the people rufh into the Convent—The
Citizens deliberate—the People return from the
Convent wrth their plunder of Wines, Provifi-
ons, Sacks of Corn, Plate, &c.

DD 2 Enter
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Enter from the Cowvent Pere Anthony, walking
before a coffin, borne by four priefis as to bu-
rial. "The people give way with reverence; but -
Savetier more bufy than the reft, getting clofe,
perceives a piece of drapery hanging out of the
coffin ; calls the people afide, points and laughs;
they by force take and fet the coffin an end, Sa-
v?t.ier opens the lid, and Madelaine walks out
of it.

DUET.

Savesier and Madelaine:

Sav, A Miracle this!
The dcad come to Jife!
It isn’t—-
Mad. It is
Saw. By the Lord it’s my wife!
Mad. T died the day, that very day
: That yon unkind forfook me ;

And from the Grave,
My Soul to fave,”
. The holy Father took me.
Sav. You fhonld have died at home fweet {pounfe,
. Oh, what a funeral feaft;
Of all the cold meat in the houle,
A dead wife is the beft:
But tell me Father Anthony,
Did you make my Tantony.
Piggin,
Riggin,
Squeak a few ?
Tell me this, and tell me tree?
Mad. Never mind him reverend Sir,
He’s a whelp they call a cur,
That in Manger takes much box,
Not Eat himfelf, nor let the Ox.

Saw, Little fubfy there you lie,
¢ The Prief’s the Dog, the Ox'am L. ;
Mad., That your manners! (frikes bim) how d’ye
Tike it >

Javw.
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Sav. By my Captain’s fword and pike, it
Is againft the Salique Law,,
That fceptre wags in female Paw.

Mad. Captain firut without a tizzy.

Sav. Ma’am be Bzbylonifh Mifly. "
Mad. March and lead tag-rag to battle.

Sav. Giggle, ogle, leer and gig it.

Med. Powder, frizzle, and be wig it.

Sav. ' Lifp and fimper, fneer and tattle.

Captain ftrute, &c.
$oth. } Ma’am be, &c.

Ambroife and a great number of the opulent
citizens and of the moft refpettable of the Tiers
Etat ftill endeavour to quiet the people, and dif-
arm the moft defperate; then form themfelves
into order, and propofe to repair to the Hotel
de Ville to deliberate.

AIR,—Ambroife,

Each Champion for his Nation,
All danger now defies;

Our wrongs in acclamation,
In thunder, fhall arife.

And tho’> we draw the fword,
*Tis not to lead a faétion ;
Our Country! that’s the word,

To dignify the A&ion.
Night coming on, many of the people have
lighted torches. " [Exeunt,
SCENE III. 5

Infide of the Bapille—A dark paflage.

The double doors are nnlock’d, and grate up~
on the hinges.— :

Enter
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Enter the Govérnor, Lieutenant de Roi, Exempts,
Guards, Gaolers with bunches of keys; and drnold
with a bundle.—The Governor tells that by the
help of this, (taking a friar’s drefs out of the bun-
dle) he hopes to have Henriette in his power, and
revenge himfelf on her family. 'He aflifts Arnold
to put on the drefs, paufes, fays that he’ll make
her father Count Clementin (now a prifoner in
the Baftille,) the inftrument to draw her into the
fnare. 3 [Exit with Arnold.

, SCENE 1V.

Infide of the Bafille, an oftagonal Chamber of one
of the Tawers, marked with every circumflance
of borror agreeable to defcription; double barr’d
windows wery high from the floor, double Iron
door in the back flat, the per[peltive fo contrived
as 1o fbew the thicknefs of the Wall, by the fpace
between the two Doors—In one corner a large
Iron Cage.—A gloomy Lamp hanging in the centre
of the room.— A dreadful clanking of chains, gras
ding of bolts, bars and binges of Iron Gates.

Enter Count Clementin, his head enclofed in an
iron mafk, his drefs tatter’d and wretchedly
neglected, he feems in the deepeft defpair.

AIR.~~Count Clementin,

Author of good, 2 Sun thou't giv’n,
To all berieath the cope of Heav’n:
ON glorious orb! oh joy fupreme!
For ever loft thy chearing beam 3
Ah what’s to him Celeftial Light,
Imprifon’d here in endlefs night.

o

CHO-
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CHORUS or PrrsoNers.
(Suppefed. from their refpective Dungeons).

Ah what's to us celeftial light,
Imprifon’d here in endlefs night.

A ferocious Turnkey (after much noife of
locking and unlocking of doors, and grating of
hinges, &c.) enters with food, which the Count
{eems to loath.

[Exit Turnkey with the food.
The Count appears in extreme agitation of dif-
trefs.—Takes a filver plate and furk, looks round
with caution and conceals them.

+  AIR.—~Count Clementin.

From my lov’d wife, my babe juft born,
A hufband, a fond father torn,
My anguith can I bear!
This breaft with Loyalty tho’ fraught,
A Traitor to my Prince I’m thought ;
No comfort but defpair.

Cher. of Prifoners. No comfort but defpair.

My food is loathfome, bed is hard,
And chillieg cold my ftony ward 3
Ungentle valets tend.
Drop fcalding tears corrode my face,
Still fatal cafque my head embrace,
My life and forrows end.

Chor. of Prifoncrs. *Our grief with life muft end.

The flower may wither in its bloom,
The lamp can wafte within the tomb,
And fountains are exhal’d.
My Senfes to my Griefs awake,
Why ftubborn heart refufe to break,
When evea Hope has fail’d ?
£2For. of Prifeners, Why ftubborn heart refufe to break,
‘When' even Hope has fail’d ?

Du-
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During the air re-enter Turnkey, at the back
appears to be taking down the words.

Enter the Governor, Guards, &c ~The Governor
places himfelf between the dvor and Count Cle-
mentn. The centinels at it are doubled. The
Governor unlocks the Count’s mafk, they fit
and enter into converfation. A commiflaire una
{een by the Count takes down his anfwers, then
puts the book in-his pocket. The Goveinor fees
aring on the Count’s finger, requefts it with a
mixture of politenefs and fervility ; the Count
appears to fet the higheft value on it, and cana
not be prevailed on to part with it. The Go-
vernor changes his manner, orders the Iron Cage
forward, and commands two of the Guards to
hold him ; then forces off the Ring, and claps
the Mafk on, which helocks. The Count dathes
himfelf on the ground as overwhelm’d with an-
guifh.

Enter Arnold in the friars drefs—The Governor
with great joy gives Arnold the Ring tells him
to take it to Madame Clementine, who bv that
pledge will know her hufband lives, and will
obey inftructions, [Scene clifes.

. SCENE V. -
A Room in’ Madanie Clementine's Houfe.
Madame Clementine, Dubois, Henriette, Mar-
tin, Ambroife, Jaques, Thomas, and company
difcovered, fupper over.~~Dubois and Henriette
as bride and bridegroom.

GLEE,
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GLEE.

I have been drinking, drinking I have been;

I fee by your arch blinking,

You do the fame,
"Then can you blame,

My eyes fly rogue for winking ;
While wine is good,
Youthful our blood,

Gay friends be blithe and bonny ;

While time is now in merry mood,

Let’s banifh care if he intrude.

With hey nony nony.

II.

I'm giving to loving, love is my delight3

1 fee by your arch blinking,

Love’s fweet to you;

Elfe why archly woo
My eyes fond rogue in winking 3

From your bright lip,

Sweets let me fip,
As bees from flowers take honey: J
Well laugh and kifs, and drinﬁ and £ll,’
And let the pleafing burthen fill,

Be hey nony nony,

Madame Clementine looks at Henriette with
tendernefs and concern, then at a whole length
portrait of a man, weeps, and feems to invoke it
for a blefling on Henrijette and Dubois. They
look on it with reverence and z2ffe&ion, Dubois
compares the face with Henriette’s; and Madam
Clementine exprefles, by pointing to her widow’s
weeds, that ’tis her deceafed Hufband, Hen-
rictte appears to comfort her,

VOL. I« iR AIR;
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: AIR . —Ambroife.

#3% 2 Now fhall the honeft: man be priz’d,
His bleod with Tinkers blended ;
And let the villain be defpis’d,
From Clovis tho’ defeended.
That fools fhou'd rev’rence claim from blood,
Fly hence the vile delufion, 4
He’s truly noble who is good,
-And this is Conftitution.

Hard knocks abroad, when I was young,
I got-upon this hard head,

With little crofs on button hung,
I was at home rewarded.

But to make up for tides of blood,
A patriot effufion,

I drink my own and country’s good,
And this is Conftitution.

Henriette propofes a family dance—the feve«
ral domeftics meén and maids are call’d in—

A BALLET.

The Dance over, Enter Alice, (abruptly) an-
nouncing a perfon to Madame Clementine, this
raifes the company’s curiofity. [ Exir Alice.

She re-enters introducing Armold in his friar’s
drefs; with actions fuiting his affumed character,.
he delivers Madame Clementine the Ring ¢ at'the
firft fight of it' fhe’s feized with athonithmientsy
fucceedéd by’ joy, communicatés the reafon of
it to'the company—their {fuprize-and pleafure.
—Henriette ‘takes the ring, lTeoks up at the por-
trait, prefles the’Ring to het lips, and puts it on
her finger. 'Arnold: locks at'the pictare, points
alternmately at that and the ring with feeming enro-
tioos of pleafure.~~Maidame Clementine prepares
awith Henrictte to accompany:him, -as'to’meet
the Count according to his direétions ; the rei}

. 0
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of the company attempt to go with them—op-
pos’d by Arnold’s advice who takes off Madame
Clementine and Henriette by the band. [ Exeunt.

———ET LTI

SCENE VI
Night, before Madame Clementine’s Houfe.

A Coach at a litttle diftance, the Governor
fhews himfelf at the windows of it, the four
Guards and Exempts endeavour to hide them-
felves ftanding up clofe to the wall; Madame
Clementing’s door opens.  Enter from it Alice
with a light, Arnold, Madame Clementine and
Henriette. - Arnold as by accideat knocks the
Candle out’ of Alice’s hand, then.with many
apologies and feeming complaifance, leads the
Ladies to the Coach door. Henriette fteps in-
to the Coach, Madame  Clementine. following
her—Arnold fuddenly plucks her back. ;

- Enter Savetier, odferves {lyly what is going
forward, makes figns that he’ll call the people
to their refcue.—~Two of the guards feize him,
and thruft him jnto the Coach, thut the door,
and ftep up behind ; the Guards furround it, and
it drnives rapidly off.——Madame Clemeatine
fwoons, Alice thrieks.—}ater from the houfe
Dubots, Auftin, Ambroile and company—Aljce
i contuyfion and tiight tells the circumitance—
Madame  Clementine and all, much diftrefs’d,
Dubois enraged.— [Sbouting without

Enter Martin, Grenadiers, Citizens armed, and
a2 concourfe gt pe ple as to the demo ithion of
the Baltiile, Dubais hears this with joy, encou-

LR 2 3 rages
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rages them'with fpirit, examines their arms, finds
them infufficient for the enterprife; exprefles
want of cannon.——Robert advances, and pro
pofes to go to the Hotel des Invalids.

AlR.~Dubois.

Dear Paris, native city beft belov’d,
Forgive thy fons by hard oppreffion mov’d ;
Though tumults banifh thy internal peace, °
Our Rights eftablithed, then fierce clamours ceafe.
March on! we do not draw the {word,
‘To fheath it in our Country’s breaft ;
But till her freedom is reftor’d,
Oh never fhall this arm have reft.

While Nature with a bounteous hand,
Has fhower’d her bleflings o’er our land,
How fmall alas! the poor man’s fhare;
"The Galling Yoke no longer bear.
‘To keep usflaves the Great combine;
And fthake the lafh if we repine.
Come on brave youths, let’s firike the bIow,
Our wrongs in acclamation,
Shall let our haughty Tyrants know,
‘The People are the Nation,

[ Exeunt led by Dubois.

END OF THE $ECOND PART.
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————

P ART IL

SCENE L
Infide of the Baftille. T

ENTER Savetier groping his way.
RECITATIVE.

Saw. What the devil! who’s that?
Blefs me!
It certainly muft be—
Nobody
Very odd! X
‘T'wo pair of feet hear
A Cat?
A Rat?
Toad or Lizard---
What’s the matter ?
Tho' nought before my eyes is
My teeth chatter
My hair uprifes
And together knock my knees hard.

AIR.
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AlR.

I've got into a dungeon, but how to get out

Becaufe I don’t know is 2 matter of doubt,

Shounld the Governor find me, it runsin my head

If my life he fhould take, then its odds but I'm dead
My two pretty ears he’ll cut off (o clean,

But may behe’d leave my head fticking between
For the good of my country myfelf I expofe,

And glory to follow---I’ll follow---my nofe.

11

And if Ifhould chance to getinto theair

Of my fine dainty body he’ll kindly take care,

Left by a great fall I my little toe break,

1 think that he’ll tie me up faft by the neck

Before the vile gibbet deprives me of life

Like Bratus, or,Cato I'll fall on my knife

T’ll let out my heart’s blood here on this cold ftone,
And I'l} let out---I'll let~-and L'l let it alone.

A fmall door opens, Enter from it the Gover-
por with adark lantern leading in Henriette: Sa-
vetier retires ; the Governor forceably puts Hen-
riettte in at another door, Savetier geuting out of
his way falls; the Governor liltens; Savetier
fneaks round the plice crouching, ftooping, creep-
ing, and many ludicrous pofitions to conceal him-
felf, mews like a cat, fyueaks like a rat; the Go-
vernor ftill liftening and looking about ; Savetier
to conceal himfelf gcts behind him, and fhill as the
Governor . walks about with the light Savetier keeps
behind, at length falling on his hands and knees.
the Governor fuddenly ftareing back ftumbles over
him, at firft alarmed but riles, puts the light to
Savetiers face, who kneels befeeching mercy ; the
Governor paules, looks at the door where he had
fecreted Henriette and concluding that the mutt
have been fcen by Savetier, determines to deftroy

: him,
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him, goes fome paces back and with altions of
kindnefs and ericouragement defires Savetier to ap-
proach ;*'Savetier walking ‘towards bim, a trap-
door fuddenly opens under him, and he difappears,
the Governor exprefies joy in felf-fecurity. Going
towards the room where he had placed Henriette,
a noife without, he makes-to the door he came in
at, blows out his light, and exiz, bafily.

'SCENE 1L

Dawn.—Before, the Hotel des Invalids. Two old
Invalids on guard at the Gates.

Enter Dubois, - Martin, French Guards, Am-
broife, Citizens, People.—~They demand entrance are
obftinately refufed by the two Centinels who pre-~
fent their bayonets: The Soldiers, &c. attempt
to kill them, but are prevented by Dubois.

Enter at the fide Robert haftily, he tells his
comrades (the Centinels) how ill he had been ufed
by the Royal Allemande—gives them national
cockades, they puc them in their hats, huzza, and
admit Dubojs, Soldiers, People, &c. into the Ho-
tel. A party of Soldiers wait without to cover the
entrance : Re-enter thofe who went in, bringing
out cannon, mufkets, and all kind of warlike
ftores: The ardeur of the old drummers, trum-
peters and fifers whimfically chara&eriftic.

Shouts of ° 4 bas la Bafiille,”

AIR—Martin.

Too long we’ve to oppreffion ftoop’d
Or lets be free or ceafeto live ;
Sweet
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Sweee lily that fo long hath droop’d
In glorious {un-fhine now revive :
Behold the Jurking fpider watch
He fpreads his cruel fangs,
The thoughtlefs ly in web to catch
‘The infet dies in pangs.

Anmb. Let's drag the fpider from his den

‘The Battille is the web of men,

The wretch that built yon manfion drear,
Within it languifh’d many a year:

When Phalaris the tyrant curft
Of Brazen-bull much boafted,

The artful maker was the firft
Within his fine bull roafted.

Dsb. Now fell the tree whofe lofty pride
Hath hid its beaunties in the fhade,
Fame to the patriot brow decide
‘The laurel that can never fade :
The noble theme with joy repeat
Our caufe fhall with fuceefs be crown’d
To rattling drums our hearts fhall beat
Our voices to the trumpet round :

Cho. Down with bolts bars and iron door, '
The guiltlefs prifoner fhall be free
OQur cannon with tremendous roar,
Shall join the ery of Liberty. :
' [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Before the front Gates of the Baftille : The two Draw-
bridges and Moats :  On the ene fide a few Houfes
of the Fauxbourg St. Antoine, on the other the Go-
vernor's boufe.

Enter dewn the Street Citizens beaded by Auftin
armed—rthey demand entrance ; refufed, they fet
fire to the Governor’s houfe, this foon extinguifh’d,
the drawbridge is let down; Lieutenant Du-Roy

< comes
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comes over it bearing a white flag ; Drum within
beats a parley ; he invites the people in with cour-
teous action ; Auftin and mary others crofs the
Fofi¢ ; the bridge is inftantly raifed and an ex-
plofion of carinon is heard within fucceeded by
cries and groans ; the People without are enraged,
to defperation at the Governors treachery. A
cannon is fir'd among them from the Batftille, they
run in diforder to the other fide ; Robert points
out danger in fome brambles that appear on the
Boulevard, clofe by where they ftand ; They quit
their ftation, and a cannon fhot is fired from the
thicket; The people then retire into the adjacent
houfes with precipitation and are feen at the
windows; and on the tops, from whence they fire
at the Invalids placed on the battlements, ramparts,
and at the Embraflures of the Baftille,

Enter down the Street St. Antoine, Dubois,
Martin, Ambroife, Thomas, Jacques, Guards,
Citizens, Women, Children, &c. with the cannon
of the Hotel dés Invalids, a white flag is feen
hoifted on a tower of the Balftille, and  at the
inftant a cannon is fhot from it down the Street St.
Antoine. Dubois dire&ts the Soldiers and peo-
ple to play their cannon againft the gates of the
Baftille; they are batter’d down, they then point
againft the chains of the draw-bridge which falls
and they pafs by it over the ‘firft foflé. A hand-
kerchief is feen to drop from a {mall window of
the Baftille, and from a grated aperture a filver
plate falls ; Dubois knows the handkerchief to be
Henriette’s, and Martin thews him the name of
Count Clementin infcribed on the plate ; they
return over the drawbridge with the greateft rapi.
ditv; Cannon continues playing, the Women and
Children ferve them with ball,

; . {Scene clofes.
voL, I FF SCENE
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SCENE 1V.
Infide of the Bapille,

Enter the Governor, Pincemaille, Enempts, turn-
keys, &c. much terrified : the Governor in great
diftra@ion giving confufed orders to his officers.
They run about in terror. The noife without
increafes. The Governor goes off with emotions
of defpair. [Exeunt all,

Enter from a chamber Henrictte, frightened.
The noife fill encreafing—She feized with difmay
and terror falls on her knees and turns her eyes
to heaven in fervent prayer.

Enter from another chumber in 2 flow and
folemn pace, Count Clementin. His iron mafk
on. He approaches Henriette. She turns fud-
denly, and at the fight of him fhrieks and fwoons,
he gently raifes her. She revives, he takes off
his mafk, the fhews the ring, they recognizing
each other for father and daughter, are ftruck
with furprife and affe€tion. She kneels to him,
he tenderly embraces her. The noife without now
approaching, he takes her by the hand, and hattily
Icads her to an adjoining room.

Enter in wild rumule of fury Dubois, Martin,
Ambroife, foldiers, citizens, people, &¢, Al
hurry from place to place, killing the guards,
forcing keys from the jailors, opening the cham=
bers and dungeons, rcleafing the prifoners, and
bringing out and diiplaying the feveral inftrus
ments of torwure.

Enter Madeliine, Pere Anthony, Pricfls, women,
children, &c. &c.  The old Count de lorge
brought from his cell much emaciated, his beard
very long, filled with joy and wonder but can

{carce
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fcarce bear the light. Many of the people re-
cognize in the prifoners their former . friends
and relatives. Dubois runs precipitately from -
cell to cell in fearch of Henriewe. Opens a
dungeon fhaped like a cone reverfed, from whence
Acorn afcends, but unable to ftand, falls:
mutual joy; Acorn pointing to the place of his
confinement fhows the fituation his feet were in.
The fight of the unhappy pris’ners and various
implements of torture roufe the indignation of the
multitude high againft the Governor, and many
difperfe feveral ways in fearch of him with fhouts
of vengeance.

Dubois, Ambroife, Martin and their friends
continuing their fearch for Henriette, Dubois
difcovers Arnold in his fiiars drefs, they drag
him forth from his concealment, “he falls on his
knees, implores for mercy. Dubois diawing
demands waere Henriette’s fecreted.  She enters
hattily, runs to Dubois, who quitting Arnold,
clafps her in his arms.

Enter Maaame Clementine, and from the room
adjoining Count Clementin with his maifk in his
hand. “ladame Clemeutine feized with aftonifh-
ment and joy at finding her hufband. Each
charaftcr twll of rapture and congratulation;
Savetier’s voice is heard at fome diftance under-
neath. All furprized liften. The voice frems
nearer. T he different caara&ers liften at feveral
paits of the ground, from wheace they think the
voice procegds. It feems to come from wider
where Amb.oife ftands. He jumps afide. Made-
laine laughs, and the voice is heard pear her, fhe
leaps afide trightned.  Dubois runs to the place.
Littens, Searches, and pulls up a ftone difcover-
ing the circular entrance of a fubterrangous pafl-

FF2 age.
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age. Savetier cries loud fiom below, they with
-difficulev help him out. He very much foil'd
runs about in frantic joy embracing every body,
particularly Madelaine.  Shouts of triumph
without.

Enter citizens, foldiers, &e. dragging on the
governor. He proftrates himfelf in an agony of
grief and remorfe, weeps and befeeches their
compaffion. They tear off his badges of honour,
he throws himfelf into the arms of Dubois for
proteétion, who touched with pity weeps, but
recovering his fortitude firmly acquaints him
that juftice for his treafon to the people demands
his life, and all huiry him off for the place de
Greve, ¥ 3 [Exennt.

SCENE LAST.
Place de Greve—View of the Hotel de Ville.
Pincemaille, The Governor, Arnold, and other
tinpopular Charaéers led to ‘execution, the for-
mer witha halter of ftraw round his neck, and a
bunch of thiftles hanging down his breaft, the
trophies confift of large locks, keys. bolts,. bars,
chains, the iron mafk, and other inftruments of
torture, fufpenied on poles. : ;
The Stage clear—Grand Procefion.—in which
Dubois, as having firft mounted “the Breach, at
the D ftrudtion of the Baftille, is carried in
Triumph. :
"‘ATR— 4mbroife, and CnoRus,
Sufpended high aboye his reach,
Was hung this civic crown,

With glory fired he mounts the breach,

And plucks the trophy down.
Intre=
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Intrepid youth, the well earned wreath,
Thy grateful country gives, (Drops a avreath of
Laurel on Dubois’ bead.)
Who in her caufe defpifing death,
In honour ever lives. /

No intereft in the land had he,
Our good was allhe fought,

And for our rights, for liberty,
Alone the Hero fought.

Sufpended high above his reach,
Was hung the civic crown,

With glory fired he mounts the breach,
And plucks the trophy down.

Enter Count Clementin, Madame Clementine,
Henriette, Acorn, &c. Dubois defcends, and
embraces Henriette, the Count joins their
hands. . vt

FINALE.

Savetier.

To fettle all our new difputes,
Let’s to the tavern gang man,

We’ll drink and fing, and burn our boots,
But firft we’ll hang the hangman.

RECITATIVE— Ambroife.

At Satans fell beheft, uprofe thofe hated walls,
Now at an Angels voice the curfed fabric fails,

Martin,

Juftice in awful ftate has claim’d her own,
Difplaced the Fury, that ufurp’d her throne,
Defpotic power fhall wear a robe no more,
The iron hand her {fword muft now reftore.

Count
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Count Clementin—RECITATIVE, Aecompanied.

Nor at the great event, fhall we alone rejoice,
Man, born free! {o fhould remain, ’tis natures genee
ral voice.

Dubeis.

Let every heart with rapture glow,
For a joyful moments near ;
Tho? from the eye, that fount of woe,
The pallid cheek, drank up the tear =
That eye fhall beam a living ray.
That cheek thall bloom the rofe of May,

CHORUS.

Every heart with rapture glow,
For a joylul moments near.

Ambroifs.
( To thofe Releafed from the Baftile.}

From the Dark Dungeon’s hideous gloom,
Of the free foul the loathsome tomb,
From folitude and pain and ftrife,
Immerge toall the joys oflife.

DUET—Dubois and Henriette.
( To Count Clementine. )

Come view the beauties of the year,
The fragrance of the flowers inhale,
And while the lark floats on the gale,
" His liquid notes thall charm thine ear.

Henrette,

To long loft love and friendhip fweet,
Let meeting hcarts with rapture beat,

And
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And focial interchange of mind,
And {mile benign, and converfe kind.

Dubois.

Laonch into the world, new born,
And hail with fong, this blefled morn !

CHORUS.

Revifit the glad world, new born,
And hail withi{ong, this blefled morn.

THE END.
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4:CET ok

SCENE L

A Hall.

Horn founds.

Enter DicGory, meeting Fraxk, Diccory car-
rying a difb of cold beef, and a tankard. A foor-
man following FRANK with a tea-board.

FraNk.

IIWR. DIGGORY, your mafter’s up; I hear his
10Tn.

Dig. Aye, Malter Frank, I've got his break-
faft here.

Frank. Beef and porter ! his ftomach is deli-
cate this morning.

Dig. Why, yes, he’s always a little puny after
a night’s hard drinking. Agye, about a pound
and half, or fo, will make him eafy *till near two, .
and then-.-~ (bell rings.)

GG 2 Frank.
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Frank. Ha! I think my mafter’s a little ime
patient too for his breakfaft.

Foot. Shall I take up the things, Mr. Frank ?

Frank. ’Sdeath ! what do you wait here for ?
Fly ! Iimagined you had left ’em above this half
hour. i 3

Foot. Why I thought—

Frank. You thought! Ah! this thinking is
the ruin of us. Now if you wou’d not think,
but do as you are defired, it would make—

Foot. 1 fuppofe 2 man may have leave.

Frank. No converfation, I befeech you: (bel/
rings.) Have you any ears?

Foot. 1 have, and hands too, and that you
thall ind fome time or other.—Takes more airs
‘upon himfelf than the mafter! [Half afide, and
exif with the tea things.

Frank. Theimpertinenceand freedom of thefe
fcoundrels is abfolutely intolerable.

Dig. Who fhould he make free with, if he
can’t with his fellow fervants ?

Frank. Fellow fervants, Mr. Diggory! Do you
make no difference between a fervant in livery,
and a gentleman’s gentleman? In the country,
I fuppofe, it’s * hail fellow well met ; but here,
fir, we are delicate, nice, in our diftin&ions;
for a valet moves in a fphere, and lives in a
ftile as fuperior to a footman, as a Pall-mall groom
porter to the marker of a tennis-court.

Dig, For certain, fir, we valet-de-thams are
grand fellows ; but you’ll fee more of that when
1 get on my new regimen—I mean my new liver;
—rptha! my new clothes, I mean. Did you
breakfaft, fir? ‘

Frank. Yes, I've had my chocolate,

Dig. Do take one flice of beef,

’ Frﬂnkv
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Frank. What a vulgar breakfaft ! 'beef! fhock-
ing!

gng Idonst knowasto that, Sir,butIhave heard
beef was Queen Elizabeth’s breakfaft; and, if
that’s the cafe, I think it’s good enough for L.

Frank. But isn’t that for your mafter ?

Dig. O, I'll leave enough for he, 'l war-
rant. (bell rings)

Frank. That muft be for me, Mr. Diggory.
Serviteur ! : { Exit.

Djg. How genteel he looks in his mafter’s old
clothes!

Enter Tim TrckLE.

Tic. Ha, Diggory! the London air agrees
with you, I find; keep working, lad; firong
beer is our ftream of life, and in good beef lies
the marrow of an Englith conftitution—that’s -
in the genteel way. (born founds)

Dig. I muft follow the found of the horn.

[Exit with beef, finging.

Re-entcr Frank.

Frank. Mr. Tickle, feveral perfons are wait-
ing below for Mr. Lumpkin, acd they aik to
fee you.

Tic. Perfons!

Frank Yes, fir; there are tailors, fhoemak-
ers, milliners, perfumers, dancing-mafters, mu-
fic-mafters and boxing mafters.

Tic. Vllbe with them in a pig’s whifper !

“rank. Whata catiff for a gentleman’s tutor!
0! he’s thocking ! ;

[Exit,
Tie.
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Tic. Aye! now how could he do without’
me? If he wants a coat cut in the kick, who’
can thew him ? [—A tafty nab? Why Tim.—
Handfome pumps? I know the go.  If he'd
have a tune from his mufic-mafter, a thruft from
his puthing-mafter, a ftep from his dancing-maf-
ter, ora {quare from his boxing-mafter, I'm the
boy that can fhew him life in the genteel way.

Enter Diceory.

Dig. Mafter Tickle, the fquire wants you.
Tic. 1ftir.
Dig. I’ll tell him fo. [Exit.
Tic. They can do nothing without me. = To-
ny Lumpkin’s nobody without Tim Tickle. I'll
go—no—1I think Illftep firlt and give my bear
his breakfaft ; poor foul! many a good one he
has got me; aye, and may again for aught I
know. The fquire’s good at a promife, that’s
certain; but what’s a promife? Pye-cruft. I'd
no more depend upon a gemman’s promife, than
1 would upon a broken ftaff, or a candidate for
the county after he had gained his eleftion.
[Exit.

SCENE II.
A Chamber. .

JonquiL difcovered in a_morning undrefs, Franx
attending with chocolate.

Jon. Frank, has your lady quitted her apart-

ment.
Fraik.



TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN., 231

Frank. Yes, fir, I thiok I heard Mrs. Laven-
der fay—Oh, fir, here is my lady. [Exiz.

Enter Mrs. JonQuiL and LAVENDER.

Jon. Good morning to you, madam.

Mrs. Fon. Thank you, Sir. Lavender, give
thofe cards to Pompey, and defire him to de-
liver them agreeable to their addrefs. Ihave an
immenfity of vifits, but muft pay them this mor-
ning in paper ; or, Shock, you dear polite toad,
will you take the chair, and be my reprefenta-
tive to the ladies ? (t0 a lap-dog, which Lavender
carries under ber arm.) [ Exit Lavender.
Oh, my head! fuch anight ! Mr. Jonquil, when
did you break up at the malquerade ?

Fon. 1 fancy, my dear, ’twas five.

Mrs. Jon. 1 might as well have accompanied
you there, for I conunted the clock ’till four. A
mafquerade to this houfelaft night,was a Quaker’s
meeting. Sucha noife aud uprpar ! ‘

Fon. Uproar —What was the matter ?

Mrs. Fon. Only your coufin Tony holding his
noéturnal revels. ks

Fon. Tony! So, fo, ’twas here he came,
when he flipped from me at the Pantheon.

Mprs. Fon. Yes, here he came indeed ; and
fuch a ball as he held with the bear and the fer-
vants, and the mob out of the ftreer, I believe!

Enter LAVENDER.

Lgv. Madam, I'm forry I'm obliged to com-~
plain of a fervant, but don’t blame me ma’m;
but indeed there’s no fuch thing as living in thie
houfe.

Mrs,
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Mrs. Fon. What is all this ? ¢

Lgv. Why ma’am, Mr. Diggory, *Squire Lumpa
kin’s man, ran into your ladyfhip’s drefling-room,
and fnatched vour cold cream off the toilet.

Fon. Ha! ha! ha! what in the name of deli-
cacy could Diggory want with the cold cream ?

Lav. Hefaid it would do to oil his wig, Sit.

Fon. Ha! ha! ha!

Mrs. Fon. Nay, but Mr. Jonquil, this is be«
yond bearing. D'l aflure you I'll—

Fon. Come, my dear, don’t be difcompofed,
*twill foon be at an end. . [Exit. Lavender.
Let me fee what time his mother propofes to be
in town, for I think fhe fays fhe’ll take a houfe
for him. I have her letter here. I wifh he was
in a houfe of his own, from my foul, forin a
fortnight I fhould not know mine from a carrier’s
inn.

Mrs. Fon. What gives me moit fingular amaze-
ment is, that you chufe to be feen in public with
him. ‘

Fon. 1 grant that he is not the moft eligible
companion for a man of fathion: but at a maf-
querade I was fafe from cenfure, for every body
imagined the uncouthnefs of his appearance, and
rufticity of his manners, merely the effect of his
imitative genius. The company thought his be-
haviour all afflumed, .puc on pour. Poccafion; for
he threw off his domino, and I'll aflure you,
fimple nature got him infinite reputation. He
gaped at the mafks, roated moft ftentorioufly
difcordant with the mufick ; overfet the pyra-
mids, pocketed the fweetmeats, broke the glaffes,
made Jove to an Arcadian dairy maid, tripped
up the heels of a harlequin, beat a hermit, who

happened
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happened to be a captain of the guards, and gave
a bithop a black eye.

Myrs. Fon. But his mother’s epiftle ; I languifh
to hear it.

Fon. 1 afk your pardon, here it is. “(fakes out &
Jetter and reads))  °

¢ Dear Coufin,
¢ In the bearer of this, I introduce to your
care and friendthip my dear fon Tony. Il
affure you, coufin, Tony with your help will
make a bright man, as he’s already humour-
¢ fome and comical. I fhall be in town myfelf
< in about a fortnight, er three weeks, and then
Iintend taking a houfe for him, in fome airy,
¢ fafhionable part, fomewhere near Duke’s
<« Place, as I’d have him near the King’s Palace.
¢ No more at prefent from your loving coufin,

¢ DororxEa HARDCASTLE,
¢« P.S. Mr. Hardcaftle’s and my love to
coufin Emilia. Irequeft you'll take Tony to
¢« Sadler’s Wells, as I’m fure he’ll like operas.”
(A born_founds wztlmut.

Mers. Fon. Blefs me, what’s that?

Fon. Oh, that’s Tony’s fummons for his man;
hefays he hates the ringing of bells, therefore has
invented that polite fubftitute.

(Tony calls without.

Zony. Hollo, Diggory, hollo.

Fon. Oh, here he comes.

Tony. (witbout.) Hollo ! flap up the bear.

Mrs. Fon. Heaven defend us, fure he won’t
drivein a bear here.

Jon. No, no, my dear, don’t be alarmed.

Tony, (without.) Comie along, Bruin.
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Enter Tony LuMPKIN.

Come in ; Ilong to introduce Bruin to my re«
lations, Coufin Milly, will you fee the bear,
. ma’am, if you pleafe?

Mys. Jon. Bear, oh, heavens!  [Exit baftily.

Tony. Coufin Milly’s very timberfome, fure;
Bruin is a mighty. civil beaft; why he’s as gen-
tle as the good-natured lion in the Tower, that
Iet’s the dog lie in his den with him.

Fon. I don’t entertain a doubt of his polite~
nefs or good-nature; but yow'll eternally oblige
me by fending him down.

Tony, Now would it oblige you in downright
earneft. -

Fon. Beyond meafure.

Tony. Tim, walk Bruin down again: bid
him firft make his honours at the door tho’.
Come here—only, coufin, look,—only look at
him. Servant, Sir; why he learned among the
grown gentlemen at Hatton-garden. . Ah do
now let him in, and he, and I, and you, will
dance the hay. He's muzzled! Tim, an’t he
muzzled ? i

Tim. (without.) Yes, Sir.

Tony. Oh! then there’s no danger; youfee he
con’dn’t bite you, if he had a mind; he can
only fcratch you a little.

Fon. Gads curfe, but P’m not difpofed to be
fcratch’d thismorning.

Tony. Oh! very well; any other time. Only
fay tbe word, and Bruin’s the boy for it. Slap
him down lad.

Fon. 1 wifh the devil had you and him to-

3 gethier,
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gether. Such a fellow !—Mr. Lumkin, have
you a fancy for this heufe ?

Tony. Anan? :

Fon. 1 fay, do you like this houfe ?

. Tony. Like it? for certain I do.

Fon. Then to you and the bear, Imuft abfo~
lutely refign it.

Tony. 1 thank you for your kind offer; but if-
you were to give me your houfe, and your pye-
balds. and your vifee vie, I would not thank
you; becaufe them that give all, give nothing
at all, But indeed if you’d let me bring in
a little queen with me fome time or other,
unknown to coufin Milly, you’d make me as
happy as a king.

Fon. Oh, fie)

Tony. Oh, fie! Baw! fhake hands! Why
don’t you get drunk fometimes? It’s mighty
pleafant! Ay, and very wholefome once a
week. Dr. What-d’ye-call-um fays fo, in the
book that lies in my mama’s window : what fay
you to a bout, coufin, ha?

Fon. Excufe me; drinking is, in my opinion,
the moft favage and barbarous method, that
ever brutality invented, to murder time and in-
telleéts.

Tony. by jingo, then mama is the firft time-
killer within ten miles of Quagmire Marfh: Oh!
the loves a fup dearly.

Jon. For thame ! Mr. Lumpkin.

Tony. Oh ! take me, it’s all in the genteel
way, tho’; for my mama always fipp’d her cor-
dial out of a tea-pot ; and then, before folks, it
was only a drop of cold tea, you know,

Fon. Ha, ha, ha!

Tony. Ay, and Coufin Con, Mifs Nevill, that

was
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was eourting me, ufed to drink like a glafs.
blower, all in the fentimental way. Over a
love-ftory book, fhe and my mama would read
and fip till it came out of their eyes. Sure Coufin
Con was in love with me; Oh! how fweetly

fhe'd kifs me after a chapter of Mildmay, and a
" twilt of the tea-pot.

Fon. Yes, yes, what ['ve always found;
curfe me! if there’s a womman in the world eafier
had, than the die-away romantic novellift.

Tony. How fine I tell lies! he fwallows themr
like fyllabub. (afide.}

Fon. But you gave me the flip laft night, at
the Pantheon ; why did not you wait for fup-

er?

Tony. Why, Ilove my fupper as well as any
body, efpecially after 2 day’s bunting; becaufe
then we have fomething to talk of. But the
fiug way for my money ; and we had our own
gig here at home; I ncver faw the bear fo
alrys

r%ron. But what think you of the {plendor of
the Pantheon? Is’n’tit the temple of elegance?
in Olympus Hall, worthy the Gods to revel
in?

Tony. Gods do you call ’em? I took fome of
’em for rafcals. A fool of a fellow would have
it, that I'was a Jady ; now Iam fure I have not
a bit of the lady about me, except the foftnefs of
my voice, but the monkey was 2 macaroni;
and thofe beaux, Ifancy, make as much ufe of
a woman, as they do of a fword; they keep
both merely for fthew. Oh, now I talk of that
by jingo, I faw a power of fine thews ycfterday,
o’top of Ludgate-hill.

Fon. Shews?

Tony,



4 TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN. 337

Tony. Ay, I believe I’ve feen all the fine thews
now ; aye, Gog and Magog, St. Paul’s and the
Tower, and the hight poft near the Bridge,
that’s going to fall upon the neighbours heads;
and ’ve feen a hanging, and a houfe on fire;
and I paid a halfpenny to walk over the Thames
at Blackfriars ; and I eat calves-head turtle, op-
pofite the Bank ; and faw Lord Thingumme’s
fine coach, and the Lilliputian Patagonians,
and the Stock-brokers on ’Change; the mad
folks in Bedlam, and the aor-folks at the
Play-houfes ; one of the play men at What-d’ye-~
call-it play-houfe was very like you,

Fow. But, Mr. Lumpkin, Iimagine ’tis time
for you to begin to drefs; fome of the Scavoir
Vivre and Dilettante dine with me to-day, and
you'll be a precious exhibition. (afide.)

Tony. Ay, ay, I'll be as fine as the fheriffs
horfe, by-and-by.

Enter DicGory,

(In @ new livery ; firuts ankwardly acrofs the Stage.
Tony leads him by the arm back to the door.)

Getout !

Dig. Why, fure, ’Squire, you’ll be proud
enough yourfelf of your new cloaths when you
get into them.

Tony. Yes, but there’s fome difference between
the miller and his dog. Pray know your diftance,
and I defire, Diggory, yowll never dare to be fo
fuperftitious with me, before company

Dig. Well, I won’t.

Zony. You won’t >—I think you might call

: me,
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me, my honour, and not wafte much of your
manners.

Dig. If that’s the cafe, there’s all kinds of
tradesfolks, and ingenous learners, of all fizes,
waiting below for My Honour.

Tony. Your honour, it’s my honour they
want.

Dig. I'll tell them fo, Sir; my—your honour,
mean. I i [Exit.

Tony. Well, now, coufin, Pll go; and—

Fon. Sir, Mr. Lumpkin, I have a trifling re-
queit to make.

Tony. Whatis it? I'll give you any thing you
atk.
Fon. That you will drefs with all poffible cele-
rity ; for I languith to fee you one of us.

Tony. Hollo, for lace and powder. Hollo,
Diggory ; hey, for grandeur—yoics—hark for-
ward, taylors, milliners, and glorious haber-

dathers ! hollo, hollo ! (Exit.
Fon. Makes more noife than a kennel of
boupds, [Exit.

SCENE III.
An Antichamber.

Several TRapespeorLE, and Tim TIckLE,
diftovered.

Tie. Hewill, Ifent his man to tell him.
Tay. Greatly obliged to you, Sir.
Tic. You are fo, if you kew all; but, for my

good word, *Squire Jonquil wou'd have taken
Mon-
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Monficur Frippery, the new fathion French tay-
tor.

Enter DigGoRry.

Dig. He’s coming; pray fit down, gentle-
men, it’s as cheap fitting as ftanding.

Zic. Diggory, keep your own ftation. Ido
all in the gentleman-ufher way, d'ye fee; be-
caufe why, I know the genteel thing; but take
me neighbours, I don’t want you to ftand, d’ye
mind me]; only, Diggory, your encroaching
upon my compartment, is juft as tho’f, as how,
as if my bear was to fnath my hurdy-gurdy out
of my hand, and pok’d me tilll moved a horn-
pipe.

Dig. For certain, that would not be manners;
but I was only

Tic, Say no more ! you’re an ignorant man,
and you don’t know the genteel thing.

Enter Tony.

Tony. Hey, for grandeur, lace and powder!
which of you is my tayler ?

92y T’'m theman, Sir,

ZTony. Have you my clothes, Mr. Taylor ?

Tay. Here they are, Sir, and a more fathion-
able fuit never hung upon the fhoulders of an .
Ambaflador.

Tony. Tim, do they fit me?

Zic. Quite the kick.

Tay. But won't your honour try them on ?

Tony. No, it’s too much trouble. I make
Tim try on all my new clothes for me.

Shoe. Your fhoes, Sir.

Tony,
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Tony: Black fattin, beautiful! ah, Tim, if §
had my filver Artois buckles here!

(Dr. Minum fings without,

Tony. Hey! what merry fellow’s this? Get

along, boys, leave your goods, and fend your

bills to Tim. [ Exeunt tradefmen.
Here, Diggory, lay my clothes ready. °

[[Exit Diggory with the clothes.,

Enter FRANK.

Frank. Doétor Minum, Sir. [Exit Frank,

Enter DocTorMinuM, finging.

Dodt. (fings) Tol de rol, loll. Gentlemen, I
afk ten thoufand pardons: I thought Mr, Jon~
quil had been here; but if ¥ don’t miftake, Mr.
Lumpkin, Iprefume. (o Tic.)

Tie. You're wrong tight boy, that there’s the
*Squire ; I'm Tim Tickle his tutor.

Doct. Sir, I'm very glad to fee you well.

Tony. That’s a lie, if you’re a right doctor, and
know I've got fifteen hundred a year. (afide.

Doét. 1f your auricular organs be happily hu-
maniz’d to the celeftial fcience of harmony, from
your affinity to a gentleman of Mr. Jonquil’s
tafte, you may command my affiftance.

Tony. Oh, I’'m not long enough in London to
ftand in need of a docor.

Tic. No, d'ye fee, lad, we want no doctors
nor poticaries yet. Idon’t know how long we
may remain fo.

Do&. Your pardon, gentlemem—but, I fan.
c —
A Tony.



TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN: 248

7ic. Did you know Jack Slang, the horfe
doétor?

Doét. Entirely unacquainted with any of the
faculty; but urder favour, there’s a trifling
miftake in this overture to our acquaintance.
Give me leave to inform you, gentlemen, I am
not one of the prefcribing performers, who con-
vey this human inftrument, the body, to its
mortal cafe, by pill, bolus, or draught; but I
thift the foul above the ftars, in founds feraphic,
by minum, crochet, and quaver. And pleafe
to obferve, that tho’ Iam a door, I’ve no more
fkill in the materin medica than an advertifing
quack; I am a profeflor of mufic, and com-
pofer of original pieces, in that elegant and
mellifluous (cience; and, to oblige my friends,
a felect fett of the firft rank and dictiné&ion, Iin-
ftrud on the violin.

Tony. Then ten to one, but you know how to
play the fiddle.

Doét. I'd venture to accompany you in that
bett. ;

Tony. Zounds man, could not you fay at once
that you were a fidler, and not come round about
us with fuch a circumbendibus?

Doét. Fiddler, in the name of Orpheus ! Eh!
what! fiddler ? allow me, Sir, a da capo to my
own introduétion ?

Tic. A what?

Do&. Three bar refts, if you pleafe. Sir; Tam
furpriz’d you can be io much out of tune, gen=-
tlemen. I amone of the conoigfcenti—have had
the honour to be balloted a member of three fe-
lect private concerts, compofed of perfons of the
firlt rank, aye the Aito Primo of tafte—had the
rcfufal of the band of Carlille Houafe—led

VOL. I. - 11 for
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for five feafons at Vauxhall—had fome
thoughts of purchafing the gardens myfelf—I
have compofed two ‘oratorios, ten ferenatas,
three fets of overtures, concertos for Signor Flo-
ventini’s violoncello, fongs for the Capricci of
Palermo, and folos for Madam Sermont’s violin,
grand ballets for Signor Georgettini, Signora
Caperini, Signora Baccini, Signora— —

Zic: Damn your Signioras and your Signiors,
your Inis and Winis; can you play, Water
Parted, or lLango-lee 2—that’s the gentecl
thing.

Tony. Oh, mayhap theyre too hard for him.
Give me your hand; I love a fiddler, becaufe
one may make him play till he’s tir'd, give him
2 fhilling, then kick him down ftairs—Do, dine
with me to-morrow.

Doét. I'll promife you any thing, to get from
you to day. (afide.) I fhall pofitively do myfelf that
honour, fir,

Tony, That's a good fellow ; but bring your
fiddle under your coar, will you? you fhall have
as much liquor as you can carry.

Doft. You're fuperlatively good, fir.

Tony. The devil a better-- You fhall hear Tim
Tiekle touch up his hurdy-gurdy.

Deiz: Oh, fir!

Tony. You fhall fce the bear dance too.

Doéz. That muft be fine indeed ! ‘

Tic. Why, it’s the genteel thing ; *Squire will
have the dulcimer man. :

Des. Ah, Caro Divino! we fhall have a de-
lightful coneert---1 fhall certairly attend vou, gen=
tlemen ; but a moft particular engagement obli=
ges me to deprive mylfelf of the felicity of your
company at prefent,

Torys
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Tony. Hold, hold, door ; you muft give usa
rafp before you go ; Tim, fetch me the fiddle out
of the next room ; coufin Jonquil was playing on
it juft now.

Tie. 1 ftir, [ Exiz.

Do&. Oh, heavens. (afide.) ;

Tony. You will give us a fcrape ; ha, boy ?

Doz2. Oh, fir! (bows) how fhall 1 get outo
this fcrape ¢ (afide.) p;

Tony. (capering before a glafs) Ay, doyou find
fiddling ; I'll find dancing.

Do, ( fealing towards the dosr) Andante, An-
dantino, Piano, Pianiflimo, Allegro, Prefto!

 (Runs off.

Re-enter TickLE with a Violin.

Tie. Here’s the coal box, Doétor ; what ! he
has borrowed himfelf !

Tony. Gone !---yoics---hollo, fiddler, hollo !
(Ru;ming out is met by FrRank) Where’s this fid~
dler?

Frank. Fiddler, fir ! oh, Doéor Minum, I
fuppofe, you mean ; lord, fir, he flics as if twenty
Dutch concerts were in “he wind.

Tony. The next time I catch the rafeal, Pl
make him play for me, and kick him all the
whi'e

Frank. But, fir, my mafter’s compliments,
and withes vou’d pleafe 1o get dreffed; it’s now
clofe upon three. (Lovks at bis watch and exit.)

Tic. The fellow has got a tattler, ftrike kim
plump. (afide )

Tony. Zounds! 1 wifh I cou’d get a watch,
‘that the figures of it were pot in letters; I never-
can know what a clock itis, by the X’s and the V’s

and
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and the I’s---I with I could get a watch with the
figures in figures upon it,

Tic. *Squire, that’s becaufe you know how to
cypher.

Tony. 1 fuppofe fo---Hollo, Diggory, my new
elothes ; and then for grandeur, lace and powder---
Hollo, hollo. : [Exeunt,

N

END OF THE FIRST ACT,
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ACT IL
SCENE L. A
A Dreffing Room,

Mrs, JoNquiL af ber Toilet, and LAVENDIR,
attending.

Mgs. Jonquir.

Ha! ha! ha!lndeed, Lavender, I think fo too
but where is the favage now?

Lav. Ma’am, I fancy by this time he’s almoft
transformed into a very fine gentleman. He’s gone
to drefs. '

Mrs. Fon. Drefs ! Ah! his native ruflicity is
invincible to the powerful combination of artand
elegance. His tutor a bear dancer, you tell me ;
hal ha! with fuch a pupil abear-leader we muft
grant him.

Lav. Ma'am, he has brought this Mr; Tickle
purpofcly to London with him, to thew him tafte
and high life in the genteel way as he fays. o

3 7d.
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Mrs. Jou. Yes, tafte and gentility at a Sunday
tea-garden, and high life at the top of St. Pauls.

Enter TickLE and PAINTER.

Tic. Come, mafter Painter, come along; this
way, 1 believe, we can take a fhort cut to the
’Squire’s room.

Mrs. Jon Who are thefe ? what’s the matter ?

Tic. Only going to quarter the ground.

Lavy. Fye, Mr. Tickle ! what bufinefs have
vou here ? and why would you tring fellows.into
my lady’s apartment ?

Tic. Fellows ! why, ma’am, this is Jack Rad-
dle, the fign-painter. Why it was this here Jack
that painted the Three Jolly Pigeons at Quagmire
marfh, down in our parts. )

Paint. Yes, and the Saracen’s Head Tim.

Lav. Come, come, get you along eut of this,
with your jolly pigeons.

Tic Get out ! Strike me plump ! ‘is that your
manners, ma’'am ?

Lav. Go, man? pray take your Saracen’s head
out of this room.

Tic. Hark’ee, if you deny that you paipt a head
every morning, your tongue gives the lie to your
checks. ;

Paint. Tim, that was a dafh with the pound
brufh !

Tic. Ay, ay; I’'m the boy forit. Come along ;
Ha!l hal ha!

Paint. Ha ! ha! ha!l [Exeunt Tickle and Painter.

Lav. An impudent fellow ! 1 paint indeed | A
pretty difcernirg tutor fer a young gentleman !

Alrs. Fon. Lavender, hand me the eau-de-luce.
T die ! oh heav’ns, throw up that fath ! 1 fhall ex-

ire !
: Lav. And no wonder, ma'am: I'm fure the
: - cham=
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chamber fmells of oil worfe than a floor-cloth ware-
houfe.

Enter Di1ccory, fearches round the room.

Mrs. Fon. Heavens ! what’s this now ? whatdo
you want, ?

Lav. Why is the deuce in the fellow ? For thame
Diggory ! why do you come into my Lady’s apart-
ment this way 2

Dig. This way ! why would you have me come
in at the window ? : 3

Myrs. Fon, For mercy’s fake, do, good man,
withdraw.

Lav. What do vou want?

Dig. 1 want my malter’s boots.

Lsv. What the mifchief could bring his boots’
into my lady’s drefling-room ?

Dig. His legs, I believe ; for I think ’twas here
he took them off.

Mrs. §. Do, pray retire, I befeech you, fir.

Dig. I beg pardon, ma’am, I fee the boots are
not here ; fo I'll go look in the ftable.

(A tapping at the door.)

Mrs. Fon. What monfter have we now ?

Jon. (without.) Avec permifiion !

Lav. My mafter ! madam.

Mrs. Fon. Entrez, monfeur.

Enter Jonquit.

Fen. This way, for wonder fake, quick, quick.

hHa. ! ha! hal fuch a fight, tranfcending all So-
o!

M:s. For. I think it muft be fomething fuper-
natural that can excite my wonder now. But
allons for this miracle. :

[ Exeunt Mir. and Mts. Jonquit.

Lav. (looks in the glafs) A Saracen’s head ?
Yes, it mult be my lady he meant. [ Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE 1II.

A Gallery bung with Piffures.
Enter Mr. ai;d Mrs. Jonquit.

Fon. Now, fettle your features.

Mrs. Fon. O, 1 fet rifibility at defiance.

My. Fon. Mr. Lumpkin, are you apparell’d,
quite completely a-la-mode ?

Enter TonY, drefsed.

Tony. O yes, I think I’m the very colliflower of
the mode. ‘Tell me in downright earneft, how do
you like me, (furms reund) Eh! Coufin Milly ?
I believe, now I’'m fomething like a tanzy ; how
do you like my hair, tho”?

Mrs. Fon: Charming!

Fon. The ftyle moft happily fancied.

Tony. So itis, coufin Milly ; you’ve a fine head
of hair, if it’s all your own---it’s very like fome
of the heads I faw in the barbers windows.

Mrs. Fon. Now, that’s fo civil.

Tony. That’s what every body fays of me, that
I'm fo civil; but do you know that my mama
ufed to drefs up my hair herfelf every Sunday,
whether I would or no ? the’d rub it up with foap,
and put a paper in the top, juft like the fign of
the unicorn.

Enter LavenDEr whifpers Mrs. JonQuiL.

Mrs. Fon. Prefently ; Mr. Lumpkin, allow me
the liberty to withdraw myfeif for a moment or
two.

Tonys
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Tony. Ma’am, Tll excufe your going away
with a great deal of pleafure. How polite fine
clothes make a body ! (afide)

[ Excunt Mrs. Fonqui! and Lavender.

Enter TickLE.

Tic. ’Squire, the Painter’s ready. (7o Tony)

Tony. Mum. (apart to Tickle)

Fon. Pardon my curiofity, Mr. excufe
me, Sir—you {poke of a painter; are you ac-
quainted—I mean have you a penchant ?

Tic. A what?

Fon. That is, do you admire the art ?

Tony, Oh, yes, Sir; my tutor’s very knowing
in the picture way. Tim, fball I tell coufin you
carried a thew-box’ (apart to Tickle)

)Ti:. You need not mind it now. (apart to To-
s
'y_‘}’au. There are fome tolerable paintings here,
Sir. (loooking round)

Tic. Yes; they are quite genteel.

Tony. I warrant, now, they ftood you in a
matter of fifteen or twenty pounds. :

Fon. Above ten thoufand.

Jony. Pounds?

Jon. Politively.

Tony. What a ftud and a kennel of hounds
that would buy a man!

Tic. What a colle@tion of wild beaftiffes!

Jon. Befides the money I have expended in
my Flemifh and Italian acquifitions, during my
tour, I have, at this moment, a pecuniary un-
derftanding with moft of the eminent piture-
dealers and audionecers in town; and, confe-

VoL, I, KK quenly,
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quently, the refufal of antiques, coins, china,
lap-dogs and original pi&ures.

Tic. How do you order it ?

Jon. Briefly thus: if an extraordinary engage.
ment prevents me from a private peep, previous
to the fale, fuppofe me in the auion-room : a
full fale, good pittures, my favourite piece up,
friend Mallet, in the heat of his oration, cafts
me an eye fignificant; I, unperceived by the
company, return an affirmative fignal; and one,
two—down, the pi€ture’s mine for one third of
the value.

Tie. What then becomes of his poundage?

Fon. That, Sir, I make good by an ample dou-
ceur.

Tony. Well, let them fay what they will of
flock paper, pretty pictures for my money ; cou-
fin, you muft choofe me fome nice ones, when
my mama takes a new houfe for me.

Tic. Ay, I dare fay, 'Squire Jonquil knows all
the painters in town, in the genteel way. ’

Fon. In town ?—no—no—Mr.—Sir—if'a mo-
dern ever intrudes upon a pannel of mine, tafte
muft give the preference to Flemith and Italian ;
if the contrary fhould tranfpire, Sir, I'd be ex-
cluded the s, as void of all virtu.

Tony. Virtue! It does not fhew much virtue
to encourage foreigners, and let your own coun-
trymen want bread ; damn me, if I do that; and
damn them that do,

Tic. Well faid, tight boy; there’s a fine fel-
low, and I’m his tutor.

Fon. 1 own, Sir, I'm of your opinion ; but
powerful fathion }— 1

Tony,
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_ Homy. Tim, there’s a clever fellow, running
after a pretty girl among the buthes!

_ Jon. Apollo, purfuing Daphne, by Corregio;
obferve the modeft grace in the flight of Daph-
ne; and that figure of Apollo, what fine pro-
portion in the outline! what an attitude !

Tic. Now, that there I call a tall woman.

Fon. A Vandyke!

Tony. Mrs, Vandyke?

Fon. No, noy it is the portrait of Beatrix
Conftantia Contacroyana, painted by. that maf~
ter. The Judgment of Paris, the {leeping Ve-
nus, and that delightful picture of the Cardinal
Virtues, Faith, Hope and Charity, are by Car-
raci; a molt enchanting piece! obferve how
finely the Hope is relieved. s

Tony. Relieved by Charity'; poor foul !

Tic. That’sa pretty woman that’s looking up
at the iky.

Fon. A Cleopatra, by Guido.

Tuny. See the little eel in her hand! that’s a
dark looking man in the black bonnet,

Fon. A Rembrandt, by himfelf.

Tony. Yes; he’s all alone, there’s a2 woman ri-
ding on a white cow.

Fon. Europa, an undoubted Raphael.

Tony. No!

Fon. As true as the cartoons.

Tic. Riding on a bull! ftrike her plump;
’Squire the woman and the goofe !

Jon. Jupiter and Leda; upon my honour I
never faw a more capital picture l—but, dear Sir,
the goofe happens to be a fwan.

Zony. Mayhap ’twas only a goofe before you
got it,—Tim, who is that like in the black wig.

KK 2 Fon.
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Fon: That is the portrait of Charles the Ses
cond.

Tony. He’s mighty like Matt Muggins the ex- -
cifeman.

Fon. It’s 4 Sir Godfrey Kneller; but I fancy
king Charles never fat for it.

Tic. And fo they’ve drawn him ftanding.
Who is the lad with the long hair?

Fon. Lad, Sir? that’s a Magdalen, by Guido.

Tony. She’s a plump Mag., Who is that thin
ill-looking fellow ?

Fon. It’s a pitture of Caffius, that flabb’d Cx-
far—Iv’s a Rubens, very bold.

Tic. Yes, he wasa bold fellow.

Fon. Good keeping !

Tic. Faft enough; 1 remember they kept him
in Newgate. )

Fon. Charmingly brought out !

Zic. He was brought out in a white cap, tied
with black ribbon.

“on. What a glow of colouring!

‘fic. 1 never faw a ‘man look better upon the
occafion. :

Fon. Greatly defigned ! forcibly executed !

Tic. Only the peace-officers at his execution,
no calling mn the military; we have had enough
of that already.

Fon. What harmony of light and fhade!
W hat noble maffes !

Tic. Mafles! He a Papifh! Pl bett half an
ounce, that Tom Caflius, that ftabb’d ’Squire
Czfar, died a Prefbyterian.

Tony. How knowing my tutor is !

(During the above fpeeches of Tickle, Fonquil fands
enrdptur’d with the pifture, not attending bim-)
Coufin,
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Coufin, Coufin Joaquil, hollo!
(Slaps bim on the fhoulder.)
Fon. Sir!
Tony. 1 intend to have my picture taken off
fome evening or other.

Enter FRANK:

Frank. Sir, Lord Spindle has fent to let you
know, he waits for you at the Thatched-houfe.

Fon. The chariot at the door?

Frank. Yes, Sir. [Exit,

Fon. Adieu, [Exlt

Tic. Abfolutely, 'Squire, this coufin of your’s
is a tip-top macaroni.

Tony. Yes, he’s a famous mac.

* Tony. But tho’ he feems to love his pictures,
as I do my horfes, he does not take half fo great
care of ’em. Think of old bonnets and black
and brown heads! Cofl him ten thoufand pounds
too. Why my little Robin, my Whipper-in,
looks more decent than the beft of them.

Tic. Aye! but when my friend Jack Raddle
the painter comes brufh upon ’em, they’]l be
quite another thing.

Tony. But what keeps him?2

Tic. Here he is.

Enter PAINTER, with & pot of paint and large brufh.

Are you there, Jack? Come, fall to.

Tony. Hold, you remember the bargain:
Tickle, be witnefs. You're to paint fine large
powder’d pretty wigs upon every bead in this

‘om,
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room, at the rate of half-a-crown a nob all
round. :

Tic. That’s the bargain.

Paint. And lfcorn to go back, tho’ it’s a tight
price, your honour.

Tony. How charmingly they’ll look !

Tic. Yes, they’ll be quite genteel. Hark’ee,
Jack, d’ye fee, 1 recommend you to this here
’fquire ; fo do the job neatly. None of your lit-
tle flarv’d caxons, with one buckle, and that
no larger than a pipe-ftopper; but let me fee the
browneft face againft’ this wall, wigg’d like an
alderman.

Paint. Say no more.

Tony. But quick, quick, buflle; you muft
have ’em done before coufin comes back.

(8}

Enter Diccory.

Dig. Sir, the gentleman’s come.

Tony. What gentleman?

Tic. How thould he know ? I’ll go fee myfelf.

[Exit‘.

Tony. Come, come, fall to.

Paint. Don't fear, fir; they fhall foon be quite
another thing.

Tony. Come along, we’ll be with you foon
again., Come; Lord! how delighted coufin
Jonquil will be ! [ Exeunt Tonyand Diggory.
(The Painter, whiffling, takes one of the piures

down, and as ke fits to ity the feene clofes,

SCENE
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SCENE III,.
The Antichamber,

Enter PurviLLy, meeting Tony, TickLe, and
DiccoRry.

Dig. Here’s my mafter.

Puly, Sir. your humble fervant.

Dig. Sir, this the

Tic. Diggory, I tell you once for all, if you
come the gentleman uther, while I am by, you’ll
abfolutely knock your head again my fhftes.

Dig. Why fure i

Zony. Go, go, you focl, and fee that the paint-
er flaps away brifkly. [£xit Diggory,
Well, Sir, are you a barber ?

Pulyv. A barber! no, Sir; my name is Pul-
ville. '

Tony. But what are you ?

Puly. 1 am a perfumer, Sir.

Tony. Now, bang me, if I know what trade
that is. (afide) Tickle, do you talk to him.

Tic. A pertumer? I'm at home, tho’ he’s too
fine for that: I fuppofe he moulted in Mon-
mouth, (afide; firuss up to Pulville) Mafter, how
do ye take ’em.

Pulv, Sir?

Tic. Do you fhoot ’em.

Tony. Aye, do you thoot ’em >—What, Tickle?
(apart to Tickle) '

Pulv. 1 fhoot, Sirc!

Tic. Aye, how do you order it?

Puly, If you mean my buflinefs, Sir; by cal-

; cination,
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cination, infufion, mixtures, compofitions, phil«
ters, and diftillation. :

Tic. What, then maphap you don’t ufe the
ferret ?

Pulv. No, Sir, the only effential animal is the
civet cat.

Tic. The cat will catch them, I allow; but -
then they mangle them fo curfedly.

Pylv. Mangle who, good Sir ?

Tic. Ever while you live, take rabbits with a
ferret, that’s the genteel thing. Mayhap, lad,
youwre in the hedge-hog way. Have a care, tho’,
for fince fome bufy fellow put it into the news
paper, that they were as good as a partridge—
—my bear ‘to a lap-dog, if hedge-hogs don’t
foon be included in the game-a&, You’re the
firft rabbit catcher [ ever knew that

Pulv, 1a rabbit catcher! I don’t underftand
you, gentlemen., I’d haveyou to know, 1keep
one of the firft perfumer’s thops in St. James’s
parifh ; I can’t imagine whatyou mean, by talk~
ing to me about rabbit-catchers and hedge-hogs.

Zony. 1 belive my tutor knows every thing.

Puly, Sir, 1 thought every body knew Mr.
Pulville. However, Sir, 1 have the honour to
be very well known to the nobility, as my book-
debts of ten years ftanding can fufliciently tef-
tify. Rabbit catcher! Sir ! I'm original inven-
tor of the genuine Circaflian beautitying cofme-
tic lotion, cream of rofes, and powder of pearl.
Step into my fhop a crocus, and you walk out
a narciffus; my fweet lip-falve can change a
blubber to a pouting—a walnut to a cherry-lip.
Then, Sir, my perfumed powders conquer na-
ture ; I can give a lady a pink head, a green
head, or a blue head. Do you know, Sir, that

1 make
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I make the chymical Paphian wath, for eradicat-
ing hair; fo innocent it may be ufed by infants
juft born, and yet fo powerful, that three ablu~
tions give an Efau the hand of a Jacob? And
now, Sir, with me, and me alone, the elderly
maiden ladies deal, for their fweet-fcented fhav.
ing powder. ’

Tony. I{aid he was a barber. .

Pul. Rabbit-catcher !l —=Why, Sir, my bear’s
greafe—

Tic. Do you dance a bear, tight boy?

Pul. Sir, do I look like fuch a fcoundrel ?

Tic. Scoundrel! Strike you plump, am I a
fcoundrel? .

Pul. You, Sir! I—

Tic. Aye, poke you well—I dance the fpright-
lieft bear in all England, that’s in the gentecl
way.

Pyl. Hem !—Sir I —when you want any thing
in my way, you'll fee my name, P. Pulville,
over thedoor. Rabbit catcher! [Exit Pulville.

Tic. A bear dancer, a {coundrel! you rafcal,
T'll—he’s gone—he was right ; my name is Tim
Tickle; and now you've told me your place of
abode, call upon me when you will. (calling off)

Tony, Tim knows all the points of honour.

Enter Diccory.

Dig. Oh, Sir, the pictures are done; and
’Squire Jonquil is walking out of his carriage.

Zic. 1 told you, ’Squire, Jack Raddle cou’d
touch them up in the genteel way, becaufe he’s
the boy for it; come, we'll take a fquint at his
handy work.

YOL, I. L L Tony.
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Tony. Come, I'm as glad as a guinea ; how
my coufin Jonquil will be delighted !
[(Exeant.

SCENE 1IV.

Difeovers the Picture Gallery, moft of the portraits
with large white wigs ; the Painter fits daubing
a wig upon a pi€ture, which he bas on & chair.
Diccory offcionfly attending.

Dig. Do, let me give him another curl.
Paint. 1can’t ftand it, man;—be ftill, I fay;
}e‘ llim be: L

Enter JonQuiL.

Fon. What do I fee! confufion! what is all
this 2 (Stands amazed)

Dig. I knew he’d be delighted. :

Fon. Stop your facrilegious hands, you pro-
phane villain.

Paint. Blefs your heart, mafter, I don’t grudge
you a curl or two more. (whiftles and paints)

Fon. My Rembrandt! from the Florentine
gallery I You affaffin, why did you murder me 2
(Seizes the painter)

" Paint. Sir}

Jon. Anfwer me, you mifcreant ; who brought
you here > what mortal ewemy to the arts, what
Gothick fiend, whifper’d you to perpetrate fuch
infernal action?

Paint. If this moment was my laft, Sir, it was
white lead of eightpence a pound.

Jon. White lead, you caitiff!
Paint.
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Paint. How cou’d a poor fellow, like me,
afford flake- white for the price ?

Fon.” What price? you barbarian; explain,
firrah = confefs,. or I'll have you flay’d like Mar-
fyas. ' i
yPaint. Sir, ’Squire Lumpkin, thelittle, round,
fine gentleman, employ’d me to paint white
wigs, upon all the pictures, at half-a-crown a
head.

Dig. Indeed Sir, P'm fure my mafter would
not grudge twice the money, to make them look
decent, as they belong to your honour.

Fon. ’m ¥ndone!

Enter Tony and TickLE.

Tony: Eh, Tim | (looks exaltingly at the pictures)
I believe they are the thing.

7ic. Bang me, but they are quite genteel !

Fon. Mr. Lumpkin, [ thank you, Sir.

Touny. You’re mightily welcome. '

Fon. 1 am infinitely oblig’d to you, Sir.

Tony. 1 guefs’d you woun’d.

Jon. 1am eternally your debtor.

Tony. Tll never charge you a penny forit. I
believe now they look like gentlemen. How
pleas’d I am that I thought of it!

Dig, 1 thought ofit firft,

Tony. You lie.

Tic. You do, Diggory! *twas T advis'd the
’Squire to it, becaufe I knew the genteel thing.

" Jon. Oh, pray, no contention for the brilliancy
of the thought; for I'd give three or five thou-
{and pounds to undo what you have done,

Tony. What!

Jon. You have ruin'd me.

Zony. Anpan!

LL Jon
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Fon. Yowve undone me, Sir!

Tony. Who, I'l as how ?

Fon. You've fpoil’d my pictures.

Tony. Tim |

Tic. 1 faid, at firft, it wasa damn’d ftupid
thing of you.

Dig. And you know, *Squire, I told vou, that
none but an afs could think of fuch nonfenfe.

Tony. Can you unwig ’em again ?

Paint. What will I get by that ?

Fon. Tl give you fifty guineas.

Paint. Lay it here.

Fon. There’s the money ; (takes out bis pocket-
book and gives a note) charm my longing eyes, once
more, with the fight of my Rembrandt's dear,
dear, black bannet. '

Paint. Then, Sir, they’re only done in water
colour; foa wet towel and a little foap fettles
their wigs in five minutes.

Fon. Give me your hand; I was dreadfully
alarmed; but now I can laugh atit. Ha! ha!
ha! what a whimfical thought ! but, you ftupid
rogue, why would you put wigs upon the
ladies ? ;

Paint. Sure it’s the fathion now for all ladies
to wear wigs. How charming they look ! Poer
fellows, ye muft foon lofe your grandeur!

Enter Frank.

Frank. Sir, the company are coms.
Fon. Very well,
[Frank looks at the pictures, laughs and exit.
Dig. Pleafe your honour, may I laugh at them
a little?
Tony. Tator, kick Diggory out of the room,
if you pleafe,
Zic,
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Tic. To oblige you, *Squire.

Dig. I'll fave you the trouble. [ Exit.

Fon. All is now very well; but I have one re-
quett to make you.

Tony. What is it, pray ?

Fon. Only to difmifs one of your retinue,

Tic. That’s Diggory. (afide)

Tony. Who?

Fon. The bear?

Tony. What! the bear ?

Fon. That’s the gentleman.

Tony. Why, Tim, d’ye hear my coufin ? Will

ou?
- Tic. Look’ee,’Squire ; this here harmlefs foul,
this bear cf mine, has maintained me fome years,
when I could not do for myfelf; and though,
thanks to my good breeding, I’m grown polite’
enough to be a gentleman’s tutor, yet I'll never
be fo much in the fathion as to forfake an old
benefactor. : [Exit Tic.

Tony. 1 with 1 could get any regular family to
board the bear: enquire among your acquain-
tanee Sir. v

Fon. Sir, I'll do myfelf that honour.

Tony. Bruin’s a lad of few words, but he’s as
civil a fellow as ever ftood upon two legs. But,
coufin Jonquil, 1 won’t offer you the fifty
guineas you gave the painter.

9ony- Say no more ; you meant well, and that
palliates the con{equence. But, for Rubens’ fake
forego your pretenfions in future to a tafte in
pictures.

Zony. Well, I know the points of a horfe,
and that’s made by a better workman.

Jon. Therefore, to the knowledge of horfes
and dogs, like a true *Squire, from this moment

X confine
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confine your claim; for if a man will, in oppo-
fition to nature, meddle with matters of which
he is fo extremely ignorant, he muft inevitably
render himfelf the objet of ridicule and laughter.
Tony. Laughter! and what’s pleafanter thana
laugh? By jingo, a laugh is all I wanted,

1f I've rais’d fome fweet {miles on thofe lovely
fair faces,

Iam glad I put wigs on their fifters, the

Graces :

1 would not offend you for more than Il
mention ;

To pleafe all my friends, was my only in-
tention.

~

THE END.
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POOR SOLDIER.

ACT L
SCENE L

The Country—Sun rife—a large Manfion at_fome dif-
tance—near the front, on one fide, a fmall
Houfe 5 on the other a Cottage.

Darsy, (without.)

NOW what harm, Dermot ?
Der. (without.) Why ’tis harm ; fo ftay where
you are.

Enter DErRMoT and D arBby,

Dar. Upon my faith I won’t fay a word.

Der. Go away I tell you.

Dar. Lord, 1 never faw fuch a man as you:
fure I’ll only ftand by.

Der. But 1 tell you it’s not proper | for any
one to be by when one’s along with one’s fweet-
heart.

YoL. I. MM Dars
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Dar. Well, I always like to be by when P'm
along with my {weetheart—She’s afleep—I’ll call
her up, halloo! Kathlane !

Der. Will you be quiet, Darby, Can’t you
go make 2 noile there, under Father Luke’s
window ?

Dar. Ecod if Ido, he’ll put me in the Bithop’s
Cour$,” - !

Der.  If I wasn't fo fond of Kathlane, 1 thouwd
think Norah, his Neice there, a very handfome

irl. .

Dar. Why fo fheis, but fince her own fweet-
heart, Patrick, run away from her and lifted for
a Soldier, the dont care a pin for the prettieft
of us ; by the lord fhe even flouts me.

Der. Well, well, vowll fee how it will be;
fomebody I know :

Dar. Ay, you mean the foreign ferving man,
to the firange Officer that’s above at the-Duke’s.
Eb, why faith Dermot, it would indeed be a
fhame, to let a black muzzled Mounfeer carry
off a pretty girl, from a parcel of tight Irith boys
like us,

Der. So, ’twou’d Darby; but my {weet
Kathlane is faft afleep, and never dreams that
her poor Dermot is here under her window.

Dar. Ay, never dreams poor Darby’s under
her window—but - Pll have her up—Kathlane—
Kath—— .

Der. Hufh!

AIR—Dermot.

Sleep on, fleep on, my Kathlane dear,
May peace poflefs thy breaft,

Yet doft thou dream thy true love’s here,
Depriv’d of peace and reft.
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£

The birds fing fweet, the morning breaks,
‘Thefe joys are nane to me,

Tho’ fleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes,
To none but love and thee.

[Exit

_Dar. What a dull dog that is! Ah, 'poor
Dermot! ha, ha, why fuch a fong cowdn’t
wake an Owl out of his fleep, let alone a pretty
girl that’s dreaming of me. Kathlane !—upon
my confcience Pll,—yes, I'll roufe her.,

AIR—Dirby:

Dear Kathlane you nio doubt,

Find fleep how very fweet ’tis,
Dogs bark, and cocks have crow’d out,
You never dream how late ’tis,

This morning gay,
I poft away,

To have with you a bit of play,
On two legs rid,
Along to bid,

Good morrow to your night cap.

LK,

Laft night a little bowfy,
With Whitkey, Ale, and Cyder,
T afk’d young Betty Blowfy,
T'o let me fit befide her,
Her anger rofe,
And four as floes,
The little gypfey cock’d her nofe,
Yet here I’ve rid, .
Along to bid,
Good morrow to your night cap.

IIf,

Beneath the Honey-fuckle,
The Daify, and the Vi’let,
Compofe fo fweet a truckle,
They’ll tempt you fure to {poil it,
MMz Sweet
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Young Sall and Bell,
. Dve pleafed fo well,
But hold, I musn’t kifs and tell,
So here I’ve rid,
Along to bid,
Good morrow to your night cap.

: (Kathlane opens the Cottage windows

Dar. Ay there fhe is, oh I’m the boy for it.

Katb, 1s that Dermot 2

Dar. (biding under the pentboufe) O dear, fhe
takes me for Dermot, he, he, he!

Kath. Who's there?

Dar. Sureit’s only L.

Kath. What Dermot ?

Dar. Yes—I am—Darby. (afide)

Kath, I'm coming down. (Retires.)

Dar. 1 thought. I'd bring her down: I’'m 2
fure markfman.

Enter KATHLANE from the Cottage.

Kath. Where are you, my dear Dermot ?

Dar. (Comes forward.) “ Good morrow to
your nightcap.” (fings.)

Kath. (Starting.) Darby! Now hang you for
an impudent fellow.

Dar. Then hang me about your neck, my
fweet Kathlane.

Kath, It’s a fine thing that people can’t take
their relt of a morning, but you mufl come
roaring uader thejr windows,

Dar. Now what need you be fo crofs with 2
body—when you know I love you.

KRath. Love!—ha,—Ilike you for that,

Der. I'm oblig’d to you.

Kath. You love, ha, ha, ha!

Dar,
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Dar. 1 do, upon my confcience.

Kath. Well, let me alone, Darby : once for all
I will not have you.

Dar. No!

Kash. No, as 1 hope for man, I won’t.

Dar. Ha, ha, ha! hope for man, and yet won’t
have me.

Kath. Yes, but I'll tell you what fort of 2 man;
then look into the river, and fee if you’re he.

Dar. And if not—TI’ll pop in head foremoft.

Kath. Do Darby; and then you may whiftle
for me.

AIR.—Rathlane.

Since love is the plan
I’ll love if I can,

But firft lec me tell you what fort of a man.
In addrefs how complete
And in drefs fpruce and neat,

No matter how tall, fo he’s over five feet :
Nor dull, nor too witty
His eyes I'll think pretty

If fparkling with pleafure whenever we meet.

II.
Tho’ gentle he be,
His man he fhould fee
Yet never be conquer’d by any but me:
In a fong bear a bob
Ina glafsa hob nob
Yet drink of his reafon his noddle ne’er rob,
This is my fancy
If fuch a man can fee,
I'm his, if he’s mine, until then I am free.

Dar. So then you won’t have me.
Kath. No, that I won’t.
Dar. Now you might if you pleas’d.
Feath,
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Keth. I might if you pleas’d.

Dar. Well fure 1do pléafe.

Kath. Ay, but you don’t pleafe me.

Dar. Why I'm a better match for you than
Dermot.

Kath. No.

. Dar. No ? Havn’t I every thing comfortable
about me? cows, fheep, geefe and turkies for
you to look after in the week days, and a pretty
pad for you taride to chapel on a Sunday: alittle
cabin for you to live in, and a neat bit of a potatoe
garden for ycu to walk in; and for a hufband
I'm as pretty a lad as you’d meet with of a long
fummer’s day.

Kath. Ger along: don’t talk to me of your
geele and your turkies, man, with your conceit
and your nonfenfe.

Dar. My nonfenfle! Oh very well: you fay that
to me, do you?

Kath. To be fure T do.

‘Der. Then marry hang me if I don’t.—

Kath., What—what’ill you do?

Dar. Do, why I’ll—tell the Prieft of you.

Kath. Ah do———do your worft, you ninney
hammer !

Dar. I’m a ninney hammier, oh very well—
I tell you what Kathlane——1I'llfay no more.

‘DUET.

Kath, - Out of my fight or I’ll box your ears.
Dar. Tl fit you foon for your jibes and jeers.

Kath. I'll fet my cap at a fmart young man,
Dar.  Another I'll wed this day if I can.
Kath. In courtfhip funny.

Dar. Once {weet as honey,

Kath. You drone.

Dar. No Kate, I’'m your humble Bee.
Kathg
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Kath. Go dance yon'r dogs with your fiddle de dee
g For a fprightly lad is the tune for me.

II.

Kath. Like fweet milk turn’d now to me feems love,
| Dar. The fragrant Rofe does 2 Nettle prove.

Kath. Sour Curds I tafte, tho’ fweet Cream I chofe.

Dar.  And with a flower I fting my nofe. 3

Kath. In courtthip funny, &c.

[ Ewxeunt feverally,
Enter Firzrov. ° ‘

Fitz. Ay, here’s Father Luke’s houfe: 1 doubt
if his charming niece is up yet. (Looks at bis
watch) 1 fhall be back before the family are
ftirring, and even if not, drawn hither by the
devout hopes of paying my adoration to this
Sylvan Deity, the beauty and frethnefs of the
morning exhilirates and delights.

,

AlR.—Fitzroy,

The Twins of Latona, fo kind to my boon,
Arife to partake of the chafe,

And Sol lends a ray to chafte Dian’s fair Moon,
And a fmile to the fmiles of her face.

For the {port I delight in, the bright Queen of Love
‘With myrtles my brow fhall adorn,

While Pan breaks his Chaunter, and fkulksin the Grove,
Excell’d by the found of the horn.

The dogs are uncoupled, and fweet is their cry,
Yet fweeter the notes of fiveet Echo’s reply.
Hark forward, my Honies! The game is in view
But love is the game that I with to purfue,

The
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II. i

The Stag from his Chamber of Woodbine peeps out,
His fentence he hears in the gale,
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt,
His courage and conftancy fail.
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the 'fray,
Defpair taking place of his fear,
With Antlers erected awhile ftands at bay,
Then furrenders his life with a tear.
The dogs, &c.

Oh here comes the Prieft her uncle, and now for
his final anfwer, which muft determine, my
happiré;fs. (Enter Fatber Luke) Good morning to
you, Sir.

. F. Luke. And a good morrow, and a hundred
and a thoufand good morrows to you worthy Sir.

Fitz. As many thanks to you my reverend Sir.

F. Luke.  True, Sir, ] am reverend, becaufe
I’'m the Prieft of the Parifh. Blefs you, Sir, but
you’re an early rifer.

Fitz. Why you muft imagine that the pillow has
no great charms for one whofe heart can take
little reft ’till lull’d to peace by your friendly
benedition.—Oh ! Father Luke your charming
Niece.—

F. Luke. My Niece— you told me of that,
but you never told me your fortune, fo it’s gone
quite out of my memory.

Fitz. Why Father, if you muft peep into my
rent-roll, I fancy yeu'll find it {fomething above
2000l. ayear

F. Lyke. Two thoufand —You fhall have my
niece: but there’s two things which perhaps you
have not confider’d on.

Fitz. What are thofe?

F. Luke. Her religion and her country.

Fitz,
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Fitz. My dear Sir; be affured I am incapable
of an illiberal prejudiceé againft any one, for not
having firft breath’d the fame air with me, or for
worfhiping the fame Deity in another manner.
‘We are common children of one parent, and the
honeft man who thinks with moral reitude, and
afts according to his thoughts, is my countryman
let him be born where he will.

F. Luke. Juft my thoughts, Sir, I don’t mind
a man’s country fo he has—You’ve 2000l ’a
year-? (Fitz. bows) Your hand, you fhall marry
my niece. ‘ ;

Fitz. My dear good man you’re the beft of
Priefts ; but there’s one thing that' I'd wifh to
be certain of—Are you fure your niece’s heart is
totally difengag’d ?

F. Luke. Why Sir thedid give her heart away
but I made her take it back again, fhe had a fort
of a Lover that I think fhe was a little fond of.

Fitz. How?

F. Luke. Don’t be alarm’d, Sir, for lord knows
what’s become of poor Patrick fince he was fent
off for America: upon my refufing Norah to
bim, he took on fo, that one day, full of ale and
vexatien, the fool went and lifted for a foldier.

Fitz, Ah, I cou’d wifh that

F. Lyke. You can with for no more than you
fhall have: fhe’s your’s: I fay the word; and I'm
her uncle, her Guardian, and her Clergy.  Here,
Norah, child, (calls at the window) I tancy fhe’s
not awake yer. (Going in.)

Firz. Hold Sir, I wouldn’t have her difturb’d
for the world.

F. Luke. Well faith, vou’re good mnatur’d
enough . cenfidering you've been  fighting in
Ametrica,

YOL. I, NN ST
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Fitz, My “dear Father Luke, you know I'm
down here at the Duke’s upon a viiit, and you
have fenfe enough to know likewife, that not-
withftanding your niece’s beauty and merit, and
the reverence due to your charader, fuch is the
ridieulous pride, and aflum’d privilege of birth
and fortune, that I thould be moft egregiouily
rallied, and perhaps obftacles thrown in the wa
of my happinefs, thow’d this affair be talked of
there; i
F. Luke. Not a word, my lips are feal’d.

Firz, That’s right, my dear friend, the cerve-
mony once over, with pride I fhall publith my
felicity to the world. 1 have already fent up to
Dublin, for fome trifiing ornaments for my fweet
Norah; I expeét them every hour, this night
you thall join our hands, and then I'll introduce
my lovely bride as fuch, to my friends at Carten
Houfe.

Enter Darey.

Dar. Father Luke, 1 want to fpeak a word
© with you if you pleafe, Sir. (Fitzroy walks up
the Stage.) :

F. Luke. What do you mean you free fellow ?
Don’t you fee I’m in company, and in company
with a gentleman too ? Elr, you wicked boy ?

Dar. 'm not wicked.

F. Luke. Eh, how child, what, an’t T your
Prieft, and don’t I know what wickednefs is.

Dar. Well Sir, to be fure I have been a young

.rake, as a body may fay, but now I'm going to
take a wife to myfelf.

F. Luke. (to Darby) Getaway.——1 beg your
worfh'p’s pardcn. ¢o Fitzroy)

Firz. Obno apology, Sir. The Shepherd muft
look to his flock: :

F. Luke.
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F. Luke. Ah! I’m fhepherd to abléfled flock of
goats : Now would you think it, Sir? that Darby,
that fellow that looks fo fheepith, is the moft
notorious reprobate in the whole parith.

Dar. (to Fitzroy) Sir, Pll tell you why Father
Luke’s alwaysat me. He, he, he! when one
plays or fo, among the girls, you know one
muft give them a kifs or two, to keep them in
good humour ; and then the long winter nights
before a fine fire, I’m fo frolick{fome among 'em,
that when we play at forfeits, it may come to
twenty or thirty kiffes a piece: thefe they muft
all confefs to him, and ecod, of a cold morning
they keep Father Luke, till his fingers are
numb’d, and his nofe is blue, he, he, he!
you know, Sir, youknow that’s the reafon you
don’t like poor Darby.

F. Luke. Getalong you profligate,

Dar. Well, Sir, I'll go.

F. Luke. Come back here: Where are you
going now ? | warrant you’re pofting away to
the alehoufe; but I'll follow you; I'll meet you
there, and if I catch you guzzling, if you dare
call for a quart of ale before me,.——

Dar, Yowll drink half of it.

F. Luke. Go along, go. (pufbes him off) Oh!
dear me | I’'m only a poor parith prieft here ;' and
Iprofels I have more to do than a bithop.

Fitz., | wifh father you were a bithop.

F. Luke, | with to Heaven [ was

Fitz. Well, well—who ‘knows—al} in good
time— We fhall Lave his Giace’s intereR—Such
a thing may be done. :

F. Luke, Oh, that nothing may hirder it!

AIR
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AIR.—=Father Luke.

An humble curate here am T,
‘The boys and girls dire&or ;'
Yet fomething whifpers by and by, '
.+ I'may be made a‘lge&or: AT
Then I'll preach
.~ And teach,
My fheep and rams,
So well I’ll mind my duty'; !
And Oh, my pretty ewes'and lambs §
Your paftor fhall be true t'ye.

For tho’ a fimple fifherman,
A dean’yy if I fith up,
So good I’ll do the beft I can,
And pray---to be 4 Bifhop.
To my preaching,
Teaching,
Then farewell.
No more with duty hamper’d;’
But plump and fleek,
My Rev’rend cheek ; )
Oh, how my lordfhip’s pamper’d.

But, Sir, you’re fure of my niece Norah; and
now I mufl attend fome duties of my funétion
among my parifhioners. [ Exit.

Fitz. Love for a young man ! this is not fo
well : The firft impreflion of love-upon the heart
of an innocent young woman, is not eafily, if
ever eras’d ; yet, the coldnefs of her carriage to
me, rather checksmy hopes than abates the ar-
dor of my affeitions. (F. Luke's door opens) ’Tis
the; I fear to fpeak to her, left I thou’d be ob-
ferv’d by fome of the villagers. (retires)

Enter
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Enter Norat; from the Houfe,

AIR.— Norab.

The meadows look chedrful, the birds fiveetly fing,
So gaily they carrol the praifes of {pring ;

‘'Tho’ nature rejoices, poor Norak fhall mourn,
Until her dear Patrick again fiall return.

B §

Ye lafles of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms!
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah’s fond arms 5
Tho’ fattins and ribbons and. laces are fine,

They hide not a-heart with fuch feelings as mine,

‘What a beautiful morning! The primrofes and
violets feem to have fprung up fince the fun went
down: Ifthe grafsis nottoo wet, perhaps Kathlane
will take a walk with me—but, fhe’s gone to walk
with her fweetheart Dermot: Well, if Patrick
had’nt forfook me, I thou’dn’t now want a com-
panion.—Oh dear! here’s the gentlerman that my
uncle is always teazing me about.

. Firz. A fine morning, Madam ; but your pre-
fence gives an additional lufire to the heautics
of this charming fcene.

Nor. Sic. (curtfies)

Fitz. Beautiful Norah, has your uncle appriz’d
you of the felicity I hope to derive from your
compliance with his will, and my ardent wifhes?

Nor. 1 don’t know, Sir; he talk’d to me a
great deal, but

Fitz. (taking ber band) Nay, do not ayert thofe
lovely eyes—look kindly on me.

AlR.,
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AIR.,—Fiizrey.

For you deareft maiden the pride of the village,
The town and it’s pleafures I freely refign.
Deiignt iprings from labor, and {cience from tillage,
Where love, peace and innocence fweetly combine,
Soft tender affeCion, what blifs in poffefling,
How bleft when ’tis love that infures us the
blefling.
Carefs’d, Oh what rapture in mutual carefling,
i What joy can I with for, was Norah but mine.

11,

The feafts of gay fathion with fplendour invite us,
“Where luxury, pride and her follies attend 5
The banquet of reafon alone fhouid dclight us,
How {weet the enjoyment when fhar’d with a friend,
Be thou that dear friend then, my comfort, my
pleafure,
A look is my funfhine, a {mile is my treafure,
Thy lips if confenting, give joy beyond meafure,
‘A rapture {o perfe, what joy can tranfcend !

Nor. Do, Sir, permit me to withdraw ; our
village is very cenforious; and a gentleman be-
ing feen ' with me, will neither add to your ho-
nor or my reputation. [ Exit into boufe.

Enter BacaTeLLE. (baflily)

Bag. Ah, Monfieur!

Fitz. Well, what’s the matter?

Bag. Ah, Monfieur! I'm come—I’m come-—
to tell you—that—I'm out of breath.

Fitz. What’s the matter ?

Bag. It is all blown

Fisz. 1 fuppofe my love affair here is difcover’d.
(half afide)
* Bgg. Oui Monfieur, I have difcover,——

Fitz,
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EBirz. How, you?

Bag. Allblown.

Fitz. The devil!

Bag. We muft go to town.

Firz. Dilcover’d—all blown—and we muft go
to town—

Bag. Oui Monfieur. 1 have difcover dat all
your Marefchal poudre is blown out of devindre,
and I muft go to town for more.

Fitz. And is this the difcovery that has made
you run about the roads after me?

Bag. Non Monfieur 3 but I am come on de
affaire of grande importance,

Fitz, Quick, what is it ?

Bag. To know Monfieur, if you will drefs to-
day en queue or de twifted club.,

Fit. 1s this your affair of grand importance ?

Bag. Oui, I muft make de preparation ; oh, I
did like to forget to tell you, dat his Grace, and
all de fine Ladies wait for your honor’s compa-
ny in de breakfaft parlour.

Fitz. Damn your impertinence, firrah; wh
didn’t you tell methisat firft ? I fhall have fifty
fcouts after me; follow and be in the way, as’l
fhall want to drefs.

[ Exir.

Bag. Ahl—ah, ah, begar dis is de Prieft’s
houfe, and I did meet him in de village. Fort
bien, ah, ’tis bon opportunité to make de love
to his neice; ! vil finith de affaire with coup
d’eclat—Somebody come—Now for Mademoi-
felle Norah, [Exit into Father Luke's boufe.

Enter
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Enter PATRICK,

Pat. Well, here I am, after all the dangers of
war return’d to my native. village, two years
older than I went; not much wifer,-up to the
heart in love, and not a fixpence in my. pocket.
(Darby fings without) Isn’t that Darby? ’tis in-
decd, and as foolifh as.ever.

Enter Darsy, - finging, flops fbort, looks with fur-
prize.at PATRICK.

Dar. Isit——Pat ?* (runsto bim) My dear boy
-you're welcome, yot’re welcome my-dear boy.

Pat. Thank you Darby : how are all friends
fince Ileft them.

Dar. » Finely ; except a cow of mine that died
Iaft. Michaelmas.

Pa:r. But how is-my dear Norah?

Dar. As pretty as ever. I.muftn’t tell him of
the Mounfeer that’s .about: her' houfe. (afide)
*Twas athame for you to turn foldier, and run
away from her.

Pat. Cou’d I help it, when her ill-natur’d un-
‘cle refus’d me his confent, and fhe wou’dn’t
marry me withoutit.

Dar.Why Father Luke’s very crofs indeed to
us young lovers.—Eh, Pat, but let’s look at
you. 'Egad you: make a tight little foldier
enough ; you’ll have Norah : oh, /if I thought I

" cou’d get Kathlane by turning foldier, 1°d lift to-
morrow.

Par. Well, I’ll introduce you to the Serjeant.

Dar, Ay, do, if you pleafe. I thick I'd look

: very
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pretty in a red coat, ha, ha, ha! (feems delighted
with Patrick’s drefs) Let’s fee how the hat and
feather becomes me? (fakes off Patrick’s bat, and
difeqvers a large fcar on bis forebead) What's that 2.

Pat. Only a wound I got in battle. e

Dar. Hem, take your hat; I dorn’t think re-
gimentals wop’d become me at all. :

Pat. How! ha, ha, ha! what terrified at a
fcar, eh, Darby ? .

Dar. Me terrified! not I, I don’t mind twen-
ty, fcars, only it looks fo- conceited for a man to
have a black patch upon his face; but how did
you get that beauty {pot ? A

Pat. In my attempt to fave the life of an offi-
cer, I fell, and the bayonet of an American gre-,
nadier left me for dead, bleeding on the field,

Dar. Left for dead!

Pat. There was glory for you.

Dar. Hem! and {o they found you bleeding
in your glory? ;

Pgt. Come now, I’ll introduce you to the
Serjeant.

Dar. (locks out) Hem! yes, I’'m coming, Sir.
(Jeewms as if anfwering fomebody without)

" Pat. Oh, yonder 1s the Serjeant. (looking out)
‘Where are you going ?

Dar. To meet him. (going the contrary wey) Tll
be with you prefently, Sir. (locks a¢ Patrick) Hem
—glory—row de dow. [Exit.

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! the fight of a wound is
enough for poor Darby—but now to fee my
fweet Norah, and then for a pitcher of friend~
thip with my old companions.

VOL. I. o0 AIR.
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1AIR.— Patrick.

The wealthy fool with gold in ftore,
Will ftill defire to grow. richer ;

Give me but health, I afk no more,
My lictle girl, my friend, and pitcher,

My friend fo rare,
My girl fo fair,
With fuch what mortal can be richer ;
Poffefs’d of theft, a fig for care,
My little girl, my friend and pitcher.

II.

From morning fun, I’d never grieve,
To toil, a Hedger, or a Ditcher;

If that when ¥ come home at eve,
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher.

My friend, &c.

IIl.

‘Tho’ fortune ever fhuns my door,

(I know not what can thus bewitch her ;)
With all my heart; can I be poor,

With my fweet gir!, my friend and pitcher,

My fiiend, &c.
[ Exit into houfe:

SCENE II.
Infide of Faruer Luke’s Houfe.

BAGATELLE diftover’d, fpeaking at a chamber door.

Bag. 1 wou’d only fpeak von vord vit you.
Ouvrez la porte, ma chere ; do open de door,
Mademoifelle Norah.

: ~ Nor.
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Nor. (within) 1 requeft, Sir, you'll go away.

Bag. Firft give me de von little kifs.

Nor. (within) Upon my word this is exceed-
ing rude behaviour, and if my uncle finds you
there, fee what he’ll fay to you. :

Bag. (afide) Oh de Father Luke; begar he
may be enragé—vel, I am going ; Mademoifelle
Norah, I am going.

Pat. (without) Where is my charming Nos
rah? ‘

Bag. Ah, mal pefte! begar, I am all take, I
vill hide. (goes into a clofet)

Enter PATRICK.

Pgt. Eh! all the doors open, and nobody at
home. (knocks at the ehamber door) Who’s here ?

Nor. (within) You're a very rude man, and I
defire you’ll leave the houfe. ‘

Pat. Leave the houfe! a kind reception after
two year’s abfence. Y

Nor, Sure 1 know that voice.

Enter NoRAH.

My Patrick !

Pat. My dear, dear Norah!

Nor. If | was dear to you, ah Patrick, how
cou’d you leave me?

Pat. And were you forry for my going ?

Nor. Judge of my forrow at your abfence, by
thefe tears of joy for your ieturn.

Par. My fweet girl! this precious moment
makes amends for ail the dangers and fatigues
D’ve fuffer’d fince our parting,

Bag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle ! (s/ide)

002 : Pat,
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Pgt. I heard a noife! i

Nor. Oh heav’ns, if it fhow’d be my uncle,
~what fhall I do? he’s more averfe to our union
than ever.—Hold, I’} run to the door,

Pat. And if you hear Father Luke coming up
ftairs, D]l ftep in here. (opeus door, ‘and difcovers
Bagatelle) Is this your forrow for my abfence,
and tears for my return ?

Bag. Begar Monfieur, I am forry for your
return, '

Nor. How unlucky !

Bag. Monfieur, votre ferviteur.

! Pat. Shut up here with a rafcally Hair-dref
er ! ;

Bag. Hair-dreffer | Monfieur, you thall give
me de fatisfaion ; I vill challenge you, and
vill meet you vid >

Pas. With your Curling Irons.

Bag. Curling Irons! Ah, facre Dieu !

Pat, Hold your tongue, except you like to
walk out of a window.

Bag. Monlieur, to oblige you, I vill valk out
of de vindre, but I vou’d rather valk down fairs:
I'm not particular in dat point.

Pat. March Sirrah! or I'll cudgel you while
I can hold a fplinter of Shelelah.

Bag. Cudgel ! Monfieur, vill you take a pinch
of fouff?—npon! oh den I put up my box, and
bid you bon jour, ferviteur Mademoifelle Norah,

% [ Exit.

Pat. Ah, Norah! cou’d I'have believed this
of you ?

Nor, Cou'd I have believ’d Patrick wou’d
have harbour’d a thought to my difadvantage ?
——And can you think me falfe ?

¢

Pat,



Pat,
ferer.

Pat,

ANor.

THE POOR SOLDIER. 285

IfI do Norah, my heart is the only fuf-

DUET.

A Rofe tree full in bearing,
Had fweet flowers fair to fee 3
One Rofe beyond comparing,
For beauty attrafted me.
Tho’ eager once to win it,
Lovely, blooming, frefh, and gay;
I find a Canker in it,
And now throw it far away.

How fine this ntorning carly,
All {un-fhiny, clear and bright;
So late I lov’d you dearly,
Tho’ loft now each fond delight.
The clouds feem big with thowers,
Sunny beams no more are feen;
Farewell ye happy hours,
Your falfehood has chang’d the fcene.

[ Exeunt feverally,

END OF THE FIRST ACT.
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AG AT

SCENE 1.
The Country.

Enter PATRICK.

-

PaATRICK.

.A\Y, I'm but a2 common rank and file; it is
not of this Frenchman I thou’d be jealous: my
Norah I find has given her heart to an officer—
10 matter.

ATR.—Patrick.

Why breathe fo rude, thou northern wind
" Be gentle unto me;
Ilov’d 2 maiden moft unkind,
No fairer thall you fee:
Her vows were foft as weflern ‘gale,
Whilft flocks are penn’d in fold 5
I thought the liften’d to my tale,
She left me, ah! for Gold. =

Full featly fexton with thy fpade,
Oh make my bed a boon ; .
Vet tho’ to reft is Patrick laid,
Thy bells ring out this tune,
% i Beneath
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Beneath this bank of tufted grafs,
Ye faithful {wains be told,

Is 12id the youth that lov’d the lafs,
Who left bim, ah! for Gold.

[Exit,
Enter Darsy.

Dar. Ho Pat! Paddy! Ay there he goes
finging about the roads like a difcarded fowl ; fo
am I, but why fhou’d Kathleen like Dermot
better nor I? Well, well, ’'m fure ’'m as—
fhew me a compleater fellow—I can wreftle—
P'm a good hurler—I can cudgel—I can play up-
on the pipes, and I can dance—(dznces) and I
can—ifhew me a compleater fellow, that’s all
—(Katblane fings without) Oh, here the comes.

Enter KATHLANE.

Karh. What are you there, foolith Darby ?

Dar. Now am [ puzzled whether to takea
friendly glafs of punch with Patrick yonder, or
ftay here and kifs you.

Katk. So betwixt my lips and a glafs of punch,
you’re the afs between two bundles of-

Dar. Now I'm an afs—you’re a bundle of
{weet—fince nobody’s by I'll make hay while
the fun fhines—kifs me Kathlane and then Pll
be in clover.

Kath, No, I’ll not take fuch a rake asyou
when I goa hay-making, I affure you. :

Dar. Sece therenow! J

Kath. Ay, and fee there again now, you know
Darby I'am an heirefs, and fo take your anfwer;
you’re no. match for me,

Dar.
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Dar. An heirefs! Why tho’ your father, old
Jorum that kept the Harp and Crown, left you
well enough in the world, as a2 body may fay,

ct—

Kath. Well enough, you difparaging fellow!
Did’nt my poor father leave me a fortune of
eleveni pounds—a barrel of ale upon draught—
the dappled mare, befides the furnitvre of the
whole houfe, which *prais’d to the matter of thirty
cight fhillings ! Well enoughindeed! = .

Dar. ( foothing.) Nay, but Kathlane— .

Rath. (Paffionate.) Well enongh! And did’nt
he leave me the bald filley, you puppy?

Dar. Oh, now fhe’s got upon the bald filley—
the devil ca’n’t take her down—

Kath. A pretty thing to fay to a gl of my
fortunc. ;

AIR.—Rathlane.

Dermot’s welcome as the May,
Chearful, handfome, and good natur’d ;
Foolifh Darby, get away,
Aukward, clumfy, and ill-featur’d:
Dermot prattles pretty chat;
Darby gapes like any oven:
Dermot’s neat from fhoe to hat; -
Darby’s but a dirty floven.
Lout looby,
Silly booby,
Come no more to me courting
Was my deareft Dermot here,
All is joy and gay fportiag.

If.

Dermot’s teeth are white as egg,
Breath as {weet as fugar-candy :
Then Le’s fuch a handfome leg ;
Darby’s knocky-kneed and bandy :
Dermot
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. Dermot walks a comely pace ;
Darby like an Afs goes flumping :
Dermot dances with {fuch grace:
Darby’s dance is only jumping.
Lout looby,
Silly booby, &c.
[Exit.

Dar. So 1 mutt fall in love, I with I'd firft
fell in the river; Oh dear! ( /ighs)

Bag. (without) Ob, Monfieur Darby!

Dar. Lord this is Mr. Bag and tail the Mdn-
fieur. . y

Enter BAGATELLE.

Bag. Ah, ha! Monfieur Darby, begar I
did look all about and I could no find you.

Dar.. That’s becaufe I’'m fo wrap’d in love.

Bag. Monfieur Pat fhall fight a me.

Dar. Oh, you’re going to fight Pat.

Bag. Oui, and dis s the deadly challenge, de
Tettee de mort.

Dar. Oh, what you’ll leather him more.

Bag. Dis foldier Patrick did affront me be-
fore Mademoifelle Norah, and I vil have de fa~
tisfaction—Begar 1 vill kill foldier Pat, and you
fall be my friend.

Dar. Can’t you as well kill Dermot, and then
you'll be my friend—but why kill Pat ?

Bag. Ce Monficur Pat, quel Barbare!

Dar, Oh, becaufe you’re a barber.

Bag. Voud you afiront me ?

Dar. Not 1. 2

Bag. You vil be my friend, if you vil give
dis challenge to Monficur Patrick.

Dar. Giveit me—by the Lord Harry, man,
he fhall have it.

YOL. T, re Bag.,
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Bag. 1vill not truft dat Lord Harry’s man—e
Give it yourfelf:

Dar. Well, I will.

Bag. Dere it is—Le Duc’s coachman did write
it for me as he is Englis.

Dar. Let’s fee. (Opens it and reads.) < Sir,
¢« this comes hopping,” ¢ Hopping! Ill run
all the way if that will do—¢ that you’re in good
¢ health, as I am at this prefent writing—I tell
¢ you what friend, tho’ you think yourfelf a
< great officer, you don’t make me walk out
¢ of a window, and this comes to let you know
< I’ll have Norah in fpite of you, I’ll be damn’d
< if I don’t, and moreover than that, meet me
« in the Elm Grove, at Seven in the Evening,
¢ when you muft give me fatisfaction, but not
with curling irons, till then I'm yours, as in
¢ duty bound.”

Bag. Oui, datis de etiquette of the challenge,
I put no name for fear of de law.

Dar. It is not direéted, but Pat fhall have it.

Bag. Fort bien. :

Dar, 1 know Pat is Norah’s {fweetheart—but
how did he affront you?

Bag. Affront, begar he did take off his hat
and make me alow bow.

Dar. That was an affront indeed.

Bag. And den fays he, Monfieur, I fhould be
‘much obligeto you if you vil do me the honour
to valk oat of the window.

Dar. Well you could not do lefs, he was fo
civil.

Bzg. Ak ha, Monfieur, fays I, begar I vil
make you walk down ftairs, vid dat I did lift
my leg and give him one blow dat did kick him
from de top to de bottom,

-

€

-

Dar.
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Dar. You kickt him down ftairs ! and for that
he muft give you fatisfaction.

Bag. Dat is it,—Monficur Darby, I voud not
truft de upper domeftiques at the Dukes, nor
employ de lower fervants upon dis affair of ho-
nour—You muft come to de fight vid me—I
have de piftols.

Dar. Piftols!

Bag. Oui, you fall be my feconde.

Dar: Piftols! Second—Eh, coud’nt I be third
or fourth ?

Bag. Ah, Monfieur, you are wrong, toute
autre chofe.

Dar. Oh, I muft get two other thoes.

: (locking at bis feet.

Bag. Non—Vel, Monfieur Darby, now I have
fent my challenge, 1 am ready in de duel to de-
cide de point of honour, and fo I vil go—bruth
my Matter’s coat. [Exit.

Dar. Piftols! 1 don’t much like giving this
challenge to Pat—he’s a devil of a fellow fince
he turned Soldier ; the boy at the alehoufe fhall
giveit him, for as Pat bid Monfieur walk out of
a window, he may defire me to walk up the
chimney. . [ Exit;

SCENE II.

Enter NoraH.

Nor. No where can I find him, and I fear my
uncle will mifs me from home.—My letter muft
have convinc’d him how he wrong’d me by kis
fufpicions,

PR 2 Avls AIR
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AIR.~-Norah.

Deareft youth why thus delay,
And leave me here a mourning ;
Ceafelefs tears while thou’rt away,
Muft flow for thy returning.
Winding brooks if by your fide,
My carelefs love is ftraying ;
Gently murmur, foftly chide,
And fay for him I’m ftaying.

1.

Meads and Groves I've wander’d o’er,
In vain dear youth to find thee;
Come, ah come and part no more,
Nor leave thy love behind thee.
On yon green hill I’ll fit till night,
My careful watch ftill keeping ;
Eut if he then not blefs my fight,
I’ll lay me down a weeping.

He comes—My Patrick !

.

Enter PATRICK.

Pat. My dear Norah, excufe my delay ; bug
{fo many old acquaintances in the village.

Nor, You had my letter?

Pat. Yes, and I'm atham’d of my folly, to be
jealous of fuch a Baboon too. ;

Nor. Aye, he’d be foon difcharg’d if his maf-
ter Capt. Fitzroy knew of his prefumption.

Pat. Ah, Norah, I feel more terror at that
one Captain’s name, than I did at the fight of a
whole army of enemies, drawn up in battle array
againft me.

Nor. My deareft Patrick only be conftant,
love me as I think you do, and mine is ﬁxt{ og

uc
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fuch a bafis of permanent affeétion, as never to
be fhaken.

Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot foldier
to a Captain, my fweet Norah ?

Nor. Ah, my Patrick, you may be only a pri.
vate in the army, but you’re a Ficld Officer here,
(lays ber hand to ber beart)

Pa¢. Charming, generous girl!

AIR.—Patrick.

Tho’ Leixflip is proud of it’s clofe fhady bowers,
1t’s clear falling waters and murmuring calcades,
Its groves of fine myrtle, its béds of {weet flowers,
Its lads fo well drefs’d and its neat pretty maids,
As each his own village muft #ill make the moft of,
In praife of dear Carton I hope I’m not wrong ;
Dear Carton containing what kingdoms may boatt of,
*Tis Norah, dear Norah the theme of my fong.

11,

Be gentlemen fine with their {purs and nice boots on,
Their horfes to ftart on the Currah Kildare,
Or dance at a ball with their funday new fuits on,
Lac’d waiftcoat, white gloves and their neat powder’d,

hair.
Poar Pat while fo bleft in his mean humble ftation,
For gold or for acres he never fhall long ;
One fweet fmile can give him the wealth of a nation,
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong.

Enter Frrzroy lbebind in a plain fearlet frock aud
round bat.

Fit. (afide) My little country wife in compa-

ny with a common foldier !
Nor: Don’t fail te come to our houfe as you
promis’d, for at that time my uncle will be
_down at Dermot’s.—I’ve a notion ’twill be a
match
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match between him and Kathleen, my uncle’s
her guardian—Adieu my Patrick. You’ll come
carly. (parting tenderly) {Exit Norah.

Pat. Happy Dermot ! his Kathleen had not
charms to attra& the attention of this gentle.
man, but becaufe Norah is moft beautiful, Pa-
trick is moft unhappy.

Fitz. (afide) This is a timely and fortunate dif-
covery—If I had married her, I fhould have been
in 2 hopeful way—TI'll endeavour to conceal my
emotions and fpeak to this fellow. (advancing) A
pretty girl you’ve got there, brother foldier.

Pat. She’s handfome, Sir.

Fitz. You feem to be well with her—ch ?

Pat. (fighs) But without her.— !

Fitz, Oh, then you think you fhall be without
her?

Pat. Yes, Sir.

Fitz. What parts you ?

Pat, My poverty.

Fitz. Why, fhe don’t feem to be rich.

Pat. No, Sir, but my rival is.

Fitz. Oh, yowve arival ?

Pat. 1 have, Sir.

Fitz. Now for a charalter of myfelf, (afide)
Some rich rafcal, I fuppofe.

Pat. Sir, 1 envy his riches only, becaufe they
give him a fuperior claim to my Norah ; and
for your other epithet, I’'m fure he don’t de-
ferve it.

Fitz. How fo?

Pazr. Becaufe he’s an officer, and therefore a
man of honor,

Firz. It's a pity, my friend, that you’re not
an officer, you feem to know fo well what an
oflicer fhould be—pray, have you been in any
action?

Pat,
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Pat. 1 have feen fome fervice in America, Sir.

Fitz. Carolina ?

Pas. Yes, Sir; 1 was at the crofling of Beat-
tie’s Ford. i

Fitz. (with emotion) Indeed!

Pa¢. 1’d an humble fhare too, in our victory
of the 15th March at Guilford, under our brave
officers, Webfter, Leflie, and Tarleton.

Fitz Were you in the action at Beattie’s Ford ?

Pat, Here’s my witnefs, Sir. (takes sff bis hat)
I receiv’d this wound in the refcue of an officer
who, having fall’n, muft have perifh’d by a de-
termin’d bayonet.

Fitz. By heav’n! the very foldier that fav’d
my life. (afide) then I fuppofe he rewarded you
handfomely ? :

Pat. 1 look’t for no reward, Sir.—I fought—
stwas my duty as a foldier ; to proteét a fall’'n man
was but an office of humanity.—Good morning
to your honor.—

Fitz. Where are you going now my friend ?

Par, To abandon my country for ever.

Fitz. (afide) Poor fellow !—But, my lad, I
think you’d beft keep the field, for if the girl
likes you, fhe’ll certainly prefer you to your
wealthy rival.

Pat. Andfor that reafon Ill refign her to him.
As Ilove her, Dllleave ber to the good fortune
the merits ; *twould be only love to myfelf thould
I invelve herin my indigence.

Fitz. You’'ll take your leave of her tho 2

Pat. No, Sir—I told her I’d meet her at her
uncle’s, but ! think it better even to break a pro-
mife, than expofe her to the pangs of a fepara-
tion, which, without felf-flattery, I know muft
grieve her tender heart: ;

Firz,
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Fitz. Well, but my lad, take my advice and
fee the girl once again before you go.

Pat. Sir, I'm oblig'd to you—you muft be a
good natur’d gentleman, and P’ll take your ad-
vice.—Then I will venture to fee my Norah once
more, for if even Father Luke turns me out of
his houfe, I fhan’t be much difappointed.

AIR.—Patrick.

Farewell my dear Norah, adien to fiveet peace,
Ah, fay cruel fate, when my forrow fhall ceafe 5
I fear’d neither mufket nor cannon nor fword,
Farewell is my terror, for death’s in that word !
Yet farewell to Norah, adieu to fiveet peace,
Ah, fay, cruel fate when my forrow fhall ceafe.

[ Exiz Pairick,

Fitz. What a noble fpirit—there let the em-
broider’d epaulet take a cheap leflon of bravery,
honor and gencrofity from fixpence a day and
worfted lace.

Enter Boy with a letter.

_Boy. Pray, Sir, are you the man in the red
coat ?

Fitz Ha, ha, ha! Why, yes, my little hero,

I think I am the man in the red coat.
Boy. Then Darby defird me to give you that,
[ Exit unperceived,
Fitz. (opening the lester) Darby! a new corref-
pondent—(reads) ¢ This comes hopping,
duty bound.”—A curious challenge, and pray
my little friend, where is this Mr. Darby. (locks
round) Eh! why the herald is off—my Norah
feems to have plenty of lovers here—but how
has my attachment tranfpir’d ? Seven o’clock lixn
the
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the Elmgrove—Well, we fhall fee what fort of
Hero Mr. Darby is.—This charmjng girl! A
pretty fnare mafter Cupid has led me into.
How unlucky, to ere& fo fair a2 manfion on ano:
ther man’s foundation !

AIR.—Fitzroy.

Thou little cheat, return my heart,
For if you’ve loft your own,

*Tis but at beft a roguifh art,

To coax poor me with mine to part
And yours for ever gone,

Hence ye graces, {miles, and loves.
Tender igh and falling tear,

Venus harnefs all thy doves,
Cupid quit thy manfion here,

Heal my wound and footh my pain,
Rofy Bacchus chear my foul ;

If the urchin comes again,
Drown him in thy flowing bowl.

[Exit,

SCENE IIL
Outfide of DerMot’s Cottage.

Enter Fatuer Luke and DerMoOT.

F. Luke. Well now Dermot, I’'ve come to your
houfe with you—what is this bufinefs ?

Der. Oh, Sir, 11l tell you.

F. Luke. Unburthen your confcience to me,
child —{peak freely—you know I'm your fpiritual
confeflor, fo I muft examine into the ftate of
your foul—tell me—have you tapp'd the barrel
of ale yet?

VoL, I, ! QQ Der,
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Der. That I have, Sir, and you fhall tafte it,
[Ex:t,
F. Luke. Aye, he wants to come round me
for my ward Kathlane.

Re-enter DErMOT with Ale.

My dear child, what’s that ?

Der. Only your favorite brown jug, Sir.—

F. Luke. (taking it) Now, child, why will you
do thefe things? (drinks)

Der. Il prime him well before I mention
Kathlane.—Its a hard heart thata {up can’t foften,
(afide) ‘

F. Luke. Boy, what fignifies your jug, you
know Idon’t think of it without a tender fong—
you’re a country lad and a fhepherd, and alover.

Der. All that I furely am, Sir.

AlIR.—DEtRrMoT.

My fheep feaft on flowers, and fine is their wool,
My dog he is faithful my bottle is full :

And green is the pafture, and blue is the fky,

And Aura foft whifpers in amorous figh.

A note from my pipe is the joy of the plain,
That couples in dancing the nymph and the {wain.
Tho’ fmiles of bright fummer encircle my year,
Alas! all is nothing---Kathlena’s not here !

Gay Shelah prefents me a bow! of fweet cream,

Fond Oonah requeits I’d interpret her dream ;

For faving two lambs that fell into the brook,

Each wove me a chaplet to hang on my crook.

All mine are the meadows that round I behold,

And mine are the flocks that at fun-fet I fold,

My neighbours are cheerful, their friendfhip fincere, |,
Alas! all is nothing---Kathlena’s not here ;

LExit into the Houfe,

Enter
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Enter Darpy.

Dar. How do you do, Father Lukc ?

F. Luke: Go away Darby, you’re a rogue.

_ Dar. Father Luke, confent that I fhall marry
Kathlane.

F. Luke. You marry Kath]ane, vou reprobatc'
Dor. Give her tome, and I'll give your rev’rence
a fheep.

F. Luke. Oh, well, I always thought you were a
boy that woud come to good—a fheep !-—You
fhall have Kathlane—You’ve .been very wicked.
Dar. Not I, Sir.

F. Luke. What ! an’t I your prieft, and know
what wickednefs is—but repent it and marry.
Dar. Yes, Sir, I'll marry and repent it.

AIR.—F. Luke.

You know I’m your Prieft and your confcience s mire,
But if you grow wicked it’s not a good fign,
So leave off your raking and marry a Wife
And then my dear Darby you’re fettled for life.
Sing Ballynomona Oro,
A good merry weddmg for me.

‘11

The banns being publifh’d to Chapel we go,
The Bride and the Bride-groom in coats white as fnow,
So modeft her air and fo fheepith your look,
You out with your ring and I pull out my baok.
Sing, Ballynomona Oro,
A good merry wedding for me.

I thumb
L2
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I thumb out the place and I then read away,
She bluthes at love, and fhe whifpers obey,
You take her dear hand to have and to hold,
I fhut up my Book and I pocket your gold.
Sing Ballynomona Oro,
The fnug little Guinea for me.

v,

The neighbours wifh joy to the Bridegroom and Bride,
The piper beforeus, you march fide by fide,
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face,
‘The piper plays up, myfelf I fay grace.
Sing Ballynomona Oro,
A good wedding dinner for me.

You thall have Kathlane and here the comes.
Dar. (Bowing.) Thank you, Sir. [Both retire.

Enter KATHLANE, with a bird in a Cage.

AIR.—Kathlane.

Sweet bird Y caught theein thy nef
And fondling plac’d thee in mybreaft,
When thou wert helplefs, weak and young,
Unfiedg’d thou couds’t not wing the air,
I cherifh’d thee with tender care,
Be grateful pay me with a fong.

Ak what to thee are groves and fields,

The tempting gifts gay Flora yields,
Why pant and flutter to be free ?

Ten thoufand dangers are abroad,

Then in thy fmall, but fafe abode, <
Conteat and cheerful fing for me.

Thoa
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Thou thinks’t not of the various ills
The wintry blaft that often kills,
1’d fain thy little life prolong,
The rufian Hawk prefcribes it’s date,
The levell’d gun is charg’d with fate,
Here brave them in thy warbling fong.

Oh, Father, is Dermot within, Sir?

F. Luke. Kathlane, don’t think of Dermot.—
To her man, put your beft leg foremoft.

Dar. 1 don’t know which is my beft leg.

F. Luke. Go—(makes figns to Darby.)

Dar. Oh, I muflt go and give her.a kifs,
(kiffes ber.) He, he, he!—what fweet lips!
ke, he, he I—Speak for me, Sir.

“F. Luke. Hem !—Child Kathlane—1Is the theep
fat? 3

Dar. As bacon!

F. Luke. Child, this boy will make you a good
hufband, won’t you Darby ?

Dar. Yes, Sir.

Kath. Indeed Father Luke, I'll have nobody
but Dermot.

F. Luke. 1 tell you child, Dermot’s an ugly
man and a bad chriftian.

Enter DERMOT.

Dar. Yes Dermot’s a bad man and an ugly
chriftian. ;

F. Luke. Come here Dermot, take your mug,
you empty fellow, (7hrows it away) 1 am going
to marry Kathlane here, and you muft give her
away.

Der. Give her away ! I muft have her firft, and
it was to afk your cenfent that [—

F. Luke. ¥h, what! you marry her! no fuch
thing—put it out of your head.

Der.
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Der. If that’s the cafe, Father Luke, the twd
theep that [ intended as a prefent for you, I’ll
drive to the fair to-morrow and get drunk with
the money. [Going.

F. Lute. (pauﬁ:.) Hey, two fheep! (afide.)
Come back here; it’s a fin to get drunki—Darby
if you’ve nothing to do, get about your bufinefs.

Dar. Sir!

F. Luke. Dermot, Child! Is’nt it this evening I
am to marry you to Kathlane ?

Dar. Him! why lord Sir, it’s me that you're
to marry to her.

F. Luke. You, you ordinary fellow !

Dar. Yes Sir, you know I’'m to give you—

F. Luke. (Adpart to Dermot.) Two fheep ?
(Youd to Darby.) Youdon’t marry Kathlane.

“Dar. No! .

F. Lake. No, ’tis two to one againft you. So
get away Darby.

Kosh. and Der. Aye, get away Darby.

F. Luke. (To Kath. and Der.) Children, I ex-
pe& Capt. Fitzroy at my houfe for my niece
Norah and I’ll couple you all as foon as I clap
my thumb vpon matrimony.

QUARTETTE.—F. Luke, Dermot, Darby and

Katblane.
Kath. to Der. * You the point may carry
* Ifa while you tarry.
75 Der. But for you

I tell you true,
No, you I’ll never marry.

Cho, You the point, &c.
Der. - Care our fouls difowning,
Punch our forrows drowning,
- Laugh and love,

And ever prove
Joys, joys our withes crowning.
Cho. Care our, &c.
Dar.
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Dar. To the church I’ll hand her,
: {Offers to take ber hand, foe refufes.)
Then thro’ the world I’ll wander,

Tll fob and figh
Undil I die, y
A poor forfaken Gander.
Cho. To the church, &c.
F. Lute. Each pious Prieft fince Mofes,

One mighty truth difclofes,
You’re never vext,
If this the text
Go fuddle all your nofes.
Chas Each pious, &c.
[ Exeunt,

SCENE 1V,

A Grove.

Enter Frrzrov. )

Fitz. Who can this challenger be ? Some hay-
maker perhaps meet me with a reaping hook,
ha, ha, ha!

Bag. (without.) Venez ici.

Fitz. (Looking out.) Eh, my man Bagatelle.—
Ah, the officious puppy I fuppofe has heard of
the affair, and is come to prevent mifchief.

Bag. (Without.) Come along Monfieur Darby.

Fitz. Darby! thc name the boy mentioned—
Let’s fee, [Retires.

Enter
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FEnter DarBy, with a Piffol, and BAGATELLE,
with a Sword.

Dar. Mr., Bag and Tail.

Bag. Well ?

Dar. When fall, as to be fure 1 fhall—that is,
if Pat’s fecond is as wicked as 1 am, bring my
corpfe to Dermot and Kathlane’s wedding.

Bag. 1 vil Monficur Darby. .

Dar. Bat do you think I may be kill’'d 2

Bag. Very like.

Dar. Hem !—He’s not hcre——we 11 go home.

Bag. Ah, ha! firk I vill fight him vid de piftol
and den I vl fight him vid de fword.

3 Dar. T'd rather you’d fight him with the fword
rit.

Bag. Pourquoi—why fo? ,
Dar. Becaufe I long to fee a little fword play,
and if you fhould be killed with the piftols, then

Y’m difappointed.

Firz. (afide.), Can Bagatelle be the challenger?

Dar. When Pat (hoots I get behind you.----
(f2ands at bis back ) You're curfed thin, one might
as well ftand behind a pitch fork; 1 w'th you were
faucer.

Bag. Ah, Diable! wou'd vou have me Dutch-
man ?

Dar. Indeed 1 wou’d upon this occafion---1"d
rather fight behind 2 Dutch Weaver than a French
Churchwarden.

Bag. Soldier Pat did bid me valk out of de
vinder.---Ah, ha, begar'] vil niake him valk out
of de varld.

Fitz. (Advances.) Servant Gen:lemen.

Bag. Mon Maitre !

Fiz,
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fitz. So you fend challenges, you rafcal.
(Jbews letter to Darby) .

Dar. Me, Sir! Not I, Sit—Oh! yes, Sir, e
No, Sir, I got it from Monfieur Bagand Tail,
(frightened) ]

Bag. (afide) Al dianti'g 3

Fitz. (to Bagaselle) Had"you the impudence
to write fuch a letter as this? '

Bag. Non, Morfieur—the Duke’s coachman.

Fitz, Coachman, firrah!

Bag. Oui, Monfieutr—1I vil tell your Honor all
touchant cet affaire; Sir, I was—

Dar. Hold your jabbering—1I’l1 tell the whole
ftory in three words. Sir, you muft know,
Pat, the foldier—No—Monfieur Bag and Tail—
was—Father’ Luke’s houfe—come up ftairs—
no—Norah bid him—fays Pat, fays hc—%ta
Bagatelle) What did he fay? Oh, the thut the
door—out of the window: and before Pat could
—no—after—how was it ? (zo Bagatelle)

Bag. Oui, dat vas de whole affair. -

Dar. Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair,

Firz. Upon my word, very clearly explain’d,

Dar. Yes, I didn’t go to {chool for nothing.

Fitz. 1find my little Norah is the objed of
univerfal gallantry. (afide)

Bag. Ah, Monfieur. .

# Fitz. Begone, firrah; and if ever I find you
concern’d in letters of this kind again, you get a
lettre de catchet.

Bag. Ah malheureux! [Exit.

Dar. (calling after him) Yes, Monfieur, you’d
better ftick to the curling irons.

Fitz. Yes, my friend, and you had better
ftick to your flail and {pade than meddle with
fword and piftol. None but gentlemen thou’d

VOL. I. R R have .
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have privilege to murder one another in.an ho-
norable way ; but, when duelling thus defcends,
let them be alham’d of a pradtice, the fatal con-
fequences of which precludes him from hope of
mercy who dies in the commiffion of a premedi-
tated crime, and delivers the furvivor to the
tharpeft pains of remdrfe. (going)

Dar. One word, Sir, if you pleafe. :

Fitz. (resurning) Well, my honeft friend!

Dar. Now, Sir, Kathlane’s quite loft, . there’s
one thing troubles me; and I’ll leave it to you
which ‘of the two, Dermot or I, is the prettieft
boy for it ?

Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! Stupid fcoundrel!  [Eziz.

Dar. Stupid fcoundrel! You a captain! Hal-
loo, corporal! (calls after Fitzroy)

Re-enter F1TZROY .

Fitz. (threat’ning) How !

Dar. (turning and calling to the other fide) ¥
{ay you, corporal. [Exit Fitzroy.
" Dar. Such a . {waggerer! Aye, 1 muft go to
town, and learn to talk to thefe people.

AIR.—Darby.

Since Kathlane has prov’d fo untrue;
Poor Darby, ah! what can you do?
No longer I’ll ftay here a clown,
But fell off, and gallop to town:
P’ll drefs, and I’ll firut with an air,
The barber fhall frizzle my hair.

I1.

In Dublin PlI cut a great dath;
But how for to compafs the cath?
Ar
*
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At gaming, perhaps. I may win,

‘With cards I can take the flatsin:

Or trundle falfe dice, and they’re nick’d ;
If found out, I fhall only be kick’d.

115,

But, firft, for to get a great name

A duel eftablith my fame;

To my man then a challenge I'll write,

But, firft, I’ll take care he won’t fight s

We'll fivear not to part *till we fall,

i Then thoot with our powder, and---the devila ball.

L Enit.

SCENE V; and laft.

Infide of FaTaER Lure’s Houfe.

F. Luke. (within) Aye, I'll teach you to run
after foldiers.
Nor. (within) Dear, Sir!

Enter FaTusr Luke and Noran.

F. Luke, Come along. If you won’t have
Captain Fitzroy you go to Boulogne. Pat, the
foldier, indeed ! T'll fend you to a convent—I
will by my funéion. :

Nor. Sir, I am contented.

L. Luke. Contented! Very fine. So you put
me into a paffion, and now you’re conrented.
Go—get in there, Mrs. Knapfack, (puts. ber in,
and locks the door) (taps at the door with the key)
confent to marry Captain Fitzroy, or there y
ftay ’till I thip you for France,

RR 2 Euter
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Enter Firzroy;

Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who’s going to
France?

F. Luke. Only a young lady here within, Sir,
that’s a little refractory. - She won’t marry you,
Sir.

Fitz. Refufe my hand! Well, that I'did not
expect. But do you refign her to me, Sir?

. F. Luke. There, with that key, 1 deliver up.
my aathority. (gives'key) And now, if T can
-find Mr. Patrick, her foldier, he goes to the
county gaol for a vagabond. A jade! tolofe
the opportunity of making herfelf a lady, and
me a bifhop. [ Exit.

Fitz. Oh! here is her foldier. Now, ¢ 1

mutft {feem cruel only to be kind.”

Enter PATRICK.

Pat. Well, Sir, by your advice I have vena
tur’d here, likea fpy, into the enemy’s camp.

‘Fitz '(flernly) Pray, my friend, were you ever
brought to the halberts?

Pat. Sir! g,

Iz, How,came you abfent from your regis
ment? have you a furlough? 2

Pat. (confus’d). Not about me, Sir.

Fitz. 1 have the honor to bear the King’s
commiffion, and am oblig’d to take you up for
a deferter.

Pat, Sir, it was a reliance on your honor and
good nature that trapann’d° me here; therefore,
1"hope you won’t exert an authority which 1 had-
no fufpicion, at that time, you had-a nght tIo“:

W2
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Firz: No talk, Sir; it was for the good of the
fervice I trapann’d you hither, as you call it.
I've a proper perfon prepar’d here, into whofe
cuftody I fhall deliver you. (unlocks the door)

Pat., What a cruel piece ot treachery! (afide)

Fitz. (prefenting Norab) Since you rejett me,
madam, -here’s one that will know how to deal
with you. $

Nor. My Patrick ! y

Pat. Oh, Norah! if this is real, let’s kneel
and thauk our benefaétor.

Fitz. No, Patrick, you were my deliverer;
I am (hat very officer whofe life you fav’d at
Beatti’s Ford, and the identical Captain Fitz-
roy who wou’d have depriv'd you of a treafure I
now deliver to you with joy, as the reward of
your generofity, valour, and conftancy.

F. Luke. (without) No, 1 can’t find the run-
away-rafcal.

Pat. Your uncle!

Nor. Oh, heavens!

fitz. Don’t be alarm’d.

Enter Faturr Luke, DerMoT, Darevy and
* KATHLANE.

F. Luke. What’s here! Patrick! Dermot and
Darby, lay hold of him.

Der. Not 1.

Dar. I’'m no conftable.

F. Luke. 1 fay take him. The ferjeant fhall
lay hold of him.

Dar, Why, Sir, the white ferjeant’ has laid
hold of him, '

Fitz. Dear Sir, don’t be fo violent againft a
young man that you’ll prefently marry to your
niece,

F. Luke.
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F. Luke. Me! :

Fitz. Don’t you wifh to be a bifhop?

F, Luke. A fine road to'bring a foot foldier
into my family; then a halbert muft' be my
crofier, and my mitre a grenadiers cap, a common
foldier indeed !

Fitz. He’s no longer fo, I have a commiffion to
difpofe of, and I cannot fer a higher value on ity
than by beftowing it on one {fo worthy.

F. Luke. An officer ! Oh, that’s another thing.

Dar. Pat an officer ! 'l lift to-morrow in fpite
of the black patch.

Pays. Sir, tho’ -it’s a vain attempt, my fweet
Norah and I fhall endeavour to deferve your
patronage and goodnefs.

" Kath. (to Norah.) My dear Norah, I with you
ov.

X ‘Dar. (apart to Kathlane) How dare you make
{o free with an officer’s lady ?

F. Luke. But Captain, why do you give up my
Niece ?

Fitz, Sir, the Captain thought him[elf unworthy
of her, when he found fuperior merit in the poar
Soldier.

FINALE.

Firz.  More true felicity I fhall find
When thofe are join’d,  (# Pat. and Nor.)
By fortune kind ;
How pleafing to me,
So happy to fee,
Such merit and virtue united.
Ner. No future forrows can grieve us,
If you will pleafe to forgive us;
To each kind frien
We lowlybend, (eurtfies) :
Your pardon---with joy we're delighted. . P
at.
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With my commiflion, yet deareft life,
My charming wife,
When drum and fife
Shall beat up to arms,
The plunder your charms,,
In love your poor foldier you’ll find me.
Love my petition has granted,
I get the dear lad that I wanted,
Lefs pleas’d with a duke,
‘When good Father Luke
To my own little Dermot has join’d me.
You impudent hufley, a pretty rate
Of love you prate, -
But hark ye, Kate,
Your dear little lad
Will find that his pad
Has got a nice---kick in her gallop.
Now, Darby, upon my falvation,
You merit excommunication,
In love but agree,
And fhortly you’ll fee
In marriage I’ll foon tie you all up,
‘The devil a bit o’me cares a bean,
For neat and clean
We’ll both be feen,
Myfelf and my lafs
Next Sunday at mafs,
And there we’ll be coupled for ever.
The laurel I’ve won in the field, Sirs,
Yet now in a garden I yield, Sirs,
Nor think it 2 fhame
‘ Your mercy to claim,
Your mercy’s my {fword and my thield, Sirs:

THE END,
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MODERN ANTIQUES;
OR,

THE MERRY MOURNERS,

: ACT L

SCENE L
Mgs. CamMoMILE’s, Houfe.

Enter Mrs. CAMOMILE and BETTY.

Mrs. CAMOMILE.

r

BETTY, any body here, fince?

Bet. No, Madam, but here’s a ftrange Ser-
vant.
Mps. Cam. True, Mrs, Cockletop defired me
as I paffed along Charing-Crofs, to enquire for
one for her at the Regifter-office.—Ha, ha, ha !
She’s too fine a lady to look after thefe things
berfelf.

Bet,-Walk up, young man, [Exit Betty:
; §52 Enter
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Enter JoEY.

Foey. Sarvant. (nods)

Mrs, Cam. Quite a ruftic! How long have
you been in Town? -

Foey Our Town ?

Mrs. Cam. London. 3

Foey. 1thought as how you meant our Town,
1 com’d from Yerkfop, in the county of Nor.
folk, to ‘get a place.

Mrs. Cam. Your name ?

Foey. What of it?

Mrs. Cam. What is it?

Foey. Oh, my name is Joey ; but volks call’d
me Mr. Joey all the way up, thof I com’d upon
the Coach roof ; for as it’s near Chriftmas time,
all the infide paflengers were Turkeys. I quit-
ted our village in a huff with one Nan Holli-
day, my {weetheart ; caufe why, fhe got jealous
and faucy given, 1

Mrs. Cam. The wages that this Lady gives to
her footboy, are eight Guineas a year.

Foey. Guineas! that wo’n’t do I muft have
cight Pounds.

Mprs, Cam. Well, if you infit upon pounds,
ha, ha, ha! ‘

Foey. Oh, I'm hired. (lays bis bat and flick on
the table) :

Mrs. Cam. You can give and take a meffage ?

Foey. Yes, fure,

(A loud Knocking without.)

Mers: Cam. Then let’s fee? Run.

Foey. Where ?

Mrs. Cam, To the door, you blockhead,

Foey. (goes to the room deor and flands) Well, ¥
be’s at the door—Whag now ? ¥

irfe
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Mys. Cam, Open the Street door.

Foey. Oh! (going) Here comes a Lady.

Mrs. Cam. Come up when you hear the bell.

Foey. Thefe gentlefolks don’t moind what trou-
ble they give a poor zarvant maan. [Exit.

Mrs. Cam. Belinda! 2

Enter BELINDA,

Bel. My dear friend ! I've quitted Southamp-
ton Boarding-fchool, without leave tho’.

Mrs. Cam. My fweet girl, I'm very glad to
fee you; but is this a prudent ftep? !

Bel. To be fure, wheh [ was kept there fo long
againfi my will, by my aunt.

Mrs. Cam. Ah Belinda, confefs the truth:
wasn’t it to fee your uncle’s nephew Frank,
that you have fcamper’d up to town?

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! ’Pon my honor, you’re a witch:
but fuppofe fo, why not? you and [ were fchool-
fellows t’other day, yet, here you’re married :
but, apropos, how is your hufband? "

Mrs. Cam. The Doétor is well.

Bel. You're already happy with the man youn
love, while I’'m kept at a boarding-fchool ;5 when
1 am able, even to teach my dancing-mafter.

Mrs. Cam. Why, my dear Belinda, fince your
laft letter, I've been planning fchemes, how to
make you happy with the man you love.

Bel. My good creature, do tell me?

Mrs. Cam. You know if your uncle Mr. Cock-
letop’s tooth but aches, he fancics he’ll die di.
reltly, if he hasn’t my hufband Dr. Camomile’s
advice ; he’s the grand oracle of his health, the
Barometer and Thermometer of his animal fyfs
tem. Now, as the Doctor is at Winchefter on

a vifit
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" a vifit to fome of his College chums, and w’on’¢
leave his good orthodox bottle of Old Port to
vifit him here in London; he fhall vifit the Doc-~
tor at Winchefter, if we can but get your Uncle
to leave town, on that hangs my grand fcheme
for the eftablifhment of you and ¥Frank,—Your
Aunt’s maid Mrs. Flounce, and Mr. Napkin the
butler, are my confederates.

Bel, Oh, charming! but I muft know it tho’,

Enter jOEY, (fands fome time).

Foey. Well?

Bel. And well. :

Foey. I’'m com’d up as you bid me.

Mrs. Cam. But you fhou’dn’t have come ’till
syou heard the bell.

Joey, And, wounds! it’s wringing yonder
enough to pull the Church-fteeple down.

Mrs. Cam. and -Bel, Ha, ha, ba!

Mrs. Cam. Joey, carry thofe to your new
mafter’s. (#0 Belinda) Plants and fimples, cull’d
for him by the Doétor, your uncle will now be
2 Botanift, as well as an Antiquarian. (Foey takes
up the fack) :

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! But my tonifh aunt’s new
fangled rage for private Theatricals are to the
full, as unaccountably ridiculous as my crazy -
uncle’s paflion for mufty antiquities.

Mrs, Cam. Well Belinda, I'm going there di-
reftly on your affairs.

Bel. My kind friend !

Mrs. Cam. Call a coach, (foey takes bis flick,
and puts on Belinda’s bat) Ha, ha, ba! why,
you’ve put on the Lady’s hat.

Foey.
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Foey, (Takes it off, then compares them.) One
wou’d think the Lady had put on mine,
[Eseunt Mrs. Camomile and Belinda.
Your London Ladies are fo manified with their
fwich ‘rantans, and their coats, and their waift-
coats, and watch-chain bobbities, and their tip«
top hats, and their ‘cauliflow’r cravats, that,
ecod, no mark of their being women, but the
Petticoat. [Exit.

SCENE II
Mrs. CockrrTor’s Dreffing Room.

Mgrs. CockreTor difcovered at her Toilet,
Frou~ce attending.

Mrs. Coc. What a ftrange incident, my marry-
ing this old Mr. Cockletop! Pon my honor,
were I fingle, I’d have the moft beautiful Theatre
in my houfe, and his nephew Frank fhould be
the manager—of late he looks at me in a very
particular manner ; I can fcarce think it pofiible
for thofe features to ftrike him with admiration,
(Yooking in the glafs)

Flounce. Ma’m thofe features muft firike every
body with admiration. (locking at herfelf in the
glafs over Mrs. Cockletop’s fhoulder)

Mrs. Coc, You flatter them. :

Flounce. Not in the leaft, Ma'am; but what
fignifies your beauty, or my fkill in fetting it
off, my mafter, fince he’s turn’d his brain—

Mrs,
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Mrs. Coc. Ay, fince my hufband has conis
menced antiquarian, with his curiofities.

Flounce. Foreign cockle-fhells, mouldy far-
things, and all his old fathion’d trumperies. I
dare fay he’d fell you for the wing of a but-
terfly.

Mps. Coc. Flounce, I'll take you to fee Lear
to-morrow night at Lord Rantum’s private
Theatre.

Flounce, Thankye Ma’am. But Mifs Topits
maid told me, all of them except your Ladythip,
made a ftrange piece of bungling work of their
play there lait Wednefday.

*Mrs. Coe. Work ! Oh heavens! 1f Shakefpeare
could havetaken a peep at them, ha, ha, ba!—"
Romeo and Juliet the play—a hot difpute arofe
on the text—Mrs. Melpomene infifting an error
o’the prefs in, ¢ Julietis the fun,” for, fays fhe,
(mimicking)  Isn’t Juliet a woman’s hame ! Cer-
tainly replics Sir Colly Comment. (mimicking)
< And is’'nt Romeo talking to this very young
Iady in the balcony ?”—Moft certain, mem, ¢ Oh,
oh, then, certainly (fays fhe) the poer meant
« Initead of Juliet is the fon, that Romeo fhould
fay, itis the Eaft, and Julict is the daughter”—
Ha, ha, ha! then the Romeo and Paris were
real rivals for the love of I was the Juliet—
you know Flounce, how I look’d when I left
my toilet here.

Flounce. Charming ! 1 don’t wonder if they fit
about you. /

Mrs. Coc. Tlounce, you're near it—for in the
tomb fcene, Komeo, inftead of a foil, (ufual in
thofe cafes) whips out a {fword on the noble
County Paris, who fuppofing malice prepence,
prudently before a lunge cou’d be made at l;im,
A ays
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lays himfelf down, kicks up his heels, and—
Oh ! dies very decently.—Romeo full of remorfe,
looking over the breathlefs body, and going on
with his fpeech in the author’s words, %ys—-
¢ Who have we here? The noble County Paris !
“ one writ with me in four misfortune’s book,
<« give me thy band.” (mimicking) The good
naturd Count, eager to make up all animofity
on the very word, from the dead, up went the
hand, mecting Romeo’s with a cerdial fhake.
In the confufion of laugh, occafioned by this
kind condué, the hero, on breaking open the
tomb, totally forgot what he had to fay next, in
vain the prompter whifpers the word ; poor Juliet
might have lin in Capulet’s monument ’till
Doomfday—At length impatient, (for’t got mon-
firous cold) I foftly bid him: ¢ Speak, why
don’c you fpeak ? Ha, ha, ha! He taking it for
what he thou’d fay, with all the furor of dif~
tracted love, burfts out. ¢ Speak, {peak, Oh!
why don’t you fpeak,”” ha, ha, hal (looks in the
glafs) Tlounce, can I in complexion compare
with my niece Belinda. -

Flounce: Can a dath of cold water compare to
almond pafte, and milk of rofes. ;

Enter JoeY with the fack, throws it on the Toilet,
Foey. My firft piece of farvice in my new place.
“ [Exiz.
Mrs. Coc. Ah! (fereams)
Enter CockLETOP With a fmall feroll of Parchment.
(angrily) Aftonifhing, Mr. Cockletop, you won’t

even let me have my dreffing-room to myfelf,
YOL. I Tt Coce
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Coc. - Oh, Mrs. Cockletop what a prize! I
have bought one of the long-loft books of Livy,
a ‘manufcript fo capitally illegible, that no
man on the globe can diftinguifh orread a let-
ter of it.—Levs fee what change he has given
me. (reckoning money)

Flounce.- Full of fnails. (flinging the plants
off the table, knocks the money out of Cockletop’s
band.) [ Exit.

Coc. The botanical plants from Doéor Camo-
mile! carefully pick them up, every leaf has the
virtue. 4 "

Enter FrANK in @ riding drefs.

Fronk. Will they heal my wounded pocket 2
(picks up the money)

Coc. Eh ! what, you lizard! (Zaking the money
from bim) The valuable fimples—

Mrs. Coc. Do, my dear, let poor Frank have
a little money. :

* Cos.: From which I’d have diftill’d aqua mira-
bilis. (gathers theleaves)

Frank. Your generofity would be—

Coc. So rare !—

Mrs. Coc. Confider, your nephew making an
appearance equal to other young gentlemen is a
credit to you, as you're known to be—

Coc. A curiofity!

Mrs. Coc. Give him a few guineas.

Coc. Penny-royal—P’ll give him
foot. (picking up the leaves)

Mrs. Coc. Belides often antiques may fall in
his way. (winks at Frank)

Frank. Ay, if I want to buy curious medals,
camios or intaglios for you—

a colt’s

Coc.
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Coc. What, would you buy antiques for me,
my good antelope ? .

Frank. 1 was offer’d a fine old- moth eaten
Hemings and Condel folio of Shakefpeare t’other
day for fourteen and nine pence.

Coc. What ? no, matter, could you "have it
for nine pence? Buy it, here’s a fhilling, and
keep the change.

Frank. Ay, Sir, a few guineas could never
come in better time, as I'm juft whip and fpur
you fee, hey! fpank to Southampton.

Myrs. Coc. (alarm’d) Pray, Frank, what bufi-
nefs have you there?

Frank. What, but to fee my lovely coufin.

Coc. Eh! (putsup the money)

Mrs. Coc. Oh is that your bufinefs ?

Coc. May be, you like—

Mrs. Cec. Ay, do youadmire my niece ?

Frank. Admire? I love her to diftracion,

Coc. The fweet girl T doat on myfelf, (afids)
Getout of my houfe you locuft. '

Myrs. Coc. Love her, after all my fond hints to
him ! (afide) Oh, Sir, I remember rehearfing
Imogen with you t’othernight, when I was to
have fainted in your arms.——

Coc. Ay, you villain, you ftept afide, and let
my poor wife tumble down, and knock her fine
head againft the brafs fender———Take a double .
hop out of your two boots, youjackdaw, how dare
you ftand before your aunt, with a horfewhip
in your hand ? Do you want to bring her grey
hairs with forrow to the grave ?

Meis. Coc. Grey hairs,

Enter FLouncz.

Fleunce. Ma’am ! Mrs. Cammomile,
T Mys,
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Mers, Coc. Sir, command your nephew to think ,
no more of my niece.—~Love another—You an
amateur !—Stand from the entrance. %

[Exit in a paffion, and Flounce,

Frank. Why, my dear uncle, you are really a
good natur’d old lad; but for this nonfenfical
paflion for antiquities, in which you’ve no more
judgment than my boot.—

Coc. What’s that ?

Frauk. Did’nt you t’other day, give ten pounds
for a model of Trajan’s pillar, which turn’d out
to be abrafs candleftick ?

Coc. No. : it

Erank. Had’nt youa fervant-maid dragg’d be-
fore a juftice for fecreting three huadred and fifty
filver {poons, which you fwore were thut up in
a cherry ftone.

Coc, No. 1 j

Frank. You woud’nt let my aunt go to a poor
living aftor’s benefit, yet gave half a guinea for
Rofcius’s eye lafh, which proved to be taken
from the corps of a cobler in Cripplegate.—

Coc. *Tisnofuch thing. :

Frank. Didn’t'you give twenty pounds for the
firft plate ever Hogarth engraved, tho’ it was
only a pint porter pot from the Barley Mow?

Coc. No. ; !

Frank. Did’nt you throw a lobfter in the fire,
{wearing it was a Salamander?

Coc. No. ;

Fronk. When my aunt broke her tortoifefiell
comb, you carefully- pick’d up every tooth,
fhewing them about for the quills of a porcupine.

Cos. I did not firrah, - :

. Frank. Hearing me whiftle ¢ the larks fhrill
notes” from the next room, you attempted to
perfuade the company, ’twas a humming bircé-v

qu
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Coc. Ay, but that was all when T was fick.—
In bodily health my mind is bright and polifh’d 5
but you moft audacious dromedary ! traduce my
fkill in antiques !—Hark'y, when you can prove
to me that it’s pofiible I can be impofed upon
in antiquities, that is, if 1 am in health, I
confent to give you Belinda s here’s my hand
on it.—Begone, your face is as odious to me as a
new copper peany. e Genfilwiy,

Enter Hearty, calling after CocxLETOR.

Hearty. Siry Here’s the receipt—

Fronk. Ay, Hearty, you’re my uncle’s Stew-
ard, receiver of his cath, and yet— —do, give
me a few guineas, cheat him a litcte my honeft
fellow.

Hearty. Mufo’t.

Frank. Plague ofthe money, I want it.—Yefl.
terday met 2 parcel of lads in the Park—a party
propofed for a bafon of turtle at the Spring Gar-
den—I was oblig’d to— good bye”—atked to
dinner at Mr. Nabob's, [Harley Street, fo, as I
dreaded cardsin the evening, fncak’d off without
my hat, ’caufe I badn’t half a crown to releafe
it from the butler.—Then my friend, Jack Fro~
lick, the player, franck’d me into Covent Garden ;
fat down in the upper boxes between'Mifs Frump,
and Mrs. Rollabout, when the curft orange wo-
man thrafts her bafket, with ¢ fweet gentleman,
treat the ladies.”—I was obliged to clap my
hand upon my pocket, with my purfe gone!
’Pon honor, no entring a public place for
thefe light finger’d gentry.”—Coming home
yefterday, caught in a foiking thower.—* Your

honor,
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honor, coach unhir’d.” In I jumps, not res
colletting his difmal honor had’'nt a fhilling
to pay for it, fo, as the fellow clapt to one door;
out I pops at tother; but then I got mob’d by
the waterman, and broke my fhins over a poft
running away from the link-boy.

Hearty. Why, Frank, I'll lend you my own
money with all my heart.——

Frank. No, before I frip- you of what you
may yet want to cherifh your old age, P’ll perith.
—Yet, this is my Belinda’s birth day—By heaven
1 will with, ay, and give her joy, tho’ I foot it
every mile to Southampton, and dine on water
crefes by a ditch fide. [Exit.

" Hearty. Spirited lad! But I hope by means
of my letter, I fhall be able to aflift him—tho’
1 thought his uncle too abfurd to tell him, yet
its firange what a paflion I’ve got myfelf, for
fithing up thofe odd fort of rarities. I'll fell my
old mafter the fmall colle&tion I've made; but
-as his knowing them to be mine may leflen their
value in his opinion; this letter roufes his de-
fire to buy them,'and then if I can but make
him believe I'm fome traveller that has brought
them from Italy, or

Enter Joy ina Livery.

You’re the new footman ? ¢
Joey. Yes, I be’s. T've put’n on my livery,
Hearty. Here’s aletter was left for your mafter,
You'll give it-to him directly.
[ gives letter and Exit.
Foey. So, I muft give this letter too !—They’r
retolv’d in London, to keep no cats that woat
catch mice.
Enter
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Enter NaN with a broom, finging.

Nan. (begins to fweep) © A farvicein London
is no fuch difgrace.”

Foey. Isn’tthat—

Non. Why, Joey b ( furpriz’d)

Soey. Nan, lord, lord, how glad I be’s to fee
thee. (they embrace)

Nan. But what brings you here ; and in this
fine lac’d coat.

Foey. Why, I be fix’d here for a farvant man.

Nan. Zurn! Lord, how comacle! and I hired
here to-day as maid.

Feey. Hills and mountains will meet—Oh dear!
Oh dear !

Nan. 'm now fent in here by Mrs. Flounce
to do up Lady’s drefling-room, that it feems
fome clumfy booby has thrown leaves aboutn.

Soey. I’m not a booby, Nan, I find you're as
faucy tongu’d as ever.

Nan. Ohlaw, was it you, Joey? Iafk pardon.

Joey. “Twas all along of your croflnefs I com’d
up to London.

Nan. And ’twas your falfe heartednefs that
drove me to feck my bread here. -

Foey. Well, fince good luck has brought us
into one houfe, we’ll never quarrel, nor be un-
kind no more.

Nan. Nor I never more will be jealous—Oh,
Oh! you’ve had this letter from Poll Primrofe—
Ah! you deceitful—( fnatches Hearzy's letter frors
Joey's waificoat pocket, breaks it open, and reads)
¢« 8ir, encourag’d’—

Foey. The devil, do you fec what youwve

done
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done, this letter was for Meafter—If I havn't 2
moind—-——

Nan. Why, Joey, dont be angry—The firft
letter I get for my Lady, yon fhall open for me,
that you | fhall—¢ And better my fortune as other
girls do.” [Exit finging:

Foey. Egad! yowve fpoil'd my fortune ! What
will become of me ! Before 've time to fit down
in my new place, 1 fhall get kick’d out on’t.

Eﬁlt’l’ Fraxk.

Frank. EhY where’s Hearty ?

(Foey drops the letter, Frank picks it up and looks al
the fuperfeription.)
For my uncle ?

. Foey. (confufed) Yes, Sir; I got it to give himj

Frank. But how came it opend ? y

© Joey. Ic's open’d.

Frank. 1feeit is.——Do you know, that open«
ing another man’s letteris tranfportation.

Foey. Isit? then Dll take the blameupon my-
LIf rather than Nan'be punifhed. (a/idz) *Twas I
brokeit open, Sir—but I meast only to—to—
break it open—all accident (2rembiing)

Frank. This promifes fomething. (perufing)
Well, keep your own fecret, and 1l bring you
outof this fcrape.

Joey. Do, Sir, do.

Lrark, Any paper here, ( fits down, writes, as
copying the opened letier ; reads) < Sir, Encouraged
by your character, 1 fhall, in perfon, to-morrow,
offer to you for fale fome antique rarities.»—My
old conceited vncle has engaged to give me Be-
Jdinda, when I can prove that it’s poilible to im-
pofe on him in antiquities—This may do it, and

bring
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bring me a convenient fum befides—for with all
the ridiculous enthufiafm of a Virtuofo, my Uncle
has fméll reading, no tafte, but a plentiful ftock
of credulity. (writes)

Coc. (without) Joey !

Foey. Waunds ! that’s Mafter.

Frank. (Haftily feals and fuperfcribes the lester
ke bad written.) - There, ftand to it ftoutly, that’s
the very one you receiv'd. “ (Gives it.)

Foey. A thoufand thanks, kind fir:

Frank. Oh, but T fhall want a difguife (afde)
You puton your livery fince you came; where are
your own cloaths ?

Foey. In the Butler’s pantry. 3

Frank. Quick, go give thatletter, (Puts bim of)
Ha, ha, ha! Yes uacle, if you've cath to buy
antiquities, I'm a fhipid fellow indeed if I can’t

‘find fome to fcll you, and if I fucceed, hey, for
Southampton with the triumphant news to Belinda.
[Exits

SCENE II1.
Cockletop’s Study.
Enter COCKLETOP, perufing lbe.lelter, and Joey.

Foey. Yes, fir, I was defired to give it you---
if he {hould find out that Nan broke open t’other
---Indeed, fir, that's the very letter it was
never opened.

Coc.  The things this learned man mentions
here, are really very curious,

Foey. Sir, here be Mr. Napkin the Butler
coming, .

VOL. I, vy Enter
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Euter Narrin,

Nap. Siry, a man wants you there below.

Coc. Then fir, doyou fend him up here above.
(Perufes.)

Nap. Eh! what are you idling here? Come,
come, I’ll fhew you the bufinefs of a Footman---
you muft toaft the muffins for mine and Mrs.
Flounce’s breakfaft,

Foey. 1 woll, fir, and broil a beef-fteak for my
own. [Exit Napkin and Joey.

Coc. Only that my brain is for ever running on
my wife’s charming Niece Belinda, (Oh, I love
~her ! T like every thing old except Girls and
Guineas)---I fhou’d certainly be a fecond Sir
Han’s Sloane.--1°d be a Solander and 2 Monmouth
Geoffery ! Now, who’s this ?

Enter FrANK in Joey's firfe Cloaths, with a fmall
Hamper.

Frank. (afide) 1f my Uncle knows me now, he
muft have good fpettacles. Meafter told me, as
he told you in letter, he’d call ca you to morrow
with fome rarities fir. (Jr broad country dialeit)

Coc. Oh, then, you belong to the gentleman
who fent me this letter ? Where does your mafter
live?

Frank. At Brentford ; but Ibe’s from Taunton
Dean, and as 1 was coming to town, to day, he
thought I might as well drop them here if you'll
buy them. Thefe be they. (foewing bamper)

Coc. Oh, what, he’s fent vou with the things
that are mentioned here. (Zo the letter.)

Frank. I warrant them all woundy rich, he

gave me fuch a ftrict charge about "em. "
0Cs
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Coc. Rich1 ah, thefe fordid fouls can’t conceive
that the moft extream delight to the eve of an
Antiquarian, is beautiful brown ruft, and heavenly
verdigreafe ! Let’s fee, (reads.) ¢ The firft is a
Neptune’s Trident from the Barbarini Gallery.”

Frank. That's it.  (fbews a toafting-fork.)

Coc. (Reads.) ¢ One of Niebes tears pre-
ferv’d in fpirits.”

Frank. That. (Produces a fmall phial.)

Coc. Curious. (afide.) A piece of Houfe-
hold Furniture from the ruins of Herculanium,
comprifing the genuine fection of the Efcurial.”
Precious indeed. (‘afide.) Section of the Efcurial !
Ay, then it muft be in the fthape of —(Frank fhews
g gridiron.) Wonderful! (Reads.) ¢ The cap of
‘William Tell, the celebraced Swifs Patriot, worn
when he fhot the apple off his fon’s head.”

Frank. Y've forgot to bring any thing cven like
that,—What fhall T do? (efide.) I warrant it
be’s here, fir.

Coc. T hope itis; for I will not buy one witha
out all.

Frank. Then allyou fhall have (afide.) Pretends
20 look in the Hamper. Picks up Cockletap’s hat and
with a penkiife cuts off the brim.) That'’s it,
mayhap.. (Gsves the crown)

Coc. Great! Thisis indeed the Cap of Liberty.
(Puts it on bis bead and reads.) ¢ Half a yard of
¢¢ cloth from Ctaheite, being a part of the mantle
« of Queen QOberea, prefented by her to Captain
¢ Cook,” ‘

Frank. Zounds, T was in fuch a hurry to get to
work, that 1v’e forgot half my tools. (a/fide)

Coe. Where’s the cloth from Otaheite ?

FErank, 1 dare fay it's here (Feels the coat be
bas on.) No, wufn’t hure poor Joey. Eh! (Cuts
@ large piece off the Skirt of Cockletop’s ¢oat while

AL T vV 2 be
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beis admiring the things.)  Belike that’s it -
' {Gives it.

Coc. Indeed! What wonderful foft texture!
We've no fuch cloth in England.—This muft
have been the Fleece of a very fine fheep.

Frank. Ay, taken from the back of an old
ftupid ram. .

Goc. Speak of what you underftand, you clown,
much talk may betray litde knowledge.—Cut
your coat according to your cloth.

.Frank. Yes, fir, I cut your coat according ta
your cloth.—I muft fix him in his opinion now,
with a litle finefle (afide.) Mafter to expeét fifty
pounds for this balderdafh.

Coc. Here's the Money.

. Frank. No, no; if he even thought you fuch a
fool to give it, he muft be a rogue to take it, but
he tha’n’t make me a party, I'll let him know I’m
an honett man.—Dom me if I don’t throw them
in the kennel and quit his farvice. (Going 2o rake
them.)

Coc. (Haflily) Leave them there, and take
the money to your mafter, or I’ll make him fend
you 'to the devyil, you" thickfkull’d Buffala.
(Taking aut a pocket book) :

Frank. Not a penny of it will I touch,

<5 ¥

Enter NAaPKIN.

Nap. Sir, here’s the Gentleman that fent you a
letter about calling on you to morrow. R
" Coc. This muft be your mafter. (20 Frank)

Frank. Now ’m in a fineé way.

Cec. T'll tell him of your rafcality. Shew the
gentleman up. v - [Exit Napkin.
< Frank, Don’t tell him—don’t get a poor man

T PG turn’d
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turn'd out of bread—Quick, give me the money,
and I’ll take it to him myfelf.

Co¢. No, no, I’ll give it to him.

Frank. Plague of my finefle, that I coud’n’t
take the money when I might,

Enter HEARTLY, (difguifed) with a fhagreen cafe.

Hearty. Eh! my old mafter feems difzuifed as
well as I—The fooner I get the money the better
for poor Frank’s fake. (afide)

Coc. Sir! (Bows)

Hearty. Sit! (Bowing)

Coc. You've been in Italy, fir?

Hearty. 1have (In an affumed voice)

Frank. 1 with you'd ftaid there. (afide)

Hearty. Not to intrude upon your time, we’ll
proceed to bufinefs.

Coc. Oh, he’s in ahurry for his money. (a/idz)
No delay on my fide, fir, for I offered the cath
half a dozen times.

Hearty. Sir, it was 1ime enough for you to offer
me payment when you received the articles,

Cae. I don't fay I offer’d it to you yourfelf,

Hearty. To who then, fir 2 )

Coc. To Taunton Dean.

Hearty. 1 underftand you faid ;—but I afk
pardon—you'll pleafe to look at, and if you ap-
prove of them.—

Coc. Oh, ves, I approve, tho’ certain people
that eat your bread, feem to think that you're a
rogue, and [’m a fool.

Frank. Then fir, you will ruin me ! (zparz)

Coc. Yes, I will fir.  (apart)

Hearty ’m arogue ! fure he don’t know me ?

afide. )
( Hevrty.
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Hearty. 1 flatter myfelf fir, when vou fee the
articles— ~

Coc. 1 have feen them.

Hearty. Pardon me, fir, but I think not, where
how 2

Coc. Why, with my eyes; how the devil elfe
fhouw’d I fee them.

" Frask. I’ve a mind to knock both their wife
heads together and fnatch the money. (qfide) °

Coe. Will you difpofe of thefe or not ? (pointing
20 Franks articles)

Hearty. Sir!

Coc. And, Sir! the devil didn’t you come
here to fell me rarities ? (in a great paffion)

Hearty. Yes, fir, and will if you will buy
them.

Coc. 1 tell you I do, and have bought them.

Hearty. Have!

Coc. Oh, he repents offering them fo cheap ;
but I'll clench the bargain.—Here’s the fifty
pounds, tell your mafter you took it before he
came in, (apart to Frank, giving bim a note)

Frank. Yes. (goes towards door)

Coc. Hey! ftop, wo'n’t you give it to your
mafter ?

Frank. I'm going to give it him diredtly, Sir.
(going)

Coc. But, zounds! What’s ‘all this? You’l}
give it him dire@ly ! Yet, you ftalk by him as if
he was only an old wig-block.

Frank. Stalk by—Who'’s a wig-block, Sir2

Coc. Your mafter here.

Frank., That my mafter—no.

Coc. Eh! Isn’t this your fervant ?

Hearty. No, Sir.

Coc. Didn’t you write me this letter ?
: (fhgwing it)

Hearty
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Hearty. No, Sir.

Coc. What, not about the Antiquities?

Hearty. About the Antiquities? Oh, Yes, Sir.

Coc. Yes, Sir; no, Sir; carry your prevaricat-
ing pate down ftairs, Sir.

Frank: This muft be an Impoftor. (apart to
Cockletsp) You're too late for after-grafs, for my
mafter has already humrd this old fool.

Coc. Old fool ! Get you out of my houfe you
fcoundrel, or. (takes down a blunderbufs)

(Exit Frank.
Offer to open your juggling-box here, and I'll
blow you to Brentford, you dog, I will. (pre-
Sfents) [Exzit Hearty.

Enter Mgs. CamomiLe, and MRrs. Cockrrrop,
they both fcream.

Mrs. Cam, Heavens, Mr. Cockletop, will you
kill us?

Myrs, Coc. Lord, what’s on your head ?

Coc. The Cap of Liberty—Oh, the fuper-beaus
tiful purchafe I have juft made! Such a charm-
ing addition to my little curious colle¢tion!
Mirs. Camomile you’ve tafte, I'll give you a treat
—TIll fhew her all. (afide)

Mrs. Coc. (feeing the things that Frank bad left)
Heavens! who has done this?

Enter FLounce.

Here, take thefe, and fling them—
Coc. Lay your fingers on them, and I'll—Stra-
bo, Campden, and Bithop Pocock—Madam, you
thould, (z0 Mrs. Camomile) that is, do you know
you’re a Dilitante—I fay you’re a celebrated Dil-
le—and—Now what a fine difcourfe Sir Jofeph
Banks wou'd make upon thefe—Madam, I fay—
Mrs. Coc.
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Mrs. Coc. Blefs me! who has trimm’d you
this way ?

Coc. Sir Afhton I.ever!—I wifh your hufband
Doftor Camomile was in town—I’ve fuch a
feaft for the venerable Bede.

Mrs. Cam. 1 with we cou’d get you out of
town. (gfide)—Ay, but Mr. Cockletop, a man
with money and judgment like you, fhouw’d
travel himfelf to colleét rarities.

Coc. I’ve no occafion to give myfelf the fatigue
and perils of travel, to hazard my neck, dragg’d
over Alpine precipices, or get my throat cut in
dirty Italian inns, or fuffocated by peftilential
fteams from the infernal mouth of Vefuvius; I
peed not like Pliny the elder, be drown’d in 2
fhower of cinders. No, no, here I {it at home,
quiet, in my eafy chair; while travellers come, .
and lay at my feet the wonderful fruits of their
wife refearches.—Awake, prepare your under~
flanding, here’s a tear—the devil, 1 forgot who
cried this tear. (afide) Hem ! It’s a precious drop
preferv’d in fpirits. :

Flounce."Ha, ha, ha!

Coc. Get along, you moft fcandalous tongued
—1I defire, Mrs. Cockletop, you’ll order your
flip-flop out of the mufeum.—Then here is a
molt valuable—(bolds up the Gridiron)

Lnter Jory, at the back..

Joey. Pm fet to broil beef-fleaks, and toaft
muflins.—The cook faid Mr. Frank took' ’em,
and brought *em out'of the kitchen—

Coc. There! all coft me only fifty pounds.—
This is 2 Neptune’s Trident, (bolds up the toaffin‘]%

or:
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Jfork) and this piece of furniture from Hercula-
nium, the model of the Efcurial, built in honor
of St. Lawrence, who was broil’d on-
Foey. Thankye, Sir, I was looking for the

Toafting-fork and the Gridiron. (akes thent)
[ Exit.

Flounce. Ha, ha, ha!

Coc. What’s that? , :

Mrs. Coc. Why; Mr: Cockletop, what have
you been about here?

Mrs. Cam. Only look—— :
~ Qu. 1 believe I’'m bit.—~Taunton Dean! He
wwas a rogue, (losks at his cost and hat) Is my
face genuine?

. Mprs, Coc. Why, *tis an Antique-—~But indeed,
my dear, you don’t look well. '

Coc. Don’t 1?2 : ,

Mrs. Cam. This may help my fcheme. (afide)
My dear Sir, I wou'dn’t thock you; but you
look:

Coc. Do 12 i ;

Mrs, Cam. My hufband the dottor, dften told
e, that your bodily illnefs always had an effect
upon your mind.

Coc. No man living underftands my conftitu-
tion but Do&or Camomile—I muft bei—( fecling
bis pulfe)

LMrs. Cam. When a gentleman of your know-
ledgeis fo grofsly duped, it’s a cettain fign—

Coe. It is, that 'm ill, or I never could have
been taken in.

~ Mrs. Coc. Ludl I with your hufband the doc-
tor was in Town.

, Mrs Cam. I'd advife Mr. Cockletop to go to
him at Winchefter, dire@ly.

VOL. I, XX Mrs.
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Mzs. Coc. Here, Napkin !

Euter Napkin.
Order the horfes to—your poor mafter—the
doétor—~at Winchefter.

‘Nap. (looks with concern at Cockletsp) Oh, he is
—yes Ma'am—here, John, defire Thomas to
make Joey put a pair of horfes to the chaife.

Mrs. Cam. You'd beft let Mr. Napkin attend

ou.
4 Mrs. Coc. He’s a careful man.

Co¢. In this journey, I can view the famous
antient abbey of Netley; I have a choice bifter
drawing of it—DI’ll ¢limb and bring from the
{ummit of the mould’ring wall

Mrs. Coc. Yes, you're in a ftate for climbing !
Wou’d you break your neck, my dear love, and
your poor wife's heart ?

Coc. Kind fpoufe!-—P'll call at Southampton,
and fee my Belinda, tho’ I dic at her fect.
(afide)

"Mrs. Coc. When he’s out of town, I fhall
have the uninterrupted company of. my dear
Frank—{a/ide) Keep up your fpirits, my love.

Coc. 1 live only for you, my deareft.

[ Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cockletop.

Mrs. Cam. Napkin, ha, ha, ha! Here’s an op-
portunity forour plan.—You know as we’ve all
without fuccefs, -repeatedly endeavour’d to per=
fuade the old couple to fettle fome provifion on

‘_their neice and nephew, Frank and Belinda—

Nap. Aye, ma'am we muft try ftratagem.

Mrs, Cam. The excufe your miftrels gives, is
the chance of her having children of her own,
whom fhe can’t wrong, by lavithing their patri-
mony on others,

Nag.



OR, THE MERRY MOURNERS. 339

Nzp. Ha, ha, ha! then to put her out of all
hopes of that, as you have fettled, we’ll make
her believe my mafter’s dead, and as I’'m now
going into the country with him, leave that to
me ma’am. -

Mprs. Cam. 1 fancy it will be eafy, as fhe alrea-
dy thinks him ill.

Nazp. And feeble,—She heard him threaten to
climb up the mould’ring walls of Netley Abbey,
in fearch of a fprig of ivy, or an owl’s neft ; and
if I can’t invent a ftory to bring the old gentle~
man tumbling down ——

Mrs. Cam.” Ha, ha, ha! And make your mif=
trefs, (the mourning widow) eftablifh the dear,
amiable young couple well and happy, it will be
an excellent joke to laugh at over their wedding
fupper. i+

Nap. But I muft prepare for the journey.

Mrs. Cam. And I, home, to comtort poor Be-
linda. Oniy you act your part moft dolefully
natural, and we muft profper. [ Exeunt,

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

XX 2
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ASGP

" SCENE L
Mrs. CamoMiLE’s Houfe.
Enter FRANK, in bis difguife,
Frank,

HorLot s, Camomile! here’s a nick! ha,
ha, ha! : ;

Enter HEARTY in bis own cloaths, greatly agitated.

" Hearty. Ay, here’s the rafcal. (lays bold on
Frank) Villain' Tell me this inftant.—

Enter Joxry, running.

Foey. Yes, this is my Coat ; I’ll make a Davy
of it. (lays bolds of Frank on the other Jide)

Frank. Hey | Be quiet my good friends!

He rty. (enraged) Where’s the money you ob-
tain’d under falfe pretences, rafcal ?

Hgipnas k Soey.
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Joey. Deli- er my coat, firrah.

Frank. Both deliver me, or with one of you,
Tl rattan the other out of theroom. (difensages
himfelf) You fcoundrel, is this your thanks, for
faving your neck, when you broke open your
mafter’s letter. (apart o Joey)

Foey. (Surveying him) Lud! if it isn t-—and
here toos the gentleman that gaven me—if he
difcovers.—(afide) Keep my  wearing apparel,
and fav no mor aboutn.

Frank. You fay no more aboutn, or you
fail for Port Jackfon.—Step down, and bring
me word when a faddled horfe comes to the

door—Fly !
Foey. Yes, Sir, yes. ( frightened) [ Exit.
Frank. Hallo! Hearty, how do you my buck.
(difeovers bimfelf)

Hearty. ¥rank 1 (furveying bim with frprife)

Frank. Frank and free—Tol, lol, lol!—Eh,
only touch’d uncle out of fifty. (fbews the Bank
Note) Uncle’s own Kitchen’s now his Hercula-
mum, ha, ha, ha! To think how I’ve left him
in his Cap of Ltberty, flourithing his Barbarini
toafting-fork. He’s to give me Belinda when I
can prove he can be xmpos’d upon in Anti-
quities.

Hearty. But how did you—

Frank. Then fuch triumph, to fling the hatch-
et even beyond the travelier; but I had a mind
to kick him tho’.

Hearty. 'm glad you did not tho.

Frank. You glad ! Why, whatis it toyou ?—I
fhall never forget old Muz, the Philofoper ; I
think I fee him now, with his fcientific wig
pull’d over his mulberry nofe.- .

Ht’al‘{}'.

(]
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Hearty. You do? (in his feign'd voice)

Frank. Eh! (furpriz’d) Really, con’d it have
been you my honeit old friend.

‘Hearty. Aye, here you fee old Muz, the phi~
lofopher, who laid out for a fifty, only to intro-
duce it to you, my dear boy. (fbakes bis baud)

Frank. (ruminating) Well, now, upon my
foul, this 15—

Hearty. Hang reflettion, as long as one of us
has fucceeded ; have you heard of your uncle’s
Jeaving town.

Frank. Has he?

Hearty. I've fome time upon my hands, I'll
go with you to Southampton. My horfe is at
the livery-ftables the other fide of Weltminfter
Bridge.

Frank. You'd beft ftep on before me, have
him out ready, you'll not have a moment to
wait, for I’ll mount the inftant mine comes to
the door.

Hearty. You'll tell me how you circumvented
me, and fuch roaring laughs as we’ll have all
the way, ha, ha, ha! ¢ By the Lord, lad, 'm

. glad you’ve got the money.” [Exiz.
" Frank. Ha, ha, ha! Well,my mock curiofities
may have a better effet on my uncle than
Hearty’s real ones, if they can help to cure him
of an abfurd whim that makes him the dupe of
impoftors, flinging his money after things of no
utility. His very clownifh terants have now
found out his weak fide, and often pay their
rent in butterflies, dried leaves, ftones, and
bits of old iron. (looks at his watch) Getting
late :—1I’d like to fee if Mrs. Camomile has any
commands for her friend Belinda. J

Eriter
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Enter BELINDA at the back, and Jory at the fide:
Feey. Sir, the horfe be come.
Frank. Then, hey for Iove, and my dxvme Be-
linda. (going)
Bel. Pray, Sir, whither in fuch a monﬂrous
hurry?
Frank. My love! .
Joey. Love! ‘Oh, then, I may ride the poney

myfelf. [Exit.
"Frank. In the name of miracles, how did you
get here?

Bel. You know we’ve the beft friend in the
world in dear Mrs., Camomile, the miflrefs of
this houfe.

Enter Mrs. CAMOMILE.

Mrs. Cam. Come, come, you happy pair of
turtles, this room is the ftage fora little comedy
T've to aét with your aunt; of which, Ihope,
your union will prove the denouément,

A loud knocking without. Enter FLOUNCE.

Flounce. Ma’am, my miftrefs is juft drove up
to the door.

Bel. Oh, heavens! if fhe finds I've run to
town (going) :

Mrs. Cam. Stop—fhe’ll meet you on the ftairs.

Bel. This way, Frank: when my aunt comes
in here, we’ll flip down.

Mrs. Cam. But, Belinda, you’ll tell Frank what
we’re at, and both trip direétly home; and you,
and all the fervants, on with your fables.

Frank.
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Frank. Sables! What, to celebrate my true-
love’s birth-day !—No, I’ll have fuch an elegant
entertainment at home,

Bel, Will you hold your tongue, and come
along. [Exeunt.

Mrs. Cam. If my little plot on their aunt but
profpers.—Flounce, run and defire Napkin to
con over the lefflon I taught him, and look as
difmal as an executor left without a legacy.

Flounce. And, Ma’am, I'll bid him keep his
handkerchief to his eyes, for fear an unfortunate
laugh fhou’d fpoil all : here’s my miftrefs, Ma’am ;
I wifh you fuccefs.

[Exit Flounce.

Enter Mrs. CockLETOP, (elegant and gayly
drefsed)

Mprs. Coc. Oh, Mrs. Camomile !

MMrs. Cam. Well; how do yon do? .

Mrs. Coc. Our houfe feems fo melancholy fince
my poor dear man has left town, that now }
can’t bear to ftay at home. :

Mrs. Cam. And when he was at home, you
were always gadding. (afide) :

Mrs. Coc. I forgot to fhew you my drels :—I
had it made up for Cordelia, in our intended
play at Mrs. Pathos’s. As you were not there,
I put it on to confult your tatte,

Mrs. Cam. Ch, I forgot to thank you for my
ticket ; but excufe me, an engagement—

Mrs. Coc. Ha, ha, ha! You had no lofs; for
our tragedy was converted into a ball.

Mys. Cam. Ball! ;

Mrs. Coc. Lear,you know, was our play, which
we got up with every poflible care.—Welk

Maam,



OR, THE MERRY MOURNERS. 345

¥Vell, Ma’am, Colonel Toper; who was to have
play’d Glo’fter, having conquer’d too many bot-
tles of Burgundy after dinner, sz'mic/e:) “ No,
I’ll be for none of your ftage~"ll fit in the fide-
boxes among the ladies. ~Begin your tragedy,
'l be very civil—I'll clap, and Tl encore.”
¢¢ But, dear Colonel, (cries Mrs. Pathos) re-
member you’re to play; you muft go on.)’—
“ Well, Madam, I'll fit and fee myfelf come
on, that muft be monftrous fine, becaufe I’'m fo
perfeét in my part; but, firft, we’ll have t’other
bottle,” and reel’d back into the dining-
room. ¢ Oh, diftrattion! (cries Mrs. Pathos)
my audience all met—Fm eternally difgraced.”
< By heaven, you fhan’t, Mem! (fays Mr.
Segoon) Pll make an apology. - Ladies and
Gentlemen, Colonel Toper having been fud-
denly taken ill, my Lord Brainlefs has kindly
confented to read the part of Glo’fter, and hopes
for your indulgence.” ¢ Bravo!” from his
Grace, and ¢ bravo!”” echoed the furrounding
circle. Up went the curtain, on came his Lord-
thip, beok in hand; he reads, he a&s—* bra-
viflimo I” On fmoothly went the play, ’till the
fcene where Cornwall orders the unhappy
Glorfter’s eyes to be put out, an incident, none
of cur fathionable actors ever thought of, ’till
the inftant the cruel command was given.—
Without eyes (“ were all the letters funs”)
Glo’fter cou’dn’t read ; the probability of fiction
thus deftroy’d the play cou’dn’t proceed, a ge-
neral laugh took place, benches were removed,
the fiddles ftruck up Hillifbergs Reel, and
audience and actors join’d in a country-dance.
Ha, ha, ha! No, I’'m determin’d to at no more
amongft them. Why can’t I have plays in my

VOL. I, v own
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own houfe as well as Mrs. Pathos? My huf-
band’s repofitory wou'd make me a complete
theatre, it I cowd but get all his ftupid rarities
out -of it. Wasn’t that a very abford circum-
ftance? Ha, ha, ha! ’Pon my honor, tho I
Taugh P'm ‘exceedingly melancholy.

Mrs. Cam. You've nothing to make you un-
ealy :—You're fure that with my hufband, Doétor
Camomile, Mr. Cockletop is in fafe hands.

Mrs. Coc. Why, T think he’s not worfe, or I
fhow’d have known it by my dreams; fer, fleep-
ing or waking, he’s my thoughts.

Mrs. Cam. Then there’s hope He’s better :—
be cheerful.

Alis. Coc. “Well, Mrs. Camomile, it aftonifhes
me how you can be cheerful while your huf-
band’s abfent ; but, indeed, it’s rather unfortu-
nate when people are formed with hearts of more
fenfibility than others. I've heard often, but
can’t have the fmalleft conception, that there
are’ women that marry old men with no other
view than foon to become rich widows, and
then take a young one. Oh! my blood rifes
avhen 1 think” of fuch wives! I'd rather die my-
felf, nay, I'm fure I cou’dn’t live, if 2ny thing
‘was to happen to my huiband.

Enter BETTY.

Bet. Why, Ma'am, here’s Mr. Napkin jufl
come below.

Mrs. Coc.  But is his ‘mafter return’d too?

Mrs. Cani. Well, if even he is not, why thou'd
that alarm you?

AMrs. Coe. Then, perhaps, Napkin has brought
«~~Where is he? Why don’t he come up ? Ila.p-

. in;
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kin; (calls) torture me with fufpence. - Oh!
Lord, Mrs. Camomile, if any thing’s the matter
I thall die. (with great emotion)

Mrs. Cam. But don’t teaze yourfelf, perhaps
without a caufe. Mr. Napkin, pray walk up.
(with compofure)

Mrs. Coc. How 1 tremble!

Mrs, Cam. Colleét your fortitude; you know
we fhould always be prepar’d for the worit.

Euter Narkin in a travelling drefs, fplafl’d, and
Seemingly fatigued.

Nap. My dear, good mafter! (weeps)

Mrs. Coc. My hufband! Oh, Lord, fpeak!
pray fpeak.

Nzp. Madam, will you have him brought up
to town, or fhall he be buried in the country 2
(weeps)

" Mrs. Cam. Dead?

Nap. 1 with Henry the VIIIth had levelled
Netley Abbey —my fweet mafter’s thirft of
knowledge—fuch a height—top of the old fpire
—his head giddy—feeble imbs—firetching too
far—a ftone giving way—tho’ I caught him—by
the heel—head foremoft—corner of a tomb.
ftone—dath—Oh! (weeps)

Mrs. Coc. My fears are true. 1 faint—I die—
Pleafe to reach that chair. :

Mrs. CamomiLe places a chair, MRs. COCKLE=~
TOP, with deliberation, brufbes it with ber hand-
kerchief, feats berfelf, takes out a fumelling-bottle,
applies it, and affects to_fwoon, i

Mrs. Cam. Nay, now, my dear friend, I
thought you were a woman of {enfe, - If my jeft
YYZ2 on



348 MODERN ANTIQUES ;

on death fhou’d caufe one in earneft! (afide)
Pray be comforted. -

Mprs. Coc. (recovering) Comforted did you fay?
How is that poflible, my dear Mrs. Camonmile,
when I’ve heard you yourfelf remark that black
- don’t become me, tho’ if I was to drefs like
Almeria, in the Mourning Bride ?

Mrs. Cam. To confefs the truth, I was afraid
to tell you; but 1 before knew of this melan-
choly event: and there that foolith boy, your
nephew Frank, thro’ his zealous refpet for the
memory of his uncle, has (contrary to all cuftom
and decorum) already order’d the whole family
to put on the black clothes that were only
t'other day laid by, when the mourning for your
brother-in-law expired. O

Myrs. Coc, Madam, you’re very obliging.

Mrs. Cam. 1 fee thislofs bears hard upon your
mind, therefore it may not be proper fo foon
troubling you with worldly affairs; but now,
my dear, that youw’ll have no children of your
own, indeed you fhouw’d think of fome eftablifh-
ment for your niece Belinda.

Mrs. Coc. Pll firft eftablith my hufband’s ne-
phew, Frank, merely to fhew I prefer my dear
man’s relations to my own.

Mys. Cam: This will anfwer the fame purpofe,
as Frank marries Belinda. (afide) Well, fhall
1 tell the lad your good intentions towards
him?

Mys. Coc. You're very kind, Il tell him
myfelf; but Tl fieft confult you, my good
friend, on the thoughts I have had in my mind
how to make him happy ; but, in my interview
with ,the boy, I wowdn’t have any body elfe
by. . The hour of forrow’s facred ; it’s a cruel

world,
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world, and people luxurious aud fenfual, gay
and fortunate, have little feeling for the dift
treffes of a difconfolate widow.

Mizs. Cam. My dear creature, endeavour to
keep up your fpirits,

Mrs. Coc. Ah, friend! what fhould a poor
woman do that has loft fo good a hufband, but

try to—to—get a better? (afide) [Exeunt.
SCENE 1L

CockLeTOP’s Houfe.

Enter FRANK elevated with wine, and BELINDA in
mourning.

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! this is the moft whimfical
thought of your friend, Mrs. Camomile!

Bel. Isn’t it charming ?

Frank. Your aunt, and, indeed, the whole
family, except Flounce and Napkin, who are in
the fecret, attually believe that my uncle’s dead.

Enter NaN,

This is your natal day, the birth of beauty: I'lIl
give an entertainment, upon my foul! Ha, bha!
Mrs. Tlounce fays, « Oh, Sir! I can’t run’any
bills with the tradespeople;” but, bills and
credit l—While we’'ve money my uncle’s curi-
ofity guineas fhall fly. Ha, ha, ha! Illuminate
the rooms brillient, luftres, girandoles, and
chandeliers.

Nan,
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Nan. Yes, Sir, La! now where’s Joey to do
all this 2 Mr. John, light the clufters, jerry-doles
and chanticleers. (ca/ls off)

Frank. Prepare the Saloon, Belinda, we will
have a ball.

Nan. Air the Balloon, for mafter’s going to
play at ball.

Frank. And lay fupper ; then let Napkin fend
for a pipe and tabor ; a dance we muft have.—
Tol, lol, lol !

Bel. But indeed now, this extravagance—

Frank. An’t my kind aunt to give me my
uncle’s cath? Then, my Belinda, you and I go
to church, and Hymen, in his faffron robe,
fhall lead us to the rofy bow’r.—Can I refift ?
you angel ! (kiffes ber hand)

Bel. For heaven’s fake, Frank, a litde decency
before the fervants, How unfeeling muft they
think you.

Frank. T'll thew you the feeling of fervants for
fuch a matfter.

Enter Joun, THoMmas, and two Maids in mourn-
ing. 2

Hark’ye, Tom the Coachman, you know your
mafter’s no more?

Tom. Ay, Sir, death has whipp’d his horfes to
their journey’s end, to our great forrow.

Frank. Poor Tom ! I'm told you’re fo griev’d,
you’ve fworn never to touch a drop of punch as
long as you live.

Tom. Me! I'll be damn’d if I ever {wore any
fuch thing.

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! A jovial bout the fervants
fhall have—we'll celebrate your birth-day.

P Bet‘n
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Bel. But where’s your friend the fteward ?

Frank. Right! Holloa, Hearty! Oh, true,
I've fent my poor old fellow pacing over
Weftminfter-bridge.—Fly, and every one bring
in his hand, fomething towards the good cheer
of the night. [ Exeunt feverally.

SCENE III.
A Saloon illuminated.
Enter CockLrTo? in a Storm-cap, Roquelare, &,

Coc. All my doors open! this blowy night !
reminds me of the Lifbon earthquake; but my
ftorm-cap has prote(ted me.—Odd my not find-
ing Belinda at Southampton.—1 with I had come
into town over London bridge, that now, is a
fort of young ruin—1I love to pafs the Tabbard
in Southwark, from whence Chaucer’s pilgrims
went to the fhrine of Thomas-a-Becket—Then
the monument’s growing a pretty rumble-come-
tumble, ha, ha, ha! But then over Weftmin-
fter bridge, to fee Hearty mounted like a great
equeftrian flatue! And my man Joey holding his
bridle like the Emperor of Morocco’s blacka-
moor—I’m not forry Napkin left me ; nobody
knows now I have been at my fweet Belinda’s;
how glad my wife will be, when fhe finds Pm
come home, and well. (throws back the florm-
cap, aud looks about theroom) Eh! my dear has
company, this do’nt fpeak much feeiing for my
illnefs.

Enter
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Enter ToM with a cloth, not perceiving CoCRLETOE,

Tom. While Napkin is uncorking the wine,
T’ll fee if I can’t {fpread a table as well as a ham-
mer-cloth, (takes out a large table and begins to
lay it—whifiles) 1 wonder who drives my old
mafter now in t’other world, does he go up or
down hill ?

Coc. Now, who has put Thomas my coach-
man into mourning—As I left you a pied zebra,
why find you a black bear ( firikes him with bhis
cane

T?zm. Gee up!’ (fuddenly turning, furprifed and
terrified) [Exiz.

Coc.” What’s this about ?

Enter Nax with Jallad, which fhe places on the
table then picks a bit out)

Nan. I loves beet-root. (putsitto ber mouth)

Coc. Yes, and fo do L. ( /be locks at bim frighten'd)
Some of my family muft be dead, that they’re
all fo fuddenly got dipp’d. Tell me young wo-
man, for whom are you in mourning? (Naz
JSbakes ber bead, puts her apron to ber eyes and
Exit.) -
I hav’nt miftook my houfe, fure I believe I'm at
next door. ¥

Enter Narxin, Frouxce, and fwo maid fervants
n monrning.

. Nap. Ha, ha, ha! Flounce, if you had feen
how capitally doleful I play’d my part, '
L o - Flaunce,
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Flounce. None of your dolefuls now. Mafter
away, Miltrefs fafe at Mrs. Camomile’s; the
houfe to ourfelves, and the young pair, fince Mr.
Frank will treat us to a little hop.

Nap. Ay, Flounce, for mufic you know I’'m
no bad fcraper.

Flounce. No, Napkin. Nothing gives fpirit to
2 dance as a pipe and tabor, fo fend out and fee
if one can't be hired.

Enter two Maids, and Footman with a violin,

Nazp. My fiddle, John, thanky. (sakes it) Now
liften, Flounce, for our country dance, only
mind the violin ; why, Ill lilt up Jackey Bull,
fprightly enough to move the dead, ay, even
to make our old mafter caper about. (Napkin
plays) ;

Coc. ¢ Here, Jacky’s return’d from Dover.”
(foins in the dance, then feizes Napkin, the reft rum
off Jbrieking) So, my good friend, L hring you into
the country, you leave me fick, fn¢ak away, and
here I find you like Nero at Rome, rafping your
cremona. Explain, what brings you all in black,
if any body’s deceafed, why do you celebrate
the funeral rites with feafting and fiddling, and
if nobody’s dead, why change my dove-houfe
into a rookery ? (Napkin puts bis handkerchief to
his ¢yes) Oh then there is fomebody—who is 1t—
Eh! who? tell me—Vexation! an’t I to know?
—S’blood ! are people to die in my houfe, and
I the mafter, and not be told.

Nap:. What, orwho fhail I fay ? (afide)

Coc. What 4m I to think of all this?

,VOL, 1, AT Nap,
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Nap. Why, Sir, from feeing us zll in black—=
you’re to—think—that——
*" Goc. What!
‘ep. That we're in mourning.——
_ Coc. But for whom ? It can’t be my fiiend
Mrs. Camomilé—My nephew Frank ?—Oh Lord !
if it fhould be Mifs Belinda—No, no; they
woudn’c fiddle and dance for them.—1t muft be
for fomebody, for whom ceremony demands the
outward fhews of forrow; but nobody cares
whether they liv’d or died.—Now, there is one
beloved perfon—that 1 don’t care a farthing for.
(«fide) Yet I left her fo well—I fee they’re afraid
to fhock me—Napkin, is it—is it.—(Napkin
Shakes bis bead) It is my—my—wi—wi—wife!
[ Exit Napkin flrwly) "Tis fo ! His filence is a funeral
oration—Oh, my dear wife !—

Enter JoeY, fhivering as if cold.

‘Foey. Oh, oh! It be a bitter fharp night, my
hands are ftone.

Coc. Are you petrified ? I with you were. I'd
put you on a bracket in my mufeum.

Feey. But, Sir, herc we come home, find all
our farvants in mourning, and when I atks for
whom, they fhakes their heads, and walk away.

Coc. Joey, it’s for—your—miftrefs.

Foey. My lady dead! Lawk how fudden.—I
believe now I ought to cry. (afide, lifts up the
fEirt of bis coat, and watches Cockletop.)

Coc. The gentle friend, and companion of my
youth. (weeps)

Foey. Yes, 1thou’d cry. (afide) Oh'!

Coc. The beft of wives, ( forrowful)

Fozy.
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Foey. The kindeft miftrefs. (imitating)

Coc. (recovering.) Yet my fervants rejoicing,
fhews how ill the was belov’d.

Foey. Yes, Sir, I faid to myfelf when I com’d—
Joey, faid I, you have got a good mafter, but a
bad miftrefs. 3

Coc. Stay, now I'm releafed from her extrava-
vagant vagaries—Why, fhe’d giveas much for 2
little toilet patch box, ay, as would purchafe
the black letter palace of pleafure, her week’s
hair dreffing would buy me Colly Cibber’s Fop-
pington wig—Then her temper.

" Foey. She was a wixen devil.

Coc. Yet fuch a pretty face.

Foey. She was an angel for beauty, that’s the
truth on’t—Oh ! (cries)

Coc. Yet the was getting in years.

Soey, Old enough to be my grandmother.

Coc. With her lace-caps, and her fripperies;
her private plays, her Denouément, and
Cataftrophe.

Feey. If 1 didn’t fufpect the play’d in private
with that Mr. Denemong behind the tapeftry.

Coe. I've no right to be fo fad.

Foey. Yes, Sir, we mun be glad—Ha, ha, ha!
He, he, he!

Coc. The funeral over, I'll do what I've long
wilh’d—Convert her drefling-room into my mu-
feum.

Foey. Her drefling-room would make me 2
fnug bed-chamber.

Coc, What? i

Jogy. 1{ay, Sir, ’twou’d make you a nice bed-
room. ;
Coc. No, a choice repofitory for my antiquitics.
Joey. Yes, Sir; but indeed they have now got
, 77 2 old
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})ld and rufly, youfhould befpeak an entire new
ett, X
Coe. The room has an Eaft afpeét; the win-
dows face Athens, tho difgraced now by Cock-
fpur perfumery, and Fleet-fireet Japanery—1I'll
remove her things out of it.

Foey. Certainly, Sir; kick them down ftairs—
an’t you man of the houfe?

Coc. 1am. You’re but a boy ; but I fee you’ve
{pirit, follow me to her drefling-room.

Foey. Yes, fir, Hem! [ Exeunt.

Enter Mrs. CocRLETOP and NaN, in mourning.

Mrs. Coc. Every room, every article of furniture
only reminds me of my dear man—My beloved
Frank’s ill timed mirth does nort correfpond with
his hafte in getring every body into mourning ;
but indeed, my poor hufband was never an
Uncle to bim. '

Nen. Oh, Ma’m, you look fo well in your
weeds.

Mrs. Coc, Do 12

Nan. Why, your Ladyfhip’s arm from the
black fleeve looks like the white leg of a fine
fowl.

Mrs. Coc. Tho’ I revere the memory of my late
hufband, yet his ridiculous paffion for fhells,
fofsils and antique nonfenfe was got to fuch an
intollerable height, 1 was determined that on the
firft opportunity I'd fling his rubbifh out of the
houfe, and now 1’1l do it—it’s a good large room,
and I think taftily fitted, ’twill make me a moft
beautiful little Theatre, the thought charms—
but, alas! my charmer is no more!---I'll infiantly
go up; and throw all his old Coppers and Croco-

diles
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diles out of the window---his Mufleum, (as he calls
it) is a moft horrid place; but I will have it
clear’d out.—Come.

Nan. Yes, an’t pleafe you Ma’am. [Exeunt.

Enter Jory, with Band Boxes, Toilet Furniture, &e,

Foey. Ho, ho, ho! Now if our Miftrels coul’d
but pop her head out of her coffin and fee what
a fine rummage we have made among her
fal de rals trinketies, and ginglebobs (Takes a
Jmall Phial out of a dreffing box and reads label)
<« C--0--5-- 05— M--g-~t--met—i--c--ic Lotion
¢ for the face”. (Tafles it) Feace! Eh! thisis a
good notion for the ftomach—choice Cordial—
the very thing that I wanted this cold night to
warm my gay little heart, (pats it into bis pocket)
My miftrefs was fond of filken geer, I wonder-now
how fhe’s contented with a fhroud—they fay
what people fet their hearts upon in this world
runs fo much in their heads, that, even in to’ther,
they can’t reft if fuch things fhou’d be difturb’d.—
Meafter fuys he’ll give thefe to the flames, I’ll
afk him to give them to my flame, pretty Nan.---
If fhe gets this here cap upon her pate, and our
lady miftrefs was to come falking in with 3
candle in her dead hand

Re-enter Mrs. CocLETOP, with a candle.

And then fays Nan, with a trembling voice---
¢« Who's there.” (No# perceiving ber)
Mrs. Cee. Don’t be afraid, Joey, is only me,
Foey. Marcy on us ! (trembling) A
" Mrs. Coc. Heavens! who has pull’d my things
gbout in this way. (fecing them) = :
' Foey,



758 MODERN ANTIQUES ;

Foey. Now the Devil was in our Mafter that he

could not let’n bide (gfide) I thought we thould
have her up.

Mrs. Coc. Who did it ?

Foey. Will it quiet your poor foul? (folemnly
and frightened)

Mrs. Coc. Bid Nan make hafte down to me.

Foey. Then the’s, (points down) Ah, thofe ladies
lead uch rory tory lives. {afide)

Mrs. Coc. Nan ! (calling)

Foey. Don’t hurt Nan, I'll go for the parfon.

[Exat terrified.

Mprs. Coc. Parfon ! then my intentions to marry

Frank are already known among the fervants.

Enter Nan, with various Antiguities, wbich fhe
lays on the table.

Nan. Here, ma'am I’'ve got a rare bundle of
Antiqui-quackities—Leord Lord Ma’am, what
could bewitch our mafter to heap up fuch a
ftock of lumber ?

Mrs. Coc. Rubbifh indeed! A neft of moths
and fpiders---Ah ! let'them be all thrown out;
but I'll fee how Flounce dare to let my room be
ranfack’d in this manner. (Exit in a paffion.

Nan. The fkin of fome foreign beaft I fup-
pofe---Something rich here--~(Jocks in a Fox)
Nothing but filthy old rags, he, he, he! If our
dead meafter’s picture don’t feem as if it was
looking down dire@tly at me. (Looking at a -
portrait over the chimney) Tho’ grand, this is 2
very difmal room, ]

Enter
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Enter CockLETOP.

Coc. Belinda here in. the houfe {—Iv’e told
Hearty to inform her of my intentions to marry
her, and I'll compliment my deceafed wife with a
Cedar Coffin.—Now muft I promote her dreffing
room to the honor of being the Treafury of my
Antiques, I wifh Hearty wou’d come to help me
to remove my precious—Eh! they are removed.
(Secing them)

Nan. How Mafter’s mind when ke was alive
did run upon thefe thabby Gimcracks.—Oh! he
cou’d not have priz'd it fo much for nothing.—-
No, no, he had fomething good.—Your odd old
‘people are fond of hiding money in holes and
corners ; lud ! if here isn’t—(rattling a _fmall box)
Ay, don’t you look down fo tharp at me, for I will
have a peep thou I get a dead man’s 'pinch.
(As fbe’s opening the box Cockletop pinches ber ear ;
JShe turns, fees Cockletop, [brieks and runs off)

Cec. A moft facriligious petticoat thief !

{Exit after her,

SCENE IV; and laft.

Another Apartment, a Table covered twith a Green
Cloth.

Enter Jory, with a Candle, (terrified)

Joey. Dve left the parfon in the room—( farts
Sfrightened) who's here >—But he infifts it be auld
mafter that’s dead, the good gentleman that juft
now with me for madam’s death cried fo ﬁncl,

all
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all alive and merry ; but this ftupid minifter won’t
believe it, fo, if he meets her there, and her
fpiriv’s fill diffurb’d about her rumplified caps,
fhe’ll claw him for certain. I know nought where
mafter’s got, and the farvants feem all run to
hide—can’t find Nan, I wou’d we were both
fafe again in the country.—Well, I've fav’d this
drop of cordial.—Who's you? Heaven defend
us! Oh, fhe is come again! I have no hope
now but my bottle and this table. (Puts out the
light, gets bebind, and then under the table.)

Enter Mgs. CockLETOP.

- Mys. Coc. Frank! this is the room I defired
Mrs. Camomile to bid him meet me in, and here
he comes—this way Frank. (calling off in a low
woice) I'm glad there’s no light tho’, to difcover
my bluthes, at the open declaration I muft make
him.

Enter COCKLETOP.

Coc. As dark as an Egyptian Catacomb—Be=
linda venturing to town muft be on the report
of her aunts death, and if Hearty has told her
I'{l {fpeak to her, here

Mrs. Coc. Are you there? (in an under tone)

Coc. Yes, ’tis fhe, I with we had a light, where
are you? (in a law voice)

Mrs, Coc. Eh ! When I bury Mr. Cockletop---

Coc. Bury me! (afide) No my dear it’s for vou
P'm 0 make a mummy of Mirs, Cockletop :

Mrs. Goc.
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Mgs. Coc. Make mummy of me l—is it Frank ?
. Coc. No, my love, ’'m your own Cofey
Cockletop. i

Mprs. Coc. Angels and minifters ! it’s the ghoft
of my hufband come to upbriid me.—Oh, much
wrong’d fpoufe!

Coc. Spoufe! it’s the fpirit of my wife—Oh,
Lord !—oh, great—injured goblin ! (tbey fall on
their knees oppofite fides)

Foey. (From under the 1able) Here’s the parfon
firiving to lay my miftrefs, but fhe'll furely tear
his head off.—Eh! why! it’s my poor dear
mafter! Help! Murder!

Enter Mrs, CamoiiLe, BeLinpa, FrANK, and
HzarTY.

Mrs. Cam. Eh! what’s the matter here ?

Foey. My Lady’s ghoft tearing auld Mafter to
pieces. (rifing bafiily, overfets the table and runs
off)

Mrs Coc. Mr. Cockletop alive !

Coc. My wife not dead !

Frank. Uncle, you promifed that when proved
to be deceived in antiquities, Belinda fhould be
mine, (fpeaks in bis feigned woice) Now, Zur,
befides the fifty pounds, give her to poor Taun-
ton Dean.

Coc. Was't you ?—Take her.—I was a wile
man, till my brain got love coddled; fo, my'
dear, let’s forgive Frank and Belinda, and for-
get our own follies.

Hearty. Ay, Sir, and transfer our paffion
for ancient virtu, to the encouragement of mo-
dern genius.—Had not Rome and Athens che-
rifh’d the arts of their times, they’d have left no
antiquities now for us to admire,

VOL. I. 34 Bel,



362 ‘"MODERN ANTIQUES, &c.

Bel. Why rake for Gems the afhes of the
dead,

And fee the living Artift pine for bread.
Frank. Give,

While you live :
Heirs who find cafh in corners,

Will at your funeral make right Mer-
ry Mourners.

a

THE END.
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ACT. L

SCENE I
A Chamber at an Inn.
Enter CAPTAIN Cmﬁzu, and NIPPERKIN.
CapraIn.

LEAVE my infant in a bafket at a gentleman’s
door, you villain! when 1 ordered that your
wife fthow’d bring it up with care and 'tender-
nefs.

Nip. Why, Sir, when my wife faid it was my
infant, and wou’dn’t take charge of it what was
a poor honeft peace-loving hufband to do?

Capz. Well ; come, your intelligence

Nip. The babe was taken in, and chriften’d
Tommy Jones—the gentleman of the houfe in-
tended to do well by it ; but being given to play,
died infolvent; his family went to ruin, and

poor
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poor Tommy to the parifb—the lazy overfeers
farm’d the workhoufe to the village butcher,
who, to feed his calves, ftarved the children ;
here, like a young negro, he got hard work,
many blows, and no learning. , '

Capt. And from this mifery, a charitable
tradefman took him ’prentice. .

Nip. Yes, Sir; ferved out his time with ho-
nor ; but his fpirit too noble for a mechanic, he
lifted, and is this moment a gentleman common
foldier in the foot-guards.

Capt. But how to find him out—?

Nip. In my fearch I got acquainted with two
honeft foldier lads—Ned I.enox and Jack Sin-
clair, and they’re to bring me among the reft—
the ferjeant-major Tatic, that has got the prec=
ty daughter, may know.—V’ll run a hum upon
him. (afide) 4

Capt. Nipperkin, you were my fervant twen-
ty years back; but fince that, you’ve been fuch
a variety of rafcal, there’s no trufting you now.

Nip. I want no trufl—give me a ready gui-
nea.

Capt. To get drunk and neglect this bufinefs !
—no, difcover my poor loit fon, and you fhall
have a hundred, to fettle you in a farm, firrah:
~~John! (calls)

Enter a Servant with cane, bat and fword.

I muft get off to Greenwich, ready to receive the
Duke. (going)

Nip. But, Sir, I intend this evening vifiting
my old father at Chelfea—A httle comfort for
the honeft foul.—( bolds ont bis kand)

Gapt. Chelfea, oh, your father's a penfioner!

3 well,
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well, there. (gives mamey) But ufe every endea-
your to find the boy, mind. [Exit.
Nip. You fhall {ettle on me one hundred a
year or find the boy yeurfelf. Lucky, that ftill
keeping an eye to the lad’s progrefs through
life, I’ve this pull upon my old mafter—Till he
bids more I'll not bring father and fon together
~now got loofe from my wife, il make a good
ufe of my time—f{ince 'm come to London, I'll
drink like a foul, and divert myfelf with the -
girls ;—if not, I'd be a man in a thoufand !

AIR.—Nipperkin.

Shew mé a Lawyér refufing’a good fee,
Or pious Dean not thinking of a Bifhop’s fee,
A Doéor who won’t fqueeze fick Ladies by the hand,
*Potticary whom his fcrawl can well underftand,
Dancing-mafter objeét to dancing off with Mifs,
A Methodift Preacher not in a corner kifs.
Young Enfign not proud of his flathy large cockade,
Or true Britith Tar, who of Dutchman is afraid---
Parliament Ele&or, who never fold hisvote,
Parliament Orator, who will not turn his coat,

And that is 2 man of 2 thoufand.

1L

Shew me a Right Honorable keeping to his word,

Or a poor poet patroniz’d by a Lord,

An impudeént Sharper cloathed a4l in rags,

Or modeft Genius counting o’er his money-bags,

A Church-warden who fcorns to feaft upon the poor,

Fat Alderman who cannot calipath endure,

A Groom too honeft to rob hotfes of their corn,

Wife Cuckold who blufhes to wear a gilded horn,

Sportfman mind galloping over wheat or ftubble,

Or Secretary of State take nothing for his trouble,
And that is a man in 2 thoufand.

[Exiz.
VOL. 1. 3B SCENE
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SCENE II.
The Green Park.

Enter SINCLAIR.

Sén. Pleafant enough, on our march from
‘Windfor, Lenox {lipping a note into my hand,
the inftant I gave him one ; but what fays his.
(reads) ¢ Dear Sinclair, as foon as off guard,
¢ walk into the park, I want to fpeak with you
“ on particular bufinefs."—Almoft the very
words of mine to him ; he’s my friend; I'll afk
his advice before I determine to marry Marry.
Determine! oh, my heart!

AIR ~~Sinclair.

When night, and left upon my guard,
Nor whifp’ring breeze, nor leaf is heard,
And ftars between clofe branches peep,
And birds arethufh’d in downy fleep,

My foul to fofteft thoughts refign’d,

And lovely Mary, fills my mind.

At every noife, for bluff < Who’s there!”
I gently figh, ¢ is’t thou, my fair?

‘Thy dying foldier hafte and fee,

Oh come, {weet Mary, come to me.””,

Ason my poft, thro’ blaze of day,
The wretched, happy, fad and gay
In quick fucceflion move along,

I {ee, nor hear the paffing throng ;
My foul fo wrapt in Mary’s charms,
<L hug my mutket in my arms.

‘So, “all of paffion, joy and grief,
When comrades bring the glad relief,
I cry thy foldier, hafte and fee,

Oh come, fweet Mary, come to mel

Enter
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Enter LEnox.

Len. (reading a note) *< I've a_great deal to fay
to you”—and I've a great deal to fay to him—:
Oh'! he’s here—Well, Sinclair, what’s this affair ?

Sin. Nay, what’s your’s with me.

Len. Come, you tell firft.

Sin. No, no; you, let’s hear.

Len. Not a'word from me till you——-

Sin. I'm determin’d that you fhall—come I'll
not {peak—

Ler. Now I beg you'll—

Both. Then you muft'’know, ha, ha, ha!

Len. Why, we're like people in the ftreet
giving each other the way; but here I fiop, and
now you pafs on.

Sin. Then, Ned, ¢ of all the girls in our town,”
to me there’s none like Mary Tatic. .

Len. Why, I think fhe’s a moft charming
pretty foul.

Sin. Ay, and I love her.

Len. 1 know I love her.

Sin. Oh, you muft miftake; it’s I that adore
her. \

Len. Upon my word you’re wrong; for I'm
the man that wou’d die for her.

Sin. That’s as much as to fay you’d fight for
her. , :

Len. Any man but you.

- Sin. Why, Lenox, I fhouv’dn’t like to fight
ou.
5 Len. But any other, I didn’t mind how great.
Aye, even the corporal,
Sin.- Any fellow that dar’d to think of Mary.
‘Len, Do you call me fellow, Jack? ;
382 Sin,
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Sin. Yes, you're a good fellow.

Len. Was it to tell me that you loved Mary
Tadtic, that you defired me to meet youn ?

Sin. Was your only bufinefs but to let me
know you lov'd her? :

Both. 1t was.

DUET.—Sinclair and Lenox.

Len. 1 like each girl that I come near,
‘Tho’ none I love but Mary ;
Oh, fhe’s my darling, only dear
Bewitching little fairy.
I afk a kifs, and fhe looks down,
Her cheeks are {pread with blufhes,
By Jove, fays I, I’ll take the town,
Me batk fhe gently puthesseem
2 I like each girl, &¢;

Sin. When off *twas blown, and ’twas my place
'To fly for Mary’s bonnet,
So charming look’d her lovely face,
There I ftood gazing an it.
Drefs’d all in white fhe tripp’d from home,
And fet my blood a thrilling,
O, zounds! fays I, the French are come,
Sweet Mary look’d fo killing. ’
j I like each girl, &¢,

Len. ‘When to our Colonel at review
A Dutchefs cried, fo airy!
- ¢ How does your Royal Highnefs do?™
Says I, ¢ 1'thank you, Mary.”

§in.  'To quick time, marching t’other day,
Our fifes play’d Andrew Cary,
To every girl I gave the way,
In compliment to Mary.
I like each girl, &c,

Sin. P've a greater regard for you than for all
the men in our regiment put together,
Lene
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Len, 1 always thought you my friend, and
I'm certain I'm your’'s—Let us leave 1t to
Mary’s own choice. R

Sin. Why, true; it's a pity to teize a young
woman that can never love one.

Len. And it’s foolifh and ill-natured to ftand
in the way of another man’s happinefs, when we
can’t forward our own by it.

Sin. Here fhe comes ;- let’s afk her in down-
right Englifh,

Len. Done. [ They retire,

Enter Mary.
AIR.—Mary.

Oh, come away,
Come, my foldier bonny ;
I am fmart and gay,
But for handfome Johnny.

Enfign pretty doll,
Crimfon fath fo wrapt in;
Minces, ¢ charming Poll,
#¢ Can you love a Captain ?”
'Oh, come away, &c,

To his fine marque,
At the camp, laft fummer,
He fent for me to tea,
By the little drummer.
Oh, come away, &c;

As I crofs parade,
Officers ftand blinking ;
Under each cockade,
Sly, an eye cocks winking.
Oh, come away, &<

Johnny fteps in time,
Sweetly plays the hautboy ;
Hearts all merry chime,
March, and beat the foe, boy.
Oh, come away, &c.

Ob,
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Oh, Sinclair, did you fee my father 2—Is that
Lenox?

Len. (apart to Sinclair) Afk her.

Sin. No, do you? (apart)

Len. Mary, you know very well, that! think

ou a moft charming girl.

Mary. Well, that’s no fault of mine:

Len, No, itsno fault—for to be fure you can’t
help being the fweeteft foul—you’re fure Mary,
Ilove you ; but here’s Jack Sinclair fays he does.

Mary. Oh yes; he told me fo.

Len.” Well ; but didn’t I tell you I lov’d you ?

Mary. Well, and if you do, you can’t help
that, you know.

Len. We don’t want to quarrel, becaufe that
woudn’t be friendly.

Sin. No ; twoudn’t be like brother foldiers ;
fo yourfelf confefs which of us you love.

Len. Ay, do, Mary, your word fhall decide it.

Mary. Which of you I love! Upon my ho-
nour that’s very vain of you both—a pretty
decent fort of a confeffion too for a girl to make;
but certainly wasI to marry, I muft chufe only
one.

Len. Ah, but, Mary, wou’d you chule one of us?

Mary. Indeed I wou’d. 5

Len. Sweet girl, but which?

Sin. Ay, which, Mary ?

Mary., Well, I will own it, if you’ll both pro-
mife not go fight fword and piftol up in Hyde
Park, as the officers do.

Sin. 1f you chufe Ned Lenox, may I be
whip’d if I wifh him the leaft ill-will.

Len. And, my lovely Mary, if you prefer
Jack Sinclair to me, if Iever bear him a grudge
for it, may I be drum’d out of the regiment.
: Mars,
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Mary. Heigho ! it’s a fevere talk, but—

AIR,—Mary.

When in a garden fweet I walk, \
The charming flowers admiring,

Each nods upon its tender ftalk, L
And feems my touch defiring,

‘Tho’ all of beauties are poffefs’d,
Too much to be rejeted,

Yet only one, for Mary’s breaft,
By fancy is feleted.

Full confcious of thy faith and truth, (0 Lenox)
No wrong to thee intended,
Ah! fhould 1 chufe fome other youth,
( giving ber hand to Sinclair)
Be not fond youth, offended. (20 Lenox)
The ftarting tear, the heaving figh,
True figns, not difregarded ;
But, by a maid more fair than I.
Oh, be thy love rewarded.

Len: (cordially fhakes bands with Sinclair) My
dear fellow, I give you joy. (turns and wipes
kis eyes) “

Sin. Wasit any thing elfe but Mary, I cou’d
poor Lenox !

Enter NIPPERKIN, [finging.

Nip. Ah, boys! Jack Sinclair, Ned Lenox,
come: from duty at Windfor >—Rare changes
fince you were laft on the parade!

(Drum without.)

Len. The roll-call. (looking out)

TRIO. -
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TRIO.—Lenox, Sinclair, and Marys

Len.  'Tap beats the dub upon my aching heart,
Sin.  Sad ftrikes the found that bids me hence depart ;
Len. Ah! can I from vou ftay ?
8in. One kifs and ther away.
Mary. Go to your duty, go.
[Excunt Sinclair and Lenox.

Mary. Ts that to mufter the men? For what?

Nip. For what! Why, to draught out a de-
tachment for Holland.

Mary. And do Sinclair and Lenox go?

Nip. To be fure, if fo their lot be.

Mary. Oh heavens! [ Exit baftily.

Enter Serjeant Mujor Tacric.

Tac. (calling off) Mary ! Ay, off to the parade !
Ifee my daughter will have a foldier—you, Sir;
run after that girl. .

Nip. 'm a married man ; and mus’nt run after
the girls.

Tac. What, then you're married ?

Nip. Yes, Sir, and fois my wife, a poor wo-
man, Sir—I’'m not worth quite a plumb, might
have made my fortune by marriage, I have had
my opportunities among the dear creatures. Dll
fee if his majorfhip won’t ftand a glafs of ftout
punch (afide ) Sir, 1want to go abroad.

Tac. Why? :

Nip. Becaufe, I don’t want to flay at home=si
Pve left my wife there,

Tac. Where? _

Nip. Why death and ounds! at Dorking in
Surry. y
- Tae. What do you fwear fo, ‘'you rafcal !

Nip,
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Nip. To.thew you I’'m fit for a foldier.

Tac. But what are you now? .

Nip. Nothing; tho’ I was every thing—an
Au&ion-porter, Watchman, Town-crier, Mon-
mouth-ftrect Pluck-em-in, Playhoufe Conftable,
Dog-ftealer—High and low Life, Sir, from
Guard of a Stage-coach, to Waiter in a Cyder-
cellar,—my days have been a round of  paft ten
o’clock”«=* juft a going”—* nobody bid more”
<< oh yes,” ¢ this is to give notice”—** pray walk
in”—handfome fuit of clothes, fit you nicely”—
< take care of your pockets”—(wbifiles) *¢ here,
boy !—poor fellow! Ponto, Ponto”~* your pint,
Sir—=champaign, cackagay!” ) ¥

[imitates blowing a born.)

Tac. So then, friend, you've come off from
your wife to turn foldier ? 4y

Nip, Why, Sir, fhe vex’d me into fuch a
paflion, that I muft beat fomebody ; fo I thought
1t more honourable to flog the enemies of my
country, than the wife of my bofom.

Tac. But how did fhe vex you? g

Nip. Sir, I'love a drop of ale—'t’other day,
we had 2 mug—ihe puts it to her head ; ¢ m
dear,” fays I, « flop, the devil is painted at the,
bottoni, and “twill frighten you if you look on’t’
—1ays fhe ¢ I defy the devil and all his works,”
and up fhe puts it—* hold, my love,” fays I,
‘ youwrre a bit of a democrit, and it’s his Ma-
jefty that’s painted at the bottom”— no,” fays
ihe, < I'maloyal fubje&, and I long to fee the
King’s jolly face”—So again up went thejug, and
the devil a drop fhe left in it for me, !

Tac. Ha, ha, ha! what’s your name.

Nip. Nipperkin.—Mr. Nippetkin, Sir.

VOL, 1, 3¢ Tac.
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Tac. Then Mr. Nipperkin we’ll fee if we can’t
make a foldier of you,

Nip. Oh, Sir, that’sas eafy as making an at-
torney a rogue, or make this a ftrong arm, when
its already at hand—make a foldier! hem ! Sir,
you do the exercife capital I {fuppofe, he, he, he!l
thew us a bit—wheel! to the right! ftop, Sir,
till I chalk your arm. ¥

Tac. Why do you think I don’t know my
right from my left ?

Nip. Do you? ( gravely) huzza! the ferjeant
major, knows his right hand from his left—
(capers, balloes and wavés bis bat.)

Tazc. Why, you dog, are you humming me?

Nip. Yes, Sir. ]

DUET.—7Tagic and Nipperkin.

Tac. March ! before great Juftice Laro.
Nip. . Deathand ounds ! am I arrefted ?
Tac. Sblood ! don’t fear, my little hero,
*Tis only to be attefted.
Nip. Oh | what then I muft take an oath ?
Here goes; I {fwear by Jingo,
I’ll not turn foldier, till we both
Together tipple ftingo.
TZac. With all my heart,
We’ll take a quart.
ip. Or bow! of punch.
Both. That’s better.
ip. But firft a flice
Of ham fo nice,
For I approve a whetter.
Both. For I approve a whetter.
Zac,  You have but to fail o’er to Holland d’ye fee,
And the French kick back to their nation ;
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me,
Will fit down to a jolly-fication ;
Nip.  Pm tir'd of kifling old Judy, my wife,
I muft have a pair of new lips,
Sd, when I’m in Holland, upon my life,
I’ll be at their fine Dutch tulips,
Butk.
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RBo:k, Then we have but to {ail, o’r to Holland d’ye fee,
And the French kick back to their nation ;
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me,
Will fit down to a jolly-fication.

[ Excuut.

SCENE III,

The Parade in St. Fames’s Park,
Enter MARY,

Mary. No, I can’t fee any one to give me a
true account how they go on.

Enter Lexox, (much agitated.)

Oh, well, Lenox, and how ? ay, tell us.

Len. My unlucky fate! curfed chance.

Mayry. Oh then you are one of them that’s
drafted to go abroad in all thefe dangers.

Len. And, Mary, do yau think its that, that
could have vex’d me fo? I fee what a mean opi-
nion you have of me—TI now don’t wonder at
your preferring Jack Sinclair ta me—you think
Pm a cowardly poltroon.

Mary. No, indeed, Lenax : I know you’ve a
very good fpirit—I didn’t mean to difparage vou ;
but 1 tremble to think of the dreadful flaughter
thofe poor fellows may be expofed to. i

Len. Dreadful ! Isn’t it glory ?

Rcsio AlR.
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AIB.—L;nqx.‘

Afpiring thoughts my breaft expand,
‘Ah! why to me is given a foul,
Proudly impatient of command,
Yet doom’d by fate' to béaf controul ;
Oft at the haughty ferjeant’s will,
** A poor recruit at chilling morn,
P’ve ftood for hours the tedious drill,
Sad ‘obje& of his blows and fcorn.

IT.

Nor funk my youthful fpirits then.
‘Tho’ fierce he poiz’d the dread rattan,
I thus, when taught to conquer men, ==
' Supprefs’d the feelings of a man; ]
And now the harveft’s warring pride,
When Englith triumph, Frenchmen yield,
A ufelefs tool I'm thrown afide, ;
Whilft others reap the glorious field.

Enter S1NCLAIR,

Sin. Oh, my Polly! we muft part.

Mary. How!® =~

Sin. The lot is caft, and I'm call'd away—I
muft leave you. "' iy

Mary. And can you? Oh my love!

Len. What then, you go? you have the up-
per hand of mein every thing, 1 muft foeak
about here in'the ?éyk, like a watchman—my
marches from Story’s gate to the ftable yard, and
all my war’s with the old women to take off their
pattens ; whilft you, led ‘on by your Prince—I
thall go diftraéted ! §
© §in. You've little caufe to envy me—refle, I.
leave Mary, 1 leave her with you too—my rival

—with
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~with you, thatlove, that deferve her fo much
better than myfelf.

Enter Nipperxin and Tacric.

Tac. Not ’lift you rafcal { after fwallowing a
bowl of punch?

Nip. My dear Sir, don’t bein a pafliop—I
have my rea{'ons for both.

Tac. Your reafons, you rafcal—

Nip. Death and ounds, Sir, don’t fwear—but
my reafon that I wou'dn’t turn foldier, is becaufe
1 hate fighting ; and I drank up the punch becaule
I love drinking, that thews that I'm both a fafe
and a good companion.

Jac. You're an arch rafcal, and 1 don t know
what to make of you?

Nip. Then T'll tell you what you’d beft do,
Sir.

Tac. What!

Nip. Give me another bowl, Sir, and let me
alone.

Tac. Come, Sinclair, quick—you’ve but little
time to prepare your knapfack.

Mary. {with emotion) Dear father muft he

0?

Tac. Ta be fure.

Nip. Oh, certainly: he muft go and proteét
us all. Egad I'm like a minifter of flate; whilft
I fit at peace at home over my bottle, I fend
other men out to fight that I may enjoy it in com-
fort.

Tac. Mary, Sinclair and Lenox are honeft
lads—I know they both love you; but as the
mifery or happinefs of marriage will chiefly affect
you, I'leavethe chhice of a hufband entirely to

yourfelf,
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yourfelf, my girl. If Lenox is the man, love
favours him ; but if Sinclair, what he lofes in
love, he muft make up in honor—give him a
kifs, and a few of my beft ruffled fhirts ; drop a
tear, and that affair’s fettled.

Sin. Farewell (0 Lenox) adieu! (20 Mary.)

Mary. Oh! my heart will break! deareft fa-
ther, cant you get him off? .

Tac. Child, 1 with him too well even to attempt
it.

Len. Jack, don’t think me a worthlefs fellow,
tho’ I am fhov’d afide, and you chofen for the
poft of honor—'tis only blind fortune has done
1t; for had fhe fix’d on me,

Sin. My love, befides your conftancy, I rely
on the generofity of Lenox; in my abfence,
don’t avoid him ; it will be my only comfort to
reflect, that I have in England a faithful fweet-
heart, and a true fiiend.

Nip. Hem; ( fings) ¢ My Poll and my Part-
ner Joe.”” (looks archly and fignificantly at Lenox
and Mary.) ;

Mary. I don’t know who you are; but you
are a very impudent fellow.

Nip. Dont know who [ am and yet know
Pm a very impudent fellow. [ Dram without.
Rub-a-dub, boys, hey, for Holland !

DUET.—Sinclair and Mary.

Mary.  Dear youth, keep this for Mary’s fake;
Sin. Sweet maid this poor remembrance take ;

When rivals tender things fhall fay,

(Z%ey exchange Lokens)

Oh, look on that and turn away!
Mary.  Should rivals win thy *witching {mile,
i Think what thy Mary feels the while.

Sing
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Sin, When bullets whiftle in the wind,
My only fear,
My only dear, -
Is for my treafure left behind.
Mary. Midft warring fields may angels come,
And o’er thy head
Their piniens fpread,
Then bring my love in fafety home.

Enter Officers, Soldiers, &'c. as prepared for the
Moarch—A Variety of other Charafiers taking
Leave.

GRAND CHORUS.

Our Gracions George, and Charlotte’s Son,
*Tis Royal Frederic leads us on.

AIR,—Women.

Britannia fell a fhower of piteous tears
To fee, (alas!) an haplefs Monarch bleed ;

The Royal Widow’s mournful plaint fhe hears,
And bids her gen’rous fons revenge the cruel decd.

CHORUS.

To arms, fhe cries, to {ave, is now the word,
And ’tis the hand of Mercy draws the fword.

Our Gracious George, and Charlotte’s Son,
*Tis Royal Frederic leads us on.

END OF THE FIRST ACT,
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A CT IL

SCENE L
Night.—Tbe Park near Buckingbam Howfe.

LENox difcovered as Centinel,

Lewox.

EVERY circumftance turns out fo contrary to
what might havé made my friend Sinclair happy,
and perhaps banifh for a time the thoughts of
Mary from my mind. Since I’ve no place in
Mary’s affeftions, what's in England worth 2
thought ?—I burn, m mad with defire to fol-
low the Duke.—— To be left ftuck up here
like a lamp-poft, with an ufelefs muftket in my
hand—T’'ve a mind to put it to vfe—(placing it to
kis bead)—but my life’s not my own.—For all
Sinclair bid me fee Mary, what now muft he
feel, on the refle@tion that he’s left her behind
with me ?—Tho’ I fcorn to take advantage of
his abfence—T'll avoid the fight of her.

AlR.
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AIR.—Leénox.
The Lamp of Hope by rays of Light,
From thy dear tyes was fed Mary;
Sad hours are comé, and fhades of night,
And even hope is fled Mary. :
‘The Sun to all the world but me,
Will give another dawn Mary;
My oily lighe kind 1d0ks from tkee,
For ever they’re withdrawn Mary.
I lov’d thee much and for thy fake,
I ne’er will love again Mary ;
If ever yét a heart did break,

- Thouw’tt rent this heart in t’wain Mary,
In wild defpair 'l fly to fame,
And death for thee defy Mary;
When I’m no more, thy true love’s name;
May draw from thee a figh Mary.

Enter N1pper)iN, (drunk,) with a fuiall i%eg‘.‘

Nip. Tol, lol, lol '—Now;, if I can get out
thro’ this fame Buckingham Gate—— -

Len. Who goes there ?

Nip. Brandy—(bolding up the keg)

Len. You'd better give an anfwer.

Nip. To what ?

Len. Tome. +

Nip. Your queftion ?

Len. 1 afk’d who went therée,

Nip. Then you.afk’d a very filly gueftion,
“hen you might fee it was a brave boy——Htizza! -
—the town’s our own ! G

Len. Dimn ‘your trifling! Give, thi¢ inftant,
4 proper anfwer, ot Ull fire. (prefenting)

Nip. (dreps on bis knees) Hold! be quiet. Is
that your politenefs? Juft under the very eye of

VOL. I. 3D the
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the Court? TFire! and wake the maids of honour
—{weet creatures l—that may now be dreaming
of the lords in waiting, and white rod, and gold
ftick, and fuch other grand affairs.

Len. U'm inno jelting humour—Quick, fpeak!

Nip. S’blood ! are you deaf? I'm fpeaking as
quick as I can. Stop! your firing will be petty
treafon—Her Majefty may be at this moment
in a {weet dream, that one of her beloved fons,
her gillant Frederic, is returning crown’d with
Laurels.

Len. And I no hand in placing them on his
brow ! By heavens T'll not ftay—01l follow the
detachment, tho’ ‘they fhoot ‘me for 2 ‘deferter.
Hold! this fellow may—why, it’s Nipperkin !

Nip. Didnet I tell you it was a brave boy ; yet
you wou'dn’t believe me—after getting fo nobly
drunk, to frighten me back into fobriety! and
fo I’'ve now all to do ovér again. Why, yon
don’t mind what trouble you give a poor man.
. (knocks with his knackles againff the keg) Are you
within ? Very well—PIl be with you, or you
fhall be with me. °

Len. Where were you going ? :

Nip. To the college.” My father is a Chelfea
penfioner ; and about once a quarter, like 2 du-
tiful foh, I bring the honeft gentleman, a little
brandy and tobacco, and fuch other daiaties, to
comfort his old foul.

Len. You're right to be kind ‘to your father
~Give me your coat. .

Nip. ¢ Kind to my father!”—Give me .your
coat {”—~That’s very odd talk at this time of

Lene
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Len. You take this—Quick!—(they change
cloaths) Py ot

Nip. 1fancy I look better in the King’s coat
than the King wou’d look in mine. :

Len. Give me your hat.

Nip. Sir, take your’s off the block, (peinting to
Lenox’s bead, and bowing) _

Len. (gives bim his mufket) There ; how- ftand
you in my place.

Nip. Did ever I think I thou’d kave a place at
Court >— Who goes there ” (prefents at Lenox) |
Speak, or dam’me, I'll fire! Pm in no jefting
humour—talk! or ’ll blow your brains over the
canal, thro’ the Horfe-Guards, crofs the way to
Whitehall, into the lottery-wheels.

Len. Silence! (afide) The. royal and affec-
ionate parents fend 2 darling fon to face the pe-
rils of war, to affert his country’s honour ! What
Scldier weu'dn’t follow the illuftrious example.
—Huth! not a word. )

: [Exit awith caution.

Nip. Now that fellow’s gone to commit a
robbery in my coat, and 1 fhall get hang’d
for it : The gate’s fhut, and I can’t get out to
give my poor father his drop—Then I muft give
it to his poor fon. (takes up the keg and drinks)
I’ll fmoke a pipe too. (fits on the keg) Well, be
didn’t take my match, and my bottle of phof=
phorus. (takes q pipe, fills,” lights, fits on the
keg and fmokes) 1t my wife was here now, I
fhowda’t have all this fport to myfelf. (rifes,
takes up the keg and drinks) My ¢hair produces
good tabls drink, -

3D 2 AlR.
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AIR.— Nipperkiz.

A glafs is good, and a lafs is good,
And a pipe to fmoke in cold weather ;

The world is good, and the people are gocd,
And we’re al! ‘good feIIows together. ' **

A botile it is a very good thing,
With a good deal of good wineinit;
A fong is good, whena body can fing,
And to finith, we muft begin it,

A table is good, when fpread with good chear,
* And good company ﬁttmg round 1t;

When a good way off, we’re not very near,
And for forrcw the devil confound it.

A glafs is good, &¢i
A friend is good, when you’re out of good luck
For that’s a good time to try him

For a Juftice good, the haunch of a buck,
With fuch a good prefent you buy him.

A fine old woman is good when fhe’s dead,
T A rogue very good for good hanging,
A fool 1s good, by thenofe'to be led, -
My good fong deferves a good banging.
A glafs is good, &c.

But ivs getting cool here, il frefco. Tl fiep in-
to my parlour. (fakes up the keg, and goes into the
;entr_y-bov, f ts and 1 falls aftecp) .

.Enter MARY.

Mary. As my dear lover faid, there can’t be
the leaft danger in paymg ‘fome attention to poor
Lenox whillt he’s away. * He took on fo at my
refufing him, and the lofs of his comrade, that
1 kuow be hasn ¢ eata morfel this bleircd day.

He
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He has a tender and an honeft’ heart; and fure
no harm for me to try if I can comfort him.—
The Park’s got fo full, he may eat and drink
fome’at, as I'm fure he wont come to me when
he’s reliev’d.—Lenox ! (goes towards the box, cal-
ling foftly) Oh, my heavens! if he hasn’t fallen
afleep, and here’s the corporal coming ! (looking
down the walk) If he’s caught fo—Lenox !—
(calls) ,
Nip. (fpeaking in bis fleep) Take care of your
pockets. : '
« Mary. Get up.
Nip. Paft four o’clock! ]
Mary. Sure he’s been drinking to drive away
bis forrows. Rife! Here’s the guard! i
Nip. Pray walk in, Sir—I’ve a pretty coat wil}
juit fit you. £ i

Enter CorRPORAL, and Guards.

Cor. Eh! Sleep on your poft! Holloa!
Centry ! here’ll be rare flogging work; take his
arms ! drag him up !

Nip. Fine cloudy morning !

Cor. Ay, dam’me, it will be a fine cloudy
morning with you, peeping through the iron
pars of the Savoy. {

" Mary. Dear Mr. Corporal—

Cor.- Is that Mifs Mary Tacic?

Mary. You know Lenox is a good foldicr,
and fhould be excufed if he's a bit over taken,
confider, taking leave of his comrades ; you know
be’s {o well belov’d, and fuch a temptation—then
bis {pirits in fuch a ftate, a very lictle liquor might
have intoxicated———

1 : Nip.
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Nip. (afleep)—That dogtkin will make a pair
of pumps. -

Cor. My fkin '—You'll fee what the drummer
will make of your dogfkin.

Mary. Pray, don’t inform the commanding
officer.

Cor. Why, Mifs Mary, you know it’s not in my
power to fave him, if, as you fay, he’s braught to
court-martial for this. g £

Mary. His Royal Highnefsis good and merci-
ful ;—I’m fure he’d confider {o excellent a foldier
as Lenox—Now do let the poor fellow come to
his fenfes, and fay nothing of it.

Cor. But then 1 fhou'd be punithed my-
felf, Mifs—-Muft give him up---take him to the
Savoy.

Mary. Unhappy creature! and yet I'm afhamed
of Lenox.---However, I'll make my father ufe
all his intereft for his pardon. How have I been
deceived in him! and how fortunate that my
heart wasn’t caught by his kind and obligin
mannets.---He loy’d me---he is Sinclair’s friem%
and therefore has a right to my affitance. '

[Exiz.

Cor. Why, he wou’d fland a better chance of
mercy from his Royal Highnefs- --his fentence here
might be death.---P’ll pretend not to know but
he’s one of the drafts that has ftaid behind;
and to colour it, I’ll neither fee nor talk to
him ; but at day-break, a guard fhall take him
to Greenwich time enough before the men
embark.

CATCH,
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CATCH.—CorrorAL, NiPPERKIN, and Soldiers.

Carp. Rarerattling boys, don’t let your pris’ner go
Idefire, ; 3
.. For fudling fouls, the Savoy---ho1
Nip.  Pm’Captain Muz.---(4//) Are you fo ?
Corp. Hark, ye, *fquire!
Y’m Corporal Squib,
1. I’m Fifer Bob,
2. I’'m Drummer Dab,
3. I’'m Natty Jack,
4. I'm Paddy Whack,
5. I'm Darby Drill
6. I’'m Roving Wiis,
7. Pm Nimble Nick,
8. I'ma Good flick,
%. I’m Devil Di€k.---Zounds! ‘what’s your name?
2

Nip. ft four o’clock |--~( /) We’ll make you tame !
2 S’blood and fire!
Corp. Drink, foldiers, drink, ani bear no blame,
[Exeunt.
SCENE I
Greenwich.

Enter Lenox in Nieeerkin’s Cloaths, and Capt, -
Cruizer,

Capt. No fuch thing friend.

Len. Do, dear, good, worthy fir, let me go on
board your tender.

Capt. But for what?

Len. To partake of the glorious expedition of
my comrades. ~

Caft .
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Capt. Your comrades !---Ay, what, are you 2
foldier ?

Len. (confufed)---Yes---fir---no---I am -

Capt. If a foldier, and not one of the drafted
men, what brings you to Greenwich ? and if you
belong to the detachment, why out of your regi-
mentals, and not with your corps? ‘

Len, Sir, T am as yet, only in with a foldier---
I faid «“ my comrades,” becaufe I'm acquainted
with 2 number of the men; and I've conceived
fuch a friendfhip for fome of the honeft fellows,
that I can’t turn my head to any bufinefs, with the
grief of being feparated from them---only let me
g0, and you’ll fee how I'll fight.

Cap. But do you know the caufe ?

Len. Humanity.---To ftop the ravages of war
abroad, fecure the bleflings of peace, commerce,
plenty and happinefs at home to Old England,
wherea good King is the common parent---every
man is captain of his caftle, and the laws protect
his property, wife and children. Frenchmen give
Britons freedom !---But huzza!---we’ll pluck
Sprigs of Laurel from their Tree of Liberty.

AIR . —Lenox:

The goddefs of mountaihs, blythe, rofy and free,
As the airs that flew round her, had once a fair tree;
*T'was Liberty call’d, and a fav’rite of Jove,
And fweet was the fruit to the bright queen of Love ;
In Albion ’twas planted, its branches fpread wide,
Of Her fons arid her daughters the glory and pride.
Tranquil pleafures, |
Softeft meafures, ; N
Then led the dance, and gave Britons to fing;
Loving, loyal,
Good and royal, e
People happy, honour’d their king,

Ouf
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Our {ly gallic neighbours peep’d into our grounds,,
And fain would have fcal’d the white wall that furrounds,
They long’d for our tree, when it’s beauties were
known, i
Butmiffing their aim, would have one of their own ;
For this, in poor France, a vile bramble takes root,
Each leaf is a poniard, and bitter the fruit.
Pity fleeping,1
Angels weeping,
Saw the favage triumph o’er men ;
Juttice firing,
All infpiring't
Drive the tiger into his den.

Capt. Well, my lad, I muft fay T admire vour
{pirit, and am forry we can’t take you; but un-
difciplin’d recruits won’t do.—~The nature of the
fervice we're order’d on, requires pick’d men.

Len. There’s a boat now going off—Dby heavens
I will get aboard, i [ Exit baftily.

Capt. By heavens you fhall not tho’—Holloa !
w—Stop that fellow—keep him qut of the boat,

Enter SERJEANT,

Ser, Sir, his Reyal Highnefs’s aid-du-camp
wou’d fpeak with you.

Capt. I come.— [ Exit Serfeant.
Something in this young fellow that ftrikes me ex-
ceedingly — (looks our) — No—the boat’s gone
without him, and there he walks melancholy
away; and intimate with the foldiers!—=Might
perhaps have given me fome clue to difcover my
fon.—I begin now to defpair; for if my boy is ftill
in any of chofe regiments, he muft have chang’d
his name, T

’

¥OL. 1, 35 Re-enter
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Re-enter SERJEANT,

Ser. Sir——
Capt. Oh, true, Col © [Exeunt,

Enter Mary,

Mary. The coming fpring begins to make the
country look delightful. T he fweeteft feafon ap-
proaching, even the birds join in love—and my
love to leave me!

AIR.—Mary,

Smg, charming warblers! voice of love !
The dulcet fong
Now pours zlong,
Fot love can harmonize the grove,
Bid balmy zephyrs gently bear
‘The liquid notes thro’ yielding air.

—

Re-enter Carr. CruIZER,

Capt. Thofe men lojter along the road— (Jooks
out) 3
Ma;y Oh, your Honor, I hope his Highnefs
isn’c yet gone over to the fhip l—ro

Capt. Eh! What, my lafs, do you, too, want
to go and pull Sprigs of Laurcl ?

Mary. No,-fir: but it’s about a young man, a
foldier

Capt. The devil’s in the foldiers for bringing
the women after them. You’re a modeft, pretty
looking thing---you foolith jade, what bufinefs
have you with the young men? Take your fni-
velling good-bye on fhore—no petticoats come

03
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on board my fhip. I advife you, child, to mo-
defty and difcretion; for your own forwardnefs
and folly contribute as often to the ruin of in-
nocence, as the bafe arts of villainous feducion.
Lo : [Exit.
Mary. 1 believe that gentleman means ywell ;
but be fhou’d have known who he was talking to
—and even then, fweet and welcome is the gentle
monitor ! for what we liften to with pleafure, we
follow with delight. I may chance to fee my
Sin¢lair again before he goes—I know he’ll con-
quer; and when he returns—Oh! fuch a gar-
land as I'll make him!—Aye, and he fhall wear
it too, !

AIR.‘-—Mar_y.

Fragrant chaplets quaintly twinin-
i Thro’ the fingers of the fair;
Ev’ry grace and {weet combining
For the foldier’s brow prepare.

Gift of Venus, blufhing, glowing,
Let the ovely rofe be feen;

And the Laurel, Mars beftowing,
Make the wreath an evergreen.

Oh, if here 1sn’t Sinclair and my father,

"Enter MaJorR TACTIC and SINCLAIR.

Tac. Zounds! how often will they halt?+
Sinclair ! Why do you run before the rank ?

Sin. Don’t you fee my attrattion ?---Oh! my
love ! (embraces Mary)
<" Tae. Mary 1---Now, girl, what hag bewitched
you to follow us?
) 3E2 Sins
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_Sin. My lovely, faithful foul! don’t be angry
with her. ‘
AYR.---Sinclair.
Parted from thee; my ev’ry blifs,
My only joy, the parting kifs;
8o fweet! and yet fo fcant a flore, 3
I languifh'd to return for more.

§ And art thou come, and doft thou bring
The {ource whence thoufand raptuies fpring ?
Oh! let me prefs thofe lips again,
Thus parting, ever thus remain.

Mary. Oh! I've fomething to tell you about
Lenox---he is (mufic, and fhouts without)

Tac. 'The men on their march. = Get you out
of their way, child---you’ll fee us at Greenwich.
( fhouts without) 2 [Exit Mary,

Enter Offcers, Soldiers, &e. accompanied and fol
lowed by a number of people. Al crofs, with
Jhouting, drims, and martial mufic.

AIR.e§inclair.

Sound trumpets! hard tafks to the foldier belong;
’Midt dreadful alarms,

‘The man to deftroy who has done him no wrong.
Thus founditiy to arnis, 3

Hoarfe echo now brawls to the loud double drum,
‘With, come to fate come;

Let juftiee the foldier’s bold quarrel ordain,,

Tho' dyed all in blood he’s yet free from a ftain,
Then the battle not ceafe,
>Tis for glory for peace.

[Exeunt-all but Sinclair and Tallic.
ity
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Sin. Oh, fir, I’ve a dreadful boding of Mary’s
bufinefs. :
Tac. Something about Lenox.

Sin. 1 fec it---he’s been bafe and treacherous';
and, for all that he feemingly refigned her, no
fooner was my back turned, than he has dared to
renew his addreffes.

Tac. Plague of your nonfenfical love and jea-
loufy---mind your duty---run on and fall into your
rank (pufbes bim off ) with their fweethearts and
friends, and ftuff! I wifh we had them all fafe
on board—fome reafons tho’ in Sinclair’s ful~
picions| I had a good opinion of Lenox—but
this violent friendfhip of your young folks, all a
feather—give me an old friend.

AIR—Major Tactic.

Midft flaunting fhrubs in vernal’green,
Each finer than his fellow,

A venerable oak I’'ve feen,
All clad in fober yellow.

Whilft wintry winds could blow around,
Their leaves all helter-fkelter,

Poor birds within his branches found,
An hofpitable fhelter. ’

In life’s gay fpring too oft’ we find,
The buds of {oft affettion,

Scarce kait, when blown by ev’ry wind,
Inthisand that dire&ion,

Oh, come, thou friend, that can’ft endure,
"The fhocks of rougheft weather,
Frank, chearful, honeft and mature,
We'll live and die together.
[Exit.

SCENE "
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SCENE IIL.

Before Greenwich Hofpital—View of the Thames—
ATender at anchor, and boats with Sldiers croffing
20 it

Enter GEORGE STREAMER, atiended by Seamen
with their oars.

Officers and Soldiers, &e.

Stream. Chearly my boys, clear the gangway
there ! here’s another boatfull—we'll bring you
gentlemen of the red cloth along fide of the
Frenchmen ; I hope ’twill foon be our turn te
take a fpell at that work, 'We have a Prince too
to lead us on—oh dam’me! how I long to pows
der their toupees,

AIR—George Streanters -

Pm here or there a jolly dog,

At land or fea, I'm all a-gog,

‘To fight or kifsor touch the grog,
For I’m a jovial midthipman,
A fmart young midfhipman,
A little midthipman,

To fighter kifs or touch the grog,
Oh I’'m 2 jovial midthipman.

My honour’s free from ftain or fpeck,
The foremaft-men are at my beck,
With pride I walk the quarter-deck,
- For I'm a fmart young midfhipmdn, &c,

I mix the pudding for-our mefs,
In uniform then neatly drefs;
The captain atks, (no need to prefs,)
Come, dine with me, young midthipman, &c.

YWhex
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When Royal CLarzNCE comes on board,
By Englard’s Navy, all, ador’d,
From him, I fometimes pafs the word,
Tho’ I’m an humble midthipman,
A {mart young midfhipman,
A little midthipman,
For Royal WiLL was once like me,
A merrylittle midthipman.

- [Exeunt with failors &¢. into the boat,

~

Enter Major TacTtic and Magry. -

Zac. Lenox in this curfed hobble 2—An ugly
job, faith !

Mary. Father, won’t you make the Duke for~
give him?

Zac. 1 make Dukes forgive People ! what does
the girl take me for ?

Enter SINCLAIR, (greatly agitated.)

Sin. My beloved Mary, tell me this affair
that brought you? ay, well, as I was gone,
Lenox — :

Mary. Oh! heis—

Sin. A villain !

Mary. How ?

Tac. Be quiet—you wronged him in the love
bufinefs—egad, poor Lenox has fomething clfe
now to think of ! Oh, yes, he’ll be thot.

Sin. Who ! Sir | Mary, what has he done ?

Mary. Isit poflible! I had no idea that hislife
was in danger,

Sin. What's his crime, and where is he now?

Tac.
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Tac. He has flept on his guard, and he is now
in irons at'the Savoy.

Enter Cart. CRUIZER,

Capt. Bring him zlong, an obftinate young
Scoundrel !

Tac. What’s the matter, Sir?

Cap. Ablockhead that I refufed to take on
board, jumps into the river, {wims over to the
fhip ; and there he was found hiding behind
a hen-coop. A brave fellow—but we fhould
frighten him a little.

Enter Lenox, in cuffody of foldiers and failors.

So, you wou’dn’t take my word for it ; but now .
you fhall give an account of yourfelf before his
highnefs.

Sin. Why, it’s Lenox ?

Tac. One of the guards, Sir.

Capt. Indeed! hold him in cuftody! [Exiz,

Mary. Ah! Sinclair, doesn’t your beart bleed
for your unhappy friend ?

Tac. Why, how the devil did you fhake off
your irons and efcape from the Savoy ?

Len. Major, I never was difgrac’d with irons,
or ina jail. :

Ta¢c. Zounds ! Mary, what ftory’s this you’ve
been telling us? Oh! I fee it’s all a flam, an
excufe for her coming after us to Greenwich,
ind taking another parting kifs with your_{weet-

eart. -

Mary. (eries.) Indeed, father, Idon’t know
what you mean; Lenox now, has got other

cloaths



$PRIGS OF LAUREL. 4ot

cloaths on—but I'm fure I faw him taken into
cuftody, by the Corporal — Think me—{fo—
artful—as—to — invent ftories — only — to —
compafs—my—own—pleafure ! o

: (fibs.)

* 8in. Nay, my love, don’t weep-—your father
cannot fuppofe—

Enfer CORPORAL:

Corp. Well, Mifs Mary, to oblige you, I've
ordered Lenox to be brought before the Duke
himfelf—oh! yonder they bring him.

Tac. Why, corporal, you’re drunk too;—
here they’ve brought him already. e

Corp. 1 drunk ! let me tell you, Major, Ican
be as fober on my duty, as any man. ,

Tac. Why, did you pull him from behind the
hen-coop? : PESTS A

Corp. Hen-coop! I fay, I found Lenox on hi§
guard moft damnably difguifed.

Tac. Well, you may find him there, difguisd.
(points to Lenox.) : ;
- Len. You found me drunk! why, corporal,
what’s the matter with you? . :

Corp. (flaring at Lenox.) °Tis Lenox! then
who the devil have we got prisoner yoitider !

, Nipperkin (without.)
¢ Paft four o’clock I”” |

Enter Nipper&IN, (guarded.)

Tac. Why, it’s the joking rafcal, that gajol'd
me out of the bow! of punch.
i Len. Nipperkin! Ohl 1 fee how this has
een.

VOL. T. 3F . Nip.
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Nip. Pl have juftice—they took my keg.
{lacks at Lenox.) What, then you have been doing
it? I thought fo—and taken—I defire he mayn’t
be hang’d in my coat.

Enter Carr. CRUIZER,

Nipperkin talks apart to the Soldiers.

Capt. (10 Lenot.) Young man, I've laid your
cafe before his Royal Highnefs—tho’ your quit-
ing your poft was a crime, that demands from
military difcipline, a fevere punifhment, yet in
confideration of your motive, a brilliant exam-
ple of noble ardour for your country’s honor, he
not only pardons you, but from your high cha-
racter as an excellent foldier, prefents you with
this purfe. .

Nip. A purfe for only {wimming to—by the
lord, I once {wam from Chelfea-reach to Batter-
fea-bridge—give me:

Capr. Nipperkin! why, who made a foldier
of you? here, my lad! (offering the purfe to Le-
70%.)

Nip. A hen-coop! to fmuggle myfelf intoa
fight I'd hide behind a moufe-trap.

Len. 1 humbly thank his Highnefs—pardon
is the utmoft grace I could hope for ; my friend
(0 Sinclair) you have never difobeyed orders—
a more finithed foldier, on the eve of being mar-
1ied too—and the Duke’s bounty will be applied
to a better purpofe in contributing additional
comforts to an amiable woman. (grves the purfe
to Sinclair.

Nip. They won’t let me be gencrous—noboq])I

P . - w’
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will give me purfes to give away to poor fami-
lies.

Lexn. Sir, if I am only fuffered but to go with
the Duke, fome future event may offer an oc-
cafion, really to fignalize myfelf, and by merit
win a reward, of which I am now totally un-~
worthy. :

Capt. A liberal minded fellow, faith! fo, my
Iafs, this is your foldier laddie!

Mary. Oh, no, Sir,—I grant he deferves—ay,
the moft beautiful lady—but here’s my humble
choice. )

Sin, Humble, indeed! yet I have reafon to be
proud with the friendfhip of Lenox, and the
love of Mary. .

Nip. Captain, lend me a guinea, and I’ll tell
you a fecret.

d C;;JPL You drunken fcoundrel, I’ll break your
ead.

Nip. (Afide) This boy’s generofity has fo
wrought upon my heart, that I can’t bear
he fheuld longer remain in obfcure wretchednefs
—hearky (to Lenox.) down on your knees to
the codger. (points to the Captain.)

Len. What do yon mean?

Nip. Oh! what is this world come to! I bid a
fon afk his father’s bleffing, and be fays holloa!
death and ouns, what do youmean ?

Capt. Son! this

Len. How |

Nip. T tell you, that’s the boy in the bafket,
the child of charity, the prentice to—Mr. Dal-
rumple, the fiddle cafe maker; the private fol-
dier, that for glory prefers a French bullet to an
Englifh plumb-pudding.

. Len.



404 SPRIGS OF LAUREL.

Len. Sir, my birth has been a myftery=and
isit thus explained ? S

Capt. It muft be the deferted fon——

NVip, Of an abandoned father.

Capt.. Nipperkin, yowre now privileged—
The fervice you've rendered me by this difco-
very—my boy a brave foldier —muft make 3
good officer, - ’ riry.

Len. Sir, my higheft ambition is now to join
in glorious enterprize as a private, for if I am to
be honoured with promotion Pl firft, with
heart and hand, endeavour to deferve it.

Enter GrorRGE STREAMER, Officers, Sailors, Sol-
" diers, and a variety of other Charadters.

FINALE.

Sinclair.

» 'Till to your cliffs we turn our face,
Old England be a merry place 5 -~
‘T'o pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace,
Whilft we take hence our drumming

But when we finifh the campaign,
With wooden leg, or golden chain,
We’ll march; or hop to you again,

You, fing, our boys are coming.

CHQRUS.
Till to your cliffs, &c.

Mary,

Ye warriors, from my foldier fly,
The lightnings flath his beaming eye ;
Bencath his conqu’ring fword ye die, °
If to the fight ye dare him.
f When
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When you my love tobattle go (76 Sinclair,
Your foot upon the vanquifhed foe,
Your arm raifed high, to give the blow,
For his love {weetheart, fpare him.
Till to your cliffs, &c.

Nipperkin.

I’m given much to knock and kill,

‘This war was made againft my will ;

Some like to fight, buc Pl fit ftill,
And talk jn Coffee houfes:

Yetif I tookit in my head,
By cutting throats to get my bread,
In moft new{papers might be read,
My mighty kicks and douces.
Till to your cliffs, &c.

Lenox.

But grateful hearts we hence muft bear,

For all thofe noble Britith Fair,

Who take into their gen’rous care,
Dear pledges left behind us.

You to prote&, the pow’rful charm,
‘That fires the foul and nervesthe arm,
‘Whildt patriot zeal our bofoms warm,
Such duties ever bind us,
Till to your cliffs, &e.

Major Tactic.
We go brave lads at honour’s call,
‘To check the proud, the ruthles Gaul,

Let Britain’s thunder now appall,
And bid him think on Crefly.

George Strearier.

1l weigh for Holland, with a cheer,
And when [’ve help’d my friénd Mynheer,
P11 round forbsnny Plymouth fteer,
And kifs Poll, Sall, and Befly.
Till to your cliffs, &c.

1.
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: 18. Enfign,

Ye Wolfs and Elliots all repair,
Great Britain’s ftandard, lo! I bear;
My colours flapping in the air,

His Majefty was donor.

2d. Enfign.
And, ladies, do not think I jeft,
My courage when put to the teft,

For your dear fakes I’ll fight my bett,
I will, upon my honor.

CHORUS.

Till to your cliffs we turn our face,
Old England be a merry place ;
To pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace,
Whilit we take hence our drumming.

PINIS.

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.
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