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THE

TOWN-FOP;
O R,

Sir Timothy Tawdrey.

PROLOGUE.
5 Country Squire, who yet had never knozon
Jhe long-expeCled Joy of being in Town

;

Whofe careful Parents fcarce permitted Heir— _^i to ride from home^ ^nlefsto 'neighbourinT Fair'
At laji by happy Chance it hither led.

To purchafe Clap uuith Lofs cf ^y^ aidenhead
;

Turns wondrous gay, bedizened to Excefs

;

Till he is all Burlefque in Mode ^nd Drefs

:

Learns to talk loud in Pit, grov s wtly top.

That is to fay^ wakei mighty isoife and Show,
A 2 So



4 PROLOGUE.
So a young Poety who had never been

Dabl'mg beyond the Height of Ballading •

Whoy in his brisk Ejfays^ diirfl ne'er excel

'The luck,y Flight of rhyming Doggerel,

Sets up vjtth this fufficient Stock on Stage,

J^nd has^ perchance, the luck to pleafe the Jge^

He draws you in, like cozening Citizen
;

€ares not how bad the Ware, jf
Shop be fine.

As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more

(Tho on a dull dtfeas'd ill-favoured Whore)

Than prettier Frugal, tho on Holiday

^

When every City-Spark has leave to play^

<—Damn her, Hie muft be found, fhe is (o gay
5

.So kt the Scenes be fine, you it ne'er enqt44re

^or Senfe^ but lofty Flights in nimble Wire,

^—VVhat we prefent to Day is none of thefe,

But wecou d wip it were, for we woud pleafe^

And that you'llfwear we hardly meant to do ;

let here's no Senfe, Pox on't, but here's no Show ;

hut a plain Story, that will give a Tafle

Of what yoi^r Grandjires lov'd i'th' Age that's paft.

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfonic

MEN.
Lord Plotwe 1 1.

£ellm.rur,,Ke^hew to the Lord PUtweU^ contrafteJ t»>

Celinda.

Charles, Brother to Eeltmour,

Trierdlove, Brother to Celinda, in love with Diayjo:

Sir Timothy Tawdrey^ a FopKniehr, defign'd to raarry

Celinda,

Shan \
^*''"§^^5 °" ^^ ^"' "^if^'Oih*

Irujjy^ An old Steward to Bellmcur^s Familf*

Page, DanccrSj and Servants.

WOMEN.
The Lady Diana, Niece to the Lord PloiwelU
Celindn, Sifter to Friendlove^ contracted to Belhmur*
Phillisy Sifter to Bellmour,

Betty Flauntit, kept by Sir Timothy,
Driver^ A Baud.

Doll

Stiffs

Two Whore?,

SCENE, Covem-GarJen*

A3 ACT
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ACT I. SCENE I.

A Street,

Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham, a^d Sharp,

SkTim, ^^M^M ERE A BOUTS is the Houfe
wherein dwells the Miftrefs of

^m T-i S aS *^y ^^^''^
7

fo"^ ^'- has Money,

J;
' ^ \ f^ Boys, mind me. Money in

^^i^^^ff'^t^ abundance, or fhe were not foj:

\^^^^M me The ^ench her felf is

good-natur'd, and inclin*d to be civil : but a Pox on't——fhe has a Brother, a conceited Fellow, whom the

World miftakes for a fine Gentleman ; for he has fravell'd,

talks Languages, bows with a bonne mine^ and the reft ;

but by Fortune, he fhall entertain you with nothing hue

Word? *-
Sham, Nothing elfe !'

Sir Tim, No—He's no Country-Squire, Gentlemen,

will not game, whore ; nay, in my Confcience, you will

hardly get your felves drunk in his Company—He treats

alamode, half Wine, half Water, and the reft But

to the BufinefF, this Fellow loves his Sifter dearly, and

wnll not truft her in this leud Town, as he calls it, w^'th-

out him ; and hither he has brought her to marry me.

Sham. A Pox upon him for his Pains

Sir Tim. So fay I But my Comfort is, 1 fliall be

as weary of her, as the beft Husband of *em all. But

there's Conveniency in it ; befides, the Match being as

i^ood as made up by the old Folks in the Country, I muft

fubmit—The Wench 1 never fav/ yec, but they fay fhe's

hand*
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hanjfom— Bur no matter for that, there's Money, my
Boys,

Sh^rp, V7ell Sir, we will fo'lor; you—but as cJoJefully

asPcople do their Friends to theGrive, from whente they're

never to return, at le.^ft not the fame Subftance ^ the thin

airy Vifion of a brave good Fellow, we may fee thee heve-

af[er, but that's the mcll:.

Sir Jim, Your Pardon, Tweet ^harp, my whole De-

iign in it is to be Mafter of my felf, and with part of htz

Portion to fet up my Mifs, Betty llaunt'tt ; which, by

the way, is the main end of my marrying ; the reft you'll

have your (hares of Now I am torc'd to take you up

Suits at treble Prize?, have damn'd Wine and Meat pu;

upon us, 'caufe the Reckoning is to be book'd; But rea-

dy Money, ye Rogues I What Charms it has ! makes the

Waiters fly Boys, and the Mafter \v:th Cap in Hand
excufe what's amifs, Gentlemen— Your Worfhip fhaii

command the befl>—and the reft—How briskly the Box
and Dice dance, and the ready Money fubmitsto the !uck.y

Gamefter, and the gay Wench confu'ts with every Beauty

to make her felf agreeable to the Man with ready Mo-
ney ! In fine, dear Rogues, all things are facriflc'd to its

Power; and no Mortal conceives the Joy of Argent Con-
tent. 'T;s this powerful GoJ that makes me Cubmit to the

Devi!, Matrimony; and then thou art anui'd of a^e,,u"jy

ftout Lads of brisk Debauch. 'J
Sham. And \s it poffible you can be ;y'd up to a Wife ?

"Whilft here in London^ and free, you have the whole
World to range in, and like a wanton Heifer, eat of

every Paflurc.

Sir Tim, Why doft think I'll be conHn'd to my own
dull Enclofure ? No, I had rather ^zt^ coarfely upon the

bcundlefs Common, perhaps two or three days I may be
in love, and remain conftant, but that's the moft.

Sh^rp, And in three Weeks, fhould you wed a Cynthia^
you'd be a Monfter.

Sir Tim, What, thou meaneft a Cuckold, I warrant.
God help thee I But a Monfter is only fo from 'ns Rarity,

and a Cuckold is no fuch ftran^e thini^ in our A^e.

A 4 Enter
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or^

Enter Bellmore and Friendlove.
But who comes here ?

Bellmore ! Ah my little dear Rogue ! how doft thou ?—Ned Friendlove too ! Dear Lad, how doft thou too ?
yhy welcome to Town i'fafth, and Vm glad to fee you
both.

Fnend, Sir Timothy Tawdrcy /

Sir Tim. The fame, by fortune, dear Ned : And how,
and how Man, how go M.itrers ?

friend. Between who, Sir ?

Sir Tim, Why any Body, Man; but by Fortune, I'm
over joy'd to meet thee : But where doft think I was going ?

Friend. Is't poflible one fiiou'd divine ?

Sir Tim. Is't po(l;bIe you fhou'd nor, and meet me To
near your Sifter's Lodgings ? Faith 1 was coming to pay
my Refpeftsand Services, and the reft Thou^know'ft
my meaning The old Bufinefs of the Silver-World,
I^ed • by Fortune it's a mad Age we live in, Ned ; and
bere be fo many—wicked Rogues, about this damnM
leud Town, that 'faiih I am fain to fpeak in the vulgar
modifh Style, in my own Defence, and railly M,t;imony
^nd the reft.

Fnend, Matrimony ! — I hope you are fo fx?(fV]y re-

fin'd a Man of the Town, that you will not offer once
to think of {o dull a thing: let that alone for fuch coli

ComplexioDiS as Bellmottr here, and I, that have not at-

T3in'd ro that moft excellent faculty of Keeping yet, as

you, Sir Tnnothy^ have done miuch to your G'ory, I af-

fure you.

Sir riw. Who I, Sir? You do me much Honour

:

I miift confefs 1 do not find the fofter Sex cruel \ 1 am
received as well as another Mm of my Parts.

Fnend. Or your Mony you mean. Sir.

Sir Tnn. Why 'faith Ned^ thou art i'th' right ; I love

to buy my P'eafure ; for, by Fortune, there's as much
r'eafure in Vanity and Variety, as any Sins I know ;

What think'ft thou Ned ?

Friend. I am not of your M'nd, I love to love upon
the (quare; and that I may be fare not to be cheated witb

falfe Ware, I prefent 'em nothing but my Heart.

Sir Tim^
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Sir Tim. Yes, and have the Confolatfon oF feeing your

frugal hufwlFery Mifs in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scarf'

and Night-gown, for want of Points, and Garniture.

Friend. If fhe be clean, and pretty, anddreft in Lovcj.

1 can excufe the reft, and fo will fhe.

Sir Tim, I vow to Fortune, A"'^^, thou muft come to*

Lcndcn, o-nd be a little manag'd : 'slife Man, fhouldft

thou talk fo sloud in good Company, thou wouldft be-

counted a ftrange Fellow. Pretty ai?d dreft with

Love 3 iine Figure, by Fortune ; No, Ned^ the

painted Chariot givesaLuftre to every ordinary Face, and

makes a Woman look like Quality ; Ay, fo Hke, by For-

tune, that you (liall not know one from t'other, till fome
fcandalous, out-of favour'd laid-afide Fellow ofthe Town,
cry. .Damn her for a Bitch—-how fcornfuiiy the-

Whore regards me She has forgot fince Jach .

fuch a one, and I, club'ci lor the keeping of her, when-
both our Stocks well managed wou'd not amount to above

feven Shillings fix Pence a week ; befides now and then

a Treat of a Breaft of Mutton from the next Cook's =.
-

Then the other laughs, and crys—Aj', rot her—and tells-

his Story too, and concludes with, Who manages the

Jilt now ? Why faith fome difmal Coxcomb or other,

you may be fure, replies the firft. But Ned, thefe are

Rogues, and R^ifcals, that value no Man's Reputation,

becaufe they de^pife rhea* own. But faith, 1 have laid-

afide all ihefe Vanities, now 1 have thought of Mani-
mony ; ^^'^ ^ defiie my Preformation may be a Secret^

becaufe, as you knov;, for a Man of my Addrcl^, and the

refl——— 'tis not altogether fo Jantee,

Friend. Sir, 1 aflure you, it fljall be fo great a Se^er

for me, that I v/ill never ask you who the happy Woman
is, that's chofen for this great Work of your Converliono

Sir Tim, Ask me No, you need no^j, be^auJe

you know already.

Friend, Who 1 ? I protei^, Sir Timoihy-
' Sir Tim, No Swearing, dear Ned^ foi-'iis fuch a Secref,,

btitl will truft my Intimates: thefe are my Fi'iends, Ned;
pray know them——Thrs Mr. Sham, and this

biy'Formnej a very honeft Fellow (^Boius to Vw?.) Mr..

A^5- - ikars^
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Sharpy and may be trufted with a Bus'nefs that concerns

you as well as me.

Friend, Me! Whatdo you menn, SkTimoth'^}

Sir Ti?w. '^^by Sir, you know wha: 1 mean.

Friend, Not I, Sir.

Sir Tim, What, not that I am to marry your Sifter

Cehnda .?

Iriend. Not at all.

Bel, O this infufferable Sot ! ^
lAfids.

Triend. My Sifter, Sir, is very nice.

Sir Tim, That's all one, Sir, the old People have ad-

jufted the matter, and they are the mcft proper for a

Negotiation of that kind, which faves us the trouble of

a tedious Courtihip.

Iriend. That the old People have agreed the matter, is

more than 1 know.

Sir Tim, Why Lord Sir, will you perfuade me to tnat ?

Bon't you know that your Father (according to the Me-

thod in lucb Cafes, b^ing certain of my Eftate) came to

me thus Sir Tz-motlrj Tazvdrey,——you are a young

Gentleman, and a Knight, 1 knew your Father well, and

sny ri-ht worOjipful Neii^hbour, our Eftates lie together

;

thei-efire Sir, 1 have a ''defire to have a near Relation

^::^h you- At which, I interrupted him, and cry'd—

Oh Lord Sir, 1 vow to Foriune, you do me the greateft

Honour, Sir, r.nd the reft
^ • ^ r ^ .

JBel, I can endure no more ; ne marry fair Cehnda /
^

Friend, Prithee let him alone. [ZJid^,

Sir Tm. To which he anfwered—-I have a good for-

tune have but my Son Ked, and this Girl, cali'd

Celinda, whcm I will make a Fortune, futable to yours
5

your honourable Mother, the Lady Jawdrey, and I,

iav° as nood as concluded the Match already. To which

1 r.vno, tho 1 fay it, am well enough bred for a Knight)

anfwered her the Civility thus—1 vow to Fortune, Sir—

I did not fwear, but cry'd 1 pi'oteft, Sir, Ceimda,

^eferves —no, no, I lye aga'n, 'twas merits

Ay, Celinda -merits a much better Husband rhan I.

hwid. You rpeskraore Truth than you are aware of.

• -
* " "'

lAfide,

Well,
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Well, Sir, I'll bring you to my Sifter ; and if (he likes

you, as well as my Father does, (lie's yours ; othervvife,

i have Co much Tendernefs for her, as to leave her Choice

free.

Sir Tir/7» Oh S.'r, you compliment. Ahns^ Enirons,

[Exeunt*

SCENE II. A Chamber.

Enter Celinc^a, and Nurfe.

Cf/. I wonder my Brother flays fo long : fure ^fr.

'Bellmcur is not yet arrlv'd, yet he lent us word he would
be here xo day. Lord, how inipatient 1 grow !

Nur, Ay, lb methinks \ if 1 had the hopes of enjoy-

ing fo fweet a Gentleman as Mr. BeUrnctir^ 1 fi-.ou'd be fb

too Bur lam paft it -Well, 1 have had my Pant-

ing?, r.nd Heivings, my Impatience, and Qiialrn??, my
Heai'^, and my Colds, and my I know nor what—Bull
thank my Stars, 1 h^ive done with all thofe fooleries.

Cei, foolerie? !

Is there any thing ir this Life but Love ?

Wou'cft thou praife Heaven for thy Being,

Without that gr.^telul part of it?

For I confefs I love.

isur^ You need not, your Sighs, and daily (nay, and
nightly too) Diforders, plainly enou-^.h betray the Truth.

Cd, Thou fpeak'll: as if it were a Sin :

But if it be fo, you your felf help'd to make me wicked.

For e'er I law Mr. Beilmoxr, you fpoke the kindeft things

ofhini,

As would have mov'd the dulleft Maid to love ;

And e'er I faw him, 1 was quite undone.

Jslitr. Quite undone ! Now God forbid, 5 what for

loving ?

You faid but now there was no Life vpithout it,

CeL But fince my Brother cajne [rom Italy

^

And brought young Eellmour to our Houfe,

How very little thou hadft faid of him !

How much above thy Praife, I found the Youth!

Nur.
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Nur. Very pretry ! You are grown a notable ?rofi-

clent in Love And you are refolv'd (if he pleafe) to
marry him ?

Ct!, Or 1 muft die.

Nur. Ay, but you know the Lovd Plotwell has the Pof-

feffion of all his Eftate, and if he marry without his lik-

ing, has Power to take away all his Fortune, and then I

think it were not fo good marrying him.

Cel. Not marrying him ! Oh^ canft thou think To

poorly of me ?

Yes, I would marry him, the our fcanty Fortune

Cou'd only purchafe us

A lonely Cottage, in fome (ilent Place,

All cover'd o'er with Thatch,

Defended from the Outrages of Storms
By leaflefs Trees, in Winter; and from Hear,

With Shades, which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew^;
Under whofe Covert we'd feed cur gentle Eock,
That [hou'd in gratitude repay us food^
And mean and humble Clothing,

Nar, Very fine !

CeL There we wou'd praftife fuch degrees of Loye,
Such lading, innocent, unheard of Joys,

As all the bufy World fhould wonder at,

And, amJdli all their Glories, find none fuch.

Nar, Good lack ! how prettily Love teaches his Scbo-

li^rs to prattle.— But hear ye, fair Mrs. Celinda^ you
have" forgot to what end and purpofe you came to Town

j

pot to marry Mr.. Bellmour, as I take it—but Sir Timothy
Tazi'drey^ that Spark of Men.

Cel. Oh name him not—Let me not in one Moment
Defcend from Heaven to Hell

Bow came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ?

JSiur. Faith, Miftrefs, I took pity of thee, Ifawyoufo
elevated with Thoughts of Mr. Beilmour^ 1 found it na-

cefTary to t^ke you down a degree lower.

Cel, Why did not Heaven make all Men like to B^//-

mour ?

So ftrangely fweet and charming

!

M/4r. Marry come up, you fpeak for your felf

;

Oh



Sir Timothy Tawd rey. %^
Oh intolerable loving Creature !

Bui here comes the uimoft. of your Widies.

Cel, My Brother^ and Bellmour ! with ftrange Men !

Enter Friendlove, Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, and
Sharp.

Iriend. Sifter, I've brought you here a Lover, this is

the worthy Perfon you have heard of, Sir Timothy Taw-
drey.

Sir Tim, Yes, faith Madam, I am Sir Ttmothy Tawdrey^
at your Service—Pray are not you Mrs. Celinda Drejfwelli

Cel. The fame, but cannot return your Compl/'menr.

Sir Tim. Oh Lord, oh Lord, not return a Compliment,
faith, AW, thy Sifter's quite fpoil'd, for want of Town-
Education ; *tis pity, for file's devilifh pretty.

Friends She's raodeft. Sir, before Company
; therefore

thefe Gentlemen and 1 will withdraw into the next Room.
Cel, Inhuman Brother ! Vf ill you leave me alone with

this Sot ?

Friend. Yes, and if you would be rid of the trouble of
him, be not coy, nor witty ; two things he hates,

Bel. 'Sdeath ! Muft fhe be blown upon by that Fool?
Inend. Patience, dear Frank, a little while.

lExeunf Friend. Bell. Shim and Sharp.

[5/> Timothy U'4/^j ah^ut the Room^ expelling

vjhen Celinda f:ould [peak.

Gel. Oh dear Nurfe, what fliall I do?
N«r. I that ever help'd you at a dead Lift, will not

fail you now.
Sir Tjjn. What a Poy, not a Word ?

Cel. Sure this Fellow believes I'll begin.

Sir Jim Not yer fure flie has fpoke her laft

Nur. The Gentleman's good-natur'd, and has took
p!;y en you, and will not trouble you, I think.

Sir Tim. Hey day, here's Wooing indeed -

Will fhe never begin trow ?—This fome would call an
excellent Quality in her Sex But a pox on't, I do not
like it Well, 1 fee 1 muft break Silence at laft—

,

^
Madam. not anfwer me. 'fha-.v, this is mere ill

breeding. by Fortune it can be nothing elfe

O' my Confcience, if 1 fhould kifs her, fhe would bid

jm ftand off I'll try. . x^ur.
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i^Mf. Hold, Sir, you miftake your Mark,

.
Sir Tim. So 1 fhould, if I were to look in thy mouldy

Chaps, good'Matron .^ Can your Ladyfpeak?

IJur, Try, Sir.

Sir Trm. 'Which way ?

Kur. ^Miy fpeak to her Evfl:.

S:r 7i?n. I never knew a Woman want. a Cue for that ;

but all that I have mei with were ftill before-hand wich

me in tittle tattle.

Nur, Likely thofe vou have met with may, but this is

no fuch Creature, Sir.

Sh'Tiw, I muft confefs, I am unus'd to this kind of

Dialogue ; and I am an Afs, if 1 know what to fay to

fuch a Creature.

. But come, will ycu anfwer me one Qiieilion ?

Cel. If I c;.n, Sir.
,

Sir Tim. Bu: firft I Qiould ask you if yon can fpeaK;

for that's a Qu^ftion too.

Cel. And if I cannot, h^w will you be anfwer'd ?

Sir Tim, Faith, that's ligl^t -, why then you muft do't

by figns.

Ci^i. But grant I can fpesk, what iA you'll ask me?

Sir Trr??. Can you love ?

Csl. Oh yes, 'sir, many thines; I love ray Meat, I

love abundance of Adorers, I Icvt^ choice of new Clothes,

newPlavs; and, like a right Woman, I love to have my

W:!].

Sir Tim. Spoke like a well-bred Perfon, by Fortune I

I fee there's hopes of thee, Celinda\ thou wih in time

learn to make a very fafhionsble Wife, having fo much

Beauty too. I fee Attrafts, Allurements, wanton Eyes,

the langui(liing turn of the Head, and all that invites to

Temptation.

Cel. Would that pleafe you in a Wife ?

Sir Tm. Pleafe me 1 Why, Madam, what do you take

me to be? a Sot ?- a Fool ? or a dull Italian of

the Humour of your Brother ? No, no, I can affure

you, fhe that m.arries me, Ihall have Franchife But

iDy pretty Mifs, you muft learn to talk a^litile more——

.

CeU 1 have not Wit, and Senfe cnougb, for that.
^ -- Sirl/w.
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Sit Tim, Wit! Oh la, Ola, Wit! as if there were

any Wit required in a Woman when (lie talks ; no, na

matter for Wit, or Senfe : talk but Icud, and a great

deal to fhevv your whire Teeth, and rmiie, and be very

confident, and 'tis enough Lord, what a Sight 'tis to

fee a pretty Woman ftand ri^^ht up an end in ti^e middle

of a Room, playing with her Fan, for want of fome-

thinsz'to keep her in Countenance. No, fhe ihat is mine,

1 will teach to enteit?.in at another rare.

Nur. How, Sir r Why, what do you take my young

Miftrefs to be?

Sir Ti??2. A Woman and^ a fine one, znd fo fine

as file ought to permit her felf to be (een, and beador'd.

I^'ur, Out upon you, would you expofe your Wife?

by my troth, and I were (he, 1 know wiiat I wou'd do

—

'

Sir Ttfn. Thou do what thou wouldft have done

fixty Years ago, thou meaneft.

Nur, Marry come up, for a ftinking Knight -, worfe

than I have gone down with you, e'er now= Sixty

Years aao, quoth ye As old as 1 am i live with-

out Surgeons, w^.ir my own HaT, am not in Debt to my
Taylor,^ as thou arr, and art fain to kifs his Wife, to per-

fuade her Husband to be merciiul to thee who wakes

thee every Morning with his Clamour and long Bills, at

thy Ch.imber-door.

Slv Tt?7!, Prithee Jiood Matron, Peace; I'll compound

with thee.

Nur. 'Tis more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors,

who, poor Souls, defpair of a Groat in the Pound for ail

thou'ow'ft them, for Points, Lace, and Garniture—

—

for all, in fine, that makes thee a complete Fop.

SkTiw. Hold, hold thy eternal Ciack.

Nur. And Vv'hen none would trufl thee farther, give

Judgments for twice the Money thou borrowefl, and

fwear thy felf at Age ; and laftly—to patch up your bro-

ken Fortune, you wou'd fain marry my Aveet Miftrefs

Celinda here But, Faith, Sir, you're miflaken, her

Fortune (hall not go to the Maintenance ofyour M'ffesj

which bein^T once fure of, fhe, poor Soul, is fent down

to ifae Country- houfe, to learn Houfewifery, and live
~ ~ " '

- - without
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without Mankind, unlefs fhe can ferve her felf with the

handfom Steward, or fo, whilft you tear it away in

Town, and live like Man and Wife with your Jilt, and

are every Day feen in the Glafs Coach, whilft your own
natural Lady is hardly worth the Hire of a Hack.

Sir Tim. Why thou damnable confounded Torment,
wilt thou never ceafe ?

Nur. No, not till you rai(e your Siege, and be gone
;

go march to your Lady of Love, and Debauch go—

>

You get no Celinda here.

Sir TitK, The Devil's in her Tongue.

Cf/. Good gentle Nurfe, have Mercy upon the poor

Knight.

l^ur. No more, Miftfefs, than he'll have on you, if

Heaven had fo abandon'd you, to put you into his Powss:.

«—Mercy—quoth ye—no—, no more than his Miftrefs

will have, when all his Money's gone.

Sir Tim, Will fhe never end ?

CeL PritKee forbear.

"Nur, No more than the Uuirer would, to whom he

has mortgag'd the beft part of his Eftate, would forbear

a Day after the promis'd Payment of the Money. For-

bear !

Sir Tim, Not yet end ! Can 1, Madam, give you a

greater Proof of my Paflion for you, than to endure this

far your fake ?

Nur, This -thou art fo forry a Creature, thou_

wilt endure any thing for the lucre of her Fortune ; 'cis

that thou haft a P^ffion for : not that thou cireft for Mo-
ney, but to facrifice to thy Leu:^ne{s, to purchafe a Mif-

trefs, to purchafe the Reputation of as errant a Fool as.

ever arriv'd at the Honour of keeping ; to purchafe a

little Grandeur, as you call it; that is, to make every

one look at ihee, and confider. what a Fool thou arr,.

who e'lfe mi^ht pafs unregarded amongft the common
Croud.

Sir Tim, The Devil's in her Tongue, and fo 'tis in moft

Womens of her Age; for whea.it has quitted the Tail,

it repairs to her upper Tire*
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Kur. Do not perfuade me, Madam, lam refolv'd to

make him weary of his Wooing.
Sir lim. So God be prais'd the Storm is laid And

now Mrs. Celinday give me leave 10 ask you, if it be

with your leave, this Affront is put on a Man of my
Qualify ?

Nur, Thy Quality-
Sir Tim, Yes; 1 am a Gentleman, snd a Knight,

Kur, Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill-favour 'd Countenance
is it ?

Sir T/w. You are beholden to Don Giuixct for that,

and 'tis (o many Ages fince thou couldft fee to read,

I wonder thou haft not forgot all that ever belongs to

JBooks.

Nur* My Eye-fi«ht is good enough to fee thee fn all

thy Colours, thou Knight of the burning Peftle thou.

Sir Tirn» Agen, that was out of a Play—Hark ye. Witch

of Endor,- hold your prating Tongue, or 1 fhall mod
well-favour'dly cudgel ye.

Nur, As your Friend the Hoftefs has it in a Play too,

I take it, Ends which you pick up behind the Scenes,^

when you go to be iaught at even by the Player- Women.
Sir T/'w. Wilt thou have done ? By Fortune, V\l ea-

du e no more
N^r. Murder, Murder !

Cel. Hold, hold.

£?z;er Fricndlove, Beilmour, Sham, ^w^ Sharp.

Iriend. Read here the worfl: of News that can arrive,

[Gives Bellm. a Utter,

What's the matter here ? Why how now,

Sir Timothy^ what, up in Arms with the Women?
Sir Jim, Oh Ned^ I'm glad thou'rt come—never wa»

Tom Dove baited as I have been.

Friend. By whom? my Sifter?

Sir Tim. No, no, that old Maftiff there the young

Whelp came not on, thanks be prais'd.

Bsl. How, her Father here to morrow, and here he

fays, that fhall be the laft Moment, he will defer the

Marriage of Celinda to this Sot .Oh God, I fhall

grow mad, and fo undo *em dl I'll kill the Villaiaat

the.
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the Altar—By my lofl: hopes I wi!!—And vet there P
fome lefr^Couid I but—fpeak to her— I muH: relv on
BreffTveU's Fri'endfliip—Oh God, to morrow—Can I en-
dure that thought ?—Ca,R^l.^dm-e Jo fee the Tray tor there,
who mud to morrow irob me of my Heaven ?—I'll own
my Flame—and boldly tell this Fop, fhe muft be mine

Friend. I affure you, Sir Timotfn', 1 am forry, and
will chaftife her.

' ^'
Sir Ti?:-2. A)\ Sir, I that am a Knight—a Man 6f Parts

and Wit, and one that is to be your Brother, and dt-
iign'd to be the Glory of m.arrying Celmda.
BeL I can endure no more—How Sir—You marry fair

Celinda /

Sir Tim, Ay, -prajik, ay—is flie not a pretty little plump
white Rogue, hah ?

BeU Yes.

Sir Tim, Oh, I had forgot thou art a modeft Rogue,
and to thy eternal Shame, hadft never the Reputation of a
Miftrefs—Lord, Lord, that I could fee thee adc'refs thy
felf to a Lady—I fancy thee a very ridiculous Figure in
that PoRure, by For;une.

Bel. Why, Sir, I can court a Lady——

•

Sir Tim. No, no, thou'rt modeiV^ that is to fay, a
Country Gentleman; that is to fay, ill-bred; that is to
fay, a Fool, by Fortune, as the World goes.

Bel. Neither, Sir-^—-I can love and tell it too—
and that you may beiievs me look on this Lady, Sir.

Sir Tim. Look on this Lady, Sir—^Ha, ha, ha, -

Well, Sir—Well, Sir—And what then ?

Bel. Nay, view her well. Sir

Sir Tifn. Bleafant this Well Frank, I do- ^ And
what then ?

Bel, Is file not charming fair— fair to a wonder

!

Sir Tim. Well Sir, 'tis granted- ,

Bel. And canfl: thou think this Beauty meant for thee,

for thee, dull common Man ?

Sir Ti772. Very well, what will he fay next ?

Bel. I fay, let me no more fee thee approach this

Lady.

Sir Tim, How Sir, how ?

BeL
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Be/. Not fpeak to her, not lcx)k on her by Hea-

ven not ihinkjDf her.-

Sir Tim. How Iran^, art in earned.

Bel. Try, if thou dar'ft.

Sir Tim. Not think of her !«

Bel. No, not fo much as in a Dreant), could I divine it.

Sir Tim. Is he in earneft, Mr. Triendlove ?

Triend. I doubt fo, Sir Timothy,

Sir Tim. What, does he then pretend to your Sifter ?

Bel, Yes, and no Man elfe (hall dare do fo.

Sir Tim. Take notice I am affronted in your Lodg-

ings for you Bellmour You take mt for an Afs-—

therefore meet me tomorrow Morning about five, with

your Sword in your Hand, behind Southampton Houfe.
^ Exit,

Bel. 'Tis well ther« V5e will difpute our Title to

Celinda,

Dull Animal ! The Gods cou'd m\r decree

So bright a Maid fiond be pojfefi by thee, [Exeunt.

A C T II. S C E N E I.

J Palace.

Enter Nurfe with 4 Light,

Nur. T 7^ 7 E L L, 'tis an endlefs trouble to have the

VV Tuition of a Maid in love, here is fuch

WiQiing and LonPing. And yet one muft force thena

to what they moftdefire, before they will admit ot it-—

Here am I fent out a Scout of the Forlorn Hope, to dii-

cover the Approach df the Enemy
-^^^-T-"^^''

Bellmour, you are not to know, 'tis wich the Conlent or

Ceimda, that you come 1 muft bear all the blame,

what Mifchief foever comes of thefe Ns^ht-Works.

Enter
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Enter Bellmour.
Oh are you come -Your Hour was Twelve, and now
'tis almoft Two.

Bell I could not get from Vriendhve -Thou haft
not told Cdinda of my coming ?

Nur, Noj no, e'en make Peace for me, and your
fdf too.

BelL I warrant thee Nurfe Oh how I hope and fear
thfs Night's Succefs I [Exeunt.

SCENE, A Cha?nher.

Celinda in her Night- Attire^ leaning on a Tahte,

Enter to her Bellmour and Nurfe,
Cel. Oh Heavens ! Mr. Bellmour at this late Hour ia

my Chamber !

Bell, Yes, Madam; but ^'111 approach no nearenill yois
permit me

;

And fure you know my Soul too well to fear.

Cel. I do Sir, and you may approach yet nearer.
And let me know your Bufinefs.

Bell, Love is my bus'nefs, that of all the World
;

Only my Flame as much furmountsthe reft-.

As is the Objeft of Beauty I adore,

Cel, If this be all, to tell me of your Love,
To morrow might have done as weP.

BelL Oh no, to morrow would have been toolate^
Too late to make returns to all my Pain.

What difagreeing thing offends your Eyes ?

I've no Deformity about my Perfon
;

I'm young, and have a Fortune great as aity '

That do pretend to ferve you
j

And yet I find my Intereft in your Heart,
Below thofe happy ones that are my Rivals.

Kay, every Fool that can but plead bis Title,

And the poor Intereft that a Parent gives him.
Can merit more than I.

—What elfe, my lovely Maid, can give a freedoi»
To that fame talking, idle, knighted fop .^
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Cel, Oh, if I am fo wretched to be his,

Surety 1 cannot live

;

For, Sir, I muft confefs 1 cannot love him.

Bell, But thou may'ft do as bad, and marry him,

And that's a Sin I cannot over-live
5

——No, hear my Vows
Cel. But are you, Sir, in earneft ?

Bell. In earneft ? Ye?, by all that's good I am
;

1 love you more than 1 do Life, or Heaven !

CeU Oh what a pleafure 'tis to hear him fay fo ! \^AJidi»— But pray, how long Sir, have you lov'd me fo?

BetL From the fiift moment that 1 faw your Eyes,

Your charming killing Eyes, 1 did adore 'em

;

And ever fince have languifht Day and Night.

Nnr, Come, come, ne'er ftand asking of Queftions,

But follow your Inclinations, and take him at his Word,
Bell, Celinda, take her Counfel,

Perhaps this is the laft opportunity
;

Nay, and by Heaven the laft ot all my Life,

If you refufe me now
Say, will you never marry Man but me ?

Cel. Pray give me till to morrow, Sir, to anfwer you;
For I have yet fome Fears about my Soul,

That take away my Reft.

Bell. To morrow! You muft then marry^ Oh fatal

Word ! Another ! a Beaft, a Fool, that knows not how
to value you.

Cel, Is't poftible my Fate (hou'd be fo near ?

Nur, Nay then difpofe of yoiu felf^ 1 fay, and leave

diftembling ; 'tis high time.

Bell, This Night the Letter came, the dreadful News
Of thy being married, and to morrow too.

Oh anfwer me, or 1 fhall die v.'ih Fear.

Cel. I muft confefs it, Sir, V thout a blufh,

(For 'tis no Sin to love) that I cou'd wifh

Heaven and my Father were in .lin'd my way ;

But 1 am all Obedience to their Wilist

r Bell, That Sigh was kind.

Bill e'er to morrow this time^

Yoii'll
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You'll want this pitying Senfe, and ^qq\ no Pantings^

Eut thofe which Joys and Pleafures do create.

Cel* A'as Sir ! what is't vou'd have me do ?

Bell, Why— I wou'd hnve you love, and after that

You need not be inftruded what to do.

Give me your Faith, give me your fbkmn Vow
To be my Wife, and I fhall be at Peace.

CeL Have you confider'd, Sir, your own Condition ?

'Tis in your Uncle's Pow^r to take your fortune.

If in your Choice you difobey his Wiil.

»—And Sir, you know that mine is much below you.

Bell, Oh, 1 fliall calm his Rage,

By urgin: fo much Reafon as thy Be.iuty,

And my own Flame, on which my Life depends.

He now has kindly fent for me lo London,

I fear his Bus'nefs—

—

Yet if you'll yield to marry me,

We*il keep it fecret, till our kinder Stars

Have made provifion for the bleft Difcovery.

Come, give me your Vows, or we muft part for €ver.

Cel, Part ! Oh 'tis a fatal Word !

I will do any thing to fave that Life,

To which my own fo nearly is ally'd.

Enter Friendlove.

Ir'tend, So forward Sifter!

Bell. Ha, Triend'ove /

Friend. Was it fo kindly done, to gain my Sifter

Without my knowledge ?

Bell. Ah Friend ! 'Twas from her felf alone

That I wou'd take the Blefling which I ask.

Trknd. And I'll allft her, Sir, to give it yt)U.

Here, take him as an Honour, and be thankful.

Bell. I as a Bleffing fent from Heaven receive her.

And e'er 1 fleep will )uftify my Claim,

And make her mine.

Friend. Be not fo hafty, Friend :

Endeavour firft ro reconcile your Uncle to't.

Bell. Byfuch Delays we're loft : Haft thou forgot ?

To morrow fhe's defign'd another's Bride !

Friend, For ihat let me alone t' evade.
BelU
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'Bell. Ifyou muft yet deliy me.

Give me leave not tointereft'fuch Vealthwfthour Securitv.
Afid Ij Cel'mda^ w'li inftrud you how to fatisfy mv Fear'sJ

[/C»^^/5, «^^,^ tak^s her by the Hand,
Bear vvitnefs to my Vov/s .

May every Plague that Heaven inflids on Sfn,

Fa!) down in Thunder on my Head,
If e'er I marry any but Cel'wda,

Or if I do not marry thee, fair Maid.

Kur, Heartily fworn, as I vow.
Cd, And here 1 wifh as folemnly the fame :

May all arrive to me,
If e'er I marry any Man but Bellmour !

Nur. We are Witneffes, as good as a thoufand.
Friend. But now, my Friend, I'd have you take your

leave
; the day comes on apace, and you've not feen your

Uncle fince your Arrival.

Bell. 'Tis Death to part with thee, my fair Celinda ;
But our hard Fates impo.fe this Separation :

•— Farewel—Remember thou'rt all mine.
Cel. What have 1 elfe ofJoy to think upon? m— Go—go—depart.

Bell, I will but 'tis asMifers part with Gold,
Or People full of Health depart from Life.

Friend. Go, Sifter, to your Bed, and dream of him.

[Ex.Ctl. andNu:fQ,
Bell, Whilft I prepare to meet this Fop to fight him.
Friend, Hang him, he'll ne'er meet thee; to beat a

Watch, or kick a Drawer, or batter Windows, is the
-higheft pitch of Valour he e'er arriv'd to.

Bell, However TJl exped him, left he be fool-hardy
enough to keep his Word.

Friend, Shall I wait on thee ?

Bell. No, no, there's no need of that Good-mor-
row, my beft Friend.

Friend, But e'er you go, my deareft Friend and Brother,
Now you are fure of all the Joys you wifli

Prom Heaven, do not forgetful grow of that great Truft
I gave you of all mine; but, hke a Friend,
Aflift me in noy great Concern of Love

With
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With fair 'Diana^ your lovely Coufin.

You know how long 1 have ador'd that Maid

;

But ftill her haughty Pride repell'd my Flamej

And all its fierce Efforts.

BelU She has a Spirit equal to her Beauty,

As mighty and tyrannick •, yet fhe has Goodnefs,

And 1 believe enough inclin'd to Love,

When once her Pride's o'ercome. 1 have the Honour
To be the Confident of all her Thougiits:

And to augment thy Hopes, 'tis not long (ince

She did with Sighs confefs to me, (lie lov'd

A Man, Oie faid^ fcarce equal to her Fortune ;

But all my Intereft could not learn the Ob^eft
j

But it muft needs be you, by what fhe faid. .

This I'll improve, and fo to your Advantage

—

Friend, 1 nither doubt thy Induftry, nor Love •

Go, and be careful of my Intereft there,

Wbilft 1 preferve thine as intirely here. lEx^feveraliy,

SCENE II.

Enter Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp,

Sharp, Good morrow, Sir Timothy •, what not yet rea-

dy, and to meet Mr. Bellmour at Five? the time's paft.

Sir T/m. —Ay Pox on't— 1 han't flept to Night for

thinking on't.

Sham. Well, Sk Timothy^ 1 have mcft excellent News
for you, that will do as v/ell ; 1 have found out

Sir Tim* A new Wench, I warrant But prithee.

Sham, 1 have other matters in hand ; 'Shear t, 1 am fo

xnortify'd with this fame thought of Fighting, that 1 ftiall

hardly think of Womankind again.

Sharp. And you were fo forward, Sir Timothy

Sir Tjm. Ay Sharp, I am always fo when 1 am angry
;

had I been but a little more provok'd then, that we might

have gone to't when the heat was brisk, I had done well

—but a Pox on't, this fighting in cool Blood I hate.

Sham. 'Shdw, Sir, 'tis nothing, a Man wou'd do't fov

Ixerclfe in. a Morning.
Sir Tim,
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Sir Tim» Ay, if there were no more in't than Exercife

;

if a Man cou'd take a Breathing without breathing a Vein
—but Sham^ this Wounds, andBiood, founds terrrbiy in

D3y Ears ; but fince thou fay 'A *tis nothing, prithee do
thou meet Bellmour in my ftead ; thou art a poor Dog,
5nd 'tis no matter if the >3^orld werewelUid of thee.

Sham, 1 wou'd do't with all my Soul but youc
Honour, Sir

Sir Tim,—My Honour ! Ms but Cuftom that makes k
honourable to fight Duels . ..I warrant jx)u the wife
Italian thinks himfelf a Man of Honour ^ and yet when
did you hear of an Italian, that ever fought a Duel? Is*t

not enoughj that 1 am affronted, have my Miftrefs taken
away before my Face, hear my felf call'd, dull, common
Man, dull Animal, and the reft? But I muft after all

give him leave to kill me too, if he can And this ig

your damnM Honourable Englifh way of (hewing a Man*$
Courage.

Sha^n, I muft confefs I am of your mind, and there-

fore have been ftudying a Revenge, futab'e to the Af-
front ; and if I can judg any thing, 1 have hit if.

Sir Tim, Haft thou ? dear Sham^ out with it.

Sham, Why Sir—what think you of debauching his

Sifter? ^
-

Sir Titn. Why, is there fuch a thing in Nature ?

Sham, You know he has a Sifter, Sir.

Sir Tint, Yes, rich, and fair.

Sha7n, Both, or (he were not worthy of your Revenge,
Sir Tim. Ob, how I love Revenge, that has a double

Pleafure in it and where———is this fine piece of
Temptation ?

Sham, In being, Sir but 5^4//' here, and I, have
been at fome coft in finding her out.

Sir Tim, Ye (hall be overpaid—there's Gold, my little

Maquere but fhe's very handfom ?

Sharp, As a Goddefs, Sir.

Sir Ttm, And art thou fure (he will be lend ?

Sharp, Are we fure (he's a Woman, Sir? Sure

Ihe's in her Teens, has Pride and Vanity .and two
or three Sins moie that I cou'd name, aU which never

Vol. III. B fail
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fail to afiiftla Woman hv Debauchefy-^l^iit Sir, tbere are

certain People- that belong io her^ •rha,trt?u(l be cortfider'd

too, /-uUL^'.^/ .:i- :

Sir Ti}?7, Stay Sir, e'er I part with" more Mx)ney, I'll

be certain what returns 'twill make me—rhat is, I'll fee

the Wench, not "to fnform my felf, how well liike her,

for 'that r ftra^ do; becnufe fhe is new, 3nd BellmoNr^s^

Siller, but to find whdt. pofi^bihty there is in gain-

ing her.—^1 amus'd to fhefe things, arirf tan on?fs fronr a

Lbok, or a KiTs', or a Touch of the H.irid
.
but then I;

V/-at*rarit^-'twfl! come fo the knowled ^e of g^'rry 'Fhuntit,

Sham, What, Sir, then itfeems you doubt us?
Sir T'lrn, Hew do you. menn, your Honefty or Judg-

rricm? lean aflure you, I doub. both.

'Sharp, How 6ir, doubt Our Honefty !

SfV T/w, Yes*——.why i hope neither of you pre-

tend to either, do you ?

Sham. Why, Sir, what do you take us for Cheats ?

5ir Tim. As errant, aj atiy'sin Chriftendom.

Sharp. How, Sir ?

Sir Tim. Why how now -what fly in my Tace ?

Are your Stomachs fo queafy, that Cheat won't down
with you ?

Sham^ Why Sir -we are Genileraen ; and -ho our

ill Fortune have thrown us on your Bounty, we arenot

to be term'd

Sir T/';?2_. Why, you pair of He'dors whence this

Impudence ?-^-^—Do ye know me, ye RaggamufFins ?

Sham. Yes, but we knew'not thatyoU Were a Coward

before. Ycu talkt big, and huft'where-e'er you came,

like an errant Bully ; and fo iong we revercnc'd you

but how we find, you have need of pur:-<Jpurage^ y^'^'^^
i

(land on our Rej:utaii6n5.' ' ,"!"'. 1-',' '
<•_''. r^:r<d

SirTi>7. Courage and Reputation !—-^ha', Ha, 'Mia

—

why, ye loufy TacterdemallionE--—^^dare ye talk of Cou-

rage and Reputaiion.J..
^^ .,, - . ,^,, -.-r- '

sharp. Why, Sfr, . who (C^'aYss qu'eflion 'eu.her ./
'

' * '

.

;

Six Tim, He that dares try it. [iCz*f^i V?».

Sharp, Hold, Sir, hold.

5.^^;??. Enough, enough, we are fatisfy'd,'

*, Sir Tim»
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^xxTim, So am not I, ye mangy MungreJs, till I hav»

Kickr Courage and Repur.uion cut of ye.
5^^^ Hold there S:r, 'tis enough, 'we are ratisfyM,

that you have Courage. •' '

Sir I;;;, Oh, arepu fo ? then it feemsl was not to bebeliev d—I told you I had Courage when I was an^^rv
Sham. AyS:r we haveprov'd it, and will now fweaVic.

• isut we had an Inchn.ition to try Sir.

h^\
^''''' ^""^ "'^ ^'''" '^''^' ""''' ^"^''''^

''y "^y Courage,

Sh^rp. On our Honours, nothino ^\f,^ siv T:woth.
Sir Tim Tho I know ye to be curfed cowar Iv \L^

Rogues, yetbecaufeinaveufeofye,
1 muft for^Jye!

Here, kifs my Hand, and be forgiven. .

^

Shj»2. 'Tis an Honour we are proud of Sir*

rnf W ^^ '^''/^' R^fcalians ? then I bope I ai«to fee the Lady wuhouc Indentures.
^ F a arn

Sharp, Oh Lord, S r, any thine; we can ferve you m
'

Sham, ^n<il have brib'd' her Ma,d to hnnoC^l
Morning inro the A//2.7.

o ."w »ji>

Sir r/;«. Well, let's about it then ; for I am for nc,fighting to day -D'ye hear Boy Let the ConrK K
got ready whilft I oet my felf dreft

''^ ^^

h.f'^' '^>^'^''u\^'''- ^^y you know Mr. ^^^,,,^has pawn d the Horfes.
^rjarter

Sir Tim, I had forgot it .A pox on 'r, this 'tis ^have a Partners a Coach, by Fortune, l\,^ZZ
and fet up a whole one. . r^ J

{Exit,

S C EN E IIL

-F«/^r Charles Bellmour, and Truftyr.

C*4r. I'm glad on't
; myQiicle began to be impaden.

.hat h. came not, you faying you left him b« a dav"!Journey behmd you yeflerday. M, Onde has fomethiLoftrnportancetofay ,o him. Ifticyu may beXut !
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Trufty. Ay marry Sir, that were a Match indeed, fhe

feeing yocr Uncle's only Heir.

Char, Ay, but they are Sifters Children, and too near

a-kin to be happy.

Trujly. 'Twere pity my young Matter ftiou'dbe unhap-

py in a Wife ; for he \$ the fweeteft-natur'd Gentleman —
But one Comfort is, Mr. Charles, you, and your Sifter

Mrs. Phillisy will hav€ your Portions aflign'd you if he

marry.

Char, Yes, that he can't deny us the very Day after

his Marriage.

Trujly, I fhall be glad to fee you all difposM of well

;

but 1 was hair afraid, your Brother would have married

Mrs. Celiada Friendlo-ve, to whom he made notable Love

in Tork^(l)'tre I thought : not but fhe's ^ fine Lady ; but

her Fortune is below that of my young Matter's, as much

as my Lady Diana's h above his——-But fee they come ;

let us retire, to give *cm leave to talk alone. iExeunt,

Enter Lord Plotwell, and Bellmour.

Lord. And well FranJ^^ how doft thou find thy felf in-

din'd ? thou fhoud'ft begin to think of fomething more

than Books. Do'ftthounot wifh lo know the Joys that are

to be found in a Woman, Frank ? I well remember at

thy Ac'e 1 fancy*d a thoufand fine things of that kind.

Bell, Ay, my Lord, a thoufand more perhaps than are

to be found.

Lord, Not fo ; but 1 confefs, Frank, unlefs the Lady

be fair, and there be fome Love too, 'tis not altogether

lb well' ; therefore I, who am ftill bufy for thy good,

have fix'd upon a Lady

jSelL Ha I

, ^

Lord, What doft ftart ? Nay, I'll warrant thee llie^ll

pleafe ; A Lady rich, and fair, and nobly born, and thou

fhalt marry her, Frank,

Bell. Marry her, my Lord

Lord. Why yes, marry her 1 hope you are none

of the fafhionable Fops, that are always in Mutiny againft

Marriage, who never think themfelves^ very witty, but

when they rail againft Heaven and a Wife But Frank^
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I have found better Principles in thee, and thou haft the-

Reputation of a fober young Gentleman ; thou art, be-

fides, a Man of great Fortune, Frank,

BelL And therefore, Sir, ought the lefs to be a Slave.

Lord, Bur,. Franl^ we are made for one another ; and

ought, by the Laws of God, to communicate our Bief^

ilngs.

BelL Sir, there are Men enough, fitter much than I,

to obey thofe Laws ; nor do 1 think them made for every

one.

Lord. Buf^, Tran\^ you do not know what a Wife L

have provided for you.

Bell, *Tis enough 1 know fhe*s a Woman, Sir.

Lord, A Woman ! why, whatfhoulc fhebeelfe?

Bell. An Angel, Sir, e'er fhe can be my Wife.

Urd, In good time : but this is a Mortal, Sir— and!

muft ferve your turn*——bur, Frank, flie is the fineft

Mortal

BelL 1 humbly beg your Pardon, if I tell you.

That had (he Beauty fuchas Heav'n ne'er made,,

Kor meant again I'inricha Woman with.

It cou'd not taks my Heart.

Lord, Bur, Sir, perhaps you do not guefs the Lady.

BelL Or cou'd I, Sir, it cou'd not change my Natuie,

Lord, Bur, Sir, fuppofe it be my Niece Diarfa,

BelL How, Sir ! the fair Diana /

Lord, I thought thou'dft come about again

;

What think you now of Woman-kind, and Wedlock >

BelL As 1 did before, my Lord,

Lord, What, thou canft not think I am in earned ; h
fonfefs, T'ranky (lie is above thee in point of FortunCj.

fhft being my only Heir but fiippofe *iis fhe.

Bell. Oh Vm undone! Sir, I dare not fuppofe fo

gfeatly in favour of my fclf.

Lord, But, Franky you muft needs fuppofe———
BelL Ob, I am ruin'd, loft, for ever loftt

Lord, What do you mean. Sir ?

BelL I mean, I cannot marry fair Diana,
Lord. Death ! how*s this ?

Bill, She is a thing above my humble wiftics—
B ? Lord>



JO The T o W N - F o p ; or^

Lord. Is that all? Take you no care for that; for fhe
loves you already, and 1 have refolv'd it, which is bettet
yer.

Bell. Love me, Sir! I know flie cannot,
^nd Heav'n forbid that 1 0-jould injure her.

Lord. Sir, this is a Put ofF : refolve quickly, or ril
compel you.

BelU You wou'd nnt ufe EKtremity •

What is the Forfeit of my Difobedience ?
Lord. The lofs of all your Fortune,

If you refufe the Wife 1 have provided.—

—

Efpecially a handfom Lady, as fiie is, Trank,
Bell. Oh me, unhappy! " '-

What, curfed Laws provided this Severity ? .
'

Lord. Even thofe of your Father's Difpofal^ who fee»

ing fo many E?4amples in this leud Age, of the ruin of
whole Families by imprudent Marriages, provided otlm-
wife for you.

Bell. But Sir, admit Diana be inclined.

And 1 (by my unhappy Stars fo curs'd)

Should be unable to accept the Honour.
Lord, How, Sir I admit!—I can no more acJmt^ "

Than you can fuppofe therefore give me your final

Anfwer.

Bell. Sir, can you think a Blefling e'er can fall

Upon that Pair, whom Intereft joins, not Love?
Lord. Why, what's in Diana, that you fliou'd not lovS

her ?

Bell. 1 muft confefs fhe has a thoufand Virtues,

The leaft of which wou'd blefs another Man
;

3ut, Sir, I hope, if I am fo unhappy
As not to love that Lady, you will pardon me.

L^^rd. Indeed, Sir, but I will not ; love me this Lady,
and marry me this Lidy, or 1 will teach you what it is to

lefufc fuch 3 Lady.

Bell, Sir, 'lis not in my power to obey you.
Lord. How ! not in your pow'r ?

Bell. No, Sir, I fee my fatal Ruin in your Eyes,

And know too well your Force, and my* own Mifery.

.—^ut Sir—wheu I fliall tell you who I've married——
tb^d.
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Lord. Who you'v.€ married ;-^Ey all that's faCTed, if

that be true, thou art undone for ever.
'

Bell. O he3r me, Sir 1

I came wiih Hopes to have found you merciful.

Lord, Exped none-r«>m me; no, thou (lialt tlOt have
fo much of thy Eftate, aswillafFordibeeBread: "-*

By Henv'n, thou fhalt nor. i\<'

£eli. Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth
;

It is no Beggar, nor one bafely born,

That I have given my Heart to, but a Maid,

Whofe Birth, whofe Beauty, and wbofe Education
Merits the beft of Men.

Lord. Very fine I whet e is the Prieft that durft difpofe

of you without my Order ? Sirrah, you are my Slave-—

.

at leaft your whole Eftate is at my mercy and be-
sides, I'll charge you with ^n Adion of <ooo /. for your
ten Years Maintenance ; Do you know that this is in my
power too ?

Bell, Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worfe iban^"

Death.

Lord, Oh Villain ! thus to dafh my Expedatfon !

Bell. Si*',* onmy bended Knees, thas low I fall

To beg your mercv.

Lord', Y^s, Sir,i''I willhave mercy ;

V\\ giv« you Lodging but in a Dungeon, Slr^

Where you fhall ask your Food of Paflers by.

Bell. All this, I kno^^', you have the Pow'r to do j
Bur, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard Ufage
Would give me Caufe to execme it.- ^

I wear a Sword, and I djre right my felf
;

h

And Heaven Avou'd pardon it, if 1 fhould kill yout --

But Heav'n forbid I ftiou'd correft that Law, > '

Which gives you Power, and orders m« Obedience.
Lord, Very well Sir, I fhall tame tHat'/Gburage, andf

punifh that Harlot, whoe'er fhe be, that has feduc'd ye.

Bell, How, Harlot, Sirl Death, fuch another
Word,

Ahd thro all Laws and'Reafon I Vv'ill ru.^h,- . •
^'^' iv*

And reach thy Soul, if mortal like th.y Bo'dy/^; 'i<i .f>'\dW

No. Sir, fhe's chafte, as are the new-made Vows
B 4 I
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I bteath'dupon her Lips, when laft we parted.
Lord, Who waits there ?

Enter Trufty, and Servants
Shall 1 be murder'd m my own Houfe ?

"Tis time you were removM.
Go get an Aftionof <;oooi. entcr'd againft him,
With Officers to arreft him.

Trujly» My Lord, 'tis my young Matter Bellmour,

Lord, Ye all doat upon him, but he's not the Man you
sake him for.

Trufi'^. How, my Lord I not this Mr. Bellmour /

Lcrd, Dogs, obey me. [Offers to go.

Bell. Stay, Sir oh, ftay—what will become ofme ?
'Twere better that my Life were loft, than Fortune

Jor that beii>g gone, Celinda mult not love me«
But lo die wretchedly

Poorly in Prifon—whilft i can manage thes-
is below him, that does adore CeUnda, \^Drawh
I'll kill my felF—but then—1 kiWCelinda,

Shou'd I obey this Tyrant—then too (he dks.

Yes Sir—You may be cruel—take the Law,
And kill me quickly, 'twill become your Juftice.

Lord. Was I cali'd back for this? Yes, I fliall take if.

Sir ; do not fear, [Qjfers to go^

Bell, Yet, flay Sir—Have you loft all Humanity ?

Have you no Senfe of Honour, nor of Horrors ?

Lord, Away with him—go, be gone.

Bell, Stay, Sir. Oh God I what is't you'd have me
do?
—Here—I refign my felf unto your Will •

But Oh Cclinda / what will become of thee ? [Weeps*

" Yes, I will marry—and Diana too.

Lord, 'Tis well you will^ ; had Inoi been good-natur*d

now.
You had been undone, and mifs'd Diana too.

Bell. But muft I marry needs marry. Sir ?

Or lofe my Fortune, and my Liberty,

Whilft all my Vows are given to another ?

Lord,



Sir Timothy Taw ORE Y.> J J
Lord, By all means, Sir

Bell. If I muft marry any but Celinda,

I fViall not, Sir, enjoy one moment's Blifs :

I fhall be quite unman'd, cruel and brutal

;

A Beaft, unfafe for Woman to converfe with.

Befides, Sir, I have s^iven my Heart and Faith,

^nd my fecond Marriage is Adultery.

Lord, Heart and Faith, I am giad 'tfs no worfe ; If the'

Ceremony of the Church has not paft, 'lis well enough.

Bell. All Sir, that Heaven and Love requires, is pa(l„

Lord. Thou art a Fool, Irank, come dry thy

Eyes,

And receive Diana Trujiy,, call in my Niece.

Sell, Yet, Sir, relent, be kind, and fave my Soul.

[Ex. Trujijc

Lord. No more by Heaven, if you refift my Will,,

rUmakea ftrange Example of thee,, and of that Woman,
whoe'er fhe be, that drew thee to this Folly. Faith and
Vows, quoth ye !

Bell, Then 1 obey.

Enter Trufty and Di^ns.

Lord. Look ye here, Franli\ is this a Lady to be

diflilc'd?

Come hither, Frank-—Trujiy, hafte for Dr. Tichletext^.

my Chaplain's not in Town ; I'll have them inlbntly-

married Come hither, Diana will you marry

your Coufin Frank Bellmour **

Via, Yes, if it be your pleafure ; Heaven cou'd noc

let fall a greater Blefllng, l^Sde,

.

Lord. And you, Frank, will you marry my Kiece

Diana .^

Bell, Since you VflW have it Co.

Lord. Come follow me then, and you Ihall be both
pleas'd.

Bell, Oh my Celinda J

To preferve thee, what Wt 1 ivoiid not do ?

Forfeit mj Heaven^ nay ?nore^ Iforfeit you, [Exi?,

B 5 f C E N £
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SCENE IV. The Street. ,.
.

Enier Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham, and Sharp.

Sir Tim. Now Shamy art not thou a damn'd Tying

Rojue, to mske me faunter up and down the Mall all

this Moinfng, after 3 Woman that thou know'ft in thy

Confcience was not Hkely to be there ?

Sham, Why, Sir—if her Maid will be?, jihing Whore,
4iow can 1 help it?

—

Sharps thou know'lt we prefenred

her handfomly, and Qie protefted fhe'd do't.

Sharp, Av, av, Sir : But the Devil a Maid we faw.

[_Afide.1

Sham. Sir, it may be Things have fo fallen out, that

ihe could not poffibly come.

S\x 2im, Things! a Pox of your Tricks—Well, I fee

there's notruftinga poe r Devi!—Well, what Device will

your Rogue ihip find out to cheat me next ?

sham. Prithee he^p me out at a dead lift, Sharp,

[Afide,.

Sharp. Cheat you •S;r I
——if 1 ben't reveng'd on thia^

She-Counfelior of the Patching snd Painting, this Lerter-in

of Midnight Lover?,' this Receiver of Bribes for f^orii

Pleafures ; may I be ccnJemn'd never to make Love to

any thing of higi-.er Qiiality.

Sir T/w, Nay, nay, no threatning, Shjrp '^
it may be

fhe's innocent yet—Give her t'other Bribe, and try what

that will do. ^Gives him Money,

Sham. No, Sir, I'll have no more- to do with frail Wo-
man, in this Cafe ; I have a furer way to do your Bud-

iiefs.

Enter Page 'JDith a Letter,

Sir Tim. Is not that BdimcHr^sV^^t}

Sharp, It is, Sir.

Sir Tim, By Fonune, the Rogue's looking for me j he

has a Challenge in his hand too.

Shaw. Mo matter, Sir, huff it out.

Sir Jim^ Prithee do ihee huff him, thou know'ft the

way on't.

Sham
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Sham. Wharf's your Bus'nefs with Sir Timothy^ Sir?

Pa^e. Mine, Sir, I don't know iliS Gentleman
;
pray

uhich is iiC ? '

I

S:rT/>.'. I,' I, 'tis fo——Pox- on him. "

^,^

Sharp. Well, Boy, I am he—What— Your Mafter^
'

P^ge. My Mafte/, S;r—- '

' '
-

Sharp. Are not yow BcUmonr^s ?age ?

Page. Yes, Sir.'

Sharp. Well, your News.

Page. News Sir ? I know ofnone, but of my Mafter's

being this Morning*'

Sir Tim. Ay, there it is— behin4 Southampton Houfcc
- Page. Married this Morning;. " ^'

Sir Tim. How! Married ! ''Slife, has he TervM me fo ?

Sha?n. The Boy is drunk

—

Belimour married !

Page, Yes indeed, to the Lady Diana,

Sir Tim. Diana / Mad by Fortune ; what Diana ?

Page. Niece to the l^oxA PlofJuelL

Sir Tim. Come hither Boy >-^Art thou fure of tiiis H

Page. Sir, 1 am fare of it ; and 1 am going tobefpealc

Mufick for the Bail anon.

Sir T/w. What haft thou there—a Letter to the Divine

Ceiinda ** '',.-,• ^
A dainty Boy— there's Money for thee to buy Niclcers.

P.ige, I humbly thank you. \E::it,

Sharp. /WeW, Sir, if this be true, Cf//»^4 will be glad

of you again.

Sir Tim. Ay, but I will have none of her—For, look

you Sham^ there is but two forts of Love in this World—-
Now 1 am fure the Rogue did love her ; and fince it waj
not 10 marry her, it was for the thing you wotonj as ap-

pears by his wrtM'ng'to her now—But yet, 1 will not be-

lieve what this Boy faid, till 1 fee it.

sham. Faith Sir, 1 have thought of a thing, that may
both clear your doubt, and give us a little Mirth.

Sir Tnn. I conceive thee.

Sham, I know v'are quick of Appi'ehenfion, Sir Time-

tJ^y.
' '

Sir Tim. O your Servant, dear S^tf^*_But to let

thee fee, I am' none of the duUeft^ >Ye are to jig it in'

Mafquerade this Evening, hih. .Shiftu^
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sham. Faith Sir, you haveir, and there you may havran Opportunity to court Btllmour'$ Sifter.
Sir liw, 'Tis a good Motion, and we will follow it •

fem1'°^ ^
^''^''"^^' and borrow fome Habits pre-

Sham, ril about it. Sir,

Sir Tim, Make hafta to my Lodging But hark ye—
not a word of this to Betty Flauntit, ftie'li be up in Arms
there two Days, .f ft^e go not with us; and tho I think

'4^^? I /t n!' u"u' ? ""'' y^' '' were worfe than
VVedlock, if 1 fhould be fo to her too.

Tho Whores in all things elfe the.MaJlery get.
In this alone, like Wives, they.muft fnh'mt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

The Street.

£nter Lord Vlotyxe]], Bellmour hading in Dian^, foliow'd
by Charles Bellmour, Phillis, and other Ladies and
Gentlemen^ [^Alufick plays, till they are all feated.

Lord, T TERE Nephew, I refign that Truft, which

1 1 was repos'd in me by your dead Father
;

which was, that on your Wedding- Day 1 fhould thus .

make you Mafter of your whole Fortune, y«u being mar-
ried to m.y liking And now Charles, and you my
Niece Phillis, you may demand your Portions to morrow,.
a you pleafe ; for he is oblig'd to pay you the Day after

that of his Martiage,,

Phil, There's time enough, my Lord.

Lord, Come, come Ladies, in troth you muft take but
little Reft to Night, in complaifance to the Bride and
Bridegroom, who, I believe, will take but little

—

¥ranJ^

—why :Erank—what, haft thou chang'd thy Humour
with thy Condition ? Thou wert not woni to hear the

Mufick play in vain. ^§1^
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Bell. My Lord, I cannot dance.

Dia. Indeed, you're wondrous fad,

And I, metbinks, do bear thee Company,

I know not why 5 and yet excefs of Joy

Have had the fame EfFefts with equal Grief.

Bell, 'Tis true, and 1 have now fe!t the Extremes of

both.

Lord, Why Nephew Charles—has your Breeding at

the Academy inftrufted your Heels in no Motion ?

Chjir, My Lord, Til make one.

Pisil. And 1 another, for Joy tha: my Brother's made
happy in. fo fair a Bride.

BeiL Hell take your lonorance, for thinking I am
happy,

—Wou'd Heaven wou'd ftrike me dead,

That by the lofs of a poor wretched Life

I might preferve my Soul—But Oh my Error !

That has already damn'd it felf, when it confented

To break a facred Vow, and marry here.

Lord, Come,, come, begin, begin, Mufick to your

CiEce. iSof; Mufick.

Bell, Why does not this hard Heart, this ftubborn

Pugitive,

Break wiih this Load of Grief? but like il) Spirits

It promis'd fair, lill it bad drawn me in.

And then betray'd me to Damnation.

Z>ian. There's fomething of difbrdev in his Soul,

Which I'm on fire to know the meaning of.

^»ier Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp, in Mafquerade.

Sir Ttm. The Rogue is married, and I am fopleas'd, I

can forgive him our laft Night's Quarrel. Vvkhte Sharp,

if thou canft learn that young Thing's Name, 'tis a pretty

airy Rogue, whilft I go talk to her.

Sharf, I will. Sir, 1 will.

[One goes to take out a Lady,

Char, Nay, Madam, you rauft dance. [Dance,

Bell. I hope you will not call h Kudenefs, Madam, if

I lefufe you here.

^The Lady that danced goes to take out the Bride"

groom, jifter the Dance fiie takes out Sir Timo-
thy, they walk to a Courant, - Aad
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Am I ftill tame and patient with my Ills ?

Gods ! what is Mjo, that he can h've and bear^

Yet know his Power to rid himfelf of Grief?
1 will not Uve; or if my Dcftinv

Compel me to't, it nial'i be woife than dying.

Enter Page v/uh a Table Booh,

Bell, What's this?

Page, The Anfwer of a Letter, Sir, you fent the di-

vine Celinda'^ for fo it was direded.

. BelL—Hdh

—

Cellnda—in my Croud of Thoughts
I had forgot I fent—come nearer Boy—

—

.—What did flie fay to thee ?—Did fhe not fmile ?

And ufe thee with Contempt and Scorn ?—lell me, '

Page. How fcorn, Sir !

Bell. Or (he was angry—callM me perjur'd Villain^

Faife, and forfworn nay, tell me uuch.

Page. HoWj Sir?

Edl, Thou doft delay me^ fay fbe did, and pleafs

me.

Page, Sir !

Bill. Again—tell me, what anfwer, P.afcal, did fke^

fend" me ?

Pa<je, You have it, Sir, there in the Table-Book.

Bell. Oh I am mad, and know not what I do.

—Prithee forgive me, Boy—take bre.uh m^y Soul,

Bcfo.ethou do'ft begin; for this— perhaps, may be

So ciuel kind.

To leave thee none when thou haft ended ft.

[_Opens //, and reads*

L E T T E P..

I
HA V E took m the Potfon which you fent, in thofe

feiv fatal IVords^ '* Forgive me^ my Celmda, / am
married^' ^Tivas thus you faidm Ar:d I have only

Life to return, '* Forgive me my fzi'eet rellmour, / am
dead:'

C E L I N D A.

Can
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Can 1 hear thi«, and live? 1 am a Villain !

In my Creation deftin'd for all Mifchief",

To commit Rapes, and Murders, to break VoW5,

As faft as Fools do J efts.

Come hirher, Bo)

And raid ihe Lady nothing to thee ?

Par:e. YeSy e'er fhe r^ad the Letter, ask'dyour Heahlig

And Toy difpers'd it felf in Blufhes thro her Cheekj.

Bell. Her Beauty makes the very Boy adore it.

Pa^e. And having read it,

She drew her Tablets from her Pocket,

And trembling, writ what 1 have brcuj;btyou, Sir.

Bell. Tho 1 before h.!d loaded up n;y Soul

With Sins, that wou'd have weigh'd down any otiierj .

Yet this one more itber.ts, this Sin of Murder
;

And holds out (fill What have I more to do,

But being plung'd in Blood, to wade it thro ?-

Enter Friendlove m Mafqueradc,

Tr'tend. There ftands the Traitor, w:th a guilty Look^..

That Traitor, who the eafier to deceive ir.e,

Betray'd my S ff er ;
yet till 1 came and faw

The PerjuiV, I could not give a Faith (o't.

By Heaven,' Diana loves him, •nay doats on him,

Ifind it in her Eyes ; all l^n-uifliing.

They feed the Fire in his : arm'd ivith a double Rage,.

1 know I fliall go thro with my Revenge.

Sir Jim. FairMaid

Phil. How do vou knov7 that, Sir ?

Sir Tim. I fee y^are fair, and I guef? you're a Maid.

Phil. Y<^ur Guefs is betrer than your Eye-hghr, Sir,

Sir Tim. Whate'er you are, by' Fortane, 1 wifn you

would permit me to love you with all your Fault?.

Phil. You? Pray who are you?

Sir Ti'rn, A Man, a Gentleman—and more, a Knight

too by Fortune.

Phil. Then 'twas not by Merit, Sir But how Fnall

1 know vou are either of thefe?

Sir Titn. That I'm a Man, the EfFetls of my vigorous

Flame Oiall prove a Gentleman, my Coat of Arms

Diall telfily ; and 1 have the King's Patent for my Title.

PhiL



4© The T o W N - Fo p ; or,

Phil, For the firft you may thank your Youth, for th^
next your Father, and the laft your Monev.

Sir Ttm. By Fortune, 1 love thee for thy Eerinef^.

Phil, Is it podible you can love at all ?

Sir Tim, As much as I dare.

Phil, How do you mean ?

Sir Tim, Not to be laught at ; 'tis not the Mode to
love much : A Platonick Fop 1 have heard of, but this is

an Age of (heer Enjoymem, and little Love goes to that

;

we have found it incommodcj and lofs of time, to make
Ions' AddreiTes.

Knter Celinda like a Boy,

Phil, I find, Sir, you and I fhall never agree upon:
this matter

;

But fee, here's more Company.
Cel, Oh Heaven 1 'tis true, thefe Eyes confirm my Fate*

Yonder he is^—and that fair fplend id Thing,
That gazes on him with fuch kind Defire,

Is my bleft Rival—Oh he is married !

—Gods! And yet you let him live
;

Live too with all his Charms, as fine and gay.

As if you meant he fiiou'd undo all eafy Maids,

And kill 'em for their Sin of loving him.

Wretched Celtnda !

But I muft turnmy Eyes from looking on
The fatal Triumphs of my Death— Which of all thefe

\% my Brother ? Oh that is he ; I know him
By the Habit he fent for to the Play-Houfe,

And hither he's come in Mafquerade,

1 know with fome Defign againft my Bellmcur^

Whom tho he kill me, 1 muft ftill preferve ;

Whilft 1, loft in defpair, thus as a Boy
Will feeka Death from any welcome Hand,
Since 1 want Courage to perform the Sacrifice.

Enter one and dances an Entry^ and a Jig at the

end on*t.

Lord, Enough, enough at this time, let's fee the Bride

to bed, the Bridegroom thinks it long.

friend, Heii ! Can i enduic to hear all this with Pa-
tience ?

Shall
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Shall he depart with Life to enjoy my Right,

And to deprive my Sfter of her due ?

Stay, (^y, and refign:

That Virgin. ^ . ^, . ^
Bell, Who art thou that dar'ft lay a CUm to ougJit

that's here?

Friet2d, This Sword (hall anfwer ye. [Draws.

Bell, Tho I could fpare my Life, 1*11 not be robb'd of

[^Draiv-s,

Dlan, Oh my dear Bellmour !
, . r. n

[All draw on Bellmour'iy?^—Blaira holds Bellmour,

Celinda runs between their Swords, and defends

Bellmour; S^ir Tim. Sham, /i»^ Sharp ^r^w, andr

run into feveralGornersy with ftgns oj Fc4r.

Friend. Who an thou, that thus fondly guard ft h«

Heart?
.

[T., Celinda.

, Be gone, and let me meet It.

Cel. ThatJhoumayft do thro mine, but no way c ie.

Iriend, Here are too many to encounter, and 1 U de*

fer my Vengeance,

Char, Stay, Sir, we rouft not part fo.
. -,. •

px. Drawing at tht fanie Door^ thaf S/r Tim. »i

fneaking out at^
,, . . _,.

Come back I fay. [^""^ '» ^"" T»ra.

Slave ! Doft thou tremble ?

Sir Tim. Sir, Tm not the Man you look for

By Fortune, Sham^ we're all undone :

He has ravftookme for the fighting Fellow.

Char, Villain, defend ihy Life.

Sir Tim, Who I, Sir ? I have no quarrel to you, nor

no Man breathing, not I, by Fortune.

Cel, This Coward cannot be my Brother. [i4//rf*.

Char, What made thee draw upon my Brother ?

Sir Ttm, Who, 1 Sir ? by Fortune 1 love him—I draw

upon him!
r l »

Char. I do not wonder thou canft -ye, for thou rt a-

Coward! Didft not thou draw upon him ? IsnoMhy,

Sword yet out ?
.r , u j/v

Did 1 not fee thee fierce, and aftive too, as it thoubadlt

darU? . .

&t Ttm*.
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=,I"u
''''"•

Z^^
''^'^ gone, Sir; a Pox of all Miftakesand Ma,querad,ngs I fa; ,his was your PIr, fhZ,Char. Coward
I Shew then thy Face.

b. nlf'"*
^'''

''^'^''"g;^ fi'O. byFor,une; for then ,wlllbe pla.n ,was I tecaufe 1 cl,aile„g'd Belln^ur laft Niohrand broke my Affignationth^sNfornmg.
. r«rf,*

C^<»r. Shew ,hy Face withour dela,? or.- ^^

.iKU—ald^har!:!!!:!""
"= ''°"'' = k;cking__,ake

Sirr,«. HowS:r?:how?
,

i-^>"" h,m..

Char. So Sir To. r r- i i •

Sii r;;;;. Nay then I am angry, and I dare fighr.

^^r^. Go, Ladies, fbe the Bnde to her'SS.^:"^^

.

^^//..TheKnighr, Sir ri^.,^y r....J,,y

/'^"- ^^"^"^

t~7" ^^^"' mift me at the appointed place,And comes to attack me here—! ^ rTums to Ce\-—Brave Youth, I know not how .

'

''

i came to merfc this Relief from thee

:

Sute thou art a Stranger to me, thou'rt fo \im^,

H.?K r \ l"""^
^''''^^ happy ones that know you

£|^//. Maj'ft ,hou be ever fo to one To wretched •

I w.il not ask thy Name, left knowing it/
(Ini fuch aMonfter) 1 (Lould ruin thee.

Leacnef, my Sex, my Btj^'nefs fhou'd betray/ W,J,.
•-^- Farewel Sir, .

^ L J "'— May you be happy in the Mjid you love.

^^. Odoft th.u mock my Griefs? by Heav^f he S!!"—^^t.ij bjr, he s gone.

Enter
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Enter Charles Bellmour,

Char, The Rogue took Cournge, when he faw there

was no Remedy ; but there's no hurt done on either fide.

Lord. *Tis fie fiic'h ns he fhou'd be chaftis'd, that do
abufe Hofpitality. Come, come, to Bed j tlie Lady, Sir,

expeds you.

BsU, Gentlemen, good Nighr. \Exit,

Enter Diana. Scer/e a Bed-chamber,

Dia. I long to know the Caufe of Bellmour' s> Difoidec

to Night, and here he comes.

Enter Bellmour, Lord, Charles, and the rejl.

Ghar, Shan't we fee you laid, Brother?

Bell. Yes, in my Grave, 6qm; Charles

;

^

But I'H-excufe that Ceremony here., . ^^.j.^y^

Char. Good Night, and no Reft to you, Brother. ',
•

[Ex, all but Bellmour and Diana*

Dla, Till now, my BellmotiJ^ I wanted Opportunity.. -^

To ask the Caufe, why on a joyful Day,

When Heav'n has join'd us by a facred tie,

Thoudroop'ft like ,early Flowers with Wintd-.ftorms.

Bell, Thou art that. Winter-ftorm, that nips my Bud
J,

^

All my young fprlnging Hopes, cny gay Defiregj.

Theprofpect of approaching Joys ot Love,^,^
.^^^

•

^^^

Thou in a haplefs Mihiitehaft took from me,' . p,
*',

.T

And in its room,

Haft given me an eternal Defperation.

Dia, Have ye then givenme Vows ye can repent of ?

Bell, 1 given ye Vows I be witnefs, ye juft Pow'rs^.

How far I was from giving any Yows ;

No, no, D'tana^ 1 had none/ogive,^ ^ ^ ^
,

Ci^. NoVowstogive! ,.
^. ,. '.Monnao-: .

What were they which unto me H9.1y Man- ...
Thou didftr repeat, when"! was made all ihine?

Bell. The EfFefts of low Submiifion, fuch as Slaves

Condemn'd to die, yield to the angry Judge.

Dia. Doft thou not love me then ?

Bell, Lowe thee'! Np^ by Heaven: yet wifli I were

fo happy, '

^ ; i

For thou art wondrous fair, and wondrous good.
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Via, Oh what a Defeat is her«-!

The only Man, who from all Nature's ftore
I found moff charming, fit for my Defires

5And now after a thoufand Expedations,
Such as all Maids that love like me do hope
Juft ready for the higheft Joys of Love !

'

Then to be met thus cold nay woife, with fcorn.

•—Why lince you could not love me, did you many me ?
Bell, Becaufe I was Beaft, a very Villain

!

That ftak'd a wretched Fortune to all my Joys of Life^
And hke a prodigal Gamefter loft that all.

Dia. How durft you. Sir, knowing my Quality.
Return me this falfe Pay, for Love Co true ?

Was this a Beauty, Sir, to be negleded ?
^f//. Fair angry Maid, frown on, frown till you kil?>

And I fhall dying blefs thofe Eyes that did fo.
For fhou'd I live, 1 fliou'd deprive the happier World
Of Treafuces, I'm too wretched to pofTefs.
And were't not pity that vaft ftore of Beauty
Shou'd, like rich Fruit, die on the yielding Boughs ?

Dta. And are you theii refolved to be a Stranger to me?"
Bell, For ever ! for a long Eternity !

Via, O ibou'ft undone me then ; haft thou found outA Maid more fair, more worthy of thy Love ?
took on me well.

Bell, I have confTder'd thee,
And find no Blemtfh in thy Soul, or Form ?Thou an all o'er Divine, yet I muft hate thee,
Since thou haft drawn me to a mortal Sin,
That cannot be forgiven by Men, or Heaven.
—Oh thou haft made me break a Vow, Diana^
A facred folemn Vow

;

And made me wrong the fweeieft Innocence,
That ever bleft the Earth..

D/tf. Inftead of cooling this augments my Fire :No Pain is like defeated new Defire. '^^fide..
'Tjs falfe, or but to try my Conftancy.
Your Miftrefs is not fo divine as I,
And. fhou'd I, 'gainft himfelf, beheve the Man.

Who
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Who fii-ft infpirM my Heart with Love's foft Flame?

Bell. What Blifs on me infenfibly you throw !

I'd rather hear thee fwear, thou art my Foe,

And like fome noble and romantick Maid

With Poniards wou'd my ftubborn Heart invade
5

And vvhilft thou doft the faithful Relique tear,

In every Veinthoud'ft find Celinda there.

Dia. Come, Sir, you muft forget Celinda's Charms,

And reap Delights within my circling Armj,

Delights that may your Errors undeceive.

When you find Joys as c;reat as ftie can give.

Bell. What do 1 hear ? is this the kind Relief

Thou doft a;low to my Defpair and Grief?

Is this the Comfort that thou doft impart

To mv all-woanded, bleeding, dying Heart ?

Wcre'lfo brutal, cou'd thy Life comply

To ferve it felf with bafe Aduliery ?

For cou'd Hove thee, cou'd I love again.

Our Lives wou'd be but one continu'd Sin :

A Sin of that black dye, a Sin fo foul,

'Twou'd leave no Hopes of Heav'n for cither's Soul.

Dia. Dull Man I Doft th nk a feeble vain Excufe

Shall fatisfy me for this Night's abufe ?

Ko, fince my Paflion thou ft defeated thus.

And robb'd me of my longwifh'd Happinefs,

I'll make ihee know what a wrong'd Maid can dp.

Divided 'twixt her Love and Injuries too.

Bell. 1 dare thy worft •,

Shou'd Hell affift thy Aims, thoucou'dft not find

New Plagues, unlefs thou fhou'dft continue kind.

Hard Fate, Diana^ when thy Love muft be

The greateft Curfe that can arrive to me.

—That Friendftiip which our Infant Years begun,

And till this Day has -ftill continued on,

I will preierve; and my Relpeds fhall be

Profound, as what was ever paid by me :

But for my Love, 'tis to Celtnda due,

And I can pay you none that's juft and true.

Dia. The reft I'd have thee know I do defplfe^

1 1)ctter underftand pay conquering Eyes

;

Thofe
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Thofe Eyes that fliall revenge my Love and Shame,
I'll kill thy Reputation aiid thy N.ime. .

', [^Extt^

Bell. My Honour', and my Reputation, now!
They both were forfeit, when I broke my Vuw
Nor cou'd my Honour with thy Fame decline

5

Whoe'er profanes thee, injures noughc of mine.
This Ni^ht upon the Couch my fslf V\\ lay.

And hke Francifcan5,ht th' enfuing Day
Take care for all the Toils it brings with it ;

Whatever Fate arrives, 1 can fubmit.

SCENE, A Street.

Enter Celinda, dreji as before.

Cel, Not one kind Wound to fend me to my Grave,
And yet between their angiy Swords I ran,

Expeding it from Bellmour^ or my Brother's:

Oh my hard Fate! that gave me fo much Miferv,
And dealt no Courage to prevent the fhock,

*—Why came I ofFalive, that fatal Place

Where 1 beheld my Bellmour^ in th' embrace
Of my extremely fair, and lovely Rival ?

—With what kind Care fhe did prevent my Arm,
Which (greedy of the laft fad-parting twine)

I wou'd have thrown about him, as if (lie knew
To what intent 1 made the p.^fllonate Offer ?

—What have I next to do, but fee'< a Death
Wherever I can meet it——Who comes here ?

£Gaes afide.

Enter Sir Timothy, Sh.am and Sharp, with FiJlers

ar>d Boy,

Sir Tim. I believe this is the Bed-chamber Window
where the Bride and Bridegroom lies.

Sham, Well, and what do you intend to do, if it.

be Sir? ,1

Sir Ti?77. Why firfl fing a Baudy Song, and then. break'

the Windows, in revenge for the Affront was put gpon
me to night.

Sharp. Faith, Sir, that's but a foor Revenge, and

which every Footman may take of his Lady, who has

iurn*d
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turn'd him awiy To- filching—You know. Sir, Windows
are frail, and will yield to the lufty Brickbats; 'tis an
Acl below 3 Gentleman.

Sir Tttn. That's all one, 'tis my Recreation
; I fery'd

a Woman fo the oiher night, to whom my Miftrefs had
a Pique.

Sham, Ay, Sir, 'tis a Revenge fi: onlv ,-br a Whore ta
take—And the Aftront you receivM to 'Night, was by
miftake. '

I

Sir Jim. Miftake ! how can that be ?'""'' '^•. ['

Sham. Why, Sir, did you not mind, that he that
!

drew upon 'Eellmo r, was in the fame Drefs with you ?
Sir Tim. How fhru'd his be like mine ? — ' *

Sham, Why by the fame Chance, that vours was like
his~l fuppofe fending to the PJay-houfe for them, ns we
did, they hapned to fend him fuch another Habit, for they

1
have many fuch for dancing Shepherds.

;

SirT/w. Well, I gram it a Miftake, and thp.t fliall re-
Iprieve the Windows.

Sharp, Then, Sir, you Pnew'd fo much Courage that
you may blefs the Minute that forc'd you to fight.^

'

-Sir Tim. Ay, but between you and I, 'c^'as' well he
kick'd me fivf}, and made me angry, or I had been luftily

!
fwing'd, by Forrune But thanks to my Spleen, that

,
fav'd my Bones that bout— Bat then I did wel]_bah

1
came briskly off, and the reft,

'

I

sham. With Honour, Sir, I proteft.'

I

Sirrif^. Cottie then, we'll ferenade him. Come
Sirrah, lune your Pipes, and fing.

*

Eo^. Whatfhall 1 fing. Sir ?

Sir Tim. Any thing futable to the Time and PUce.

^' SONG.

HE happ'^ Minute* s come, the ^ymph is laid.

Who means no more to rife a Maid,XBiujfjin^^ and panting, fJje expels th* Approach
Ofjc^ithat l^'dl with every touch:

Kor can her native Aiodejl-^ and Shams
Conceal the Ardour of her Virgin Flame, |J,
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II.

And now the amorous Touth is all undrefl^

Jufl ready for Lovers mighty feaft ;

with vigorous hafte the Veilafide he throws^

Thai doth all Heaven at once difclofe,

Swiftas Defire, into her nailed jirms

Bimfelfhe throws^ and rifles ^11 her Charms,

•Good morrow Mr. Bellmour, and to your lovely Bride,

lono may you live, and love.

Enter Belimour above,

B£U. Who is't has fent that Curfe ?

Sir Tim, What a Pox is that Belimour ? The Rogue's

in choler, the Bride has not pleas'd him.

Bell, Dogs! Do you upbraid me? I'll be with you

,prefently.

Sir Tim, Will you To ? —but I'll not ftay your coming.

Cel. But you fhall Sir.

Bell. Turn Villains

!

[Sir Tim. ZP'C offers to go off,
Celinda fleps forth^

and draws, they draw, andfet upon her. Enter

BcWfnour behind them : They -turn, and CeVmda.

fides with Belimour, and .fights. Enter Diana,

Belimour j%^/j *em out, and leaves Celinda

breathlefs, leaning on her Sword.

T>ia. ril ne'er demand the caufe of this dfforder.

But take this opportunity to fly

To the next hands will take me up who's here ?

CeL Not yet, my fullen Heart

!

i

Dia. Who's here ? one wounded alas

Cel, 'Tis notfo lucky but who attthou

That doft with fo much pity ask ?

Dia. He feems a Gentleman handfome and

young

—

[Apde*

Pray ask no Queftions, Sir ; but if you're what you f€C£i>,

Give a Protedien to an unhappy Maid.

^
r>n not reply, but let us hafte away.

Cel, Hah—What do 1 hear ! fure *tis Diana,

.Madam, with hafte, and joy, I'll ferve you.

—ril carry her to my own Lodgings.

fortune
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Tortune, in this, has done my Sufferings right,

My Rival's in my Power, upon her Wedding-Night.

- « ..
rExeunt*

Enter Bellmour, Str Tim, Sham, and Sharp.
Sir Tim, Lord, Lord, that you Qiould not know your

"Friend and humble Servant, Tim. Tawdrey ,mm^B\it thou
look*ft as if thou hadft not been a-bed yet.

Bell. No more I have.

Sir Tim. Nay then thou lofeft predous time, I'll not
detain thee. [Oferstozo.

Bell. Thou art miftaken, I hate all Woman-kind—

.

Sir Tim. How, how !

Bell. Above an Hour_ hark ye Knight—-I am as
leud, and as debaucht as thou art.

Sir Tim, What do you mean, Franl^^
Bell. To tell a Truth, which yet I never did.»—1 whore, drink, game, fwear, lye, cheat, rob.

pimp, hedor, all, all I do that's vitious.

Sir Tim. Blefs me !

Bell. From fuch a Villain, hah !

Sir Tim. No, but that thou (hould'ft hide it all this
while.

Bell. Till I was married only, and now I can dlfTem-
ble it no longer come let's to a Baudy-Houfe. ^

Sir Tim. A Baudy-houfe ! What already !

This is the very quinteflence of Leudnefs.
—-Why I thought thai I was wicked, but by Fortune

'

This daflies mine quite out of Countenance.
*

Bell. Oh, thou'rt a puny Sinner I I'll teach thee
Arts (fo rare) of Sin, the leaft of them (hail damn thee.f

SirT/w. By Fortune, Frank, 1 do not like thefe Artf.'

Bell. Then thou'rt a Fool—.I'll teach thee to be lich
too. -

Sir Tim. Ay, that I like,

Bell. Look here, my Boys

!

IHold up his Wrttmgs, which he takes out of hh Pockts.l
The Writings of 3000 /. a Year;

~ •'

—All this I got by Perjury.

Sir Tim. By Fortune, a thriving Sin,

Vol. III. c ^gir
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Bell. And we will live in Sin while this holds out.

jind then to my cold Home—Come let's he gem :

Oh that I ne'er might fes the rifing Sun,

ACT IV. S C E N E I.

J)if(Overs Gelinda as before fitting in a Chair^ Diana

b'j her in another, who fmgs.

SONG.

CElinda, who did Love dlfdahy

Tor whom had langulfh'd many a Swains

Leading her bleating Tlocks to drinky

She fpfd upon the River's brink

ji Youth y whofe Eyes did well declare

jjow much he lov'dy but lov'd not her.

At firfi fhe laughed, but gax^d the whiUy

And foon it lefn'd to a Smile ;

Thence to furprize and wonder came,

Her Bread to heavcy her Heart to flame \

rhen crfdjhe cut. Ah now 1 prove

Thou art a Gody Almighty Love.

She wou'd-havefpokey but Shame denfd.

And bad her firji confult her Pride ;

But foon fhefound that Aid was gone,

For Love, alasy had left her none.

Oh how (he burns, but *tis too late,

lor in his Eyes fhe reads her Fate.

Cel
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Cel. Oh how nnmerous are her Charms

-—How ftiall I pay this generous CondefcenGon ^
Fair lovely Ma;d .

Zfia. Why do you flacter. Sir ?
CeL To fay you're lovely, by your felf I do not,

1 m young, and have not much conversed with Beauty •
iet IM efteem my Judgment, fince it knows

'

Where my Devotions fhoud be juftly paid.

J-
But Madam, may I not yet cxpeft

To hear the Story, you To lately promised me ?
Dia, I owe much to your Goodnefs, Sir—but .
Cel, I am too young, you think, to hear a Secret :

*-an I want Senfe to pity your Misfortunes,
Or Padion to incite me to reven^^e 'em ?

I>ia, Oh would he wereinearneft
!

CeL She's fond of me, and I muft blow that flame.Do any thmg to make her hate my Bellmour.
But Madam, I'm impatient for your Stor\'

That after that, you may expeft my Service.

. ^'VJ^f '^'^^^^"^^"t yow t^^'s night have given a dif-
trefled Maid, enough obliges me ; nor need 1 tell vou
I m nob.y born; fometbmg about my Drefs, my Looks
and Mien,, will doubtlefs do me reafon.

' ^
Cel. Sufficiently

Bia, But in the Family where I was educated, a Youthof my own Age a Kmfman too, I chatic'd to fall inlove with but with a Paffion, my Pride ftill got the better
of,_at.dhe, I thought, repaid my young Defines . But
Bafhfuinefs on h>s part, did what Pride had done on mineand kept h:s too conceal'o At laft mv Uncle, whjhaa the abfolute Dominion of us both, thouoh: good rn
marry us together. ° ° ^^

CeU PunTfh him. Heaven, for a Sin fo great.
And are you married then ?

Dia, Why Is there Terror in ihsc Word ?

Cel. By all that's Sacred, 'tis a Word ihat kills me.
*Jn lay thou art not

;

And I thus low will fall, and pay thee Thanks. IKneeU
B:a. You'll wif}] indeed 1 were noc, when you know*How very, very wretched it has mk^Q me.
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CeL Shou'd you be telling me a Tale all day,

Such as would melt a Heart that ne'er could love,

'Twould not increafe my Reafon for the wifh

That 1 had dy*d e'er known you had been manied.

Bia. So many foft Words from my Bellmour*s mouth

Had made me mad wi>h Joy, and next to that

I wifh to hear 'em from this Youth
;

If they be real, how 1 ftiall be reveng'd !
iA(ide.

.—But why at my being married fhould you figh r

Cel, Becaufe 1 love, is that a Wonder, Madam?

Kave 'you not Charms fufficientat firft fight

To wound a Heart tender and young as mine ?

Are you not heavenly fair ? Oh, there's my Grief——.

*— Since you muft be another's.

Dia, Pray hear me out ; and if you love me after.

Perhaps you may may not think your felf unhappy.

When Night was come, thelong'd for Night, and all

Retir'd to give us filent Room for Joy

—

Cel, Oh 1 can hear no more—by Heav'n I cannot.

•-Here—ftab me to the Heart—let out my Life,

1 cannot live, and hear whatfollow'd next.

Dta, Pray hear me. Sir .

Ceh Oh you will tell me he was Kind——

Yes yes—oh God—were not his balmy Kifles

Swe'eter than Incenfe ofFer'd up to Heaven ?

Did not his Arms, fofter and whiter far

Then thofe of Jove's transform'd to Wings of Swans^

Greedily clafp thee round ?_Oh quickly fpeak,

Whilft thy fair rifingBofom met with his;

jUiiLltliCn

'

^^ — t-hpn .

Dia Alas Sir ! What's the matter ?—fit down a while*,
^

Ce/.'Now— I am well—pardon me, lovely Creature, i

If I betray a PafTion, I'm too young ^

To've learnt the Art of hiding ;

T cannot hear you fay that he was kind.

^4 Kind! yes, as Biafls to rlow'rs, or early Fruit

;

All <'aY 1 met him full of youthful Heat

;

Butlike a Damp, he dafht my kindled Flame,

And all his Reafon was ^he lov'd another,

AMaidhecaU'dC«/*«^.
^^^
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CeU Oh blefledMan!

Dia, How, Sir ?

CeL To leave thee free, to leave thee yet a Virgm»

Dia. Yes, I have vow'd he never fhall poflefs me,

Cel, Oh how you blefs me—but you ftill are married.

And whilfl you are fo. I muft languifh

Dia, Oh how his Softnefs moves me ! ^Jftdu
But Cc-n all this Diforder fpring from Love ?

Cd, Or may 1 ftiil prove wretched,

Via» And can you think there are noways
For me to gratify that Love ?

What ways am I conftrain'd to ufe to work out my Re-

venge ! lAJidi,

Cel, How mean you^ Madam ?

Dia, Without a Miracle, look ot^ my Eyes—

.

And Beauty which you fay can kindle Fires;

She that can give, may too retain Defires,

Cel, She'll ravifh me let me not underftand fOlh

Dia, Look on my Wrongs
Wrongs chat would melt a frozen Chaftity,

That a religious Vow had made to Heaven s

*—And next furvey thy own Perfeftions.

Cel, Hah
£>(a. Art thou fo youtig, thou canft not apprehend me l

Fair bafhful Boy, haft thou the Power to move,

And yet not know the Bus'nefs of thy Love ?

CeU How in an inftant thou haft chiird my Blood,

And made me know no Woman can be good ?

*Tis Sin enough to yield—but thus to fue

Heav'n. ,'tis my Bufinefs—and not meant for yoir^

Dia. How httle Love is underftood by thee,

'Tis Cuftom, and not Paffion you purfue

;

Becdufe Enjoyment firfl was nam'd by me.
It does deftroy what {hou*d your Flame renew S

My eafy yielding does your Fire abate.

And mine as much your tedious Courtfhip bate»

Tell Heaven you will hereafter facrifice,

—And fee how that will pleafe the Deities.

The ready Viftim is the ncblefl way,

Your Zeal and Obligations too to pay*

.
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CeL I think the Gods wou'd hardly be ador'd,

if they their Blefling fhou'd, unask'd, afford ;

And I that Beauty can no more admire.

Whene'er 1 Cue, can yield to my Defire.

D'ta, Dull Youth, farevvel

:

Tor fince 'tis my Revenge that I purfue,

"Ltk Beauty and more Man as well may do. [Offers to go*

Enter Friendlove d'lfiuis'd^ as one from a Camp,
Cel, Madam, you muft not go with this Miftake.

[Holds her,

Triend, Cellnda has inform'd me true 'tis (he

Good morrow Brother, what fo early at your Devotions?

Cd, O my Broiher*s come, and luckily relieves me,

lAfiie.

Friend, Your Orizonsare made to a fair Saint.

Pray, Sir, what Lady's that ?—Or is it blaiphemy to repeat her Name ?

»—By my bright Arms, ftie*s (air—With what a charming

fiercenefs, fhe charges thro my Body to my Heart.

. Death I how her glittering Eyes give Fire, aiid

wound !

And have already pierc'd my very Soul

!

Mav I approach her. Brother ?,

Cel, Yes, if you dare, there's danger in it tho,

She has Charm* that will bewitch you

:

, I dare not ftand their Mifchief. [Exit,

Friend, Lady, 1 am a Soldier—yet in my gentleft

Terms
1 humbly beg to kifs your lovely Hand?

. Death ! there's Magick in the Touch.

By Heaven, you carry an Artillery in every part.

Dian, This is a Man indeed fit for my purpofe,

[Jfide.

Friend, Nay, do not view me, 1 am no lovely Objeft

;

1 am a Man bred up to Noife and War,

And know not how to drefs my Looks in Smiles

;

Yet truft me, fair one, 1 can love and fetve

As well as an Endymion^ or Adonis,

Wou'd you weie willing to permit that Service !

£>/4;2. Why, Sir?—What cou'd you do?
^ ^

Friend, Why—I cou'd die foF you. T>kw,
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Vian, I need the Service of the living. Sir.

But do you love me. Sir ?

Friend. Or let me perifh, flying from a (Ingle Enemy.
I am a Gentleman, and may pretend to love you ;

And what you can command, I can perform,

Dian» Take heed, Sir, what you fay, for l*m in ear-

neft.

Friend. Command me any thing that's juft and brave ;.

And by my Eyes 'tis done.

Dian, 1 know not what you call juft or brave ;

But thofe whom I do the Honour to command,
Muft n«t capitulate.

Friend, Let him be blafted with the Name of Coward^
That dares difpiite your Orders.

D/4». Da«-e you fight for me ?

Friend, Witl: a whole Army; 'tis my Trade to fight*

Vian, N^y, 'tis but a fingle Man,
Friend, Name him.

JDian, Bellmour,

Friend, OiTorkflnre ? Companion to young F/'WWt^-

love^ that came lately from Italy f

Dian, Yes, do you know him ?

Friend, I do, who has oft fpoke of Bellmour ;

We travel'd into Italy together—But fince, I hear,

He fell in love with a fair cruel Maid,

For whom he languifhes.

l>ian. Heard you her Name ?

Friend, Diana, rich in Beauty, as in Fortune.

—Wou*d fibe had lefs of both, and more of Pity

;

And that I knew not how to widi, till now
That I became a Lover, perhaps as unfuccefsful. lAjide,

Dian, 1 knew my Beauty had a thoufand Darts,

But knew not they cou'd ftrike fo quick and home. [AJids,

Let your good Wifhes for your Friend alone.

Left he being happy, you fhou'd be undone.

For he and you cannot be bleft at once.

Friend, How, Madam !

Dian. I am that Maid he loves, and fhe who hates him*
Friend. Hate him I

Dian, To Death,

C 4 Friend*
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Friend, Oh me unhappy ! IJfide*
Dian, He fighs and turns away—am I again defeated ?

Surely I am not fair, or Man's infenfible.

Friend, She knows me not

And 'tv^-as difcreetly done to change my Shape:
Tor Woman is a ftrange fantaftick Creature;

And where before, I cou'd not gain a Smile,

Thus I may win her Heart. l^Jfdt,
^—Say, Madam, can you love a Man that dies for you ?

Dian, The way to gain me, is to fight with Bellmour^

Tell him from me you come, the wrong'd Diana ;

Tell him you hav€ an Intereft in my Heart,

Equal to that which I have made in yours.

Friend. I'll do't 5 I will not ask your Reafon, bu!

obey.

Swear e'er I go, that when I have perform'd it,

You'Jl render me PciTeflion of your Heart.

Dian, By all the Vows that Heaven ties Hearts toge-

ther w'lh,

1*11 be entirely yours.

Friend, And Til not be that confcientious Fool,

To ftop at Bleffings *caufe they are not lawful

;

But take 'em up, when Heaven has thrown 'em down,

Without the leave of a Religious Ceremony. [^Afide*

Madam, this Houfe, v>'h'ch I am Mafter of^

You (hall command ; whilft 1 go feek this Bellmour*

Dian, But e*er you go, 1 muft inform you why
I do purfue him with my juft Revenge.

Friend, 1 will attend, and hear impatiently. [Exeunt,

SCENE, A Baud) Houfe,

Enter Mrs, Driver and Betty Flauntit.

Flaunt, Driver^ prithee call for a Glafs, that I may

fet my felf in order, before I go up ^ for really my Knight

has not been at home all this Night, and I am fo cqn-

fus'd

Enter one with a Glafs, and two V/enches,

Lord Mrs. Driver, 1 wonder you fhou'd fend for me,

whcn^ther Women are in Company
;
you know, of all

things
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things in the World, I hate Whores, they are thepra-

tfngft Icudeft poor Creatures in Nature ; and I wou*d nor,

for any thing, Sir Tifnothy fliou'd know that I keep Com-

pany, 'twere enough to lofe him.

Mvs,Drfv. Truly Mrs. Flanntii, this young Squire

that you were Cent to for, has two or three Perfons more

with him that muft be accommodated too.

Itaunt. driver, tho I do recreate my felf a little

fometimes, yet you know I value my Reputation and

Honour.
^enny* Uis» Driver, why fliou'd you fend for us where

JPlaumit is ? a ftinking proud Flirr, who becaufe (he has

a tawdry Petticoat, I warrant you, will think her feif Co

much above us, when if fhe were fee out in her own na-

tural Colours, and her original Garments, wou'd be much

below us in Beauty.

Mrs. Driv. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, I know you, and

1 know Mrs. Flaunt if ; but 'tis not Beauty or Wit that

takes now-a-days ^ the Age is alter'd (ince 1 took upon

me this genteerOccupation : but 'lis a fine Petticoat, right

Points, and clean Garments, that does me Credit, and

takes the Gallant, tho on a ftale Woman. And again^

Mrs. Jenny, fhe's kept, and Men love as much for Ma-

lice as for Lechery, as they call it. Oh 'tis a great Movet

to Joy, as they fay, to have a Woman that's kept.

Jen, Well! Be it fo, we may arrive to that excellent

Degree of Cracking, to be kept too one day.

Mrs. Driv, Well, well, get your felves in order to go

up to the Gentlemen.

Flaunt, Driver, what art thou talking to thefe pooi^

Creatures ? Lord, how they ftink of Paint and Pox^

faugh

Mrs. Drtv, They were only complaining that you that

were kept, Ihou'd intrude upon the Privileges of the

Commoners.
fUant, Lord, they think there are fuch Joys in Keep-

ins, when 1 vow, Driver, after a while, a Mifs has as

painful a Life as a Wife; our Men diiak, i^ay out

iate, and whore, like any Husbands*

C 5 Driv„.
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Br'iv. But I hope in the Lord, Mrs, Flauntit, yours is

no fuch Man ; 1 never faw him, but 1 hear he's under de-

cent Coneftion.

Flaunt, Thou art miftaken. Driver, 1 can keep him

within no moderate Bounds without Blows ; but for his

filthy Cuftom of Wenching, 1 have almoft broke him of

that but prithee, Driver, who are thefe Gentlemen?

JPriv. Truly, 1 know not; but they are young, and

fine as Princes ; two of 'em were difguis'd in masking

Habits laft Night, but they have fent 'em away this

Morning, and they are free as Emperors——One of 'em

has loft a Thoufand Pound at Play, and never repln'd at

h ; one's a Knight, and I believe his Courage is cool'd,

for he has ferreted my Maids over and over to Night

i^ut 'tis the fine, young, handfom Squire that 1 defign

you for.

Flaunt. No matter for his Handfomnefs, let me have

fcim that has moft Money. {Exeunt

.

SCENE, A Chamber, a Table ivith Box
and Dice*

Enter Bellmour, 5/V Timothy, Sham, and Sharp.

Bell. Damn i-, give us more Wine, [Drin\s*

Where ftands the Box and Dice?—^ Why Sham,

Sham. Faith, Sir, your Luck's To bad, 1 han't the

Confcience to play longer—Sir Timothy and you play off

a hundred Guineas, and fee if Luck will turn.

Bdl. Do you take me for a Country Squire, whofe Re-

putation will be crackt at the iofs of a petty Thoufand ?

you have my Note for it to my Goldfmith.

Sham, 'Tis fufficient if it were for ten thoufand.

'Edl, Why, Sir Thnoth^ Pox on': thou'rt dull, we
are not half debauch'd and leud enough, give us more

Wine.
Sir Tim, Faith Frank, I'm a little maukifh with fitting

up all Night, and want a fm^ll refrefhment this Morn-

ing Did we not (end for Whores?
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Bell. No, I am not in humour for a Wench

By Heaven 1 hate the Sex.

All but divine Cel'mda,

Appear ftrange Monfters to my Eyes and Thoughts.

Sir Tim. What, art Italianized, and loveft thy own
Sex?

Bell. I'm for any thing that's out of the common
Road of Sin ; I love a Man that will be damnM for fome-

thing : to creep by flow degrees to Hell, as if he were

afraid the World fhou'd fee which way he went, I fcorn

it, *tis like a Conventicler—No, give me a Man, who
to be cerrain oPs Damnation, will break a folemn Vow
to a contraded Maid.

Sir Tim. Ha, ha, ha, I thought thou woud*ft have

faid at leaft—had murder'd his Father, or ravifh'd his

j^Iother Break a V^ow, quoth ye—by fortune, 1 have

broke a thoufand.

Bell. Well faid my Boy! A Man of Honour ! And
will be ready whene'er the Devil calls for thee So

—

ho move Wine, more Wine, and Dice.

Enter a Servant with Dice andWirte,

Come. Sir, let me— [Throws and lofes.

Sir Tim, What will you fet me. Sir ?

Bell. Cater- Tray-—a hundred Guineas—oh damn the

Dice
—

'tis mine—come, a full Glafs—Damnation to my
Uncle.

Sir Tim, By Fortune, I'll do thee reafon—give me the

Glafs, and Skam, to thee Contufion to the muft/

Lord.

BelL So—now I'm like my felf, profanely wicked.

A little room for Life—but fuch a Life

As Hell it felf fiiall wonder at— I'll have a care

To do no one good deed in the whole courfe on*r,

Left that fhou'd favemy Soul in fpite of Vow-breach>

—I will not die—that Peace mySins deferve not.

I'll live and let my Tyrant Uncle fee

The fad effefts o{ Perjury, and ibrc'd Marriage.

^ Surely the Pow'rs above envy'd my Biifs
^

Martving Celmda, I had been an Angel,

So tiulj bUft, and good. {Weep;,

Sir Tirri
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Sir Tim, Why how now, Franks by Foi'tune ihe
Rogue is Maudlin So, ho, ho, fo ho.

Bell. The matter ?

Sir Tim, Oh art awake—What a Devil ail'ft thou,
Irank.^

Bell, A Wench, or anything come, let's drink a
round.

Sham, They're come as wiOit for.

Unter Flauntir, Driver, Doll and Jenny masked.

Bell, Ohdamn'em ! What (hall I do?
Yet it would look like Virtue to avoid 'em.

No, I muft venture on Ladies, y'are welcome.
Sir Tim, How, the Women ?—Hold, hold, Bellmcur^-

Jet me chufe too Come, come, unmask, and fhew
your pretty Faces.

flaunt. How, Sir Timoihy ! What Devil ow'd me a

ipite, [Afide.

Sit Tim. Come, unmask, I fay ; a willing WencL
would have fhew'd all in halt this time.

Thunt, Wou'd fhe (o^ Impudence !

IFulli cjf her Mash
Sir Tim. How, my Bern !

'Flaunt, This is the Trade you drive, you eternal Fop,
,,

when 1 fit at home expefting you Night after Night. ^

Sir Tim. Nay, dear Betty !

Haunt. 'Tis here you fpend that which fhou'^d buy me
Points and Petticoats, whilft I go like no body's Miilrefs

;

I'd as live be your Wife at this rate, fo 1 had : and I'm

in no fmall danger of getting, the foul Difeafe by your

Leudnefs.

Sir Tim, Viftorious Betty, be merciful, and do noc

luin my Reputation among Friends.

Flaunt, Your Whores you mean, you Sot you.

Sir Tim. Nay, triumphant Betty^ bear thy poor Timmy.

Flaunt, My poor Umny^ Tm us'd barbaroufiy,- 'and

won't endure it.

Sir T/w. I've won Money to Night, Betty, to buy^^

thee Clothes—hum—hum— Well faid Brank^ lo ufe the!

liiile J ihf, they came for that purpofe.

TUnnt, -



Sir Timothy Tawd rey. 6i

'Flaunt, The Devil confound him, what a Prize have I

loft bv his being here—my Comfort is, he has not found

me out the, but thinks 1 came to look for him, and ac-

cordingly I muft diflemble.

Bell. What's here ? A Lady all in Tears I

Sir Ttm. An old Acquaintance of mine, that takes ft

unkindly that I am for Change Be/ry, fay fo too,

you know 1 can fettle nothing till Vm marry'dj and he

can do it fwingingly, if we can but draw him in.

Haunt, This mollifies fomething, do this, and you'll

make your Peace; if not, you Rafcal, your Ears fhall

pay for this Night's Tranfg: e({u)n.

Sir Tim, Come hither, Iray.k^^ Is not this a fine Crea-

ture ?

Lell. By Heaven a very Devil !

^11 Tim, Come, come, approach her; for if you*il

have a Mifs, this has al! the good Qualities of one—go,

go court her, thou art fo bjfkful

Bell. 1 cannot frame my Tongue to fo much Elaf-

phemy, as 'tis to fay kind things to her— I'll try my
Heart tho-—Fair Lady—Damn her, fhe is is not fair

—

nor fweet— nor good—nor—fomething I muft fay. for ^

.beginning. Come Lady dry your Eyes;
"
<rhis Man deferves not ail the Tears you (hed.

^^ So at laft the Devil has got the better of me,

And I am enter'd.

Ilaunr, You fee. Sir, how miferable we Women are

that love you Men.

BelL Hov,', did you love him ? Love him againft his

Wiii ?

Flaunt, So it feems, Sir.

Bell, Oh thou art wretched then indeed ; no wonder if

he hate thee Does he not curfe thee ? Curfe thee till

lou art damn'd, as I do loft Diana, l.-ijide,

Flaunt, Curfe me ! He were not beft in my hearing
\

Let him do what he will behind my Back.

What ails the Genticman ?

BelL Gods ! ^X'hat an odious thing mere Coupling is

!

A thing which every fenfual Animal

Can do as well as we -— but prithee tell me,

U

^
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Is there nought elfe between the nobler Creatures ?

Flaunt. Not that I know of. Sir Lord, he's ve-

ry filly, or very innocent, I hope he has his Maidenhead -,

if Co, and rich too. Oh what a booty were this for me !

iAfide,

Bell, 'Tis wondrous ftrange
;

Why was not 1 created like the reO,

Wild, and fnfenfible, to fancy all?

Flaunt, Come, Sir, you muft learn to be gay, to fing,

to dance, and talk of any thing, and fancy any thing

that's in your way too.

Bell. Oh I can towfe, and rufHe, like any Leviathan,

when I begin—Come prove my Vigor. [Towfes her,

FlauTit, Oh Lord, Sir ! You tumble all mv Garniture.

Belt. There's Gold to buy thee more
Flaunt, Oh fweet Sir—wou'd my Knight were hang*d,

fo I were well rid of him now Well Sir, 1 fwear you

are the moft agreeable Perfon^—
BelL Am I ?—let us be more familiar then ril

kifs thy Hand, thy Breaft, thy Lips and

Flaunt, All you pleafe Sir

BelL A tradable Sinner ! [Offers to kifi her.

Faugh—how Q^e fmells—had 1 approach'd (o near divine

Ceiinda^ what a natural Fragancy had fent it felf through

all my raviflit Senfes

!

l^fide.

Flaunt, The Man's extafy'd, fure I fhall take him.

Come, Sir, you're fad.

Bell, As Angels fall'n from the Divine Abode,

And now am lighted on a very Hell !

^ But this is not the way to thrive in Wickednefs
5

I muft ruQi on toRu'n—Come fair Miftrefs,

Will you not fhew me fome of your Arts of Love ?

For I am very apt to learn of Beauty Gods«—

•

What is't I negotiate for ? a Woman !

Making a Bargain to pofTefs a Woman !

Oh never, never!

Flaunt. The Man is in love, that's certain—as I was

faying, Sir

'Bell, Begone Repentance ! Thou needlefs Goodnefs,

Which if 1 tollow, canft lead me to r.o Joys.

Come
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Come tell me the Pfice of all your Pleafures.

SirT;w. Look you, Miftrefs, 1 am but a Country

Kni'gHt.

Yetl Qiou'd be glad of your farther Acquaintance,—Piay who may that Lady be.

Driv, Who, Mrs. Flauntit, Sir ?

Sir Tim, Ay (he : fhe's tearing fine, by Fortune.

Drh, I'll alTure you, Sir, (he's kept, and is a great Ra-

rity, but to a Friend, or Co

Sir Tim. Hum kept pray by whom ?

Dnv. Why a filly Knight, Sir, thar^

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, filly indeed a Pox upon her

—

a fillv Knight, you fay

Dnv. Ay, Sir, one fhe makes a very Afs of.

Sir Tim, Ay fo methinks—but fne's kind, and will do

reafon for all him.

Dnv. To a Friend, a Man of Quality orfi?.

Sir Trm. Ay, (he blinds the Knight.

Driv. Alas, Sir, eafily he, poor Cully, thinks her

a very Saint but when (he's out of the way, fhe

comes to me to pleafure a Fr:end.

Sir Tim. But what if the Fool mifs her ?

nriv. She cries Whore firA, brings him upon his

Knees for her Fault •, and a piece of Plate, or a new Pet-

ticoar, makes his Peace asain.

Sir Tim. Why look you Miftrefs, 1 am that Fop,

thnt very fiilv Knight, and the reft that you fpeak of.

Vnv. How Sir? then I'm undone, fne's the Upholder

of my Calling, the very Grace of my Fundion.

S'uTim. Is Qie fo ? e'en keep her to your felf then,

rU have no more of her, by Fortune 1 humbly

thank you for your Intelligence, and the reft. Well—

1 fee there's not one honeft Whore i'th' Nation, by For-

tune.

Enter Charles Bellmour, and Trufty.

Hark ye Miftrefs, what was your Bus'nefs here >

Flaunt. To meet a Rogue !—

—

Sir Tim. And 1 to meet a Whore, and now we are

well met.

f.aunt. How S"r ? _ _
Sir Tim*'
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Sir Tim, Nay, never be furprlz'd, for your Intrigues

are difcovei'd, the good Matron oftheHoufe (againltber

Will) has done me that kindnefs you know how to-

live v.'ithout your Keeper, and fo I'll leave you.

Flaunt, You're too ferviceable a Fool to be loft Co,

Bell Who knows this bold Intruder ?

Char, How, Sir, am I a Stranger to you ? But I fhou'd

not wonder at it, (Ince all your laft Night's Anions be-

tray'd a ftrange depravity of Senfe.

•—Sir, I have fought you long, and wiili I had not found

you yet, flnce both the Place and Company declare, how
giofly you've diflembled Virtue al! this v^^hile.

Bell. Take hence that prating Boy.

Char. How Sir You are my elder Brother, yet I

may be allow'd to do the Bus'nefs that I came for, and

from my Uncle to demand ycui- Wife.

Bell, You may return, and tell him that fhe's dead.

Char, Dead ! fure. Sir, you rave. [Turns him about.

Bill, Indeed I do—but yet O.e's d^m^ they fay.

Char. How came ffie dead ?

Bell, I kill'd her-—ask no more, but leave me,
[Turn: him about again.

Char. Sir, this is Madman's Language, and not to be

believed.

Bell. Go to y'are a faucy Boy.

Char. Sir, I'm an angry Boy

But yet c^.n bear much fiom a Brother's Mouth
;

Y'aveloft your fieep : pray, Sir, go home and feek it.

Bell. Home! 1 have no Home, unlefs thou mean it

my Grave, and thither I cou'd wifh thou wou'd condud

me. [y/eeps.

Flaunt, Pray Heaven this young virtuous Fellow don't

fpoi! all.

—Sir, fhall 1 fend for a Scrivener to draw the Settlement

you piomis'd me ?

Bell. Do fo, and I'll order him to get it ready.

Char. A Settlement ! On whom ? This Woman, Sir ?

Bell. Ye«, on this Woman, Sir.

Char. Aie youftark mad ?—Know you where you are ?

Bell,
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^ell. Yes, in a Baudy-houfe.

Char, And this Woman, Sir,.

Bell, A very Whore a tawdry mercenary Whore !

And what of this ?

Char, And can you love her, Sir ?

Bell, No, if I did, 1 wou'd not gratify her.

Char, What, is't in Charity to keep her honefl ?

'Bell, Neither.

Char, Is your Luft grown fo high—
Bell, Take that IStrikes html

Por naming but fo bafe a thing to me.
Char. I wear a Sword, buc not to draw on Mad-men.

Buifince y'are fo free. Sir, 1 demand that fortune, which

by my Father's Will y'are bound to pay the day after your

Wedding-Day ; my Sifter's too is due.

Bell, Ha, ha, ha, Sir Timothy^ come hither

who doft think this is ?

Sir Tim, A Fidler perhaps—let him play in the next

Room.
Bell, No, my Brother--come to demand his Portion

of me ; he fays I am in leud Company, and, like a

Boy, be wou'd correft me.

Sir Tim, Why this comes of Idlenefs ; thou (liould'ft

have bound him Prentice in time, the Boy wou^d have

made a good faucy Taylor.

Char, Sirrah, y'are a Rafcal, whom I muft thus chaf-

tife. IKicks him.

... [They all draw, and Bellraour fiands foremojiy and

ir fights with Charles ; the Women run fqueaking

out^ Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp fneali hehind
j

Trufty interpofes,

Trufl, Hold, hold, I befeech you my dear Mafters !

Oh what a fight is this ? Two Brothers fighting with each

other ! Oh, were my old Matter alive, this wou'd break

his Heart : Oh, Sir, you've kiU'd your Brother ! ^

Bell, Why then his Portion's paid. [Charles is wounded.

Sir Tim. How kill'd 1 Nay, 'tis time we departed then,

and (liifted for our felves. [Ex. Str Tim. Sham and Sharp*

Trujl, Oh Sir, (hall 1 fend for a Surgeon ?

Char.
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char. No, for a Coach rather, I am not wounded
n^"<^h. lEx, Trufty.

BelU How dar'ft thou truft thy felf alone with mc ?

Char, Why fhould I fear thee ?

Bell. Becaufe Tm mad.
Mad as a Tygrafs rob'd of her dear Young,

Char, What is't that makes you (o ?

Bell. My Uncle's Puh'tick?, Hell take him for\
Has ruin'd me, thou and my Sifter too,

By marrying me to a fair hated Maid,

When I had plighted all my Fairn before.

Enter Trufty,

Trujl, Sir, here's a Coach.

Char, Come, Brother, will you go home with me ?

Bell, Home !—no, never to that place thou call'ft fo.

If when I'm dead, thou wouldft behold thy Brother,

And take the laft Adieu from his cold Lips,

(If thofe Co perjijr'd can deferve that kindnefs)

Inquire for loft Celinda^ at whofe Feet

Thou fiialt behold me fall'n a Sacrifice.

Till then, ril let miftaken Parents know
The mifchiefs that enfue a broken Vow» lEx, fevtrally*

A C T V.

SCENE, Co'vent-Gardefj,

Enter Betty Fiauntit alotke,

SUre I rofe the wrong way to day, I have had fuch

.. damn'd ill luck every way ; Firft, to be fent for to

/iich a Man as this Bellmour^ and, as the Devil wou'd
have it, to find my Knight there ; then to be juft upon
the Point of making my Fortune, and to be interrupted

by that virtuous Brother of his ; then to have a Quarrel
happen, that (before I could whifper him in the Ear, to

% fo much as, Meet me here again—anon) forc'd me to

quit
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quit the Houfe, left the Conftable had done it forme?

?hen that filly Baud (liould d fcover all to my Cully. If this

be not ill Luck, the Devil's in't But Driver mnft

bring matters about, .hat I may fee this liberal Squire a-

gain But here comes my Noddy, I muft pretend to

be angry.
Enter Sir Timothy.

Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how ye look now, as if you

had committed no Mifdemeanour; Alas, good Innocent,

what canft thou fay for thy felf, thou Renegado thou, for

being falfe to my Bofom, fay ?
^., . t

Flaunt. Falfe to your Bofom ! You filly impudent

Sot vou who dares accufe me ?
. j * #

Sir Ttm. E'en your trufty and well-beloved Friend Mrs.

Driver the Baud.

Flaunt. She! She's an impudent confounded Lyar

and becaufe (he wou*d have your worfhipful Cuftom—
fcandaliz'd me, to breed a difference between us.

Sir Tim. Ay, if you could make me believe that indeed,

when fhe knew not, nor ever faw me all the Days ot her

life before.
. , ,

Fkunt. I know that, Simpleton; but when I went to

enquire for you by your Name, and told her my Bus nefs,

our Amours are not kept fo fecret, nor was {he fo dull,

as not to underftand how matters went between us.

Sir Ttm. Now tho 1 know this to be a damn d Lye, yet

the Devil has affifted her to make it look fo like Truth,

that 1 cannot in Honour but forgive her
^

^ Flaunt. Forgive me !—Who fhou^d forgive you your

debauch'd Whoring and Drinking ?—-marry ye had need

fo, you are fuch a Ruffler, at leaft if y'are every where as

you are at home with me-No, Sirrah, m never bed with

you more: here Ilivefneakingwithou:aCoach,or any thing

to appear withal ; when even thofe that were fcandalous

two Ages ago, can be (een \n Htde-Park mi\^tir ^n^Chz-

riots, as if they badpurchasM it with a Maidenhead ;
whilft

1, who keep my felf intively for you, can get nothing but

the Fragments of your Debauches I'll be damn d be.

fore I'll endure it. „ ,

.

Sir Jim. Tuft as the Baud faid i
yet I am mollify d

nay
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nay, dear Bstty^ forgive me, and I'll be very good for
the future,

Ilaunt, Will you fwear to be fo ?

Sir Jhn, Ay, by Fortune, I will.

Flaunt. Come, what will you give me then to be
Friends ? for you won Money kft Night.

Sir Tim. Ay, that's k that appeafes her hi^heft Storms
here my Jewel, here's a hundred Guineas to buy fine

things.

Flaunt, Yes, grest ftore of fine things indeed, with
this pitiful Sum

; kt me feel in your Pockets, and fee if

you have no moie. \jhe feels in his Pockets,
Sir Tim. So, 'twas well I laid by the Teft, my Peace

had not been rrjade under every Rag on't elfe ; and what
1 waj painfully cheating for all this Night, would have
been laid out at the Mercers and Lacemen in half an Hour.

Well, are you fatisfy'd I have no more ?

Flaunt, Have you funk none indeed and indeed, my
Ttmmy ?

^

Sir Tim. No, I need not, vou fink mine faft enough,
I thank ye.

'

i^fide.
cia^mt. Well, get your felf ready to go ab'-oad with

ni«» lExit Flaunt,
Sir Tim. I have other Matters in hand now have

I tour hundred Guineas in Bank, which 1 won laft Night
ofBellmour, whuh I'll make ufe of to debauch his Sifter,

with whom Vm daninnbly in Jove, and long for the re-
turn o^ my two Sening-dogs, to bring me News of the
Game.

Enter Sham and Sharp,
Oh are you come /

Sha??2. Ay, Sir, wirh Ne^vs worth the hearing ; I have
been diligent, Sir, and got my felf acquainted with the
Old Srew^rdor^he Family, an avariiious Judas, that will
betray lor Go! -i.

Sir r?»;. And that we'll furnifh him with his Maf-
ter'sGold, like all other mortal things, muft return from
whence it came.

Shar/>. Not alj, Sir ; for Sham and I have difpos*d of
part.

Sir T/>7,
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Sir Tim, Indeed you are a little fliabby.

Sham, Ay, Sir, Fools were made to repair the Breaches

of us that have Wit enough to manage *em.

Sir Tttn, What ;he Golifmith paid the Money at

jfight, without demanding why ?

Sharp, Readily Sir he's a brave Fellow, and muft
not be loft (o.

Sham, By no means, we muft make ufe of hioi whilft

he is hot ; for 1 doubr the Humour is not natural, and I

fear he may cool.

Sir Tim. But to our Bufinefs.

Sharp, A}', Sir, this fame Sifter of his you muft have
5

if it be but to put this infoient Whore Fiauntit out of fa-

vour, who manages this Fop intirely. [Ajide.

Sir Tim, Ay, but art thou fure there Is no danger in this

Enterprize ? Shall I not have my Throat cut ? and the

reft.

Sham, We have none of that Italian Humour nowa-
days, 1 can aftliieye ; they will fooner, with a brotherly

kindnefs, affift the yieldin;; Sifter to the v;iliing Gallant.

Sir Tim, A good thriving Inclination, by Fortune.

Sham. And, Sir, you have all Encouragement ; her
Brother, you heard, refus'd to pay her Portion, and you
know the Fate of a handfom young Wench in this Town,
that relies on weak Virtue Th.n becaufe ftje is in the

Houfe with her Uncle, this fame Steward has contriv'd

matters fo, to bring you in at the Backdoor, her Lodg-
ings being in the Garden.

Sir Tim, This is fome thing Oh I'm impatient to

be with her Well, 1 muft in, and make fome Lye to

Betty for my Abfence, and be with you prefently,

lExn Sir Tim.
Sharp, What Defign haft thou in hand ? for I fuppofe

there is no fuch real thing as debauching this Lady.

Sham. Look ye Sharpy take to thee an implicit Faith,

and believe Impoftibilities j for thou and I muft cozen
this Knight,

Sharp, What, our Patron J

Sham»
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Sham, Ay Sharps we are bound to labour in our Call-

ings, but mum -here he comes.

Enter Sir Timothy.

Sir Tim, Come, let*s away, my Lyonefs begins to roar.

Vr>M <iUnrh^ go feek after £e//w^«r, watch his Mo-
ons, and give us notice. \Exeunt»

Flaunt, He is gone, and I believe (Flauntit peeping

cut,) for no Goodnefs ; I'll after him, and watch him.

[Exit crofs the Stage,

Enter Lord V\oi^t\^ Charles, Truf^y, andtwo Servants,

Lord, In a Baudy-houfe, with Whores, Heftors, and

Bice ! Oh that I fhould be fo deceiv'd in Mankind, he

whom I thought ail Virtue and Sobriety 1 But go fome of

you knmediately, and take Officers along with you, and

remove his Quarters from a Baudy-houfe to a Prifon :

charge him with the Murder of his Wife.

Char, My Lord, when I demanded her, he faid indeed

that fhe was dead, and kill'd by him ; but this 1 guefs was

the EfFefts of Madnefs, which Debauchery, and want of

Sleep has brought him to.

Lord, That fhall be try'd -, go to the Place where

Charles has direfted you, and do as I command you.

[]£x. Servants.

—Oh fweet Diana, in whom I had plac'd my abfolute

Delight,

And gave thee to this Villain, becaufe I wifh*d thee happy.

And are my Expeftations fall'n to this ?

Upon his Wedding Night to abandon thee,

And fhew his long d;irembled natural Leudnefs !

Char, My Lord, I hope, 'tis not his natural Temper

;

For e'er we parted, from a brutal Rudenefs,

He grew to all the Softnefs Grief cou'd didate.

Hetalkt of breachof Vows, of Death, and Ruin,

And dymg at the Feet of a wrong'd Maid
j

1 know not what he meant.

Lord, Ay, there's his Grief ; there is feme jilting Huffy

has drawn him in j but I'll revenge my felt on boib.

Enter Page,

Page, A Letter for your Lordfhip.

Lord
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Lord reads.

My LORD,

AS your Goodnefs has been ever great towards me, fo
I humbly befeech you to continue it ; and the greatefi

Proofs you can give me of it, is to ufe all your Interejl to
undo that tye between Bellmour and my [elf which with
fuch Joy you knit, I willfay no more, but as you love
my Life, and my dearer Honour, get a Divorce, or yott
will fee both ruined in

Tour Diana.

[Gives Charles^r^^ Letter.
Lord, A Divorce! yes, if all my Interefl or Eftate

can purchafe it fome Joy yet that thou art well.
Char, Doubtlefs her Reafons muft be great for this

Requeft.

Lord, Yes, for (he lov'd him pailionatelv ; when I
firft told her of my Defi-ns to marry 'em together, ihe
could not hide her Joy j which was one Motive, 1 uro^d it

10 him with fuch Violence.
^

Char. Perfons fo near of Kin do feldom profper in
the Marriage-Bed. *

Lord, However 'tis, I now think fit to unmarry 'em •

And as for him, TJl ufe him with what Ric^or
' '

The utmoft Limits of the L iw allows me.
Char, Sir, I befeech you
Lord, You befeech me ! You, the Brother of the Vil.

lain ! that has abus'd the beft of all my Hopes ' No
I think 1 fhail grow (for his fake) to haie^all that be!
long to him.

Char, Sir, how have I offended ?

Lord, Yes Sir, you have offended me, and Nature ha£
offended me

;
you are his Brother, and that's an Offence

to me.
Char, Is that a Fault, my Lord ?

Lord. Yes Sir, a great one, and I'll have it fo ; and
let me tell you, you nor your Srfler (for that reafonj muft
expea no more FriendQiJp at my Hands^ than from thofe
tha^t are abfolute Strangers to you ; Your Brother has re-
fused you your Portions, and I'll have as little Mercy as he,

and
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and (o farewel to you Bui where's the Meflenger

that brought the Letter ?

Pag^e. Without, my Lord. [Ex. Lord and Page,

Truji. Here's like to be a hopeful end of a noble Fami-

ly. My Comfort Is, 1 fliall die with Grief, and not fee

the laft of ye. [iVeeps,

Char. No Trufiy^ 1 have not been fo meanly educated,

but I know how to live, and like a Gentleman : All

that afflids me in this Misfortune, is my dear Sifter Phil*

lis, file's young ; and to be left poor in this loofe Town,
will ruin her for ever.

Truji. Sir, I think we were befl: to marry her out of

the way.

Char, Marry her ! To whom ? who is*t regards poor

Virtue ?

TruJi. For that let me alone; and if you dare truft her

to my Management, I'll undertake to marry her to a Man
of 20C0 /. a Year \ and if it fail. Til be fure to keep her

Honour fafe.

char. Priiheehow wilt do this ?

TruJi. Sir, I have ferv'd your Family thefe thirty Years,

with Faiih and Love ; and if 1 lofe my Credit now, I'll

never pretend to't more.

char. Do what thou wilt, for I am fure thou'rt honel^.

And ril refign my Sifter to thy Condud,

Whilft 1 endeavour the Converflon of my Brother.

[^Exit Charles,

Enter Phillis.

Phil. KoNews yet of my Brother? ,

TruJi. None : The Next you'll hear is, that he's un-

done, and that you muft go without your Portions ; and

worfe than that, I can tell you, your Uncle defigns to

turn you out of Doors.

Phil, Alas ! what fiiou'd I do, if he fhou'd be fo

cruel > Wou'd 1 were in Flanders at my Monaftery again,

i[ this be tme.

TruJi. I have better Bus'nefs for you, than telling of

Beads—No, Mrs. Phillis, you muft be married.

Phil, Alas ! 1 am too young, and fad for Love.

TruJl. The younger, and the lefs Love, the better.

Enur
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Enter Page.

PMgi, Mr. Trujly, here's.? Gentleman wou*d fpeak with
you, he fays his Name's Mr. Sham,

Truji, Gud's me, MiftrefSj put en all your Huliday

Looks ; for this is the little Merchant ot Love b) Reui),
that brings you the Husband I promis'd you.

Enter Sham.
Sham» Well, Mr. Trufiy^ I have brought Sir Timothy^

as I promis'd, he is at the Garden-door.

Trujl. The beft time in the World, my Lord's out of
the way.

Sham. But you know our Condiuons.

Truft, Yes, that if he marry her, you are to haye all

the Money that he oflers to debauch her.

Sham. Right.

Trufl* Bring him in then, and 1*11 civilly withdraw.

[Exit Trudy.
Enter Sham, bringing in Sir Timothy.

SirT/Vw. Well 5^4w, thou haft preparM all things, 3iti^

there needs no Ceremony.
Sham, None, none, Sir

5 you may fall down-right tQ

the Bufinefs. lExiu
Enter Phillis.

Sir Tim.fmgs, Come, my Phillis, let us improv&
Both our Joys of equal Love

;

Whiljl we in yonderfiady Grove^

Cottnt Minutes by our Kijfes,

Phil What fort ofCourtfhipW this ? 'tis very odd !

Sir Tim. Pox on formal Fopsj we have high-born
and generous Soi|ls, >and fcorn the common Road
Come, let's enjoy, whiift Youth and Beauty Jafts.

PhiK What means this Rudenefs ? I'll tell my Brother.
Sip Tim, Your Brother ! by Fortune, he's fo leud, that

fhould I be (o unc-onf<:ionable to leave thee a Virgin buc
this Night, he wou'd ravifli thee himfelf, and that a:
cheaper Rates than I defign to do it.

Phil, How dare you talk to me at this rate ?

Sir Tim, Talk to thee. .^by Fortune, ]'ll play the
Tarqmn with thee, ii thou yieldeft not quidcly-r—foff
thou hafte fet me all on fire.

V9i..ni. i> pkii^
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Phil, Defend me, Heaven, from fuch a Man.
Sir Tim. Then it muft defend you from all the Sex ;

for all Mankirrd are like me, nay, and all Womankind
are, or wou*d be, what I muft make thee.

Fhtl, What's that, a Wench ?

Sir Tim. Fie, fie, that's a grofs Name ; no, a Mifs,

that's the Word a Lady ot Delight, a Perfon of Plea-

fure and the reft ; I'll keep thee, not a Woman of Qua-

lity fhallbe half fo fine Come, dear Philtisy yield.

Oh, I am mad for the happy hour come, (ay the

word, 'tis but inclining thy Head a little that thus, pretty

Eyes down, and thy Cheeks all Blufhes, and fetching a

long Sigh——thus with do—what you pleafe—

at the end on*t and 1 fhall take it for granted.

phiL That, Sir, you'il never hear me fay to any thing

but a Husband, if I muft fay it then.

Sir Tim. A Husband ! it is enough to fpoil a M^n's Ap-

petite, the very naming on't—By Fortune, thou haft been

bred with thy great Grandmother, fome old Queen Eliza'

beth Lady, that us'd to preach Warnings to young Maid-

ens ; but had ftieliv'd in this Age, fhe wou'd have^repented

her Error, efpecially had flie feen the Sum that I offer thee

—Come, let's in, by Foriune, I'm fo vigorous, I

fhall ravifh elfe.

P^//, Unhand me, or ril call out. lafTureyou, this

is not the way to gain me.

Sir Tim. 1 know there is a way to gain all mortal

Womankind*, but how to hit the critical Minute of the

Berjere

Fhil. It is paft your Politicks at this time. Sir.

Sir Tim. I'll try all ways, and the Devil's in it, if I don't

hit upon the right at laft. [_Afide,

All the foft things I've faid—
Phil. That a Knight of your Parts ought to fay.

Sir ri/w. Then I have kneel'd—and cry'd, and fwore—

and.

Phil. And damn'd your felf five hundred times.

Sir Tim, Yet ftill y'are impregnable I'll make ano-

ther Propofition to you, which is both reafonable and

Riodifh—if it prove a Boy I'll marry you -the

Devil's in't, if that be not fair. Phil,
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Phil. You get no earneft of me, Sir, and fo farewel

Enter Sham.
Sir Ti-w*. Oh 5A4W, I am all over fire, mad to -njov.

I have ^one what Man can do (without doing what I wou'd
do) and ftiil fhe s Flint ; nothing will down with her butMatrimony—what (hall I do ? for thou know'ft I cannot
marry a Wife witheut a Fortune.

Sham. Sir, you know the old Cheat ; hire a Lav
Rafcal in a Canonical Habit, and put a falfe Marriage upon

Sir Tim, Lord, that this fliou'd not enter into my Cox-
comb before I hafte then and get one m have itdone immediately, whilft I go after her to keep up mv

'

[Ex.SirTitn
Sham» And I will fit yoG with a Parfonprefently. \Ex[

SCENE, A Street.

Enter Friendlove difguis'd as before,

friend. I find Diana knows me not ; and this Year**
abfcnce, fmce I firft made my AddrefTes to her, has alter 'dme much, or (he has loft the remembrance of a Man
whom (he ever difefteera*d till in this lucky Drefs • the
price of her Favour is Bellmcur's Life. 1 need not'have
been brib d»for that, his Breach of Faith both to my Sidttx
and my felf, enough incites me to Revenge He has
not yet enjoy'd her, that Bldling is referv'd for me alone -

and tho the Prieft have joyn'd 'em, that Marriage mav"
be difannuird, and (he has a Fortune fufficiem to excufe
her other Faults.

Enter Bellmourytf^.

iHah
!

the Man 1 feek fo near my Lodames
too Sir !

' ^ o

Bell, Sir »

friend. Traitor
!
thou know'ft me, and ray bus'nefs-Look on this Face, if thou dar'ft look on him whom

thou haft doubly wrong'd—and draw thy Sword
Bell. Thoufliould'abeF/-/^«^/,x.^, Brother to Ct//W^.

^ ^
:Briend\
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-Brimd, And Lover of DUna. too-^Oh qukkly draw.

Or I (hall leave thee, like a Coward, dead.

BelL No, rather like a Sacrifice, [O^^r^ to enhrace htm,

Atid thou ftiouMft be th$ Prieft ftiould offer it

;

But that I have yet,
,

. .^ ^ ..

lor fomefew moments, bufinefsfor my Lite.

Triend. 1 can allow no time for bufinefs now,

Mv Injuries are in hafte, and ib am I.
"

BelL Shoud'ft thou ftab here a ihouland gapingWounds,

Upon this falfe, this perjur'd Heart of mine,

it wou'd not part with Life, unlefs 'twere laid

Kear to the Sacred Altar of my Vow.<

Low at the Feet of my fair injur d W-.fe.

Trisr^d. Ha !
means he his Wife ? [Jjide.

Canft thou repent thy Injuries to her.

And leave the reft of all thy Sinsnegkaed ?

Bell. Thofe I have done to thee, tho foul and baiba-

May plead the Excufe of Force—but thofe to her,

>Iotthou, Borl, norfhe, or Heav'n can pardon.

Friend, Heav'ns J
, j t: r

Mv Sifter's Wrongs, and mme, may plead Excufe,

Bat thofe to her alone can ne'er be pardon d.

^This place. Sir, is too open—come with me.

For I've defir'd, and now refolve to kill ihee.

Bell And fo thou fhakv defencelefs, I Will yield.

And leave my Bofom open to thy Sword. .

But fiift condua me tomy Wife ;

For i will fee her nor can 1 die iinpardon d.

Fnld. See h.s Wif. ! Of whom do you demand

^''U Of thee!—dar'ft.boudeta:n me?^^^^^
^^^^ .^^

FrunJ, Death I how (hou'd he know (he's
^^'^.^^^

C..V Sir this way our Bufinefs lies. [Pulls htm Uck.

eI'i^^^^^^^^ but mine lies only thi. way.
,

Friend,
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Triend, By Heav'n you fhallnot enrer here,

BelL I know thou lov'ft her.

And 'tis with Reafon thou deny 'ft an Entrance

To oae fo much unworthy to approach her.

Triend, Yes, I do love her, and dare own it too
;

And will defend her from one fo bafe and treacherous.

BtlJ, Who dares deny thy Reafons?

Triend, Sh' has made me take an Oath, to fight with

thee;

And every Wound my lucky Sword Ihou'd make.

She bad me fay, was fent thee from her Hate.

BelU Oh I believe thee : prithee tell on, young MaD>,

That I may die without the aid of Wounds.

Triend. To break thy Heart, know then, (he loves an*

other.

And has took back the Vows ftic made to the«,

And given 'em to a Man more worthy of *em.

Bell. Alas ! 1 credit thees—yet—then by Heav'n fne's

falfe

!

And 1 will know, why 'tis (lie is thus perjiir d.

- • - • lOfefi to s^o

—Nay now—nor Heaven, nor Hell, (hall hinder me.

•—Stand off, or to the number Til add one Sin more.

And make my Paffage to it thro thy Heart.

Friend. And fo you (hall, Sir.

{They fight y Bellmour difarrm Friend, and rum In*—Difarm'd ! by Heav'n you (hail not fo efcape

A Rage that is too juft here to give o'er.

SCENE changes to the Injtde of

Friendlove'^ Lodgings.

Enter C elinda, as before^ met by Kurfe,

Nvr. Oh Madam, here's Mr. Bellmour ; he has

wounded my young Maimer, who den\'d him Entrance,

and is come into the Houfe, and all in Rage demands his

CeL Oh Heav'n ! Demands his Wife ! Is that fad Curfe

Added to all the reft ? Does he then love her ?

n ^ Enter
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Enter Bellmour with two Swords,
Nur, Whither do you prefs. Sir ? and what's your

bufinefs ?

Bell. To fee my Wife, my Wife, Impertinence ;
And muft 1 meet with nought but Oppofuion ?

[Pujhes her roughly away.
Cel. Let him come Jn.

fJur, Marry he lets himfelf in, I thank him.
CeL What Man art thou thus cover'd o'er with Horror?
Bell. One fentfrom Hell to punifh Perjury !

Where's this perfidious Fair ? this blufhlefs Maid,
That has by my Example broke her Vows ?
A Precedent that Fiends wou'd Qiame to follow.

Ceh Who is't you mean, Sir J

BelU A thing that has no Name, fhe h fbbadj
One who fo lately gave her felf to mc,
And now h flown into another's Arms

:

One that attacks my Life, for the fame Sins

Which fhe her felf commits and thinks to h've too;
' Yet ftfll fhe is my Wife, whom I have injur'd

:

Till when, (he was a Saint .come lead me to her,

Tho fhe be falfe as I, yet I'll forgive it.

IThrows by the Swords^
C?/. Heav'ns ! he repents his Cruelty to her.

And never mentions me \ Ah then 'tis time to die.

And that I may be fure of Death ^Afide*
Well, Sir, I will conduA this happy Lady to you.

lEx* Cel,

Bell. Gods ! Happy ! whilft I am wretched.

Oh what an Ague chills my fhivering Limbs,

Turns my hot Rage to fofteft Love, and Shame

!

Were I not here to die——here at her Feer,

1 wou'd not ftand the Shock of her Reproaches.

—But yet (he need not fpeak, a Look's fufficient

To call up all my Sins to my undoing.

-She coines.,——Oh Heav'n ! fhe comes. .

Enter Celinda and Diana.

—Like penitent Criminals thus—-with my Eyes de-

clin'd,

I bow my Head, for the laft fad Blow. [^Stands hw'd.
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Cel, Sir, in Obedience to your Commands,

I've brought the Lady. / ^

Dia. How ! The perfidious Bellmou/l'

The only Object of my Hate and Scorn.

Bell. Say on, my angry Deity [Knedf,

Whilft I thus trembling hear my fatal Doom,
Like Sinners, confcious ne'er lo be forgiven,

1 dare not lift my guilty Eyes towards Heaven.

Cel, Can I hear this, and yet retain my Life ?

Dia, Had I but two days fince beheld this Youth
Thus proftraie at my Feet, 1 ihould have thought

My felf more bleft.

Than to have been that Deity he calls me.
Enter Friendlove.

"Friend, Defend me 1 The Traitor here ! And at Dw»4'$
Feet !

The fitteft Altar for my Sacrifice f

—Turn, turn, from what thou lev 'ft, and mwt taj

Juftice.

Cel, Oh hold, my deareft Brother.

[Bellmour r;/e/, and turns ahout*
Beit, Nay, now I*m ready for the welcome Sword,

Since my Ceiinda*s falfe, and cannot pardon,

Cel. Oh do not die with that profane Opinion.^ . -^
Celinda falfe I or cannot pardon ihee

!

Bian. Stay, generous Sir, my Pity has forgiven him,
Bell, Thou ! Why who art thou ,,Diaaa ?

Dian, Yes, that Diana^
Whom, maugre all the Penitence thou fnew'ft.

Can fcarce forgive the Injuries thou haft done her.

Bell, I ftiew a Penitence for injuring thee !

By Heav*n, I never cou'd do one, or other ;

^W that lam is the divine C^/iw^a's.

Friend. He's ftaik mad! lAfidf^^
Bell, But fince (te cannot pardon, I caii die.

[Offers to fall on his Sword,
Cel, Canft thou not credit me ? She pardons thee.

Live—and enjoy

—

Diana, [Turns her Facefrom him.
Bell. What art thou, who know'ft her Heart fo well ?

An thou my Rival ? the bleffed Ygmh, to whom
D4 She
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She has given her Vows ?—Live, and enjoy, Diana !
—Yes, ye?, thou art my Rival, and I'll kill thee.

Cd, Do, whilfti meet thy Svvoi-d.

{0}em her Arrm^ Disna /ia<^s him
',

he
Uti fall his Svjord, and ga^es,

Beil. Du)i——dull Adorer ! Not to know my Saint.

Oh how I have profan'd ! To what (li3ng« Idol

^as that I kneei'd,

Miftaking it for a Divinity ?

Cei. To your fair Wife Diana,
Bell, Oh cruel Maid !

Has Heav'n defign'd me any but CelinJa ?

Dian. Maid ! Blefs me !- did I then lovfi a Woman ?

1 am pleased thou fhould'ft renounce me ; make it

good.

And fet me free from Fetters which I hate.

Be/l, If all our Laws can do% I will—for here

£nd» ail my Claim. [Tc? Celinda.

Frknd, Was this the Wife you did demand of me ?

'Bell. Yes, I had no other.

B'tan, Fair Maid! forgive me all my fhamefulPaflion>

And charge my Fault upon your Beamy only,

Cel, Excellent Creature ! I (hou'd fue for that, '

Which my Deceit will never make roe hope.

Bell, And art thou true to Love, and all thy Vows ?

Whilft I to fave my Fortune,

(That only which cou*d make me merit thee)

Gave my unwilling Hand to this fair noble Maid.

Ah Friendlove, when thou hear'ft my Story told.

Thou wilt forgive, and pity me.

Dian, What was't you faid. Sir? Friendlove/

Iriend. Yes, Madam, 1 hope the Name can make no
difF*rence ;

Or hate that ftill, fo you but love the Man.

Dian Tho I'm again defeated, yet this laft

Proves ler<ft ofFenfive •, nor fliall an empty Worci

Alter my fix'd Relolves, to love you ftill.

rrie-U. Then I am bleft !

BelL But yet the Office of the Prieft has paft :

What Remedy for that ?
Dian,
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Dion, My Uncle's Pow'r, the Nearnefs of our Bloodj

The Contrad'ftion ot' our CircurDTTances.

Bell. And above all ihar, mv Contrad with Celinda,

Methinks 1 feel a Joy fpread o'er my Heart,

The bleiTed Omen of approaching Happinefs.

CeL 1 do believe thee ; for by Sympathy,

Mine takes new Fire and Hope.
Dian. I have already writ to my Uncle, and the Me(^

fenger aflurM me, he would gratify my Defires; thar-

done I will be yours.- [To Friendloveo

Bell, But why thus dreft ? it might have led my Rage,

Full of Defpair and Jealoufy to have hurt thee.

Cel, Sir, when the Letter came of your being married,.

I will not tell you all the EfFe(^s it had

Upon my defperate Soul

;

But this I know, I had refolv'd to die,

But fuft to fee you. Your Page inform'd the Nurfe
All that had patt, of the laft Night^s Bail

;

And much concern'd, fhe got this Habit for me.
And inform'd me how 'twas I was to aft,

And that my Brother (defcribing his Drefs) was gone~
before.

This made me hafte, left e'er I came
His Rage had done the Bufinefs which it went for.

Friend. And fo it had, hadft thou not hinder'd me ;

For I, Sir, was the Man who drew on you.

Bell. And was it thou that didft defend my Heart,

That I might live to pay thy Goodnefs back ?

Cel. It was to fave your Life, and to expofe my own.'

Bia. Come, let's in, and confult what's beft for as to •

do.

Bell, Come my Celinda,

Let us no longer doubt, the Pow'xs above

Will be propitious to united Love. [Ex, Cth
Enter Servant*

Serv. Sir, my Lord Piotwel is at the Door in his-

Coach.

Dtan, My Uncle come ! Sir, we will not doubt our
Fortune.

But how came he to know of my being here ?

D 5 Serv,
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Serv, Madam, I fear he follow*d me after 1 had given

him the Letter,

Enter Lord Plotv;el, Charles, Trufty.

Lord, Bellmour and Diana kneeh'ng !

[Bel. and Diana kneel,

—•Rife ; the Joy I have to fee you thus, makes me
refolve to grant you any thing, and pardon all thafs

pa{^.

BelL Be not fo hafty in your Goodnefs, Sir,

Left you repent as faft.

Dim, Sir, we have an humble Suit to you.

Lord. What is it ye can jointly ask, I will not grant ?

Dian, By all that Love you ever had for me,

By all ihofe Infant Charms which usM to pleafe you,

When on your Lap you taught my Tongue that Art

Which made thofe dear Impceflions on your Heart,

Which ever fince to my Advantage grew,

1 do conjure you hear me now 1 fue.

And grant the mighty Grace 1 beg of you.

Lord. What is^it you wou'd ask ?

Bell. Oh drefs your Face and Eyes in gentler Looks,

If you wou'd have us hope for any Mercy.

Lord, Rife, and whatever you ask, 1*11 freely grant.

Vian, That you'll undo that Knot, that ties us two.

Lord. How ! this Requcft from thee ! who lov'd him

once,

And wifh'd no good beyond pofleiUng him.

Dia, Heav'n has nor, Sir, decreed us for each other

:

Somethins of Fate or Chance

Has othei^ife difpos'd thofe firft Refolves.

Lord. Too virtuous Maid, I know thou doft but feign,

H's Wickednefshasforc'd thee to this change.

Dian. No, Sir, were he the only Man

Of kind pnd good, I never wou'd be his.

And if you ftiouM compel me, 1 ihou d live

The in-famous Reproach of my whole Sex.

Lord. Well, and you Sir, that are the caufe ot ihu.

What canft thou fay to move me for thy Pardon ?

Bell. I am fo guilty in your Opinion,

Mv Prayers wou'd but make you mercikfs \
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1 only fay Celinda Is my Wife,

And I {houM injure this too generous Maid,

Not to adore her equal to her Merit.

Lord. I fee. Sir, you have found your Wits again.

—Well, I fee there*s no oppofing Deftiny ;

And I have ftill fuch tendernefs for thee, [To Diam
That hadft thou pleaded this Caufe to me before,

I fhou*d have been left cruel to him.— Where is that Lady which you fo admire,

Whofe Beauty does eclipfe that of Diana /

Bellmour goes out, and brings in Celinda.

Bian, This, Sir, is (lie who merits more than I.

Lord, She*s fair indeed ; here Frank,

I give thee thy Celinda^ whofe Beauty

Excufes all thy Faults of Difobedience.

Bell, Thus low, 1 tbank you for this Goodnefs, SiV,

[Kneels,

Lord. There only wants the Ceremony of the Law to

undo what's between you and Diana, ii ftie remain a
Virgin.

Bell, For me, by Heav*n fhe is

;

And for the ref^, 1 do not doubt her Virtue.

Dian, You may believe him, Sir ; and this alone's the

Man, in whom 1 will, or never will be happy.

Lord. Mr. Friendlove I 1 give Confent to'r, he has a

noble Charafter ; and what he wants in Fortune, has in

Virtue. take her young Man.
Friend. 'Tis fuch an Honour, Sir, that my Gratitude,

without the mighty Paffion 1 have for her, would make
me ever thankful.

Lord, This Term, we fhall make the former Marriage
void 5 till then love on, and fear no Frowns from For-

tune but Nephew now 1 hope your Brother (hall

have his Portion.

Bell. Mydearefl Charles, forgive me all that*s paft.

And fhare the Fortune Heaven has given thy Brother.

Char, The Joy 1 have. Sir, to be undeceived, is much
the greatcft BiefEng Heav'n can fend me.

Enter
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Enter Sir Timothy, followed by Phillfs, Sham, Sharp,

and Betty Flauntit.

Sir Ttm. 1 am puiTu*d by two impertinent Women \

prithee friendlovc, tell 'em I am gone out at the Back-

door, anc* (end *em away.

Lord. What's the News here ?

Sit Tim, How Celinda here, ^nd Bellmour too \ Nay,
now wouM I compound for my Life, at any rate, by For-

tune,

PLil, Sir, this Villain here has abus'd me, and with a

fair§ Marriage has rob'd me of my Honour.
Bell. How !

S*rr/??>. My Lord, I fay this young Jilt would have

rob'o iv.e. of my felf ; and courting her, and enjoying

her on!) tor a Mifs, would perfuade me i am married to

her.

Ihum, Sir, I f^y, I am doubly wrong 'd ; firft by this

falfe Kn'ght, who has belonged to me this three Years,

which gives me a right to him, as good as if 1 were mar-

ried to him ; who has now unlawfully left my Bed, for

that of this Gilflurt, who, on the other fide, takes away

my Knight, and confequently eats the Bread out of my
Mouth.

Bell, What means all this ?

Speak fome of ye that know.

tlannt. Oh Lord ! Who's here ? The line Squire ?

[Afide.

Iruft, Sir Timothy Tawdrey^ Sir, is married to Mrs.

jPhillis.

Sir Tifn. How can that be a Marriage, when he who

)0in'd us^ was but a hired Fellow, drefs'd like a Parfon ?

Tr«/?/ Sir, 'twas Parfon T/>/r/^/^x7 that marry 'd 'em.

Sir Tim, Oh what a damn'd lying Psmp is this !—
Shajn^ didft thou not hire a Fellow, (becaufe I was dam-

nably in Love, and in hafte) to marry us, that was no

Parfon?

Sham. Why truly Sir——1 did go to hire luch a

cne.. .

Sis Tim, Look ye there now.

Sham*
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Sham. But cou'd meet with none; and becaufeyou

faid you Qiou'd die if you enjoy 'd her not prefently, and
that (he would not yield on any other Terms, but thofe

of Marriage, 1 e'en brought the Paifon that Tru^y had
provided for you.

Sir Tiw. Oh Villain, to betray me J and for no Re-
ward !

Trufl, Yes indeed, Sir, the^ four hundred Guineas you
left behind my young Miftrefs's Looking-giaTs fell to his

(hare.

Sir Tim. What*s my Money gone ! and I am marry'd
too !

This 'tis not to ufe to go to Church ; for then I mrght
have cbanc'd to know the Parfon.

Bell, Death you Dog ! you deferve to 6ic, for your
bafe Defigns upon a Maid of her QuaHty How durlV

you. Sifter, without my leave, marry that Rafcal ?

Phil. Sir, you deny'd me my Portion, and my Uncle
defign'd to turn me out of doors, and in my Defpair I
accepted of him.

Flaunt. Married! and to a Wife of no Fortune ! that's

the worft part on't—what fhall 1 do ?

Bell. Renounce this leud Fool, and I'll make thee a.

Portune fuitable to thy Quality.

Sir Tim. Say you fo ? Renounce me, Sir I I'd have
you to know 1 merit her; And as for Leudnefs, 1 name
no body, Bellmour but only feme have the Art of

hiding it better than I but for Whoring, Drinking,

Dicing, and all the deadly Sins that thereupon depend, I

thank my Stars, I come (hort of you : And fince you fay,

1 (hall not have your Sifter, by Fortune I will have your
Sifter, and love your Sifter, and lie with your Sifter, in

fpiteof you.

Lord. Well, Sir Timothy^ fince my Niece hns done
amifs, 'tis too late to mend it—and that you may not

repent,' Til take care her Fortune (hall be fuitable to the

Jointur* you'H make her.

Bell. With tb's Prov.fo, that you make no Settlement

to M fles, Sir Timothy—I am not fo unreafonaWe to tie

you up from all of that Profeflion j that were to fpoil a

falhignable
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faftiionable Husband, and Co put you quite out of Fop-

road.

Lord, This Day weMl fet apart for Mirth,

And all aiuft make my Houfe their happy home.

Esll. To thee, Celtnda^ all my Good I owe, "^

My Life, my Fortnne, and my Honour too, >
Since all had perifh'd by a broken Vow. 3

flaunt, What am I like to lofe my Timtn'j? Canft

thou have the Heart to leave me for ever ? I who have

been true and conftant to you?

Sir Tim» Alas ! now I muft melt again, by Fortune

—

thou art a Fool, dofi think I wou*d have had her, but

for her Fortune? which (hall only ferve to make thee

out flaunt all the Cracks in Town go home and

expect me, thou'lthave nae all to thy felf wiihinihisDay

or two :

Since Marriage but a larger Licence is

For every Fop of Mode to keep a Mifs,

E PI-
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EPILOGUE,
Spoken by Sir Timothy Tarvdrey.

SI R Timothy, Gallants, at lafi is come

To know his Sentence^ and receive his I>oom,

But pray before you are refolv'd to be

Severe, look on yourfelves, and then on me
;

Obferve me well, I am a Man oj Show,

Of Noife, andNonfenfe, as aremcji of you.

Tho all of you don*t fjare with me tn TitUy

In Chara^er you differ 'very little.

Tell me in what you find a Difference ?

It may be you uill fay, you're Men of Senfe ;

But Faith'
, , ,

Were one ofyou oUh'* Stage, and 1 1 th Pity

He might be thought the Fop, and I the Wit,
^

On equal Ground you II farce know one from t'other-.

We are as like, as Brother is to Brother,

To judge againji me then woud be III- Nature,

for Men are kind to tho/e they're like in Feature.

for Judges therefore I accept you all
;

By you. Sir Timothy will fiand or fall.

Hes ioa faint-hearted that his Sentence fears^

Who has the Honour to be try'd bfs Peers.

THE
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THE

FALSE COUNT:
O R,

A New Way

To play an old Gam e.

PROLOGUE,
Spoken by Mr. Smith.

^^S^ NO I-r all ye Whtgs and Tories of the Pit^

^Kih, i^^ JurioHs Guelphs and G'tbelins of Wit,

^^pJ^ Who for theCaufe, and Crimes of Forty One
fuLsJMS) Sq funoujly maintain the Quarrel on)

Our Author, as you'll find it writ in Story,

Has hitherto been a moft wicked Tory
;

But now, to th' joy o'^th' Brethren be it fpoken^

Our Sifter''i vain miftaken Eyes are open
j

An^
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A>Jti wifely valuing her dear Interejl no'JUy

All-powerful Whip, converted is to yoK.

*Twas long fhe did maintain the Royal Caufe^

Argud, difputed, railed with great AppUufe ;

Writ Madrigals and Doggerel on the Times,

And charged you all with your Tore-fathers Crimes
',

Kay, confide fitly fzocre no Plot was true.

But that fo filly carried on by yeu :

Raised horrid Sc^ndali on yoUy hellijh Stories^

In Conventicles how you eat young Tories
;

>Ir Jew did heretofore eat Chriftian Suckling ;

And brought an Odium en your pious Gulling .*

When this is all Malice it felfcan fay,

Toufor the good Old Caufe devoutly eat and pray,

Tho this one Text were able to convert ye^

Ye needy Tribe ofScriblers to the Party;

Yet there are more advantages than thefey

For write, invent, and make what Plots you ^Uafe^

The wicked Party \eep your Witneffes\

Like frugal Cucl^old-makers you beget

Brats that fecur'd by others fires {hall fit.

Tour Conventicling Miracles cut-do

Ail that the Whore of Babylon e'er knew

:

By wondrous art you make Rogues honeji Men,

And when you pleafe transform ^em Rogues again*

To day a Saint ^ if he but hang a Papijl,

Peach a true Prote/iant, your Saint's turned Atheifl {

And dying Sacraments do lefs prevail^

Than living ones, tho took in Lamb^s-Wool-Ale.

Who woud not then be for a Common-weal^

To have the Villain covered with hts Zeal ?

A Zeal^ who for Convenience can difpenfe

With Plays provided there's no Wit nor Senfe.

Tor Wit's profane, and fefuitical.

And Plotting*s Popery, and the Devil and alU

We then have fitted you with one to day^

'Tis writ as ^twere a Recantation Play -,

Renouncing all that has petence to witty,

Tobitge th$ Reverend Brumigham'i Q*th^ City i
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No fmutt'j Scenes^ no Jejls to move your LUughur^
Nor Love that fo debauches all your Daughters,

Butfljou'd the Torys now,, who wilt defert me^
Becaufe they find no dry bobs on your Party^
Refolve to hifs, as late did PopifJj Crew,
By Tea and Nay^JheHl throw her felf on you,

The grand Inquefi of Whigs, to whom Jhe^s true.

Then let ^em rail ana hifs, and damn their fill^

Tear VerdiH. will be Ignoramus fiilU

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfon^

MEN.

Don Carlos, Goyernour of Cadiz, young^ ^ ^^.^^^
and rich, in love with julta^ ^

Antonio^ a Merchant, young and rich,^

Friend to Cdrlos^ in love with Clara,^ Mr» Wiltjhire*

but promised to Ijahella, 3
francifco, old and rich. Husband to ^^Ua,2 xj vnfc**

and Father to ifabella, 5
^^' ^^^*"*

B4lfax,ery Father to y«//4 and Clara^ Mr. tirlght,

Sebajlian, Father to Ant§moy Mr. Sreeman,

Guzman^ Gentleman to CarloSy Mr. UndtrhllU

Guiliom, a Chimney- Sweeper J
the Falfc? w ,

Count, >
Two overgrown Pages to the Falfe Coun^
Petro^ Cafiiicr to Antonio,

Captain of a Gaily.

Two Seamen.

Lopezy Servant to "DaUazer,

Several difguis'd like Turks.

WOMEN.
3f«/w, Wife to Francifco young ^rid")

^^^^^^^^^
handfom, in love with Carlos^ ^

Clara^ Sifter to jHlia^ In love with Anto- >
^^^^ p

nio,
'

S
Ifabellay Daughter to Francifco ; proud,p

vain and foolifli, defplfing all Men "^*S.Mrs. Corror,
der the degree of Quality, and falls inQ *

love with Guiliomy 3
^acinta. Woman to fuliay Mrs. Oshornt^

Dancers, Singers, O'c,
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The Street.

Enter Carlos, Antonio, and Guzman.

^^^* ^^^^^^ ^ ^^^ ^^^^'^ S^^*^' ^'"^ "^^^> ^^"^^""
raving mad,

To have a Woman young, rifly

beautiful,

Juft on the point of yielding to my
Love,

Snatcht from my Arms by fuch a Beaft as this

5

'^ '

An old ridiculous JBuiFoon,- paft Pleafui-e^ ' --

Paft Love, or any thing that tends that way ;
'

^^a
lll.favouiM, ill-bred, and ill-qualify*d, -^^^^

With more Difeafes than a Horfe paft Service^, if'^^;^Y
And only bleft with Fortune and my Julia ; *

'
'

'

*^'*

For him, I fay, this Mifer, to obtain her.

After my tedious nights and days of Love,
My midnight Watchings, Quarrels, Wounds and Dangers;

My Perfbn not unhandfom too.

By Heav'n *twas wondrons ftrange

!

Ant, And old Vrancifco^ without the expence of ai»

hour's Courtfliip, a Billet-DoaXi or fcarce a fight of her,

could gain her in a day ; and yet 'tis wonder, your For-

tune and your Quality, fhould be refus'd by Don Balia&er

her Father.

Car. A Pox upon*t, I went the wrong way to work,
and courted the Daughter ; but indeed my Father, the

late Governour; of Cadiz., whofe Eftate and Honour I

now enjoy, was then living ; and, fearing he would not
confent to my Paflion, I endeavoured to keep it fecrer,

tho facred Vows bad paft between us two.

Ant,
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Ant, Did fhe not tell you of this Marriage with ofd

Trancifco /

Car. The night before, Hie did ; bur only by a Letter

from her Window dropr j which when by the help of a
^ark Lanthoin, I had read, I was ftruck dead with
Grief. [_Gives him the Letter,

Ant, reads.] Ex^eH to morrow night to hear l^m
dead, fince the next Sun will guide me
to a fatal Marriage zvith old Francifco.

"^ours Julia.

Car. Juc^ge, dear Antonio, my Surprize and Grief:

A-while I llood uniTiov'd, thoughtleG, and filenr.

But fl^on Rage wak*d me to new L 'C ^gain
;

But wiia.r I faid and did, I leave to r^iging Lovers,

Like d'fappointed me, to guefs and judge
;

Stie heard. -and on'y an'wer'd me in Tears,

Nor could 1 be^ one tender Word from her.

She figh*d, and fhiit the Window too, and vaniHi'd.

Ant, And fhe accoidingly the next day was married.

Car, She was—and I have fince endeavoured ail the

Arts and Ways I can to cuckold him ; 'tis now two
months fince the Wedding, and I hear he keeps her as dofe

as a Relfft, jealous as Age and Impotence can make him.

She hitherto has been abfent at Sevil^ but Expeftation of
her Daughter-in-law's Wedding with you has brought 'em
hither, and, 1 ask your Pardon, Antonio, for railly-

ing your Father-in-law that fhal! be, old Francifco.

Ant. I hope you are miftaken. Sir.

Car, How, are you not to marry his Daughter ifif

bella?

Ant. Not, if I can help it, Sir, the Honour you

have done me in your Friend fhip to me, a Perfon fo much
above me in Title and Birth, makes me think it my Du-

ty to conceal no part of my Heart to you, Know
then this Ifabella Daughter to old Frarcifco, and yout

Cuckold that fhall be I hope, is, tho fair, moft ridicu-

louily proud, vain and fantaflical -, as all ot her Birth and

Education, grown rich, are.

Car, Prithee, what was her Birth ?

Am,
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AnU Why, her Father, o\A Francifco, was in his youth

anEnglifh Cordwainer, that is to fay, a Shoemaker, which

he improv'd in time to a Merchant ; and the Devil and his

Knavery helping him to a confiderable Eftate, he (tt up

for Gentleman j and being naturally a ftingey, hide-bound

Rafcal, and in the Humour of Jealoufy even out-doing

the moft rigid of us Spaniards^ he came over into Spa'ttty

to fettle with his whole Family, where his Wife dying,

to heighten the Vice^ marries this young ^ulia^ your

Miftrefs, Sir;——and now this Daughter of his having

wholly forgot her original Dunghill, fets up for a Vifcoun-

tefs at leaft, tho her Father has defign'd me the Blefling;

but 1 have fixt my Heart and Eyes elfe-where, Clara, the

voung Sifter of your Miftrefs, Sir, commands my Liberty.

Clar, I've feen her, ftie has Youth and Beauty capable

to make a Conqueft any where, but does flie know
vour Love ?

Ant. She doe?, and makes me think my Love return'd.

Car, Then know, Antonio^ 1 muft be your Rival.

jint. How, Sir !

Car, You faid but now you were my Friend, Antonio
j

If true, you muft affift in my defign.

Ant, I hften, Sir, impatiently.

Car, Then thus^ before I knew (he was your Miftrefs,

3 had refolv'd upon Addreffes to her, in order to't, have

treated with her Father about a Marriage.

Ant, How ! and wou'd the falfe, forfworn, receive

your Vows ?

Car. No-, but with Tears implores her Father daily,

whene'er he fpeaks to her about my Paflion ^ nor can I

undeceive her, for indeed I have but feign'd a Love, (fhe

living in the fame houfe with ^ulia whilft here at Cadi:Q

to get an opportunity with that dear, charming Creature

;

for, coming as a Brother, fure they'll admit me kindly
;

nor will Francifco, who has heard of what has paft 'twixt

me and fulta, fufpeft me any more.

Ant, 1 knew I had a Rival, Sir, whom Clara lov'd

not ; but ne'er cou*d get it from her who he was, for fear

of mifchief : 1 have often the Liberty to fee her, under

tbe name and pretence of ifahella's Lover.

Car.
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car, Andlvrfitheronlyto get a fight of 7«//^, which

hitherto has been impoflible, tho I have oft endeavour'd
It. I beg you'll not be je^rous ; for ibis, by Heav'n is
only my D&fign. '

^nt. I'll truft my Life, oiy Honour and my Miftrefsin
10 good hands at any time.

Car. You oblige me; but tho 1 find your Clara cold
and cruel, I/abella would invite me to her Love and
makes fo many kind advances to me_«« *

j4nt. So would fhe for your Title, were you deform'd
and had no fhape of Man about you ; but me, becaufe a
little Citizen and Merchant, fhe fo reviles, caliin:^ me bafe
Mechanick, faucy Fellow

; and wonders where 1 <yot the
Impudence to fpeak of Love to her—in fine, I am^fefoly.
ed to be revenn'd on all her Pride and Scorn; by Heav'n
I will invent fome dire Reveiige ; I'ni bent upon't'
and will about it inftantly.

'

Car. And would you do it home and handfomlv, and
have a good occafion of being difengaged from heV' and
make her felftlne <nftrttment ?

^nt. Ay, fuch a Plot were worth the Profecution.
Car. And fucha one I have in my head : Guzman my

Servant, knows a fellow here in Catiiz, whom for his
pleafant humour I have oft obferv'd, as 1 have paft the
Streets, but too mean to be conversed with, by almoft
any human thing, by Trade a Chimney-Sweeper.

Ant. On, Str, I befeech you.
Car. This Fellow's of a quick Wit and good Appre-

henfion, tho poffibly he cannot ad the Don fo well, yec
ttiat which makes up the beft part of our young Ga'lants
now a-days, he fhall not want ; that is, good Clothes
Money, and an Equipage, and a little Inftrudioii
will ferve turn.

Ant. I'm ravifhi with the Faacy ; let me fee-
he fhall be an EngHjJj Lord, or a French Count.

Car. Either, weM! furnifh him with Bills on Seianior
Don Fr^«ay:'.,_^Men and Baggage, and the bufmefs
#s done he fhall make Love to her.

Ant, Mofl cweiicnt.

Car»
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Ca*-, Guzman, have you not obfervM this Fellow I am
{peakmg off.

G»t. Obferv'd him. Sir ! I know him particularly, 1 11

fetch him to you now, Sir; he always ftands for new

Imployment with the reft of his Gang under St. Jago*s

Church-wall.

Car, Bring him anon to my Lodgings, where we ll

prepare him for the Adventure.

Ant, And if the proud IfabelU bite not at (o gay a

bair, I'll be bound to be married to her.

Car. And if fhe do nor, pofllbly that may be your Fate-

but in return, you muft let Clara know the Defign I

have, and, undeceiving her opinion of ray Love, make

her of our Party.

Ant, Truft my Friendfhip, Sir, and Management. I II

to hec inftamly, that is, make a Vifit to Ifabella, and

get an opportunity tofpeakwith Clara.

Car, And 1 muft write a Letter to Juita, to undeceive

her Fears too, could I but get it to her,

Guz, For that let me alone. [Exeunt/ev^r^/Zy.

SCENE II. A Chamber,

Enter Julia and Jacinta,

fic. Lord, Madam, you are as melancholy as a fick

l^arrot.

Jul, And can you blame me, facinta ? have I not

many Reafons to be M ? firft have I not loft the only

Man on earth in Don Carlos, that 1 cou'd love ? and

worfe than that, am married to a Thing, fit only for his

Tomb ; a Brute, who wanting fenfe to value me, treats

me more like a Prifoner than a WifeP^—and his Pretence

iSy becaufe I fhould not fee nor hear from Don Carlos.

^ac, Wou'd I were in your room, Madam, I'd cut

him out work enough I'd warrant him ; and if he durft

impofe on me, i'laith I'd transform both his Shape and

his Manners ; in fhorr, I'd try what Woman-hood cou'd

do. And indeed, the Revenge wou'd be fo pleafant, l

wou'd not be without a jealous Husband for all the >5^orld;

and really. Madam, Don C4r/« is fo fwcet-a Gentleman.
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Jul, Ay, but the Sin, ^acinta!

Jac, O* my Confcience Heav n wou'd forgive it
; for

tills match of yours, with okl Franofco^ was never made
ther«.

Jul, Then iT I wou'd, alas what -opportumiies have I
for I confefs fincehis firft Vows made him mine -

^ac. Right—that lying with old trancifcoh^^z M\i\-
tcry.

J'uL I might, with fome excufe, give my felf away to
Carlos—h\xi oh, he's falfe, he takes unjuftiy all the Vows
he paid me, and gives *em to my S:fter Clara now.

Jac. Indeed that's fomethiHg uncivil. Madam, if it be
true.

Jul. True ! my Father has with ioy confented to ir,

and he has leave to vifit her ; and can I live to (t^\ ?
No, Mifchief will enfue, my Love's too high, too nicely
true to brook Affronts Uke that,

Jac» Yet you firfl broke with him.

JuU Not I ; be witnefs Heav'n with what reliiftancy

I forced my breaking heart ; and can 1 fee that charming
Body in my Sifler'sjArms I that Mouth that has fo oft fworn
Love to me kift by another*s Lips ! no yactn;a, that
night that gives h«m lo another Woman, fhall fee him
dead between the Charmer*s Arm:. My Life I hate and
when I live no more for Carlos, I'll ccafe to be at ail

•

it

is refolv'd.

Jac. Faith, Madam, I hope to live to fee a more comi-
cal end of your Amours but fee where your amiable
Spoufe comes with Don Baltaz^r ycur Father.

Enter Franctfco and Baltazcr,

FraTU So you two are damnable clofe totrethcr,

his for no goodnefs Til warrant, you have your trade be'
tim*?s.

Jac, Meaning me. Sir ?

fran. Yes you, one of my \ff\^es evil Counfellors,
go, get you up both lo your refpedive Chambers, go—

[Ex. hoth.
BaL Barring your Compliments, good Son, give me

leave to fpeak.

Vol. in. E Fran.
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fran, Sha, I know as well as your felfwhat you wouM

fay now; you wou'd afTure me I am fole Mafter of your
Houfe, and may command; thai you are heartily glad 10

iee me at Cadizy and that you defire I wou'd refolve up-
on a Week's .ftay, or fo ; that you'll fpare nothing for

my entertainment: why I know all this, and therefore

pray take my word, good Father-in- Law, without any
more ado.

Bal. W^eil, Sir, pray anfwer me one queftion, what
^rew you to Cadiz /

Fran» Why, I'll tell you ; in the £rft place, a Pox of

all Lovers, 1 fay ; for my Daughter Jfabella is to be
married, iis you know, to Antonio^ a young rich Mer-
chant of this Town; in the fecond place, my Wife, with
a Vengeance, muft be gadding to vifit you and her Sifler,

whom we heard alfo was to be married to the young Go-
vernor Don Carlo

i

; 'tis (hreudly againfl my will Heav'n
Icnows, for my Wits are in an uproar already about

this bufinefs- your -Gallants, Fatlier, your young Gal-

iUnts,—-I wifh my Wife were fecure at home again.

BaL Pray why (a^
Iran» Alas, I fee the Trick, Sir, a mere Trick put

upon a Man, a married Man, and a married Man to a

-handfome young Woman,—you apprehend me.
£aU Not I, Sir.

Jran. Not you, Sir! why look ye, your young Go-
vernor who now is, made moft defperate love to her

who is now my Wife, d'ye mind me ? but you, be-

ing a Mnn of a^n exacl Judgment, to her great grief, gave
her to me, who beft deferv'd her, both for my civil Be-

iiaviour, and comely Pevfonage, dye underftand me ?

but now this Carlos^ by his Father's death, being made
<joveinor, d'ye fee? is to marry me your other daughter

Clara^ and to exafperate me, wou'd never let me be at

^uiec till be had got both of us to Cadiz, to grace his

V^edding ; a Pox of his Invitation, was I fo civil to in-

vite him to mine ?

£aL If this be your Affliftion, you may avoid it. "s

±ran. No, no, I'll try to force Nature a little, and

vkis cm]^ oi' fo; but as foon as the Ceremony's o-

ver.



The FalseCount. 99
ver, ril fteal out of Town, whip a way, prefto, ITairb.

BaL Bui (hou'd you do fo rude a thing to your new
Brother, your Wife wou'd think you were jealous of her.

No, diflemble that Fault, I befeech you, 'twill make you
odious to her and all the world, when 'tis needlefs, 'tis

natural for Women to hate what they fear.

Tran, Say you fo, then I will hide it as much as I

can in words, I can diflemble too upon occafion.

Bal. Let her remain awhi'e amongft us.

Iran. The Devil a bit fhe (liall, good Father mine, no,
no, 1 have more years than you. Sir Father, and under-
ftand what Women are, efpecially when married to an-
tient Men, and have the Converfation of young Men
whofe Eyes like Bjfilisks deftroy Modefly with lookin'^

on 'em ; the very Thought on't has rais'd a Bump in my
Forehead already.

Bal. 1 am forry you (hould fufped my Daughter's Vir-
tue.

Iran. May be you are, Sir —but Youth you know*—
Opportunity— Occafion—or fo—there are Winkj, and
Nods, and Signs, and Twirs—and—well in ftiort I am
fatisfied, and they that are not may go whiftle; and fo
I'll to my Wife, whom I have left too long alone, evil

thoughts will grow upon her Wife, Love Duck-

Enter Julia and Jacinta.

Bal, Wou^d I had never married her to this Sot.

^uU Your pieafure. Sir.

Tran. Only to fee thee. Love.
jf.v/. I have a Suit to you.

Fran. What is't, my Chicken.

'^A, 1 wou'd go make a Vifit to my Aunt, my Sifler

Clara's there', and Til go fetch her home.
Fran. Hum— perhaps the Governor's there too?
Jul, What if he be ? we ought to make him a vide

too, who fo kindly fent for us to Cadiz.

Fran, How ! Make a vifit to the Governor ? What
liave I to do with the Governor, or what have you to do
with the Governor ? you are no Soldier, Love. As for a
Vilic to your Aunt, there's fome reafon in'c •, but for rh-

E 2 G^v-
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<3overnor, think no more upon him, I fay no more.

5«/, Since he's to marry my Sifter, why Hiou'd you
xefufe him that Civility.

Iran, Your Sifter, To much the worfe,

^uL So much the vvorfe ?

Frnn, I, fo much the worfe, I tell you; for mark me,
you have been Lovers lately; and old Stories may arife

that are not yet forgottt;n ; and having under the Clokeof
a Husband both Sifters at command, one for a ^^ife^

i*other for a Miftrefs, hoyte loyte, there will be mad
work i'faith ; What a mixture of Brother by the Father's

fide, and Uncle by the Mother's fide (here will be ; Aur.t

by the Mother's fide, and Sifter by the Father's fide ; a

man may find as good kindred amongft a kennel of Bea-

gles.—No, no, no Vifitsto the Governor, I befecch you.

Fair Madam.
Bal, So, you are at your Jealoufy again

.

Tran» Come, come, 1 love plain dealing; befid«?,

when file named the Governor, Fledi and Blood could

not contain.

^uL I fpoke in reference to his Quality.

Tran» A Pox of your Civility ; 1 tell you, 1 fcorn my
"Wife fhould be civil. Why, what a Coil's here about a

Governor I Til ftand to'f, a Man had better have a-Mulc

to his Wife than a Woman, and *iwere eafilicr go-
verned.

Bal, -But hear reafon,^on.

Iran. What from a Woman, and a Wife? Lord,

I.ord, where are your WJts, good Father-in-Law ? Why
what a Devil fhall I be made ridiculous, a Coxcomb,
Cuckold, to ftiew my Wife ? No, -no, there's no Ne-
.<efljiy of your Civility, Miftrefs ; leave that to me who
underfland the due Punctilio's of it.

Bd, Harky€ Son, Harkye

!

Iran. Father mine, every Man to his bufineff, I fay,

therefore fay no more of this •, for I'll give my Mother's

Son to the Devil, when any Wife of mine ever makes a

Vifit to the Governor ; and there's an end on't. Was
-ever fo horrid a Plot contriv'd againft her own lawtul

-/IJ^Iusbaod ? Vifit the Governor with a Pox !
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BaL 'Tis an Honour due to all Men of his Rank.
Fran, 1 care not for that, my opinion is, my Wift'y

my Siave| and let him keep his Rank to himfelf.

[Fran, ^ets his Wife behind him^ and
fences her with his Cloke^

Enter Guzman.
Guz, Re's here, and with his \ff\U ; how fhall I do

to deliver my Letter to her ;i— Sir, by the order of my
\Uiler, Don Carles,, the Governour, 1 am commanded
to come hither to the end that, going from hence, arvl

returning to my Mafter, i may be able to inform him

—

jFr<7».—That I am in health, very well, I was a»

fratd he wou'd have been ha»ping upon my Wife in th^

iiift place—the Devil take her, fhe looks for't.

\_Makes figns to have her gone.

Guz, Farther, Sir, he kiiTes your hand, with a more
than ordinary friend fhip.

fran, A Pox of his Compliments, [j^JiJe^

Guz. But he cbargM me, Sir, moft paiHonatcly to-

prefent his Service to your Lady,

Fran, Yes, yes ; I thought as much.

Guz. In a more particular manner.

fran. Friend, my Wife, or Lady, has no need of hi?

Service in a more particular manner, and fo you may re-

turn ft,

jfac» Indeed, but fhe has 3 great need of bis fervice fn,

a very particular manner,

Guz. Sir, I meant no hurt, but 'tis always the fadiion

of-your true bred Courtier, to be more ceremonious in

his Civilities to Ladies than Menj—and he defires to

know how flie does,

Iran, How ftrong this Carlos fmells of the Devil

—

Friend, tell your Mafter fhe's very well, but fince fhe was
married, fhe has forgot her gentile Civility and good

Manners, and never returns any Compliments to Men.

Guz, How fball 1 get it to her?—Sir, the Gover-

nor hopes he (hall have the honour of entertaining you
both at his Houfe, He's impatient of your cotningj

and waits at home on purpofe.

E 3 fran.
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Tra?7. Friend, let your Mafter know we are here in ve-

ry good quarters already, and he does us both too much
honour ; and that if we have notice of the Wedding-day,
and 1 have nothing elfe to do, we'll certainly wait on him,

and the next morning v/e intend to take our leaves,

which I fend him word of beforehand to prevent fur-

prize.

Guz> But Sir,.

[Approaching himy he puts his Wife farther*

'Fran. Go, Sir, and deliver your ivleirage.

G«i. But I have order. Sir .

Icran, There's no fuch thing in this World.
Guz., Tm refoiv'dto tease him, if I can do nothfi?g

elfe, in revenge ;—Bur, Sir, he moft earneftly defires tft

cnrertain your fair Lady in his own houfe.

rran. Yes, yes ; I know he does j but I'll give hfm to

the Devil firfi.i Troth, Sir, this Cadiz. Air does not a-

gree with my fair Lady, flie has ventured out but once,

and has got an Ague already.

G«^. Agues, Sir, are kind Difeafes, they allow of

Truces and Ceflations.

Vran. No, no ; flie has no CefTation, Friend, her Ague
takes her n-ght and day, it fhakes her mofl unmercifully,

aad it (hall Ihake her till the Wedding-day.

Guz. Were this Fellow to be tried by a Jury of Wo-
men, I would not be in his Goat to lie with his Lady.—

•

What Aiail I do to deliver this Letter ? Well, Sir,

fince I fee you are fo averfe to what the Governor defires,

l*il return—but. Sir, 1 muft tell you as a Friend, a $€»

cref, that to a man of your temper may concern you ;

—

Sir,—hs*s refolv'd when he comes next to viflt his Mif-

trefs, to make another vifit to your Apartment, to your

Lady too.

\Gc^s to ivhiffer him, and gives Julia the Letter

ovir his Shoulder

»

Fran, Is he fo, pray tell him he need not take that

pains ^ there's nooccafion for't ; befides *twill be but in

vain ; for the Doftors have prefcribed her Silence and

Lonelinefs, 'tis good againft the Fit ; how this damn'd

Fellow of a Rival torments Bae ! honeft friend, adieu.
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G««c Now is this Fellow (o afraid of being made a->

Cuckold that he h^xs his own Shadow, and dares not go
inLO his Wife's Chamber if the Sun do but (bine Into the

room . [ZJa;. Guz,

FrAn, SOy your Mercur^*$ gone ',
Lord, how, fimpiy

j-ou look now, as if you knew nothing of the matter !

'^'il. Matter! what mauer ? 1 heard tiie civil Meflage
the Governor fent, and the uncivil Anfwer you return 'd-

back.

Fran, Very good ; did that grieve your heart? alas

what pity 'twas 1 carried you not in my hand, piefented

you to him my felf, and beg*d him to favour me (o mucb
to do my office a little for me, or the like ; hah, »-

jxil. And iliere-s need enough, and the U"uth vvero

known.
y^c; Well {^\d. Madam.
Fi'An* Peace thou v/icked Limb of Satan but for

you. Gentlewoman, fmce you are fo termagant, thac

your own natural Husband cannot pleafe you, who tbo

1 fay it am as quiet a Bed-fellow, and fleep as fweetly,.

for one of my years, as any in Spain—I'jI keep you-to

hard meat i*faith.

'^ul. I find no fault with your ileeping, 'tis the beftl

quality you have abed.

Fran» Why fo then, is the Devil in an unmerciful

Woman? Come, come, 'tis a good Tenant that pap
once a quarter.

^ac. Ok an hour do you mean, Sir ?

Fran, Peace, 1 fay—thou damnable Tormentor, this

b the Doftrine you preach to your Mlftrefs, but you fhalt

do*t in private, for Pm refolv'd to lock ye both up, and
carry the Keys in my Pocket.

^id. Well, I am a wicked Creature to teazc thee fo.

Pear; but Til 6o what thou wilt ; come, come b©
friends, I vow, I care not for the Governor, not I,

no more than 1 do for my—own Soul.

Fran, Why fo, this is fomething ; Come, come your

ways in,—who have we here? a Man I ad's my life

avvay, away.

E 4 J^h
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j?«/. Yes, up to my Chamber, to write an anfwer

to [his dear Letter. [£x. J alia.

Enter Ifabella.

Fran, No, 'tis not a Man, but my Daughter Ifabella,

Jac, Now will I ftay, and fet her on to teaze the
Dotard ; wou'd I could teaze him to Death, that my
Miftrefs might be rid of him.

Fran, How now, what makes yon look fo fcurvily to
e^ay ? Sure the Devil rides once a day thro a Woman,
that /lie may be fure to be infpired with fome ill Qua-
lities what wou'd you have now ?

Jfa, Something.

Fr^w. Something? what thing? have I not provided
you a Husband whom you are to marry within a day or
two.

I/a, There's a Husband indeed, pray keep him to your
felF, if youpleafe; I'll marry none of him, Til fee him
hanged firft.

Fran, Hey day; - what is he not young znd
handfome enough foTooth ?

J/a. Young and handfome ; is there no more than that

goes to the making up of a Husband— Yes, there's Qiia-

hty,

Fran, Quality

!

Why, is he not one of the richeft

Merchants of his Handing in all Cadiz,.

I/a, Merchant ! a pretty Character ! a Woman of my
Beauty, and five Thoufand Pound, marry a Merchant—
a little, petty, dirty-heel'd Merchant; faugh, Td rather

)ive a Maid all the days of my life, or be fent to a

Nunnery, and that's Plague enough I'm fure.

^ac. Have a care of a Nunnery, left he take you at

your word.

Ifa. I would not for the world ; no, Jacinta, when
€ver thou feeft me in holy Orders, the World will be at

an end.

Fran, Merchant 1 why, what Husband do you expeft ?

Ifa, A Cavalier at lealt, if not a Nobleman.

Fran, A Nobleman, marry come up, your Father,

Hufwife, meaning my felf, was a Leather-feller at firft,

lill, growing rich, 1 fet up for a Merchant, and left that

mechanick
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mechanick Trade ; and fince turned Gentleman ; and

Hcav'n bleft my Endeavours fo as 1 have an Eftate for a

Spanijl} Grandee ; and, are you fo proud forfooth, that

a Merchant won*idown with you, but you muft be gaping

after a Cap and Feather, a Silver Sword with a more
dreadful Ribbon at the hilt ?—Come, come, I fear me
Hufwlfe, you are one that puffs her up with Pride thus ;

—but lay thy band upon thy Confcience now.
To Jacinta.

Jac, Who I, Sir ? No, no, I am for marrying her

out of hand to any reafonable Husband, excep:aMei-

chant ; for Maids will long, and that's Probatum eji a-

gainft the prevailing diftemper of Longing, Hitherto I

dare anfwer for her, but Batteries will be made, and I

dare not be always refponfible for frail Mortality.

Fran, Well, I have provided her one that I like, but

if fhe be fo fqueamifh, let her faft, with a Murrain to her.

Ifa. Dear father.

Fran, Dear me no Dears: wou'd your old Mother

were alive, fhe wou'd have ftrapt your Tuft-au-corps, for

puleing after Cavaliers and Noblemen, i'faith, that wovi'd

fhe ; a Citizen's Daughter, and would be a Madona-^-

\n good time.

Ifa, Why Father, the Gentry and Nobility now-a-days

frequently marry Citizens Daughters.

Iran, Come, come, Miftrefs, 1 got by the City, and

I love and honour the City ; 1 confefs *iis the Faftiion

now-a day?, if a Citizen get but a little Money, one goes

to building Houfes, and brick Walls •, another muft buy

an Office for his Son, a third hoifls up his Daughter's

Topfai!, and flaums it away, much above her breeding %

and fhefe things make fo many break, and caufe the de-

cay of Trading ; but I am for the honeft Dutch way of

breeding their Children, according to their Fathers Call-

ing.

ifa. That's very hard, becaufe you are a laborious, ili-

bred Tradefman, I muft be bound to be a mean Citizen's

Wife.

Fran, Why, what are .you better than I forfooth, that

you muft be a Lady, and have your Petiicoais lac'd four

E
5
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Stories high •, wear your falfe Towers, and cool your felf

with your Spani/h Fan ? Come, come, Baggage, wear
ine your beft Clothes a Sunday, and brufh 'em up a Mon-
day Mornings, and follow your Needle all the Week af-

ter
; that was your good old Mother's way, and your

Grand-mother's before her; and as for the Husband,
lake no care about it, I have defignedit Antonio^ and
Antonio you are like to wed, or beat the hoof, Gentle-
woman, or turn poor Clare, and die a begging Nun, and
rhere's an end on't—fee where he comes

—

V^ leave you
to ponder upon the bufinefs. [Ex/r.

Enter Antonio. Iftbella weeps.
Ant, Whar, in Tears, Ifahella ? what is't can force

that tribute from your Eyes ?

Jfa, A Trifle, hardly worth the naming, your felf.—

-

Ant, Do I ? pray, for what Sin of mine muft your fair

Eye's be punifh'd ?

Jfa. For the Sin of your odious AddrefTes to me, I have
rold you my mind often enough, methinks your Equals
Oiould be fitter for you, and fute more with your Plebeian

Humour.
Ant, My Equals ! *Tis true, you are fair ; but if there

be any Inequality m our binh5, the advantage is on my

Jfa. Saucy Impertinent, you fhew yourCiiy breeding \

you undeiftand what's due to Ladys ! you underfland your
Pen and Ink, how to count your dirty Money, trudge to

and fro chaffering of bafe commodities, and cozening
thofe you deal with, till you fweat and ftink again like

ati o'er heated Cook, faugh 1 fmell him hither.

Ant, I mufl confefs I am not perfum'd as you are, to

iftifie Stinks you commonly have by Nature*, but 1 have
wholefbm, cleanly Linen en ; and for my Habit wore
2 but a Sword, I fee no difference between your Don
and me, oniy, perhaps, he knows lefs how to ufe it.

Ifa, Ah, name not a Don, ihe very found from the

Mou.h of a little Cit '\s difagreeable -Bargain and Sale,

Bji's, Money, Traffick, Tiad*-, are words become you
better.
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y^c» Well-faid, ufe him fcurvily that Mrs. ClarA may

have him. ^ ,,
[4/^^^*

uint, Thebeft of ihofe you think I Ihould not name,

dare hardly tell me this.
^ „ ^

Ifa, Good Lord, you think your felf a very fine Fello\v

now, and finical your felfup to be thought Co y but there's,

as much difference between a Citizen and a true bred Ca-

valier——
Ant. As between you and a true bred Woman ot

Honour.

Ifa. Ob, Sir, you rail, and you may long enougbjf.

before you rail me out of my Opinion, whilft there are

Dons with Coaches and fine Lackeys, and I have Youtl:^

and Beamy, with a Fortune able to mei:it one, fo farewel

Cir.

'

[£^--

Ant, Farewel, proud Fool.

Jac. Sir, be this Evening at the Door, Donira Clang

has (bmething to fay to you.

Ant. Blefs ihee for this Tidings, dear Jacmta.
[^x. Jacints^

T fin<i let Man be brave, or good, or wife.

Bis Virtue gains no Smiles from Woman's Eyes

;

'Tis the gay Fool alone that takes the Heart,

Foppery and fmery ftiil guide the Darr. [Ex*

A C X II. SCENE T:

A Chamber^

Enter Jacinta whh a Light, avd JulISo

7ac Xm ELL, Madam, have you writ to Don Carh: ?

'

\ y ^uL No, nor is it poflible 1 fhouM, thi^

Devil haunts me io from room to room, like my evil

Gen-us to prevent that Good ; oh, for an opportunity of

one kind Minute to return Acknowledgments for this kind

Letter he has Tent me,
^^^
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Jac, Vm glad you find me a Sybil : Madam, I ever

propbefy'd a happier end of that Amour than your ill

Fortune has hitherto promifed, but what faid the love-
iy Cavalier ?

Jul. All that a Man infpii*d with Love cou'd fay, all

that was foft and charming.

Jac» Nay, I believe his Art,

jf«/. Judge then what my Heart feels, which like a Fire

but lightly cover'd o*er with the cold Afhes of Defpair,

with the leaft blaft breaks out into a Flame ; I burn,

1 burn, "Jacinfay and only charming Carlos can allay

my Pain but how ) Ay there's the queftion.

Jac. Some way I will contrive to fpeak with him, for

he has }oft his old wont if he traverfe not the Street where
you live; but fee Donna Clara. [Enter Clara,

'JuU Hah, my Sifter, whom yet my jealous heart can

fcarce be reconciled to ; fo deeply was my fear of Rival-

Clip fixt there, fo Qd^ my Sifter, and fo near the

happy day with Carlos ?

Cla. *Tis pity fhe that thinks it fo fhouM want him ;

the Bleffing's thrown away on me, but we are both un-

happy to be match'd to thofe we cannot love. Carlos^ tho

young, gay, handfom, witty, rich, i hate as much as you
the old Franci[co\ for fince 1 cannot marry my Antonio^

both Youth and Beauty are but loft on me, and Age
decrepid would be equal torment.

JuL Wou'd Carlos knew your heart, fure he'd decline
;

for he has too much Honor, to compel a Maid to yield

jhat loves him nor,

Cla, *Tis true, he is above me every way, and the

Honor my Father thinks to do our Family by this Match,

makes him refolve upon't; but 1 have given my Vows to

young Antonh,

JhL And young Antonio you are like to have, for any
thing that Ctfr/o; cares-, for know, to thy eternal joy, my
Clara, he has but feigned to thee, as much as thy A?}iffm

nio to ifabella.

Cla, But are you fure of this ?

JuL Moft certain ; this Night if you can let Antonio fee

ycu, he'll tell you all the Cheat, and beg your Pjrdon.

Cla,
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Cla, Which he will foon obtain, and in return, ivhat

Service 1 can render him in your behalf he fliall not
want.

Jul. Antonio will engage you they are Friends.

Cla» You amaze me.

Jac, I have appointed him this night to waif, and if
poflible, I would get him a Minute's time with you.

Cla, Dear Jacinta^ thou art the kindeft Maid.—1—
^ac. Hang't, why fhould we young Woman pine and

languifh for what our own natural Invention may procure
US', let us three lay our Heads together, and if Machiavel
with all his Politicks can out-wit us, 'tis pity but we all

lead Apes in Hell, and die without the Jewifi Blefling
ofConfoIation.

^ul. No more, here comes the Dragon.
Enter Franclfco.

Fran, So, together confulting and contriving.

Jac, What are you jealous ofthe Petticoat ?

Fran, Petticoat ! Come, come, Miftrefs Pert, I have
known as much danger hid under a Petticoat, as a pair of
Breeches, 1 have heard of two Women that married each
other-—oh abominable, as if there were To prodigious a
fcarcity of Chriflian Mans Flefh.

Jac, No, the Market's well enough ftored, thanks be
praifed, might every Woman be afforded a reafonablc Al-

lowance.

Fran, Peace, Ifay, thou Imp of Lucifer ; wou'd thou
liadft thy Bellyful, that I might be fairly rid of thee go
get you up to yonr Chamber, and, d'ye hear, ftir not
from thence, on pain of our feverc difpleafure, for I am
feni for in all hafte, to Signior Don Sebajlian*s, 'tis but

hard by, I fhall foon return ; what are you here ?

Enter Ifabella.

I have a high commendation of your fine Behaviour,

Gentlewoman, to Antonio ', his Father has fent for me,
and i fhall know all anon, this fhall buthaften your Wed-
ding, Hufwife, I tell you that, and fo farewel to you

—

[£x. Ifabella crying,

Cla, Say you fo, then 'tis time for me to look about

Jul,
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^i4L But will you go out fo late, Love ? indeed fome

hurt will cometo thee.

Iran, No, look ye, I go armM.
[^Shews his Girdle round with PiJIols,

Go get you to your Chambers. [Exeunt feveralhj*

SCENE changes to the Street*

Enter Carlos, Antonio.

Car. I wonder where this Man of mine fliould be^

whom 1 fent this Evening with my Letter to Julia.

What art thou ? [_Enter Guzman, runs againfi Carlos.

Guz. My Lord,- *tisl, your trufty Trojan, Guzman,
—what makes you here, Sir, (o near the Door of your

Miftrefs ?

Car, To wait my Doom ; what Tidings haft thou,

Guzman /

Guz. Why Sir, I went as ycu direfted me, to Boa
'Baltazer'^'i.

Car, And didft thou deliver it ?

G«^. And the firft thing I met with was old Francifce.

Car, So.

G//:^. To whom I civilly addreft my felf—told him, yoia

prefented your Service to him, fent to know how his

Lady snd he did. ^hkh word Lady I no fooner named,

but I thought he would have faluted me with a Cudgel,

—

in fine, obferving her behind him, whom he fhelter'd ail

be could with his Cloke, I taking an occafion to whifper

him, gave it her over his fhoulder, v;hilft 0:e returned

fome Smiles and Looks of Joy,—but for an anfwer, 'twas

impoffible to get the leaft fign of one.

Car. No matter, that joy was evident fne wifht mc
one, and by the iirO: opportunity my diligent waiting will

be recoirpenfed ; but where haft thou been all this while ?

Guz. Finding out the Chimney-fweeper you fpoke of,

S'r, and whom you ordered me to bring this Evening.

Car, And hal'i thou found him ?

Gur. He's here, at die corner of the Street, I'll caJl

him. Ex. Guz.

Car,
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Cai^, \hzwe, Antonio y befides your particular Revenge,

one of my own to ad by this deceit, fince all my Induftry

to fee the charming ^lilia has hitherto been vain, I have.

refolv'dupon a new projed, if this Falfe Count pafs upon
'em, as 1 doubt not but he will, and that he gets admit-

tance into the Houfe, Vll pafs for one of his Domefticks-
Enter Guzman and Guiliom.

G'«:^. Here's the Fellow, Sir.

Ante, Fellow ! he may be the DeviFs Fellow by his.

countenance.

Car. Come nearer, Friend •, doft think thou canft ma-
nage a Plot well ?

Gu:l, As any Man in Cadi^^ Sir, wiih good inftruc-

tions.

Car* That thou fVialt have, thou art apprehenfive.

GitiU So, fo, I have a pretty memory for mifchief^

Anto, Haft thou AfTurance and Courage ?

Gail, To kill the honefteft Man in S}>ain^ if 1 be well

paid.

Car, That thou (halt be.

Guil. rU do't, Ay no more, I'll do't.

Car. But canft thou fwear ftoutly, and lye handfomelyi
GtiiL Prettily, by Nature, Sir, but with good inftruc-

tlons 1 fliall improve ; 1 thank Heaven 1 have Docity, or

Co,

Car. Thou want*ft not Confidence.

GuiL No, nor Impudence neither ; hov; fhould a man
Hve in this wicked world without that Talent ?

Ante. Then know our Defign is only comical, tho if

you manage not Matters well, it may prove tragical to

you ; in fine, doft think thou canft perfonate a Lord ?

Guil. A Lord ! marry that's a hard queftion : but what
fort of a Lord .^

Car. Why, any Lord.

GuiL That I cannot do, but I can do fome fort of a .

Lord, as fome Lords are wifer than other-fome ; there is

your witty Lordj———him 1 defie
;

your wife Lord,
that is to fay, your knavifn Lord, him 1 renounce

;

then there's your Politick Lord, him 1 wou'd have
hang'dj then ihere's your Foolifli Lord, lerhiinjoilow

the
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the Politiiian ; then there's your brisk, pin, noify Lord,

and fuch a fmall infignificant Fiend I care not if 1 am
pofleft with ; I fhall deal well enough with a Devil of his

capacity.

Car, Very well, then there needs no more but that

you go along with my man to my houfe, my Authority

fhall fecureyou from all the injuries that fhall accrue from

a difcovery, but I hope none will happen : Equipage,

Clothes and Money we*ll furnifh you with. go home
with him, and drefs, and praftife the Don till we come,

who will give you ample inftruftions what to do.

GuiL And if I do not fit you wiih a Don better than

"Don Bel Phohos, or Don Q^ixote^ let me be hang'd up

for the Sign of the Black Boy on my own Poles at a

Spanijh Inn door.

Anto, We'll be with you prefently.

Cuil. And if you find me not en Cavalier, fay Clothes,

Garniture, Points, and Feathers have loft their Power of

making one. [Ex, Guz. and Page^ and GmL
Enter, opening the door, Jacinta.

Car, Hah, the Door opens, and furely 'tis a Woman
that advances : dear Antonio, wait a little farther •,

who's there ?

Jac, Hah, If it Ihould be old Vrancifco now.

Car, Let it be who it will, I'll tell my name, it cannot

in)ure either

;

I'm Carlos, who are you ?

^ac, A thing that looks for him you name

—

"jacinta ;

are yoti alone ?

Car, NeVer fince '^ulia did poiTefs my heart ; what

news, my deareftMefTengec of Love ? what may 1 hope ?—

•

Enter Julia.

^td. All that the kindeft Miftrefs can beftow.

If Carlos loves, and ftill will keep his Vows.

Car, Julia, my Life, my Soul, what happy Stars

Confpir'd to give me this dear lucky minute ?

5f«/. Thofe that condu£Ved old Francifco our.

And will too foon return him back again
;

I dare not ftay to hear thy love or chiding.

Both which have power to charm, (iiice both proceed

Ffom a kind heart, that's mine.

Car,



T^f False Count. iij

C«r. Oh, take not this dear Body from my Avm^
For if you do, my Soul will follow it.

Jul, What would'ftihoa have me do?
Car, Be wondrous kind, belavifh of thy Heart,

Be generous in thy Love, and give me all,

^/. Oh Heavens I what mean you > 1 fhall die wub
fear.

C^r. Fear! let coward Lovers fear, who love by

halves,

We that intirely love are bold in Paflion,

Like Soldiers frr'd with glory dread no Danger.

jf«/. But fhould we be unthrifty in our Love^
And for one Moment's joy give all away.
And be hereafter damn*d to pine atdiftance >

Car, Miftaken Mifer^ Love like Money put

Into good hands increafes every day,

Sttll as you truft me, ftill the Sum amounts;

Put me not off with promife of to morrow.
To morrow will take care for new delights^

Why ftiou'd that rob us of a prcfcnt one >

^ul. Ah Carlos !

How fondly do I liften to thy words.

And fain would chide, and fain wou'd boaft my Virtue^

But mightier Love laughs at thofe poor delays •,

Andl (hould doubtlefs give you all your JuUa^

Did not my fear prevent my kinder bufinefs ;

.—And (hould Francifco come and find me abfear,

Or take thee wiih me, we were loft, my Carlos,

Car, When then, my 5«//tf, (hall we' meet again ?

Jul, You Spaniards are a jealous Nation,

But in this Englijh Spaniard Old Francifcoy

That mad Paffion's doubled ; wholly deprives him of his

Senfe, and turns his Nature Brute ; wou'd he but truft me
only with my Woman, I wou'd contrive fome way lo

fee my Carlos,

Car, *ris certain, Julia^ that thou muft bemmc.
^ul. Or 1 muft die, my Carlos,

[Anto. lifining advances,

-^"^^ Tm fure *tis Carloi*s voice, and with a

Woman ;

And
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And tbo he be my Rival but in Jeft,

1 have a natural curiofity to fee who \is he entertains.

^lil. Oh Heavens ! Sir, here's Fruncifco ; ftep aficfe^..

Left mifchief fliou'd befall you. iRtins in.

Car, Now Love and wild Defire prompt me to kill this

Fiappy Rival,— he's old, and can't be long in his Arrears

to Nature.—What if I paid the debt? [Draws half uay^
One fingle pulh wou'd do'r, and Julians mine ; but

bang't, Adukery is a lefs fin than Murder, and I will wail

my fortune.

^nto. Where are you, Don Carlos >

Car, Who*s there, Antonio ? I took thee for my
Rival, and ten to one but I had done thy bufinefs.

.

Anto, 1 heard ye talking, and believ'd you fafc, and
came in hopes to get a litde time to fpeak to Clara in •, :^-

bah ! Jacmta
jfac. Who's there, Antonio \ [Peeping oi*t of the difor-^,

Ante, The fame ; may I not fpeak with Clara ?

^ac. Come in, fhe's here.-

Car. And prithee, dear ^acinta^ let me have one word^
with Julia more, (he need not fear furprize ; juft at the

door let me but kifs her hand. IGoing in*:

fac. ril fee if I can bring her..

Enter Francifco.

Iran, A proud ungracious Flirt,—a Lord with a Pox I
here's a fine bufinefs, i'faith, that (he fliould be her own
Carver,——well 1*11 home, and thunder her together

with a vengeance.

Car, Who's here r fure this is he indeed ; 1*11 fiep^

afide, left my being feen give him an occafion of jealoufy,

and make him affront his Wife.

[Goes afide as Fran, was going in,

Eriter ]u\\
Fran, Hum, what have we here, a Woman ?

f?«/. Heavens ! what, not gone yet, my Dear ?

Fran, So, fo, 'tis my confounded Wife, who cxpedlng
fome body wou'd have me gone now.

Jul, Are you not fatisfied with all I've faid.

With all the Vows I've made,
Which here anew, in fight of Heaven, I breathe ?

Iran*
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Tran. Yes, yes, you can promife fair, but hang him

that trufts ye.

JuL Go, go, and pray be fatisfyed with my eternal

Love.
. r 1 I

Fran, How fain ftie'd have me gone now ; an fubilc

Serpent 1 is not this plain demonftration, .1 fhall mur-

der her, 1 6nd the Devil great with me. [^ftdepU,

^uL -What is't thou paufeft on ?

Fran, The wicked Diilimulation of villainous >3roman.

lAloud to her,

Jul, Francifco !

Fran, Oh thou Monfter of Ingratitude, have I caught

thee ? You'd have me gone, wou'd ye ? ay, to Heaven,

1 believe, like a wicked Woman as you are, Co you were

rid of me. Go, and be fatisfyed of my eternal love

——ah, Gipfey, .no, Gentlewoman, 1 am a tuff bit,

and will hold you tugging till your heart ake.

Jtd, Why, was there fuch hurt in defiling you to go

that you might make hafte back again,- Oh my fears

!

Fran, That you might receive a Lover, Ms plaia

———and my Indignation's high.

^ul, Heav'n knows I meant .

Fran. Only to cuckold me a little,—get you- in,—where

I will fwear thee by Bell, Book and Candle, get you

in, 1 fay, go, go,— I'll watch for your Lover, and

tell him how unkind he was to ftay fo long, 1 will.—

—

[Ex, Julia, he (lands jufi in the docfr, Carlos advances.

Car, I hear no noife, furc *twas he, and he's ^one

in .

To reap thofe Joys he knows not how to value.

And 1 mu{\ larguifh for ', I'll ftay a little—perhaps

Jacinta may return again, for any thing belonging to my

J«//4 is dear, ev^n to my Soul.

IGoes jujl to the djor, Pran. holts out on hm,
Fran, Who's there?—what wou'd you have ?—who

wou'd you fpeakio?—who do you come from?—and

what's your buGhefs ?

Car, Hah, 'tis the Sot himfelf ;—my name is Cartas,

Fran, Carlos ! what Father oi BeUebub fent himhither?

-~a plaia cafe ; I'll murder her out of band.
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Car, I ,

,,And I wou*d fpeak to any body, Friend,
that belongs to the fair C/<<r;j,_if you are any of this

houfe.

Vran, Only the Cuckold of the houfe, that's all ;—
my name, Sir3 h Francifco ; but you^ perhaps, are bet-

ter acquainted with my Wife.

Car, Fr4»ci/?i?,. let me embrace you, my noWc Brother,
and chide you, that you wou'd not vifit me.

[^Going to embrace /?;«;, hv fiki off*

- Tran, And bring my Wife along with me.
Car, Both had been welcome and all I have, yoii

jfhou^d command.
Fran, For my ^yrfe*s fake—what tf I fhou*d plftol'

him now ;—and I am damnably provok'd to'i, had I but

Courage to fhoot off on^e. {Afide^

Car, Methinks you make not (6 kind returns as my
Fflendlhip to you, and the Alliance fhall be between us^
^efetves.

Tran, I am fomethlng ill-bred, I confefs, Sir ;—'tis

dark, and if 1 (hou'd do*t no body wou'd know '^twas I.

Car, I fear there's Tome Mifundei {landing between us,

pray le: us go in awhile, 1*11 talk you from your error.

[Ojfers to go, he gets between him and the door.

Fran, Between us, Sir I oh Lord, not in the leaft, Sir,

1 tove and honour you fo heartily .I'd be content

to give you to the Devil, but the noifeof the Piftol wou*d
discover the bufinef?. lAjide*

Car, Come, let's in, and talk a while.

Fra}j, I'm forry I cannot do't. Sir, we are fomething

incommoded being not at our awn houfe.

Car, Erotlver, 1 am afraid you are a little inclined to be
jealous, that will deftroy all Fviendfhip.

Fra?u So, how finely the Devil begins to infinuate !

Car, That makes a Hell of the Heav'n of Love, and
thofe v€ry Pains you fear, are lefs tormenting than that

Fear ; what fay you. Brother, is't notfo with you?
Fran, I find you wou'd have me turn a Husband of the

Mode, a fine convenient Tool, one of the modern Hu-
mouf, a civil Perfon, that underllands Reafon, or fo ;

and
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and I doubt not but you w'ou'd be as modiftj a Gallant.

Car» Ha, ha, ha.

Iran* What, do you laugh, Sir ?

Car» Who can chufe, to hear your Sufpictons, your
needlefs Fears. Come, come, truft your Wife's Difcre-
tion, and Modefty and I doubt not but you will find
your relF

Fran» In the Road to Heaven, whither they fay ^\\
Cuckolds go—I thank you for your advice; I perceive
you wou'd willingly help me onwards of my Journey,

Car, I'm glad I know you, Sir,—farewel to you,—

.

[Goes our,
Fran* No matter for that, Co you know not my Wife

—and fo farewel to you, Sir, and, the Deyil take all

Cuckold-makers. [Exit*

SCENE, rhe inftde of the Houfe.

Enter Clara, Julia, Antonio, Jacinta running to 'em,
^ac. He has fcen.Don Carlos^ and they have been in

great difcourfe together, I cou'd not hear one word, but
you'll have it at both ears anon, I'll v;arrant you*
Ha, he's coming.

Enter Francifco.

Cla, Heavens, he muft not fee you here. [To Anto.
^ac, Hece, ftep into Clarah Bed-chamber.

[He goes in*

Tran, So the Plot's at laft dircover*d,— he was a Ca-
valier of his Parole.

^ul. Who fpeak you of ?

Fran, Only the Governor, the fine young Governor,
I delivcr'd him the mefTage, told him my mind, and the
like.

^ul. So kind to vifit us, and have you fent him away
already ?

Fran, Ah, Witch; already! why, have I -any lodging
>for him ?

'jf«/. But I am gl^d you brought him not in, I beinf»

fo unready.

Fran. But you are always reaiy for him, my dear
vi^orious Man- flayer. ^^U
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^uL What m«ans he, fure he has a Gad-bee In hts

Brain.

Fran. Satan's fhe Advocate—^peace I fay ;-^Coj you

look as innocently now, as a little Devil of two years

old, I'll warrant;—come, come, look me full in the

face—thus,—turn your nofe juft to mine—fo—now tell

me whofe damnable Plot this was, to fend your Gallant

with his Eloquence, Querks and Conundrums, to tutor

me into better manners ?

^uU Send him ! I'll anfwer no fuch idle queftions.

Fran* He has taken a world of pains about your par-

ticular Chapter, and no doubt but he preach'd according

to inftrudions ;—what fay you for your felf, that Ju 'g-

ment may not pafs ?

^uL 1 fay you're an old jealous Fool j have I fcen

Don Carlos^ or heard from Don Carlos, or fent to Don
Carlos ^ here's a-do indeed.

Fran. What made you at the door agalnft my pofitive

commands,— the very Street-door, in the nights-

alone,—and undreft,—this is a matter of Fad, Gentle*

woman
;

you haftened me away,—a plain cafe,— and

prefently after Don Carlos comes to the door,—pofitive

proof,—fees me and falls right dov/n upon my Jealoufy,

—clear convidion,
—

'twas pity but 1 had follow'd his

counfel, yes, when the Devil turns fludent in Divinity ;

—

but no matter, I'll fee your back fairly turn'd upon this

Town to morrow ; I'll marry my Daughter in the morn-

ing to Antcnioy and a fair wind or nof, we'll home ; the

Gaily lies ready in the Harbour—therefore prepare, pack

up your tools, for you are no woman of this world.

Anto, How ! marry me to morrow to his daughter ;—
and carry his Wife from my Friend ; this misfortune mud
be prevented. [Ajide peeping.

Fran* And fo, Miftrefs, come your ways to your Cham-
ber.

Jiv/. And ftudy how to prevent this cruel feparatlon.

lAfidey goes out with h'rm avd Jacinta.

Cla, Ah, Antonio, I find by that fad look of yours^

you have over- heard our hafly Doom.

Ant,
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'j^nu I have, and am a little furpriz'd at the fuddennefs
of it ; and I my felf am the unlucky occafion of ir, —

—

to break it off, I told my Father how ftrurvily IfabelU
treated me,—he thereupon fends for old Francifco, tells

him of my complaint, and inftead of difcngaging my felf,

1 find my felf more undone.

Cla, W'hat (hall we do ? Vm flirethou wilt not marry
her, thou canft not do*t and hope to go to Heaven.

Ant, No, I have one prevention left, and if that fail

V\\ utterly refufe to marry her, a thing fo vainly proud -

no Laws of Nature or Religion, fure, can bind me to fay

yes \ and for my Fortune, *tis my own, no Father can
comir.and it.

C/<i. 1 know thou wilt be true, and I'll not doubt it.

Enter Jacinta.

^ac. Ah ! Madam, the faddeft news

Cla. Hah ! what ?

Jac, Poor Gentleman, I pity you of all things in the

world, you muftbe forc'd how can I utter ir,—
to the moft lamentable torment that ever Lover endur'd—

»

to remain all night in your Miftrefs*s Chamber.

Ant* Alas, how ftiall 1 endure fo great an Affliction ?

Cla, And L
^ac. Ha, ha, ha, how I am griev'd to think on't ; ha,

ha, ha, that you fhou'd both be fo hardly put to it ; ha,

ha, ha, for the old Gentleman has lock'd all the doors,

and took the keys to bed to him, .go get you in,

ha, ha, ha,

Ant, Oh, my dear Claray this is a bielling I could

tiot hope.

{^ia^ So large a Freedom fJ) all 7ny Virtue prove,

riltruft my Honour with Antonio'^ Love,

[ihey go in,

{Ex. jacinta, laughing.

ACT
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ACT III. S C E N E L

£?tter Don Carlos in his l^ight-gown^ Antonio and Guz-
man with Clothes,

Ciir, A LL night with Clara fay'ft thou > that was

X\, lucky ; but was (he kind, my friend ?

Anto. As I defii'd, or Honour wou*d permit her

;

Kor wou*d I prefs her farther.

Car. A very moderate Lover.

Anto. For fome part of my Virtue, Sir, I owe to you ;

in midft of all my Love, even in the kindeft moments of

Delight, my Joys were broken by con-cern for you.

Julia this day, or very fuddenly, leaves Cadis{.

Car, By Heaven, and fo will Carlos then ; for I'm Co

refolutely bent to poflefsthat dear Creature,

That 1 will do't with hazard of my Life,

Expence of Fortune, or what's dearer to me.

G«^. And how wou'd you reward that politick head,

that fhou'd contrive the means to bring this hand fomly

about , not for an hour, or a night, but even -as long as

yon pleafe, with freedom ; without the danger of ven-

turing your honourable neck, in (bowing Feats of AAivity

three ftories high, with a Dagger in one hand, and a Piilol

in t'other, like a Ropedancer ?

Car. But how? Thou talkeft of Impodibiline?.

Anto» Doft think (he'll e'er confeni to quit her Huf-

band?
(?««, No, Heaven forbid, I am too good a ChriftJan

to part Man and Wife ; but being naturally inch'ned to

works of Charity, I will with one projed 1 have in this

noddle of mine,-? make old Francifco a Cuckold, ac-

commodate my Lord 2nd Julia, ferve you, Sir, and-

give our felves a good Scene of Mirth.

Car* Thou amazeft me,

Guz. If I do't nor, fend me to the Galleys ; nay, and

fo far cure the Jealoufy ot the old Fellow, that from a

rigid
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rigid furpkious troublefom Fool, he Qiall become Co tame
and gentle a Husband, that he fliall defire you to fa-
voui- hfm Co much as to lie with his dear Wife,

Car, By what ftrange Witchcraft fliall this be brouf^ht
to pafs ?

°

Guz. E*en honeft Invention, Sir, good Faith, Ij/len and
believe: When he goes, he certainly goes by Sea to
fi\c the charges of Mules, ' *

Ante, Right, I heard him fay Co ; in the Galley that
h'es in the Port.

Guz. Good, there is a Galley alfo, in the Harbour
you lately took from the Turks ; Habits too were taken
in her enough to furnifh out fome forty or fifty as con-
venient Turks as a man wou'd wifh at the Devil.

Car. Ah, Rogue, I begin to apprehend already.
Guz. Our Turki/J) Galley thus man*d, I'il put to Sea

and about a League from Land, with a fham-fight fet oii
that of Old Franc'tjco, take it, make 'em all Slaves, clap
the Old Fellow under hatches, and then you may deal
with the fair Slave his Wife, as Adam did with Eve,

Car, I'm ravifli'd with the thought.

Anto, But what will be the event of this ?

Car. I will not look Co far, but flop at tiie dear Joys
and fear no Fate beyond *em. ^ *

G«^. Nay, with a little cudgelling this dull Brain of
mine 1 fhall advance it farther for the Jeft-fake* as I
take it, Seignior Don Antonio, you have a fine Villa,
within a Bow-fhot of this City belojjging to your felf.

Anto. I have with pleafant Gardens, Grotto's, Water-
works.

Car, A moft admirable Scene for Love and our De-
figns

Anto. 'Tis yours. Sir.

Gtt^. Then, Sir, when we have taken this old Fool, on
whom the grofllft cheat wou'd pafs, much more this,

which fliall cany fo feeming a Tru:h in't, he being clapc
under hatches in the Dark, we'll wind round a League or
too at Sea, turn in, and land at this Garden, Sir, of yours,
which we'll pretend to be a Seraglio, belonsina to the
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Cravd Seignior ; whither, in this hot part o'th' year, he-

goes to regale himfelfwith his She-Slaves.

Car. Bur the diftance of Place and Time allow not fuch

a Fallacy.

Gu^.' Why h« never read in's life ; knows neither Lon-

tritude nor Latitude, and Conjlantinople tmsht in the midft

of Spam for any thing he knows j befides, his Fear will

pive him little leifure for thinking.

Anto, But how fbail we do with the Seamen of this

other Gjlly ?

GuX' There's not above a Dozen, befides the Slaves

that are chain'd to the Oar, and ihofe Dazen, a Piftole

apiece wou'd not only make 'em alUfl in the defign, but

betray ft in earnefl: to the Grand Seignior
;—for them I'll

undertake, the Mafter of it being Pier de Sala^ your Fa-

ther's old Servant, Sir. [T^ Carlos.

Anto, But poifibly his mind may alter upon the Arrival

of this Falfe Count of ours ?

Car^ No maitcr, make fure of fhofe Seamen however^

that they may be ready upon occafion.

Anto. 'Tis high time for me that your Count were ar-

liv'd, for this morning is deftin'd the laft of my Liberty.

Car, This Morning .Come hafte and drefs me- '

[To Guz.

. ^Guxmariy wheie's cur Count ?

Enter Guiliom drefi fine^ two great Pages and a little

one foUoiving.

Gux_^ Coming to give you the good morrow, Sir ;

And fhew you 1-iow well he looks the Part.

-Car, Good day to your Lordfhip IBcwing,

GtiiL Morrow, morrow, Friend.

Anto, My Lord, your mofl humble Servant.

Guil, Thank you, Friend, thanic you; Page, Boy—

•

what's a-Clock, Sirrah ?

Page, About Eight, my Lord.

Ar.to, Your Lord (liip's early cp.

Guii, My Stomach Vv^as up before me, Friend ; and I'm

^damnably hungry ; 'tis ftrange how a man's Appetite in-

creafes with his Greatnefs ; I'll Twinge it away now I'm a

Xordj then I will -wench without Mercy ; I'm refolv'd

to
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to rpare neither Man, Woman, nor Child, not I ; hey.

Rogues, Rafcals, Boys, my Breakfaft, quickly Dogs—
lee me fee, what fliall 1 have now that's rare ?

Pa^e, What will your Plonour p'eafe to have ?

G«/7. A fmall rallier of delicate Bacon, Sirrah—oF a-

bout a Pound, or two, with a fmall Morfel of Bread—
found the Loaf, d'ye hear quickly, Slaves.

Ant, That's grofs mear, Sir, a pair of Qjiiails—of—
Gutl. I thank you for ihar, i'faith, take your Don a-

gain, an you pleafe, VA not be ftary'd for ne'er a Don in

Chriftendom.

Ant, But rou muft ftudy to refine your Manners a lit-

tle.

Gull. Manners ! you (liall pardon me for thai ; as if a

Lord had not more privilege to be more fiucy, more
rude, impertinent, flovenly and foolifh than the reft of his

Neighbours, or Mankind.

Car. Ay, ay, *tis great.

Cui', Your faucy Rudencfs, in a Grandee, h Preedom ;

your Impertinence, Wit
\

your Sloven, carelefs ; and
your Fool good natur*d ; at leaft they fliail pafs fo in me,
I'ii warrant ye.

Car, Well, you have your full Inftruftions ; your

Baggage , Bills and Letters, from Ociavio the Seviliait

Merchant,

G!4z, All, all, Sir, are ready, and his Lorddiip's bfeak-

faft wait?.

Car. Which ended, we advance,

Juft when Aurora rofe from Theiii' Bed^

Where he had wantoned a fhort Summer's night,

Harnefs'd his bright hoov*d Horfes to begin

His gilded courfe about the Firmament,

Out failied Don Giilielnio Rodorigo de Chimney S-we^erto^

and fo forth. Gad this adventure of ours will be worthy

to be fung in Heroick Rhime Doggerel, before we have

finifht it ; Come {Jjoes out»

GtiiL Hey, Rogues, Rafcals, Boys, follow me juft

behind, ' {ExeHntm

r 2 S C E K E
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SCENE II.

Enter Clara and Jaclnta,

^4f. Nay I knew he would be civil, Madam, or I

would have born you Company ; but neither my Miftrefs

nor I, cou'd fleep one wink all Night, for fear of a Dif-

covery in the Mor^iing ^ and, to fave the poor Gentle-

naan a tumbling Caft from the Window, my Miftrcfs,

juft at day- break, feigned her felf wondrous fick,—I was
called, defiled to go to Seignior SpadiUo's the Apothe-

cary's, at the next Door, for a Cordial ; and fo he flipt

out ;•—but the Story of this falfe Count pleafcs me ex-

tremely, and, if it fhould take, iord what mirth we
fiiould have. Ha, ha, ha, I can't forbear wUh the

thoughts on't.

Clar, And to fee the Governor his Man ?

^/ic. Ah, what a Jeft that would be too—Ha, ha, ha !

bat here comes Ifabella j let's pufF up her Pride with Flat-

teries on her Beauty.

Enter Ifabella looking in a Glafs, and feeing her Face,

Ifa. Ah, Heavens, thofe Eyes- that Look, —that

•pretty Leer^ that my Father fhou'd be fo doating an

old Fool to think thefe Beauties fit for a little Merchan-

dise ; a Marchionefs wou'd fo much better become me,
\L0ok5 agai)u

" Ail what a Smile's there—and then that fcornful

Look—'tis great- . Heavens who's here ? [Sees them*

Cla, OF.'y thofe Friends that wiQi you better Fortune

than this day promifes.

y^c. Look en that Face ; are there not Lines that fore-

t9\ a world of Greatnefs, and promife much Honour ?

Cla. Her Face, her Shape, her Mein, her every part,

declares her Lady or fomething more.

Ifa. Why fo, and yet this little Creature of a Father,

ridiculoufly and uaambitious, would fpoil this Lady, to

make up a fimple Citizen's Wife

—

in good time.

"Jac, That very look had fome prefaging Grandeur.

ifa^ Do you think fo, Pacinia.̂ -Ha, ha, ha.

54c.
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jPjc. That Laugh again, oh Heavens, how it charms J

Cla, And how graceful Ms I

Jac, Ah, nothing but a great gilt Coach will bccono*

Cla. With fix Spamfl) Mares.^—
"^ac. And embroidered Trappings.

Cla, With four Lackeys.

^ac. And a Page at the tail on't.

CU, She's evidently defign'd for a Perfon of Qualrty.

Jfa. Befides 1 have (o natural an Inclination for a Dor^,

that ifmy I'ather do force me to marry this fmall Creature

of a Merchant, I fliall make an Intrigue with fome body
of Quality.

Cla» Cou'd you but manage itwell^ and keep it from
jintonio,

Jfa. Keep it from jintonio^ is it think you for a

little fiily Cif, to complain when a Don does him the

Honour to vifit his Lady ? Marry that were pretty.

Enttr Francifco, and Loj?ez.

Iran. How, a Count to fpeak ^i^^ me I with me, I

fay, here at Cadiz,
I.pp. A Count, Sir, and to fpeak with you.

Iran. Art Ture 'tis not the Governor ? I'll go lock

up my \X''ife.

Lcp. Governor, Sir ! No, no, Ws a mere Stranger,

Sir, a rare Count whom 1 never Taw all days of my \it»

before.

Frafj, And with me wou*d he fpeak ? 1 hope he comes
not to my Wife,

Enter Julia.

^uL Oh Husband, the delicateft fine Perfon of Quality,

jaft alighted at the Door, Husband.

Fr^n. What, have you feen him then ? the Devil's In

thefe Womeiiy and there be but a Loop-hole to peep out

of they'll fpy a man, I'm refolved to fee this thing,

' go, retire you Women, here's Men coming up.

I/a. And will Men cat us ?
Fran. No, but they may do worfe, they may lookon

re, and Looking breeds Liking ; and Liking, Love; and
Love a damned thing, call'd Defire^ and Defirc begets

F 3 th«
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the Devi! and all ofMifchief to young Wenches—Get
ye gone in, 1 fay here's a Lord coming— and Lords
are plaguy things to Women.

]fa. How, a Lord I oh, heavens ! ^ncinta, my Fan,

snd (et my Hair in order, oh the Gods ! I would not but

fee a Lord for all the World ! how my Heart bears already

keep your Diftance behind, Jac'mtay blefs me
how 1 tremble—a little farther, ^-acmta,

Fran, Come, come Hufwife, you fliall be married

anon, and then let your Husband have the plague of

you but for my Gentlewoman,—Oh Lord—they're

here.

Enter Guiliom, Carlos, and Pa^es, &c,

Guil, How now, fellow, where's this old Don Fran^

€lfC0 ^

Fran. I'm the Perfon, Sir.

Jfa. Heavens, wbat an Air he has

!

GuiL Art thou he ? Old Lad, how doft thou do ?

Hah !

Fran. I don't know.

Guil. Thou knovv'eft me not it feems, old fellow, hah t

Fran, Know you no, nor defire to do,—on what

acquaintance pray ?

Guil. By Inftind ; fuch as you ought to know a Perfon

of Quality, and pay your Civilities naturally ; in France^

where I have traveled, fo much good manners is ufed,

your Citizen pulls off his hat, thus to eveiy Horfe

of Quality, and eveiy Coach of Quality •, and do you

pay my proper Perfon no more refpeft, hah !

'ifa. What a Difhonour's this to me, to have fo dull

a Father, that needs to be inftrudied in his Duty.

Guil, Bur, Sir, to open the eyes of your underftand-

ing—here's a Letter to you, from your Correfpondent a

Merchant of Sevil.

[Gives him a dirty Letter which he wjpes on his Cloh

and reads^ and begins to pull off his hat, and reading

on hows lower and lower till he havefinidit it.

Fran. Cry Mercy, my Lordj—and yet 1 wou'd he were

3 thoufand L«agues off.

Cull
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Gull, I have Bills of Exchange too, directed to thee,

old Fellow, at Sevil\ but finding thee not there, and I-

(as moft Perfons of my Quality are) being fomething idle,

and never out of my way, came to this Town, to feek

thee, Fellow being recommended as thou feefir

here, old Vermin .here [Ghes htm Biils^.

Jfa. Ah what a graceful Main he has ! how fine his

Converfation ! ah the difference between him and a filthy

Citizen i

^ul,—Clara has told me all.

—

["Jac. vjhifpering to J^^
Car. That's fhe in the middle ; (land looking on her.

langui^ingly, your head a little on one fide,——-fo^

—fold your Arm?, good. now and then heave

jouv breafi with a figh, moft excellent..

[He grcdiiu

Iran* Bills for fo many thoufands,

Jac, He has you in his eye already,

Ifa, Ah, Jacinta^ thou flatterefl me.

^f. Return him fome kind looks in pity.

IShe fets her Eyes, and hows, &:Cj

Car. That other's my M ilrefs,—cculdft thou but keep

this old Fellow in difcourfe whilft 1 give her the fign to

retire a little.

GiiiL ril warrant you I'll banter him till you have

cuckolded him, if you manage matters as well as I.

Fran. My Lord, 1 ask your pardon for my rudenefs in

not knowing you before, which I ought to have done in

good manners 1 confefs j who the Devil does he ftare ac

io } . .Wife, I command you to withdraw, upon
pain of our high difpleafure.—my Lord, 1 fhall difpatch

your afFairs^ .he minds me not,——Ay, 'tis my
Wife, i fay, Minion, be gone,. your Bills, My Lord^
are good, and I accept 'em ;. ,why a Devil he minds
me not yet, £julfa goes- to t'other fide to Carlos.] not yer,

———and tho 1 am not at my proper home, I,

am where I can command Money, .hum, —

^

fure 'tis my Daughter, Ay, ay, 'cis fo, how
if he fhould be fmitten now, the plaguy Jade had fure

the Spirit of Prophecy in her •, \H fo
—

'lis fhe— my Lord,

F4 GuiU
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Guil, Prithee, old Fellow, Peace, 1 am m love,

Fran. In love^ what, (hall I be the Father of a

Lord ? wou'd it become me, think ye ?—he's mighty full

of Cogitabund—my Lord, fure his Soul has left the

Tenement of his Body 1 have his Bills here, and
care net if it never return more. {_Looks over the Biils*

Car, Deaf Julia^ let's retire, our t'me's but fhort.

J^ul. I dare not with you, the venture wou'd be too
bold in a young beginner in the Thefts of Love.

GuiL Her Eyes are Suns by ^ove,

Car^ Oh, nothing is fo ventrous as Love, if ft be

true.

GuiL Or elfe, two Morning Stars,

All other Beauties are but Soot to her.

'Jul, But ftou'd my Husband . .

Car. He's fafe for one dear half hour, 1*11 warrant

you, come.

Fran, Urn my Wife here ftill, muft I begin to

thunder.

Jul. Lord, and you be fo forward, I'il begone.*—-
Car. So, her Husband, kind heart, left fhe fhould be

cruel, has binifelf given me the dear opportunity. •

—Be fure you keep the old Fellow in difcourfe awhile.

GuiL Be you as fure to cuckold him.

lEx, Car. and Jul.

=—Old Fellow,—prithee what PeiTon of Quality is that?

Fran. Perfon of Quality I alas my Lord, 'tis a filly

Citizen's Daughter.

Guil. A Citizen's ! what clod of Earth cou'd bring forth

fuch a Beauty ?

Fran, Alas, my Lord, I am that clod of Earth, and

to Earth, if you call it fo, file muft return again, for fhc's

to be married to a Citizen this Morning.

GuiL Oh! 1 am doubly wounded, firft with her hatf

monious Eyes,
^

"Who've fir'd my Heart to that degree,

No Chimney ever burnt like me.

fair Lady, fuffer the Broom of my Affe^'on to fweep

all other Lovers ftoro your heart.

1/4.
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Ifa^ Ah, my Lord, name it nor, I'm this day to be
married.

Gkil. To day ! name me the Man j Man, did I

fay ? the Monfter, that dares lay claim to her 1 deign to

love, none anfwer me, I'll make him fmoak by
Vulcan—and all the reft of the Goddefles,

fran, Blefs ree what a furious thing th's Love h ?

GmL By this bright Sword, that is fo ufed to (laughter^

he dies ;
[Draws.'\ old fellow, fay the Pakroon's

name..

Fran, Oh fearful alas, dread Sir

!

Ifa. Ah ! flieathe your Sword, and calm your generous

Rage.

Guil. I cannot brook a Rival in my Love, the ruftling

Pol« of my AfFeftion is too ftrong to be refifted.

[Rum raging up and duwn the Stage with hn
S^'ord in his hand,

lfa\ I cannot think, my Lord, fo mean a Beauty can

fo fuddenly charm a Heart fo great as yours.

Guil, Oh ! you're miftaken, as foon as I caft my eyes

upon the Full-moon of your Countenance, I was ftrucis

blind and dumb.
¥ran. Ay, and deaf too, I'll be fworn, he cou'd nei-

ther hear, fee nor undeiftand •, this Love's a miraculous

thing.

Quii. And that Minute, the moft renounM Don (?«.?•

tlmo Rcdsrigo de Chimeny Sweperioy became your Gaily-

Slave,——! fay no more, but that 1 do love, and
l.will love,—and that if you are but half fo willing as I,

1 will dub you, Vifcountefs de Chimeny Szveperic.

I/a. I am in Heaven, ah I Idie, Jacinta,

How can I credit this, that amfo much unworthy ?

Oujl, ril do't, fay no more, I'll do*t.

Fran. Do'r, but my Lord, and with what face can h
put off Seignior Antonio^ hum.

GuiU Antoaio^r—hy, Pages, give order that Antonia

be inftantly run thro the Lungs—d'ye hear?
Iran, Oh, hold, hold, my Lord! run thro the

Lungs I

ya^c. It (hall be done, my Lord! but "what AntomoJ/
F 5 GmiU
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GhH, Why any Anton'w ; all the Antonio^s that yotl

find in Cadiv^,

Fran^ Oh, what bloody-minded Monfters thefe Lords
are '—. .Bur, my Lord, I'll ne*er give you the trou-
ble ot killing him, I'Jl put him off with a handfom Com-
pliment; as thusj-— Why, look ye, Friend Antonio^
thebufinefs is this, my Daughter IfabelU may marry a
Lord, and you may go fiJiile..

Guil. Ay, that's civilj and if he do not defift, I'll

unpeople Spain but I'll kill him ; For, Madam, I'll tell

you what happened to me in the Court of France—there

was a Lady in the Court in love with me,—_«fhe took
a liking to my Perfon which ,1 think,—-.you
will confers—

]fa. To be the moft accomplifht in the ^5f^orld,

GuiL 1 had fome fixfcore Rivals, they all took Snuff;

that is, were angry—— at which 1 fmiled ;———they
were incenfed ; at which 1 laughr, ha, ha, ha,—lYaith

;

they rag'd, I when I m.et 'em,——Cockr, thus,,

en pajjant— juftled 'em thus,— iGverthrows Fran,

They turn*d and frown'd,—thus,—I drew,

Vran. What, on all the fixfcore my Lord ?

ijHil. AD, all ; fa, fa, cjuoth 1, fa fa fa, fa fa fa.

[Fences him routed the Stage^

Fran, Hold, hold, my Lord, 1 am none of the fix-

fcore.

Guil. And run 'em all thro the Body *

Fran, Oh Heavens ! and kill'd em all.

GuiL Not a Man,—only run 'em thro the body a lit-

tle, that's all, my two Boys were by, my Pages here.

ifa, U it the faOiion, Sir, to be attended by Pages fo

big ?

Guil, Pages of Honour always ;—thefe were flinted at

jQurfe, or they had been good proper Fellows.

Fran* I am fo flighted with this relation, that I muft

up to my Wife's Chamber for a little of that ftrong Cor-

dial that recovered her this morning.

[Going out Guil.y?/jy; him,

GuiL Why> I'll tell you Sir, what an odd fort of a

Wound I received in a Duel the other day,—xi3y,Ladie.%

rii
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.ril fHew it you ; in a very odd place—in my back parts.

[G(?« to untuck, his Breeches^ the Ladies faueal^j,

Ifa. Ah.

Pa^e» Shew a Wound behind^ Sir ! the Ladies vrill

*
think you are a Coward.

Gutl, Peace Child, peace, the Ladies underftand Duel-

ing as-little as my felf; but, fince you are fo tender-

hearted, Ladies, I'll not Ihew my wound ; but faith, it

fpoiled my dancing. [^^i^ comes in.

Page, My Lord, now you talk of dancing, here's youe

Baggage. brought from a-board the Gaily by your Seamen,,.

who us'd to entertain you with their ruftick Sports.

Gull. Very well; Sir, with your permiflion, I am re-

folved whether you will or no, to give the Ladies fome
divertifement,—bid *em come in j nay, Sir, you ftir not,

.

[_Ex, Pagco.

'Tis for your delight,. Sir, I do't ; for Sir, you muft un-

dcrftand, a Man, if he have any thing in him, Sir, of
Honour, for the cafe, Sir, lies thus, *t!S not the bufinefs

of an Army to droll upon an Enemy—truth is, every

man loves a whole skin
;

but 'twas the fault of the

beft Statefmen in Chriftendom to be loofe in the hilts;„

you conceive me.
Fran. Very well, my Lord, I'll fwear he's a rare fpo-

ken man;—why, what a Son-in-law fhall I have?

I have a little buflnei's, my Lord, but I'll wait on you
prefently. [Going oiit>^

GuiL Sir, there is nothing like your true jell ; a thing

once well done, is twice done, and I am the happieft

.

Man in the World in your Alliance ; for. Sir, a Noble-

man if he have any tolerable parts, ^ is a thing much

-

above the Va'garj oh, here comes the Dancers,.

Enter Dancers.

Gome, fit down by me.

Fran. Tis my du^ to (land, my Lord.

G«//. Nay, you ftiall fit. [The<^ danciy

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Good day, Sir, I hope you will not chide my
tardinefs, 1 have a little overflept my felf, and am a-

fnamed to fee my lovely Biide, and all jhis worthy Com-

p any attend. p—But
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' 'But you fair Creature [To Ifabelk^

Jfa. No marrying to day, Sir.

Iran. No, Sir, no marrying to day.

Anf, How do I dream, or htnv this from Francifco ?
Guil. How now Fellow, what art thou?
Ant. The Husband of that proud difdainful Woman.
€uU, Another word like that—and thou art—
^rjt. What, Sir ?

Fran, Oh, hold, hold, my Lord ! Antonio^ 1 muft
tell you, you're uncivil.

GuiL Doft know, dull Mortal, that I am a Lord,.

And ifabelU my adopted Lady.

Ant. I beg your pardon, Sir, if it be fo^ poor Mor-
tals can but grieve in fllence.

Cud. hh% poor Mortal

!

Ant. But, for you, Trancifco,

Jran. Ah, dear Antonh, I vow and fwcar I cannot

chufe but weep to lofe thee; but my Daughter was bora

ibr a Lady, and none can help their deftiny.

Ant, And is it pofTible thou canft ufc me thus ?

[To Ifa.

Jfa. Take away that li<tle Fellow; in pity of your life,

3 deign to bid you withdraw and be fafc.

GuiL D'ye hear, hah ?—-this Lady has bep'd your

Ant. Beg*d my Life?'

Call, Vile Wretch, dar'fl thou retort ?

[Draius, the Women hold htm,
Iran, Gh, hold, hold, my noble Son-in-law, he fhaii

do any thing
\

dear Antonio^ confider, I was never
Paiher to a Lord all days of my Life before :—my Lord,
be pacified, my Daughter fhall be a Lady.

Ifa, For my fake fpare him, and be Friends with him,
as far as you may deign to be with a- little Citizen.

GhU. Fellow, 1 forgive thee, here's my handi to

kifs In iign and token 1 am appeafed.

[Gives him his hand to kifsy 'tis all black.

Ant. A Pox of his honourable hand, *t had like to have
fpoiled all, ' -well,, fince it muft b© fo i am con-
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Cuii So, now Peace is concluded on, on all fides

\vhat fhall we do to day befides eating and drinking m
abundance ; for to morrow 1 fliall get my Telf in order
for my Marriage.

CUr. What thinks your Honour of taking the Air
Upon the Sea, in a Galley, a League or two ?

Guil, With Fiddles, Drums and Trumpets, Weftpha-
Ija hams and Pidgeons, and the like: Hey Rooues
Scoundrels, Dogs. ^ *

IJa, Ah, how fine is every A^ion of a great Man!
Guil. Command a Galley to attend us prefently,

«' You Qiall alon^, old Boy. [jo Fran,
Fran, Alas, 1 muft ftay at home with my Wife, my

Lord.

Guil. A Wife '.have I a Mother-in-law too?—fiie muft
along with us, and take a frisk,— no denial.

E?7fer Carlos.

_Oh, are you come ? [^fide;
Car, Yes, and thank thee for the beft moment ofmy

Life.

Haft thou contrived the Voyage then ?

Guil, Take no care come hafte on board—oar

Honour will not lofe the Frefco of the Morning,—Follow

me, Pages.

Fage, At your heels, my Lord— [Exeuntt

ACT IV. SCENE I.

Enter^ as aboard th& Ship, Guiliom, L'abella, Francifco,

Julia, Antonio, Clara, Jacinta, Pedro and his Wife^

Pages.

Cuil. T AD I E S and Gentlemen, you are very welcome

J / aboard—Come put ofFto Sea, Rogues, Scoun-
drels, Tarpaulins, to your Bufinefs, and then, every man
his Bottle,—hey Page, Rogues, where are my Men ?

Come, fpread. the Table—for we are very hungry,

Jfa,
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Ifa, Heav'ns, \yhat a peculiar Grace there is in tyttj.

word that comes fi'om the Mouth of a Cavalier.

GuiL By Mars the God of Love I

Page. By Cupid ^ Sir, \^Afide to him»

GutL Cupid, Sirrah ! I fay, I'll have it Jklars^ there's

more Thunder in the Sound : I fay, byMars^ ihefe Gallies

are pretty neat convenient Tenements but a. I
fee ne'er a Chimney in *eni

;
Pox on'r, what have

I to do v;ith a Chimney now?

Jfa, He is a delicate fine Perfon, Jac'wta ; bur, me-^

thinks he does not make Love enough to me.

Jac* Oh^ Madam, Perfons of his -Quality never make

Love in Words, the greatnefs of their Adions fhow their

Paffion.

^ac. Ay, 'tis true all the little Fellows talk of Love.

Guil, Come, Ladies, (tt ; Come Ifabella, you are

melancholy, Page—Fill my Lady a Beer-glafs.

Jfa, Ah, Heav'ns, a Beer-glafs.

Guil, O your Vifcountefs never drinks under your

Beer-glafs, your Citizens Wives fimper and fip, and will

be drunk without doing Credit to the Treater ; but in

their Clofeis, they fwinge it away^ whole Slafhes i*faith^

and egad, when a Woman drinks by her felf, Glailes

come thick about: your Gentlewoman, or your little

Lady, drinks half way, and thinks in point of good man-

ners, (he mud leave feme at the bottom ^ but your true

bred Woman of Honour drinks all, SupemaculHm by

Jove,

Ifa, What a misfortune it was, that I fhould not know

this before, but fhould difcovei my want of fo neceffary

a piece of Grandeur,

^ac. And nothing, but being fuddled, will redeem hei*

Credit.

Guil. Come.—fall to, old Boy,—thou art not merry 5

what have we none that can give us a Song ?

Ant. Oh Sir, we have an Artift aboard I'll aflure you ^

Seignior Cafiiery iliall I beg the favour of you to (hew

your Skill ?

Fet. Sir, my Wife and and i'm at your fervice.

GuiL Friend, what Langta^e can you fing i

Pet,
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Tet. Oh, Sir, your Singers fpeak all Languages.

Guxl, Say'ft thou fo, prithee then let's have a touch o!
Heathen Grtth,

Pet, That you fliall Sir, Sol la me fa fol, ctt.

Fran, Hum, I think this is indeed Heathen Greeks

I'm fure 'tis Co to me.

Gail, Ay, that may be, but I underftand every word,
on't.

Fran, Good lack, thefe Lords are very learned Men.
Pet, Now, Sir, you fhall hear one of another Lan-

guage from my Wi{e and I. {Sing a Dialogue in French*
Er?ter the Captain.

Capt, Well, Gentlemen, tho the news be (bmethino
unpleafant that 1 bring, yet to noble minds 'tis fport and
paftime.

(?«//. Hah, Tellow ! What's that that's fport and paftime
to noble minds.

Fran, Oh Lord, no goodnefs Til warrant.

Capt, Bur, Gentlemen, pluck up your Spirits, be bold
and refoiute.

Fran, Oh Lord, bold and refoiute ! why what's the

matter, Captain i

Capt, You are old. Seignior, and we expeft no good
from you but Prayers to Heaven ?

Fran, Oh Lord, Prayers to Heaven ! Why 1 hope, Cap-
tain, we have no need to think of Heaven.

Capt, At your own Peril be it then, Seignior, for the

Tmk.s are coming upon u?.

Fran. Oh Lord, 'lurks ^ Turks !

Gu'il, Turks^ oh is that all ? [ValU to eating,

FrJin, All why they'll make Eunuchs of us, my
Lord, Eunuchs of us poor men, and lie with all our Wive?.

Guil. Shaw that's nothing, 'tis good for the Voice.-^

how Aveetly v/e Qiall fing, la, la, ta ia la, ta 1^, err.

Fran, Ay, 'twill make you fing another note, Til war-

rant you.

Enter a Seaman,

Sea, For Heaven's fake, Sirs, do not fland idle here
;

Gentlemen, if you wou'd faye your liyesj—draw, and

defend 'em. ffx/V.

Fran»
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Fran, Draw ! I never drew any thing In mf Life, but

my Purfe, and that moft damnably againft my will ; oh,

what fliall I do ?

Eater Captain,

Capt* Ah, my Lord, they bear up briskly to us, with

a frefh Gale and full Sails.

Fran» Oh, dear Captain, let us tack about and go
home again,

Capt, 'Tis impoflible to fcape, we muft fight it our.

Eran. Fight it out ! oh I'm not able to indure it,—
why, what the Devil made me a ftiip-board \

[Ex, Cap.

GuiU Why, where be thefe Turki ? Set me to 'em,

ril make *era fmoke, Dog?, to dare attack a man of

Quality.

Ija. Oh, the Infolence of thefe Turks ! do they know
who*s aboard ? For Heaven's fake, my Lord, do not ex-

pofe your noble Perfon,

GuiU What, not fight ?—Not fight ! A Lord, and not

fight ? Shall 1 fubmit to Fetters, and fee my Miftrefs rar

ViQi'd by any great Turk in Chriftendom, and not fight ?

Ifa, I'd rather be ravifli'd a thoufand times, than yo.u

fbould veiiture your Perfon. [^Seamen (haut zvtthtn,

Fran* Ay 1 dare fwear.

Enter Seaman.

Sea, Ah, Sirs, what mean you? Come on the Deck

for fbame.

Anp. My Lord, let us not tamely fall, there's dang?j;

near. IDraws,

GuiL Ay, ay, there's never fmoke, but there's fome

fire. Come let's away- ta la, tan ta la,, la la,, ^c,

\Exit pnging^ and Antonio and Pet.

Tran. A Pox of all Lords, i fay, you muft be janting

in the Devil's name, and God's dry Gfound wou'd not

ferve your turn. [Shout here.

Oh how they thunder ! What (liall I do?^ oh for

fome Auger-hole to thruft my head into, for I could never

indure the noife of Cannons, -oh 'tis Infupportablej—

intolerable and not to be indui'd.

[^^unn'wg ai mad about the Stap%
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Ifa, Dear Father, be not fo frighted, [Weeps*

Fran, Ah, Crocodile, wou'd thou hadft wept thy Eyes
out long ago, that ihou hadft never feen this Count j then

he had never lov'd thee, and then we had never been ia-

vued a lliip-board. [A no'tfe of fighting,

£»/fr Guiliom, Vet. and Antonio, driven in fighting by

Guzman and other Turks.

Ant^ Ah, Sir, the Turks have boarded us, we're loft,

We*re loft.

Fran, Oh, lam flain, I'm VA\t\, [Falls down,
GuiL Hold, hold, I lay, you are now In the prefence

of Ladies, and Ms uncivil to fight before Ladies,

Guz. Yield then, you are our Slaves.

Gtiil, Slaves, no Sir, we're Slaves to none but the La-

dies. [Offers to fight,

Ifa. Oh hold, rude man, d'ye know whom you ea*

counter ?

Gu:^. V^bat's here—one dead— [Looking on Francifco.

Fran, Oh, Lord !

Guz, Or, if he be not, he*s old, and paft fervice.

We'll kill the ChriftianDog out of the way.

Vran. Oh, hold, hold, Tm no Chriftian, Gentlemen ;

but as errant a Heathen as your felves*

G«^. Bind him ft rait, neck and heels, and clap him un-

der hatches^

y«/. Oh, fpare him,. Sir, look oa his Reverend Age,

Guz. For your fake. Lady, much may be done, we've

need of handfom Women,
[Gives her to fome Turks that are by,

Tran. Hah, my Wife I My Wife ravifh'd oh
Vm dead.

y«/. Fear nor, my dear, I'll rather die than da thee

wrong.

Fran, Wou'd fhe wou'd, quickly, —then there's hsf

Honour fav'd, and her Ranfom, which is better,

Guz, Down with the muttering Dog j [He defcends*

- And take the Ladies to feveral Cabins.

[The Tmkstake hold of the Mem
Ifa, Muft we bepaaed then?—.ah. cruel Deftiny !

- \Wee^s,

GhU,
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Guil, Alas ! this Separation's worfe than Death,
Jfa. You poffibly may fee fome Tur](ifl) Ladies, that

may infnare your Heart, and make you faithlefs
;

but I, ah Heavens? if ever I change my Love, may 1 be-
come deformed, and lofe all hopes of Title or of Gran-
dure.

Cull, But fhould the Grand Seignior behold thy Beauty,
thou wou'dft defpife thine own dear hony Vifcount to be
a Sultana.

Jfa, A Sultana, what's that ?

Guil, Why, 'tis a fhe great r«rj^, a Queen of Tur^eyl
Ifa, Thefe dear expreflions go to my Heart. [_lVeepSo

And yet a Sultana is a temptin^g thing— [^Afide fmiltng,

—And you fhall find your Ifabella true,— tho the Grand
Seignior would lay his Crown at my feet, wou*d he
wou'd try me tho. .Heavens ! to be Qiieen of Turkey,

[ Afide.
Guih May I believe thee, but when thou feef^ the

difference, alas, 1 am but a Chimney hum, nothing
to a great Turkic

Ifa. Is he fo rare a thiijg ?U_Oh that I were a flie

great Turk. ^ [/Ifide,

GuT^, Come, come, we can't attend your amorous
Tarleys. [^Parts ^em,

y«/. Alas, what fhall we poor Women do ? [Ex. Men.
Jfa, We mull e'en have patience. Madam, and be

raviflit.

Cla. Ravifht ! Heavens forbid.

y^ac. An pleafe the Lord, Til let my nails grow agalnft

ghat direful day,

Jfa. And fo will I, for Tm refolv'd none (hould ravilH

jne but tlie great Turk,

Gua^, Come, Ladies, you are DiQies to be ferv*d up to

the board of the Grand Seignior,

Jfa, Why, will he eat us all ?

Guz. A ilice of each, perhapF, as he finds bis Appetite

indin'd.

Jfa. A flice, uncivil Fellow, 3s if this Beauty were
for a bit and away ; Sir, a word, rf you will do
me the favour, to recommend roe to be firft fervid up to
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the Grand Seignior, 1 ftiall remember the Civility when I

^Cuz, Lady, he is his own Carver, a good word by the

bye, or fo, will do well, and 1 am a Favorite
^

'

Ifa. Are you fo ? here, take this Jewel, m earneft

of greater favours [Gi^"^^ htm a JeweU
» [Exeunt ali*

SCENE II. A Ga-den*

Enter Don Carlos and Lopez.

dr. But, why fo near the Land ? by Heaven I faw

each aftionof the Fight, from yonder grove of J eflamme;

and douMefs all beheld it from the Town.

Lop. The Captain, Sir, defignM it fo, and at the Har-

bour gave it out thofe two Galleys were purpolely prepared

to entertain the Count and the Ladies wiih the reprefenta-

tion of a Sea-fight ; left ihe noife of the Guns niould alarm

the Town, and, taking it for a real fight, fhoud have

fent out Supplies, and fo have ruin'd our Defigns.

Car. Well, have we all things in readmefs ?^

Lo^, All, Sir, all.

Enter Page.

Page. My Lord, a Barge from the Galley Is juft arrived

at the Garden-Stairs.

Knter Guzman.

Car, ril retire then, and fit me for my part of thts

Tarce.
, , . « , . .

Cuz, My Lord, you muft r-etire, they re )uft brmging

the Old Gentleman afhore.
^ ,

Car, Prithee how does he take his Captivity >

Cu:^, Take it, Sir ! he has caft himfelf mto a Fit, and

has lain like one in a Trance this half hour ; 'tis iropofllble

for him to fpeak Senfe this fortnight \ V\\ fecure his Rea-

fon a play-day for fo long at leaft 5
your Servants m

r«/j>///; habits, are now his Guards, who will keep him

fafe enough from hindering your defigns with Julia.

Car, Whatever you do, have a care you do not over-

friohi the Coxcomb, and make a Tragedy of our Comedy.
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Guz. ril warrant you. Sir, mind your Love-affairs'—

;

he scorning in, ,«_«retire. Sir

[£x. Car, and Page and Lop.
Enter fotnerwVswhh^tznQxko in chains, and lay him

down on a Bank.
I Turk, Chriftian, fo ho ho, Slave awake,_«^

[^Rubbing and calling him,
'Bran. Hah ! where am I ? my Wife,—my Wife

where am I ? hah I what are you ? .

Ghofts, .Devils, Mutes,—- no anfwer ?

hah, bound in chains, Slaves, where am I ?

F Turk. They underftand not vour Language ^ but I,
'who am a Renegado Spaniard^ underftand you when you
fpeak civilly, which 1 advife you to do.

Fran. Do you know me. Friend?

1 lurk. 1 know you to be a Slave, and the Great Twrr*
Slave too.

Tran. The Great Turk,

.

«the Great Devil, why
where am I, Friend?

1 Turk. Within the Territories of the Grand Selgntor,
and this a Palace of Pleafure, where he recreates hirofelf
With his MiftrefTes.

Fran. And how far is that from Cadi^ ) but what
care 1 > my Wife, Friend, my own Wife.

I Turk. Your own, a true MufTelman cou'd have
faid no more

j but take no care for her, (he's provided
for.

Fran. U fhedead ? That wou'd be Tome comfort.
1 Turk. No, (he's alive, and in good hands.
Fran. And in good hands ! oh, my head ! and, oh my

heart
! ten thoufand tempefts burft the belly of this day,

wherein^ old Frmncifco ventured Life and Limbs, Liberty
and Wife to the mercy of thefe Heathen Turks.

I Turk. Friend, you need not thus complain ; a good
round Ranfom redeems ye.

Fran. A round Ranfom ! I'll rot in my chains fir(f,

before Til part with a round ranfom.
I Turk. You have a fair Wife, and need not fear good

Ufagc, if Oie knows how to be kind. You apprehend, me-
Fran, Patience, good Lord.

1 Turk»
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f Turii, Perhaps the Grand Seignior may like her, and

to be favour'd by him is fuch a Glory——
J'ran, As the Devil take me if I defire.

I Turk, And then you may in triumph laugh at all the
reft of your Brother Cuckolds.

Fran. Hum, and has the Devil ferv'd me thus? ,

but no m.atter, I muft be gadding, like an old Coxcomb,
to Cadizy—and then, jaunting to Sea, Wnh a Pox, to take
pains to be a Cuckold, to bring my Wife into a ftr-ange

Land, amongft Unbelievers, with a vengeance, as if we
had not honeft Chriftian Cuckeld-makers enough at home;
Sot that I was, not to confider how m.any Merchants have
been undone by trufting their Commodities out at Sea

;

Vflv/i what a damn'd ranfom will the Rogues exatft from
me, and more for my Wife, becaufe fhe's handfbme ; and
then, *tisten to one, 1 have her turned upon my hands the
worfe for wearing; oh, damn'd Infidels ! no, *ti5 r^foiv^d,

I'll live a Slave here, rather than enrich them.
I Turk, Friend, you'll know your Defliny prefently^

for *tis the cuftom of the Great 7«r/t to view the Captives,
and confider of their Ranfoms and Liberties, according to
hispleafure. See 'iiQ'is coming forth with the Vizier

BaJJ'a,

Enter Carlos and Guzman ai Turks with Folhwers,
Moft mighty Emperor, behold your Captive.

Fran, Is this the Great Turk /

I Turk. Peace,

Fran, Blefs me ! as weat homedefcribe hfm, I thoucfht

the Great Turk had been twice as big ; but 1 fhail find him
Tyrant big enough, I'll warrant him.

G'^z, Of what Nation art thou. Slave ? fpeak to the
Emperor, he underftands ihee, tho he deign not to hold
difcourfe with Chriftian Dogs,

Fran. Oh fearful !

—

Spam^ Co pleafe you, Sir,

.
G«:^. By Adahomet, he'll make a reverend Eunuch.
Fran. An Eunuch ! oh. Lord !

J Turn, Ay, Sir, to guard his Miftreffes, 'tis an honour.
Fran. Oh ! Mercy, Sir, that honour you may fpare.

Age has done my bufinefs already^

Ghz. Fellow^ what art >

Fran,
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Fran* An*t pleafe your Worniip, I cannot tell.

Gux^. How, not tell ?

Tran, An't pleafe your Lord (hip, my Fears have ^o tranf-

formed me, 1 cannot tell whether I'm any thing or no-

thing.

GuX' Thy Name, dull Mortal, know'ft thou not that ?

'Eran, An't pleafe you Grace, now I remember me,

methinks I do.

Gw^. Dog, how art thou call'd ?

lEran, An't like you Excellence, Men call'd me Seignior

Don Francifco, but now they will call me Coxcomb.
Guz, Of what Trade ?

Frar?. An't pleafe your Highnefs, a Gentleman.

Gu7^. How much doft thou get a day by that Trade ?

Hah I

Frarj, An't like your Majefty, our Gentlemen never

get but twice in all their lives ; that Is, when Fathers die,

they get good Eftates ; and when they marry, they get

rich Wives ; but I know what your Mightinefs wou'd get

by going into my Country and asking the Queftion.

Guz, What, Fool ?

Fran, A good Cudgelling, an't pleafe your llluftriouf-

Tiefs.

Guz* Slave ! To my Face ! Take him away, and

let him have the Strapado.

Car, Baridama Vennack,

Fran, Heavens, wliat fays he ?

I Turl^. He means to have you caftr^ted.

Fran, Caftrated ! Oh that's fome dieadfuh thing I'll

-warrant, Gracious Great Turk^ for Mahomet'^ fake,

€,YCufe me ; alas, I've loft my wits.

Car, Galero Gar dines ?

Gu7^, The Emperor asks if thou art married, Fellow.

Iran, Hah—Married 1 was, an't like your Mon-
ftroufnefs, but, 1 doubt, your People have fpoiled my Pro-

perty.

Guz. His Wife, with other Ladies, In a Pavlllion in

the Garden, attend your Royal pleafure.

Car* Go, fetch hei hither prefently, [fix. Guz.

I Turk*
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I Tur\., This is no common Honour, that the Great

Turk deigns to fpeak your Language ; 'tis a (ign you'll
rife.

Fran, Yes,, by the height of a pair of Horns.
Car, Is (he handfom ?

Tran. Oh, what an Ague (liakes my Heart, hand-
fom ! alas, no, dread Sir ; what fhou'd fuch a deform'd
Polecat as I do with a handfom Wife ?

Car, Is fhe young ?

Tran, Youngj—what fhou'd fuch an old doting Cox-
xomb as I do with a youngWife ? Pox on him for a Hea-
then Whoremafter-

Car, Old is (he then >

Fran. Ay, very old, an*t pleafe your Glorloufnefs.

Car, Is fhe not capable of Love ?

Fran. Hum, fo fo,—like Fire concealM in a Tinder-bojf,'

—I (hall run mad.

Car. Is fhe witty ?

Fran, I'm no competent Judge, an't like your Holi-

nefs,. This Catechifm was certainly of the Devil's

own making. lAfide,

Enter Guzman, bringing in Julia, Clara, Ifabella, Jacinta,

Guiliom, Antonio, <lyc. Women veil'd.

Car, Thefe, Sir, are all the Slaves of Note are taken.

Jfa, Dofl think, Jacintay he'il chufe me ?

^ac, ril warrant you, Madam, if he looks with my
Eyes.

Guz. Stand for;h. [To the Men*
Gutl. Stand forth, Sir ! why, fo I can, Sir, I dare fhow

my Face, Sir, iaefore any Great Turk in Chri(lendom.

Car, What are you, Sir ?

Guil, What am I, Sir ^ Why, I'm a Lord, a Lord.

Fran. What are you mad to own your Quality, he'll

ask the Devil and all of a ranfom.

Guil, No matter for that, Til not lofe an Inch of my
-(Quality for a King's ranfom ; difgrace my felf -before my
fair Miftrefs 1

Jfa, That's as the Great Turk and I fhall agree.

^{Scornfully*

'Car. What are you, Sir?

Ant,
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Ant» A Citizen of CadiT^.

Car, Set *em by, we'll confider of their ranfoms—-—

;

now unveil the Ladies, [Guzman unveils Jacinta.

Fran, Oh, dear Wife, now or never fliow thy Love,
make a damnable face upon the filthy Ravifher,——

•

glut thy Eyes thus—and thruft out thy uper lip, thus.

—

iGuzmSin prejenis Jacinta.

Guil. Oh, dear Ifahella, do thee look like a Dog too.

Jfa. No, Sir, I'm refolv'd I'll not lofe an Inch of my
Beauty, to. fave fo tri'flinga thing as a Maiden head.

Car. Very agreeable, pretty and chearful

—

[She is veil'd and fet by : Then Clara /; unveiled,

A moft divine bud of Beauty—-all Nature's Excellence

•—drawn to the life in litttle,—what are you, fair one ?

Cla» Sir, I'm a Maid.

Fran, So, I hope he will pitch upon her.

Cla, Only, by promife, Sir, I've given my felfaway.

Car, What happy Man cou'd claim a title in thee.

And truft thee to fuch danger?

Jfa. Heavens, fhall I be defeated by this little Creature ?

What pity 'twas he faw me not firft ?

Cla. 1 dare not name him, Sir, left this fmall Beauty

which you fay adorns me, fhou'd gain him your difplea-

fure ; he*s in your prefence, Sir, and is your Slave.

Car, Such Innocence this plain Confefiion fliovvs, name
me the man, and I'll refign thee back to him.

Fran. A Pox of his Civility.

Ant, This Mercy makes me bold to claim my right.

Car. Take hei-, young man, and with it both your Ran-

foms.

Guil. Hum—hum—very noble Tfaith, we'll e'en con-

itCs our loves too, Ifabella,

Jfa. S'lifc he'll fpoil all^—hold—pray let your Betters be

ferv'd before you.

Guil. How ! Is the Honour ofmy Love defpifed ?—

—

wer't not i'th prefence of the Great X«rt? ^^^ whom i

have a reverence becaufe he's a man of equality >by

Jovs I'd dcaw upon you.
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7/4. Becaufe you were my Lover once, when I'm Queen

1 1) pardon you. ^
[Guzman unveils her, and leads her to Carlos, (he

making ridiculous actions of Civility,
Car. What aukard, fond, conceited thing art thou ^

Vejl her, and take the taudry Creature hence.
GuiU Hum your Majefty's humble Servant.

«- « . rr ^^''^^'''i ^ff ^'^ ^^f ridiculou/ly.

of a Cuckold will fall to my fliare.

Guz. This is the Wife, Great Sir, of this old Slave.

Car. Hah ! what do I fee, by Mahomet nfeTfaiJ"''^*
Fran. So, To, (he's condemned

j oh, damn'd Maho^
fneian Mahometan Cannibal ! will nothing but raw flefh
ferve his turn ?

» *v ncm

hea^rr*
^''^ ^" "° "^°'^' ^^**'*

^ ^^^^ ^^*^ '"Z

Pa4». Oh, Monfter of a Grand Seignior

!

Guz., Have you a mind to be flead, ^fr?
Car. Receive my Handkerchief. iThrows it to her
Fran. His Handkerchief ! blefs me, what does tSmean r

Gux. To do her the honour to lie with her to nfaht
Fran. Oh, hold moft mighty Turk. [Kneelin..
Gux: Slave, dareft thou interrupt 'em, ±die Dnt
Fran. Hold, hold, I'm filcnt.

*
' ^^S-

Car. I love you, fair one, and defign to make you—
Ftan. A moft notorious Strumpet. A Pox of Kfc

Courtefy. ^ "'*

Car. What Eyes you have like Heaven blue ^nAcharmmg a pretty Mouth, Neck round and white as
polift,t Alabafter and a Complexion beauteous a! anAngel, a Ha.r fit to make Bonds to infnare the God of

w' 7T' ^P""S^''y ^''> ^^ «^"^ I'ke Lillies

S^fo fweet ^^nd Zu""'"'
^^^"''"^ ^'^ ^ ^^^^ ^-

Fr/i». Oh, damn'd circumcifed Turk.
Car. You fliall be call'd the beautiful Sultana

And rule in my Seraglio dreft with Jewels,
'

^ Vol. III. G
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Fran* Sure I Ihall burft with Vengeance.

Jul, Sir, let your Virtue regulate your Paflions
j

/Sot I can ne'er love any but my Husband.

Fran, Ah difTembling Witch !

Jul. And wou'd not break my Marriage Vows to him,

'.for all the honour you can heap upon me.

Fran, Say, and hold ; but Sultana and precious Stones

are damnable Temptations,—^befides, the Rogue's young

.and handfome, What a fcornful look fhe cafts at

•.me ; wou'd they were both handfomely at the -Devil to-

gether.

Guz, Dog, do you mutter?

Fran, Oh! nothing, nothing, but the Palfy fhook my

Xips a little.

Guz.. Slave, go, and on your knees refign your Wife.

Fran. She's of years of difcretion, and may difpofe

>,oi her felf 5 but 1 can hold no longer: and is this your

Mahometan Conkknce^ to take other Mens Wives, as

if there were not Cngle Harlots enough in the World ?

[in ra^e,

Guz. Peace, thou diminutive Ghriftian.

Fran, I fay, Peace thou over-grown Turk,

Guz^. Thou Spamfl) Cur.

Fran, Why you're a Mahometan Bitch, and you go

so that.
, ,

G«<. Death, I'll difTeft the bald- pated Slave.

Tran, 1 defy thee, thou foul filthy Cabbage-head, for

1 am mad, and will be valiant.

{Guz. throws his Turbant at him.

Car, What Infolence is this ! Mutes ftrangle

^jjim. [They put a Bow-firing about his neck,

^ul. Mercy, dread Sir, I beg my Husband's life.

Car. No more, this fair one bids you live,

henceforth, Francifco, I pronounce you a Widower, and

fhall regard you, for the time to come, as the deceafed

Husband of the Great Sultana, murmur not upon pain of

.beins made an Eunuch take him away.

Jul. Go, and be fatisfied, I'll die before I'll yield.

Fran. Is this my going to Sea ? the Plague of

lofing Battels li^ht on thee.
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When ill fuccefs fljall make thee idle lie^

Mayji thou in bed be impotent as I,

Car, Command our Slaves to give us fome diver-

/lon

;

Difmifs his Chains, and ufe him with rcfpea, becaufe h€

was the Husband of our beloved Sultana,

Fran, I fee your Cuckold might have a life good e-

-nough if he cou'd be contented. [They full off his Chains*

[Carlos and Julia fit under an Umbrella^

The SON G.

Bow flrangely does my Pajfton grow^

"Divided equally tzvixt two ^

Damon had ne'er fubdued my Hearf^

Had not Alexis took^ his part :

Nor cou*d Alexis powerful prove

^

Without my Damon'j aid^ to gain my Lov^

When my Alexis prefent is^

Then I for Damon Jigh and mourn ;

But when Alexis 7 do miff,

Damon gams nothing but my Scorn :

And^ if it chance they both are by,

lor bothy alas / / langtiifli^ figh^ and die*

Cure then, thou mighty winged God^

This raging Fever in my Blood,

One golden-pointed Dart tal^e back'.

But which, O Cupid, wilt thou take ?

If Damon*;, all my hopes are crofl :

Or^ that ^fmy Alexis, I am lojl.

Enter Dancers, which dance an Antick,

Car, Come, my dear Julia, let's retire to fhades.

[Afidt tohiro

Where only thou and I can find an entrance
j

Thefe dull, thefe necefTary delays of ours

G 2 Have
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Have drawn iry Love to an impatient height.

—— Attend theie Captives, at a refpeftful diftance.

[Ex, all but Ifa. who Jiays GuIU
Guil, What wou'd the Great Sultana \

Ifa. Ah
! do not pierce my Heart with this unkind-

nefs.

Gull Ha, ha, ha,*-Pages,—give order, I have Let-

ters writ to Sev'tly to my Merchant,—-I will be ranfomed
inftantly.

Ifa, Ah cruel Count !

GuiL Meaning me, Lady ! ah, fy ! no, I am a Scoun-

drel ; 1 a Count, no, not I, a Dog, a very Chim
bum,'—a Son of a Whore, I, not worthy your notice.

Ifa, Oh, Heavens.' muft 1 lofe you thea? no, I'll

diefirft.

GiiiU Die, dk^ then ; for your Betters muft be fervcd

before you.

Ifa, Oh I 1 Ihall rave ; fajfe and lovely as you are, did

you not fwear to marry me, and make me a Vifcountefs.

GmL Ay, that was once when I was a Lover ; but,

now you are a Queen, your too high i'th' mouth for me.

Ifa, Ah ! name h not ; will you be ftill hard-hearted ?

Guil, As a Flint, by '}ove,

IJa, Have you forgot your Love ?

GuH, Tve a bad memory.

Ifa, And will you let me die ?

Guil. I know nothing of the matter.

Ifa, Oh Heavens ! and fhall I be no Vifcountefs ?

Guil. Net for me, fair Lady, by fupiter^* no
no, Queen's much better, Death, affront a
man of Honour, a Vifcount that wou'd have took you
to his Bed) - after half the Town had blown upon
you, without examining either Portion or Honefty
and wou'd have took you for better for worfe Death*
I'll untile Houfes, and demolifh Chimneys, but V\\ be
revenged. [Dram^ and is going out,

Ifa. Ah, hold ! your Anger's jufl,. I muft confefs
; yet

pardon the frailty of my Sex's vanity ; behold my Tears
. that fue for pity to you.

[Shi weepSy he /lands loof^ing on her,

\ Gt4il,
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6uU, My rage difiTolvcs.

J/tf, I ask but Death, or Pity. [7/e weeps,

GuU. I cannot hold ^—but if 1 (hou'd forgive, and

marry you, you wou'd be gadding after honour ftill, long-

ing to be a file Great T«ri^ again.

Jfa* Break not my heart with fuch fufpicions of me.

GuiL And is it pure and tender Love for my Perfon,

And not for my glorious Titles }

Ifa, Name not your Titles, 'tis your felf 1 love.

Your amiable, fweet and charming felf.

And I cou*d alraoft wifh you were not great,

To let you fee my Love.

CuiU 1 am coimrm*d

'rXi no refpiSi of Honour makes her wtep'y

Her Love's t^e fame flioud I cry-^Chimney Sweep,

ACT V. SCENE I.

J Garden.

tttter Francifco Alone,

Tran, V T O W am I afraid to walk in this Garden*

]\1 left I fhou'd fpy my own natural Wife lying

with the Great Tttrk in Frefco, upon fome of thefe fine

flowry Banks, and learning how to make Cuckolds in

Turkey^

Enter Guzman and Jacinta.

Guz, Nay, dear Jacinta^ caft an eye of pity on me,
•—What, deny the Viaier Bajfa >

Jac, When you are honeft Guzman again. Til tell you
a piece of my mind.

Guz, But opportunity will not be kind to Gux_man, as

to the Grand BaJfa ; therefore, dear Rogue, let's retire

into thefe kind (bades, or, if foolilh Virtue be fo fquea-

G 3 miOj,
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mifh, and needlefs Reputation fo nice, that Mr. Vicar

inuft fay Amen to the bargain, there is an old loufy Frier,

belonging to this Villa^ that wiH give us a caft of his

Office ; for I am a little impatient about this bufinefs,

Greatnefs having infus'd a certain itch in my Blood, which
3 felt not whilft a common Man.

Fran. Um, why, what have we here, pert Mrs. ^4-
cinta and the Bajfa ? 1 hope the Jade will be Turkehed
with a vengeance, and have Circumcifion in abundance

j

and the Devil (hall ranfom her for old Irancifco,

Jac» Hah, the old Gentleman !

Tran, What, the Frolick h to go round, I fee, yea
Women have a happy time on't.

G«:^. Men that have kind Wives may be as happy;

you*ll have the honour of being made a Cuckold, Heaven
be prais*d.

Iran, Ay, Sir, I thank ye, pray under the Rofe,

how does my Wife pleafe his Grace the Great Turk ^

Guz, Murmuring again, thou Slave.

Fran, Who, I ? O Lord, Sir ! not I, why what hurt

is there in being a Cuckold ?

Gu7^. Hurt, Sirrah, you fhall be fwinged into a belief,

that it Is an honour for the Great Turk, to borrow your

Wife.

Fran. But for the Lender to pay tJfe-money, is fome-

what fevere ;—but, fee he comes,—blefs me, how grim

he looks !

Enter Carlos.

Car. Come hither. Slave,—why was k that I gave you

Life ? difmifs*d the Fetters from thy aged Limbs ?

Fran, For love of my Wife and't pleafe your Barba*

roufnefs.

Car, Gave you free leave to range the Palace round, ex-

cepting my Apartment onlv ?

Fran. Still for my Wi'fe's fake, I fay, and't like your

Hideoufnefs

Car. And yet this Wife, this moft ungrateful Wife of

yours, again wou'd put your Chains on, expofe your

Life to Dangers ani new Torments, by a too ftubborn

Virtue, file does refufe my Courtlliip, and foolifhly is

chade. rran.
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Fran, Alas ! what pity's that

!

Car, I offered much, Iov*d much, but all In vain ;

Husband and Honour ftill was the reply.

Fran, Good lack I thatfhe (hou'd have no more Grace-

before her Eyes.
r 1 r

Car. But, Slave, behold thefe Mutes ; that fatal In*

fttument of Death behold too, and in *em read thy doom,

if this coy Wife of yours be not made flexible 10 my
AddreiTes.

Fran. O Heavens ! I make her.

Car, No more, thy Fate is fix'd— and, here attendj

tilt he himfelf deliver his willing Wife into my Arms o

Saffa^ attend, and fee it be perform'd—

^

\To his Mnusy then to Guz,

[fx.Care

Ghz* Go. one of you, and fetch the fair Slave hither.

[fix. Turk.

Fran, I pimp for my own Wife ! 1 hold the door to

my own Flefh and Blood ! monpufn horrendum !

Gu^, Nay, do't, and do*t handfomly too, notwicha'

fnivelling Countenance, as if you were compeli'd to*t i

but with the face of Authority,, and the awful command

of a Husband—or thou dyeft.

Enter Turk and Julia.

Fran, My dear J«/;4, you are a Fool, my Love.

Jul, For what, dear Husband ?

Fran. I fay, a filly Fool, to refufe the Love of fc^

great a Turk ^ why^ what a Pox makes you fo coy ?

lAngrilyr,'

Jul, How ! this from you, Francifeo,

fran. Now does my Heart begin to fail me •, and*

y« 1 fliall ne*er endure ftrangling neither; why, am-

cot I your Lord and Mafter, hah ?

Jut, Heavens! Husband, what wou*d you have me-

do ?

Fran, Have you do ; why, I wou'd have ye-—

d*ye fee 'twill not out ; why 1 wou'd have ye lie-

with 4be Sultan, Hufwife v I wonder how the Devil

you have the face to refufe him, fo handfom, fo young;

a- Lover; come, come, let me hear no more of ycur

G 4 Coynef*5
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Coynefs, Miftrefi, for if I do, I (hall be hangM

; [AHJt.

lake Yottr " '° " ''' ^'^"" ^'"'
'

""^ "'^ °;-'

vi/l
^'"'' ^'°'" "y Husband, old Fr4»„/« / ^hl'td-vife me to pan with my dear Honour.

^^
F/-4«. Rather than part with his dear Life, I ,hank

y«;. Have you conGdered the Virtue of a W>(^^^'^''

hJ^i""' ' ^ ''"° '°"''<'"'d the Neck of a Huf-

ui^:^f' ''"-' ^='-= "• '°^^> I'" O^e lit

J 7°r '^'" ^ '""'' '° •'>' '""«' Sultan. ^
•'""•

I*'-
*"'' '"l' »y Husband of his right

'

Fran. Shaw, Exchange is no Robbery.

Cu4oId
"'^ "^ ^'""'' '"'' ""''' "°^'" I"" »

fo-^T' f'k' T**
°'" ''' «"°" of" 'he World were

roe a little, if not for Love, for Charity.
Jul. Are you in earncft !
Fran. I am.
Jut. And wou'd it not difpleafe you '

fJrL^ \"° ' ^ri"^"" ^?«'»«.'s Cafe, to have

Cuckold ^ ° ' *^""" ''=^°''''' ^"' b"""

and 1
11
leave you to recover your Wits a^ain. rGcinscur.

(K««i,,.i.rWM^,/„,^ p„ not mad, no, nor nomore bewitcht than I have been thefe forty years : 'tisyou re bewitcht to refufe fo handfom, fo young and

rinfv'u^^,"''""''?/."'*
J'our Honour with yourfS,"

1 11 try what mine will do,
*^
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Enter Carlos, Turks.

Fran, Oh, I am loft, I'm loft—dear Wife,—mod
mighty Sir, I've brought her finely to't do not make

me lofe my credit with his Mahometan Grace, ray

Wife has a monftrous AfFe£\ion for your Honour, but

file's fomething baftiful ; but when alone your Magna-

nimoufnefs will find her a (winger.

Car, Fair Creature

Jul, Do you believe my Husband, Sir ? he's mad.

Car, Dog. ZOjfers to \llt hlm^

Iran, Hold mighty Emperor; as I hope to be faved

*tis but a copy of her Countenance—-inhuman Wife

—

lead her to your Apartment, Sir I barbarous honeft Wo-
man, to your Chamber, Sir, .wou'd I had

married thee an errant Strumpet*, nay, to your Royal
Bed, Til warrant you (he gives you taunt for taunt ; try

her. Sir, try her. [P«/i ^em out^

^ac. Hark you, Sir, are you poflTeft, or is it real re-

formation in you ? what mov'd this kind fit ?

Iran, E'en Love to fv/eet Life ; and I fhall think my
feif ever obliged to my dear Wife, for this kind Re-
prieve

^
had fhe been cruel, 1 had been firangled, or

bung in the Air like our Prophet's Tomb.
Enter firj1 Turk.

1 Turk, Sir, boaft the honour of the News I bring you*

Fran, Oh, my Head ! how my Biows twinge.

I Turk, The mighty Sultan, to do you honour, has

fet your Daughter and her Lover free, rnnfomiefs^ .

and this day gives 'em liberty to folemnize the Nuptials

in the Court ;—but Chriftian Ceremonies muft be pri-

vate ; but you're to he admitted, and I'll conduct you to

'em.

Fran, Some Comfort, I fhall be Father to a Vifcount,

and for the reft—Patience—

~

jill Nations Cnckplds hreed^ hut 1 deny

Ihey had fuch need of Cuckolding as I,

[Goes out with the TMrk<,.

Enter Antonio, and Clara to Jacinta.

fac, Madam ^ the rareft fport ^ Ha^ ha, ha.

a 5 Ant.
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jint. You need not tell us, we have been wi'tnefs to

all.

But to our own Affairs, my deareft Claray

Let us not lofe this blefled opportunity,

Which Art nor Induftry can give again if this be idly loft.

Cla, Nay hang me if it be my fault, Antonio: Charge
it to the number of your own Sins \ it fhall not lie at my
door.

Anr» 'Tis generoufly faid, and take notice, my little

dear Virago, Guzman has a Prieft ready to tie you to

your word.

Cla, As faf^ as you plesfe ; hang her that fears the con-
juring knot for me : But what will our Fathers fay,

mine who expefts me to be the Governor's Lady ; and
yours, who defigns Ifabella for a Daughter-in-Law ?

Ant, Mine will be glad of the Change ; and, for yours,

if he be not pJeafed, let him keep his Portion to himfelf

<. -the greatefl m.ifchief he can do us-: and for my
pnend, the Governor, he's above their Anger.

Cla» Why do we lofe precious time ? 1 long to be

at 1 Clara take thee Antonio^— the very Ceremony
VfiW be tedious, fo much I wifh thee mine ; and each de-

lay gives me a fear fomething will fnatch m.e from thee.

Ant. No power of Man can do't thou art fo guarded;

but now the Prieft xs employed in clapping up the ho-

nourable Manage between the Talfe Count and ifabella.

Jac. Lord, what a jeft 'twill be to fee 'em coupled,

ha, ha.

Cla. Unmercifu] Antonio^ M? drive the J eft fo far; Yn
too unconfcionable

!

Ant. By Heaven, I'm fo proud I cannot think my
Revenge fufficient for Affronts, nor does her Birth, her

Breeding and her Vanity dei^rve a better Fortune ;

befides,. he has enough to fet up for a modern Spark

—the Fool has juft Wit and good Manners to pafs for a

Fop of Fafliion ; and, where he is not known, will gain

the Reputation of a fine accomplifh'd Gentleman, ..

yet I'm refolved flie fhall fee him in his Geers, in his

original Filthinefs, that my Revenge may be home upon

the foolilb Jilt.

Cla.
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Cla. Cruel Antonh^ come let's go give *em Joy.

Ant, And finifh our Affair with Mr. Vicar.

Enter Ifabella, her Train born by the great Page, Gm-y

liom, With the other great Pa e^, and Francifco bare,

Joy to my noble Lord, and you, fair ifabella!

Ifa. Thank thee, Fellow^—but, furely, 1 deferved my.

Titles from thee.

Cla, Your Honour I hope will pardon him.

Jfa. How now, Clara ! [^^odditjg ta her,..

^ac, 1 give your Honour joy.

J/a. Thanlc thee, poor Creature.

Fran. My Lord, this Honour you have done my
B.nighter is' fo fignal, that whereas 1 defigned her but five

thoufand Pound, I will this hnppy day fettle on hec

rcn.

GuiL Damn dirty trafh, your Beauty is fufKcient——

hum , Seignior Don Antonio^ ^^t the Writingt

ready. [Aftde>

Money—hang Mdney.

Fran. How aenerous thefe Lords are ; nay, my Lord,

.

you muft not refufe a Father's Love, if 1 may prefume to

call vou Son— 1 fhall find enough befides for my Ranfoojj

if tlie Tyrant be fo unmerciful to ask more than wy.

Wife pays him.

GhiL Nay, if you-will force it upon me.

Ija. Ay, take it, the trifling Sum will ferve t(^buy OUD
Ronour Pms.

Ant. Well, Sir, fince you will force it on him, my
Cafnier fhall draw the Writings.

Guit, And have *em figned by a puWick Notary.

lAjide.

Iran, With all my Soul, Sir, V\\ go give him order,

and fubfcribe. [fx. Francifco»

GuiU Let him make 'em ftrong and fure you fhali

go halves.

Ant, No, you will deferve it dearly, who havfrthe

plague of fuch a Wife with it ;—but harkye Count—--»•

ihefe goods of Foriime are not %o be afforded yon, with*

i>u{ Conditions.

Gu'ih
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G«;7. Shaw, Conditions, any Conditions, nohlt Antonicl

Ant* You muft diH obe anon, and do'n your native

Habiliments-——and in the Equipage give that fair Vif-
countefs to underftand the true quality of her Husband.

GutL Hum Tm afraid, 'tis a harder task to leap
from a Lord to a Rogue, than *tis from a Rogue to a
Lord.

Ant. Not at all, we have examples of both daily.

GiiiU Well, Sir, Til fhow you my agility bur, Sir^

I defire I may confummate, d'ye fee, —confummate

—

a little like Lord, to make the Marriage fure.

Ant» You have the Freedom to do fo—the Writings

I'll provide.

GhH. I'll about it then, the Pritft wai s within for

you, and Guzjnan for you, Jacinta^ hafte, for he is

to arrive anon AmbafTador from Cadiz,

Jac. I know not, this noife of Weddings has fet me
agog, and Til e'en in, and try what Ws,

[Ea;. Antonio, CUra, ^;7^ Jacinta..

GuiL Come, Madam, your Honour and 1 have fome-

ihing elfe to do, before 1 have fully dub'd you a Vif-

(Count efs.

ifa. Ah Heav'ns what's that ?

Gull. Why a certain Ceremony, which muft be pei'-

formed between a pair of Sheets, but we'll let k alone

till Night.

Ifa. Till Night, no ; whare'er it be, I wou'd not be

without an Inch of that Ceremony, that may compleat

sny Honour for the World; no for Heaven's fake let's

fetire, and dub me prefently.

Guil. Time enough, time enough.

jfa. You love me nor, that can deny me this.

GutL Love—no, we are married now, and People of

©ur Quality never love after Marriage ^ 'tis not great.

ifa. Nay, lei's retire, and compleat my Quality, and
jou will find me a Wife of the Mode Til warrant you.

Quit* For on£e you have prevail'd.

Enter Francifco.

Fran. Whither away ?

Ifa. Only to fonfuaaniate a little, pray keep you dif-

laacc. \Shf JhUs off his hat^
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Fran, Confummate !

ifa. Ay, Sir, that is to make me an abfolute Vifcoun-

tefs—we cannot ftay~farewel. [Guiliom leads her out.

Fran, Hum this Turkey Air has a notable faculty,.

where the Women are all plaguy kind.

Enter Carlos and Julia.

Car, By Heav*n each Moment makes me more youc
Slave.

Frari, The Bufinefs is done.

5^/. My Husband ! [Afide.
Car. And ail this conftant love to old Francifco has

but engaged me more.

Iran. Ha, Love to me ? [^Aftde.

'Jul. Sir, ifthis Virtue be but real in yoa, how happy
I fhou'd be ; but you'll relapfe again, and tempt my virtue^

which if you do

—

Fran. I'll warrant flie wou*d kill her felf. [AJide,

Jul. I fliould be fureto yield, [/» a [oft tone to him.
Car, No, thou haft made an abfolute Conqueft o'er me

—and if that Beauty tempt me every hour, I fiiall ftilj be
the fame I was the laft.

Fran. Pray Heaven he be John.

Enter \ Turk.

I Turh. Mo ft mighty Emperor, a Meflenger from
Cadix^ has Letters for your Highnefs.

Car. Conduct him in ; in this retreat of ours we ufe no
State.

Enter Guzman, at himfelf^ gives Carlos Litters.

Gu^. Don Carlos^ Governor of Cadiz, greets your
Highnefi.

Carlos reads.

High and Migh^y,

FOR /even Chriftian Slav&s, taken lately hy a Galley

of yours y we offer you twice the number ^/Mahome-
tans takjnjrcm you hy us.—If this fuffice not^'.^propofi

your Kanfoms^ and they JkaU he paid by

Don Carlos Governor ^/ Cadiz.

— Know you this Carlos offers fo fair for you ?
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Fran» Moft potent Lord, I do, and wonder at the
Complimenf,——-and yet I am not jealous 1 have Co

over-afted the complaifant Husband, that Illiallnever fall

into the other Extreme again.

Car, Go, let the Chriftian governor underftand his Re-
qaeft is granted.

Guz. The Slaves arc ready, Sir, and a Galley to carry

ofF the Chriftians.

^uL How fhall wemake^bis Governor amends ?

Tran, 1 do even weep for joy j alas, I muft.leave it to

thee. Love*

JuL To me, Sir ? do you mock me ?

Fran, Mpck thee 1 no -, 1 know thy Virtue, and will

no more be Jealous, bcHeve me. Chicken, 1 was an old

Jool.

Car, Your Wife is chafte fhe overcame my un-?

ruly Paflion with her Prayers and Tears.

Snfer Ifabella at one deer ; Ciara, Antonio, Jacinta, af

another ; Ifabella's Train carried up,

Fran, Jlare New5>—we are all free and ranfom'd ! All's,

well, and the Mnn has his Mare again.

Ifa. You ftili forget your Di)ty and your Diftance.

Fran. A pox of your troublefom Honour j a man can't

be overjoyed in quiet foi't.

Enter Baltazer and Sebaftian*

Seb, Sure I am not miftaken, this is the HouTe of my
Son Antonio.

Bal, Let it be whofe haufe 'twili, I think-the Devil's

broke loofe in't.

Seb. •—Or the Turks ; for I have yet met with ne'er a
Chriftian thing in't.

Fran. Hah,—do I dream, oris that my father-in-law,

and Seignior Sebaflian x

jlnt. My Father here ?

Car, Baltazer / [_Afide*

:Bal. Son Francifeo, why do. you -gaze on mefo?

Fran, Blefs me, Si-r, are you taken by the Great T«r^,

too ?

Bal, Taken, G^^iTurk^ what do ycu mean ?

Fran. Mean, Sir ! why how the Deyii came you into

rnrkey ? &»^
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BaU Surejealoufy has crack'd his Brains.

Tran* Crack me no Cracks, good Father mine ;^am
not I a Slave in Turkey ? and is not this the Grand Seignior's

Palace?

Car, So, all will come out, there*s no prevention.

[Afide.
Seh, Some that are wifer anfwer us : You, Son, are

you infefted too?—was not yefterday to have been your
Wedding-day?

Ant, To day has done as well, Sir, I have only chano'd
JfahelU for Clara.

""

Seb, How, Francifcoy have you juggled with me ?

Frar*. My Daughter's a Lady, Sir.

Bal. And you, Miftrefs, you have married Antonio,
and left the Governor.

C!a. I thought him the fitter Match, Sir, and hope your
Pardon.

^14 1, We cannot fcape.

Fran, But how came you hither. Gentlemen, how
durft you venture ?

Seb. Whither, Sir, to my own Son's houfe ; is there

fuch danger in coming a mile or two our of Cadiz ?

Frati, Is the Devil in you, or me, or both ? Am not
I in the PofTedlonof Turks and Infidels ?

Bal. No, S:r, fife in Antonio Villa, within a Leaouc
oF Cadit^.

Fran. Why, what a Pox, is not this the Great Turk
himfelf?

Bal. This Sir, -cry mercy, my Lord

—

\is Don Caf
losy Sir, the Governor.

Fr<i». TheGovernor! the worft Great T«ri(^ of all ; fo,

1 am cozened,—moft rarely cheated ; why, what a horrid

Plot's here carried on, to bring in heretical Cuckoldom \

Car, Well, Sir, fince you have found it out. Til own
my Paffion.

^ul. Well, if I have been kind you forced me to*f,

nay begged on your knees, to give my felf away,

Fran. Guilty, guilty, I confefs,. ,but 'twas to the

Great Turk^ Miftrefs, not Don Carlos,

Jul, And was the Sin the greater ?

Iran, No, but the Honour was lefj, j^/.
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Bal, Oh horrid ! Whar, intreat his Wife to -be a

Whore?
Car, Sir, you're miftaken, flie was my Wife in fight

of Heaven before ; and I but feiz'd my own.

Iran. Oh, Sir, fhe's at your Service ftill.

Car. I thank you, Sir, and take her as my own.

BaL Hold, my Honour's concerned.

Tran* Not at all, Father mine, fhe's my \^ife, my
Lumber now, and, I hope, I may difpofe of my Goods

and Chattels if he takes her we are upon equal terms,

for he makes himfelf my Cuckold, as he has already made

me his ;—for, i fmy memory fail me not, we did once

upon a time confummate, as my Daughter has it.

Enter Guiliom in his own drefi, crying Chimney-Sweep,

Cuil, Chimney fweep, by your leave, Gentlemen.

uint, Whither away, Sirrah?

CuiL 'What's that to you. Sir ? '

^nt. Not to me. Sirrah -^—who wou'd you fpeak with ?

ChU What'^s that to you. Sir ? why, what a Pox may

not a man fpeak with his own Lady and Wife ?

Cla. Heavens ! his Wife ! to look for his Wife amongf!

Jerfons of Quality !

Car, Kick out the Rafcal.

Guil. As foon as you pleafe, my Lord ; but let me take

my Wife along with me, [rakes Ifa. I) the hand,

Jfa, Faugh ! what means the Devil ?

Gi4il. Devil ; 'was not long fince you found me a hu-

man creature within there.

Jfa. Villain, Dog ; help me to tear his Eyes out.

GhiL What, thofe Eyes, thofe lovely Eyes, that wound-

ed you fo deeply >

r „ ,
• . . .

Fran. What's the meamng of all this r why, what ana

I cozen'd I and is my Daughter cozen'd ?

Guil. Cozen'd ! why, Pm a Man, Sir.

Fran. The Devil you are. Sir, how Qiall I know that r

CuiL Your Daughter does. Sir j and that's all one,

Jfa, Oh ! Vm undone ; am 1 no Vifcountefs then >

Guil. Hmo Titles ; 'twas my felf you lov'd, my amia-

ble fweet and charming felf*. In fine, fweet-heart, 1 am

your Husband : no Vifcount, hut honeft GHtliom the
' Chimney-
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Chimney' fwceper.—I heard your Father defignM to marry

you to a Tradefman, and you were for a Don ; and to

pleafe you both, you fee how well 1 have managed mat-

ters.

Fran, I'll not give her a farthing.

GuiL No matter, her Love's worth a million *, and,

that's fo great, that I'm fure flic*ll be content to carry my
Soot basket after me.

Jfa. Ah ! 1 die, I die.

CuiU What, and I fo kind >

[Goes and kjjfes her^ and blacks her fact*

Ifa, Help ! murder, murder !

Cuil, Well, Gentlemen, I am fomething a better for-

tune than you believe me, by feme thoufands.

[Shows Car. hts Writings.

Car. Subftantial and good ! faith, Sir, I know not

where you'll find a better fortune for your Daughter, as

cafes ftand. \Jo Francifco.

Gu'tl, And, for the Vifcount, Sir, gay Clothes, Money

and Confidence will fet me up for one, in any ground in

Chriflendom.

Car. Faith, Sir, he*s i*th'' right ; take him home to

Sevil^ your Neighbours know him not, and he may pafs foe

what you pleafe to make him ; the Fellow's honeft, witty

and handfom.

Fran. Well, I have confidered the matter ; I was but

a Leather- feller my felf, and am grown up to a Gentleman j

and, who knows but he, beinga Chimney-fweeper, may,

in time, grow up to a Lord > Faith, I'll truft to Fortune,

for once .here. take here and rid me of one

Plague, as you, 1 thank you. Sir, have done of another,

\To Carlos.

Guil. Prithee be pacified, thou fhalt fee me within thi*

hour as pretty a fluttering Spark as any's in Town.—My
noble Lord, I give you thanks and joy \ for^ yoa are

happy too.

Car. As Love and Beauty can make me.

-Eran. And I, as no damn'd Wife, proud Daughter,

or tormenting Chamber-maid can make me.

Ant» And L as Heaven and Ciara can.

rot$
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Tou hafe-born Beauties^ ivhofe iU-manner*d Prlde^

Th'' induftrious noble Citizens der'idey

May you all meet with Ifabella*; doeom^

Guil.

—

Andallfuch Husbands as the Count Gmllom^,

E P I L O G U E,

Spoken by Mrs. Barry, made by a
Perfon of Quality.

I

ICeme not a Petitioner to fue^

This Play the Author has writ down to you
\

*Tis a flight Tarce, five Days brouglot forth with eafe^

So very fooli/h that it needs mufl pieafe ;

For tho each day good fudges tal^e cjf'encey

And Satir arms in Comedy*s defence^

rouare fiill true /(? y(>«r Jack-Pudding Senfe.

Nd Buffoonry can mifs your Approbation,

Tou love it as you do a new French Fajhion :

Thus in true hate of Senfe, and JVit*s defpite,

Bantring and Shamming is your dear delight.

Thus ajnong all the Folly^s here abounding,

IJom took like the new Ape-trick of Bumfounding,

Ifto make People laugh the bufinefs be, "^

Tou Spar\s better Comedians are than w» ; V
Tou every day outfool ev^n Nokes and Lee. Jb

They*re Jorc*d to flop, and their own Farces quit^

T*ddmire the Merry-Andrews of the Pit*,

But ifyour Mirth fo grate the Critick^s ear^

Tour Love will yet more Harlequin appear*

' Tou everlafling Grievance of the BoxeSy

T9U zt/ither'd Ruins offlum*dWine and Poxes \

What flrange Qreen-ficl^nefs do you hope in Women
Should make *emhve dd Poels in new Pitm Linen /^

The
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The 'Race of Life you run off-hand toofajly

Your fiery Metal is too hot to lajl ;

Tour Fevers come fo thick, your Claps fo plenty^

Moft ofyou are threefcore at five and twenty

»

Our Town-bred Ladys know you well enough^

Tour courting Women's like your taking Snuff

\

Out ofmere Jdlenefs yf*u keep a pother^

Tou^ve no more need ofone than ofthe other*

Ladies

Wou'd you be quit of their infipid noife.

And vain pretending take a FooVs advice ;

Of thefaux Braves Vve had fome little trials

There's nothing gives ^em credit but Denial:

As when a Coward will pretend to Huffing^

Offer tofight^ away fneaks Bully-Ruffian,

So when thefe Sparks, whofe bttfinefs is addreffing.

In Lovepurfuits grow troublefom and prefftng ;

When they affeH to keep fiill in your eye^ 'y

When they fend Grifons every where tofpy^ V-

And full of Coxcomb drtfs and ogle high ; ^
Seem to receive^ their Charge, and face about^

IHifawn my lifi they never (land in out.

THE
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THE
LUCKY CHANCE;

O R,

An Alderman's Bargain.

PROLOGUE,
Spoken by Mr. "Jevon.

**^ INCE with old Plays you havefo long been cloy'^d^

S i^ ^s with a M'tjlrefs many years enjoyed.

How briskly dear Variety yon purfue ;

Nay^ tho for wcrfe ye change, ye will have New^
Widows take heed fome of you in fre/J) Youth
Have been the unpitied Martyrs of this Touth,
When for a drunken Sot, that had kind hours^
And taking their ownfreedoms^ left you yours ;

'Twai
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^Twaf your deliberate choice your days to fafs
With a damn'dy fober^ felfadmiring Afsy
Who thinks good ufagefor the Sex unfit^

And flights ye out of Sparkijhnefs and IVit,

But you can fit him Let a worfe Fool come^
If he negle^y to officiate in his room.

Vain amorous Coxcombs every where artfound
€ops for all ufes, but the Stage abound,
Tho youfljou'd change them oftener than your Fafhions
There ftill wou'd be enough for your Oecapons :

*

But ours are not fo eaftly fupplied^

All that cou*d e'er quit cofl, we have already tried,
h^ay, dear fometimes have bought the Frippery Jluf, -^^
This^ Widows^ you—/ mean the old and tnuaU 7
Will never think^ be they but ¥ool enough, C

Such will with any kind of Puppies play
; ^

But we mufi better know for what we pay : C
We muft not purchafefuch dull Fools as they, \Should we (Ijew each her own particular Dear
What they admire at home, they wou'd loath here*
Thus, tho the Mall, the King, the Pit is full.
And every Coffee-Houfefiillfwarms with Fool ;
Tho Jlill by Fools all other Callings live,

I^ayour own Women by frefh Cullies thrive,
Jho your Intrigues which no Lampoon can cute
Protnife a long Succejfion to enfure

;

*

And all your Matcherplenty do prefage :

Dire is the Dearth and Famine on the Stage,
Our Store's quite wafted, and our Credit's fmall
Not a Fool left to blefs our felves withal,

*

We'reforCt at laft to rob, (which is greatpity
Iho 'tis a never-failing Bank) the City,

*

We fljow you one to day intirely new.
And ofall Jefts, none relifh like the true.
Let that the value of our Play inhance^
Then it may prove indeed the Lucky Chance,

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfon^.

MEN.

Sir Feeble Va'mwood, 3|^;oI<l Alderman 7 ^^^^.^^
to be married to Letk'ta^ 3

Sir Cautious fulbank^ an old Banker 5
y^^^ f^oJ^es,

married to j^«/w, S
Mr. Ga<^wan, a Spark of the Town,>

^^^ Bettertonl
Lover of ^«/w, _ 3

Mr. Bellfnour, contra£led to Leticia^^

dlfguisM, and paffes for Sir Feeble's^ Mr. Kynafion*

Nephew, ^
UuBearjeJl, Nephew toSir Crf«/w«5,7

j^^^^^^^^^
a Fop, S

Capt.'Noi/f}', his Companion, Mr. Barm*

Mr. Bredwel, Prentice to Sir Cautiousip

and Brother to Leticia, in love with^ Mr. Bowman*

Diana
f

3
^4^, Footman to Cayman.

Ral^hy Footman to Sir Feeble.

Dick^ Footman to Sir Cautious,

WOMEN.
Lady Fulbanh, in love with Cayman,!

^^^^^ g^^^^^
honed and generous, 5

Letfcia, contraded to Bellmour, mar-^

rkd to Sir Feeble, young and vir V Mrs. Cook,

tuous, 3
^

Viana, Daughtei- to Sir Feeble, in love^
^^^^^^ Afomtford. ?

with Bredwel ; Virtuous, 3
Pert, Lady Fulbank's Woman.

Gammer Gnme^ Landlady to Cayman,')
^^^^ PoweU

a Smith's Wife in Alfatia, $

A Parfon, Fidlers, Dancers and Singers.

the Scene, LONDON.
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A C T I. S C E N E I.

The Street^ at break of Day.

Enter Bellmour dtfguis*d tn 4 travelling Habit,

tJ R E *tis the day that gleams in yon-
der Eaft,

The day that all but Lovers bleft by
Shade

'

Pay chearFul Homage to :

Lovers ! and thofe purfu'd like guilty

me
•By rigid Laws, which put no difference

'Twixt fairly killing in my own Defence,

•And Murders bred by drunken Arguments,

'Whores, or the mean Revenges of a Coward.
•—This is L^/ifia's Father's Hcufe i [Looking ahouti
And that the dear Balcony

That has fo oft been confcious of our Loves
;

From whence fhe has fent me down a thoufand Sighs,

A thoufand looks of Love, a thoufand Vows,
O thou dear witnefs of thofe charming Hours,

How do I blefs thee, how am I pleas'd to view thee
After a tedious Age of fix Months Banifhment.

Enter feveral with Mujick.

P/V. But hark ye, Mr. Gingle^ is it proper to play be-
fore the Wedding ?

Gin. Ever while you live, for many a time in playing
after the firft night, the Bride's ileepy, the Bridegroom
4ir'd, and bo:h fo out of humour, that perhaps they hate
>any thing that puts 'em in mind ihey are married.

IThey play andjing.

Enter
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Enter Phillis in tht Balconyp throws \m Money,

RlSEy Clorls, charming Maid arife f

jind baffle breaking £>ay^

Shew the adoring World thy Eyes

Are more furfrising gay ;

The Gods of Love are fmiling round

^

And lead the Bridegroom on.

And Hymen has the Altar crowned.

While all thy fighing Lovers are undone.

To fee thee pafs they throng the Plain ;

The Groves with Flowers arejirowny

And every young and envying Swain

Wifljes the hour his own,

Hife then, and let the God of Day,

when thou dofito the Lover yield.

Behold more Treafure given away

Than he in his vaji Circle e'er beheld,

Bel. Hah, Phillis, Leticia's Woman !

Ging, Pie, Mrs. Phillis, do you take us for Fidlers that

play for Hire ? 1 came to compliment Mrs. Leticia on her

Wedding-Morning becaufe (he is my Scholar.

Phil, She fends it only to drink her Health.

Cinsi, Come, Lads, let's to the Tavern then—
^

iEx,Muficli,

Bel. Hah I faid he Leticia /

Sure 1 (hall turn to Maible at this News :

1 harden, and cold Damps pafs thro my fenfelefs Pores.

Hah, who's here >

Enter Gayman wrapt in his Cloke,

Gay. 'Tis yet too early, but my Soul's impatient.

And 1 muft fee Leticia. {Goes tathe door,

Bel. Death and the Devil—the Bridegroom 1

Stay, Sir, by Heaven you pafs not this way.

[Gees to the door as he is knocking^ pujhes him

away, and draws.
Gay,
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Gay, Hah

!
what art ihou that duift forbid me En

trance ?
'^^'

—Stand oft.

Gay. My deareft BeUmour/
Jel.Ok thou falfe Friend, thou treacherous b.fe De-

Gay, Hah, this to me, dear Harry .<?

BeL Whither is Honour, Truth and Friend/lifn fl.^ a
Gay. Why there ne'er was fuch a Virtue ^ ^""^ '

lis all a Poet s Dream.
'

Bel. I thank you, Sir.

wou-d fy howhe-foff/n/ed, bZ'i:772;Zl"'^'^
Bel. Are not you going to be married, Sir /
G^y. No, Sir, as long as any Man in Ln«^.^ :. r

that has but a handfom We, Sir
"" '' ^""^

Bel. Are not you in love. Sir p
G^y. Moft damnably,- and wou'd fain 1,'^ «,-.l .

dear jilting Gipfy.
wuu a ram lie with the

£^/. Hah, who would you lie with, Sir? -

G^y You catechife me roundly \is rynr A- .

name but 1 am no ftarter, Harry\ iuft a vo^ I r''
'"^

you find me. I am for the faithiefs >/L 2,"
^,f "^,!|

Alderman's Wife.-'Twas high time iCcnfLt%''^r
their Charter, when their W.ves turn honeft^-

%" °^^

Sir, anfwer me a Queaion or two.
' ^"^ ^''^^^

^^^Bel. Anfwer me firft, what makes you here this Mom-
Gay. Faith to do you fervice. Your dam'«'^ v v >

Jade of a Miftrefs has learned of her nInk. u
'''}''

of Swearing and Lying in abundance, tl!f""
'^^ ^"

£e/. To be married! " T^i-
Gay. Even fo, CJod fave the Mark ; and (he'll h5 5"

one for many an Arrow befides her Husband's \hnt
old Fmsbury Hero this threefcore Years.

^.''

Bel, Who mean you?

Vol. III. H
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Ga^, Why thy Cuckold that fliall be, if ihou be*fl:

wife.

BeL Away ;

Who is this Man ? thou dallieft wiih me,

G^y. Why an old Knighr, and Alderman here o*th*

City, Sir leehU Fainwou^dy a jolly old Fellow, whofe

Adlivity is all got into his Tongue, a very excellent Tea-

zer ; but neither Youth nor Beauty can grind his Dudgeon

to an Edge.

Bel, Fie, what Stuff's here !

G<jy. Very excellent Stuff, if you have but the Grace

to improve it.

Bel, You banter me—but in plain Englijh tell me,

What made you here thus early,

Entrmg yon Houfe with fuch Authority ?

Gay. Why your Miftrefs Lettday your contra£led W\fe^

Is this Morning to be married to old Sir Feeble la'mwoud^

Induc'd to't 1 iiippofe by the great Jointure he makes her,

and the improbability of your ever gaining your Pardon

for your high Duel -Do I fpeak EngliJIj now^ Sir ?

BelL Too well, would 1 had never heard thee.

Gay. Now I being the Confident in your Amours, the

Jack-go-between' the civil Pimp, or fo you left

her in charge with me at your Departure.

Bel, I did fo.

Gay. I faw her every day -, and every day fhe paid

the Tribute of a fhower of Tears, to the dear Lord of all

her Vows, young Belmour :

Till faith at laft, for Reafons aianifold,

I flackt ray daily Vifits.

Bel. And left her to Temptation was that well

done ?

Gay. Now muft I alHid you and my felf with a long

tale of Caufes why \

Or be charg'd with want of Friendfhip.

Bel. You will do well to clear that Point to me.

G4^. I fee you're peevifh, and you fhall be humour'd.

_.You know my '}:dia play'd me e'en fuch anothet

Prank as your talfe one is going to play you, and mar-

ried old Sir Cautious Eulbank here i'th' City j at vvh ch

you
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you know I ftorm'd, and rav*d, and fvvore^ as thou wo't

now, and to as little purpofe. There was but one way
left, and that was cucicolding him.

Bel, Well, that Defign 1 left thee hot upon.

Gay, And hotly have purfu'd it : Swore, wept, vowV^'

wrote, upbraided, prayed and railed ; then treated la-

vifhly, and prefented high. , .till, between you and L,

Harry, I have prefented the beft part of Eight hundred

a year into her Husband*s hands, in Mortgage.

BeU This is the Courfc you'd have me fteer, I thank

you.

Cay, No, no, Pox on'r, all Women are not Jilts.

Some are honeft, and will give as well as take ; or elfe

there would not be fo many broke i'th' City. In fine,

Sir, I have been m Tribulation, that '\s to fay, Money*
Icfs, for fix tedious \57eeks, without cither Clothes, or
Equipag<5 to appear withal ; and fo not only my own
Love-affair lay negle£^ed—but thine too—and I am fore-

ed tO; pretend to my Lady, that lam i'lh' Country with a
dying Uncle from whom, \i he were indeed dead, I
expeft two thoufand a Year.

Bel, But what's all this to being here this Morning ? ;

Gay, Thus have I lain conceal'd like a Winter-Fly^

hoping for fome bleft Sunfhine to warm me into life a*

gain, and make me hover my flagging Wings ; till the

News of this Marriage (which fills the Town) made me
crawl out this filent Hour, to upbraid the fickle Maid.

Bel, Didft thou ? purfue thy kind Defign. Get me
to fee her •, and fure no Woman, even pofleft with a new
Paflion,

Grown confident even to Proftitution,

But when flje (t^s the Man to whom fhe's fworn Co very
—very much, will find Remorfe and Shame,

Gay, For your fake, tho the Day be broke upon us

And I'm undone, if feen—I'll venture in

iThrows his Cloke overl
Enter Sir Feeble Fainwou*d, 5/> Cautious FuIbank,.B6ar-

jeft and Noifey. iPafs over the Stage, and go in.

Hab.^ fee the Bridegroom !

And with him my deftin'd Cuckold, old Sir Cautious Tul-
hank, H 2 —Hah,
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' Hah, what airft thou Man?
BeL The "Bridegroom !

Lilf e Gorgon i Head he'as turn'd me into Stone.

Gay. Gorgon's Head a Cuckold's Head 'twas

itnade to graft upon*

Bel, By Heaven I'll felze her even at the Altar,

And bear her thence in Triumph.
Gay. Ay, and be born to Newgate In Triumph, and

be hanged in Triumph
—

'twill be cold Comfort, celebrating

your Nuptials in the Prefs-Yard, and be wak'd next Morn-
ing, like Mr. Barnardine in the Play— Will you pleafe 10

rife and be hanged a little, Sir ?

' BeL What v;ou!dft thou have me do ?

Giy. As many an honeft Man has done before thee—
Cuckold him cuckold him.

BiK What and let him marry her ! She that*s

mine by facred Vows already ! By Heaven it would be

flat AduUery in her

!

Ga'j. She'll learn the trick, and praftife it the better

with thee.

Bel. Oh Heavens ! Letic'ia marry him ! and lie with

him !

Here will I Hand and fee this fhameful Woman,
See if (he dares pafs by me to this Wickednefs.

Cay, Hark ye, Barry—in earned have a care of be-

traying your felf •, and do not venture Tweet Life for a

fifk'e Woman, who perhaps hates you.

'^Bel. You counfel well but yet to fee her married !

How every thought of that fhocks all my Refolutionl

—

JBut hang It, I'll be refplute and fancy,

Defpife a Woman who can ufe me ill,

And think my felf above her.

Gay. Why now thou art thy felf a Man agnln.

But.fe-e they''re coming forth, now ftand your ground.

Hfiter sir Feeble, Sir C.iutlous, Bearjeft, Noifey, Letitia

. jW, Diana, Ph<i!is. \_PaJs ever the Sta^e.

- BeU 'Th ftie ; fupport me, Charles, or 1 (bail fink to

Earth,

—Methought In pafflrig by (he caft a fcornfu. glance at

me r
'

Such
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Such charming Pride I've feen upon her Eyes,

When our Love-Quarrels arPii'd 'em with Difdain

—

I— I'll after 'em, it I live fhe fhall not Tcsperre.

O^ers to go^ Gay. hoUi him.
Gay, Hold, remember you're profcribed,

And die if you are taken.

BeL I've done, sad I Wkll live, but he fhall ne'er en'oy
her.

Who's yonder, Ralph^ my trufty Confident ?

E filer Ralph.

Now tho I penfli I muft fpeak to bim.— Friend, what Wedding's ibis?

Ralph. One that was never made in Heaven, Sir

;

'Tis Alderman lainivoudy and Mrs. LeticU Bredwell.

Bel, Bredwell—i have heard oF her,—fhe was Mif-

iref? .

Ral, To fine ?*lr. Belmour^ Sir,—ay there was a Gsi\-

tieman
.—But refl his Sou!— he's hang'd^ Sir. nveeal.

Bel. How '. hang'd ?

Ral, Hang'd, Sir, hang*d

—

at the Ha^ue in HA-
land.

Gay, I heard fome fuch News, bur du\ not credit it,

Bel, For what, faid they, was he hang'd ?

Ral. Why e*en for High Treafon, Sir, he killed one
of their Kings.

Gay. Holland^ a Commonwealth, and is not rul'd by.
Kings.

Ral, Not by one. Sir, but by a great many ; this was
a Cheefemonger— they fell out over a Bottle of Brandv,
went to Snicker Shee; Mr. Beltnour cut his Throat, atid

was hang'd for'r, that's all. Sir.

Bel, And did the young Lady believe this ?

Ral, Yes, and took on moft heavily———«the Doc'
tors gave her over .and there v/as the Devil to do
to get her to confent to this Marriage——but her For-"

tune was fmall, and the hope of a Lads Qiip, and a Gold
Chain at the Spittal Sermon, did the Buflnels—and fo your
Servant, Sir. [fc^r. Ralph.

H 3 BeU
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Bel, Soj here's a hopeful Account of my fweet fclf

HOW*
Enter Foftman V)ith Letters,

Pofl. Pray, Sir, which is Sir leeble Fainzvoud's /

Bel. What wou'd you with him, Friend ?

Pofl, I have a Lener here from the Hague for him.

Bel. From the Hague I Now have I a curioflty to

fee it 1 am his Servant—give it me—
{Gives it him, and Exit*

—Perhaps here may be tb« fecond part of my Tragedy,

I'm full of Mifchief, C^»ir/f;—and have a mind to fee

this Fellow's Secrets. For from this hour I'll be his evil

Genius, haunt him at Bed and Board ; he fhall not fleep

Kor eat; difturb him at his Prayers, in his Embraces; and

teaze him into Madnefs.

Help me Invention, Malice, Love, and Wit

:

[Opening the Letter*

Ye God5, and little Fiends, inftruft my Mifchief.

Keads,

Dear Broiher,

According to your defire ihave fent for my Son from
St. Omer';^ -whom 1 have fent to wait on you in

England ^ he is a very good Accountant^ and fit for Bu'

finefsj and much pleas'd he /hall fee that Uncle to whom
he's fo obliged, and which is fo gratefully acknowledged

hy Dear Brother^ your affeSlionate Brothery

Francis Fainwou*d,

_-Hum hark ye, Charles, do you know who I am
now?

Gay, Why, I hope a very honeft Friend of mine,

Harry Belmour,

Bel, No, Sir, you arc miftaken in your Man.

Gay, It may be fo.

Bel, I am, d'ye fee CharleSy this very individual, nume-

rical younc Mr. what ye call 'um Fainwou'd, juft

come from St, Omers into Bngland^io my Uncle the Al-

derman, ^
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I am, Charles^ this very Man.

Gay, I know you are, and will fwear't upon occafion.

Bel, This lucky Thought has almoft calm'd my mind.

And if 1 don't fit you, my dear Uncle,

May I never lie with my Aunt.

Gay, Ah Rogue but prithee what care have you fa-

ken about your Pardon > 'twere good you fhould fecurc

that.

^Sel, There's the Devil, Charles^ had I but that

—

but that feldom fails ; but yet in vain, 1 being the fiiil:

TranfgrelTor fince the Ad againft Duelling.

But I impatient to fee this dear delight of my Soul, and

Ijearln^ from none of you this fix weeks, came from

Brujfeis in this difguifc for the Hague 1 have notfeen,

tho hang'd there .but come let's away, and corn-

pleat me a right St.Ofner^s Spark, that I may prefent my

fell as foon as they come from Church. {Exeunt,

SCENE 11. Sir Cautious Fulbank'x

Houfe,

Enter Lady Fulbank, Pert and Bredwel. Bredwel gives

her a Letter,

Lady Fulbank reads,

DID my Julia know how llafigmjh m this cruel Se^

parat'ton^ flje would afford me her pityy and write

cftner. If only the Expe^ation of two thoufand a year

kept me from you, ah / Julia, how eafiiy would 1 aban^

don that Trifle for your more valued fight ; but that 1

know a Tortune will render me more agreeable to the

charming Julia, / (l)ould quit all my Intereft here^ to

throw my felf at her leety to maki her fenfible how I

am intirely her Adorer^

Charles Gayman.

—Faith Charles you lie—you are as welcome to me now,

Now whea 1 doubt thy Fortune is declining,

H 4 As
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As if the Univeife were thine.

Pert. Thar, MaJam, is a noble Gratitude. For if his
Fortune be declining, 'tis facrificed to his Paflion for
your Ladyfhip.

——^'Tis all laid out on Love.
L. FuL I prize my Honour more than Life,

Yetl had rather have given him all he wifh'dof me.
Than be guilty of his Undoing.

Fen, And I think the Sin were lefs.

L. Ful. I muft confefs, fuch Jewels, Rings and Prie-

fents as he made me, muft needs decay his Fortune.
Bred, Ay, Madam, his very Coach at laft was turned

into a Jewel for your Ladyfhip. Then, Madam, what
Expences his Defpair have run him on

—

As Drinking and Gaming, to divert the Thought of youE
marrying my old Mafter,

L. Ful. And put in Wenching too.

Bred, No, aflure your felf, Madam
L. FuL Of that 1 would be better fatisfied—and you

too muft affift me, as e'er you hope 1 fhould be kind to

you in gaining you Diana, [To Biedwel.

Sred, Madam, I'll die to ferve you.

Pert, Nor will 1 be behind in my Duty.

L. Ful. Oh how fatal are forc'd Marriages

!

How many Ruins one fuch Match pulls on !

Had 1 but kept my Sacred Vows to Gayman^
How happy had 1 been—how profperous he !

Whilft now I languidi in a loath'd embrace.

Pine out my Life with Age—Confumptions, Coughs,

•——But doft thou fear that Cayman is declining ?

Bred, You are my Lady, and the beft of Miftrefles-^

Therefore I would nor giitve you, for 1 know
You love this beft but moft unhappy Man.

L. Ful, You fhall not grieve me—prithee on.

Bred. My Maiter fent me yefterday to Mr. Crap his

Scrivener, to fend to one Mr. Wajlead^ to tell him his

firft Mortgage was out, which is two hundred pounds a

Year and who has fince ingaged five or fix hundred

more to my Mafter ^ but if this firft be not redeem'd, he'll

take the forfeit on't, as he fays a wife Man ou^ht.

L, FiiU
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L. Ful, That is to fay, a Knave, according to his No-

tion of a wife Man.
Bred. Mr. Crap^ being bufy with a borrowing Lord,

fent me to Mr. Wajleall^ whole Lodging is in a nafty Place

.

called Alfatia^ at a Black-Smith's.

L. Tul. But what's all this to Gaymaa /

Bred. Madam, this Wafleall was Mr. Gayrftan,

L. F«/. GaytTjan I Saw'ft thou Ga')man ^

Bred. Madam, Mr. Gdywd», yefterday.

L. FmL When came he to Town ?

Bred, Madam, he has not been out of it.

L. Ful, Not at his Uncle's in Northatnptonflnre ?

Bred, Your Lsdyfbip was wont to credit me.
L. Ful. Forgive me—you went to a Black-Smlth^s

—

Bred. Yes, Madam ; and at the door encounired the

beaftly thing he calls a Landlady , who lookt as if fhe had

been of her own Husband's making, compos'd of mould-
ed Smith's Duft. 1 askt for Mr. Wa/lfali^ and fhe began

to open -and did fb rail at him, that what with her

BiUtnfgate, and her Husband's hammers, 1 was both deaf

and dumb—at lafl the hammers ceas'd, and (he grew

weary, and call'd down Mr. Wafteall ; but he not an>

fwering 1 was fent up a Ladder rather than a pair of

Siairs ; at laft 1 fcafd the top, and enter'd the inchanted

Caft'e; there did 1 find him, fpite of the noife below,-

drowning his Cares in Sleep.

'L. Ful. Whom foundft thou? Gayman ^

Bred. He Madam, whom I waked—and feeing me.
Heavens what Confufion feiz'd him ! which nothing but

my own Surprize could equal. Afham'd—he wou'd have
turn'd away

;

:Bur.when he faw, by my dejefted Eyes, ] knew him.
He figh'd, and blufht, and heard me tell my buflnefs;

Then beg'd I wou'd be fecret 5 for he vow'd his whole
Repofe and Life depended en my lilence. Nor had I
told it now.
But that your Ladyfhip may find fome {pecdy tneans to
dr.aw him from this defperate Condition.

L. Ful, Heavens, hh poflible ?

H 5 ^ed.



178 The Lucky Chance; or^

Bred, He's driven to the laft degree of Poverty—-i«

Had you butfeen his Lodgings, Madam !

L. F«/. What were they >

Bred. 'Tisa pretty convenient Tub, Madam. He may
lie along in*r, there's juft room for an old join'd Stool be-
fidts the Bed, which one cannot call a Cabin, about the

Jargenefs of a Pantry Bin, or a Ufurer*s Trunk 5 there
tad been Dornex Curtains to't in the days of Yore ; but
they were now annihilated, and nothing left to fave his

Eyes from the Light, but my Landlady's Blue Apron,
ty'd by the ftrings before the Window, in which flood a

broken fix-penny Looking-Glafs, that fhew'd as many
Paces as the Scene in Henry the Eighth, which could but
jufl: ftand upright, and then the Cornb-Cafe fiir<d it.

L. Fnl. What a leud Defcription hafl thou made of his

Chamber ?

Bred. Then for his Equipage, Ms banidit to one fmall

Monfieur, who (faucy Vv'ith his Mafler's Poverty) is rather

a Companion than a Footman.

L. Ful, But what faid he to the Forfeiture of his Land \

Bred. He figh'd and cry'd, Why farewel dirty Acres
\

It fhall not trouble me, fince 'twas all for Love !

L. Tul. How much redeems it ?

Bred. Madam, five hundred Pounds.

L F«/, Enough—you fh.Ul in fome difgulfe convey
this Money to him, as from an unknown hand : 1 wou'd
Dot h ave him think it comes from me, for all the World :

That Nicety and Virtue Tve profefi:, 1 am refolved to

Iceep,

Pert. If I were your Ladyfhip, I wou'd make ufe of
Sir Cautious^s Cafli : pay him in his own Coin.

Bred. Your Ladyfnip wou*d make no Scruple of it, if

you knew how this poor Gentlemen has been us'd by my
unmerciful Mafler.

L. TuL I have a Key already to his Counting-Houfe;
it being lofl, he had another made, and this 1 found and
kept.

Bred. Madam, this is an excellent time for't, my Maf-

ter being gone to give my Sifter Leficia at Church.

L FhU
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L. ThL *Tis COf and I'll go and commit the Theft,

wbilft you prepare to carry it, and then we*il to dinner

with your Sifter the Bride. itixeuntm

SCENE III. The Hottfe of Sir Feeble.

Enter Sir Feeble, Leticia, Sir Cautious, Bearjeft, Diana,

Noifey. Sir YtthUfings and falutes *em.

Sir Feeb* Welcome "^oan Sandeifon^ welcome, wel-

come. C-^#^ t^s Bride,

Ods bobs, and fo ihou art Sweet- heart. [St? to the re[i^

Bear. Methinks my Lady Bride is vety melancholy.

Sir Cau, Ay, ay, Women that are difcreet, are always

thus upon their Wedding-day.

Sir Feeb. Always by day-light, Sir Cautious,

'But whtn bright Phoebus does retire^

To Thetis' Bed to quench hu fire^

And do the thing 'Ji'e need not name^

We Mortals by his influence do the fame.
Then thou the blujhing Maid lays by
Her ftmperingy and her Modejiy

j

And round the Lover clafps and twines

Like Ivy, or the circling Vines,

Sir Fseb, Here Kalph^ the Bottle Rogue, of Sack ye -

Rafcal ; had ft thou been a Butler worth hanging, thou

wou'dft have met us at the door with it—Ods bobs Sweet-

heart thy health.

Bear, Away with it, to the Bride's Haunce in Kelder, .

Sir Feeb. Got fo, go . to Rogue, go to, that Chall be^ .

Knave, that (hall be the morrow morning ; he chdi

bobs, we'll do't Sweet heart; here's to't. [Drinks again*

Let, I die but to imagine it, wou*d 1 were dead in*

deed.

S:r Fetb, Hah—hum—how's this? Tears upon the

Wedding day ? Why, why you Baggage you, ye
little Ting, Fools-face—away you Rogue, you're naugh-
ty, you're naughty.

iPatting and flayingy, and folkwing her* '.

Look—
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Look look look now,——bufs it bufs ft—
bufs it—and Friends ; did'ums, did'ums beat its none (illy

Baby—away you little Hufley, away, and pledge me—

^

\^She drinks a little,

SirC^«. A w'ife difcreet Lady, I'll warrant her ; my
Lady would prodigally have took ft off all.

Sir Feeh. Dear's its nown dear Fubs j bufs again, bufs

again, away, away—ods bobs, 1 long for Night'

look, look Sir Cautious^ what an Eye's there !

Sir Cau, Ay, fo there is^ Brother, and a modeit Eye
too.

S'r Feeh, Adad, I love her more and more, Ralph-^

call old Sufan hither Come Mv.Bearje/l, put the Glafs

about. Ods bobs, when I was a young Fellow, I would

not let the young Wenches look pale and wan,

but would roufe *cm, and toufe 'em, and blowze 'em,

till 1 put a colour in their Cheeks, like an Apple ^ohn^

afF^cks Nay, 1 can make a fhift ftill, and Pupfey

ihall nofbe jealous.

fw/fr Sufan, 5/> Feeble whifpers her^ flje goe1K»ut,

Let* Indeed not 1 ; Sir. 1 (hall be all Obedience.

Sir Cau. A moft judicious Lady ; would my ^ulia had

a little of her Modefty ; but my Lady's a Wit.

Enter Sufan with a Box,

Sir Beeb, Look here my little Puskin, here's fine Play-

things for its nown little Coxcomb—go—get you gone—.

get you gone, and off with thefe St. Martin's Trumpery,

thefe Play-houfe Glafs Baubles, this Necklace, and thefe

Pendants, and all this falfe Ware ; ods bobs I'll have no

Counterfeit Geer about thee, not I. See—thefe are right

as the Blufhes on thy Cheeks, and thefe as true as my
Heart, Girl. Go, put 'cm on, and be fine.

[Gives ^em her.

Let. Believe me. Sir, I (hall not merit this kindnefs.

Sir leeb. Go to More cf your Love, and lefs of

your Ceremony—give the old Fool a hearty bufs, and pay

him that way he ye little wanton Tit, I'll (leal up

—-—and catch ye and loyeye—adod i wiii— get yc gone

!— get ye gone.

LtU
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Let, Heavens what a naufeous thing is an old Man
turn'd Lover ! [£v. Leticia and Diana.

Sir Ca^. How, fteal up, Sir Feeble -I hope not

fo ; 1 hold it moft indecent before the lawful hour.

Sir Feeb, Lawful hour! why 1 hope all houi's are law-

ful with a Man's own Wife.

Sir Cau, But wife Men have refpeft to Times and Sea-

fons.

Sir Feeb. Wife young Men, Sir Cauticus ; but wife

old Men muft nick their Inclinations ; for it is not as 'twas

wont to be, for it is not as 'twas wont to be

ISmging and Dancing,

Enter Ralph.

Ralph, Sir, here's a young Gentleman without wou'd
fpeak with you.

Sir Feeb. Hum 1 hope it is not that fame Belmour

come to forbid the Banes if it be, he comes too

late .therefore bring me firfl my long Sword, and

then the Gendeman. \_Exit Ralph,

Bea, Pray Sir ufe mine, it is a traveird Blade 1 can

afTure you, Sir.

Sir Feeb, I thank you. Sir.

Enter Ralph and Belmour difguii'd, gives him a Letter^

he nads»

How——my Nephew

!

Francis Fainwoud ! [Embraces htm,
Bel, 1 am glad he has told me my Chriiiian name.
Sir Feeb. Sir Cautious, know my Nephew- .''ni a

young St, Ormrs Scholar but none of the Wit-
nefTes;

Sir Cau, Marry, Sir, and the wifer he ; for they got
nothing by't.

Bea, Sir, I love and honour yoUjbecaufe you are a Tra^

veller.

Sir Feeb. A very proper young Fellow^ and as like

old Frank Fainwoud as the Devil to the Collier ; but

Francis^ you are come into a very leud Town, Francis^

for Whoring, and Plotting, and Roaring, and Drinking;
but you muft go to Church, Francis^ and avoid ill Com-
pany, or you may make damnable Hayock in my Cafh,

Irancts^
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Francis,' ' '-what, you can keep Merchants Books ?

BeU Thai's been my ftudy, Sir.

Sir Feeb, And you will not be proud, but will be com-

manded by me, Francis ?

Bel. I defire not to be favoured as a Kinfman, Sir, but

as your humbled Servant,

Sir Feeb, Why, thou'rt an honeft Pellow, Francis^—
and thou'rt heartily welcome. .and I'll make thee

fortunate. But come. Sir Cautiousy let you and I take a

turn i'th' Garden, and get a right underftanding between

your Nephew Mr. Eearjefl, and my Daughter Dye.

Sir Cai4. Prudently thought on. Sir, I'll wait on you.—

'

[Ex. Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautious.

Bea* You are a Traveller, 1 underftand.

Bel, 1 have feen a little part of the whole World, Sir.

Bea. So have I, Sir, I thank my Stars, and have per-

formed moft of my Travels on Foot, Sir.

Bel, You did not travel far then 1 prefume, Sir ?

Bea. No, Sir, it was for my diverfion indeed ^ but I

aflure you, I travell'd into /r^/^;?^ a- foot, Sir.

Bel, Sure Sir, you go by (hipping into Ireland ?

Bta. That's all one. Sir, I was ftill a-foot, ever walk-

ing on the Deck.

Bel, Was that your fartheft Travel, Sir ?

Bea, Fartheft why that's the End of the World—

-

and fure a Man can go no farther.

Bel, Sure there can be nothing worth a Mans Curi-

ofiLV ?

Bea. No, Sir, I'll aflure you, there are the Wonders

of the World, Sir : I'll hint you this one. There is a

Harbour which fmce the Creation was never capable of

receiving a Lighter, yet by another Miracle the King of

France was to ride there with a vaft Fleet of Ships, and

to land a hundred thoufand Men.

Bd, This \s a flvinging Wonder but are there

ftore of Mad-men there. Sir ?

Bea, That's another Rarity to fee a Man run out of his

Wits.

Hoi* Marry, Sir, the wifer they I fay.

Bea. Pray Sir, what ftore of Miracles have you at St.

Omirs ?
^^^^
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BeL None, Sir, fince that of the wonderful Salamanca

Doftor, who was both here and there at the fame Inftanc

oF time.

Bea, How, Sir? why that's impodible,

Bel. That was the Wonder, Sir, becaufe 'twas impofli-

tie.

Uoi. But *iwas a greater, Sir, that *twas believed.

Evter L. Fulb. and Pert, Sir Cau, and Sir feeb.

Sir Feeh, Enough, enough. Sir Cautious, we appre-
hend one another. Mr. Bearjeft, your Uncle here and I have
ftruck the Bargain, the Wench is yours with three thou-
fand Pound prefenr, and fomething more after Death
which your Uncle likes well.

Bea, Does he fo. Sir? I'm beholden toh/m; then
'tis not a Pin matter whether Hike or not. Sir.

Sir letb. How, Sir, not like my Daughter Dye ?
Bea, Oh Lord, Sir, die or live, 'tis all one for

that, Sir-. rU ftand to the Bargain my Uncle makes.
Pert* Will you fo, Sir ? you'll have very good luck if

you do.

Bea, Prithee hold thy Peace, my Lady's Woman.
Z. Ful. Sir, 1 beg your pardon for not waiting on you

to Church 1 knew you wou'd be private.

Enter het.fine in jewels.

Sir £eeif. You honour us too highly now. Madam.
iPrefents his Wife, who falutes her.

L, Ful, Give you Joy, my dear Leticia J I find, Sir

you were refolved for Youth, Wit and Beauty.

Sir Feeip, Ay, ay Madam, to the Comfort of many a
hoping Coxcomb : but L(?//^,—Rogue Lette— thou wo't
not make me free o'th* City a fecond time, wo't thou
entice the Rogues with the Twire and the wanton Leer—-

.

the amorous Simper that cries, come kifs me then
the pretty round Lips are pouted out he Rogue, how
1 long to be at 'em !—well, fhe lliall never go to Church
more, that fhe fnall not.

Z. FuL How, Sir, not to Church, the chiefeft Recre-
ation of a City Lady ?

S-r i^V^^. That's all one. Ma Jam, that tricking and dref^

ilng, and prinking and ^atcbinj, is not your Devotion

to
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to Keaven, but to the young Knaves that are lick'd and

comb'd and are minding you more than the Parfon

ods bobs there are more Cuckolds deftin'd in the Church,

than are made out of it.

Sir Cai4. Hah, ha, ha, he tickles ye' Tfaith, Ladies.

[ fo hii Lady*

Bel. Not one chance look this way and yet

I can forgive her lovely Eyes,

Becaufe they look not pleasM with all this Ceremony
;

And yet methinks fome fympathy in Love

Might this way glance their Beams 1 cannot hold——
L-Sir, is this fair Lady my Aunt ?

Sir Feeb. Oh, Francis ! Come hither, Francis,

Lette^ here's a young Rogue has a mind to kifs thee.
^ '

\_Puts them together^ floe Jiarts bach

Kay ftart not, he's my own Fiefh and Blood,

My Nephew Baby look, look how the young

Roaues ftare at one another j like will to like, 1 fee

Let, There's fameihing in his Face fo like my Belmour^

h calls my Biufhes up, and leaves my Heatt defencelefs.

Enter Ralph.

Ralph. Sir, Dinner's on the Tab^e.

Sk Feek Come, come let's in then—Gendemea

and Ladies,
j r l

And fhare to day my Pleafures and Delight,

But

Adds bobs they muft be all mine own at Night.

.

A C T
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A C T. II. S C E N E I.

Gayraan's Lodging.

Enter Gayman in a Night-Cap^ and an old Campaign
Coat tied about himy 'very melancholy.

Cay, /^^URSE on my Birth ! Curfe on my faiihlcfs

V^ Fortune I

Curfe on my Stars, and curft be all but Love

!

That dear, that charming Sin, tho t'have puU'd
Innumerable Mifchiefs on my head,
I have not, nor I cannot find Repentance for.
No let me die defpis'd, upbraided, poor;
Let Fortune, Friends and all abandon ti-
But let me hold thee, thou foft Trailing God,
Clofe to my heart while Life continues there.
Till the lafl pantings of my vital Blood,
Nay the lafl fpark of Life and Fire be Love's I

Enter Rag,
*-Hovv now, Rag^ what's a Clock >

Ra^, My Belly can inform you better than my Tongue.
Gay, Why you gormandizing Vermin you, what have

you done with the Three pence I gave you a fortnight ago.
Rag, Alas, Sir, that's all gonelong fince.

Gay. You gutling Rafcal, you are enough to breed a
Famine in a Land. 1 have known fome Indufl.ious Foot-
men, that have not only gotten their own Living, but a
pretty Livelihood for their Mnfters too.

Rag. Ay, till they came to the Gallows, Sir.

Gay. Very well. Sirrah, they died in an honourable
Calling— but hark ye Rag^—1 have bufinefs, very earneft

bufiiiefs abroad this Evening ; now were you a Rafcal of
Docity, you wou'd invent a way to get home my laft

Suit that was laid in Lavender—with the Appurtenances
thereunto belonging, as Perriwig, Cravat, and fo forth.

Rag,
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Rag, Faith Matter, I mud deal m the black Art then,

for no human means will do't——and now I talk of the

black Art, Mafter, try your Power once more with my
Landlady.

Gay, Oh ! name her not, the thought on't turns my
Stomach—a fight ofher \s a Vomit j but he*s a bold Hero
that dares venture on her for a kifs, and all beyond that

fure \s Hell it felf—yet there's my laft, laft Refuge—and
I muft to this Wedding— I know not what, but fomething
whifpcrs me, this Night 1 (hall be happy—and without

y«//^ *tis impoflible I

Rag, Julia^ who's that? my Lady Vulhnnk^ Sir?

Gay, Peace Sjirah and call ,,a .-no—

-

Pox on't comeback and yet °»yes ^-call

my fulfome Landlady. [Ex// Rag.
Sir Cautious knows me not by Name or Perfon,

And I will to this Wedding, I'm fure of fGQinq.JuUa there.

And what may come of that—but here's old NaHy com»
ing.

1 fmell her up hah, my dear Landlady.

Enter Rag and Landlady.

Quite out of breath a Chair there for my Landlady.

Rag, Here*s ne'er a one, S'r.

Land, More of your Money aad lefs of your Civility,

good Mr. Wajieall,

Gay. Dear Landlady- i

Land. Dear me no Dears, Sir, but let me have my
Money—Eight Weeks Rent laft Friday; befides Taverns,

Ale-houfes, Chandlers, Landrefles Scores, and ready Mo«
ney out of my Purfe; you know it, Sir.

Gay. Ay, but your Husband don't ; fpeak foftlj^

Land.'^ My Husband ! what do you think to fright me
with my Husband ?— I'd have you to know I'm an honeft

Woman, and care not this for my Husband. Is this

all the thanks I have for my kindnefs, for patching, bor-

rowing and fhifting for you ; 'twas but laft Week I pawn'd

my beft Petticoat, as I hope to wear it again, it coft me
fix and twenty fhillings befides Making ; then this Morning

my new Koruich Mantua followed, and two poftle

Spoons, I had the whole dozen when you came firft ; but

they
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they dropf, and dropt, till I had only Judas left for my
Husband.

Gay, Hear me, good Landlady.

Land, Then I've pad my word at the George Tavern^

for forty Shillings for you, ten Shillings at my Neighbour

Squabs for Ale, befides feven Shillings to Mother Suds foe

Wafhing ; and do you fob me off with my Husband ?

Gay, Here, R4j, run and fetch her a Pint of Sack—
there's no other way of quenching the Fire in her flabber

Chops. C^^^' ^^S*
. But my dear Landlady, have a little Patience.

Land. Patience! I fcorn your Words. Sir is this

a place to truft in ? tell me of Patience, that us'd to have

iny money before hand ; come, come, pay me quickly—

or old Gregory Grimes houfe fhall be too hot to hold yoiu

Gay. Is*t come to this, can 1 not be heard ?

Land. No, Sir, you had good Clothes when you came
firft, but they dwindled daily, till they dwindled to this

old Campaign with tan'd coloured Lining—once

red—but now all Colours of the Rain-bow, a Cloke to

fculk in a Nights, and a pair of pifs-burn*d fhammy
Breeches. Nay, your very Badge of Manhood's gone too.

Gay, How, Landlady ! nay then i'faith no wonder if

you rail fo.

Land, Your Silver Sword I mean—tranfmogrified to

this two-handed Basket Hilt—this old Sir Guy o^ Warwick

—which will fell for nothing but old Iron. In fine, 1*11

have my Money, Sir, or iTaith Alfatia fliall not ftielter you.

Enter Rag.

Gay. Well, Landlady— if we muft part—let's drink at

parting ; here Landlady, here's to the Fool—that (hall love

you better than 1 have done. [Sighing drinks^

Land, Ror your Wine——dy'e think to pacify me
with Wine, Sir ?

iShe refufmg to drink, he holds open her JawSj Rag
throws a Glafs of Wine into her Mouth,

What will you force me ? no—give me another

Glafs, I fcorn to be fo uncivil to be forced, my fervlce

to you. Sir ^this flian't do, Sir.

[she drinks^ he embracing herfings„

Ah
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jih Cloris, *th in vain you fcold,

Wh'ilfi your Eyes kindlefuch a Fire,

Your Ratling cannot make me cold.

Sofaft as they a warmth tnfpire.

Land, Well, Sir, you have no reafon to complain of
n^y Eyes nor my Tongue neither, if rightly underftood.

[Weeps,
Gay. I know you are the beft of Landladies,

As fuch I drink your Health [Drinks,
Bur to upbraid a Man in Tribulation fie 'tis not
done like a Woman of Honour, a Man that loves you
too. [^She drinks.

Land, I am a little hafly fometimes, but you know
my good Nature.

Gay, I do, and therefore trufl my little wants with
you.

1 fhall be rich again and then my deareft Landlady

—

Land, Wou'd this Wine might ne'er go thro me, if

I wou*d not go, as they fay, thro Fire and Water—by
night or by day for you. IShe drinks.

Gay, And as this is Wine I do believe thee. [He drinks.

Land, Well you have no money in your Pocket
now, I'jl warrant you here here's ten Shillings

for you old Gregory knows not of.

[Opens a great greafy Purfe,
Gay, I cannot in Confcience take it, good Faith I can-

not—befides, the next Ouarrel you'll hit me in the Teeth
with it.

Land. Nay pray no more of that ; forget it, forg^st

it. I own I was to blame here. Sir, you Qiall take

it.

Gay, Ay, .but what fhou'd I do with Money in

thefe damn'd Breeches? No put it up 1 can't ap-

pear abroad thus no I'll flay at home, and lofe my
bufinefs.

Land, Why, is there no way to redeem one of your
Suits >

Gay, None none I'll e'en lay me down and
clie. Land,
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the World—let me fee—hum—what does it lie for ?

Gay. Alas
! dear Landlady a Sum—a Sum.

Land. Well, fay no more, I'll lay about me.
Gay, By this kifs but you (hall noi^AjJafetida by this

Light.

Land, Shall not > that's a good one i*faith: (hall vou
rule, or I ?

^

Gay. But fhouM your Husband knotv it ?

J-and. Husband —marry come up. Husbands know
Wives fecrets P No fure, the World's not fo bad yet .

where do your things lie ? and for what?
Gay. Five Pound equips me—R^^ can conduft you--

but 1 fay you fhall not go, I've fworn.
Land. Meddle with your matters -let me fee the

Caudle-Cup that MollyU Grandmother left her, will pawn
for about that fum I'll fneak it out well Sir
you fliall have your things prefently trouble not'youc
head, but exped me. [£x. Landlady and Rag.

Gay, Was ever man put to fuch beaftly ftilfts ? 'Sdeafh
how (he flunk—my fenfes are muft luxurioufly re<Tal»d—

.

there's my perpetual Mufick too
^

.
knocking of Hammers on an Anvil,

The ringmg of Bells is an Afs to't.

Enter Rag.
Rag, Sir there's one in a Coach below wou'd fpeak to

you.
'^

Gay, With me. and in a Coach ! who can it be?
• Kag. The Devil, 1 think, for he has a ftrange Coun-
tenance.

'

Gay. The Devil
! fhew your ft]^ a Rafcal of Pans

Sirrah, and wait on him up with Ceremony.
*

Rag. Who, the Devil, Sir ?

Gay. Ay, the Devi), Sir, if you mean to thrive.

wn , . . .
["-xh R;?rj.

Wno can th;s be but fee he comes to inform me 1
withdraw.

Enter Bredvvel drefi li\i a Devil.
Bred. I come to bring you this—

_

[Gives him a Letter,

Gaj man
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Cayman reads,

REceive what Love and fortune pefent ^ou with,

be grateful and be filent, or "twill vanifJj like a

areatPi and leave 'jou more wretched than it found Tou.

[Adieu.

hah [Gives him a hag of Money*

Bred, Nay view it, Sir, 'tis all fubftantial Gold.

Ga'j. Now dare not I ask one civil queftion for fear it

vanifliall l^fide.

But I may ask, how 'tis I ought to pay for this great

Bounty.

Bred, Sir, all the Pay is Secrecy.

Gay, And is this all that is required. Sir ?

Bred, No, you're invited to the Shades below.

Gay, Hum, Shades below I 1 am not prepared. for

fuch a Journey, Sir.

Bred, If you have Courage, Youth or Love, you 11

follow me ;

When Night's black Curtain's drawn around the World,

And mortal Eyes are fafely lockt in fieep,

[in feigned Meroick Tone,

And no bold Spy dares view when Gods carefs.

Then I'll condud thee to the Banks of Blifs.—Durft thou not truftme?

Gay, Yes fure, on fuch fubftantial fecurity.

{Hugs the Ba^,

Bred, Juft when the Day is vanifh'd into Night,

And only twinkling Stars inform the World,

Near to the Corner of the filent Wall,

In Fields of Lincolns-lnn, thy Spirit (hall meet thee.

—Farewell.
_

[Goes out.

Gay. Hum——I am awake fure, and this is Gold 1

grafp.

1 could nor fee this Devil's cloven Foot
j

Nor am 1 fuch a Coxcomb to believe.

But he was as fubftanii.il as his Gold.

Spirits, GhoOs, Hobgoblins, Fuiies, Fiends and Devils,

I've
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iVe often heard old Wiyts frighr Fools and Children witK
Which, once arrivM to common Senfe, they laugh at.

No, I am for things poflible and natural :

Some Female Devil, old and damn*d to uglinefs.

And paft all hopes of Court fhip and Addrefs,
Full of another Devil call'd Defire,

Has feen this Face tiiis Shape this Youth,
And thinks it's worth her hire. It muft be fo :

I muft moil on in the damn'd d/rty Road,
And fure fuch Pay will make the Journey eafy

;

And for the price of the dull drudging Eighty

All Day I'll purchafe new and frefl; Delight, [Exit,

S C E N E 11. Sir^t^Ut'sHoufe.

Enter Leticia, purfu'd by Phillis.

Phil. Why^ Madam, do you leave the Garden,
For this retreat to Melancholy \

Let, Bec^ufe it futes my Fortune and my Hgmpur
;

And even thy Prefence vvou'd z&i^.Ct me now.
Phil, M^/dam, I was fent after you ; my Lady Fttl-

hank has cLllengM Sir FeebU at Bowls, and ftakes a Rinc»
of fifty Polind againft his new Chariot.

°

Let, Tell him I wifh him Luck in every thing.

But in his Love to me .

Go tell him I am viewing of the Garden. [Ex, Philh's,

Bleft be this kind Retreat, this *lone Occafion,
That lends a fhort CeHation to my Torments,
And gives me leave to vent my Sighs and Tears. [Weeps,

Enter Beimour at a difiance behind her,

Bel, knA doubly bleft be all the Powers of Love,
That give me this dear Opportunity.

Let, Where were you, all ye pitying Gods of Love?
That once feemM pleas'd at Belmour's Flame and mine.
And fmiling join'd our Hearts, our facred Vows,
And fpread your Wings, and held your Torches high.

Bel, Oh [Shsfarts^ and paufes.
Let, Where were you now ? When.ihis unequal Mar-

riage

Gave
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Gave me from all my Joys, gave me from Belmour ;

Your Wings were flag'd, your Torches bent to Earih,

And all your little Bopnets veii*d your Eyes ;

Youfavv not, or were deaf and pitilefs,

Bel. Oh my Letic'ta !

Let* Hah, 'tis there again ; that very Voice was BeU
mours

:

"Where art thou, Oh thou lovely charming Shade ?

For fure thou canft not take a Shape to fright me.

. What art thou ?—fpeak !

[:S!or looking behind her yet for fear,

Bel, Thy conftant true Adorer,

>5^ho all this fatal Day has haunted thee

Toeafe his tortur'd Soul. [Approaching nearer.

Let. My Heart is well acquainted with that Voice,

But Oh my Eyes dare not encounter thee.

[Speaking with figm offear,

Bel. Is it becaufe thou'ft broken all thy Vows ?

—Take to thee Courage, and behold thy Slaughters

Let, Yes, tho the Sight vvou'd blaft me, I wou'd view if.

'[Turns,_— 'Tis he
—

'tis very Belmour ! or fo like

1 cannot doubt but thou deferv'ft this Welcome.
[Embracei him^

Bel, Oh my Leticia \

Let. I'm fure I grafp not Air • thou art no Fantom :

Thy Arms return not empty to my Bofom,

But meet a folid Treafure.

Bel. A Treafure thou fo eafily threw'ft away •,

A Riddle fimpleLove ne'er underftood.

Let, Alas, I heard, my Belmour., thou wert-dead.

Bel, And was it thus you mourn'd my Funeral ?

Let, 1 will not juftify my hated Crime :

But Oh ! remember 1 was poor and helplefs,

And much reduc'd, and much impos'd upon.

[Belmour weeps*

Bel. And Want compell'd thee to this wretched Mar-

riase- did it ?
, ,.

Let, 'Tis not a Marriage, fince my Belmour lives ;

The Confummation were Adultery.
^
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I was thy Wife before, vvo*t thou deny me?

Bel, No, by thofe Powers that heard our mutual Vow*
Thofe Vows that tie us fafter than dull Priefts.

Let, But oh my Belmour, thy fad Cfrcumfta'nces
Permit thee not to make a pubhck Claim ;

Thou art profcribed, and dieft if thou art feen
Bel, Alas

!

Let. Yet I wou'd wander with thee o*er the World
And fhare thy humbleft Fortune with thy Love.

'

Bel, Is't poffible, Letic'tay thou wou'dft f3y'
To foreign Shores with me ?

Let. Can Belmour doubt the Soul he knows fo well >
Bel. Perhapsintime the King may find my Innocence

and may extend his Mercy :
' ^"fiocenw.

Mean time I'll make proviiion for our Flight
Z./. But bow ^wixt this and that can I dthr^d my felffrom the loath d Arms of an impatient Dotard, that 1 maycome a fpotlefs Maid to thee ?

' ^
Bel. Thy native Modefty and my Induftry

Shall well enough fecure us.

Feign your nice Virgin-Cautions all the dav
Then truft at night to my Conduft to prefeJye thcf—-And wilt thou yet be mine ? Oh fwear a-new

*

Give me aga n thy Faith, thy Vows, thy Soul •

For mine's fo fick with this Day's fatal Bufinefs
It needs a Cordial of that mighty ftrenoth • '

Swear fwear, fo as if thou break'ft!
Thou ma)^ft be—any thing—but damn'd, Lencta

Let, Thus then, and hear me Heaven ' Va' /

Bel, And thus I'll liften to thee. '

|^"'f

'

Enter S. Feeble, L, Fulbank, c,v Caut/ou
"'''

Rotue:t.fr
'''''> '"'^'^ --^ -« )- 1-ie

—Hah—hum—what's here—
[Bel fnatches her to his Bofom, as jf (J^e fsinuA

Bel, Oh Heavens, fhe's gone, flie's gone •

^ '''''^•

Sir leeb. Gone whither is Oieoone ?_ir rp*.mc n.
bad the Wit to take good Company wkh herl^!!!!^'

T> ) c. ,
^^^^ Women go to her. take her ut

^./ She s gone to Heaven, Sir, for ough. I know.
"^^

^°'-"'* i 5UC4U.
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'
Sir Can, She was refolv'd to go in a young Fellow's

Arms, I fee.

Sir Feeh. Go to, Tramls go to.

L. F«/. Stand back, Sir, fhe recovers.

Bel. Alas, 1 found her dead upon the Floor,

—Shou'd I have left her fo* if 1 had known your

mind — *
r i

Sir F&eb. Was it fo was it fo ? Got fo, by

no means, Francis.—

Let, Pardon him, Sir, for furely 1 bad died,

But for his timely coming.

Sir Feeb. Alas, poor Pupfey was it fick look

j,£j.e here's a fine thing to make it well again. Come

bufs, and it Oiall have it—oh how I long for Night.

Ralph, are the Fidiers ready ?

RaL They are tuning in the Hall, Sir.

Sir Feeb, That's well, they know my mind. I hate

that* fame twang, twang, twang, fum, fum, tweedle,

tweedle, tweedle, then fcrue go the Pins, till a man's

Teeih are on an edge ;,
then fnap, fays a fmall Gut, and

^heie we are at a lofs again. 1 long to be in bed with a

^hey tredodle, tredodle, tredodle,—with a hay tredool,

tredodle, tredo

[Dancing andplaywg on hu Stick like a tiute*

^xxCaii A prudent Man would referve himfelf

Good-facks I danc'd fo on my Wedding day, that when

I came to Bed, to my fiiame be it fpoken, I tell fait

sfleep and flept till morning.

L F«/. Where was your Wifdom then, Sir Cautions ^

Em i know what a wife Woman ought to have done.
'

Sir Feel. Odsbobs that's Wormwood, that's Worm-

wood— 1 i^iaH have my young HufTey fet a-gog too ;
fne'll

b-ar there are better things in the World than fhe has at

home and then cd^bobs, and then they'll ha% adod they

will Sir Cauthus. Ever while you live, keep a Wife

ionoranr, unlefs a Man be as brisk as his Neighbours.

^
Sir Cau. A wife Man will keep 'em from baudy Chriit-

nines then, and Goflipings. ^
. , , ,

Sir Feeb. Chriftnings and Goflipings !
why they are the

very Schools that debauch our Wives, as Dancing-Schools

4o our Daughters.
Sir 64«.
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Sir Cau, Ay, when the overjoy 'd good Man invites 'em

al] againft that time Twelve-month : Oh he's a dear Man,
cries one——I mud marry, cries another, here's a Maa
indeed—my Husbsnd—God help him«.

Sir Peek Then he fails to telling of her Grievance, till

(half maudlin) (lie weeps again : Juft my Condition, cries

a third : fo the Frolick goes round, and we poor Cuc-
kolds are anaromiz'd, and turn'd the right fide outwards;

adsbobs we are, Sir Cautisus,

Sir Cau, Ay, ay, this Grievance ought to be redred.

Sir Feeble ; the grave and fober part o'ch' Nation ate

hereby ridicul'd,——

—

Ay, and cuckolded too for ought I know.
L. ¥ul. Wife Men knowing this, fnould not evpofe

their Infirmities, by marrying us young Wenches ; who,
without Inftrudion, find how we are impos'd upon.
Enter Fiddles playing^ Mr, Bear jeft and Diana dancing •

Bredwel, Noifey, ct'c.

L. F«/. So, Coufin, 1 fee you have found the way to
Mrs. Dfs Heart.

Bea, Who, I, my dear Lady Aunt ? I never knew
but one way to a Woman's Heart, and that road I have
not yet travelled ^ for my Uncle, who is a wifexMan, fays
Matrimony is a fort of a kind of a- as it were
d'ye fee, of a Voyage, which every Man of Fortune is

bound to make one time or other; and Madam I am
as it were a bold Adventurer.

Vi. And are you fure. Sir, you will venture oa me ?

Bear, Sure !•— I thank you for that as ii I could
not believe my Uncle ; For in this cafe a young Heir has
no more to do, but to come and fee, fettle, marrv and
uie you fcurvily. '

*

£>/. How, Sir, fcurvily ?

Bear. Very fcurvily, that h to fay, be always h^hld^
nably drunk, defpife the Tyranny of your Bed, and reign
abfolutely keep a Seraglio of Women, and let my
Baftard Iflue inherit ; be feen once a Quarter, or fo
with you in the Park for Countenance, where we loll

two feveral ways iti the gilt Coach like ^anns^ or a
Spread-Eagle.

I 2 DL
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Di, And do you exped I fhou'd be honeft the while ?

Bear, Heaven forbid, not I, 1 have not met with that

Wonder in all my Travels,

h.Ful, How, Sir, not an honed ^5f^oman ?

Bear, Except my Lady,Atmt—Nay, as I am a Gentle-

man and the fii ft of my Family you fhall pardon me,
here—cuff me, C/UfF me foundly. [Kneels to her.

Enter dayman richly drejl.

Gay. This LoVe!s a damn'd bewitching thing Now
tho I fhould lofe my Adignation with my Devil, I can-

not hold from feeing Julia to night: hah there, and

with a Fop at her Feet.—Oh Vanity of Woman J

{.Softly pulls her.

L. F«L Oh Sir, you*re welcome from Northawfton'

(hire.

Gay. Hum furely Oie knows the Cheat. [Afide,

L. F«/. You are fo gay, you fave me, Sir, the labour

of asking if your Uncle be alive.

Gay, Pray Heaven fhe have not found my Circum-

ftances

!

[_Afide,

But if (he have. Confidence muft aflift me
" And, Madam, you're too gay for me to inquire

Whether you are that Julia which I left you ?

L. Ful. Oh, doubtlefs, Sir

Gay, But why the Devil do I ask—-Yes, you are ftill

the fame ; one of thofe hoiting Ladies, that love nothing

like Fool and Fiddle ; Crouds of Fops ; had rather be

|>ublickly, tho dully flatter'd, than privately ador'd : you

love to pafs for the Wit of the Company, by talking all

and loud,

L. FuL Rail on, till you have made me think my Vir-

tue at fo low Ebb, it fhould fubmit to you.

Gay, What I'm not difcreet enough
j

ril babble all in my next high Debauch,

Boaft of your Favours, and defcribe your Charms

To every wifhing Fool.

L. Ful. Or make moft filthy Verfcs of me. „
Under the name of Cloris .you Philander^

Who in leud Rhimes confefs the dear Appointment
;

What Hour, and where, how fiUntwas the Night,

How
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How full of Love your Eyes, and wifhing mine.

Faith no ; if you can afFord me a Leafe of your Love,
Till the old Gentleman my Husband depart this wicked
World,

I'm for the Bargain.

Sir Cau. Hum what's here, a young Spark at my
Wife ?

'

iGoes about 'em.

Gaj. Unreafonable ^^I'ta, is that a'!.

My Love, my Sufferings, and my Vows mufthope?
Set me an Age fay when you will be kind.

And 1 will languidi out in ftarvin^ Wifh :

But thus to gape for Legacies of Love,
Till Youth be pad Enjoyment,

The Devil I will as foon .firewel. lOJfers t9 go,

L. FuL Stay, 1 conjure you ftay.

Gay, And lofe my Aflignaiion with my Devil. [_Afide,

Sir Cau, 'Tis fo, ay, ay, 'tis fo—and wife Men will

perceive it ; *tis here here in my forehead, it more
than buds ; it fprouts, it flourifhes.

SirF*;^^. So, that young Gentleman has nettled him,
ftung him to the quick : 1 hope he'll chain her up—the
Gad -Bee's^ in his Quonundrum— in Charity I'll relieve

him -Come my Lady Fulbanky the Night grows old
upon our hands ; to dancing, to jiggiting——Come,
fliall I lead your Lady fhip ?

L. FftU No, Sir, you fee I am better provided——«,
iTat^es Gayman'^ handa

Sir Cau, Ay, no doubt on't, a Pox on him for a young
handfome Dog. [jhey dance alt.

Sir Ie»b, Very well, very well, now the Poflet ; and
then ods bobs, and then__

jyi. And then we*il have t'other Dance.
Sir FeeL Away Girls, away, and fteal the Bride to Bed

;
they have a deal to do upon their Wedding-nights ; and
what with the tedious Ceremonies of drefling and undref-
fing, the fmutty Leftures of the Women, by way of In-
ftrudion, and the little Stratagems of the young Wenches
•—•odds bobs, a Man's cozen'd of half his Night ;

Come Gentlemen, one Bottle, and then well tofs the
Stocking. [Exeunt all hut L. Jul. Bred, wbo are talic

ingy tf»^Gayman.

1 5 t. FuU
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L. Tuh But doft thou think he'll come ?

Bred, I do believe (Oy Madam
L. Tul, Be fure you contrive fo, he may not know whi-

ther, or to whom he comes.

Bred, 1 warrant you, Madam, for our Parts.

^Exh Bredwel, Jieaiwg out GaymaHt
L. Jul. How nov7, what departing ?

Ga'^. You are going to the Bride-Chamber.

L. Ful. No matter, you fhall ftay

Gay. I hate to have you in a Croud.

L. F«/. Can you deny me wiil you not give me
one lone hour i'th' Garden?

Ga'^. Where we fhall only tantalize each other with

dull killing, and part with the Tame Appetite we met

No, Madam 5 befides, I have bufinefs

L. VuL Some Adignation is it fo indeed ?

Gay. Away, you cannot think me fuch a Traitor i hh
ir-oft important bufinefs

L. lul. Oh 'tis too late for bufinefs—let to morrow
fcrve.

Gay. By no means—the Gentleman 1$ to go out of

Town.
L. ¥ul, Pvife the earliei" then. .

Gay, —Eur, Madam, the Gentleman lies dangeroufly—

fick and flnouid he die'

L. Ikl. 'Tis not a dying Uncle, I hope. Sir >

Cay. Hum

—

L. Ful, The Gentleman a dying, and to go out of

Town to morrow ?

Gay. Ay—a—he goes—in a Litter 'tis his Fancy

Madam Change of Air may recover him.

L. FuL So may your change of Miftrefs do me, Sir

—

farewel. [Goes out.

Gay, Stay "^ul'ia Devil be damn'd—for you fhal!

tempt no more, I'll love and be undone——but fhe is

gone.

And if I ftay, the moft that I fhall gain

Js but a reconciling Look, or Kifs.

No, my kind Goblin

—

TU keep rny Word with thee^ as the leafl Ev'tl 5

A tamaU^Qng Woman's worfe than Vevil.

A C il
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ACT III. SCENE!.
Sir Feeble'i Houfe.

'The Second Song before the Entry*

A S O N G made by Mr. C/'f^y^.

No mere Lucinda, ah ! exp^fe no more

To the admiring World thofe conquering Charms ;

Jn vain all day unhappy Men adore^

What the l(ind Kight giies to my longing Arms,
Their vain Attempts can ne'er fuccefsful prove^

Whilji I fo well maintain the Fort of Love,

Tet to the World wifhfo bewitching ArtSy

Tour dazling Beauty you around difpUjy *

And triumph in the Spoils of broken Hearts,

That fink beneath your feet, and croud your Way,
Ah I fuffer nozu your Cruelty to ceafty

And to a fruitlefs War prefer a Peace.

Enter Ralph with Lighty Sir Feeble, and Bclmourfad.

Sir Feeh. QO, fo, they're gone—Come, Francis, yoa

O fliall have the Honoar of undrefling rae for

the Encounter -, but twill be a fweet one, Francn,

Bell, Hell take him, how he teazas me !

[Undrejfing all the while*

Sir Feeb» But is the young Rogue laid, Francis is

(he ftoln to Bed ? What Tricks the young Bsggages have
to whet a man's Appetite ?

Bel, Ay, Sir Pox on him —.— he will raife my
Anger up to Madnefs, and 1 (liall kill him to prevent bis

going to Bed to her. [^Afide.

I 4 SirF^^^.
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Sir Teeb, A pife of thofe Bandftrings—the more hafle
thelefsfpeed.

BeU Be it fo iaall things, I befeech thee, Venus,
Sir Ffe^. Thy aid a h"ttle, Francis -oh, oh—

-

thou choakft me, 'sbobs, what doft mean >

[Pinches him by the Throat,
Bel, You had fo hamper'd 'em^ Sir the DeviPs

very mifchievous in me. [^Afide.

Sir Feeb, Come, come, quick, good Francis^ adod
I'm as yare as a Hawk at the young Wanton nimbly,
good Francis^ umrufs, untrufs,

Bel. Cramps feize ye what fliall I do ? the near

Approach diftrafts me. lAfide.

Sir Teeb, So, fo, my Breeches, good Trancis, But
well Francis^ how doft think 1 got the young Jade my
yife?

JBeL With five hundred pound a year Jointure, Sir,

Sir Feeb, No, that wou'd not do, the Baggage was
damnably in love with a young Fellow they call BelmoHTy
a handfome ycung Pvafc^l he \va?, they fay, that's truth

rti't ; and*a pretty Eftate : but happening to kill a Man he

was forced to fly.

Bel That was great pity. Sir.

Sir Feeb, Pity ! hang him, Rogue, *sbobs, and all the

young Fellows in the Town deferve it; we can never keep

cur Wives and Daughters honeft for rampant young Dogs

;

and an old Fellow cannot put in amongft 'em, under be-

ing undone, with Prefenting, and the Devil and all. But

what doft think 1 did ? being damnably in love -I

feign'd a Letter as from the Hagucy wherein was a Rela-

tion of this fime Belmour*shim<^ hang'd.

Bel, Is't pofiible. Sir, you cou'4 devife fuch News ?

Sir Veeb, Poftible M-m ! 1 did ir, I did it \ fhe fwooned

at the News, (but her felf up a whole Month in her Cham-

ber ; but 1 prefented high : (he figh'd and wept, and fwore

fhe'd never marry ; ftill 1 prefented •, ftie hated, loathed,

fpit upon me ; ftill adod 1 prefented, till 1 prefented my
felf efFeftually in Church to her ; for ftie at laft wifely

confidered her Vows were cancell'd, fince Belmour was

hang'd.
Bel.
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Br/. Faith, Sir, this was very cruel, to take away his

Fame, and then hisMiftrefs.

Sir Feeb, Cruel ! thou*rt an Afs, Wfi are but even with

the brisk Rogues, for they take away our Fame, cuckold

us, and take away our Wives ^Oy (oy my Cap,

Francis.

Bel, And do you think this Marriage lawful, Sir ?

Sir Feeb, Lawful ! it fhall be when I've had Livery and

Scifin of her Body and that fhall be prefently. Rogue
< quick befides, this £c/;72tf«r dares as weil

be hang'd "as come into England,

Bel, If he gets his Pardon, Sir

Sir Feeb. Pardon ! no, no, I have took care for that,

for I have, you muft know, got his Pardon already.

Bel, How, Sir ! got his Pardon, that's fome amends

for robbing him of his Wife,

Sir Feeb, Hold, honeft Francis : What, doft think

'twas in kindnefs to him ? No you Fool, I got hisPar»'

don my felF, that no body elfe fhould have it, fo that if

he gets any body to fpeak to his Majefty for it, his Ma-
jefly cries he has granted it; but for want of my appcat-

ance, he's defunft, truft up, hang*d, Francis,

Bel, This is the moft excellent Revenge I ever heard of.

Sir Feeb, Ay, 1 learnt it of a great Politician ot oui

Times.

Be!, But have you got his Pardon ? .

Sir Feeb, Tve done*t, I've done*c ; Pox on him, it

coft me five hundred pounds tho : Here 'tis, my Solicitor

brought it me this Evening. [_Gives it him^

Bel, This was a lucky hit. and if itfcape me, let

me be hang'd by a Trick indeed. [Afide^

Sir Feeb, So, put it into my Cabinet,—fafe, Francis^

fafer

Bel, Safe, I'll warrant you, Sir.

Sir Feeb, My Gown, quick, quick, another Sleeve,

Ivlan—fo now my Night-cap; well, I'll in, throw open

my Gown to fright away the Women, and jump into

her Arms. [Exit Sir Feeble.

BeU He's gone, quickly oh Love in^ire me J

1 S E»ff^^
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Enter a Tootman,
Foot, Sir, my Mafter, Sir Cautious Fuli/anky left his

Watch on the \iuk Parlor-Table to ni^ht, and bid me call

foi^.

Bel. U^h -the Bridegroom has it, Sir, who is juft

gone to Bed, it fhall b-j fent him in the Morning.
Foot, 'Tis very well, Sir your Servant *

[Exit Footman.
BeL Let me fee—here is the Watch, I took it up to

keep for him—but his fending has infpir'd me with a fud-

den Stratagem, that will do better than Force, to fecure

the poor uembVm^ Leticia— who, I am fure, is dying

with her Fears. [Exit Belmour.

SCENE changes to the Bsd-chamher ; Le-
ticia tmdrefftng by the Women at the liable.

Enter to them Sir Feeble Fainwou'd.

Sir Teeh, What's here ? what's here ? the prating Wo-
men ftjll. Ods bobs, what not in Bed yet ? for fhame of

Love, Leticia.

Let, For fhame of Modefty, Sir-, you wou*d not have
me go to Bed before all this Company.

Sir Feeb, What the Women ! why they muft fee you
laid, tis the fafhion.

Let» What, with a Man? I wou*d not for the World.

Oh Belmour^ where art thou with all thy promifed aid 5

lAfide.

Di, Nay, Madam, we fhou'd fee you laid indeed.

Let, Fiift in my Grave, Diana.

Sir Feeb, Ods bobs here's a Compaft amongft the Wo-
jnen—-High Treafon againft the Bridegroom— therefore

Xadies, withdraw, or adod I'll lock you all in.

^Throws open his Gown^ they run all away^ ht

ioc\s the Door,

So, ^Oy now weVe alone, Leticia—ofF with this foolifh

Mo4eftyj and Night Gown, and ii^i^ into my Arms.

IShs runs from hint>

H'e'
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H'e' my little Puskin what fly me, my coy Daphm^

[H<r furfuei her. Knocking^

Hah who's that knocks who's there ?

Bel, 'Tis Iv Sir, 'tis I, open the door prefendy.

Sir Veeb, Why, what's the matter, is the Houfe o-fire ?

Bel. Worfe, Sir, worfe

[He opens the door^ Belmour enters with tht

Watch in his hand,

.

Let, 'Tis Belmaur^s Voice!

BeL Oh, Sir, do you know this Watch ?

Sir FeeK This Watch

!

Bel, Ay, Sir, this Watch?

Sir Feeb, This Watch I why prithee, why doft tell

me of a Watch? 'tis Sir C^«atf«5 F/</^^«.^'s Watch; what

then, what a Pox doft trouble me with Watches?

[offers to put him out^ he returnSo

Bel. 'Tis indeed his Watch, Sir, and by this Token he

has fent for you, to come immediately to his Houfe, Siro

Sir Feeh. What a Devil art mad, Francis r or is his

Worfhip mad, or does he think me mad ?—go, prithee

tell hira I'll come to morrow. [_Goes topm him out.

Bel, To morrow. Sir J why all our Throats may bs

cut before we go to him to morrow.

Sir feeb. What fayft thou. Throat cut ?

Bel. Why the City's up in Arms, Sir, and all the Al-

dermen are met at Guild- Hall \ fome damnable Plot, Sir,

Sir Feeb. Hah Plot—the Aldermen met at Guild-

fiall \. hum why let 'em meet, I'll not lofe this

Night to fave the Nation.

Let. Wou'd you to bed, Sir, when the weighty Affairs

of State require your Prefence ?

Sir Fieb.—Hum—met at Guild-Hall
\

my Clothes.;^

my Gown again, Francis^ I'll out out J whar^ upon

my Wedding-night ? No I'll in,

[_Putting on his GownpAufing^ pulls it offagair:.

Let, For fhame, Sir, fb all the Reverend Council of th©

Gity debate without you?

Sir Feeb. Ay, that's true, that's true; come trufs againg

"Francis, trufs' again yet now I think on't, Francis^

rrithee run thee M> the Hall, and lell ^m 'tis my Wed-
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ding-night, d'ye fee, Francis; and let fome body giVe

cny Voice for

Bel. What, Sir >

Sir Feeh, Adod I cannot tell ; up in Arms, fay you !

why, let *em fight Dog, fight Bear ; mun, I'll to Bed-
go

Let. And (hall his Majefty's Service and Safety lie un-
regarded for a flight Woman, Sir >

Sir Feeh, Hum, his Majefty !—come, hafte, Francis^

I'll away, and call Ralph, and the Footmen, and bid *em
arm ; each Man fhoulder his Musket, and advance his

like——and bring my Artillery Impliments quick—
and let's away ; Pupfey—b'u*y Pupfey, I'll bring it

a fine thing yet before Morning, it may be—let's away :

1 (hall grow fond, and forget the bufinefs of the Nation
f ' Come, follow me, Francis.

[Exit Sir Feeble, Belmour runs to Leticia.

JBeL Now my Leticia^ if thou e*er didft love,

If ever thou defign'ft to make me bleft

"Without delay fly this adulterous Bed.

Sir Feeb» Why, Francisy where are you. Knave }

[sir Feeb. within,

"Bel, I muft be gone, left he fufpeft us—• I'll lofe

him, and return to thee immediately get thy felf

fcady,

X?;. 1 will not fail, my Love, {Exit Belmou?.

Old Man forgive me'—thot* the jiggrejfor art,

Who rudely forced the Hand without the Heart,

She cannot Jrom the Paths of Honour rovCy

Whofe GuideU Religion^ and whofe End is Lovt*

[Exifi,

S C £^ £
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SCENE changes to a Wajh^houjey or

Out'Houfe,

Enter with a Ddrk-Unthorn Bredwel difguis'd like a Df
i/i/, leading Gayman.

Bred, Stay here till I give notice of your coming.

{Exit Bredwel, leaves his Dark-Lanthdrn,

Gay, Kind Light, a little ofyour aid now muft I

be peeping, tho my Curiofity fhould lofe me all hah

Zouns, what here a Hovel or a Hog-fty ? hum,

fee the Wickednefs of Man, that 1 fhould find no time to

iwear in, but juft when I'm in the DeviKs Clutches.

^Enter Pert, as an old Woman, with a Staff,

Old W, Good Even to you, fair Sir.

Gfly. Ha defend me ! if this be fhe, I muft rival

the Devil, that's certain.

Old W» Come young Gentleman, dare not you ven-

ture ?

Gay. He muft be as hot as Vefuvius that does—I Ihall

never earn my Morning's Prefenr.

Old W, What, do you fear a longing Woman, Sir ?

Gay. The Devil 1 do this is a damn*d Preparation

to Love.

Old W, Why ftand you gazing, St? A Woman's Paf-'

Con is like the Tide, it ftays for no man when the hour

i% come.

Gay. I'm forry 1 have took it at its turning ; l*m fwe

mine's ebbing out as faft.

Old W. Will you not fpeak, Sir— will you not on ?

Gay, I wou'd fain ask—a civil Queftfon or two firft.

Old, W. You know too much Curiofity loft Paradifc,

Cay. Why there's it now.

Old W^. .Fortune and Love invite you, if you dare follow

me.
Gay, This is the firft thing in Petticoats that ever dar'd

me in vain. Where I but fure ftie were but human now—
for fundry Conflderaiions (he might down ——but I will

^n [ \she goes i he follows \ both go out

,

^~~
S C E N E3
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SCENE, A Chamher in the Apartment of
L. Fulbank.

Enter Old Woman followed by Gayman in the dark*

QSoft Mufick plays, (he leaves him>
Grfiy,,,—. Habj Mufick and Excellent

!

SONG.

OH! Loie^ that Jlronger art than Wine^
Pleafmg Delujion, Witchery divme^ *

Wont to be prized above all Wealthy

Difeafe that has more ^oys than Health 5,

Tho we blafpheme thee in our Pain^

And of thy Tyranny complain^

We all are better''d by thy Rei^»,

What Reafon never can bejlow.

We to this ufefid PdJJion owe.

Love wakes the dull from jluggtfl} Eafe^.

And learns a Clown the Art to pleaje s

Humbles the vain, kindles the cold.

Makes Mifersfree, and Cowards bold»

^Jis he reforms the Sotfrom Drinky

And teaches airy Fops to think.

When full brute Appetite is fed,
"^

And choal^d the Glutton liesy and dgad

;

'

Thou new Spirits dofi difpenfe.

And fine*Ji thegrofs Delights of Senfe^

Vlrtue^s unconquerable Aid,

That againji Nature can perfuade
^

And makes a roving Mind retira 4
Within the Bounds ofjuji De/ire,

Chearer of Age^ Tvuth's kind Unrejf^

And half the Heaven of the bleji.

Gay-.
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Gay. Ah, fulia, Julia / if this foft Preparation

Were but to bring me to thy dear Embraces
;

What different Motions wou'd fuiround my Soul^

From what perplex it now ?

Enter Nymphs and Shepherds^ and dance,

[Then two dance alone. All go out but Pert and J
shepherd,

If thefe be Devils, they are obliging ones

;

I did not care if I veniur'd on that laft Female Fiend..

Man fings.

Ceafe your Wondery ceafe your Gmfs^
Whence arrives your happ'tnefs,

Ceafe your Wonder^ ceafe your PaWy
Human Fancy is in vain.

Chorus. "Tis enough, you once {hall find.

Fortune may to Worth be l(jnd
^
[gives him Gold«

Jind Love can leave off being bltnd.

Pert fings.

YoUy hefore you enter here

On thisfacred Ring mufifwear^ [Puts it on his

By the Figure which is round, finger, holds

Tour Pajfton conjiant and profound \ his Hand,
"By the Adamantine Stone

^

To be fixt to one alone :

By the Luflre, which is true,

Ne'er to brea\ your facred Vow,
Lafily, by the Gold that's trfd^
For Love all Dangers to abide*

They all dance about him, while thofe fame two fing.

Man. Once about him let us move,
7o confirm him true to Love, (bis-

Pert.
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Pert. Twice with myjiick turning Feety

Make him filent and difcreet, (bis.

Man. Thrice about him let us tread.

To keep him ever young in Bed, (bis.

Gives him another part.

Man. Vorget hmm-^^s proud Bifdain ;

Hafie here^ andftgh no more in vain^

The yoy of Love without the Pain.

Pert. That God repents his former Slights,

And Fortune thus your Faith requites.

Both. Forget Aminta*j proud Vifdain ;

Then tafie^ and figh no more in v&in^

The Joy of Love without the Pain^

The Joy of Love without the Pain,

[Exeunt all Dancers. Looks on himfelf, and feels about

him.

Gay. What the Devil can all this mean } If there be a

Woman in the Cafe fure 1 have not liv'd fo bad a

Life, to gain the dull Reputation of fo modeft a Coxcomb^

but that a Female might down with me, without all this

Ceremony. Is it care of her Honour ? that cannot

be__th{s Age affords none (o nice : Nor Fiend nor

Goddefs can fhe be, for thefe I faw were Mortal. No

—

'tis a Woman— 1 am pofitive. Not young nor hand*

fom, for then Vanity had made her glory to have been

feen. No_—fince *tis refolved, a Woman fhe

muft be old and ugly, and will not balk my Fancy with

her fight, but baits me more with this eflential Beauty.

'Well be /lie young or oldy Woman or Devil^

She pay s^ and VU endeavour to be civil.

SCENE
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SCENE in the fame Houfe. The flat

Scene cfthe HalL

After a Knocking, <?»/^r Bredwel in his mailing Hahit^

with his Viz.ard in the one Hand^ and a Light in

t'other^ in hajie.

"Bred* Hah, kjiocking fo late at our Gate

lOpens the door.

Enter Sir Peeble dre/l, and artn*d Cap-a-peCy with a

broad Wajie-Belt ftuck round with Pifiols, a Helmet^

Scarf, Buff-coat and half Pike,

Sir Teeb. How now, how now, what*s the matter

fcerc ?

Bred, Matter, what is my Lady's innocent Intrigue

found out ?—Heavens, Sir, what makes you here in this

warlike Equipage ?

Sir £eeL What makes you in this fhowing Equipage, Sir ?

Bred, I have been dancing among fome of my Friends.

Sir :Feeh, And I thought to have been fighting with

fome of my Friends. VHiere's Sir Cautious^ where*s Sic

Cautious ?

Bred, Sir Cautious Sir, in Bed,

Sir Feeb, Call him, call him quickly good Ed-

ward,
Bred, Sure my Lady's Frolick is betray'd, and he comes

to make Mifchief. However, I'll go and fecure Mr.

Gayman, [Exit Bredwel.

Enter Sir Cautious and Boy with Light,

Bick, Pray, Sir, go to Bed, here's no Thieves ; all's

ftiil and well.

Sir Cau, This laft Night's misfortune of mine, Bick^

has kept me waking, and methought all night, 1 heard a

kind of a filent Noife. I am ftill afraid of Thieves

;

mercy upon me to lofc five hundred Guineas at one clap,

Dick Hah blefs me I what's yonder ? Blow the

great Horn, Dick, .Thieves Murder, Murder 1^

Sir Feeb, Why, what a Pox are you mad ? *Tis 1, 'tis

J, man.
Sir CaH»
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Sir Can. I, who am I ? Speak—declare pro'
nounce.

Sir l?eeh. Your Friend, old 'Beehle Fainwou'd,
Sir Cau, How, Sir Feeble I At this late hour, and on

his Wedding- Night-—-why whai's the matter, Sir

is \i Peace or War with you ?

Sir Feebn A Miftake, a Milbke, proceed to the bud-
nefs, good Brother, for time is precious.

Sir Can, Some flrange Cataftrophe has happened be-

tween him and his Wife to Night, and makes him difturb

me thus—

—

lAfide,
Come, fit good Brother, and to the bufinefs as you

fay

[They fit one at one end of the Tabie^ the other at the

ether ; Dick fets down the Light and goes out-
loth fit gapmg and ftaring^ and expeH'mg when
either fi'ould [peak.

Sir Feeh, As foon as you pleafe, Sir. Lord, how
wildly he (lares ! He's much diflurb'd in's mind—

~

Well, Sir, let us be brief

Sir Cau. As brief ss you pleafe, Sir Well, Bro-
ther_

^ [PaufijigfiilL

Sir Feeb, So, Sir,

Sir Caii, How ftrangely he flares and gapes——fome
deep concern.

Sir Feeb, Hum hum
Sir Ca!4, 1 liilen to you, advance
Sir Feeb, Sir ?

Sir Cau. A very diftra£ted Countenance pray Hea-
ven he be not mad, and a young Wife is able to make an
old Fellow mad, that^s the Truth on't. \_Afitde,

Sir Feeb, Sure 'ds fomething of his Lady——.he's (o

loth to bring n out—I am forry you are thus difturb'd, Sir,

Sir Cau, No difturbance to ferve a Friend- i

S\v Feeb, I think 1 am your Friend indeed, Sir CaU'
tious^ or I wou*d not have been here upon my Wedding-
Night.

Sir C4«. His Wedding-Night——there lies hisGriefj

poor Heart « Perhaps fhe'has cuckolded iiim already

tAftde,

—Well
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—Well, come Brother—many fuch things are done

Sir leel^. Done —hum—come, out with it; Brother—

what troubles you to Night ?

Sir Cau, Troubles me—whv, knows he I am robb'd ?

Sir Feeh, I may perhaps reftore you to the Reft you ve

Joft.

SirC^;^. The Reft; why, have I loft more fince?

Why know you then who did it ? Oh how I'd be re-

veng'd upon the Rafcal ?

SivTeeb, 'Tis Jealoufy, the old Worm that

bites lAfide.

Who is it you fufpeft ?

Sir Cau, Alas, 1 know not whom to fufpeft, 1 wou*d

I did ; but if you cou*d difcover him- 1 wou'd fo

Twinge him.—
Sir -Feeb. I know him what, ^o you take me for

a Pimp, Sir > I know him there's your Watch again.

Sir ; rm your Friend, but no Pimp, Sir— {Rtfei in rage.

Sir Cau. My Watch ; I thank you. Sir-—but why
Pimp, Sir ?

Sir Feeb, Oh a very thriving Calling, Sir and I

have a young Wife to pradife with. 1 know your

Rogues,

Sir Cau, A young Wife ! Ms {o, his Gentlewoman

has been at Hot-Cockles without her Husband, and he's

horn-mad upon't. I fufpeded her being (o clofe in with

his Nephew in a fit with a Pox {Ajide,) Come,
come. Sir Teehle^ 'tis many an boneft Man's Fortune.

Sir Fteh, I grant it. Sir but to the bufinefs, Sir, I

came for.

Sir Cau. With all my Soul

[They fit gaping, and expelling when either Jhould

/peak.' Enter Bredwel and Cayman at the door,

Bredvvel fees them, and puts Cayman back again.

Bred. Hah Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautious there

what ftiall I do \ For this way we muft pafs, and to carry

hi n back wou'd difcover my Lady to him, betray all, and

fpoil the Jeft retire. Sir, your Life depends upon

your being unfeen. iGo out.

Sir Fm.
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Sir Feeh.r Well, Sir, do you not know that 1 am mar-

ried. Sir? and this my Wedding Ni^ht J

Sir Cau, Very good, Sir.

Sir Feeb, And that I long to be in bed ?
Sir Cau. Very well. Sir.

Sir Feeb, Very good, Sir, and very well. Sir whr
then what the Devil do I make here, Sir ? (Rtfes in a rasL

Sir Cau. Patience, Brother and forward.
Sir Teeb. Forward ! lend me your hand, good Brother •

let's feel your Pulfe ; how has this Night gone with you?
S\x Cat*, Ha, ha, ha—this is the oddeft Quonudriim-1

fure he^- mad—and yet now I think on't, 1 have not flept
to n.ghr, nor (hall 1 ever fieep again, till 1 have found
the Villam that robb'd me. {weeps,

^
Sir Veb. So, now he weeps—far gone this Laugh-*

mg and Weeping i$ a very bad fign \ Come, let me lead
you to your BeJ.

[Afide»
Sir Cred, Mad, Hark mad—no, now I'm up 'tis no

matter pray eafe your troubled Mind 1 am yout
friend out with it ^what, was it afted ? or but
defign'd \

Sir Feeh, How, Sir ?
Sir Cau, Be not afham'd, Vm under the fame Prs-

munire I doubt, little better than a but let that pafs.'
Sir Paeb, Have you any Proof ?

Sir Cau, Proof of what, good Sir ?

Sir Feeb. Of what \ why that you*re a Cuckold i Sir a
Cuckold, if you'll ha*t.

'

Sir Cau, Cuckold ! Sir, do ye know what ye fay ^

Sir Feeb, What I fay ?

Sir Cau, Ay, what you fay, can you make this out >

Sir Feeb, I make it out!

^
S'wCau, Ay, Sir, if you fay it, and cannot make

It out, you're a— «.

Sir Feeb, What am I, Sir? What am I ?
Sir Cau, A Cuckold as well as my felf, Sir ; and I'll fue

you for Scandalum Magnatum ; I /hall recover fwinging
Damages with a City-Jury.

Sir Feeb, I know of no fuch thing. Sir.

Sir Cau, No, Sir ?



An Alderman*s Bargain. 2 1
j

Sir 'Eeth, No, Sir.

Sir Cau. Then what wou'd you be at, Sir >

Sir Feeb, I be at, Sir ! what wou'd you be at, Sir >

Sir Cau, Ha, ha, ha—why this is the ftrangeft thing—
10 fee an old Fellow, a Magiftrate of the City, the firft

Night he's married, forfake his Bride and Bed, and come
arm'd Cap-a-pce, like Gargantua, to difturb another old

Fellow, and banter him with a Tale of a Tub ; and all to

be-cuckold him here .in plain Englijh, v.'hat's your
Bufinefs ?

Sir Feeb, Why, what the Devil's your BufineCs, and
you go 10 that ?

Sir Cau, My Bufinefs, with whom ?

Sir Feeb, With me, Sir, with me ; what a Pox do you
think I do here?

Sir Cau, *Tis that I wou'd be glad to know. Sir.

Enter Dick.

Sir Feeb, Here, Dick, remember I'vebrought back your
Matter's Watch ; next time he fends for me o'er Night,
1*11 come to him in the Morning.

Sir Cau, Ha, ha, ha, I fend for you ! Go home and
fleep Sir and and ye keep your Wife waking to fo

little purpofe, you'll go near to be haunted with a Vifion
of Horn.

Sir Feeb, Roguery, KnaVery, to keep me from my
Wife—Look ye, this was the Meilage I received.

[Tells him feemmgly.
Enter Bredwel to the Boor in a white Sheet like a, Ghoji^

Jpeaklng to Gayman who Jiands within.

Bred, Now, Sir, we are two to two, for this way you
muft pafs or be taken in the Ladyi's Lodgings—I'll

firft adventure out to make you pafs the fafer, and that

he may not, if poilibie, fee Sir Cautious^ whom 1 fhall

flight into a Trance, I am fure.

And Sir Feeble^ the Devil's in't if he know him. iAfide,

Gay, A brave kind Fellow this.

Enter Ercd\\e\ talking on as a Ghofl by them.

Sir Cau, Oh—undone, undone ; help help j I'm dead,

I'm dead, [Falls down on his Face^ Sir Feeble

jiaresy and Jiands ftilL

Bred,
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Bred. As I could wifh. {^Afids^

Come on thou ghaftly thing, and follow me.

Enter Gayman like a Gho(i^ with a Torch,

Sir Cau. Oh Lovd, oh Lord !

G<ay. Hah ] old Sir Feeble Fainwood—why where the

Devil am 1? 'Tis he; and be it where it will,

I'll fright the old Dotard for cozening my Friend of his

Miftrefs. ^Stalks on.

Sir Feeb» Oh guard me, guard me—all ye PowVs!
[Trembling,

Gay. Thou call'ft in vain, fond VTrctch—-for I am
Xelmourf

Whom fitji thou rohh'ft of Fame and Life^

And then what dearer was, his Wife,

[Goes outy (leaking his Torch at him.

Sir Cau, Oh Lord oh Lord !

Enter L. Fulbank in an undrefsy and Pert undreji,

L. Ftil. Heavens, what noife is this ? -So he's got

fafe out I fee hah, what thing art thou /

\_Sees Sir Feeble arm^d.

Sir Feeb, Stay, Madam, ftay—'tis I, a poor trembling

Mortal.

L. FhI Sir Feeble Fainwoud '.—-rife, are you both

mad?
Sir Cau. No, no,—Madam, we have feen the DeviL

Sir Feeb, Ay, and he was as tall as the Monument.

Sir Cau. Wrth Eyes 1 ke a Beacon—and a Mouth, Hea-

ven blefsus, like London Bridge at a full Tide.

Sir Feeb. Ay, and roav'd as loud,

L. Ful, Idle Fancies^ what makes you from your Bed ?

and you, Sir, from your Bride ?

Enter Dick with Sack,

Sir Feeb. Oh ! that's the bufinefs of another day, a

miftake only, Madam.

L. Ful. Away, I'm afham'd to fee wife Men fo weak ;

the Fantoms of the Night, or your own Shadows, the

Whimfeys of the Brain for want of Refl, or perhaps Bred-

ivel, your Man—who being wifer than his Mafter, play'd

you this Trick to fright you both to Bed.

Sir FeeL
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Sir leeh. Hum—adod, and that may be, for the youncr

Knave when he let rae in to Night, was dreft up for

fom6 Waggery
Sir Cai4. Ha, ha, ha, *iwas even fo, fure enough.

Brother

Sir Feeh. Ads bobs, but they frighted me at firft bafely

—but I'll home to Pupfey, there may be Roguery, as

well as here—Madam, 1 ask your Pardon, I fee we're
all midaken.

L. ffU, Ay, Sir leehle^ go home to your ^[(e,

[_Ex, fevemlly,

SCENE, I'he Street.

Enter Belmour at the doer, knocks, and enter to himfrom
the Houfe Phillis.

Phil, Oh are you come, Sir ? I'll ca^l my Lady down.
Be/. Oh hafte, the Minutes fly—leave all behind.

And bring Leticia only to my Arms, {A noife of People^

Hah what noife is that I 'Tis coming this way,
1 tremble with my fears—hah, Death and" the Devil,
'Tis he.

Enter Sir Feeble and his Men arrn'dy goes to the dcor^

knocks.

Ay, 'tis he, and I'm undone what (hall I do to kill

him now ? be fides, the Sin wou'd put me paft all hopes of
pardoning.

Sir Feeb, A damn'd Rogue to deceive me thus.

BeL Hah—fee, by Heaven Leticia, Oh we are ruin'd !

Sir Feeb, Hum^—what's here, two Women ?

[Stands a little of»
Enter Leticia and Phillis /tf/>/|y, undrejl, with a Box,
Let. Where are you, my beft Wifhes ? Lord of my

Vows—and Charmer ofmy Sou! ? Where are you ?

Bel. Oh, Heavens !—
. [Draivs his Sword half-way.

Sir Feeb, Hum, who's here ? My Gentlewoman "—

' file's monftrous kind of the fudden. But whom
is'c meant to ? [^^de.

Let. Give me your hand, my Love, my Life, my All—zMas I where are you ?

SkFeeB,
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Sir Feeh, Hum—no, no, this is not to me 1 am
jilted, cozen'd, cuckolded, and fb forth.—

{Gropingy fl)e takes hold of Sir Peeb,

Let, Oh, are you here ? indeed you frighted me with

your fllence—here, take thefe Jewels, and let us hafte

away.

Sir feeh. Hum—are you thereabouts, Miftrefs ? was I

fent away with a Sham- Plot for this !—She cannot mean
it to me, lAfide*

Let, Will you not fpeak ?—will you not anfwer me ?

—•do you repent already ?—before Enjoyment are you

cold and falfe ?

Sir Feeb, Hum, before Enjoyment—that muft be me.

Before Injoyment—Ay, ay, 'tis I— I fee a little Prolong-

ing a Woman's Joy, fets an Edge upon her Appetite.

[_Merrily,

Let, What means my Dear ? (hall we not hafte away ?

Sir Feeb, Hafte away I there 'tis again—No—*tis not

me fhe means; what, at your Tricks and Intrigues al-

ready ?— Yes, yes, 1 am deftin'd a Cuckold—
Let, Say, am I not your Wife ? can you deny me >

Sir Feeh, Wife! adod 'tis 1 fhe means 'tisl fhe

means

—

[ Merrily,

Let. Oh Belmour, Belmour*

[sir Feeb. Jlarts hackfrom her hands*

Sir Feeh, Hum—what's that

—

Belmour !

Let, Hah I Sir Feeble I—he would not, Sir, have us'd

me thus unkindly.

Sir Feeb, Oh—Fm glad *tis no wo^ff^—Belmour quoth

a ! I thought theGhoft was come again.

Phil, Why did you not fpeak, Sir, all this while ?—

=

my Lady weeps with your Unkindnef?.

Sir Feeh, I did but hold my peace, to hear how prettily

fhe prattled Love : But fags you are naught to think of a

young Fellow=—ads bobs you are now.

Let, I only fay—he wou'd not have been fo unkind to

me.
Sir Feeh, But what makes ye out at this hour, and with

thefe Jewels ?

*

Phil.
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PhH, Alas Sir, we thought the City was in Arms, andpackt up our things to fecure 'em, if there had been a ne-

cefllty for Fhght. For had they come toplunde.ing once

yolZt Sr '^^"""'' ^'^ ^'^^ Afdermens Vi":::

Sir FeeL Ads bob., and Co they would but therewas no Arms, nor Mutiny-where 's Francis ^
Bel, Here, Sir.

SirF..^. Here, Sir-.why, what a ftory you made of aMeetmg m the Hall, and-Arms, and—a il!!l!i^
Devil of any thing was ftirring, but a couple of old Fools'that fat gap,ng and waitmg for one another's bufinefr '

Bel, Such a MefTage was brought me, Sir.
Sir Feeb. Brought

! thou'rt an Afs, Francis h„,no more come, come, let's to bed.-JT '

Ler, To Bed, Sir! what by Day-light? for that',hafting on 1 wou'd not for the World-th. v u
wou'dhidemy Blufhes but thT d1 ^.'^^'
m. fee my felf in your Embraces

^^^-^ou'd let

JrFjp Embraces, in a Fiddleftick
; why are we not

Let, 'Tis true. Sir, and Time will make «,.
familiar with you, but yet my VirgirModlft. f IT'''''^
rii to I....'s^ Chamber^ the^N^h^wK^ a."n'^

'^•

Sn-Feeh. For once you fhall prevail- anJ u^ T'
Jant has pretty well mortified rl.T '

j^f'^ f"^^'^Mutiny Jr.../.—Come. I'll conduft thee to^'L-^"'"'and lock thee in, that I ma/ have thee fafe, R
" f

^^^'

mil gjve young Wenches leave to -whine afdhZTAnd
fly thofe Bleffin^s u^huh^ads hZVh.y tf'

Vol. III. K ACT
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AC T IV. S C E N E I.

Sir Feeble'i Houfe.

Enter I^^}Fulbank, Gayman/w^, gentl'j fulling her back

ly the hand \ and Ralph meets Urn,

I. Jul, TTOW now, Kalph Let your Ladyknow

XX I am come to wait on her. \_Exit Ralph.

Cay. Oh why this needlefs Vifit

Your Husband's fafe, at leaft till Evening fafe.

Why will you not go back.

And give me one foft hour, tho to torment me ?

L. F«/. You are at leifure now, I thank you, Sir.

Laft Night when I with all Love's Rhetorick pleaded.

And Heaven knows what laft Night might have produced,

You were engaged ! Falfe Man, I do believe it,

And I am fatisfied you love me not.

[Walks away in /corn*

Gay, Not love you !

Why do 1 wade my Youth in vain purfuit,

Negleaing Intereft, and defpifing Power ?

Unheeding and defpifing other Beauties.

Why at your feet are all my Fortunes laid,

And why does all my Fate depend on you ?

L. F«/. I'll not confider why you play the Fool,

Prefent me Rings and Bracelets; why purfue me ;

Why watch whole Nights before my fenfelefs Door,

And take fuch Pains to fhew your felf a Coxcomb.

Gay, Oh! why all this?

By all the Powers above, by this dear Hand,

And by this Ring, which on this Hand I place,

On which I've (worn Fidelity to Love
j

1 never had a Wiflior foft Defire

To any other Woman,
Since Julia fway'd the Empire of my Soul.

L. FuL



An Alderr/iarPs Bargain. 21 o
L. Tul. Hah, my own Ring I gave him laft night.

lAfidg.

Youi" Jewel, Sir, h rich :

Why do you part wiih things of (o much value.

So eaflly, and fo frequently ?

Gay. To ftrengthen the weak Arguments of Love.
L. Ful. And leave your felf undone I

Gay. Impoffibie, if I am bleft with J^ulia,

L. Ful. Love's a thin diet, nor will keep out Cold.
You cannot fatisfy your dunning Taylor,

To cry 1 am in Love !

Tho poffible you may your Semftrefs.

Gay. Does ought about me fpeak fuch Poverty ?

L. Ful. I am forry that it does not, fince to maintain
this Gallantry, 'tis faid you ufe bafe means, below a Gen-
tleman.

Gay. Who dares but to imagine ft is a Rafcal, a Slave,
below a beating what means my J^ulia P

L. Fill. No more difTembling, I know your Land h
gone 1 kno.v each Circumftance of all your Wants

;
therefore as e'er you hope that 1 fhotild love you ever,
tell me where 'twas you got this Jewel, Sir.

Gay. Hah 1 hope 'tis no ftol'n Goods
; [Afide,

Why on the fudden all this nice examining ?

L. Ful. You trifle with me, and I'll plead no more.
Gay. Stay why 1 bought it, Madam
L. Ful, Where had you Money, Sir ? You fee I am no

Stranger to your Poverty.

Gay. This \s ftrange perhaps it \s a fecret.

L. Ful. So is my Love, which fliall be kept from you.

\pjfers to go.
Gay. Stay, Julia^yoMx Will {hall be obey'd, IStghmg.

Tho I had rather die than beobedienr,

Becaufe 1 know you'll hate me when 'tis told.

L. Ful. By all my Vows, let it be what it will,

It ne'er fliall alter me from loving you.
Gay, 1 have—of late—'been tempted— ^

With Prefents, Jewels, and large Sums of Gold.
"*

L. Ful. Tempted ! by whom ?

Gay, The Devil, for oui^ht I know.
^^ 2 L, F«;.
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L. Ful, DefenJ me Heaven ! the Devil?

I hope you have not made a Contraft with hi'm.

Gay. No, tho in the Shape of Woman ic appear'd.

L. Ful. Where met you with it ?

Gay. By M.igick Art I was conduced—I know not how,

To an inchanted Palace in the Clouds,

Where 1 was fo attended-

Young dancing, finging Fiends innumerable.

L. Ful. Imaginat'on all !

Gay. But for the amorousT)evil, the old Proferpine*-^

L. F«/. Ay, Qie what faid fhe ?

Gay, Not a word: Heaven be prais'd, l"he was a filent

Pevil but fhe was laid in a Pavilion, all form'd of

oilded Clouds, which hung by Geometry, whither I was

conveyed, after much Ceremony, and laid in Bed with

her ; 'where with much ado, and trembling with my

PeaiS'— 1 forc'd my Arms about her.

L. tul. And fure that undeceiv'd him. [_Jfide,

Gay. But fuch a Carcafe 'twas—deliver me—fo lliri-

vel'd, lean and rough -a Canvafs Bag of wooden

Ladies were a better Fed-Fellow.

L. Ful. Now tho 1 know that nothing is more diflanc

than I from fuch a Monfter yet thisangers me.

Death! cou'dycu love me, and fubmit to this ?

Gay. 'Twas that firft drew me in.

The tempting Hope of Means to conquer you,

Wou'd put me upon any dangerous Enterprize :

Were 1 the Lord of all the Univerfe,

1 am fo loft in Love,

Por one dear Night to clafp you in my Arms,

yd lavlHi all that World—then die with Joy.

L. Ful. 'Slife, after all to feem deform'd, old, ugly—

Gay. I knew you would be angry wheS you heard it.

[He purfues her in a fu^mijfive pofture,

Fn.'er Sir Cautious, Bearjeft, Noifey a^d Bredwel.

whar's here ?—my baxlv with tl
Sir C4«. How, whar's here ?—my b^y with the

Sp<irk that courted her laft Night ? huW-with her

aoain fo foon?—Wei!, this Impudence and Importunity

undoes more City-Wives than all their unmerc{%ji Finery

Gay,
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Gay. Bur, Madnm—
L. F«/. Oh here's my Husband—you'd beft tell him

your Story—.what makes him here (o foon ?— \^
Angry,

Sir Cau. Me his Story ! I hope he will not te'.l me
he'as a mind to cuckold me.

Gay. A Devil on him, what fball I fay to him ?

L. Tul. What, fo excellent at Intritjues, and {^i dull at

an Excu'eP [^Ajide,

Gay. Yes, Madam, 1 fhall tell him

Enter Belmour,

L. Vul.— Is m.y Lady at lUfure tor a Vifit, Sir ?

Bel, Always to receive your Ladyfhip. \^She goes aut.

Sir Cau. V7ith me. Sir, wou'd you fpeak ?

Gay. With you S;r, if your name be 'F>ilbar,k.

-Sir Cau, Plain tulbank ! methinks you might have

had a Sirreverence under your GirJIe,- Sir, I am honouied

with another Title, Sir

—

\^Goes talking to the refi.

Gay. With many, Sir, that very w^ell becomes you-

—

IPmUs him a little afidt,

I've fomething to deliver to your Ear.

Sir Cau. So, i'll behang'd if he do not tell me, I'm .1

Cuckold now ; I fee ft in his Eyes. My Ear, Sir ! Id
have you to know I fcorn any man's fecrets, Sir ^—for

ought i know you may whifper Treafon to me, Sir. Pox
on him, how handfom he is, I hate the fight of the young
Sr all ion. \_Afide,

Gay. I wou'd not be fo uncivil, Sir, before all this

Company.
Sir C^«. Uncivil !— Ay, ay, 'tis fo, he cannot be con-

tent to cuckold, but he muft tell me fo too.

Gay. But fince you will have it. Sir—you are—a Rafl

ca!—a moft notorious Villain, Sir, d'ye hear

—

Sir Cau, Yes, yes, I do hear—and am glad 'tis no
worfe. [^Laughing,

Gay. Griping as Hell—and as infatiable worfe than
a Brokering Jew, not all the Twelve Tribes harbour fuch

2 damn'd Extortioner.

Sir Cau, Pray under favour, Sir, who are you ?

{^Pulling offhis Hat*
Gay. One whom thou haft undone

K 3 ^irCau.
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Sir Cau. Hum—I'm glad of that however.

[Ajide fmilwg*
Gay, Racking me upto a fiarving W^ant and Mifery,

Then took advantages to ruin me.
Sir Can, So, and he'd revenge it on my Wife——

.

\^jifide finiimg.

Cay, Do not you know one Wajleall^ Sir ?

£»/^r Ralph with Wine, fets it on a Table,

%\v Cau, Wafieall ha, ha, ha—-if you are any
Friend to that poor Fellow you may return and tell

Mm, Sir—d'ye hear—that the Mortgage of two hundred
pound a Year is this day our, and I'll not bait him an
hour, Sir—ha, ha, ha—what, do you think to hedov:

civil Magiftrates ?

Gay, Very well. Sir, and is this your Confcience ?

SirC4«. Confcience! what do you tell me of Con-
fcience ? Why, what a noife is here as if the undoing
a young Keir were fuch a Wonder

f
ods fo I've undone

a hundred v/ithout half this ado.

Gay, I do believe thee—and am come to tell you —
I'll be none of that Number—for this Minute I'll go and
redeem it .and free my felf from the Hell of your
Indentures.

Sir Cau, How, redeem it ! fure the Devil muft help

him then.—Stay, Sir (lay -Lord, Sir, what need

you put your felf to that trouble ? your Land h in fafe

hands, Sir ; come, come, fit down—and let us take a

Glafs of Wine together. Sir

Bel. Sir, my fervice to you. [Drinks to him.

Gay. Your Servant, Sir. Wou'd I cou'd come to

fpeak to Beimour^ which 1 dare not do in publick, left

I betray him, 1 long to be refolv'd where 'twas Sir Tee-

hie was laft night. if it were he by which I

might find out my invifible Miflrefs,

Jsloi, Noble Mr. Wafieall

{Salutes him^ fo does Bearjeft.

Bel, Will you pleafe to fit. Sir ?

Gay, I have a little bufinefs. Sir—but anon I'll wait

on you—your Servant, Gentlemen—I'll to Crap the

Scrivener'5. \Goes out.

Sir Cau*
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Sir Cau. Do you know this Wajleall, Sir "i

[To Noifej^

Koi, Know him, Sir ! ay, too well—
Bear. The World's well mended with him, Captain,

fince I loft my Money to him and you at the George in

White-'Er'^ers,

Not. Ay, poor Fellow he's fometimes up, and

fometimesdown, as the Dice tavour him

Bear. Fai:h and that's pity •, but how came he Co fine

o'th' fudden ? 'Twas but laft week he borrowed eighteen

pence of me on his Wafte-Belt to pay his Dinner at an

Ordinary.

Bel. Were you To cruel, Sir, to take it ?

Not, We are not ail one Man's Children ; faith, Sir,

we are here to day, and gone to morrow
Sir Cau. I fay 'twas done like a wife Man, Sir • but

under favour. Gentlemen, this Wafieall is a Rafcal

Noi, A very Rafca^, Sir, and a m^ft dangerous Fellow
•

—

hecul'Ies in your Prentices 2nd Cafliiers to play—which

ruins fo many o'th* young Fiy i'th' City

—

Sir Cau. Hum—does he fo—d'ye hear that, Edward r

Noi, Then he keeps a private Prefs, and prints youi'

Atnjierdam and Leyden Libels.

Sir Cau. Av, and makes 'em too, I'll warrant him
j

a dangerous Fel ow
Noi. Sometimes he begs for a lame Soldier with a

wooden Leg.

Bear, Sometimes, as a blind Man, fells Switches in

New- Market Road.

Noi. At other times he runs the Country like a Gipfey

tells Fortunes and robs Hedges, when he's out of

Linen.

Sir Caf4. Tells Fortunes too !—nay, I thought he dealt

with the Devil Well, Gentlemen, you are all wide o'

this Matter for to tell you the Truth he deals with

the Devil, Gentlemen .otherwife he could never have
redeemed his Land. \^Ajide^

Bel, How, Sir, the Devil !

Sir Cau, I fay the Devil ; Heaven blefs every wife

Man from the Devil.

K 4. Bear,
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Bear. The Devil, fha ! there's no fuch Animal in Na-

ture : I rather think he pads.

Noi. Oh Sir, he has not Courage for that ^but he's
an admirable Fellow at your Lock.

Sir Cau, Lock ] My Study-Lock was pickt—I be"in
to fufped him .

^

Bear, I faw him once open a Lock with the Bone of a
Breaft of Mutton, and break an Iron Bar afunder with
the Eye of a Needle.

Sir Cau, Prodigious ! well I fay the Devil ftill.

Enter Sir Feeble.

Sir Feeh, Who's this talks of the Devil ?—a Pox of the

Devil,

I fay, thislaft night's Devil has fo haunted me
Sir Cau, Why have you Ccen it fince, Brother ?

SirF^^^, In Imagination, Sir.

Bel, How, Sir, a Devil ?

Sir FeeL Ay, or a Ghoft.

Bel, Where, good Sir ?

Bear. Ay, Vv'here ? I'd travel a hundred Mile to fee a

Ghoft.^ ,

Bel, Sure, Sir, 'twas Fancy.

Sir Feeb, If 'twere a Fancy, 'twas a ftrong one ; and
Ghofts and Fancy are all one if they can deceive. 1 tell

you—if ever I thought in my Life —I thought I faw a

Ghoft—Ay and a damnable impudent Ghoft too ; he

faid he was a a Fellow here they call Belmour,

Bel, How, Sir !

Bear. Well, I wou'd give the world to fee the Devil,

provided he were a civil aftable Devil, fuch an one as

WafieaWs Acquaintance is

Sir Can, He can fhow bim too foon, it may be. I'm

fure as civil as he is, he helps him to fteal my Gold, I

doubt and to be fure Gentlemen, you fay he's a

Gamefter 1 defire when he comes anon, that you

wou'd propofe to fport a Dye, or fo—and we'll fall to

play for a Teafter, or the like—and if he fetsany Money,

I ftiall go near to know my own Gold, by fome remark-

able Pieces amongft it 5 and if he have it, I'll hang him,

and then all his fix hundred a Year will be my own,^ which

1 have in Mortgage. Bear,
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Bear. Let the Captain and I alone to top upon him

—

mean time, Sir, I have brought my Mufick, to entertairt

my Miftrefs with a Song.

Sir Feeb, Take your own methods, Sir they are

at leifure—while we go drink their Heahhs wnchin^

Adod I long for night, we are not half in kelter, this

damn'd Ghoft will not out of my Head yet.

[Exeunt all but Belmour.

Bel. yah—a Ghoft ! what can he mean ? A Ghoft, and

Belmour's !

—Sure my good Angel, or my Genius,

In pity oF my Love, and of Le/ic/^—

Eut fee Leticia comes, but ftill attended

—

Enter Leticia, Lady Fulbank, Diana,

.Remember oh remember to be true ?

[u^/ide to her, paljing by goes out,

L. Ful. I was fick to know with what Chriftian Pa-

tience you bore the Martyrdom of this Night.

Let, As thofe condemn'd bear the laft Hour of Life.

A fhort Reprieve I had and by a kind Miftake,

JDiaaa only was my Bedfellow [}Veeps^

Via. 1 wifh for your Repofe you ne*er had feen my
Father. [Weeps,

Ltt- And fo do I, I fear he has undone me
JD;^. And me, in breaking of his word with Bred'^-

we I

L. FuL So as Tr'incolo fays, wou'J you were

both iiang'd for me, for putting me in mind of my Huf-

band. for 1 have e'en no better luck than either oi

you —
1 Let cur two Fates warn your approaching one ;

I love young Bredue!^ and muft plead for him.

I>ia, I know his Virtue juftifies my Choice :

But Pride and Modefty forbids 1 fhou'd unlov'd purfue

hioi.

Lei. Wrong not my Brother fo, who dies for you—

—

Dia. Cou'd he fo eafily fee me given away.

Without a Sigh at parting ?

Por ali the day a Calm was in his Eves,

And unconcern'd he look'd and talk'd to me;
K 5

Ifi
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In dancing never preft my willing Hand,
Nor with a fcorntul Glance reproacli'd my Falfhood.

Let, Believe me, that DilTembling was his Mafter-piece.

Via. Why fhould he fear, did not my Father promife
him ?

Let, Ay, that was in his wooing time to me :

But now 'tis ail forgotten [^Mujick at the door,

J^fter ivhirh enter Bearjefl: ^w^Bredwel.
L. Ful, How now, Coufin ! Is this high piect of Gal-

lantry from you ?

Bear. Ay, Madam, I have not travelM for nothing—
L. Ttil. I find my Coufin \s refoiv'd to conquer, he

afiails with ail his Artillery of Charms ; we'll leave him to

his fijccefs, Madam. \_Ex, Leticia and L. Fulbank.

Bear. Oh Lord, Madam, you oblige loolc iVe^,

VOU had a mind to have a full view of my Miftrefs, Sir,

and here ^nz is. [He Jlands gazing.

Go, falute her———look how he ftands now ; what a

fneaking thing is a Fellow who has never traveKd and (ttn

the World ! Madam this \s a very honeft

Triend of mine, for all he looks fo fimply.

D'la. Come, he fpeaks for you. Sir.

Bear. He Madam ! tho he be but a Banker's Prentice,

Madam, he's as pretty a Fellow of his Inches as any i'th'

City————he has made love in Dancing-Schools, and to

Ladies of Quality in the middle Gallery, and fhali joke ye

and repartee with any Fore- man within the Walls

prithee to her and commend me, I'll give ihee

a new Point Crevat.

Dia. He looks as if he cou'd not fpeak to me.

:Bear, Not fpeak to you ! yes, Gad Madam, and do

any thing to you too.

Dta. Ave you his Advocate, Sir? iln fcorn.

Bear, For want of a better

[Stands behind h'lm^ pujhing him on,

Bred. An Advocate for Love I am.

And bring you fuch a MefTage from a Heart- »

Bear. Meaning mine, dear Madam.
Bred. That when you hear it, you will pity it.

Bear. Or the Devil's in her
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D;4, Sir, I have many Reafons to believe.

It is my Fortune you purfue, not Perfon.

Bear. There is fomething in that, I mud confers.

[Behind kwj. ,

But fay what you will, Ndd.

Bred, May all the Mifchiefs of defpairing Love

pall on me if it be.

Bear . That's well enough

—

Bred. No, were you born an humble Village-Maid,

That fed a Flock upon the neighbouring Plain

;

With all that fnining Vertue in your Soul,

By Heaven I wou'd adore you—love you—wed you—

Tho the say World were loft by fuch n Nuptial.
^

[Bear, loohs on him, .

ihis I wou'd do, were I my Friend the Squire.

[ Recoileding

Bear. Ay, if you were me—you might do what you

pleased; but I'm of another mind.

Via. Sbou'd 1 confenr, my Father is a Man whom In-

tereft fways, not Honour; and whatfoever Promifes

he'as made you, he means to break 'cm ail, and 1 ana

deftin'd to another.

Bear, How, another—his Name, his Name, Madam

—

here's l<led and I fear ne'er a fingle Man i'lh' Nation,

Vi^hat is he -what is he ?

Du. A Fop, a Fool, a beaten Afs—a E'ockhead.

Bear. VX'hat a damn'd Qiame's this, that Women fhou'd

be facrif^ced to Fools, and Fops muft run away wi:h

Heirefies whiift we Men of Wit and Parts drefs and

6!^^\ct, and cock and travel for nothing but to be tams

Keeper?.

Dia. But I, by Heaven, will never be that Victim " .

But where my Soul is vow'd, 'tis fix'd for ever.

'Bred. Are you refolv'd, are you conflrm'd in this ?

Oh my Diana^ fpeak it o'er again.

Runs to her^ and emhraisi her<,

Blefs me, and make me happier than a Monarch.

Bear. Hold, hold, dear .v^/.-'—that's my parr, I take is.

Bred. Your Pardon, Sir, 1 had forgot my felf.

—But lime is fhori—what's to bs done in ihis^?

Biar
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Bear. Done ! I'l! enter the Houfe with Fire and Sworcf,
d'ye fee, not that I care this—but I'll not be fob'd ofF—
what, do they take me for a Fool an Afs ?

Bred. Madam, dare you run the risk of your Father's

Dfrpleafure, and run away with the Man you love?
Dia, With ail my Soul——

—

B.ar. That's hearty—and we'll do't

—

Ned^n^ I here—
and I love an Amour with an Adventure in't, like Amad'n
de Gaul—Harkye, Ned^ get a Coach and fix ready to

night when 'tis dark, at the back Gate
Bred, .^^nd I'll get a Parfon resdy \n my Lodging, to

which I have a Key thro the Garden, by which we may
pafs unfeen.

Bear. Good Mun here's Company
Enter Gayman -with his Hat and Money m't, Sir Cau-

tious in a rage, -Sir Feeble, Lady Fu'bank, Leticia^

Captain Noifey, Belmour.

Sir Cau. A hundred Pound loft already ! Oh Cox-
combj old Coxcomb, and a wife Coxcomb to turn

Prodigal at my Years, why I was bewitcht !

Sir Feeb, Shaw, 'twas a Frohck, Sir, I have loft a hun-

dred Pound as well as you. My Lady has loft, and your

Lady has loO, and the reft what, old Cows will kick

fometimes, what's a hundred Pound?
Sir Cau^ A hundred Pound ! why 'i\s a funn. Sir—

a

ium—why what the Devil did I do W'th a Box and Dice !

L.Ful. Why, you made a fhift to lo^e. Sir ? And
whert's the harm of that ? We iiave loft, and. he has

won ; anon it may be your Fonune,

Sir Cau. Av, but he could never do it fairly, that's

certain. Three hundred Pound ! why how came you to

vAn Co unmercifully, Sir ?

Gay, Oh the Devil will not lofe a Gamefter of me, you
fee. Sir.

S'.r CaN, The Devil!. mark that, Gentleman

Bear. The Rogue has damn'd luck fure, he has got a

Fly

Sir Cau. And can you have the Confcience to carry

away ail our Money, Sir ?

Cay,



An AldermnrPs Bargain. 229
Gaj, Mofl- alTuredly, unlefs you have the courage to

retrieve ir. I'll fet it at a Throw, or any way : what fay

you. Gentlemen ?

Sir ¥eeh, Ods bobs you young Fellows are too hard

for us every way, and I'm engag'd at an old Game with a

new Gamefter here, who will require all an old Man's
ftock.

L. Ful. Come, Coufin, will you venture a Guinea I

Come, Mr, Bredwel.

Gay. Well, if no body dare venture on me, Pll fend

away my CaGi— l^They all go to pb.y at the Table^ but
Sir Cau. Sir Feeb. and Gay.

S\t Cai4, Hum—muftitall go ? ,a rare fum, if a
Man were but fure the Devil wou'd ftand Neuter now

—

—Sir, I wi(h 1 had any thing but ready Money to ftake ;

three hundred Pound a fine Sum I

Gay. You have Moveables, Sir, Goods Commo-
dities

Sir C^«. That's all one. Sir; that's Money's worth.

Sir : but if 1 had any thing that were worth nothing

Gay, You wou'd venture it,—I thank you, Sir,—

1

wou'd your Lady were worth nothing

SiiCau. Why, fo, Sir?

Gay, Then 1 wou'd fee all this againft that Nothing,
Sir Cau, What, fet it againft my Wife?
Gay, Wife, Sir ! ay, your Wife,

Sir Cau, Hum, my Wife againft three hundred Pounds

'

What all my Wife, Sir >

Gay, Ail your Wife ! Why, Sir, fome part of her wou'd
ferve my turn.

Sir Cau. Hum—my Wife—why, if I (hou'd lofe, he
cou'd not have the Impudence to take her. [^Jfide,

Gay, Well, I find you are not for the Bargain, andfo
I put up

Sir Can. Hold, Sir—why fo hafty—my Wife ? no—

.

put up your Money, Sir what, lofe my Wife for three

hundred Pounds !

Gay. Lofe her. Sir ! why, fhe fhall be never the

WOrfe for my wearing. Sir- the old covetous Rogue is

confiderin^
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confidering on't, I think—What fay you to a Night ?

I'll fet It to a Night—there's none need know it, Sir.

Sir Cau. Hum a Night !—three hundred Pounds
for a Night! why what a lavifh Whore-mafter's this!

We rake Money to marry our Wives, but very feldom

part with 'em, and by the Bargain get Money—For a

Night, fay you?—Gad if 1 Oiou'd take ihe Rogue at his

word, 'twou'd be a pure Jeft. iAfide*

Sir Feeb, You are not mad, Brother.

Sir Cau, No, but i'm wife ^and vhat'sas good ; let

me confider.

Sir leeb. What, whether you fina'il be a Cuckold or

not ?

Sir Cau. Or lofe three hundred Pounds confTder

that, A Cuckold !—why, 'tis a word—an empty ibund

—'tis Breath
—

'tis Air
—

'tis nothing ; but three hun-

dred Pounds—Lord, what will not three hundred Pounds

do ? You may chance to be a Cuckold for no'hing. Sir

—

Sir Teeb, It may be fo. but fhe fhall do't difcreetly

then.

Sir Cau, Under favour, you're an Afs, Brother
; this

U rhe difcreeteft way of doing it, I take it.

Su- Feeb. But wou'd aVv'ife man expofe his Wife?
SrC<j«. Why, Cato was a wifer Man than I, and he

lent his Wife to a young Fellow they cali'd Hortenfms^ as

ftory fays;' and can a wife Man have a better Precedent

than Cato /

Sir leeb, I fay, Cato was an Afs, Sir, for obliging

any young Brogue of 'em all.

Sir Cau, But 1 am of Cato's mind. Well, a flngle

Night you fay.

Oa^, A fingle Nighr to have to hold

pofTefs and (o forth, ac difcretion.

Sir Cau. A Night . I fhall have her (^k and

found i'th' Morning.

Sir Feeb, Safe, no doubt cn't but how found.

Ga'j. And for Non- performance, you fhall pay me
three hundred Pounds, IM forfeit zs. much if 1 tell

Sir Cau. Tell ? why make your three l.undred

pounds fix hunured, and let it be put in:o the Gazet^ if

you will, Man.—But is't a Bargain : Gay,
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1

Cay. Done -Sir Teeble fhall be witnefsi i..

and there ftands my Hat.

[Puts down his Hat cf Money^ and each of \m
take a Box and Bice, and kneel on the Stage^

the reji come about *em.

Sir Can. He that comes firft to One and thirty wins

—

[They throw and counts

L. F«/. What are you playing for ?

Sir Feek, Nothing, nothing' but a Trial of Skill

between an old Man and a Young and your Lady^

fiiip is to be Judge.

L. F«/. 1 fhall be partial, Sir.

Sir Can. Six and five's Eleven

[_Throw5^ and pulls the Hat towards him.

Gay. Cater Tray Pox of the Dice-

Sir Can, Two fives— one and twenty — .

[Sets upy pulls the Hat nearer.

Gay. Now, Luck Doublets oF fixes nineteen.

Sir Cau. Five and four thirty

[Draws the Hat to him.

Sir leeb. Now if he wins if, Til fwear he has a Fly

indeed
—

'tis impoffible without Doublets of fixes.

Gay, Now Fortune fmik—and for the future frown.

[Throws*

Sir Capi. Hum——two fixes

\_Rifes and Loo\s dolefully round.

L. Fid. How now ? what's the matter you look fij like

an Af5, what have you loft ?

Sir Cau, A Bauble a Bauble 'tis not for what

I've loft_—^but becaufe I have not v^'on——

Sir Veeb, You look very fimple, Sir—what think you of

Cato now ?

Sir Cau, A wife Man may have his failings

—

L. Tul What has my Husband loft ?—
Sir Cau, Only a fmall parcel of Ware that lay dead

upon my hands, Sweet-hearr.

Gay. But 1 fhall improve 'em, Madam, Til warrant

you.

L. F«/. Well, fince 'tis no worfe, bring in your fine

Dancer, Coufin, you fay you brought to entertain your

Miftrefs
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Miftrefs with. [Bearjeft goes out.

Gay, Sir, you'll take care to fee me paid to Night ?

Sir Cau. Well, Sir—but my Lady, you muft know,

Sir, has the common frailties of her Sex, and will refufe

what fhe even longs for, ifperfuaded to't by me.

Gay, 'Tis not in my Bargain to follicit her. Sir, you are

to procure her—or three hundred pounds, Sir; chufeyou

whether.

Sir Cau. Procure her ! with all my foul, Sir : alas,

you miftake my honed meaning, I fcorn to be fo unjuft

as not to fee you a-bed together ^ and then agree as well

as you can, 1 have done my part—In order to this. Sir

—

oet but your felf conveyed in a Cheft to my houfe, with a

direftion upon't for me j and for the reft

Gay. I underftand you.

—

Sir Fceb, Ralph, get fupper ready.

Enier Bear, wiih Dancers ; all go out hut Sir Cautiou?.

Sir Cau, Well, I muft break my Mind, if poflible, to

my Lady—but if fhe fhou'd be refraftory now and

make me pay Three hundred Pounds why fure fhe

won't have fo little Grace—Three hundred Pounds fav'd,

is three hundred pounds got—by our account Cou'd

All

Who of this Ctty-PriviUge are free,

Hope to be paidfor Cuckoidom like me ;

Th* unthnving Merchant, whom gray Hair adorns^

Before all Ventures woudenfure his Horns
;

Tor thus, while he but lets /pare Rooms to hire.

His Wife's crack'd Crsd'it keeps his own entire,.

ACT
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ACT. V. SCENE I.

Sir Cautious bis Houfe.

Enter Eelmour alone^ fad,

BeL ^"'HE Night is come, oh my Leticia !

X The longing Bridegroom haftensto his Bed
j

Whilft fhe with all the languifhment of Love,

And fad Defpair, calls her fair Eyes on me,

Which filently implore, I would deliver her.

But how ! ay, there's the Queftion—hah— lPaufing»

I'll get my felf hid in her Bed-chamber

—

And fomething I will do——may ferve us yet

If all my Arts fhould fail—I'll have recourfe

[Draws a dagger.

To this and bear LetkiaoSh) force.

But fee fhe comes

^,nter Lady Fulbank, Sir Cautious, Sir Feeble, Leticia,

Bearjeft, Noifey, Gayman. Exit Belmour.

Sir Feeb, Lights there, Ral. h.

And my Lady's Coach there— [Bearjeft gees to Gayman.

Bear. Well, Sir, remember you have promifed to grant

me my diabolical requeft, in (hewing me the Devil

Ga'^* I will not fail you. Sir.

L. F«^. Madam, your Servant ; I hope you'll fee no

more Ghofts, Sir Feeble.

Sir Feeb. No more of that, I befeech you, Madam

:

Prithee, Sir Cautious^ take away your Wife Madam,

your Servant lAll go out after the Light,

, -Come, Lette^ Lette \,
haflen Rogue, haften to thy

Chamber ; away, here be the young Wenches coming—
[Puts her out, he goes out.

Enter Diana, puts en her Hood and Scarf*

Via. So—they are gone to Bed ; and now for Bred"

^,gl. the Coach waits, and I'll t.ike this opportunity.

Father farewell -if you diflike my courfe^

Blame the old rigid Cufloms oj your Force,

[Goes out.

SCENE,
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SCENE, A Bed-chamber,

Enter Sir Feeble, Leticia, and Phillis.

Lef^ Ah, Phillisl I am fainting with my Peni'j,

Haft thou no comfort for me ? [He undreJJ'es to his G^U7/»
Sir Feeh, Why what art doing there—fiddle fadlins—

adod you young Wenches are fo loth to come to ^but
when your hands in, you have no mercy upon us poor
Kusbands,

Let. Why do you talk Co, Sir ?

Sir Feeb. Was it anger'd at the Fool's Prattle ? turn a
me, turn a-me, Til undrefs h^ eifags I will—Rosuy.

Let. You are To wanton, Sir, you make me b'ufhl-
I will not go to bed, unlefi you'll promife roe -

Sir Feel;. No bargaining, 'my little Hufley—what you*!!

tis my hands behind me, will 3*ou ? [^She goes to the Table,
Let. What fhall 1 do ? ailift me gentle Maid,

Thy Eyes methinks put on a little hope.
Phil. Take Courage, Madam you guefs right—-«.

be confident.

Sir Feeb. No whifpering. Gentlewoman—and putting
Tricks into her head ; that fhall cheat me of another
Night Look on that filly little round Chitty-face—
look on thofe fmiling roguifli loving Eyes there look
< lock how they laugh, twire, and tempt he
Rogue——I'll bufs 'em there, and here, and every
where Ods bobs—av/ay, this is fooling and fpoiling of
a Man's ftomacb, with a bit here, and a bit there to
Bed to Bed.

[As
J}}2

is at the Toilet, he looks over her JJjoulder,

and fees her Face in the Glafs,

Let. Go you firft. Sir, 1 will but ftay to fay my Pray-
ers, which are that Heaven wou'd deliver me. [Afide.

Sir Feeb. Say thy Prayers !- .What, art thou mad !

Prayers upon thy Wedding-night ! a fhort Thankfgiving
cr fo but Prayers quoth a 'Sbobs you'll have time
enough fox that, 1 doubt .

Let,
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Let, I am afhamM to undrcfs before you, Sir ; go to

Eed^.
Sir Beeb, What, was it aOiam'd to fhewits little white

Foots, and its little round Bubbies- well, I'll go, I'll

go. .1 cannot think on'r, no 1 cannot

—

[Qohg toivards the Bed, Belmour comes forth from

between the Curtams, his Coat off, his Shirt

bloody, a Dagger in his handy and his Vifgutfe off*

"Bel, Stand

Sir leeb. Ah '

. Let, and Phil, fqueak Oh Heavens! why, is it

Behnour ? [Afide to Phil.

Bel, Go not to Bed, I guard this facred Place,

And the Adulterer dies that enters here.

Sir Feeb, Oh—v»^hy do I fhake \ fure I'm a Man,

what are thou ?

Bel. I am the wrong'd, the loft and murder*d Belmour,

Sir Feeb, Q Lord ! it is the fame 1 faw laft night—Oh

!

—hold thy dread Vengeance—pity me, and hear me—

-

Oh! aParfon—a Parfon—what fhall I do Ob!

where fhall I hide my felf ?

Bel. WW utmoft Borders of the Earth I'll find thee —
Seas (liall not hide tbee, nor vaft Mountains guard thee;

Even in the depth of Hell I'll find thee out.

And la(h thy fiicny and adulterous Soul.

Sir Fecb. Oh ! I am dead, I'm dead ; will no Repen-

tance fave me ? 'iwas that young Eye that tempted me
to fin ; Oh I

Bel, See, fair Seducer, what thou'ft made me do ;

Look on tkis bleeding Wound, it reach'd my Heart,

To pluck my dear tormenting Image thence.

When News arriv'd that thou hadft broke thy Vow.
Sir Feeb. Oh Lord ! oh ! I'm glad he's- dead tho.

Let. Oh hide that fatal Wound, my tender Heart faints

with a Sight fo horrid !
[Seems to weep.

Sir Feeb, So, Ihe'll clear her felf, and leave me in the

Devil's Clutches.

Bel, You've both offended Heaven, and muft repent or

die.

Sir Fseh
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Sir ¥eeb,^ Ab, I do confefs I was an oid Fool, bewftcht
with Beauty, befotred with Love, and do repent moft
heartily.

BeU No, you had rather yet go on in fin :

Thou wou'dft live on, and be a baffled Cuckold.
Sir Feeb. Oh, not for the World, Sir ! I am convinc'd

and mortifi'd.

Bel. Maintain her fine, undo thy Peace to pleafe her,
and ftlll be Cuckol'd on, believe her, truft her and be
Cuckol'd fiii).

Sir Teeb, I fee my Folly and my Age's Dotage—
and find the Devil wns m n:e yet fpare my A"c°
ah! fpare ma to repent.

BeL If thou repentTr, renounce her, fly her fi^ht ;

Shun her bewitching Charms, as thou wou'dft Hell,
Thofe dark eternal Manfions of the dead
Whither I muft defcend.

Sir leeb. Oh—wou'd he were gone I

—

Bel Fly—be gone— depart, vanifh for ever from her
to fome more fafe and innocent Apartment,

Sir 'Fieb^ Oh that's very hard I

[_He goes back trembling^ "^tlmowxfollow i h, U'lth
his Bagger up ', both go out.

Let, Bleft be this kind Releafe, and yet methinks it

grieves me to confider how the poor old Man is frighted,

[Belmour re enters^ puts on his Coat,
Eel He's gone, and lock'd himfelf into his Cham-

ber—

—

And now, my dear Leticia, let us Ay.

Defpair till now dtd my wild Heart in-uade^

But pitying Love has the rough Storm allay d,

[Exeunt.

SCENE 11. Sir Cautious his Garden,

Enter two Porters and Rag, bearing Cayman in a Chefl ;

fet it down, he cornes forth with a Dark-lanthorn.

Gay. Set down tlie Chcft behind yon hedge of Rofes
"-and then put on thofe Shapes I have appointed you—

and
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and be fuie you well-favoui'dly bang both Bearjefi and
Ncifey, fince they have a mind to fee the Devi!.

R/3g. Oh, Sir, leave 'em to us for that •, and if wq do
not play the Devil with 'em, we deferve they fliou'd beat
us. But Sir, we are in Sir Cautious's Garden, will he
not fue us for a Trefpafs ?

Gay* V\\ bear you out •, be ready at my Call. lExeunt.—^Let me fee 1 have got no ready ftufF to banter
with but no matter, any Gibberifh will ferve the
Fools— 'iis now about the hour of Ten but Twelve
is my appointed lucky Minute, when all the BlelHn^s th.t
my Soul could wifb, fhail be refign'd to me.

Enter Bredwel.

Hah ! who's there, Bredwel}
Bred. Oh, are you come, Sir .and can you be (o

kind to a poor Youth, to favour his defigns, and blefs
his days J

Gay, Yes, I am ready here with all my Devils, both to
fecure you your Miftrefs, and to cudgel your Captain and
Squire, for abufing me behind my back fo bafely.

Bred, 'Twas moft unmanly, Sir, and they defeive it

' .1 wonder that ihey come nor.

Gay, How dui ft you truft her with him ?

End. Becaufe 'tis dangerous to fteal a City-Heirefsj
and let the Theft be his fo the dear Maid be mine—*
Hark fure they come

fc?2/£?r Beaijeft, r«;>z; <aj^di«y2 Bredwel.— Who's there, Mr. Bearjefi.^

Bear. Who's that, Ned ? Well, I have brought my
Miftrefs, haft thou got a Parfon ready, and a Licenfe ?

Bred. Ay, ay, but where's the Lady p

Bta. In the Coach, with the Captain at the Gate. I
came before, to fee if the Coaft be clear.

Bred, Ay, Sir; but whaifhall we do? here's Mr. G4y-
man come on purpofe to fhew you the Devd, as you de-
fir'd.

Bea. Sho ! a Pox of the Devil, Man—I cani't attend

to fpeak with him now.
Gay. How, Sir ! Do you think my Devil of fo little

Quality, to fuucr an Affront unrevenged ?

Bear,
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Bear, Sir, I cry his Devil{hip*s Pardon ; I did not know
his Quality. I proteft Sir, I love and honour him, but

1 am now juft going to be married, Sir ; and when that

Ceremony's paft, I'm ready to go to the Devil as foon as

you pleafe.

Gay. 1 have told him your defire of feeing him, and

fhou'd you baffle him ?

Bear, Who I, Sir! Pray let his Worfhipknow, I fhall

be proud of the Honour of his Acquaintance ; but, Sir,

my Miftrefs and the Parfon wait in Ned's Chamber.

Gay, If all the World wait, Sir, the Prince of Hell will

ftay for no Man.

Bred. Oh, Sir, rather than the Prince of the Infer-

nals fhall be affronted, I'll condud the Lady up, and

entertain her till you come. Sir.

Bear, Nay, 1 have a great mind to kifs his Paw, Sir

;

but I cou'd wifh you'd fhew him me by day- light, Sir.

Gay, The Prince of Darknefs does abhor the Light,

But, Sir, 1 will for once allow your Friend the Captain t®

keep you company.
Enter Noifey and Diana.

Bear. I'm much oblig d to you. Sir •, oh Captain—
ll^alhs to him.

Bred, Hafte Dear ; the Parfon waits.

To finifh what the Powers defign'd above.

Via, Sure nothing isfo bold as Maids in Love !

{They go out.

Not, Pflio ! he conjure—he can flie as foon.

Gay, Gentlemen, you muft be fure to confine your

felves to this Circle, and have a care you neither fwear,

nor pray.

Bear. Prav, Sir ! 1 dare fay neither of us were ever that

way gifted.

A horrid Noife.

Gay. Ceafe <^our Horror^ ceafe your Hajle,

Jlnd, calmly as I Jaw you laft^

Appear / jippear !

By thy Pearls and Diamond Rocks^

By thy heavy Money- Box

y

By
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By thy Jlnnlng Petticoat^

That hid thy cloven Feet from Note
;

By the Veil that-hid thy FacCy

Which elfe had frightened humane Race :

Appeary that Ithy Love may fee^

Appear kind Fiends^ appear to me.

[Sofc Mufick ceafes.
A Pox of thefe Rafcils, why come they not /

Tour enter frim the four corners of the Stage, to Mufick
that plays ; they dance, and in the Dance, dance
round "en, and kick, pinch, and beat "em.

Bear. Oh enough, enough ! Good Sir, lay 'em, and
I'll pay the Mufick—

Gay. 1 wonder at it— thefe Spirits are in their Nature
kind, and peaceable— but you have bafely injur'd Tome
body—confels, and they will be faiisfied—

Bear. Oh good Sir, take your Cerberufes off— I do
confefs, the Captain here, and I, have violated your
pame.

Noi, Abus'd you,—and traduc'd you, and thus we
beg your pardon

Gay. Abus'd me! 'Tis more than I know, Gentlemen.
Bear, But it feems your Friend the Devil does.

Gay. By this time Bredivel's married.
-—Great Pantamogan, hold, for 1 am fatisfied,

[Ex, Devils,

And thus undo my Charm—
iral(es away the Circle, they run out.

So, the Fools are gone, and now to ^;4lia"s Arms.

[Going,

SCENE, Lady Fulbank^f Ariti-chamber.

She difccvsr'd undreji at her Glafs ; Sir Cautious undrejl,

L. Ftil. But why to Night ? indeed you're wondrous
kind mechinks.

SirC4«. Why, 1 don't know a Wedding Is a fort

of an Alarm to Love j it calls up every Man's courage.

L. FuU
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L. FuU Ay, but will it come when 'lis cali'd ?

Sir Cau» I doubt you'll find it to my Grief— \Afide,

But I think 'tis all one to thee, thou car'ft not

for my Complement ; no, thou'dft rather have a young

Fellow.

L. ThL I am no^ us'd to flatter much ^ if forty Years

were taken from your Age, 'twou'd render you fomething

more agreeable to my Bed, I muft confefs.

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, no doubt on't.

L. Ful. Yet you may take my word without an Oath,

were you as old as Time, and I were young and gay as

April Flowers, which all are fond to gather
;

My Beauties all fhould wither in the Shade,

E'er rd be worn in a difhoneft Bofom.

Sir Ca^. Ay, but you're wonderous free methinks,

fbmetimes, which gives llireud fufpicions.

L. Ful. What, becaufe I cannot fimper, look demure,

and juftify my Honour, when none queftions it?

Cry fie, and out upon the naughty Women,
Becaufe they pleafe themfelves——and fo wou'd L

Sir Cau, How, wou'd, what cuckold me ?

L. Ful. Yes, if it pleas'd me better than Vertue, Sir.

Bttt I'il not change my Freedom and my Humour,
To purchafe the dull Fame of being honeft.

Sir Cau. Ay, but the World, the World «

L. Ful. 1 value not the Cenfures of the Croud.

Sir Cau, But I am old,

L. FhL That's your fault, not mine.

Sir C<j«. But being fo, if I fhou'd be good-natur'd, and
give thee leave to love difcreetly————

—

L. F«/. rd do't without your leave, Sir.

Sir Cau, Do't—what, cuckold me ?

L. Ful. No, love difcreetly, . Sir, love as I ought, love

honeftly.

Sir Cau, What, in love with any body, but your own
Husband ?

L. Vul. Yes.

Sir Cau, Yes, quoth a——is that your loving as you

L. FhL

ought ?
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L. Tul. We cannot help our Inclinations, Sir,

No more than Time, or Light from coming on
But I can keep my Virtue, Sir, intire.

SirC^;/. What, I'll warrant, this is your firft Love
Cayman /

' '

L. F^l, I'll not deny that Truth, tho even to you.
Sir Can. Why, in confideration of my Age, and your

Youth, I'd bear aConfcience provided you do ihin<^s
wifely. °

L. Ftil, Do what thing. Sir ?

Sir Can, You know what I mean_«
L. FuL Hah 1 hope you wou'd no: be a CuckoIJ

Sir.
'

Sir Cai4» Why—truly in a civil way—or Co.

L.F«/. There is but one way, Sir, to make me hate
you;

And that wou'd be tame fuffering.

Sir Cau, Nay, and ihe be thereabouts, there's no dif-
covering.

L. Ful, But leave this fond difcourfe, and, if you muft
let us to Bed, '

Sir Cau, Ay, ay, I did but try your Virtue, mun
doft think I was in earneft ?

Enter Servant,

Serv, Sir, here's a Cheft directed to your Worfliip.
Sir Cati, Hum, 'tis Wajleall now does my heart fail

me A Cheft (ay you—tome—fo late ;—pi] warrant
it comes from Sir Nicholas Smuggle ^ fonie prohibited
Goods that he has ftoln the Cuftom of, and cheated his
Majefty— Well, he's an honeft Man, bring it in

L. FuL What, mto my Apartment, Sir, a nafty Cheft »

J>\vCau, By all means for if the Searchers come'
they'll never be fo uncivil to ranfack thy Lodging's

; and
we are bound in Chriftian Charity to do 'for one "anothec
—Some rich Commodities, I am fure—__and fome
fine Knick-knack will Fall to thy fhare, I'll warrant thee
—Pox on him for a young Rogue, how punftual he is

»

[4'de.

^^^^•^"- ^ Enter
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Enter with the Chefi,

—Go, my Dear, go to Bed— I'll fend Sir Nicholas a

Receil for the Cheft, and be with thee prefently

[Ex, feverally,

Gayman feeps oiif of the Chefty and looks round him

wondring.

Gay. Hah, where am I ? By Heaven, nvy laft Night's

Vifion^'TJS that inchanted Room, and yondcr's the

Alcove ! Sure 'twas indeed Tome Witch, who knowing of

mv Infidehty—has by Inchantment brought me hither—

'tis fo-l am betray 'd {Faufes.

Hah ' or was it ^«//^, that laft night gave me that lone

Opportunity ?—but hark, 1 hear fome coming--
^^ ^

[Shuti htmfelfm*

Enter Sir Cautious.

Sir Cau. Lifting up the Chef-lid. So, you are come,

,
^gg^

[Gc^;, and locks the door.

Gay. Hah he here I nay then, I was deceived, and

it was 7«//4that laft night gave me the dear Affignation.

iSir dm'ious peeps t72to the Bed-chamber.

L. TuU ixnthin. Come, Sir Cautious, 1 fhall fall

afleep, and then you'll waken me.
n ^

• -d j

SirC^«. Ay, my Dear, Pmcoming IhesinBed—
I'll oo put out the Candle, and then^

Gay. Ay, TH warrant you for my part

SirC^«. Ay, but you may over-ad your parr, and fpoil

all But, Sir, 1 hope you'll ufc a Chriftian Conkience

in this bufinefs. „ „ , t> r

Gay. Oh doubt not. Sir, but 1 (hall do you Reafon.

Sir C4«. Ay, Sir, but

Gay. Good Sir, no more Cautions •,
you, unlike a fair

Gnmefter, will rook me out of half my Night—1 am im-

^^Sn"c^«. Good Lord, are you fo hafty > if I pleafe,

vou fhan't so at all.
, . j

Gay. With all my foul. Sir ;
pay me three hundred

Pound, Sir*-——*— .

Sir Can. Lord, Sir, you miftake my candid meaning

fiiU. I am content to be a Cuckold, Sir—but 1 v^-ou d

have things done decently, d'ye mind me? Gay,
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J

Gay. As decently as a Cuckold can be made, Sir.

But no more diTputes, I pray, Sir.

Sir Cau* I'm gone—I'm gone—but harkye, Sir, you'll

rife before day > [Go'mg out^ returnu

Gay. Yet again

Sir'c4«. I vanifh, Sir but harkye you'll not

fpeak a word, but let her think 'tis I.

Gay, Begone, I fay, Sir [He runs out^

I am convinced laft night 1 was with ^ulia.

Oh Sot, infenfible and dull

!

Enter foftly Sir Cautious.

Sir Cau, So, the Candle's out give me your hand,

[_Leadi htm foftly in.

SCENE changes to a Bed-chamber,

Lady Fulbank fuppa^d in Bed. Enter Sir Cautious tind

Cayman by darl^

Sir Cati, Where are you, my Dear ?

\Leadi him to the bed.

L. TuL Where fliouM I be—in Bed ; what, arc you
by dark ?

'
Sir Cau, Ay, the Candle went out by chance.

[Gayman jigm to him to be gone ; he makes gri-

maces as loth to go^ and Exit.

SCENE draivs over, and reprefents another

Room in the fame Honfc.

Enter Parfon, Diana, and Pert drefi in Diana'j Clothes,

Via, I'll fwear, Mrs. Pert^ you look very prettily in

my Clothes ; and (ince you, Sir, have convinc'd me that

this innocent Deceit is not unlawful, I am glad to be the

Inftrument of advancing Mrs. Pert to sl Husband, fhe al-

ready has fo juft a Claim to.

Par. Since fhe has fo firm a Contraft, I pronounce

it a lawful Marriage— but hark, they are com-ng fure—

.

Dia. Pull your Hoods down, and keep your Face from

the Light. [Diana runs cut^

L 2 Enter
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Enter Bearjeft and Noifey diforder'd.

Bear, Madam, 1 beg your Pardon 1 met with a

.iTioft devilldi Aavemure; your Pardon too, Mr. Doc-

tor, for making you wait. But the bufmefs is this

Sir—1 have a great mind to lie with this young Gentle-

woman to Night, bur. ihe fwears if 1 do, the Parfon oi

the Parifh ftiaU know it.

Par* li I do, Sir, 1 (hall keep Counfel.

Bear. And that's civil. Sir Come lead the way^

With fuch a Guide^ the Devil''s in't if we can go

{afiray*

SCENE changes to the Ami- chamber*

Enter Sir Cautious.

Sir Can Now cannot I fleep, but am as reftlefs as a

Merchant 'in ftormy Weather, that has vemurM all h.s

Wealth in one Bottom Woman is a leaky VelTel—

-

if file (liould like the young Rogue now, and they Ihould

come to a right underftanding why then am I a

Wi.tal Sut's all, and fliall be put in Print Zi Snozv-

hilt wiih my Effigies o'th' top, like the fign of

Cuckolds Haven. Hum-they're damnable rilent-

prav Heaven he has not murdered her, and robbed her--

fJu^ hark, what's thai i^
a "^"^^ !——he

has broke his Covenant with me, and ftiall forfeit the

Mon'-Y- How loud they are? Ay, ay, the Plot s dif-

covered, what fball 1 do ?-Why the Devil is not in. her

furc to be refraaory now, and peevilh , if fhe be, I mufl

pavmy Money yet and that would be a damn d

fhina.^fure they're coming out I'll retire and hear-

kenliow 'tis with them. ^
iRettres,

Enter Lady Fuibank undreft, Cayman half undreji upon,

his Knees, following her, holding her Goun,

L F«/ Oh ' You unkind what have you made

me do
\

' Unhand me, falfe Deceiver let me loofe--

Sir Cau, Made her do ? Co, fo tis done—I
m

j^aofthat— -

^ ,. ^
[JfJdepeeptng.

Gay. Can you be angry, Julta f

Btcaufe 1 only feiz'd my »ig,ht of Love.
^^ ^^^^^
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L. Fnl, And muft my Honour be the Price of ft ?

Could nothing but my Fame reward your PalHon ?

What, make me a bafe Proftitute, 3 foul Adult,^*^^ ^

Oh be gone, be gone dear Robber of mvQuierl

Sire... Ohfe.rful!
^''''^'''^''

Gay. Oh! Calm your Rage, and hear me 5 if vqu are

You are an innocent Adulterefs,

It was the feeble Husband you enjoy'd

In cold imagination, and no more

;

Shily you turn'd away ..faintly refign'd.

Sir Cau. Hum, did fhe fo ?

Gay, Till excefs of Love betray'd the Cheat,
Sir Cat*. Ay, ay, that was my Fear.

JL. luL Away, be gone— I'll never fee you mere——

.

Gay. You may as well forbid the Sun to fhine.

Not fee you more !—Heavens ! I Wefore ador'd you.
But now I rave I And with my impatient Love
A thoufand mad and wild Defires are burning

!

I havedifcover'd now new ^5^orlds of Charms
And can no longer tamely love and fufFer.

Sir Cau, So

—

I have brought an old houfe upon my
head,

^

Intail'd Cuckoldom upon my felf.

L. Fuh I'll hear no more—Sir Cautious^ Where's
my Husband ?

Why have you left my Honour thus unguarded ?
Sir Cau, A}', ay, fhe's well enough pleas'd, I fear,

for all.
'

Gay, Bafe as he is, 'twas he expos'd this Treafuie
j

Like filly Indians barter'd thee for Trifles.

Sir Cau, O treacherous Villain !

L. Ful, Hah—my Husband do this ?

Gay. He by Love, he was the kind Procurer,
Contriv'd the means, and brought me to thy Bed.

L, Ful, My Husband 1 My wife Husband !

What fondnefs in my Condud had he feen.

To take fo ftiameful and fo bafe Revenge ?

Gay, None_-.*twas filthy AvariceTeduc'd b.'m toV.

L 3 L. FnU
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L. Ful, If he couM be fo barbarous to expofe me,

Cou'd you who lov'd me be fo cruel too ?

Gay, What—to pofTefs thee when the Bllfs was ofe'd ?

PofTefsthee too without a Crime to thee ?

Charge not my Soul with fo remifs a flame.

So dull a fenfe of Virtue to refufe it.

L. FuL I am convinc'd the fault was all my Huf-

band's

And here 1 vow—by all things juft and facred,

To feparate for ever from his Bed. [^Kneels,

Sir Cau, Ob, 1 am not able to indure it

Hold—oh hold, mv Dear— [^Ue kneels as (lie rifes,

L. FuL Stand off— I do abhor thee

Sir Cau, With all my foul—but do not make rafk

Vows.
They break my very Heart—regard my Reputation.

L. Fiil, Which you have had (uch care of, Sir, already-

Rife, 'tis in vain you kneel.

Sir Cau. No I'll never rife again—Alas ! Madim,

I was merely drawn in -, I only thought to fport a Dye

or fo : 1 had only an innocent defign to have difcover'd

whether this Gentleman had ftoln jdj Gold, that fo I

might have hang'd him

Gay, A very innocent Defign indeed \

Sh'Cau, Ay, Sir, that's all, as I'm an honeft man.—

L. Ful, I've fworn, nor are the Stars more fix'd than I,

Enter Servant,

Serv, How ! my Lady and his Worftiip up \

—Madam, a Gentleman and a Lady below in a Coach

knockt me up, and fav they muft fpeak with your Lady-

ibip.

L, Ful, This is ftrange '.—bring them up
[Exit Servant,

Who can it be, at this odd time of neither night nor day ?

£»/er Leticfa, Belmour, <i»^ PhilUs.
•

Let, Madam, your Virtue, Charity and Biendlhip to

me, has made me trefpafson you for my Life's fccurity,

and beg you will proteft me, and my Husband

—

^^ ^
[Ptfinf5 /irBelmour*

Sir Cau, So, here's another fad Cataftrophe '•

L* Ful*
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L. Ful Hall—does Belmour live ? is't pofllble ?

Believe me, Sir, you ever had my Wifnes ;

And fhall not fail of my Proteftion now.

Bd, I humbly thank your Ladyfhip.

G^y. I'm glad thou haft her, Harr'j ;
but doub: thou

duift not own her ; nay, dar'ft not own thy felf.

BeL Yes, Friend, I have my Pardon

But hark, I think we are puifu'd already —
But now 1 fear no force.

[A no'fj'e of fome body coming i9,

L. TuL However, ftep into my Bed-ehamber.

[Exeu77t Leticia, Giyman, and Phillis.

Enter Sir Feeble in an Antick manner.

Sir Tub, Hell fhall not hold thee -nor vaft Moun-

tains cover thee, but I will find ibee out—and lafn cny

fikhy and adulterous Carcafe.

\Commg i4p in a menacing manner to Sir Cau..

Sir Cau, How. . . .lafti my fiUhy Carcafe I 1 defy

thee Satan

SkFeeb, 'Twas thushc faid.

Sir Cau, Let who's will fay it, he lies fn*s Throat.

Sir Feeb, How, the Ghoftly—hufb—have a care—fop

'twas the Ghoft of Belmour Oh ! bide that bleeding

Wound, it chills my Soul !— [Runs to the Lady Fulbank.

L. FiiU "What bleeding Wound ?—Heavens, are yo«

frantick, Sir?

Sir Teeb, No—but for want of reft,l (ball e'er Morning.

.—She's gone—fhe's gone—{he's gone— [He iveepsa

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, fhe's gone, Ibe's gone indeed.
^' '' ^ [He weeps.

Sir F«^.—But let her go, fo I may never fee that dread-

ful Vifion harkye Sir a word in your Ear—-*—

^

have a care of marrying a young Wife.

Sir Cau. Ay, but I have marriea one already.

[Weeping,

Sir Feeb, Ha{! thou ? Divorce her—flie her, quick-

depart be gone, (he'll cuckold thee and ftill ihe'li

cuckold thee.

Sir Cau. Ay, Brother, but whoTe fault was that ?

Why, are not You marrred ?

L. 4 Sir Fest/.
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Sir Teeh. Mum no words on'f, unlefs you'll have
the Ghoft about your Ears

; part with your Wife, I fay
or elfe the Devil will part ye.

L. P«/. Pray go to Bed, Sir.

Sir Fed, Yes, for I fhall fleep now, I fhall lie alone
;

Ah Fool, old dull befoited Fool ;^to think fne'd love
ine— 'twas by bafe means I gain'd her cozen'd an
honeft Gentleman of Fame and Life—

—

L. ThL You did fo, Sir, but 'tis not paft Redrefs >

you may make that honeft Gentleman amends.
Sir Feeb, Oh wou'd J could, fo I gave half my Eftate—
L. FuL That Penitence atones with him and Heaven.
Come forth Letkia, and your injurM Ghoft.

Sir Feeb. Hah, Ghoft .another Sight would make
me mad indeed.

BeL Behold me. Sir, I have no Terror now.
Sir Feel?, Hah who's that, Francis /—my Nephew

Jrancis /

BeL Belmour^ or Francis^ chufe you which you like,

and I am either.

Sir feeb. Hah, Belmour ! and no Ghoft ?

BeL Belmour and not your Nephew, Sir.

Sir Feeb, But art alive ? Ods bobs I'm glad on't, S'lU

rah •,— But are you real Belmour ?

BeL As fure'as I'm no Ghoft.

Gay, We all can witnefs for him, Sir,

Sit Feeb, Where be theMinftrels, we'll have a Dance

—

adod we will Ah art thou there, thou cozening

little Chits-face ? a Vengeance on thee thou mad-

eft me an old doting loving Coxcomb but I forgive

thee ' and give thee all thy Jewels, and you your

Pardon, Sir, fo you'll give me mine j for I find you

young Knaves will be too hard for us.

Bel, You are fo generous, Sir, that 'tis almoft with

grief I receive the Bleflmg of Leticia,

S\xFeeb. No, no, thou deferveft her; (he would have

made an old fond Blockhead of me, and one way or 0-

ther you wou'd have had her-——ods bobs you wou'd.

—

Entir
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Enttr Bearjefl-, Diana, Pert, Bredwel, and Noifey.

'Baar, Juftice Sir, Juftice—I have been chented—abufed

—afTailinated and ravifht .'

Sir Can, How, my Nephew raviflit !

Pert. No, Sir, I am his Wife.

Sir Cau, Hum my Heir marry a Chamber-maid \

Bear. Sir, you muft know I ftole away Mrs. i?y, and

brought her to N^^'s Chamber here to marry her.

Sir 'Eteh. My Daughter Dy ftoln

Bear, But I being to go to the Devi' a little. Sir,

whip— what does he, but marries her hi sTilelf, Sir; and

fob'd me off here with my Lady's caO- Tea o;;: —
Kci, Sir, fhe's a Gentlewoman, and n\\ Sifter, Sir.

Vert» Madam, 'twas a pious Raud, xl iiwsre one;'

for I was contracted to him .before—fee here it 15.

[_Gives it 'emf>

All. A plain Cafe, a plain- Cafe,

Sir Feek Harkye, Sir, have you had ihe Impudence to

marry my Daughter, Sir ?

[To Bredwel, who with Diana l^neeUo

Bred. Yes, Sir, and humbly ask your Pardon, and
your B'eiTini:^

Sk leeb. You will ha'r, whether I will or not— rife,

you are ftill too hard for us : Corns Sir, forgive your Ne-
phew——'—

Sir Can. Well, Sir, I will but ail this while you
lirtle think the Tribulation I am in, my Lady has forfworn

my Bed.

Sir leeb. Indeed, Sir, ike wiTer fhe.

Sir Cau, For only performing my Promife to this Gen-
tleman.

Sir Fieh, Ay, you fhowed her the Difference, Sir |
you're a wife man. Come, dry your Eyes—and reft your
felf contented, we are a couple of old Coxcombs 5 d'ye

hear, Sir, Coxcombs.

Sft Crt«. I grant it, Sir^ and if I dieSir, I bequeath my
Lady to you—with my whole Eftaie—my Nephew has

too much already for a Fool. [r<? Gayman.
Gay, 1 iharik you, Sir—do you conftm, my "^ulia ^

L 5 L.f«/.
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L. FuU No, Sir—you do not like me—^a canvafi Bag

of wooden Ladles were a better Bed-fcllow.

Gay. Cruel Tormenter ! Oh I could kill my felf with
fliame and anger

!

L. FuU Come hither, Bredwel witnefs for my Ho-
nour-^that I had no defign upon his Perfon, but that of
trying his Conftancy.

Bred. Believe me. Sir, *ifs true—I feigned a danger

near*—— juft as you got to Bed—and 1 was the kind De-
vil, Sir, that brought the Gold to you.

Bear, And you were one of the Devils that beat me,
and the Captain here. Sir ?

Cay. No truly, Sir, thofc were fome I hired—to beat

you for abufing me to day.

Noi. To make you 'mends Sir, I bring you the cer-

tain News of the death of Sir Thomas Gayman, your Un-
<lc, who has left you two ihoufand pounds a year

Gay. I thank you. Sir— 1 heard the news before.

SvLCau. How's this ; Mr. Gayman^ my Lady's firft

Lover ? I iind, Sir Feeble, we were a couple of old Fools

indeed, to think at our Age to cozen too lufty young

lellows of their Miftreffes ; \is no wonder that both the

Men and the Women have been too hard for us 5 we ar&

aot fit Matches for either, that's the truth on't.

That Warrior needs mufi to his Rival yield.

Who comss with hlnnud Weapons to the fields

EPI-
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EPILOG U E,

Written by a Perfon of Qaalityj Spo-

ken by Mr. Betterton.

LOVG have we turned the point of our jufl Ra^e

, J On the halfwits, and Criticks of the Age.

Oft has the foft, inftpid Sonneteer

In Nice and Flutter, feen his Fopface -here.

Well was the ignorant lampooning Pack

Ofhatterhead Rhymers whifd on CraffeyV hac\^^.

Buifuch a trouble V/eedis Poetafter,

The lower 'tis cut down, it grows the fafter.

The Satir then had fuch a plenteous crop.

An after Match of Coxcombs is come up
\

Who not content falfe Poetry to renew.

By fottifl) Cenfures woud condemn the true.

Let writing like a Gentleman Us appear:,

But mujiyou needs judge too en Cavalier ?

Thefe whiftling Criticks, 'tis our Auth refs fears^

And humbly begs a Trial by her Peers i

Or let a Pole of Fools her fate pronounce,

Ther/s no great harm m a good quiet Vunce

But flneld her. Heaven I from the left-handed blow

Of airy Blockheads who pretend to l^now.

On downright Dulnefs let her rather fpltt,

Jhan be F^p-fnarigled under colour of Wit.

Hear me, ye Scribling Beaus, -

Why will you injheer Rhyme, without one firok$

Of Poetry, Ladies juji Btfdam provoke

And addrefs Songs to whom yon never fpoki f ^
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In doleful Hy7nn$ for dying Felons fit^

Why do you tax their Eyes, and blame their Wit **

Vnjufity of the Innocent you complain^

^Tis Bulkers give^ and Tubs 7nuji cure your fain.
Why in Lampoons will you your felves revile **

'lis true, none elfe vAll think it worth their while
,

But thus you^re hid ! oh, 'tis a politick Fetch
;

So fome have hangd themfelves to eafe Jack Ketcht

Juflly your Friends and Mijirejfes you blame,

for being fo they well deferve the fliame,

*Tis the worfi fcandal to have borne that name,
^ At Poetry of late, and fuch whofe Sl(dl

Excels your own, you dart a feeble <§}uill
;

IVell may ycu rail at what you ape fo ill.

With virtuous IVomen, and all Men of Worthy

You're in a (late of mortal War by Birth.

I^ature in all her Atom- Fights ne'er knew
Two things fo cppcfite as Them and You,

On fuch your Mufe her utmod fury fpends.

They're Jlander'd worfe than any but your Friends,

More years 7-nay teach you better ; the mean while.

If you can't mend your Morals, mend your Style,

* See the late Satir on Poecry,

THE
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THE

Forc'd Marriage;
OR, THE

Jealous Bridegroom.

PROLOGUE.
}Allants, our Poets have of late [o us*d ys,

In play and Prologue too fo much abused ye^

That (hould we beg your a'lds^ 1 juftlyfear^

T&refo incensed you'd hardly lend it here^

"But when aga'mft a common Foe we arm,

Each will ajftfl to guard his own concern.

Women thofe charming Vigors, in whofe Eyes

Lie all their Arts^ and their Artilleries,

Not being contented with the Wounds they made^

Would by nsw Strataiems our Lives invade^
^~~ ~

Btauty
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"Beauty alone goes now at too cheap rates ;

And therefore theyy like wife and politick States^

Court a new Power that may the old fipply^

To k^ep as well as gain the Victory.

They'll join the force of Wit to Beauty tiow,

And fo maintain the Right they have in you.

If the vain Sex this privilege Jlwuld hoajl^

Paft cure of a declining Face we*re loft,

JouHl never know the blifs of Change •, this Art

Retrieves (when Beauty fades) the wandring Bart

;

And tho the airy Spirits move no more^

Wit ftili invitesy as Beauty did before,

1o day one of their Party ventures outy

Hot with deftgn to conquer^ but to fcout.

Difcourage hut this firft ^ttempty and then

They'll hardly dare to fally out again.

The Poetefs too, they fay, has Spies abroad,

Which have difpen'd themfelves in every road^

rth' Upper Bex, Pit, Galleries ; every Face

Xoufind difiun'd in a Black Velvet Cafe.

My life on't ; is her Spy on purpofe fent^

To' hold you m a wanton Compliment \

That fo you may not cenfure what ftje'as writ,
^

Which done, they face you down 'twas full of WU.

Thus, while fome common Priz.e you hope to win^

Tou Jet the Tyrant ViHor enter in.

I beg to day you'd lay that humour by.

Till your Rencounter at the Nurfery ;

Where they, like Centinels from duty fne^

Ma'j meet and wanton with the Enemy

>

Enter an Adrefs.

mw haft thou laboured to fuhvert in vain, /

V/hat one poor Smile of ours calls home again ,^
^ ^

Can any fee that glorious Sight,andfay [Woman poimmg

A Woman f^yall not ViHor prove to day I
^

to the Ladres.

Who is't that to their Beauty would fuomtt^

And yet refufi the letters of their Wit I
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He telli you tales of Stratagems and Spies

;

Can th»y need Art that have fuch powerfnl Eyes ?

Believe we, Gallants^ he*as abus*d yon all
;

There^s not a Vizard in our whole Cabal :

Thofe are but Pickeroons that fcour for pre^
And catch up all they meet with in their way ;

Who can no Captives ta\e^ for all they do

Is pillage ygy then gladly let you go.

Ours [corns the petty Spoilsy and do prefer

The Glory not the Intere/i of the War t

But yet our Forces Jhall obliging prove^

Impofwg nought but Conftancy in Love ;

That^s all our Aim^ and when we have it too^

We'll facrifia it all to pUafure you.

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfonse.

MEN.

King, Mr* Weflwood.

Philander^ his Son, betrothed to Erm'tn'ia^ Mr, Smith,

Alcippus, Favourite, m love with i:>. /
j^r. Bettertorr.

Orgul'msy late General, Father to Er- ?
j^^^ i^orris,

?n'inia, £
Alcandery Friend to the Prince, in love/

^^.^ r^^^/f.
with Amintay S *

P;/4r., Friend to the young General'^
j^^,^ ^^^^^^^^

Alcippus, ^
Talat'tus^ a fantaftick Courtier. Mr. Angel,

Labree, his Man.

Cleontius, Servant to the Prince, and ')

^^^ Crosby
Brother to ifillia^ 5 *

WOMEN.
Galatea^ Daughter to the King, Mrs. Jennings,,

Ermima, Daughter to OrguUus, efpous'd >
^^^^ Betterton.

to the Prince, 5
Ammtay Sifter to Pifaro, in love withp

^^^^ Wright.
Alcander^ S *

Olmda, Sifter to Alcander, Maid of Ho- >
^^^^^ ^.^^^

nour to the Princefs, _5

;y^//i^, Sifter to Cleontim, Woman to?
j^^.^^ C/^«^^.

Erminia, S
Lyfeite, Woman to Aminta,

Pages and Attendants,

^c^//^ lu/^to the Court o/ F R, A N C E.



( 257 )

A C^ I. S C E N E I.

Enter King, Philander, Orgulius, Alcippus, Alcander,

Pifaro, Cleontius, Falatius 5 and Officers^

^'"S*'^^^^^^. O W fhalll nowdividemy Gratitude,

Between aSon, and one that has oblig'd

Beyond the common duty of a Subjeft ?

Phi, Believe me. Sir, he merits all

your Bounty,

I only took example by his Adions j

And all the part o'th' Viftory which I gafn*J,

Was but deriv*d from him.

King. Brave Youth, whofe Infant years did bring ^J^

Conquefts ;

And as thou grew'ft to Man, thou grew'ft in Glory,

And haft arriv'd to fuch a pitch of it.

As all the flothful Youth that (hall fucceed thee^

Shall meet reproaches of thy early Adions:
When Men fhall fay, thus did the brave Alcippus

j

And that great Name fliall every Sou) infpire

With Emulation to arrive at fomething,

That's worthy of Example.

Alcip, 1 muft confefs I had the honour, Sir,,

To lead on twenty thoufand fighting Men,
Whom Fortune gave the Glory of the Day to.

I only bid them fighty and they obey*d me ;

But 'twas my Prince that taught them how to do Co.

King, I do believe PhiUnder wants no courage ;

But what he did was to preferve his own.

But thine the pure effeds of higheft Valour ;

For which, if ought below my Crown can recompenfe,

ISIameit, and take it, as the price of it.
Alap*
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Alcip, The Duty which we p^y your Majefty,

Ought to be fuch, as what we pay the Gods
j

Which always bears its Recompence about it.

King, Yet fufferme to make thee feme return,

Tho not for thee, yec to incourage Virtue.

I know thy Soul is generous enough, •
To think a glorious Aft rewards it felf.

But thofe who undeiftand not (o much Virtue,

Will call it my negled, and want of Gratitude
;

In this thy Modefty will wrong thy King.

uilcippids^ by this paufe you feem to doubt

My Power or Will ; in both you are to blame.

Alcip. Your pardon, Sk ; I never had a thought

Thatfould be guilty of fo great a Sin.

That 1 was capable to do you-fcrvice.

Was the moft grateful Bounty Heaven allow'd me.
And I no jufter way could own that Bleffing,

ThAn to imploy the Gift for your repofe.

King. I fhall grow angry, and believe your Pride

Would put the guilt off on your Modefty,

Which would refufe what that believes below it.

Phil. Your Majefty thinks too feverely of him;
Permit me, Sir, to recompenfe his Valour,

1 faw the wonders on't, and thence may guefs

In Tome Degree, what may be worthy of it.

King, I like it well, and till thou haft perform'd It^

I will diveft my felf of all my Power,
And give it thee, till thou haft made him grea%

Phil. I humbly thank you. Sir

[Bows to the King, takes the Staff from Orgulluj^

and gives it to Alcippus, who looks amiix,edly*

And here I do create him General.

You feem to wonder, as if I difpoflefs'd

The brave Orgulius ; but be pleas'd to know.
Such Reverence and Refpeft I owe that Lord,
As had himfelf not made it his Petition,

I fooner fhould have parted with my Right,

Than have difchargM my debt by injuring him«

iCi«^. OrguliHs^ are you willing to refign it ?

Org.
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Or^. With your permilTion, Sir, moft willingly

j

His vigorous Youth is fitter for't than Age,

Which now has renJer'd me uncapable

Of what that can with more fuccefs perform.

My Heart and Wifhes are the fame they were.

But Time has quite deprivM me of that power

That ftiould adift a happy Conqueror.

King, Vet Time has added a little to your years,

Since 1 reftor'd you to this great Command,
And then you thought it not unfit for you.

Org. Sir, was it fit 1 fhouldrefufe your Grace ?

That was your aft of Mercy : and I took it

To clear my Innocence, and reform the Errors

Which thofe receiv'd who did believe me guilty.

Or that my Crimes were greater than that Mercy.

I took it, Sir, in fcorn of thofe that hate me.

And now refign it to the Man you love.

King. We need not this proof to confirm thy L^yaltj
5

Nor am I yet (o barren of Rewards,

But 1 can find a way, without depriving

Thy noble Head of its viftorious Wreaths,

To crown another's Temples.

Org, 1 humbly beg your Majetty's confent io\

If you believe Alcippus worthy of it
^

The generous Youth I have bred up to Battles,

Taught him to overcome, and ufe that Conqueft

As modeftly as his fubmiilive Captive,

His Melancholy, (but his eafy Fetters)

To meet Death's Horrors with undaunted looks

:

How to defpife the Hardfliips of a Siege •,

To fufFer Cold and Hunger, want of Sleep.

Nor knew he other reft than on his Horfe-back,

Where he would fit and take a hearty Nap •,

And then too dreamt of fighting.

I could continue on a day in telling

The Wonders of this Warrior.

King* I credit all, and do fubmit to you.

But yet Alcippus feems di%leasM with it.

Alcip. Ah, Sir ! too late I find my Confidence

Has overcome me unhappy Balhfulnefs;
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I had an humbler Suit to approach you with •

But this unlook'd for Honour
Hasfoon confounded all my leiTerafms
As were they not efTential ro my Bei'ncr'
I durft not name them after what y' ha've doneKmg It IS not well to think- my Kindnefs limited

;

i5e what It will, I here declare it thine.
Upon my life, de%ns upon a Lady .

1 guefs It from thy blufhing,
^

——Name her, and here thy King engages for her.Ph. O Gods ! What have 1 done ?
°

U^j.,Map. Ermmm, Sir.^ VV
i^/^M'mruinU r^j^^*
King. Aklppus, with her Father's leave, file's thine/"
^rg. Sir, tis my Aim and Honour,

xv/f
^'* ^/^/>/'/^^, is't a time to think of Weddfnac

When the diforder'd Troops require your Prefence ?
iou muft to the Camp to morrow.

-4/a>. You need not urge that Duty to me, Sir.
King, A Day or two will finifh that affair,

And then we'll confummate the happy Day,
When all the Court fiiall celebrate your Joy!

Dv -n ;
^^'^^^y ^^^^° ^^^' ^^^ A^^^"- ^''^a. and FaL

7 L
/ '

-^'^^^^^^j you are a Twift Horfeman ;
1 believe you have a Miftrefs at Court,
lou made fuch hafte this Morning.
FaL By Jove, Pifaro, I was weary enough of the

Campaign
; and till I had loft fight of it,

I clapt on all my Spurs
But what ails AUander ?

Pif> What, difpleas'd ?

Alcan. It may be fo, what then ?
Pif. Then thou mayft be pleas'd aoafn
Alcan. WhytheDevilfiiouldlrejSice?

Becaufe l{et another rais'd above me ;Let hfm be great, and damn'd with all his Greatnefs.
PtJ. Thou mean'ft Akippus, who I think merits ir.
Aka». What is't that thouc^'fl Merit >

He fought, it's true, fo did you, and I,

And
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And gain'd as much as he o'th Viftory
But he in the Triumphal Chariot rode,
Whilft we adorM him like a Demi-God.
He with the Prince an equal welcome found,
Was with like Garlands, tho lefs Merit, crownU

Fa,,, He's m the right for that, by Jove.
Pif. Nay, now you wrong him.

^^'''tim^^^'''
*"'

* ^ ^''"''^ """^ ^^''^ "^y ^««^e ot

Pif. He is our General.
Alcan. What then ?

What is't that he can do, which I'll decline ?

Has he more Youth, more Strength, or Arms than I >
Can he preferve himfelf i'th' heat of the Sattle ? "

Or can he fingly fight a whole Brigade ?
Can he receive a thoufand Wounds, and live ?
FaL Can you or he do fo ?

v.vf'^'i: \^V' ^'>'
\
""

' ^"^ ^^" "^^ ^hen,
Where be the Virtues of this mighty Man,
That he fhould brave it over all the reft ?

'

Pif, Faith he has many Virtue?, and much Courage •

And merits it as well as you or I

;

° '

Orguitus was grown old.

^/c4». What then?*
Fif, Why then he was unfit for't.

But that he had a Daughter that was yountr.
^^^^v^/m«. Yes, he ipight have lain by, likerufty ^irmoura

Had fhe not brought him into play again :

The Devil take her for't.

Fal. By Jove^ he's difTatisfy'd with every thina.
Alcan. She has undone mv Prince

^

And he has moft unluckily difarm'd himfelf,
And put the Sword into his Rival's hand.
Who will return it to his grateful Bofom.

Phi. Why, you believe .'i/o/'/'i/^ honeft—.^-
Alcan. Yes, in your fenfe, Pifaro,

But do not like the lafl demand he made
j

*Twas but an ill return upon his Prince,
To beg his Miftrefs, rather challeng'd her.

Pif.
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p}f.
His ignorance that fhe was fo, may excufe him.

Alcan. The Devil 'twill, dofl: think he knew it not?

Pif. Orguliui ftilldefign'ti h'lmiox Ermima\

And if the Prince be difoblig'd frona this,

He only ought to take it ill from him,

Alcan, Too muco, Pifaro^ you excufe his Pride,

But 'tis the Office of a Friend to do fo.

pjf.
*Tis true, I am not ignorant of this,

That he defpifes other Recompence

For all his Services, but fair Erminia,

I know 'tis long fince he refignM his Heart,

Without fo much as telling her fhe conquer'd

;

And yet fhe knew he lovM ; vvhilft fhe, ingrate,

Repay'd his Paffion only with her Scorn.

uiican. In loving him, fbe'd more ingrateful prove

To her firft Vows, to Reafon, and to Love.

Pif, For that, Alcander, you know more than I.

Tal, Why fure Aminta will inftrud her better.

She's as inconftant as the Seas and Winds,

Which ne'er are calm but to betray Adventurers,

AlcaK. How came you by that knowledg, Sir ?

jal. What a Pox makes him ask me that queftion now ?

[Ajide.

Pif, Prithee, Alcander, now we talk of her,

How go the Amours 'twixt you and my wild Sifter ?

Can you fpeak yet, or do you tell your tale

With Eyes and Sighs, as you were wont to do t

Alcan, Faith much at that old rate, Pifaro^

I yet have no incouragement from her

To make my Court in" any other language.

Pif, You'll bring her to'r, fhe muft be overcome.

And you're the htteft for her fickle Humour.

Alcar?, Pox on't, this Change will fpoil our making

Love,

We muft be fad, T^-^f^ follow the Court-Mode;

My life on't, you'll fee defperate doings here
\

The Eagle Vv'.l; not part (o Vvith his Prey ;

Erminia was not gain'd fo eafily.

To be refign'd fo'tamely.—But come, my Lord,

This will rot fatisfy our appetites,
•

Lets
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Let's in to Dinner, and when warm with Wine
We fhall be fitter for a new Defign.

ITheygoouu Talfiayt.
Fal. Now am 1 ma very fine condition,

A comfortable one, as I take h :

I have ventured my Life tofome pirrpofe now
;

What confounded luck was this, that he of all men
Living, fhould happen to be my Rival >

Well, I'll go vifit Amintay and fee how
She receives me.

Why, wherea duce haft thou difpos'd of
Enter Labree.

Thy felf all tKisday ? I will be bound to be
Hang'd if thou haft not a hankering after

Some young Wench ; thou couldft never loiter

Thus elfe ; but Til forgive thee now, and prithee go to
My Lady Amintas Lodgings ; kifs her hand
Prom me ; and tell her, I am juft returned from
TheCampain; mark that word, Sirrah,

Lab, I (hall, Sir, 'tis truth.

¥aL Well, that's all one ; but li fhe fhould

Demand any thing concerning me, (for

Love's inquifitive) doft hear ? as to my Valour, or fo.

Thou underftand'ft me ; tell her

I afted as a man that pretends to the glory of
Serving her.

Lab, I warrant you, Sir, for a Speech.

TaL Nay, thou mayft fpeak as well too much
As too little ; have a care of that, doft hear ?

And if (lie ask what Wounds I have, doft mind me ?

Tell her I have many, very many.
Lab, But whereaboufs, Sir ?

FaU Let me fee let me fee ; 1 know not where
To place them 1 ihink in my Face.

Lab. By no means, Sir, you had much better

Have them m your Pofteriors : for then the Ladies

Can never difprove you; theyM not look there.

lal. The fooner, you Foo), for the Rarity on'r.

Lab, Sir, the Novelty is not To great, I ailure you.

Fal,
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lal. Go to, y*are wicked
;

But I will have them in my Face.

Lab. With all my heart, Sir, but how?
FaL I'Jl wear a patch or two there, and I'll

Warrant you for pretending as much as any man
5

And who, you Fool, fhall know the fallacy ?

Lab. That, Sir, will all that know you, both in the

Court and Camp.
:pal. Mark me, Labree, once for all; if thou takeft

Delight continually thus to put me in mind of

My want of Courage, I fhall undoubtedly

Fall foul on thee, and give the moft fatal proof

Of more than thou expe(fteft.

Lab. Nay, Sir, I have done, and do believe 'tis only

I dare fay you are a man of Prowefs.

Fal. Leave thy (imple fancies, and go about thy bud-

nefs.

Lab, I am gone ; but hark my Lord,

If I fhould fay your Face were wounded,-

The Ladies would fear you had lofl your Beauty,

FaL O never trouble your head for that, Aminta

Is a Wit, and your Wits care not how ill-favour'd

Tiieir Men be, the more ugly the better.

Lab. An't be fo, you'll fit them to a hair.

Fal. Thou art a Coxcomb, to think a man of my
Quality needs the advantage of Handfomnefs ;

A trifle as infignificant as Wit or Valour ; poor

Nothings, which Men of Fortune ought to defpife.

Lab. Why do you then keep fuch a (\ir, to gain

The reputation of this thing you fo defpife r

Tal. Topleafethe peevifh humour of a Woman,
Who in that point only is a Fool,

Lab. You had a Miflrefs once, if you have not forgot-

ten her, who would have taken you v;ith all thefe faults.

Tab. There was fo : but fhe was poor, that's the

Devil, I could havelov'd her elfe.-^—But go thy ways;

what doft thou mufe on ?

Lab. Faith, S r, I am only fearful you will never pafs

with thofe Patches you fpeak of.
^

TaL
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t^ ^'^'T^/.T^^>
^hereand how I p eafe know'ftthou not thed fference vet bpnv..^^ . x/^ r w *^"°W **

Ti.le,s and a Man o o^U-'p. "?,h
"?„?^"°"^y '-"^

Devils, of no Mein nor ^arb ' W 1 ^ '

fin?,' .T'
laUhing ,his Honour i, cov;Jt'u ,'

^I'^f"t ":
Bven Ridicule in one of us k a la .v,^^^ n /^""^ •

SCENE II.

«». Madam I thought (he'd been already here

nr »?"^ f"''" "'"^ "^o" "'« fi-PPort this nll^l ?

Wcif^"T'
'^ "'°'"«""«°"cile^d^o HeavenWould bear the pangs of death,

""ven

nAZ'J''"'
will convince her of that foolifl, error

gJi wl ' ^'''^ y°''"S ""'^"''i " torment 'Go'. What young Husband^
-^m. The General, Madam.

fri' m1 ''°'\ '^°" ''"'^ ^' '^'" ""ft"' '0 .-t
'

g7i M 7' ""P°"»». *= World's inconftant

An^r ^u'
^'"""''' '"everything but LoveAnd fure they cannot be in that: ° '

what fay'ft thou, Qimda >

Oli Uadim, my Judgm'ent's naught.
Love I have treated as a ftranger Gueft,
Rece,v d h,m well, not lodg'd him in my Breaft

1 eft h
^'"'^1"",''"= ""^"°™" Tyrant raom

Left he mould make his refling place hishom"'

I fhallnl r" " '" '^'PP'' • """ 'f ^-«''''''' fail.I mail not live to reproach her.
'

Am Nay, Madam, do not think ofdyi„a yet -
There ,s a way, if we could think of it.

'^ = 5^" '

/ft' FaTrLT' ^''=?r".''«>"
this Humour lofe

!

c7l' Llt-T'l' 'fl^'ghtmyHumourchufe.
Gal. Methtnks thou now ftould'ft blulh to bid meiiv

Vol m""'
'"'* "'"''''

^ "°S''^«-
Gai,
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Gal, Thy Counfel ! Prithee what doft counfel now \

Am, What I would take my felf I counfel you.

Gal, You muft my Wounds and my Misfortunes bear

Before you can become my Counfeller.

You cannot guefs the Torments I endure :

Not knowing the Difeafc you'll mifs the Cure.

Am, Phyficians, Madam, can the Patient heal

Altho the Malady they ne'er did feel

;

But your Difeafe \s epidemical.

Nor can I that evade that conquers all.

.Ilov'd, and never did like pleafure know.

Which Paffiondid with time lefs vigorous grow.

Gal, Why, haft thou loft it >

Am, It, and half a fcore.

Gal. Lofing the firft, fure thou couldft love no more.

Am, With more facility, than when the Dart

Arm'd with refiftlefs fire firft feiz'd my Heart

;

'Twas long then e'er the Boy could entrance get,

And make his little Viftory compleat ;

But now he'as got the knack on't, 'tis with eafe

He domineers, and enters when he pleafe.

GaL My Heart, Aminta, is not like to thine.

Am. Faith Madam try, you'll find it juft like mine.

The firft I lovM was Philocles, and then

Made Proteftations ne'er to love again, •

Yet after left him for a faithlefs crime

;

But then 1 languifht even to death for him

;

1^'itT.nvP who fuffer'd me to take no reft,

New fire-balls threw, the oldfcarce difpofleftj

And by the greater flame the lefler light,
^

Like Candles in the Sun extinguifti'd quite,

And left no power Alcander to refift.

Who took, and keeps pofteflion of my breaft.

Gay, Art thou a Lover then, and look'ft fogay,

But thou haft ne'er a Father to obey. [^Stghtni,

Am, Why, if I had 1 would obey him too.

Gal, And live ?

Am, And live.

GaU 'Ti8 more than I can do.

Enur
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Enter Erminia weeping.

Thy Eyes, Erminia^ do declare thy Heart
[Gal. meets her^ embraces her^ and weeps.

Has nothing but Defpairs and Death t* imparr.
And 1 alas, no Comfort can apply,

But 1 as well as you can weep and die.

Er. ril not reproach my Fortune, fince in you
Grief does the nobleft of your Sex fubdue •

When your great Soul a forrow can admit,
I ought to fufFer from the fenfe of it

;

Your caufeof grief too much like mine appears,
Kot to oblige my Eyes to double tears

;

And had my heart no fentiments at home,
My part in yours had doubtlefs fili'd the room.
But mine will no addition more receive,
Fate has beftow'd the worft fhe had to give j

Your mighty Soul can all its rage oppofe,
Whilft mine muft perifh by more feeble blows.

Gal, Indeed I dare not fay my caufe of grief
Does yours exceed, fince both arepaft relief?
But if your Fates unequal do appear,
Erminia^ 'tis my heart that odds muft bear,

Er, Madam, 'tis juft I fhould to you refign.
But here you challenge what is only mine :

My Fate (o cruel '\s^ it will not give
Leave to Philander (if I dv^) to live :

Might 1 but fufFer all, 'twere fome content.
But who can live and fee this languifhment ?
You, Madam, do alone your Sorrows bear,
Which would be lefs, did but Alsippui fharc

j

As Lovers we agree, I'll not deny.
But thou art lov'd again, fo am not L

£r. Madam, that grief the better is fuftain'd.

That's for a lofs that never yet was gain'd
;

You only lofe a man that does not know
How great the honour is which you beftow ;

Who dares not hope you love, or if he d\d^

Your Greatnefs would his juft return forbid ;

His humble thoughts durft ne'er to you afpire,

At moft fae would prefume but to adoiire j

M 2 Or
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Or if it chanc'd he duvft more daring prove.

You ftill muft languifh and conceal your Love.
GaL This which you argue lefTens not my Pain,

My Grief's the fame weie 1 belov'd again.

The King my Father would his promife keep,

And thou muft him enjoy for whom I weep.
Er. Ah would I could that fatal gift deny i

Without him you ; and with him, I mufl die

;

My Soul your royal Brother does adore,

And I, all Paflion, but from him, abhor
;

But if I muft th' unfuit ^Icippus wed,

I vow he ne'er fhall come into my Bed, .

GaL That's bravely fworn, and now I love thee more
Than e'er I was oblig'd to do before,

—But yet Erminia, guard thee from his Eyes,

Where fo much Love, and fo much Beauty lies

;

Thofe charms may conquer thee, w^hich made me bow.
And make thee love as well as break this Vow.

Er, Madam, it is unkind, tho but to fear

Ought but Philander can inhabit here.

[Lays her hand on her heart*

Gd, Ah, that Alclppm did not you approve.

We then might hope thefe mifchiefs to remove
;

The King my Father might be won by Prayer,

Aiid my too powerful Brother's fad defpair.

To break his word, which kept will us undo :

And he will lofe his dear Philander too,
'

Who dies and can no remedies receive ;

But vows that 'tis for you alone he'll live.

Er. Ah Madam, do not tell me how he dies,

I've feen too much already in his Eyes

:

They did the forrows"t)f his Soul betray,

Which need not be confeft another way :

'Twas there I found what my misfortune was,

Too fadly written in his lovely face.

But fee, my Father comes; Madam, withdraw a while,

And once again I'll try my inteieft with him. lExeunt,

SCENE



the Jealous Bridegroom. 269

SCENE IIL

Enter Orgulious, Erminia weepings and Iflllfa,
Er, Sir, does your fatal refolution hold ?

Org, Away, away, you are a foolifh Girl,
And look with too much pride upon your Beauty;
Which like a gaudy flower that fprinos too foon'
Withers e'er fully blown.

'

Your very Tears already have betray 'd

Its weak inconftant nature
;

AlcippHSy (liould he look upon thee uo-;v.

Would fwear thou wert not that fine thin^ he lov*d.
Er. Why fhould that blefling turn to my defpair

Curfe on his Faith that told him I was fair.'
'

Org, 'Tis ftrange to me you fhou'd Az<:^\{^ this Fortune
I always thought you well inclined to love him,

'

I would not elfe have thus difpos'd of you.
Er, I humbly thank you, Sir, tho \ be too late

And wiQi you yet would try to change my Fate ;
*

What to Alcippus you did Love believe.

Was fuch a Friend fhip as might well deceive
;

*Twas what kind Sifters do to Brothers pay
^

Alcippui I can love no other wav,
Sir, lay the Intereft of a Farther by.

And give me leave this Lover to deny'.

Org. Erminia, thou art young, and canft not fee
The advantage of the Fortune ofFer'd thee.

Er. Alas, Sir, there is fomething yet behind. ZSighs^
%.Whatis't, Erminia? freely fpeak thy mind.
Er. Ah Sir, 1 dare not, you inrag'd will grow.
Org, Ermmia, you have feldom found me fo

;
If no mean Paflion have thy Soul polTeft,
Be what it will I can forgive the reft.

Er. No Sir, it is no crime, or if it be.
Let Prince Philander make the Peace for me

;

He 'twas that taught the Sin (if Love be fuch.)
Org. Erminia, peace, he taught you then too much.
Er. Nay Sir, you promis'd me you wou'd not blame

My early Love, if 'twere a noble Flame.

M 3 Org^
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Org, Then this a more unhappy could not be
;

Deftroy it, or expeifi: to hear of me. [.Ojfers to go cut,

Er, Alas, I know 'twould anger you, when known.
[Shejiays him»

Org. Ermtnia^ you are wondrous daring grown .

Where got you courage to admit his Love,

Before the King or I did it approve ?

Er» 1 borrowed Courage from my Innocence,

And my own Virtue, Sir, was my defence.

Philander never fpoke but from a Soul,

That all difhoneft Paffions can controul

;

With Flames as chafte as Veftalsthat did burn,

From whence 1 borrowed mine, to make return.

Org, Your Love from Folly, not from Virtue grew

;

You never could believe he*d marry you.

Er, Upon my life no other thing he fpoke,

Buf thofe from didates of his Honour took.

Org, Tho by his fondnefs led he were content

To marry thee, the King would ne'er confent.

Ceafe then this fruitlefs Paflion, and incline

Your Will and Reafon to agree with mine,

yilcippus I difpos'd you to before.

And now I am inclin'd to it much more.

Some days 1 had delign'd t' have given thee

To have prepar'd for this folemnity ;

But now my fecond thoughts believe it fir.

You fhould this night to my defires fubniit.

Er, This night ! Ah, Sir, what is't you mean to do ?

' Org, Preferve my Credit, and thy Honour too.

Er. By fuch refolves you me to ruin bring.

Org, That's better than to difoblige my King.

Er. But if the King his liking do affoid,

Would you not with Akippus break your word ?

Or would you not to ferve your Prince's life,

Permit your Daughter to become his Wife?^

Org, His Wife, Erm'tnia ! if 1 did believe

Thou could'ft to fuch a thought a credit give,

I would the interefl of a Father quit.

And you, Erminia, have no need of it

:

Without his aid you can a Husband chufe
5

Gaining ihe Prince you may a Father lofe. Er»
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Er. Ah, Sir, thefe words are Poniards to my Heart;

And half my Lore to Duty does convert

;

Alas, Sir, I cm be content to die,

But cannot fufFer this Severity : [Kneels,

That care you had. dear Sir, continue fti!!,

1 cannot live and difobey your will. [Rs/es*.

Org. This duty has regain'd me, and you'll £nd
A juft return ; 1 fhall be always kind.

—Go, reaflume your Beauty, dry ycur Eyes
;

Remember 'tis a Father doesadvife. [Gees cuti

Er. Ungrateful Duty, whofe uncivil Pride

By Reafon is not to be rafisfy''d
;

Who even Love's Almighty Power o'erthrow5.

Or does on it too rigorous Laws impofe

;

Who bindeft up our Virtue too too ftrair.

And on our Honour lays too great a weight.

Coward, whom nothing but thy power makes i^rong :

Whom Age and Malice bred t' affright the young
\

Here thou doft tyrannize to that degree,

That nothing but my Death will fet me free.

[Ex* Erm*

S C E N E IV.

Enter Philander and Alcander.

Phi. Urge it no more, your Reafons do difpieafemj;

1 ofFer'dher a Crown with her Philander

^

And fhe was once pleas'd to accept of it.

She lov'd me too, yes, and repaid my flame.

As kindly as I facrific'd to her:

The firft falute we gave were harmlefs Love,
Our Souls then met, and fo grew up together.

Like fympathizing Twins.
And muft Oie now be ravidi'd from my Arms ?

Will you, Erminia, fuffer fuch a Rape ?

What tho the King havefaid it fhall be (o^ ^

'Tis not his pleafure can become thy Law,
No, nor it fhall not.

And tho he were my God as well as King,

I would inftruft thee how to difobey him
;

M.4. Thou
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Thou (lialt, ErmJma, bravely fay, I will not
He cannot force thee to't againft thy will.

'

—Oh Gods, fhail duty to a King and Father
Make thee commit a Murder on thy felf

Thy facred felf, and me that do adore thee?
Ko, my Erminia^ quit this vain devoir,
And follow Love that may preferve us all:—Prefumptuous Villain, bold Ingratitude——
Hadft thou no other way to pay my favours ?% Heaven 'twas bravely bold, was it not. Meander ?

Alcan. It was fomewhat ftrange. Sir

;

But yet perhaps he knew not that you lov'd her.

Fhi. Not know it ! yes, as well as thou and I ?
The world was full on't, and could he beignoram;
Why was her Father callM from banifhment.
And plac'd about the King, but for her fake ?
What made him General, but my Padlon for her >

What gave him twenty thoufand Crowns a year
But that which made me captive to Erminia,
Almighty Love, of which thou fay'fl he is ignorant ?

How has he order'd his audacious flame.

That I cou'd ne'er perceive it all this while.

jilcar.. Then 'twas a flame conceal'd from you alone.
To the whole Court, befides, 'twas vifible.

He knew you would not fufFer it to burn out;
And therefore waited till his fervices

Might give encouragement to's clofe defign.

If that could do't he nobly has endeavour'd if.

But yet 1 think you need not yield her, Sir.

Phi. AlctppHs^ 1 confefs, is brave enough.
And by fuch ways I'll make him quit his claim

;

He fhall to morrow to the Camp again,

And then I'll own my Paflion to the King
;

He loves me well, and I may hope his pity.

Till then be calm^ m<j Hearty for if that Jail

^

[Points to his Swor^.
This is the argument that will prevail, fExeunt.

ACT
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ACT II.

The Curtain is let down, and fift Mujick plays : The

Curtain being drawn «/>, difcovers a fcene ofa Temple .'

The King fitting on a Throne^^bowing down to pin the

hands «>/ Alcippus and Erminia, who kneel on the fieps

of the Throne ; the Officer i of the Court and Clergy

Jianding in order by, with Orgullus. This within ttie.

Scene.

Without an the Stage y Philander with his Sword half
drawn, held by Galatea, who looks ever on A'cippust

Erminia y?/// fixing her Eyes on Philander; PiCaropaf'

fionately gazing on Gihtea : Aminta on Fallatio, and
he on her : Alcander, Ifillia, Cleontius, in other fe'
I'eral po/iures, with the refi, all remaining without
motion, whilfi the Mufic\foftly plays ; this continues

a while till the Curtain falls , and then the Mufick
plays aloud till the Afi begins,

s c E N E I.

Enter Philander and Galatea inrag'd,

'np'IS done, 'tis done, the fatal knot is ty'd,

]^ Erminia to Alcippu-s is a Bride ;

Methinks I fee the Motions of her Eyes,

And bow her Virgin Breafts do fall and rife ;

Her bafhful Blufn, her timorous Defire,

Adding new Flame to his too vigorous Fire
j

Whilft he the charming Beauty muft embrace.

And fnali I live to fuffer this Difgrace ?

Shall 1 ftand tamely by, and he receive

That Heaven of blifs, defencelefs fbe can give
|

No, Sifter, no, renounce that Brother's name.

Suffers his Patience to furmount his Flame

;

1*11 reach the Vigor's heart, and make him feej

That Prize be has cbtain'd belongs to eqcv
' " M 5 Gah
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xv7ul*u^^'
^^^' P^i/^;2^^r, do not threaten fo,

Wbijft him you wound, you kill a Sifter too
/^^/. Tho all the Gods were rallied on his fide.

They Ihould too feeble prove to guard his Pride.
Juftice and Honour on my Sword ftall fit
And my Revenge fhall guide the lucky hit.

'

Gal, Confider but th^danger and the crime
And Sir, remember that his life is mine.

P/ji. Peace, Sifter, do not urge it as a fin,
Ot which the Gods themfelves have guilty been :
The Gods, my Sifter, do approve Revenge
By Thunder, which ih' Almighty Ports unhinge
Such ,s their Lightning when poor Mortals feal-/
And Princes are the Gods inhabit here;
Revenge has charms that do as powerful prove
As thofe of Beauty, and as fweet as Love,
The force of Vengtance will not be withftood
Tiil It has bath'd and cool'd it felf in Blood.
Erminia^ fweet Erminia^ thou art loft.
And he yet lives that does the conqueft boaft.

Gal, Brother, that Captive you can ne*er retrieve
More by the Vigor's death, than if he live,
Tor fhe in Honour cannot him prefer.
Who dial] become her Husband's Murderer

;By fafer ways you may that bleffing gain.
When venturing thus thro Blood and Death prove vain.
Ph, With hopes already that are vain as Air,

You've kept me from Revenge, but not Defpair.
3 had my felf acquitted, as became
Erminias wrong'd Adorer, and my Flame :

My Rival I had kill'd, and fet her free.

Had not my Juftice been difarm'd by thee.
—But for thy faithicfs Hope, Tad murderM him;
Even when the holy Prieft was marrying them.
And ofFer'd up the reeking Sacrifice

Toth' Gods he kneel'd to, when he took my price *

By all their Purity I would have don't,
'

But now I think I merit the Affront

:

He that bis Vengeance idly does defer.

His Safety more than bis Succefs muft fear;

I
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I like that Coward did prolong my Fate,

But brave Revenge can never come too late.

Gal. Brother, if you can fo inhuman prove

To me your Sifter, Reafon, and to Love ;

rU let you fee that I have fentiments too.

Can love and be reveng'd as well as you
;

That hour that (hall a death to him impart.

Shall fend this Dagger to Erminid's heart,

IShews a Tiaggerl

Phi, Ah Coward, how thefe words have made thes

pale,

And Fear above thy Courage does prevail

:

Ye Gods, why did you fuch a way invent ?

Gal. None elfe was left thy madnefs to prevent*

Phi. Ah cmel Sifter, 1 am tame become, "^

And will reverfe my happy Rival's doom :
>•

Yes, he fhalllive to triumph o'er my Tomb. ^
'—But yet what thou haft faid, I needs muft blamCj

For if my refolurions prove the fame,

I now fhould kill thee, and my life renew 5

But were it brave or juft to murder you ?

At worft, 1 fhould an unkind Sifter kill,

Thou wouldft the facred blood of Friendfhip fpilL

1 kill a Man that has undone my Fame,

Ravifii'd my Miftrefs^ and contemn'd my Name^
And, Sifter, one who does not thee prefer

:

But thou no reafon haft to injure her.

Such charms of Innocence her Eyes do dref?^'

As would confound the cruel'ft Murderefs

:

And thou art fofr, and canft no Horror fee.

Such Aftions, Sifter, you muft leave to me.

Gal, The higbeft Love no Reafon will adns^c.

And Paflion is above my Friendfhip yet.

Phi, Then fince I cannot hope to alter thee^ .

Let me but beg that thou wouldft fet me free

;

Free this poor Soul that fuch a coil do£S keep ;

^Twiil neither let me wake in Peace, nor ileep>

Comfort 1 find a ftranger to my heart,

Kos canft thou ought of thatbm thus impart

;
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Thou diouldft with joy a death to him procure.
Who by it leaves Alcippui* life fecure.

Gal, Dear Brother, you out-run your Patience ftil?.

We'll neither die our felves, nor others kill
;

Something I'll do that fhall thy joys reftore,

And bring thee back that health thou had'ft before;
We're nowexpefted at the Banquet, where

I'd have thy Eyes more Love than Anger wear :

This night be cheerful, and on me depend.
On me, that am thy Sifter, and thy Friend ;

A little raife Alcippm^ ]tz\o\.\(y

And let the reft be carried on by me ;

Kor would it be amifs fhould you provide

A Serenade to entertain the Bride ;

'Twill give him Fears that may perhaps difprove

The fond opinion of his happy Love.

Phi. Tho Hope be faithlefs, yet I cannot chufe,

Coming from thee, but credit the abufe.

Gal. Philander^ do not your Hope's power diftruft,

*Tis dme enough to die, when that's unjuft. [Exeunu

SCENE II.

Enter Aminia as ^ajpng over ike Stage^ isjiayed by

Olinda.

Cli, Why fo hafty, Amhta ^

Am, The time requires it, Olinda,

Oli, But I have an humble fuit to you.

Am, You ftiall command me any thing.

Oli, Pray Heaven you keep your word.

uim. That fad tone of thine, Olinda, has almoft made

me repent of my promife ; but come, what is't ?

Oli, My Brother, Madam.
jim. Now fie upon thee, is that all thy bufinefs ?

[Offers to go off.

Oli, Stay, Madam, he dies for you.
j

Am, He cannot do't for any Woman living
; j

But well—it feems he fpeaks of Love to you j,

To me he does appear a very Statue*
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Oil. He nought but fighs^nd calls upon your name,

And vows you are the ciuell'ft Maid that breathes.

^m. Thou can'ft not be in earned fure.

Oiu rU fwear I am, and fo is he.

Am. Nay thou haft a hard task on't, to make VcwJ
to all the Women he makes love to ; indeed I pity thee ;

ha, ha, ha.

Oli. You fhould not laugh at thofe you have undone.

Aminii Jings,

Hang Love^ for I will never fme
Tor an'j Man alive ;

l>lor pall this jolly Heart of mine

The thoughts of it receive
;

I will not purchafe Slavery

At fiich a dangerous rate
;

But glory in my Liberty^

And laugh at Love and Fate,

Oli. You'll kill him by this cruelty.

Am. What is't thou call'ft fo ?

For 1 have hitherto given no denials.

Nor has he given me caufe •,

I have feen him wildly gaze upon me often,

And fometimes blufh and fmile, but feldom that;

And now and then found fault with my replies.

And wonder'd where the Devil lay that wit.

Which he believ'd no Judge of it could find.

Oli. pjith, Madam, that's his way of making lovci

Am. It will not take with me, Hove a Man

Can kneel, and fwear, and cry, and look fubmifs.

As if he meant indeed to die my Slave ;

Thy Brother looks—but too much like a Conqueror.
^

iSighs.

Oli. How, Amtnta^ can you figh in earned ?

Am. Yes, Olmda^ and you fhall know its meaning j

1 love AUander^ and am not afliam'd o'th' fecret,

But prithee do not tell him what 1 fay.

—•Oh he's A man made up of ibofe Perfeftions,
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Which I have often lik'd m feveral men
;

And wifh'd united to compleat fome one,

Whom I might have the glory to o'ercome.

—HisMein and Perfon, but'bove all his Humour,
That furly Pride, tho even to me addreft.

Does ftrangely well become him.

Oil. May 1 believe this ?

Am. Not if you mean to fpeak on'r,

But 1 fhall foon enough betray my felf.

Enter Falatius with a patch or two on his lace.

Talatius^ welcome from the Wars;
I'm glad to fee y'ave fcap'd the dangers of them.

Fa. Not fo well fcap'd neither, Madam, but I have
left dill a few teftimonies of their Severity to me.

IPoints to his face

»

Oli, Thai's not fo well, believe me,
Ja. Nor fo ill, fince they be fuch as render us no le(s

acceptable to your fair Eyes, Madam !

But had you feen me when I gain'd them, Ladies, in that

heroick pofture.

u^m. What poflure ?

Fa, in that of fighting. Madam ;

You would have call'd to mind that antient flory

Of the ftout Giants that wag'd War with Heaven
5

Juft fo I fought, and for as glorious prize,

Your excellent Ladifhip,

Am, For me, was it for me you ran this hazard then ?

la. Madam, I hope you do not queftion that,

Was it not all the faults you found with me.
The reputation of my want of Courage,

A thoufand Furies are not like a Battle
j

And but for you.

By ^o've 1 would not fight it o'er again

For all the glory on't ; and now do you doubt me ?

Madam, your heart is flrangely fortified

That can refill th' efforts I have made againft it.

And bring to boot fuch marks of valour too.

Enter to them Alcander, who feeing them would turft

hack, but Olindsifiays him^
Olh Brother^ comeback.

Fa»
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Fa, Advance, advance, what Man, afraid of me ?

Ale. How can (he hold difcourfe with that Fantaftick,

[Afide.

Fa, Come forward, and be complaiTant,

[Pulls him again.

Ah. That's noft proper for your Wit, Falatius,

Am, Whyfo angry?

jilc. Away, thou art deceiy'd.

Am, You've loft your fleep, which puts you out of
humour.

Ale, He's damn'd will lofe a moment on*t for you*
Am, Who is't that has difpleas'd you ?

Ale. You have, and took my whole repofe away.
And more than that, which you ne'er can reftore

\

I can do nothing as I did before.

When 1 would fleep, I cannot do't for you,

My Eyes and Fancy do that form purfue

;

And when 1 fleep, you revel in my Dreams,

And all my Life is nothing but extremes.

When 1 would tell my love, 1 feem moft rude.

For that informs me how 1 am fubdu'd.

Gods, you're unjuft to tyrannize o'er me.

When thoufands fitter for't than I go free. f^ar.

Tal, Why, what the Devil has pofTeft Alcander .-?

Oli, How like you this, Am'inta /

Am, Better and better, he's a wondrous man.
\Exmnt Am. and Oli,

Fa, 'Tis the moft unjanty humour that ever 1 faw ;

Ay, ay, he is my Rival, No marvel an he look'd fo big

upon me j He is damnable valiant, and as jealous as he
'\% valiant \ how fhall 1 behave my felf to him, and thefe

too idle humours of his 1 cannot yet determine ; the com-
fort is, he knows I am a Coward whatever face I fet upon
it. Well, 1 mufl either refolve never to provoke his Jea-

loufy, or be able to re-counter his other fury, his Valour ;

that were a good Refolye if I be not paf^ all hope. [£x.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter Alcippus and Erminia, ai in a Bed-Chamber^

Alcip. But ftill methinks, Erminia^ you are fad,

A heavinefs appears in tbofe fair Eyes,

As if your Soul were agitating fomething

Contrary to the pleafure of this night.

Er. You ought in Juftice, Sir, t'excufe me here,

Prifcners when firft committed are lefs gay.

Than when they're usM to Fetters every day,

But yet in time they will more eafy grow.

Alcip» You ftrangely blefs me in but faying (o»

Er. Alcippus^ I've an humble fuir to you.

Alcip, All that I have is fo intirely thine.

And fuch a Captive thou haft made my Will,

Thou needft not be at the expence of wifhing

For what thou canft defire that 1 may grant
j

Why are thy Eyes declin'd ?

Er* To fatisfy a little modeft fcruple
;

I beg you would permit me. Sir—

—

Alcip. To lie alone to night, is it not (o, Erminia ?

Er, It iSi

Alcip. That's too fevere, yet I will grant it thee ;.

But why, 'Erminia muft I grant it thee ?

Er, The Princefs, Sir, queftions my Power, and fay?,

I cannot gainfo much upon your Goodnefs.

Alcip, I could have wifh'd fome other had oblig'd jhee

to*t.

Er, You would not blame her if you knew her reafon*

Alcip. Indeed I do not much, for I can guefs

She takes the party of the Prince her Brother 5-

And this «s only to delay thofe Joys,

^hich fhe pei haps believes belong to him.

s But that Erminia, you can beft refolve 5

And Ms not kindly done to hide a truth
j

The Prince fo clearly own'd.

Er, What did he own ?
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Akip. He faid Erminia^ that you were his Wife

;

If Co^ no wonder you refufe my ^qA ; [She weepi*

The Pi-efence of the King hinder'd my knowledge,

Of what I willingly would learn from you ;

• Come, ne'er deny a truth that plain appears ;

I fee Hypocrify thro all your Tears.

£r. You need not ask me to repeat again,

A Knowledge which, you fay, appears (o plain ;

The Prince's word methinks fhould credit get.

Which I'll comfirm whene'er you call for it

;

My heart before you ask't it, was his prize.

And cannot twice become a Sacrifice.

Alcip, Erminiay is this brave or juft in you.

To pay his fcore of Love with what^s my due ?

What's your defign to treat me in this fort ?

Are facred Vows of Marriage made your fport ?

Regard me well, Erfninia, what am 1 ?

Er, One, Sir, with whom, I'm bound to live an4

die.

And one to whom, by rigorous command,
1 gave (without my Heart) my unwilling Hand.

^Icip, But why, Erminia^ did you give it fo ?

Er, T' obey a King and cruel Father too.

A Friend fhip. Sir, I can on you beflow.

But that will hardly into Paflion grow j

And 'twill an Ad below your Virtue prove,

To force a Heart you know can never love,

Alcip, Am I the mask to hide your Blulhes in,

I the contented Fool to veil your Sin ?

Have you already learnt that trick at Court,

Both how to pradife and fecure your fport \

Brave Miftrefs of your Art, is this the way,

My Service and my Padion to repay ?

Will nothing but a Prince your pleafure fit.

And could you think that 1 would wink at it ?

Recal that Folly, or by all that's good,

I'll free the Soul that wantons in thy Blood.

[He in rage takes her by the arms^ fijews a dagger*

Er, I fee your Love your Reafon has betray'd,

2m I'll foraive the Faults which Love has made ;
^

'Tis
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'Tts true, I love, and do confefs it too
;

Which if a Crime, 1 might have hid from you

;

But fuch a Paflion 'tis as does defpife

Whatever Rage you threaten from your Eyes.—Yes—you may diiapprove this flame in me,
But cannot hinder what the Gods decree

;— Search here this truth
; Alas, Icannot fear

;

Your Steel (hall find a welcome entrance here,

IHe holds her ft'ill^ and gazes en her,
Alcip, Where doft thou think thy ungrateful Soul will

go,

Loaded with wrongs to me, fhould I ftrike now ?
Er. To fome bleft place, where Lovers do refide,

Pree from the noife of Jealoiify and Pride;
Where we fiiail know no other' Power but Love,
And where even thou wilt foft and gentle prove

;

So gentle, that if 1 fhould meet thee there,

Thou would'ft allow, what thou deny'ft me here.

Alcip. Thou, haft difarm'd my Rage, and in its room
A world of Shame andfofrer Paflions come^
Such as the firft efforts of Love infpir'd,

When by thy charming Eyes my Soul v;as fir'd.

Er, I muft confefs your Fears are Teeming jufl,

But here to free you from the leaft miftruft,

I fwear, whilft I'm your ^Iff'x^Q Til not allow
Birth to a Thought that tends to injuring you.

Alcip, Not to believe thee, were a fin above
The Injuries 1 have done thee by my Love.

Ah my Ermtniay might 1 hope at laft

To fhare the pity of that lovely Breaft,
By flow degrees I might approach that Throne,
Where now the bleft Philander reigns alone ;

Perhaps in time my Paflion might redeem
That now too faithful Heart y'ave given to him 5
Bo but forbear to hear his amorous Tales,
Nor from his moving Eyes learn what he ails:
A Fire that's kindled cannot long furvive,
If one add nought to keep the flame alive.

Er, I will not promife \ what I mean to do
My Virtue only fhall oblige me to.
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• Alcip. But, Madam, what d' you mean by this referve?

To what intent does all thisColdnefs ferve ?

Is there no pity to my SufFerings due ?

And will you ftill my Langullhments renew ?

Come, come, recal what you have rafhly faid
;

And own to raorrov that thou art no Maid :

Thy Blufhes do betray thy wiilingnefsj

And in thy lovely Eyes I read fuccefs.

Er» A double tie obliges me to be

Strift to my Vows, my Love and Amity
;

For my own fake the firft I'll ne'er decline,

And 1 would gladly keep the laft for thine.

Alcip, Madam, you ftrangely do improve my pain.

To give me hopes you muft recal again.

Er, Alcippus, you this language will forbear,

When you (ball know how powerful you are
',

For whilft you here endeavour to fubdue.

The beft of Women languiflies for you.

uilcip, Erminia, do not mock my mifery.

For tho you cannot love, yet pity me ;

That you allow my Padlon no return.

Is weight enough, you need not add your Scorn,

In this your Cruelty is too fevere.

Er, AlcippHSy you miftake me every where.

Alcip. To whom Erminia, do I owe this Fate ?

Er, Tomorrow all her ftjpry I'll relate.

Till then the promife I the Princefs made,

I beg you would permit might b'e obey'd.

Alcip. You, Madam, with fo many charms aflai!.

You need not queftion but you fhall prevail 5

Thy power's not le(ren*d in thy being mine.

But much augmented in my being thine.

The glorv of my chains may raife me more,

But 1 am' ftill that Slave I was before. [Exeunt feverally,

SCENE IV.

Enter Philander and Alcander. [The Prince half undreji,

phi. What's a Clock, Alcander ^

Ale* 'Tis midnight, Sir, will you not go to bed?
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Phi, To bed Friend ; what to do?
Mc. To deep, Sir, as you were wont to do.

^
Phi, Sleep, and Erminia have abandon'd me ;

I'll never fleep again.

Ale This \s an humour, Sir, you muft forfake.
Phi, Never, never, oh Alcander,

Doft know, where my Erminia lies to night ?

Mc. I guefs. Sir.

Phi. Where ? Nay, prithee fpeak.
Indeed I fhall not be offended at it.

Ale. I know not why you fhould. Sir
;

She's where fhe ought, abed with young AUippus,
Phi. Thou fpeak'ftthy real Thoughts.
-^/f. Why fhould your Highnefs doubt it ?

Phi. By Heaven there is no faith in Woman kind

;

Alcander, doft thou know an honeft Woman ?
^Ic. Many, Sir.

Phi.^l do not think it, 'tis impoffible
;

Erminia^ if it could have been, were (he,

But file has broke her Vows, which I held facred,
And plays the wanton in another's arms.

Ale. Sir, do you think it juft to wrong her Co ?

Phi, Oh would thou couldft perfuade me that I did Co*
Thou know'ft the Oaths and Vows fhe made to me,
Never to marry any other than my felf;

And you, Alcander^ wrougl^j^e to believe them.
But now her Vows to marry none but me.
Are given to Alcippus, and in his bolbm breath'd,
With balmy whifpers, whilft the rayiflit Youth
Tor ever fylable returns a kifs,

And in the height of all his extafy.

Philanders difpo'fTefs'd and quite forgotten.
Ah charming Maid, is this your Love to me.
Yet now thou art not no Maid, nor lov'ft not me.
And 1 the fool to let thee know my weaknefs.

Ale. Why do you thus proceed to vex your felf ?
To queftton what you lift, and anfwer what you pleafe >

Sir, this is not the way to be at eafe.
Pht, Ah dear Alcander, what would'ft have me do ?

Mc*
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Ale. Do that which may preferve you;

Do that which every Man in love would do

;

Make it your bufinefs to pofTefs the objeft.
Phi, What meaneft thou, is flie notmanfed ?

Ale, What then, (lie'as all about her that (he had
Of Youth and Beauty (he isMi(trefs (lilj,

*

And may difpofe it how and where (he will.

Phi. Pray Heaven 1 do not think too well of thee
What means all this difcourfe, art thou honeft ?

'

Alcan. As moft Men of my Age.
Phi. And wouldft thou counfel me to fuch a Sin ?

For 1 do underftand thee.

Alcan, I know not what you term fo.

Phi, I never thought thou'dft been fo great a Villain
To urge me to a crime would damn us all

;

*

Why doft thou fmile, haft thou done well in this ?

Alcan. I thought fo, or I'ad kept it to my felf.

Sir, e'er you grow in rage at what I've faid,

Do you think I love you, or believe my hfe
Were to be valued more than your repofe?
You feem to think it is not.

Phi. Poffibly I may.
Alcan. The fin of what I have proposed to you

You only feem to hate : Sir, '\s it fo ?—If fuch religious thoughts about you dwell,
Why is it that you thus perplex your felf?

Self-murder fure is much the greater fin.

Ertninia too you fay has broke her Vows,
She that will fwear and lye, will do the reft.

And of thefe evils, this I think the ieaftj

And as for me, 1 never thought it fin.

Phi, And canft thou have fo poor a thought of her ?
Alcan. 1 hope you'll find her, Sir, as willing to't

As 1 am to fuppofe it ; nay, be'ieve't,

She'll look upon't as want of Love and Courage
Should you not now attempt it

;

You know, Sir, there's no other remedy.
Take no denial, but the Game puvfue,

for what (he will refufe, (he wifhes you*.

Phi, With fuch pretenfions—fhe may angry grow.

Alcan*
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Alcan* I never heard of any that were Co^

For tho the will to do't, and power they want,

They love to hear of what they cannot grant.

phi. No more,

Is this your duty to your Prince, Alcander .<?

You were not wont to counfel thus amifs,

*Tis either Difrefpeft or fome Defign

;

I could be wondrous angry with thee nowf.

But that my Grief has fuch pofleflion here,
' Twill make no room for Rage.

Alcan, 1 cannot, Sir, repent of what I've faid,

Since all the errors which I have committed

Are what my paffion to your intereftled me to.

But yet I beg your Highnefs would recal

That fenfe which would perfuade you 'tis unjuft*

Phil, Name it no more, and I'll forgive it thee.

jlU. I can obey you, Sir.

Phi. What fhall we do to night, I cannot fleep.

Ale. Vm good at watching, and doing any thing.

Phi, We'll ferenade the Ladies and the Bride.

—_The firft we may difturb, but fhe I fear

Keeps watch with me to night, tho not h'ke me.
Enter a Page of the Prince*s,

Phil. How now. Boy,

Is the Mufick ready which I fpoke for >

Page. Thay wait your Highnefs's command.
Fhi, Bid them prepare, I'm coming. [Ex. Page.

Soft touches may allay the Difcords here,

And fwecten, tho not leiTen my Defpair. [Exeunt.

S C E N E V. The Court Gallery.

Enter Pifaro alone.

Pifa. Ha ! who's that, a Lover on my life,

This amorous malady reigns every where;

Nor can my Sifter be ignorant

Of what I faw this night in Galatea

:

V\\ qucftion her— Sifter, jimintAy Sifter,

iCalU as at her Lodgings,

Enter

1
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Entir a Maid,

Lye. Who calls my Lady >

Pif. Where's my Sifter ?

Lye, I cry your Lordfliip's mercy ; my Lady lies not
in her Lodgings to night ; the Princefs Tent for her, her
Highnefs is not well. [^she goes oat,

Pif. I do believe if, good night, L'^cette.

Enter a Page,

Who's there ?

Page, Your Lordfliip's Page.

Pif, Where haft thou been ? I wanted thee but now.
Page. I fell afleep i'lh' Lobby, Sir, and had not wa-

ken'd yet, but for the Muficic which plays at the Lodg-
ings of my Lady Erm'inia.

Pif, Curfe on them ; will ihey not allow him nights
tohimfelf; 'tis hard.

This night I'm wifer grown by obfervation.

My Love and Friendftiip taught me jealoufy.

Which like a cunning Spy brought in intelligence

From every eye lefs wary than its own
;

That told me that the charming Galateay

In whom all power remains.

Is yet too feeble to encounter Love

;

I find file has receiv'd the wanton God,
Maugre my fond opinion of her Soul.

And 'tis my Friend too that's become my Rival.

1 faw her lovely Eyes ftill turn on him,

As Flowers to ih' Sun : and when he turn'd away
Like thofe flie bow'd her charming head again.

On th' other fide the Prince with dying looks

Each motion watch'd of fair Erminiah eyes,

Which file return'd as greedily again,

And if one glance t' Aicipptts ftie direded.

He'd ftare as if he meant to cut his throat for't.

Welly Friend, thou hajl a Jure defence of me.

My Love is yet belovj my Amity, [Ex.

SCENE
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SCENE VI. Draws off, difcovers Phi-
lander and Alcander with Mujick at the

Chamber door o/Erminia; to them?i{3.roj
uho liflens whilftthe Song is fung*

The Song for the Page to fing at Ermtma's Chambei-
door.

Amintas that true-hearted Swam
Vpon a River' i bank was laid.

Where to the pitting fireams he did comfiain
Of Sylvia that falfe charming Maid, .

But jfjje was jiili regardlefs of his pain :

Oh faithlefi Sylvia ! would he cry.

And what he [aid the Echoes would reply.

Be kind or elfe I die, E, I d\e.

Be kind or elfe 1 die, £", 1 die.

ji fhower of tears his eyes let fall.

Which in the River made imprejs^

, Jhenfigh'd, and SyUi^ falfe again would call^

A cruel faithlef Shepherdefs,

Is Love with you become a criminal ?

jih lay af.de this needlefs fcorn,

Allow your poor Adorer feme return,

Confider how 1 burn, £", I burn.

Confider, C7C.

Thofe Smiles atjd KiJJes which you give.

Remember Sylvia, are my due
;

And all the Joys my Rival does receive

He ravifhes from me, not you*

Ah Sylvia, can I live and this believe i

Infenfibles are touched to fee

My iangmjl)ments, and feem to pity me*

VJ'hich I demand of thee, £. ot thee,

Which I demand, C7f.
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Pif, What's all thfs ?

^

Phi, Wbo's there ?

i?/"^ A Man, a Priend to the Generaf.
Phi. Then thou'rt an Enemy to ail good Men

Does the ungraterul Wretch hide his own head,
'

And fend his Spjes abroad ?
'

Pif. He is too great to fear, and needs them not •

And him thou termeft fo, fcorns the Office too '

Xwsl^:,T^'^
^^" ^"^ ^^-' when -the whole

Be gone there lies thy way, where'er thybufinefs be.

If-
}i,^'^^,^^^^^«/^thee, and here's my bufinefs.Phu Thou lyeft, rude man.

^

r»/^f 7u^' ^^W^n"" ^^'^^ ^^" °i^^o i'th'dark ?Day had betray'd thy blufhes for this Boldnefs
Phu Tell me who 'tis that dares capitulate ?

Pif One that dares make it good.
Phi, Draw then, and keep thy word
Alcan. Stand by, and let me do that duty, Sir.

[He/ieps between them, they Jith/ Pifa-o fall,'
^Here's thy reward, whoe'er thou art.

'
^'^^^0 Jails.

Phi, Haft thou no hurt ?

^/.4«. 1 think not much, yet fomewhere »cis I bleed.
Pif What a dull beaft am I

!

„. w T J ., [Exeunt Prince and k\Q2in,Page. My Lord, ,s't you are fallen ?

Help, Murder \ Murder !

Ptf Hold, bawling Dog.
Enter Alcippus in a Night-gown, with a Sword in his

hand, a Page ro'ith Lights,
AUip, 'Twas hereabouts—who's this, Pifaro wounded I

How cam'ft thou thus ? Come up into my Arms!
^^^^^^^

.vrf
'^* '^^?^ Jealoufy, Aicppm, that wild Monfter,Who never leaves us till he has thus betray'd us,

—Pox on't, I am afham'd to look upon thee.
I have difturb'd you to no purpofe. Sir.
I am not wounded, go to bed again.

Ak. rilfec thee to thy Lodgings firft, pifaro»

VOL. III. N '
^^v:
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pif. Twill be unkind both to your felf and me,

[Exeunt*

SCENE VII.

^nter Philander avd Meander with a Light,

jikan. He's gone whoe'er he be.

phi. It could nor be Alcippus,

Alcan. I rather hzxPifaro^

—But we foon enough fhall know : Who's this?

Enter Erminia in her Night-gowTjy and Ifilia with

Lights,

Er. Methought I heard Alcippus and the Prince

Before the cry of Murder.

I die if thofe two Riv als have encountered.

Phi, Ah Madam, ceafe that fear, they both are fafe

From all, but from the Wounds which you have given

Er, Oh Gods, what make you here! and vvhere's -^4/-

Phi', Where I had been had Heaven been bountiful.

Er' Alas, Sir, what do you mean ? what have you

done ) And where have you beftow'd him ?

Phi Why all this high concern, Erminia .^

Has he fo reconciled you to him fmce i faw you laft ?

This is not kind to me.
, . ,

Er, Oh tell me not of kindnefs, where s Alcjppus /

Alcan, Madam, of whom do you demand AUippus ?

Neither of us have feen him.

Phi,Go^ you are a Woman, a vain peevilh Creature.

£r.' Sir, ''tis but juft you fhould excufe my Fear,

AUiplus is my Husband, and his Safety

Ought to become ray care.

Phi, How, Erminia !

Can you fo foon yield up my right to him,

And not blufh whilft you own your Perjury ?

Er, Now, Sir, you are much to blame ;

1 could have born the reft, but this concerns me :

I {ear 1 have but too well kept my Vows with you,

Since you are grown but to fufpeft 1 have not.
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phi. Pardon me. Dear, the eriors of my Paflion;

It was a Sin fo natural,

That even thy unkindly taking it

Approach'd too near it, not to gain my Pardon
j

But tell me why you aski me for Alcip^us .•?

Er, Sir, e'er I could difpofe my Eyes to fleep,

I heard the Mufick at my Chamber-door,

And fuch a Song as could be none but yours
;

But that was finifh'd in a noife lefs pleafant.

In that of Swords and Quarrel
j

And amongft which,

I thought I heard yours and Alcippus* Voice

:

(For 1 have kept my word, and lay not with him)

This brought me hither ; but if I miftook,

Once more I beg your pardon.

Phi, Thou hafl reftor'd me to a world of Joy^,
By what thou now haft faid.

Enter Alcippus, his Sword in his Hand^ a Page "with

Light^ he fiands a vjhile.

Alcip. Erminia / and the Prince ! embracing too !

I dream, and know fhe could not be thus bafe.

Thus falfe and loofe

But here I am inform'd it is no Vifion

;

This was defiga'd before, I find it now.
ILa'^s his hand on his heart,

Er, Alcippus ^ oh my fears !

[Goes to them, takes her by the hand,

Alcip, Yes, Madam,
Too foon arriv'd for his and your repofe.

Phi* Alcippusy touch her not,

Alcip, Not touch her ! by Heaven I will.

And who fhall hinder me ?

Who is't dares fay I (hall not touch my Wife ?

Phi, Villain, thou iy'ft.

uiUip, That y'are my Prince fhall not defend you
here.

Draw, Sir, for I have laid refped aiide.

^Strikes, they fight a litthy Alcippus ii

wounded^ Alcander fupports him,

Er* Oh Gods, what mean you ? bold Philander^ hold.

N 2 phK
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phi. Life of my Soal, retire,

I cannot biear that Voice and difobey

;

And you muft needs efteem him at low rates,

Who fells rbeeand his Honour for a Tear.

Er, Upon my knees I beg to be obey'd, [_She kneels*

—But if 1 muft not, here difcharge your Anger.

Phi, You are too great a Tyrant where you may.

lExeunt Erminia and Alcippus;

Phi, Stay, fhall I let her go ? fhall her Commands,
Tho they have power to take my Life away,

Have force to fufFer me to injure her ?

Shall fhe be made a prey, and I permit it,

Who only have the interefi: to forbid it ?

.—No, let me be accurft then. [Offen to follow.

Ale, What mean you. Sir ?

Phi, Force the bold Ravifher to refign my Right.

'Meander^ is not ftie my Wife, and 1 his Prince ?

Mc. 'Tis true, Sir:

And y'ave both power and juftice on your fide 5

And there are times to exercife *em both,

phi. Fitter than this, Alcander ^

Ale, This night Erminiah Promife may repofe you ;

To morrow is your ovpn—*—
Till then I beg you'd think your intereft fafe.

Phi. Alcander^ thou haA peace about thee, and canft

)ik^ge

Better than I, 'twixt what is juft and fit.

iPuts up his Sword,

I hitherto believ'd my Flame was guided

By perfeft Reafon : fo we often find

Veflels condufted by a peaceful Wind,

And meet no oppofition in their way.

Cut a fafe pafTage thro the flattering Sea :

But when a Storm the bounding VefTel throws.

It does each way with equal rage oppofe

;

For when the Seas are mad, could that be calm

Like me, it wou'd be ruin'd in the Storm. ^Exeunu

ACT



the 'jealous Bridegroom.- apj

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Alcippus and Pifaro.

Pif, '"T^ I S much, my Lord, you'll not be ratisfy'cf.

X Alcip, FriendQiip's too near a-kin to Love,
Psfaro^^

To leave me any Peace, whilft in your Eyes
1 read Referves, which Ms not kind to hide;.

—Come prithee teil me whar the quarrel was
And who 'twas with ; thou fhalr, my dear Pifaro,

Pif, Nay, now you urge me to impoilibilities :

Good faith I cannot tell, butguefs the Princt.

Alcip. 'Tis true, F'lfaro, 'twas indeed the Prince.
But what was th* occaiior ?

Pif, He cali'd me Spy, and I return'd th' afKonr,
But took no notice that he was my Prince :

It was a Folly I repented of
j

But 'twas in a dama'd melancholy Mood.
Alcip. Was it a going in or coming out ?

Pif, From whence ?

Alcip, Erminia^s Chzrxihti
',
prithee let me know,

Por I have fears that take away my fleep,

Fears that will make me mad, (lark mad, Pifaro.

Pif. You do not well to fear without a caufe.

Alci^, O Friend, I faw what thou canft ne'er conceive}
Laft night I faw it when I came from thee

;

And if thou go'ft about t' impofe upon me,
I'll caft thee from my Soul. Come out with it,

I fee thy breaft heave with a generous ardour.
As if it fcorn'd to harbour a referve,

>J^hich flood not with its Amity to me.
Could I but know my Fate, I could defpife it

:

But when 'tis clad in Robes of Innocence,
The Devil cannot Tcape it : Something
Was done laft night that gnaws my heart ftrings

;

And many things the Princefs too let fall,

Which, Gods ! 1 know not how to put together,

N 3 And



294 The Forced Marriage \ or^

And prithee be not thou a Ridler too ;

But if thouknew'ft of ought that may concern me.
Make me as wife as thou art.

P'lf. Sir, you are of fo ftrange a jealous Humour,
And I fo firangely jealous of your Honour,
That 'twixt us both we may make work enough

;

But on my Soul I know no wrong you have.

Alcip. I muft believe thee, yet methinks thy Face

Has put on an unwonted gravity,

Pif, That, Alcippus^ you'll not wonder at.

When you fhall know you are my Rival.

jilcip. Nay, why liouldft thou delay me thus with

ftories ?

This (hall not put me offi

Pif. Sir, Vm in earneft, you have gain'd that Heart,

Jor which 1 have receivM fo many wounds ;

Venturing for Trophies where none durft appear,

To gain at my Return one fingle fmile,

Or that fhe would fubmit to hear my ftory :

And when fh' has faid, 'twas bravely done, Pifar0,

I thought the Glory recompensed the Toil
5

And facrific*d-my Laurels at her feet.

Like thofe who pay their firft-fruits to. the Gods,

To beg a blefling on the following Crop :

And never made her other figns of Love,

Nor knew 1 that I had that eafy flame.

Till by her Eyes I found that fne was mortal,

And could love too, and that my Friend is you.

Alcip, Thou haft amaz'd me, prithee fpeak more

clearly.

Pif My Lord, the Princefs has a paffion for you.

Have I not reafon now to be your Enemy ?

Alcip. Not till I make returns ; .

But now Vm paft redemption miferable.

*Twas fhe Erminia told medy'd for me ;

And I believ'd it but a flight of hers.

To put me from my Courtfhip.

Pif No, 'twas a fatal Truth :

Alcippus, had ft thou feen her, whilft the Prieft

Vf'as giving thee to fair Erm'mja^
What
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what languiQiment appearM upon her Eyes,

Which never were removM (rom thy lov'd Face,

Thro which her melting Soul in drops diftiil'd,-

As if Ihe meant to wafh away thy Sin,

In giving up that Right belong*d to her,

Thou hadft without my aid found out this truth :

A fweet compofure dwelt upon her looks^

Like Infants who are fmiling whilft they die
;

Nor knew file that ftie wepr, fo unconcerned

And freely did her Soul a paiTage find ;

Whilft 1 tranfported had almoft forgot

The Reverence due t' her facred felf and Place,

And every moment ready was to kneel,

And with my lips gather the precious drops,

And rob the Holy Temple of a Relick,

Fit only there t' inhabit.

Alcip, I never thought thou'dft had thisSoftnefs in thee

;

How cam'ft thou, Friend, to hide all this from me ?

Pif, My Lord, 1 knew not that I was a Lover ;

I felt no fl.ime, bur a religioiis Ardour,

That did infpire my Soul with adoration
;

And fo remote 1 was from ought but fucb,

I knew not Hope, nor what it was to wifh

For other bleflings than to gaze upon her :

Like Heaven I thought One was to be pofTefs'd,

Where carnal Thoughts can no admittance find
j

And had I not perceiv'd her Love to you,

I had not known the nature of my flame :

But then I found it out by Jealoufy,

And what I took for a Seraphick motion,

I now decline as criminal and earthly.

Alci^, When fhe can love to a difcovery.

It fhows her Paffion eminent and high
;

But I am married—to a Maid that hates me:

What help for that, Pifaro /

And thou haft fomething too to fay of her,

What was't ? for now thou haft undone me quite.

Pif, I have nought to fay to her difhonourj Sir,

But fomething may be done may give you caufe

To ftand upon your Guard ;

N 4 And
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And if your Rage do not the maftery get,

3 cannot doubt bu: you'll be happy yet.

Alcip, Without £"r»2i;i/^ that can hardly be
And yet 1 find a certain fliame within
That will notfufFermeto fee the Princefs

;
I have a kind of War within my Soul,

My Love againft my Glory and my Honour
;

And I could wifh, alas I know not what ;

Prithee inftrud me.

Ptf, Sir, take a refolution to be calm,
And not like Men in love abandon Reafon.
. You may obferve the anions of thefe Lovers,
But be not paflionate whatever you find

j

That headftrong Devil will undo us all
j

If you'll be happy, quit its company.
Alcip, I fain would take thy counfel \jPaufiS,

Plf, Come, clear up my Lord, and do not hang the
head

Like Flowers in ftorms^ the Sun will fhine again.
Set GalateA^s Charms before your Eyes,
Think of the Glory to divide a Kingdom ;

And do not wafte your noble Youth and Time
Upon a pe»vifh Heart you cannot gain.

This day you muft to th' Camp, and in your abfence
I'll take upon me what I foorn'd lafl night,

The Office of a Spy .

Believe me. Sir, for by the Gods I fwear,

I never wiili'dthe glory of a Conquelt
With half that zeal as to compofe thefe differences.

Alcip, I do believe thee, and will tell thee fomething
Thar paft between the Prince and I lad night

;

And then thou wilt conclude me truly miferable, [Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Falatius, Labree, they meet Cleontius,

C\e, Your Servant, my Lord.

—fo coldly, ftay—-your reafon. Sir.

[Fal. ^ms cjfhis Hat a littky and pajfes o»,

Tal. How mean you. Sir ?

Cle, Do you not know me ? VaU
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lal. Yes, I have feen you, and think you are C/e-

onttusy

A Servant of the Prince's 5 ,we« i*th* Campagnia loOj

If I miflake not.

_ Cle^. Can you recal me by no better inftanees ?

Jtf/. What need of any pray ?

Cle, I am a Gentleman.
TaU Ha, Labree» what means he now ?

By Jove 1 do not queftion it, Cleontius : -

What need this odd Punftih'o ?

1 call thee to no account.

Cie, That's more than I can fay to you. Sir,

Fal. I'll excufe you for that.

Cle, Eut Qiall not need. Sir ; flay, I have a Sifter.

laL Oh the Devil, now he begins.

Cle, A handfome Sifter too, or you deceiv'd her.

Lah. Bear up, Sir, be not huft. ^AJideo
Fal. It may be fo, but is fhe kind, Cleontius?

[Fal. bears up,-
Cle, What mean you by that word ?

Lab. Again, Sir, here's two to one. [Apde,
Fal, Will fhe do reafon, or fo ? you underftand me.
Cle, I underftand that thou'rt an impudent fellow^

W-hom I muft cudgel into better manners.
lal. Pox on'f, who bears up now, Labree i

Cle, Beat thee till thou confefs thou art an Afs,

And on thy knees confefs it to ifillia^

Who after that fhall fcorn thee.

Lah. Railiy with hira. Sir, 'tis your only way^ and put
it off with a jefl ; for he's \n fury, but dares not ftrike

i'th' Court.

Tal, But mwft you needs do this, needs fighr, Cleontiti^^

Qle, Yes, by all means, 1 find my felf inclin'd to't.

Tal, You fnall hay* your defii^. Sir, farewel.

Cle, When, and vv'here p

Tal, Faith ver)' fuddeniy, for I think k will not be
Hard to find men of your trade,

Men that will fight as long as you can do.

And Men that love it much better than I,

Men that are poor and damn'd, fine defperatc Rogues,
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Rafcals that for a Pattacoon a Man
Will fight their Fathers,

And kif"! their Mothers into peace again

:

Such, Sir, 1 think will fit you.

Cle» Abufive Coward, haft thou no fenfe of honour ?

FaL Senfe of honour ! ha, ha, ha, poor Cleontius*.

Enter Aminta and Olinda.

Am» How now, Servant, why fo jovial \

FaL I was laughing, Madam—at

Cle, At whar, thou thing of nothing •

Am. Coufin Cleontius^ you arc angry,

Cle. Madam, it is unjuftlythen, for Fools

Should rather move the Spleen to Mirth than Anger.

Am, You've too much wit to take ought ill from hira

;

Let's know your quarrel.

FaL By ^^ve, Labree, I am undone again.

Cle, Madam, it was about

Tal. Hold, dear Cleontius^ hold, and I'll do any thing.

[Afde,
Cle. Juft nothing

Tal, He v/as a little too familiar with me.
cle. Madam, my Sifter ifiliia

Tal, A curfe he will out with it

iAfide^ pulls him hy the Arm.
Cle. Confefs ftie is your Miftrefs. {Afids,

FaL I call my Miftrefs, Madam.
Am. My Coufin ifillia your Miftrefs J

Upon my word you are a happy Man.

Fal. By ^ove i( fhe be your Coufin, Madam,
I love her much the better for'^t.

Am, I am beholden to yoii,

But then it feems I have loft a Lover of you.

Cle. Confefs fhe has, or Til fo handle you. {Ex, Labree.

Fal. That's too much, Cleonttus but i will.

By Jove, Madam, 1 muft not have a Miftrefs that has more

Wit that my felf, they ever require more than a Man's

able to give them,

Qli. Is this your way ofCourtfhip to ifilUa ? [Ex, Cle.

Fal, By Juve, Ladies, you get no more of that from

me^ 'tis that has fpoiled you all ; I find Akander can da
more
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more with a dumb fhow, than I with all my Application^

and Addrefs.

OU, Why, my Brother can fpeak.

V f^/. Yes, if any body durft hear him ; by '^ove if yen

be not kind to him, he'll heftor you all ; Fil gee the way

on't too, *tis the moft profperous one ; I fee no othei'

reafon you have to love Alcander better than I.

Am, Why fhould you think I do ?

TaU Devil, I fee'twell enough by your continual Quar-;

rels with him.

Am, Is that fo certain a proof?

TaU Ever while you live, you treat me too well ever to

hope.

Enter Alcander, kneels^ ofers his Sword to Amnta.

—What new Mafquerade's this? by 'i^ove, Alcander has

more tricks than a dancing Bear.

Am, What mean you by this prefent?

Alcan, Kill me.

Am, What have you done to merit it >

Alcan. Do not ask, but do't.

Am, I'll have a reafon firft.

Mean. I think VwekiWd Pifaro,

Am, My Brother dead ! [She falls into the armi of Olf,

leal, Madam^ look up, 'tis I that call.

Am, I care not who thou beeft, but ifa Man,

Revenue me on Alcander. IShe goes out with Olin,

Fal.^By five (he has miftook her Man. This 'tis to be

a Lover now : a Man's never out of one broil or other
5

but 1 have more Wit than Aminta this bout. [Ojfers to go,

AUan. Come back and do your duty e'er you go.

[PhUs hiw>

Tal, I owe you much, Alcander,

Alcan, Aminta faid you fhould revenge her on me,

Fal, Her Word's not Law 1 hope.

Alcan. And I'll obey

Fal,- That may do much indeed.

[Fal. anfwers with great figns offear,

Alcan, This, if thou wert a Man, fhe bad thee do^

Why doft thou (hake ?
'

Fal, No, no, Sir, 1 am not the man floe roeant.
^

~

"

AUan>
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Alcan, No matter, thou wilt ferve as weli,

A Lover ! and canft difobey thy Miftrefs ?

Tal. I dodifovvn her, fince (he is fo wicked .

To bid me kill my Friend.

Why, thou'it my Friend, AlcamUr,

uilcan» I'll forgive thee that,

Tah So will not his Majefty : I may be hang'd for'^fa

Alcan, Thou fhouldft be damn'd e'er difobey thy Mif-

trefs.

Tal. Thefe be degrees of Love I am not yet arriv'd at

;

viheni am, I lliall be as ready to be damn'd in honour as

any Lover of you all.

Alcan. Ounds, Sir, d'ye railly with me ?

ral. Your pardon, fweet Alcander^ 1 proteft I am not

in fo gay an humour.

Alcan, For well I had forgot my felf. [Exh,

Tal, Stark mad, by Jove—yet it may be not, for Al-

tander has many unaccountable humours.

Well, if this be agreeable to Aminta^ fhe's e'^en as mad
as he, and 'twere great pity to part them.

Enter Pifaro, Aminta, and Olinda.

Am, Well, have you kiil'd him ?

¥al. Some wifer than fome, Madam,
My Lord—what alive ?

Pif Worth two dead men, you fee.

[Pifaro rum to him, and emhraces him,

TaL That's more than I could have faid within this

half hour. Alcander's a very Orlando, by "Jovey and

gone to feek out one that's madder yet than himfelf that

will kill him*

Am. Oh, de^Lt Falatius, run and fetch him back.

Fal, Madam, 1 have fo lately Tcap'd a fcouring, that

1 wiPn you would take it for a n'lark of my Paffion to- dif-

obey you ; for he is in a damn'd humour.

Afn. He's out of it by this, I warrant you
;

But do not tell him that Piftro lives.

Fal, That's as 1 (hall find occaflon. Exit Fal.

Pif, Alcander is a worthy Youth and brave,

1 wifli you would efteem him fo ;

^Tis irwca there's now fome diffejjencc between us,
....._ - Q^
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Our Tnterefts are difpos'd to feveral ways,

But Time and Management will join us all :

I'll leave you •, but prithee make it thy bufinefs

To get my Pardon for my laft night's rudenefs.

Am. I fhail not fail. Exit^
Re-enter Falaiius, vjith Alcander melancholy,

TaU Here, Madam, heie he is.

Am, Tell me, Alcander ^ v;hy you treat me thus ?

You fay you love me, if 1 could believe you,

Mean. Believe a Man ! away, you have no wit,.

I'll fay as much to every pretty Woman.
Am, But I have given you no caufe to wrong me».

Akan, That was my Fate, not Fault, I knew him not:
But yet to make up my offence to you,

I offer you my life ; for I'm undone,

If any luults of mine fliould make you fad.

Am, Here, take your Sword again, my Brother's well»

She gives him the Sword again,

Tal. Yes, by Jove^ as I am ; you had been finely

ferv'd, if I had kill'd you now.
Am, What forry for the news, ha, ha, ha.

A.kan, No, forry
;
y'are a Woman, a mere Woman,

Am, Why did you ever take me for a Man r ha, ha.

Alcan, Thy Soul, I thought, was all fo ; but 1 fee

You have your weaknefs, can difTembie too ;

1 would have fworn that Sorrow in your face

Had been a real one :

Nay, you can die in jeft, you can, falfe Woman :

1 hate ihy Sex for this.

'EaU By 3^<?ve there is no truth in them, that's flat.

[She loo\i fad,

Alcan, Why that repentant look ? what new dcfign \..

Come, now a tear or two to fecond that.

And I am foft again, a very Afs.

.—But yet thac Look would call a Saint from th' Altar,

And make him quite forget his Ceremony^

Or take thee for his Deity :.

—But yet thou haft a very Hell within.

Which thofe bewitching Eyes draw Souls into*

id. Here's be that fits you^ Ladies..
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Am. Nay, now y*are too unjufl-, and I will leave you,

[^Holds her,

Alcan, Ah, do not go, I know not by what Magick,
But as you move, my Soul yields that way too.

Tal. The truth on't is, flie has a ftrong magnetick Pow»
er, that 1 find.

Alcan, But I would have none find it but my felf,

No Soul but mine ftiall fympathize with hers.

TaL Nay, that you cannot help.

Alcan, Yes but I can, and take it from thee, if I

thought it did fo.

O/. No quarrels here, I pray,

Tdl, Madam, 1 owe a Reverence to the Place.

Alcan, I'll fcarce allow thee that

;

Madam, I'll leave you to your Lover.

Am. I hate thee but for faying fo.

Alcan, Quit him then.

Am, So 1 can and thee toor [Pff'^Ys to go out,

Alcan, The Devil take me if you efcape me (o,

[Goes after her»

Fait And I'll not be out-done in importunity.

[Goes afier^.

SCENE III.

Enter Galatea and Erminia.

Er. And 'tis an aft below my Quality,

Which, Madam, will not fuffer me to fly.

Gal, Erminia, e'er you boaft of what you are^

Since you're (o high I'll tell you what you are;

Your Father was our General 'tis true.

That Title juftly to his Sword was due
;

'Twas nobly gain'd, and worth his Blood and Toil?.

Had he been Satisfied with noble Spoils

:

But with thatifingle honour not content.

He needs muft undermine the Government

;

And 'caufe he had gain'd the Army to his fide,

Believ'd his Treafon nuiftbe juftify'd.

Por this (and juftly) he was baniflied
;

Where whilft a low and unknown life he led,

fix
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Far from the hope and glory of a Throne,

In a poor humble Cottage you were born
;

Your early Beauty did it felf difplay,

Nor could no more conceal it felf than Day :

Your Eyes did firft Philander's Soul infpire.

And Fortune too conformed her to his fire.

That made your Father greater than before.

And what he juftly loft that did reftore.

"Twas that which firft thy Beauty did difclofe.

Which elfe had wither'd like an unfeen Rofe
;

'Tvvas that which brought thee to the Court, and there
Difpos'd thee next my felf, i'th' higheft Sphere ;

Alas obfcurely elfe thou'dft liv'd and died,

Not knowing thy own Charms, nor yet this Pride.

Er, Madam, in this your Bounty is fevere.

Be pleas'd to fpare that repetition here.

1 hope no Adion of my Life fhould be

So rude to charge your Generofity :

But, Madam, do you think it juft to pay

Your great Obligcments by fo falfe a way ?

Alcippus' Paflion merits fome return.

And fbould that prove but an ingrateful fcorn ?

Alas I am his Wife ; to difobey.

My Fame as well as Duty I betray.

Gal, Perfidious Maid, I might have thought thou'dil

prove

Falfe to thy Prince, and Rival in my Love.

I thought too juftly he that conquered me
Had a fufficient power to captive thee j

Thou'ft now revenged thyFaiher's fhame and thine.

In taking thus PhiUfider^s Life and mine. [Er. weeps^

Er, Ah Madam, that you would believe my tears.

Or from my Vows but fatisfy your Fears.

By all the Gods, Aicippus 1 do hate,

And would do any thing to change my fate

;

Ought that were juft and noble 1 dare do.

Gak Enough, Erminia^ I muft credit yoiij

And will no other proof of it require.

But that you'll now fubmit to my deCre ;

Indeed
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Indeed, Erm'mia, you muft grant my fuit,

Where Love and Honour calls, make no difpute.

Phy a Youth that never lov'd before.

Remember 'tis a Prince that does adore ;

Who offers up a Heart that never found

It could receive, till from your Eyes, a wound,

tr» To your command fhould I fubmit to yield,

Where could I from Alcippus be conceal'd ?

What could defend me from his jealous Rage ?

GaL Trufl me, Erminia^ liU for that engage.'

Er» And then my Honour by that flight's o'erthrowir,

GaL That being Philander*s^ .he*il preferve his own ;

.

And that Ermtnia. fure will ne'er diflruft.

£r» Ah Madam, give me leave to fear the wotfl.

Enter Aminta.

Am, Madam, Alcippus waits for your Command55

.

He's going to the Camp.

Gal. Admit him.

Enter Alcippus and Pifaro.

GaL Alcippus, 'tis too foon to leave Erminia,-

Alcip, I wifh fhe thought fo, Madam,

Or could believe with what regret I do fo ;

She then would think my faults v^ere much too fmall

For fuch a Penance as my Soul muft fuffer.

Am* No matter, Sir, you have thp Year before you.

Alcip, Yes, Madam, fo has every Galley Slave,

That knows his Toil, but not his Recompencei,

To monow 1 exped no more content,

Than this imeafy Day afforded me
;

And all before me is but one grand piece

Of endlefs Grief and Madnefs :

—You, Madam, taught Erminia to be cruel,

A Vice without your aid fhe could have learnt f ,

And now to exercife that new taught Art,

She tries the whole experience on my Heart.

GaL If The do To, fhe learnt it not of me, ,

I love, and therefore know no Cruelty

:

Such outrage cannot well with Love refide.

Which only is the mean effed of Pride ; .
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*—I merit better thoughts from yon, Alcippus,

Alcip, Pardon me, Madam, if my Paffion ftray

Beyond the limits of my high refpeclj [/fe kneels*—*Tis a rude guft, and merits your reproaches :

But yet the faucv Flame can ne'er controul

That Adoration which 1 Owe my Princefs:

That, with Religion, took polTeflion here.

And in my Prayers 1 mix with you the Deities.

Gal, I'ad rather you lliould treat me as a ^iortal,

Rife and begin to do (o, [Rifei and bows*

Alcip, Now, Madam, whst muft I expe(ft from you I

Er. Alcippusy all that's to your Virtue due.

Alcip, In that but common Juftice you alloWt

Er, That Juflice, Sir, is all 1 can beftow*

Alcip, In juftice then you ought to me refign.

That which the Holy Prieft intitled mine -^

Yet that, without your Heart, I do defpife,

Por uncompell'd I'd have that facrifice :

•—Come eafe me of that Pain that prefles here,

Give me but Hope that may fecure my Fear,

I'm not afham'd to own my Soul poiTeft

With Jealoufy, that takes away my reft,

—Tell me you'll love, or that my Suit is vain.

Do any think to eafe me of my pain.

Gods, Madam, why do you keepme infufpence J

This cannot be the effeds of Innocence ;

By Heaven I'll know the caufe, where e'er it lies,

Kor fliall you fool me with your feign'd difguife.

Pif, You do forget your promife, and this Prefence.

lAjide to Alcip,

Alcip, 'Twas kindly urg'd, prithee be near meflill,

And tell me of the faults that look unmanly.

Oal, Dear, if thoulov'ft me, flatter him a little.

ITo Er. ajids.

Er, 'Tis hard to do, yet I will try it, Madam.
Gal. I'll leave you, that you may the better do Co,

:—I hope, Alcippus, you'll revifii us

With Lover' s fpeed

;

And whatfoever tieatraem now you find,

M
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At your return you'll find us much more Icind.

IHe bowsy jloe goes out,
Alcip. Can you forgive the rafhnefsofa Man,

That knows no other Laws but thofe of Paffion >

Er» You are unkind to think 1 do not, Sir ;

—Yes, and am grown fo foftned by my pity,

That I'm afraid I fhali negleft my Vows,
And to return your Paffion, grow ingrate.

Alcip. A few more fyjlables exprefs'd like thefe,

Will raife my Soul up to the word extreme,
And give me with your Scorn an equal torment.

Er, See what power your language has upon me.

Alcip, Ah, do not weep, a tear or two's enough
For the Completion of your Cruelty,

That when it faiPd to exercife your will.

Sent thofe more powerful Weapons from yourEye?^
And what by your feveriry you mift of,

Thefe (but a more obliging way) perform.
Gently, Ermima, pour the Balfam in.

That 1 may live, and tafte the fweets of Love.
—Ah fhould you flill continue, as you are^

Thus wondrous good, thus excellently fair,

I fhould retain my growing name in War,
And all the Glories I have ventur'd for;,.

And fight for Crowns to recompenfe thy Bounty.

•—This can your Smiles ; but when thofe Beams are
clouded,

Alas, I freeze to very Cowardice,
And have not Courage left to kill my felf.

Er, A Fate more glorious does that Life attend,

And does preferve you for a nobler end.

Alcip. Erminia^ do not footh my eafy Heai'f,

For thou my Fate, and thou my Fortune art \
Whatever other bleffings Heaven defign-.

Without my dear Erminia, I'll decline.

Yet, Madam, let me hope before I go.
In pity that you ought to let me do :

'Tis all you Qiall allow m' impatient heart.

Er.



the Jealous Bridegroom. 507
Er* That's what agalnft my will I muft impart :

But wifli it pleale the Gods, when next we meet,

We might as Friends, and not as Lovers greet. [Exeunt,

ACT IV. S C E N E I.

Enter Galatea and Aminta, w^/ hy Philander and Akander^

Phi, Q O hafty, Sifter

!

^ Gai Brother, I am glad to meet you,

^Aminta has fome welcome News for you.

Am, My Lord !

Ermin'ia yet is hardly brought to yield ;

She wants but fome encouragement from you.

That may aflift her weaknefs to fubdue,

And 'twas but faintly fhe deny*d to fee you.

Phi, However, I will venture,

She can but chide, and that will foon be paft I

A Lover's Anger is not long to laft.

Am, Ijillia I have won to give you entrance.

Phi. Love furnifh me with powerful Arguments

:

Direft my Tongue, that my diforder'd Senfe

May fpeak my Paflion more than Eloquence. [AJide,

Gal, But is Alcipptds gone ?

Alcan, Madam, an hour fince,

Fhi, 'Tis well ; and Sifter,

Whilft I perfuade Erminia to this flight,
^

Make it your bufinefs to perfuade the King,

Hang on his neck, and kifs his willing cheek :

Tell him how much you love him, and then fmile.

And mingle Words with Kifles ; 'twill o'ercome him

Thou haft a thoufand pretty Flatteries,

Which have appeased his higheft fits of Paflion :

A Song from thee has won him to that reft,

Which neither Toil nor Silence could difpofe him to.

Thou know'ft thy power, and now or never ufe it.

Gah 'Twas thither 1 was going.
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Phi, May'ft thou be profperous.

X 1V7L , ,
{^Exeunt Phi. aftd Ga!,

Alcan, As 'twas, Aminta.
Am. How's that?

Akan. Such a diftrafted Lover as you leTt me.
Am. Such as I found you too, I fear, Akandcr,

^^^I'Can. Ab, Madam, do not wrong me To •

Til! now 1 never knew the joys and forrows
That do attend a Soul in love like mine •

My Pafllon only fits the Objed now ;
*

I hate to tell you fo, 'tis a poor low means
To gam a Miftrefs by, of fo much wit :.

Aminta^ you're above that common rate
Of being won.
Mean Beauties fhould be flatter'd into praife,
whilft you need only Sighs from every Lover,
To tell you who you conquer, and not how,

"

Nor to inftrud you what attra(fls you have.
Am, This will not ferve to convince me,

But you have lov'd before.

Akan. And will you never quit that error, Madam ?

^^* 'TiswhatlVereafon to believe, Akander^
And you can give me none for loving me ;

I^m much unlike Lminda whom you figh'd for,
I m not fo coy, nor fo referv'd as (he

;Nor fo defigning as Thrana your next Saint,
who ftarv'd you up with hope, till you grew weary •

And then Ardelia did reftore that lofs.
The little foft Ardelia^ kind and fair too.
AUan, You think you're wondrous witty now, A-

minta^
But hang me if you be.

w^w. Indeed Akander, no 'tis flmple truth :

Then for your bouncing Miftrefs, long Brunetra,O that majeflick Garb, 'tis ftrangely taking,
Tnat fcornfu) Look, and Eyes that ftrike all dead.
That itand beneath them.
Aknnder^ I have none of all thefe Charms :

Sut well, you fay you love me j could you be

Con-
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Content to difmifs thefe petty (barers in your Heart,
And give it all to me ; on thefe conditions

1 may do much.
Alcan. Aminta, more perhaps than I may like.

Am, Do not fear that, Alcanden
Alca?i, Your Jealoufy incourages that Fear.

Am, If I be Co, I'm the fitter for your humour.
Alcarj, That's another reafon for my fears ; that ill-

Luck owes us a fpite, and will be fure to pay us with
loving one another, a thought I dread. Farewel, A'
minta ^ when I can get loofe from Ardelia, I may
chance wait on you, till then your own Pride be your
Companion. ' [fjolds him.
Am, Nay, you (hall not go, Alcander,

Alcan, Fy on't, thofe Looks have loft their wonted
Force,

I knew you'd call me back to fmilc upon me,
And then you have me fure ; no, no, Aminta^
I'll no more of that. [Goes out.

Am, I have too much betray'd my Paflion for him,

•^I muft recal it, if I can I muft :

.—I will—for fhould I yield, my power's o'erthrown,

And-what's a Woman when that glory's gone ?

SCENE II.

Enter Alcippus and Pifaro,

V\f, You feem'd then to be pleas'd with what fhe faid.

Aic'ip. And then methought I was fo,

But yet even then I fear'd fhe did dilTemble.

—Gods, what's a Man poffeft with Jealoufy ?

PiJ. A ftrange wild thing, a Lover without reafon

;

I once have prov'd the torture on't,

But as unlike to thine as good from evil

;

Like fire \n Limbecks, mine was foft and gentle,

Infufing kindly heat, till it diftill'd

The fpirits of the Soul out at my Eyes,

And fo it ended.

But ihine's a raging Fire, which never ceafes

Till
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Till it has quite deftroy'd the goodly Edifice

Where it fiift took beginning.

Faith ftrive, Sir, to fupprefs it.

Alcip, No, I'll let it run to its extent.

And fee what then 'twill do.

Perhaps 'twill make me mad, or end my life.

Either of which will eafe me.

Pif. Neither of thefe, Alcippus-,

It will unman you, make you too defpis'd
5

And thofe that now admire will pity you.

Mcip, Whatwouldft thou have me do ?

Am I not ty'd a Slave to follow Love,

Whilft at my back Freedom and Honour wait?,

And I have loft the pov;er to welcome them ?

Like thofe who meet a Devil in the night.

And all afrighted gaze upon the Fury,

But dare not turn their backs to what they fear,

Tho fafety lie behind them.

Alasi I would as willingly as thofe

Fly from this Devil, Love.

Pif. You may, like thofe afrighted, by degrees

Allay your fenfe of terror in the Objeft,

And then its Power will leflen with your Fear,

And 'twill be eafy to forgo the Fantafm.

Alcip. No, then like'the damn'd Ghoft it follows me.

Phi. Let Reafon then approach it, and examine it.

Akip. Love is a furly and a lawlefs Devil,

And will not anfwer Reafon.

I muft encounter it fome other way.

For I will lay the Fiend.

Pif What would you have, Alctppm ^

Akip. I'd have fair play, Pifaro.

1 find the cheat, and will not to the Camp ;

—Thou (halt fupply my place, and I'll return :

The Night grows on, and fomething will be done

That 1 muft be acquainted with.

pif. Pardon me. Sir, if I refufe you here ;

I find you're growing up to Jealoufies,

Which I'll not truft alone with you.

Akip* Thou know'ft perhaps of fpmething worthy it.
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P'lf. I muft confefs, your Pailions give me caufe,

If 1 had any Secrets, to conceal ihem
;

But 'tis no lime nor place to make difputes in :

Will you to Horfe ?

AUi^, Will you not think fit I fhould return then ?

I can be calm.

Pif, What is'tyou mean by this return, Alcippm i
Alcip. To fee Erm'mia, is not that enough

To one in love, as I am ?

P'tf. But, Sir, fuppofeyou find i^^/V^w^^r there?
Alcip, Then I fuppofe I fhall not much approve on'c,

Pif. You would be at your laft night's rage again.

AlctppuSj this will ruin you .for ever,

Nor is it all the Power you think you have
Can faveyou, if he once bedifoblig'd.

Believe me 'twas the Princefs' pafHon for you
Made up that breach laft night.

Alcip» All this I know as well as you, Pifaro^
But will not be abus'd ; alas, I'm loft ;

Could 1 recal thefe two laft days are pail,

Ah I fhould be my felf again, P'lfaro,

I would refufe thefe Fetters which I wear.

And be a Slave to nothing but :o Glory.

P'lf, That were a Refoluiion worthy of, you,

—But come '(is late, what you refolve conclude.

Alcip, I am refolvM I will not to the Camp,
A fecret inclination does perfuade me
To vifit my Ertmnia to night.

Pif, Comes it from Lqvc or Jealoufy ?

Alcip, The firft, good faith, Ptfaro \ thou'ft fo fear-

ful—
You fhall to th' Camp before,

And I'll be with you early in the Morning.

Ptf Give me your hand, and promife to be calm.

Mii^, By all our Friendfhip?, as the Weftern Winds,
\_Gives his hand.

Nothing that's done fhall e'er inrage me more,
Honour's the Miftrefs I'll henceforth adore. [Exit,

Pif I will not truft you tho, [Goes out another way,

SCENE
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SCENE III. T'he Court Gallery.

Enter Philander and Alcander in their Clokes muffled

as in the dark,

AhcLYi. Ifillia, ICalls^t the lodgings ^/Erminla.

Ipl, Who's there?

Alcan, A Friend,

Jfil, My Lord Alcander ?

Alcan, Thefajne.

. jfiL Where's the Prince ?

Phi, Here, ifillla,

jJiL Give me your hand, my Lord, and foHow nae*

Phi, To fuch a Heaven as thou conduft'ft me to,

Tho thou fhouldft traverfe Hell, I'd follow thee.

Alcan, You'll come back in charity, Iftllia ?

Jjil, Yes, if I dare truft you alone with me.
IThey go ail /;?,

SCENE IV.

Draws cff^ difcovers Ermlnia in an undrefs, fitting ; t9

her Philander, uuho falls at her feet, on his knees,

Er. My Lord the Prince, what makes your Highnefs

here?

Phi, Errninia, why do you ask that needlefs queftion ?

'Twas Love, Love that's unfatisfied, which brought me
hither. {^Kneels,

Er. Rife, Sir, this poflure would become me better.

Phi, Permit me, dear Ermmia —to remain thus.

'Tis only by thefe figns I can exprefs

What my Confufion will not let me utter.

1 know not what flrange power thou bear'ft about thee,

But at thy fight or couch my Senfe forfakes me,

AtKl that, withal I had defign*d to fay,

Turns to a flrange diforder'd Rapture in me.

Oh Erminia*^

Er, How do you, Sir ?

Phi, I am not well
5

Too fuddenly I pafs from one extreme
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To this of Joy, more infupportable ;

But I Qiall re-affume my health anon,
And tell thee all my ftory.

Er. Dear Sir, retire into this inner room,
And there repofe awhile ;

Alas, I fee diforder in your Face.

Phi, This confidence of me, \s generous in thee.
{They go into the Scene which draws over,

SCENE V. the Court Gallery,

Enter Alclppus.
• Alci}). The Night is calm and filentas my Thoughts
Where nothing now but Love*s foft whifpers dwell '

Who in as gentle terms upbraids mv Rage,
'

Which ftrove to difpoflefs the Monarch thence:
It tells me how difhoneft all my Fears are,

And how ungrateful all my Jealoufies
;

And prettily perfuades thofe Infidels

To be lefsruJe and mutinous hereafter.

Ah that I could remain in this fame ftate.

And be contented with this Monarchy :

I would, if my wild multitude of Paflions
Could be appeas'd with it ; but they're for Liberty
And nothing but a Common-wealth within
Will fatisfy their appetite of Freedom.

Pride, Honour, Glory, and Ambition drive
How to expel this Tyrant from my Soul,

But all too weak, tho Reafon Oiould aflift them.
He l(nocks. Alcander looks out at the door<.

Alcan* Who's there ?

yllcip. A Friend.

ifiL Oh Heavens
! ft \s my Lord Alcippus' voice.

Alcan* Peace, iftUia,

Alcip, 1 hear a Man within—open the door.
Now, Love, defend thy Intereft, ormyjealoufy
Will grow the mightier Devil of the two elfe.

—Who s this ? one muffled in a Cloke ?

What art thou, who at this dead time of Night
Vol. HI. O H^
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Haft taken polTeflion here ?

—Speak, or I'll kill thee.

Alcan, This wera an opportunity indeed

To do my Prince a fervice, but 1 dare not.

Alcip. What dareft not do ?

Mean* Not kill thee.

Alcan, Is that thy bufinefs then ? have at thee, Slave;

•I'll fpoil your keeping doors, [Rum at htm,
[Th-cj fight, and grapltng Alcander gets the

Sword of Alclppu5.

Alcip, He'as got my Sword, however, I'll lofe no
time :

It may be 'tis his office to detain me. [He goes in.

Alcan. I'm wounded, yet 1 will not leave him (o ;

There may be Mifchiet in him^ the unarm'd. \_Goes in*

SCENE VI. A Bed chamber.

Vifcovers Erminia, Philander fitting on the Bed, to them
Ifillia, a Svjord and Hat en the Table.

jfiL Ah, Madam, Alcipp^r,

Er, Alcippus, w^here ?

Jfil I left him in a quarrel with Alcandery

And hear him coming up.

Er. For Heaven's fake. Sir, fubmit to be conceal'd.

Phi, Not for the world, Erminia,

-My Innocence fliall be my guard and thine.

Er, Upon my knees 1 beg you'll be conceal'd,

\_A noife.

He comes ; Philander, for my fefety go.

phi. 1 never did obey with more regrer.

[_He hides himfef behind the Bed, and in hafie leaves

his Sword and Hat on the Table \ Alcippus co7?iei in.

Alcip, How now, Erminia /

How comes it you are up fo late?

Er. I found my felf not much inclin'd to fleepj

I hope 'tis no offence.

Why do you look fo wildly round about you ?

AUip, Methinks, Erminia^ you are much confus'd.

Er.
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Er. Alas you cannot blame me

;

Ifillla tells me you were much inrag'd

Againft a Lover fhe was entertaining.

Alcan. A Lover—was tJpat a time for Courtfliip?

Such Adions, Madam, will refled on you.

[ilillia goes to take the Hat and Sword and Jlldt

into her lapy which he fees^ calls to her*

—What have you there, Jfillia .^

Come back,- and let me fee what 'tis.

[He take • them from her.

—ha—a Sword and Hat

—

Erminia^ whofe be thefe ?

Er» Why do you ask

Aicip. To be inform'd, is that fo great a wonder ?

Er. They be my Father's, Sir

uilcip. Was that well faid, Erminia ?—fpeak a^y^'m,

Er. What is't you would know ?

Alcip, The truth, Erminia^ 'twould become you beft.
Do you think I take thefe things to be your Father's >

Noj treacherous Woman, I have feen this Sword,

[_Draws the Sword,
Worn by a Man more vigorous than thy Father,

It had not elfe been here.

—Where have you hid this mighty Man of valour ?

Have you exhaufted To his ftock of Courage,

He has not any left t' appear withal ?

Phi, Yes, bafe Alcippus, I have ftill that Courage,
Th' efFe<fts of which thou haft beheld with wonder

5

And now being foitified by Innocence,

Thou*t find fufEcient to chaftife thy boldnefs :

Reftore my Sword, and prove the truih of this.

Alcip. I've hardly fo much Calmnefs left to anfwer
thee,

And tell thee, Prince, thou art deceiv'd in me,
— 1 know 'tis juft 1 fhould reftore thy Sword,

But thou haft (how'd the bafeft of thy play,

And I'll return th' uncivil Treachery
;

You merit Death for this bafe Injury.

But you're my Prince, and that 1 own you fe.

Is all remains in me of Senfe or Juftice
;

The reft is Rage, which if ihou gett'ft not hence
o 2 wfu
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Will eat up that fmall morfel too of Reafon,

And leave me nothing to preferve thy life with.

Phi, Gods, am 1 tame, and hear the Trayior brave

roe ? *
l^ffi^^^ ^° '«» ^^ fo ^'^»

1 have refentment left, tho nothing elfe.

Alc'tp* Stand off, by all that's good I'll kill thee elfe.

[Er. puts her [elf between*

Er. Ah hold, Sir, hold, the Prince has no defence,

And you are more than arm'd
; [Tt? Alclp.

What honour is't to let him murder you ? [To the Pnme,
Nor would your Fame be leflen'd by retreat.

phu Alls, I dare not leave thee here with him.

Er, Truft me, Sir, 1 can make him calm again,

Akip, She counfels well, and 1 advife you take it.

Phu 1 wil', but not for fear of thee or Death,

But from th' aflurance that her Power's fuiEcient

To allay this unbecoming Fury in ihee.

And bring thee to repentance.

[He gives him his Sword; Philander ^j^; out,

Akippus lochs the door after him,

Er, Jlcippusy what do you mean ?

Alcip. To know where 'twas you learn'd this Impudence >

Which you're too cunning in,

Kot to have been a ftale praditioner.

Er, Alas, what will you do ?

Aliip* Preferve thy Soul, if thou haft any fenfe

Of (uiuve Joys, after this vile damn'd Aftion.

Er. Ah, what have 1 done \

Alcip. Thatwhichif I fhould let theelive, Ermima,

Would never fuffer thee to look abroad again.

—Thou'ft made thy felf and me

Oh 1 dare not name the Monfters.—

-

ButVil deftroy them while the Gods look down,

And fmile upon my Juftice,

\_He firangles her unth a Garter^ which he

fnatches /rom his Leg.

Er, Hold, hold, and hear my Vows of Innocence.

AUip. Let me be damn'd as thou arr, if I do ;

[Throws her on a Bed, he fits down in a Chair.

So now mv Heart, 1 have redeem'd thee nobly,

Sit
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7

Sit down and paufe a while

But why fo ftill and tame, is one poor Murder

Enough to fatisfy thy {?-orm of Paflion ?

If it were iuft, i: ought not here to end
;

—If not—I've done too much

One knocks^ he rifes after a little paufcy and
opens the door ; enter Page.

Page, My Lord, Pifaro .

Alcip, Pifaro^ Oh that Name has wakened me,

A Name till now had never Terror in't

!

—I will not fpeak with him.

Page, My Lord, he's here. [Page goes out:

Enter Pifaro.

Pif. Not fpeak with me ! nay then I fear the worfl.

Alcip, Not for the world, Pifaro

[Hides his face vjith his hand^ Pif. fees Ermin:a.

Pif Thy guilt is here too plain,

I need not read ft in thy blufh'ng face,

She's dead and pale : Ah, fweet Erminia /

Alc:p. ir Qie be dead, the fitter (he's for me.
She'll now be coy no more, nor cry I cannot !ovf.

And frown and blufh, when I but kifs her hand^
Now I fhall read no terror in her Eyes,

And what is better yet, (hall ne'er be jealous.

Pif Why didft thou makefuch haf^e to be undone ?

Had I detain'd thee but an hour longer,

Thou'dft been the only happy of thy Sex.—1 knew thou didfl diffemble when we parted.

And therefore durft not truft thee with thy Paffioiw ;

I only ftaid to gather from my Sifter

What news I might concerning your aftairs,

Which I with joy came to impart to you.

But moft unfortunately came too late :

Why didft thou yield obedience to that Devil,

Which urg'd thee to deftroy this Innocent ?

Alcip, Pifaro^ do not err ;

I found the Prince and ftie alone together.

He all diforder'd like a Ravifher,

Loofe and unbutton'd for the amorous play^

O that fl« had another Life to lofe !

O 3 Pff
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P'tf. You wrong her rooft inhumanly, you do ;
Her Blood, yet fenfibleof the injury,

flows to her face to upbraid thy Cruelty.

—Where doft ihcu mean, bad M^n, to hide thy he^ ?
Vengeance and Juftice will purfue thee clofe,

And hardly leave thee time for Penitence.

—What will thePrincefsfay to this return

Tou've made to all the offers fhe has ferit

This night by Prince Philander .«'

Alcip. Oh when you name thePrincefs and Philander^
Such different Paflions do at once poflefs me,
As fink my ove»-laden Soul to Hell.

Alas why do 1 live? 'tis lofing time ;

yor what is Death, a pain that's fooner ended

Than what I felt from every frown of hers ?

—It was but now that lovely thing had Life,

Could fpeak and weep, and had a thoufand Charms,
That had oblig'd a Murderer, and Madnefs 'tfelf

To've been her tame Adorers.

Yet now (hould even her beft belov'd, the Prince,

With all his Youth, his Beauties and Defires,

Tall at her Peer, and tell his tale of Love,
She hardly would return his amorous Smiles,

Or pay his meeting "KifTes back again
;

Is not that fine, Pi/aro'?

Pif Sir, 'tis no time to talk in, come wlih me,

JFor here's no fafety for a Murderer.

Alcip. I will not go, alas I feek no Safety.

Pif. I will not now difpute that vain reply.

But force you to fecurity.

[Pifaro draws him out, the Sane chfes,

SCENE VIL

Enter Philander, Alcander, Galatea, Aminta, rt«^ Falatlus.

FaL Ah fly. Sir, fly from what I have to tell you.

Alcan. What's the news ?
^

Fal. Ah, Sir, the difnaarft heavy news that e er was

told or heard.

Gal. No matter, out with iu
FaU
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TaU Ermtniay Madam^

—

Phi. Ermmia, what of lier ?

Tal, 4s dead, Sir.

Alcan, What, haft thou loft thy Wits ?

FaL 1 had them not about me at the fight,

I elfe had been undone : Alas £"rwi»w's dead^,

Murder'd, and dead.

jilcan. It cannot be, thou ly'ft.

FaL By 'Jove^ 1 do not. Sir, 1 faw hei' dead r

Alas, I ran as I was wont to do.

Without demanding licence, to her Chamber,

But found her not as 1 was wont to do,

[The Women -u'^^f.-

lo a gay humour, but ftone-dead and cold.

Phi, Alcafider, am 1 awake ?—or being Co,

Doft not perceive this fenfclefs Flefhof mine

Hardened into a cold benumbed Statue ?

*—Methlnks— it does—fupport me—or 1 fall ;

And fo fliall break to pieces-^

—

[Falls into his Arms, Be leads him ottti

Gal, Ah lovely Maid, was this thy deftiny ?

Did Heaven create thy Beauties to this end ?

—1 muft diftruft their Bounties, who negle^ed

The beft and faireft of their bandy-work ;

This will incourage Sin, when Innocence

Muftperifli thus, and meet with no defence.

Enter the King and Orgulius.

Org, If murder'd Innocence do cry for Juftice^

Can you, great Sir, make a defence againft it ?

King, 1 think 1 cannot.

Org, Sir, as you are pious, as you are my King,

The Lover and Proteftor of your People,

Revenge Erminia^s Murder on Alcippus,

Gal, If e'er my Mother, Sir, were dear to you,

As from your Tears I gueft whene'er you nam'd her %

If the remembrance of thofe Charms remain,

Whofe weak refemblance you have found in me.

For which you oft have faid you lov'd me dearly ,

Difpenfe your mercy, and preferve this Copy,

Which elfe muft periftj with th' Original.

a 4 Kings
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King, Why all this Conjuration, Galatea ^

Gal. To move you Sir, to fpare Alcippus^ Life.

Mult falJ a Sacrifice to Ermtnla's Ghoft,
That IS a debt I have ingag'd to pay.
GaL Sir, if that Promife be already paft,

And that your Word be irrevocable,
I vow I will not live a moment aft*er him.

Kiyig. How, G^/^;f4 / I'd rather hop'd you'd join'd
Your Prayers with his.

G^/. Ah, Sir, the late Petition which I made you
Might have inform'd you why tbefe Knees are bow'd •

Twas but this night I did confefs I lov'd him,
'

-And you would have allow'd thatPafllon in me.
Had he not been ErminU's ;

And can you queftion now what this Addrefs meant ?
Org, Remember, Sir, Erminia was my Daughter,
Gal. And Sir, remember that I am your Daughter.
Org, And fliall the Traitor live that murder'd''her ?
Gal, And will you by his Death, Sir, murder me ?

In dear Ermima's Death too much \s done
^

If you revenge that Death, 'tis two for one.
Org, Ah, Sir, to let him live's unjuft in you.
Gal. And killing me, you more injuftice do.
Org. Alcippus, Madam, merits all your Love,

That could fo cruel to Erminia prove.
Gal. If Lovers could be rul'd by Reafon's Law?,

For this complaint on him we'ad had no caufe.
Twas Love that made him this rafh ad commit;
Had fbe been kind, 't had taught him to fubmir.
—But might it not your prefent Griefs augment,
I'd fay that you deferve this punifhment.
By forcing her to marry with the General

;

By which you have deftroy'd F/i'ilander too.
And now you would Alcippus" Life undo.

Org. That was a fault of duty to your Majefly.

King. Tho that were honefl, 'twere not wifely done
;

Forbad I known the poflion ofmy Son,

And howeffencial 'twas to his content

1 willingly had granted my confcnt;

Her
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Her Worth and Beauty had fufficient been

T'ave rais'd her to the Title of a Queen

.

Did not my glorious Father, great Go »;&<?/,

Marry the Daughter of his Admiral ?

And 1 might to my Son have been as kind.

As then my Father did my Grandfire find.

Org, You once beh'ev*d that 1 had guilty been.

And had the Punifhment, but not the Sin
;

1 fufFer'd when 'twas thought I did afpire,

And fhouH by this have rais'd my crimes yet highen

King. How did Philander take Erminias death ?

Gal. My own furprlze and grief was fo extream,

I know not what effects it had in him
;

But thisaccoHnt of him, I'm forc'd to give.

Since (he is dead, 1 know he cannot live.

King, I'll know Phtlander's fate e'er I proceed

;

And if he die, Alcippu's too fhall bleed. [Exeunt;

SCENE VIII. rhe Gallery.

Enter Falatius and Fabree,

Tal, Wert thou never valiant, Labree ?

La. Yes, Sir, before I ferv'd you, and fince too : 1

am provok'd to give you proofs on*t fometimesj for
when I am angry I am a very Heftor.

FaL Ay, the Devil when a body's angry, but that's

not the Valour in mode ; Men fight now a- days without
that, and even embrace whilft they draw their Swords on
one another.

La, Ay, Sir, thofe are Mfen that defpife their lives,

Ftf/. Why that's h, Labree^ that I would learn to do,
and which 1 fear, nothing but 'Poverty will make me do-j
^ove defend me from that experiment.

Enter Erminia veil'd with a thin Tafety.
La, What's the matter, Sir ? Does the fit take ycu

pow ?

' Fal, Save uy, fave u?, from the Fiend.

la, A Gboft; a Cboft ! O, O, O !

[They fall Jhaking on the ground,^-

-
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Er, This was a happy miftake, now I may pafs wuh
fafcty. \Ex,

FaL Look up, Labree, if thou haft any of that

Courage thou fpakcft of but now.
La, 1 dare not, Sir, experience yours I pray.

lal, Alas, alas, I fear we are both rank Cowards.

La. Rife, Sir, 'tis gone.

TaL This was worfe than the fright Alcander pot me
into by much. \They rife and go mf»

SCENE IX.

Enter Philander and Cleontius,

Ph'f, I know he's fled to the Camp,
For there he only can fecure himfelf.

Cle, 1 do not think it, Sir,

He's too brave to juftify an Adion
Which was the Outrage only of his Pafflon,

That foon will toil it felf into a Calm,

And then will grow confiderate again,

And hate the Rafiinefs it provok'd him to.

Phi. That Pnall not ferve his turn—go
Tell hfm I'll get his Pardon of" the King,

And fet him free from other fears of Juftice,

Eut thofe which 1 intend to execute.

If he be brave, he'il not refufe this o0*er

;

If not, I'll do as he has done by me^

And meet his hated Soul by Treachery. ICk.igces OUU

' And then I've nothing more to do but die,

I Ah how agreeable are the thoughts of Death !

How kindly do they entertain my Sou),

And te!l it pretty tales of Satisfadion in the other world.

That I ihall dwell for ever with Erminia ^ but ftay,

That facred Spirit yet is unreveng'd,

ril fend that Traitor's Soul to eternal N'ght,

Then mine ihall take its fo defired Flight, [Going ouh

Enter Erminia, calls him.

Er, Return Philander^ whither wouldft thou fly >

Phi, What Voice is that ?

\TumSy fiei h(r^ and is frighted,

Eff,
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Er» 'Tls I, my Prince, *tis I.

Phi, Thou Gods ^what art thou—in that loveJjr-

ftape?

Er» A Soul that from Elyfium made efcape,

{As fie comes towards him^ he goes back in.

great atna^e.

To vifit thee ; why doft thou fteal away ?

I'll not approach thee nearer than I may.

Phu Why do I (hake it is Erminia's form——^
And can that Beauty ought that's ill adorn I

•—In every part Ertninia dots appear.

And fureno Devil can inhabit there.

[He comes on. and \neelsy one knocks^ JI:s-

fieals hack w at a d^r*

Alcan. My Lord the Prince !

Phu Ha—Oh Gods, 1 charge thee not to vamfh y«t I

I charge thee by thofe Powers thou doft obey.

Not to deprive me of thy bleffed fight.

Er, I will revifit thee.

Enter Alcander.

Phi, I'm not content with that,

——Stay, ftay, my dear Erminia,

Alcan, What mean you, Sir ?

\_He rifes and looks fiill afnghuc>>

Phi, Alcander^ look, look, bow (he glides -away,

Doft thou not fee't ?

Alcan, Nothing, Sir, not I.

Phi, No, now fhe's gone again.

Alcan, You are diforder'd, pray fit down a whii?> .

Phi, No, not at all, Alcander\ Tm my felF,

I was not in a Dream, nor in a Pallion

When fhe appear'd, her Face a little pale,-

But elfe my own Erminia, {}ie her felf,

I mean a thing as like, nay it fpoke too,

And I undaunted anfwer'd it again ^

But when you knockt it vanifht.

Alcan. 'Twas this Aminta would per(uadem5 to, ,

And faith I laught at her,

And wifhl migiit have leave to do To now.

Phi, You -do difpleafe me with your Unbelief.

A'fary
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AlcatJ, Why, Sir, do you think there can indeed be
Ghofts ?

Phi. Pray do not urge my Senfe to lofe Its nature.

Er. It is Alcander^ 1 may truft him too.

l^She peeps in on them^ and comes out*

Ph'h Look where fhe comes again, credit thy Eyes,

Which did perfuade thee that they faw her dead.

Alcan, By Heaven and fo they did.

\_Both feem frighted.

——God!?—.this is wondrous ftrange ! yet I can bear

if, if it were the Devil himfelf in that fair (hape.

Phi. And yet thou fhakeft.

Alcan, 1 do, bur know not why.
Inform us, lovely Spirir, what thou arr,

A God'—or Devil ; if either, thou art welcome.

Er» You cannot think, Alcander, there be Ghofts.

[she gives her hands to him and Phi. which
they refuje to touch,

NOj give me your hand, and prove mine flefh and blood,

— Sir, you were wont to credit what 1 faid,

And I would flill merit that kind opinion.

Fhi. Erminia^ Soul of Sweetnefs, \s it you ?

—How do you ravifh with cxcefs of Joys ?

Er. Softly, dear Sir, do not exprefs that Joy,^

Left you deftroy it by your doing fo,

I fly for fanduary to your Arms

;

As yet none knows 1 live, but poor iftllia^

Who bathing of my cold face with her tears,

Perceived fome fignsof life, and us'd what means
Her Love and Duty did inftrud her in

j

And 1 in halfan hour was fo reviv'd.

As 1 had fenfe of all was paft and done
j

And to prevent a death I yet might fear.

If mad Alcippus had return'd again,

.—Alone 1 came to you, where I could find

Alone my Safety too.

Phi From Gods and Men, Erminia^ thou art (afe,

M\ beft and bleft Erminia,

Er, Sir, in my coming hither I met Aminta^

Who 1 may fear has alarm'd all the Court j^
She



the Jealous Bridegroom. 525
she took me for a Ghoft, and ran away,

E'er 1 could undeceive her.

Falat'ms too, afrighted even to death

Alcarj. Faith that was lucky. Madam.

—Hark, fome body knocks, you'd beft retire a little.

[Leads her into the door*

Enter Galatea and Aminta lighted.

GaL Ah
J

Brother, there's fuch news abroad

Phi, What, dear Sifter, fori am here ^onfin'd.

And cannot go to meet it ?

GaL Ermmia's Ghoft is feen, and I'm Co frighted

Phi, You would not fear it tho it fhould appear.

Oal. Oh do not fay fo

;

For tho the World had nought I held more dear,

1 would not fee her Ghoft for all that World.

Alcan, Bur, Madam, 'tis fo like Erminia <

Am. Why have you feen it too ?

Alcan. Yes, Aminta,

Am, Then there be Ghofts, Alcander.

Phi. Aminta, we'll convince him.

[Phi. leads out Er. who comes out fmiling.

Gal. But how, dear Creature, wert thou thus pre-

ferv'd ?

Phi. Another time for that, but now let's think

fAminta embrace} her*

How to preferve her ftill.

Since all believe her dead, but who are prefent,

And that they may remain in that bleft error,

I will confult with you ; but you, my deareft.

Shall as the Spirit of Erminia ad.

And reap the glory of fo good a part :

It will advance the new defign 1 have ;

And, Sifter, to your care

I muft commit the Treafure of my Life.

Gal, It was not kind, fhe came not firft to me,

Er. Madam, I fear'd the fafety of my Prince,

And every moment that 1 found I liv'd.

Were more tormenting than thofe of death.

Till I had uadeceiy'd his Appiehenfions»

Phi.
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Phu 'Twas like thy felf, generous and kind, my Dear,
Thou migbtft have come too late elfe.

Er, But, Sir, pray where's my Murderer \ for yet
" '

A better name I cannot well afford him.

GaU All that we know of him,

Pifaro now inForm*d me.

Who came juftas he thought he hadmurder'd thee^.

And begg'd he would provide for his own fafety.

But he who gave him fober promifes^

No fooner found himfelf out of his arms.

But frantick and i'th* dark he got away.

But out o*th' Court he knows he cannot pafs

At this dead time of night
;

But he believes he is i'th' Groves or Gardens,

And thither he is gone to find him out.

uilcan. This is wo place to make a longer (lay in.

The King has many Spies about the Prince,

* Twer e good you would retire to your Apartment.

GaL We'll ta^e your Counfel, Sir.

^Good night, Brother.

phu Erminiay may '.hy Dreams be calm and fwee?.

As thou haft made my Soul

}

May nothing of the Cruelty that's paft.

Approach thee in a rude uneafy thought
;

Remember it not fo much as in thy Prayers,

Let me alone to thank the Gods for thee.

To whom that Blelling only was ordain'd.

And when I Ufe m^ Gratitude to Heaven,

May they deprive ms of thsjoys th^y'vf given.

[Exeunt. v.

ACT '
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Enter Galatea, Erminia, Pifaro, Amfn:a,

Gal, \ ND haft thou found him ? Eafe my miTery.

j[\^ Pif. 1 have, and done as you commanded mCa-

I found him fitting by a Fountain fide,

Whofe Tears had power to fwcU the little tide.

Which from the Marble Statues breaft ftill flow5:

As Clent and as niimberlefs were thofe.

I laid me down behind a Thicket near.

Where undifcover'd I could fee and hear

;

The Moon the Day fupply'd, and all below

Inftrufted, even as much as Day could do.

1 faw his po^ures, heard him rave and cry,

*Twas I that kill'd Erminia, yes *twas I ;

Then from his almoft frantick Head he'd tear

Whole handfuls of his well-becoming Hair :

Thus would he, till his Rage was almoft fpent^

And then in fofter terms he would lament ;

Then fpeak as if Erm'mia flill did live,

And that Belief made him forget to grieve.

—The Marble Statue Venus he miftook

Tor fair Erminia, and fuch things he fpoke,

Such unheard paffionate things, as e*en wou'd move
The marble Statue's felf to fail in love

;

He'd kifs its Breaft, and fay Ihe kind was grow%
And never mind, alas, 'twas fenfelefs Stone

;

He took its Hand, and to its Mouth bad laid it.

But that it came not, and his ftay betray 'd it ;

Then would he blulh, and all aOiam'd become^

His Head declining, for awhile be dumb

;

His Arms upon his Breaft acrofs would lay.

Then fenfibly and calmly walk away ;

And in his walk a thoufand things hefaid.

Which I forgot, yet fomething with me ftaid
|

He did confult the nature of the Crime,

And ftill concluded that 'twas juft in him

;

He run o'er all his life, and found no a^ That
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' That was ungenerous in him, but this fad,
From which the Juftice took off the Dif^yrace

And might even for an aft of Virtue pafs

;

He did confuk his Glory and his Pride;

And whilfthe did fo, laid his grief afide
;

Then was as calm as e'er he feem'd to be.

Gal. And all this while did he ne'er mention me ?

Pif. Yes, Madam, and a ihoufand things he faid

By which much Shame and Paflion he betray'd : '

And then 'twas. Madam, I ftept in and gave
Counfels, I thought him fitteft to receive

;

I footh'd him up, and told him that the Crime
I had committed, had the cafe been mine.
I all rhings faid that might his Griefs beguile.

And brought him to the fwcetnefs of a Smile.—To all I faid he lent a willing ear,

And my reproaches too at lafl: did hear.

And with this infenfibly I drew him on,

And with my flatteries fo upon him won.
Such Gcntlenefs infus'd into his Breaft,

As has difpos'd his wearied Soul to reft :

Sleeping upon a Couch I've left him now,
And come to render this account to you. iBows,

Gal, Pifarc, 'twere the office of a Friend, [Beiuj,

And thou'ft perform'd it to a generous end :

Go on and profper in this new defign.

And when ihou'ft done, the gloty fBall he thine. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Draws Ojf, dtfcovers Alcippus rifmg from the Couch^

Alcip, I cannot fleep, my Soul h fo unfurnifli'd

Of all that Sweemefs which allow'd it reft.—'Tis flown, 'tis flown, for ever from my breaft.

And in its room eternal difcords dwell.

Such as outdo the black intrigues of Hell

Ob my fortune

[Weeps, pulling out his handl(erchiefs drops- a
Pi^Hre w'uh a Glafs on the reverfe,

--What*s
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.—Whai's here \ A!a5, that which I dare not look on.

And yet, why fhould I fliun that Image here.

Which I continually about me bear?

But why, dearPidure, art thou ftill fo gay,

Since Che is gone from whom thofe Charms were bor-

rowed ?

Thofe Eyes that gave this fpeaking hfe to thine,

Thofe lovely Eyes aredos'din endlefs darknefs;

There's not a Star in all the face of Heaven,

But now out-lhines thofe Suns

:

Suns at Noon-day difpensM not kindlier influence.

And thou bleft Mirror, that haft oft beheld

That Face, which Nature never made a 'airer;

Thou that fo oft her Beauties back rcfledled,

And made her know what wondrous power there lay

In every Feature of that lovely Face.

3ut (he will fmile no more ! no more ! no more !

—Why, who fhall hinder her : Death, cruel Death,

i

—
'Twas I that murder'd her

Thou lyeft— thoudurft as well be damnM to touch her.

She was all facred ; and that impious Hand
That had profanely touch'd her.

Had wither'd from the Body.

—I lov'd her I ador*d her, and could I,

Could I approach her with unhallowed thoughts ?

—-No, no, I durft not

But as devouteft Pilgrims do the Shrine.

—If I had done't.

The Gods who take the part of Innocence,

Had been reveng'd

Why did not Thunder (trike me in the A£lion.^

Why, if the Gods be juft, and 1 had done*t,

Pid they not fufFer Earth to fwallow me,

Qiiick -quick into her bofom \ .

—But yet I fay again, it was not I,

I— Let me behold this face,

That durft appear in fuch a Vlllany. iHe hokf in the glafs.

Enter Pifaro, and Erminia drefi like an Angel wfth Wivgs*

Pif, Look where he is,

£r. Alas, I tremble at the fight of Kim.
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Pif, Fear nothing, Madam, 111 be near you ftill.

Er, Pray ftay a little longer,

Alc'ip,—My Face has Horror in't pale and disfigur'd^

And lean as Envy*s felf

My Eyes all bloody, and my hanging W^^

Like Midnight's mifchief, hide the guilty Balls,

—And all about me calls me Murderer

:

»—Oh horrid Murderer

!

That very Sound tears out my hated Soul,

And to compleat my ruin,

I'll ftill behold this face where Murder dwell?.

\He looks in the glafs, Erminia Jleals behind him^ and
looks into it over his floouldsr ; he is frighted.

Ha what does the Glafs prefent me ?

V^hai are thou ? fpeak—What art thou ?

[Turns by degrees towards it.

Sure I am fixt, what Ihail the Devil fright mc?
—Me (hall he fright,

Who flood the Execution of a Murder ?

But 'lis that Shape, and not thy Nature frights me^
That calls the blood out ofmy panting Hearr,

That Traytor Heart that did confpire thy death.

Er, Sit down and hearme—
[In a tone lil(e a Spirit^ and points to a Chair ; foft Mk^'

fic\ begins to play, which continues all this Scene*

Todifobey, thy punilhment IhaTl be

;

To live in endlefs torments, but ne'er die,

Ahip* Thou threatneft high, bold Rebel,

He fits within the Scent ^ bows.

Er. Alcippus, tell me what yottfee^

What is't that I appear to he ^

Alcip» My bleft Erminia dcify'd.

Er, Alcippuj, you inform me true \

I am thus deify*d by you \ :-;

To you I owe this hiefi ahde^ ''-^

Tor I am happy as a God
\

I only come to tell thee fo^

And by that tale to end thy Woe ;

KnoWy Mighty Sir^ your ^oy*s begun,

from what laji night to me was done',
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In vain you rave, in vain you weep.

For what the Gods mufi ever keep ;

Jn vain you mourn, in vqi^f$^pre

A lofs which tears can ne'er re/iore.

The Gods their Mercies will difpenfe^

In a more glorious Kecompence
;

A World of Bkjfmgi they*ve in fiore,

A World of Honours, ViH'ries more ;

Thou fljalt the Kingdom's Darling he^

And Kings fljall Homage pay to thee ;

Thy Sword no hounds to Conqueftfet,

And thy Succefs that Sword /hall whet ;

princes thy Chariot-wheeljhall grace,

Whilfi thou in Triumph hring*Ji home Peace*

This wHl the Gods 'y the King yet more

Will give thee what thofe Gods adore ;

And what they did create for thee^

Alcippus look, for that is p;e.

Enter the Princefs, who goes over the Stage as a Spirit^,

hows a little to Alcippus, and goes off.

Alcip. The Princefs ». iHe offeri td rife.

Er. Beftill*, *tis fhe you mufl poffefs^

^Tis flje mujl make your happinefs
j

'J/V fhe mufi lead you on to find

Thofe Bleffings Heaven has defign'd :

'Tis flje*ll conduH you, where you'Uprove

TheperfeSl Joys of grateful Love,

Enter Aminta like Glory, Alcander reprefenting Honour*

They pafs over and bow, and go out.

Glory and Honour wait on her.

Enter two more reprefenting Man and Pallas^ bow and

go out.

With Pallas and the God ofWar,
Enter Olind^i like Fortune, a Page like Cfdpid^ bow and

goes out.

Fortune and Love which ne^er agree.

Do now united bow to thee*
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-^Be wife, and of their Bounties (hoj-e :

Tor if Erminia fi'dl was here^
Still fubjen to the toils of Life,
She never could have been thy Wife,
Who by the Laws of Men and Heaven
Was to another s bofom given :

And what Injufiice thou haft done,
Was only to thy Prince alone;
But he has mercy, can redeem
Thofe Ills which thou haft done to him,
•—Bnt fee, they all return again,

[All the Difguis'd enter again and dance, with Love
in the midft, to whom as they dance, they in or-
der make an ofFer of what they carry, which muft
be fomething to reprefent them by ; which Love
refufes with Nods, ftilj pointing to Alcippus : the
Bance done, they lay them at his feet, or feem to
do 10, and go out.

What thin^'Ji thou of thy Dejiiny,
Js*t not agreeable to thee ?
Tell me, Alcippus, is^t not brave <?

Js it not better than a Grave .?

Cajl offyour Tears, abandon Grief,
And give what you havefeen belief,

Brefs all your Looks, and be as gay
As Virgins in the Month of May ;

Deck up that Face where Sorrow grows^
And let your Smiles adorn your brows

\
R^cal your wonted Sweetnefs home^
And let your Eyes all Love become :

Tor what the Gods have wiWdandfaid^
Thou haji no power to evade.
What they decree none can with/land,
Tiu mufi obey what they command.

[She goes our, he remains immoveable for a while.

Enter Pifsro.

Pif How is it man >-—-what, fpeecblefs?
Aki^. No.

^
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Pif I left thee on the Bed, how Mmeft thou here ?
jilcip. 1 know not.

Fj/. Have you (lept ?

Alcip. Yes ever fince you left me
;

And 'twas a kindnefs in thee now to wake me;
For Sleep had almoft flattered me to Peace,
Which is a vile injuftice.

Hah, Pifaro^ I had fuch a Dream,
'

Such a fine flattering Dream—.
Pif. How was it pray ?

^/c/f. Nay, I will forget it
;

I do not merit fo much peace of mind.
As the relation of that Dream will give me :

Oh 'twas fo perfea:, too,

I hardly can perfuade my felf I f]ept

!

Doft thou believe there may be Apparitions ?

Pi/. Doubtlefs, my Lord, there be.

Alcip. I never could beiie\;e it till this hour,
By Heavens I think 1 fiw them too, Pifaro,

Pif. 'Tis very pofFble you're not deceiv'd.
Alcip, Erminia'z Spirit, in a glorious form.
Pif. I do believe you.
Alcip. Why is't not flrange ?

Pif It would have been,' had I not heard alreadr.
She has this night appear'd to feveral Perfons,
In feveral Shapes ; the firft was to the Prince;
And faid fo many pretty things for you,
As has perfuaded him to pardon you.

Alcip. Oh Gods, what Fortune's mine 1

I do believe the Prince is innocent
From all that^hou haft faid.

But vert wifh he would difpofe his Bounties
On thofe that would return acknowledgments;
1 hate he fliould obh'ge me.

Pif. You are too obftinai©,- and mufl fubmir.
Alcip. It cannot be, aiid^yet merhinks I give

A (irange and fudden credit te this Spirit,

It beckoned me into another room
;

I'll follow it, and know its bufinefs there. ^ Afide,

Pif Come, Sir, 1 am a kind of Prophet,
And can interpret Dreams too. We'll
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We'll walk a while, and you fhall tell me all.

And then I would advife you what to do. Exeunt*

SCENE III.

Enter Philander with the King.

Xing» Thou'ft ente-tain'd me with a pretty Story,

And call'd up (o much Nature to thy Caufe,

That I am half fubjeded to its Laws

;

1 find thy lovely Mother plead within too,

And bids me put no force upon thy Will

;

Tells me thy Flame fhould be as unconfin'd

As that we felt when our two Souls combined*

Alas, Philander I am old and feeble,

And cannot long furvive

;

But thou haft many Ages yet to number

Of Youth and Vigour ; and (liould all be wafted

In the Embraces of an unloved Maid >

No, my Philander^ if that after death

Ought could remain to me of this World's Joys,

I ftiould remember none with more delight.

Than thofe of having left thee truly happy.

Phi, ThisGoodnefs, Sir, refembles that of Heaven,

Preferving what it made, and can be paid

Only with grateful Praife as we do that.

King* Go, carrv on your innocent defign,

And when you've' done, the laft acl ftiall be mine.

/
' [Exeunt*

SCENE IV.

Enter Aminta followed by Alcander, Erminia and Galatea ',

they go out : re-enter Alcander, andjiays Ammta.

Alcan. Stay, ds^v Awinta, do not fly fo faft.

Am, Methinks, Alcander, you fhould fhun that Maid,

Of whofe too much of kindnefs you're afraid.

'Twas not long fince you parted in fuch feud,

And fwore my treatment of you was too rude ;

You vow'd you found no Beauty in my eyes,

And can vou now purfue what you defpile > [Offers to go,

Akan*
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Alcan, Nay, do not leave me yet, for ftill your Scorn

Much better than your Abfence may be born.
Atn. Well, Sir, your bufinefs, for mine requires hafte
Alcan. Say, fair Aminta, fhall I never find

You'll ceafe this Rigour, and be kind ?

Will that dear Breaft no Tendernefs admit ?

And (hall the Pain you give no Pity get ?
Will you be never touch'd with what I fay ?

And fhall my Youth and Vows be thrown away ?
You know my Paflion and my Humour too,
And how I die, tho do not tell you fo.

Am, What arguments will you produce to prove
You love ? for yet 1 II not believe you love.

Alcan. Since, fair Aminta^ I did thee adore,
Alas I am not what I was before ;

My Thoughts diforder'd from my Heart do break
;And Sighs def^roy my Language when I fpeak.

My Liberty and my Repofe I gave,
To be admitted but your Slave

;

And can you queftion fuch a Vidory ?
Or muft I fuffer more to make it fure ?
It needs not, fince thefe Languifliments can be
Nought but the Wounds which you alone can cure.
Am. Alcander, you fo many Vows have paid.

So many Sighs and Tears to many a Maid,
That fhould 1 credit give to what you fay,

1 merit being undone as well as ihej\

No, no, Alcandery Til no more of that,

Alcan. Farewel, Aminta^ mayft thou want a Lover,
When I fliail hate both thee and thy whole Sex

;

1 can endure your fober Cruelty,
But do defpife it clnd in Jollity. [Exeunt feverally,

SCENE V.

Difcozers a Room hung with Black, a Hearfe Jianding
m it with Tapers round aboui it^ Alcippus weeping
at it, with Ifillia, and other W^men with long black
Veils round about the Hearfe,

IpL 1 humbly beg, my Lord, you would forbear.

Alcip*
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Alcip, Oh ifUlia,

Thou knowft not what vaft Treafure this inclofe?.

This facred Pile ; is there no Sorrow due to it ?

Alas, I bad her not farewel at parting.

Nor did receive fo much as one poor Kifs.

•—Ah wretched, wretched Man 1

Enter the Prince,

Alcip. How, the Prince !

How fuddenly my Grief fubmits to Rage.

Phi, jilcippus, why doft thou gaze thus on me >

What Horror have I in my looks that frights thee ?

^Icip. Why, Sir, what makes you here ?

I have no more Wives, no more Errr/iniah
j

Alas Qie h dead

Will you not give her leave to reft in peace ?

Phi, Is this the Gratitude yoa pay my Favours,

That gave ye life, after your wrongs to me ?

But 'twas my Sifter's Kindnefs thar preferv'd the

And 1 prefer'd my Vengeance to the Gods.

Alcip. Your Sifter is a Saint whom I adore ;

But I refufe a Life that comes from you.

jfil. What mean you, Sir ?

Alcip, To fpeak a truth, as dying Men fhould do.

Phi. Alcippus, for my Sifter's fake who loves you^

I can bear more than this—you know my power.

And I can make you fear. [offers to go out,

Alcip, No, Prince, not whilft I am in love with dying.

Phi, Your love to that I fee has made you impudent.

jfiL The Storm comes on, your Highnefs fhould a-

void it.

Phi. Let him give place, I'll keep pofTeftion here.

Ifil, It is the Prince's pleafure. Sir, you quit the Pre-

fence.

Alcip. No, this I call my Home

;

And fince Erminta's here that does entitle it io,

1 will not quit the Prefence.

Phi. Gave thee a Title to't, Alcippm ?

Alcip. Me, Philander !

IThey come to each other's hreajl, and fo draw.

Phi, Thee.
Alcip,
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Aktp, Me, what dare you now ?

Ph'u I dare declare that I can hear no more
;

Be witnefs Heaven, how juftly I'm compell'd.
Aktp, Now, Sir, you are brave and love Ermmia too.

{The Women run all away crying ; they draw
out fome one way, and fome another^ leaving
fome their Veili behind them^ fome half off
half on,

*

Phi We are here not fafe, thefe Women will betrav
us. '

Alctp. Sir, \\s a work that will foon be difpatchr.
And this a place and time moft proper for't.

[Fal. peeps in and runs away.
Enter Pifaro, runs between.

w,f'•'• ^°^'^' ^"'» ^""^ >'°" ^'own defperate ?
What means your Highnefs ? [r, the Prince.
Alctppus, what is\ you defign in this ?

Alcip, To fight, Pifaro, and be kill'd.

Pif By Heaven you (liall not fight, unlefs with me.
And you have fo anger'd me with this rafli adion^
i could almoft provoke you to it.

Enter Alcander.
Alcan.Gois, Sir, that you ftiouid thus expofe your

The World's great Heir, againft a defperate Madman

'

Ptf Have you forgot your Apparition, Sir ?
Alctp. Oh 'twas an idle lying one, Pifaro

And cams but to intrap me.
*

To them Galatea, Aminta and Olinda.
Gal. Ah, Brother, why fo cruel to your Sifter ?
Phi. Here, Galatea^ punifh my misfortune.

For yet I want the will to injure thee.

Heaven knows what provocations I receiv'd

E'er I would draw a Sword on him you iov*d.

Gal, Unjuft Alcippus, how doft thou reward me >

Alcip, Ah, Madam, I have too much fhame to h'vc.

Had Heaven preferv'd my Innocence intire.

That I with confidence might have ador'd you,
Tho I had been (uccefslefs

;

Yet 1 had livM and hop'd, and aim'd to merit yoj*
Vol. in. p
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But fince all hopes of that are taken from me.

My Life is but too poor a Sacrifice,

To make atonement for my Sins to you.

GaL I will not anfwer thee to what thou haft faid,

But only beg thou wilt preferve thy life,

Without which mine will be of little ufe to me.

Might I without a fin believe this Bleffing,

Sure I ftiould be immortal.

Falatio peeps hi again,

FaL I think I may venture, the fury is paft, and the

oreat ftiot fpent, the mad Captain General's wounded ; (o,

1 hope 'twill let out fome of his hot blood.

Enter the King, Cleontius, and Attendants^

King, My Love, Alcippus, is delpis'd I fee,

And vou in lieu of that return you owe me,

Endeavour to deftroy me.

. -Is this an Objeft for your Rage to work on?

Behold him well, Akippus, 'tis your Prince.

Who dares gaze on him with irreverend Eyes?

The sood he does you ought to adore him for,

But a^ll his evils 'tis the Gods muft punilh,

Who made no Laws for Princes.

Alctp, Sir, I confefs I'm culpable.

And were it not a fin equal to that,

To doubt you could forgive me,

I durft not hope your mercy after it.

King, I think with all the Tendernefs 1 m guilty of,

I hardly fhall be brought to pardon thee.

Phi, I humbly beg you will forgive him. Sir,

I drew him to it againft his will ; I forc'd him.

And gave him language not to be indur'd

By any gallant man.
, , r s

King. Whiift you intreat for him, who pleads tor you ?

Tor you are much the guiltier of the two,

And need'ft a greater intereft to perfuade me.

Alcip. It were not juft to contradid my Prince,

A Prince to whom I've been fo late a Traitor ;

But, Sir, 'tis I alone am criminal.

And 'twas I,

Juftly I thought provok'd him to this hazard

;

X IS
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'Tls I was rude, impatient, infolenr.

Did like a Madman animate his Anger,

Not like a generous Enemy.

Sir, when you weigh my Sorrows with this kd'.ov^^

You'll find no bafe Defign, no Villany there y
Bjt being weary of a Life 1 hated,

I'ftrove to put it off, and miflTng that way,

I come to make an offer of it here.

King, If I fhould take \x^ 'twere no more thai> juH 5 .

Yet once again I will allow it thee.

That thou mayft owe me for't a fecond time :

Manage it better than the laft I gave

—

[£x.^Kiog>

Vhu Alcipp(*s, may I credit what thou'ft faid.

Or do you feign repentance to deceive me \

Alcip-, I never could difTemble at my beft.

And nowmethinks your Highnefs fhould believe me, -

When my defpairs and little love to life

Make me defpife all ways that may pveferve it.

Phi. If thou wouidft have me ciedit thee, Alcip^u;^

Thou fhouldft not difefteem a Life, which ought

To be preferv'd, to gve a proof that Vy'hat thou fay 'ft

Is true, and difpoifefs me of thofe fears I have,

That *tis my Ltfe makes thine difpleafing to thee.

Alcip. *Tis a high proof to give you of my Duty,

Yet that's more ta(e to me than your Unbelief,

Phi. Let me embrace and thank thee for thsgoodne/s.

[He oprs to embrace him, but he is fiy^ and kee^s

a littk off.

Why dofl receive me .coldly ? I'm in earneft \ ,

As i love Honour, and efteem the generous,

I mean thee nothing but a perfed Friend fhip
5

By all my hopes Tve no more quarrels to thee,
.

All ends in this Embrace, and to confirm it

1 give thee here my Sifter to thy Wife.

Alcip, Your Pardon, Sir,

I inuft refufe your bounty, till I know
By what ftrange turn of Fate 1 came thus blefto

To you my Prince, Tve done unheard-of injuries^

And tho your Mercy do afford me life,
' '

P 2 Wlthi*-
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With this rich prefent too
;

Till I could know I might deferve them both,
Thar Life will prove a Plague, and this great Gift

Turn to the torment of it.

Phi. Alcippus^ 'tis not kind to doubt me ftill.

Is this a prefent for a Man I hate ?

Alcip, 'Tis true, Sir, and your bounty does amaze
me

Can I receive a blefling of th-s magnitude
With hands, yet have not wafh'd away the fin

Of yom Erminia's murder? think of that, Sir:
Jor tho to me it did appear moft juft,

yet you muft hate the Man that has undone you.
Gal. I fee Erminia ftiil ufurps your thought?.

Alcip, I muft confefs my Soul is fcarce diverted
Of that fond Paflion which I had for her

5

But I proteft before the Gods and you,
'Did fhe ftill live, and I might ftill poflefs her,

1 would refufe it, tho 1 were ignorant
Of what the Gods and your fair felf defign me.

Phi, To doubt thee were a fin below my nature.

And to declare my faith above my fear,

Behold what I prefent th^e with,

[Goes out^ and enters again with Erminia,
Alcip, Ha

—

Erminia! [^He looks afrightid,
—It h the fame appear'd to me lafl night,

—And my deluded Pancy

Would have perfuaded me 'twas but a dream.
Phi. Approach her, Sir, 'tis no fantafm.

Alcip, 'Tis fhe her felf. Oh Gods, Erminia /

[She goes a little back, as afraidy he kneels^

-—Ah Madam, do not fear me in this pofture,

Which I will never qui: till you have pardon'djne ;
It was a fault the moflt excufable.

That ever wretched Lover did commit

;

And that which hinder'd me from following thee,

Was that I could not well repent the Crime

;

But like a furly Sinner fac'd it our.

And faid, J thought 'twas juft, yes, fair Ermima :
'~

Hadfl
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Hadft thou been mine, I would i'th' face of Heaven,
Prociaim it juft and brave revenge :

Bur, Madam, you were Wife to my Prince,

And that was all my fin :

Alns, in vain I hop'd for fome return,

And grew impatient of th' unkind delay.

And frantickly I then out-run my happinefs.

Er. Rife, I forgive thee, from my foul I do
J

Mayft thou be happier

In thy more glorious Paffion for the Princefs,

And all the Joys thou e'er couldft hope from me,
Mayft thou find there repeated.

Enter King, Orgulius, and the reft.

Org, Fiift, ril keep my word with thee,

Receive the welcome prefent which 1 promis'd.

\^Gives him Erminia, flie kneels.

Er, Can you forgive the Griefs I've made you fuffer ?

Org, I can forgive, tho 'twas not kind

To let me languifli in a defperate Error
;

W^hy was this Blefling hid from me alone?

Er, Ah, Sir, fo well I knew you lov'd Alcippus,

That had you known '\i e'er the Prince had own'd me,

I fear you had reftor'd me back again,

A Sin too great to load your Soul withal.

Org, My King already has forgiven that Error,

And now I come to make my Peace with thee.

And that I may with greateft fpeed obtain ir,

To you, Sir, I refign her with as much Joy,

[Jo the Prince*

As when they undecelv'd me
Of my opinion of her being dead

Phi. And I with greater Joy receive your gift.

[Bows and takes her.

King, My Lord Alcippus, are you pleas'd with this ?

Alclp, Sir, I am fo pleas'd, fo truly pleas*d with it,

That Heaven, without this Blefling on my Prince,

Had found but little trouble from my thanks.

For all they have fliower'd on me ;

'Twas all I wifht, next my Pretcnfions here.
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King, Then to compleat thy happinefs,

Take Galatea^ fince her Paflion merits thee.

As do thy Virtues her. [Gives him Ga). the'j both hw»
Er, Sir, I've an humble fuit t* your Majefty.

Xing, Conclude it granted then,

Er, Fafatiiis, Sir, has long made love t' IfiUia,

And now he*as gain'd her Heart, he flights the Conquefl"^

Yet all the fault he finds is that fhe's poor.

King, ijillia^s Beauty can fupply that want;
Falatiusy what d'ye fay to't ?

lal. By T^'ve^ Sir, I'll agree to any thing ; for I be-

Keve a handfome young Wife at Court may bring a Man
a greater Fortune than he can in Confcience defire.

[Takes m\h.
Er, ^w/«M, be 'perfuaded. [yifide to Am,
Am, He'd ufe me fcurvily then.

Alcan, That's according as you bebav'd your fclf,

Aminta,

Am. I (liould domineer.
Alcan, 1 then Oiould make love elfewhere.

Am, Well, I ^n^ we fiiall not agree then.

Alcan, Faith- now we havedifputed a point I never

thought on before, I would willingly purfueit for the hu-

mour on'f, not that I think 1 ftiall much approve on't.

Pif, Q\vt him your hand, Aminta, and conclude,

'Tis time this haughty humour were fubdu'd.

By your fubmidion, whatfoe*er he feem.

In tin>e you'll make the greater Slave of him.

Am, Well—not from the hope of that, but from my>
Love,

His change of humour I'm content to prov*.

Here take me, Alcander
;

Whilft to Inconftancy I bid adieu,

1 find variety enough in you. iHe takes her and hows.

King, Come my brave Youths, we'll toil ourfelves^

with Joys,
And whenwe're weary of the lazy play,

We'll fearch abroad to find new Conqu'efts OUt|

^nd get frefh Appetites to new Delights j

It
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It will redouble your vaft (lock of Courage,

And make th' uneafy Humour light and gentle
;

When you remember even in heat of Battle,

That after all your Vi<^ories and Spoil,

You'll meet calm Peace at home in fofc Embraces.

Thus may you number out your happy years,

Till Love and Glory no more proofs can give

Oj what they canbefiow^ or you receive.
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EPILOGUE,
^

• By a Woman.

WE charged you boldly in our firJi advance^

And gave the Onfet a la mode de France,

As each had been a Joan of Orleance.

Like them our Heat as foon abated too

;

Alas zve could not vanquifl) with a Show^

Much more than that goes to the conquering you*

The Trial tho will recompenfe the Pain,

It having wifely taught us how to reign
;

T/V Beauty only can our Power maintam.

But yet, as tributary Kings, we own
It is by you that we poffefs that Throne,

Where had we ViHors been, we'ad reigned alone.

And we have promised what we could not do
^

A fault, methinks, might be forgiven toe,

Stnce *tis but what we learnt of fome of you.

But we are upon equal treatment yet.

For neither conquer, fince we both fubmit \

Tou to our Beauty bow, we to your Wit»

The End of the Third Volume.
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