THE
POETICAL, DRAMATIC,

AND

MISCELLANEQOUS WORKS
OF

JOHN GAY.
IN SIX VOLUMES.

TO WHICH 18 PREFIXED,
DR. JOHNSON'S
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL PREFACE,

e i —

VOLUME THE FIFTH,

CONTAINING

PLAYS AND ESSAYS

el ———

LONDON:

Printed for Epwarp JErFErY, oppofite Carlton Hoults
Pall-Mall.

M,DCC.XCV.

[ Price in Boards One Pound Four Shillings. ]



T HE

WIFE of BATH.

A

C O MED .Y,

AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE
THEATRE-ROYAL in Drury-Lane.

3 Y

Her MAJESTY’s Servants.

Meagicis fanos avertere Sacris

Experiar Senfus. Virg.

K2 PRO-



PR OL OGU E.
Spoken by Mrs. Mountfort.

I F ancient poets thought the Prologue fit,

To [port away fuperfluons flarts of wit
Why fhould we maderns lavith ours away,
And, 10 fupply the Prologue, fiarve the Play ?
Thius Plays, of late, like marricges in fafkion,
Have nothing” good befides the preparation.
Hiw fhall we do to help our author out,
2 ho both for Play and Prologue is in doubt 2
He draws his charafters from Chaucer’s days,
On which our grandfives are profufe of praife;
Wien all mankindy—(if we'li believe tradition,)
Jozg'd on in [ottled comjugal fruition :
Then, as old wives with ferious nod will tell us,
The wife, contented hufband ne'er was jealous;
The youthful bride no [ep’rate trading drives,
Ev'n citizens could: -fatisfy their wives.
The cautious virgin, ignorant of man,
No glarces threw, nor exercis’d the fan,
Found lowe a flvanger to her eafy breaft,
And ’till the wedding night njoy’d her reft.
No gilded chariot drew the ladies eyes,
Enfnar’d their hearts, and bore away the prize;
Fhen the Siriét father no kard bqrgains areve
For jointures All their fettlement was
Believe all this who wwill, ~for let me dic!
They knew the world as well as you and I.
Lovers would then, as now-a-days, forfwear,
Seize the foft moment, and | furprife the fair,
And many a modeft, kncwing bride was led,
With artful bluthes to the nuptial bed.

loves

Cur



DRAMATIS PERSON A

Our author hath Jrom former ages fhewn,

Some ancient Srailties which are fill our own ;
The Wife of Bath in our weak wives we find,
And fuperfiition runs through all the kind ;

Ve but repeat our grandfires aftions o’cr

And capy follies which were theirs before,

efoofocockocioecfosfiadiocfonfecionicofoniioofcooliorfocie

Dramatis Perfonz.

M E N.

Chaucer, Mr. Wilkes.
Doggrell, Mr. Pack.
Franklyn, a rich Yeoman of Kent, Mr. Pentethman.
Doublechin, a Monk, Mr. Buileck, Sen,
Merit, sn Jove with Florinda, Mr. Bullock, Jun.
Aftrolabe, an Aftrologer, Mr. Ryan.
‘%}?ﬁ;}:"‘ } Servants to Franklyn, ﬁ: ‘Ef:m'

A Drawer, Mr. Spiller.

W OME N

Myrtilla, a lady of quality, Mrs. Porter.
Florinda, Franklyn’s daughter, Mrs. Mazm;/brr.
Alifon, the wife of Bath, Mrs. Bicknell.
Bufy, Myrtilla’s woman, Mrs. Saunders.

SCENE an Inn, lying in the road between London
and Canterbury.

Time, from Nine at night, to Ning in the morning.

T H E
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T H E

WIFE of BAT H.

ACT I. SCENE 1L

SCENE, A Larce HarL.

Enter FRANKLYN and DoGGRELL.

Frawcxyn.

HOXKRLORINDA, pocr rogue, little thinks fhe
¥ 3 fhall Jic in wedding fheets to-morrow.--—
4 ¢ Never fear, boy, I'll anfwer for the girl’s
e XOK g inclinations.

Deg. Her beauty is, I muft confefs, moft
exquifitely charming, and her fortune will allow of no
exceptions ; but you know her extrattion, Sir,

Frank. What though I did marry my fervant-
maid, I have pretty good affarances my daughter is of
my own getting ;——and, in troth, a ftaunch country
Gentleman, and an honeft, plain, downright Kenifh

damfel,
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damfel, may raife as good a breed as a Lady and 2 /'a-
let de Chanibre, though her Lord have faith and fond-
nefs enough to own hiaifelf the father,

Dyg. But in the eye of the world, Sir, a family is
corrupted by an alliznce with the vulgar—What a
fearvy figure will m y.marriage make in a gencalogical
table, to be recorded in this manner ; Francis
D’Ogille, Efg; married Floviaaa, daughter of Amas
Franklyn, by Dorechy Turnbroach his Kitchen-wench —
faugh

Frank., Why,~——tow now, Frant ? —1'0yrelle,
s—=Dor—-puppy, I think, thy grandtather’s
name was Doggrell, and thy father’s name was Dogpr. 4.
Look you, Sir, and when my daughter lotes the
name of Franklyn, fhe fhall be called no otherwife than
Florinda Doggrell, d'ye fee.

Dog. Not fo paflionate, Sir, I befeech you, the
fault in former centuries lay in the orthography and
pronunciation. My name is originally of French
extraticn, and is written with a D, and an apoftrophe
a3 much as to fay, De Ugre.ie, which was the
antique refidence of my anceftors,

Frant. Come, come, Frant, this is rot a time of
day to difpute of familics we are now got about
the mid-way to Canterbury, and within twelve miles of
my houfe.

Enter Merit.

Mer. Excufe my freedom, Gentlemen,—I am a-
about to engage myfelf in an affair of confequence, and
beg you would oblige me in being witneies of the cuin
tract.

Frank, A mortgage or a conveyance of fome pa:t of
thy patiimony, I fuppofe. How much per cent. do you
give in thefe ticklifh times with good fecuriiy ?

Mer. Mine, Sir, is only a conveyance of my perfon
- and knowing the inconflancy of female love, I

would
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would not willingly, methinks, have fo ferious an affair
as matrimony depend long upon a woman’s pleafure.

Frank. Very right, Sir: a-goad failor always
lays hold of the firft fair wind, and a judicious lover
never ftays for a fecond confent.

Mer. Come on then, old Gentleman.

Frant. Here Frant is an example for you, a
britk, jolly, handfome young fellow, that plunges into
matrimony with a refolution. Pray, Sir, may I pre-
fume to know your miftre(s’s pedigree ?

Mer. If you would judge of her defcent by her con-
verfation, Pallas was her mother ; if by her beauty,-
Fenus.

Frant, But who was it, friend, that begot her ?

Mer. That is a point we muft leave to the mother’s
determination.

Frant. 1s fhe of this country Sir ?

Myr. In thort, Sir,——ihe is a plain, fimple Kentifk
yeoman’s daughter fhe has virtue without formality
——all the good breeding of the court with the coun-
try fimplicity beauty without vanity, and wit
without affe&tation.

Dog. But a family, Sir, would add a luftre to thefe
endowments ; and thefe qualities appear very awkard
in a woman of mean extraétion.

Mer, Virtue, Sir, becomes all alike, and there’s no
trae nobility without it.

Frant. Well faid i’faith What fay you to that
Mr. Doggrell; with your D’Ogrelles, pedigrees, family-
tables, and extrattions ?

Dog.You expofe me, Sir, D’Ogrelle is my name,
——and were I not under fome reftraint by my father’s
will, your behaviour would make me quit all pretenfi-
ons to your daughter.

Frank. Never infift then upon pedigrees, Frank.—
A fingle trec in my wood, I’ll maintain it, is worth all
she genealogical trees in the univerfe.-----Come, Frant,

let
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let us go and be witnefles of his happy conjun&ion :

And to-morrow, Sir, I fhall defire you would
make one at the wedding of this Gentleman with my
daughter.

Mer. You do me too much honour, Sir.

Frant. You muft know, Sir, that we came thus far
with the Canterbury pilgrims, certainly the moft
diverting company that ever travelled the road and
my houfe lying in the way, I defign to invite them all
to the wedding to-morrow.

. Dog. And therc is a nun of quality, I am told, hath
jult now joined them.

Frank. The wife of Bath is enough to make any

mortal {plit his fides. She is as frolicfome as a young
wench in the month of May, plays at romps with the
Pilgrims all round, throws out as many quaint jokes as
an Oxford {cholar ;—————and, in fhort, exerts her-
felf fo facetioufly, that fhe is the mirth of the whole
company,
. Dog. But the fupport of the fociety is Mr. Chaucer—
he is a Gentleman of fuch inexhauftible good fene,
breeding, and civility, that fince I have hacF the happi~
nefs to converfe with him, he hath honoured fome of
my produétions wth his approbation.

Frank. Hold, hold, Frank. If once thou doft
let loofe thy tongue upon the topic of poetry, we fhall
quickly be bewildered upon the mufes promontory.—
Ah'boy ! —————to-morrow night it will be thy turn.

Come, Sir, we are now ready to wait on you.
[ Exeunt.

Enter Myrtilla in a Nun’s habit, Alifon and Bufie.

Alif. A nun at thefe years, and with fo much beau-
ty! Fye, fye, Madam; nunneries and hof-
pitals had originally the fame inftitution ; they
are only for the maimed, and thofe that are worn out

in
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in the fervice. And fhall a lady that hath all her five
fenfes in perfetion, with the bloom of youth on her
cheeks, and fprightlinefs in her eyes, hide all thofe
charms in a cloifter ? lookye, my dear, if you
are for confinement——1I would, by all means, advife
you to a hufband,

Myrt. When ’tis allotted by the ftars, that a perfon
fhall always remain in the ftate of virginity, *us but
common prudence to retire from the world.

Alif. Were it my cafe, by my troth, I thould beg the
ftars pardon. Befides, I do not think it in the
power of all the ftars in the firmament to influence fo
ticklith a thing as a woman’s inclination,

Myre. But all the Aftrologers that I ever was fo un-
happy as to confult, {feem to hint at the fame thing.

Aiif. An Allrologer’s prediétion, like an oracle, is
not to be unravelled ’till after the event and do
but ence, honey, pitch upon a hufband and the
planets, I'll pafs my word for it, fhall very readily give
their confent.

Myre. Befides, I have tried three Midfummer-eves
fucceflively ; and there hath net been fo much as the
fhadow of a man.

Alif. What fignifies the fhadow, when your ladyfhip
hath youth 2nd beauty enough at any time to command
the fviyiance

Myr: Buritismy refolution to retire.

Bufie. And mine— if you ftick to your refoluti-
en, to quit your {ervice— for, may I never be kifs’d—
if I can perceive that I have the leaft bit of Nun’s flefh
about me. [ 4fide.

Alif. Let me look on your hand, honey,- [ have
as good an infight into palmiftry, though I fay it my-
felf, as the beit of tiem all. The learned vary—
Come, come, Madam, never defpair.

Myre. My fortune is already determined.

Alf
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Akf. Bow your hand a little more—————[ Lookivg ax
her hand.] There there, enough! Qds-my-life, a
downright miracle of a hand —matrimony without.crofe
fes, and a moft delicate table—and a brace, i’facking,
of as proper handfome hufbands as ever afi/d a lady the
queftion,

Buf. Let us fee what my hand promifes——Come,
come, a hufband is every woman’s concerin:

Myrt. Nay, now I recolle@t, a fortune-teller fome
time fice told me the very fame thing.

Alif. And that mole there, beneath the tip of your
right-ear; is a moft fhrewd fign No, I won't tell
you where there is another.—~Ah Madam, Madam!

Buf. Ay this muft be one here-—=——with two
little things branching out; for that is an infallible
mark of a hufband.

Alif. You fearch in the wrong place, child.

Buf. Well I'm fatisfied of this———if there
is-never a one appears in my hand.——I'm fure thére
is one in my heart,

Alif. Lookye here, my dear, thanks to my lucky
planets,——I1 have made a thift to.difpatch five already
——and welcome the fixth, fay I, One, two, three,
four, five,——and here is another little tiny thing;
and if it will not reach to a hufband, my life for it
ma)lrl good conduét fhall make it ftretch to a hopeful

ant,
g Myrt. Methinks one’s natural inclination would in-
duce one to try matrimony once,————— purely for the'
fake of novelty————the deftiny cannot be avoided.

Alif. Deftiny, honey, is lodged in never a conjuror’s
tongue in Chriitendom and a fig, fay, | for that
conjuror that doth not confult a lady’s difpofition, her
age, her complexion, and the natural bent of her
temper.

Myrs. But Matrimony, perhaps, may be the more fe-

vere penance,
Alif.
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Alif. Moft hufbands I have experienced them,
Madam,——are tame quiet fort of animals *Tis
the wife’s own fault if ever fhe gives up the reins of
government ——and for jealoufy, ’d advife you to my
remedy. Seem to be more jealous of him.——I watch’d
his. waters for him ;=———would he, an old niggard, have
had ever the lefz light for letting a neighbour lighta
candle at his lanthorn ?

Mjyrt. But you know we promife obedience——and
is not the hufband the Lord, the Head of his wife ?

Alif. They claim the title, chicken ; but, ods-my-life!
we always J;fpum the power; and women, like the
rudders of fhips, always govern their heads.

ilg;rt. You give ene mighty good emcouragement,

m.

Alif. I was ever, from my cradle, a friend to the ma-
thematics, ‘Madam : Why, one that pukin%ly_dies a
maid, lofes the end of creation, and in fhort, leaves the
wfp;-_!;l without having ever tafted the trug refrefhments
of life.

Mjyrt. But are you fure that thefe marks fignify huf-
bands ?

4’7, Am I {ure that I ever knew the comforts of one?
—-Why one of ’em, as I hope for his fellow, is at leaft
fix feet high.

Buf. Nay, mine is a very long one too

[ Looking on her hamd.

Alif. *Tis a ftrange thing, that our Englifk Ladics
fhould be fo backward in coming to knowledge
Why, an Jtalian Girl thinks ac Twelve, meditates at
Thirteen, ripens into perception at Fourteen ;———and
here we fhall have an awkard Exg/i/: bride want advice
on her wedding-day, though, fhe is not married ’till
Five and Twenty.——Go, make hafte, to bed : child,
think of the fortune that I have told you, and dream of
a hutband. [Exit.

Myrt. You remember, Buf, I flung two hufbands at
the laft fortune-book.

Vor. Il L Bu/f.
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Byf. Yes, Madam.
And I dreamed of a ﬁran% Gentleman, when
1 flept about a week fince with the bride-cake under my
itlow

Buf. If dreaming would have fupplied one with a
fweetheart, I am fure I had not been unprovided at
this time of day. [ Afide.

Myrt. What is it o’Clock ?

Bn/. Almoft ten, Madam.

Myrt. You remember, 1 fuppofe, this is St. dgnes’s
right, and that I refolve to try the experiment of the
dumb-cake. [ Exits

Enter Chaucer.

Chasc. What, turned Pilgrim, my dear !———And
muft love give place to religion ! [Kifes her.]JHave
I no hopes but by turning griar. and calling my love
continence and mortificaion——I was very Juckily, a
day or two fince, informed of Lady Myruilla’s refoly-
ton,

Buf. Oh dear! Sir, pray how long have you been
returned from your travels ?

Ctax. But juft arrived——Abfence Mrs. Bufe, has
not been able to deface the impreflions of love,
and ftill the Lady Myrsilla reigns in my bofom, haunts
my waking theughts, and is ever prefent in my dreams.
=] think, I talk, I write of nothing but her.

By/. I am afraid, Mr. Chaucer, your cafe will be the
fame as the boy’s in the fable,—~—you have talked of
love, artillery, flames, eyes and darts, fo long in jeft,
that it will be very difficult to gain belief, now you are
in earneft.

Chau, But pray child, is devotion or difcontent the
caufe of her redrement ?-————— For Mad-houfes and
Nunneries are as much inhabited by difappointed
lovers as devotees and I fear, fhould 2 Cloifter be
he schoice, the other would foon be my fate.

By
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Byf. Very probably, Sir, for you'll have a double
pretence to it——as you are a wit too.

Chau. Y ou are {mart, Mrs. Bufe——DBut are there no
hopes to divert her from this voluntary banithment ! —
Has fhe any fymptoms of love ? Does fhe talk in-
coherently, figh often, or read romances ?

Bu/. 'V here are methods which perhaps might have
fome influence npon her ;——bat confidantes, Sir, muft
not divulge fecrets.

Chau. Say’ft thou fo, my dear girl ! Am I come
fo opportunely to thy relicf: when thou haft fo un-
eafy a thing as a fecret in thy poifeffion ?

B:l;ﬁ A fecret, Sir, is as fafe in a woman’s keeping,
as a Lady’s reputatiop in 2 man’s But pray, dear
Mr. Chaucer, don’t alk me.

Chau, Would you have your Lady loft purcly upon
a punétilio ?——1I know, my dear, you have conquer-
ed your fex, and have the knack of fecrecy but a
fecret of this confequence (Giwes ber geld.

Buf. Is of con?:.quence, I confefs, —You know,
8ir, my Lady is as fuperftitious as an ignorant Abbor,
~——her humour by day depends upon her dreams by
nijht, {pilling of falt throws her into the vapours,
half the week is loft upon account of unlucky days—-
and fhe has an entire confidenccin Aftralogers Ard
thofe wretches alone have paft the fevese fentence of vir-
ginity on her.

Chau. And fo the defigns to facrifice all the pleafures
of lifa to their ignorance.

Buf. And for fear fhe thould change her mind, which
you know we are pretty much given to, fhe has refolved
to put it out of her own power, by retiring into a Cloii-
ter. But fhe juft now was a little wavering.

Chau. Have the diGtates of Nature then at laft over-
biafled her fuperftition ?

Bu/. You muft know, Sir, the Wife of Bark, jult
now made herd viﬁt,-—Land merely ridiculed her o::_

2
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of her proje&t.———She confulted her hand, and very
egreeably contradi€led all her former fortune by a pro-
mife of two hufbands.

T Ghau. Which the Lady I prefume feems fond of Le-
ieving. .

Buj. Yes, on my confcience—-and fond of hawving
likewife, with the permiffon cf the planets this be-
ing St Agnes’s night, fhe hath provided the dumb-cal.e,
and performs the ccremony, in order, if ’tis poflible, to
get a glimpfe of matrimony.

Cleu. 'I'he moft lucky incident in the world,--
Mew have I the opportunity to make my approaches
by way cf her fupcrflition, I can ncver fail of con-

queft --This night, pretty creature, I’ll play the
apparition.
Bu/. Juit my thought, I vow- This key of her

clofet; 1 fuppofe, may be of fome fervice———for
that bedy of yours will fearcely bé atle to enter a chink,
or pafs through a key-hole———remember the hour,
and make hafle to your poft, Sir.

[Exeunt fexerally.

Ester Frankly, Doggrell, Doublechin axd Alifen.

Alif. One wedding, the proverb fays, begets ano-
ther: What think, you, old heart of ok, fhall experi-
ence fupply the want of youth }—Come, let you and 1
for once verify the old faying———Give me thy hand,
old boy.

Frant. Hold, hold, dame! Marry in hafle and re-
pent at leifure——There is a proverb for your proverb.

Deub. But matrimony is not like cemmon crimes,
Mr. Franklyn— for the moft tedious repentance
can never encourage a hope for abfolution.

Frank, We are too old now-a-days to pretend to
thofe things.

Alif. Slidikins !——O0ld, old !——=Pray do not mea-
fure my corn with your bufhel, old Drybones ! This

perfon
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perfon of mine——1I would have you to know, like a
medlar: grows the {weeter for its age, old grey-
beard.

Enter Merit..

Mer. Shall I prevail with you, Sir, to do the offfce
of a father upon this occafion ?

Frank. With all my heart, Sir.

Alif. Ha! young ftripling !---are you our bold ad-
venturer ? A little of my advice, younker, would
do you no harm, I believe,——Soft and fair,~——Take
care of your conftitution.—— Matrimony is 2 lafting
entertainment. [Exit Merit.] This is very hard
upon your order, father Doublechin,——Meer tantali-
zation to fee matrimony fo often before your
eyes, yet never to have it in your power to tafte it—
But flolen fruit, ftolen fruit !—-—Ah father Doublechin !

Enter Merit leading"Florinda: fhe flarts back in furprife.

Flor. Ha'!—my father! I am undone. [A4fde.

Frank. Florinda! hurry durry !'——what is the mat-
ter now ! Death ! Thisis all trick and banter. [A4fde.

Mer. My too much care hath betrayed me. [A44de.

Alif. Heyday ! What, are we all knocked on the head
at once? Come, you hoary-pate there, deliver
up your charge————— And you, Mr. Sanétity, make
hafte and do your office, Young folks are impa-
tient,

Frank. What wind, in the name of fury, blew you
hither, wench?

Flor. Qh, Sir! Had not you thus timely in-
terpofed, I had been utterly loft.

Frank. By your leave, Sir, [0 Merit.] This, Frant,
is my daughter. [Giwes ker 0o Doggrell.] How, girl?
——What, without your father’s confent? But
I hope, the rogue hath not began at the fag-end of

the ceremony.
L 3 -4;3?-
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Alif. Lookye, old friend, we will fome time or other
enjoy our own choice, and if we cannot procure
itin a huiband, i’fackins, we will make it up in a gal-
lant, How, in the name of Cupid, can you baulk
fo handfome a young fellow ?—Come hither, ftripling,
—fhew your fhapes and walk gracefully! See,
how portly he plants himfelf. Ah rogue!

Frank. Harkye, fellow, what pretenfions had you
to feduce my child, hah.

Mer. Your daughter, Sir, is ftill at your own dif-
pofal——and T only made ufe of this device to atk your
confent.

Frank. A very pretty excufe !——Old birds are not
eaught with chaff, friend.——You are a fine hoity-
toity thing, I perceive,——T"ll warrant, I fecure you,
Madam, from any further excurfions.

Flor. He ftole me, Sir, threatened me,——and
would have forced me to his arms. And what,
alas! can a.weak woman do?

Mer. What does fhe drive at by.all this? How
eafy fhe feems under this difappointment !——Ah! wo-
man, woman! [ Afice.

Frank. Well, child, however fince he has fer
agog your inclinations, you fhall not'want a hufband.
— " This worthy gentleman is of my providing.—
Let us have no hums nor ha’s, nor fddle-faddle con-
fideration.———Come, father Doubl:chin, and you
there, Mr. Kidnapper, now ’tis your turn to be witnefs.

Dog. Let us firlt, Sir, be affured that the lady has
not difpofed of herfelf Perhaps we may now be
invading another gentleman’s property.

Frank. 1as a thief aproperty in ftolen goods, be-
caufe he hath them in poffeflion ?

Flor. My duty, Sir, obliges me to comply with
your cenrmands But, pray, Sir, grant me fome
imall time to recover my fright——my fpirits are {o
much difordered that I cannot fupport myfelf. [Faints..

Frank.
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Frank. What, I'll warrant, the terrible fhape of
a father put you in this confternation, huffy.

Algf. Poor girl, 1poor girl! Here, child——drink 2
little of my cordial, a little of my cordial. [Drinks
kerfelf.] ‘This is the life and foul of a traveller.

Then who would not be a bride ? [Sings.
Then who would not be a bride ?

For the fieeteft kifs,

Is not half of her blifs:
This all will fay——who have try’d.

Frank. A hufband is the beft phyfic for her—and
though, like all other dofes, it may feem naufeous at
firft, yet I'll warrane fhe’ll like the operation, —Come,
come, marry her, Boy, and write thy own Epithalamium.

Dog. Epithalamium, Sir?

Alij. What, marry her to a poet ? The gingle of love
in a copy of verfes will never anfwer a wife’s expe&ta-
tion. Befides, poverty is the mere bane of love.

Frank. But Mr. Doggrell, they tell me, writes only
for his diverfion, nay, he pays the bookfeHer for print-
inig his works, and writes the moft like a gentleman
of any man on this fide Parnaflis.

Dog. Your father, Madam, does me too much ho-
nour,—but no poet ever gelebrates his wife. The
word Wife, methinks, has as ill a found in poetry as
in the mouth of a hufband.

Frank. Harkye, you woman-ftealer, you had
beft withdraw, left I let loofe my indignation upon you,
and fond you to the gallows, to give Mr. Doaggrell here
a fubje&t for an elegy.

Dog. D’Ogrelle,————I befeech you, Sir,

Mer. Sure this is the moft malicious. adventure that
ever crofled an unfortunate lover. [Afide.—--Exit,

Boub.. After fupper, you may command me, Sirs
for if you can live upon love, good le, ’tis what
onc of my fubftance cannot fo eafily ubﬁr}t upon.

Fraut,
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Frank. Well, compofe yourfelf, Girl; Mr.
Boggrell, -fhe is your charge.
Dog. Madam [Leading her off.

To your relief your ardent lover flies.
Ah! thofe attralive lips, and dear deludin[g eyes!

Exeunt.

XL XXX XX AAIXAII L L%

ACT II. SCENE L

S CRENE Continues.
Exnter Doggrell and F lorinda.

DocerELL.

I Vow, Madam, to- confider your beauty and pedi-
gree together, you are juft like a rofe grafted on a
thorn.——That was a moft egregious wrong ftep of
your father’s.

Flor. My father, ’tis true, with aH the inconfiderate-
nefs of youth, married merely for love, an action,
I muft own, unbecoming a Gentleman. -

Dog. The chief end of matrimony, I conceive, 15
the fuppert of a family,and the increafe of an eftate 3
——but fo many graces, Madam,—{o many charms !
~——will overbaliance a fmall defect of genealogy.

Flor. Then, I have the misfortune, Sir, to be fo-ex-

tremely like my mother, that upon all occafiona my
prefence
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prefence gives a hint to reflexion. Now, will I
work himinto a dillike of me by feeming to ftrike in
with his humour. [ Afide.

Deg. An unhappinefs, indeed, Madam, Love
generally proves an edged tool to 2n old man’s fingers.

Flor. 'This error of my father will make me in
every refpett fubmit myfelf to his pleafure, to avoid
the like inconvenience myfelf.

Dog. Let me die, if fhe does not feem fond of me!

[ Afide.

Flor. To convince you, Sir, that I feorn to act dif-
honourably with a Gentleman of your merit I
ought to acquaint you with another difgrace, thata
flip of one of my anceltors entailed upon the family;
~—————But fhould my father know

Dog. Nay, Madam, I am as fecret as a Confeffor—
as I am a man of henour.

Flir. My great, great grandfather, Sir,——

Dog. What of him, Madam ?

Flor. Was——hanged Sir.

Dog. Hanged————and I will follow his example
fooner than marry into a family made up of knaves and
fools. [Afde.

Flor, 1entreat you, Sir, atk me no farther——It i3
mighty hard, mcthinks, that an anceftor’s failings
fhould devolve upon his pofterity.

Dgg. So that, Madam, your father’s indifcretion will
grace my coat with a {pit— and your great, great grand-
father’s flip, as your Ladyfhip terms it, blazon my
efcutcheon with a gallows. Ha! ha! ha!

Enter Anthony and William at a diffance.

Ant. Lookye there, Yonder the 15, i’faith
foftly, foftly William,—-Swop upon ’en at once, knack
*en dawn, and I will fecure young miftrefs.

Will. But what fhall we do with the plaguy toad
when we have caught en ? Is it not a hanging mat-
ter, Antony? Thee underftand’ft the Law to be fure,
who canft read the Statue-Book, and draw out leaff‘és

or
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for maafter.—’Sbud, ’tis a rare thing to be lamned.

Ant. We muft firft and foremoft enquire, whether
or not a dafter be goods and chattels, Filliam In
the next place, d’ye fee, whether or no, fhe ficle he,
or he ftole the;~But according to the beft of my read-
ing it feems plainly to be a ravifament.—But ftay,
let us catch en firft, ——— Lay hold of his fpir-frog
William——for all thefe fwaggering blades courage
* lies within-fide the fcabbard,

Will. Hoh, hoh! Sir——As flat as a ﬂzundeig by
Georgey——[Trips up Doggrell’s heels. cord, a
corcf‘ z!mw}E—iLo%kyc,gg Sir, we kill]foxcs for mak-
ing bold with our geefe, and hang doi‘ for choaking
our fheep.~———And i’faith I'll make thee an example
to all fortune fealers,—————What, is maafter’s only
chick a bit for your chaps, Sirrah?

Dog. Pray, Gentlemen,—~-My money is at your
fervice ; but I entreat you, Gentlemen, {pare my life
for that fair Iady’s repofe, May Ibe informed of
the occafion of this affault?———Or are you officers
of the law, At whofe Suit, Gentlemen?

Ant. Lookye, William, 1 find it plainly to be a
hanging matter, d’ye fee,——For look ye, d'ye fee,
tho’f ftealing of a woman fhould be no felony,
we can indiét "en for ftealing the rigging and appurte-
nances, d’ye fee, as in the firft place, #illiam,
Item, For ftealing of miftre(s’s Eead-geer, with all the
dangling ribbons, lace, &c. thereunto belonging; a
filk gown and petticoat, and all miftrefs’s wearing ap-

arel, d'ye fee; for tho'fa Jury, perhaps, would not
ring in the bare woman above the value of ten-pence,
——yet the cloathing, W¥illiam.

Will. Always reckoned the chiefeft part of a woman
»--As plain as a pike-ftaff, as clear as the fun, Anrony.

Fler. Pray treat the Gentleman with more civility,
r— ——What brought you hither, Antony?

Ant. Oh, miftrefs, miftrefs! You left the whole
houfe at home in a mof pitiful taking——— For my

own
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own part, I would rather have loft the beft weather of
all the flock, than fuch a mifhap (hould have hap-
pened to the family.

Will. To be plain with you, forfooth, a woman
tofts a hugeous seal the rearing, and we could never
have anfwered fuch a lofs to maafter, forfooth.

Dog. Upon my honour! Gentlemen.

Flor. They are my father’s fervants, Sir,——You
are in no danger.——But I fhall not endeavour wholly
to undeceive them, fince their care in confining him
may poffibly fet me at liberty. [Efﬂr.

Dog. Downright barbarity, I vow!

#ill. *Sbud, chez believe ’tis ravifhment in good
earneft, now, for young miftrefs excufes ’en hu-
feﬂus feetingly ;—=—But how fhall we order matters ?

thing ’twill be the fafeft way to hang up the prifoner
to rights, to fave the labour of carriage.

Dag. I vow, Gentlemen, I beg you
you miftake the perfon, I was never, upon my
honour, concerned in feducing the young ladl;r
The rufticity of thefe mortals, Madam, leads them
into innumerable abfurdities,

Will. Never talk to us of your Nummeribble Ab-
fuddeties, nor ipeak your pedlar’s French, d’ye fee,——
to juggle young miftrefs out of our clutches apain,
d'ye fee, there, there, bind ’en a little tighter,
Antony.

Ant. I cannot well tell whetherwe can anfwer han
ing of ’en, or no, But fuppofe, William, we let ’en
have the honour of dying ihe death of a gentleman,
and we will kill ’en in a duel, I have heard fay,
that is- but manilaughter, if the worlt come to the
worft, Sal da! [(Mates paffes at a diffance.

D.g. As I am a man of honour, I was no way con-
ceruew. 1 appeal to the fair lady, there.

Flo . tiave acare, Zutoay, tuis Gentleman makes
his woplicauon to me, with the approbation of my

h'_:'.(.'-
Ant,




120 Tue WiIrFe oF Batu.

Ant. Do thou guard the prifoners, d'ye fee,
Here is a Juftice, they fay, below in the inn———we
had beft afk his worfhip’s opinion befcre we kill ’en
outright, d’ye fee.

[Going to fhut them into a clofet together.

will. Oh, oh, gracious! hold, hold, let us ne-
ver pen them in together why {life man, that
is the main way to become acceflories ourfelves. '

Ant. Why, odfmylife, Miftre{s,~———do but let
Maafter know that your mouth begins to water after
man, and my life for it he will never ftarve the caufe.

Enter Franklyn and Doublechin.

will. Oh dear, Maafter, Maafter, we were all
like to come to a moft lamentable mifhap,——Young
Miitrefs, forfooth ’Sbidikins, I am overjoyed to fee
you, *Sthud ! who thought to have found your wor-
fhip’s good grace here But as I was faying, young
Miftrefs, forfooth, took it in her head to run aftray,
and faith, was ftole——or elfe laid the moveable in
the thief's way, forfooth.

_Ant. Oh, Sir, oh dear Sir, the houfe at home isin a
moft piteoustaking. ——We rofe all the whole parifh, as
a body may fay, and fent all the labourers abroad, Eaff,
Weff, North, and Sonth.

Frank. Hold, hold, Autony !
ter’s proceedings.

Ant. Sce how the plaguy tead looks.
Maafter’s honour for you now, Mr. Brazenface.

Frank. You are under a millake, Antomy.
bind the Gentlemzn But however, I cannot but
commend your diligence, I hope, Frank, you
will excufe the ignorance of thefe fellows.

will. Under a miftake, Antony 7—Under a miftake,

Do’tt hear?
Ant. Ay---Under a miftake, under 4 miftake.
(Exeunt Antony and William,

Frank.

1know of my daugh-

Here is

Un-
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Frank. Well, Damfel, are your {pirits in tune yet,
—and how ftand yourinclinations atfetted towards honett
Frank? Only give the word, Boy,——and father Dsu-
bleckin fhall fecure you in a more pleafing bondage---
T will warrant my Girl fhall do her duty.——What fa
you Damfel ?——Come father Doubleckin, you fhoul
never let love or a goed dinner cool, for want of your
afliftance.

Deg. Matrimony throws one at once off from the
converfation of the Beau-Mond: a hufband among
them is neither allowed to be hadfome, well-bred, or
witty.———————He lofes all his former Politeffe with
his liberty, ————and then again my vndervaluing
my family lays me open to fatire; and when the ladies
are out of hope their tongues are under no refiraine,

[ Afide.
Frank. Why, Frant! what ftill fhall-I-fhall-I?
Is this owing to your behaviour Mrs. Contradic-
tion ; Come, hufly, fhew what a dutiful wife you will
make by your obedience to your father.

Flor I am entirely at your difpofal, Sir. I may
now fafely venture to confent without running the
rifque of his compliance. Afidez.

Frank. Here is a glorious girl for you, Framk—
Come, father Doublechin, all parties are now agreed.

Deg. I mutt confefs, Sir, the Lady’s merits are be-

ond all difpute but your dithonourable proceed-
ings, Sir, have put a ftop to the progrefs of my amour.

Frank. My dithonourable proceedings, Frank!---

Dog. I am not to be impofed upon, Sir,ina thing
that é nearly concerns my pofterity.

Frank, What, ftill upon the old ftring ?---Ah, Frané,
Frank, that love can never be fincere that raifes fo
many objeétsons.

Deg. Think of your great grandfather, Sir-—-

Frank. He was a Gentleman every inch of him;
Marry into the family of Sir Thomas Pedigree——and

Vou. L M Iwilt
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I will warrant you, he could trace out his genealogy
for two or three hundred years beyond the conqueft.

Dog. When I find myfelf once impofed upon, I al-
ways diftruft the fame perfon in his whole proceedings.
Who was your great gradfather’s phyfician,
Sir, during his laft ficknefs?

Frant. Come, come, Frank, never endeavour to
perplex the matter.——Thefc pocts talk fo_allegori-
cally, there is no underftanding them.——We never
had one of our generation prefcribed to death——nor
fpoiled the breed of our family with boluffes, pills and
potions : We never had any phyfician belonging
to our houfe byt nature, nor any diftemper but age.

Dog. ’Tis more honourable to die by hands of the
phyfician than the hangman, Sir.

Frank. True, Frank. You may plead the cuftom of
the world for it.—But dying is dying-—and I believe
dead men make but fmall difference between poifon
and a halter.—Here father Dowbdlechin, 1 join them to-
gether—— Now do you clap on tire matrimonial yoke.

Dog. Sir, I return the prefent ;———the Lady
is too deferving of me,—~—and fo corrupt a family.

Frank. Oh thefe wicked weeds poetry and genea-
jogy have quite overgrown poor Frank’s underftand-
ing! Thou a Poet!

Dog. Did not I check my anger by the ditates of
philofophy, I fhould let loofe m refentment
But, however, Sir, to let you fee that I fccrn to be a
bubble,—————1I cannot help fhewing you that I am
acquainted with the fecret hiftory of your family, Sir,
——1 know, that your worfhip made an alliance with
a lady of the kitchen, and that your great grand-
father, Sir, made his Exit on the Gallows. You
are my guardian, ’tis true, Sir, and have my fortune
in your pofleffion, but not in your difpofal.

Frank. Heyday! What in a pafion, Frank ?
baulk my daughter, and belie my anceftors? Come,
come, come, Girl.  [Exesnt Frank, Doub, and Flo;-.

Ali.
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Enter Alifon.

Ali. Well, honeft heart! -My bonny champion!
beware head, old boy, for i'faith I defign to
throw the ftocking——Pure rofy cheeks, ruby lips, and
a rolling eye ! A moft glorious girl! worth a man’s
pawning his liberty for.

Dgg. The match is entirely her father’s propofal,
Madam, not my inclinations.

Ali. *Tis only for people of ordinary fathion now
a-days to marry for love Your men of quality, I
kncw, marry one, and love another,—————nbut a’dad

’t1s a moft confounded expenfive way, .
s this occafions fo many divorces, and feparate beds,
= and lays the charge of lieeping on a family.

Dog. Oh the charming Nun ! ————Yourinterefl,
Madam, might affit a defponding lover, and at the
famé time nﬁievc a moft beautiful Lady from confine-
ment.

Ali. Very hard upon the young Lady, [ vow,——
Difap?oint her lover, and afterwards leave her in the
lurch! Drive the ox from the manger without ever
defigning to tafte the hay! and what! I’ll warrant,
young Spindie-fhanks ——you take me for an
eld woman now, that hath loft all relifh ;—only
fit to fet young fulks together and think of times paft.

Deg. 1 beg your pardon, Madam, your com-
plexion, ’tis truwe, feems a little to confute your airy
temper——————1I vow, Madam, you have a world of
vivacity.

Ak. What! make me undergo the fatigue!
without hope of fharing the diverfion.

Dog. I beg your pardon, Madam,~——you might
command me in an office of the like nature.

Ali. Say’ft thou fo, my lad ? wilt thou do a good
tarn for receiving one? I have a few wrinkles, 'tis
teue, contratted in my virginity and widowhood-=—

M 2z But
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But matrimony would foon fmooth and polith my coun-
tenance again, believe me, Sir, -there 1s nota
greater impairer of Beauty, than the Ionging of a Vir-
gin, and the tedious cxpe&tation of a widow. Why,
who wears werfe than your old Maids, Sir ?

Dog. You fpeak with a wonderful deal of judgement,
Madam.————T am informed fhe is a Lady of quali-
ty ————Will you oblige me, Madam, fo far asto
convey my fighs to the fair Lady, and do me the friend-
ly office of a Zeplyr 7

Ali. Poor fellow ! Thou thinkeft to make me only
auxiliary——Dbut i’faith, I'll lay ten to one, I'l make
myfelf a principal in the end. [Afide.

Dog. A billet, Madam,

Ali. Send her a 4ifs, boy,—there is fome favour in
fuch a prefent, and it brings fome benefit to the bearer
too,

Dog. Nay, Madam,—1I fhall tell her in the epiftle
that | defire to kifs her fair hands.

Ali, That is mere throwing away, a kifs ; Come,
come, ftripling, Ladies know that the lips were made
for kiffing.

Dog. You muft know, Madam, that 1 dedicate my
wvacant hours to the mufes; and always write to the
Ladies in verfe.——The fentiments of love glide fo
fmoothly into the Lady's heart, fet off with the orna-
ments of poetry that before thy are acquainted with
the perfon, they are in love with the poet.

Ali. But the kifs,——Mr. D Ogrclle.

Dog. 'Tis at your fervice Madam,—-but we never
fend {o rude a prefent to the Ladies. (Kiffes her.

Ali. Ah! Again, my bonny hero,— I fhall
now fpeak moft pathetically in thy commendation.
[Kiffes him.] Never fear, my Lad, I owe Cupid fome
good turns for paft fervices!—————1’ll bring you te-
gether, —————and, my life for it, fhe’ll never be able
1o refift fo charming a gentleman.

Dog. You are mighty obliging, Madam,———Beauty

warms
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warms the Poet’s imagination, and love is the very
food of wit.-————1 have known a Gentleman, that.
could not read a Couplet with jufter emphafis than a
parith Clerk, write very prettily upon his Miftre(s’s
eyes—=—1I have at leaft celebrated above fifty Ladies
pour paffer le temps, which I call love onvertures.
A Lady of quality cannot pull off a glove, and difplay
a beautiful little finger, but it immediately flows into
afonnet A Lady’s drefs, a random glance, or a new
fuit of ribbands, are occafions that infpire a man of the
leaft gallantry with the brightcft turns of fancy.

Ali. A fure way, Sir, to attack the whole fex at once.
and that man muft take very bad aim, who fhoots a-
mongft a whole flock and brings off nonc of the game.

Dog. O charming Nun!

Ali. Come on then,——young Ow/d.
Extempore now.

Dog. Oh charming Nun of noble race——No, no,
Hold ! of noble line. But an affair of this nature re-
quires more ferious application So, Madam, I fhall
beg leave to retire a moment or two to adjuft my
thoughts with more regularity. [ Exit.

Alif. A handfome young fellow with little wit and
a good ftock of vanity. Why what then ! He hath a

d comfortable Proverb of his fide, and have at him
1’faith I, 2 match-maker, quotha No,
I thank my ftars, ] am not as yet of {o cold a conftitu~
tion to look on with indifference——A match-maker,
a’dad, in other terms is nothing clfc but a lawful pimnp.

Out with

it

[Bxir.

Enter Merit.
Miér. Accufe me! promife obedience ! throw
berfelf under her father’s proteétion ! all my hopes

are grounded on her fex, for nature teaches them didi-
mulation.—=—=-A woman often {milcs on the man fHe
hates, and frowns on him fhe loves,
Draw, Coming, coming! Sir.
3 Fater



126 Twue Wire oF Batu.

Enter a Drawer.

Mer. Hold, hold, Sirrah! ————Where do you carry
that wine ?

Draaw. Coming, coming, Gentlemen ! Into the
Dragon, Sir; -I'll bring your honour a pint of the
fame immediately Coming, coming! Sir {corea
quart of fack in the Dragon Below there.

Mer. Here’s money for you Sirrah.

[ Giwes him money.

Draaw. Coming, coming ! I humbly thank your
honour. Your honour may take my word for the matter
Berty is as sight and wholefome a girl as any ia
all the neighbourhood. You fhall treat with her your-
felf. Coming, coming! Gentlemen.

Mer. How readily the rogue anfwers in his profeffi-
on !~—— Betty may to-night oblige another cuftomer, I
want none of your pimping tricks, Sirrah, only lend
me your apron and cap, tarry in the next room, and
let me ferve the company where yoy were going.

Draw. With all my heart, Sir. Here’s my apron—
mazke hafte, Sir; orten to'one but you’ll have your head
broken for my delay.

Mer. Come, come, the-cap, the cap. [ Knacking heard.

Draw. Coming, coming ! Sir plague of your
impatience—a damn’d choeloyic old Chuff, I'll warrant

; he has a moft confounded paffionate knock, there
13 nothing difcovers a man’s temper more than his
manner in knocking——Coming, coming! Sir———
A fine Gentleman, [ fee, will upon occafion make z
good {mart fort of a Drawer, Here, here, nimbly,
and away.

Mer. Why don’t you bawl, Sirrah } D’ye hear?
bawl,.you.dog Come, come, the wine, and the
glaffes.

Draw. Coming, coming ! 'Sir-— there, there, away,
away. [Giwves him the bottle and glaffes.

Mer, Coming, coming ! Gentlemen. [Exit.

Draw.
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Draw. *Tis a fad life that we Gentlemen Drawers
muft fubmit to, we are mere fpaniels, brought under
command by the difcipline of the cane——the fmart
fellows at our expence give the firft proofs of their cou-
rage, and we very often ftand the fpleen of a lofing
gamefter,——A Drawer may be faid to be thoroughly

ualified, when he can lye with a good grace, pimp
zexremully. be fcoundrelled without grumbling, and
bear a beating with patience. [Exit.

S CENE draws and difcovers Franklyn, Florinda,
and Doublechin ; in a privaie Room ; to them enter
Merit, as the Drasver.

Mer. Coming, coming ! Sir.
. Frark. No attendance to be had here! No atten-
dance !
Mer. A choice Rower——your worfhip——as rich
a pipe as ever was brought from the Canaries, broach-
on purpofe for your honour, quite amber.
[Pouring out fack.
Frank. I'll Amber you, you dog you, you villain,
you rafcal! What, muft we tarry here all night, you
fcoundrel, to wait your pleafure ? Let me go, father,
that I may thrath the dog into better manners. Make
a Gentleman wait your } l:afure, Sirrah! But hold,
I had beft let him alone, ior who knows but the.dog
may poifon me in my fack. )
Mer. Ionly ftayed——your honour———to-broach a
freth pipe. DIl warrant the wine pleafes your worfhip.
Doub. Keep your temper Mr. Franklys, the 1ad
fpeaks well——keep your temscr-—Come, come, a
glafs will reconcile matters, and make us all friends—
Il abour, boy.
Frank. A rogue, a dog, a downright wenching
houfe by the attendance! Sirrah, I could find in my

Doﬂ"&.
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Dcub, Never lie at his mercy, Mr. Franklyn——he
may poifon you- who knows——he may ay, he
may poifon you——[Drizks.] | vow, a moft delicious
flavour Fill the angry Gentléman a glafs, Sirrah,
the other glafs, my lad, and then I'll venture to pafs
‘my judgement——Come, Sir, my fervice to you
here's your daughter’s inclinations. [Drinks.] Come,
come, dir, drink and be eafy.

Frank. Lookye, father, your drinking after that
extravagant rate is the ready way to lighten the bottle,
but not my afflictions.

Flor. How every drefs becomes him ! [ Afide.

Frank. As you fay, father, the wine pafles [ Drins. ]
neat and clean off the palate,.————Go, Sirrah, fill

the girl there a glafs—————never fear child
[Doublechin /ko/ds Merit.] I'll warrant, Frank will
come to at laft,————but who can fuffer all thefe
affronts }————Baulk my daughter, and abufe my
family?

Deoub. Why you relapfe, Sir, Here, you,
Hic & Ubique, fill tother glafs to Mr. Frankln
this, Sir, will infpire you with good humour
Come, Sir, here is to your daughter’s happy conjunti-
on

Frank. Pox onit! As long as the bottle holds, we
fhall have nothing but the glafs and your lips in con-
junttion Stay, hold, father, {pare the wine and
your compliments a little, T beg you. Sirrah,
did not I order you to fill to my daugliter ?

Mer. Oh, my Florinda! may 1 hope you are con-
flant ? How could you quit me with fo much difdain ?
and fly with pleafurc to my rival’s arms?

[ 4fide to Florinda.

Fler. You wrong me, Sir, I am and ever will be con-
fiant. I feigned obedience, and looked with indif--
ference on you, only to avoid fufpicion.

Frank. Heyday ! what is to be done here !

Fjﬁrc
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Flor. See the fheets are well aired, d'ye hear me.
[7e Merit aloud.] 1 think, Sir, you are apt to take
cold on the road. [7% Frank.

Frank. Set down the bottle, rogue, and about your
bufinefs, But, father Doublechin, let me tell you,
thefe objections of Mr. Doggrell look fhrewdly fufpici-
ous, Tax my family with the gallows, a rogue !
a downright poetical fiction.

Flor. My {eeming fondnefs towards him, chills his
love —————A lover that makes an eafy conqueft de-
{pifes his victory. [Te Merit.

Frank. What a vengeance! Now we have as much
plague to get rid of you, as we had to bring you hirher
And the dog hath the impudence to be in clofe
conference with my daughter !

Mer. Shall [ order rﬁe Chamberlain to call your
worthip in the mornin all the rooms are ready
———You, Sir, I think lie in the Mermaid, you in
the Dolphin, and your Ladyfhip

Frank. Hold, Sirrah, her Ladyfhip fhall be difpofed
of as I think fit Fetch me the key of her apart-
ment, d’ye hear. I'll allow <f no fuch private
caballing About your bufinefs, Sirrah.

Doub. Come, wath off the remains of your peevith
humour with a glafs of fack, Sir See here, Sir,
the very look of 1t brightens a man’s countenance.--—
Come Madam, here is a health to your lover. [Drinks.

Mer. My matter, Sir, has three pipes of this fame
wine, neat as it came over, of the true natural flavour,
without the leaft adulteration——————10I"ll watch every
motion, and be always ready, my deareft creature, to

fly to your relief. (7% Florinda.
Flor. The firft favourable opportunity you may ex-
peét me. (7o Merit,

Frank. See the impudence of this rogue.——What
fill there, Sirrah ; away, carry the remainder of the
bottle into my daughter’s chamber Il con-
duét her thither.

Mer.
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Mer. Coming, coming ! Gentlemen. [ Exit.

Frank., An 1mpudent coxcomb——Come daughter,
to-night you are under my protettion, to-morrow you
thall be under your hufband’s proteétion While
the fteed is fafe, is the time-to fecure the door.
Frank, you will find, upon a night’s confideration, will
be convinced of his folly,————To-morrow morning,
father.

Doub. T'll attend you, Sir.

Flor. Since marriage binds us fatt in lafting bands,
Love that unites our hearts, fhall join our
hands, (Afide.

{ Exewnt.

OO OOOOOCDOLDGOOOIOCUOTOURO0RT.

ACT Illl. SCENE 1

SCENE Lady Myrtilla’s Apariment.

The SCENE drawws and difcovers Myrtilla leaning on a
Tabls, fet off with a Cake and a Bostle of Wine : Bufie
is foated at a diftant past of th 8:455. To thum enters
Chaucsr, avhoplaces himfelf ot the Table, ke eats ; and
drinks 10 Myrtila, cuvko comtemues in filamce ; Ae after-
dvard) makss Lowe 1o her by Signs ;—-fha iill remains in
the fams Pofture; Chancer at laft being na louger able
1o comtain hiwrfelf; rifes from the Table and adaances to-
avards her with the profasxdeft Refpe&t, and, kuesling at
her Feet thus accofts her in a Tragic Strain.

CHAUCER.,

INCE the hind Stars to mutual love conftrain,
Why {kould the tongue conceal our {seret pain?
Was it for this, inexorable Fair,
Your Magic drew me through the diftant air’?rh
0’
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Tho’ fome curs’d charm your wonted {peechdenies,
At leatt thed pity from thofe radiant eyes,
And look me into hope,

In thort, Madam, you fee deftiny will have it o ; and
we have nothing elfe to do but to (ubmit. Come,
Come, Madam, let us lofe no time, the yoke of ma-
trimony fets beft ypon young fhoulders.—————Since
the tongue is upon the referve, let us make ufe of the
lovers language, and interpret by the eyes;

We from the ladies eyes our fate may learn,
And in thofe glaffes love or hatc difcern.

What! both your tongue and eyes under command }—
Let me die if 1 donot think you the orly Lady in Chrif-
tendom that hath either of them in her power.
I vow, Madam, you have an exquifitc pretty kand—-
fo finely turned ——e—
[He offers to take ker by the hand: fie fhricks and runs
out of the room.

Bu/f. Go, you unthinking creature, you! You
forgot you were a {pirit.
Chau. Thatis true, as you fay, child my love

is not fo fpiritual as it thould be but, pox on’t,
the fleth has fo much intereft in this whimfical paffion,
that it will be meddling, fpite of one’s teeth,

Bu/. Why, you thould not have fpoken one fyllable,
much lefs have offer’d to souch her.

Chau. We lovers are generally guilty of moft egre-
glous blunders————How could any mo:tal think
to gain upon a woman by Silence ? For the wman that
talks much among them, is always eftcem:. pretty
converfation.

Byf. Hark ! What noife is that? as I am alive, all
the whole houfe is alarmed; we are utterly undone!
Mr. Chaucer 5 you will lofe your miftrefs, 1 fhall lofe

my
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my fervice, and my Lady will lofe her reputation.——
What fhall we do? Where will you hide yourfelf?
Chau. Lookye, Mrs. Bufte, tho’ we have unhappily
involved ourfelves in this difficulty, we will not give
up the caufe,.—A %ood fteady aflurance may
fhll carry on the deceit---For my part, 'l play the
Apparition in my ZExit, and vanifh: Do you try
for once, whether a Woman can feign fear as well as
forrow,————Look aftonifhed, and fay you neither
faw nor heard any thing, but obferved the candle to burn
blue, and ficelt brimitone moft intolerably.---Superiti-
tion, my dear, is very credulous, [ Exit Chaucer.

Enter Myrtilla and Alifon.

Mjyre. Oh! dear Madam, I was fo extremely fright-
ened{ Your good nature, I hope, will excufe
this difturbance.

Alif. What is the matter Precious? has Love cam-
mitted burglary, and broke into thy chamber?
Ah rogue! He is a fly young thief, and very
feldom comes honeflly br his pofleflions.

Myrt. Hold ah! there he is!

Alif. What~————where, where is he?

Mjyrt. I beg your pardon, Madam. It hath
made fo deep an impreflion on me, that Fancy recals
my iears.

Alif. Do you fee now, my dear? thefe are fome of
the {care-crows that attend virginity; juft my cafe when
Y was a maid, as I hope for a help-mate! Why, Ilived
apon Fancy, and my whole life was made up of in-
confiftencies. I fighed for I could not tell what, was
wondrous fanciful in my dreams, and was not a little
whimfical too when [ was awake.

By/. Madam !

Myrt. Where do you run ?——Where are you ?
Why doyou leave me ? There is more vexation
with thefe creatures——=I vow, ’tis intolerable.
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By, I imagined, by your Ladyfhip’s looks, that
vou was taken with an hyfteric fit, or furprifed by the
vapours but when I heard you fhriek fo lament-
abl blefs me! I thought 1 fhould have
fun{( in the place.

AMyrt. You faw him, I fuppofe, Bufe.

Buf. What, Madam ?

Myrt. The apparition.

Bay. I neither faw nor heard any thing
was frightened to that degree.----

Myre. *Tis mighty ftrange.

Bu/. The candle, 1 perceived, appeared more than
ordinarily bluifh, and I was almoit fuffvcated with
brimftone.

Alif. The very downright fymptoms of a {pirit !
A [pirit ascertainly attacks the noftrils with the fumes of
{ulphur, as a beau with a digeftion of a civet. I
think 1 do finell,1t, Yes, yes, I do fmell it,

Myrs. You feem to be frightened.

Aliy. Frightened ! quoth’al. No, no, Madam,
| have, thanks to experience, feen fpirits of
all fhapes, and all countries.———Why, a Feru/n-
lean Ipirit is no more like an Exglifh fpirit, than a Hog
is like a Rhkinocercs.——1I have been witnefs of all
the devil’s frolics Adad! to my certain knowledge,
he makes nothing of unfurnithing a kitchen to enter-
tain himfelf with a country-dance of dithes and plat-
ters; many be the times and often, he has rattled my
curtains, and made the bed fhake under me, when [
have not had the comfort of 2 bedfellow; many a
dark night have I fen the headlefs horfe, and have
had the honour to converfe with the Queen of the
Fairies.  [Looking towards the table.] ~Hah, hah,
Damfel! Cake and a Boutle!———— Heyday!---—-
And St. Agnes’s night too! Are you thereabouts,
Girl! "['was a Gholt I perceive of your own raif-
ing, my dear, Ha, ha, ha!

Vou. 11l N Myrt.

but
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Mjyrt. Your contradi@ting my former fortune. Ma-
dam, drew me in to commit this new piece of folly.

Alif. Come, honey,~——Nhcre is his health,
with all my heart.

The maiden and the batchelor,
Pardie! —are fimple elves,
And ’till they grow to man and wife,

Know nothing of themfelves.

Then fince we're each others by nature defign’d
Let’s unite, and our knowledge improve;

Here’s a health to the lafs that is paifively kind,
And the youth that is aétive in love. [Drinks.

—Sheartlikins, Madam, the very expetation has em-
bellithed your phyfiognomy; then what may we not
hope from the poffefiions {—Tell me now, honey, did
not his appearance make the blood fhoot through your
veins, and «ckle your heart’s voot 2

Myrt. The Gentleman, I confefs ingenuoufly, is
the moft my averfion of all the whele fex; and I can-
not imagine how the fellow can have the impudence
to make%ﬂs applications fo much above his condition.

Bu/. The Gentleman, Madam, may, perhaps, ba-
lance thofe defects by fome other extraordinary qua-
lities.

Myrt. 1tell you, I hate the fellow mortally
This impertinence does not become you, miftrefs
Pert.

Alif. Jult the quaint whim of the whole fex, by
St. Thomas of Kent.————always to rejeét the thing
that offers itlelf, and be ever hankering after and
craving for the thing that is denied them.---

Myrt. Sure 1 am dellined to misfortune,
why had [ not retired, and never revived this torment-
ing fellow in my imagination ?

Alif. Why, what are your obje@ions now, chicken 3
Is he old, forfooth?

Myrt. No. Alif.
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Alif. Then have at him, i’faith, my fweeting.-----
Youth is a.fauce that will make almoit any hufband
go down. Ah Benedicite! Youth Golden
days, and love in abundance; the fpring of life,
and Cupid’s harveft ! Here is a conftitution, Ma-
dam, that wears like the never-fading laurel, that
even flourifhes in the very winter ofage. On my
confcience, ’tis very hard that you thould not know
the true ufes of yoath, ’till ’tis out of your power to
enjoy it.

Myrt. Do you believe, Madam, that I mult inevi-
tably fubmit myfelf to this fortune ?

Alif.  Here are two hufbands you fee. [Looking on
her hand.] Marry to-night make hafte and
love this {ame to death, to make room for the fecond.
Come, come, child, he is handfome that hand-
fome does, and there is no judging of a hufband with-
out trial, ————We can never know a horfe’s paces
by his fhapes.

Myre. But perhaps my fancy may have impofed
upon me, and this whole fcene may be all delufron.

Alif. Try the trick over again, Madam,——a
fecond view of him, I fuppofe would convince you,—
here is in the inn one of the moft expert, cunning men
that ever drew circle. Ah! he is a moft rare fel-
low for confulting the plancts. Look ye, Bird,
if you find him of the fame opinion, you mau# even
ftick by the bargain, I think, and marry as foon as

ou can.

Myre. Dll follow your advice, Madam. In the
morning confult the Doétor, and take meafures
accordingly. [Exeunt Myrtilla, Bufie and Alifon,

S C E N E % Hal.
Enter Doggrell, to him enter Alifon.

Alif. Ha, ha! Old Crambo!
own, Boy, i’faith.

the Lady is thine

N 2 Dog
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Dog. With what air did fhe receive the fonnet, Ma-
dam } Did you mark the rife and fall of her
paflions at every paufc? For I may without vanity
affirm, that I have a world of the Tendrefle in my per-
formances.

Al *Slidikins! She received it, my lad, with all
the ccllacy that a criminal receives a reprieve with.---
Elefs us all, had you but feen her, man; why
*twas a perfet charm. The very firlt coaplet mado
love twinkle in her eyes, the next gave hera Janguifh-
ing air,— but as (ke read on, fhe wasina down-
right rapture. As I hope for indulzence, 1 never
knew a poet repeat his own verfes with more admiration
than fhe expreffed at every line,

Dog. Did not her paffion, Madam, excite her curi~
ofity, and draw her in to akk fome que.dicns relating
to m}r perfon or conditi=n ?

Alif. Since we have made this breach in her heart,
my lad, there is now no fear of gaining the citadel.---
Come, come! A woman's love is not fo eafily quenched
neither, *Slidikins, the poet knew our temper
to a hair, that faid———

Wonen's lowe is like aild-fire ;
The more it burneth, the more it doth defive.

Dog. But every little circumitance adds to a lover's
fatisfaction. Did fhe ak no queftions at all,
Madam?

Alif. Ah rogue! Didft thou but know all, thou
wouldft envy thy own fonnet. ————— As {oon as fhe
had read it, fhe lifted up hereyes in admira: ion, c!appcd
it clofe to her precious lips and : kifled it——-
thus [Kiffes him.] Again, and again, as eagerly,
1 warrant you. Qui! aecd alas, when I was of
her vears, I could lave too by the force of imagination.

Doo. An old woman’s kiffes, to my tafte, zre like
the embraces of a drunkard. [ Afize.] But did not her
Ladyfhip requctt my name or character? Or was ﬂ‘le

oniy
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snly in love with the compliment without examining
into the author of it?

Alif. Why, fhe afked at leaft a hundred queftions
in a breath, and [ told her ah Benedicite ! what
did I not tell her }——0Ods’my life! I was almoit in love
with my own defcription.---1 faid your thape was of a
moft curious turn

Dog. You are mighty obliging, Madam.

Alif. Thatthe vivacity of your wit{parkled in your eyes

Deg. You were too liberal, Madam, in my com-
mendation.

Alif. That your good-nature extended to all man-
kind but the wits upon whom, as you are one of
the fratérnity, you are obliged to exercife your fpleen.

Dyg. Moft extremely complaifant, Madam, a
mighty fine encomium, 1 vow, But did not you
heighten my charatter, Madam, with an account of
my family, which, modeftly {peaking, is of as great
antiquity as the beft quality in the univerfe.

Alif. ’Slid, T told her every thing. But harkye,
young Madrigal, let us fee, I pray you, how do you
mean to carry on your approaches now ! Come,
come, Lad, your youth with my experience will go
a great way.

Dog. The quality, Madam, claim juft diftance and
decorum, and a courtfhip in form. -I'll approach
her with veneration, and lay my heart at her feet with
the profoundeft fubmiffion.

Alif. Wrong! All wrong, Youngfter Why,
a Lady will hold out a regular courtthip, purely upon
a punétilio of honour.————’8diggers, one of her
temper, like a widow, muft be carryed by florm.—
Never ftand upon decency and cringes, Boy! pour a
volley of love at once upon her Ladythip at the firit
onfet.— And, my life for the matter, fhe will foon
come to capitulation.

Deg. But her Ladythip, perhaps, from fo rafh an
attempt will be apt to conclude, that for want of Good

N 3 Senfe,
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Senfe, Iwas forced in the vulgar way of the world to
call in Impudence to my afliftance.

Alif. Ah Boy! There is not fo winning a card to
be played as Affurance.—’Sheartlikins, a young fel-
low with this rhetoric will make a palpable abfurdity
pafs among the females for a current piece of wit,
will convert ill manners into a jeft, and laugh down-
right rudenefs into a piece of gallantry.

Dog. But, Madam, may 1 be fo happy as to hope
for an interview, will her Ladyfhip condefcend to
afford me the fweet melody of her converfation ?—But,
I fear, my natural bafhfulnefs, Madam

Ali/. Pith! A fig for bafhfulnefs, fay I.---Raife your
courage with a glafs of wine, my Lad,---This fecret
hour of the mnight favours you.------ Lady Myrtilla
will expe& you here this inftant. Go, Boy,
brighten thy underftanding, and return with vigowr
to the place of affignation.

Dcg. May my love, Madam, be fhip-wreck’d om
the quickfands of inconftancy, iful know how to re-
turn this obligation,

Alif T vow, Mr. D'Ogrelle, you are a wonderful
pretty Gentleman,

Dcg. You berray your judgement mightily, Ma-
dam,———Ha! ha! ha!

Alif. Conrage! then, my young hero.---Come, come,
my prefence {ha!] never {poil your proceedings in your
amour: I'll leave you together.

Dog. I'll retire for a moment or two, to whet the
edge of my wit with your prefctiption, Madam, and juft
ftudy a few fine things to open the conferencs. hia-
dam, your civilities extend beyond meafure. I am
your moft obedient, humble fervant. [Exeunt feverally.

Enter Chaucer and Bufie.

Chau. Well, my pretty rogue, and what {ays Lady
Myrtilla ? _
Biy. She hates you, Chau.
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Chau. Dozs the fo? Why then, I think, fhe muft
even fling herfelf into matrimony, like the ladies
that marry for a jointure, and run the rifque of loving
Well, my little engineer, you muft direct
my approaches, who beft know the weakeft part of
the fortrefs.

Buf. She interprets the whole affair moft malici-
oufly, and that which we would have her believe the
will of the fates, fhe throws wholly upon the firength
of her imagination. She diftruits her own {fenfes,
and hath prevailed with herfelf to believe, that the
whole fcene was mere delufion.

Chau. Pox on it! why was]I fuch a fool asto be in
love? But, Mrs. Bufie, is fhe pofitively refolved
againft me ?

Bu/f. 1 thought you were too well acquainted with
our fex, todread a woman’s refolutions, and efpecially
in love affairs.—However, Sir, we are not yet quite
defperate.---My Lady was informed of a fortune-teller
now in the inn, whom fhe fully defigns to confult in
the morning, and if fhe can {uit his defcription to

our perfon, ’tis my opinion, you may ftill be the
appy man.

Chau. Say'ft thou fo, my dear Girl,---Then, faith,
it fhall go hard but I’ll be beforehand with her, and
make my appearance once again without the help of
magic.

Buf. I vow, and proteft, §ir, my Lady’s love is a
mere falfe appetite; fhe feems as if fhe always had a

ood {tomach, yet will never fall to, when there is a
good difh fet before her.---Make but Dottor 4frolabe
your friend, Mr. Chaucer, and you may aflure your-
felf of my Ladys compliance.

Clan. Well, my Dear, [ thank thee for all thy
good offices, and wifh thee a good night. [Kifes her.

Bn/f. Oh, fie, Sir!---I fhall rob my Lady---ha! ha!

ha! of her property.
Chau.
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Chau. T only ftay my ftomach, Child, fince Lady Myr-
tillz has thought fit to defer the entertainment.---Good
night, my Dear. [ Exeuns feverally.

Enter Alifon in a Nun's Habit, fhe lifts up her Veil, and
walks about the Stage.

Alif/- What is bred in the bone, I find, will never be
out of the fleth Alack ! and well-a-day !——that
ever love was fin.————Say 1 Inclination,
1 perceive, does not only float in youthful veins.-
A fine world, truly! to banter us out of the comforts
of life, and perfuade ns out of the moft pleafing of our
fenfes ! no i'fackins, I fhall not, at this time of day, let
the world be judges of my conftitution, which in troth
has worn outtwo brace and a half of brave jolly huibands
already ; yet I fhall dare venture on t’other ma-
trimonial voyage But hold ! I muft now fuit my
converfation to the formality of my habit.

Enter Doggrell.

Deg. Fair Lady, fhew yourfelf a generous conquer-
or; and fince I am taken captive by your charms, and
and bound in the golden chains of your beauty, throw
me not into the dungeon of difdain, but rather confine
me in the pleafing manfions of your bofom ; where my
heart will glory 1a its captivity, and defpife the lefs
fubftantiel jovs of liberty.

Alyj. ‘Thefe fine things might enfare a heart difpof-
ed to love, but you are fenfible, Sir, I have already de-
voted mine to another fervice.- You men of wit
are general lovers of the whole fex, and think to try
the ftrength of every Lady’s refolutions at the fmall
expence of a fonuet, Come, Sir, I know
Pocts and Knights-Errant can never fubfift without a

Miftrefs————for love is as well a fpur to wit as
to valour.

Dog.
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Dog. You are the centre of my love, Madam, which
like my poetry is founded on the bafis of eternity ; we
are, it muft be acknowledged, Madam, like Knights-
Errant, devoted to the fervice of the fair, but ftill, like
them, we have but one peerlefs beauty, one bright
ftar of Angelical virtue, where we pay adoration.
A mdre alert behaviour is the only lure to make her
foop to my addrefles. [4fide.] Let me die, Madam,
if I don’t think you a very pretty creature,

A/, Do you fo, Sir?

Dsg. Come, Madam, let this malicious cloud no
longer eclipfe the fun-fhine of ynur beauty —————
[Offers to lift up her weil. ] Ah thofe eyes !

Alif. Dz, 1 beg you ; thefe liberties do not become
you, &ir,

Dog. I vow and proteft, Madam, you are moft ex-
tremely beautiful Lookye, Madam, I
quarter as many coats as any Gentleman whatever :
My eciate is by no-means defpicable. As for my per-
fon, and other intrinfic merits, I leave them to the
mercy of your Ladyfhip's judgment.

Al/. T mult contefs, 1 entertain a good opinion of
you, Sir, and think you very deferving.

Deg. Your Ladythip does me too much honour
But what think you, Madam, could you like
m: for a hufband ?

Akf. A very blunt queftion !

Teg. But a very {incere onc Madam,

Alf. You railly very feverely, Sir.

Deg. No, 1 vow and proteit, Madam,———by thefe
dear yielding lips, I fwear, [Kifes her.] by your bright
eyes, that odoriferous balmy breath, and by
the bloom that fmiles upon your cheeks, by thofe white
teeth, that grace your pretty mouth, like rows of Qii-
ental pearl.

Aly. Lt me die, if I have ever a one in my head,
but what L am obliged to the operator for Ah

Imagi-
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Tmagination ! Trueis the Proverb i’fackins=——
¢ All cats are grey, when light is away.” [Afidea
Dog. Nay, by all your charms, I fwear, I’ll dedicate
myfelf entirely to your fervice, will facrifice my liberty
to matrimeny, antf’ ——— .

Ali/. Hold, Sir——————make no farther proteftati-
ons————nperform what you have already promifed,
and no Lady whofe thoughts are bent that way can
diilike you for a hufband.

Dog. Nay, even my Mufe Madam, fhall be fubfer-
vient to your commands,— P’ll turn my pane-
gyric into fatyr ; and your refentment fhall have the
pleafure to fee all thofe Ladies lampooned, that I for-
merly celebrated.

Alif. We women, Sir, naturally fly to extremes——
but methinks from a Nunnery to a hufband is too great
?a tranfition——but I muft beg your pardon: It grows

te.

Dog. Will your Ladytip grant me the honour of
your band ; and fhall I be fo happy, Madam, as to
conduét you to your apartment ?

Alyf. 1 fear you will be rude, Sir; and how fhall I,
that dare not truft myf{elf abroad in the world, with
faety venture a young handfome Gentleman in my
bed-chamber ?

Dog. You may confide in my behaviour, Madam, I
fhall prefume to take no liberties but what will be
agreeable.

4lif. Beauty, like colour, owes itfelf to light ;

For _yﬁuth and age beaft equal charms by
nmght ;
Andgw; can fill pleafe ev’ry fenfe——but
ht.
8 [Exeunt ; Doggrell leading Alifon..

ACT
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ACT IV, SCENE 1
SCENE Dofor Aftrolabe’s Chamber.
Enter Chaucer to Aftrolabe.

AsTrROLABE.

I Beg, Sir, you would not intrude upon my ftudies ; I
am at prefent unravelling a great Lady’s nativity ;
and cannot, as yet, attend your queftions.

Chan. My affair, Sir, requires difpatch——Iookye,
Dottor, here are three broad picces for you, I fuppofe
thefe will difenrangle you a moment or two.

Ap. I am willing to oblige as far as lies in the cir-
eumference of m{ power, and efpecially a perfon that
appears and {peaks fo much like a Gentleman as your-
felf —————Propofe your queftion, and if it lies with
in the compafs of lawful art.

Clax. My cafe, Dotor is not in the common road.
I do not want to be affured of the happinefs of life, or
the health of an abfent friend ; I neither defire to have
a thief defcribed, nor a philtre for a Miftrefs:
*T'is true, ] have Joft a heart, but the marks of the dear
thief are too firongly imprinted on it alrcady.

Aj2. T perceive, Sir, that the defign of your vifit is
purely to vilify the Science, and to caft afperfions on
the honourable profeflors.

Chau. You miftake me, lookye, Sir, to make
you a true judge of my affair, I ought to acquaint you,
that I am in love with 2 Lady that is extremely fuper-
ftitious, who having heard of your fame, defigns to

confult
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confult you this morning in relation to her marriage.—
Now, that we may play the fureft card, 1 fhallonly de-
fire the favour of your habit, and the convenience of
your apartmem, to treat with her in my own perfon.

AR Thiswould be merely proftituting the Science.—
But to fhew you, Sir, that my funétion does not ftraiten
my civilitics, upen promife of fecrecy 5 I fhall ccmply
with yosr demands.

Char. You may fafely repofe in me, Sir, [Gives
kim Gold.] 1 fhall not difparage the Science, I have
all the twelve figns by heart; my memory is preity
well ftocked with terms of art, and I can talk unintel-
ligibly.

Afi. You are pleafed to make free with the profeflion,
Sir This, Sir, is my Hieroglyphical Cap ;
[Puts his cap on Chaucer’s kead.] and this, Sir, is the
myflical Wand—————/[Giwes Chaucer Ais Wand.}
under covert of thefe Necromantic Veftments, you
may approach the fair without the leaft danger of a dif-
covery. [Chaucer puts on Afwolabe’s Habit.

Chau. But, pox on’t, though, Dottor, methinks I
lock a little too young for a Conjuror ; a beard and a
pair of whifkers would undoubtedly give a good magi-
cal air to my countenance, and add a kird of awful
folemnity to my pronunciation. Come, prlythee
Doéior, you cannot fure be without fuch a convenience.

Aff. Why, Sir, that’s true, Sir——lookye, Sir, ——
you have given me ycur honour to act with me like a
gentleman ; and rather than you fhall be ata lofs for
fo neceflary an crnament, I will diveft my own chin of
its longevity, [ Takes off his beard.] | am a young fellow
you fee, Sir, that have made ule of my forture, and
run m)felf head and cars in debt: I was forced to rake
up this way of livelihood, to endeavaur to retrieve my
condition, and fkreen myf1f from the Eailifie. It [
can ferve you in any other refpett, you may command
me, but for the prefent give me leave to attend you in

this
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this mafquerade, as your fervant; perhaps I may be
neceflary.

Cﬁ::.y So much franknefs and good nature furprize
me.

Af. 1 confidered that judicial Aftrology, as the
world goes, was at beft but an amufement, and fet up
at a fmall expence————that there was nothing re-
quifite to give it credit; but 2 folemn unintelligible
Jargon, and an awful appearance. .

Cha. Appearance, Sir, bears away the bell, almott in
every thing- What compofes, a fine Gentleman ?
but drefs. A Scholar is owing to fuperficial
terms ; the Lawyer amufes you with a medley of law-
terms and 2 face of importance and if you go
to the precife Teacher, ’tis ten to one but you will find
all his religion lie in his cloak and band.

4ft. To your pott, Sir ; the Lady appears.

Enter Myrtilla and Bufie.

Myrt. 1s your name Do&or 4frolabe, Sir?

Chau. Yes, Madam my name is Doc-tor
AJ-tro-labe.—~———Ger-ma-ny has the honour of my
birth, and Scorpio was afcendant at my nativity,
I am, Madam,—~———not only the feventh Son, but
the Son of the feventh Son. The occult Sciences
have been my ftudy from the cradle; I have, my
Lady, by the way, you fee I can give you a
fketch of my proficiency, and fhew you that I
am not l:mact}ua.intcd with your quality,

Bufie. As 1 live, the Do&tor is in the right of it.

Myrt. Pray, ceafe your impertinence, and be filent.

Chau. 1have, as I was faying, made praicable, and
by great labour and application, brought to perfection
the Green and Hermetical Dragon ;——"Twas ow-
ing to my indefatigable fearches, that the Female Fern-
Seed was brought to light. And if I can rely on
fome of the mott plain Phznomera of Art, the Philo-

Vor. III O fopher s
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fapher’s Stone will not lie long undifcovered. ———
My head, Madam, is a mere Microcofin, ar,
if you pleafe, like the concave of the Heavens, lined
with Planets, and powdered with the Conftellations—
Perhaps, before I fall dire@tly on the matter in hand,
it will not be unneceffary to acquaint you with fome of
the Sciences that lie within the circle of my profeflion.
Aftrilogy, Aftronomy, Plyfics, Metaphyfics, Palmiftry, Chi~
romancy, Phyfiognomy, Botany, Optics, Catoptrics, Digp-
trics, Necromancy, Divination, and Algebra.-—With fe-
veral others, which at this time would be too tedious
to recount. Your bufinefs, Madam, is infcribed
in your forehead ; and the fates decree you happincis.
«———though I muft acquaint you, you feem to embrace
it with reluctance.

Myre. I {uppofe, Dotor, fince you fay you are ac-
quainted with my quality, you are no ftranger
to my name.

Chau. Your name, Madam, if my art fails me
not, Letme fee begins ay its
firt letter is an M and a Y feems to me
to be the following vowel, If you will have
me proceed, I will gn quite through all the three fylla-
bles of it.

Bufie. Myr-till-a [Spelling.] juft three fyllables, and
no nure, that is certain.

Myr. Let not your tongue, I charge you, blab thus
out of fcafon. [7o Bufie.] But Doftor, my bufinefs, I
pray you?

Chau. Your bufinefs, Madam,——as the Celeftial
Globe informs me, lies in Gemini, that is tofay,
the houfe of marriage.

Myrt. It may be fo, Sir Then I am married, I

re/ume Do&tor:

Chau. No, Madam. Nar would be fo, if your
own inclinations took place. The Gentleman,
that at this time feems your avesfion s will——

make you happy.
Byf.
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2o/, Nay, now ’tis a plain cafe.

Myre. Will you never have done with your tittle-
tattle? (7% Bufie.] Has the Gentleman, I pray, Do&or,
that promifes fo much happinefs ever made his appli-
cation to me?

Chat. You beheld him,————¢ven with your own
eyes, laft night at an unfeafonable hour,
and it will not be lon many hours, I mean,
’till he honours him{clf with another vifit. ——Credit
my prognoftications,————and ofe him refpecifully,

Hate, I find is not his portion-- Love, in
the end will turn the balance.
Enter Alifon,
I

AR, Pray woman, don’t be fo troublefome,
and cannot attend

tell you the Do&or is engaged-,
your bufinefs at prefent.

Ali. O’'my conftience, great folks keep a cargo of
impertinent {ervants about them, to defend them from
vifitants. If one’s bufinefs leads one to dance at-
tendance after quality, our meflage, forfooth, muit be
delivered at the door-paflage, and there, like a watch-
word through a camp, it muft fly through at lcaft half
a dozen fkips before it can reach my Lord’s ears.
And now, forfooth, the world is come toa fine pafs
truly, thatwe muft make application to the Conjuror’s
Imp, in our way to the Conjuio .

Chan, Let the Woman have her way

Ali. Why, how now, Dottor ? Do not you re-
member your old acquaintance ? Out! and alas !
——————1 believe I am miftaken,——you are none of
Do&or Aftrolabe, I perceive,

Chau. Yes, Madam, I am Doltor 4frolabe——the
Camclion, throughout all his colours, fill retains the
name of a Camelion, and fo am I myfelf, Madam, the

fame, throughout all my Metamorphofes,—We always,
Oz Madam,
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Madam, fuit our fhape to the nature of the ftudy we
are intent upon,

Ali. Oh, I crave your mercy, good Dotor.
Well Madam, has the Docor fatished your curiofity ?

Chau. That your Ladyfhip may be afcertained that I
do not deal in uncertainties, I can give you ocular de-
monftration of my infallibility. ——The looking-glafs
you fee there, is my Necromantic mirrour, i

wherein
I reprefent paft, prefent, and to come. A thief
ftarts up in the twinkling of an eye; And a Lady

may here behold her lover’s picture without being
obliged to the Painter. What fay you, Madam?
would you command my art to this further operation ?

dlif. *Sdiggers, a pretty queftion for a Conjuror in-
deed ! raife him in your glafs, Doftor, as foon
as you pleafe, I'll warrant you, fhe will be beforehand
with you in her imagination.

Myre. 1 prefume, Sir, there is no danger in the ope-
ration,

Chau. None, Not in the leaft, Madam.——1
muft requeft the abfence of thofe Ladies.——The af-
fair only relates to you, Madam,

Alif. Nay,——prithee Doétor.

Chau. Lookye, Ladies, we can upon no account run
counter to the eftablithed method of art.

Alif. Adad, I perceive that Conjurors, as well as
Phyficians and Confeflors, love to have the Ladies under
private examination. Good luck attend you, my

dear.
Bu/. May every thing fucceed according to your
Ladythip’s withes. [£x. Alifon and. Bufie.

Chau. Situate yourfelf, my Lady, exadly in this
point of view, In the centre of the circle that I now
defciibe Nor once prefume to turn your head either
to the right or left. I am afraid I fhall have a dif-
ficult talk to keep a pretty Lady from giving herfelf
airs, when there is a looking-glafs in view. Be
cautious and fear nothing.

Thrice
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'Thrice I wave my wand arourd,

And confecrate this fpot of ground.

Zutphin, and Zephin,——ye that reign

Far bﬁyond thi fiorﬁt}l{lcrn Ma;']n. "
uickly, quickly take your flight,

%&d 1cheqthc da);k Ab;’fs of nigght H

Hither, hither, gently fly,

Ye milder {pirits of the fky :

Let now my Science be your care,

And bring her lover to the fair.

[He puts ﬁf the Conjutor’s Cap and Beard, and puts
on his Hat, Sc. and geeps over her Shoulder, as fhe
looks in the Glafs.

Myrt, Hah!

Clax. Hold, hold, Madam !——-Stand firm, guard

your footftcps, and let the center be ftill covered with:
the foles of female feet.

Swiftly, fwiftly hafte away,
And my inverted Wand obey :
Let no hurly-burly rife;
Nor ftorms the face of Heav'n difguife
Let the winds in filence lie,
Nor dreadful lightnings ftreak the tky ;
Let thunder fleep, and calmanefs reign,
In fire, it air, in earth, and main,
Lightly fkim the tops of mountains,
Nor blaft the corn, nor taint the fountains,
Swiftly, fwiftly, hafte away,
And my inverted Wand obey.
[ He puts on kis difguife again,

The charm is finithed,~—Well, Madam, has my art
convinced your incredulity ?
Myre. Is matrimony then to be infiifted ocnme asa
penance, and am I unfortunate by neceflity 7
0 3 Chase
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Clau. Believe me, Madam, fo many hours as you
defend yourfelf from marriage, fo many happy ones
you flrike out of the regifter of life Your love, 1
forefee, as in common ::ﬁ:s, is not to be trifled away
in a tedious courtfhip; but is referved, as an inexhauf-
tible treafure, to fweeten the matrimonial condition.

Myrt. The gentleman, I muft confefs, h2s a world
of valuable qualifications ; and fince, I find I muft--——
I fhall endeavour, in his next application, to treat him
with more humanity.

Chau. Your refolution, I aflure you, is founded
on prudence, and eftablifhed on wifdom: Cherith
the firft motives of his love, and lay hold on Hymen's
kind invitation.——The gentleman T pronounce very
deferving His heart, %E forefee, is the feat of con-
flancy, and his love is as lafting as honourable,

Myrt. Well, Sir, I believe I fhall thew that I enter-
taina %.oocl opinion of the Dottor, by fubmitting my-
felf to his prefcriptions. [ Exit Myrt,

Af. Well, Sir, they are at laft.all very fairly dif-
mifled. Your adventure, Sir, is accompanied with
the utmoft of my good withes.

Chax. Iam ata lofs to make you returns for fo much
good nature. For this fee, Sir you are obliged to
the Lady’s fuperftition, [Giwves him avhat he had before
received of Myrtilla.] and 1 hope my fucceis will foon
put it in my power, fome way or other, to retricve your
fortune. [ Exeunt.

S CE N E The Harr,

Erter Franklyn, Doggrell, and Doublechin,

Frank. Why, Frank, man, I thought a perfon of
thy reading had known, that a young, giddy girl will
make a world of doubles, to lead her lover into a fault.

——Al‘]
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——An inconfiderate gipfy !—What throw dirt upon
her anceftors !

Dsg. Do not, Sir, without farther evidence, enter-
tain the fuggeftions of your jealoufy, nor cenfure the
Lady of an indifcretion which hrad its birth in your
own fancy.

Frank. Give me leave to tell you, Frank, [ know,—
and you fhall receive immediate fatisfaction from her
own recantation;

Dog. An affair requires my attendance for 2 moment
or two.—I muft beg your pardon, Gentlemen,

[ Exit Doggrell.

Doub, Oh ileep, fleep !—The Chamberlain thought
fit 1aft night to condu& me over the ftable ; and what,
with the noife of the horfes, and the carriers bawling
converfation, I 'was forced, very much againft the grain,
to employ the whole night in meditation,

Frank. Poor father, I pity you.—-But let us fee you
now deny yourfelf a nap, by way of mortification.
Watching is enough to founder your devotion, that is
certain; for eating, drinking, and Jdleeping, are the
three main props of the order,——But lookye father,
d’}ve fee, the cafe ftands thus now ; ———my daughter
Florry does not lay Frank’s love to heart, fo much as
fhe fhould do.

Doub. Ay, it may be fo. [ Nodding.

Frank. Nay, but father, let us give naturz a fillip
with t'other toalt and fack—Ha, ha! old Dominic,
what fay you, father, would not a bottle, or a female
confeflion, drawyour attentton now —Now you muft
know, I came to this conclufion,—

Doub. Very good— [ Nodding.

Frank. To this conclufion—1 fay.

. [Bawls in kis ear,
S_Du:é. Yes, yes, Sir, I underftand the conclufion,
ir.

Frenk. Now has his reverencial drowfinels dreamed

over
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over all my thoughts, and waked juift at the conclufion
of them.—See ! hoy there ! [Bawls.

Doub. Well Sir, well Sir,—I hear you—you may go
on.

Frank. My Florry, as was faying, not fetting a true
value on Frunit’s love, has raifed this fcandal on her
great grandfather of her own invention, purely to dif-
guft Frank in his proceedings.

Doué. To difguft Frantk. in his proceedings,—m———
Right, you fay wekl, I hear you well enough,——pro-
ceed Sir.

Frank. Now granting this, Sir,—though we allow
the fellow ftole her laft night, we may with good rea-
fon conclude fhe was an accomplice in the theft.

Doub. Yes, An accomplice in the theft.—I mind you
Sir,—well, and what then ?

Frank. Now, what would you advife me to do in this
cafe }—Why, lookye, Sir, I have confidered, that while
the ceremony of Matrimeny is in agitation, the man
and wife muft of neceflity be of one mind. Now,
I would have you go preach up obedience to my daugh-
ter ; whilft I new-model Fran# for a hufband : and juft
as we have drawn them both in for their confent, you
fhall nick them flapdafh with the ceremony.

Doub. Slapdath with the ceremony——VYes, Siry——--
very well, then I am, it feems, to exhort her to filial
duty.

t}’m,,,a. Right, father !——That was {poken now like
a man with both eyes open.
Doub. You may rely on my pious endeavours, Sir.
Frank. 'This key, father is the only fecwity I have

of her duty: and this putting confidence in
the ftrength of your virtue, I deliver into your
pofleflion, [Exeunt feverally.

Enter
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over all my thoughts, and waked juft at the conclufron
of them.—See ! hoy there ! [Baavls.

Donb. Well Sir, well Sir,—I hear you—you may go
on.

Frank. My Florry, as I was faying, not fetting a true
value on Frunk’s love, has raifed this fcandal on her
great grandfather of her own invention, purely to dif-

uft Frank in his proceedings.

Dezb. To difguft Frant. in his proceedings.
Right, you fay well, I hear you well enough,——pro-
ceed Sir.

Frank. Now granting this, Sir,—though we allow
the fellow ftole her laft night, we may with good rea-
fon conclude fhe was an accomplice in the theft.

Doub. Yes, An accomplice in the theft.—I mind you
Sir,—~well, and what then?

Frauk. Now, what would you advife me to do in this
cafe }—Why, lookye, Sir, I have confidered, that while
the ceremony of Matrimeny is in agitation, the man
and wife muft of neceflity be of one mind. Now,
I would have you go preach up obedience to my daugh-
ter ; whillt I new-model Frank for a hufband : and juft
as we have drawn them both in for their confent, you
fhall nick them flapdafh with the ceremony.

Doub. Slapdafh with the ceremony Yes, Siry—--
very well,=——then I am, it feems, to exhort her to filial
duty.

Frank. Right, father!
a man with both eyes open.
Doub. You may rely on my pious endeavours, Sir.
Frank. This key, father is the only fecuiity 1 have

That was fpoken now like

of her duty: and this putting confidence in
the ftrength of your virtue, I deliver into your
podflefiion. [Exeunt feverally.

Enter
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Enter Chaucer.

Chan. Sure T dream flill;—or has fortune thrown me
at once on all my hopes? My I prefume, Madam,
to give credit to my eyes, and call your name————
Myrtilla. [ Sighs.

Myrt. You are not deceived, Mr. Charncer.

Chau. Then I muft own myfelf your Ladyfhip’s con-
vert; and am now convinced that the prefages of
dreams are not to be ridiculed. -1 laft night,
Madam, had the henour tofee you; nor did my
dreams deny me admiflion to your perfon ; I fpoke,
I begged, I intreated : You {lill were filent,——
I afterwards afpired to touch your hand, you haftily
fnatched it frem me. ~But then, Madam, the
morning entertained me with a more agrecable dream ;
methought you feemed with a kind imile to
call me to you; at the charming voice | awaked
in extafie, and morning dreams, I learned from
your Ladyfhip’s obfervation, arc moft to be relied upon.

Myrt. T confefs, I am mightily furprifed to fee you
at this jun@ure. Deftiny, I think, feems to
throw you in my way, in fpite of my inclinations-
As youare a ftranger, Sir, you now claim my civility;
and I give you leave to credit your merning’s
amufemcnt.

Chan. "Tis love, Madam, that hath blefled me with
this interview, and I muft unload my heart, and con-
fefs my paffion, though 1 run the rifque of your dif-
pleafure.

Myrt. Your paffion certainly muft be very violent, that
could fupport itfelf under fo long an abfence. As
often as a traveller changes his climate, he lctts out his
heart to a new miltrefs; and you mul. think me a
very credulous creature to perivade myfelf you have
been conflant all this time.

Chan,
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Chau. Faith, Madam, I don’t think that efthcr fex
ought to value themfelves much upon that quality,——
But for conitancy, as it pafles at prefent, my heart is
a Non-parcille; and as well turped for a hufband as
any reafonable woman can require. .

Myrt. Now, granting I fhould pyt fuch confidence in
you, Sir,— Really you have furprifed me in a
mighty good humour; you muft know, Sir, the
whim led me to confult a fortune-teller this morning,
who has extremely diverted me,

Chair. Iam glad to find, Madam, you were o agree-
ably entertained.

Myre. The dotor has laid fome obligations on you,
Sir, and appeared very zealous in your intereft, I’fl
aflure you: %—eic engaged for your conftancy, promifed
me happinefs, and a world of fine things; if I thoughe
convenient to follow his preferiptions.---Ha! ha! hal

Chau. My paflion, Madam, is too ferious an affair
to be trifled withal 1f delay feperates us once
again---

Myrt. Why——1 hope, Sir, you are not about
making another Zour.

Chay. 1 don't know, Madam. Juit as inclina-
tion leads me;————My paffions, I muft confefs,
are a little predominant ; and if they fhould command
me to France or Italy again: I am afraid my good-nature
would not be able to deny them—And then, Ma-
dam, P’ll warrant, I fhall be compared to the winds
that made me dance over the waves; I fhall be as
faithlefs as the fea, and as unmesciful as the billows,
When, in reality, my fails were only filled witl the
gales of your ladyfhip’s inconftancy.

Myrt. Well, Sir. to deal thea ingenuoufly with
you ; I wauld advife you to caft anchor: And if
the winds are lodged in my power, you fhall wait long
enough "till [ oblige you with a fair gale,

Chau. And will your ladyfhip at laft condekend te
wake me happy ?

Myri,
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Myrt. The Fates, it feems, defign it fo, Sir: Ha!
ha! ha!

Enter Doggrell.

Dog. Fair Lady, I beg your pardon———DMr.
Ghaucer, a word with you.

Chau. Nay, pr'ythee, you fee I am engaged
I hope, your civility, Sir, will not break in
upon a Lady’s private converfation.

Dog. 1 prefume, the Lady will indulge me for a
moment, fince it is an affair of confequence.
Madam, fhall I beg the honour to deprive Mr. Chaucer
of a minute or two of your moft agreeable converfation ?

Myrt. 'The Gentleman is at his own liberty, Sir
A formal coxcomb! [Afede.

Chau. Some other time, Sir, I will wait on you; an
opportunity with the ladies muft never be neglected
~——38ir, I am your humble fervant Well
Madam ————

Dog. The Lady’s good-nature will excufe my rude-
nefs, Sir.

Chau, Pox on it!————thefe fellows ftick as clofe
to a man as a caft-miftrefs ; there is no difmifling them
without prefent fatisfattion, [4/ide.] Well— Sir——

Dog. I beg your pardon, Madam, for this fmall
breach of decorum ; but I will return you Mr.
Chaucer with all imaginable expedition————[ Exiz,
Myrt.] You muft know, Sir,——————that [ laft night
ran thro:?h the whole exercife of love : —————1 was
captivated, I courted, and won the fair ;——Oh
the moft charming angel!————then the wittieft
creature, that ever flirted a fan! and the moft engaging
fhape and mien ! mere imagination elevates me
into an extafy.

Chau. Well, Sir,mm——and what is all this to me, I
pray you?

Dog.
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Dog. I beg your pardon, 8ir, I.meant you no af-
front.

Chau. To abridge your ftory——1 fuppofe,-——
you are married.

Dog. A fecret, I know, Sir, is fafely lodged in the
cabinet of your difcretion. Yes, Sir, the
Lady immediately took fire=——and, on the {pot, treated
me like a gentleman. I married her laft night upon
honour; and now am going to give her perfonal fecu-
rity, and fign the leafe for life.

Chau. Really, Siv, I am in no refpe&t capable of
kecping a fecret of this nature ; fo, Sir, your humble
fervant.

Dog. Nay, pry'thee Mr. Chaucer but I fhould firft
of all have acquainted you that fhe fell a vi&tim to my
imctry. And now, Sir, to maintain my conquelft,

have levied a Stanza or two to bring down upon her
Ladythip, which I fhall beg leave, Sir, to fubmit to the
candour of yourjudgment.

Chau. Some other time, you may command me, Sir.

Dog. Now, Sir, n0, now,——dear Sir,——
I long to have your fentiments on the Ode. See,
Sir, *tis upon a fair Lady’s maki'ng me happ;'.
[Gives him a pper.] Your reading the lines, Sir, will
do them a world of juftice.

[Chaucer reads carelefily.

STANZAS, upon a fair Lady making me happy.

Ye Gods ! did Fowve e%er tafte fuch charms,
When prelt in fair Alemena's arms,
O ye inimortal pow’rs !
For ke in all his tripple night,
Did ne’er enjoy fuch foft delight,
As Lin half a one of yours.

Very fine,_§ir,=————very fine. [Read ng on.)
Oh ecftaly! What-es
Vou. II1. r Dag
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Deg Hold, hold, Sir! Mark the harmony,
Sir! And the eafy cadence that falls through
the whole Stanza.

Ye Gods ! did Fewe e’er tafte fuch charms,
When preft, &e.
[ Repeats avith affeitation, and beats time,
awhile Chaucer appears wery uneafy.

I defy the Iralian to run more foft. See, Sir,
The firft hint is perfe@tly pindaric !~—But
obferve, Sir, as moft pcets mount into {ublimity at
the clofe of a poem; I leave the common road,——
and ftart into the heavens at the very frft flight.—«
Ye Gods !—= Now my breaking out into

O jye immortal Powvers, brings the fcene of attion in
view And the poet feems to be at that inftant
clafped in the embraces of his charming fair one
————Now gjndthe eafy flowing foftnefs of the fol-
lowing lines,

——For he, in all his triple night, &%.

That riple is one of the moft happy epithets~——Virgil
himfelf might not bluth to have been the author of 1it.

Chau. Such harmony, Sir, can never fail of chim-
ing the lady into a fecond trance ——DBut the beautics
lie fo near the furface, that thereis no room for a cri-
tic’s difcoveries. So, Sir, your humble fervant.

Dog. The next Stanza I befecch you, dear
Mr. Chaucer.

Chaue, But the incivility to the Lady, Sir.

Deg. Will give a Gentleman of your capacity an
opportunity of exerting kis wit.

Chas. In my own deience then ! [ Afide.

Oh ecftafy ! What wit can tell,

Thofe charms tiat lic beneath ‘your veil
Thofe lightnings of your eye ?

No Ionger then your beauty fhroud,

Nor
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Nor place the fun behind a cloud,
Far ah! fair Nun, I faint, I die.
A Nun, Sir!

Dog. A fecret, Sir, touched at one end flies through
the whole, like a train of gun-powder.——You muit
know then, that there isa lady of quality, who, apon
fome difguft with the world, was about theltering her
virtue in 2 nunnery ; 1 made my addreiies to her, and
vanquithed her with as much eafe as [ write a couplet;
But leit the lady fhould take a whim to recede
from her engagements, I, laft night, took poflefion be-
fore the writings were figned.

Chai. Laft night, Sir?

Dog. Yes, Sir.---She concealed her bhfle; with
her veil; neor would confent to make me total y happy
till the confamemation.

Chaun. Her viriin modefty, I find, would not per-
mit her to {in, but wnder covert. How happy was
this coxcomb’s prefence to friiturcn me from the fnare. ---
The Mufes then bereafter fhatl ftill be my miftrefs;
wor fhall one Lady pretend to engrofs what with goed
huafbandry will obkige fo many. [ Afide.

Dog. Let me dic if heis not repeating my lines in.
a perfe rapture! See how good poetry ftrikes a man
of genius. [ Afde.—Her advances to Chaucer.] But,
Mr, Chaucer, pray what think you of the laft Stanza ?
That admiration of her concealed beauties, fhews
wonderfully the vivacity of the poet’s imagination.----
Now for my fair Nun, Sir. Yeu will exculg me, Mr.
Chaucer, fince you know the-occafion.

Enter Myrtilla.

So, Sir, your moft obedient humble forvant. Fuir
Lady, yours moit obediently. [ £xit Dog.
Myre. The Gentleman, Sir, has entertuined you
with a mighty long conference; I am glad you were

fo well diveried --Poetry, I prefume.
P2 Chaw,
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Chan. Yes, Madam, the Gentleman has received
fome favours from his miftrefs; and his gratitude, it
feems, hath led him to exprefs himfelf in rhyme.

_Myrt. Love naturally flows into poetry. 1 admire,
Sir, that your Mufe was never fo obliging as to throw
away a few tender things things upon Ee lady on whom
you are fo generous as to beftow your heart,

Ctau. Really, Madam, I never write elegy; my
Mufe does not delight in fighs and complaints---Nor
loves to bemoan abfence ard inconitancy.---Don’t
you think, Madam, that gentleman has a very happy
talent of writing ?

Mjre. Both the gentleman and his writings are
ftrangers to me.----'lghee Fates you fee, Sir, have given
you hopes; and fuppofe now I fhould confirm their
decree, would not your Mufe be fo complaifant as to
acknowle{nifc the favour?

ﬂh’?ks his lines have a peculiar foftnefs
in them ; fo ealy, and fo tender, that, like the Syrens,
they at once charm and betray---They can difarm a
lady’s virtue, and lay her modelty afleep, while they
keep her inclinations awake. Stop your ears, Madam,
he 15 a dangerous fellow.

Myi¢. The cauticn is ufelefs, Sir, fince T am en-
tirely a !’.r:mgcr to the gentleman---but you f=c, I dare
truff myfelf in the found of your poetry, Sir;---1f I
fhould be captivated, I know you are generous enough
to treat your prifoner with honour.

Chau. Excufe me, Madam, I am not difpofed to
write at prefent.

Myrt. Trns from lim.] Bufe! What ails the fel-
fow to treat me with fo much indifference ? His love
is a mere ague, and the cold fit hath now feized on
him---ll again endeavour to hate him: AndifIam
decreed at laft to facrifice myfelf to one whofe love
dwindles into that cold term, Civility, I will only in-
volve the latter fcene of my life in matrimonial pe-
nitence. [Exeunt Myrt. and B!;ﬁe.

1AM
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Chan. 1 loved her, T muft confels, while believed
her virtuous ; butl will exert my reafon, and difdain to
make myfelf a hufband to fereen a woman's frailties
from cenfure.---Love ayaunt ! and welcome Liberty.

Now blythe and debannaire, I'll relith life,
Nor four it with that lafting evil---Wife.
My love at random through the fex fhall fly,
And treach’rous vows allure them to comply :
P’ll artiully each tender fair fubdue,

And, like themfelves, for half an hour be true.

*3EFEEBELREEEEEFEEEBTEREBEw

ACT V. SCENE I

SCENE ‘th HJ.
Enter Bufie to Chaucer.

Busik.

H, dear Mr. Chaucer, my Lady is retired in the

moft grievous fret Go, go! I am perfedtly
afhamed of you! You a poct! And want
aflurance?

Chen. Lookye, my deary to fpeak my fentiments
frecly : I would always have love and matrimony walk
hand in hand; and Lady Myriilla fhall have both the
ttars and my leave to dignify that Gentleman with the
title of Hulband whom flie laft night mads happy
with her perfon.

P 3 L':gf:
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habit——Now if that is in your poffeffion, make but
yourfelf the Nun, and you may commence Wife as
foon as you pleafe. The dark, or a veil, creates
ou as good a Lady as any in the univerfe.

Bu/. Well! it pleafes me wonderfully, indeed it
does. I’ll about it inftantly; for 1 have fecured
the old Lady from taking t’other trip in mafquerade ;

But now to your ag'air, Sir.——Go and throw
yourfelf at my Lady’s feet; touch again upon the
ftring of love, while her paffions are in a ferment,
nor give her prefent refentment time to fettle intoa
fixed averfion. Hold, Sir!——Here fhe comes'—
I muit fly :————For I durft not be feen with you.

[Exit.

Enter Myrtilla.

Chau. I vow, Madam, you treated me barbaroudly.
Here I have been ever fince in contemplation
of your beauties 'Wandering over your perfeétions,
ranfacking the fkies for metaphors, and culling the
oddefles for fimiles :——————WHhil2 you moft ma-
cioufly withdrew the original, and left me to finith
the piture purely by the height of imagination.
Myrt. Qh dear, Mr. Chaucer,—do—repeat me the
verfes, and you will oblige me infinitely.
Chau. Really, Madam, I have quite forgotten them.
Myrt. Nay, I long to hear them——The verfes and
the fﬂgje& are, I fuppofe, both treated alike,——foon
forgotten: I fwear I fhall never forgive you, if you
will not indulge me in this particular.
Chau. Pox on it! I have bmu‘%ht myfelf into a fine

dilemma. Have I never a lucky thought about me ?
Yes, faith, this does. [Afide.
I

Daphne, a coy and foolith dame,
Flew from 4polle’s charms,
Had he confefs’d in verfe his flame,
She’d flown into his arms.
II, When-
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II.
Whenever Orpleus touch’d the lyre,
Or {ang melodious airs,
He made the very ftones admire,
And tam’d the fierceit bears.
HI.
Are ladies hearts more hard than ftone,
Are wolves and bears lefs fierce ?
Then, pr'ythee, nymph, no longer frown
But awn the ;:ow’r of verfe. B ’

Mjyrs. Mighty pretty ! Wonderfully gallant!

Chau. Well, Madam, has peetry foftened your paf-.
fions? And will your love at laft condefcend to fhake
hands with deftiny ? Confider, Madam, ’tis only
in your power to delay it.

Mjyre. It would be far more generous, I confefs, to
makeilove a prefent ;—and methinks 1 would not wear
out your love in.expeftation neither. You have
my leave, Sir, to continue your addrefles.

Chau. Come, Madam, let your heart accompany
your hand. [Takes her Ly the hand.] And double the
value of the gift, by putting me in prefent pofiefiien.

Myre. It would be in vain to be obftinate.

Chau. Let Hymen then, Madam, join our hands;
let us be complaifant to the Fates for our fortune, and
readily embrace the happingfs the ftars have allotted us,

Myrt. You fee, Sir, 1am not at my own difpofal.

Chau. From this inftant then I date my happinefs.

Myre. 1f itis decreed, Sir

Chau, Come on then, my charming fair——

Marriage, the chiefeft good that mortals know,
Doubles our joy, wkile it divides our woe:

What anxious cares can then our Llifs controul,
When Heav'n aflents, and Lave unites each foul ?

$CENE
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S C E N E Florinda’s Apartment.

Enter Doublechin 70 Florinda.

Doub. 1 come, by your father’s orders, to inculcate
into you the do&rine of obedience. Watching
and cares! and Sack, will moft certainly wear
out this conftitution of mine,——Sleep—perhaps, Ma-
dam,—may weaken the force of my arguments.——
But—though, Madam, 1 am a little drowfy in
fhewing you your duty,——I hope, you will be vigi-
lIant in performing it Mr. Dggrell, Madam,
has moft excellent capacities—for an hufband ;=——
And I do not in the leaft queftion—but you have as
excellent capacities for a wife.

Flr. Well, Sir, my father’s pleafure, pray?

Doub. In briefF—Madam,—to be as fhort as poflible
e[ Nod's.}—=—Not to trouble you with circumlocu-
tions.——[ Nuds.] But fall direétly on the matter in
hapd—I vow, Madam, drowfinefs has almoft broke
the thread of my ftory—Pray, Madam,—what is your
will and pleafure, I befeech you?

Flor. ‘'To be informed of my father’s commands, Sir.

Doub. Your father, out of his great wifdom, and
worldly policy——has thought fit to make choice of
Mr. Deggrell for your hu{bang : And you have, it feems
—cndeavoured to cool the heat of the Gentleman's
paflion,—by throwing fcandal upon your anceftors—
we allow--you—Madam, to facrifice as many living
reputations as you think fit. But calumny on the
dead, meririnks does not lie within the province of
female converfation.

Flor. Come, Father, enliven your underftanding a
little——=Come, Sir, here is Mr. Doggrell’s health,
and to the glorious and unfpotted memory of my an-
celtors. [Drinks] Your judgement muit tell you,
Sir, that Love is an appetite that will not be regulated
by another’s palate———You that have been fo long

converfant
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converfant with female confeflions, cannot be ignorant
of the frequent combats of love and filial duty. But
you will pledge me, Sir. [Doub. drinks.

Doub. Sleep will not give me Jeave to beheld your
eloquence in its utmoft perfeétion the beauty of
the fpeaker gives a1 wonderful grace to elocution ———
and thofe pretty lips of yours, child, muft have a
mighty perfuafive faculty.

Fler. Ceome, father, fprightly liquor, {prightly rea-
{on. What, refufe to pledge a woman ? See
how it fmiles upon you, Sir.

Doub. It mult be very hard with a man, when neither
Sack nor a pretty Lady can keep him awake. But
fleep, Madam, is very often an unmannerly and unfo-
ciable companion to the Ladies ; but now, Madam-—
I have three arguments to convince you of the duty of
filial obedience and the firft is this [ Drinks.

Flor. Right Sir, 1 agree with you. The
whole ftrefs of‘the argument, I plainly perceive, liesin
the words filial and oledicnce but your glafs, father,
vome, Sir,—will you not give me leave t¢ pledge yos !

[ Poublechin drinks.

Donk. Methinks, Madam, -the glafs hasa very
quick cireulation - But now, Madam, the fecond
thing I fhall-urge is that a duughter being net a
€ree apent

#Yor. Not a free agent! How, father? mee—
What, compliment the fex with flavery ? Marry a
woman to frer averfion, and give ber a mortification tor
life? Our fortunes are very often beftowed on us,
with too fevere conditions.——Can a father convert a
fottith, morofe hufband innto an cbliginﬁ, well-bred com-
panion? Can he put achurlin gaod-humour, or make
a brute in love with honour, and virtue ? can a father
unite feparate beds, and difluade a loofe, bafe fellow
from a miftrefs ?

Doub. Right, Madam right [#ods.] But me-
thinks, Madam, you.are a little in the wrong too——

For——
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For Womens arguments are gererally fuperficial
——and we often affent out of complailance [ pro-
teft, Madam, the vows of our Order begin to fit a little
unezﬁr on me~—Give me 2 kifs,——and awaken me,
my dear
yFIor. I would set, for the world, have my beauty be
acceflary to the mif-leading Ecclefiaftical chaftity-em——
Fie, father, fie! I am concerned for you; pra&ife mor-
tification.——=See here father,——What; give love the
preference to wine }——Come, Sir, let my health give
new fpirit to the liquor.
Doub. 1 would not have you though, Madam, mif-
conftrue this bebhaviour of mine, neither,—~—-I am not
fuddled, Madam, [Driuks.] I muft beg your pardon a
moment or two.——"The mufic of your voice, I fwear,
Madam hatlr quite charmed my fenfes into a lethargy,
‘When you ﬁng my argumentative faculty grow upon
me, do you fee——pray be {o kind as to awaken me.
{ Sleeps.
Flor. The wings of love fhall foon bear me to my
charming Merit.———Juft out of one cage into another;
but in matrimony we are like turtles, and make
confinement pleafant with an agreeable companion ;—
Sound afleep! Come, father, deliver up your charge.
————[Takes the key out of his kand.] Oh, Sire——
your moft humble fervant But ftay,———A difguife
would fecure my efcape, and therefore I muit requefk
Sir, you would oblige me with your habit. [Gemtly
pulls off his habir.] Oh, dear Sir, moft wonderful com-
plaifant !——Come, my hood fhall defend your bald
pate from the inclemencies of the air, [Puss ker hood
o bis head.)

Love like an apparition’s unconfin’d,
And fcz:il_uda leading-firing, though+young and
ind;
Woman by nature all reftraint difdains;
And fhe that wears, will chufe the nuptial chains.
[Exl..fa
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S C E N E Changes to the Hall.

Enter Doggrell meeting Alifon..

Ali. Ah! Ah! fripling! The rogue’s dimples there
betray his fuccefs. With what air did fhe receive
rou Did not you obferve love fluth into her
cheeks, and peep through her pretty fparkling eyes ?

Did fhe figh out never a fcrap of tgy poetry ! No
fqueeze by the and, or a gentle rap with her fan?
a’dad I knew fhe would fall a facrifice to the mufes.

Dog. Ah! Madam, the moft lovely of her fex !
Kind, tender and obliging !——to find her pretty lips
the very fountain of wit, threw me into a perfect extafy ;
——Harmony dwells on her voice, and zephyrs wanton
in her breath ;=——/Fenus fits in her features, and her
mien confeffes a Funo——Oh! raptures and Paradife !

Ali. Were yot threabouts, my man of might,
nwas I advifed you, my lad, to bafk in the fun-fhine
of her eyes————did not I tell you, that the lips were
the readieft way to the heart }————A rare pupil
i*fackins! Her breath fweet as balmy zephyrs!
’8lidikins,——1I begin to think myfelf young again.—
[Afide.] Well, but did you carry your point?

Dog. Ah, Madam, infinitely beyond expeftation.—
She was immediately captivated with my perfon, in
love with my family, and, as I live, downright ena-
moured with my &:tg

Ali. Well per , 'faith.

Dog. Her love, Madam, I am convinced,-—
is more fincere than the turtle’s, more pathetic and
tranfporting than the fparrow’s——and as immutable
——as my Own.

Ali. But harkye now ! you ought to purfue the con-
que&,—’Sdiggcrs, I juit now Fc& her, and fhe fends
this meffage to you ; that nothing but a fmall indifpo-

stion thould have hindered this morning's affignation :
That
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That half an hour hence, fhe will make the garden the
fcene of love. Here is a finart girl for you—~—true
as fteel, and as taking as tinder. Ah boy ! ’tis my
very life and foul to be the harbinger of Cupid.
The garden, Ah, my dear chicken ! mind the gar~
den, then confummate your vows, and fign the
contraft ; and call Hymen to witne(s the bond.
Women may change, and ’tis good to have fecurity in
thefe cafes.

Dog. Ay, Madam !—Security !—I have all the fecu-
rity of a hulband. Her hand, her heart, nay all
her charming perfon. 1 ftarted, Madam, with vigour
into the race, and reached the goal of Iove the firft
heat: Methinks, 1 have flown into Elyfium in a
dream.—-Ah! Myrtilla, lovely Myreilla! No more
thall Heeting fancy mife her thadow, mor giafp a cloud
tor a czletial Queen.

A% 'T'he garacn, ah, rogue the garden !———the gar-
den is a moit igyitiag place : *Sdiggers, I never think
of a garden, but prefently fome of my youthful excur-
jions pop into my memory. Od’s-my-life, why a
damfel hath not the heart to fay you a negative Ao, in
an arbour, man, Don’t you remember the old
fong, boy ?

Dag, No, I proteft.-
oblige me with it

Pray, Madam, will you
I;

Alj.  There was a fwain full fair, [Sings.
Was tripping it over the grafs,
And there he {pied, with her nut-brown hair,
A pretty, tight country lafs.
I"air damfel, fays he,
With an air bnfk and free
Come let us each other know ;
She blufh’d in his face,
And reply’d with a grace,
Pray forbear, Sir: 10, N0, N0, nO,
Vou. Il QU The
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The lad, being bolder grown,
Endeavour’d to fteal a kifs,
She cry’d, pifh! let me alone,
But held up her nofe for the blifs.
And when he begun,
She would never have done,
But unto his lips fhe did grow,
Near fmother’d to death,
As foon as fhe’ad breath,
She ftammer’d out, no, no, no, no.

1L

Come, come, fays he, pretty maid,

Let’s walk to yon’ private grove,.
Cupid always delights in the cooling fhade
There, Il read thee a leflfon of love.

She mends her pace,
And haftes to the place,

But if her love-leture you’d know ;
Let a bafhful young mufe,
Plead the maiden’s excufe,

And anfwer you, no, no, no, no.

Deog. Wonderfully entertaining I vow ; But her
Ladyfhip’s 7o would ftand her in no ftead at prefent.—
May I confide in you, Madam }——For my marriage
is as yet a fecret to mankind.

Ali. Marriage ? Why, fure ’tis not come to that
pafs already.

Dog. We, laft night, Madam, mutually exchanged
our vows. And this morning I met her, by affigna-
tion ; lovely as Aurora, led herto the prieft; and have
by his folemn afliftance changed the beautiful Nun into
a Bride.

Al
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Ali. "Sdiggers !
hope.

Dog. Yes, Madam; ’tis unqueftionably true.
The Lady Myrtilla, is now, at this prefent inftant, the
lawful wife of Francis D’Ogrelle, Efq; and I flatter
myfelf that her intereft at court will {foon be able to ho-
nour her hufband with a title fuitable to the dignity of
his anceftry.

Ali. Then, it feems that I have been playing a
pretty game all this while. To let a young forward
baggage here make me her bait to fith for a hufband !
“twas a little unchriftian-like too, methinks, to
take the advantage of an old woman.—-But, ’ilidikins,
when there is a handfome young fellow in the cafe.
Self is the word, and we fpare neither friend nor
foe. [ Afide.

Dgg. The good offices, Madam, that you have done
me in my late matrimnonial negotiations make me re-
queft that you would honour my nuptials with your en-
tertaining company. But hold ! Here comes iy
f;uzrdian. Be fecrer, I befeech you, Madam, and

et us not foreftal the jeft.— Now will he naufeate
my tafte with the {mell of the kitchen, after I have fup-
ped upon quality.

but you are not in earneft, I

Enter Franklyn.

Frank. The girl is a wag, Frank, a mere wag;
and invented the {tory purely to exercife thy love.
Come, come, marry her, boy, and make hafte and get
fens and daughters, She looks like a rare breeder,
Frant.

Ali. Gad-a-mercy my bonny Franklyn. Give me
thy hand, old Chronicle: The rogue has got the very
air of an old finner. Ah! friend, we werce merry zrigs
in times palt, by my fay.

Frank. Let us mind my daughter firft of all
young folks appetites are keen.  You are ready | fee,

Q 2 Frank,
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Fropk———my daughter fhall make her entrance pre-
fently,——and then Frank.

Dsg. Now dare not I make a difcovery of my mar-
siage, ’till my Lady be prefent to fupport me againf
this old rogue’s infolence. [Afide.

Frank. Methinks though, Father Doublechin is a
little tedious in his conferences.— Florinda ! Florinda !
What, a vengeance ! Does no body anfiver there?

Ak *Sheartlikins l——We fhall have rare work up-
on the anvil by and by. [Afd .

Frawk, Florry Florinda! why, how now ! What
is here to be done? No body within there t [Liffens.]
Nothing ftirring ?

Ali. Then, by my troth,
your daughter, old Nicodemus.

Frank. But I do not like this filent fort of matrimo-
nial difputes——=What! a plague on you all,—if you
don’t open the door immediately——Dll rattle it down
about your earts. [He bounces at the doors

there is no danger of

Enter Doublechin, awith a hood on his head 5 gaping, as
Juft come from fleep.

Doub. Yaw, yaw. [Gapes.
Frank, Why heyday What is yaw
the meaning of all this? pax! where is my daughter ?
— [Runs into the room.
Dog. Father Doableckia found it convenient to in-
dulge himfelf with' the fweets of repoie, after the
futigue of inftruéting a young Lady, that is all,-—
Ha, ha, ha!

Re-enter Franklyn.
Frant. Why, plague, thunder and combuftion !
Where is my daughter, I fay } ———————Lookye father,
w————none of your jokes I befeech you.

Dog.
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Dog. As atrophy of his conquelt, do you fee,

Sir? He has adorned his head with fome of your
daughter’s favours, ha, ha, ha!

Ali. But hark you,————OId Feroboam; never
give way to paffion, man.———'Sbud !~—Was
the girl my concern————he fhould give an account
of his private behaviour,————Bring them face to
face, and ’sbuddikins! if guilt fhould chance to flafh in
my damfel’s countenance, ————1 would do no better

nor worfe, but immediately qualify his reverence for
a chaunter i'fackins, I would

Frank Where is my girl? My girl, I fay.

Dog. Nay, now, Sir you difcompofe yourfelf: be
calm, I beg you.

Frank. Why, heyday.—-What, is the fellow dumb ?

Speak, or by Hercules——this cane fhall prefent-
ly find you a tongue, Sirrah. [Strikes Douﬁ‘lcchin.

Dag. Let me die this is palpable incivility I
befeech you, Sir, keep your paffion within the bounds
of decorum.

Doub. Why Sir, why Sir,— One need be an Argus to
keep guard ori a woman.—Now, you muft know, Sir,
after [ had—reafoned her into reafon—I, I,—

Frank. Well, and what then ?

Doub. Why 1 fell alleep—yaw— and then, Sir.—

Frankt. What then, Sir-—What then, Sir?

Doub. By my order, 1 know nothing further.—I was,
after that, all in the dark.

Frank. By Fove, this is all a contrivance ; a combi-
nation. Furies! T am trick’d. [Runs famping about
the flage, and beats them all] Why, what in the name
of thunder! -you are all rogues alike. Con-
founded rogues, treacherous p‘i“‘gﬂ‘ing rogues.

Dog. Oh dear Sir, ’tis only your age, old fel-
low, thut protcéls you in thefe liberties.

Frank. Why, Sirrah, if nothing elfe teaches you, de-
cency, rafcal ; decency fhould teach you, like a wi-

Q 3 dow,
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daw, to fhed a tear or two.—— And you, there, doétar
Paunch, what fleep upon duty, and wink at my daugh-
ter’s efcape ?

[Franklyn avalks about talking to himfelf.

Ali. Leok in my face, old "I"ouchwood.

Fraunk. Well, and what then ?

Ali. Have not I a bonny complexion, my heart of
oak ? Doft thou not trace the remains of beauty through
every feature }v——Look apain, man, view me
all over, old boy-—=-Slidikins, my face is like an an-
cient medal Antiquity does but add to its value;
=——-What fay you, my lad ? Are you for t'ather bont
of matrimony, tother trip te the temple of Hymeu?
Hang forrow,- What you have loft in a daughter,
man, make up in a wife. _

Frant. *$buddikins ! I'll alarm al]l the country but
T'll get intelligence of my girl-——for who kmows
but this covetous rogue may have enticed her to facri-
fice her fortune to a Monaftry ? Ah! they have
wd many a poor foolith girl to enrich the brother-

4li. T advife you to a wife, my lufty Nefor; and at
the fame time that | prefcribe you the medicine, I ofier
myf:If in perfon for the remedy——What think you,
old greybeard ? dare you venture on a girl of my viya-
cty ?

Deg. This, I vow, is juft like taking advantage of a
widow’s tears for her firft hufband, by furprifing her
into a confent to a fecond.

Ak. *Sdiggers |—— dare you interrupt my amour?
1'faith, out pops your marriage, and the old fellow’s
anger fhall finke you dead like a thunderbolt,-e——-r
Lookye, 8ir, your daughter hath difpofed of herfelf,
rau {ee, and in fhort, this complaifant gentleman has

een led by the nofe by love, and

Dog. Nay, pray Madam, faith Madam ,~=————
e downright uneivilee———lst me dic,-~wwebut ﬂ:;oﬁ

a
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fhall nat Were my Lady prefent, fhe would pre-
te€t me from his infults—————Pox! then, if [ cannot
prevail with you,- indulge your {pleen, and dif-
charge the fecret ’ll hum a tune, and receive
the ftorm swith all the patience of an ancient Philofo-
her.
P Ali. In fhort, this fame Gentleman hath difpofed of
himfelf in marriage 3 and *Slidikins ! we will marry in
{pite, and get heirs in defiance cf age and the world.—

e widl, chicken.

Frank. Married!
daughter, [ hope.

. No, no, -Love hath made another choice
for him ; And for your daughter, my mind gives
me moft plaguily, that the fly rogue that invited you
to the wedding laft night, hath not had the civility to
invite you a fecond time.

Frank. Death! a mere train of misfortunes !
What, both of them obftinate wilful puppies, ——
Why Frank, Frank, you did not thiak yourfelf a fit
prefent for my daughter, it feems; but adad, 1 have
your love ammunition in my hands, coxcomb, and you
fhall whiftle for your fortune ’till the law forces me to
{urrender it.

Dog. Fa, la, la, la. [ Sings.

Frank. Why, you ungenerous rogue you! why firrah,
anfwer me.

the devil he is

to my

Dog. Fa, la, la, la. [Siugs.
Frank. Why, was this now, Framt, afted likea Gen-
tleman ? fCatmby.

Dog. Fair Amaryliis, in a pleafant grove,
For her dear boy a flow’ry garland wove.

Frank. Why, what a vengeance! are all the folks
mad or bewitched ? Have you, firrah, flole a marriage
witbout the confent of your guardian, or not?

Ali,
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Ali. Revenge yourfelf by your own marriage, old
boy, and baulk all their contrivances.

Frank. Pox! and that is the ready way to have the
revenge light on my own head too ; Why Frank
now, pr'ythee now, Fran#, do not be infpired at prefent,
but give @ man a rational anfwer.

Dog. For Damon ftay'd ;—Damen the lovelielt fwain;

Frank. Bred up a child under my own wing, as a
body may fay

Dog. And fhe the faireft Nymph of all the plain.

Frank. Mad! ftark, ftaring mad!

Why Frank,
Sirrah !

Doxb. Thus fhe complains, while all the feather'd
throng,

Frank, Death and confufion!
Deg. And filence, liften’d to the mournful fong.

Frank. A man of your amorous conftitation Frax,
can breakfalt upon a {mile, dine upon a kifs, and fup
upon Pox! money would but make love mercenary.

Dog. Hold, hold, Sir,-- [ am married I confefs,
——But both quality and fortune accompany the Lady.

She hath a purfe that fhall vindicate my right,
and make you reftore what you detain by fraud and in-
juftice ; But ftay ! Yonder fhe comes ; the moft ac-
complifhed bride that ever blefled mortality.—Youth,
beauty, fortune, and——quality.

Enter Bufie, in a Nun's Habit.

This is my Lady, Sir. [ Prefents her to Franklyn.
Frauk.
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Fyamt. And what then, Sir?

Dog. Why, then Sir, 'tis my Lady,===That's all.
An unmannerly brate! [ 4fde.] Madam, this
blefling I owe to your generofity-——My right honour-
able bride, Madam. [Te Alifen.

Ak. Why, heyday! Legerdemain and Neeromancy !
Why, Mis. Bufie ! art thou married in carneft, my
dear girl ? Ods-my-life, I wifh thee joy,-child, with all
my heart and foul. [Kiges her.

Dog. Nay, pray Madam, This familiarity gives
quality diftatte. —————Diftance and decorum fupport
their grandeur,—————ceremony keeps them out -of
the vulgar method of converfation.-- They are not
peltered with the naufeous freedoms of friendfhip, mar
fubject to the forward liberties of good-nature.
Pray, Madam, regulate your behaviour, and remember
fhe is a woman of quality.

Ali. Ha, ha, ha!
of quality, Sir.

Dog. What do you mean, Madam ?

Ak, That. your generofity, my fon of Parnaffus,
hath laid hold of the Muid inftead of the Milftrefs.

Buf. Mr. D Ogrelle’s paflion was not fwayed by for-
did intereft ; — Love was the only motive of his
choice; and a mutual duty to each other fhall make
our lives glide on with ferenity, and thew matrimony
in its utmoft porfe@ion.

Dog. What have I done !

Frank. Ha, ha! Frant, My daughter eannot
be fet in competition with youth, beauty, fortune-
and quality. She hath a purfe, Frant, yes, yes, the
hath a parfe, for vindicating a hufband’s right, I don’t
in the leaft queftion it ! ha, ha, ha!

Dog. Faith, love hath not dealt by me like a Gentle-
man, to reward a man of honour thus. Oh moft
egregious error ! embaraffed with a Chambermaid,
when 1 bade fair for a Countefs!

Frank. '['al de zal, tal lal. [Sings.

Deg.

Or the woman of a woman
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Dog. TIrretrievable lofs ! flung myfelf out of the Beau
Monde, to be entertained with bone-lace, and whipping
of muflin.

Frank. 'Tal de ral, te ral [ Sings.

Dog. 1 vow, this is moft infupportable ‘What is

your name, Madam ? Have you any family to make
me fatisfaction ;

Buf. Bufie, Sir.

Frank. “The Bufies of Yorkfhire, Sir,——As noble a
family as any in Chriftendom ; fhe bears for her coat,
three needles proper, with a thimble argent for her creft
~——Ha, ha, ha! tal de ral. Sinzs.

ALf. Her great grandfather was killed at the battle
of Crefy ; and her great uncle, in the fifty-ninth de-
gree, was groom of tie privy-ftool to William the Con-
queror—ha, ha, ha—

Enter Morit and Florinda.

Mer. Sir, I come to beg your pardon, and your
blefling.

Franrk. Apply yourfelf to your mother there, huf-
fey. Adad I will marry, on purpofe to get heirs
to difinherit thee, gipfy.

Doub. Vindicate my honour, I befeech you, Madam;
Here my honefty hath been called in quefti-
on, my continency cenfured, and my virtue is at ftake.

Flor. Why, lookye, Sir, then this was the cafe ;
Love, by the help of a bottle of fack, charmed
my honeft father here to ileep, to affift his conftant vo-
tary, which is your dutiful daughter. Now, you.
muit know, Sir, to fecure my e%cage, my obliging fa-
ther's Cowl and Veltments were {omewhat neceflary :
And fo, Sir, under Ecclefialtical Covert, I retired to my
lover.

Alif. Ah, rogue !—-Ifackins, I like a lad that pufhes
an amour to an extremity ; that will not drop it for a
difappointment, but enjoys the toil of an intrigue. [7o

Merit, ]
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Merit.] But hark you, old boy, we are to match up
it feems.——Give me thy hand then, old Nefor——I[
will defy the world to fhew another fuch like couple,
in the decline of their age. Ours is a mere Jtalian
autumn, that even excels the {pring in its variety and
beauty,

Enter Chaucer and Myrtilla,

Ha! ha! Don Chaucer and the Lady Myrtilla !———
The Pilgrims here have made Hymen’s the fhrine of
their devotion, inftead of St. 7/homas’s——————-1I hope,
Madam, you will approve of Mrs. Bufie’s choice: She
hath quitted your Ladyfhip’s fervice, and ferves, for the
fature, under Mr. Doggrell My daughter-in-law
here, is a volunteer under this Gentleman’s banner-—
and a random glance of mine, forfooth, has captivated
myold hero here.

Chau. Ladies and Gentlemen I wifh you all joy,

Dog. Ah, Nr. Chaucer, love counterplotted me; and,
I dare fwear, hath now taken his revenge on me for
my former cruelty to the Ladies is creature
here

Chau, Nay, Sir; pray treat her like 2 Gentlewoman:
her family 1s, without difpute of as great antiquity as
any in Eniiand.

Dog. Then, Madam, I fly into your arms: you want
no accomplifhment but fortune, and that, Madam, you
command by your alliance with me.

Chau. Deftiny has atlaft crowned my withes with the
Lady Myrtilla, and I come now to invite the good com-
pany to celebrate the wedding.

Ali. Your Ladyfhip married !

Mjyre. The fates have fo ordained it, you fee, Ma«
dam,

Ali. We wifh your Ladyfhip joy.

Dog. Mr. Chaucer, I vow this is mighty ftrange ; but
I heartily congratulate you. My ambition, Madam,

afpired
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afpired to your Ladythip ; but my fortune, Madam,
threw me more upon a level. May your days, Mr.
Chaucer, flow on with pleafure ; may your nights be
crowned with joy; may no cares intrude, and your
matrimonial ftate be one conftant calm., Soften my
fate, Madam, and for the future call my lovely bride
here, your Ladyfhip’s Companion.

Chau. We will all turn mediators, and reconcile
differences at a more convenient opportunity. In the
mean time let us lovingly take hands, and agree in a
Dance. Come, I'll lead it up.

A DANCLE

Upon herfelf does rig’rous laws impofe ;

‘While fancy gives, or takes away repofe.

Yet why. fhould I this female whim deride,

Since to her ftars I owe my beauteous bride ?

Threugh the whole fex this pious humosr
runs,

Were there no Men, all Women would be
Nuns.

Thau. She who by rules of fuperftition goes, }

EPILOGUE-
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EPIL OGU E.

Sroken by Mrs. BICKNELL.

"HE Toil of Wedlock five times bravely paft,
You'll fay, "twas cruel to be baulk’d at lafi.
Grown old in Cupid’s Camp——long vers'd in Arms,
1, frommy Youth have known the Pow'r of Charms :

Was I to fingle Combat ever flow ?

Did I &er turn my back upon the Foe?

Is this the Way old Service is rewarded,

And muft the joylefs Widow be difcarded #

Stint me not, Love But while I yet furvive,

Throw in another Comfort to the Five.

Blefs me! When I reflect on former Days !

Youth can make Conqueft fev’ral thoufand Ways 5

1 dand’d; 1 fang, I fmil'dy—1I look’d demure,

And caught each Lover with a diff*rent Lure :

In frequent IWedlock join’dy was Woman flilly

And bow'd fubfervient Hufbands to my Will.
Vor. III, R If




EPIL OGUE,

If Reafon governs Man’s fuperior Mind,

A ready Cunning prompts the Female Kind.

Then learn from me—So, Hymen blefs your Lives,
Preferve the jufi Prerogative of Wives ;

Know to command each Look, each Tear, each Smile,
1With Eyes, and Facey and Tongue, and Heart beguile:
Ev'n he that loves in Search of Game to roam,

By feign'd Reprifals may be kept at home.

Whenever Heav'n was pleas’d to take my Spoufe,

I never pin’d for Thought of former Vows ;

*Tis true, I figh'd, I wept, 1 fobl’d at firf?,

And tore my Hair—as decent Widows——mufl
But foon another Hufband dry'd mine Eyes :

My Life, my Dear ! —Supply'd the place of Sighs :
Amidft continual Love I've relif’d Life,

A forward Maidy and a triumphant Wife.

Then grant O Cupid, this my latefl Pray'r,

If no kind Hufband will relieve my Care ;

Since Inclination yet out-lives my Face,

4t leafi indulge me with @ Coup de Grace,

THE
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