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| i b?0h i be as mat- a. roily m me

,X t0 Condemn this itrijte \ afi1Impnctehce
to Defend it ;

the Towns the
proper

. fudze^ and mufl he in the Right; 1 have
I '"J -f <

■

fourid an Indulgent Audience
y

that not-

2vithflanding the time of Tear
3 feemd

pleas and not uneafie, and I confefs the

Succefs beyond my Expectation : I will

endeavour to make amends in the next
3

and own the Obligation till I am able to

discharge it.

I am beholding to the ABors in
gene

.
ral for their Care and civil ufage y

but

particrdarly to Mr. Wilks
?

who tvas

very diligent during the time of Rehear-

fit, and has added Life to the Fart,

by a Genteel Sprightlinefs in the A-

tfion, •

I have
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I have made it my Care to avoid
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all manner of Reflections, either in fah»
lick or private Capacities, and have no

one
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Chamber, thai points at
any particular

Verfon : If it \wilt divert .'the Reader

for a leifure hour
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PRO L O G U E

By Mr. Wilis.

A Scribling 'tribe will Jtill infeji the Town^
-*• And Sharper like, cheat

you of halfa Crown,

Poets are perfeSt Bullys grown of late,

Impoje on all, and Coward like retreat.

As Gamefters^ Poets do for want ofWit

Throw a Levant upon
the Box and Pit.

There's nothing they can plead as an excufe,
But that the beji Plays are now of little ufe,

Except French Dance or Song you
do infufe.

Our Author modejily fubmits his Doom,

And hopes Amendment for the time to come:

There 'f Tpttyiqg {fthat he knows7J can give Offence.
Nor does he boaji of the leaji Excellence.

Humour, which once prevail'd, is laid afide,
And cant appear

but by fome Foreign Aid:

Sinking and Dancing is the only Grace,

And Shakefp^ar'x wellwrought Scenes
will have no Place, >

With Famd L'Epine, and great
Greber'/ Bafe. }

This jhews
a true Green-ftckjiejs of the Mi?id,

What was of old for Englijb Hearts defign d^. _ .



They [core, and [core, and brag of a Third Dayy

ey ircmmiy- mini never pay.

Much more Ihave to fay, but never jlir—1 [Bell rings.
0 lack) I'm wanted at theBar Coming up,

Sir.
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BOOKS Printed for, and Sold by Bernard Lintott,

at ihe Middle-Temple-Gate, Fleetstreet.

r2if ^-'31 I , T9DD1. nyi.i
.

A'N Univerfal, Hiftorical, (Geographical, Cronological and Poe-

.r\. tic'dl Diftionary, exactly delcribing die Situation, Extent, Cu-

ftori}s, Lavysr Manners, Commodities, &c. of all Kingdoms, Com

mon-Wealths.' Provinces. Iflands and Cities, in the known World.

Containing Irkewife the Lives of the Patriarchs, Prophets, Apoltles
and Primitive Fathers Emperors, Kings, Princes, Popes, Cardinals,

Bifhops, and other eminent Perfons
j
with an Account of the Inven

tors and Improvers of Arts and Sciences, Philofophers, and all Ce

lebrated Authors. Alfo the Hiftory pf the Pagan Gods, very ufeful

for the Underftanding of ClaJTick Authors j of the feveral Sefts

among the Jews, Chriftians, Heathens and Mahometans, with their

principal Ceremonies, Games and Feftivals j of General Councils

and Synods, when, and where Aflsrabled.; Q§( ,tbe Eftahlhhment and

Progrefs of Religious and Military Orders ^ and of the Genealogies

of the moft Illultrious Families, efpecially our Englijh, Scotch and

Jrijh. The whole confifting of a curious Mifcellany of Sacred and

Prophane Hiftory, Ejitrafted f^om Aloreri, Bayle, Btmdrqnd, Hoffman,
'and' rtiarfymofe of the f^elt and choi,ceft Biftorians, Geogra

phers, ■CHfdrtbBgerS' 'and lexicographers, Antient and Modern. In

twS- Volumes: ^rrice i ? s.

The Double Copy Book, or Inftru&ions to Youth, whereby they

may with far more eale than ufual, be taught to Write a fair, ufe-

ful and reacty Hat\d, meerly by dUljeenjly tracingover fifft, the^Hed

AiipfttftSt artdnCpprcsl anjti'then Qjpyiffe _from.the $lack. At the

fllWPin the^rrincipl'e 'parts of the Cate-

chiftfr, Engrav'-d- byWil/iiit/i
*

Elder, by the Order and Dire&ion oi-

the late Sr. Cottrei, ,t<!>,whjpK iS'.ilnce. added a. Plate conra^*

ing all the Joinings us'd. ..iq the^rGqqiJfyhjf.'.
• Prici i -f. 6^. 0r ic

pw&ihteft! 12 d.' -ck'Xt s.ftefflpizn,- 6 d. or &
xv v;. >

< S&tiwtts .Mprafsj-.'l^artflated By: Sir Kl'p tiftfarge, 5 s.

t$n/aie$\'■W'Mariners, or Iriftru&Ws to a You/ig Gentleman how-

to 'behave himfetf in Cbnveffation. 1 s. 6 d..

Poems
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Fafhion, a Comedy, written

by Mr. Cibber.

The Jew of Venice, a Comedy,
written by the Honourable

George Granville E% , i

The Inconftant, or the Way to

win him.

The Twin Rivals. Both by Mr.

Farqubar.
The Humour,s of the Age.

Tunbridge Walks, or the Yeoman

Kent.

The Modifh Husband,

TheCzar ofMuf<;oyy, a Tragedy.
The double Diftrefs, a Tragedy.
Hypermne/tra, or Love in Tea^s,
a Tragedy.

Love's Contrivance, or Le Mede-
cin Malgre Lui.

The Old Mode or the New, or

Country Mils with her Furbe-

loe, by Mr. Tbo. D'Urfey.
Vice reclaim'd, or the Paflionate

Miftrefs, written by Mr. Wil-

kinjon.
All for Love, or the World well

lo&; ft ■
*

State of Innocence^ or the Fall of
Man. t

Tyrannick Love, or the Royal
Martyr.

Indian Emperor, the or Conqueft
of Mexico.

She Gallants.

Love Triumphant.
Sir Solomon

i or, the Cautious

Coxcomb.

Love in a Wood.

Tamerlane.

Beauty in Diftrefs.

Lucius Junius Brutus.

Way ot the World.

Double Dealer*

Falfe Friend.
* ft

Maffamello.

grief Alamode. ;

Fate ofCapua-

Morning Bride.

Fatal Marriagej or, Inpocent

;{ai.Adultery. | .

Plot or no Plot.

Generous Conqueror.
Prophetefsj or, Hiftory of Dio-
clefian. .

Henry the Sixth.

Heroick Love.

Aurenzebe.

Phyrrhus King 9f Epiru*.
Amphitrion.

Henry the Second, , D ;-
Perjur'd Husband.

Athleft.

Husband his own Cuckold.
Rinaldo and Armida.

Anthony and Cleopatra.
Amintas.

lbrahin\ j'3 »<Bmp. Of- ttie'Turfa.

Rover, in \ Parts.

Abdelazer
j or, the Moor's Re

venge.

Ibrahim the Illuftrious Baflfa.
Richard the Second.

Intrigues of Verfailles.
Richard the Third.

Ambitious Statefman.
Innocent Miftrets.

Scornful Ladies.

Amboyna.



Amboyna. Mocft-Marriage.

Injured Lovers. Thyeftes.
Sullen Lovers. City Heirefs.

Boadicea Queen ofBritain. Miftakes, or the falfe Reports.

Julius Caefar.
.. t . , Tempeft.

Secret Lpve; or. the'-Maiden Dryden's Eflay on Dramatick

Queen.
'

Poefie.

Brutus of Alba, Mifer.
qJJ .

Ifland Qeens. Triumphant Widow.

Bellamira. Married B^a'u.

King Arthur. Unhappy Kindnefsj or. Faithful

Scowrers; *

Revenge.
•

•

r,

T

„

Conftant Couple j or Trip to the Duke of Guile.

Jubilee. ,
,

Maids laft Prayer.
Kind Keeper, or Limberham. Vi£torious Love.

Squire of Alfatia. Methtidates.

Love's.ViCtim* of, the Queen of Vefy good Wife

Wales.
'

Eynuch-
'

Sertorius. Negle&ed Virtue.

Libertine. Feigned Courtezan,

Six Days Adventure. Villain.

Conftantine. Falfe Count*

Spanilh Frier. Old Troop.
Calitto * or, the chafte Nymph. Win her and take her,

London Cuckolds. Fairy Queen.

Troilus and Crelftda, Oroonbko.

Love for'Money. Woman Conqueft.
Titus and Berenice. Fools Preferment-.:

.

>
.

1

Love i(i.a Tub.
"

Wild Gallant.

Titus Andronicus. Friendfhip Improv'd.
Meafure for Meafure. Paftor Fido.

Theodofius. Sir Harry Wild-air.

Marriage-hater match'd. Pilgrim.

Tarugp's Wiles. Pifo's Confpiracy, u
.

Dryden's Works in Four Vol.

Beaument and Fletcher's Plays,
Beniohnfons Plays, •

Sir Robert Howard's Plays

A\

1 <

Dramatis



Dramatis Personæ.
i

M E
i i t •

'

1
■

.

• Tl*
■
• .

•
•

IN •

ihioff

.,.

'

; S\

W O M E N .oaiJvL'l.r, i
*

. Jt 'J



VICE RECLAIMD:OR,

The Passionate Mistress.

ACT I. SCENE I.

SCENE a Chamber.

Ralph asleep at a Table.

Ralph

awaking.

Eigh-ho—heigh-o—heigh-o! —[Looking

paft fix a Clock! why where the Devil is my

Matter? perhaps.at the Devil indeed, for no

private Houfe would entertain him at thefe

Hours. 'Well, tor my part watching is
grown as familiar to

mc as to the Beadle of the Parifh. Heigh-o!
•—— I have been

for thefe two Years laft paft io ufed to Tavern Benches and Kitchin

Fires, that a Bed's an Afs to em for found Snoring. Nay, if I

chance to dream, 'tis of nothing but— coming up, Sir, Gen

tlemen d'ye call? 'Sirrah, ye Son of a Devil, bring t'other

Bottle, and fuch like. —Well, to ferve one whofe nightly
Diversions are Love and the Bottle, is to be in a fair way of go

ing to the Devil without the pleafure of committing the Sin.

Oh I think I hear him coming.
FRalph opens

the Door and Wilding enters
T
hisWig rough and dirty'.]

Wild. Why how now, Ralph, is thy Patience a mofbtir'd?

Ralph. No, Sir, Cuitom has made it pretty eafy to me.

Wild. Well, be content, -here's fomething to mollifie Cen-

fure and increafe thy Diligence.

Ralph. Why truly this does mollify after the Fatigue of fitting

up.
But pray, Sir, how long is this Trade to hold ?— alas 1

fhall be worn out, like an Inn's of Court Porter, in the Flower

of my Age.
Wild. Why faith, for ought I know during Youth and Health.

Ralph. No longer? that's much. —Well, your Confutation's

oblig'd to you, you try that to the utmoft. Sir, without. Offence



2 Vice Reclaim dj or,
I hope I may prefume the Bottle was not your

Miftrefs laft Night.
• So wanting the Power of Wine to fortifie your Head, the

little God made an attack on your Heart.

Wild. I confefs ufing 'em by turns, gives new Pvelifh to cach,
and fecures 'em lafting Pleafures but to be devoted wholly to

the one or the Other, lays aTax upon Inclination,
and one had as

good be—<

Ralph. Ay, what good Sir ?

Wild. Marry'd Sirra.

Ralph. Ah ! wou'd to Heaven that were your Cafe. 1 our not

complyingwith my old Mailer's Humour broke his Heart before his

Time How many Fortunes and line Ladys were propos'd ?
yet

you rejected all.

Wild. And would again renounce 'em all for Liberty
*

but peace, Fool, I'll hear no more hark fome body knocks,
fee who it is: Who can this be thus early ?

£Ralph goes to the Door and Enters with Gainlove.^]
-

Dear Gainlove, to fee thee up at this early Hour, is as fur-

prizing as to find thee out of a Tavern at Midnight.

Ralph. My Mafter fays true in that, Sir,— but for himfelf,

you muft know he feldom comes home before Daylight a

lure Remedy againft the Night-mare, which my Mafter is fhrewd-

ly troubled with when he
goes to Bed early, or comes'home lober.

Gain. In my Confcience, Frank, we're both guilty thou

haft been wenching as fure as thou'rt fober and dirty, and art

turn'd out at this Hour to fave Reputation. Prithee what fhe

BaylifF arretted thy Heart,.

Ralph. Rather ask him what She-Fury has arretted his Confci-

ence to keep thefe Hours.
}

WileLjSirra, leave oft" your dry Jefts, and be
gone 5

I wou'd have

fomethiug private with Gainlove.

Ralph. Heigh-o 1 fhall withdraw—
fomething 1 fup-

pofe too modeft for my Conftitution.
[Exit Ralph.

Wild. Prithee let me examine thee What can be theocca-
Hon of thy rifing fo foOn ?

Gain. Perhaps the fame that kept you out fo late—A Woman.
- Wild. Ay there thou haft reafon but how and where? will

you not communicate to your Friend ?

. Gain. How eager you are, no, reft contented, I difcover

nothing.

H I
'

*

r^Wild.
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The PaJJionate Miftrefs. 3

Wild. Fie, fie, dear Gainlove, thou know'ft I have hunted for

thee almoft on a cold Scent, and found the Game^ and now you

like a common Poacher would privately fecure your own
with-

out hazarding the pleafure of a Chafe.

Gam. No you are too fleet, and wou'd run it down before we

cou'd have any. To be too liafty in Love,'s like being fo in An-

ger, a Man often difcharges his Paifion without doing any Execiir

tion. -Faith I {hou'd think you haveBufmefs enough already^.

that exquifite Mrs. Haughty, who, 1 hear takes fo much of your

ready Love, and Fondles ready Money, I wifh {he don't leave ye

both Bankrupts.
Wild. Why, I confefs I have receiv'd feme Favours, -but

faith, I have protefted fuch an immoderate Paffion to her, that,

(he believes me, and grows as imperious to me, as Che is to the

Coxcomb that keeps her,—fo that

Gain. She's become as indifferent to you as Fondle is to her.

JVild. Not altogether: She has a good fhare of Beauty and

Wit, and tho' (he can't confine a Man to Conftancy, is a good Pis

Allcr, that mull: be granted—But tell me, dear l\ogue, haft thou

made any new difcovery in the Land of Pleafure?

Gain. I have difcover'd that which at once gives me Joy and

Difpair, the Injoyment of which wou'd not add fo much to my

Happinefs as my prefent Fears abate in it.

Wild. Now let it be any thing but downright Virtue and Ma-

trimony, and I'll affift you5 but who is this Miracle? for 'tis

fome Woman.

Gain. A Woman 1 think it is, but who fhe is, what (he is, or

where fne lives, I know no more than thou doft, but lbe is fuch

a Woman.

Wild. Faith yourbeft way is tofafhion a very lively Difcription

of her, and put her
in the Gazette, that's the beft way

1 can advife

you--to be in love with you
know not whom, nor what, nor where!

hey the Devil! thou hadft as good tell me thou'rt in Love with a

Picture, and thy Joy comes through the Strength of-Imagination.

Gain. Why laft Night, juft as you parted from me, walking

over the Park to take Coach at St.James's Imet two Ladies in the

Mall, fo Pretty, fo Genteel, and fuch Airs, that I had nothing to

defend me from downright falling in
Love with one of'em, had

they not been Squir'd by that Coxcomb Apifh, and fcem d fonder

of him than they did of themfelves.

B 2 Wild«



4 Vice Reclaimd} or,

Wild. That lliou'd rather fecure your Pa (lion, and abate Si>

Ipicion'^ for Ladies ufe Coxcombs now-a-days only <ike a new

Fafhion, grow tir'd with it themfelves, and give it over to

their Maids. Have the Ladies Wit? Coti'd you
hear 'era talk?

Gain. Yes more Wit than Beauty, if poffible.
Wild. I wou'd no more doubt Succefs where my Rival is a

Fool, than I wou'd rely on't where my Miftrefs is one. Folly
and Affettation are Twins, or at leaft generally cohabit. But

where did you leave em ?

Gain. Why, they took Coach at St. James's Gate -I call'd

the next, and bid the Fellow drive after ^ but the Rafcal being
drunk follow'd the

wrong, and drove me into the City before I

difcover d it.

Enter Ralph.
Wild. Well, what now?

Ralph. Sir, Mrs. Malapert with a Letter.

Wild. Prithee Gainlove, ftep into the Clofet, for the makes it

a greaterNicety to keep that lecret which every Body knows, than
She wou'd her own, tho' no Body ask'd for it.

[Gainlove goes out.

Go bring her in,
[Ralph Exit, and Enters rvkh Malapert.

Mai. Good morrow Mr. Wilding : E'faith you are a fine Gen-

tleman, to let a fweet Lady languifh for you a whole Afternoon,
nay, when you had promis'd her too. Little do

you think, how
a Lady brooks a difappointment. Gods

my Life, 1 (hou'd
have taken it ill if you had us'd me fo.

Wild. Not us'd you, you mean.

\_Ajide.
Mai. overhearing. Good lack, Mr. Indifference, marry come up,

I ha n't loft my feeling in an Amour yet., tho' you think me infeniible^
wou'd you were to try, you fhou'dn't find me like

my Lady, 1

promife you.

Wild. That I dare believe [Affile.Prithee leave Reproaches,
and tqll me, for I fear thy Miftrefs is not well.

Mai. How fhou'd fhe be well, when her Phyfician never

comes near her? -There read, I hope (he tells
you your own.

, „

•

_ [Gi&s Wild a Letter.

^

)vda. reads, Dafe and Perfidious—fo the Storm is nigh. [AJide..Goes on,3 Ton have trifl'd rvitb my Love, and with a PajfioH, J
true as Truth it relf- [aftde^ that's falfe as Hell --[goes on

da/ij'd to
my. ruin,, expels to An far this Charge at 12. Fondle 4

\

"

Diws
.

if _!>



The PaJJionate Miflrefs. 5

Dines in the i ity, and will be engag'd, therefore give you this Op-

portunity to clear
your Guilty or yield to

my Revenge,

Haughty.
Wild. So now I mud be forc'd to turn all upon her. [Afide.

This, I confefs, is what I leaft expe&ed. I rather think your Lady
has taken this Opportunity to difcard her Servant for fome gayer

thing that (he has lately feen and lik'd. Tell her. to ferve her Paf-

fion I'll fubmit, tho' 'tis with Violence to ray feIf, I'll be there

punctually.
Mai. Good lack, how ready you are to interpret things as

you

wou'd have 'em
^
true Man of the Town, excute your felf by call-

ing your odious EveHexions 011 our Innocence -Well, I'll tell

her what you fay. [Exit Mai,

Re-enter Gainlove.

Gain. What! never without bufinefs! no breathing time!—-

But how do you think to get off this ?

Wild. Eafily 'at firft fight (lie breaks out in violent Pa (li-

on, 1 give way to it, (he. rails on, 1 with an humble

Silence give her leave. At laft, when tir'd with-Excefs of Fury,
the Storm abates with gentle Showers of Tears, and all is calm

again. Then in my turn, with modeft Contradi&ion, I vow
my

Innocence. Offer a Kifs, which (he accepts, (lie takes me to her

Bed-chamber to (hew me two or three new Pictures., Gad

and after we (it down fo Dinner.

Gain. Very well concluded but can't you guefs the reafon

of this Jealoufie?
Wild. Faith no3 unlefs fine has any ways difcover'd my laft

Night's Intrigue, which I thought I manag'd with more Secreife

than ufual. Indeed I promis'd to fee her Yefterday.
Gain. Jealoufie is watchful, and imploys all its Vigilance upon

the leaft Sufpicion. Some body has betray'd you to .her.

Wild. Well, let it fall how it will, I am prepar'd
—

But, Gain—

love, thou wert interrupted, prithee go on with thy own Adventure.

Gain. Go on, Man ! I wifh I cou'd^ I told you how 1 loft 'em,

and difpair of Intelligence unlefs from Apifl), whom I'll endea-

vour to be more particularly acquainted with for that only.

Wild. You will entail a Coxcomb upon your (elf at leaft

but if that will do you any Service I'll introduce you, for this Apifi
has been fond of me, and often vilits my Levee, fo (hall you be fure

of a Diftemper you will hardly
(hake off again.
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Enter Ralph.
Ralph. Sir Feeble Goodwill returning from the Rainbow is conic

to wait on you.

Wild. Delire him to walk
up -Youknow him

y Gait/love, he's

a good humour'd old Gentleman, and tho' he can't drink fo much

as we, endeavours as much
$ loves young Company, and rather

than difoblige itwill fuffer a Debauch in it.

Gain. An Excellent Humour, 1 have heard the fame.

Enter Sir. FeebleGoodwill.

Wild. Sir Feeble, good Morrow. What! you have been folace-

ing with your old Morning's Draught, Brandy and Coffee.

Sir Feel. Morrow you young Wag but how——up fo

early! I expected to have found you a Bed with a Wench, or the

Head-ach. [Seeing Gainbve.] a Friend of yours ? QFo Wilding.
W ild. One who will be glad of your Acquaintance.

[Prcfents Gain, to him.

Sir Feeb. Well laid efaith. I love to fee
young Fellows herd

together. I was Young and Gay, and 1 have go you're a

Wag——Mum Od I have drank my 6 Bottles, icour'd the

Watch, and lain in the Compter.
Gain. MoftHeroick: This is a tough old Sinner. (_AjidetoWild.

}Vild. His good Humour excufes all his Faults. Well my good
Friend, how wears theWorld, youHill enjoy your wonted Mirth

and Jollity.
Sir Feeb. Why Faith as it us'd to do, e'en the wrong fide out-

ward. But what a Devil doft ask me? and what haft thou to

do with the Affairs of the World ? Od 1 thought thou woud'ft
have been bragging of the good Wine, or the obliging Woman

thou enjoy'dft laft Night, Matters of
greater Moment.

Wild. Why taith, Sir Feeble, 1 am generoufly inclin e! to both ^

but Gainlove has been illuftrating two Beauties, that I (hall never
defire to be acquainted with.

Sir Feeb. Why fo?

Wild. Left they fhould be too virtuous, or I fall in Love.

Sir Feeb. But who are thefe Ladies?

Wild. There's our Comfort, for neither he nor I know.

Sir Feeb. to Gain. Where did you fee em and when?

Gain. Laft Night about feven in the Park.

Sir Feeb. Alone ?

I /J/n.
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Gain. No 5 they had with 'em the moft exquilite Fool that

ever Folly and Affe&ation made impertinent.
Sir Feeb. Ad! let me tee, there was one of'em ay

*

Elack-hair'd, fairComplexion, her Features regular,- Rofes on her

Cheeks, her Teeth a Bank of Pearl, o<;l her Breaft two

Hills of Snow,——her Gad forgive me, what was I going to

fay 'but it (hall out her Waftebut a Span, her Age about

Eighteen,and her Fortune ioooo /.

Gain. Juft to your Defcription do you know 'em

and ioooo/. fay you, you have the prettied way of grace-

ing a Beauty, and then you
clofefo harmoniouily.

Sir Feeb. Why, look ye
now—and I don't deal with the Devil

neither. But as to the other——what lliall I fav to her,——-Od
.

J '

fhe's a rare Wench if I'm not miftaken. Fair as the Morn
,

beautiful as the Goddefs, fvveet, tall, a little plumpripe, and I

hope contenting Gad, her Eyes are the Devil, that's certain

and her Fortune Juft the fame to a tingle Penny, ye

Wag Od, my Blood's got round my Heart—Od, I am as

Nimble as a French Tumbler, no thanks to Mercury neither.

[Jumps about weakly*
Gain. Well, and dear Sir Feeble, where do they live, how to

get a Letter convey'd to 'em? That quickly.

Sir Feeb. Not a word Ad I believe you take me for a Pimp,

Look ye Sir, I fhou'd be glad to lerve my Friend in a Civil

way, as youunderftand me but Ah ! Confound your

Liquorifh Chops, [licking his Lips and ftnirking\ VV hat nothing

panes ye
?

Wild. I confefs, I ftand much engaged to the fair Sex, and wou'd

oblige 'em at the greateft hazard, provided they take my word.

Sir Feeb. That is with [[nuffing] a Baftard,
fweet Sir

5
and as for

taking your word, where a Woman is to be had, I'd as foon be-

lieve Mr. Fuller.

Wild. Sir, I'm your
moft humble Servant. [To Sir Feeble.

Gain. Prithee, Wilding, dear Rogue, beg to know where ck

who the Ladies are. Gad, I begin to be fo much in Love that

Liberty grows troublefome to me.

Wild. Faith, I have more refpett to my Friend, I wou'd not

lofev him tho' he's fo willing to lofe himfelf therefore if

this (W'd prove
a Plague to thee, let it be the Sin of thy own

Diligence: So will I ftand excus'd indeed Gainlove,

Ga'uc
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Gabt. I vvifh you were to fee the other, her Eyes wou'd warm

you
to Devotion, what think you, Sir Feeble ?

Sir Fecb. Warm him, Od blow him up into a Blaze.

Wild. Therefore, I'll not come near 'em ; for I guefs their Vir-

tue by their Fortunes nothing under a Thumb R-ing
and aParfon, which is as terrible to me, as if I was in the Dead

Warrant. I, like a
ge nerousMerchant, wou'd exchange Lovewith

eve; 7 Na* 'on not be bound continually to one Fa&ory.
Su , Inflr as thofe Univerfal Traders do, find your

fclf worth net';.: .

, -ugh the Multiplicity of your Bufinefs—

Come 1 have known fome Trade in French Goods, that have

paid dear enough for Warehoufe-Room d'ye hear?

Gain. And oft loft their whole Cargo. Since he is fuch

an Infidel to Beauty and Virtue, make me happy with the

Knowledge of the Charmers
5
for by Heaven, I never faw any

thing more commandingly obliging than that dear, little, black

Gad, 1 cou'd eat her. \_Hugging Sir Feeble.
Sir Fecb. Od he's very (harp fet truly Come keep your

Stomach, 1 have Bowels, and may do you Service, here's my
Hand.

Gain. You will ever bind me yours. [To Sir Feeb.

Sir Feeb. In fhort then, they are the Daughter and Niece of

the Rich Widow Pnrelight, the Quaker, who (notwithftanding
the old Jade's Endeavours) wou'd never be converted to her

Noftril Piety ^
but enjoy all the Freedoms of their own Humours.

Wiljd. By my Life of noble Nature.

Sir Feeb. Now, will I "truft you two with a Secret, for I fup-
pofe ye Men of Honour

^ you muft know I have for fome time

courted Dame Pnrelight——Od and have had reafonable good
Succefs, there being no Objection but a Vow {lie has made to

marry none but of her own Perfuafion.

Gain. Very well, but
pray go on.

Sir Feeb. Now, what do I intend this Afternoon, but to vilit
her, in order to which, 1 have hired a Coat, Hat and primitive
Cravat of the Play-houfe, and have been this Morning praftifing
the Cant; fo that I will acknowledge my Conversion to be the

Work of her Lips, and the Power of her Eyes. Get fait

marry'd, and then ufe heratDifcretion.

Wild. Bravely refolv'd.

Sir Feeb.
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Sir Feeb. Ad, (he's a fineWoman! Shall I give you a tafte of her

Perfe&ion now ? Ad her Nofe is adorn'd with all the Colours of

the Rainbow,—her Lips too, are as blew as Steel— and her

Teeth, (thofe I mean (he has remaining) do fo ftraddleyou may

pick 'em with a Bedftaff.

Wild. Much good may (he d'ye Sir.

Sir Feeb. And much good may do you, Sir. Ad ftie has

five hundred Pounds a Year Jointure, befides Money, which will

fupport a Man of my Years better than all the young Baggages

you hanker after, for all your bragging, young Gentleman.

Gain. That's below a Man of Honour.

Sir Feeb. Honour! What don't I know, that the young Cox-

combs of this Town will fwear Fifty Oaths in a Breath, they have

been diverting themfelves with an anonymous Perfon ofQuality

Zookers, when they have feen none but their Landrefs.

Well, but come^ ad one half Pint for a Whet, and

then ye fhall know all. . v , i
•• >

Gain. With all my Heart 5 and then take a turn in the Park,

'tis a delicious Morning.
Wild. I'll beg your Patience while I change my Linnen, and

then command me as you pleafe. But if you think to fetter me,

as
you

are like to do Gainlove, you'll find your felf miftaken.

Beauty has fubtle Charms, to draw us in,

But thoughts of Marriage cools that Heat
agen.

; 1 bti m r'--
■ ! •fi..'. .! _
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ACT II. SCENE I.

SCENE St. Jame's Park.

Several People, ivalkivg Woft the' Stage.
1

Enter Lucia, and Annabella*

Anna. :/"T"\is an inviting Morning, yet little or no Company.
_| Lncia. So much the better, I love Retirement

3

befides this Place is grown fo fcandalous, 'tis forfeiting Reputation
to'be feen in an Evening;.

Anna. Thou faift true" Girl ^ for what between the rufty, Fur-
bulo'd Commoners, and the Thread-bare Blew Disbands

$ there

is fuch a Scene of Poverty and Lewdnefs, that, you'd think Fa

mine had been the Reward of their' Iniquities.
Lucia. Look yonder, doft thou not fee Sir Thomas Thoughtful,

big with fome Projeft to ruin the reft of his Eftate ?

Anna. Yes: And there, on that Bench, are a Company of

French Refugees, Stir la Politique, all chattering together like the

Confufion of Babel.- Ce la v'ejl pas vray, Le- Diatte mint
fort,

oxy par ma'foy. Setlingf the Nation, and lying for Subfiftance.
Lucia. With bufy Motion and active Nonfence but let

us leave em to themfelves, and talk of what more nearly con

cerns us.

Anna. I have a Queftion to ask yon.
Lucia. What's that?

Anna. Did you reft well laft Night
>•

Lucia. Yes, 1 think I did.

Anna. Did you dream of nothing?
Lucia. Not that I remember.

Anna. Nay, then you trifle with me, and i'll be angry—come
tell me.

Lucia. I wou'd, but you'll laugh at me.

Anna. And, 'tis very like I
may Gainlove

you nam'd
in your Sleep, with more than common Accent.

Lucia Wh'u! a Mm that neither knows me, nor I him, but

byfeeing him at the Play-
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Anna. Well FU be condeinn'd to a Nunnery if thou haft not a

Months Mind to him,—T — Ah! do not,,do not, do not, let

me,go. \ou did not repeat this l^lt Night?, t

Lucia.. Nay then you (hall^know all. »—Gainlove the Man

you nam'd, (I confefs,, 1 have no Averfion to him ) inethoughts
came to my BedfiJe, and kift me with fuch eagernefs, I thought
he wou'd have eat me——'lis true my Lips gave way to the Jm-

preilor's Fury 5 then, he caught me in his Aims, and preft me to his

Bofom, and breath'd fuch Sighs—that fo warm'd my foolifli In-

clination, that I vow I cou'd a deny'd him nothing.
Anna. And what Efteem may

he have in your foolilh Inclina-

tion now you're awake, pray?
Lucia. E'en as much as will juftifie this favourable Opinion of

him } that he's a Gentleman, his Humour good, his Eftate com-

petent, but his Vices outweigh his Virtues, and to half theWorld

are more perfpicuous.
A>ma. I know not what you mean by Vices: I have heard he

has no more than Youth may excufe. I love a* Man ; that has

fome Sparks of Fire in him that will break forth fometimes, and

light me to his Virtues.

Lucia. Nay I think I mult agree with you.

Anna. Hang your incipid Coxcombs that do nothing but figh

and watch the Motion of the Eyes, waiting for a lucky Opportu-

nity of the falling of a Fan
5
then let him with an odious blufliing

Face, but ravifti a kifs from you, and the poor
Fool's in Heaven.

Oh, provoking!—No I am not for the Hopes of the Family, my

Lady's elded Son, fqueezing his Hat and bowing thus—

who when my Lady asks him if he loves fuch a one, Grinns

and replys yes that he does with all's Heart. l'rri for

the brisk, the gay, and witty Gallant 5 let him but play upon the

fquare with me, and I (hall never grudge whatever I lofe
to him.

Lucia. Wilding you mean.

Anna. Pifh, how came you to name Him? you might as well

have nam'd Fondle, that rich Blockhead. You know the Match

was made up between my Aunt and he, there only wanted my

Confent} which I refufing, andufinghimill, hechang'd
hisMind,

and has ever fince kept a Miftrefs of whom he's very fond and

jealous.
Lucia. \Afid£\ She blufhes. Indeed, Coufin, I believe you

Jove the Rake. - • \

C 2 Anna.
- t
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Anna. Indeed Coz. you may believe what you pleafe. I am

neither in Love with him, nor he with Matrimony. —And

Marriage is at beft but like a new Game, which we firft admire,

but afterwards 'tis fo tedious playing the fame thing over and

over, that we can no more be pleas'd with it then, than before

contented without it.

Lucia. Then let us refolve on nothing but to leave all to For-

tune. Come we'll fet down on this Bench, and you (hall fing the

new Song, there's no Body near us.

Anna. Thou know'ft I have no Voice, but fince we are alone

I'll venture. CEnter behind 'em Wild. Gain.

OH!
when will aU the hateful Trait/,.

Of War and Dtfolation ceafe $

Oh ! when will Love return again,
And blefs the

weary World with Peace.

We've wijh'd for Peace a tedious while,
The Fates jlill give us new Allarnis.

Won d fair Math pleafe to [mile,

Succefs wottd then attend our Arms.

After the Song Gain, fpeakf\ Ten thoufand Bleflings to the
dear charming Voice that utters fo much Harmony 5 Ha! By Heav-
en the very Ladys I told you of.

Lucia. Gainlove here !
£70 Anna.

Anna. Ay, and with him that agreeable RakeWilding. \To Lucia*.
Lucia. Come Cozen, let's be gone.
Anna. No Cozen, I love to fee how

very impertinent fome Fel-
lows will be, 'tis a great Diverfion.

Wild. Nay Ladys, fince you have fo obliged us, give us leave to

pay our Thanks.

Anna. Thank your Stars then once, for I don't doubt
but our Sex hath made ye curfe em often.

£Lucia and Anna rijing in Confujion
V'

SONG.

I.

s Wild.
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Wild. Yes, ye little Wag they have been cruel.

Gain. That cannot be where fo much Beauty dwells. [To Lucia.

Lucia. Pray, Sir, give your felf no farther trouble, tor on my

word you'll find it fo.

Gain. Twere a Sin to doubt your Goodnefs, Heaven ne'er

made ye fair to guild our Ruin : Nature fram'd you folter than

Lovers Sighs, and only meant you as fome bright Conftellation,

to guide us to our Happinefs.
Anna. Gad, what an odious whining Puppy 'tis. [A/tde.~] Come,

Sir, have You nothing to fay on the fame Subjeft ? [ToWild.

Wild. Faith, not 13 for if Iliad, I Queftion whether you'd be-

lieve me.

Anna. Tis pofitively two to one I fliou'd not.

Wild. And 'tis juft the fame ods, that I fhou'd not mean what

I fpoke, any more than your Ladyfhip does at your Devotion.

Anna. Frank and fred

Wild. Plain-dealing; Child——To what purpofe ftiou'd I fay

you are Charmingly Fair, when your Pocket-glafs indulges you in

the fame Opinion, which you refer your felf to oftner than an

A&refs when {he's ftudying the Airs of her new Part. To fay

your Shape's Divine, when 'tis the Encomium of your Taylor,

whilft he's trying your Stays—
or that your Humour's good,

when it eftablifhes your Reputation with your Chamber-maid.

The Baits laid between her and the Squire's Valet; and the

Squire's great Head is caught in a little Noofe, no bigger than

his Ring.
Anna. Very well, Sir. And wou'd not you be angry

if

I (hou'd hold the Glafs to you ? I'll try you
for once -for

you muft know, I (hall be very much pleas'd to fee you out of

Humour.

Wild. Which I defie you
to do, thus arm'd with the moil au~

thentick Philofophy, Indifference.

Anna. Then, have at you.
Your whole Sex is a Coinpo-

fition of Folly and ill Nature, Flattery and Falfhood, and that

wholefome Ingredient, Self-conceit. ■'Tis true, you
have a

good full Wig that covers
an empty Head your Cloaths are

fafhionable, they fet off your decay'd
Carcafs like an old Room ,

new painted. Nay, through the Diftempers of your Body,
and

the Confufion of your Mind,
before ye are five or fix and Twentys

ye Batter Love like City Merchants—1 -by inch of Candle.
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Wild, Very well.

Anna. Ia fine, your greateft Virtue is your Philofophical Indif-

ference, and your Indifference, the mod: agreeable thing I can fee

in you, upon my word.

Wild, going. Your humble Servant.—Come along, Gainlove.

Gain. Why! what's the matter, Man >

Wild. Why, I do not know whether 'twas with her Eyes or

her Tongue, but I have juft now receiv'd a Slight Wound,
and if Haughty don't apply fome prefent Renfedy, for ought I

know it may grow worfe and worfe.

[Wild. Makes a Sign of talking with Anna.

Gain. Indeed, Wilding, I am wounded too, and can never be

cur'd, unlefs (he pleafe who gave the Smart > £ Turning to Lucia.

Lucia, i fee your Gallantry wou'd impofe on my Difcretion.

Gain. By all that's good, I have not faid one Syllable but what

my Heart firft coin'd.

Lucia. If this is the only Subjeft you are pleas'd to rally on, I

can hear no more. You make hot Love with a cold Inclination,

only to be in the Fafhion, which is as difagreeable as a Beau in

Winter, with his Bofom naked to the Wafte, and his Hands in

his Muff.

Enter Ralph runningaimoft out of Breath.

Ralph. Sir, Sir Mr. Injunction, your Clerk in Court, has fent

word, if you don't prefently enter your Appearance in Haughty
againft Wilding, there will be an Attachment ieal'd this Afternoon

by a private Seal, and Mrs Move-lodgings Demurrer is to be argued
to morrow Morning at ten a Clock.

Wild. This 'tis to be in Equity. Prithee, Gainlove, entertain
the Ladies, I mufl be

gone^ anon I'll fend to thee,, nay,
don't look at me.

"

[To Anna, he flares at her, and fie
at him, till he bores and

goes sjf7\
Gad, if thcu haft done me any harm look to't, I'll be reveng'd

on thofe dear bewitching Fires—Ladys, your Servant. [Exit.
Anna. Come, Cozen, let us

go $
I don't doubt but this Gen-

tleman has fome Suit or other depending too.

Lucia. I wait on you.

Gain. Madam, give me but the leaffc Hopes of feeing you
again, and if I don't demonftrate the Reality of my Paiiion,
(corn me more than I adore you.
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Lucia. I never make Affignations, and (hall have a better Opi-
nion of your Love and Honour, if you don't offer to dog us

3

if you do, they (hall be ever forfeited.

Gain, i will obey, but Heaven knows with what Reluftancy I

doit.

Anna. Now the Devil take that dear, falfe, agreeable,—what
ftiall I call him >

Wilding. But I'll go home and pray heartily
that we may meet again to Morrow.

j[Exeunt Lucia and Anna.

Gain. She's gone, and left me in as much Confufion as Mer-

chants when they fear their Treafure's loft^ 'tis plain I love her,

and 'tis as plain I am an Afs^ but how to help it! —has (lie not

all attractive Excellence, perfe& Beauty, Shape divine, every

thing that Art or Nature can produce to make her lovely,
then where's the fault? By Heaven I will perfift, tho' to the

hazard of my downy Quiet 5

Love with ambitious Wings aloft does foar,

And only is fubdu'd by it's own Power 5

For once my Reafon (hall to Love give way,

I am Love's Subjeft, and I will obey, [Exit-,-

SCENE II. Haughty's Lodgings.
\

1
„

'
/

Enter Haughty.

Han. The bitter Pangs of Jealoufie exceed the Pleafure of In-

trigue 5
Oh! I cou'd tear my Hair, my Heart, lay open every

Vein to heighten my Revenge, till I had laid my felf as level to

f the Earth, as is this Traytors Falfhood plainly feen. To be

-

rejc&ed with a cold Indifference—Death ! who can bear it?

and only wait the Leavings of his Love—Confufion feizehim!

Since not mine Whofe there?

Enter Malapert.

Mai. Did you call, Madam?

Han. What Anfwer to my
Letter tell me again -for

I've forgot, and wifh that Memory had no being to Echo back

my Torture
— what fy id he?

MJ' He feem'd to fay 'twas your, decay of Paffion,
look'd

% concerned, yet bid
me tell you He'd punctually obey y our Com-

mands.
'

_ ,
Hau*
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Han. Cunning Villain, to palliate with Concern what met his

Withes
5 begone, and wait. [Exit Malapert.

But, why tliou'd I in this Wliirldwind of my Paffion betray a

Weaknefs that my very Soul, when Reafon holds the Reins,
wou'd blu(h, nay fcorn to own. Be calm a while, my fwel-

hng Heart
5 down, down, till ripe Revenge, bleft with Oppor-

tunity, o'erwhelm us both.

Enter Wild, and runs to kifs Haughty.
Wild. My deareft Life.

Hat/. My Plague. [Turns arcaj.
Wild. Nay then I'il wait on you in better Humour. [Offers to

go.

Hau. Stay, (by, thou perjur'd Monfter. [Pulls him back,.
Wild. Now to

my thinking, I'm as true to the Sex as
any

young Fellow in Town [Ajide.
Hm. How canft thou look me in the Face after this vile Af-

front >

Wild. Which I am infenfible of, as I hope to be

Hau. I never doubted your denying it—and might have been

again that credulous Fool, had not thefe Eyes beheld
your

Treachery.
Wild. Pray, Madam, explain your felf, for till I know the Crime

I itand accus'd of, how can I plead my Innocence ?

Hau. Innocence! Blot not the Name with thy infe&ious Tongue.
Where was you yefterday?

Wild. So, (he has found me out. [A/tdc.~] Why to tell you the

truth, I found my felf melancholy for want of your Company—
>and fo went to the Play.

Huh. Foolifh Evafion Why did you not come according
to your Promife

>

Wild. Nay now I fee you are in Jeft, fhould I ha' come

when Fondle was with you, and ruin'd all my Hopes and yours,

by one rafh Aft of Love?

Hau. I faw him not— nor think to be believ'd
5 this flight In-

vention has no room for Credit, bafe Man.

Wild. Why then
may I never hope to be happy again

if
my Man Ralph, whom I lent as ufual to give notice if the Coaft

was clear, did not return immediately, and told me he faw Fon-
die going up the Street, towards

your Lodgings, which you
muft

know, put me into a deep Concern for your Honour but if
I do not turn

away the Rafcal immediately.

Ha.
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Han. As falfe as Hell, as thou thy felf art
3
who was that

you waited on to a Coach Masqu'd and in a Furbelo'd Scarf?

Wild. Why there again (he might be Furbelo'd all over

for ought I know 1 took fo little Notice of her but was

forc'd out of my Frienftiip to Gawlove to offer that fmall Service

£0 his Relation.

Han. A Service you often do one another. Relation!

.. Wild. Ay ! Gainlove' s marrid Sifter but fince I find you

doubt my Love or Honour 'by this intemperate Jealoufie
1 will offend no more,- think on the happy Minutes

that I loft in being abfent from my Soul's beft Wifhes what

foft Endearments in a mutual Love— and then if Gratitude, for

Love like mine be bantfh'd from your. Breaft, tear me thence too.

[Offers to gOi

Hau. Once more I conjure you ftay, how tain wou'd i

believe!

Wild. Calmbut your Paffion, 'twill be eafy.
Huh. \_A[ide7\ Fondles Carriage, yefterday Morning, now I

think out, fhew'd Difturbance, and he might watch hereabout,

nay, I have known him do it before upon Sufpicion: I muft be-

lieve him. Well, my eafy Nature can forgive you, tho' all

was true. > {Calmly*
Wild. Which if it is not, may I-—

Han. Nay hold, you know my Heart ftreams with excefs of

Love and if I thought amifs, do you forgive
— 1 am o'th.

fudden feiz'd with fuch a Giddinefs in my Heady I muft ly down

• 'twill prefently be over,—:—you may
divert your felf with

Reading. , .

Wild. I have read the Chapter over fo often, I have it all by

heart. I have fome Spirit ofHeartshorn, Madam [Afide.

Han. Then hring it after me, if you think it no trouble. [Exit*
Wild., alone. I know the Hint -So I'm drawn in again—

Well there is more trouble in being.belov'd by one, Woman, than,

there is admiring the whole Sex. [Exit*.

X ■ >
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SCENE, the Street before Haughty s Lodging/,
:;•// ; *;*); i r.t: . i 'Ofw

Fondle /« 4 Chair,

Fond. So, fo, there's half a Crown for you -that's fix

pence above your Fare.

• Chairmen, Blefs
your good Worfhip. [Exeunt Chairmen.

Fond* Well, thefe City Feafts are the prettieft things, -and,
-fihtr and Twenty Fidlers all in a Roiv, [Sings ridiculoufly. J By
George, I begin to grow tipfy,——Ad, I found a fit of Love com-

ing upon me, and I Hunk away to my Sweeting Well, I am

happier than an Eaftem Monarch--'—to Love— and -then

to be fo belov'd again. —By George, I wou'd not change my
Condition, to be the great Turk.• Let'me fee, my Sweeting
ftands me in Commnnibus Annis, as the Grecians have it, a iooo/.

pugh a Trifle but I muft defire her to be a ftttle more

careful, for fhe has every now and th£n a piece of Plate ftole or

elfe lofes her purfe of Guineas, which I am lofo'd to re@turt sfcf
often as it happens. >—Now (hall I find her

perhaps in Tears,
for (lie was mighty loath to let me

go-— but [ (hall fur-

prife her with my Prefence. A furprife is fo
pretty to a Woman'^

\Goes to the Door."] The Door s open! ?his MrJajkrt Is a -bareiefs
Baggage.' ^ u

[Exit, fonts the Door\
Enter Malapert.

Mai. I left the Door a Jarr, whilftl went to the Corner of the
Street: I hope nothing .has iiappen'd" in my Abftrnce
to the Door, and finds it JhntA The Door's (hut! •I'll knock

foftly, perhaps the Landlady' is tome Home.
[Knocks.

Fond, from above, Who's there?
. Mai. Unlucky' Accident! Fondle return'dl 'What can this
mean? 'Tis I Sir,''pray make bafte down, 'tis Matter of great
Concern, delay not a Mifiute./- 0

Fond. Hey day, the Wench is Maudlin I think— well I
^ome.

[Goes down*

[Fondle opens the Door, they both enter as above.
*Fond. Are not

you a forgetful Fool, to leave the Door
open,when you know

your Miftrefs has loft fo
many things ?

Mai. Indeed Sir, I beg Pardon but how long have youbeen come in ?

Fond.
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Fond. Why, I was but juft got up to the Stair^afe Window as

thou knock'dft.

Mai.' I am glad of that, [Ajtde.~] Oh Sir, (ince you went, my

Miftrefs has had the ftrangeft fit! 'had (he and you no words?

Fond. No, none, but that fne feem'd concern'd at my going.
Mid. Why, then there 'tis (lie's always uneafie when

you are from her^ as foon as you went fhe fell into Tears,

which'continu'd till the Fit feiz'd her, which held her a long half

Hour 5 but, when (he came with much ado to her felf, (he was

advis'd to compofe her felf to reft. So (lie's lain down upon the

Bed, but I'll go and tell her.

Fond. I fay, ftay you here, I'll go my
felf

poor Sweeting 1

[Weeps.

Mai. Indeed but you (ha'n't. Such a furprizing Joy juft as

(he awakes, may throw her into her Fit again thro' Excefs.

Fond. Ad, and fo it may. Ay do thee go. [_Exit Mai.'] I

am mighty glad my good Fortune put it into my Head to come

away.
Poor Sweeting! [Cryesf] Well (lie does love me

nay I vow too much for her own Quiet.

Enter Haughty in her Night Gown.

Hait. runs to Fondle.'] O my Dear
! this is kind, I did not expedt

-

you this three Hours, whom (hall I thank? your Love?—[Point-

ing her Hand to Wild, to go. Wild. kjjfes her Hand and Exjt.~] or

my.bleft Fortune [H^ggs him till Wild, croffes the Stage and

goes out.'] IS.ay ftruggle not, I'll hold you faft now I have .you,

you (han't leave me How of a fudden am I quite compos'd,

and all my Illnefs eas'd !
my Sorrrow, which fo late clouded my

Reafon, is clear'd to (hining Joy.

Fond. Hold a little, dear Sweeting, ad thou liaft almoft

ftiti'd me with Kindnefs Malapert has [Puffing and blowing.

told me all that happen'd, 1 am very glad ,to fee rnec io well

again poorSweeting! [lOJJlng her.
^

.

Han. I took fomething for the Vapours, that has done me

good.
Fond. I'm glad of that too

—WhatDo&or had you?

Han. One whom I.always ufe on thefe Occafkms.

Fond. And you find great benefit by
him?

Han. Oh immediately.

Fond. [Smiling.] Come let us go
in and tafte one Flask of the

Shampaign I fent you laft} and then

D 2 Hau.

/



Hmt. I'm all Obedience

For thee all other Pleafures I'd deny,

Nay Life it felf [Fond. Poor Sweeting, fo wou'd I.

ACT III. SCENE I.

SCENE a Chamber, difcovering the Widow Pure-

light and Sir Feeble in his Quakers dress, at a Table.

Sir Feeb. Hum—

Wid. Hum— '{They hunt and fiehjeveral times.
Sir Feeb. Hum

Wid. Hum

Sir Feeb. Widow arife, let not thy Heart be hardn'd like the

wicked ones.

Wid. Truly, I am in exceeding great doubt.

Sir Feeb. I fay both yea and verily, 'tis the evil Spirit of Con

tradiction, that waxeth ftrong in thee as I
may fay

—

a
per

verfenefs of Heart hum

Wid. I am amazed, yea confounded in my Intellectuals, at thy
fudden Conversion, and doubt of the truth thereof'—hum—

Sir Feeb. The Wicked doubt indeed, but thouWidow halt work
ed a Work.—I have renounced the heathenifh Superftition, and
am become thy Creature^ I love thee in Sincerity, and thou fhalt
have fubftantial proofof my Ability, according to the Works of
Nature fo pleafe thee.

Wid. Thou doft take me for a carnal Woman, I fear. [Drawing
nearer."] 1 profefs my Zeal waxeth warm. [_AJide.~] What woudft
thou that I fhou'd do?

Sir Feeb. That thee and I, may out of Brotherly Affe&ion, be -

joined in the Bands ofMatrimony, and be made one.

[Drawing nearer.

Wid. I (hall gainfay why doft thou make a Scoft ?——and
utter falfe intentions > Truly this pleafeth me. [Ajtdefailing.Sir Feeb. I do cordially profefs my liking to thy Perfon.
And thus I feal my Contraft on the one

part
—

[Kijjb/g herHand.
IVifi. How humble the good Man is!
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Sir Feeb. I wou'd have raifed my felf up
to thy Comelinefs, but

feared to difpleafe.
Wid. No, furely, I {hou'd not have been angry for I con-

ceive no harm therein.

Sir Feeb. Then on thy Lips let me tafte of the Grapes of Can-

naan. [KijJi's hcr.~] She ftinks worfe than rotten Cheefe— £A/idc*

[Licking his Lips!] Sweeter than Hony let me again receive

the Gift of Satisfaction.

Wid. No, furely I may not again. [Turns away.

Sir Feeb. That my Affe&ions yearneth to thee is true^ |

out a Bottle.'] or may I ever want this dram of Support, when

fainting in my Pogrefs [Drinks."] Tafte, it is of comfort, and

refrefheth exceedingly.
Wid. Plainly I am loath. [She Drinkj1.] they fay the Seeds

of Diffention ly at the bottom.

Sir Feeb. No, this is called the Brethren's Reconciler, prepared by

Rebecca, the Daughter of Ap/inadab, near unto
Turner's Hall, and

is of a delicious flavour. [Drinks.

Wid. I wou'd not willingly miftake. [Dw/^.] I think the

Creature is good, nay exceeding good, -and furely I will

remember thee. [Drinks again.

Sir Feeb. You may by way of remembrance,
but Healths are a

prophanation 5
the Wicked drink Healths and become unclean as

the Beaft.

Wid. I think there remaineth nothing in the Veffel.

Sir Feeb. Verily, but little, it rattleth
in the Throat, like a de-

parting Friend.

Wid. I will fupply thee from my fecret Place, my Clofet,

whither if thou wilt go,
thou mayft open freely and declare.

Sir Feeb. I (hall— -therefore give me thy Hand much whiter

than Snow, and let us walk together even as one Flefti. [Exeunt.

Enter Annabel la jjiji as they go off.

Anna. So, the Lovers are retir'd 5
well that old Knight is a Diffem-

bler, but what care I ? For my Life, I cannot get this Wilding

out of my Head Lord, how my Thoughts ramble! 1

Let me confider, have I a Tender ior the Fellow ? No

Has he for me? -No Then we are agreed But why

{hou'd he run in my Mind,more than another ?-—Why commonly

the greateft Impertinencies
are uppermoft in

our 1 houghts ^ y .t

certainly theremuft be Reputation in converting
the Infidel* B t

y.

Enter
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Enter Betty.

Betty. Your Pleafure, Madam?

Anna. Where's my Cozen >

Betty. In her Chamber.

Anna. Tell her I wou'd fpeak with her. [Exit Betty.'] Whether

my Inclinations are debauch'd or not, I'm lure Gainlove is the

Centre of hers.

Enter Lucia.

Your Servant Cozen, did you fee the Brethren >

Lucia. Yes, and believe 'twill be a Match, fince he has taken

this fan&ifi'd Cloathing but neither you nor I are ad-

mitted into her Cabinet.' Nay. methinks I'm better reconcil'd

now than I us'd to be.

Anna. Becaufe he's intimately acquainted with Gainlove ha,

have not I hit it ?

Lucia. Youmight rather have faid Wilding., for that has been of

longeft (landing Come I have found you out.

Anna. Shall we both confefs ?

Lucia. Do you begin.
Anna. Why then, I find I do love that dear deceitful Wilding,

and I will have him whatever it coft me and I think I have

fomething more attrattive than a Loadftone ten Thoufand

Pounds, Girl, has more Charms than the Boy and his Mother ever

thought of. Come, now what fay You ?

Lucia. Why 1 but -you'll
Anna. Never ftand humming and hawing.
Lucia.— I do love Gainlove with all my Heart—I'm glad 'tis out.

Anna. So now we have exchang'd Secrets -which I dare

fwear we both knew before. How (hall we contrive to fecure

'em, without letting 'em know our own Weaknefs?

Lucia. Why, if this Match goes forward, which on my Cou-

fcience is by this time agreed on. Sir Feeble will be the propereft
Inftrument to work with.

Anna. That may be too long for Impatience—Your's is already
at

your Feet but mine is a hot fiery Rake, and has a fort of

Salamander Love, he can live in Flames.

Lucia. Let us retire to our Chamber, and confult.

Anna. Agreed. I know he is intri^u'd with Mrs Haughty, who

Lodges in the next Street, for I had him dog'd 5 and to fhew my

Love, I am rcfolv'd to begin with a little Mifchief.

Enter
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Enter Betty.

Bstty. Madam, Mr. Apifh i$ qoJm$ to wait on you. [ To Anna.

and yourMother defires to fpeak with you prefently [To Lucia. Exit.

Anna. I will endeavour to difpatch this Coxcomb, and be with

you prefently. [Exit Lucia.31 mud keep him in Sufpence, it may
be of ufe to me

5
now muft I change my Humour to his, and

mimick the Puppy in his ownBlindnefs.

, .
Enter Apifh.

Ap. Your Ladifhip's moft very humble Servant: Pardon, fair

Creature, this tedious Abfence an Age is paft, fince I beheld

thofe Eyes, the break of Day-^ at which the Clouds difperfe and

Pleafure fills the Scene. ,

, l

[Serening and bcnllbig the Body ridiculoujlyt
Anna. That happy Fair (vvho e'er you mean) muft been tirely

blefl: to have that great Addition to her Beauties by your Com-

mendation.
„ [Imitating hint.

Ap. La Belle Langucfoante, [Afide'.] Beauty like yours com-

mands Our Adoration, but like the Sun dazles the weak Behold-

ders— the Happinefs I long have wifh'd for, makes meAp-

proach with this aliiduous Diligence, to beg what's infinitely

beyond my little Merit. 'Good [Afide.

Anna. That Modefty, as ill becomes a Perfdn of your Gallantry,

as a taint denial does the Mouth, when we wou'd only feem to

fly our Withes -whatcou'4 you ask ?

Ap. Your Love your kind Content -your very humble

Servant —A good Conceit and handfomely brought
oil. [Afide

fnearing']
■ £1akjng out hk Snuff Box.

Anna. [Afide.] By the help of that Snuff Box, he'll make ten

empty words, the Complement of half an Hour ^Lord, how

that Raillery becomes you! .[Ltfitghs ridiculoujly.

Ap. Why, does your Ladifhip
take it for Raillery ? [Laughs.

Anna. Upon my-Avord.
•. j. „

Ap. Upon my Soul
'

[Both laughing.

Anna. Your Reafon for being in Love ?

Ap. That is but a foolifh Queftion [Aj/de.'] Your Wit, your

Beauty, your- Agreeabtenefs, your eysry thing
in the World.—

befides, every Morning what -between the indigefted .Fumes of

Sopbifticated'Wine, and, the Solicitations of impertinent Women

—rl have had no more eafe than a Secretary of State—and therefore

am refolv'd to facrificeboth to your commanding Excceilence.

p Anna.



24 Vice Reclaim dj or,

Anna, I Beauty ! egad, ha, ha, ha 1 Wit ! ha, ha, ha.

Ap. Oh ! the whole Town allows that—for fpeaking t'other

Day'with fome Gentlemen you was^efently nam'd; and your
Humble Servant lb happy to be in Comparifon

-1

Lord, Apijft,

fays he, when do you conclude that Match ?—For as I always (aid,

you had too much Sincerity for a Courtier fo I find the

Lady has too much Wit for a Politician in delaying this Affair,

[Taking Snuff very ofteft.

Anna. Oh good, you make me blufli—I wonder a Man ot your

Wit is never troubled with that agreeable Amufement—the Spleen.

Ap. More than any private Gentleman in England, (I except

Quality) Why Madam I very often Breakfaft, Dine, and Sup of
the Spleen : Nay, go to Bed and Sleep four and Twenty Hours to-

gether purely out ot Spleen.—Iconfefs, it fwells a Man toadifpro-

portion, [Screwing his Body7\ and is of greater Indulgence than

your Ladiiliip's Couch.

Anna. Your Pardon, ha, ha, ha. I can't forbear, ha, ha, ha,
tho'1 confefs 'tis rude. [Laughing affettedly.

Ap .By Heaven, it becomes you, [LaughsI had three Perfons

with me to day, that never fail to give me a lit of it
5 My

Taylor, Barber, and Bookfeller.

Anna. That may be. 'Tis as impoffibte for the Taylor and
Barber to mend his (hape and Complexion, as it is for the Book-

feller to increafe his underftanding. \_Ajidc*
Ap. Dear Creature, a Kifs for your Thought.
Anna. A little envelop'd in Contemplation.

Ap. Might I prefume to hope, I cou'd the leaft engage you
>

Anna. No.

Ap. You kill me.

Anna. I'm glad on't.

Ap. Barbarous Beauty,
Anna. Kind Invader —no I mean——

Ap. Deareft Creature!

Anna. Adieu, fo if I ftay one Minute longer, I vow and fvvear
I fhall difcover the Secret.

[Runs out..

Ap. Kindly hinted however, I'll after her weil I (hall

be happy ^
I ftand fair in her Aunt's Opinion, and upon my

Soul I think (he difcovfrs her Love the more in-endeavouring to

conceal it, as the Ladies in the Boxes do, in declining their

Heads from a. double Entendre.
[Exit.
Enter

t ~
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Enter Wilding and Ralph.

Wild. Well, let the Opinion of the World be what it will,
Women are vairi fantaftick Creatures, all Delufion

5 and he

that trufts sem is in danger of fplitting on the Rock of his own

Inadvertency. \_Afide.~] Did you carry the Letter >

Ralph. Yes Sir, but cou'd fee no Body but Malapert, who brought
this Anfwer, that her Miftrefs defir'd to fee you an Hour hence: I

fuppofe the Dragon was there
^

(lie wou'd have you look whe-

ther the Clofet Window be (hut or not
5
which if it be, you may

March into the Cittadel without fear of Ambufh, provided you

come with Sword in Hand.

Enter Gainlove.

Gain. Wilding, well met—I was going to your Lodgings.
Wild. A fure place not to have found me-——I was juft

fending to you. Well what price bears Lucia fince the laft inter-

view.

Gain. In Eftimation, fhe is aTreafure not to be valu'd.

Wild. So-thou haft r-un thy felf out of thy 'Wits with more ex-

pedition than a City Proje&or,
Gain. Prithee hold thy Tongue.
Wild. Why I muft be free with my Friend

^
fhe has found thy

blind Paflion, and fo thinks to catch you by a referv'd.Modefty, as

Counterfeit as their Completions 5
otherwifeWomen are as pro-

digal of their Favours, as Fools are of their Impertinence
• both

certain Plagues, and only to be remov'd by a fevere Refentment.

Gain. She has Beauty to arreft the Eyes of a Hermit, and

is fuch a Conftellatiott of Virtue-

Wild. For ought thou knovveft.

Gain. Say Ice is wanton
„
or Snow uncbaft, but prithee in-

dulge me in this only.
'

Wild. Why fhoud Women, whom Nature has been liberal

to, ftudy to abufeit—as they all do, (no refie&ion on your God-

defs, Gainlove,) both in Face and) Shape.
.

Gain. There' are that do fo but you ought to have

more Charity than to believe it of the whole Sex. ni

Wild. To fee a Lady in DiCibilee,with her Night Clbaths pleat-

ed about her Face, like a Fortification 'at 'a Paftryi-Cooks, and

another forbelo'd from top to toe ,
like a- frielland' Hen

— -

Why, we gaze
indeed becaufe Natures brougnt to bed 0.1 a

Monfter. ■ •

.

E Gain,
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Gain. Why, this makes me more in Love -to think, at

ieaft to hope (lie's guilty of none, of thefe.

Wild. Why, out of Friendship I thought to have preferv'dyou,
but fince you are fo bent on your ruin

'I muft confefs I

have a pretty good Genius at Mifchief, and will do you what

diflervice I can, I can term it no otherwife.

Gain. A (lift me but to reach this Happinefs, and command my

Life.

Wild. That is, endeavour to raifeyou to that Precipice which

will make your Head ach to look down. Well
, you may

command me. But I wonder what's become of Sir Feeble,

for as he thrives, you may hope to ftjcceed ^
he muft be confulted

and fee:where he comes in Metamorphofis.
Enter Sir Feeble.

Wild. You're the Man we wifli'd for.

Gain. Welcome, dear Sir Feeble.

Sir Feeb. Avant, I will fly from thee, as I wou'd from the

dark Villous of Idolatry 1 am no more the proph&ne Sir

Feeble Goodwil, I am changed in a twinkling, and am become

Rabfheka the pure. a canting tone.

Wild. Prithee leave of this ftuflf.

Sir Fecb. Are we alone ? £ Looking about.

Gain. We are.

Sir. Feeb. Why then I am as willing to be a little wicked as

any of ye but ah 1 cannot do as I have

done. [Changing his Voice
"

.] I us'd like a <3,00d Inftrument to be

always in tune, but now I am either too. fljt or lofe my time.

Gain. Tis but the other Hands in Confort humouring you a

little, and you may make tolerable Mufick.

Wild. How ftand your Affairs with the Widow, are

you profperous ?

Sir Feeb. As Heart can with ~

Boy 1 am now come to

invite you both to my Wedding. Ad 1 had much.ado at

firft, but I fettled her with a dram of the Bottle which

made her incline to Eleafon. I have been opening a Matter of

Importance befides.

Gain. What's that? i

aijj
Sir Feeb.

^Why
I have lay'd down the true value of your Eftates,

and propos'd a Match between
you two, and the youne Ladys.

Wild. The Devil
you have?

Sir Feeb.
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Sir Feeb. The Devil take me if I have not, -and (he is well

pleas'd with it, that is as I have fet you out for two of the hope-
fulleft young Gentlemen in Town. Efpecially you, Sir.

Wild. 1 may modeftly confefs that.

Gain. Generous Sir Feeble !

Wild. And how do you intend to keep your Word?

Sir Feeb. By your Compliance, fweet Sir, that's all—[Looking

about.'] ad fo, yonder's your Rival, juft come from Annabella.

Enter Apifh.
Wild. He has fpy'd us, there's no avoiding him, 'twou'd

mad me he flbou'd have her of all Men. [Ajrdc.

Sir Feeb. Now I muft return to my Purity again, left he dis-

cover me.

Ap. Dear Wilding, pofitively yours.—Gainlove, your Servant.

Sir Feeble, I kifs your Hand.

Sir Feeb. Tliou may'ft not call me fo, I am of the Reformed.

[ In the canting Toney

Wild. Yours Sir, without Ceremony.

Ap. With all my Heart.—Ceremony is as injurious to Friend-

fhip as Love, and only ferves to delay a Happinefs. Sir Feebley

I hear you have prevail'd with the Widow.

Sir Feeb. I have out of a brotherly Love, promifed to infpeft

the Widows Concerns, and afull her as a tender Yokefellow,

truly.

Ap. I may
own without Vanity, that I have gain'd

fome fmall

Conqueft too 5
but when I name it, I blutli to think 'tis more the

Lady's Goodnefs,than any
Perfeftion of mine. [_ha,hajaughsgravely.

Wild. Oh fie, Mr. Apifi, I thought you
had been one ofmy Hu-

mour and defy'd Bondage^ fhou'd the Town hear of your being

married, 'flife che Coffee-houfes wou'd be fill'd with Cenfure in-

ftead of Politicks.

Ap. With all my Heart, I am pofitively refclv'd to venture—

Gainlove, I wou'd fain have thee of the Family.

Gain. Iam oblig'd to you,
but will confider of it.

Ap. Banilh Confideration,
'tis as inconfiftent with the Gentlemen

of this Age, as Devotion, and praftis'd with as much re--

gret.
Sir Feeble and I will fpeak a good word for you.

Sir Feeb. Verily I will be no Match maker, left the Bleffing

fhould be inverted by the wickednefs
of the Parties, and they live

to the difquiet of their
own Confciences. I will retire,———a-

non I'll fend to you. [To Wilding.] FarcweL \_Exiu

E 2 1 Wild* ,
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Wild. You that have known the Town fo well, and devoted

your felf to the Pleafures of it fo long tis ftrange.

Ap. Why I have been fo mortify'd with the Accidents that at-

tended that, I'll hazard no more, befides what a Scene of

Defolation is a Scrumpet's Lodgings. Things lye in as much Con-

fufion as before the Creation
5 it you look in the Clofet, (which

muft be by Surprize) you find here, half a Bottle ofdead fmall Beer,
there two or three Candles, a peck of Coals, half a

two-penny
Loaf, a CrufV of Chefhire Cheefe, a dab of Soap, and a broken

Chamber-pot. ha, ha, ha.

Gain. A good Difcription of Drurj-Lane. [^Afide toWild.

Wild. He was formerly a Mercer's Apprentice in Covent Gar-

den, and fo u'd to divert himfelf, when Shop was fhut in.

[Aj/de to Cain.

Ap. In the Table-drawer, a Toothlefs dirty Comb and Brufh,
fome Boxes with Pills or Pomatum, perhaps a little Brick-duft to

. fcowr the Teeth, a paper of Patches, fomefowr Milk for a Wafh.

In the Window a piece of Looking-glafs, with the Quickfilver
half off, and underneath the Bed, the foul Linnen.

Wild. But here at this end of the Town, they pafs for Qua-
lity, and are never without Coaches, Chairs and Footmen at the

Door, that the Equipage below, may difcover the Coxcomb a-

bove.

Ap. I have try'd both, and find no great difference, only that the
Landlords here exadc great Rents, and are never paid, and there

they are as low priz'd as you pleafe, becaufe I prefume they ne-

ver expert it.

Gain. You are Satyrical, Apijh.
Ap. I vow 'tis as familiar to me fometimes as Ratafia to a Lady,

. Kirinmt?g.~] fo all things confider'd my Thoughts centre in Ma-

trimony.

Enter a Porter.

Wild. How now, who have we here ?

Porter. I have a Letter for one Mr. Wilding, and was told I

might find him hereabouts.

Wild. Iam the Man.

Porter, There 'tis, Sir, it requires no Anfwer. [Exit Porter.
Ap. A Billet deaux! you are a lucky Man, Wilding. I'll take my

leave, and with
you both as happy as

my felf.
[Exit.

Gain. Thou art fo in thy own Conceit, I dare believe, Nature

defign'd
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defign'd the Fellow a Man but AfFe&ation makes him a Monfter.

What s the Matter ) £vVild. fcems dijinrb'd.
Wild. Nothing, but what I fufpe&ed. Why Hu.ightJs

a Gilt, and fu arj all Women
5 yet I with I cou'd find her Spark.

Gain. Why ,
what if you cou'd ?

Wild. I'd cut his Throac to be reveng'don her. I'il inftantly
to her, and (hew her with whit Indifference I can bear it 5

at

leaft endeavour to turn it to a good ufe.

Gain. As ho\y
>

Wild. It will be a good Colour for our parting, which I have

fometimewifh'd for. We (hall have Order from Sir Feeble to appear

at the Wedding where you'll have an Opportunity of feeing

your Miftrefs, and what I can ferve you in, command.

Gain.
'

Fill then adieu. [Exeunt feverally.

*

SCENE HaughtyV Lodgings.

Enter Haughty.
Han. Tis within half an Hour of the Time I appointed Wilding

to come. How flow the Minutes pafs to impatient Love > I mull:

firft difpatch Fondle, which will be without Difficulty, he being

obliged particularly to meet at 5. tho' his Jealoufie won't let me

know it here he comes.

v Enter Fondle and Malapert.

'Tis hard to counterfeit a true Love where there's a real Aver-

fion. Dear Fondle ! [Runs to him~\ Malapert, get fome Candles

ready in the Sconces, and all things as I order'd. This is kind,

to beftow the whole Evening with me.— Lord, I am fo

melancholy without my Dear, that I vow in thy Abfcence my

Thoughts grow defperate, and I weary of living.

Fond. Poor Sweeting By George it breaks my Heart to think

I muft difappoint her. [ Afidef\ Yes Sweeting, I am come to fpend

the Evening with thee.

Han. I hope he's not in earneft, [.Afide.3 What will you have

A for Supper 1 have Crawfifh Soope a Chair, Malapert,

you
are ftrangely forgetful don't you grudge me this happi-

n£fs j}ucky ? [Patting his Cheeks with her Fan.

Fond. No by George 1 don't know how I fhall get off.

[A/idc.
HrlK,

L
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Ban. Don't you indeed ?

Fond. No Faith ■ I am come as full charg'd with Affe&ion,
as a City Captain with Courage. Ad 1 (hall grant thee no

Quarter.

Hau. Pugh, I wonder at you, fure you think me a ftrange
Creature why, indeed I do not require

;

Fond. No, I know thou doft not.

Hau. So much -but really I have a fmall Fancy to the Ear-

Rings -but if
you do not think it convenient, I am eafy

'tis but fourfcore Founds but 'tis no Matter.

Fond. Why, thou (halt have 'em, tho' there was never ano-

ther pair in Town, and in the Hands of a Jew.
Hau. I am afham'd to be fo troublefome.

Fond. Come to my Arms and hide thy biufhing Cheeks,
more beautiful than R.ofes newly blown [ Mimibjng Tragedy.
Faith they do fpeak fo prettily at the Play-lioufes. Look here,

Sweeting, [Pulls out a Purfe and Jhakes it'.] I receiv'd a Summ of

Money, and pick'd out thefe odd Pieces for thee.

Hau. Nay, 1 fwear I will not, do you think my Love is to be

brib'd //ell Jacfy, if I did not Love thee tenderly 1
pro-

teft you have made me half Angry. [Frowning a little.

Fond. Pugh, prithee leave fooling, Sweeting \_Ajidc'.] Gad I

have vext her—Here, here's an Elizabeth, and a Medal of Gold

of Jams the firft, which I took for ten Shillings lefs than it

weighs, two Carolut9, and this is let me fee oh this is,
[Pulls out hit Speifacles.'] Now you muft know, Sweeting, I wear
thefe more for the faving my Eyes than helping the Sight
Oh ! tis a

very fine new Medal of the King of France, at the Head
of his Army in Italy and on the Reverfe, the Triumphs at
Vigo, Coin'd out of the Spanifh Flota. This is a very fcarce Piece,
for to tell thee the Truth, there's none of 'em yet come over.

Han. Well, you have a ftrange perfuading Face —but I
won t take em. \_Holding her Hind out and looking another

way.
bond. Efaith but thou (halt. [Making Grimaces.~\ Well, I can

forbear no longer -(he looks fo tempting. Come, Sweeting,
come, give me a Bufs. [KijfesFaith 'tis as fweetas prithee
give me another.

Huh. Nay, now you're fo •

[Kijjes again,
Fond. Well! (hou'd (he be falfe 'twou'd break my Heart.

I have been to blame to fufpedt fometimes, but then, (he has fo

convinc'd
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convinc'd me of her Innocence Ad my Heart has melted in

my Belly like Ice in the Sun, \_Ajide.~] Come, I'll go to

thy Clofet, and drink a Dram by way of Cordial, and I'll give
thee a Cordial, a Pearl Cordial, I value not what itcofts me

Come, prithee let's go.

Hau. Indeed you lha'n't.

Fond. By George, I will 1 wou'd not break
my Oath for a

hundred Pounds.

Hau. I won't let you.

Fond. You won't? {Laughing.
Han. I mean, drink ftrongWaters to prejudice your dear Health.

Fond. Why, then I fwear. 'May all yon Marble Roof meet

like the Hand of Jove, and crufh me if I do not.

Hau. You know how to foften me to any thing weH go—

I'll follow you, I'll but fpeak to Malapert.

Fond. You won't ftay long ? [Smiling.

Han. No, nor you
neither [Afide.~] not a Minute.

Malapert. [Exit Fondle, Jinging Happy I of Humane Race.

Mai. Your PleaCure?

Han. Be you on the Watch left Wilding come, and be fure

fend the Porter with the (ham Meffage as I order'd, if Fondle

goes
not prefently.

Mai. I (hall Madam.

Hau. Perhaps the Fool's Love fit may laft.

Mai. Here's a Letter juft now left for you. I wanted an Op-

portunity to give it.

Hau. From whom fhou'd it be ? I can bear any Difappoint-

ment but in Love, [Opens and reads.

MAdant,
per/pit

me tho a Stranger to tellyou you
re abusd mofl

bafely by that inconjlant Wilding, who is intrigiid with

three feverul Women to
my Knowledge , bejides one whom he pre-

tends to Court honourably, with whom I faw him laji Night at the

Play: If you ufe this as I intend it, you'll excufe this Liberty from

Your unknown Friend and Servant.

The Play-houfe! 'tis as I fufpe&ed. O Infnpportable!

Lightning blaft him, Thunder rivet him to Earthy That

Vulture "Copfcience prey upon
his Heart, and rack him

to



to Defpair.— Grant me, ye Powers, one lucky hint for

Mifchief.

With juft Revenge, I'll diffipatemy Care,

And cool this Rage as Thunder does the Air.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

SCENE A Table ancl
great Chair.

Haughty'sLodgings.

Enter Haughty in Passion, follow'd by Wilding,

Hun. 'Thou art a very Devil.

J_ Wild. Of your own making but what are you}
Hau. A moft unthinking Fool, to be perfuaded Man's Breaft

cou'd harbour Gratitude.

Wild. Why, truly Madam, if I have loft my way 'twas

with fteering by Your Compafs. \CareteJly.
Huh. Can you upbraid me ? And with fuch Majeftick lnfolence

as wou'd infinuate your want of Guilt.

Wild. Faith, Madam, you do carry it with a
very important

Air, a Face of confiderable Affuranee. but to fcold, to

fcratch and bite, See. careleJlj/J] What may you be fit for now?—

Let me fee a Milliner's Shop in the City, where
you may fell

Ribbons and Gloves by retail, and Iniquity by .the whole Piece.
'

Han. S'death ! can 1 bear this, and let the AggreiTor live? He

that aThoufand Times has fvvorn he loved me, declin'd his Head

upon my panting Bofom, and with warm Sighs kindled a fierce

Defire, whilft Love triumphant ftood in
every fmile, and the

gay God feem'd pleas'd with the Excefs. Unworthy Man! can

You forget? Oh! That I had' been bund quick, \Crys.
e'er known a Certainty to linking Hopes. [Crjs.
Wild. Pray, Madam, will you give me leave to ask you one .

Queftion ? Was you-never a Player? [Caretefy.
Han. in R ?gef\ D^ftrudtion on thee, .
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Wild. Why, truly, I thought you might. You do aft a

Part of Diiiimulation fo naturally. [Sings toll, toll, cle roll.] I'll

rave and xll range,
See.

H~u. Do not urge rac to an Extravagance which may make you

Coon repent this foul Reproaching.
Wild. Madam, your very humble Servant. 1 fee you are

difpos'i to be very merry, which at prefent don't fuit my Temper
So your Servant.

Hiu. Stay, one Word before you go. [Cryes.3 Will you not

tfri.ik of the pall happy Minutes? (to me indeed, they were) tho'

perj ir'd you wou'd talk, and figh, and with, and fvvear, with art-

ful Cunning, -O that that Heart was truly purg'd from the

black Deeds of thy Dishonour! I cou'd again betray my felf to

love thee [Calmly gaze
on thee with devouring Eyes, temper

our kiiles with a balmy Sweetnefs, think of no plea lure but within

thy Anns, nor with for ought but to preferve you mine. [Cryes,
Wild. Whar can this mean? \_Ajide.~] Madam, I muft go.

Han. I'll fign your Palport, your falfe Heart fhall bleed.

1 Pulls cut a Dagger a?-d offers toJlab. Wilding,

Wild, difarms heri] Madam, your humble Servant again.

The Proverb is tr.'.e, Too much Familiarity breeds Contempt. I

think 'tis high rime to part' a very pretty piece of Steel,

—well pointed and very fuitable to the ufe intended. 1 wou'd

not willingly rob you, you don't know but you may have Occa-

fiori for it your felf. 1 am not fo far gone to enter into

a fteel Courfe.

Hut. Curfe on the Hand that cou'd perform no better. Villain ! '

were it in my Power, thou fhoud'it not live a Moment to repent.

Wild. I know your Generofity, and lince we were Partners in

Iniquity, let us draw off and part ftock fairly 5
we have been ex-

travagant, but our greateft expence (as 1 thought) was Love3.

I'm fure I always endeavour'd to pay my Club} but fome People

are never eafie but when they are treated, and wou'd have Love

drefs'd as many ways as a Raggouftor Fricalfe.

Han. I am refblv'd to haunt thee thro the World, till glutted

with Revenge, and mv light Head reels with excels of Joy, then

will I, in the frantick Moment, aft prevention to that deadly Foe,

Relapfe.
Wild. Imperious? what may I fay? 'tis I have re:iion toexpote

what you extenuate. My Love, your Slave,
that waiter 'or your

F Summons,.
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Summons, wing'd with defire and keener Appetite, new
eagerly

to your Embraces? and muft I be the
property

oi hafty Lull, a

Drudge for what was meant to pleafe another ? Now wewill part,
and that my Reafon may have Force and Credit to juftifie my

Honour,*read that. [Gives a Letter.

Hatt. And that thy Bafenet now may ftrike
thee Dumb,read that.

[Throws him a Letter.

Wild. Read it! ay with all my Heart come let's fee what

farther §trafagem.
HaiL The very fame with mine, only the Name chang'd! [Afide.
Wild. Word for word, by this light only Wilding inftead

ofHaughty How the Devil can this be ? {'Afide.
Hut. Afide'.] If I have wrong'd him, [Both jland looking ear-

ncjlly at one another.] by unjuft Sufpicion, how Ihall 1 make atone-

ment for my Fault?

Wild. This is
very intricate to me, I can't tell what to make of

it, unlefs fome dear, young, fweet. pretty Creature has feen and

lik'd me, and grows jealous upon hearing of this Intrigue
Ah that I had her in my Curtody, I'd make her finart for this

Mifchief [Afide.~\ You fee, Madam, we are both impos'd upon,

they are word for word the fame, the Hands if
you compare em

the fame too
$ this is fome induftrious piece ofMalice, to fepa-

rate our kinder Inclinations, or elfe 'tis what you with might
come to pa fs.

Han. If I have been uneafie .tomy felf.

Rack'd with that foul tormenting Devil Jealoufie,
Pardon the Crime, caus'd by my too much Love,
And take me, take me, once more to your Arms.

Wild. Afide'.] Pox on't, how (he foftens into Love! and I have
fuch a damn'd atnorous Whim juft now in my Head that I can

deny her nothing the Devil is induftrious and feldom
fails of his part. [ To herT] Come give me your Hand, and

pro-
rnife me to curb this wild Intemperance, and with this Kits we'll
leal Oblivion.

[Theykjfs.
Han. Take a thoufand

more, and entertain no other Thought
but Love.

Wild. So when the threatning ftormy Clouds are ^twie,
The Day again is gilded by the Sun.

[Both going off^ Fondle calls without.
tond. without.] Sweeting, Sweeting.

Hm.
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Hau. What (hall we do, 'tis Fondles Voice, he's unexpe&edly

return'd, and will ruin all. My Paffion was fo great I cou'd not

think of what might happen.
Mai. without'.] I tell you, Sir, my Miftrefs is juft fet down in

the great fquabb Chair to fleep.

Wild. What! no Conveniency, no back Stairs or Trap-door?
Han. None, none 3

what (hall I do > follow me into the next

Room.

Wild. Ay, any where to fave thy Reputation, my Dear.

[~Exit with Wilding, and re-enters.

Fond, without. ~] I tell you I will go in.

Han. I heard Malapert fay, I was afleep. I'll fet down in this

Chair and Counterfeit. as ajleepi] [A Book, on the Table.

Enter Fondle.

Fond. Look if poor Sweeting be not as faft as an old Woman

in Sermon time. Ad, I'll fteal a Pair of Gloves let me fee, I

will firft falute that pouting under Lip then the tip of her

Nofe, then her pretty Pigs Neyes and then but I

will leave that till anon. [Fondle hjffes her.

Han. For Heaven fake don't Murther me. [foe wak,es as frightned.

I have nothing, pray

Fond. 'Tis I, Sweeting, 'tis I. What waft in a Dream >

Han. Who, Mr. Fondle? I was juft a dreamt that Rogues

broke into the Houfe and were going to kill me Lord,

how prodigioufly I
fweat with the Fright!

Fond. O good ! immoderately Faith

Han. Well! and how came Dear to be fo good to return ? 1

did not expert thee to Night.

Fond.Why, there was no body met according to appointment,

Hau. Indeed, I'm glad of it.

Fond. Faith fo am I, upon
fecond Thoughts. Come,

let us go
into the next Room.

Han. My Heart mifgives
me where you pleafe. \bxmnu

f >2 SCEN¥
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SCENE a Chamber. A Trcfs Jlaiiding.

Re-enter Fordie and Haughty.
Fond. Come give me 3 Buls, Sweeting.
Hau. I won't,'caufe you're Naughty, and han't broughtme my

Cornelian Seal, which the Aian laid ihou'd be done tnree Days

ago.

Fond. Ad fo, well remembred 1 have it in my Pocket,
and forgot to give it thee. ('Searches hitJ1can't find

it, fure 1 han't 1 .ft it let me confider good
lack, that 1 fliould be fo forget* il! 'tis in the Prels in my new

Coat-Pocket, thou (halt have it prefently.

[Going to unlock the Prefs.
Han. Unfortunate Demand! [A/Ie."] N. y you (han't trouble

your felt now, anon will do as well, 1 did but jeft.
Fond. And thou (hilt have it in earned, rnis Minute.

Hau. You (han't 9pen it now, My L-uiy High/node was

vifiting me fince you went, and came with fuch » *ur>rizt Mala-

pert was tore'd to rhruft all the foul Linen in there, whit , lay rea-

dy -for theWafiit-r-woman.

[She holds him, he breaks from her
,, and opens it.

Fond. Pifh 1 ihan't trouble my felf with the foul Linen, i
fwear thou (halt have it now.

[Ppenj the Prefs, and difedvers Wilding in it.
Hau. A!l, all is ruin'd by mv Heedlefnefs.

[AJide.
Fond.flarts. Blood! Fire! -Woman] what have I

done? Thou perjur'd Fair! to ufe me thus! The Anthropo-
phagi (as I have read) who devour'd the Fleth of Man were ci-
viliz'd to thee, thou Cormorant! [To her.] Sir, I

hope with-
out Oifence, I may ask you one civil Queftion or two, for youlook indeed to be a

very civil Gentleman, much a Gentleman
I dare fwear

pray Sir, how came
you hither? and for what

came
you hither? and why did you not like a Gentleman return

before you came to do me this Injury?
Wild. Three pretty Interrogatories and deferve longer

time to be anfwer'd: But why are you thus tranfported ? I have
done vou no Injury.
Fond. O Lord, Sir! none at all, not in the leaft, Sir, but

I'm
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rm a little Cholerick or fo Sir, for which I ask your Pardon.

Han. What iViall I do? Invention lias left me, ami poor hild-

wg
s at a ftand, kind Fortune help me but this once.

jbond. Love and Jealoulie rend
my

Brain. Ah Sweeting,
thou haft abus'd me much, the foul Linen was in the Prds,

1 doubt this worthy Gentleman has fadly rumpl'd thine.

Enter Malapert and a>bifpers Haughty.
Mai. I have heard all, now tor good luck. Dear Madam, for-

give me this once and if ever I commit fo great a fault again—
Bah. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. ha, ha.

{Laughs immoderately.
Fond. Oh Impudence!
Ban. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, he.

Wild. It Die brings this off handfomdy, Iftiali admire her Wit.

Fond. Very pretty, truly.

Hw. Ha, ha, ha, o-i! fupport me, or I (hall dye with laugh-

ing—-it? ha, 'tis fa comical ^ ha, ha.

Fond. So comical! the Devil take aic li 1 can find any Comedy

in it.

Huh. Prithee tell it thy f. If 1 want Breath. ha, ha, ha.

MJ. I will, ii you'll forgiveme.

Hun. Being the firft time, but have a care of doing fo

again.
MJ. Having firft beg'd my Lady's Pardon, Sir, I muft humbly

entreat yours
lur being the caufe of ail this Dj (order. -You

inuii know, this Gentleman for feme time paft has honour'd me

with his Add relies.

Wild. Confound you
but it fhall be fo for this time.

lAjide.

Mai. I confefs too, I have given him fome encouragement,—

but was much afraid his Defign v/as only to debauch me, which

I have fwore a thoutand times I wou'd dye rather than fuffer.

Have I not, Sir? pray fpeak the truth.

Wild. 'Tis but reafon I fnou'd do her that Juftice. She

has upon my Honour.

Mai. Your very humble Servant. Truth may go
bare fag'd,

I wou'd not tell you
a lye lor the whole World, for all 1 m a Cham-

bermaid but Pray, Sir, hear. [To Fondle.] This Gentleman

to whom I am FFond. jiares as amazd all this while] obi gd to

for honouring me with a Vifit, 'tho 1 hate and loath his (u-

* tentions,
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tentions, if not honourable, came juft as you went away, imme-
'

diately after came my Lady Highmode to wait on your Ladifhip^
I was in great Trouble to know how to difpofe of this Gen-

tleman, knowing if he was found here you wou'd either laugh
at me for my Folly, or condemn me for my Impudence.

»

What think you, Sir? [To Fondle.

Foncl. In troth I know not what to think. I am amaz'd,
1 am confounded 1 am

Mai. Nay, pray hear me out, and having no Opportu-

nity to convey him down Stairs, dcfir'd his humble Condefcen-

fion to repofe a while in that Prefs for which I ask your
Pardon a thoufand times, Sir. 1 had difcharg'd you (boner,
but this Gentleman [ Pointing to Fondle.] came, by way of Inter-

ruption, and fpoil'd fome good Intentions.

Fond. If this fhou d be true now I have done finely ^ well,

hang me if I don't believe it. [Aftde.~] One Queftion more, and

I have done. Pray, what made you make that Excufe about

the Linen ? [To Haughty.
Hau. Nay, let her anfwer for her Wickednefs.

Mai. Indeed, Madam, Til never do fo again, 'tis the firft Lie

I have told this half Year. When you was going to the

Prefs for your Night-Gown, fearing you fhould catch cold by
fleeping, I dilfuaded you from it, by telling you 'twas fultry hot,
and that I had hid the Linen there.

Fond. May I believe this?

Hau. Can you fufpeft me ? Oh unhappy Woman !

Fond. Well, I will believe thee. Ad, it pleafesmemightily
that I have been extremely cholerick without the leaft caufe. [Smiles.
Tho' Faith I did not know what to make of this at firft.
Mai. Sir, I don't doubt but you long to be releas'd, if you

pleafe, I'll ftiew you the way.

Fond. I am
very forry I Ihou'd difturb you, and henceforward

will learn to be more civil.

Wild. I am glad this Lady's Honour's clear'd
5 and how far

my Inclinations ferve for Mrs. Malapert, you fuddenly (hall know.
Fond. Nay, for that let her look to't, I ihant trouble my

Head about ir.

Wild. Madam, your Servant 5 Sir, I am yours.

[Exit with Malapert
Fond. Sir, your Servant again.—A whoringDog I'll warrant.

him.
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him. Sweeting, bid Malapert take care of —You un-

derhand me. He may be a Tenant atWill, but if he takes

a Leafe for a Month, I'll be bound to take one for ninety nine

Years, and ftand to all Repairs.
Han. Well, this Wench hath provok'd both my Anger and '

Mirth, but if ever I find

Fond. Prithee be quiet. 1 (hou'd be glad (lie was well rid

of her, for
—

[~_Ajide.~\ Come, Sweeting, we'll play a Game at

Cribbidge till Supper's ready.
Han. With all my heart. [_Ajide.~] Fortune thus far has

favour'd, but ftill Security's the fafe Repole 5
even jufi: this very

Moment

A happy Thought perfuades me to give o'er,

And trull her fickle Ladifhip no more. |"Exeunt-.

SCENE, Widow PurelightV Honfe.

Enter Annabella in Man s Cloaths, and Lucia.

Anna. Well, Coufin, how d'ye like me > Don't I look like a

young, hot, madbrain'd Puppy, that values his Reputation as

little as the falhionable Rakes of the Age ? In this Drefs of

Snuff, Powder, and Affurance, I'll be hang'd if I did not bully
the Box-keeper out of three Afts of the Play.

Lucia. I vow I wou'd perfuade you to defift, and not perfue
this uncertain mad Frolick any farther.

Anna. Prithee never trouble your felf, thus arm'd with a feem-

_ ing Courage, a great deal of Impudence, fome
ten thoufand Lies,

and no Money, I don't doubt but I (hall return triumphant like

a
young

Voluntier from Rodondella.

Lucia. But there may be Danger in it, and you furpriz'd. be-

fore you are aware.

Anna. Fear not that, if he (hou'd draw his Sword, I have con-

fulted that that will foon turn the Point againft himfelf.

Lucia. Well, thou'rt a mad Girl, and wilt have thy own

way.

Anna. I was born free as Air, and will ufe my Liberty while

I have it, tho' I fear the time draws nigh that 1 fliall part with

it, that makes me melancholy. But then again

there are Ways and Means, without the help oi an A ft of Par-

liament^
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liament, to make it eafie -that pleafes mc very much.

Lucia. Well, here will be great Enquiry after you, all things
are prepar'd, and Sir Feeble inltantly expe&ed. My Mother jult
now declar'd her Intentions, and as foon as he comes, Jephur-

ttsh, hum, and haw, the zealous Holder-forth is to do the Exe-

cution.

Anna. There will he
your Spark, and my roving Devil of In-

conliancy. Take you no notice of me, fay you have not feen

me fi'ice fuch a t;me. 1 muft begin with Apiff), I'll leave things
to

your Difcretion, and you fhall fee or hear from me anon
,

by this I ill:'. 11 fee if he does love me however.

Lucia. I wi!h you good Succefs, but 'ti^ a mad Projeft.
Anna. Succefs is the only true Merit that is extant, Child.

[Exeunt feveral ways,
% _

"

" V A

SCENE, the Street.
x

\
N

Enter Sir Feeble and Gainlove.

Gain. I have fent to Wilding's, to meet us at theWidow Pure-

light's prefently. >

Sir Feeb. That's well. Ad, I'm not above five and thirty.
i have taken a Strengthner, the true Elixir tor the Family of the

Feebles. . The Qiintelfence of five Game Cocks, ten dozen

of Sparrows, 2 Knuckles of Veal, Potato Roots, Marrow, Cur-

rel, and Ainbergreafe, which will make an old Fellow of fifty
five make Love like a Nobleman's Chaplain in Lent.

^

Gain. Sir Feeb. when you find an Opportunity draw off the

Company, for I wou'd fpeak once more to Lucia.

Sir Feeb. I will. Come let us be gone. Ad,
i am as vigorous as a Sailor after an Eafi-India Voyage. 1

will
get upon her Body fuch a parcel of puritannical Whelps

as fhall new ftock Penjilvania.

SCENE
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SCENE, A Chamber.

Apifli at a Table.
'

Ap. Hey, who waits there? \ Enter a Footman.~j Bid Cafar bring
his Account. [Ex;* Footman.3 And then for my dear Anna-

bella. lisa charming Creature, and loves me, that's

Pafs : But how long (hall I love her? Till we're marry'd.
But what does Fruition breed ? Brats and Indifference.

And when ic comes to Indifference, a Gentleman muft be

very ill-natur'd to make himfelf eafie. Why then (hou'd

I marry ? Why I have try'd all the Fafhions of the Town

but that 3 befides, when I am married, and hate my Wife hear-

tily I fhall think my felf a very great Man.

Enter a Black, Servant with a long white Wigg.
Serv. Here is the Bohe your Honour ordered me to make.

Ap. Take it away,
I drink none. I am to be in the Com-

pany
of Ladies 'tis too diuretick. Where's your

Account ?

Serv. Here, an pleafe you. i

Ap. Read it.

Serv. Laid out for the laft Month, at feveral times, for Pow-
<

•

der and Pulvileo, three Pounds.

Ap. Very cheap.

Serv. For Caffia, Eringoe, and fcented Lozenges to fweeten the

Breath, four Pound
ten.

Ap. Very great
Neceflaries in Converfation.

Serv. For Warhams Pafte for the Hands, and Covey's Powder

for the Teeth, two Guineas.

Ap. Go on.

Serv. For Complexion Waters, as Lemon, Orange, Cittern,
Rofa .

Solis, Spirit of Clarey,
and the like, ten Pounds.

Ap. Very
reafonable.

Serv. Ten Guineas given, by your Order, to Orange Betty at

the New Play-houfe, for the Suffix Virgin fhe brought you,

-Ap. Damn d extravagant.
•

-n t c

Serv. And five more to the little Scrivener in tetter-Lane, tor

fettine Matters to rights again.

Ap. Two damn'd. Items,
1 1

" aricl- ^iave Put ^
r

G oi
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of Humour. I'll hear no more. Is the Balance

right
>

Scrv. To a Farthing.

Ap. Thou arc fit to be trufted for making Accounts fo even

Go you to Will's Coffce-Houfe and wait.

Serv. Till your Honour comes ?

Ap. No, 1 {han't be there to day. But your Livery looks

well and frefh. Be gone,
and if any body ask for me, tell "em

I'm not there. [Exit."] If one was to keep nothing about one

but what was abfolutely neccfiary, we (hou'd lofe halt the Magni-
ficence of a Perfon of Quality. For why fhou'd not I keep a

Man-Cook in
my Houlc, becaufe

I never dine at home, -or a

Coach and Six, becaufe one generally goes in a Hackney ? The

Thought's ignoble, and gives me Difturbance.

Enter Footman.

Foot. Here's a Gentleman defires to fpeak with your Honour.

Ap. Admit him.

Re-enteri with Annabella.

Anna. Sir, your moft humble Servant.

Ap. I'm yours. [CareleJlj,
Anna. I fuppofe you don't know me.

Ap. Sir, you guefs very well.

Anna. I (hall endeavour to make my felf known.

Ap. You'll much oblige me in not being long about it.

Anna. I have had the Honour to do her Majefty fome Service

in the late Expedition.

Ap. Very like, Sir.

Anna. And tho* I fay it, I think I can live in Fire and Smoak

as well as another.

yAp. Of a Lady's Bedchamber, perhaps.
Anna. Blood and Thunder! d'ye mock me ?

[Laying Hand to Sword.

Ap. Not I, Sir, pray go on. By Heaven a Bully of the
Foot Guards.

^

'

[Afide.
Anna. HI be interrupted no more, that's the word.

Ap. You (han't, Sir. -This Fellow's impertinence will de-
tain me from Annabella.

[Ajide.
Anna. In (hort, my Name is Granada Wildjire, my Coat the

three Mortars, and my Motto Sanguis & Vulnera.

Ap. Of a noble Family indeed.

Anna. Next
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Anna. Next, to my Bufinefs. 1 am inform'd that fince I

have been pulhing for Honour abroad, you have been endeavour-

ing to fpring a Mine to blow up my Reputation here, and de-

bauch the Inclination ofmy deareft.Miftrefs, Annabel/a Richwore.

Ap. A very odd Face of Affairs,
• What (hall I fay ? [Ajide.

Pardon me, Sir, you are mifinform'd.

Anna. Slaughter and Defolation! d'ye give me the lye ?

[Offers to draw.

Ap. Oh ! no Sir, by no means give you the lye, Sir! i

am more a Gentleman, —I.muft confefs 1 have hacfa tender

for the fair Annabella..

Anna. Then one of us muftdye. Come, Sir, let one of youik

Servants call a Coach.

Ap. My own, Sir, is at your Service if you're in hade to
go any

where.

Anna. No trifling, you know my meaning, I mud have Satis-

faftion.

Ap. What Satisfaction wou'd you have ? 1 fwear I never.

lov'd any Woman fo well to fight for her propofe Sir.

Anna. Why, Sir, you muft renounce,all farther thoughts of my

Miftrefs, and forget all that's paft,

Ap. Will that fuffice?

Anna. For once it (hall.

Ap. Then damme if I don't with all my Heart.

Anna. Here fign this Paper then. [Gives him a Paper*..

Ap. 'Tis done, not that you, [Writes."] force me to this—

but as I hope to be fav'd I ever hated her.

Anna. *S death! he that hates whom I adore, tho' he'd a thou-r

fand Lives, they.were too
little for Revenge.

Ap. Not hate her, Sir, I did not mean hate her,

Anna. You had not beft. Sir, and fo farewel. [Exit..

Ap. What a Heat the Devil has put
me into?

Enter Servant and Exit»

Heigh bid the Coach be ready, I'll take the Air. NoW I'm

alone, I don't lovelier
at all, the Terms being fo hard. Marrw

age
and Love are as inconfiftenr as Honour and Poverty, the

Obligation's fo great one
can never pay

it
3
and who wou'd for

die Pleafure of the firO: li'ht, be condemn'd to lye. in the Qjeen's

Bench of Matrimony all his Life after. [Exit.

G 2 SCENE
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S C EN E Widow Purelight'j Houfe, Enter Sir Feeble

with the Widow in his Hand follow d by Lucia, Gain- -

love, Wilding, &c.

Sir Feeb. The greatwork is done, verily'lis finifhed, and Con-

ftimfnatioh approacheth like the joyfulnefs even ot Joy ; I v/ill

cleave unto thee with tne Bowels of fincerity, till the frailty of

Nature pafteth away, and we both fteal to Heaven, Nemine Con-

tradicente. '

:f-

Purcl. Heigh-ho. I (hall not be able to bear it.

Sir Feeb. Fear nothing, I will be thy fupport. I am tranfpor-
tcd even as it were at the receiving of Inftru&'ions.

Pure!. Thou fayft indeed, but may
I depend upon thee? thy

outward Man I fear will prevail, and thou wour return as I may

fay, to Corruption. Ah! how (hall I do to keep thy Feet from

falling. 'flO
t

1
-j

Sir Feeb. Once more I fay, fear nothing. I will have fear to

fly, that is to fly before thee like the Clouds of darknefs, and thou
• fhalt fhine upon me, I fay thou (halt (hine

upon me like the pure

Light. I have a warm Zeal, which heateth me exceedingly, yea
inclineth me to goodWorks, and caufeth me to bid

open defiance
to Bell and the Dragon.
Purcl. Verily I think thou fpeakeft with the Voice of fnftru-

ftion, and I have not edify'd more fince the Day; I will hide my
felf in thy Bofom, and be not far from thy Heart of Grace. I

will receive from thee Confolatioti, that is whereby we
may be

comforted, 1 fay that is concorporated even as the Ivy and the
Oak hum.

Sir Feeb. Hum, repofe thy felf a while, and ye my
Friends, I have provided an Entertainment on this Occafion full
of innoccnt Diverfion, and to be performed by the Brethren them-
felves in Unity and Meeknefs.

A Dance ofJive Quakers.

Then rife unci Speak.
Sir Feeb. to Gain."] Now is

your time [Ajide.~] Come, Friends, we J
will retire into the innermoft Chamber, and Solace our felves in

pure Affeftion.

Purcl I
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Purel. Lucia, haft thou no Tydingsof thy Cozen AnnabzUd?

Lucia. Her Maid told me (he went out in a Hackney-Coach a-

bout an Hour ago and is not return'd.

P/irel. Truly ihe is hairbrain'd, and wanteth a Yoakfellovv to

guide her Uriderftanding. Verily there is a Perverfenefs which

abideth in our Earth QvVild. Aftde."] I'm glad (he's abroad* for

metlnnks 1 never fee her, but ray Heart is ready to turn Rebel.

\Rxeunt Omnes prater Gain. & Lucia*

Gain, pulls Lucia.^ Pardon, dear Madam, that I (hou'd prefume

by the Sleeve.'] To ask oneMoment's ftay, but if you weigh

The Caufe, your Goodnefs muft forgive.
Lucia. What is it, you wou'd ask me, Mr. Gainlo-oe .<?

Gain. That's what I fear, 'becaufe 'tis of more value

Than Life, or any other Happinefs.

Lucia. Then your Addrefs is wrong, for
'tis not in

My power
to difpofe of things fo pretious.

Gain. The harder Fate to poor precarious Lovers

That you
(hou'd have the immediate power

to wound

Yet want the Will to heal that Wound you give.

Lucia. Love in the Mouth of one of your Gallantry

Inclines me to Sufpicion, not Belief*

The many Arts you have to palliate

A ioofe Delire, are Sufficient Grounds

To make me think you misinterpret Love.

Gain. A vertuous Love has no difguife, but flows

Like the pure Chryftal Stream,
and is

Tranfparent to the bottom.

Lucia. So it may then appear,
but once the Soil

Difturb'd by accidental Violence

Polluted^rows, and cannot for a time

Be what it was^ then who wou'd madly truft

To what th' officious Wind can fully with a Breath.

Gain. Chafte as the Phoenix (hall my Flame endure

And Life and Love, both equally decay

My Soul, my all is yours*
believe but this

And ufe me as you pleafe.
Lucia. I muft be gone 5

we (hall be mift.

Gain. May I but hope ?

Lucia. I can no more but this. Cou'd I believe you
—

{jam,



yjuiu. Kijfes.j By this Kifs,

More fweet than all the Odoursof the Eafi,

By your dear Self, brighter than PMur Rays,

My Liberty, ray Peace is cheaper far

Than the leaft Smile from that fair Face of yours.

Lucid. Nay now you force me from you

I with I had not fcen you. \_Exir\

Gain. For Heaven's fake, Madaui She's gone.

And what have I to hope? For (lie vvilh'd (lie had not feen me,

fuffer'd a Kifs with modeft Negligence, figh'd as by Miftake, this

fills my Heart with Joy. I will proceed,
For foft endearing KiiTes do forerun

Another bufinefs that is to be done, [Exit.

ACT V. SCENE I.

SCENE A Tavern.

Mrs. Rhenish in the Bar, several Drawers and Waiters.

Mrs. R. SPeak in the Lion_____What a Pox, are ye all a~

sleeP?
All together Coming up, Sir,.

Mrs. R. Why in my Confcience thefe Fellows are mad. What

all run together headlong as if the Devil in Hell was in you ? Ye

herd of Swine.

i Draw. A Bottle ofMergus in the Dolphin, ftore.

Mrs. R. And do but fee what a Bottle the Blockhead has-

brought Sirrah break me this Bottle, or I (hall make bold to

break your Head What, wou'd ye give my Wine away }

That Bottle holds near a Quart.

Enter Cook.

Dajh. Cook, Cook fpeak in the Pomgranet Nay your

Knife won't protect you 5 Captain Blujier has difcover'd three

Thigh Bones in the Chicken you fricaffed for him, and fwears

louder than the blowing up of a Powder-MilL
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Cook. Why, Madam, 'twas your Fault you wou'd have me

tofs
up what my Lord what d'ye call him left.

Mrs. R. Get thee gone, and mind thy Kitchin I'll fpeak to

him
my felf. Why where a Plague are ye d'ye think

thiswill do when the Houfe is fo full muft they call their

Hearts out in the Vine before you'll go to 'em ?

All battling.'] Coming up, Sir, coming up my Matters.

Mrs. R. Yelp, yelp One and all, like a pack ot Whelps as

you are work more with your Head, and lets with your Heels,

and I'll be flea'd if bulinefs don't go on better.

3 Draw. A Quart of Red Port in the Mitre, a Bottle of Pon-

tack in the Griffin, a Pint of Palm in the Bull-Head, fcore.

Enter two Gentlemen clrunk. as going out of the Houfe.
All the Draw.] Welcome, Sir, welcome Gentlemen, ye

are very

welcome, Sir.

1

1 Gent. Rot me if I don't love thee Jack,-, [Hicfyp-"] come

kifs me, dear Boy, and be damn'd. [Hic{ttp.
2 Gent. Thou art a very ho honefk Fellow d'ye fee,

[Hickfip'3 and to do thee fervice, I did not care if I drank to

tother Bottle but you are drunk, [Hickup-3 very drunk.

i Gent. Look'ye, I don't love quarrelling, but he that fays I

am drunk, d'ye fee, lyes ^ for I am no more drunk than he that

can't ftand. [Falls down.

i Gent. Why, did not I tell thee that thou wert drunk ? •

Now will I fet thee again upon thy Legs.

[Goes to help him, and fills himfelf.

Mrs. R. Here Dap and Sly, fee thefe Gentlemen in a Coach

and take care they lofe nothing. [Take 'em tip and lead 'em out.

Enter a Woman Mafqud.

Mafque. Madam, have any Gentlemen left Number Three >

Mrs. R. Show up
in the Maidenhead.

1 Draw. Madam, they find fault with the Wine, in the

Feathers.

Mrs. R. Draw a Bottle of the fame, and tell 'em you have

peirc'd a fre(h Piece to oblige 'em.

2 Draw. A Beef-ftake prefently, in the Maidenhead, for the

Lady that is juft gone up.

Mrs. R. I thought the Whore was fading, her Breath was fo

ftrong.
2 Draw. And pay the Coachman.

Mrs. R.
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■ irs. R. What muft you have, Coachman ?

- Loach. What you pleafe above a Shilling.
Mrs. R. Whence came you ?

Coach. From Coulfon s Court in Drury-Lane, where I have been

often bilk'd and that made me follow fo clofe now.

Mrs. R. There's your Money. [Exit.
Who fpeaks in the half-Moon ?

3 Draw. I have the Wine in my Hand. Coming up, Sir. A

Bottle of Hermitage in the half-Moon, a Flask of Obrion in the

Caftle, fcore.

Mrs. R. Make hafte, you Sot. I lie fcoring, and fcoring, and

no Wine carry'd up 5 they'll think much when the Bill comes to

be paid.
Enter Wilding and Dafh.

Wild. Your Servant Mrs. Rhenijh.
Mrs. R. Sweet Mr. Wilding, yours.

Dajh. Your Servant Matter, Mafter pleafe to walk into a Room,

upon my word Mailer, I'll (hew you a very good Room and very

private, if you have any Body coming to you.

Wild. Truly, Dajh, I have no great occafion for privacy now.

but however I thank thee, Dafi.
•

„

Dujj). Oh Mafter! you don't know but
you may when the

Play's done, Mafter, [Bowing.3 tho' truly, Mafter, my own na-

tural Father us'd to fay, a lewd Woman was like a pair of
St. Martin's Shoes.

Wild. How fo, Dajh }

Dap. Why, Sir bought more for Neceffity, than Service.

The only Convenience is in finding 'em ready made, ready made,
Sir.

\ A great noife and ringing the

Wild. Prithee fnew where thou
, Bell : Drawers running tip

WOu't. C and down in Confifion.
All Draw. Coming up, Coming up, Sir. [Ex. Wild, and Drawer.

Re-enter as in a Room, Wilding, and Drawer lays
a clean Cloth upon the Table.

Dajh. What Wine will you pleafe to drink, Mafter ?

Coming up, Sir.

Wild. Thou know'ft I'm for Red, honeftDap.
Dajh. I'll bring you a Bottle of fuch Wine, fhall out-fmell

and (bin a Rasberry upon my Faith I will, Mafter

Coming up, Sir.
[Exit.

Wild.
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Wild. Alone.I wonder Gainlove does not cotnc, 'tis paft the

time appointed : Perhaps he and his Miftrefs are at crofs purpofes.
Well in my Opinion 'tis a very unprofitable Diverfion, to play
at a Game where both are fure to lofe.

Re-enter Da(h with a Bottle ofWine, Jills a Glafs
and fets it on the Table.

Dajh. Mafter, here's a Lady in a Coach asks if you are here, I

told her I cou'd not tell pofitively, but I'd enquire Now

if you han't a Mind to be here, I have it at my Tongue's end.

[ Boning.

Wild. May be fome ftrowling Strumpet that has been driving

about all day and wants me to difcharge her Coach.

Dapj. Nay, Sir, by
her Rigging, one wou'd think (he was able

to keep her own 3
tho' that might come from the Mans too. Her

Face I cou'd not fee, but (he has a curious white Hand and

a very engaging Diamond Ring
on her Finger. [ Bowing.

Wild. Ha! go
wait on her up, be who (lie will, with refpett.

Dajh. I (hall Sir. Coming up.
•

[Exit, and Enters with Mrs. Haughty Masqti'd.

Wild. Now am 1 between hope and fear, like a Pilot that has

loft his Courfe. [Haughty makes figns to Wild.

Go, begone. [To Dafh.

Dajh. Ajide to Wild.] Did not I tell you, Mafter, you might

have occalion for a private Room. You (hall always

find Timothy Dajh your
moft humbe Servant. Coming up^

Sir.

[Exit,

Wild. My dear Haughty ! [They embrace.

Hai<. My dear Wilding —are not you furpriz'd to fee me

here?

Wild. 'Tis a happinefs I did
not expert fo fuddenly.

Han. 'Tis fuch I mean it both to you
and me.

Wild. I {hall be glad to a ft in any thing that may oblige

Y°Hju. Who d'ye think's below and has dog'd me hither?

Wild. I cannot guefs. yT

H

wk
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Hau. Fondle.

Wild. Fondle I

Haft. Yes indeed, and I'm glad of it. Nay 'tis according to my

defign, tor I pretending to be out of Humour, took a Hack-

ney Coach and bid the Fellow drive foftly ,
that he might

have the opportunity of difcovering where I went.

Wild. Ajide.~] What does (hemean ?

Hau. Tho' he fecm'd pacifi'd with Malapert's excufe, he has

been fo jealous and ill humour'd ever fince, that I believe he

v/cu'd gladly break all farther intimation.

Wild. I hope (he does not intend to throw her felf
upon me.

^A/fde."] Fondle difloyal ! Incredible.

Han. Now to convince him of an Intrigue between you and

me$ you muft lead me down, that he may fee us together. I'll

feem to be very Fond
,

and pray do you feem to be very
Familiar.

Wild. This looks ftrangely to me Why this will entirely
ruin your Intereft with him.

Hau. Why there you're miftaken for 'tis in Order to efta-

blifh it upon a much firmer Foundation.

Wild. Still more perplext but guide me as you

pleafe.
Hau. Come then, take me by one Hand. So, throw the

other round my Wafte, and lead me to the Coach. So

the reft leave to me and I dare warrant Succefs. [Exeunt.

[Re-enter and crofs the Stage laughing.

Enter Fondle. \_Seeing'em go off.

Fond. I am convinc'd, and Woman is the Devil. Now

do not I know whether I fhall have the Heart to Hang, Drown,
or Shoot my felf, take a Dofe of Opium or fome deadly Poy-
fon Well I'll confider on't I'll firft go and have that
Witch Malapert flea'd alive, and her Skin ftuff'd with her own

Iniquity to hang up in Grejham College 5 obdurate Woman one

fhou'cl foften as one does Iron, Burn em,

Enter
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Enter Boy with a Letter.

Boy. Here's a Letter for you, Sir, the Porter faid it requir'd a

fpeedy Anfwer. [Exit.
Fond. Opens and reads.] Humph [Smiles and

goes on.]

good, [Smiles better, £ Smiles.] beft of all. [Laughs.] Yes, yes,

'tis her Hand. Well how fweet is Revenge, and how kind is

Fortune in this nick of time, to bring that about which I leaft

thought of ! Miftrefs and Maid (hall ftarve or foot Stockings for

a Livelihood, I will have no more Mercy on 'em, than a Jew

has of a Chriftian that owes him Money. I'll about it in-

ftantly. Well, I am the happieft Rogue, I won't delay a

Moment. [Runs out laughing.

#2®
®M/ii

Re-enter Wilding with Cainlove.

Wild. Where's Sir Feeble >

Gain. I have juft now laid a Wager with him ha, ha, ha.

[Laughing.

Wild. Of what >

Gain. Of forfeiting a Supper, and a dozen Bottles of Wine,

if he can bring his Spoufe to the Tavern, which he has under-

took to perform in half an Hour, and bid me befpeak what 1

thought convenient.

Wild. Ha, ha, ha, 1 doubt he'll lofe. 1 am oblig'd

to ftay till I hear from Haughty, who
is working fomething to

both our fatisfaftions (as (he fays) but what that is I know

not——bur how ftands it now between you
and Lucia .<?

Gain. Very well, as I cou'd wi(h. I do not doubt but to be

happy.
Wild. Alas ! poor

Gainlove.

Gain. To be rich in her Love, is to have all the various

Treafuresof the Eafi.
.

Wild. Very well you'll hardly
think fo twelve Months

hence then I doubt 'twill be, prithee Wilding let's have

H 2
t other
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tother Bottle. Pox 'tis time enough to go
home.

Gain. That youll eafily grant.

Wild. Rather than you (hou'd offer violence to your Self.

Enter Annabel)a.

Anna. Gentlemen, your Servant. 1 think your Name's

Wilding.
Wild. Yes, Sir, it is.

Anna. I wou'd fpeak with you in private.
Wild. I can make bold wkh my Friends, Sir. Pray

Gainlove, ftep into the next Room for a Moment.

Gain. With all my Heart. 1 hope 'tis no Quarrel.

[A/fde*
Anna. Sir, you have much injur'd a fair Lady in her Honour.

Wild. 'Tvvas her own fault then, and (he may thank her felf

for trufting it in fuch Hands.

Anna. 1 thought a Gentleman wou'd have excus'd his Faults,
rather than aggravated the Folly.
Wild. Sir, I neither know you, nor who you mean nor do

f ufe to be queftion'd.
Anna. Nor I to make preamble, Sir, but in this Cafe. Know

you Mrs. AnnabelI a. Rich
more, the Widow Parelight'sNeice.

Wild. I have feen her. \Carelejly7\ By Heaven 'tis (he her felf?

If I don't fit her before I have done, it (hall go hard. [_Aftde.
Anna. Is (he not Fair }

Wild. 'Tis granted.
Anna. I am in Love with her to Diftraftion, and am come to

call you to a drift Account for your Indifcretidn.
"

■

Wild. Sir, this Quarrel will foon be made an end of —

for I am not in love with her, and will give you all my* In-

tereft. r/

Anna. So I'm like to fucceed \^A/rde.~] But1 what amends for

the paft Idle Words, fo cheaply^ thr'owrt abroad to ilaft that

Springing Flower, which I wou'd
crop and wear for ever in my

Bofom next
my Heart ?

Wild. Reap you the fancy'd Pleafure then but for ig-
noble
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noble Thoughts, or lavifh Words of that fair Lady you make

mention of, 1 rtand excus'd. No Pardon can I ask, except I had

offended, or if I had, my confcious Honour wou'd Refle&ion

make, and bid me do what Fear cou'd ne'er exaft. Be fa-

tisfied with this, and tempt no farther Danger.

[Laying his Hand to his Sword.

Anna. Well, I am fure I cou'd beat him at another Weapon.

[Aftde.3 There can be no Danger when arm'd with her Com-

mands. I cannot live without her, and if I die, (he's fure to

die that Minute.

Wild. So that ye are only fit for one another if this be all,

your
Servant.

Anna. I'm afraid this won't do. [AJtdeJ] Well, Sir, I find the

fhorteft way's the beft, few Words and a well pointed Sword.

I am fatisfied the. Lady'muft be in the right, for what I have laid

came from her own Mouth-1 therefore draw. , (

Wild. Draw! Why fure you're in jeft, ye
little Smock-Fac'd

Rogue.
Anna. In jeft ? 1 am fure, Sir, you won't find me fo.

Wild. No! I thought you had.- Well, then have at you.

rv [Draws.

Anna. What (hall I do now ? 1 have carry'd the jeft too

far.

Wild. Come let .us. (hake Hands, and cut Throats civilly,

[He (hakes Hands with Annabella, takes her round the Neck, and

kijfes'.] and like Gentlemen, faith I'll kifs you, ye pretty Knave,

you
kifs more like a Woman than a Man.

Anna. In my Confcience fo I do. What's the meaning, of

this ?

Wild. I will kifs thee again, prithee let's defer this, quarrel

nay kifs
thee I muft and will, never ftruggle.

ii [KijJest ber and Jhak/ss her Perrewig offi,

Anna. So now I'm difcover'd.

Wild. Ha ! a Woman ! and a lovely Woman.—Nay now

Icatffc •forbear.!'} ' > I

Anna. Hold; hoVI, Sir,- be not rude.

Wild. No, but I'll be. very Civil, and
that's, the fame thing.

She kiiTes fweeter than Nature juft refrelh'd by Heaven, when

opening-
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opening Buds lavifti their grateful Odours. (_A/ide.~\ What the

Devil am I doing ? Metliinks I cou'd. wifh pox ou'c [

lhall be in love prefently.
*

\_Ajide.
Anna. I have made a very pretty bufinefs of this. I had

better have taken my Coufen Lucia's advice. [^Ajide.'] Now am

I alham'd of this Mifcarriage ^
and what's worle, mull

■lie at his Mercy. [A/tdeJ] Well, Sir, I fuppofe you know

me?

Wild. Not I, Madam, but you kifs fo prettily pray let

me have one more. [ Offers to kifs.
Anna. Hold to kifs a Woman when (he is out of humour

is as provoking as to laugh at a Funeral.

Wild. Why then I'll kifs you till you are in humour a-

gain.
Anna. Ye all promife largely but do like moft Poets now

a Days, flag and grow very infipid in the laft Aft
you feera

ftrange as if you did not know, but I kno-v you do •

and as a Man of Honour let this Folly fleep, your Servant.

[Offers to
go.

mid. Let me view
you again Madam Annabella!

upon my Soul, Madam, I ask your Pardon ten thoufand times,
fure I can't be miftaken. Gainlove, your Opinion
here.

Anna. Why fure, Sir, you won't expofe me.

Enter Gainlove.

Wild. No, no, Child, let me alone. Gainlove, did you never

fee this Face before?

Gain. I have feen one much like it.

Wild. Why tis Madam Annabel/a Richntore, come on purpofe
to take a Bottle with you and I incog, and {han't we gratifie
her?

Gain. By all means.

Anna. The Fellow makes me mad. Hark ye, Sir, in your Ear,
with this red Coat I will ftrait for Flanders, and be familiar with
all the Collonels ot the Army, but I will have your Throat

c«f-
Ujlde.

Wild,



The Pajfjionate Miflrefs. ^
Wild. Never fear that, my bed will hold two very well. Every

look, (he gives ftrikes to my Heart. I cannot help it, 1 muft love

her. [AJide.
Gain. What means that paufe. In my Confcience he's

caught. {Afide.
Anna. Well, Sir, I have had a better Opinion of you than you

have deferved, and from this time by all that's good I'll never

fee

Wild. Hold, hold, no proteftations 1 find I muft have her,

let what will be the Conlequence -dear witty, pretty, charm-

ing Creature! [Afide!] Well cou'd I think I had the leaft Favour

in your Affe&ion, or that this was meant as a Refpett to me, from

this Hour I'll date my felf your Servant, nor all the World fhou'd

feparale us. Follys I have promifcuoully fhewn, Vices alter-

nately have fway'd me, but till now, never till now was I e'er

warm'd by virtuous Conftancy, or felt the facred fire of real

Love.

Anna. Ay, now the Man talks reafon. \_Ajtde,

Wild. Uuinlove be Witnefs what I fay 3
this Moment I wilh to

make you
mine.

Anna. And are you really fo mad of a fudden, to put it into

my Power
to be reveng'd of you ?

Wild. I'll leave my Fate to you.

Anna. Then here's my Hand, I will be yours and only yours.

I muft confefs I love, and (hall only want Power, but not theWill

to oblige you ever. But d'ye hear,my Friend, if ever i catch you

draggling in other Peoples Inclofures, I fhall tedder you down tc

your
own lawful Pafture. I muft have no more vifiting of Mrs,

Haughty, that I may
have no more Occafion to write Letters, to

create Jealoufie.
Wild. Did you

write 'em> 'Twas very kindly done of you,

but you (hall have no reafon to miftruft me. I was an Infidel,

till you converted me.

Gain. Stay, who have we here5\ More Witnelfes to the Con-

traft ? Even Sir Feeble and the good Woman, the Wager's loft.

She comes as unwillingly to a Tavern as fhe wou'd to Church.

Enter
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Enter Sir Feeble, Widow, Lucia and Apifti,

Sir Feeb. Nay, nay, never hang an Arfe, Spoufe. I tell the®

there is no harm 111 this, and I'll prove it Decitno quarto Henrici

OBavi.

Wild. Why uttercft thou the Languageof the Unclean ?Oh! the

Evil of the good Days that I have ieen are
gone and paft, furely

thou haft broken thy promiie hum.

Sir Fccb. I tell thee 1 have not.— Well, how d'ye do
my

merry Lads? fill me a Glafs, what's the Wine out? I will

knock down Sedition with a frcfli Bottle and a half pint Glafs,
and defie the French King in a Bumper of his own Revenue.

Zooks I wou'd I had him here to pledge me. [ Drinkj.
Wild. Sir Feeble, welcome

3 you, Madam, are welcome too; but

where's your fair Neice?

Wid. Truly I know not.

Anna. Fear not, Madam, to my Knowledge fhe is well.

Wid. Doft thou know her then ?

Anna. Why (he and I are all one, nor (tho* in your Houfe)
have I lain without her thefe three Months.

\_Ajide to the Widow.

Wid. Gil the filthy Jezabell [Aftde.3 Who wou'd have thought
tt?

Lucia. So, fo, I long to know what (he has done. [Ajide.
Ap. How! the little Devil that frightn'd rne fo juft now?
Sir Feeb. Od a pretty Fellow that whom is it Gainlove?

Gain. You'll foon know.

Anna, to Apifh.] As lor you, Sir, you have renoune'd your Love,
and I have refign'd all my Title and Interdt to this Gentleman.

[To Apith.] fa>u know your Hand Sir?
[iS/6at\r a Paper.

Ap. 'S death ! I fhall be laughtat, but let them laugh that win.

1 have loft nothing but a little Reputation, and what's that to a

Gentleman ot my Lftate? Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Wild. How! Apijh decline his Love rather than fight?

[ All laugh.
Ap. Yes for a very fubftantial Reafon, becaufe 1 have vow'd

to
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to keep my Eftate from my younger Brother
as long as ever

I can.

Sir Feeb. A very fubftantial Reafon, I promife you.
Anna. Now, Madam, your Approbation is only wanting

tomake this Gentleman happy, which gain'd, I will produce

your Ntice immediately.
Sir bceb. Give it, give it I fay, my Pearl of India, that

we may have no intruding Thoughts of Difcontent to min-

gle with our Joys. Methinks I long to be in Bed, I have

Matters to untold in miftick Sence, my brighteft Ruby, and

Arguments to confute thee in dumb fpeaking Eloquence.
— Come thou fnalt confent. I fwear by all——

Wid. Oh hold, I pray thee, truly if thy Friend1

is willing to heal her Backllidings, I (hall approve.

Anna. Then thus I clear her Honour.

[Pulls of her Wigt

Omms. How 1 a Woman !

Wid. Verily I am exceeding glad.

Anna. Once more your
Neice. 1 have difpos'd of

my felf, and all I have to this Gentleman, now

judge you, Sir, if you are worthy of a Woman, when you

are afraid to draw your Weapon, tho' a meer Woman

challenges.

Ap. Death! what
a Blockhead was I? [Laitgi'

~

Wa,

ha, ha, as if I did not know that all this while.

Anna. No I am very well fatisfy'd you did not.

Ap. Why if I did not, may I never wear Hat under-

Arm more. Knew you
as well as if I had been un-

der your Petticoats,
and was willing to humour your fro-

lick in Favour to my felf 5 for thought 1, if this Lady is

your Pardon,
Madam, is io dextrous at wear-

ing the Breeches before Marriage, I don't doubt but (he'll

have a great reipett
to every thing in em ever after.

[ ha, ha,

Wild. Forbear, Fool
— or I (hall fpoil your

Mirth. .if

Ap. Why truly, Wilding, I am fo much a Philosopher
to

bear the lofs with a great deal
oJt eafe,$ ha, ha, ha. Now

X when
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when I am taking the ferene Air of Liberty, you tf#y di-

vert your (elf with the Spleen or your Wife, which is ortly
the Spirit at Spleen re&ify'dv, Ha, .ha, ha. • -

'

'

Wild. Want of Merit makes Fools blind to it in o-

thers.

Anna. Pray what Remedy wou'd you pre'fcribe?-
-

Ap. None, there is- none, but he may gfiu and

have a great deal of Patience, that's the be'ft I khow'.

Prithee excufe me, tV&ding, you gave me
.

advice—1

pray take it back again. 'Tis all in rallerie. Ha, ha, lia.

Wild. Well, well, I'll take it fo for once-. <->' c 'J

Gain, to Lucia. belecch Voiv, ^Madam^ -fol'iow yolff
Cozens Example, and- give me your Gortfent' whilk I

have fo many Friends to
engage your- Mother's.-

Lucia. What becaufe my Cozen Ms plaifcb the Fool, you
wou'd perfuade me to bear her Company.
Gain. Do not play the Tyrant with a Heart

foM may
command with Gentlenefe, fweet Lucia.

'

An,/1. You may be fure (he won't, left you fhou'd hurt

hers, for you have had it ever fince yefterday tho' you did

not kncnv/iti: : toW £ sir nov
•

.vs. ,uo {

Lucia. Fie, Cozen, you make me blofh to hear' you fay
fo.

Anna. Sir Feeble, you muft fay the Word ahd the- Bufi-

nels will be done. n\ ; - A i tr.n

Sir Feeb. Spoufe, you- muft fay Amen' once' more. - This
is the Geateman I told >'ymi of,r a mddeft Man, a Man of

great PartS and worthy to execute a fair Lady's Commands
to her own Satisfaction5 he loves

your Daughter, and fhe
likes him, and the next Newstyofl'M hear ——x -« <■ -

Jpi iThey'll bb as indifferent' [Aftde.J ha,' ha, ha.

Sir Fetb. A chopping Boy (hall laugh at thy1 Puritail-
nical Pinner, and pull precifion from thy Downy Chin.

Wid. Here, take her, Friend.

Sir Feeb. Well faid, my Queen of Sheba. -A -

1

Gain. Upon my Knees let me receive the Bounty, great-
er I cannot -ask nor you beftow* thati my Lucia's Love* ten

thoufand Bleffings-011 your-Goodaefs too \To Lucia.] And

when
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when I ceafe to love you next to Heaven, may Heaven for-

get
me.

Lucia. Then I am happy.
Sir Feeb. So now give me another Bumper.

—

Nay

'thou, my radiant Princefs of Delight, (halt pledge me

too.

Wid. I will not defile my earthly Tabernacle, thou art turn-

ing thy Day into Night, as in the darknefs of Apoftacy, as

the zealous Brethren lay.

Sir Feeb. In this they are right,

We turn Day into Night.

But they lye if they fay,

That we wou'd e'er wifh to turn Night into Day.

Fill her a Glafs. Nay fuller, and the (hall drink it,

tho the Pope had dipt his great Toe in it.-——Nay take it

or by the greatnefs of—■

Wid. Swear not at all 1 will take it. But let the

evil Spirit that
forceth it upon

me bear the blame.

[Drin\s.*] Truly it is nQt fo bad as I thought. It warm-

eth the Stomach. [ Lickirtg her Lips,

Sir Feeb. Well done, my white leg'd Chicken. What,

more Company!
the more the merrier I fay.

*

Enter ^Fondle, with Haughty vet I'd.

,

-

;

..
i

Fond. Dear Widow and Aunt, I havefollow'd your Dire-

ctions to a Tittle, I am juft now marry'd to your
Neice-

" •- —

j /
j j

'twas thd prettieft frolick.
1 cant get her'

to unveil

yet.
'' 1 '■ j

-

I Laughing.

Wid. He;hath tafted largely of the Creature triend

Fondle, -thou havift better lay thy Head down to fleep

here is my
Ntice.

Fond. Humph. —My Heart mifgives me plaguily.-

. i feafi ? Ifave done amifs;

Han. i^ot in marrying her you love,
I hope. [Vnrieils.

Wild. Haughty !

, PAnnablla goes and milsWilding by the Sleeve to herfide,

I 2 Jcondo
a. -
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Fo>ul. The Devil ! I'll hang my felfat full ChiMlge,'
in terror to all Merchant Adventurers

3 [ In rage.3
drown my felf in my own briny Tears. [ Crying. 'J Bring
me. Daggers, Poyfon, Fire, j Sings. ] This is the State

of Alan.

Han. Pray hear me, Mr. Fondle.

Fond. I will never hear again, never Eat, Drink, or

Sleep: [in rage.] I will out Curfe a broken Collonei,
out lye a City Stock-jobber, and openly profefs 110 more

Honour or Honefty than a Nobleman's Steward or a

Country Attorney.
Hau. Hear me but make one (acred folemn Vow to

Heaven and you, then do your pleafure.
Fond. Well, come, 1 will- it it fhou'd be to make

away with your felf, 111.endeavour to bear it with a Chri-

stian patience.
Hau. Hear me, fweet Heaven, and punifh or reward me

As 1 do violate or keep my with 5

If ever I tranfgrefs the Rules of Modefty,
Or entertain the Thoughts of lawlefs Love,

That raging Flame of Inconfiderate Lull

ThatfulliesVirtue as the Smoak the Light ^

May all the Vengeance of offended Heaven,

And all the Sorrow that Affliction bears

Perfue me here, and kill my Peace hereafter.

Fond. Ah wou'd I cou'd believe you. [Crying.
Sir Feeb. We'll all engage for her. zooks, I believe (he's

a very good Woman.

Fond. Why, as I hope to be fav'd I never was fo mifta-

ken in all
.my Life. 1 verily thought this had been

your Hand. [To Widow.

Huh. Your Pardon, Madam, for the Counterfeit, 'twas

I that writ it, knowing fome years paft a Marriage was pro-

pos'd 'twixt him and your fair
Neice.

Fond. Well, the Devil take me if ever I'm married i»

the Dark again.

Ban.
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Hau. Forgive what's paft and I'll offend no more. My
Life to come I'll fpend in true Contrition, and ftudy to

oblige with dutious Love. ,

Fond. Well, I will be contented fince there's no

remedy.— Come give me your Hand and ftick to what

you fay, and all fhali be forgotten.
Wild. Sir

,
if the leaft Sufpicion yet remains that I

have injur'd you, lay it afide, for on my Word I have

done you no difhonour, whatever was intended.

Anna. Tho" I know the Rogue lyes, I can't blame the

Excufe. \_Afidc.
Fond. Sir your humble Servant, and I thank you for

the intended Favour, but fhall endeavour to keep her as

far from you as I can.

Wild, to Hau. AJide.~] What you have done obliges me

but from this time we muft be ever Stran-

gers.

Hau Heaven knows for ever.

Sir Feeb. Come Gent, before Supper, be pleas'd to take

part of an Entertainment I have prepar'd.

S O N G and D A N C E.

■

B
S-WBRAftYn
V *
__ < *J

SONG



SONG,

Set and sung; by Mr. Leveredge.

I.
Youlaugh to fee vie fond appear,

Of one not worth the Part,
A Wretch by Nature unfwcere
And amofous bx Art :

Wrong not a well meant honejl Flame,
To Lais undejigrid

JI is to her Sexy not her, I am

So ardent and fo kind.

2.
,

Where's now th? Mighty difference Jbewn
In what we ctijj rent do,

One feigns alike to dll, and one

To all alike is true :

As both have Hundreds done before
Each other we carefs,

Impari ial fbe, no Man love's wore.

Nor 1m Woman lefs.
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Enter Drawer.

Draw. Supper's on the Table Gentlemen.

Wild. Lead on, Sir Feeble.

Sir Feeb. With all my Heart. Come, my Alining

Lamp of Refulgency,
if thou.canft have patience but a lit-

tle longer, I'll
make you full payment in the current Coin

of pure
Affe&ion.

Wid. Away, away. [Smiling.
Wild, to Anna.1] To you I owe this happy eafe of Mind,

Beauty and Virtue have at laft prevail'd,

Like bounteous Heaven, that difpences Blefiings
To the Unworthy that ne'r think to ask.

As fickly Vapours rifing from the Earth

Are ftrait exhal'd by the Sun's early Birth,

So loofe Defires vanifti quite away,

When Virtue's brighter Sun puts forth a Ray.

[Exeunt,
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