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ADVERTISEMENT.

SOME
copies of fpurious imprefiions of

this Comedy, and of the Cozeners, having

been printed and circulated before the

application to the Court of Chancery for an

Injunction, it has been thought adviiable, in

vindication of the property of the Editor, as

well as in juftice to the deceaied Author, imme

diately to commit to the prefs genuine editions

of the two dramatick pieces above-mentioned,

together with the Comedy of the Devil Upon

Two Sticks, which had been alfo without

authority advertifed for publication.

On infpe&ion of the fpurious impreffions, it

appears,
that all the errors of carelei's and igno

rant tranferibers are there religioufiy preferved

and all the additions and improvements, made

by the facetious Writer, are omitted. Many

inftances of this will occur on perufal of thefe

Comedies, and particularly the Cozeners; in

which, befides the reftoration of feveral pafiages

always fpoken on the ftage, the Reader will find

a whole fcene, at the end of the Firft Aft, and
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another, ftill more entertaining and popular, ac

the beginning of the Third ; both which were

wholly wanting in the fpurious ImprelTions.

U nauthorized publications are not only always

detrimental to private property, but commonly

prove injurious to the publick : For the copies,

being obtained by clandeftine and indiredt means,

are, for the moft part, as has happened in the

prefent inltance, incorredt and imperfedt.

[lROLOGUE,



PROLOGUE.

Written by Mr. G A R R I C K.

Spoken by Mr. FOOT E.

w
H O but has read, if you have read at all,

Of one, they "Jack the giant-killer call ?

He was a bold, (lout, able-bodied man,

To clear the world of fee, favj, fum, his plan:
Whene'er a monjier had within his power

A
young

and tender virgin to devour,

To cool his blood, Jack, like a ikilful furgeon,

Bled well the monjler, and releas'd the virgin ;

Like the belt doctors, did a method learn,

Of curing fevers never to return.

Mayn't I this giant-killing trade renew ?

I have
my virgin and

my tnonjler too.

Tho' I can't boalt, like Jack, a lift of flain,

I wield a lancet and can breathe a vein \

To his Herculean arm
my

nerves are weak,

He cleft his foes, I only make mine fqueak :

As Indians wound their Haves to pleafe the court,

I'll tickle mine, Great Sirs, to make you fport.

To
prove myfelf an humble imitator,

Giants are vices, and Jack (lands for fatire :

By tropes and figures, as it fancy fuits,

Pailions rife monfters, men fink down to brutes \

All talk and write in allegoric di£lion,

Court, city, town, and country run to fiction !

Each daily paper allegory teaches

Placemen are locujls, and contractors leeches :

Nay, even Change-Alley, where no bard repairs,

Deals much in fi£tion to pafs off their wares ;

For whence the roaring there ?—from bulls and bears!



DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

Sir Christopher Cripple, Mr. Woodward,

Mr. Flint, Mr. Foote.

Major PvACKETT, Mr. Aickin.

Billy Botton, Mr.JVeflon.
Pfter Poultice,

Fillup,

Mynheer Sour-Crout,

i/Ionf. de Jarsey,

John, >

Lady Catherine Coldstrea m,

?>!rs. Linnet,

Mil's Linnet,

jMaid, »

Waiters, &c.

Mr. Fearon.

Mr. Davis.

Mr. Cajlle.

Air. Leyd.

Mr. 'Jacobs.

Mrs. Fear an.

Mifs Piatt.

Airs. Jewell.

Mrs. TVefton.

The
gaming

fools are doves, the knaves are rooks,

Change-Alley bankrupts waddle out lame ducks f

But, hdies, blame not you your gaming fpoufes,
For

you,
as well as they, have/i/^ow-houfes.

To change the figure—formerly I've been,

To ftraggling follies only whipper-in ;

By royal bounty rais'd, I mount the back

Of
my

own hunter, and I keep the pack :

Tailyo !—a rank old fox we now purfue,
80 ftrong the fcent, you'll run him full in view:

If we can't kill fuch brutes in human fliape,
Let's fright 'em, that your chickens may efcape ;

Jloufe'em,when o'er their tenderprey they're grumbling,
And rub their

gums at lead:, to mar their
mumbling.

'



THE

MAID OF BATH.

ACT I. SCENE I.

The Bear Inn at Bath.

Enter Fillup.

Fillup.

WHY, John, Roger, Ralphy,

Harry Buckle ! what a-dickens

are become of the lads ? Can't

you
hire r—Zure, zure, thefe

Whelps are enow to make a man maz'd !

Enterfeveral Waiters.

JlH. Coming, Sir !

Ftllnp. Coming! ay, zo be Chriftmas, I think".

Where be'il thee gwain, boy ? what, I reckon

thee ca'xl: not zee for thy eyes—Mere, take the

candle, and light the gentlefolk in.
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Enter John.

John. Carry a couple of candles into the

Daphne. \Exeunt Waiters.

Fillup. John/ who is it be a come' ?

John. Major Rackett, in a chay and four,

from the Devizes.

Fillup.What, the young youth, that laft zeafon

Carried away wi un Mrs. Muzlenefes prentice ?

John. Mifs Patty Prim, from the Grove ?

Fillup. Ay,zure: Thee doft know herwell enow.

John. The feme.

Fillup. Zure and zure, then we fhall have

old doing and by; he is a deadly wild fpark, thee

doft know.

John, But as good a cuftomer as comes to

the Bear.

Fillup. That's zure enough: Then why doft

not; run and light un in ? Stay !
gee

I the candle;

I woole
go and light un in myzelf. [Exk.

Rack. [zvithout~\. Give the pcft-boys half a

guinea between 'cm.

John. Ay, there is fome life in this chnp!
Thefe are your.guefts that give fpirit to Bath :

Your pafalytical people, that come down to be

parfooii'd and pump'd, do no good that I know
*

to the town, unlefs indeed, to the phyfical tribe :

How 1 hate to fee an old fellow hobble into

the
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the houfe, with his feet wrapt in flannel, pufhing

forth his fingers like a crofs in the hands to

point out the different roads on a common!—*

Hr,&!

Enter Rackett and Fillup.

Fillup. I hope, mefter, you do zee your way:

There be two fteps; that
you do know. Well,

zure, I be heartily glad to zee
your

honour at

Rath.

Rack. I thank
you,my honeft friend Fillup.—

What, have you many people in town ?

Fillup. There ben't a
power, pleafe your

honour, at prefent. Some zick folk that do no

zqrt of zarvis, and a few layers that be com'd

off a the zircuit, that's all.

Rack. Birds of paflage, ha, Fillup ?

John. True, Sir; for at the beginning of

term, when the woodcocks come in, the other*

fly off.

Rack. Are you there, honeft Jack?

John. And happy to fee
your

honour in town.

Rack. Well, mafter Fillup, and how
go you

on ?
any clubs fixed as yet ?

Fillup. No, Zir, not to
zay fixed; there be

parfon Pulruddock from the Land's-End, mafter

Eyan Thomas, a Welch attorney, two Briilol

P 2 p>en|

♦
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men, and a few port-drinking people, that dine

every day in the Lion; the claret-club ben't

expefted down till the end of next week.

Rack. Any body in the houfe that I know ?

Fillup. Yes, zure : Behind the bar there be

Sir Chriftopher Cripple, frefh out of a fit of

the gout, drinking a drop of punch along wy

Mefter Peter Poultice, the potter-carrier on the

Parade.

Rack. The Gazettes of the Bath; the very

men I want. Give my compliments to the gen

tlemen, and tell them I fhould be glad of their

company. But, perhaps it may be troublefome

for Sir Chriftopher

Fillup. No, no, not at all; at prefent he's a

little tender for zure; but I warrant un he'll

make a fhift to hobble into the room. [Exit.
Rack. Well, Jack, and how fares it with you ?

You have throve, I hope, fince I law you ?

John. Throve? no, no, Sir: Your honour

knows that during the fummer, taverns and

turnfpits have but little to do at Bath.

Rack. True. But what is become of
your

colleague, honeft Ned ? I hope he has not quitted
his place.

John. The fhare he had in
your honour'^

intrigue with Mils Prim, foon made this city
too hot for poor Ned.

Rack.
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Rack. Then why did not the fool go
to Lon

don with me ? The fellow has humour, fpirit,

and fings a good fong. I intended to have re

commended him to one of the theatres,

John. Why, Sir, Ned himfelf had a bias that

way ; but his uncle, Alderman Surcingle thefadler,

a piece of a Puritan, would not give his conlent.

Rack. Why not ?

John. He was afraid that kind of life might

corrupt or endanger Ned's morals ; fo has leC

him up in a bagnio at the end of Long-Acre.
I O vJ

Rack. Nay, if the fellow falls after fuch a

fecurity

Sir Chr. [without.] At what a rate the rafcal

is running ! Zounds, I believe the fellow thinks

1 can foot it as fait as Eclipfe! Slower, and be

JLnler Sir Chriftopher Cripple ayd Fillup, follow^

by Peter Poultice.

Where is this rakehelly, rantipole ?—Jack, fet

me a chair,—So, Sir!
you

mud poffefs a good

f!i a re of afiurance to return to this town, after

the tricks you have played.—Fillup, fetch in the

punch!—Well, you ungracious young dog, and

what is become of the poor
wench ? Ah, poor

Patty ! and here too my reputation is ruined as

$vell as the girl's.

Rack. Your reputation ? that's a good jeft.

Sir Chr.
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Sir Chr. Yes, firrah, it is; and all owing

to my acquaintance with you: I, foriboth, a:n

called your advifer; as if your own contriving

head and profligate heart flood in need of any

affiftance from me.

Rack. Weil, but, dear Sir Kit, how can this

idle fluff"afreet
you ?

Sir Chr. How ? eafy enough : I will be judged
now by Poultice.—Peter, fpeak truth! before

this here blot in
my tfcutcheon, have not you

obferyed, when I went to either a ball or a break-

failing, how eagerly all the girls gathered round

me, g.bing, and joking, and giggling? gad take

rr.c, as facetious and free if I were their father!

Foul. Nothing but truth.

Fillup. That's truth, to my zertain knowledge;
for I have zeen the women-folk tittering, 'till

thev were ready to break their zides, when your

honour was throwing your double tenders about.

Sir Chr. True, honeft Fillup.—Before your

curs'd affair, neither maid, widow, or wife was

afnamed of convcrfiqg with me ; but now, when

J am wheeled into the room, pot a foul under

feventy will venture within ten yards of my chair:

I am fhunn'd worfe than a leper in the days of

King Lud ; an abfolute hermit in the midft of a

croud!
Speak, Fillup, is not this a melancholy

truth ?
5 t - < ■■

■. :
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Fillup. Very molycolly, zure !

Sir Chr. But this is not all; the crop-eared

curs of" the city have taken it into their empty

heads to neglect me : Formerly, Mr. Mayor

could not devour a cuftard, but I received a

civil card to partake; but now, the rude rafcals,

in their bufhy bobs, brulh by me without deign

ing so bow ! in fnort, I do not believe I have
v_>

J

had a corporation cruft in my mouth for thefe

fix months: You might as well expect a minifter

of ftate at the Manfion-Houfe, as fee me at one

of rheir feafts

Fillup. His honour tells nothing but truth.

Sir Chr. So that I am almoft famifhed, as well

as forfdken.

Fillup. Quite famifhed, as a body may zay,

mtfter.

Sir Chr. Oh, Tom, Tom, you have been a

curfed acquaintance to me ! what a number of

fine turtles and fat haunches of venifon has
your

wickednefs loft me !

Rack. My dear Sir Kit, fof this I merit your

thanks: How often Dr. Carawitc-het has told

you,
rich food and cbswpaigne would produce

you nothing but poor
health and real pain !

Sir Chr. What figriifies the prattle of fuch a

punning puppy
as he ? what, 1 fuppofe, you

would ftarve me, you fcounJrel ! When I am

got
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got out of one fit, how the devil am I to gather

ftrength to encounter the next ? Do
you

think

it is to be done by lipping and flopping? [drinks. J

But no matter! Look you, major Racket, all

between us is now at an end; and, Sir, I fhould

confider it as a particular favour if you would

take no further notice of me : I fincerely defire

to drop your acquaintance; and, as to myfelf,
I am fixed, pofitively fixed, to reform.

Rack. Reform ? Ha, ha, ha !

SirChr. Reform! and why not ? Well!
you

fhall fee ! the whole city fhall fee ! As foon as

ever I get to my lodgings, I will fend for Luke

Lattitat and Codicil, and make a handfome

bequeft to the hofpital.

Rack. Stuff!

SirCbr. Then I am refolved to be carried

every day to the twelve o'clock
prayers, at the

Abbey, and regularly twice of a Sunday.
Rack. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Sir Chr. Ha, ha, ha!
you may laugh; but

I'll be damn'd if I don't ! and if all this don't

recover
my credit, I am determined, befides,

to hire a houfe in Harlequin-Row, and be a

conftant hearer at the countefs's chapel
Rack. And fo, perhaps, turn out a field-

preacher in time.

Sir Chr. I don't know but I
may.

Rack,
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Rack. Well then, my dear Sir Chriftopher,

adieu ! But, if we muft part,
let us part as

friends fhould ; not with dry lips, and in
anger.

Fillup, take care of the knight. [Fillup fills the

glcjfts.] Well, faith, my old crony,
I can't fay

but I am heartily forry to lofe you; many
a

brave batch have we broached in our time.

SirChr. True, Tom, true.

Rack. Don't you
remember the bout we had

at the Tuns, in the days of Plump Jack? I

lhall never forget! After you
had felled poor

Falftaff with a pint bumper of Burgundy,
how

you
beftrode the proftrate hero, and in his own

manner cried,
"

Crown me, ye fpirits that de

"

light in gen'rous wine !"

SirChr. Vanity, mere vanity, Tom, nothing

but vanity!

Rack. And then another day at the—But

replcnifh, Fillup
! the bowl is not empty

?

Sir Chr. Enough, enough !

Rack. What, don't flinch, man ! it is but to

finifli the bowl.—Come, Sir Chriftopher, one

tender fqueeze!

Sir Chr. Take care of my
hand! none of

your
old tricks, you young dog.

Rack. Gentle as the lick of a lap-dog; there
!

—What o'clock is it, Fillup?

C Fill-up.

\

\
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Fillup. I'll tell you, mefter [looksat biswatch'].

Juft turned a fix.

Rack. So foon ? Hang it, Sir Kit, it is too

early to part: Come, what fay you to one fup-

per
more ? but one, by way of facrifice to the

facrcd feelings of friendfhxp? HoneftFillup knows

your tafte; he will tofs you up
a

SirCbr. Not a morfel, Tom, if you would

give me the univerfe !

Hack. Pho, man ! only a Sandwich or fo.—

Fillup, what haft got in the houfe ?

Fillup. A vamous John Dorey, two pair of

ioals, and there be a joint of Lanfdown mutton;

and then, you do know, my Molly be vamous

in making marrow-puddens.

Rack. A fine bill of fare.—Come, knight,
what do

you choofe ?

Sir Chr. Me ! why you feem to have forgot
what I told

you juft now.

Rack. Your defign to reform? not at all;

and I think you quite right; perfectly fo, as

I hope to be faved : But what needs all this

hurry? tomorrow is a new'day; it will then

be early enough. Fillup, fend us in juft what

you will.

Sir Chr. You area coaxing, cajoling young
dog.—Well, if it muft be fo, Fillup, it muft.

Fillup,
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Fillup, get
me an anchovy-toaft; and, do

you

hear ? a red herring or two, for my ftomach is

damnably weak.

Fillup. I fhall to be zure, zur. [Exit.

Rack. So ! that's fettled.—Now, Poultice !

Come forward.—Well, my blades, and what news

have you got ftirring amongft you ?

Foul. Except a little run of fore throats about

the beginning of autumn, and a few feeble

fellows that droot off with the leaves in October,
4.

'

the town is in tolerable

Rack. Pox of the dead and the dying ! but

what amufements have you got for the living ?

Foul. There is the new playhoufr, you know.

Rack. True: But as to the mufical world

what hopes have we there ? any of the opera

people among you ? Apropos—what is become

of my little flame, La petite Rcfignole, the lively

little Linnet ? is fhe Hill

Sir Chr. Loft, totally loft !

Rack. Loft ! what, left you ? I am forry

for that.

Sir Chr. Worfe, worfe !

Rack. I hope fhe an't dead,

SirChr. Ten thoufand times worfe than all that!

R.ack, How the deuce can that be ?

Sir Chr. Juft going to be buried alive—to b^

.married.

C 2 Rack.
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Rack. Pho ! is that all ? The ceremony was,

indeed, formerly looked upon
as a kind of meta

phorical grave ; but the fyftem is changed, and

marriage is now confidered as an entrance to a

new and better kind of life.

Sir Chr. Indeed !

Rack. Pfhaw ! who talks now of the drudgery

ofdomeftic duties, ofnuptial chains, and of bonds?

mere obfolcte words ! they did well enough in

the dull days of queen Befs •, but a snodern lafs

puts on fetters to enjoy the more freedom, and

pledges her faith to one, that fne may
be at

liberty to beftow her favours on all.

Sir Chr. What vail improvements are daily

made in our morals! what an unfortunate '.og

am I, to come into the world at leaft half a cen

tury too foon ! what would I give to be born

twenty years hence ! there will be damned fine

doings then ! hey, Tom ? But I'm afraid our

poor little girl won i nave it in her
power to profit

by thefe prodigious improvements.

Rack. Why not ?

Sir Chr. Oil, when you once hear the name of

her partner

Rack. Who is it ?

Sir Chr. An acquaintance of
yours : Only

that old fufly, fiiabby, fnuffiing, money-loving,
water-drinking, mirth-marring, amorous old

hunks, matter Solomon Flint.

Rack.
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Rack. He that enjoys—owns, I mean—half the

farms in the country ?

Sir Chr. He, even he.

Rack. Why, he is fixty at leaft: What a

filthy old goat! But then, how does this defign

fuit with his avarice ? the girl has no fortune.

Sir Chr. No more than what her talents will

give her.

Rack. Why, the poltroon dees not mean to

profit by them ?

Sir Chr. Perhaps, if his family fhould chance

to encreafe : But I believe his main motive is the

hopes of an heir.

Rack. For which he muft be indebted to fome

of his neighbours: In that point of light, the

matter is not fo much amifs. It is impofTible

fhe can be fond of the fellow
$
and it is

very

hard, with the opportunities this place will afford,

if, in lefs than a month, I don't

Sir Chr. This place ! why, you don't fuppofe

he'll truffc her here for an hour ?

Rack. How !

Sir Chr. Not a moment: The fcheme is all

fettled ; the rumbling old family-coach carries

her immediately from the church-door to his

moated, haunted, old houfe in the country.

Rack. Indeed !

Sir Chr. "Where, befides the Argus himfelf,

fhe
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fhe will be watched by no lefs than two brace of

his fifters ; four as malicious, mufty old maids

as ever were ioured by folitude, and the negledt

of the world.

Rack. A guard not to be corrupted or cozened.

Why, Sir Chriftopher, in a Chriftian country

this muft not be fuffered, What ! a miferable

tattered old fellow like him, to monopolize iuch

a tempting creature as her ?

Sir Chr. A diabolical plan !

Rack. Befides, the fecluding and immuring

a girl poifeffed of her elegant talents, is little

better than robbing the world.

Sir Chr. Infamous ! worfe than a
rape ! But

where are the means to prevent it ?

Rack. Much might be done, if you would

lend us your aid.

Sir Chr. Me ? of what ufe can I—And fo, you

rafcal,you want toemploy me again as your pimp?

Rack. You take the thing wrong
: I only wifh

you
to ftand forth, my dear knight; and, like

myfelf, be the protestor of innocence, and a true

friend to the publick.

Sir Chr. A true friend to the publick ! a fine

ftalking-horle that! But, I fear, like other
pre

tenders, Tom, when
your own private purpofe

is Jerved, the poor publickwill beleftin the lurch.

But, however, the poor girl does deferve to be

faVed i
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faved •, and if I can do
any thing, not incon-

fiftent with my plan of reforming

Rack. That was fpoke like yourfelf. Upon

what terms are you
and Flint at prefent ?

Sir Chr. Oil and vinegar are fcarce fo oppofite.

Rack. Poultice, you imoke a pipe with him

fometimes : Pray, who are your party ?

Poul. Mynheer SourCrout, Monfieurde Jar-

fey the port manufacturer, Billy Button the tay-

lor, Matter Flint and I, moft evenings take a

whiff here.

Rack. Are
you

all in his confidence on this

great occafion ?

Poul. Upon this cafe we have had confuta

tions ; but Billy Button is firft in his favour, he

likes his prefcription the beft.

Rack. From this quarter
we mull begin the

attack : Could not we contrive to convene this

illuftrious fenate to-night ?

Poul. I fhould think eafily enough.

Rack. But before you
meet here ?

Poul. Without doubt.

Rack. My dear Poultice, will you undertake

the commiffron ?

Poul. I will feel their pulfes, to oblige Sir

Chriftopher Cripple.

Sir Chr. But, Peter, dofl really think this rafn

fool is determined ?

Poul.
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Poul. I believe. Sir Chriftopher, he is firmly

perfuaded, that nothing will allay this uncom

mon heat in his blood, but fwallowing the pill

matrimonial.

Rack. We muft contrive at leaft to take off

the gilding, and fee what effedt that will have on

his
courage. [Exit Poul.

Sir Chr. Well, Major, unfold ! what can
you

mean by this meeting ?

Rack. Is it poflible you can be at a lofs ?
you

who have fo long ftudied mankind ?

■Sir Chr. Explain.

Rack. Can't
you conceive what infinite ftrug-

gles muft have been felt by this fellow, before he

could mufter
up courage to

engage
in this dread

ful perilous ftate. How often have
you heard

the proverbial puppy affirm, that marriage was

fifhing for a fingle eel
among a barrel of fnakes !

what infinite ocds, that you laid hold of the eel !

and then a million to one but he dipt through

ycur fingers!

Sir Chr. True, true.

Rack. Can't you, then, guefs what will be

his feelings and fears when it comes to the pufh ?

Do
you think publick opinion, his various doubts

of himfelf, and of her, the pride of his family,
and the loud claims of avarice (his ruling paf-
fion 'till now), won't prove near an equipoife to

his love ?

Sir



tHE MAID OF BATH, i?

Sir Cbr. Without doubt.

Rack. At this critical period, won't the con

curring advice of all his affociates, think, you,

deftroy the balance at once ?

Sir Cbr. Very probably, Tom, I confefs.

Rack. As to our engines, there is no fear of

them : Billy Button you have under your thumb j

I'll purchafe a pipe or port of de Jarfey ; and We

are fure of old Sour-Crout for a hamper of hock.

Sir Cbr. Right, right!—But, after all, what is

to become of the girl ? Come, Tom, I'll have

no foul play ihewn to her.

Rack. Her real happinefs is part
of my pro-

jed.

Enter Fillup.

Fillup. Here be Mynheer Sour-Crout and

Mounleer de Jarfey a come.

Sir Chr. We wiil attend them.—Only think,

Tom, what a villain you
will be to make me the

fecret inftrument of any more mifchief.

Rack. Never fear.

Sir Cbr. Particularly, too, now I arn fixed

to reform.

Rack. It would be criminal in the higheft

degree.

Sir Cbr. Ah, rot your hypocritical face !—I

am half afraid, Tom, to trufl you ; I'll be hanged

D if
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if
you ha'n't fome wicked defign yourfelf on the

giri! but, however, I wafh my
hands of the guilt.

Rack. My dear knight, don't be fo fqueamifh I

But—the gentlemen within !—Stay 1 who have we

here ? Ah, my old friend mafter Button !

Enter Button.

By(ton. Your worfhip is welcome to town !—»

But where is Sir—Oh ! I underftood as how your

honour had fent for me all in a hurry: I fhould

have brought the patterns before* if I had them :

the worft of my enemies can't fay but Billy But

ton is punftual. Here they be: I received them

to-night byWiltfhire's waggon, that flies in eight

days.

Sir Chr. Tomorrow,Billy, will do; take a feat.

jButton. I had rather ftand.

Sir Chr. I wanted to talk to
you upon

an

other affair. What, I luppofe, you are
very bufy

at prefent ?

Button. Vaft bufy, your honour.

Sir Chr. This marriage, I reckon, takes up

mod of
your time.

Button. Your honour ?

Rack. Mifs Linnet,, and your old mafter Flint,

you know.

Button. Oh, ay ! But the fquire does not intend

to cut a dafh till the fpring.
Sir
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Sir Cbr. No ! nothing has happened, I hope ?

affairs are all fixed ?

Button. As a rock : I am fure, now, it can't

fail; becaufe why, I have premptory orders to

fcour and new-line the coachman and footman's

old frocks i and am, befides, to turn the lace,

and frefh-button the fuit his honour made
up

twenty years ago
comes next Lent, when he was

jfhreif for the county.

Rack. Nay, then it is determined.

Button. Or he would never have gone
to fuch

0n expence.

Sir Cbr. Well, Billy, and what is your private

opinion, after all, of this match ?

Button. It is not becoming,ycur honourknows,

for a tradefman like me to give his

Rack. Why not ? Don't you
think now,

Billy, it is a bold undertaking for a man at his

time of life ?

Button. Why, to be fure, his honour is a little

ftricken in years,
as a body may fay •, and, take

all the care that one can, time will wear the nap

from even fuperfine cloth •, flitches tear, and

elbows will out, as they fay

Sir Cbr. And befides, Biil, the bride's a mere

baby.

Button. Little better, your honour : But fhe

is a tight bit of fluff, and
I am confident will turn

D 2 out



t9 THE MAID OF BAT H.

cut well in the wearing. I once had fome thoughts

mylelf of taking meafure of Mils.

Rack. Indeed !

Button. Yes •, and, to my thinking, had made

a pretty good progrefs ; becaufe why, at church

of a Sunday Hie fuffered me to look for the leflonsj

and moreover, many a time and oft have we lung

pfalms out of the
very fame book.

Rack. That was going a
great way.

Button. Nay, befides, and more than all that,

{he has at this preciousminuteof timeapincufhion

by her fide of
my own prefentation.

Rack. Ay! and how came the treaty broke off?

Button. Why, who fhould ilep in in the nick,

but the
very fquire himfelf ?

Sir Chr. I am afraid, Bill, your beauty is 3,

little bit of the jilt.

Buttax. N.3, your worfhip •, it is all along with

her mother : 'Caufe her
great aunt, by her father's

fide, was a clargyman's daughter, fhe is as
prag

matic and proud as the Pope; fo, forfooth, no

thing will pleafe her for Mifs, but a bit of quality

binding.

Rack. I knew the rcfufal could not come

from the girl; for, without a compliment, Billv,
there is no

companion between vou and the—

why, you are a
pretty, flight, tight, light, nimble—•

Button. Yes; very nimble and flight, and \ve

are both ox a height: Ha, ha, ha 1

Sir Cbrx
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Sir Chr. Why, love lias made Billy a pnet.

Button. No, no i quite accident, as 1 hone to

be killed.

Rack. And
your

rival is a fufty, foggy, lum

bering log
1

Button. For all the world like my goofe;

plaguy hot and damned heavy, your honour.

Sir Chr. Why, Biily blazes to-day.

Button. And though my purfe, mayhap, ben'e

fo heavy as his'n, yet I contrives to pay every

i)ody their own.

Rack. I dare fay.

I$uttcn. Ay ; and I have, befides, two houfes

in Avon-Street •, and, perhaps, a bit or two of

Jand in a corner.

Sir Chr. Oh, the curmudgeonly rogue
!

Button. And, moreover, if madam Linnet

talks of families, I would have her to know that

I have powerful relations as well as herfelf:

There's Tommy Button, my uncle's own fon,

that has an employment under the government.

Sir Chr. Ay, Billy ! what is it ?

Button. At this
very time he is an excifemap

^Wapping. And, befides, there is
my coufin

Jtlul jpufF, that kept the great paftrycook's (hop

in the Strand, rjqw lives at Brentford, and is

{rule a juftice of the peace.

lack. As this is the cafe, I don't think it will

jje 'ifficult yet
to bring matters to bear.

Sir Ch>%
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Sir Chr. If Bill will but follow directions.

Button. I hope your honour never found me

deficient.

Sir Chr. We will inftruft you further within.—«

Major Racket, your hand !

Button. Let me help you.
Folks may go

fur

ther and fare worfe, as they fay : Why, I have

fome thoughts, if I can call in my debts, to re

tire into the
country, and let

up
for a gentleman.

Rack. Why not ? one meets with a great num

ber of them who were never bred to the bufineis.

Button. I a'n't much of a mechanic at
pre--

fent; I does but juft meafure and cut.

Rack. No?

Button. I don't think that I have fat crofs-

Jegg'd forthefe fix years.

Rack. Indeed ?•

Button. And who can tell, your honour, in

a few years, if I behaves well, but, like coufin

Puff, I may get mylelf put in the commiffion ?

Sir Chr. The worfhipful William Button

efquire—it founds well. I can tell
you, Bilk,

there have been magiitrares made of full as b,d

piaceriais as you. [Exewt,

A : T



ACT II. SCENE I.

Enter Mrs. Linnet and Miss Linnet.

Mrs. Linnet.

—YES,
Kitty, it is in vain to deny it! I

am convinced there is fome little, low,

paltry pafiion, thac lurks in
your heart.

Mifs Lin. Indeed, my dear Mother, you

wrong mc.

Mrs. Lin. Indeed, my dear Mils, but I don't!

what elfe could induce
you to reject the addreffes

of a lover like this? Ten thoufand pounds a-

year
! Gads my life, there is not a lady in town

would refufe him, let her rank be ever fo

Mifs Lin. Not his fortune, I firmly believe.

Mrs. Lin. Well ! and who now-aJdays mar

ries any thing elie ? Would you
refufe an eftate,

becaufe it happen'd to be a little encumber'd ?

you
mull conftder the man in this cafe as a kind

of a mortgage.

Mifs Lin. But, the difproportion of years—

Mrs. Lin. In
your favour, qhild ■, the incum

brance will be the fooner removed.

Mifs Lin. Then, my dear mother, our minds j

how very widely they differ ! my nature is liberal
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and frank, though I am but a little removed

from mediocrity ; his heart, in the very bofoni

of wealth, is fhut to every focial fenfation.

Airs. Lin. Arid yet, Mifs, this heart you have

had the good luck to unlock. I hope you don't

urge his offers to
you as a proof of his pafiion

for money? why, you forget yourfelf, Kate;

w ho, in the name ofwonder, do you think that

you are ? What, becaufe that vou have a baby

face, and can bawl a few ballads

Mifs Lin. Nay, madam, you know I was

never vain of
my talents ■, if they can

procure

me a decent fupport, and in foine meafure
repay

my father and you for their kind cultivation—

Mrs. Lin. And how long are
you fure

your

talents, as you call 'ein, will fcrve
you ? Are

a fet of features feeare againft time ? won't a

fingle fore throat deftroy the boafted power of

your pipe ? But fuppofe that fhould not fail,
who can infure

you agaiml the whim of the

publick? will they always continue their favour?

Mifs Lin. Perhaps not.

Mrs. Lin. What muft become of
you then ?

Now by this means
you are fafe, above the

reach oi ill-fortune. Bcrfides, child, to put your
own intereft out of the queftion, have you na

tender feelings for us ? Confider, my love (you
don't want for good nature), your conf?nt to

this



THE MAID OF BATH.
25

this match will, in the worft of times, fecure a

firm and able friend to the family.

Mifs Lin. You deceive yourfelf, indeed, my

dear mother : He a friend ! I dare believe the

firft proof you will find of his friendfhip, will

be his pofitive commands to break off all cor-

refpondence with every relation I have.

Mrs. Lin. That's a likely ftory indeed ! Well,

child, I muft fet your
father to work; I find

what little weight my arguments have.

L. Catb. \_ivithout.\ Is Meftrefs Linnet within ?

Airs. Lin. Oh, here comes a prote&refs of

yours, Lady Catharine Coldftream ; fubmit the

matter to her: She can have no views, is well

read in the ways
of the world, and has your

intereft fincerely at heart.

Enter Lady Catherine Ccldjlream.

L. Cath. How is aw wi
you,

Meftrefs Linnet

and Mefs ? what a dykens is the matter wi Mefs ?

fiie feems got quite i'the dumps: I thought

you
were aw ready to jump oot o' your

fkens

at the bonny profpec afore you.

Mrs. Lin. Indeed, I wifh your ladyfhip would

take Kitty to talk; for what I fay fignifies

nothing.

L. Cath. Ah! that's aw wrang! What has

E been



26 THE MAID OF BATH.

been the mater, Mefs Kitty ?
you

ken weel

enow that children owe an implecit concefiion

to their parents; it is na for bairns to litigate
the wuil of their friends.

Mrs. Lin. Efpecially, my lady, in a cafe where

their own happinefs is fo nearly concerned:

There isnoperfuading her to
accept Mr. Flint's

offers.

L. Cath. Gad's
mercy, Mefs, how comes aw

this about? do na
yon think

you ha drawn a

braw ticket in the lottery o'life? do na
you

ken that the mon is laird of aw the lond in the

country ?

MifsLin. Your 1'adyfhip knows, madam, that
real happinefs does not depend upon wealth.

L. Cath. Ah, Mefs, but it is a bonny engre-
dient. Don't

you think, Meftrefs Linnet, the

lafs has got fome other lad in her heed ?

Mrs. Lin. Your
ladyfhip joins in judgment

with me : I have charged her ; but fhe ftoutly
denies it.

L. Cath. Mefs, you munna be bafhful : An

you folecit a
cure, your phyfician muft ken the

caufg o'
your malady.

MifsLin. lour ladyfhip may believe me,

madam, I have no
complaint of that kind.

L. Cath. 1 he lals is obftinate. Meftrefs

Linnet, cannot yourfel gi a guefs ?

t

Mrs.
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Mrs. Lin. I can't fay that I have obferved—

Indeed, fome time
ago,

I was inclined to believe

Mr. Button

L. Cath. What I
yon taylor in Stall-Street ?

Ah, Mrs. Linnet, you are aw oot in your guefs :

The lafs is twa weel bred, and twa faunzy to gi

her heart to fik a burgis as he: Wully Button?

nae, he is nae the lad avaw.

Mrs. Lin. Major Racket, I once thought—

but
your iadyfhip knows his affairs took a dif

ferent turn.

L. Cath. Ah ! Racket! that's another man's

mater : LafTes are apt enow to fet their hearts

upon fcarlet; a cockade has muckle charms wi

our fex ; yes. Well, Mefs, comes the wind fra

that corner ?

Mifs Lin. Does your Iadyfhip think, to diflike

Mr. Flint, it is abfolutely neceffary to have a

prepofiefTion for fomebody elfe ?

L. Cath. Mrs. Linnet, an
you

wull withdraw

for a while, perhaps Mefs
may

throw aff her

referve, when there's nobody by but ourfelves;

a mother, you
ken weel, may prove ane too

many
fometimes.

Mrs. Lin. Your ladyfnip is moll exceedingly

kind.—D'ye hear, Kitty ? mind what her lady

ship fays ; do, my dear; and be rul'd by your

friends; they are older and wifer than you. [Exit.

E 2 L. Cath
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L. Cath. Well, Mefs, what's the c.iufe of aw

this ? what makes
you fo averie to the wull ot

your friends ?

Mifs Lin. Your ladyfhip knows Mr. Flint.

L. Cath. Ay, unco weel.

Mf T,in. Can
your lauyfhip then be at a lofs

for a cauie ?

Cath. I canna fay Mr. Flint is quite an

Adonis; hut Tv'V"'
'

1

urimony gets
aw they wi ill ? When I cuLtimarried with Sir

Launcelot Coldftream, I was een lik a fpra!
1

.Is

as yourfel, and the baronet bordcr'i. his

grand climacteric. Youmun ken, Mefs,my i '.er

was fo
unfaunzyastogangout with Charley inthe

forty-five ; after which, his fidelity was rewarded

in France by a commiffion that did na bring him
in a bawbee, and a penficn that he never was paid.

Mifs Lin. Infamous ingratitude !

L. Cath. Ay; but I dinna think they will find

ony mare fik fools i' the North.

Mifs Lin. I hope not.

L. Cath. After this, you canna think, Mefs,
there was mickle filler for we

poor bairns that

were left; fo that, in troth, I was a;lad to set anO O

eftablifhment; and ne'er heeded the difparity be

tween
my guid mon and myfel.

Mifs Lin. lour ladyfnip gave great proofs of

your
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your prudence •, but my
affairs are not altoge

ther fo defperate.

L. Cath. Gad's mercy, Mefs ! I hope you dinna

make any comparifon between Lady Catharine

Coldftream, wha has the beft blood in Scotland

that runs in her veins

Mifs Lin. I hope your ladyfhip does not fup-

pofe

L. Cath. A lady lineally defcended fra the

great Oflian himfelf, and allied to aw the illuftri-

ous houfes abroad and at home

Mifs Lin. I beg, madam, your Ladyfhip—

L. Cath. And Kitty Linnet, a little play-a6tor,

■wha gets applauded or hils'd juft e'en as the mo

bility wulls.

Mifs Lin. I am extremely concern'd, that—

L Cath. Look'ye, Mels, I will cut matters

fhort: You ken weel enow, the firft notice that

e'er I took of you was on
your afling in Allan

Kamiay's play of Patie and Roger ; ere fin I hae

been
your

fait friend; but an you continue ob-

ftinat^, and will na fuccumb, I ihall ftraitway

withdraw
my prote<5lion.

Mifs Lin. 1 fhali be extremely unhappy in

lofing vour Ladylhip's favour.

L. Cath, Mefs, that depends entirely on
your-

fel.

Mifs Lin. Well, madam, as a proof how highly

I rate it, and how defirous I am of obeying the

commands

w
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commands of my parents, it fha'n't be my
fault

if their wifhes are not accomplished.

L. Cit/h. That's aw wright now, Kitty : Gi

me a kils!
you

are the prudent lafs that I

thought you. Love, Mefs, is a paftime for

boys and green girls; aw fluff, fit for nothing

but novels and romances; there is nathing folid,

na inability.

Mifs Lin. Madam

Cath. But to fix
your fortune at once, to

get above the
power o' the world, that, child,

is a ferious concern.

Mrs. Lin. [without.] With
your ladyfhip's

leave

L. Cath. You
may come in, Mrs. Linnet;

Enter Mrs. Linnet.

your daughter is brought to a
proper fenfe of

her duty, and is ready to coincide with
your

wifh.

Mrs. Lin. We are infinitely bound to
your

ladyfhip! This is lucky, indeed ! Mr. F?int is

now below, madam, and begs to be admitted.

L. Cath. Ah ! the rnon comes in the nick:

Shew him in, the inftant. [Exit Mrs. Lin.

Now, Kitty, is your time! do na be fhy, lafs;
but throw out aw

your attractions, and fix him
that he canna

gang back.

Mifs Liu. Madam, I hope to behave

L. Cath.
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L. Cath. Gad's mercy,
how the girl trembles

and quakes ! Come, pluck up
a heart, and

confider your aw
is at ftake.

Mifs Lin. I am afraid I fhall be hardly able

to fay a fingle

L.Cath. Suppofe then you fing; gi him a

fong; there is nothing moves a love-fick loon

mair than a fong—[Noife without.] I hear the

lad on the flairs.—Rut let the words be aw

melting and foft: The Scotch tunes, you ken,

are unco pathetic ; fing him the Birks ofEnder-

may,
or the Braes of Balendine, or the

Enter Flint and Mrs. Linnet.

Maifter Flint, your
fervant ! There, Sir, you

ken the lafs of your heart: I have laid for
you

a pretty folid foundation; but as to the edifice,

you
muft e'en eredt it yourfel. [Exit.

Flint. Pleafe your ladyfhip, I will do my
en-

deavour.—Madam Linnet, I have made bold

to bring you
a prefent, a fmall paper

of tea, in

my pocket: You will order the teakettle on.

Mrs. Lin. Oh, Sir, you
need not have

Flint. I won't put you
to

any expence.

\Exit Mrs. Lin.

Well, Mifs ; I underftand here by my lady, that

fhe—that is, that you—with refped and regard

to the—ah ! ah ! won't you pleafe to be feated ?

'

[Reaches two chairs.

Mifs
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Mifs Lin. Sir ?—My lover fcems as confufed

as myfelf? \_/ifide.

Flint. I fay, Mifs, that as I was a-iaying,

your friends have fpoke to
you all how and

about it.

Mifs Lin. About it! about what ?

Flint. About this here bufinefs that I come

about. Pray, Mifs, are you fond of the country ?

Mifs Lin. Of the country !

Flint. Ay: Becaufe why, I think it is the molt

prettied place tor
your true lovers to live in ;

fomething fo rural ! For
my part, I can't fee

what pleafure pretty MifTes can take in gallop

ing to plays, and to balls, and fuch expenfive

vagaries; there is ten times more paftime in

fetching walks in the fields, in plucking of

daifies

Mifs Lin. Haymaking, feeding the poultry,
and milking the cows.

Flint. Right, Mifs.

Mifs Lin. ft muft be own'd they are
pretty

employments for ladies.
•

Flint. Yes; for my mother ufed to fay, who,
between ourfelves, was a notable houfewife,

\

Fools that are idle,

May live to bite the bridle.

Mifs Lin. What a happinefs to have been bred

under fo prudent a
parent !

Flint*
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"Flint. Ay, Mifs, you will have reafon to fay

To ; her maxims have put many a pound into

my pocket.

Mifs Lin. How does that concern me ?

Fiint. Becaufe why, as the faying is,

Tho' I was the maker,

You may be the partaker.

Mifs Lin. Sir, you
are very obliging.

Flint. 1 can tell yon,
fuch offers are not every

day to be met with : Only think, Mifs, to have

victuals and drink conftantly found you, with

out coft or care on your
fide ! efpecially, now

meat is fo dear.

Mifs Lin. Confiderations by no means to be

flighted.

Flint. Moreover, that you may
live and

appear
like

my wife, I fully intend to keep you

a coach.

Mifs Lin. Indeed!

Flint. Yes; and you
fhall command the

horfes whenever you pleafe, unlefs during the

harVeft, and when they are employed in plow

ing and carting; becaufe the main chance muft

be minded, you know.

Mifs Lin. True, true.

Flint. Though I don't think you will be

vaftly fond of coaching about, for why, we are

¥ off
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off of the turnpike, and the Houghs are deadly

deep about we.

Mifs Lin. What, you intend to refide in the

country ?

Flint. Without doubt; for then, you know,

Mils, I fhall be fure to have
you all to myfelf.

Mifs Lin. An affectionate motive !—But even

in this happy ftate, where the moil perfect union

prevails, fome folitary hours will intrude, and

the time, now and then, hang heavy on our

Jtands.

Flirtt. What, in the country, rny
dear Mils?

not a minute: You will find all paftime and

iollity there ; for what with minding the dairy,

dunning the tenants, preferving and pickling,

nurfing the children, fcolding the fervants',

mending and making, roafting, boiling, and

baking, you won't have a moment to fpare ;

you will be
merry and happy as the days they

axe long.

Mifs Lin. I am afraid the days will be hardly

long enough to execute fo extenfive a plan of

enjoyment.

Flint. Never
you fear! I am told, Mifi,

that
you write an exceeding good hand.

Mifs Lin. Pretty well, I believe.

Flint. Then, Mifs, there is more ple'afurfe in

ftore; for you may employ any kiftire- time

that
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that you
have in being my clerk, as a juftice of

peace:
You Avail fhare fixpence out of every

warrant, to buy you any little thing that
you

want.

MifsIJn. That's finely imagined!—As your

enjoyments are chiefly domeftic, I prefume you

have contrived to make home as convenient as

can be: You have, Sir, good gardens,
no doubt ?

Flint. Gardens? ay, ay: Why, before the

great parlour window there
grows

a couple of

yews,
as tall as a maft and as thick as a

iteeple; and the boughs call fo delightful a

ihade, that you can't fee your
hand in

any part

of the room.

M'Ts Lin. A mod delicate gloom !

Flint. And then there conftantly roofcs in the

trees a curious couple of owls ; which I won't

fuffer our folks to difturb, as they make fo rural

a npife in the night

Mijs Lin. A mod charming duet!

Flint. And befides, Mifs, they pay
for their

lodgings, as they are counted
very good

jyioufers, you
know.

MiJsJ^in. True; but withjn doors, your

ipanfion is capacious, and

Flint. Capacious ?
yes, yes; capacious enough:

You may ftretch your legs without crofftng the

threHiolcl: Why, we go up
and down flairs to

F 2 ?ver?
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every room of the houfe. To be fure, at prefenr,

it is a little out of repair; notthat it rains in (where

the cafements are whole) at above five or fix

places, at prefent.

Mifs Lin. Your profpe&s are pleafing ?

Flint. From off the top of the leads; for why,

I have boarded up
moft of the windows, in order

to fave paying the tax. But to
my thinking, our

bed-chamber, Mils, is the molt pleafanteft place;

in the houfe.

Mifs Lin. Oh, Sir, you are
very polite.

Flint. No, Mifs, it is not tor that; but
you

rnuft know, Mifs, that there is a large bow-win

dow facing the F.aft, that does finely for drying

pf herbs : It is hung round with hatchments of

all the folks that have died in the family; and

then the pigeon-houfe is over our heads.

Mifs Lin. The pigeon-houfe ?

Flint. Yes •, and there, every morning, we iliall

be wak'd by day-break with their murmuring,

cooing and courting, that will make it as fine as

can be.

Mifs Lin. Ravifhing I Well, Sir, it muft be

confefs'd, you have given me a moft bewitching

picture of paftoral life : your place is a perfeft
Arcadia ! But I am afraid half the charms are

deriv'd from the painter's flattering pencil.

Flint. Not hcighten'd a bit, as yourlelf fhall

be
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be judge. And then, as to company, Mifs, you

may
have plenty of that when you

will •, for we

have as pretty
a neighbourhood as a body can

wjfh.

Mifs Lin. Really?

Flint. There is the widow Kilderkin, that

keeps the Adam and Eve at the end of the town,

quite an agreeable body ! indeed, the death of

her hufband has drove the poor
woman to tipple

a bit-, Farmer Dobbin's daughters, and Dr. Sur

plice, our curate, and wife, a vaft converfible

woman, if Hie was not altogether fo deaf.

Mifs Lin. A very
fociable fet! Why, Sir,

placed in this Paradife, there is nothing left you

fo wifh.

Flint. Yes, Mifs, but there is.

Mifs Lin. Ay ! what can that be ?

Flint.The very
fame that our grandfather had;

to have a beautiful Eve by my fide. Could 1 lead

the lovely Linnet nothing loath to that bower—•

Mifs Lin. Oh, excels of gallantry !

Flint. Would her fweet breath but deign to

Jcindle, and blow
up my hopes !

Mifs Lin. Oh, Mr. Flint! I muft not fuffer

this, for your fake ; a perfon of your importance

and rank

Flint. A young lady, Mifs, of your great merit

ynd beauty

Mifs
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Mifs Lin. A gentleman fo accomplilh'd and

rich

Flint. Whofe perfections are not only the talk

of the Bath, but of Briftol, and the whole coun

try- round

Mifs Lin. Oh, Mr. Flint, this is too much ?

Flint. Her goodnefs, her grace, her duty, her

decency, her vvifdom and witt her fhape, flim-

oefs and fize, with her lovely black
eyes,

fo ele

gant, engaging, fo modeft, fo prudent^ fo pious,

and, if I am rightly inform'd, poffeffed of a fweet'
'

C

pretty pipe.

Mils Lin. This is fuch z profufion, .

Flint. Permit me} Mifs, to lolicit a fpecimect
of

your delicate talents.
i

Mifs Lin. Why, Sir, as your extravagant com

pliments have left me nothing to fay^ I think the

bell thing I can do is to flng.

SONG.

The fmiling morn, the breathing fpring,

Jnvites the tuneful birds to fing;
And as they warble from each fpray,
Love melts the unlverfal lay, &c.
t. »

'

.

Flint. Enchanting !
ravifhing founds 1 not tk^

Nine Mufes themfelves, nor Mrs. Baddeley, is

equal to you.

Mifs Lin. Oh, fy |

Flt'i,
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the Maid of bath.

Flint* May 1 Ratter myfclf that tlie words of

that fong were directed to me ?

Mifs Lin. Should I make fuch a confeflion, I

fliou'd ill defer've the character you have been

jileas'd to beftow.

Enter Lady Catharine Coldftream.

L. Catb. Come, come, Maifter Flint, I'll itt

your
hert at reft in the inflant: Tou ken weel

enow, lafies are apt to
be modeft and fhy; then

take her anfwer fra me: Prepare the minifter,

and aw the reft of the tackle, and
you

will find,

us ready to gang
to the kirk,

Flint.Mifs,may I rely on what her ladyfhip fays?

L. *Cath. Gad's rrtercy ! I think the mon isbe-

witch'd ! he wonna take a woman of quality's

word for fik a trifling thing as a wife,

/<7i#/\Yourladyfhipwill impute it all to my fears.

Then I will ftraight fet about getting the needful.

L. Catb. Gang your gait as fall as you lift.

Flint. Lord blefs us 1 I had like to have for-

got—I have, pleafeyour Ladyfhip, put up here

in a purfe a few prefents, that
if Mifs would but

deign to accept

L. Catb. Ah! that's aw wright; quite in the

order of things: As maters now ftand, there is

no harm in her accepting of prefents fra you,

Maifter Flint; you may produce.

Flint.
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Flint. Here is a Porto-Bello pocket-piece of

Admiral Varnon, with his image a one fide, and

fix men ofwar only, all in full fail on the other—

L. Cath. That's a curious medallion !

Flint. And here is a half-crown of Queen

Anne's, as frefh as when it came out from the

Mint: I have refufed two and eight-pence for

it, a hundred times.

L.Calh. Yes, yes; it is in very fine prefervation,

Flint. In this here paper, there are two

mourning-rings; that, which my aunt Bother'em

left me, might ferve very well, I fhould think,

for the approaching happy occafion.

Cath. How ! a mourning

Flint. Becaule why, the motto's lb pat;

True, till death

Shall ftop my breath.

L. Cath. Ay, ay ; that contains mickle mo

rality, Mefs.

Flint. And here is, fourthly, a filver coral

and bells, with only a bit broke off the coral

when I was cutting my grinders : This wa3

given me by my godfather SlingJby; and I hope
will be in life again before the year comes about.

L.Cath. Na doubt, na doubt! Leave that

matter to us; I warrant we impede the Flint

family from fawing into oblivion,

Flint.
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Flint. I hope fo: I fhould be glad to have a

fon of
my own, if fo be, but to leave him

my

fortune; becaufe why, at prefent there is no

mortal that I care a farthing about.

L. Cath. Quite a philofopher. Then difpatch,

Maifter Flint, difpatch ! for
you ken, at your

time of life, you
hanna a moment to lofe.

Flint. True, true. Your ladyfhip's entirely

devoted—Mifs, I am
your

molt affectionate

(lave! [Exit.

L. Cath. A faunzy lad, this Maimer Flint:

You fee, Mefs, he has a meaning in aw he does.

Mifs Lin. Might I be permitted to alter
your

ladyfhip's words, I fhould rather fay, meannefs.

L. Cath. It is na mickle mater what the mon

is at prefent ; wi a little management, you

may mould
him into any

form that
you lift.

Mifs L'n. I am afraid he is not made of fuch

pliant materials : But, however, I have too far

advanced to retire; the die is caft! I have no

chance now, unip Is my Corydon fhould happen

to alter his mind.

L.Cath. Na, Mefs; there is na danger in

that: You
may

ken the treaty is concluded

under
my

mediation ; an he fhould dare to draw

back, Lady Catharine Coldftream would find

means to punifh his perfidy.—Come away,

Mefs! [ Exeunt.

G ACT



ACT III. SCENE I.

The Bear Inn.

Sir Christopher Cripple, Sour-Crout, de Jarsey,

Major Rackett, and Poultice, discovered sitting

at a table.

Sir Chrijlopher Cripple.

J
E muft take care that Flint does not

furprife us; for the fcoundrel is
very

fufpicious.

Rack. There is no danger of that; I lodged

him fafely at Linnet's: Button ftands
centry

at the end of the fireet; fo that we fhall be

inftantly apprifed of
every

motion he makes.

Poul. Well managed, my Major !

Sir CJir. Yes, yes;
the cunning young dog

knows
very

well what he is about.

Sour-Cr. Upon my vord, Major Ruckett

has
very

fine difpofition to make a figure at

de head of de
army ; five or fix German

campaigns will—Ah, dat is de belt fchool in

de vorld for make a de var.

Sir Chr. Five or fix German campaigns!
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Sour-Cr. Ay, Chevalier; vat
you fay to dat?

Sir Chr. O Mynheer! nothing at all: A Ger

man war, for aught I know, may
be a

very

good fchool; but it is a damned expenfive

education for us.

De Jar. C'eft vrai, Chevalier; dat is all

true ; ce
pay la, dat place is de

grave
for de

Frenchman and de fine Englifh Guinea.

Sir Chr. True, Monfieur; but our guineas

are rather worfe off than
your men,

for they

Hand no chance of rifing again.

De Jar. Ha, ha, ha ! dat is
very veil!

le

Chevalier have beaucoup d'efprit, great deal of

wit, ma foi.

Rack. I think the Knight is in luck. But

don't let us lofe fight of our fubject! You,

Gentlemen, are all prepar'd, perfect in the

feveral parts you
are to play ?

All. Ay, ay.

Rack. You, Mynheer Sour-Crout ?

Scur-Cr. I underftand: I will pique his

honour ; de pride of his famille.

Rack. Right. Poultice

Poul. I will alarm him on the fide of his

health.

Sir Chr. Next to his
money, the thing in

the world he molt minds.

G 2 Rack.
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Rack. You, dc Jarfey, and Button, will

employ all your eloquence on the prudential
fide of the—Oh, dear Jarfey ! here is a draft

for the pipe of Port that I promis'd.

Dr Jar. Dat is right.

Rack. The only receipt to get bawds, bo

roughs, or Frenchmen. —Oh, here

Billy comes.

Enter Button.

Well, Billy! what news ?

Button. I am vaft afraid all matters are con

cluded at laft.

Rack. Ay ! prithee why fo ?

Button. Becaufewhy, 111 ten minutes after
you

went, out bolted the Squire, and hurry-fcurried

away to layer I.attitat's. who, you know, arrefts

his tenants, and does all his concarns.

Rack. True : Well—

Button. I fuppofe, to gi' him orders about

drawing up the writings.
Sir Chr. Not unlikely. But

you think Flint

will come to the club ?

Button. There is no manner of doubt of it;
becaufc why, he holloo d to me from over the

way,
<!

What, Billy, I fuppofe you are bound
"

to the Bear: Well, boy, I fhall be hard at

"

your
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your heels;"
and he feem'd in prodigious valt

fpirits.

Rack. I am midaken if we don't lower them

a little. Well, Gentlemen, the time of action

draws near. Knight, we mult decamp.

Sir Chr. When
you

will.

Rack. I think, Sir Chriftopher, you lodge

in the fame houfe with the I.innets?

Sir Chr. Juft over their heads.

Rack. Then thither we'll
go. Ten to one,

if our plot operates as I expeft:, the hero will

return to their houfe.

Sir Chr. Molt likely.

Rack. We are come to a crifis, and the

cataflrophe of our piece can't be
very

far olf.

Sir Chr. I wifh, like other plays, it don't end

in a marriage.

Rack. Then fhall I be molt
confoundedly

bit. But come, Knight!

Sir Chr. Rot
you

! I do as faft as I can.—I

can't think, Rackett, what the deuce makes

thee fo warm in this bufinefs; there is cer

tainly fomething at the bottom that I don't

comprehend. But do, Major, have pity on the

poor girl: Upon my foul, fhe is a fweet little

fyren ! fo innocent and

Rack. Pho, pho ! don't be abfurd ! I thought
that matter had been fully explain'd. This,

Knight.



46 T H E MAID OF B A T H.

Knight, is no time to look back; but fuppo'e*

now I fhould have a little mifchief in hand—

Sir Chr. How ! of what kind ?

Rack.
"

Be innocent of the knowledge, dearefl

Knight, till done, and then applaud the deed!"

Sir Chr. It is
very extraordinary, Major

Rackett, if you are determined to make the

devil a vifit, that
you can't

pay
it alone; or, if

you
muft have

company, what a
pox makes

you
think of fixing on me ?

Rack. Hey-day! ha, ha, ha! What, in the

vapours again ? we mult have fome more

punch.

Sir Chr. You are mi flake n ; that won't have

power
to change the (late of

my mind: My
refolves are too firm

Rack. And who wifhes to break them ? I

only alk
your affiilance to-night; and

your

reformation, you recoiled, don't begin 'till

tomorrow.

Sir Chr. That's true, indeed : But no hu

man power fhall prevail on me to put it off any

longer than tomorrow.

Rack. Or the next day at furtheft.

Sir Chr. May I be damn'd if I do !

[Exeunt Rack, and Sir Chr.
Poiti. Come, lads, light your pipes! Which

of us lhall be lirft to attack ?
Billy

Button.
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Button. Won't it be rather too bold for me to

begin ?

Poul. Then let us leave it to chance.—Hufh!

I hear him lumbering in! compofe your looks;

let his reception be folemn and
grave.

Button. Leave that chair for him.

Enter Flint.

Flint. How fares it, my lads?—Well, boys,

matters are fettled, at laft ; the little Kate has

complied, and tomorrow is fix'd for the day.

Foul. You have fettled it then ?

Flint. As firm as a rock.

Poul. So
you

can't retreat, if you
would ?

Flint. Retreat! I have no fuc.li defign.

Poul. You ha'n't ?

Flint. No, to be fare, you great fool! What

the deuce would Poultice be at ?

Poul. Nay then, neighbours, what we have

been faying will juft fignify nothing.

Flint. Saying ? why, you
have not heard—

that is, nobody

Poul. No, nothing very material—only—-

but as the matter is carried fo far

Flint. So far ? why, I hope you
have not

found out any
flaw ! Kitty has not

Poul. No, no ; nothing of that; no, upon

my
word! I believe, a

very modeft, prudent,

good girl, neighbour.
AH.
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All. No manner of doubt.

Flint. Well then ? but what a plague is the

meaning of this? you
all fit as filentand glum—

why, can't
you fpeak out, with a pox ?

Poul. Whv, Squire, as we are all
your

fix'd

friends, we have been canvaffing this matter

amongft us.

Flint. You have ?

Poul. Marriage, you
know

very well, is no

trifling affair; too much caution and care can't

be us'd.

Flint. That I firmly believe, which has made

me defer it fo long.

Poul. Pray lend me
your

hand! how is the

ftate of
your health ? do

you
find yourfelf

hearty and ftrong ?

Flint. I think fo; that is, I—you ha'n't

obferv'd
any

bad fymptoms of late ?

Poul. No; but
you

us'd to have pains flying
about vou.

✓

Flint. Formerly ; but fince I have fix'd
my

gout to a fit, they are
gone: that, indeed, lays

me
up for four or five months in a

year.

Poul. A pretty long fpell: And, in fuch a

cafe, now, do you think that marriage

Flint. The moft bell receipt in the world :

Why, that, man, was one of
my motives:

\\ ives, you know, are allow'd to make
very

good nurfes.

Poul,
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Poul. That, indeed

Flint. Ay; and then they are always^at hand ;

and, befides, they don't colt one a farthing.

Poul. True, true. Why, you
look very

jolly, and frefh ; does not he?

All. Exceedingly.

Poul. Yet he can't be lefs than—let me fee!

Wasn't
you

under old Syntax at Wells?

Flint. He died the year
I left fchool.

Poul. That mud be a good forty years fince.

Flint. Come fhecp-fhearing next.

Poul. Then, Squire, you are hard
upon

fixty.

Flint. Not far
away,

Mailer Poultice.

Poul. And Mifs Linnet—fixteen: You are

a bold man! Not but there are inftances,

where men have furvived
many years

fucli

difproportionate marriages as thefe.

Flint. Surviv'd ! and why fhould they not ?

Poul. But then their Itamina mult be pro-

digioufly ftrong.

Flint. Stamina !

Poul. Let us fee, Button ! there was Dr.

Dotage, that married the Devonfhire girl; he

had a matter of

Button. No, no ; he dropped off in fix

months.

Poul. True, true; I had forgot.

H Flint.
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Flint. Lord have mercy
!

Button. Indeed, an old mafter of mine, Sir

Harry O'Tuff, is alive, and walks about to

this day.

Flint. Hey !

Poul. But
you forget where Sir Harry was

born, and how foon his lady eloped.

Button. In the honey-moon; with Captain

Pike, of the guards : I mind it full well.

Poul. That, indeed, alters the cafe.

Flint. Well, but, Billy, you are not ferious

in this ? you
don't think there is

any danger of

death ?

Button. As to the matter of death, the Doc

tor knows better than I, becaufe why, that

lies in his
way:

But I (hall never forget Colonel

Crazy, one of the belt cuftomers that ever I

had; I never think of him without dropping a

tear.

Flint. Why ? what was the matter with him ?

Button. Married Lady Barbary Bonnie, as it

might be about midnight on Monday
Flint. Well?

Button. But never more faw the fweet facc

of the fun,

Flint. What! did he die ? %

Button. Within an hour aftrr
throwing the

flowing.

Flint.
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Flint. Good Lord! that was dreadful indeed!

Of what age might he be ?

Button. About your
time of life.

Flint. That is vaftly alarming. Lord blefs

me, Bill, I am all of a tremble !

Button. Ay, truly, it behoves your honour

to confidcr what you are about.

Flint, True.

Button. Then, what a world of
money

mull

go! running forwards and backwards to town,

and jaunting to fee all the line fights in the

place

Flint. I fha'n't take her to
many

of them:

perhaps I
may

fhew her the Parliament-houfe,

the plays, and Boodles, and Bedlam, and my

Lord-Mayor, and the lions.

Button. And then the valt heap of fine cloaths

you muft make

Flint. What occafion for that ?

Button. As
you

ar'n't known, there is no

doingwithout; becaufe why, every body paffes

there for what they appears.

Flint. Right, Billy; but I believe I have

found out a
way

to do that pretty cheap.

Button. Which
way may

be that ?

Flint. You have feen the minilter that's come

down to tack us together

Button. 1 have: Is he a fine man in the pul

pit ?

H 2 Flint.
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Flint. He don't care much to meddle with

that; but he is a prodigious patriot, and a great

politician to boot.

Button. Indeed ?

Flint. And he has left behind him, at Paris,

a choice colle&ion of curious rich cloaths,

which he has promis'd to fell me a pennorth.

Poul. Pho! what Billy talks of are trifles to

the evils
you

are to expeft : To have a
young

girl break in
upon

all
your

old
ways; your

afternoon's nap interrupted, and perhaps not

fuffer'd to take
your pipe of a night

Flint. No ?

Poul. All
your

former friends forbidden

your houfe

Flint. The fewer comes in, the lefs will
go

out: I fha'n't be
very forry for that.

Poul. To make room for her own numerous

clan

Flint. Not a foul of them fhall enter .the

doors.

Poul. A brood of babes at
your board, whofe

Fathers fhe herfelfwon't find it eafy to name

Flint. To prevent that, I'll lock her
up in a

room.

Poul. The King's-Bench will break open the

door.

Flint. Then I'll turn her out of the houfe.

Poul,

i
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Poul. Then her debts w ill throw you ifito a

gaol.

Flint. Who told
you

fo ?

Poid. A dozen of proftors.

Flint. Then I will hang myfelf out of the

way.

Poul. So Hie will become poflefTcd of her

jointure, and her creditors foreclofe yourcftate.

Flint. What a miferable poor
toad is a huf-

band, whole misfortunes not even death can

relieve!

Button. Think of that, Squire, before it be

too late.

Flint. Well, but, friends, neighbours, what

the deuce can I do ? Are you all of a mind ?

De Jar. All, all; dere is no queftion at all.-

What, a garfon of your
antient famille, to

take up
with a pauvre petite bourgoife a ?

Flint. Does that never happen in France ?

De Jar. Never, but when Monfieur de

Baron is
very great beggar,

and de bourgoiie

has danm'd deal de guinea.

Poul. That is none of our cafe.

Flint. No, no.—Mynheer, do your people

never make up
fuch matches ?

Sour-Cr. Never, never: What! a German

difhonour his ftock! Why, Mefter Flint, fhould

Miftrefs Linnet bring you
de children for de

ten
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ten generations to come, they could not be

chofe de Canons de Stratfbo'urg.

Flint. No ?

Poul. So, Squire, take it which way you

will, what dreadful danger you run !

Flint. I do.

Poul. Lofs of friends

Button. Pipe and afternoon's nap

Sour-Cr. Your famille
gone to de dogs

Be Jar. Your peace of mind to de devil—

Poul. Your health

Button. Your wealth

Poul. Plate, money, and manors

All. Your

Flint. Enough, dear neighbours, enough!
I feel it, I feel it too well! Lord have

mercy,

-what a miferable fcrape am I in ! And here too,

not an hour
ago, it coft me the Lord knows

what in making her prefents.

Poul. Never mind that; you had better part

with half
you are worth in the world.

Flint. True, true.—Well then, I'll go and

break off all matters this minute.

Poul. The wifeft thing you can do.

Button. The fooner the better.

Flint. No doubt, no doubt in the—And

yet, Button, (lie is a vaft
pretty girl: I fhould

be heartily forry to lofe her. Doit think one

could
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could not get her on eafier terms than on

marriage ?

Button. It is but trying, however.

Flint. To tell truth, Billy, I have always

had that in
my head; and, at all events, I

have thought of a project that will anfwer my

purpofe.

Button. Ay, Squire ! what is it ?

Flint. No matter.—And, do
you hear,

Billy ? fhould I get her confent, if you will

take her off my hands, and marry her when I

begin to
grow tired, I'll fettle ten pounds

a-ycar upon you,
for both your lives.

Button. Without paying the taxes ?

Flint. That mafter we will talk of hereafter.

[Exit.

Poul. So. fo! we have fettled this bufinels,

however.

Button. No more thoughts of his taking a

wife.

Poul. He wovdd fooner be tied to a gibbet*

But, Billy, ftep after him (they will let you in

at Sir Chrillopher Cripple's) and bring us,

Bill, a faithful account.

Button. I will, I will. But where fhall you
be?

Poul. Above, in the Phoenix; we won't ftir

out of the houfe. But be very exa£t!

Button. Never fear, [Exeunt.

A Cham-



56 THE MAID OF BA T H.

A Chamber.

Mifs Linnet alone.

Mifs Lin. Hcigh-ho! what a facrifice am I

going to make ! but it is the will of thofe who

have a right to all
my obedience; and to that

I will fubmit.—[Loud knocking at the door.]
Blefs me ! who can that be at this time of

night?—Our friends
may err; and proje&s,

the mod prudentially pointed, may mifs of

their aim : But
age

and experience demand

refpect and attention, and the undoubted kind-

nefs of our parents' defigns claims, on our
part,

at lead a grateful and ready compliance.

Enter Nancy.

Mifs IJn. Nancy, who was that at thf door ?

Naiicy. Mr. Flint, Mifs, begs the favour of

fpcaking five words to
you.

Mifs Lin. I was in hopes to have had this

night at Icaft to myfelf.—Where is
my mother?

Nancy. In the next
room, with Lady Ca

tharine, confuting about
your cloaths for the

morning.

Mifs Lin. Ke is
here.—Very well ; you

may go.
[Exit Nancy.

Enter
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Enter Flint.

Flint. She is alone, as I wifhed.—Mifs, I

beg pardon for intruding at this time of night:

But

Mifs Lin. Sir!

Flint. You can't wonder that I defire to enjoy

your good company every minute I can.

Mifs Lin. Thofe minutes a fhort fpace will

place, Mr. Flint, in
your power

: If 'till then

you had permitted me to

Flint* Right. But, to fay truth, I wanted

to have a little ferus talk with you
of how and

about it.' I think, Mifs, you agree,
if we

marry,
to go off

to the country direftly.

Mifs Lin. If we marry? is it then a matter

of doubt ?

Flint. Why, I v/ill tell
you,

Mifs: With

regard to myfelf, you know, I am one of the

moll antienteft families in all the country

round

Mifs Lin. Without doubt.

Flint. And as to money and lands, in thcfe

parts,
I believe, few people can match me.

Mifs Lin. Perhaps not.

Flint. And as to yourfelf, (I don't fpeak in a

tiifparaging way) your
friends are low folks,

and your
fortune juft nothing at all.

I Mifs
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Mifs Lin. True, Sir: But this is no new

difcovery; you have known this

Flint. Hear me out. Now as I bring all

thefe good things on my fide, and you have

nothing to
give

me in return but
your love, I

ought to be
pretty fure of the pofleflion of

that.

Mifs Lin. I hope the properly difcharging all

the duties of that condition, which I am fhortly

to owe to your favour, will give you convincing

proofs of my gratitude.

Flint. Your gratitude, Mifs! but we talk of

your love ! and of that I muft have plain and

pofitive proofs.

Mifs Lin. Proofs! of what kind ?

Flint. To fteal away diredtly with me to
my

lodgings

Mifs Lin. Tour lodgings !

Flint. There pafs the night; and in the

morning, the
very minute we rife, we will

march
away

to the Abbey.

Mifs Lin. Sir !

Flint. In fhorr, Mifs, I muft have this token

of
your love, of not a iyllable more of the

marriage.

Mifs Lin. Give me patience!
Flint. Come, Mifs! we have not a moment t<i

lpliii the coaft is clear: Should fomebody

come,
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come, you
will put it out of my power

to do

what I defign.

Mifs Lin. Power ? Hands off, Mr. Flint!

Power ? I promife you, Sir, you fhall never

have m.e in
your power!

Flint. Flear, Mifs !

Mijs Lin. Defpicable wretch ! From what part

qf my
character could your vanity derive a

hope that I would fubmit to
your infamous

purpofe ?

Flint. Don't be in a-

Mijs Lin. To put principle out of the ques

tion, not a creature that had the leaft tinfture

of pride could fall a viftim to fuch a con

temptible

Flint. Why, but, Mifs

Mifs Lin. It is true, in compliance with the

earneft requeft of my friends, I had confented

to facrifice
my peace

to their pleafure; and,

though reluftant, would have given you my

hand.

Flint. Vaftly well!

Mifs Lin. What motive, but obedience to

them, could I have had in forming an union,

with you
? Did you prefume I was ftruck with

your perfonal merit, or think the fordidnefs of

your
mind and manners would tempt me ?

Flint. Really, Mifs, this is carrying

I 2 MiJ|
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MiJsLin. You have wealth, I confels; but

where could have been the advantage to me ?

As a reward for becoming your drudge, I

might perhaps have received a fcanty fubfiftence;

for I could hardly fuppofe you would grant the

free ufe of that to
your wife, wjiich your

meannefs had denied to yourfelf.

Flint. So, fo, fo! By and bye lhe will alarm

the whole houfe!

Mifs Lin. The whole houfe ? the whole fown

lhall be told ! Sure, the greatefl: misfortune

that Poverty brings in its train, is the fubjeft-.

ing us to the infults of wretches like this, who

have no other merit than what their riches

beftow on them.

Flint. What a damnable vixen !

Mifs Lin. Go, Sir! leave the houfe ! I am

afhamed
you have had the

power to move me;

and ne\ cr more let me be fhocked with
your

fight!

Enter Lady Catharine and Mrs. Linnet.

L. Cath. How's aw wi
you within ?—Gad's

mercy, what's the mater wi Mefs ? 1 well hope,
Maifter Flint, it is nae

you wha ha fet her a

wailing.

Mrs. Lin. Kitty, my love !

Mifs Lin. A modeft propolal of that gentle
man's making

L. Cath.
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L. Cath. Of what kind ?

Mifs Lin. Only this moment to quit my father

and you,
and take

up my lodging with him.

L. Cath. To-night! aw that is quite out of

the order of things ; that is ne'er done, Mailter

Flint, till after the ceremony of the nuptials is

faid.

Flint. No ? then, I can tell your ladyfhip,

it will never be done.

L. Cath. How !

Enter Major Rackett, Sir Chrifiopher Cripple, and

Button.

Sir Chr. We beg pardon for taking the liberty ;

to come in, Mrs. Linnet ; but we were afraid

lotne accident might have happened to Mifs.

Mrs. Lin. There has, Sir.

Rack. Of what kind ?

Mrs. Lin. That worthy gentleman, under pre

tence of friendship to us, and honourable views

to
my daughter, has hatched

a treacherous defign

inevitably to ruin my
child.

Sir Chr. What, he ? Flint ?

Mrs. Lin. Even he.

Sir Chr. An impudent fon
of a—Billy, lead

me up,
that I may

take a peep
at the puppy.

Your fervantj young gentleman
! what* is it true

that
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that we hear? A fweet fwain this, to tempt 3

virgin to fin ! Why, Old Nick has made a mis

take here—heufed to be more expert in
his angling

—for what female on earth can be got to catch

at this bait ?

L. Cath. Hand, haud you,
Sir Chriftopher

Cripple ! let Maifter Flint and I have a Ihort con

ference upon the occafion.—I find, Maifter Flint,

you
ha made a little miftake; but marriage wilj

let aw matters right i' the inftant: I fuppofe

you perfevere to
gang

wi Mefs to kirk in the

morning. ,

Flint. No, madam ; nor the evening neither.

L. Cath. Mercy a Gad ! what, do you refufe tq

ratify the preliminaries ?

Flint. 1 don't fay that neither.

Sir Chr. Then name the time in which you

will fulfil them : A week ?

L. CatA fortnight ?

jllrs. Lin. A month ?

Flint. I won't be bound to no time.

Rack. A raically evafion of his, to avoid an

aftion at law.

Sir Chr. But, perhaps, he may be difappointed
in that,

L. Cath. Well, but, Maifter Flint, are
you

w:!!ing to make Mels a pecuniary acknowledg
ment for the damage ?

Flint.
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Flint. I have done her no damage, and I'll

make no reparation.

Rack. TVvelv'e honeft men of your country

may happen to differ in judgment.

Flint. Let her try, itThe will.

Sir Ch'r. And I prolnife you
fhe fha'n't be to

feek for the means.

L. Cath. If you be nae afraid o' the laws, ha

^ou nae fenfe o' fname ?

Rack. He fenfe of fname ?

L. Cath. Gad's wull, itlha' cum to the proof:

You mun ken, gued folk, at Edinbrugh, laift

winter, I gotacquairited with Maifter Foote, the

play-actor: I wull get him to bring the filthy

loon on the ftage

SiY Chr. And expofe him to the contempt of

the world •, he richly deferves it.

Flint. Ay, he
may write, you may rail, and

the people may hifs, and what care I ? 1 have

that at home that will keep up my fpirits.

L. Cath. At hams ?

Rack. The wretch means his money.

Flint. And what better friend can any man

have ? tell me the place where its influence fails ?

afk that gentleman how he got
his cockade.

Money! I know its worth, and therefore can't

too carefully keep it : At this very inftant 1 have

a proof of its value; it enables me to laugh at

that
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that fqueamifh impertinent girl, and defpife the

•weak efforts of your impotent malice : Call me

forth to your
courts when

you pleafe •, that will

procure
me able defenders, and good witneffcs

too, if they are wanted. [Exit.

Sir Chr. Now there's a fellow that will never

reform !

Rack. You had better let him alone; it is in

vain to expeft juftice or honour from him : What

a mod contemptible cur is a mifer !

Sir Chr. Ten thoufand times worfe than a high

wayman : That
poor

devil only pilfers from Peter

or Paul, and the
money is Scattered as foon as

received ; but the wretch that accumulates for

the fake of fecreting, annihilates what was in

tended for the ufe of the world, and is a robber

of the whole human race.

Rack. And of himfelf into the bargain.
Button. For all the world like a magpie; he

fteals for the mere pieafure of hiding.
Rack. Well obferved, little Bill.

Button. Why, he wanted to bring me into his

plot; yes; he made propofuls for me to
marry

Mils after his purpole was i'erved

Sir Chr. Flow !

Button. But he was out in his man ! let him

give his caft cloaths to his coachman; Billy
Button can afford a netf fuit of his own.

Rack.
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hack. I don't doubt it at all.

Button. Fellow ! I am almoft refolved never

to fet another ftitch for him as Ions; as I live.

Sir Chr. Right, Button, right. But where is

Mifs Kitty?—Come hither, my chicken! Faith,

I am heartily glad you are rid of this fcouodrel

and if fuch a crippled old fellow as I was

worthy your notice—But, hold, Kate ! there ia

another chap I muft guard you againft——

Mifs Lin. Another, Sir! who?

Sir Chr. Why, this gentleman*

Rack. Me ?

Sir Chr. Ay, you : Come, come, major, don'fl

think you
can impofe upon a cunning old fportf-

man like me.

Rack. Upon my foul, Sir Chriftopher, you

make me blufh.

Sir Chr. Oh, you are devilifh modeft, I know !

But to come to the trial at once: I have fome

reafon to believe, major, you are fond of this

girl; and, that
her want of fortune mayn't plead

your excuie,
I don't think I can better begin my

plan of reforming than by a compliment paid to

her virtue : Then, take her, and with her two

thoufand guineas in hand*

Mrs. Lin. How, Sir!

Sir Chr. And expedt another good fpell, when

Monfieur le Fevre fets me free from the gout.

K Button.



66 THE MAID OF BATH.

Button. Pleafe your worfhip, I'll accept her

with half

L. Cath. Gi me leave, Sir Chriftopher, to

throw in the wedow's mite on the happy occafion:

The bride's garment, and her dinner, fhall be

furnifhed by me.

Sir Chr. Cock-a-leeky foup !

L. Cath. Sheep's head finge'd, and haggies in

plenty.

Sir Chr. Well faid, L,ady Catharine.

Mijs Lin. How, Sir, fhall I acknowledge this

goodnefs ?

Sir Chr. By faying nothing about it.—Well,
Sir ! we wait

your anfwer.

Rack. I think the lady might firft be confulted :

1 Should be forry a frefh profecution fhould follow

lb fait on the heels of the

Sir Chr. Come, come, no trifling !
your refo-

lution at once.

Rack. I receive, then, your offer with pleafurc.
Sir Chr. Mifs !

Mifs Lin. Sir, there is a little account to be firft

fettled between this gentleman and ar old unhappy
acquaintance of mine.

Sir Chr. Who ?

Mifs Lin. The major Can guefs—the unhappy
Mifs Prim.

Sir Chr. iou fee, major, your old fins are

rifing in judgment,

P.ack,
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Rack. I believe, madam, I can fatisfv that.

Mijs Lin. I fha'n't give you
the trouble.—

But firft, let me return you
all

my
moll grateful

thanks for your kind intentions towards me : I

know
your generous motives, and feel their value,

I hope, as I ought; but might I be permitted

to chufe, I beg to remain in the ftation I am : My

little talents have hitherto received the publick

protedlion, nor, whilft 1 continue to defcrve, am

I the lead afraid cf lofmg, my patrons. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.





EPILOGUE.

Written by R. CUMBERLAND, Esq.

Spoken by Mrs. JEWELL.

CONFIDING
in the justice of the place,

To
you The Maid of Bath submits her case:

Wrong'd, and defeated of three feveral fpoufes.

She lays her damages for nine full houfes.

Well, Sirs, you've heard the parties, pro and con.

Do the pro's carry
it ? (hall the fuit go on ?

Speak hearts for us ! to them we make appeal:

Tell us not what you think, but what you feel:

Alk us, why bring a private caufe to view?

We anfwer with a figh—becaufe'tis true;

For tho' invention is our Poet's trade,

Here he but copies parts
which others play'd.

For on a ramble, late one {tarry night,

With Afmodco, his familiar fprite,

High on the wing, by his conductor's fide,

This guilty fcene the indignant
Bard defcried j

Soaring in air, his ready pen
he drew,

And dafh'd the glowing fatire as he flew:

For in thefe rank luxuriant times, there'needs

Some ftrong bold hand to pluck the noxious
weeds.

The rake of fixty, crippled hand and knee,

Who fins on claret, and repents
on tea ;

The witlefs macaroni, who purloins

A few cant words, which fome pert gambler coins;

The undomeftick Amazonian dame,

Staunch to her coterie, in defpite of Fame;

-Thefe are the victims of our Poet's plan :

But molt, that monjier—an unfeeling
man.

When fuch a foe provokes him to the fight,

Tho' maim'd, out fallies the puiflant knight;

LikeWithrington, maintains
the glorious {trife,

AmT only yields his laurels—with his life.



.

.

•

(

•
'



Juft Publifhed,

The COMEDY of

The Cozeners;

And in a few Days will be Publifhed,

The COMEDY of

Ihe Devil Upon Two Sticks -y

Both written by the fame Author,

And publifhed by the fame Editor.





THE

N A. B O B ;

A COMEDY.

WRITTEN by Mr. FOOT E,

PUBLISHED by Mr. COLMAN.

[Price One Shilling and Sixpence.]

I





THE

N E O B ;

A COMEDY,

IN THREE ACTS.

as IT If PERIORMED AT THR

THEATRE-ROYAL in the HAYMARKET.

WRITTEN by THE late

SAMUEL FOOT E, Efq.

AMD NOW PUBLISHED BY

Mr. C O L M A N.

LONDON,

Printed by T. Sherlock,

For T. C a d e l l, in the Strand.

m d c e l x x v; 11.





PROLOGUE,

Spoken by Mr. FOOTE,

At the Theatre-Royal in DUBLIN,

On the 19th of November, 1773.

UPWARDS of twenty years are fled and wasted

bmce in this ipot your favour nrit 1 taitecl.

Urg'd by your fmiles thro' various realms to roam,

The Mufe now brings her motley cargo home;

For frugal Nature, with an equal hand,

Bellows peculiar gifts to
every land.

To France fhe
gave

her rapid repartee,

Bows, and bans mots, fibs, fafhions, flattery,

Shrugs, grins, grimace, and fportive gaiety :

Arm'd with the whole artillery of love,

Latium's foft fons poflefs the
powers

to move:

Humour, the foremoft of the fellive crew,

Source of the comic fcene, fhe
gave

to you;

Humour, with arched brow, and leering eye,

Shrewd, folemn, fneering, fubtle, flow and fly;

Serious herfelf, yet laughter ftill provoking,

By teafing, tickling, jeering, gibing, joking :

Impartial gift, that owns nor rank nor birth !

'Tis theirs who rule the realm, or till the earth ;

Theirs who in fenates
wage

the wordy war,

And theirs whofe humble lot conduits the car :

If aught deriv'd from her adorns my (train,

You gave,
at lead difcover'd firft, the vein.

Should wide experience, or maturing age,

Have brought or mirth or moral to the itage,
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To
you,

the patrons
of the wilder fong,

The charter notes in jufiice mud belong:

But (hould infirmities with time confpirc,

My force to weaken or abate my fire,

Lefs entertainment may
arife to you,

But to myfelf lefs danger will enfue.

If
age contra&s my mufcles, fhrills my tone,

No man will claim thofe foibles as his own i

Nor, if I halt or hobble thro' the fcene,

Malice point out what citizen I mean :

No foe I fear more than a legal fury,

Unlefs I gain this circle for my jury.

dram at rs
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THE

NABOB.

ACT I.

A Chamber.

Enter Lady Oldham and Sir John Oldham.

Lady Oldham.

NOT

a
syllablemorewillIhear!

Sir John. Nay, but, my dear

L.Old. 1 am amazed, Sir John,

at your
meannefs ! or that you could

fubmit to give his paltry propofals fo much as a

reading;!
o

Sir John. Nay, my dear, what would you
have

had me done ?

L. Old. Done ? returned them with the con

tempt they deferved. But, come, unfold ! I am

calm: Reveal the pretty project your precious

head has produced.
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Sir John. Nay, my dear, as to that, my head

produced

L. Old. Nay, I don't wonder that fhame has

tied
up your tongue! But, come; I will Ipare

the confufion, and tell
you what

you would fay.

Here, Lady Oldham, Sir Matthew Mite has

juft fent me a letter^ modeftly defiring that, in

return for the ruin he has brought on me and

my houfe, I would be fo kind as to beftow
upen

him
my darling daughter, the hopes of my—

And is it poffible you can be mean enough to

think of fuch an alliance? Will
you, Sir John,

oblige me with an ^nfwer to a few lhort Queftions ?

Sir John. Without doubt.

L. Old. I fuppofc you confider yourfelf as

fprung from a family at lealt as ancient as
any

in the
county you live in ?

Sir John. That I fancy will not be denied.

L. Old. Nor was it, I fancy, difhonoured by
an alliance with mine ?

Sir John. My Lady, the very reverie.

I-.. Old. You lucceeded, Sir, to a patrimony,,
which though the liberal and hofpitable fpirit of

your predecelTors would not fulfer to encreafe,

yet their prudence took care lhould never be

diminished ?

Sir John. True.

L. Old. Prom the public and private virtues of

your
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your anceftors, the inhabitants of the neighbour-

ing borough thought their beft and deareft in-

terefts in no hands fo fecure as in theirs ?

Sir John. Right.

L. Old. Nor till lately were they fo tainted'by

the fafhion of the times, as to adopt the egregious

abfurdity, That to be faithfully ferved and
pro

tected above, it was necefiary to be largely

bribed and corrupted below ?

Sir John. Why, I can't fay, except now and

then a bit of venifon, or an annual dinner, they

have ever put
me to any great

L. Old. Indulge me yet a moment, Sir John !

In this happy fituation, did the laft
year

chear-

fully clofe; our condition, though not opulent,

affluent, and
you happy in the quiet pofieffion

of your family honours.

Sir John. There is no gainfaying of that.

L.Old. Now, look at the difmal, fhocking

reveife !

Sir John. There is but too much reafon in what

your ladyfhip fays.

L. Old. And confider, at the fame time, to

whom you
are obliged.

Sir John. Why, what could we do? your

ladyfhip knows there was nobody more againft

vmy giving up
than yourfelf.

l„ Old. Let me proceed. At this crifis,

B % preceded
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preceded by all the pomp
of Afia, Sir Matthew

Mite, from the Indies, came thundering amongft

us
j and, profufely fcattering the fpoils of ruined

provinces, corrupted the virtue and alienated the

affections of all the old friends to the family.

Sir John. That is nothing but truth.

L. Old. Compelled by the fame means to

defend thole that were employed in attacking

your intereft, you have been obliged deeply to

,
encumber

your fortune; his fuperior addrefs has

procured a return, and probably your petition
will complete the ruin his oppofition began.
Sir John. Let us hope all for the beft.

Z,. Old. And who can tell, but you may be

iojn forced to part with your patrimony, to the

very infolent worthlefs individual, who has been

the author of your diftrefs ?

Sir John. I would fooner perifh, my Lady !

L.Old. Parallel in (lances
may be produced;

nor is it at all unlikely, but Sir Matthew,

taking a liking to
your family manfion, has

puriued this
very method to compel you to

fell it.

Sir John. It is,.my dear, to avoid this neceflity
t.iat 1 wifh

you to give his letter a reading.
L Old. Is it poffi'ble, not to mention the mean-

neis, that you can be weak enough to expedl any
real lervice from that infamous

quarter ?

Sir
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Sir John. Who can tell, my love, but 3 con-

fcioufnefs of the mithief he has done 11s, may

have roulec} fome feelings that

L. Old. His feelings! will he liften to a pri

vate complaint, who has been deaf to the cries

of a people ? or drop a tear for particular difr

trefs, who owes his rife to the ruin of thoufands ?

Sir John. Well, Lady Oldham, I find all that

I fay fignifies nothing.— But here comes brother

Thomas ; two heads are better than one; let 115

take his opinion, my love.

L. Old. What need of any opinion ? the cafe

is too cle^r; nor indeed, if there had been a

neceffity for confulting another, fhould 1 have

thought your
brother the propereft man to ad-

vife with on theoccafion.

Sir Jchn. And why not ? there is not a mer

chant whofe judgment would bp fooner taken.

L. Old. Perhaps not, on the value of mer

chandize, or the goodntfs of a Bill of Exchange :

But there is a nicety, a delicacy, an elevation of

fentiment, in this cafe, which people who have

narrowed their notions with commerce, and con-

fidered during the courle of their lives their in-

tereft alone, will fcarce comprehend.

Enter Air. 'Thomas Oldham.

Thomas. So, filter! what! upon your old

topic, I find?

L. Old,
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L. Old. Sir!

Thomas. Some pretty companions, I iuppofe,

not much to the honour of trade.

L. Old. Nay, brother, you know I have always

allowed merchants to be a ufeful body of men
;

and confidered commerce, in this
country, as a

pretty refource enough for the younger fhoots of

a family,

Thomas. Exceedingly condefcending, indeed!

And yet, fifter, I could produce you Tome in-

ftances where the
younger fhoots have flou-

rifhed and throve, when the reverend trunk has

decayed.

L. Old. Perhaps, brother Thomas

Thomas. Nay, nay, don't let us revive our

antient difputes !—You feem warm •, no milun-

derltanding, I hope ?

Sir John. No, no; none, in the leaft: You

know, my lady's temper's apt to be lively now

and then.

Thomas. Nay, lifter—But, come! what has

occafioned this mighty debate ?

Sir joh)i. \ ou know, brother, how affairs

ftand between Sir Matthew and us,

Thomas. Well !

Sir john. He has lent us here a kind of g

compromile; I don't know well what to call

it; a fort of a
treaty.

Thomas.
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'Thomas. That in your hand ?

Sir John. Yes ; and I can't prevail on my

lady to give it a reading.

!Thomas. And why not ?

L. Old. To what end ?

Thomas. A
very

natural one •, in order to know

the contents.

L. Old. Of what importance can they be to

us ?

Thomas. That the letter will tell you.
But

furely, Lady Oldham, you
are rather too nice*

Give it me!

Sir John. Is it
your ladyfhip's pleafure ?

Thomas. Pfha ! here's a rout, indeed!—One

would be apt to fufpeft that the packet was

peftilential, and came from the Archipelago,

inftead of the Indies. Now let us fee what this

formidable memorial contains! [opens the letter.

"

To Sit John Oldham. Sir Matthew Mite hav-

"

ing lately feen, at Lady Levant's rout, the

"
eldeft Mifs Oldham, and being ftruck with

"

her perfonal charms, propofes to her father

"
the following treaty."
L.. Old. A very

monarchical addrefs !

Thomas.
"

Imprimis-, Upon a matrimonial

"

union between the
young lady and him, all

ii

hoftilities and contention lhall ceafe, and Sir

"

John be fcffered to take his feat in fecurity."

L. Old.
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L. Old. That he will do, without an obliga

tion to him.

Thomas. Are you, fifter, certain of that ?

L. Old. You don't harbour the leaft doubt of

our merits ?

Thomas. But do they always prevail ?

L. Old. There is now, brother Thomas, no

danger to dread ; the reftraint the popular part

of government has in this inftance laid on itfelf,D
'

at the lame time that it does honour to them,

diftributes equal juftice to all.

Thomas. And are
you aware what the

expence

will be to obtain it ?—Bur, pray, let me
pro-

ceed!—" Secondly, as Sir Matthew is bent
upon

"

a large territorial acquifition in England, and

"
Sir John Oldham's finances are at prel'ent a lit

"

tie out of repair, Sir Matthew Mite will make
"

up the
money already advanced in another

"

name, by way of future
mortgage upon his

"

eftate, for the entire purchafe> five lacks of
<l

roupees."

L. Old. Now, Sir John ! was I right in
my

guefs ?

Sir John. Your ladyfhip is never out.—But,

•brother Thomas, thefe fame lacks—to what
may

they amount ?

Thomas. Sixty thoufand, at leaft.

kir 'john. No incpnfiderable oftcr, my lady.

L. Old.
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L. Old. Contemptible ! But pray, Sir, proceed.

Thomas.
"

Or if it fhould be more agreeable

to the parties, Sir Matthew will fettle
upon

"
Sir John and his Lady, for their joint lives,

"

ajagghire."

Sir John. A jagghire ?

Thomas. The term is Indian, and means an

annual income.

L. Old. What ftrange jargon he deals in !

Thomas. His ftile is a little Oriental, I muft

own ; but moft exceedingly clear.

L. Old. Yes, to Coffim Ali-Khan, or Mier

Jaffeir. I hope you are near the conclufion.

Thomas. But two articles more, [reads']
"
And

"

that the principals may have no cares for the

"

younger parts
of their family, Sir Matthew

"

will, at his own
expence, tranfport the two

tC

young ladies, Mils Oldham's two filters, to

"
Madrals or Calcutta, and there

procure them

"

fuitable hufbands."

L. Old. Madrafs, or Calcutta !

Thomas. Your patience, dear filter !—" And

"

as for the three boys, they fhall be either made

"

fupercargoes, drips' hufbands,
or

go
out cadets

"

and writers in the Company's lervice."

L. Old. Why, he treats
my children like a

parcel of convifts
: Is this their method of fup-

plying their fettlements ?

C Thomas.

f
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'Thomas. This, with now and then a little kid

napping, dear lifter.—Well, madam, you have

now the means of getting rid of all your offspring
at once : Did not 1 tell you

the
paper

was worth

your perulal ? You will reply to his wifh ; you

can have no doubts, I fuppofe.
L. Old. Not the leaft, as I will fhew

you.

[Tears the letter.^ And, if Sir John has the leaft

fpirit or pride, he will treat the inlolent principal
as I do his propofals.

Thomas. But that method, as things ftand, may
not be altogether fo fafe. I am lorry you were fo

hafty in destroying the letter : If I remember

rightly, there is mention made of advancingmoney
in another man's name.

L. Old. We have been compelled to borrow,
I own ; but I had no conception that he was the

lender.

Thomas. That's done by a common contrivance;
not a

country lawyer but knows the dodtrine of

transfer.—How much was the fum ?

Sir John. Ten thoufand pounds.

Thomas. And what, Sir John, were the terms ?

Sir 'John. As I could give no real
lecurity, my

eftate being fettled till my fon John comes of
age,

I found myfelf obliged to
comply with all that

was afked.

Thomas. A judgment, no doubt.

Sir
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Sir John. They divided the fum, and I
gave

them a couple.

Thomas. Which will affeft not only your per-

fon, but perfonal property •, fo they are both in

his power.

Sir John. Too true, I am afraid !

'Thomas. And
you may

be lent to a gaol, and

your family turned into the ftreets, whenever he

pleafes.

L. Old. How ! Heaven forbid !

Thomas. Not the leaft doubt can be made.—

This is an artful projeft : No wonder that fo

much contrivance and cunning has been an over-
O

match for a plain Englifh gentleman, or an inno

cent Indian. And what is now to be done ?

Dees your daughter Sophy know of this letter?

L. Old. Sir John ?

Sir John. It reached my hands not ten minutes

ago,

Thomas. I had forne reafon to think, that,

had
you complied, you would not have found

her verv eaorer to fecond your wiflies.
J O J

L. Old. I don't know that, brother : Young

girls are eaflly caught with titles and fplendor;

magnificence has a kind of magick for them.

Thomas. ( have a better opinion of Sophy.

You know, Lady Oldham, I have often hinted,

that
my boy was fond of his coufin ; and poflibly

C 2 my
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my niece not totally averfe to his wifh ; but you

have always flopp'd me fhort, under a notion

that the children were too nearly allied.

L. Old. Why, brother, don't yon think

Thomas. But that, fifter, was not the right
reafon •, you could haveeafily digefted the coufins,

but the cowping-bouje ftuck in his
way: Your

favourite maxim has been, that citizens are a

diftindt race, a fort of creatures that fhould mix

with each other.

L. Old. Blefs me, brother, you can't conceive

that I

Thomas. Nay, no apology, good LadyOldham!

perhaps you have a higher alliance in view ; and

let us now confider what is to be done. You are

totally averfe to this
treaty ?

L. Old. Can that be a queftion ?

Thomas. Some little
management is neceffary,

as to the mode of rejection : As matters now

ftand, it would not be prudent to exafperate Sir

Matthew.

L. Old. Let Sir John difcharge the debt due
to him at once.

Thomas. But where fhall we
^et materials ?

L. Old. Can that be a difficult talk ?

Thomas.
Exceedingly fo, as I apprehend : But

few can be found to advance fo large a fum on

luch fienaer fecunty; nor is it to be expected,

indeed,
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indeed, unlefs from a friend to relieve, or a foe

to ruin.

L. Old. Is it pofftble Sir Matthew can have

afted from fo infernal a motive, to have advanced

the money
with a view of diftreffing us deeper ?

'Thomas. Sir Matthew is a profound politi

cian, and will not flick at trifles to carry his

point.

L. Old. With the wealth of the Eaft, we have

too imported the worlt of its vices. What a

horrid crew !

Thomas. Hold, filler ! don't gratify your
re-

fentment at the expence
of your juftice •, a

gene

ral conclufion from a fingle inllance is but in

different logick.

L. Old. Why, is not this Sir Matthew

Thomas. Perhaps as bad a fubjefl as your

pafiion can paint him : But there are men from

the Indies, and many too, with whom I have

the honour to live, who difpenfe nobly and with

hofpitality here, what they have acquired with

honour and credit elfewhere; and, at the fame

time they have increafed the dominions and

wealth, have added virtues too to their country.

L. Old. Perhaps fo : But what is to be done ?

Suppofe I was to wait on Sir Matthew myfelf.

Thomas. If your ladyfhip is fecijre of com

manding your temper.

Sir
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SirJohn. Mercy on us, brother Thomas, there's

no fuch thing as trotting to that!

L. Old. You are always very obliging, Sir

John ! if the embafly was to be executed by

you

"Thomas. Come, come, to end the difpute, I

will undertake the commiffion myffclf.

L.Old. You will take care, brother, to make

no conceffions that will derogate from

Thomas. Your dignity, in my hands, will have

nothing to fear.—But ihould not 1 fee
my niece

firft ? fhe ought to be confulted, I think.

Sir John. By all means,

Thomas. For, if fhe
approves of the knight,

I don't fee any thing in the alliance fo much to

be dreaded.

L. Old. I will fend Sophy to her uncle di-

redtly; but I defire the girl may be left to her-

felf; no undue influence ! [Exit.

Thomas. The caution was needlefs.

Sir John. Why, really, now, brother, but

that
my lady*s too

warm, I don't fee
any thing

fo very unreafonable in this fame
paper here that

lies fcattered about. But, I forger, did he men

tion any thing of any fortune he was to have with

the ^irl ?

Thomas. Pho! a paltry confederation, below

Lis concern.

Sir
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Sir John. My lady herfelf muft own there is

fomething generous
in that.

Thomas. Will you flay and reprefent the cafe

to Sophy yourfelf ?

Sir John. She is here !

Enter Sophy.

Your uncle, child, has fomething to fay to you :

You know he loves
you, my dear, and will ad-

vife you for the beft. [Exit.

Thomas. Come hither, Sophy, my love ! don'c

be alarmed. I fuppofe my lady has opened to

you,
that Sir Matthew has fent a ftrange kind

of a romantic letter.

Sophy. But flie did not feem, Sir, to fuppofe

that it deferved much attention.

Thomas. As matters now (land, perhaps more

than (he thinks. But come, my good girl, be

explicit: Suppofe the affairs of your family

fhould demand a compliance with this whimfical

letter, fhould you
have any reluctance to the

union propofed ?

Sophy. Me, Sir ? I never faw the gentleman

but once in
my life.

Thomas. And I don't think that would intereft

you
much in his favour.

Sophy. Sir!

Thomas.
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Thomas. No prepoffeffion ? no prior object

that has attracted
your notice ?

Sophy. I hope, Sir, my behaviour has not

occafioned this queftion.

Thomas. Oh, no, my dear •, it naturally took

its rife from the fubjed. Has yourcoufin lately

been here ?

Sophy. Sir !

Thomas. Tom Oldham, my fon ?

Sophy. We generally fee him, Sir, every day.
Thomas. I am elad to hear that: I was afraid

fome improper attachment had drawn him from

the city fo often of late.

Sophy. Improper! I dare fay, Sir, you will have

nothing
of that kind to fear from

my coufin.

Thomas. I hope not: And yet I have had
my

fulpicions, I own •, but not unlikely you can re

move 'em : Children rarely make confidants of

their fathers.

Sophy. Sir!

Thomas. Similarity of fentiments, nearnefs of

blood, and the fame leafon of life, perhaps may

have induced him to unbofom to
you.

Sophy. Do you fuppofe, Sir, that he would

difcover to me, what he chofc to conceal from

fo afre&ionate a father ?

Thomas. Nay, prithee, Sophy, don't be grave!
What, do you imagine I fhould think his

pre

ferring
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ferring your
ear to mine, for a melting pafiionate

tale, any
violent breach of his duty ?

Sophy< You are
merry,

Sir.

Thomas. And who knows but
you might re

pay
the communication with a fimilar ltory ?

You blufli, Sophy.

Sophy. You are really pleafed to be fo very

particular, that I lcarce know what anlwer to

make.

Thomas. Come, my good niece, I will perplex

you no longer: My fon has concealed nothing

from me ;
and did the completion of your wifhes

depend on my approbation alone, you would

have but little to fear: But my lady's notions

are fo very peculiar, you know, and all her prin

ciples fo determined and fixed

Sophy. The merits of my coufin, which lhe

herfelf is not flow to acknowledge, and time,

might, I fliould hope, foften my mother.

Thomas. Why then, my dear niece, leave it

to time, in moll cafes the ableft phyfician. But

let your partiality for
Torn be a fecret !—I mult

now endeavour to learn when I can obtain an

audience from Sir Matthew.

Sophy. An audience from him ?

Thomas. Yes, child ;
thefe new gentlemen,

who from the caprice of Fortune,
and a Arrange

D chain
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chain of events, haveacquired immoderatewealth,

and rofe to uncontroled power abroad, find it

difficult to defcend from their dignity, and ad

mit of
any equal at home. Adieu, my dear

niece ! But keep up your fpirits ! I think I fore-

lee an event that will produce fome change in

our favour* [Exeunt.

Sir Matthew Mite's Halt.

Janus and Conferve difcovered.

Con/. I own the place of a porter, if one can

bear the confinement—And then, Sir Matthew

has the character of—[low tap.] Ufe no cere

mony, Mr. Janus; mind
your door, I befeecht

you.

Janus. No hurry ! keep your feat, Mr. Con-

ferve; it's only the tap of a tradefman : I make

thofe people ftay till they colled in a body,

and fo let in eight or ten at a time ; it laves

trouble.

Conf. And how do they brook it ?

Janus. Oh, wonderfully well, here with ns.

Tn
my laft place, indeed, I thought myfelf

bound to be civd; tor as all the
poor

devils

could
get was good words, it would have been

hard to have been fparing of them.

Conf. Very confiderate.! <

Janus-,
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Janus. But here we are rich; and as the fel

lows don't wait for their
money, it is but fair

they fhould wait for admittance.

Con/. Or they would be
apt to forget their

condition.

Janus. True.

ConJ. Upon the whole, then, you do not re

gret leaving my lord ?

Janus. No ; Lord Levee's place had its fweets,

I confeis; perquifites pretty enough : But what

could I do ? they wanted to give me a rider.

ConJ. A rider?

Janus. Yes j to quarter Monfieur Friffart,

my Lady's valet de chambre, upon me •, fQ

you know I could not but in honour refign.

ConJ. No ; there was no bearing to be rid by

a Frenchman •, there was no (laying in after that.

Janus. It would have been quoted as a
preT

cedent againfc the whole corps.

CorJ. Yes. Pox on 'em! our mafters are

damned fond of encroachments. Is your pre^

fent duty fevere ?

Janus. I drudge pretty
much at the door j

but that, you know, is mere bodily labour;

But then, my mind is at eafe; not obliged tQ

rack my
brain for invention,

CvnJ. No ?



Jains. No; not near the lying here, as in
my

laft place.

Ccnf. I iuppofe not, as your matter is but

newly in town ; but you
mutt expedt that branch

to encreafe.

Janus. When it does, I {hall in lift the door

pe done by a deputy. \jTwo rap.

ConJ. Hark ! to vour poft 1

Jc'.nu7. No ; fit ftill! that is fome aukward

body out of the city ; one of our people from

Leadenhall Street j perhaps a director
; I fha'n't

ftir for him.

Con/. Not for a director ? I thought he was

the commanding officer, the Great Captain's

paptain.

Janus. No, no-, quire the reverfe ; the tables
are turned, Mr. Conierve : In

acknowledgment
tor appointing us their feivants abroad, we

ar^
lb obliging as to make them directors at home.

\yl loud. rappin?.
Conf. That

rap will roufe you, I think

Janus. Let me take 3 peep at the wicket. Oh,
ph ! is it

you, with a
pox to

you ? llow the
deuce came

your long legs to find the
way hi

ther?—I fhall be in no haite to open for vou.

Ccnf. Who is it ?

Janus. That eternal teizer, Sir Timothy Tall

bov.
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boy. When once he gets footing, there is no

fuch thing as keeping him out.
,

Conf. What, you know him then ?

Janus. Yes, rot him, I know him too well!

he had like to have loft me the beft place I ever

had in my life.
^

Conf. How fo ?

Janus. Lord Lofty had given orders on no

account to admit him. The firft time, he got by

me under a pretence of ftroking Keeper the

houfe-dog •, the next, he nick'd me by defiring

only j uft leave to fcratch the poll of the parrot,

Poll, Poll, Poll ! 1 thought the devil was in him

if he deceived me a third; but he did, notwith

standing.

Conf- Prithee, Janus, how ?

Janus. By begging tofet his watch by Tompion'*

clock in the Hall; I fmoaked his defign,and laid

hold of him here : [taking hold of his coat.~\ As

f.;re as you
are alive, he made but one leap from

the ftairs to the ftudy, and left the ikirt of his

£oat in my
hand ?

Conf. You got
rid of him then ?

Janus. He made one attempt more; and, fq/f

fear he fhould (lip by me, (for you know he is

as thin as a flice of beef at Marybone-Gardens),

I flapped the door in his face, and told him, the

dog was mad, the parrot dead, and the clock

ftoocfc
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flood ; and, thank Heaven, I have never fat
eyes

pn him fince. [Knock louder.

Con/. But the door !

Jams. Time enough.—You had no particular

fommands, matter Conferve ?

Con/. Only to let you know that Betfy Robins

has a rout and fupper on Sunday next.

Janus. Conftant ftill, Mr. Conferve, I fee. I

am afraid I can't come to cards ; but lhall be fure

to attend the repaft. A nick-nack, I fuppofe ?

Con/. Yes, yes-, we all contribute, as ufual:

The fubftantials from Alderman Sirloin's ; Lord

Frippery's cook finds fricafees and
ragouts; Sir

Robert Bumper's butler is to fend in the wine;

and I (hall fupply the defert.

Janus. There are a brace of birds and a hare,

that I cribbed this morning out of a bafket of

game.

Con/. They will be welcome.—[Knock louder.]
But the folks

grow impatient!

Janus. They muft ftay till I come.—At the

old place, I fuppofe ?

Con/. No •, I had like to have forgot! Betfy

-grew fick of St. Paul's, fo I have taken her a

houfe amongft the new
buildings j both the air

and the company is better,

Janus. Right,
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ConJ. To fay truth, the fituation was difagree-

able on many
accounts. Do you know, though I

took care few people fhould behave better at

Chriftmas, that becaufe he thought her a citizen,

the houfekeeper of Drury-Lane Theatre, when

his matter mounted, refufed her a fide-box ?

Janus. No wonder Mifs Betly was bent
upon

movins.—What is the name of her ftreet P

ConJ. Rebel-Row : It was built by a meflenger

who made his market in the year forty-five. But

fhall Mifs Robins fend you
a card ?

Janus. No, no ; I lhall eafily find out the

place. [Knock.] Now let us fee; who have we

here ? Gads my life, Mrs. Match'em! my*

matter's amorous agent:
It is as much as my

place is worth to let her wait for a minute.

[Opens the door. Exit ConJ.

Enter Mrs. Match'em, Jome Trade/people, who

bow low to Janus, and Thomas Oldham.

Match. So, Sir ! this is pretty treatment, for

a woman like me to dangle at
your gate,

fur-

rounded by a parcel of tradefpeople
!

Janus. I beg pardon * but, madam

Match. Suppofe any
of my

ladies had chanced

to drive by : In a pretty
fituation they'd have

feen me! 1 promife you
I fhail make my

com

plaints to Sir Matthew.

Janus,
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Janus. I was receiving fome particular com

mands from my
mafter.

Match. I fhall know that from him. Where

is he ? let him know I muft fee him directly ;

my
hands are fo full I have not a moment to

fpare.

Jams. At that door the groom of the cham

ber will take you in charge; I am lure you'll

be admitted as foon as announced.

Match. There is as much difficulty to get a

fight of this fignior, as of a member when the

parliament's diffolved! [Exit*

Janus. Soh ! what, you have brought in your

bills ? damned punctual, no doubt! The ftew-

ard's room is below.—And, do you hear? when

you are paid, be fure to fneak
away without fee

, ing me.

All 'Trade/. We hope you have a better opi*
nion

Janus. Well, well, march! \Exe. Tradejmen."\
So, friend ; what is your bufinefs, pray ?

Thomas. 1 have a meffage to deliver to Sir

Matthew.

Janus. You have? and
pray what is the pur

port ?

Thomas. That's for his ear alone.

Janus. You will find yourfelfmiftaken in that.

■Thomas. How ?

Janus.
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Janus. It mud make its
way

to his, by palling

thro' mine.

!Thomas. Is that the rule of the houfe ?

Janus. Ay; and the belt
way

to avoid idle

and impertinent pratlers.

Thomas. And of that you are to judge?

Janus. Or I fhould not be fit for my poft.

But, yon are very importunate ; who are
you ?

i fuppofe a Jew broker, come to bring my

matter the price of the ftocks ?

Thomas. No.

Janus. Or fome country coufin, perhaps ?

Thomas. Nor that neither.

Janus. Or a voter from our borough below ?

we never admit them but againft an eledlion.

Thomas. Still wide of the mark.—[/Ifide.]

There is but one way
of managing here ; I mult

give the Cerberus a fop, I perceive.—Sir, I have

really bufinefs with Sir Matthew, of the utmofj:

importance •, and if you
can obtain me an in

terview, I fhall think myfelf extremely obliged.

[Gives money.

Janus. As I fee, Sir, by your manner, that

it is a matter of moment, we will try what carj

be done ; but you mult wait for his levee; there

js no feeing him yet.

Thgmas. No?

Janus.
He is too bufy at prefent j the waiter

£ 8?
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at Almack's has jufl brought him home his

macaroni dreis for the hazard-table, and is in-

ftru&ing him to throw the dice with a
grace.

Tbc;r;as. Then where can I wait ?

"Janus. If you will Peep into that room, I will

take care to call
you

in time. [Exit Mr. Old.~[

■—Locking at (hemoney.'] A good fenfible fellow !

At hiil fight, how eaiily one (pay be miftaken

in men ! [Exit.

I
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ACT II.

A Chamber. Sir Matthew Mite in his gaming

dress, a Waiter attending.

Mite.

MAIN
and chance?

Waiter. Five to nine, pleafe your honouf.

Mite. I am at all that is let. How muft I

proceed ?

Waiter. With a tap, as the chances are equal;

then raife the box genteelly and gently, with

the finger and thumb.

Mite. Thus ?

Waiter. Exadtly, your honour. Cinque and

quater:
You're out.

Mite. What is next to be done ?

Waiter. Flirt the bones with an air of indiffe

rence, and pay the money
that's fet.

Mite. Will that do ?

Waiter. With a little more experience, your

honour.

Mite. Then pais the box to
my neighbour ?

Waiter. Yes; or you make a back hand, if

you pleafe.
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Mite. Cou'dn't you give me fome general

rules ? for then, you know, I might pra&ife in

private.

Waiter. By all means. Seven, Sir, is better

nicked by a ftamp.

Mite. So ?

Waiter. Yes. When you want to throw fix

and four, or two cinques, you muft take the

long gallery, and whirl the dice to the end of

the table.

Mite. Thus ?

Waiter. Pretty well, pleafe your honour.

When
your chance is low, as

tray, ace, or two

deuce?, the belt method is to dribble out the

bones from the box.

Mite. Will that do ?

Waiter. Your honour comes rapidly on.

Mite. So that, perhaps, in a couple of months,
1 fhall be able to tap, flirt, ftamp*, dribble, and'

whirl, with
any man in the club ?

Waiter. As
your honour has a genius, you

■will make a wonderful progrefs, no doubt: Bur

thele nice matters are not got in a moment; there

muft be
parts, as well as pradtice, your honour,

Mite. What 1
parts for the performance of

this ?

Waiter. This ? Why, there's Sir Chriftopher
Clumfey, in the whole loflng his fortune, (and

I believe
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1 believe he was near a twelvemonth about it)

never once threw, paid, or received, with one

atom of grace.

Mite. He muft have been a dull devil, indeed.

Waiter. A mere dunce! got no credit by

lofing his money ; was ruined without the leaft

reputation.

Mite. Perhaps fo. Well, but, Dick, as to

the oaths and phrafes that are 1110ft in ufe at the

club ?

Waiter. I have brought them here in this
pa

per : As foon as your
honour has

got them by

heart, I will teach you
when and in what man

ner to ufe them.

Mite, \after looking at the paper.} How long

do you apprehend before I may be fit to appear

at the table ?

Waiter. In a month or fix weeks. I would

advife your
honour to begin in the Newmarket

week, when the few people left do little better

than piddle.

Mite. Right: So I fhall gain confidence againft

the club's coming to town.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Mrs. Crocus, from Brampton, you?

honour.

Mite. Has fhe brought me a bouquet ?

SerVi
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S'erv. Your honour ?

Mite. Any nofegays, you blockhead ?

Serv. She has a boy with a bafket.

Mite. Shew her in ! [Exit Servant.']—Well,

Dick, you will
go

down to mv fteward, and

teach him the bed method of making a rouleau.

And, do you hear I let him give you one for

your pains*

H'aiter. Your honour's obedient! You'd have

me attend
every morning ?

Mite. Without doubt: It would be madnefs

to lofe a minute, you know. [Exit Waiter*

Enter Airs. Crocus.

Well, Mrs. Crocuslet us fee what
you have

brought me. Your laft bouquet was as big as

a broom, with a tulip ftrutting up like a ma-

giftrate's mace-, and, befides, ri;ade me look

like a devil.

Crocus. I hope your honour could find rt<5

fault with the flowers ? It is
true, the polyan-

thufes were a little pinched by tile eafterly winds \

but for pip, colour, and
eye, I defy the whole

parifh of Fulham to match 'em.

Mite. Perhaps not; but it is not the flowers,
but the mixture, 1 blame. Why, here now,
Mrs. Crocus, one fhouid think

you were out of

your ienies, to cram in tilts
clump of jonquils !

Crocus.
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Crocus. I thought your honour was fond of

their fmell.

Mite. Damn their fmell! it is their colour I

talk ot. You know my complexion has been

tinged by the Eaft, and you bring me here a

blaze of yellow, that gives me the jaundice.

Look ! do
you

fee here, what a fine figure I cut?

You might as well have tied me to a bundle of

fun-flowers !

Crocus. I beg pardon, your
honour!

Mite. Pardon ! there is no forgiving faults of 1

this kind, juft fo you
fcrved Harry Hectic;

you ftuck into his bofom a parcel of hyacinths,

though the poor
fellow's face is as pale as a

primrofe.

Crocus. I did not knpw

Mite. And there, at the opera,
the poor crea

ture fit in his fide-box, looking tike one of the

figures in the glafs-cafes in Weftminfter-Abbey j

dead and dreft !

Crocus. If gentlemen
would but give direc

tions, I would make it my ftudy to fuit 'em.

Mite. But that your
curled climate won't let

you. Have you any pinks or carnations in

bloom ?

Crocus. They are not in feafon, your honour,

Lillies of the valley

Mite. I hate the whole tribe! What, you

spans
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want to drefs me
up

like a corpfe ! When fhall

you
have any

rofe-buds ?

Crocus. The latter end of the month, pleafe

your
honour.

Mite. At that time you may
call.

Crocus. Your honour has no further com

mands ?

Mite. None. You may fend nofegays for
my

chairmen, as ufual. [Exit Mrs. Crocus.] Pic-

card ! Here, take that garland away : I believe

the woman thought fhe was drtffing a may-pole.

Make me a bouquet with the artificial flowers

I brought from Milan.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Would your honour pleafe to fee Ma

dam Match'em ?

Mite. Introduce her this inftant. ••

Enter Mrs. Match'em.

My dear Match'em! Well, what news frorr?

Cheap fide ?

Match. Bad enough •, very near a total defeat.

Mite. How fo ? you were furnifhed with am

ple materials.

Match. But not of the right kind, pleafe your

honour. I have had but little intercourfe with

that part of the world : My bufinefs has chiefly

lain
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lain on this fide of the Bar •, and I was weak

enough to think both cities alike.

Mite. And arn't they ?

Match. No two nations can differ fo widely!

Though money
is fuppofed the idol of mer

chants, their wives don't agree in the worfhip.

Mite. In that article I thought the whole

world was united.

Match. No; they don't know what to da

with their money ; a Pantheon lubfcription, or

a mafquerade ticket, is more negotiable there

than a note from the Bank.

Mite. What think you of a bracelet, or a

well-fancied aigret ?

Match. I fhould think they muft make their

way.

Mite. I have fent fome rough diamonds to

be polifhed in Holland ; when they are returned,

I will equip you, Match'em, with fome of thefe

toys.

Match. Toys ? how light he makes of thefe

things !—Blefs your
noble and generous foul !

I believe for a trifle more I could have obtained

Lady Lurcher laft night.

Mite. Indeed ?

Match. She has been prefled a good deal to

difcharge an old fcore, long due to a knight

from the North 3 and play-debts, your
honour

F knows,
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knows, there is no paying in part:
She feemeet

deeply diftrefied •, and 1 really believe another hun

dred would have made
up

the fum.

Mite. And how came you not to advance it ?

Match. I did not chufe to exceed
my com-

mifiion ; your honour knows the bill was only

for five.

Mite. Oh, you fhould have immediately made

it
up j you know I never flint myfelf in thefe

matters.

Match. Why, had I been in cafh, [ believe I

fhould have ventured, your honour. If
your

honour
approves, I have thought of a projedt

that will fave us both a good deal of trouble.

Mite. Communicate, good Mrs. Match'em !

Match. That I
may not pefler you with

ap

plications for
every trifle I want, fuppofe you

were to depofit a round fum in
my hands.

Mite. What, Match'em, make you my banker

for beauty ? Ha, ha, ha !

Alatch. Exa&ly, your honour. Ha, ha, ha !

Mite. Faith, Match'em, a
very good conceit.

Alatch. You
may depend on

my punctuality
in paying your drafts.

Mite. I don't harbour the leaft doubt of
your

honour.

Alatch. Would you have me proceed in Patty

Partington's bufinels ? She is expefted from Bath

in a week.

Mite.
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Mite. And what becomes of her aunt ?

Match. That Argus is to be left in the country.

Mite. You had better fufpend your operations

for a while. Do you know, Mrs. Match'em,

that I am a-going to be married ?

Match. Married ?
your honour's pleafed to be

pleafant: That day I hope never to fee.

Mite. The treaty
wants nothing but her friends'

ratification •, and I think there is no danger of

their with-holding that.

Match. Nay, then, the matter is as good as

concluded : I was always in dread of this fatal

frroke !

Mite. Bur, Match'em, why fhould you be fo'

averfe to the meafure ?

Match, Can it be thought, that with dry eyes

I could bear the lofs of fuch a friend as
your

honour ? I don't know how it is, but I am fure

I never took fuch a fancy to any
man in

my life.

Mite. Nay, Match'em !

Match. Something fo magnificent and princely

in all
you fay or do, that a body has, as I

may

fay, a pleafure in taking pains in
your fervice.

Mite. Well, but prithee, child

Match. And then, when one has brought

matters to bear, no after-reproaches, no
grum-

blings from parties, fuch general fatisfaftion on

all fides ! I am fure, fince the death of my huf-

F 2 band,
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band, as honeft a man, except
the thing he died

for

Mite. How came that about, Mrs. Match'em ?

Match. Why, Kit was rather apt to be carelefs,

and put a neighbour's name to a note without

flopping to afk his confent.

Mite. Was that all ?

Match. Nothing elfe. Since that day, I faw

no mortal has caught my eye but
your honour.

Mite. Really, Match'em ?

Alatch. I can't fay, neither, it was the charms

of
your perfon—though they are fuch as

any

lady might like—but it was the beauties of
your

mind, that made an imprefiion upon me.

Mite. Nay, prithee, Match'em, dry up your

tears ! you diftrefs me ! Be perfuaded you have

nothing to fear.

Match. How !

Mite. Why, you don't fuppofe that I am

prompted to this projedt by palTion ?

Match. No ?

Mite. Pho ! no ; only wanted a wife to com

plete my eftablilhrnent; juft to adorn the head

of my table.

Match. To ftick
up in

your room, like any

Other fine piece of furniture ?

Mite. Nothing elfe •, as an antique buft or a

picture.

Match.
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Match. That alters the cafe.

Mite. Perhaps, I fhall be confined a little at

firft *, for when you
take or bury a wife, decency

requires that you ftiould keep your houfe for a

week : After that time, you will find me, dear

Match'em, all that you can wifh.

Match. Ah ! that is more than your
honour

can tell. I have known fome of my gentlemen,

before marriage, make as firm and good refolu-

tions not to have the leaffc love or regard for their

wives •, but they have been feduced after all, and

turned out the pooreft tame family fools!

Mite. Indeed ?

Match. Good for nothing at all.

Miti. That fhall not be
my

cafe.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Your honour's levee is crouded.

Mite. I come. Piccard, give me my
coat!—I

have had fome thoughts of founding
in this town

a feraglio; they are of fingular ufe in the Indies:

Do you
think I could bring it to bear ?

Match. Why, a cuftomer of mine did formerly

make an attempt •, but he purfued too violent

meafures at firft ;
wanted to confine the ladies

againft their confent;
and that too in a country

of freedom.

Mite. Oh, fy ! How the beft inftitutions may

fail, for want of a man proper
to manage

!

Match..
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Match. But your honour has had great ex

perience. If you would befiow the direction on

me

Mite. Impoffible, Match'em ! in the Eaft we

never confide that office to your fex or com

plexion. I had iome thoughts of importing

three blacks from Bengal,who have been properly

prepared for the fervice •, but I fha'n't venture

till the point is determined whether thole crea

tures are to be confidered as mere chattels, or

men. [Exeunt.

A Saloon.

Enter Mayor, Touchit, Nathan, MoJes> &c.

Serv. Walk in, gentlemen ! his honour will

be prefently here.

'Tcuchit. Do
you fee, Mr. Mayor ? look about

you ! here are noble apartments!

Mayor. Very fine, very curious, indeed ! But,

after all, Mafter Touchit, I am not fo over-fond

of thefe Nabobs ; for my part, I had rather fell

tnyfelf to fomebody elfe.

Tcuchit. And why fo, Mr. Mayor ?

Mayor. I don't
know—they do a mortal deal

c: harm in the
country : hy, wherever any of

them fettles, it raifes the price of provifions for

thirty miles round. People rail at feafons and

crops ; in
my opinion, it is all along with them

there folks, that things are fo Scarce.

Tcuchit.
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Touchit. Why, you talk like a fool! Suppofe

they have mounted the beef and mutton a trifle;

a'n't we obliged to them too for raifing the value

of boroughs ? You fhould always fet one againft

t'other.

Mayor. That, indeed, is nothing but fair. But

how comes it about ? and where do thefe here

people get all
their wealth ?

Touchit. The way is plain enough ; from our

fettlements and pofleffions abroad.

Mayor. Oh,may be fo. I've been often minded

to afk you
what fort of things them there fettle-

ments are; becaufe why, as you know, I have

been never beyond fea.

'Touchit. Oh, Mr. Mayor, I will explain that

in a moment: Why, here are a body of mer

chants that beg to be admitted as friends, and take

pofTcfllon of a fmall fpot in a country, and carry

on a beneficial commerce with the inoffenfive and

innocent people, to
which they kindly give their

confent.

Mayor. Don't you
think now that is very civil

of them ?

Touchit. Doubtlefs. Upon which, Mr. Mayor,

we cunningly encroach, and fortify by little and

by little, till
at length, we growing too ftrong

for the natives, we turn them out of their lands,

and take pofTeffion of
their money and jewels.

Mayor.



4o THE NABOB.

Mayor. And don't you think, Mafter 1 ouchit,

that is a little uncivil in us ?

Touchit. Oh, nothing at all : Thefe people

are but a little better than Tartars or Turks.

Mayor. No, no, Mafter Touchit; juft the

reverfe ; it is they have caught the Tartars in us.

Touchit. Ha, ha, ha ! well faid, Mr. Mayor.

But, hufh ! here comes his honour. Fall back !

Enter Sir Matthew Mite.

Mite. Oh, Nathan ! are
you there ? You have

Iplic the ftock, as I bid you ?

Nathan. I vas punctually obey your directions.

Mite. And I fhall be in no danger of lofing

my lift ?

Nathan. Dat is fafe, your honour; we have

noting to fear.

Mite. Mofes Mendoza ! You will take care to

qualify PeterPratewell and Counfellor Quibble?

I fhall want fome fpeakers at the next General

Court.

Mofes. Pleafe
your honour, I fhall be careful

of dat.

Mite. Flow is the ftock ?

Mofes. It vas got up the end of the veek.

Mite. 1 hen fell out till
you link it two and a

half. Has
my advice been followed for burning

the tea ?

Mojts.
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Mo/es. As to dat matter, I vas not enquire

dat •, I believe hot.

Mite. So that commodity will foon be a drug.

The Englilh are too proud to profit by the prac

tice of others : What would become of the fpice

trade, if the Dutch brought their whole growth

to market ?

Mo/es. Dat is very true. Your honour has

ino farder commands ?

Mire. None at prefect, mailer Mendoza.

[Exit Mendoza.

Nathan. For de next fettlement, would your

honour be de bull or de bear ?

Mite. I fhali fend you my orders to Jona

than's. Oh, Nathan ! did
you

tell that man irfc

Berkfhire, I would buy his eftate ?

Nathan. Yes; but he fay he has no mind,

no occafion to fell it •, dat de eftate belong to

great many
faders before him.

Mite. Why, the man muft be mad; did you

tell him I had taken a fancy to the fpot, when I

was but a boy ?

Nathan. I vas tell him as much.

Mite. And that all the time I \vas in India,

my mind was bent upon
the pUrchafe ?

Nathan. I vas fay fo.

Mite. And now I'm come home, am deter

mined to buy it ?

O Natbafit
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Nathan. I make ufe of de very vords.

Mite. Well then ! what would the booby bg'

at ?

Nathan. I don't know.

Mite. Give the fellow four times the value#

and biu him turn out in a month.—[To Touchit.]

May I prefume, Sir, to afk who you are, and

•what
youi bufinefs may be ?

Touchit. My name, Sir, is Touchit, and thefe

gentlemen fome friends and neighbours of mine.

We are ordered by the Chriftian Club, of the

borough ofBribe'em, to wait upon your honour,
with a tender of the nomination of our twa

members at the enfuing election.

Mile. Sir, I
accept their offer with pleafure;

and am happy to find, notwithftanding all that
- has been laid, that the union (till fubfills be

tween Bengal and the ancient corporation of

Bribe'em.

iTouchit. And if they ever are fevered, I can

affure your honour the Christian Club will not be

to blame. Your honour underftands mt, I hope ?

Mite. Perfectly. Nor jfhall it, I promile you*
be

my fault, good Mr. Touchit. But, (you will

forgive my curiofity, Sir !) the name
your club

has adopted, has at firit a whimfical found; but

you had
your reafons, no doubt.

touchit. The
very belt in the world, pleafe

your

%

I
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your honour-: From our ft rift unipn and bro

therly kindnefs, we hang together; like the

primitive Chriftians too, we have all things irj

common.

Mite. In common ? I don't apprehend you.

1'ouchit. Why, pleafe your honour, when the

bargain is (truck, and the depofit is made, as a

proof that we love our neighbours as well as

ourfelves, we fubmit to an equal partition ; np

man has a larger (hare than another.

Mite. A molt Chriftian-like difpenfation !

Touchit. Yes ; in our borough all is unanimity

now : Formerly, we had nothing but difcontents

and heart-burnings amongft us-, each man jea

lous and afraid that his neighbour got more and

did better than him.

Mite. Indeed ?

Touchit. Ay, and with reafon fometimes.

"Why, I remember,
at the eleftion lometime ago,

when I took up my freedom, I could get but

thirty guineas for a ne\y pair of jack-boots;

whilft Tom Ramikin over the way
had a fifty-

pound note for a pair of wafh-leather breeches,

Mite. Very partial indeed
!

fouchit. So, upon
the whole, we thought ir

beft to unite.

Mite. Oh, much the beft. Well, Sir, you

may allure your principals that 1 Hiall take care

G 2 properly
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properly to acknowledge the fervice they do

me.

Touchit. No doubt, no ^Qubt. But—will

your honour ftep a little this
way ?—Though no

queftion can be made of your honour's keeping

your word, yet it has always been the rule with

pur club to receive the
proper acknowledgment

before the fervice is done.

Mile. Ay, but, Mr. Touchit, fuppofe the

fervice fhould never be done ?

Touchit. What then muft become cf our con-

iciences ? We are Chriftians, your honour.

Mite. True; but., Mr. Touchit, you remem

ber the proverb ?

Touchit. WThat proverb, your honour ?

Mile. There are two bad pay-mafters; thoie

who pay before, and thofe who never
pay.

Touchit. True, your honour ; but our club

lias always found, that thofe who don't
pay be

fore are fure never to
pay.

Mite. How ! impofiible! the man who breaks

his word with fuch faithful and honeft adhe

rents, deferves richly a halter. Gentlemen, in

my opinion, he deferves to be hanged.

Touchit. Hufh ! have a care what
you fay.

Mite. What is the matter ?

Touchit. You fee the fat man that is behind;

he will be the returning officer at the eleftion.
1 "

-

Mite.

/
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Mite. What then ?

Touchit. On a gibbet at the end of our town

there hangs a fmuggler, for robbing the cuflom-

houfe.
'

Mite. Well?

'Touchit. The mayor's own brother, your ho

nour ; Now, perhaps, he may be jealous that
you

meant to throw fome reflection on him or his

family.

Mite. Not unlikely.—I fay, gentlemen, who

ever violates his promiie to fuch faithful friends

as you are, in my poor opinion,
deferves to be

damned !

Touchit. That's right! flick to that! for tho'

the Chriftian Club may have fome fears of

the gallows, they don't value damnation of a

farthing.

Mite. Why fhould they, as it may
be fo long

before any thing of that kind may happen, you

}<now ?

Touchit. Good! good ao;ain ! Your honour

takes us rightly, I fee : I make no doubt, it won't

be long before we come to a good underflanding.

Mite. The fooner the better, good matter

Touchit; and, therefore, in one word, pray what

are your
terms ?

Touchit. Do you
mean for one, or would .your

honour bargain for both ?

Miiey
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Mite. Both, both.

Touehit. Why, we could not have afforded you

one under three thoufand at lead ; but as
your

honour, as I may fay, has a mind to deal in the

grofs, we fhall charge you
but five for both.

Mite. Oh fy ! above the market, good Mr.

Touehit !

'Touehit. Dog-cheap} neck-beef; a
penny-

loaf for a halfpenny ! Why, we had partly

agreed to bring in Sir Chriftopher Quinze and

major Match'em for the
very fame

money ; but

the major has been a little unlucky at Almack's,

and at prefent can't depofit the needful •, but he

fays, Isowever, if he fliould be fuccefsful at the next

Newmarket meeting, he will faithfully abide by
the bargain : But the turf, your honour knows,

is but an uncertain eftate, and fo we can't de

pend upon him.

Mite. True. Well, Sir, as I
may foon have

occafion for all the friends I can make, I fhall

haggle no longer ; I accept your propofals : Ip

the next room we will fettle the terms.

Touehit. Your honour will always find the

Chriftians fteady and firm.—But, won't
your

honour introduce us to his
Worfhip whilft we

are here ?

Mite. To his Worfhip p to whom ?

"Touehit. To the gentleman in black.

Mite,
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Mite. Worfliip ? you are mad, Mr. Touchit!

That is a flave I brought froth the Indies.

Touchit. Good lack ! may be fo! I did not know

but the gentleman might belong to the tribe,

who, we are told by the
papers, conferred thofe

fplendid titles upon your
honour in India.

Mite. Well, Matter Touchir, what then?

'Touchit. I thought it not unlikely, but, in

return to that compliment, your
honour might

chufe to make one of the family member for

the corporation of Bribe'em.

Mite. Why, you would not fubmit fo accept

of a Negro ?

Touchit. Our prefent members, for aught we

know^ may be of the fame complexion, your

honour for we have never let eyes on them
yet;

Mite. That's itrangc ! But, after all, you

could not think of electing a black ?

Touchit. That makes no difference to us : The

Chriftian Club has ever been perfuaded, that a

good candidate, like a good horfe, can't be of

a bad colour. [Exit with friendsi

Enter Thomas Oldham and ethers.

Mite [to Oldham]. What is your bufinefs,

and name ?

Thomas. Oldham.

Mitti
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Mite. The brother of Sir John ? I have heard

bf
you : You are, if I miftake not, a merchant ?

Thomas. I have that honour, Sir Matthew.

Mite. Um! honour!—Well, Sir-, and what

are your commands ?

Thomas. I wait on
you

in the name of
my bro

ther, with

Mite. An anfwer to the mefTage I fent him.

When do we meet to finifh the matter ? It muft

be tomorrow, or Sunday, for I fhall be bufy
next week.

Thomas. Tomorrow?

Mite. Ay ; it is not for a man like me to dan

gle and court, Mr. Oldham.

Thomas. Why, to be plain, Sir Matthew, it

would, I am afraid, be but lofing your time.

Mite. Sir ?

Thomas. A3 there is not one in the family, that

feems the leaft inclined to favour
your wifh.

Mite. No? ha, ha, ha ! that's pleafant enough !

ha, ha> ha ! And why not ?

Thomas. They are, Sir Matthew, no ftrangers
to your great power and wealth j but corrupt as

you may conceive this
country to be, there are

iuperior ipirits living, who would difdain an al

liance with grandeur obtained at the
expence of

honour and virtue.

Mite.
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Mite. And what relation has this fentimental

declaration to me ?

'Thomas. My intention, Sir Matthew, was not

to offend ; I was defired to wait on you
with a

£ivil denial.

Mite. And you
have faithfully difcharged your

commiffion.

Thomas. Why, I'm a man of plain manners,

Sir Matthew a fupercilious air, or a fneer, won't

prevent me from fpeaking my thoughts.

Mite. Perfectly right, and prodigioully pru

dent !—Well, Sir; I hope it won't be thought

foo prefuming, if I defire to hear my
fentence

proceed from the mouth of the father and

daughter.

Thomas. By all means j I will wait on you

thither.

Mite. That is not fo convenient, at prefcnt.

I have brought from Italy, antiques, fome cu

rious remains, which are to be depofited in the

archives of this country
: The Antiquarian So

ciety have, in confequence, chofcn
me one of their

body, and this is the hour of reception,

Thomas. We fhall fee you
in the courle of

the day ?

Mile. At the clofe of the ceremony. Perhaps,

I {hall have fomething to urge,
that may procure

me fome favour from your very refpedlable

II family.—
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family.—Piccard, attend Mr. A—a—a to the

door.

Thomas. I guefs your defign. ]Exit.

Mite. Who waits there ?

Enter Servant.

Step to my attorney direftly i bid him attend me

within an hour at Oldham's, armed with all the

powers I gave him. [Exit Servant,.

1 will fee if I can't bend to my will this fturdy
race of infolent beggars !—After all, riches to a

man who knows how to employ them, are as

nfetul in England as in
any part of theEalt: There

they gain us thofe ends in fpite and defiance of

»aw, which, with a
proper agent, may here be

obcw*d under the pretence and colour of law.

[F,v;.

A C T



ACT III.

The Antiquarian Society.

Secretary.

SIR Matthew Mite, preceded by his presents,

will attend this honourable Society this

tnorning.

1 Ant. Is he apprifed that an inauguration-

fpeech is required, in which he is to exprefs his

Ibve of vertu, and produce proofs of his antique

erudition ?

Sec. He has been apprifed, arid is rightly

prepared.

2 Ant. Are the minutes of our lafl meeting

fairly recorded and entered ?

Sec. They are.

I Ant. And the Valuable antiques which have

happily efcaped the depredations of time ranged

and regiftered rightly ?

Sec. All in order.

i Ant. As there are new adquifitions
to the

Society's Hock, I think it is right
that the mem

bers fliould be inftru&ed in their leveral natures

and names.

i Ant. By all means. Read the lift !

Sec.
"

Imprimis, In a large glafs-cafe, and
in

"

fine prefervation, the tr£ of the flipper of
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"

Cardinal Pandulpho, with which he kick'd the

"

breech of King John at Swinftead-Abbey, when

"
he

gave
him abfolution and penance."

a Ant. A moll noble remains !

i Ant. An excellent antidote againft the
pro-

greis of Popery, as it
proves

the Pontiff's info-

lent abufe of his
power

!—Proceed.

Sec.
"

A pair of nut-crackers prefented by
"

Harry the Eighth to Anna Bullen the eve of

"

their nuptials ; the wood fuppofed to be

"

walnut."

i Ant. Which
proves

that before the Reforma

tion walnut-trees were planted in England.

Sec.
"
The

cape of Queen Elizabeth's riding
"

hood, which fhe wore on a folemn feflival,
"

when carried behind Burleigh to Paul's ; the

"
cloth undoubtedly Kidderminfter."

1 Ant. A moft inftruclive lefTon to us, as it

proves that patriotic prirrcefs wore nothing but

the manufactures of England !

Sec.
"

A cork-fcrew preferrted by Sir Jchn
"
Falftaff to Harry the Fifth, with a tobacco

"

ftopper of Sir Walter Raleigh's, made of the

"

Item of the fhip in which lit firft compafled
"

the globe y given to the Society by a clergy
"
man from the North-Riding of Yorkfhire."

i Ant. A rare inftance-of generofity, as they
muft have both been of lingular ufe to the reve

rend donor him felt!

Sec.
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Sec.
"

A curious colle6tion, in regular and

*'
undoubted fucceffion, of all the tickets of

*'

Iilington-Turnpike, from its firft inftitution

"

to the twentieth of May."

i Ant. Preferve them with care, as they may

hereafter fcrve to illuftrate that part of the

English Hiftory.

Sec.
"

A wooden med.d of Shakefpeare, made

"

from themulberry-tree he planted himfelf; with

"
aQueen Anne's farthing-, from the Manager of

"

Drury-Lane Playhoufe."

i Ant. Has he received the Society's thanks ?

Sec. They are lent.

Enter Beadli.

Beadle. Sir Matthew Mite attends at the door,

i Ant. Let him be admitted diredtly.

Enter Sir Matthew Mile, preceded by four Blacks

firft Black hearing a large book; Jecond, a green

chamber-pot; third,fome lavafrom the mountain

Vejuvius; fourth, a box. Sir Matthezv takes his

feat; Secretary receives thefr/Jlprejent, and reads

the label.

Sec.
"

Purchafed of the Abbe Montini at

fi

Naples for five hundred pounds, an illegible
u

manufcript in Latin, containing the twelve

" books of Livy, fuppofed to be loft."

Mites
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Mite. This invaluable treafure was very nea'c

falling into the hands of the Pope, who defigned

to depofit it in the Vatican Library, and I re

scued it from idolatrous hands.

1 Ant. A pious, learned, and laudable
pur-

chafe !

Sec. [receives the Jecond prejent, and reads the

label.]
"

A farcophagus, or Roman urn, dug
"

from the temple of Concord."

Mite. Suppofed to have held the duft of

Marc-Antony's coachman.

Sec. [receives the thirdprefent, and reads.~\
"

A

*'

large pieceof the lava, thrown from theVefuviari

"
volcano at the laft

great eruption."

Mite. By a chymical analyfis, it will be eafy
tn difcover the conflituent parts of this mafs;

which, by properly preparing it, will make it no

difficult talk to
propagate burning mountains in

England, if encouraged by premiums.

2 Ant. Which it will, no doubt!

Mite. Gentlemen! Not contented with col

lecting, for the ufe of
my country, thefe incfti

nlable relics, with a large catalogue of petri

factions, bones, beetles, and butterflies, coq

tained in that box, [j■pointing to the prejent borne

ly the fourth Black.] I have likewife laboured for

the advancement cf national knowledge : For

which end, permit me to clear
up forr.e doubts

fclasiveto a material and intereiting point in the

Englifh
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JLnglifhhiftory. Letothers toiltoiUuminethedark

3r;nals of Greece, or of Rome; my fearches are

lacred only to the fervice of Britain !

The point I mean to clear up, is an error
crept

into the life of that illuftrious magiftrate, the

great Whittington, and his no-Jefs-eminent Cat:

And in this difquifition four material points are

in queftion,

j It. Did Whittington ever exifl: ?

ad. Was Whittington Lord-Mayor of Lon

don ?

3d. Was he really poficffed cf a Cat ?

4th. Was that Cat the fource of his wealth ?

That Whittington lived, no doubt can be

made •, that he was Lord-Mayor cf London, is

equally true; but as to his Cat, that, gentle

men, is phe gordian knot to ur.tie. And here,

gentlemen, be it permitted me to define what a

Cat is. A Cat is a domeftic, whijkered, four-

footed animal, whofe employment is catching

of mice; but let Pufs have been ever io fubtle,

let Pufc have been ever fo fuccefsful, to what

could Pufs's captures
amount ? no tanner can

curry
the fkin of a moufe, no family make ^

meal of the meat; confequently, no Cat could

give Whittington his wealth. From whence

then does this error proceed ? be that my
carc

to point out !

The commerce this worthy merchant carried

on,
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on, was chiefly confined to our coafts •, for

this purpofe, he conflruCted a veflel, which, from

its agility and lightnefs, he aptly chriftened 3

Cat. Nay, to this our day, gentlemen, all our

coals from Newcaftle are imported in nothing

but Cats. From thence it appears,
that it was

notthe whifkered,four-footed, moufe-killingCat,

that was the fource of the magiftrate's wealth,

but the coafling, failing, coal-carrying Cat; that,

gentlemen, was Whittington's Cat.

1 Ant. What a fund of learning !

2 Ant. Amazing acutenefs of erudition !

I Ant. Let this difcovery be made publig

direCtly.

i Ant. And the author mentioned with ho

nour.

1 Ant. I make no doubt but the city of Lon

don will defire him to fit for his picture, or fend

him his freedom in a fifty-pound box.

2 Ant. The honour done their firft magiftrate

richly deferves it.

1 Ant. Break we
up

this afiembly, with a loud

declaration, that Sir Matthew Mite is equally
lkilled in arts as well as in arms.

1 Ant. Ton Mercurio
quarn Marti. [Exe. Ant.

Mite. Having thus difcharged my
debt to the

public, I mil ft attend to my private affairs. Wil|

Rapine, my attorney, attend as I bid him ?

Serv.
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Serv. He will be punctual, your honour.

Mite. Then drive to Hanover-Square.

Putty [without]. I will come in !

Enter Servant.

Serv. There's a little fhabby fellow without,

that infills on feeing your honour.

Mite. Why, who and what can he be ?

Serv. He calls himfelf Putty, and fays he went

to fchool with
your

honour.

Serv. [within.] His honour don't know you
!

Putty. I will come in ! Not know me, you

oaf? what fhould ail him ? Why, I tell
you

we

were bred
up together from boys. Stand by, or

I'll

Enter Putty.

Hey ! yes,
it is—no, it a'n't—yes, it is Mat

thew Mite.—Lord love your queer face ! what

a figure you
cut! how you

are altered ! well,

had I met with you by chance, I don't think

I fhould ever have known you.
I have had a

deuced deal of work to get
at you.

Mite. This is a lucky encounter !

Putty. There is a little fat fellow, that opens

the door at your houfe, was as pert
as a

pren

tice j.ufl outofhis time: He would
not givemethe

lead inkling about you •, and I fhould have re-

I turned
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turned to Shoreditch as wife as I came, if Tome

folks who are gazing at the fine gilt coach in

the ftreet, hadn't told me 'twas
yours. Well,

Matter Mite, things are mainly changed fince we

were boys at the Blue-Coat: Who could have

thought that
you

would have got fb up in the

world? for you know you
were reckoned a dull

one at fchool.

Serv. Friend, do you
know who

you
talk to ?

Putty. Yes, friend, much better than you do.

I am told he is become a Knight, and a Nabob;

and what of all that? For your Nabobs, they

are but a kind of outlandifh creatures, that

won't pafs current with us ; and as to knights,

we have a few of them in the city, whom I dare

fpeak to without doffi-ng my
hat. So, Mr. Scrape-

trencher, let's have no more of
your jaw !—I

lav, Mat, doefn't remember one Eafter-Tuefday,
how

you tipt the barrow-woman into Fleet-

Ditch, as we were going about with the hymns ?

Mite. An anecdote that does me infinite ho

nour !

Putty. Flow all the folks laughed to fee how

bolt upright fhe ftood on her head in the mud !

ha! ha! ha! And one fifth of November, I

fhall never forget ! how
you frightened a preach

ing method ill taylor, by throwing a cracker into

the pulpit.

Mite.
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Mite. Another pretty exploit!

Putty. At every bounce, how poor Stitch ca

pered and jumped ! Ah ! many's the merry freak

we have had ! for this I muft fay, though Mat

was but bad at his book, for mifchiefful mat

ters there wain'r a more ingenous, cuterer lad in

the fchool.

Mite. Yes ; I have got a fine reputation, I fee !

Putty. Well, but Mat! what, be'ft dumb ?

why doefn't fpeak to a fchool-fellow ?

'Mite. That at prefent is more than I'll own.—

I fancy, Mr. A--a—a, you
have made lome

miftake.

Putty. Some miftake ?

Mite. I don't recollect that I ever had the ho

nour to know
you.

Putty. What, don't you remember Phil Putty ?

Mite. No,

Putty. That was prentice to Mafter Gibfon,

the glazier in Shoreditch ?

Mite. No.

Putty. That at the Blue-Coat-Hofpital has

often faved your
bacon by owning your pranks ?

Mite. No,

Putty. No! What, then, mayhap you
ben't

Mat Mite, fon of old John and Margery Mite,

at the Sow and Saufage in St. Mary Axe, that

took the tarts from the man in Pye-corner, and

I 2 was
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was fent beyond Tea, for fear worfe fhould come

on it ?

Mite. You fee, Mr. Putty, the glazier, if that

is your name
and profeflion, you are entirely out

in this matter; fo
you

need not
repeat your

vi-

fits to me. [Exit.

Putty. Now here's a pretty purfe-proud fon

of a who, forfooth, becaufe he is
grown

great by robbing th6 heathens, won't own an

old friend and acquaintance, and one too of the

livery befide ! Dammee, the great Turk himfelf

need not be afhamed to fhakc hands with a citi

zen ! "Mr. Putty the glazier!" well, what a

pox
am I the better for you ? I'll be fworn our

company
has made more

money by a fingle

deftion at Brentford, than by all his exploits

put together. [Exit.

Sir John Oldham's houje.

Enter Mr. Thomas Oldham, followed by a Servant.

Thomas. Sir Matthew Mite is not come ?

Serv. No, Sir.

Thomas. Is Tom here ?

Serv. Mr. Oldham is, I believe, with Mif$

in the parlour.

Thomas. Let him know I would fee him.

[Exit Serv.'\ Poor boy ! Nay, I fincerely grieve
for them both! this difappointment, like an

untimely
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untimely froft, will hang heavy on their tender

years: To conquer the firft and fineft feelings

of nature is an arduous tafk !

Enter Young Oldham.

So, Tom ! ftill attached to this fpot, I perceive ?

T. Old. Sir, 1 arrived but the inftant before

you.

Thomas. Nay, child, I don't "blame you. You

are no ftranger to the almoft-invincible bars that

oppofe your
views on my niece; it would be

therefore prudent, inflead of indulging, to wean

yourfelf by degrees.

T. Old. Are there no hopes, then, Sir, of

fubduing my aunt ?

'Thomas. I fee none : Nay, perhaps, as mat

ters now ftand, a compliance may be out of her

power.

T. Old. How is that poffible, Sir ? out of her

power
?

Thomas. I won't anticipate: Misfortunes come

too foon of themfelves ; a fhort time will explain

what I mean.

T. Old. You alarm me! Would you conde-

fcend to inltru£V me, I hope, Sir, I fliall have

difcretion enough

Thomas. It would anfwer no end. I would

Jiave you both prepare
for the worft : See your

coufin
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coufin again; and remember, this, perhaps,

may be the laft time of your meeting.

T. Old. The laft of our

Thomas. But Sophy is here. I mud
go

in to

Sir John. [Oldham bows low to Sophy and retires.

Enter Sophy.

Sophy. Sir! What can be the meaning of this ?

My uncle Oldham avoids me! you feem fhocked !

no additional misfortune, I hope ?

T. Old. My father has threatened me, in

obfcure terms, I confeis, with the vvorii that

can happen.

Sophy. How !

T. Old. The total, nay, perhaps, immediate

lols of my Sophy.

Sophy. From what caufe ? -

.

2\ Old. That in tendernefs he chofe to con-

real.

Sophy. But why make it a myftery ? have you

no guels P

T. Old. Not the moft diftant conception. My

lady's diflike would hardly prompt her to fuch

violent mealures, I can't comprehend how this

can pofiibly be; but yet my father has too firm,

too manly a mind, to encourage or harbour vain

fears.

Sophy. Here they come. I fuppofe the riddle

will loon be explained.
Enter
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Enter Sir John, Lady, and Thomas Oldham.

L. Old. But what motive could he have for

demanding this whimfical interview ? he could

not doubt your credentials, or think his
pre

sence could be grateful to us.

Thomas. I have delivered my meftage.

L. Old. Perhaps he depends on his rhetorical

powers:
I hear he has a good opinion of them.

Stay, Sophy! Sir Matthew Mite, diftrufting

the meflage we begged your
uncle to carry, de-

fires to have it confirmed by ourfelves : I fancy,

child, you will do yourfelf no violence in re

jecting this lover. Pie is an amiable fwain, I

confefs !

Sophy. I fhall be aiways happy in obeying your

ladyfhip's orders.

L. Old. Are you
fure of that, Sophy ? a time

may
foon come for the trial.

Sir John. Well, in the main, I am glad of this

meeting ;
it will not only put a final end to this

bufinefs, but give us an opportunity of difcuffing

other matters, my dear.

L. Old. Is that your opinion, Sir John ? I

fancy be will not be very
fond of prolonging

his vifit.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Sir Matthew Mite !

L. Old.
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L. Old. Shew him in !—Now, Sir John, be1

on your guard ; fupport this fcene with a dignity
that becomes one of

your
birth and

Sir John. Never fear
my dignity, love. I

warrant you I'll give him as good as he brings.

Enter Sir Matthezv Mite.

Mite. I find the whole tribe is convened.— 1

hope I am not an intruder ; but I confeis the

extraordinary anfwer I received from the mouth

of this worthy citizen, to a meffage conveyed by

my fecretary, induced me to queftion its au

thenticity, unlefs confirmed by yourfelves.

L. Old. And why fhould you think our reply
fo

very extraordinary ?

Mite. You muft give me leave to fmile at that

queftion.

L. Old. A very decifive anfwer, I own !

Mite. You are, Lady Oldham, a woman of

the world, and fuppofed not to be wanting in fenfe.

L. Old. Which this conduct of mine inclines

you
to doubt ?

Mite. Why, to be plain, my condition and

your own fituation confidered, prudence might
have diftated a different reply.

L. Old. And yet, Sir Matthew, upon the ma-

tureft deliberation, all the parties, you fee, perfift
in giving no other.

Mite.
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Mite. Is ic fo ? You will permit me, Lady

Oldham, to defire one of thofe reafons which

influenced thisauguftaflembly upon theoccafion ?

L. Old. They will, I dare fay, appear
but

trifling to
you.

Mite. Let us have them, however.

L. Old. Firft, we think ic right to have a little

regard to her happinefs, as fhe is indebted for her

existence to us.

Mite. Which
you

think {he rifques in a union

with me ? [Lady Oldham bows.'] And why fo ?

I have the means to procure her, madam, thofe

enjoymentswith which your fex is chieflydelighted.

L. Old. You will, Sir Matthew, pardon my

weaknefs; but I would much rather fee my
child

with a competence, nay,
even reduced to an in

digent ftate, than voluptuoufly rioting in plea

fures that derive their fource from the ruin of

others.

Mite. Ruin ! what, you, I find, adopt the po

pular prejudice, and conclude that
every

man

that is rich is a villain ?

L. Old. I only echo the voice of the public.

Befides, I would wifh my daughter a more folid

eftablilhment: The poflefiions arifingfrom plun

der very rarely are permanent;
we

every day fee

what has been treacheroufly and rapacioufly

gained, as profufely and
full as rapidly fquandered.

K Mite.
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Mite. I am forry, madam, to fee one of your

fafhion, concur in the common cry of the times ;

but fuch is the gratitude of this country to thofe

who have given it dominion and wealth.

Thomas. I could wifh even that fadt was well

founded, Sir Matthew. Your riches (which per

haps too are only ideal) by introducing a general

lpirit of diffipation, have extinguifhed labour and

induftry, the flow, but lure fource of national

wealth.

Mite. To thefe refinements I have no time to

reply. By one of
your ladyfhip's hints I fhall

profit at lealt: I fhall be a little more careful

of the plunder I have made. Sir John Oldham,

you recollect a fmall fum borrowed by you ?

Sir John. I do.

Mite. The obligations for which are in
my

pofieffion at prefcnt.

Sir John. I underftand as much by your letter.

Mite. As I find there is an end of our
treaty,

it would be right, I think, to difcharge them

directly.

Sir John. I can't fay that is quite fo convenient;

be fides, I underfiood the
party was to wait till

the time that Jack comes of
age.

Mite. 1 am told the law does not underftand

what is not clearly exprelled. Befides,the probable
event ot your death, or the

young gentleman's

fhynefs
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fhynefs to fulfil the agreement, are enough to put

a man on his guard.

Thomas. Now comes on the ftorm.

Mite. And, that my prudence might not fuffer

in that lady's opinion, I have taken lome
pre

cautions which my attorney will more clearly

unfold.—Mr. Rapine !

Enter Rapine.

You will explain this affair to Sir John : I am a

military man, and quice a ftranger to your legal

manoeuvres.

Rap. By command of my client, Sir Matthew,

I have iffued here a couple of writs.

L. Old. Sir John !

Sir John. What?

Rap. By one of which, plaintilf pofTcffes the

perfon, by t'other goods and chattels, of Sir John

the defendant.

Mite. A definition very
clear and concife !

L. Old. Goods, Sir? what, mull I be turned

out of my houfe ?

Rap. No, madam ; you may (lay here till we

fell, which perhaps mayn't happen
thefe two days.

We muft, indeed, leave a few of our people, julfc

to take care that there is nothing embezzled.

If. Old. A ftiort refpite, indeed ! For a little

£ 2 time?
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time, I dare fay, my brother Oldham will afford

us protection. Come, Sir John, nor let us in

dulge that monger's malice with a longer fight

of our mifery.

Rap. You, madam, are a wife, and
may go

where you pleafe-, but as to Sir John-

L. Old. Well !

Rap. He muft not ftir: We are anfwerable

for the poffefiion of him.

L. Old. Of him ? a prifoner ? then indeed is

our ruin complete !

Sophy. Oh, uncle !—You have been pleafed,

Sir, to exprefs an affection for me : Is it poffible,

Sir, you can be io cruel, fo unkind to
my

parents

Mite. They are unkind to themfelves.

Sophy. Let me plead for
mercy

! fufpend but

a little !—My uncle, you, Sir, are wealthy too!—

Indeed we are honeft! you
will not run the lead

riique.

Mite. There is a condition, Mifs, in which
you

have a right to command.

Sophy. Sir !

Mite, It is in your power, and that of
your pa

rents, toeftabliih one common intereft amongft us.

L.Old. Never! after rejecting, with the con

tempt they deferved, the firft arrogant offers you

made, do you fuppofe thisfrefh infult will gain us ?

Alite.
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Mite. I am anfwered.—I prefume,Mr. Rapine,

there is no longer occafion for me ?

Sophy. Stop, Sir ! Mr. Oldham teaches me

what I fhould do. Can I fee their diftrefs?

Heaven knows with what eagernefs I would facri-

fice my
own peace, my

own happinefs, to procure

them relief! [Kneels to Sir Matthew.

'Thomas. Rife, niece ! nor hope to foften that

bread, already made too callous by crimes J I have

longfeen, Sir, what your malice intended, and pre

pared myfelf to baffle its purpofe. I am inftrufted,

Sir, in the amount of this man's demands on my

brother : You will there find a fum more than

fufficient to pay
it.—And now, my dear filler, I

hope you
will pleafe to allow a citizen may

be

ufeful fometimes.

Mite. Mr. Rapine, is this manoeuvre according

to law ?

Rap. The law, Sir Matthew, always fieeps

when fatisfaiftion is made.

Mite. Does it ? Our practice is different in the

Mayor's Court at Calcutta.—I fhall now make

my
bow ; and leave this family, whom I wifiied

to make happy in fpite of themfelves, foon to

regret the fatal lofs fuftained by their obltinate

folly.

Thomas. Nor can it be long, before the wifdom

of their choice will appear j
as by partaking

of

the
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the fpoil, they might have been involved in that

vengeance,
which foon or late can't fail to fall on

the head of the author: And, Sir, notwithftanding

your feeming lecurity, perhaps the hour of re

tribution is near !

Mite. You mud, Mader Oldham, give me leave

to laugh at
your prophetic effufion. This is not

Sparta, nor are thefe the chade times of the Roman

republic: Novv-a-days, riches poflefs at lead

one magical power, that, being rightly difpenfed,

they clofely conceal the fource from whence they

proceeded: That wifdom, I hope never to want.—

1 am the obfequious fervant of this refpedtable

family ! Adieu !—Come along, Rapine !

[Exit with Rapine,

L. Old. Brother, what words can I ufe, or how

can we thank you as we ought ? Sir John ! Sophy !

Thomas. I am doubly paid, Lady Oldham, in

fupplying the wants of
my friends, and defeating

the defigns of a villain. As to the mere money,

we citizens indeed are odd kind of folks, and

always expett good fecuritv for what we advance.

L.Old. Sir John's perfon, his fortune, every

Thomas. Nay, nay, nay, upon this occafion we

will not be troubled with land: If you, fider,

will place as a pledge my fair coufin in the hands

of my fon

I. Old. I freely refign her difpofal to you.

Sir
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Sir John. And I.

Thomas. Then be happy, my children ! And

as to
my young

coufins within, I hope we fhall

be able to fettle them without Sir Matthew's

affiftance: For, however praifeworthy the fpirit

of adventure may be, whoever keeps his pod,

and does his duty at home, will be found to ren

der his country beft lervice at laft ! [Exeunt.

FINIS.
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A

TRIP TO CALAIS.

ACT I.

Scene, Hotel d'Angleterre.

Enter kit Cable, DickDrugget, and JennyMinnikin.

Cable.

HARKEE,
messmate! look about!

you had better bring-to in this

creek i Here you
will find the belt

moorings. The Hotel d'Angleterre

they calls it in French ■, but you'll find the

names of things plaguily tranfmogrified all

along this coaft.

Dick. They be civil people, no doubt.

Calls. Civil ? ay, ay;
if you will bring a good

cargo
of cafh, you

are welcome to anchor here

as long as you
lift: But you

will find the

duties hi^h at out-clearance; therefore take
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care, d'ye fee, and don't run aground. I mufl

take t'other trip to the port, for your ftowage.

[Exit.

Dick. I hope by this time your fea-ficknefs is

pretty well gone ?

Jenny. Much mended, dear Dicky, I thank

you.

Dick. Well, my dear Jenny, here we are,

fafely landed in the French country, however.

And now, what's next to be done ? Confider,

my love, we have not a moment to lofe ; your

fiither will not be long behind us, I am fure.

Jenny. No queftion of that; therefore our bed

way will be to get out of his power as foon as

we can.

Dick. By what means ?

Jenny. By the means which we came hither in

fearch of; by being married, you know.

Dick. True: But how the deuce fhall we

procure aparfon r Perhaps the man of the houfe

may aflift us: But, plague on't! I can't parley

Franfee-, tho' I underftand a few words here and

there.

Jenny. But I can, Dicky, you know. What,

do
you think I was five

years at madam Van-

flopping's, the Swifs French boarding-fchool at

Fdmonton, for nothing at all ?

Dick. True, true; I had forgot.—But I don't

think
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think it any
mark of their manners, to let us

wait here fo long without afking us in. Here,

houfe, houfe!

Jenny. Peace, Dicky ! how is it pofiible they

fhould know what
you

want ?—Maifon ! Jeignior

de Terre!

Dick. Who ? what ?

Jenny. Seignior de Terre is as much as to fay

Landlord in Engliih.

Dick. True, true. Oh ! here the.man comes.

Enter Monfieur Tromfort.

Tromf. Monfieur ! Mademoifelle !

Dick. To him, Jenny!

Jenny. Monfieur, nos Jommes Anglois, & nous

avens grand cccrfion d'unpretre!

Tromf. A quci faire ?

Jenny .Faire? four ncusj'mndre lui&moi enfemble,

I think.

Dick. That is marriage, five and me: You

understand me, Mounfeer ?

Tromf. Ah-ha ! -pour
le manage! tres bien ;

perfectly veil,
Sir.

Dick. Gad's my life,
he fpeaks Engliih! how

lucky we were in the choice of a houfe !—And

what may your
name he, Mounfeer r

Tromf. Tromfort,
at your

ver good fervice.

Dick. Whv, look'ee ! Mounfeer Tromfort; in
*

J

B 1 a word,
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a word, our bufinefs is this : This here young

gentlewoman and I

Jenny. Stop, Dicky, and let me explain mat

ters toMonfieurTromfort; becaufe why, I fpeak

the language, you know.

Dick. But, Mifs, our landlord underftands

Englifh.

Jenny. No matter; don't contradift me,

Dicky ■, you
know I could not never bear that

from a child. You muft know then, Monfieur,

that Mr. Matthew Minnikin, my father, is one

of the mod refpe&able pin-makers in the whole

city of London ; and that I am his daughter.

Trcmf. Ah-ha! I underftand; maifter Mi-

nicky, gros
marchand d'epingle? cejl tout

fimple.

Jenny. And this here
young

man that you fee,

is Dicky Drugget, father's 'prentice at home.

"Tromf. Fort bien; ver veil!

Jenny. Now, father being minded to provide

me a hufband, for fear I fhould otherwife
pro

vide one for myfelf

1'romf. Fort bien! dat vas ver veil fancy:

Pardie, monfieur Minicky has great deal of

wit!

Jenny. Yes, well enough ; if fo be that he had

got me a man to
my mind; but he was fo un

dutiful as never to think of confulting of me.

1'romf,
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Tromf. Oh, fy, fy, Monfieur Minicky! dat

vas terrible ting.

fenny. Ay, was it not, Monfieur ? quite mon-

ftrous, as a body may fay; and fo
you would

own, if you
was to fee the creature he fix'd on :

Kit Codling, a fat fiflimonger, hard by the

'Change. They fay the man is well enough to

pafs in the world ; one of the livery, a
pretty

good fpeechefyer, minds his fhop, and is careful

and fober ; but, Lord, what fignifies that ? he

has no more idera of drefs than a Dutchman;

and as to cotillions, I fuppofe he knows as much

about them as a cow.

Tromf. Oh, fy, fy! Mauvaife fartie, bad

partie!

Jenny. And fo, Dicky and I being bred
up

together, as it were, and being a genteelifh vir

tuous
young

man

Tromf. Ah, vas tres gentile.

Jenny. Yes; for except lying out all night

now and then, hating to be fo vulgar as to ftay

in the fhop, frequenting the tavern in fearch of

good companv, running his father in debt tor

his credit, and gracing his converfation with

the oaths moft in fafbion, I don't believe the

lad has a fingle vice in the world.

Tromf. Dat is ver extraordinary !

Jenny. And yet you can't think what an ora-

* * * r

tipning
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tioning father us'd to make every day: But,

between you
and I, Monfieur, father and mother

are but a couple of fogrum old fools ; ben't

they, Dicky ?

Dick. To fay truth, little better, my dear.

Jenny. Why, what a noife they made about

mv onlvrunninff from fchool for three or four
« * O

days with Monfieur Chafifon, our maltre de dance.,

juft as if they thought I would never come back

again ; ha, ha !

Dick. To fay truth, Mounfeer, Mifs Jenny

amor.gft them had but a very bad time; for

this I muft confefs to her face, fhe is the moft

beit-temper'defi: girl in the world; for let her

but fay and do what fhe pleafes, and
you

will

fcarcely hear a crofs word come out of her

mouth in a month.

1'romf. Vraunent ?

Dick. 1 hen, to prove what a dutiful daughter

fhe always has been, Hie conftandy ufed to fteal

out to fee Breflaw, the plays, and hear Signiora

Gamberbelly at the
opera, on purpofe to

pre

vent their being tired with her
company at

home.

1'romf. Ver confiderate !

Dick. And whenever the old folks charg'd her

with doing any thing wrong, fhe never told

them a word of.truth in her life.

Ircr.f.
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Tromf. No? ,

Dick. No; for tear of making her parents

uneafy.

Tromf. Ver amiable indeed !

Jenny. Nay, Monfieur, Dicky was always

very partial to me.—And fo, we taking a fancy

to one another, and to prevent father from

expofing hi in felt by fuch a ridiculous choice as

Kit Codling, we agreed to give the old ones

the flip, and take a little tour to the kingdom

of France.

Tromf. Bien imagbiee! dat vas veil imagin!

Dick. And fo, Mounfeer

Jenny. Nay, Dicky, don't interrupt me, my

dear !—And fo, as I was a-faying, it you
can

contrive to procure
us a marrying doftor, for

I am told there are one or two who have fet up

in that
way

in this town, we fhall take it, Mon-

fieur, as a very particular favour.

Tromf. I fhall be ver happy, Ires charmed

to be capable to ferve-a you.

Jenny. Vaft polite ! and indeed, as I have

often told Dicky, the French always are fo.

Tromf. Indeed, I have' great regard for de

Englis; and ven dey come over, I never refufe

my protection.

Jenny. .Mighty civil, indeed !

Trivif. Why, every lummer dere come here

to
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to my houfe a great many my lors; and I let

'em flay two, tree months, juft as long as dey

pleafe.

Dick. What, for nothing, Mounfeer ?

Tromf. Prejque la meme choje ! almoft ck
very

fame ting j dey never
pay noding at all, only

juft for dere eating, drinking, and fieeping.

Jenny. How generous and noble !

Tromf. Yes; I alvays have great penchant,

great partiality, fordofeof your country. Vy,

dcre vas fome time
ago,

ven
my

houfe and

my good vas burn down by de fire, I never vas

take noding at all from de French.

Dick. No ?

Tromf. Pas ur.e fous; but fuffer my lors Ang-

lois to build-a
my hotel

up again to dere own

tafte, vidout de lead interruption.

Dick. How kind, to give that preference to us!

Jenny. That indeed was the
very

excefs of

good breeding!

Tromf. And ven dey bring over good many

guinea, lumb'ring heavy great ting, I make de

change vid de louis, dat vas fo pretty, and as

light as de cork.

Jenny. How difinterefted !

Tromf. And as I know Meffieurs les Anglois

come here to improve demfelves by travel in

France, I advile dem always to ftay here as

long
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long as dey can, and never to tink of going

home, till all dere monies be sone.

Dick. What a fine thins; it is to get fuch a
O D

friend in foreign parts!

Jenny. True, Dicky. Well, but, Monfieur,

do you
think you

can provide us with the party

we want ?

Tromf. Pour la manage? for marry you? dere

is no doubt.

Dick. But there is no time, Mounfeer, to be

loft, for we expedt Mifs's father and mother to

follow us in the very
firft fhip.

"Tromf. Dere is de Dodtor Coupler live juft-a

by, in de very
next ftreet.

Jenny. Then fend for him direftly.

Tromf. Very probable he is not at home at

dis time.

Dick. No ?

Tromf. He commonly take de opportunity of

defe dark night, to ftep crofs de Shanncl, and fup-

ply his friend on t'oder fide vid de brandy and

tea.

Dick. Oh, what, I reckon, the Dodtor fmuggles

a little ?

Tromf. Yes, for little amufement, juft pour

pajfer le temps ; for he is ver fond of de fea.

Dick. Will you enquire,Mounleer,
if we can

not meet with the Do£tor ?

Tromf. A I'infant•, dis very
moment.

C Enter
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Enter a very old Waiter.

Eh bien ? La JeuneJfe! vat is de matter ?v

La Jeu. Dere is anoder veffel from Dover,

jufl-a put into de port.

Dick. Is there ? Then ten to one your father

is in her !

Tromf. Dat vill be ver mal-a-prspos !

Dick. Hadn't I better run down to the key,

and take a
peep at who lands.

Tromf. By all mean *, de
very bed dought in

de vorld.

Dick. Stay you here, Mifs •, I will be back in

a trice. [Exit.

Tromf. A ver pretty gentleman, dat Maiftcr

Druggy !

Jenny. Yes, Dicky is thought very well on.

Tromf. He has ver great head ; beaucoup de

politique !

Jenny.Yes, yes; he has wit enough when he will.

Tromf. Ala foi, Mahler Dicky be fort! a vfcr

happy man, to be fure !

Jenny. How fo, Monfieur Tromfort ?

Tromf. How fo ? pardie, to have
engage

de

affedtion of fo ahnable a Mademoifelle.

Jenny. Dear me, Monfieur, and d'ye think fo?

Tromf. AJfurement.

Jenny. Really ? But
you French are fo given

ta flattery !

Tromf.
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Tromf. Point de tout, not at all ! Vill
you

permit-a me, Mademoifelle, jufl: to have de ho

nour to kifs-a your
hand ?

Jenny. My hand, Monfieur ? what good can

that do you ?

Tromf. Ahl my God! how fine! vite as fnow,

and foft as de filk ! Vat vould I give to be dat

dere Monfieur Dicky !

Jenny. Why, is it pofTible, Monfieur, that you

can think me equal to your
own country ladies?

Tromf. Ah, Mademoifelle, dere is no com-

parifon at all in de vorld: Vat havock your

charm vould make in dis contry!

Jenny. I am not quite fo certain of that.

Tromf- Dere is no doubt at all*. Pour lapreuve-,

De very
firft-a Frenchmans you

vas fee, is proud

to drow himfelf at your feet.

Jenny. At mine?
who can that be, Monfieur?

Tromf. Votre tres humble, Mademoifelle; it is

mci, me myfelf.

Jenny. You ?

Tromf. Moi. Permit-a me, Mademoifelle,to
de

clare de force of my paffion, dat burn my
ver—

Jenny. For me ? why, I have fcarce been in

your company
a couple of minutes.

Tromf. Von infbant is enough for your
charm

to make-a de conqueft; de very
firft glance, your

bright eyes
flioot me quite to de heart. Ah !

C 2 how



12 A TRIP TO CALAIS.

how it make-a me
pat, pat, pat, pat! Fait moi

V honneur to place-a your hand juft here amy fide.

Jenny. Here is an audacious old fop ! I'll try

Jiow far the impudent puppy will go.—Why,

really, Monfieur, you're fo amiable, and
your

manners fo very polite, and fo civil, that if it

had not been for a prior engagement, I don't

know but I might be tempted to liften.

Tromf. Courage,Monfieur Tromfort! Stay but

littel time, MaifterDicky, begar I make you a cocu

before
you

vas marry. \afide."\—Engagement! vat

is dat ?

Jenny. The young
man

you faw here but now.

Tromf. Maifter Dicky ; ver veil ?

Jenny. We are come over hither to marry, you

know.

Tromf. Vy not ?

Jenny. What, and at the fame time
encourage

another's addreffcs ?

Tromf. To be lure. En France, de lady al*

vays
take de hufband to make fure of de lover;

de one pour la politique, de oder for de paffion.

Jenny. Ay ; but what would my countrywo

men fay at fo very quick a

Jenny. Say? ah-ha! fhe begin to capitulate.

\ofide.'\—Say ? dat you take de ver vife ftep. Oh,

Mademoifelle, dere be many pretty my lady who

vait at
my hotel for de vind, dat can tell many

comic ftorie of Monfieur Tromfcrt.

Jenny.
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Jenny. Oh, I don't doubt it at all !—Was

there ever fuch an impudent coxcomb !—If on«

did but know, indeed, the name of lome of the

ladies, it would be a kind of excufe.

Tromf. Pardonnez 'moil jamais de man of ho

nour •, never tell de name of de lady. La votes!

looky here! look at dis plumet ; dis pretty

white fedder [Jheivs a jhabby white feather\ •, dis

trophy of my victory I receive from de hand of

de pretty my lady.

Jenny. That indeed is a proof; and yet, Mon-

fieur, it is a fort of wonder too, for you are not

over young, nor,
between ourfelves, remarkably

handfome ; and belidcs all that, you
have but

one eye.

Tromf. Dat is true •, but den confider, Made-

moifelle, datde little god Cupid has got
never a

vone.

Jenny. Right; and 1 believe the lady mud

have been near as blind as the god.

'Tromf'. Not at
all. But, ma cherc Mademoi

selle, we lofe time-, and Maifter Dicky may
come

back from de port.
Dere is, in dis littel room,

de ver pritt picier,
which permit-a me to have

de honour to fhew you.

Jenny. Nay, but,
Monfieur

'Tromf. Dere muft be a littel compulfion to

make de lady do vat fhe Y\V.eepulis ber.] Venez
md!

Jenny.
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Jenny. Hands off, you
infolent ruffian !

[.Strikes him.

9 •

•. nf. Triable !

jenny. The vanity and impudence of this fel

low exceeds all the accounts I have heard of his

country.

Tromf. By gar,
for de foft hand, it is de mod

hard I ever vas feel!

fenny. Not half fo much as
you merit. A

pretty account
you give of the Englifh-, and a

line return for all the favours you have received

at their hands !

Tromf. Pardie, c eft une efpece devirago.—Mais,

Mademoifelle !

fenny. However, the gentleman will foon be

back, and return you thanks for this piece of

civility.

Tromf. Mais, Mademoifelle, you vas know

de mode of dis
country, de littel gallantry to de

pretty fine vomans.

fenny. Gallantry ! what, from a fellow like

you, a pitiful publican ?

Tromf. Diable! publican ? dat be good enough
for de maker of pin,

fenny. Here he comes.

Enter Dick Drugget.

D;ek. Zounds, Mils, here they all be ?

fenny.
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Jenny. All ! who ?

Dick. Father, mother, and
your

aunt Clack,

the milliner from out of Pall-Mail.—But, you

feem flurried ; there has nothing happened, I

hope ?

Jenny. Happened ? that fancy Frenchman has

taken fuch liberties!

Dicky. Flow !—Zounds, Sir, how dare you—

Tromf. Monfieur Dicky
•

Jenny. Nay, the fellow is only fit to be laughed

at: Befides, at preient we want him.—Harkee,

Monfieur, if you wifh to have your folly forgot,

and not be expofed, as
you richly defcrve, you

muft immediately lend
your

affiftance.

Tromf. Vid plaifir.

Jenny. Where can I conceal myfelf from my

angry
relations ?

Tromf. Dere is but littel time for to tink.

Ah-ha! I have it. I vill dis inftant put you

into de convent, vere my
filler is nun.

Jenny. But they will foon find me out, and

force me from them.

Tromf. You mult pretend to have de grand

inclination to become de bon catolick.

Jenny. And will that do?

Tromf. Never fear! Mademoifelle eft bien richer

and de French prieft never give up
de convert

ven fiie have got great
deal of guinee, jamais.

Jewry.
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Jenny. In the mean time, what is to become

of my friend ?

Tromf. De beft
way for Maiflcr Dicky is to

take de littel trip to Dunkirk or Boulogne, 'till

matters be fettle.

Jenny. May I venture, Monfieur, to truft my-

felf in your
hands ?

Tromf. By gar, Mademcifelle, dere is more

danger from your hand dan from mine !

Jenny. We Englifh, Monfieur, are an odd fort

of people; it is near as dangerous to provoke

our women as men.

Tromf. By gar, I believe fo. No, no; /'affair

efl faite; I have done.—Ma femme, mylittel wife,

fhn.ll conductMademoifelle—LaJeuneffe![G?//.y.

Enter La JeuneJfe.

La Jen. Monfieur ?

Tromf. Go to my vife; tell her to take Ma-

demoifelle to de convent, and leave her dere

vid
my fifter. After dinner, I vill bring you de

news to de grate.

Jenny. Well, Dicky, adieu ! expeft to hear

from me foon.

Dick. Be as quick as
you will, I fhall think it

an
age. Deareft Jenny, farewell ! [Exit.

Tromf. Jtifque a revoir, Mademoifelle !

Jenny. Servant, Monfieur Tromfort!

Tromf.j
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Trent/. Ma foi, Mademoifelle be a great Littel

fool, to prefer Monfieur Dicky to fuch anoder

as me. By gar,
de Engiis vcman have no

judgment at all! fhe vill repent by-and-by;

more pity for fhe !—La Jeuneffe !

Enter La JeuneJfe.

Have
you fent dofe bag of guinea to Dunkirk,

to be melt ?

La Jen. Oui, Monfieur.

Tromf. Ver veil. [Exit La Jeuneffe.]—Apres

tout Mefiieurs /'Anglais, all 4^ Engiis people,

be ver great fool, to come here, fpend dere

money, in fearch after vat dey never will find !

to fhange dere roafca beef and pudding, for

our rotten ragout; fee de comedy, de play, dey

don't comprehend ; talk vid de people dey don't

underft and ; tant mieux! fo much de better!

In ver few
year,

I fliut up my hotel, fet
up

my coach, my carofie, and call myfelf mon-

fieur le marquis de Guinea, in compliment to

Mefiieurs VAnghis; ver pritt title, by gar!

ha, ha, ha ! [Exit.

Enter La JeuneJfe, Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin,
Mrs,

Clack, and Kit Codling.

Mrs. Min. This unnatural huffy, to run thus

D away
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away from her parents ! and into foreign parts,

as they fay, amongft Pagans and Papifts, and a

parcel of—And here we have been tofs'd and

tumbled about, that I don't know whether I

Hand
upon my head or

my heels.

Min. And then that lanthorn-jaw'd hound

at the gate, to ieize
my tobacco-box ! and I'll

be lworn there was not a couple of pipe-fulls.

Airs. Min. Ay, ay, poor toads, they are glad

to get hold of
any thing they can get. Well,

if I once more fet fight of old Powl's, if ever

they get me below Bridge again, unlefs a-

pleafuring, perhaps, during the fummer, in a

hoy to Margate—Pray, fon Codling, how long
were we in failing over the fea ?

Codl. I can tell
you, madam Minnikin, exa£fc

to a minute; becaufe why, I have promis'd

neighbour Index, the printer, to make obfcr-

wations on all the ftrange things that I fee, that

he may print them next time, 'long with his Six

Weeks Tour to the Continent. Let's fee ■, here

is my Journal: [reads']
"

June the ioth, em

"
barked at feven in the morning, at Dover,

<c
aboard the Mercury, vind South and byEaftj

IC
nine o'clock, vind weer a little to the Veil;

"
ihell'd half a bufliel of

peas; eleven o'clock,
tc
vind ditto, eat ditto ; twelve and half, pluck'd

<c
a couple
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"
a couple of fowls; very odd to fee how the

"
vind blew the feathers about; nota bene, fea-.

"
thers will fwim in the fait fea."

Min. Vaft curus obfervations, indeed!

Mrs. Min. Nay, I always faid, fon Codling

had a good head of his own. Why, Matthew

Minnikin, if he goes
011 but as he begun, I don't

know but his'n may
be as ufeful as many of the

Voyages that have been printed of late.

Min. Ay, Margery, if he could but get

fome ftrange beafteffes, or carry home a foreign

lavage or two, for a fhow.

Mrs. Min. But
go on, fon Codling, I beg!

Codl.
"
Two o'clock, road beginning to be

rt

confumedly rough, was fo much jolted, that

"

I could not write any more."

Mrs. Min. Write ? I'm fure I was not able

to ftand; fo they popp'd me into a hole in the

wall, I think they call'd it a cabin; Lord blefs

us, 'twas more liker a coffin !

Clack. The fea has been rather rumbus

tious, I own ; but then, filler, the land makes

us ample amends.

Mrs. Min. Amends ! in what way
?

Clack. Blefs me, filler, how can you
afk?

I profefs I feel myfelf quite a different perfon :

The people here are all fo gay,
and well-

bred ! Did not you obferve, when I accidentally

D 2 fneez'd,
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fneez'd, how politely all the people pull'd off

their hats ?

Mrs. Min. Pfhaw ! what fignifies their grins

and grimaccs, their fcrapes and
congees

? do

you, fitter, ferioufiy think, that the French folks

are more cleverer than we ?

Clnck. Ridiculous! is there a mortal can

doubt it ? Why, without their a (Tulanee, how

fhould we be able to drefs ourfelves, cr our

viftuals ? And then, as to clevernefs, did ■

ru

obferye thofe little children, v,-c c;:r.*e ur. rr ;;1

the key ?

Mrs. Min. Yes; and to
my thinking, I . ver

faw fuch a parcel of brown brats in my life.

Clack. I declare I was afham'd, quite blufh'd

for
my country, to hear mere infants, quite ba

bies, as I may fay, fputter French, more freer

and glibber than your daughter jane, who has

had a French matter theie five vears.
j

Mrs. Min. That's true, I mutt own ; but then

I don't find that they be more cuter to get our

lingo, than we to learn theirs.

Clack. Becaufe why, they think it beneath

them.

Mrs. Min. Who the deuce be all thefe ?

Enterfeveral Forfirs with /mailparcels.

La feu. De porter from de cuftom-houfe,

along vid your baggage.

£odl.
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Codl. Baggage ? zooks, any one of thefe

might have carried it all.

Clack. Ay! there, there, brother, you
have

another proof of their breeding •, all of them

eager to be ufeful to ftrangers.
o o

Min. Yes, pox
take them, in hopes, I

fuppofe, of being handfomely paid.—Well,

Monfieurs, how much are you to have ?

Clack. Fy, Mr. Minnikin! don't expole

your meannefs,
the moment you

are landed.—•

Monfieur, you will fatisfy thefe gentlemen for

the trouble they have taken. And, Mr. Cod

ling, do try and get us a good room, if you

can.

La Jeu. Venez icil

\Exeunt Porters, bowing andfcraping.

Min. Hey-day! who the deuce have wc

here ?

Mrs. Min. As I live, a couple of fhoe-blacks,

with muffs and bag-wigs !

JLnter Shoe-blacks, -who bow with great ceremony,

and takeJnuff.

Min. There, there, Margery ! doft thou fee ?

mark their fmirking, bowing and fneezing!

Clack. Ay, filler Minnikin, there ! you

fee how courteous and civil the very loweft

people
are here: Shew me a fhopkeeper, in

your
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your whole ward, that can do his honours fo

well! See how politely they offer their fnuff

to each other; and look ! if the fweet little

creatures are not fet down to cards on their

ftools!

Min. Yes, yes; I fee well enough.

Clack. Not like our vulgar fellows, at Putt

or All-fours, but a party at Piquet, I'll be

fworn!

Enter La JeuneJfe, Luke Lapelle, and Gregory

Gingham.

L^a Jen. Dis vay, my lor ! one, two, dree ftep;

take care-a, my lor !

Airs. Min. Blefs me, my dear, if here a'n't

Mr. Lappelle, from Bond-Street! and neigh-

bour Gingham, as fure as a
gun ! frefh from

Paris, I warrant.

Min. Well met, neighbour Gingham ! What,

you've been fetching home fafhions, I reckon ?

Ging. Hufh, Mafter Minnikin ! there is no

need to make proclamation in foreign parts,
of

what bunnefs we be.

Clack, Brother Minnikin's tongue will now-

and-then run too faft for his wit.

M •i. Nay, I faid nothing, I am fure.

Lap. Excuje moi, Monfieur Minnikin! you

mentioned
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mentioned fetching of fafhions; and that, as

the French fay, was tantaramount to calling us

tailors.

Clack. The very fame thing.

Min. Why, fure, Gregory Gingham, thee

be'lt not afhamed of thy calling, be'ft ?

Ging. That is another man's matter, you

knows : How is it our fault, (d'ye mind me ?)

if the French folks will take us for lords ? They

faw fomething in us that was above the vulgar,

I reckon.

Mrs. Min. Nay, for the matter of that,

Matthew, it is at worft but being quit with

Mounfeer ; for, I'll be fvvorn, there are many

of their Counts and Marquiffes that comes

over to us, (aye, and are received by the belt

quality too, at their tables) who, if the truth

was known, are little better than tailors at

home.

Codl. Right! well faid, Madam Minnikin !

With this odds in their favour, (plague take

'em!) that them there fellows make a good

hand and profit by their pride and preemp

tion ; whilft our foolifh folks are forced to
pay

pretty high fees for their titles. I reckon,

your lord/hips were fwingingly fous'd on the

road ?

Ging. To fay truth, the bills did mount pretty

high,
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high, and we did not chufe to chaffer with them,

becaufe why, we wa'n't willing to bring a dif-

grace
on our dignity.

Clack. Wifely done, for the honour of Eng

land !

Codl. Honour ? I can't fay that ever I heard

that Old England received much honour from

tailors-, unlefs, indeed, when they lifted in Elliot's

Light-horfe.

Lap. That may be the cafe, MafterMinnikin,

with thole of the trade who live in the city; but

I would have
you

to know, the knights of the

needle are another fort of people at our end of

the town.

Clack. Doubtlefs.

Lap. It is not in the fafhions only that we take

the lead •, we rule likewife over the Belles Lettres,

as the French call them.

Min. How ?

Lap. Give laws to the drama; damn a play
when we pleaie •, or hifs an adtor off the ftage,

when we take a diflike to the rafcal.

Codl. Ay ? it is the firft I ever heard of a tailor's

goofe hilling !

Lap. Yes, yes-, why, I myfelf, at the head of

my journeymen, have more than once played the

part of THE PUBLICK.

Min. You lurprize me!

Lap.
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Lap. And am known, at all our houfes of

call, by the name of Tom Town.

Clack. Mr. Lapelle, you
are but lofing your

labour: Honelt good fort of people enough;

but mere cits, quite ignorant of what is going

on in the world !

Lap. Yes, yes, they look of that cut; not of

the right ftufF, as the French fay, to make bucks

defprits on.

Clack. And pray
what news is ftirring in

Paris ?

Lap. Tojoursgay^s theFrench fay,Mrs. Clack.

Mrs. Min. I reckon there be powers
of our

country folks there.

Lap. I fuppofe fo •, for I faw a good many

aukward people, as they fay, a la comedy, and at

the Colojpis but I chofe to avoid them.

Mrs. Min. And why fo ?

Codl. I reckon there were fome of his mailers

amonorft them; and it would not have been decent
C

'

to be too forward, for a tradefman,">like he.

Lap. Pardcnnez
moil that was not it ; it is al

ways
the rule with me,

when I travels, to avoid

les Anglois> as the French fay, the Englifh, as

much as 1 can.

Codl. I reckon theFrench, as they don't know

his trade, are more politer and civil.

Lap. No ;
there's a roughnefs, a lourgoi[yy

E about
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about our barbarians, that is not at all to my

tafte; not a bit, as the French fay, to my gout.

Clack. I don't wonder at it. I hope you left

the royal family all in good health.

Lap. Yes ; Mr. le Roi, as the French fay,

looked pretty jolly; and I was at his grand cou-

vert, and cowjhee a-Sunday: His majefty looked

at me very hard.

Clack. Indeed ?

Mrs. Min. Ay; wondering, I fuppofe, how

fuch a one as he could contrive to get in.

Lap. This relation of yours, Mrs. Clack, is

but a low kind of a body.—No, no, Mrs. Min-

nikin •„ his majefty and I h ive been acquainted i

many a time and oft have I been at court, when

he was only the dolphin.

Clack. Pray, how long, Mr. Lupelle, was

you coming from Paris?

Lap. Two days and a night.
Clack. Are the accommodations good upon

the road ?

Lap. 1 heir horfes, their chevauxes, as the

French call them, are not quite fo nimble as

our'n; but then, to make amends, like the

French, I courier the poft, without (lopping 5

unlets, perhaps, to take a flight repas of a bit

of jambun, or a hamlet.

Min. But how do
you like

your jaunt,

neighbour
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neighbour Gingham ? You are rather filent, I

think.

Lap. This, you know, is only Gingham's firfl

trip: Befides, to like Paris, a man muft park

vous in perfection ; fpeak their lingor perfectly

well.

Ging. For the matter of that, matter Lapelle,

the poftilions did not ieem to take
very readily

all that you
faid on the road.

Lap. Them there fellows ! how fhould they?

mere country bumpkins! little better, as we fay in

French, than a parcel of pkeajants !

Clack. Ay, hogs, I fuppoie, like our own.

Lap. True, Mrs. Clack ; quite toivcbans, as

we lay.

Mrs. Mir.. Have they pretty good victuals in

thefe parts, neighbour Gingham ?

Ging. Victuals ? foup, that tafted as if wrung

from a difh-clout, and rags
llewed in vinegar,

are all the victuals 1 have feen.

Lap. Ah ! poor Gingham
has a true Englifh

ftomach \ nothing will do but fubilantials •, he

has no tafte for ragoutes, interments,
and rotlis.

Ging. Nay, you know, at the laft town, my

wife fifhed out a large piece of
blue apron, upffn

the top
of her fork.

Mrs. Min. What! did Mrs. Gingham come

with you
?

E 1 Ging*
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Ging. Yes j and is about as well pleaied as

myfelf.

Mrs. Min. Where is fhe ?

Ging. In a room hard-by, with Mrs. Lapelle.

Lap. Plow often have I cautioned
you not

to give her that name here in Prance ? fuppofe

any
of the people fnould hear you !

Clack. What, then, I fuppofe it is not Mrs.

Lapelle, that is, your real wife, that is with
you ?

Lap. Yes, yes ; but
you know nothing can

be fo vulgar in France, as voyaging about with

one's wife •, fo I make her pais for
my miitrefs,

and always calls her Mademoifelle.

Clack. And fhe fares never the worfe, I'll be

fworn.

Lap. An contraire, as they fay; befides, it is

the onlieft method to keep her to one's felf.

Mrs. Min. How fo ?

Lap. No Frenchman fcruplesto make love to

a wife; becaufe why, 'tis not the falhion for the

hufband to care a tarthing about her ; but tofe-

duce a man's mi(lreis,that he is imagined to love,
is a crime that is never forgiven.

Clack. Lord, Mr. Lapelle, we are like the

French in a great many things.O J o

Lap. Yes, we endeavour; and, to fay truth,

improve every day in our morals.

Cla-ck. But mayn't we join the ladies within ?

Lap.
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Lap. By all means—but mind the caution I

gave!—Yes; Mademoifelle and I by accident

picked up Gingham and wife. We met them

in the Fauxbourg of St. German\ and as we were

to let out about the fame time, we thought it

would be, as the French fay, for us four to

come to Calais together, an agreeable tcte-a-tete

on the road.

Clack. Well, I fhould like vaftly to fee Paris

before my return •, but the journey is fo
very

expenfive! coll a world of money, no doubt?

Lap. WThy, as I know how to
manage,

not

altogether fo much: It is true, we paid our bills

like lords, on the road; but it lliall go hard,

Mrs. Clack, if 1 don't make the real lords re

fund, when I fend in their bills.

Clack. All the reaibn in life.

Lap. This, with a good cargo
of lace con

veyed by Mademoifelle, and fome rich fuits that

I know how to frnuggle fafely to Dover, \v;il, I

fhould think, carry me fcot-free to Bond-St.eet„

—But, pray,
what brings all your family ?

Clack. We will irrr'orm you
within.

Lap. Gingham, you will efcort Mrs. Minni-.

kin ? Mrs. Clack, as the French fay, will you

accept of my brafs ? [Exeunt, with ceremony.

ACT



ACT II.

A French Apartment.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Minrikin and Mrs. Clack.

Mr.Minnikin

ITELL you, Matthew, it is all a purtence,

merely to keep out of our hands ! Why, what

fhould fhe do in a convent ?

Min. Mayhap, Margery, fhe may take it in

her head to turn nun.

Mrs. Min. Lord, Matthew, how can'ft think

of
any fuch a thing ? She nun ! no, no ; {he's

more likely by half to bring people into the

world, than to take
any one out on't. What

lay you, fitter Clack ?

Clack. I am
pretty much of your mind, I

mull confefs; but we fhall know more ot the

matter when Kit Codlinq comes back.

Mi;u D'ye think they'll permit'n to fee her ?

Mrs. Min. That, I fuppofe, will depend on

Jverfclf. Oh, here comes Mr, Codling.

Enter Codling.
o

Well, fon, what news from the
runagate ? have

you Icc^i ha: :
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Codl. Not I: They firfl fhew'd me
up

to a

room with iron rails at one end, like a begging-

grate ; and upon ringing the bell, there popped

out of t'other fide the bars an old gentlewoman,

dreft in a blanket, with a black handkerchief

over her head.

Mrs. Min. Yes; I have heard the Papifihes

have fuch drefles amongft them : Who was fhe ?

Codl. I took her to be one of the clargywo-

men that belong to the place. I afked, if they

had veigled oneMifsMinnikin into their clutches,

in hopes to make her a Papifh: At the wor<4

veigled, the old woman turn'd
up

the whites of

her
eyes,

and with her hands crofs her fto-

mach, like a child that is faying her catechife,

made a jaculation ; I fancy, in the outlandifh

tongue; upon whitfh, I told her to let me have

rone on her hypocrify canting, but to anfwer

diredt to my queftions,

Clack. How rude ! it was lucky fhe did not

understand you.

Codl. Underftand me ?
yes,

as well as you

do : Pho, mun, they be all Englifhwomen that

be locked up
in that church. She owned that

Mifs Jenny was there.

Mrs. Min. She did ?

Codl. Then I afked if I could not change a

few words with her, by way of a little difcourfe ;

they
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they faid no, becaufe why, Mifs was out of

( rder at prefent.

Win. A pretence; nothing elfei

:dl. So I reckon. Then I defired the gen-

tlt .ian to
open

the hatch, and let me in doors

to fee her, for I had a word or two for her

private ear from her parents; upon that, the

old goffop fet
up

fuch a grumbling, called me

profligate harrytick, and wondered I could be

fo empiety to think they ever fuffered a man

to enter their doors; 'pon that, I told her, that

if none of her complifhes were more handfome

than fhe, ecod they might open
their doors

without
any great danger; ha, ha ! this made

the old one as mad as the deuce !

Clack. I tould you
what would happen, if you

fent fuch a rough creature as he.

Codl. No ; we grew more milder at laft ; and

fhe offer'd to fhew her, if her father and mother

would come.

Airs. Min. Then, Matthew, let us
go

to her

this inftant! Son Codling will fhew tis the way.

Codl. For the matter of that, I don't belieVe

you will fpeed much better than me.

Clack. And why not ?

Codl. When I afk'd her, if as how fhe thought

Jenny had ferufly a mind to turn to their way*

fhe faid fhe didn't make the leaft doubt on't;

for



A TRIP TO CALAIS. 33

for that Mifs had all the true outward and vifible

figns of an inward vacation.

Mrs. Min. Who have we here ?

Enter Father O'Donnovan, a Capuchin.

Codl. I don't know; a mountebank, I reckon ;

or mayhap a man that IheWs Height of hand.

O'Don. Save you, good jontlfemen !

Mrs. Min. No, no; it is an Englifhman, I

know by his tongue.—Well, friend, who and

what are you
?

O'Don. Plaife you,
I am a poor Capuchin*

that belongs to this convent here in the town.

Codl. Capuchin ? and pray,
honeft friend*

•what trade is that in the French ?

O'Don. Trade ! the devil a bit of a trade that

it is: By my fhoul, if I had a mind to be of a

trade, do you
think I would have quitted my

haymaking in England ?

Mrs. Min. What is it, then, that you follow ?

O'Don. It is a kind of profeflion, my dear.

Mrs. Min. A profeflion !

O'Don. Ay ; we makes profefiions of poverty*

that we may be fure to want for nothing as long

as we live.

Codl. And how do you get what you
want ?

O' Don. By alking it from thofe that caa

give it.

F Codl*
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Codl. Godfo! then
you are a beggar, I fancy.

O'Dott. Who ? a beggar ? what the divil
put

that in your
head ?

Mrs. Min. What d'ye call yourfelf elfe ?

O'Don. I am only a mendicant, honey.

Codl. I wonders you prefer fo idle a life.

O'Don. And why fo ? d'ye think that I would

not rather that other people fhould work for me,

than work for myfelf? not that I fhould mind

working neither, but only becaafe it is fo
very

laborious.

Mrs. Min. And are folks now
very charitable

in this here part of the world ?

O'Don. Charitable! the devil of
any charity's

in it: It is, honey, a Chriftian kind of a bargain,

ftruck
up among us, I think.

Clack. A bargain ?

O'Don. Ay j whilft they work for us, we

pfay for them'; they take care of our bodies,

and, in return, my dear, we take care of their

fhouls.

Codl. Souls! never ftir, father, if this ben't

one of their friars !

Mrs. Min. Sure as can be, fon Codling has

hit it. Who can tell, hufband, as he is our

countryman, and one of the
gang, but, for a

little fpill ofmoney, he may put us in a
way

to

get our daughter out of their clutches ?

Min.
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JVlin. It is but trying, however.

Mrs. Min. And pray, good Sir, by what name

may
we call

you
?

O'Don. Father O'Donnovan, at your humble

farvice.

Mrs. Min. Will you do us the favour to flep

a little this wayr—Son Codling, have a look

out, that we ben't interrupted.—Why, you

muft know, that a daughter of ours has run

away from her friends, and voliins, noluns,

taken fhelter here in a cloifter.

O'Don. Run away
from her friends ? By my

fhoul, that was very foolifhly done
!

Mrs. Min. Now if you
could put us in a

way, by hook or by crook, to get her
out of the

convent

O'Don. Me ? what, me ? to get a parfon out

of a convent ?

Mrs. Min. If you
would be fo kind to

a (hit

O'Don. Fy ! confider, woman, what you are

alking.

Min. Nay, Sir !

O'Dcn. Upon my confcience, here is one of

the moft blacked confpiracies broke out againft

Popery, fince gunpowder-treafon.

Airs. Min. Patience, fweet Sir !

O'Don. To tempt one
ofmy order

to be guilty

of facrcdnefs J

F 2 M'/'s,
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Mrs. Min. Indeed, good Sir, I had no fuch

thing in my head.

O'Don. Pace, woman ! What is it better than

facrednefs, to break into a convent, and take

any cratur out by compulfion ?

Mrs. Min. But, Sir

O'Dcn. I tell
you, even to force a

young

woman from thence, that is willing to lave it,

is one of the biggeft robberies that can be

committed.

Mrs. Min. My de ar

O'Don. And, to extenuate the matter, here

is a dutiful
poor young body, that flies from

her parents, and takes refuge in the arms of the

church—-—

Mrs. Min. Hear me a word, reverend Sir !

O'Don. We fhall fee what the Commandant

will fay to this bufinefs! Take my word for it,

my friends, you will be all faaz'd in an inftant,

and locked
up

in prifon aboard the gallies for
e

the reft of
your lives.

Mrs. Min. Mercy on us !—Sifter Clack, try

if you can't mollify his choier a little, or we

fhall be clap'd up in the quifition diredtly.
Clack. Can you, reverend Sir, be fo cruel

to your country-folks here

O'Don. Pace, woman !

Clack. Indeed they had no bad intentions;

they only wanted to afk
your reverence's

advice,
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advice, and meant to leave afmall fum in
your

hands

O'Don. Sum ? do
you main to infult me ?

Don't you know, woman, that we muft never

touch money
?

Clack. To beftow upon poor objects that

want it; but, if fo be your reverence is for

bidden to touch it, why, to be fure, we won't

dare to

O'Don. Why, lookee, miftrefs; to handle

money
is againft the rules of our o; r, which

we dare not break through: If, incL 1, it was

put into a purfe, why, there would be no o»>

cafion, d'ye fee, for me to touch it.

Clack. Brother Minnikin, have you ever a

purfe ?

Mrs. Min. Here, here is mine, fitter Clack.

O'Don. Why, as
you

faam to be well-dif.

pofed people, and only want a little wholefome

advice fwhy, that, d'ye fee, may alter the cafe.

Mrs. Min. Nothing elfe, indeed, reverend

Sir.

O'Don. Why, d'ye mind me, it would not

be dacent forme to ftir in this matter; be-

caafe why, as we are monks, you know, it is

our duty to bring over and pervert
as many fhouls

as we can.

Mrs. Min. True, feverend Sir; but there is

nothing
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nothing of that in the matter; the girl, Heaven

knows, has no more mind to be preverted than

any
of us.

O'Don. How ! more fhame for her ! but
may

I belave you
?

Airs. Min. All a pretence, nothing elfe ; fhe

is run
away

with an idle 'prentice of ours, to

avoid that
young

man there before you.

O'Don. Have you brought with you no letters

of recommendation to any ftrar.gers of
your

acquaintance, that live in this town ?

Mrs. Min. We know no mortal ■, we have not

been landed an hour.

O'Don. Becaafe a little interefl in this cafe

would go a great way; not but there are fome

of our own country folks, that live here in
great

credit: Perhaps you may have known them at

home.

Mrs. Min. Does your reverence remember

their names ?

O'Don. There is Mr. Mac-Rappum, that

Jives in the Square, one of the beft-natured

craturs alive: He got the jail-diftemper, by at

tending his own trial at the Old-Bailey.
Airs. Min. Poor gentleman !

O'Don. So the judge advifed him to try for

/even years the air of America.

Mrs. Min. And did he
reap any benefit ?

O'Don,
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O'Don. He has put off the jaunt for awhile.

Mrs. Min. Why fo ?

O'Don. I don't know; they talk that that

place is all in combuftion at prefent; fo being

a paceablc man, he chofe to be fet down here in

his way.

Mrs. Min. Doll know him, Matthew ?

Min. Not I.

O'Don. Then there is one 'Squire CopyweP,

that is but lately come over; a very fafatious,

humourfome man : He bid a bet with a frind

of his, out of fun, that he would draw a bill in

the hand-writing of Sir Timothy Tradewell,

fo like that the banker fhould pay
it without

hefitation.

Mrs. Min. And did he ?

O'Don. You may fay that: But, when they

come to find out the miftake, the banker,

being a crufry dull fellow, and not underftand-

ing a joke, talked of going to law with the

'fquire.

Mrs. Min. Lord blefs us! how could they—

O'Don. Nay, I don't know, my fhoul;
them

there Englifh have fome Arrangemaxims amongft

them; fo the 'fquire, not caring
to throw away

his money
to lawyers, chofe to come and live

here, rather than make any
more words of the

matter.

Clack.



A TRIP TO CALAIS.

Clack. I'd have done the very fame thing, had

I been the 'fquire.

O'Don. Nay, for the matter of that, you have

no more manners than morality among you in

England.

Mrs. Min. How, reverend Sir! I thought we

was remarkable for

O'Dcn. Pace, woman, and hold your pallaver!

Was there ever fuch ill breeding as Lord Con-

ftant's to Sir Ilenry Hornbeam, that lives hard-

by here at Ardres.

Clack. Indeed, I never heard nothing about it.

O'Don. My lord was obligated to
go about

his affairs into the North for a month, and left

his difconfolate lady behind him in London.

Mrs. Min. Poor gentlewoman !

O'Dcn. Upon which, his friend Sir Henry

tifed to go
and ft

ay
there all the day, to amufe

and divert her.

Mrs. Min. How good-natured that was in Sir

Henry!

O'Don. Nay, he carried his friendfhip much

further than that; for
my lady, as there was

many highwaymen and footpads about, was

afraid that fome of them would break into the

houfe, and fo defired Sir Henry to lis there
every

night.

Mrs. Min. Good foul! and he did, I dare fay ?

O'Don.
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O'Don. To befure: There is not a more

jpoliter man in the world. So, bearing in the

middle of the night a little noife below ftairs,

he run'd down to fee what was the matter; find

ing all fafe, in coming up again, he chanced tc»

make a little miftake.

Mrs. Min. How fo ?

O'Don. Inftead of going to his own bed, he

Hepped into
my lady's.

Clack. That might happen very well,
in the

dark.

O'Don. And there falling afieep, never once

found out his miftake 'till the maid came up
in

the morning.

Clack. He muft have been Vaftly furprized, to

be fure.

Mrs. Min. And, I warrant me, fo was
my

lady.

O'Don. Without doubt. But now comes the

upfhot of all: I reckon, you fuppofe my
lord

thought himfelf much obliged to Sir Henry ?

Clack. To be fure.

O'Don. Not he, by my
fhoul !

pay,
more

worfer than that, he had the ill manners to bring

an aft ion againft him.

Clack. What, after Sir Harry had told him

the ftory ?

O'Don. Ay, and my lady
likewife; fo it muft be

G true,
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true, as you know, becaafe why, they could not

both be miftaken.

Clack. There was no danger of that.

O'Don. So, Sir Harry, not chufing to live

Any longer amongft fu.ch under-bred people, has

fettled here for his life.

Clack. Why, as there is fo much good com-'

pany,
it muft be vaft agreeable living here, I

fhould think.

O'Don. You
may fay that; and indeed this

place is fo pleafant, that every day one ingenus

parfon or other comes over to live. Upon

my fhoul, among ourfelves, I belave the folks

on
your f:de the water begin to

grow
a little

lealous.

Clack. No wonder.

O'Don. Infomuch, that they have made appli
cation to the magiftrates here to fend fome of

them forcibly back.

Mrs. Min. But I dare fay the French were

more politer than that.

O'Dcn. To be lure. Indeed, out of com

panion, they have compelled three or four that

were
poor to return; becaafe why, it coudn't

be
very agreeable to them, you know, to live

here without
money.

Mrs. Min. To be litre.

O'Don.
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O'Don. And then, the Englifh are indulged in

the free exercife of their religion.

Mrs. Min. Oh, then they go
to church ?

O'Don. No, no; if they find 'em preaching

or praying, they hang up the minifter, and fend

the congregation all to the gajlies.

Mrs. Min. Doft hear that, Matthew Min-

nikin ?

O'Don. So now, as I was a-telling, if you

can get any
frind to fpeak to the Boo-boo

boo !
upon my fhoul, I had like to have forgot

the moft materialift parfon of all: Does
any

of

you
know Lady Kitty Crocodile ?

Clack. Lady Kitty! nobody better; I have

had the honour ofworking for her ladyfhip this

many years.

O'Don. Then your
bufinefs will be done in a

trice. Between ourfelves, the ladies always rule

the road in this part
of the world.

Clack. I dare believe her ladyfhip will be
very

willing to ferve us.

O'Don. I don't doubt it at all; fhe is one of

the moft worthieft women alive: She coudn't

bear to ftay in England after the death of her

huiband, every thing there put her fo much in

mind of her lofs. Why, if Ike met by accident

with one of his boots, it always let her a-crying;

indeed,thepoorgentlewomanwasaperfeftN:obe.
G 2 Clack.
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Clack. Indeed, I found herladyfhip in a
very

incontionable way, when I waited on her
upon

the mournful occafion. Indeed, fhe was rather

more chearful when fhe tried on her weeds;

and no wonder, for it is a drefs vaftly becom

ing, efpecially to people inclined to be fat.

But I was in hopes, by this time fhe had
got

over her griefs.

O'Don. Not at all, indeed. Indeed, with the

French fhe is fafatiovs and plealant enough;

but fhe no fooner fets fight on
any thing

Fnglifh, than the tears burft out like a whirl

wind.

Clack. Then, if we can do without it, we.

won't trouble her ladyfhip.

Mrs. Min. True; we will firfl try, filler, what

we can do at the convent.

O'Don. By all means : And, d'ye hear, you

need not mention
any thing about the purfe;

you underftand me ?

Clack. Oh, father, you need net fear us.

O'Don. Nay, it is not for that; but becaafe

one's charity, you know, fhould be private; and

therefore, to deyulge it would take
away

mod

of the merit. [Exit.

Clack. True, true. What's next to be done ?

Mrs. Min. Why, we had befl
go after the

wench K> the convent.

Clack.
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Clack. But take care what you fay! you

fee what a hobble vfre had like to have got

into.

Mrs. Mm. Never you fear: I warrant,
I knows

how to behave myfelf. [Exeunt.

Scene, a Convent.

Enter Abbejs and Jenny.

Abbejs. Only, daughter, confider to what;

temptation you
are expofed in the world.

Jenny. The more merit, mother, then in me^

to refift them.

Abbejs. Attacked by enemies from every

quarter.

Jenny. I am a girl of fpirit, mother,
and am

determined to face them.

Abbejs. But they
will be too powerful, child,

for you
to refift.

Jenny. Then,
like abler officers, I muft fur-

render. I luppofe there will be no danger of

their refufing me quarter.

Abbejs. Daughter, daughter,
I am afraid your

affections are carnal.

Jenny. Mother, mother, they are like other

girls of my age.

Abbejs. Why won't you accept
a fpiritual

fpoufe ?

Jenny.
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"Jenny. Becaufe I have found one of fieih and

blood much more to my mind.

Abbejs. Confider, that is a union that will con

tinue for ever.

Jenny. And do you call that a recommenda

tion, good mother ?

Abbejs. The other, child, muft be finally dif-

folved by death.

Jenny. Like
many

of my countrywomen,

perhaps, 1 mayn't have patience to tarry alto

gether fo long. But come, mother, I can, I

believe, give good guefs at
your meaning:

Y'ou have a notion that 1 fhould bring a pretty

good fortune to this fpoule of your recommen

dation ?

Abbejs. True, daughter.

Jenny. To which, as I never heard of
any

children produced by this unaccountable union,

you will fucceed ? Now I muft teil
you, I ha'n't

a farthing of fortune.

Abbejs. Daughter ?

Jenny. I am entirely dependant upon father,

who, I am pofitively fure, won't part with a

farthing to you. He giye any thing to your

church, as
you call it ? why, he's never fo

happy as when he can rob our own vicar at home

of his dues.

Abbejs. What, daughter, have you no feparate
portion ?

Jenny,
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'jenny. Not a doit.

Abbejs. And
your

father fo fixed an heretic

as you
have defcribed him ?

Jenny. Hates a Papifh worfer than poifon.

Abbejs. Well, child, as I find
you have no im

mediate call to the veil, I lhall at this time prefs

it no further: Your belt way will, I think, be

to return to
your

father.

Jenny. Not quite fo foon, if you pleafe. 1

have told you
what induced me to leave him;

now, if you
will fcreen me from his purfuit, 'till

I can otherwile difpofe of rnyfelf, tho' I am not

rich, 1 have a few guineas here that will thank

you.

Abbejs. Why, as the compelling a daughter

to marry
is a profanation of one ol our facra-

ments, I am bound in duty, if I can, to pre

vent it.

Jenny. Is it ? gad, I like that part
of your

creed well enough.

Enter a Nun.

Nun. The father and mother of that amiable

child are now at the grate.

Jenny. Lord, good mother, what fhall I do ?

Abbejs. Let them know, fhe lhall attend thenl

dire£Hy< [Exit Nun.

Jenny. How,
mother!

Abbejs.
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Abbejs. Fear nothing! if they infill on the

taking you hence, urge
an affection you feel

for our faith, and that you wifh to wait here

for our ghoftly inftrudtions •, in fuch a cafe,

this is a fecure fanftiiary from the fecular arm.

Jenny: I underftand you, good mother. \Exc.

Scene., the Grate.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin, Mrs. Clack, and

Codling.

Min. This jade is the plague of our lives !

Mrs. Min. Peace, Matthew ! by rough means

we ihall gain nothing, I am fure ; let us try what

a little mollification will do. Son Codling,
keep out of fight, if you pleafe.

Enter the Abbejs and Jenny.

Abbejs. This, I prefume, is the perfon vou

want.

Mrs. Min. Yes, Miflrefs, this is thfc partv,

indeed.—So, Jenny, how could
you be fo

naughty, child, to run
away from your father

and me ?

Min. Yes, and to confort with a parcel of

Pap

Mrs. Min. Peace, Matthew! there be good
and bad of all forts, as they fay.

Min,
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Min. True; and I warrant her lhe'11 make

choice of the worft.
1

Mrs. Min. Well, but, come, Matthew, it is

never too late to repent.

Clack. True, filler; and I dare fay, my niece

is ready to return back with us, and will do

every thing we can defire her.

Jenny. I am fenfibie of the refpedt and duty I

owe to
my parents

Mrs. Min. Very well faid, child ! it is a long

lane that has no turning.

Jenny. And {hall always be ready to obey their

commands.

Min. Do
you hear, Miftrefs ? then open

the

doors, and let her come out.

Jenny. Pardon me, Sir; that cannot be.

Min. Why not?

Jenny. Becaufe a much more important duty

detains me.
I

Min. And pray
what pretty duty may that be ? -

Jenny. This pious and reverend lady will tell

you.

Min. Come, miftrefs, let us have it then.

Abbejs. Your daughter, fon, by
a miraculous

operation, has had her eyes opened to the peri

lous paths in which fhe was ftraying.

Min. Yes, yes, fhe has wandered long enough,

to be lure.

H
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Abbejs. And has begged our advice to dired

her in the right road.

Mm. And if fhe takes it, it -will be the firft

time in her life.

Abbejs. Say not fo, fon; you are too rafh in

your judgment.

Min. To conve to the proof, will fhe
marry

the
young

man we have provided ?

Abbejs. She has provided a better match for

herfelf.

Min. The devil fhe has! what, a 'prentice-

boy that wants two years to be out of his time ?

Abbejs. Son, I don't comprehend you.

Min. Dick Drugget, I mean; as arrant a

fcape-grace—-—

Abbejs. Son, I know no fuch perfon as

Drugget.

Min. What, he has chang'd his name, I fup-

pofe, fince he came over ! like enough.

Abbejs. Son, we err, I believe, as to the perfon;
the fpoule. your daughter wifhes to wed, is Saint

Francis.

Min. Saint Francis! who the devil is he ?

what, has fhe pick'd up
a Frenchman already?

like enough: But if that be the cafe, Miftrefs,

you may give my lervice to Mr. Saint Francis,

and tell him he fhall never touch a finglc penny
of mine as long as he lives.

Abbejs.
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Abbefs. Saint Francis ftands in need of no

fortune.

Min. Fie is fo rich ? fo much the better for

he. And you may over and above tell him,

notwithftanding fhe looks fo demure, that he

could not have met with fuch a headftrong, ob-

ftinate, peremptory vixen,
if he had fearched all

fhe country round.

Abbefs. Saint Francis will, notwithftanding,

cherifh the dear child in his bofom.

Min. Will he? then, if the dear child don'c

kick his guts out in lefs than a month, fhe is

confoundedly altered! But come, Miftrefs;

mayhap, we may
find friends here, although we

be ftrangers: We'll fee if there be no laws

againft kidnapping other folks' children away
!

Abbefs. You grow indecent, fon; we muft

leave you.

Min. In England now I would have horpurs'd-

corpus'd her out of your hands
in an hour !

Abbefs. Daughter, pay your
reverence to

your

relations! [Jenny curtfies, and retires from

the grate, with
the Abbefs.

Min. An hypocritical fiut! And harkee,

Miftrefs! before I goes,
I will tell you

a bit

of my mind: Notwithftanding your whining

and canting, and fanftified looks, I don t think

you are a bit better than you
fhouLl be, d ye

H 2 fee
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fee me) and, if the truth was known, you are

little better, I believe, than an old matchmak

ing bawd!

Mrs. Min. Matthew, confider where you are !

have a care what you fay !

Min. Prithee, woman, be quiet! Lofers have

Jeave to fpeak in all countries, I hope.

Mrs. Min. And of what ufe is your fpeaking ?

Clack. True, fiffer. But come ; let us
go

to

Lady Kitty, as the friar adviled us ; perhaps Ihe

may put us in
a
way.

Mrs. Min. Right, filler. Come, Matthew,

there is no time to be loft.

Min. Loft ? we had better leave her to her

own wicked ways:
She will find that punifhment

enough, in the end.

Mrs. Min. But fhe is our daughter, Matthew,

you know; let us do our duty, however.

-

Min. Well, well! Come, fon Codling !

Codl. I'll follow you, father, when I have made

an obfervation or two, to put into neighbour

Index's Tower.—ff The clargywomen in thefe

<c

parts don't ufe any linen; and inftead of doing
"
like our'n, they wear their woollen fmocks

?c
over the reft of their cloaths. Nota bene, if

"

they can catch
any young

women into their

"

clutches, they locks them up
in dens like wild

f beaftefes, that are kept in the Tower." [Exe.

Scene#



A TRIP TO CALAIS. 53

Scene, a Hotel.

Enter Mifs Lydell and Hetty.

Mifs L. Sure never was fo capricious a

being!

Hetty. Not of die fame mind two minutes

together ! I am aftonifhed, Mifs, how you are

able to bear it.

Mifs L. I only wait for a fair occafion to

quit her ladyfhip; fuch a one, I mean,, as would

juftify
me to my friends.

Hetty. For that, Mifs, you
can't be long at

a lofs.

Mifs L. Ah, Hetty, it is impofilble for
you

to guefs at the half of her art: My relations,

feduced by her frequent profcffions,
trufted me

to her care, expecting, what
I am fitisfied never

will happen, a permanent
eftablifhment for m?

by means of her favour,

Hetty. Why, fure, Mifs, fhe can't for fhamp

but do fomething handfome for you,
after hav

ing drag'd you
in her train, as I may fay, almofl

over the world.

Mifs L. There, Hetty, is the fource of her

prefent behaviour: She knows what fhe has

promifed, and
wants to forcc me to fome ind;f~

creet
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creet ad of impatience, as an apology for the

breach of her faith.

Hetty. Ay? is fhe fo cunning as that?

Mifs L. For at the fame time that fhe is

j:eazing, torturing, and loading me with
every

mortification in private, you fee with what
par

ticular regard and attention fhe affedts to treat

me in public.

Hetty. True enough, I muft own, Mifs; ex

actly like her pretended grief for Sir John ': She

howls and cries over the
poor boot, for all the

world like the ftrange creature I have read of.

Mifs L. Hufh, Hetty! fhe is here.

Enter Lady Kitty Crocodile.

L. Kitty. In clofe committee, I fee ! What

mifchief are
you two brewing together ?•—I am

aftonifh'd, Mifs Lydell, at
your feducing my

fervants ; is this a
proper return, Mifs, for all

the obligations you owe me ?

Mifs L. I am lorry your ladyfhip fhould

think me capable

L. Kitty. Capable ?—Leave the room, with

your inquifitive impertinent face ! You want

fome tale to run tattling with, to the reft of

the crew.
[To Hetty.

Hetty. Crew ? I don't underftand what your

ladyfnip means by the crew; tho' we are fer-

vants.
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vants, we may
be as good Chriftians as other

people, I hope;
and tho', to be Hire

L. Kitty. Hold
your infolent tongue, and

quit the room, when I bid you
!

Hetty. Crew?—With all my heart; I have

no objection to quitting the room, nor the

houfe neither, for the matter of that. Crews in-
"

deed; marry
come up

! [Exit,

L. Kitty. So, Mifs ! thefe are the fruits of

your
little hypocritical plots; thefe leffons have

been taught them by you.

Mifs L. Me, Madam ? Can your ladyfhip

fuppofe, that I would defcend fo low as to

L. Kitty. Defcend, Mifs ? I don't underftand

you : Pray, in what refpeft are you
fo much

better than they ? Is it becaufe I have
per

mitted you
to fit at my table, that you give

yourfelf thefe airs of importance ? Though your

father was parfon of the parifh, yet I hope I

was not obliged at his death to provide for all

his beggarly tribe.

Mifs L. Madam, I never prefumed

L. Kitty. And yet,
has not my generofity

been extended to every
branch ? There was

your mother;
did not I, by my own fingle in-

tereft, get
her into the Alms-Houfe at Bromley;

where, except meat, drink,
and cloaths, fhe is

amply provided
with every thing a woman of

her condition can want?

Mifs L.
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Mifs L. I never denied

L. Kitty. Was not
your brother Tom, Mifs^

made a guinea-pig upon my recommendation?

Mifs L. Granted, Madam.

L. Kilty. And as to you, did not I, for no

reafon that I know, unlefs indeed that
you are

a diftant relation, take you into my houfe, put

you above my own woman, and make
you one

of my maids of honour at once ?

Mifs L. I hope, Madam, I have not proved

ungrateful.

L. Kitty. No, Mifs ? How often have I

caught yoli ogling and throwing out lures to

Sir John in his life-time ?

Mifs L. I hope, Madam, Sir John never

charged me with any defigns of that nature.

L. Kitty. No; there was your fecurity, Mifs;

you
knew he was too

generous and good to ex-

pofe your infamous arts; but
you could not

conceal them from me !

Mifs L. Nay, for Heaven's fake; Madam—

L. Kitty. In Italy too, there was Prince Pin-

coiH and Cardinal Grimfky; you could not

help throwing out
your traps to enfnare them.

Mifs L. Me, Madam ?

L. Kitty. Yes, you; what elfe, at my affem-

blies, could make them prefer your converfa-

tion to mine ? I hope you have not the impu

dence
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ilence to fuppofe, that your perfon and figure

would bear any comparifon.

Mifs L. Madam, I never prefumed

L. Kitty. Befides, Mifs, you know I never

durft carry you
with me to

any conference I

had with the Pope, for fear you fhould be try

ing fome of your coquetifh airs upon him.

Mifs L. Mercy upon
me !

L. Kitty. And here too, Colonel Crofby, the

only decent man in the town, when I was in

Calais before, never miffed my
toilet a morn

ing ; but now, when he comes, won't tarry a

moment, unlefs indeed when you are in waiting.

Mifs L. I am fo confufed at the ft range

charges your ladyfhip brings, that I proteft I

don't know what anfwer to make !

L.'Kitty. I do really believe you.
But

you

fee, Mifs, all your
little contrivances are fully

difcovered; and I fhould tell
you,

Mifs Ly-

dell, that you
are the moft: artificial, cunning,

hypocritical, mifchievous minx, that ever I

met with, but my humanity and my good

breeding prevents
me: A woman of quality

fhould never lofe fight of her ftation.

Mifs L. Was I capable of but half
the crimes

your ladyfhip lays to my charge, I fhould deteft

myfelf full as much as your ladyfiiip hates me.

But I can't wifh, Madam, that your ladyfhip

I fhould
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fliould keep about your perfon a young
creature

to whom
you

have been pleafed to take iuch

an averfion: Send me, therefore, Madam* to my

poor mother; her
age and infirmities mud

want
my afiiftance.

L.Kitty. Who hinders
you, Mifs ? You

may go when you pleafe.

Mifs L. Your ladyfhip will fend with me

fome perfon of confidence ? or, at leaf!:, a line

to
my mother, intimating, that I have neither

difhonoured myfelf, or deferted your ladyfhip ?

L. Kitty. So! here is another ftroke of your

art! You want to perfuade people, that,

through caprice, grown tired of your company,

I have the cruelty to throw vou at once upon

the wide world : No, Mifs! that won't do ; you

fhould be a little more careful to cover the

hook.

Enter a Servant and Colonel Crojhy.

Serv. Colonel Crofby. [Exit.

Colonel. I hope I am not an intruder.—Blcfs

me, what has happened ? Mifs Lydell in

tears!

L.Kitty. Yes; the
poor child has juft re

ceived a letter from her mother, one of the

beft kind of women that ever was : Dry up

your tears, Lydia, my love !—You fullen, fulk-

ingi
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ing, ftomachful Hut!—Poor Mrs. Lydell has

but very
bad health, Colonel Crofby; and the

dear girl, who is indeed a mod affe&ionate

dutiful daughter—Go up
to your room, you

pouting, perverfe, little vixen—You fee, Co

lonel ! but be comforted, Lydy, my dear!

though you
fhould lofe

your mother, you may

be certain of finding a mother in me.

Colonel. I hope, Mifs, there is no immediate

imminent danger.

L. Kitty. The poor child's tender nature,

and amiable heart, makes her dread the word

that can happen.—What, is the wench petri

fied ? move off, and don't ffcand fniveling here!—•

She wifhes, Colonel, to withdraw to her cham

ber: But don't brood over your forrows, my

love! order my coach, and take a little airing,

my dear!—I hope it will overturn,
and break

every bone in your
fkin. [Exit l.ydia.

Colonel. How amiable in your Jadyfhip is this

attention for fo deferving an objedt!

L. Kitty. I am afraid, Colonel, you will think

it a weaknefs : Excels of humanity is my foible,

I know ; but a generous mind, fuch as yours,

Colonel, will pardon the error.

Colonel. Error ! it is the glory, the pride of

your fex;
it is the invincible .Egis of Pallas,

that muft fubdue every heart it attacks!

I 2 L,. Kitty,
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L. Kitty. Sorrows naturally foften the mind j

and, Heaven knows, I have had a plentiful por

tion. The dear man, whole refemblance I wear

on my wrift

Colonel. For Heaven's fake, madam

L. Kitty. And for ever will wear—But what

neceiTity for this idle delufion ? is not thy fweet

image deeply graved in
my heart ?

Colonel. Indeed your ladyfhip fhould not give

way
to thefe tranfports; they may endanger

your health.

L. Kitty. Look here! Can I then lament him

too much ?—But thou art but
gone before me,

my love!

Colonel. Let me refpeet the facred hour of

forrcw, nor interrupt it by ufelefs confolation,

and impertinent form ! [Exit.

I.. Kitty. A fhort fpace will unite us, never

to bear the torture of feparation again ! Oh,

that it was permitted me, with
my own hand

to fliorten the time! this night, the arched vault

fhould indole us ! to the cold chamber of death

I would with rapture defcend

Enter Hetty.

How came that ill-bred
puppy

let in, without

announcing his name ?

Hetty.



A TRIP TO CALAIS. Ci

Hetty. I fancy, Madam, the fervants were out

of the way.

L. Kitty. That is always the cafe! Sure never

was poor lady peftered by fuch an infamous fet!

But you
all know and take advantage of

my

patient and mild difpofition !

Hetty. To be fure, poor
dove !—There are

fome Englifh people below, beg to have the

honour of feeing your ladyfhip.

L. Kitty. Do I know them ?

Hetty. Mrs. Clack of Pall-Mall, with two or

three more.

L. Kitty. Let Mrs. Clack firft be admitted.

Is the room fit to receive them ?

Hetty. Would your ladyfhip fee her in the

Chamber of Tears ?

L. Kitty. Where elfe ? Light the candles, and

fhut out the fun ! [Exit Hetty.

This part
that I play begins to

grow
hor

ribly tedious. In my
huPoand's lifetime, in

deed, I had one confolation at leaft, that I

could always make him pay
me in private

for the good humour and fpndnefs that I

lavifhed on him in public: But now, I have

no other refource but in fervants ; and they too

at times are rebellious. Thefe Englifh crea

tures get
fuch odd notions about liberty into

their heads! I fancy the Turks would make

good
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good domeftics enough; but then the brutes

are fo tame and fubmiflive, that it is fcarce

poftible to teaze and torment them : Now the

great pleafure of power, is in ruling over fenfi-

ble fubjedts, who wince and feel the yoke when •

it galls them.—Blefs me! who is this ?—Yes,

rny lord, in thy tomb all
my wifhes lie bur .

Enter Hetty.

Hetty. The room is ready, my lady.

L. Kitty. I with the room was on fire, and

you in the middle on't! plague on you! I

was afraid it was the Colonel come back.

[Exeunt,

ACT



ACT III.

Enter Colonel Crosby.

Colonel.

THERE
is a peculiarity in Miss Lydell's

distress that I don't quite comprehend;

it appears
to ariie from a deeper fource than

Lady Kitty derives it. I wifh I could fee her

ladyfhip's woman! The girl feems to have

caught a good deal of the manners of her clafs

in this country; curious, arch, and corrupt:

With a proper application, there will
be no diffi

culty, I fancy, to get at the family-fecrets.—

Here fhe comes.

Enter Hetty.

You are in a prodigious hurry, Mrs. Hetty !

Nothing uncommon has happened, I hope ?

Hetty. Uncommon? no, no, Colonel; our

affairs generally keep pretty
much the fame

train : Hurry-fcurry
—

fending
—

recalling
—•

commanding—forbidding—Lord
have mercy

upon
me! To live here, one fhould have the art

of the Holloway-cheefecake-man,
and be in a

hundred places at the very fame time.
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Colonel. She Teems in a right cue for
my pur-

pofe.—You are
upon

no commiffion at prefent ?

Hetty. Not immediately; but I muft not beout

of the way ;
tor as

my lady is deck'd out in

her difmals, perhaps fhe
may take a fancy to

faint.

Colonel. Poor lady ! Lady Kitty is, indeed,

a molt extraordinary inftance of the fincerity

and fervor of conjugal love.

Hetty. Yes; I believe there are
very few

women can match her.

Colonel. And Mifs Lydell feems to have

caught the infection. How long, pray,
has her

mother been fo exceedingly ill?

Hetty. Whofe mother ?

Colonel. Mifs Lydell's.

Hetty. I never heard a word of her ficknefs.

Colonel. No! becaufe, my lady was

Hetty. Yes; as I guefied: This is ORe of

her tricks; fome ftory Hie has trump'd up.

Colonel. Indeed ?—Oh, Mrs. Hetty ; though

it is not ufual in this country to give vails, I

iuppofe you know it is the practice to
pay fome

little occafional compliment, for the good offices

of thofe whom the injuftice of Fortune has

placed in a ftation below us.

Hetty. I have always laid, for politenefs, no

nation could equal the French.

Colonel.
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Colonel. You will permit me to difcharge this

duty in part.
. [Gives her money.

Hetty. One may
fee by your manner, Colonel,,

where you
have paffed the greateft part of your

time.

Colonel. I don't know any body's approbation

I am more ambitious to have.—But, Mrs.

Hetty j as to Mifs Lydell; there feems to be a

fixed melancholy hang on her brow*

Hetty. I don't wonder at it.

Colonel. But even now I furpriied her in

tears.

Hetty. Like enough. I fuppofe flie has been

tinder the lafh; my lady has been, as ufual, em

ploying her talents in teazing.

Colonel. Talents in teazing?

Hetty. Yes ;
it is a little amufement her lady-

fhip takes every morning, juft by way
of exer-

cife, bet ', een breakfaft and dinner.

Colonel. Oh, you wrong
her ladyfhip : Indeed,

I never faw ftronger proofs
of delicate and ten

der aftedion.

Hetty. Ha, ha! how eafily you
men are im-

pofed on !

Colonel. Nay, bur, my
dear girl, prithee

don't

be fo giddy. To deal ferioufly with you,
I

can't help taking a warm intereit in what relates

to Mifs Lydcll.
£ Hetty.-
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Hetty. Upon my word, Hie richly deferves it.

Colonel. And fhould be forry to find her
pre-

fent very alarming diftrefs owing to
any indif-

cretion of hers.

Hetty. On that head, you may make yourfelf

perfectly eafy.

Colonel. But how fhall we be able to account

for

Hetty. In the moft natural way in the world.

Colonel. Will
you be kind enough to lend

your affiftancc ?

Hetty. With all the pleafure in life. You

can be fecret, I hope.

Colonel. You will find me a man of honour

in
every refpe£t.

Hetty. In one inftance, you
have juft given

me a convincing proof, I eonfefs. WThy then,

as to this lady of ours; in hypocrify fhe would

be an over-match for a Methodift.

Colonel. Really ?

Hetty. And as to cruelty, there never was fo

ingenious, fo refined a tormentor : The Fathers

of the Inquifition themfelves, would be proud to

recei've inftruftions from her. I could give you

fuch a hiftory—■—•

Colonel. Is it pofiible ?

Hetty. This room is too public; befides,

perhaps her ladyfhip may pop
in and furprize us,

for
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for fhe is as fufpicious and prying as a cuftom-

houfe officer. Dare
you venture yourfelf in my

room for a moment ?

Colonel. If you are not apprehenfive of dan

ger, I muft, Mifs Hetty, be a coward indeed,

if I

Hetty. Oh, as to
my

own part, I know I am

fecurs; you are engaged too deeply elfewhere.

Colonel. Me, child?

Hetty. Ha, ha, ha! Lord have mercy ! how

oddly you look! What, d'ye think I have not

found you
out before this? Nay, for the matter

of that, my lady knows as much as myfelf;

and, to tell you
the truth, I believe that was the

caufe of the fcene to which you were partly a

witnefs.

Colonel. Nay, but,"child

Hetty. Hufh ! (lep into that room: I mull

introduce Mrs. Clack, the Mantua-maker, to

an audience; after which, I'M be with you.

[Exeunt.

Lady Kitty difcovered in deep mourning •, the room

hung with black ■, a latnp on the table.

L. Kitty. What the deuce keeps this woman

fo long ? I grow
moft terribly tired of my atti

tude -, but to this creature I mitft keep my
cha<

rafter up: She is an abfolute Gazette, and at

K 2 l)cf
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her return will publifli me in every part of the

town.

Enter Hetty and Mrs. Clack.

Hetty. There you
fee her ladyfhip fits 5 ab-

forb'd in grief, quite abfent; fhe knows nothing

pf us.

Clack. Poor dear lady 1

Hetty. I will endeavour to rouze her attention,

L. Kitty. Gone, loft, for ever loft !

Hetty. Pleafe your ladyfhip ! . am !

L. Kitty. Why will you teaze me to fuftain a

fedious life ? I have no reliih for rich wines, or

delicate viands; the bread of affliction is the

beft banquet for me.

Clack. And that is but coarfe food, Heaven

knows.

L. Kitty. Don't I hear fome other voice in

the room ? my eyes are grown
fo mifty and

dim

Hetty. With crying!—Mrs. Clack, your lady-

fhip's mantua-maker, from England, to
pay

her duty; and defires
your ladyfhip's commands

for that country.

L. Kitty. Let her approach.—How d'ye do,

Mrs, Clack r—Hetty, child, you may go
to

your dinner.—A good creature; an humble kind

of friend, Mrs. Clack: To her care and at-.

tention
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tention I think myfelf deeply indebted; as flic

will find when they open my will.

Hetty. For Heaven's fake!
your ladyfhip

makes my blood run cold in
my veins.

L. Kitty. D'yp think, Hetty, you fliall lament

me i

Hetty. Can your ladyfhip doubt it? I fhould

almofl: break my heart, if your ladyfhip was not

to leave me a farthing.

L. Kitty. Should you ? Kind foul!—I fliall

try the experiment, you hypocritical flut!

Hetty. But when our fuperiors are fo con-»

fiderate as to think of their menials in their laft

moments, to be fure it gives poor fervants

greater fpirit§ to
cry for their lofs.

L.Kitty. Doubtlefs. You may go. [Exit Hetty.

Well, Mrs. Clack, you
find me vaftly altered

ftnce the death of Sir John.

Clack. To be fure, your ladyfhip is fomc-

thing changed fince the day I had the honour to

fry on your ladyfhip's cloaths for your Udyfliip's

wedding.

L.Kitty. True. You, I think, Mrs. Clack,

decked me out like another Iphigenia, to be

facrificed at the temple of Hymen. Don't

you
recoiled the tremors, the terrors, that in

vaded each nerve, on that folemn, that awful

ofcaficn? You remember, with what re-

lu&ance
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instance I was dragged by Sir John to the

altar.

Clack. To be fure, your ladyfhip {hewed a

becoming coynefs upon
the occafion. I re

member, about the hour of bedding, you hid

yourfelf behind the bottle-rack in the beer-

cellar, to avoid Sir John; if your ladyfhip had

not happened to have coughed, we fhould not

have found
you.

L. Kitty. The conflict was great: But, dear

Mrs. Clack,what could I do ? Troy flood a fiege
for only ten

years ; now fixteen were fully ac-

complifhed before I was compelled to furrender.

Clack. That was ftanding out a vail while,

to be fure. I recollefts, what added to
your

Jadyfhip's grief was, that the nuptials fhould

happen to fall out in the middle of Lent.

L. Kitty. Dear Clack, you renew
my con-

fufion : Little did I think ever to fully that

facred feafon, by the celebration of fuch a

feftivity.

Clack. But there could not be fo much harm

in the matter neither, as marriages, your lady-

fhip knows, are all fettled above.

L. Kitty. By that
argument I was induced to

lurrender; with, however, an exprefs ftipulation,
that all connubial intercourfe fhould be fuf-

jpended Wednefdays and Fridays.

Clack.
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Clack. That muft have been a vaft denial to

both parties, no doubt.

L.Kitty. How, Mrs. Clack !
you

wou'dn't in-

finuate that I was prompted to the connection

by any

Clack. Far from it, my lady ! I only meant,

that it muft give your ladyfhip pain to refufs

Sir John any favour; for, to be fure, never

was any lady half fo happy in a partner
as
you.

L. Kitty. How irreparable muft then be my

lofs! Yes, Clack, he poflefs'd my
whole heart,

and pofTelTes it ftill : My waking thoughts are

all devoted to him ; in fieep his lov'd image

is ever before me—ftarting from my couch,

"
I
cry aloud; he hears not what I fay :

"
I ftretch my empty arms ; he glides away

!"

Clack. Vaft mournful indeed ! But I fhould

think your ladyfhip might find out a cure.

L. Kitty. Which way
?

Clack. Fill your empty
arms with fomething

fubftantial, and I warrant 'twill frighten the

phantom.

L. Kitty. Clack, I don't comprehend

Clack. I only recommends to your lady-

lhip the profcription
I made ufe on myfelf:

There was my
firft hufband, fweet Mr. Snip,

though a ftaymaker, as portly a perfon.-*—I really

believes,
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believes, I fhould have followed the dear foul

to his grave,
hadn't our foreman, Tom Clackj

ftep'd in to confole me; indeed, the match was

very convenient, as he had done all
my hufband's

bufinefs during the time of his ficknefs.

L. Kitty. I am aftonifh'dj woman, at your

prefumption. Do you recoiled to whom
you

are addrefiing this language ?

Clack. I beg pardon ! But I thought in thefe

matters your ladyfhip was like the reft of our

lex; and though Sir John

L. Kitty. Peace ! nor let your unhallow'd lips

profane the dear name ! even now, his facred

ihade feems to upbraid me : See there !

Clack. There ? where ? I fees nothing, I'm

fure.

L. Kitty. How awful, how tremendous, he"

looks ! his front furrow'd, for the firft time,
with a frown !

Clack. Lord blefs me! I wifh I was well out

of the houfe !

L. Ketty. But, be pacified, dear lord of my

life; no lecond to thee fliall fucceed :

"
Firft let the opening earth a pafiage rend,

<c
And let me thro'the dark abvfs defcend,

"
Before I break the plighted faith I gave!

"
Thou hadft

my vows, and (halt for ever have ; (
"

1' or whom 1 lov'd on earth,I'llworfhip in the grave!" 3

Clack.
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Clack. Never ftir, if flic ben't talking of

poetry
! her brain's turn'd, to befure.

L. Kitty. He beckons! lead on, my lov'd

lord ! thy fummons I with rapture obey. His

arms encircle me round •, and now together

we plunge into the gulph
I the raging billows

furround us! now they rife o'er our heads!

how we fink, we fink, in filence together!

and, oh—[_falllngP\ Curfe the chair! how came

I to mifs it ?

Clack. Mercy upon
us ! help, for Heaven's

fake, help ! What, is there nobody left in the

houfe ?

Enter Hetty.

Lord., Mrs. Hetty, I am glad you
are come!

My poor lady!
(he is quite gone,

I am afraid.

Hetty. On the ground! in one of her fits, I

fuppofe.—No doubt, it is dreadful to you ; but

\ve are us'd to 'em every day. Step and call,

fome more of the—[Exit Clack.]
How came your

ladyfhip to fall on the ground ?

L. Kitty. Where the deuce have you
been ?

that old fool was fo frighted, fhe never thought

of bringing
the chair. She has pinch'd me as

black as a coal.

Hetty. Would your ladylhip pleafe to recover

now, or fhall I
fetch in the hartfhorn ?

L L. Kitty.
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Z. Kitty. This woman is an ideot ; fo there

is no occafion at prelent.

Hetty. Come back, Mrs. Clack; my lady

begins to revive,

Re-enter Mrs. Clack.

and
upon thefe occafions flic wifhes to have bufi

few people by. T'other fide, Mrs. Clack. So,

fo, fo !

L. Kitty. Am I recall'd to hated life again ?

Hetty. Your ladyfhip has had a violent ftrug-

gle. Nothing more than ufual, I hope, has

happened.

Clack. I believes indeed it was partlymy fault:

In order to comfort
my lady, I was rafh enough

to recommend another huf

L. Kitty. Recal not the detefted idea, unlefs

you wifh to fee me fink again at
your feet !

Clack. I beg your ladyfhtp's pardon ! 1 can't

think what in the world could poffefs me! In

deed, Lord Harry Huntwidow, hearing that

I was going over, did defire me to deliver a

letter.

L.Kitty. To me? prefumptuous man ! how

dar'd he
encourage a hope—Had not he heard

that Don Juan de-Muftachio, a Spanifh gran

dee of the very firft clafs, had laid his Golden

Fleece at
my feet ?

Hetty.
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Helty. True enough.

L. Kitty. Didn't the Palfgrave of Saltfplafh,

a fovereign Prince on the banks of the Rhine,

offer to fhare his
power

with me ? and, after

all, to fubmit to a fubjedt!—This Lord Harry,

Hetty, is an abfolute beggar: Red-faced, rab-

bet-back'd, with a pair of legs like a couple of

drumfticks.

Hetty. Marry come
up, my fcurvy companion?

Clack. As loon as ever I return, I fliall de

liver his lordfhip his letter.

L. Kitty. Hold, Clack ; let it lie on the table.

Clack. Will your ladyfhip deign then to give

it a reading ?

L. Kitty. By no means, Mrs. Clack. Put

it amongft the other
papers, Hetty, which in a

few days are to expire in the fljmesf

Hetty. It fliall, Madam.

L. Kitty. A monthly faqrifke I offer up, Mrs.

[ Clack, before the dear image of him I adore.

Hetty. We fhall have a fine blaze ; for this

month has been very prolific.—My lady's ill-

nefs had m(ade me like to forget; your relations,

Mrs. Clack, grow impatient without.

L. Kitty. Who are they ?

Clack. A fifter of mine, and her hufband, to

beg your ladyfliip's intereft to get their daughter

qut of a convent.

L 2 L. Kitty,
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L. Kitty. A convent! how get ilie
there ?

Clack. Run
away from her parents, with a.

paltry'prentice, to avoid the manof their chufing;

and purtends, on purpofe to plague'em,that {he

wants to be a nun ; and, what is worfer^ threatens

to turn Papifh if they torment her.

L. Kitty. Of what ufe can I be ?

Clack. If your ladyfhip could order the child

to be deliver'd back to her parents

L. Kitty. This is a matter of weight, Mrs.

Clack, and mud be confidered maturely : I am

too ill, at prefent, to admit an audience. I

fhsll defire the governor to diredt a guard to
G tD

efcort
your niece to

my prefence; we fhall

then fee what is bed to be done. Hetty, let

the governor know my defire. But this, Mrs.

Clack, I mud tell
you; if the girl's converfion

is the matter in queftion, I can on no account

interpofe; the friendfhip I have with the Pope
ties

my hands where the Ploly See is concern'd.

Clack. Nothing of that, believe me, my lady.

L. Kilty. But don't indulge a furmife, which

was circulated, even at Rome itfelf, with too

much fuccefs, that any thing fenfual tainted the

intercourfe between the reverend Pontiff and me.

Clack. Heaven forbid that I fhould think of

any fuch thing!

L. Kitty. Malice, join'd with credulity, gave
■

"

.

■ ■

i . rife
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rife to the fable : Sacred fentiments, that fpring

in kindred minds, firfl began and cemented the

union. Every avenue, but what friendship per

mits, is guarded by thy lov'd image, my lord !

thou, who art the alphabet, the beginning,

the ending, the very
Great A and Z, of all my

tender affe&ions. [Exit,

Clack. Poor lady! (lie is in a piteous plight j

for all the world like Mrs. Aridromedy, that

one fees at the theatre.

Hetty. Ay, Mrs. Clack; to all widows {ha

is indeed a fhining example!

Clack. True. Why, I myfclf, if my hufbant}

had left me in circumftances accordingly, fhould

have taken on a great
deal more than I did; but

folks, who have their living to get,
can't afford

to cry, you know, as much as your people of

fafhion ; befides, every body has not the gift

of incontinence, like to my lady.

Hetty. True, true. But you
had better ftep

out to your friends, and let them know what

meafures my lady has taken.

Clack. I will, I will; they will be impatient,

jio doubt. [Exit.

Hetty. Colonel, you may appear.

Enter Colonel.

Well, Sir, after
what you

have feen and heard, I

fuppofe all your doubts are rcmov d.

Colonel.
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Colonel. Perfectly fatisfied ; a new edition of

Jt.he Ephefian Matron, with amazing improve

ments. But
poor

Mifs Lydell! I own her fitu-.

ation diftreffes me greatly.

Hetty. The damfel, it is true, is in terrible

durance : Do you feel yourfelf kn,igh£-errant

pnough to fly to her refcue ?

Colonel. Would the lady, d'ye think, accept

pf my ieryice ?

Hetty. It is but a
poor compliment to fuppofe

that ftie wou'dn't prefer the foft bondage of

love, to the galling fetters ihe wears.

Colonel. Can I then, Mrs. Hetty, hope for

nothing more than a preference ?

Iletty. I don't think myfelf at liberty, Colo

nel, to tell
you all that I know. In the draw

ing-room, you will find the
young lady alone :

As you gave me a handfome retainer, I have

been in court and open'd the caufe •, do
you

{peak to the merits; you are a good pleader,

and I make no doubt will fucceed.

Colonel. I will
go

and labour hard for a verdidt,

Hetty. You will find the court inclined to

jour fuit. But, Colonel, you have no objec

tions, when you have delivered the damfel, to

break the chains of her confidante too ?

Colonel. The romance would be irregular
eife.

[Exit.

Hetty. So! her lady fliip's power draws towards

a period j
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a period; Ihe rauft provide new fubjefts, at

leaft. She fuppofed the hopes from her Will

would fecure me; but the day is too diftant; be-

fides, I know her too well to have any reliance—>

Enter Servant.

Serv. Blefs me, Mrs. Hetty, what can be the

matter ? Here is a file of mufqueteers coming

into the houfe.

Hetty. The girl, I fuppofe, from the convent.

Anew whim of my lady's: I will goto them-, you

have nothing to fear. [Exeunt.

Scene changes to another Apartment.
' 'J I) J t ,'!*> J

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin, and Codling.

Mrs. Min. Now, fon Codling, boldly put in

your claim.
We will fupport you, I warrant.

Enter Mrs. Clack.

Well, filler, what news
from my lady ?

Clack. Small hopes, I am afraid : The gen

tlewoman herfelf is in a defperate taking; but

Jenny will be forth-coming, however. I fancy

here Ihe is, by the noife on the flairs.

Enter Lapelle.

Lap. Serviture, Monfieurs and Mejdamesl—-

Why, what the
deuce is the matter ? There is

your



/

A TRIP TO <5 A L A I 3.

your daughter below, furrounded by a troop of

[oldas, as the French call them.—Here fhe is.

Enter "Jenny andfoldiers.

Mrs. Min. So, Jenny ! You fee what
you

have brought yoiirfelf to, to be made a fhow on

in'the ftreets, guarded like a

Jenny. I am not the firft, Madam, who has

fufFered for the fake of Religion.

Mrs. Min, Religion ? Rebellion, you hypo

critical flut!

Jenny. Can I give a ftronger proof of my

fincerity, than in quitting a life of affluence and

eafe, to embrace
poverty, faffing, and penance?

Mitt. Not one of the three, but thee

wouldft run twenty miles to avoid! No, no,

Jenny, that's all a pretence; it is not
poverty,

but fomething elle, you want to embrace.

Lap. Hold, Monfieur Minnikin ! You are a

little too hafty : Jeunes filles, as the French fay,
are not to be treated fo roughly; fufter me td

parle tin pew. Is it true, Madamoijelle, mon amy

Codling, becaufe you are amoreiv of fomebody
elfe

Jenny. My duty, Sir, direfrs me not to con*

tradidl what a father affirms.

Min. Yes, yes, you are plaguy dutiful all

of a fudden 1

Clack.
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Clack. Hufh! Here comes my lady; leave

the matter to her.

Enter Lady Kitty and Hetty.

L. Kitty. Hetty, order the guards to with

draw. \_Exe. Sold.]—Which are the parties ?

and what their caufe of complaint?

Miti. Why, pleafe your ladyfhip, our bufinefs

is this: That
young

flut that (lands there, who>

between ourfelves, for all her fan&ified looks—•

L. Kitty. Honeft friend, you are too familiar

and loud.

Lap. Hufh, Matt! and let me open the mat-

ter.—Matt Minnikin, my lady, an honeft bur-

goife, that lives dans the cite, won't fet fire to

the Thames, though he lives near the Bridge; a

namefake, but no relation to Mr. Mat-Chavel—•

L. Kitty. You too are pretty forward, I

think ! And, pray. Sir,
who and what may you

be ?

Lap. Per vous fervice, as the French fay, my

name is Lapelle; by diftradlion, a Frenchman,

though a native of Lcndre; my purdecefTors

were mefugees, and came over after the revolu

tion of the edift of Nantz. Don't
you think,

my lady, there is a quelque chofe in
my manner,

a f'omething, that fpeaks me fprung from the

French ?

M L- Kitty.
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L. Kitty. Rather more relative in your rao-

deity, Mr. Lapelle.

Lap. Powteter, my lady.

L. Kitty. But let this honeft man tell his own

ftory ; he feems
very able.

Lap. With all
my heart; de tout men cur, as

the French fay.—Come, Matthew ! alonsl

Min. Why, I fay, my lady, as I was faying,
that girl there

Lap. Pardy ajfes Jhentesl; and, for an EnglilTi

face, a
pretty jolly vifage enough.

L. Kitty. Peace, Sir !

Lap. My lady, pardunn !

Min. Rather, I fay, than
marry this honeft

neighbour of ours, as reputable a trade!"

Lap. Ceft vrais; Monfieur Codling lives in

beaucopc de credit.

L. Kitty. Nobody called on
you as a voucher.

Lap. AJfurement, my lady.

Min. She has run
away along with our 'pren

tice-, but as we followed
pretty clofe at their

heels, not having time to complete their projedt,
fhe has taken refuge here in a convent; and

lays, moreover, if we periiits, fhe will promif-

culoufly turn Papifh and Nun.

Lap. Pour a Papiih, powteter; but
pour la

nun, pardonnez moi! my lady, que dities vous?

L. Kitty. \\ ill nobody fii»rice this imperti

nent
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Rent jackanapes ?—Well, child, you hear what

your
father alleges.

Jenny. May I crave your ladyfhip's private

ear for a moment ?

L. Kitty. Withdraw; not out of the room.

—Well, child; what are the objections to the

man your parents
have chofen ?

Jenny. Two as ftrong ones as any mortal can

have : I hate him, and I love another.

L. Kitty. Pretty frank, I muft own.—And

as to the change of religion

Jenny. A mere fetch, to keep out of their

hands.

L. Kitty. You have no hopes that your parents

will yield ?

Jenny. Mother, perhaps, might comply ; but

no mule is fo headftrong as father.

L. Kitty. And you,
I fuppofe, are as deter-

min'd as he ?

Jenny. Never once gave up
a point in my

life.

L. Kitty. I dare fay. But, if they were to

defire you
to marry

the 'prentice

Jenny. They would
find me a dutiful daughter.

L. Kitty. Then you
have no objection to obey

their commands, when they happen to contain

the very things that you
wifh ?

Jenny. Not in the leaft.

b- Kitty. And after having produced, and at

M 2 their
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their own expence
trained and fuftained you,

you would frill fuffer them, I dare fay, to fup-

port
and protect you ?

Jenny. As in duty they are bound.

L. Kitty. And they might direft you, pro

vided you govern'd them ?

Jenny. In every refpe£t.

L. Kitty. Well faid, my little American ! you

would be an heroine, child, on the other fide

the-Atlantic. Why, in your cafe, Mifs Jenny,

I don't fee what we can do: There is, indeed,

one expedient, if you find you have courage

enough to perform it.

Jenny. I {hall not flinch, my lady, when it

comes to the pufh.

L. Kitty. There are, my dear, two men who

folicit your hand ; one favour'd by you,
the

ether your father approves.

Jenny. My fituation exadlly.

L. Kitty. Suppofe then, by way of recon

ciling all parties, you
were to marry 'em both ?

Jenny. The happieft thought in the world i

1 wonder it never came into
my

head.— But,

I am afraid, my lady, we have not dignity

enough to do fuch a thing as this without danger.

L. Kitty. We will confider of this at our

leifure.—How fhould
you like living with me

in this town ?

Jenny.
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'jenny. Of all things upon earth.

L. Kilty. We will fee what can be done.—

Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin, I have been founding

your daughter •, a little time and iome
proper

perfuafions, may
induce her to comply with

your
wifhes.

Mrs. Min. We are highly indebted to your

ladyfhip's goodnefs !

L. Kitty. One of my maids of honour is re

turning to England •, I lhall have no obje&ion

to promoting Mrs. Clack's niece to the place.

Clack. Brother Minnikin!—We ihall be bound

to pray for your lauyfnip.

L. Kitty. Here Lydia comes, and the Colonel

dofe with her !

Enter Colonel and Lydia.

Lydia, my dear, though with the greateft re

gret, yet the defign is fo laudable, I conient

that you may
return to your mother; thefe

honefl: people, my love, will conduit you
with

care.

Colonel. My Lydia, Madam, will not want

their afljftance.

I . Kitty. Colonel ? I don't underftand you.

Colonel. That honour I propofe having

myfelf.

L. Kitty. Howj
Colonel!—Shall I crave a

word ?
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word ? I hope you have no bad defigns on

?he girl.

Colonel. None but fuch as I hope her friends

will approve
?

L. Kitty. Is it poffible you
can be in earneft ?

Colonel. What fhould make
your ladyfhip

doubt it ?

L. Kitty. Indeed ? Nay, if that be the cafe,

it would be criminal in me to conceal a fecret

in which
your honour is concerned : Thofe

tears, which my humanity made me attribute

to her filial fears for her mother, flow'd from a

more ignoble fource.

Colonel. How, Madam !

L. Kitty. A love, perhaps, for one of
my

menials. How far it proceeded, I (ha'n't take

upon
me to fay ; but, to avoid fcandal, I found

tnyfelf obliged to difcard him.

Colonel. Ha, ha ! what a happy invention !

L. Kitty. I don'c underl\and you.

Colonel. Why, to deal with
ypur ladyfhip

plainly, your addrefs is ill employ'd upon me :

I own it confummate; but I have been a con-

ceal'd witnefs to fome of
your arts, and fhall

hardly be impofed on again. Come, Mifs Ly
dia ; you will take leave of her ladyfhip: Her pad
favours may foon be

acknowledged.
L, Kit/y. Is this true, Lychs ?

Mijs L,
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Mifs L. Your ladyfhip's approbation, on an

event fo honourable and advantageous for me,

I make no doubt of obtaining.

L. Kitty. Is it poffible that you can quit my

protedtion, and throw yourfclf into the arms

of a renegade ?

Colonel. How, Madam !

L. Kitty. Was not your father a rebel ?

Colonel. True, Madam.

L. Kitty. And a'n't
you

an officer in the fer-

vice of France ?

Colonel. I was, Madam; but my prefent

royal mafter, who is above the narrow preju

dice of punifhing the principles of pareats
in.

their unfortunate offspring, has accepted my

fervice, and restored my family to the rights of

their Country. For that fpot I i"hall embark

in the morning; leaving your ladyfliip to la

ment the lofs of a fubjeft to exercife your
mif->

chief and malice upon ; which I fancy you
will

more heavily mils, notwithftanding your weeds,

than the poor knight who was happy, though

even by death, to efcape from fo unfeeling a

tyrant
!

L. Kitty. Barbarous, inhuman monfter ! how

dare you
recal the memory

of the dear—had

he lived, thus to ice me infulted—but that

could not have been ;
Fhou wouldif never have

borne
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borne it, my love!—but I am rightly punifh'd,

for fuffering even a thought to be diverted from

thee !—Hetty, lead to
my clofet, there to com->-

pofe my
ruffled

Hetty. Pleafe your ladyfhip, I mud beg to

be excus'd •, I am engag'd to take on with Mifs

Lydy.

L. Kitty. Is it fo ? well, well! You will fol

low me with your
niece. You fee in me, Mrs.

Clack, another Darius, deferted at
my utmoft

need, by thofe my former bounty fed. But^

what have I to do with mankind? all
my willies

and wants lie beyond them ! I defire no com

panion but thee:

<f
Whilft on thy form I fix

my eager eyes,

<c The world I laugh at, and its threats defpife."' [Exit,

Colonel. The world will be even with
your

ladyfhip, or I am greatly miftaken.—Come,

my love, it is time to
prepare for our voyage.

Lap. You are bound, Colonel, for Angleterre}

as the French call it ?

Colonel. By the
very firfl fhip.

Lap. I wonder that
you, who have refided

fo long in France, can bear the thoughts of

living at London.

Colonel. <It is that very circumftance that will

give it an additional relifh ; And believe this,

maftei*
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Matter Lapelle, as a truth; no man ever yet

deferred his country, unlefs he had previoufly

been by that
country deferted.

Lap. Commong can that be ? permitte mot to

laugh, as they fay : You fee how this town is

crouded with Anglois.

Colonel. Too true, I confefs; and parti

cularly, Mafter Lapelle, by thofe of your bufi

nefs •, who, at the fame time that they are ex

claiming in
every paper againft the importation

of French manufactures, have engrofs'd almoft

the whole of that part of the fmuggling trade to

themfelves. I dare fay, you
are at prefent fur-

nifh'd with a pretty good cargo.

Lap. To oblige fome my lors, who are
my

particular friends, I can't lay

Ccrlonel. Nay, be cautious how you
trufl me

with your
fecrets ! there may be fome danger.—

Come, Mifs; in this houfe we have nothing fur

ther to do.

Mifs L. I can't fay, but T feel fome concern

for the
young

victim Lady Kitty has juft got

into her
power.

Hetty. You may
difcard your

fears about her!

unlefs I am miftaken, they are very properly

match'd, and will prove
a mutual plague to

each other. But, fhould it be otherwife, there

feems to be a kind of dramatic juftice in the

N change
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-change of your two fituations : You, Mifs, arc

j j r
■

r a-
■

u i_

rewarded for your patient lufferings, by the pro

tection of a man of honour and virtue ;
whilft

*■
B ;

fhe, rebellious to the mild di&ates of parental

fway, is fubje&ed to the galling yoke of a caprir

cious and whimfical tyrant!

End of the Trip to Calais.
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PROLOGUE.

Written by Mr. COLMAN.

Spoken by Mr. FOOTE.

CRITICS,
whene'er I write, in

every fcene

Discover meanings that I never mean:

Whatever chara&er I bring to view,

I am the father of the child, 'tis true, (

But every
babe his chrift'ning owes to

you.

" The comic poet's eye," with humorous air,

Glancing from Watling-,Street to Grofvenor-Square,

He bodies forth a light ideal train,

And turns to fhape the phantoms of his brain ;

Meanwhile, your fancy
takes more partial aim,

"
And gives to airy nothing place and name."

A limner once, in want of work, went down

To try
his fortune in a country town •,

The waggon,
loaded with his goods, convey'd

_

To the fame fpot his whole
dead ftock in trade; C

Originals, and copies—ready made. J

To the new painter all
the country came ;

Lord, lady, dodlor, lawyer, fquire,
and dame,

The humble curate, and the curate's wife,

All afk a likenefs—taken from the life.

Behold the canvas on the eafel Rand !

A pallet grac'd
his thumb, and bruflies fill'd his hand ;

But, ah ! the painter's
Ikill they little knew,

Nor by what curious
rules of art he drew.

The waggon-load unpack'd, his ancient ftore -»

Furnifh'd for each a face drawn long before ;
C

Hod. dame, or hero of the days of yore. J)
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The Ccefars, with a little alteration,

Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation 5

To reprefent the re£tor and the dean,

He added wigs and bands to prince Eugene »

The ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces

From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces.

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame,

His works adorn'd each room, and fpread his fame.

The country Men of Tafte admire and {tare,
"

My lady's leer ! Sir John's majeftic air !
"
Mifs Dimple's languiih too ! extremely like !

j
"
And in the ftile and manner of Vandyke !— >■

"
Oh ! this new limner's pictures always ftrike.

*

"

Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big or little,
"
The very man or woman to a tittle !"

Foote and this limner in fome points agree;

And thus, good Sirs, you often deal by Me.

When, by the royal licence and protection,

I (hew my fmall academy's collection,

The connoifTeur takes out hiaglafs, to
pry

Into each picture with a curious
eye ;

Turns topfy-turvy my who'.e compofition,

And makes mere portraits all my exhibition.

From various forms Apelles Venus drew:

So from the million do I
copy you.

"
But ltill the copy's fo exact," you fay :

Alas ! the fame thing happens every day !

How
many

a modifli, well-drefs'd fop you meet,

Exaftly fuits his fhape in Monmouth-Street.

In Yorkfhire warehoufes and Cranboum-Allcy,
'Tis wonderful how {hoes and feet will tally !

As honeft Crifpin underltands his trade,

On the true human foale his lafts are madej

The
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Thfe meafure of each fex and age to hit,

And every (hoe, as if befpoke, will fit.

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fupplies

Shoes for all ranks, and lafts of every fize.

Sit ftill and try 'em, Sirs; I long Jo pleafe you:

How well they fit! I hope you
find 'em eafy !

If the (hoe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it;

But, if well made, I wifti you health to wear it J

DRAMATIS
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THE

CAPUCHIN.

[In order to avoidfwelling the bulk, and encrea/ing

the Price, of theje Pieces, Juch Pajfages in the

Capuchin as are exactly fimilar t-o thoje in the

Trip to Calais, are not reprinted; but the Reader

is referred to the Pages in which the Dialogue

and Fable conneli the two Dramas.]

ACT I.

[The first variation from the Trip to Calais is by

the following insertion, after Tromfort,s speech

ending, "for he is ver fond of de sea," p. 9.]

Tromfort.

OME litcel time paft, ve vas have an*

oder gentleman of de lame kind in dis

town : He vas a grand autere ; diable,

a man of great
deal of vit, beaucouj.>

d' ejprit.

Jenny. Ay ?
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'Tromf. Oh, oui! he vas write de pretty para

graph in dc Gazette, vat you
call your

news

paper
? by gar,

he lay about him like le diablel

Poff, poff, poff! he make all de my lors, ay, and

my
ladies too, fhake in dere two fhoe.

Dick. What brought him here ?

Tromf. He vas come over here vid
my lady

Deborah Dripping.

Jenny. Is her ladyfhip here ?

Tromf. No; fhfe vas'
go

to Italy to vifit de Popd.

Dick. And leave the Doctor behind ?

Tromf. You know he vas Proieltant Fretre:

Not but he vas ver polite, and offered to turn

Papift, to vait on de lady.

Dick. That was
very complaifant of the Doftor.

Where is he now ?

Tromf. He is
gone governeur

to (hew dis coun

try t-o a chevalier Slwglois, an Engliih knight, i

dink cley call, Sir Harry de Hamper.

[The Dialogue then proceeds without any varia

tion to
p. 22 ; where, injlead of the entrance of

Lapelle, Gingham, and La Jeuneffe, the Act was

continued, and concluded, as follows. "|

Mrs. Min. Rlefs me, what a rumbling is that!
7

D

Re-enter Codling.

Coal. I fancy, an old neighbour of yours,

?hat has juft drove into the yard.

Mia.
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Min. Who can it be ?

Codl. Mafter Hamper, that kept the great tea-

fhop at the corner of Cornhill; you remembei

him ?

Min. What fhould ail me? many a tiff have

we taken at Mother Red-Cap's, in our Sunday-

nights' walks up
to Hampftead.

Mrs. Min. Ay, but, Matt, times are altered

with him now : Since the death of his brother,

he is become a .knight banneret, and perhaps may

chufe .to forget his old friends.

Min. Ay, ay, like enough. Upon his coming

to his means, he grew
too proud to live in the

City ; fo {hut up fhop, and I ha'n't got fight of

him fince. Son Codling, doll know what brought
LJ' O

him here ?

Clack. Sir Harry Hamper ! is he here ? I

fliall be happy to fee him ; I had the honour to

furnifh him with fome tom-bore waiftcoats when

he fet out on his tower.

Min. Tower ! what a deuce could provoke

him to leave home ?

Clack. Wanted to fee the world, I fuppofe.

Min. See the world ? \yhat,juft as he is going

oyf on't ?

Pack. And .to qualify him for the honour of

a young lady of quality's hand, that lives in our

Square,
to whom he paid his add relies ; but Hie

nu fts upon
his polifhing

a little.

O %
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Min. A young lady ? what, Harry Hamper ?

Zounds, why, he is ten
years

older than I am !

on the
wrong fide of feventy, I'll be upon oath.

Clack. Ay, that is as you reckon him j but he

dates his birth from the day of his iucceeding

to the family honours.

Mrs. Min. About five
years ago.

Min. He is not far from the mark •, once a

rnan, and twice a child !

Ccdl. To my thinking, thefe mounfeers have

disfigured him ftrangely •, if it had not been for

Peter Packthread, his old fhoprqan, whom he

keeps as his valet de fham, I fhould never have

known him.

Min. I reckon he is as proud as Old Nick.

Codl. I can't fay much as to that. Peter fays

that his mailer has not pick'd up
much of their

lingo, fo his fpeech is pretty much as it was; he

talks to
every body, runs from one thing to

t'other, and rattles
away

at his old rate, I can

(ell you.

Mrs. Mi:t. But how does he manage to call

for fuch things as he wants ?

Codl. He pick'd up
a clargyman, as lie pafs'd

thro' this town, and carried him with him, as his

travelling tuterer. Oh, here he is.

Filter
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Enter Sir Harry Hamper, Peter Packthread, D>\

Viper, and Two Pojlillions.

Sir H. Come, come ! come along, Dodlor !

Peter, give the poftillions thirty foufes a-piece.

Peter. 'Tis put down, they are to have but

five, in the book.

Sir H. No matter ; it will let them know we

are fomebody, Peter.

Peter. What fignifications that ? ten to one,

we fhall never fee them again.

Sir H. Do as
you are bid ! [Peterpays the Poft.

Peter. There ! Pox take 'em, lee how they

grin !
ay, ay,

I dare be fworn
you

ha'n't ieen iuch

a fum this many a day.

\Ji Poji. Serviteur ! bonne
'voyage, Monfieur

my
lor ! [Exeunt Pcfi.

Sir II. There, there, Peter! my
lord! I have

purchafed a title for ten-pence •, that is dog-cheap,

or the devil's in't !

Peter. Nay, in that refpeft, the folks here

make but little difference between their dogs

and
your worihip, I think ; for every mangy

cur

I have met with, is either prince, or my lord, or

:marquis.

Clack. I am happy to fee
your

honour in France.

Sir II. What, Mrs. Clack ! and Mafter Minni-

kin and wife, as I live ! How fares ir, my old

City friends ?

Min,
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Min. Thank you, thank
you, Sir Harry !

What, you have been the grand tower, I fuppofe.

Sir II. Ay, Matt: What's
money

wichout

manners ? I have enough of the firft, to be lure ;

and I wanted to fee if I could not pick up a

lktle of the laft.

Clack. And how does
your honour like France ?

Sir II. Only the firft fpot in the world, Mrs.

Clack: For eating, drinking, laughing, and

loving, vive la France! hey, Domine ?

Mrs. Min. Eating ! lure
your honour does

not think their wi<5tuals are better than Qur'n.

Sir II. Widuals ! Lord help your roaft-beef

and plumb-pudding foul! why, there are no fuch

things in the country.

Min. No ! I have heard, indeed, they had not

over much plenty j but I didn't think the
poor

creatures were fo bad off as that.

Sir II. What, becaufe a whole family does not

get round a fir-loin pf beef, or a laddie of mutton,

and devour it like a kennel of hounds ! Can there

be
any thing fo favage, as to eat

up fheep and

oxen like a parcel of cannibals : I wonder they
don't drefs them in their fleece and their hides;

hey, Domine!

Viper. Doubtlefs, Sir Harry, the French ele

gance would never be able to digeft fuch grols
animal food in its natural form ; he therefore is

the belt cook with them who can dilauife it the beft,

Mrs'
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Mrs. Min. Indeed ?

Sir II. To be fure. Why, except a fide difbr

of ftcw'd inails, or fome fricafeed frogs, J haven'c

known the name of any thing I have tafted ftnce

I came o^er,

Min. Lord have mercy upon
us !— AncI

as to love, Sir Harry, I fhould think that was

pretty near over with you.

Sir II. Domine, did
you

ever hear fuch a

blockhead !—Why, fool, it was my own fault,

or I might have gone
into keeping.

Min. Into keeping ?
you ?

Sir II. Me ! afk Dornine only. What was

the name of the duchefs ?

Viper. What fignifies naming of one ? there

was not a cay, that I didn't receive feverai

cornmiffibns of a fimilar nature.

Mrs. Min. Indeed P

Sir II. Domine Viper receiv'd the letters,

and us'd to read 'em to me in Englifh.

Viptfr. They at lad became fo exceedingly

troublefomey that I was oblig'd to recommend

to Sir Harry the entertaining an Opera girl, in

order to convince them that they had miftaken

their man ; and that fo far from receiving, we

were able to pay.

SirII. And fo he Q-ot meMadem'oiielle Mouche,

a fweet lovely fyren ; and the little rogue
was 'a

excefiively
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exceffively fond, Domine Viper thinks fhe will

hardly furvive my departure.

Min. Wonderful !

Sir II. Feil into 'ftericks at my going off in

thechay; didn't fhe? fo I left Domine to confole

her a little ; but
you found the way

to make

her eafy at laft.

Viper. A difficult job.

Sir H. I had fome thoughts of carrying her

over to England, and taking a box for her at

the Opera during the feafon; but I thought it

might give offence in a certain quarter that you

know, Mrs. Clack.

Clack. There might have been fome danger

in that.

Sir II. Otherwife, Mademoifelle, the Doftor^

and I, fhould have made a lweet tcte-a-tete on

the road.

Min. I reckon fhe muft a' coft
you

a
power

of money.

Sir H. Coft ? that's always uppermoft in a

citizen's mouth : Not a farthing, you fool ! I

am fure, fhe would have quitted me, if I had

but made her the offer. Domine !

Viper. Oh! mere paffion; not an idea of intereft.

Sir H. Domine heard* indeed, by accident,

flie had contrasted fome debts to fupport her

relations, for fhe is the beft creature on earth ;

and
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?.nd wanted vaftly to have a fmall fervice of plate,

and fome ear-rings.

Mrs. Min. Which you gave her, I reckon ?

SirH. Not I: I was oblig'd to
get Domine to

manage
the bufinefs. Had fhe had the leaft

iufpicion of me, there would have been the

devil to
pay ; we fhould have all been off in

an inftant.

Mrs. Min-. The Dodtor has, I find, been very

ufeful to you,
Sir Harry.

Sir H. Could have done nothing without

him : Not a week ago,
he got me out of a

devilifn fcrape.

Min. How ?

Sir H. Got to picquet with a count, a great

man of the Doftor's acquaintance •, I can't

lay, I know much of the game •> but what of

that ? one wou'dn't appear ignorant amongft

the French, you know, for the honour of

England.

Clack. Oh fy ! by no means.

Sir H. Egod, the count gave
me a trimming •,

loft a devilifii deal more than 1 had in the

country j but Domine made it up
tor me,

among
his acquaintance, upon my only giving

my note.
^

Mrs. Min. All one as if you
had been in

London ?

P
<SV>
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Sir H. The very fame thing.

Clack. And pray, your honour, what news is

itirring in France ?

Sir H. Toujours gay,
as they fay, Mrs. Clack.

Clack. I reckon there be
powers of our

country
folks there.

Sir II. I fuppofe fo; for I faw a good many

aukward people, as they fay,
a la bowlivards, and

at the CololTus; but I chofe to avoid them.

Min. Why fo ? I fhould have been ready to

leap out of my fkin at the fight of a countryman

in foreign parts.

SirII. like enough, Matthew; but you are

a burgois, as
you know; but the Doftor fays,

that un humm de quality, when he
voyages, ought

to fhun les Anglois.

Clack. I hope you
left the royal family all in

good health.

SirII. Yes; Mr. le Iioi, as the French fay,

looked pretty jolly and well; I faw him in one

of the glafs-cafes at church, and was afterwards

at his grand couvert, as they call it; his majefty

looked at me very
hard : Domine thinks he was

ft ruck with my figure.

•'

Viper. I overheard him whifper as much to

the Duke de Tremouille.

Clack. How long was your honour coming

from Paris ?

Sir
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Sir H. Two days and a night.

Clack. Are the accommodations good on the

road ?

Sir II. Their chevauxes, their horfes, as the

French call 'em, arn't quite fo nimble as our'n;

but then, to make aifiends, like the French, I

cozvrir the pollwithout flopping; unlefs, indeed,

to take a flight repas of jambunn or a hamlet.

Clack. The country's vaft pleafant, I reckon.

Sir II. L.a-la: Their country-folks, their

pheajants, as the French call 'em, don't feem

quite fo tidy as our'n : but they don't look upon

them there creatures in France; mere hogs,

cowjhons, as they fay.

Mrs. Min. Why, fure they be Chriftians, as

well as

Sir II. Chriftians ? why, fo may
all the world,

if they like it; but it a'n't in every body's power

to be a gentleman born: Hey, Domine Viper?

Viper. True, true, Sir Harry. The laws of

fubordination are too much negledted in Eng

land; all is mere anarchy there; it rnuft be

owned, France is the only fpot for a gentleman.

Sir H. True. Why, a gentleman born may

kill a common fellow in Paris, for lefs money

than it would coft an unqualified man in Eng

land to fhoot a hare or a partridge.

Viper. Right, Baronet: Poor rogues
are fo

P 2 plenty
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plenty in Paris, there is no danger of deftroying

the
game.

Sir H. Well faid, Domine Viper!—But,

Madam Clack, what makes all
your family

here ? Like me, come over to be polifh'd, I

reckon.

Min. Not we; we be contented, Sir Harry,

to rub on in our ruft. You remember our

daughter Jenny ?

Sir H. Vaftly well; and fhe promis'd to turn

out a deviiifh fine girl!

Min. Pretty well, as to that.

Sir H. What, I fuppofe you have brought

her here, juft to fafhion her j give her the

gout.

Min. No, no; 'tis a freak of her own : Run

away with our 'prentice, to avoid neighbour

Codling.

Sir II. A girl of fpirit, however !

Enter I.a JeuneJfe.

La Jeu. Monfteur, on aJervie.

Sir II. What does he fay, Domine Viper?

Viper. The dinner's on the table, Sir Harry.

Sir II. Oh, oh !—Domine ! it wou'dn'r be

decent, as them there people are but tradesfolks,

you know, to afk them to dinner ?

Viper. Why, yes, you may venture, Sir

Harry :
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Harry : It is not minded in London-, and this
,

town is little better than an Englifh colony.

Sir H. True, true.—Come, good people ; as

we are all
country folks, fuppofe we fit down to

table together ?

Min. By all manner of means.

Sir H. Domine, you will efcort Mrs. Min-

nikin ? Mrs. Clack, will you accept of my

Irajs ? [Exeunt.

A C T



ACT II.

[The fame in the Trip to Calais, to p. 43, where

O'Donnovan's speech was altered, and thescene

finished, in the following manner.]

O'Don. So now, as I was a-telling, if you

can get any
fnnd to ipeak to the

governor,

why, if they take it into their heads to reftore

her to you, you may chance to have
your daugh

ter again.

Min. True, reverend Sir. But, before we

trouble any body, we will firft try what we can

do at the convent ourfelves.

O'Don. By all mains. And, d'ye hear, you

need not mention
any thing about the pur!e;

you
underftand me ?

Clack. Your reverence need not fear us.

CDcn. Nay, it is upon account of yourfelves

that I fpeak; becaafe one's charity fhould be pri

vate, you know-, therefore, to make publication

would take
away moft of the merit. If

you

fail, 1 will ftep to the convent, and fee what

can be done.

Mrs. Min. Very kind, reverend Sir. Then,

we v, ill go afier the girl to the convent diredtly.
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Clack. But take care what you fay! you fee

what a hobble we had like to have got into.

Mrs. Min. Never fear; I know how to be

have myfelf. [Exeunt.

O'Don. It was an odd freak of St. Francis

to forbid us touching of money; unlefs, indeed,

his firft followers were a parcel of pickpockets,

and he thought of this method to break them.

But, however, as the hereticks are
gone, and

there is no danger of giving offince, by Sr.

Francis's lave I will examine the contents of

tUis purfe. Stay ! who have we here ?

[Draws back.

Enter Viper.

Viper. The wind is veering, and when it

comes fair, my
old knight within will be for

hying homewards by the very
firft fhip. Let

me fee : Can I hit on no fcheme to give him

one little fqueeze more ? To be fure, what with

tailors, traitears, toymen,
the girl, and the

gaming-table, my trip to Paris has turn'd out

pretty
well. One fmart parting blow I fhould

be glad to

O'Don. Save you, good Sir!

Viper. Damn thele bare-footed beggars! a

fet of lazy, lubberly—You may
as well fhift your

ground, father; you
will get nothing from me.

O'Don.
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O'Don. Be it ever fo little! we have no

thing but the benevolence of good Chriftian

peo—He}'! fure it can't be '
by my fhoul, but

it is !—What, Doctor Viper ! who expected to

fee you at Calais ?

Viper. Pray, honeft friend, when did our ac

quaintance commence ?

O'Don. It is not a
very long ftanding. Come,

do fhake your memory
a bit, Dodtor, and

you

will foon recolledt me.

Viper. It will be to no purpofe.

O'Don. I warrant. Surely, my dear,when you

were the doer of the Scandalous Chronicle, was

not I death-hunter to the
very fame

paper ?

Viper. Hey ! why, you can't be Phelim

O'Flam !

O'Don. Not now; but I was about twilve

months
ago.

Viper. What could induce
you to turn Ca

puchin ?

O'Don. A few murders.

Viper. Murders ?

O'Don. Yes; in order to
pay off

my lodging, I

kill'd a couple of dozen of people, that hap-

pen'd to be alive and in good health ; fo the

printer would employ me no longer.

Viper. I told
you, O'Flam, what would hap

pen ; why, you became a perfect Drawcanfir;

put
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put more people to death than any
three phyti-

cians in London.

G'Dofi. What then, Doftor Viper ? fure,

your poifonous pen
did more mifehief than me j

My dead men walk'd about afterwards, and did

their bufinefs as if nothing had happen'd ; whilft

the ftabs made on peoples' good names, by

your rancour
and malice, will admit of no con-

folation.

Viper. How is this ?

O'Don. In fhort, my
dear Doflor, the only

difference between us is this; my
dead men are

all alive, and your
live men had much better be

dead.

Viper. Do you know, firrah, to whom you are

fpeaking ?

O'Don. You may fay that; from the
top to

the bottom, every chink and cranny, my dear.

Viper. Pay then proper refpeft to my cloth.

O'Don. What, d'ye mane it is a priell that

you
are ?

Viper. Without doubt.

O'Don. Then, upon my flioul, it muft be of

your
own ordination, like Mi". Melchizedeck,

A priell ? I'll wager my frock againft the price

of a mafs, that you
can't tell how many

the-

thirty-nine articles are.

Viper,
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Viper. An impudent, audacious

O'Don. A prieffc ? Whar, becaafc you
was

pariffi-clerk to-the Moravian meeting-houfe in

the Old-Jewry, and us'd to fnufne out their

Bawdy hymns to the tune of beaftly ballads

and' jiggs ? from thence you got expell'd for

robbing the poors' box

Viper. Me ?

O'Don. Then you became advcrtifement-fticker

to lottery-offices, auctioneers, ftage-coaches, and

mountebank-dodlors; but being detected in fell

ing the bills for wafte
paper

to
grocers, you gos

your difmiffal, you know——-

Viper. Rafcal! I know ?

O'Don. After that you turn'd fwindler, and

got out of gaol by an aft for the relief of infol-

vent debtors.

Viper. Many honeft men have been in the

fllme fituation.

O'Don. Lave honefly our, if you plaafe.

Then you became doer of the Scandalous

Chronicle; mow'd down reputations Hke muck;

pufh'd yourfelf into the
pay of lady Deborah

Dripping, produced anonymous paragraphs

againft her of your own compofition, and
got

paid by her for not putting them into
your

paper.

Viper*

/
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Viper. Where the devil could the fellow col

lect all this ftory ?

O'Don. Now from here, I fnppofe, you will

foon return home as a fugitive, and pay your

old detxs by a new act of parliament.

Viper. Well but, Mr. O'Flam

O'Don. O' Donnovan, if you plaafe. So you

fee, Dodtor Viper, you are pretty well known ;

and all
your

friends and acquaintance fhall foon

know you
as well as me in this town.

Viper. The devil ! well, but, my dear friend,

what can be the meaning of this ? why fhould

v.e two quarrel ?

O'Don. Whofe fault was it, Dodtor, I pray ?

Viper. Fault ? nobody's fault: I was a little

forgetful j
that is all. What ! we have been

connected before •,
and why fliou'dn't we now ?

ours is a natural alliance ; we are poor dogs, and

rich men are our game.

O'Don. For the matter of that, I have no

objection to hunting in couples.

Viper. That is right. Come, let us in, and

drown all aoimofuy in a bottle of Burgundy.

O'Den. I will wait upon you
at night; but I

have a little bit of bufinefs at prcfent.

Viper. Of
what kind ?

O'Don. To get
a girl out of a convent,

and re-

ftore her to her frinds and relations.

Vifer%
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Viper. A girl ?

O'Don. Ay, the daughter of them there Eng-

liih within.

Viper. Is the girl handfome ?

O'Don. I don't know that, but flie's
young.

Viper. That will
go

a good way. And fled

from her friends ?

O'Dor.. With a lover, they fay.

Viper. Gad, a thought is jult pop'd into
my

head, that, I fancy, will yield us both a good
deal of profit.

O'Don. Of what kind ?

Viper. I will inform
you within. Eut where

were
you bound ?

0'Don. To the convent.

Y'lpcr. Sufpend your vifit a while. Come

with me; I muft introduce you to a friend of

mine in the houfe. But, 1 hope this
greafy

garb has not tainted your mind with
any coy-

ncls or qualms.

O'Don. Not a bit; it is a convanient drefs

when one can't
get any other: It fuits well with

the cold of a winter diilrefs; but when the fun

and lummer of plenty returns, I lball fhed
my

coat like a colt.

"

When the devil was ill, the devil a monk would b

u
When the devil was wpll, the devil a monk was

he.
[Exeunt.
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[The Jcenes at the Convent Jucceeded, as in the

Trip to Calais; and the Aft ended with no other

variation than the followingJmall alteration in

Mrs. Clack's fpeech} p. 52. 'The Third Aft

was all new.']

Clack. True, fifter. But come-, let us
go

to the governor, as the friar advifed us; per~

haps he may put us in a way.

act



ACT III.

O'Donnovan, Sir Harry Hamper, and Viper, at a

table with wine and glasses.

Viper.

*yy
H AT, then, you know her. Sir Harry P

Sir II. Froii) a child ; and a fweet little

rofe-bud fhe was! by this time, fhe is in full

bloom, no doubt.

Viper. You fe.em to exprefs your
ft If with

fome ardor and warmth, as if you felt a fancy

for this fine delicate flower.

Sir H. Pho, pho! what chance have I to get

the poffeflion ?

Viper. I don't know that; a little contrivance,

and the help of a friend, have brought more

unlikely matters to bear.

Sir H. Why, Doming; if you would lend your

affiftance, there might be fome hopes, I confefs.

Viper. Of me, Sir Harry, you are always

fecure: But in my
old friend here, you will

find a more able atfiftant.

O'Don. You are plaafed to compliment, dear

Doctor Viper. TJnlels you
are greatly fallen
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off, for turning bachelors into hufoands, huf-

bands into cuckolds, and maids into miflrefies,

there was not a better practitioner within the

bills of mortality.

Viper. My dear monk, a truce to your com

pliments.

O'Don. Oh, the divil a bit of a compliment \

Viper. Well, well, you are always too kind

to your
friends: But, upon this occafioir, your

knowledge of this country

CfDan. That, indade

Viper. And, above all, the virtues of that

frock, will ftand us in excellent ftead.

O'Don. Why, to fay truth, I know but little

elfe it is good for.

Viper. Well, fhall we have its afllfrance ?

O'Dnn. You may fay that.

Viper. If this fcheme fucceeds, knight, it

will do you
immortal honour in England j

vour intrigue at Paris was a fine preparation.

Sir II. Do you
think that is generally known ?

Viper. In the mouth of every
mortal.

Sir H. Ay ? that is lucky indeed ! But how

{hall we bring this bufinefs about?

Viper. Nothing
fo eafy. Flam is, you know,

tie fired by the family,
if they can't fucceed them-

telves, to get
the girl out of the convent-

Sir II. True.

Viper,
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Viper. That defign is a fufficient pretence far

Vifiting the girl.

Sir II. Can't be a better.

Viper. As there is little probability that he

fhould prevail with Mifs to return to her father

and mother, let him pretend to have had art

interview with the young fellow her favourite,

who lies concealed in the town.

SirH. Well?

Viper. That, moved to companion by their

tender attachment, he is determined to lend his

aid to accomplifh his wifhes.

O'Don. By this mains, z little fpill Will be

gained from that quarter
too \afide~\.—Has flie

the fhiners, d'ye think ?

Viper. I warrant fhe is not come here
unpro

vided. That he is ready to condu6t her where

her lover lies hid, and lend his miniftry to finifh

his bufinefs.

O'Don. I am but a lay-brother, yoii know.

Viper. Nor I neither: But, for all that, I

wouldn't lcruple to tack together twenty couple

a-day.

Sir H. I don't doubt it.

O'Don. That, to be fure, is an anfwer.

Sir H. Rut how does all this concern me ?

Viper. I was coming to that. When the

monk has got poffefiion of Mifs, what prevents

t him



T H E C A P U C H I N. xzi

him from bringing the girl to my lodging ?

where, inftead of herfwain, fire will be agree

ably furprized to encounter Sir Harry.

: Sir II. It is a
very

fine plot, to be fure : But,

Domine, fuppofe the young thing fhould be

ikittifh, and not quite approve
of the change ?

Viper. We milft leave you to fettle that bufi-

nefs; but, from your
drefs and addrefs

O'Don. In trot, fhe muft be more than wo

man, to refufe fuch a figure.

Viper. A few prefents in hand, and vaft pro-

mifes upon returning to England

Sir H. And you
think fhe will comply ?

O'Don. Oh, never faar; fhe will melt in a

moment.

Viper. Befides, at worft, Flam and I fhall be

near you ■, and if a little compulfion fliould be

required

O'Don. Is it a rape that you
main ? upon my

fhoul, Doftor Viper, you are after ftepping be

fore me a <?ood daal in mifchief.

Viper. A rape
! no, no ; nothing like it, dear

Flam; only a little compulfion, to give the

lady an apology for following her own inclina

tions. Hey, Sir Harry! what are your
fenti

ments upon
the occafion ?

SirH. Should like it of all things in the

world! Iam quite agog
'till I—How pretty

R it
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it will Jbe, to fee the
poor thing pout, and'

fnivel, and fob, and pat me, and cry
I warranty

"

Go, you naughty thing!"—But is not there

fome danger ? won't their magiftrates, their'

policy, as they call it here, take it amifs ?

Viper. Oh, no ■, a gentleman here does what

ever he pleafes: Befides, it is but a ftep crofs

the Channel,, and there, you know, we are fafe.

Sir H. True, true.

Viper. And, upon fecond thoughts, let things

turn out as they willy I think it will be right,

at
your

time of life, to report it a rape ; it will

do your vivacity and vigour a good d«al of

credit.

Sir H. Will it I

Viper. To be fare. A rape, and upon a

nun too, for fo we muft call her; it will fhew

a noble contempt for decency, religion, and

virtue, and can't fail recommending you to all

people of fpirit.

Sir Ii. I fhould think fo : How one improves

by one's travels ! "Why, this would- never have

come into my head, had I ftay'd in the city.

Viper. Oh, fy ! never ; that air i-s too foggy.

Sir H. I ufed to be a little factious now and

then ; but that! Lord, that's nothing at all!

Viper. Oh, no merit in that; the natural corv-

fcquence of your food and
your

fuel.

Sit
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Sir H. But you
will take care to paragraph

me well in the papers; for if it fhould not be

known, why

Viper. The main point will be loft. Never

fear ! in
my

oLd paper,
I {till keep a place

open
: That no time may

be loft, I will fend it

to-night.

Sir II. I can't help laughing, to think how my

old friends, in Portfoken and Dowgate, will

flare when they comes to the article.

Viper. Ready to burft with envy, I warrant!—

Well, O'Flam, you know your part;
fet off as

foon as
you pleafe.

O'Don. Upon my fhoul,
Doftor Viper, there

are a few fcruples and qualms that begin to

rife in my ftomach.

Viper. Zounds, man, gulp 'em down then as

faft as
you

can !

O'Don. Upon myconfcience, they
won't go;

they fticlc ftiil in my
troat.

Viper. Hark'ee, Flam ! Would not a little

aurum polabile, a fmall deco<5tion of guineas, reT

move the obftruttion ?

O'Don. Why, to daal freely, Do£tor, i
look

upon
it there is fome fmall danger in what we

are about. Now, as to you two, you
are but

birds of paffage, you know; and being well

jvinged, can take your flight
whenever you plaafe.

R 2 Ytcr'

I



124 T H E CA'P UC H I N.

Viper. Well ?

O'Dofj. Now, as to myfelf, tho' I am at

home here, yet for all that I am but a ftranger;

and being, befides, as bare as a board, it is

but raafonable that . Sir Harry ihould fpare

me fome of his feathers, that
may,'

in cafe

of need, carry me out of gun-fhot, you know.

Sir II. By all manner of means.

Viper. But how fhall we manage it? Th-e

•'ules of
your order are fo very fevere as to

money
: I believe I had better receive it; and,

if you fhould want

O'Don. No, no, Doftor; you are a good

oafuift', and have filenced mo ft of my -fcruples :

Befides, at confeflion tomorrow, it is but lump

ing
in this with my other tranfgreflions.

Viper. Sir }Tarry ?

Sir II. On, by all manner of means ; here !

Viper. Thr-bw it into his Cowl.

O'Dcn. No, no; I can concaal it
very

well in

nv: flceVe.-M Te might have knocked aerainft
o o

r;ie'oi:Ker, perhaps; and that-would not haw

been altogether fo dacent.

Viper. Weil, well; all obftacles being removed,

difpat.-h, my- dear Flam, as foon as you can.

O "Don. 1 fha'n't negleft them. I muft-go to

vclper's.—But; Doctor Viper, as you are a con-

v:icn:ious m ■ii, and'one of the cloth, don't ytfu

; .

■

think
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think it would be right to have a few
prayers

put up, for
certain perfons, who have in agita

tion ibme important affairs?

Viper. Why, it mayn't be amifs.

O 'Bon. The community, you know, is always

con fidered upon
thefe occafions.

Viper. Oh, I dare fay Sir Harry won't fcruple.

Sir II. Not in the lead. But, to fay truth,

the reverend father has drawn me dry for th'e

prefent.

Viper. Oh, you may
be foon fupplied in the

houfe. Come, I will advance: Here, here !

O'Dg/J. And in palling by the trunk for the

poor,
if I was to drop in fomething handfome,

you
know it might draw down a bleffing upon

pur dt'fign.
•

Sir II. Domine, give him the whole purfe !

O' Den. I fhall have great pleafure
in larving

fo pious a man. Save you, gentlemen ! [Exi/.

Sir II. A fhrewd lenlible fellow this O 'flam,

let me tell you.

Viper. Yes, yes ;
he knows what he's about.

SirII. But, Domine, after
thebufinelsisfinilh'd,

how fhall we dilpofe of
the girl ?

Viper. Reitore her to her friends, and make it

a merit.

Sir H. But if fhe fhould turn out coy,
and -

complain of ill ufage ?

Viper.
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Viper. We mud impute it to fpite, as by your

means fhe is deprived of her lover.

Sir II. That, indeed—But will they believe it ?

Viper. Believe it! Flam and I will fwear to

the fact.

Sir H. That indeed—But who have we here ?

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin and Mrs. Clack.

Oh, Mrs. Clack ! what fuccefs have
you

had ?

Clack. Came
away juft as we went; the young

jade whines about falling and
penance

like a

Methodift teacher, and talks of embracing po

verty, as if fhe was a
peer of the realm.

Min. She poverty ? 'tis all a pretence ! it is

fomebody elfe Hie wants to embrace.

Sir II. Why, Domine and I have been laying

our noddles together.

Clack. Your worfhip is wonderfully kind !

Viper. Sir Harry has employed a prieft here in

this town ; perhaps you
have leen him ?

Mrs. Min. D'ye mean his reverence with the
*

:

long beard ?

Viper. The fame. The friar is juft difpatch'd

to the convent-, and as the
great point is to get

the girl out of their clutches, he is to perfuade

her that lhe is to be conducted direftly to Drugget.

Mrs. Min. But, inftead of that, he is to bring

tyer to us ?

Viper.
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Viper. No, no; that would be too abrupt! to

Sir Harry Hamper; who, as a friend to the

family, will teach her her duty, and what fhe

owes to her friends.

Clack. That will be very
kind in his honour.

Sir Ii. I fhrall fpare no means, Mrs. Clack,

to make her fubmit.

Mrs. Min. But I hope his honour won't pufli

things to extremities; for you know, Matthew,

fhe Itill is our child.

Min. Extremities ! Sir Harry has undertaken

a more difficult tafk than he is aware of: The

young
flut is fo headftrong and fra&ious, that

my
old friend will find it out of his power,

if

fhe continues obftinate, to make her comply.

Sir H. Well, well •, it is but trying, however.

Viper. You will take care to be in the houfe

if we fhould want you. Come, Sir Harry, wa

muft hie home, to wait for the monk.

[.Exeunt Sir Harry
and Viper*

Clack. Comey good folks, who can tell but

feis honour may compafs this job ?

-

Mi)!. I can't lay I have any great expectations.

My old friend, when he liv'd amongll us,
was

never over-famous for his powers
of perfuafionj

and I ean hardly think that age
has improv'd

his abilities. {Exeunt.
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The Street.

Enter Dick Druzzet.
oo

Dick. It is impoffible for me to quit this town,

and leave my
deareft Jenny behind me-, there my

heart's treafure lies hid, and there, fpite of myfelf,

I am carried by an irrefiftible impulfe. To fee

her,I fuppofe, is impoffible; and equally difficult

to give or receive
any intelligence. Hufh ! I

muft hide.—Hey! no, fure! yes-,
it is Jenny her-

felf! but who the deuce can it be that conducts

her?

Enter 0' Donnovan and Jenny.

O' Don. The houfe is hard-bv, at the other end
J *

of the town; and ftands alone, between the inn

and the fnuff-ffiop.

Jenny. Your goodnfcfs, my dear father, to a

poor
unfortunate vidtim, I want words to

acknowledge. Your lelf-denial and mortified

ftate place you
above the reach of

any pecu

niary-

O'Dcn. My fweet pretty cratur ! in a£fe cf

charity, indade, to folks
poorer

than we are, if

any fuch can be found, we are always plaas'd

to convey any donations.

Jenny. I (hall think myfelf happy to affift lo

pious a purpofj [fee's for her purfe],—Blefs me!

is
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is not that my
dear Dicky, who ftands there ac

the corner ?

O'Don. Dear Dicky ! who the divil is he ?

Jenny. The very youth to whom you were

going to convey
me.

O'Don. Pho, pho ! how can that be? be-

caafe why, I left him at home ; and how can

he be in two places at once ? unlefs, indade, he

had wina,s.
□

Jenny. His impatience, I fuppofe, made him

follow you
hither.

- O'Dcn. Pox take his impatience! But I tell

you, Mifs, it can't be;
becaafe why, 1 never faw

that parfon before.

Jenny. But I have, and therefore can't doubt:

I mud run to him, father-, for I know it is he.

O'Don. Is it? Then my
belt

way
is to run

from him as faft as I can. [Exit.

Jenny. Dicky
!

Dick. My deareft Jenny ! this is an unex

pected plealure
indeed. But who was that with

you ?

Jenny. The honeft father you
fent to con

duct me.

Dick. Me ? I have neither feen nor fpoke to

a foul.

Jenny.
No I

S Dick j
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Dick. No. This is iome plot of your parents,

to get you into their clutches.

Jenny. Perhaps fo. But where can we
go

?

have you fecur'd no retreat ?

Dick. How could I, my love ? as I hadn't

the fmalleft hopes of—But here comes the priett

again, and fomebody with himj let us turn down

this flreet, and avoid him. [Exeunt.

Enter O' Donnovau and Viper.

O'Don. There, there they go
!

Viper. I fee, I fee. A fine girl, as I live!

too nice a tid-bit for an apprentice, or
my

mufty old knight: I'll try if I can't fecure

her myfelf.—O'Flam !
you

know Bet Bonner,

the milliner's girl, that lived with me in Lon

don ?

CDon. You may fay that.

Viper. When 1 went with the knight, [ left

her in my lodgings in town ; itep to her this

inftant.

O'Don. Well ?

Viper. Explain to her the bufinefs of Ham

per, convey
her to him as Minnikin's daughter;

{he knows well enough how to aflume the airs

of a novice.—But there is hardly time to in-

ftrud her. Ten to one, too, this blockhead

will
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will make fome damn'd blunder or other.—

O'Flaml

O'Don. Well ?

Viper. Upon fecond thoughts, you had bed

undertake this bufinefs yourfelf.

Q'Don. What d'ye main ?

Viper. Pafs yourfelf on the knight as the

party.

O'Don. What, me, for old Minnikin's

daughter ?

Viper. Ay.

O'Don. Oh, lave off! I fhall be aafily taken

for a lovely lals, to be fure.

Viper. Why not ? he muft be in the dark, to

execute his own intentions, you
know.

O'Don. That is true. But how fhall I hide

my
voice ? he may

fee that, you know, without

the help of a candle; befides, I am told I have

a fmall twiLl in my tongue.

Viper. Oh, as to that, Hamper is no critic in

dialcdts; befides, fay little, and foften your

tones as much as you
can.

O'Don. But if he fhould turn out too fami

liar, what will I do then, Doftor Viper ?

Viper. It
will be eafy enough ro repel any

violence from a man of his age. Befides, I

will think of fome expedient
to bring you

fpeedy relief.
1 '

S 1 O'Dcn.
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O'Don. Well, well! upon my fhoul, after all,

there is a good daal of fun in the fancy.

Viper. You are to take him for Drugget, you

know.

O'Don. No bad match for my linfey-woolfey.

Viper. Oh, a truce to
your

wit now, and dis

patch, I befeech you.

O'Don. I
go,

I
go. [Exit.

Viper. They are either houfed, or mud return

back again j
this is no thoroughfare. Oh, here

they come.

Enter Dicky and Jenny.

I am glad I have met with
you. Come, come !

I hav'n't a moment to lofe.

Jenny and Dicky. Sir !

Viper. That rafcally prieft is gone for the

guard ; you
will have a file of mufqueteers here

in a minute.

Dicky. What have I done ?

Viper. Done! don't you know, that to fteal a

girl from a convent in this country is a capital
crime ? ^

Dicky. Sir, as I hope for mercy, I am inr

nocent!

Viper. Innocent! befides, a prieft to accufe

you
! won't they find

you together ? is not that

proof enough of your guilt ? In a word, I know

your
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your whole (lory; I pity, and am ready to ferve

you.

Jenny. Good Sir, what can we do ?

Viper. You hav'n't a moment to lofe : Run to

the port, throw yourfelf into the firft veffel you

fee, and make for England as faft as you
can.

Dicky. And what muft become of Mifs

Jenny ?

Viper. Leave her to my care; I am well

known in this town, and can conceal her with

eafe.

"Jenny. But, Sir, how—who

Viper. Oh, child, be under no apprehenfions 5

my motive is folely companion: Befides, my

cloth is a fufficient fecurity.

Dicky. Cloth ? perhaps the gentleman is a

clergym

Viper. Hufh ! that muft not be known where

we are.

Jenny. On that facred chara&er I can fafely

rely.

Viper. We lofe time ! a truce to your regrets,

and your raptures ; I will foon bring you
to

gether, I warrant. That way leads to the quay.

Come, Mifs; it is but a ftep to my houfe.

Jenny. This wonderful elcape I owe to your

goodnefs.

Viper. I could do no lefs, as aChriftian. \_Exf.

A Chamber,
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A Chamber> darkened,

Sir Harry Hamper alone.

Sir H. Mifs will foon be here, I fuppofe.

Well, after all, for improving the mind, and

removing foolifh prejudices, there is no
country

like France : No wonder our
young folks of

fafhion turn out fuch fine fellows, ecod!—

Here Ihe is, I believe. No.—A lad who

comes over here at nineteen or twenty, may

well pick up
all the pretty accomplifhments,

when I, at feventy, in lefs than three months,

have learnt to
game, whore, defpife my own

country, laugh at religion, and, as far as

inclination will
go,

am ripe and ready for any

frolic or fun. Well faid, old Harry! After

all this, my young
miftrefs in London can't

refufe me, I think; the devil's in her, if I

hav'n't done enough to convince her that I have

icowered off all thp fneaking lhiveling cit, and

am Sts profligate as if I had been born a—

Hulh ! the door opens.

; Enter 0
'

Donnovan.

O' Don. Sir Harry !

Sir 11. Well ?

O'Don. Are you fure
you are there ?

Sir II. Without doubt.

0 'Don.
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O' Don. And alone ?

Sir H. Yes.

O'Dcn. And no light ?

Sir II. Don't
you

fee ?

O'Don. I didn't know but
you might have a

candle concaaled.

Sir Ii. Where ? in my pocket ?

O'Don. Come, Mifs, you may enter. [Exit,

Jenny \yoithin\. Hands off, you rude ruffian I

Sir II. What the deuce noife are they making ?

Jenny. What, are they all dead in the houfe ? no

creature to lend me affiftance ?

Sir II. What can this mean ?

Jenny. Or have you
all confpired to betray me?

For Heaven's fake, lome Chriftian body——

Mrs. Milt. [yuithin.~\ It is my daughter's voire.

Here, houfe !

Min. \_zvithin.~\ Zounds, break down the door!

Mrs. Min. Which room are they in ?

Min. The noife came from this.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Minnikin, Mrs. Clack, Colomel,

0
'

Dcnncz-an, and Codling.

Min. Have you
feen any thing of my daughter,

Sir Harry ?

Sir II. Your daughter 1

Jenny. Unhand me ! This door too is locked.

Whar, will no mortal come to me?

Mrs.
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Mrs. Min. There Hie is.

Min. Let me come ! [Breaks open the door,

Enter Jenny.

jenny. Proteft me, fave me
1

Mrs. Min. It is her. Look up, Jenny! don't

you know us, my
child ?

Jenny. My mother ? Oh, Madam !

Mrs. Min. Recover your fright; you are now

out of danger. What has been the matter, my

love ?

Jenny. Thegreateft villain, the greateft rhonfter!

Min. Who ? what ?

Jenny. Firft got me into his
power, by the

pretended fan£tity of his chara£ter

Min. Well P

Jenny. Finding his delufive offers reje6ted, pro

ceeded to violence, when my
cries brought you

to
my aid.

Min. This is fomeparlevtnt rafcal! they don't

mind a
rape

or a robbery here.

Mrs. Min. Not they ; Lord fend us fafe to

Old England, fay I !

Min. Come out here ! let us have a
peep

at

your muns, Mounfeer, if you pleafe. [Pulls cut

Viper.'] Fley ! who the devil——Why, this is

Sir Harry's Domine Viper !

Omnes, Sure enough !

Kliti\
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'Klin. His tutercr, as fure as a guri! But who

i:he deuce is he; Sir Harry ?

Sir H. Heaven knows! I pick'd him up
here

in this town.

Mrs. Min. Some vas-aboning feller, I warrant.
» O

~

Min. The rafcal won't make a reply. Come,

friend ! who and what are you ?

Viper. What right have you
to enquire ?

Min. Your villainous attack on my daughter

gives me a right; and before we part
I will know.

Viper. Will you
? Then alk it of thofe that

will tell you.

Min. What, can nobody

'Clack. Perhaps his reverence here may; for

he feems to know inoft of the folks in the towm

O'Don. Me ? I know nobody out of the

convent.—I belaave I had better fhaar off; for

perhaps by-and-bye they may
take it into their

heads to makefome enquiries after me ofmyfelfj

and, for the prefent, it will be more convanient

to drop the acquaintance. [Exit.

Min. But, what the deuce, can nobody give

us an account who he is ? Where's landlord ?

Colonel. You feem ail ftrangers to this honeffc

gentleman.

Min. Oh, this perhaps is fomebody who

belongs to the town. Why, Sir, if you could

give us fomc information

T Colonel.
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Colonel. Nay, I can't boaft the honour of hi#

acquaintance, nor, from the account of his*

countrymen, lhould 1 be
very

ambitious to

rtiake it.

Min. Ay, like enough j and
pray, Sir, who—-

Colonel. The various particulars of his hiftory

would be rather too tedious at prefent: thus far

I may
venture to fay; his refidence here is not

a mere matter of choice.

Viper. Is the preferring the genial climate of

France, to the fogs cf yoUr favourite ifle, any

great matter of wonder ? In fhort, I like neither

your country nor people.

Colonel. For which you have dcmbtlefs
very

good reafons : But believe this as a truth, Mafter

Viper ; no man ever yet dsferted his country,

unlefs he had been firft by his country deferted.

Viper. You are
very partial, Colonel (for I

know you), confidering England as a fpot to'

which
you

can never lay any claim.

Colonel. Why not ?

Viper. Wafn't
your father a rebel ?

Colonel. True.

Viper. And are not you an officer in the fer-

vice of France ?

Colonel. I was; but
my prefent royal maftfr,

above the narrow prejudice of punifhing th»

principles of parents iiv their unfortunate oM-

lprisg,
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fpringj has accepted my fervice, and reftored

rny family to the rights of their country.

Clack. Well faid!

Sir li. Ay, and well done too ! to reclaim by

clemency, is the nobleft victory a monarch can

gain over his fubjefts.

Min. But what can we do with this fellow ?

is there no method of punifhing fuch a

Colonel. Let him alone ; a gentleman of hi?

particular turn can't long efcape the prying

eyes of
the police in this town ; and I promife

you they lhan't want a key to his charafter.

Sir II. But, Colonel, I begin to fufpeft that

I too have been bit by this Viper; couldn't I

flop him, juft to make him account for

Viper. Stop me ? you had bell take care of

yourfelf: You forget a few obligations of yours

I have in my pocket; which, as I find you are

quitting this country, I lhall endeavour to get

better fecured. [Exit.

Sir H. Now there is a rafcal!

Colonel. How came you
to place any

confi

dence in a man without the fmalleft recom

mendation ?

Sir II. Lord, who could fuppofe that a coun

tryman
would impofe upon

Colonel, Your countrymen
? the very

laft

T % people^
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people, unlefs they are well known, you fhould

truft or cherilh in France.

Sir H. And why fo ?

Colonel. The necefluy they lie under of fhift-

ing their quarters, is, with but too
many

of them, their only reafon for crofting the

Channel.

Min. Indeed ?

Colonel. And I will venture to lay, without

the concurrence of fome of thefe gentry, no

confidera.blefraud has ever been committed
upon

our young giddy travellers in this part of the

world.

Codl. Vaft curus indeed! that fhall
go

into

my journal.
"
Obferwation : The French who

rob and cheat the Britifh fubjedts in Paris,
u

are all of them Englifh."

Mrs. Mm. Ay, ay; all birds of a feather.

Let us
go home and leave them, as faft as we

can. Well, Jenny, I'-hope there is an end of

all thy vagaries: Thee.,feeft what premunirers

thy wilfulnefs had near brought us into.

Clack. Nay, filler, don't prefs the girl for

the prefent: Let Mr. Codling continue his

eourtfhip; and in time, I warrant, the girl will

tolnply.

Codl. Why, father-in-law that was to have

beeiij,
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been, it feems to me, and to fay truth, from

the famples I have had, before I fettles I ihould

like to fee a little more of the world.

Min. Nay, Mafter Codling, you may do as

you lift; nobody wants to compel you.

Mrs. Min. For the matter of that, if Dick

Drugget's friends are inclined, they are well to

pafs in the world; and who can tell, in the end,

but one match may be as good as the other?

Codl. Why, as they are fo vaft fond of each

other, I think it is the beft ftep you can take.

For my part.,
I have made

up my mind : I'll

part with my fhop? voyage
round the world for

the reft of my life, and, like other great tra

vellers, communicate my obferwations, for the

good of my country.

I FINIS,
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