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PREFACE.

If the Reader of the following Comedy
is a reader of Newfpapers in general, he

will, probably, lit down to perufe it with

fome prejudice in it's disfavour. To do away

this prejudice, it is recommended to begin
where he would naturally finifh ; and read

the 'Epilogue firft. The grovelling Doer of

daily Papers has, there, been difturbed in

his occupation : and who that difturbs a

Scavenger, while he is driving his dirty
vehicle through the town, is exped:ed to

efcape without being plentifully befpat-
tered ?

That the prefent Piece has experienced
this kind of nafty revenge, is obvious: and,

in moft of the publick prints, it has been

c<
Winnow'd with fo rough a wind,

"
That even its Corn has feem'd as light as Chaff,

"
And good from bad found no partition !"

The forenefs which the venal fpinners of

malicious paragraph have evinced, on this

occafion, is an acknowledgment that they
feel themfelves clofely defcribed in the Epi

logue. It is a
cap, which, with fome

very few exceptions, (as fitly as
"

your

barber's chair fits all"—very oppofite ex

tremities,) fits all their heads. The thick

head, the foft head, the block-head, or any
head.



( iv )

The few heads it does not fit—the im

partial heads of Newfpaper criticifmi--

fcarcely, perhaps, exceeding the heads of

Cerberus in number—cannot be wounded

by the expofure of their community. They

may laugh, indeed, like FalflafF, at the
ap

pearance of his ragged regiment, and
cry—

'

If I am not afhamed of
my brethren, I am

aTouc'd gurnet! A hundred and fifty tatter'd

prodigals, lately come from fvvine-keeping;
from eating draffs and hufks !" but they may,

alfo, fay,
"

for theirmalice, I know not where

they had that, and for their projiitution—
I am fure they never learnt that of Me."

Men of candour and fhrewd remark, pub-

lickly chronicled for unbiafs'd opinion.
The Bees of Criticifm, who are pleas'd
in feledting the fweets of an Author, when

he has any, and feldom fting till they are

provoked; it would be wanton, and abfurd

to attack: but the Grubs the canker

worms infedts generated from corruptiont
and detrimental to the fair fruits of induftry

—every labourer in the Dramatick vine

yard is doing good, when he treads on

them. Pity it is the Grubs are fo
very

nu

merous ! Pity, that the Canker-worms can

prey upon more than the produce of lcenick

fiftion! and that many refpectable and

douriihing branches of this kingdom are fuf-

fer'd to be blighted by their pellilential pol
lution !

The Calumny heap'd on individuals, in

daily prints, generally convey'd with art

fufficient
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fufficient to elude the letter of the Law, is

notorious, and calls aloud for reform. The

liberty of the Prefs is profaned by the licen-

tioufnefs of the Newfpapers. It becomes

a fandtuary for the worfl of all afiafllns—

the affaflins of private character—the man

glers of reputation, and the dark murderers

of the
peace

of families !

The trader in aflaffination is feldom with

out a double calling : The Bravo finds fre

quent practice in the capacity of Pander.

In Newfpapers, the qualifications for either

are infeparable ; and the ruffian, who ftabs

with llander and defamation, is feen grofsly

ferving the purpofes of employers, who

will
pay the price of his venality.—The ab-

jedt tool of thofe who luft: for fame, and

condefcend to hire a defpicable animal to

procure it!

It has been aflerted, in the filly triumph of

vapid Citicifm, after confidering Ways and

Means as inferior to the Author's more earlv
«<

production, Inkle and Tarico, that little

can be expedted from the future efforts of a

pen, which already manifefls imbecillity,
and promifes annual declenfion. Diredt

praife never gratifies fo effectually as unin

tentional commendation: and when the

Author declares Inkle and Yarico, though

previoufly adted, to have been Jubfequently
written, he cannot help fmiling, more, per

haps, with contempt than pleafure, at the

unde-
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undefigned compliment which pronounces

his progreffive improvement.
This Comedy, however, has completely

anfwered his expectations ; which were too

limited to expole him to much disappoint
ment. Not attempting to fix ferious atten

tion by his ftory, he fees it,with indifference,

receive as little as he has beftow'd
upon it.

Laugh and whim were his objedls; and

the mirth and good humour of his audi

ence, whatever malice or mifreprefentation

may affirm to the contrary, have convinced

him that his defign is accomplilh'd.

PRO-



PROLOGUE,

Written by the Hon. Francis North.

ARE all the Members here?-—I mifs fome faces—

My Honourable Friends! pray keep your places.

To-night, with head and heart at your devotion,

A fcheming Bard brings forward a new Motion:

Opens his Budget, in the following Scenes,

And to your Candour trulls his Ways and Means.

Some teftyCritic, with contemptuous facer,

Exclaims—" a Poet, and a Financier !

In paths untrodden, rafhly, dare advance,

And blend Poetic Numbers, with Finance !"

At firft, the Cenfure may not feem untrue ;

For what has Fiiftion with Finance to do ?

Yet, fince all Fafhions have been learnt from France,

There's nothing now but fidtion in Finance.

Be it my talk, with triumph, to explain

The vaft refources of the Poet's brain.

No earthly houfe has he, that needs repair,

He builds ideal caftles—in the air!

Parnaflus yields his Mufe a foft retreat,

While rich Padtolus flows beneath his feet.

Yet in thefe days ofCommerce, and plain Senfe,

When Poetry is valued iefs than Pence,

Some hard, Pro/aic Butcher, may refufe,

A Leg ofMutton to a hungry Mufe:

Unfeeling Tapfters, cold to Fancy's beams,

Won't barter Porter, for Pattolian ftreams:

Not Homer's Verfe, nor Orpheus' founding Lyre,

Could buy one Peck of Coals, to feed their fire.

From othersWoes, o.ur Bard Experience gleans,

And turns his attive Mufe to
"

Ways and Means

Do you grant largely the Supplies; nor fear

A Tax too heavy for another year.
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WAYS and MEANS, & c.

ACT I.

SCENE, An Anti-Room in an Inn.

[Bar Bell ringing violently.]

Paul Peery discovered, in a Chair, asleep.

Enter Mrs. Peery.

Mrs. Peery.WHy Paul! why Hufband!

Perry. Eh! What! (waking.)

Mrs. Peery. For fhame! for fhartte, Mr-

Peery! The bar-bell has been ringing this half

hour; and here you deep like the rufty clapper
of it; and fcarce ftir when you are pull'd—and
when you are, you only waddle about a little bit4

and then ftand ftill till you are pull'd again.

Peery. Prithee, Wife, be quiet—You know

I was always famous for giving fatisfadlion.

Mrs. Peery. Were you
! I wifli I cou'd find

it out.

Peeryk But what's the matter ?

Mrs. Peery. Packets are the matter—Dili-

gences
are the matter. Sea and land-Cargoes*

and carriages. Four fea-fick gentlemen, from

Calais; and tour ladies, juft ftept out of the Mail
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Coach, from Canterbury.-—The men, I believe,
are making enquiries for the machine to London.

Peery. Are they? Then fhew 'em all into

one room. I pity the poor gentlemen.—Nothing
is fo dreadful as fea ficknefs—fo put 'em all

together—and then they'll only be fick of one

another, you know. (Bell rings.)

EnterWaiter.

Waiter. Two gentlemen in a poft-chaife, with

a fervant, from London, Sir. [Exit Waiter.

Mrs. Peery. Run, Mr. Peery !

Petty. Aye, aye—You take care of the ftage-

coacKes, and let me alone for the poft-chaife

gently.-.--Here, Lewis, John, William! Shew

a room, here, to the gentlemen, there !

[Exit bawling

Enter Waiter, Jhewing in one French and three

Englilh Pajfengers, from the Packet.

-

Wait. Walk in, Gentlemen !

Mrs. Peery. Walk in, gentlemen, if you

pleale. Welcome to England! welcome to

Dover, gentlemen!

ift Pajf. So—juft fix o'clock in the morn-

ing—becalm'd at fea—not a wink ail night—
the devil take this packet, fay I. I'm rumbled,

and tumbled, and jumbled.
Mrs. Peery. I'm extremely forry for it, Sir!—-

but—■—

French P. Now, begar, it do me goot.

Mrs Peery. I'm vaftly happy to hear it—do

you chufe any refrefhment, Sir ?

F. Pajf. Vous avez raifon—I never vas fo

rcfrefh in all my life.

Mrs. Pccry\
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Mrs. Peery. I am very glad indeed. Sir !

2dPaJf. I'm damn'd fick.

Mrs. Peery. I'm very forry, I a flare you,

Sir !

F. Pajf. Ma foi, Madame have beaucoup de

Politeile !

id. Pajf. Get me a glafs of braftdy~-ti tol,
lol—I feel confounded qualmifh, but tol, lol, lol,
la-—I don't like to own a fea ficknefs—and—

"

Britons ever rule the waves." (ftnging, and

vJmothering his unecfinejs.)
F. Pajf. Briton rule de vave! I tink de vave

rule you ma foi, ha! ha!

id Pajf. Right, Mounfeer! in the prefent
cafe, I

grant you. Packet failing—mere plain
water

agrees beft with your folks: but when there

is occafion to mix a little of our Britifh fpirit
with it, why it's always too much for a French

ftojnach. Now that's the timewhen an Englifh-
man never feels qualmiih at all.

Enter Waiter, fhewing in four Women.

Mrs. Peery. Servant, ladies.

iji Woman. Lard ! this Mail coach is the

worft
conveyance in the world. It fqueezes four

people together like two double letters.

Mrs. Peery. Difagreeable to be fure, Ma'am !

ift Man. And that infernal packet!

Mrs.Peery. Nothing can be half fo bad, Sir !
id Man. B*ut then the cabin—

Mrs. Peery. Except the cabin, your honour!
id Woman. And riding backward in a coach

—augh!
Mrs. Peery. I can't conceive

any thing fo

fhocking, Ma'am!

F. Pajf. Voila la politefle encore!

Mrf. Peery. Beg pardon, ladies and gentle-
B 2 men-'-
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men.—But our houfe is fo. full at prefent, we

have but one room to fpare; the cloth is laid in

it for breakfaft, and it will be ready direftly—

hope you will excufe the—-

ift Man. Oh! certainly, Hoftefs: travel

lers, you know—ifyou'll give me leave, Ma'am,

I ft Woman. Sir, you are very obliging.

(The men hand the Women)
Mrs. Peery. Here, William, wait on the com

pany.

F. Pajf. Ah! ceft drole! pair and pair?
twoby two! \Lxeunt Men, handing out the Women. ]
Mrs. Peery. Shew 'em into Noah's Ark,Wil-

liam, dye hear ? (Bell rings) coming ! Here,,

John! Lewis! coming! [Exit.

SCENE, A Room in the Inn.

Enter Peery, Jhewing in Random and Scruple.

Peery. This
way, your honours; this way I

oneftepat the door, ifyou pleafe.
Rand. Step on, Sir, if you pleafe—pay the

poft-boy, and fend in the fervant (Peery going)
and, harkee, landlord! what's the name of

your houfe ?

Peery. The Ship, your honour. The oldefl,
and bed eftablifh'd houfe in the town, Sir.

Rand. Very well; then give us a better room,

and get us fome breakfaft.

Peery. It fhall be done, Sir. I fuppofe, gen
tlemen, you mean to crofs to Calais?

Scruple. Pfhaw!

Peery. You intend to take water, gentle
men?

Rand. No, Sir, but we intend to take your

wine. We may ftay here fome days, perhaps.

Peery.
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Peery. Thank your
honours! every thing

fhall be had to your fatisfaftion; and as far as a

cellar and larder can gc I think I—vaftly

oblig'd to your honours! Here, Lewis William,

breakfaft for two in the Lien, tnere, [Exit.
Rand. Well faid, my

t iorough, clumfey,

talkative innkeeper'.—and no.v, my dear Scru

ple, after our night's journey, welcome to Do

ver, Here we are, you fee—not with the old,

ftale intention of taking a voyage to the conti

nent ; but a voyage
to the ifland of Love.

Scruple. But fuppole we fhould find neither

wind nor tide in our favour ?

Ran. Whv then we fhall be love bound here

a little, that's all. But, hang it, why anticipate
evils? If we are to be unlucky, the lefs we think

ofit the better—confound all thinking, fay I.

Scrup. Confound thinking, Mr. Random!

I'm fure it's high time to think—and that
very

ferioufly.
Ran. Hey-day! Moralizing!

cc

Confound

thinking, Mr- Random!" Yes, Sir, confound

thinking:—I'm fure thinking would confound

us; and moft confoundedly too, Mr. Scruple,
at prefent.

Scruple. Yet one can't help having one's

doubts.

Ran. Poh! prithee don't doubt at all-—doubt-

ing is mean and mechanical; and never enter'd

the head or heart of a gentleman. Why, now,

ifyou oblerve from our own daily experience, the

people that doubted moft were either our—

taylors, or tavern-keepers, or fhoe-makers •, or

fome fuch pitiful puppies—Zounds, man, don't

be faint-hearted now! we fhall never win our

fair ladies, at this rate—befides, haven't we all

the reafonahle hopes in the world ?

Scrup.
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Scrup. Why we are fure of tkeir good wifn'3,

I believe.

Rand. Certainly—and as t"> any trifling c b-

flacles, fuch as father and mother, or fo—

chance muft aired us.

Scrup. But may
not thofe trifling obftacles

you mention

Rand. Pfhaw! doubting again! why you are

more of a Mandarin, on a chimney piece, than

a man—there's no touching you but your head

begins fliaking. Confider, we attack'd 'em at

Bath, where they were three weeks ago, on
a vifit

to a female friend, without impertinent relations

about 'em to give 'em advice—and made, I

think, no inconfiderable progrefs:

Scrup. Granted; But they were then fuddenly
call'd home to their father's, the baronet's, near

Dover, here; who hinted, in his letter, at no

very diftant match for both of 'em.

Rand. O never fear: if the girls are averfe

to it; and they, at our parting, like fimpledam-
fels in romapce, bewail'd" their cruel fate, while

we, like true knights errant, promis'd to refcue

them from confinement. But you
had more

opportunities with your flame than I; why did

not you marry her at once ?

Scrup. Becaufe I lov'd her.

Rand. Well, that's fome- reafon too—you

•would have made a damn'd unfafhionable figure,
I confefs.

Scrup. You miftake me, I had too much

honour to impofe on
my Harriet's amiable fim-

plicity; and have the utmoft deteftation for mar

rying merely to make a fortune. In thefe in

terefted cafes, if we keep up appearances,
after

marriage, the wife becomes a clog and incum

brance; if we throw off the malk, we are mak

ing a worthy woman, perhaps, miferable, who

has
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has afforded the only means of making her huf-

band eafy.
Rand. Mighty romantick, truly! and charm

ing policy for a fellow without a guinea!

ScrUp. My policy was chofen from the Pro

verb, Random; I thought honefty the belt. I

confefTed to her my embarrafs'd circumftanccs.

Rand. Charming!

Scrup. Told her I had nothing to boaft of

but my family; whom
my imprudence had dii-

obliged.
Rand. Excellent!

Scrup. And thus, by candidly acknowledging
myfelf unworthy her affections, I, undefignedly,
infur'd them.

Rand. Pugh! this
may do well enough for

the grave, fentimental, elder filter: but Kitty's
the girl for my tafte—young, wild, frank, and

i#?ady to run into my arms, without the trouble

of dying or fighing. Her mind full of fun, her

eyes full of fire, her- head full of novels, her heart

full of love—-aye, and her pocket full of mo

ney, my boy!

Scrup. Well, we mult now find means to

introduce ourfelves to the family; I dread en-

count'ring the old folks too—people in the

countty here, are apt to be fuipicious; they
afk

queer queftions fometimes.

Rand. Oh! the mere effeft of their fituation,
where they get more health than polifh.

Scrup. And yet old country families---

Rand. Are like old
country bacon—damn'd

fat and
very rufty, Scruple! But come, let's to

breakfaft, and fettle our plan over a
cup of cof

fee. But where the devil's our fcoundrel? we

only hir'd him over-night, and have fcarce fet

eyes on him fince. 4

Scrup. What, our joint lacquey ? that we en-

gag'd tor the expedition, to avoid enquiries—to

3 wait
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wait on us both—drefs us both—and fly on both

our errands, like a Ihuttle-cock between two

battledores ?

Rand. Yes, or like another Atlas, with all

our world upon his fhoulders. Only look at him,

Scruple!

Enter T iptoe, with aJmall portmanteau.

Tiptoe. Gentlemen, fhall I put down the lug

gage
?

Scrup. Aye on this table.

Tip. (putting it down) Whew! It's'enough

to make a man faint to look at it.

Rand. Why, you fcoundrel, it's all you
have

to bring in; and we have contrived, on purpofe

to make it eafy, to put both our cloaths in one

portmanteau.

Tip. That's the very
reafon I complain, Sir.

You don't know how fatiguing it is to
carry

double.

Ran. A fhrewd fellow this! He may
be of

ufe to us. And now we have time to enquire,

pray, Sir, what may your name
be ?

Tip. Tiptoe—Tiptoe, Gentlemen, at
your

fervice. I have feen better days, no offence to

your
honours—honeft Tiptoe once ftood a little

above the world; but now—all the world ftands

upon Tiptoe.

Soup. And pray, Sir, what were you for

merly i

Tip. A decent young man, Sir—that cou'd

drefs wigs, write a running-hand, and preferr'd

a lober, fteady family. I fhav'd my oldmafter,

bottled off his wine, copied his papers,
and kept

the key of his cabinet and cellar—In fhort, Sir,

I was his prime minifter.

Scrap. How came you
to leave him, Sir ?

Tip.
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Tip. Ruin'd by party, Sir.—Some of his

papers
were miffing, and as I kept the key—

I

Ran. Began to be fufpefted eh! honefl:

Tiptoe ?

Tip. Why, I can't tell how it was, Sir; but

the Cabinet was againftme—the whole houfe op-

pofed me—and
poor Tiptoe, like other great

men—

Rand. Was turned out, I take it ?

Tip. Oh fie! no, Sir: I refign'd. I then

fairly advertifed my abilities—<c Wants a place"
—can turn his hand to every thing—you gen

tlemen bid moft for me—here I am, and I hope

you'll have no caule to complain of my quali
fications.

Scrup. He'll make no bad embafiador for

us, at leaft, Random, and now to breakfaft, and

our plan of operations. If they fail—farewel,

dear, dear little England ! and yet I am wedded

to thee—

Rand. Like modern hufbands to their wives,

Scruple: it's almoft impoffible to be feen in one

another's company any longer.

[.Exeunt Random and Scruple.

Tip. Very fine company I feem to have got

into—hir'd in one inftant, by two men, I had

not heard of three moments: fet out on a jour

ney at four in the morning, and it had lcarce

ftruck five, when I began to fuipect they were all

fixes and fevens.

Enter a French Waiter.

Well, friend !

F. Waiter. Serviteur, Monfieur!

Tip. Friend! oh Lord! no!—It's the
enemy.

French waiters creep into fhabby Dover inns,

C like
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like French footmen into large London families.

French footmen! more fhame for their em

ployers! who ftarve their own poor country

men, to feed a fet of fkinny fcoundrels, whofe

looks give the lie to their living; and prove their

mafter's head in much nicer order than his heart

—What, you come to carry up
the Portmanteau,

I fuppofe ?

F. JVait. Oui—de portmanteau—dat be

long to—

Tip. Well take it (puts it on his jhouldsr) and

take care of it too, Monfieur, d'ye mind!—none

of your
old tricks of running away.

F. JVait. Never you fear—laiflez moi faire.

"
O! de road beef ofOld England" (Exit finging

Tip. There go
all the worldly goods of my

twopoor
mailers! and here comes our inquifitive

puppy
of a landlord. Dcuce take the fellow!

he alk'd me more que!lions at the bar of the inn,

than if I had been Brought to the bar of the Old

Bailey.

Enter Peery.

Peery. Ah! my
honeft friend—--fweet, honeft

Mr. Tiptoe, your fervant!

'Tip.

*

(-/tfids) How did he pick up my name,

now ?

Peery. I hope the two worthy gentlemen, I

have lhewn above flairs, have every thing to

their fatisfa&ion ? Tho' I fay it, that fhould

not fay it, Paul Peery, of the Ship, was ever fa

mous for giving latisfaftion. Which of the two

do you ferve, my friend ?

Tip. Umph! Serve!—why—a---*

Peery. His honour in grey? or—

Tip. Aye.

Peery. Or the-worthy gentleman in
green

?

Tip.
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Tip. Ycs.

Peery. Umph! Two fweet gentlemen, in

deed; and happy is one of e'm in a fervant.

You feem to give double the attendance of an

ordinary footman.

Tip. Why, tho' I fay it, that fhou'dn't fay
'jt—Tim Tiptoe was ever famous for giving
fatisfattion. (mimicking Peery.)

Peery. A clofe fellow! W ell, I wifh 'em

fuccefs with all
my heart, Mr. Tiptoe. You

have lived with 'em a long while, I imagine?

Tip. Why, 1 have liv'd with 'em long enough,
for t. Lit matter, Mr. Peery.

Peer,. They are of property no doubt?

Tf: Of fucli property,
Mafter Peery,—it's

impollible to defcribe it!

Peery. Indeed! And where
may their pro

perty lie at this time?

Tip. I believe ail their
property lies on the

fca coral, at this time.

Peery. Oh, ho! the fea coaft! What, in

fn;ps, i imagine?

Tip. Yes. It's all in the fhip.

Peery. So, fo! Merchants! Rich Rogues,
I'll lay my

life. (Jfide.) Ah! warm, warrrt!

Good men, Mr. Tiptoe! truiled by every body,
I warrant.

Tip. Trufted for a great while too, I
prc-

mife you,

Peery. I hope they find every thing to their

liking.—Muft be civil, here, (slfidej I hope
the room lints their honours ? I fhou'd be forry
to give any offence, I have given 'em a room

I give to the belt of
company.

Tip. Oh excellent!—-Make no apologies—
Your room is as good as

your company, Mafter

Peery.
C i Peery,
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Peery. Oh! you arc pleas'd to compliment;
but I was always famous for giving fatisfa&ion.

Random. (Without) Damn your houfe!---

Here! Tiptoe! Tiptoe, you fcoundrel!

'Tip. Coming direftly, fir.—You are right.
You were always famous for giving fatisfac-

tion.

Rand. Tiptoe!

Peery. Hark! Is it your Mafter?

Tip. Faith, I do not know. It's either his

honour in grey,
or the worthy gentleman in the

green.—Good bye, Mafter Peery!

Rand. Tiptoe!

Tip. Coming, fir ! [Exit.

Peery. Why, what the devil can thefe Mer

chants do at Dover ? A bit of a fmuggling bufi

nefs, perhaps—They muft be rich fellows by

the fervant's being fo faucy—and, then they call

about 'em, and abufe the houfe fo kindly!—
Oh! your abufive fellows are the belt cuftomers

in the world; for none pay fo well at an Inn, as

thofe who are always damning the waiters for

ill treatment. (Bar-bell)

Enter Waiter,

Wait. Sir David Dunder, of Dunder Hall^

fir, has had bufinefs in the town, before break-

fail, and ftept in, whilft his horfes put to, to

go back. [Exit.

Peery. Od's
my life! a rich man, a good na

tured gntleman; and lives but a mile off. The

only great man, I know, whole fituation never

keeps me at a great diftance.—An odd fellow

too! and takes more money from my houfe,

than a tax gatherer.—I can never keep a gueft
for his cuifed kind invitations. But he pays

well
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well while he flays. So,William! w'fc
'

holler!

rub down th: horfes, a .d fhew up
Sir Divid"

Dunder. [Exit.

(Scene continues.)

Peery returns, attending Sir David, talking as

entering.

Sir Dav. Pooh Paul, you're a blockhead—

There's two of 'em you
tell me?

Peery. Worth a plum a piece, Sir David.

Sir Dav. Plums! Figs!—How's your wife,

Paul, eh?

Peery. She's pretty—

Sir Dav. Be quiet, I know fhe is—And fo

thefe two Merchants are as rich as

Peery. Any thing, your honour.

Sir Dav, Damn'd good fimile—very new

too. Have they taken care of the horfes?

Peery. They're going to

■Sir Dav. Be quiet,—I know it—Merchants!

Hazard! VefTels are lottery tickets—two blanks

to a prize.

Peery. Right, your honour—and the fea—

Sir Dav. Is the worft wheel in the world for

'em, Paul; for when once they flick at the bot

tom, I wou'd not give a farthing for the chance

of their coming up.
Where do do they come

from ?

Peery. London—-London Merchants: and

they— . r

Sir Dav. I know it, you blockead—are re-

fpecled all over the world. London Merchants,

Paul, are like London Porter: a little heavy or

fo, fometimes; but flout, flifF, heady, old hog-
fheads, that keep up

the vigour of a flrong,

Lngiifh conilkution. Where are they going?

Peery.
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Peery. I can't tei!, Sir David; but if you

wifh for any intelligence
Sir Dav. You can't give it me. Tell 'err,

I wifh to be introduc'd, d'ye hear? Sir David

Dunder, Dunder Hall—you know the form—

Bart: Bloody hand, all that wifhes to

Who have we here?

Peery. The
very men, Sir David; coming

this way too.

Sir Dav. Then do you get out on't.

Peery. So! Two more guefts going by his

curfed invitations! \_Exit.
Sir Dav. (Looking out) Gad they are young-

ifh men for merchants. Well, whytheworfe?

They may be clever fellovvrs, for all that. If fo,

the younger
the better—^and a man muft be

clever indeed, when his enemies can throw no-,

thing but his youth in his teeth.

Enter Random and Scruple,

Rand. Nay,- prithee Scruple, one turn on

the quay,
and—Who is he ? Egad, the fame

queer
fellow we obferv'd juft now under the

window.

Scrup. Right, giving orders to his coachman,

Sir Dav. Gentlemen, your fervant.

Both. Sir, your very obedient!

Sir Dav. My landlord tells me—honeft Paul

here—You've juft left London. Good journey,
I hope. Our town of Dover is but an odd,

whimfical fort of a—eh!—and, after the city,,

you think it a damn'd dirty, dingy kind of a—

umph ?

Scrup. Why, fir, at prefent, we can't fay

we are tir'd of the exchange.
Sir Dav. The exchange! O, ho! Paul's

right—(JfiJe.) i know it—The Exchange., as

you



A COMEDY. is

you fay, far people in your fituation, is much,

pleafanter.

Scrap. Sir! Our fituation!

Sir Dav. Be quiet; my hoft has let me into

your
characters.

Ratii. The devil he has! And how fhou'd

he know any thing of— ?

Sir Dav. Nay, don't be angry—no harm
—

Mere inuendo—didn't tell, plump,—talk'd of

your dealings.

Scrap. Dealings!
Rand. Why, zounds! the fcoundrel has not

prefum'd to—

Sir Dav. Muft be rich—damn'd crafty.—

CAfide) You're right, tho' can't be too cau

tious. I would notwifh to
pry. Mean nothing

but refpeft, upon my foul. How
many clerks

do you keep ?

Both. Clerks!

Sir Dav. Can't do without them, you know.

Fine folks tho', all
you, eh? Props of the pub-

lic—bulwarks of Britain. Always brought for

ward as an example to the world. Been in the

flocks lately, gentlemen ?

Scrup. Hell, and the Devil!

Sir Dav. That's right, don't tell. I like

you the better. You fee what I know of you,

and

Rand. Sir, we fufpeft what you imagine—
and

.
Sir Dav. I know it- You wonder to fee

me fo devilifh diitant. I live but a mile off-

Lady Punder—a fwect, line, fat woman—my

wife by the bye—v ill be happy to entertain gen

tlemen of—

Rand. How! Lady Dunder your wife! 7 both.

Scrup. Is LadyDunder your wife,Sir ? \hajlily.
. . 4, Dav.
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Sir Dav.. Hey! my wife! my wife! Why yes,

I think fo—She is not
yours,

is fhe ?

Scrup. Oh! you'll pardon us, fir; only we

have heard the name of Sir David Dunder, in

this country, before.

Sir Dav. Like enough; the Dunders are

pretty well known,
I believe, every where.

Rand. Certainly; indeed you weie the laft

perfon in our mouths, Sir David.

Sir Dav. Pop'd in apropos, eh ? Never knew

it otherwife. Juftlike Simon Spungy, our Cu-

rate—never knocks but at dinner, and always
comes in with the cloth. But we are notorious

for hofpitality to ftrangers of your (lamp; and

if
you

can fpare a day or two at Dunder Hall—

all in the family way, you know,—Sir David,

that's me—Lady and two MilTes—two fine

young women, upon my foul, as
any in Kent—

tall as hop-poles—will be happy to—eh ?

Scrup. Sir-, you're particularly kind, but—

Rand. We'll attend you
with pleafure, Sir

David!

Sir Dav. Will you? that's right. It's clofe

by—quite convenient. And if neceffity obliges

you
to come to the coaft here—why, 'tis but

a mile—All in my power.
I know your

bufi-

nefs, and we'll have the horfes •

direftly. We

fhail be at home time enough for a late break-

faft. Here-—Eh! I'll ftep to coachy myfelf—
but don't, don't abufe honeft Paul—meant no

harm, upon my foul—mere inuendo—a flight

fketch, but no piofeffion fpecified. Paul is

like other Inn-keepers—blunders and talks—

a damn'd deal of the bull and mouth about him;

but no moie meaning than a fplit crow, or a

fpread eagle, egad!
'

[Exit.
Rand. Give me your hand, my boy! the

cUy's our own: tnc iuckieft hit in the world !

4 Scrup.
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Scrup. Do you think fo ?

Rand. Think fo ! Zounds, what's the mat

ter with you? Isn't the very man we have been

following, the firft man we have met ? Hasn't

he thrown
open

his doors to us, when we only

hop'd to get in at his window ? Isn't he our

father-in-law that is to be, and hasn't he given
us an invitation ?

Scrup. Granted: and what then ?

Rand. What then ? Why then, inftead of

reconnoitring the whole day round his wall, we

have nothing to do but to walk in, whifk away

with the girls, and be married immediately.

Scrup. And is this to be our return, Mr.

Random, fur Sir David's kindnefs?

Rand. Why, how can you make a better,

than by giving fuch a ftrong proof of your at

tachment to his family?

Scrup. For lhame, Random! bafely endea

vour to injure a man, whofe hofpitality has

brought you under his roof! No, no; our re

connoitring plan indeed—weak as you may

think it, I fnould prefer going to his wall, as

you fay, I allure
you.

Rand. Very likely; the weakeft always go

there. Remember, however, I fcorn a mean ac

tion, as much as any man; but if a good mar

riage is the readieft road to a reconciliation with

our friends, who can, if they chufe, make us

eafy---I fee no great injury offer'd to Sir David,

nor his Family.

Scrup. Why in that cafe, to be fure—

Rand. Aye, aye,
no more of your cafes now,

good doftor; but follow my prefcriptions, I en

treat you. Befides, my
father is expefted from

the South of France
every day. -He may ar

rive before we have brought matters to bear;

and fathers are apt to fpoil fport, you know.

D Enter
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Enter Tiptoe,

Tip. The old gentleman, Sir, with the old

<pach, is enquiring for you, in the court yard.

Scrup. O, Sir David! allons! follow us, fir-

rah. We hav'n't a moment to fpare.
Rand. That's right, Scruple! flick clofe;

for he feems fo whimfical an old fellow, that he

may get into his carriage, drive off, and forget
he has ever given us an invitation. Come along,

Tiptoe! quick, quick, you fcoundrel! \_Exeunt.

Tip. Quick! Zounds, I am almoft dead.

All night, bumping down to Dover, on a
rag-,

ged, raw-boned poft-horfe, with a brace of pis
tols at my knees; and, as foon as we arrive, clapt

up behind a
queer, country coach, with a cou

ple of leather ftraps, in my hand, to be rattled

back again! Ah! Tiptoe! Tiptoe! You muft

get into a fober family, again, I fee. My run

ning-hand will be all I have left for it at laft; for

I fhail be run off my feet, I find, in a fortnight.

[Exit,

End ef the FIRST ACT.



ACT II.

SCENE, A Room in the Ship at Dover.

(Bar Bell.)

Enter Roundfee andQuirk.

Round. WHY I told you so, all along;
but you have no more head than a fmooth

{hilling.

§hiirk. No, but I have a mouth, if you would

let me
open it.

Round. Yes, and then you'd fhut it again;

juft as
you do at my dinners; w here you have

been opening and ihutting it, any time thefe

ten years.

Quirk. What, and hav'n't I deferv'd it ?

hav'n't I fill'd more parchments for you, than

ftomachs; more fkins than bellies; and clos'd

many an accouut before I cou'd clofe my orifice?

hav'n't I given you a character in the courts*

good-humouredly eftablifhing your reputation,
before I regarded my own ?—Hav'n't I fworn for

you j and roundly too, Mr. Roundfee ?

Round. Well, well, I always allow'd you had

a good fwallow.

Quirk. Wasn't I, when you were tottering,
friend enough to take out a Commiffion of Bank

ruptcy againfl you ? and didn't I kindly make

myfelf a cruel creditor, and infill upon receiving
three parts of your effedts ?

Round. And hav'n't I always acknowledged
mv ruin with yratitude ?
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Quirk. No, nor any thing elfe. I have

dangled after half the heirs in town, without an

acknowledgment: making myfelf the imagi

nary friend of their imaginary wants, merely to

introduce 'em to you, as a man of honour, and

fecrecy.
Round. Aye, if required.

Quirk. Granted—It fays fo in the advertife-

ment—and did not they come to you, when, if it

was not for me, they wou'd have been accommo

dated, at a genteel end of the town ? inftead of

which, I trudg'd 'em thro' the Strand, towards

the Bar, all winter long, with their boots, and

high collars, for fear of fore throats, to chew

your tough chops, in the back parlour. Then

they'd clap you on the back, call you by your

chriftian name, tell damn'd lies, and fwear you

were an honeft fellow, to make you come down

with the ready. And who was, then, the difin-

terefted, moderate man, to fettle a
proper pre

mium, between the parties ? Why I, to be

fure.

Round. And is there a worfe fecurity in the

world than your fellows of falhion ? Your fnug
man of bufinefs, when he puts his name to a

note, is always pun£tual in his payments; or elfe

we lock him in limbo,-- fafe in the houfe of bon

dage. Now your man of fafhion always gets

fafe in another houfe j and if he can't duly pay,

why he gets duly elefted, and I have a falfe

return for my money.

fzhtirk. That's not the cafe here, you know.

Round. No, but it's as bad. A pretty wild

goofe chace we have had, here ! Ram'd into a

poll chaife, with more
expence

than fpeed;

gaping at hops, thro' a curfed fmall beer coun

try, and after two youngfters, who by this time,

I take it, have hopped over to Calais. That's

another
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another genteel way of choufing an honeft credi

tor. The coaft of France is edg'd with Englilh
infolvents. Calais is a King's bench, and

Boulogne little more than aMarihalfea. A parcel
of prodigal, web-footed fpendthrifts, come

here, and take water, like ducks :

Quirk. Yes, but they are lame ducks.
'

Round. While we, who have hatch'd 'em,

like hens, in the fhell of their diffipation, ftand

clucking complaints on the fhore, without daring
to follow.

Quirk. Come, come, accidents will happen
fometimes.

Round. And who brought this accident

about, but the dapper Mr. Quirk ? with your

plaguy politick pate ! a thick, Simmon's-Inn

ikull, only fit to peep thro' a pillory. You

muft be fending Me your two, fine, St. James's

gentlemen. Dam'me, there's more poor rogues,

I believe, in that parilh than St. Giles's! all in a

gang
too.—-Knaves of clubs everyone of them-—

and there my two youngfters coax'd me over

with a pretty refrefhing ftory of friends in the

country, and rich old fathers with fine crazy

conftitutions. Charming church-yard coughs,
and pretty touches of the rheumatifm. Sweet

bile, and delightful bad livers! It
put one in

fpirits to hear them talk; and you, you booby,
to back it!

Quirk. Why, I had it from the beft autho

rity. However, young Random's father is

abroad for his health; and
every body fays in a

fin$, fair way of dying; and then you'll be in a

fair way of recovery. The report is current,

my
old lad.

Round. Yes, and the fon got current cafh for

ir; and now he muft go abroad, too; with a

curfed
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curfed confumptive pocket, I warrant: and that

other oily-tongued fellow, Mr. Scruple.

Quirk. But why call me in queftion ! Could

not you fee for yourfelf? Didn't they afk you

to dine with 'em ? and wer'n't you foolifh

enough to drink, and grow open hearted ? and

then when Random told
you he'd take you to

Shooters' Hill in his Phfeton

Round. Pfhaw ! no fuch thing.

Quirk. And introduce you to Peggy Pattens,

who laid you had fine eyes, if you did not fquint^
and a good walk if you did not ftoop

Round. Hufh !

hiirk. Didn't you chuckle, and whifper he

was an honeft fellow ? and tho' I kept winking,
and pulling your fieeve, did not you take notes

which were due the day they fet off, and give a

draft for the three thoufand ?

Round. Zounds, it's enough to drive one

mad to think on't! You got
the warrant back'd

by theSheiiff of Canterbury?

Quirk. Yes, by the Sub, and all
may be re-

pair'd at laft. We have trac'd 'em truly to this

houfe, and if the tide hasn't ferv'd, we
may nab

cm yet. Come along, old Round. We'll
pump

the waiters, found our hoft, and fucceis, no

doubt will crown our enquiries. Come along !

[Exeunt.

SCENE, An apartment in Dunder Hall.

A glajs door in the back jcene, with a view into

the Gardens.

Sir David, Lady Dunder, Random, and Scruple,

difcoveredat thefinijh of breakfaft.

Rand. We are only mortified, Sir David, as

we have not had the pleafure of feeing the

young
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young ladies, that we are deprived of their

company
at breakfaft.

Sir Dav. Plhaw! Nonfenfe! muftn't mind

that—t'other cup—Eh? (To Random.) Always
the cafe with my girls.—Lump o' fugar?—(To

Scrup.)

Scrup. Not any.

Lady. They are taking their conftant morn

ing's round, gentiemen. They always breakfaft

before the reft of the family; and are generally

breathing the. air of the ffirubbery, while Sir

David and I are Tipping our tea and chocolate.

Sir Dav. Be quiet; I know it. Picking po-

fies, gathering daifies and daffy-down-diiUes.

Pretty paftoral girls, tho, I allure
you: very

Jike mamma.

Lady. Oh, Sir David !

SirDav. Hufli! The very pifture ofmy dear

LadyDunder. Not fo plump, perhaps; but

all in good time—Bit more muffin?

Scrup. The young ladies, Sir David, arc

happv in their refemblance of fo accomplilli'd a

mother.

Sir Dav. Yes; like as three peas. My Lady,

indeed, has more of the marrow-fat.-—(All rij;t
fs having done breakfaft.)

Lady. Why people do flatter, I confeis.

None of our neighbours but are pretty partial to

the Dunders. Not an aflembly round, but my

girls are firft cail'd out to move in a minuet;

and always ftand the head couples in a
country

dance.

Rand. We make no doubt, madam. The

charms which
your Ladyfhip's daughters mult

inherit

Sir Dav. Be quiet.---Afk'd every where, I

promife you. Quite the delight of Dover.—

Afted all the tragedy parts too, at
my friend

3 Thing-
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Thing-em-bob's. Harriet got great applaufc,

upon my foul: but Kitty was fo curs'd comical!

did Defdemona one night; gets kill'd, you

know, by a bolfter.

Scrap. An agreeable amufement! Gentle

men's play-houfes are much to be wifh'd for.

Sir Dav. Fine fun, is'n't it? We had a touch

of dramaticks once ourielves, at the hall here---

gutted a kitchen, and filled it with fly-flaps—
All gentlemen players, you know.

Rand. A kitchen! And how did your players

perform ?

. Sir Dav. Players! Pokers! Empty as pots j

and as flat as the drefier.

Lady. Oh, fie, Sir David ! You know, Sir

Simon Squab came from London on purpofe;
and every body faid his Romeo was charm

ing.
Sir Dav. Eh! gad, that's true: forgot

Squab. True dearyfine,—very fine,indeed,

for a gentleman: his figure, to be fure, wasn't

fo cleverly cut out for the character. A fat fubfy

phiz, funk between a couple of round fhoulders,

and, damme, he croak'd like a toad in a hole.

What do you fay to a hop in die garden, eh?

Look at the lawn ?

Rand. Why, at prefent, Sir David—

Sir Dav. I know it: Rather not: That's

right: no nonfenfe: I hate excufes. "Looks

"
like rain j curfed cloudy;" and all that. No

-ceremony
here.

Scrup. A little reft after a journey is

Sir Dav. Right By the bye, talking of

that, after a journey, 1 met with Kit-—D'ye

know Kit Skurry ?

Rand. Never heard of him.

Scrap. Nor I.

Sir Dav.
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Sir Dav. An odd, ha'rum-fcarum, abfenC,

flighty fifh. Old friend of our's; but a damn'd

<juiz : got acquainted in the queereft way in die

world.

Lady. I've heard Sir David mention

Sir Dav. Be quiet. Coming from Paul's

one night, where I picked you up in an odd

fort of a ftrange ftyle—

Scrup. Why it was rather—«

Sir Dav* Hufh! Got into
my coach—alJ

alone, dull as hell* dark as the devil: fo to

amule myfelf, fell faft afleep.
Rand. Entertaining^ indeed!

Sir Dav. Very—I know it. When the car

riage came to the hill, rubb'd my eyes to wake,

out of one corncr, and faw Skurry ftuck up
in

the other. I thought coachy had cramm'd in a

corpfe.
Rand. It look'd rather fufpicious.
Sir Dav. Took him for dead, as I hope] to

live.

Rand. How did
you behave ?

Sir Dav. Sat ftill: frighten'd out of my wits,
rill I got homej and John came out with a

candle.

Sirup. And how did he explain?
.Sir Dav. Eafy enough. Got drunk upon

faufinefsj going to town; pop'd into my carriage
for the mail-coach, to feeure a goodplace before

the reft of the paflengers; and as the hoftler

crofs'd the yard in the dark, bid him fliut the

door, and be damn'd to him. Made us mon-

ftrous merry, didn't it, love ?

Lady. Extremely.
Sir Dav. Yes> rfiy Lady laugh'd till (he wis

ready to—Go to the farm., eh! Peep at the

pjgs ?

E Lady-,
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Lady. Lard, Sir David, how you teizc

gentlemen to walk, who have fcarcely recovered

from the rattle of the road: your
friends have

no relifh for pigs now; befides, it's fo late, we

fhall hardly have time to drefs for dinner.

Sir Dav. Eh! gad that's true. No dinner

without drefling.—Won't walk.—Well, do as

you like: I leave you here with my dear Lady
Dunder. (To Lady D.) Talk to 'em, deary,
do; give 'em a Iketch of the county: Some

Dover fcandal, and Canterbury tales, quite in

your way, lovee. She knows all about
you.

Scrup. Indeed!

Sir Dav. Yes, I told all, juft as I had it

from Paul. Make her prattle to you, do
you

hear ? Devilifh deal of folid fenfe about her,
I affure you.

Rand. That we are convinc'd of.

Sir Dav. I'll juft take a turn, and abufe
my

people: fee what's going on within and with-

out—houfe and garden ; farm and fire-fide: look

at the plate and the pantry: gape at the geefe,
and the ducks, and the dogs, and the hogs, and

the logs. Muft go—damn'd forry: muft mind

my little cutter of cabbages; an idle, eating,

cheating dog; and wou'd fooner be damn'd

than dig. He's of no more ufe in the garden
than Adam : for he fteals every apple he can

find, and won't even take the pains of grafting
a goofeberry bufii. [Exit.

Scrup. I hope we don't detain your Ladylhip
from walking ?

Lady. By no means: Sir David's horfe

walks have given me a diflike to fo fatiguing an

exercifc*. I drive round the grounds in a whiffy,
aow and then—or a canter on a

poney—~

Rand\
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Rand. But, while Sir David is at his farm,

your Ladyfhip has probably your Menagerie to

attend. Is your Ladyfhip fond of birds in that

ftyle ?

Lady. Oh, no!—I prefer a little Canary in

my clofet, to all the birds of the air in En

gland.

Scrup. No getting rid of her, I fee—I won

der your Ladyfhip has given up walking too;

the air of this garden is delightful.
Rand. Charming! And this lawn before the

houfe here. (Walking up to the glajs door with

Scruple.)

Enter Kitty, running in with a bundle offlowers,
Harriet ftUqwing.

Kitty. Oh, mamma! mamma! fee what a

big bundle of flowers I have got.

Lady. Hufh, Kitty—Confider!

Kitty. Eh! what, company? Oh lud! Two

Jemmies, I vow. Do, mamma, introduce us.

Lady. For heaven's fake, girl-—Gentlemen,

give me leave to introduce

Kitty. Law mamma, you are fo round about

always.—-I'll go and give 'em one of my belt

curtfies.—You'll fee now: I'll do it in half

the time—(The men come from the glafs door to the

front of the ftage. Kitty goes up to Random, be

gins curtfying: looks in his face ; drops the flowers,

andforearns.

Kitty. Oh!

Rand. Ha!—the
young Lady's taken ill,

(Running to her.)

Lady. Mercy on me ! Why girl! why Kit

ty! What's the matter with you?—They put her

in a chair.)

E I Kitty,
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Kitty. Nothing, mamma—-nothing-—but

iomething that

Rand. Something that was in the flowers^

madam, I believe.

Kitty. Yes, yes,—a great——

Rand. A
greatwafp. I heard it buz by me,

zs you dropt 'em.

Kitty. Yes, a wafp: it was fb. I declare it

has fo flurried me ; feeing what I fo little ex

pected.—(Looking at Random.^
Rand, flow do

you find yourfelf now, ma

dam ? A little flurried fbill, I'm afraid.

Lady. And I to be without my fmelling-
bottle too—Blefs me, why Harriet! you give
no more affiftance than (Scruple n't the be

ginning of the bufile goes round to Harriet.)
Har. Excufe me, madam; but feeing my

filter fo fuddenly taken ill

Scrap. Has quite affected Mils Harriet's

fpirits. One turn in the air will relieve them.

If the young Lady will give me leave to attend

her into the garden—-

Lady. You're extremely kind. Sir : Go, my

Jove—Poor dear fympathetic girl i The gentle
man will affift you.

Scrup. I'll take the tenderefl care of her, be

affur'd, madam. (Exit Scruple with Harriet

through the glafs door.)
Rand. If your Ladyfhip wpu'd favour us

with a little hartfhorn— -

Lady, Lard! that I fhould be fo ftupid as to

leave my falts on the drefling-table. I'll run for

$iem myfelf in a minute. Sit itill, Kitty, my

dear; a litde of Dalmahoy's Pungent will re

lieve you prefently, I warrant. [Exit.
Rand, And now, my dear Kitty !

Ktty,
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Kitty. (Rifing) Hufh! hufli! lud!
you

have frighted me out of
my wits : I have hardly

breath to aik you
a queftion: Where did you

come from? Who brought you here? How

long do you flay? and who do you go away

with ?

Rand. I came from London; brought here

by your father ; ftay till to-night; and go away

with you, my angel.-—So much for queftion and

anfwer.

Kitty. With me!
you might have afk'd my

confent firft, I think.

Rand. Nay, nay, we have no time for forms,

now. Your mother will be back inftantly, and

we may want opportunities: your father knows

nothing of me, nor my friend; but picked us
up

at the inn with a common invitation: but de

lays might produce fome crofs accident to make

our defigns known, and defeat our plan. T he

family retires early, I find: we fhail order a

poft-coach to the garden wall at eleven. Now

Kitty, if we cou'd but find the outfide of a

certain chamber door—

Kitty. O gemini ! you muft not venture

along the gallery. You and Mr. Scruple will

be at the farther end of it. All the vifitors

will fleep there. Papa and mamma next to

you, and Harriet and i beyond them. I would

not venture out for the world.

Rand. No, but if Scruple and I were to

venture.

Kitty. Oh! it wou'd be fo no purpofe. We

fhall have nothing to do with it:
you may creep

about in the dark as much as
you pleafe, we

won't afiift you, I promife you.—We won't—

no—we won't even put a chair on the outfide

pf the door, that you may know our room from

the pthers,

Rand.
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Rand. Thanks! thanks! my dear, fweet,

t harming, bewitching little—(Embracing her.)

Enter Lady Dunder, hajlily.

Lady. Here are the faks.

Rand. (Changing his tone, but without letting

Kitty go.) That's right, madam : lean upon
me :

walking about will be of infinite fervice, I am

certain.

Lady. You're very good, indeed, Mr. Ran

dom. How are you now, Kitty ?

Kitty. Recovered vaftly. Much eafier fince

you left us, mamma.—(Quitting Random.)

Lady. Aye, aye, I knew it would foon be

over: foolifh girl, to be in a flutter at fuch a

trifle L but come, we have troubled Mr. Ran

dom too much already: we'll take our leaves,

and drefs for the day.—To be alarmed at an

jnieft indeed!

Kitty. Law, mamma, why not ?

Rand. Certainly there's more in it than your

Ladyfhip imagines.

Lady. Well, well; you'r every good—-But—
ha! halha! Sir David will laugh finely at this—-

tottering in a chair-—and—you won't forget to

tell it at dinner, I dare fay

Kitty. Well, I deferve to be laugh'd at, I

tee: foolifh enough to be fure. Come, mamma—

(Taking her arm, and looking archly at Random as

Jhe goes out.) You won't forget the chair, I dare

lay, Mr. Random. [Exeunt Kitty and Lady.

«

Random (Solus.)

So this even exceeds my warmeft expectations,
If Scruple follows Harriet

up clofely our fuc-

se£s is certain: but he is fo fhilly fhally,
Damn
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Damn, it, if he lets her refleft, we are loft.—

Women were never born for refle&ion; and

•whenever they have any, it's generally ufed ro

turn all our ichemes topfy turvy. [Exit.

A Garden belonging to Dunder Hall.

Harriet and Scruple.

Scrup. Why, Harriet! why torture me with

thefe needlefs objections?
Har. Needlefs! good heavens! How can 1

accept your propofals ? the indelicacy, the con-

fequences which
may follow, the fteps, too, your

friend is taking with my younger fifter—

Sirup. My life on't, are guided by honour;
and the

emergency, the occafion, every thing
confpires in urging us take advantage of the

moment. The lcheme I have propos'dis—
Har. In your prefent fituation ralh, even to

madnefs: time too, without fo hafty a proceed

ing, may produce circumftances in our favour.

A little delay

Set-up. Will occafion, perhaps, an eternal

feparation: you know
my fituation; know that

with prudence, a virtue, which I confefs, I
have hitherto negle&ed, it

may be effentially
alter'd for the better: but the anxieties I fhall

fuffer by delay; the
engagements, which the

commands of a father
may oblige you to fub-

fcribe to; all convince me, if your regard con

tinues, you will favour
my warmeft wilhes, This

very evening, Harriet—

Har. Impoffible ! Prefs me no further, I
befeech

you. The peace of a family depends on

my conduit. Parents have ties on me, Mr.

Scruple, which I Ihould Ihudder to violate.

Scrap,
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Scrup. Abfurd ! have not they propofed a

match for you—

Har. A detefted one, I own : but a thoufand

accidents may prevent its going forward; and,
till I fee the ftrongeft neceffity for fecuring my

own happinefs, I dare not rifle the happinefs of

others, fo very, very, near to me.

Scrup. Still, Hill Harriet, this delay! why
rake pleafure in tormenting me !

Har. It is not in my nature: bred
up

in the

country, I have imbibed notions, which the re

finement of a town education might term ro

mantick; for I have prefe.r'd happinefs to fplen-
dor; nor have I blufhed to own to

you, the af-

fe£tions of an honeft, generous mind, have much

more weight with me, than the allurements of

pomp
and fortune: appriz'd of thefe fentiments,

tempt
me no more, I beg, Sir; nor ftrive to

take advantage of a partiality, which would be

ill-placed on one who vou'd recommend to me

fo inconfiderate a behaviour. (Warmly.)

Scrup. Confufion! But I am to blame,

madam; I have relied too much on that partia

lity, which I fee, cannot furmount the flighteft
obstacles. I fee I have offended; I fhall foon

quit a houfe, madam, where I find
.my prefence

is difagreeable——fGoing.)
Har. Unkind! Ungenerous man!

you, too,

who read my heart; who fee its tendernefs, and

what this ftruggle colts me: but prudence urges

your departure; go then; I cannot, dare not,

follow
you: my aftions are not at my own dif-

pofal. Ah! if they were, I'd fhare my fortunes

with you to be happy.

Scrup. Dear, fweet Simplicity ! O Harriet,

forgive my petulance; pardon a paffion, whofe

warmth coniumes all bounds. Yes, yes, I will

be prudent, for
your fak=, Harriet: and yet I

mufl
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tnuft not lofe you;
but wifh and wait for hap

pier times.
4

Har. The times will come allure yourfelf.

My father may put
off this match.

Scrup. If he fhou'd haften it.

Har. Why then—Nay, nay, you know
my

weaknefs.

Scrup. Then I will be content; you muft at

laft be mine. (taking her hand) Till then, I'll

watch with anxious care about
you ; ftill cherifh

hopes, ftill curb them at your bidding. Pru

dence fhall chaften paffion; prudence, which,

like this fan, my Harriet, tempers the bofom's

heat, but never chills it.

Har. Then keep it: (giving the fan) keep it

as an emblem of your condudt: and when I

claim it, which one day no doubt I fhall, be it

from difficulties—remov'd or yet increafing, or

from whatever caufe, when once I take it, ac

count me all your own.

Scrup. My lovely girl! O
may

that day—
Sir Dav. (Without) Hollo ! girls ! plague

on't, why where the deuce. (Enters) Oh !

here you are, aha !
got acquainted already—

that's right: he's as pretty a promifing fprig of

a—what's he talking of ? fomewhat fenfible ?

mentioning me ?

Scrup. We were juft talking of you indeed,

Sir David.

Sir Dav. Like enough; what you've got my

young pufs in a corner ?

Scrup. I was explaining to Mifs Harriet, Sir.

Sir Dav. I know it; isn't fhe an apt
fcholar ?

had it all from me; flicks to a point, keeps
cjofe to a fubjeft; harkee, Hal; got news for

you ; lookee, a letter from London.

Har. About me, papa ?

F Sir
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Sir Dav. Every tittle. Full of flames, fettle-

mentSj conftancy, contracts, peace, and pin-

money—made up the match; here it is, {/hew

ing the letter) as neat a mixture of love and law;

nothing but harmony and bufinefs; juft like a

drum; all mufick and parchment. You'll ftay the

wedding, won't you ?

Scrup, That I'm afraid will be out of
my

power*

Sir Dav. Pooh! prithee, 'twon't be long;
make us monftrous happy : Random, and

you

now, eh ! fhall make no noife about it. Juft a

fnug party. Only a few friends, a roafted oxj

a blind fuller, and a hop in the hall.

Scrup. May I afk the gentleman's name ?

Sir Dav, Lord Snolts. D'ye know him ?

Scrup. His perfon only; which is by no

means in his favour: his lordlhip is fomewha^/

gummy, extremely fhort too, Sir David. /

Sir Dav. Ha ! no great hopes of his growing
neither. My lord will be five and forty- come

Lammas, I take it.

Scrup, Rather an advanced age to .begin

making love.

Sir Dav. Right, we fhan't lofe. a
moment;

he has been making money however th^s long

time; rich as a Rabbi. / .

Scrup, Money I fear, Sir DaylfifTs not the

only ingredient neceffary in matrimony.
Sir Dav. No, what elfe

Scrup, The power
of Cupid fometimes.

Sir Dav. Curfe Cupid ! he h^ not a half

penny
to buy him breeches, A love match

won't light you a candle, egad.

Scrup. And yet a ftupid, old uglyhufband, is—

Sir Dav. I knpw it; like a^eavy
old fa(hion'd

piece ofplate—always hancyome when he's rich,

/. Har,

.< I
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Har. {Sifter reading the letter) Be here to

morrow ! Blefs me, this is To fudden, fo unex

pected !

Sir Dav. Right! the beft
way in the world

in thefe cafes. All fettled now, but the cere

mony ; that we'll finifh as foon as poffible.—■

Marriage is a kind of Cold bath, Hal! never

ftand trembling on the brink: dafh away—one

plunge, a flight fhock, and the bufinefs is over.

Har. But you know, papa, I have fcarcely
ever feen his lordfhip: it will be fo hafty.
Sir Dav. Be quiet; I know it; married fo

myfelf, Hal. Shouldn't have had
my

dear lady
Dunder if I had not been hafty. All agreed on

before we met; coupled in a
quarter of an hour

after I faw her; come together as people dance

minuets; I bow'd, fhe curtfey'd, and, egad, I had

her by the left hand in a moment.

Scrup. But the cafe here is different. Her

ladyfhip had but little reafons for wifhing delay s

if all hufbands, indeed} had equal accomplifli-
ments

Sir Dav. Eh! why fomething in that; men

ar'n't all alike; every body is not blefs'd with

manner and ftile to—-Eh!—few fuch figures as

I. But Hal, here, is grave,
and ftudies the mind.

My lord has told her his already you know. So

as foon as he comes, why
Har. Let me entreat

you, fir, not to be fo

precipitate; let me take a litde time to

Sir Dav. Take time! Pooh, time fteals too

faft to be taken, now, Hal. My Lord leaves

London to-morrow, behere to dinner, to church,
in the evening to—-eh?—why what ails you?
Look as red, and as pale as—

Har. The weather, fir; Nothing more—the

heat of the—

F 2 Sir Dav,
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Sir Dav. Odfo, true; forgot that. Been

broiling here in the fun, like a lot of
negroes:

"We'll walk to the houfe, and

Har. I attend you ; but it has really fo over

come me—I 1 almoft wantftrength to follow

you. ("Embarrajs'd.) I want-—

Scrup. Your fan, madam.

Sir Dav. Aye, right: a few flaps in the face

wou'd bring her about in a fecond.

Scrup. This, madam, which you have juft

permitted me the honour of carrying for you.

Sir Dav. Eh! Didflie? Give it her. Take

it, Hal.

Har. Shall I, papa
?

Sir Dav. To be lure. Can't well do with

out it, I think, at prelent. A mighty civil,

dangling, well-bred fort of a carries it

o' purpofe for you, you fee, to give you on all

occafions.

Har. If then, on this occafion, the gentle
man will return it. (Hefitating.)

Scrup. With the utmoft pleafure, believe

me, madam. (Prejentingit.)
Sir Dav. Well done, Dangle, egad! Flap

away, Hal.
Do you

a deal ofgood.
Har. (Fanning.) How refrefhing to the

fpirits !

Sir Dav. Yes, fo it's a fign. En't it, you ?

Scrup. Certainly-—it is—it is a fign, Sir

David.

Sir Dav. I know it. Women can't do with

out 'em. All their airs and graces depend upon

it. The tap, flap, flirt, crack, peep, pat, and

a hundred ufes befides, which I have no "notion

of.

Har. (Fanning..) It wou'd not be
proper,

if you had, papa ?

Sir
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Sir Dav. Like enough: But let's in, and

open our budget: quite delight my Lady with

the news: fhe'Il be in a hell of a pucker. A

fine fufs with preparations to-morrow, I war

rant: up to the neck in beef, gowns, ducks,

jewels, ribbons, and puff paftry. Come, Hal.

(Going out.) Soon have your fwain killing your

hand. (Scruple kijfes it.) Come along: foon

fettle this. Kitty will be coupled next. Cares

are all over; and I can now fafely lwear that

moft of my
uneafinefs is behind me. [Exeunt.

('Scruple courting Harriet, behind Sir David, in

dumb Jhew.)
SCENE in the Ship.

Enter Peery, meeting Roundfee and Quirk.

Peery. I hope, Gentlemen, you have every

thing to your fatisfattion.

Rjound. I wifh we had with all
my heart.

Peery. 1 am very forry any thing Ihou'd hap

pen
amifs. I do all for the belt, your honours—

for people in poft-chaifes. (Aftde.)

Quirk. Well, and how
goes your houfe ? are

you tolerably full at prefent, eh, landlord ?

Peery. Um! Eull enough in the larder,

your honour. Plenty of fowls, ducks geefe, and

pigeons; and butchers meat in abundance:

mutton chops, lamb chops
Round. Damn chops: we don't want .[vic

tuals : cram us with news.

Quirk. But what
company have you ? Any

body of note now ? Any body that makes a

nolle in
your

houfe ?

Peery. Let me fee-—firft, there's my wife—

Round. Pihaw! we have nothing to do with

your wife, man; we want an acquaintance or

two.

Quirk.
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Quirk. Aye, hav'nt you two two young

gentle: en, for mftance, above flairs?

Peery. Hum !—there's a very old one in the

ba< parlour.
Round. Oh the devil!

Peery. Two young gentlemen indeed came

down from London about feven this morning,

and they—
Both. What! What!

Peery. Went away about eight, I believe.

Round. Damnation! I thought fo.

Quirk. But were they tall or fhort, or fat or

lean, or—

Peery. Eh! One was in a grey coat, and

the other in a
green one—Very inquifitive.(^Wi?)

Round. (To Quirk) The very cloaths we

heard at the hotel they fat out in. What lhall

we do, Quirk ? How fhall we turn ?

Quirk. Back.

Round. Let's enquire further, however—I

fuppofe now, Landlord, you'd like to fee two

fuch gentlemen again in your houfe ?

Peery. Certainly, your honour
! They are

friends ofyours,
I imagine ?

Qtiirk. Why, we fhould be glad to fee 'em

again, I promife you.
Do you expeft 'em back,

fhortly ?

Peery. Oh yes, in
a day or two, I make no

doubt.

Round. Indeed! I am rejoie'd to hear it.

Peery. Nay, perhaps fooner—I guefs whet

they are gone; hardly out of fight of Dover.

Quirk. Ah! at Calais, no doubt—or at Bo*

logne, edging the coaft, as you fay, Mr. Rour"

fee.

Peery. And from what I cou'd gather fi™

the fervant, I make no doubt, but their o*a-

ons
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fions will make them come quickly to our town

again.
Round. Rare news, Quirk—you're a

very

clever, fenfible, intelligent, fellow, landlord; I am

fo happy at the thought of feeing my old friends

again—gad I—I begin to find my ftomach re-

turning-—fo you'll get us a chop, and half a pint
of your beft port.

Peery. It fhall be done, Sir. Stingy fcoun-

drel! (afide) Here, Lewis.

Enter Waiter.

Lay a cloth, in the back room, up two pair of

flairs, d'ye hear ?

Waiter. Very well, Sir. There's the packet

juft put into the harbour, Sir.

Peery. Ha! Any body particular ?

JVaiter. Mr. Random and another gentle
man are coming up the Quay, Sir.

Round. Eh! Who?

Round. Random! Put back again, by all that's

lucky.

Peery. Odfo! A rare cuftomer! Run, Lewis,

(Exit Waiter.) Your fnack fhall be ready pre

sently, gentlemen, and—

Quirk. But ftop and —

Peery. And every thing to
your fatisfa&ion,

gentlemen—and—
Round. We want to

Peery. Hot, and hot, gentlemen.
Round. Plague of your—

Peery. And I am
your very humble fervant.

gentlemen! Coming ! \_Exit bawling.
Round. Huzza! rare news, Quirk. The

luckieft hit in the world! They are juft come on

ihore, you fee, and we (hall come in for the caih,

3
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at leaft their perfons, which is fomething towards

it, direftly. Come, come, we'll fend for an of

ficer whilft we are at dinner; and drinking a

merry meeting. Come, my dear Quirk, we'll

foon fettle the bufinefs I warrant; and then after

our hot poll chaife fcamper, and I've made fure

of my money, we'll travel back flowly, at our

cafe, in the Dilly. \Exeunt,

End ./&SECOND ACT,

4



ACT III.

SCENE, A Room in the Ship, at Dover.

Enter Old Random, leaning on Carney.

Old Rand. GENTLY, gently, good Carney!
The curs'd fea breeze has got hold of my hip,

and I can no more move, at firit letting off,

than a poll horfe.

Carney. There! there! gently—and now,

Mr. Random, many welcomes toEngland again.
We have been feeding on French air, like Came-

leons, and you have grown as ftrong and as

ftout as a Camel.

"

Old Rand. But I have a huge lump of

"

cares on
my

back notwithftanding.
"

Cam. But health is the
great thing to

"

care about." Why you look as hale and as

hearty as ever.

OldRand. Indeed! do you think fo, Carney?
Cam. Think! I know it.

Old Rand. It has been offervice. Before I went

over I was as pale and as puffy—flefh without

colour, and my face peeping thro' a parcel of

wrappers.

Cam. For all the world like a mummy.

Old Rand. How! why don't you fee now— ?

Cam. Oh! quite another thing, Sir.

Old Rand. Another thing, Sir ! Why, you

fcooby, I am as well as ever I was in
my life, ex

cept a few pains, a gout and a cough.
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Carney. Very true, Sir.

Old Rand. Very true! Then why are you fo

very coftive in
your congratulations? Oh the

South of France is the beft phyfician in the world

—if it can't cure it feldom kills, and that's more

than moft doctors can fay for themfelves. Then

the pleafant time we have pafs'd together, I nurf-

ing myfelf, and you keeping me
company, in my

room, all the whi;e I was fxck, in a fine, charming
warm climate!

Cam. Ay, happy days indeed, Mr. Random.

The walks too I enjoy'd, in imagination, looking
out of your window.

Old Rand. And fo you'd wifh to havewalk'd

out, and be damn'd to you! taking your amufe-

ment abroad, while poor 1 was taking phyfick at

home. Here's friendfhip for
you ! and a pretty

retufn for the pleafure I found in keeping you

clofe to my bed-fide all the day long. Lord!

Lord! what few folks feel for any body bat

themfelves!

Cam. Nay I'm fure I fuffer'd as much as

you
did yourfelf.

Old Rand. Well, well, you are the beft of

the bunch, I believe—" the only man I can

<c

agree with. What can be the reafon of it,
"

Carney ?

"
Cam. The fimilarity of our difpofitions no

"

doubt; for I talk, eat, drink and think, ex

"

adtly as you do, Mr. Random.

Old Rand. Something in that, I believe-

but what a lingular, cruel cafe mine is, that with

fo many connexions and a family to boot, I

find fuch few proofs of people liking me

Plagu'd with a profligate dog of a fon too—

<c

who, becaufe I have indulg'd in a few trifling
"

pleafures myfelf, thinks that he muft be un

"

interrupted in his wild vagaries," Zounds!

getting
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getting children is worfe than getting a fever: they

keep an incurable heat in one's blood, and coft

a devilifh deal of money
into the bargain.

Cam. But there is lome profpedt of a cure

here, I hope ?

Rand. No, no—paft recovery, I promife you.

The dog will be deucedly difappointed to fee me

fo ftout again, I fancy, (coughing) Eh, Carney ?

Cam. Impofiible, Mr. Random: I can't

think him fo depraved. I dare fay he'll beover-

joy'd to fee you.
I am fure, for my part. (pom-

pufly)
Old Rand. Aye, aye! you are a good foul,

Carney, and don't know what ingratitude means

-—at leaft I think you don't, for you are continu

ally telling me fo but he
"

Didn't I intend

"
to make him my fole heir, and leave him every

t(

thing, except my plate, and my piftures, and

"

my houfes, and
my money ? and fee his gra-

"

titude!" You are talking to me from morning
to night of regard and attachment; now he has

never made half a dozen of thofe fine profeffions
in his life.

Cam. Where is he now ?

OldRand. Rattling all over the town, I fup-

pofe, with his friend Mr. Scruple, without a

a guinea in his pocket; living like other fafhion-

able puppies, on what he has leaft of, his wits,
* "

laughing at every
man who has fenfe enough

<£
not to aft and drefs like himlelf—and this is ton

"
and fafhion now-a-days." Dam'me, he's hardly

fit for any thing. What can I do with him,

Carney ?

Cam. Um! Put him in the Guards, Mr.

Random,

Enter
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Enter Peery.

Old Rand. Ha! Honeft Peery !

Peery. I hope I fee you well, Sir ? your ho

nour looks charmingly fince I had the honour of

feeing your
honour.

Old Rand. See there! How the alteration

ftrikes ftrangers. (to Carney) And any news,

Mafter Peery? any thing ftirring lately ?

Peery. Nothing particular, except fince your

honour arrived—

Old Rand. Well, and what happened then?

Any body enquiring after me? Who is it?

Peery. Two very inquifitive people.
Old Rand. Oh! cuftom-houfe officers, I ima

gine.
Peery. No, they came from London—

they've alk'd a vaft deal about your
honour.

Seem rejoic'd to hear your honour's
arriv'd.

Old Rand. Very civil of 'em. I fee nothing

particular in this, mafter Peery.

Peery. And I believe they have fent for a

eonftable for your honour.

Old Rand. For me, Mr. Peery!
Cam. Impoffible! For what?

Peery. Um! perhaps they think his honour's

a fpy.

Carney. Mercy on us! We fhall be both ap

prehended for runners.

Old Rand. I apprehend that you are a block

head! runners! Why I can hardly walk, and

never fpy any thing without fpe&acles. Why,

what's the meaning of all this ?

"

Peery. I can guefs at no other reafon they
"
can have for taking up you,

who are juft come

"
from France—but perhaps your honour may

"
remember fome capital crime you

have com

"
mitted. I am lure 'Squire Random, a

gen
"
tleman
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"
tieman of fix thoufand a year, can never want

"

money."

Enter Bailiff and Follower.

Bailiff. Is
your name Random, Sir ?

Old Rand. Well, Sir, fuppofe it is?

Bailiff. Then, Sir, you are
my priioncr.

Old Rand. The devil I am ?

Bailiff. At the fuit of Ralph Roundfee, mo

ney fcrivener of London, for three thouland

pounds.

Peery. The 'Squire arrefted for debt!—it

can't be.

Cam. I fliould fooner fufpeft myfelf.
Bailiff. And Mr. Scruple here for the fama

fum. (Jlaps Carney's/houlder.)
Cam. Scruple!— -Who, I ?

Old Rand. Scruple! Dick's
crony, by Jupi

ter! and I and poor Carney arrefted for the dog's
debts as foon as we fet foot in England-—a pro

fligate! a fcoundrel! I'll—One moment, if you

pleafe—come here, Peery ! you fee this bufinefs ?

Peery. Plain enough.
Old Rand. Do

you know of
any Mr. Scruple

he mentions?

Peery. Odfo! it's the two
young merchants,

as fure as a
gun, that Sir David carricd off in

his carriage this morning.
Old Rand. Merchants!

Peery. Yes, and now I recollect, or.e call'd
the other Scruple, fure enough.
OldRand. Well, well, you fee the miftake---

you muft be bail in this bufinefs.

Peery. Who, I ! Lord, your honour !
Old Rand. Come, no words. Who is this

Sir David, you talk of?

Peery.
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Peery. Sir David Dunder, of Dunder Hall-

lives hard by.
Old Rand. Order a poft-chaife. I'll drive

there immediately.

Peery. But it's fo late, your honour. Paft

ten o'clock.

Old Rand. No matter: I'll raife the houfe„

Zounds! I'll raife the dead, but I'll be at the

bottom of all this diieftly: and, if you are fhy
about bail, why—I'll leave honeft Carney here

in pawn,
till I come back.

Cam. I had rather keep you company,
if
you

pleafe, Mr. Random.

Peery. Why, as it
appears like a miftake,

Sir; and I have known you backwards and for

wards fo long, and your eftate—and

Old Rand. Well, trundle thefe fellows down

flairs. You'll accept of his undertaking

Bailiff. We defire no better.

Old Rand. As to this Mr. What's his name ?

Mr. Roundfee, who is in the houfe; not a word

of it to him, till I return; for particular rea-

fons.

Peery. Every thing fhall be done to your

fatisfaftion, Sir. Come, gentlemen, we'll pro
ceed to the cellar, if you pleafe; the beft lock

up
houfe in Chrlftendom.

Cam. Mercy on us ; what an efcape !

Old Rand. An efcape ! a fcoundrel! an a-

bandon'd !—-What do you think now of all this,

Carney ?

Cam. Think! Why, I—-What- do you

think ?

Old Rand. That you are a blockhead, not to

fee the meaning of all this: that
my

fon's a

blockhead to behave fo; and that I am a greater

blockhead than any body to fuffer it.—Zounds !

I can hardly contain myfelf. I'll never fee his

3
face
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face again. Come along, Carney: I'll be with

him, and fooner than lie iuipeds, I believe:

I'll unkennel him, I warrant
you : I'll difclaim

him, I'll difcard him, I'll undermine him, I'll

undo him—dam'me, I'll unget him.—" That's

difinherit him.—He fhall rot in a jail: rot me,

if he {han't; I'll teach him what it is to run in

debt in perfon, and get arrefted by proxy !

[Exeunt.

SCENE, AGallery i»DunderHall.fStage dark.)

Four chamber doors at equal dijlances in the back

feme. A chair plac'd againft the farthefi dcor

cn the right-hand.

Random opens theJecond door, on the left.

So! all quiet: not a foul ftirring. (Comes for

ward.) Sir David, good man, thanks to early
hours, is fnoring away in the next room to me.

I heard him, like a high wind, thro' the cracks

of the old family wainfeot. He little dreams of

what's to happen before he wakes. Where can

Scruple be all this while ? He promis'd to

be on the watch, as foon as every thing was

filent; but he's fo curfed flow, and backward

in this bufinefs! If I was not
pretty fure that

one woman is as much as
any one can

manage, I

fhould be tempted to take his nymph away with

out waiting for him. It's fo damn'd dark too,

that there's no being certain of his door. The

chair was a lucky thought; we fhould have made

fome confounded miftake without it, I believe.

How the plague now fhall I make him hear,
without difturbing any one elfe ?

Scrup. (Opens the fartheft door on the left.)
St—St!

Rand. Scruple!
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Sirup. Random, is it
you ?

Rand Yes!—Softly!—All's'fnug. The Ba

ronet's as faft as a church.

Scrap. And his wife?

Rand. Pickling, I believe, below flairs in

the flore-room. The old woman's head is fo

full of this nonfenfical match Sir David has told

her of, that fhe'il be up with the houfekeeper, I

find, three parts of the night, to make prepara

tions for the wedding.

Scrap. 'Sdeath, we fhall be difcover'd: we

fhall never get out without her hearing us.

Rand. Pooh! never have done with your

doubts and objections ?

Scrap. Surely her being up is an objection of

fbme weight.
Rand. Certainly. She's of great weight in

the houfe—for which reafon fhe's gone quite to

the bottom of it. She muft have devilifh good
cars to hear us there ; for we fhan't come within

a mile of her. But have you heard any thing of

T iptoe ?

Scrap. No: do you expert him ?

Rand. Yes; I fent him to Dover, with orders

to bring the carriage, and horfes to the back gate

ofthe garden. It's turn'd of eleven too, I take

it. Look what's o'clock, will you?

Scrap. Look! why it requires the eyes of a

cat. I t's as dark as a dungeon.
Rand. Odfo, I had forgot; but he'll behere

prefently: I have been obliged to let him into

the fecret: he has procur'd a key of the back

door, and will Hide up to my chamber; which

he has had an opportunity of marking, he telle

me, in his own way, to give us intelligence.

Scrap. Well, if he is but pundtual—
Rand. Oh! you may depend upon him:

but, till he comes, we may as well prepare
our

- £iir
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fair companions. I'll try and find out the chair,

which is againft their dreffing-room door; where

they are in waiting. (Feeling about.) Their

bed-chamber is beyond it j fo I may enter with

out infringing the rules of etiquette, you know.

Scrup. Hadn't I better go
with you ?

Rand. Kio, no; itay here as an outpoft: I

iliall foon be back.

Scrup. Gently—no miftakes now.

Rand. Never fear ! So, here's the chair.

Scrup. Remember—Caution's the word.

Rand. Aye, and Expedition too. The houfe

mult divide, you know: fo the fooner we clear

the gallery the better. ('Taps.)—-(Door opens,

and he enters, into the Women's chamber.)

Scrup. How awkward I feel in this bufinefs!

It's the firft time I ever enter'd into a lcheme

ot this fort; and am now convinc'd no man ever

thinks of running away, without being curfedly

frighten'd.

(Tip toe, Jinging without.)

"
So great a man, fo great a man I'll be !"

Scrup. Hark !
tc
What's that ?" Ha ! a

light. How the devil now am I to find out my

room again? It comes nearer and nearer. I

muft venture. I have three chances to one of

doing no mifchief; and I dare fay, my unlucky
{tars (or rather

my want of any ftars at all)
will diredt me to Sir David. So, here's fome,-

body's chamber; I muft in, at ail hazards.

(Goes into the fame chamber he came out of.)

H Enter

>
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Enter Tiptoe, with a dark-lanthorn, fmgingx and

drunk,

'Tip. Here I am at laft! What a plaguy

parcel of turnings and windings, to get up to this

old crazy gallery! umph! It has made me as giddy
as a goofe. Now for my mailers—Damn my

mafters! Scamper ! Scamper ! Scamper !

Twon't do—No j never fit for me. Give me a

regular, fteady, fober family for my money. If

it hadn't been for the lanthorn I begg'd of the

old boy at the Inn—I was forc'd to treat the

drunken fcoundrel before he would give it me—
O

_

I might have tumbled over the bannifters. Mr.

Random, now I think on't, ordered me to come

in the dark ! Umph! Gentlemen make no more

of fervants' pecks now-a-days—they think we've

one to fpare, like the Swan in Lad-lane, I believe.

But foiftly ! foftly! No noife. I muft go to the

chamber to tell him the carriage is ready. Let

me fee—it's the laft door but one, at one end

of the gallery j but whether it's to the right—-or

to the left,—curfe me if I recoiled. Stay—

(Turning round, and counting the doors.) One—

two-- three.—Dam'me, how the doors dance ! I

fhall never find the right, if they take it in their

heads to run round fo confoundedly. I remember,

(\Taking the. chair, and draining it along) when I

lived with old Lady Hobble, (he always fat ftill

at Ranelagh to find out her company. Now, as

thefe gentlemen here, (Pointing to the doors)

chufe to take a Ranelagh round, I think I had

better lit quiet in the middle of 'em, till

my old acquaintance comes by. (Pulls the

chair againji the next door, and fits dovjn.)

Zounds! how faft fomebody fleeps—Sir David,

perhaps,—-" I wonder if Baronets ever fnore.

What
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"What rhe devil am I to do now ? Get my

head broke for not calling my matter; and my

bones broke, if I fhould happen to call any body
elfe inftead of him. As that is the cafe, I'll call

no body, egad!—I'll e'en goback to the carriage,
and wait till they come for me. So—gently—

fteady.— [Exit, finging.

Scrup. (After a paufe, opens his door. Once

more
every thing is quiet. I can't conceive

who it could be fo long with a light in the

gallery.---! had belt give Random notice of

what has happen'd; that in cafe we are watch'd,

he may be upon
his guard. Hereabouts

the door muft be—(Going to the door,

Random enter1d) Eh ! no chair—*Sdeath, this

is Sir David's! A pretty blunder I fhou'd have

made 1 (Goes to the next) O here it is at

laft. ("Taps at the door.) What a number of

accidents this little contrivance has prevented ! I

had better explain to him what has happen'd in

the infide of my chamber; for it's dangerous

waiting on the outfide a moment, I find. What

the deuce keeps him fo long now? ("Taps again.)

(Sir David opens the door in his bed-go.vm and

night-cat.)
SirDav. Well?

Scrup. Hufh ! it's I.

Sir Dav. I !

Scrup. Softly! Softly! Zounds, you
art

fo unguarded ! Follow me! Quick, quirk!

Only follow me, and you lhall hear all.

[Exit, into his own chamber.

SirDav. Follow me! Damn'd it I do tho'-

Can't itir a ftep without runrfing the ri£k of

breaking my nofe. Curfed queer! A fellow in

the dark with no name—a rafcal, to rob the

houfe perhaps—-Gad, it has put me all in a

twitter.

H 2 Random

\
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Random comes out with a bundle, from the

Women's chamber.

Rand. St! St!

Sir Dav. Eh!

Rand. 'Tis 1.

Sir Dav. So! here's t'other I. (Afide.)
Rand. Where are you?. Here! hold thxS

bundle. (1'hrLifting it into his hands.) Why
what makes you fhake fo? Are you cold here ?

Sir Dav. Zounds., a thief!—He'll cut my

throat if I cry out. (Afide.)
Rand. For lhame, flurried at fuch a trifle as

this! But there's no knowing even one's friends

till they're tried, I fee.

Sir Dav.
"

Like enough." Moft of your

friends have been tried, I dare fay.
*

(Afide.)
Rand. But we fhall have a whole

cargo to

carry. Stay where you are now. Don't ftir

for your life, and I'll be back in an inftant. We'll

foon make an end, I warrant you. (Returns
into the Women's chamber.)

Sir Dav. That you will—a pretty public one

too, I take it. Mercy on me ! How fhall I
get

away ? The dog's given me a bundle here as

big as a child. I lhall be brought in for a new

kind of burglary—Caft tor breaking into my

own houfe, and hang'd for robbing myielf of

my property. My Lady's lock'd up below, I

fuppofe; bound back to back with the old houfe-

keeper: or gagg'd and ravifh'd, poor quiet foul,

with the reft of the family females. If I could

but contrive to (feeling about.)

Scrap. (Putting out his head.) Hollo!

Sir Dav. Oh, the Devil! There's one in

every corner—a whole banditti playing at bo-

■

peep. (Afide.)

Scrup.
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Scrap. Come, come, don't trifle now; I've

fomething to fay to you.

Sir Dav. The fellow don't know me iit

the dark. I'll deceive him. (Afide)

Scrup. Nay this delay will

Sir Dav. Hulk.

Scrup. What's tne matter? Any body co

ming?
Sir Dav. Yes—Yes—

Scrup. Ha! We are difcovered. In—In-

nate the door.)

Sir Dav. Now if I could but crawl down

this back ftair cafe.—(Meets Random, coming
oat, and rims againji him.)
Rand. Now, my dear Scruple, all's ready.
Sir Dav. Zounds, it's the two Merchants!

(Aftde.)
Rand. Our packing is all over—

Sir Dav. Indeed!

Rand. Our two fair ones both equipt for

Sight.
Sir Dav. My Harriet?—

Rand. Yes, and
my Kitty—They'll be in

our arms in an inftant, you rogue! And we've

nothing to do, but to lead 'em to the coach, and

away as fall as love, money, and hories can

carry us. Did'nt I tell you now, that your doubts.

were all nonfenfe ? bun 'fdeath, you are fo dull

about it:
your fears have fo overcome you, that

—-why aren't you like me—All rapture, all paf-
fion ?

Sir Dav. Hem ! (Shewingfigns ofagitation,)
Rand. Aye, this is right now! this is as it

fhou'dbe. But I'll go and bring 'em out. (Going.)

—(Hums back.) la! ha! ha! I can't help

laughing to think what a damn'd clatter Sir

David will make by and by.
, Rand.
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Rand. His fat fubfy wife too ; cackling about

the houfe, like an old hen that has loft her

chickens.

Sir Dav.—Old Hen !
"

Dam'me, I wifh

"

Hie had never fat to have brought fuch a

"
brood." ("Afide.)
Rand. And he too. Did you ever fee fuch a

tedious booby in your life ?

Rand. But I'll go
and conduft our charge.

By the bye, has Tiptoe been here ?

Sir Dav. No.

Rand. Carelefs fcoundrel! But we fhall find

him at the gate with the carriage, I fuppofe.
Now for it. Now to deliver our damfels from

the clutches of an obftinate fool of a father. A

blockhead, to think to marry women to whom he

pleafes! No, no: whenever there's
any for

bidden fruit, it is not in human nature to reft

eafy till it is tafted. (Feelingfor the door.}
Sir Dav. Liquorifh dogs ! (Keeps back.)

Scrup. (Coming out.) Why, what cou'd he

mean ! There's no noife : all's quiet as can be.--

Random.

Rand. Well!

Scrup. Are you ready?
Rand. Yes, yesj didn't I tell you fo? We're

coming.

Scrup. Well, well! Tiptoe has not been

here.

Rand. Pfliaw ! Plague, I know it; you told

me fo already.

Scrup. Did I ? When ?

Rand. Why this inftant; but you are in

fuch a flutter, you can't remember a word you

fay. But you have taken care of the bundle, I

hope?

Scrup. Bundle! What bundle?

Rand. That, that I
gave you juft now.

Scrup.
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Scrap. Juft now! not
you indeed! Why

you're in a flutter yourielf.
Rand. Pooh ! pooh ! I tell

you the bundle I

brought out of the room. The bundle that—

Scrup. Damn the bundle ! I never faw it, nor

felt it in all my life.

Rand. Now how can you be fo curfed obfti-

nate ? I put it
into your own hands, and

you

fhook as if you'd an ague.

Scrup. Shook! your memory is fhook, I

believe.

Rand. Gad I cou'd have fworn I had given
it you, but we muft not ftand upon trifles now.—

Time's precious.—(OpeJis the Women's door—

Harriet and Kitty come out.) This way, this

way. Now, ladies, we attend you.

Kitty. Lud ! it's as dark as pitch.
Rand. Never fear.

Har. Heavens! how I tremble.

Scrup. Courage now, myHarriet, and we
may

feon defy every danger.
Rand. Well faid, Courage ! well faid, Csefar,

egad ! 'Sdeath, madam, if you draw back now

you fpoil all. I'll bring you all thro' I warrant

you.

Har. I fear I fhall never bear
up. The ftep I

am taking, the weight on my fpirits
Rand. Vapours !

vapours, from being in

the dark—-nothing elfe, believe me, madam.

Har. My mother too—What will not fhe

feel ?

Scrup. Nay, purfue this no farther.

Kitty. Mamma will be in a fweet buftle, I

warrant. Rattling about Sir David's ears for

bringing you into the houfe,

Sir Dav. (behind) Be quiet, I know it.

Kitty.

3
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Kitty. Yes, that's exadtly like him for all the

•world. Gemini, I fhall never find my way.

Rand. Stay ! take my arm. Come, madam.—

Scruple—arm in arm all four, and then for our

mat ch.

Sir Dav. March! dam'me but I'll mufter

among ye
tho' (afide.)

Sir David comes forward between them. Kitty

takes hold of Sir David's and Random's

arms—Harriet ofSir David's and Scruple's;
all arm in arm, Sir David in the middle.

Rand. So, thus link'd, he mult be a cunning
and a bold fellow too, that thinks of dividing us,

(going.) (A loud ringing at the bell.)

Scrup. Hark ! fomebody rings at the
gats.

liar. Oh mercy ! we lhall be feen.

Kitty Lud ! there's a light! hide ! hide us,

for heaven's fake. It's mamma as fure as I

live.

Sir Ddv. (aloud.) No, no! ftay where you

are. Come along, my lady! a light will do us

a deal of good.

Enter Lady Dunder, with a light.

Servant, ladies and gentlemen !

Lady. Mercy on me ! Sir David ! girls !

gentlemen !

Scrup. Confufion!

Rand. Sir David !

Sir Dav. Yes, here we are—been frifking
about like a parcel of rabbits. Our burrows

are all empty.

Lady. Why what's the meaning of

Sir Dav. Be quiet—meaning? treachery-
mean to bamboozle us—Dark night, rope

lad

ders, Garden gate, and Gretna Green—-that's

the meaning of it.

Lady. How ! and is this the return for

Sir Dav. Hufh ! aye is this the return for -

my
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my open, hofpitable, generous—I that put fait

in your porridge, bread in your mouth, and

(leaks in your ftomach; cramm'd every thing
into you,

but gratitude.

Lady. And came here on purpofe I fuppofe
with a trump'd-up ftory of

Sir Dav. Trump! dam'me, this will be their

laft
trump I tike it. And you too! (to the wo

men) You! [to Harriet) you that I intended to

link to a lord; to
go

and give up a
peer for

a

pedlar ! a merchant! a fellow here that lives like

a lobfter by fait water ; a culler of pepper and

fpice; a trader in train oil, Greenland blubber,

and China pipkins; or a black dealer in devils

to fell at American markets.

Scrap. 'Sdeath! What is all this ?

Rand. If you'll give us leave, fir, to

Sir Dav. Give ! gad you'd have taken leave

without alking—French leave if I had not been

here; have fmuggled my goods in the dark,
trotted over the Tweed, and b^en hammer'd to

gether by a bare-breech'd blackfmith. A fine

Scotch union, egad ) my two rich rofes here tied

to a pair of poor pitiful thirties ! but zounds ! I'll

have fatisfaftion.

Lady. For heaven's fake, my dear!—cool your

choler a little, Sir David.

Sir Dav. Be quiet. What have I had afword

bobbing between my legs, at Dover hops, and.

quiet country meetings, for thefe twenty years;

and now not rub off its ruft, in the oily guts of

a couple of whale catchers, for what I know to

the contrary?
•

I Old
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Old Random and Carney, {without.')

Old Rand. Come along, Carney! late as it

is, my gentleman can't elcape now, I believe.

{They enter.') Hey-dey ! the whole family col

lected !

Rand. My father ! a
pretty bufinefs we have

made of it!

Old Rar.d. I beg pardon for this intrufion

but if Sir David Dunder is here, and lees the

occafion

Sir Dav. I know it: fee it all, already: fine

6ccafion indeed: and you too-—("to Old Rand.)

aft as accomplices, do you ?—an old fellow—fham?

What you've a wig, now, I warrant, like a young

counfellor's—fqueez'd over a toupee
with a dap

per
tail peeping out between the tyes.

Old Rand. How!

Car. My worthy old friend means, Sir—-

Sir Dav. Hufh—He is an old one, is he ?

means to run away with my wife, then, I fuppofe.

Lady. I fancy he'd find it a difficult matter

to carry me off.

Old Rand. Runaway! Not I. I came here

after a couple ofyoungfters, that

Sir Dav. Did you ? There they are. Take

'em away with you
: as pretty

a pair as any

'in England: you may match 'em againft all

Europe, egad.
Old Rand. So, you

are two pretty gentle
men ; are not you ? And how dare you,

Sir, look me -in the face, after your profligate

proceedings ? (To Random.) Not content

neither m contracting debts, but you
muft

have me, your poor father, you dog, arretted for

>m.

Gam,
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Cam. Yes, and me too.

Rand. I am at a lofs how to comprehend,
Sir—

Old Rand. But that rafcal, tha; rogue,

Roundfee, I think they call him, he can, I be

lieve. irleie have I and poor Carney jvtft been

taken into cuttody for
you

at Doverj while you

have been playing your pranks at large all

over the country.

Sir Dav. Eh! be quiet—Curfed ungenteel

though in you, if
you are his father. Why,

Zounds!
you have us'd me worfe than they !

Get yourfelf lock'd up for your Ion here, with a

plague to you ! that he and his friend
may have

time to run offwith my daughters.
Old Rand. I! I have withdrawnmy counte

nance long ago, I promife you.

Sir Dav. Ha! family failing. The fon would

have withdrawn his countenance too, if I'd let

him.

Old Rand. How ! what, attempt to—

Sir Dav, Be quiet.—I am the injured party 5

let me fpeak.
Lady. No, Sir David, I'll—

Scrup. To end all confufion, I'll fpeak.
Rand. What the deuce can Doubtful fay

now, after all ? (ylfide.)

Scrup. It is yourfelf. Sir David, who have

been chiefly to blame.

Sir Dav. Eh!

Rand. He beats me all to nothing. (Jfide.)

Scrup. Your unguarded kindnefs to ftrangers
might have been attended with much more dis

agreeable confequences. You took our charac

ters from report, I fee. Chara&ers which we

never thought of afiuming.
Sir Dav. Oh! Damn Paul!

Scrup.
"
Our invitation was unfought: and

I 2
"

though



6o WAYS AND MEANS:

"

though our manner of requiting your favours

"

appears unjutlifiable, you may congratulate
"

yourfelf, that inftead of being praftis'd upon
"

by men, unworthy your countenance, you
"

have met with gentlemen."
"
Sir David. Here's two fine fellows! come

"
into my houfe—-going to carry ofF half on't on

"

tfyeir fhoulders---and then—I have met with

"

gentlemen."

Scruple. Our conduft, Sir David, is not fo

culpable as you imagine. A chance, like your

prefent invitation, threw us in your daughters

way
at Bath, and our continued affedtion (I think

I may anfwer for my friend) may prove our mo

tives are unguided by intereft: as a further

proofof it, we difclaim all views of their fortune.

Beftow but their hands, Sir David, and we

ihall be happy.
Sir David. Eh! Zounds! fomething noble

in that too.

Lady.
"

But to think of carrying away our

te

two dear rofy girls here; handibmer than all

u
the pale chits of the county.

Sir Dav. Hufh! handfomer! Ay, and richer

"
too! with pockets full of money : houfewives

"

ftuff'd with bank notes; and work bags
"
cramm'd with guineas."
Old Rand. Indeed, I begin to think Dick

is not fuch a fad dog as I took him for. Eh !

Carney?
Cam. I am perfectly of your opinion, Mr.

Random.

Lady. And what has the other gentleman to

ifay for himfelf? (To Random.)

Kitty. Indeed, Mamma, we are not fo much

to blame, neither.

Rand. Eove, Madam, all powerful love,

muft plead my excufe; a paffion which may

once
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once have influenc'd your Ladyfhip's delicate,

fufceptible bofom. <

Lady. Well, I vow the young man pleads fo

prettily in his defence that—

Rand. If your ladylhip and
my father could

forget pad occurrences, and join with me in
my

fuit to Sir David for an union with his daugh-
ter—-I hope my future conduft—

Old Rand. Um!—Why, as things are fo,

Sir David; and
my

connexions are pretty con-

fiderable—my eftate pretty well known—

Cam. A good fix thoufand a year—I have

known my good friend here fome time; and have

had his property under my eye, for thefe five

years.

Old Rand. And his friend, I am happy to

tell you, is as well connected as he is.

Sir David. Is he? Well, as matters are—and

as my Lord might find a flaw here—an ugly
bufinefs, not much to his liking—I think we can

but in honour be off—fo to
prevent curfed

country fcandal, gabbling girls, ugly old

maids, and all that—-I think we
may as well—

my Lady ?

Lady. As you think proper, Sir David.

Harriet?

Harriet. We are bound now, Madam, both

by inclination and duty to follow
your com

mands.

Kitty. Yes, Mamma, we are both bound.

Sir David. Well then; there, there! take one

another-—no words.

Rand. And now, Kitty, I am
your prifoner

for lif^.
Old Rand. Remember, Roundfee, tho'—

There you might have been a prifoner not much

to your liking. x

J Sir
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Sir David. What! aufurer! Dam'me, let's

duck him.

Old Rand. Oh! he and his gentleman may

be fettled with at leifure. Their blunders have

left them to our mercy, and they merit none, I

promife you—Fellows whofe bufinefs it is to prey

upon
the unthinking, extort from the needy,

and live
upon

the diftrefies ofmankind, deferve

very little companion, when they are diftrefied

themfelves.

Sir David. I know it.—But here, however,

they fhall have no diftrefies to prey upon—No

moping melancholy looks now. All's well, I

hope, at laft, as it ought to be—-and nothing

ought to give any of us, here, fo much pleafure
as looking, to-night, on a fet of

very merry faces.

Exeunt

THE END.



EPILOGUE,

Written by the Author of the Comedy.

Spoken by Mr. PaLMER, in the Charafter of a Neivs-Pafer Writer.

(Squabbling behind the Scenes.J

I'm a Cntick, my maiters! 1 fneer, fplaih and vapour:

I TELL you I muft and will fpeak. How—not fit ?

Pooh! prithee—I will but harangue'em a bit. (amiesforward)
Excufe me, good folks—I'm juft popt from the Pit. 1
Puff Party: Damn Poets: in fhort—Do a Paper.

My name's Johnny Grub—I'm a vender of Scandal,

My Pen, like an Auctioneer's Hammer, I handle;

Knocking down Reputations by one inch of candle?

I've heard out the Play: But I need not have come.

I'll tell you a fecrct, my matters—but, mum !

Tho' ramm'd in amongft you, to praife or to mock it,

I brought my Critique, cut and dry, in my pocket.

We, great, Paper Editors,—ftrange it appears!

Can often, believe mc, difpenfe with our Ears.

The Author—like ail other Authors—well knowing

That IVe are the People to fet him a-going,

Has begg'd me, juft now, in a flattering tone.

To publifh a frievrlly Critique of his own.

Ev'ry good has its evil; We don't pay a Soufe—

Neither We, nor our friends, to come into the Houfe;

But tlun 'tis expefted, becaufe we arc free,

We are bound to praife all the damn'd nonfenfe we fee:

Hence comes ir, the Houfes, their emptinefs fcorning,

At low ebb at Night overflow in the Morning!

Hence Audiences, feated at eafe, at the Play,

Are fqueez'd to a mummy, poor devils, next day !

Even Actors themfelvcs, will extort fomething from us;

And the vileft Performer's an Attor-—of promife.

While felf-praifing Authors, write Volumes on Volumes,

And Puffs, every morning—like fmoke— rife in columns'.
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Our Bard of to-night,—I had tickl'd him fweetly [

Foifts his Puff upon me—damn it, mine was fo neatly
Work'd up—it's a pity—an excellent Pill!

Some i\veet—three Parts four—fhall I read it ?—I will !

"Laft night: Little Theatre: Comedy,—Name,
"

JVays and Means— unproductive—Plot blind, Language 1

"A the Author has Parts—Our Advice, in this Play,
"

Is—New model the Scory
- but this by the way,

"

His Dialogue too,—he may
truft to Our Print,

"

Is, tho' j oor, grofs and vulgar—but this k a hint.

"

Impartial's our Motto—There's really no end

"To his Puns and his Quibbles—IVe fpeak as a Friend.

c:
That the Adtors had doubts on't, we cannot help thinkii

"

For they all did their utmoft to keep it from finking. ;

"

Young Banmfter buftled,
in hopes of it'srifing,

"

And Palmer's exertions were really furprifing."

So much for Our/elves.—What
the Author advances,

To fupport Ways andMeans,
will ne'er mend his Finances

He calls it a light, Summer thing,—and, with him,

His Pur."is all Laugh,—and his Quibble all Whim—

In fhort his Critique would fo tire you to hear it,

I mull publifh my own—or clfe fomething that's near it.

If therefore, in any one Paper you fee

An abufe ofthe Play,—whatfoever itbe,—

Wherever the Poet fhall find a hard rub,

That Paper, depend on't,
is done by—JOHN GRUB,

W.

i














