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PROLOGUE.

X1 R OM Dryden's period to our prefent days,
Thus would be-critics cenfuremodern plays ;

Some are too dull, without intrigue, or jell
And fome mere fpeaking pantomimes at beft;

vV-S't'

That living authors are by .dead iurpatt,
So he muft write the word, who writes the lad—
Still each new drama captioufly they blame,
And, though the town be pleas'd, deny it fame.
Should this decifion be allow'd as juft,
The bays denied the Bard, may grace his buft !

But if this tafte for antiques we purfue,
Agemay improve wit, wine, and women too.

One old opinion we would ftill retain,
The right that England has to rule the main !

Long as the fea fhall fence our envied land,
Long as our navy (hall the fea command ;
So long fhall Howe's, St. Vincent's, Duncan's name,

Begrav'dby memory on the rock of fame !

The page of hift'ry (hall their deeds repeat,
With Britain's triumph, and the foe's defeat.
But ah ! the penfive mufe, with tearful eye,

Views glory's brighteft triumph with a figh !

And midft the fhouts viftorious fleets attend
Mourns o'er the afhes of an honoured friend,
Who in his country's quarrel fought and bled,
By England numbered with her patriot dead !

May war's alarms midft rival nations ceafe,
And all embrace that lovely ftranger—Peace,
Whofe olive branch once planted by her hand,
Shall blefs a loyal, brave, and happy land.
This night our Author's hopes on you are placed,

His former efforts by your fmiles were graced ;

To your decree fubmiffively he bends,
Trufting his judges will be found his friends.
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SECRETS WORTH KNOWING.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—An Apartment in Greville House.
Servants talking without.

Enter Valet, Butler, Coachman, Cook, and
Footmen.

Valet.

SILENCE, I fay! Why, you keep as loud a

gabbling as if you were fettling the balance of
Europe in the lobby of the Houfe of Commons.
Order, I fay—thequeftion is this. Our old mailer
being dead, and our young one expefted every
moment from abroad, ought we, when he arrives,
to'laugh or cry ? Hear the Cook !

Ccok. Why, I thinks, that for the death of an
old matter, a little dripping from the eyes would
be quite natural,

Valet. It may be natural, matter Cook ; but
lord blefs you, the genteel feel of your tip top
folks, is no more like nature, than one of your
fine kabobbed fricaffees is to plain roaft and taties.
Befides, when a man leaves behind him a good ten
thoufand a year, I think it quite natural for the
heir to laugh. What fay you, Coachy ?

B Coach,
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Coach I pulls with you, Mr. Valet—young
matter mutt in the main be glad, for we all know
that the old gemman feeing that he run fkittifh,
kept him upon low provender beyond fea. So
my verdidl is, Mr. Butler, that we all fmiles
agreeably.

Butler. So fay I. Dam'me, I'll look as pleafed
as punch, ha! ha!

Valet. Softly. And will you, fir, who have
but thirty pounds a-year, dare to be as pleafed at

feeing your matter, as I, who have fifty ? No, no

—fubordination is every thing.
Coach. Ecod, the beft reafon we fhould not be

forry, is, that the old Buck left us no legacies.
Valet. That fettles it. {all laugh.) (a knocking at

the door.) Here he comes—I am to look moft
pleafed, and ftand in the front. Back a little,
Coachy, and remember I am to fpeak.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Greville.

Grev. Why this boifterous mirth ?
Coach. You are to fpeak, you know.

{to the Valet.')
Grev. Is it thus you honor the memory of your

departed matter? My love, welcome to England,
and to my father's houfe. If I can truft my heart,
the greatett happinefs I Ihall feel from profperity,
((hould it await us,) will be in placing my Maria,
in the elevated ftation her virtues will illumine.

Sally, in a travelling drefs, Jpeaks as Jhe enters.

Sally. Travelling indeed ! nothing but extortion
I declare—Such a gang of them! Firtt, in comes

the bill J then, remember the Waiter—John Ottler,
5 fir—
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fir—the Chambermaid, ma'am—don't forget poof
Boots—I am the Porter—the Poft Boy, your ho-
nor—fo that your hand keeps conftantly moving
lip and down, up and down, like the great lump
of wood at Chelfea waterworks.—(the Servants nod
and wink to her.)—What are you all nodding and
winking at? why don't you fet chairs?—(Servants
fet chairs.)—Now, go along all of you, and fee the
luggage unpacked — (Servants /urprized)— why
don't you go? (Greville waves his hand.)

Valet. To be ordered about by fuch a dowdy!
fvly dear Coachy, this will never do for us.

[Exeunt Servants.
Sally. A parcel of lazy chaps. I dare fay—but

I'll make them ftir their flumps. Well, here we

are at laft. Oh gemini gig! how my poor bones
do ache!
Mrs. Greville. My Greville, excufe her familia-

rity—fhe has lived with me from my infancy, and
isj indeed, a faithful, affe&ionate creature.

Sally. Aye, that I am. Oh blefs its pretty face!
[patting her miftrefsis cheek.)

Mrs. Grev. Leave u?, good Sally.
Sal'y. Leave you ?
Mrs. Grev. Yes.
Sally. Well, I will. I am a foolifh, good na-

tured—I'll go and fcold the fervants. \_Exit Sally.
Mrs. Grev. You look uneafy, Charles.
Grev. 'Tis for thy fake, Maria. Between hope

and fear my mind is tortured : when I reflect on

rny father's determined, but juft, refentment at

my diflipated condudt while in England—fo deter-
mined, that I dared not acquaint him of my union
with my adored Maria—then I fear that he died
without bleffing me, and has eftranged me from
his houfe and fortune. When I reflefl: that I am

b 2 perhaps
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perhaps deftitute of the means of fuppcirting thee
—furroueded by creditors—(a knocking at the door.)

Enter Sally.

Sally. Oh! mafter, here is fuch a frightful old
fellow wants to fpeak with you. Such a—Oh
Lord! here he is.

Enter Nicholas, his face wrinkled, hollow cheeks, and
every exhibition of dolefulnefs, agey and decrepitude.
Grev. Your name, friend, and bufinefs ?
Nicb. Sir, my name is—fo, there is a lady in

the cafe—my name, fir, is Nicholas Rue, and my
bufinefs will be explained by this letter. (Greville
reads the letter, and feems elated with fleajure.') Now
to have a peep. (puts on his fpetlacles.) Eh ! as

I hope to live thefe fifty years—Mils Egerton.
How my mafter will be furprifed !

Grev. What happy tidings! prefent my beft
refpedts to your mafter—I will wait on him im-

mediately.
Nich. Very well, fir. How my mafter will be

furprifed! \_Exit.
Grev. This letter, Maria, is from my father's

executor. (Reads.)
" Sir,
" As executor to my dear, departed friend,

<c Mr. Greville, I have to inform you, his will
{t leaves you, conditionally, Lis fole heir."

Sally. He! he! how happy I am!
Grev. The familiarity of this girl is intolerable.

Sally,
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Sally, {pouting.') Tolerable indeed !;Oh, Mr.Eger-
ton, her noble brother behaved different: He never

thought me tolerable.
Mrs. Grev. For fhame, Sally!
Sally. And fo it is a fhame that a poor fervant

Ihould be out of her wits for joy at hearing her
dear lady's good fortune? Sir, I has as much

right to be happy as you has, and I will be happy,
thu' you make me cry all day for it.

Grev. Well, Well—loving Maria atones for a

thoufand faults.
Sally, (fignificantly.) Ha! he! perhaps this is as

lucky for Mifter Somebody, as for Sally Down-

right.
Mrs. Grev. Dear Sally—!
Sally. Do you fay dear ?"
Mrs. Grev. Pray be filent.

(Sally puts her band to her mouth, and retires.)
Grev. My love, I muft haften to Mr. Under-

mine.
Airs. Grev. Who?
Grev. Mr. Undermine, my father's executor.
Mrs. Grev. Heavens!

■ Grev. Do you know him, Maria!
Mrs. Grev. Alas! too well.
Sally. (advancing.) Know him! he is the blacked

villain, fir—It was he who ruined her dear brother,
and drove him from England, to wander, nobody
knows where.
Mrs. Grev. Oh, Greville! I doubt the goodnefs

of that fortune to which he is harbinger.
Grev. You alarm me ; but I will haften to him.
Sally. And I'll go with you, and, by gemini gig,

I'll give it him
Grev. For heaven's fake, be quiet! Droop not

my deareft love! 'Tis prolperity awaits us. I go
B 3 to
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to feize the prize, and lay it at thy feet, a fit ob-
lation to thy furpafling virtues. [jExit,
Mrs. Grev. Heigho!
Sally. Don't figh, dear lady! I know from exr

perience riches don't give happinefs. When poor,
I was happy, and now that I am independent,
having £.3 10s. a year in the confolidated real
grand Bank of England, yet I'm not happy; but
I (hall be lb when my darling miftrefs is a great
lady, and her dear brother comes home a general,

Mrs. Grev. Poor Egerton! What perils has he
not encountered for my fake—perhaps his precious
life

Sally. Oh, no, no—take comfort, for fure no-

body wou'd go to kill fo handfome and good a
creature as he is—befides, ma'am, has not he a

mole on his right arm ? Was he not born with a

cawl ? And has he not a pocket-piece that 1 got
conjured?
Mrs. Grev. Peace, foolifh girl! Yet I will take

comfort, for he has the protecting arm of heaven.
[Exeunt,

SCENE II. A Room in Undermine's Hcufe.
Enter Nicholas.

Nich. (croffing the fiage.) That the filter of Eger-
ton fhuu'd be the lady—this is news indeed. They
muft be married, and then my old rogue of a

mafter gets the eftate, and poor I, only a thoufand
pounds for affifting in the roguery 5 but 'tis a lhug
lum.

Enter Undermine, (yawning.)
\Jnd. Good morning. You look ill, Nicholas.

Nich'
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Nicb. Oh dear! don't fay fo—I feel pretty much
in the old way—eat little to be fure—(leep lefs.

Und. Ah! but you have been a fad old rogue,
Nicholas.
Nicb. I have always executed your honor's com-

mands faithfully. Sir, I don't like 12 o'clock at

night. All dark as pitch ! The church-bell toll-
ing, and nothing elfe to be heard but the ra^s in
the wainfcott.

Und. Don't talk of it.
Nicb. Then, fomehow a trembling feizes me—

Und. And you feel a kind of fhivering damp,
don't you ?
Nicb. Yes.
Und. I know—1 know. Then the dreams. I

dreamt that old Greville came to my bed, and de-
manded juftice to his fon, with horrible ghaftly
eyes like—-juft like yours, Nicholas ;—and
plhaw ! I'm becoming a fuperftitious fool. Away
to Greville with my letter.
Nicb. I have already been there. You fee how

anxious I am to put you in pofieffion.
' Und. How anxious you are to touch the £.1000,
Nicholas!
Nicb. Well, fir! he is arrived, and with him—

» Und. Aye !
Nicb. A lady.
Und. His wife, think you ?
Nicb. I'll tell you who fhe is, and leave you to

judge—the filter of Egerton.
Und. I ndeed!
Nicb. Whom you ruined.
Und. And he deferved it for his folly. What

chance had he, with only old blind juftice on his
fide, while I had poffeffion, a long purfe, and a

chancery luit, haJ ha! you don't laugh, Nicholas?
b 4 Nicb.
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Nick. Lord, fir, I hav'n't laughed thefe thirty
years.

Und. Ah! you have been a fad rogue. But
when am I to expe£t Greville?
Nieh. Diredtly, fir.
Und. Then give me his father's will out of that

drawer.
Nicb. (Jjgnificantly.) Which will, fir?
Und. Which will? why, you aie a wag, Ni-

cholas. Not his fecund will, which you burnt.
Ha! ha! you are a wag. No, no.—this is the
will for us, Nicholas ; the fecond did not fuit quite
fo well—it did not contain this beautiful proviloe—
<c But in cafe my faid ion fhall have aded, orlhall
" act, contrary to this my will, 1 then bequeath
" all my ettate?, whatfeever and wherefoever, to
" my herein named executor, advifer, and valued
<c friend, Urban Undermine elquire."—And was

not I a good advifer, eh? But then, Nicholas,
what trouble I had, to make the old iuperannuated
fool fign it. How I had, to enforce the fin ot dif-
obedience, read to him all the tragical ftories of
improvident marriages—yet, Nicholas, we aie not

quite fafe, while my late lervants, the witnefies to

the burnt will, are forth coming. Have you been
to Newgate to fee them?
Nich. Yes, fir; and fays I to them—you know

my matter's plate w^s found at the bottom of your
trunks, (which you know, fir, I put there myfelf,)
and the law has condemned you to be hang'd—•
now ycurkind matter has got your lentence loftened
10 a mere trip to Botany bay.

Und. And they were quite happy, I fuppofe ?
Nicb. No, fn—they grumbled.
Und. Ah! man—man—never contented. This

is iny reward for fending them to a charming
flourilhing
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fiourifhing colony, where there is every luxury—
even a play-houfe, Nicholas.
Nicb. And I am told, fir, there are very good

a&ors there.
Und. I dare fay there are. (a knocking at the

door.) Run to the window, and i'ee if it be
Greville.
Nicb. Lord, fir, I can'c run—nor I can't fee.
Und. (afide.) P(haw! old withered dolt!—can't

fee—one comfort is, you will foon be dead. [Exit.
Nub. But I can hear—Soon be dead, eh ? Oh

dear me, no—equally obliged to you notvvithftand-
ing—I am pretty well—indeed—excepting a flight
liver complaint, a flying gout, and a touch of the
dropfy, I am quite well—Ah! the one thoufand
pounds muft be firft duly and truly paid, or I'll
fhew y.u a trick you little expeft, old matter of
mine.

Enter Undermine.

Und. 'Tis he—'tis Greville—run to the door.
Ni b. I can't run, I tell you. [Exit.
Und Ir he be but married ! Now for manage-

ment—If he be but married

Enter Greville.

Mr. Greville, I prefume—allow me to congratulate
you on your arrival in England. I hope you en-

joyed your health abroad?
Grev. Perfectly I'o. Excufe me, Mr. Under-

mine; but my anxiety
Und. I underltand—i here, fir, is your good

father's will.
Grev. (reads.) " I, Robert Greville, do make and

lc declare this my will. To my only fon, Charies
** Greville,
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" Greville, I bequeath my forgivenefs and bleffing,
c< (bows in thankfulnefs,) together with all my ef-
" tates, real and per'fonal, provided my faid fon
" has not during my life contracted, or does not,
" till he has fulfilled his twenty-fifth year, con-
" tract—matrimony." (greatly agitated.

Und. He is miferable—I am a happy man!
Grev. {reading.) " And in cafe my laid fon fhall

*' have afted, or fhall aft contrary to this my
*' will, I then bequeath all my eftates, whatfo-
<c ever and wherefoever, to my herein-named exe-
" cutor, advifer, and valued friend, Urban Un-
" dermine efquire." (ajide.) Moll; accomplifhed
ruin! Oh, Maria!

Und. You feem indifpofed.
Grev. Hew fhall I aft ? Sir, the dying bleffing

cf ajtiftly offended father has agitated my fpirits.
(a/ide.) And fhall this wretch, the enemy of Maria,
riot in the bleffings fhe ffiould enjoy ?

Und. Mr. Greville!
Grev. (aftde.) Suppofe I conceal my marriage—

The clergyman who officiated abroad, being dead,
and ih. certificate fafe in my poffcffion, deteftion
is impoffible.

Und. Sir, the pleafure I might otherwife feel at
fo l<-rge an acquifition of property as your mar-

riage gives me, is really, fir, changed into anguifh
on your account.

Grev. {aftde.) I'll conceal my marriage—I'll tor.
ture him. Mr. Undermine, how happy am I to

relieve your benevolent heart from the anguiffi
which oppreffes it, and . ike you happy by de-

claring, I ana not married; but you don't feem
happy.

Und. N—no—not married !—Is it poffible that—
Grev. It is quite poffible.

Und.
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Und. That is—I mean—I—I—have the pleafure
of knowing Mils Egerton.

Grev. True, and fhe fays flie knows you well,
Und. Yet, on reflexion, who can wonder
Grev. What do you fay ?
Und. Who can wonder, I fay, that the fitter of

a proud beggar Should be loft to thofe celeftial
virtues
Grev. 'Tis falfe! Virtues! ftie is their reprefent-

ative ojn earth.
Und. Except chaftity.
Grev. (afide.) Diftraflion ! Oh, my wrong'd

wife ! am I the aflaflin of thy fame?—If I remain
here, I fhall betray myfelf.

Und. Yet, I fay
Grev. Say no more, fir.
Und. Allow me to advife
Grev. Pardon me, good fir—die advice you have

here given is fo excellent, (returning the will,) that
I fhould be deemed a monopolilt, did I engrofs
more. Let the world benefit; my family have had
quite enough of it.

Und. Jn fhort, then, Mr. Greville
Grev. In fhort, then, Mr. Undermine, I am

equal to the attendance on my own affairs. Do
you prove your attention to yours, by promptly
attending me in the capacity of executor, and not

as heir, to my father. {.Exit.
Und. So, lb, fo—Yet he muft be married : but

then how to prove it—how to manage—

Enter Nicholas, running and capering.
Nich. Well, fir, here I am—ready to touch.
Und. You can run, I fee.
Nich. Why, after a thoufand pounds, I can

hobble a bit,
Und,
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Und. Can you ? Then hobble to Lucern, in
Switzerland, and obtain proof of their union—he
denies being married.
Nicb. Deny being married! But I'll take my

oath he is.
Und. I dare fay you will—But who will believe

you, Nicholas? I'll probe him to the quick—a
licentious profligate! Ah, Nicholas! let this be a

lefion to you. Avoid the fin of leduftion!
Nich. I will, lir.
Und. To rob innocence of its thoufand charms.
Nicb. To rob me of my thoufand pounds!
Und. But he is married. I'll after him diredtly.
Nich. Sir, you forget the fteward is coming.
Und. True, true, old April—a full twenty years

fince we met.

Nich. He muft be tottering on the grave, poor
old fellow.

Und. He tells me he has brought Rofe Sydney
to town with him, our joint ward. I have left the
care of her entirely to him, becaufe it never ftruck
me how I cou'd get any thing by her.
April, {without.) Up ftairs, do you fay ? Come

along, Rofe.
Und. The old fellow is fumbling his way up.

Don't hurry yourfelf, friend April, I'll help you.

Enter April and Rose Sydney.—April'* figure
reprefenting the " lujly winter" of life,Jlrong, cor-
pulent, a ruddy complexion, and long, flowing, filver
hair.

April. Who the devil wants your help ! Friend
Undermine, how are you ? heartily glad to fee you,
(Jhatinr him "violently by the hand,)
Nich. Ah, Mr. April!

April.
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April. What, old Nick ! alive! You grow de-
vilifh like your namefake ! Ha, ha ! (flops laughing
fuddenly.) My dear Rofe ; alk pardon—forgot to

introduce, and all that—Undermine, this is our

ward, our pretty Rofe—brought her up to town

to fee all the devilments and things, and marry her
to my grandfon Plethora, who is by this time, I
warrant, a celebrated phyfician.

Rofe. That is, Guardy, if 1 like him.
April. To be fure—no compulfion—no—no—

You fee mine has been a difficult talk, friend Un-
dermine—not only to take care of a large lump of
land, but alfo this pretty little rnorfel of live ftock.

Rofe. Which is certainly the harder talk of the
two ; for where you leave a pafture at night, there
you are fure to find the pafture in the morning;
but you may leave me peaceably browzing in that
pafture in the evening, and the next day, hear of
my curvetting and frifking it on a certain Green,
called Gretna.

Und. Ha, ha! madam, you will be efteemed a
wit.
April. She will—for fhe has three thoufand a

year, ha, ha ! But, old Nick, have not you a bit of
dried wainfcot in the houfe, commonly called a

houfekeeper. Rofe will want an army ofmiliners,
haberdafhers, and odds and ends.
Nicb. Do you imagine, fir, we exift without the

blandifhments of the fofter fex ? Allow me to
conduit you—don't be alarm'd, mifs, you may rely
on my prudence and delicacy.

[jExeunt Nicholas and Rofe.
April. Come, let me look at you, old boy. You

are grown devilifh rufty.
Und. Impudent blockhead !
April. My countenance is the fame.

I Und.
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Und. Yes, brafs never rufts•, but you mult want
repofe,
April. Repofe, ha, ha ? Why I walked good

twenty miles yefterday, over hedge and (tubble, tof

Ihoet you a bag of birds, old boy. How yoa
ilare!

Und. How the devil have you contrived to keep
fo ruddy a face ?
April. By keeping clean hands, friend Under-

mine.
Und. And how do you manage to keep your

body upright?
April. By keeping my heart in the fame attitude;

for 1 loon found out that the weight of every ill-
gotten guinea is laid on a man's fhoulders for life
—bends him down—there is no getting rid of the
load- (Undermine tries to hold up his head, but fails.)
So I preferr'd a long life to a long annuity, and a

light heart co a heavy purle, eh, matter Under-
mine ?

Und. A moft excellent plan indeed—for the
country.
April. Well, but the news—is Greville arrived?

The young heir—the dear boy, Charles—is h«
well ?

Und. Yes, a pretty chick he is—a profligate—a
feducer.
April. W^hat! Oh, I fee—a joke of yours, to

try to prevent my laughing, ha, ha ! Eh, you fhake
your head tho\

Und. What would you fay, if I told you he had
baltrly 1educed a virtuous and fupeiior woman ?
April. I would fay it was a lie.
Und. Go then, and convince yourfelf.
April. What Charles Greville guilty of dishonor,

merely to get a falhionable name ?
Und.
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Utid. And even there he will be difappointed.
Formerly, indeed, the ruin of an innocent woman
was thought wickednefs enough to entitle you to

a feat in the cotorie of fafhion; but now, unlefs
that woman be the wife of your friend, or the
daughter of your benefadtor, your gufto is lcouted,
and you are black-balled for want of a due quali-
fication.
April. Oh, rare London, ha, ha! Should not

laugh tho\—Sad doings. I'll go to him •, if what
you fay be true, he wont dare to look even me in
the face—but it can't be.—Oh ! he was the braveft,
nobleft lad. I'll tell you ftories of him, will make
you fo laugh, ha, ha! And I'll tell you ftories will
make you fo cry. [Exeunt.

ACT



ACT II.

SCENE I.— An Apartment in UNDERMINE'S House.

Enter APRIL and UNDERMINE.

April. But tell me, tell me—have you feen my
grandfon Plethora lately ?

Und. No, not lately.
April. Is he one of your firft jate doflors, eh ?
Und. (concealing a laugh.) Not quite, I believe.
April. He mult be grown a tremendous fellow.

Sent him to town in high condition—full of health
—all finew—(Irong as a caftle.

Und. You'll find your caftle reduced to mere

lath and plainer. (ajide.)
April. And a power of money in his pocket.
Und. Aye, how much ?

April. All I was worth.
Und. The devil you did ?

April. To be lure. The road of life is con

foundedly up hill, fo I determined the boy fhould
not want provender. Befides, they fay money gets
money—and by this time I dare fay he has doubled,
aye, trebled it.

Und. (afide.) Ha! ha! Give all he has to a

young fpendthrift. Well, you'll follow me to

Grevillc's ?
April. Never to do things by halves is a maxim

in the family of the Aprils.
Una. (afide.) And you have certainly proved

yourfelf the fir ft of the Aprils, ha! ha! \_Exit.

Enter
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Enter Rose.

April. Ah, Rofe, my girl, I expert your lover
eveiy moment. (Rofe flakes her head.') Nay, fair
play—fee him, and hear him—let us have no fend-
ing adrift without a fair trial. Egad, you'll fee a

man fit for a hulband; like—like what I was fifty
years ago.

Rofe. Of this I am fure: I never can hate any
thing that refembles my dear Guardy.
April. Blcfs thee!—(knocking.) Eh— here

he comes—the head of Apollo, the ftrength of
Hercules, the voice of a Stentor, the

Enter Plethora, his vifage thin and emaciated., his
figure lean, his voice tremulous. A man of twenty
with a conjlitution of eighty. April jumps with
furprife.
April. Eh! what! no!
Pleth. How are you, Grandad ?

April. Rofe, my love, fpeak to it.
Rofe. Alas! poor ghoft !
Pleth. How goes it, I fay ?—Grown quite Him

and genteel fince you law me laft, an'i I ?

April. Quite !
Pleth. This is fhape and make, is not it ? v

: 2,3
April. Why, Bob—ha, ha ! fhould not laugh-

Poor fellow ! perhaps 'tis intenfe ftudy.—But, he,
he ! zounds, dudtor, inftead of giving it to others,
you 1'eem to have taken all the phyfic yourfelf.

Pleth. Yes, of cherry-bounce quantum fuff!—•
and old Oporto,—a couple of magnums—that's my
phyfic—a (hort life and a merry one, ha, ha !—
Ugh, ugh! But you fent word you wanted mc

on bufinefs. What is it, eh?
C A$rih
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April. Why, I had an intention of propofmg a

marriage between you and that fweet girl. But I
don't know what to fay—you don't feem exadlly
calculated. What do you think, Rofe ? (SheJhakes
her head and laughs.) Nay, don't laugh at my
grandfon. Age is refpedable, I fay, old one,
what do you think of marriage ?
Pleth. With that fine girl—with all my heart.

A fhort life, and a merry one.

Rofe. Don't be rafh, fir. And will you venture
to run away with me ?
Pleth. That I will. Eafy ftages tho\
Rofe. Eafy ftages!—It won't do, Guardy.
April. No j we muft give it up. But what have

you done with all the money I gave you ?
Pleth. Why, I duly considered the hardnefs of

the times, and fo threw it into circulation.
April. Indeed! And pray how do you intend

to live ?
Pleth. I am one of the hoft of Pharoah.
April. Dam'me, you are one of the lean kine,

ha ! ha ! But zounds and fury !• {going up to

him.')
Rofe. Oh, don't !—If you touch him you'll kill

him.
Pleth. You have arrived in time; for I have

juft decanted the laft hundred. Come, tip a rou-
leau.
April. I heard you kept a carriage.
Pleth. Two—a gig and a tandem.
April. You a phyfician ! Why, you ignorant—
Pleth. Come, tip. (holding out his baud a la me-

dian.)
April. Eh ! ignorant—I beg your pardon—No, I

fee you underhand at leaft the grand principle of the
pro-
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profeffion, (imitating,) ha, ha! But, 'fdeath! what
have you to fhew for all the money ?
Pleth. Shew ! Afk at the College.
April. Oh! in Warwick Lane.
Pleth. Warwick Lane! Curfe the old quizes !

ha, ha!—ugh, ugh!—No, I mean the HorfeCollege.
April. The Horfe College !
Pleth. To be fure. Farriery is now the only

learning fit for a man of fafhion. Why, have not

you read the Rights of Cattle ?
April. No.
Pleth. No! Then you are a yahoo.—NorLoofc

Thoughts on a Horfe-fhoe, fix volumes folio, price
twenty guineas ?
April. No.
Pleth. Nor you, ma'm ?
Rofe. No, fir.
Pleth. What, both ignorant of horfe-fhoeing!

Why, you an't fit to fhew your heads in polithed
fociety. I tell you 'tis the only thing going.
April. Indeed! Well, as it is a thing going,

there can be no harm in wifhing it gone.
Pleth. Gone ! Why, blefs you, lo far from that,

there's Lord Snaffle learning to read a purpofe.
But I muft be off.
April. Where ?
Pleth. To the College to be fure—never mifs—

famous day. Two leftures—one, a grand difler-
tation on the ufe and abufe of cruppers.
April. Amazing!
Pleth. The other, on the proper application of

the horfewhip.
April. You need not go on that account. I'll

Ihew you that in two minutes. (is retrained by
Rofe.)

Pleth. But, I fay—if I am to match with that
C 2 nice
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nice girl, fay the word, that I may go into training
accordingly.
liofe. Certainly not, fir.
Pleth. Then good bye.—I fay, a iliort lite and a

merry one, he, he !—ugh, ugh ! \_Exit.
April. So, all my property gone to make a far-

rier. I fay, did you ever lee luch a bit of blood,
haxha! But I mull away to Greville's. Good
bye, my girl! Horfc-fiioeing!—Egad, do&or,
you fliall have a bellyful or it •, for into the coun-

try you go, and farner you are for life. [ Exeunt.

SCENE II.—A Library at Greville's.

Mrs. Greville difcovtred., djcttedly leaning her
check on her hand—Sally looking out of the
window..

Mrs. Grev. Greville not yet returned ?
Sally. There he is, ma'am, pacing up and down

the Square, with his arms crolTed—now he ftops—•
now he walks quick.
Mrs. Grev. Oh ! call him to me.

Sally. He is coming, ma'am. Don't agitate
your dear fpirits.
Enter Greville, under great agitation•, not

cbprving his wife, he draws a chair, and fits
down.

Grev. To conceal my marriage—How can I alk
it of my wife ? To confefs ic, then ! (rifmg.)
Ruin without hope. I cannot bear the thought.
Unfortunate Maria!
Mrs. Grev. (leaning on his JJooulder.) Not fc—

while I poflefs your love—Oh, tell me, Charles-!
the wild dilorder ot your eye terrifies me. (Gre-

3 ville



SECRETS WORTH KNOWING. it

v\]\e points to Sally.)—Leave us good Sally ! [Exit
Sally.)—Tell me, Oh, tell me the worft.
Grev. I will—it is—for us, a prifon during life.

Beggary for our child. (Mrs. Greville weeps.)
This horrid fate you can alone avert.

Mrs. Grev. (fmiling thro' her tears.) Oh, Charles!
how unkind to think that misfortune fbalt for a

moment opprefs your heart, which I can avert.
'Twill be a happinefs
Grev. (mournfully.) Happinefs, Maria ! mark

me. To prevent the heavy hand of poverty from
crufiiing us, you mult declare—how fnall I utter

it ?—that we are not married. Should that be
known, I am difinherited.
Mrs. Grev. Oh ! muft we part ?
Grev. I mean not that. Confent to Jive with

me, yet
Mrs. Grev. Say on.

Grev. Declare yourfelf—think the reft.
Mrs. Grev. Your miftrei's. (faintly.) I will.

Pardon me a moment's agitation. (recovering.)
Yes, cheerfully.

Grev. Think, my love, 'twill be but a tranfient
forrow.
Mrs. Grev. Alas! I think but this—it was my

Greville afked it; and I folemnlv fwear by the holy
marriage vow, never to claim the honour'd name

of wife, but at your command.
Grev. Let me adore thee !
Mrs. Grev. Yet, oh! (burfiing into an agony of

tears.)
Grev. Is this cheerfulnefs, Maria ?
Mrs. Grev. 'Tis not for myfclf—the title of mif-

'trels gives not this pang. But, oh Charles, what
name will attach to our pretty innocent ?

Grev. 1 cannot bear the conflict. Let ruin come.
C 3

' Mrs.
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Mrs. Grev. Oh no ! forgive me—but at that
moment the mother felt ftrong within me. Indeed
I will be all you wifh. Pray look happy. Come,
you (hall fee I'll aft my part to admiration ! Be gay.
(faints.)
Grev. Maria—my love !—
Mrs. Grev. (recovering.) I am better. It was

my laft ftruggle. Indeed I am better.
Grev. Within there! (Sally makes one Jiep on

tie Jiage.) You were very near at hand.—Her fe-
crecy wili be neceflary. By your alacrity, I judge
it would be needlefs to repeat what has now

pafltd ?
Sally. Why, fir, to fpeak the truth, I overheard

every word you faid.
Grev. This, then, is your duty ?
Sally. Ah, fir!—If my love for my dear miftrefs

had not been ftronger than my duty, you would
not have been folong troubled with SallyDownright.

Grev. Well, well—have the fervants afked you
any queftions about your miftrefs ?

Sally. A thoufand.
Grev. What anfwer did you give them ?

Sally. None.
Grev. That was right. Now attend to my

orders. You muft deny my marriage with your
miftrefs.

Sally. I won't.
Grev. What
Sally. I will not. (with firmnefs.')
Grev. I am not to be trifled with. Will you

obey my orders ? {Jhe Jhakes her head.) Then
leave this houl'e inftantly.

Sally. I won't go. (takes a chair andfits down be-
tween them.) ITer dear noble brother left her to

my caie——

9 Grev.
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Grev. But your charge is fuperfeded by a huf-
band's proce&ion.

Sally. Ad like a hufband, and I'll go, bag and
baggage.—'Till then, here I fits.
Mrs. Grev. Would you fee us reduced to want?
Sally. Want!—Nonfenfe ! Have not I a pair of

hands ftrong enough to work for you ? And I

fuppofe his are ftrong enough to work for himfelf.
Want, indeed !
Mrs. Grev. Leave her with me. I know I can

prevail. Retire, my love.
Grev. My mind is too opprefled to meet Un-

dermine. Tell him to return in two hours.
Mrs. Grev. Compofe your fpirits.
Grev• Thanks, my kind Maria. [Exit.
Sally. What! deny his own honourable, real,

lawful fpoufe, and fuch a lady ! And then expedt
me to encourage
Mrs. Grev. Come, come—you can refufe me

nothing.
Sally. I cannot fay it.
Mrs. Grev. But you can be filent.
Sally. That I can.
Mrs. Grev. Then promife me to remain fo,

fhould the fubjefl be mentioned to you.
Sally. I do.
Mrs. Grev. Aye, but ferioufly ?
Sally. Or may I never fee your dear brother

again. 'Tis lucky he does not know cf thefc
doings.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Mr. Undermine. [Exit.
Mrs, Grev. Be prudent, Sally—remember.

C 4. Enter
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Enter Undermine.—Mrs. Greville bows coldly,
and retires up the Stage.

Und. This is the confident, I fuppofe. (beckons
her towards him.) I'll try a dole of flattery : that
cofts nothng. You are as handfome as an angel.

Sally. So are you, fir.
Und. Me ! no, that won't do. Ah ! then I mud

apply to the grand fpecific j (takes out a purfe.) put
that in your pocket for my fake ; but don't talk
about it.

Sally. You fhall never hear of it again depend
on't.

Und. I fay—a handfome couple.
Sally. Very.
Und. I fuppofe you had a very jolly wedding.

(Jhe remains filent.) Come, come, you may truft
me. Why fhouid you fuppoie me a babbling idiot,
that cannot keep a fecret ?

Sally. Why fh >uld you fuppofe me one?
Und. (after licking at hex with fufpicion.) I'll

thank you juft to look at that purle again.
Salty. Certainly, fir. {feeling for it.) But, can

you really be lnug ?
Und. I can—keep the purfe—I infift on it—I

have her—I have her.
Sally. Can you be fecret ?
Und. Yes.
Sally, So can I. [Exit.
Und. God blels my foul!—She is gone—and the

purie is gone—Somehow, I didn't manage quite
fo clevcrly. Eh! but now for the miftrefs. I'll
humb!e her, however-^yes—with the eard~N
Madam, I am under the neceflity of afking by
what name I am to have the honor of addrclling
you.

Mrs.



SECRETS WORTH KNOWING.

Mrs. Grev. (coming forward.') By a name moft
unhappy, molt wronged—yet, by the ftill proud
name of Egerton. Mr Greville cannot fee you at

prelenc. In two hours he will be at leifure. That
is the door.
Und. Alas! madam, I pity you.
Mrs. Grev. (Jhfling her indignation.') I thank

you tor thinking I d ferve it. How fuperior, then,
am I, to that wretch, who bafcly defrauds worth,
and drives from his friends and country a noble
youth, to encounter calamity, perhaps death;—
for, in the awful hour of retribution, who will
pity him. That, fir, is the door. [Exit.

Und. God bleis my foul! I have not triumphed
quite fo much as I expe&ed. I don't exadlly know
w! at'to do. I fee no particular ufe in flaying here,
and, as fhe obferved, that certainly is the door.
God blefs my foul! [Exit.

Enter Sally and April.

Sally. (bobbing a curtfey.) My mafter is not at

home, fir.
April. Pugh—pugh—tell him 'tis April come to

fee htm. I am his lteward.
Sally. Indeed, fir
April. And who are you ?

Sally. I am Sally, fir—I came with them from
foreign parts.
April. Then I fuppofe you can prattle German,

Sally ?
Sally. Me jabber their outlandifti fluff! Sir, I'll

give you my opinion on that fubjedt. I thinks,
that, for a true-born Briton to fpeak one word of
foreign lingo, is a mortal fin.
April. Bravo, Englifli Sally ! and how did ycu

Jike the people ?
Sally.
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Sally. Not at all—a parcel of conceited chaps-
pretended not to underftand me, tho' I fpoke as

legibly to them in the real vulgar tongue as I does
to you.
April. Ha, ha! And how did you like the

country ?
Sally. Not a bit—high frightful mountains all

covered with ice. Ugh ! (Jhivering.) And horrible
roaring cafcades, making jfuch terrible noifes. No
—Taunton Dean for my money. Regular hay-
fields, and corn-fields, and a good turnpike-road.
April. Egad, you are a girl to my mind.
Sally. And I am fure you are a nice old man.

April. Do you think fo, ha, ha! Now to found
her. Pray, Sally, how long has our young mafter
been married ? {{he is moving offfilently, he gets be-
tween her and the door.) And fo you think me a

nice old man, eh ?
Sally. Yes, that I do—ha! ha!
April. And fo they were married abroad, eh ?

(Sally looks grave again, and exit.') Then it is fo.
Ah, here he comes—he is grown a noble fellow.
Pity that fo fine a tree fhould be rotten at the
core. Ah ! I fee he is a man of pleafure, he looks
fo miferable.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Greville.

Crev. Ah! April, the fame man I left.
April. Yes, the fame—body and heart.—Can

you fay fo to me, Charles ?
Crev. So, fo—more torture.

April. What a charming creature ! (addrejfing
Mrs. Greville.) Don't be offended, madam—you
took like an angel—nay don't droop—I dare fay
you will be one. Heaven is merciful ! give me

your
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your fair hand. An old man's blefling will not
harm you, lady. {wiping his eyes.)
Mrs. Crev. He weeps. Oh Greville, let us re-

tire. Even the pity of a villain did not move me;
but the virtuous tears of that eld man prefs on my
heart with agony infupporcable.
April. Oh, Charles! Charles!

Enter Sally.

Grev. Mr. April, are you content to be a fiient
obferver of my conduct ?

April. I cannot—I cannot.
Crev. Then, fir, you mud eftrange yourfelf from

this houfe. £Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Greville.
April. I'll go—I'll go—Is this my once noble

boy—my pride ?—forbid me his houfe !
Sally. Never mind his forbidding. I fhall al-

ways be proud to fee you, fir.
April. Thank you, Sally. I, that taught him

to fhoot flying, and now have his dogs fo trained-—
covevs waiting for him to come and fhoot them—

'
r t'tis all over. Pray, (but tell me if I am imper-

tinent,) who is that lovely creature ?
Sally. The fitter of Mr. Egerton. Ah! there

is a man. How I loved him ! Platonic, I aflfure
you. And the regard was mutual; for, excepting
the old greyhound, I was firft favourite.
April. What, he likes greyhounds—then I dare

fay he is a fine fellow. I'll think no more of Gre-
ville—And fo, your love was platonic, eh ?—Hal
ha !—nay, if I can't laugh, 'tis all over with me.

yes, I will leave your houfe. Lend me your arm,
my good girl ; for to fay. the truth, Sally, this
quarter of an hour has ihook me worfe than the
lafi: twenty years wear. [Exeunt.

ACT
,



ACT III.

SCENE I.—An Apartment in UNDERMINE'S House.
Enter UNDERMINE and NICHOLAS.

Nich. Well, fir, what news of Greville ? Does
he confefs ?

Und. No.
Nich. Dtar me, I fliou'd like to touch. I am

an old man, and I can't, I fuppofe, hope to live
always. Do you think 1 can, fir ?

Und. Not always, I fhou'd think.
Nicb. All! (fight) then, fir, if—ever—I fhould

by any accident happen to die—it would be con-
foling to clutch the £.1000 firft. Oh dear—I
forgot.—Your nephew Roftrum, the young
auctioneer, is below.

Und. What does he want ?
Jsfich. Every thing'—riches, title, fenfe, ele

gance-, becaufe (to exprefs myfelf in one grand,
energetic word), he wants the cajh.

Und. Well, well, give him a guinea—flay, I
have a thought. Suppofe I make him an engine
to torment Greville—but he is fuch a Sneakup!
Were he a boy of metal, I would adopt him—but
he is fo honeft, Nicholas.

Nicb. 'Tis excufable in youth, fir.—Time and
your inftrudtions

Und. Then he is deficient in fpirit.
Nich. Lord, fir, you have never allowed him

fair play : give him a purfe full of gold—try that
—adod, it would make a buck of me.

Und.
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Und. I will try it.
Nicb. And, lir,—a thought has ftruck me too.
Und. Out with it.
Nicb. I don't think, fir, we lead very happy-

lives.
Und. No—not remarkably fo.
Nub. Suppofe then, fir, when you get the

Greville eftate, and I get the thoufand pounds,
that we get rid of the coki damps and Ihiverings.

Und. Aye, but how !—how !
Nicb. Lord, fir, don't you fee, how the great

contrive it. Inftead of paffing twelve o'clock at

night in darknefs, and the blue devils—their
houfcs are illuminated, full of company and jollity.

Und. And a molt excellent plan it is—I'll
do it.—Yes, I'll pals the next fifty years of my
life in luxury and honourable uprightnefs.
" Nich. Except I fuppofe any fnug bit of ro-

" guery Ihou'd occur in our way.
" Und. Certainly, and I'll become a man of

<c tafte and virtu.
" Nich. What become a man of virtue ! Sir ?
" Und. No—no—you blockhead—I'll explain

" to you, Nicholas—Virtu is an admiration of
" every thing ufelefs, or monftrous ; as old
" books full of lies—tea cups—bad fixpences—
" butterflies—kittens with two heads, and fo forth ;
" while Virtue is, that—I fay Virtue is a—every
" body knows what Virtue is."
Nicb. And edod I'll have iny jollifications, and

who knows but in time I may learn to laugh
again. [Exit.

Und. Now how to provide handfomely for my
nephew, without it's cofting me a farthing—I have
it—marry him to Rofe Sidney—ah ! let me alone
for management. A habere is my young auctioneer.

Enter
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Enter Rostrum.

Rof. How do you do, fir. (bowing low.)
TJnd. Curfe your bowing—come here, fir,—hold

up your head.
Rof. Civility, fir, in my line is every thing.
Und. Yes, but I am going to make a- dafhing

buck of you, and in that line—civility will be all
againft you.
Rof What, fir, am I to leave my pulpit,—and

part with my little hammer.
Und. (throws him a purfe.) There is fomething

better than your little hammer.
Rof. Oh dear, and what am I to do with all this ?
Und. What you pleafe.
Rof I'll go to a fale.
Und. Go to a fale—I gave it you to throw to

the devil.
Rof I'll take it to my attorney's.
Und. Take it to Bond ftreet—purchafe expen-

five cloaths, horfes, carriages—I'll make a man of
you.

Rof. Well, I fhou'd not have thought that be-
coming a ipiig of falhion was the way to make a
man of me.

Und. I fay, how do you feel with a heavy purfe ?
Rof. Quite light, fir—the cafti certainly loofcns

a man's joints, and gives a fort of a—I—don't—
care—a—damn—for—'any—body, kind ofa feel.—•

(ft) utting about.)
Und. Obey me, and my fortune's yours—difobey

me, and you are a beggar. In the firft place, forget
your abfurd auctioneer jargon—you underftand.—

Rof. Sir, 1 take your -bidding—I mean I take
your hint.

Und.
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Und. And get rid of that refpe&ful manner, the
age of fupple adulation is pafled ; bend now to the
great, and they will fink you lower.—No, you muft:
afTume a fuperiority—you muft hold up your head.
—Do you think, for inftance, you can get rid of

your refpedt for me ?
Rof. With the greateft eafe poftible.
Und. Very well. Obferve, every thing may be

done by management. 1 who am now look'd up
to—aye, fir, look'd up to ; once kept you, know,—
a paltry grocer's fhop.

Rof. It was a chandler's fhop.
Und. Was it—well—well—how have I become

what I am—by management—for inftance—I am
thought to polTefs a ftrong underftanding—is it fo?
Rof. It never ftruck me that you did.
Und. Very well——again—the world calls me a

man of fcrupulous integrity—am I fo ?
Rof. Certainly not, fir.
Und. Very well, then—all the effect of manage-

ment. Say little—yet never feem ignorant •, but by
fignificant nods and fmiles, feem to fay, I know
all—but won't tell.
Rof. Oh ! when ever I don't underftand a fub-

je£t, I muft nod.
Und. Yes.
Rof. Then, my dear uncle, I fhall nod my head

off to a certainty.
Und. No, no, you may manage—-get a fmat-

tering of politics at a party bookleller's—-morality
you may learn at the playhoufes—mechanifm at

Merlin's.—and the fine arts

Rof At my own au&ion room.

Und. Confound your auction room—away and
begin your career.—Stay ; a little trifle I had forgot
—I am going to marry you to a

Rof.
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Rof Marry me !—Oh lock, fir! (with bafh*
fulnefs.)

Und. Oh lock, fir !—You fneaking
Rof. Upon my foul I meant fink me—f meant

to fay—fo you are going to marry me. Sink me.

Und. Yes; and to a lady who has all the re-

quifites for an excellent wife. In the firft place, fhe
isefteemed beautiful by all who have leen her—
fine eftate in Worcefterfhire.
Rof. Fine eftate ! I Ihou'd like to fell it—free-

hold or copyhold ?
Und. Freehold, 1 believe.
Rof. Within a ring fence.
Und. How the devil fhould I know. In the

next place, fhe is remarkably fenfible and witty—
that I had from a gentleman who fays her eftate is
the prettieft in the county.

Rof. A moft excellent authority.
Und. And thirdly, fhe has a crowd of lovers,

which certainly proves
Rof. That her eftate is the prettieft in the coun-

ty ; quite natural, for now a-days no gentleman
comes more frequently to the hammer than little
Cupid—but I muft away ; this purle makes me

very fidgetty.
Und. Succefs attend you—don't: forget my lef-

fons—(they nod to each other.)—Management is
every thing—remember—hypocrify. [_Exit.

Rof. Hypocrify ! 1 am fure I ou^ht to ncd now,
for thank heaven that is a fubjeft 1 am completely
ignorant ot\ [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE II. Bond Street.

Enter Egerton in a military greatcoat and crofs
belt, with every appearand ofdtjlrefsy and dejeflion
ofmind and body.

Eger. 'Tis ftrange, that I fhould pafs unheeded
amidft a crowd of friends, that none fhould know
me; furely the necromancers of old were fools to

ftudy life away in vain attempts to become imper-
vious to human fight, when, to render themfelves
invifible to their neareft friends, 'twas only to put
on the garb of wretchednefs. (takes out a mini-
ature.) This is the only treafure I have left—my
iweeteft Rofe. {kijfes thepifture.) But what have I'to
do with love or happinefs. Yet I'll not pare with
thee, fweet remembrancer, tho' nature's calls are

moft imperious, and I ficken with hunger.
Enter Rostrum.

Rof. Plague take this purfe; I don't know
what to do with it. 1 don't care two-pence for
horfes—I hate gaining. I ain't drive curricles.
And as for the once concealed charms of the fair—
no need of a purfe for that—now a-days, they are all
to be feen gratis.—Heigho! I am no more fit to
be a blood, than my uncle is to be a bifhop—I
have nothing to do—no where to go—Oh ! what
a curfed bore it is to be a gentleman.—Eh ! what
have we here—Oh ! I fee a foldier returned from
the wars in the full drefs of victory.—As we cono-

f enti fay, 'tis a grand head, and in nature's beft
manner. On canvafs it would fetch twenty gui-
neas, but on the fhou'ders of a poor foldier
nobody will give fixpence for it—throw this

D to
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to the devil—no—fuppofe, inftead, I try to get
my name inferted in a better catalogue.—Sir, your
moft obedient—this fine fharp air gives a keen
appetite.
Egcr. It does indeed.
Rof. Comical place this Bond Street—brilliant

equipages dafhing along—mod of the owners tho'
are in the predicament of your coat—rather out at
the elbows.

Eger. Sir!
Rof I don't mean to offend.—You feem a ftran-

ger; give me leave, fir, to fhew you the lions—
that fmall gentleman, with a large coronet, is a new

peer of ninety-feven—that lady all the bucks are

ogling, is an old woman of ninety-feven—that
feven feet giant is a milliner—that gentleman run-

ning acrofs the way to fhake hands with a bailiff,
is over head and ears in debt; don't be furprifed,
he is in parliament—in the phaston with little
ponies fits a female gambler, and a great orator :

The female gambler, the great orator, and the little
ponies are all upon fale, and may be knocked down
to the beft bidder.—I was once a delightful auc-
tioneer—my prefent trade is buckifm—pray, fir,
what may your trade be ?

Eger. Alexander's!
Rof. By my foul 'tis an interefting pifture, and

it Ihan't be my fault if it has not a gilt frame. Sir,
will you have thegoodnefstolend me twenty pounds?

Eger. Do you mean to infult me ?
Rof. I do not indeed—will you then have the

goodnefs to let me lend you twenty pounds.
Eger. No, fir.
Rof. Proud as Lucifer—I'll lofe fome money to

him—a remarkable clear bright fun-fhiny day.
Eger. Yes.
Rof. I'll bet you ten pounds it rair.s—

Egcr.
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Eger. Madman—leave me.

Rof. Leave you ! oh very well—if you infift—
good bye to you. [drops his purfe^ which Egerton
picks up.)

Eger. Sirj here is a purfe which you dropt.
Rof. I dropt—oh ! you fly dog—Is that your

trick—ring dropping—a brilliant and a draft—I
underftand it all—my dear fellow it won't do—.
oh for fhame of yourfelf. [_Exit.

Eger. A moft extraordinary charadter, but bene-
volence fills his heart, and I will not infult it, by
refufing to take from his purfe fuch benefits as

nature fo ftrongly craves. (Sally croffes the Jiage
finging a ballad,

" 'Tis of a failor that I write,
" Who on the feas took great delight.")

Do my eyes deceive me—my fifter's fervant in Eng-
land. Sally !

Sally. (turning round and running into his arms.)
Oh ! my dear mafter ; alive !—he ! he ! he !—

ah ! but you are not well.
Eger. Not quite well
Sally. And in poverty.
Eger. Oh ! 'tis the foldier's lean inheritance.

He mud feel nothing a misfortune—but difgrace.
But tell me—why do I meet you in England—
furely, Sally, you have not deferred Maria ?

Sally. I defert her!—have you received no letter?
Eger. None. You feem agitated—is my fifter

well ?

Sally. Yes—heaven blefs her
Eger. Then I guefs the caufe—lhe is married ?—

[fhe looksperplexed*)—Ah ! did'ft thou not hear me—
fhe is then married?—[a paufe.)—no anfwer—
damnation—the thought is madnefs.—On thy foul,

D 2 I charge
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I charge thee, fpeak. Is fhe a wife ?—yet filent—
oh! while ftrength and reafon hold—lead me to
her. {Exeunt.

SCENE III.—An Apartment in Greville's houfe.
Enter Mrs. Greville.

Eger. (without.) Where is fhe ?
Mrs. Grev. Ah ! that voice.—It is my brother ?

Enter Egerton—heJinks into a chair.

Eger. Stand off.
Mrs. Grev. What means my brother ?

Eger. Come not near me but anfwer.—Art
thou a wife ?
Mrs. Grev. Ah ! have I not fworn to conceal my

marriage ?—Oh ! William !—pardon my filence—
I am moft unhappy, yet moft innocent.

Eger. The laws of honour are fimple unfophifti-
cated—thou art an angel, or—'tis plain—I fee the

burning blufh of guilt—and are my fufferings for
thee thus repaid ?
Mrs. Grev. Sufferings ! oh ! tell me——

Eger. I will tell thee, for thou haft deferved
to know them—When I had given thee all, I
fought my fortunes in a German regiment in the
pay of England ; we were ordered to the Weft In-
dies—there, flowly recovering from the peftilential
fever of the ifland, my emaciated ftate would
not allow me to drefs in the ranks with my uiual
alacrity ; the confequence was, that from the cane

of a young enfign I received on my fhoulders a

blow. (rifing.) Yes, a blow—in the paroxifm of
madnefs I felled him with the earth, (finks again into

5 the
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the chair.) Yet, it was cowardly in me, for it was a

boy that ftruck me.

Mrs. Grev. Oh ! (weeps.)
Eger. The punifhment of death I was prepared

to meet—but Maria! pidture the agony of this

proud heart, when I was ordered to the halberts—
yes, to be punifhed with ignominy.
Mrs. Grev. Oh f my brother.
Eger. I (ball foon conclude—I flew with defpe-

ration on my guard, hoping from them to meet

the death I longed for—I was deceived, they fa-
voured my efcape—at that moment thy image
rulhed upon my heart, and nature bade me ftruggle
with my fate, and find a filter—I have found her,
and may the heavy curfe
Mrs. Grev. (catching his arm.) Oh! do not

• curfe me—fufpend it but a day—an hour—grant
me this, William, or you do not love me.

Eger. Not love thee !—unhappy girl—even now

fpite of it's wrongs, my heart throbs as it would
burft to meet thee.—Yes—one embrace, for her
honoured fake who bore thee—no more curfe
on my feeble nature. (Jinks into the chair.)
Mrs. Grev. Ah ! you look faint.
Eger. It is not ftrange—1 have not lately tailed

food.
Mrs. Grev. Oh ! William, protect your valued

life—take this—on my knees let me entreat it
Eger. (rifing with a fmile cf dignified difdain, and

dropping the purfe.) Do not infult me, girl !
Mrs. Grev. Indeed 1 meant it nor.—Oh ! Greville,

come and lave my heart from breaking.
Eger. Greville ! ah !—that then is the villain's

name. [Exit hajlily.
Mrs. Grev. Oh flay !—my brother—hear me !

rExit, following.
D 3 SCENE
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SCENE IV.—An Apartment at Underline's,

Enter Rose.

Rofe. Heigh ho ! no information yet ofmy dear

Egerton; I fear to enquire for him, for fhould my
guardian, Undermine, know of my attachment, I
fhould become the objett of his fixed malevolence.

—pfhaw—here comes his nephew to make love
to me.

Enter Rostrum.

Rof There fhe (lands.
Rofe. (fmgs.)

" Deel take the wars, that hurried Willie from me."

Rof. Who the devil is Willie—I feel very auk-
ward. (aftde.) How do you do ma'am ?

Rofe. Now for a fpecimen of a modern lover.

Rof I hear, ma'am, you have a charming eftate.

Rofe. A modern lover indeed—which eftate, in

my opinion, fir, you value above it's merits.

Rof. I beg your pardon, ma'am—no—when I
am call'd in to value an eftate, I

Rofe. Sir!
Rof. Zounds! no, ma'am •, what I wifti to fpeak

of is quite another article, I mean quite another
lot—I mean quite another affair—'tis not the fine
eftate in Worcefterlhire; but, (blujhing.) but the

holy eftate of matrimony, ma'am.
Rofe. Well fir, what of it ?—pray fpeak ?

Rof (a/ide.) I am tongue-tied—'tis damned
hard, lean only preach in my own pulpit.

Rofe. What did you fay, fir ?

Rof.
i
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Rof I faid ma'am, that—I'll try my uncle's way.
(nods to her.') You underftand ?

Rofe. Indeed I do not.

Rof Nor I neither. (afide.)—Ma'am !

Rofe. Sir!
Rof 1 fay—(afide.) I have it—I'll pour forth a

torrent of eloquence.—Oh ! mifs, believe me, I
defpife riches—ah ! how bleffed fhould I be to
live with you in a retired and peaceful cottage ;

fituate in a delightful fporting country, with at-

tached and detached offices, roomy cellaring, and
commodious attics.

Rofe. Sir!
Rof Together would we inhale the vernal

breeze in an acre and a half of garden ground,
crammed with efculents and choice fruit trees—-
well ftocked and cropped.

Rofe. The poor man is mad.
Rof. With content lmiling round us. I would

notlanguiffi fortown enjoyments—no—tho' fituated
only an agreeable diftance from the turnpike road,
with the accommodation of a ftage coach palling
daily to London.

Rofe. But fir, I hate a cottage—and when I
marry
Rof The premifes may be viewed with tickets,

and immediate poffeffion had.
Rofe. Quite—quite mad.—
Rof. Well, mifs—after all that, don't you love

me ?

Rofe. No—(frigs.")
" The pride of all nature was fweet Willie O !"
Rof, Damn Willie—my name is Tom.
Rofe. Tom, is it? ha, ha!
Rof. She is a fweet creature—perhaps, ma'am,

D 4 yur
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your heart has been previoufly difpofed of by pri-
vate contract ?

Rofe. It has—(Jlugs.)
«' He wou'd be a foldier, wou'd fweet Willie O."
Rcf Oh ! Willie is a loldier is he ? then what

chance has a fimple auftioneer, with his little ham-
mer, againft a foldier with his long fword—fo
ma'am, you can't bid for me—I mean you can't
love me?

Rofe. No, fir.
Rcf What a pity—is there no agreeable attitude

I could put myfelf into—no way—what would I
give for one kifs.

Rofe. I'll tell you how you may obtain twenty.
Rof. How ?

Rofe. By giving up the lover, and afTuming a

character I am iure you will fucceed in—a fincere
friend.

Rof. Indeed * thank you—quite happinefs
enough for me—only place me next to Sweet
Willie O in your heart, and I am fatisfied—what
fhall I fay—I'll ferve you with fidelity—pugh !—
that I would do for any body elfe—I'll—I'll fight
for you j and that I would not do for any body
elfe.

Rofe. Oh ! fir, could I but learn where my
foldier is

Rof. I'll run and enquire at the War Office,
Rofe. (embracing him.) Thank you, dear fir.
Rof. Oh charming—farewell. Would it not be

as vvell tho' if I knew his name, becaufe, if I afk,
the clerks for Sweet Willie O ! they may not com-

prehend
Rofe. True ! true !—his name is William Eger-

ton.

Rof. Happy fellow—one more friendly hug.
Enter
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Enter at oppofite doors Undermine and April.

April. Hey-day !
Und. (qfide.) There's management—he'll do—

he'll do.
April. More vexation I—Shame girl—in the arms

of a ftranger !
Und. He is my nephew—will be my heir—and

he is a very clever fellow. (Roftrum nods.)
April. He has a queer way of fhewing it.
Und. A tolerable well-looking man, is not he?
April. I can't tell.
Und. He has an excellent heart.
April. I don't know.
Und. Do you think I would deceive you.
April. I can't fay—you may be all alike—my

grandfon has ruined my fortune—Greville has
ruined my happinefs, and, perhaps, I may find him
acoxcomb—my Rofe ungrateful—and you a fcoun-
drels—fo I'll to the country again, and in the mean

time, my dear, you Ihall fee as much of this vir-
tuous town as you pofiibly can, out of a two pair
of ftairs window. (Rofe and Roftrum kifs their
bands to each other.') [Exeunt April and Role,

Und. You are a clever fellow—an exceeding clever
fellow.—I fay, how did you manage to win her fo
foon.
Rcf. I don't know—I believe I have an] odd

agreeable tickling way with me. Did you never fee
me coax the ladies to bid at my auctions?—adieu
uncle——

Und. Come back, fir—I can't part with you—
this match with management, I conclude, is as

good as fettled.
Rof. Exaftly.
Und. Very well—now you muft get a miftreft—
Rof, A what ?

Uud.
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Und. A miftrefs—you rafcal—do you blufh ?
Rof. I blufh !—fir, I blufh to think, that you

fiiould think, that I fhould think of blufhing (fan-
ning himfelfwith bis hat.)—only getting a miftrefs,
when a man is going to be married

Und. Wei], fir.
Rof. I can only fay the neceffity of it does not

ftrike me.

JJnd. Neceffity !—I tell you 'tis the etiquette.
Rof. Oh ! the etiquette is it ?
Und. Now for my grand attack on Grcville—fol-

low me, fir. [Exit.
Rof. This will never do for me. Oh! Iforefee a

difiolution of partnerlhip here—but he is a rela-
tion—what then—am I therefore to facrifice prin-
ciple to duty—no—I remember our fchool adage
was " Amicus Plato fedmajis arnica Veritas•" which
I thus interpret—Undermine is my uncle, but in-

tegrity is my father. [Exit.

ACT



ACT IV.

SCENE I.—A Library in GREVILLE'S House.
Servant introduces UNDERMINE and ROSTRUM.

Und. Tell your mafter I wait for him—
Ser. My mafter is from home—I will acquaint

my miftrefs with your arrival [Exit.
Und. A noble manfion, is not it ?
Rof. A charming tenement indeed. What is

the ground rent ?
Und. How fhould I know ? Here (lie comes.

What think you of this incumbrance with it, eh ?
Is not {he beautiful ?

Rof. Very; but fhe feems unhappy.
Und. 'Tis the more incumbent in you then to en

deavour to make her otherwife

Enter Servant.
Ser. My miftrefs. {Exit.

Enter Mrs. Greville-
Mrs. Grev. Gentlemen, I expeft Mr. Greville

home every moment. Oh, would he were come !
(afide.")

Und. Madam, Mr. Roftrum, my nephew—now
addrefs her.

Rof. But fhe is in tears, fir.
Und. What's that to you, fir ? tears ! nonfenfe!

Is fhe not a miftrefs ?

Rof. Is Ihe not a woman ?
Und.
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Und. Come let us have a fpecimen of the agree-
able tickling way you were talking of.
Rof {approaching her.) What lhall I fay ?

Ma'am, what a capital room, ma'am, this would
be for a fale.
Mrs. Grev. (with furprife.) Very probably,fir
Rof. That is all, ma'am.
Und. S'death, is that your tickling way ? Make

love to her, you rafcal.
Rof. Yes, fir.
Und. Be fprightly.
Rof. Yes, fir.
Und. Dance up to her, you dog.
Rof. Yes, fir. {adireffing Mrs. Greville in a me-

lancholy tone.) You are the moll charming
creature.
Mrs. Grev. Sir! (fhrinking in the alarm.)—(Enter

Greville.) Oh, I am glad you are returned.
Grev. What is the matter?
Mrs. Grev. Nothing.
Grev. No infult has been offered ?
Mrs. Grev. No—I am fo timid—indeed, quite

childifh ; but Oh ! I have a tale to tell you, Charles.
Yet that wretch lhall not triumph in our agitation.
No—until he is gone I am calm.

Grev. Matchlefs girl! Come, fir, difpatch.
Und. My nephew, fir. (Greville bows.) If I can

but put him off his guard.—Now is your time.
{to Roftrum.)

Greville and Undermine fit at a table, with
their eyes fixed on Rostrum, who addreffes Mrs.
Greville in dumbfhew.—She appears dijlreffed at
his attentions.

Und. 1 hefe, fir, are the ready money fecurities.
Bonds to the amount of £. 5,000. (Greville

fnatching
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j'natching thepapers, and eagerly returning to his cbfer-
vation.) Bravo! (eying Roltrum and Mrs. Greville.)

efe are exchequer bills—chat is an India bond.
Grev. (quitting his chair and running to his wife.)

I cannot bear it. 'Tis torture infupportable ! I will
declare thy innocence.—Poverty, death I can en-

dure; but not thy tears, Maria. Mr. Under-
mine.
Mrs. Grev. Hold—Greville—!

Enter Sally.

Sally. Stand afide ; here comes fomebody will
foon tell who is who. I'll get out ot the way. \Ex\t.

Enter Egerton.

Eger. Who anfwers to the name of Greville ?
Grev. I do.
Eger. Give me your hand.
Grev. What do you mean ?
Eger. (feizing his hand.) The gripe of ever la fl-

ing friendfhip—for 'cis death mult part us. You
are a villain, (prefents pijloh. Greville fnatches one,
Mrs. Greville rujhis between 'em.)
Mrs. Grev. Oh my brother 1
Grev. Brother! (throws away hispiftol.)
Mrs. Grev. Oh raife not your arm againft

(paufes.)
Eger. Who? (Mrs. Greville paufes.)
Grev. Her hufband.
Eger. 1
& [■ Her hulband!

Und. J
Grev. Yes; fpite of the poverty that name en-

tails on me, fpite of impending ruin, my heart

triumphantly exults in proclaiming her my loved, my
honored
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honored wife! (kneeling to her.) By my foul,
Maria, I would not raife another blufh upon that
angel cheek to purchafe the world's dominion.

XJnd. Then the eftate is mine. Strut, you dog.
(to Roftrum.)

Rof I do, fir. ('reluctantly.)
Eger. My darling filler! my pride ! let me now

hold thee to my heart with rapture, (puts bis band-
kerchief to his eyes.)

Und. Tears from a foldier ! (fneeringly.)
Eger. Unfeeling man ! did net tears of joy ftart

from me at beholding beauty and innocence re-

ftored to their native luftre, I were unworthy of
the name of foldier. And, fir, it may be prudent
for you to remember, that a foldier's heart is like
his fword, formed of tempered fteel; for while it
bends with fympathizing pity to the touch of woe,
it can refume its fpringing energy to punifh arro-

gance, or crufh opprefiicn.
Rof. Strut, uncle !
Und. No, no—a little is very well. It would

not be feeling. When will it be convenient Mr.
Greville to give pofieffion ?

Grev. Immediately. (with fpirit.)
Und. I fay—I'll triumph by and by—at prefent

we'll go home, fnug and quiet. Ten thoufand a

year, here is management, you dog. [Exit.
Eger. (to Roftrum who is following.') Sir, allow

me with gratitude to return this purle. You will
find that I have greatly benefited by your gene-
rofity.
Rof. Nay, don't.
Eger. I infift, fir. ,•

Rof Conceited fellow ! but I muft away to en-

quire for Sweet Willie O.
Grev. Come, Mr. Egerton.

Rof.
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Rof. (turninground.) Egerton! did I hear rightly?
Sir, one word, if you pleafe. Will you take this
purfe again ?

Eger. No, fir.
Rof. You won't! We'll fee that. Have you

forgot a lady called Rofe Sydney ?
Eger. Have I forgot her! (.ftghing.)
Rof. I have juft parted from her, and (he faid—

will you take this purfe ?
Eger. Excufe me—but tell me—
Rof. She faid—you had better take if, or the

devil a word will you get out of me.
Eger. Well, well, {takes it.)
Rof. Now you are an honeft fellow again—{he

loves you—fincerely—and if you will meet me in
an hour in Berkley Square, (he fhall tell you fo.

Eger. Don't trifle with my feelings.
Rof. By heaven, I am ferious. You fhall have

a kifs, and I'll have another. And I fay—bring a

parfon with you.
Eger. I don't know any. Who will introduce

me ?
Rof Who will introduce you to a parfon! look

at your friend in your right hand, my dear fellow—
he is gentleman ufher to all mankind, in court or in

city.—In public, he will efcort you to a great man
in his ftate chamber, or in private to a pretty
woman in her bed chamber. [Exit.
Mrs. Grev. You are not happy, Greville.
Grev. Yes, Maria—though bereft of fortune

tho' a prifon opens its gates to receive us, vec

blefled with thy love, and my heart's approbation,
I feel that I am happy. Accept my homage, Oh,
celeftial virtue ! Nature's fweet nurfe—'tis thou
alone can pour a healing balm upon the wounded
fpirir, and lull the throbbing heart to reft.

Enter
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Enter Sai,ly.

Sally. (fpeaking as Jhe enters) Oh, now 'tis Mrs.
Greville, is it? Did riot I lay it would be fo?
Now every thing is as it fliould be, and my tongue
can wag again, (to Egerton.) Oh my dear mafter—
Well, you muft tell me how you have been, and
where you have been, and—fir (to Greville) I am

entirely fatisfied with your condudt, and to fhew
I am perfectly reconciled, you may if you pleafe
(Jhe wipes her mouth, Greville fmiles, and falutes her.)
But here am I talking a heap of nonfenle, while he
wants reft and refrefhment.
Airs. Grev. Oh true.

Eger. Maria! how could I mift ike the glow of
virtue for the blufh of guilt ! 1 his lovely cheek
refembles that of the chalte queen of night, which
can only be illumined by a ray from heaven. Come,
my filter. (takes her hand; Sally on the other fide
prefents hers ; he fmiles, takes it, and exeunt.')

Grev. Ah! here comes my early, my excellent
old friend. Circumftances obliged me to behave
harflily to him ; but I know the way to his honeft
heart.

Enter April.

April, (fftly,) Huzza ! he is my own boy again.
Ecod, I could jump over the moon. But he [han't
fee my joy, that is—if I can help it. Ha, ha! No,
he has infulted my regard for him, and it demands
fatisfaftion.

Grev. Well, good April— !
April. (aJJ'uming fulkinefs.) Called for orders,

fir.
Grev. Sir! is that language to a friend, to your

own boy ? Come, if I have been a little froliclome,
pray who was my inftructor ?

April.
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April. ('Jlifling a laugh, appearing fulky.) I
don't know.

Grev. No—don't you remember the mifchievous
pranks you taught me ?
April. Yes—Kb, ha !—-No I don't.
Grev. What! not making me fill the apotheca-

ry's boots with cold water ?

April. (afide ) He, he, he ! (Julkily.) It was not
cold water, it was hot hafty-pudding.

Grev. True j and then April, in our fliooting
excurfions, how you aflifted me in climbing the
hills. I think I feel at this moment the preffure of
your friendly hand upon my infant fingers. I
wonder how it would feel now. (prefents his band.)
April, [no longer able to rejijl his joy, turns round

and embraces bait.) Oil! my dear Charley boy !
(fobbing.) Now you fhali fee how merry an old man

can be, ha, ha—! The old pye-balled poney
is dead tho'. Ecod, I'll tell you a good joke.
My dog of a grandfon has fpent every fniljing I am
worth, ha, ha—! Dut you lock grave.
Grev. Have I not realbn ?
April. What reafon ?
Grev. Are you, then, ignorant, that by my

marriage I forfeit my lather's eftate to Mr. Under-
mine ?
April. Eh ! what! forfeit! 'Tis impofiible.
Grev. Such is my father's will.
April. That your father's will ? Then my old

matter, heaven reft his foul, is gone to the devil to
a certainty. But Undermine can't think of
keeping it.

Grev. Ah, you then know little of Mr. Under-
mine.
April. But I will know him, aye thoroughly.

There muft be villany. I'll to him directly.—He
E pofTtfs
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pofiefs the Greville eftate—no, no! Tho' his
majefty has not a more peaceable fubjedt in his
dominions than myfelf, yet, rather than that, I
would throttle him to a certainty. Come, come,
cheer up. That's right—don't droop; for while
the left fide is the ftouteft, I warrant it will fome
how contrive to prop up the other.

[Exeunt feverally.

SCENE II.—An Apartment in Undermine's
koufe.

Enter Undermine meeting Rostrum.

Und. Well, nephew, I am a made man; and if
I could but fee you married to Mils Sydney.

Rof. (afide.) Now for a little fwaggering !—
Make yourfelf eafy. I mean to marry her in an

hour.
Und. The devil you do ! But how will you get

April's confent ?
Rof. {flapping his fingers.) That for his confent,

I'll carry her off.
Und. You don't fay fo !

Rof I will—fink me!
Und. Rut are you fure of her confent ?

Rof I don't care that for her confent neither.
I'll carry her off, whether fhe will or no.

Und. Amazing! I didn't think it was in you.
But, 1 fay—you muft have fomebody to afiift in

carrying her off.
Rof I will—I'll get two of our au&ion-porters,

careful fellows—Carried home a Venus the other
day without the fmallefl: fra&ure.

Und. Nonfenfe !—Thev won't do.
Rof



SECRETS WORTH KNOWING. 51

jRof. No ! Then I'Jl get an officer in the army
to affift me in the elopement.

Und. That's right—they are ufed to it. Now
for management! Take that. Obferve—that
key

Rof. Is a patent one.
Und. Pfha! It opens the efcrutoire up-ftairs.

In the right-hand drawer you will find the title
deeds of her eftate, which April put into my care;
and pofTeffion

Rof. Is every thing.—Bravo! This is luck in-
deed. (afide.)

Und. But (lay—I mud not feem to confent to
your carrying her off".
Rof. Certainly nor.

Und. I muft refift you, and you muft pulh me

about.
Rof I will.
Und. Ah ! but may I depend on you ?

Rof. You may, upon my foul. Good bye,
ha, ha!

Und. I fay—this is management.
Rof. It is.
Und. You'll trick the old one.

Rof I mean it, I affure you, ha, ha! [Exit,
Und. I did not think it was in him.

Enter Nicholas.

Nicb. I give you joy, fir, with all my heart and
foul.

Und. Aye, Nicholas, 'tis all fettled, fo fay no
more about it. All quite fettled.
Nicb. Except the one thoufand pound, fir.
Und. What ? Oh, true. But at prefent I ha?e

not any cafh in the houfe.
E 2 Nub,
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Nich. A check on your banker, fir.
Und. Eh ! But without pen and ink
Nich. Here they are, fir.
Und. Well, well—a thoufand pounds isn't it ?
Nich. And intereft.
Und. Intereft !—Ic has not been due an hour.
Nich. A little intereft, fir.
Und. IIow much ?
Nich. Five hundred pounds, fir.
Und. (afide.) Here's a damn'd villain.—There's

no need for hurry.
Nich. I am an old man, and have no time to

lofe. (prefenting the pen.)
Und. [avoiding him.) You muft hire fervants.
Nich. I will, fir*. (purfuing with pen.)
Und. I mean to fup in my new manfion.
Nich. You (hall, fir.
Und. And let me have a band of mufic
Nich. I'll go direftly. I can hire them in St.

James's ftreet.
Und. Aye, go dire&lv, Nicholas.
Nich. And as your banker lives in Pall Mall, ic

will be quite handy.
Und. By and by.
Nich. It muft be paid dire&ly; for being due

for a little roguery, it of courle becomes a debt
of honor.

Enter April {nr.olfcrvcd.)
Und. Zounds! don't teize fo. Intereft forfooth!

Confider what an enormous fum a thoufand pounds
is, for only juft popping a will into the fire. I
won't be hurried, I tell you. \_Exit.

Nich.
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Nicb. And if I had popped it into the fire, what
a pretty way I (hould be in. Aii! you had no

luch fool to deal with. No, it is fswed up fafe
here in my coat. By day the comforter of my
heart, by night the companion of my pillow; and
it (hall not be burnt till the thoufand pounds is
paid. Ave, and with fwjnging intereft toy. (alarm-
ed.) Ah! Mr. April, I did not fee you.
April. Wh it do you fty ?—I am very deaf.
Nicb. I am dcvililh glad of it. Then all is

fnug.
April. Burnt will ! (afide.)
Nicb. Mr. April.—
April. How to fathom it (afide.)
Nicb. I fav, I (hall be fieward now—'tis a great

undertaking; but I fuppofe 1 lhali contrive not to
lofe much by it.
April. I dare fay you will.—A thoufand pounds.
Nicb. Prepare the tenants for my arrival.
April. Yes; I'll tell them old Nick is coming

among them. What the devil did he lay about
fewing up ?
Nicb. The country air may be of fervice.
April. Yes, with the help of that, you may live

fome weeks.
Nicb. Oh dear ! fome weeks—A large quantity

of years, you mean? Well, good bye, April.
(they embrace, and April lays his band on the leftfide,
where the will is depofited )
April. Eh—what—By heaven I felt fomething

like parchment—It it ftjould be—I'll be convinced
—Good bye, Nick—a laft embrace, (embraces him
(lofely, andfeels for the parchment.)
Nicb. 'Tis fuffocation !
April. 'Tis parchment.

E 3 Nicb.



SECRETS WORTH KNOWING.

Nicb. Zounds! it had like to have been a laffc
embrace indeed.
April. How fhall I get at that parchment ? I can

eafily perfuade him he is ill—perhaps by that means
—I'll try—once more.

Nicb. No, no—there is my hand.
April {taking it.) Eh!—what! good God!
Nicb. What is the matter ?

April. Let me look at you—good God !—don't
be alarmed.

Nicb. But I am very much alarmed. Am I
ill?
April. (Jl:akes bis head.) I dare fay you feel—

flurried.
Nicb. Exceedingly.
April. Palpitation at the heart?—'tis parchment?
Nicb. Oh yes—very fudden this. I felt quite

well juft now.
April. Did you? That's an alarming fymptom ;

for I have always obferved, that nothing makes
the phyfician look fo grave, as the patient's faying
he feels quite well. My dear friend, fend for one

direftly.
Nicb. I don't know what to fay. They fome.

times fave your life ; but then it is fure to coft you
a guinea.
April, (afide.) And faving yours is certainly not

■worth it. But I fee you are a philofopher—You
are prepared for death,
Nicb. Oh dear ! not at all—I am quite terrified.

If perforation is good for me, I feel that copioufly,
—What (hall I do?
April. Come, for old acquaintance fake, my

grandfon fhall attend you gratis.
Nicb. Oh, thank you.

Aprils
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April. Wonderful phyfician ! Never loft a pa-
tient— ! (ajide.) becaufe he never had a patient to
lofe. I expedt him here in five minutes. You
had better go to your room.
Nich. Aye.
April. Keep yourfelf warm.
Nicb. I will.
April. Above all things, don't change your

clothes.
Nich. I won't.
April. Shall I button your coat?
Nicb. No, no—I'll do that myfelf.
April. Go, I'll follow, and talk to you of your

latter end, and keep up your fpirits.
Nicb. I believe I atn aying. 'Tis very good of

you to get me a doftor gratis, (exit, and re-enters.)
But I fay—who is to pay the apothecary ?

April. I'll fettle that too.—(Exit Nicholas.)—
Now for Undermine—If he have one fpark of hu-
manity in his compofition, I'll call it forth; if not,
and I can get that coat

Enter Undermine.

Und. Nicholas! What April here—Ignefs your
errand, and am forry, fir, 1 cannot continue you
as fteward.
April. (afide.) I your fteward ! No, that is not

my errand. 1 am a feeble fellow, Aiding out of
the world; but Greville is a noble fellow rifing
into it. 'Tis refpedting him I comc. You mnft
affift him. How is he to live ?

Und. (Sneeringly.) Oh ! his integrity will fupport
him.
April. True; but confider what a way you

E 4 would
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would be in, if you had nothing but your integrity
to fupport you.

Und. Sir, I fee you only want to triflle with
me.

April. True ; I only want a trifle of you.
Und. I am flint.
April. Well; but even flint, when properly hit,

will fend forth warm, vivid fparks.
Und. I mult leave you. Time prefles.
April. So do his wants.

Und. A nobleman is waiting for me.

April. A bailiff is waiting for him.
Und. If you proceed, expett lome perfonal

infulr.
April. Throw your purfe at me. Come—

(Takes bold ofbis coat.')
Und. I fhall burft with rage.
April. They will famifh wi,h hunger.
Und. Unhand me, I fay. (Jirikes April from him.')
April. What, a blow ! (with fubdued irritation.)
Und. Yes-, take him that.
April. No, no, that you meant for myfelf, and

I'll take it, fo you will give fomething better to

poor Greville.
Und. 1 will not.
April. (Jhaking him.) You fcour1 1! And do

you fup^ole, that becaufe I would fufc'nit to a

blow to endeavour to fave a friend Iron i.in, that
I want the fpirit of a man to refent an indignity,
Afk my pardon.

Und. Pardon!
April. Aye.
Und. I do—help ! help !
April. On your knees, or your laft hour is

come.
Und,
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JJnd. Well. I do—I do. Help! help!

Enter "Two Servants.—April throws Undermine
from him, who retreats behind the Servants.
Und. Leave my houfe, fir, leave my houfe. By

heaven, I'll be revenged.
April. By hell, you are a villain.

[Exeunt, feverally.

ACT



ACT V.

SCENE I.—Outfide ofUNDERMINE'S boufe.

Enter ROSTRUM and EGERTON with caution.

Rof. That is the houfe.
Eger. Does that contain—
Rof Softly—recoiled, fir, you are only a fu-

baltern in this affair, and that I am your command-
jng officer; fo, obey orders.
Eger. How do you intend to proceed ?

Rof. I am too great a general to communicate
my plan of operations ; I thall do my duty in
giving you poffefiion of the lovely citadel, and then
lake care and do your duty, (going.) I fay, when
the alarm is given, do you retreat—you know how
to do that, I dare fay, fExit into the houfe.

Eger. I fear to truft my happinefs. Can it be
pofiible that my adored girl ftill thinks with kind-
#efs on her poor Egerton ? Ah ! a noife—what an
anxious moment! (retires.")

Enter Rostrum from the houfe, with Mifs Sydney
in one hand, and repelling Undermine with the
ether.

Rof. I will carry her off.
Und. You (hall not, fir, I am her guardian.
Rof Do you think I care for guardians ? dare

to ftir hand or foot, and I'll crulh you into atoms,
you old fcoundrel. (during this, Egerton difcovers
bimfelf to Mifs Sydney, who runs into his arms.)

[They Exeunt,
Und.
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Und. That will do—zounds 1 be quiet—they
are gone, I tell you.
Rof. Eh ! fo they are, ha, ha I—Well, how did

I do it ?
Und. Oh, capitally—(rubbing his arm.) has the

foldier got her ?

Rof Yes.
Und. That's as it fhould be,
Rof. Exactly,
Und. Well!
Rof Weill
Und. Are you mad ?
Rof. What is the matter ?
Und. The matter! why don't you go ?
Rof Where ?
Und. Why zounds ! how can you marry the

girl if you ftand here.
Rof I marry ! oh, very true. I declare it

quite efcaped me.

Und. 'Sdeath! run.

Rof. I am a-going, a-going, a-going—(return-
ing.~) Sir ! where fhall I bring the bride ?

Und. To Greville's. Go along.
Rof (returning.') I fay—this is management.
Und. Yes, yes—but go along.
Rof. (returning.) Sir, you would make a capital

puff at an au&on.
Und. Zounds! go. (exit Roftrum.) So that's

fettled—and now to Greville's in triumph. I'll
walk in with ere&ed crefl, and—ugh! confound
the fellow, how he has bruifed me ! [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE II.—An Apartment at Mr. Undermine's.

Nicholas difcovered on a couch. April fitting by
him with a botk.

Nich. I wifh the do&or were come.—Blefs me,
I hope I (han't die—I don't care what pain I
fuffer, fo I don't die. Oh! for a Twinging rheu-
matifm that would laft me twenty years—do read
a little to me.

April. ('reading.) C{ Crumbs of comfort for an

aged iinner."
Nich. Thefe books are quite new to me.

Enter Plethora.

April. (apart to Plethora.) Have you had my
letter ?
Pleth. Yes.
April. Don't forget—'tis the coat 1 want—and

remember you are a phyfician, not a farrier.
Pleth. I will—and if I fucceed, remember you

tip. How do you do ?
Nich. That's what I want to know of you.
Pleth. True—oh I fee
Nich. Shall I detail my fymptoms ?
Pleth. No—'tis a clear cafe—if you were to talk

for an hour, I fhould not know more of your com-
plaint than I do at prefent.
April, {apart.) Bleed him—
Pleth. (Jfeels hispulfe.) I will. You have no ob-

jection to part with a little blood ?
Nich. I have an objection to part with any thing.
Pleth. Except to advantage. Now, if by fink-

ing an ounce or two of blood, you can produce an

income
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income of fixteen pounds of fkfh, the advantage
is immenfe.
Nich. How fenfibly he talks ! why, 'tis five

thoufand per cent profit. I'll be bled direttly. (^tak-
ing off his coat.)
Pleth. Help him.
Nich. No, no, 1 can do that mylclf. (places the

coat carefully under the cujhion ofthe fopha.—As hefits
down, April fl'ps the coat f> om under the cufhion,
winks to Plethora, and exit on tiptoe.) 'Tis very
terrifying—I'll read a little more. But, doftor,
are you fure now 1 fhall not be fuddenly called to

heaven.
Pleth. I am very fure of that.
Nich. Oh, you are. (throwing away the book. )

Then, pray, fir, what is my complaint ?
Pleth. Complaint ! what fliall I fay ? I wilh he

would return—oh, 'tis the—the glanders.
Nich. The glanders ! zounds ! do you make a

horfe of me ?
Pleth. No—we will be content with making an

afs of you. (afide.)—(Enter April with the coat and
will, which he exhibits to Plethora in triumph.) Or

perhaps the diforder may be feated in the coats be-
longing to the ftomach.
April. (coming forward.) No, no—the diforder

was feated in the coat belonging to the back, ha,
ha! but now'tis removed, {throwing him his coat.)
Do you fee this ? (fhtwing the will.)
Nich. I am undone.
April. And how the devil could you expeft a

moment's eafe with fuch a thing as this laying next

your heart—you may go—you are quite cured.
Nich. Cured! I am ruined. Oh ! if I had but

touched the thoufand pounds, I would not mind
the intereft—-perhaps 'tis not too late.

April.
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April. (examining the will.) Sole heir without
refervation or reftricftion ; huzza !
Nich. Sir, honourable fir, will you allow me to

afk you one fmall favour ?
April. What is it?
Nich. Only to delay mentioning this {fighing.}

joyful difcovery for a few moments. My matter
and I have a little account to fettle, and I fhould
like juft to ftrike a balance before he knows what
has happened.
April. Oh, I underftand—we have bled you,

and now you want to go and bleed him.
Nich. Juft a little, fir.
April. With all my heart, old Nick. Devil claw

devil.
Nich. Oh, thank you, fir.
April. But difpatch——
Nich. I fly, fir. [Exit hobbling.
April. Now with heels as light as our hearcs

we'll away to Greville's.
Pkth. Stop—flop forme, grandfather.
April. I beg your pardon, old one. Here take

my arm—let your grandfather afiift you. Upon
my foul, I quite forget you. [Exeunt,.

SCENE III.—An elegant Drawing room in Gre-
ville's houfe, illuminated.—A band of mujic
playing.—A number of Servants drej/'edin fplendid
liveries.

Enter Undepmine in great elation, joining the mujic
in, " See the conquering hero," &c.

Und. Approach ! is Greville gone?
Serv. Not yet, fir.

Und,
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Und. Any of my guefts arrived ?
Serv. No, fir.
Und. Has the Traiteur furnifhed a fplendid en-

tertainment?
Serv. Yesj fir.
Und. Let mufic ufher in the guefts. (muficplays.)

Enter April finging—" See the conquering hero,"
isc. jlourifhing the will in his hand-, feeing Un-
dermine, he conceals it.

Und. Zounds! he here.—(to the Servant.)—
Don't go away, fir.

(places the Servant between him and April.)
April. How do you do ?
Und. How do you do ? (with alarm.)
April. I have overcome my paffion, and thought

better.
Und. Oh, very well—then 'tis all over.
April. Yes.
Und. (to the Servant.) You impudent rafcal,

how dare you ftand between me and my friend?—
Begone, you fcoundrel!—I thought you would fee
the abfurdity of my fupporting Greville.
April. Oh yes; it would have been quite out

of character.

Mufic plays. Rostrum, finging—" See the con-

quering hero," 13c. enters leading in Ecerton
and Rose Sydney.

April. Heyday ! my ward here ! why, girl—?
{goes up to her, and they converfe in dumbfhew.)

Und. (to Roftrum.) Come here—come here—
give me your hand, you dog—I fuppole 'tis all
icttled.
Kef. It is—the wedding's over.

5 Und.



64 SECRETS WORTH KNOWING.

Und. I fay—what will that old fool April fay,,.
I wonder ?
Rof. We fhall hear*
April, [to Mifs Sydney.) I underftand, Mr. Un-

dermine, have you given our ward permiflion to

marry ?
Und. To be fure I have.
April. If that be the cafe, my dear*, you have

mine.
Eger. Gentlemen, I thank you.
Und. He thank me! what has he to do with

it. Oh ! I forgot he helped you to this delicious
morfel.

Rof. No, he did not; he helped himfelf—and
what is more, perfuaded a parfon to fay grace.

Und. Egerton her hufband ! Did not I orJer you
to marry her ? Did not I bid——

Rof. You did bid, fir; but honor bid more.

April. I give you joy, my girl. You have
chofen a noble fellow.

Und. Well, and I give her joy, for fhe has
chofen a beggar.

Rof- On that point I beg to be heard. You re-

member you gave me a key—here it is.
Und. Well, fir?
Rof. It belonged, ladies and gentlemen, to an

efcrutoire, with a fecretary drawer. Pannells
richly fineered—foole pediment head—bracket
feet—the whole finifhed in a workmanlike manner,
and well worth the attention

Und. At the auctioneer again. Zounds! you
are fo fond of it, I dare fay' xou would fell me.

Rof. Sir, I would knod: 6u down with all the
pleafure in life.

Und. But what of the key ?—the key—
Rof. The key certainly opened the drawer you

mentioned j
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mentioned ; and it as certainly opened a drawer you
did not mention.

Und. What?
Rof. Be quiet. There I found a parcel of pa-

pers, and title deeds, which you muft have put
there entirely by miftake, my dear fir, becaufe I
perceived they belonged to Mr. Egerton.

Und. Give them to me direftty, dire£tly—I fay,
fir, reftore ■

Rof Every thing to its right owner. Certainly
—I don't wi(h to keep your, or any man's pro-
perty—fo, Egerton, there are your papers again—
and. Uncle, there is your key again.
April. Ha, ha!
Eger. What difinterefted integrity !
Und. What damned rafcality 1

Rof. Oh fie! no, no.

Und. What is it then ?
Rof Management.
Und. Well, you have managed finely for your-

felf however—I difcard you. Had you followed
my inftru&ions, you would have been exalted

Rof. To the pillory, I fuppofe.—No fir, tho'
you don't fcruple it to others, far be it from me to
rob you of your natural inheritance.

Und. I would have left you all I am worth.
Rof What then ? you forget all you are worth

belongs to other people. When you were gone,
they would naturally alk me for their own, and
how could I have the face to refufe them ?
April. Give me your hand. You have adted

your part nobly, and now 'tis my turn.
Und. All this I laugh at. Ami not pofleffed of

the Greville eftate ? Who has any thing to fay on

that fubjeft!
F Apml.
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April. I believe I fhall trouble you with a word
or two.

Und. I fee Greville is about to depart, and I
muft beg you will all follow his example.

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Greville, Sally following
with a fmall bundle, and -weeping.

Eger. My beft friends, allow me to prefent to you
a filter. By this gentleman's kindnefs, Maria,
happinefs again dawns upon us.

April. (afide.) And I will make it blaze with
meridian fplendour.
Grev. Let us then leave this man to the full en-

joyment of fucli reflexions as his confcience may
adminifter.
April. I beg your pardon a moment. Umph f

Mr. Undermine, I hear doubts have arifen re-

fpetting the authenticity of the late Mr. Greville's
fignature.

Und. (with a confident fmile.) Indeed!—Sir, to

Ihew my fairnels, I'll leave this point to your deci-
fion. (/hewing the will.)
April. 'Tis genuine, it muft be confeffed.
Und. Muft it fo ?
April. Any obje&ion to my reading it ?
Und. None.
April. Perhaps it may tire you ?
Und. By no means. I think it remarkably en-

tertaining.
April. (fubjlituting the fecond will, reads.) " I,

" Robert Greville, do declare this my laft will.—
" To my only fon, Charles Greville, I give and
" bequeath my forgivenels aud my bleffing, toge-
" ther with all my eftates real and perfonal."—
Umph! that is very entertaining.
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Und. Very—but I prefer the remainder—" Pro-

" vided my faid Ton"—go on—go on.

April. What do you fay?
Und. 'Pfhaw !—" Provided my faid fon has not

" contracted"—why don't you go on ?
April. I don't fee any thing like it.
Una. You don't—ha, ha ! Give me leave to di-

rect your attention. (looks at the will, drops his hat
and cane, and groans deeply.)

Grev. What does this mean !
April. MeanThat my young matter, my

friend, my dear Charles, is happy—that my old
mafter is in heaven, and that I am in heaven •, two

wills were made ; by the laft, which he endea-
voured to fupprefs, you are fole heir, without re-
ftrvation.
Mrs. Grev. Is it poffible ?
Grev. How fhall 1 exprefs my gratitude for this

dilcovery ?—for giving happinefs to my Maria?

Sally. And to me too. Oh, you are a nice old
man.

Und. He mud have dealt with

April. Old Nick. You are right—I did—and
here he comes.

Enter Nicholas.

Und. Ah, Nicholas—Nicholas!
Nicb. Ah, mafter—mafter!
Und. A dreadful affair this !
Nich. Very (hocking indeed, fir.-
Und. Eh—zounds! I have given him a draft

for a thoufand pounds. (coaxingly.) Nicholas—>
Come here, Nicholas. I am not angry. My con-

folation is, what's done, can't be undone. I gave
you a draft——

F 2 Nich.
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Nicb. You did, iir. And my confolarion is, '

what's done, can't be undone.
Und. Indeed ! But it will be of no ufe. I have

no cafh at my banker's.
Nicb. Dear fir, what credit you have ! They

paid it without a word.
Und. (eagerly.) You have not been
Nicb. Yes, fir—I juft contiived to hobble there.
Und. You infernal! (gulping down bis pajjion.)

Old friends fhould not quarrel, Nicholas •, fup-
pofe we go home, and talk it over agreeably. I'll
propole fomething reafonable.
Nicb. It muft be very reafonable.
Und. It (hall. Gentlemen (bowing.')
Rof Whar, bowing! You torget, lir, your

own leiTons.—Be ere£t, and I'll tell you hew you
may be fo-,—become an hontft man, and on my
life, that will make you hold up your head more

gallantly than the fir ft dancing matter in Europe
can;—" depend on't, fir. Roguery is the worft
" trade a man can follow ; for (to the credit of
" human nature) I lincerely behtve, that where
" one fortune is railed by purfuing the devious

mazes of chicanery, a hundred are acquired by
<c walking in the fimple path of induftjious inte-
" grity*"

Und. Indeed !
Nicb. You had better flick to management!
Und. Management !—Oh, I have had enough of

that. \_Exeunt Undermine and Nicholas.
April. Now, being all as happy as heart can

wilh, come along with me, Sally. Good bye to

you
Crev. Where are you going, April ?

April. To the kitchen. 1 have no notion of
your houfes, not I, where all the joy is confined to

7 the
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the drawing-room. Let there be degrees in every
thing but happinefs ; and 'fore George, if any fer-
vant in this houfe be fober enough to wait on you
at fupper, I'll difcharge him to-morrow morning.
—Poor fellows ! mult not make them ill tho'.
Never mind—Come along Sally.

Sally. Oh, you are a nice old man !

[Exeunt April and Sally.
Rof. (to Egerton and Greville.) If I muft have

thanks, gentlemen, let me receive them here !—
(kijfing the ladies' hands.) Happy fellows ! you are

to be envied.
Mrs. Grev. So are you. We have received hap-

pinefs, you have given it.
Rofe. Your fortunes, fir, will be our peculiar

care.

Rof. Thank you, dear ladies ; but, with your
permiffion, I'll ftick to my trade.

And oh! could all my pray'rs but gain this lot,
To raife my pulpit nightly on this fpot •,
Then your poor Auctioneer would prize his

ftation,
While you vouchfafed one nod of approbation.

END OS THE COMEDY.
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EPILOGUE.

SECRETS worth knowing—Shall I tell you onc?
Don't frown, or our poor Bard will be undone.

Change to a grin his prefent woeful phiz,
Lad year he cur'd your Heart Ache, now cure his.
But leaving him, as we're left here alone,

Euppofe I tell a fecret ofmy own.

Know then, I think tho' women will be craving,
Your men-folks at the beft are fcarce worth 1laving.
No more entire—they go about by halves,
Like legs confumptive, that have loll their calves ;

What with their crops, douched gait, and fhort furtouta,
Half heads, half tails, half manners, and half boots.

A wife, or an old maid ! Aye, that's the queftion;
Both bitter pills, and bad for our digeftion ;

The prim old maid detefts all amorous hufiies,
Her nurfery's confin'd to pups and pufiies;
Pug's her gallant, and her dear fondled baby,
Matter Grimalkin, or grey-ey'd mifs Tabby.
" Man, what an animal! to love to hug,
" Puppies they are ; but not like my fweet pug,
" Prating as parrots, obftinate as donkies ;
<< We'd better all lead apes than follow morikies."
The wife poor thing, at firft fo blithe and chubby.

Scarce knows again her lover in her hubby;
No more—" my charming dear! myfweeteft life,"
' Tis—" ftir that fire, give me fome coffee, wife."
" There—now you've burnt my fingers ;—what a ninny
" My dog's more noufe than you, I'll bet a guinea !"
He flies about to fwallow port by dozens;
She ftays at home, to mope with aunts and coufins.

Some wives there are, perhaps as well intentioned,
More fpirited than fuch as I have mentioned ;

Flirt
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Flirt at the opera, gamble at quadrille,
Run down a character, run up a bill;
Should fpoufe not be at dinner to faygrace,
Can find a fubftitute to fill his place;
Invade man's province, blufter and look big,
Norwear the breeches only, but the iuig.
Enchanting tafte! each day we change our hue,

White, auburn, grizzle, tye-wig, fcratch or queue.
The red-hair'd lafs, to hide her golden nob,
Tucks up her trefles in a nut-brown bob.

And full blown dames, thro' time a little flaxen,
Conceal that outrage by a coal-black caxen,

Nay, profing belles, however bald the pate,
Can by this means infure a tite-a-tete.
To fhew I prize the mode, and would not mock it,

I carry all my graces in my pocket,
Thefe are the native charms with which I fhine,

(talcs out a tvi*j.)
A uampt receipt will prove that they are mine.

(puts on the tvig.)
How do I look ? Methinks 'tis grand to move

(walks about with wig on.)
Beneath the covert of this curly grove.
It (hields one too ; for, (hould fome wag, in fcofF,
A(Fault my fcratch, he can but fcratch it off.
Shall I, in future, then, this helmet wear ?

Decree, and I'll obey you to a Hair.
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