





TS S0 TYILD
[RAT SULUTINGIUES, FUAT BVER CKIETED VA
Pk s SSE=.



















(i} ; REMARKS, 7
immediately inspired with cvery sensation which first . |
testified their mutual passion, = Still the sober eritic
must arraign the strength of this love with the short-
mess of its recollection ; and charge the renewal of
affection for objects that no longer appear the same,
to fickleness rather than to constancy.

The biographers of Farquhar, who differ in some
articles concerning him, all agree that he was mar-
sied, in the year 1704, to a lady, who was so vio~
lently in love with him, that, despairing to win him
by her own attractions, she contrived a vast scheme
of imposition, by which she allured him into wed~
loek, with the full conviction that he had married 2
woman of immense fortune,

The same biographers all bestow the highest praise
upon poor Farquhar for having treated this wife
with kindness; humanely forgiving the fault which
had deprived him of that liberty he was known pecus
liarly to' prize, and reduced him to the utmost po-
verty, in order to support her and her children.

This woman, whose pretended love was of such
fatal import to its object, not long enjoyed he. selfish
happiness—her hushand’s health gradually dechined,
and he died four years after his marriage. It is re-
lated that he met death with fortitude and. cheerful-
ness, He could scarcely do otherwise, when life had
become a burden to him. = He had, however, some

- objects of affection to leave behind, as appears by the
following letter, which he wrote a few days' before
hiis decease, and directed to his friend Wilks :—


















12 THE CONSIANT COUPLE. [ace z.

king, prosperity to my country, and away for  Tun-
gary t0-moIToW morning. ‘
" Vizard. What ! you won't leave us 2
Colonel S. What ! a soldicr stay here, to look like

" an old pair of colours in Westminster Hall, ragged

and rusty! No,no——Lmetyesterday a broken lieu-
tenant, he was ashamed to own that he wanted a din-
ner, but wanted to borxow eighteen penee of me to
buy a new seabbard for his'sword,

Vi=ard. Oh, but you have good friends, colomel!

Colonel S. Oh, very good friends! My father’s ai
lord, and my elder brother, a beau; mighty good:
indced'!

Vizard. But your country may, perhaps, want your:
sword again, |

Colonel S. Nay, for that matter, let buta single
drum beat up for volunteers between Ludgate and
Charing Cross, and T shall undoubtedly hear it at the
walls of Buda. ;

Vizard. Come, come; colonel, there are ways of
making your fortune at home—Make your addresses
to the fair; you’re & man of honour and courage.

‘Colonel S. Ay, my courage is like to-do me won-
drousservice with the fair.. Thispretty cross cut over
my eye will attract a duchess—I warrant ‘twill be a
mighty grace to my ogling—Had T used . the 'strata-
gem of a certain brother colonel of mine, I might suc-
ceed.

Vizard. What was it, pray ;

\ Colonel S. Why, to save his pretty face for the wo-
men, he always turned his back upon the enemy.—
Hewas a man of honour for the ladies. :

Vizard. Come, come, the loves of Mars and Venus
will neyver fail; you must get a mistress.

Colonel' S. Priythee, no more on’t—You have awak-
ened a thought, from which, and the kingdom, I would
have stolen away at once. To be plain, I have &
MISLTess,
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SCENE I.] ©  THE CONSTANT COURLE. 155
FPizard. And she’s cruel ¢
. Colonel S, No.
¥azard. Her parents prevent your happiness?
Colonel S. Not that.
Vezard. Then she has no fortune ?
Colonel S. A large one. | Beauty to tempt all man-
‘kind, and yirtue to beat off their assaults. Oh, Vi-
zard ! such a creature!

Enter Stz HARrRY WILDAIR, crosses the Stage sing-
ang, with FoorMEN after kim.

Heyday ! who the devil have we here?
Vizard. The joy of the playhouse, and life of the
park ; Six Harry Wildair, newly come from Paris.
Colopel S. Sir Harry Wildair! Did not he goa
yolunteer some three or four years ago ? ;
Vizard. The same,
Colonel S+ Why, he behaved himself very bravely.
Vizard. Why not? Dost think bravery and gaiety
are inconsistent ? He’s' a gentleman of most happy
circumstances, born to a plentiful estate ; has had a
genteel and easy education, free from the rigidness of
" teachers, and pedantry of schools,  His florid consti-
| tution being never ruffled by misfortune, nor stinted
in its pleasures, has rendered him entertaining to
* others; and easy to himself. Turningall passien into
gaiety of humeur, by which he chuses rather to re-
joice with his friends, than be hated by any; as you
shall see.

Enter Stk HARRY WILDAIR.

Sz H, Ha, Vizard!

Pazard. Sir Harry !

Sir H. Who thought to find you out of the Rubnic
so long? 1 thought thy hypocrisy had been wedded
to a pulpit-cushion long ago.—Sir, if I mistake not
vour face, your name is Standard?

: “Colonel §. Sir Harry, I'm your humble servants
= {
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15 THE CONSDANT COUPLE. [atp 1.

Lady——— But then her foot, gentlemen! she dances
10 a miracle, . Vizard, youw have certainly lost your
Wager. | :
Vizard. Why, you haye certainly lost your sensess
we shall never discover the picture, unless you sub~
scribe the name.

Sur #. Then her name is Lurewell.

Colonel S. 'Sdeath ! my mistress ! b [ dside, :

Vizard. My mistress, by Jupiter! [Aside.
Sir H. Do you know her, gentlemen ?
Colonel S. 1 have seen her, sir.
Str H. Canst'tell where she lodges: Tell me, dear
colonel.
Cotonel S. Your humble servant, sir. [LEmzte S
i Sir H. Nay, hold, colonel; Tll: follow you, and
~ will know. [Runs oiif.
Vizard, The Tady Lurewell his mistress ! He loves
her: but she loves me.——-But he’s a baronet,and I
plain Vizard ; he has a coach; and I walk on toot ; T
was bred in London, and he 'in Paris. That very
circumstance has murdered me——Then some strata=
gem must be laid to divert his pretensions.

Enter WiLDATR.

Sir H. Prythee, Dick, what makes the colonel so
out of humour? :

Vizard. Because he's out of pay, I suppose.

Sup H. “Slife, that's true! I was beginning to mis-
trust some rivalship in the case.

Vizard. And suppose there were, you know the colo~
nel can fight, Sir Harry. ¢

Ser H. Fight!l Pshaw—but he cannot dance, hal—
- We contend for a woman, Vizard. ’Slife; man, if
ladies were to be gained by sword and pistol only,
what the devil should all we beaux do? :

Vizard. Tl try him farther.  [dside.] But would
not you, Sit Harry, fight for this woman youso muck
admire ?
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19
‘ing ; the son, upon the news, has broke his indentures 3
" whipped from behind the counter into: the side-box.
Tle Jseeps his coach and liverics, brace of geldings,
leash of mistresses, talks, of nothing but wines, in-
trigucs, plays, fashions, and going to the jubilee.

Sér H. Ha! ha! ha! how many pounds of pulvil
must the fellow use in swectening himself from the

| Scemeun] i CONSTANT COUBLE..

smell of hops andtobaceo ? Faugh!—1"my couscience

methought, like Olivia’s lover, he stunk of Thames=
Street.  But how for Angelica, that’s her name: ‘we'll
' to the prince’s ehocolate-house, where you shall write |
s¥ny passport.  Allons, [ Evaunt;

Yapy Lurpwrrr's Lodgings.

Enter Lavy Lurewsry, and her Maid PARLY.

 Lady I.. Parly, my pocket-book—let me see—Mas
* drid, Paris, Venice, London !—Ay, London! They
may talk what they will of the hot countries, but T
Snd love most fruitful under this climate——Ina
month’s space have I gained—let me scc, imprimis,
Colonel Standard.
Parly. And how will your ladyship manage him ?
Lady L, Asall soldiers should be managed; he
§ha11 serve me till I gain my ends, then Tl disband
AIm. 3 5
Parly. But he loves you, madam.
Lady L. Therefore 1 scorn him ;
" I late all that don’t love me, and slight all that de
¢ Would his whole deluding sex admir’d me,
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 SCENEIL]  THE CONSTANT COUTLE. i
Enter WILDAIR, interposing.

Sir: H. " Tisall to no purpese; I told you so before ;
your piuful five guineas will never do. ~You may ao ;
Tl outbid you. g
Clinch-jur. What the deyil! the madman’s here
again. i

Lady D Bless me, cousin, what d’ye mean? Af-

* front a gentleman of his quality in my house ?
Clinch. jun. Quality '—Why, madam, I don’t know
* what you mean by your madmen, and your beaux,
and your quality——they’re all alike, [ belicve.

Ledy D, Pray, sir, walk with me into the next
Toom.

[ Exit LaDY DARLING, leading CLiNcHER, DIck Y

Jollowing.

ng. Sir, if your conversation be no more agree-
able than ’twas the last time, I would advise you to
make your visit as shout as you can.

Sir . The offences of my last visit, madam, bore
their punishment in the commission'; and have made
me as uncasy till I receive pardon, as your ladyship
can be till I sue for it. :

Ang. Siv Harry, I did not well understand the of-
fence, and must therefore proportion ‘it to the great-
ness of your apology ; if' you would, therefore, have
me think it light, take no greatv pains in an excuse.

Szr El. How sweet mustthe lips be thatguard that
tongue ! Then, madam, no more of past ofiences 5 let
us prepare for joys to come. = Let this seal my par-
don. - [ Kisses iier Hand.

Ang. Iold, sir: one question, Sir Harry, and pray
answer plainly—D’ye love me ?

. Sir H. Love you ! Does fire ascend ? Do hypo-
*crites dissemble 7 Usurers love gold, or great men flat-

tery ¢ Doubt these, then question that I love.
; Ang. This shows your gallautry, sir, but not your
love.
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_'SCENE IV.]. THE CONSTANT COUPLE. . &3

Lady L. Sir, had not I owned my fond, foolish
passion, I should not have been subject to such un-
Just suspicions ' but it is an ungrateful return. :

[Weeping:

Colonet S. Now, where are all my firm resolves 2 T
hope, madam, yow'lll pardon me, since jealousys that
magnified my suspicion, is as much the effect of love,
as my easiness in being satisfied,

Lady L. Easiness in being satisfied ! No, no, sin;
cherish your suspieions, and feed upon your jealousy::
“tis fit meat for your squeamish stomach.

‘With me all' women should this rule pursue:

Who think us false, should never find us true.

[Exit 2w Rage.

Enter CLinener Sexton ez Tom Erraxp’s Clothes:

Clinck. sen. Well, intricuing is the prettiest,  plea-
santest thing for a man of my parts—How shall we
Iangh at the husband, when he is gone i— How sillily;
he looks! He’s in labour of horns already.—To
make a colonel a cuckold ! "T'will be rare news for
the alderman.

Colonel S. All this Sir Harry has occasioned; but
he's brave, and will afford me a just revenge—QOh,
this is the porter I sent the challenge by——Well sir,
‘have you found him?

Clinch. sen. 'What the devil does he mean now ?

' Colonel S. Haye you given Sir Harry the note, fel-
- dow?
. Clinch. sen. The note! whatnote?
Colonel S. The letter, blockhead, which I sent by
you to Sir Harry Wildair ; have you seen him?
Clinch. sen. Oh, lord, what shall I say now.? Seen
~ him? Yes, sir—mno, sir—1 have, sir—I have not, sir.
Colonel S. The fcllow’s mad. Answer me directly,
- sirrah, or I'll break your head.
Clinch. sen. I know Sir Hatry very. well, siv: but
] F 3 :
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56 L * WIE CONSTANT COUPLE. * [ACT Ii¥,
“heard a woman talk so much of eyes, but.there were
~ tears presently after. : i :
Lady L. My father was so well pleased with his =
‘onversation, that he begged their company next days |
they consented, and next night, Parly: s
2 Parly. “Ah, next night, madam——next night (F'm
| atraid) was a night indced. :
Lady L. He bribed my maid. with his gold, out of
her modesty ; and me, with his rhetoric, out of my
honour. . [[Pecps.] Ie swore that he would come
downifrom Oxford in'a fortnight, and marry me.
| Paply. The old bait, the old bait—I was cheated
| just somyself.  [4side.] But had not you the wit to
- Know his name all this while?

Lady L. He toldme that he was under an obligation
to his companions, of concealing himself then, but,
that he would write to me in two days, and let me
know his name and quality. After all the binding
oaths'of constancy, 1 gave him a ring with this motto
—* Love and Honour”—then we parted, and I never

‘ saw the dear deceiver more.

Parly. No, nor never will, T warrant you.

Liady L: Ineedinot tell my griefs, which my fa-
ther'’s death made a fair pretence for ; he left me sole
‘heiress and  execulrix to three thousand pounds a
year: at last, my love for this single dissembler turn-
ed to a hatred of the whole sex ; and, resolving to di-

- vert my melancholy, T went to travel. Here I will®
play my last scene 5 then retire to my country-house,

- and live solitary.. We shall have that old impotent
Iecher, Smuggler, here to-night; I have a plot to
swinge him, and his precise nephew, Vizard.

Party. 1 think, madam, you manage every body
that comes in your way. g

Lady L. No, Parly 5 those men, whose pretensions.
1 found just and honourable, I fairly dismissed, by let=
ting them know my firm resolutions never to marrye.
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- by quenching quick my flame; you
* start, I'm a lost man, madaim.

ST

Ang. Drunkenness, Sir Haity, is tthe worst pre-

| tence a gentleman’ can make for rudeness; for the

excuse is as scandalous as the fault. ‘Therefore, pray

consider who you are so free with, sirs ‘a woman of -
" condition, that can call half a dozen footmen npon

occasion.

Sir H. Nay, madam, if you havea mind to toss
me in a blanket, half a dozen chambermaids would
do better service.. Come, come, madam ; though the

- wine makes moe lisp, yet it has taught me to speaks

plainer. By all the dust of my ancient progenitors,
I miust this night rest in your arms.
Ang. Nay, then who waits there?

nter FOOTMEN-

Take hold of that madman, and bind him.

. Sir H. Nay, then, Burgundys the word ; slaughter
will ensue. Hold—Do you know, scoundrels, that T+

" have been drinking victorious Burgundy? = [Draws.

Servants. We know you're drunk, sir.

Sir H. Then How have you the impudence, rascals,
to assault a gentleman with a couple of flacks of cou--
tage in his head? :

Sercants. We must do'as our young mistress com-
mands us.

S H. Nay, then, have among ye, doas ! [T/rows

" Money among them ; they scramble and take it up: he

pelting themiout, shuts the Door, and retuins.] Raseals,

" poltroons I have charmed the dragon, and now the
- fruit’s my own. T have put the whole army: to Hlight ;

and now I’ll take the general prisoner.
: [ Laying hold on her.
Ang. T conjure you, sir, by the sacred name of
honour, by your dead father’s name, and the fair ve-

_putation of your mother's chastity, that you offer not=




the least offence.  Alrcady you have wronged me past
' redress. % ; :

STANT COUPLE,

Sy H. Thou art the most unaccountable creas
ture

Ang. What madness, Sir Harry, what wild dream
of loose desire, could prompt you to attempt this base-
ness ;— View me well the brightness of my mind,
methinks, should Tishten outwards, and let you see
your mistake in my behayiour,

Sor . [Dlimicking.] Tal tidum, tidum, tal ti didi
didum. A million to one, now, but this girl is Just
come flush from reading the Rival Queens ‘Eoad,
7Ll at her in her own cant=—Oh, my Statira!' Oh, my
angry dearl turn thy eyes on me—behold thy beau
i buskins.

Ang. Belold me, sir; view me with a sober thought,

free from those fumes of wine that throw a mist be=

fore your sight, and you shall find that every glance
from my reproaching eyes is armed with sharp re-
sentment, and with a virtuous pride that looks disho-~

nour dead:

iy H. This is the first whore in heroies that T have
met with, [4side.] Lookye, madam,as to that slender
particular of your virtue, we sha'’t quarrel about it;
you may be as virtious as any woman iu England; if
you please. But, ‘pray, madam, be pleased to con-
sider, what is this same virtue that you make such a
mighty noise about—Can your virtue Keep you a
counch and six? No, no; your virtuous women walk
on foot.—Can your virtue stake for you af piequet ?

* No. Then what business has a woman with virtue?

Come, come, madam, 1 offered you fifty guineas;

there’s a hundred The devil!—virtuous still!—

Why, it is a hundred, five score, a hundred guineas.
Ang. Oh, indignation! Were ['a man; you durst

- not use me thus. But the mean, poor abuse you
~ throw on me, teflects upon yourself: our sex still
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" SCENE IIL]  THE CONSTANT COUPLE. 81

foolof you? I've done it, and glory in the act: dissem-
bling to the prejudice of men, is virtue ; and every
Jook, or_sign, or smile, or tear that can deceive, 1s
Mertorious.

Colonel S. Very pretty principles, truly. If there
be truth in woman, *tis now in thee. Come, madam,

“you know that you're discovered, and, being sensible

that you cannot escape, you would now turn to bay.
That ring, madam, proclaims you guilty.

Lady L.: O monster, villain, perfidious villain! Has
he told you?

Colonel 8. Tl tell it you, and loudly too.

Lady L. O, name it not Yet, speak it out, ’tis
80 just a punishment for putting faith in man, that I
will bear 1t all. Speak nosw, what his busy scandal,
and your improving malice; both dare utter.

Colonel S. Your falsehood can’t be reached by ma-
lice nor by satire; your actions are the justest libel on
your fame; your words, your looks, your tears, I did
believe in spite of common fame.  Nay, ‘gainst mine
own eyes, I still maintained your truth. T imagined
Wildair’s boasting of your favours to be the pure xe-
sult of his own vanity: at last he urged your taking
presents of him; as a convineing proof of which, you
yesterday from him reccived that ring, which ring,
that T might be sure he gave it, I lent him for that
purpose.

Lady L. Ha ! you lent it him for that purpose !

Colonel S. Yes, yes, madam, I lent it Lim for that
Ppurpose: No denying it—I know 1t well, for T
have worn it long, and desire it now, madam;, to re=
store it to the just owner.

Lady L. The just owner ! Think, sir, think but of
what importance “tis to own it: if you have love and
honour in your soul, ’tis'then most justly yours; 1
not, you are a robber, and have stolen it basely. ;

Colonel S. Hal your wouds, like meeting flints,
have struck a light, to show me something strange




I
tt 4




S MU







= caunae PHRL MG
T CUTREE =










REMARKS.

This comedy, by a favourite writer, had a reception,
on the first night of its appearance, far inferior to
that of ‘his other productions. "It was, with difficulty,
saved from condemnation; and the author, in his pre~
face, has boldly charged some secret enemies with
having attempted its destruction. '

Dramatic authors have fewer enemies at the pre-
sent period, or they have more humility, than for-
merly.  For now, when their works are hissed from
the stage, they acknowledge they havehad 2 fair trial,
and deserve their fate. Wherefore should an au-

" thor seek for remote causes, to account for his failures,
when to himself alone, he is certain ever to impute all
his success?

Neither the wit, humour, nor the imitation of na-
ture, in this play, are of that forcible kind, with which
the audience had been usually delighted by Iar-
quhar; and, that the moral gave a degree of supe-
riority to this drama, was, in those days, of little con~
sequence: the theatre was ordained, it was thought,
for mere pleasure, nor did any onc wish it should
degenerate into instruction.

Tt may be consolatory to the disappointed authors
of the present ddy, to find, how the celebrated author

B 2
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of ' this comedy was incommoded with theatrical
crosses,  He was highly offended, that his play was
1ot admired; still more angry, that there was an
empty house, on his sixth night, and more angry.
still, that the Opera Iouse, for the benefit of a
Erench dancer, was, about this time, filled even to the
annoyance of the crowded company.  The following
are his own words on the occasion :

“It is the prettiest way in the world of despising
the French king, tollet him see that we can afford mo-
ney to bribe his dancers, when he, poor man, has ex-
hausted all his stock, in buying some pitiful towns
and  principalities. What can be a greater compli-
ment to our generous nation, than to have the lady on
her re-tour to Paris, boast of her splendid entertain-
ment in England : of the complaisance, libenty, and
good nature of a people, who thronged her louse so
full, that she had not room to stick a pin; and left a
poor fellow, who had the misfortune of being one
of themselves, without one farthing, for half a year’s
pains he had taken for their entertainment.” x

This complaint is curious, on account of the talents
of the man who makes it; and, for the same cause,
highly reprehensible.  If Parquhar, thought him-
self superior to the F'rench dancer, why did he ho-

« mour her by a comparison ? and, if he wanted bread,
why did he not suffer in silence, rather than insi-
nuate, he should like to receive  it, through the
medium of a benefit?

A'hundred years of tefinement (the exact time
since this author wrote) may have weakened the force
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of the dramatic pen; but it has, happily, elevated
authots above the se_rvile spirit of dedications, or the
meaner practice, of taking public benefits.

As the moral of this comedy has been mentioned
as one of its highest recommendations, it must be
added—that, herein, the author did not invent, but
merely adopt, as his own, an occurrence which
took place in Paris, about that period, just as hehas
represented it in his last act. The Chevalier de
Chastillon was the man who is personated by young
Mirabel, in this extraordinary event ; and the Cheva-
lier's friend, his betrothed wife, and his beautiful
courtesan, are all exactly described in the characters
of Duretete, Oriana, and Lamorce.

Having justly abridged Farquhar of the honour
of inventing a moral, it may be equally just, to
make a slight apology for his chagrin at the slen-
der receipts of his sixth night—He once possessed the
income, which arose from a captain’s commission in the
army ; and having prudently conceived that this little
revenue would not maintain « wife, he had resolved to:
Tive single, unless chance should bestow on hima wo-
man of fortune. His person and address were so
extremly alluring, that a woman of family, but.of
no fortune, conceiving the passion she felt for him to
be love, pretended she possessed wealth, and deceiy=
ed him into a marriage, which plunged them both
into the utmost poverty,

This admirable dramatist seems to have been born
for a dupe. In his matrimonial distress, he applied

30 a nableman, who had professed a friendship fox
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3 THE INCONSTANT. [acr 1.

of better company, but among my friends, at Paris,
pray remember your distance—Begone, sicl [Eait

Prurin.] This fellow’s wit was necessary abroad, but

he’s too cunning for a domestic; I must dlspose of

him some way else~—Who’s here? Old Mirabel, and

my sister !—my dearest sister!

Enter OLD MIRABEL and ORIANA.

Oriana. My Brother! Welcome !
Dug. Monsieur Mirabel ! 'm heartily glad to see

ou.

Old Mir. Honest Mr. Dugard, by the blood of the
Mirabels, 'm your most humble servant!’

Dug. Why, sir, you've cast your skin, sure ; you're
brisk and gay—lusty health about you—no sign of
age, but your silver hairs.

“0ld Dlir. Silver hairs! Then they are qmcksxlver
hairs, sir. Whl]st I have golden ])OC]\CfS, let my hairs
be silver, an” they will. Adsbud, sir, I can dance, and
sing, and drink, and—no, I can’t \\-ench. But Mr.
Dumud no news of my son Bob in all your travels?

Ducr Your son’s come home, sir.

Old Mir. Come home ! Bob come home! By’ the
blood of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what say you ?

Oriana. Mv. Mirabel returned, sir?

Dug. He’s certainly come, and you may see hlm
within this hour or two.

Old Mar. Swear it, Mr, Dugard, presently. swear
it. : :
Dug. Sir, he came to town with me this morning;
T left him at the Banieurs, being a little disordered af-
ter viding, and I shall sce him again presently.

Old DMir, What! and he. w as ashamed fo ask a
blessing with his boots on ! A nice dog! Well, and
how fares the young rogue, ha ?

Dug. A fine gentleman, sir; Ie’lll be his own mes-
senger,
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Qld Mir. A fine gentleman! But is the rogue like
me still ?

_l?zzg. Why, yes, sir; he’s very like his mother, and
as like you, as most medern sons are to their fatliers.

Old Mir- Why, sir, don’t you think that I begat
him?

Dug. Why, yes, sir; you married his mother, and
he inherits your estate.  Ie's very like you, upon my
word, )

Oriana. And pray, brother, what’s become of his
honest companion, Duretete?

Dug. Who, thie captain? The very same, he went
abroad; he's the only Frenchman ¥ ever knew, that
could not change. Your son, Mr. Mirabel, is more
obliged to naturc for that fellow’s composition, than
for his own : for he's more happy in Duretete’s folly
than his own wit. . In short, they are as inscparable
as finger and thumb; but the first instance in the
world, I believe, of opposition in friendship.

Old Mir. Very well: will"he Le home, to dinner,
think ye? 3

Dug. Sir, he has ordered me to bespeak a dinner
for us at Rousscau’s, at a Lewis d’or a head.

Old Mir. A Lewis d'orahecad! Well said, Bob; by
the blood of the Mirdbels, Bob’s improved ! ‘Bat, M.
Dugard, was it so civil of Bob, to visit Monsicur Rous-
seau, before his own natural father, eh? Harlkye,
Oriana, what think you now, of a fellow that can eat
and drink ye a whole Lewis d’or at asitting? e must
be as strong as Hercules; life’ and spirit in abund-
ance. Before Gad, I don’t wonder at these men of
quality, that their own wives can’t serve them! A
Lewis d’or a head! ’tis enough to stock the wholena-
tion with bastards, 'tis, faith ! Mr. Dugard, T leave
you with your sister. [Eaits

Dug, Well, sister, I need not ask you how you do,
your looks resolve me 5 fair, tall, well-shapeds you're
almost grown out of my remembrance.
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Oriana. Why, truly, brother, I look pretty well;
thank nature, and my toilets I eat thiee meals a day,
am very merry when up, and sleep soundly when I'm
down. i

Dug. But,sister, you remember that upon my going
abroad, you would chuse this old gentleman for your:
guardian ; he's no more related to our family, than
Prester John, and I have no reason to think you mis-
trusted my management of your fortune; Therefore,
pray beso kind as to tell me, without reservation; the
true cause of making such a choice. $

Oriana. Lookye, brother, you were going a rams
bling, and “twas proper, lest I should go a rambling
too, that somebody should take care of me. Old
Monsieur Mirabel is an honest gentleman, was our fa-
ther'’s friend, and has a young lady in his house, whose
company I like, and who has chosen him forher guar-
dian as well as L :

Dug. Who, Mademoiselle Bisarre?

Oriana. The same’; we live merrily together, with-
out scandal or reproach ; we make much of the old
gentleman between us, and he takes care of us; all
the week we dance and sing, and upon Sundays, go
first to church, and then to the play.—Now, brothen
besides these motives for chusing this gentleman for
my guardian, perhaps I had some private reasons.

Dug. Not so private as you imagine, sister; your
love to young Mirabel’s no secret, I can assure you,
but so public, that all your friends are ashamed
or’t.

Oriana. O"my word, then, my friends are very bash-
ful ; though' I'm afraid, sir, that those people .are not
ashamed enough at their own erimes, who have so
many blushes to spare for the faults of their neigh-
bours,

Dug. Ay, hut, sister, the people say

Oriana. Pshaw ! hang the people! they’ll talk
treason, and profane their Maker; must we, therefore
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infer, that our king is a tyrant, and religion a cheat?
Lookye, brother, their court of inquiry is a tavern,

. and their informer, claret: They think as they drink,
and swallow reputations like loches; a lady’s health
goes briskly round with the glass, but her honour is
1lost in the toast.

Dug. Ay, but sister, there is still something.

Oriana, 1f there be something, brother, ’tis none of
the people’s something : Marriage is my thing, and
T’ll stick to’t. %

Dug. Marriage! young Mirabel marry ! he'll
build churches sooner. Take heed; sister, though
your hoanour stood proof to his home-bred assaults,
you must keep a stricter guard for the future: He
has now got the forcign air, and the-Italian softness;
his wit’s improved by converse, his behayiour finished
by observation, and his assurances confirmed by sue-~
cess.  Sister, I can assure you, he has made his con-
quests; and ’tis a plague upon your sex, to be the
soonest deceived, by those very men that you know
have been false to others.—But then, sister, he’s as
fickle— : :

Oriana. For God’s sake, brother, tell me no more
of his faults, for, if you do, I shall run mad for him:
Say no more, sir; let me but get him into the bands
of matrimony, Il spoil his wandering, I warraat
him ; Ill do his business that way, never fear.

Dig. Well, sister, I won't: pretend to understand.

" the engagements hetween you and your lover; I ex-
pect when you have need of my counsel or assistance,
you will let me know more of your affairs.  Mirabel
is a gentleman, and as far as my honour and interest
can reach, you may command me, to the furtherance

. of your happiness: In the mean time, sister, I have a
great mind to make you a present of another humble
servant; a fellow that I took up at Lyons, who has
served me honestly ever since.

Oriang. Then why will you part with him 2
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Dug. He has gained so msufferably on my goad-
humour, that he’s grown too familiar; but the feol-
low’s cunning, and may be setviceable to you in your
aflair with Mirabel.  Here he comes.

Enter Perrr.

Well, sir, have you been af Rousseau’s ?

Petit. Yesy sir, and who should 1 find there but
M. Mirabel and the captain, hatching as warmly
over a tub of ice,as two hen pheasants over a brood—
They would not let me bespeak any thing, for they
had dined before T came.

- Dug. Comg,sir, you shall serve my sister, T shall
still continue kind to you; and if your lady recom-
mends your diligence, upon trial, Pl use-my interest
to advance you.—Wait on your lady home, Petit.

Swifs

[ I
Petit. A chair! a chair! a chair!
Orianu. No, no, I'll walk home, *tis but next door.
: [Excunt.

SCENE 11.

A Tavern,

YouNG MiraBEL and Duryrerr descovered, vising
Jrom Lable,

ek AMir, Welcome to Paris onee more, my dear
Captain; we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid
plentifully, and let it go for once. T liked cver} thing
but our women they looked so lean and Tawdiy,
poor creatures! *Tis a sure sign the army is not paid.
Give methe plump Venetian, brisk, and sanguine,
that smiles upon me like the clowing sun, and meels
7 Lad .
2 ;
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‘my lips like sparkling wine, her person, shining as
the glass, and spirit, like the foaming liquor. =

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Ttaly I arant you; but for our
women here in France, they are such thin, brawn,
fallen jades, 2 man may as well make a bed-fellow: of

_ a cane chair.

F. My Trancel A light, unseasoned country, no-
thing bur feathers, foppery, and fashioss.—There's no-
thing on this side the Alps worth my humble service
tye—Ila, Roma la Santa!—Italy for my money !—
their customs, gardens, buildings, paintings, music,
policies, wine, and women! the paradise of the
world I-—not pestered with a parcel of precise, old,
wouty fellows, that would debar their children every:
pleasure, that they themselyes are past the sense of ;—
commend me to the Italian familiarity—*Here, sons
'lhcre’iﬁfty crowns, go, pay your girl her week’s allow-
ance.

Duy. Ay, these are your fathers, for you, that un-
derstand the neeessities of young men ! noe like our
musty dads, who, because they cannot fish themselves,
would muddy the water, and spoil the sport of then
that can. DBut now you talk of the plump, what d’ye

~ think of a Dutch woman?

V. Mir. A Duteh woman’s ftoo compact,—nay,
every thing among them is s0; a Dutch man is thick,.
2 Dutch woman 1s squab, a Dutch horse is rourd, a
Datch dog is short, a Dutch ship is broad bettomed 3.
and, in short, one would swear, that the whole pro-
duct of the country werecast in the same mould with
their cheeses.

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Eng-
Iish ladies.

o ¥, . The women of England weve excellent, did
they not take such nusufferable pains to ruin, what ni-
ture has made so incompaiably well 5 ‘they-would be
delicate ereatures indeed, could they but thoroushly

 arrive at the French mien, or cutitely letit alone s fog

e :
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they only spoil a very good air of their own, by an
awkward imitation of ours. But come, Duretete, let
s mind the business in hand; Mistresses we must
have, and must take up with the manufacture of the
place, and upon a competent diligence, we shall find
those in Paris shall match the Italians from top to
toe. d
Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but
what will become of your friend? you know, T am so
plaguy. bashful ! so naturally an ass upon these occa=
sions, that ;
¥. Mir. Pshaw! you must be bolder, man ! Tra-
vel three years, and bring home such a baby as bash-
fulness | A great lusty fellow, and asoldier; fic upon
1 plE

Dur. Lookye, sir, Ican visit, and I can oglea little,
_as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiss: abund-
antly—but if they chance to give me a forbidding
loolk, as some womei, you know, hayve a devilish cast
~with their eyes—orif they cry, “ What do you mean?
what d’ye take me for? Tie, sir, remember who I am,
sit—A person of quality to be used at this rate"—
?Rgad, T'm struck as flat as a fryingpan.

V. Mir. Wordsof course! nevermind them: Tura
you about upon your heel, witha jantée air ; hum out
the end of an old song ; cut a cross caper, and ather
again,

Dur. [Imitates kim.] No, hang it, ‘twill never do.!
—Qons! what did my father mean, by sticking me
up in an university, or to think that I should gain any
thina by my head, in & nation, whose genius lies all in
their heels i—Well, if ever [ come to have children of
my own, they shall have the education of the country
—_they shall learn to dance, before they can walk,
and be taught to sing, beforethey can speak.

¥. Mir. Come,come, throw off that ¢hildish hu-

" mour—put on assurance, there’s no aveiding it ; stand
2l hazards, thourt a stout, lusty fellow, and hast a
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z00d estate ;—1look bluff; hector, you have a good side=
box face, a pretty impudent face; so, that's pretty well.
—This fellow went abroad like an ox, and is returncd
like an ass. [4side.

Dur. Let me see now, how I look. [Pulls out @
Paclet Glass, and Tooks onit.] A side-box face, say
you !—Fgad, I don’t like it, Mirabel! Tie, sir, don't
abuse your friends, I could not wear such a face for
the best countess in christendom,

¥. Mir. Why can’t you, blockhead, as well as 1 ¢

Dur. Why, thon hast impudence to set a good face
upon any thing; I would change half my gold for
half thy brass, with all my heart.  Who comies here
Odso, Mirabel, your father!

Enter Orp MIRABEL.

Old Mir. Where’s Boly ?—dear Bob?

¥. Mir. Your blessing, sir?

0ld Mir. My blessing ! Damn ye, ye young rogue,
why did not you come to see your fathep first, sitrah 2
My dear boy, T am heartily glad to sce thee, my dear
child, ’faith 1—Captain Duretete, by the blood'of the
Mirabels, m yours! Well, my lads, ye look bravely,
’faith.—Bob, hast got any money left?

V. Mir. Not a farthing, sir.

“0ld Mir. Why, then, T won’t gi” thee a souse.

Y. Mir. 1 did but jest, here’s ten pistoles.

Old Mir. Why, then, here's ten more ; I love to be
charitable to those that dont want it.—Well; and
Low do you like Ttaly, my boys?

Y. Mir. O,the garden of the world, sir! Rome,
Naples, Venice, Milan, and a thousand others—all
fine.

0ld Mir. Ay say you so? And they say, that Chis
ari is very fine too. ; .

Dur, Indifferent, sir, very indifferent ; a veryscurvy
4ir, the most unwholesome' to a Erench constitution
in the world.

€ 2
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¥. Mir. Pshaw ! nothing on’t: thése rascally ga-
zetteers haye misinformed you.

Old Mir. Misinformed e ! Oons, sir, were we not
beaten there? 7 :

Y. Mir. Beaten, sir! we beaten!

Ok DLir. Why, how was it, pray, sweet sir?

Y. Miy. Sir, the captain will tell you:

Dur. No, sir, your son will tell you.

{ Y. DMir. The captain was in the action, sir.

Dur. Your son saw more than T, sir, for he was a
looker on. )

Old Mir. Confound you both, for a brace of ¢cow-
ards! here are no Germans to overhear you—why
don’t ye tell me how it was?

V. Mir, Why, then, you must know, that we march-
ed up a body of the finest,  bravest, well dressed fcl-
lows in the universe 3 eur commanders at the head of
us, all lace and feather, like so many beaux 'at a ball
— I don’t believe there was a man of them but could
dance a charmer, Morbleau. ;

Ofd Mir. Dance ! very well, pretry fellows, “faith I

¥. Mir. We capered up to their very trenches, and
there saw, peeping over, a parcel of scare-crow,
olive-coloured, gunpowder fellows, as ugly as the de-
vil.

Dur. E'gad, I shall neyer forget the looks of them,
while I have breath to fetch. ]

Y. Mir. They wereso civil, indeed, as to welcome
us with theircanuon ! but for the rest, we found them
such unmannerly,; rude, unsociable dogs, that we grew -
tired of their company, and so we ¢’en danced back
again.

Old Mer. And did ye all come back?

Y. M:», No, two or three thousand of us staid be-
hind. : e

Old Do, Why, Bob, why ? ;

1[' Ay, Pshaw ! because they could not come that
night, ¢ :
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Oriana. Most 'ccrtainly; I can’tdissemble, Bisarre 3

besides, “tis past that, we're contracted.

~ Bis. Contracted ! alack-a-day, poor thing!—What,
you bave changed rings, or broken an old broadpiece
between you ! I would make a fool of any fellow in

“France.  Well, I must confess, I do.love a little co-
quetting, with all my. heart! my business should be
to break gold with my lover one hour, and crack my
promise the ‘next; he should find me one day with a
prayet book in my hand, and with a play book an-
other—He should have my consent to  buy the
wedding ring, and the next moment would I ask him
his name. :

~ Opiena. O, my dear ! were there no greater tic up-
on my heart, than thereis upon my conscience,’ [
would soon throw the contract out of doors; but the
mischief on’t is, [ am so fond of being tied, that Pm
foreed to be justyand the strength of my passion Keeps
down the jnclination of my sex.
* Bis. But here’s the old gentleman !

Fnter OLD MIRAREL.

Old Mir. Where’s my wenches }—where’s my two
little oirls? Ih I Have a care,—look to yourselves,
“faith, they're o coming—the travellers are o coming !
Well | which of you two will be my daughter-in-Jaw
now # Bisarre, Bisarre, what say you, madecap ¢ Mi-
rabel is a pure, wild fellow.

- Bis. T hike him the worse.

Old BMir. You lie, hu you like him the better,
- indeed you do! What say you, my vother little fil-

bert, eh ?

Opiana. T suppose the gentleman will chuse for him~
“self, sir i

1(?[lu’ﬂ[ir. Why, that's discreetly said, ‘and so he

shall,




SCENE L] THE INCONSTANT.. 19
Enfer MirRABTL and DUnTLEyE ; they salute the
Ladies.

' Bob, harkye, you shall marry one of these girls, sir-
ral ! ;
Y. Mir: Sir, T'll marry them both, if you pledse.
Bis. [Aside.] HE find that one may servehis turn.
Old Mir. Both ! why, you young dog, d’ye banter
me ?—Come, sir, take your choice.— Duretete, you
shall have your choice too, but Robin shall chuse fivst,
—_Come, sir, begin. Well! which-d'ye like?
Y. Mir. Both.
Old Mir. But which will you marry ?
¥. Mir. Neither. :
Old Mr. Neither! Don’t make me angry now,
Boby-—pra;‘, don’t me zm_gry.——Lnokye, sivrah, if T
don’t dande at your wedding to-morrow, [ shall be
very glad to ery at your grave. ;
_¥. Mir. Thats a bull, father.
 Old Mir. Abull ! Why, how now, ungratelul sir,
did I make thee a man, that thou shouldst make me
a beast?
V. Mir. Your patdon, sir; Ionly meant your ex-
prcssinn. % :
0ld Mir. Harkye, Bob, Yearn better manners (o
your father before strangers ! 1 won't be angry this
time: But oons, if eyeryou do’t again, you rascal l-—
remember what T say. ) [ Exit.
Y. Mar. Pshaw ! what docs the old fellow meanby
mewing me up here with a couple of green girlsi—
Come, Duretete, will you go?
“Opiana. 1 hope, Mr. Mirabel, you han’t forgot—
17, Mir. No, no, madam, I han't forgot, T have
brought you a thousand little Ttalian curiosities ; PIL
assure you, madam, as far 45 a hundred pistoles would
yeach, I han’t forgot the least circumstance.
Opiaia. Sir, you misunderstand me.
" 3lir, Odso! the relics, madaw, from Rome. I
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do remember, now, you made a vow of chastity before
my departure; a vow of chastity; or something like
it—was it not, madam?

Oriana. O sir, Pm answered at present. [Eait.

¥. Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with
her contract—"Would I might despatch t'other !

Dur. Mirabel, that lady there, observe her, she’s
wondrous pretty, 'faith! and seems to have but few
words; I like hermainly—speak to her, man, pr'ythee
speak to her. :

¥. Mir. Madam, here’s a gentleman, who de-
clares; i .

Dur. Madam, don'f believe him, T declare nothing
—What, the devil, do you mean, man?

Y. Mar. He says, madam, that you are as beautiful
as an angel,

Dur. He tells a damned lie, madam! I say no such
thing—Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I shall drop
down with shame. )

Y. Mir. And so, madam, not doubting but your
ladyship may like him as well as he does you, I think
it proper to leave you together.

Going, DURETETE /folds lim.

Dur. Hold, hold—Why, Mirabel, friend, sure you
won't be so barbarous as to leave me alone ! Prlythee,
speak to her for yourself, as it were! Lord, Lord,
that a Frenchman should wantimpudence!

Y. Mir. You look mighty demure, madam.—She’s
deaf, Captain,

Dur. I had much rather have her dumb.

Y. Mir, Thegravity of yourair, madam, promises
some extraordinary fruits from your study, which
moves us with curiosity to inquire the subject of your
ladyship’s contemplation.—Not a word! :

Dur. T hope in the Lord, she’s speechless! if she
be, she’s mine this moment. Mirabel, d’ye think a
woman’s silence can be natural ?

Bis, But the forms which logicians introduce, and
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which proceed from: simple enumeration, are dubit-
able, and proceed only upon admittance—

Y. Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have we
liere? Plato in petticoats!

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, man ; she talks in my
own mother tongue. A

Bis. "Tis exposed to invalidity, from a contradictory
instance'; looks only upon common operations, and 1s
infinite in its termination.

Y. Mir. Rare pedantry !

Dup. Axioms ! axioms! self-evident principles!

Bis. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is pre-oe-
cupate~-—O, gentlemen, I'hope you'll pardon my co-
gitation ! I gvas involvedin a profound point of phi-
losophy, but T shall' discuss it somewhere else, being
satisfied, that the subject is not agrecable to your
sparks, that profess the vanity of the times, [ Eat.

Yo Mir. Go thy way, good wife Bias! Do you
hear, Duretete ? Dost hear this starched picce of au-
sterity ? ;

Dur. She's mine; man, she’s mine—My own talent
to a T.—I’ll match herin dialectics, faith! I wasseven
years at the university, man, nursed up with Barbaro,
Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever
Lnow, man, that ’twas metaphysics made me anass? It
was, faith ! Had she talked a word of singing, danc-
ing, plays, fashions, or the like, T had foundered at the
fivst step ; but as she is—DMirabel, wish me joy !

¥ Mir. You don’t mean marriage, I hope ¢

Dur. No, no, I'am a man of more honours

¥%. Mir. Bravely resolved,” Captain! now for thy
credit—warm me  this frozen snowball—'twill be a
conquest above the Alps!

Dur. But will you promise to be always near me?

Y. Mir. Upon all occasions, neyer fear.

Dur. Why, then, youshall see me,in two moments,
make an induction from my love to her hand, from
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her hand to her mouth, from her mouth to her heart,
and so conclude in her bed, categorematice. =k

¥. Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool is en-
tered.—But here comes one to spoil my: sport; now
shall T be teased to death, with this old-fashioned con=
tract! I should loye her too, if I might do'it my own:
way, but she'll do nothing without witnesses, forsooth !
I wonder women can be so immodest !

Enter Oriava,

Well, madam, why d’ye follow me?

Oriana. Well, sir, why do you shun me?

Y. Mir. *Tis my humour, madam, and I'm naturally
swayed by inclination. o

Oriana. Have you forgot our contract, sir?

¥. Mir. AllT remember of that contractis, that it
was made some three years ago, and that’s enough, in
eonscience, to forget the rest on't.

Oriana, "Tis sufficient, sir, to recollect the passing
of it; for, in that circumstance, I presume, lies the
force of the obligation.

¥. NMir. Obligations, madam, that areforced upon
the will, are no tie upon the conscience; I was a
slave to my passion, when I passed the instrument, but
the recovery of my freedom makes the contract void.

Oriana. Come, Mr. Mirabel, these expressions I ex-
pected from the raillery of your humour, but I hope
for very different sentiments from your honour and
generosity.

Y. Mir. Lookye, madam, as for my generosity, ’tis
at your service, with all my heart: TIl keep you a
coach and six horses, if you please, only permit me to
keep my honour to myself. Consider, madam, you
have no such thing among ye, and ’tis a main point
of policy to keep no faith with reprobates—thou art

a pretty little reprobate, and so get thee about thy bu-
siness ! -
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Oriana. ‘Well, sit, even all this I will allow to the -
gaiety of your temper; your travels haye improyved
your talent of talking, but they are not of force, I
hope, to impair your morals.

7. Mir. Morals! why, there ’tis again now !—I tell
thee, child, there is not the least occasion for. morals,
in any business between you and I.  Don’t you know™
that, of all commerce in the world, there is no such
eozenage and deceit, as in the traffic between man and
woman? we study all our lives long, how to put
tricks upon one another—No fowler lays abroad more
nets for his game, nor a hunter for his prey, than you
do, to catch poor innocent men.—Why do you sit
three or four hours at your toilet in a morning? only
with a villanous design to make some poor fellow a
fool before night. = What d’ye sigh for ?—What d’ye
weep for 7—What d’ye pray for? Why, for a husband ;
That is, you implore Providenge to assist you, in the
just, and pious design, of making the wisest of his
creatures a fool, and the head of the creation, a slave,

Oriana. Sir, T am proud of my power, and am re-
solved to use it.

¥. Dr. Hold, hold, madam, not so fast—As you
have variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us; so
we have vows, oaths, and protestations, of all sorts
and sizes, to make fools of you—And this, in short,
my dear creature, is our present condition. I have
sworn, and lied, briskly, to gain my ends of you;
your ladyship has patched and painted violently, to
gain your ends of me; but, since we are both disap-
pointed, et us make a drawn battle, and part clear on.
both sides. -

Orzana. With.all my. heart, sir! give me up my
contract, and I’Il never see your face again. -

V. Mir. Indeed, I won’t, child !

Oriana. What, sir.! neither do one nor t'other?

Y. Mir. No, you shall die a maid, unless you please
to be otherwise, upon my terms.
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Oriana. What doyou intend by this, six?

V. Mir. Why, to starve you into compliance ;—

Jookye, you shatlneyer marry any man s and you had

as cood let me do you a kindness as a stranger.
Oriana. Sir, you're a

Y. MGy, What am I, ma’am ?

Oriana. A villain, sir.

V. Mir. I'm glad on’t—I never knew: an honest
fellow in my life, but was a villain upon these occa-
sions.  Ian't you drawn, youtself, now, into a very
pretty  dilemma? hal hal ha ! the poor l:&dy has
madc a vow of virginity, when she thought of making
4 vow to the contrary, Was ever poor woman (so
cheated into chastity {

Opiana. Siv, my fortune is equal fo yours,,my
friends as powerful, and both shall be put to the’test,
to do me justice. {

Y. Mér. What! yow'll force me to marry youy will

e s 7 3 !
Oreana, Sir, the law shall. | ¢
Y. Mir. But the law can’t force me to do anyilhing

else, can it? !
Orwana. Pshaw, I despise thee—Monster !

- Y. M. Kiss and be friends, then—Don’t ery,ichild,
and you shall have your: sugar plumb—Comg, ma- -
dam, d’ye think [ could be so unreasonable Jas to
make you fast all your life long ! No, 1 did bétjcst,

vou shall have your liberty—here, take your cantract,

/

]

]

and give me mine.
Opriana. No, T won't. i
Y. Mir. Eh! What, is the girl a fool2 = |
Oriana. No, siv, you shall find me cunning enough
to do myselfjustice ; and since I must not depend up-
on your love, I'll be revenged, ‘and force you to mar-
1y me, ouf of spite. :
Y. Map, Then Il beat thee out of spite, and
make a most confounded husband !



|
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< Oriana. O, six; 1 shall mateh ye! A good hushand
makes a good wile at any time.

¥, Mer. Tl vattle down your china about your ears.

Oriana. And Il rattle about the city, to Tun you in
debt for more.

V., Mir. Tl tear the furbelow off your clothes, and
when you swoon for vexation, you shan’t have a pen
1y, to buy a bottle of hartshorn. :
. Origna. And you, sir, shall have hartshorn in
abundance.

1. Mer. Ul keep 'as many misiresses as I haye
coach horses.

Oriuna. And Tl keep as many gallants as you haye
grooms.

3, Mir. But,sweet madam, there is sucha thing as
adivorce!

Oriana. But, sweet sir, there is such a thing as ali-
mony | so divorce on, and sparemnot. [ Exit.

Y. M. Ay, that separate maintenance is the de~
vil—there’s their refuge!—O’ my conscience, one
would take cuckoldom for'a meritorious action, be-
cause the women areso handsomely rewarded for it

[ Exit.
FEnter DURETETE and PETTT.

Dur. And she’s mighty peevish, you say 2 :

Petit. O sir, she has a wongue as long as my leg,
and talks so crabbedly, you would think she always
spoke Welsh.

Dup. That's an odd language, methinks, for her
philosophy:.

Petit. But sometimes she will sit youw halfa day

“without speaking @ word, and talk oracles all the while
by the wrinkles of her forchead, and the motions of

her eyebrows,
Dar. Nay, T shall match her in philosophical ogles,:

faiih I——that's my talent: 1 can talk best; you must

&now, when I'say nothing.
D
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Petit. But d’ye ever laugh, sir?

Dur, Laugh? Won't she endure laughing?

Petit. Why, she's a critic, sir, she hates a jest, for
fear it should please her; and nothing keeps her in
humour, but what gives her the spleen.—And then,
for logic, and all that, you know :

Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepared, I have been practising
hard words and nosense, this hour, to entertain her.

Petit. Then place yourself behind this screen, that
you may have a view of her behaviour before you he-

in.
4 Dur. I long to engage her, lest I should forget my
lesson,

Petit. Here she comes, sir— [ must fly.

[Ewit PErrr, and DURETETE stands: peeping. be~
land the Curtain. :

Enter Bisarrk and Ma1p.

Bis. [With'a Book.]: Pshaw! hang hbooks! they
sour our temper, spoil oureyes, and ruin our com-.
plexions. [Throws eway the Boak.

Dur. Thi the devil such a word there is in all
Aristotle ! z

Bis. Come, wench, let’s be free—call in the fiddle,
there’s nobody near us.

Dur. "Would to the Lord there was not!

Bis. Here, friend, a minuet [Music.] Quicker
time—ha—'would we had a man or two'! !

Dur. [Stealing away.] You shall have the devil
sooner, my dear, dancing philosopher!

Bis. Uds my life!—Here’s one !

[Runs to DuRETETE, and kales kum back.

Duy. Ts all my learned preparation eome to this?

Bis. Come, sir, don’t be ashamed, that’s my good
boy—you're very welcome, we wanted such.a one—
Come, strike up —[Dance.] I know you dance well,
sir, youre finely shaped for't—Come, come, sit;—
quick, quick ! you miss the time else,

1
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Dur. But, madam, I come to talk with you.

Bis. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance,
“—come.

Dur. But we were talking of dialectics—

Bis. Hang dialectics ! [Music.] Mind the time
quicker, sitrah ! —Come—and how d’ye find yourself
TNOW, sir ?

Dur. In a fine breathing sweat, Doctor.

Bis. All the better, patient, all the better ;—Come,

- 4, sing now, sing, 1 know you sing well: T see you
have a singing face—a heavy, dull, sonata face.

Dur. Who, T sing?

Bis. O you're modest, sir—but come, sit down
eloser—closer.  Here, a bottle of wine! [Exit Maipy
and returns with Wine.] Come, sir—sing, sir.

Dur. But, madam, 1 came to talk with you.

Bis. O sir, you shall drink first.—Come, fill me @
bumper—here, sir, bless the king !

Dur. *Would I were out’ of his dominions |-—By

. this light, shelll make me drunk too ! .

. Bis. O pardon me, sir, you shall do me right—fill
it higher.— Now, sir, can you drink a licalth under
your leg ?

Duy. Rare philosephy that, “faith !

Bis. Come, off with it to the bottom !—Now, how
d'ye like me,six?

Dur. O, mighty well, madam !

‘Bis, You sce how a woman’s fancy varies! some-
times, splenctic and heavy, then, gay and frolicsome.
— And how d’ye like the humour?

Dur. Good madam, let.mesit down to answer you,
for 1 am heartily tired.

Bis. Fie upon't! a young man, and tired ! up, for
shame, and walk about!—Action becomes us—a lit=
tle faster, si—What d’ye think now of my Lady
I.a Pale, and Lady Coquet, the duke’s fair daughter?
Ha! Are they not brisk lasses? Then there is black
Mus. Bellair, and brown Mrs, Bellface !

D 2
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‘Dup. They arc all strangers to me, madam.

Bis. But let me tell you, sir, that brown is not al-
ways despicable—O Lard, sir, if young Nus. Bagatell
had kept herself single till this time o'day, whata be'«}u- :
ty there had been ! And then, you know, the charming
Mis. Monkeylove, the fair gem of St. Germanys !

Dur. Upon my soul, I don’t! ; }

Bis: And then, you must have heard of the Lnglish
heau, Spleecnamore, how unlike a‘gentleman

Dyup. Hey '—not a syllable on’t, as I hope tor be
sayed, madam !

Bis. No! Why, then, play me a jig;—[Dusic. |—
Coine, sir. . :

Duy. By this light, - I cannot! “faith, madam;j I
have sprained my leg !

Bis. Then sit_you down, sirj—and now tell me
what's your business with me? Whats your ervand ?
Quick, quick, despatch !—-Odso, niay be, you are
some gentleman’s seryant, that has brought ine a let-
ter, or ‘ashaunch of venison #

Dur. *Sdeath, madam, do T look like a‘carrier?

bis, O, cry you mevey, I saw you just now, I mis-
ook you, upon my word ! you are one of the travel-
ling gentlemen—and pray, sir, how do all our impu-
dent friends 1n [taly ?

Dy, Madam, I came to wait on you with a more
Serious intention than your entertainment has answer~
ed. ;

Bis. Siy, your intention of waiting on me was the
greatest affront imaginable, however your expressions
may turmit toa compliment :  Your visit, sir, was in-
tended as aprologue to a veny: scurvy play, of which,
M. Mirabel and you so handsomely laid the plat—

< Mairry ! No, no, I am a man of more honour—
Where's your henourt Where’s your courage now ?
Ads my life, sir, I have a great mind to kick you '—
Go, o to your fellow-rake now, rail at my sox, and
et drunk for vexation, and write a lampoon—Iut I
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17, M. - That's a little out of my comprehension,
sit; for Lve heard say, that [ resemble my father.

Old Mp.. Your father is your very humble slave—
T tell thee what, child, thou art a very pretty fellow,
and 1 loye thee hedln]\ s and a yery great villain, and
1 hate thee mortally.

V. My, Villain, siv ! /Then T must be a very 1m-
pudent one ; for I can’t recollcet any passage of my

ife that I'm ashamed of.

0ld Mir. Come hither, my dear friend ; dost sce
this picture? [Shows him a little Pictures

Y. Mip. Oriana’s 2 Pshaw!

Old Mir. Wha, sir, won't-you look upon’t ?——Bul),
dear Bab, prythee come lmhu now—Dost want any
money, child?

¥ Mir. No, sir.

Old Mir. Why, then, here’s ‘'some for thee: come
here now—FHow canst thou be so hard-hearted, an
unnatural, unmannerly rascal, (dow't mistake, me,
child, T a'n’t angry) asito abuse this tender, lovely, -
oood-naturul dear rogue ?—Why, she sighs for thee,
.md eries for thLE, pouts for thee, and ~nub5 for lhu.,
the poor little heart of it is like to burst——~Come,.
my dear boy, be goodnatured, like yourown father ;
be now—and then see here, l(’dd this-——the u’ﬁaws
of the lovely Olmn\, with thirty thousand pound ta
her portion—thirty thousand pound, you dog! thirty
thousand pound, you rogue ! how dare you refuse a
lady with thirty thousand pound, you nupu(lcnh ras-
cal?

¥. Mir. Will you hear me speak, sir?

Old Mir. Hear youspeak, sir! If you had ﬂnrty
thousand tongucs, you could not out-talk thirty thou-
sand pound Sir.

Y. Mir. Nay, sir, if you won't hear nie, Pll'be-
gonc. siv! Pli take post for Italy this moment.

Old Miy. A\h, the fellow knows I won't pdxt \'J[h
hlm LoWelly sir, \\hd.t haye yuu to say ¢
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Y. M. The universal reception, sir, that marriage
has had in the sworld, is enough to fix it for a puhlic
good, and 1o draw every body into the common cause;;

© but'there are some constitutions, like some 1nstru-
ments, so peculiarly singular, that they make tole-
rable music by themsclves, but never do well in"a
concert. 5

Old Mir. Why, this is reason, I must confess, but
yet itis nonsense too ; for, though you should reason
like an angel, if you argue yourself out of a good
estate, you talk like a fool.

Y, Mir. But, sir, if you bribe meinto bondage with
the riches of Crazsus, you leayve me but a begsar, for
waht of my libenty. A

Old Mir. Was ever such a perverse fool heard?
>Sdeath, sir | why did T give you education? was it
1o dispute me out of my senses 7 Of what colour, now,
is the Licad of this cane? You'll say, ’tis white, and,
ten to one, make me believe it too 1 thought that

oung fellows studied fo get moncy.

3. Dbir. No, sir, Lhave studied to despiseits my
reading was not to make me rich, but happy, sir.

0ld Mir. There he has me again, now! DBut, sir,
did not I marry to oblige you ?

V.. Mir. To oblige me, it in what respect, pray?

Old Mzr. Why, to bring you into the world, sir;
wa'n’t that an obligation ¥

Y. Mir. And, because I would have it still an obli-

. galion, | avoid marrjage. ;

OZd Nlir. Houw is that, sir? : ;

Y. Mir. Because I would not curse the hour I was

born. e
01d iy, Lookye, friend, you may persuade me

out of my desians, but Il command  you out of

yours ; and, tho ch you may conyince my rcason that
you aze in the right, yet there is an old attendant of
sity-thiee. called positivendss, hieh you, nor all the
wits in Traly, shall ever be able to shake: so, sir
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you're a wit, and I'm a father : you may talk, but I'll
be obeyed.

¥. Mir. This it is to have the son a finer gentleman
than the father ; they first give us breeding, that they
don’t understand ; then they turn us out of doors, be-
cause we are wiser than themselves, But I'm a little
aforehand with the old gentleman, [dside.] Sir, you
have been pleased to settle a thousand pound sterling
2 year upon me; in return of whiqh, I have a very
great honour for you and yourfamily, and shall take
care that your only and beloved son shall do nothing
to make him hate his father, or to hang himself.  So,
dear sir, I'm your very humble servant. [Runs off.

Old Mir, Here, sirrah! rogue! Bob! villain!

Enter Ducanp.

Duz. Ah, siv! ’tis but what he deserves. 2

Old Mir. "Tis false, sit ! he don’t deserve it: what
have you to say against my boy, sir ?

Dug. 1 shall only repeat your own words.

Old Mir. What have you to do with my words?
I have swallowed my words already ; 1 have eaten

them up.—1I say, that Bob’s an honest tellow, and who
dares deny it?

Enter BisaRgE.

Bis. That dare I, sir:—1I say, that your son is a

wild, foppishi, whimsical, impertinent coxcomb ; and,

. were T abused, as this gentleman’s sister is, I would
make it an Italian quarrel, and poison the whole fa-
mily. :

Dug. Come, sir, ’tis no time for trifling : my sister:
is abused ; you are made sensible of the: affront, and
your honour is concerned to see her redressed.

Old Mir. Lookye, Mr. Dugard, good words go
farthest. 1 will do your sister justice, but it must be
after my own rate; nobody must abuse my son but
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myself; for, although Robin be a sad dog, yet he’s
nohody’s puppy but my own.

Bis. Ay, that’s my sweet-natured, kind, old gentle-
man—{1heedling Jim.] We wilk be good, then, if
yow'll join with us in the plot.

Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young baggace! what
plot can you have to wheedle a fellow of sixty-three?

Bis. A plot that sixty-three is only good for; to
bring other people together, sir.  You must act the
Spaniard, because your son will least suspect you ;
and, if he should, your authority proteets you from
a quarrel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expose her
brother.

LOld Mir. And what part will you act in the busi-
ness, madam? :
Bas. Mysclfy sivs iy friend is grown a perfect
changeling: thiese foolish hearts of ours spoil our
heads presently ; the fellows no: sooner turn knayes,
but we turn fools : but [ am still myself, and he may
expect the most severe usage from me, because I nej-
ther love him, nor hate him. [ Eait.

Old 3ir. Well said, Mrs, Paradox ! but, sir, who

must open the matter to him?

Dug. Petit, sir; who is our engineer general ; and
here he comes.

Enter Prrrr.
Petit. O, sir, more discoverics! are all friends
about us?
Dug. Ay, ay, speak freely.
Petet. You must know, sir,——od’s my life, I'm
“ out of breath! you must know, sir,—you must
know— :
Old Dir. What the devil must we know, sir?
- Petat. That 1 have [Pants and blows.] bribed, sir,
bri b‘ed—yuur son’s secretary of state.
Old Dar.. Sceretary of state —who’s that, for 1lea-
_ven’s sake?
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Petit. His valet de chambre, sir? You must
know, sir, that the intrigue lay folded up in his mas-
ter’s clothes; and, when he went to dust the em-
broidered suit, the secret flew out of the right pocket
of his coat, in a whole swarm of your crambo songs,
short-footed odes, and long-legged pindarics.

Old My, Impossible!,

Petit. Ah,sir, hehas loved her all along; there
was Oriana in every line, but he hates marriage. Now,
sir, this plot will stir up his jealousy, and we shall
know, by the strength of that; how to proceed far-
ther.

Come, sir, let’s about it with speed :

’Tis expedition gives our king the sway ;

For expedition to the French give way;

Swift to attack, or swift—to run away. [Ezeunt.

Enter YouNG MIRABEL and BISARRE, passing
carelessly by one another. !

Bis. [Aside.] 1 wonder what she can see in this fel--
low, to like him ?

Y. Mir. [dside.] T wonder what my friend can ses
in this girl, to admire her?
¥ Bis. [dside.] A wild, foppish, estravagant, rake~

ell!

DMir, [ Aside.] A light, whimsical, impertinent, mad-
cap !

Bis. Whom do you mean, sir? .

Y. Mir. Whom do you mean, madam?

Bis. A fellow, that has nothing left to re-establish
him for a human creature, but a prudent resolution
to hang himself!

Y. Mir. There is a way, madam, to force me to
that resolution.

Bis. Ul doit, with all my heart.

¥. Mir. Then you must marry me.

Bis. Lookye, sir, don't think your ill manners to.
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me, shall excuse your ill usage of my friend ; nor,
by fixing a quarrel here, to divert my zeal for the ab-
sent ; for I'm resolved, nay, I come prepared, to make
you a panegyric, that shall mortify your pride, like
any modern dedication.

Y. Mir. And I, madam, like a true modern pa-
tron, shall hardly give you thanks for your trouble.

Bis. Come, sir, to let you see what little founda-
tion you have for your dear sufficiency, Ill take you
20 pieces.

¥. Mir. And what piece will you chuse ?

Bis. Your heart, to be sure ; because I should get
presently id on’t: your courage I would give to a
Hecter, your wit to a lewd playmaker, your honour
to an attorney, your body to the physicians, and your
soul to its master.

Y. Mir. 1 had the oddest dream last night of the
Duchess of ‘Burgundy ; methought the furbelows of
her gown were pinned up so high behind, that I
could not see her head for her tail.

Bis. The creature don’t mind me! do you think,
sir, that your humorous impertinence. can divert
me? No, sir, I'm above any pleasure that'you can
give, but that of secing you miserable. And mark
me, sir, my friend, my injured friend, shall yet be

~doubly happy, and you shall be a husband, as much
as the rites of marriage, and the breach of them, can
make you. }

[Here MirABEL pulls out a Pargil, and reads

to himself, whele she speaks.

Mir. [Reading.] 4¢ Regina dolos, (quis fallere pos-
. sit amantem 2)
Dissunulare etiam sperésti, perfide tantum—

Very true.

Posse nefas.
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By your favour, friend Virgil, ‘twas but a ms_cally
trick of your hero, to forsake poor pug so inhu-
manly. : :

Bis. [ don’t know what to say to him. = The devil
——what’s Virgil to us, sir?

Mip. Very much, madam; the most aptopos in
the world—for, what should I chop upon, but the
very place where the perjured rogue of a loyer, and:
the forsaken lady, arc battling it tooth and nail !
Come; madam, spend your spirits no longer ; we'll
take an casier method: I'll be Alneas now, and you
shall be Dido, and we'll rail by book. Now for you,
Madam Dido :

Nec te noster'amor, nec te data devtera quondan,
Nee Meritura tenet crudeli funere Dido——

Ah, poor Dido! [ Looking at fher.
Bis. Rudeness ! affronts ! impatience ! [ could al-
most start out, even to manhood, and want but a
weapon, as long as his, to fight hi wpon  the spot..
. What shall I say ?

Mir. Now shie rants.
Quee quibus anteferam? jem jam nec Mavima Juna.

Bis. A man! No, the woman’s birth was spirited
away

Mar. Right, right, madam, the very words,
Bis. Andsome pernicious elf left inthe cradle, with:
buman shape, to palliate growing mischicf. iy
[Both speak together, and raise their Foices by
Degrees.
Mir., Perfide, sed duris genuit te Cautibus forrens:
- Caucasus, Hyrcanwque admorunt Ubera Ligres.

. Bis. Go, siv, fly to your midnight reyels —=-
Mir, Excellent! i
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I sequere Italiam ventis, pete regna per undas,
Spero equidem mediis, si quid pia Numina possunt.
g [Together again.

Bis. Converse with imps of darkness of your make;
your nature starts at justice, and shivers at the touch
of virtue—Now, the devil take his impudence! He
;vgxes me so, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at

him.

Mir. Bragely performed, my dear Libyan! Il
write the tragedy of Dido, and you shall actthe part ;
but you do nothing at all, unless you fret yourself
into a fit; for here the poor lady is stifled with va-
pours, drops into the arms of her maids, and the
cruel, barbarous, deceitful, wanderer, is, in the very
next line, called pious ZAineas.—There’s authority

for ye,

Sorry indeed Aneas stood,
To see ber in a pout ; :
But Jove himself, who ne’er thought good
To stay a second bout,
Commands him off, with all his crew,
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Runs of

Bis. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful,
agrecable fellow! O my conscience, I must excuse
Oriana.

That lover soon his-angry fair disarms, s
Whose slighting pleases, and whose faults are charms,
[Exit.
Enter PeTiT; vuns about to every Door, and knocks.

Petit. Mr. Mirabel ! Sir, where are you? no where

to be found ?
Enter YouNe MIRABEL.
Y. Mir. What's the matter, Petit?
: E

|
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Y. Mir. This, sir. [Trips up hes Heels.

Old Mir. A very concise quarrel, truly——TIl
bully him.—Trinidade Seigneur, give me fair play.

[Offering to r2se.

Y. Mir. By all means, sir. [Takes away lis Su-or:d.]
Now, seigneur, where’s that bombast look,anq fustl.an
face, your countship wore just now 2 [Strikes him.

Old Mir. The rogue quarrels well, very well; my
own son right —But hold, sirrah, no more jesting;
I'm your father, sir! your father! :

Y. Mir. My father! Then, by this light, T could"
find in my heart to pay thee. [4side.] Ts the fellow.
mud? Why, sure, sir, I han’t frighted you out of
your senses ?

Old Miy. But you have, sir!

V. My, Then Tl beat them into you again.

[Offers to strike kim-

Old Mer. Why, rogue!—Bob! dear Bob! don’t
you know me, child ? } g

¥. Mir. Ha! ha! ha! the fellow’s downright dis-
tracted ! Thou miracle of impudence ! wouldst thou
‘make me belieye, that such a grave gentleman as my-
. father would go a masquerading thus? Thata person
of threescore and three would run about, in a fool's
coat. to disgrace himself and family ? why, you im-
pudent villain, do you think I will suffer such an af-
front to- pass upon my honoured father, my worthy
father, my dear father? *Sdeath, sir! mention my fa-
ther but once again, and I'll send your soul to thy
grandfather this minute ! [Offering to stab him.

Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your father.

Y. Mip. Why, then, sir, you are the saucy, hector-
ing Spaniard, and I'll use you accordingly.

Enter Ducarp, OrR1aNA, Maip, and Perir. Du-
GARD 7runs to YouNG MirABEL, the rest to the
Old Gentleman. :

Dug. Tie, fie, Mirabel ! murder your father!
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’tis.a dear vindication that’s purchased by the sword;
for, though our champion proves victorious, yet our
honour is wounded.

Old Mir. Ay, and your lover may be wounded,
that’s another thing. But I think you are pretty brisk
again, my child.

“Oriana. Ay, sir, my indisposition was only a pre’
tence to divert the quarvel; the capricious taste of
your sex, excuses this artifice in ours. . [Ewir.

Petit. Come, Mr. Dugard, take courage; there is
a way still left to fetch him again.

Old Mar. Sir; Tll have no plot that has any rela-
tion to Spain.

Dug. I scorn all artifice whatsoever; my sword
shall do her justice. ;

Petit. Pretty justice, truly! Suppose you run him
through the body, you run her through the heart at
the same time. gl

Old Mir. And me through the head—rot your
sword, sir, we'll have plots! Come, Petit, let’s hear.

Petit. What if she pretended to go into a nunnery,
and 5o bring him about to declare himself?

Dug. That, I must confess, has a face,

Old Mir. A face! a face like an angel, sir! Ad’s
my life, sir, ’tis the most beautiful plot in Christen-
dom! We'll about it immediately. [Exeunt.
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SCENE 11
The Inside of a Monastery.

Enter OR1ANA, in a Nuz's Habit, and BISARRE,

Oriana. I hope, Bisarre, thereismo harm in jesting
with this religious habit.

Bis. To me, the greatest jest in, the habit, is taking
1t in earnest.

Oriana. Byt I'm 1econulcu, methinks, to the mor-
tification of a nunnery ; because I' fancy the habit be=
comes me.

Bis. A well-contrived mortification, truly, that
makes a woman look ten times handsomer than she
did before!—Ay, my dear, were there any religion
in becoming diess, our sex’s devotion were rlghdy
placed; for our toilets. would do the work of the'als
tar; we should all be canonized.

Opiana. But don’t you think there is a great deal
of merit in dedicating'a beautiful face And person to
the service of religion ? 3

Bis. Not half so much as devoting them toa pretty
fellow., ('ome, come, mind your business,  Mirabel
loves you, ’tis now plain, and hold him to't; give
fresh orders that he shan’t.see you: we get more by
hiding out faces; sometimes, than by expesing them ;
a very mask, you sce, whets desire; but a pair of
keen cyes, tl’nouqh an iron grate, fire double upon
them, with view and disguise. But I must begone
upon my affairs; 1 have. brought my captain about
again.
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Oriana. But why will you trouble yourself with
that coxcomb? :

Bis. Because he is a coxcomb: had I not better
have a lover like him, that I can make an ass of,
than a lover like yours, to make a tool of me. [Knock
ing below.] A niessage from Mirabel, Ill lay my life !
[She runs to the Door.] Come hither ! run, thou charm=
ing nun, come hither! :

Opiana. What's the news? [Runs to fer.

Bis, Don’t you see who's below.?

Oriana. 1 see nobody but a friar.

Bis, Ah, thou poor blind Cupid! A friar! Don't
you sce a villanous genteel micn, under that cloak of
hypocrisy ?

Oriana. As I live, Mirabel turned friar! I hope, in
Heaven, he’s not in earnest. :

Bis. In carnest! Ha! ha!ha! are you in earnest?
Remember what I say, if you would yield to advan-
tage, and hold out the altack ; to draw him on, keep
him off, to be sure. : :

The cunning gamesters never gain too fast,
But lose at fivst, to win the more at last. [ Ewit.

Enter YouNe MirRABEL, 2 a Friar's Habit.

Y. DMar. ’Save you, sister—Your brother, young
lady, having a regard for your soul’s health, has sent
me (o prepare you for the sacred habit, by confession.

Orwana. My brother’s care I own ; and to you, sa-
cred sir, I confess, that the great crying sin, which
I have long indulyed, and now prepare to.expiate,
was love, My morning thoughts, my evening prayers,
my. daily musings, nightly cares, was love!

Y. Mir. She’s downright stark mad in carnest !
Death and confusion, I have lost her | [Aside.]—You
confess your fault, madam, in such moving terms,
that I could almost be inlove with the sin,
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Oréwie. Take care, sir; crimes, like virtues, are
their own rewards; my chief delight became my only
grief; he, in whose breast I thought my heart sccure,
turned robber, and despoiled the treasure that he
kept.

Y. Mir. Perhaps that treasure he esteemed 5o
much, that, like the miser, though afraid to use it,
he reserves it safe.

Oriana. No, holy father: who can be miser in an-
other’s wealth, that’s prodigal of ‘his own ¢ His heart
was open, shared to all he knew, and what, alas!
must then become of mine ! But the same eycs, that
drew this passion in, shall send it out in tcars, to
which now hear my vow——

Y. Mir. [Discovering himself-] No, my fair angel !
Here, on my knees, behold the criminal, that vows
repentance his. [Kneels] Ha!l no concern upon her!

Enter OLp MIRABEL.

0ld Mir. Where, where’s this counterfeit nun

Oriana. Madness! confusion! I'm ruined!

Y. Mir. Whatdo I hear: [Puts on kis Hood.] What
did you say, sir? % .

Old Mir. 1 say she’s a counterfeit, and you may ba
another, for aught I know, sir: I have lost my child
by these tricks, sir.

V. Mir. What tricks; sir? 4

Old Mir. By a pretended trick, sir. A contrivance
to bring my son (o reason, and it has made him
stark mad ; I have lost him, and a thousand pound a
yearA r

¥. Dlir. [ Discovering himself.] My dear father, I'm
your most humble servant.

Old Mir. My dear boy ! [Runs ard kisses him]—
Welcome, ex wferss, my dear boy ! ’tis all a tick,

_she’s no more a nun than I am.
¥, Mir. No! :
_ Old Mir. The devil a bit.
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¥, Mir. Then kiss me again, my dear dad, for the
- most happy news—And now, most yenerable holy
sister, : [Kneels.

Your mercy and your pardon I implore,
_ Tor the offence of asking'it before.

Lookye, my dear counterfeiting nun, take my advice,
be a nun in good earnest 5 women make the best nuns
always, when they can’t do otherwise.

Oriana, O, sir! how unhappily have you destroyed
what was so near perfection! He is the counterfeit,
that has deceived you. :

0ld Mar. Ha! Lookye, sir, I recant; sheisa nun.

Y. Mir. Sir, your humble servant; then I'm a friar
this moment. i

Old Mir. Was ever an- old fool so bantered by a
brace o’ young ones! Hang you both! you're hoth

counterfeits, and my plot’s spoiled, thavs all.

" Origna. Shame and confusion, love, anger, and
disappointment, will work my brain to madness !
[Takes off her Habit—EBuit.

Y, Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the rags; they have
served a turn for us both, and they shall €en go off
together. [Lakes off his Habiz.

[ Eait, throwing away the Habit.

SCENE IIT.

OLp Miraser's House. -

Enter DURETETE, with a Letter.

Dur. [Reads.] My rudeness was only a proof of youn
humour, which I have found so agrecable, that Iyoum
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myself penitent, and willing o make any reparation upon
your first appearance to BISARRE.
Mirabel swears she loves me, and this confirms it:
then farewell gallantry, and welcome revenge! "Tis
my turnnow to be upon the sublime; T'll take her
offy T warrant her!

Enter BISARRE.

Well, mistress, do you love me?
fB'is. I hope, sir, you will pardon the modesty
of==r=2 ¢
Dur. Of what? of a dancing deyil {—Do you love
me, 1 say?
Bis. Perhaps [——
Dur. Whatt
Bis. ' Perhaps I do not. ;
Dur. Ha! abused again! Death, woman, I'l——
Bzs. Hold, hold, sir? I do, do! \
Dur. Confirm it, then, by your obedience ; stand
there, and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood, and
soul, were like to fly outat your eyes—First, the direct
surprise. [She looks full upon him.] Right; next, the
deux yeur par oblique. [She gioes lim the side Glance.]
Right ; now depart, and languish. [She turns from
him, and looks over her Shoulder.] Veery well 3 now
sigh. [She sighs.] Now drop your fan on purpose.
[Ste drops her Fan.] Now take it up again. Come
now, confess your faults; are not youa proud—say
" aftet me.
Bis. Proud.
*Dyr. Impertinent.
Bis. Impertinent.
Dur. Ridiculous.
Bis. Ridiculous.
- Dur. Tlirt.
Bis. Puppy. > 5
Dur. Zoons! Woman, don’t proyoke me; we are
. alone, and you don’t know Enf the devil may tempt
: 5 ;
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me to do you a mischief; ask my pardon imme-
diately.

Bis. I do,sir; I only mistook the word.

“Dur. Cry, then. Have you got e’er a handker-
chief?

Bis. Yes, sir.

Duy. Cry, then, handsomely; cry likea queen in a
tragedy. [She pretending to cry, bursts out a laughing.,
Enter Two LaDIEs, laughing.

Bis. Ha! ha! ha!

Both Ladies. Ha! ha! ha!

Dur. Hell broke loose upon me, and all the furies
fluttercd about my ears! Betrayed again?

Bis. That you are, upon my word, my dear Cap-
tain; ha! ha! hal

Dur. The Lord deliver me!

1 Lady. What! is this the mighty man, with the
bull-face, that comes to frighten ladies ? =

Dur. Ah, madam, I'm the best natured fellow in
the world. -

Bis. Aman! we're mistuken; a man has manners:
the awkward creature is some tinker’s trull, in a peri~
wig. Come, ladies, let us examine him.

[Ley lay hold on lim.

Dur. Examine! the devil you will!

Bis. T'll lay my life, some great dairy maid in
man’s clothes!

Dur. They will do’t ;—lookye, dear christian wos
men ! pray hear me. ?

Bis. Will you ever attempt a lady’s honour again?

Dur. If you please to lét me get away with my
honour, I'll do dny thing in the world.

Bis. Will you persuade your friend to marry mine?

Dur. O yes, to be sure. : :

Bis. And will you do the same by me?

Dur, Burn me if I do, if the coast be clear. .

[Runs out.
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Old Mir. Patience! Patience, sir! [O1p Mira=
BEL holds him.] Bob, draw. [Aside.

Dus, Patience! the coward’s virtue, and the brave
man’s failing, when thus provoked—Villain !

Y. Mir. Your sister’s phrensy shall excuse your
madness ; and, to show my concern for what she
suffers, Ill bear the villain from her brother.—Put
up your anger with your sword; I have a heart like
yours, that swells at an affront received, but melts at
an injury given; and, if the lovely Oriana’s grief be
such'a moving scene, ‘twill find a part within this
breast, perhaps as tender as abrother’s.

Dug. To prove that soft compassion for her grief,
endeavour to remove it.—There, there, behold an ob-
ject that’s infective; I cannot view her, but I am as
mad as she! ) ;

Enter OrR1aNA, keld by Two Maids, who put her in a
*  Char.

A sister, that my dying parents left, with their last
words and blessing,- to my care.  Sister, dearest sis-
ter! " [Goes to ker..:

O?Id Mir. Ay, poor child, poor child, d'ye know
me :

Oriana. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, sir—Oh !
ob, my heart! Were you never in love, fair lady?
And do you never dream of fAowers and gardens #—I
dream of walking fires, and tall gigantic sights. Take
heed, it comes now—What's that? Pray stand away:
I have seen that face, sure.—How light my head is'!

Y. Mir. What piercing charms has beauty, even in -
madness !

Oriana. I cannot ; for I must be up to go to church,
and I must dress me, puton my new gown, and be so
fine, to meet my love. . Heigho!—Will not you tell
me where my heart lies buried #

: Y' Mir. My very soul is touch’'d—Your hand, my
air! £
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Y, Mir. Alas, she’s mad!

Dur. Mad! dost wonder at that? By this light,
they’re all so; they’re cozening mad; they're brawl-
ing mad ; they’re prond mad : I just now came from
a whole world of mad women, that had almost—
What, is she dead? =

¥. Mir. Dead! Heavens forbid. :

Dur. Heavens further it; for, till .they be as cold
as a key, there’s no trusting them ; you’re never sure
that a woman’s in earnest, till che is nailed in her
coffin.  Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, mistress 2

Bis. What’s that to you, sir?

Dur. Oons, madam, are you there? [Runs off.

Y. Mir. Away, thou wild buffoon ! How poor and
mean this humour now appears ? His follies and m
own I here disclaim j this Jady’s phrensy has restored
my senses, and, was she perfect now, as once she
was, (before you all I speak it) she should be mine 3
and, as she is, my tears and prayers shall wed her.

Dug. How happy had this declaration. been some
hours ago'!

Bis. Sir, she beckons to you, and waves us fo g0
off: come, come, let’s leave them,

[Exeunt all but Youne MirAREL and ORtax A,

Oriana. Oh, sir! !

Y. Mhr. Speak, my charming angel, if your dear
senses have regained: their order; speak, fair, and
bless me with the news.

Oriana. First, let me bless the cunning of my sex,
that happy counterfeited phrensy that has restored
to my poor labouring breast the dearest, best beloved
of men. ;

Y. Mir. Tune all, ye spheres, your instraments of
Jjoy, and carry round your:spacious orbs the-happy
sound of Oriana’s health ; her soul,. whose harmony -
was next to yours, 1 nowin tune again ; the coun-
terfeiting fair has played the fool!
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She was so mad, to counterfeit for me;
1 was so mad, to pawn my liberty:
But now we both are well, and both are free.

Oriana. How, sir: Free!

V. Mir: As air, my dear bedlamite! What, marry
a lunatic ! Lookye, my dear, you have counterfeited
madness so very well this bout, that yow'll be apt to
play the fool all your life long. Here, gentle-
men! . :
Oriana. Monster ! you won’t disgrace me! :

Y. Mir. O’ my faith, but I will. Here, come in
gentlemen.—A miracle! a miracle! the woman’s dis-
possess'd! the deyil’s vanished !

Enter Oup NIrABEL and DUGARD.

0ld Mir. Bless us! was she possessed ?

V. Mir. With the worst of demons, sir! a mar-
riage devil ! a horrid devil! Mr. Dugard, don’t be
surprised. I promised my endeayours to cure your
sister; no mad doctor in Christendom could have
done it more effectually. Take her into your charge;
and have a care she don’t relapse. If she should,
employ me 1ot again, for I am no more infallible
than others of the faculty; 1 do cure sometimes.

Oriana. Your remedy, most barbarous man, will
prove the greatest poison to my health ; for, though
my former phrensy was but counterfeit, I now shall
1un into a real madness. .
e [Ewit ; OLp MIRABEL affer.

Y. Mir. What a dangerous precipice. have I
’scap’d | Was not L just now upon the brink of de-
struction ?

Enter DURETETE-
Oh, my fricnd, let me run into thy bosom ! no lark
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escaped from the devouring pounces of a  hawk,
quakes with more dismal apprehension.

Dur. The matter, man !

V. Mir. Marriage! hanging! I was just at the
aallows foot, the running noose about my neck, and
the cart wheeling from me.—Oh, ['shan’t be myself
this month again ! T

Dur. Did not I tell you so? They are all alike,
saints or devils !

Y. Mir. Ay, ay: there's no living here with se-
curity; this house is so full of stratagem and design,
that I must abroad again.

Dyy. With all my heart; I'll bear thee company,
my lad : T'll meet you at the play ; ‘and we'll set out
for Italy to-morrow morning.

Y. Mir. A match; Tll go pay my compliment of
leave to my father presently. -

Dur. U'm afraid he’ll stop you.

Y. Mir. What, pretend a command over me, after
his settlement of a thousand pound a.year upon me !
No, no, he has passed away his authority with the
conveyance ; the will of the living father is chicfly
obeyed for the sake of the dying one.

Dependence, ev'n, a father’s Sway secures,
For, though the son rebels, the heir is yours.

[ Baexnt severally.
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ACT THE FEIFTH.
' SCENE L.
The Strect before the Playlouse.

NiraBEL and DURETETE, as coming from the Play.

Dur. "How d’ye like this play ?

Y. Mir. T liked the company ;—the lady, the rich
beauty, in the front box, had my attention : Theseim-
pudent poets bring the ladies together to support
them, and to kill every body else.

Tor deaths upon the stuge, the ladics cry,

But ne’er mand us, that i the audzence die &

The poet’s hero should not move their pain, 2
But they should weep for those their eyes have siain.

Dur. Hoyty, toyty! did Phillis inspire you with
all this ? |
Y. Diy. Ten times morg; the playhouse is the ele-
ment of poetry, because the region of beauty; the
" ladies, methinks, haye a more jnspiring, triumphant
air in the boxes than any where else—they sit, com-
manding on their thrones, with all their subject slayes
about them;—Their best clothes, best' looks, shining,
Jjewels, sparkling eyes ; the treasure of the world in a
ring.—1I could wish that my whole life long, were the
first night of a new play. a
* Dug. The fellow has quite forgot this journey ;—
. haye you bespoke post horses?
Y. Mzr, Grant me but three days, dear Captain,
" one to discover the lady, one to unfold myself, and
one to make me happy, and then Im yours to the
- world’s end.
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Y. Mir. No, gentlemen, but Pll bestow it, with all
my heart! ! [Ofering it.

1 Bra. O sir, we shall rob you !

Y. Mzr. That you do, I'll be sworn! [Aside.] T
have another at home; pray, sir,—Gentlemen, you’re
too modest—have I any thing else that you fancy ?—
Sir, will you de me a favour? [To the First BRAvO.]
I am extremely in love with that hat which you wear,
will you do me the favour to change with me? :

1 Bra. Lookye, sir, this is a family hat, and I
would not part with if, but if you like it——[Z%ey
change Hats.]—1 want but a.handsome pretence to

- quarrel with him—Some wine! Sir, your good

health. ¥ [Pulls MirABEL by the Nose.
Y. Moy, Oh, sir, your most humble servant! a
pleasant frolic enough, to drink a man’s \health, and
pull him by the nose ! hal ha! ha! the pleasantest,
pretty-humoured gentleman——
Lam, Help the gentleman to a glass.
[MivaBrr drinks.
1 Bra. How d’ye like the wine, sir ? .
¥ Mir. Very good o'the kind, sirs—But T tell ye
what; I find we're all inclined to be frolicsome, and
‘egad, for my own part, I was never more disposed to
be merry; let’s make a night on’t, ha !—This wine is
pretty, but I have such burgundy at home! Lookye,
gentlemen, let me send for half a dozen flasks ‘of my
buraundy, T defy France to match it ;-—twill make us,
all life, all air, pray, gentlemen. :
2 Bra. Th? Shall us have his burgundy? :
1 Bra. Yes,’faith, we'll have all we can'y here, call
up the gentleman’s servant.— [ Exi¢ Fooryax.] What

* think you, Lamorce ?

Lam. Yes, yes—VYour servant is a foolish country

| boy, sir, he understands nothing but innocence.

|
|

X Mar.. Ay, ay, madam.—1lere, Pace,——
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3 Bra. To be sure; I think he knows me. i
1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead men fell no tales; I han’t the
confidence to look a man in the face, after I have
[ | done him an injury, therefore we'll murder him.
i : [Eweunt.

[ SCENE ILT.

f : Orp Miraser’s House.

\ Enter. DURBTETE.

( Dur. My friend has forsaken me, I, ha~e abandon-
| ed my mistress, my time lies heayy upon my hands, and
| my money burnsin my pocket—But now I think on’t,
((my myrmidons are upon duty to-night; L)l fairly
[stroll down to the guard, and nod away the night with
{my honest licutenant, over a, flask of wine, a story,
fand a pipe of tobacco. !
| [Going off, Bisarre meets hin.
| Bis. Who comes there? stand'!
- Dur, Heyday, now she’s turned dragoon !

Bis, Liokye, sir, 'm told you intend to travel
again.—I design to wait on you as far as Italy.

Dur. Then Fll travel into Wales.

Bis. Wales! What country’s that ? :

Dur. The land of mountains, child ; where you're
\never out of the way, ‘cause there’s no such thing as a
highroad.

" Bes. Rather, always in a high road, because you
{travel all upon hills;" but be’t.as it will, Il jog along
with you.

Dur. But we intend to sail to the Bast Indics.
(B, East, or West,’tis all one to me; I'm tight and
light, and the fitter for sailing. }
" Dur. But suppose we take through Germany, and
Trink hard? Sk
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Bis. Suppose I take through Germany and drink
harder than you? :

Dur.. Suppose I go to a bawdy house?

Bis. Suppose I show you the way .

Dur. ’Sdeath, woman ! will you go to the guard
with me, and smoke a pipe? M

Bis. Allons donc!

Dur. The devil’s in the woman '—Suppose I hang |

myself? {

Bis, There Il leaye you. :

Dur. And a happy riddance : the gallows is wel-
come. : > :
Bis. Hold, hold, sir, [Catches kim by the Army go-
ing.] one word before we part.

Dur. Let me go, madam,—or I shall think that
you're a man, and, perhaps, may examine you.

Bis. Stirif you dare; I have still spirits to attend

me, and can raise such a muster of fairies, as shall
punish you to death.—Come, sit, stand there now, and

agle me : [He frowns upon her.] Now a languishing. '

sigh : [He groans.] Now run, and take my fan,—fas-
ter, [He runs, and takes it up.} Now play with it

handsomely. :
Dur. Ay, ay- [He tears it.all in picees.

Bis. Hold, hold, dear, humorous coxcomb ! Cap-
'tain, spare my fan, and I’ll—Why, you tude, inhu- |

man monster I don’t you expect to pay for this?

Dur. Yes, madam, theres twelve pences; for that is |

the price on't. -
Bis. Sir, it cost a guinea.

Dur. Well, madam, you shall have.thc. sticks again. 1

[Lhrows them to her, and exit.

Bis. Ha! ha! ha! ridiculous, below my concern 4.5
I must follow him, however, to know if he can give

_ me any news of Oriana. [Eazts
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SCENE IV.
Lamorcr’s Lodgings.

Enter Younc MIRABEL. $

¥. Mip. Bloody hell-hounds ! T oyerheard you :—
Was not ['two hours ago, the happy, gay, rejoicing
Mirabel ? How did I plame my hopesin a fair, com-
ing prospect, of a long scene of years ! Life courted
me with all the charms of vigour, youth, and fortune 3
and to be torn away from all my prouwised Jjoys, is
more than death;—the manner too, by villains '—©
my Oriana, this very moment might have blessed me
1 by arms!—and my poor boy I the innocent boy !
Confusion!—But hush, they come—I must dissemble
still.—No news of my wine, gentlemen ?

Enter the Four Bravors.

1 Bra. No, sir, Ibelieve your country booby has
lost himself, and we can wait no longer for't —True,
sir, yowre a pleasant gentleman,
understand our business ? .

Y. Mir. Sir, I may go near to guess at your employ-
ments 5 you, sir, are a lawyer, 1 presume—you a phy-
sician, you a scrivener,” and you a stock Jjobber.
All cut-throats, esad !

[ Aside.
4 Bra. Sir, Tam a broken officer; 1 was cashicred

but, I suppose you

\at the head of the army, for a coward, so I took up

‘.

L prejudice of education.

| the trade of murder, to retrieve the reputation of my

courage.

3 Bra. 1 am a soldier too, and would ser
king; but I don’t like the quarrel,and I have m
nour than to fight in a bad cause.

2 Bra. I was bred a gentleman; and have no estate;
but I must have my whore and my botle, through the

ve my
ore ho-

1 Bra. I am a ruffian too; by the prejudice of, edu-
N e Sl i S i
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cation, I was born a butcher,—In short, sir, if your
wine had come, we might haye trifled a little longer.
—Come, sir, which sword will you fall by # mine, sir?

2 Bra. Or mine? ' [Draws.
8 Bra. Or mine? [Draws.
4 Bra. Or mine? [ Draws.

¥, Mir. Iscorn to beg my life; but to be butcher-
ed thus !—O, there’s the wine!—this moment for
[ Knocking.] my life or death. ;

Enter ORIANA.

Lost ! for ever lost!—Where's the wine, child | [ Faintly.
Oriana. Coming up, sir. [Stamnps.

Enter DURTTETE with his Sword drawn, and six of the
GraND MUSQUETEERS, with their Pleces present-
ed, the Rurrians drop their Swords—ORIANA
goes off.

Y. Mir. The wine, the wine, the wine! Youth,
pleasure, fortune, days and years, are now. my Own 3
again ! Ah, my dear friends ! did not I tell you, this
wine would make me merry?—Dear Captain, these |
gentlemen are the best natured, facetious, witty crei-
tures, that ever you knew.

Enter L.AMORCE.

Lam. Is the wine come, sit? |

Y. Mir. O yes, madam, the wine is come: see
there! [Pointing to the SoLpikrs.] Your ladyship /|
has got a very fine ring upon your finger. {

Lam. Sir, ’tis at your service.

¥. Mir. O Lo! isitso? Tliou dear seven hundred
pound, thou’rt welcome home again, with all my
heart —Ad’s my life, madam, you have got the finest
built watch there I Tompion’s, I presume #

Lam. Sir,you may wear it.

¥. Mir. O madam, by no means, ‘tis too much—
Rob you of all '—[Taking it from her.] Good, dea~

)

f=sime; thowrt & precious thing, I'm glad T have retrig
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Arch. Come,come, we are the men of intrinsic va-
Tae, whocan strikeour fortuncs out of ourselves, w{wse
worthis independent of accidents in life,orrevolutions
in goveroment : we have heads to get mom‘.y,and hearts
to spend it. )

Aim. As toour hearts, I grant ye, they are as will-
ing tits as any within twenty degrecs ; but 1 cln.nlmvc
no great opinon of our heads, from the service they
have dove us hitherto, unless it be that they brought
us from London hither to Litchfield, made me a lord,
and you my servant.

Aych. That's more than you could expect already,
but what money have we left ?

Aim. But two hundred pounds.

Arch. And ourhorses, clothes, rings, &c. Why we
haye very good fortuncs now for moderate people 3
and let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds,
with the experience that we are now masters of, is
a better estate than the ten thousand we have spent
Our friends indeed began to suspect that our
pockets were low, but we came off with flying co-
louts, showed no signs of want either in word or
deed.

Aim. Ay, and our going to Brussels was a goad pre=
tence enough for our sudden disappearing ; and, I'war-
rant you, our friends imagine, that we are gone @ vo-
lunteering.

Arch. Why “faith if this project fails, it must ’en
come to that. I am for venturing one of the hundreds,:
if you will, upon this knight errantry ; but in the case
it should fail, we'll reserve the other to carry. us to
some counterscarp, where we may die as we lived, in
a blaze.

Aun. With all my heart, and we have lived
Justly, Archer; we can’tsay that we have spent our
fortunes, but that we haye enjoyed them.

Aych. Right : so much pleasure for so much mo-~
ney ; wehave had our pennyworths ; and had I mil-
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" a mountebank ; some say one thing, some another;—

but, tor my own past, L believe he's a jesuit, :

Dor. A jesuit! Why a jesuit? e

Secrub, Because he keeps his horses always ready
saddled, and hisfootman talks French! §

Bys. Sul. Hisfootman! i

Scrub. Ay; heand the Count’s footman were jab-
bering French, like two intriguing ducks ina mill-
pond: and, I believe, they talked of me, for they
laughed consumedly. :

Dor. What sort of livery has the footman #

Serub. Livery ! lord, madam; I took him fora cap=
tain, he's so bedizened with lace: and then he has a

silver-headed cane dangling at his knueckles—helearries

his hands in his pockets, and walks just so-— [Halks
ina French Air.] and has fine long hair, tied up ina
bag, Lord, madam, he’s clear another sort of man
than 1.’ :

DMyrs. Sul. That may easily be—But what shall we

do now, sister ?

Dor. I have it
plicity, and some cunning, the first hides the latier by
abundance Scrub.

Secrub. Madam.

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen-
tleman is, only for our satisfaction.

Scrub. Yes, madam, it would be a satisfaction, 10
doubt.

Dor. You must go and get acquainted with his
footman, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of
your ale, because you are butler to-day.

Scrub. Yes, madam, I am butler every Sunday.

Mys. Sul. O brave sister! o'my conscicnce, you
understand the mathematics already—"Tis the best
plot in the world ;—your mother, you know, will he
‘eone to church, my spouse will be got to the alehouse,
With his scoundrels, and the house will be our own—

Scrub. Why, s_ome't\'\i;]k he's ﬁ.spy ; some guess he's i

This fellow has a world of sim= =
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* han't said enough to encourage him to declare—hut

I'm afraid he’s nov right—I must tack about.
[Aside.

Aim. Ts your company to quarterat Litchfield?

Gib. In this house, sir.

Aim. What! all?

Gib. My company’s but thin—Ha! ha! ha ! we are
but three s—ha! ha ! ha!

Aim. You are merry, sir.

Gib. Ay, sir, you must excuse me, sir, I understand «
the world, especially the art of travelling: I don't care,
sir, for answering questions directly upon the road—
for I geherally ride with a charge about me.

Aim. Threeor four, T believe. [Aside.

Gib. 1am credibly informed, that there are high-
waymen upon this quarter—not, sir, that I could sus-
pect a gentleman of your figure—DBut, truly, sir, T

“have got such a way of evasion upon the road, that T

don’t care for speaking truth to any man.

Aiym. Your caution may be necessary—Then, I
presume, you are no captain.

Ciab. Not I, siv; captain is a good travelling name,
and so I takeit. It stops a great many foolish inqui-
Tics, that are generally made about gentlemen thas
travel ;—it gives a man an air of something, and
makes the drawers obedient.—And, thus far, [ am a
captain, and no farther.

Aim. Aud, pray, sir, what is your- true profession ?

Gib. O, sir, you must excuse me—upon my word,
sir, I don’t think it safe to tell ye.

Aim. Had ha! ha! upon my word, T commend
you.—

Enfer BONIFACE.

>Wx-l], Mr. Boniface, what’s the news ?

Bon. There’s another gentleman betow, as the say-
ing is, that, hearing you were but two, would be glad
to make the third man, if you'd give him leave.



| Frenchman?

Yes, sir; born at Brussels. 5

A Frenchman, and a priest! T won't be
is company, sir;—I have a value for mj

Nay, but, captain, since we are by ou
an he speak English, landlord ?
Bon. Very well, sir; you may know him,
g is, to be a foreigner by his accent,

im. Then he has been in England before?
on. Never, sir, but he’s a master of lang

ying is—he talks Latin ; it does me good
im talk Latin. 3 R {
2. Then you understand Latin, Mr. Bon

ot I, sir, as the saying is ;—but

that 'm sure it must b .

7 desive him to walk uj

he is, us the saying is.

_ Enter Fo1arp.

. Save you, gentlemens bote.
A Frenchman |—Sir, your most humble

/e a-mighty twang of the foreigner.
iz. My English is very well for the v
ners, vou know, cannot bring our ton
: s :




pon my shoul JOy,
Tay, captain, tlnt was o hud
a stranger.
Iet him alone, dear joy, I am o
t casily put out of countenance.
Come, ncntlcmcn, Il end the
ndlor:l 1s dmner ready ?

pmy—that door
9, 0o, fait, the captain must lea
No, dac the church is our guide.
7, A5 éo’vit is,

[Exeunt, FoiGanrp forent

SCENE IIT.

-

R and Scmm, smging, an 2ing
er ; Scrus with a Tankard i in his Hand—
ening at a Distance. 5

Tal, all dal Com‘e, r‘ny dear boy, 1
1g once more,
, no, we shall ‘disturb the falmly
to keep the secret?
‘upon my honnur as I'm a gentl
Tis. enough (ou must Jknow then
- 3 t




a challenge, the ﬁrst tlnng they do, -
heir wives; the wife tells the scrvants, the
vm the tenants, and in half an hour,
he whole country up in arms,
- Arch. To hinder two men from doing wh:
ve no mind for—But, if you should: chance

h dmv my tonoue L had never 1xved S
t fam]ly

Arch. Ay, ay, to be sure, there are secrets
mi

Secrets, O lud ! But I'll say no
ome, Sit down, we'll hake an end of our taukard

s Arch. With all my heart; who knows but y
ay com be better acquainted, eh
u adles " health—You haye three, It
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Arch That's a terrible secret, that’s the truth on’t.

Serub.That jade, Gipsey, that was with us just now
in the cellar, is the arrantest whore that ever worea
petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her.

Arch. Ha ! ha! ha !—are you in loye with her
person or her virtue, brother Scrub ? S

Serub. 1 should like virtue best, because 1t 1s more
durable than beauty ; for virtue holds good with some
women long and many a day after they have lost it.

Areh. T the country, I grant ye, where no woman's
virtue is lost, till a bastard be found.

Serub. Ay, could I bring ler to a bastard, T should
have herall to myself; but I dare not put it upon
that lay, for fear of being sent for a soldier.—Pray,
brother, how do you gentlemen in London like that
salme pressing act ?

Areh, Very ill, brother Serub ;——"Tis the worst
that ever was made for us ;—fovmerly T remembered
the good days when we could dun our masters for our
wages, and if they refused to pay us, we conld haye a
warrant to carry them before a justice : but now if we
tall of eating, they have ‘a wdirant for us and carry
us before three justices.

Scrub. And to besure we go, if we talk of eating ;
for the justices won'’t give their own servants a bad
example. Now this 15 my misfortune—I dare not
speak in thehouse, while thav jade, Gipsey, dings about
like a fury once I had the better end of the
staff. 3

Arch, And how comes the change now ?

Serub. Why, the mother ofall this mischief is a
priest.

Arch. A priest !

Scrub. Ay, a damn’d son of a whore of Babylon,
that came over hither to say grace to the French offi-
«cers, and eat up our provisions—There’s not a day
goes over hishead without a dinner or supper in this
“house.




affectmn of you Glpsey
uh.  Conyerted ! ay, and peryert
nd——for, I'm a.t id he has made her

~ and Mus. Sullen, they're in the confederacy,
some private ends of their own too, to be sure
A very hopeful family yours,
I suppose the ma.)den Jady has he
" Serub. Not that I know—She’s the best of
at’s the truth on’t: but they take care to prev
curiosity, by giving me so much busmess, liat
erfect slave—What d'ye think is my p‘ace llL

reh. Butler, T suppose.

Scrub. A, lord help you—Ull tell yo
Monday I drive the coach, of a Tuesday Td ive
plough, on Wednesday T follow the hounds, a Thu

the tenants, on Friday T go to mar
lraw warrants, and a Stnd A

75, Sul. T have heard my blothe
. his broth
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Dor. That’s impossible, sister. r

Mys. Sul. He's vastly rich, and very close, they
say. ; 2

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his
heart, PIl open his breast, [warrant hiny; I have hicard
suy, that people may be guessed at by the behaviour
of their servants ; 1 could wish we might talk to that
fellow.

Mrs. Sul. So doT ; for I think he’s a very prefty
fellow ; come this way, Ill throw out a lure for him
presently.

[They walk towards the opposite Side of the
Stage ; Nrs. SuLrLex drops her Fan, Ar-
CUER runs, tukes it up, and givesit to her.
Areh. Corn, wine, and oil, indeed but, I think
_ the wife has the greatest plenty of flesh and blood 3
she shouldbe my choice—Ay, ay, say you so—madam
—your ladyship’s fan,

Mps. Sul. O, sir, I thank you—What a handsome
bow the fellow made !

Dor. Bow ! why I have known several footmen
come down from London, set up here for dancing
masters, and carry off the best fortunes in the
country.

Areh. [dside.] That project, for aught I know, had
been better than ours Brother Serub, why don’t
you introduce me ?

Scrub. Ladics, this is the strange gentleman’s servant,
that yousaw at church to-day : [understood he came

* from London, and so T invited him to the cellar, that
he might show me the newest flourish in whetting
my knives.

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him.

dreh. Oh, yes, madam, but the strength of your
ladyship’s liquor is 2 little too potent for the constitu-
tion of your humble servant,

Mys. Sul. What, then you don’t usually drink

}{ah? 3




nedy ag; he sple asie
! O la !—A footman have the spleen I
_thought that distemper had been onl;
eople of quality. S
. Madam, like all other fashions, it wears
50 descends to their servants ; thoughina o
any of us, I believe it proceeds from some melan=
oly particles in the blood, occasioned by the stag-
‘nation of wages. ]
Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks How long,

Mys. Sul. And pray, which seryice do you
Arch. Madam, the ladies pay best 3 the honour
ng them is sufficient wages; there is a chai
ooks. that delivers a pleasure with their com-
‘mands, and gives ourduty the wings of inclination.
- Mis. Sul. That flight was above the pitch of a
ery 3 and, sir, wouldnot you be satisfied to &
ady again? i

uppose you served as fool

_drch. For that reason I would not serve in
oain 3 for my memory is too weak for the
messages that the ladies lay upon their se
London: my Lady Howd’ye, the last mistress
d, called me tup one morning, and told me, N
, 20 to my Lady Allnight, with my humble sery
I her, T was to wait on her ladyship yesterday,
word with Mrs. Rebecea, that the preli
nows of, are stopped till weks
hat I fth

that I'k
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there are circumstances wanting which we shall ac-
commodate at the old places but thatin the mean time
there is a person about her ladyship, that, from 'se\'gra]
hints and surmises, was accessary ab a certain Lime
to the disappointments that naturally attend things,
that to her knowledge are of more importance——
Jl-[)]’;: S Ha !'ha! whereare you going,sir?
Arch. Why, 1 han’t half done Thewholehowd’ye =
was about half an hourlong ; so I happened to mis-
place two syllables, and was turned off, and rendered
incapable
Dor. The pleasantest fellow, sister, I ever saw.—
But, friend, if your master be married,——I presume
you still serve a lady.
Arch. No, madam, I take care never to comeinto

a married family ; the commands of the master ‘and

mistressare always so contrary, that 'tis impossible to
please both.

Dor. There’s a main point gained My lord is
not married, I find. [Aside.

DMys. Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in so many
good services, you had not a better provision made
for you,

Arch. I don’t know how, madam——I am yery
well as T am.

Mps. Sul. Something for a pair of gloves.

[Offering him Money,

Arck. I humbly beg leave to be excused 5 my mas-
ter, madam, pays me, nor dare I take money from any
other hand, without injuring his honour, and disobey=
ing his commands. i

Scrub. Brother Martin, brother Martin.

Arch. What do you say, brother Scrub ?

Serub. Take the money, and give it to me.

[Eveunt ArRcuer and SCRUB.

Dor. This is surprising : did you ever see so pretty

a well-bred fellow ? s




‘count happened tobe the
an upon the place ; and so I chose hi
y design upon my husband——Bu
this fellow better in a design upon myself
D But now, slster, for an interview w1th i

or deserves you, he'll find a way to see
here we must lea.vt, n My busmess co

0:, yes.
d how did he 1elxsh 11.?

~ Enter SULLEN.
Vhat singing was that [ heard justnow ?
ul. The singing in your headﬁil
ed ofit all day.
{. You're impertinent.
_M'rs. Sul. 1 Was ever so, since Ibecam




s, my wife shows you
husban:

h whycant you be silent 2
’Sdeuth why can’t you talk

r. That he would go round the ba
. closet, and listen, as I directed hi
‘beg once more, «
you before, instea of awakin
_you may provoke
vs how far his brutahty
ul T'm prouded to rece
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i
Enter ARCHER, running.

Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful 2
Pray which is the old lady of you three ?

Lady B. 1 am.

Aprch. O madam, the fame of your ladyship's cha-
Tity, goodness, benevolence, skill, and ability, have
drawn me hither, to implore your ladyship’s help in
behalf of my unfortunate master, who is at this mo-
ment breathing his last.

Lady B. Your master | where is he ?

. Arch. At your gate, madam: drawn by the appear~
ance of your handsome house, to view it nearer, and
walking up the avenue, within five paces of the count-
yard, he was taken ill of a sudden, with a sort of I know
not what : but down ke fell, and there he lies,

Lady B. Here, Scrub, Gipsey.

Enter Scrus and GIPSEY.

All run, get my easy-chair down stairs, put the gen-
tleman in it, and bring him in quickly, quickly.

Arch. Heaven will reward your ladyship for thist
charnitable aet.

" Lady B. Ts your master used to these fits?

Areh. O yes, madam, frequently—I have known
him have five or six of a night.

Lady B. What's his name ?

Arch. Lord, madam, he’s dyings a minute’s care
or negleet may save or destroy his life. :

Lady B. Ah, poor gentleman ! come, friend, show
me the way ; I'll see him brought in myself.

[ Evit with ARCHER.
_ Dor. Oh, sister, my heart flutters about strangely 5
T can hardly forbear running to his assistance.

DMrs. Sul. And Tl Jay my life he deserves your as-
sistance more than he wants it: did not I tell you
~ that my lord would find a way to comeat you? Love’s
3 F




BLL, 1 @ Clum, carried by Arc I
s Lapy Bousrirvr, Gresey. ;
t eztmg a Swoon. :

{ y B. Here, licre, let’s see—the hartshorn drop:
ipsey, a glassof fair water, his fit’s very stro
ss me, how his hands are clenched !
or shame, ladies, wha.tdye do?

) us?—Pray, madam, [70 Dorixpa
, and open it, if you can, whil h

| adam, he's perfectly possessed\an
bite you, if you don’t have a ca
Oh, my hand, my hand !
B. What's the matter with the foohsh
this hand open you see with a great tfi*
- Ay, bnt, madam, your daught
o Aﬂvhat W ‘amm than your lad
g thi




A sunl madam
Where dxd i 1llness take

B. In \\haz ANy as he wke
h. Very strangely, my Jady.: He wa
ched with ébmcthmcr in his eyes, w
only felt, but could Dot tell w hether
pleasure.
Wind, nothmn but “md
ever go without a bottle to smel
recovers——the lavender g
to burn under his nose—Hungary
Oh, he comes to hims
psey; bfing the cordia

& gl
How do you, sir ?
éherc am I?
% e passed the gulf of silent death,
v am landed on the Elysian shore,.
| the goddess of those happy plains,
ine—lJet me adore thy bright divinity.
[Kneels to. DoriNDa, and kisses her
0, s0, s0; I knew where

u perhaps——
d 1}1 - Orpheus keep his \vm'a‘




. 6od lady’s house 34
n in, and has. miraculousl
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Rt
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the priest on tother :—So between the gown and the
sword, I haye a fine time on’t. :

\Gip. What, sirrah, won’t you mareh ?

Serih. No, my dear, I won’t march—but I'll walk:
—And Pl make bold to listen alittle too. .

[Goes behind the Side Scene, and listens.

Gip. Indeed, doctor, the count has becn barbarously
treated, that’s the truth on’t.

Foig. Ab, Mis. Gipscy, upon my shoul, now, gra,
his complainings would mollify the marrow in your
bones, and move the bowels of your commiseration 3
he veeps, and he dances, and he fistles, and he swears,
and he laughs, and he stamps, and he sings @ in con-
clusion, joy, he’s afflicted, @ la Frangois, and_ a stran-
ger, would not know whider to cry or to laugh with
him. : ;

Gip. What would you have me do, doctor ?

Fiig. Nothing, joy, but only hide the countin Mrs.
‘Sullen’s closet, when it is dark.  °

Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing ? it would be both

@ sin and a shame, doctor. :

Foig. Here is twenty Louis d'ors, joy, for your
shame; and: I will give you an absolution for the shin.

Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe?

Farg. Dat is according as you shall take it—Tf
you receive the money before hand, “twill be logice, a
bribe; but if you stay till afterwards, ’twill be only
a gratification.

Grip. Well, doctor, T'll take it logzce
must [ do with my conscience, sir ; g

Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your priest,
gra ; and your conscience is under my hands.

Gip. But should I put the count into the closet—

Fogg. Vell, is dere any shin for a man’s being in &
closhet? one may go to prayers in a closhet.

‘Gip. But if the lady should come into her cham=
ber and go to bed ?

But what
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Dys.Sul. How d’ye like that Venusover thechimney?
Aych. Venus UL protest, madam, [ took it for your -
picture : but now [luok agam, ‘tis 1ot handsone:
1
Mis. Swl. Oh, what a charm is flattery ! it you
would see my picture, there it is, over that cabinet—
How d’ye lvke it ?
Areh. I must admire any thing, madam, that has
the least resemblance of you——But methinks, ma-
dam,—[He looks at the Pictere and Nrs. SULLEN
Apce or Fowr Times, by Lurns.] Pray, madam, who
drew it ? 2
Mys. Sul. A famous hand, sir.
[Exéunt Aimwern and DoRiNDA.
Areh. Afamous hand, madam! Youreyes, indeed,
are featured there; put where's the sparkling mois-
ture, shining fluid, in which they swim ? The picture,
indeed, has your dimples, but wheres the swarm of
Killing Cupids, that should ambush there # The lips
too are figured out ; but where’s the carnation dew,
the pouting ripeness that tempts the taste in the ori-
ginal ¢ ;
Mis. Sul. Tad iv been my lot to have matched with
such a man ! | dside.
Areh. Youn breasts too; presumptuons man! what!
paint heaven ! Apropos, madam, in the very next
picture is Salmoneus, that was struck dead with light-
ning, for offering to imitate Jove’s thunder; I hope
you served the painter so, madam.
Mrs. Sul. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they
should employ their lightning better.
Arek. There’s the finest bed in that room, madam ;
I suppose tis your ladyship’s bedchamber ?
Mps. Sul. And what ther., six?
Aych. Tthink the quilt is the richest that ever I
saW [ can’t at this distance, madam, distinguish
- the figures of the embroidery : will you give me
leave, madam?




O brother Scrub, I beg yo : par
oing : here's a guinca my master ordere
Serul. A guinea! hi, hi, hi, a guinea
his light it is a guinca; but Lsuppose you
1 ity shillings in change. 4
. Not at all; I have anoth
i rher k.

A A plot? S
- Scrub. Ay, sir, a plot, a horrid plot—Firs!
a plot, because there's a woman in't: seco
st be a plot, because there’s a priest in't:
ust be a plot, because there’s French:
urthly, it must be a plot, because I d
makeon't. . P
or any bﬂy clse, I'm afraid

Truly Pm afraid so

est and a woman, therc’s always ? jsiexjy
W, that here has bee !
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“Serub. That's notall; T could hear buta werd here
and there; but d u’mombcr they mentioned a count,
a closet, a buck door, and a key.

/Iu,//. The count! did you h(‘al nothing of Brs.
Sullen ?

Serub. I did hear some word that sounded that
way : but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda I could
not distinguish.

Arch. You have told this matter to nobody, bro-
ther?

Serub. Told ! no, sir, [ thank you for that; I'm e~
solved never to apcdl\ one word, pro nor con, till we
have a peace.

ek, You are Pthe right, brother Serub ; here’s a
treaty a- -foot between the count and the ]-Ldy———lhc
pricstand the chambermaid are plenipotentiaries ——
It slmll go hard, but Il find a way to be included in
the treaty. Where's the doctor now ?

Scrub. He and Gipsey are this moment devour-
ing my lady’s marmalade in the closet.

in. [ From without.], Martin, Martin!

Areh. 1 come,sir, I come.

Seruh. But you forgct the other guinea, brother
Marun.

Areh. Here, 1 give it with all my heart.

[Exit ArcoER.

Scrub. And 1 take it with all my soul. Tcod, il
spoil your plotting, Mrs. Gipsey ; and if you should
sct the captain upon me, these two guineas will buy
me off. [Evit ScrRuB.

Enter Mgrs. Svnnex and DorINDA, mecting.
DMrs. Sul. Well, sister.
Dor. And well, sister.
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my lord ?
Dor. What's become of his servant ?
NMys. Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow and &
finer gentleman by fifty degrees than his master,
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Dys. Sul. Olard! d’ye call that a moyving thi‘ng_? :

Do, 'The sharpest arrow in his quiver, my dearsis-
ter 5 Why, my twenty thousand pounds may lie brood-
ing here this seven years, and hatch nothing at last
but some illnatured clown, like yours ;—Whereas, if

" I marry my Lord Aimwell, there will be title, place,
and precedence,the park, thq play, and the drawing-
room, splendour,equipage;noise, and ﬂqlnbcau.\‘:——l"ley,
my Lady Aimwell's servants there—lights, y lights to
the stairs—My Lady Aimwell’s coach, put forward—
‘stand by 3 make room for her ladyship Are not
these things moving ? What ! melancholy of a sud-

“den?

Mis. Sul. Happy, happy sister | your angel lias
been watchful for your happiness, whilst mine has
slept, resardless of his chavge Long smiling years
‘of eircling joys for you, but not one hour for me !

[Weeps.

Dor. Come, my dear, well talk of something
clse.

BHrs.Sul. O, Dorinda, T own myself a woman, full
ofimy sex, a gentle, generous soul—easy and yiclding
to sokt desives 3 a spacious heart, where love and all his
train. might lodge; and must the fair apartment of
my breast be made a stable for a brute to liein ?

Dopr. Meaning your hushand, I suppose.

MsoSul. Hasband —Iven husband is too soft

~aname for him.—But, come, I expect my brother
here to-night or to-morrow; he was abroad when my
father mavried me: perhaps he'll find a way to make
me easy. g

Dor. Will you promise not to make yourself uneasy:
10 the mean time with my lovd’s friend 2

Mys. Sul. You mistake me, sister—It-happens with

" us as among the men, the greatest-talkers are the great-
- est cowards ; and there’s a reason for it 5 those spirits
- evaporate in prattle, which might do more mischief

i they took another course Though, to confess
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ber at midnight, and dere is no harm, joy, for I am

_to conduct the count to the plaash myself.

Arch. As I guessed.——lHaye you communicated
the matter to the count ?

Foi. 1 haye not sheen him since,

Aych. Rightagain ; why then, doctor ;—you shall
conduct me to the lady instead of the count.

Foig. Fat, my cussen to the lady! upon my shoul,
gra, dav’s too much upon the brogue.

Arch. Come, come, doctor, consider we have got
a rope abouf your neck, and if you offer to squeak,
we'll stop your windpipe, most certainly ; we shall
have another job for youin a day or two, I hope.

A, Iere's company coming this way ; let’s into
my chamber, and there concerv our affairs fuvther.

Arch. Come, my dear cussen, come along.

Foig. Aira, the devil taake our relashion. [Ewveunt.

Enter Boxirace, Houxstow, ard Bacsnor, at-one

Door, Gissrr at the apposite. ;

Gab. Well, gentlemen, ’tis a fine night for our enter=
prize.

Flouns. Dark as hell. <

Bag. And blows like the devil: our landlord here
has shown us the window where we must breakin, and
tells us the plate stands in the wainscot cupboard in
the parlour.

Bon. Ay,ay, Mr. Bagshot, as the saying is, knives
and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards.—
There’sone tankard, as the saying is, that's near upon
asbig as me ¢ it was a present to the ’squive from his
godmother, and smells of nutmeg and toast, like an
East India ship. v

Houns. Then you say we must divide at thestair-
head. ;
~ Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounslow, as the saying is——at
one end of the gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her
daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen—as for
the ’squire. i iy
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Sul. Sir, 1 am an unfortunate man—I have three
thousand pounds a year, and 1 can't get a man to
drink a cup of ale with me.

Sir C. That’s very hard.

Sul. Ay, sir,—and unless you haye pity upon me,
and smoke one pipe with me, I must ¢’en go home to
my wife, and I had rather go to the devil by half.

Sir €. But T presume, sir, you won't see your wife
to-night, she’ll be gone to bed you don’t use to
lie with: your wife in that pickle.

Sul. What! not lie with my wife! Why, sir, do
you take me for an atheist, or a rake ?

Ser C. Tf you hate her, sir, I think you had better
lie from her.

Sul. I think so too, friend but T am a justice
of peace, and must do nothing avainst the law.

Sir C. Law ! as I take it, Mr. Justice, nobody ob-
serves law for law’s sale, only for the good of those
for whom it was made.

Sul. But if the law orders me to send you to gaol,
you must lie there, my friend.

Szr €. Not unless I commit a crime to deserve it.

Sul. A crime ! oons, an’t I married?

Sir C. Nay, sir, it you call marriage a crime, you
must disown it for a law.

Sul. Ehl—I must be acquainted with you, sir,—
but, sir, 1 should be very glad to know the truth of
this matter.

Ser C. Truth, sir, is a profound sea, and few thera
be that dare wade decp enough to find out the bot=
tom on’t. Besides, sir, I am afraid the line of your
understanding mayn’t be long enough.

Sul. Lookye, sir, 1 have nothing (o say to your
sea of truth ; butif'a good parcel of land can entitle
a man to @ little truth, I have as much as any he in
the county.

Bop. I neyver heard your woaship, as the saying is,
talk so much before.
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Sul. Because I never met with a man that I liked
before.

Bon. Pray, sir, as the saying is, let me ask you one
question: are not man and wife one flesh ?

Sir €. You and your wife, Mr, Guts, may be one
flesh, because you are nothing else but rational
creatures have minds that must be united.

Sul. Minds!

Sir €. Ay, minds, sir; don’t you think that the
mind takes place of the body ?

Suf. In some people.

Sir €. Then the interest of the master must be con-
sulted before that of his servant.

Sul. Sir, you shall dine with me to-morrow:
Oans, 1 always thought that we were naturally one,

S C. Siv, I know that my two hands are na-
turally one, because they love one another; kiss one
another, help one another in all the actions of lifes
but I could not say so much if they were always at
cuffs.

Sul. Then ’tis plain that we are two. »

Sir €. Why don’t you part with her, sir?

Sul. Will you take her, sir?

Sir €. With all my heart, ;

Sul, You shall have her to-morrow morning, and a
venison pasty mto the bargain.

S €. You'll let me have her fortune too#

Sul. Fortune ! why, sir, I have no quarrel to her
fortune I only hate the woman, sir;%and none buf
the woman shall go. ;

Sir C. But her fortune, sir:

Sul. Can youplay at whist, sir?

Sir C. No, truly, sir.

Sul. Not at all-fours?

Sir €. Neither.

 Sul. Oons! where was this man bred ? [Aside.]
Bum me, sir, T caw't go home; ’‘tis but two
o'clock. !




SCENE T1.] THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. )

Sir €. For half an hour, sir, if you 1)]0;159——5&&
you must consider ‘us late.

Sul. Late! thatis the reason I can’t go to bed—
Come, sir: [ Eveunt.
Enter CHERRY 5 ske nuns across the Stage, and knocks

at AtmweLL's Chamber Door.  Enter AiMWELL.

What's the matter? you tremble, child; you
are frighted !

Cher. No wonder, sit—but, in short, sir, this very
minute a gang of rogues are gone 1o rob my Lady
Bountiful’s house.

Aim. How!

Cher. T dogged them to the wvery door, and left s

them breaking in.

Aim. Haye you alarmed any body else with: the
news ?

Cler. No, no, sir; I wanted to have discovered the
whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man,

Martin; but I haye searched the whole house, and -

can’t find him; where is he?

Aim. No matter, child ; will you guide me Imme-
diately to the house?

Cler. With all my heart, siv: my Lady Bountiful
is my godmotlier, and I love Mrs. Dorinda so well—-

Aim. Dorinda! the name inspirés me! the glony

and the danger shall be all my own——Come, my.
Hife, et me but get my sword. [ Excunt.

SCENE II.

A Bedchamber in Lapy Bounrtirur's House.
Murs. Svrrey and Dowinpa discocered s a Table
and Tiglts.

Dor. "Tis very late, sister; no news of your spouse
yet?
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J;Irs. Sul. 'NO; I'm condemned to be alone till to-

‘wards four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed
with his company. 3

Dor. Well, my dear, Tll leave you to your rest;
youll go directly to bed, I suppose. 5

Mps. Sul. 1 don’t know what to do; heigho!

Doy, That’s a desiring sigh, sister.

Mrs. Sul. This is a languishing hour, sister.

"Dor. And might prove a critical minute, if the
pretty fellow were here.

Mps. Sul. Here? what, in my bedchamber, at two
o'clock i'th” morming, T undressed, the family asleep,
my hated husband abroud, and my lovely fellow at

my. feet!——0, gad, sister!
Dor. Thoughts are free, sister, and them I allow
you—So, my dear, good night. . [ Ewit.

Mpys. Sul. A good rest to my dear Dorinda——
- Thoughts free! ave they so? why, then, suppose him
here, dressed like a youthful, gay, and burning
bridegroom, [ArcuER steals out of the Closet.] with
tongue enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploring
[Lurns a little on one Side, and sces Argpnr i the
Posture she describes.]—AW | [Shrieks, and runs to the
other Side of the Stage.]. Have my thoughts raised a
spirit? What are you, siv? a man, or a*deyil ?
Arch. A man, a man, madam. [Rusing.
Drs. Sul. How shall T be surce of it?
Arch. Madam, Tll give you demonstration this
mintute, [Takes her Hand.
Mys. Sul. What, sir! do you intend to be rude?
Arch. Yes, madam, if you please.
Mys. Sul. 1o the name of wonder, whence came
ee
Aick. Erom the skies, madam—I'm a Jupiter in
love, and you shall be my Alcmena.
MMps. Sul. How came you in?

Arch. I flew in at the window, madam; your cou-
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sin. Cupid lent me his wings, and your sister Venus
opened the casement. |
Ars. Sul. P struck dumb with admiration.
Arek. And I with wonder.
[Liooks passionately at her.
Mys. Sul. What will become of me?
. Areh. How beautiful she looks! the teeming
- jolly spring smiles in her blooming face, and when
she was conceived, her mother smelt to roses, looked
son lilies——

Lilies unfold theiy white, their fragrant charms,
When the warm sun thus darts into their arms.
[Runs to: ker.

Mys. Sul- Ah! . : [Stricks.

Areh. Oons, madam, what do you mean ? you'll
raise the house. g . 3

Mprs. Sul. Sir, Tll wake the dead, before I bear
this. What! approach me with the freedoms of a
keeper! I'm glad on’t; your impudence has cured
nie.

Arch. 1f this be impudence, [Kucels.] I leave to
your partial self; no panting pilgrim, after a iedious,
painful, voyage, ¢’cr bowed before his saint with more
deyotion.

Mys.Sul. Now, now, I'm ruined if he kneels, [ Aside.]
Rise, thou prostrate engincer; not all thy under=
mining skill shall reach my heart. Rise, and kiow
that I am a woman, without my sex; I can love to
all the tenderness of wishes, sighs, and tears—But go
no farther—Still, to convince you that I'm more,
than woman, I can speak my frailty, confess my
weakness even tor: But:

Aprch. For me! [Going to lay hold on her-

Drs. Sul. Hold, sir; build not upon that—for my
most mortal hatred follows, if you disobey what T
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~ command you now—Ileave me this minute—If he de-
nies, I'm lost. . [ dside.

Arch. ‘Then you'll promis

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time.

Arch. When shall I come?

Mys. Sul. To-morrow—when you will.

Arch. Your lips must scal the promise.

Mis. Sul. Pshaw!

Areh, They must, they must. [Kusses ker.] Rap-
tures and paradise! and why not now, my angel ?
The time, the place, silence, and secrecy, all con-
spire—And the now conscious stars have pre-ordain-
ed this moment for my happiness.

[Zakes her in his Aras,

Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, sure.

Areh. If the sun rides fast, and disappoints not
mortals of to-morrow’s dawn, this night shall crown
my joys. :

Mrs. Sul. My sex’s pride assist me.

Arch. My sex’s strength help me.

DMrs. Sul. You shall kill me fivst.

Areh. Tl die with you. [Carrying ker off

Mrs, Sul. Thicyes ! thieves ! murder!

Lnter SCRUB, in his Breeches, and one Shoe.

Scrub. Thieves! thieves! murder! popery!

Adrch. Hal [Draws, and offers to stab SERUE.

Scrub. [Kneelng.] O pray, sir, spare all I haye,
and take my life.

Mrs. Sul. [Holding Arcunr’s Hand.] What does
the fellow mean?

Serub. O, madam, down upon your knees, your

marrowbones he’s one of them.
Arch. Of whom ?
Serub. One of the rogues——1I beg your pardon,

-me of the honest gentlemen, that just now are broke
into the house.
4
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REMARKS.

The author of this tragedy, to whose vigorous
mind the English are indebted for their choicest mao-
ral works, came into the world with a frame so weak,
that he was christened immediately on his bifth, in
consequence of the symptoms he gave of a speedy dis-
solution. The hand, which reared him, did a more
than ordinary service to the age in which he lived,
and to succeeding generations. Addison’s pious writ-
ings, untainted by the rigour of superstition, have
softened the harsh spirit of ancient religion, whilst
they have confirmed all its principles.

He was the son of the Reverend Launcelot Ad-
dison, Rector of Milston, in the county of Wilts,
at which place he was born, on-the 6th of May,
1672.

After passing through some inferior schools, he
was placed at the Charter House; where he con-
tracted that intimacy with Steele, which grew to a
friendship honourable to them both, from its dura-
tion, and the instructions which their joint labour

bestowed on mankind.
B2 .
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At the age of fifteen, young Addison was entered
at Queen’s College, Oxford, where he applied himself
50 closely to study, that, in a few years, his Latin
poetry gained him high reputation in both Univer-
sities; and at the age of twenty-two, he became
known to the nation at large, by his English com-
positions. 3

He was now pressed by his father to take holy or-
ders; which, notwithstanding his sedate turn of mind,
“and' his habits of piety, he positively refused. Mr.
Tickell has alleged, that it was Addison’s extreme
modesty, a constitutional timidity, which made him
resolve against being in the church—but he be-
came a statesman; and, surely, that is a character
which requires as much courage.as a clergyman’s,

" when the church is not under persecution.

‘The first dramatic work from the pen of Addison,:
was an opera, called, “ Rosamond,” which having
but indifferent success, he next assisted Stecle in his
play of “The Tender Husband;” for which the au-
thor surprised him by a dedication; openly to avow
the obligation.

These two friends now united their efforts in that
well known periodical work, “ The Spectator ;” by
which they reformed the manners, as wellas the morals,
of their readers, and established their own literany
fame. But, as the talentsof Addison were superior to
those of Steele, so are the papers in this:work, which
were written by him, esteemed above the ‘rest;—
and, as a mark of distinction, he had the laudable,
or his friend Stecle the honest, pride, to affix a letter

.
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at the end of every such paper, by which it should
be' known for his. The Muse Clio furnished the
four letters which have been thus used in “The
Spectator,” as Addison’s honourable stamp. of au-~
thorship. ;

In the periodical work of “ The Guardian” he
had likewise some share—and, in 1713, he produced,
what Dr. Johnson has called,  the noblest work of
Addison’s genius”—* Cato.”

Nogwithstanding the merit of this play, it is certain,
that it was indebted to the political circumstances
of the times, for that enthusiastic applause with
which it was received by the town.

The joy or sorrow, which an author is certain to
experience upon every new production, is far more
powerful in the heart of a dramatist, than in that of
any other writer.  The sound of clamorous plaudits
raises his spirits to'a kind of ecstacy ; whilst hisses and
groans, from a dissatisfied audience, strike on the ear
like a personal insult, avowing loud and public con~
tempt for that, in which he has been labouring to
show his skill.

Addison, with his timid nature, felt all the excru-
ciating tortures of an ambitious, yet a fearful, dra-
‘matist.—FHe could not stay at home on the first night
of ¢« Cato :” for to be told, at once, that his tragedy
was driven from the stage with derision, had been to
his tremulous nerves, like the dart of death. Not less
peril might have befallen him as an auditor—he there-
fore was neither present on the first performance,

B 2
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nor absent from the theatre:—but, placing himself on
a beneh in the greenroom, his body motionless, his
soul in tumult, he kept by his side & friend, whom he
despatched every minute towards the stage, to bring
him news of what was passing there. e thus se-
cured, he conceived, progressive information of his
fate, without the risk of hearing it from an cnraged
multitude. But, such was the vehemence of applause,
that shouts of admiration forced their way through
the walls of the greenroom, before his messenger could
return with the gladsome tidings.—Yet, not till the
last sentence was spoken, and the curtain fairly
dropped upon Cato and his weeping friends, did
the author venture to move from the inanimate po-
sition in which he was fixed.—This acute dread of
failure, now heightened the joy of success ; and never
was success more complete.

 Cato,” says Pope, in a letter to one of his friends,
written at the time, ¢ was not so much the wonder
of Rome in his days, as he is of Britain in ours.”

The most fortunate of all occurrences took place,
from the skill with which Addison drew this illus-
trious Roman—he gave him so much: virtue, that
both Whigs and Tories declared him of their party 3
and instead of any one, on either side, opposing
his sentences m the cause of freedom, all strove—
which should the most honour them. :

Both auditors and readers, since that noted period,
much as they may praise this tragedy, complain,
that it wants the very first requisite of a dramatic



REMARKS. 7

work—power to affect the passions. This criticism
shows, to the full extent, how men were impassioned,
at that time, by their political sentiments. They
brought their passions with them to the playhouse
fired on the subject of the play ; and all the' poet had
to do, was to extend the flame.

* It is a charge against this drama, that the love
scenes are all insipid 3 buv it should be considered,
that neither Cato, nor his family, with strict pro-
priety, could love any thing but their country.—
As this 1s a love, which women feel in a much less
degree than men, and, as bondage, not liberty, is
woman’s wish, ¢ Cato,” with all his. patriotism,
must ever bt a duall entertainment to the female
sex; and men of course receive but little pleasure
from clegant amusements, of which swomen do not
partake.

The language and sentiments, contained here, are
worthy of the great Addison and the great Catos
and if, as itis objected, the characters are too ele~
vated to be natural, yet, they accord with that idea
of nature, which imagination conceives of such re-
markable personages.

The author of “ Cato” had planned other trage-
dies and cclebrated works, which the subsequent part
of his days did not give him leisure to execute ; for,
on the death of Queen Anne, the Lords Justices made
him their Secretary:—he was soon after appointed
principal Secretary of State: these, and other public
employments, prevented: his completing farther lite-
rary designs.—Or, it may be thought, that the loss of

\
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his domestic tranquillity, at this time, by his marriage
with the Countess Dowager of Warwick, might pos-
sibly impede every future attempt for the favour
of the muses, to whom this, his wife, had not the
slightest affinity. It is supposed, she embittered, by
arrogance and discontent, the remainder of this good'
man’s life, which terminated on the 17th of June,
1719, in the 47th year of his age. He died at Hol-
land House, near Kensington, and left an only child,
a daughter, by the Countess.
Lady Warwick had also a son by her former hus-
band, a very fine, spirited, and accomplished youth,
« for whose welfare the dying Addison showed peculiar
concern : for, in the extremity of his disorder, having
dismissed his physicians, and with them all hopes of
recovery, he desired, that the young Lord Warwick
might be called to his bed side. He came—but life was
now fast departing from his revered father-in-law, and

he uttered not a word. * After an afflicting pause, the

young man said, ¢ Dear sir, you sent for me; T be-
lieve, and T hope, that you have some commands; T
shall hold them most sacred.” = Grasping. his hand,
Addison softly replied, « I sent for you, that you
might see, in what peacea christian can die.” He
spoke with difficulty, and instantly expired.

It is o this circumstance, Mr. Tickell'refers in his
lines on Addison’s death, where he has this passage :

“ He taught us how to live; and, oh ! too high
A price for knowledge, taught us how to die.”









CATO.

ACT THE TIRST.

SCENE I.
4 Hull.

Enter Porr1us and MARCUS.

Por. The dawn is overeast, the morning low’rs,
‘And heayily in clouds brings on the day,
The great, th’ important day, big with the fate
Of Cato and of Rome our father’s death
Would £l up all the guiltof civil war,
And close the scene of blood. Already Casar
Has rayag’d more than half the globe, and sees
Mankind grown thin by his destructive sword ;
Should he go farther, numbers would be wanting
To form new battles, and support his crimes:
Ye, gods, what hayoc does ambition make
Among your works!

Marc. Thy steady temper, Portius,
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Czsar,
In the calm lights of mild philosophy ;
T'm tortur'd, evn to madness, when I think
On the proud victor—ev'ry time he’s nani'd




19 " eAro. facz 3.

Pharsalia rises to my view !—I sce

Th’ insulting tyrant, prancing o'er ‘the field,

Strew’d with Rome’s cmzcns, and chench’d iy
slaughter ;

His horse’s hoofs et with patrician blood !

Oh, Portius ! is there not some chosen curse,

Some hidden thunder in the stores of Heay'n,

Red with uncommon wrath, to blast the man,

Who owes his greatness to hls counhy s ruin ¢

Por. Believe me, Marcus, ’tis an impious great-

ness,

; And mix’d with too much horrorto be envy’d :

Fow docs the lustre of our father’s actions,

Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him,

Break out, and burn with more triwmphant buﬂht-
ness ! 3

His sufi’rings shine, and spread a glory round him

Greatly unfortunate, he fights the cause

Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome.

~ Flis sword neler fell, but on the guilty head ;

Oppression, tyranny, and pow’r usurp’d,

Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon them.
DMare. Who knows not this ? But what can Cato da

Against a world, a base, degen’rate world,

Tlmt courts the yol\c, and bo“s the neck to Casar ?

Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms

A poor epitome of Roman greatness,

And, cover’d with Numidian guards, directs

A feeble army, and an empty senate,

Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain.

By Heav'n, such virtue, join’d with such success,

Distracts my very soul ! our father’s fortune

Would almost tempt us to renounce his precepfs.
Por. Remember what our father oft has told us¢

The ways of FHeay’n are dark and intricate,

- Puzzled in mazes, and perplex’d with errors,

Our understanding traces them in vain,
Lost and bewilder'd in the fruitless search ;
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Nor sees with how much art the windings run,
Nor where the regular confusion ends.
Mare. These are suggestions of a mind at ease :—
Oh, Portius, didst thou taste but half the griefs
That wring my soul, thou could’st not talk thus
coldly.
Passion unpity’d, and successless love,
Plant daggers.in my heart, and aggravate
My other griefs.—Were but my Lucia kind
Por. Thou seest not, that thy brother is thy rival ;
But I must hide it, for I know thy temper. [4side.
Behold young Juba, the Numidian prince,
With how much care he forms himself to glory,
And breaks the fierceness of his native temper,
To copy out our father’s bright example.
Heloves our sister Marcia, greatly loves her ;
His eyes, his looks, his actions, all betray it;
But still the smother’d fondness burns within him 3
When most it swells, and labours for a vent,
The sense of honour, and desire of fame

" Drive the big passion back into his heart.

What! shall an ‘African, shall Juba’s heir
Reproach great Cato’s son, and show the world
A vyirtue wanting in a Roman soul ?
Marc. Portius; no more ! your words leave stings
behind them.
Whene'er did Juba, or did Portius, show
A virtue, that has cast me at a distance,
And thrown me out in the pursuits of honour ?
Por. Marcus, I know thy genrous temper well 5
Tling but th’ appearance of dishonour on it,
It straight takes fire, and mounts into a blaze.
Marc. A brother’s suff’rings, claim a brother’s
. pity.
Por. Heay'n knows, T pity thee——Behold my.
eyes, o
Ev'n whilst [ speak—Do they not swim in fears?
c
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Were but my heart asnaked to thy view,
" Marcus would see it bleed in his behalf.
Dlare. Why then dost treat me with rebukes, in-.
stead

" Of kind condoling cares, and friendly sorrow?

Por. Oh, Marcus ! did I know the way to ease
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains,
Marcus, believe me, could die to do it.

Mare. Thou best of brothers, aund thou best of

friends !
Pardon a weak, distemper'd soul, that swells
With sudden gusts, and sinks as soon in calms,
The sport of passions.  But Sempronius comes :
Tl must not find this sofcness hanging on me.
[Exit Marcus,

Enter SEMPRONIUS.

Sem. Conspiracies no sooncr sheuld be form'd
Than exccuted. What means Portius here?
I like not that cold youth. 1 must dissemble,
And speak a language foreign to my heart. [dside.
Good-morrow, Portius ; let us once embrace,
Once more embrace, while yet we both are free.
To-morrow, should we thus express our friendship;
Fach might receivea slaye into his arms.
This sun, perhaps, this morning sun’s the last,
That e'er shall rise on Roman liberty.
Pop. My father has this morning call’d together
To this poor hall, hislittle Roman senate,
(The leavings of Pharsalia) to consult
1f he can yet oppose the mighty torrent
Thut bears down Rome, and all her gods before it,
Or must at lensth give up the world to Ceesar.
Sem. Not all the pomp and majesty of Rome
Can raise her senate more than Cato’s presence.
His virtues render our assembly awful,
"They strike with something like religious fear,
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Ana make even Ceesar tremble at the head

Of armiies flush’d with eonquest. Ob, my Portius!
Could I'but call that wondrous mnan iny fﬁther,
Would but thy sister Marcia be propitious

To thy friend’s vows, I might be blest indeed' !

Por. Alas, Sempronius ! wounld’st thou talk oflove
To Marcia, whilst her father’s life’s in danger;
Thou might'stas well court the pale, trembling vestal,
When she beholds the boly flame expiring.

Sem. The more ] see the wonders of thy race,
The more m charm’d. Thou must take heed, my

Portius ;
The world has all its eyes on Cato’s son 3
Thy father’s merit sets thee up to view,
And shows thee in the fairest point of light,
To make thy virtues or thy faults conspicuous.
Por. Well dost thou seem to check my ling’ring
here
On this important hour —YIl straight away,

And while the fathers of the senate meet

In close debate, to weigh th” events of war,

I'll animate the soldiers” drooping courage

With love of freedoin, and contempt of life ;

Tl thunder in theiv ears their Luunuy’s cause,

And try torouse up all that’s Roman in them.

“T'is not in mortals to command suceess,

But we'll do more, Sempronius, we'll dc SEIVe it.
[Eait.

Sem. Curse on the stripling ! how he apes his site !
Ambitiously sententious—But I wonder
Old Syphax comes not ; his Numidian genius
Is well dispos’d to mlb(‘hi(‘l were he prompt
Aund eager on it ; but he must bespurr’d,

And every moment quicken’d to, the cmnse

Cato has us’dme ill; he has refus’d

His daughter M’u‘cm to my ardent vows.

Besides, hls baffled arms, and ruin’d cause,

Are bars to my ambition. Ceasar’s fayour,
C2
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That show’rs down greatness on his friends, will raise
me ;

To Rome’s first honours. If I give up Cato,

I claim, in my reward, his captive daughter,

But Syphax comes

Enter SYPHAX.

Syph. Sempronius, all is ready 5
T've sounded my Numidians, man by man,
And find them ripe for a revolt: they all
Complain aloud of Cato’s discipline,
And wait but the command to change their master,
Sem. Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to waste;
Ev'n while we speak, our conqueror gomes on,
And gathers ground upon us everyanoment.
Alas ! thou know’st not Casar’s active soul,
With what a dreadful course he rushes on
Trom war to war. In vain has nature form’d
Mountains and oceans to oppose his passage;
He bounds o’er all ;
One day more
Will set the victor thund’ring at our gates.
But, tell me, hast thou yet drawn o’er young Juba?
That still would recommend thee more to Czsar,
And challenge better terms.
Syph. Alas! he's lost!
He's lost, Sempronius; all his thoughts are full
OF Cato’s virtues—But I’ll try once more
(Eor every instant I expect him here,)
If yet I can sgbduc those stubborn prineiples
Of faith and Honour, and I know not what,
That have corrypted his Numidian temper,
And struck th’nfection into all his soul.
Sem. Be sure to press upon him every motive,
Juba's surrender, since his father’s death,
Would give up Afric into Ceesar’s hands,
And make him lord of half the burning zone,
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Sypk. But is it true, Sempronius, that your senate
Is call'd together! Gods ! thou must be cautious ;
Cato has piercing eyes, and will diseern
Qur frauds, unless they’re cover'd thick with artd
Sem. Let me alone, good Syphax, #’ll conceal -
My thoughts in passion, (lis the surest way 3)
Fll'bellow out for Rome, and for my country,
And mouth at Casar, ntl 1 shake the senate.

Your cold hypocrisy’s a stale device, i@
A worn out trick : would’st thou be thought in eat-
3 nest, =

Clothe thy feign’d zeal in rage, in fire, in fury!
Syph. In troth, thou’rt able to instruct grey hairs,
And teach the wily African deceit.
Sen. Once more be sure to try thy skill on Juba.
Remember, Syphax, we must work 1n haste 5
Oh, think what anxious moments pass between
The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods !
Oly, ’tis a dreadiul interval of time,
Fill’d up with horror all, and big with death !
Destruction hangs on every word we speak,
On every thought, till the concluding stroke
Determines all, and closes our design. [Ewit.
Sypk. Tlltry if yet I can reduce to reason -
This headstrong youth, and make him spurn at Cato.
The time is short ; Casar comes rushing on us—
But hold | young Juba sees me, and approaches !

Enter JuBA.

Jub. Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone.
I have observ’d of late thy looks are fall’n,
O’ercast with gloomy ecares and discontents
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me,
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns,
Aund turn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince ?
Sypk- "Tis not my talent to conceal muy thoughts,
- Or carry smiles and sunshine in my face,
When discontentsits heavy at my heart:
3 ()
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T have not yet so much the Roman in me.
Jub. Why dost thou cast out such ungencrous
terms %
Against the lords and sov'reiuns of the world ?
Dost thou not see mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their supcrior virtue ?
Ts there a nation in the wilds of Afric,
 Amidst our barren rocks, and burning sands,
" That does not tremble at the Roman name ?
Syph. Gods ! where’s the worth that sets these peo-
, ple up
Above her own Numidia's tawny sons ?
Do they with tougher sinews bend the bow ?
Or flies the javilin swifter to its mark,
Taunch’d from the vigour of a Roman arm ?
Who like our active African instructs
The fiery steed, and trains him to his hand ?
Or guides in troops th” embattled elephant
Tuden with war? These, these are arts, my prince,
In which your Zama does not stoop to Rome,
~ Jub. These all are virtues of a meaner rank :
- Perfections that ave plac’d in bones and nerves.
A Roman soul is bent on higher views:
Turn up thy eyes to Cato;
There may’st thou sce to what a godlike height
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man,
While sood, and just, and anxious for his friends,
He's still severely bent against himself;
And when his fortune sets before him all
The ponips and pleasures that his soul can wish,
Elis rivid/virtue will accept of none. .
Syph. Believe me, Prince, there’s not an African
That traverses our vast Numidian deserts
In quest of prey, and lives upon his bow,
‘But better practises those boasted virtues.
Coarse arc his meals, the fortune of the chase;
x'\:n'_xidst the running stream he slakes his thirst ;
“Joils all the day, and at th® approach of night,
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On the first friendly bank he throws him down,
Or rests his head upon a rock till morn;;

‘Then rises fresh, pursues his wonted game,
And if the followmg day he chance to find

A new repast, or an untasted spring,

Blesses his stays, and thinks it luxuny.

Jub. Thy prejudices, Syphax, won’t discern
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice,
Nor how the hero differs from the brute.

Where shall we find the man, that bears affliction,

" Great and majestic in his griefs, like Cato ?

How does he rise against a load of woes,

And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him !

Syph. 'Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtiness of

soul
I think the Romans call it stoicism.
Had not your royal father thought so highly
Of Reman virtue, and of Cato’s cause,
He had not fall’'n by a slave’s hand inglorious.

Jub. Why dost thou call my sorrows up afresh ?
My father’s name brings tears into my eyes.

Syph. Oh, thatyou'd profit by your father’s ills !

Jub. What would’st thou have me do ?

Syph. Abandon Cato. :

Jub. Syphax, I should be more than twice an or-

) phan,

By such a loss. &

Sypth- Ay, there’s the tie that binds you ?

You long to call him father. Marcia’s charms
Work in your heart unscen, and plead for Cato.
No wonder you ave deaf to all I say.

Jub. Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate
I've hitherto permitted it to rave,

And talk at large; but lcarn to keep it in, :

Lest it should take more freedom than I’ll give it.

I Syph. Siv, your great father never us'd me thus.
Alas, he’s dead ! but can you e'er forget

‘Fhe tender sorrows, ;
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And repeated blessings,
Which you drew from him in your lastfarewell 2
‘ The good old king, at parting, wrung my hand,
(His eyes brimful of tears,) then sighing cry'd,
Pr'ythee be careful of my son !——His grief
Swell'd up so high, he could not utter more.
Jub: Alas! thy story melts away my soul !
That best of fathers! how shall I discharge
The gratitudeand duty that I owe him?
Syph. By laying up his counsels in your heart.
Jub. His counsels bade me yield to thy direction:
Then, Syphax, chide mein severest terms,
Vent all thy passion, and Il stand its shock,
Calm and unruffled as a summer sca,
When not a breath of wind flies o’er its surface.
Syph.. Alas! my prince, I'd guide you to your
safoty.
Jub. T do believe thou would’st; ‘but tell me hosy ?
Syph. Fly from the fate that follows Cazsar’s foes.
Jub. My father scorn’d to do it.
Syph. And therefore dy’d.
Jul. Better to die ten thousand thousand deaths;
Than wound my honour.
Syphk. Rather say, your love.
Jub. Syphax, Pve promis'd to preserve my temper,
Why wilt thou urge me to confess a flame
T long have stifled,.and would fain conceal ?
Sypl- Believe me, prince, though hard to conquer
love,
*Tis casy to divert and break its force.
Absence might cure it, or a second mistress
Light up another flame, and put out this.
The glowing dames of Zama’s royal court
Have faces flush’d with more exalted charms ;
Were you with these, my prince, you'd soon forget
T'he pale, unripen’d beauties of the north.
Jub. *Tis not a set of features, or complexion,
The tincture of a skin, that I admire :
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Beauty soon grows familiar to the lover,

Fades in his eye, and palls upon the sense.

The virtuous Marcia tow'ts above her sex

True, she 1s fair, (Oh, how divinely fairt)

But still the lovely maid improves her charms,

With inward greatness, unaffeered wisdom,

And sanctity of manners ; Cato’s soul

Shines out in every thing she acts or speaks,

‘While winning mildness and attractive smiles,

Dywell in her looks, and with becoming grace,

Soften the rigour of her father’s virtue.
Syph. How does your tongue grow wanton in heg

praise !

But on my knees, I beg you would consider—

Jub. Ha! Syphax, is’t not she?—She moves this
way ; ‘

And with her Lucia, Lucius’s fair daughter,

My heart beats thick—I prythee, Syphax, leave me.
Syph. Ten thousand curses fasten on them both !

Now will the woman, with a single glance,

Undo, what I've been lab’ring all this while.

. [Exit SyrprAX.

Enter Marcia and Lucia.

Jub. Hail, charming maid ! How does thy beauty
smooth
The face of war, and make even horror smile !
At sight of thee my heart shakes off its sorrows;
1 feel a dawn of joy break inupon me,
And for a while forget th” approach of Casar.
Mar. I should be griev'd, young prince, to think
my presence . -
Unbent your thoughts, and slacken’d them to arms,
FVhile, warm with slaughter, our victorious foe,
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field.
Jub. Oh, Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns
And gentle wishes follow me to battle !
" The thought will give new vigour to my arm,
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And aims his thunder at my father's head.
Should not the sad occasion swallow up
i My other cares?
Bt Tucia. Why have I not this constancy of mind,
Who have so many griefs to try its force?
Sure, nature form’d me of her softest mould,
E Enfecbled all my soul with tender passions,
i And sunk me ev'n below my own weak sex:
4 Pity and love, by turnsy oppress my heart.
Marcie. Lucia, disburden all thy cares on me,
And let me share thy most retir'd distress.
Tell me, who raises up this conflict in thee?
Lucia. 1 need not blush to name them, when I tell
thee
They're Marcia’s brothers, and the sons of Cato.
Marcia. They both behold thee with their sister’s
eyes,
And often have reveal’d their passion to me.
But tell me, which of them is Lucia’s choice ?
Lucia. Suppose “twere Portius, could you blame
my choice?—
Oh, Portius, thou hast stol'n away my soul!
Mareus is over warm, his fond complaints
Have so much carnestness and passion in them,
I hear him with a secret kind of horror,
And tremble at his vehemence of temper.
Marcin. Alas, poor youth !
How will thy coldness raise
Tempests and storms in his afflicted bosom!
I dread the conscquence.
Lucia. You seem to plead
“Against your brother Portius.
Marcia. Heav'n forbid!
Had Portius been the unsuccessful lover,
The same compassion would have fal’n on him.
Lucia. Was ever viroin love distress’d like mine!
Portius himself oft falls in tears before me,
‘As if he mourn’d his rival’s ill suceess ;
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Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome :
*T'is time to sheath the sword, and spare mankind.
Already haye we shown our love to Rome,
Now let us show submission to the gods.
We took up arms, not to revenge oursclves,
But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails,
Arms have no further use. Our country’s cause,
That drew our swords, now wrests them from our
8 hands,
And bids us not delight in Roman blood,
Unprofitably shed. What men could do,
Is done already : Heavn and earth will witness,
If Rome must fall, that we arve innocent.
Cuto. Letus appear nor rash nor diffident ;
Immod’rate valour swells into a fault ;
*  And fear, admitted into public councils,
Betrays like treason. Let us shun them both.
Fathers, [ cannot see that our affairs
- Ave grown thus desp’rate: we have bulwarks round us;
Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil
In Afric’s heat, and season’d to the sun ;
Numidia’s spacious kinadom lies behind us,
Ready to rise at its young prince’s call,
Wihile there is hope, do not distrust the gods ;
But wait, at least, till Casar’s near approach
Force us to yicld. “Twill never be too late
To sue for chains, and own a conqueror. 4
Why should Rome fall a moment ere her time 7
No, let us draw her term of freedom out
In its full length, and spin it to the last,
So shall we gain still one day’s liberty :
And let me perish, but, in Cato’s judgment,
A day, an Lour, of virtuous liberty,
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Enter Marcus,
Marc. Fathers, this moment, as I watcl’d the gate,
Lodg'd on.my post, a herald is arrivid
5
&)
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* Lot him but know the price of Cato’s friendship,

And name your terms.
Cato. Bid him disband his'legions,

Restore the commonwealth to liberty,

Submit his actions to the public censare, = =

And stand the judgment of a Roman senate.

Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. :
Dec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your wis- -

dom
Cato. Nay, more, though Cato’s voice was neer
employ’d

To clear the guilty, and to varnish crimes,
Myself will mount the rostrum in his favour,
And strive to gain his pardon from the people.

Dec. A style like this becomes a congueror.

Cato. Decius, a style like this becomes a Roman.

Dee. What is a Roman, that is Casar’s foe?

Cato. Greater than Cesar: he’s-a friend to virtue.

Dee. Consider, Cato, you're in Utica,

And at the head of your own little senate:
You do not thunder in the capitol,
~ With all the mouths of Rome te second you.

Cato. Let him consider that, who drives us hither.
Tis Caesar’s sword has made Rome’s senate little,
And thinn’d its ranks. Alas! thy dazzled eye
‘Beholds this man in a false glaring light,

Which conquest and success have thrown upon him 3
Did’st thou but view him right, thou’dst see him black
With musder, treason, sacrilege, and crimes,

That strike my soul with horror but to name them,

I know thou {ook’st on me, as on a wretch

Beset with ills, and cover’d with misfortunes;

But, by the gods I swear, millions of worlds

Should never buy me to be like that Casar.

Dec. Does Cato send this answer back to Ceesar,
For all his gen’rous cares, and proffer’d friendship ?

Cato. His cares for me are insolent and vain:
Presumptuous man! the gods take care of Cato,
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“Would Czsar show the grcamcssvof his soul,
Bid him employ his care for these my friends,
And make good use of hisill gotten pow'r,
By sheltering men much better than himself,
~_ Dec. Yourhigh, unconquer’d heart makes you forged
You are a man. You rush on your destruction.
But [ have done. When I relate hereafter
The tale of this unhappy embassy,
All Rome will be in tears. [Ewxit DECIUS.
Sen. Cato, we thank thee.
The mighty genius of immortal Rome
Speaks in thy voice; thy soul breathes liberty. |
Casar will shrink to hear the words thou utter’st, |
And shudder in the midst of all his conquests.
Luc. The senate owns its gratitude to Cato,
Who with so great a soul consults its safety,
And guards our lives, while he neglectshis own.
Sem. Sempronius gives no thanks on tliis account,
Lucius seems fond of life; but what is lift £
#I'is not to stalk about, and draw fresh aiv
From time to time, or gaze upon the suaj
7Tis to be free. When liberty 1s gone,
Life grows insipid.
Cato. Come; no more, Sempronius,
All here are friends to Rome, and to cach others
1.0t us not weaken still the weaker side
By our divisions.
Sem. Cato, my resentments
Are sacrificd to Rome—I stand reprov'd.
Cato. Fathers, ’tis time you come to a resolye.
Luc. Cato, we all go in to your opinion ;
Qzesar’s behaviour has conyine’d the senate,
We ought to hold it out till terms arrive.
Sem. We ought to hold it out till death; but, Cato,
My private voice is drown’d amidst the senatels. i
Cuto. Then let us rise, my friends, and strive to IS
This little interval, this pruse of life Bt
 (While yet ounr liberty and tates are doubtful),
Gy D3 :
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Oft have their black ambassadors appear'd,

Loaden with gifts, and fill’d the counts of Zama.
Cato. T am no stranger to thy father’s greatness.
Jub. I would not boast the greatness of my father,

But point out new alliances to Cato.

Had we not better leave this Utica,

To arm Numidia in our cause, and court

Th’ assistance of my father’s powerful friends?

Did they know Cato, our remotest kings

Would pour embattled multitudes about him ;

Their swarthy hosts would darken all our plains,

Doubling the native horror of the war,

And making death more grim.

‘ato. And canst thou think

Cato will fly before the sword of Casar!

Reduc’d, like Hannibal, to seek relief

From court to court, and wander up and down

A vagabond in Afric?

Jub. Cato, perhaps

T’m too officious; but my forward cares

Would fain preserve a lite of so much value.

Bly heart is wounded, when I see such virtue

Atilicted by the weight of such wisfortuncs.

Cato. "Thy nobleness of soul obliges me.

But know, young prince, that valour soars above

What the world calls misfortune and affliction.

These are not ills; else would they never fall

On Heav'n’s first tayrites, and the best of men.

i The gods, in bounty, work up storms about us,
That give mankind occasion to exert :
Their hidden strength, and throw out into practice .
| Virtues, which shun the day, and lie conceal’d
i In the smooth seasons and the calms of life.
Jub. I'm charm’d, whenc’er thou talk’st; I pant for
z virtue;
~ And all my soul endeavours ar perfection.
I Cuto. Dost thou love watchings, abstinence, and toil,
Laborious virtues all ¢ Learn thens irom Cato:
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- Syph. Cato’s a proper person to intrust
A love rtale with !

Jub. Oh, I could pierce my heart,
MMy {oolish heart!

SﬂP”'l -:‘1“5, my prince, how are you chang’d of

ate!
T've known young Juba rise before the sun,
To beat the thicket, where the tiger slept,
Or seck the Tion in his dreadful haunts.
I'ye seen you,
Liv'n in the Lybian dog-days, hunt him down,
Then charge him close,
And, stooping from your horse,
Rivet the panting savage to the ground.
Jub. Priythee, no more.
Sypk. How would the old king smile,
To see you weigh the paws, when tipp’d with gold,
And throw the shaggy spoils about your shoulders!
Jub. Syphax, this old man’s talks, though hLoney
flow’d 2
In ev'ry word, would now lose all its sweetness. |
Cato’s displeas’d, and Marcia lost for ever.
Syph. Young prince, I yet could give you good
advice;
Marcia might still be yours.

Jub. As how, dear Syphax?

Syph. Juba commands Numidia’s hardy troops,
Mounted on steeds unus'd to the restraint :
Of curbs or bits, and fleeter than the winds :

Give but the word, we snatch this damsel up,
And bear her off.

Jub. Can such dishonest thoughts
Rise up.in man? Would'st thou seduce my youth
To do an act, that would destroy mine honour?

Syph. Gods, I could tear my hair to hear you talk!
Honour's a fine imaginary notion,

That draws in raw and inexperienc’d men
To real mischiefs, while they hunt a shadow.
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Jub, Would'st thou degrade thy Prince into a xuf-

fian ?

Sypl. The boasted ancestors of these great men,
Whose virtues you admire, were all such ruffians.
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome,

That comprehends in her wide empire’s bounds
All under Heav'n, was founded on a rape ;

Your Scipios, Czesars, Pompeys, and your Catos,
(The gods on earth) are all the spurious blood
Of violated maids, of ravish’d Sabines.

Jub. Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles.

Syph. Indeed, my prince, you want to know the

world,

Tuh. It knowledge of the world makes men perfi-

dious,
May Juba ever livein ignorance !

Syph. Go, go ; you'reyoung. .

Jub. Gods, must I tamely bear
This arrogance, unanswer’d ! thou'rta traitor,

A false old traitor.

Syph. 1 have gone too far. [Asider

Jub. Cato shall know the haseness of thy soul.

Syph. X must appease thisstorm, or perish i it.

[Aside
Young pritce, behold these locks, that are grown
white
Beneath a helmet in your father’s battles.

Jub. Those locks shall ne’er protect thyinsolence,

. Syph. Must one rash word, th” infirmity of age,

Throw down themerit of my better years?

This the reward ofa whole life of service !

Curse on the boy I how steadily he hears me !
[Aside

Jub. Syphax, no more ! I would not hear you talk.

Syph. Not hear me talk, what, when my faith to b

Juba,
My royal master’s son, is call’d in question ?
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My prince may strike me dead, and TIl be dumb ;
‘But whil’st I live I must nothold my tongue,
And languish out old agein his displeasure.
Jub. Thou know’st the way too well into my heart.
T do believe thee loyal to thy prince.
Syph. What greater instance can I give ? T've
i offer’d
To do an action, which my soul abhors,
And gain you whom you love, at any price.
Jub. Was this thy motive ? I have been too hasty.
Syph, And ’tis for this my prince has call’d me
traitor.
Jub. Sure thou mistak’st ; I did not call thee so.
Syph. You did, indeed, my prince, you call'd me
‘ traitor.
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato.
Of what, my prince, would you complain to Cato?
That Syphax, loves'you, and would sacrifice
His life, nay more, his honour, in your service
Jub. Syphax, I know thou lov’st me; but indeed
"Thy zcal for Juba carry’d thee too far.
THonour’s a sacred tie, the law of Kings,
The noble mind’s distinguishing perfection,
"That aids and strengthens virtue, where it meets her,
And imitates her actions, where she is not ;
Tt ought not to be sported with.
Syph. Believe, me prince, you make old Syphax
weep.
To hear you talk—but “tis with' tears of joy.
Ife'er your father’s crown adorn your brows,
Numidia will be blest by Cato’s lectures.
Jub. Syphax, thy hand ; we'll mutually forget
The warmth of youth, and frowardness of age :
Thy prince esteems thy worth, and loves thy person.
1f e'er the sceptre come into my hand,
Syphax shall stand the second in my kingdom.
Syph. Why will you overwhelm my age with kind=

ness ?
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My joys grow burdensome, [ shaw’t support it.

Jub. Syphax, farewell. T'll hence, and try to find
Some blest occasion, that may set me right
In Cato’s thoughts. I'd rather hfwe that man
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers. ;

» [Exit.
Syph. Young men soon give, and soon forget, at-
fronts ;

Old age is slow in both—A false old traitor | —
These words, rash boy, may chance to cost thee dear.
My: heart had still some foolish fondness for thee,
But hence, "tis gone ! I give it to the winds :
Casar, I'm wholy thine.— X 2

Enter SEMPRONIUS.

All hail, Sempronius ! : |
Well, Cato’s senate is resolv'd to wait |
The fury of a siege, before it yields.

Sem. Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate ;
Tucius declar’d for peace, and terms were offer'd
To Cato, by a messenger from Cesar.

Should they submit, ere our designs are ripe,
We both must perish in the comnion wreek,
Lost in the general, undistinguish’d rain,

Syph. But how stands Cato ?

Sem. Thou hast seen mount Atlas :

Whilst storms and tempests thunder on its brows,
And oceans break their billows at its feet,

It stands unmov'd, and glories in its height ;
Such is that haughty man; his tow’ring soul,
“Midst all the shocks and injuries of fortune,
Rises superior, and looks down on Casar.

Syph. But what's this messenger ?

Sem. I've practis’d with him,

And found a means to lct the victor know,
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends.
But let me now examing in my turn ;

Is Juba fix'd ? ;

!
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Syph- Yes—butit is to Cato.
Ive ry’d the force of evry reason on him,
Sooth’d and caress'd; been angry, sooth’d again
Laid safety, life, and int'vest in his sight.
Butall are vain, he scorns them all for Cato. 3
Sem. Come, ’tis no matter ; we shall do witheut,
him. g
H¢'ll make a pretty figurein a triamph,
And serve to trip before the victor’s chariot.
Syphax, T now may hope, thou hast forsook
Thy Juba’s cause, and wishest Marcia mine.
Syph. May she be thine as fast as thou would’st
have her. :
Sem. Syphax, I love that woman ; though Tecurse
Her and myself, yet, spite of me, I'love her.
Syph. Make Cato sure, and give up Utica,
‘Caesar will ne’er refuse thee such a trifle.
But are thy troops. prepar'd for a revolt?
Does the sedition catch from man to man,
And run among the ranks ?
Sem. All, all is ready ;
The factious leaders are our friends, thatspread
Murmurs and discontents among the soldiers 3
They count their toilsome marches, long fatigues,
Unusual fastings, and will bear no more
This medley of philosophy and war.
Within an hour they’llstorm the senate house.
Syph. Meanwhile Ill draw up my Numidian
troops
Within the square, to exercise their arms,
And, as I see occasion, favour thee.
I laugh, to see how your unshaken Cato
Wilk look aghast, while unforeseen destructior
Pours in upon him thus from every side.
So, where our wide Numidian wastes extend,
Sudden, th’ impetuous hurricanes descend,
Wheel through the air; in circling eddies play,
Tear up the sands, and sweep whole plains away.
¥
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Shall rise and fall by virtue’s nicest rules.
Por. When love's well tim'd, ’tis not a fault to
» love:
The strong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wise,
Sink in the soft captivity together.
Marec. Alas, thou talk’st like oue, that never felt
Th’ impatient throbs and longings of a soul,
That pants, and reaches after distant good !
A lover does not live by vulgar time;
Relicve me, Portius, in my Lucia’sabsence
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden ;
And yet, when I behold the charming maid,
T'm ten times more undone ; while hope and fear,
And grief and rage, and love, rise up at once,
And with variety of pain distract me.
Por. What can thy Portius do to give thee help #
Mare. Portius, thou oft enjoy’st the fair one’s'pre-
sence, .
Then undertake my cause, and plead it to her,
With all the strength and heat of eloquence
Fraternal love and friendship can inspire.
Tell her, thy brother languishes to death,
And fades away, and withers in his bloom 3
That he forgets his sleep, and loathes his food,
That youth, and health, and war are joyless to him;
Desecribe his ansious days, and restless nights,
And a1l the torments that thou seest me suffer.

Por. Marcus, I beg thee give menot an office,
That suits with me so ill. Thou know’st my tempere
Mare. Wilt thou behold me sinking in my woes,

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm,
"I'o raise me from amidst this plunge of sorrows?
Por. Marcus, thou canst not ask what ['d refuse ;
But here, believe me, Ive a tho usand reasons
Mare. I know thow’lt say, my passion’s out of sea-
son, :
That Cato’s great example and misfortunes
E 2

&
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Should both conspire to drive it from my thoughts.
But what's all this to one, that loves like me 2
O Portius, Portius, from my soul I wish®

. Thou did’st but know thyself what ’tis to love !
Then would’st thou pity and assist thy brother.
Por. What should I do 2 If I disclose my passion,
Our friendship’s at an end : If I conceal it,
The world will call me false to a friend and brother.
[dside.
Marc. But see, where Lucia, at her wonted hour,
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch,
Enjoys the noon day breeze ! Observe her, Portius 5
That face, that shape, those eyes, that heay'n of
beauty !
Observe her well, and blame me if thou canst.
Por. She sces us, and advances
Mare. Ull withdraw,
And leave youfor a while. Remember, Portius,
Thy brother’s life depends upon thy tongue. [ Eazt..

Enter Liucra.

Lucia. Did not I see your brother Marcus here ?
Why did he fly the place, and shun my presence ?
Por. Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to show
His rage of love ; it preys upon his life ;
He pines, he sickens, he despairs, he dies !
Lucia. How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the .
shock
Of love and friendship ! Think betimes, my Portius,
Think how the nuptial tie, that might ensure
Our mutual bliss, would raise tosuch a height
Thy brother’s griefs, as might perhaps destroy him.
Por. Alas,poor youth ! What dost thou think, my
Lucia ?
His gen’rous, open, undesigning heart
Has begg'd his rival to solicit forhim !
Then do not strike him dead with a denial.
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Lucia. No, Portius, no; Isee thy sister’s tears,
Thy father’s anguish, and thy brother’s death,
In the pursuit of our ill-fated loves ;
And, Portius, here I swear ; to Heav'n I swear,
To Heav'n, and all the powers that judge mankind,
Never to mix my plighted liands with thine,
Whilesuch a cloud or mischief hangs upon us,
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out
From all my thoughts—as far as T am able.
Por. What hast thou said ? I'm thunderstruck—
recall
Those hasty words, or I am lost for cver.

Laccie. Has not the vow alveady pass'd mylips?
The gods have heard it, and 'tis seal’d in heay'n.
May all the vengeance, that was ever pourd
On perjur'd heads, o’erwhelm me, if I break qtay

Por. Fix’d in astonishment, I gaze upon thee,
Like one just blasted by a stroke from Heav'n,
Who pauts for breath, and stiffens, yct alive,
In dreadful looks, a monument of wrath !

TLucia. Think, Portius, think thou seest thy dying

brother

Stabb’d at his heart, and all besmear’d with blood,
Storming at Heav'n and thee ! Thy awtul sire
Sternly demands the cause, th” accursed cause,
That robs him of his son ; poor Marcia trembles,
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs,
Calls out on Lucia. What could Lucia answer,
Or how stand up in such a scene ofsorrow

Por. To my confusion and eternal arief,

I must approve the sentence that destroys me. ;

Lucia. Portius, no more ; thy words shoot through

my heart,
Melt my resolves, and turn me all to love.
Why are those tears of fondness in thy eyes ?
Why heaves thy heart 2 Why swells thy soul with sor-
row ?
It softens me too much—farewell, my Portius !
E 3
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Farewell, though death is in the word,—for ever !
Por. Stay, Lucia, stay ! What dost thou say ? For
ever ?
Thou must not go; my soul still hovers o’er thee,
And can’t get loose.
Lucia. If the firm Portius shake
To hear of parting, think what Luecia suffers !
Por. Tis true, unruffled and serene, I've met
The common accidents of life, but here :
Such an unlook’d for storm of ills falls on me,
It beats down all my strength, I cannot bearit.
We must not part.
& Lueia. What dost thou say ? Not past !
Hast thou forgot the vow. that [ have made :
Arenot there heavns, and gods, that thunder o’er us?
—But see; thy brother Marcus bends this way ;
I sicken at the sight.  Once more farcwell,
Tarewcll, and know, thou wrong'st me, if thou think’st,
Ever was love, or ever grief like mine.
[Exit Lucia,

Enter MaRrcUS.

Mare. Portius, what hopes? How stands she ? am
Idoom’d
To lifeor death ?
Por. What would’st thou have me say?
DMarc. What means this pensive posture? Thou
appean’st
Like one amazd and terrify’d.
Por. I've reason.
Marc. Thy downcast looks, and thy disorder’d
‘thoughts,
Tell me my fate. T ask not the success
My cause hasfound.
Lor. Pm oriev’d I undertook it.
DMarc. What, does the barbarous maid insult my
heart, :
" My aching heart, and triumph in my pains ?
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~ Why could not Cato fall
Without your guilt ! Behold, ungrateful men,
Behold my bosom naked to your swords,
And let the man, thats injurd, strike the blow.
Which of you all suspects that he is wrong'd?
Or thinks he suffers greater ills than Cato ?
Am I distinguish’d from you but by toils,
Superior toils, and heavier welght of cares ?
Painful preeminence !
Sem. Confusion to the villains 1 all is lost ! [ Aside.
Cato. Haye you forcotten Lybia's burning waste,
Yts barren rocks, parch’d earth, and hills of sand,
Tts tainted air, and all its broods of poison 2
Who was the first to explore th’ untrodden path,
When life was hazarded in evry step ?
Opr, fainting in the long laborious march,
When, on the banks of an unlook’d for stream,
You sunk the river with repeated draughis,
Who was thelast of all your host who thirsted ?
Sem. Did not his temples glow
In the same sultry winds, and scorching heats 2
Cato. Hence, worthless men ! henee ! and complair
to Caesar,
You could notundergo the toil of war,
Nor bear the hardships that your leaderbore.
Tuc. See, Cato, see the unhappy men; they
weep !
Tear, and remorse, and sorrow for their erime,
Appear in ev'ry look, and plead for mercy.
Cualo. Learnto be honest men, give up your lead-

€ers,
And pardon shall descend on all the rest.

Sem. Cato, commit these wretches to my care;
Tivst let them each be broken on the rack,
\Then, with what life remains, impal’d,and left
To writhe at leisure round the bloudy stake,
There let them hang, and taint the southern wind.
The partners of their crime will learn obedience.
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Cuto. Forbear, Sempronius |—see they sufter death,
But in their deaths remember they are men
Strain not the laws, to make their tortures gricvous,
Lucius, the base, degen'rate age requires
Severity. §
When by just vengeance guilty mortals perish,
The gods behold the punishment with pleasure.
And lay th’ uplifted thunderbolt aside.
Sem. Cato, I execute thy will with pleasure.
Cato. Meanwhile we'll sacrifice to liberty.
Remember, O my friends ! the laws, the rights,
The gen’rous plan of pow’r deliver'd down
From age to age by your renown’d forefathers,
(So dearly bought, the price of so much blood :)
Oh, let it never perish in your hands !
But piously transmit it to your children.
Do thou, great libenty, inspire our souls,
And make our lives in thy possession happy,
Or our deaths glorious in thy just defence.
[Exeunt CaTo, &e.
I Lead. Sempronius, you have acted like your-
self.
One would have thouoht you had been halfin carnest.
Sen. Villain, stand off; base, grovling, worthless
wretches,
Monarels in faction, poor faint-hearted traitors !
L Licad. Nay, now you camy it too far, Sempro-
ujus!
Sem, Know, villains, when such paltry slaves pre-
sume
To mix in treason, if the plot succeeds,
They're thrown neglected by ; but, if it fails,
‘They're sure to die like dogs, as you shall do.
Here, take these factious monsters, drag them forth
To sudden death. ;
1 Lead. Nay, since it comes to this—
Sem. Despatch them quick, but first pluck out their
tongues,
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Juba, to all the brav'ry of a hero,
Adds softest Tove, and more than female sweetness
Juba might make the proudest of ouv sex;,
Any of woman kind, but Marcia, happy.

Lucia. And why not Marcia ? Come, you strive in

vain

To hide your thoughts from one, whoknows too well
The inward glowings of a heart in love,

Marcia. While Cato lives, his daughter hasno right
To love or hate, but as his choice directs,

Lucia. But should this fither give you to Sempro=

nius?

Marcia. | dare not think he will; butif he should—
Why wilt thou add to all the gricfs I suffer
Imaginary ills, and fancy’d tortures?

1 hear the sound of feet! ‘They march this way!

Let us retire, and try if we can drown

Each softer thought in sense of present danger:
When love once pleads admission to our hearts,

TIn spite of all the virtue, we can boast, 1
The woman, that deliberates, is lost. [Exeunt.

Enter SEMPRONTUS, dressed like JUBA, with
Numipray Guanrps. =

Sem. The deer is lodg’d, I've track’d her to her co-
vert.

How will the young Numidian rave to sce
His mistress lost! If aught could glad my soul,
Beyond th’ enjoyment of so bright a prize,
"Pwould be to torture that young, gay, barbarian.
— But, hark ! what noise! Death tomy hopes! “tis he,
*Tis Juba’s self! there is but one way left——

Enter Juna.

Jub. What do T'see? Who's this, that dares usurp
The guards and habits of Numidia’s prince?

Sem., One, that was born to scourge thy arrogance
Presumptuous youth!
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Jub. What can this mean? Sempronius !
Sem. My sword shall answer thee. Have at thy
heart.
Jiub. Nay, then, beware thy own, proud, barbarous,
mail. [SeneproNTUS falls.
 Sem. Curse on my stars! Am I then doom’d to fall
By a boy’s hand, disfigur’d in a vile
Numidian dress, and for a‘worthless woman ?
Gods, Um distracted ! this my close of life !
Oh, for & peal of thunder, that would make
Farth, sea, and air, and Heav'n, and Cato tremble !
[Dies.
Jub. T'll hence to Cato,
That we may there at length unravel all
This dark design, this mystery of fate.  [Eait Jusa.

Enter Lucra and MaRrc1A.

Lucia. Sure ‘twas the clash of swords ; my troubled
heart
Ts so cast down, and sunk amidst its sorrows,
It throbs with fear, and aches at ev’ry sound.
Oh, Marcia, should thy brothers, for my sake—
T die away with horror at the thought!
Marcia. See, Lucia, see! here’s blood ! here’s blood
and muzder!
Ha! a Numidian! Heav'n prescrve the prince!
- The face lies muffled up within the garment,
- But ah I death to my sight ! a diadem,
And royal robes ! O gods ! ’tis he, ’tis he !
Juba lies dead before us'!
Lucia. Now, Marcia now, call up to thy assistance
Thy wonted strength and constancy of mind,
Thou canst not put it to a greater trial.
_Z‘Iarui.a‘ Lucia, look there, and wonder at my pa-
tience ;3
Fave I not cause to rave, and beat my breast,
To rend my heart with grief, and run distracted ?

[ TR
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Lucia. What can I think, or say, to give thee com-
fort ?
Narcia. Talk not of comfort, “tis for lighter ills :
Behold a sight, that strikes all comfort dead.

Enter Juna, listening.

I will indulge my sorrows, and give way
To all the pangs and fury of despair ;
That man, that best of men, deserv'd it from me.

Jub. What do I hear? and was the false Sempro-

nius
That best of men ? Oh, had T fall'n like him,
And could have been thus mourn’d, I hadbeen happy.

Marcia. "Tis not in fate to ease my tortur'd breast.
Ob, he was all made up of love and charms!
Whatever maid could wish, or man admire :

Delight of every eye 3 when he appear'd,
A sceret pleasure gladen’d all that saw him ;
But when he talk’d, the proudest Roman blush’d
To hear his virtues, and old age grew wise.
Oh; Juba ! Juba !
Jub. What means that voice ? Did she naot call on
Juba? )

Marcia. Why dol think on what he was? he’s dead!
Tl¢'s dead, and never knew how much I lov’d him !
Lucia, who knows but his poor, bleeding heart,
Amidst its agonies, remember'd Marcia,

And the last words he utter'd call’d me cruel !
Alas ! he knew not, hapless youth, he knew not
Marcia’s whole soul was full of Toye and Juba !

Jub. Where am [ ? Do I live : or am indeed
What Mareia thinks ¢ All is Elysium round me !

Marcie. Ye dear temains of the most lov’'d of men, =
Nor modesty nor virtue here forbid 3
A last embrace, while thus

Jub. See, Marcia, see, [ Throwing himself before fier.
The happy Juba lives! he lives to catch
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That dear embrace, and to return it too,
With mutual warmth, and eagerness of love.
Marcia. With pleasure and amaze I stand trans-
¢ ported !
1f thou art Juba, who lies there?
Jub. A wretch,
Disguis'd like Juba on a curs’d design.
¥ could not hear
To leave thee in the ncighbourbood of death,
But flew, in all the haste of love, to find thee;
T found thee weeping, and confess this once,
Am rapt with joy, to see my Marcia’s tears.
Marcia, I've been surprisd in an unguarded hour,
But must not now go back; the love, that lay
Half smother'd in my breast, has broke through all
Tts weak restraints, and burns in its full lustre.
1 cannot, if I would, concealit from thee.
Jub. My joy, my best belov'd, my only wish !
How shall I speak the transport of my sould i
Marcia. Lucia, thy arm. - Lead to my apartment,
Oh, prince! L blush to think what I have said,
But fate has wrested the confession from me;
Go on, and prosper in the paths of honour.
Thy virtue will excuse my passion for thee.
And make the gods propitious to our love.
f [ Eveunt Marcia and Lucra.
Jub. T am so biest, I fear tis all a dream.
Tortune, thou now hast made amends for all
Thy past unkindness: I absolve my stars.
What though Numidia add her conquer'd towns
And provinces to swell the victor's triumph,
Juba will never at his fate repine:
Tet Caesar have the world, if Marcia’s mine.  [Exé.
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He would not stay, and perish, like Sempronius.
Cato. Perfidious man ! But haste, my son, and see
Thy brother Marcus acts a Roman’s part.
[Ea:it PorTIUS.
__Tucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me :
Justice gives way to force : the conquer'd world
Is Cesar’s! Cato has no business in it.
Luc. While pride, oppression, and injustice reign,
The world will still demand her Cato’s presence.
In pity to mankind submit to Ceesar,
And reconcile thy mighty soul to life.
Cato. Would Luecius have me live to swell the
number
‘Of Ceesan’s slaves, or by a base submission
Giye up the cause of Rome, and own a tyrant &
Tare. The victor never will impose on Cato
Ungen'rous terms.  His enemies confess
The virtues of humanity are Caesar’s.
Cato. Curse on his virtues ! they’ve undone his coun-
try.
Such popular humanity is treason
But see young Juba; the good youth appears,
Full of the guilt of his perfidious subjects !
* Luc. {\las, poor prince ! his fate deserves compas-
sion.

Enter JuBa.

Jub. I blush, and am confounded to appear
Before thy presence, Cato.
Cato. What's thy crime?
Jub. 'm a Numidian.
Cato. And a brave one, too. Thou hast a Roman
soul.
Jub. Hast thou not heard of my false countrymen?
Cato. Alas, young prince! °
Falsehood and fraud shoot up in ev’ry soil, *
The product of all climes-—Rome has its Caesars.
Jub. "Tis generous thus to comfort the distress'd.
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Cato. *Tis just to give applause where *tis desery’d =
‘Thy virtue, prince, has stood the test of fortune,
Like purest gold, that, tortur’d in the furnace,
Comes out more bright, and bringsforth all its weight.

Jub. What shall I answer thee?

T’d rather gain
Thy praise, O Cato! than Numidia’s empire.

Enter PorTiUs.

Por. Misfortune on misfortune! grief on grief!
My brother Marcus

Cato. Ha! what has he done ?

Has he forsook his post 7 Has he given way?
Did he look tamely on, and let them pass?

Por. Scarce had Ileft my father, but I met him
Borne on the shields of his surviving soldiers,
Breathless and pale, and cover’d o’er. with wounds,
Long, at the head of his few faithful friends,

He stood the shock of a whole host of foes,
Till, obstinately brave, and bent on death,
Oppress'd with multitudes, he greatly fell.

Cato, TI'm satisfy’d.

Por. Nor did he fall, before
Hissword had pierc’d through the false heart of Syphax.
Yonder he lies. Lsaw the hoary traitor
Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground.

Cato. Thanks to the gods, my boy has done his duty.
—Portius, when I am dead, be sure you place
His urn near mine.

Por. Long may they keep asunder!

Luc. Oh, Cato, arm thy soul with all its patience ;
See where the corpse of thy dead son approaches !
The citizens and senators, alarm’d,

Have gather’d round it, and attend it weeping.

Caro meeting the Corpse.—SENATORS attendung.

Cato. Welcome, my son! Here lay him down, my
friends,
¥



56 CATOG [acr 1v.

Tull in my sight, that I may view at leisure
The blosdy corse, and count those glorious wounds.
— Tlow beautiful is death, when earn’d by virtue !
Who would not be that youth? What pity is it,
That we can die but once to scrve our country !
—Why sits this sadness on your brows, my friends?
I should have blush’d, if Cato’s house had stood
Secure, and flourish’d in a ciyil war,
Portius, behold thy brother, and remember,
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it.
Jub. Was ever man like this !
Cato. Alas, my friends,
Why mourn you thus ? let not a private loss
Afflict your hearts. "Tis Rome requires our tears,
The mistress of the world, the seat of empire,
The nurse of heroes, the delight of gods,
That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth,
And set the nations free ; Romeisno more.
Oh, liberty! Oh, virtue! Oh, my country !
Jub. Behold that upright man ! Rome fills his eyes
With tears, that flow’d not o’cr his own dear son. -
- [Aside.
Cato. Whate’er the Roman virtue has subdu’d,
The sun’s whole course, the day and year, are Casar’s :
For him the sclf-devoted Decii dy’d,
The Fabii fell, and the great Scipios conquerd:
Ey'n Pompey fought for Casar.  Oh, my friends,
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages,
The Roman empire, fall'n! Oh, cur<'d ambition !
Fall'n into Casar’s hands | Our great forefathers
Had left him nought to conquer, but his country.
Jub. While Cato lives, Caesar will blush to see
Mankind enslay’d, and be asham’d of empire.
Cato. Casarasham’d! Has he notseen Phrasalia
Luc. 'Tis time thou save thyself and us. 8
Cato. Lose not a thought onme; I'm out of danger;
Heav'n will not leave me in the victor's hand.
Casar shall never say, he conquer’d Cato.




SCENE IL] CATO. SO T

But oh, my friends! your safety flls my heart
With anxious thoughts; a thousand sccret tervors
Rise in my soul. How shall I save my friends?
Tis now, O Casar, I begin to fear thee!
ZLe. Ceesar has mercy, if we ask it of him.
Cato. Then ask it, 1 conjure you; let him know,
Whate’er was done against him, Cato did it.
Add, if you please, that I request it of him,—
That I myself, with tears, request it of him,—
The virtue of my friends may pass unpunish’d.
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy sake.
Should I advise thee to regain Numidia,
Or seck the congueror 2—
Jub. 1t I forsake thee
Whilst I have life, may Heavn abandon Juba!
Cato. 'Thy virtues, prince, if I foresee aright,
Will one day make thee great; at Rome, hereafter,
“Pwill be no erime to have been €ato’s friend.
Portius, draw near: my son, thou oft hast seen
Thy sire engag’d in a corrupted state,
Waestling with viee and faction : now thou seest me
Spent, overpower’d, despairing of success;
Lét me adyise thee to retreat betimes
o thy paternal scat, the Sabine ficld;
Where the great Censor toil’d with his own hands,
And all our frugal ancestors were bless'd
Jdn humble virtues, and a rural life ;
There live retir'd, pray for the peace of Rome
Content thyself to be obscurely good. -
When vice prevails, and impious men bear sway,
The post of honour is & private station. f
Por. I hope my father does not recommend
A life to Portius that he scorns himself.
Cato. Farewell, my friends ! If there he any of you,
Who dare not trust the victor’s clemency,
Know there ave ships prepar’d, by my command,
That shall convey you to the wish’d for port. ]
Is there aught else, my friends, I can do for you?
T2
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And intimates cternity to man.

Eternity! thou pleasing, dreadful thought!
Through what variety of untry’d being,

Through what new scenes and changes must we pass?
The wide, the unbounded, prospect lies before mes
But shadows, clouds, and darkness, rest upon it.
Here will I hold. If there’s a Power above us,
(And that there is, all nature cries aloud

Through all her works) he must delight in virtues
And that, which he delights in, must be happy.
But when, or where ?—this world was made for Cacsar :
I’'m weary of conjectures—this must end them.

[Laying his Hand on his Sword,

Thus am T doubly arm’d:. my death and life,

My bane and antidote are both before me.

This in a2 moment brings me to an end ;

But this informs me I shall never die.

The soul, secur’d in her existence, smiles

At the drawn dagger, and defies its point.:

The stars shall fade away, the sun himsclf

Grow dim with age, and nature sink in years,

But thou shalt flourish in immortal youth,
Unhurt amidst the war of elements,

The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds.
What means this heaviness, that hangs upon me?
This lethargy, that creeps through all my senses ?
Nature, oppress'd and harass'd out with care,

Sinks down to rest. This once I'll favour her,
That my awaken’d soul may take her flight,
Renew’d in all her strength, and fresh with life,
An oft’ring fit for Heav’n. Let guilt or fear
- Disturb man’s rest, Cato knoivs neither of them,
Indiff’rent in his choice to sleep or die.

Enter PorTIUS.
But, hah! who’s this? my son! Why this intrusion ¢
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62 : CATO. {act v.

Cato is stern and awful as a god;
He knows not how to wink athuman frailty,
Or pardon weakness, that he never felt.
Maycia. Though stern and awful to the foes of
Rome, x
He is all goodness, Lucia, always r_mlr] 3
Compassionate and gentle to his friends :
Till’d with domestic tenderness, the best,
The kindest father ; I have ever found him,
Easy and good, and bounteous to my wishes.
TLucia. “Tis his consent alone, can make us blest.
Marcia, we both are equally involv'd
In the same intricate, perplex’d distress.
The erael band of fate, that has destroy'd
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament
Marcia. And ever shall lament ; unhappy youth I
Lucia. Has set my soul at large, and now I stand
Toose of my voiv. But-who knows Cato’s thoughts?
Who knows how yet he may dispose of Portius,
Or how he has determin’d of thyself?
Marcia. Lee him but live, commit the rest to
Heav'n,

Enter Luecius.

Tie. Sweet ave the slumbers of the virtuous man !
Oh, Marcia, I have seen thy sodlike father!
Some power invisible supports his soul,
And bears it upin all its wonted greatness.
A kind, refreshing sleep is fall'n upon him ¢
1 saw him stretch’d at ease 3 his fancy lost
In pleasing dreams; as I drew near his couch,
¢ smil’d, and ery’d, © Casar, thou canst not hurt
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