





MARKS.

The author of this comedy possessed @ mind which
delighted every man, and a person which charmed: -
eyery woman,

Wycherly lived in the cheerful days of Charles 1he
1Secoud ; was the companion of the wits of that pe~
riod, caressed by his sovereign, and itis said, beloved
iby his sovereign’s mistress, the beautiful Duchess of
[Cleveland.

As a wife has too often the power to make her
{husband conceive a friendship for the very man who
jls the means of his disgrace, such surcly may be
the power of a mistress ; and the singular par tality,
iwhich his Majesty showed for the author of this play,
miglit possibly be derived from the same artful source:
{which  supplies treachery to the mairiage state—
[though, in the present case, followed by less fatal
|consequences.

In the course of a dangerous illness, which for
some time threatened Wycherly’s life, the king even
icondescended to visit him at his lodgings in Bow
street, and was graciously pl(‘d:ed to present, fitm: with
alalao sum of money, in order to trave, ¢l to the wulh
lof France tor the recovery of his health —On his Te-
{turn to England, the monarch conferred on him'a
[still bigher degree of honour than he had yet done,

mETT by entrusting to his care the tuition of a favourite
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30n, and allowing him a pension; of fifteen hundred &
year for his guardianship.

The present comedy was greatly admired by the
court, and warmly reccived by the town; which will
give the reader no surprise; as its fable, incidents, and
dialogue, are all perfectly dramatick, and worthy of
high admiration.—Yet, to one, who has seen this play
acted of late years, it must appear wonderful how it
could ever be performed successfully without Mrs.
Jordan. %

Mrs. Jordan made her first appearance on the
London stage in the character of Peggy. She came
with no report in her favour to elevate her above a
very moderate salary’; or to attract more than a very
moderate house when she appeared. But here mo-
deration stopped. She at ‘once displayed such con-
summate art, with such bewitching nature—such
excellent sense, with such innocent simplicity, that
her auditors were boundless in their plaudits, and so
warm in her praises, when they left the theatre, that
their friends at home would not give credit to the ex-
tent of their eulogiums.

It is unnecessary to tell the present generation,
that not a syllable, that was spoken in Mrs. Jordan’s
commendation in this character, was extravagant.

Amongst the external gifts, which inspire endear-
ing sensations from one human being to another,
the most fascinating; is, perhaps, a melodious voice
—riot the vocal music of singing, but of speaking.
Mis. Jordan has this gift beyond any woman who
speaks in public.  As a proof, her pronunciation
35 impeifect; for, most of her words are uttersd
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witha kind of provincial dialect ; iyet her tones/are
enchanting as the softest harmany—*a concmd of
sweet sounds.”:

& The Country Girl” was originally»‘called “ The
Country Wife;” aud: received its new title from M.
Gaurick, who revived the comedy, when he: was ma-
nager of Drury Lane, and expuliged: those parts ofiit,
. which probably were. thought ithe most: eritertaining
in; the age when it was wiitten,:but whichvan'im-
proved taste delicately rejects. The comedys dnifs
\present . state,  boasts. the. witty dmlogue of former
times, blended w "h‘tht. purity,-and happy mmdents,
.of modern dramas. Ny

As. the catastrophe of all comedies; is smanriage,
mamagv was likewise the, catastrophe of poor W=
chulys oM comick scenes; for he married, and the
xest of Vns’hm wis a deep tragedys - He manied the
Counttss af DlO"he&l.t, who .was young, rich, and
| unful but who hed . not domestic: virtues.to re-
tor the loss ofthis sovereign’s fayoun, which
: dy followed their union. | It is-saidyithe
kmﬂ resented the author’s not having. solicited. his

consent to the nuptials; but other causes:were more
ély'tp have.effectedhis disgrace’ aticourt.: The
d Cleveland might behis enemy ;05,5 Charles
ond was a sacjal spirit; perhaps,dlike:Sparkish
i play, he—¢ Could:nog loye a) wowan,: ‘whom!
other men did not love.—And his.:Majesty. might
i Wycherlys Ppassion; for. the.Duchess:to intite
h:a own ; as companions, by secing others:dii 1
mem]} I(.u to the joys of intoxication,
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THE

COUNTRY GIRL.

2w ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I.

Harcourt’s Lodgings.

.. Harcourt end BELVILLE discovered sifting.

Harc. Ha, ha, ha! and so you are in love, nephew,
not reasonably and gallantly, as a young gentleman
ought, but sighingly, miserably so—not: content to be
ankle deep, you have soused over head and ears—ha,
Dick# = ;

Belv. I am pretty much in that condition, indeed,
uncle. BRAs AR [Sighs.

Harc. Nay, never blush at it—when I was of your
age 1 was ashamed too—but three years at college,
and half a one at Paris, methinks should have cured
you of that unfashionable weakness—modesty.

Belo. Could I bave released myself from that, T
had, perhaps, been at this instant happy in the pos-
session of what I must despair now ever to obtain—
Heigho ! 1

Harc. Ha, ha, ha! very foolish indeed.

Belv, Don't laugh at me, uncle; I am foolish, I
know ; but, like other fools, I deserve to be pitied.
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Hmc Prythee don’t talk Dfplt_y 5 how can I help
yous for this cuuutry glrl of yours . JS certamly
married.

" Belv. No, no—1 won’t bélieve it 5 she is not mar-
nul nor she sha’n't, if I can lu]p n

Hare, Well 'said, ‘modesty.—Willy such a spmt,
you can help yourself; Dick, without my assistanee.

Belp. But you must encourage, and advise me t0o,
or I shall never make any thing of it. ;

Harc: Provided the ‘gitl is not married; for 1
never, ‘nevereicourage young men_to covet lhur
neighbours’ wives,

Belo, My heart assures me, that she i Is not mar-
nod

“Hare: O,'to be suie, your heart is much to'be re-
Ticd upon—Dbut to convince you that I have a fellow-
feeling of your distress, and) that I am as’ nearly allle
to you in mxafmtnnea as m rclanonsmp Tyou must
know——

= Bely./What, unclei you alalm
& Hare. [‘hat L am in‘love too
“ Belo, Indeed ! 9

S Harc. Miserably in love.

i Bely. That's ¢tarmihg. ;
Hare. And iy mhtres; is _]ust vomu to be m
to another, b

Bel‘u Better and’ bctter S

% Hare. T knew my fellow: stifferngs” would: ple
yous; but' now m‘opare for lhc wonderful wonder of:

wonders 2 2

Belo. Well! 4 :

© Hare: My mistressis ii the saine onsé witls 30

Belv Wiat;are you ‘inlove with Pegey to
: £ ~ [Rising from his c.
arc, \N ¢l wd, Jcalcvusy —NU, 10, set
st.—Your Pvmry 18 t00 younh;anrhoo’umpl
me.—I must have one @ litite more k
better bred, just old enough to sce the

O
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tween me and a coxcomb, spirit enough to break from -
a brother’s engagements, and chuse for herself.
Belv. You don’t mean Alithea, who is to be mar-
ried to Mr. Sparkish ?
Harc. Can’t I be in love with a lady that is going
to be married to another, as well as you, sir?
Belz. But Sparkish is your friend? ;
Harc. Pr'ythee don’t call him my friend ; he can
be nobody’s friend, not even his own—He would
thrust himselfinto my acquaintance, would introduce
me to his mistress, though I have told him again and
again that I was in love with her, which, instead of
ridding me of him, has made him only ten times more
troublesome—and me really in love—Ie should suf-
fer for his self-sufficiency.
Bel. ’Tis a conceited puppy!—And what success
with the lady ¢ ;
Harc. No great hopes—and yet, if I could defer
the marriage a few days, I should not despair ;—her
honour, I am confident, is her only attachment to
my rival—she can't like Sparkish, and if I can work
upen his credulity, a credulity which even popery
would be ashamed of, I may yet have the chance of
throwing sixes upon the dice 1o save me.
Belv. Nothing can save me. 3
Hare, No, not if you whine and sigh, when you
should be exerting every thing that is man about
you. I have sent Sparkish, who is admitted at all
hours in the house, to know how theland lies for you,
and if she is not married already.
Belv. How cruel you are—you raise me up with
one hand, and then knock me down with the other!
Harc. Well, well, she shan’t be married. [Knocking
at the Door.] This is Sparkish, I suppose: don't drop
the least hint of your passion to himj; if you do, you
may as well advertiseit in the public papers.
Bely. T'll be careful, B
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Enter WILL1AM.

WWsl. An odd sort of a person, from the country
I believe, who culls himself Moody; wants to see you,
sir; but as I did not know him, I said you were not
at hume, but would return directly ; “ And so will T
t00,” said he, very short and surly; and away he
went, mumbling to himself.

Hare. Very well, Will =TIl see him when he comies.
[Exi¢. Witnuam.] Moody call to see;me !—He has
somﬂhmg morein his head than making me a visit
—'Uis to complain of you, I suppose.

Belv. How can he know me?

Harc. We must suppose the worst, and be prepared
for ‘him—Tell me all you know of this ward oi his,
this Peggy— Pegay what’s her name?

i Belv. Thrift, Thrift, uncle.

Hare. Ay, ay, Sir Thomas Thrift's dauuhler, of
Hampshire, and left very young under the guardlan-
ship of my old acquaintance and companion, Jack
Moody.

Bele. Your companion! he’s old cnough to be
your father.

- Hare: Thank you, nephew 5 -he. has greatly the ad-
vantage of me in years, as well as” wisdom.. When I
first launched from the upiversity into this ocean . of
London, he was the greatest rake in'it; I knew him
well for-near ‘twol years, but all of a sudden: he took
a freak (a very prudent one) of retiring wholly into
“ the couniry, ;
belo., There he gained such an ascendancy over the
‘odd disposition of his neighbour, Sir Thomas, that
be left him sole guardian to his daughter, who for-
feits half ber fortune if she does not marry with his
‘consent—there’s the devil, uncle.
Harc. And are-you so young, so foalish, and so
uch in love, that you would take her with half her
« value ? ha, nephew?
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Belv. Yll take her with any thing—with nothing.
~ Harc. What! such an unaccomplished, awkwabrd,
silly creature; he has scarce taught her to write ; she
has seen nobody to converse with, but the country
people about them ; so she can do nothing but dangle
her arms, look gawky, turnher toesin, and talk broad

Hampshire.

Bely. Don’v abuse her sweet simplicity —had jou
“but heard her talk, as [ have done, from the garden
wall in the country, by moonlight
" Harc. Romeo and Juliet, I protest, ha, ha, ha!
¢ Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious”——ha, ha, ha !

How often have you seen this fair Capulet?

. Belv: I saw her three times in the country, and
spoke to her twice; I have leapt an orchard wall,
like Romeo, to come ather, played the balcony scene
from an old summer house in the garden; and, if I
lose her, ['will find out an apothecary, and play the
tomb scene too.

Harc. Well said, Dick !—this spirit must produce
something.—But ‘has the old dragon ever caught you
“sighing at her? ; i
Belv. Never in the country ; he saw me yesterday
kissing my hand to her from the new tavern window,
that looks upon' the back of his house, and iminedi-
“ately drove her from it, and fastencd up the window
shutters. %
“ Spark.{Without.] Very well, Will, I'll goup to them.
Harc. 1 hear Sparkish coming up—take care of
what I told you—not a word of Peggy ;—hear his
‘intelligence, and make use of it without seeming to
“mind 1t.
Belv. Mum, mum, uncle.

Enter SPARKISH. "

Spark. O, iy dear Harcourt, I shall die with langh~
ing—I have such news for thee—ha, ha, hal—
What, your nephew too, and a little dumpish, or so—
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you have been giving him a lecture upon economy,
X suppose—you, who never had any, can best de-
scribe the evils that arise from the want of it.—I ne-
ver mind my own affairs, not [— The gods take
care of Cato.”—TI hear, Mr. Belville, yon have got
a pretty snug house, with a bow window that looks
into the Park, and a back door that goes out into it.
—Very convenient, and well imagined—no, young
handsome fellow should be without one—you may
be always ready there, like a spider in his web, ‘te
seize upon strayed women of quality.

Harc. As you used to do—you vain fellow you ;
pry'thee don’t teach my nephew your abandoned
tricks—he is a modest young man, and you must not
spoil him,—

Spark. May be so;—but his modesty has done
some mischief at our house—my surly, jealous bro-
ther-in-law saw that modest young gentleman casting
a wishful eye at his forbidden fruit, from the new
tavern window.

Belv. You mistake the person, Mr. Sparkish—I
don’t know what young lady you mean. :

Harc. Explain yourself, Sparkish, you must mis-
take— Dick has never seen the giil.

Spark. 1 dow’t say he has; I only tell you what
Moody says. - Besides, he went to the tavern himself,
*and inquired of the waiter, who dined in the back
Toom, No. 4, and they told him it was Mr, Belville,
your nephew ; that’s all I know of the matter, or de-
sire to know of it, “faith.

Harc. He kissed his hand, indeed, to your lady,
Alithea, and is more in love with her than you are,
and very near as much as I am; so look about you,
such a youth may be dangerous. }

Spark. The more danger the more honour: I defy
you both ; win her and wear her if you can— Dolus
an virtus in love as well asin war—though you must
be expeditious, ‘faith ; for I believe, if I don’t change
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mind, I shall-marry her to-morraw, ‘or the day after.
Haye: you no:honest clergyman, Harcourt, no ‘fellow
collegian; torecommend to me to do the business? =
« Harc. Nothing, ever, sure, was so lucky. [4side.]”
Why, “faith, T have, Sparkish;; ‘my brother, a twin®
brother, Ned Harcourt; will be in town to-duy, and®
proud-to attend:-your commands. I 'ama very'gere--
rous:Tival; you see,  to lend you my brother to marry
the woman Ilove ! isf e ; i
< Spark.. And'so.am I too, to let your brother ‘come
80 near us—but Ned: shall be the man'; poor Alithea®
grows impatient—I can’t 'put off the évil day any
lomger—I fancy the brute her brother, lias a mind to
marny his country idiot at-the same time. A8
Belv. How, country idiot, sir! {
. Hare: Taisez vous;: bete: [Aside ¢o Barvirie.] I
thought she had been marriedalready. L
< Sparki; No, no; he's not married, that’s the joke'
ofdit. st m y s
Belv. No, no, he’s not married. L
Hare: Hold-your tongue—= [Elbowing BELVILE
Spark. Nothe—I have the finest story to'tell yon—
by, the bye; he intends calling upon you, for he ask’d
me where you lived, to complain of modesty there.—
Heipicked up an old ‘raking acquaintance of his, as
we -came; along- together.—Will.: Frankly, who ‘saw
him <with his @irl, sculking' and muffled up, at the’
play last night: he’ plagued him much about matri-
mony, and: his being ashamed to show himself; swore
he was in love with his wife, and intended'to cuckold
him. “ Do you " cried Moody; folding his arms, and
scowling with: his eyes thus-—— You'must have more
wit than you used to have.~—Besides, if you have as
much as you think you: have, T shall be'out of your
reach, and this' profligate metropolis, in less than a
week”  Moody would' fain have got rid of him, but
the other held him by the sleeve; so I left them;
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tejoiced most Juxuriously to see. the poot devil tor-
mented. Y }

‘Belv. I thought you said, just now, that he was not
married : Isnot that a contradiction, sir?

[Ha Rcou i still makes signs to BELviLLE:

Spark. Why, it is a kind of one—but considering
your modesty, and your ignorance of the young lady,
you are pretty tolerably inquisitive, methinks, ha,
Harcourt! La, ha, ha!l

Harc. Pooh, pooh ! don’t talk to that boy, tell me
all you know. ¢ ;

Spark.  You must know, my booby of a brother-
in-lawv hath brousht up this watd of his (a good for-
tune let me tell you) as he coops up and fattens his
chickens, for bis own cating: he is plaguy jealous of
her, and was very soity that he could not marry her
in the country, without coming up to town; which
he could not do, on' account of some writings or
othér 5 so what does my gentleman ? he persuades the
poor silly girl, by breaking a sixpence, or some non-

- sense or another, that they are to all intents married
.in heaven; but that the laws require the signing of
articles, and 'the church service to complete their
union—so he has made her call him husband, ‘and
Bud, which she constantly does, and he (calls her
wife, and gives out she is married, that she may not
look after younger follows, nor younser fellows after
her, egad ; ha, ha, ha'! and all woirt do. 3
Belwy. Thank you, sit,—What heavenly news, uncle!
; [dside.

Haye.: Whatanidiot you are, nephew ! And so then
you make but one trouble of it; and are both to be
tacked together the same day ? !

Spark. No, 'no, he can’t be married this week ; he
damns the lawyers for keeping bim in town; be-
sides, I am out of favour; and he is continually
snarling at me, and abusing me, for not being jed
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lous. [Kuocking at the Door.] There he is—I must not
be seen with you, for he’ll suspect something; I'll go
with your nephew to his house, and we’ll wait for
you, and make a visit to my wife that is to be, aud,
perhaps, we shall show young modesty here a sight of
Pegay too.

Enter WiLL1A M.

Will. Sir, here’s the strange, odd sort of a gentle-
man come again, and I haye shown him into the fore
parlour. .

Spark. That must he Moody! Well said, Will ;
an-odd sort of a strange gentleman indeed ;5 we'll step
into the next room, till he comes into this, and then
you may have him all to_yourself—much good may
1t do you. [SPARK1SH going, rcturns.] Remember that
he is married, or he'll suspect me of betraying hiw.

[Ezeunt SparKisSH and BELVILLE.

Harc. Show him up, Will. [Exit WizLiam.] Now
must I prepare myself to see @ very strange, though a
very, natuial metamorphosis—a once high-spirited,
handsome, well-dressed raking prodigal of the town,
sunk into a surly, suspicious, cconomical, country
sloven :

Enter MoopyY.

Moody. Mr. Harcourt, your humble servant———
bave you forgot me ? ! A i

‘Hayc. What, my old friend Jack Moody ! By thy
long absence from the town, the grumness of thy
countenance, and the slovenliness of thy habit, I'should
give thee joy—you are certainly married. ;

Doody. My long stay in the country will excuse my
dress, and I have a suit at law that brings me up to
town, aund puts me out of humour—besides, 1 must
give Sparkish ten thousand pounds to-morrow to take
my sister off my hands, B
- Hure. Yoursisteris very much obliged to you——

<€ 2
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being so much older than her, you have taken upen
you the authority of a father, and have engaged her
to a coxcomb.

Moody. I baye; and to oblige her——nothing but
_coxcombs or debauchees are the favourites now-a-days,
and a coxcomb is rather the more innocent animal of
the two.

Harc. She has sense and taste, and can’t like him ;
50 you must answer for the consequences.

Moody. When she is out of my hands, her husband
must look to consequences, He's a fashionable fool,
and will cut his horns kindly.

Harc. And what is to secure your worship from
consequences »—I did not expect marriage from such
u rake—~—one that knew the town so well: fie, fie,
Jack.

Moody. Il tell you my security—I have married
no London wife.

Harc. That's all one—that grave circumspection in =
marrying a_country wife, is like refusing a deceitful,
pampered, Smithficld jade; to goand be cheated by a
friend in the country.

Moody. I wish the devil had both him and his si-
mile. [4dside.

Harc. Well, neyer grumble about it; what’s done
can’t be undone; is your wife handsome, and young ?

Moody. She haslittle beauty but her youth, nothing
to brag of but her health, and no attraction but her
modesty —=wholesome, homely, and housewifely—
that’s all.

Harc. You talk as like a grazier as you look, Jack,
—why did you not bring her to town before, to be
taught something ?

Moody. Which something T might repent as long as
I live

Harc. But, prythee,> why wouldst thou marry her,
if she be ugly, ill bred, and silly? She must be rich
then.
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. Moody. As rich asif she had the wealth of the Mo--

g xuin her husbaml like a London b'lU-
gage, with a million of vices Shf‘ fever heir

then,: because she’s ugly, she’s the likelier to be my

own; and being ill' bred, shelll hate conversiltion s
_and since silly dnd innocent, will not know the dxﬁ'cr—
~cnce between me and yous; Lhat 1s, between a man of

thirty, and one of forly.

e L'ifty, {o my Lnovlcdae—["\fluom’ {w'ns /83
cand & umbles.] But see how you and I difier, b

Wit To me is more necessary than beauty:
')nun" woman uely that has it; and no handaome

man dgrceubk without it.

Moody. *Tis my maxim—He’s a fool that mamLs'

_but he’s a greater that does mot marry a fool.
know the town, Mr. Harcourt, and my wife shi
L virtuous inspite of you, or your nephew.

Harc: My nephew '—poor sheepish lad—he runs

_away from every woman he sees—he saw your sister
“Alithea at the opera, and was much smitten with her
alvmys toasts licr—and hadtes the very name of
Kish, Il bring lim to your house—and you shall
furnnddblc Tarquin heis.
.1 hdve no curiosity, so give yoursc]f no
; You have heard of a wolf in sheep’s cloth-
g, dl\d ! have seen’your mnuccnt nvphuv kissing hxs
i m«ix al my dows.

Hare. At'your sister, | suppuse; not at lick, unless
he was up>_y How can you, Jack, beso: oulmﬂeously
susplcxous? Sparkish has promlsed to futtoduce hm‘l
1o his mistress.

Maor[z/ bp"ul\xalx is'a fuol '\m] md) be, ‘what 'l

~ ‘take care not to be.  Tconféss my visit to you, Mr.

Harcourt, was partly for old acquaintance sake, but

z :.hwﬂv to dLSll‘G)OUI‘ nepbew to confine liis «ra]l.mmes

to the t tayern, and not send them m Jooks: - or

tokens, on the other side of the way. [ keep nq bro-

thel—s06 pray tell your, nephew. . [Gmnf'.
Cud

I Ee.

HAT
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Harc. Nay, prythee, Jack, leave me in ‘better hu-
mour.—Well, T'll tell him, ha, ha, ha! poor Dick,
how he'll stare ! This will give him reputation, and
the girls won't laugh at him any longer. ‘Shallwe
dine together at the tavern, and send for my nephew,
to chide him for his gallantry? Ha, ha, ha! we shall
have fine sport !

DMoody. I am not to be laughed out of my senses,
Mr. Harcourt; I was once a modest, meek, young
gentleman myself, and I never have been half so'mis-
chieyous before or since, as I was in that state of in«
nocence. Angd so, old friend, make no ceremony
with me—I have much business, and you have much
pleasure, and  therefore, as 1 hate forms, T will ex-
cuse your returning my visit; or sending'your nephew
to satisfy me of his:modesty—and so your servant.

: . [Eait.
“<Hare. Ha, ha, ha! poor Jack! whata life o[f sus-

picion does he lead ! I pity the poor fellow, though he .

ought, and will suffer for ‘his folly. Folly!=—'tis
treason, murder, sacrilege! When persons of a certain
age will indulge their false, ungenerous appetites, at
the expense of a young creature’s happiness, dame
Nature will revenge' herself upon them, for thwarting
hermost heavenly will and pleasure. [Ewit.

ACT THE SECOND,
SCENE I.

A Chamber'in Moody’s House.

. Enter Miss Pecey and ALITHEA,
Peg. Pray, sister; where are the best fieldsiand
woods to walk in, in London }

1

¥
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Abth. ‘A pretty question! Why sister, Vauxhall,

Ranelagh; ‘and St. James’s Park, are the most fres
quented.
* Peg. Pray, sister, tell ‘me why my Bud looks so
grum here in town, and:keeps me up close, and will
not let me: go a walking, nor let me wear my: best
gown yesterday. 2

Abth. O, he's jealous; sister.

. Peg. Jealous!:what’s that ?

Alith. Helsqafraid you'should love another man. .
-t Peg. How should ‘he be afraid of my loving ane
oytlher man, when he will not let me'see any but him=
self ?

- Alith. Did henot carry you yesterday: to a play 2 4

““Peg.: Ayj; but wesatamongstugly people: he wouid
not.let me come mear the gentry, who satunder.us, so
thatI could not see them. Ile told me, none but
naughty women sat there—but I would have ventured
for all that. ¢ ;

Alith. Buthow did you likeitheplay® |«

Peg. Indeed I was weary ofthe play’; but I liked
hugeously the actors;; they are theigoodliest, properest
men, sister. :

Alith. O, but you must'not like the actors, sister. .
' Peg. Ay, how should I helpiit, sister! Pray, sister,
when my guardian comes in, will you ask leave for
me to go a walking?

Alith. A walking, ha, ha, ha! Lord, a country gen-
tlewoman’s pleasure is the drudgery of a foot-post;
and she requires as much airing as her husband’s
horses ! [Aside.] But here comes my brother; I'll ask
him, though I'm sure he’ll'not grant it.

Enter MooDY.

Peg. O my dear, dear Bud, welcome home ; why
dost thou look o fropish ? Who has nanger’d thee?
Moody. You'rea fool. [PEaoY gaes aside, and crics.
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Alitk. 'Faith, and soshe is, for (:1'3m<T for no fault 5
poor te ‘nder creature !

Maody. What, you would have her as 1mpudml as
yourselt, as-arrant a gilfiict, a gadder, 2 magpie, and
to say all, a mere notorious town woman !

Alith. Blolh(r, you are my only censurer; and the
honour of your famlly will sooner suffer in your 3 wife
that 15 to be, than i m me, lhough I take the umocent
TJiberty of the town !

Moutl_/. Hark you, mistress, do not talk so bcfow
my wite : the innocent liberty of the town'!

“Abith. Pray, what ill people freque nt my lodcmos?
I keep no company “uh any woman ofscandalous re-

“putation. - 2

. Moody, No, you keep the men of scandalous repu-
tation company.

. dhth: Would you not have mo eiyily answ
at publick places, walk with them when' thy join s
in the Park, Ranelagh, or Vauxhall ?

Moody. Hold, hald’; d¥ not teach my wWife \y}i(-re
the men are to bc found 2L heheve she’s the w
your town documents alieady. Ihid you keéep heri
ignorance, as I do. £

Peg, Indeed, be not anery. with: bvr

el me nolhmg of the town, (houah I'ask h
sand times a (ldy

ﬁml ?
Peg. Not Lindeed, denr, I hate London : our play-
house in the country is worth a thousand of’'t ; "w ould
T were there again | ;
Moudyy. S0 you sh;
talking of plays p].l)om whm] can
her encourager in such discourses.
Prg No, indeed, dear; she (lnd me Ju‘l‘ nowW for

l’Uuudy \a), if she is so mnncm“ as to. own to me
her Jiking them, there is no hurt in't. [4side] Come, *
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my poor rogue, but thou likest none better than
me?

Peg. Yes, indeed, but I do; the player-men are
finer folks.

Moody. But you love none better than me ?

Peg. You are my own dear Bud, and I know you 3
I' hate strangers. )

Moody. Ay, my dear, you must love me only ; and
not be like the naughty town women, who only hate
their husbands, and love every man else; love plays,
visits, fine coaches, fine clothes, fiddles, balls, treats,
and so lead a wicked town life,

Peg. Nay, if to enjoy all these things be a town
life, London is not so bad a place, dear.

Moody. How ! if you love me, you must hale
London.
" Peg. But, Bud, do the town women love the player-
men too?

Moody. Ay, I warrant you.

Peg. Ay, I warrant you.

Moody. Why, you do not, I hope ? :

Peg. No, no, Bud; but why have we no player-
men in the country? 5

Moody. Ha! Mrs. Minx, ask me no more to go to
a play. ;

Peg. Nay, why, love? I did not care for going:
but when you forbid me, you make me, as ‘twere,
desire it.
* Abith. So’twill be in other things, I warrant.

: [4side.

Peg. Pray let me go to a play, dear ? :
~ Moody. Hold your peace, I won't.

Peg. Why, love?

Moody. Why, Il tell you.

Alith. Nay, if he tell her, she’ll give him more
cause to forbid her that place. [Aside.

Peg. Pray, why, dear?
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Moody. First, you like theactors yand the gallant

 may like you. i ¥
Peg. What, a homely country girl? No, Bud, no-
body will like me. ;

Moody. I tell you yes, they may.

Peg. No, no, you jest—I won't believe you : T will
o0, i
% Hoody. I tell you then, that one of the most raking
fellows in town, who saw you there, told merhe was
in love with you.

Pea, Indeed ! who, who, pray, who was't 2

Moody. T've gone too far, and shpt ‘before I was
aware. - How overjoyed she is! [Aside.

Peg. Was it any: Hampshire gallant, or any of our
neighbours : ——'Promise you I am beholden to him.

Moody. 1 promise you, you lie; for he would but
ruin you, as he has done hundreds.

Peg. Ay, but if he loves me, why should he ruin
me ? answer me to that. Methinks, he should not; I
would do him no harm.

Alith. Ha; ha, ha'!

Moody. ’Tis very well ; but I'll keep him from do-
ing you any harm, or me cither. But here  comes
company ; get you in, get you in.

Peg. But, pray, husband, is he a pretty gentleman
that loves me ?

Moody. In, baggage, in.

: [Zhrusts ker in, and shuts the Door.

Enter SpArkisH, HArcourT, and BELVILLE.

Moody. What, all the libertines of the town brought,
to my lodging, by this casy coxcomb! ’Sdeath, LIl
mot suffer it. :

Spark. Here, Belyille, do you approve my choice?
Dear little ruguc,,! told you, I'd bring you acquainted
with all my friends, the wits. :
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Moody. Ay, they shall know her as: well as you
yourself will, T warrant you. 7

Spark: This 15 one of ‘these, ‘my pretty rogue, that
are to dance at your wedding to-murrow. And one

~you must make welcome, for he’s modest. [BeLvisLe
salutes. ALiTn EA.] Harcourt makes himself welcome,
and has not the same foible, though of the same fa-
mily. 3

AHare. You are too obliging, Sparkish.

Moody. And so he 1s, indeed. The fop’s horns witl
as naturally sprout upon his brows, as mushrooms
upon dunghills.

Hare. This, Mr. Moody, is my nephew you men-
tioned to me; Iwould bring him-with me, for a sight
of him will be sufficient, without poppy or mandra-
gora, toirestore you to your rest.

Belp. I am sorry, sir, that any mistake or impru-
dence of mine should haye given you any uneasiness;
it was not so intended, I assure you, sir.

Moody. It may be so, sir, but not the less criminal
for that—My wife, sir, must not be smirked and nod-
ded at from tavern'windows ; I'am a good shot, young
gentleman, and don't suffer magpies to come near my

cherries. : :

Bely. Was it your wife, ‘sir ?

Dloody. What's that to you, sir—suppose it was
my grandmother?

Belo. 1 would not dare to offend her—permit me
to say a word in privateto you.

[Exeunt Moopy and BELVILLE.

Spark. Now old Surly is gone, tell me, Harcourt,
if thou likest her as well as ever: My dear, dov’t
look down, [ should hate to have a wife of mine
out of countenance at any thing.

Abth. For shame, Mr. Sparkish.

Sparf. Tell me, I say, Harcourt, how dost like
her ¢ thou hast stared upon her enough to resolye
me,
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Harc. So infinitely well, that I could wish I had
a2 mistress too, that might differ from her in nothing
but her love and engagement to you.

Alith. Sir, Mr, Sparkish has often told me, that
his acquaintance were all wits and railers, and now I
find it.

Spark. No, by the universe, madam, he does not
rally now; you may believe him; I do assure you
he 1s the honestest, worthiest, true-hearted gentleman ;
2 man of such perfect honour, he would say nothing
to a lady he does not mean.

Hare. Sir, you are so beyond expectation obliging,
that

Spark. Nay, egad, I am sure you do admire her
extremely, I seeit in your'eyes He does admire
you, madam, he has told' me so a thousand and a
thousand times—Haye you not, Harcourti You do
admire her, by the world you do—don't you 2

Hare. Yes, above the world; or the most glorious
part of it, her whole sex; and, till now,, I never
thought I should haye envied you or any man about
to marry : but you have the best excuse to marny I
ever knew.

Alith. Nay, now, sir, I am satisfied you are of the
society of the wits and railers; since you cannot spare
your friend, even when he is most civil “to' you'; but
the surest sign is, you are an enemy to martiage, the
common butt of every railer.

Harc. Truly, madam, I was never an enemy to
marriage till now, because marriage was never an
enemy to me before.

«dlith. But why, sir, is marriage an enemy to you
now { because it robs you of your friend here? for
you look upon a fri¢nd married, as one gone into &
monastery, that is, dead to the world:

Harc. ’Tis indeed, because you marry him: Tsee,
madam, you. can guess my meaning: [ ‘do confess

¥
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heartily and openly, I wish it were ‘in my power to
break the match; by Heavens I would. §

Spurk. Poor Frank !

Alith. Would you be so unkind to me?

Hare. No, no, ’tis not because I would be unkind
to you. e

Spark. Poor Frank ; no, egad, ’tis only his kind-
ness to me. i :

Alith. Greavkindness to you, indeed !—Insensible!
Let a man make love to his mistress to Lis face! =

[Aside.

Spark. Come, dear Frank, for all my wife there,
that shall be, thou shalt enjoy me sometimes, dear
rogue: by my honour, we men of wit condole for
our deceased brother in marriage, as much as for one
dead'in earnest: I think that was prettily said of me,
ha, Harcourt?—But come, Frank, be not melancholy
for me.

Hare. No, I assure you, I am not melancholy for
you.

Spark. Pr'ythee, Frank, dost think my wife, that
shall be, there, a fine person ?

Harc. 1 could gaze upon her, till I became as blind
as you are. :

Spark. How, as I am? how?

Harc. Because you are a lover, and true lovers
are blind.

Spark. True, true; but, by the world, she has wit
too, as well as beauty ; go, go with her into a corner,
and try if she has wit; talk to her any thing, she's
bashful before me. 2B

[HARCOURT courts ALITHEA aside.

Enter Moop¥.

DMoody. How, sir, if you are not concerned for the
honour of a wife, [am for that of a sister;—be a pan-
der to your own wife, bring men to her, let them make
love before your face, thrust them into a corner toge-

D
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ther, then leave them in private ! is this your town
wit and conduct ?

Spark. Ha, ha,ha ! asilly wise rogue would make
one laugh more thiin a stark fool: ha, ha, ha! I shall
burst, Nay, you shall not disturb them ; T'll vex
thee, by the world. What have you done with Bel-
ville? :

[Struggles with Moopy, to keep him from Har-
COURT and ALITHEA. ;

DMoody. Shown him the way out of my house, as
you should to that gentleman. ;

Spark. Nay, but pr'ythee—let me reason with thee.

[Zalks aside with Moopy.

Alith. The writings are drawn, sir, settlements made;
’tis too late, sir, and past all revocation,

Harc. Then so is my death,

Alitk. 1 would not be unjust to him.

Harc. Then why to meso? - Y

Alith. T haye no obligations to you.

Harce. My love.

Alith. 1 had his before. :

Harc. You never had it; he wants, you see, jea:
lousy, the only infallible sign of it. :

Alith. Love proceeds from esteem ; he cannot dis-
trust my virtue; besides, he loves me, ‘or he would
not marry me. :

Harc. Marrying you is no more-a sign of his love,
than bribing your woman that he may marry you, is
a sign-of his generosity. But if you take marriace
for a sign of love, take it from me immediately. - =
" Alith. No, now ‘you have put a seruple in my
head: but, in short, sir, to end our dispute, T must
niarry him ! my reputation would suffer in'the world
else. ) :

Harc. Noj if you do marry'him, with your par-
don, madam;, your reputation suffers in the world.

Alith. Nay, now you are rude, sir—Mr. Sparkish,
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_pray come hither; your friend here is very trouble-

some, and: very loving.
Harc. Hold, hold ! [4side to ALIrHEA.
Moudy: D’ye hear that, senseless puppy 2
Spark.- Why, d’ye think Tl scem jealous, like a
country bumpkin? £
DMoody. No, rather be dishonoured, like a credulous
driveller. ¢ g &
Harc. Madam, you would not have been so litile

‘generous as to'haye told him!

Alith. Yes, since you could be so little generous as
to wrong him.

Harc. Wrong him ! no man can do’t; he’s beneath
an injury; a bubble, a coward, 2 senseless idiot, a
wretch so contemptible to all the world but-you,
that

Alith. Hold, do not rail at him ; for since heislike
to be my husband, I am resolved to like him ; nay, I
think, I am obliged to tell him, you are not hisfriend

‘—Mr. Sparkish U Mr. Sparkish!

Spark. What, what: now, dear rogue, has not she
wit ?
FHare. Not so much as I thought, and hoped she

had. [Surlily.
Aligh. Mr. Sparkish, do you bring people to rall
at you? 3

Hare. Madam ! B
Spark. How ! no; but if he does rail at me, 'tis but

“ingest, I warrant: what we wits do for one another,

and never take any notice of it.

" Alth, He spoke so scuirilously of you, T had no

patience’ to hear him. AL

. Moody. And he was in the right on't. :
Alith. Besides, he has been making love to me.
Dioody. And I told the fool so. %

JHare. True, damned tell-tale woman. [Aside.
 Spark. Pshaw, to show his parts—We wits 1ail and
D2
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make love often, but to show our parts; as we have
no affections, so we have no malice; we——
"~ Moody. Did you ever hear such an ass! §

Alith. He said, you were a wretch below an in-
jury.

Spark. Pshaw !

Ahth. A common bubble.

Spark. Pshaw !

Alith. A coward.

Spark. Pshaw, pshaw !

Alith. A senseless drivelling idiot.

Moody. True, true, true; all cue.

Spark. How ! did he disparage my parts? nay, then
my honour’s concerned. I can’t put up that, sir, by
the world, brother, help me to kill him.

[Offers to draw.
Alith. Hold! hold !

Moody. 1f Harcourt would but kill Sparkish, and
run away with my sister, I should be rid of three
plagues at once. :

Alith. Indeed, totell the truth, the gentleman said,
after all, that what he spoke was but out of friendship.
1o you.

Spark. How ! say I am a fool, that is, no wit, out
of friendship to me?

Alith. Yes, to try whether I was concerned enough
for you; and made love to me only to be satisfied of
my virtue for your sake. 5

Hare. Kind, however ! [A4side.

Spark. Nay, if it were so, my dear rogue, I ask
thee pardon ;—but why would you not tell me so,
"faith {

Harc. Because I did not think on’t, *faith !

Spark. Come, Belville is gone away; Harcourt, let’s

~ be gone to the new play—Come, madam.

Alith, Twill not go, if you intend to leave me al>ne
in the box, and run all about the house, as yor ase
to do.
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Spark, Psbaw, T'll leave Harcqurt with you in the
box, to enteriain you, and that’s as good; if I satin
the bax, 1 should be thought no critie—I must run
about, my deay, and abuse lhe author—(,nme, away,
Harcourt lead her down. Blye, brother,

[Emmt SPARKIST, ALITHES, and HARCOURT.

Moody. B'ye, driveller., Well, go thy ways, for the
flower of the true town fops, such as spend their
estates before they come to them, and are cuckolds
before they're married. Butlet me go look to my
freehold. g i

Enter a.COUSTRY MANL

 Countr. Master, your woiship’s servant—here is the
lawyer, counsellor gentleman, with a green bag full of
_papers, come again, and would be nlad to speak with
ou.
Moody, \o“ here’s some othexdmnntd nnpedxment
7 whxch the Taw has thrown in onr way—1 shall never
marry the girl, nor get clear of the smoke and wick-
‘edness Ofﬂllb Cur;ed town.: Where is headans
Countr. Hes below in. a coach ~with: three other
lawyer, counsellor gentlemen. [E

SCENE L0t ot i

A Chamber.; ‘

Enter Miss ’PEG('}:Y'a‘IId Lu

Luc_y What ails you, Miss Pegg y? Youare g
quite melancholy.

Peg. Would ‘it not mike any o
“see your mistress, Alithea, go every ay. flut
_about abroad to plays and assemblies; and,
_must <Iayaﬂlomc Jike ap;mr,]un y,
ird in a cage?

D3
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Lucy. Dear Miss Peggy, I thought you chose to be
confined : I imagined that you had been bred so young
to the cage, that you had no pleasure in flying about,
and ‘hopping in the open air, as other young ladies,
avho go a little wild about this town.

1 Peg. Nay, I confess, I was quictenough, till some=
body told me what pure lives the London ladies lead,
with their dancing mecétings, and junketings, and
dressed everyday in their best gowns ;” and, I warrant
you, play-at nine pins every day in the week, so they
do. :

Lucy. To be sure, miss, you will lead a better life
when joined' in holy wedlock, with your sweet tem-
pered guardian,: the cheerful Mr, Moody.:

i/ “Peg. L can’t lead'a worse, that’s one good thing—
but:l must make-the best of a bad market, for I can’t
marry nobody else. 3

Lucy. How so, miss ? that's very strange.

Peg. Why we have a contraction to one another—
so-weare as good 'as married; you know—— o

“Lucy. I know it? Heaven forbid, miss
- Peg. Heigho!: BT 1

Lucy. Don’t sigh, Miss Pegay—if that young gen-
tleman, who was here just-now, would:take pity on
me, I'd throw such a:contract as.yours behind the
fire. ide
i Peg. Lord bless us, how you, talk:! AT =33
« Lucy. Young Mr. Belville would make you talk
otherwise, if you knew him. y

Peg. Mr. Belville '—where is he >—when did. you
see hiim ?—you haveé ;undone  me, Lucy—where was
he ? did he say any thing? 7 i s

Lucy. Say any thing ! very little, indeed—he's quite
distracted, poor young creature; He was talking with
your guardian just now. )
© Peg. The deuce he was!—but where was ‘if, and
when wasit® o Lsud g ¥ 1

Lucy. In this house, five minutes ago, when your
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guardian turned you into your  chamber, for fear of
your being seen. i ok s hsados
Peg. [ knew something ‘was the matter; T wasin
such a flutter.—But what did he say/to my Bud 2/
Lucy. What do you call him Bud for? ' Bud means
husband, and he is not your husband yet—and I'hope
never will be; and if he was my husband, I’d bud him
a surly, unreasonable beast! St =
Peg. 'dicall him any names, to keep him in good
humour; if he’d let me marry any-body: else, (which I
can’t do) 1d call him husband as longas he lived.—
But'what said Mr. Belville to‘him? ]
- iLugy: ¥ don't know what he said to him, but I'll
tell you what he said to me, with a sigh, and his hand
upon his breast, as he went out of the door:—If you
ever were in love, young gentlewoman, (meaning me;)
and can pity a most faithful lover,:tell the dear obs
ject of my affections L
Peg. Meaning me, Lucy 2 yas
Tucy. Yes, you, to be sure. : Tell the dear object
of my affections, I live but upon the hopes rhat she
is not married ; and, when those hopes leave me—
she knows the rest then he castup his eyes thus—
gnashed his teeth—struck his forehead—would have
spoke again, but could not—fetched a deep sigh, and
vanished. i1
Peg. That is really very fine—I’'m'sure it makes
my heart sink within me, and brings tears into my
eyes—O, he'sa charming, sweet——Dbut hush, hush,
T hear my husband ! !
+ Lucy. Dou't call him husband. Go into the Park
this evening, if you can. 8
Peg. Mum, mum———
Enter MooDY.

. Moody: Come, what's here to do? You are putting
“the town pleasures into her head, and setting her

‘longing.




32 THE €OUNTRY GIRL. [aeT. a1-

Lucy. Yes, after nine-pins : you suffer none to nge
her those longings you mean, but yourself,

Moody.. Come, Mrs. Flippant, good precepfs are
lost, when bad examples are sull before us: the liberty
your, mistress takes abroad, makes her hanker aften it,
and out of humour at hume: poor wretch! she de—
sired not to come to London; I would bring her.

Lucy. O yes, you surfeit her with pleasures.

Moody. She has been this fortnight in town, and
never desired, till this afternoon, to go abroad.:

Lucy. Was she not at the play yesterday 2

Moudy. Yes, but she never asked me. I was myself
the cause of her going.

Lucy. Then it she ask you aua.m, you are the cause
“of her asking, and not my mistress.

Moody. Wel[ next week I shall be rid of \ou, all,
1id ‘of this town, and my dreadfal Jpprthcmmns.
Come, be not melancholy; for thou shaln ‘g0 into the
country very soon, dearest.

Peg. Pish! what d’ye tell me of the country for2

J)Iaudy ‘How’s this! what, flout at the country?

¢ Pegy Lcl me alone, I am not well. .

. Moody. O, if that be all whatails my dearest?

. Leg. Truly, 1 don't: know'; but I havenot beea:
well since you told me there was a gallant at the pldy
in love with me.

DMoody. Ha!

- Lucy. Thal's my mistress too.
.- Nay, if you are notwell, but are u con-
cerned becauac a raking fellow chanced to lie, and sy
he hI\ed You; you ‘I n‘ldk(_ me sxck too. §

Peg. OFf whiat sickness? i
Maad_y 0, of zh.u which is worse thdll the plafruc
Jealnu=y
.5, Peg, Pish, youjeer: I'm sure there’s no such dls-
~€ase 1 your receipt book at home.
o Moody. No, thou neyer musL with ity pom inno’ 1
tent

lx/', 2
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; Igeg. Well; but, pray, Bud, let’s go to the play to-
night.

Boody. No, no;—no more plays.—But why are
YOu so cager to see a play

Peg. 'Faith, dear, not that I care one pin for their
talk there; but I like to look upon  the player men,
and would see, if I could, the gallant you say loves
me: that’s all, dear Bud.

Moody. Is that all, dear Bud ?

Lucy. This proceeds from my mistress’s example.

Peg. Let's go abroad, howeyer, dear Bud, if we
don’t go to the play.

Moody. Come, have a little patience,and thou shalt
g0 into the country next week.

_ Peg, Therefore T would see first some sights, to
tell my neighbours of : nay, I will go abroad, that’s
once.

Moody. What, you have put this into her head ?

Lucy. Heaven defend me, what suspicions! some-
body has put more things into your head than you
ought to have. -

Moody. Your tongue runs too glibly, madam, and
you have lived too long with a London lady, to be 2
proper companion for innocence. 1am not over fond
of you, mistress.

Lucy. There’s no love lost between us.

Moody. You admitted those gentlemen into the
house, when I'said I would not be at home; and there
was the young fellow too, who behaved so indecently
to my wife at the tavern window.

Lucy. Because you would not let him see your

- handsome wife out of your lodgings.

*. Peg. Why, O Lord! did the gentleman come hi-
the. "o see me, indeed ? i
M No, no; you are not the cause of that
damne.  estion too. ;
Peg. L =, pray, Bud, let’s go abroad before tis
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late; for I will go, thal's flat and plain—only into
the park. : { i

Moody. So! the obstinacy already of the town
wife; and I must, whilst she's here, humour her like.
one. [Aside.] How shall we do, that she may not be
seen or known ? ‘ S

Lucy. Muffle her up with a bonnet and handker-
chicf, and I'll go, with her, to avoid suspicion. o

Moody. No, no, I am obliged to you for your kind-
ness, but she shan't stir without me.

Lucy. What will you do then?

Peg. What, shall wego? I am sick with staying
&t home: if I don’t walk in the park, I'll do nuthing
that I'm bid for a week—I won’t be moped. :

Laucy. O, she has a charming spirit ! I could stand
your friend now, and would, if you had ever a civil
word to give me.

Moody. Ull give thee a better thing, I'll give thee a
guinea for thy good advice, if I like it; and I can
have the best of the college for the same money.

Lucy. I despise a bribe—when I am your friend,
it shall be without fee or reward.

Peg. Don't be long then, for I will go out.

Lucy. The tailor brought home last night the
clathes you intend for a present to your gadson in the
country. 5
- Peg. You must not tell that, Lucy. =

Lucy. But 1 will, madam—When you were with
your lawgers lust night, Miss Pegay, to divert me
and herself, put’em on, and they fitted her to a
hair. : o
- Moody. Thank you, thank you, Lucy, ’tis t}}e\

Luckiest thought ! Go this moment, Pegay, inth_yp/\)t
chamber; and put them onagain—and you shal"alk
with me into the Park, as my godson. We)' sught
of, Luey—I shall love you for ever for (h* A
Peg. And so shall [ oo, Lucy, Plly"  ém on di-
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rectly. [Gomg, returns.] Suppose, Bud, T must keep
on my petticoats, for fear of showing my legs.
Hoady. No, no, you fool, never mind your legs,
[Exit Prcey, rejoiced.] What a simpleton it 1s!
Well, Lucy, I thank you for the thought, and before
I leave London, thoushalt be convinced how. much I
am obliged to thee. [Eait, smiling.
Lucy. Aud before you leave London, Mr. Moady,
I hope I shall convince you how much you are ob-
liged to me. [Eaat.

N

ACT THE THIRD,
SCENL K

Enter BELVILLE and HARCOURT.

“"Belv. And the moment Moody left me, I'took an
opportunity of conveying some tender sentiments,
through Lucy, to Miss Peggy, and here Iam, in ex-
pectation of seeing my country goddess. =
. Harc. And so 1o blind Moody, and take him off
the scent of your passion for this guil, and at thesame
time to give me an opportunity with Sparkish’s mis-
tr  (and of which I have made the most) youhimed
lef with a grave melancholy face, that you were
{85 r his sistes —Gad-a-mercy, nephew! I will
'Jd"'y modesty against any other in the three king-
“Tt will do, Dick.
5. What could T do, uncle;—it was my Just
7, and I pluyed for a great deal.

o
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Harc. You mistake me, Dick——T don’t say you
could do better: I only can’t account for your mo=
desty’s doing so much ; you haye done such wonders,
that I, who am rather bold than sheepish, have not
yet ceased wondering at you. But do you think that
you imposed upon him? :

Belv. *Faith, I can’t say he said very little,
grumbled much, shook his head, and showed me
the door.. But what success have you had with
Alithea?

Hare. Just enough to have a glimmering of hope,
without having light enough to see an inch before
my nose. This day will produce something ;
Alithea is a woman of great honour, and will sacri-
fice her happiness to if, unless Sparkish’s absurdity
stands my friend, and does every thing that the fates
ought to do for me.

Belv. Yonder comes the prince of coxcombs, and
if your mistress and mine should by chance be trip-
ping this way, this fellow will spoil sport——1Iet us
avoid him—you can’t cheat him before his face.

Harc. But I can though, thanks to my wit, and his
want of it.

Belv. But you cannot come near his mistress but
in his company.

Harc. Still the better for me, nephew, for fools are
most easily cheated, when they themselves are acces-
saries ; and he is to be bubbled of his mistress, or of
his money (the common mistress) by keeping him
company.

Enter SpArKisH. i

Spark. Who's that that is to be bubbled ? ’faith,
me snack ; [ ha'n’c met with a bubble since Christm
’Gad, [ think bubbles are like their brother wot
cocks, go out with the cold weather. 3

Hare. He did not hear all, I hope.

[dside to BELvIL
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Sme Conie, you bubbling rogues, you, where do
we sup? O [Haveourt, my mistress tells me you haye
made love, fierce love to her last night, all the p[¢y
Jong; ha, ha, ha! but I
s Hare. 1 e her !
Spark. Nay, T forgive thees I think I know
you, I think I know her, but I am sure I know
anyself.
Belv, Do you, sir?  Then you are the wisest
man in the world, and I honour you as such.

[ Bowing.
Spark. O, your servant, sir, you are at your raillery,
are yeu ?  You can’t oblice me more—I'm your man

—He'll meet with his match—Ha ! Harcourt!—Did
not you hear: me laugh prodigiously at the play last
night ¢ 8

Harc. Yes, and was very much dlatuxoul atit,—
You put the actors and audience into confuslon—and
all your friends out of countenance. i
_ Spark. So much the better—I love conmsmn
—and o see folks out of 'countenance—I was
in tip-top. spirits, ‘faith, and said a thousand uood
things.

Belo. But T thought you had gone to p]nys to
laugh at the poet’s good things, and not at:your
own.

Spark. Your servant, sir : no, I thank you. Gad
1 g0 to a play, as to acountry treat : I carry my own
wine to one; and my own wit 1o t'other, or else I'm
sure I should not be merry at either : and the reason
why we are so often louder than the players, is, be=
canse we hate authors damnably.

Belo.* But why should you ! hate; the poor rogues?
you have too much wit, and despise wrmna lm
sure.

Spark. O yes; I desplse writing.  But women, wo=
men, that make men do. all foo[xsh things, make/em,
’ o L
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write songs too. Every body does it: s e'en as com-
mon with lovers, as playing with fans, and you can
no more help rhyming to your Phillis, than drinkin;
to your Phillis. »

Harc. But the poets damned your songs, did
they ?

Spark. O yes, damn the poets; they turned them
into burlesque, as they call it: that burlesque is &
hacus pocus trick they have got, which, by the virtue
of hictius doctius, topsy turvey, they make a clever
witty thing absolute nonsense ! Do you know, Har-
court, that they ridiculed my last song, Twang, twang,
. the best I ever wrote !

Harc. That may be, and be very easily ridiculed
for all that.

Belv. Fayour me with it, sir, I never heard it.

Spark. What, and have all the park about us?

Hare. Which yow'll not dislike, and so, priythee
begin. i

Spark. T never am asked twice, and so have at
you.

SONG.

T'ell not me of the roses and llies,
Which tinge the fuir cheek of your Phillis,
Tell not me of the dimples, and eyes,
For whick silly Corydon. dies :
Let all whining lovers go hang ;
My heart would you hit,
Tup your arrow with wit,
 And it comes to my, heart with o twang, twaig,
And, it comes to my heart with a twang. X
\
I am rock %o the handsome, and. pretty,
Can only be touch'd by the witty ;
And beauty will, ogle i vain, ;
The way tomy heart's t/zroughw\y brain,
X

a
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Let adl'whining lovers go hang ;
e wits, you must know, #
Have two strings to our bow,
To return them their darts with a twang, twangy
And return them ther darts with a twang.

[ At the end of the Song, Harcourt and BELviLLE
steal away from SPARKISH, and leave Tl sing-
ing.——He sinks his Voice by degrees, at the
Surprise of their being gone ; then

Enter HarcourRT and BELVILLE. »

Spark. What the deuce did you go away for?
 Harc. Your mistress is coming. .
Spark. The devil sheis— O hide, hide me from her!
[Hides behind HarcOURT,
Hare. She sees you.
Spark. ButI will not see her : for 'm engaged, and
at this instant [Looking at lus Vatch.
Harc. Pray first take me, and reconcile me to her.
Spark. Another time; faith, itis to a lady, and one
cannot make excuses to a woman.
Belv. You have need of them, I believe.
Spark. Pshaw, priythee hide me.

Enter Moopy, Pecey, (in Boys Clothes,) an
ALITHEA, .

Harc. Your servant, Mr. Moody.
Moody. Come along— . [To PeGG¥.
Peg, Lau !—whata sweet, delightful place thisis !
Moody. Come along, 1 say——don’t stare about
you so——yowll betray yourself——

[ Eait Mooby, pulling Pre6 ¥, ALITUEA following.
Harc. He does not know us—
Belv. Or he won't know us—
Spark. So much the better—

[Exit BELVILLE after them.

52 :
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Harc, Who is that pretty youth with ‘him,
Sparkish ?

Spark. Some relation of Peggy’s, 1 suppose, for he
is something like her in the face and gawkiness.

Enter BELVILLE. ’

Belo. By all my hopes, uncle—Pegay in boy's
clothes—I am all over agitation! /

[4side to HarcoURT.

Hare. Be quiet, or you'll spoil all.  They return
—— Alithea has seen you, Sparkish, and will be an-
\ary if you don’t go to her: besides, I would fain be
yeconciled  to her, which none bat you can do, my
dear friend-

Spark. Well, thats a better reasen, dear friend = 1
would not go near her now for hers or my own sake;
but I can deny you nothing: for, though I have known
thee a great while, never go, if.1 do not loye thee as
well as a new acquaintance.

- Harc. I am obliged to'you, indeed, my dear friend :
I would be well with: her, only to be well with thee
still ; for these ties to wives usually dissolve all ties to
friends.

Spark, But they sha’n't, though—Come along.

[They retire.

Enter Moopy, PEGGY, and ALITHEA.

Moody. Sister, if you will not go, we must leave
you. [Zo Aritura.] The fool, her gallant, and she,
will muster up all the young saunterers of this place.
Whar a swarm of cuckolds. and cuckold-makers are
here! T begin to be uneasy. [4side.] Come, let’s be-
gone, Pegay.

Peg. Don't you believe that, I ha'n't half my belly
full of sichtsyet,

Moody. Then walk this way. :

Pez. Lord, what a power of fine folks are here!
And Mr. Belville, as I hope to be married!  [4side.
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~ Moody. Come along, what are y.

Peg. There’s the young gentleman toci., _
so angry about—that’s in love with me.

Moody. No,no, he’s a dangler after your sister—or
pretends to be—but they are all bad alike—Come
along, [ say. [He pulls her away.

[Exeunt Pecey, and Moopy. BEerviLLE
Sfollowing.—SparKkisH, HarcourT, and
ALITHEA come forward.

Spark. Come, dear madam, for my sake you shall
be reconciled to him.

Alith. For your sake I hate him. ’

Harc. That’s something too cruel, madam, to hate
me for his sake.

Spark. Ay, indeed, madam, too, too cruel to me,
to hate my friend for my sake.

Alith. I hate him because he is your enemy ; and
you ought to hate him too, for making love to me, if
you love me. 1

Spark. Thut'sa good one! I hate a man for loving
you ! If he did love you, 'tis but what he can’t help:
and ’tis your fault, not his, if he admires you.

Aulith. Is it for your honour, or mine, to suffer a
man to make love to me, who am to marry you to-
morrow ?

Harc. But why, dearest madam, will you be more
concerned for his honour than he is himself? Let
his honour alone for my sake and his. He has no
honour.

Spark, How’s that ?

Hare. But what my dear friend can guard himself.

Spark. O ho——that’s right again.

Abth. You astonish me, sir, with want of jealousy.

Spark. And you make me giddy, madam, with your
jealousy and fears, and virtue and honour. ’Gad, T
see virtue makes a woman as troublesome as a little
reading or learning.
v E3
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.adam, you see you strive in \’aig@
,-~+wus of me: my dear friend is the kind-
esveredture in the world to me.

Spark. Poor fellow !

Hare. Bul his kindness only is not enough for me,
without your favour, your good opinion, dear madam :
’tis that must perfect my happiness.  Good gentle=
man, he believes all I say : "would you would do so !
—Jealous of me! I would not wrong him nor you
for the world.

Spark. Look you there: hear him, hear him, and
not walk away so. Come back again.

[Arrruea walks carelessly to and fro.

Hare. 1 love you, madam,so—

Spark. How's that ! nay—now you begin to go too
far indeed.

Hare. So much, T confess, T say I loveyou, that
I would ‘not have you miserable, and cast yourself
away upon so unworthy and inconsiderable a thing as
what you' sce here. : ;

[Clapping has Hand on lis Breast, points to Sps RKISH.

- Spark. No, faith; [ believe thou wouldst not ; now,
his meaning is plain ; but I knew before thou wouldst
not wrong me nor her.

Hare. No,no, Heavens forbid the glory of her sex
should fall so low, as into the embraces of such a con-
temptible wretch, the least of mankind—my dear:
friend here—I injure him ! [Embracing SeARKISH.

~Alith. Very well.

Spark. No'no, dear friend, I knew it : Madam; you
sce he will rather wrong himself than me in giving
himself such names. ; 4 ¢

Alith. Do not you understand him yet?

Spark. Come, come, you shall stay till he has sa-
luted you; that I may be assured you are friends,
after his honest advice and declaration : come, pray,
madam, be friends with him. 3
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%ﬂter Moopy and PrceY. BrLviLLE at a Distance.

Moody. What, invite your wife to kiss men ¢ Mon-
strous!  Are you not ashamed ?

* Spark. Are you mnot ashamed, that I should haye

_more confidence in the chastity gf your family, than
you have?  You must not teach me, I am a man of
hpnour, sir, though I am frank and free; I am frank,
Sir—

Moody. Very frank, sir, to share your wife with
your friends—You scem to be angry, and yet won’t
go. [To ALiTuEA.

Alith, No impertinence shall drive me away.'

Moody. Because you like it.—But you oug, *o
blush at exposing your.wife as you do.

_wpark. What then @ It may be | have a pleasure
in'tse I have to show fine clothes at a playhouse, the
first day, and count money bifore poor rogues.

DMoody: He, that shows his wife or money, will be
in danger of having them borrowed sometines.

Spark. I lose to be envied; and would not marry a
wife that I alone could love. Loving alone is as dull
as eating alone; and so good night, for I must to
Whitchall.—Madam, ! hope you are now reconciled
to my friend ; and so I wish you a good night, ma-
dam, and sleep if you can; for to-morrow, you know,
1 must visit you early with a canonical gentleman.
Good night, dear Harcourt—remember to send your
brother. [Eait SpaRKISH.

Hare. You may depend upon me. Madam, Lhope
you will not refuse my visit to-morrow, if it should
be earlier, with a canonical gentleman; than Mr,
Sparkish ?

Moody. This gentlewoman 15 yet under my care,
therefore you must yet forbear your freedom with
ber.

Harc. Must, sir ! }

Moody. Yes, sir, she is my sister.
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Hare. 'Tis well she is, sit——for I must be her ser-
vant, sir——NMadam &

Moody. Come away, sister, we had been goneif it
had not been for you, and so avoided these lewd rake
hells, who seem to haunt us.

Harc. I see a little time in the country makes a
man turn wild and unsociable, and only fit to converse
with his horses, dogs, and his herds. :

Moody. 1 have business, sir, and: must mind it:
your business is: pleasure, therefore you and I must
go different ways. .

Harc. Well, you may go on; but this prefty young
ger” eman [Takes fold of Praey.] shall stay with

for I suppose his business is the same with ours,
pleasure.

Moody. 'Sdeath, he knows her, she cariies it so
sillilys yet, if he does not, T should be more silly to
discover it first. [4side.] Come, come. g

Harc. Had you not rather stay with usi [To
Prgey.] Prythee, who is this pretty young fel-
low ?

Moody. One to whom I am a guardian.—I wish I
could kecp her out of your hands. [Aside.

Harc. Whois he? I never saw any thing so pretty
in all my life.

Moody. Pshaw, do not look upon him so much,
he’s a poor bashful youth, you’ll put him out of coun-
tenance. [Offers to take her away.

Harc. Here, nephew, let meintroduce this young
gentleman to your acquaintance—You are very like,
and of the same age, and should know one another—
Salute him, Dick, a la Frangoise.

[BELVILLE kisses her.

Moody. I hate French fashions. Men kiss one an-
other ! [Endeavours to take hold of her.

Peg. I am out of my wits What do you kiss
me for? I am no woman;, |
¢ Harc. But you are ten times handsomer.
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2 Peg. Nay, now you jeer one; and pray don’t jeer me.

Harc. Kiss him again, Dick.

. Moody. No, no, no; come away, come away.

¢ [To Preav.

Harc. Why, what haste are you in?  Why won't
you let me talk with him ? 3

Moody. Because you'lldebauch him'; he's yet young
and 1nnocent. How she gazes upon him ! The devil!
[Aside.] Come, pray let him go, I cannot siay fooling
any longer; I tell you my wife stays supper for us.
: Harc. Doesshe? Come, then, we'll all go sup with

er.

Moody. No, no—now I think on’t, having sta*? so
long for us, I warrant she’s gone to bed.—1 wish >
and [ were well out of your hands. [Aside.”

Harc. Well then, if she be gone to bed—I wish her
and you a good night.. But pray, young gentleman,
present my humble service to her.

Peg. ‘Thank you heartily, sir. [ Bowing.

Moody. *Sdeath, she will discover herself yet, in
spite of me! [ Aside.

Belv. And mine too, sir.

Peg, That 1 will, indeed. [Bowing.

Harc. Pray give her this kiss for me.
[Kisses PEGGY.
' Peg. T am very much obliged to you, sir. =
Moody. O Heavens ! what do I suffer ? i
Belo. And this for me. [Kisses PEecY.
Peg. Thank'you, sir. [Courtesics.
[Exit BervirLLe and HarcouRrT, laughing.
Moody. O theidiot. Come, come, driveller. So
they are gone at last.—Sister, stay with Peggy—till
I find my servant—don’t let her stir an inch, [l be
back directly. [Exit: MoopY.

Enter HarcoURT and BELVILLE.

Harc. What, not gone yet?—Nephew, show the
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young' gentleman Rosamond’s' pond, while T spéak
another word to this lady.
[Ezeunt BELVILLE and PEGGY.
[ALITHEA and HARCOURT struggle.
Alith. My brother will go distracted.

Enter Moobn¥Y.

Moody. Where ! how !—what’s become of—gone
—whither }—

Alitk. Tn the next walk only, brother.

Moody. Only, only, where, where? [Eit.

Hare. But, dearest madam—

4
45,} P Enter MoobY.
" Moody. Gone, gone, not to befound; quitegone; ten
thousand plagues go with’em; which way went they?

Alith. But in tother walk, brother.

Moody. Tother walk—t'other devil. Where are
they, I say?

Alith. You are too abusive, brother, and too violent
about trifles:

Moody. You know where they are, you infamous
wretch, eternal shame of your family ; which you'do
not dishonour enough yourself, you think, but you
must help her to it too, thou legion of—

dlith. Good brother—
- Moody. Damned, damned sister!— [Eait.

Alith. Show me to my chair, Mr. Harcourt—His
scurrility has overpowered me—I will get rid of his
tyranny and your importunities, and give my hand to
Sparkish to-morrow morning, [ Ewveunt.

SCENE 1I.
Another Part of the Park.
Enter BELviLLE and Miss PEcGy.

“Belo. No disguise could conceal you from my
heart 5 I pretended not to know you, that I might de-
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ceive the dragon, that continually watches over you
—but now he’s asleep, let us fly from misery to héi;.
piness.:

Peg. Indeed, Mr. Belyille, as well as I like you, I
can’t think of going away with you so—and as much
as I hate my guardian, I must take leave of him a
little handsomely, or‘he will kill me, so he will.

Belv. But, dear Miss Peggy, think of your situa-
tion ; if we don’t make the best use of this opportunity,
we never may have another.

Peg. Ay, but Mr. Belville—I am as good as mar-
ried already—my guardian has contracted me, and
there wants nothing but church ceremony to makgus
one—I call him husband, and he calls me wifé_‘fg
ready: he made me do so;—and we had been mar-
ried in church long ago, if the writings could have
been finished. §

Belv. That's his deceit, my sweet creature—He
pretends to have married you, for fear of your liking
any body else—You have a right to chuse for your-
self, and there is no law in Heaven or earth that binds
you before marriage to a man you cannot like.

Peg. T'fack, no more [ believe it does ; sister Ali=
thea's maid has told me as much—she’s a very sen~
ble girl. z

Belv. You are in the very jaws of perdition, and
nothing but running away can avoid il—————the’»%{v
will finish your chains to-morrow, and the church
will rivet them the day after—-—Let us secure our
happiness by escape, and love and fortune will do the:
rest for us. 5

Peg. These are fine sayings, to be sure, Mr. Bel-
ville ; but how shall we get my fortune out of Bud’s
clutches ¢ We must be a little cunning; ’tis worth
trying for—We can_at any time tun away withs
out it.

Bels.. I see by your fears, my dear Pegay; that you
live-inawe of this brutal guardian; and if he'has you
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once more in his possession, both you and your for-
tune are secured to him for ever. b

Peg. Ay, but it sha'w’t though—I thank him for
that.

Belo. If you marry without his consent, he ean but
seize upon half your fortune—The other half, and a
younger brother’s fortune, with a treasure of love, are
our awn— l'ake it, my sweetest Peggy, and this mo-
ment, or we shall be divided for ever.

[Kucels, and presses ker Hand.

Pez. Uleckins, but we won't—Your fine talk has
bewitched me.

#a. 'Tis you have bewitched me—thou dear, en-

“Ziting, sweet simplicity Let us fly with the

~ wings of love to my house there; and we shall be safe
for cver.

Peg. And so wewill then—there, squeeze me again
by the hand; now run away with me, and if my

guardy follows: us, the devil take the hindmost, I say.
[Going.] Boo! here he is.

Enter Moopyx, hastily, and meets them.

Boody. O! there's my strayed sheep, and the wolf
again, in sheep’s clothing !—Where have you been,
You puppy ? ;

¢g. Been, Bud *—We have been hunting all over
‘the'park to find you.

Belv. From one end to the other, sir. - [Confusedly.

Moody. But not where I was to be found, you young
devil you. Why did you start when you saw me?

Peg. I'm always frightencd when I see'you, and if
I did.not love you so;well—I should run away from
you, so I shonld. ; [Poutang.

Moody. But I'll take care you don’t. -

Peg. This gentleman has a favour to beg of you,
Bud ? [BELVILLE males signs of dislike.

Moody. I am not in the humour to. grant favours
to. young gentlemen, though you may.  What have

) )
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“you been doing wilh this young lady ?—gentleman, I
would say— : :

Peg. Tie, Bud, you have told all.

Belo. I haye been as civil as I could to the young
stranger; and if you'll permit me, I will take the
trouble off your hands, and show the young spark
Rosamond's pond, for he has not seen it yet—Come,
pretty youth, will you go with me ?

Peg. As my guardian pleases.

DMoody. No, no, it does not please me—whatever I
think he ought to see, I shall show him myself—You
may visit Rosamond’s pond, if you will—and the bot-
zom ofit, if youwill—And so;, sir, yourhumble sei*ant.

[ Excunt MoopY, with PEGGY under hits a. 2
—BELVILLE a contrary way.

ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I.
Moopy’s Housc.

Enter LucY and ALITHEA.

Lucy. Well, madam, have I spent so much time
upon you, and all this for no other purpose but" to
bury you alive; for I look upon Mr. Sparkish’s bed
to be little better than a grave. :

i Alirk. Hold your peace.

{ Lucy. Nay, madam, I will ask you theeason why
kou would banish poor Mr. Harcourt for ever fromn
'sight? how could you be so hard hearted?

“I. "Twas because [ was not hard hearted.

No, no; 'twas stark love and kindness, T

was s0; [ u{ould see him no more, be-
e hirp. 2 ¢
F
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Tucy. Heyday ! a very pretty reason! '

Ahth. You do not understand me.

Lucy. T wish you may yourself.

Ahth. T was engaged to marry, you see, another
man, whom my justice will not suffer me to deceive,
or injure, b

Lucy. Can there be a greater cheat or wrong done
to'a man, than to give him your person without your
heart? I should make a conscience of it.

Alith, Tl retrieve it for him, after I am married.

Lucy. The woman, that marries to love better, will
be as:much mistaken, s the rake that marries to live
better

_-_-th. What nonsense you talk !

Laucy. 'Tis a melancholy truth, madam,—marrying
to increase love, is like gaming to become rich——
Alas ! you only lose what little stock you had before.
——There are many woeful examples of it in this
righteous town !

Alith. 1 find by your rhetoric you have been bribed
to betray me. ;

Lucy. Only by his merit, that has bribed your
‘heart, you see, against your word and rigid honour,

Alith. Come, pray talk no more of honour, nor Mr,
Harcourt ; I wish the other would come to secure my
fidelity to him, and his right in me. X

Lucy. You will marry him then ?

Abith. Certainly.

Lucy. Well, I wish I may never stick a pin more, if
hebe notan crrantnatural to tother fine gentleman, |

Alith. 1 own he wants the wit of Harcourt.

Lucy. Lord, madam, what should you do with a
fool to your husband ? You intend to be honest, de
you ? Then that husbandly virtue, credulity, is th
a“’ay‘ “POH you.

Alith. He only, that could suspect my virt-
bave cause to do it; ’tis Sparkish’s confide
truth, that obliges me to be faithful to him,

3 :
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Lucy. What, faithful toa creature who is incapable
of loving and esteeming you as he ought! To throw

away your beauty, wit, accomplishments, sweet tem-
er——

Alth. Hold your tongue.

Lucy. That you know I can’t do, madam; and
upon this occasion, I will talk for ever—What, give
yourself away to one, that poor I, your maid, would
not accept of ?

Alith. How, Lucy !

Lucy. 1 would not, upon my honour, madam; ’tis
never too late to repent—'Take a man, and give up
your coxcomb, I say. (Ve

Enter SERVANT.

Serv. Mr. Sparkish, with company, madam, attends
you below. f

Alith. 1 will wait upon them. [Ezit SERVANT. My
heart begins to fail me, but I must go through with
it. Go with me, Lucy. [Eait.

Lucy. Not I, indeed, madam If you will leap
the precipice, you shall fall by yourself—What excel-
lentadvice have I thrown away !—So I'll €en take it
where it will be more welcome.——DMiss Peggy Is

oL : : -
" bent upon mischiefagainst her guardian, and she can’t

have a better privy counsellor than myself—1 must
be busy one way or another. Eaxet.

SCENE I1.

A Chamber in Moopy's Hause.

Enter Moopy and PEGGY.

Moody. Isaw him kiss your hand before you saw
me. This pretence of liking my sister was all’ @ blind
—the young abandoned hypocrite ! [Aside.] Tell I
1 say, ior I know he likes you, and was hurrying you
to his house—tell me, I say——.

¥ 2
Y
|
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Peg. Lord, han't I told it a hundred times vver?
Moody. 1 would try if, in the repetition of the un-
. grateful tale, T could find her altering it in the least
circumstance ; for, if her story be false, she is so too.
[4side.] Come, how was’t baggnge? 5

Peg. Lord, what a pleasure you take to hear it,
sure !

Moody. No, you take more in telling it, I find ; but
speak, how was't? No lies—I saw him Kkiss you—he
kissed you before my face. ; :

Peg. Nay, you need not be so angry with him-nei-
ther; for, to say the trath, he has the sweetest breath
I ever knew.

7 oudy. The devil ' —you were satisfied with it then,
and would do it again t——

Feg. Not uunless he should force me.

Moody. Force you, changeling.

Peg. If I bad struggled too much, you know—he
would have known I had been a woman; so I was
quiet, for fear of being found out.

Moody. 1f you had been in petticoats then, you
would have knocked him down ?

Peg. With what, Bud *——1T could not help my-
self—besides, he did it so modestly, and blushed so—
that 1 almost thought him a girl in men’s clothes, and
upon fiis mummery too, as well as me—and if so,
there was no harm done, you know. .

Doody. This is worse and worse—so *tis plain she
loves him, yet she has not love enough to make her
conceal it from me. Love, ‘twas he gave women. first
their craft, their art of deluding. T must sirangle t‘(}}at
litele monster, whilstI can deal with him. [Aside.] Goy.
fetch pen, ink, and paper, out of the next room. S

Peg. Yes, T will, Bud.

Moody. Go, then.

Peg. I'm going. ey
. Moogy. Why don’t you go, then? bt

Peg. I'm going. [Eazto.

!

[
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Moody. This young fellow loves her, and she loves
him—But I'll crush this mischief in the shell—Why
should women have more invention in love than men @
It can ouly be, because they have more desire, more
soliciting passions, more of the devil.

Enter Pecey, with pen, ink, and paper.
Come, minx, sit down and write. ; :

]fl’eg. Ay, dear, dear Bud; but I can't do very
well.

Moody. 1 wish you could not at all.

Peg. But what should T write for? &

Moody. VIl have you write a letter to_this 3\‘<§ung
man. = —

Peg. O Lord, a letter to the young gentleman !

Moody. Yes, to the young gentleman.

Peg. Lord, you do but jeer : sure you jest?

Moody. 1 am not so merry : come, sit down, and
write as [ bid you.

Pez. What, do you think 1 am a fool ? ;

Moody. She’s afraid T would not dictate any love to
him, therefore she’s unwilling. [4side.] But you had
best begin.

Peg. Indeed and indeed but I won’t, so I won’t.

Moody. Why ?

Peg. Because he's in town ; you may send for him
here, if you will..

Moody. Very well, you would have him brought to

ou P—is it come to this? I say, take the pen and
ink and write, or you'll provoke me.

Peg. Lord, what do you make a fool of me for?
Dor’t I know, thatletters are never writ but from the
country to London, and from London into the coun-
try ! now he’s in town,and I am in town too; there-
fore 1 can’t write to him, you know. e e

Moody. So, 1-am glad ’tis no worse; she’s inno-
cex)‘baenough yet. [Aside.] Yes, you may, when your
husbind bids, write letters to people who-are in town.

: ¥3
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Peg. O may I so! then I am satisfied.

Moody: Come, begin—Sir— [Dictates.

Peg. Shan’t 1 say, dear sir 2 you know one says
always something more than bare Sir.

Moody. Whrite as I bid you, or I will write some-
thing with this penknife in your face.

Peg, —Sir—

Moody. Though 1 suffered last night, your nauseous
Doatled fusses and embraces—Write !

Peg. Nay, why should I'say so? you know I told
you he had a sweet breath.

Moody. Write !

F g, Let me put out loathed.

_ doody. Write ! [ say.

Peg. Well then. [Wrates.

Moody. Let me see what you have writ. Though 1
suffered last might your kisses and embraces—[ Reads
the paper. | Thou impudent ereature, where is nause-
ous and loathed ? 4

Peg. I can't abide to write such filthy words.

Moody: Once more, write as I’d have you, or I will
spuil your writing with this; [ will stab out those
eyes that cause my mischief. [ Holds up the penknife,

Peg. O Lord, 1 will,

Meody. So—so—Ilel’s see now : Though I suffered
last mght your nauseous loathed kisses and embraces ;
80 on,—yet 1 would not have you presume that you shald
ever repeat them ——so. [She writes,

Peg. I have writ it.

Moody. O then—1 then concealed myself from your
fenowledge, to avord your insolencies [She writes..

Pes. To avoid )

Moody. Your insolencies—— SRy 7

Peg. Your ansolencies. [Wrrites.

Moody. The same reason, now I am out of your
lands—— 5 ;

Peg. So—— [ She wyftes.
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Moody. BMakes me own to you my unfortunate—
though innocent frolic of being in man’s clothes.

: [Ske writes.

Peg. So——

Moody. T'hat-you may for evermore——

Peg. Evermore?

Moody. Evermore cease to pursue her who hatcs and
detests you. [She writes.

Peg. So—h. [ Sighs.

Moody. What do you sigh fori—detests you—as
uch as she loves her husband and her honour—

Peg. 1 vow, husband, he'll ne'er believe: 1 should
write such a letter. o A ean]
DMoody. What, he'd expect a kinder from $e=
Come, now your name only. 7
Peg. What, shan’t I say your most faithful humble

servant till death ?

Moody. No, tormenting fiend—— Her style, I find,
would be very soft. [Aside.] Come, wrap it up now,
whilst I go fetch wax and a candles and write on the
outside, For M. Belville. [Exit Moobx,

Peg. For Mr. Belville—So—1 am' glad he is gone. |
—Hark, I hear a noisec.

DMoody. [Without.] Very well, if he must sce me, T
will come to him.

Peg.[Goes to the door.] I'feck there’s folks with him
—thats pure——now I maythink a little Why
should I'send dear M. Belville such a letter?—Can
one have no shift ? ah ! a London woman would have
had a bundred presently. Stay————what if I
should write a letter; and wrap it up like this,” and
write upon it t0oi——Ay, but then my guardian
would se¢’'t——1I don’t know what to do But yet
yivads Tl try, sol will—for I will not send this letter
to poor Mr. Belville, come what will on’t. [Shewrites,
and repeats what she writes.] Dear, sweet M, Beluille,
—so— My guardian would have me send you a base, rude
Uetter, but I won't—so—and, would have me suy 1 hate
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you—but I don’t——there——for I'm sure, if you and
I were an the country at cards together—so—1I could not
help treading on your toe under the table—so pray keep
at home, for I shall be with you as soon as I can 50
n0 more at present, from one who am, dear, dear, poor,
dear Mr. Beluille, your loving friend till death, Marga-
zet Thrift.—So—now wrap it up just like Uother—
so—now write, For Mr. Belville—But oh ! what shall
I do withit? for here comes my guardian.

[Puts the Leiter in her bosom.

Enter Moopy, with a candle and sealing waw.

BMjbdy. T have been detained by a sparkish cox-
- b, who pretended to visit me, but I fear ‘twas to
my wife. [dside;] What? have you done?

Peg. Ay, ay, Bud, just now.

Hoody. Let's see’t ; what do you tremble for }——

[He opens and reads the first Letter.

Peg. So, T had been finely served, if I had given
him this! - [dside.

Moody. Come, where's the wax and seal ?

Peg. Lord, what shall I do now *——pray let me
see’t.  Lord, you think I cannot seal a letter ; T will
do’t, so I will. ;

[Snatches the Letter from lim, changes it for the
other, seals it, and delivers it to him.

Moody. Nay, I believe you will learn that and
other things too, which I would not have you.

Peg. So, han’t I done it curiously ¢ I think I have
—there’s my letter ooing to Mr, Belville, since he’ll
needs have me send letters to folks, [ dside.

Moody. *Tis very well, but I warrant you would
not have it go now ?

Peg. Yes, indeed, but I would, Bud, now.

Moovdy. Well, you are a gond girl then. Come, let
me lock you up in your chamber, till I come back 5
and be sure you come not within three strides of the
window, when I am gone; for 1 have a spy in the
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street. [Puts fier into the Chamber.] At least s fit she
thinks so; 1f we do.not cheat women, they’ll icheat
us.——Now I have secured all within, I'll deal with
the foe without, with false intelligence. | Erit.

SCENE 11,
Bruvinir’s Lodgings.

Enter Luey and BELVILLE.

Lucy. I run great risks, to be sure, to serysithe
young lady, and you, sir——but [ know you af€r=
gentleman of honour, and would scorn to betray a
friend who means you well, and is aboye being mes-
cenary., {

Belv. As you are not mercenary, Mrs. Lucy, I
oucht to be the more generous—give me leave to
prescut you with this trifle, [Gires.a Ring.] notasa
sewaid for your seryices, but as a small token of
friendship. { ;

- Lucy. Though I scorn to be bribed in any cause,
yet 1 am proud to accept if, as a mark of your re-
gard, and as such shall keep it for your sake—dand
now to business.

Belv. But has the dear creature resolved ?

Lucy. Has she—why, she will run away and marry:
you, in spite of your teeth, the first moment she can
break prison—so you, in your turn, must take Cfu'e
not to have your qualms——Stay at_home till you

~ dtear from us. §

Belo. Blessiugs on thee, Lucy, for the thought. :

~ Boody. [Speaking without ] But I must, and will
see him, let him have what company he wall. 2

“Lucy. 'As T hope to be married, Mr._Bclvr]l‘c, I
hear Mr. Moody'’s voice— where shall I hide myself2:
—if he secs me, we are all undone.
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Belo. This is our cursed luck again—What the
devil can he want here?—Get into this closet till he’s
gone. [Puts Lucy into the Closet.] Don't you stir,
Lucy—I1 must put the best face upon the matter——
Now for it [Takes a Book, and reads,

Enter Moopy.

Moody. You will excuse me, sir, for breaking
through forms, and your servants’ entreaties, to have
the honour—but you are alone, sir—your [ellow told
me below, that you were with company.

Belo. Yes, sir, the best company. [Shows his book.]

__ When I converse with my betters, I chuse to have
= m alone.

Moody. And I chuse to interrupt your. conversa-
tion! The business of my errand must plead my ex-
cuse,

Belv. You shall be always welcome to me ; but you
seem ruffled, sir; what brings you hither, and so
seemingly out of humour ?

Moody. Your impertinency—I beg pardon—your
modesty, 1 mean.

Belv. My impertinency !

Moody. Your impertinency !

Belv. Sir, from the peculiarity of your character,
and your intimacy with my uncle, I shall allow you
greal privileges ; but you must consider, youth hasits
privileges too ; and as I have not the honour of your
acquaintance, I am not obliged to bear with your ill
humours, or your ill manners.

Moody. They, who wrong me, young man, must
bear with both! and if you had not made too free
with me, I should have taken no liberties with you.

Belv. 1 could have wish’d, sir, to have found youa
little more civil, the first time i have the honour of a
visit from you. il

DMoody. If that is all you want, young gentleman,
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* you will find me very civil indeed ! There, sir, read
that, and let your modesty declare whether I want
either kindness or civility—Look you there, sir.

2 [Gives a Letter.

Bely. What is it?

_giluod_y. Only a love letter, sir;——and from my
wife.

Belv. How, is it from your wife?—hum and hum—

[Reads.

Moody. Even from my wife, sir; am not I won-
drous kind and civil to you now too? But you'll
not think her so. [4side.

Belv. Ha! is this a trick of his or hers. ~ [H5ide, .

Moody. The gentleman’s surprised, I find: wiS™
you expected a kinder letter?

Belv. No, ’faith, not I; how could I?

Moody. Yes, yes, 'm sure you did; a man so
young, and well made as you are, must needs be dis-
appotnted, if the women declare not their passion at
the first sight or opportunity.

Belv. But what should this mean? It seems he
knows not what theletter contains! [Aside.

Moody. Come, nc’er wonder at it so much. -

Belo. ’Faith, I can't help it.

DMoody. Now I think I have deserved yourinfinite
Ariendship and kindness, and have showed myself suf-
ficiently an ohliging kind friend and husband—am I
not so, to bring a letter from my wife to her gal-
lant ?

Belv. Ay, indeed, you are the most obliging kind
friend and husband in the world; ha, ha, ha! Pray,

Swever, present my humble service to her, and tell
I will obey her letter fo a tittle, and fulfil her
cuy, be they what they will, or with what diffi-
of mwer I do’t ; and you shall be no more jealous

Moojarrant her, and you.
~“Well then, fare you well, and play with any
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man’s Honour but mine, kiss any man's wife but mine,
and welcome—so, Mr. Modesty, your servant. ;
[4s Moobyx i going out,

Enter SPARK IS, who meets lum.

Spark. So, brother-in-law, that was to have been,
I have followed you from bome to Belville’s: I have
strange news for you. ? :

Moody. Stranae news; what, are you wiser than
you were this morning?

Spark. *Faith, T'don’t know but I am, for | have
lost your sister, and I shan't eat half an ounce the less
at dizner for it, there’s philosophy for you'!

4oody. Insensibility you mean—I hope you don’t
mean to use my sister ill, sir. h

Spark. No, sir, she has used me ill; she’s in her
tantrums —I have had a narrow escape, sir.

Moody. If thou art endowed with the smallest
tion of understanding, explain this riddle.

Belo. Ay, ay, prythee, Sparkish, condescend to ba ;

“intelligible.

Spark. Why, you must know, we had settled to be
married—it is the same thing to me, whether [ am
married or not—I have no particular fancy one way
or other, and so I told your sister; off or on, ’tis

* the same thing to me; but the thing was fixed, you
know—You and my aunt brought it about—1I had no
hand in it.  Aud toshow you, that [ was as willing to
marry your sister as any other woman, [ suffered. the
law to tie me up to hard terms, and the church woul
have finished me still to harder—but she was taken .
with her tantrums ! : ;

Doody. Damn your tantrums—come to the pe’

Spark. Your sister took an aversion to the r

~ Frank Harcourt’s brother—abused him like
pocket, and swore "twas Harcourt himself. -

Moody. And so it was, for T saw him.

por-
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Spark. Why, you are as mad as your sister—U tell
vou it was Ned, Frank’ twin brother.

Moody. What, Frank 1old you so?

Spark. Ay, and Ned too they were both ina
stoiy.

Moody. What an incorrigible fellow !
come, I must begone,

Spark. Nay, nay, you shall bear my story out.
She walked up within pistol shot of the church—then
twirl’d round upon her heel—called me every name
she could think of; and when she had exhausted her
imagination, and tired her tongue—no easy matler,
let me tell' you—she called her chair, sent ber fogh——'
man to buy, her a monkey before my face, then®er-
me good morrow with a sneer, and lelt us with our
mouths open, in the middle of a hundred people, who
were all laughing at us! If these are not tantrums, I
don’t know what are.

Moody. Ha, ha, ha! I thank thee, Sparkish, from
my soul: ’tis a most exquisite story; I have not had
such a laugh for this half year—Thou art a most ri
diculous puppy, and I am infinitely obliged to thee;
ha, ha, ha! [Lait Moony.

Spark. Did you ever bear the like, Belville?

Belv. O yes; how is it possible to hear such a fool-
ish story, and see thy foolish face, and not laugh at
them? ha, ha, ha!

Come,

Lacy, in the Closet, laughs.

Spark. Heyday ! what's that? What, have you.
raised a devil in the closet, to make up a laughing .
cn.us at me? [ must take a peep : §
[Going to the Closet

Belo. Indeed but you must not.

Spark. *Pwas a woman’s voice.

Belv. So much the better for me.

Spark. Prythee, introduce me. Y

Bele. Though you take a pleasure in exposing yous
ladies, T chuse to conceal mine, So, my dear
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Sparkish, least the lady should be sick by too long
a confinement, and laughing heartily at you—I must
entreat you to withdraw—Pr'ythee, excuse me, 1
must laugh—ha, ha, ha, ha!

Spark. Do you know that I begin to be angry,
Belville ?

Belo. T can't help that; ha, ha, ha'!

Spark. My character’s at stake—TI shall be thought
a damned silly fellow—I will call Alithea to an ac-
count directly. [Eait.

Belv. Ha, ha, ha!

Lucy. [Peeping out,] Ha, ha, ha! O dear sir, let me

* my laugh out, or I shall burst—What an ad-
_nture! [Laughs.

Belv. My sweet Pegzy has sent me the kindest letter
—and by the dragon himself—There’s a spirit for
you!

Lucy. There’s simplicity for you! Show me a town
bred girl with half the genius—Send you a love-letter,
and by a jealous guardian too! ha, ha, ha! Well,

“Mr. Belville—the world goes as it should do—my
mistress  will exchange her fool for a wit; Miss
~Pegay her brute for a pretty young fellow; I shall
“dance at two weddings—be well rewarded by both
parties—get a husband myself, and be as happy as

the best of you—and so your bumble servant.
[Exit.

Belv. Success attend you, Lucy! [Exit.
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" ' ACT THE FIFTH.
SCENE I, | ¢

Mooby’s House.

PEGGY, alone, leaning on her Elbow. A4 Table, Pen,
Inlk, and Paper.

Peg. Well, 'tis ¢’en so, 1 have got the London disease
they call love; I am sick of my guardian, and #
for Mr. Belville! I have heard this distemper c.
a fever, but methinks it 1s like an ague; tor, when &
think of my guardian, I tremble, and.am so cold;
but when I think of dear Mr, Belville, my hot fit
comes, and 1 am all in a fever indeed. Ah! poor Mr,
Belville! Well, I cannot, will not stay here; therefore
Il make an end of my letter to him, which shall be
a finer letter than my last, because I have studied it
like any thing, Oh! sick, sick !

Enter Mooy, who, secing her writing, steals softly be-
hind her, and looking over her Shoulder, snatches the
Paper from her.

Moody. What, writing more letters?
Peg. O Lord ! Bud; why d’ye fright me so ?
[Ske offers to run out, ke stops her, and reads.
Moody. How's this | nay, you shall not stir, ma-
dam. Dear, dear, dear Mr. Belville,—very well, I
have taught you to write letters to good purpose——
but let’s see’c—[Reads.] First, I am to beg your pardon
Sfor my_ boldness in wrating to you, which 1I'd have you
to know 1 would not have done, had you not said first you
loved me so extremely ; which, if you do, you will never
suffer me to be another man's, who I loath, nauseate,
and detest : (Now you can write these filthy words,)—
G 2
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But what follows 2—therefore, T ope you will speedily:
find some way to free me.from this unfortunate match,
which was never, 1 assuve you, of my choice, but I'm
afraid ’tis alveady too far gone; lhowezer, if you love me,
as I do youy you will try what you can do ; you must
help me away before to-morrow, or clse, alas ! I shall be
for-ezer out of your reachs for I cun defer no lonzer
our—our—\What is to follow our 2—speak what—our
journey into the country, I suppose. Oh, woman,
damned woman ! and love, damned love ! their old
tempter.—Bul make an end of your letter, and then
Il make an end of you thus, and all my plagues

ather. [Draws fis Sword.

_ez. O Lord ! O Lord? you are such a passionate
man, Bud!

Moody. Come, take the pen, and ‘make an end of
the letrer, just as you infended; if you are false ina
tittle, I shall soon percaive it, and punish you with
this, as you deserve. [Lays his Hand on his Sword.]
Write what was to follow—Ict's see—You must make
haste and help me away before to-morrow, or else I shall
be for ever out of your reach ; for I can deferno longer
sur—What fellows onr?

[PeGGY lakes the Pen, and wriles.

Peg. Mustall out then, Bud? Look you there

then!
Moody. Lev's see——for I can defer no longer our
wedding Your slighted AL1THEA. What’s the

meaning of thisy my sister’s name to’t? speak, un-
riddle.
Peg. Ay, but you'll tell her again : if you would
not tell her again s g ¢
DMoody: I will not; T'am stunned, my head turns
round. Speuk. 4
Peg. Wor't you tell her indeed, andindeed ¥
DMoody. Noj; speak, I'say. |
Peg. She'll be angry with meyburl had rather she

should be angry with me than you, Bud. ‘And to tell
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sou the truth, “twas she made me write the letter, and
taught me what I should write.

Moody. Ha I thought the style was somewhat
better than her own. [4sides] Could she come to you
to teach you, since I had locked you up alone?

Peg. Oh, through the key-hole, Rud.

Moody. But why should she make you write a let-
ter for her to him, since she can write herself?

Peg. Why, she said because

DMoody. Because, what

Peg. Why, because, Bud——

Moody. Because what? I say.

Peg, Because, lest Mr. Belville, as he was so yonng;
should be inconstant, and refuse her, or be vain afier-
wards, and show the letter, she might disown it, the
haud not being hers.

Moody. Belville again !—Am I to be deceived again
with that young hypocrite?

Peg. You haye deceived yourself, Bud, you have

indeed I have kept the secret, for my sister’s sake,
as long as I could——but you must know it and
shall know it too. [Cres.

Moody. Dry your eyes.

- Peg. You always thought he was hankering after
me—Good law ! hesidying for Alithea, and Alithea
for him—they have had private meetings—and he
was making love to her, before yesterday, from (he
tavern window, when you thought it was me——I
would have discovered all—but she made me swear
to deceive you, and so I have finely—have not I,
Bud?

Moody. Why did you write that foolish: letter to
him then, and make me more foolish to canny it ?

Pegz. To carry on the joke, Bud—to oblige them.

Moody. Apd will nothing serve her but that great
baby ?—he’s too young for her Lo marry.

~* Peg. Why do you marry me then? 'tis the same
+ thing, Bud. ) ;
& S
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Moody. No,no, tis quite different—How innoceliv., .
she is !—This changeling could not invent this lie;
but if she could, why should she ? She might think
1 should soon discover it. [4side.] But hark you, ma-
dam, your sister went out in the morning, and 1 have
not scen her within since. /

Peg. Alack-a-day, she' has been crying all day
above, it seems, 1n a corner. :

Moody: Where is she ? let me speak with her.

Pez. O Lord! then shedl discover alll [Aside.]
Plgy hiold, Budj; what, d’ye mean to discover me !

she’ll know [ have told youthen, - Pray, Bud, let me
with ber first.

Moody. 1 must speak With her, to know whether

Belville ever made her any promise, and whether she

will be married to Sparkish or no.

Peg. Pray, dear Bud, don’t, till I have spoken with:
her, and told her that I have told you all; for shelll
kill me else.

Moody. Go then,and bid her come to me.

i Peg. Yes, yes, Bad.

Moody. 1.et me sce

Peg. I bhave just time: to koow' of Lucy, who
first set me to work, what lie I shall tell nexr; for I
~ am ¢cn at my wits end. [ dside, and enit.

" Moydy. Well, Liresolve it, Belville shall have her :
1’d rather give him'my sister, than lend him my wife;
and such an alliance will prevent his pretensions to my:
wife, sure—I'll make him of kin to her, and then he
won't care for her.

ta,

Enter PecGy. =
‘Peg. O Lord, Bud, 1 told you what anger you
would make me with my sister. !
Moody. Won't she come hither?
Peg. No, she won't ; she’s ashamed to look you'in
the face.;. Shelll’ go directly to Mr. Belville, she
says. Pray let ber have her way, Bud—she won't -
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e pacified if you don’t—and will never forgive me—
For my part, Bud, I believe, but don’t tell any body,
they have broken a picce of silver between them—or
have contracted one another, as we have done, you
know, which is the next thing to being married.
Moody. Puoh! you fool she is ashamed of talk-
ing with me about Belyille, because I made the maich
for her with Sparkish ! But Sparkish is a fool, and I
have no objection to Belville’s family or fortune
zell her so.
Peg. T will, Bud. [Going.
Moody. Stay, stay,:Peggy—Ilet/her have her own
way—she shall go to Belville herself, and I'll fold W
her that will be best let her have her whim.
Peg. You're in the right, Bud for they ‘have
certainly had a quarrel, by her crying and hanging
her head so—I'll be hanged if her eyes an't swelled
out of her head, she’s in such ‘a piteous taking.
Moody. Belville shan’t use her ill, Il take care of
. that—if he has made her @ promise, he shall keep to
it—but she had betrer go first—I will follow her at a
distance, that she may have no interruption: and [
will wait in'the Park before I see them, that they
may come:to a reconciliation before I come upon
them. -
Peg. Law, Bud, how wise you are! I wish I had
half your wisdom ; you sce every thing ay once
Stand a one side theni——there; a little turther that
way. . J
Moody. So 1 will—she shan'c sce me till Ibreak in
upon her at Belville’s. : -

Peg, Now forit. [Eut ProeY.

Moody. My case is something better—fr suppuse
the worst—should Belville use her ill—1 had rather
fight him for not martyiug my sister, than for de-
bauching my wife, for I will make her mine abso-
lutely to-morrow ; aud, of the two, 1 had rather find
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‘my sister too forward than my wife; I expected n
other from her free education, as she calls it, and her
passion for the town. Well, wife and sister are names
which make us expect love and duty, pleasure and
comfort ; but we find them plagues and torments, and
are equally, though differently, troublesome to their
keeper.  But here she comes. [Steps on one side.

Enter Prccy, dressed Like Avirara; and, as she
asses over the Stage, seems to sigh, sob, and wipe
f:‘r Eyes.
Peg. Heigho ! [ Eait.
- Vuody. [Comes forward.] There the poor deyil goes,
sighing and sobbing; a woful example of the fatal
consequences of a town education—but I am bound
in duty, as well as inclination, to do my utmost to
* saye her—but first I'll sccure my own property.—
[Opens the Door, and calls. i Peggy! Peggy ' —my dear !
—1I will return as soon as possible—Do you hear me?
Why don’t you answer? You may read in the book I
bought you till I come back—As the Jew: says in
the play, “ Fast bind, fast find.” [Locks the Door.] This
15 the best, and only security, of female affections.
[Exit.

SCENE II.

The Park, before BeLviLLe's Door.

Enter Seankisn, drunk.

Spark. 1f T can but mect with her, or any body
thav belongs to her, they will find me a match for
them—When a man has wit, and a great deal of it—
Champagne gives it a double edge, and nothing can

_ withstand it—'tis a lighted match to gunpowder:
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_<vas right to consult my friends, and they all agree
with Moody, that I make a damnedridicclous figure,
as matters stand at present.  Pll consult Bewille—
this is his house—he’s my friend too—and no fool. It
shall be so—damn it, I must not be ridiculous. [Going:
to the Door, sees PEGGY coming.] Hold! hold!if the
champagne does’ not hurt ‘my eyesight, while it
sharpens my wit, the enemy is marchiig up this way.
—Come on, madam. Alithea; now for a smart fire,
and then let’s see who will be ridiculous.

Enter Prccy. ‘A

Peg. Dear me, I bagin to tremble—there is
Sparkish, and I can’c get to M. Belville's house with
out passing him—he sees me—and will discover me—
he seems 1n liguor too!—bless me !

Spark. Oho ! sh¢ stunds at bay a little—she don’t
much relish the engagement. ‘The first blow!is half
the battle. 'l be a little fgurative with her. [Ap=
proaclng ker.) 1 find, madam, you like a solo better
thana duet.  You need not have been walking alone
this evening, if you had been wiser yesterday —What,
nothing to say for yourselt? Repentance, L suppose,
makes you as awkward and as foolish, as the poor
country girl your brother has locked up in Pall-
Mall. S

Pez. I'm frightened out of my wits.

[Trics to pass by hims

Spark. Not astep farther shall you go, ‘uill you give
me an account of your behaviour, and make me re=
paration foc being ridiculous.  What, dumb still—
then, if you won't by fair means, I must squeeze you
to a confession. [As ke goes to scize her, she stps by
Jumn s but he catches hold of her bifore she reaches Bri-
vizLe’s Door.] Not quite so fast, 1t you picase. Come,
come,” let me see your modest juce, and hear your
soft tongue—or I shall be tempted to use you USRS
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