








 .“ From such dull stuff, what profit can you reap ?
- “You cry—* "Tis very fine!—and fall asleep.”

Those lines; from the Epilogue, written by Garrick,
have, for the present taste of the town, somewhat too
__much of truth in them : for assuredly “The Foundling”

“ ‘would not, at this period, have power to keep an audi- -
ence from the enjoyment of a comfortable stumber. It

. may, however, be read with pleasure, as a little no-

-~ vel, by which the reader will neither be induced to -
laugh, to weep, nor to admire—though he may yet be

~ amused by ‘@ certain degree of interest, attached to
the fable and the events. It was the first dramatic
work of a man, since much esteemed for having pro-

- duced the tragedy of ¢ The Gamester;” notwithstdhfi—'

ing both that and the present drama, met with con-.

~ siderable opposition on the first night of thelr»»repre-‘ b
sentation. :

. 'The character of I‘addle, in this comedy,
- part at which the audience revolted, when it i ap
. peared ; and, no‘doubt, he is a being whose mind is
- t00 much deformed for pubhc ex‘ubmon.

S

“‘,

Such abject: trash
o Deserves not satire’s, but the hanaman s, lash &
: '_‘3:-._,‘?".32 A :
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Nor.is Young Belmont, the hero of the piece, more
than one degree removed from' this, his*friend, in
baseness ; and that distinction is in the article of cou-
rage. For this solitary virtue he is allowed, by
- the authorg to be forgiven all his vices, 'and blessed’
- with the hand of the woman he loves ; s—yet the play

has the reputation of containing an excellent moral.

Sir Charles Raymond, excepting Fidelia, is by far
the best drawn character in. the whole work—nay,
Fidelia, perhaps, should give place to him. ,Their re-
lationship is well contrived, and would be more in-

- teresting, was the discovery less romantically brought
_about.

Mis. Cibber, the idol of the public, at the time this
comedy first appeared, is said to have been exquisite -
in the part of the Foundling; but it is a character,
which requires, in an actress, abilities, so little at

©_ present in use, that it can be hardly conceived what
~plaintive, or pathetic arts, this performer possessed, to
~ make so insipid a personage have power over the

hearts of an audience.

¢ The Foundling” has been called an imitation of
““ The Conscious Lovers.” If it be so, like all imita-

: 'tmns, it falls infinitely beneath the merit of its - ori-
: ":,.”gmal.—It was first acted in 1748.

~ Mr. Moore, the author of this pldy, wrote, be-.
~ ‘sides his two dramatic works, “ The Trial of Selim,
the Persian,” a poem, in compliment to Lord Lyttel-
ton, which has been praised as a most elegant pane- - -

gyric—and his “ Fables for the Female Sex” have

- been compared with Gay’s.—He married a lady, who
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was herself poetical, and, in her maiden state, Being -
_deeply in love with her future husband (while her
_passion was a secret both to him and all her friends)
~her muse prompted her (o write a copy of verses toa
~ young lady, her cousin, in which were contained. the -
. _following lines, perfectly myslerious; till being shown
to a number of persons, and to. Mr. Moore amongst * -
- the rest, he had the sagacity to find out the riddle,
~and the gratitude to reward its fau' authoress with his
hand. 2

,'“ Would you | think it, my coz; for the fault I must

own,

% YourJenny, at last, is quite covetous grown:

% Though millions, if fortune should lavishly pour, .

¢ I still should be wretched, if I had not More.

SMOSHD HE I e R vi:-"i‘j"
 You will wonder, my dear, who this charmer can be,
¢¢ Whose merit can boast such a conquest'as me;

% But you shan’t know his name, though I tal&’ ou

~ before; S a

I“ IL begins thh an M—but T dare not say More._ s '
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THE

i FOUNDLING.

~ACT THE FIRST.
SCENE I.

An Apariment in SIR RoBERT BELMONT's House.

Enter YouNG BELMONT and CoLONEL RAYMOND.'

Bel: My dear Colonel, you are as unlettered
{ in love, as I am in war. What! a woman, a fine
| :woman, a coquette, and my sister!—and to be won
"by whining! Mercy on us! that a well-built fellow,
with common sense, should take pains to unman
himself, to tempt a warm girl of two-and-twenty to .
come to bed to him !—I say, again, and aga.m, Colo-
nel, my sister’s a woman. :
Ray And the very individual woman that I waut,‘;
Charles
~_Bel. And, of all women in the world, the le: tht
for thee. An April day is less changeable th ?her
- humour. . She laughs behind ber fan at what she
should not understand ; calls humnhtymeanness, and *
, blushmg the want of educatlon In all aﬁ'an's mth

.m-iputv'-
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a man, she goes by contraries 3 if you tell hera merry
‘story, she sighs; if a serious one, she lau0hs, for
_yes, she says no, and for no, yes; and is mistress of

_such® obedient features, that” her looks ‘are always

ready to confirm what her tongue utters.

2ny. Fine painting, upon my word, and RiC ﬂat?

“tery!

- Tow made up of credulity and suspicion ;. believing

where he should doubt, and doubting where he .

should believe ; jealous \vnhout cause; and satisfied

without proof. A great boy, that has lost his way,

and blubbering through every.road, but the uaht,
fmd his home aoam—Ha' ha! ha! R
Ray. Mighty ﬂond indeed, sir!

Bel. Come, come, Colonel love, that can exalt'

s “the brute to a man, has set you upon all-fours.. Wo-

“men are indeed dehcmus creatures ; but ‘not what

you think them, The first wish of every mother’s

daughter is power ; the second, mischief! the way -

1o her heart is by indifference, or abuse; for whoever

- owns her beauty, will feel her tyranny but if he
-~ call her ugly, or a fool,'shelll set her cap-at hlm, and

‘take pains for his oood opinion.’
Ray. And so, submlsslon and flattery are’ out of
your system?.

- Bel. For submission and flattery T substitute im- ,
yudence and contradlcuon, these. two, well ma- "
, will 'do more with beauty in an hour, than
ne speeches in a year. . Your fine woman expects
ration, and receives it as common incense, which
y fool offers ; while the rude fellow, who tells. dhiers o
truth, claims all attention. « Difficulty endears con-
\quest “To him only she appears what she: should be ¢

Bel. Thia is'the lady. Now for the lover. A fel-: 2

““to all; and, while she labours with her natura,l

: 'charms to secure. hxm, shes lost herself
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‘the old ballad that I can sing no other words to any‘
tune.
Bel. Ha! ha! Thou poor mournful mghtmgale in’
a cage, sing on, then! and I'll whistle an upper part
w1th thee, to give a little life to the measure.
‘Ray. That will be kind ; for, Heaven knows, I

have need of assmance'—P:’ythee, tell me, dost thmk -

' Rosetta wants understanding ?

. Bel. N 0, ’faith, I 'think not
ﬁ Ray. Good humour? ;
£ Bel. Hum——She’s generally pleased.
b Ra_y What, then, can reconcile her behaviour to
‘me, and her fondness for such a reptile as Faddle? A
fellow made up of knavery and noise, with scandal

that the very-devil might buy him for a single guinea.

“quaintance with this fellow ?

® °  Bel. Why, the very understandmg and good hu-
. - mour youspeak of. A woman’s understanding is
“design, and her good humour, mischief. = Her “ad-
vances to one fool are made only to tease another.

-~ Ray. Sir, your most humble servant. <

Bel. And her good humour is'kept alive by the suc-
cess of her plots %

- Ray. But why so constant to her fool ?

. Bel. Because her’ fool’s the fittest to her purpose
——He has more tricks than her monkey, more prate
‘than her parrot, more servility than her lap-dog, more
" lies than her woman, and more wit than her—colonel.

. And, ’faith; all these things consulered I cant hlame <
“my sister for her constancy.

3 Ray. Thou art' a wild fellow, and'in earnest ‘about
e jnothmg but thy own pleasures—and so we'll change
© the subject. ‘What says Fidelia? -

Bel." Why, there, now !—That a man can’t mstruct;
another, but he must be told, by way of thanks, how & '
muclx he stands in: need of assistance lumself ety

for wit, and impudence for raillery ; and so needy, -

I say, Charles, what can tempt her even to anac- :
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Ray Any new d1ﬂ1culues2 :

Bel. Mountains, Colonel, a few mountams in'my
way. But, if I want faith to remove them, I hope I
shall have strength to climb them, and. that wﬂl do
my busingss. ;

Ray. She’s a woman, Charles.

Bel. By her outside, one would guess so; but look
a little farther, and, except the stubbornness, of her
temper,: she has nothmu feminine about her. She,%

~ has wit without pertness, beauty without conscious-

~ ness, pride without insolence, and desire thhout
“wantonness. In short, she has every thing- :

Ray. That you would wish to ruinin her. “Why;

~ what a devil are you, Charles, tospeak so feelmgly of

: Vdea.r Colonel , One‘way or other, I must be ma.med it
séems. S

v1rtues, which you only admire to destroy !’

Bel. A very pretty comforter, truly ! :

Ray. Come, come, Charles, if she is as well bom
as you pretend, what hinders you from cherishing.
these qualities in'a wife, which you would ruinina
mistress -— Marry her, marry her.

~ Bel.' And hang myself in her garters the next morn-

~ ing, to lee her virtues the reward of widowhood.—
_,’Falth I must read Pamela twice over first. ~But

© suppose her not born as I pretend, but the “outcast
- of a beggar, and obliged to chance forlt little educa~
tion ?

“Ray. Why, then, her mind is dignified by her ob- {

_sourity ; and you will have the merit of raising her to
- arank which she was meant to adorn. ~And where’s
- the' ‘mighty matter in all this? You want no addition"
 toyour fortune, and have only to sacrifice a httle an=7
© necessary pride to necessary happiness. £

Bel. Very heroical, upon my word —And so, my :

. ‘Ray. If Fidelia can be honest, iy life on’t, you 2

‘jare of my mind within this fortnight.. But, prythecy :;‘.

’f'_'smce I am not to beheve your former account of her,
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~ who is this delxcmus girl, that ‘must, and will, get the.

better of your pride? - £
Bel. A sister of the Graces, wuhout monal fatber
or mother; she dropped- from the clouds in her cra-
dle, was lulled by the winds, christened by g:e rains,
fostered by a hag, sold for a whore, sentenced: to a
rape, and rescued by a rogue—to be ravished by her
own consent. There’s mystery and hieroglyphic for -
you' and every syllable, a truth, beyond apocrypha.
- Ray. And what am I to understand by all this?
~Bel. 'Faith, just as much as your understanding
can'carry. A man in love is not to be trusted with
a secret. :
- Ray. And, pray, mosj discreet sxr, is Rosetta ac-

; quamted with her real history?

" Bel. Nota circumstance. She has been amused Ly
like you, and still believes her to be-the sister of a~ -
dead friend of mine, at college, bequeathed to.my
guardianship. But the devil, I find, owes me a grudge

_ for former virtues; for this sister of mine, who dotes:

‘upon Fidelia, and believes: every thing I have told
her of her family and fortune, has very fairly turned-

~ the tables upon me.—She talks of equality of birth,

- forsooth ; of virtue, prudence, and good sense; and
~bids me bless ‘my stars, for throwing in my way the
~only woman in the . world that has good qualities *
. enough to redeem my bad ones, and make me, what". :
-she says every man ought to be—a good. husband. .
"Ray. Was ever poor innocent fellow in such dzs«
tress |- —Bat wbat says the old gentleman, youﬂf -
ther? i
“Bel. Why, falth "the certainty of a lmle money :
would set him at work the same. way-—But I’ll haye

- one trial of skill'with :them yet oy P brought ber

_in by one lie, I'll take her out by another—Ill swear.
she sa whore—that I may et an opportumty to make
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- Ray. Most religiously resolved, upon my word !
- Bel. Between you and me, Colonel, has not your
old gentleman, Sir Charles, a liquorish look out for
Fidelia himself? . . :
. Ray. No, upon my honour. I believe his assidui-
ties theré, are more to prevent the designs of another,
than to forward any of his own. =
Bel. As who should say, because I have no teeth for
a crust, I'll muzzle the young'dog that has. A plague
of every thing that’s old, but a woman!—for ’tis
- but varying her vocation a little, and you may make
her as useful at fifty-five as fifteen. But what say you
to a little chat with the girls this morning? I believe
we sball find them in the next room. ek
- Ray. Not immediately—I have an appointment at
White’s. : T o
. Bel. For half an hour, I am your man there too.—
. D’ye return so soon ? ; -
- . Ray. Sooner, if you will. . i A
Bel. With all my heart. 4lons! . [Exeunt..

t
3 %

SCENE II,

Another Apartment. -

o Enter RoseTTA and FIDELYA, meefing:
~ Ros. O, my dear! I was just coming to,see if you
~were dressed. You look as if you had pleasant dreams -
_Jast night. Ao SO RO o
- . Fid. Whatever my dreams were, they can't disturb
- the morning’s happiness, of meeting my dear Rosetta
. 50 gay and.charming.© ;G0 iy
. Ros. My sweet creature !
dgeamé I i

A 45 A

But what were your

(=31
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~ Fid. O, nothing—-A confusion of gay castles, built
by Hope, and thrown’down by Disappointment, Y
"Ros. ‘O “barbarous !—-—Well, for my part, I never -
_ built a castle in iy sleep, that would not last till
7 doomsday ‘Give me a'dream, and ['am rrystrcss of
the creation. 1 can do what I'will' with every man -
in it—And power, power, my dear, sleepmo or wak-
ma is’a charming thing !"* :
“Fid. Now in my opinion, a woman has no busmess :

: w1th power Power admits no equal, and dismisses
. friendship for ﬂdttexy Besides, ‘it keeps the men ‘at -
a distance, and that is not always'what we wish.'
:"Ros. But then, my dear, they’ll come when we call .~
them, and do what we bid them, and go when we
send them——There’s something pretty in that, sure

——And for flattery—take my word for’t, "tis the
highest proof'of a man’s esteem—'Tis only allewing
whatone has not, because the fellow admires what one -
has—And she that can keep that, need not be afrald P
- of believing she has more. :
2rsid, Ay, if she can keep that. But the danoer ‘iS55
* in giving up the substance for the shadow.— Come, $
come, my dear, we are weak by nature; and ’tis but
knowing that we are so, to be always upon our guard.:
Fear may make a woman strong, but conﬁdence un-
does her. :
Ros. Ha! ha! how different circumstances, direct
different opinions ! You are in love with a rake of a
fellow, who makes you afraid of yourself———Aund I
hold in chains a mighty colonel, who's afraid of'me. - -
~ And 5o, my dear, we both go upon right principles.
Your weakness keeps you upon'your ‘guard, | and my
power leaves me without danger.
Fid. And yet you must forgive’ me, if I tel
that you'love this'colonel. =~
Ros. Who told you so,,my dear c ature»?
EFidT know it by the pains you take to" ve;( hx
B’esxdes, I have seen y ok as 1f you dld

¢

S

i
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- Ros. Look,child'——Why, don’t I look like other
people ? \ S :
.. Xid. Ay, like other people in love. Oh, my dear,
I have seen just such looks in the glass, when my
" heart has beat at my very lips. : i e
.- Ros. Thou art the most provoking creature—
_.Fid. You must pardon me, Rosetta—I have a
~ heart but little inclined to gaiety; ‘and am rather

wondering, that when happiness is in a woman’s -

=]

‘power, ‘she should neglect it for trifles—or how it -

- should ever enter her thoughts, that the rigour of a
.mistress can endear the submission of a wife. - ° :
Ros. As certain, my dear, as the repentance of a

sinner outweighs in opinion the life of a'saint. - But, -

__to come to serious confession, I have, besides a woman’s

~ inclination to mischicf, another reason for keeping off
a little——I am afraid of being thought mercenary.

way?

: his father’s return from exile—You know his unhap-

_py attachments to a successless party——This colonel

(brought up in our family,-and favoured by Sir. Ro-
~bert and my brother) laid violent siege to me for.a
- -whole year: Now though I own I never disliked him,

Fid. Heyday !—why, are you not his equal every -

Ros. That's not it—I have fold you, that before -

in all that time, either through pride, folly, ora little
mischief, I never gave him the least hint, by which

~he could guess at my inclinations.
- Fid. Right woman, upon my word !

* . Ros. ’Tis now about three months; since the king, -
.in his goodness, recalled Sir Charles; and, by restoring
-the estate, made the .colonel heir to a fortune, more

than equal to my expectations. - And now, to confess

. all, the airs that folly gave me before, reason bids me -
ontinue——for to" surrender my heart at once to
new made commander, would look as if the poor -+
nted a bribe for the governor. Besides,

. hehas affronted my pride,

n daring -to imagine T
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W, enImaxry the colonel' STt

could descend $0 low, as to be fond of that creature,
Taddle. A fellow, formed only to make one laugh
a cordial for the sp]een, to be bought by every body S
and just as necessary in a family as a monkey. For
which insolence, I must and will be revenged: o

Fid, Well, I confess, this looks a little Tike reason. -
But, are you sure, all this while, the colonel, in des-
. pair, won’t raise the s1erre, and draw off his forces to
‘another place ? :
- Ros. Pshaw! I have a better opinion of the men, .
child. Do but ply them with ill usage, and they are
the gentlest creatures in the world: Like other beasts
ofprey, you must tame them by hunger—but if once
you feed them high, they are apt to run wild, and
forget their keepers. -

Fid. And are all men so, Rosetta e :

Ros. By the gravity of that question, Il be ,'
whipped now, if you don'’t expect me to say somethmg
“civil of my brother—Take care of him, Fidelia, for"
hunger can’t tame him, nor fulness make him wilder. -
——To leave you to his guardianship, was settmg
the fox to keep the chicken. :

Fid. Wild as he is, my heart can never beat to an- ,
other—And then I haveobligations; that would amaze '
you. - s

Ros. Obhoatlons I Let me die, if T’ wou]d not
marry my’ colonel’s papa, and put it out of his power .

- tooblige, or disoblige me.

Fud. Still you banter me with Sir Charles—Upon =
~my life, he has no more designs upon ‘me than you
have—I know no reason -for his friendship, but his
general humamty, or perhaps the smgulauty of
cxrcumstanccs. ‘ :

‘Ros. Why, as you say, youth and beauty are par-
~ticular circumstances to move humamty—-Ha' ‘ha'!

_ha. '——Oh, my déar, time’s a great tell-tale, and will

r all—What a_sweet mamma shaﬁ I have,

\C2
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Enter Youne BeLmonT and CorLoner Raymonp.

w

Bel. When you marry the colonel, , sisten!—A
match, a'match, child !—Here he is, just in the nick;
and, 'faith, as men go, very excellent stuff for a hus-
band. - -

Ray. Those were lucky words, madam. S

Ros."Perhaps not so lucky, if you knew all, sir.- -
Now, or never, for a little lying, Fidelia, if you love
e, [4part to FiDELIA.
. Fid. Tl warrant.you, my dear—You must know,

‘sit, [To BeLMoNT.] that your sister has taken it in-
to her head, that the colonel’s father is my lover.
Ros. What is she going to say now ? [4dside.
Fid. And as she looks upon hersell to be as good-
as married to the colonel
Ros. Who I''—I 1—
Fid. She has been settling some family affairs with

* + her new mamma here : and, upon my word, she’s a

sweet contriver! : 7

Ros. And you think T won’t be even with you for
this, Fidelia ? '

Bel. Sister! 2 aE

“ Ray. And was it so, madam ?—And may I hope ?

. Ros. Wasitso, madam?—And may I hope? [ Mock- .
g hem.] No, sir, it was not so, and you may not = -
hope—Do you call this wit, Fidelia ?

. Fid. My dear creature, you must allow me to
laugh a little—Ha! ha! ha' ,

.. Ros. "Tismighty well, madam—OH, for alittle de-

- vilat my elbow now, to help out invention! [4side.

.,',Eel.‘Hﬁ! ha! ha!l—Won't it come, sister? =

_ "Ros. Assoon as your manners, brother. You and
your grave friend there have been genteelly employed

- indeed, in listening at the door of a lady’s chamber :

and then, because you heard nothing for your pur~

~ Ppose, to turn my own Words to a meaning, I should . .

*hate myself for dreaming of. gy S
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Bel. Why, indeed, child, we mxght haye perplexed
you a Tittle, if I‘ldeha had not so artfully brought you, g
oﬂ‘ '- A
Ros Grcatly obllged to her;’ I‘bd“y' el ;
- [Walking in dzsorder.
Ray I never knew till.now, Rosetta, that I could’
find a pleasure in your uneasiness.
Ros. And you think, sir, that I shall easily forgwe
this insolence? But you may be mistaken, sir.. ~ &~
“Bel. Poor. thing, how it pants ! I Come, it shall have
a husband !* We must about it immediately; Colouel
for she’s all over in a flame.
Ros. You grow lmpertment brother Is. thure o+
relief? v [Aside.
Bel Shall I lift up the sash for a little air, cbxld? 2

Enter SEIWANT
Ros. So, John !—Have you delivered- the ca.rd I
‘gave you? -
- Serv. Yes, madam; and Mr. Faddle desires hls
AL comphments to your 1adyshxp, and Madam Fidelia,
- Ros. Mr F addle, John '————Where dxd you see L8
h1m o :
/- Serv. Hemet'me in ‘the stred madam and made :
me: step into a coffee-house w1th him, il he wrote
this,’ madam. i [ Delivers a Letter, and. ewit.
.« Ros. Oh, the kind'‘creature !—Here’s a letter from. -
- Mr. Fa.ddle, Fidelia!-—Fortune, I thank thee for this -
- little respite. . [4side, and reading the Letters.:
“Ray. Does she suffer the fool to write toher tog?
Fid. What, pining, colonel, in the mldst of victory?:
" Ray. To recexve hlS letters, madam L= shall ﬁgéx 35
mad. : ¢ 3 %
- Bel. So‘—Away prop, and down scaﬁ'old—- lls o

- : lonél toro
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Ra_y. About me, madam? [Peevishly.
- Ros. Nay, colonel, I. am not at all angry now.
: Methmks this letter has made me quite another crea-
“ture.—To be sure, Mr. Faddle has the most gallant
way of writing ! But his own words will speak best
for him. ‘ [Reads.

Dear creature, )
. Since I saw you yesterday, time has hung upon me -
like a winter in the country ; and unless you appear at
" rehearsal of the new opera this morning, my sun will be
wn fotal eclipse for two hours. Lady Fanny made us
laugh last night, at What's my leought like, by compar-
mg your colonel to a great box o' the ear— Because it
was very rude, she said, and what nobody cared for—I
have a thousand things to say, but the clamour of a cof-
fee house is an interruption to the sentiments of love and
veneration, with whick I am,
Madam, most unspeakably yours,
William Faddle.

. ——1Is it not very polite, colonel ?

Ray. Extremely, madam'!—Only a little out as to
the box o’ the ear; for you shall see him take it, ma-
dam, as carelessly as a pinch of snuff. :

Ros. Fie, colonel! You would not quarrel before
“a lady, I hope. Tidelia, you must oblige me with
your company to the rehearsal—I’ll go put on my.ca-
puchm and step into the coach, this moment, =~

- Fid. 1 am no friend to pubhc places but lll at— :
tend you, madam. '~ ;

“Ros. " You'll come, colonel?

" Ray. To be sure, madam

Bel Sister!—Oh, you’re a good' creature! ;
‘ [Exit Rosm'm, lunghing qﬂ'ectcdly.,
de bhal} we have )our company, sird :

P {[To BELMONT.,
'Bfl We could ﬁnd a way to: emp]oy time: better,

e
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child——But I am your shadow, and must ‘move.
with you ‘every where. [Evit Fiprrra.]—Had hat
hal
now l—while the enemy is upon' the march, to pro-
‘claim Te Deum for a complete'victory !

Ray. Iam but a man, Charles, and find myself no.

match for the devil and a woman.

s

* Bel. Courage, boy!—and the flesh and ‘the devil -
may be subdued—Ha! ha! ha !—Such a colonel!
[Ereunt.

ACT THE SECOND.

.SCENE I.
Sm ROBERT B,ELMONT’S House.

Enter Sir ROBERT BeLMoNT and ‘SIR CHARLES
: RAYMOND ; ;

Szr R. A voracious young dog I—Must Ifeed orton
lans to pamper his gluttony !

Sir Co'Be undér no apprehensions, Sir Robert
Mr. Belmont's- excesses are mitigated by the. ]evxty

* of youth, and a too early indulgence. In his mo-
.ments of thinking, I know him . generous and noble

—And for I‘ldeha,-——l think:I .can be. answerable
for her conduct, both in regard to what.she G her- -

-self,.and you

Sir B. \Vhy; ‘look you, - Sir. Chales, -the gn*l’sa. :

‘sweet girl, and a good girl—and beautys a fine thing,
and- vxrtues a fine thing——DBut: as for mamaue '-—

How like a beaten general dost thou' look °
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Why,a man may buy fine ‘things too' dear. A litile
money, Sir'Charles, would set off her beauty, and find' -
her'virtue employment—But the' young rogue does
- not say a word of that of late. :
*8zr C. Nor of marriage, I am sure—His lové''of
liberty will prevent your fears one way, and, I hope,
Fidelia’s honour, another.
Sir R. Must not have her ruined though !
Sir C. Fear it not,Sir Robert,—And when next you
see your son, be a little parncular in’ your inquirics
_ about her family and circumstances—If she is what
~ her behaviour bespeaks her, and he pretends, a lady
of birth and fortune—why, secrets are unnecessary:
if_he declines  an ‘explanation, look upon the whole
as a contrivance to cover purposes, whlch we. musl!

.x_v..*,

~“guard against.

Sir R. What, ‘you don’t thmk the rogue has had
her, hah, Sir Charles?
~_Sir C. No, upon my *honour—I hold her " inno-
- cence to be without stain ! But, to' deal freely with
‘my friend, T look upon her story as strange, and im- =
: probable—-An orphan, of beauty, family, and fortune,
“committed by a dying brother, to the sole care of a
licentious young fellow' You musl: pardon me, Sll‘
Robert.
" Sir R. Pray go on, sir. :
- Sir C. Brought in at mldfuaht too ! And then,
. -a young, creature so educated and so irresistibly
“amiable, o ‘be, in all’ appearance, without a.lll--~
ance, friend or-acquaintance, in the wide world I—:
-link, torn off from the general cham B g say, Slr Ro-"- '
;_bel‘f this is strange ! :
Sir R. By my trot:h and so itis! °
~®irC. 1 know ‘not’ why I am so mterested‘ m~th15
s; but yesterday, I indulged my curi-'/
erhaps, beyond the bounds ' of gooa-
—T pav my . suspicion, 2 and added’

WA recy' to ) y'mqmrles Bl ‘lier ans
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only served to multiply my doubts, and, still as T
 persisted, I saw her cheeks covered with blushes, and
her eyes swimming in tears—But, my life upon’t, they
were the blushes and the tears of innocence!

- Sir R. We must, and will, be satisfied, Sir Charles. -

Sir C. For who knows, w hlle we are de]aymg, but
some uuhappy mothcr, perhaps of rank too, may be': .
" wringing her:hands, in bitterness of mlsery, for this -
lost dauahter —Girls, who have kept their virtue, Sir
‘Robert, have done mad things for a man they love.

Sir Re And so, indeed, they have—I remember,r
when I was a young fellow myself- But is not that
my Charles, coming through the hall yonder? :

Sir C. Ay, Sir Robert. —Attack him now—But let
your inquiries have more the show of accidental =
chat, than design; for too much earnestness may: be-
get susplClon——And so, sir; I leave you to your dis-
- cretion. [Eait.

Sir R. You shall see me again before dinner——A
plague of these young, rakehellyrogues ! a girl's worth:
twenty of them—if one could but manage her.

Enter YounG BELMONT, repeating, -
No warning of ¢tk approaching flame,
Swiftly, like sudden death, it came ;

- Like mariners, by lightning kil d
/£ burm‘ the moment:

<! My dear sir, I have not seen you to-day before! s
Sir R. What, studying poetry, boy, to help out. the j
year’s allowance ?
- Bel. ’Faith, sir, times are hard and unless you
come down wnth a fresh hundred now and. then, I
may go mnear to dlsgrace your family—and tum'
06k, . ; ‘
Sir R. And so  want friends all thy life after'——But'. :

“now: we talk of money, Chatles, what art thou doing

wuh Fidelia’s. money? I am thmlumr that azound 5

e
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sum thrown into the 'stocks now, might turn to a
pretty tolerable account. : Y

- Bel. Thestocks, sir? : :

- Sir R. Ay, boy—My broker will be hese after din-
ner, and he shall have a little chat with thee, about
laying out a few of her thousands. g

Bel. 1 hope he'll tell us where we shall get these
thousands. [4side.

*Sir R. Thou dost not answer me, Charles—Art

- dumb, boy? : i I

Bel. Why, to be sure, sir, as to that——Fidelia—I -

. can’t say, but that she may However, that is, you

know, sir—If, as to possibility—Will your broker be

_here after dinner, sir? :

8ir R. Take a little time, Charles; for, at present,

. thou dost not make thyself so clearly understood.” :

Bel. Quite right, to be sure, sir—Nothing could,,.
beyond all doubt, be more judicious, or more advan-
tageous—Her interest, sir—why, as to that—a pretty

fortune—but—did you know her brother, sir ? :

Sir'R. Who I, child *—No. . -

Bel. ’Faith, nor I neither. -[A4side.]—Not know
Jack, sir?—The rogue would have made you laugh,

- —Did I never read you any of his epigrams ?—But
then, he had such an itch for play —Why, he would:
set you a whole fortune at a cast!—And such a mi-
mic too !—But no economy in, the world ! Why, -
it'cost him a'cool six thousand, to stand for member
once—Oh, I could tell you such stories of that elec--
tion, sir— s

Sir R.'Prythee, what borough did he stand for?
~ Bel, Lord, sir !-—He was flung all to nothing——
My Lord What-d’ye-call-um’s son carried it, fifteen to -

~ one;at half the expense—In short, sir, by his extra-

' vagance, affairs are so perplexed, so very intricate, that,

- upon my word, sir, [ declareit, I don’t know what to

~ think of them—A plague of these questions! [Aside. -

8ir'R. But she has friends and relations, Charles;
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~ —I fancy,if I kuew who they were, somethmg mlght
be done.
Bel. Yes, yes, sir, she has friends and relatmns-——l
see, sir, you:know nothing of her affairs———Such a
string of them !—The only wise thing her brother
“ever did, was making me her guardlan, to take her
out of the reach of those wretches—I shall never for-
“get his last words—Whatever you do, my dear Charles,
says he, taking me by the hand, keep that girl from
her relations. . Why, I would not, for a thousand :
_ ‘pounds, sir, that any of them should know. where she'
s,

_Sir R. Why, we have been a little cautlous, Char]es
——-but where does the estate lie? e
Bel. Lord, sir l—an estate and no estate—I wonder

“a man of your knowledge would ask the question.— -

3 An carthquake may swallow it, for any thing I care.
i Sir R. But where,_ does it lxe, Charles ?—In what -
county, Isay? T
| #Bel.And then, there’s -the six thousand pounds,; .
‘that her father left her. S
- Sir R. What! that gone too, Chaxles?
~ Bel, Just as good, T beheve—Every shlllmu ont in
a lawyers hands.
"Sir R. But she'is not afraid to see him too,
%harles i—Where does he live ?
% Bel. Live, sir —Do you think such a fellow ~ought
to live ?—Why, he has trumped up a contract of mar-

riage with this girl, sir, under the penalty of her whole %

fortune—There’s a piece of work for you ! :
. S R. But has he no name; Charles? ‘What is he
called, I say? 7
“TRel; You can't call him by any name, thats too:, !

’,Bad for hlm—But, if I don’t draw.his gown over his

ears—why, say I'ama bad guardian, sir, that’s allpaits
SR, If this should be apocryphal now?-
“. Bel, . : 3
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Sir R. A fetch ! a fib; Charles~=to conceal some
honest man's daughter, that you have stolen, child !
Bel. And brought into a sober family, to have the
entire possession of; without let, or molestation!-———
Why, what a deal of money have you lav1=hed away,
sir, upon the education of & fool !
Sir R. There is but that one ctrcumstance to bllﬂ"‘
thee off—For, to ' be sure, her affairs might have bLen
-~ as well settled in private lndgmns——-—And besides,
_Charles, a world of troublesome questions, and dying.
_answers, mlght have been saved. ' But take'care, boy,
forI may be in the secret before thou art awareon’t.
——A greatrogue, Charles ! ! [Buit
Bcl So ! ‘the mine’s sprung, I see; and Fidelia has
« betrayed: me—And yet, upon. cooler thoughts, she
durst not break her word with me; for thouoh she’s
. a woman, the devil has no part in her.—Now will I
be hanged; if my loving sister is not at' the bottom of
all this—But if ‘T.don’t out-plot her——Let me see—
-Ay—Faddle shall be called in—for the fool loves miss
: chlef hke an old maid, and will outlie an attorney

Entcr ROSETTA.

Ros. What musing, brother |-——Now would I fam
“ know, which, ‘of all the virtues, has bcen the subJect‘
of your con temp]atlons. ! ,
“Bel.' Patience, patience, child ; for he, that has con-
‘nexion with a woman, let her be w1te, mlstress, or
. mster, must have patience:
: Ros. The most useful virtue in the world brother Fod
~/—and Fidelia shall be your tutoress—1’11 hold six to
' four, that she leads youwinto the practlce on’t, - with
. more dexterity, than’the best philosopher in;England
-She shall teach it, and yet keep the heart thhout
hope, brother.: ;

© Bel. ,Why, thats ac contmry method to <yours, sxs-
for. ou glve hope, where you! mean; to try:

7
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: :nence most and Itake it, you are the abler ‘mistress
in the'art. Why, every coxcomb in: town, has’ been
-your scholar, child.

Ros. Not to learn patience’; there’s your mlstake
now:; forit has been my constant practice, to put’ my+
scholars out of all patience. = What are you thinking
of, brother?

'Bel. ‘Why, I was thinking, child, that "twould be a
.question to- puzzle a conjurer, what a coquette was

~ made for. - ; |

i ‘Ros. Am I one, brother ?

- Bel. Oh, fie, sister ! ;
4 Ros. Lord! I, that am no con_;urer, can te]l you

; 1hat—A coquetle !—Oh!—Why, a coquette is a sort

of ‘beautiful desert in wax-work, that tempts the fool
to an entertainment, merely to baulk his appetite.—
And will any one tell me that nature had no hand in

“the making a coquette, when' she answers such wise
and necessary purposes >—Now, pray, sir, tell me
what a rake was made for ? :

Bel. Am 1 one, sister?

Ros. Oh, fie, brother!

Bel. Nay, child, if 'a coquette be so useful in the
system of morals, a rake must be the most horrid

4thing in nature—He was born for' Ler destruction; -

child : she‘loses her being at the very sight of<him,
- ‘and drops plump into his arms, like a charrned bxrd
into the mouth of a rattlesnake.
‘Ros. Bless us all'—JVhat a mercy it IS, thatwe are.
brother and sister!
Bel.' Be thankful for't mght and morning, upon your
; knees, hussy; for I should certamly have ‘been the
ruin of you—But come, Rosetta—’tis allowed" then,

. that swe are rake and’ ‘coquette—And now, do you s

- know, that the essefitial difference between - s, lies'on=
lym two words—petticoat and. breeches.»
-+ Ros: Ay, make:that out, and you'll. do sumetkmg :
*Bcl Pleasure, chlld is the. busmess of both——and
: DRy & %5 S
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the same prmcxples that make me & rake, would make

you—no better than you should be, were it not for

that tax upon the petticoat, called scandal. Your

.wishes are restrained by fear ; mine, authorized by

custom : and, while you are forced to sit down with

/ the starved comfmt of making men fools, 1 am upon
the Wing to make glrls—women, child. ;

" Ros. Now, as 1 hope to be married, T would not be .

a rake, for the whole world—unless I were:d man;

and then, I do verily believe, I should turn out_)ust 5

such anothc.

. Bel. That's my dear sister! Give me your “hand,.

child Why, now thou art the honestest girl in St.—

* - James’s parish ; and I'll trust thee for the future, with

*all my secrets—I am going to Fidelia, child. :
' Ros. What a pity "tis, brother, that she is not such
‘a coquetteas T am ! »
Bel. Not so, nelther, my sweet 51ster, for, *faith,
: ,.-the conquest will be too easy to keep a man constant.
Ros. Civil creature!
- Bel. But \here comes the colonel—-—Now to our se-
veral vocations—You' to fooling, and-I to busmess-—-v
‘At dinner we’ll meet, and compa.re notes, child.
Ros. I‘orapot of coffee, I succeed beste = . . ¢
Bel‘, Faith, I'm afra.ld S0 7Y [Euit.

Enter CoLONEL RAYMOND

Ray To meet you alone, madam, is & happiness—
' Ros. Pray, Colonel, are you a rake? " Methmks, I
. would fain have you a rake.

* Ray. Why so, madam? 'Tis a character | 2 never :
was fond of. ‘

: }Ros ‘Because 1 am tlred of bemu a coquette; and

omy. brother says, that a rake can tfansform one, in the
flirtof afan.

52 © SRyl would be any thmg, madam, to be better

; ~m your. ppmxon. SR b QAL

e e
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Ros If you were a rake, now, what would you say
to me:p. ,

Ray Nothing, madam—1 would——
[Snatches her Hand, and lrzsses it. v
“ Ros. Bless me ! is the man mad? I on]y asked
‘what you would say to me.
Ray. I would say, madam, that you are my llfe—:
my soul—my angel! That all my hopes of happmess :

. -are built upon your kindness!

~“Ros. Very well—keep it up'

Ray. That your smiles are brighter than vmue,
.md your chains, sweeter than liberty ! *

- Ros. Upon my word-! : s s

‘Ray. Oh, Rosetta’! How can you trifle with-a =

heart that loves you?

Ros. Very well—Pathetic too' : :
" Ray. Pshaw ! this is not in your nature. '
*Ros. Suspicion !—Pretty enough!
Roy. You know I have not deserved this.
Ros. Anger too!—Go on! 2 ;
- Ray. No, madam; Faddle can divert you thls Way,«

5 d.t an easier price.

%jest Colonel ?——Lard L01d how a sllly woman 1

Ros. And Jealousy '—All the v1c1ssxtudes of love ! : g

~Incomparable!

Ray. You will force me to tell you, madam, that 53
I can bear to be your_)est no longer.
' Ros Or thus
. Am I the JLSt of her I love?.
Forbid it, all the gods above!:

. It'may; be rendeled either way—But 1 am for the
. thyme—I love poetry Vaslly-——Dont you love poetry, o
; -Colonel P 5

Ray Thls is beyond all patlence, madam Sy
[Very angrzly Loy,
~-{Ros Bless me ! Why, you Hide not been’ in' earn

; mlstal\en 1
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- Ros. Why, I find myself somewhat whimsical this.
morning—and I dov’t care if T do take a little stuff;
- but don’tlet it be bitter. ShRT
. Ray. Am I to be your fool always, madam,or, like
other fools, to be made a husband of, when my time’s
“out? : : 3
Ros. Lord, you men-creatures do ask the strangest
questions!—Why, how can I possibly say now, what
I shall do ten years hence? : X
Ray. I am answered, madam. 4 S
[Walking in disorder.

: Enter SERVANT. ;
* Serv. Mr. Faddle, madam. -  [Eait.

t Enter TADDLE,

Faddle. Ob, my dear, soft toad!—And the colonel
by all that’s scarlet! Now, plague catch me, if nature
ever formed so complete a couple—since the first pair
in Paradise ! ;

“Ros. ’Tis well you are come, Faddle; Give me
something to laugh at, or I shall die with the spleen.
‘Ray. Ay, sir, make the lady laugh, ' this moment,
or I shall break your bones, rascal bt
. Faddle. Lord, Colonel —~What !——What !=<hah!
‘Ros.. Make her laugh this instant, I say, or I'll:
- make you cry—Not make her laugh, when ‘she bids
- you!—Why, sirrah '—I have made her laugh this half
- hour, without bidding. :

Ros. Ha! ha! ha! ; e

Faddle. Why, there, ‘there, there, Colonel !—She
does, she does! : el Y

A Enter Youne BrrmonT dnJ.F;DELIA. %y i3
- Bel. Why, how now, Faddle ? What has been the
(i matter, pr'ythee ? ; PR S A E
~Ray. Arascal! Not make alady lavgh | P
-~ daddle. What, Charles, and my 'little Fiddy, too? =



Stand by me: alltb]e, for thxs robust colonel has re- :
“laxed my very sinews, and quite tremulated my whole
system.—I could not have collected myself, ‘without
your presence.. | N

Fid. And was he angry. w1th you, Faddle? s

Faddle. To a degree, my dear—But I have forgo,t
it—1 bear no malice to any one in the world, child.

- Ros. Do you know, Faddle, that I havea quarrel
with you too? . * 5

: Faddle. You, child ! —IHeh! heh '——\Vhat, Tami m- :
. constant, I 'suppose—and have been the ruin-of a
_few families this winter, hah, child?*—Murder will
out, though it’s done in the centre——But, come, »i-
cace ! Let the storm loose—and you shall see me wea- -
" ther it, like the osier in the fable—it may bend, but
not break me. »

- Ros. Nay, it shall come i a breeze—Tl whlsper
1t ; o [Whispers: FADDLE. ¢
= Bel Colonel' £
~ Ray. Now I could cut my throat, for bemg, vexed
at thls puppy, ‘and yet the devil; jealousy, will have
,'1t 50, [4part to BeLmonT:

- Faddle: Oh what a creature have. you named,

: chlld I—Heh! heh! heh!—May grace renounce me,
and darkness seal my eye-lids, if I would not.as soon
- make Jove to a miller’s doll ! B 1
. i8Bel.Pr’ ythee, what mistress has she found out. for 5
4 thee, Faddie? ' . e
- Faddle. By all that’s odlous, Cha.rles, sts Gargle, s
 the ’pothecary’s daughter !—the toad'is fond 'of. me, -
. that’s positive—but such a mess of water-gruel I-
. Ugh—To all purposes of joy, she’s an armful ofs
~ dry shavings! And then,. she’s” so Jealous of one!—
- Lord, says’ she, Mr. Taddle, you are eternally at Sir :
.'B:oherm—one can’t set eyes upon you in'a whole day
~—Heh! heh! And then the tears doso trickle down .4
| those whxte-wash {cheeks. of hers, that, if she €o I?
: th(a;hgal;t-ﬁum
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. lieve I 'should be tempted to take her, by way of chalk
and water—Heh ! heh! heh! 43
Bel. Ros. Fid. Ha! ha! ha! :
Ros. Isn’t he a pleasant creature, Colonel? :
Ray. Certainly, madam, of infinite wit, with abund-
“ance of modesty ! s
Faddle. Pugh! Plague of modesty, Colonel! But do
you know, you slim toad, you, [Zo Roserra.] what
-a battle I had last night, in a certain company, about
+ you, and that ugly gipsy there?.
. Fid. Meaning me, sir ? , o
, .~ Fuddle. Pert, and pretty '—You must know, there
- was Jack Taffaty, Billy Cruel, Lord Harry Gymp,
- and I;at Jack’s lodgings, all in tip-top spirits, over a
_ pint.of burgundy—a pox of all drinking though!—
- I shall never get it out of my head.—Well, we were
“toasting a round of beauties, you must know : The
girl of your heart, Faddle, says my: lord. ' Rosetta
Belmont, my lord, says I—and, ’faith, down you went,
you delicate little devil you, in almost half a glass,
~ Rot your toast, says my lord, I was fond of her last
winter.—She’s a wit, suys Jack; And a,scold, byiall -
that’s noisy! says Billy.—Isn’t she a little freckled, :
- says my lord—Damnationly padded, says Jack; and
painted like a Dutch doll, by Jupiter ! says Billy.—=
- She’s very unsusceptible, says my: lord.——No more. -
warmth than a snow-ball, says Jack.—A mere colds
' bath to a lover, curse catch me ! says Billy.—Heh !
heh! heh! says I, that’s because you want heart to
warm her, my dears : to me, now; she’s all over com=
bustibles; I can electrify her by a look: touch but
her lip, and snap she goes off, ina flash of fite )\ wiciap <931
.« ‘Ros. O, the wretch! what a picture has he drawn_
soeofimedia i : . [To FipELIA: ~
. Fid. You must be curious, my dear, . ..
Bel. Ha! ha! But you forgot Fidelia, Faddle. ra
+. Faddle, Oh! And there’s the new face, says Billy .
- ==Fidelia, T think they call her.—If she was an ap- -

o

ot




purfenance of mine, says my lord, I'd hang her upon

a pegin my wardrobe, amongst my cast clothes,

With those demure looks of hers, says Jack, I'd send 4

her to my aunt in° Woreestershire, to set her face by,

when she went to church. ‘Or, what think you, says i

Billy, of keeping her in a show-glass, by way of
gentlemen and ladies; walk in, and see the curmsny of

curiosities—the perfcct Pamela in high life! Observe -

Gentlemen, the blushing of her checks, the turning-up
of her eyes, and her tongue, that says nothing but fiel

THE mnnm,me. B )

" fie!—Ha! ha! ha!—Incomparable! said all three— *

Pugh ! pox! says I, not'so bad ‘as that, neither: the

little toad has not secn much of the town' indeed—but

she'll do, in time; and a glass of preniac may serve

one’s turn, you know, when champaign is not to'be

had. [Bowing to ROSETTA.
4ll. Ha! ha!l ha! -

Bel. Why, thou dldsf give it them; *faith, bully'?

Enter SERVANT, and whispers RoseTTa.
-We shall

" Ros. Come, genﬂemen, dinner waits
have all your companies, I hope?

Bel. You know, you dine’ with me, at the I\lnas

Arms, Faddle ? [4part to FADDLE. s
Faddle. Do1? I am sorry, my dear creature, that :
a partxcular appointment robs me of the honour. *##

{To Roserza.

Ros: Pshaw !" you are always engaged T think=—

: Come, Fidelia. .© ~ [Exeunt RosETTA and FIDEL!A.

Ray. Why, then,’ thank Heaven, there;s some. re- -
spite. e [szt..
Bel. Hark you, Faddle; I hope you are not m the -

least ignorant, that, upon pa.rucular occasmns, you
can be a very great rascal ? :
Faddle. Who, I, Charles ?—Pugh v P]aguer
~the dinner I-:am to have? : 2

S Bel Couraoe, boy And rbgeauselﬁthmksowell'_ =

ot e
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of thee, there—[Gives him a Purse.] "twill buy thee a

new laced coat, and a feather,
Faddle. Why, ay, this is something, Charles —But '
hatam I to do, hah? T won't fight, upon my soul,
won't fight! ‘ St

g

Bel.: Thou canstlie a little ? e
“Faddle. A great deal, Charles, or I have spent my:
imong women of quality, to little purpose. i
- I'll tell thee, then.—This sweet girl, this angel;
-+ this stubborn Fidelia, sticks sosat my heart, that I
~must either get the better of her, or'run mad.. .
¢ Faddle. And so, thou wouldst have me aiding and
. abetting, hah, Charles? Must not be tucked up for a .
- rape,neither. 355 Vo
, = Bel. Peace, fool! About three months ago, by a
-very extraordinary adventure, this lady dropped info
- .my arms. It happened, that our hearts took fire at
.furst _sight: But, as the devil would have it, in the
hurry of my first thoughts, not knowing where to
- place her, I was tempted, for security, to bring her to
 this haunted house here, where, between the jealousy «
~of Sir Charles, the gravity of the colonel, the curio-
sity of a sister, and the awkward care of a father, she
__maust become a vestal, or I—a husband, :
¥% . Faddle. Andso, by way: of 4 little simple fornica-
tion, you want to remove her to private lodgings, hah; -
Chaglesfe oo o Jucn o S et e
~ Bel. But how, how, how, thou dear rascal ? .
Faddle. Let me see—Hum—And so, you are not
_her guardian, Charles? o i MR e
" Bel. Nor she, the woman she pretends, boy—1I tell
 thee, she was_ mine by fortune—1I. tilted for her at .
- midnight—But the devil tempted me, I say, o,
~_bring het hither—The. family was in bed, which gave -
. me time for contrivance—I prevailed upon her to call =
1me guardian, that, by pretending authority over her, -
mi i > her at pleasure ; but here too, T was

¥y
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‘ decewe'd—My sister’s fondness for her, has rendered'"
every plot of mine to part them, lmpracncable—And :
; _thhout thy wicked assistance, we must both dle in .
- our virginity. “
Faddle. Hum! That would be a pity, Charles
But let me see—Ay—I have it.—Within these:th
hours, we'll contrive to set the house in such a fl: ¢
‘that the devil himself may take her—if he stand at
the street door—To dinner, to dinner, boy' "Tis here,
here, here, Charles!
Bel. If thou dost ‘
Faddle. And if ‘T don’ t-—-why, DO more purses,
Charles.—1I tell thee, ’tis here, here, boy ! To dinner!
to dinner! : [F'mmt.

| ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I.
. «An Apartment in SIrR RoBERT BELMONT’S Homc..

Enter RoseTTA and FIDELIA. S
Fid. "Tis all your own doing, my dear. You first -
tease him into madness, and then wonder to hear his
chains rattle. -
“Ros. And yet how one of my heaven]y smlles 30—:_
bered him again ! 3
“Fid. If I were aman, you should ‘use: me 50 but.-a:.Z
once, Rosctta. ;
Ros. Pshaw '—If you were a man, you would do as
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‘men do, chxld—-Ha' ha' ha'——They ave Creatures of

. robust constitutions, and will bear a great deal—Be-
- sides, for my part, I can’t see what a reasonable fel-
~low ou0ht to expect before marriage, but ill usage.—
+ You qant imagine, my dear, how it sweetens kmd—- :
" ness’ afterwards—for, take my word for’t, there’s
i 7o charm like cruelty, to keep the men constant;
~“nor mo deformity like kindness, to make them loath‘ :
gk you. v50

Enter SERVANT.

Ser'v. A letter for your ladyship, madam, [Erzf
Ros. For me? 1 don’t remember the hand.
e [Opens, and reads the Letter to herself.
" Fid. You secem strangely concerned, madam—I
hope no:ill news ? .
- Ros. The worst in the world Fidelia, if it be true.
Iid. *Pray Heaven it be false, then !—But must it
o be a secret?—I hope, my dear Rosetta knows, that
~ whatever affects her quiet, can’t leave mine undis-
“turbed ? :
Ros. 'Who’s there?

Entfr SEB,VANT

. How dld you receive this letter ?

- Serv. From a porter, madam.

~ Ros. Is he without? :
~ Serp. No, madam ; he said it requlred no. answer. 5
_ Ros. Tad you any knowledge of him? o

“ Serv. Not that I remomher, madam,
- Ros. Should you know him again ?

2 Ser*o Certamly, madam, ‘ :

vs. Where did my brother say he dmed to-day! _

erv.. At the King’s Arms, madam. ;
‘Ros. And Mr. Faddle with him?

")'
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Ser'o. They went. out, tooether, madam. ; b
Ros. Run this moment, “and say I desire to spcak

w1th both of them 1mmed1ately, upon an extraord1~ g5

naxgr affair. i :

erv. Yes, madam. : ' - [Exit.
Fid. What can_this me.m, Rosetta ?—Am I unfit

to be trusted ?

Ros. Tell me, Fidelia—But 'no matter——Why :

should I disturb you !—I have been too grave.

Fid. Still more and more perplexing l—But my in-

quiries are at an end—1 shall learn to be less’ troublc- S

some, as you are less kind, Rosetta.

Ros. Prythee, dont talk s0,.Fidelia—I can never :

be less Kind.
~ Fid. Indeed, I won't deserve you should.

3

Ros. I know it, Fidelia.—But tell me, then-—ﬂs

there a circumstance in your life, that would*call a

~ blush to your cheeks, if ’twere laid as open to the -

worlds knowledge, as to your own ? -
- Fid, If from the letter you ask me that stran0e

quectlon, madam, surely I should see it. e

Ros. I think not, Fidelia——TFor, upon second
thoughts, tis a trlﬂe, not worth your notice..
~ Fid. Why were you so ‘much alarmed, then ? :
~Ros. I confess, it startled me at ﬁrst——but, tis a
: ]ylng letter, and should rot trouble you.
- Fid. Then it relates to me, madam?
" Ros. No matter, Fidelia. ’

* Fid. Thavelost my friend, then~—I begged, at ﬁrs!

to be a sharer in Rosetta’s gnefs-but now I find they
are all my own, and she denies my right to them.

* Ros. This is too much, Fidelia—And now, to keep
you longer in suspense would be cruelty.—But the.

¢ writer of this scroll hasa ‘mind darker than night.—

such a monster in the world

¥

_You shall join with me in wondenng, that there is e
g5 [Rcad.s.
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To Miss RoseETra BELMONT. .
Madam,

As I write without a name, I am alike: indifferent
"' to your thanks or resentment.— Fidelia is not what she
" seems—She has deceived you, and may your brother, to
las ruin,  Women of the town know how to wear the
- face,of innocence, when it serves the purposes of guilt.
. —Faddle, if he pleases, can inform you. farther— But,
be assured, I have my intelligence: from more sufficient’
authority. ; ;
P.S. There needs no. farther address in this matter,
than @ plain question to Fidelia—Is she the sister of
Myr. Belmont's friend? : :

. Fid. ThenTam lost! . | ~ [4side.
. Ros. What, in tears, Fidelia ?——Nay, I meant to
~ raise your contempt only—Prythee, look up, and let
- us laugh at the malice of this nameless libeller.
- Fid. No, Rosetta—The mind must be wrapped in
its own innocence, -that can stand against the storms
_of malice—I fear I have not that mind. . S
Ros. What mind, Fidelia ? 7
Fid, And yet that letteris a false one. |
; Illos. Upon my life, it is—For you are -innocence
o octself. - $aias ;
« + iFid. Oh, Rosetta!—No sister.of Mr. Belmont’s -
friend kneels to you for pardon—but a poor wretched.
“outcast of fortune, that; with an artful tale, has im~
posed upon your nature, and won you to a friend=
ship for'a helpless stranger, that never knew herself.
' Ros. Rise, Fidelia—But take care !—For, if you
~ have deceived me, honesty is nothing but a name. |
© . &ad. ‘Thiok: wot too hardly of me neither—For, =
. though Lam not what I scem, I would not be what
- that letter calls me, to be mistress of the world, ~ =
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