








REMARKS.

This drama has a charm for the public beyond its
own intrinsic worth—it was written by Richard Brin-
sley Sheridan. If that name has no power over the
reader’s imagination, so as to give lo every sentence
a degree of interest, let him throw aside the book, and
forbear to seek after literary pleasures, for he has not
the taste to enjoy them.

Although “ The Duenna’s” highest claim to notice,
depends, now, upon the exalted reputation of its au-
thor: yet the author was first indebted :to The Du-
enna” for the honour of ranking among poets, and of
receiving from the fashionable world all those animat-
ing caresses, so dear to a poet’s heart.

This opera was brought upon the stage in 1775,
and during that, and many following years, delighted
the dramatic world; still the author did not receive
undivided praise for its success :—Musicians had their
share,and certainsingers of the most forcible attraction.

Divested of all adventitious aid, the value of the
opera consists in the beautiful poctry of many of the
songs ; for though itis a production of much ingenu-
ity and skill, it does not give a presage, cither in wit
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4 REMARKS.,

or incident, of such a work, from the same hand, as
¢ The School for Scandal.” The comparing of Isaac’s
neuter faith to the blank leaf between two scripture
doctrines, is, indeed, the happy conception of a very
extraordinary imagination; but as this brilliant sen-
tence stands in the dialogue unrivalled, without com-
panion, or comparison with any other in the play, it
* has more the appearance of some other writer’s wit,
than that of the ostensible author; though subse-
' quent wit from the same pen allows him most probable
claims to it.

Of less doubtful origin is the best incident in the
opera, or rather, the foundation and fable of the
opera itself, which is borrowed from Wycherley’s
* Country Wife.”—Not purloined, and the mark taken
out, to prevent detection ; but fairly borrowed, and
used almost to the very letter.

Neither is the scene of Friar Paul and his brethren
of Mr. Sheridan’s invention ; but is either taken from
Marmontel, or some other French author.

Margaret, the Duenna, has some resemblance to
Bickerstaft’s Ursula—but little Isaac, the Jew, seems
to be a character wholly original ; and notwithstand-
ing, there is great humour in him, there is, at the same
time, infinite instruction. He is an excellent exam-
ple for men, vain either of their persons, or theirintel-
lects. He has all the folly of both elderly and youth-
ful coxcombs; and is happily punished by a destiny,
which, in general, falls to their share.

It is painful to record errors; but as the author
was a young man, and somewhat inexperienced, at the
time of writing this drama, these circumstances may
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be his excuse for having here slandered a noble science,
which he has since pursued with unremitting industry;
and which, no doubt, has long given him reason to
recant that hasty declaration,in page 44 which alleges,

that * conscience has nothing to do with politics.”
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THE DUENNAT

ACT THE FIRST.
SCENE I,
A Street.

Enter LopLz, with a dark Lanthorn.

Lopez. Past three o’clock ! soh ! a notable hourfor
one of my regular disposition, to be strolling like a bravo
through the streets of Seville ! well, of all services, 0
serve a young lover is the hardest—not that I am an
enemy to love; but my love, and my. master’s, differ
strangely—Don Ferdinand is much too gallant to eat,
drink, or sleep—now, my love givesme an appetite—
then I am fond of dreaming of my mistress, and I love
dearly to toast her—This cannot be done without
good sleep, and good liquor; hence my partiality to
a feather-bed, and a bottle—what a pity now, that I
have not further time for reflections! but my master
expects thee, honest Lopez, to secure his retreat from
Donna Clara’s window, as I guess—[Music without.]
hey ! sure, Lheard music! so,so! who have we here?
Oh, Don Antonio, my master’s {riend, come from the
X masquerade,toserenademyyoungmistress,DonnaLou-
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isa, I suppose: soh! we shall have the old gentleman
up presently—Ilest he should miss his son, I had best
lose no time in getting to. my post. [Exit.

Enter ANTONI0, with Masks and Music.

SONG.—ANTONIO.

Tell me, my lute, can thy soft strain
So gently speak thy master’s pain 2

8o softly sing, so lumbly sigh, :
jal, though my sleeping love shall know
Who sings—who sighs below.

Her rosy slumbers shall not fly 2
T'hus, may some vision whisper more
Than ever I dare speak before.

1 Mask, Antonio, your mistress will never wake,

while you sing so dolefully ; love, like a cradled in-
fant, is lulled by a sad melody.

Ant. I do not wish to disturb her rest.

1 Musk. The reason is, because you know she does
not regard you enough to appear, if you awaked her.

Ant. Nay, then, I'll convince you. [Sings.

Te breath of morn bids hence the night,
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair ;
For till the dawn of love is there,

1 feel no day, I own no light.

Lovrsa—replies from a Window.

- Waking, I heard thy numbers chide,
Waking, the dawn did bless my sight,
"Tis Phebus sure, that woos, I cry’d,
Who speaks in song, who moves in light.
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DON JEROME—From a Window.

What vagabonds are these, I hear,
Fiddling, fluting, rhyming, ranting,
Piping, scraping, whining, canting,

Fly, scurvy minstrels, fly !

TRIO.

Louisa. Nay, priythee, father, why so rough?

Ant. An kumble lover I.

Jerome. How durst you, daughter, lend an ear

To such decertful stuff?
Quick, from the window, fly !

Louisa. Adiew, Antonio!

Ant. Must you go ?

Louisa* ) We soon, perhaps, may meet again ;

Ant, For though hard fortune is our foe,

*  The god of love will fight for us.

Jerome. Reach me the blunderbuss.

Ant. & L.The god of love, who knows our pain,

Jereme. Hence, or these slugs are through your brain.
[Ewcunt severally.

SCENE IIL.

A Piazza.
i Y

Enter FERDINAND and LopPEz.

Lopez. Truly, sir, I think that a little sleep, once
in a week or so

Ferd. Peace, fool ! don’t mention sleep to me.

Lopez. No, no, sir, I don’t mention your low-bred,
vulgar; sound sleep but I can’t help thinking that 2
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gentle slumber, or half an hour’s dozing, if it were
oanly for the novelty of the thing—

Ferd. Peace, booby, I say !—Oh Clara, dear, cruel
disturber of my rest!

Lopez. And of mine too.

Ferd. *Sdeath ! to trifle with me at such a junc-
ture as this—now to stand on punctilios——Ilove me!
I don’t believe she ever did.

Lopez. Nor I either.

Ferd. Or is it, that her sex never know their desires
for an hour together?

Lopez. Ah, they know them oftener than they’ll own
them.

Ferd. Ts there, in the world, so inconstant a crea-
ture as Clara ? :

Lopez. I could name one.

Ferd. Yes; the tame fool, who submits to her ca-
price.

Lopez. T thought he couldn’t miss it.

Ferd. Is she not capricious, teasing, tyrannical, ob=
stinate, perverse, absurd? ay, a wilderness of faults
and follies; her looks are scorn, and her very smiles
—'sdeath! [ wish I hadn’t mentioned her smiles ; for
she does smile such beaming loveliness, such fascinat-
ing brightness—O death and madness! I shall die if
I lose her.

Lopez. O, those damned smiles have undone all!

AlR.— FERDINAND,

Could T ker faults remember,
Forgetting every charm,
Soon would impartial reason
The tyrant love disarm.
But when enrag’d I number
Each failing of her mind,
Love still suggests each beauty,
And sees—while reason’s blind.
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Lopez. Here comes Don Antonio, sir.
| Ferd, Well, go you home—I shall be there present-
e :

Lopez. Ah, those cursed smiles } [Exit.

Enter ANTONIO.

Ferd. Antonio, Lopez tells me he left you chaunt-
ing before our door —was my father waked ?

Ant. Yes, yes; he has a singular affection for mu-
sic, so I left him roaring at his barred window, like
the print of Bajazet in the cage. And what brings
you out so early?

Ferd. 1 believe I told you, that, to-morrow was the
day fixed by Don Pedro, and Clara’s unnatural step-
mother, for her to enter a convent, in order that her
brat might possess her fortune; made desperate by this,
I procured a key to the door, and bribed Clara’s maid
to leave it unbolted ; at two this morning, I entered,
unperceived, and stole to her chamber—I found her
waking, and weeping.

Ant. Happy Ferdinand!

Ferd. ’Sdeath ! hear the conclusion—I was rated
as the most confident ruffian, for daring to approach
her room at that hour of night.

Ant. Ay, ay, this was at first?

Ferd. No such thing; she would not hear a word
from me, but threatened to raise her mother, if I did
not instantly leave her.

Ant. Well, but at last ?—

Ferd. At last! why, 1 was forced to leave the
house, as I came in.!

Ant. And did you do nothing to offend her?

Ferd. Nothing, as I hope to be saved—I believe, I
might snatch a dozen or two of kisses.

Ant. Was that all? well, I think, I never heard of
such assurance !

Ferd. Zounds! T tell you, I behaved with the ut-
maost respect, :
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Ant. O Lord! I don’t mean you, but in her—but,
harkye, Ferdinand, did you leave your key with
them?

Ferd. Yes; the maid, who saw me out, took it from
the door.

Ant. Then, my life for it, her mistress elopes after

ou.

Ferd. Ay, to bless my rival, perhaps—I am in a
humour to suspect every body—you loved her once,
and thought her an angel, as I do now.

Ant. Yes, I loved her, till I found she wouldn’t love
me, and then, T discovered that she hadn'va good fea-
ture in her face.

4IR.

I néer could any lustre sec

In eyes that would not look on me ;
L ne'er saw mectar on a lp,

But where my own did hope o sip.-
Has the maid, who seeks my heart
Checks of rose, untouck'd by art ?
I anll own the colour true,

When yielding blushes aid their hue.

Is her hand so soft and pure 2
1 must press it, to be sure ;
Nor can I be certain then,

Tl it, grateful, press again ;
Must I, with attentive eye,
Watch her heaving bosom sigh 2
I will do so, when I see

T'hat heaving bosom sigh for me.

Besides, Ferdinand, you have full security in my love
for your sister; help me there, and I can never
disturb you with Clara.
Ferd. Asfar as I can, consistently with the honour
9
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of our family, you know Iwill ; butthere must be no
eloping.

Ant. And yet, now, you would carry off Clara ?

Ferd. Ay, that's a different case—we never mean
that others should act to our sisters and wives, as we
do to others—But, to-morrow, Clara is to be forced
into a convent.

Ant. Well, and am not I so unfortunately eircum-
stanced ? To-morrow, your father forces Louisa to
marry Isaac, the Portuguese—but come with me, and
we'll devise something, I warrant.

Ferd. I must go home.

Ant. Well, adien !

Ferd. But, Antonio, if you did not love my sister,
you have too much honour and friendship, to*sup-
plant me with Clara ? 3

#

AIR.—ANTONIO.

Friendship 1s the bond of reason;
But if beauty disapprove,
Heaven dissolves all other treason,
In the heart that's true to love.
The faith whick to my friend I swore,
As a civil oath I view ;
But, to the charms whick I adore,
*Tis religron to be true. [Exit.

Ferd. There is always a levity in Antonio’s manner
of replying to me on this subject, thatis very alarming

—Sdeath ! if Clara should love him after all !
[Exit.

(o}
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SCENE IIT.

A4 Room in Dox JEROME's House.

Enter Louisa and DUENNA.

Louisa. But, my dear Margaret, my charming Du-
enna, do you think we shall succeed ?

Duenna. 1 tell you again, 1 have no doubt on't;
but it must be instantly put to the trial—Every thing
is prepared in your room, and for the rest, we must
trust to fortune.

Louisa. My father’s oath was, never to'see me till I
had consented to

Duenna. 'Twas thus I overheard him say to his
friend, Don Guzman, ‘I will demand of her to-mor-
row, once for all, whether she will consent to marry
Isaac Mendoza; If she hesitates, I will makeasolemn
oath never to see or speak to her, till she returns to
her duty.”—These were his words.

Louisa. And on his known obstinate adherence to
what he has once said, you have formed this plan for
my escape—But have you secured my maid in our
interest? X

Duenna. She is a party in the whole ; but remem-
ber, if we succeed, you resign all right and title in lit- ~
tle Isaac, the jew, over to me.

Louisa. That I do, with all my soul; get him; if
you can, and I'shall wish you joy, most heartily. He
is twenty times as rich as-my poor Antonio.

1
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AIR.

T'hou canst not boust of fortune’s store,
DMy love, while me they wealthy call,
But I was glad to find thee poor,
For, withmy heart, 1'd give thee all,
And then the grateful youth shall own,
1 lov’d hum for himself alone.

But when his worth my hand skall gain,
No word or look of mine skall show
That I the smallest thought retain
Of what my bounty dvd bestow.
Yet still hus grateful heart shall own,
I lov'd ham for lamself alone.

* Duenna. I hear Don Jerome coming—Quick, give
me the last letter I brought you from Antonio—you
know that is to be the ground of my dismission—I
must slip out to seal it up, as undelivered.  [Eus.

Enter Dox JerROME and FERDINAND.

Jerome. What, I suppose, you have been serenading
too! Eh, disturbing some peaceable neighbourhood
with villanous catgut, and lascivious piping! Outon’t}
you set your sister here, a vile example; but I come
to tell you, madam, that I'll suffer no more of these
midnight incantations—these amorous orgies, that
steal the senses in the hearing; as theysay, Egyptian
embalmers serve mummies, extracting the brain
through the ears ; however, there’s an end of your
frolics—Isaac Mendoza will be here presently, and
to-morrow, you shall marry him,

Louisa.. Never while I have life.

Ferd. Indeed, sir, I wonder how you can think of
such a man for a son-in-law.

Jerome. Sir, you are very kind, to favour me with

c 2
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-your sentiments—and pray, whatis your objection to
him ?

Ferd. He is a Portuguese in the first place.

Jerome. No such thing, boy, he has forsworn his
country.

Lowsa. He is a jew.

Jerome. Another mistake: he has been a christian
these six weeks.

Ferd. Ay, he left his old religion for an estate, and
has not had time to get a new one.

‘Louzsa. But stands like a dead wall between church
and synagogue,. or like the blank leaves between the
Old and New Testament.

Jerome. Any thing more ?

Ferd. But the most remarkable part of his charac-
ter, 1§ his passion for deceit, and tricks of cunning.

Lowssa. Though at the same time, the fool predo-
minates so much over the knave, that I am told he is
generally the dupe of his own art.

Ferd. True, like an unskilful gunner, he usually
misses his aim, and is hurt by the recoil of his own
piece. :

Jerome. Any thing more?

Louisa. To sum up all, he has the worst fault a
husband can have—he’s not my choice.

Jerome. But you are his; and choice on one side is
sufficient—two lovers should never meet in marriage
—be you sour as you please, he is sweet tempered,
and for your good fruit, there’s nothing like ingraft-
ing on a crab.

Lowisa. I detest him as 2 lover, and shall ten times
more as a husband.

Jerome. T don’t know that—manriage generally
makes a great change—but to cut the matfer short,
will you have him'or not ? . o

Loyisa. There is nothing else I could disobey you in.

Jerome. Do you value your father's peace?

0
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Louisa. So much, that I will not fasten on him the
regretl of making an only daughter wretched.

Jerome. Very well, ma’am, then mark me—never
more will I see or converse with you till you return
to your duty—no reply—this and your chamber shall
be your apartments, I never will stir out, without
leaving you under lock and key, and when I'm at
home no creature can approach you but through my
library—we’ll try who can be most obstinate—out of
my sight—There remain till you know your duty.

[Puskes her out.

Ferd. Surely, sir, my sister’s inclinations should be
consulted in a matter of this kind, and some regard
paid to Don Antonio, being my particular friend.

Jerome. That, doubtless, is a very great recom-
mendation—I certainly have not paid sufficient re-
spect to it.

_Ferd. There is not a man living I wou'd sooner
chuse for a brother-in-law. ;

Jerome. Very possible; and if you happen to have
¢ler a sister, who is not at the same time a daughter
of mine, I'm sure [ shall have no objection to the
relationship—but at present, if you please, we'll drop
the subject.

Ferd. Nay, sir, ’tis only my regard for my sister
makes me speak. ;

Jerome. Then, pray, sir, in future, let your regard
for your father make you hold your tongue.

Ferd. I have done, sir—I shall only add a wish
that you would reflect what at our age you would
have felt, had you been crossed in your affection for
the mother of her you are so severe to.

Jerome. Why, 1 must confess I had a great affection
for your mother’s ducats, but that was all, boy—I
married her for ber fortune, and she took me in obe-
dience to her father,and a very happy couple we were
—we never expected any love from one another, and
so we were never disappointed—If we grumbled a

c3
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little now and then, it was soon over, for we were
never fond enough to quarrel, and when the good
woman died, why, why—I had as lieve she had lived,
and I wish every widower in Seville could say the
same—TI shall now go and get the key of this dressing
room—So, good son, if you have any lecture in sup-
port of disobedience to give your sister, it must be
brief; so make the best of your time, d’ye hear.
[Ewit.
Ferd. T fear indeed, my friend Antonio, has little
to hope for—however Louisa has firmness, and my
father’s anger will probably only increase her affec-
tion—In our intercourse with the world, it is natural
for us to dislike those who are innocently the cause
of our distress ; but in the heart’s attachment, a weo-
man never likes a man with ardour till she has suffered
for his sake; [Nowe.] soh! what bustle is here ! be-
tween my father and the Duenna too—Tll e’en get
out of the way. [Exit.

Enter DoN JEROME with a Letter, pulling in the
Duex~a.

Jerome. I'm astonished! I’'m thunder struck ! here’s
treachery and conspiracy with a vengeance! you,
Antonio’s creature, and chief manager of this plot for
my daughter’s eloping! you, that I placed here as a
scarecrow !

Duenna. What ?

Jerome. A scarecrow—To prove a decoy duck—,
what have you to say for yourself?

Duenna. Well, sir, since you have forced that lét-
ter from me, and discovered my real sentiments, I
scorn to renounce them—1I am Antonio’s friend, and
it was my intention that your daughter should have
served you as all such old tyrannical sots shou’d be
served—I delight in the tender passions, and would
befriend all under their influence,

Jerame. The tender passions ! yes, they would be-
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come those impenetrable features!—why, thou deceit-
ful hag! I placed thee as a guard to the rich blossoms of
my daughter’s beauty—I thought that dragon’s front
of thine would cry aloof to the sons of gallantry—steel
traps and spring guns seemed writ in every wrinkle of
it—but you shall quit my house this instant—the ten-
der passions, indeed! go, thou wanton sybil, thou
amorous woman of Endor, go!

Duenna. You base, scurrilous, old—Dbut I wont de-
mean myself by naming what you are—yes, savage,
T’ll leave your den; but I suppose you don’t mean to
detain my apparel—I may have my things, I presume?

Jerome. 1 took you, mistress, with your wardrobe
on—what have you pilfered, heh ?

Duenna. Sir, I must take leave of my mistress, she
has valuables of mine, besides, my cardinal and veil
are in her room. ; :

Jerome. Your veil forsooth! what, do you drea
being gazed at? or are you afraid of your complexion ?
well, go take your leave, and get your veil and cardi-
nal ! soh ! you quit the house within these five mi-
nutes—In—in—quick [Ew¢ DurnNa.] Here was a
precious plot of mischief!—these are the comforts

i 1
daughters bring us'!

AIR,

If a daughter you have, she's the plague of your life, -
No peace shall you know, tho’ you've buried your wife,
At twenty she mocks at the duty you taught her.
Oh, what a plague s an obstinate daughter.

Sighing and whining,

Dying and pining,

Ok, what a ;lague is an obstinate daughter!
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When scarce in thewr teens, they have wit to perples us,
With letters and lovers for ever they vex us,
While each still rejects the fair suitor you've brought her,
0, what a plague is an obstinate daughter !

Wrangling and jangling.

Flouting and pouting,
0, what a plague is an obstinate daughter!

Enter Louisa, dressed as the DuexwNa, with Cardi-
nal and Veil, seeming to cry.

Jerome. This way, mistress, this way—what, I war-
Tant, a tender parting! soh! tears of turpentine down
those deal cheeks—Ay, you may well hide your
head—yes, whine till your heart breaks, but I'll not
hear one word of excuse—so you are right to be
dumb, this way—this way. [Exeunt.

Enter DUENNA.

Duenna. So speed you well, sagacious Don Jerome!
O, rare effects of passion and obstinacy—now shall
I try whether I can’t play the fine lady as well as my
mistress, and if T succeed, I may be a fine lady for
the rest of my life—T'll lose no time to equip myself.

[Ewite

SCENE 1IV.

The Court before Do JEroME's House. .

Enter DoN JEroME and Loursa.

Jerorfze. Come, mistress, there is your way—The
world lies before you, so troop, thou antiquated Eve,
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thou original sin—hold, yonder is- some fellow skulk-
ing, perkaps it is Antonio— go to him, d’ye hear, and
tell him to make you amends, and as he has got you
turned away, tell him I say it is but just he should
take you himself, go, [Eait Loutsa.| Soh! I am rid
of her, thank Heaven! and now I shall be able to
keep my oath, and confine my daughter with better
security. [Eaxit.

SCENE V.

The Piazza.

Enter CLARA and ker Malp.

Maid. But where, madam, is it you intend to go ?
Clara. Any where to avoid the selfish violence of
my mother-in-law, and F erdinand’s insolent importu-~
nity. ]
Maid. Indeed, ma’am, since we have profited by
Don Ferdinand’s key, in making our escape, I think
we had best find him, if it were only to thank him.

Clara. No—he has offended me exceedingly.
; o [Retire.

Enter Lovasa.

Touisa. So T have succeeded in being turned out of
doors—but how shall I find Antonio? I dare not inquire
for him, for fear of being discovered; I would send to
my friend Clara, but that I doubt her prudery would
condemn me. =

Maid. Then ‘suppose, ma'am, you were to try if
your friend Donna Louisa would not receive you.
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Clara. No, her notions of filial duty are so severe,
she would certainly betray me.

Louisa. Clara is of a cold temper, and would this
step of mine highly forward, .

Clara. Louisa’s respect for her father is so great,
she would not credit the unkindness of mine,

[Louvisa #urns, and sees CLarA and Maip.,

Louisa. Ha! who are those ? sure one is Clara—if
it be, Pll trust her—Clara)! ! [4dvances.

Clara. Louisa! and in masquerade too !

Louisa. You will be more surprised when 1 tell
¥ou, that I have run away from my father.

Clara. Surprised indeed! and I should certainly
chide you most horridly, only that I have just run
‘away from mine,

Louisa. My dear Clara ! [Embrace.

Clara. Dear sister truant! and whither are you
going? ;

Liouisa. To find the man I love, to be sure—And, I
presume, you would have no aversion to meet with
my brother ?

Clara. Indeed I should—he has behaved so ill te
me, I don’t believe I shall ever forgive him.

AIR—CLARA.,

Wihen sable night, each drooping plant restoring,
Wept o'er the fowers her breath did cheer,
As some sad widow oer ker babe deploring,
Wakes its beauty with a tear ;
When all did sleep, whose weary hearts did borrow
One hour from love and care to rest,
Lo! as I press'dmy couch, in silent sorrow,
My lover: caught me to his breast 5
He voud he came to save me
From those who would enslave me !
Then kneeling,.
Kisses stealing,
Endless faith he swore,
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But soon I chid him thence,
For had his_fond pretence,
Obtain’d one favour then,
And he had press'd again,
1 fear'd my treacherous heart might grant him more.

Louisa. Well, for all this, I would have sent him
to plead his pardon, but that I would not yer a while
have him know of my flight. And where do you
hope to find protection ? :

Clara. The Lady Abbess of the convent of St. Ca-
therine is a relation and kind friend of mine—1I shall be
secure with her, and you had best go thither with me.

Louisa. No; I am determined to find Antonio first ;
and, as I live, here comes the very man I will em-
ploy to seek him for me.

Clara. Who is he ? he’s a strange figure!

Louisa. Yes; that sweet creature is the man whom
my father has fixed on for my husband.

Clara. And will you speak to him? are you mad?

Lowisa. He is the fittest man in the world for my
purpose—for, though I was to have married him to-
morrow, heis the only man in Seville, who, I am
sure, never saw me in his life.

Clara. And how do you know bim? .

Louisa. He arrived but yesterday, and he was
shown to me from the window, as he visited my father.

Clara. Well, I'll begone.

Louisa. Hold, my dear Clara—a thought hasstruck
me—will you give me leave to borrow your name, as
1 see occasion?

Clara. It will but disgrace you—but use it as you
please—I dare not stay—[Going.J—but, Louisa, if
you should see your brother, be sure you don't in-
form him, that I have taken refuge with the Dame
Prior of the convent of St. Catherine, on the left hand
side of the piazza, which leads to the church of St.

Anthony. °
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Louisa. Ha! ha! ha! Tl be very particular in my
directions where he may not find you. [Exeunt CLara
and Matp.] So! my swain, yonder, has done ad-
miring himself, and draws nearer. [Reteres.

Enter Isaac and Cartos; Isaac with a Pocket
Glass.

Isaac. [Looking wn the Glass.] 1 tell you, friend
Carlos, I will please myself in the habit of my chin.

Carlos. But, my dear friend, how can you think to
please a lady with such a face ?

Isaac. Why, what's the matter with the face? I
think it is a very engaging face; and, I am sure, a
lady must have very little taste, who could dislike my
beard. [Sees Loutsa.] See now !—Ill die if here is
not a little damsel struck with it already.

Lowsa. Signior, are you disposed to oblige a lady,

~ who greatly wants your assistance. Unceils.

Isaac. Egad, a very pretty black-eyed girl! she has
certainly taken a fancy to me, Carlos—first, ma’am,
I must beg the favour of your name.

Loussa. Sol it's well. I am provided. [4side.] My
name, sir, is Donna Clara D’Almanza.

Isaae. What!—Don Guzman’s daughter? Ifaith,
I just now heard she was missing,

~ Lowsa. But sure, sir, you have too much gal-
lantry and honour to betray me, whose fault is love ? g
Isaac. So! a passion for me! poor girl! why,
ma'am, as for betraying you, I don’t see how I could
get any thing by it; so you may rely on my honour;
but as for your love, I am sorry your case is so des-
perate.
Lowisa. Why so, signior ?
Tsaac. Because I am positively engaged to another
—an'’t I, Carlos? :
Liouisa. Nay, but hear me.
Isaac. No, no; what should I hear for? It is im-
possible for me to court you in an honourable way ;
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and, for any thing else, if I were to comply now, I
suppose you have some ungrateful brother, or cousin,
who would want to cut my throat for my civility—
50, truly, you had best go home again.

Louisa. Odious wretch ! [4side.] But, good signior,
it is Antonio D’Ercilla, on whose account I have
eloped.

Isaac. How! what! it is not with me, then, that
you are in love?

Lowisa. No, indeed, it is not.

Isaac. Then you are a forward, impertinent, sim-
pleton! and I shall certainly acquaint your father.

Louisa. Ts this your gallantry ?

Isaac. Yet hold—Antonio D’Ercilla, did you say ?
egad, I may make something of this—Antonio D’Er-
cilla?

Louisa. Yes; and, if ever you hope to prosper in
love, you will bring me to him.

Tsaze. By St. Iago and I will too—Caxlos, this
Antonio is one who rivals me (as I have heard) with
Touisa—now, if I could hamper him with this girl, T
should have the field to myself; hey, Carlos! A
lucky thought,isn’t it?

Carlos. Yes, very good—very good—

Tsaac. Ah! this little brain is never at a loss—
cunning Isaac! cunning rogue! Donna Clara, will
you trust yourself a while to my friend’s direction?

Louisa.” May I rely on you, good signior?

Carlos. Lady, it 1s impossible 1 should deceiye

yOU.
AIR.

Had I heart for falselkood fram'd,
I néer could injure you ;
For tho’ your tongue no promise claim’d,
Your charms would make me true.
B
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To you no soul shail bear deceit,
No stranger offer wrong,

But friends in all the aged you'll meet ;
And lovers i the young.

But whken they learn that you have blesi
Another with your heart,
They'll bud aspiring passions rest,
And act a brother’s part ;
Then, lady, dread not kere deceit,
Nor fear to suffer wrong ; ;
For friends in all the aged you'll meet,
And lovers in the young.

Isaac. Tll conduct the lady to my lodgings, Car~
los ; I must haste to Don Jerome—perhaps you know.
Louisa, ma’am. She is divinely handsome—isn’t
she?

Louisa. You must excuse me not joining with you.

Tsaac.” Why, I have heard it on all hands.

Louzsa. Her father is uncommonly partial to hers
but I believe you will find she has rather a matronly
air.

Isaac. Carlos, this is all envy—you pretty girls
never speak well of one another—harkye, find out
Antonio, and I'll saddle him with this scrape, I war-
rant! Oh, "twas the luckiest thought !—Donna Clara,

. your very obedient—Carlos, to your post.

DUETT.

Isaac. My mustress expects me, and I must go to ker,
: Or how can I hope for a smile?
Louisa. Soon may you return, a prosperous wooer,
But think what I suffer the while :

/



SCENE V.} THE DUENNA, 2

¥saac.

Loulsa.

Isaac.

Carlos.

TLouisa.
Isaac.
Carlos.

Alone, and away from the man whom I love,
In strangers I'm forc'd to confide.
Dear lady, my friend youw may trust, and he'ld
prove,
Your servant, protector, and guide.

AIR—CARLOS,

Gentle maid, ah! why suspect me?
Let me serve thee—then reject me.
Canst thou trust, and I decerve thee?
Art thou sad, and shall I grieve thee 2
Gentle maid, ah! why suspect me 2
Let me serve thee—then reject me,

TRIO.

Never may'st thou happy be,
If in ought thow'rt false tome.

Never may he happy be,
I in ought he's false to thee,

Never may I happy be,
If in ought T'm false to thee.

Never may'st thou, &c.

Never may ke, &c. ;
Never may I, &e. [Exeunt.

D 2
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ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE L
A Library in Dox Jerome’s House.

Enter Dox JEROME and Isaac.

Jerome. Ha! ha! ha! run away from her father!
has she given him the slip! Ha! ha! ha! poor Don
Guzman ! :

Isaac. Ay; and I am to conduct her to Antonio;
by which means you see I shall hamper him so that
he can give me no disturbance with your daughter—
this is trap, isn’tit ? a nice stroke of cunning, heh!

Jerome. Excellent ! Excellent! yes, yes, carry her
to him, hamper him by all means, ha ! ha ! ha ! poor
Don Guzman! an old fool! imposed on by a girl!

Isaac. Nay, they have the cunning of serpents, that's
the truth on’t.

. Jerome. Psha ! they are cunning only when they
have fools to deal with—why don’t my girl play me
such a trick—let her cunning overreach my caution,

¢ Isay—heh, little Isaac !

Zsagc. True, true; or let me see any of the sex
make 2 fool of me—No, no, egad, little Solomon, (as
my aunt used to call me) understands tricking a little
too well.

Jerome, Ay, but such a driveller as Don Guzman.

Jsage. And such a dupe as Antonio.



SCENE I.] THE DUENNA! 29

Jerome. True; sure never were seen such a couple
of credulous simpletons, but come, ’tis time you should
see my daughter—you must carry on the siege by
yourself, friend Isaac. =

Isaac. Sir, you’ll introduce—

Jerome. No—I have sworn a solemn oath not to
see or speak to her till she renounces her disobedience;
win her to that, and she gains a father and a husband
at once.

Tsaac. Gad, I shall never be able to deal with her
alone; nothing keeps me in such awe as perfect
beauty—now there is something consoling and en-
couraging in ugliness.

SONG,

Give Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast ;
But health and good humour to make her his toast,
If strait, I dow't mind whether slender or fat,
And six feet or four—well né'er quarrel for that.

Whatéer her complexion, I vow I don’t care, -
I brown it is lasting, more pleasing if fair ;
And tho' in her face I no dimples shou'd see,
Let her smile, and each dell s a dimple ¢o me.

Let her locks be the reddest that ever were seen,
And her eyes may be €en any colour but green,
Be they light, grey or black, their lustre and hue,
T swear Pve no choice, only let ker have two.

Tis true I'd dispense with a throne on ker back,
_And white teeth 1 oun, are genteeler than black,
A little round chin too’s a beauty I’ve heard,
But I only desive she mayn't have a beard.

Jerome. You will change your note, my friend,
when you've seen Louisa. $
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Isaac. Oh, Don Jerome, the honour of your alli-
ance— :

Jerame. Ay, but her beauty will affect you—she is,
though I say it, who am her father, a very prodigy
—there you will see features with an eye like mine—
yes 1'faith, there is a kind of wicked sparkling—some-
thing of a roguish brightness, that shows her to be my
own.

Isaac. Pretty rogue!

Jerome. Then, when she smiles, you'll see a little
dimple in one cheek only ; a beauty it is certainly,
yet you shall not say which is prettiest, the cheek
with the dimple, or the cheek without.

Zsaac. Pretty rogue!

Jerome. Then the roses on those cheeks are shaded
with a sort of velvet down, that gives a delicacy to
the glow of health.

Isaac. Pretty rogue! :

Jerome. Her skin puré dimity, yet more fair, being
spangled here and there with a golden freckle.

_ Isaac. Charming pretty rogue! pray how is the
| tone of her voice ? ¢

Jerome. Remarkably® pleasing—but if you could
prevail on her to sing, you would be enchanted—she
1s a nightingale—a Virginia nightingale—but come,
come; her maid shall conduct you to her Anticham-
ber.

Lsaac. Well, egad, T'll pluck up resolution, and
meet her frowns intrepidly. :

Jerome. Ay ! woo her briskly—win her and give
me a proof of your address, my little Solomon.

. Isaac. But hold—1I expect my friend Carlos to call
on me here—If he comes will you send him to me?

Jerome. 1 will—Lauretta, come—shell show you
to the room—what ! do you droop ? here’s a maurn-
ful face to make love with ! : [ Exeunt.
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SCENE II.

Lovisa’s Dressing Room.

. Enter Maip and Isaac.

Meard. Sir, my mistress will wait on you presently.
[Goes to the Door.
Isaac. When she’s at leisure—don’t hurry her.
[Ezit Ma1p.] I wish I had ever practised a love scene
—1I doubt I shall make a poor figure—I couldn’t be
more afraid, it I was going before the inquisition—so !
the door opens—yes, she’s coming—the very rustling
of her silk has a disdainful sound,

Enter DUENN A, dressed as Lou1sa.

Now darn’t I look round for the soul of me—her
beauty will certainly strike me dumb, if I do. I wish
she’d speak first,
- Duenna. Sir, I attend your pleasure. :
Isaac. So! the ice is broke, and a pretty civil be-
_ginning too ! hem ! madam—miss—I’m all attention.
Duenna.' Nay, sir,’tis I who should listen, and you
propose.
TIsaac. Egad, this isn’t so disdainful neither—=I be-
lieve I may venture to look—No—I darn’t—one
glance of those roguish sparklers would fix me again.
Duenna. You seem thoughtful, sir—let me persuade
you to sit down. i
Tsaac: So, so; she mollifies apace—she’s struck
with my figure ! this attitude has had its effect.
Duenna. Come, sir, here’s a chair.
Isaac. Madam, the greatness of your goodness over-
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powers me—that a lady so lovely should deign to
turn her beauteous eyes, on me so.
[Ske takes his Hand, ke turns and sees ker.

Duenna. You seem surprised at my condescension.

Isaac. Why, yes, madam, I am a little surprised at
it; zounds! this can never be Louisa—she’s as old
as my mother. [4side.

Duenna. But former prepossessions give way to my
father’s commands. i

Isaac. [Aside.] Her father! Yes, 'tis she' then—
Lord, lord ; how blind some parents are !

Duenna. Signor Isaac.

Isaac. Truly, the little damsel was right—she has
rather a matronly air indeed ! ah ! "tis well my affec-
tions are fixed on her fortune, and not her person.:

Duenna. Signor, won't you sit ? [Ste sits.

Isaac. Pardon me, madam, I have scarce recovered
my astonishment at—your condescension, madam—
she has the devil's own dimples to be sure! [Asade.

Duenna. 1 do not wonder, sir, that you are sur-
prized at my affability—I own signor, that T was
vastly prepossessed against you, and being teased by
my father, I did give some encouragement to Antonio;
but then, sir, you were described to me as a quite
different person.

Tsagc. Ay, and so you was to me, upon my soul,
madam. ;

- Duenna. But when I saw you, I was never more
struck in my life.

Isaac. That was just my case too, madam; I was
struck all on a heap, for my part.

Duenna. Well, sir, I see our misapprehension has
been mutual—you expected to find me haughty and
averse, and I was taught to believe you a litile, black,
snub-nosed fellow, without person, manners, or address.

Ziaac. Egad, 1 wish she had answerdd her picture
as well.

Duenna. But, sir, your air is noble—something so
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liberal in your carriage, with s0 penetrating an eye,
and so bewitching a smile.

TIsaac. Egad, now I look at her again, I don't think
she is so ugly.

Duenna. So little like a jew, and so much like a
gentleman. .

_ Isaac. Well, certainly there is something pleasing
in the tone of her voice.

Duenna. You will pardon this breach of decorum
in praising you thus, but my joy at being so agreeably
deceived has given me such a flow of spirits !

Tsaac. O dear lady, may I thank those dear lips
for this goodness, [Kusses her.] why, she has a pretty
sort of velvet down, that’s the truth on’t! [Aside.

Duenna. O, sir, you have the most insinuating
manner, but indeed you should get rid of that odious
beard—one might as well kiss an hedge hog.

TIsaac. Yes, ma’am, the razor wouldn’t be amiss—for
either of us, [4side.] Could you favour me with a

song ?
Duenna. Willingly, sir, though I am rather hoarse
—Ahem ! > [Begins to sing.

TIsaac. Very like a Virginia nightingale—Ma’am, I
perceive you're hoarse—I beg you will not distress—
Duenna. Oh, not in the least distressed ;—now, sir.

SONG.

When a tender mad
Is first essayed,
By some admiring swain,
How her blushes rise,
1If she meets s eyes,
Wiale he unfolds his pawn ;
If he takes her hand, she trembles quite,
Tauch her lips, and she swoons outright,
While a pit a pat, &c.
Her heart avows her fright.
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But in time appear,
Lewer signs of fear,
Tle youth she boldly views -
1f ker hand ke grasps,
Or her bosoms clasps,
No manthng blush ensues.
T'hen to church well pleas'd the lovers move,
Wiale her smiles ker contentment prove,
Aund a pit a pat, &c.
Her keart avows her love.

Tsage. Charming, ma’am! Enchanting! and, truly, :
your notes put me in mind of one that’s very dear to
me; alady, indeed, whom you greatly resemble.

- Duenna. How ! is there, then, another so dear to
you ? :
Isaac. O, no, ma’am, you mistake; it was my mo-

ther I meant.

Duenna. Come, sir, 1 see you are amazed and con-
founded at my condescension, and know not what to
say. - i i

Isaae. It is very true,indeed, ma’am; butitisa
judgment, I look on it as a judgment on me, for de-
laying to urge the time when you’ll permit me to com-
plete my happiness, by acquainting Don Jerome with
your condescension.

Duenna. Sir, I must frankly own to you, that I can
never be yours with my father’s consent.

Isaac. Good lack! how so?

Duenna. When my fatheryin his passion, swore he
would never see me again till F acquiesced in his will,,
I also made a vow, that I would never tzke a husband .
from his hand ; nothing shall make me break that
oath: but,if you hay pirit and contrivance enough
to carry me off without his knowledge, I'm yours.

Isaac. Humt =~

Duenna. Nay, sir, if you hesitate

ZIsaac, I’faith‘,ﬁ_n@ad whim this—if I take ‘her at
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bes word, I shall secure her fortune, and avoid mak-

ing any settlement in return; thus, I shall not only

~ cheat the lover, but the father too—Oh, cunning
rogue, Isaac! Ay, ay, let this little brain alone——
Egad, I'll take her in the mind.

Duenna. Well, sir, what’s your determination ?

Isaac. Madam, I was dumb only from rapture,——[
applaud your spirit, and joyfully close with your pro-

osal; for which, thus let me, on this lily hand, ex-
press my gratitude.
. _Duenna. Well, sir, you must get my father’s con-
isent to walk with me in the garden. But, by no
fmeans inform him of my kindness to you.

TIsaac. No, to be sure, that would spoil all: But
ftrust me, when tricking is the word— let me alone for
apiece of cunning; this very day you shall be out of *
his power.

Duenna. Well, T leave the management of 1t all to
you; I perceive plain, sir, that you are not one that

. can be easily outwitted.
" TIsaac. *Egad, you're right, ‘madam—you're right,
- V'faithe

Enter Maip. +

Maid. Here’s a gentleman at the door, who begs
permission tospeak with Signor Isaac.
' Tsaac. A friend of mine, ma’am, and a trusty friend .
—Let him come in. [Exit Matp.] He is one to be

depended on, ma’am.

Enter CARLOS. ;

So, coz. i  [4side.

" Carlos. I have left Donna Clara at your lodgings—
but can no where find Antonio. :

ZIsaac. Well, T will search him out myself—Carlos,

ou rogue, I thrive, I prosper. :

- Carlos. Whereis your mistress? EED
- Isaac. There, you booby, there
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Carlos. Why, she’s damned ugly ! m,L
Isaac. Hush! [Stops his Mou fi—
Duenna, What is your friend saying, signor? |
Isaac. Oh, ma’am, he is expressing his raptures at|
such charms as he never saw before, eh, Cailos ? |
Carlos. Ay, such as I never saw before, indeed ! : l
Duenna. You are a very obliging gentleman—vell
Signor Isaac, I believe we had better part for the pr
sent. Remember our plan. S
Isaac. Oh, ma’am,itis written in my heart, fixed as
the image of ‘those divine beauties—adieu, idol of
my soul!—yet once more permit me :

[Kausses hers
Duenna. Sweet, courteous sir, adieu ! =
Isaac. Your slave eternally—Come, Carlos, say|
something civil at taking leave.
Carlos. Ufaith, Isaac, she is the hardest woman to!
compliment I ever saw ; however, I'll try something £
had studied for the occasion.

SONG.

Al ! sure a pair was never seen,
- So justly form’d to meet by nature ;
 The youth excelling so i mien,
- The mavd i ev'ry grace of feature.
Ok, how happy are such lovers,
When kindred beauties each discovers,
For surely she
Was made for thee,
- And thou to bless this lovely creature. o

-~ So.mild your looks, your children thence,
- Will early learn the task of duty, 2
The boys with all their father’s sense, it
The girls with all their mother's beauty

0 o i
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Ferd. 'Sdeath and fury, you blockhead! she can't
be out of Seville. : o
Lopez. So I said to myself, sir—'Sdeath and fury, you
blockhead, says I, shecan’t be outof Seville— Then
some said, she had hanged herself for love; and others
haye it, Don Antonio had carried her off. - :
Ferd. "Tis false, scoundrel ! no onesaid that, -
Lopez. Then I misunderstood them, sir. :
Ferd: Go, fool, get home, and never let me see you
again, till you bring me news of her.  [Ewt Lorrz.]
Oh; how my fondness for this ungrateful girl, has hurt
- my disposition! - '

Enter Tsaac.

~ Isaac. So, I have her safe, and haveonly to finda
priest fo marry us. Antonio now may marry Clara, or
not, if he pleases ! : ;
- Fred. What? what was that you said of Clara?
Lsaac. Oh, Ferdinand ! my brother-in-law, (thatshall
" be, who thought of meeting you ! : :
« Ferd. But what of Clara? - :
Isauc. Ifaith, you shall hear.—This morning, as I
was coming down, I met a pretty damsel, who told me
" hername was Clara d’Almanza, and begged my pro-
tection. Ly
Ferd. How ? = s
- Tsaac. She said she had eloped from her father, Don
Guzman, but that love for a \young gentleman in *
* Seville, was the cause. : . :
Lerd. Oh, Heavens ! did she confess it? ' : R
Tsaac. Oh,yes, she confessed at once—but then,says -
she, my lover is not informed of my flight, nor sus-
pects my intention, : ;
. Ferd. Dear creature! no more I didindced ! Oh, I .

am the happiest fellow ! Aside.]. Well, Isaac!
| Isace. Why, then she entreated me to find him out.
forher, and bring him o her.
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