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THE

DEDICATION.
Mr. Bentley,

I
Have often (during this Plays leing in the Prefs) been import

tun dfor a Preface ;
whichyou^ Ifuppofe.^ wouldhavefpeakfome-^

thing in Vindication ofthe Comedy : Now topleafeyou^ Mr, Bent-

ley, Iwillas briefly as I canfpeak my mindupon that occafion^ which

you may hepleas d to accept of both as a Dedication to your[elf and

next as a Preface to the Book,

And lam not a littleproud̂ that it has happened into my thoughts

to he thefirft who in thefe latteryears has made an Epiflle Dedica*

tory to his Stationer • It is a Complement as reafonalle as it is Juft,

For., Mr, Bentley, you pay honeftly for the Copy
; and an Epiflle to

you is afort ofan Acq^uittance^ andmay he probably welcome ,• when

to a Perfon of higher Rank and Order, it looks like an Obligationfor

Praifes, which he knows he does not deferve, and therefore is Very un-

willing topart with ready Moneyfor.

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends and Ac-

quaintance, I believe it is pojflble, that as much may be faid in ids

behalf, as heretoforehas beenfor a great many others. Bat of all the

Apifh qualities about me, I have not that ofbeingfond ofmy own Iffue

;

nay, I mufl confefs my felfa very unnatural Parent, for when it is

once brought into the World, Ven let the Bratfhiftfor it felf, /fay.

The Objedions made againftthe merit ofthis poor Play, Imufl con-

fefs, are very grievous.

Firfl, fays a Lady thatfhallbe namelefs, becaufe the worldmay think

civilly ofher; Fogh ! oh Sherreu, ^tisfofilthyfio bawdy,no modefl Woman
ought to befeen at it:Let me dye, it has made mefick : When the World

lies,Mr^tnthj, ifthat very Lady has not eafily digefted a much ran-

ker morfel in a little Ale houfe towards Paddington, never made a

Face at it : Butyour true Jilt is a Creature that can extrali Bawdy
cut ofthe chafteflfenfe,as eafily as a Spider can poifon out ofa RofeiThey

know true Bawdy, let it be neverfo much conceald, as perfealy

as Faiftaff did the true Princely inftind. They willfeparate the true

Metalfrom the Allay let us temper it as well as we can; fome Women
are the Touch-floncs offilthinefs. Though I have heard a Lady (that

has more modefty than any ofthofe fbe Criticks, and I am fare more
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iv/i) faj^ She wonder J at the impudence ofany ofher Sex, that would
pretend to underftand, the thing caltd Bawdy. Mr, Bentley, for
ought Iperceive.^ my flay may he innocent yet., and the Lady mijlaken

in pretending to the knowledge of a Myfiery above her
;
thoughpofpeak

honcjliy., fhe has had lefides her Wit a liberal Education ,•

' and if
tve may credit the World has not buried her Talent neither.

This is., Mr. Bentley, allleanfay hi behalf ofmy Play : WJoerefore

Ithrow it into Tour Arms, make the hefi of ityou can; praife it toyour

Ctijlorners
j "Sell ten thoujand ofthem ifpoffible., and thenyou will com*

pleat the wif^es (f

Dramatis Perfonse.

Your Friend and Servant,

THO. OTWAY.

Mr. Smith.

Mr. Nokes.

Mr. Leigh.

Mr. Betterton,

Sir Davy Dunce

Sir Jolly Jumble

Fourbin, A Servant to

Beaugard

Bloody-Bo7ies.

Vermin A Servant to Si

Mr. Richards.

Davy

Lady Dunce

Sylvia

Maid.

Mrs, Barry;

Mrs. Price.

A Conftable, and Watch.
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THE
ouluter0 jfo^tune.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin.

APox o’" Fortune 1 Thou art always teizing me about Fortune :

Thou rifeft in a Morning with ill luck in thy Mouth *, Nay^
never eateft a Dinner, but thou figheft two hours after it,

with thinking where to get the next. Fortune be damn’d,

fince the Worlds lb wide.

CoHT. As,wide as it is, ’tis fo throng’d and cramm’d with Knaves and

Fools, that an honeft man can hardly get a living in it.

Bean. Do, rail, Courtine^ do, it may get thee employment.
Cour. At you I ought to rail ’twas your fault we left our Employ-

ments abroad to come home, and be Loyal, and now we as Loyally ftarve

for it.

Beau Did not thy Anceftors do it before thee, man ? I tell thee. Loy-

alty and ftarving are all one : The old Cavaliers got fuch a trick of it in

the Kings Exile, that their Pofterity could never thrive fince.

Cour. ’Tis a fine Equipage I am like to be reduc’d to, I (hall be

e’re long as greafy as an Alfatia Bully; this a flopping Hat, pinn’d up

on one fide, with a fandy weather beaten Perruque, dirty Linnen, and

to compleat the Figure, a long fcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my heels,

like a-
Beau. Snarling thou meaneft like it’s Matter.

Cour, My Companion’s the worthy Knight of the moft Noble Order
of the Pott

:
your Peripatetick Philofophers of the Temple-walks,Rogues

in Rags, and yet not honeft : Villains that undervalue Damnation, will

forfwear themfelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half a

Crown.
Beau, I am afliam’d to hear ^Souldier talk offtarving.
Cour. Why, what (hall I do I can’t fteal ! —
Beau. Though thou canft not fteal, thou haft other vices enough for

any Induftrious young fellow to live comfortably upon.

Cour. What wouldft thou have me turn Rafcal, and run cheating up
B and
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and down the Town for a livelihood ? I would no more keep a * Block-

head company, and endure his Naufeous non-fenfe in hopes to.get him,,

then I would be a drudge to an old Woman, with Rheumatick Eyes,,

hollow Teeth, and ftinking-breath, for a penfion : Of all Rogues I would
not bea Foolmonger.
''Eeati. How well this nicenefs becomes thee ! IM fain fee thee ee’n turn

Parfon in a pet, o’ purpofe to rail at all thofe vices which 1 know thou na-

turally art fond of .* why furely an Old Ladies pen (ion need not be fb
defpicable in the Eyes of a disbanded OfEcer, as times go, friend.

Cottr, 1 am glad, Beaugard^ you think fo.

Bean, why thou fhalt think fo too man*, be rul’d by me, and Til bring

thee into good company. Families, Comtim^ Families, and fuch Families,

where formality’s a fcandal, and pleafure is the bus’nefs, vrherc the Wo^
men ^are all Wanton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue.

Coiir, What fome of your Worfhips acquaintance that you
made lall time you came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land-
ladies Daughter, a Volunteering with you into France,

Bean. PlI bring thee, Courtine^ where Cuckoldom’s in credit, and lewd-

nefs lawdable, where thou (halt wallow in pleafiires and preferments, reveL
all day, and every night lye in the Arms of melting beauty, fweetas Ro-
fes, and as Springs refrefhing.

Conr. Prithee don’t talk tiius *, I had rather thou wouid’ll tell me where
new Levies are to be rais’d , a Pox of Whores when a man has not Money
to make ’em Comfortable.

Beau. That (ball Ihower upon us in abundance, and for inilance, know to.

thy everlafting ama’ziement, all this dropt out of the Clouds to day.

Cour. Hah ! Gold by this light !—
Fourb. Out of the Clouds •'

Beau. Ay, Gold ! does it not fmellof the fweet hand that fent it, fmell—fmell you dog [To Fourbin.

Fourbin fmells to the handful ofgold^ andgathers

up fome pieces in his Mouth.

Truly, Sir, of Heat-eniy fweetnefs : and very refreihihg.

Ccur. Dear, Beaugard^ if thou hall any good Nature in theej if thou

would’fl not have me hang my felf before my time, tell me where the De-
vil haunts that helpttheeto this,, that I may go make a bargain with him
prcfently * Speak, fpeak, or I am a loft Man.

Beau, Why thou muft know this Devil which I have given my Soul

to already, and muft 1 fuppofe have my body very fpeedily, lives I know
not where, and may for ought I know be a real Devil, but if it be, ’tis

the bell natur’d Devil under Beelz^ehuhs dominion, that I’ll fwear to.

But how came the Gold, then

Beau. To deal freely with my Friend, 1 am lately happen’d into the ac-

' quaintance of a very Reverend Pimp, as fine a difereet, fober, gray-bear-

ded old Gentleman as one would wilh; as good a natur’d publick Spiri-

ted Perfon as the Nation holds
^
one that is never fo happy as when he

is bringing good people together, and promoting civil underftanding,

betwixt.,,
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betwixt the Sexes ; Nay, rather than want employment, he will go from
one end of the Town to t’other to procure my Lords little Dog to be

civil to my Ladies little languifhing Bitch.

Conr. A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth

!

This noble PeiTon one day—^ bni Fonrhin can give you a

more particular accounrof the matter \ fweet Sir, if you* pleafe tell us

the ftory of the firfl encounter betwixt you and Sir Jolly Jumble^ you

mu ft: know that’s his Title ?

Fotirb. Sir, it ftiall be done walking one day upon the Fiaz.z,a a-

bout three 01 the Clock Pth’ After-Noon, to get me a Stomach to my
dinner, I chanc’d to encounter a Perfon ofgoodly prefence, and worthy
appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his coun-

tenance ruddy, plump, fmoothand chearful; v;ho perceiving me alfo

equipt as I am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him,

I was a Perfon of no inconhderable quality
,

came very refpedfully

up to me, and after the ufual ceremonies between Perfons of parts and
breeding had pall:,very humbly enquired ofme what is it a Clock"—

1
pre-

fently underftood by the queftion, that he was a man of parts and bull-

nefs, told him, I did prefume it was at moft: but nicely turn’d of three.

Bean, Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think.

Fonrh, The freedom ofcommerce increaftng, after fome little incon-

ftderable queftions four goffer k temps^ and fo he v/as pleafed to offer me
the courtelie of a glafsof Wine •* 1 told him I very feldom drank, but if

he fo pleas’d, I would do niy felf the honour to prefent him with adifti

of meat at an eating Houfe hard by, where I had an interefl.

Cotir, Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Beaugard^ is as accom-
plifht a Perfon as any of the employment 1 ever faw.

Bean. Let the Rogue go on.

Fourb, In fhort, we agree’d and went together, as foon as we entred

the Room : I am your moft: humble Servant, Sir, fays he ^ 1 am
the meaneft: of your Vaflals, Sir, faid I—I am very happy in lighting

into the acquaintance of fo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be,

Sir, faid he again—worthy, Sir Jolly

^

then came I upon him again on
t’other fide (for you mult know by that time I had gropt out his Title)

I kifs your hands from the Bottom ofmy heart, which I fhall be always

ready to lay at your Feet.

Conr, Well, Fonrhin^ and what reply’d the Knight then ?

Fourb, Nothing, he had nothing to fay^ his fenfe was tranlported with
admiration ofrtiy parts ^ fo we fat down, and after fome paufe, he defi-

red to know by what title he was to diftinguifti the perfon that had fo

highly honoured him
;

Beau. That is as much as to fay. Sir, whofe Rafcal you were.
Foii’^h. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave as you pleafe

1 told him thofe that knew me well were pleafed to call me the

Chevalier Fourhirty that I was a Cadel of the Ancient Family of the Four-
bitiois^ and that I had had the honour of ferving the great Monarch of
Frams in bis Wars in Flanders, where I contracted great Familiarity,

B 2 and
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and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Troops in that fcr-

vice, one Captain Berngard,

Bean. Oh, Sir, you did me too much honour, what a true bred

Rogue's this !-

CQur. Well, but the Money, the Money.

Four. Beaagard.^ hum Beaugardy fays he I—ay it mult be fo,—^a black

naan, is he notl^—ay, fays I, blackifh—a dark brown full Fac’t

—

yes—a fiy fubtle.obferving eye?—-the fame-'^*^—a ftrong built well

made man f—right—-a devillifli fellow fora Wench, a devillifli fel-

low for a wench, 1 warrant him •, a thundring Rogue upon occafion,i5f^«-

gardl a thundring fellovy for a Wench, 1 muftbe acquainted with him.

Conr. But to the money, the money man, that’s the thing I would be
acquainted withal.

Beau: This civil Gentleman of the Chevaliers acquaintance conies

yefterday morning to my Lodging, and feeing rny Pidiire in Minature

upon the Toylet, told me with the greateft exrafie in the World, that

was the thing he came to me about : he told me there was a Lady of

his acquaintance had fome favourable thoughts of me, and I gad, fays he,

Ihe’s a hummer, fuch a bona Roba ah-h-h. So without more ado begs

. me to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together) fo away

he fcuttled wdth as great joy as if he had found the Philofophersftone.

Cour. Very well.

Bean. At we met again : whereafter a thoufand grimaces, to

Ihew how much he was pleas’d, inftead ofmy Pidure, prefents me with

the contents aforefaid*, and told me the Lady defired me to accept. of

’em for the Pidure, which ftie was mnch tranfported withall, as well as

with the Original.

CoHr. Hah
Bean. Now, whereabouts this taking quality lies in me, the Devil

take me Ned if I know : But the Fates Ned^ the Fates

!

Cour. A Ciirfe on the Fates ! Of all Strumpets Fortune’s the bafeft,

’twas Fortune made me a Souldier, a Rogue in Red, the grievance of

the Nation, Fortune made the peace juft when we were upon the brink

of a War-, then Fortune disbanded us, and loft us two Months pay:

Fortune gave us Debentures inftead of ready Money, and by very good

Fortune 1 fold mine, and loft heartily by it, in hopes the grinding ill-

natur’d dog that bought it will never get a billing for’t

Beau. Leave ofFthy railing for fhame, it looks like a Cur that barks

for want of bones ^
come times may mend, and an honeft Souldier be in

fafhion again—^
—

-

Coar. Thefe greafie, fat, unweildywheeting Rogues that live at home,,

and brood over their bags, when a fit of fear’s upon ’em, then if one of

uspafs but by, all the Family is ready at the door to cry,. Heavens

blefs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you.

Bean. Ah good men, what pity ’cis fuch proper Gentlemen fliould ever

be out of Employment.

Conr. But when the bus’nefs is over, then every Parilh Bawd that

goes
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goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and pays but fcot and lot

to the Parifh, lhall roar out fough, ye Lowfy Red-coat rake-hells / hout

ye Caterpillars, ye Locufts of the Nation ; you are the Dogs that would

enflaveusall, plunder our Shops, and ravilh our Daughters, ye Scoun-
'

drels.

Beau, I mufi: confefs ravifhing ought to be regulated, it would de-

ftroy commerce, and many a good Sober Matron about this Town
might lofe the felling of her Daughters Maiden-head, which were a

great grievance to the people, and a particular Branch ofProperty loft,

FoHrbin,

Four, Your Worlhips pleafure.

Beau, Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find Sir Jolly
^

defire him to meet meat the blew Polls in the Hay-market about 12
,

we’ll Dine together •, I muft inquire farther into yefterdays adventure ^

in the mean time, Ned^ here’s half the prize to be doing withal, old -

friends muft preferve Correfpondence
^ we have fhar’d good Fortune

together, and bad fliall never part us.

Cour, Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this, haft thou

no more grace then, to be a true Friend, nay to part with thy money-

to thy Friend I grant you, a Gentleman may fwear and lye for his friend,
’

pimp for his Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth
j
but to part

with ready money is the devil.

Beau, Stand afide, either I am miftaken, or yonder’s Sir Jolly com-

ing *, now Courtins^ will I fhew thee the Flower of Knighthood : Ah, Sir

Jolly,

Enter Sir Jolly.

Sirjol, My Hero .my Darling] my Ganimede! how doft thou ?

Strong ! wanton ! lufty / rampant !.hah, ah, ah! She’s thine Boy, odd

file’s thine, plump, foft, fmooth, wanton ! hah, ah, ah ! Ah Rogue, ah

Rogue! here’s fhoulders, here’s ihape ! there’s a Foot and Leg, here’s

' a Leg, here’s a Leg—Qua a-a-a-a.

[^Squeaks liki a Cat
^

Beaugard’s Legs.

Cour. What an old Goat’s this!

5/Vyo/. Child, Child, Child, who’s that ? A Friend of thine I a

friend o’ thine ? A pretty fellow, odd a very pretty fellow, and a ftrong

dog i’il warrant him, how doft do dear heart ? prithee let me kifs thee,

I ’ll fwear and vow 1 will kifs thee, ha, ha, he, he, he, he, a Toad, a

Toad, ohToa'a-a-ad
Cour. Sir I am your humble Servant.

Beau. But the Lady, S\v Jolly the Lady, how does the Lady, what
fays the Lady, Sir Jolly ^

SirJol. What fays the Lady! why fhe fays—(he fays—odd (he has

a delicate Lip, fuch a Lip, fo red, fo hard, fo plump, fo blub •, I

fancy I am eating Cherries every time 1 think on’t——and for her
Neck and Breafts, and her odds life*, I’ll fay no more, not a word
more, but 1 know, I know—

Beau, lam forry for that with all my Heart
j
do you know, fay

, yov
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you, Sir, and would you put offyour mumbkd orts, your offal upon me—
Sir JoL Huffi, hu(h, huffi/ have a care, as Hive and breath, not

/, alack and well a day, / am a poor old fellow, decay’d and done •’ AlFs
gone with me, Gentlemen, but my good Nature

^ odd I love to know
how matters go, though, now and then, to fee a pretty Wench and a
young Fellow Towze and Rowzeand Frouze and Mowze *, odd I love
a young fellow dearly, faith dearly

Coiir. This is the raoff: extraordinary Rogue, /ever met withall.
BeaiL But Sir Jolly, in the firfl: place, you muff: know, 1 have fworn

never to marry.

Sirjol. /wouldmot have thee man, / am a Batchelour my felf, and
been a Whorc-Ma.Cter all my life, befidcsfhe’s married already man, her
Husband’s an old greafie, untoward, ill-natur’d, flovenly, Tobacco-
taking Cuckold

;
but plaguy Jealous.

Bern, Already-a Cuckold, Sir Jolly,

Sir Jol, No, thatfliallbe, my Boy, thou fhalt make him one, and
ril pimp for thee dear heart, and (han’t / hold the door, (han’t /peep
hah, (han’t /, you devil, you little dog (han’t 1}

Bean. What is it, I’d not grant to oblige my ^ Patron ?

Sirjol, And thea doff: .hear, / have a lodging for thee in my own
hoiife

^
doff: hear old Soul, in my own houfe ; She lives the very next

door man, there’s but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine, and
then for a peep-hole, odds fiffi/have a peep-hole for theey ’sbud I’ll

(hew thee, I’li (hew thee—

-

Bean, But wmen, Sir Jolly,^ /am in hade, impatient.

Sir Jol. Why this very night man
j
poor Rogue’s in hade, poor

Rogue ^
but hear you—

CoHT, The matter ?

Sir Jol. Shan’t we dine together ?

Bern. With all my heart.

Sir Jol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, and befpcak

Dinner at the Blew Pods
^ while I day behind and gather up ardiffi

of Whores for a defer t.

Cour, Be fure that they be lew’d, drunken, dripping Whofes Sir Jolly,

that won’t be affededly (queamiffi and troubiefome.

Sirjol, I warrant you.

Conr. I love a well difciplin’d Whore, that (liews all the tricks of her

profeflion with a wink, like an old Souidier that underdands all his Ex-
ercife by beat of Drum.

Sir Jol. A Thief, fayed thou fo! / mud be better acquainted

with that fellow^ he has a notable Nofe ^ a hard brawny Carle

true and trudy, and mettle I’ll warrant him.

Bean. Well, Sir Jolly, you’l not fail us ?

•Sirjol. Fail ye! am / a Knight.^ hark ye Boys-* I’ll muder this

evening, fuch a Regiment of Rampant, Roaring, Royderous Whores,
that (hall make more noife than if all the Cats in the Hay-Market
were in conjundion : Whores ye Rogues, that (hall fwear with you,

drink
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drink with you, talk Bawdy with you, fight with you, fcratch with

you, lye with you,and go to the Devil with you, flian’t we be very merry,

tlSll
^ ~ ' '

CoHT. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickednefs can make us.

Str Jol. Odd that’s well faid again, very well faid, as merry as

Wine, Women and Wickednefs can make us: I love a fellow that is

very wicked dearly j
methinks there^s a fpirit in him, there’s a fort of

a tantara, rara, tantara, rara, ah, ah-h-h, well, and won’t ye, when the

Women come, won’t ye, and /hall 1 not fee a little fport amongll: you;

well get ye gone ;
ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, I’ll be with you, da,

da— [^Exeunt Beaugard and Courtine.

Enter feveral Whore an4 three Bullies,

I BkL In the name of Satan what Whores are thdfe in their Copper

,trim, yonder ?

1 Who. Weil I’ilfwear, Madam, ’tis the fineft Evening •* I love the

MalU mightily.

2 Bui. f.et’s huzza the Bulkers.

2 lV<^o. Really, and fodo I; becaufe there’s always good company,
and <

r e mr-ets with fuch Civilitys from every body.

3;- ' Oamn’d Whores, liout ye filthies.

3 WL '

. Ay, ,and then 1 love extreamly to Ihew my felf here, when
I am V ry fine, to vex thofe poor Devils that call themfclves Vertues, and
are vt y fcandalov.s and Crapifi), I’ll fwear ; O crimine, who’s yonder !

Sir ‘^ohy Jumble.^ vow.
I Bui. Fogh! ii^et’s leave the nally Sowesto Fools, and Difeafes.

1 Whor. O Pafa.^ Pai^a I where have you been this two days, Papa ?

2 ]Vho. Yu are a precious father indeed, to take nc^more care of*you'r

Children

:

We might be dead for all you, you naughty Bady-f you.

Sir jFc./. Dead, my poor Fubfes! odd 1 had rather all the Relations

I have were dead,
,

a dad 1 had : Get you gone you little Devils Bubbles;

oh Law there’s Bubbles I odd I’ll bite ’em, odd 1 will.

1 Whor, Nay, fye, I fwear you’l make me angry, except you

carry us, and treat us to Night, you have promis’d me a treat this

Week, won’t you Papa f

2 Whor. A, won’t, you DadP
Sir Jol. Odds fo, odds fo, well remember’d

!
get you gone, don’t

ftsy talking; get you gone, yonders a great Lord, the Lord
and his Cfcuzin the Baron, the Count, the Marquis, the Lord knows
what, Mcnlleur newly come to Town, oddsfo.

3 Wjor. Oh Law, where Dady.^ where ? Oh dear, a Lord.
iWhor. Well you are the purefi: but when be dey mnu,

Pafa
^

•

Sir Jelly. I won’t tell you, you Jipfies, fo I. won’t-— except you

tickle me—’sbud they are brave fellows, all Tall, and not a bit fmall, odd »

one of ’em has a devillilh deal of Monie..

i Whor^
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1 Whor. Oh dear, but which is he. Papa.

2 Whor, Shan’t 1 be in Love with him, Da^fy, .

Sir Jol. What no body ticl^e me ! nobody tickle me ? not yet, tickle me a
XiitlQ Mally—tickle me a little —do. He he he he he he

[They tickle him.

No more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, fofo, no more, nay, if you
do, if you do,, odd I’ll I’ll I’ll—^

3 Who. What will you do trow.

Sir Jol. Come along with me, come along with me, fneak after

me at adiftance, that no body take notice. Swinging fellows Mally—
Swinging fellows Jenny a Devillifh deal of Monie, get you afore me then

you little dippappers, ye Wafps, ye wagtails, getyougon, I fay Twing-

ing fellows —
[Exeunt vpith the Whores

»

Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia.

Lady D. Dye a Maid : fie for ftiame! what a fcandalous re-

folution’s that
^

five thoufand Pounds to your Portion, and leave it all

to Hofpitals, for the innocent recreation hereafter of leading Apes in

Hell, fie for fhame

!

Sylvia. Indeed fuch another charming Animal as your Confort, Sir

David might do much with me
^ ’tis an unfpeakable bleffing to lye all

night by a Hprfe-load of difeafes; a beaftly, unfavoury, old, groaning,

grunting, wheazing Wretch, that fmells of the Grave he’s going to al-

ready, from fuch a curfe, and Hair-Cloath next my skin, good Heaven
deliver me I

Lady D. Thou miftakeft the nfeof a Husband, Sylvia: They are

not meant for Bedfellows
^
heretofore indeed ’cwas a fulfbme fafcion,

to ly o’ nights with* a Husband, but the world’s improv’d, and Cufloms

altered.

Sylv. Pray inftrud then what theufe of a Husband is.

Lady. D. Inftead of a Gentleman-Ufher for Ceremonies fake to be

in waiting on fet days, and particular occafions *, but the Friend Cozen
is the Jewel unvaluablc.

Sylv, But, Sir David^ Madam, will be difficult to be fo Govern’d*,

i am miftaken if his Nature is not too jealous to be blinded.

Lady D. So much the better, of all, the jealous Fool is eafieft to

be deceiv’d : For obferve, where there’s jealoufie there’s always fond-

nefs *, which if a Woman, as (he ought to do, will make the right ufe

of, the Husband’s fears lhall not fo awake him on one fide as his dotage

(hall blind him on the other.

Sylv. Is your Piece of mortality fuch a doting Doddle, is he lb very

fond of you?
Lady D. No, but he has the vanity to think that I am very fond

of him? and if he be jealous, ’tis not fo much for fear I do abufe, as

that in time I may, and therefore impofes this confinement on me,
though
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though he has other divertiferaents that take him offfrom my injoyment

which make him fo loathfom'e no Woman but niuffc hate him.

Silv, His private divertifements I am a ftranger to.

Lady D, Then for his Perfon ’tis incomparably odious, he has fuch a

breath, one kifs of him were enough to cure the fits of the Mother, ’tis

worfe then Jffa-foetida,

Silv. Oh hideous !

Lady D. Every thing that’s nafty he afFeds, clean Linnen he fays is

unwholefome, and to make him more charming, he’s continually eating

ofGarlick and chewing Tobacco.

Silv. Fogh' this is love-' this is the blelTing of Matrimony.

Lady D. Rail not fo unreafonably againft love, Silvia : As I have

dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the palTion I have for Beaiigard-.^ fo

m'ethinks, Silvia need not conceal her good thoughts of her Friend *, do
not I know Coartine flicks in your flomach ?

Silv. If he does. I’ll aflureyou hefhall never get to my heart, but can

you have the Confcience to love another man now you are married? what
do you think will become of you ?

Lady D. I tell thee, Stlvia.^ I never was married to that Engine we
have been talking of, my Parents indeed made me fay fomething to him
after a Priefl once, but my heart went not along with my tongue, 1 min-

ded not what it was ; for my thoughts, Silvia.^ for thefe feven years have

been much better imploy’d-

—

^Beangard\ Ahcurfeonthe day that

firfl Pent him into France !

Silv. Why fo, 1 befeech you ?

Lady D. Had he flay’d here, I had not b?en facrific’d to the Arms
of this monument of Man, for the bed of death could not be more cold*

then his has been, he would have delivered me from the Monfler,for even .

then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindnefs notnegleded.

Stlv. I find indeed your Ladyfhip had good thoughts ofhim.
Lady D. Surely ’tis impoffible to think too well of him, for he has wit

enough to call his good nature in queflion, and yet good nature enough
to make his wit befufpeded.

Silv. But how do you hope ever to get fight of him, Sir Davids watch-

fulnefs is invincible. I dare fwear he wou’d fmell out a Rival if he were

in the houfe only by natural inflindt, as fome that always fweat when a

Cat’s in the Room, then again, Beaugard?s a Souldier, and that’s a thing

the old Gentleman you know loves dearly.

Lady D. There lies the greatefl comfort ofmy uneafie life, he is one

of thofe Fools forfooth, that are led by the Nofe by Knaves to rail againft

the King and the Government, and is mightily fond ofbeing thought ofa

Party,I have had hopes this twelve-month to have heard of his being in

the Gate- Houfe for Treafon.

Silv- But I find only your felf the Prifoner all this while.

Lady D. At prefent indeed I am fo, but Fortune I hope will fmile,

wouldfl thou but be my Friend, Sylvia.

Silv. In any mifehievous defign with all my heart.

C • Lady
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LadyD, The condufion, Madam, may turn to your fatisfaftici), but
you have no thoughts of Cominel

Sylv, Not I, nialTure you. Cozen*
Lady D, You don’t think him well lhap’d, flreight and proportion-

able?

5y/'y.Confidering he eats but once a Week, the man is well enough.
Lady D, And then wears his Cloaths you know filthily, and like a hor-

rid Sloven-

Sylv. Filthily enough of all Confdence, with a thred-bare Red-Coat,
which his Taylor duns him for to this day,over which a great broad grea-
fie Buff Belt, enough to turn any ones ftomach but a disbanded Souldier

^

a Perrnque ty’d up in a knot, to excufe its want of combing, and then be-
caufe he has been a Man at Arms,he muft w^ear two Tuffles of aBeard for-

footh, to ledge a dunghill offnuffupon,to keep his Nofe in good humour.
Lady D. Nay, now I am fime that thou loveft him.

Sylv. So far from it, that I protefl eternally againft the whole Sex.

Lady D. That time will bell demonftrate, in the mean while to o,ur

bulinefs.

Sylv. As how. Madam?
Lady D. To night muft 1 fee Bcaugard.^ they are this minute at Dinner

in the Hay-market 5
now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me every

where, my thing called a Husband, himfelf to aiTifl his poor Wife at a

deadlift, I think would not be unpleafant.

Sylv. But ’twill be impoflible.

Lady D. I am apt to be perfwaded .rather very eafle, you know our

good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Jolly.

Sylv. Out on him beaff, he’s always talking filthily to a body, if he fits

'^but at the table with one, he’l be making nalfy figures in the Napkins.

'Lady D. He and my fweet yoke-fellow are the moll intimate friends

in the world, fo that partly out of neighbourly kindnefs, as well as tha
great delight he takes to be medling in matters of this nature, with a

great deal ofpains and induftry procured me Beaugards Piclure, and gi-

ven him to, under ftand how well a Friend of his in Petticoats, call’d my
‘

feif, wifhes him.

Sylv. But what’s all this to the making the Husband inflrumental, for

I muft confefs ofall creatures a Husband’s the thing.that’s odious to me.
Lady D. That muft be done this night : I’ll inftantly^to my chamber,

take my bed in a pet, and fend for Sir David.

Sylv. But which way then muft the Lover come ?

' Lady D. Nay, I’ll betray Beaugard to him, fhew him the Picture he

fent me, and beg- of him as he tenders his own honour, and ray quiet, to

take fome courfe to fecure me from the fcandalous folicitations of that

innocent Fellow.

Sylv. And fo make him the property, the go-between, to bring the

affair to an ifiue the more decently.

Lady D. Right, Sylvia.^ ’tis the beft office a Husband can do a Wife

,

I mean an old husband
^
blefs usjto be yok’d inWedlock with a paralitick

coughing



The SouUiers Fortune. ii

coughing decrepid Dotrell^to be a dry Nurfe all ones life time to an old

Child offixfy five, to lye by the Image ofDeath a whole night, a dull im-

moveable, that hasnofenfeof life,but through it’s pains-, the Pidgeon’s

as happy that’s laid to a lick mans feet, when the world has given him o-

ver j
for my part this fliall henceforth be my Prayer,

CnrP^ he the memory.^ nay doMe
Of her that wedded Age for Interefl fir(I \

ThoHgh worn with years
^

withfraitlefs wifhes full

^

“^Tis all day troublefome-y and all night dull.

Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy lives.^

Fools are the pttefl finefi thingsfor Wives ;

Te.t 0I4 rnen Profit brings as Fools bring eafe.^

And both make Tomb and Wit much better pleafe.

ACT II.

Enter Sir JoW^f Beaugard, Courtine, and

Fourbin.

.Court, Q I R Jolly is the glory of the Age.

Sirjol. O Nay now Sir yon honour me too far.

Bean. He’s the delight of the young, and wonder of the old.

Sir JoL 1 fwear Gentlemen you make me blufh.

Cottr. Hedeferves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of the Kingdom.
Sir Jol, Out upon’t, fye for fhame : I proteft i’ll leave your company

if you talk fo but faith they were Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets,

ha / udds-bud, they’d —have ftript for t’other Bottle.

Bean, Truly, Sir Jolly you are a man of very extraordinary difci*

pline, I never faw Whores under better command in my life.

Sir Jol, Pilh, that’s nothing man, nothing, I can fend for forty bet-

ter when I pleafe, Doxies that will skip, il:rip,leap, trip, and do any thing

in the world, any thing old Soul.

Cour, Dear, dear Sir Jolly where and when ?

Sir Jol, Odd as firaply as I ftand here, her Father was a Knight.

Beau,^ Indeed Sir Jolly a Knight fay you ?

Sir Jol, Ay, but a little decay’d. I’ll aflure you file’s a very good

Gentlewoman born.

CoHr, Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too.

Sir Jol, Ay, and fo file is.

Bean, But Sir Jb/Zy, how goes my bufinefs forward, when lhail I have

a view of the quarry I am to fly at ? C 2
,

Six
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Sir Jol, Alas a day, not fo hally, Ibfc and fair I befecch you, ah my
little Son of thunder, if thou hadlt her in thy arms now between a pair

ofiheets, and I under the Bed to fee fair play, Boy, gemini! what

wou’d become of mef What wouM become me ? there wou’d\be

doings, oh Lawd, 1 under the Bed !

Bean. Or behind the hangings. Sir Jolly y would not that do as well ?

5/Vyo/. i\h no, under the Bed againit the world, and then it would

be very dark, hah/ ^ .

Beau. Darktochufe-

Str Jol. No,but a little light would do Well,a fmall Glimmering Lamp,
juft enough for me to fteal a peep by, oh lamentable! oh lamentable, I

won’t fpeak a word more, there would be a trick ! oh rare / you friend,

oh rare 1 odds fo, not a word more, odds fo, yonder cqmes the Mon-
fter that muft be the Cuckold Eiedl, ftep, ftep aiide, and obferve him,

if 1 fhou’d be feen in your company, ’twou’d fpoil all.

Beau. For my parti’ll ftand the meeting of him-, oneway to pro-

mote a good underftanding with a Wife, is firft to get acquainted witir

her Husband.

Euter Sin David.

Sir Da. Well of all bleftings, a difereet Wife, is the greatefl: that can

light upon a man of years : had 1 been married to any thing but an An- .

gel now, what a Beaft had I been by this time, w'ell, I am thehappieft

old Fool! ’tis an horrid Age that we live in, fo that an honeft man can

keep nothing to himfelf^ if you have a good eftate, every covetous

Rogue is longing for’c (truly 1 love a good eftate dearly my felf *,) if.

yon have a handfome Wife, every fmooth fac’d Coxcoinb.will be combing,

and cocking at -her, ^efh. flies are not fo troublefome to the fhambles,.as

thofe fort of Infedsare to the Boxes in the Play-houfe : But vertue is a
,

great blelTing, an unvaluable treafure, to tell me her felf that a Villain

had tempted her, and give me the very Picture, the inchantment that

hefent to bewitch her, itftrikesmedumb with admiration
;

here’s the

Villain in Efligic. nils out the EiEhtre'} Odd a very handfome fellow,

a dangerous Rogue I’ll warrant him, fiich fellows as- thefe now fliould be

fetter’d like unruly Colts, that they might not leap into other mens pa-

ftur.es ^
here’s a Nofenow, I cou’d And in my heart to cut it off, damn’d

Dog, to dare to prefume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! blefs us what

will this world come to ! well poor Sir down',down on thy knees,

and thank thy ftars for this deliverance.

Eeau^ ’Sdeath what’s that 1 fee ? Sure ’tis the veryPifturc which I lent

by Sir Jolly.^ if fo, by this light, I am damnably Jilted.

Sir Da. But now if

Bean. Surely he does not fee us y^et.

Four. See you,Sir,why hehas but one eye,and we are on his blind fide*,

ril dumb found him. Zfl^lkes him on the Jhonlder,

Sir Da. Who the Devil’s this Sir, Sir, Sir, wlio are you, Sir ?

Beau^
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Ay, ay, ’tis the fame, now a pox of all amorous adratures,

’sdeath I’l go beat the impertinent pimp that drew me into this fooling.

Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are very curious.

Beaa. Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary reafon to be fo.

Sir Da* And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor your Reafons

neither.

Bean. Sir, if you are at leifure, I would beg the Honour to fpeak

with you.

Sir Da. With me. Sir ? What’s your bufinefs with me?
Beaa* I wou’d not willingly be troublefome *, though it may be I am

fo at this time.

Sir Da. It may be fo too. Sir.

Beaa. But to be known to fo worthy a Perfon as you are, would be fo

great an honour, fo extraordinary a happinefs, that I could not avoid

taking this opportunity of tend’ring you my Service.

Sir Da. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow (^Afide.) But

Sir you were pleafed to nominate bufinefs Sir, I defire with what fpeed

you can to know your bufinefs. Sir, that I may go about my bufinefs.

Bean. Sir, if I might with good manners, I ihould be glad to inform

my felf, whofe Pidlure that is, which you have in your hand, methinks

it is very fine Painting.

Str Da. Pidure, Jriend, Pidure ! Sir, ’tis the refemblance of a very

impudent fellow, they call him Captain Beaugard forfooth, but he is

infnort a rakehell, apoorlowzy beggarly disbanded Devil
^
do you

know him friend ?-"

Beau. . I think I have heard of filch a vagabond, the truth on’i is he is

a very impudent fellow.
'

Sir Da. Ay, a damn’d Rogue.
Beau, Oh a notorious Scoundrel •'

Sir Da. I exped to hear he’s hangM by next Sefiions.

Beau, The truth on’t is, he has deferv’d it long ago
^
but did you ever

fee him Sir David ?

Sir Da. Sir does he know mei {_AJide-i

Beau, Becaufe I fancy that Mignature is very like him,pray Sir,whence
had it you ?•

{Comfares the Fitlurewith Beaugard Face\

Sir Da. Had it. Friend ? had it ! whence had it I h— blefs us
’

what have i done now,this the very Tray tor himfelf, if he fiiould be de-

fperate now, and put his Sword in my guts I -flitting my Nofe will

be as bad as that, 1 have but one eye left neither, and may be- oh but

this is the Kings Court, odd that’s well remember’d, he dares not but be

civil here *, I’ll try to cut-huff him, whence bad it you
Beau. Ay, Sir, whence' had it you that’s Eughjltin my Countries

^]r.

Sir Da. Go, Sir, you are a RafcaL
Beau, How !

'
-

.
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Sir Da, Sir, I fay, you are a Rafcal, a very impudent Rafcal, nay Til
prove you to be a Rafcal, if you go to that

Bern, Sir, I am a Gentleman and a Souldier.

Sir Da, So much the worfe,Souldiers have been Cuckoldmakers from
the beginning •, Sir I care not what you are

^ for ought I know you
may be a come Sir, did I never fee you ? anfwer me to that, did
I never fee you ? for ought I know you may be a Jefuit ; there were
more in the laft armie befides you.

Bern. Of your acquaintance, and be hang’d.

Sir Da, Yes to my knowledge, there were feveral at Hoiinflovo Heath
difguifed in dirtie Petticoats, and cryM Brandy, I knew a Serjeant of
Foot ihat was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy’d

him a w^oman, but the Devil is powerful.

Beau, In fliorc, you worthy Villain of Worfhip, that Pidure is mine,
and 1 mufc have it, or I ftiail take an opportunity to kick your Worlhip
molt inhumanly.

Sir Da, Kick Sir.

Beai4, Ay, Sir, kick , ’tis a Recreation I can Ihew you.

Sir Da. Sir, I am a free-born Subjed of England,^ and there are Laws,
•look you, there are Laws •, fo I fay you are a Rafcal again, and now how
will you help your felf ? poor Fool.

Bean. Heark you Friend , have not you a Wife

^

Sir Da. I have a Lady, Sir,—oh, and fhe’s mightily taken with this

Pidiire ofyours, ftie was fo mightily proud of it, (he could not forbear
fhewing it me, and telling too who it was fent it her.

Bean, And has (he been long a Jilt ? has fhe pradifed the Trade for

any time ?

Sir Da, Trade ! humph, what Trade ? what Trade ? Friend.

Beau, Why the Trade ofWhore and no Whore, Catterwauling in

jefl, putting out Chriftian Colours, when (he’s a Turk under Deck : A
curfe upon all honeft women in the flefh, that are Whores in the Spirit.

^

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you fweet Soul,

as I told you before, there are Laws, there are Laws, but thofe are things

not worthy your confideration : Beautie’s your Bufinefs
^ but dear vaga-

bond, trouble thy felf no further about my Spoufe, let my Doxie reft

in peace, (he’s meat for thy Mailer, old boy;, I have my belly full of
her every Night.

Beau, Sir, 1 vvifh all your Noble Family hang’d from the bottom
of my heart.

Sir Da, Moreover Captain Swafh, I mull tell you my Wife is an ho-

neft Woman, of a vertuous difpolition, one that I have loved from her

Infancy, and (he deferves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that

(he has difcover’d loyally to me the treacherous deljgns laid againft her

Chaftity, and my Honour.
Bean. By this light the Bead weeps.

Sir Da. Truly 1 cannot but weep for Joy *, to think how happy I am
in a fincere faithful and loving Yoke- fellow, (he charg’d me too to tell

you
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you into the bargain, that (he is fufBciently fatisfied of the moil fecret
wilhes of your heart.

Beaii, 1 am glad on’t.

Sir Da. And that’tis her defire, that you would trouble your felf no
more about the matter.

Beau. With all my heart.

Sir Da. But hence forward behave your felf with fuch difcretion as
becomes a Gentleman.

Beau. Oh to be fure moll exadly !

Str Da. And Jet her alone to make the befl: ufe of thofe innocent Free-
doms 1 allow her, without putting her reputation in hazzard.

.Beau. As how, I befeech you
Sir Da. By your impertinent and unfeafbnable addrels.

Beau. And this news you bring me by a particular commilfion from
your fweet Lady.

Sir Da. Yea Friend I do, and (hediopes you’l be fenfible, Dear heart,
of her good meaning by it : thefe were her very words, I neither add nor
diminift, for plain-dealing is my Miflrefles friend.

Beau. Then all the Curfes I (hall think on this twelve^month light on
her, and as many more on the next Fool that gives credit to the Sex.

Sir Da. Well, certainly I am the happieft Toad y how melancholly
theMunkey ftandsnow ? Poor Png haft thou loft her ?

Beau. To be fo fordid a Jilt,to betray me to fuch a Beaft as that,can
(he have any good thoughts of fuch a Swine ? Dam her, had (he abus’d
me handfomly it had never vext me.

Sir Da. Now Sir with your permillion Pll take my leave.

Beau. Sir, Ifyou were gone to the Devil, 1 (hon’d think you very well

difpos’d of.

Sir Da. If you have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady
that was fo charm’d with your Refemblance there, it lhali be very faith-

fully conveyed by—
Beau* Fool. •

Sir Da. Your humble Servant, Sir,I’m gon, I (hall difturbycu no fur-

ther, your moft humble Servant Sir.

Beau, Now Poverty, Plague, Pox and Prifon fall thick upon the head
of thee, Fourhin,

Fourb. Sir !

—

Beau. Thou haft been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time.

Fourb. I hope I have loft nothing in your Honours Service, Sir.

Beau. Find out fome way to revenge me on this old Rafcal, and if I

do not make thee a Gentlemam
Fourb, That you have been pleas’d to do long ago, I thank you*, for

I am' fure you have not left me one (hilling in my Pocket thefe two
Months.

Beau. Here, here’s for thee to Revei with all.

Fourb. Will your Honour pieafe to have his Throat cut*?

B^au. With all myhearu
Fourk
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Fonrh. Or would you have him decently hang’d as his own door, and
then give out to the World he did it himfelf ?

Bean. That wou’d do very well.

Foarb. Or I think [to proceed with more fafety] a good ftale Jake^
were a very pretty Expedient.

Beatt. Excellent, excellent Fourbin,

Fourb, Leave matters to my difcretion, and ifl do not

Bean, I know thou wilt, go, go about it, profper and be famous : now
e’re I dare venture to meet Conrttn again, will 1 go by my felf, rail for

an hour or two, and then be good company. [£

Enter Courtine and Silvia.

Silv- Take my word Sir, you had better give this bufinefs over, I tell -

you there’s nothing in the World turns my Stomach fo much as the man,
that man that makes Love to me, I never faw one of your S.ex in my
life make love, but he lookt fo like an Afs airthe while, that I blufh’t

for him.

Court. I am afraid your Ladylhip then is one ofthofe dangerous Crea-

tures they call She-wits, who are always fo mightily taken with admi-
ring themfelves, that nothing elfe is worth their notice.

Silv. Oh ! who can be fo dull not to be ravifht with that royflerous

meen of yours ? that ruffling Ayr in your gate, that feems to cry where-

e’re you go, make room, here comes the Captain : that face, the which

bids defiance to the Weather *, blefs us ! if I were a poor Farmers wife

in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, how would it fright me .^

But as I am young, not very ugly, and one you never faw before, how
lovingly it looks upon me.

Court. Who can forbear to figh, look pale and languifh, where Beau-

ty and wit unite both their forces to enflave a heart fo tradable as

mine is. Firft, for that modilh fwim of your Body, the vidorious mo-

tion of your Arms and Head, the tofs of your Fan, the glancing of the

Eyes, blefs us ! If I were a dmnty fine dreft Coxcomb, with a great

Eftate and a little or no wit, vanity in abundance,and good for nothing,

how would they melt and foften me? but as I am a fcandalous honeft

Rafcal, not Fool enough to be your fport, not rich enough to be your

prey, how glotingly they look upon me

!

Silv. Alas, alas ! what pity’tis your honelly (houldever do you hurt,

or your wit fpoil your preferment.

Court. Juft as much fair Lady, as that your Beauty fflould make you

be envied at ,
or your vertue provoke fcand^.

Silv. The more I look, the more I’m in love with you. ^

Court. The more I look, the more I am out of Love with you.

Silv, How my heart fwells when f fee you •'

Court. How my Stomach rifes when I am near you !

Silv. Nay, then let’s bargain.

Court. With all my heart, what ?
"

Silv,
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Sth^ Not to fall in love with each other, I allure you Monfieur Cap-

tain.

Court, But to hate one another conftantly and cordially.

Silv. Always when you are drunk, 1 defire you to talk fcandaloufly of

me.
Court, hY’i and when I am fober too, in return whereof when eVe

you fee a Coquet of your acquaintance, and I chance to be named, be

fure you fpit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you lov’d

me.
Stlv. In the next place, when e’re we meet in the I defire you

to humph, pat out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and

look back at me.

Court, Which if I chance to do, be fare at next turning to pick up

fome tawdry fluttering Fop or another.

Silv. That I made acquaintance with all at the Mufique-meeting.

Court. Right, Juft fuch another Spark to faunter by your fide with

his Hat under his Arm.
Silv, Hearkning to all the bitter things I can fay to be revenged.

Court. Whilft the dull Rogue dare not fo much as grin to oblige you,

for fear of being beaten for it, when he is out ofhis waiting.

Silv. Counterfeit your Letters from me.

Court. And you to be even with me for the fcandal, publifh to all the

World I offered to marry you.

Silv, Oh hideous marriage •'

Court. Horrid, horrid marriage !

Silv. Name, name no more of it.

Court. At that fad word let’s part.

Silv. Let’s wifh all men decrepid, dull and filly.

Court. And every Woman old and ugly,

Stlv. Adieu! —
Court. Farewell !

Enter a young fellow ajfe^edly drefi.^ feverd others with him.

Silv. Ah me, Mr. FrUk\
Frisk. Madamoijel.^ Silvia ! fincerely as I hope to be fav’d, the Devil

take me. Dam me Madam, who’s that/

Silv. Ha, ha, ha, hea. {^Exit with Frisk.

Court, True to thy failings always Woman, how naturally is the Sex

fond ofa Rogue ! What a Monfter was that for a Woman to delight in!

now muft 1 love her ftill, tho’ I know I am a Block-head for’t, aafl flie’ll

ufe me like a block-head too, if/ don’t prevent her : what’s to be done ?

I’ll have three Whores a day, to keep Love out of my head.

Beaugard.

Beangard. Well metagain, how go matters / Handfomly

!

D Sedh *
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Bean. Oh very handfomly ! had you but feen how handfomly 1 was
usM juft now, you would fwear fo. lhave heard thee rail in my time,
wou’d thou wouldft exercife thy talent a little at prefent.

CopiTt, At v;hat ?

Why canft thou ever want a fubjed i rail at thy felf, rail at me,

I

dcferveto be rail’d at,fee there, what thinkeft'thou of that Engine, that

moving lump offilthinefs, mifcall’d a Man.

A Climfe fdlorv marches over the Stage drefi like an Officer,

Com. Curfeonhim for a Rogue, I know him.

Bean. So.

Com. The Rafcal was a Retailer of Ale but yefterday, and now he
is an Officer and be hang’d ’tis a dainty fight in a morning to fee him
with his Toes turn’d in, drawing his Legs after him, at th^e head of a

hundred lufty Fellows
\

fonie honeft Gentleman or other ftays now, be-

caufe that Dog had money to bribe feme corrupt Collonei withal).

Enter anothergravely drefi.

Bean. There,there’s another of my acquaintance, he was my Fathers

Footman not longfince, and has pimpc for meoftner than he pray’d

forhimfelf; that goodquality recommended him toaNoble-niansfer-
vice, which together with flattering, fawning, lying, fpying and infor-

ming, has rais’d him to an imployment of truft and reputation, though
the Rogue can’t write his Name, nor read his neck Verfe, if he had
occafion.

Com. ’Tis as unreafonable to exped a man ofSenfe fhould be pre-

fer’d, as ’tis to think a Hedor can be ftoiit, a Prieft religious, a fair

Woman chaft, or a pardon’d Rebel loyal.

Enter two morefieming earnefily in dijeoarfe.

Bean. That’s feafonably thought on, look there, obferve but that

Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the bufieft Face of the two.

I’ll tell thee his Hiftory.

Court. 1 hope hanging will be th^ end of his Hiftory, fo well 1 like

him at the firft fight, . /

Be^ait. He was born a Vagabond, and no Parifh own’d hiiii, his Fa-

ther was as obfeure as his Mother publidc, every body knevv fficr, and

no body could gudfs a't him. ‘ >
Court. He comes of a very good Family, Iteaven be prais’d.

Beau. The firft thing he chofe to rife by, was Rebellion, fo a Rebel

he grew, and flouriffit a Rebel, fought againft his King, and helpt to

bring him to the Block.

Court. And was he not Religious too ? '

.

Beau. Moft deybudy ! He could prhy till ‘he cry’d, and* preach AilFhe

foam’d,
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foam’d-, which excellent Talent made him popular., and at laft preferM

him to be a worthy Member of that never to be forgotten Rump Par-

liament.

Co^^rt, Pray Sir be uncovered at that, and remember it with Reve-

rence.

Beau, In fhort, he was Committee-man, Seqneftrator and Perfecutor

General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the Kings Re-

turn to fecure himfelf in the general Pardon.

Court. Naufeous Vermins Tiiat fuch a Swine with the mark ofRebel-

lion in his Forehead, ftiould wallow in iiis Luxury, whilft honeft men are

forgotten

!

Thus forgiven, thus rais’d, and made thus happy, the ungrate-^

ful Slave difowns the hand that healed him, cherifhes Fadionsto affront

his Mafter, and once more would Rebel againfl: the Head, which fo

lately faved his from a Pole.

Court. What a dreadful Beard and fwinging Sword he wears

!

Beau. ’Tis to keep his Cowardice in countenance, the Rafcal will

endure kicking moft temperately for ail that, I know five or fix more of

the fame ftamp that never came abroad without terrible long Spits by

their fides, with which they will let you bore their own Nofes if you

pleafe, but let the Villain be forgotten.

Court. His Co- Rogue I have fome knowledge of, he’s a tatter’d worm-
eaten Cafe-putter, fome call him Lawyer, one that takes it very ill he is

not made a Judge.

Beau. Yes, and is always repineing that men of parts are not regar-

ded.

Court. He has been a great noife maker in fadious Clubs thefe feven

years, and now I fuppofe is courting that Worfhipful Rafcal to make him

Recorder of fome fadious Town.
Beau, To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheefe-mongers how far they

may rebel againfl: their King by vertueof Magna Charta.

Court. But friend Beaugard.^ methinks thou art very fplena tick of a

hidden, how goes the affair ofLove forward, profperoufly, hah !

Beau. Oh I affure you mofl: Triumphantly, juft now you mufl: know
I am parted with the fweet civil inchanted Ladies Husband.

Court. Well, and what fays the Cuckold, is he very kind and good na-

tur’d as Cuckolds ufe to be ?

Beau. Why he fays,Com;;7e,in fhort,that 1 am a very filly felIov/,(and

truly 1 am very apt to believe him) and that I have been Jilted in this

affair mod unconfcionably, a Plague on all Pimps, I fay, a mans bufinefs

never thrives fo well, as when he is his own Soliicitor.

Enter Sir Jolly and d Boy.

Str Jolly. Hid. hid. Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy.

B(y. Sir.

Sir Jolly. Run and get two Chairs prefently,be fure you two Chairs

D Z Sirrah,
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Sirrah, do you here ? here’s luck, here’s luck, now or never Captain
never if not now Captain / here’s luck.

’

Beau. Six Jolly ^
No more Adventures fweet Sir lam like to

have a very fine time on’t truly.

Str Jolly. The beft in the World dear Dog, the very belt in the
World, ’sbud (he’s here hard by man,Hays on purpofe for thee finely dif-

guis’d. The Cuckold has loft her too
^
and no body knows any thing

of the matter but I, no body but I, and I you miift know, 1 am 1, hah!
and I you little Toad, hah /

Bern. You area very fine Gentleman.

Sir Jolly. T he beft natur’d Fellow in the World I believe ofmy years!

now does my heart fo thump for fear this bufinefs (houid mifcarry

why I’ll warrant thee, the Lady is here man, fine's all thy own, ’cis thy
own fault ifthou art not in terra incognita within this half hour : come
along, prithee come along, fie for (hame, what make a Lady lofe her

longing, come along I fay, you out upon’t.

Bean. Sir your humble,! (han’t, ftir.

Sir Jolly. What ? not go

!

Bean. No Sir, no tady for me.

Sir Jolly. Not go ! I (houid laugh at that Faith.

Bean. No, I will afliire you, not go Sir.

Sir Jolly. Away you Wag, you jeft, you jeft you wag *, not go,

quotha ?

Bean. No Sir,not go I tell you, what the Devil would you have more?
, Sir Jolly. Nothing, nothing Sir, but I am a Gentleman.
Bean. With all my heart.

Sir Jolly. And do you think then that I’il be us’d thus.

Bean. Sir
'

Sir Jolly. Take away my Reputation, and take aw^ay my Life, I (liall

be difgrac’t for ever.

Bean. I have not wrong’d you Sir Jolly.

Sir Jolly. Not. wrong’d me ! But you (ball find you have wrong’d

me, and wrong’d a fweet Lady, and a fine Lady :———1 (hall never be

trufted again! never have employment more •' 1 (liall dye of the Spleen,

prithee now be good natur’d, prithee be perfwaded, odd I’ll give

thee this Ring,l’i give thee this Watch,’tis Gold.Pil give thee anything

in the World, go.

Bean. Not one Foot, Sir.

Sir Jolly. Now that 1 durft but murder him—well, (liall I fetch her to

thee ? What lhall i’do for thee ?

Enter Lady Dunce.

’Ods filh here file comes her felf, now you ill-natur’d Churle, now you

Devil, look upon her, do but look upon her, what (hall I fay to her 1

Bean. E’en what yon pkafe Sir Jolly.

Sir Jolly,
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Sir Jolly. ’Tis a very ftrange Monfter this—Madam this is the Gen-

tleman, that’s he, though fas one may fayj he’s fomething bafhfuJ, but Til

tell him who you are. LPoes to Beaugard.

If thou art not more cruel then Leofards-i Lyons, Tigers^ Wolves^ or

Tartars^ don’t break my Heart, don’t kill me, this unkindnefs of thine

goes to the Soul of me. {^oestothe Lady.

Madam,, he fays, he’s fo amazed at your Triumphant Beauty, that he

dares not approach the excellence that (bines from you 1

Lady D. What can be the meaning of all this

Sir Jolly. Art thou then refolv’d to be remorfelefs 1 canfi: thou be in-

fenfible,haft thou Eyes/* haft thou a Heart ? haft thou any thing thou

(houldft have ? odd I’ll tickle thee,get you too her you Fool, get you to

her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha.

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard ?

Sir Jolly. So now, to her agen I fay, to her, to her and be hang’d.

Ah Rogue ! Ah Rogue ! now, now, have at her, now have at her,

there it goes, there it goes. Hey ^Boys.'

Lady D. Methinks this Face (hould not fo much be alter’d, as to be

nothing like what once I thought it, the objed of your pleafure, and

fubjed of your Praifts.

Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade! you (hall fee now how-
by degrees (he’ll draw him into the Whirl-pool of Love, now he leers

upon her, now he leers upon her, Oh law ! there’s Eyes.] there’s your

Eyes ! 1 muft pinch him by the Calf of the Leg.

Madam, I muft confefs I do remember, that I had once ac-

quaintance with a Face, whofe Air and Beauty much refembled yours,

and if I may truftmy Heart, you are call’d

LadyD. Clarinda I was call’d, till my ill Fortune Wedded me, now
you may have heard ofme by another Title, your friend there, I (uppofe

has made nothing a fecret to you.

Beaa. And are you then that kindinchanted fair one who was fo paf-

fionately in Love with my Pidure, that you could not forbear betraying

me to the Beaft your Husband, and wrong.the.Paifion of a Gentleman
that languiih’t for you, only to make your Monfter merry ? hark you

Madam, had your fool been worth it, 1 had beaten him, and have a

Months mind to be exercifing my parts that way upon your go-between,

your Male-Bawd there.

Sir Jolly. AlrLord ! Ah Lord ! All’s fpoil’d agen, all’s ruin’d, I (hall

be undone for ever, why what a Devil is the matter now ? what have 1

done? what fins have I committed ?

Lady D. And are you that paffionate Adorer of our Sex who can-

not live a Week in London.^ without Loving ? are you the Spark that

fends your Pidure up and down to longing Ladies, longing for a pat

tern of your Perfoii ? '

^

Beaa. Yes Madam, when I receive fo good Hoftage? as. thefe are.

ipjews the Cold,

That it (hall be well us’d,cou’d7you find out no body but me to play the

Fcclwithall?
*
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Sir Jolly. Alack a.day !

Lady D, Could you pitch upon no Body but that wretched Woman^
that has loved you too well to abufe you thus ?

-

Sir Jolly. That ever I was born

!

Bean, Here, here Madam, PI return you your dirt, I fcorn your Wa-
ges, as I do your Service.

Lady D, Fyefor fliame, what refund .<* That is not like'a Souldier to

refund, keep, keep it to pay your Sempltrefs withal.

Sir Jolly, His Sempftrefs, who the Devil is his Sempftrefs ? Odd what
wouM I give to know that now !

LadyD, There was a Ring too, which I Pent you this Afternoon, if

that fit not your Finger, you may difpofe of it fome other way, where it

may give no occafion of Scandal, and you’l do well. ,

Bean. A Ring, Madam

!

Lady D, A fmall trifle, I fuppofe Sir David deliver’d it to you when
he return’d you your Mignature.

Bean. I befeech you Madam /

LadyD, farewell you Traytor.

Bean, As I hope to be fav’d, and upon the word ofa Gentleman.
Lady D, Go you are a falfe ungrateful Brute, and trouble me no more

Bean. Sir Jolly^ Sir Jolly Sir Jolly,

Sir Jolly, Ah thou Rebel

!

Bean. Some advice, fome advice, dear Friend, e’re Pm ruin’d.

Sir Jolly y Ev’n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours fupper,

that’s all the remedy that I know.

Bean. But prithee hear a little reafon.

Sir Jolly. No Sir, I ha’ done, no more to be faid, I ha’ done, I am .

afham’d of you, I’l havemo more to fay to you, PI never fee your Face
again, good b’w’y. [_Exit Sir Jolly,

Bean. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing to day !

a Ring ! deliver’d by Sir David !—what can that mean ? Pox on
her for a Jilt, (he lies, and has a mind to amufe and laugh at me a day or
two longer^ hift, here comes her Bead once more- Pi ufe him Civilly,

and try what difeovery I can make.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce,

Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha I here’s the Captains Jewel, very well : In troth

I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, ha, how damnable Mad
he’l be now, when I fhall deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha !

-— Poor
Dog, he’l hang hiinfelf at lead, ha, ha, ha, Faith ’tisa very pret-

ty Stone, and finely fet : Humph ! if I (hould keep it now ! I’ll

fay I have loft it^ no Pll give it him again, o’purpofe to vex him, ha,

ha, ha.
^

'

Bean. Sir David.^ I am heartily forrie.'^

Sir Da. Oh Sir, ’tis you I was feeking for, ha, ha, ha, what (hall I

fay to him now to terrifie him ? ) Bean.
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Beau, Me, Sir !

Sir Da. Ay, you Sir, if your name be Captain Beaugard\ how like a
Fool he looks already ?

Beau. What you pleafe, Sir.

Sir Da. Sir, I (houid fpeak a word with you, if you think' fit, what
fhall I do now to keep my countenance ?

Beau. Can 1 be fo happy, Sir^ as to be able to ferve you in any
thing ?

Sir Da. No Sir, ha, ha, ha, I have commands of fervice to you Sir,

oh Lord! ha, ha, ha.

Beau. Me, Sir.

Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on your hat. Friend, put on your
hat, be cover’d.

Beau. Sir, will you pleafe to fit down on this Bank }

Sir Da. No, no, there’s no need, no need, for all I have a young
Wife lean ftand upon my legs, Sweet-heart.

Beau. Sir, I befeech you 1

Sir Da. By no means, I think friend, we had fome hard words juft

now, ’twas about a paultry baggage, but file’s a pretty baggage, and a

witty baggage, and a baggage that—-—
- ^

Beau. Sir, 1 am heartily afiiam’d of all mifdemeanour on my fide.

Sir Da. You do well, though are not you a damn’d Whore-mafter,a
devilifii Cuckold'making fellow here, here, do you fee this ? here’s

the Ring you fent a Roguing ^
Sir, do you think my Wife wants any

thing that you can help her to?- Why I’ll warrant thi^Ring coft

fifty pound: What a prodigal Fellow are you to throw away fo much
moriie ; or didft thou ileal itold Boy ? I believe thou maift be poor, I’ll

lend thee money upon’t, if thou thinkft fit,at thirty in the hundred, be-

cauie I love thee, ha, ha, ha.
,

Beau. Sir, your humble Servant, I am forry ’twas not worth your La-
dies acceptance, now what a dog am 1 ! .

Sir Da, I fiiould have given it thee before, but faith I forgot it,

though it was not my Wives faiilt in the leaft, for (he fays as thou iikeft

this ufage, file hopes to have thy cuftom again Child ; ha, ha, ha..

Beau. Then Sir, 1 befeech you tell her, that you have made a Con-
vert on.me, and that / am fo fenfibleof myinfolent behaviour towards

her

Sir Da. Very well, I fhall do it.

Beau. That ’Tis impofiible I fhall ever be at peace with my felf till /

find fome way how I may make her reparation.

Sir Da. Very good, ha, ha, ha.

Beau. And that if ever (he find me guilty of the like offence again™
Sir ^^.NoSir, you had not beft, but proceed, ha, ha, ha.

Beau. Let her banifli all good opinion of me for ever.

Sir Da. No more to be faid, ybur Servant, good b’w’y. ‘

.

One word more, / befeech you,. Sir ::

Sir' Da., What’s that? 1 .

Beau.
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Btm. I beg you teU her, that the generous reproof fhe has given me
has fo wrought upon me—

Sir Da. Well, I will.

Beau. That I cfteem this Jewel, not only as a wreck redeem’d from

my folly, but that for her fake 1 will prefervc it to the utmoft moment
of my life.

Sir Da. With all my heart, 1 vow and fwear.

Bean. And that I long to convince her I am not the Brute fhe might

miftake me for.

Sir Da. Right‘s well, this will make the pureft fport, {Afide-.^) let

me fee, firftyou acknowledge your felf to be a very impudent Fellow.

Beau. I do fo. Sir.

Sir Da, And that you (hall never be at reft, till you have fatisfi’d my
Lady.

Beau. Right, Sir.

Sir Da. Satisfied her, very good, ha, ha, ha, and that you will never

play the fool any more, be fure you keep your word, Friend.

Beau. Never, Sir.

Sir Da. And that you will keep that Ring for her fake, as long as

you live, hah!-
Beau. To the day of my death. I’ll aflure you.

Sir Da. I proteft that will be very kindly done and that you

long mightily, long to let her underftand that you are another-guefs

Fellow than (he may take youfor.

Beau. Exadly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my delires.

Sir Da. Well, Pll take care of your bufinefs) Til do your bufinefs.

I’ll warrant you, this will make the pureft fport when I come home, no,

(^Afide.) Well your Servant, remember, be fure you remember, your

Servant.

Beau. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate inftrument rightly made
ufeof-, To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himfelf,

I think ’tis as worthy an employment as fuch a noble Confort can be put

to.

Ah were ye all fuch Husbands and fuch Wives,

We younger Brothers fhou’d lead better lives.

A C T III.

SCENE Covent-Garden.

Enter Sylvia, and Courtine. ^

Sylv. fall in love, and to fall in love with a Souldier ! nay, a

X disbanded Souldier too, a fellow with the mark of Cain up-

on him, which every body knows him by, and is ready to throw ftones

at him for. Cour.
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Coar, Dam her, I lhall never enjoy her without ravifliing*, if fhe

were but very rich and very ugly, I wouM marry her *, Ay, ’tis fhe,

I know her mifchievous look too well to be miffcaken in it,

—

—Ma^
darn •'

Sylv. Sir. '7
Cour, ’Tisavery hard Cafe, that you have refolvM not to let me be

quiet.

Silv. ’Tis very unreafonably done.of yon. Sir, to haunt me up and

down every where at this foandalous rate, the worlds will think we are

acquainted fhortly.

Cour. But, Madam, Ifhall fairly take more care of my Reputation,

and from this time forward fhun and avoid you moll watchfully.

Sylv. Have you not haunted this place thefe two hours f

Coiir, ’Twas becaufe 1 knew it to be your Ladyfhips home then, and

therefore might reafonably be the place you leaft of all frequented, one

would imagine you were gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time,tofome

place of publick appearance or other, -tis pretty near the hour,’twillbe

twilight prefently, and then the Owles come all abroad.

Sylv. What need I take the trouble to go fo far a fowiing,when there’s

game enough at our own doors f

CoHY, What, game for your Net, fair Ladie ^

Sylv, Yes, or any womans Net elfe, that will fpread it.

CoHr. To fhew you how defpicably I think of the bufinefs, I will here

leave you prefently, though I lofe the pleafure of railing at you.

Sylv. Do fo, I wou’d advife you*, your raillery betrays your wit,

as bad as your clumfey civility does your breeding.

Court. Adieu •'

Sylv. Farewell/
.

Cour. Why do’not you go about your bufinefs ?

Sylv. Becaufe 1 would be fure to be rid of you firft, that you might

not dog me.

Cour. Were it but poffible that you cou’d anfwer me one queltion tru-

ly, and then I ihould be fatisfi’d.

Sylv. Any thing for compofitiori to be rid ofyou handfomly.
Cour. Are you really very honeft.^ Look in my Face and tell me that.

Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what To fpoil my Stomach

to my Supper.

Cour, No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed,Sweet-heart,l would

if poffible be better acquainted with, thee,, becaufe thou art very iil-na-

tur’d.

Sylv. Your only way to bring that bufinefs about efFedtually, is to be

more troublefome, and if you think it worth your while to be abus’d

fubftantially
;
you may make your perfonal appearance this Night.

Cour. How? where? and when ? and what hour I befeech thee ?

Sylv. Under the Window, between the hours of eleven and twelve

exadly.
Cour. Where fliall thefe lovely Eyes, and Ears hear ray Plaints and

fee my Tears. E Sylv.
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Sylv, At thal kind hour thy griefs (hall end, if thou canfl: know thy Foe
from thy Friend. Sylvia.

Conr, Here’s another trick of the Devil now, under that Window
between the hours of eleven and twelve exa(^ly> I am a damn’d Fool,

and mull go, let me fee, fuppofe I meet with a lufty beating
!
pifh, that’s

nothing for a man that’s in love, or fuppofe flie contrive fome way to
make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expofe me to the fcorn of the
World, for an example to all amorous Block-heads hereafter ? why if,

jbe do, i’ll fwear 1 have lain with her, beat her Relations, if they pretend
to Vindicate her, and fo there’s one love intrigue pretty well over.

[^Exit Cour.

Enter Sir David; and Vermin*

Sir Da, Go, get you in to your Ladie now, and tell her, I am come-
ing.

y’erm. Her Ladyrhip,Right-worfliipful, is pleas’d not to be at home.
Slv Da, How’s that.^ my Ladie not at home! run, run in and ask

when Ihe went forth, whither Ihe is gone, and who is with her, run ^

r-ad ask, Fermin.

Fer, She went out in her Chair prefently after you this After-noon.

Sir Da, Then 1 may be a Cuckold Rill for ought 1 know, what will

become of me } 1 have furcly loR, and ne’re fiiall find her more, fhe pro-

mis’d me Rri(RIy to Ray at home, till 1 came back again ^ for ought I:

know fhe may be up three pair of Rairs in the Temple now.
Ferm, Is her LadyRiip in Law then,Sir ?

SirD^. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights-brfdge with
fome fmooth-fac’d Rogue or another : ’tis a damn’d houfe, that Swan,,

that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houfe, Fcrmin,

Ferm, Do you think Rie is there then ?-

Sir Da, No, 1 do not think fhe is there neither •, but Rich a tbing^

may be, you know^ would that Barn-Elms was under water too,

there’s a looo Cuckolds a Year made at Barn-Elms.^ by Rofamonds ponds,

the Devil if ihe fhou’d be there this everxihg, my heart’s broke.

Enter Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol, That muR be Sir Davy,^ Ay, that’s he, that’s he, ha, ha, ha,

was ever the like heard of? was ever any thing fo pleafant ?

Sir Da, I’ll lock hemp three days, and three nights, without meat,

drink, or light. I’ll humble her in the Devils name.

Sir Jol. Well, cou’d I but meet my Friend, Sir it wou’d be the

joyfulleR news for him-^-^

—

Sir Da. Who’s there that has any thing tofay to me ?

Sir Jol, Ah my Friend of Friends, Rich news, fuch tidings !

Sir Da. 1 have loR my W ife, Man.
Sir Jid, Loft her ! Ihe’s not dead I hope ?

Sir
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SirZ>^. Yes. Alas, (he’s dead, irrecoverably loft.

Sir Joi. Why, I parted with her within this half hour.

Sir Da, Did you fo, are you fure it was (he ? where was it ? I’ll have

my Lord-Chief-Juftices Warrant and a Conftable prefently.

Sir Jol, And flie made the pureft fport now, with a young Fellow,

Man, that (he met withal! accidentally.

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! that’s worfe and worfe, a Young fellow .

my Wife making fport with a young fellow ! oh Lord ! here are doings,

here are vagaries ! I’ll run mad, I’ll dimb Bow Steeple prefently, be-

ftride the Draggon, and preach Cuckoldora to the whole City.

Sir Jol. The beft of all was too, that it happen’d to be an idle Cox-

comb that pretended to be in love with her, Neighbour.

Sir Indeed, in love with her ! who was it? what’s his Name
I warrant you won’t tell a Body,— I’ll indite him in the Crown Office *,

no Til i(Iue Warrants to apprehend him for Treafonupon the Statute of

Edw.\<). won’t you tell me what young Fellow it was, was it a very

handfome young fellow, hah

Sir Jol. Handfome ! yes hang him, the fellow’s handfome enough ; he

is not very handfome neither, but he has a devillilh leering black-eye.

Sir Da. Oh Lord

!

Sir Jol. His face too is a good rideing Face, ’tis no foft effeminate

complexion indeed, but his countenance is ruddy, fanguine, and chear-

ful, a devilU(h fellow in a Corner, I’ll warrant him.

Sir Da. Blefs us ! what will become ofme, why the devil did I mar-

ry a young Wife ? Is he very well (hap’d too, tall, ftreight, and pro-

portionable, hah

Sir Jol. Tall No, he’s not very tall neither, yet he is tall enough

too, he’s none of your overgrown lubberly Flanders Jades, but more of

the true Engllflj breed, well knit, able, and fit for fervice old Boy *, the

Fellow is well (hap’d truly, very well proportion’d, ftrong, and a(ftive,

I have feen the Rogue leap like a BucL
Sir Who can this be ? Well, and what think you. Friend, has

he been there? Come, come, I’m fenfible (he’s a young Woman, and I

am an old Fellow, troth a very old Fellow, I fignifie little or nothing

now, but do you think he has prevailed ? am I a Cuckold Neighbour ?

Sir Jol. Cuckold •' what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, I’ll affure

you, I believe her tobethe moft vertuous Woman in the World *, but

if you had but feen

Sir Da. Ay, wou’d I had, what was it ?

Sir Jol. How like a Rogue (he us’d him : Firft of all comes me up
the Sp^rk to her. Madam, fays he and then he bows down, thus

how now, fays (he, what would the impertinent Fellow have ?

Sir Da. Humph ha ! well,and, what then f

Sir Jol. Madam, fays he again (bowing as he did before) my heart is

fo entirely yours, that except you take pity of my fufferings I muft

here dye at your Feet.

SirjD^. So, and what faid (he again. Neighbour.^ hah!
E 2 Sir
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Slrjol. Go, you are a Fop.
Sir Da. Ka, ha? ha, didfhe indeed ? Did fhe fay fo indeed ? I am

glad on’c, troth I am very glad on’t
^
well;, and what next ? And, how,

and well, and what ? ha 1—— -
^

Sir Jol. Madam, fays he, this won’t do , lam your humble Servant, ^

for all this, you may pretend to be as ill-natur’d as you pleafe,but I lhall

make bold. .

Sir Da. Was there, ever fuch an impudent Fellow ?

Sir Jol. With that, Sirrah, fays fhe, you are a fawfiejakanapes, and
ril have you kickt. .

Sir Da. Ha, ha,^a! Well,-! wou’d not be unmarri’d again to bean
Angel.

S^ir Jol. But the beii: Jeafi: of all was who this fhould be at lafl.

Sir Da. Ay, who indeed Pll warrant you.fome fUlyF.dlow or other,
poor Fool

!

Sir Jol E’en a fcandalous Rake-hell,- that lingers up and down tha
Town by the Name of Captain Bean^ard.,b\xt he has been a bloody Cuckr
old-making Scoundrel in his time.

Sir Da. Hang him Sot, is it he ? I don’t value him thus, not a wet
finger Man, to my knowledge fhe hates him, fhe fcorns him Neighbour,
I know it, 1 am very well fatisfi’d in the point, befides I have feen him
fince that, and out'hedlorM him : I am to tell her from his own mouth,,
that he promifes never to affront her more.

Sir yo/. indeed. Letter.

Six Da. Ay,Ay— .

. Enter, Lady Dance, fayin? her Chairman.

i

Chairman. God blefs you, . Madam, thank your honour.

Sir Jo/. Hiifh, hufh, there’s my Lady, I’ll be gone, fllnotbe feen,^

your humble Servant, God b’w’y.

Sirl>^. No faith^ Sir Jolly-, e’en go into my houfe now, and fta.y

Supper with me, we han’t fup’t together a great while.

,

Sir Jol. Hah I fay you fo, I don’t care if i do, faith withall my heart

this may give me an opportunity to fet all things right again.

Sir Da. My Dear !

Lady. D. Sir I

Sir Da. You have been abroad, my Dear, I fee !

Lady D. Only for a little Air, truly 1 was almofi: flifled within doors,

1 hope you will not be angry, Sir David.^ will yon ?

Sir Angry Child ! no Child, not! *, what fnou Id 1 be angry for ?

Lady D, I v/onder Sir David.^ you will ferve me at this rate. Did
you not promife me to go in my behalf to Beaagard.^ and correct, him ac-

cording to mydnflrudions for his infolence \

Sir Da. So I did. Child \
I have been with him, Sweet-heart, I have

told liim all to a tittle, I gave him back again the Picture too, but as

the Devil would have it, 1 forgot the Ring, faith I did.
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LadyD. Did youpurpofe, Sir to render me ridiculous to the

man I abominate, what fcandalous interpretation think you muft he make
of my retaining any trifle of his fent me on fo difhonourable terms ?

Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right; yeti went back

afterwards, Dear-heart, and did the bulinefs to fome purpofe.

Lady D. I am glad.that you did with all my h.art.

Sir Da. I gave him hislelTon, Pll warrant him.

Lady D, Leflbn-' what lelTon had you to give him ?

Sir Da, Why, I told him as he lik’d that ufage he might come again,

ha, ha, ha.

Lady D, Ay, and fo let him.

Sir Da, With all my heart, I’ll give him free Ieave,or hang metthougir

thou wou’d’ll not. imagine how the poor DeviPs alter’d. La you there

now, but as certainly as I ftand here, that man is troubled that he
fwears he fhall not reft day nor night tillhehas fatisfied thee*, prithee

be fatisfi’d with him if ’tis poflible, my Dear,- prithee do, 1 promis’d
him before 1 left him to tell thee as much, for the poor wretch looks fo

(imply, I cou’d not chufe but pity him, I vow and fwear, ha, ha, ha.

JoL Nov/,- how, you little Witch, now you Chitsface, oddI cou’d
find in my heart to put my little Finger in your Bubbles.

•

Lady D, Sir Davidy. I muft tell you, that ! cannot but refent your fo

foon reconcilement with a man that I hate wqrfe then death, and that

if you lov’d me v/ithhalf that tender nefs which you profefs, you wou’d
not forget an affront fo palpably, and fo bafely offer’d me.

Sir 2^^. Why Chicken, where’s the Remedy ? v/hat’s to be done f

how wouldft thou have me deal with him,?

Lady D, Cut his throat. -

^r Da, Biefs us for ever ? cut his throat what do murder ?

LadyD, Murder, yes, anything to fuch an incorrigible Enemy of'

your honour, one that has refolv’d to perfift in abufing ofyou, fee here’

this Letter, this Freceiv’d fince I laft parted with you
;

juft now it v/as'

thrown into ray Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his kept o’ purpofe

for ftich imployments.

Sir Da, Let me fee : a Letter indeed / -

—

for the Lady Dmce
damn’d Rogue, treacherous dog, what can he fay intheinfide now?
here’s a Villain,

Lady D. Yes you had beft break it open, you hadfo, ’tisftike the reft'

of your diferetion.

Sir Da. Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beft forme to knov/ what

mifehief he intends me, therefore, w’ith your leave, 1 will break it'

open.

Lady D. Do, do/to have him believe that 1 was pleas’d enough with-

it to do it my ftlf, if '/ou have the Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carrydt

back, and daft it. as- i t is in the face of that audacious Fellow.

Sir Jol. What can be the meaning of this now ?

Sir Da. A Geiicieman, yes. Madam, I am a Gentleman, and the.

world ftali find that I am a Gentleman, 1 have certainly the beft

Woman in the World.
* Lady.
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Lady D. What do you think muft be the end of all this f I have no
refuge in the world,-but your kindnefs, bad I a Jealous 'Husband now,
how miferable muft my life be !

Sir Jol, Ah Rogues Nofe ! ah Devil! ah Toad ! cunning thief, wheed-
ling Slut. ni bite her by and by.

Siv Dav, Poor Fool! noDear, I am not jealous, nor never will be

jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt, thou lhaltnot make me jealous, I

love thee too well to fufpedl thee»

Lady D, Ah but how long will you do fo ?

Sir Da, How long ! as long as 1 live I warrant thee, I ——don’t
talk to a body fo: 1 cannot hold ifthou doft, my eyes will run over,

poor Fool, poor Birdsnies
!
poor Lambkin •'

Lady D. But will you be fo kind to me to anfwcr my defires, will you
once more indeavour to make that Traytor fenfible that I h^ve too jalt

an efteem of you, not to value his addrefles as they defsrve 1

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, I will.

Lady D, But don’t ftay away too long Dear,make what hafte you can,

I lhall be in pain till I fee you again.

Sir Da. My Dear, my Love, my Babby,I’ll be with thee in a moment,
how happy am I above the reft of men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour,
walk in with my Wife, and keep her company, till 1 return again.

Child don’t be troubled, prithee don’t be troubled, was there everfuch
a Wife, well, da, da, da, don’t be troubled, prithee don’t be troubled,

prithee don’t be troubled, Da^da.
Lady D, Sir Jolly Sir Jolly^y Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Don’t be troubled, prithee don’t be troubled, da, da.

Lady D, But Sir Jo//y,can youguefs whereabout my wandring Offi-

cer may be probably found now.^

Sir Jol. Found, Ladie ? he is to be found, Madam, he is to be at

my houfe prefently Ladie, he’s certainly one of the fineft Fellows in

the World.
Lady D, You fpeak like a Friend, Sir Jolly.

Sivjol. His Friend, Lady, no Madam his Foe, his utter Enemy, I

lhall be his ruin
,
I (hall undo him.

LadyD, You may, if you pkafe;, then come both and play at Cards
this Evening with me for an hour or two,for I have contriv’d it fo, that
Sir David is to be abroad at Supper to night, he cannot poftibly avoid
it

^ I long to win fome ofthe Captain’s Money ftrangely.

SirJoL Doyoufo, myGamefter? Well, I’ll be lure to bring him,
and for what he carries about him I’ll warrant you- odd he’s a
pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fellow,, he has only one fault.

Lady D, And what is that 1 befeech you,Sir ?

Sir Jol. Only too^oving, too good Natur’d, that’s all ^’eis certainly
the beft natur’d Fool breathing, that’s all his fault.

Lady D, Hift, hift, I think 1 fee company coming, if you pleafe, Sir

we’Jl go in.

i
Enter
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Enter Beaiigard, follovPd by Sir Davy^ Vermin.

Sir Jol. Mum, mum, mum, ’tis he himfelf, the very fame
^ odds fo,Sir

after him too, hu(h, hulh, hufh, let us be gone, let us retire, do
but look upon him now, mind him a little, there’s a fhape, there’s an
Air, there’s a motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in, I

fay there’s a fhape for you. \iExu,
Bean. What the Devil fhall I do to recover this days lofs again,

my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has forfaken me, me-
thinks I am quandari’d like one going with a party todifeover the E-
ncmies Camp *, but had loft his guide upon the mountains : Curfe on him
old Argm is here agen, there can be no good Fortune towards me when
he’s at my heels. (

Siv Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir / Captain, Captain,
noble Captain, one word, 1 befeech you.

Bean. With me, Friend.^

Sir Da. Yes with you, my no Friend.

Bfiaa. Sir David,^ my intimate, my Bofom Phyfitian—

—

Sir Da. Ah Rogue / damn’d Rogue !

Bean. My Confeflbr, my deareft Friend, I ever had

SivDa. Dainty Wheadle, here’s a Fellow for ye.

Bean, One that has taught me to be in love with Vertue, and fliewn

me the ugly infide of my Follies.

Sir Da. Your humble Servant.

Bean. Is that all ? ifyou are as cold in your Love as you are in your
Friendfhip, Sir Davy.^ your Lady has the worft time on’t of any one in .

Chriftendom.

Sir Da. So flie has. Sir, when fte cannot be free from the infolent fo-

Heitations of fuch Fellows as you are, Sir.

Beau, As me,.Sir ? why who am I, good Sir Domine Doddle* pate ?

Sir .D^.Sojtake notice he threatens me,l’ll have him bound to the peace

inllantly, will you never have remorfe of Confcience Friend ? have you

banilht all Ibame from your Soul Do you confider my Name is Sir

Davy,Dance ? that I have the moft vertuous Wife living.? Do you con-

fider that ? Now how like a Rogue he looks again
^ what a hang*dog

leer was that ?

Beaa. Your vertuotis Wife, Sir, you-are always harping upon that

firing, Sir ,
•

Sir Da. No, ’tis you wou’d be harping upon that firing. Sir, fee you
this.? caft your eyes upon this, this Letter Sir, did not you promife.

this very day, to abandon all manner of proceedings of this Nature,,

tending to the difhonour ofme and my Family ?

Beau, Letter, Sir ? what the devil does he mean now ? Let me fee, For
the Lady Dunce,^ this is no fcrawl of mine, I’ll be Sworn by 7m, her

own hand ! Whata Dog was I ! forty to one but I had play’d the Fool,

and fpoil’d all again
\
was there ever fo Charming a Creature breathing—did your Lady deliver this to your hands. Sir f Sir
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Sir Da* Ev’n her own feif in Perfon, Sir, and bad me tell you, Sir,

that (he has too jullan eHeern of me, Sir, not to value fuch-a Fellow as

youareasyou defcrve.

Beatt, Very good :
(Reads the Letter) I doubt not but this Letter

will fnrprize you (in troth, and fo it does extreamlyj but refled

upon the manner of conveighing it to your hand as kinaly as you can.

Sir Da, Ay a damn’d Thief to have it thrown into the Chair by a

Footman.
Beau. ( Reads') Would Sir Dav.y were but half fo kind to you as I am.

Sir Da. Say you fo, you infinuatihg Knave. f5/V Jolly Reads,

Bean. But he I am fatisfl’d is fo feverely jealous, that except you

contrive fome way to let me fee you this evening • 1 fear all will be

hopdefs.

Sir Da. Impudent Tray tor, I might have been aMonltcr yet before

1 had got my Supper in my Belly.

Beau, in order to which either appear your felf, or fome body for

you, half an hour hence in the Tiaz.z.a,^ when more may be conlidered

of, adieu-

sir Da, Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my heart, you are come
I fee accordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in Confcience to tell the

bufinefs won’t do, the trick won’t pafs, Friend, you may put up your

Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lye with my Wife, Pughhh, he

make Sir Davy Dunce a Cuckold, poor wretch, ha, ha, ha.

Sir Jol. Hift, hilt, hift.

Enter Lady Dunce, and Fourbin dlfguis'^d*

Lady D, That’s he, there he is ! fucceed, and be rewarded.

Four. Other people may think what they pleafe
;

but in my own o-

pinion, I am a very pretty Fellow now, if my defign but fucceed upon
this old Baboon, I’ll be canoniz’d. Sir, Sir, Sir.

Sir D^. Friend with me ? Wou’d you fpeak with me, Friend ?

Fourh. Sir, my commands were to attend your Worlhip,

Sir Jol. Beaugard.^ Beaagard.^ hift, hift, here, here, quickly, hift.

Sir Da. Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do you belong to

Fourb. Sir, I am a fmall inftrument of the City, I ferve the Lord Mayor
in his Office there.

Sir Da. How, the Lord Mayor!
'* Fourb. Yes, Sir, who defires you by all means to do him the Honour

of your company at fupper this evening.

Sir Da. It will be the greateft honour I ever receiv’d in my Life,

what my Lord Mayor invite me to fupper ? lam his Lordfhips molt

humble fervant.

Fourb. Yes, Sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dunce as I have the ho^

nour to be inform’d it is, he defires you moreover to make what hafte

you can, for that he has fome matters of importance to communicate to

your honour, which nlay take up fome time. ^

Lady
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Lady D. I hope it will fucceed.

Sir Da. Communicate with me, he does me too noble a favoius I’H

fly upon the wings of Ambition to lay my felf at his Footflioolj My
Lord Mayor fsnds himfelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me
too : I fhall certainly be a great Man.

Fottrb, What Anfwer will your Worfhip charge me back wnthal ?

Sir Da. Let his Lordfhip know that I am amazed, and confounded,

at his generofity, and that I am fo tranfported with the honour he does

me, that I will not fail to wait on him in the roafting of an Egg*

FoHrb. I am your Worfhips lowly Slave.

Sir Da. Vermin, go get the Coach ready, get me the Gold Medal too

and Chain which 1 took from the Roman Cathoiick OiEcer for a Popifli

Relick
^

ril be fine, I’ll fliine and drink Wine that’s Divine, My Lord-
Mayor invite me to Supper !

Lady D. My Dearefl:, I’m glad to fee thee return’d in fafety from the

bottom of my heart, half thou feen the Traitor r

Sir Da. Seen 'him? hang him, I have feen him. Pox on him, feen

him.

Lady D. Well, and what is become ofhim ? Where is he ?

Sir Da. 'Why doll thou ask me where he is v;hat a Pox care I

what becomes of him, prithee don’t trouble me with thy impertinenc e,

I am bufie.

Lady D. You are not Angry, my Dear, are you ?

Sir Da. No, but I am pleas’d, and that’s all one, very much pleas’d

let me tell you, but that I am only to fup with my Lord-Mayor, chat’s

all, nothing elfe in the World, only the bufinefs of the Nation calls

upon me, that’s all, therefore once more I fay don’t be troublefome,

but ftand off.

Lady D. You always think my company troublefome, you never ftay

at home to comfort me, what think you I fiiall do alone by my fclf all

this Evening? mopeingin my Chamber, pray my Joy ffay with me for

once; I hope he won’t take me at my word.
Sir Da. I fay again and again, Tempter Hand off, I will not lofemy

preferment for my pleafure, honour is towards me, and flelh and blood

are my Averfion.

Lady D. But how long will you ftay then ?

Sir Da. I don’t know, may be not an hour, may be all night, as his

Lordfhip and I think fit, what’s that to any body.
Lady D. You are very cruel to me.
Sir Da. I can’t help it, go, get you in, and pafs away the time with

your Neighbour, I’ll be back again before I die
^ in the mean time be

humble and conformable, go : is the Coach ready ?

Ferm. Yes, Sir.

Sir Da. Well, your Servant, what nothing to my Lady Mayorefs

!

you have a great deal of Breeding indeed, a great deal, nothing to my
Lady Mayorefs f

LadyD. My feryice to her, If you pleafe.

F Sir
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Sir Well,. Da, Da, the poor fool cries, o’ my confcience ! Adieu,
do you hear, farewell.

Lady D, As well as what 1 love, can make me.

Enter Sir Jolly.

^
Sir JoL Madam, is he gone ?

Lady JD. In pofi hafte, 1 affure.

Sir JoL In troth and joy go with him.

Lady D, Do you then, Sir Jolly^ condud the Captain hither, whilfc

I go and d jfpofe of the Family, that we may be private. ZEx.

Enter Sir Davy.

Sir Ij, Troth I had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and clean

forgot my Relique, I was forced to come up thefe back ftairs, for

fear of meeting my Wife again, it is the troublefom’ft loving Fool, I

mult into my Ciofet, and writeafiiort Letter too, His Poll: night, I

- had forgot that
j

well, I would not have my Wife catch me for a

Guinny. , - \^Exit.

Enter Beabgard and Lady D.

Bean, Are you certain. Madam, no body is this way ? 1 fancy as we
enter’d I faw the glimpfeof fomething more than ordinary.

Lady D, Is it your care of me or your perfonal fears, that make you
fo fufpicious ? whereabouts was the Apparition ?

Beau. There, there, jiifl at the very door.

Lady D, Fie for fhame, that’s Sir Davy'^s Ciofet, and he 1 am fatis-

ii’d is far enough off by this time. I’m fure 1 heard the Coach drive

him away. But to convince you, you fliall fee now ^ Sir Davy^ Sir Davy^

Sir Davy^ {knocking at the Ciofet door~] look you there, you. a Captain,

and afraid of a lhadow, come Sir, fhall we call for the Cards f

Beau, And what lhall we play for, pretty One ?.

Lady D. E’en what you think Bell:, Sir.

Beau. Silver Killes, or Golden jeryes ! come let us make Stakes a

iittle.^

Etiter Sir Jolly.

Sir Jolly. Ah Rogue, ah Rogue! are you there? have! caught you

in Faith, now, now, now !

Lady D. And who lhall keep them ?

Bean, You, till Sir Dauy returns from Supper.

Lady D. That may be long enough, for our Engine has Or-

ders not to give him over fudd^enly, 1 affure you.

Beau, And is’t to your felf then I’m oblig’d for this bjeft opportuni-

;
~ ty ?
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ty ? Let us improve it to Love’s bell advantage.

Sir Jolly. Ah) h, h, h! Ah, h, h, h, h !

Beau. Let’s VOW eternal, andraife our thoughts to expedation of

immortal pleafures, in one anothers eyes let’s read our joys, till we’ve

no longer power o’re our defires, drunk with this diflblying, oh

!

Enter Sir Davy fro?n his Clofet, ,

.

Lady D. Ah! iS^^seaks.

BfsaiK By this light the Cuckold, frefio\ nay then Hallo.

\j3ets up and runs away.

Sir Da. Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber-, Murder,

Murder, Thieves, Thieves, flint up my Doors ! Madam ! Madam I

Madam !

Enter Sir Jolly.

Str jol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh-

bour, where, where?
Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart,^

Catches up Beaugard^.^

hard to the Hilts, dye thA in deepefl: crimior / [word which he hadleft

of,my Blood, fpare not a mi serable Womans.> behind him in the hurry

Life, whom Heav’ndeflgn’d to be the unhappy \ and prefents it to Sir

objed of the mofl; horrid ufage Man eVe adted. ^ Davy.
Sir Da, What in the name of Satan does fhe mean now ?

Lady D, CuiTe on my fatal beauty ! biased ever be thefe two baneful

eyes that could infpirea barbarous Villain to attempt fuch crimes as all

my blood’s too little to atone for : Nay, you fliall hear me.

Sir Da. Hear you. Madam? No, I have feen too much, I thank you

heartily, hear you Qiiotha

Lady D, Yes, and before I die too I’ll be juHifi’d.

Sir Jot, Juflih’d, oh Lord, juflifi’d.-

Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, I came with fpeed

to this unhappy place, where I have oft been blefl: with your Embraces,

when frorn^ behind the Arras out ftarts Beaugard.^ how he came there

heav’n knows.
Sir Da. I’ll have him hangM for Burglary, he has broken my Houfe,

and broke the Peace upon my.Wife, very good !

Lady D, Straight in his Arms he grafpt me fait, with much ado I

plung’d and got my freedom, ran to your Clofet door, knockt and im-

plor’d your aid, call’d on your name, but all in vain

Sir Da. Hah I

Lady D, Soon agam he feiz’d me, ftopt my mouth, and with a Con-
querors fury

Sir Da, Oh Lord ! oh Lord ! no more, no more, I befeech thee, I

fliall grow mad, and very mad, Ti plough up'Rocks and Adamantine
Iron bars, Ti crack the frame of Nature, fally out like Tamherlain

F z upon
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npon thtTrojan Horfe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geefe before me j

Oh Lord, ftop her mouth ! well ! and how ? and what then ! ftopt thy

mouth ! well ! hah !

. Lady D, No, though unfortunate, I ftill am innocent, his curfed pur-

pofe could not be accomplifht, but who will live fo injur’d? No,
i’ll die to be reveng’d on my felf, I ne’r7

can hope that 1 may fee his ftreaming > Ojfers to run upon the Swords

gore : and thus I let out my own——-j
Str Da, Ha ! what wouldft thou do my love, prithee don’t break my

heart? If thou wilt kill, kill me; I know thou art innocent, 1 fee.

thou art *, though I had rather be a Cuckold a thoufand times tham
lofe thee, poor Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby.

StrJoL Alack a day [Weeps.

_

LadyD, Ah me /

Sir D. Ah, prithee be comforted now, prithee do, why I’ll love

thee the better for this, for all this Mun, why ihouldft be troubled for

anothersill doings! I know it was no faidx of thine.

Sir Jol. No, no more it was not, I dare fwear.

Sir Da. See, fee my neighbour weeps too, he’s troubled to fee thee

thus.

Lady D. Oh, but revenge

!

Sir Da. Why thou fiialt have revenge, I’l have him murder’d, I’ll

have his throat cut before to morrow morning, Child •, rife now, pri-

thee rife

Sir Jol. Ay, do Madam, and fmile upon Sir Davy,

Lady D. But will you love me then as well ase’re you did ?

Sir Da* Ay, and the longeft day 1 live too.

La^ D. And fhall I have Julfice done me on that prodigious Mon-

ii.er ?

Sir Da. Why, he (hall be Crows-meat by to morrow night, 1 tcM
.

thee he (hall be Crows-meat by midnight. Chicken.

Lady D. Then I will live, fince fo ’tis fomething pleafant.

When I in peace may lead a happy Life,

With fuch a Husband —
Sir Da. I with fuch a Wife. /

ACT IV.

SCENE The Tavern.

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer.

Brnw. '^TT'Elcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, will you pleafe

VV to walk uponepair offtairs.^

Beau. Get the ereatRoom ready piefently, carry up too a good flock.of
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of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, and Water to rc-

frefti our Glades.

Draw, It (hall be done, Sir ^ Coming, coming there,Coming : fpeak up

in the Dolphin fome-body.

Beau. Ah Conrtim\^ mud: we be always idle ! mud: we never fee our

glorious days again ! when fhall we be fowling in the Lands of Milk

and Honey incampt in large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded

Vines Clufter about our Tents, drink the rich Juice, jud: prefl fiom

theplump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant golden Fruit that grow
in fertil Climes, and ripen’d by the earlied: vigour of the Sun ?

Court, Ah BeaHgard\ Thofe days have been, but now we mud: re-

folve to content-our felves at an humble rate •* methinks it is not un-

pleafant to confider how 1 have feen thee in a large Pavillion •, drown-

ing the heat of the day in Campagm Wines, fparkling fweet as thofe

charming Beauties, whofe dear remembrance every Glafs recorded,

with half a dozen honed; Fellows more, Friends Boangard^ faithful hear-

ty Friends,things as hard to meet with as preferment here : Fellows that

would fpeak truth boldly, and were proud on’t, that fcorn’d flattery,

lov’d honefty *, for ’twas their portion, and never yet learn’d the Trade-

of eafe and lying, but now—
Btan. Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, and deep like-

Drones *, but there’s a Gentleman on the other dde the Water,that may
make work for us all one day.

Court. Butin the mean while—
Beau, In the mean while patience, Coiirtin.^ thzt h xht Erjghjh

Vertue : Go to the man that ows you money, and tell him you are ne-

cclfitated, hisanfwer fhall be, a little patience, 1 befeech you, Sir : Asic

a Cowardly Rafcal fatisfadUon for a fordid injury done you, he fhall

cry, alas a day, Sir, you are the ftrangeft Man living, you won’t have

patience to hear one fpeak •* Complain to a great Man that you want
preferment, that pu have forfaken confiderable advantages abroad, :n

obedience to pubiick Edidls, all you diall get of hinij, is this, you mull

have patience, Sir.

Court. But will patience feed me, or death me, or keep me clean ?

Court. Prithee no more hints of Poverty : ’tis fcandalous, ’sDeath 1

wou’d as foon chufe to hear a Souldier brag as complain, dolt thou want
any Money ?

Court. True indeed, I want no neceffaries to keep me alive ; but ,!

do not enjoy my fdf with that freedom 1 wou’d do, there is no more
pleafure in living at flint, then there is in living alone. 1 woii’d have

it in my power (when he needed mej to ferve andaffifl my Friend, I

would to my Ability deal handfomely too by the Woman that pleafed

*me.

Beau. Oh fy for fh^me 1 you wou’d be a WhoremafLer, Friend,- go,

.
go. I’ll have no more to do with you.

Court. I wou’d not be forced neither at any time to avoid a Gcnrlo'-

man that had obliged me, for wantof Money to pay him a debt con-

traded
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tra(fled in onr old acquaintance, it turns my Stomach to wheadle
with the Rogue I fcorn when he ufes me Scurvily, becaufe he has my
Name in his Shop-Book.

Bean. As for example, to endure the familiarities of a Rogue, that

fhall cock his grcafie Hat in my Face, when he duns me, and at the

fame time vail it to an overgrown Deputy of the Ward,though a frow-
zy Fell monger.

Court. To be forced to concur with his Non-fence too, and laugh at

his Parifh Jells.

Beau. To ufe refpecls and ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his Wife,
and praife her pretty Children, though they llink of their Mother,
and are uglier than the ilTue of a Baboon, yet all this mull be endu-
red.

Court. Muft it, Boaugard ? -
^

Beau. And (ince ’tis fo, let’s think of a Bottle.

Court. With all my Heart, for railing and drinking do much bet-

ter together then by themfelves •, a private room, a trufty Friend or

two, good Wine and bold Truths, are my happinefs
^
but where’s

our dear Friend and intimate, Sir Jolly this Evening ^

Beau. To deal like a friend Courtine.^ I parted with him but juH
now, he’s gone to contrive me a meeting if poffible this Night with the

Woman my foul is moll fond of : I was this Evening juft entering upon
the Pailace of all Joy, when I met with fo damnable a difappointment—in fhort, that Plague to all Well meaning Women, the Husband,

came unfeafonably, and forc’t a poor Lover to his Heels, that was fair-

ly making his progrefs another way Court we.^ the Story thou lhalt hear

more at large hereafter.

A Plague on him, why did’E thou not Murder the prefump-
tuous Cuckold ? fawey intruding Clown ? to dare to dillurb a Gentle-
man’s privacies, I would have beaten him into Sence of his tranfgreffi*

on injoy’d his Wife before his Face, and a taught the Dog his Duty.
Beau. Look you Courtine.^ you think you are dealing with the Land-

lord of your Winter Qiiarters in Alfatia now ? friend, friend, there

is a difference between a freeborn Englifh Cuckold, and a fneaking

Wittal of a Conquered Province.

Court. Oh by all means! there ought to be a difference obferved

betweenyour arbitrary Whoring, and your limited Fornication.

And but reafon : for though w^e may make bold with ano-

ther mans Wife in a friendly way : yet nothing upon compulljon, Dear
heart.

Court. And now, Sir Jolly I hope, is to be the Infcrument of fome
immortal Plot, fome contrivance for the good of the body, and the

old fellows foul, Beaugard.^ for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that’s moE
certain.

Beau. Sir Jolly ! Why on my Confcience he thinks it as much his un-

doubted Right to be Pimp-MaEer-Gcrieral to London and Middlefex^

as the EEate he poflelfes is, by my confent his worlhip Hiould e’en have
a Patent for it. 'Court.
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. Court, He is certainly the fitteft for the imploynient In Chriitendom
^

he knows mol^ Families by their Names and Titles, than all the
Bellmen within and without the walls.

Beau. Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choicefl Beauties about
Town, illuftrated with a particular account of their Age, Shape, pro-
portion, colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, Gunpow-
der Spots and Moles.

Court. I willi the old Pander were bound to fatisfy my experience
;

what marks ofgood nature my Sylvia has about her. [_Enter Sir Jolly.
Sir Jolly. My Captains ! my Sons of Mars^ and Imps of Fenus

!

well

encountred, what (hall we have a fparkling Bottle or two, and ufe
Fortune like a Jade 1 Beaugard you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, I

hate you, get you gone, go.

Beau. But Sir Jolly What news from Faradtfe^ Sir Jolly } Is there a-

ny hopes I fhall come there to Night.^

Sir Jolly. May be there is, may be there is not ; I fay let us have a

Bottle, and I will fay nothing elfe without a Bottle, after a Glafs or
two my Heart may open.

Court. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jolly. Will we’ll have dozens, and drink till we’re wife, and
fpeak well of nobody, ’till we are lewder than midnight-whores, and
out-rail disbanded Officers.

Beau. Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then we are en-
tirely at thy difpofal.

Sir Jolly. Well, and what’s that what’s the bufinefs ^

Beau. This Friend ofmine here ftands in need of thy Affiftance, he’s

damnably in Love, Sir Jolly. ^ /
Sir Jolly. In Love, ishefo! in Love! ’ods my Life •' is file*' what’s

her Name? where does fhe live? I warrant you I know her, (lie’s in

my Table-Book I’ll warrant you: Virgin, Wife, onWiddow !

Bulls out a Table-Bool^.

Court. In troth. Sir Jolly y that’s fomething a difficult queftion •, but as

Virgins go now, fhe may pafsfor one of them.
Sir Jolly. Virgin, very good : let me fee; Virgin, Virgin, Virgin,

oh here are the V irgins, truly I meet with the fewefi: of this fort of

any, well, and the firft Letter of her Name now I for a wager I guefs

her.

Court. Then you mull know, Sir Jolly.^ that I love my Love with

an S.

Sir Jolly. S. S. S. Oh here are the Effes, let me confider Sappho.

Court. No, Sir.

Sir Jolly. Selinda.

Court. Neither.

Sir Jolly. Sophronia.

Court. You muft guefs again, I affure you.
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Sir Jolly, Silvia,

Court, Ay, ay, Sir Jolly,^ that’s the fatal name. Sylvi4^ the fair, the

witty, the ill-natured, do you know her, my Friend f

Sir Jolly. Know her f why Ihe is ray Daughter, and I have adopted
'

her thefe feven years": Sylvia.^ let me look ; Light Brown Hair, her

Face Oval and Roman, quick fparkling Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby
Lips, with a Mole on her Breaft, and the perfed likenefs of a Heart-

Cherry on her left Knee •, Ah V illain I Ah fly Cap ! have I caught you •,

are you there i’ faith f well, and what fays flie ? is fhe coming f do
her Eyes betray her does her Heart beat, andher Bubbles rife, when
you talk to her, hah i

Beau. Look you, Sir Jolly all things confidered, it may make a fliift

to come to a Marriage in time £

Sir Jolly. I’ll have nothing to do in it, I won’t be feen in the bufi-

nefs of Matrimcriy make me a Match-maker ? a filthy Marriage Bro-
ker, Sir I fcorn, I know better things

; look you Friend, to carry her

a“ Letter from you or fo, upon good Terms, though it be in a Church
I’ll deliver it , or when the bulinefs is come to an iflue , if I may
bring you handfomely together, and fo ,forth •, I’ll ferve thee with all _

my SouT, and thank thee into the Bargain: thank thee heartily, dear

Rogue, I will you little Cock fparrow, faith and troth I will ; but

no Matrimony, Friend, I’ll have nothing to do with Matrimony^ ’cis

a damn’d invention, worfe than a Monopoly, and a deftroyer of civil

correfpondence.

Enter Drawer,

Drawer. Gentlemen, your room is ready, your Wine and Ice upon the

'Table, will your Honours pleafe to walk in ?

Sir Jolly. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine, a pox on Matrimony, Ma-
trimony in the Devils name.

Court, But if an honefl: Harlot or two chance to enquire for us,

Friend.

Sir Jolly. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never fo many, give ’em re-

verence, and reception, but nothing elfe, let nothing but Whores and
Bottles come near us, as you tender your Ears.

{They go within the Scene where is difeover'^d Table and Bottles,

Beau.Vdhy there’s,the re’s the Land of Canaan novi in little,hark you

Drawer, Dog, (hut, fliut the door, Sirrah,'do you hear ? ftiut it fo clofe

that neither cares nor neceflicies may peep in upon us.

[_Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin and Bloody Bones, Drawer. 31

Fourb. Bloody-hones be you fure to behave your felf handfomely, and
like your profeifion, ftiew your felf a Cut-Throat of parts, and we’Jl

fleece him.

Bloody^
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Blood. My Lady fays» We muft be expeditious, Sir Jolly has giv’n

notice to the Capt. by this time, fo that nothing is wanting but the

management of this over-grown Gull to make us Hedors at large, and
keep the Whore Fortune under.
' Drawer. Welcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, wiPt pleafe you
to walk into a Room ? or fliall I wait upon your Honours pleafure

here ?

Sweet heart let us be private, and bring ns Wine hither,

fo- down.

From this moment, War, War *, and mortal dudgeon againlb that

Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my good Name called Beangard*

You can cut a Throat upon occafion,you faid Friend?

Foarbin, Sir cutting of Throats is my Hereditary vocation, my Fa-

ther was hang’d for cutting of Throats before me, and my Mother
for cutting of Purfes.

Sir Da. No more to be faid, my Courage is mounted like a little

French-mzn upon a great Horl^ ^ and I’ll have him murder’d.

FoHrbin. Sir, Murder’d you fay. Sir ?
'

Sir Da. Ay Murder’d 1 fay Sir, his Face flay’d off, and nail’d to
a poll in my great Hall in the Countrey, amongfl: all the other Tro-
phies of wild Beafls llain by our Family -fince the Conqueft: there’s

never a Whore-Mafters head there yet.

Fourhin. Sir for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of mine
to your Service, he’s an induftrious Gentleman, and one that will de-
fcrve your Favour.

Sir Da. He looks but fomething ruggedly though methinks.
Fombin. But Sir his Parts will attone for his Perfon : forms and

fafliions are theleafl: of his ftudy: he afFeds a fort of Philofophical

negligence indeed, but Sir make trial of him, and you’l And him a Per-

fon fit for the work of this World.
Sir Da. What trade are you. Friend?

Blood. No trade at all Friend, I profefs Murder : Rafcally Butchers
make a Trade on’t, ’tis a Gentlemans Divertifement.

Sir Da. Do you profefs Murder ?

Blood. Yes Sir, ’cis my Livelyhood : I keep a Wife and fix Children
by it.

Sir Da. Then Sir, here’s to you with all my Heart ^ w6u’d I had
done with thefe Fellows.

Foavb. Well Sir, if you have any Service for us, 1 defire we may re-

ceive your Gold and your Inftrudtions fo foon as is poflible.

Sir Da. Soft and fair Sweetheart, 1 love to fee a little how 1 lay

out my Money : have yon very good trading now a days in your way.
Friend i

Blood. In peaceable times a man may eat aad drink comfortably upon’t,

a private Murder done handlbmdy is worth Money : but now that

the Nation’s unfetled, there are fo many general undertakers : that

’tis grown aloioft a Monopoly, you may have a man Murder’d almoft

G for
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for little or nothing, and no Body e’re know who did it neither. ^

Sir Da. Pray what Country-man are you / where were you bbrnv
mofl Noble Sir? •

Blood. Indeed my Country is Forreign, I was born in ^rgier
;

• my
Mother was an Apoflate rny Father a Renegado EngUjh Man,
who by opprefling of ChriRian SL'vcs grew Rich: For which when
he lay Tick, I Murder’d him one day in his B.d : made my efcape to
Maltha.^ where iiiibracing the Faith I had the Honour given me to com-
mand athouRnd HoiTe aboard* the Gailies of that State.

Sir Da. Oh Lord Sir / my humble Service to you again.

Fourhin. He teOs you Sir but the naked Truth.

-
^

Sir Jolly. I doubt it not in the lealt, raoft worthy Sir : thefearede-
vilifii fellows Pli warrant ’em. [^-^fide.

Fofirh. War Friend, and fliining Honour has bin our Province, till

nifty peace reduced us to this bale obfeurity. Ah Bloody Bones \ Ah
when thou and I commanded that Party at the Siege of Fhiltpburg !

where in the Face of the Army we took the impenetrable half
Moon.

Blood. Half Moon Sir ! by your Favour ’twas a whole Moon.
Fourbin. Brother thou art in^the right, ’twas a full Moon, and fuch

a Moon Sir ! , *
^

.

Sir Da. I doubt it not in the kaft; Gentlemen, but in the mean while
to our buljnefs.

FoMrhin. With ali my Heart, fo foon es you pleafe.

Sir Da. Do you know this Beaugard.^ he’s a devilifh fellow I can tell

you but that, ne’s a Captain.

Foarbw. Has he a Heart tliink you Sir?

Sir Da. Oh like-a Lyon /'he fears neither God, Man, nor Devil.

Blood I’ll bring it you for your Breakfaft to Morrow, did you never
eat a Mans Heart Sir ?

^
Sir Da. Eat a Mans Heart Friend

!

Foarb. Ah, Ay, a Mans Heart Sir, it makes abfolutely the beft Rag-
gouft in the World. 1 have eaten forty of ’em in my time without
Bread.

Sir Dav. Oh Lord/ a Mans Heart / my humble fervice to you Both,
Gentlemen.

Blood. Why your Algerine Pirates eat nothing die at Sea, they have
them always potted up like Venifon, your well-grown Dutchmans
Heart, makes an excellent Difti with Oyl and Pepper.

Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! oh Lord ! Friend, Friend, a word with your
how much muft you and your Companion have to do this biifinefs ?

Foarb. What, and bring you the Heart heme to your houfe

Sir Dav. No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eating, i’le be

rid of ’em as foon as polftble I can.

Fonrh. You fay Sir he's a Gentleman?— ‘

Sir Dav. Ay, fuch a fort of Gentlemen as ar-e about this Town :

the Fellow has a pretty handfome outftdt, but 1 believe little or no
money in his Pockets. Foarh.
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Vomh. Therefore we are like to have the honour to receive the more

from your Worfhips bounty.

Blood. For my part I care for no mans bounty : I exped to have my
bargain perform’d, and FJl make as good a one as I can.

Sir Dav. Look you Friend, don’t you be angry Friend, don’t be

angry Friend before you have occafion
:
you fay yoii’l have

let’s fee how much will you have now—I warrant the Devil and

all by your good will.

Fonrh. Truly Sir David.^ if as yon fay, the Man mull: be well mur-

der’d without any remorfe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew it isho-

neftly worth two hundred pounds.

Sir Dav. Two hundred pounds ! Why I’le have aPhyfilian fliali Idil

^ whole Family for half the money.

Blood. Damme Sir, how do ye me^it. '?

Sir Dav. Damme Sir how do I mean ? Damme Sir not to part with

my money.
Blood. Not Part Brother /

Fourb. Brother the Wight is improvable, and this muft not be born
withal.

^
^

'

Blood. Have I for this dilTolv’d Gircean Charms f broke Iron durance ^

whilft from thefe firm Legs the well fil’d ufdefs Fdters dropt away,

and left me Mailer of my native freedom ?

Sir Dav. What does he mean now }

Fourh. - Truly Sir 1 am forry to fee it with all my heart, ’tisa dillra-

flion that frequently feizes him, though I am forry it fhould happen
fo unluckily at this time. >

Sir Dav, Diftraded fay you ! is he fo apt to be dillraded.^

Fonrh. Oh Sir raging mad.* we that live by Murder are all fo :

Guilt will never let us Ileep. I befeech you Sir Hand clear of him,

he’s apt to be very mifcbievous at thefe unfortunate hours.

Blood. Havel been drunk with tender Infants blood } and riptup
teeming Wombs? Have thefe bold hands ranfackt the Xemplesofthe
Gods, and Ilab’d the Priefts before their Altars ? Have I done this ?

hah !

Six Dav. No Sir, not that I know Sir, I would not fay any fuch thing

for all the World Sir, worthy Gentleman^ I befeech you. Sir, you
feem to be a civil peiTon: I befeech you Sir to mitigate his palTion,

Y’ll do any thing in the World, you (hall command my whole Efcate.
' Fourb. Nay after all Sir, if you have not a mind to have him quite

murder’d, if a fwinging drubbing to bed- rid him, or fo, will ferve

your turn, you may have it at a cheaper rate a great deal.

Sir Dav. Truly Sir with ail my heart, for methinks now I confider

matters better, i would not by any means be guilty of another mans
blood.

'

.

Fourb. Why then let me confider, —- to have him beaten fubfean-

tialiy,' a beating that will flkk by him, will coR you ———half the

money.

, SirG
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Sir Dav, What one hundred pounds •' Sure the Devil’s in you, or you
would not be fo unconfcionable.

Blood, The Devil ! where ? where is the Devil ? (hew me ; I’ll tell

thcQ Belz^ehnh thou haft broke thy Covenant, didft thou not promife me
eternal plenty, when Irefign’d my Soul to thy allurements ?

S\vDa:v, Ah Lord/
Blood. Touch me not yet

:

I’ve yet ten thoufand Murders to kCt
before I’m thine : with all thofe fins I’ll come with full damnation to thy
Caverns of endlefs pain, and howl with thee for ever.

Sir Dav, Blefs us ! what will become of this mortal Body of mine ?

Where am 1 ? Is this a houfe ?' do I live ? am 1 Flelh and Blood }

Blood. Tliere, there’s the Fiend again ! don’t chatter fo, and grin
at me, if thou muft needs have prey, take here, take him, this Temp-
ter that would bribe me withlhining Gold, toftain my hands with new
iniquity,

Siv Dav, Stand off, I charge thee Satan, wherefoe’re thou art, thou
haft no right nor claim to me, I’lf'have thee bound in Necromantick
Charms. Heark you. Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the
Devil ?

FoHrb. Only paun’dit a little : that’s all.

Sir Da, Let me befeech you Sir to difpatch, and get rid of him as

Toon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle with you Sir, but I

hate theDevil’s company mortally, as for the hundred pound, here, here
it is ready, no more words, I’le fubmit to your good nature and
diferetion.

t'onrb. Then Wretch take this and make thy peace with the infernal

King, he loves Riches, facrifice and be at reft.

Blood. ’Tis done : I’ll follow thee, lead on, nay if thou fmile, I more
- defy thee ^

Fee, Fa, Fum. [^Exit,

Fourb. ’Tis very odd this.

Sir Dav. Very odd indeed, I’m glad he’s gone though.

Fopirb, Now Sir, if youpleafe we’ll refrefii our felves with a cheat*

ful glafs, Z'Lid^oChaqiie m chez.ld 1 would fain make the Gull
drunk a little, to put a little mettle into him.

Sir Dav, With all my heart Sir, but no more words of the Devil,

if you love me.
Foiirb. The Devil’s an Afs Sir, and here’s a Health to all thofe that

defy the Devil.

Sir pa. With all my heart, and all his works too.

Foai^b. NaySh*, you muft do me right I allure you.

Sk Dav. Not fo lull, not fo full, that’s too much of all Confei-

cnce : in troth Friend thefe are fad times, very fad times : but here’s

to you.

Fourb. Pox o’ the times, the times are well enough, fo long as a man
has money in his Pocket.

Sir Dav. ’Tis true, here I have been bargaining with you about a

Murder, but never confider that Idolatry is coming in full fpeed upon

the Nation, pray what Religion are jou of Friend i Fourb.
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Fourb. What Religion am I of. Sir f Sir your humble Servant.

Sir Da, Truly a good Confcience is a great happinefs : and foPil

pledg you, hemph, hemph, but ftian’t the Dog be Murdered this

Night?
foarb. My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to fet him, and the

bufinefs(hali be done effedually PI warrant you,here’s reft his foul.

Str Da, With all my heart Faith, 1 hate to be uncharitable.

Efjter Courtine, ar^d Drawer,

Cow, Look you ’tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk by this

time, lhall Rogues ftay in Taverns to fip Pints, and be Sober, when
honeft Gentlemen are drunk by GallonsPl’ll have noneon’t.

Sir Da, Oh Lord, who’s there ? [JSits uf in his Chair.

Drawer, I befeech your Honour, our houfe will be utterly ruin’d by

this means.

Cow, Damn your houfe, your Wife and Children, and all your

Family, you Dog

!

feaa. Sir, who are you. [[lb Sir David.
Str Da. Who am 1 Sir ? what’s that to you Sir ? will you tickle my

Foot you Rogue ?

Cow. I’ll tickle your Guts, you Paultroon, prefen tly.

Sir Da, Tickle my Guts you Mad-Cap. I’ll tickle your Toby if

you do.

Cow, What with that circumcis’d Band That grave hypocritical

Beard, of the Reformation Cut ? Old Fellow, I believe you are a

Rogue.
Sir Da. Sirrah you area Whore, ah errant Bitch-Whore, I’ll ufe

you like a Whore, Pll kifs you, you Jade, I’ll Ravifh you, you Buttuck,

1 am a Juftice of the Peace, Sirrah, and that’s worfe.

Court, Dam you. Sir, 1 care not ifyou were” a Conftable and all his

Watch ; what, fuch a Rogue as you fend honeft Fellows to Prifon, and
countenance Whores in your Jurifdidtion for bribery, you Mongrel,

I’ll beat you, Sirrah, I’ll brain you, I’ll murder you,you Moon-Calf.
[Throws the Chairs after him.

Sir Da, Sir, Sir, Sir, Conftable, Watch, ftokes, ftokes, ftokes,

murder- [Ex.
Cow. Huzza, Beaa^ard

! [Enter Beaugard, Sir Jolly.

Fowb. Well Sir, the bufinefs is done, we have bargain’d to Murder
you.

Beast. Murder’d ! who’s to be murder’d, ha, Fowbin ?

Sir Jol. You are to be murder’d, Friend, you lhall be murder’d
Friend.

Beast. But how am I to be murder’d ? Who’s to murder me, 1 be-

feech you?

Fonr, Your humble Servant, Fostrbin.^ I am the man with your wor-

* (hips leave. Sir David has given me this Gold to do it handfomely.
Bean.
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Bean, Sir David] uncharitable Cur, what Murder an honeft Fellow-
for being civil to his Family : What can this mean. Gentlemen ?

SivJoL No, ’tis for not being Civil to his Family, that it means
Gentlemen, therefore are you to be miirderM to Night, and buried
abed with my Lady, you Jack Straw you.

Bean. I underhand you Friends, the Old Gentleman hasdelignM to
have me Butcher’d, and you have kindly contriv’d totiirnit tomy ad*-

vantage in the affair of Love. I am to be murder’d but as it were
Gentlemen, hah ! . i;

. Fonrb. Your Flonour has a piercing Judgement : Sir, Captain Conr-

gone. ’
^

*

Bean. No matter, let him go, he has a delignto put in pra61: ice this

Night too, and would perhaps but fpoil ours
^ but when, Sir Jolly is

this bufinefs to be brought about ? •
i

Sir^^?/. Prefently^ ’tis more than time ’cwere done already, go, get
you gone I fay^ hold, hold, let’s fee your left Ear firft, hum—^-4—
ha you are a Rogue, y’are a Rogue, get you gone, get you
gone, go. [^Exemp.

SCENE changes to Covent-Garden PiaT^^a.

Enter S^Wvdi and Maid in the Balcony ,

'

Maid. But why Madam, will you ufe him fo inhumanely f Pm confi-

dent he loves you.

Sylv. Oh 1
,

a true Lover is to be found out like a true Saint by the

Trial of his patience : have you the Cords ready .yi

Maid, Here they are. Madam.
Sylv. Let ’em down, and be fure when it comes to Trial

^ to pull

luftily, is IVtll the Footman ready ^

WilL At your Ladyfhips command, Madam.
Sylv. I wonder he fhould flay fo long, the Clock hasftruck twelve.

^ Enter^CovxiinQ. '

’ .

'

Court. Sings. Andwas floe not frank, andfree^
And roas floe not kind to me.^

To locJ^up her Cat in her Cupboard,

Andgive her key to me.^ to me : •

To lock-up her Cat in her Cupboard^

Andgive her key to me.

Sylv. This rnufl be he: 'Ay ’tis he, and as I am a Virgin roaring

drunk, but if 1 find not a way to make him fobe.r :

Court. Here, heres -the Window: Ay, that’s Hcll-dooi?>,~ and jily

damnation’s in the infide: Sylvia, Sylvia,
,
Dear Imp of Satan

appear to thy Servant.
•

.
Sylv.
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Syh. Who calls on in this dead of night, when reft is wan-

ting to her, longing Eyesf '

.

Conr^ ’Tis a poor wretch can hardly ftand upright, drunk with thy

Love, and if he falls he lies.

Sylv.. Courttne
^

is’t you ?

CoHTt. Yes, Sweet-Heart, ’tis I, art thou ready forme ?

Sylv. Fallen your fdf to that Cord there ^ there, there it is,

CoHTt, Cord I where*.^ Oh, oh? here, here, fonow to Heav’n in a

firing. . , .

Sy^v. Have you done t

Com. Yes, I have done Child, and wou’d fain be doing too, Huffy.

Sylv. Then pull away, boa up, hoa up, hoa up, fo, avail there. Sir.

Com- Madam.
Sylv,. Are you very much in Love, Sir ?

Com. Oh damnably Child, damnably:

Sylv:. I’m forry for’t with all my heart, good Night Captain.

Court. Ha, gone! what left in Erafmus Paradife between Heav’n and

Hell.^ if the Gonftable Ihould take me now for a ftragling Monkey
hung by the Loin^, and hunt me with his cry ofWatchmen •' Ah, Wo-
man, Woman, W omaii, well a merry Life, and a Ihdrt, that’s all.

Sings, . God profper long our Noble King.^

Our Lives and Safeties kll.

I am mighty. loyaUo Night.

T^fcrFourbin, Blood y-bones, Sir David’s Houfe.
<

I ^ ^ ...
Fourh. Murder, Murder, Mgrder ! help, help, Murder.

Com. Nay, if there be murder ftirring, ’cis high time to Ihifc for

myfelf. ,
[CLmbs up to the Balcony.

Syl'v. (^Squeakingf) A h h h h / ^

BIqo^F Yonder, yonder hecioHies^ murder, murder, murder.

n Blood, ^^^Fourbin.

Enter Sir David. ^

Sir jD^i. ’Tis very Late ; but Murder is a Melancholiy biifincfs, and

Nigitt is fit for’t, i’lfgo home. {^Knocks.

Ferm. Who’s there ?

Sir Da. Who’s there ^ open the door you Whelp of Babylon.

Ferm. Oh Sir, y’are welcome home ; but here is the faddeft news

!

here has been murder committed. Sir.

Sir Da. Hold your Tongue you Fool, and go to lleep, get -you in,

do you hear, you talk of Murder you Rogue? you meddle with State-

Affairs/ Get you.in. ^

. Ths
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The Scene Ofens the middle ofthe Honfe^ and difcovers Sir Jolly and the Lady
^ patting Beaugard in order as ifhe were dead,

Sir jol. Lye ftil),lye ftill you Knave, dofe, clofe when I bid you, you
had beft queft, and fpoil the fport, you had

!

Lean, Bat pray how long muft 1 lie thus I

Lady I), Pll warrant you, you’l think the time mighty tedious.
Bern, Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are near

him ?

Sir Jol, You fliall Sirrah, if a body defires you a little, fo you (hall,

wefhall fpoil all elfe, all will be fpoilM elfe Man,if you do not : Stretch
out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can, fo, fo, hold your breath,
hold your breath, very well. f Enter Maid.

Mai, Madam, here comes Sir David.

Sir Jol, Odds fo, now clofe again as I told you, clofe you Devil,
now llir if you dare ;

ftir but any part about you if you dare now ; odd
Pll hit you fuch a rap if you do,lye il:ill,lye you ftill.

Sir David.
Sir Da, My Dear, how doft thou do, my Dear ^ I am come.
^Lady D, Ah Sir ! what is’c y*ave done ? Y’ave ruin’d me, your Fa-

mily, your Fortune, all is ruin’d, where (hall we go, or whither ftiall

weflye ?

Sir Da. Where fliall we go, why we’ll go to bed you little Jacka-
dandy, why you are not a Wench you Rogue, you are a Boy, a very
Boy, and 1 love you the better for’t. Sirrah, hei !

Lady D. Ah Sir, fee there.

Sir Da, Blefs us, a man ! and bloody 1 what upon my Hall Table !

Lady D, Two Ruffians brought him in juft now, pronouncing the in-

humane deed was done by your command. Sir Jolly came in the di-

ftrading minute, or fure 1 had dy’d with my diftrading Fears, how could

you think on a revenge fo horrid I
,

Sir Da. As I hope to be fav’d Neighbour I only bargain’d with ’em to

Baftinado him in a way, or fo, as one Friend might do to another
j

but

do you fay that he is dead I

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Clay ^
ftark ftifF and ufelefsall, nothing a-

bout him ftirring, but alls cold and ftill
^

1 knew him a lufty fellow once,

a very mettled Fellow, ’cisa thopfand pities.

.
Sir Da. What fnall I do I i’ll throw my felfupon him, kifs his wide

wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzard.

Lady D, Oh come not near him, there’s fuch horrid Antipathy fol-

lows all murders, his wounds would ftream afi'efh Ihou’d you but touch

him.

. S\x Da. Dear Neighbour, Deareft Neighbour. Friend, Sir as

you love Charity pity my wretched Cafe, and give me Counfel, Pll

give my Wife and all my Eftate to have him live again, or /hall I bury

him in the Arbour at the upper cad of the Garden.

y
Sir
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Sir Jo/. Alas a *day Neighbour, never think on’t) never thing onV

the dogs will find him there, as they fcrape holes to bury bones in

there is but one way that I know of.

Six Da. What is it dear Neighbour, what is it? you fee I am upon

my knees to you, take all I have and cafe me ofmy fears.

Sixjol. Truly the bed thing that I can think of, is putting of him
to bed, putting him into a warm bed, and try to fetch him to life again,

a warm bed is the bed thing in the World,my Lady may do much too,

.(he’s a good Woman, and as I’ve been told, underdands a green wound
well.

Sir Da. My dear, my dear, my dear /

LadyD. Bear me away, oh fend me hence afar off, where my unhap-

py name may be a dranger *, and this fad accident no more remember’d •

to ray dilhonour.

Six Da. Ah but my Love! my Joy I are there no bowels in thee

LadyD. What would you have me do.

^

Sin Da. Prithee do fo much as try thy skill,there may be one drachm

of life left in him yet,take him up to thy Chamber,put him into thy own
bed, and try what thou can’d do with him

^
prithee do, if thou can’d

but find motion in him,all may be well yet, Pll go up to my Clofet in the

Garret, and fay my prayers in the mean while.

LadyD. Will ye then leave this ruine on my hands ?

Sir Da. Pray, pray my Dear
^

I befeech you Neighbour help to per-

fwade her ifit be poflible.

Sir Jol. Faith Madam do try what you can do, I have a great fancy

you may do him good : who can tell but you may have the gift of droak-

ing ;
pray Madam be perfwaded.

Lady D. I’ll do what e’r’s your pleafure.

Sir Da. That’s my bed Dear •* I’ll go to my Clofet and pray for thee

heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this fhouid happen
Beang. So, is he gone. Madam, my Angel

!

Sir JoL What no thanks, no reward for old 7^//y now ? Come hither

Hufiie, you little Canary-Bird,you little Hop o’my thumb, come hither

:

make me a Curt’fie, and give me a kifs now, hah
! give me a kifs I fay^

odd I will have a kifs, fo I will, I will have a kifs if 1 feton’t^ dioogh,

(hoogh, get you into a corner when I bid you, fhoogh, fiioogh, fhoogli,

what there already ?

{^Shegoes to Beaugar.d.

Well, I ha’ done, I ha’ done, this ’tis to bean old Fellow now.
Bean. And will you fave the life ofhim y’ave wounded ?

Lady D. Dare you trud your felf to my'skill for a Cure ?

\^Sir Davy appears at a Window above .
*

Six^ol. Hid! hid.' clofe, clofe, - 1 fay again, yonder’s Sir Davy^

oddsfo.'

Sir My Dear, my dear my dear!—
Lady D. Who’s that calls ? my Love, is’c you ?

Sir Da. Ah fome comfort, or my heart’s broke : is there any hopes

H yet ?
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yet ? I’ve try’d to fay my Prayers and cannot : if he be quite dead, I

fhall never pray again
*,

Neighbour, no hopes?

Sir Jol. Truly little or none, romefmall pulfe I think there is left,ve-
ry little, there’s nothing to be done ifyou don’t pray^ get you to pray-
ers whatever you do, get you gone, nay don^t flay now, (hut the Win-
dow^Itell you.

Sir Well this is a great trouble to ms, but good night.

Sir Jo/, Good night to you dear Neighbour.

Get ye up, get ye up, and begone into the ^To BeaugardW La^y D. .

next room, prefently, make hade: but don’t deal away till I come to
you, be fure ye remember, don’t ye dir till 1 come

;
pidi, none of this

bowing and fooling, itbutlofes time, Til only bolt the door that be-
longs to Sir Lodgings, that he may be fafe, and be with you in a
twinkle, Ah,h, h, h-' io now for the door, verywdl, Friend you are
fsff, £Bo/ts the door.

Sings, Bcnney Lafsgan thoo wert mine^

And twomy thoofand poonds about thee^ Cj’c,

ACT, V.

Gourtine honrid on a Couch in Sylvia’.^ Chamber,

T Tdipjio ! heigho ! ha! where am I ? was I drunk or no lad
^XJL night? fomething leaning that way. But where the Devil

am I ? (incercly in a Bawdy-Houfe : F^ogh I what a fmell of fin is here /

let me look about, if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Pradice of Pie-
ty in. the Room, I am fare I have gued right. What’s the matter now !

ty’d fad, bound too ! whatiricks have I play’d to come into this con-
dition I have lighted into the Territories of fome merrily dilpos’d
Chamber-maid or other,^and Ihe in a witty fieforfooth hath trud me up
thus, has (he pinn’d no rags to my tail,or chalkt me upon the back trow ?
would I had her Midrefs here at a venture.

Sylv

.

What would you do with her,my enchanted Knight, if you had
her ? you are too fober for her by this time, next time you get drunk you
may perhaps venture to fcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you
aiT,

'

Cour, Had thou done this, my dear dedrudion ? and am I in thy
Limbo ? 1 mud confefs whem I am in my Beer, my Courage does run

^

away with me now and then : but let me loofe,and thou (halt fee what a
gentle humble Animal thou had made me. Fie upon’t, what tie me up
like an ungovernable Cur to the frame ofa Table, let,let thy poor Dog
loofe, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little.

Sylv. What with thofePaws which you have been ferreting Moor-

fields
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fitUs withal ,

and are very dirty ftiU *, after you have been daggling your

felf abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you come fneaking hi-

ther for-a cruft, do you ?

Maid, Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam ? and flafh him
for his roguery foundly ?

CoHY^ Indeed, indeed! do you long to beYerking ofman’s fledi. Ma-
dam Flea-trap / does the Chaplain of the Family ufe you to theexercife,

that you are fo ready for it ^

Sylv. Ifyou (hould be let loofe, and taken into favour now; you would

be for rambling again fo foon as you had got your liberty ?

CoHY. Do but try me, and ifevdr I prove recreant more, let me be

beaten and usM like a Dog in good earneft.

Sylv, Promife to grant me but one reqiielt, and it fhall be done.

Comy] Hear me but fwear.

Sylv, That any body may do ten thoufand times a day.

CoHY, Upon the word of a Gentleman, nay as 1 hope to get Mony in

my Pocket.

Sylv, There I believe him Ldye
; you’l keep your Word you

fay?

CoHY, If I don’t, hang me up in that Wenches old Garters.

Sylv, See, Sir, you have your freedom.

CouY, Well now name the price; what mufti pay for’e?

Sylv, You know. Sir, confidering our fmall acquaintance, you have

been pleafed to talk to me very freely of love matters.

CoHY, 1 muft confefs 1 have been foraething to blame thafway, but

if ever thou heareft more of it from my mouth after this nights adven-

ture, would I were well out of the Houfe •'

Sylv. Have a care offwearing, I befeech you, for you muft under-

ftand, that fpight of my teeth, I am at laft fallen in love moft unmer-

cifully.

CoHY, And doft thou imagine I am fo hard-hearted a Villain as to have

no compafTion ofthee.

Sylv. No, No ,
for 1 hope he’s a man you can have no exceptions

againft.

CoiiY. Yes, yes, the man is a man, I’ll aflureyou, that’s one com-

fort.
^

^
^

Sylv, Who do you think it may be now, try if you can guefs him ?

CoHY, Whoever he is, he’s an honeft fellow I’le warrant him, and/
believe will not think himfelf very unhappy neither.

Sylv. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleafant nights, and quiet days

can make him happy, I aflure you he may be fo, but try once to guefs at

him.
CouYt, But if I Ihould be miftaken.

Sylv. Why, who is it you would wifh me to ?

CofiY, You have 5000 Pound you fay ?

Sylv, Yes.

Cohy. Faith Child, to deal honeftly, / know well enough who ’tis I

H z wiih
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wifh for, but Sweet-heart before 1 tell you my inclinations, it were but
reafonable that I knew yours.

Sylv. Well Sir, becaufe I am confident you will Hand my friend in

the bulinefs. I’ll make a difcovery, andto hold you in fufpe'oce no lon-
ger, you mud know I have a months-mind to an Arm-full of your dear-
ly beloved friend and brother Captain, what fay you to= t }

Conr. Madam your humble Servant, good buy, that’s alL

Sylv. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that fo kindly ‘took you in, ia^

your laft nights pickle into her Lodging, whither would you rove now,
my Wanderer

_
Cour. Faith Madam, you have dealt fo gallantly in trufling me with

V your pafTion, that / cannot ftay here without telling you, that I am;
three times as much in love with an acquaintance of yours, as you can
be with any friend of mine.

Sylv. Not with my waiting Woman / hope Sin

Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinfewoman of thine Child, they
call her my Lady Durjce.^ and I think this is her Houfe too, they fay /he

will be civil upon a good occafion, therefore prithee be charitable, and
fnew the way to her Chamber a little.

Sylv, What commit Adultery Captain, fie upon’t ! Whathaz^ard
your foul ! « -

Court, No, no, only venture my body a little, that’s all
^ look you,

yoT5 know the fccret, and may imagine my defires, therefore as you
would have me afiifi: your inclinations, pray be civil and help me to
mine, look you, no demurring upon the matter, no qualme,

.
but (hew

me the way, or you Hufiie, you fhall do’t,. any Bawd will ferve at pre-

fcnt, for I' will go.

Sylv. But you (han’t go, Sir,

Court. Shan’t go. Lady ?

Sylv. No, ihan’tgo. Sir ; did I not tell you when once you had got
your liberty, that you would be rambling again.

Cour. Why Child, Vv^ould’fi: thou be fo uncharitable to tie up a poor
Jade to am empty Rack in thy Stable, when he knows where to go
elfewhere and get Provender enough/

Sylv. Any mufly Provender, I find, will ferve your turn? fo you
have it but cheap, or at another mans charges.

Cour. No Child, I had rather my Ox fliould graze in a Field ofmy own

^ than live hide-bound upon the Common, or run the hazzard of being

Pounded every day for Trefpafies.

Sylv. Truly all things confider’d, ’tisagrpt pity fo good a Huf-
band-man-as yoafhould w^ant a Farm .to cultivate.

Cour. Would, ft thou be but kind, and let m.e have a Bargain in a:
•

Tenement of thine, to try how it would agree with me.
Sylv, And would you be contented to take a Leafe for your Life.

Cour. So pretty a Lady of the Manner and a moderate Rent.

Sylv. Which you’l be Pure to pay very punctually

.

Cour.. If thou doubteft my honefty,, faith e’en take, a little earneft be-

fore' hani.
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Sylv, Not fo hafty neither, good Tenant*, Imprimis.^ You fliall ob-

lige your felf to a conftant refidence, and not by leaving the Houfe un-

inhabited, let it run to repairs.

CoHT. Agree’d.

Syh, Item^ For your own fake you fhall promife to keep the Eflate

well fenc’c, and encloas’d, left fome time or other your Neighbours

Cattle break in and fpoil the Crop on the Ground Friend.

CoHr, Very juft and reafonable, provided I don’t find it lie too much
too Common already.

Sylv, You fhall enter into ftricfl; Covenant, not to take any o-

ther Farm upon your hands, without my confent and approbation, or

if you do, that then it fhall be lawful for me to get me another Tenant,
how and where I think fit.

CoHT. Faith that’s fomcthing hard though, let me tell you but that

Landlady.

Sylv. Upon thefe terms we’ll draw Articles.

Cour, And when fhall we Sign ’em ?

Sylv. Why this morning, as foon as the ten a Clock Oifice in Govern-^

garden is open.

Cour. A bargain, but how will you anfwer your Entertainment of
a drunken Red coat in your Lodgings at th^e unfeafonable hours ^

Sylv. That’s a fecret yoivv/ill be hereafter obliged to keep for your

own fake, and for the Family, your Friend Beaugard fhall anfwer for us

there.

Cour. Indeed I fancy’d the Rogue had mifchiefin his head, he behav’d

himfelffo foberly laft night, has he taken a Farm lately too.

Sylv. A trefpafTer, I believe, if the truth vyere known, upon the Pro-

vender you would fain have been biting at juft now.

' Enter Maid.

Maid. Madam, Madam, have a care of your felf*, I fee Lights in

the great Hall, whatever is the Matter, Sir Davy and all the Family arc

up.

Cour. I hope they’l come and catch me here : Well, now you have

brought me into this condition, what will you do with me
,
hah!

Sylv. You won't be contented for a while to be ty’d up like a Jade to

an empty Rack without Hay, will you ?

Cour. Faith e’n take me, and put thy mark upon me quickly, that if

I light in llrange hands they may know me for a Sheep of thine.

Sylv. What by your wanting a Fleece do you mean If it mu/lbe
lb, come follow your Shepherds, B a a a. [Exeunt.

Enter Sir Davy and Vermin.

Sir Da, I cannot fleep, I fhall never fleep again, I have pray’d too

fo long, that were I to be hang’d prefently, I have never a prayer

left
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left tolielp my felf, 1 was no fooner layn down upon the Bed juft now,
and fain into a flumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me down
Ludgate-htllzGdWo^y fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-forks running

before him like Link-boys, to throw me headlong into Fleet-ditch^ which
Teemed to be turned into a lake of Fire and Brimftone *, would it were
Morning.

Fcrm. Truly, Sir, it has been a very difmal night

Sir Da. But didft thou meet never a white thing upon the Stairs ?

No, Sir, not 1, but methoiights I faw our great Dog Touz,cr^

with his great Collar on, ftandat the Cellar-door as I came along the

old Entry.

Str Da. It could never be, Touzer has a Chain, had this thing a Chain

on ?

Ferm. No Sir, no Chain ^ but it had Towzers eyes for ail the

World.
Sir Da. What, ugly great frightful eyes ^

Fcnn. Ay, Ay, huge faucer eycs:> but mightily like Towzers.

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! Oh Lord I heark ! heark !

Ferm. What ! what I befeech you, Sir ?

Sir Da. What’s that upon the ftairs didft thou hear nothing?

hift, heark, pat, pat, pat, keark, heh

!

Ferm. Hear nothing •' where. Sir.

Sir Da. Look 1 Look ! whaCs that / what’s that ! in the corner

there ?

Ferm. Where ?

Sir Da. There.

Ferm. What upon the Iron Cheft ?

Str Da. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-cafe, fee ! fee

!

now it ftirs, and is coming this way.

Ferm. Alas Sir, fpeak to it, you are a Juftice o’ peace, I befeech you,

I dare not ftay in the Houfe : I’ll call the Watch, and tell ’em Hell’s

broke loofe, what fhall I do ? oh
!

[Exit.

Sir Da. Oh Fermin^ ifthou art a true Servant have pity on thy Ma-
fter, and do not forfake me in this diftrelled condition. Satan be gone,

I defie thee, I’ll repent and be fav’d. I’ll fay my prayers, I’ll go to

Churchy help ! help ! help ! was there any thing, or no in what hole

Jhall I hidemyfelf? [Exit.

Enter Sir Jolly, Fourbin and Bloody-bones.

Sirjol. That ihou’d be Sir voice, the waiting Woman indeed

told me he was afraid and could not fleep, pretty Fellows, pretty

Fellows both, y’ave done your buiinefs handfomly, what I’ll warrant

you have been a Whoring together now,’ ha ! You do well, you do well,

1 like you the better for’c, what’s a Clock ?

Four. Near four, Sir, ’twill not be day yet thefe two hours.

Sirjol. Very well, but how got ye into the Houfe

Fonrb,
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Fourb. A ragged retainer of the Family,

I

think they call him,
let us in as Phyfitians fenc for by your Order.

Sir Jol. Excellent Rogues ! and then I hope all things are ready as

I gave Diredions f

Foi4,rb» To a tittle. Sir, there fhall not be a more critical Obferver
of your Wor(hip’s pleafure than your humble Servant the Chevalier
Foftrbin,

Sir JoL Get you gone you Rogue,' you have a (harp Nofe, and are a

nimble Fellow, 1 have no more to fay to you, ftand afide, and be ready

when 1 call, here he comes, hill, hem, hem, hem.
/

Enter Sir Davy.

SirZ>^. Hah! what art thou? approach thou like the rugged Bank-

ftde Eear^, the Eafi-cheap-BHll^ or Monlter (hewn in Fair, take any (hape

but that, and I’ll confront thee.

SlvJoL Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend.

Sir Da, Thou can’ll not be my Friend, for I defy thee. Sir Jolly
!

Neighbour / hah! is it you? are you fure it is you ? are you your fdf?

if you be, give me your hand. Alas a day 1 ha* feen the Devil.

Sir Jol. The Devil, Neighbour

!

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, there’s no help fort, at firll I fancy’d it was a

young white Bears Cub dancing in the lhadow of my Candle, then it

was turn’d to a pair of blew Breeches with wooden legs on, llampt a-

bout the Room as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their Rendezvous
there, when all of a fudden it appear’d like a leathern Serpent, and with

a dreadful clap of Thunder flew out of the Window.
Sir Jol. Thunder ! Why I heard no Thunder.

Sir Da. That may be too, what were you afleep ?

Sir Jol. Afleep quotha, no, no, nofleeping this Night for me I allure

you.

Sir Da. Well what is the bed news then ? How does the Man ?

Sir Jol. E’en as he did before he was born, noticing at all, hds
Dead.

Sir Da. Dead ! what quite dead

!

Sir Jol. As good as dead, if not quite dead, ’twas a horrid Murder,
and then theterrour of Confcience, Neighbour.

Sir Da. And truly I havea very terrifi'd one. Friend, though I never

found I had any Confcience at all till now. Pray v/hereabout was Ins'

death’s wound i

Sir JoL Jufl: here, juft under his left Pap, a dreadful gafh.

Sir Da. So very wide ^

Sir Jol. Oh,as w’ide as my Hat, you might have feen his Lungs, Li ver^

and Heart, as perfcdly, as if you had been in his Belly.

Sir Da. Is there noway to have him privately Buried, and conceal

this Murder? mull I needs be bang’d by the neck like a Dog, Neighbour?
do 1 look as if I would be hangM ?

Sir
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Sitjol Truly, Sir Davy^ I imifl deal faithfully with you, you do
look a little faipicioufly at pfefent

5
but have you feen the Devil,

fay you ?

Sir Da. Ay furely, it was the Pevil, nothing elfe^ould have fright-

ed me fo.
‘

.

°

Sirjol. Blefs us, and guard us all the Angels, what’s that ?

Sir Da. Potefiati fewpterna cujas benevo- 1 Kneels holding ap his hands^

lentiafervantar gentes-i C^cujas mifericordia.^ and maturing as if he pray‘dd,

Sirjol. Neighbour, where are you. Friend, Sir Davy ?

Sir Da. Ah, what ever you do, be fure to ftand clpfe to me, where,
where is it ?

Sir Jol. Juft, juft there, in the ftiape of a Coach and fix Horfes againft

the wall.

Sir Da. Deliver us all, he won’t carry me away in that Coach and
fix, will he ?

^

Sir Jol. Do you fee it ?

Sir Da. See it! plain, plain, dear friend advife me what I fhall do ?

Sir Jolly
.y
SirJolly.y do you hear nothing ? Sir Jolly Hah ! has he left me

alone.' Vermin.

Vermin. Sir.

Sir Da. Am I alive ? doft thou know me again ? Am I thy Quondam
'Mafter, Sir Davy Dunce ?

Verm. I hope I (hall never forget you, Sir.

Sir Da. Didft thou fee nothing ?

Verm. Yes, Sir, methought the Houfe was all o’ fire as it were.

Sir Da. Did’ft thou not fee how the Devils grin’d and gnaftit their

teeth at me, Vermin^

Verm. Alafs,^Sir, I was afraid one of’em would have bit ofFmy Nofe,

as he vanifht out of the door.

Sir Da. Lead me away, I’ll go to my Wife, I’lfdie by my own dear

Wife; run away to the Temple and call Councellor my Lawyer, I’ll

make over my Eftate prefently, I flian’t live till Noon; I’ll give all I have

to my Wife, Hah Vermin 1

Verm. Truly, Sir, file’s a very good Lady.

Ser Da. Ah much, much too good for me, thou canft not

imagine what Ihe has done for me Man, file would break her heart if 1

fiionld give any thing away from her, file loves me/o dearly. Yet if I do

die, thou fhalt have all my old Shoes.

Verm. I hope to fee you live many a fair day yet though.

Sir Da. Ah, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me to my poor Wife.
{^Exeunt.

• Seem draws and difeovers Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady
in her Chamber,

^%ady D. What think you now of a cold wet March over the

Mountains, your nientir’d, your Baggage not come up, but at night a

dirty
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dirty watry Plain to Encamp upon, and nothing to flielter you, but an

old Leager Cloak as tatter’d as your Colours ? is not this.much better

now than lying wet and getting the Sciattica ?

- BeaH7, The hopes of this made all Fatigue eafie to me, the thoughts

of Clarinda have a\ thoufarid times refrefht me in my folitude, when e’re

I Marcht, I fancy’d Hill it was to my Clarinda ! when I fought, I ima-

gin’d it was for my Clarinda but when I came home, and found Clarinda

loft! —how could you chink of wafting but a night in the rank

furfeiting arms of this foni feeding Monfter
^ this rotten trunck of a

Man, that lays claim to you.

Lady D. The perfwafion of Friends, and the Authority of Parents!

Beaiig, And had you no more Grace, than to be rul’d by a Father and

Mother ?

' Lady D. When you were gone, that fliould have given me better

Counfel, how could 1 help myfeif?

Beaag, Methinks then you might have found out fome cleanlier fhifc

to have thrown away your felf upon, than naufeous old-age, and un-

wholfome deformity.

Lady D. What upon fome overgrown full fed Country Fool, with a

Horfe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine Eftate, one that (hould

have been drain’d and Squeez’d, and joked up and down the Town in

Hacknies with Cheats and Hectors, and fo fent home at three o’ Clock

every Morning like a lolling Booby, {linking, with a belly full of ftumm’d

Wine:i and nothing in’s Pockets.
^

Beaag, You might have made a tradable Beaft offuch a one, he would

have been young enough for Training

Lady D. Is youth then fo gentle, if age be ftubborn? Young men
like Springs wrought by a fubtle work-man, eafily ply to what their

wifhes prefs ’em, but the defire once gone that kept ’em down, they foon

ftart freight again, and no hgn’s left which way they bent before.

Sir Jolly the door jeepng.

Sir Jolly, So, fo, who fays I fee any thing now ? I fee nothing, not I,

I don’t fee, I don’t fee, I don’t look, not fo much as look, not 1.

Q Enters.

Enter Sir Davy.

Sir Da. I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife, let me go to ray

Wife, I’ll live and die with my Wife, let the Devil do his worft
^
Ah,

my Wife, my Wife, my Wife!
Lady D. Alas, alas, we are ruin’d, ihift for your felf, counterfeit

the dead Corps once more, or any thing.

Sir Da. Hah ! whofoe’re thou art, thou can’fl not eat me, fpeak to

me', who has done this! thou can’ll not fay I did it.'

Sir Jol, Did it, did what here’s no body fays vou did any thing that

i
'

I
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I know-jNeighbonr, what’s the matter with you ? what ails you ^ whi-
ther do you go ^ whither do you run f I tell yon here’s no body fays

a word to you.

Sir Da, Did you not fee the Ghoft juft now ?
'

Sir JoL Ghoft ! prithee now, here’s no Ghoft, whicher would you
go? I tell you, you fliall not ftir one foot farther Man, the Dedl
take me if pu do ^ Ghoft, prithee here’s no Ghoft at all, a little flefh

and blood indeed there is, ibme old, fbnie young, fome alive, fome
dead, and fo forth, but Giioft! Pifn, here’s no Ghoft.

Sir Da, But, Sir, If I lay 1 did fee a Ghoft, 1 did fee a Ghoft, and
you go to that,why fare I know a Ghoft when 1 fee one: Ah my Dear,
if thouhad’ft but feen the Devil half fo often as 1 have feen him.

Lady D, Alas, Sir Davy,^ if you ever lov’d me, come not, oh come
not near me, I have refolv’d to wafte the lliort Remainder ofmy Lifein

Penitence, and tafte of Joys no more.

Sir Da, Alas my poor Child, but do you think then there was no
Xjhoft indeed ?

Sir JoL Ghoft ! Alas a day, what Ihould a Ghoft do here ^

Sir Da. And is the Man dead 1

Sir Jot, Dead, Ay, ay, ftark dead, he’s ftiff by this time.

Lady D, Here you may fee -the horrid ghaftly Speftacie, the fad

efteds of my too rigid Vertue, and your too fierce Refentment
Sir Jol. Do you fee there ?

Sir Da. Ay, ay, I do fee, would I had never feen him, would he had
lain with my VVifein every Houfe between Charing-Crofs and Aid-Gate,^

fo this had never happen’d.

Sir Jol. In Troth, and would he bad, but we are all mortal Neigh-
bour, all mortal, to day we are here, to morrow gone, like the fhadow
that vanifheth^ like the grafs that withereth, or like the Flower that fa-

deth, or indeed like any thing, or rather like nothing : but we are all

mortal.

Sir Da. Heigh !

Lady D. Down, down that trap door, it goes into a bathing-Room,
for the reft, leave into my Condud.

Sir Jol, ’Tis very unfortunate that you fliould run your feif into

this preraunire. Sir David,

Sir Da, Indeed, and fo it is.

Sir Jol. For a Gentleman, a man in Authority, a perfon in years,

one that ufed to go to Church with his Neighbours.

Sir Da, Every Sunday, truly Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Pay Scot and Lot to the Parifh.

Sir Da, Six pounds a year to the very Poor, without abatement or de-

dudion*, ’tis very hard, iffo good a Common-Wealths-man Ihould

be brought to ride in a Cart at laft, and be bang’d in a Sunlhiny morn-
.

iiig, to make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holy- day I’il e’en

run away.

Sir Jol. Run away ! why then your eftate will be forfeited, you’llofe

your Eftate man. Sir
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Sir Da. Truly, you fay right. Friend, and a Man had better be half
hang’d thanlofe his Eftate, you know.

Sir Jo/. Hang’d.' no, no, 1 think there’s no great fear of Hanging
neither ,

what, the Fellow was but a fort ofan unaccountable Fellow, as

I heard you fay.

Sir Da. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Souldierly fort of a Vaga-
bond, he had little or nothing but his fins to live upon : If 1 could have
fead but Patience, he would have been hang’d within thefe two Months,
and all this mifchief fav’d.*

Beaugard Rifes nf like a Ghofi at a Trap-door^ jafi before

Sir Davy.

Sir Da. Ah Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil.

\lFalls pipon his Face.

Sir Jo/. Sir Davy^Sk Davy^ what ails you What’s the mat-
ter with you ?

Sir Da. Let me alone, let me lie Hill, I will not look up to fee an
Angel, O h h h.

Lady D, My Dear, why do you do thefe cruel things to affright me ?

pray rife and fpeak to me. '

Sir Da. I dare not llir, I faw the Ghoft again juft now.
LadyD. Ghoft again! what Ghoft where ?

Sir Da. Why, there, there.

Sir Jo/. Here has been no Ghoft.

Sir Da. Why did you fee nothing then ?

Lady D. See nothing ! no, nothing but one another.

Sir Da. Then I am enchanted, or my end near at hand, Neighbour,
for Heav’ns fake Neighbour advife me what I fhall do to be at

reft.

Sirjol. Do! why what think you if the Body were removed?
Sir Da. Remov’d ! I’d give a hundred pound the Body were out o’

my Houfe
^
may be then the Devil wou’d not be fo impudent.

Strjol. I have difcover’d a door place in the Wall betwixt my La-

dies Chamber and one that belongs to me, if you think fit,, we’ll beat it

down, and remove this troublefome lump of Earth to my Houfe.
Sir Da. But will ye be fo kind ?

Sir Jol, If you think it may by any means be ferviceable to

you.

Sir Da. Truly if the Body were remov’d, and difpos’d of private-

ly, that no more might be heard of the matter 1 hope he’ll be as

good as his word.
Sirjol. Fear nothing. I’ll warrant you, but in troth, I had utterly

forgot one thinf, utterly forgot it.

Sir Da. What’s that?
Sirjol. Why it will be abfolutdy neceflary that my Lady ftaid with

me at my Houfe for one day *, till things were better felled.

I 2 Sir
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Sir Da. Ah, Sir Jolly ! whatever you think fit !• any thing of mine that

you have a mind to
;
pray take her, pray take her, youlhail be very wel-

come ; hear you, my deareft, there is* but one way for us to,get rid of
this untoward bufinefs, and Sir Jolly has found it out, therefore by all

means go along with him, and be rul’d by him, and whatever Sir JoHy
would have thee do, e’en do it, fo heaven profper ye, good b’w’y,good

b’w’y, till I fee you again.
^ ^

Sli'Jol. This is certainly, the civilell: Cuckold in City, Town, or

Country.

Bean, Is he gone I [,Steps oat,

LadyD, Yes, and has left poor me here.

Bean, In troth, Madam, ’ds ba^baroufly done of him, to commit a

horrid murder on the Body of an innocent poor Fellow, and then leave

you to item the danger of it.

Sir Jol. Odd an I were as thee Sweet-heart, I’d be reveng’d on him for

it, fol would: Go get you together, ftealoutofthe houfe as foftly as

you can, i’ll meet ye in the prefently, go, befureye fteal out of
the Houfe, and don’t let Sir Davy fee you.

The Scene Jhats^ and Sir Jolly comesforwards,

Enter Blood y-bones.

Bloody- bones.

Blood. I am here. Sir.

Sir Jol. Go you and Foarbine to my Houfe prefently, bid Monfieur
Foarbin remember that all things be ordered according to my dired;ions,

tell my Maids too 1 am coming home in a trice, bid ’em get the great

Chamber, and the Banquet I fpoke for Ready prefently, and d’ye hear,

carry the Minftrels with ye too, for I’m refolv’d to rejoyce this mornings
let me fee Sir Davy,

Enter Sir Davy.

Sir Da. Ay Neighbour, ’tis I ; is the bufinefs done ? I cannot be fatis^.

fi’d till I am fure, have you remov’d the body, is it gone ?

Sir Jol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey’d it out of the Houfe juft now;
well Sir Davy a good morning to you : I wife you your health with all

my Heart Sir Davy^ the firft thing you do though, I’d have you fay your
prayers by all means if you can.

Sir Da. If I canpofifibly, I will.''

Sir Jol. Well, God b’w’y Sir Jolly.

Sir Da. God b’w’y heartily, good Neighbour—>-- Virmine^

Vermine,

Filter
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Enter Vermin.

Ferm. Did your Honour call ?

Sir Da, Go run, run prefently over the Square, and call the Conftable
prefently, tell him here’s Murder committed, and that I mufl fpeak
with him inftantly I’ll e’en carry him to my Neighbours, that he
may find the dead body there, and folet my Neighbour be very fairly

bang’d in my ftead, hah ! a very good jell as 1 hope to live, ha, ha, ha ^

hey, what’s that ?

WatchmnatlKlmo^^ 4 a Clock and a dark cloudy morning, good raor-

the door, J row my Mailers all, good morrow.

Enter Conftable, W Watch.

' Confi, How’s this! a door open, come in Gentlemen, ah, 5/V

Davy^^QWX Honours humble fervant ! 1 and my Watch ^oingmy morn,
ing Rounds, and finding your door open, made bold to enter to fee

there were no danger, your Worlhip will excufe our care, a good mor-
ning to you, Sir.

Sir Da, Oh Mr. Conftable, I’m glad you’re here, I fent my man juft

now to call you, I have fad news to tell you, Mr. Conftable.

Conft, I am forry for that. Sir, fad news

!

Str Da, Oh ay, fad news, very fad news truly •* here has been murder
committed

Confi, Murder
j

ifthat’5 all, we are your humble fervants. Sir, we’JI

bid you good morrow, murder’s nothing at this time o’ night inCovem-
Carden,

SirDav, Oh but this is a horrid bloody murder, done under my nofe,

I cannot but take notice of it
^ though I am forry to tell you the Au-

thors of it, very forry truly.

Confi, Was it committed here near hand ?

Sir Da, Oh at the very next door, a fad murder indeed ; after they

had done they carried the Body privately into my Neighbour Jollies

Houfehere, I am forry to tell it you Mr. Conftable, fori am affraid

it will lo(jik but fcurvily on his fide \
though I am a Juftice o’ Peace

Gentleman, and am bound by tny Oath to take notice of it, I can’t

help it.

i. Watch, tv Six Jolty,

Con^, He threatned me t’other day, for carrying a little dirty drag,

gle-tail’d Whore to Bridewell, and faid Ihe was his Coufiii, Sir ; if your

Worlhip thinks fit, we’ll go fearch his houfe.

Sir Da, Oh by all means, Gentlemep, it muft be fo, Juftice mnft have

its courfe, the Kings liege Subjects tnuft not be deftroy’d. Fermin,^

carry Mr. Conftable and his Dragons into the Cellar, and make ’em

drink, I’ll but ftep into my Scudy,v put on my face of Authority, and

call upon ye inftantly*
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jill Watchmtn, We thank your honour.

Sane changes to Sir Jollies, ^ Banquet,

Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce.
'

Sir Jot. So, are ye come ? I am glad on’t, odd y’are welcome, very

welcome, odd ye are, here’s a fmall Banquet, but I hope ’twill pleafe

you, lit ye down, lit ye down, both together, nay, both together : A
Pox o’ him that parts ye, I fay.

Bcaag. Sir Jolly.^ this might be an Entertainment for j4nthony and
Clcopatray were they living.

Sir Jolly. Pilh.' A Pox of j^nthony and Cleopatra^ they are dead and
rotten long ago, come, come, time’s but Ihort, time’s but Ihort, and
mult be made the bell ufe of

^
for

.
loathes a flower thatfoon does fade.,

And Life is but a Span,

‘ Man was for the Woman made.

And Woman made for Man,

Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisk, and be brisk,

rejoice and make a noile, and odd, 1 am pleas’d, mightily pleas’d,

odd I am.
Lady D, Really, Sir Jolly^, you are more a Philofopher than I thought

you were.
' * *

Sir Jol, Philofopher, Madam I Yes, Madam, I have read Books in

my time *, odd Ariftotle^ in fome things, had very pretty Notions, he
was an underllanding Fellow. Why don’t ye eat, odd an’ ye don’t eat,

—

here Child, here’s fomc Ringoes, help,help your Neighbour a little,odd

they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial.

Eeaug, Sir Jolly, your Health.

Sir Jol, With all my heart, old Boy.

Lady D. Dear Sir Jolly what are thefe ? I never tailed of thefe be-
fore.

Sir Jol, That! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you
^

odd ’tis the
root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather ’em ‘every my felf,

odd they’l make an old Fellow oflixty-five cut a Caper like a Dancing-
Mailer; give me fome Wine : Madam, here’s a health, here’s a
health Madam, here’s a health to honell Six Davy faith and troth, ha,

ha, ha. {_Dance,

Enter Bloody-bones.

Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir.' What will you do? yonder?s the Conllable and
all his Watch at the Door, and threatens demplifhment, if not admitted
prefently.

^

Sir
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Sir JoL Oddsfo! odds lb! the Conftable and his Watch-' what’s

to be done now? get ye both into the Alcove there, get ye gone
quickly, quickiV, no roife? no noife, d’ye hear the Gonftable and his

Watch ! A Pox on the Gonftable and his Watch, what the Devil have

the Conftabie and his Watch to do here?

Enter Conftabie, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene flats.

Sir Jolly comes forward,

Confl, This way, this way, Gentlemen, ftay one of ye at the door,

and let no body pafs, do you hear ? Sir Jolly,^ your fervant.

Sir^o/, Wiiat this outrage, this difturbance committed upon my
Houfe and Family, Sir, Sir, Sir ! W^hat do you mean by thefe doings

fweet Sir ? hoh !

Confi. Sir having received information that the Body of a murder’d
Man is conceard in your Houfe, I am come, according to my duty,

to makefearch and difcover the truth,- ftand to my afliftance.

Gentlemen.
Sir JqI, a murder'd man. Sir !

Sir Da, Yes a murder’d Man Sir, Sir Sir Jolly I am forry to
fee a perfon of your Charader and Figure in the Parilh concern’d in

Murder, I fay.

Sir Jol,' Here’s a Dog ! here’s a Rogue for you, here’s a Villain, here’s

a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother, I never knew a. Cuckold in my life,

that was not a falfe Rogue in his heart, there are no honeft Fellows

living but Whore-mafters; heark you Sir, what a Pox do you mean.^

you had beft play the Fool and fpoil all, you. had, what’s all this

for I
•

- Sir Da, When your worfhip’s come to be bang’d you’l find the

meaning on’c. Sir. I fay once more, fearch the Houfe.

Confl, It (hall be done. Sir, come-a-long Friends.

{^Exit Conftabie and Watch.
Sir Jol, Search my Houfe, oh Lord, fearch my Houfe, what will be-

come of me? I fliall lofe my Reputation with Man and Woman, and

no body will ever truft me again : Oh Lord, fearch my Houfe, all will

be difcover’d do what I can
j

I’ll fing a Song like a dying Swan, and

try to give ’‘em- warning.

Go from the Window^ my Love,^ tny Love.^ my Love,^,

Go from the Window my Dear,^

The Wind and the Ram
Has brought “^em back again.^

And thou canfl have no Lodging here.

Oh Lord, fearch my Houfe

!

Sir Da, Break down that door, I’D have that Door broke open,

break down that door, I fay. ' {^Knocking withm.

Sir
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Sir Jot Very well done, break down my doors ! breakdown my
walls. Gentlemen / plunder my Houfe-' ravilh my Maids ' Ah curfl: be

Guckolds, Cuckolds, Conftables and Cuckolds.

Scene draws and di/covers Beaugard and Lady Dunce.

Bean£, Stand ofF, by heav’n the firfl: that comes here comes upon his

death.
• Sir Da. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to fee you are alive again

with all my heart
j
Gentlemen, here’s no harm done Gentlemen, here’s

no body murder’d Gentlemen, the Man’s alive again Gentlemen, but

‘here’s my Wife Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with her Gentle-'
~ men and Mr. Conftable, I hope you’ll bear me witnefs Mr. Con-

ftable.

Sir Jot That he’s a Cuckold, Mr. Conftable. ' {^Jfide.

Beang. Heark ye, ye Curs, keep off from fnapping at my heels, or

I fnall fo feague ye. .

Sir Jot Get ye gone ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye night Toads of the

Parifh Dungeon, ,difturb my Houfe at thefe unfeafonable hours, get

ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or I’ll brain ye. Dogs, Rogues, Vil-

lains. . - [_Exennt Conftable and Watch.
Eeaiig. And next for you Sir Coxcomb, you fee I am not Murder’d,

though you paid well for the performance
\ what think you of bribing

my own Man to Butcher me.

Enter Fourbin and Bloody' bones.

Look ye Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occadon, and here’s another

drelles a man’s heart with Oyl and Pepper, better than any Cook in

Chriftendome.
Fonrb, Will your Worlhip pleafe to have one for your BreakfaR this

morning ?

Sir Da. With all my heart. Sweet-heart, any thing in the World, faith

and troth, ha, ha, ha, this is the pureft fport, ha ha ha.
*

Enter Vermin.

Verm. Oh, Sir, the moft unhappy and mofl: unfortunate news ! There
has been a Gentleman in Madam Sylvia?s Chamber all this night, who
juft as you went out of doors, carry’d her away, and whither they are

gone, no' body knows.
> Sir Da. With all my heart, I am glad on’t Child, I would not

care if he had carry’d away my Houfe and all, Man *, unhappy news
quotha

!
poor Fool, he does not know I am a Cuckold, and that any

' body may make bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha ; 1 am fb

pleas’d, ha, ha, ha. I think I was never fo pleas’d in all my life before,

ha, ha, ha.

Beany

^
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.Beaitg, Nay, Sir, I have a hank upon you, there are Laws for Cut-

throats, Sir, and as you tender your future credit, take this wrong’d

Lady home, and ufe her handfomly, ufe her like my Miftrifs, Sir, do yon

mark me, that when we think fit to meet again, I hear no complaint of

you, this muft be done Friend.

Sir Jol. In troth, and it is but reafonable, very reafonable in troth.

Lady D, Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfortune ?

Madam, in one word, I am thy LadyOiips moft humble

Servant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dunce Kt. Living in Covent-Gardsn^h^^

ha, ha, well this is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha.

Enter Sylvia follomd by Courtine.

Sylv, Sir Jolly^ ah Sir >//y, proted me or I’m ruin’d.

Sir.*yo/. My little Minikin, is it thyfqueek.^

Beaug^ My dear Courtine^ welcome.

Sir Jol, Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee

Child? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee ?

Sylv, Oh, Sir, he has moft inhumanely feduc’d me out of my Uncle’s

Houfe, and threatens to marry me.

Court, Nay, Sir, and fhe having no more grace before her eyes nei-

• ther, has e’en taken me at my word.

Sir JoL In troth, and that’s very uncivilly done ; I don’t like thefe Mar-

riagesvl’l- have no Marriages in my Houfe, and there’s an end on’t. •

.SV ; 1 d
;
you intend to marry my Niece, Friend ?

Ci ^ : r r
,
and never ask your confent neither.

Sir / .

‘ t oth, and that’s very v?eO faid, I am glad on’t with all my
heart, Man becaide Ihe iias five Lhoofand pound to her Portion, and my
Eftate’s bound to pay it well, this is the happieft da^*-, ha, ha, ha.

Here take thy Bride
^

like Man and Wife agree

And mayfiefrove as true-^——as mine to me, Ha, haj ha.

Beaug. Courtine I wifh thee Joy, thou art come opportunely to be a

Witneft of a perfeft Reconcilement between me and that worthy Knight

Sir Davy Dunce^ which to preferve inviolate, you muft, Sir,befcre we part

enter into fuch Covenants for performance as I fhall think fit.

Sir Da. No more to be faid, it fhall be done Sweet-heart, but don’t

be too hard upon me, ufe me gently as thou did’ft my Wife, gently,

ha, ha, ha^ a very good Jeft, Tfaith, ha, ha, ha, or if he fhould be

cruel CO me Gentlemen, and take this advantage over a poor Cornuto, to

lay me in a Prifon, or throw me in a Dungeon, at leaft.

I hope amongfi all yoH^ Sirs^ I (han'^t fail

Tofind one Brother-Cuckold outfor Bail.

K PROLOGUE



PROLOGUE, by the Lord
Falkland.

F
Orfaken Da?nes rvith kfs concern refleEi

On their ‘inconftant H^ero^s cold negletls^

Than we (pro^'cfCd by this Vngratefsd )
Bear the hard Fate of oar abando'rPd Stage

^

With grief we fee you ravijht from our Arms^

And Curfe the Feeble Vmitt of our Charms :
•

Curfe your falfe hearts^ for none fofalfe as they^

And curfe the Eyes that Jlole thofe hearts away.

Remember Faithlefs Friends there was a time,^

(^Bm oh the fad remembrance of our Frime ! )
When to our Arms with eager joys ye fleWj

And we believ'dyour treaclFrous Hearts as true

As e^re was Nimph of ours to one ofyou :

But a more pow’^rful * Saint enjoys ye now •

Fraught with fveet Jins and abfolutions too :

To her are allyour pious Vows adrefi^

She‘*s both your Loves and your ReligiorPs Tefi^

The fairefl Prelate of her time and befi.

We own her more deferving far then we^

Ajufl excufe for your inconflancy,

Tet ''twas unkindly done to leave us fo

:

Firft to betray with Love,^ and then undoi

A horrid Crime y''are all addicted to.

Too foon^ alaSj your Appetites are cloy'^d
^

'

And Phillis rules no more^ when once enjoy’'

d

:

But all rafh Oaths of Love and confiancy^

With the toojhort forgotten Pleafures dye^

Whilft jhe,^ poor Souf robb'^d of her dearefi eafe^

'Still drudges on^ with vain defire to pleafe *

And reftlefs follows you from place to placey

For Tributes due to her Autumnal Face :

Defertedthus b\ uch ungrateful men,^

How can we ho^ you'l e're return agen f

Here's no new Charm to tempt ye as before^

Wit now's our only Treafure left in ftore,^

,
And that's a Coyn willpafs with you no more :

Ton who fuch dreadful Bullies would appear

(True Bullyes I quiet when there's danger near)

Shew your great Souls in damning Poets here.

*Pope Joan.

Epilogue.
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With the difcharge ofPajjions much opprejl,

DiJlurFd in Brain
^
'andpenfive in his Breafl^

Full ofthofe thoughts ivhich 'make tJd unhappy fady

And ly Imigination halfgrown mad
y

The Toet led abroad hi > Mourning MufCy

And let her range
y
to fie whatfport jhe d chufe.

Straight like a Bird got loofiy and on the Wingy

Fleas d with herfreedoMy fie began to Singf.

Each Note was Ecchod all the Vale alongy

And this was what fie utter d in her Song.
.

Wretchy write no morefor an uncertain famCy

Nor call thy Mufiy ithen thou art dully to Blame :

Confider with thyfelfhow tVart unfit

To make that Monfler ofMankindy a Wit

:

A Wit’s a Toady who fwell’d with filly pridcy

Full of himfelfy fcorns all the World hefitde •

Civil wouldfeemy though he good manners lacks

y

Smiles on all faces
y

rails behind, all hacks :

If e’regood naturdy nought to Ridicule

y

Good natureynelts a Wit into a Fool:

plac’d highy likefome Jack-Pudding in a Hally

At Chrifimas Revels he makes fpotgt for all.

So much in little praifes Ve delightSy

But when he’s angry draws his Pen and Writes :

A Wit to no man will his dues allow

y

Wits will notpart with'a good word that’s due :

So who ere Ventures on the Ragged Coafi
' Offtarving PoetSy certainly is lofty

They rail like Porters at the PennyHoft.

At a new Author’s Play fee one hut fity
‘ Making his fnarlingfrowardface of Wity

The Merit he alloweSy andpraife he grantSy
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants.

0 PoetSy have a care of one anothery

There’s hardly one amongfiye true to t’other: '
,



EPILOGUE.
Like TrIncaloV and StephanoV flay

The lewdefi tricks^ each other to hetray.

Like Foes detraSl^ yet flatteringfrienddike /mHcy

And all is one another to beguile

Of Praife^ the Monfter ofyour Barren Ifle,

Enjoy the Proflituteyefo admire^

Enjoy her to the full ofyour defirCy

Whilfi this poor Scrihler wifhes to retire^

Where he may nere repeat his Follies more

But Curfe the Fate thatwracPt him on your Shore,

Now yoUy who this day as his Juelges fit^

Afteryave heard what he hasfaid of Wit

^

Oughtforjour own flakes not to he flevere^

But (hew flo much to think be meant none here.

FINIS.
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