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Remarks.

KING LEAR.

THE Tempé’st and King Lear seem to be the opposed and extreme
Jinks of the chain which connects imagination with reality ; in the
iirst are the creatures of the wildest and most unbounded fancy ; in
the latter is a faithful picture of the human miud in its ordinary
habits, The action of the play, cdloured as it is by the manners
of a barbarous period, tends to blind us to this truth ; we feel that
neither kings nor danghters could be so situated in the present state
of society ; yet, still their passions and feelings are those of our
own day ; the race of unjust fathers and ungrateful children is not
yet extinct.

This tragedy alone is a sufficient proof that Shakspeare was not
the rude uncultivated genius which it has been the fashion to sup-
pose him ; it would be difficult in the whole circle of the drama,
ancient or modern, French or Grecian, to pomnt out a single play of
so much dramatic skill ; great as is Shakspeare’s merit in the deli-
neation of individual character, it is nat in that he has deserved
the greatest praise ; it is in the mutual action and re-action of the
characters on each other; in the whole numerous groupe there is
not a single figure, whether it stand in hight or in shadow, which
does not tend to heighten the cffect of the principal character. The
assumed idiotism of Edgar, the satire of the fool,* the cerelty of
Regan and Goneril, and even the folly of Oswald, are made essen-
tial to this point ; there is no moral description in the whole play,
the language and actions of the several charactgrs are sufticient to
their illustration. It is this that the modern dramatist never can
nccomplish,‘ and which the best of the French writers never have
endeavoured to accomplish ; character is profusely described but
it is never called into action: in witnessing a modern English
play or a French one of any period, we seem to be called upon to
gaze at a lifeless picture, while the author acts the part of a cieg-

* Now'wholly omitted in Representation.
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rone.~—¢¢ This is the most noble and most terrible Apostate ;** ¢¢ ’}bpi
ie the Lady Evadne,” &c. &c. &c. In thisindictment, )
is not stated, that the said Apostates and K ..ay~ ;tong %o
the moon or the evening star, for certainl, ” do\Hv(:penain
to earth, C

Much has been said against the horrible catastropRe of this play,
and the dictum of Dr. Johnson has been held forth zainst all who
were rash enough to prefer Shakspeare to Nahum Tate. Johnson has
Ieft it on record that nothing but his duty of editor could induce
him to re-peruse the play; but it is not easy to conceive what
the Doctor’s nerves have to do ,with the point in dispute ; the me-
rits of the question must be tried on other grounds than that of
indjvidual feeling., Is not the restoration of Lear to felicity, after
so much suffering, an anti-climax? Is not death the only thing
that could be super-added without untuning the mind of the
spectator, wrought up to the highest pitch of sensation? Butas
authority weighs more than argument with the many, let us en-
quire what were the opinions of Addisen and Schlegel, men as ho-
nourably distinguished in‘ the annals of literature as Dr. Johnson.

¢¢ Aristotle considers the tragedies that were written in either of
these kinds (with happy or unbappy catastrophes,) and observes,
that those which ended unhappily had always pleased the people,
and carried away the prize in the public disputes of the stage, from
those that ended happily. Terror and commiseration leave a
pleasing anguish in the mind, and fix the audience in such a seri-
ous composure of thought, as is much more lasting and delightful
than any little transient starts of joy and satisfaction. The hest
plays ot this kind are the Orphan, Penice Preserved, Alexander
the Great, The.dosius, Ail for Love, Edipus, Oroonoko, Othello,
&c. King Lear is an admirable tragedy of the same kind, as
Shakspeare wrote it; but as it is reformed according to the chime-
rical notion nf poetical J:uttice, in my Lumble opinion it aas lost half
its beauty.”’ SPECTATOR, No. 40.

The German Critic is 10 less decided in its opinion :—

¢¢ Man hat ihren Tod zu herbe gefunden, und das Stiick wird in
England mit der Verinderung aufgefibrt, das Sie siegreich und
glicklich bleibt. Ich gestehe es, ich begreifa nicht, welche Vor-
stellungén von der Kunst und dem dramatischen Zusammenhangs,
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L dir{enigen haben, welche glauben, man kénne einen Tranerspiele
mBacis f¢lieben einen doppelten Ausgang anpassen; einen trauriger
' fiir haﬂ.ber“‘*"%haner, und einen frolichen fiir weichgeschaffene
Setish. SN n‘..i’e“"‘“ ?«r so vieles iiberstanden, kann er nur am
Schmerz ube; Cord?..!ms Tod auf eine tragische Art sterben, und
goll er gleichf-lls ger?‘.tet werden und noch eine glickliche zeit
erleben, so verliert das Ganze seine Bedeutung.
¢¢ Zwolfte Vorlesung,”
» ¢ Her death (Cordelia’s death) has been fourtd too dreadful, and
in England the piece is represented with a change, in whiéh she
remains victorious and happy. I confess I do not understand what
ideas of dramatic art and combination they have, who fancy that
one can at pleasure fit a double catastrophe to a picce—a melan-
choly one for, hard-hearted spectators, and a happy one for tender-
hearted souls. After Lear has gone thirough so much, he can only,
in a tragic style, die of grief upon Cordelia’s death, and the whole
loses its meaning if he is saved and lives bappily,” Twelfth Lecture,
The poetry of this piece is of the highest order ; it combines the -
excellencies of Euripides and the sublimity of Eschylus; it is even
superior to them, by as much as reality is superior to description.
The Greek poet describes his storm; Shakspeare brings it actually
before our eyes ; of course we do not allude to the mechanical imi-
tation of the tempest, but to the poetical contrivance of either: all
this however will be made more plain by bringing together the two
storm.s, and leaving the reader to form his own judgment.
¢ Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage! blow!
You cataracts, and hurricanoes; spout
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown’d the cocks !=— -,
You sulphurous and thought-exccuting fires,
‘Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts,
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking tfittier,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’the world!
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at onee,
That make ingrateful man,
¢ Rumble thy belly full! Spit, fire ! spout, rain!
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters;
1 tax not you, ye elements, with uukindness ;
. I never gave you kingdoms, call'd you children ;
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You owe me no subscription, why then let fall
Your borrible pleasure !

" 66 Lt the great gods,
That keep this dreadful potber o'er our head%}:f '
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, -
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, «
Unwhipp'd of justice: Hide thee, thou bloody hand §
Thou pegjur’d, and thou simalar man of virtue
That art incestuous: Caitiff, to pieces shake,
That 8nder covert and convenient seeming
Hast practis’d on man’s life !—Close pent-up guilts,
Rive your concealing continents, and cry
These dreadful summoners grace,
"¢ Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are,
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides,
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you
From seasons such as these? O, I have ta’en
Too little care of this ! Take physick, pomp ;
Expose thyself to fcel what wretches feel
That thou may’st shake the superflux to them,
And show the heavens more just.”
Kol pmy Bpyw xovxers pulo™
Xbwy ocerarvrai®
Bouyiee 8w Tapapux Tl
Bpovrii, ENixes & exAapmsa
Srepomys damupos, cpojudos Be noviy
Einoosoi oripra 8avepay
JTlvsupara mavrwy, ei5 e Az
Xvogiv avrirysy amodeixvupevo
Subitvapairos Salnp movro.
Toid’ em-dpos pimy Asolev
Tevysoa gofov, orsiye Gavepis.
£ pnpo¢ spis oefag, @ wavTWY
Aibnp xowov aog sihicow,
Eoroopiis w'wg exdird maoyw.

Libave preferred the common reading to Schaeffer’s Emendation,
Ko pny epyov xaxers pulog.
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’Not in words, but in reality, the earth begins toshake ; the
daoarsegnar of the thunder echoes, the blazing volumes of lighf-
‘ning flash, oW rTawhirlwinds scatter the dust ; all the winds leap
ank iifsi tn LY 't};ainst each other; the air is confounded with
the sea; so d,readf;:‘. a torment does Jove direct against me! O, di-
vinity of my mother! K O, air, rolling the common light, you see
what and how unjustly I suffer,”

" Meopnfevs Asoparys
AD FINEM.

The praise of sublimity can not be denied to this deseription,
which must, of course, lose considerably by a prose translation ;
but yet how much is it out of place; Prometheus, who is in fear
and agony, gives this elaborate description. To pursue the argu-
ment farthew by extending the extracts would little suit our pre-
seribed limits ; but let the reader seek for himself ; the more he
compares the drama of other writers with that of Shukspeare, the
more reason he will find to join in our opinion. The little space
that is yet left to us we wish to allot to a copious extract from Ho-
lingshead, not so much to gratify curiosity as bechuse it will serve
to shew the consummate skill of the poet,

Leir the sonne of Baldud was admitted ruler ouer the Britaines,
in the yeare of the world 3105, at what time foas reigned in Tuda.
This Leir was a prince of right noble demcanor, gouerning bis land
and subiccts in great wealth. e made the towne of Caerleir now
called Leicester, which standeth vpon thie riuer of Sofe. 1t is writ-
ten that he Lad by his wife three daughters without other issue, whose
names were Gonorilla, Regan, and Cordeilla, which dunighiters he
greatly loued, but cspecially Cordeilla the yoongest fe%nbouc the
two elder. \When this Leir, therefore, was come te t yeres, and
began to waxe vnwcldie through age.dig thap :AZmderstaml the
affections of his danghters towards him, and preferre Lir whome he
bhest louedy to the successibn ouer the kingdome. Whervpou he first
asked Gonaiilla the cldest, how well she loued him : who calling
hir gods to record, protcst:‘d that she loued ¢ him more than hir
" owne life, which by right and reason-should he most déere vnto hir.
With which andwer the father being well pleased, turned to the se-
cond, and demanded of hir how well she loued him : who answered
{confirming hir saiengs with great othes) that she.loued him more
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than toong eould expresse, and farre ahoue all other creatures ohtbe__
world."

They called he his yoongest daughter Cordej % him, and
asked of hir vghat account she made of him, Wyhame, “lie ruade
this apswer as follaweth: ¢ Knowing the grezi loue and fatherlie
zeale that you haue alwaies borne towards me (for the which I maie
not answere you otherwise than I thinke, and as my conscience
lcadeth mé) [ protest vato you, that I haue loued you euer, and will
continuallie (while I liue) loue you as my natarall father. Ana:”
you would more vnderstand of the Ioue that I beare you, as-ertaine
your selfe, that so much as you haue, s0 much you are woorth, and

*s0 much I loue you, and no more. 'The father heing nothing coutent

with this answer, married his two eldest Jduuglters, the one vnto
Henninus the duke of (ornewall, and the other vnto Maglanus the
duke of Albania, betwixt whome he willed and ordeined that his
land should he dinided after his death, and the one half thereof im-
mediatlie should be assigned to themn in hand : but for the third
daughter Cordeilla he reserued nothing **

Neuertheless it fortuned that one of the princes of Gallia (which is
now called France) whose name was Aganippus, hcaring of the
beautic, womanhood, and good conditigns of the said C ordeilla, de-
sired to hane her in mairiage, and sent oner to hir father, requiring
that he might haue bir to wife . to whome answer was made, that
he might haue hitz daughter, but as for anie dower be could haue
none, for all was promised and assured to hir other sisters alreadie.
Aganippus notwithstanding this answer of deniall 1o 1eceiue anie
gx:}: by way of dower with Cordeilla, tooke hirto wife, only moned

to (I iaie) for respect of hir person and amiable vertues. This
Aganippus \as_one of the tuelue kings that ruled Gallih in those
daies, as in thbBritish Listoric it is recorded.  But to proceed.

After that Lein®t%s i mto age, the two dukes that had mar-
ried his two eldert dauéhtors, thinking it long yer the goucrnment of
the land did come to their hands, arose against him in armour, and
veft fiom him the goucrnance of the sland, vpon couditions to be
continued for terme of life : by the which e was put to his portion,
that is, to liug after a rate assigned to him for the maintenance of
hie estate,which in proce.se of time was diminished as well by Mag-
" nus as by Henpinus,  But the greatest giicfe that Leir tooke, was
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to sdg the vnkidnesse of his daughters, which seemed to thinke that
“all was .t.oo much which their father had, the same being neuner so
little : in bu mm:h_that going from one to the other, he was brought
to that miserie, h,;. ;;earslu. they would allow him one seruant to
wait vpon nim,

In the end, such was the vakindnesse, or {as I muie saie) the
vnnaturalnesse which he found in his two daughters, notwithstanding
their faire and pleasant words vttered in time past, that being con-
str-laed of nccessitie, he fled the land, and sailed into Gallia. there
to sccke some comfort of his yongest daughter Cordeilla, whom be-
fore time he hated. The ladie Cordeilla hcaring that he was arriued
in poor estate, she first sent him priuilie a certeine summe of monie
to appavell himselfe withall, and to reteinc a certcinc number of
seruants that might attend vpon him in honourable wise, as.apper-
teined to the ®state which he had borne: and then so accompanied,
she appointed him to come to the court, which he did, and was so
ioifullic, honourablic, and louinglie reccived, both by his sonne in
law Aganippus, and also by his daughter Cordcilla, that his hart was
greatlic comforted: for he was no lesse honoured, than if he bad
beene king of the whole countrie himselfe.

Now when he bad informed his sonne in Jaw and his dnnghu‘r in
what sort he had béenc vsed by bis other daughters, Aganippus
caused a mightie armie to be put in a readinesse, and likewisc a
great nauic of ships to be rigged, to passe ouer into Britaine with
Leir his father in law, to s¢¢ him againe restored to his kingdome.
It was accorded, that Cordeilla should also go with him to take pos-
session of the land, the which he promised to leaue vnto hir, as the
rightfull inheritour after his decesse, notwithstanding apy former
grant made to hir sisters or to their husbands in anic ma? of wise

Herevpon, when this sarmie and nauic of ships wits Feadic, Leir
and his daughter Cordeilla with hir husk. - * . = *H€ sca, and arri-
uing in Britaine, fought with their enemies, and discomfited them in
battel, in the which Maglanus and Henninus were slaine: and then
was Leir restured to his kingdome, which he ruled after this by the
space of two yéeres, and then dicd, fortie yeeres after he first begun
to reigne. His bodie was buricd at Leicester in a vaut vnder the
channell of the riuer of Sore bencath the towne.

Cordeilla the yoongest daughter of Leir was admitted Q. and st~
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preme gouernesse of Britaine, in the yéere of the world 31! 5,51;0
fore the bylding of Rome 51, Vzia then reigning in Tuda, and Icln
boam oucr Israell. This Cordeilla after lur tathews y'{c'ase, nded
the land of Britiine right worthilie during tM of fiys yéeres,
in which mean time lir husband died, and'then abouc the cud of
those fiue yeeres, bir two nephewes Margan and bnne‘d.lg, sonnes to
hir aferesaid sisters, disdamning to be ynder the gouernment of o wo-
man, lewied warre agunst hir, and destioied a great pumt of the land,
and fipallie tooke hir prisoner, and laid her fast i ward, wherey **
shertooke such grefi, heing 4 woman of & manhie cour ige, and de-
spairing to 1econer libertic, there she Jue hersellc, wha 1 sue had
reigned (as bifore mentioned) the tearme of fiue yeeres

Nahum Tate was the son of Dr. Faithful Tate, and was born at
'Dlﬂﬂ'x‘n‘,’in 1652, At the age of sixteen he was admit*ed of the col-
lege there. He succeeded Shadwell as poet laureat, and continfled
in that office unt:l hisdeith, which happened on the 12th of August,
in 1715, 1n the Mint, and was burid 1u S8t George's church  He
was remarkablc for a downe st look, and had seldom much to say
for himself—but a free, good-natured, drinking companion., Hisdra-
matic works pre—s< B-gtus of Alba, 7' 4to, 1678.~~1he Loyal Ge-
neral, 7 4to. 1680 —King Lear, 7. altered irom Shakspeare, 4to.
1631 —R:cbard 11 ; or, the Sieshian Usurper, Hust. Play, 4to, 1681.
Printed under the latter title, 4to. 1691 —The Ingratitude of a Com-
monwealth ; or, the Fall of ( orolanus, 7. 4to. 1682.—Cuckold’s
Haven ; or, An Alderman no Conjuror, F. 4to 1685.—Duke and
No Duke, F, 4to. 1685. Taken from Sir Aston Cokayne’s Trappolin,
—~The Island Princess, Tragie Com. 4to. 1687.—Imured Love, or,
The C ‘tlusband, T 4to. 1707.~Dido and Eneas, Op.



Costume,

KING LEAR.—First dress.—Richly embroidered Saxon tunic of
rich crimson velvet, ditto cap; flesh-coloured arms legs and
sandals.—Second dress.—Black. .

DUKE of BURGUNDY.—Ycllow Saxon tunic, erimson robe and
esr, flesh-coloured arms legs and sandals.

vUKE of CORNWALL.—White tunic, scarlet robe and cap, flesh-
coloured arms legs and saudals,

DUKE of ALBANY —Yellow tunie, crimson robe and cap, flesh-
colpured arins legs and sandals.

DUKE of GLOSTER.—Brown tunic, blue robe and cap, flesh-co-
loured arms legs and sandals.

DUKE of KENT.—Crimsun tunie, brown robe and cap, flesh-
coloured arms legs and sandals,—Second dress.—Drab-coloured
tunic and cap.

EDGAR.—First dress.—White tunic, scarlet robe and cap.—
Second dress.—Grecu tunie, and rohe of coarse white baize.—
Third drevs.—Grey tunic and cap.—~Fourth dress,—~Coat of mail
armour.

EDMUND —Scarlet tunic, green robe and cap,~Sccond dress.—
Armour, with leopard skin robe,

PHYSI1CIAN.—Black tunie, and white robe.

OLD MAN.—Drab-coloured tunic and cap, flesh-coloured arms and

legs.

OSWALD.—White tunic, blue robe and cap, flesh-coloured arms
and legs.

CAPTAI%I of the GUARD.—Scarlet tunic and cap, flesh-coloured
arms and legs .

PAGE to GONERIL.—White tunic, scarlet robe, and white cap,

PAGE to REGAN —Blue tunie, scarlet robe, and blue cap,

GONERIL.—White muslin dress, trimmed with gold, scarlet cloth
robe, trimmed with gold, tiara for the head, ﬂesh—c(@mnd
stockings and red sandals.

REGAN.—White muslin dress, trimmed with silver,.e'\;?,clasped
together with metal clasps in front, purple cloth roby, tiara for
the head, flesh-coloured stockings, and & - * .. 45,

CORDELIA.—Whitc herseymere dress and drapery, trimmed with
scarlet velvet and gold lace, fastened in front with metal clasps,
tiara for tlie head, flesh-coloured stockings and sandals.—Second
dress.—White mushin dress, grey mantle, trimmed, black ditto,
handkerchief for the head—Third dress.—White drapery.

“RANTHE.—Brown cloth dress, clasped together with metal clasps,

.fawn coloured mantle, bound with black,
PATTENDANTS.~-White dress cloth robes, fleski-coloured stock-
mjs, and russet sandals,
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ACT 1.

SCENE 1.——dn dntichamber in King Lear's
Palace.

Enter Epmunp, k..

Edm. Thou, Nature, art my goddess ; to thy law

My services are bound : why am I then

Depriv’d of a son’s right, because 1 came not

In the dull road that custom has prescrib’d ¢

Why bastard? Wherefore base ? when 1 can boast
A mind as gen'rous, and a shape as true

As honest madam’s issue? Why are we

Held base, who in the lusty stealth of Nature}
Take fiercer qualities than what compoun! /
The scanted births of the stale =~arriaomp.d &d?
Well, then, legitimate Edgar, to thy 1ight
Of law 1 will oppose a bastard’s cunning.
Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund
As to legitimate Edgar ; with success

I’ve practis’d yet on both their easy natures.—

Here comes the old man, chaf’d with the information
#Which last 1 forg’d against my brother Edgar :

A tale so plausible, so boldly utter'd,

Ard heighten’d by such lucky accidents,

B



2 KING LEAR.

That now the slightest circumstance confirms him,
And base-born Edmund, spite of law, inherits, *
(L2etires a little, r.11 )

Enter Kent and Grosrer, L.

Glost. Nay, good my lord, your charity

O'ershoots itself, to plead in his behalf;

You are yourself a father, and may feel

The sting of disobedience from a son

First-born and best-belov'd.—O, villain Edgar!
Kent. Be not too rash; all may be forgery,

And time yet clear the duty of your son.
Glost. Plead with the seas, and reason down the

winds,

Yet shalt thou ne’er convince me: 1 have seen

His foul designs through all a father’s foridness.
Edm. Tt works as I could wish; 1'll shew myself.

(Aside, Advancrs.)
Glost. Ha, (Crosses to Ldmund, r.n.) Edmund!
welcome, boy.—O Kent! see here

[nverted nature, Gloster's shame and glory :

This bye-boin, the wild sally of my youth,

Pursues me with all filial offices;

Whilst Edgar, begged of heaven, and born in honour,

Draws plagues upon my head, that urge me still

To curse in age the pleasure of my youth.

Nay, weep not, Edmupd, for thy brother’s crimes.

0] gen’rﬁsh:;oy! thou shar’st but half his blood,

Yet lov'steyond the kindness of a brother :

But I'll rewand thgyigas. Follow me.

My lord, you wait the king, who comes resolv’d

d'o quit the toils of empire, and divide ,

Blis realms amongst his daughters. Heaven succeed it !

@t much I fear the change.

Kent. I grieve to see him

th such wild starts of passion hourly seic’d,

finder majesty beneath itself.

st Alas! ’tis the infirmity of his age:

fas his temver ever been unfixt.




KING LEAR. 3

<hol'rie, and sudden.
(Flourish of Trumpets and Diums, r.u.)
. Hark, they approach. [ Flovrish.— Exeunt, ..

>
Enter CorDELIA, L.H. EpGar, following.

Edg Cordelia, royal fair, turn yet once moe,
And, ept successiul Buigundy receive
The treasure of thy beauties trom the king,
Ere happy Burgundy for ever fold thee,
Cast bach one pitying look on wretched Edgar.
Cord. Alas ! what would the wretched Edgur with
"The more unfortunate Cordelia?
Who, in obedience to a father’s will,
Flies from her Edgar’s arms to Burgundy's.
(A Flourish sounds and continues until the
Scene changes.)
[ Exeunt ; Cordelia, r.H. and Edgar, L.u.

SCENL Il.—A Room of State in the Palare.

(Flourish of Drums and Trumpets, R.11)

Kin  Lrar upon his Throne, Avanv, CoRNWALL,
Bureunpy, Kent, Giostei, Gonkril, REGAN,
Corpwni 1A, Captain of the Guard, three Knights,
two Pages, two Gentlemen with the Map, two
Gentlemen with the Crown, Physician, Herald,
Banners und Guards, Lords, Ladies; &e. &c.
discover ed.

Lear. Attend, my lords of Albany and Cornwall,
With princely Buigundy.
Alb. We do, my hiege.
Lear. Give me the map.—(The Gentlemen who
hold the Map, 1.1, advance a little, und unroll
. it.)—Know, lords, we have divided,
In three our kingdom, having now resolv’d
To,disengage from our long toil of state,
B2
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Conferring all upon your younger years.
-You, Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albany,
Long in our court have made your amorous sojourn,
And now are to be answered.—Tell me, my daughters,
Which of ycu loves us most, that we may blace
Our largest bounty with the largest merit.
Goneril, our eldest born, speak first.
Gon. Sir, 1 do love you more than words ca - utter,
Beyohd what can be valu’d rich or rare ;
Nor liberty, nor sight, health, fame, or beauty;
Are half so dear; my life for you were vile;
As much as child can love the best of fathers.
Lear. Of all these bounds, €’en from this line to this,
With shady forests, and wide skirted meads,
We make thee lady ; to thine and Albany’s issue
Be this perpetual.—What says our second daughter,
Regan, wife to Cornwall ?
fleg. My sister, sir, in part, exprest my love ;
For such as her’s, is mine, though more extended :
Sense has no other joy that I can relish;
I have my all in my dear liege’s love.
Lear. Therefore, to thee and thine hereditary,
Remain 1his ample thiid of our fair kingdom.

(W hilst Cordelia is speaking, Leur, assisted by
Kent, v.u. and Gloster, n.1. descends from
the throne, and comes forward into the centre ;
Kent goes below Burgundy,1.5. and Gloster
remains at Lear’s r.n. a little behind him.)

Cord, Now comes my trial.—How am I distrest,
That must with cold speech tempt the chol’ric king
Rather to legve me dowerless, than condemn me
To Burgundy’s embraces ! (Astde.)

Lear, Speak now, our last, not least in our dear love,—
-So ends my tusk of state,—Cordelia, speak ;
‘What canst thou say to win a richer third,
Bl what thy sisters gained?
Brd. Now must mylove, in words, fall short of their’s,
Jeuch als i:i exceeds in truth.—(Aside.)—Nothing,
nll ora.
Nothing?
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Cord. Nothing.
"* Léar. Nothing can come of nothing ; speak again,
Cord. Unhappy am I that I can’t dissemble :
Sir, as'! ought, I love your majesty,
No more, nor less.
Lear. Take heed, Cordelia;
Thy fortines are at stake ; think better on't,
And ménd thy speech a little.
Cord.-. O my liege !
You gave me being, bred me, dearly loved me,
And-[ return my duty as I ought,
Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands, if they love you all?
Haply whep 1 shall wed, the lord, whose hand
Shall take my plight, will carry half my love ;
For I shall never marry like my sisters,
1o love my father all.
Lear. And goes thy heart with this ?
"Tis said that I am chol’ric. Judge me, gods,
Is there not cause? Now, minion, I perceive
The truth of what has been suggested to us,
Thy fondness for the rebel son of Gloster.—
And oh! take heed, rash girl, lest we comply
With thy fond wishes, which thou wilt too late
Repent ; for know, our nature cannot brook
A child so young, and so ungentle.
Cord. So young, my lord, and true.
Lear. Thy truth then be thy dower:
For, by the sacred Sun, and solemn Night,
I here disclaim all my paternal care,
And from this minute Eold thee as a stranger
Both to my blood and favour.
Kent. Vhis is frenzy.
Consider, good my liege,—
Lear. Peace, Kent'!
Come not between a dragon and his rage.
I lov’d her most, and in her tender trust
Dxsign’d to have bestow’d mine age at ease.
0 be my grave my peace, as here I give
My heart from her, and with it all my wealth !
B3
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(Lear gues to Albany and Cornwall, and be.
the Gentlemen who hold the Crown, r.8." They
advance a little towards the King.)

My lords of Cornwall and of Albany,
1 do invest you jointly with full right
In this {air third, Cordelia’s foifeit dow’r,
Mark me, my lods, observe our last resolve
Our self, attended by an hundred knights,
Will make abode with you in monthly course ;
The name alone of king remain with me,
Yours be the exccution and revenues.
This is our final will; and to confiim 1t,
This coronet part between you.
" Kent. (Kneels.) Royal Lear,
Whom I have ever honour’d as my king,
Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d,
And, as my patron, thought on in my pray’rs,—
Lear.h Away! the bow is bent, make from the
<haft.
Kent. (Rises.) No, let it fall, and drench within
my heart :
Be Kent unmannerly when Lear is mad ;
Tbi youngest daughter
ear On thy life no more.
Kent. What wilt thou do, old man?
Lear. Out of my sight.
Kent. See better first.
Lear. Now, by the gods—
Kent. Now, by the gods, rash king, thou <wear’st
in vain.

(Lear, attempting to druw his sword, is pre-
vented by Alhany, who advances and lays his
hand on the King’s left arm, and by Gloster,
who advances and luys his hand on the King’s
right arm.)

Lear. Ha, tiaitor!

Kent. Do, kill thy physician, Lear ;
Strike thro’ my throat ; yet with my latest breath
'l thunder in thine ear my just complaint,
And tell thee to thy face that thou dost ill.




RiING LEAR. 7

Lear. Hear me, rash man; on thine allegiance
hear me:
* (Lear sheathes his half-drawn sword ; Albany
and Gluster retire to their places.)
Since thou hast suiven to make us break our vow,
And prest between our sentence and our pow'r,
Which nor our nature, nor our place can bear,
We ! anish thee tor ever from our sight
And kingdom : 1f, when three days are expir’d,
Thy 1. ted tiunk be found in our dominions,
That moment is thy death.—Away !
(Lear turns from Kent ; and beckoning Goneril,
Regan, Albany and Cornwall, to him, con-
Sers with them in the centre of the Stage till
Kgent is gone.)
Kent. Why, fare thee well, king; since thou art
resolv’d,
I take thee at thy word ; I will not stay
To see thy fall.  ‘The gods protect thee, maid,
That truly think’st, and hast most justly said. .
Thus to new climates my old truth I bear ;
Friendship lives hence, and banishment is here.
[ Exit, L.H,
Lear. Now, Burgundy, you sec her price is fall'n ;
Yet, if the fondne-s ot your passion still
Affect her as she stands, dow’rless; and lost
In vur estcem, she’s yours ; take her or leave her.
Burg. Pardon me, royal Lear, 1 but demand
'The dow"1 yourselt propos’d, and here 1 take
Cordelia by the hand, duchess ot Burgundy.
Lear. Then leave her, sir ; fo1, by a father’s rage,
I tell you all her wealth,
(Cordelia throws herself at Lear’s feet.)
Away! Away! Away! (Flourish of Trumpets, &c.)
| Exeunt all but Cordelia, L1

Enter Epcar, r.11.U,E.

Edg. Has heav'n then weigh’d the meiit of my love,
Or is it the 1aving of a sickly thought ?
R 1
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Cou’d Burgundy forego so rich a prize,
And leave her to despairing Edgar’s arms?
(Raises Cordelia.,
Have I thy hand, Cordelia? Do I clasp it?
The hand that was this minute to have join’d
My hated rival’s> Du I kneel betore tl)xee, .
And offer at thy feet my panting heart ?
Smile, Princess, and convince me ; for, as yet,
T doubt, and dare not trust my dazzling joy.
Cord. Some comfort yet, that *twas no vicicus blot
That has depriv’d me of a father’s grace ;
But merely want of that that makes me rich
In wanting it ; a smeoth professing tongue.
O sisters! 1 am loth to call your fault
As it deserves; but use our father well, .
And wrong’d Cordelia never shall repine.
Edg. O heav’nly maid' that art thyself thy dow’r,
Richer in virtue than the stars in light,
If Edgar’s humble fortunes may be grac'd
With thy acceptance, at thy feet he lays "em.
w! my Cordelia, dost thou turn away’
hat have I done t’offend thee ?
Cord. Talk'd of love.
Edg. Then I've offended oft ; Cordelia too
Has oft permitted me so to offend.
Cord. When, Edgar, I permitted your addresses,
T was the darling daughter of a King'!
Nor can 1 now forget my royal birth,
And live dependent on my lover’s fortune ;
I cannot to so low a fate submit ;
And therefore study to forget your passion,
Apd trouble me upon this theme no more.
(Crosses to R.R.)
Edg. Thus majesty takes most state in distress.
How are we tost on Fortune’s fickle flood !
The wave that with surprising kindness brought
The dear wreck to my arms, has snatch’d it back,
And left me mourning on the barren shore.
Cord. This baseness of the ignoble Burgundy
Draws just suspicion on the race of men ;
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Ti1s love was int’rest, so may Edgar’s be,

And he but with more compliment dissemble ;
If $o, [ shall oblige him by denying ;

But, if his love be fix’d, such constant flame
As warms my breast, if such I find his passion,
My heart as giateful to his truth shall be,

And cold Cordelia prove as kind as he.
[ Exit, ».1.

Enter Epmunb, hastily, L.n.

Edm. Brother, I've found vou in a lucky minute ;
Fly, and be safe : some villain has incens’d
Our father against your lite.
Edg. Distrest Cordelia !—but oh, more cruel !
Edm, Hear me, sii; your life, your life’s in dinger.
'Wake, "wake, sir.
Edg. Say you brother ?——
No tears, good Edmmund ; if thou bring’st me tidings
To strike me dead, for charity delay not ;
‘T'hat present will befit so kind a hand.
Edm. Your danger, sir, comes on so fast,
That I want time t'inform you ; but retire,
Whilst T take care to turn the pressing stream.
O Gods! for heaven's sake, sir,—
Edg. Pardon me, Edmuund;;
Bat you talk’d of danger,
And wish’d me to retire.—Must all our vows
End thus ¢—Friend, 1 obey you.——O Cordelia !
[Exit, r.H,
Edm. ITa! ha! Fond man! Such credulous honesty
Lessens the glory of my artifice ;
His nature is so far from doing wrongs,
That he suspects none:—(Zakes out a Letter.)—If
this letter speed,
And pass for Edgar’s, as himself would own
The countesfeit, but for the foul contents,
‘Then my designs are perfect.——Here comes Gloster.
(Attempts to hide the Letter.)
Bb5
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Enter GLOSTER, L.il.

Glost. Stay, Edmund, turn; what paper were you
reading ?

Edin. A trifle, <.

Glos¢. What needed thep that terrible dispatch of it
Into your pocket? Come, produce it, «ir.

Edm. A letter from my brother, sir: I had
Just broke the seal, but know not the contents - -

(Gives the Letter to Gloster.)

Yet, fearing they might prove to blame,
Kndeavour’d to conceal it from your sight.

Glost. This is Edgar’s character.

(Reads.)—This policy of fathers is intolerable, that
keeps our fortuncs from us “till age will not suffer
us to enjoy them ; I am weary of the tyranny. Come
to me, that of this I may speak more. 1If our father
wouwld sleep till I wahed him, you should enjoy half
his possessions, and live belov’d of your brother.

Sleep till 1 wak’d him, you should enjoy
Half his possessions!——Ld.rar 10 write this
’Gainst his indulgent father ' Death and hell !
(Crosses to R.1.)
Fly, Edmund, seck him out : wind me into him,(1)
That I way bite the traitor’s heart, and fold
His bleeding entrails on my verngeful arm.
Edm. Perhaps 'twas writ, my lord, to prove my
virtue.
Glost. These late eclipses of the sun and moon
Can bode no less ; love cools, and friendship fails ;
In cities mutiny, in countries discord ;
The bond of nature crack’d *twixt son and father.—
Find out the villain; do it carefully,

And it shall lose thee nothing. [Exit, r.H.
Edm. So, now my project’s tirm; but, to make
sure,

(1) Do me this,
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1’1l throw in one proof more, and that a bold one;
I'll pluce old Gloster where he shall o’er-hear us
Conter of this design; whilst, to lus thinking,
Deluded Edgai shall accuse himself.

Be honesty my int’rest, and T can

Be honést too; and what saint so divine,

That will successful villainy decline ? [Exit, r.H,

SCENE IT1.—The Court before the Duke of
~. Albany’s Palace.

Enter Kunr, disguised, L1,

Kent. Now, bamsh’d Kent, 1f thou can’st pay thy
duity
In this disgl,xise, where thou dost stand condemn’d,
Thy master Lear <hall find thee full of labours
(Retires a little, r.0.)

Enrter King Leaw, attended by his Physician, and,
three Knights, L.a1. '
Leur. In there, and tell our daughter we are here.
[ Ewit 15t Knight, r.H.
Now, what art thou? ( Kent, advances, ».H.)
Kent. A man, sir.
Lear. What dost thou profess, or would’st with us ?
Kent. 1do profess to be no less than I seem, to serve
him tiuly that puts me in trust, to love him that’s ho-f
nest, to converse with him that’s wise and speaks lit-
tle, to fight when I can’t choose, and to eat no fish,
Lear. 1 say, what art thou >
Kent, A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as'
the king.
Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for
a king, thou art poor enough.—Dost thou know me,,
fellow ?
Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your counte-'
nance, which I would fain call master.
Lear. What's that?
* B 6
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Kent. Authority.

Lear. What services can’st thou do ?

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, mar a curious talc
in the telling, deliver a plain message bluntly; that
which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in; and
the best ot me, is diligence.

Lear. How old art thou?

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a womau for ing-
ing ; mor so nld, to dote on her for any thing: 1 have
years on my back forty eight. -

Lear. Thy name?

Kent. Caius.

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me.

(Kent goes to r.B.0f 2d Knight.)

Enter Oswai b, 1.1. singing, and passing King Lear
carelessly.

Now, sir?
Osw. Sir |—Tol de 10l, &c.  [Exzit singing, R H.
Lear What says the fellow ? call the clodpole back.

[Eacunt Kent and 2nd Knight, r.n.

3rd Knight. My lord, 1 know not ; but, methinks,

your highness is entertain’d with slender ceremony.
Lear. Say’st thou so0?

Thou but remembei’st me of mine own conception.

Le-enter 1st KNignr, R.H.

Why came not that slave back when [ cail’d him >
1s¢t Knight. My lord, he answer’d i’th’ surliest man-
ner that he would not.  (Goes to his former place.)
Lear. 1 hope our daughter did not so instruct him,

OswaLD brought in by KeNt and 2nd KNign', r.H.
1st and 2nd Knight go behind, L.1.—2nd Knight
&oes to his former place.—Kent puts Oswald next
the King.

Now, who am I sir?
Osty. My lady’s father.
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Lear. My ladies father! My lord’s knave.
o (Strikes him.)
Osw. I'll not be struck, my lord.
Kent. Nor tript, neither, you rile civet-box.
(7rips up his heels.)
Lear. T thank thee, fellow : thou serv’st me.
Kent, Come, si1, arise, away ; I’ll teach you dif-
ferenc.s | Exit Oswald, crying out, r.H.U.E,
(Kent pursues him with his stayt till he i off the
Stuge, then returns tv the Knights, 1..u.
Gon. (Within, r.u.) By day and night ! thi, is in-
sufferable ; 1 will not bear it.

Enter GoNERII, R.H, attended by Page and two
. Ladies.

Lear. Now, daughter, why that frontlet on?
Speak, does that frown become our presence ?

Gon. Sir, this licentious insolence of your servants
Is most unseemly : hourly they break out
Iu quarrels, bred by their unbounded ric ts;
1 had fair hope, by making this known to you,
To have had a quick redress; but find too late
That you protect and countenance their outrage ;
And therefore, sir, I take this freedom, which
Necessity makes discieet,

Lear. Aie you our daughter ?

Gon. Come, sir, let me intreat you to make use
Of your discretion, and put off betimes
This disposition that of late tiansforms you
From what you rightly are.

LearLcDoics any here know me? Why, this is not

ar!
Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus! Where are his
eyes ?

Who is it that can tell me who | am?
Your name, fair gentle woman ?

Gon. Conle, sir, this admiration’s much o'th’ sa-

vour(1)
(1) Of the complexion,
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Of other your new humours; I beseech you
To understand my purposes aright ;

As you are old, you should be staid and wice :
gerc do you keep an hundred knights and "squires,
en so debauch’d and bold, that tins our palace

Shews like a riotous inn, a tavern, brothel :
Be then advis'd by her, that else will take
That which she begs, to lessen your attendants ; ,
Take halt away, and see that the remainder
e such as may befit your age, and know
Themselves and you.
Lear. Durkness and devils'—
Saddle my horses, call my train together.
Degenerate viper '—P'll not stay with thee ;
I yet have left a daughter——Serpent ! Monster '—
Lessen my train, and call ’em riotous!
All men appiov’d, of choice and raiest parts,
That each particular of duty know.——
How small, Cordeha, was thy tault —() Lear,
Beat atf this gate—(Strokes s head )—that let thy
olly in,
And thy deai judgment out !—Go, go, my people.

Enter ALBANY, L.11.

Ingrateful Duke'—Prepare my horses.— Was this
your will ?
Who stis ! [Exit Knight, 1.8,
Alb., What, sir?
Lear. Death ! fifty of my followers at a clap ?
Alb. The matter, madam * (Lo Gonenrl.)
Gon. Never aflict yourself to know the cause,
But give his dotage way. .
Lear. Blasts upon thee'!
Th’ untented woundings of a father’s curse
Pierce every sense about thee !—Old fond eyes,
gcweep this cause again, I'll pluck ye out,
And amt ye, with the waters that ye lose,
T'o tetper clay.—No, Gorgon ;—thou shalt find
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That I'll resume the shape, which thou dost think
T have cast off for ever,
gtm. Mark ye that?
Alb. 'm ignorant,——
Lcar. 1t may be so, my lord, (Lear throws away
his hat and staff as he falls on his knees.)
Hear, natute, hear;

Dear roddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if

Thou did’st intend to make this creature truitful !

Interber womb convey sterility !

Dry up in her the organs of irciease ;

That from her derogate (1) hodv never spring

A babe to honour her—If she must teem,

Cieate her child of spleen; that it may hive,

And be s thwart disnatui’d (2) torment to her!

Let it stamp wrinkles in her biow of youth ;

With cadent tears fiet channels in her cheehs:

Turn all her mother’s pains, and benefits, (3)

To laughter and contempt; that <he may icel,

How sharpel than a serpent’s tooth 1t is,

To have a thanhkless child! (£Kises) Away, away!
(Kent and the Physician raise the hing and
hear him away. The 1st. kaght takes up
his hat and staff.)

| Fexeunt King Lear and his attendants, 1.1.—
dlhany, Goneril, and their attendants, r.H.

END OF ACI1 I.

ACT Il
SCENE 1.—The Eari of Gloster’s Castle.

Enter EDMUND, 1 .11,

Edm. The duke comes here to night; I'll take ad~
vantage

L]
1) Degraded ; blasted.
2) Wanting natural affection
{3) Good offices.
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Of this arrival to complete my project.~-(Knncks, M.D.)
Brother, a word ; come forth; it s I, you friend'

Enter Evear, m.n, (Comes forward, .0 )

My father watches for you, fly this place;
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid!
Take the advantage ot the night.—Bethink,
Have you not spoke against the Duke of Cornwall.
Something might shew you a favourer ot
Duke Albany’s paity?
Edg. Nothing ; why ask you?
Edm. Because he’s coming here to night in haste,
And Regan with him.
Edg. Let him comeon; I'll stay and clegr myself.
Edm. Your innocence at leisure may be heard,
But Gloster’s storming rage as yetis deat,
And you may perish cre allow’d the hearing. (Gloster
without,1.1) This way, this way,
T hear our father coming—Pardon me:—
In cunning I must diaw my sword upon you :—
Draw : seem to detend yoursclf; (they draw and fight.)
now quit you well.
Yield come before my father; help, ho, here!—
Fly, brother ;—help, here, help '—Farewell, farewell.—
[ Exit Edgar, r.n.
Some blood driwn on me wou’d beget opinion
Of our more fierce encounter 1 have seen
Drunkards do more than this in sport.
(Stahs himself in the arm.)

Enter Gioster and Servants, 1..1. with torches.

Glost. Now, Edmund, where’s the traitor?
Edm. Here stood he 1n the dark, his sharp sword out,
Mumbling of wicked churms,—(Sheathes his sword.)
Glost. But where is he?
Edm. Look, sir, 1 bleed !
(Wraps his arm up in his handkerchief.)
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Glost. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm, Sir, he is fled. When by no means he could—
Glost. By no means, what?
Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship ;
But that L.told him the revenging Gods
’Gainst pairicides did all their thunders bend ;
Spoke with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father ;—usir, in fine,
Sceing how loathly opposite 1 stood
To this unnatural purpose, in tell motion,
With his prepared sword, he charges honie
My uuprovided body, lanc’d mine arm :
But when he saw my best alarum’d spirits,
Bold in the quarrel’s right, rouv’d to the encounter,
Or whether gasted (1) by the noise 1 made,
Full suddenly he fled.
Glost. Let him tly fa1, this kingdom shall not hide
him.
The noble duke my patron comes to night ;
By his authority I will proclaim
Rewards for him that brings him to the stake,
And death for the concealer ;
Then of my lands, loyal and natural boy,
I’ll work the mcans to make thee capable. (2)
| Exeunt, v.1.

SCENE IL.—The Gates of Gloster’s Castle.
Enter Kent,R.H 10 disguise, and Oswai D, L.H.

Osw. Good morrow, friend; belong’st thou to this
house ?

Kent. Ask them will answer thee.

Osw. Where may we set our horses ?

Kent, I’th’mire.

(1) Frighted.
(2) Capable of succeeding to my land, notwithstanding the legal
bar tp thy illegitimacy.
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Osw. | am in haste, pr'y thee, an’thou lov’st me,
: tell me.

Kent. 1 love thee not.

Osw. Why then, | care not for thee.

Kent. An 1 had thee in Lipsbwiy pinfold, (1) I'd
moke thee care for me.

Osw. What dost thou mean? T know thee not.

Kent. But, minion. 1 know thee.

Ostwe. \\ hat dost thou know me for?

Kent. For a base, pioud, begrarly, white hver’d,
glass-gazing, super-serviceable, finical 1ogue ; one that
wou’d be a pimp in way of good service, and art no-
thing but & composition of knave, beggar, coward,
pander,—— .

Osw. What a monstrous fellow art thou, to rail at
one that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee ?

Kent. Impudeut slave! not know me, who but two
days since, tript up thy heels betore the kiug ? Draw,
miscreant, or I'll make the moon shine thiough thee.

(Draws his sword.)

Osw. What mcans the fellow? [ tell thee, I have
nothing to do with thee.

Kent. Draw, you rascal. [know your rogueship’s
office: you come with letters against the king, taking
my young lady Vanity’s part against her royal father
Draw, rascal.

Osw. Murdei, murdel, help.

(Exit, Kent after him, R..5.3 .

Flourish of Trumpets. Enter Dukk of Cornwalg,
ReeaN, Caplain of the Guard, Attendants,
GLosirr and Epmunp, from the Gates, L.H.

Glost. All welcome to your graces, you do me
hounour.

Corn. Gloster, we haverheard with soirow that your
life

(1) Lipsbury Pinfold may be a cant expression importing the
same as Lob’s Pound.—A pmfold 1s a pound.
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Ha, been attempted by vour impious son
But Edmund heie has paid you stiictest duty.
Glust. 1le did bewray (1) his practice, and receiv’d
The hut you see, <triving to apprebend him,
Corn "1s he pursued?
Glost. Heiv, my Loid.
L2eg. Use owr authonty to apprehend
The traitor, and do justice on his head.
For ou, Edmund, thit have signaliz’d
Yom virtue, you from henceforth shall be ours ;
Natmies of such fitm trust we much shall need.
-\ charming youth, and woith iy tarther thought !
(Aside.)
(orn » Lay comfort, roble Gloster, to your breast,
As we toows. This mght be spentin revels.
We choose you, Gloster, to1 our host to-night,
A troublesome expression ot our love.
On, to the spots hefore us! (Noise within, r.11.)—
Who are these?

Enter Oswarn, pursued by Kent. Oswald erying
out for help, runs across the stage to L.m. The
Captawn of Guard draws his sword, v.1. stops
Kent, n.n. and then retires a little to r.u.

Glost. Now, what's the matter?
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; he dies that
strikes.

Whence, and what are ye?

HReg. The messengers fiom our sister, and the king.,

Corn. Your difference * speak.

Osw. P’ ~carce in breath, my lord.

(et No munvel, you have so bestir’d your valour,

Nature disclains the dastard ; a taylor made him.

Corn. Speak vet, how giew your quarrel ?

Osw. Sir, this old ruffian here, whose lite [ spar’d
In pity to his beard,—

Kent, 'Thou Essence bottle !

(2\ Betray. )
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In pity to my beard !—Your leave, my lord,
And ! will tread the musk-cat into mortar.
Corn. Know’st thou our presence ?
Kent. Yes, sir, but anger has a privilege.
Corn. Why art thou angry? )
Kent. That such a slave as thisshould wear a swoid,
Aund have no courage; oflice, and no honesty ;
Not frost and fire hold more antipathy
Than I and such a knave ? .
Glost. Why dost thou call him knave®
Kent.- 1iis countenance likes me not. (1)
Coin. No more, perhaps, does mine, nor his, or hers.
< Kent. Plain dealing is iny trade ; and, to be plain, sir,
I have seen better faces in my time,
Than stand on any shoulders now before me.
Reg. This is some fellow, that having once been
rais’d
For quIt)ltness, since affects a saucy rudeness:
But I have known one of these surly knaves,
That in his plainness harbour’d more design
Than twenty cringing complimeuting minions.
Corn. What'’s the offence you gave him?
Osw. Never any, sir; .
It pleas’d the king, his mastcr, lately
To strike me on a slender misconstruction ;
Whilst, watching his advantage, this old lurcher
Tript me behind, for which the king extoll’d him ;
And, flush’d with the honour of this bold exploit,
Drew on me here again. '
* Corn Bring forth the stocks; (7Zwo guurds exeunt
at the gate.) we’ll teach you.
Kent. Sir, ’'m too old to learn;
Call not the stocks for me; I serve the king.
gn whose employment 1 was sent to you :
ou’ll shew too small respect, and too bold malice
‘Against the person of my réyal master,
tocking his mes«enger.
(Re-enter two guards, they bring forth the Stocks,
and seat, which they place r.H. of the gates.)

(1) Pleases me not,
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Corn. Bring forth the stocks ; as 1 have life and honor,
Thera shall he sit till noon. (Guards seize Kent. )

Iteg. Till noon, my Lqrd! Till night, aud all night

too.

Kent. Why, madam, if [ were your father’s dog,
You would not use me so.

Reg. Sir, being his knave, 1 will.

(Captain signs the Guard, who lead Kent away,
and put him in the Stocks.)

Glost. Let me beseech yowr graces to forbear him;
His fault is much, and the good king, his master,
Will clieck him for’t : but needs must take it ill
To be thus slighted in his messenger.

Gon. We'll answer that ;

Our sister may receive it worse to have
Iler gentleman assaulted. To our business, lead.
(Flourish— Exeunt all but Gloster and Oswald
into the Castle.)
Glot. T am sorry for thee, friend; ’tis the duke’s
pleasure,
Whose disposition will not be controuled.
But I’ll intreat for thee.
Kent, Pray do not, sir,——
1 have watch’d and travell’d hard;
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle :
Farewell t’ye, sir. [Exit Gloster, into the Castle.
(Oswald remains on the stage to indulge a few
vapouring antics with Kent, and then follows
Gloster into the Castle.)
Good King, that must approve the common saw !
‘Thou vut of heaven’s benediction com’st
To the waim sun —All weary and o’erwatch’d,
1 fecl the drowsy guest steal onme; take
Advantage, heavy eyes, of this kind of slumber,
Not to behold this vile and shameful lodging.
(Sleeps.)

« SCENE'lIl.—4 Forest,
Enter EDGAR, L.H. muffled up.
Edg. 1 heard myself proclaim’d,
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"And, by the friendly hollow of 4 tiee,
Escap'd the hunt. No port iy free, no place,
Where guards and most unusual vigilance
Do not attend to take me. How easy now
"Twere to defcat the malice of my trial,
And leave my giiefs on my sword’s reeking point ;
But love detains me from death’s peaceful cell,
Still whispering me, Cordelia’s in distress :
Unkind as she i, I cannot see her wretched,
But must be near to wait upon her fortane.
Who knows but the blest minute yet may come,
When [idgar may do service to Cordelia ?
That chanming hope still ties me to the oar
Of painful lite, and makes me too submit,
To th' humblest shifts to keep that life a-foot.
My face I will besmear, and knit my locks ;
The country gives me proof and precedent
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with 10gring voices,
Strike in their numb’d and mortify’d bare arms
Pins, iron spikes, thorns, sprigs of rosemary :
And thus from sheep-cotes, villages and mills,
Sometimes with pray’ts, sometimes with lunatick

bans, (1) )
Enforce their charity. Poor Tuilygood! poor Tom !(2)
That’s somethmg yet.  Edgar [ am no more.

[Exit, r.H,

I

LCENE IV.—Before the Earl of Gloster's Castle.

Kunr, discovcred, in the stocks.—(Flourish of
Drums and LTrumpets, 1.1.)

Enter KinG Lear, s Knights, and Physician, 1.8,

Lear. "Tis stiange, that they should so depart from
home,

(1) To ban, is to curse.

(2) We should read, Turiupin. In the fousteenth century there
was a new species of gipsies called 7w lupans, a fraterniy of naked
teggars, which ran up and down Europe. .
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And not send back our messenger.

Kext. Hail, noble master!

Lear. How ! mak’st thou this shame thy pastime ?
What's he that has so much mlstook thy place,
To set thee hefe?

Kent It is both he and she, sir; your son and-

%gh ter.

'Kent Yes.
Lear. No, I say.
Kent. | say, yea.
Lear. They durst not do't ;
They could not, would not do’t.—
Resolve me w1th all modest haste, which way
Thou may’st deserve, or they impose this usage.
Kent. My Lord, when at their home
I did commend your Highness® letters to them,
Ere I was ris’n, arrived another post,
Stew’d in his haste, breathless and panting forth
From Goneril, his mistiess, salutations ;
Whose message being ddwer’d they took horbe
Commanding me to follow, and ‘attend
The leisure of their answer ; which Idid:
But meeting here that other messenger,
Whose welcome 1 perceiv’d had poison’d mine,
Being the very fellow that of late
Had shewn such rudeness to your highness, 1,
Haviug more man than wit about me, drew ;
On which he rais’d the house with coward cries :—
This was the trespass, which your son and daughter .
‘Though worth the shame you see it suffer here.
Lear. Oh! this spleen swells upwards 1o my heart,
Aud heaves, for passage !—Down, thou climbing rage,
Thy element’s below. Where is this daughter ?

o

Enter Grosrrer, from the Castle, he advances 1L.H.

Kent. W:thm, sir, at a masque.
Lear. Now, Gloster >—Ha!
(Gloster wlnspers Lear.)
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Deny to speak with me? Th'are sick, th’are weary,
‘They’ve travell’d hard to-night?—Mere fetches, sir;
Bring me a better answer.
‘ Glost. My dear lord,
Yuu know the fiery quality of the duke——
Lear. Vengeance ! death! plague! confusion'
Fiery *—What quality }-—Why, Gloster, Glnster
1I'd speak with the Duke of Cornwall and bis %
Glost. 1 have inform’d them so.
Lear. Inform’d them? dost thou understéind mc,
man?
1 tell thee, Gloster,
- Glost. Ay, my good lord.
Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall; the
dear father ’
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service.
Are they inform’d of this> My breath and blood !
Fiery? The fiery duke —Tecll the hot duke,——
No, but not yet; may be, he is not well ;
Infirmity doth still neglect all office ;
I beg his pardon, and I’ll chide my rashness
That took the indispos’d and sickly fit
For the sound man —But wherefore sits he there ?
Death on my state! This act convices me
éPoimiﬂg to the Stocks )
That this retiredness of the duke and her
Is plain contempt.—Give me my servant forth.—
Gio, tell the duke and’s wife I'd speak with ’em,
Now, instantly. Bid ’em come forth and hea:
me ;
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum,
"Till it cry, Sleep to death.

Enter Cornwaril, Rrcan, Page, twv Soldiers.
Captain of the Guard, and Guards, from the
Castle, 1.1,

Oh ! are you come ?
Corn. Health to the king!
Reg. I am glad to see your highness.
Lesar. Regan, I think you are : 1 know whe* caue,



KING LEAR. 25

J have to think so. Should’st thou not be glad,
I woufd divorce me from thy mother’s tomb,
Sepulch’ring an adultress.— #
(Cornwall signs to Capt. of Guard, Captain to
' the two Guards—they set Kent at libert
- y40ho goes to r.H. of Physician, behind the
S‘Kﬂé’g-)
ea Kegan, thou wilt shake to hear
“What.!I shall utter ;—thou cou’d’st ne’er ha’ thought
it j—
Thy sister’s naught: O Regan! she hath tied
Ingratitude like a keen vulturc, here ;
1 scarce can speak to thee.
Reg. 1 pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope
That you know less to value her desert,
Than she to slack her duty.
Lear. Ha! How’s that?
Reg. 1 cannot think my sister in the least
Would fail in her respects, but if, perchance,
She has restrain’d the riots of your followers,
"Tis on such grounds, and to such wholesome ends,
As clear her from all blame.
Lear. My curses on her!
HReg. O sir! you're old,
And shoa’d content you to be rul’d and led .
By some discretion that discerns your state
Better than you yourself; thercfore, good sir,
Return to our sister, and say you have wrong’d her.
Lear. Ha! ask her forgiveness !
Do you but mark how this becomes the house :(1)
(Kneeling.)
Dear daughter, I confess that I am old :
Age is unnecessary;(2) on my knees I beg,
That you’ll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.
Reg. Good sir, no more of these unsightly passions ;
Return back to our sister.
Lear. Nevery Regan; (Rises.)
.She hath abated me of half my train,

(1) The order of families, duties of relation.,
v (24 age has few wants.  *
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Look’d black upon me, stabb’d me with her tongue:
All the stor’d vengeances of heav’n fall )
On her ingrateful head! Strike her young bones,
Ye taking airs, with lameness !—

Reg. O the blest gods! thus will you wish on me,
When the rash mood- .

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never haft my :urse;
Thy tender nature cannot give thee o’er =~ = ™
To such impiety : thou better know’st
The offices of nature, bond of childhood,
And dues of gratitude ; thou bear’st in mind
The half o’th’ kingdom, which our love conferred
On thee and thine.

Reg. Good sir, to th’ purpose. :

Lear. Who put my man i’th’ stocks ?

(Trumpet sounds, L.1.)
Corn. What trumpet’s that?
Reg. 1 know’t, my sister’s;(1) this confirms her
letters.

Enter OswaLD, 1.H.

Sir, is your lady come ?
Lear. More torture still !

Out, varlet, from my sight ! :
+ (Strikes Oswald : who runs off crying, r.u,v.E.)
Corn. What means your grace?
Lcar}., Who stock’d my servant? Regan, 1 have

ope
Phou didst not know it. (Trumpet sounds.)

Enter GoNERIL, Page, and two Ladies, 1.1,
Who comes here? Oh, heav'ns! ‘
If you do love old men if your sweet sway
Allow obedience ; if yourselves are old,

(3) It seems from this passage, that the approach of great per-
sonages was announced by some d;stinguishing note or tfne an‘l:m-

priately used by their own trumpeters.
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Make it your cause; (Zo Goneril ;) send down, and
* - fake my part! (Crosses to r.n.)
Why, Gorgon, dost thou come to haunt me here?
(7o Goneril.)
#t not asham’d to look upon this beard ?—(Regan
"« y9Aes Goneril by the hand.)
. ur’ .. my eyes, they play me false !—
. - @i : wilt thou take her by the hand?
~Goy, Why not by th’ hand, sir? How have 1
offended?
All’s not offence that indiscretion finds,(1)
And dotage terms so.
Lear. Heart, thou art too tough! .
Reg. 1 pray you, sir, being old, confess you are so.
If, till the cxpiration of your month,
You will return, and sojourn with our sister,
Dismissing half your train, come then to me:
I’m now from home, and out of that provision
That shall be needful for your entertainment.
Lear. Return with her, and fifty knights dis-
miss’d? .
No, rather Il abjure all roofs, and choose
To be companion to the midnight wolf,
My naked head expos’d to th’ merciless air,
Than have my smaMest wants supply’d by her.
Gon. At your choice, sir.
Lear. Now, I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me
mad !
I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell;
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it;
I do not bid the thunder-bearer strike,
Nor tell tales of thee to avenging heaven.
Mend wheg thou canst ; be better at thy leisure ;—
I can be patient, I can stay with Regan,
I, and my hundred knights.
-Reg. Your pardon, sir ;
I looked not foy you yet, nor am provided
For your fit welcome.

® (1) Finds is here used in the same sense as when a jury is said
** find asbill,
c2
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Lear. s this well spoken now?
Reg. Mysister treats you fair. What ! fifty followers
Is it not well?  What should you need of more?
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, reccive attendanc
From those whom <he calls servants, or from miue ?
Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they ¢
slack you, &, surse;
We could control them.—If you come to me,
For now 1 «ec the danger, I intreat you
To biing but five-and-twenty ; to no more
Will 1 give place.
Lear. 1 gave you all!
Reg. And in good time you gave it.
Lear. Hold now, my temper, stand this bolt un.
mov’d,
And 1 am thunder-proot.— (1t begins to rain.)
Gon. Hear me, my lord
What need you five-and-twenty, ten, o1 five,
To follow in 2 house, wheie twice so many
Have a command t'attend you?
Reg. What need one? (Distant thunder.)
Lear. Heav’ns, drop youi patience down !
You sce me here, ye gods, a poor old man,
As full of grief as age, wretched in both !
If it be you that «fir these daughters’ hearts
Against their tather, fool e not so much
To Lear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger !
O, let not women’s weapons, water drops,
Stain my man’s check !—No, you unnatural hags,
®will have such revenges on you both,
That all the world shall—1 will do such things,—
What they are, yet 1 know not; but they shall be
The terrors of the earth—(Crosses fo :.m.)—You
thinh I’ll weep ;
No, I'll not weep :—
1 have full cause of weeping; but this heart
Shall break into a hundred thousand fliws,(1)
(1) A flaw, sigmfying a crack, or other similar imperfectmn'

Our author, with his aceustomed license, uses the word here tor ¢!
small boken particle,
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Qr ere I’ll weep.— (Rain and thunder.)
0, god$, I shall go mad! .

* [Ezeunt, King Lear, Kent, and the Knights,
L.H—Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Gloster, Os-
wald, Captain of the Guard, and Attendants,
y"+7the Castle.

END OF ACT II.

ACT IIL.
SCENE 1.—d Desert Heath.
{ Lamps down.—Rain, thunder, and lightning.)

Enter LEAr and KENT, L.H.S.E.

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks! rage!
blow !
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout
"Till you have drench’d our steeples !
You sulph’rous and thought-executing(1) fires,
Vaunt couriers(2) to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts,
Singe my white head! And thou, all shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world ! ,
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once,(3) -
That make ingrateful man !
Kent. Not all my best intreaties can persuade him
Into some needful shelter, or to ’bide
This poor slight cov’ring on his aged head,
ixposed to this wild war of earth and heav’n.
(Thunder, lightning, and rain.)
Lear. Rdfmble thy fill! fight whirlwind, rain, and
fire !

(1) Doing execution with rapidity equal to thought.
(2) Avant courierg. Fr. This phrase is not unfamiliar to other
riters of Shakspedre’s time. It originally meant the foremost
'outs of an army.
(3) Crack nature’s meuld, and all the seeds of matter, that are
nardgydthin ite—To spill is to destroy.
- cy
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Not fire, wind, rain, or thunder, are my dzughters: ,
I tax not you, ye elements, with unkindness ;*
I never gave you kingdoms, called you children ;
You owe me no obedience.—Then let fall .
Your horrible pleasure !—Here I stand your slave,
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old gty o5+
(Rain, thunder, 3 lurse;
Yet I will call you servile ministers, ma LM
That have with two pernicious daughters join’d
Your high engender’d battle 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. Oh! oh! ’tis foul! (1)
* Kent. Hard by, sir, is a hovel, that will lend
Some shelter from this tempest.
Lear. 1 will forget my nature. What! so kind :
father |— :
Ay, therc’s the point. (Rain, thunder, and lightning.
Kent. Consider, good my liege, things that lovi
night,
Love not such nights as this; these wrathful skies
Gallow (2) the very wanderers of the dark,
And make them keep their caves : such drenching rain
Such sheets of fire, such claps of horrid thunder,
Such groans of roaring winds, have ne’er been known
(Thunder very loud.
Lear. Let the great gods,
That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads,
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,
That hast within thee undiscovered crimes ! —
Hide, hide, thou murd’rer, hide thy bloody hand!—
Thou perjur’d villain, holy hypocrite,
That drink’st the widow’s tears, sigh now, and ask
These dreadful summoners (3) grace ''—I am a man
More sinn’d against, than sinning. (Cresses fo r.nu.)
Kent. Good sir, to th’ hovel.
Lear. My wits begiw to turn.
Come on, my boy ; How dost, my boy? art cold *

(1) Sbameful; dishonourable, )

(2) Gallow, a west couutry word, siguifies to scare or frighten.

(3) Summoners are here the oflicers that summon offendery be;
.1ure a proper tribunal.
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I'm cold myself: shew me this straw, my fellow ;
-The art of our necessity is strange,

And can make vile things precious—My poor krave,
Cold as 1am at heart, I’ve onc place there '
That’s sorry yet for thee.

R {Rrn—Thunder— Lightning — Ezeunt, w.1.)
&1

c SCENE ll.—A Room in Gloster’s Castle.

Enter LpMUND, R.H.

Edm. The storm is iu our louder rev’lings drown’d.
"Thus wou’d 1 reign, could I but mount a throne.
"T'he riots of these proud imperial sisters
Already have impos’d the galling yoke
Of taxes, and hard iinpositions, on
‘The drudging peasant’s neck, who bellows out
His loud complaints in vain.—Trinmphant queens !
With what assurance do they tread the crowd! .
Oh! for a taste of such majestic beauty,

Which none but my hot veins are fit t’engage :
Nor arc my wishes desp’rate ; for ev’n now,
During the banquet, | observ’d their glances
Shot thick at me ; and, as they left the room,
Each cast, by stealth, a kind inviting smile,
The happy earnest—ha !

Enter two Pages, from different entrances, they
deliver him ecach a letter, and Exeunt, R.n.
and L.t.

(Reads.)—MWhere meril is so transparent, not lo
behold it were, blindness, and not to rewurd it, ingra-
titude. GONERIL,

Enough ! blind and ungrateful should I be,
Not to obey the summons of this oracle.
Now for the tecond letter.

(RReads.)—If modesty be not your enemy, doubt

Az find me your friend. Reaan,
c4
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Excellent Sibil! O my glowing blood !

I am already sick with expectation,

And pant for, the possession.—Here Gloster comes,
With business on his brow ; be hush’d, my joys.

Enter GLusTER, 1.4,

Glost. T come to seek thee, Edmund, to M}“'se,f

business of importance. I know thy loyal heai. .
touched tosee the cruelty of these ungrateful dauguvers
against our royal master.

Edm. Most savage and unnatural.

‘Glost. This change in the state sits uneasy. The
commons repine aloud at their female tyrants; already
. they cry out for the re-instalment of their good old
king, whose injuries, [ fear, will inflamé them into
mutiny.

Edm. ’Tis to be hop’d not feared.

Glost. Thou hast it, boy ; ’tis to be hop’d indeed.
On me they cast their eyes, and hourly court me
To lead them on ; and, whilst this head is mine,

I'm theirs. A little covert craft, my boy,-
And then for open action ; ’twill be employment
Worthy such honest daring souls as thine.
Thou, Edmund, art my trusty emissary.
Haste on the spur, at the first break of day,
With these dispatches to the Duke of Cambray.
( Gives him letters.)

You know what morta! feuds have always flam’d

Between thi§ Dake of Cornwall’s family, and his;

Full twenty thousand hardy mountaineers

Th’ inveterate prince will send to our assistance.

Despatch ; commend us to his grace, and prosper.

[Exit, L.8.

Edm. Yes, credulous old man,

1 will commend you to his grace,

His grace the Duke of Cornwall :—instantly,

I’ll shew him these contents in thy own character,

And seal’d with thy own signet; then forthwith

‘Blagighol’ric duke gives sentence on thy life
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And to,my hand thy vast revenues fall,

"To glut my pleasures that 'till now have starv'd.
: (2tetires.)

" Groster retirns,L.u. followed byCorvkLia and ArAN-
rik.poorlyldressed; Kdmund observing al adistance.

Cord. 'T'urn, Gloster, turn; by all the sacred pow’rs
1 da.canjure you, give my gricfs a hearing : (Kueels.)
You must, you shall, nay, | am sare you will ;
For you were always stil’d the just and good?®

Glost. What would’st thou, princess? Rise, and

speak thy griefs.

Cord. Nayy you shall promise to redress ’em to,
Or here I kneel for ever. 1 entreat
Thy succour for a father, abd a king.
An'injur’d father, and an injur’d king.

Edm. O charming sorrow! How her tears adorn

her! (Aside.)
Glost. Consider princess, (Raises her.)
For whom thou begg’st, ’tis for the king that wrong’d
thee.
Cord. O name not that; he did not, could not
wrong me.

Nay, muse not, Gloster ; for it is too likely
The injur’'d king ere this is past your aid,
And gone distracted with his savage wrongs.
Edmn. 'l gaze no more; and yet mgy eyes are
charm’d. («Iside.)
Cord. Or, what if it be worse >—Can there he werse ?
Ab, ’tis too probable, this furious night
Has pierc’d his tender body ; the bleak winds
And cold ragn chill’d, or lightning struck him dead ;
If it be so, your promise is discharg’d,
And I have only one poor boon to beg;
That you convey me to his breathless trunk,
With ‘my torn rebes to wrap his hoary head, |
With my torn hair to bind his hands and feet,
hen with a show’r of tears
Tc wach his clay-smear’d cheeks, and die beside him.
ch
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Glost. Ob, fair Cordelia, thou hast piety
Enough t’atone for both thy sisters’ crimes ;
I have already plotted to restore
My injur’d master, and thy virtue tells me ,
We shall succeed, and suddenly. [Exit, r.1.

Cord. Dispatch, Aranthe ;

For in this disguise, we’ll instantly
Go seek the king, and bring him some relief.
(Crosses to,vsk-)

Ar. How, madam ! are youignorant
That youf'most impious sisters have decreed
Immediate death for any that relieve him ?

Cord. 1 cannot dread the furies in this cause.

‘Ar. In such a night as this! Consider,-madam,

For many miles about there’s scarce a bush
To shelter in. .
Cord. Therefore no shelter for the king,
And more our charity to find him out.
What have not women dar’d for vicious love ?
And we’ll be shining proofs that they can dare
For piety as much. (Thunder.)
Blow winds, and lightnings fall ;
Bold in my virgin innocence I'll fly,
My royal father to relieve or die. '
[Exeunt, Cordelia and Aranthe, 1..11.

Edm. < In this disguise, we’ll instantly
Go seek the king !”——Ha | ha! a lucky change:
That virtuggwhich 1 fear’d would be my hind’rance,
Has prov’gghe bawd to my design.

I'll bribe two ruffians shall at distance follow,

And seize them in some desert place; and there

Whilst one retains her, t’other shall return

T’inform me where she’s lodg’d: I'll ke disguis’'d

too.

Whilst they are poaching for me, I'll to the duke

With these dispatches; then to the field,

Where, like the vig’rous Jove, I will ejoy

This Semele in a storm ; ’twill deaf her cries,

Like drums in battle, lest her groans should pierce

My pitying ear, and make the am’rous fight less Serce.
{Exit, L.1.
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SCENE 111.—dnother part of the Heath.—Rain.—
Thunder.—Lightning.

Enter Kine LEaR and KENT, L.H,

Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good, my lord,
- enter :
The tyranny of this open night’s too rough
For nature to endure. (Storm increases.)
~-£rqr, Let me alone.
Kent. Good, my lord, enter?
Lear. Wilt break my heart ?
Kent.I’d rather break my own.
Lear. Thou think’st ’tis much that this contentious
storm
invades us to the skin; so ’tis to thee;
But where the greater malady is fixt,
'The lesser is scarce felt :(1)—The tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else,
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude !
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand
For lifting food to’t? But I'll punish home !
No, I will weep no more. :
(Rain.—Thunder.—Lightning.)

In such a night
To shut me vut ! Pour on, I will endure
In such a night as this! O Regan, Goneril !
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all
Oh, that way madness lies! let me shun that’
No more of that. (Crosses to r.R.)

Kent. See, my lord, here’s the entrance.

Lear, Well, I'll go in. )
And pass it all ; I’ll pray, and then I’ll sleep.

. (Thunder.)

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are,
‘That ’bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
How shall your houseless heads aud unfed sides
)

(1) But where the greater malady is fiz'd, the lesser is scarce
Jelt, that of two concomitant pdins, the greater obscures or relieves
the less, is an aphorism of Hippocrates. See Disquisitions, Meta-
phy-cal and Literary, by F. Sayers, M.D. 1793, p. 68.

c6
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Sustain this shock ; your 1aggedness defend you
From seasons such as these ? Oh, I have ta’en
Too little care of this. Take physic, pomp ;
Expose thyself to feel what wretches fecl,
That thou may’st cast the superflux to them,
And shew the heav’ns moie just!

Edg. (Inthe Hovel. r.n.v.%. throwing out Straw.)
Five fathom and a half —Poor Tom !

Kent, What it thou that dost grumble there 24}/
straw? Come forth.

Enter EpGARr, disguised, fiom the Hovel, R.B.U.E,
Advances, r.H
Edy. Away! the foul fiend follows me—Through
the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind—Mum, go to
thy bed and warm thee——Ha! what do 1 sce ?
By all my gricfs, the poor old king bare-headed,
And diench’d in this foul storm! Piofessing Syrens,
Are all your jnotestations come to this ? (Aside.)
Lear. Tell e, fellow, didst thou give all to th
two daughters? (Crosses to Edgar.{
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom, whom the
foul tiend has led thiough fire and through flame,(1)
through bushes and bogs; that has laid knives under
his pillow, and halters in his pew; that has made him
proud of heart to ride on a bay tiotting horse over
four-inch’d bridges, to course his own shadow for a
traitor >—Bless thy five wits !(2) Tom’s a-cold. Bless
thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking !(3)—
Do poor Tum some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes.
Sa, sa; there I could bave him now, and there, and
there again. (Strikes with Ms Stagf.)
Lear. What, bave his daughteis brought him to this
pass! Could’st thou save nothing? Didst thou give
them all ? '

{
(1) Alluding to the sgnes fatuas, supposed to be hights kindled
by mischievous beings to lead travelers into destruction,
wi2) So the five senses were called by our old writers.
{8 To lake, 1s to blast, or strihe with malignant influende:
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Kent. He has no daughter, sir. i
Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have subdu’d
nature
'To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.

Edg. Pillicock sat upon pillicock hill ; hallo, hallo,
hallo.

Lear, Is it the fashion that discarded fathers
Should have such little mercy on their flesh ?

~fudicious punishment! ’Twas this flesh begot
Those pelican (1) daughters.

Edg. Take heed of the foul fiend; obey thy pa-
rents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not: commit not
with man’s sworn spouse : set not thy sweet heart on
proud array. (Wind and rain.) Tom’s a cold.

Lear. What hast thou been ?

Edg. A serving-man, proud of heart; that entl’d
my hair; used perfume and washes; that served the
lust of my mistress’s heart, and did the act of darkness
with her ; swore as many oaths as 1 spoke words ; and
broke them all in the sweet face of heaven: Let not
the paint, nor the patch, nor the rustling of silks, be-
tray thy poor heart to woman; keep thy foot out of
brothels, thy hand out of plackets,(2) thy pen from
creditor’s books, and defy the foul fiend. (#ind.)
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind.—
Ha, no nonny, dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa; let
him trot by.

Lear. Death! thou wert better in thy grave, than
thus to answer with thy uncovered body this extremity
of the sky. Yet consider him well, and man’s no
more than this ; thou art indebted to the worm for no
silk, to the beast for no hide, to the cat for no per-
fume.~e—Ha! here’s two of us are sophisticated :
thou art the thing itself; unaccommodated man is
no more than such a poor, bare, forked, animal as
thou art.

Off, off, ye vpin disguises, empty lendings,
I'll be my original self ; quick, quick, uncase me.

(1) The young pelican is fabled to suck the mother’s blood,

<2 A placket is a stomacher.
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Kent. Defend his wits, good heaven!

Lear. One point I had forgot; what is your nime ?

Edg: Poor Tom, that eats the swimming frog, the
wall-newt and the water-newt; that in the fury of
his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats'cow-dung
for sallads, swallows the ol iat and the ditch-dog;
that drinks the green mantle of the standing pooi;
that’s whipt from tything to tything ; (1) that has
three suits to his back, six shirts to his body ;

Horse to ride, and weapon to wear;

But rats and mice, and such small deer,

Have been Tom’s food for seven long year.
Beware my follower ; peace, Smolkin, (2) peace, thou
foul fiend ! .

Lear. One word more, but be sure true counsel;
tell me, is a madman a gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Kent. 1 fear’d ’twould come to this; his wits are
gone. (dside.)

Edg. Frateretto (3) calls me, and tells me, Nero (4)
is an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent,
and beware the foul fiend.

Lear. Right, ha! hal—was it not pleasant to have
athousand with red-hot spits come hissing iniupon them?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much,
They mar my counterfeiting. (Aside.)

Lear. The little dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, and
Sweetheart, see, they bark at me.

Edg. Tom will throw his head at ’em : ’vaunt, ye
eurs! .

Be thy mouth or black, or white, (5)
Tooth that poisons, if it bite: :

(1) A tything is a division of a place, a district ; the same in the

country as a ward in the city. .

(2) The names of the other punie spirits cast out of Trayford,

were these : ** Hilco, Smolkin, Hilliol,” &c. Harsnet, p. 49, Pency.

(3) Frateretto, Fliberdigibet, Hoberdidance, Tocobatto, were
A{our devils of the round or morrice. These four had forty assis-
k Papn:: :ndtr them, as themselves doe confess.”” J'arsmet, p. 49.

(4)3Mr. Uéon observes that Rabelais, B. 11. ¢, xxx. says that Nero

was a fid in hell, and Zrajan an angler. Nerois introduced in
'“:'thep play above eight bundred years before he was born.

(5) To have the roof of the mouth black is in some d
that their breed is zenuine. loge a proof
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Mastiff, grey-hound, mongrel grim,
Hound, or spaniel, brache, (1) orlym, (2)
Bob-tail tike, (3) or trundle-tail ;
Tom will make ’em weep and wail ;
For with throwing thus my head,
~Psgs)eap-the iiich, and all are led.—See, see,
- see. (Throws his straw head dress at them.)
Come, march to wakes, and fairs, and market-towns.
.==— Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. (Crosses to L.1.)

Lear. You, sir, I entertain you for one of my hun-
dred ; only I do not like the fashion of your garments ;
you'll say they’re Persian; but no matter, let 'em e
changed.

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet ; he begins
at curfew, and walks till the first cock ;(4) he gives the
web, and the pin; knits the elflock; squints the eye,
and makes the hair-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and
hurts the poor creatures of the carth.

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold ;

He met the night-niare, and her nine fold,
>Twas there he did appoint her;

He bid her alight, and her troth plight,
And, aroint (5) the witch, aroint her.

Enter G1uSTER, and two Servants with Torches, L.,

Glost. What, has your grace no better company ?

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman; Modo
he is call’d, and Mahu. (6)

Glost. Go (7o Lear.) with me, sir; hard by I havea
tenant. My duty cannot suffer me to obey in all your

-

(1) Brache, properly speaking is the female of the Racke, but is
generally applied to bitches of every description. #ide.—New Way
to Pay ®ld Debts, A. 1. S. 1.

(2) A lym, or lyme, was a blood-hound.

(3) A Tijk, is a Runick word for a little, or worthless dog.

(4 It is an old tradition that spirits were relieved fromgthe con-
finemert in which they were held during the day; at the time
of curfew, thf is, at the close of day, and were permitted to wan~
der at large till the first coch crowing.

* «(5) Avownt, or avoid, begone.

6), Mahe was the chief devil that had possession of Sarah Wil-
lianls} bt another of the possessed, named Richard Mainy, was
molested x a still more considerable fiend, called Modu, Harsnet's

e i
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daughters hard commands; though their injunctions
be fo bar my doors, and let this tyrannous night take
hold upon you, yet I have ventur’d to come scek you
out, and bring-you where both fire and food are ready.
Kent. Good, my lord, take this offer.  ~
Lear. First, let me taik witi vnsghilessplior |

' . (Lear and Edgar sit on the ground.)
Say, Stagyrite, (1) what is the cause of thunder?
Glost. Beseech you, sir, go with me. -

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Theban.
What is veur study ¢

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.

Lear. Let me ask you a word in private.

(Whispers Edgar.)

Kent. His wits are quite unsettled ; good sir, let’s
force him hence. . (7o Gloster.)

Glost. Can’st blame him? His daughters seek his

death, (70 Kent.)
This bedlam but disturbs him the more: fellow, be gone.
(Edgar rises.)

Edg. Child (2) Rowland to the dark tower came,
His word was still fie, foh, and fum, (Crosses to R.H.)
Ismell the blood of a British man.—O, torture ! (Aside.)

[Ezit rRH.U.E. inlo the hovel.
Glost. Now, I pry’thee, friend, let’s take him in our
arms;
There is a litter ready ; lay him in’t,
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet
Both welcome and protection.
Good sir, along with us.

Lear. You say right; let ’em anatomize Regan, see
what breeds about her heart. Is there any cause in
nature for these hard hearts? .

, ﬁf‘ 1 beseech your grace,—(Zhey raise him.)

* Lsar. Hist '—make no noise, make no noise ;—
Jraw the curtains; closer, eloser ;—so, so, so,—we’ll
go to supper i’the morning,—so, so, so.

(1) Aristotle so called from Stagira, a town in Macedonia, whes~'

1e was born.
(2). The word child is often applied to knights,
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King Lear falls asleep, and is carried off by Gloster
[ and ‘Igent, ni. Thunder and lightning .

Enter CORDELIA and ARANTHE, L.H,U.E.

_. Ar_Besvinedaiagicot Youtrere, our search is vain ;
Look, here’s a shed ; beseech you, enter here.

Cord. Pr’ythee, go in thyself, seek thy own ease ;
Where the mind’s free, the body’s delicate;
This tempest but diverts me from the thought
Of what would hurt me more.

Enter Two RUFFIANS, L.H.U.E.

1 Ruff. We’ve dogg’d them far enough ; this place
is private; I’ll keep ’em prisoners here within this
hovel, whilst you return, and bring Lord Edmund
hither: but help me first to house ’em.—Now, dis-
patch. (They seise Cordelia and Aranthe.)

Cord. Help,—murder !—help.—Gods, some kind

thunderbolt
To strike me dead !
Ar. Help! help!—

Enter EpGAR from the hovel, R.H.U.E.

Edg. What cry was that}>—Ha! women seiz’d by
ruffians.
Is this a place and time for villainy ?
Avaunt, ye bloodhounds.
(Drives them off with his quarter-staff, L.1.)
O, speak, what are ve, that appear to be
O’ th’ tegger sex, and yet unguarded wander
Through the dead mazes of this dreadful night,
Where, though at full, the clouded moon scarce darts
[mperfect glimmerings?
Cord. First; say, what art thou?
Qur Guardian Angel, that wert pleas’d to assume
r orrid shape to fright the ravishers?
dg. V7 Ao t{;xee. . (Kneels.)
~“amy tumultuous blood !
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By all my trembling veins, Cordelia’s voice !
"Tis she herself '—My senses, sure, conform
To my wild garb, and I am mad indeed. (Aside.)
Cord. Whate’er thou art, befriend a wretched virgin,
And if thou canst, direct our weary search.  (Astde.)
Edg. Who relieves-goe™Fem - that, sleens on the
nettle, with the hedge-pig for his pillow ?
Whilst Smug ply’d the bellows,
She truck’d with her fellows; _
The freckle-fac’d Mab
Was a blouze and a drab,
Yet Swithin made Obeton jealous.—O, torture !
. (Astde.)
Ar. Alack! madam, a poor wand’ring lunatic.
Cord. And yet his language seem’d but now well-
temper’d.
Speak, friend, to onc more wretched than thyself';
And if thou hast one interval of sense,
Inform us, if thou canst, where we may find
A poor old man, who through this heath hath stray’d
The tedious night—Speak, saw’st thou such a one?
Edg. The king her father, whom she’s come to seek
Through all the terrors of this night: Q gods!
That such amazing piety, such tenderness,
Shou’d yet to me be cruel !———(Aside.)
Yes, fair one, such a one was lately here,
And is convey’d by some that came to seek him
To a neighbouring cottage ; but distinctly where
I know not.
Cord. Blessings on them !
Let’s find him out, Aranthe ; for thou seest
We are in heaven’s Frotection. (Going off, r.n.)
Edg. O Cordelia! ,
Cord. Ha'!— ‘Thou know’st my name.
Edg. As you did once know Edgar’s.
Cord. Edgar! ' )
Edg. 'The poor remains of Edgar, what
_Youpr scorn has left him. '
%ﬂ. Do we wake, Aranthe ? ‘
.. Edg. My father seeks my life, which I jes~ -
.-Jn hope of scme blest minute to oblige
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Distgest Cordelia, and the gods have given it ;
That thought alone prevail’d with me to take
This frantic dress, to make the earth my bed,
With these bare limbs ali change of seasons ’bide,
Noon’s scorching heat, and midnight’s piercing cold,
T £ _aOn Falspauu to drink with herds,
Yo combat with the winds, and be the sport
Of clowns, or, what’s more wretched yet, their pity.
Cord. Was ever tale so full of misery!
Edg. Bat such a fall as this, 1 grant, was due
To my aspiring love ; for ’twas presumptuous,
Though not presumptuously pursued ;
For, well vou know, 1 wore my flame conceal'd,
And silent; as the lamps that burn in tombs ;
Till you perceiv'd my grief, with modest grace
Drew forth the secret, and then seal’d my pardon.
Cord. You had your pardon, nor can challenge
more, .
KEdg. What do T challenge more ?
Such vanity agrees not with these rags :
When in my prosp'rous state, rich Gloster's leir,
You silenc’d my pretences, and enjoin’d me
To trouble you upon that theme no more ;
Then what reception must love’s language find
From these bare limbs, and heggar’s humble weeds ?
Cord. Such as the voice of pardon to a wretch con-
demued s
Such as the shouts
Of succouring forces to a town besieg’d.
Edg. Ah! what new method now of cruelty?
Cord. Come to my arms, thou dearest, best ot men,
And take the kindest vows that e’er were spoke
By a peotesting maid.
Edg. 15t possible ?
Cord. By the dear vital stream that bathes my heart,
These hallow’d rags of thine, and naked virtue,
These abjegt tassels, these fantastic shreds,

eyl © Me are dearer than the richest pomp
%lrpkg monarchs.
idg. U3¢ Generous, charming maid! (Zhey emhrace )
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Cord. Cold and weary,

We’ll rest a while, Aranthe, on that straw,
Then forward to find out the poor old king.

‘(Exit Aranthe into the hovel, rR.H.U.E.
. Edg. Look, | have flint and steel, the implements
Of wand'ring lunatics: I'1i"Sfrike"aighe, -
And make a fire beneath this shed, to dry
Thy sto}:m-drenched garments, ere thou lie to rest

thee ;
Then, fierce and wakeful as th’ Hesperian dragon,
I’ll watch-beside thee to protect thy sleep :
Meanwhile the stars shall dart their kindest beams,
And angels visit my Cordelia’s dreams.
[Exeunt into the hovel, R.H.U.E.

END OF ACT III.

L
ACT 1V.

SCENE l.—dn Adpartment in the Earlof Gloster’s
Castle, .

Enter the Duke of CornnwarL, an open letter in his
hand, RecaN, Epmunp, Epwarn, Servants,
and four Guards, 1.1,

Corn. 1 will have my revenge ere I depart his house.

Regan, see here, a plot upon our state; )
(Gives her a Letter.)

*Tis Gloster’s character, who has betray’d
His double trust, of subject and of host.

Reg. Then double be our vengeance ; this confirms
Th’ intelligence that we but now receiv’d,
That he has been this night to seek the king.
But who, sir, was the kind discoverer?

Cern. Our eagle, quick to spy, and fierce to seize,
Our trusty Edmund.

Heg. *Twas a noble service ;



¥

KING LEAR, 45

0, Cgrnwall, take him to thy deepest trust,

And wear him as a jewel at thy heart.
Edm. Think, sir, how hard a fortune I sustain,

That makes me thus repent of serving you.

Oh, that this treason‘had not been, or I

Not #+ _dsucrerord ot

“+«TCorn. Edmundgthou shalt find

A fatherin our love, and from this minute

We call thee earl of Gloster ; but there yet

Remains another justice to be done,

And that’s to punish tlds discarded traitor ;

But, lest thy tender nature should relent

At his just sufferings, nor brook the sight,

We wish thee to withdraw,
Reg. The grotto, sir, within the lower grove

Has privacy, to suita mourner’s thought. (4side to him.)
Edm. And there I may expect a comforter—

Ha, madam? ) (Aside to her.)
Reg. What may happen, sir, I know not ;

But ’twas a friend’s advice.—(Aside fo him.)

[Exit Edmund, r.H.

Corn. Bring in the traitor.

Enter GLOSTER, brought in by two Servants, L.1.

Bind fast his arms.
Glost. What mean your graces?
You are my guests; pray, do me no foul play.
Corn. Bind him, (Zhey bind him.) I say, hard,
harder yet. ’
Reg. Now, traitor, thou shalt find—— .
Corn, Speak, rebel, where hast thou sent the king?
Whom, spite of our decree, thou saved’st last night.
G(o3t."Y'm tied to th’ stake, and I must stand the

course.(1)
- Reg. Say where, and why, thou hast conceal’d him,
traitor. (Crosses to Gloster.)

Glost. Beckuse I would not see thy cruel hands

TRaout hig poor old eyes, nor thy fierce sister

1)
tdg. U7¢) The running of the dogs vpon me.
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Carve his anointed flesh ; but I shall sce L
The swift wing’d vengeance overtake such children.
Corn. See’t thou shalt never : slaves, perform your
wulk; (T%h: Servants take Gloster out,1.1.)
Out with those treacherous eyes; *dispatch, I say.
Glost. (Within. L. Te tratwill shiz) ¢g live
"ill he be old,
Give me some help. O cruel ! 011, ye gods !
Edw. Hold, hold, my lord, I bar your cruelty;
I cannot love your safety, and give way
To such inhuman practice.
. Corn. Ah, my willain !(1)
Edw. 1 have been your servant from my in-
fancy ; ‘
But better service have I never done you,
Than with this bolduess.
Corn. Take thy death, slave.
(Stabs Edward, and puts up his dagger.)
Edw. Nay, then, revenge, whilst yet my blood is
warm !

(Draws his sword, runs Cornwall through the
body, and is carried off by two Guards, R.R.
Cornwall is supported by Servants.)

Reg. Help here——are you not hurt, my lord ?
Glost. (Within, L11) Edmund, enkindle all the
sparks of nature
To quit this horrid act.
Reg. Out, treacherous villain,
Thou call’st ou hin that hates thee; it was he
That bro#teh’d thy treason, shew’d us thy dispatches;
There—read, and save the Cambrian prince a labour.
et (Throws the letters out to him. L.H.)
Glost. (Within. 1..1.) O my folly!
Thers Edgar was abus’d; kind gods, forgive me

that ! ,
&5. How is’t my lord ? (To Cornwall.)
n. Turn out that eyeless villain, Jet him smell

wer

i

£) Villain 1s here used in its original sense, ¢! one » =+
tude. e
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His way to Cambray ; throw this slave upon a dunghill.
Regan, I bleed apace ; give me your arm.

TExeunt Regan, v.u. Cornwall supported by his
Serva.nts, R.H.

SCENF XL -sine open Country.
Enter Epcag, in disguise, r.H.

Edg. The lowest and most abject thing of fortune
Stands still in hope, and is secure from fear.
‘T'be lamentable change is from the best,
The worst returns to better.—~—Who comes here ?
(Reétires a little up the stage.)

Enter GLOSTER, led by an OLp MAN, L.1.

My father poorly led! depriv’d of sight!
‘The precious stones torn from their bleeding rings !
When will the measure of my woes be full ?
Old M. O my good lord, I have been your tenant,
And your father’s tenant, these fourscore years.
Glost. Away, get thee away; good friend, be gone;
Thy comforts can do me no good at all;
Thee they may hurt.
Old M. You cannot see your way.,
Glost. T have no way, and therefore want no eyes ;
1 stumbled when [ saw: O dear son Edgar !
The food of thy abused father’s wragh,
Might I baut live to see thee in my touch,(1)
I'd say I had eyes again.
Edg. Alas! he’s sensible that I was wrong’d,
And, should I own myself, his tender heart
Would break betwixt the extremes of grief and joy.

—— (Aside.)
Old M. How now? who’s there?

Edg. (ddvancing w.H.of Gloster.) A charity for
poor Tom.—Play fair, and defy the foul fiend.—
O gods ! and mﬁ\st I still pursue this trade,
at

an beneath such loads of misery? *  (Aside.)
. P poor mad Tom.

.
hﬁ(ﬂ.. ina anather scene. 1 zee it feelino in
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Glost. In the late storm I such a fellow saw,
Which made me think a man a worm.
Where is the lunatic?
Old M. Here, my lord, )
Glost. Get thee now away ; if for my sake
Thou wilt o’ertake us hence a Alferer +woy -
I'th’ way to Dover, do’t for ancient love,
And bring some cov’ring for this naked wretch,
Whom I'll jutreat to lead me.
Old M. Alack, my lord, he’s mad.
Glost. 'Tis the times’ plague, when madmen lead
* the blind,
Do as | bid thee.
Old M. I'll bring him the best ’parel that I have,
Come on’t what will. [Exit, L.n.
Glost, Sirrah ! naked fellow !
Edg. Poor Tom’s a~¢old.—I cannot fool it longer.
(Aside.)
And yet 1 must —Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleed ;
Believe’t, poor Tom ev’n weeps his blind to see ’em.
Glost. Know’st thou the way o Dover ?
FEdg. Both stile and gate, horse-way. and foot-
ath.
Poor 'I‘rI))m has been scared out of his good wits. Bless
every true man’s son from the toul fiend !
Glost. Here, take this purse ; that I am wretched
Makes thee the hgppier. Heav'n deal so still !
Thus let the gripthg usurer’s hoard be scatter’d,
So distribution shall undo excess,
And each man have enough. Dost thou know Dover?
Edg. Ay, master.
Glost. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head
Looks dreadfully down on the roaring deep -
Bring me but to the very brink of it,
And T'll repair the poverty thou hear’st
With something rich about me —From that place
I shall no leading need. ¢
Ed;. lGivé‘ me thy arm? poor Tom shall guidr
thee. :
Glost. Soft! for I hear the tread of paw-
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Enter KE&NT, in his own Character, and CorDELIA,
’ L.H.

Cord. Ah me! Your fear’s too true, it was the
Il;t\n' .
Nwipoke but even now with some that met him,
As mad as the vex'd sea, singing aloud ;
Crown’d with rank fumiter,(1) and furrow weeds,
With berries, burdocks, violets, daisies, poppies,
And all the idle flowers that grow
In our sustaining corn : conduct me to him,
To prove my last endeavours to restore him,
And heav’n so prosper thee!

Kent. I will, good lady.

Ha! Gloster here !—Turn, poor dark man, and hear
A friend’s condolement, who, at sight of thine,
Forgets his own distress ; thy old true Kent.

Glost. How! Kent? From whence return’d ?

Kent. 1 have not, since my banishment, been absent,
But in disguise follow’d th’ abandon’d king. -

*Twas me thou saw’st with him in the Jate storm.

Glost. Let me embrace thee ; had I eyes, I now
Should weep for joy; but let this trickling blood
Suffice instead of tears.

Cord. O, misery ! (Sees Gloster.)
To whom shall I complain, or in what language?
Forgive, O wretched man, the piet§ '

That brought thee to this pass; ’twasI that caus’d it;
1 cast me at thy feet, and beg of thee (Kneels.)
To crush these weeping eyes to equal darkness,
If that will give thee any recompense.
Mas ever season so distrest as this ?  (Aside.)
s¢. I think, Cordelia’s voice ; rise, pious princess,
And take a dark man’s blessing. (Cordelia rises.)
(Kent and Gloster confer apart.)
Cord. O, my Edgar!
_My virtue’s ow grown guilty, works the bane
7 hose thal do befriend me ; heaven forsakes me ;

lAnd ?‘z ,:x,’, by the old herbalists written fumittery,.;, .. .
B LN D
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And, when you look that way, it is but just
That you should hate me too.
Edg. O, wave this cutting specch, and spare to
wound
A heart that’s on the racle
Glost. No longer cloud thee, Kent, in that disguiw ,
There’s business for thee, and of noblest weight ;
Our injur’d country is at length in arms,
Urg'd by the king’s inhuman wrongs and mine,
And only wasrt a chief to lead them on;
That task be thine.
Edg. (Aside.) Brave Britons! then there’s life in’t
et.
K‘ent}: Then have we one cast for our fortune still:
Come, princess, I’ll bestow you with the king,
Then on the spur to head these forces.
Farewell, good Gloster ; to our conduct trust.
Glost. And be your cause as prosp’rous, as ’tis just.
[Exeunt ; Kent and Cordelia, r.uu. Edgar and
Gloster, L.H.

SCENE IlI.—Albany’s Palace
Enter GonNgRIL, with a letter, and OswALD, L.H.

Gon. It was great ignorance, Gloster’s eyes being out,
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves
All hearts against us : Edmund, T think, is gone,
In pity to his misery, to despatch him.
. No, madam, he’s return’d nn spcedy summons
Back to your sister.
Goni Ah! 1like not that;
Such speed must have the wings of love. Where’s
Albany?
Osw. Madam, within; but néver man so chang’d;
I told him of the uproar of the peasants,
He smil’d atit; when I inform’d him
Of Gloster’s treason,——

Mle him no further ;
d spirit. Back to our sister.
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Hasten, her musters on, and let her know,

I have given the distaff into my husband’s hands ;
‘T'hat done, with special care deliver these despatches
1o private, tp young Gloster.

Znter CAE1AIN of he Guard, R.H.

Cap. O, madam, most unseasonable news!
The Duke of Cornwall’s dead of his late wound,
Whose loss your sister has in part supply’d,
Making brave Edmund general of her forces.
Gon. One way, I like this well ;
But, being a widow, and my Gloster with her,
"T' may blast the promis’d harvest of ourlove. (Aside.)
A word more, sir; (20 Oswald.) add speed to your
journey;
And if you chance to meet with that blind traitor,
Preferment falls on him that euats him off.
[Exeunt ; Guneril and Capt.r.u. Oswald, 1.8,

SCENE IV.—4nother part of the Country.
Enter GLosTER, and Epcar, as a Peasant, L.E.U.E.

| _lglost. When shall we come to'th’ top of that same
1

Edg. We climb it now ;; mark, how we labour.

Glost. Methinks, the ground is even.

Edg. Horribly steep. Hark, do you hear the sea?

Giost. No, truly.

Edg., Why, then your other senses grow impeifect
By ;om' eées’ anguish.

fost. So may it be indeed.

Methanks, thy voice is alter’d, and thou speak’st
In better phrase and matter, than thou didst.

Edg. Youare much deceiv’d,in nothing am Ialter’d,
But my garments.

Glost. Methinks, you're hetter spoken.
Edg. Confe on, sir; (Crossesto r.H.) herc’s the

B . plada. How fearful
Andqbi‘z" "tis, to cast one’s eyes so low !
2
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The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air,
Shew scarce so big as beetles : half way down
Hangs oné that gathers samphire ;(1) dreadful trade !
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,
Appear like mice; and yon tall anch’ring bark
Seems lessen’d to her cock;(2) her cock, a buoy,
Almost too small for sight; the murm’ring surge
Cannot be heard so high. T’ll look no moie ;
Lest my biain turn, and the disorder make me
Tumble down headlong.
Glost. Set me were you stand.
Edg. You are now within a foot of th’extreme verge:
For all beneath the moon 1 would not now
Leap forward.
Ginst. Let go my hand.
Here is anothetr purse, in it a jewel
Well worth a poor man’s taking. Get thee farther,
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.
Edg. Fare you well, sir—(Retires a lLttle up the
Stage, r.1u.)—That I do trifle thus
With his despair, is with design to cureit,  (Aside.)
Glost. (Kneels.) Thus, mighty gods, this world I
do renounce, '
And in your sight shake my afflictions off;
If I could bear them longer, and not fall
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills,
My snuff and feebler part of nature shou’d
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, oh, bless him!
Now, fellow, fare thee well.—(Prepares to fall, when
Edgar advances and catches 5 2.)
Edg. Hold—who comes here?

Enter Kine LEar, with a Coronet of Flowcrs on his
Head, and Straw in his Hand, L.n v.r

Lear. No, 1o ; they cannot touch me for coining ;
I am the king himself. '

. . O piercing sight !
W ) Samphu e grows 1 great plenty on most of e sea-cliffs
t

try; 1t 1s terrible to see people gather it, "‘unging by

weyeral fathoms from the top of the mmpendine rocks.
m the air.
k’m'o
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Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect. There’s
your press-money, (1) That fellow handles his bow
like a crow keeper;—draw me a clothier’s yard. (2)
A mouse,a mouse! Peace, hoa! There’s mygauntlet;
I’ll prove it on a giant, Bring up the brown bills ;(3)
wail flown, barb; 1'th’ white, i’th’ white——Hewgh!
—Give the word.(4)

Edg. Sweet Majoram.

Lear, Pass. (Edgar crosses to L.1.)

Glost. 1 know that voice.

Lear. Ha, Goneril! With a white beard? They
fiatter’d me like a dog, (5) and told-me I had white hairs
on my chin,(6) before the black ones were there.—
(Crosses to r.H.)—To say ay and no to every thing that
1 said,—Ay, and no too, was no good divinity. %hen
therain came once to wet me,{7) and the winds to make.
me chatter, when the thunder wou’d not peace at my
bidding, there I found ’em, there I smelt them out.
Go to, they are not men of their words ; they told me
I was every thing; ’tis a lie ;

I am not ague-proof. (Crosses to IH)
Glost. That voice I well remember: is’t not the
king? ’

Lear. Ay, every inch a king: when I do stare,
See, how the subject quakes.

(1) It isevident from the whole of this speech, that Lear fancies
himself iu battle. Press-money was paid to soldiers when they’
were retained in the King's service, and it appears from suome an-
cient statutes that it was felony in any soldier to' withdraw himself
from the King’s service after receipt of this money, without special
leave. , On the contrary, he was obliged at all times to hold him-
self in readiness. The term is from the French ¢ prest,” ready.

(2) Perhaps the poet had in his mind a stanza of the old ballad
of CMM.

“ An arrow of a cloth-yard long
¢ Up to the head drew he. * &ec.

(3) 4 bill was a kind of battle axe, affixed to a long staff.
~(4) Lear supposes himself in a garrison, and before he lets Ed-
gar pass, requires,the watch word. '

... {5) They play/d spaniel to me.
;) They tol /me I had the wisdom of age, before I had attained

’ And ia seems to be an allusion to King Cn,nute's bebaviour,
12 ;rtiers fiattered him as lord of the sea.
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J pardon that man’s life.—What was the cause ?

Adultery ?—

Thou shalt not die. Die for adultery? No.—

'The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded fly

Engenders in my sight.—(Crosses to r.n.)—Let copu-
lation thrive;

For Gloster’s bastard son was kinder to his father,

Than were my daughters, got i’th’ lawful bed.

To’t, luxury,(1) pell-mell; for I lack soldiers.

‘There’s money for thee.

Gjost. Let me kiss that hand.

Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortality.

Glost. Speak, sir, do youknow me?

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Nay, do
thy worst, blind Cupid, I'll not love.—Read me this
challenge ; mark but the penning of it.

Glost. Were all the létters suns, I could not see.

Lear. Read, read, read.

Glost. Whit! with this case of eyes?

Lear. O ho! are you there with me? No eyes in

our head, nor no money in your purse? Yzt you see '
iow this world goes. .

Glost. 1 see it feelingly.

Lear. What ! art mad? A man may see how this
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thy ears: sec
Phow yon justice rails on yon simple thief.—Hak, 1n
thine ear; shake ’em together,and the fiist that drops,
be it thief or justice, is a villain.—~Thou hast seen a
farmer’s dog bark at a beggar?

Glost. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the man run from the eur; there thou
might’st behold the great image of authority; a dog’s
obey’d in office. Thou rascal beadle, hold tuy vinedy
hapd! Why dost thou lash that strumpet? Thou
@l lust’st to enjoy her in that kind for which thou

'st her; do, do! the judge that sentenc’d hes
@een before hand with thee.

MR¥0s2. How stiff is my vile sense that pields not yet !
famol tell thee, the usurer hangs the cozengr.—
f#itter’d cloaths small vices do appear ;
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Kobhes and fur-gowns hide all. Plate sin with gald,
And the strong lance of justice huitless breaks:
Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it.—
Why there ’tis for thee, friend ; make much of it ;
1t has the power to seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee
glass eyes, and, like a scurvy politician, seem to see
- the things thou dost not.—Pull, pull off my boots ;
hard, harder; so, so.
Glost. O, matter and impertinency mixt !
Reason in madness !
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortuues, take my eyes,
I know thee well enough, thy name js Gloster.
Thou'must be patient; we came crying hither;
Thou know’st, the first time that we taste the air,
We wail and cry.—I'll preach to thee : mark me.
Edg. Break, lab'ring heart | '
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great stage of fools,

Enter Physican and two Knightg, R.1.U.E.

Phys. O! here he is; lay hand upon him.—sir,
Your dearest daughter sends

Lear. No reccue? What, a prisoner? I am even
the natu.al fool of fortune, Use me well, you shall
have ransom.——Let me have surgeons. Oh! 1am
cut to the brains. :

Phys. You shall have any thing.

Lear. No seconds? All myself
1 will die bravely, like a bridegroom. What !
I will be jovial ; come, come ; 1 am a king,
My masters, know you that?

Phys. You are a royal one, and we obey you.
—=%wew, It were an excellent stratagem to shoe a troop
of horse with felt ;(1) I'll putitin proof.—No noise, no
noise.—Now will we steal upon these sons-in-law, and
,then——Kill, kill, kill, kill

[Ii?nt King Leay, and the Physicians, n.n.

(1) i. e. g¥pth flocks kneaded toa mass, a practise sometinics
usellen former ages 4
D
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Edg. A sight most moving in the meanest wretch,
Past speaking in a king!

Glost. Now, good sir, what are you?

Edg. A most poor man, made tame to fortune’s

strokes,

And pione to pity hy experienc’d sorrows.
Give me your hand.

Glost. You, gentle gods, take my breath from me,
And let not my ill genius tempt me more
To die before you please.

Enter OswaLD, L.H.

Osw. A proclaim’d prize' O most happily met !
That eyeless head of thine was first fram’d flesh
To raise my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy, traitor,
The sword is out that must destroy thee.

(Draws his Sword.)

Glost. Now let thy friendly hand put strength

enough to’t. (Edgar raises his Staff.)

Osw. Wherefore, bold peasant,

Dar’st thou support a publish’d traitor? Hence,
Lest I destroy thee too ; let go his arm.
Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without ’vurther
*casion.

Osw. Let go, slave; or thou diest.

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor
volk pass; and chu’d ha’ bin’ zwagger'd out of my
life, it would not have been zo long as tis by a vort-
night, Nay, an’ thou com’st near th’ old man,
I’st try whether your costard(1) or my ballow be th’
harder,

QOsw. Out, dunghill ! - .

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir: come, no matter
var your foines.(2) (Edgar knocks him down.)

Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me ; oh! untimely death!
(Dies.)

1 know thee well,  serviceable vil\in;
, head.
, is to make what we call a thrust 1 feneing.
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As dutcous to the vices of thy mistress,
As lu’t could wish.

Glost. What? Is he dead?

Edg. This is a letter-carrier, and may have
Some papets of intelligence, that may stand
.Qur party in good stead to know. What’s here ?

° (7Takes a letter out of his pocxet, and reads it.)
To Edmund Earl of Gloster.

(Reads.)—Let our mutual loves be remember’d:
you have many opportunities to cut Albany off. If
he return the Conqueror, then I am still a prisoner,
and his bed my jail; from the loath’d warmth of
which deliver me, and supply the place for your la-

bour. GoNERIL.
A plot upon the duke her husband’s life,
And the exchange my brother |— (dside.)

In time and place convenient I’ll produce
This letter to the sight of th’ injur’d duke,
As best shall serve our purpose.

(A march at a distance, L.u.)
(Come, your hand;

PFar off, methinks I hear the beaten drum;
C‘ome, sir, I will bestow you with a friend.
[Exeunt, L.u.

END OF ACT 1IV.

ACT V.

SCENE L.—A Chamber.— King Lear asleep ona
couch, R.H.

/CoRDELIA, R.H. seated, Puysician, and two KniaHTs
standing by him. ’

Cord. A.ﬂ bless’d secrets;
All.you wtiwublish’d virtues of the earth, )
Sprilig with oy tears—be a;dm and remediate,
D
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In the good man’s distress—

O, you kind heavens,

Cure this great breach in his abused nature,
Th’ unton’d and jariing senses, Oh wind up,
Of this child-changed father.(1)

Phys. We have employ’d the utmost pow’r of art,
And this deep rest will perfect our design.

Cord. O Regan! Goneril! Inhuman sisters !

Had he not been your father, these white hairs
Had challqng’d sure some pity ! Was this a face
To be expdi’d agsinst the jarring winds?

My enemy’s dog, though he had bit me, shou’d
Have stood that night against my fire,

Phys. Beby, good madam,when we do awake him ;
I doubt not of his temperauce. )

Cord, O, my dear father! Restoration, hang
Thy med’cine on my lips; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters
Have in thy rev'rence made. He wakes ;

Speak to him.

Phys, Madsm, do you ; ’tis fittest.

Cord. How does my royal lord? How fares your
majesty?
Lear, %ou do me wrong, to take me out o’th’ grave,

{Loar rises, aud Cordelia supports him down to
the front of the Stage.)
Cord. (On v.n.)—S8peak to me, sir; who am I?
yZ.ear. You are a soul in bliss ; but I am bound
. Upon a wheel of fire, which my own tears
Do scald like moiten lead.
Cord. 8ir, do you know me?
Zeear. You are a spirit, I know; when did you die ?
Cord, Still, still, far wide
Phys. Madam, he’s scarce awake ; he’ll soon grow
more compos’d, P
Where have I been? Where am I? Fair
-light ?
tily abus’d: ¥ should even die with pity
to a child by his years and wrongs; d» p.rllap’l re-

dition by his: children.
, is pothing more than recovery personified,
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To see another thus. I will not swear,
These’are my hands.
Cord. Q, look upon me, sir,
And hold your hand in blessing o'er me. {Lear at-
tempts to kneel.)—Nay,
You must not kneel.
Lzar. Pray, do not mock me;
I am a very foolish, fond, old man,
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly
[ fear I am not in my perfect mind, ;
Cord. Nay, then farewell to patienge! Witness for
|

me,
Ye mighty pow’rs, I ne’er complain’d ’till now !
Lear. Methinks, I shou’d know you, and know this
man;
Yet I am doubtful; for I’m mainly ignerant
What place this is ; and all the tkii f have,
Remembers not these garments; nodyglo I knpw
Where I did sleep last night.—~Prayfde.iot mock me;
For, as I am a man, I think that lady
T'o be my child Cordelia. ,
Cord. O, my dear, dear father !
Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes, faith; pray, do not
wer p.
1 know, I have giv’n thee ¢suse,and am so humbed
With crosses since, that I could ask,
Forgiveness of thee; were it pdssible
That thou couldst grant it ;
If thou hast poison for mey I will drink thy
Bless thee, and die, w(Cresems to L.H.)
Cord, O, pity, sir, ableeding heatt, Wd cease
This killing language,
ﬁ%.’l‘ell me, friends, where am I?
Phys. In yotr-own kingw sir,
/ Lear. Do not abuse me.
Phys. Be comfortell, gosl madam ; for the violiee,
Of his distemper’s past ; we’ll lead him in,
Nor troublegim, ’till he is better settied.
Will it please you, sir, walk intp freer aie ?
Letr. You mast bear wigh méyl asdf old and foolish.
Forget and forgive.
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(The Physican leads off King Lear, followed by
two Knights, L.1.)
Cord.m "Gods restore you !—(A distant march.)
Hurk, Y afar
The beaten'drym. Old Kent’s a man of’s word.
Oh! for anarm
Like the fierée thunderer’s when the earth-born sons
Storm’d heav’n, to fight this injur’d father’s battle !
That'l cou’d shift my sex, and dye me deep
Ju his o g blood ! But, as I may,
With wofifen’s weapons, piety and pray’rs,
T’ll aid his cause~~—You never-erring gods,
Fight on his side, and thunder on his foes
Sueh tempests, as his poor aged head sustain’d !
Your image suffers when a monarch bleeds;
Tis your own canse; for that your succours biing ;
Revenge yourselves, and right an injur’d king.
[Ezit, 1 n.

SCENE ‘L4 'Palley near the Field of Batile.

Fnter Bpaar and GLOSTER, R.H.U.E.

(An alarum within,L. n)
The growkdot ; the whole war’s now at work,
d the fdf’d battle bleeds in every vein,

ilst w: and trumpets drown loud slazg'..
B "
Jue's Gloster now, that us’d to heud the onset,
s the'vanks wherg'deadliest danger lay ?

BEEE 1ike o shepherd, in a lonely shade,

arm’d, and list'ning to the fight.?
| oﬂ;ﬂn‘ u hlind worm, bus sarth
¥ Wi watissy eontfe this way,
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And grush thee into rest — (Advances a little.)
0, da k despaii ! When, Edgar, wilt thou come
#'o pardon, and dismiss me to the grave ?

(A retreat sounded, L.H.)
Ik a retreat; the king, I fear, has loat,

Re-enter EDGAR, L.1.

FEdg. Away, old man; give me your hand ; away !
(Crosses to r.n.)
King Lear has lost; he and his daughter ta’en:
And this, ye gods, is all that I can save
Of this most precious wreck. Give me your hand.
Glost. No farther, sir; a man may rot even here.
Edg. What! in ill thoughts agsin? Men must

endure
Their going hence, ev’n as their coming hither,
Glost. And that’s true tqo, [Exeunt, r n.

SCENE II1.—The Field of Battle.
(Flourish of Drums and Trumpets, LH.)

FEnter th: CapraiN of the Quard and Sgldiers.
GONERIL, ALBANY, REgAW, and EnMUND, wﬁ‘
Kine Lear, Kent, and Connpiia, in Chaing,~
Herald and Prisoners, L.8.

Alb. (r.n.) It is enough to have dﬂi?let'd ; cruelty
Shou’d ne’er survive the fight. Captain o’the guards,
Treat well your royal prisoners, ’till you have
Our farther orders, as you hold our pleasure.

- Hark, sir, not as you hold our husband’s
é pleasure, . (Z0o the Captain aside.)

,/But as you boldqg:ur life, despatch your pris'ners. »
Our empire can kave no sure settlement
But in their death.

.Capt. I phall obey your orders,
o (Frosses behind to L.n.)

Edm, (1,1,) 8ir, } apgpwe ifepafest' to pronounce
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Sentence of death upon this wretched king,
Whose age has charms in it, his title more,
To draw the commons once more to his side ;
"I'were best prevent——

Alb. Sir, by your favour,
1 hold you but a subject of this war,
Not as a brother.

Reg. That’s as we list to grace him.
Have you forgot that he did lead our pow’is?
Bore the commission of our place and persou ?
And that authority may well stand up,
And call itself your brother.

Gon. Not so hot 3
In his own merits he exalts himself
More than in your addition. (Zrumpet sounds, r.1.)

Enter Epaar, disguis’d, R.H.

Alb. What art thou ?

Edg Pardon me, sir, that I presume to stcp
A prince and conq’ror; yet, ere you triumph,
(rive ear to what a stranger can deliver
Of what concerns you more than triumph can.
1 do impeach dyour general there of treason,
Lord Edmund, that usurps the name of Gloster,
Of foulest practice ’gainst your life and honour:
This charge i« true; snd, wretched though I seem,
I can produce a champion that will prove
In single combat what 1 do avouch,
¥f Edmund dares but trust his causeand sword.

Edm. What will not. Edmund dare !—(Crosses fo

Centre.)—My lord, I beg
The favour that you d instantly appoint
The place where 1 may mcet this challenger :
Whom I will sacrifice to my wrong'd fame :
Remeniber, sir, that injur'd honour’s nice,
And canpot brook delay.
non, before our tent i'th’ army’s View,

TheAFiet the herald cry. .

&dg. 1 thank your highnesain my champion’s name :
He’ll wait your trumpet’s call. (Exit, n.u.

i
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Alb. Le'ld to our tent. [Exeunt, n.8,
(Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.)

P
v e

Manent Kine Lrar, Kent, CorpELIA, CAPTAIN of
=== the Guard, Banners, and Soldiers.

A
~

Léar. O Kent! Cordelia!
(’['hey advance to the front.)
You are the only pair that 1 e’er wrong’d,
And the just gods have made you witnesses
Of my disgrace ;— the very shame of fortune,
T'o see me chain’d and shackled at these years |
Yet were you but spectators of my woes,
Not fellow-sufferers, all were well. ‘
Cord. This language, sir, adds yet to our affliction,”
Lear. Thou, Kent, didst head the troeps that fought
my battle,
]\posed’st thy life and fortunes for a master,
That had, as I remem ber, banish’d thee.
Kent. Pardon me, sir, that once I broke your.orders 3
Bamsh d by you, I kept me here disguis'd,
‘o watch your fortunes, and protect your person ;
You know you entertain’d a rough, blunt fellow,
One Caius, «nd you thought he did you service.
Lear. My trusty Caius, I have lost him too!
’Twas a rough honesty.
Kent, I was that Caius,
Disguis’d in that coarse dress to‘follow you.
Lear. My Caius too! Was’t thoa imy: mlsty Caius?
Enough, enough——=
Cord. Ah me, he faints } hxsblaod fomkes his cheek !
Hc.lp, Kent,
No, no, they shall not see us weep, :
l8@’-17‘:& them rot first.—Guards, lead away to prison,
e, Kent Cordeha, come.~—Ha! hate I’ caught
ou?
lh? that’ parts us, thust Brmg a brand from heav’ n‘:
Toggther we’sf out-toil the spite of hell, R/
And die the wonders of the world. --—Away
[Fweunt, Captain, Kent, Lear, €ordelia, and
Guards, LR,
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SCENE IV.—The Duke of Albany’s Ten..

Flourish, 1..5.—Enter the Duke or Arsany, Lp--
MUND, Herald, Aitcndants, gnd Soldirrs, 1. n

Alb. Now, Gloster, trust’to thy single virtue :(1) for
thy soldier-,
All levied in my name, have in my name
Ta’en their dischaige. Now, let our trumpets sprak,
And, herald, read out this.

(Herald reads \—1If any man of quality, within
the lists of the army, will maintaun upon Edmund,
suppos’d Earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold trai-
tor, let him appear by the third sound of the trumpet ;
ke is bold in his defence,

Sound !—again '—again!

(The trumpet sounds at each order ; and is then on-
swererd from within, R 0. Heruld goes to 1 n. and
stands in front of the Guard.)

Enter EDGAR, R, in Armour.

Alb. Lord Edgar !
Edm. Ha! my brother!
This is the only combatant T cou’d fear ;
For in my breast guilt duels on his side.
But, conscience, what have 1 to do with thee?
Awe thou thy dull legitimate slaves; but I
Woas born a libertine, and so I keep me.—(Aside, L.1.)
Edg. My noble prince, a woid ;—Ere we engage,
Into your highness’ hands I give this paper;
It will the truth of my impeachment prove,
Whatever be my fortune in the fight,
Alb, We shall peruse it.
. {Draws.) Now, Edmund, draw thy sword,
Thag, if my speech has wrong’d a noble heart,
arm may do thee justice: Here, i'th’ presence
is high prince, 5
I brapg thee with the spotted name of traitor,

£Y) Pirtue, » Roman sense of the word.
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,False $o thy gods, thy father, and thy brother ;
And, What is more, thy friend, false to this prince;
If-tien;-thou shar’st a spark of Gloster’s virtue,
Acquit thyself; or, if thou shar’st his courage,
Meerthis défiance bravely.
m. And dares Edgar, (Crosses to Centre.)
The Deaten, routed Edgar, brave his conqueror?
From all thy troops and thee I forc’d the field ;
Thou hast lost the gen’ral stake, and art thou now
Come with thy petty single stock to play
This after-game ?
Edg. Half-blooded man,
Thy father’s sin first, then his punishment.
From thy licentious mother
Thou draw’st thy villainy; but, for thy part
Of Gloster’s blood, I hold thee worth my sword.
£dm. Thou bear’st thee on thy mother’s piety,
Which I despise ; thy mother being chaste,
Thou art assur’d thou art but Gloster’s son ;
But mine, disdaining constancy, leaves me
To hope that I am sprung from nobler blood,
And possibly a king might be my sire :
But be my birth’s uncertain chance as "twill,
Who ’twas .hat had the hit to father me,
I know not ; ’tis enough that X am I;
Of this one thing I’m certain, that I have
A daring soul, and so have at thy heart,
(Trumpets sound ;=T ﬁzht;—vEdmundfalls.)
"Tis past—and so am I: A -
Edg. As thou art my father’s son, -
Exchange we charity on thy repentance.
Edm. Thysword has prov’d thy. truth.—Forgive me

Fdgar.—
1 ere life leaves me, let me do some good, -
espight of my own nature :—Quickly send, -
Be-brief, into the castle ; for my order
Is ¥n the life of Lear, and of Cordelia. :
Ejg. O, lef/us fly, my lord, to save their lives!
Alb‘. Thf.hoav’ns defend them !|—Bear him hence a

A}
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A\

[Exeunt the Duke of Alhany and Edgar, with e

part of the Soldiers, L.1. and the other pc¥t bear

Edmund away, r.4.—Flourish of Drums.and,
Trumpets, L.H.

SCENE V.—.A Prison.

King Lear discovered asleep on a truss of st/al.
Cordelia seated, R.B.

Cord. “What toils, thou wretched king, hast thou
. ‘endurld,

To mikeé thee draw, in chains, a sleep so sound !

Thy better angel charm thy ravish’d mind

With fancied freedom! Preace is us’d to lodjre

‘On cottage straw ; thou hast the beggar’s bed ;

Therefore should’st have the beggar’s carcless

_ . thought.— :

And now, my_ Edgar, I-remember thee :

What fate has seiz’d thee in this general wreck

T konow not, but I know thou must be wretched,

Because Cordelia holds thee dear.—

O gods! a sudden gloom o’erwhelms me, and the

image
Of death o’erspreads the place.—Ha! who are these ?

Enter CapTaIN of tﬁk ‘GQuird, another OFFICER,
and SOMM wiM Cords, L.H.

Capt. Now ,su's, ‘tél read are paid
In pert, the bast of y g&m to &m;' °F
. Lear. (In his s gre, charge upon their
. flank ! 4henr ;_\vmg tp H
Pish, push the battle, and the day’s our own
{Their ranks are broken 3 down, down with Alb any.—
‘Who ho}ds my hands t—r(#akes.)—O, thou deceivn [
‘# . sleep, \
Iswas this very mmute on the chase,
- Apdpew a pris’ner here l—What mean the slaves?
¥Yéu will not murder me ?
Cord. Help, earth and heaven!
For yamg souls’ sake, dear sirs, and for the gudz, —
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Ogf. No tears, good lady ; no pleading against gold
" and preferment.
onit, sits, make ready your cords.
_ Cord. You, sir, I'll seize, (Kneels.)
You have a' human form; and, if no prayers
Can touch your soul to spare a poor king’s life,
If there be any thing that you hold dear,
By that I beg you to despatch me first.
Capt. Comply with her request; despatch her
first. (They draw her down to L.u.)
Lear. Off, hell-hounds ! by the gods I charge you,
spare her ; .
"Tis my Cordelia, my true pious daughter ;—
No pity !—Nay, then take an old man’s vengeance. ,
(King Lear starts forward to L.u. snaiches a
sword from the officer, and strikes down the
two soldiers who hud seized Cordelia,—Flou-
rish, L.H.

Enter Epcar,the Duke of ALeANY, and King Lear's
Knights, L.H. .
Edg. De;th! Hell! ye vultures, hold your impious
haads, :
Or take a speedier death than you wou’d give.
Alb. Guards, seize those instruments of cruelty.
[ Exeunt the Captain and two Guards, L.B.
Cord. Oh, my Edgar! - e
Edg. My dear Cordelia ! Lucky was the minute
Of our approach ; theqgods have weigh’d our suff rings;
W’ have pass’d the fire, and now must shine to ages.
Knight. Look here, mylord; see, where the gener-
~ + ous king
Has slain two of *em.
Eear. Did I not, fellow ? .
e seen the day, with my good biting faulehion
ould have made 'em skip ;—(Crosses to Centre,)—
1 am old now, ol
AN{ thece vile crosses spoil me ; out of breath,
Fie, o) ! quite out of breath, and spent.
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Alb, Bring in old Kent ;—[ Exit a knight,@.1.]—-
and, Edgar, guide you hither .
Your father, who, you said was near.
[Exit, Edgaz,

Enter Kent and the Knigur, L.u. Kent ady «n-
ces to the King, 1.8. and the Knight goes tc
his former place.

Lear. Who are you ?
My eyes are none o’th’ best, I’ll tell you straight:
. (To Albany.,
Oh, Albany ! Well, sir, we are your captives,
And you are come to see death pass upon us.
Why this delay ? Or, is’t your highness’ pleasure
To give us first the torture ? Say you so?
Why here’s old Kent, and I, as tough a pair
As e’er bore tyrant stroke ;—but my Cordelia,
My poor Cordelia here, O pity
Alb, Thou injur'd majesty,
The wheel of fortune now has made her circle,
And blessings yet stand *twixt thy grave and thee.
Lear. Com’st thou, inhuman lord, to sooth us back
To a fool’s paradise of hope, to make
Our doom more wretched ? Go to; we are too well
Acquainted with misfortune, to be gull’d
With lying hope; no, we will hope no more.
‘ (Crosses to L.g.)
Alb. 1 have a tale t’unfold, so full of wonder,
As cannot meet an easy faith; '
But, by that royal injur'd head, ’tis true.
Kent. What would your highness?
Alb. Know, the noble Edgar .
Impeach’d lord Edmund, since the fight, of treason, ™
And dar’d him for the proof to,single combat,

ighich the gods confirm’d his charge by conquest *
I3 e’en now the traitor wounded mortally.

. And whither tends this story? . ‘
, (Turns back to Centr
. Ere they fought,
Hdgzar gave into my hands this paper,



KING LEAR. 69

A blacker seroll of treason and of lust
Chan can be found in the records of hell :
Fhcro, spered sir, behold the character
Jf Goneril, the worst of daughters, but
M. vicious' wife.
" “ord. Could there be yet addition to their guilt?
What will not they that wrong a father do?

Alb, Since theu my injuries, Lear, fall in with thine,
[ have resolv’d the same redress for both.

Kent. What says my lord ?

Cord. Speak; for methought I heard
The charming voice of a descending god.

Alb. The troops by Edmund rais’d, I have disbanded :
Those that remain are under my command,

What comfort may be brought to cheer your age,
And heal your savage wrongs, shall be apply’d;
For to your majesty we do resign .
Your kingdom, save what part yourself conferr’d
On us in marriage.

Kent. Hear you that, my liege?

Cord. Then there are gods, and virtue is their care.

Lear. 1s’t possible?

Fet the spheres stop their course, the sun make halt,
The winds be hush’d, the seas and fountains rest,

All nature pause, and listen to the change!

Where is my Kent, my Caius?’.

Kent. Here, my liege,

Lear. Why, 1 have news that will recall thy youth;
Jla! didst thou hear't ?—or did th’ inspiring gods
Whisper to me alone 2—0Id Lear shall be
A king again. . ‘

Kent. The prince, that like a god has pow’r, has

..said it, .

ar. Cordelia then shall be a queen, mark that ;
delia shall be queen : winds catch the sound,
mbear it on your rosy wings to heav’n,
ia is a queen. ‘
Look, sir, where pious Edgar comes,

‘big eyeless father. O my liege, )

ius story well deserves your leisure ;
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What lte has done and suffer'd for your sake,
What for the fair Cordelia’s. .

Re-enter EpGAR with GLOSTER, .L.H,

Glost. Where’s my liege? Conduct me .fo<nis
knees, to hail

His second birth of empire: My dear Edgar

Has, with himself, reveal'd the king’s blest restoration.
TLear. My poor dark Gloster !

Glost. O let me kiss that once more scepter’d hand !
Leari‘ Hold, thou mistak’st the majesty; kncel
ere;

Cordelia has our pow’r, Cordelia’s queen:

Speak, is not that the noble, suff'ring Edgar?

" Glost. My pious son, more dear than my lost eyes.
Lear. 1 wrong’d him too; but here’s the fair
amends.
Edg. Yourleave, my liege, for an unwelcome mes-
sage.

Edmund, but that's a trifle, is expir'd.

What more will touch you, your imperious daughters,

Goneril and haughty Regan, both are dead,

Each by the other poison’d at a banquet:

This, dying, they confess’d.

Cord. O fatal period of ill.govern’d life !
Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my heart feels yet

A pang of nature for their wretched fall.-

But, Edgar, I defer thy joys too long:

Thou serv’dst distress'd Cordelia ; take her crown’d,

Th’ imperial grace fresh blpoming on her brow :

Nay, Gloster, thou hast here a father’s right ;

Thy helping hand to heap blessings on their hestis. .
kent. Old Kent throws ip his hearty wishes too.
Edg. The gods and you too largely recompense

"What I have done ; the gift strikes merit dumb.
‘Cord. Nor do 1 blush to own myself o’erpaid -

¥4 all my suff’rings past.

‘Divine Cordelia, all the gods can\tges

ach thy love to emnpire I prefer. - .
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Whatevér storms of fortune are decreed,
That wruth and virtue shall at last succeed.

Glost. Now, gentle gods, give Gloster his discharge
" weur. No, Gloster, thou hast business yet for lifc ;
Thux, Kent, and I, retir’d to some close cell,
Will geritly pass our short reserves of time
[n calm reflections on our fortunes past,
Cheer’d with relation of the prosperous reign
Of this celestial pair; thus our remains
Shall in an even course of thought be past,
Enjoy the present hour, nor fear the last.

(Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.)

Disposition of the Characters when the Curtain falls.

KNIGHTS AND Pyps
Ic,
GLOSTER. 44:

Finig.

CURTAIN. L.H,
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PROLOGUE.
WRITTEN BY MR. MOT1EUX. '

LixE hungry guests a sitting audience looks ;

Plays are like suppers ; poets are the cooks.

The founders you ; the table is this place,

The carvers we ; the prologue is the grace.

Each act a course, each scene a diff 'rent dish;
Though we’re in Lent, I doubt you’re still for flesh,
Satire’s the sauce, high-season’d, sharp, and rough;
Kind masks and beaux, I hope you’re pepper-proof,
Wit is the wine ; but, ’tis so scarce the true,

Poets, like vintner’s, baliderdash and brew.

Your surly scenes, where rant and bloodshed join,

Are butchers’ meat ; a battle's a sirloin.

Your scenes of love, so flowing, soft, and chaste,

Are water-gruel, without salt or taste.

Bawdy’s fat venison, which, though stale, can please,
Your rakes love haut-goits, like your d——"d French cheese.
Your rarity for the farr guest to gape on,

Is your nice squeaker, or Italian capon ;

Or, your French virgin-pullet, garnish’d round,

And dress’d with sauce of some—four hundred pound.
An opera, like an oglio, nicks the age; :
Farce is the hasty-pudding of the stage.

For when you’re treated with Wlifferent cheer,

% ou can dispense with slender stage-coach fare.

A pastoral’s whipt cream ; stage-whims, mere trash ;
And tragi-comedy, half fish and flesh,
? it comedy—that, that’s the darling cheer,

s night we hope you’ll an Inconstant bear ; }

A\Sld fowlis lik'd in play-house all the year. *



it
Yet since each miud betrays a dif'rent taste,
And every dish scarce pleases ev'ry guest,
1f aughi you relisb, do not damn the rest.
This favour crav'd, up let the music strike; ,
You're welcome alle-now fall to, where you like.



Remarks.

THE INCONSTANT.

This comedy is little more than the #ild Goose Chace of Beaue
mont and Fletcher, translated from blank verse into prose; the
original, however, is like all originals, infinitely beyond the trans-
lation ; there is the same difference between them that there is
between a pictore and the living being it pourtrays; the colours
are the same, the features are the same in either; but life is want-
ing in the portrait, and Farquhar’s Inconstant is the portrait; a
good likeness it must be allowed, but still it is nothing more than
a likeness ; the more we look at it, the more we are inclined to
admire the artist ; what a happy resemblance! beautiful colour-
ing! admirable composition !—but bow dull it looks when placed
by the original.

Farqubar’s comedies seem rather the products of exuberant
spirits than of wit or genius ; he would have made just as good an
artist as a comic writer ; he would have painted as he has written,
from the overflowings of a joyous disposition ; one is always in-
clined to wonder how he acquired so much sedateness as to tella
story with consistent regularity ; and yet there was nothing of the
poet in Farqubar’s composition, or he never would have undertaken
such a metamorphosis, or have executed it so indifferently ; the
hero of the Wild Guuse Chace is the creation of poetry ; in taking
away his wild but poetical costume, Farquhar has reduced Mirabel
inta a something which is neither real nor poetical ; a sculptor
might as well think of reducing the height of a statue by cutting
off its head. Were a writer of the present day to take as many
and as great liberties with Farqubar’s writings as e bas taken with
) {hose of Beaumont and Fletcher, how excellently would he be
yiticized, and hypereriticized by the liberal school of modern eriti-
cism ; that school which has ordained that no pupular novel shall.
e dramatized without the aid of raste and shears ; that expects



* the incidents of three volumes to be told in three hours; that
looks upoin Walter Scott to be the greatest of poets, and Edintargh
to be the most classic of cities.

The chief merit of this piece is in the character of Duretéte ;
Ais aukward modesty, and modest impudence, are highly diverting ;
but though the character itself is true to nature, the incidents
which are employed to its development are in the broadest style
of farce, and therefore in the highest degree objectionable ; the
Lady Beatrice, too, falls into the common error of mistaking impu-
dence for wit; she lays aside the modesty of a woman without
acquiring the energies of a man.

Our preference of Beaumont and Fletcher’s play is something
opposed to the taste of Farquhar, for he seems only to have enter-
tained a slight suspicion that such authors could be ever heard of ;
it is curious to see how he wavers between the fear of detection and
the assurance of escaping ;—he says in his preface, ¢¢ 1 took the hint
from Fletcher’'s Wild Goose Chace ;" in other words, ¢ If you
should happen to read Beaumont and Fletcher's play, I have con-
fessed my plagiary ; if you never meet with it, I am indebted to
the Wild Goose Chace for a Aint only.”” He observes, moreover,
the turn of the plot in the last act is a matter of fact, and is bor-
rowed from ¢¢ An Adventure of the Chevalier de Chatillon.”



EPILOGUE.
WRITTEN BY NATHANIEL ROWE, FSQ.

Spoken by Mr. Wilks.

From Fletcher’s great original, to-day,

We took the hint of this—our modern play ;
\‘)u'r author, from his lines, has strove to paint

A witty, wild, inconstant, free gallant;

With a gay soul, with sense, and will to rove,

With language, and with softness fram’d to wove, }
With little truth, but with a world of love.

Such forms on maids in morning slumbers wait,

When fancy first instructs their hearts to beat, }
When first they wish, and sigh for what they know not’yct.
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may

Reach your cold hearts by some unguarded way ;

Let Villeroy’s misfortune make you wise,

There’s danger still in darkness and surprise ;

Though from his rampart he defied the foe,

Prince Eugene found an aqueduct below.

With easy freedon, and a gay address,

A pressing lover seldom wants success ;

Whilst the respectful, like the Greek, sits down,

And wastes a ten years siege before one town.

For her own sake, let no forsaken maid,

Our wanderer, for want of love, upbraid;

dince 'tis a secret, none should e’er confess,

Tliat they have lost the happy pow’r to please.

If you suspect the rogue inclin’d to break,

Bregk first, and swear you’ve turn’d him off a week ;



_As princes, when they resty statesmen doubt,
Before they can surrender, turn em out.
Whate’er you think, grave uses may be made,
And much ev’n for inconstancy be said.
Let the good man for marriage rites design’d,
With studious care, and diligence of mind;
Turn ever ev'ry page of womankind;
Mark ev’ry sense, and how the readings vary,
And when he knows the worst on’t—Ilet him marry.



Cogtume.

OLD MIRABEL.
Puce coloured spotted suit, embroidered loops.

YOUNG MIRABEL.
Green regimental coat, whitc kerseymere waistcoat and breeches.

DURETETE.
Ibid. .
DUGARD.
Blue coat, buff kerseymere waistcoat and breeches.
PETIT.
Livery.
PAGE.
Green jacket, orange waistcoat and hreeches,
BRAVOES. .
Red coats, cocked hats, blue waistcoats, and red breeches.
SOLDIERS.
Grey Regin.entals.
BISARRE.
Spangled muslin dress, festouned, up with roses.
ORIANA.

First dress.—~White satin body, and muslin petticoat trimmed
with silver.—Second dress.~~White muslin, black and whijte veils,
itole and rosary.~—Third dress.—Brown coat and trowsers, white

waistcoat.
LAMORCE.
. Pink muslin dress, trimmed with-silver.



Persons Repregented.

As it was arigwmally Acted.

1702. 1772.

Drury-lane. Cavent-garden.
Old Miradel.......... Mr.Penkethman, Mr, Shuter
Young Mirabel........ Mr,Wilks, Mr. Smith.
Duretéte... .o.... . Mr,Bulloch. Mr Woodward.
Dugardsessoovros..es Mr Mills, Mr. Gardner.
Petst......cooaveee.e Mr,Nornis. Mr. Cushing.
O0rand v vveeveses... Miss Rogers. Mrs, Lessingham.
Buarre.....ovouooess Mrs. Verbruggen. Miss Macklin,
Lamorce, s svssesse..  Mrs, Kent Mrs. Dyer.

Drury-lane, 1820,

0ld VMerabel.. .esses oo Mr. Dowton
Young Afiiabel......... Mr. Rae.
Duretéte. ............ Mr. Harley.
Dugard .... .....ceo.. Mi. Barnard.
Petit.... ...ooueves oo Mr. Fisher,
Page .......0o000ve0s.s  Mr. H, Seymour.
Maddocks,
Evans,

Cooke,

Minton.

Orana ...ove +os. ... Miss Boyce,
Busarie......... ...... Mrs Alsop.
Lamorce...c.ovvuevese..  Mrs, Scott.

Soldiers, Servants, Attendants, &c,

Bravoes .04 .. Messrs,

E‘ﬁte of Representation,

The time this piece takes in representation, 15 one hour and
fifty-six minates  The first agt occupies the space of twenty-three
minutes ,—the second, twenty-six ;—the third, twenty-six ;—the
fourth, fiiteen, and the fifth, thirty. The half price commences,
generally, at about halt-past eight o'clock.

Stage Directions.

ByRH...cov0eee0-19 MmeADt.. e .sas.. Right Hand,
LHeieoesoenoasacossocsarensesss. Left Hand,
BeBassersaseencccnsssnsse bosses o» Second Lntrance.
UeBesavernacssscsesnsesstossesess Upper Entrance.
M.Divsensos sascssesessnsossnsssss Middle Door,
DoFee sosessssessessssancsnssses s Door i flat,
RiELDiesscsnsnses .. Right Haund Door,
LeMiDiosossussonnssoscsasessess oo Left Hand Door.




. PRICE ONE SHILLING.

*Onthe Hr‘t of May, 1820, was Published, No, 1. of a New Monthly
Publication, entitled

The Spivit of the Magasines ;

OR,
BEAUTIES OF MODERN PERIODICAL LITERATURE.

WE are fully aware that no Prospectus has been issued, for the last
fifty vears, without an overwhelming weight of brilliant promises,
the largest portion of which are beyond the reach of .possibility to
effect, though the most refined talent, and unwearied assiduity,
toiled for their attainment. They all endeavour to impress upon
the reader, that the work proposed is absolutely essential to the
filling up of that nameless void, of which every person, possessing
a taste for literature, was conggious, though none had beewr blest
with the happy gift of defining 1t rnghtly, till the stupendous ima-
gination of the great unknown (i e. the writer of the Prospectus)
ced it in his giant grasp, and hestowed upon b m the proud tri-
uniph of hurling it at the feet of his astonished readers.
ow, with the conviction of the fallility of others before us, it
would be the height of presumption to tread in their very fuotsteps,
borrowing the self-same web to extricate us from a labyrinth, in
which they had been lost by its lamentable wcufficiency ; it would
Likewise betray a pitiful affectation in appreciating the failings of
others, while we registered an indclible record for onr own :—we
shall, therefure, mdke no *¢ rash vows,’” bnt after simply develop-
ing the plan of our hittle work, submit its fate to the ordeal of an
enlightened Public, at which MERIT is ever triuiphant.

We trust it will not he deemed a violation of the above profes-
sions, in the first place, to call the attention of our readers to the
vast number of Publications which are issued, periodically, from
the Press ; we likewise venture a remark upon the impracticability
of many being enabled to peruse them all, even allowing that every
Article in their voluminous assemblage possessed a degree of excel-
lence equivalent to the fime which must necessarily be devoted for
that purpose :—as the latter clause appears to us more than doubt-
ful, we would ask, ¢ Would not a work, containing the carefully
selected BEAUTIES of' the whole, form an interesting source of valu-
able information—and, if but common attention were manifested
in making that selection, (the extensive field which is open to us
considered) can its Contents failbof rendering it worthy of patronage?*
The success or failure of the undertaking must be our answer.

Tt now only remains to say, that a Number will be published on
the First of each Month, containing the Selected BrauTiEs of all
the Magazines for the Month preceding. A reference to the work
from which it is extracted will be given with each Article, by which
a fair opinion may in general be formed of the degree of value to be
attached to the soe from whence it was éransplanted. Each Number
will contain 44 Pages, Octavo, of closely printed watter, on Fine
JPaper, Hotpres#, Price One Shilling. Seven Numbers (including
a SuppJement will form a volume ; with the Title and Index of
which will be given an elegantly Engraved Frontispiece, illustrative

of the most interesting subject in its contents,
Jublished for the Prcprietors by SIMPKIN and MARSHALL, Stationers’ Court, Ludgate Hill,
to 'whom all Communications (post paid) ars requested to be_addressed.--«f old by Sherwoody Necly,



NEW WEEKLY THEATRICAL REVIEW

On SATURDAY, July 1, will be published, in royal
quarto, Price SIXPENCE, No.l. of a New Theatrical
Review, TO BE gNTINUED WEEKLY, called The

Dramatic Obgerver:

In which the Stage and its depéndencies will be touched upon * ith

a mild, active, and impartial band, so as to place the fair claims
of our Metropolitan Theatres in that ligh-t of censure or of praise,
to which their measures may be intitled.

The Editors of this Work are aware that an influence attaches Lo
Entertainments of the Stage which hecomes either salutary or
unwholesome according to the principles upon w}ﬁch they are
administered. Their present directors are intrusted with a great
national charge, The taste, manners, and morals of the British
people lic partially in their keeping ; and one of these individuals,
upon a recer:t occasion, asserted in the plainest manner, that the
e minence of our legitimate drama ought to be strengthened and
preserved ; that it constituted the sole aim of his ambition, and
formed the only basis of his power. To promote so desirable an
object, 'this auxiliary publication has been projected. If offers no
pledges, but will abide by its conduct ; and when found t(; be defi-
cient in spirit, candour, and diligence, must cease to urge i‘ts

critical utility, or appeal to public support.

Hewitt, Printer, 145, High Holborn.



THE INCONSTANT.

ACT L.

SCENE 1.—The Street.

Enter Ducarp and his Man PeriT, in Riding-
Halits, v.g. .

Dug. Sirrah, what’s a clock ?

Pet. Turn’d of eleven, sir.

Dug. No more! We have rid a swinging pace
from Nemours since two this morning! Petit, run
to Rousseau’s, and bespeak a dinner at a louis-d’or a
head, to be ready by one.

Pet. How many will there be of you, sir ?

Dug. Let me see; Mirabel one, Duretete two,
myself three :

Pet. And 1 four.

Dug. How now, sir! at your old travelling fami-
liarity ! When abroad, you had some freedom for
want of better company; but among my friends at
Paris, pray,remember your distance—Be gone, sir—
[Exit Petit, r.n.]—This fellow’s wit was necessary
abroad, but he’s too cunning for a domestic; T must
*dispose of him some way else.~Whd’s here? Old
Mirabel and my sister! my dearest sister !

B




2 THE INCONSTANT.

Enter OLp MiraBEL and ORIANA, L.M.

Ori. My brother! Welcome! ’
Dug. Monsieur Mirabel! I’'m heartily glad to see_
Ou. . N ) .
Y O. Mir.. Honest Mr. Dugard, by the blood of the
Mirabels, I’'m your most humble servant.

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

O. Mir. Silver hairs! Then they are quicksilver
bairs, sir. Whilst I have golden pockets, let my hairs
be silver an they will. Adsbud, sir, | can dance, ang.
sing, and drink, and no, I can’t wench. But, l\; ra
Dugard, no news of my son Bob in all your travels?

Dug. Your son’s come home, sir.

O. Mir. Come home! Bob come home! By the
blood of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what say ye?

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return’d, sir?

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

O. Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, presently swear it.

Dug. Sir, be came to town with me this morning ;
I left him at the Bagnieurs, being a little disorderd
after riding, and I shall see him again presently.

O. Mir. What! and he was asham’d to ask a bless-
ing with his boots on. A nice dog! Well, and how
fares the young rogue, ha?

Dug. Afine gentleman, sir. He’ll be his own mes-
senger.

O. Mir. A fine gentleman! But is the rogue like
me still ? '

Dug. Why yes, sir; he’s very like his mother,
and as like you as most modern sons are to their
fathers. . ' .

0. Mir. Why, sir, don’t you think that I begat him ?

Dug. Why yes, sir; you married his mother, and .
he inherits your estate. He’s very like you, upon my
word.
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Ori. And pray, brother, what’s become of his ho-
nest companion, Duretete ?
 Dug. Who, the captain? The very same he went
ibroad; he’s the only Fienchman I ever knew that
rould not change. Your son, Mr. Mirabel, is more
sbliged to nature for that fellow’s composition than
or his own: for he’s more happy in Duretete’s folly
han his own wit. In short, they are as inseparable as
inger and thumb ; but the first instance in the world,
believe, of opposition in friendship.

O. Mir. Very well; will he be home to dinner,
hink ye?

Dug. Sir, he has order’d me to bespeak a dinner

us at Rousseau’s, at a louis-d’or a head.

oy Mir. A louis-d’or a head ! Well said, Bob; by

Blood of the Mirabels, Bob’s improv'd. But, MF.
igard, was it so civil of Bob to visit Monsieur Rous-
au before his own natural father, eh ?—(Crosses
J Centre.)—Harkye Oriana, what think you now of a
ellow that can eat and drink ye a whole louis-d’or at
sitting? He must be as strong as Hercules, life and
pirit in abundance. Before Gad, I don’t wonder at
hese men of quality, that their own wives can’t serve
em. A louis-d’or a head! ’tis enough to stock the
vhole nation with bastards, "tis faith. Mr. Dugard, I
eave you with your sister. [Exit, r.B.

Dug. Well, sister, I need not ask you how you do,
our looks resolve me ; fair, tall, well-shap’d; you’re
Imost grown out of my remembrance.

Ori. Why truly, brother, I look pretty well, thank
ature and my toilet; I eat three mealsa day, am very
rerry when up, and sleep soundly when I’'m down.

Dug. But, sister, you remember that upon my going
broad you would choose this old gentleman for your
uardian ; he’s no more related to our family than
'rester Johny and 1 have no reason to think you mis-
rusted my management of your fortune: therefore,
ray be so kind as to tell me without reservation the
ue cause of making such a choice.

Ori. Lookye, brother, you were going a rambling,

B2
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and ’twas proper, lest I should go a rambling too, that
somehody should take care of me. Old Mow-ieur Mi-
rabel is an honest gentleman, was our {father’s friend,
and bas a young lady in his house whose company 1
like, and who has chosen him for her guardian a
well as 1. . )

Dug. .Who, Mademoiselle Bisarre ?

Ori. The same; we live merrily together, without
scandal or reproach ; we make much of the old geutle-
man between us, and he takes care of us; we eat what
we like, go to bed when we please, rise when we will,
all the week we dance and sing, and upon Sundays go
firdt to church, and then to the play.——Now, bro-
ther, besides these motives for choosing this gentl-
man for my guardian, perhaps I had some pr};’
Teasons.

Dug Not <o private as you imagine, sister; y
love to young Mirabel is no secret, 1 can assure yo
but so public that all your friends are asham’d on’t.

Ori. O’'my word then, my friends are very bashful ,
though 1 am afraid, sir, that those people are not
asham’d enough at their own crimes, who have so
many blushes to spare for the faults ct their neigh-
bours.

Dug. Ay but, sister, the people say

Ori. Pshaw, hang the people; their court of in
quity is a tavern, and their informer claiet : they think
as they diink, and swallow reputations like loches: 4
lady’s health goes briskly round with the glass, but her
honour is lost in the toast.

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

Ori. If there be something, brother, ’tis none «/
the people’s something ; marriage is my thing, and
'l stick to’t.

Dug. Maniage! Young Mirabel marry! Hell
build churches sooner. Take heed, sister; though
your honour stood proof to his home-bred assaults, yeu
must keep astricter guard for the future he has now,

ot the foreign air, and the Italian softness ; his wit's
proved by converse, his behaviou: finished by ob-s
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vition, and his assurances confirmed by success. Sister,
I can assure you he has made his conquests; and ’tisa
plague upon your sex, to be the soonest deceiv’d by
those very men that you know have heen false to
others. .

Ori. For heaven’s sake, hrother, tell me no more of
his faults ; for if you do I shall run mad for him; say
no more, sir; let me but get him into the hands of
matrimony, I’ll spoil his wand’ring, 1 warrant him ; I’ll
do his husiness that way, never fear.  (Crosses tv r.H.)

Dug. Well, sister, I won’t pretend to understand
the engagements hetween you and your lover ; 1 ex-
peet when you have need of my counsel or assistance,
you will let me know more of your affairs. Mirabel
%4 gentleman, and as far as my honour and interest
cak reach, you may commaud me to the furtherance of
your happiness: in the mean time, sister, I have a
great mind to make you a present of another humble
servant; a fellow that I took up at Lyons, who has
serv’d me honestly ever since.

Ori. Then why will you part with him ?

Dug. He has gain'd so insufferably on my good hu-
mour, that he’s grown too familiar; but the fellow’s
cunning, and may be serviceable to you in your affair
with Mirabsl. Here he comes.

Enter PeriT, R.H.

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

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

Dug. Conse, sir, you shall serve my sister ; 1 shall
still continue kind to you.—(Crosses to r.n.)—Wait
on your lally home, Petit. [ Exit, &.H.

Pet. A chair, a chair, a chair!

O+i. No, no, I'll walk home, ’tis but néxt door.

[Exeunt, r.1.
B3
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SCENE ll.—A4 Tavern.

MiraBeL and Durkrrar discovered rising [rom the
Table.

Mir (L.n.) Welcome to Paris once more, my dear
captain; we'have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plen-
tifully, and let it go for once. I liked every thing but
our women, they look’d so lean and tawdry, poor crea-
tures! ’Tis a sure sign the army is not paid.—Give
me the plump Venetian, brisk and sanguine, that
smiles upon me like the glowing sun, and meets my
lips like spaikling wine, her person shining as the glass,
and spirit like the foaming hiquor. .

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for ol
'wgmen here in France, they are such thin brawn-fall’n

ades.

! Mir. There’s nothing on this side the Alps worth my
humble service t’ye.—Ha, Roma la santa! [Italy for
my money ; their customs, gardens, buildings, paint-
ings, music, policies, wine and women ! the paradise
of the world ;—not pester’d with a purcel of precise old
gouty fellows, that would debar their childien every
pleasure that they themselves are past the sense of ;
commend me to the Itahan familiarity: Here, son,
there’s fifty crowns, go and pay your girl her week’s
allowance.

Dur, Ay, these are your father’s for you, that under-
stand the necessities of young men : not like our musty
dads, who, because they cannot fish themselves, would
muddy the water, and spoil the sport of them that ean.
But now you talk of the plump, what d’ye think of a
Dut h woman?

Mir. A Dutch woman’s too compact ; nay, every
thing among ’em is so; a Duatch man is thick, a Dutch
woman is squab, a Dutch horse is round, a Dutch dog
is short, a Dutch ship is broad-bottom’d; and, in
<hort one would swear the whole product of the coun-
trv were cast in the same mould with their cheeses.
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];dpzcr. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the English
ies.

AMi. The women of England were excellent, did
they not take such iusufferable pains to ruin what na-
ture has made so incomparably well. But come, Du-
retete, let us mind the husiness in hand ; mistresses
we must have, and must take aup with the manufacture
of the place, and, upon a competent diligence, we
shall find those in Paris shall match the Italians from
top to toe.

Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but
what will become of your friend? you know I am so
plaguy bashful, so naturally an ass upon these occa-
sions, that——— .

a_ Mir. Pshaw, you must be bolder man : travel three

ars, and bring home such a baby as bashfulness! A
great lusty fellow ! and a soldier! fie upon it.

Dur. Lookye, sir, I can visit, and I can ogle a lit-
tle—as thus, or thus now—but if they chance to give
me a forbidding look, as some women, you know,
have a devilish cast with their eyes—or if they cry—
what d’ye mean; what d’ye take me for? Fie, sir,
remember who I am, sir—-—A person of quality to
be us’d at this rate! ’Egad, I’m struck as flat as &
frying-pan.

Mir. Words of course! never mind ’em: Turn you
about upon your heel, with a jantée air; hum out
the end of an old song ; cut a cross caper, and at her
again. (Crosses to n.1.)

Dur. (Imitates him.) No, hang it, ’twill never do.
QOons, what did my father mean by sticking me up in
an university, or to think that I should gain any thing
by my head, in a nation whose genius lies all in their
heels ? Well, if ever I come to have children of
my owan, they shall have the education of the country ;
they shall leain to dance before they can walk, and be
taught to’sing beforc they can speak.

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childish humour,
put on assurance, there’s no avoiding it; stand all
hazerds, thou’rt a stout lusty fellow, and hast a good

-3 |
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estate; look bluff, Hector, you have a good sife-
.box face, a pretty impudent face; so that’s pretty
well.—This fellow went abroad like an ox, ard is re-
turn’d like an ass. (Aside.)
Dur. Let me scc now how T look. (Pulls out a
pocket-gluss, and looks on’t.) A side-box face, say
you?—"Egad, 1 don’t like it, Mirabel.—Fie, sir, don’t
abuse your'friends, I could not wear such a face for
the best countess in Christendom.
Mir. Why can’t you, blockhead, as well as I?
Dur. Why, thou Kast impudence to set a good face
upon any thing ; T would change ha!f my gold for half
gxry brass with all my heart. Who comes here? Odso,
Mirabel, your father ! (Go up r.H.)

Enter OLp MIRABEL, L.H.

0. Mir. Where’s Bob ? dear Bob?

Mir. Your blessing, sir.

O. Mir. My blessing! Damn ye, ye young rogue ;
why did not you come to see your father fiist, sirrah?
My dear boy, I am heartily glad to see thee, my dear
child, faith.—Captain Duretete, by the blood of the
Mirabels, I'm yours—well, my lads, ye look bravely,
faith,—~Bob, hast got any money left?

Mjir. Not a farthing, sir.

O. Mir. Why, then I won’t gi’ thee a souse.

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

O. Mir. Why, then here’s ten more ; I love to be
charitable to those that don’t want it :—Well, and
how d’ye like Italy, my boys?

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

O. Mir. Ay, say you so? And they say, that Chiari
is very fine too,

Dur. Indifferent, sir, very indifferent ; a very scurvy
air ; the most unwholesome to a French cdnstitution
in the world. .

» Pshaw, nothingon’t ; these rascally gazetteers
sinform’d you.
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. Mir. Misinform’d me! Oons, sir, were not we
. beaten there ?
Mir..Beaten, sir | we beaten !
-~ 0. Mix. Why, how was it, pray, sweet sir ?
Mir. Sir, the captain will tell you.
Dur. No,sir, your son will tell you.
*  Mir. The captain was in the action, sir.

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

0. Mir. Confound you both for a brace of cowards:
here ate no Germans to overhear you ; why don’t ye
tell me how it was?

Mir. Why, then you must know, that we marched
up a body of the finest, bravest, well-dressed fellows
A the universe ; our commanders at the head of us,
a} lace and feather, like so many beaux at a ball—I
doh’t believe there was a man of em but could dance
a chariner, Morbleau.

O. Mir. Dance! very well, pretty fellows, faith !

Mir. We caper’d up to their very trenches, and
there saw, peeping over, a parcel of scarecrows, olive-
colour’d, gunpowder fellows, as ugly as the devil.

Dur. ’Egad, I shall never forget the looks of ’em
while T have breath to fetch.

Mz:r. They were so civil, indeed, as to welcome us
with their cannon; but for the rest, we found ’em
such unmannerly, rude, unsociable dogs, that we grew
tir'd of their company, and so we e’en danc’'d back
again,

g0. Mir. And did ye all come back ?

Mir. No; two or three thousand of us stay’d behind.

0. Mir. Why, Bob, why?

Mir. Pshaw—because they could not come that
night.—But come, sir, we were talking of something
clse: Pray how does your lovely charge, the fair
Oriana? .

0. Mir, Ripe, sir, just ripe; you'll find it better
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell
you. And what would you say, my young Mars, if 1
had,a Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your apart-

B5
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ment is ready, and pray let your friend be my gug/t
too; you shall command the house between ye. und
I'l} be as merry as the best of you. [Exewm, L.,

KND OF ACT I.
R E——
ACTIL
SCENE 1—0ld Mirabel’s House.
Enter OrR1ANA and BISARRE, R.H,

Bis. And you love this young rake, d’ye?

Ori. Yes.

Bii. In spite of all his ill usage?

Ori. I can’t help it

Bis. What's the matter wi'ye ?

Ori. Pshaw !

Bis. O, hang all your Cassandras and Cleopatras for
me.—Pr’ythee mind you: airs, modes, and fashions;
your stays, gowns, and feathers. -

Ori. Pr'ythee be quict, Bisarre; you know I can be
as mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my head.

Bis. 1 warrant now, youw’ll play the fool when he
comes, and say you love him ; eh! )

Ori. Most certainly ;—I can’t dissemble, Bisarre :—
besides ’tis past that, we’re contracted.

Bis. Contiacted! alack-a-day, poor thing. What,
have you chang’d rings, or broken an old broad-piece
between you? Well, I must confess, I do love a lit-
tle coquetting with all my heart ! my business should
be to break gold with my lover one hour, and erack
my promise the next; he shall find me one day with
a prayer-book in my hand, and with a play-book an-
other : he should have my consent to buy the wed-
ding-ring, and the next moment would I laugh in his
face. . (Crosses to r.B.)

Ori. O my dear, were there no greater tie apon my
beart than there is upon my conscience, I would soon
throw the contract out o’doors; but the misehief on’t
i, T am so fond of being tied that I'm forced to be just,
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d the strength of my passion keeps down the incli-
nadgp of my sex. But here’s the old gentleman.

Enter OL.p MIRAREL, L.H.

O. Mn Where’s my wenches? where’s my two
little girls, eh ? have a care, look to yourselves, faith,
they’re a coming, the travellers are a coming, Well !
which of you two will be my daughter-in-law now ?
Bisarre, Bisarre, what say you, mad-cap ? Mirabel is a
pure wild fellow,

Bis. I like him the worse.

O. Mir. You lie, hussy; you like him the better,
indeed you do: what say you, my t’other little Fil-
bert, he ?

x \ Ori. I suppose the gentleman will choose for him-
&lf, sir.
O. Mir. Why, that's discreetly said, and so he shall.

Enter MiraBeL and DURETETE, L.H. who salute the
Ladies.

Bob ! Harkye, you shall marry one of these girls,
<irrah.

Mir, Sir, Pl marry ’em both, if you please.

Bis. He’ll find that one may serve his turn. (Afside.)

O. Mir. Both! Why, you young dog, d’ye banter
me >—Come, sir, take your choice.—~Duretete, you
<hall have your choice too? but Robin shall choose
first Come, sir, begin.

Mir. Let me see.

0. Mir. Well! which d’ye like?

Mir. Both.

0. Mir. Bat which will you marry ®

Mir. Neither.

O. Mir.—Neither—Doa’t make me angry now,
Bob, pray don’t make me angry.—Lookye, sirrah, if I
don’t dance at your wedding to-morrow, I shall be very
glad to ¢':Rat your grave.

Mir. That’s a bull, father.

O. Mir. A bull! Why, how now, ungrateful sir,

B 6
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did I make thee a man, that thou shouldst make m
.beast ? 4

_ Mir. Your pardon, sir. I only meant your #xpres-
sion.

O. Mir. Harkye, Bob, learn better mannr.s to your
father befoie strangers: 1 won’t be angry this time.—
Bat, oons, if ever you do’t again, you rasgal, remember
what I say. [Exit, L.H.

Mir. Pshaw, what does the old fellow mean by
mewing me up here with a couple of green girls ?—
Come, Duretete, will you go®

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you han’t forgot

Mir. No, no, madam, 1 han’t forgot ; I have brought
you a thousand little Italian curiosities; 1I’ll assure
gou, madam, as far as a hundred pistoles would reach,.

han’t forgot the least circumstance.

Ori. Sir, you misunderstand me.

Mir. Odso, the relics, madam, from Rome. 1 do
remember now you made a vow of chastity before my
departure; a vow of chastity or something like it;
was it not, madam?

Ori. O, sir, I'm answered at present.  [Exit, R.H

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her
contract-—Would 1 might despatch t’other.

(dpart to Duretete.)

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

Mir. Madam, here’s a gentleman, who declares—

Dyr. Madam, don’t believe him, I declare nothing
~~What the devil do you mean, man? (dside to Mir.)

Mir. He says, madam, that you are as beautiful as
an-angel,

Dur. He tells a damn’d lie, madam ; I say no such
thing : are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I shall drop
down with shame. (Aside to Mir.)
ﬂn‘r. And so, madam, not doubting but ycur ladyship

ike him as well as he does you, I think it proper
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leave you together. (Going ; L.u. Dur. holds him.

r. Hold, hold W:ﬁ, Mirabel, friend, surl

i.ou n’t be so barbarous as to leave me alone?
“Pr’ythedspeak to her fer yourself, as it were. Lord,
Lord, th&a Frenchman should want impudence !

Mir. You look mighty demure, madam—She’s deaf,
captain. . (Apart to Duretete.)

Dur. 1 had much rather have her dumb. (Apart.)

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

ur. 1 hope in the Lord she’s speechless ; if she be,
she’s mine this moment.—Mirabel, d’ye think a wo-
aman’s silence can be natural }—— (dpart.)

Bis. But the forms that logicians introduce, and
which proceed from simple enumeration, are dubita-
ble, and proceed onliy upon admittance——

Mir. Hoity-toity! what a plague have we here ?
Plato in petticoats.

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

Bis. ’Tis exposed to invalidity from a contradictory
instance, looks only upon common operations, and is
infinite in its termination.

Mir. Rare pedantry.

Dur. Axioms! Axioms! Self-evident principles.

Bis. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is pre-
occupate.—O gentlemen, 1 hope you'll pardon my
cogitation : | was involv’d in a profound point of phi-
losophy ;—(Crosses to vL.h.)—but 1 shall discuss it
somewhere else, being satisfied that the subject is not
agreeable 1o your sparks that profess the vanity of the
times. [Exit, 1.4,

Mir. Go thy way, good wife Bias: do you hear,
Durctete? Dost hear this starch’d piece of aus-
terity? o

Dur. Sk€’s mine, man ; she’s mine: My own ta-
leat to a T. T’Il match her in dialects, faith. I was

tvan years at the university, man, nurs’d up with
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Barbara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did
ever know, man, that ’twas metaphysics made p4/an
ass? It was, faith. Had she talked a word ?I sing-
ing, dancing, plays, fashions, or the like/ I had
founder’d at the first step ; but as she is—Mirabel,
wish me joy.

Mir. You don’t mean marriage, [ hope ?

Dur. No, no, I am a man of more honour.

Mir. Bravely resolv’d captain ; now for thy credit,
warm me this frozen snowball, ’twill be a conquest
above the Alps

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

Mir. .Upon all occasions, never fear.

Dur. Why then you shall see me in two moments
make an induction from my love to her hand, from
her hand to her mouth, from her mouth to her hear
and so conclude in bed, categorematice.

(Exit, L.n.

Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool is enter’d.
—But here comes one to spoil my sport; now shall I
be teas’d to death with this old-fashion’d contract. 1
should love her too, if I might do it my own way; but
she’ll do nothing without witnesses forsooth. I won-
der women can be so immodest.

Enter OriANA, R.H.

Well, madam, why d’ye follow me?

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

Mir. *Tis my humour, madam, and I’m naturally
sway’d bl)-; inclination.

Ori. Have you forgot- our contract, sir ?

Mir. All I remember of that contract is, that it was
made some three years ago, and that’s enough in con-
science to forget the rest on’t.

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

Mir. Obligations, madam, that are forc’d upon the
will, are no tie upon the conscience ; I was a slave: to
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passion when I pass’d the instrument ; but the re-

of my freedom makes the contract void,

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

* Mir. l{ookye, madam, as for my generosity, ’tis at
your service, with all my heart : I'll keep you a coach
and six horses, if you please, only permit me to keep
my honour to myself; for I can assure you, madam,
that the thing called honour is a circumstance abso-
lutely unnecessary in a natural correspondence be-
tween male and female ; and he’s a madman that lays
it out, considering its scareity, upon any such trivial
pccasions. There’s honour requird of us by our
frlends, and honour due to our enemies, and they re-
turn it to us again; bat I never heard of a man that
left but an inch of his honour in a woman’s keeping,
that could ever get the least account on’t.——Consi-
der, madam, you have no such thing among ye, and
’tis a main point of policy to keep no faith with repro-
bates—thou art a pretty little reprobate, and so get
thee about thy business.

Ori. Well, sir, even all this I will allow to the
gaiety of yoar temper; your travels have improv’d
your talent of talking, but they are not of force, I
hope, to impair your morals.

Mir. Morals! Why there ’tis again now—1I tell
thee, child, there is not the least occasion for morals
in any business between you and I——Don’t you
knaw, that of all commerce in the world, there is no
such cozenage and deceit as in the traffic between man
and woman? we study all our lives long how to put
tricks upon one another—No fowler lays abroad more
nets for his game, nor a hunter for his prey, than you
do to catch poor innocent men—Why do you sit
three or four hours at your toilet in a morning? only
with a villefous design to make some poor fellow
a before night. What d’ye sigh for? What

e weep for? What d’ye pray for? Why for a
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husband. That is, you implore Providence to assj
you in the just and pious design of making the wigest
of his creatures a fool, and the head of the ¢reation
a slave.

Ori. Sir, I am proud of my power, and agt resolv’d
to usg it. (Crosses to L.n.)

Mir. Hold, hold, madam, not so fast—As you have
variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us, so we
have vows, oaths, and protestations of all sorts and
sizes to make fools of you. And this, in short, my
dear creature, is our piesent condition. I have sworn
and lied briskly to gain my ends of you; your lady-
ship has patch’d and painted violently to gain your
ends of me.—But since we are both disappointed, let
us make a drawn battle, and pait clear on both sides.

Ori. With all my heart, sir; give me up my cof-
tract, and 1'll never see your face again.

Mir. Indeed I won’t, child.

Ori. What, sir, neither do one nor t’other?

Mir. No, you shall die a maid, unless you please to
be otherwise upon my terms.

Ori. Sir, you'ie a

Mir. What am 1, mistress?

Ori. A villain, sir! (Crosses to r.R.)

Mir. 1am glad on’t—1 never knew an honest fel-
low in my life, but was a villain upon these occasions.
Ha’nt you drawn yourself now into a very pretty
dilemma? Ha, ha, ha; the poor lady has made a vow
of virginity, when she thought of making a vow for
the contrary. Was ever poor woman so cheated into
chastity? |

Ori. Sie, my fortune is equal to yours, my friends
as powesful, and both shall be put to the test to dome
Jjustice.

Mir. What! you’ll force me to marry you, will ye ?

Ori. Sir, the law shall,

Mir. But the law can’t force me to da any thing

e, can it?
. Ps!naw, 1 despise thee—~monster. \
ir. Kiss and be friends then—Don’t cry, child,
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shall kiive ‘yourtsu um—Come, madam,
.d'yeNdink I cold be s& mg::;gnabie as to make you
fast all Your life long ?* No, I did but jest, you shall
have youi iberty ; here, take your cantract, and give
me mine. %
. Ori. No, I wop’t.

Mir. Eh ! What is the girl a fool ?

Ori. No, sir, you shall find me cunning enough tp“
do myself justice ; ‘and since I must not depend upon
your love, I'll be revenged and force you to marry me.
out of spite.

Mir. Then I’ll beat thee out of spite; and make a
most confounded husband.

Ori. O sir, I shall match ye ; agood husband makes
2 good wife at any time.

i"ﬁr. I’ll rattle down your china about your ears.

Ori. And I'll rattle about the city to run you in
debt for more.

Mir. I’ll tear the lace off your clothes, and when
you swoon for vexation, you sha’nt have a‘penny to
buy a bottle of hartshorn.

Ori. And you, Sll‘, shall have hartshorn in abun-
dance.

Mir. T'll keep as many mistresses as"I “have coach-
horses. '

Ori. And DIl keep as many gallants as you have
grooms.

Mir. But, sweet madam, there is such a thmg asa
divorce.

Ori. But,sweet sir, there is such a thing as ali-
mony ; so divorce on, and spare not. [Exit, r.H.

Mgr. Ay, that separate maiatenance is the devil—
there’s their refuge—o’my conscience, one would take
cuckoldom for a meritorious action, because the women
are so handsomely rewarded for it. [Exit, L.a.

Entgr DUurRETETE and PETIT, L.H,

r. And she’s mighty peevish, you say ?
et. O sir, she has a tongue as long as my leg, and
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t‘;,lk:s ]slo crabbedly, you would think she always spdke
elsh.

Dur. That’s an odd language, methinks/“for her
philosophy.

Pet. But sometimcs she will sityou halék day with-
out speaking a word, and talk oracles all the while by
the wrinkles of her forehead, and the motions of her
eyebrows.

Dur. Nay, 1 shall match her in philosophical ogles,
faith ; that’s my talent: I can talk best, you must
know, when I say nothing.

Pet. But, d’ye ever laugh, sir ?

Dur. Laugh? Won’t she endure laughing ?

Pet. Why she’s a critic, sir ; she hates a jest, for
fear it should please her; and nothing keeps her iw
humour but what gives her the spleen. And then for

*®logic, and all that, you know.

Dur. Ay, ay, I’m prepar’d, I have been practising
hard words, and no sense, this hour to entertain her.

Pet. Then place yourself behind this screcn, that
you may have a view of her behaviour before you
begin.

Dur. 1long to engage her, lest 1 should. forget my
lesson.

Pet. Here she comes, sir, [ must fly.

[Eait, Petit, L.n. Duretete stands peeping be-
hind the Curtain.

Enter Bisarrg and Maid, r.H.

Bis. (With a Book.) Pshaw, hang books, they sour

our temper, spoil our eyes, and ruin our complexions.

(ZThrows away the Book.)

Dur. Eh! The devil such a word there is in all

Aristotle.

Bis Come, wench, let’s be free, call in the fiddler,

there’s nobody near us.
ur. Would to the Lord there was not.
Here, friend, a minuet!—(Calls off to the IRd-
uicker time ; ha—~would we had a man optwe,
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. (Stealing away, r.n.) You shall have the
~devil'®oner, my dear dancing philosopher !
. Bis. Uds my life 1—Here’s one.

: (Runs to Duretete, and pulls him back.)

Dur. Is & my learned preparation come to this ?

. Bis. Come, sir, don’t be asham’d, that’s my good
hoy-—you’re very welcome, we wanted such a one——
Come, strike up—~—I know you dance well, sir, you’re
finely shap’d for’t——Come, come, sir ; quick, quick,
you miss the time else.

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

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

Dur. But we were talking of dialectics.

* Bis, Hang dialectics—~—DMind the time——quicker,
sinah. (7o the Fiddler.) Come—and how d’ye find
yourself now, sir ?

Dur. In a fine breathing sweat, doctor.

Bis. All the better, patient, all the better: Come,
sir, sing now, sir; I know you sing well 3 1 see you
have a sihging face, a heavy, dull, sonato face.

Dur. Who, 1 sing ?

Bis. O, you’re modest, sir——but come, sit down ;
closer, closer. Here, a bottle of wine——Come, sir,
fa, la, la; sing sir.

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

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

Dur, Would I were out of his dominions! By this
light, she’ll make me drunk too. (Aside.)

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

Dur. Rare philosophy that, faith.

Bis. Come, off with it to the bottom.——Now,
how d’ye like me, sir?

Dur. O, 'mighty well, madam !

Bise-¥ou’ee how a woman’s fancy varies; some-
aimés splenetic and heavy, then gay and frolicsome.—
.\ad low d’ye like the humour?
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Dur. Good madam, let me sit down to answer/Jou,
for I am heartily tir'd. (Sitgs o)

Bis. Fie upon’t; a young man, and tir'd/! up, for
shame, and walk about; action becomes /is—(They
walk about.)—alittlefaster, sir—=What dfe think now
of my lady La Pale, and lady Coquet, the duke’s faig
daughter? Ha! Are they not brisk Jlasses®> Then
there is black Mrs. Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bellface.

Dur, They are all strangers to me, madam.

Bis. But let me tell you, sir, that brown is not
always despicable. And then you know the charming
Mrs. Monkeylove, the fair gem of St. Germains ?

Dur. Upon my soul, I don’t—

Bis. And then you must have heard of the English
beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a gentleman— -

Dur. Hey—not a syllable on’t, as I hope to ‘be
saved, madam.

Bis. No! why then play me a jig. Come, sir.

Dur. By this light, I cannot; faith, madam, I have
sprain’d my leg.

Bis. Then sit you down, sir :—(They sit dawn.)—
and now tell me what’s your business with me* What’s
your errand ? Quick, quick, despatch—Qdso, may be
you are some gentleman’s seivant, that has brought
me a letter, or a haunch of venison.

Dur. ’Sdeath ! madam, do I look like a carrier?

Bis. O, ciy you mercy ; I saw you just now, I mis-
took you, upon my word : you are one of the travel-
ling gentlemen—and pray, sir, how do ail our impu-
dent friends in Italy?

Dur. Madam, I came to wait upon you with a
more serious intentien than your entertainment has
answered.

Bis Sir, your intention of waiting on me was the
greatest aflront imaginable, howe’er your expressions
may tuin it to a compliment ¢ your visit, sir, was in-
tended as a prologue to a very scurvy ylay, of which
MrgMirabel and you so handsomely l:m thy plot.—
6 y! No, no, I'm a man of more honotx.”.

’s your honour? Where's your courage nowN\
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' Add\jjy life, sir, I have'a great mjnd to kick you.—
Go, your fellow-rake now, rail at my sex, and
get drurk for vexation, and write a lampoon—But I
must havy you to know, sir, that my reputation is
above the standal of a libel, my virtue is sufficiently
-approv’d to those whose opinion is my interest: and
for the rest, let them talk what they will ; for when I
please I'll be what I please, in spite of you and all
mankind ; and so, my dear man of honour, if you be
tir’d, con over this lesson, and sit there till 1 come to
you. ' Runs off, r.H.
Dur. Tum ti dum. (Sings.) Ha, ha, ha!—¢ Ads
my life, I have a great mind to kick you!”—Qons
and confusion ! (Starts up.) Was ever man so
abused !—Ay, Mirabel set me on.

' Re-enter PETIT, L.H.
Pet. Well, sir, how d'ye find yourself?
Dur. You son of a nine-ey’d whore, d’ye come to
abuse me ? I'll kick you with a vengeance, you dog.
[Petit runs off, and Duretete after him, L.H.

END OF ACT I

ACT I
SCENE 1.—T7he same.
Enter MiraBeEL and OLp MIRABEL, L.

0. Mir. Bob, come hither, Bob.
Mir. Your pleusure, sir?
Q. Mir, Are not you a great rogue, sirrah?
Mir. The¥s aittle out of my comprehension, sir ;
foy, V& hefird say that I resemble my father.
/ O. Mir. Your father is your very humble slave—I
ell ‘thes what, child, thou art a very pretty fellow,
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and I love thee heartily; and a very great villaj
I hate thee mortally.

Mir. Villain, sir! Then I must be a veyfy irnpu-~
dent one, for T can’t recollect any passage/of my lite
that I'm asham’d of.

0. Mir. Come hither, my dear friend ; dost see this'
picture? (Shews him a little picture.)

Mir. Oriana’s! Pshaw !

O. Mir. What, sir, won't you look upon’t ?~—Bob,
dear Bob, pr'ythee come hither now—Dost want any
money, child ?

Mir. No, sir.

0. Mir. Why then here’s some for thee ; come here
now—How canst thou be so hard-hearted, an unna-.
tural, unmannerly rascal (don’t mistake me, child, I
an’t angry), as to abuse this tender, lovely, good-na-
tur’d, dear rogue 2—Why, she sighs for thee, and cries
for thee, pouts for thee, and snubs for thee ; the poor
little heart of it is likely to burst Come, my dear
boy, be good-natur’d like your own father, be now—
and then see here, read this——the effigies of the
lovely Oriana, with thirty thousand pounds to her po:-
tion——thirty thousand pounds, you dog ; thirty thou-
-and pounds, yourogue. How dare you refuse a lady
with thirty thousand pounds, you impudent rascal ?

Mir. Will you hear me speak, sir?

O. Mur. Hear you speek, sir! 1f you had ten thou-
sand tongucs, you could mot out-talk ten thcusand
pounds, sir,

Mir. Nay, sir, if you won’t hear me, Ill be gone,
«ir ! I’ll take post for Italy this moment.

0. Mir. Ah! the fellow knows I won’t part with
him. (Aside.) Well, sir, what have you to say ?

Mir. The universal reception, sir, that mariiage has
had in the world, is enough to fix it for a public
good, and to draw every body into the common cause ;
but there are some constitutions, like gome‘instru-
ments, so peculiarly singular, that they make tolerq-

Mle 4nusic by themselves, but mnever do well in\
doneert.
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0. ®Fr. Why this is reason, I must confess; but
yet it is Ponsense too: for though you should reason
like an augel, if you argue yourself out of a good
estate, you w1k like a fool.

Mir. But, sir, if you bribe me into bondage with
the riches of Cycesus, you leave me but a beggar for
want of my liberty.

0. Mir. Was ever such a perverse fool heard?
’Sdeath, sir, why did T give you education? was it to
dispute me out of my senses? Of what colour now is
the head of this cane? You’ll say ’tis white, and ten
to one make me believe it too—I thought that young
fellows studied to get money.

Mir. No, sir, I have studied to despise it ; my read-
ing was not to make me rich, but happy, sir.

O. Mir. There he has me again now. (Aside.) But,
sir, did not I marry to oblige you ?
Mir. To oblige me, sir ! l):l what respect, pray ?

O. Mir. Why, to bring you into the world, sir;
wan’t that an obligation ¢ .

Mir, And because I would have it still an obliga-
tion, I avoid marriage.

O. Mir. How is that, sir?

Mir. Because 1 would not curse the hour I was
born.

O. Mir. Lookye, friend, you may persuade me out
of my designs, but I’'ll command you out of yours;
and though you may convince my reason that you are
in the right, yet there is an old attendant of sixty-
three, called positiveness, which you, nor all the wits
in Italy, shall ever be able to shake : so, sir, you’re a
wit, and I’m a father: you may talk, but I'll be
obey’d. | (Retires up the Stage.)

Miyr, This it is to have the son afiner gentleman than
the father.; they first give us breeding that they don’t
understand, thea they turn us out of doors 'cause we
are wigez.shga theniselves. But 1’m a little aforehand
ryith the old’ gentleman. (Am‘zi:‘.?s Sir, you have been
‘pleas’d to settle a thousand pounds sterling a-year upon
uie; insgturn of which, I have a very great honourfor
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you and your family,and shall take care that ygur onlj

and beloved son shall do nothing to make hinhate hi

father, or to hang himself. So dear sir, I'p your ver)

humble servant. pzs off, L.0
O. Mir. llere, sirrah, rogue, Bob, viliain !

Enter DuGarb, ruS

Dug. Ah, sir, ’tis but what he deserves.

0. Mir. 'Tis false, sir, he don’t deserve it : what
have you to say against my boy, sir ?

Dug. I shall only repeat your own words.

0. Mir. What have you to do with my words? 1
have swallow’d my words already, I have caten them up,
and how can you come at ’em, sir >—1I say that Bob’s
an honest fellow, and who dares deny it ?

Enter BISARRE, L.H.

Bis. That dare I,sir———I say that your son is a wild,
foppish, whimsical, impertinent coxcomb ; and werc
I abused as this gentleman’s sister is, I would make it
an lralian quairel, and poison the whole family.

Dug. Come, si1, ’tis no time for trifling ; my sister
is abus’d, you are made <ensible of the affront, and
your houour is concern’d to see her redress’d.

0. Mir. Lookye, Mr. Dugard, good words go fur-
thest. I will do your sister justice, but it must be af-
ter my own rate ; nobody must abuse my son but my-
self. For although Robin be a sad dog, yet he’s no-
body’s puppy but my own.

Bis. Ay, that’s my sweet-natur’d, hind old gentle-
man. (Pheedling him.) We will be good then, if
you’ll join with us in the plot

O. Mi». Ah, you coaxing young baggage, what plot
can you have to wheedle a fellow of sixgy three ?

Bis. A plot that sixty-three is only godq fog, to bring
other people together, sir; a Spanish plos, ﬁﬁs dan-
gerops than that of eighty-eight; and you must act
t &niard, ’cause your son will least suspect vou :
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and if ¥1e should, your authority protects you from
a quagrel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expose her
brothér. .

O. Mir. £,yd what part will you act in the business,
madam ?

Bis. Myselfdsir. My friend is grown a perfect
changeling: these foolish hearts of ours spoil our heads
presently ; the fellows no sooner turn knaves, but we
turn fools. But I am still myself ; and he may expect
the most severe usage from me, ’cause I neither love
him nor hate him. [Exit, 1..H.

O. Mir. Well said, Mrs. Paradox; °but, sir, who
must open the matter to him?

Duyg. Petit, sir, who is our engineer-general. And
here he comes.

Enter PETIT, RHLU.E.

Pet, O, sir, more discoveries! Are all friends about
us?

Dug. Ay, ay, speak freely.

Pet. You must know, sir——Od’s my life, I’'m out
of breath; you must know, sir—you must know—

0. Mir. What the devil must we know, sir ?

Pet. That I have (Pants and blows.) brib’d, sir,
brib’d—your son’s secretary of state.

O. Mir, Secretary of State !—who’s that, for hea-
ven’s sake ? .

Pet. His valet-de-chambre, sir. You must know,
sir, that the intrigue lay folded up with his master’s
clothes ; and when he went to dust the embroidered
suit, the secret flew out of the right pocket of his coat,
in a whole swarm of your crambo songs, short-footed
odes, and long-tegg’d Pindarics,

O. Mir. Impossible !

Pet. Ah, sir. he has lov’d her all along ! there was
griana in eyery line, but he hates marriage. Now,
ir, this plat will stir up his jealousy, and we shall
know bz‘t}m strength of that how to proceed further.
Come, sisflet’s about it with speed. [E¥%eunt, L.H.U.E.

c
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Enter M1RARFL, R.H. and BIsARRE, L.H. pasding”
carelessly by one another.

Bis. T wonder what she can see in thi; fellow to like

him!! (Aside.)
Mir. I wonder what my friend can sec in this girl
to admire her. (Aside.)

Bis. A wild, foppish, extravagant rake.  (side.)
Mir. A light, whimsical, impertinent mad-cap.
. (Aside.)

Bis. Whom do you mean, sir? .

Mir. Wkom do you mean, madam ?

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

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

Bis. ’ll do’t with all my heait.

Mir. Then you must marry me.

Bis. Lookye, sir, don’t think your ill manners to
me shall excuse your ill usage ot my friend, nor by
fixing a quarrel here, to divert my zeal for the absent ;
for I'm 1es0lv’d, nay, 1 come prepard to mahe you a
panegyric that shall mortity your pride like any mc-
dern dedication.

Mir. And 1, madam, like a true modein pation,
shall bardly give you thanks for your tiouble.

Bis. Come, si1, to let you see what little foundation
you have for your dear sufliciency, I'll take you to
pieces.

Mir. Ard what piece will you choose ?

Bis. Your heart to be sure; ’cause ! ~hould get pre-
sently rid on’t: your couragé 1 would give to a Hec-
tor, your wit to a bad play-maker, yoyr honour to an
attorney, your body to the physicians, and\vour soul to
its master. h ,

Mir. 1 had the oddest dicam last night of the
Duchess of Burgundy: methought the furl ~lows of
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hex gown were pinn’d up so high behind, that I could
n:Nec her head for her tail.

-. B¥s. The creature don’t mind me ! (Aside.) Do
you think, sir, that your humorous impeitinence can
divert me? 2 No, sir, I’m above apy pleasure that you
' can give but ghat of seeing you miserable. And mark
me, sir, my friend, my injur’d friend, shall yet be doubly
happy, and you shall be a hushand as much as the
rites of marriage, and the breach of ’em, can make
you. (Here Mirabel pulls out a Virgil, and reads to
himself while she speaks.)

Mir. At regina dolos,(quisfallere possit amantem 2

Dissimulare etiam sperasti, perfide tantum—Very

true.— Posse nefas.

Ry your favour, friend Virgil, ’twas but a rascally trick
of your hero to forsake poor Pug so inhumanly.

Bis. I don’tknow what to say to him. (Aside.) The
devil what’s Virgil to us, sir?

Mir. Very much, madam; the most apropos in the
world—for what should I chop upon but the very
place where the perjur’d rogue of a lover and the for-
saken lady are battling it tooth and nail. Come, ma-
dam, spend your spirits no longer : we’ll take an easier
method ; I'!l be Eneas now, and you shall be Dido,
and we’ll rail by book. Now for you madam Dido.

Nec te noster «mor, nec te data dextera quondam,
Nec moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido——

Ah, poor Dido. (Looks at her.)

Bis- Rudeness, affronts, impatience ! I could almost
start out even to manhood, and want but a weapon as
long as his to fight him upon the spot. What shall I
sity ? (Aside.)

Mir. Now she rants—

Qua qehtls antcferam? Jam jam nec marima

Juno.

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

Mir. )(ight, right, madam ; the very words.

c2
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‘Bis. And some pernicious elf left in the cradle, w'h
human shape to palliate growing mischief.—(Hoth
speak together, and raise their Voices by degrees)

Mir. Perfude, sed durrs genuit te cautibus horrens

Caucasus, Hyrcanaque admorunt uber4 tigres.

Bis. Go, i1, fly 1o your midnight reve}s—

Mir. Excellent

I sequere Italiamn ventis, pete regna per undas,

Spero equidem mediis, si quid pia Numina possunt.

(ZTogether again.)

Bis. Now the devil take his impudence ! le vexes

me so, 1 don’t know whether to cry or laugh at him.
(Aside.)

Mir. Bravely peiform’d, my dear Libyan I’ll write
the tragedv of Dido, and you shall act the part ; but
you do nothing at all, unless vou fret yowmselt into a
fit; for heie the poor lady is stifled with vapours, drops
into the arms of her maids; and the cruel, barbarous,
deceitful wandcrer is, in the very nextline, call’d pious
Aneas,—There’s authority for ye.

Sorry indeed Eneus stood
To see her in a pout ;
But Jove himself , who nee’r thought good
To stay a second bout,
Commands lam off with all his crew,
And leaves poor Dy, as I lvave you.
[Runs off, 1.4.

Bis. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agiee.

able fellow. O’my conscience, 1 must excuse Oriana.

That lover soon his angry fair disarms,
Whose slighting pleases, and whose faults are
charms. | Exit, r.H.

Re-enter PETIT, LN, who runs'about to every Nqo:
and knochs.

DPet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where aie you? Yo where
to be found?
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Enter MiraBEL, L.H.

Jir. What's the matter, Petit ?

« Pet. Most critically met Ah, sir, that one who
has followed thHe game so long, and brought the poor
hare just under his paws, should let a mongrel cur
chop in, and run away with the puss.

Mir. If your worship can get out of your alle-
gories, be pleas’d to tell me in three words what you
incan !

Pet. Plain, plain, sir. Your mistress and mine is
going to be married.

Mir. 1 believe you lie, sir.

Pet. Your humble servant, sir. (Guing, L.H.)

Mir. Come hither, Petit? Married, say you?

Pet. No, sir, ’tis no matter ; I only thought to do
you a service, but I shall take care how I confer my
tfavours for the future. .

Mir. Sir, 1 beg ten thousand pardons. (Bows low.)

Pet.’Tis enough, sir—I come to tell you, sir, that
Oriana is this moment to be sacrificed ; married past
redemption.

Mir. 1 understand her; she’ll take a husband out of
spite to me, and then out of love to me she will make
him a cuckold. But who is the happy man ?

Pet. A lord, sir.

Mir. 'm her ladyship’s most humble servant; a
train and a title ; hey! Room for my lady’s coach! A
front row in the box for her ladyship! Lights, lights
for her honour !—Now must I be a constant attender
at my lord’s levee, to work my way to my lady’s
couchee—a Countess, I presume, sir?

Pet. A i¢h count, sir, that Mr. Dugard knew
71s come to Paris, saw your mistress yesterday,
ies her fo-day, and whips her into Spain to-mor-

w.

« Mir, Ay fis it so? and must I follow my cuckold
vver tite Pyrences? Had she married within the pre-
¢indCIS" G billet-doux, I would be the man to lead her
c3
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to church’; but as it happens, I’ll forbid the banps.—
Where is this mighty Don? .

Pect, Have a care, sir; he’s a rough, cross-grained
piece, and there’s no tampering with hims Would you
apply to Mr, Dugard, or the lady herself, something
might be done; for itis in despite t6 you that the
business is carried so hastily. Odso, sir, here he
comes. I must be gone. [Exit, L.

Enter OLp MiraBeL, dressed in o Spanish Habit,
) leading OR1ANA, R.1I.

Ori. Good, my lord, a nobler choice had better
suited your lordship’s merit. My person, rank, and
circumstance expose me as the public theme of raillery,
and subject me so to injurious usage, my lord, that
T can lay no claim to any part of your segard, except
your pity.

O. Mir. Breathes he the vital air, that dares presume
With rude behaviour to profane such excellence ?
Show me the man— .

And you shall see how my sudden revenge
Shall fall upon the head of such presumption.
Is this thing one ? (Strutting up to Mirabel.)

Mir, Sir!

Ori. Good, my lord.

O. Mir. 1f he, or any he—

Ori. Pray, my lord, the gentleman’s a stranger.

0. Mir. O, your pardon, sir—but if you had—re-
member, sir—the lady now is mine, her injuries are
mine ; therefore, sir, you understand me.—Come ma-
dam.—(Leads Oriana to the Door; she goes off. Mi-
rabel runs to his Father, and pulls kim by the Sleeve.

Mir. Ecoutez, Monsiuer le Count'r

0. Mir. Your business, sir ?

Mir. Boh ! .

O. Mir. Boh! What language is that, ir?

Mir, Spanish, my lord.

0. Mir. What d’ye mean?

Mir. This, sir. (Trips up Yo neecs
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) Q\ Mir. A very concise quarrel, traly—I'll bully
him! (Aside.) Trinidade seigneur, give me fair play.
- (Offers to rise.)

Mir. By all means, sir. (Takes away his sword.)—
Now, seigncur, where’s that bombast look and fustian
face your Couptship wore just now ?  (Strikes him.)

0. Mir. Bug hold, sirrah, no more-jesting; 1I’m your
father, sir, your fither !

Mir. My father! Then by this light I could find
in my heart to pay thee. (Astde.) Is the fellow mad?
Why surc, sir. [ han’t frightened you out of your senses ?

O Mir. But you have, sir.

Mir. Then I’ll beat them into you again.

(Offers to strike him.)

0. Mir. Why rogue—Bob, dear Bob, don’t you
know me, child?

Mir, Ha, ha, ha! the fellow’s downright distracted !
Thou miracle of impudence! wouldst thou make me
believe that such a grave gentleman as my father
would go a masquerading thus? That a person of
threescore and three would run about in a fool’s coat
to disgrace himself and family? Why, you impudent
villain, do you think I will suffer such an affront to
pass upor my honour’d father, my worthy father, my
dear father ? ’Sdeath, sir, mention my father but once
again, and I'll send your soul to thy grandfather this
minute ! (Offers to stab him.)

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

Mir. Why then, sir, you are the saucy, hectoring
Spaniard, and I'll use you accordingly.

0. Mir. The devil take the Spaniards, sir, we have
all got nothing but blows since we began to take their
part.

1

Re-enfer DuuARD, ORIANA, and Perit; with Maid,
*"R.u.—Dugard runs to Mirabel, the rest to Old
Mirabel.

f
Dug. fie, fie, Mirabel, murder your father !
: - (Holding him.)
e pre . c4

3



32 THE INCONSTANT.
Mir. My father! What, is the whole family ruad ?

ive me way, sir; [ won’t be held.
Q. Mir. No, nor I neither; let me be gone, pray.

Offers to go.
Mir. My father! S 7 g

O. Mir, Ay, you dog’s face ! I am your father ; for
1 l(;ave bore as much for thee as your mother ever
did. !

Mir. O ho! then this was a trick it seems, a de-
sighn, 'a contrivance, a stratagem—Oh | how my bones
ache !

O. Mir. Your hones, sirrah ; why your’s?

Mir. Why, sir, han’t I been beating my own flesh
and blood all this while? O, madam, (7o Oriana.)
I wish your ladyship joy of your new dignity. Here
was a contrivance indeed.

Pet. The contrivance was well enough, sir; for they
imposed upon us all.

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don
Quixote battle for you bravely? My father will answer
for the force of my love.

Ori. Pray, sir, don’t insult the misfortunes of your
own creating.

Dug. My prudence will be counted cowardice, if ]
stand tamely now.—(Aside.— Comes up between Mi-
rabel and his Sister.)—Well, sir !

Mir. Well, sir! Do you take me for one of your
tenants, sir, that you put on your landlord face at me?

Dug. On what presumption, sir, dare you assume
thus? (Draws.)

O. Mir, What’s.that to you, sir? (Draws.)

Pet. Help! help! the lady faints.

(Oriana falls into Petit’s Arms.)

Mir. Vapours ! vapours! she’ll come to herself. It
it be an angry fit, a dram of asafcetida~ !¢ icalousy,
hartshorn in‘water—If grief, ratifia—If it be str.ight
stays or corns, there’s nothing like a dram of pla.q
‘brandy. u[Exit, v.1.
. Ori. Hold off; give me air—O, my broiher, would

’youspteserve my life, endanger not your ow.1 ,n_?(f:y}:l
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you\&f:fend my reputation, leave it to itself. ’Tisa
dear vindication that’s purchas’d by the sword; for
though our champion proves victorious, yet our
honour is wounded.

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

Ori. Ay, sir, my indisposition was only a pretence
to divert the quarrel : the capricious taste of your sex
excuses this artifice in ours.

For often, when our chicf perfections fail,
Our chief defects with foolish men prevail.

[Exit, r.u.

Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take courage ; thereis a
way still left to fetch him again.

0. Mir. Sir, I'll have no plot that has any relation
to Spain.

Dug. 1 scorn all artifice whatsoever; my sword
shall do her justice.

Pet. Pretty justice, truly! Suppose you fun him
through the body; you run her through the heart at
the same time.

0. Mir. And me through the head—rot your sword,
sir; we’ll have plots ; come, Petit, let’s hear.

Pet. What if she pretended to go into a nunnery,
and so bring him about to declare himself?

Dug. That I must confess has a face.

O. Mir. A face! A face like an angel, sir. Ad’s
my life, sir, ’tis the most beautiful plot in Christen-
dom. We’ll about it immediately. [(Excunt, v.H.

END OF ACT l1II.

~ ACT 1IV.
SCENE 1.—0Id Mirabel’s House.
Enter f/OLp MiraBgL and DuGARrD, L.i1.
Dug. :%e lady abbess is my relation, and privy to

&

ch
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O. Mir. Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him gbout,
1 warrant ye.

+Enter DURKTETE, L.H.

Dur. Herc, where arc ye all}—C ! Mr. Mirabel,
you have done fine things for your posterity—And you,
Mr. Dugaid, may come to answer this—1 come to de-
mand my friend at your hands; restore him, sir, or—

(Z'o Old Mirabel.)

O. Mir. Restore him ! What d’yc think [ have got
him in my trunk, or my pocket?

Dur. Sir, he’s mad, and you’re the cause on’t.

O. Mir. That may be ; for T was as mad as he when
I begot him.

Dug. Mad, sir! What d’ye mean ?

Dur. What do you meau, sir, by shutting up your
sister yonder to talk like a parrot through a cage? or
a decoy-duck, to draw others into the snare? Your
son, sir, because she has deserted him, has forsaken
the world; and in three words, has——

(7o Old Mirabel.)

0. M. Hang’d himself! :

Dur. The very same—turn’d friar.

0. Mir. You lie, sir; ’tis ten times worse. Bob
turn’d friar '—Why should the fellow shave his foolish
crown, when the same razor may cut his throat ?.

Dur. If you have any command,or you any interest
over him, lose not a minute: he has thrown himself
into the next monastery, and has order’d me to pay off
his servants, and discharge his equipage.

O. Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out ; I'll sacri-
fice the abbot, if he receives him ; I’ll try whether the
spiritual or the natural father has the most right to
the child.—But, dear captain, what has he Gore with
his esgpte ? , "

Dur. Settled it upon the church, sir. ‘\

O. Mir. The church! Nay, then the :ficvil won't
get him out of their clutches——Ten thou'iand livres -
a vear upon the church! ’Tis downright s‘ar;);ikgag\
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:Come, gentlemen, all hands to work; for half that
sum, one of these monasteries shall protect you a
traitor from the Taw, a rebellious wife from lLer hus-
band, and a disobedient son from his own father.—

“w [Crosses and Ezit, L.H.

* Dug. But xvill ye persuade me that he's gone to a
monastery ?

Dur. 1s your sister gone to the Filles Repenties? 1
tell you, sir, she's not fit for the society of repenting
maids.

Dug. Why so, sir?

Dur. Because she’s neither one nor t’other; she’s
too old to be a maid, and too young to repent.

[Exeunt, L.H.

SCENE 11.—The Inside of a Monastery.

ORriaNA discovered in @ Nun’s Habit, with Bisarreg,
' L.H.

Ori. 1 hope, Bisarre, there is no harm in jesting
with this religious habit ?

Bis. To mc, the greatest jest in the hahit is taking
it in carnest: 1 don’t understand this imprisoning
people with the keys of paracdise, nor the ment of that
virtuc which comes by constraint. But [ must be
gone upon iy affairs; I have brought my captain
about again.

Ori. But why will you trouble yourself with that
roxcomb? .

DBis. Because he is a coxcomb; bad 1 not better
Lave a lover like him, that 1 can make an ass of, than
a lover like yours, to make a fool of me. (Knocking
helow, 1.1.) A message fiom Mirabel, I'll lay ny life.
(She_rr=. o the Door.y Come hither, run; thou
clarming nun, come hither.

* Ori. What’s the news?

Bis. Don’t you see who’s below?

.Ori. Ijsee nobody hut a friar.

Ris. -Ah ! thou poor blind Cupid! O’my conscience,

c6
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these hearts of ours spoil our heads instantly ! the fel-
lows no sooner turn knaves than we turn fools. A
friar ! don’t you see a villanous fgenteel mien under
that cloak of hypocrisy ?

Ori. As] live, Mirabel turn’d friar! I hope, in hea-
ven, he's not in earnest. ]

Bis. In carnest: ha, ha, ha! are ydu in carnest?
Now’s your time ; this disguise he has certainly taken
for a passport, to get in and try your resolutions ; stick
to your habit, to be sume; treat him with disdain, ra-
ther than anger ; for pride becomes us mcre than pas-
sion : remember what 1 say, if you would yield to ad-
vantage, and hold out the attack ; to draw him on,
keep hum off to be sure.

The cunning gamesters never gain too fast,
But lose at fur st, to win the more at last.

[Exit, r.1.
Enter MiraBeL in @ Friar’s Habit, v.B.

Mir. Save you, sister—Your brother, young lady,
having a1egaid for your soul’s health, has sent me to
prepare you for the sacred habit by confession.

Ori. That's false : the cloven-foot already. (Aside )
My brother’s care I own: and to you, sacred sir, 1
confess, that the gieat crying «in which I have long
induleg’d, and now prepare to expiate, was love,

JMir. She’s downtight staik mad in earnest ; death
and confusion, 1 have lost her! (Aside.) You confess
your fault, madam, in such moving terms, that I could
almost be in love with the sin.

Ori, Take caic, si1; crimes, like virtues, are their
own rewaids ; my chief delight became my ouly grief;
he in whose breast I thought my heart secuie, turn'd
robber, and despoil'd the ticasure that'he kept

Mir. Perhaps that tieasure he esteems so mueh,
that like the micer, though afigid to use it, he 1eservedh
it safe,

Ori. No, holy [ather: who can be misé: in ano-
ther’s wealth, that’s prodigal of his own ? His}cﬂ{k



THE INCONSTANT. . 37

" was open, shat’d to all he knew ; and what, alas ! must
then become of mine? but the same eyes that drew
this passion in, siall.send it out in tears, to which now
hear my vow—

Mir. (Discovering himself.) No, my fair angel,

*but let me repent ; here on my knees (Kneels.) be-
hold the criminal that vows repentance his.—Ha!
no concern upon her} (Rises.)

Enter OLp MIRABEL. L.H.

O. Mir.. Where, where’s this counterfeit nun ?

Ori. Madness! Confusion! Pm ruin’d!

Mir, What do I hear ? (Puts on his Hood.) What
did you say, sir ?

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

Mir. What tricks, sir?

0. Mir. By a pretended trick, sir. A contrivance
to bring my son to reason, and it has made him stark
mad; I have lost him and a thousand pounds a year.

Mir. (Discovering himself.) My decar father, 'm
your most humble servant.

" 0. Mir. My dear boy, welcome ex inferis, my dear
boy, 'tis ail a trick, she’s no more a nun than I am.

Mir. No!

0. Mir. The devil a bit,

Mir. 'Then thank ye, my dear dad, for the most
happy news—And now, most venerable holy sister,

(Kneels.)

Your mercy andyour pardon I implore,
For the offence of asking it before.

. (Itises.—Crosses Lo R.H.)
Lookiye, my dear counterfeiting nun, take my advice,
_.%%e a nungn good earnest ; women make the best nuns
always when they can’t do otherwise.
Ori. O sir ! how unhappily have you destroy’d what
was so”near perfection! He is the counterfeit that
¢ ha. deceiv’d you.
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O. Mir. Ha! Lookye, sir, I recant, sneis a nun.
Mir. Sir, your humble servant, ther. I’'m a friar this
moment. -
O. Mir. Was ever an old fool so bantered by a brace
o’young ones ; hang you both, you’re b»th counter-
feits, and my plot’s spoil’d, that’s all. . [Ewxit, L.8."
Ori. Shame and confusion, love, anger, and disap-
pointment, will work my brain fo madness.
[Takes off her Habit, and Exit, R.H.
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the rags, they have serv’d a
turn for us both, and they shall e’en go off together.
[Exit, throwing away the Habit, L.8.

SCENE I11.—O0ld Mirabel’s House.
-Enter DURETETE, with a Letter, R.H.

Dur. (Reads.) My rudeness was only a proof of
your humour, which I have found so agreeable, that
T own myself penitent, and willing to make any re-
paration upon your first appearance to BISARRE.

Mirabel swears she loves me, and this confirms it ;
then farewell gallantry, and welcome revenge ; ’tis my
turn now to be upon the sublime; I'll take her off, I
warrant her.

Enter Bisarrg, L..

Well, mistress, do you love me?

Bis. I hope, sir, you will pardon the modesty of—

Dur. Of what ? of a dancing devil >—Do you love
me, I say ? .

Bis. Perhaps [——

Dur. What?

Bis. Perhaps I do not.

Dur. Ha! abus’d again! Death, woman, I’ll—

Bis. Hold, hold, sir; I do, I do!

Dur. Confirm it then by your obedience; stand
there, and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood, and
soul were like to fly out at your eyes———First, ,th&
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direct surpride. (She looks full upon him.) Right ;
next the deux“ygux par oblique. (She gives kim the
side glance.) Riflt; now depart and Janguish. (S8ke
turns from him, and looks over her Showlder.) Very
well ; now sigh. (She sighs.) Now drop your fan on
purpose. {SNe drops her Fan.) Now take it up again :
Come now, confess your faults; are not you a proud
—say after me—are not you—

Bis. Proud

Dur, Impertinent,

Bis. Impertinent

Dur. Ridiculous.

Bis. Ridiculous

Dur. Flirt.

Bis. Puppy.

Dur. Zoons! woman, don’t provoke me, we sore
alone, and you don’t know but tlic devil may tempt me
to do you a mischief; ask my pardon immediately.

BRis. 1do, sir, I only mistook the woid.

Dur. Cry then have you got e’er a handkerchief?

Bis. Yes, sir.

Dur. Cry then, handsomely; cry like a queen in a
tragedy.

(She pretending to cry, hursts out a laughing.)

Enter Six LAb1gs, laughing, r.u.

Bis. Ha, ha, ha!

Ladics. Ha, ha, hal

Dur. Hell broke loose upon me, and all the furies
flutter’d about my ews ! Betray’d again !

Bis. That you are, upon my word, my dear captain ;
ha, ha, ha!

Dur. The Lord deliver me.

d Zady. What! is this the mighty man with the
bull-facg, that comes to fiighten ladies?

Bis. A man' It's some great dairy-maid in man’s
clothes.

Du.. Lookye, dear Christian women, pray hear me.

Bis. Will you ever attempt a lady's honour agan?
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Dur. If you please to let me get awa» with my ho-
nour, I’ll do any thing in the world. .” )

Bis. Will you persuade your fiicud to marry mine ¥

Dur. O.yes, to be sure.

Bis. And will you do the same by me ??

Dxr. Burn me if I do, if the coast be riear.

[Eait, 1.1,

Bis.: Ha, ha, ha! Come, ladies, we’ll go make an

end of our tea. . [ Exeunt, 1.H.

Enter MiraBeL and O MIRABEL, L.H.

Mir. Your patience, sir. I tell you 1 won’t marry;
and though you send all the bishops in France to per-
suade me, I shall never believe their doctrine against
their practice. You would compel me to that state,
which I have heard you curse yourself, when my mo-
ther and you have battled it for a whole week together.

O. Mir. Never but once, you rogue, and that was
when she long’d for a brace of elephants: Ay, sir,
then she was breeding of you, which show’d what an
expensive dog I should have of you.

Enter PEriT, L.H.

Well, Petit, how does she now?

Pet. Mad, sir, con pompos—Ay, Mr. Mirabel,
youw’ll believe that I speak truth now, when I confess
that I have told you hitherto nothing but lies; our
jesting is come to a sad earnest, she’s downright dis-
tracted.

¢

HRe-enter BISARRE, L.H.
»

DBis. Where is this mighty victor >—-The great =x-
ploit is done; go triumpﬁ in the glory of your con-
quest, inhuman, barbarous man! O sir, (70 Old Mira-
bel.) your wretched ward has found a tender guardian
of you; where her young innocence expected protec-*
tion, Bgre has she found her ruin. .
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O. Mir. Ay the fault is mine, for I believe that
‘rogue won’t mixry, for fear of begetting such another
disobedient son ax his father did. I have done all I
can, madam, and now can do no mere than run mad
for company. (Cries.)

Enter Ducarp, with his Sword drawn, 1.1.

Dug. Away! Revenge, revenge.

O. Mir. Patience, patience, sir. (Old Mirabel holds
kim.) Bob, draw. (Aside.)

Dug. Patience! The coward’s virtue, and the brave
man’s failing, whean thus provok’d—Villain !

Mir. Your sister’s frenzy shall cxcuse your mad-
ness ; and to show my concern for what she suffers, I’ll
bear the villain from her brother.—Put up your anger
with your sword; I have a heart like your's, that
swells at an affront received, but melts at an injury
given; and if the lovely Oriana’s grief be such a mov-
ing scene, ’twill find a part within his breast, perhaps
as tender as a brother’s. .

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

Enter ORIANA, L.u. held by two Maids, who place
her in a Chair.

A sister that my dying parents left, with their last
words and blessing, to my care. Sister, dearest sister.
(Gors to her.)
0. Mir. Ay, poor child, poor child, d’ye know me?
Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, sir ;—Oh! oh
my heart! Were you never in love, fair lady? And
do you never dream of flowers and gardens r—I dream
of walking fires, and tall &igaatic sights. Take heed,
it comes now—What’s that? Pray stand away: I have
seen that face, sure.—How light my head is !
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Mir. What piercing charms has hcauty, ev'n in

madness—Come, madam, try to repos: a little.

" Ori. 1cannot; for I must be vy to go o church,
and I must dress me, put on my new gown, and be so
fine, to meet my love. Hey, ho! Wil not you tell

. me where my heart lies buried ? ' :

Mir. My very soul is touch’d—Your’ hand, my fair.

Ori. How soft aud gentle you feel ! I’ll tell you
your fortune, friend.

Mir. How she stares upon e !

Ori. You have a flattering face ; but ’tis a fine one
—I warrant you have five hundred mistresses—Ay, to
be sure, a mistress for every guinea in his pocket

- Will you pray for me? I shall die to-morrow——And
will you ring my passing-bell ?

Mir. Do you know me, injur’d creature ?

-Ori. No,—but you shall be my intimate acquaint-
ance—in the grave, (Weeps.)

Mir, O tears, 1 must beliéve you; sure there’s a
kiud of sympainy in madness; for evenr I, obdurate as
T am, do feel my soul so toss’d with storms of passion,
that 1 could cry for help as well as she.

(Wipes his Eyes.)
Ori. What, have you lost your lover? No, you
mock me; Pll go home and pray. (Going.)

Mir. Stay, my fair innocence, and hear me own my
love so loud that T may call your senses to their place,
restorc ’em to their charming happy functions, and
reinstate myself into your favour,

Bis. Let her alone, sir, ’tis all too late ; she trem-
bles, hold her, her fits grow stronger by her talking ;
don’t trouble Ler, she don’t know you, sir.

O. Mir. Not know him! what then? she loves to
see him for all that.

Re-enter anu'rz'rn, R.H.

Dur. Where are you all ¥ What the devil! Melan-
choly, and I here! Are ye sad, and such a ridiculous
subject, such a very good jest among you as I am ?
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Mr. Away}'ith this impertinence ; this is no place
for bagatelle: I’have murder'd my honour, destroy’d
a lady, and my desi.c of reparation is come at length
too late : see there.

. Dur. Wiigq ails her?

Mir. Alas :¥she’s mad.

Dur. Mad! dost wonder at that? By this light,
they're all so; they’re cozening mad; they're brawl-
ing mad ; they’re proud mad ; 1 just now came from
a whole world of mad women, that had almost—What,
is she dead ?

Mir. Dead ! heav’ns forbid.

Dur. Heav’ns further it ; for 'till they be as ceold as
a key, there’s no trusting them; you’re never sure
that a woman’s in carnest till she is nail’d in her cof-
fin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, mistress ?

Bis. What’s that to you, sir?

Dur. Oons, madam, are you there ?

[Exit, running, R.H:

Mir. Away, thou wild buffoou ; how poor and mean
this humour now appears? His follies and iy own I
here disclaim ; this lady’s frenzy has restor’d my senses,
and was she perfect now, as once she was (before you
all I speak it), she should be mine; and as she is, my
tears and prayers shall wed her.

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

Bis. Sir, she beckons to you, and waves us to go
off ; come, come, let’s leave ’em.

[Exeunt all but Mirabel and Oriana, 1.1.

Ori. Oh, sir.

Mir. Speak, my charming angel, if your dear senses
have regain’d their order ; speak, fair, and bless me
with the news.

Ori. First, let me bless the cunning of my sex, and
that happy counterfeited frenzy that has restor’d to
my poor labouring breast the dearest, best belov'd of
men.

* Mir. Tune all ye spheres, your instruments of joy,
and carry round your spacious orbs, the happy sounds
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of Oriana’s health ; her soul, whose hirmony was next
to yours, is now in tune again ; the.<ounterXiiting fair
has play’d the fool. hand '
Shé was so mad to counterfeit for,m: ;
I was so mad to pawn my libert }
But now we both are well, and i‘oth are free,

Ori. (Crosses to 1.1.) How sir, free?

Mir. As air, my dear bedlamite; what, marry z
lunatic? Lookye, my dear, you have counterfeitec
madness so very well this bout, that you'll be apt tc
play the fool all your life long Here, gentlemen.

Ori. Monster! you won’t disgrace me *

Mir. O’'my faith, but I will ; here, come in, gentle-
men.—A miracle! a miracle! the woman’s dispos-
sessed, the devil’s vanish’d.

Re-enter OLp MiraBEL and DuGARD, L.H.

O. Mir. Bless us, was she possess’d ?

AMir. With the worst of damons, sir, a marriage-
devil, a horrid devil. Mr. Dugard, don’t be surpris’d,
1 promis’d my endeavours 1o cure your sister; no mad
doctor in Christendom could have done it more effec-
tually. Take her intc your charge; and have a care
she don’t relapse ; if she should, employ me not again,
for I am no more infallible than others of the faculty;
[ do cure sometimes.

Ori. Your remedy, most barbarous man, will prove
the greatest poison to my health; for though my for-
mer frenzy was but counterfeit, I now shall run into
a real madness. [Ezit, r.u. Old Mirabel follows.

Dug. This was_a turn beyond my knowledge ; I'm
so confus’d, 1 know not how to resent it. [Exit, r.H,

Mir. What a dangerous precipice have I ’scap’d!
Was not 1 just now upon the brink of destruction,?

Enter DURETETE, R.H.

Oh, my friend, let me run into thy bosom ; no lark,
mp'd from the devouring pounces of a hawk, quakes
ith more dismal apprehension.



THE INCONSTANT. 45

Dur. The maiter, man !

Mir. Marriage, hanging ; 1 was just at the gallows
foot, the ruiining nuose about my neck, and the cart
wheeling from me.—Oh—I shan’t be myself this
month again_.

« Dur. Did TYot tell you so. They are all alike,
saints or devils.

Mir. Ay, ay; there’s no living here with sccurity ;
this house is so full of stratagem and design, that I
must abroad again,

Duyr. With all my heart, I'll bear thee company, my
lad; I'll meet you at the play ; and we’ll set out for
Italy to-morrow morning.

Mir. A match ; I'll go pay my compliment of leave
to my father presently.

Dur. ’m afraid he’ll stop you.

Mir. What, pretend a command over me after his
settlement of a thousand pounds a year upon me? No,
no, he has pass’d away his authority with the convey-
ancc; the will of a living father is chiefly obeyed for
the sake of the dying one. [Ezeunt, r.H.

END OF ACT 1V,

ACT V.
SCENL L.—A Street before the Playhouse.

Euter MiraBeL and DURETETE, RH. as coming
Jrom the Play.

Dur. How d’ye like this play ?

Mir. 1 liked the company ; the lady, the rich beauty
in the front box,rHad my attention. These impudent
poets bring the fadies together to support them, and
to kill every body clse.

« . For deaths upon the stage the ladies cry,
/ But ne’er mind us that in the audience die.
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Duer, Hoity-toity ; did Phullis iusl}he you with all
this ! . )

Mir. Ten times more ; the play-house™1s the ele-
ment of poetry. because the region of beauty; the la-
dies, methinks, have a more inspiling friumphant air
in the boxes than any where else, they 5 « commanding
on their thrones with all their subject slaves about
them : their best clothes, best looks, shining jewels,
spatkling cyes, the ticasure of the world in axing. 1
could wish that my whole hite long weie the first night
of a new play.

Dur. The fellow has quite forgot this journey —
(-4side.) Have you bespohe post horses?

. Giant me but thiee days, dear captain, one te
discover the lady, one to unfold myself, and one to
make me happy ; and then I’m yours to the world’s
end.

LDiter. Hast thou the impudence to promise thyself a
lady of her figure and quality in so short a time ?

Mur. Yes, sir—I have a confident address, no dis-
agieeable person, and five hundred louis-d’ors in my
pochet,

Dur Five hundred louis-d’ors! You an’t mad?

Mi . I tell you she’s worth five thousand; one of her
vlack brilliant eyes is worth a diamond as big as he
head, T compar’d her necklace with her looks, and
the living jewels out-sparklcd the dcad one by a million.

Dur. But you have own’d to me, that abating Oria-
na’s pretensions to marriage, you lov’d her passionately,
then how can you wander at this rate?

M. 1long’d for apatridge t’other day off the king's
plate ; but d’ye think, because 1 could not have it, I
must eat nothirg

Enter ORIANA, L.H. in ,Boy’.s Clothys, with a Letter

Ori. Is your name Mirabel, sir *
Mir. Yes, sir.
Ori, A letter from your uncle in Picardy.
(Gives the Lettr)
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. Mir. (Reads.) The bearer is the svn of a Pro-
testant o~otleman, who flying for his religion, left
me the charge of this yautf—A pretty boy—He’s
Sond of "ssv{ze handsome service that may afford him
opportunity < improvement ; your care of him will
oblige Your>»——Hast a mind to travel, child?

Ori. ’Tis my desire, sir; 1should be pleas’d to serve
a traveller in any capacity.

Mir. A hopeful inclination; you shall along with
me into Italy as my page.

Dur.1 don’t think it safe; the rogue’s (Noise,
without.) too handsome.—The play’s done, and some
of the ladies come this way.

Enter LAMORCE, R.H. with her Train borne up by «
Page.

Mir. Duretete, the very dear, identical she.

Dur. And what then?

Mir. Why ’tis she. ]

Dur. And what then, sir? .

Mir. Then! Why—Lookye, sirrah, the first piece
of service I put upon you, is to follow that lady’s
coch and bring me word where she lives.

(7o Oriana.)

Ori. I con’t know the town, sir, and am afraid of
losing my -elf.

Mir. Pshaw !

Lam. Page, what’s become of all my people?

Page. 1 can’t tell, madam ; I can see no sign of
your ladyship’s coach. '

Lam. That fellow is got into his old pranks, and
fall’'n drunk somewhere; none of the footmen there?

Page. Not ong, madam. .

Lam. These strvants are the plague of our lives;
what shall | do’?

Mir all my hopes, fortune pimps for me : now,
. Duyetete, for a piece of gallantry.

%ﬂ. Why you won’t sure ?
ir. Won't, brute! (Z0 Lam.) Let not your ser-
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vant’s neglect, madam, put your ladyship to any incon--
venience, for you can’t be disappointed of wa-vinipage
whilst mine waits below ; and would you horour the
master so far, he would be proud to pay his ;.tendance.

Dur. Ay, to be sure. r (Aside.),”

Lam. Sir, I won’t presume to be tidublesome, for
my habitation is a great way off.

Dur. Very true, madam, and he’s a little engag’d ;
besides, madam, a hackney coach will do as well, ma-
dam, '

. Mir, Rude beast, be quiet ! (Zo Duretete.) The
farther from home, madam, the more occasion you
have for a guard—pray, madam——

Lam. Lard, sir (He seems to press, she declines
it in dumb show.— They rctire a little, R.H.) ,

Dur. Ah! the devil’s in his impudence; now he
wheedles, she smiles; he flatters, she simpers; he
swears, she believes ; he’s a rogue, and she’s a w
in a moment.— (Aside.—Crosses to r.H.)

Mir. Without there ! my coach; Duretete, wish
me joy. (Aside to Dur.—Hands the Lady out, L.u.)

Dur. Wish you a halter! Here you little Picard,
go follow your master, and he’ll lead you )

Ori. Whither, sir? (Crosses to L.H.)

Dur. To the academy, child; ’tis the fashion, with
men of quality, to teach their pages their exercises—go.

Ori. Won’t you go with him too, sir? that woman
may do bim some harm, I don’t like her.

"Dur. Why how now, Mr. Page, do you start up to
give laws of a sudden? do you pretend to rise at court,
and disapprove the pleasure of your betters? Lookye,
sirrah, if ever you would rise by a great man, be sare
to be with him in his little actions; and, as a step to
vour advancement, follow your mast,r immediately,
and make it your hope that he goes tda bagnio, -

Ori. Heavens forbid. (Fxit, L1,

Dur. Now would I sooner ‘take a cart in co.~vany
of the hangman, than a coach with that woman : wit
a strange antipathy have I taken against these creature}
a woman to me is aversion upon aversion, a cheese,
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cut, a b.cast of mutton, the squalling of childien, the
grindive  * knives, dead small-beer, and the snuff of a
candleZ . [ FKxity 1.1.

SCEW E I1.—.1 handsome Apartment.
Enter MirapeL and LaMoRrck, L.11.

Lam. To convince me, sir, that your service was
something more than good biceding, please to lay out
an how of your company upon my desite, as * ou have
alteady upon my necessity.

Mir. Your desire, magam, has ounly prevented my
1equest : my hows ! make ’em yours, madm, eleven,
twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to those
Liappy minutes

I um. But I must trouble you, sir, to dismiss your
1ctinue, because an equipage at my door, at this time
of night, will not be consistent with my reputation.

Mu . By all means, madam, all but one little boy—
Here, page.

Enter Oriana, 1.06.

Order my coach and seivants home, and do you stay;
| Kxit, Oriana, L.n.] ’tis a foolish ccuntry boy, that
knows nothing but innocence.
Lam. Iunocence, si1 2 I should be sorry if you made
my sinister constiuctions of my treedom.
Mir. O madam, I must not pretend to remark upoo
wy body’s freedom, having so entirely forfeited my own.
Lam. Well, sir, ’twere convenient towaids our easy
orrespondence, that we enter’d into a free confidence
of cach other, by a mutual declaration of what we awe,
and what we thigk of one another.—Now, sir, what
ae you? :)
Mir. Tn three 4ords, madam——I am a gentleman,
I have five Ynidred pounds in my pocket, and a clean
hirt opr;, .
*wdgtim. And your name is—
r. Mustapha,——Now, madam, the inventory of
fortunes.

D
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Lam. My name is Lamorce ; my birth noble ; I was
married young, to a proud, rude, sulleny.i=>netuous
fellow ; the husband spoiled the gentleman :»rying
rumed my face, ull at last I took heart, lealwd out of a
window, got away to my friends, su’d ' tyrant, and
recover’d my fortune——I liv’d from fliteen to twenty
to please a husband ; from twenty to forty I'm resolv’d
to please myself, and from thence upwards I’ll humour
the world.

Mir. Ba, ha, ha, I rejoice in your good fortune with
all my heart.

Lam. O, now I think on’t, Mr. Mustapha, you have
got the finest ring there, 1 could scarcely believe it
right ; pray let me see it.

- Mir. Hum ! Yes, madam, ’tis, 'tis right—but, but,
but, but, but it was given me by my mother, an old
family ring, madam, an old-fashion’d family ring.

Lam. Ay, sir ;—If you can entertain yourself for a
moment, I'll wait on you immediately. [L.mt R.H.D.

Mir. Certainly the stars were in a strange intriguing
humour when I was born—Ay, this pight should I
have had a bride in my arms, and that I should like
well enough : but what should I have to-morrow night?
The same. And what next night? The same. And

what next night? The very same. Soup for break-
fast, soup for dinner, soup for supper,- and soup for
breakfast again—But here’s variety.

(Lamorce appears at R.H.D. heruns towards her.)

Enter Four Bravoes, Lamorce following, R.H.D.
‘MiraBEL starts bdck.

She comes, she comes—Hum, hum—Wretch—Mur-
der’d, murder'd to be sure! The cur{ed strumpet! To
make me send away my Servants—N¥hody near ine !—
These cut throats always make sure work. .+ What shall
Ido? Ihave but one way. (Asigde.) Are ihlce gen-
tlemen your relations, madam.
Lam. Yes, sir. ‘
* Mir. Gentlemen, your most humble servant;
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-your most faithful ; yours, sir, with all my heart; your

most o" ‘ent—come gentlemen, (Salutes all round.)

pless ¢ to snt—no ceremony, next the lady, pray, sir.
(Theéy all sit.)

Lam, W%}‘ sir, and how d’ye like my friends ?

Mir. O, niddam, the most finish’d gentlemen! I
was never more happy in good company in my life; I
suppose, sir, you have travelled ? (To 1st. Bra. )

1st Bra. Yes, sir.

Mir. Which way, may I presume ?

1st. Bra. In a western barge, sir.

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty ; facetious, pretty gen-
tleman !

Lam. Ha, ha, ha! Sir, you have got the prettiest
ring upon your finger there—

Mir. Ah! madam, ’tis at your service, with all my
heart. (Offering the ring.)

Lam. By no means, sir, a family ring! ~ (Zakes it.)

Mir. No matter, madam. Seven hundred pounds
by this light. . (Aside.)

2nd Bra. Pray, sir, what’s o’clock ?

Mir. Hum! Sir, I have left my watch at home.

2nd Bra. I thought I saw the string of it just now—

Mir. Od’s my life, sir, I beg your pardon; here it
is—but it don’t go. (Puts it up. )

Lam. O dear, sir, an English watch! Tompion’s, I
presume,

Mir. D’ye like it madam ?—no ceremony "tis at
your service, with all my heart and soul. (Lam. takes
the Watch.) Tompion’s! Hang ye ! (Aside.)

1s¢. Bra. But, sir, above all things, T admire the
fashion and make of your sword-hilt.

Mir. I’'m mig)hty glad you like it, sir.

1st. Bra. W1¥ you part with it, sir?

Mir. 1 wont dell it.

1st. Nogizal it, sir >

Mir. No, gemlemen——but Bll bestow it with all
%gﬁ't (Offers it.)

st. Bra. O, sir, wegob you. (Takes it.)
Mir. That you do, I'll be sworn. (Aside.) 1 have
D2
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another at home, pray, sir—Gentlemen, you're too
modest ; have I any thing else that you fapey ?—Sir,
will you da me a favour ? (7o the first Bravo};J win
extremely in love with that hat which you w-ear; will
you do me the favour to change with me

1s¢. Bra. Lookye, sir, .this is a fatly hat, and 1
would mot part with it; but if you like it—

Mir. Sir, your most humble servant,

(They change Hats.)
1s¢. Bra. Madam, your most humble slave, (Goes
up foppishly to the Lady, and salutes her.)
. 2nd Bra. The fellow’s very liberal ; shall we mur-
der him ? (Apart.)
1st. Bra. No, no; I want but a handsome pretence
to quarrel with him, for you know we must act like
gentlemen. Here, some wine—(#ine brought.) Sir,
your good health. (Pulls Mirabel by the nose.)

Mir. Oh, sir, your most humble servant; a pleasant
frolic enough, to drink a man’s health, and pull him
by the nose : ha, ha, ha! the pleasantest pretty-hu-
mour’d gentleman. ]

Lam. Help the gentleman to a glass.

(Mirabel drinks.)
1st. Bra. How d’ye like the wine, sir?

Mir. Very good o’th’ kind, sir ; but I tell ye what, 1
find we’re all inclin’d to be frolicsome, and ’egad, for
my own part, I was never more disposed to be merry ;
let’s make a night on’t, ha !—This wine is pretty, but
I have such Burgundy at home.—Lookye, gentlemen,
let me send for half a dozen flasks of my Burgundy; I
defy France to match it ;—"Twill make us all life, all
air, pray, gentlemen.

2nd. Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy ?

, (A4part.)
1st Bra. Yes, faith, we’ll have al\we can; here,
call up the gentleman’s servant.. (dpart., What think
you, Lamorce ?
. Lam,. Yes, yes, (Jpart.) Your servant is‘a sotlish
‘&gmtry boy, sir; he understagds nothing but i
b ce.



THE INCONSTANT. 53
Mir. Ay, ay, madam.—~Here, page !

Enter OrRIANA, L.H.

, Tuke this k-, and go to my Batler, order him to send
half a dozen fiasks of the red Burgundy, mark’d a thou-
sand ; and be sure you make haste; I long to enter-
tain my friends here, my very good friends.

Omnes. Ah, dear sir!

1st. Bra. Here, child, take a glass of wine—Your
master and 1 have chang’d hats, honey, in a frolic.—
Where had you this pretty boy, honest Mustapha?

Ori. Mustapha! (Aside.)

Mir. Out of Picardy: this is the first errand he
has made for me, and if he does it right, I’ll encourage
him.

Ori. The red Burgundy, sir?

Mir, The red, mark’d a thousand ; and be sure you
make haste.

Ori. I shall, sir.  [Ewxit, 1.1

‘1st. Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my hat, have
you any fancy for my coat }—Lookye, sir, it has serv’d
a great many honest gentlemen very faithfuily.

Mir. The insolence of these dogs is beyond their
cruelty. (Aside.)

Lam. You’re melancholy, sir.

Mir. Only concern’d, madam, that [ should have no
servaat here but this little boy—he’ll make some con-
founded blunder, I'll lay my life on’t; 1 would not be.
disappointed of my wine for the universe.

Lam. He'll do well enough, sir; but supper’s
ready ; will you please to eat a bit, sir?

Mir. O, mafam, I never had a better stomach in®

my life.

Lam. {Croscés to r.u.) Come, then—we bave no-
thing but, a.late of soup.

M ,Ah ! 'The marriage soup | could dispense with

V (dside.— Exit, handing the Lady, R.11.

nd. Bra. Shall we despatch him ?
3rd. Bra. ''o be sure, 1 think he knows me.
D3
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1s¢. Bra. Ay, ay, dead men tell no tales; I han’t
the confidence to look a man in the face after I have

done him an injury; thérefore well muider himy, |
[Ea;g;.d't, R.H.

SCENE 11L.—O0ld Mirabel’s Hluse.
Enter DURETFTE, R.H.

Dur. My fiieud has forsaken me, 1 have abandon’d
my mistress, my time lies heavy upon my hands, and
my money burns in my pocket.—But now I think on’t,
my myimidons are upon duty to night ; I'll faitly stroll
down to the guaid, and nod away the night with my
honest licutenant over a flask of wine, a good story,
and a pipe of tobacco. (Going off.)

Enter BISARRE, L.1.

Bis Who comes there ? Stand !

Dur. Hey-day, now she’s turn’d dragoon. (.dside.)

Bis. Lookye, sir, Tm told you intend to travel
again.—I design to wait on you as far as laly.

Dur, Then I’ll travel into Wales,

Bis. Wales! What country’s that?

Dur. The land of mountains, child, where you’re
never out of the way, *cause there’s no such thing as a
high road.

B3is. Rather always ina high road, ’cause you travel

" all upun hills ;—but be’t as it will, I’ll jog along with
Aou.

Dur. But we intend to sail for the Fast Indies.

Bis. East or West, ’tis all one to me ; I'm tight and
light, and the fitter for sailing. '

Dur. But suppose we take throug(., Germany, and
drink haid ? .,

Bis. Supposc 1 take thiough Germany, *s. 3_drink
harde: than you? .

Dur. ’Sdeath, woman, will you go to the guard R
me, and snioke a pipe ?
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Bis. Allons donc !

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

Bis. There I'll leave you.

Dur. And a bappy riddance ; the gallows is wel-
* come.

Bis. Hold, hold sir! (Catches him by the Arm as
he is going.) one word before we part.

Duyr. Let me go, madam—

Bis. Stir if you dare, I'll call the women.—Come,
sir, stand there now, and ogle me. (He frowns upon
her.) Now a languishing sigh ! (He groans.) Now
run and take my fan——faster. (He runs aend takes
it up.) Now play with lt handsomely.

Dur. Ay, ay. (He tears it to pieces.)

Bis. Hold, hold, dear, humourous coxcomb ; cap-
tain spare my fan, and 'll——Why you rude, inhuman
monster, don’t you expect to pay for this?

Dur. Yes, madam, there’s twelvepence ; for that is
the price ou’t

Bis. Sir, it cost a guinea.

Dur. Well, madam, you shal! have the sticks again.

[ Throws them at her, and exit, L.H.

Bis. Ha, ha, ha! ridiculous, below my concern. 1
must follow him, however, to know if he can give me
any news of Oriana. L Exit, L.8.

SCENE IV.—Lamorce’s Lodgings.
Enter MIRABEL, R.H.D.

Mir. Bloody hell-hounds, I vverheard you | ———Was
not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing Mira-
bel? How dig; I plume my hopes in a fair coming
prospect of a lung scene of years! Lifc courted me
with all th« harms of vigour, youth, and fortune;
and te Le Torn away from all m{‘ promis’d joys is more
th‘kf" &ath : the manner too, by villains.——O, my

na; this very moment might have blessed me in

y arms, and my poor boy! the innocent boy!—

D3
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Confusion !—But hush ! they come :—I must dissem-
ble still—

Enter the four BRAVOES, R.H.D.
!
No news of my wine, gentlemen ?

1 Bra. No, sir: I believe your country booby has
lost himselt, and we can wait no longer for’t——True,
sir, you’re a pleasant gentleman: but I suppose you
understand our business.

Mir. Sir, I may go near to guess at your employ-
ments; you, sir, are a lawyer, I presume, you a phy-
sician, you a scrivener, and you a stock-jobber.——
All cut-throats, ’egad. (Aside.)

4 Bra. Sir, I am a broken officer; I was cashier’d
at the head of the army for a coward ; so I took up the
trade of murder to retiieve the reputation of my cou-
rage.

8 Bra. 1 am a soldier too, and would serve my
king, but I don’t like the quarrel, and 1 have more
honour than to fight in a bad cause.

2 Bra. I was bred a gentleman, and have no es-
tate ; but I must have my whore and my bottle, through
the prejudice of education.

{ Bra. I am a ruffian too, by the prejudice of edu-
cation; I was bred a butcher. In short, sir, if your
wine had come, we might have trifled a little longer.
—Come, sir, which sword will you die by? mine,

sir? (Draws )
2 Bra. Or mine? (Draws.)
3 Bra. Or mine? (Draws.)
4 Bra. Or mine? (Draws.)

thus ! (A knock, v.n.) O, there’s the wine this
v ever lost !

Mir. 1 scorn to beg my life ; buLto be butcher'd
moment for my life or déath. Lost,

Enter O31ANa, 1.1,

here’s the wine, child? (Fain®}\) .
+frf. Coming up, sir. (St amp A
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Enter DurgreTE, L.u. with his Sword drawn, and
‘iz of the grand Musqueteers with their Picces
presented : the Ruffiuns drop their Swoids ;
Oriuna goes off, L.u.

Mir. The wine, the wine, the wine! Youth, plea-
sure, foitune, days, and years are now my own again.
—Ah, my dear friends, did not I tel} yowthis wine
would make me merry >—Dear captain, these gentle-
men are the best natur'd, facctious, witty creatures
that ever you knew.

Enter LAMORCE, R H.D.

Lam, s the wine come, sir !

Mir. O yes, madam, the wine is come—sec there !
 Pointing to the Soldicrs.) Your ladyship hLas got a
sery fine 1ing upon your finger.

Lam. Sir, “tis at your service.

Mir. O ho! is it so? Thou dear seven hundred
pounds, thou’rt welcome home again with all my
heart—Ad’s my life, madam, you have got the finest
built witch there! Tompion’s, I presume?

Lam. Sir, you may wear i

AMir. O madam, by no means; ’tis too much—Rob
you of all! (Takes it from hcr.) Good, dear time,
thou’rt a precious thing ; I'm glid [ have retriev’d
thee. (Puts it up.) What, my tiiends neglected all
this while! Gentlemen, you’ll pardon my complai-
“ance to the lady.—How now *—Is it civil to be so
out of humour at my entertainment, and [ so pleased
with yours 2—Captain, you’re suipris’d at all this;
but we're in ou- frolics, you must know.——=Sune
wine here.

Enter Servant with Wine, L.u.
¢, captain, this worthy gentleman’s health.

(Tweaks the first Bravo by the Nose; he roars.)
D5
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But now, where—where’s my dear deliverer, my boy,
my charming boy ? .

1 Bra. 1 hope some of our crew below staixs.bs.ie
despatch’d him. .

Mir. Villain, what say’st thou? Despatch’d! I'll-
have ye all tortured, rack’d, torn to pieces alive, if
you have touch’d my boy.—Here, page ! page ! page!

(Runs out, L.R.)

Dur. Here, gentlemen, be sure you secure those
fellows.

1 Bra. Yes, sir, we know you and your guard will
be very civil to us.

Dur. Now for you, madam snap dragon——He,
he, he'—1’m so pleas’d to think that I shall be re-
veng’d of one woman before I die.—(Zo the Soldiers.)
‘Take ’em to justice. (Pointing to the Bravoes.)

(The Guards carry off the Bravoes, L 8.)

Enter O1p MiraBEL, DUGARD, and BisARRF, 1.ii.

O. Mir. Robin, Robin, where’s Bob® where’s my
boy?—What, is this the lady ? a pretty vixen, faith !—
Harkye, child, because my son was so civil as to
oblige you with a coach, I'll treat you with a cait, in-
deed I will. .

Dug. Ay, madam,—and you shall have a swinging
cquipage, three or four thousand footmen at your
heels at least.

Dur. No less becomes her quality.

Bis. Faugh! the monster !

Dur. Monster ! ay, you're all a little monstious, let
me tell you.

Re-enter MIRABEL, LiH.
'

O. Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou safe, man?
Mir. No, no, sit, I'm ruin’d! the saver ory lite

is lost ! : )
0. Mir. No, he came and brought us the newd &
Mir. But where is he ?
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Re-enter Or1ANA, L.H.

B! (Runs and embraces her.) My dear preserver,
what shall I do to recompense your trust? Father,
Jfriends, gentlemen, behold the youth that has reliev’d
me from the most ignominious death. Command
me, child; before you all, before my late so kind in-
dulgent stars, I swear to grant whate’er you ask.

Ori. To the same stars, indulgent now to me, I will
appeal -as to the justice of my claiin: I shall demand
but what was mine hefore the just performance of
your contract to Oriana. (Discovers herself.)

Omnes. Oriaoa!

Ori. In this disguise 1 resolv’d to follow you abroad,
counterfeited the letter that got me into your service ;
and so, by this strange turn of fate, I became the in-
strument of your preservation.

Dur. Mirabel,you’re caught.

Mir. Caughi! I scorn the thought of imposition !
Caught! No, ’tis my voluntary act: this was no hu-
man stratagem ; but by my providential stars, designed
to show the dangers wandering youth incurs by the
pursuit of an unlawful love, to plunge me headlongin
the snares of vice, and then to free me by the hands
of virtue : here on my knees I humbly beg my fair
preserver’s pardon ; my thanks are needless, for myself
1 owe. And now for ever do protest me yours.

0. Mir. Tall, all, di, dall, (Sings.) Kiss me, daugh-
ter—no, you shall kiss me first, (Zo Lamorce.) for
you're the cause on’t. Well, Bisarre, what say you to
the captain?

Bis. 1 like the beast well erough ; but I don’t un-
derstand his pazes so well as to venture him in a
strange road.

0. Mir. But marriage is so beaten a path that you
can’t go wrang. .

Bi-. Ay, ’tis so beaten that the way is spoil'd.

“. wJuf. (Crosses to r.u.) There is but one thing
¥#uld make me thy husband—I could marry thee to-
("4y for the privilege of beating thee to-morrow.
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0. Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this.
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas’d with this?

Dug. So pleas’d, that if 1 thought it might secrie
your son's affection 0 my sister, 1 would double her
fortune. -

Mir. Fortune! has she not given ‘me mine? my
life, éstate, my all, and what is more, her virtuous self.
—Behold the foil (Pointing to Lamorce.) that sets
this brightness off! (70 Oriana.) Here view the pride
(Zo Oriuna.) and scandal of the sex. (7o Lamorce.)

What liberty can be so tempting there,
\To Lamorce.)

As a soft, virtuous, am’rous bondage here ?
(7% Oriana.)

Disposition of the Characiers when the Curtain fulls.

3 Finig. 4«!;;;

TReH. . CURTAIN.
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Remarks.

MERCHANT OF VENICE.

The Merchant of Venice bas always been deservedly popular
from the vigour displayed in the chiaracter of Shylock, yet it is far
from being the best of Shahspeare’s comedies. The main plot evi-
dently ends with the fourth act, and, which is worse, the under-
plot, though embellished with all the charms of poetry, is not very
interesting in its incidents. The story of the caskets is too much
like a tairy tale; the spectator, when transported from Venice to
Belmont, feels that he is no longer treading on the land of reality 3
he is | esides too little prepared for the love of Bassanio and Portia,
to sympathize in its suvcess or failure ; at best this portion of the
play appears like the beautiful dream of a beautiful mind, and very
little harmonizes with the stern reality of the main plot, which
never for a moiment deviates from nature. All that passes at Bel-
mont is in the true spirit of poetry, but of poetry that has left the
earth; its creations are as fantastic and unsubstantial as the airy
images that the thin clouds build up in a summer’s noon ; this is
more particularly the case in the beginning of the l:st act ; there
is a beautiful soul-<tealing melancholy in the scene betwern Lo-
renzo and Jessica, but which has more of Heaven than of human
life about it.

The chracter of Shylock, the principal feature of this comedy,
has long afforded ground for contention amoungst the crities. It
has been on the one hand very seriously argued that the Jew is an
injured man, whose revenge is both just and natural, while the op-
pouents of this doctrine, looking only to the terrible measure of
vengeance, have denounced him as a wretch, upon whom all ideas
of mercy are thrown away. One would suppose that this point
might be very easily settled, but criticism is near akin to law, and
loves to raise disputes, where a ground for contention docs not na-
turally exist. That the Jew is an injurcd man is placed beyond the
reach of question ; he says to Antonio,—

—— many a time and oft
B4 the Rialto you have rated me
About my money and my usances.

* * L ® - *

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,
And spit upon my Jewish gabardine,
And all for use of that which is mine own ... 4et 1 s¢, 3.
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I am as like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.—Jdem.
The Jew therefore is justly entitled to call himself an injured manj
but what is his reyenge ? The mean safe revenge of an assassin,
who stabs in the back thc enemy he does not dare to face Had
Shylock buldly resigned his own life for vengeance, the courage of
the deed would have commanded respect, for such is the perverse-
ness of human nature, that it even prefers splendid vice to quiet
virtue Every spectator sympathizes with King Richard, though
compared with him the Jew is a perfect innocent; butevenin a
moral point ef view, the open murderer has at least one virtue that
the secret assassin wants---namely courage.

Shylock, however, has some redeeming qualities; he has mind
and that in the highest meaning of the word ; there is an over-
whelwing energy in all his thoughts and exp‘\"&ssions. In the trial
scene, ‘when every heart is an cnemy to him, and every hand is
raised against him, he never for a moment blenches ; aud his lan-~
guage throughout is as glowing as his thought.

The quibbling, conceited, Launcelot, is a very happy effort, and
such as no writer but Shakspeare could have succeeded in ; vanity
is the leading feature of his mind, but it is infinitely diversified in
its effects, and he is always so good-humoured in his egotism, that
he never loses the regard of the spectator. His soliloquy is delight-
ful, thongh it is scarcely pussible for any actor to realize its
beauty.

It may be doubted, whether in drawing the lovely Portia, the
poet did not draw from his own imagination ; a Juliet or an Imo-
gine, however rare, may yet be found in life, hut where are we to
seek for the feminine softness and strong understanding of Portia ?
Nature is inlinitely too economical to unite such rare qualities in
a single individual ; norin fact do they seem to harmonize.

Of the language, itis impossible to speak in terms of adequate
praise, unless we could borrow the pen of Shakspeare; it is all
Leauty, aad no less simple than it is beautiful ; this is more par-
ticularly the case in the fifth act: 'the great poet segms to have
felt the deficiency of his plot, and to have Javished in cowsequence
all the easures of his abundant fancy in decorating the barren
ground. To say that he has been successful would be superfluous,
for when did Shakspeare task his genius to an effort without
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THE

MERCHANT OF VENICE.

ACT 1.

SCENE 1.—A Street in Venice.
Enter AnToNIO, SALARINO, and SoLAN1O, L.H.

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ;
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies you ;

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, .
What stuff "tis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me,
That I have much ado to know myself.

Sol. (r.n.) Your mind is tossing on the ocean ;
There, where ycur argosies(1) with portly sail,
Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood,

Do over-peer the petty traffickers,
That curt’sy to them, do them reverence,
As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Sala. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth,
The better part of my affections would
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

(1) In Ricaut’s Maxims of Turkisk Polity, ch. xiv. it is gaid, *“ those
vast carracksg .led 4rgosies, which are so much famed for the vastness
of their burthen and bulk, were corruptly so denominated from Rago-
stes,” .i.-e. ships of Ragusa, a city and territory on the gulph of Ve-
nice, tributary to the Porte. S peare has given the name of Rago-

zine to the Pirate, in Measure for Measure,
B



2 - MERCHANT

Plucking the grass,(1) to know where sits the wind ;
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ;
And every object that might make me fear
Misfortune to my ventures, cut of doubt,
Would make me sad.
Sol. My wind, cooling my broth,
Would, blow me to an ague, when I thought
What harm a wind too great might do at sea.
I should not sce the sandy hour-glass run,
But I should think of shallows, and of flats;
And see my wealthy Andrew(2) dock’d in sand,
Vailing(3) her high top Jower than her ribs,
To kiss her burial.
Shall I have the thought
To think on this: and shall I lack the thought,
That such a thing, bechanc’d, would make me sad ?
But, tell not me; I know, Antonio
Is sad to think upon his merchandize.
Ant. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it,
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate
Upon the fortune of this present year: .
Therefore my merchandize makes me not sad,
Sala. Why then you are in love,
Ant. Fie, fie |
Sala. 1:‘01: in love neither? Then let’s say, you arc
sad,
Because you are not merry : and ’twere as easy
For you, to laugh, aud leap, and say, you are merry,
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Ja-
nus,(4)
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time:

(1) By holding up the grass, or any light body that wiil bend by a
gentle blast, the direction of the wind is found.

(2) The name of a Ship. v

(3) Failing, means to put off the hat, to strike sail, to give sign o/
submission. -

{(4) Here Shakspeare shews his knowledge in the antique. By zup-
headed Janus, is meant those antique bifrontine heads, which generally
represent a young and smiling face, together with an old and wrinkled
one, being of Pan and Bacchus ; of Saturn and Apollo, &c.
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Some that will erermore peep through their eyes, (1)
And laugh like parrots, at a bag-piper ;
And other of such vinegar aspect,
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile,(2)
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.
Sol. Hcre comes Bassanio, your most noble kins-
man,
(natiano, and Lorenzo: fare you well ;
We leave you now with better company,
Sala. 1 would have staid till I had made you merry,
It woithier friends had not prevented me.
(Crosses to Solanio.)
«Int. Your worith is very dear in my 1egard.
I take it, your own business calls on you,
And you embrace the occasion to depart.

Enter Bassanio, GrATiaNO, and LoRrREkNZo, 1.4,

Sala. Good morrow, my good lords.
Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? say,
when ? (Crosses to Salarmo )
You grow cxceeding strange ; must it be so®
Sol. We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours.
[Exeunt Sol. and Sala. r.h.
Lor. My lord Bassanio, since ycu have found An-
tonio,
We two will leave you ; but, at dinner time,
1 pray you, have in mind where we must meet.
Bass. 1 will not fail you.
Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio;
You have too much respect upon the woild :
They lose it, that do buy it with much care.
Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d.
Ant. 1 hold the world hut as the world, Gratiano;
A stage, where every man must play a part,
And mine a sad one.
-

* (1) This gives a very picturesque unage of the countenance in laugh-
g, ‘when the eyes appear half shut.
12) Because such are apt enough to shew their teeth 1n anger.

B 2



4 MERCHANT

G’ra. Let me play the fool :(1)
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ;
And let my liver rather heat with wine,
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans,
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,
Sit llke his grandsire cut in alabaster ?
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio,—
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ;
There are a sort of men, whose visages
Do cream {2) and mantle like a standing pond ;
And do a wiltul stillness (3) entertain,
With purpose to be drest in an opinion
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ;
As who should say, I am Sir Oracle,
And, when 1 ope my lips, let no dog bark! (4)
O, my Antonio, I do know of these,
That therefore only are reputed wise
For saying nothing : who, I am very sure,
If they should speak, would almost damn those ears,
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools.
T'll tell thee more of this another time;
But fish not with this melancholy bait, -
For this fool’s gudgeon, this opinion.—
Come, good Lorenzo :—fare ye well, awhile—
(Crosses to L.8.)
I'’ll end my exhortation after dinner. (5)
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time:
I must be one of these same dumb wise men,
For Gratiano never lets me speak.

(1) Alluding to the common comparison of human life to a stage
play. So that he desires his may be the fool's or buffoon’s part, which
was a constant character in the old farces; from wheace came the phrase
to play the fool.

(2)” Alluding to the manner in which the film extends itself over
milk in scalding.

3 ; An obstinate silence.
This seems to be a proverbial cxpression.

(5) The humour of this consists in its being an allusion to the prac-
tice of the Puritan preachers of those times ; who being generally very”
long and tedious, were often forced to put off that part of their setmon
called the exhortation till after dinner.
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Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more,
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue.

Ant. Farewell; I’ll grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i’faith ; for silence is only commend-

able
.In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible.
[ Exeunt Gra. and Lor. L.H.

Ant. Ts that any thing now ?

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing,
more than any man in all Venice: his reasons are as
two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; you
shall seek all day ere you find them ; and when you
have them, they are not worth the search.

Ant. Well: tell me now, what lady is this same,

To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage,
That you to day promis’d to tell me of?

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
Hoew much 1 have disabled mine estate,

By something shewing a more swelling port (1)
Than my faint means would grant continuance :
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d

From such a noble rate ; but my chief care

Is, to come fairly off from the great debts,
Wherein my time, something too prodigal,
Hath left me gag’d. To you, Antonio,

I owe “he most, in money, and in love ;

And from your love I have a warranty

To unburthen all my plots and purposes,

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.

Ant. 1 pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it:
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do,

Within the eye of honour, be assur’d,
My purse, my person, my extremest means,
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions.

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft,
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight
The self- same way, with more advised watch,

(1) Port, in the present instance, comprehends the idea of expensive
equipage, and cxternal pomp of appearance,

B3



6 MERCHANT

To find the other forth; and by advent’ring both,
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof,
Because what follows is pure innocence.
I owe you mueh; and, like a wilful youth,
That which I'owe is lost : but if you please
To shoot another arrow that self way
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt,
As I will watch the aim, or to find both,
Or bring your latter hazard back again,
And thankfully rest debtor for the first,
Ant. You know me well; and herein spend but
tirhe,
To wind about my love with circumstance ;
Arnd, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong,
In making question of my uttermost,
Than if you had made waste of all I have :
Then do but say to me, what I should do,
That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am prest (1) unto it : therefore, speak.
Bass: In Belinont is a lady richly left,
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word,
Of wond’rous virtues ; sometimes (2) from her eyes
I did receive fair speechless messages ;
Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia.
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ;
For the four winds blow in from every coast
Renowned suitors.
O, my Antonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
I have a mind presages me such thrift,
That I should questionless be fortunate.
Ant. Thou know’st, that all my fortunes are at sea;
Nor have I money, nor commodity
To raisc a present sum : therefore go forth,
Try what my credit can in Venice do;
That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, _

(1) Prest may not here signify impress'd, as into military serviee,
but ready==Pret, Fr.
(2) In old Euglish sometimes is synonimous with formeriy.
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To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.
Go, presently inquire, and so will 1,
Where money is ; and I no question make,
To have it of my trust, or for my sake.
[Exeunt ; Ant. .6, Bass. r.H.

SCENE I1.—Portia’s House at Belmont.
Enter PortiA and NERIssA, R.H.

Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary
of this great world.

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries
were in the same abundance as your good fortunes are,
And yet, for aught I see, they are as sick, that surfeit
with too much, as they that starve with nothing. It
is no mean happiness therefore, to he seated in the
mean; superfluity comes soonerby white hairs, (1) but
competency lives longer.

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounc’d.

Ver. They would better, if well follow’d.

Por. If to do were as easy as to know what were
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men’s
cottages, princes’ palaces. 1t is a good divine that fol-
lows his own instructions : I can easier teach twenty
what wzare good to be done, then be one of the twenty
to follow mine own teaching. But this reasoning is
not in the fashion to choose me a husband :—QO me, the
word choose ! 1 may neither choose whom I would,
nor refuse whom 1 dislike; so is the will of a living
daughter curb’d by the will of a dead father :—Is it not
hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse
none.

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy men,
at their death, have good inspirations; thercfore, the
lottery that he hath devised in these three chests, of
gold, silver, and lcad, (whereof, who chooses his mmean-

(1) ie. Superfluity sooner wequires white hairs ; becomes old.—We
1ill say, How did he come oy it ?—To come by it is to attain.
B4



8 MERCHANT

ing, ehooses you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen hy
any rightly, but one who you shall rightly love. But
what warmth is there in your affection towards any of
these princely suitors that are already come ?

Por. 1 pray thee, over-name them: and as thou
nam’st them, I will describe them ; and, according to.
my description, level (1) at my affection.

Ner. First there is the Neapolitan prince.

Por. "Ay, that’s a colt, (2) indeed, for he doth no-
thing but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can shoe
him himself: I am much afraid, my lady, his mother
play’d false with a smith.

Ner. Then, there is the County (3) Palatine.

Por. He doth nothing but frown ; as who should
say, “ An if you will not have me, choose :” he hears
merry tales, and smiles not: 1 fear he will prove the
weeping philosopher when he grows old, being so full
of unmannerly sadness in his youth, I had rather be
married to a death’s head with a bone in his mouth,
than to either of these. Heaven defend me from these
two !

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur
Le Bon ? .

Por. Heaven made him, and therefore let him pass
for a man.

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of
Saxony’s nephew?

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober ;
and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk:
when he is best, he is a little worse than a man; and
when he is worst, he is little better than a beast; an
the worst fall that ever fell, I hope, I shall make shift
to go without him. (Crosses to r.n.)

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose the

(1) Estimate. '

{(2) Colt is used for a witless, heady, gay youngster’, whence the
phrase used of an old man too juvenile, that he still retains his colt’s
tooth,

{(3) County and Count in old langnage were synonimous.
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right casket, you should refuse to perform your father’s
will, if you should refuse to accept him.

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee,
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary cas-
ket ; for, if the devil be within, and that temptation
without, I know he will choose it.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of
these lords; they have acquainted me with their deter-
minations : which is, indecd, to return to their home,
and to trouble you with no more suit: unless you may
be won by some other sort than your father’s imposi-
tion, (1) depending on the caskets.

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, (2) 1 will die
as chaste as Diana, (3) unless I be obtained by the
manner of my father’s will: Iam glad this parcel
of wooers are so reasonable; for there is not one
among them but I dote on his very absence, and I pray
heaven grant them a fair departure.

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat ?

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio, as I think, so he
was call’d.

Ner. True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever my
foolish eyes look’d upon, was the best deserving a fair
lady.

},’or. I remember him well ; and T remember him
worthy of thy praise.

Enter BALTHAZAR, L.H.

Por. How now! what news? (Crosses to L.H.)
Bal. The four strangers seek for you, madam, to
take their leave ; and there is a fore-runner come from

(1) Command laid upon you.

(2) The £ hils were prophetesses, and lived to a great age, several
centuries. The most celebrated is the Cumean Sybil, mentioned by
Virgil, AEncid 6, who conducted ZEneus to the infernal regions.

{3) The chastity of Diana is not unimpeached. She was suspected
of an intriguc with Endymion. 5

B



10 MERCHANT

a fifth, the Prince of Morocco : who brings word, the
prince, his master, will be here to-night.

Por. Tf1 could bid the fifth welcome with so good
heart as ] can bid the other four farewell, I should be
glad of his approach. Come, Nerissa.—Sirrah, go be-
fore.—Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, ano-
ther knocks at the door. [Exeunt,1.1.

SCENE 1ll.—A Street in Penice.
Enter Savyiock and Bassanio, R.H.

Shy. Three thousand ducats,—well.

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months.

Shy. For three months,—well.

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall be
hound.

Shy. Antonio shall become bound,—well.

Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure me?
Shall I know your answer ?

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, and
Antonio bound.

Bass. Your answer to that,

Shy. Antonio is a good man.

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con-
trary ?

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no; my meaning, in say-
ing he is a good man, is to have you understand
me, that he is sufficient: yet his means are in sup-
position: he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis,
another to the Indies; I understand mereover upon
the Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for
England,~and other ventures he hath, squander’d
abroad: but ships are but boards, sailors but men:
there be land rats, and water rats, water thieves, and
land thieves; I mean pirates; and then, there is the
peril of waters, winds, and rocks: the mag is, not-
withstanding, sufficient:—three thousand ducats;—I
think I may take his bond.

Bass. Be assur'd you may.



OF VENICE. 11
Shy. 1 will be assur’d, 1 may; and, that I may be

assured, I will bethink me: may 1 speak with Antonio?
Bass. If it please you to dine with us,
Shy. Yes, to smell pork: to eat of the habitation
which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil
“into: 1 will buy with you, sell with you, talk with you,
walk with you, and so following; but I will not eat
with you, drink with you, nor pray with you.—What

news on the Rialto }— (Crosses to r.H.)
Who is he comes here?
Bass. This is signior Antonio. | Exit,L.H,

Shy. How like a fawning publican he looks !
I hate him, for he is a christian :
But more, for that, in low simplicity,
He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The raté of usance here with us in Venice :
If I can catch him once upon the hip, (1)
1 will fced fat the ancient grudge 1 bear him.
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails,
Even there where merchants most do congregate,
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift,
Which he calls interest: Cursed be my tribe,
If 1 forgive him!

Enter Bassanio and ANTONIO, L.H.

Bass. Shylock, do you hear?

Shy. 1 am debating of my present store ;
And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross
Of full three thousand ducats: What of that?
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,
Will furnish me : but soft; how many months
Do you desire }—Rest you fair, good Signior ;

Your worship was the last man in our mouths.
(To dnt.)

(1) This, Dr. Johnson observes, is a phrase taken from the practice
of wrestlers ; and (he might have added) is an allusion to the Angel's
thys laying hold on Jacob when he wrestled with him. See Gen. xxxii.
24, &c. .

B6
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Ant. Shylock,—(Crosses to centre)—albeit I neither
lend nor borrow,
By taking, nor by giving of excess,
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend,
T'll break a custom. Is he yet possess’d, (1)
How much you would ? (7o Bass.)
Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant. And for three months.
Shy. 1 had forgot,—three months you told me so.
(7o Bass.)
Well then, your bond ;— (70 Ant.)—and, let me see,—
but hecar you ;
Methought, you said, you neither, lend, nor borrow,
Upon advantage.
Ant. 1 do never use if.
Shy. When Jacob graz’'d his uncle Laban’s sheep,—
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,)
The third possessor ; ay, he was the third.
Ant. And what of him? did he take interest?
Shy. No, not take interest ; not, as you would say
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did.
When Laban and himself were compromis’d,
That all the earlings(2) which were streak’d and pied
Should fall as Jacob’s hire,
The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands,(3)
And, in the doing of the deed of kind,
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes;
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time
Fall party-colour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s.
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest;
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. (Crosses to L.1.)
Ant. This was'a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d for ;
A thing not in his power to bring to pass,
But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of Heaven :
Was this inserted to make interest good ?
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ?
(1) Acquainted, informed.

(2) Lambs just dropt : from ean, eniti.
(3) Now called a switck.
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Shy. 1 cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast.
Ant. (Apart to Bass.)—Mark you this, Bassanio,

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose.

An evil soul, producing holy witness,

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek;

A goodly apple 10tten at the heart :

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! (1)

Shy. (Musing.)—Three thousand ducats,—"Tis a
good round sum.

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate.
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we he beholden to you?
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft,

In the Rialto you have rated me

About my monies, and my usances:

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ;

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe:

You call me—misbeliever, cut throat dog,

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine,

And all for use of that which is mine own.

Well then, it now appears you need my help :

Go to then; you come to me, and you say,

Shylock we would have monies ; You say so;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard,

And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold ; monies is your suit.

What should T say to yout Should T not say,

Hath a dog money ? Is it possible,

A cur can lend three thousand ducats 2—or

Shall 1 bend low, and in a bondman’s key,

With ’bated breath, and whispering humbleness,

Say this,—

Fair Sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ;

You spurn’d me such a day : another time

You call’d me—dog ; and for these courtesies

I'll lend you thus much monies.

.Ant. | am as like to call thee so again,

To spit op thee again, to spurn thee too.

(1) Falsehood, which as truth means konesty, is taken herc for
tréachery and knavery, does not stand for falsehood in general, but for
the dishonesty now operating.
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If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As-to thy friends; (for when did friendship take
A breed for barren metal (1) of his friend ?)
But lend it rather to thine enemy ;

Who if he break, thou may’st with better face
Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm !
I would be friends with you, and have your love,
Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with,
Supply your present wants, and take no doit
Of usance for my monies, and you’ll not hear me :
This is kind T offer.

Ant. 'This were kinduness.

Shy. This kindness will 1 show :—
Go with me to a notary, seal me there
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport,
If you repay me not on such a day,
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit
Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me.

Ant. Content, in faith: I’ll seal to such a bond,
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew.

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me,
I'd rather dwell in my necessity.

Ant, Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it
Within these two months, that’s a month before
This bond expires, I do expect return
Of thrice three times the value of this bond.

(Ant. and Bas. retire up the stage.)

Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christians are ;
Whose own hard dealing teaches them to suspect
The thoughts of others !—Pray you, tell me this;

(They advance.)

(1) A breed, that is interest motey bred from the principal. By the
epithet barrca, the author would instruct us in the argument on which
the advocates against usury went, which is this ; that money is a bar-
ren thing, and cannot, like corn and cattle, multiply itself. And to
set off the absurdity of this kind of usury, he put breed and harren 'in
opposition.
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It he should break his day, what should I gain

By the exaction of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man’s flesh, taken from a man,

Is not so estimable, profitable neither,

As flesh of muttons, becfs, or goats. I say,

"T'o buy his favour, I extend this friendship ;

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu;

And, for my love, I pray yon wrong me not.
Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond.
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s ;

Give him direction for this merry bond,

And I will go and purse the ducats straight ;

See to my house, left in the fearful guard (1)

Of an unthiifty knave ; and presently

1 will be with you.
Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew.—[ Exit Shylock, r.n.

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind.
Bass. 1 like not fair terms, and a villain’s mind.(2)
Ant. Come on; in this there can be no dismay,

My ships come home a month before the day.

[Ezeunt ; 1.1n.

END OF ACT I.

ACT 1L
SCENE 1.— Street in Penice.

Enter Launciror Gosso, from L.H.D.F,

Laun. Certainly, my conscience will serve me to
run from this Jew my master: The fiend is at mine
elbow; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, Laun-
celot Gibbo, sood Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or good
Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the start, run
away : My conscience says,—no; take heed, honest
Launcelot; take heed honest Gobbo ; or, as aforesaid,

(1) Fearful guard, isa guard that is not to he trusted, but gives

cause of fear. To fear, was anciently to give as wcll as feel terrors.
12) Kind words, good langunge.
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honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not run ; scorn running
with thy heels : Well, the most courageous fiend bids me
pack ; via! saysthe fiend ; away ; says the fiend, for the
heavens, rouse up a brave mind, says the fiend, and
run. Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck of
my heart, says very wisely to me,—my honcest friend
Launcelot, being an honest man’s son,—or rather an
honest woman’s son ;—for, indeed, my father did some-
thing ‘smack, something grow to, he had a kind of
taste ;—well, my conscience says,—Launcelot, budge
not ; hudge, says the fiend; budge not, says my con-
science : Conscience, say I, you counsel well! fiend,
say I, you cotnsel well ; to be ruled by my conscience,
I should stay with the Jew my master, who, Heaven
bless the mark! is a kind of devil; and, to run away
from the Jew, | should be rul’d by the fiend, who,
saving your reverence, is the devil himself: certainly,
the Jew is the very devil incarnation, and, in my con-
science, my conscience is buta kind of hard conscience,
1o offer to counsel me to stay with the Jew: the fiend
gives the more friendly counsel! Iwill run; fiend, my
heels are at your commandment, I will run.

Gob. (Without, r.n.) Master, young man, you, 1
pray you, which is the way to master Jew’s?

Laun. O heavens, this is my true begotten father !
who, being more than sand-blind, high-gravel
blind, kunows me not:—I will try couclusious (1)
with him.

Enter OLp GoBBo, R.H. (2) with a basket.

Gob. Master, young gentleman, 1 pray you, which
is the way to Master Jew’s?

Layn. Turn up on your right hand, at the next
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left:
marry, at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but
turn down indirectly to the Jew’s house. .

(1) Try experiments.
., {2) It maybe inferred from the name of Gobbo, that Shakspeare
designed this character to be represented with a hump-back.
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Gob. "Twill be a hard way to hit. Can you tell me
whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, dwell
with him, or no?

Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot?
(Aside.) Mark me now: now will I raise the waters:

. —Talk you of young Master Launcelot?

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son; his fa-
ther, though [ say it, is an honest exceeding poor man,
and, Heaven be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we talk
of young Master Launcelot.

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership.

Laun. Ergo, Master Launcelot ;—talk not of
Master Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman
(according to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings,
the sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is,
indeed, deceased ; or, as you would say, in plain terms,
gone to heaven.

Gob. Marry, Heaven forbid! the boy was the very
staff of my age, my very prop.

Laun. Do 1 look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, a
staff, or a prop /—Do you know me, fatlier?

Gob. Alack the day, 1 know you not, young gentle-
man: but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy (Heaven rest
his soul !)—alive, or dead?

Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand blind, 1 know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might
fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father, that knows
his own child. Well, old man, 1 will tell you news of
your son. (Falls on his knees.) Give me your blessing :
truth will come to light ; murder cannot be hid long,
4 man’s son may; but, in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; 1 am sure, you are
not Launcelot, my boy. .

.« Laun (Rises.)—Pray you, let’s have no more fooling
about it, but give me your blessing: I am Launcelot, your
boy that was, your son that is, your child that shall be.

*  Gob. I cannot think, you are my son.

Laun. 1 know not what I shall think of that: but 1
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am Launcelot, the Jew’s man : and, I am sure, Mar-
gery, your wife, is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed. I’ll be sworn,
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and
blood. Lord worshipp’d might he be! what a beard
hast thou got! thou hast got more hair on thy chin,
than Dobbin my thill-horse has on his tail.

Laun. Itshould seem then, that Dobbin’s tail grows
backward; I am sure, he had more hair on his tail,
than I have on my face, when 1 last saw him.

Gob. Lord, how art thou chang’d! How dost thou
and thy master agree? I have brought him a present.

.Laun. Give him a present! give hiin a halter: I am
famish’d in his service; you may tell every finger I
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come;
give me your present to one Master Bassanio, who,
indeed, gives rare new liveries; if I serve not him, I
will run as far as Heaven has any ground :—O rare
fortune! here comes the man ;—to him, father; for I
am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer.

Enter Bassanio, with LEoNARDO and STEPHANO, R.H.

Bass. You may do so ;—See these letters delivered ;
put the liveries to making: and desire Gratiano to
come aunon to my lodging. [ Exit Stephano, r.H.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. Heaveu bless your worship !

Bass. Gramercy ; would’st thou ought with me ?

Gob. Herce's my son, sir, a poor boy,—

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s man :
that would, sir, as my father shall specify,~

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would
say, to serve—

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve the
Jew; and I have u desire, as my father shall specify,—

Gob. His master and he {saving your worship’s re-
verence,) are scarce cater-cousins.

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew
having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my father,
being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto you,— °

.=
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Gob. 1 have here a dish of doves, that | would be-
stow upon your worship ; and my suit is,—

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to my-
self, as your worship shall know by this honest old
man ; and, though I say it, though old man, yet, poor

.man, my father.

Bass. One speak for both ;—What would you ?

Laun. Serve you, sir.

Goh. This is the very defect of the matter, sir.

Buss. 1 know thee well, thou hast obtain’d thy suit :
Shylock, thy master, spoke vith me this day,

And hath preferr’d thee ; if it be preferment,
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become
The follower of so poor a gentleman.

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between
my master Shylock and you, sir ; you have the grace
of Heaven, sir, and he hath enough.

Bass. Thou speak’st it well: go, father, with thyson:—
Take leave of thy old master, and inquire
My lodging out.—Give him alivery (7o Leonardo.)
More guarded (1) than his fellows'; see it done.

(Bass. retires up the stage with Leon.)

Laun. Father, in:—(Crosses to L.H.) 1 cannot get
a service, no;—I have ne’er a tongue in my head.—
Well, (Looking on his palm.) if any man in Italy have
a fairer table, which doth offer to swear upon a book. (2)
—1I shall have good fortune; go to, here’s a simple
line of life ! here’s a small trifle of wives ; alas, fifteen
wives is nothing : eleven widows, and nine maids, is a
simple coming-in for one man: and then, to ’scape
drowning thrice ; and to be in peril of my life with the
edge of a feather-bed; (3) here are simple ’scapes!

(1) More ornamented.

{2) 7'able is the palm of the hand extended.  Launcelot congratulates
himself upon his dexterity and good fortune, and, in the height of his
rapture, inspects his hand, and congratulates himself upon the felicities

#in his table. The act of expanding his hand puts him in mind of the
action in which the palm is shewn, by raising it to lay it on the book,
in judicial attestations. Well, says he, if any man in ftaly huve « furer

wfible, that doth offer to swear upon « book.—~Here he stops with an

abruptness veri; common, and proceeds to particulars.
(3) A cant phrase to signify the danger of marrying.
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Well, if fortune be a woman, she’s a good wench, for
this gear. —Father, come ; I’ll take my leave of the Jew
in the twinkling of an eye.
. [Exeunt Laun. and old Gobbo, 1L.n.D.F.
Bass. (Advancing with Leon.)—I pray thee, good
Leonardo, think on this;

These things being bought, and orderly bestow’d,
Return in haste, for 1 do feast to-night
My best esteem’d acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Enter GRATIANO, R.H,

. Gra. Where is your master ?
Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. [Ewxit, r.RH.
Gra. Signior Bassanio.—
Bass. Gratiano !
Gra. 1 have a suit to you.
Bass. You have obtain’d it.
Gra. You must not deny me ;1 must go with you
to Belmont,
Bass. Why then, you must :—but hear thee, Gra-
tiano; .
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ;—
Parts, that become thee happily enough,
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ;
But where thou art not known, why, there they shew
Something too liberal ; (1)—pray thee, take pain
To allay with some cold drops of modesty
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild behaviour,
1 be misconstru’d in the place 1 go to,
And lose my hopes.
Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me:
If 1 do not put on a sober habit,
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ;
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes (2)
Thus with.my hat, and sigh, and say, Amen;
Use all the observance of civility,

(1) Gross, coarse, licentious.
(2) Alluding to the manner of covering a hawk’s eycs.
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Like one well studied in a sad ostent (1)
To please his grandam, never trust me more.
Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. (2)
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not gage
me
"By what we do to-night.
Buss. No, that were pity;
I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends
That purpose merriment : but fare you well,
I have some business.
Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest;
But we will visit you at supper-time.
[Exeunt, r.n.

SCENE 11.—Shylock’s House.
Enter Jessica, and LAUNCELOT, L.H.

Jess. 1 am sorry thou wilt leave my father so;
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil,
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness :
But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee.
And, Jauncelot, soon at supper shalt thou see
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest:
Give him this letter; do it secretly,
And so farewell ; 1 would not have my father
See me talk with thee.
Laun. Adieu!—tears exhibit my tongue.—
Most beautiful Pagan,—most sweet Jew! (Crosses
to r.H.) if a Christian did not play the knave, and get
thee, I am much deceiv’d :—but, adieu : these foolish
drops do somewhat drown my manly spirit ; adieu !
[Exit, v.a.
Jess. Farewell, good Launcelot.—
* Alack, what heinous sin is it in me,
To be asham’d to be my father’s child !

(1) Grave appearance ; show of staid and scrious behaviour.
(2) Carriage, deportment.
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But though I am a daughter to his blood,

1 am not to his manners : O Lorenzo,

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ;

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit, L.u.

SCENE IIl.—.A4 Street in Penice.

Enter - SaLariNo, SoranNio, GrariaNo, and Lo-
RENZO, R.H.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper time ;
Disguise us at my lodging, and return
All 1n an hour.
. Gra. We have not made gnod preparation.

Sol. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. (1)

Sala. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly ordered ;
And better, in my mind, not undertook.

Lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock ; we have two hours
To furnish us:—

Enter LAUNCELOT, L.H.

Friend Launcelot, what’s the news?
Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, (2) it
shall seem to signify. .
(Gives Lorenzo a Letter.—Crosses to R.H.)
Lor. 1know the hand: in faith, ’tis a fair hand;
And whiter than the paper it writ on,
Is the fair hand that writ.
Gra. Love news, in faith,
Laun. By your leave, sir. (Crosses to L.H.)
Lor. Whither goest thou?
Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to
sup to-night with my new master the Christian.
Lor. Hold here, take this:—tell gentle Jessica, [
will not fail her ;—speak it privately, go.—
[Exit Laun. L.H.

v

(1) A torch bearer scems to have been a constant appendage on every
troop of maskers; it was ancicntly no degrading office. Queen Eliza-
beth’s Gentlemen-ensioners attended her to Cambridge, and Aeld tor-
ches while a play was acted before her in the Chapel of King’s College, |
on a Sunday Evening. Henry the vinth. when be went masked to Wol-
sey’s palace, (now Whitehall,) had sixteen torch-bearers.

(2) Break up was a term in carving.



OF VENICE. 23

Gentlemen,
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night?
1 am provided of a torch-bearer.
Sol. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight.
Sala. And so will 1.
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano,
At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence.
Sala. ’Tis goos we do so.
[Excunt Sala. and Sol. L.u.
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica?
Lor. 1 must needs tell thee all: she hath directed,
How I shall take her from her father’s house ;
What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with.—
If e’er the Jew her father come to hcaven,
It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake ;
And never dare misfortune cross her foot,
Unless she do it under this excuse,—
That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me; perusc this as thou goest :
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt, r.n.

SCENE IV.—S8hylock’s House.
Suviocx, L.H. and LAUNCELOT, R.H. discovercd.

Shy. Well, thou shalt %ee, thy eyes shall be thy
judge,
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :—
What, Jessica !—thou shalt not gormandize,
As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica |—
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ;—
Why, Jessica, I say !
Laun. Why, Jessica !
Shy. Who bids thee call? 1do not bid thee call.
Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, 1 could
do nothing without bidding.

Enter Jrssica, L.H,

Jess. Call you? What is your will?
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. Shy. T am bid forth (1) to supper, Jessica;
There are my keys :—but wherefore should 1 go?
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me :

But yet I'll go in hale, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian.—Jessica, my girl,

Look to my house :—I am right loth to go ;
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest,

For 1 did dream of money-bags to-night.

Laun. 1 beseech you, sir, go; my young master
doth expect your reproach.
Shy. Sodo I his,

. Laun. And they have conspired together,—I will
not say, you shall see a masque; but if you do, then it
was not for nothing that my nose fell a bleeding on
Black-monday (2) last, at six o’clock i’ the morning,
falling out that year on Ash Wednesday was four year
in the afternoon.

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you me,

Jessica:

Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum,
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck’d fife, (3)
Clamber not you up to the casements then,
Nor thrust your head into the public street,
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces :
But stop my house’s ears, I mean, my casements ;
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter
My sober house.—By Jacob’s staff, ] swear,
1 have no mind of feasting forth to-night :

(1) T am invited.

(2) Black Monday is Easter Monday, and was so called on this oc-
casion : In the 34th of Edward 11, (1360.) the 14th of April, and the
morrow after Easter-day, King Edward, with his host, lay before the
city of Paris, which day was full of dark mist and hail, and so bitter cold.
‘Wherefore, unto this day, it hath been called the Blacke Monday.—
Stowe, 264, 6. ’

It appears from a passage in 's Rosalynde, 1592, that some
superstitious belief was annexed to the accident of bleeding at the nose;
¢¢ As he stood gazing, kis nose on a sudden bled, which made him con-
jecture it was some fricnd of his.”

(3)- It appears from hence, that the fifes, in Shakspeare’s time wers~
foxeg differently from those now in use, which are straight, not wr
pecked.
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But I will go.—Go you before me, sirrah;
Say, I will come.
Laun. 1 will go before, sir.—
Mistress, look out at window, for all this ;
. There will come a Christian by,
Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. (1)  [Ewit,r.H.
Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, ha?
Jes. His words were, Farewell mistress; nothing
else.
Shy. The patch (2) is kind enough; but a huge
feeder,
Snail slow in profit, and he sleeps by day
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me}
Therefore I part with him; and part with him
To one that I would have him help to waste
His borrow’d purse.—Well, Jessica, go in}
Perhaps, I will return immediately ;
Do as I bid you ; shut doors after you ;—
Fast bind, fast find ;
A proveib never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit, r.1.
Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost,
L have a father, you a daughter, lost.

SONG.—J ESSICA.

Haste, Lorenzo, haste away,
To my longing arms repair,
With impatience I shall die ;
Come, and ease thy Jessy’s care :
Let me then, in wanton play,
Sigh and gaze my soul away. [Exit, L.H.

SCENE V.—A Street in Penice—Before Shylock’s
House.

Enter GrATIANO, SALARINO, & SoLANIO, masqued, L.B.

" Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo

/1) A proverbial phrase. .
&2) The Fool.—Pa:che being the name of Cardinal Wolsey’s fool.
C



26 MERCHANT

Desired us to make stand. (1)
Sol. His hour is almost past.
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour,
For lovers ever run before the clock. .
Sala. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly
To seal love’s bonds new mude, than they are wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited !
Gra. That ever holds :—

Enter LorENzo, masqued, L.H.

Sala. Here comes Lorenzo ;—more of this hereafter.
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode;
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait:
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives,
I'll watch as long for you then.—
Here dwells my father Jew.

sONG.—LORENZ0.

My bliss too long my bride denies ;
Apace the wasting summer flies :

Nor yet the wint’ry blasts I fear,

Nor storms nor night shall keep me here.

What may for strength with steel compare ?
0, love has fetiers stronger far!

By bholts of steel are limbs confin’d ;

But cruel love enchains the mind.

No longer then perplex thy breast,

When thoughts torment, the first are best ;
*Tis mad to go,’tis death to stay,

Away, my Jessy, haste away

Jessica, at the Window in Flat, 1.8,

Jes. Who are you? téll me, for more certainty,
Albeit I'll swear that [ do know your tongue.

(1) Deser’d us stand, in ancientelliptical language, significs, desire
to stand. Thewords, 7o make, are an evident interpolation, #
Yeonucquently spoil the measure,
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Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.
Jes. Lorenzo, certain; and my love, indeed ;
For who love I so much? and now who knows,
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?
. Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that thou
’ art.
Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains.
Lor. But come at once ;
For the close night doth play the run-away,
And we are staid for at Bassanio’s feast.
Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself
With some more ducats, and be with you straight.
[Exit, from the window.
Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. (1)
Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily ;
For she is wise, if I can judge of her;
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true;
And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself :
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair,and true,
Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter JEssica, D.F.L.H.

What, art thou come ?—On, gentlcmen, away ;
Jur masquing mates by this time for us stay.
[Exeunt, L.H.
END OF ACT 1I.

ACT III.
SCENE L.—A Street in Venice.
Enter Sar.arINO and SoLANIo, R.H.
+ Sol. Why man, I saw Ba(assanio under sail ;

, (1) A jest arising from the ambiguity of Gentile, which signifies both
«Heathen and one well born. Gratiano was in a masqued habit, to
vhich it is probable that formerly, as at present, a large cape or hood
ka8 affixed.—Friars frequently swore by this part of their habit.

c2
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- With him is Gratiano gone along ;

And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not.

Sala. The villain Jew with outeries rais'd the duke
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship.

Sol. He came too late, the ship was under sail :
But there the Duke was given to understand,
That'in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica ;
Besides, Antonio certified the Duke,
They were not with Bassanio in his ship.

Sala. 1 never heard a passion so confus’d,

. So strange, outragenus, and so variable,

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets :
My daughter !—O my ducats '—O my daughter !-
Fled with a Christian!—Omy Christian ducats !—
Justice ! the law! my ducats, and my daughter!
Let good Antonio look he keep his day,
Or he shall pay for this.

Sol. Marry, well remember’d :
Ireason’d (1) with a Frenchman yesterday; who tol
me, that Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck’d o
the narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call th
place ; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the car
cases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, if m
gossip report be an honest woman of her word.

Sala. 1would she were as lying a gossip in that a
ever knapt (2) ginger, or made her neighbours believ
she wept for the death of a third husband: but it i
true, that the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,—0
that 1 had a title good enough to keep his name com
pany ! .

Sol. Come, the full stop.

Sala. Why the end is, be hath lost a ship.

Sol. 1 would it might prove the end of his losses!

Sala. Let me say Amen betimes, lest the devil cros
thy prayer; for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew

(1} I conversed. .
(25 To knapis to break short.—The word occurs in the Pseim
—¢* He knappeth the spear in sunder.”
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Enter SAYLOCK, L.H.

How now, Shylock ; what news among the merchants?
. Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you,
&f my daughter’s flight. (Crosses to Centre.)

Sol. That’s certain ; I, for my part, knew the tai-
lor that made the wings she flew withal.

Sala. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird
was fledg’d s and then it is the complexion of them all
to leave the-dam.

Shy. She is damn’d for it.

Sol. That’s certain, if the devil may be her judge.

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel !

Sala. But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio have
had any loss at sea or no?

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt,
a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the
Rialto ;—a beggar, that used to come so smug upon
the mart ;—Ilet him look to his bond: he was wont to
call me usurer; let him look to his bond : he was wont
10 lend money for a christian courtesy :—let him look
to his bond. (Crosses to L.H.)

Sol. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not
take his flesh ; what’s that good for?

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it will feed nothing
else, it will feed my revenge. (Crosses to centre.) He
hath disgrac’d me, and hinder’d me of half a million ;
laugh’d at my losses, mock’d at my gains, scorn’d my
nation, ’thwarted my bargains, cool’d my friends,
heated my enemies; and what’s his reason !—I am a
Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands,
organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions ?—fed
with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, sub-
Ject to the same diseases, heal’d by the same means,
.warm’d and cool’d by the same winter and summer, as
a Christian is? if you prick us, do we not bleed ?—if
,You tickle us, do we not laugh }—if you poison us, do
Wenot die ? and if you wrong us, shall we not revenge ?
If we are like you in the rest, we will resemble you in

c3
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that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humi-
lity? revenge : If a Christian wrong a Jew, what
should his sufferance be by Christian example ? why,
revenge —(Crocses to R.H.)—The villainy, you teach
me, 1 will execute! and it shall go hard, but T will

better the instruction.
Sale. Here comes another of the tribe: a third
cannot be match’d, unless the devil himself turn Jew,
[Ezeunt Sol. and Sala. vL.4,

Enter TuBaL, R.0I.

Shy. How, now, Tubal, what news from Genoa?
hast thou found my daughter?

Tub. 1 often came where I did hear of her, but can-
not find her.

Shy., Why there, there, there, there! a diamond
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Fraokfort!
The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I never
felt it till now :—two thousand ducats in that; and
other precious, precious jewels.—I would, my daughter
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear!
’would she were hears’d at my foot, and the ducats in
her coffin! No news of them?—why, so:—and 1
know not what’s spent in the search: why, thou loss
upon loss! the thief gone with so much, and so much
to find the thief; and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor
no ill luck stirring, but what lights o’ my shoulders;
no sighs, but o’ my breathing: no tears, but o’ my
shedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Antonio, as
I heard in Genoa,—

Shy. What, what, what ! ill luck, iil Juck?

Tuh. Hath an argosy cast away, coming from
Tripolis. .
Shy. I thank God, I,thank God!—lIs it true? is it
true ? :

Tub. 1 spoke with some of the sailors that escaped
the wreck. .

Shy. 1 shank thee, good Tubal !—Good news,
good news: ha! ha!—Where ? in Genoa?
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Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard,
one night, fourscore ducats.

Shy. Thou stick’st a dagger in me :—1I shall never
see my gold again: fourscore ducats at a sitting!
fourscore ducats!

* Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose
but break,

Shy. I am very glad of it; I'll plague him; I’ll
torturc him ; I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them shewed me a ring, that he had
of your daughter for a monkey.

Shy. Out upon her! Thou torturest me, Tubal:
it was my torquoise ;(1) I had it of Leah, when I was
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilderness
of monkies. (Crosses to L.11.)

ZTub. But Antonio is certainly undone.

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true: go, Tubal,
fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight before: 1
will have the heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he
out of Venice, I can make what merchandize 1 will:
g0, go, Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue, go, good
Tubal ; at our synagogue, Tubal.

[Exeunt ; Shy. L.u. Tubal. r.H.

SCENE I11.—Portia’s House at Belmont.
The three Caskets of gold, silver, and lead, are set out.

PonTia, -Bassanto, L.u. NERIssA, GRATIANO, R.H.
Singers, Musicians, Pages, and other Attend-
ants, discovered.

Buass. 1 am enjoin’d by oath to observe three things:
First, never to unfold to any one

(1) ZTorquise, or turkesse, is a precious stone found in the veins of
the mountains on the confines of Persia to the east, subject to the
Tartars. The imaginary virtues ascribed to this stone are, that it
faded or brightened in its colour as the health of the wearer increased

Lor grew less : it is likewise said to take away all enmity, and to recon-
cile ' man and wife. This would be an invaluable gem in many married
families.

cA4
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. Which casket ’twas I chose; next, if 1 fail

Of the right casket, never in my life
To woo a maid in way of marriage; lastly,
If I do fail in fortune of my choice,
Immediately to leave you, and begone.

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swear,
That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Bass. And so have I address’d me.—Fortune now
To my heart’s hope'!

Por. 1 pray you, tarry; pause a day or two
Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong,
T lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while :
“There’s something tells me, but it is not love,
I would not lose you: and you know yourself,
Hate counsels not in such a quality.(1)
I could teach you
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ;
So will I never be : so may you miss me:
But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin,
That I had been forsworn.
I speak too long : but ’tis to peize (2) the time;
To eke it, and to draw it out in length,
To stay you from election. '

Bass. Let me choose;
For, as I am, I live upon the rack.
Come, let me to my fortune and the caskets,

Por, Away then: lam lock’d in one of them ;
If you do love me, you will find me out.—
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof.—(ZThey retire.)
Let music sound while he doth make his choice;
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end,
Fading in music: that the comparison
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream,
And wat’ry death-bed for him,

(Music, whilst Bassanio comments on the cas-
kets to himself.)

(‘B *Hate would not incline me to wish you should stay. :
+ (2) Toretard, by hanging weights upon it. 'To peize is from piser,
Pr. to weigh.
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Bass. Some good direct my judgment!—Let me
see.—
“ Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men de-
sire.”
:That may be meant
Of the fool multitude, that choose by show ;
The world is still deceived with ornament.
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt,
But, being season’d with a gracious voice, (1)
Obscures the show of evil? In religion,
What damned error, but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve (2) it with a text,
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament?
Thus ornament is but the guiled (3) shore
To a most dang’rous sea; the beauteous scarf
Veiling an Indian beauty.—
Therefore, thou gaudy gold,
Hard food for Midas, 1 will none of thee.
“ Who chonseth me, shall get as muck as he deserves.”
And well said too ; for who shall go about
To cozen fortune, and be honourable ’
Without the stamp of merit ?
O, that estates, degrees, and offices,
Were r.ot deriv’d corruptly! and that clear honour
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer !
How many then should cover, that stand bare ?
How many be commanded, that command ?
And how much honour
Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times,
To be new varnish’d ?—< Much as he deserves”—
I'll not assume desert.—
“ Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he
hath.”’
I’ll none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
’Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead,
Which rather threat’nest, than dost promise aught,
(1) Pleasing ; winning favour.
(2) Justifyit.
(3) Treac ,—Shakspeare, in this instance as in many others,
confounds the participles. Guiled s?nds for guiling.
c
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Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence,
~Andiere choose I; Joy be the consequence !
Por. How all the other passions fleet to air !
O love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy ;
I feel too much thy blessing; make it less,
For fear I surfeit !
Bass. (Opening the Leaden casket.) What find I
here!
Fair Portia’s counterfeit? (1) Here is the scroll,
The continent and summary of my fortune.

(Reads)— You that choose not by the view,

: Chance as fair, and choose as true !
Since this fortune falls to you,
Be content, and seek no new.

If you be well pleas’d with this,

And hold your fortune for your bliss,
Turn you where your lady is,

And claim her with a loving kiss.

A gentle scroll ;—Fair lady, byayour leave ;

I come by note, to give, and to receive ;

Yet doubtful whether what I say be true,

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you.—

(Kissing her.)

Por. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand,

Such as I am : though, for myself alone,

U would not be ambitious in my wish,

To wish myself much better; yet, for you,

1 would be trebled twenty times myself;

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times

More rich;

That only to stand high on your account,

I might in virtues, beautigs, livings,(2) friends, -

Exceed account. But now I was the lord

(1) Counterfeit anciently signified a likeness. So in Hamlet:-
«“ '(1'2!3e Eo_::terfcit presentiment of two brothers.
iches.
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Of this fair mansion, master of my servants,
Queen o’er myself: and even now, but now,
This house, these servants, and this same myself,
Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring;
.Which when you part from, lose, or give away,
“Let it presage the ruin of your love,

Arnd be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words,

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins:

But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence;
O, then be bold to say, Bassanio’s dead.

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time,
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper,
To cry, good joy! Good joy, my lord and lady!

(Crosses to Por.)

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,

I wish you all the joy that you can wish
For, I am sure, you can wish none from me:
And, when your honours mean to solemnize
'The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you,
Even at that time T may be marry’d too.

Bass. With all my heart, so thou can’st get a wife.

Gra 1 thank your lordship ; you have got me one.
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours :
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid;
You lov’d, I lov’d; for intermission (1)
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ;
And so did mine too, as the matter falls:
For wooing here, until I sweat again ;
And swearing, till my very roof was dry
With naths of iove ; at last,—if promise last,—
I got a promise of this fair one here,
To have her love, provided that your fortune
Achiev'd her mistress.

Por. 1s this true, Nerissa?

(1) Pause, intervening time, delay.~So in Macbeth—
¢ Gentle heaven,
¢ Cut short all intermission-!”’
cé6
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. Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d withal,
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ?
Gra. Yes, ’faith, my lord.

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your
marriage. (Bass.and Por, retire up the stage.).
Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy, for a’
thousand ducats.
Ner. What, and stake down ?
Gra. No; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and
stake down,
Rut who comes here? Lorenzo, and his infidel ?
What, and my old Venetian friend, Solanio ?

Enter LorENZo, JEssica, and SoLANIo, I..H.

Bass. Lorenzo, and Solanio, welcome hither ;
If that the youth of my new interest here
Have power to bid you welcome :—by your leave,
I bid my very friends and countrymen,
Sweet Portia, welcome.

Por. So do1, my lord;
They are entirely welcome. i

Lor. 1 thank your henour :—for my part, my lord,
My purpose was not to have seen you here ;
But meeting with Solanio by the way,
He did entreat me, past all saying nay,
To come with him along.

Sol. 1 did, my lord,
And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio
Commends him to you.

(Gives Bassanio a letter ; all retire but Bass.
and Sol.)

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sol. Not sick, my lord,,unless it be in mind ;
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there
Will shew you his estate.

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon’ stranger; bid her wel-

come. .

Your hand, Solanio; what’s the news from Venice ?
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How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio?
I know he will be glad of our success;
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece.
Sol. Would you had won the fleece that he hath lost !
(They retire up the stage, r.1.)
Por. There are some shrewd (1) contents ip yon
same paper,
That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek:
Some dear friend dead; else nothing in the world
Could turn so much the constitution
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse !—
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself,
And I must freely have the half of any thing
That this same paper brings you. .
Bass, O sweet Portia,
Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words,
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady,
When I did first impart my love to you,
I freely told you, all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins, [ was a gentleman;
And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady,
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see
How much I was a braggart: when I told you
My state was nothing, I should then bave told you
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed,
1 have engag’d myself to a dear friend,
Engag’d my friend to his mere enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady;
The paper, as the body of my friend, (2)
And every word in it a gaping wound,
Issuing life-blood.—But is it true, Solanio?
(Sol. advances.)
Have all his ventures fail’d ? What, not one hit ?
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England?
And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks ?
Sol. Not one, my lord.

(1) Pointed, important. .
(2) * The paper as the body” means the paper resembles the body, is
asthe body. The expression is somewhat ellintical.
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Besides, it should appear, that if he had

The present money to discharge the Jew,

He would not take it: never did I know

A creature, that did bear the shape of man,

So keen and greedy to confound a man:

He plies the Duke at morning and at night ;
And doth impeach the freedom of the state,
1f they deny him justice : twenty merchants,
The duke himself, and the magnificoes,

Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ;
But none can drive him from the envious plea
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ?

Bass. 'The dearest friend to me, the kindest man,
The best condition’d and unweary’d spirit
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears,

Than any that draws breath in Italy.

Por. What sum owes he the Jew?

Bass. For me, three thousand ducats,

Por. What, no more? )

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ;
Double six thousand, and then treble that,
Before a friend of this description

Shall lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault.
First, go with me to church, and call me wife
And then away to Venice to your friend ;

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side

With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold
To pay the petty debt twenty times over :
When it is done, bring your true friend along :
My maid Nerissa, and myself, meantime,

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ;
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day.
But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. (Reads.) Sweet Bussanio, my ships have a.
'miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate is ver
low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit; and since, i
paying it, it is impossible 1 should live, all dgbts ar
cleared between you and me. If I might but see yo
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at my death : notwithstanding, use your pleasure :
;‘f tyour love do not persuade you to come, let not my
elter.
Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone.
Bass. Since 1 have your good leave to go away,
I will make haste : but, ’till I come again,
No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay,
No rest be interposer *twixt us twain.
(Exeunt, r.H.

SCENE 111.—.A Street in Venice.

Enter Snyiock, ANTONIO, SALARINO, and the
Gaoler, 1..4.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him ;—tell not me of
mercy ;— .
This is the fool that lent out money gratis :—
Gaoler, look to him.
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. .
Shy. Il have my bond; speak not against my
bond ; '
1 have sworn an oath, that 1 will have my bond :
Thou call’d’st me dog, before thou hadst a cause ;
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs: *
The Duke shall grant me justice.—I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond (1)
}l‘o come abroad with him at his request.
Ant. 1 pray thee, hear me speak.
Shy. I'll have my bond ; I will not hear thee speak :
Il have my bond ; and therefore speak no more.
Il not be made a soft and dull-ey’d fool, (2)
l'o shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ;
Il have no speaking ; I will have my bond.
[Exit, r.H,
Sala. It is the most impenetrable cur
That ever kept with men.
(l; Foolish. .
(2) The epithet dwll-ey’d is bestowed on Melancholy in Pericles,
Prince of Tyre. :
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_ Ant. Lethim alone;
I’ll follow him no more with bootless prayers,
He seeks my life ; his reason welbl know;
I oft delivet’d from his forfeitures
Many that have at times made moan to me;
Therefore he hates me. .

Sala. 1 am sure, the Duke
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ant. The Duke cannot deny the course of law ;
For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, (1) if it be deny’d,
Will much impeach the justice of the state ;
Since that the trade and profit of the city
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go;
These griefs and losses have so ’bated me,
That 1 shall hardly spare a pound of flesh
To-morrow to my bloody ereditor.— (Crosses to L,H.)
Well, gaoler, on :—Pray Heav’'n Bassanio come
To see me pay his debt, and then 1 care not!

[FExeunt, L.n.

SCENE 1V.—Portia’s house at pelnaont.

Enter LoreErzo, Jessica, Porria, NEenrissa, and
BALTHAZAR.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence,
You have a noble and a true conceit
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly
In bearing thus the absence of your lord.
But, if you knew to whom you shew this honour,
How true a gentleman you send relief,
How dear a lover of my lord your husband ;
I know you would be prouder of the work,
Than customary bounty can enforce you.

(1) For the denial of those rights to strangers, which reader their
abode at Venice so commodious and agreeable to them, would much
impeach the justice of the state. The consequence would be, that
strangers would not reside or carry on traffic here, and the wealth dnd
streegth of the state would be diminished.
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Por. 1 never did repent me doing good,

Nor shall not now :

This comes too near the praising of myself;

Therefore, no more of it: hear other things :

Lorenzo, 1 commit into your hands

“The husbandry and manage of my house,

Until my lord’s return: for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow,

To live in prayer and contemplation,

Only attended by Nerissa here,

Until hér husband and my lord’s return ;

There is a monastery two miles off,

And there we will abide. 1 do desire you

Not to deny this imposition ; (1)

The which my love, and some necessity,

Now lays upon you.
Lor. Madam, with all my heart ;

1 shall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know my mind,

And will acknowledge you and Jessica

In place of Lord Bassanio and myself.

So fare you well, till we shall meet again.
Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you.
Jes. 1 wish your ladyship all heart’s content.
Por. 1 thank you for your wish, and am well

pleas’d
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.—
[(Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo, L.H.

Now, Balthazar, (Bal. advances, r.R.

As [ have ever found thee honest, true,

So let me find thee still : take this same letter,

And use thou all the endeavour of a man

In speed to Padua: see thou render this

Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario:

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give

thee,
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed(2)

{1) Command. L
(2) With celerity like that of imagination,
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Unto the tranect,(1) to the common ferry
Which trades to Venice :—waste no time in words,
But get thee gone ; 1 shall be there before thee.
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient speed.
[Exit, r.A.,
Por. Come on, Nerissa; 1 have work in hand '
That you yet know not of : we’ll see our husbands
Before they think of us?
Ner. Shall they see us ?
Por. They shall, Nerissa ;
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device
When 1 am in my coach, which stays for us
At the park gate; and therefore haste away,
For we must measure twenty miles to-day.
[Exeunt, r.n.

SCENE V.—The Garden at Belmont.
Enter Jessica and LAUNCELOT, (..

Laun. Yes, truly : for look you, the sins of the father
are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, I promise
you, I fear you. I was always plain with you, and so
now I speak my agitation of the matter :—therefore be
of good cheer; for, truly, I think—you are damned.
There is but one hope in it that can do you any good:
and that is but a kind of bastard hope neither.

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father
got you not, that you are not the Jew’s daughter.

Jes. That werea kind of bastard hope, indeed; so the
sins of my mother should be visited upon me.

Laun. Truly then, I fear you are damn’d both by
father and mother: thus when 1 shun Seylla, your fa-
ther, I fall into Charybdis, your mother: well, you are
gone bath ways.

(1). From Tranare, to swim across. Perhaps the word was in comn-
mon use jor a ferry in the time of Shakspearc.
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Jes. 1 shaltbe saved by my husband; (1) he hath
made me a Christian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were
Christians enough before ; e’en as many as could well

; live one by another. This making of Christians will

raise the price of hogs; if we grow all to be pork-eaters
we shall not shortly have a rasher on the coals for
mouey.

Jes. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you say ;
here he comes. (Crosses to L.1.)

Enter LorkNzo, L.H.

Lor. 1 shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot,
if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Laun-
celot and I are out : he tells me flatly, there is no mer-
cy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew’s daughter.

Lor. Goin, sirrah; bid them prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all stomachs.

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you ! then
bid them prepare dinner.

Laun. That is done too, sir; only cover is the

word.

Lor. Will you cover then, sir ?

Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion! wilt thou
shew the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant? I
pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain mean-
ing: go tothy fellows; bid them cover the table,
serve in the meat, and we will come in to dinner,

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be servedin; for
the meat, sir, it shall be covered : for your coming in
to dinner, sir, why let it be as humours and conceits
shall govern. [Exit, r.H.

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited !
The fool hath planted in his memory

' (1) From St. Paul.—~The unbelieving wife is sanetified by L' r hus=
nd.
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An army of good words : and I do know
A many fools, that stand in better place,
Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica?
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,
How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wife ?
Jes.' Past all expressing.
Lor Even such a husband
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife,
Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

DUET.—LORENZO aAND JEssica.

Jes, Invows of everlasting truth,
You waste your idle hours, fond youth ;
But leave me once, and I should find,

That out of sight were out of mind.

Lor. 4h, do thyself no wrong, my dear,
Affe Yot no coy nor jealous fear ;
Isach beauteous oiject I might see,
Would but inspire a thought of thee.

Jes. & Lor. Thus absence warms with fiercer flame,
The fine affections of the soul ;
As distance points with surer aim
The faithful needle to its darling. pole.
[Exeunt, r.H.

END OF ACT 1IL.

ACT 1V,
SCENE 1.—4A Court of Justice in Ve;u'ce

The DUKE, the MAGNIFICOES, (In Centre.) ANTONIO,
Bassanio, (L.H.) SoLANI0, SALARINO, GRATIANO,

and others, dzscovered (r.H.)
Duke. What, is Antonio here ?
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Ant. Ready, so please your grace.
Duke. 1am sorry for thee ; thou art come to answer
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.
Ant. 1 have heard,
Your grace hath taken great pains to qualify
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate,
And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, (1) I do oppose
My patience to his fury; and am arm’d
To suffer, with a quietness of spitit,
The very tyranny and rage of his.
Duke. Go oue, and call the Jew into the court.
Sol. He’s ready at the door: he comes, my lord.

Enter SHYLOCK, R.H.

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our
face.

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so tvo,
That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice
To the last hour of act; and then, ’tis thought,
Thou’lt show thy mercy, and remoise, more strange
Than iv thy strange apparent cruelty -
And, where thou now exact’st the penalty,
(Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh)
Thou wilt not only loose the fuifeiture,
But, touch’d with human gentleness and love,
Forgive a moiety of the principal ;
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses,
That have of late so huddled on his back ;
Enough to press a royal merchant down,
And pluck commisseration of his state
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint,
From stubborn Turks; and Tartars, never train’d
To offices of tender courtesy.
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.

Shy. 1 have possess’d your grace of what I purpose ;

{1) Envy in this place means Aatred or malice.
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And by our holy sabbath have I sworn,

To have the due and forfeit of my bond :

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom.

You’ll ask me, why 1 rather choose to have

A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive :

Three thousand ducats: I’ll not answer that

But say; it is my humour : is it answered ?

What if my house be troubled with a rat,

And 1 be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats

To have it ban’d; what, are you answer’d yet ?

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig;

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ;

Now for your answer:

As there 1s no firm reason to be render’d,

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig;

Why he, a harmless necessary cat ;

So can | give no reason, nor will I not,

More than a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing,

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus

A losing suit against him:  Are you answer’d ?
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man,

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.
Shy. 1 am not bound to please thee with my an-

swer.
Bass. Do all men kill the things they do.not love ?
Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first,
Shy. What, would’st thou have a serpent sting thee
twice ?
Ant.J] pray you, think you question (1) with the
ew: .

You may as well go stand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood bate his usual height;

You may as well use question with the wolf,

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise,

woar (1) Converse.
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When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ;
You may as well—do any thing most hard,
As seek to soften that (than which what’s harder ?)
His Jewish heart :—therefore 1 do beseech you,
Make no more offers, use no further means,
‘But, with all brief and plain conveniency,
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.
Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here are six.
Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,
1 would' not draw them, I would have my bond.
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rend’ring
none?
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong?
You have among you many a purchas’d slave,
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules,
You use in abject and in slavish parts,
Because you bought them :—shall 1 say to you,
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs,
Why sweat they under their burdens? let their beds,
Be made as soft as yours, let their palates -
Be season’d with such viands? you will answer,
The slaves are ours :—So do I answer you :
The pound of flesh, which | demand of him,
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it :
If you d‘;ny e, fie upon your law!
There is vo force in the decrees of Venice :
I stand for judgment: answer; shall I haveit? .
Duke. Upon my power, 1 may dismiss this court,
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor,
Whom I have sent for to determine this,
Come here to-day.
Sala. My lord, here stays without
A messenger with letters from the doctor,
New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters: call the messenger.
(Exit Sala. r.6.D.
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man? courage yet!
' The Jew shall have my flesh, bleod, bones, and all,
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.
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Ant. 1 am a tainted wether of the flock,
-Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me;
You cannot better be employed, Bassanio,
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

Enter Soranio with NErissa, dress’d like a lawyer’s
' clerk, r.n.D.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ?
Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your grace.
(Presents a Letter.—Shylock kneels on one knee
and wets his knife.) g
* Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly ?

Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there.

Gra. Can no prayers pierce thee?

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make.

Gra. O, be thov damn’d, inexorable dog !

And for thy life let justice be accus’d.

Thovu almost mak’st me waver in my faith,

Ta hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That souls of animals infuse themselves

Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit

Govern’d a wolf, (1) who hang’d for human slaughter,
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet,

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam,

Infus’d itself in thee; for thy desires

Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous.

Shy. *Till thou can’st rail the seal from off my bond,
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud :
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall
To cureless ruin.—I stand here for law.

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend
A young and learned doctor to our court :—

Where is he ?

Ner. He attendeth here, hard by,

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him.

(1) This allusign might have been caught from some old transla-
tion of Pliny, who mentions a Parrhuian“gmmed into a wolf, because
‘l’m had eater part of a child that had been consecrated to Lycwan

upiter.
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Duke. With all my heart :—some three or four of
you, :
Go give him courteous'conduct to this place.—
(Excunt Gra. and Sola. v.u.p.

Meantime, the Court shall hear Bellariv’s letter.—
Reads.— Your grace shall understand, that, at the
receipt of your letter, I am very sick: but in the
instant that yowr messenger came, in luving visita-
tion was with me a young docior of Rewme, his name is
Balthazer . I acquainted him with the cause in con-
troversy between the Jew und dntonio the merchant :
we (urn'd o'er many hooks together ; heis furish’d
with my opinion ; which better’d with his vwn lcarn-
ing, (the greatness whereof I cannot enough com-
mend,) comes with him, at my importunity, to fill
up your grace’s request in my stead, I beseech you,
let his luck of years he no impediment to let him lack
a reverent estimation ; for I ncver knew so young @
body with so old a head. I leave him o your gra-
cious acceptance, whose trial shall better publish his
commendation.
You hear the learn’d Bellario, what he writes;
And here, I take it, is the doctor come.—-

Enter Porr1a, dressed like a Doctor of Laws,SoLa-
Ni0, and GRATIANO, R.iL.D.

(Portia advancing to the centre of the stage,
bows to the court, and then approaches to-
wards the Duke.)

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario?
Por. 1 did, my lord.
Duke. You are welcome: take your place.
Are you acquainted with the difference
That holds this present question in the court?
Por. I am informed thoroughly of the cause.
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew?
Duke. Antonio and old Shyl.ck, both stand forth.
+ (They stand forth— Portia in the centre of the
stage.)
D
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Por. Is your name Shylock ? .
Shy. Shylock is my name.
Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow;
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you, (1) as you do proceed.
You stand within his danger, (2) do you not?
Ant. Ay, so he says.
Por. Do you confess the bond ?
Ant. 1 do.
Por. Then must the Jew be merciful.
Shyy. On what compulsion must I? tell me that.
Por. The quality of merey is not strain’d ;
' It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven,
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless’d;
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes:
’Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown:
His sceptre shews the force of temporal power,
The attribute 10 awe and majesty,
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kiungs;
But mercy is above the scepter’d sway,
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, -
Itis an aitribute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then shew likest God’s,
When merey seasons justice: therefore, Jew,
Though justice be thy plea, consider this,—
That, in'the course of j Justice, none of us
Should see salvation ; (3) we do pray for mercy;
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render
The deeds of mercy ; I'have spoke thus much,
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ;
Which'if thou follow, this strict court of Venice

Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there.
Shy. My deeds upon my head ! (4) I crave the law

(1) Oppose, controvert.
(2) Within his reach or controul.

() Portia referring the Jew to the Christian doctriné of sulva.tion-

yis a little out of character.

blood be.on us and our children.”

(4' An imprecation adapted from that of the Jews to Pilate : « Hi is
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The penalty and forfeit of my bond.
Por, Is he not able to discharge the money ?
Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court ;
Yea, thrice the sum: If that will not suffice,
I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er,
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart :
If this will not suffice, it must appear
That malice bears down truth. (1) And I beseech you,
Wrest once the law to your authority :
To do a great right, do a little wrong ;
And curb this cruel devil of his will.
Por. 1t must not be; there is no power in Venice
Can alter a decree established:
"Twill be recorded for a precedent ;
And many an error, by the same example,
Will rush into the state : it cannot be.
Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel |—
O wise young judge, how do I honour thee!
Por. 1 pray you, let me look upon the hond.
Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor, here it is.
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d thee.
Shy. Anoath, an oath ; 1have an oath in heaven.
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ?
No, not for Venice.
Por. Why this bond is forfeit ;
And lawfully by this the Jew may claimn
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off
Nearest the merchant’s heart :—Be merciful ;
Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond.
-Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.—
1t doth appear, you are a worthy judge ;
You know the law, your exposition
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law,
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar,
Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear,
There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me: I stay here on my bond.

€1) Malice oppresses honesty; a frue man in old language is an
honest man. *We now call the jury good men and 1.te.

D 2
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Ant. Most heartily T do beseech the court
"To give the judgment.
Por. Why then, thus it is.
You must prepare your bosom for his knife ;—
Shy. Onoble judge ! O excellent young man !
Por. For the intent and purpose of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty,
Which here appeareth due upon the bond.
Shy. ’Tis very true : O wise and upright judge !
How much more elder art thou than thy looks!
Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom.
Shy. Ay, his breast:
‘So says the bond ;—Doth it not, noble judge *—
Nearest his heart; those are the very words.
Por. 1tis so. Are there balance here to weigh
The flesh ?
Shy. T have them ready.
Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your
charge,
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.
Shy. lsit so nominated in the bond?
Por. It is not so express’d ; but what of that?
*Twere good you do so much for charity.
Shy. 1 cannot find it; ’tis not in the bond.
Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say?
Ant. But little; 1 am arm’d, and well prepar’d.—
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well !
Grieve not thatl am fallen to this for you;
For herein fortune shows herself more kind
Than is her custom : it is still her use, .
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth,
To view with héllow eye, and wrinkled brow,
An age of poverty ;- from which lingering penance
Of such a misery doth she cut me off.
Commend me to your honourable wife :
Tell her the process of Antonio’s end,
Say how'l lov’d you, speak me fuirin death;
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge,
Whether Bassanio had not once a love.
Repent not you that you shall lose your frieid



OF VENICE. 53

And he repents not that he pays your debt ;
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough,
Il pay it instantly with all my heart.
Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife
‘Which is as dear to me as life itself;
But life itself, my wife, and all the world,
Are not with me esteem’d above thy life :
1 would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all
Here to this devil, to deliver you.
Gra. 1 have a wife, whom, I protest, T love ;
1 would she were in heaven, so she could
Entreat some power to chauge this currish Jew.
Shy. These be the Christian husbands: 1 have a
daughter ;
Would, any of the stock of Barrabas
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian!
(Aside.)
We trifle time: T pray thee, pursue sentence.
Por. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is
thine s
The court awards it, and the law doth give it.
Shy. Most rightful judge !
Por. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast;
The law allows it, and the court awaids it.
Shy. Most leained judge!—A sentence; come,
prepare.
Por. Tarry d little ;—there is something else.—
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ;
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh;
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ;
But, in the cutting of it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Chiistian blood, thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate
Unto the State of Venice.
Gra. O, upright judge!—Mark, Jew;—a learned
judge !
Shy. s that the law?
Por. Thyself shall see the act:
For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st.
n3 : *
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Gra. O, learned judge !—Mark, Jew;—a learred
. judge!
Shy. I take this offer, then ;—pay the bond thrice,
And let the Christian go.
Bass. Here is the money.
Por. Soft;
The Jew shall have all justice ;—soft !—no haste ;—
He shall have nothing but the penalty. '
Gra. O Jew! an upright judge, a learned judge !
Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh.
Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less, nor more,
But just a pound of flesh ; if thou tak’st more,
Or less, than a just pound,—be it but so much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance,
Or the division of the twentieth part
Of one poor scruple ! nay, if the scale do turn
But in the estimation of a hair,—
Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.
Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew !
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.
Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for-
feiture. . ’
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.
Bass. T have it ready for thee ; here it is.
Por. He hath refus’d it in the open court;
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. .
Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel !—
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal ?
Por. Thou shalt have nothing hut the forfeiture,
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.
Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it !
I’ll stay no longer question.
Por. Tarry, Jew ;
The law hath yet another hold on you.
It is enacted in the laws of Venice,—
- 1f it be prov’d against an alien,
That by direct, or indirect attempts,
He seek the life of any citizen,
The.party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive,
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Shall seize on half his goods ; the other half
Comes to the privy coffer of the state;
Aund the offender’s life lies in the mercy
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice.
In which predicament, [ say, thou stand’st ;
For it appears by manifest proceeding,
That, indirectly, and directly too,
Thou hast contriv’d against the very life
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d
The danger formerly by me rehears’d.
Down, ‘therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.
Gra. Beg, that thou may’st have leave to hang
thyself:
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state,
Thou hast not left the value of a cord;
Therefore, thou must he hang'd at the state’s charge.
Dutke. That thou shalt see the ditference of our
spirit,
[ pardon thee thy life before thou ask it :
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s;
The other half comes to the general state,-
Which humbieness may drive unto a fine.
Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. (1)
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that:
You take my house, when you do take the prop
That doth sustain my house: you take my liic,
When you do take the means whereby I live.
Por. What mercy can you rcnder him, Antonio?
Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else, for Heaven’s
sake.
Ant. So please my lord the Duke, and all the court,
I'o quit the fine for one half of his goods ;
| am content, so he will let me have
The other half in use,—to render it,
UUpon his death, unto the gentleman
I'hat lately stole his daughter.
T'wo things provided more,—that, for this favour,

'(1) That is, the state’s moicty may be commuted for a fine, but not
Antonio’s.
D 4
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He presently become a Christian ;

" The other, that he do record a gift,
Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d,
Unto his'son Lorenzo, and his daughter.

Duke. He shall do this; or else I do recant
The pardon that T late pronounced here.

Por. Artthou coutented, Jew ? What dost thou say : :

Slw 1 am content.

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. 1 pray you, give me leave to go from hence ;

I am not well; send the deed after me,
And T will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gru. In christening thou shalt have two godfathers ;
Had T been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more, (1)
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

[Exit Shylock, r.n.D.

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner.

(7o Por.)

Por. 1 humbly do desire your grace of pardon ;

T must away this night toward Padua,
And it is meet, I presently set forth.

Duke. 1am sorry, that your leisure serves you not.

Antonio, gratify this gentleman,
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.
[ Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train, R.H.U.E.

Buss. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof,

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, -
We freely cope vour courteous pains withal.’
Ant. And staid indebted, over and above,
In love and service to you evermore.
Por. Heis well paid that is well satisfied;
And 1 delivering you, am satisfied,
And therein do account myself well paid ;
My mind was never yet more mercenary.
1 pray you, know me, when we’geet again ;
1):
i % {1) A jury of fwelve men to condemn him to be hanged.
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1 wish you well, and so I take my leave.
Bass. Dear sir, of force 1 attempt you further :
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute,
Not as a fee : grant e two things, I pray you,—
Not to deny me, and to pardon me.
* Por. You press me far, and therefore 1 will yield.
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake;
And, for your love, I’il take this ring from you:
Do not draw back your hand ; I’ll take no more;
And you in love shall not deny me this.
Bass. 'This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifle;
I will not shame myself to give you this.
Por. 1 will have nothing clse but only this;
And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.
Bass. There’s more depends on this, than on- the
value,
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you,
And find it out by proclamation ;
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.
Por. 1see, sir, you are liberal in offers:
You taught me first to beg ; and now, methinks,
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d.
Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife ;
And, when she put it on, she made me vow
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. .
Por. That ’scuse serves many men to save their
gifts.
An if your wife be not a mad woman,
And know how well 1 have deserv’d this ring,
She would not hold out enemy for ever,
For giving it tome. Well, peace be with you!
" [Exeunt Portia and Nerissa, R.H.
Ant. My lord, Bassanio, let him have the ring ;
Let his deservings, and my love withal,
Be valu’d ’gainst your wife’s commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him,
Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou can’st,
Unto Antonio’s house ;—away, make haste.—
[Exit Gra. R.1.

C(;me, you and I will thither presently ;
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And in the morning early will we both
Fly toward Belmont: come, Antonio. [Eweunt, 1.8.

. SCENE 1l.—A Strect in Penice.

Enter PortiA and NERIsSA, R.H.

Por. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this
deed
And let him,sign it; we’ll away to-night,
And be a day before our husbands home :
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo,

Enter GRATIANO, R.H.

Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken :
. (Crosses to Por.)
My lord Bassanio, upon more advice, (1)
Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat
Your company at dinner.
Por. That cannot be:
This ring I do accept most thankfully,
And so, I pray you, tell him: furthermore,
I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house.
(Crosses to r.1.)
Gra. That will I do.
Ner. Sir, I would speak with you :—
Pll see if 1 can’get my husband’s ring,
Which 1 did make him swear to keep for ever.
(Aside to Por.)
Por. Thou may’st, I warrant: we shall have old
swearing, .
That they did give the rings away to men;
But we’ll outface them, and out-swear them too.
(Aside to Ner.)
Away, make haste; thou know’st where I will tarry,
(Exit, r.H.
Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this
house ? ) [Exeunt, L.g.

END OF ACT LV.

(1) More reflection.
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ACT V.

SCENE 1.—The Avenue to Portia’s House at Bel-
mont.

LoreNzo and Jessica, discovered, seated.

Lor. The moon shines bright :—In such a night
as this,

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew;
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice,
As far as Belmont. .

Jes. And in such a night,
Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well ;
Stealing her soul with mauny vows of faith.
And ne’er a true one.

Lor. And in such a night,
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew,
Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes. I would outnight you, did no body come ;
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter BaLTHAZAR, L.H.

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night? -
Bal. A friend.
Lor. A friend? what friend? your name, I pray
you, friend ?
Bal. Balthazar is my name ; and I bring word,
My mistress will, before the break of day,
Be here at Belmont.
I pray you, is my master yet return’d ?
Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him.—
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica,
And ceremoniously let us prepare o
Some welcome for the mistress of the house.
: ]L!aun. (Within, v.n,) Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola,
sola ’

Lor. Who cslls?
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Enter LauNcELor, 1.H,

Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and
mistress
Lorenzo? sola, sola!

Lor. Leave hollaing man ; here.

Laun. Sola'! where? where?

Lor. tlere.

Laun Tell bim, there’s a post come from my
master, (Crosses to r.n.) with lus horn full of gnod
news; my mastet will be here ere morning.

[Exit, r.1.

Lor. My friend Balthazar, signify, 1 pray you,
Within the house, your mistress i+ at hand.

| Exit Bal. r.5.

Enter Porria and NEnrissa, at @ distance, L.H.U.E.

Por. That light we see is burning in my hall,
How far that little candle throws his beams !
So shines a good deed in a naughty world.
Lor. That is the voice,
Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia.
Por. He kaows me, as the blind man knows the
cuckoo,
By the bad voice.
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands
welfare,
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return’d ?
Lor. Madam, they are not yet ;
But there is come a messcnger before,
To signify their coming.
Por. Go in, Nerissa,
Give order to my servants, that they take
go note at all of our being absent hence j—
or you, Lorenzo ; Jessica, nor you.
(A tucket (1) sounds.)

(1, A flourish on a trumpet.—~Zvccata, Ital. a flourish on a trampet
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Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet.

Enter Bassanio, ANTtoNto, and GRATIANO, L.H:

. Por. You are welcome home, my lord.
* Bass. 1 thank you, madam : give welcome to my
friend.— (Gratiano and Ner. go up the stage.)
This is the man, this is Antonio,
To whom I am so infinitely bound.
Por. You should in all sense be much bound to
him;
For, as 1 hear, he was much bound for you.
nt. No more than I am well wcquitted of.
Por. ir, you are very welcome to our house :
It must appear in other ways than words,
Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. (1)
Gra. (Advancing with Ner.)) By yonder moon 1
swear, you do me wrong ;
In faith I gave it to the judge’s clerk:
Would he were hang’d that had it, fer my part,
Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.
Por. A quarrel, ho already ? what’s the matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring
That she did give to me; whose posy was
l*or all the world, like cutler’s poetry (2)
Upon a knife, me me, and leave me not.
Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value?
You swore to me, when 1 did give it you,
That you would wear it till your hour of death ;
And that it should lie with you in your grave :
Though not for me, vet for your vehement oaths,
You should have been respective, and have kept it.
Gavé it a judge’s clerk !—but well I know,
The clerk will ne’er wear hair on his face, that had it.
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.

(1) This verbal complimentary form, made up only of breath, i. e.
words.  So in Macbeth :
. ——*¢ Mouth-honour, éreath.”

(2) Knives, were formerly inscribed, by means of aqua fortis, with
short sentences in distich.
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Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,—
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed "boy (1)
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk;
A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee;
1 could not for my heart deny it him.
Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with you,
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift ;
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your-finger,
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh,
I gave my love a ring, and made him swear
. Never to part with it; and bere he stands;
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it,
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth
That the woild masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano,
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief;
And ’twere to me, I should be mad at it.
Bass. Why, | were best to cut my left hand off,
And swear L lost the ring defending it. (Aside.)
Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and, indeed,
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, his clerk,
‘That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine :
And neither man, nor master, would take aught
But the two rings.
Por. What ring gave you, my lord ?
Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me,
Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault,
I would deny it, but you see, my finger
" Hath not the ring upon it,—it is gone.
Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth,
By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed,
Until I see the ring.
Ner. Nor I in yours.
Till I again see mine.
Bass. Sweet Portia,
If you did know to whom I gave the ring,
If you did know for whom I gave the ring,

(1) Short, stunted.



OF VENICE. 63

And would conceive for what I gave the ring,
And how unwillingly T left the ring,
When naught would be accepted but the ring,
You would abate the strength of your displeasure.
; Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring,
Or half her worthiness that gave the ring,
Or your awn honour (1) to retain the ring,
You would not ther: have parted with the ring.
What man is there so much unreasonable,
If you had pleas’d to have defended it
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony t (2)
Nerissa teaches me what to believe;
Pll die for’t, but some woman had the ring.

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul,
No woman had it, but a civil doctor,*
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me,
And begg’d the ring; the which T did deny him,
And suffer’d him to go displeas’d away;
Even he that had held up the very life .
Of my dear friecnd.  What should I say, sweet lady,
1 was enforced to send it after him,
Had you been there, T think you would have begg’d
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor.

Por. Let not that doctor e’er come near my house :
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd,
And that which you did swear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal as you;
I'll not deny him any thing I have,
No, not iny husband’s bed :
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it ;
Lie not a night from home ; watch me, like Argus:
If yon do not, if I be left alone,
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own,
I'll have that doctor for my bed-fellow.

. (1) How much your honor was concerned tn keeping the ring.

. (2) What man could have so little modesty as to press the demand
of a-thing studiously withhe!d, as considered in the light of a religious
eblig ation, or ccremeny. *
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Ner. And 1 his clerk ; therefore be well advis’d,
How you do leave me to mine own protection.
Gra. Well, do you so: let me not take him then ;
For, if 1 do, I’ll mar the young clerk’s pen,
Ant. T am the unhappy subjeet of these quarrels. .
Por. Sir, grieve not you: you are welcome, not-
withstanding. .
Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; °
And, in the hearing of these many friends,
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes,
I never more will break an oath with thee. -
Ant. 1 once did lend my body for his wealth,
Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring,
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again,
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord
Will never more break faith adsisedly.
Por. 'Then you shall be his surety ; give him this;
And bid him keep it better than the other.,
nt, Here, Lord Bassanio : swear to keep this ring.
Bass. By heaven,—it is the same I gave the doctor!
Por. 1 had it of him: pardon me, Bassanio:
*For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me.
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ;
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s clerk,
In lieu of this last night did lie with me.
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways
In summer, where the ways are fair enough:
What ! aie we cuckolds, ere we have deserv’d it?
Por. Speak not so grossly.—You are all amaz’d :
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure;
It comes from Padua, from Bellario:
‘There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor;
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here
Shall witness, 1 set forth as soon as you,
And but even now return’d ; I bave not yet
Enter’d my house.—Antonio, you are welcome :
And [ have better news in store for you,
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ;
There.you shall find three of your argosies
Are richly come to harbour suddenly :
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You shall not know by what strange accident
T chanced on this letter.
Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not ?
: Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me
cuckold ?
Ner. Ay; but the clerk, that never means to do it,
Unless he live until he be a man.
Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow ;
When I am absent, then slecp with my wife.
Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life, and
living ;
For here I read for certain, that my ships
Are safely come to road.
Por. How now, Lorenzo ?
My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.
Ner. Ay, and I’'ll give them him without a fee.—
(Crosses to Lor.)
There do I give to you, and Jessica,
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, -
After his death, of all he dies possess’d of.
Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of starved people.
Por. Ttisalmost morning,
And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied
Of these events at full; let us go in;
And charge us there upon intergatories,
And we will answer all things faithfully.
Gra. Let it be so: (Crosses to Ner.) the first in-
ter’gatory,
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is,
Whether till the next night she had rather stay
Or go 1o bed now, being two hours to day :
But were the day come, I should wish it dark,
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk,
Well, while T live, I’ll fear no other thing
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring.

Finis,
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Remarks.

RULE A WIFE AND HAVE A WIFE.

Of the numerous plays by Beaumont and Fletcher, this is almost
ihe only one that still keeps possession of the stage. The Chances,
Philaster, The Maid’s Tragedy, and a few others, have at different
periods been revived, but they have all invariably passed away with
the occasion that called them inuto a temporary existence. It must
sot however, be imagined that the superior merit of Rule a Wife
nd Have a Wife has obtained for it this popularity; if it have
‘ewer faults, it has likewise fewer excellencies, than many of its
‘orgotten brethren which have long ago been consigned to the dust
ind spiders :—it seems to have acquired this predominant favour,
much for the same reason that a steady companion (if he be only
olerably pleasant,) is preferred to the wild excesses of wit and
wumour, for while few are able to relish excellence, every one is
sffended by intemperance. The alloy, mixed up with the beauties
»f the other comedies, has been too for the public taste, which has
.herefore been contented with the least original of all the plays by
‘hese two authors ; the fable of it is directly borrowed from Shak-
ipeare’s Catherine and Petruchio, from which, indeed, it is no
more than an off-cut; it must however be allowed, that the slip
1as grown up into a fair tree, which though not so straight nor so
ine as the parent stock, is yet of a noble growth and has produced
ruit of no indifferent flavour.

This fable is oue of those pleasant exaggerations which the mind
very readily admits for truth; in fact, the ground-work of it is
true ; that a licentious woman should wish for an easy, foolish hus-
band8s a cloak for her excesses is sufficiently probable ; no less so
15 it that a man should be found knavish enough to take advantage
of such a disposition, and cunning enough to put on the disguise



of folly to effect his purpose. So far the reader travels readil:
enongh with the poet, but then the colouring on this simple
ground-work is always glaring, and sometimes oilensively so; the
story is worked up for cffect, and dues produce cffect—but notitks
effect of truth ; from beginning to end it is Lillzput or Brobdignag,
Above a]l, too, there is no moral interest in the play; it is 1m.
possible to take any share in the weal or woe of Leon, who, tc
speak it candidly, is no better than an impostor; he deceives a
woman into marriage, knowing her to be a wanton, and, as it
appears, Irom the vile love of lucre ; he sells himself as a stale, :
stalking horse, and bites the purchaser into the bargain ; it is he,
not Margarita, that turns out other than was promised; it is he.
not Margarita, that is the deceiver. The spectator may be amusec
by pleasantness of dialogue, or surprise of situation, but he car
feel no sympathy with such a character. Of what can Leon com-
plain? that his wife is a wanton ?>~~Why, he knew her to be suck
when he married her. What right has he to talk of a husband’
honour, this matrimonial trafficker, this seller of his own body !’
If there had been the least mind, the slightest portion of wit o1
eloquence in Margarita, the tables would have beeu turned, and he
had appeared an object of disgust. But the character of Margarita
is too feebly drawn, so much more like a shadow than « substance,
that Leon gets off with the sufferance, though he can not gain the
sympathy, of the spectator!

In the subordinate characters of the drama, the poets have been
much more fortunate. Estifania is the most amusing Jesabel that
ever trod the stage; there is humour and contrivance in the tricks
by which she out-plots her plotting husband, gulling him so palpa-
bly, till the blood tingles at one’s fingers ends. Then, too, the
broad, staring impudence, which endeavours to prove, aye, and
actually does prove, that all this is right and proper—that he bas
been thus scurvily fooled for his own good ; the impudence of the
Copper Captain melts away befgqre her unrivalled assurance; she
leads him up and down by the nose, and makes not the least mys-
tery of it, but fairly laughs at him to his face; never vere the
advantages of impudence more happily pourtrayed. T

“The character of my “ Mahound Cousin,” is also excellent ; his
wWﬁnm‘ms rescmble the serio-comic title-page of a black-letter
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play; they are a right merry and conceited tragedy, full of tragic
mirtk ; it is really delightful to see his better half set him up and
flog him about as a school-boy flogs his whipping-top. He may
pot indeed be altogether entitled to say with Sir John Falstaff, ¢ I
am witty in wyself,” but he may very justly join in the other half
uf the fat Knight's self-congratulation, and affirm he is *¢ the cause
that wit is in ether men ;*’ he is a very shuttle-cock in the hands
of the merry bye-standers, who knock him to and fro with infinite
whim and dexterity ; not that the rogue is totally destitute of hu-
mour either; he has a quaint mode of speech that is oftentimes
highly whimsical, as for instance, when he proposes to Leon ¢ to
walk out, and be beaten into a proper belief,"””

Cacafogo, too, is no less good in his way ; his body is as bloated
and as blown up as his fortune ; he appears to think that he carries
the world in his purse-strings, and cousiders vice or virtue only as
marketable commodities. He is a full ton of whale-oil, and his
language is to the height as coarse and greasy as his appearance.
He seems to love pleasure not for itself, but as it is, a thing of pur-
chase—a good which he may possess to the exclusion of his neigh-
bours.

Of the other characters, it can only Le said that ¢¢ they come
like shadows—so depart;’’ they are too thin to be taugible by
criticisnf, ar.d may be properly left to occupy their stations without
our notice.

Beaumont aud Fletcher were, while living, the most inviolable
friends and inseparable companions ; as in their works also they
were united, the Orestes and Pylades of the poetical world ; it would
be a kind of injury done to the manes of their friendship, should we
here, after death, separate those names which before it were found
for ever joined. For this reason we shall, under this single article,
deliver what we have been able to cullect concerning both,

Francis Beaumont. This gentleman was descended from a very
ancient family of that name, seated at Grace Dieu, in Leicester-
shire. His grandfather, John Beaumont, had been Master of the
Rolls, and his father, Francis Beaumont, one of the judges of the
Qﬁﬁf Common Pleas. Nor was his descent less honourable on
the side of his mother, whose name was Anne, the daughter of
George Pierrepoint, of Home Pierrepoint, in the County of Notting
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bam, Esq. and of the same family from which the late Duke of
Kingston derived his ancestry. He was born in the year 1585, and
received his education at Cambridge, but in what college is a point
which we have not been able to trace. He afterwards was entere¢
a student in the Inner Temple. It is not, however, apparent that
he made any great proficiency in the law, that being a study np:-”
bably too dry and unentertaining to be attended to by a man of his
fertile and sprightly genius. For although, out of fifty-three plays
which are collected together as the labours ot these united authors,
Mr. Beaumont was concerned in much the greater part of them,
yet he did not live to complete his thirtieth year, the king of terrors
summoning bim away in the beginning of March 1615, on the 9th
day of which he was interred in the entrance of St. Benedict's Cha-
pel in Westminster Abbey.

John Fletcher was born in 1576, and was, as well as his friend,
educated at Cambridge, where he made a great proficiency in his
studies, and was accounted a very good scholar. His natural viva-
city of wit, for which he was remarkable, soon rendered him a de-
votee to the Muses ; and his close attention to their service, and
fortunate connexion with a genius equal to his own, soon raised him
to one of the highest places in the temple of poetical fame. As he
was born near ten years before Mr. Beaumont, so did he also sur-
vive him by an equal number of years ; the general calaity of a
plague, which happened in the year 1625, invelving him in its
great destruction, he being at that time 49 years of age,

It is generally allowed, that Fletcher's peculiar talent was wit ;
and Beaumont's, though much the youuger man, judgment. Nay,
so extraordinary was the latter property in Mr, Beaumont, that it
is recorded of the great Ben Jonson, that he constantly, so long as
this gentleman lived, submitted his own writings to his censure,
and, as it is thought, availed himself of his judgment at least in the
correcting, if not even in the contriving, all his plots,

The pieces they have left behind them are as follow :

The Woman Hater, C. 4t0. 1607.—The Knight of the Burning
Pestle, C. 4to. 1613.—Cupid’s Revenge, T\ 4to. 1613, —The.
" $eurnful Lady, C. 4to. 1616,—A King and no King, T. Cm-‘

16)Q. l;';"he Maid’s Tragedy, 4to. 1619.—Philaster, 'T. C. 4to. 1620.
_,ﬂ;% and Theodoret, 7' 4tv. 1621.—The Faithful Shepherdess,
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D. P. 4to. N. D. {by Fletcher.)—~The Two Nolle Kinsmen, I'. C.
4to. 1634.—The Elder Brother, C. 4to. 1637.—Monsieur Thomas,
C. 4to. 1639.—Wit without Money, C. 4to. 1639.—The Corona-
tion, €. 4to, 1640. [Shirley, however, has laid claim to this play.]
—Rollo, 7. 4to. 1640.—Rule a Wife and have a Wife, C. 4to. 1640.
= The Night Walker, €, 4to. 1640.—The following 36 plays were
first published together in folio, 1647 ; but are, together with the
preceding 17, in folio, 1679.—The Mad Lover, T. C.—The Spanish
Curate, ('.—The Little French Lawyer, C.—The Custom of the
Country, 1" C.—The Noble Gentleman, €.—The Captain, C.—
Beggars® Bush, C.—The Coxcomb, ('.—The False one, 7"—The
Chauces, (. ~—The Loyal Subject, T. C.-——The Laws of Candy, T. C.
—The Lover’s Progress, T. C.—The Island Princess, T. C.—Hu-
morous Lieutenant, T'. C.—The nice Valour, T. C.—The Maid in
the Mill, C.—The Prophetess, 7'—Bonduca, T.—The Sea Voyage,
C.—The Double Marriage, 7.—The Pilgrim, C —The Knight of
Malta, T. C.—The Woman's Prize, C.—Love’'s Cure, C.—Honest
Man’s Fortune, TI'. C.—The Qucen of Corinth, I'. C.—Women
pleased, T. C.—A Wife for a Month, T, C.—Wit at séveral Wea-
pons, C.—Valentinian, 7'.—The Fair Maid of the lun, T. C.—
Love’s Pilgrimage, C.—Masque of the Inner Temple and Gray's
Inn, 1612 4to. N. . (By Beaumount.)—Four Plays in One.—
The Wild Goose Chace, C. fol. 1652, 1679, The same writers were
also authors, or assistants to the authors, of the uuder-mentioned :
—The Widow, (by Jonson, Fletcher, and Middleton,) 4to. 1652,—
The Jeweller of Amsterdam ; or, The Hague, (by Fletcher, Field,
and Massinger,) N. I>.—The Faithful Friends, C. ¥. P.—A Right
Woman, C. (both by Beaumont and Fletcher,) N. P.—The His-
tory of Mador, King of Britain, (by Beaumont,) N. P.—The Devill
of Dowgate, C. (by Fletcher,) 1623. N. P.—The History of Carde-
nio, P. (by Fletcher and Shakspeare,) . P.—The Wandering
Lovers, P. (by Flctcher,) 1623, V, P,



PROLOGUE.

Pleasure attend ye, and about ye sit

The spring& of mirth, fancy, delight, and wit,

To stir you up; do not your looks let fall,

Nor to remembrance our late errors call,

Becanse this day we're Spaniards all again,

The story of our play, and our scene Spain ;

The errors too do not for this cause hate,

Now we present their wit, and not their statc ;
Nor, ladies, be not angry, if you see

A young, fresh beauty wanton, and too free,

Seek to abuse her husband—still ’tis Spain =

No such gross crrors in your kingdom reign.
You're vestais all, and though we blow the fire,
We seldom make it flame up to desire ;

Take no example neither to begin,

For some by précedent delight to sin ;

Nor blame the poet if he slip aside

Sometimes lasciviously, if not too wide.

But hold your fans close, and then smile at case ;

A cruel scene did never lady please. .

Nor, gentlemen, pray be not you displeas’d,
Though we present some men fool'd, some diseas’d,
Some drunk, some mad : we mean not you ; you're free ;
We tax no further than our comedy ; }
You are our friends; sit noble then, and sce.

-EPILOGUE.

Good night, our worthy friends, and may you part

Euch with as merry and as free a heart

As you came hither. To those noble eyes,

That deign to smile on our poor faculties,

And give a blessing to our labouring ends,

As we hope many to such fortune sends

Their own desires, wives fair as light, as chaste ;
“To thosc that live by spite, wives made in haste.



Cogtume.

DUKE.
Scarlet doublet, white vest and pantaloons, richly embroidered
‘wik,b silver.
=~ DON JUAN.
Light blue Spanish coat and pantaloons, white vest, richly em-
broidered with silver,
SANCHIO.

Ibid.
ALONZO.

. COPPER CAPTAIN.
Scarlet Spanish coat and pantaloons, white vest, richly embroi-
dered with silver.,
LEON.

First dress. Light blue vest and cloak, scarlet breeches, trimmed
with scarlet and white braid.---Second dress. Puse-coloured velvet
Spanish coat, white satin vest and breeches, richly trimmed with

silver,
CACAFOGO.

Green cloak, vest, and breeches, trimmed with gold,
Servants.~=Green and orange Spanish liveries.
MARGARITA.
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RULE A WIFE
AND HAVE A WIFE.

ACT I.
SCENE 1.—4 Chamber.
Enter DoN JuaN and Donx Micnagr, r.u.

Mich. Are your companies full, colonel?
Juan. No, not yet, sir :
Nor will not be this month yet, as T reckon.
How rises your command ?
Mich. We pick up still,
And, as our money holds out, we have men come.
\bout that time, 1 think we shall be full tco:
Many young gallants go.
Juan. Am'i; unexperienced.
Chere’s one Don Leon, a strange, goodly fellow,(1)
Commended to me from some noble friends.
Mich. Y've heard of him, and that he hath serv’d
before too.
Juan. But no harm done, nor never meant, Don
Michael,
That gathe to my ears yet; ask him a question,
Heblushes like a girl, and answers little,
(1) Uncommonly well looking.
B
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To the point less. I never yet heard certainly
Of any gentleman that saw him angry.
Mich. Preserve him; he’ll conclude a peace, 1
need be:
Many as stout as he will go along with us,
That swear as valiantly as heart can wish,
Their mouths charg’d with six oaths at once, and
whole ones,
That make the drunken Dutch creep into molehills.
Juan. "Tis true, such we must look for; but, Mi-
chael Perez,
When heard you of Donna Margarita, the great heiress ?
. Mich. 1 hear every hour of her, though I ne’er saw
her;
She is the main discourse. Noble Don Juan de Castro,
How happy were that man could catch that wench up,
And live at case! She’s fair, and young, aud wealthy,
Infinite wealthy, and as gracious tvo
In all her entertainments, as men report.
Juan. But she is proud, sir, that I know for certain,
And that comes seldom without wantonness ;
He, that shall marry her, must have a rare hand.
Mich. "Would I were married, 1 would find that
wisdom :
With a light rein to rule my wife. If ever woman
Of the most subtle mould went beyond me,
I'd give boys leave to hoot me out o’th’ parish.

t

Enter Vasco, 1..H,

Vas. Sir, there be two gentlewomen attend to
speak with you.

Juan. Wait on ’em in.

Mich. Are they two handsome women ?

(Crosses to Vasco.)

Vas. They seem so; yery handsome; but they’re
veil’d, sir.

Mich, Thou put’st sugar in my mouth: bow it
melts with me !

I love a sweet young wench,
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Juan. Wait on them in, I say. [Exit Pasco, L.H. .
Mich. Don Juan'! ) .

Jugn. How you itch, Michael! how you burnish!
Will not this soldier’s heat out of your bones yet ?
Dg_vour eyes glow now ?

Micii=-There be two.

Juan. Say honest ; what shame(1) have you then?

Mich. 1 would fain see that ;

I've been i"th’ Indies twice, and have seen strange

things ;

But, for two honest women only—One I read of once.
Juan. Pr’ythee, be modest.

Mich. I'll be any thing !

Re-enter Vasco, r.u. with DonNA CLARA and Esti-
FANIA, veiled.—Vasco, crosses behind to r.H.

. Juan. You’re welcome, ladies. (Crosses to Clara.)
| Mich. Both hooded! I like ’em well though.
They come not for advice in law sure hither ! {Aside.)

Juan. With me, or with this gentleman, would you

speak, lady ?

Clara. With you, sir, as I guess; Juan de Castro.

(Unveils.)
Mich. Per curtain opens; she’s a pretty gentle-
woman.— (Aside.-- Mich. crosses behind to Est.
L.H. and tries to persuade her to unveil.)
Juan. 1 am the man, and shall be bound to for-
tune,
=1 may do any service to your beauties.
Clara. Captain, I hear you’re marching down to
Flanders, .
To serve the Catholic king.

Juen, I am, sweet lady. .

Clara. 1 have a kinsman, and a noble friend,
Employ’d in those wars ; may be, sir, you know him,
Don Calgpusano, captain of carbines,

o
How will you be disgraced, if you offer gallantry where it
#ill not be accepted, 2
B
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.To whom I would request your nobleness
To give this poor remembrance. (Gives a Letter
Juan. Ishall do it; ol
I know the gentleman, a most worthy captain.
Clara. Something in private.
Juan. Step aside ; 1'll serve thee. ‘
[Mich. signs Pasco to follow Juan.—Exeun
Juan, Clara, and Vasco, r.H.
Mich. Pr'ythee, let me see thy face.?
Esti. Sir, you must pardon me;
Women_of our sort, that maintain fair memories,(1)
And keep suspect off from their chastities,
Had need wear thicker veils.
Mich. I am no blaster of a lady’s beauty,
Nor bold intruder on her special favours:
I know how tender reputation is,
And with what guards it ought to be preserv’d,
Lady ; you may to me——
Esti. You must excuse me, signior, I come
Not here to sell myself.
Mich. As I'm a gentleman! by the honour of a
) soldier.
Esti. 1believe you;  (He offers to lift her Veil,)
Pray be civil ; I believe you’d see me, "
And, when you’ve seen me, 1 believe you'll like me;
But in a strange place, to a stranger too,
As if I came on purpose to betray you !
Indeed, 1 will not,
Mich. 1 shall love you dearly ;
And ’tis a sin to fling away affection.
I know not, you have struck me with your modesty,—
And taken from me
All the desire T might bestow on others——
Quickly, before they come !
Esti. Indeed, 1 dare not;
But, since I see you are so desirous, sir,
To view a poor face that can merit nothing
-But your repentance—
Mich. It must needs be excellent.

(1) Fair Characters,

¢
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Esti. When I am gone let your man follow me,
And view what house I enter. Thither come;
For there I dare be bold to appear open ;

And, as I like your virtuous carriage, then
Izl 21 be able to give welcome to you.

He-enter DoN Juan, CLira, and Vasco, r.H.

She hath done her business, I must take my leave, sir.
Mich. I'll kiss your fair white hand, and thank you,

Jady.
My man shall wait, and I shall be your servant.
Vasco, come near; hark ! (Whispers to Vasco.)

Juan. You will command me no moie services ?
Clara. To be careful of your noble health,
dear sir;
That T may ever honour you.
Juan. 1 thank you,
And kiss your hands. Wait on the ladies down
there.
Pusco. 1 shall do it faithfully.
[ Ezit with Ladies, L.1.
Mich. You had the honour to see the face that
came to you?
Juan. And ’twas a fair one. What was yours, Don
Michael ?
Mich, Mine was i’th’ eclipse, and had a cloud
drawn over it. .
But, I believe, well, and I hope ’tis handsome.
She had a hand would stir a holy hermit.
Juan. You know none of 'em?
Mich. No. (Crosses to mr.1.)
Juan. Then 1 do, captain ; (Aside.)
But I’ll say nothing till I see the proof on’t.
Sit close, Don Perez, or your worship’s caught.
Mich. Were those she brought love letters ?
Juan. A packet to a kinsman now in Flanders.
Yours. #as very modest, methought.
“Mich. Some young unmanaged thing;
Bat I may live to see.—
B3
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Juan. *Tis worth experience.
Let’s walk abroad and view our companies.
[Exeunt, L.,

SCENE I1.—A Street.

Enter Esrirania, R.H. who crosses the Stage, and
goes into L.H.D. Vasco following.

Vasco. ’Tis this or that house, or I’ve lost my aim ;
They’re both fair buildings—she walk’d plaguy fast.

Re-enter EsTIFANIA, L.11.D.

And hereabouts I lost her: stay ! that’s she,
*Tis very she—she makes me a low court’sy.
Madam, your most obedient servant.
[Exit Estifania, L.H.D.
Let me note the place, the street I well 1emember.
[Exit, r.1n

SCENE II1.—A Chamber in Margarita’s House
Enter Vicroria and IsABEL, L.H.

Isa. What should it mean, that in such haste we’rc
sent for?
Vic. Belike the lady Margare: “as some business
She’d break to us in private.
Isa. It should seem so.
*Tis a good lady, and a wise young lady.
Vic. And virtuous enough too, I warrant ye,
For a young woman of her years: ’tis a pity
To load her tender age with too much virtue.

Enter ALTEA, R.H.

Altea. Good morrow, ladies.

Isa. "Morrow, my good madam, -
How does the sweet young beauty, lady Margarita ?

Vic. Has she slept well after her walk last night ?
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Isa. Are her dreams gentle to her mind?
. Altea. All’s well, ,
Siittg,very well ; she sent for you thus suddenly,
To give her counsel in a business
'Lhat much concerns her.
* Psae-She does well and wisely.
Altea. She would fain marry. g
Isa. ’Tis a proper calling,
And well beseems her years. Who would she yoke
with ?
Altea. That’s left to argue on. I pray come in
: (Crosses to r.R.)
And break your fast; drink a good cup or two,
To strengthen your understandings, then she’ll tell ye,
Fic. And good wine breeds good counsel, we’ll
yield to ye. [Exeunt, r.H,

SCENE IV.—A Street.
Enter Don Juan and Leon, L.H.

Juan. Have you seen any service ?
Leon. Yes.
Juan. Where?
Leon. Every where.
Juan. What office bore ye ?
Leon. None, I was not worthy.
Juan. What captains know you ?
Leon. None, they were above me.
Juan. Were you ne’er hurt ?
Leon. Not that I well remember:
But once I stole a hen, and then they beat me.
Pray ask me no long questions, I’ve an ill memory.
Juan. This is an ass. (Aside.) Did you ne’er draw
your sword vet?
Leon. Not to do any harm, I thank heav'n for’t.
Juan. Nor ne’er ta’en prisoner?
Leoh. No, I ran away ;
Tor I ne’er had no money to redeem me.
Juan. Can you endure a drum ?
B4
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Leon. It makes my head ache.
Juan. Are you not valiant when you’re drunk ?
Leon. 1 think not; but I amn loving, sir. .
Juan. What a lump is this man! (Aside.)
Was your father wise
Leon. Too wise for me, I’'m sure ; .
For he gave all he had to my younger brother.
Juan. That was no foolish part, I'll bear you wit-
ness. (Aside.)
Why art thou sent to be my officer,
Ay, and commended too, when thou dar’st not fight ?
Leon, There be more officers of my opinion,
Or 1 am cozened, sir; men that talk more too.
Juan. How wilt thou escape a bullet?
Leon. Why, by chance.
They aim at honourable men: alas! I’m none, sir.
wan. This fellow has some doubts in his talk that
strike me,
He cannot be all fool, (.4side.—~Crosses to Centre.)

Enter ALoNzo, L.H,

Welcome, Alonzo.

Alon. What have we got there? Temperance into
your company ?

The spirit of peace? We shall have wars by the

c ;u?f;ﬂ/:en' ) A h h
acaf. (Without, 1.1. , ay; enough, enough,

Alon, Oh, here’s anothery uz;pion 3 8 ¢

The cramm’d son of a starv’d usurer, Cacafogo.

Both their brains butter'd, cannot make two spoonfuls.

Enter Cacavoco, L.H. with a Bag of Money.

Cacaf. My father’s dead : Tam a man of war too,
Monies, demesnes ; 1've ships at sea too, captains.
Juan. Take heed o’the Hollanders, your ships may
leak else. R
“Oacaf.dl scorn the Hollanders, they are my drink »
ards.
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Alon. Put up your gold, sir, I will borrow it else.
Cacaf. I'm satisfied—(Puts up his money.)—you

" "~a shall not. (Sees Leon.)
Come out ; I know thee, meet mine anger instantly.
(Zo Leon.)

“Ereon: I never wrong’d ye.
Cacaf. Thou hast wrong’d mine honour.
(Draws his Sword.)
Thou look’dst upon my mistress thrice lasciviously.
I'll make it good. (Crosses to Juan,)
Juan. Do not heat yourself, you will surfeit.
Cacaf. Thou won’st my money too, with a pair of
base bones,
In whom there was no truth; for which I beat
thee; )
1 beat thee much; now I will hurt thee dangerously.
(Crosses to Leon.)
This shall provoke thee.  (Attempts to kick Leon.)
Leon. 1 cannot choose but kick again ; {Kicks Ca-

cafogo.) pray pardon me. (Crosses to r.H.)
Cucaf. Hadst thou not ask’d my pardon I had kill’'d
thee : o
I leave thee as a thing despis’d ! Beso las manos & vues-
tra senoria—Boh ! [Exit, r.H.
Alon. You’ve ’scap’d by miracle; there is not in all
Spain,

A spirit of more fury than this fire-drake.

Leon. 1 see he’s hasty, and I'd give him leave
To beat me soundly, if he’d take my bond.

Juan. What shall [ do with this fellow ? (70 Alon.)

Alon. Turn him off;
He will infect the camp with cowardice,
If he go with thee.

Juan. About some week hence, sir,

(Crosses to r.H. Alonzo follows.)

If I can hit upon no abler officer,
You shall hear from me.
- Leon, 1 desire no better. [Exeunt Leon, L.H.
“Alonzo and Juan, r.8. laughing at Leon,
BS - -
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SCENE V.—A Chamber in Margarita’s House.
Enter EstiFania and DoN MICHAEL, L.H. '

Mich. You’ve made me now too bountiful az-andz,
lady,
For your grict carriage(1) when you saw me first :
These beauties were not meant to be conceal’d ;
It was a wrong to hide so sweet an object;
I could now chide ye, but it shall be thus: (Kisses her.)
No other anger ever touch your sweetness.
Esti. Y’appear to me so honest and so civil,
Without a blush, sir, I dare bid you welcome.
Mich. Now let me ask your name.
Esti. *Tis Estifania, the heir of this poor place,
Mich. Poor, do you call it ?
There’s nothing that 1 cast my eyes upon,
But shows both rich and admirable ; all the rooms
Are hung as if a princess were to dwell here ;
The gardens, orchards, every thing so curious !
Is all that plate your own too?
Estif. ’Tis but little, .
Only for present use ; I've more and richer,
When need shall call, or friends compel me use it :
The suits you see of all the upper chambers,
Are those that commonly adorn the house;
I think I have, besides, as fair as Seville,
Or any town in Spain, can parallel,
Mich. Now if she be not married, I have some
hopes. (Aside.)
Are you a maid?
Esti. You make me blush to answer;
I ever was accounted so to this hour,
And that’s the reason that I live retir’d, sir.
Mich. Then would I counsel you to marry presently.
(If I can get her I am made for ever.) (Aside.)
For every year you lose, you lose a beauty:

(1) Bebaviour.
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A husband now, an honest careful husband,
. Were such a comfort. Will ye walk above stairs?
"#sti. This place will fit our talk ; ’tis fitter far, sir;
Above, there are temptations [ dare not trust, sir.
= Mich. She’s excellent wise withal too, (Aside.)
“~%=2:;. You nam’d a husband; I am not so strict, sir,
But if an honest and a noble one,
Rich, and a soldier, for so I’ve vow’d he shall be,
Were offer’d me, I think I should accept him;
But, above all, he must love.
Mich. He were base else,
There’s comfort minister’d in the word soldier; (Aside.)
How sweetly should I live !
Esti, I’'m not so ignorant,
But that T know well how to be commanded,
And how again to make myself obey’d, sir.
I waste but little, I have gather’d much ;
My rial not the less worth, when ’tis spent,
If spent by my direetion. To please my husband,
I hold it as indifferent in my duty,
To be his maid ’i the kitchen, or his cook,
As in the hall to know myself the mistress. .
Mich. Sweet, rich, and provident; now fortune
stick to me. . (Aside.)
T am a soldier, and a bachelor, lady ;
And such a wife as you T could love infinitely.
They that use many words, some are deceitful.
I long to be a husband, and a good one ;
For ’tis most certain I shall mske a precedent
For all that follow me to love their ladies.
*Tis true, I shall not meet an equal wealth with ye;
But jewels, chains, such as the war has given me,
A thousand dueats too in ready gold,
As rich clothes too as any he bears arms, lady.
Esti. You’re a true gentleman, and fair, I see by ye;
And such a man I’d rather take—— ’
Mich. Pray do so!
- I'll ke a priest o’the sudden.
* . Esti. And as suddenly.
You will repent too. - 6
B
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Mich. I'll be hang’d or drown’d first,
By this, and this, and this kiss. (Kisses her.)
Esti. You're a flatterer; -
But I must say there wus something when I saw you
First, in that most noble face, that stirr’d my fancy.
Mich. Oh, sweet lady ! .
I’ll send for all my trunks, and give up all to ye,
Into your own dispose, before I bed ye.
And then, sweet wench—
Esti. You have the art to cozen me. [Ezeunt, r.m,

END OF ACT 1.

————
ACT 1L

SCENE 1.—A4r Apartment in MArGARITA’s House,

Enter MARGARITA, ALTEA, lsABEL, and Vic-
TORIA, R.H.

Mar, Come, sit down, and give me your opinions
seriously. .
Isa. You say you have a mind to marry, lady ?
Mar. ’Tis true, I have, for to preserve my credit ;
1 desire my pleasure, and pleasure I must have.
Vic. ’Tis fit you should have,
Your years require it, and ’tis necessary,
As necessary as meat to a young lady ;
Sleep cannot nourish more.
Isa. But might not all this be, and keep ye single ?
You take away variety in marriage ;
Th’ abundance of the pleasure you are barr'd then.
1s’t not abundance that you aim at ?
Mar. Yes, why was 1 made a woman ?
ic. And ev’ry day a new ?'
Mar. Why fair and young, but to use it ?
Isa. Y}',ou’re still i’th’ right, Why should you marry
then? . .
Altea. Because a hubsand stops all doubts,
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Pic. What husband mean ye ?
Altea. A husband of an easy faith, a fool,
Mede by her wealth, and moulded to her pleasure ;
One, though he sees himself become a monster,
Shall hold the door and entertain the maker.
“~Kie. You grant there may be such a man.
Isa. Yes, marry, but how to bring ’em to this rare
perfection ?
Vic They must be chosen so ; things of no honour,
Nor outward honesty.
Mar. No, ’tis no matter:
I care not what they are, so they be lusty.
Fiic. Methinks now, a rich lawyer ; some such fellow,
That carries credit and a face of awe.
Mar. No, there’s no trusting them; they are too
subtle;
The law has moulded ’em of natural mischief.
Isa. Then, some grave governor,
Some man of honour, yet an easy man.
Mar. If he have honour, I’'m uadone ; I'll none such.
Altea. With search, and wit, and labour,
. (Crosses to Margarita.)
I've found one out, a right one, and a perfect.
Mayr. Is he a gentleman ?
Altea. Yes, and a soldier; but as gentle as you'd
wish him ;
A good fellow, and has good clothes, if he knew how
to wear ’em.
Mayr. Those I’ll allow him ;
They are for my credit. Does he understand
But little ?
Altea. Very little.
Mar. ’Tis the better.
Have not the wars bred him up to anger ?
Altea. No, he won’t quarrel with a dog that bites
him ;
Let him be drunk or sober, he’s one silence.
Mgr. Is he so goodly a man, do you say ?
Altea. As you shall see, lady ;
But, to all this he’s but a trunk,
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Mar. Jd have him so. (Crosses to n.u.)
Go, find me out this man, and let me see him ;,
If he be that motion(1) that you tell me of,
And make no more noise, I shall entertain him.
Let him be here. '
Altea. He shall attend your ladyship.
[Exeunt; Altea,1L.5. Mar. Vic. and Isa. ®.H.

SCENE I1.—A Street.

Enter Don Juan, Don Aronzo, and Dox Mi-
. CHAEL, R.H.

Juan. Why, thou art not married indeed ?
Mick. No, no; pray think so;
Alas, I am a fellow of no reckoning,
Nor worth a lady’s eye !
Alon. Wouldst thou steal a fortune,
And mpake none of thy friends acquainted with it,
Nor bid us to thy wedding ?
Mich. No, indeed ;
There was no wisdom in’t to bid an artist,
An old seducer, to a female banquet :
I can cut up my pie without your instructions.
Juan. Was it the wench i’ the veil !
(Aside to Perez.)
Mich. Basta,(2) ’twas she. (Aside to Juan.)
The prettiest rogue that e’er you look’d upon;
The loving’st thief !
Juan. And is she rich withal too?
Per. A mine, a mine! there is o end of wealth,

colonel.
I am an ass, a bashful fool ! Pr’ythee, colonel,
Ho thy companies fill now?

. Youw’re merry, sir ;
You intend a safer war at home belike now ?
» Mich. 1 do not think I shall fight much this year,’
colonel. :
I find myself giv’n to my ease & little.

(1) Poppet.——(2) Enough, Spanisk.
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I care not if I sell my foolish company ;
They’re things of hazard. (Crosses to r.H.)
".flon. How it angers me,
This fellow at first sight should win a lady,
-\ rich young wench; (Aside.)
W 2 shall we come to thy house and be freely merry ?
Mich. When | have manag’d her a little more.
1 have a house to maintain an army,
Alon. If thy wife be fair, thou’lt have few less come
to thee.
. Mich. Where they’ll get entertainment is the point,
signior ;
I beat no drum.

Enter Vasco, LH.

FPas. Sir, Sir'—
Mich. Well, Sir?
Pas. My mistress, sir, is sick, because you’re absent 3
She mourns and will not eat.
Mich. Alas, my jewel !
Come, I'll go with thee, (Exit Pasco, L.n.) Gentle-
men, your fair leaves. ’
You see I’m tied a little to my yoke;
Pray pardon me. Would ye had both such loving wives.

[Exit, L.H.
Juan. 1 thank ye :
For your old boots. Never be blank, Alonzo,
Because this fellow has outstript your fortune :
Come, let's to dinner; (Crosses fo r.n.) when Mar-
garita comes, -
We’ll visit both ; it may be then your fortune.
[Ezeunt, r.H,

SCENE lL.—d4 Chamber.

Enter MARGARITA, VICTORIA, and IsABEL, R.H.
ALTEA, L.H.

« . Mar. Is he come? .
Altea. Yes, madam, he has been here this half hour.
I've question’d him of all that you can ask him,
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And find him as fit as you had made the man.
Mar, Call him in, Altea, (Exit Aitea, 1.1,

Re-enter ALTEA, with LkoN, L.H,

A man of comely countenance. Pray ye come thisovays
Is his mind so tame? (To Aitea.)
Altea, Pray question him, and if you find him not
Fit for é'our purpose, shake him off ; there’s no harm
one.
Mar. Pray ye, come this way. (.4ltea puts him by
to Margarita.)
Can you love a young lady? How he blushes!
Altea. Leave twirling of your hat, and hold your
head up,
And speak to th’ lady.
Mar. Caa you love a young lady ?
Leon. Yes, 1 think I can,
I must be taught. I know not what it means, madam.
Mar. You shall be taught. And can you, when she
pleases.
Go ride abroad, and stay a week or two?
You shall have men and horses to attend ye,
And money in your purse. :
Leon. Yes, I love riding ;
And when I am from home I am so merry.
Mar. Be as merry as you will. Can you as hand-
somely,
When you are sent for back, come with obedience,
And do your duty to the lady loves you?
Leon. Yes, sure, I shall,
Mar. And when you see her friends here,
Or noble kinsmen, can you entertain
Their servants in the cellar, and be busied,
And hold your peace, whate’er you see or hear of ?
Leon. *Twere fit I were hang’d else.
Mar. Come, salute me,
Leon. Ma’am.
AMar. How the fool shakes! (Aside.) ] will not eat
*  you, sir.
Can’t you salute me?
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~Leon. Indeed, I know not ;
But if your ladyship will please to instruct me,
Sura 1 shall learn.
Mar. Come on then.
.. Leon. Come on then. (Kisses her.)
“~wMnr. You shall then be instructed.
If 1 should be this lady that affects ye,
Nay, say I marry ye?
Altea. Hark to the lady.
Mar. What money have ye?
Leon. None, madam, nor no friends.
1 would do any thing to serve your ladyship.
Mar. You must not look to be my master, sir;
Nor talk i’th#house as though you wore the breeches;
No, nor command in any thing.
Leon. I will not.
Alas, I am not able ; I’ve no wit, madam.
Mar. Nor do not labour to arrive ut any;
*Twill spoil your head. I take ye upon charity ;
And like a servant ye must be unto me.
Can you mark these ?
Leon, Yes, indeed, forsooth,
Mar. There is one thing,
That if I take ye in I put ye from me,
Utterly from me; you must not be saucy,
No, nor at any time familiar with me,
Scarce know me, when I call ye not.
Leon. I will not. Alas, I never knew myself suffi-
ciently. .
Mar. Nor must not now.
Leon, I'll be a dog to please ye. .
Mar. Indeed, you must fetch and carry as T appoint
el
Leon).' I were to blame else.
Mar. Kiss me again. (Kisses her.) If you see me
Kiss any other, twenty ia an hour, sir,
You must not start, nor be offended.
Leon. No: if you. kiss a thousand I shall be con-
* . tented; \ '
It will the better teach me’how to please ye.
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Altea. 1 told ye, madam. (Aside to Ma:z.)
Mayr. *Tisthe man I wish’d for; (Aside to Altea.)
The less you speak—
Leon. I'll never speak again, madam,
But when you charge me ; then I’ll speak softly too. .
Mayr. Get me a priest; I'll wed him instantlyr-+~
But when you’re married, sir, you must wait on me,
And see'you observe my laws.
Leon. Else youshall hang me.
Mar.T’ll give ye better clothes when you deserve ’em.
Come in, and serve for witnesses.
Isa. We shall madam. [Ezeunt Isa. and Vic. r.H.
Mar. And thenaway to th’ city prese%ly 3
I'll to my new houseand new company. ™ [Exit, r.1.
Leon. A thousand crowns are thinc: 1’'m a made
man,
Altea. Do not break out too soon.
Leon. I know my time, wench.
Mar. (Without, r.1,) Come, sir,come. [ Exeunt,R.H.

SCENE 1V —4 grand Saloon.
Enter CLARA and EstiraN1a, with a Paper, r.H.

Clara. What, have you caught him?
Esti. Yes.
Clara. And do you find him
A man of those hopes that you aim’d at?
Esti. Yes.
And the most kind man :
I find him rich, too, Clara.
Clara. Hast thou married him !
Esti. What, dost thou think I fish without a bait,
wench ?
I bob for fools.(1) He is mine own. 1 have him
T told thee what would tickle him like a trout ;
And as 1 cast it, so I caught him daintily ;
And all he has I've stow’d at my devotion.

: {1) A technical term in angling, aud often used in the sense of
or jeering a person.
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~Clara. Does your mistress know this ? she’s com-
ing now to town,
Now to live here in this house.
Esti, Let her come !
She shall be welcome, I am prepar’d for her:
Sh.’s mad, sure, if she be angry at my fortune.
(Crosses to ®r.H.)
Clara. Dost thou not love him?
Esti. Yes, entirely well,
As long as there he stays, and looks no further
Iuto my ends; but when he doubts, T hate him,
And that wise hate will teach me how to cozen him.
O hcre he is ; now you shall see a kind man.
(Crosses to rH.)

Enter Don MicuakL, L.H.D.

Mich. My Estifania, shall we to dinner, lamb ?
I know thou stay’st for me.

Esti. I cannot eat else.

Mich. 1 never enter, but methinks a paradise
Appears about me.

sti. You’re weleome to it, sir.
Mick. 1 think I have the sweetest seat in Spain,
wench ;

Methinks the richest too. We’ll eat i’th garden,
In one o’th arbours, there tis cqol and pleasant,
And have our wine cool’d in the running fountain.
Who’s that ? (Points to Clara.)

Esti. A friend of mine, sir.

Mich. Of what breeding ?

Esti. A gentlewoman, sir.

Mich. What business has she ?
Is she a learned woman in th’ mathematics ?
Can she tell fortunes ?

Esti. More than L know, sir.

Mich. Or has she e’er a letter from a kinswoman,
That must be deliver’d in my absence, wife ?
‘Or comes she from the doctor to salute you,
Andlearn your health ? She looks not like a confessor.
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Esti. What need all this ? why are you troubled, i ?
What do you suspect? She cannot cuckold ye ;

She is a woman, sir, a very woman.

Mich. Your very women may do very well, sir,
Towards the matter ; for though she cannot perform it:
In her own person, she may do’t by proxy:

Your rarest jugglers work still by conspiracy.,

Esti.-Cry ye mercy, you are jealous then,

And haply suspect me ?
Mich. No, indeed, wife.
Esti. Methinks you should not, till you have more
cause,
And cleare(xl' too. I'm sure you’ve heard say, hus-
band,
A woman forc’d, will free herself through iron.
A happy, calm, and good wife, discontented,
May be taught tricks.

Mich. No, no, I do but jest with ye.

Esti. To-morrow, friend, I'll see you. (7o Clara.)

Clara; 1 shall leave you (Crosses to L.H.)
*Till then, and pray all may go sweetly with ye.

[Exit, L.u.p.—A knock at L.H.D,

Esti. What knocking’s that? (Knacking atvL.u.D.)
Again? Who's at the door ? )

Mich. Who knocks there?

Is’t for the king you come, ye knoek so boisterously ?
Look to the door. (Retires ..

Re-enter CLARA, L.H.D.

Clara. As1 live, your mistress ;
She’s at the door ;° 1 peep’d through, and saw her,
And a stately company of ladies with her.
|dpart to Estifania, and exit, L.1.p.
Esti.hThis was a week too soon; but I-must meet
er, ! *
And set a new wheel going, and a subtle one,
Must blind this mighty Mars, or I am ruin’d. .
(Knocking at L.H.D.)
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Mich, What, are they at the door?
KEsti. Such, my Michael,
As you may bless the day they enter’d here;
Such for our good.
. Mich, '"Tis well,
*« Fsti. Nay, ’twill be better,
If you will let me but dispose the business,
And be a stranger to’t, and not disturb me.
What have T now to do but to advance your fortune ?
Mich. Do; I dare trust thee; I'm asham’d I was
angry :
I find thee a wise young wife.
Esti. I'll wise your worship
Before I leave ye. (Aside.) Pray ye walk by, and
say nothing ;
Only salute them, and leave the rest to me, sir.
I was born to make ye a man. [Exit, v.B.D,
Mich. The rogue speaks heartily,
Her good will colours in her cheeks! I'm born to love
her;
I must be gentler to these tender natures ;
A soldier’s rude harsh words befit not ladies,
Nor must we talk to them as we talk to our officers.
I’ll give her her way, for ’tis for me she works now;
[ am her husband, heir, and all she bas.

Enter Esrirania, Marcanira, LeoN, ALTEs, Vic-
TORIA, Isarkr, and four other Attendants, L.H.D.

Ha! who're these ? I hate such flaunting things.
A woman of rare presence !(1) excellent fair.
Esti. My husband, lady.
Mar. You've gain’d a proper man.
Mich. Whate’er I am, I am your servant, lady.—
(Kisses her )
[ Exeunt, Mar. Leon, and Ladies, thro’ M.D.
Esti. Sir, be rul’d now,
And I sha!l make you rich ; this is my cousin;

(1) Appearance, handsome form,
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That gentleman dotes on her, even to death.
See how he observes her.

Mich. She is a goodly woman.

Esti. She is a mirror ;
But she is poor ; she weie for a prince’s side else.
This house she has brought him to, as to her own,
And presuming upon me and on my courtesy ;—|
Conceive me short, he knows not but she’s wealthy.

Mich. Forward. She has a rare face.

Esti. This we must carry with discretion, husband,
And yield the house unto her for four days.

Mozch. Yicld our house up, our goods, and wealth ?

Esti. All this is but in seeming,
Te milk the lover on,
Do you see this writing?
Five hundred pounds a-year, when they are married,
Has she seal’d to for our good ; the time’s unfit now,
I’ll show it you to-morrow.

Bfich. All the house ?

Esti. All, all ; and we’ll remove too, to confirm him.
They’ll into the country suddenly again.

Miclz& The whole possession, wife? Look what you

o.

A part o’the house ?

Esti. No, no, they shall have all,
And take their pleasure too; ’tis for our *vantage.
Why, what’s four days? Had you a sister, sir,
A niece, or mistress, that requir’d this courtesy,
And should I make a scruple to do you good ?

Mich. If easily it would come back.—

Esti. 1 swear.

Mich. Ay?

Esti. Ay. I swear,
You give away no house.

Mich. No ?

Esti, No.

Mich. O Clear but that question—

slisti. I'll put the writings into your hand.

ich. Well then.,
ti. And you shall keep them safe.
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Mich. I'm satisfied.
7 Esti. When she has married him,
'So infinite his love is link’d unto her,
You, I, or any one that helps at this pinch,
May have, heav’n knows what,
°+ Mich. I'll remove my trunks strait,
And take some poor house by; ’tis but for four days.
(Going, L.H.)
Esti. I have a poor old friend, in the next street;
‘There we will lodge. .
Mich. (Returns.) But Estifania—
Esti. Go handsome off, and leave the house clear.
Mich. But for four days.
Esti. Four days. Begone, begone.
That little stuff we’ll use shall follow after;
And a boy to guide ye. Peace, and we are made both!
[Exeunt, Mich. L.a.p. Esti. m.D.

END OF ACT II.

ACT 111
SCENE 1.—A4 Chamber.
Enter MARGARITA, ALTEA, and Boy, r.H.

Altea. Are you at ease now? Is your heart at rest ?
Mar. 1 am at peace, Altea.
If he continue but the same he shows,
And be a master of that ignorance
He outwardly professes, I am happy.
Altea. You're a made woman.
Mar. Bat if he should prove now
A crafty and dissembling kind of husband,
One read in knavery, and brought up in the art
Of villany conceal’d. .
Altea, My life, an innocent.(1)

(1) A natural fool ; an idiot.
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Mar. That’s it I aim at,
That’s it I hope too ; then I'm sure I rule him.
Are the rooms made ready to entertain my friends ?
Altea. They are, lady: Your house is nothing now
but various pleasures ;
The gallants begin to gaze too.
Mar. Then let them gaze on.
Where’s my good husband? where does he wait ?
. (Crosses to r.1.)
Altea. He knows his distance, madam,
T warrant you he’s busy in the cellar,
Among his fellow servants, or asleep,
Till your commands awake him.
Mar.’Tis well, Altea,
1t should be so; my ward I must preserve him~—(1)
But look, he’s here.
Who sent for him? how dare he come uncall’d for?
His hat on too,
Altea. Sure he sees you not.
Mar. How scornfully he looks !

.“am

Enter LeoN and LorENzo, L.H.

Leon. Are all the chambers
Deck’d and adorn’d thus for my lady’s pleasure ?
New hangings ev’ry hour for entertainment,
And new plate bought, new jewels to give lustre?

Lor. They are, and yet there must be more,
And richer; it is her will,

Lzon. Hum, Isit so? ’tis excelient,
Is it her will too, to have feasts and banquets,
Revels and masks?

Lor. She ever lov’d ’em dearly,
And we shall rave the bravest house kept now !

(1) diots, as well as minors, were formerly put under the guar-
dianship of some one. By the old common law there is a writ
de sdiota inquirendo, to inquire whether a man be an idiot or not ;
which must be tried by a jury of twelve meu, and if they find him

rus 1diola, the profits of his lands, and the custody of his persor,
nay be granted by the hing to some subject who bas mteresf‘
wiough to obtain thew.” Blackstone’s Commentaries, 1, 303,
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I must not call ye master, she has warn’d me,
"ﬁor mst ot put my hat off to ye.
Leon. *Tis no fashion :
What though 1 be her husband, I’m your fellow ;
1 may cut first ?(1)
* Lor. That’s as you shall deserve, sir.
Leon. 1 thank you, sir. [Exit Lorenzo, L.H.D.

Enter IsaBELLA, L.H.D.

Isa. Madam, the Duke Medina, with some captains,
Will come to dinner; they have sent rare wine,
And their best services.

Mar. They shall be welcome.
See all be ready in the noblest fashion.

[ Exit Isa. L.B.D.

What do you here? Go in, and ’till I call ye
Be sure you be not seen. Dine with the gentlewomen,
And behave yourself handsome, sir; ’tis for my credit.

Enter VicToria, L.1.D.

Vic. Madam, the lady Julia
Leon. That’sa bawd,
A three-pil’d(2) bawd ; bawd-major to the army.
(Aside.)
Vic. Has brought her coach to wait upon your lady-
ship,

And to be ii:xform’d if you will take the air this morning?
Leon. The neat air of her nunnery ! (Aside.)
Mar. Tell her, no; I’the afternoon T’ll call on her.
Vic. 1 will, madam. [Exit, 1..n.D.
Mar. Now—why are you not gone, sir, as I bade

you.} (Crosses to Leon.)

(l; I may be allowed to cut first at the servant’s table.

(2) Velvet was the most fashionable stuff worn by the gallants
of the time, and three-piled velvet, being the most costly kind,
Jas metaphorically applied to any }euon, witbout the substantive
to which it origilulb?{clonged. three-pil'd bawd, therefore, is
one of the first order, one supremely excellent in ber trade.
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Leon. Frith, madam, in my little understandin¢
You’'d better entertain your honest neighbours,
Your fricnds about ye, that may speak well of ye,
And give 1 worthy mention of your hounty.

Mar. How now? what’s this?

Leon. ’Tis only to persuade ye:

Courtiers are tickle things to deal withal,

A kind of march-pane(1) men, that will not last, ma-

dam ;

An egg and pepper goes further than their potions,

And in a well built body, a poor parsnip

Will play his prize above their strong potabiles.
Mar. The fellow’s mad !

Leon. He that shall counsel ladies,

That have both liquorish and ambitious eyes,

Is cither mad or drunk, let him speak gospel.
Altea. He breaks out modestly. (Aside.)
Leon. Pray ye be not angry ;

My iundiscretion has made me bold to tell you

What you'll find true.

Mar, Thou dar’st not talk.

Leon. Not much, madam;;

I dare not be so bold as reason bids me:

You have a tie upon your servant’s tongue,

"Twere fit there were a stronger on your temper.

Ne’er look so stern upon me ; 1’'m your husband !

But what are husbands? Read the new world’s won-

ders,

Such hushauds as this monstrous world produces,

And you’ll scarce find such strange defor mities.

They’re shadows, to conceal your venal virtues ;

Sails to your mills, that grind with all occasions ;

(1) This fashionable confectivn of former days (still in high re-
pute ou the (onutinent,) was composed of filberts, almonds, pista-
choes, pine kernels, and sugar of roses, with a small proportion of
flower. From an entry in the stationer's books, it appears, that n
1560, twenty-six shillings and eightpence were paid for nine march-
panes. Counsidering the value of money at that time, they must
have been of a very large kind, and, from the phrase ¢ building
march- panes,” 1n the text, it may be inferred that various kinds o
figures were formed of this confection, as well as of other species of
pastry, and some of them fashioned into the hkeness of a man.
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Pallthat ?e by you, to wash out your stains,
.And bifls nbiled up, with horns hefore your doors,
To rent out wantonness.
Mar. Do you hear him talk ?
. Leon. I've done, madam.
An ox once spoke, as learned men deliver :
Shortly T shall be such : then I’ll speak wonders !
Till when, 1tie myself to ny obedience. [Ewxit, 1.H.D.
Mur, First, I'll untie myself. Did you mark the
gentleman?
How boldly, and how saucily he talk’d,
And how unlike the lump I took him for?
This was your providence,
Your wisdom, to elect this gentleman,
Your excellent forecast in the man—your knowledge !
What think ye now ?
Altea. 1 think him an ass still,
This boldness some of your people have blown into
him, ,
This wisdom too, with strong wine; ’tis a tyrant,
And a philosopher also, and finds out reasons.
Mar. P'll have my cellar lock’d, no school kept
there,
Nor no discovery. I'll keep all fools ;
Sober or drunk, still fools, that shall know nothing ;
Nothing belongs to mankind but obedience ;
And such a hand I’ll keep over this husband!
(Crosses to r.H.)
Altea. He'll fall again; my life, he cries by this
time; .
Keep him from drink ; he has a high constitution.

Re-enter LEON, L.H.D.

Leon. Shall I wear my new suit, madam?

Mar. No, your old clothes,  (Crosses to Centre.)
And get you into the country presently, .
And see my hawks well train’d. You shall have vic-

: tuals,
hsuch as are fit for saucy palates, sir,
| And lodgings with the hinds; it is too good too.
c2
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Leon. Good madam, be not so rough with repents
ance.
Altea. You see now he’s come round again.
Mar. 1 see not what I expect to see.
Leon.hYOu shall see, madam, if it please your lady-
. ship.
Alteaq. He's humbled ;
Forgive, good lady.
Mar. Well, go get you handsome,
And let me hear no more. (Crousses to v.H
Leon. lliave ye yet no feeling ?
I’ll pinch you to the bones then, my proud lady.
. [Aside.—Exit ; L.u.D.
Mar. See you preserve him thus, upon my favour.
You know his temper ! tie him to the grindstone.
The next rebellion I’ll be rid of him.
Il have no needy rascals I tie to me
Dispute my life.
Come in, and see all handsome.
Altea. I hope to see you so too; I've wrought il
else. (4side.— Exeunt, r.n

SCENE 1l.—A Chamber.
Do~ MicnAgL, discovered seated, and Smoaking.

Mich. Shall I never,
Never return to my own house again ?
We're lodg’d here in the miserablest dog-hole,
A conjuror’s circle gives content above it ;
A hawk’s mew is a princely palace to it:
We have a bed no bigger than a basket,
And there we lie, like butter clapp’d together,
And sweat ourselves to sauce immediately ;
The fume’s are infinite inhabit here too;
So various too, they'll pese’ a gold-finder !
Never return to my own paradise ?
Why, wife, 1 say, why, Estifania !
~Jsti. (Within, r.1.) P'm going presently,
Mich. Make haste, good jewel.
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P'n1 Eke the people that live in the sweet islands;(1)
I die, I die, if I stay but one day more here.

The inhabitants we have are two starv’d rats,

(For they’re not able to maintain a cat here,)

And those appear as fearful(2) as two devils;

They’ve eat a map o’the whole world up already ;
And if we stay a night, we’re gone for company.
There’s an old woman, that’s now grown to marble,
Dry’d in this brick-kiln, and she sits i’the chimney
(Which is but three tiles raised like a house of cards,)
The true proportion of an old smok’d Sybil.

There is a young daughter too, that nature meant

For a maid-servant, but ’tis now a monster;

She has a husk about her like a chesnut,

With laziness, and living under the line here:

And these two make a hoHow sound together,

Like frogs, or winds between two doors that murmur.

Enter EsrTiFania, M.D.

Mercy, deliver me! Oh, are you come, wife ?
Shall we e free again ?

Esti. 1 am now going;
And you shall presently to your own house, sir.
‘The remembrance of this small vexation
Will be argument of mirth for ever.

(Crosses to r.H.)

By that time you have said your orisons,
And broke your fast, I shall be back, and ready
To usher you to your old content, your freedom.

Mich. Break my fast! break my neck rather!
Is there any thing here to eat
But one another, like a race of cannibals ?
A piece of butter’d wall you think is excellent !

(1) Sweet Islands may at first scem an odd comparison to the
stenches of the dog-hole here spoken of ; but sweet means the su-
gar-islands, Barbadoes, St. Kitt’s, &e. the heat and unwholesome-
‘ness of which, at particular seasons, is well known,

_{2) Frightful or furious ; so the verb, tofear, is often used ac-
lively, i, e, to frighten,
cB
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Let’s have our house again immediately ;
And pray ye take heed unto the fuiniture,
None be embezzled.
Esti. Not a pm 1 warrant ye. (Going, 1.1.,
Mich, And let ’em instantly depart.
Esti. They shall hoth :
(There’s reason in all courtesies;)
For by this time I know she has acquainted him,
And has provided too: she sent me word, sir,
And will gwe over gratefnlly unto you. (Gomg, L.n.)
Mich. 1 will walk i’the church-yard ;
The dead cannot offend more than these living.
An hour hence I'll expect ye.
Esti. I'll not fail, sir. (Guing, L.H.)
Mch. And, do you hear? let's have a handsome din-
ner,
And see all things be decent as they have been ;
And let me have a strong bath to restore me :
I stink like a stale fish-shamble, or an oil-shop.
Esti. You shall have all ; which some interpiet no-
thing. (Aside.)
I'll send you people for the trunks aforehand.
Mich. Let ’em be known and honest ;
And do my service to your niece.
Esti. 1 shall, sir; (Going v.u. returns.’
But if | come not at my hour, come thither,
That they may give you thanks for your fair courtesy :
And pray you be brave, (1) for my sake.
Mich. 1 observe you. [Exeunt, r.1.

SCENE I11.— A Street.

Enter Don Juan, DonN Sancuio, Cacaroco, and
ALONZo, L.1.

San. Thou’rt very brave.
Cacaf. I’ve reason; I have money.
San. Is money reason ?

1) WPell dressed, a request peculiarly humourous ; Estifania
having pillaged Perez’s trunks, and lefc him but that * one civil

suit” which was upon his back.
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. - Caraf., l%s, and rhyme too, captain.
-If you've o money, you’re an ass.
San. I thank ye.
Cacaf. Ye've manners; ever thauk him that has
. money.
" San. Will you lend me any ?
Cacaf. Not a farthing, captain.
Captains are casual thiugs.
San. Why so are all men. Thou shalt have my bond.
Cacaf. Nor bonds nor fetters, captain.
My mouiey is mine own: 1 make no doubt on’t.
Juan. What dost thou do with it ?
Cacaf. | put it to pious uses ;
Buy wine and wenches, and undo young coxcombs
That would undo me.
Alon. Are you for the wars, sir?
Cacaf’. I am not poor envugh to be a soldier,
Nor have I faith enough to ward(1) a bullet ;
This is no lining for trench, I take it.
Juan. Ye have said wisely.
Cacaf. Had you but my money, :
You'd swear it, colonel. I had rather drill at home
A hundred thousand crowns, and with more honour,
Thau exercise ten thousand fools with nothing.
A wise man safely feeds, fools cut their fingers.
Alon. A right state-usurer. Why dost not marry,
And live a rev’rend justice ?
Cacaf. Is it not nobler
To command a rev’rend justice than 1o be one ?
And for a wife—what nced I marry, captain,
When ev’ry courteous fool that owes me money,
Owes me his wife too, to appease my fury?
Juan. Wilt thou go too, to dinner with us?
Cacaf. 1 will go and view the pearl of Spain, the
orient(2)
Fair one, the rich one too, and I will be respected.
I bear my patent here ; 1 will talk to her;

(1) Ward off.
(2) A quibble upon the name; Margarita is Spanish for a pearl ;
and Marguerite was used in the same sense in our author’s day.
4
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And when your captainships shall stand ald-f, |
And pick your teeth, then I’ll pick the purs:
Of her affection.
Alon. The duke dines there to-day too, *
The duke of Medina.
Cucaf. Let the king dine there,
He owes me money, and so far’s my creature ;
And certainly I may make bold with mine own, cap-
tain !
San. Thou wilt eat monstrously.
Cacaf. Like a true born Spaniard !
Eat as 1 were in England, where the beef grows:
And 1 will drink abundantly, and then
Talk ye as wantonly as Ovid did,
To stir the intellectuals of the ladies :
Ilearn’d it of my father’s amorous scrivener:
Juan. 1If we should play now, you must supply
me.
Cacaf. You must pawn a horse troop,
And then have at ye, colonel ! (Crosses to r.H.)
San. Come, let’s go :
This rascal will make rare sport. How the ladies

Will laugh at him ! (Aside to Juan.)
Juan. If T light on him, I’ll'make his purse sweat
too.

Cacaf. Will ye lead, gentlemen? |Ezeunt; R.H.
SCENE 1V.—A Chamber.

Enter Don MicHAEL, an OLpD WoMAaN, and Davci-
TER, R.H. :

Mich. (Dragging.in the old Woman, her Daugh-
ter crying clamorously.) Nay, pray ye come out, and
let me understand ye,
And tune your pipe a little higher, lady ;
I'll hold ye fast. How carhe my trunks open ?
And my goods gone?
Old W. Ha! what would ye have?
Mich. My goods again: how came my trunks all
open?
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ol / Are your trunks all opén ?
Mich. \Yes, and my clothes all gone,
And chains'and jewels. How she smells like hung
beef! .
The spirit of garlic!
Old ¥, Where’s your gentlewoman ?
The young fair woman ?
Mich. What’s that to my question ?
She is my wife, and gone about my business.
Daugh. Is she your wife, sir?
Mich. Yes, sir; is that a wonder?
Is the name of wife unknown here ?
Old . 1s she duly and truly your wife ?
Mich. Duly and truly my wife! I think so,
For I married her. Itwas no vision sure !
Daugh. She has the keys, sir.
Mich. 1 know she has; but who has all my goods,
spirit ?
Old #. 1f you he married to that gentlewoman,
You are a wretched man ; she has twenty husbands.
Mich. The devil she has!
Daugh. Shetells you true.
Old . And she has cozen’d all, sir.
Mich. The devil she has! I had a fair house with
her,
That stands hard by, and furnish’d royally.
‘Old W. You're cozen’d too ; ’tis none of hers, good
gentleman ;
’Tis a lady’s.—What’s the lady’s name, wench?
Daugh. The lady Margarita ; she was her servant,
And kept the house; but going from her, sir,
For some lewd tricks she play’d—
Mich. Plague o’the devil !
Ifeel I'm cozen’d.
Daugh. ‘When she went out this morning, that I
saw sir,
She had two women at the door attending,
And there she gave ’em things, and loaded ’em ;
But what they were I heard your trunks too

open
If they be yt;urs.
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.Mich. They were mine while they were Ivden,.-
But now they’ve cast their calves, they're mot worth
owning.
Was she her mistress, say you? .
Old W. Her own mistress,
Her very mistress, sir; and all you saw
About and in that house was hers.
Mich. No plate, no jewels, nor no hangings?
Daugh. Not a farthing ;,
She’s poar, sir, a poor shifting thing.
Mich. No money?
- Old W. Abominably poor, as poor as we are,
Maoney as rare to her, unless she steal it. 4
But for one single gown her lady gave her,
She may go bare, good gentlewoman!
Mich. I’'m mad now;
T think I am as poor as she, I’'m wide(1) else.
One single suit I have left too, and that’s all ;
And if she steals that she must flay me for it.
Where does she use ?(2)
Old . You may find truth as soon.
Alas, a thousand conceal’d corners, sir, she lurks in;
And here she gets a fleece, and there another,
And lives in mists and smokes, where none can find
her.
Mich. s she a wanton too?
Old W. Little better, gentleman :
I dare not say she is so, sir, because
She is yours, sir; these five years she has pickd up
A pretty living.
Mich. Have I so long studied the art of this sex,
And read the warnings to young gentlemen?
Have I profess’d to tame the pride of ladies,
And am [ tricked now? :
Caught in my own noose ? Here’s a ryal left yet ;
There’s for.your lodging and your meat, old hag.
A silk-worm lives at a more plentiful ordinary,

1) Wide of the mark, a technical term in archery, when the
;nshe:,has missed his aim.
(2} -Prequent, lodge.
: L3
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Wnd slaer; £in a sweeter hox.
Farewell, ¥reat grandmother; (Seizes her.)
1f I do find Jqu were an accessary,
"Tis but the cutting off two smoky minutes !
*T’ll be the death of you. '
[ Mich. flings the Old Woman against her Daugh-
ter, throws them both down, and Exit, 1..1.
Old /. O villain! murder! murder! villain!
rogue ! Anna Maria, child, whereare you? Help me.
Daugh. (Gets up, and raises her Mother.) So:—
are you hurt, mamma?
Old W. I’m kill’d! My hip! my shoulder! Is this
usage for the fair sex? [Exeunt, r.8.

SCENE V.—A grand Saloon.

Enter the Duke of MepiNna, Don Aronzo, Don
Juan, Don Sancuio, and Cacaroco, L.H.
through the Archway.

Duke. A goodly house.
Juan. And richly furnish’d too, sir.
Alon. 1 like these preparations ;
They intimate the mistress free and jovial ;
1 love a Fouse where pleasure prepares welcome.
Duke. Now, Cacafogo, how like you this mansion ?
"T'were a brave pawn.
Cacaf. 1 shall be master of it;
"Twas built for my bulk; the rooms are wide and
spacious, .
Airy and full of ease, and that°I love well.
P’ll tell you when I taste the wine, my lord;
And take the height of her table with my stomach,
How my affections stand to the young lady.
Enter MARGARITA, ALTEA, IsABEL, and VICTORIA,
R.H.U.E.

. Mar. All welcome to your grace, and to these sol-
diers ! .
You honour my poor house, with your fair presénce ;
c6



36 RULE A WIFE

Those few slight pleasures that inhabit here}; «fx-
1 do beseech your grace command ; they’re 7ours;
Your servant but preserves ’em to deligh. ye.

. Duke. 1 thank ye, lady, I am bold tc visit ye,
Once more to bless my eyes with your sweet beauty:.
It has been a long night since you left the court,

For till'l saw you now, no day broke to me.
Mar. Serve.in the dinner.
(Duke and Mar. confer apart.)
San. She’s most excellent !
Alon. Most admirable fair as e’er I looked on.
. Juan. 1 had rather command her than my regiment.
Cacaf. I'll have a fling ; ’tis but a thousand ducats,
Which I can cozen up again in ten days.  (Apart.)

Enter LkoN, L.H.D. richly dressed. -

Mar. Why, where’s this dinner ?
Leon. ’Tis not ready, madam, (Crosses to Mar.)
Nor shall it be until 1 know the guests too;
Nor are they fairly welcome till I bid ’em.
Juan. Is not this my Alferes ?(1) he looks another
thing ! ’
Are miracles afoot again ?
Mar. Why, sirrah, why, sirrah, you
Leon. I hear you; saucy woman ; ~
And, as you are my wife, cormmand your absence !
And know your duty: ’tis the crown of modesty.
Duke. Your wife?
Leon. Yes, good my_lord, I am her husband.
And pray take notice that 1 claim that honour,
And will maintain it. i
Cacaf. If thou be’st her husband,
I am determin’d thou shalt be my cuckold ;
I’ll be thy faithful friend.
Leon. Peace, dirt and .dunghill |
I will not lose mine anger on a rascal ; '
Provoke me more, I'll beat thy blown up body
Till thou reboundest again like a tennis-ball.
Cacaf. I'l}-talk with you another time, [Euxit, L.H.

(1) Ensign~Spanish.
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Aioiz {This is miraculous !
San. this the fellow
That had thy, patience to become a fool ?
I am astonished!
Mar. Tl be divorc’d immediately !
Leon. You shall not;

You shall not have so much will to be wicked.

I am more tender of your honour, lady,

And of your age.

You took me for a shadow,

You took me to gloss over your discredit,

To be your fool; you thought you’d found a cox-

comb.

I’m innocent of any rudeness meant to ye.

Only I will be known to be your lord now,

And be a fair one too, or I will fall for’t.

Mar. I do command ye from me, thou poor fellow,

Thou cozen’d fool !

Leon. Thou cozen’d fool! It is not so.

I will not be commanded ; I’m above you !

You may divorce me from your favour, lady,

But from your estate you never shall. I'll hold that,

And hold it to my use, the law allows it.

And then maintain your wantonness, I’ll wink at it.
Mar. Am I braved thus in mine own house?
Leon. *Tis mine, madam ;

You are deceiv’d ; I’m lord of it, I rule it,

And all that’s in’t. Your house ?

Why, you’ve nothing to do here, madam,

But as my servant to sweep clean the lodgings,

And at my further will to do me service ;

And so I'll keep it.

Mayr, ’Tis well.

* Leon. It shall be better.

Mar. As you love me, give way.
Leon. 1 will give none, madam.

I stand upon the ground of mine own honour,

And will maintain it; you shall know me now

To be an understanding, feeling man,
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And sensible of what a woman aims at.
(Mar. crosses to 1..n. and then back ago¥n to r.n.)
A young proud woman, that has will to seat with,
A wanton woman, that her blood provok.:s too.
1 cast my cloud off, and appear myself
The master of this little piece of mischief.
And I will put a spell about your feet, lady ;
They shall not wander but where 1 give way now.
Duke. Is this the fellow that the people pointed at
For the mere sign of man, the walking image?
He speuks wondrous highly.
Leon. As a husband ought, sir,
In his own house, and it becomes me well too.
T think your grace would grieve if you were put to it,
To have a wife or servant of your own
(For wives are reckon’d in the rank of servints)
Under your own roof to command ye.
Duke. Is there no difference betwixt her’ and
you, sir ?
Leon. Not now, my lord; my fortune makes me
ev'ng
And as I am an honest man, I'm nobler. -
Mar. Get me my coach. '
Leon. Let me see who dares get it
Till T command ; I'll make him draw your coach,
And eat your coach too, (which will be hard diet)
That executes your will ; or, tauke your coach, lady;
I give you liberty ; and take your people,
Which I turn off, and take your will abroad with ye;
Take all these freely, but take me no more; -
And so farewell. (Crosses to L.1.)
Dulke. Nay, sir, you shall not carry it
So bravely off; you shall not wrong a lady

In a high, huffing strain, and think to bear it. -
We shall not stand by as bawds to your brave fury,
To see a lady weep. Draw, sir. (Draws.)

Leon. They’re tears of anger,
Wrung from her rage, because her will prevails not ;
She would e’en now swoon, if she could not cry. '
Put up, my lord; this is oppgession, -
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"And calls the sword of justice to relieve me,
*The law to‘,\)end her hand, the king to right me :
All which sf™]] understand how you provoke me.
In mine own H‘Quse to brave me, is this princely?
.. (The Duke advances on him.)
Then to my guard, and if I spare your grace,
And do not make this place your monument,
Too rich a tomb for such a rude behaviour,
Mercy forsake me. (Draws.)
I have a cause will kill a thousand of ye.

Juan. Hold, fair sir, 1 beseech ye!
The gertleman but pleads his own right nobly.

Leon. He that dares strike against the husband’s

freedom,

The husband’s curse stick to him ! a tam’d cuckold !
His wife be fair and young, but most dishonest,
Most impudent, and he have no feeling of it;
Let her lie by him like a flattering ruin,
And at one instant kill both name and honour !
Now, sir, fall on; I’'m ready to oppose ye.

Duke. I've better thought. I pray, sir, use your

wife well.

Leon. Sir, mine own humanity will teach me that.
And now you’re welcome all, and we’ll to dinner ;
This is my wedding-day. (Crosses to Mar.)

Ducke. Il cross your joy yet. (Aside.)

Juan. I’ve seen a miracle ; hold thine own, soldier!
Sure they dare fight in fire that conquer women.

* Enter Don MiCHAEL, L.H. kastily.

Mich. Save ye, which is the lady of the house ?

Leon. That’s she, sir, that good-natur’d, pretty lady,
If you’d speak with her.

Juan. Don Michael !

Mich. Pray do not know me; I am full of business.
When I have more time I’ll be merry with ye. (Apart.)
It is the woman.—(Crosses to Mar.)—Good madam,

tell me truly,
Had you a maid call’d Estifania?
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.Mar. Yes, truly, had I.
Mich. Was she a maid, d’ye think?
Mar. 1 dare not swear for her;
For she had but a scant fame,
Mich. Was she your kinswoman ?
Mar. Not that I ever knew. Now I look better,
I think you married her : give you much joy, sir. .
Mich. Give me a halter,
Mar. You may reclaim her ; *twasa wild young girl.
Mich. 1s not this house mine, madam ?
Was not she owner of it?  Pray, speak traly.
Mar. No, certainly : I'm sure my money paid for it,
And I ne’er remember yet I gave it you, sir.
Mich. The hangings and the plate too ?
Mar. All are mine, sir,
And ev’ry thing you see about the building.
She only kept my house when I was absent ;
And so ill kept it, I was weary of her.
Mich. Where is your maid ?
MMar. Do not you know that have her?
She’s yours now, why should I look after her ?
Since that first hour I came T never saw her.
(Crosses between Juan' and Alonzo.)
Mich. 1 saw her later ; would the devil had had her!
It is all true, find ; a wild-fire take her.
Juan. Is thy wife with child, Don Michael ? thy ex-
cellent wife ?
Alon. and San. Ha! ha! ha!
Juan. Art thou a man yet ?
Alon. When shall we come and visit thee? ha!
ha! ha!
Sar. And eat some rare fruit? Thou hast admnrable
orchards. Ha! ha!
You areil s0 Jt;.lalous now ; plague o’yeur jealousy. Ha!
a
Mich. Pr’ythee leave foolmg 5
I'm in no humour nowrto fool and prattle.
(Crosses to Mar)
Bld she ne’er play the wag with you ?
- Did she—
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Alon. anil San. Ha! ha!
Micn. ¥ray, gentlemen—
Mar. Yes, many times ;
So often that ., was asham’d to keep her.
But I forgave ler, sir, in hopes she'd mend still ;
And had not yon o’the instant married her,
1 had put her off.
Mich. 1thank ye, I am bless’d still.
Which way soe’er I turn, I'm a made man.
Miserably gull’d beyond recovery. (Going, L.1.)
Juan. Captain, you’ll stay and dine?
(Preventing him.)
Mich. Certain I cannot, captain.
Hark in thine ear, I am the arrant’st puppy—
Alon. and San. Ha! ha!
Mich, The miserablest ass !
Alon. and San. Ha! ha! .
Mich. But I must leave you, (Between Alon. and
San. who laugh at, and strive to detain him.) 1 am
in haste |—Bless you, good madam,
And may Wu prove as good as my wife.

Leon. What then, sir? (Crosses to Mich.)
Mich. No matter if the devil had one to take the
other. [Exit, 1..H.

Leon. "Will you walk in, sir? will your grace but
honour me,
And taste our dinner? You are nobly welcome ;
All anger’s past, I hope, and I shall serve ye.
[Exeunt Duke, Mar. Juan, Isabel, Alonzo, Picto-
ria, Sanchio, Altea, and Leon, r.H.

END OF ACT I1II.

ACT 1V.

SCENE 1.—A Street.
Enter Don MICHAEL, L.H.

+ Mich. I'll to a conjuror but I'll find this polecat,
This pilferer. A plague of veils, I cry,
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And covers for the impudence of women .
Their sanctity in show will deceive devils.
It is my evil angel let me bless me.(1)

Enter EsTivANIA, R.H. with a Lasket.

Est:. ’Tis he; I'm caught. I must stand to jt
stoutly,
And show no shake of fear. I see he’s angry,
Vex’d at the uttermost.
Mich. My worthy wife,
I have been looking of your modesty
All the town over.
-Esti. My most noble husband,
I'm glad I've found ye; for in truth I'm weary,
Weary and lame, in looking out your lordship.
Mich. 1've been—
Eisti. About no good, I warrant you !
Mich. Pray ye, pardon me.
To seek your ladyship, 1 have been in cellars,
In private cellars: I have been at plays,
To look you out amongst the youthful actors :
At fuppet shows, (you’re mistress of the motions !)
And last I went to church to seek you out :
*Tis so long since you were there, they have forgot you.
Esti. You've had a pretty progress. I'll tell mine
now ;
To look you out I went to twenty taverns—
Mich. And are you sober?
Esti. Yes, 1 reel not yet, sir.
Where I saw twenty drunk, most of ’em soldiers ;
There 1 had great hope 1o find you disguised too:
From hence to thedicing-house, therel found quarrels
Needless and senseless, swords, pots, and candlesticks,
Tables and stools, and all in one confusion,
And no man knew his friend: I left this chaos,
And to the surgeon’s went, he will’d me stay,
¢ For,, says he learnedly, * if he be tippled,
Twenty to one he quarrels, and then d hear of him :”

+ 1) Alluding to the supposition that an evil spirit disappears at

#igning the cross. .
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) sought you where no safe thing would have ventur’d,
Amongst Jiseases, base and vile, vile women,
For I remcidber'd your old Roman axiom,
The more the danger, still the more the honour:
.Last, to your cunfessor 1 came, who told me,
Y.ou were too proud to pray; and here I've found ye.
Mich. She bears up bravely, and the rogue is witty,
But I shall dash it instantly to nothing. (Aside.)
Here we leave off our wanton languages,
And now conclude we in a sharper tongue.
Why am I conzen’d ?
fzsti, Why am 1 abused ?
Mich. Thou most vile, base, abominable—
Esti. Captain,
Mich. Thou,—thou incorrigible—
Esti. Captain.
Mich. Do you echo me?
Esti. Yes, sir, and go before ye, -
And round about ye. Why do you rail at me?
For that was your own sin, your own knavery.
Mich. And brave me too? .
Esti. You’d best not draw your sword, captain !
Draw it upon a woman, do, brave captain,
Upon your wife: O most renown’d captain !
Mich. A plague upon thee, answer me directly;
Why didst thou marry me?
Esti. To be my husband.
[ thought you had had infinite, but I'm cozen’d.
Mich. Why didst thou flatter me, and show me
wonders ?
A house and riches, when they are but shadows,
Shadows to me?
Esti. Why did you work on me?
It was but my part to requite you, sir,
With your strong soldier’s wit,and swore you’d bring'me
So much in chains, so much in jewels, husband,
So much in right rich clothes?
_ Mich. Thou hast ’em, rascal ;
I gave ’em to thy hands, my trunks and all,
And thou hast open’d ’em, and sold my treasure.
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Esti. Sir, there’s your treasure ; sell it to a_tinker {
To mend old kettles. " (Opens tge Casket.)
Let all the world view here the captain’s ffeasure!
Here’s a shoeing-horn chain gilt over, ow it scenteth'
Worse than the dirty mouldy heels it sérv’d for;

And here’s another of a lesser value, ¢
So little I would shame to tie my monkey in’t.
These are my jointure ! blush and save a labour,
Or these else will blush for ye.
Mich. A fire subtle ye! are ye so crafty?
Esti. Here’s a goodly jewel.
Did not you win this at Goletta,(1) captain?
Cr took it in the field from some brave bashaw ?
See how it sparkles—Like an old lady’s eyes.

Mich. Pr’ythee leave prating. )

Esti. And here’s a chain of whiting’s eyes for pearls,
A muscle-monger would have made a better.

These are my jointure.
Mich. Nay, pr'ythee wife, my clothes, my clothes.
Esti. 1’1l tell ye,
Your clothes are parallel to these, all counterfeit.
Put these and them on, you’re a man of copper;
A kind of candlestick! a copper, copper captain !
Mich. 1s there no house then, nor no grounds about
it?
No plate nor hangings?
Esti. There are none, sweet husband.
Shadow for shadow is but equal justice.
" (Don Michael and Estifania sing.)
Can you rail now? pray put your fury up, sir,
And speak great words, you are a soldier, thunder !

Mich. 1 will spéak little, I have play’d the fool,
And so I am rewarded.

Esti. You have spoke well, sir; .
And now I see you’re so conformable,

'll heighten you again. Go to your house,

1) The memorable siege of Goletta, on the coast of Barbary, is
well known, from the immortal work of Cervantes, where the cap-
tive gives a very animated account of it. See Don Quizote, Ed.
Madrid, 1788, 8vo. vol. iii, p. 234.
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! 'shey're pac:,(ing to be gone, you must sup there.
JIl meet you, and bring clothes and linen after,
And all things shall be well. I'll colt(l) you once
more, [Aside,
And teach you'yp bring copper.
" Mich. Tell me one thing,
T do beseech thec tell me truth, wife;
However, 1 forgive thee: art thou honest?
The beldame swore—
Esti. 1 bid her tell you so, sir,
It was my-plot ; alas, my credulous husband !
The lady told you too—
Mich. Most strange things of thee.
Esti. Still ’twas my way, and all to try your suf-
ferance,
And she denied the house?
Mich. She knew me not;
No, nor title that I had.
Est. *Twas well carried ;
No more, I’m right and straight.
Mich. I would believe thee, .
But heaven knows how my heart is. Will ye follow
me?
Esti. I’ll be there straight.
Mich. I'm fool’d, yet dare not find it.  [Eait, L1,
Esti. Go, silly fool ; thou may’st be a good soldier
In open fields, but for our private service,
Thou art an ass.
Here comes another trout that I must tickle,
And tickle daintily, I’ve lost my end else.—

Enter CacaroGo, R.H.

May I crave your leave, sir ?
Cacaf. Pr'ythee be answer’d; thou shalt crave no
leave,
Pmin my meditations, do not vex me!
A beaten thing, but this hour a most bruis’d thing,

' .d (1) To eolt, in our author’s time, signified to fool, to ¢rick, or to
eceive,
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That people had compassion on ;

I have a mind to make him a huge cuckoid,

And money may do much ; a thousand dugats !
Esti. *Pray you hear me. r
Cacuf. 1 koow thou hast some wedding-ring to

pawn now,

Of «ilver gilt, with ablind posy in’t;

Or thy child’s whistle, or thy squirrel’s chain.

I’ll none of ’em. I would she did not know me;

O1 would this fellow had but use of money,

That I might come in any way. (Aside.)
Esti. I'm gone, sir;

And 1 shall tell the beauty sent me to ye,

The lady Margarita—

Cacaf. Stay, 1 p1’ythee. -

What is thy will? I turn me wholly to ye;

And talk now till thy tongue ache, I will hear ye.
Zisti. She will intreat you, sir— )
Cacaf. She shall command, sir.

Let it be so. I beseech thee, my sweet gentlew vmnan,

Do not {orget thyself.

Esti. She does command, then,

This courtesy, because she knows you’re noble.

Cuacaf. Your mistress, by the way ?

Esti. My natural mistress.
Upon these jewels, sir, they’re fair and 1ich,
And view ’em right.

Caraf To doubt ’em is an heresy.

Esti. A thousand ducats ; ’tis upon necessity

Of present use; her husband, sir, is stubborn.
Cacaf. Long may he be so.

Esti. She desires withal

A better knowledge of your parts and person,

And when you please to do her so much hounoui—,
Cacaf. Come, let’s despatch.

Esti. In troth, I've heaid her say, sir,
Of a fat man, she has not seen a sweeter.
But in this business, sir—
Lacaf. Let’s do it first,
And then dispute; the lady’s use may long for’t.
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i Esti. All sccrecy she would desire. She told me
. How wise you are.
Cacaf. We are not wise to talk thus.

Carry her the ~old, I’ll look her out a jewel

Shall sparkle litje her eyes, and thee another.

Come, prythee,come, I long to serve thy lady,

Long nonstrously. Now, valour, I shall meet ye,
You that dare dukes. [ Exeunt, r.R.D.

SCENE 1l.—4 Chamber.

Enter the Duke oF MEpiNa, Don Saxcalio, Doy
Juan, and. Pon ALoNZo, L.H.

Duke. He shall not have his will, 1 shall prevent
him. L

I have a toy here that will turn the tide,

And suddenly and strangely. Here, Don Juan,

Do you present it to him. (Gives him a paper.)
Juan. I am commanded. [ Exit, w.H.
Duke. A fellow founded (1) out of charity.

This must not be.

San, That such an oyster shell should hold a pearl,

And of so rare a price, in prison.

Duyke. Nc'er fear it, Sanchio,

We’'ll have her free again, and move at court

In her clear orb. But one sweet handsomeness

To bless this part of Spain, and have that slubber’d !
Alon. *Tis every good man’s cause, and we must

stir in’t
Duke. I’ll warrant ye he shall be glad to please us.
[Exeunt, r.H.

SCENE II1.—.dnother Chamber.

Enter Leon and DoN Juan, L.n. with a Commission.

Leon. Col’nel, I am bound to you for this noble-
. ness, .
1 should have been your officer, ’tis true, sir;

(1) Living upon a charitable foundation,



48 RULE A WIFE

And a proud man I should have been to’ve servel
ou.
It has p¥eas'd the king, out of his boundless favours,
T’ make mé your companion : this comission
Gives me a troop of horse. ¢
Juan, 1 do rejoice at it, ;
And am « glad man we shall gain your compar:iy:
I’'m sure the king knows you are newly married,
And out of that respect gives you more time, sir.
Leon. Within four days I'm gone, so he commands
me;
And ’tis not mannerly for me to argue it.
The time grows shorter still. Are your goods ready ?
Juan. They are aboard.
Leon. Who waits there ?
Lor, (Without, r.u.) Sir.

Enter LoreNnzo and Dikco, R.H.

Leon. Do you hear, ho? Go, carry this unto your
mistress, sir, (Gives Diego the Commission.)
And let her see how much the king has honour’d me:
Bid her be lusty, she must make a soldier.
[Exit Diego, r.H.
Go, take down all the hangings,
And pack up all my clothes, and plate, and jewels,
And all the furniture that’s portable.
Sir, when we lie in garrison, 'tis necessary
We keep a handsome port, for the king’s honour,
And, do you hear, Lorenzo, let all your lady’s ward-
robe
Be safely placed in trunks; they must along too.
Lor. Whither must they go, sir?
Leon. To the wars, Lorenzo.
Lor. Must my mistress go, sir?
LZeon. Ay, your mistress, and you and all; all, all
must go.
. Lor.Why Pedro, Vasco, Diego. (Exit, L.1.
Juan. He’s taken a brave way to save his honour.
By the life of credit thou’rt a noble gentleman.
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Enter MarcarITA, led by two Ladies, and
AiTEA, R.H.

" Leon. Why, ‘how now, wife, what sick at my
prefermdnt ?
This is not kindly done.
Mar. No sooner love ye,
Love ye entirely, sir, brought to consider
The goodness of your mind and mine own daty,
But lose you instantly, be divorc’d from ye !
This is a cruelty. I’ll to the king,
And tell him ’tis unjust to part two souls,
Two minds so nearly mix’d.
Leon. By no means, sweetheart.
Mar. If he were married but four days, as [ am—
Leon. He'd hang himself the fifth, or fly his coun-
try. (Aside.)
Mar. He'd make it treason for that tongue that durst
But talk of war, or any thing to vex him. .
You shall not go.
Leon. Indeed I must, sweet wife.
What, should I lose the king for a few kisses?
We’ll have enough.
Mar. Pll to the duke, my cousin, he shall to th’
king. .
Leon. I§Ie did me this great office ;
I thank his Grace for’t: should I pray him now
T’ undo’t again ? Fie, ’twere a base discredit.
Mar. Would I were able, sir, to bear you company;
How willing should I be then, and how merry !
I will not live alone.
Leon. Be in peace, you shall not.
) (Knocking within, L.B.)
Mar. What knocking’s this? Oh, heav’n, my
head, what rascals ;
1 think the war’s begun i’ the house already.
* Leon. The preparation is; they’re taking down
And packing up the hangings, plate, and jewels,
[ ]
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And all those furnityres that shall befit e
When I lje in garrison.

Rec-enter LoRENZO, L.l’,.’

Lor. Must the coach go too, sir?
Leoi. How will your lady pass to the sea else easily:
We shall find shipping for’t there to transport it.
Mar. 1 go, alas!
Leon. T'll have a main care of ye :
I know ye are sickly ; he shall drive the easier,
And all accommodation shall attend ye.
Mar. Would I were able.
Leon. Come, I warrant ye.
Am not I with ye, sweet? Are her clothes packed up,
And all her linen? Give your maids direction ;
You know my time’s but short, and I'm commanded.
Mar. Let me have a nurse,
And all such necessary people with me,
And an easy bark.
Leon. 1t shall not trot, 1 warrant ye;
Curvet it may sometimes. .
Mayr. (Whispers Leon.)
Leon. At four days warning? this is something
speedy.
My heir will be an arrant fleet one, lady.
Mar. You must provide a cradle; and what a
trouble’s that !
Leon. The sea shall rock it ;
*Tis the best nurse : ’twill roar and rock together.
A swinging storm will sing you such a lullaby.
Mar. Faiih, let me stay ; I shall but shame ye, sir.
Leon. An you were a thousand shames you shall
along with me : '
At home I’m sure you’ll prove a million,
Every man carries the bundle of his sins
Upon his own back: you are mine; I'll sweat for
you. !
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Enter the Duke or MEDINA, DoN Aronzo, and
Don SancsIO, L.H.

* Duke. What, sir, preparing for your noble journey?
“Tis well, and ‘Lll of care.
I saw your mind was wedded to the war,
And knew you’d prove some good man for your
country ;
Therefore; fair cousin, with your gentle pardon,
1 got this place. What, mourn at his advancement ?
You are to blame; he’ll come again, sweet cousin :
Mean time, like sad Penelope and sage,
Among your maids at home, and huswifely.
Leon. No, sir, I dare not leave her to that solita-
riness:
She’s young, and grief or ill news from those quarters
M% daily cross her. She shall go along, sir.
uke. By no means, captain.

Leon. By all means, an’t please ye. -

Duke. What, take a youug and tender-bodied lady,
And expose her to those dangers, and those tumults?
A sickly lady too?

Leon. ’ Twill make her well, sir.

There’s no such friend to health as wholesome travel.

San. Away! it must not be.

Alon. 1t ought not, sir.

Go hurry her ! It is'not humane, captain.
Duke. 1 cannot blame her tears. Fright her with
tempests,
With thunder of the war.

! dare swear if she were able
Leon. She's most able.
And pray ye, swear not; she must go, there’s no

remedy ;

or greatness, nor the trick you had to part us,
Which smells too rank, t<o open, too evident,

Shall hinder me. Had sie but ten hours lite,

ay less, but two hours, § would have her with wec;

T would not lcave her fame io so much tuin,
ne.
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Fo such a desolation and discredit, as
Her weakness and your hot will would work her to;
Fie, fie! for shame.

'
Enter Don MiCHAEL, I.H. .

What mask is this now?
More tropes and figures to abuse my suff ‘rance ;
What cousin’s this ? :
Juan. Michael Van Owl, how dost thou ?
In what dark barn, or tod (1) of aged ivy,
Hast thou lin hid?
Mick. Things must both ebb and flow, colonel,
And people must conceal, and shine again.
You’re welcome hither, as your friend may say, gen-
tlemen ;
A pretty house ye see, handsomely seated,
Sweet and convenient walks, the waters crystal.
Alon. He’s certain mad.
Juan. As mad as a French tailor, that
Has nething in his head but ends of fustians,
Mich. 1 see you’re packing now, my gentle cousin,
And my wife told me I should find it so ;
>Tis true I do; you were merry when 1 was last here ;
But ’twas your will to try iy patience, madam.
I’'m sorry that my swift occasions
Can let you take your pleasure here no longer ;
Yet I would have you think, my honour’d cousin,
This house and all I have are all your servants.
Leon. What house? what pleasure, sir? what do
you mean ?
Mich. You hold the jest so stiff, ’twill prove dis-
courteous,
This house I mean, the pleasures of this place.
Leon. And what of them ?

(1) A bush, The text alludes to the following rhyme, popular to
this day =
. y ¢ How Cain, in the land of Nod,
When the rascal was all alone,
Like an owl in an ivy tod,
Built a city as g as Roan.”
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Mich. They’re mine, sir, and you know it:
My wife’s, I mean, and so conferr’d upon me.
(A knocking r.u.)
The hangings, sir, I must entreat your servants,
“Fhat are so busy in their offices,
Again to minis&’r to their right uses.
1 shall take vieWw o’th’plate anon, and furnitures
That are of under place. You’re merry still, cousin,
And of a pleasant constitution ;
Men of great fortunes make their mirths ad placitum:
Leon. Pr’ythee, good stubborn wife, tell me directly,
Good evil wife, leave fooling, and tell me honestly,
Is this my kinsman ?
Mar. I can tell ye nothing.
Leon. 1've many kinsmen: but so mad a one,
And so fantastic—all the house ?
Mich. All mine,
And all within it. 1 will not bate an ace on’t.
Can’t you receive a noble courtesy,
And quietly and handsomely as ye ought, coz,
But you must ride o’the top on’t ?
Leon. Canst thou fight ?
Mich. 'l tell ye presently. I could have done, sir.
Leon. Tor you must law and claw before you get it.
Juan. Away; no quarrels.
Leon. Now J am more temperate,
Pll have it prov’d you were ne’er yet in Bedlam
Never in love, for that’s a lunacy ;
No great ’state left ye that ye never look’d for,
Nor cannot manage, that’s a rank distemper
That you were christen’d, and who answer’d-for ye,
And then I yield. Do but look at him. ‘
Mich. He has half persuaded me I was bred i’the
°  moon:
[ have ne’er a bush (1) at my back. Are not we both
mad?
And is not this a fantastic house we are in,

w

(1) An allusion to the bush, one of the attributes of the man in
moon, é .
p8 "
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And all a dream we do? Will ye walk out, sir ¢
And if I do not beat thee presently
Into a sound.belief as sense can give thee,
Brick me into that wall there for a chimney-piece,
And say I was one o’th’ Ceesars, done Ly a seal-cutter. :
Leon. I'll talk no more; come, wé‘ll away imme-
diately.
Mar. Why then the house is his, and all that’s in it ;
I’ll give away my skin but I’ll undo ye;
1 gave it to his wife. You must restore, sir,
And make a new provision,
Mick. Am I mad now,
Or am I christen’d? You, iy pagan cousin,
My mighty mahound (1) kinsman, what quirk now ?
You shall be welcome all. I hope to see, sir,
Your grace here, and my coz ; we are all soldiers,
And must do naturally for one another.
Duke. Are ye blank (2) at this? Then I must tell
ye, sir,
Ye've no command ; now you may go at pleasure,
And ride your ass troop. )
Leon. All this not moves me,
Nor stirs my gall, nor alters my affections,
You have more furniture, more houses, lady,
And rich ounes too; I will make bold with those ;
And you have land i’th’ Indies, as I take it ;
Thither we’ll go, and view awhile those climates,
Visit your factors there, that may betray ye.
’Tis done ; we must go.
Mar. Now thou’rt a brave gentleman ;
And by this sacred light I love thee dearly..
Hark ye, sir: : (Zo Mich.)
The house is none of yours, I did but jest, sir ;
You are no coz of mine ; 1 beseech ye vanish.
Leon. Good morrow, my sweet mahound cousin ;
You are welcome, welcome all ;
My cousin too ; we are all soldiers,
And should naturally do for one another.

(1) Mahomet. t  (8) Confounded.
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Mich. By this hand she dies for’t,
‘Or any man that speaks for her. {Exit, L.H.
Mar, Let me request you stay but one poor month,
You shall have a commission, and I’ll go too.
Give me but wil} so far.
<Leon. Well:J will try ye.
Good morrow v your grace, we've private business,
There lies your way—there.
[Exeunt ; Leon and MAR. R.H., the rest, L.

END OF ACT IV.

ACT V.
SCENE 1.—A Sireet.

Enter DoNn MicHAEL, L.H.

Mich. Had I but lungs enough to bawl sufficiently,
That all the queans in Christendom might hear me,
That all men might run away from the contagion,

I had my wish. Would it were made high treason,
Most infinite high, for any man to marry

T mean for a man that would live handsomely,

And like a gentleman, in’s wits and credit.

What torments shall I put her to?

Cut her in pieces, ev’ry piece will live still,

And ev’ry morsel of her will do mischief.

They have so many lives, there’s no hanging of ’em ;
Theyare too light to drown; they’re cork and feathers:
To burn too cold; they live like salamanders.

[ miust destroy her.

Enter Cacaroco, with a Casket, ».H.
-®

. Cacaf. Be cozen’d by a she moth,
That ev’ry silkman’s shop breeds; to be cheated,
And of a thousand ducats, by a whim-wham !
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Mich. Who's that is cheated ? Speak again, thou
vision. ‘
But art thou cheated? Minister some comfort.
Tell me, I conjure the. .
Cacaf. Then keep thy circle, (
For I'm a spint wild that flies about tiye ;
And whosoe’er thou art, if thou be’st hi#man,
T’lllet thee plainly know I’m cheated damnably,
Mich. Ha, ha, ha!
Cacaf. Dost thou laugh? Damnably, 1 say, most
damnably.
Mich}; B{l w{hom, good spirit? Speak, speak ; ha,
a, ha!
- Cacaf. I'll utter, laugh till thy lungs crack, by a
rascal woman.
Dost thou laugh still ?
Mich. 1 must laugh; pr’ythee pardon me;
1 shall laugh terribly. By a woman cheated ?
A real woman?
Cacaf. By a real devil.
Plague of her jewels, and her copper chains,
How rank they smell.
Mich. Sweet cozen'd sir, let’s see them-:
I have been cheated too, I would have you note that,
And lewdly cheated, by a woman also,
A scurvy woman. I am undone, sweet sir,
Therefore 1 must have leave to laugh.,
Cacaf. Pray ye take it,
You are the merriest undone man in Europe.
What need we fiddles, bawdy songs, and sherry,
When our own miseries can make us merry 2
Mich. Ha, ha, ha!
I’ve seen these jewels : what a notable pennyworth
Have you had. You will not take, sir, '
Some twenty ducats ?
Cacaf. Thou'rt deceived ; I will take
Some any thing, some half'ten, half a ducat.
Mich. An excellent lapidary set these stones sure.
D’ye mark their waters? '
Cacaf. Quicksand choke their waters,
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.And hers that brought ’em too ; but I shall find her.
Mich. And so shall I, 1 hope; but do not hurt her.

You cannot find, in all this kingdom,

If you had need of cozening, as you may have

_{For such gross hatures will desire it often),

A woman that ‘}".zan cozen you so neatly.

She has taken f)a}lf my anger off with this trick.

[Exit, L.1.

Cacaf. If I were valiant now, I'd kill this fellow.

I’ve money enough lies by me, at a pinch,

To pay for twenty rascals’ lives that vex me.

Pl to this lady; there I shall be satisfied. [Exit, r.H.

SCENE Il.—.Another Street.

Enter DoN MICHAEL, L.H. and EsTIFANIA, R.H.

Mich. Why, how dar’st thou meet me again, thou
rebel,
And know’st how thou hast us’d me thrice, thou rascal?
Were there not ways enough to fly my vengeance,
No holes nor vaults to hide thee from my fury,
But thou must meet me face to face, to kill thee ?
I would not seek thee to destroy thee willingly ;
Bat now .hou com’st to invite me: com’st upon me.
How like a sheep-biting rogue, taken i'the manner,(1)
And ready for a halter, dost thou look now?
Thou hast a hanging look, thou scurvy thing!
Hast ne’er a knife,
Nor é’er a string to lead thee to Elysium ?
Be there no pitiful ’pothecaries in this town,
That have compassion upon wretched women,
That dare administer a dram of ratsbane,
But thou must fall to me?
Esti. 1 know you’ve mercy.
Mich. 1f1 had tons of mercy, thou deserved’st none.
WHat new tricks now a-foot, and what new houses

(1) Or with the manner, means, in the language of the law,
taken with the thiug stolen about’you.
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Have you i’the air? what orchards in apparition ?
What canst thou say for thy life?
Esti. Little or nothing,
I know you'll kill me, and I know ’tis pseless
To beg for mercy. Pray let me draw’my book out,
An}«:{pray a little. \
tich. Do, a very little ;
For I have further business than thy killing ;
Ihave money yet to borrow. Speak when you’re ready.
Esti. Now, now, sir, now (Shows a pistol.)
Come on. Do you start from me?
Do you sweat, great captain? Have you seen a spirit?
. Mich. Do you wear guns ?
Esti. 1 am a soldier’s wife, sir,
And by that privilege I may be arm’d.
Now what’s the news? and let’s discourse more
friendly,
And talk of our affairs in peace.
Mich, Let me see, :
Pr’ythee let me see thy gun ; ’tis a very pretty one.
Esti. No, no, sir, you shall feel.
Mich. Hold, hold, ye villain! what, would you
Kill your husband ? .
Esti. l.et mine own husband then
Be in’s own wits. There, there’s a thousand ducats.
Who must provide for you? And yet you’ll kill me !
Mich. 1 will not hurt thee for ten thousand millions.
Esti. When will you redeem your jewels ? 1 have
pawn’d ’em.
You see for what ; we must keep touch.
Mich. I’ll kiss thee;
And get as many more, I’ll make thee famous.
Had we the house now !
Esti. Come along with me ;
If that be vanish’d, there be more to hire, sir.
Mich. 1 see I am an ass'when thou art near me.
, [Exeunt, .t
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SCENE [I1.—A Chamber.
Enter LEoN and MarGARITA, R.H.

4

*Leon. Comewe’ll away unto your country house,
And there we’l¥ learn to live contentedly.
This place is full of charge, and full of hurry;
No part of sweetvess dwells about these cities.

Mur. Whither you will, T wait upon your pleasure;
Live in a hollow tree, sir, L'l live with ye.

Leon. ‘Ay, now you strike a harmony, a true one.
When your obedience waits upon your husband.
Why, now I dote upon you, love you dearly;
And my rough nature falls, like roaring streams,
Clearly and sweetly into your embraces.
0, what a jewel is a woman excellent,
A wise, a virtuous, and a noble woman!
Command ye now, and ease me of that trouble :
T’ll be as humble to you as a servant.
Bid whom you please, invite your noble friends,
They shall be welcome all ; now experience ’
Has link’d you fast unto the chain of goodness.

(Swords clush. A cry within,  down with their
swords !I’’)

What noise is this ? what dismal cry?

Mar. ’Tis loud too,
Sure there’s some mischief done i’the street; look out

there. -
Leon. Look out and help.

Enter LorENZO, R.BH.

Eor. Oh, sir, the duke Medina !
Leon. What of the duke Medina?
Lor. Oh, sweet gentleman,
Is ajmost slain.
ar. Away, away, and help him}
All the house help. [Exit Lorenzo, 1.8.
_ Leon. How ! slain? why, Margarita,
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Wife, sure some new device they have afoot again,
Some trick upon my credit ; 1 shall meet it.

I’d rather guide a ship imperial,

Alone, and in a storm, than 1ule one woman.

Enter the Duke of MEDINA, led ; ON SANCHI0,
Don ALoNzo, and LorENzo,M.H.

Mar. How came you hurt, sir ?

Duke. 1 fell out with my friend, the noble colonel
My cause was naught, for *twas about your honour :
And he that wrongs the innoceut ne’er prospers.

For charity,
Lend me a hed to ease my tortur’d body,
That ere I perish I may show my penitence.
I fear I’m slain.
Leon. Help to bear him in.
There shall be nothing in this house, my lord,
But as your own.
Duke. 1 thank ye, noble sir.
Leon. To bed with him; and, wife, give your at-
tendance. [Exeunt all but Leon, r.1.

Enter JuaN, R.H.

Leon. Afore me. ’Tis rarely counterfeited.

Juan. True, it is so, sir.
He is not hurt, only we made a scuflle,
As though we purpos’d anger ; that same scratch
On’s hand he took, to colour all, and draw compassion,
That he might get into your house more cunningly.
I must not stay. Stand now, and you’re a brave

fellow.
Leon. 1 thank you, noble colonel, and I honourye.
Never be quiet ! . [Exit Juan, v.H.

Re-enter MARGARITA, R.H.

Mar. He’s most desperate ill, sir.
I do not think these ten months will recover him.
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. Leon. Does he hire my house to play the fool in,
Or does it stand on fairy ground? We’re haunted.
Are all lmen? and their wives troubled with dreams
. thus
. Mar. What a)s you, sir ?

" Leon. Nay, \;'ﬁat ails you, sweet wife,
To put these daily pastimes on my patience ?
What dost thou see in me, that I should suffer this?

Mar. Alas, 1 pity ye.

Leon. Thou’lt make me angry,
Thou never saw’st me mad yet. .

Mar. You are always;
You carry a kind of Bedlam still about ye.

Leon. If thou pursu’st me further, I run stark mad:
If you have more hurt dukes or gentlemen,
I'o lie here on your cure, I shall be desperate.
[ know the trick, and you shall feel I know it.
ire ye so hot that no i;edge can contain ye ?
['ll bave thee let blood in all the veins about thee,
'll have thy thoughts found too, and have them open’d;;
Thy spirits purg’d, for those are they that fire ye ;
'’ maid shall be thy mistress, thou the maid,
And all her servile labours thou shalt reach at,
And go throagh cheerfully or else sleep empty ;
The maid shall lie by me to teach you duty;
You in a pallet by to humble ye,
And grieve for what you lose, thou foolish wicked

woman.

Mar. I've lost myself, sir,
And all that was my base self, disobedience ; (Kneels.)
My wantonness, my stubborness I've lost too:
And now, by that pure faith good wives are crown’d

. With, :
By your ow#l nobleness——
on. Beware, beware !—have you no fetch now ?

Mgr.. No, by my repentance, no. )
+ Jon. But art thou truly, truly honest?

Leon. These tears will shew it.

Mar. 1take youup, . . :
tnd wear vou next mv heart: see vou be worth it.
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Entér ALTEA, L.H,

Now, what with you ?
Aitea. 1 come to tell my lady,
There j; a fulsome fat fellow would Yain speak with
er.
Leon. Tis Cacafogo ; keep him from the duke ;
The duke from him ; anon, he’ll yield uslaughter.
.'dlteull]. Where is it, please you, that we shall detain
im ? \ .
He seems at war with reason, full of wine.
Leon. To th’ cellar with him, *tis the drunkard’s den;
Fit cover for such beasts. Should he be resty -
Say I’m at home ; unwieldy as he is,
He'll creep into an augre hole to shun me.
Aitea. 'l dispose him there. [Exzit, L.n
Leon. Now, Margarita, comes your trial on ;
The duke expects you, acquit yourself to him :
I put you to the test ; you have my trust,
My confidence, my love, .
Mar. 1 will deserve ’em. + [Exit, ».H
Leon. My work is done, and now my heart’s at ease
I read in every look she means me fairly,
And nobly shall my love reward her for it.
He who betrays his rights, the husband’s rights,
To pride and wantonness, or who denies
Affection to the heart he has subdued,
Forfeitg his claim to manhoed and 'humag%t .
g ¢, R.H.

SCENE IV.— Another. Chambér. -
. The Duxs of Mnnm.;‘discow upont a Couch.

. Duke. Vc:'ixg, now this is most excellent invention;
Lighall succeed spite of this huffing husband.
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Enter MARGARITA, R.H.D.

Who's there ; my love ?
- Mar. ’Tis I,:my lord.
* Duke. Are - ou alone, sweet friend ? .

Mar. Al?onC, and come to inquire how your wounds

are

Duke. 1 have nopne, lady, not a hurt about me;
My damages I did but counterfeit :

I am as lusty and as full of health,
As high in blood—
Mar. As low in blood you mean.
Dishonest thoughts debase the greatest birth ;
The man that acts unworthily, though ennobled,
Sullies his honour.
~'Duke. Nay, nay, my Margarita.
Mar. Would you take that which I’ve no right to
give,
Steal wedlock’s property, and in his house
Would you his wife betray ? will you become
Th’ ungrateful viper, who restor’d to life,
Venom’d the breast that sav’d him ?

Duke. Leave these dull thoughts to mortifying

penance.

Mar. 11l wishes once, my lord, my mind debas’d:
You found my weakness, wanted to ensnare it :
Shameful I own my fault, but ’tis repented.

No more the wanton Margarita now,

But the chaste wife of Leon. His great merit,
His manly tenderness, his noble nature,
Commands from me affection in return,

Pure as esteem can’offer. He has won me ;

1 dwe him all my heart. -

Duks. Indeed, fair lady,

This jesting well becomes a sgrightly beauty.
e prompts to celebrate sublimer rites ;

o more mementos, let me press you to me,
And stifle with my kisses. .

Mar. Nay, within then)—
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Enter Likon, DoNn Juan, Don ALoNzo, and Don
SANCHIO, R.H.D,

Leon. Did you call, my wife—or yﬁ\, my lord?
Was it your grace that wanted me ?—Ng answer.
What out of hed ! how do you, my good lord ?
Methinks you look but poorly on this matter.
Has my wife wounded you ? You were well before.
Duke. More hurt than ever; spare your reproach,
I teel too much already.
JLeon. 1see it, sir; and now your grace shall know
I can as ready pardon as revenge.
Be comforted, all is forgotten,
Duke. 1 thank you, sir.
Leon. Wife, you are a right one;
And now with unknown nations I dare trust ye,
Juan. No more feign’d fights, my lord, they never
prosper.

Enter DoNn MicHAEL and EsTIFANIA, L.H.

Leon. Who's this? my mahound cousin ?
Mich. Goodsir, ’tis very good ; would I’d a house too,
For there’s no talking in the open air.
My termagant coz, I would be bold to tell ye,
I durst be merry too, I tell you plainly,
You have a pretty seat, you have the luck on’t,
A pretty lady too, I have miss’d both ;
My carpenter built in a mist, I thank him.
Do me the courtesy to let me see it,
See it once more. But T shall ery for anger.
I’ll hire a chandler’s shop close under ye,
And, for my foolery, sell soap and whipcord.
Nay, if you do laugh now, and laugh heartily,
You are a fool, coz.
Leony 1 must laugh a little;
And now I've done. Coz, thou shalt live with me,
My merry ¢oz, the world shall not divorce us:
Thou art a man, and’thou shalt never want :
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Will this content thee?
* Mich. V'l cry, and then be thankful,
Indeed T will, and I’ll be honest to ye;
I’d live a swallow here, I must confess.
Wife, I forgive thee all, if thou be honest,
Ard at thy Feril, I believe thee excellent.
Esti. 1f I pr¢ve otherwise, let me beg first.
Mar. Hold, this is yours, some recompense for ser-
vice. (Gives Estifania a Purse.)
Duke. And this is yours, your true commission, sir.
Now you’re a captain. (Zo Leon.)
Leon, You’re a noble prince, sir;
And now a soldier.
Juan. Sir, I shall wait upon you through all for-
tunes.
Alon. And 1.
Aliea. And 1 must needs attend my mistress,
Leon. Will you go, sister ?
Altea. Yes, indeed, good brother ;
[have two ties, mine own blood, and my mistress.
Mar. Is she your sister ? .
Leon. Yes, indeed, good wife,
\nd my best sister ; for she prov’d so, wench,
Nhen she deceiv’d you with a loving husband.
Altea. 1 would not deal so truly for a stranger.
Mar. Well, 1 could chide ye;
Jut it must be lovingly, and like a sister—
Duke. Y1l bring ye on your way, and feast ye nobly,
for now I have an honest heart to love ye.
: Juan. Your colours you must wear, and wear ’em
proudly, |
Near ’em before the bullet, and in blood too;
ind all the world shall know we’re virtue’s servants.
Duke, And all the world shall know a noble mind
akes women beautiful, and envy blind.
Leon. All you who mean to lead a hap‘py life,
irst Jearn to rule, and then to have a wife.
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Remarks.

e

ROB ROY.

This is a very successful effort to realize romance; as successful,
t least, as any such effort can he: all that could be done has been
one in this drama, but there are radical defects in romance as applied
» purposes of the stage, that all the skill and ingenuity of Mr. Pocock
“ke_pot been able to overcome. We are the more inclined to enter
to the question here, as this is by far the best specimen of its kind,
1d as the author yields precedence to none inknowledge of the stage.

The first objection to dramatizing these romances is from their cele-
-ity, whether that celebrity be just or unjust : the whole of the novel-
‘ading world, in which is included nine tenths of the andience, come
ith the romance at their fingers’ ends, and expect to find a literal
anscript of it on the stage; the whole three volumes, the usual quan~
um in which ther: popular works are deled out, must be spoken and
ted in three brief hours, or at least without any material deviations.
ny aberration from the direct broad road of the romance, is consi-
rred a high crime and misdemeanor against the name of Walter
cott, who, by the bye, needs none of this little party-spirit to-support
m: it is in vain that the dramatist points out a road better snited to
s purpose ; the audience and the criti¢s sing to the same tune, the
wden of which is, that every body and any body knows more about
umatic ,)Omposmon than the dramatist. .

With such expectations on the part of the audience, it is quite clear
at nw_ merit of the play must be limited by the dramatic capabilities
The romance : the author can neither add nor diminish, nor alter the
r'mguncnt of the original : in the tiy)ne of Shakspeare it was other-
e, bmt the present ‘age, it is presum\d, is wiser. Now it wnfortu-
tely L.ppens, that the very first merit of the romance is that which
ost opposed to the drama A good romance has & strong resem-~
ince to history ; it enters into the most minute details, and its action

A2



iv ‘ .
is confined neither by time nor place ; a few lines are sufficient 0 car
nect years and distance ; it does not of necessity bring forward ci
figure in particular, while the others in painting are thrown in ti
back-ground. The reverse of this, in every instance, holds true wit
the drama; it must have one action as its ultimate end, to which a
the others are insubservient: it must have one principal figare+4
which all the rest are secopdary. This seems ta be a vital p-inciple «
the dmma, for according as it is observed with more orless strictnes
15 the interest and compactness of dramatic writing.

But there is yet another, and perhaps some more serious objectjol
to dramatising these moveld: their principal contents are of a natm
not to be represented. A battle may be very striking in narration,
how isit to be put into actien ? When the novel-writer describies Loc
Lomond, and the midnight skirmish, he is eminently successful, be
cause he leaves so much to the imagination, a potent principle chat act
.with a power boyimd all the fables of enchantment : not so the drama
tist; he must present all to the eye, a cold, calculating judge, that i
much more difficult to be deceived. That which is sublime in story |
often humble or Indicrous inart; to quote one of a thousand instance
in the novel before us—the casting Morris into the lake, the splash ¢
the waters as it receives the body, and the man’s cries; followed by th
utter silence and the calmness of the tide ;—all this is beautiful in de
tail, but what would it be on the stage ?

A candid observation of these difficulties will show the present wor
in avery favourable light. The chief incidents of the novel have hev
brought together with great dexterity, and have becn compelled, if w
may use the phrase, into dramatic form ; the small quantity of add:
tional matter is a judicious imitation of the original, and is not often &
be distinguished from it by the most curious cye. Whether the play
will be lasting or not, it ought to be, for the sake of the talent whidl
has been wasted upon materials which, though eminently reautiful
can hardly be called dramatic. '

Mr. Pocock is the son of the celebrated marine painter of that name
and has himsclf been eminently successful as an artist. But in th
year 1818, the death of his aynt, Lady Pococky made all exerti s
whether in the arts or the draina, unnecessary ; she was the m“”.;

, Admiral Pocock, and died pbesessed of a large estate at Majde-}ig
¢ Bridge, which devolved to her nephew ; on this estate e now resides
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F?\-v;ng quitted the turmoils of a dramatic life for the independencc of
a country gentleman. His wife was a Miss Hime, of Liverpool, a
young lady of worth and accomplishment, by whom he has a large
farmly, but the precise date of his birth or marriage we have not heen
able to ascertain,
™ l{ls dramatic works are :—

l;r«.é‘ﬂ‘!igw.l Monster, F—Hit or Mlss, F. 8vo.~Twenty Years ago,
¥. 8vo.—Yes or No? K. 8vo.—Any Thing New ? ¥. dvo.—Harry Le
Raoy, Burletta, 8vo. (altered from the Miller of Muansfield.)~—Miller
and his Mcn M.D. 8vo.—For England, Ho! O. 2 acts, 8vo.—John of
Paris, 0.2 acts, 8vo.—Zembuca, M.D). Bvo.—Magpie, or Maid ? M. D»
#vo.~Parce Writer, F. (not printed. )—Heir of Vironi, O. (not printed.)
—Robinson Crusoe, M.D. 8vo.—The Libertine, 0. 2 acts, 8vo.—Raob

l{gancgregor, 0. 3 acts, 8vo, -—Antiquary, (jointly with Mr. Terry)
svo.
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*{AJOR GALBRAITH.—Ibid.

SIKWERICI{ VERNON.—Plumb-coloured velvet dress and
~pangled trimming, with breast-plate.

RASHLEIGH OSBALDISTONE.—Purple cloth dress, and black
velvet trimming.

FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE.—Buff cloth dress, with blue velvet
trimming.

OWEN.~—Plain blue cloth suit.

SAUNDERS WYLIE.—A suit of black.

» 2B ROY.—First dress : oid fashioned Grazier’s.—Second dress :
Jighidnd Chief’s.

HAMISH.—Highlander’s plaid.

ROBERT.—Ibid.
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DIANA VERNON.—Leno petticoat, trimmed with white satin and
vads, plaid silk scarf, white hat and feathers.

HELEN M‘GREGOR.—Drab-coloured cloth petticoat, crimson
ke, stuff plaid robe, leather belt for pistols, Scotch bonnet like the
Jighlanders, with Heron feathers, flesh-coloured stockings and sandals.

MATTIE.—Light-coloured stuff jacket and petticoat, white apron.

MARTHA.—Blne stuff petticoat and plaid body.

JEAN M‘ALPINE.—Plaid pe t, brown jacket, and plaid over
ler head.

CHORUS —Scotch pessants, vy poor.

NANCERS.—Striped pctticoats,’ brown stuff jackets, and plaid
earfs.
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ROB ROY.

ACT 1.

SCENE 1.—The interior of a small Public-house in
Scotland ; a Door and a large Window in front,
through whick is seen Osbaldistone-hall, and
Country .~ Travellers :l)f various descriptions pre-
pan’r‘tg to sel forward on their journey ; ]'}ost

“*and Hostess assisling them.

GLEE.—Host and TRAVELLERS.

Soon the sun will gae to rest,
Lel’s awa’ together ;
Company is aye the besl,
rossing o’er the heather.

Tak each lad his stirrup-cup,
His heart will be the lighter ;
Tak each lass a wee sup,
Her €'e will sparkle brighter.

Bold Rob Roy, the Southerns say,
1s now upon the border ;

Should he meet wi’ us the day,
"Twad breed a sad disorder.

Soon the sun, &c.
A



10 ROB ROY

Host. Brawly sung, my masters, brawly sung! 1
wish you all safe home, for your own sakes, and a
1:1:01: return for mine. Here, wife, give our friends
their stirrup-cup, while I rub dewn the table. I wish
you good €’en, friends.— .

. (The Travellers disperse L,H.D.F.)
Odd! there are two more travellers just alighting. ~
‘Wha’d a’ thought of more company to'the thé.ie and
bagpipes so late in the day? But what with Whigs,
and Tories, and Jacobites, and Rob Roy, we in the
North here drive a bonny trade.

Enter CampsELL, plainly dressed, something like a
North-country Grazier ; and OwEN, in & plain
brown Suit, Boots, a Whip, &c. shewn in -
WILLIE, L.H.D.F. ’

Willie. Travellers to Glasgow, maister.

.Claénp. Landlord, let us have your best, and
quickly.

Host. Troth will I, sir:—ye’ll be for a dram, na
doubt, till we can fass ye¢ up somethitig hot for your
late dinner. . &il, L.H.D.¥.

(Owen has placed a small Saddle-bag on the
Table, and sunk into a Chair, apparently
greatly fatigued.)

Owen. Gh, my poor boncs! the firm of my con-
stitution has been worse shaken than the House of
Osbaldistone and Co. Crane-alley, London.—(#illic
{laces Ligquor and Cups on the Table.)~-Y oung man,

ave you sent my message to the hall hard by ?
(Campbell pours out, and Owen drinky.)

Willie. Yes, sir; the lassie will soon be back wi’
the answer. ’ [ Exity v..1.D.¥F.

Camp. W eel, fellow travelier, how does our Scotch
whiskey a.sl's'ee with your Edglish stomach ?

Owen. Thank you, sir; )it cheers the body, but
cannot raise the spirit;-~I%n quitc below par, as we

way in the city. :

Camp. Tryit again, man. (Filling his Cup.)
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" Owen. T hope Mr, Frank Osbaldistone will make
haste :—yet, I have a sad tale to tell him.  (Rises.)
Camp. Osbaldistone! I know something of that
family, sir; and if there’s any thing 1 can serve you
in, you may command me. .
", Owen. You are very kind, sir; but it’s far beyond
*;aur help. ’

Caxs. Perhaps not: will yon trust me with the
matter?

Owen. Surely 1 will, sir; the affairs of the great

* Commercial and Banking-house of Osbaldistone and
Co. Crane-alley, London, are no secret by this time ;
atl public as the Gazctte :—that I should live to sce
it and say it {—OQOh, dear! )

Camp. Come, come; naught’s so bad but what it
niay be mended. Let’s hear the business that brings
you to the hall. :

Owen. 1t’s a long account, sir; but I'll sum it up

by the shortest rules. You must know my name is
Owen: I am head clerk to the House of Osbaldistone
and Co. Crane-alley, London, and now on my way to
Glasgow, to recover certain papers which have been
taken,—stolen, 1’'m afraid,—in the absence of the
head of the firm,

Camp. Stolen! by whom?

Owen. By his nephew, Mr. Rashleigh.

Camp. Rashleigh! 1 know—I rémember—the son
of Sir Hildebrand, late of the hall here.

Owen. The same, sir. Sir Hildebrand and the rest
of his sons were taken up on suspicion of treasonablc
practices :—it’s an awful balance they have to strike!

amp. But how happened it the son,—this Mr.
Ffank you talk of,—was not left in charge of his fa-
ther’s affairs, rather than the nephew, Rashleigh ?

Owen. Ah, sir] there lies all the mischief:—Mr,
Frank loathed the counti’jg-house worse than I loathe
a bankruptcy. While h father was making money,
he was making poetrﬁ; aNd so his father, sir, being o
stern man, said that his n¢ 6w Rashleigh should take

A
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Mr, Frank’s place ; for he would never ask his only..
child a second time, to be the partner of his fortunes
and affections.—Oh, dear!

Camp. Well,sir, but what motive could induce this
Rashleigh to betray a trust, which, for his own advan-
tage, one would naturally suppose he would be most
faithful to 2 -

Owen. I suspect, to aid some political pyeyise,
whereby, at the exrense of honour and conscience, he
expects to make a larger per centage of worldly prolit.
He knew that to shake the house of Osbaldistone and .
Co. Crane-alley, London, was to alarm the govern-
ment :—the cash he took was no hurt, but the assets—
the assets, sir t—however, I'll not give them up ;—1
know Rashleigh has come north.

Camp. North! indecd !—Umph—he’s a cunnisg
chicld that {—he’ll be too cunning for himself at last ;
a false friend never served a good cause.

Owen. You say true, sir; such people are as vari-
able as the course of exchange. When we reach Glas-
.gow, sir, perhaps you can assist my inquirics.

Camp. T—VIl meet you there, my friend :—1I just
recollect a small matter of business that I have to do in
this neighbourhood. —(Aside. )—1 must go tothe hall :
—Rashleigh has been there, no doubt, and Sir Frede-
rick Vernon may wish to spcak—I’ll moct you at
Glasgow, Mr. Owen.

Owen. Heaven help me! I shall never live to ba-
lance an account there, withont a companion, ot a

uide. I was never ten miles from Crane-alley be-
re, in all my days. - :

Camp. Pho, man! there is'no fear.— W here shall
Y hear of you?

Owen. At Messrs. M¢Vittic and MFu’s, in the
Gallowgate, sir. 'We have another agent, one Mr. -
Nicol Jarvie, in the Salt-market ; bat I can’t depend
on him.

- Camp. Fare ye weel, Mr/Owen.—R shicighinthe

‘North!{ then the heather wAll soon be on fire.
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Lnter WiLvLix, vL.H.D.F.

Willie. Here’s the *Squire to speak with one Mais-
ter Owen.—(Campbell retires as Frank OsBaLpis-
.TONE enlers, L.H.D.F. and retreals hastily, unper-
Leived, L.H.D.F.)

“Xgnk. Owen!—my excellent, kind friend !

Owen. O, Mr. Frank !—0, Mr. Osbaldistone, such
news!—( Wiping his eyes.)—But why did you never
answer our letters,—mine and your good father’s ?

Frank. Letters! 1 have never yet received one. 1
have written repeatedly, and have been astonished at
receiving no reply,

Owen. O,lord! noletters! O, my stars, no letters!
vien they have been intercepted ;—how has your poor
father been deceived! O, K’Ir. Frank, what have you
not to answer for 2 But that’s past now ;—it’s all over!

Francis. Good heaven! is my father—he is ill—
dead ? ' .

Owen. No, no; not so bad as that; thank heaven,
his day-book is still open ;—but his aifairs are in worse
confusion than my poor brain.—0, dear!

Frani. Explain yourself, I bescech you, and in
terms less technical.

Owen. Well, well, the sum total is,—that your
cousin Rashleigh, taking advantage of my good mas-
ter’s absence in Holland, has absconded with papers ol
such consequence to oursclves and the gavernment,
that unless we can recover them, or get help from our
agents by a certain day, the house of Osbaldistone and
’(',‘o. Crane-alley, London, is in the bankrupt list, as
sure as the Gazette !

Frank. Gracious heaven, my folly and disobedi-
ence, then, have ruined my father! How shall I re-
deem the consequence pf my ervor?

Owen. O, Mr. Fraok, you raise my heart ten ‘per
&ent. to hear you talk % that way. Repair to Glas-

w, and assist my pobr endeavours. Though you
understand littie, 1 grieve to say it, of Debtor and
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Creditor, you vhoroughly understand, 1 rejoice to tell
it, the great fundamental principle of all moral ac-
counting—the great Lthic Rule of Three :—lct A do
to B, as he would have B do to him, and the product
will give the rule of conduct required.

Frank. 1t shall, it must be so ;—this very hour I’l}
bid adieun to the enchantress, who still must rule my.
destiny, and seek this destroyer, thistraitor, Rashei:iit
Set forward, Owen, instantly :—by the time you have
made the necessary inquiries at Glasgow, 1 shall be
with you. Oh, Diana! must we then part ?

Owen. Diana!—Ah, love—love—I thought so;—
never knew a man open an account with him, but his
affairs got into confusion. I never had any dealings
with him in all my life. It’s more dangerous, Mr.
Frank, than meddling with contraband goods: but™
I’ve heard of the consigmment !—to Miss Diana Ver-
non, best affections !—Item, heart !—I1tem, bonour !—
Item—Oh, Mr. Frank, look at the per Contra—Blank !
ruin !—Oh, dear! [Exit, L.n.D.F.

Frank. Yes, for awhile we must separate; yet 1
cannot cease to love, cannot live without her. .

SONG.—FraxNk.
(The words by Burns.)

O, my love’s like the red red rose
That's newly sprung in June ;

0, my love’s like the melody
That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in love am 1,

And 1 will love thee stilly my dear,
Tho’ a the seas gang dry.

Till &’ the seas gan s my dear,
And the rocks melt foi’ the sun ;

And I will love thee #ill, my dear,
W hile the sands of life shall run.
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But fare thee weel, my only love,
And fare thee weel awhile ;
And 1 will come again, my love,
Tho’ ’twere ten thousand mile.
[Eaxit, v.n.v.F.

~ SCENE I1L.—The Library of Osbaldistone-hall.

DiaNa VERNON and Sir FREDERICK VERNON seated
at a Table, L.u. —MARTHA altending. As the
Sceneis disclosed, Diana and Sir Frederick rise,
and come forward.—A Portrait is conspicuous,
full-length, after'the fashion of which Sir Fre-
derick ts dressed.

‘Sir F. It is now time we scparate. Remember,
Diana, my instructions :—we are surrounded by pe-
rils, which will require all your prudence to avert:
’tis evident, your cousin Francis suspects the visits of
astranger to thesc apartments ; and though this dress,
resembling that of your ancestor’s portrait, has hitherto
enabled me to impose on the weak minds of the do-
mestics, his penetration may discover who and what 1
am before the plans are matured, on which my hopes
of future lmgpmess now entirely rest.

Diana. Rely on my discretion, sir :—you may with
safety.—( Martha takes a cloak from the back of a
chair, resembling that of a catholic priest, and gives
ul to Ser Frederick, 1,.1.)

Martha. Indeed, Sir Frederick,—I beg pardon,—
Father Vaughan, yourreverence bas nothing to fear,

lugh you are a Z)ntholic and a Jacobite. There is

ot a soul in the place, myself cxcepted, that dare
tir a foot toward this part of the house after night-

fall!

Sir F. 1 repeat, it if not from them I fear disco-
very ; the character 1 ojignly bear, of confessor to Miss
Vernon, is a suflicient sechirity : but remember, Diana,
¥rancis Osbaldistone and his father are firm adherents
of the present government, and should he discover
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me, or the fpurpose which renders my concealment in
this part of the eountry necessary, it might be fatal to
the cause of Scotland aud to ourselves.

Diana. But my cousin is a mau of honourable and
affectionate feelings ;—he would never betray you,
sir. .

Sir F. You mean he would never sacrifice his loye.
in the person of Diana Vernon. Subduc those rﬁ’ﬁ'e')ét
tions, for the sake of your future peace of mind ;—
annihilate them, while 1t is yet in your power ;—think
that you are devoted to a cloister, or the betrothed
bride of Rashleigh Osbaldistone.

[ Exit, at a tapestry pannel, L.1.

Diana. You may leave me now, Martha. When
my cousin Frank returns, say I wish to speak with him_
here.—[ Ezit Martha,1..11. ] —Thebridc of Rashleiglf!
never, never ! any lot rather than that ;—the convent,
the jail, the grave! I must act as becomes the de-
scendant of a noble ancestry ! Yet, how preferable is
the lot of those, whose birth and situation neither ren-
der them meanly dependant, nor raises them to the
difficulties and dangers that too often accompany
wealth and grandeur.

SONG.—Diaxa.

RECITATIVE.

1 dedicate my lay to thee,
Endearing, calm Felicity!

AlIR.

Ah! would it were my humble lot,
share wilh thee some lowly cot,
WWhere fume and fortune ne’er intrude,

To mar the lover's solilude.
Then I'd sing nongy, O!
And merry &k,
. With love and thee,
From mora till ¢en so bonny, O'!
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If far away from lordly pride,
he stream of life could calmly glide ;
And 1 content, if thou wert mgh,
In joy could live, in peace could die.
And-I'd sing nonny, Q! &c. &c.

" Fnter MARTHA, introducing FRANK OsBALDISTONE,
L.H,

Frank. Diana, you sent for me.

Diana. Yes; it was to bid you farewell. Suppress
your amazement, while I tell you I am acquainted with
ihe distresses which the treachery of Rashleigh has
bronght upon your father. . .

Frank. How, in the name of heaven! since but
within these fow minutes I myself was informed ?

Diana. Ask me no questions; I have it not in my
power to reply to them. Fate has involved me in
such a series of ncts and entanglements, that 1 dare
hardly speak a word, for fear of consequences. You
must meet, and obviate the difficulties this blow has
occasioned.

Frank. And how is that possible ?

Diana. Every thing is possible to him who pos-
sesses courage and activity.

Frank. What do you advise ?

Diana. Quit this place instantly, and for ever.

rank. Diana!

Diana. You have only one friend to regret: and
she has long becn accustomed to sacrifice ‘her friend-
ships and comforts to the welfarc of others. (Falters.)

/E'j'ank. W hat alarms you ?—( Turning.)—Hal 1

ought— ' .

) Diana. 1t is nothing, nothing— (Detaining him.)
Take Andrew the gardener for your guide, and repair
instantly to Glasgow. .

Jrank. Such was my‘ intention; but if Ra‘shlexgh
has really forwed the sclivme of plundering his bene-
factor, and disturbing the state, what prospect is there
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that I can find means of frustrating a plan so deeply
laid ? . .

Diana. Stay, (yes, I will insist upon it;) do not
leave this room till I return. Ezit, r.1.

Frank. She has then a confederate, a friend—per-
haps a lover !—Every thing confirms it : the light from
these windows, which-I have seen at unusual timess
the footsteps which 1 have traced in the moring’s
dew, from the private entrance to the apartment be-
neath this library ;—the report, too, of apparitions; a
thousand circumstances tend to confirm my suspicions.
But she comes.

Enter D1aNa, R.H.

Diana. Frank, 1 trust you with this proof of riy
friendship, because I have the most perfect confidence
in your honour. If I undersiand the nature of this
business rightly, the funds in Rashleigh’s possession
maust be recovered by a certain day ;—take this packet,
but do not open it till all other meuns have failed.
Ten days before the bills are due, you are at liberty to
break the seal.

Frank. 1t has no superscription.

Diana. If you are compelled to open it, you will
find directions inclosed.

Frank. And now, Diana, after the myaterious, but
kind interest you have shown to my worldly cares,
relieve my heart by explaining—

Diana. 1 can exphin notiing. Oh, Frank! we
are now to part, perhaps never to' meet more ; do not,
then, make my mysterious miseries embitter the last
moments we may pass together. In the world, away.
from me, you may find ‘a being less encumbered by
unhappy appearances, less inflaenced by evil fortunes
and evil times, ° .

ank. Never, never!{—tlte world can afford me

whing to rcpay the loss offher I must leave behind
M T .
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DUET.—Diana and Frank.

Diana. you me
} Tho’{ }Ieavc{ }now in sorrow,
Frank. 1 hee
3

t
Smiles may light oug,loves to-morrow.
Doeom’d to part! my faithful heart
A gleam ojgoy Jrom hope shall borrow.

Ah! ne'er forget when friends are near,
for ever,
This heart alone is thine,
Diana ;
Thou may'st find those will love thee, dear,
: O never,
But not a love like méne,
o i Diana.
Iﬁoiyou leave, &c.
[ Exeunt, Diana .0. Frank v.u.

SCENE 111.—An Apartment in the House of Bailie
Nicol Jarvie, at Glasgow.

Enier BArLiE and SAunpers WYLIE, L.H.

Bailie. 1 tell you, Saunders, you’re daft,—you’re
ﬁad! Osbaldistone and Co. in danger !-—it’s impossi-
e}
Wylie. 1t’s true, sir; and 1 thought it but right to
let you, my old master, know on’t.
ailie. ¥Jl'rotll, Saunders, you’ve stunned me with
the evil communication. Oebaldistone and Co. fail! *
:—Mattie! Calling off, R.u.Y
% fe. Mr. Owen, the head clerk, and junior part-
ner, has been at our house wi’ the tidings, and beg-
ging for time to take up the bills.
Bailie. Owen! I renjember he’s a man of figures!
a man of calculation !—ifshe talks of ruin, by my soul,
it’s not far off'—but why didn’t he call upon Nicol
Jarvie? I am a merchant, and a magistrate, as well as
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M¢Vittie; but he thinks no morc of me, 1 suppose,
than of a Scotch pedlar. Mattic! O!

Enter Marrig, n.1.

Tell the clerk to bring the ledger.

Matt. 'The cletk ! [‘ord, sir! he’s safe in bed these
twa hours! 8 P

Bailie. The lazy blackguard 1—a-bed 1—then do
you fetch it yowmself, Mattie.

Matt. L'l do your bidding, sir. [Exity r.n.

Bailie. My conscience! 1 hav’n’t had such a shock
since my father, the Deacon, (peace be with him!) left
me to fight my way alone in this wicked world.—But
what says MVittie? Will he grant the time?

Wylic. Notaday, Mr. Jarvie; notan hour! things
look so brd, I fear my employers mean to resort to the
severest measures, I {eard them talk of arresting Mr.
Owen, so you had best look to yourself.

Enter Mart1, with a Book, ».u.

Baillie. Let me look at the ledger !—(Opening
it eagerly.)—Li—M—N—Q0—O0s—Osbal—as I'm a
Bhilie, the balance must be enormous !—but I've no
heart to run it up.—(Returning the Book.)—How
much is M¢Vittie out with him ?

Wylie. I can’t jusily say, but some hundreds.

Bailie. Hundreds! only hundreds!~—damn their
supyie snouts, and would they press a falling man for
the sake of bundreds, that have made thousands by
him i—Yonr masters, Wylie, have taken many a
good job from between my teeth, but Tll snap ’em

* this turn,

Wylie. 1 wish you could, Mr. Jarvic, I wish you
vould. Ah, I made a sair change, when 1 left yon 10{
serve two such inlernal—

Baslie. Whish’t! Saunders, whish’t! while you eat
tbpil;brend, don’t abuse the shoundrels behind their

" W_;/lie. You've a kind heart, Mr. Jarvie, and an
Bonest one too,
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. Bailie. So had the Deacon, my father, Saunders,
rest and bless him., e
Wylie. Would you be pleased to consult on this
business with our partners, sir? .
Builie. No;—Y’ll sce them both d—d—that is, a
man that meddles with pitch, must be defiled!—-1d
sooner hold a parley with Belzebub! No, no; Nicol
Jargje has @ way of his own to manage this matter.—
Go your ways, Mattie, with that huge memorial of
misfortune, and get my walking gear, and the lantern.
[ Exit Mattie, n.u.]—As for you, Saunders, speed
you home again; and not a word, man, that you've
seen me.—[ Exil Wylie, .1n.}—Osbaldistone and Co.
stopt ! My conscience !—1’d sooner ha’ dreamed o’ the
downfall of the Bank of London {—Why it’s enough
to make the very hairs of my wig rise, and stand on
end !—But the distress can’t be permanent.—At any
rate, I’ll prove myselfa friend : if the house regains its
credit, I shall recover my loss; and if not, why I
have done as 1 would be done hy, like my. father, the
Deacon, good man !—blessings on his memory, say I,
that taught me good-will towards my fcllows!-

Fnter Matnis, n.u. decked out for walking »—her
Apron pinned up, &c. and bearing the Bailie’s
real-coal, Hal, Lantern, &c.

Mait. 1’ve brought your gear,.sir; but, gude save
us ! where wad ye be ganging to, a’ sic a time a night ?
(She hegn him on with his dress )
Bailie. You’ll soon know, Mattie, for you muste’en
tgamp along wi’ me.—I wouldn’t like to be breaking
my shins in the dark just now, for truth to speak, I'd
never more occasion to stand firm on my legs, both at
hoine and abruad. Now, give us the beaver, lassie.
#  (She gives hitn his Hat.)
Matt, Weel! to think o’ putting on claithes when
ve suld be taking them off, and scampering abroad,
when ye'suld be ganging to your bed!
Baitie. Time and tide'wait for no man.



23 ROB ROY

Matt. But where are you going, Bailie?
. Bailie. To many places, that I'd as lief bide away
vom. :

Mait. Now wrap this ’kerchiefabout your thrapple,
. (Ties a handkerchief round his throal.)

Bailie. You're a kind-hearted lassie, Maitie.
Matt. There—leave awee bit room for your mouth,
Ye must needs ha’ a drap o’ the cordial‘your fatlier.

the Deacon, was so fond of;—he née liked to sip it.

(Gives him a flask.)
Bailie. Rest and bless him, so he did! and so do 1,
Mattie.—( Drinks.)~You're a good-tempered soul,
and a bonnie lassie too :—you come of good kith and
kin, Mattie—the Laird o’ Limmerfield’s cousin, only
seven times removed.—(Maltie is moving away the
Boftle.)—Stay! you may bring the bottle with you,
Mattie, and tuck yourself under my arm ;—there’s no
disgrace in a Bailie walking hand in arm with gentle
blood ; so, come your ways, Mattie. Osbaldistone
and Co. stopt !—My conscience !-~Come along, Mat-
tie. [Esxeunt, L.u.

SCENE 1V.—Glasgow. The Bridge extending in
perspective to the opposite side of the River.—
The Tolbooth, or J ail, conspicuous in front.

Enter FRANK OSBALDISTONE and ANDREW , L.H.U.E.

And. Well, sir, thanks to the good guidance of
Andrew, here you are in Glasgow, ’spite o’ the bogles
and bad ways.

Frank. Was it the bogles, or the brandy, that made
you ride at such an infernal pace? You are half
drunk, you scoundrel! but get you gone :—see the
horses taken care of, and ordeg something for my suF-
per; while it’s preyaring, 1 shall walk bere upon the
bridge.—( Campbell, muflled irl a long Cloak, appears
at the back, and seeing Andrew, reireats.)

And. A walk by moonlight after a long ride, is but
cold comfort for aching bones!—but your honour
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knows best. He’s crack-brained, and cockle headed,
with his poetry nonsense; he’d sooner by half chatter
to Miss Vernon, than hear a word of sense from a so-
ber body like myself.—(Aséde.) [Ezit, u.1.
Frank. 'Tis now too late to learn tidings of poor
*Owen, or inquire the residence of my father’s agents.
Bitter reflection! All this I might have prevented by
a trifling sacrifice of the foolish pride and indolenec
which recoiled from sharing the labours of his honour-
able profession, -

CampBELL advances, R.H.

Camp. Mr. Osbaldistone, you are in danger.
Frank. From whom: (Starting.)
Lamp. Follow me, and you shall know.

Frank. I must first know your name and purpose.

Camp. I am a.man, and my purpose friendly.

Frunk...LThat is too brief a Xescription.

Camp. 1t will serve for one who has no other to -
give. He that is without name, without friends, with-
out coin, and without country, is at least a man; and
he that has all these, is no more. Follow me, or re-
main witaout the information I wish to afford.

Frank. Can you not give it me here?

Camp. No:—you must receive it from your eyes,
not from my mouth—What is it you fear?

Frank. Ifear nothing ;—walk on, T attend you.

Camp. If you knew who was by your side, you
might feel a tremor. o '

rank. The spirit of Rashleigh seems to walk round
_me ;—yet, ’tis neither his form or voice.—
, (dpart.)

Camp. .Would you not fear the consequence of be-
g found with -one whose very name, whispered in
this lonely street, woul¢’make the stones themselves
rise up to apprel’mnd him 2—oh whose }ead’ the men
of Glasgow would build their fortunes, as on a found
treasure !—the sound of whose downfall were as wel-
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come at the cross of Edinburgh, as the news of a bat-
tle fought and won!

Fiank. Who then are yon, whose name should
create such terror ?

Camp. No encmy of yours, since I am conveying
you to a place, where if 1 myself were recognized and
identified, irons to the hecls, and hemp to the throat,
would be my brief dooming. .

Frank. You have said either too much or too little,
to induce me to confide in you,—(Campbell makes a
slep towards Frank, who draws back, and lays hi
hand on his sword.)

Camp. What! on an unarmed man, and your
friend ?

Frank. I am yet ignorant if you are one or the

other.
Camp. Well, 1 respect him whose hand can kecp
his head: 1 love a free young blood, that knows no
protection but the cross of the sword! 1 .am laking
you to see one, whom you will be right glad to see,
and from whose lips you will learn the secret cf the
danger in which you now stand. Come on.—(Camp-
bell goes to the wicket-gate of the Tolbooth, R.1i.8.E.
and knocks.)

Doug. (Within.) Who's that?

Camp. Gregarach!—(The door is opered— Cump-
bell beckons Frank, and they cnler—the door heard
10 be locked and bolted.)

SCENE V.—Intcrior of the Tolbooth.

Euter DouGav, r.u. followed by Cﬁrnm.n and 4
Frank. Dougal expressing extrdvagant joy,
—he has a shock head of red hair, and an ex .
traordinary personul ‘II)P carance ;~—a huge bun-
gle ‘c;f keys at his eg, and a lamp in his

and.

Camp. Dougal, you have not forgotten me?
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' iDr.mg. De’il a bit—de’il a bit !——W hereshall I go?
What shall I do for ye ?—Qigh! it’slang since she has
seen you.

Frank. She!—she seen him !—Is it then a female to
whom 1 am conducted ? or, is it merely the dialect of

Jhis country, in which that animal expresses himself?
*(As Frank says this apart, Campbell speaks to Dou-
gal, ard points to his Companion.)

Doug. To besure she will, with all her heart, with
all her soul! but what will come o’ye, if the Bailies

»should call, or the Captain should wake ?

Camp. Fear nothing, Dougal ; your hands shall nc-
ver draw a bolt upon me.

Doug. She would hack ’em off at the elbows first.

Camp. Then dispatch!

Poug, Wi’ all her soul!—(He trims his Iam%,
and beckons Frank, who perceiving Campbell does not
Jollow,—pauses. )

Franl:.-«do you not go with us?

Camp. 1t is unnecessary,—my company might be
inconvenient. I had better remain, and secure our
retreat -—Iloge no time !—(Frank and Dougal go off,
L.0~—Campbell, r.1.)

SCENE V1.—A Cell in the Tolbooth.—(A Pallet
Bed, n.us.E. with a person reposing in il.—A
small Table and Chair, L.H S.E.

DovcawL opens p.¥.L.H. and advances, followed by
Franx.

Frank. I cannot suppose he means tobetray me ;—

Nt ’tis strange. ,
;_)ol;;'. ('%um'ng looked towards the bed.)—She’s
Tsleep!

Frank. She! who? . o )
Doug. Gentlemen’stospeak wi’ her. (Rousing the
Y/ . .
Y we:n) Ey! what!—Oh dear! (Owen pops his
. N T B .

A
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head, adarned with a red night-cap, from beneath the
clothes, just as Frank has eagerly advanced.)

Frank, Owen! (Pausing in surprise.)

Owen. Tlltell you what, Mr, Dugwell, orwhatever
your name may be, thesum-total ofthe amount is this ;
—if my patural rest is to be broken in upon in this
manaucr, I’ll complain to the Lord Mayor. t

Doug. Ugh!—Cha neil Sassenach. [+Exzit, p.r.L.H.

Frank. Owen!

Owen. Ey!~Oh dear! have they caught you too!
—then our last hope fails, and the account is closed. .

Frank., Do not ﬁg so much alarmed ;—all may not
be so bad as you expect. ( Owen rises.)

Owen. O, Mr. Frank! we are gonc! Osbaldistone
and Co. Crane-Alley, London, is no longer a firm!
I think notbing of myself! I am amere cypher ;—but
you! that were your father’s sum-total, as I may say;
—his Omnium ! that might have been the first man in
the first house in the first city, to be shut up in a nasty
Scotch jail.—QOh dear! :

Frank. 1 am no prisoner, my good friend, though

"I can scarcely account for my being in such a place at
such a time.

Owen. Not a prisoner! Heaven be gracious to us!
—But what news this will be upon *Change !

Frank. Cease these lamentations, and let me know
the cause of your being here.

Quwen. It'ssoon told, Mr. Frank. When I disclos-
ed my business to Messrs. M¢Vittic and M¢Fin, instead
of instant assistance, they demanded instant security:
and as I am liable, being a small partner in our House,
they made oath that I meditated departing this realm,
and had recourse to a summary process of arrest an
imprisonment, which it seems the law here alloy's,
ang,—-bere I am !—Oh dear! . e

Frank. Why did you net apply to our other Cor-
respondent, Mr. Nicol Jarvie?

. Owen. What, the cross-grained crabstock in' the
IBalt-market? 'Twould have been of no use. You
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niiftht as well ask a brokerto give you up his per cent-
age, as expect a favour from E;m without the per con-
tra, O, Mr. Frank ! this is all your doing | but 1 beg
pardon for saying so to you in your distress.

* Enter CaAwpBELL hastily, and DouGAL, D.F. L.H.

" Doug. Ohonearie! O hone a rie!—what'll she
do now?—It’s my Lord Provost, and the Bailies, and
the Guard !—hide yoursclf behind the bed ;—the Cap-
tain has opened the wicket !

" Camp Lend me your pistols :——yet it’s no matter, I
can do without them :—whatever you see, take no heed
—do not mix your hand in another man’s quarrel.—
(To Frank.)—[Ezit Dougal, p.r.Lu.]—I must
manage as I can. (Seats himself on the table.)

Enter MaT11E, followed by BarLik NicoL JARVIE,
D.F.L.H,

Bailie. ( Looking back.) T’ll call when I want you,
Stanchells. Dougal shall make all fast, or I’ll make
him fast, the scoundrel! A bonniething, and beseesa-
ing, that I should be kept at the door half an hour,
knocking as hard to get into jail, as any body else
would to get out on’t! How’s this 2=—(Seein Camﬁ-
hell and Frank.)—Strangers in the Tolbooth after lock-
up hours! Kcep the door locked, you Dougal : —1'll
soon talk to these gentlemen: but I must first have a
crack with an old acquaintance.—Ah! Mr. Owen,
how’s all with you, Mr, Owen? )

i Qwen. Pretty well, in body, Mr. Jarvie, I thank
u, but sore aglicted' in spirit. :
aifie. Ay, ay, we are all subject to downfalls, as
nyYather, the Deacon, used to say—¢“Nick,” said he,
k& name was Nicol, as well as mine, so the folks call-
*d us Young Nick and Old Nick!)—¢ Yeung Nick,”
said he, ¢ never put out yotir arm farther than-you can
Iraw it easily back again.” C
~ Owen. You need not have called these things to my
memory, in such a situation, Mr, Nicol Jarvie.
B2"
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. Bailie. What! do you think I came out at such*:
time o’night, to tell a zzlling man of his backslidings
-~No :=+that’s not Bailie Jarvic's way, nor his worthy
father’s, the Decacon, afore him. I 'soon discovered
what lodgings your friends had provided you, Mr.
Owen ;-—but give us your list, man, and let us see how
things stand between us while I yest iy shanks. Mat-
tie, hold the lantern.—(Taking Papers from.Owen.
and sitting at the corner of the gcd.—-Dougal @
watch at the door.—Campbell moves towards it, mak-
ing o sign to Frank.) ‘

Camp. Say riothing = (In a low tone.,

Buailie. Ey! look to the door there, you Douga
creature ;—let me hear you lock it, and kecp watcl
on the outside. (

Owen. There, sir, you'll find the balance. i
the wrong column—(or us—but you’ll please to con-
sider—

Buailie. 'There’s no time to consider, Mr, Owen—
’tis plain you owe me money; but I can’t, for thesou!
of me, see how you’ll clear it off by snoring-herein the
Tolbooth! Now, sir, if you.won’t fly the country.
you shall be at liberty in the morning.

Owmen. O, sir! O, Mr, Jarvie!

Builie.I’'m a careful man as any in the Salt-market.
and I'm a prudent man, as my father the Deacon, goo
soul! was before me ;—but rather than that doublc.
faced dog, M‘Vittie, shall keep an honest, civil gen.
tleman by the heels, I’il he your bail myself !—1"Il b
your bail.—(Owen goes up to him in raptures, bu.
fails in his attempt to speak.)—There, you’ve saic
enough ! but in the name of misrule, how got ye cor
panions ?—Gi’ me the light, Mattie.—(He catchesfs
fram her, and holding it lowards Campbell, wh() .
seated calmly en the table, starts back.)—Ey! ¥4
conscience i—it’simpossible ;—and yet I’m clean bam-
baized :=~why, you robber! you Cateran! you cheat-

the-gallows rogue! A
ifa:m. Bless me! it’s nﬁ'good friend, Mr. Camp-

éll; a very-honest man, My, Jarv

'
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Bailie. Honest!—My conscience !'—You in the
Glasgow Tolbooth !— W hat d’ye think’s the value of
your head 2 (To Cumpbell.)

Camp. Umph ! why, fairly weighed ;—one Provost,
four Bailies, a town ‘lerkgl and six Deacons!

"+ Bailie. Deacons! Was there ever such aborn devil !
but, tell over your sins, for, if I say the word—

Cgmp. True, Bailie; but you never will say that
word. ‘

Bailie. And why not,—why not, sir?

Camp. For three sufficient reasons :—first, for auld
lang syne ;—Secondly, foy the good wife, that made
some mixture of our iloods ;—and last, Bailie Jarvie,
because if I'saw any sign of your betraying me, 1'd
plaister that wall with your brains, ere the hand of
man could rescue you. . -

Builie. (Clapping his hand to his head.) My con-
science !—Well, well, it would be quite as unpleasant
for me to have my head knocked about, .as it would
be discreditable to string up a kinsman ia‘a hempen
cravat !—but, if it hadn’t becn yourself, I'd have grip-
ped the best man in the Highlands.

Camp. Y ou'd have tried, Bailie.

Bailie. And who the devil’s this ?~—(T'o Frank; who
is R.H.)—another hanest man?

Owen, This, $ood sir, is Mr, Francis Osbaldistone.

. _Bailie. O, I’ve heard o’the spark ! run-away from
his father, in pure dislike to the labonr an honest man
should live by.—Waell, sir, what do you say to .your
handy-workg R

Frank. My dislike of the commercial profession,

Mr. Jarvie, is a feeling of which I am the best, and
yole jndge. . .

) Owen. O dear! - (Holds up his hands.)
*" Camp. 1ts manfully spoken! and I honour the lad
for his contempt of weavérs and spinners, and all such
mechanical persons.—( Ml ere Owen goes to-bed again.)

Bailie. W eavers and spinners imﬁed t—I'm a wea-
ver and spinner, and who better3- Will all your an-
cestry tell where Hashleigh is, or.all your deep oaths

B3 .
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and drawn dirks procure Mr. Frank five thousand
pounds to answer the bills which fall due in ten days?

Frank. Ten days! is the time so near? I may then
have recoiirse—( Frank hus drawn out the letter, open-
ed it, and an enclosure falls from the envelope ;~—the
‘Bailie catches it up.) B

Buailie. My conscience !—for Rob Roy !

Frank. Rob Rey!

. (Campbell instantly snatchs the letter.)

Bailie. As I’'m a Bailie, there were ten thousand,
chances against its coming to hand.

Frark, You are too hasty, sir; I was not, in this
instance, desirous of your interference.

Camp. Make yourselfeasy! Diana Vernon has more
friends than you know of.

Frank. Is it possible! is the fate of a being so
amiable, involved in that of a man of such desperate
fortunes and character ? ’

Camp. (Having read aside.) So, Rashleigh sent
these papers to the Highlands. It’s a hazardous game
she has given me to play, but I’ll not baulk ker.—Mr.
Osbaldistone, you must visit me in the glens ; and, cou-
sin, if you dare venture to shew him the way, and eat
a leg of red deer venison with me, I'll pay the two
hundred pounds I owe you; and youn can leave Mr.
Owen the while to do the best he can in Glasgow.

Buailie. Say no more, Robin ;—say no more !—hut
you must guarantee me safc home again to the Salt-
mal’ket- ‘ :

Camp. There’s my. thumb ;—I'll ne’er beguile you ;
—but I rqust be going ‘~—the air of Glasgow Tolbooth
is not over wholesome for a Highlander’s constitution. /

Bailie. 0! that I should be aiding and abetting an’
escape from justice! it:will be a disgrace to me, any
mine, and the memory of my father, for ever! -

Cmﬁm hout, man?! when the dirt’s dry it
will Migvout.— Your fither cduld-look over a friend’s
faulfsyand why-not your father’s son
- :i3alie. -So-he could, Robin;—he was a good man
lidaldencon ;—you remember him, Rob ?
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" Camp. Tyoth, do I! he was a weaver, and wrought
my first pair of hose. »

Bailie. Take care his son doesn’t weave your last
cravat!—You’ve a long craig for a gibbet, Robl—
But, where’s that Dougal creature ?

- Camp. If he is the lad 1 think hii, he has not wait-
cd your thank’s for his share of this night’s work.
aidie. W hat, gone! left me and Mattie locked up
in jail for all-night !—1'l hang the Highland devil as
high as Haman.

Camp. When you catch him.—But-—see—(Frank
and Mattie have hastened lo the door, and find it open.)
—He knew an open door might serve me at a pinch.

Bailie. Stanchells, let this stranger out—he—he’s a
friend o’mine !

€amp. Fare ye well! be carly with me at Aberfoil.

¢ Now, open your gate, and lel me go free,
I dare napstay longer in bonny Dun%e‘ef.‘"
, ' [Exit, v.F.L.11.
Bailie. So that Dougal creature was an agent of
Rob’s. 1 should’n’t wonder if he has one in every
jail in Scotland.— Well, I have done things this night,
that my father the Deacon, rest be with him! would
not ha' believed ! but there’s balm in Gilead.—(Going
to the bed-side.)—Mr. Owen, 1 hope to see you at
breakfast.—Eh! why the man’s fast {— (Owen snores.)
Frank. And the sooner we depdrt, and follow his
example, sir, the better ;—it must be near midnight.
Bailie. Midnight! Well, Mattie shall light you
home, biit no tricks;—none of your London;—no,
now I think again, 'l sce you home myself.
(St. Mungo's clock strikes twelve.)

FINALE:
Frank, BaiLig JARVIE, waait, &Ancnnnns,
.and MATTIE. \

Frank. Hark! hark! now from St. Mungo's lower
The bell proclaims the midwight hour,
9 ' Bome!

' B4
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Mattie. And thro’ the city far and near, *
From the spire and turret now I hear,

Bome!
Both.  Ere yet the first vibration dies,
Each iron tongue of time replies,
: Bome! -
Owen, Aygh!

Bailie. Hark! hark! from Mister Owen’s noe,
A cadence deep ! a dying close,

Bome!
Owen. E & Augh!
re yet, &c.
ﬁ;:t"kh ail {Ere éct the first vibration dies,
' * \His nasal organ quick replies,
. Bome !
Ouwen. Augh!

Bless me! every way I'm undone.
1 did not dream of being here ;

But snug in sweet Crane Alley, London,
And stocks were up, and 1—O dear !

ALL.
Frank. we )
Bail. & Home, home, {yo u}muat nolonger stay,
Mat. J § For soon }m'll peep the morning light.
el us ' come, comey
Nm{pray malcc} haste go,’go, } g

Ow. & L
Stan. } Farewell at once, and at once good night.

o[ Ezeunt Frank, Bailie, Mattic, and Stanch.,
D.F.L.H.—( Owen relires to-bed again.)

END OF ACT 1.
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ACT 11

SCENE L.—The College Yard, or Walking Grounds
at Glasgow.

Enter RAsHLEIGI OSBALDISTONE, L.H.G.R. M¢ViT-
TIE,' and JonsoN rather behind him, as waiting
his instructions :—he walks rapidly, twrns, and
pauses.

Rash. Gualbraith and Stuart are in the neighbour-
hood of Aberfoil. Good !—W hen did Captain Thorn-
ton march ?

Job. Yesterday morning, sir.

Rash. Umph! you are certain that order for the
:]n'rest of those two persuns I described, was given to

him ? .

Job. 1 delivered it mysel( into his own hands, sir.

Rash. Mr. M¢Vittie! '

M¢Vit. (Advancing.) Mr. Rashleigh.

Rash. You committed Mr. Owen to prison, you
say ;—is he there now?

M Vit. He is. ~ .

Rash. If my cousin, Mr. Fraucis Osbaldistone, fol-
lows him to Glasgow, instantly enforce the warrant, of
which Jobson has a duplicate.

MVit. 1tshall be done, you may depend on it, sir.

Rash. 'Tis of importance to keep him out of the
way ;—that man is a basilisk in my sight, and has been
an insurmountable barrier to my ({earcst hopes! Now,

1 sir, a parting word;—if you breathe a syllable to any
%human being of the business which the government has
entrusted to my direction, before the blow is struck

“which must counteract the intended rising in the High-

" lands, you share the destiny of the rankest rebel among
them.—( M Vittie bows.)—As to the papers which I
forwarded to M‘Gregor, ere long they shall be again in

- m ion, and himself in your custody.—Jobson,
wiat hourisit? - [ Exit M*Vittic, 1.1,
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Job. Not yet five, sir. ,

Rash. That’s. well: we have no time before us.
Make yourself ready, and be well armed.

Job. Armed !—~There’s noretreating ; but if I had
known I was to have used any weapon but the sword,
of Justice, I’d never have given her scales into his:
hands. . (Apart.)

- Rash. Leaveme! [ Exit Jobson, L.1.]~=MGregor
is by this time in the Highlands, He stiil believes me
faithful to the cause I have hitherto so ardently encou-
raged.and assisted ; and those papers(which I nowre-
gret having committed to his care) will at least serve
to-aid the delusion. Cursed infatuation! yet I repine
not, for I have the power to check the gaze of cunning,
probe all hearts, and watch the varying cheek ; linked
with success, it moulds each other’s weakness to 'y
will ;——such it hath been, and such it shall be now !—
Rejected by her 1 loved, scorned by him I would have
served,—theyshall at lcast find the false friend and the
renegade knows how to resent such insults.—Ah!

Enter Frank OspaALDISTONB, R.H.—~(Rashleigh
starts, but instantly recovers himself.)

Frank. You are well met, sir.

Rask. 1.am shd to hear it.—(dside,)—I}e’s earlier
than 1 expected; but Mr. M¢Vittie is prepared.

Frank. 1 was about to take a long -and doubtful
Joumney in quest of you. . - .

Rash. Y ou know little of him you sought then. I'm
easily found by my friends, still more easily by my foes :
—in which am I to .class Mr. FrancisOshaldistone ?

Frank. o that of your foes, sir, your mortal foes!
unless you instantly dojustice to my father, by account-
ing for his propertlyl'. . - -7

Rash. . And to whom am I, a memberofyour father’s
commereial establishment; to'be compelled b give an
gucoynt of my proceedings? Surely, not to a young
s, whose exquisite taste. for. literature would
br,sngh discussions disgusting: and- unintelligible.
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Frank. Your sncer, sir, is no answer ; you shall ac-
company me to a magistrate.

Rash. Be it so ;—yet,—no—were I inclined to do
as you would have me, you should soon feel which of
s had most reason to dreud the presence of a mugis.
trate ; but [ have no wish to accelerate your fate.
Go, young man; amuse yourself in your world .of
poeticdl imaginations, and leave the business of life to
those who understand, and can cenduct it.

. Frank. This tonc of calm insolence shall not avail
you ‘! the name we both bear, never yet submitted to
insult, . :

Rash. Right! right! you remind me, that it was
dishonoured in my person ; and you remind sne also by
whom !—Think you 1 have forgotten that blow,—ne-
ver to be washed-out, but by blood! For the various
times you have crossed my path, and always to my pre-
judice ;—for the persevering folly with which you
seek to traverse schemes, the importance of which you
neither know, not are capable of estimating,—you
owe me a long account! and fear not, there s all
come an early day of reckoning.

Frank. Why not the present? Do your schemes or
your safety require delay ?

Rash. You may trample on the harmless worm,
but, pause; ere you rouse the slumbering venom of the
folded snake. ,

Frank. 1 will not be trifled with.

Rash. T had other views respecting yon;. but,
enough. — Receive now the chastisement of your
boyish insolence—( They draw, and at the moment
their swords cross, McGregor rushes forward from
‘L.H.U.8. and beats down their guard.)

Camp. Hold'! stand off!

Rash. M‘Gregor! | ‘

Camp. By the hand of my father, the.first man that
strikes, B! cleave him td the brisketr(To Frok.)—
Think you to establish your. father’g:credit. by cutting
your kinsman’s thioat? Or do yaur(To Rash.)—
unagine men will trust their lives and fortunes, and a

"reat political intcrest, wi‘t;h one that brawls about
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like & drunken Gillie? Nay, never look grim, or gash
at me, man!—If you're angry, turn the buckle of
your belt behind you !

Rash. You on my present situation, or

would y dave to interfere where my honour
18 conoernad.

Camp. Presume #—And what for shonld it be pre-
suming? Ye may be the richer man, Mr. Osbaldis-
tone, as is most likely, and ye may be the morc
learned man, which I dispute not ;—but you are nei-
ther a better or a braver man than myselt;—and it
will be news to me, indeed, when 1 hear you are half
80 good !—And dare tooi dare !—Hout, tout {—
much daring there is about it.

Rash. (Aside.) What devil broaght him here to

mar a plan so well devised ? I must lure him to the toils.
Camf. ‘What say you ?
Rash. My kinsman will acknowledge he forced this
on me. I'mglad we were interrupted before 1 chas-
tised -his insolence too severely.—The quarrel was
none of my secking.

Camp. Well then, walk with me,~I have news for
you,

Frank. Pardon me, I will not lose sight of him, till
he has done justice to my father.

Camp. Would you bring two on your head instead
of one?

Frank. Twenty ! rather than again neglect my dnt?'.

Rash. You hear him, MGregor !-:ﬁs it my fault,
that he rushes dn his fate ?—The warrants are out !

Camp. Warrants! curses on all such instruments !
the plague of poor old Scotland for this hundred year
—but, come on’t what will, I’ll never consent to his’
}:ging hurt, that stands up for the father that begot

im.

Rash. Indeed !

Cally. My conscience will hot let me.

Raeh. Your conscience! M¢Giregor !

p. Yes, my conscicnce, vir ; 1 have such a thing
m; ;-f-that, at least, is one advantage you can-
o1,
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Rash. Yon forget how long you and I have known
each other.

Camp. If you know what 1 am you know what
usage made me what 1 am; and however yon may
think, 1 would not change with the proudest of the
‘oppressors that have driven me to take the hcather-
bush for a shelter.  What you are, and what excuse
you have for being what you are, lies between your
heart and the long day.

Rash. . (Aside.) Can M‘Gregor suspect ?—has
M+Vittie betrayed 2 : &,

Camp. Leave me, I say! you are more in danger
from a magistrate than he is.—~And were your causc
as straight as an arrow, he'd find a way to warp it.—
(Frank has persisted in not leaving Rashle[iéz, and is
withheld by Campbell.)—Take your way, Rashleigh !
—make one pair of legs worth two pair of hands.—
You have done that before now.

Rash. Cousin, you may thank this gentleman, if 1
leave any part of my debt to you unpaid ! and I quit
you now, but in the hope that we shall soun meet again,
without the possibjlity of interruption. [ Exit, v.u.

Camp (ds Frank struggles to follow.) As I live
by bread; you are as mad as he! Would you follow
the wolf to his den 2—( Pushes Frank back. )—Come,
come, be cool ! ’tis me you must look to for that you
seek ! Keep aloof from Rashleigh, and that pettifog-
ging Justice-Clerk, Johson! above all, from M*Vittie!
—Make the best of your way to Aberfoil :—and, -by
the word of a M‘Gregor, I will not sedfyon wronged !
—Remember the Clachan of Aberfoil!—(Campbell
shakes the hand of Frank with great cordiality, and
Exeunt, 1..4.)

SCENE IL.— The library at Osbaldistone Hall.—(4
knocking heard without.

Enler 8t® Freprrick VERNON m the Pannel,
 L.H. with haste aud agdation.

Sir F. 1 was not mistaken ;=-it is the private
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door.—(Knocking repeated, 1.n.)—Martha! Mar-
tha! 1 dread the purport of this unexpected visit ;—
yet, what should 1 fear? Martha!

. Enter MARTHA, R.H.

Martha. 1 come! I come! bless me, -P’m all in ¢
tremble !

Sir F. Is Diana in the next apartment ?

Martha. Yes, truly, and full of wonder and appre-
hension. % :

Sir F. Hasle, and observe the a pearance of this
person. Question, but do not'admit Elm till 1 know his
crrand.—[ Exit Martha, 1. 5.]—Can it be Campbell :
—Rashleigh?—No! perhaps a courier from the Ear
of Mar.—My hopes, my existence bangs upon a thread!
cither Scotland hes her rights restored, or I have neo.
thing more to do with life !—Well !

Re-enter MarTHA, with a letter, v.1.

Martha. A gentleman,—a cavalier,—a—I know
not what to call him ;—this, he said, would speak for
him.—(Giving a letter, which Sir Frederick opens,
and reads with tation.)—And well it can, for hc
had scaygely breéth to say, ¢ Deliver that1” when he
put_spui¥to his panting steed, and dashed from the
wicket as if he had seen a warlock or a witch, instead
of 4 decent loojging lassie.

Sir F. Betrayed! - ruined ! lost ! — Desire my
daughter to attend me.—[ Ezit' Martha, ».u.]—0O
villain, vitlain! T had suspicions, but little did I expect
so sudden, so fatal a confirmation! This ill-advised
confidence in Rashicigh has ruined all. To yield, or
to be taken now, were but te lay our heads upon the
block. But ’tis yet too strong a cause to be abapdoned
for the breath of a traitor’s tale! Promptifs and
decision ofien restore to health and vigour that which

air would leave hopelessly to perish': I must hasten
sutly to the Highlands. &f our friends there are as
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weak as some are false, but one course remains ;—an
immediate escape to France.

Enter Diana, r.1.

Diana. Dear sir, what means this unusual sum-
mons? .

Sir'F. Diana, our perils are now at the utmost;
you must accompany and share them with me.

Diana. Willingly !

Sir F. Contempa;te the dangers which surround
us with firmness and resolution ! rely on the justice of
heaven and the unshaken constancy of your own mind.

Diana. 1 have been taught endurance, and will not
shrink from it. 'What 1 have borne for your sake, 1
cafh bear again!—But the ciuse ?—Some political
secret ? 8

Sir F. Yes; which your late rejection of Rash-
leigh for a husband, has induced him to betray—con--
trary to the oath by which he bound himself. But pre-
pare instantly for your departure.

Diane. W hither to go?

Sir I'. First to the Highlands: 1 must endeavour
to sce M‘Giregor :—youshall know more when I have
made my own arrangements.—1 will relieve the dis-
tresses of your cousin, Francis, if possible: but the
solemn contract that has bound me to Rashleighy leaves
the convent your whole ‘and sole resource, unless, in-
deed, you renounce the creed in which you have been
educated. 0

Diana. Forsake the faith of my gallant fathers! I
would as soon, were 1 a man, forsake their banners
when the tide of war pressed hardest, and tarn, like a
hireling recreant, to join its encmies !—(Sir Frederick
clasps her with transpoyt to his bosom, and exil,
D.F.L.H.)— Y es, when the gathering cry is heard upon
the hil%ere’s not a ldssie but will share her hqro's
danger, “and thus sing the praisc of her gallant High-

landman :—
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-SONG.—Diana.
(The Words by Burns.)

A Highland Lad my love was born,
The Lowland Laws he held. in scorn ;
Baut he still wns faithful to his clan,
My gallant braw Jokn Highlardman.

. Sing hey, my braw John Hiihltmdmam,
Sing ho, my braw Fohn Highlandman ;
There’s not @ man in &' the clan,

ar match wi’ my braw Highlandman.
With his bonnet blue, and tartan plaid,
And good claymore down by his side,
The ladies’ hearts he did trepan,
My gallant braw John Highlandman.
Sing hey, &. . [ Eait, ..

SCENE WL—Interior of Jean M‘Alpine's Hur,
in the 'Village of Aberfoil. ~Turf-fire, with
branches of dry wovd.—A door, composed of
hasket-work, in lien of plank.— Two square holes
by way of winklows ; one stuffed with o plaid, the
otkemt}z a taftered great-coat.

At an oak table, pear the fire, sits Major Galbraith
of the Lennox troopers.—M-Stuart, of the High-
land Infantry, wéaring the jrews, which disiin-
guish him from Allan, another Highlander. 1In
one corner lies a Highlander asleep, his sword and
targel near him. T - “y
M¢Stuart. ' Enough! "efongh!  Galbraith,—1'li

drink joy quart of usquebagli, or brandy, yith any

o u¢kwe lilz.y'e work in haud, just now, and had

ook to ity . \ L

%lb, Hout, man! meat and mess never yet hin-
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dered work ! had it been my directing instead of this
Rish—Rash—what’s the Saxon’s naunc ?

M:Stuart. Have a care, Galbraith.—( Pointing to

the sleeper.)—Don’t let the brandy be too Lold for
your brain,
* Galb. 1 say the garrison, and our troopers, with
@aptain Thorpton’s:party, could have taken Rob Roy
without bringing you from the Glens to Aberfoil here.
—There’s the hand that should lay him on the green,
and never ask astlighlander for help.

Allan. Come, come, 'tis time we were going.

Galb. Going! why, tis here Thornton was appointed
to meet us; besides, mind the old saw,—< 1{’s a bauld
moon, quoth Benn¥gnsk,-m_mother pint,quoth Leslie.”
—We'll not start tili we’ve finished it. (Rises.)

SONC_?.*—-GALBRAuu.

A famous man is Robin Hood,
The English ballad-singer’s joy ;
But Scotland has a thief as -—
She has her bold Rob Roy'!
A dauntless heart M*Gregor shews,
Ard wond’rous h and stret'zfﬂu of arm;;
He long has quell’d his Highland foes, -
" And kept s friends from harm.
Chorus.—A famous ma;% &e.

His daring mood protects him still,
For this—the robber's simple plan,
That they should take—who have the will,
And they should keep—who can.
And while Rob Roy is free to rove,
In summer’s hedt winter’s snows ;
The cagle he is lord above,
And Rob is lord below.
Chorus.—d famous man, &e. . ’
* The words of this Sotg'm varied, for the purpose of hein

4et to Music, from the first lines of & Poem by Wordsworth, cal
Rob Roy's Grave.”
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JEAN MCALPINE is heard in loud czpostulation with
Frang Ossarvistone and the Bainie. The
party look round ungrily, and then at each other
with surprise.—The sleeper raises his head, and
discovers the features of Dougal.— He secures his
sword and target, and resumes his posilion as the
new comers enter, L.H.

Jean. Indeed, gentlemen, my house is taken up wi’
them that will not like to be intruded on.
B Frank. But, my good woman, we are dying with
unger. ' ‘
aélie. Starving ! Six-heurssince I tasted a morsel,
except the roungh, tough legs of an old moorcock.
Crosses to R.u. near the fire.)
Jean. You'd better go farther than fare worse.
Bailie. T've other eggs upon the spit.—I’ll not stir,
woman,
Jean. Well, well ; - a-wilfal man must bave his way.
—~But I wash my handson’t. : o
Frank. I must make the best apology I can to your
guests, but as they are so few, I hope little will be re-
uired for adding two more to their company.—[ Exit
ean M*Alpine, L.1.]—(The Bailie has turned up ¢
meal-tub, and seated himself wery composedly near

thtgFre.) -
alb. You make yoursclf at home, sir !
. Sg'o the Bailie, who-logks up.)
Frank. We usually do, sir—( Advaneing.Y-—when
we enter a house of eptertainment. - ‘ :
Bailie. Pray, gentlemen, don’t be angry ;—~we are
oi:lxlly bits of Glatgow bodics, travelling to get in some
siller, - B R
M¢Stuart. Did you not seg biy the white wand at
the door, that, the publie-house was occtipied ?
Frank. The white wand I—1 do not pretend to un-
derstand the ctistoms of ‘this*country, but I am yet to
learn how thréé persons should be entitled to exclude
all other travelers from the only place of shelter and
Jefreshment for miles roung.
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Bailie. There is no reason for it, gentlemen ;-«we
mean no offence, and if a stowp of brandy will make
* up the quarrel —
Galb. Damn your brandy!
Bailie. That’s civil ! you seem to have had too much
Jalready, to jud‘%;: bX your manners.

M:Stuart. We desire neither your brandy nor your
company.,

Galh. 1f ye be &_retty men, draw.—({ Unsheaths his
sword ;—Allan, M*Stuart, and Frank do the same.)

Bailie. (Starts up.) I am neither a pretty man, nor
have I any thing to draw; but, by the soul of my fa-
ther, the i')eacon, T’ll not take a blow without giving
a thrust !—(Runs to the fire, and seizes a red-hot po-
ker.)—So, he that likes it, has it!

« (As they make a till ol each other, Dougal
starts up, and darts between the Bailic and
M¢Stuart.) )

Doug. Her own self his eaten the town-bread

o' Glasgow, and she’ll fight for Bailie Jarvie at Aber-.
foil ;—troth, will she!

Allan. Hold! hold! the quarrel's not mortal—
and .the genilemen have given reasonable satisfuc-
tion.

Bailie. I’m glad td hear it.

Galb. Well, well, as the gentlemen have shewn
themselves men of onour— :

M¢Stuart. Butsaw ever any bod;\a decent gentle-
man fight wi’ a fircbrand before ?—Figh! my bonnie
pladdie smells like a singed shecp’s head !

Buailie. Let that be no hinderance to good fellow-
ship; there’s.always a plaister for a broken head :—if
I've burnt your pladdie, I can mend it with a new
one ;~—Im a weaver. .

M:Stuart, But the next time you fight, let it be
~with your sword, and not fike a wild Indian.

Bailie. My consciencel every man must do as he
can ;—]1 was obliged to grip at the first thing that
f_gﬂ‘ered, and as I'm & ‘Bailic, I wouldn’t wish a better.
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Galh. Come, fill a brimmer! let's dvink, and agree”
like honest fellows!

(Frank and Galbiaith have paused al the inler-
Jerence of Dougal, who leaves the hut during
the parley, unnoticed.— G albraith then turns
to the table, after sheathing hic sword.-—-
Frank does the same, and the Bailic replaces
the poker.) .

Bailie. Well, now 1 find there’s no hole in my
wame, I sha’n’t be the worse for putting somcthing,
into it.

(Seats himself.—Hc and Galbraith and Allan
comverse aparl.—drdrew, with a letter in his
hand, ap/)cars at v.F.L.M. terrified for fear
of intruding.— Frank beckons him forward.)

Ard. I’'m an honest lad, sir,—1 would not part
with your honour lightly ;—but, the—the—the—rcad
that!

Frank. 'Tis from Campbell l—(Reads.)—< There
are hawks abroad, and I cannot meet you at Aberfoil,
as intended. The bearer is faithful, and may be
trusted ; he will guide lz/ou to a place where we shall
be safe, and free to look after certain affairs, in which
T hope to be your guidance.

“ Ropert M‘Grecor CamparrL.”

Hawks! he means the government forces.—From
whom did yon receive this?

And. From a Highland devil wi’ red hair—that—
that—(Andrew perceives Dougal’s head at the win-
dow, L.H.)

Frank. Have the horses saddled, and be ready at a
minute’s notice.—( Dougal, sulisfied that the lellc)
has been read, disappears.)

And. De’it be in my feet if L stir a toe’s length fin-
ther;—io gang into Rob Roy’s country, is a mere-
tempting o’Providence, .

vank., Wait without! one way ot other I will de-

tgrine speedily. [ Ezit Andrew, 1..11..



MACGREGOR. 45

Bailie. Let Glasgow flourish!—I’ll hear no lan-
guage offensive to the Duke of Argyle, and the name

~ of Campbell ;—remember the poker.—My conscience !

-

—I say, he’s a credit to the country, and a friend to
our town and trade ! (They all rise.)

. Galb. Ah! there’ll be a new world soon.— We

shall have no Campbells cocking their bonnets so high,
and protecting thieves and murderers, to harry and
spoil betier men, and more loyal clans!

Bailie. More loyal clans, 1 grant you ;—but no bet-
ter men.

Galh. No! (Laying his hand on his sword- )

Frank. Pray, gentlemen, do not.renew your quar-
rel :—in a few moments we part company.

M<Stuart. That’s true; why shonld we make hot
blopd ? But we are plagucd and harried here, sir, with
meetings, to put down Rob Roy! 1 have chased the
M:Gregor, sir, like a red deer {~had him at bay,—
and still the Duke of Argyle gives him shelter ;—it’s
enough to make oue mad !—but I'd give something to
be as near him as I have beep.

Bailie. You'll forgive m’ﬁ‘i’or speaking my mind ;—
but it’s my thought, you’d ha’ given the best button
in your bunnet to have been as far away from Rob Roy
as you are now —My conscience ! my hot poker would
have been notliing to his claymore.

M¢Stuart. A word more o’the poker, and by my
soul, VIl make you eat your words, and a handful
o'cold steel— ' .

Frank. Come, come, gentlemen, let-us be all friends

- here; and drink to all friends far away.

© SONG—Franx.
(The W ard&\b'_y; Bur'{zs.)
Should auld ;léqqaintqnce,{z:;;.forgoz,
And mﬁ ‘brought to mind 2
at

Should: atld'ricquaintance be fargot,
And days o’lang syne 2
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- For auld lang syne, my friends,
For auld lang syne,
We'll tak’ a cup o' kindness yet,
For guld lung syne.

_Cho. For auld lang syne, &c.

An’ here’s a hand, my trusty friend,
An gi’e's a hand o’thine,

An’ we'll toom the stowp to friendship’s growth,
An days o’ lang syne.

Cho. For quld lang syne, &c.

An’ surely yowll be ourlpint stow
An’ sure _z Ll be 'zu'ne 3 P
An’ we’ll tak’ a right gude willy-wacht,
For auld lang syne.

Cho. For auld lang syue, &ec.
(4 Brum heard without.)

Enter JEAN MCALPINE, in alarm, L.H.D.F. ~
Jean, The red coats! the red coats!
Enter CartaiN THORNTON, L.H.D.F.

Capt. T. You, sir, I supﬁ)ge, are Major Galbraith,
of the squadron of Lennox Militia? And these are the
two Highland gentlemen whom I was appointed to
rnecte;;gg.;gis place? . - C ™ Ibe
/. You are right, sir; Captain Thornton, 1 be-

lic?; ~ Will you mﬁe some refreshment ?

apt. T. 1 thank you, none: I am late, and desir-
ous to make up time. I have orders to search for, and
arrest two persous guilty of treasonable practicgs. Do
these gentlemeni belong to mrpﬂy? . i

B el .dmoit;-—tr;ve  sir; lowful trpvellers,
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Capt T. My instructions are, to place under arrest,
n clderly, and a young person ;—you answer the de-
tription.

ailie. Me! take care what you say, sir; take care
vhat you say !—It shall not {)e your red coat, nor
sur laced hat, that shall protect you, if you put any
firont on me !—Y’ll convene you 1n an action of scan.
lal and fulse imprisonment.—1’m a free burgess, and
magistrate;—Nicol Jarvie is my name, so was my
ather’s afore me.—I’'m a Bailie, be praised for the
onour, and my father was a Deacon.

Galb. True enough; his father was a prick-eared
ar, and fought against the kini at Bothwell Brigg.

Bailie. My father paid what he ought, and what he
muﬁnt, Major Galbraith ;—since I know you, Major
sulbwaith ; and was an honester man than ever stood
ipon your clumsy shanks,—Major Galbraith.

Capt T. 1 have no time to attend to all this And
‘ou, sir, what may be your name ? (To Frank.)

Frank. Francis Osbaldistone. .

Capt. T. What! a son of Sir Hildebrand ?

Bailie. No, sir; son to a better man :—the great
Villiam Osbaldistone, Crane-alley, London, as Mr.
)wen has it.

‘apt. T. 1 am afraid, sir, your name onlg increases
he suspicions against you, and lays me under the 1fe-
wssity of demanding your papers.

Frank. 1 have none to surrender.

Capt. T. What is that now in your breast?

Frank, O ! to this you are welcome ;—(Gliving it.)
—yet it may endanger—I have done wrong.—

' (Aside,)

Capt. T. *Tis confirmed ! here 1 find you in writ-
en communication with the outlawed robber M‘Gre-
o,
et Strap oo to the next tréc

“Stuart. Strap 'em todhe nex i

Bailie. Gently, kind gentlemen, I beseech you ;—

here’s no haste,

Capt. T. How came you possesged of this}
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Trank. Youn will excuse my answering

Capt. T. Do you, sir. know any thing of this ?

Baifie No, by my soul!

Capt. T. Gentlemen, you are waited for.—(Srgne-
ficantly to Galbraith, &c.)—1'll thauk you to order
two sentinels to the door. X

[ Exeunt, Galbraith, M-Stuart, &c. v.u.

Buailie. Sentinels ! sentinels! What—

Capt. T. 1 can hear no remonstrances :—the sci-
vice I am on, gives me no time for idle discussions.—
Come, sir—

Bailie. O, very well, very well, sir.—You're wel-
come to a tune on your own fiddle, but if I don’t make
yon dance to it before I’ve done, my name’s not Jai-
vic!—Gude save us !—Arrest a Bailic!—a free Bui-
gess —a Magistrate!—M)y conscience ! :

[ Evit, L.u. following Capt. Thornton and I ani.

SCENE 1V.—The Clachan of Aberfoil.—The In
on LH.—Two sentinels par ading before the doo: .
—d fcw miserable-looking, low-roofcd hovels in
various parts under the craigs, which 1ise immc-
diately behind them, interspersed with byush-
wood, &c. The back of the scene cxhibits the
distant Highland couniry.—Pwt of a hous
conspicuous near the fiont, on w.i.—The sol-
diers are reposing in groups : their arms piled o

the upper end.
Enter Caprainy THORNTON, from the Inn, Rt vk,

Capt. T. Corporal, make the men fall in,—these
gentlemen must be taken with us;—I cannot <paie «
man to guard them here. Is the serjeant on the look
out ?

Corp. Yes, your honour,
Capt. T. Come, my lads, get under arms \—(The
wmen pul their provisions in their knapsacks, and sling
their canteens.)—{ cannot be mistaken ;—the ¢
ingers must be the persons described by Rash-
f» Osbaldisione. Yet his own relative, onc woult
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‘think, might have been overlooked. No, no; he is
one that makes no exceptions! The self-interested
~wretch that would have first betrayed his country, and
now his dearcst friends, respects no tie of honour,
kindred, or affection, Sentinels, bring out your pri-
soners !

(The sentinels enter the hut—At the same in-
stant a'noise heard without ; the Serjeant and
two men dragging forward Dougal, n.u.v.E,
Jollowed by the inhabitants of the village ;
consisting of women and children, with a very
small proportion of young boys and old men,
evidently infirm, and clad in the wildest attire :
they are eager for the safety of Dougal, and

. with difficulty suppress their enmity to the

« soldiers.)

Doug. Oigh! Oifh!

Serj. Bring ]lalim 8 orlllg! \

People. Oigh! Oigh! poor Dougal ! .

Ca, f T. C%ase this hm!:l)i:g, and let the man be
heard.

Serj. We caught this fellow lurking behind the
Inn, Captain ;—he confesses to have seen Rob Roy
within_half an hour.

Capt. T. How many men had he with him, fellow,
when you parted 2

Doug. She cannot just be sure about that.

Capt. T Your life depends upon. your answer.—
How many rogues had that outlawed scoundrel with
him ? . '

Doug. Not above half so many as there are here
now, : ( .
Capt. T. And what thieves’ errand were you dis-
patched upon :—(Dougal looks about him, as beset
‘with doubt and difficulty.)—Speak, rascal, instantly 1
Fli not give you time to haich a lie :~—what errand ?

Doug. Just to see what your honour and the red
coats were doing at Aberfoil.—(At this time Frank
\ond the Bailie arrivc én front, R.H.)

e @
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Bailie. Mercy on us! if they hav’n't gripped the
poor creature Dougal. Captain, I'll put in bail,
sufficient bail, for that Dougal creature. :

Capt. T. You know him then! are interested for
his safety ?

Bailie. He did me a good turn when I was sore bes,
set, and I—

Capt. T. Mr. Jarvie, you will please to recollect,
that £r the present you likewise are a prisoner.
Bailie. 1 take you all to witness the Gnﬂmin refuses
sufficient bail {—the Dougal creaturc has a good’
action of wrongous imprisonment, and T’ll sce him
righted !

Capt. T. Mr. Jarvie, unless you kecp your opinions
to yourself, I shall resort to unpleasant mecasures,

Bailie. My conscience ! .

(At this time Rob Roy, in his Highland dress,
but unarmed, appears in the back-ground,
R.H.U.B, and lisltens to the cxamination of
Dougal.)

Capt. T. Now, my friend, let us understand each
other.—You have confessed yourself a spy, and should
string up to the next tree ;—but, come,—if you will
lead me and & small party to the place where you left
your master, you shall then go about your business,
and I’ll give you five guineas earnest to boot.

Doug. Oigh! Oigh! she cannot do that,—she'd
rather ehalifcd!

Capt. T. Hunged then you shall be !

Bailie. Hanged t~——My conscience!

Capt. T. Corporal Cramp! do you play provost
marshall.—Away with him !

People. O hone! O hone!

oral and Serjeant seize Dougal.)
Doug. Stop! ! Il do his honour’s bidding. *
Bailie. Y ou will The;‘yon deserve to be hanged'

—Away with him, m::go ! Away with him? .
. Capt, T. It's 'my belief, sir, when your own turd
agltives, you'll not be in so great a hurry.
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Bailic. Me? Mine }—1’m a Bailic ! my father was
a Deacon! would you hang a magistrate :—QO, my
conscience !

Doug (Perceivinﬁ' Rob.)You'll not ask her to gang
further than just to shew you where the M‘Gregor is ?

Capt. T. Not a step.

Doug. And the five guineas ?

Capt. T. Here thef are )

Bailic. The Dougal creature’s worse than I thought
him {—a worldly and perfidious creature 1—My father,
the Deacon, (rest be with him, honest man!) used to
say, that goid slew more souls than the sword did bo-
dies :—and it’s true,—it’s true!

Capt. T, Mr. Osbaldistone, and you, Mr. Jarvie,
if loyal and peaceable subjects, will not regret bei
detained a few hours, when it is essential to the king’s
service ;—if otherwise, I need no excuse for acting
according to my duty.—(To Dougal.)~Now, ob-
?er\ 5-, if you attempt to dective me, you die by my

hand !

Bailie. Lord save us!

(Here two sentinels ’;lacc themselves on each side
the Bailie, who looks at them with mingled
anger and dismay ;—the same ceremony is
observed with Frank. Dougal leads the
march, taking an opportunity to exchange a
%azcc of recognition and understanding with

0b.) :

Capt. T. March !
(Military Music, which dies awa;l as the party
gradually disappeary».1.9.B.

Enter Ros, L.1.u k. and as it ceases, RasuLEIGR
advances from behind the hut, ».H.

. Rob. XVh:';d hav;ﬂtlho?ll:tonﬂgfu has so much
sense under that e o
‘Rash. Did he act then your direction ?
Rob. Troth did be ;——a 2*mall acted it was I-—he’ll
c



52 ROB ROY

Yead the Saxon Captain up the Loch ; but not a'red
coat will come back to tell what they landed in.

- Rask, And their prisoners ;—my cousin, and the,
Bailie? '

hRob;* They’ll be safe énough while Dougal’s with
them. o '

Rash. Perhaps not. (Apart.y
Rob. Fetch my claymorg and rifle some of you ! I
must away. ) )

Rash: If Thornton has been fool enough to he led
into an ambuscade :—this opportunity shall not be
lost!” - . (Apart.)

Rob. My dirk, and claymore! I must attack these
buzzards in the rear. ' , (A4 boy runs into the hut.)

Rash. A word, M‘Gregor! you told me your
whole force was disposed to watch the different par-
ties sent to surprize you.

Rob. 1 did! ’ ‘

Rask. How then have 'you been able to provide
30 fuddcnly, for this unexpected party of Thorn-
ton’s ? o - ’

Rob. Look around you! '

Rash. Well?* - -

Rob. Think you any but old men, women, and
bairns, would stand idle when King James’s cause, or
"M¢Gregor’s safety needed them ? Ten determined men
might keep the pass of Lochard against a hundred :
—and I sent every map forward, that had strength to
wield a dirk or-draw a-trigger.

. Rash. Indeed !—Move on then !
- (Rob looks toward the direction taken by the sol-
diers ;-the Boyrqtum‘i"from the hut with his
. ﬁgn’rk and cla‘;gna;le, z;:;i ‘,'ar'e tnstantly snatch-

: “edifrom him ashleigh.)

“Now ! 'mf?ﬂnﬂ)rnigh‘! MStoart ! ° ‘

..+ (The People shoutl—Rob, seeing himself be-
trayed, ‘springs - upon Rashleigh, grips his
‘ sword-arm, and wrénches the dirk from him.
et the same instant, Galbraith, with three of
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Jour dismounted troopers, enter, 1. and

level at Rob ;—he pauses,—throws Rashleigh

Jrom him, and is darting off, on R.H. when

M:Stuart meets him in the same manner ;

and Allan, with infantry, fills up the back-
‘< ground.)

Rash. Now, M‘Gregor, we meet as befits us, for
the firs. time. )

‘ Rob. But not the last !—Oh villain! villain ! vil-
ain !

Rash. 1 should better have descrved that reproach,
when, under the divection of an able tuator, I sought
to introduce civil war inlo the bosom of a peaceful
country ; but I have done my best to atone for my er-
rors, Galbraith, let him be mounted on the same
hors¢ with the strongest trooper of our squadron,
buckled in the same belt, and guarded on every side,
till he’s safe in the garrison. (Zhey bind Rob Hoy.)

Rob. There’s a day of reckoning at hand ! think
on’t {—dream on’t!—therc’s not a red M‘Gregor in
the country, but this time forward marks you for a
traitor’s doom ;—there’s a day to come !~ You have
not yet subdued Rob Roy !

Rash. Away with him !

FINALE.

HigHLANDERS and SoLDIERS.

High, &
Tramp, trump, o’er moss and fell,

Soldiers.

[lighlanders. Al‘Gregor's

fou”d,

Soldiers. The Robber’s
'Highlunders, M*Gregors

. bound ;

Soldiers. The Traitor’s
The wailing clans shall heay his knell ;—
Wnose battle cry,
Was ¢ win or die!”
c3
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80LO.—Karry.

Guardian spirits of the brave,
Freedom grant, the chieflain save.
Full Cho.  Tramp, tramp, &c.
.(Excunt, L.H.

END OF ACT If.
——————
ACT T1II

SCENE 1.—A4 romantic pass, bordering the Loch.
—On each side, precipitous rocks.—A irack.
winding along the water’s edge, under the base
of the mountawn, seen in the perspective.

Carraiv TuorNTON'S parly march in, . H.—
Franx, Baiuie Jarvig, Dovaar, &c.

upt. T. Halt! Front! now, sir, you wish to
k with me.

Builie. Yes, Captain, I crave that liberty ; and, for
the sake of all concerned, 1’m sorry you did not grant
«t a full halfhour gone by ; but it’s my sincere advice,
for the sake of your fricnds in g:-:m?: and myself in
particular, that yott make the of your way bach
again to a place of safety ; if ;ou do not, by the hand
o’'my ::ody, there isn’t one of us will go home to tell
the tale.

Capt. T. Make yourself easy, sir, .

Bailie. Easy! 1 can’ty sir :—he’ll have us all but-
chered. (Aparl)

Gapt. T. Asyou are fricnds of the government, ge-
lefgan, you will be lppy tolearn, that it is impossible,
¢ fung of ruffians can escape the measures now
press them.  Various strong parties from
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the garrison, secure the hills in different parts: threc
hundred Highlanders are in ssion of the upper:
while Major Galbraith and his troopers occupy the
lower passes of this country.

Bailie. Ah! that sounds all very well;—but, in the

- first place, there's more brandy than brains in Major
Galbraith ; in the next, I wouldn’t have you place 1oo
much confidence in the Highlanders. Hawks wont
pick out hawks’ eyes. They may quarrel among
themselves, and give each other a stab with a dirk, or
a slash with a-claymore now and then; but take my
word for’t, they are sure. to join in the long run,
against all folks that weay breeches on their %inder
cnds, and have got purses in their pockets, -

Capt. T. (Suddenly turning to Dongal.) 'The
ronte you have led us is dangerous, and therefore sus-
picious. o

Doug. Dougal didn’t make the road ;—if gentle-
mans would travel better ways, they should-have staid
at Glasgow, . .

' Bailie. That they should indeedt . - -

Doug. Your honour can’t expect to take the red
Giregarach without some danger. . .

Bailie. 'The Dougal creature’s right again,

Capt. T. You dog, if you have deceived me, I'll
blow your brains out on the spot.—Your caution, sir,
shall not go unregarded ; —( 7o, Bailic.)—but we
must proceed. o :

Batlie. Proceed I—My conscience.!—there’s some-
thing devilish hard in being obliged to risk one’s.life
in a quarrel with which we have no concern.

Frank. ¥ sincerely grieve, that your kindness for
:le has led you into perils, in a cause which is now so

opeleﬁs! L . o P

Bailie. We may shake, hands on’t!  Your troubles
will soon be over, and I shall slumber with my father,
the Dencom. .« ’

Capt. T.-Now, my lads, forwardk. . . ..

Herex M{Grrcor appearson the point of.4 project-
ing rock; B.H.5.E. wc‘ih claymore and larget, a
c e Vel
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brace of pistols in ker belt, and wearing a man’s
. bonnet and tartan plaid.

Helen. Hold there !—Stand !—( Captain Thornton
staris ; the soldiers, who have made a step forward,
instantly regain their position.)—Tell me what you
seek in the country of the M‘Gregor? |

Bailie. By the soul of my father, it’s Rob'’s wife,
Helen! there’ll be broken heads among us in three
minutes.

Helen. Answer me ! what is it you seck ?

Capt. T The outlaw rebel, M¢Gregor Campbell. —
Offer no vain resistance, and assure yourself of kind
treatment. . We make no war on' women.

Helen. Ay, I am no stranger to your tender mer-
cies! Ye have left me neither name, nor fame; my
inother’s bones will shrink in their grave when mine
are laid heside them !  Ye have left me neither house
nor hold, blanket nor bedding, cattle to feed, or
flocks to clothe us ;—you have taken from us all—all !
the very name of our ancestors you have taken from
us, and now you come for our lives ! :

* Capt. T. 1 seek no mau’s life, nor would I rashly
lese my own.
- Bailie. Nor 1, mine ! -

Capt. T. You have therefore nothing to fear ; but
should there be any with you, hardy enough to offer
unavailing - resistance, their own bloods be on their
own heads. A hundred guineas for Rob Roy !

.. Helen. Five! - -
ACapt. T, Forward! . - , :
(The heads of the Highlanders appear above the
© - rocks:—dA. volley is fired; as Helen disap-
pears.~The first party of soldiers, led on
a sevjeant, return st, and rush forward.—The
Bailie at the first discharge starts forward in
g:at alarm, and scrainbles up a rock, L.H8.8.
ugal at the same instant attacks Captain
Thornton, drives him up the pass, and then
@scends the rock to assist the Bailie, amidst a
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scattered and occasional fire.—The drum and

bugle heard incessantly.-——As the tumult sub-

sides in the distance, Frank Osbaldistone ad-
vances.)

Frank. The contest has terminated ; and, I fear,

-fatally for the assailants : but where is my poor friend ?

I saw him ip a situation of -imminent danger, but {

trust lo random shot has confirmed his melancholly

prophecy. .

Enter the BArL1g, v.u.8.E. gredtly disordered; the
skirts of his coat torn off, and ragged.

Bailie. My conscience!™

Frank. Somewhat damaged, I perceive; but I
heartily rejoice the case is no worse.

Buailie. ~ll‘hank you, thank you! the case is nothing
to boast of;—they say, a friend sticks' as close as a
blister ;—I wish 1 had found it so.—( Putting himself
to rights.)—W hen I came up to this cursed country,—
forgive me for swearing {-—on no- oné nd but
yours, Mr. Osbaldistone, d’ye think #xhgas fair, when
my foot slipped, and I hung by the loins to the branch
of a ragged thorn, to leave me dangling, like the sign
of the Golden Fleece over the door of a Mercer’s
shop on Ludgute-hill :—DP’ye think it was kind; I
say, to let me be shot at like a regimental target, set
up for ball-practice, and never once try to help me
down ? st 8 o -

Frank. My good sir, recollect the impossibility of
my affording you relief, without assistance.—How
were you able to cxtricate yourself?

Batlie. Me extricate! 1 should have hung there a
twelvemonth, if it hadn’t been for the Dougal crea-
ture; he cut off the tails,of my coat, and clapped me
on my legs again, as clean.as if 1 had. never-been off
them, But whata:good thing broad cloth is! if my
garments had been-made of a rotten-French camblet,
now, ‘twad a screaded like an old rag with such'a

¢'5
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weight as mine; wherens, 1 bobbed and swung yon-
der, as safe as 4 bale of goods at the Salt-market.

Frank. And where is Dougal now ?

Bailie. Following your example, and taking good
care of hiruself.—He wamed me to keep clear of that
amiable lady we saw just now; and troth he’s right.
there again, for Rob himself stands in awe of her,

when her blood’s u

Frank. Do you now her?

Bmlze. A dewhsb deal too well; but it's long since
we've-met, and it's odds if she’ll remember me.

Two or three HIGHLANDERS rush forward, L.u.—
Dovcav following.

1st Hagh More Saxons! whiz a brace o’ ball
through ’em.

2nd High. Three inches o’ cold steel!

Doug. (ln centre.) Haud, hand! they’re friends
to the teg‘arach

Buailie, Yes! I carenot who knows 1t, Pma M‘Gre-
gor !—We're both M‘Gregors.. -

Herew, followed b_y her par{y, advances down the
pass R.H.U.E. to a march.

Helen. Enghshmeu, and witheut arms'—-that’
strange, where there u a M‘Gregor to hunt and

slay!

Emlcc. (Heswatmg) I—I am very hnppyywex-
ceeding happy—to have this joyful opportunity—a-
hem !—this joyful occasion, o msht my kinsman
-Rabms wxfe-o&r—a—-(d She looks at Inm with great

)—a mormng!,

E en.. l' “ﬁna T
'+ Bailie,  Yon haye forgotten mb, Mrs. elen Camp-
wll‘I}mTl /1 Campbell! my foot’s

elen. How m ! m t’s u my na-
tive heath, and ‘my name nsM‘(gmgo pon y
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Bailie. Mrs. M¢Gregor, 1 beg pardon :—1I would
crave the liberty of zrti.:ﬁnsu’nm~':¢‘;jg salute you. .

Helen. W hat fellow art thou, that dare claim kin-
dred with our clan, yet neither wear its dress or speak
its language>—Who are you, that have the tongue
z‘tlnd habit of the hound; yet seck to shelter with the

eer ? . ) - .
Bailie, Why, my mother, Elspoth Macfarlanc,
was the wifc of my father, Nicol Jarvie ;—she was
the daughter of Parline Macfarline, and Maggy Mac-
farline married Duncan M‘Nab, who stood in the
fourth degrec—

Helen. And doth the stream of rushing water ac-
knowledge any relation with the portion that’s with-
drawn from it for the mean domestic use of those that
dwell upon its banks ?

Bailie. Perhaps not; but when the summer’s sun
has dried up the brook, it would fain have that portion
back again. I know you hold us Glasgow people
cheap; but, lord help you, think what a figare 1 should
cut with my poor bare thighs in a kilt, and gartered
below knee,~—My conscience!—1 have been service-
able to Rab as I am, and might be more so, if he’d
leave his evil ways, and not disturb the king’s peace.

Helen. Yes, yon, and such as you, would have us
hewers of wood and drawers of water. You’d have
us find cattle for your banquets, and subjects for your
laws to oppress and trample on; but now we are free,
—free by the yery act which left us neither house nor
hearth, &ud or covering ; which has bereaved us of
all,~—all but vengeance! ‘

Bailie.- Don’t speak of vengeance !

Helen. Y will speak on’t, I will perform it: I will
carry on this day’s work by a deed that shall break all
bonds Between M¢{(iregogand the Lowlanders,—He--*

Allan, - ; bind these Sassenachs »~-’
ahd throw them into the Highle
their Highland kinsfolk !

Bailie. My-consgience {~—Lor
Doug. To be sure, her pleasut
ch .
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Bailie. Nay, nay.
Doug. But they are friends of the chief, as I can
testify, and came on his assurance of welcome and

fety. .

elen. Dog! do you dispute my commands ! should
I order you to tcar out their hearts, and place them®
in each other’s breasts, to see which therg could best
plot treason against M‘Gregor, would you disputc my
orders i—( L)istant voices are heard, L.H. singing Lhe
burthen of the Lament.)—Hark! Hark! what means
that strain?—(An emotion of alarm visible in the
Highland group. Helen becomes more agitated as the
sounds approach.)—Why is this? Why a lament in
the moment of victory?

Enter Ropert, Hamisn, anda party of Highlanders,
with ALLASTER the minsirel, L.1.

Robert, Hamish, where’s the M‘Gregor 2 Where’s your
father i—(The young men intimate his captivity.)—
Ah! Prisoner! taken prisoncr! then M*‘Gregor dies !
Cowards, did I nurse you for this, thit you should
spare your blood on your father's enemies,—that you
should see him prisoner, and come back to tell it!—
( Suddenly to Frank.)—Y our name is Osbaldistone ?
Frank. It is.
Helen. Rashleigh? (Presenting a pistol.)
Frank. No; Francis.
Helen. That word has saved Zou.
- (Puts the pistol in her belt.)
Frank. Rashleigh is my cousin; but, for what
cause I am unable to divine, he is my bitterest enemy.
Helen. Yl tell you the cause. You have uncon-
sciously thwarted him in love and in ambition. He
robbed your father’s houve of government Jm]trs, to
aid a gause which be has this day deserted, and by
i trgc ry has my husband fallen. Dare you carry

Fm 8 %0 these blood-hounds, from the wife of
our friend ?
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Frank. 1 am ready to set out immediately.
Bailie. Soam 1. : v
Helen. No, you must remain, I have further occa-
sion for you !—Bring forth the Saxon captain !
Frank. You will be pleased to understand, that I
**came into this country on your hushand’s invitation,
and his assurance of aid in the recovery of those papers
ou have just now mentioned ; and my companion,
r. Jarvie, accompanied me on the same errand.
Bailie. And I wish Mr. Jarvie’s boots had been full
of boiling-water, when he drew them on for such a
damnable purpose. -
Helen. Sons,you may read your father in what this
oung man tells us, wise only when the bonnet’s on
Eis head, and the sword is in his hand. He never ex-
changes the tartan for the broad cloth, but he runs
himself into the miserable intrigues of the Lowlanders,
and becomes again their agent, their tool, their slave !
—(Captain Thornton is led on,L.u.v.8. )—Butenongh
of this. Now mark well my message.—If'they injure
a hair of the M‘Gregor’s head—if they do not set him
at liberty within the space of twelve hours; I will send
them back 'their Saxon captain, and this Glasgow
Bailie, each bundled in a plaid, and chopped into as
many pieces, as there are checks in the tartan. . -
Buailie. Nay, nay, I beseech you send nosuch mes--
Sige. » : s
Capt. T. (L.1.) Tell the commanding officer to do
his duty, si#4 If I have been deceived by these ariful
savages, I know how. to diefor my error, without dis-
gracing the king 1 serve, or the country that gave me
birth. ~ Bid him not waste a thought on me. Iam
only sorry for the ﬁor fellows whd have fallen into
sucl butcherly hands. - L
Buailie. Whist !, are ypu weary o’your life? O, Mr.
Osbaldistone ! you’ll give my service, ‘Bailie' Nicol
Jarvie's service, a merchant and a magistrate o’Glas-
gow, and tell them there are some honest men here in
eat trouble, and like to come to more ; and the ve;
Dest thing they can do.for the good of all parties, is’
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just to let Robloose again, and make no more stir
about it, )

Helen, Reniémber my injunctions ; for, as sure as
that sun shall sink beneath the mountain, my words
shall be fulfilled. - If I wail, others shall wail with me;
—there’s not a- Lady in the Lennox, but shall cry the®
Coronach for them she will be loth to lase ; —there’s
not a fagmer butshall sing, ¢ Weel awa’,” over a burnt
barn-ya¥d and an empty byre ;~~there’s not a Laird
shall lay his liead on the pillow at night with the assur-
ance’ of being a live man in the morning.—Conduct
him on his way.—(She signs to one of her people.—
The Bailie ta dleavcbff’rank, and he departs,1..1.)
—Now, Allaster, the Lament ! the Lament!

LAMENT. - ;

* O hone a rie! O hone a rie!
Before the sien hus sunk to rest, -
The tarf will fie upon: his breast. .
- : gho;te;; rie!‘r&c. » ;"- .
e e of ait our line ore,
BravgnM‘Gregor is no mg?cj r
‘ O hone a rie! &c.

(She sinks in grief upon the sock in front,
R.H.U.B—The igh;;nde)‘sd their heads,
and lean on their arms, while the Lament is
sung ;—ut the close—a—- % &

Rob. (Heard without, 1..1.) Gregarach!
Dqueay rushes in, L.H.

Doug. Rob! Rob Roy! -
(Ron'-l;&vﬁiﬂows,*and is reoeved in the arms of He-
len, with "a wild and exulting shout from the
Highland party.—The"* Bailie eshilarated 1o
Wliciest pitch of joy from the deepest des-

wregor {—hushand {—life !
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R Buailie. But how! how did you slip their clutches,
ob ?

Rob. Passing the ford of. Avandaw; Ewan, of
Briglands, cut the belt that bound us ; and 1 ducked,
and dived down the river, where not one troopcr in a

.thousand would have dared follow me.

Helen. And how fell you within their grasp ?

Rob. By him, who has placed a brand where he
swore te plant the olive ;—Rashleigh Osbaldistone.
But were Ee the last and best of his name, may the
fiend keep me, when next we meet, if this good blade
and his heart’s blood are not well acquainted.

Bailie. Well, there are as many slips between the
throat and the sallom, as there are between the cup
and the lip.—I’m like a dead man restored to life!

“ob. Drink, lads, drink, and be biythe!

(Dougal passes about horn cups and cans ;—the
music strikes——The Bailie shakes hands with
Rob, who pledges him with.cordiality.—The
group form themselves, and dance the High-
land fling, during the chorus.—The Bailie
enraplured at his escape from danger, joins
the dancers.)

CHORUS AND DANCE.

Roy's Wife of Aldivalloch
R'Z)IZ,S Wa_';‘e of AIdiwalloch:
# We can be

As blythe as she,
Dancing now the Highland Walloch ;
Drink and dance, ang sing i’ glee,
Joy can never mak us weary ;
Rob is frae the sodger free, '
And Helen she has fand her dearie!
Roy’s Wife; &c.

« Scer;e closes them in.)
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Aberfoil.
Enter FRANK (JSBALDISTONE, L.H.

Frank. 1 fear 1 have dismissed my guide too early-
Every step-I have taken since his departure, renders
my way to Aberfoil more intricate, 'The twilight
darkens rapidly, and each succeeding moment the
surrounding objects wear a different fcature, change-
ful as my fortunes,

SCENE IL—Wild Scenc? in the neighbourhood of

SONG.—~FRrAxNk.

0! life is like a summer flower,
Blooming but to wither ;

O love is like an April hour,
Tears and smiles together.
And hope is but a vapour light,
The lover’s worst deceiver ;

- Before him now it dances bright,
And now, 'tis gone for ever !

g
»)‘

O joy is but a passing ray,
. Lgccrs‘ hcar}t,s beggilz'r}gy;!
A gleam that cheers a winter’s day,
Just a moment smiling ; :
. But though on hopeléss dark despair,
S The thread of life may sever :
Yet while it beats, dear maid,"?"cwear,
My heart is thine for ever!”

Enter S1n FREDERICK and DIANA VERNON, R.H.
muffled in horsemen’s cloaks.

Sir F. Soho, friend, whither go you?
Frank. To Aberfoil : can you direct me ?
Sir F. Turn the projecting. rock on your left, and
ge lies before you, ... = . (Crosses lo L.H.)
{imlr I thank you ;. in retnrn, let meadvise, if you
vel northward, to wait till the passes are open ;—
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hherg has been some disturbance in this neighbour-
ood.

Sir F. We have heard so ;—the soldiers had the
worst, had they not ?

Frank. Yes; but in another quatter, the Outlaw,

,'Jﬂgf_kd _Fl?'ollé Roy, has beechaptured. i
ir F. Know you not, Rob has again escaped?

Frank. Escapyed! 1 rejoice tlc{)?ear imhat circp:m-
stance will at once secure a friend of mine from dan-
ger, and prevent my beine detained by a commission
with which I was entmstc% in his behan.

Sir F, Who are you? W bat is your name ?

‘rank. My name can be of little consequence to an
utter stranger. ]

Diana. Mr. Francis Osbaldistone should not si:g
hisfavourite airs, when he wishes to remain concealed.

Frank. Miss Vernon! at such an hour, insucha
lawless country ! .

Sir F. Now, Diana, give your cousin his property,
and waste no farther time.

Diasna. Buta moment, sir ; but one moment, to say
farewell.

Sir F. Remember, *tis your last. [ Exit, v.H.

rank. Qur last! .

Diana. Yes, dear Frank ; thereisa gulph between
us; a gulph of absolute perdition.—Where ‘we go,
you must not follow.-—What we do, you must not
share in. ‘Take from my hand these eventful papers:
—poor Scotland has lost her freedom, but your fa-
ther’s credit will at least be restored.

Frank. And is there no way in which I may be al-
lowed to shew my gratitude ?

Diana. Alas! none! adieu ! be happy !

SONGa—DlmA.

Forlorn and broken-hearted,
I weep my last adiew!
And sigh o'er joy departed, - -
That time can ne’er:rencdd.”
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Farewell! my love, I leave thee,
For some far distanl shore ;
Let no jond hope deceive thee,—

We part to meet no more !

Tho' grief may long oppress thee,
Your love I'll né’er resign ;
My latest sigh shall bless thee,
My last sad tear be thine!
Farewell ! my love, &c.
[Exeunt ; Diana, ... I'rank, r.u.

« SCENE IY.—Jean Mdlpine’s Hut.
Basrie Jawvie discovered at the lable, ».n.

Bailie. Well, after the fatigue it has been my lot
to suffer this blessed day, a cup o’biandy does no
harm, My cousin Rob is bringing up bis family to
an ill end: and as for my cousin Helen! My con-
science Vv Drinks.)—Thank Heaven, 1 shall soon
leave this doleful country.

Enter Ros Rov, v.u. ke sils down opposite to the
ailie.
Rob again! why, the man’s like a boglke, a gho«t !

Rob, *Twas busincss that made me follow you so
quickly, Bailic, and bnsiuess waits for no man ;—there
is the payment I promised you.—Never say a High-
lander behed his word.

Bailie. You’re an honest man, Rob :—that s,
vou've a sort of honesty,—a kind of—Rob you're an
honest rogue.

Rob. Come, come, take your money, and your cup,
and say no more about it. «

Bailie. Well, here’s your health, and my cousa
Helen’s, and your two hopéful sons, of whot more
anon,—( Drinks,)~As to Helen, her veception of 1, ¢
this blessed day, was the north side of fricndly, thart
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Rob. Say nothing of her, but what is befitting a
friend to say, and her husband to hear.

Baile. Well, well, we’ll let that flea stick by the
wa’ : but I must tell you, that your sons are as igme-
rant as the very cattle you used to drive to market. .

Rob. And where was I to get them teachers ?
Would Wu have me put on the College-gate of (ilas-
gow, *“ Waiited a tutor for the children of Rob Roy,
the outlaw " .

Bailie. Why, not exactly ; but you might have
taught them something.

0b. 1 have.—Hamish can bring down a black
cock on the wing, with a single bullet ; and his bro-
ther drive a dirk through a two-inch deal boax 4.

Bailie. So much the worse ; but I have been think-
ing3 Rob, to take thent ’prentices ;—(Rob siarts an-
grily.)—and I'll give you back your two hundred
pound for the satisfaction. o

Rob. What!~a hundred_thousand devils!—the
son's of M¢Gregor weavers! 1'd sooner see every
loom in Glasgow, beams, traddles, and shattles, burnt
first in hell fire! .

Builie. My conscience !—well, yon needn’t ‘griE
your dirk, as though you were going to drive it throug
me: I am not a two-inch deal board. .

Rob. Give me your hand.—You mean well, but you

ress over hard on my temper. Consider what I have
en, and whdt I am become ; above all, consider that
which has forced me to become what I am.

Enter-Francis OsBALDISTONE, L.H.

Frank. Ah! M¢‘Gregor, and Mr, Jarvie,—~both
vafe) -
Rob. Ay, and like to keep so ;—the worst hour is

f Ast. . .
*Bailie. It has left behind it plenty of sore bones;
bt a man mustn’t expect to carry the comforts of the
Salt-market at his tail, when he comes visiting his
iHighland kinsfolk. ‘ ;o
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" Rob. (Aside to Frank.) Your father is now in
Glasgow ; send the packet to him, by Mr. Jarvie.

Frank. My father !—How knew you this ?

Rob. Dispatch your business, and follow me.—Y ou
;.hnll sce the moonlight on the mountain.—You shall

ear—

Bailie. What ?

Rob. The night-bird scream !—Will you listen to
her bodings ;—now the mist is on the brae, and the
spirit of the Gregarach walks t—but I forget! you
mean kindly,—Farewell, cousin;—farewell;—(Shakes
hands with the Bailie, who is much affected.)—I1
would speak with yon alone ;—(Zo Frank.)—follow
me towards the Lo«.;‘h. J % 10 Frauk

Erit, v.1a. making a sign of dispalch to Frank.

Igailie. What did l:gb say%' Y disp

Frank. Something concerning these papers.

Bailic. Ey |==Papers ! why, by the son of my father,
Rob is an honest !—Stay \—( Frank tears open the

acket,)—-Herc’s Mr. Owen’s list,—¢ Catch’em and
hittington 706,” delightful {—< Pollock and Peel.
man 7,~-Exact :— Grubb and Grinder”’—
right to a fraction ! Lord save us, what’s this ? ¢ Will
of Sir Hildebrand Osbaldistone, in favour of his nc-
phew, Francis 2"’—My conscience !

Frank. Is it possible 2

Bailie. Truc, as I'm a Bailie !

Frank. This then, was the cause of Rashleigh’s un-
zelenting hatred.

Bailie. No matter—we’ve got the stuff, praise be
blest! We’ve got the stuff!

Frank. Mr. Jarvie, 1 entrust these documents tc
your care, as, henceforward, the sole agent of my fa.
ther’s concerns in Scotland. Take some repose, and
set forward early. .

Bailie. Sole agent! Mr. Oshaldistone,—(Bowing )
I')l not affect to disclaim bhdving done my best to de-

the favours of my friends in Crane Alley, Lon-
A ot, that the recompense will not be highly ad-
yaatageous to Nicol Jarvie, merchant and magistratc,
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of the Salt-market in Glasgow—but, 1 trust, you
say as little as need be, of our pranks here among the
hills ;—the members of the Town Council mightn’t
thiok it creditable, for one of their body to fight with
a red-hot poker, or to hang dangling like an old scare.
crow over a potatoe garden.

" Frank. Fear nothing, sir, on that score. Your
kindness deserves, and shall receive every expression
of the most grateful sentiments ; but let me beg of you
to lose no time in returning home.

Bailie. That you may swear; and the next time
you catch me out o’hearing 0’St. Mungo’s bells, may
Rob Roy slecp with his ancestors, and I-—marry his
widow !—My conscience !

[Ezeunt ; Frank, v.u. Bailie, R.H.

SCENE 1V.—Distant view of the banks of the
Loch. :

Enter RasuLe1GH and JoBSON, L.H. in great alarm.

] Rash. Am 1 ever to be pestered with these coward
ears ?

Job. For heaven’s sake, sir! if you kill me I must
speak. Except our own people, we are entirely un-
supported ; the government forces are all withdrawn.

ash. Poh! for that very reason we shall not be
suspected ;—on that very circumstance alone, we
might build our surest hope. This ruffian will not
now sup it possible he is watched, and least of all
by me. Did you overhear their conference in the hut ?

Job, Partly. s

Rash. And you are sure my cousin is in possession
of the packet ?

Job. Certain. . -

Rask, Does he accompany that foolish magistrate
to Glasgow ? . . , e

Job. 1 think not : fearing to be surpsised, I with-
Arew so:l:umces from the hut, and’ creuched in the
Hoepest shade ; presently I saw—( He looks round ter-
fied.) '
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Rash. Saw who?

Job. (In a subdued ione.) Rob Roy! In a fow mi.
nutes Mr. Frank joined him, and they walked away
hastily towards the Loch

Rush. To meet Diana and her father in the cave.
Well, let them meet ;—1’Il wait till M¢Gregor and hr
band depart, then spring upon, and crush them in the
very nest where their venom was engendered.: Did
you place Win;i cld in the track, to prevent the retreat
of Sir Frederick, and the proud dame, his danghter ?

Job. 1 did,sir, cxactly as you dirccted ; and all the
rest are within call.—Hush ! hark \—(Dougal has sud-
denl{ appeared, L.H. he instantly falls flat, throwin
at the same time his plad entirely over him.)—As
hive and breathe, I heard a step !

Rash. The echo of your own footfall.

Job., No, no! as I’'m an honest man,— that is,
as I’m a sinner,—1 beseech—1 implore you to qu
this place.

Rash. Never, till my purpose is accomplished.
Death alone shall defeat it. Curses on the chance that
brought him to Diana’s presence ;—that ever brought
him to my father’s house I—but 1 will not suffer singly ;
the disappointment and misery they have inflicted
upon me, shall be shared by them, in all its bitterness.
-~ Who’s there?

Enter Lancié WINGFIELD, R.H.

Lancie. Word has passed, that the Highlanders
re refuting to move.

ash. Lose not a moment.—Remember, if there

be lives sacrificed in the business we are upen, yom
evidence must justify the act, as necessary to the sub-
jugation of treason. Now, be rcsolute and be silent.

[ Ewit Rcuhlct}'gh, R.H. followed by Lancie and
Jobson — :‘::Fal looks after them from.be-
x:tb his plaid ;—rises cautiously, and fol.

. )
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SCENE V.—The cave, the mouth at the upper end
opening to the Loch, and opposite mountains.
—The moon rising, illuminates the distant sce-
nery, and part of the mouth of the cave.

Enter Ros Roy and Frank, L.n.

Rob. Let me now speak of my own concerns: my
kingman said something of my boys, that sticks in my
heart, and maddens in my brain;—’twas truth he
spoke, yet I dared not listen to it;—twas fair he
offered, yet I simrned that offer from very pride. My
poor bairns ! I’m vexed when I think they must lead
their father’s life. '

Frank. Is there no way of amending such a life,
al;d thereby affordipg them an honourable chance
ofe ; v

Rob. You speak like a boy !—Do you think the old
gnarled oak can be twisted like the n sapling i—
Think you I can forget being branded’ as an outlaw,
— stigmatized as a traitor,—a price set upon my
head, and my wife and family treated as the dam and
cubs of a wolf? The very name which came to me
from a long and noble line of martial ancestors, de-
nounced as if it were a spell to conjure up the devil!

Frank. Rely on it, the proscription of your name
and family is considered by the English as a most
cruel and arbitrary law. :

Rob. Still it is proscribed; and they shall hear of
my vengeance, that would scorn to listen to the story
of: my wrongs.—They shall find the name of M‘Gre-
gor 15 a speﬁsto raise the wild devil withal.—Ah !—
God help me! 1 found desolation where I left plenty ;
—1 looked east, west, north, and south, and saw nei-
ther hold, nor hope, shed, nor shelte¥;—so I e’en
pulled the bonnet o’er niy brow, buckled the broad
sword to my side, took to the mountain $ind the glen
and became a broken man —But why do 1 lpepl::

.y
N o
Eon
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of this ?—'Tis of my children, of my poor bairns 1
have thought, and the thought will not leave me.

Franl. Might they not, with some assistance, find
an honourable resource in forcign service? If such be
your wish, depend on its being gratified.

Rab. (Stretching one hand to Franlk, and passing
the other across his eyes.)—1 thank, I thank you.—
I could not havebelieved that mortal man would again
have seen a tear in M‘Gregor’s eye. We'll speak of
this hereafier ;—we’ll talk of it to Helen :—but I
;i:annot well spare my boys yet ;—the heather is on

re.

Frank. Heather on fire !—I do not understand.

Rob. Rashleigh has set the torch ;—let them that
cany prevent the blaze.—(March heard.)—Ah! they
confe ;—then all’s well !

Frank. 1 comprchend.—(Seeing the approack of
the Highlanders.)—The Clans are assembiing, and
the defection of Rashleigh has but hastened this long-
expected insurrection.

(The MGiregor Ilighlanders enter, Flamish
and Robert directing their movements !— He-
len confers with Rob. Ray, R.H.U.E.)

Rob. Have you scen Diana and Sir Frederick on
their way ! (dpart )

Helen. 1 have.-—StranFr, you came to our un-
happy country when our bloods were chafed, and om
hands were red ;—excuse the rudeness that gave so
10ugh a welcome, and lay it on the evil times, not
upon us,

Rob. Helen, our friend has spoken kindly, and prof-
fered nobly :—our boys—our children—

Helen. 1 understand; but no, no; this is not the
time ; besides, I,—mo—no—I will not—cannot part
from them, ©

ank. Your separation is not required ;—leavt
untry with them, :
len Quit the land of my sires!—never! Wud
live, and hopeless, the world has not a sce’
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that conld console me for these rude rocks and glens
. whetethe remembrance of our wrongs is ever sweetened
by the recollection of our revenge.

Fraal MéGregor ?

Rob. She savs truly; ’twas a vain project.—We
ot {ollow them ;—cannot pass with the last ties
that renderdlife endurable,  Were 1 to lose sight of
my native hills, my heart would sink, and my arm
would shrak like fern i'the winter’s fiost, No, He-
len, no;—the heather we bave trod on while living,
shall bloom over us when dead !

(Hclcn thowes hervelf into his arms. )

Franh. 1 gricve thatny opportunity of serving those
who have <o greatly befiiended me, is incompatible
with theu prospects and desites.

Rob. Farewcll! the best wish M¢Giregor can give
his friend is, that he may see him no more,

Hdlen. A mother’s blessing !—for the only kind-
news shewn for years to the blood of M‘Gregor—be
upon you! Now, farewell !-—Forget me, and mine for
ever !

Frank. Forget! Impossible !

Hclen. All may be forgotten but the sense of dis-
honour, and the desire of vengeance,

Rob. No more :—strike !

(Mwch—The IHighlanders [ile thiough the
mouth of the cave, w.n.—Robert and Hamish
Wi(iiegor strelch forth their hands to Frank,
as they pass i: the march ;—Helen and Rob
Roy cach tuke leave of him with cordiality and
regrcl, and cxeunt through the cave, r.11.)

Frank. What a wayward fate is mine ! My father’s

race of mind is happily restored, but mine, with

iana, is for ever lost!

Rasurnricu appears at the back of the cave, vL.i.
: and sceing Ftank, conceals himself. *

What noise ? Surely I heard—No, they have left me !
D
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(The boats are seen passing the Loch, from
R.H. to L..H. with the Highlanders.)
They are passing the Loch :—I shall see them no
thore !

Diava and Sin FrepBRICK VERNON, rush in, L.H.

' areatly alarmed, .
Diana. Gone! M‘Gregor,—IHelen, our friends
ne!
Sir Fred. Embarked alrcady! then my course is
ended !

Frank. Amazement! Diana Vernon, and—

Diana. Her father! her unhappy, her wretched
father! Oh Frank! we arc beset by enemies on every
side jé-the only path by which we could escape,
guarded.

Frank. No danger shall befal you here.

Sir Fred. Do not involve yourself in my fate ;—
protect my child, but leaveme to suffer; I am familia

with danger, and prepared to meet it.
RasaumcH advances, from L.H.U.C.
t

Rash, Meet it then, here.
A4, Bashleigh!

(Diana turns from him, to her father's arms.)
Rash. Ay, 1 come to repay the various oblig#tions
ferred on meby my friends.—( He beckons on Lan-
mcdd, Jobson, &c. &c.)—A prehend Sir
i ernon, an attainted traitor; Diana Vernon
d Francis Osbaldistone, aiders and abetters of trea-

- Rashleigh, thou art too great a villain for
t

hee, . '
A fopgive your spleen, my gentle cousin ;
0 Josp anyestate and’a mistress in one
charge of your prisoners :—if my con-
BN volte lady, thank your minion there.




MACGREGOR. 75

Frank. 1 never gave you cause.
+ Rash. *1is false !—In love,~in ambition,—in the,
paths of interest, you have erossed and blighted me
at every turn. 1 was born to be the honour of my
father’s house,—1 have been its destruction, and dis-
grace; my very patrimony has become your's :—but,
if you everlive to possess it,the death-curse of him you
have thus injured, stick to it \—Ah!

Rob. (Entering.) Gregarach!

Ros darts in, and confronts Rashleigh, who instantly
levels a pistol at him; it flashes in the pan.—
Ilighlanders, led by Dougal, appear at the
mouth of the cave—Rashleigh’s party shout

*¢¢ Rob Roy !’ and defend themselves, merely, to
Z‘erfgr their retreat, Dougal atlacking Lancie,
L c‘

Rob. Now ask mercy, for your soul’s sake!

Rash. Never! (Standing on his guard.)

ftob. Claymore !—Die, traitor, in your trcason!

(Short and rapid combat ;— Rashleigh falls, and

is caught by Dougal, who relurns at the mo-
ment, and by signal from Rob, s borne off;
L.H.— Helen, with females, enter towards the
close of the tumult, ».u. and Bailie Jarvie
runs on, confused, . H.U.E )

Bailie. Gude save us! what's here to do} I fear

Uve lost my way.

Frank. Mr Jarvic! 1 thought you were iui ‘the
road to Glasgow.

Bailie. So did I; but, troth, the whiskey bas de-
ceived me.—My conscience! to think of a raagisteg
losing his head, and losir;s his horse oo AN ‘.n,.
called Jobeon, dismotinted me just now in a triog
gallop’d off, as though my cousin H hosinii Nvas '
at his——(Sces Ilelen )—My consciendel « v

Sir F. Brave Highlander | yoa v(m
than my life ;—you have preserved m -
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young man, (To Frank.)—have proved yourself wor
thy of my child, and {0 you 1 give her ~ Bul whenge
this unexpeeted aid? I surely saw the boats depart.—

(To Rob.)

Rob. With half my band, nonore. Dougal ovei-
heard, and fortunately appriscd me of Rashleigh’s 1n-
tentions, and 1 kept up the appearance which decoyed
the villain to his own snare.

Helen. (To Franl.) By Sir Fiedaiick Vernon’s
means your father’s house has been preseived ; that
consideration must induce his honoumﬁlo mmd ts cor -
firm the gift you prize, and endeavour to obtam from
the government a remission of the law, in fivour of «
noble enemy. (Pointing to Sir Fircderick.)

Rob. WWe shall rejoice in your happiness, thpugh
we may not share it.  If in such moments, you ever
think upon M¢Giregor, think kindly :—when you cast
a look towards poor old Scotland, do not forget Reh
Roy!

FINALE,

Pardon now the bold Quilaw,
Rob Roy M:Gregor, O!
Grant him mercy, gentles o’
Rob Roy, M‘Gregor, O!
Let your hands and hearts agice,
Set the Highland Laddic free—
Moak us sing wi’ muckle glec, »
Rob Roy M<Gregor, O!

Frank. Long the State hath doom’d his fu’,
" gbb Roy, &ec.
8uill he spurn’d the halefu’ law,
Rab Roy, &c.
8¢ots tan for their t:ourm:z dic,
Ne‘er from Britons™ foe they fice,

% 4 "l orgel-—forgie
*%:fm%mif*g -forgie,
R o e s |
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Diana. Scolland’s fear, and Scotland’s pride,
Rob Roy, &c.
Your award mus! now abide,

Rob Roy, &c.

Long your facours ha’ been mine,

Favours I will ne’cr resign—

Welcome then for auld lang syne,
Rob Roy MGregor, O!

Cho. Pardon now, &c.

. Disposition of the Characters when the Curtain fulls.

Jinis,
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