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I

THE

Scornful Lady.

A COMEDY.

ACTUS I. SCENAI.

Enter the tm Loveleffes, Savill the Steward
,
and a Page.

Elder Love.

Rother, is your laft hope paft to mollifie More-

crafts heart about your Mortgage?
Toung Love. Hopeiesly paft : I have preferred

the Uftirer with a richer Draught than everCleo-

patra fwallowed 5 he hath fuckt in ten thouland

pounds worth of my Land , more than he paid

for, at a gulp, without Trumpets.
El. Lo. I have as hard a task to perform in this Houle.
To. Lo. Faith mine was to make an Ufurer honeft, or to lofe my

Land.

El. Lo. And mine is to perfwade a paffionate Woman, or to leave
the Land.

To. Lo. Make the Boat ftay. I fear I (hall begin my unfortunate
journey this night, though the darknels of the night, and the

roughnels of the waters, might eafily diffwade an unwilling man.
Savil. Sir, your Fathers old Friends hold it the founder courfe for

your body and eftate to ftay at home, marry, and propagate and go-,

vem in your Countrey, than to travel and dye without iflue.

El. Lo. Savil, You (hall gain the opinion of a better Servant, in ;

feeking to execute,not alter my Will, howfoever my intents focceed.;

To. Lo. Yondefs Miftris Abigail
,
Brother, the grave rubber of

yourMiftris toes. Enter
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.

Mnfer Mi(iris Abigail the WaitingwmoH.
El. Lo. Miftri* Abigail.

Abig. Mafter Lovelefs
,

truly we thought your fades had been
hoift : my Miftris is perfwaded yon ate Sea-fick ere this.

El. Lo. Loves (he her ill-taken-up refolution fo dearly?

Didft thou mother from $&e? f ,

Abig. By this light that fWes,there’sWrem^ fhe get

a ftiff opinion by the end. I attempted Her to day, when they fay

a woman can deny nothing.

El. Lo. What critical minute was that ?

Abl. When her Smock was over her earsj but fhe wasrro more
pliant than if it hung about her he^

El. Lo. I prithee deliver my fervice, and "fay, I defire to fee the

dear caufe of my Barrifhment, and then for France,

Abig. Fie do it. Hark hither, Is that your Brother ?

El. Lo. Yes, have you loft youf memory ?

Abig. As I live he’s a pretty Fellow. -

To. Lo. O this is a fweet Brache.

E 1
. Lo. Why (he knows not yo^

To. Lo. No, but fhe offeredme once to know her : to this day fhe

loves youth of eighteen : fhe heard a Tale how Cupid ftrtick her in,

love with a great Lord in.the Tilt-yard, but fie never faty her, yet
fhe in kindnefs would needs wear a Willow-Garland at his Wed-
ding. She lov’d all the Players in the iaft queens time' once Over :

She v/as ftruck when they afted Loves, and forfook feme when they,

played Murthcrers. She has nine Spurroyalsy and the fervants fay fhe

hoards old gold : and fhe her felf pronounces argerly , th^t the'

Farmers eldeft fbn, or her Miftris Husbands Clark,* fhall be, that mar-

ries her, fhall make her a Joynture of fourfcore pounds a year: fhe<

tells tales of the Serving-men.

El. Lo. Enough, I know her Brother. I fhall entreat you only

to falute my Miftris, and take leave 5 we’l part at the ftayres.

Enter Lady and WaitingsOman.
Ltf.Now,Sir,this firft part ofyour will is performed: what’s the reft?

El. Lo. Firft, let me beg your notice for this Gentleman my Bro-

ther.

La. I fhall take it as a favour done to me^ though the Gentleman

hath received but an untimely grace from you
,

yet my charitable

difpofition would have been ready to have done him freer curtefies

as a ftranger, than upon thofe cold commendations.
To.Lo.
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Yo.Lo. Lady, my falutations crave acquaintance,and leave at once.

La. Sir, I hope you are the Matter of your own occafions.

Ex. Young Lo. Savill.

El.Lo. Would Iwerefb. Miltris, for me to praife over again that

worth which all the world, and you your felf can fee.

La. It’s a cold room, this, Servant.

El.Lo. Miftris.

La. What think you, if I have a Chimney for’t out here?

El. Lo. Miftris, another in my place that were not tyed to be-

lieve all your actions juft, would apprehend himfelf wrong’d : But

I whofe virtues are Conftancy and Obedience.

La. Abigail
,
make a good fire above to warm me, after my fer-

vants Exordiums.

El. Lo. I have heard and feen your affability to be fuch, that the

fervants you give Wages to, may fpeak.

La. ’Tis true, *tis true} but they fpeak to th’ purpofe.

El. Lo. Miftris
,
your will leads my fpeeches from the purpofe.

But as a man

—

La. A Simile
,
Servant ! This room was built for honeft-meaners,

that deliver themfelves haftily and plainly, and are gone. Is this a

time or place for Exordiums
,
and Similies

, and Metaphors ? If you
have ought to fay, break into’t : my anfwers (hall very reafbnably

meet you. El. Lo. Miftris, I came to fee you.

La. That’s happily difpatcht: the next.

El. Lo. To take leave of you. La. To be gone? El.Lo. Yes.

La. You need not have defpair’d of that, nor have us’d fo many
circumftances to win me to give you leave to perform my command.
Is there a third ?

El. Lov. I had a third, had you been apt to hear it.

La. I? never apter. Faft, good Servant, faft.

El. Lo. ’Twas to entreat you to hear reafon.

La. Moft willingly: have you brought one that can fpeak it ?

El. Lo. Laftly, it is to kindle in that barren heart love and for-

givenefs. La. You would flay at home ?

El. Lo. Yes, Lady.

La. Why you may, and doubtlesly will, when you have debated,

that your Commander is but your Miftris, a woman, a weak one,

wildly overborn with paflions : but the thing by her commanded,
is to fee Dovers dreadful Cliff, palling in a poor Water-houfe,
the dangers of the mercilefs Channel ’twixt that and Califs, five
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long hours fail, with three poor weeks victuals.

El. Lo. You wrong me.

La. Then to land dumb, unable to enquire for an Englift Hoft,

to remove from City to City, by moft chargeable Poft-horfe, like

one that rode in queft of his Mother-tongue.

El. Lo. You wrong me much.

La. And all thefe (almoft invincible labours) performed for your
Miftris, to be in danger to forfake her, and put on new allegeance

to feme French Lady, who is content to change language with your
laughter^ and after your whole year (pent in Tennis and broken
fpeech, to ftand to the hazzard of being laught at your return,

and have Tales made on you by the Chamber-maids.

El. Lo. You wrong me much. La. Lowder yet.

El. Lo. You know your leaft word is of force to make me feek !

out dangers s move me not with toys : but in this banifhment I ;

muft take leave to fay you are unjuft : was one kifs fore t from you
in publike, by me, fo unpardonable? Why all the hours of day
and night have feen us kifs.

La. Tis true, and fb you told the company that heard me chide.

El. Lo. Your own eyes were not dearer to you than I.

La. And fb you told um.
El. Lo. I did s

yet no fign of difgrace need tohave ftaind your
i

cheek: you your felf knew your pure and fimple heart to be moft
unfpotted, and free from the leaft bafenefs.

La. t did : but if a Maids heart doth but once think that (he is

fiifpefted, her own face will write her guilty.

El, Lo. But where lay this difgrace ? The world that knew us,

knew our refblutions well: And could it be hop’t, that I fhouldgive

away my freedom, and venture a perpetual bondage with one I ne- -

ver kift? Or could I in ftritt wifdom take too much love upon me,
from her that chofe me for her Husband?

La. Believe me, if my Wedding-fmock were on,

Were the Gloves bought and given, the Licence come :

Were the Rofemary-branches dipt, and all

The Hippocrafs and Cakes eat and drunk off:

Were thefe two Arms encompaft with the hands

Of Batchelors, to lead me to the Church:

Were my feet in the door ; were I John, faid fhe :

If John fhould boaft a favour done by me,

I would not wed that year : And you I hope,

When
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When you have (pent this year commodiously.

In atchieving Languages, will at your return

Acknowledg me more coy of parting with mine eyes.

Than fuch a friend: More talk I hold not now,

If you dare, go.

El. Lov. I dare, you know. Firft let me kifs.

Lady. Farwell, fweet fervant $ your task performed,

On a new ground, as a beginning Sutor,

I (hall be apt to hear you.

Elder Love. Farewell cruel Miftris. Exit Lady.

Enter Young Lovelefs and Savill.

Young Lo. Brother, you! hazard the lofing your Tide to Grave

f

end : you have a long half mile by land to Greenwich.

El. Lo. I go : but Brother, What yet unheard-of courfe to live

doth your imagination flatter you with ? Your ordinary means are

devour'd.

Young Lov. Courier why Horfe-courfing I think: confume no
time in this : I have no Eftate to be mended by meditation : he that

bufies himfelf about my fortunes, may properly be laid to bufie

himfelf about nothing.

El. Lo. Yet fome courfe you mud take, which for my fetisfa&i-

on refolve and open : Ifyou will fhape none, I muft inform you.

That man but perfwades himfelf he means to live, that imagines

not the means.

To. Lo. Why Fie live upon others, as others have liv'd upon me.

El. Lo. I apprehend not that
:
you have fed others, and confe-

quently difposd of um: and the feme meafuremuft you expert from
your maintainers, which will be too heavy an alteration for you to

bear.

To. Lo. Why, lie Purfe 5 if that raife me not ,
Fie Bet at Bow-

ling-Allies, or Man Whores : I would fain live by others : but lie

live whilft I am unhang’d, and after the thoughts taken.

El. Lo. I fee you are ty'd to no particular employment then.

To. Lo. Faith I may chufe my courfe : they fey Nature brings

forth none, but (he provides for them 5 lie try her liberality.

El. Lo. Well, to keep your feet out ofbafe and dangerous paths,

I have refolved you (hall live as Matter of my Houfe. It (hall be
your care, Savill

,
to fee him fed and cloathed, not according to

his prefent eftate, but to his birth and former fortunes.

To. Lo. If it be referred to him, if I be not found in Carnation

B Jerfey
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Jerfey Stockings, blew Devils Breeches, with the guards down, and
my pocket i’th Sleeves : I’le ne’re look you.i’th face again.

Sav. A comlier wear I wifs it is, than thofe dangling Slops.

El. Lo. To keep you ready to do him all fervice peaceably, and
him to command you realbnably : I leave thefe further directions in

writing, which at your beft leifure together open and read.

Enter Abigail to them with a Jewel.

Abig. Sir, My Miftris commends her love to you in this token,

and thefe words } It is a Jewel ( (he lays ) which as a favour from
her Ihe would requeft you to wear till your years travel be per-

formed} which once expired, Ihe will happily expert your happy re-

turn. .

El. Lo. Return my fervice with liich thanks, as (he may imagine

the heart of a luddenly over-joyed man would willingly utter} and
you (I hope) I (hall with slender arguments perlwade to wear this

Diamond } that when my Miftris (hall through my long abfence, and
the approach of new Sutors, offer to forget me, you may caft your
eye down to your finger, and remember and (peak of me. She will

hear thee better than thofe allied by birth to her } as we fee many,
men much fwayed by the Grooms of their Chambers ; not that they

have a greater part of their love or opinion on them, as on others}

but for they know their fecrets.

Abig. A my credit I fwear I think ’twas made for me: Fear no
other Sutors.

Elder Love. I lhall not need to teach you how to difcredit their

beginning, you know how to take exception at their {hirts at walh-

ing, or to make the Maid fwear they found Piaifters in their bed.

Abig. I know, I know, and do you not fear the Sutors.

El. Lo. Farewel, be mindful, and be happy : the night calls me.

Exeunt omnes prater Abigail.

Abig. The gods of the Winds befriend you. Sir : a conttant and
a liberal Lover thou art, more fuch God fend us.

Enter Welford.

Wei. Let um not ftand ftill, we have rid.

Abig. A Sutor I know by his riding hard : I’le not be feen.

Wei. A pretty Hall this : No Servant in’t ? I would look frefhly.

Abig. You have delivered your Errand to me. then : there’s no
danger in a handfom young fellow : I’le (hew my felf.

Wei. Lady, May it pleale you to beftow upon a ftranger the or-
dinary grace of falutation. Are you the Lady of this Houle ?

Abig.
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Abig. Sir, I am worthily proud to be a Servant of hers.

Wei. Lady, I fhould be as proud to be a Servant of your9, did

not my fo late acquaintance make me defpair.

Ab/g. Sir, it is not fo hard to atchieve, but Nature may bring it

about.

Wei. For thefe comfortable words I remain your glad debtor. Is

your Lady at home ? Abig. She is no (Iragler, Sir.

Wei. May her occafions admit me to (peak with her ?

Abig. If you come in the way of a Sutor, No.
Wcl. I know your affable virtue will be moved to perfwade her,

that a Gentleman benighted and ftrayed, offers to be bound to her

for a nights lodging.

Abig. I will commend this meflage to her; but if you aim at her

body, you will be deluded : other women of the Houlhold’s of as

good carriage and government ; upon any of which, if you can

caff your affettion, they will perhaps be found as»faithful, tho not

fo coy. Exit Abigail.

Wei. What a skin full of luff: is this ? I thought I had come a

Wooing, and I am the courted party. This is right Court-fafhion :

•Men,Women, and all woo, catch that catch may. If this foft-heart-

ed woman have infilled any of her tendernefs into her Lady, there

is hope fhe will be pliant. But who’s here?

Enter Sir Roger the Curate.

Rog. God lave you fir : My Lady lets you know, fhe defires to

be acquainted with your Name, before fhe confer with you.
Wei. Sir, my name calls me Welford.

Rog. Sir, you are a Gentleman of a good name. Lie try his wit.

Wei. I will uphold it as good as any of my Anceftors had this

two hundred years, fir.

Roger. I knew a worlhipful and a religious Gentleman of your
name in the Bifhoprick of Durham. Call’d you him Coufin?

Wei. I am only allied to his Virtues, fir.

Roger. It is modeftly faid : I ftiould carry the badg of yourChri-
ftianity with me too.

Wei. What’s that, a Crofs ? there’s a tefter.

Roger. I mean the name which your Godfathers and Godmo-
thers gave you at the Font.

Wei. ’Tis Harry : but you cannot proceed orderly now in your
Catechifm, for you have told me who gave me that name.

Shall I beg your name? Rog. Reger.

B 2 Wei
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Wei. What room fill you in this Houfe ?

Rog. More rooms than one.

Wei. The more the merrier : But may my boldnefs know why
your Lady hath lent you to decipher my name ?

Rog. Her own words were thefe : To know whether you were a
formerly denied Sutor, difguifed in this MelTage : for I can allure

you (he delights not in Thalame : Hymn and {he are at variance. I

lhall return with much hafte. Exit Roger.

Wei. And much fpeed fir, I hope : certainly I am arrived amo.ogft

a Nation of new-found fools, on a Land where no Navigator has

yet planted wit

:

if I had forefeen it, I would have laded mybree- •

ches with Bells,Knives,Copper, andGlafles,to trade with women for

their Virginities yet I fear I (hould have betrayed my felf to need-
lefs charge then. Here comes the walking Night-cap again.

Enter Roger.

Roger. Sir, my Ladies pleafure is to fee you} who hath command-
ed me to acknowledg her fbrrow that you mull take the pains to
come up for fb bad entertainment.

Wei. I {hall obey your Lady that fent it
,
and acknowledg you

that brought it to be your Arts Mafter.

Rog. I am but a Batchelor of Art, Sir v and I have the mending
all under this roof, from my Lady on her Down-bed, to theMaid in

the Peafe-ftraw. .. Wei. ACobler,Sir?
Rog. No, Sir, I do inculcate Divine Homilies within thefe Walls.

Wei. But the Inhabitants of this Houfe do often employ you on
errands without any fcruple of confcience.

Rog. Yes, I do take the air many mornings on foot three or four

miles for Eggs : but why move you that ?

Wei. To know whether it might become your Funftion to bid

my Man neglect his Horfe a little to attend cn me.

Rog. Moft properly. Sir.

Wei. I pray you do fb then: and whilft I will attend your Lady.

You direct all this Houfe in the true way ?

Rog. I do Sir.

Wei. And this dore I hope conducts to your Lady ?

Rog. Your underftanding is ingenious. Ex.feverally.

Enter Young Lovclefs and Savil with a Writing.

Sa. By your favour. Sir, you fbalf pardon me.

nore} I fay they

then who I am?
To.

To. Lo. I {hall bear your favour,Sir,crofs me no i

fhall come in. Sa. Sir, you forget
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To. Lo. Sir, I do not 5 thou art my Brothers Steward, his caft-off

Mill-money, his Kitchen-Arithmetick.

Sa. Sir, I hope you will not make fo little of me >

To. Lo. I make thee not fo little as thou art

:

for indeed there

goes no more to the making of a Steward, but a fair Imprimis^ and
then a reafonable Item infus’d into him, and the thing is done.

Sa. Nay then you ftir my duty, and I muft tell you--
"

To. Lo. What wouldft thou tell me how Hops grow? or hold

fome rotten difcourfe of fheep, or when our Lady-day falls ? Pre-

thee farewell, and entertain my friends 5 be drunk, and burn thy Ta-
ble-books: and my dear Spark of Velvet, thou and I

Sa. Good Sir remember.

To. Lo. I do remember thee a foolifli fellow, one that did put his

truft in Almanacks and Horfe-fairs, and role by Honey and Pot-but-

ter. Shall they come in yet ?

Sa. Nay then I muft unfold your Brothers pleafure : thefe be the

Leflfons, Sir, he left behind him.

To. Lo. Prethee expound the firft.

Sa. I leave to keep my Houfe Three hundred pounds a year, and

my Brother to dilpofe of it.

To. Lo. Mark that, my wicked Steward, and I dilpofe of it.

Sa. Whilft he bears himfelf like a Gentleman, and my credit falls

not in him. Mark that, my good' young fir, mark that.

To. Lo. Nay if it be no more, I (hall fulfil it : whilft my legs will

carry me, Fie bear my lelf like a Gentleman 5 but when I am drunk,

let them bear me that can. Forward dear Steward.

Sa. Next it is my will, that he be furnifht (as my Brother) with

Attendance, Apparel, and the obedience of my people.

To. Lo. Steward, this is as plain as your old Minikin breeches.

Your wildom will relent now, v/ill it not? Be mollified, or—you
underftand me, fir? Proceed.

Sa. Yet, that my Steward keep his place, and power, and bound
my Brothers wildnefi with his care.

To. Lo. Fie hear no more, this is Apocrypha 5 bind it by it (elf

Steward.

Sa. This is your Brothers will 5 and as I take it, he makes no
mention of fitch company as you would draw unto you, Captains

of Galley-foyfts, fuch as in a clear day have feen Caiik 5 fellows that

have no more of God, than their Oaths comes to: they wear Swords
to reach fire at a Play 5 and get there the oyl’d end of a Pipe for

their Guerdon : then the remnant of your Regiment are wealthy



i o The Scornful Lady.

Tobacco-Merchants,that fet up with one ounce,and break for three}

together with a Forlornhope of Poets: and all thefe look like Car-

thufians^ things without linnen. Are thefe fit company For my Mafters

Brother?

Yo.Lo. I will either convert thee, O thouPagan Steward, or pre-

fently confound thee and thy Reckonings. Who's there ? Call in the

Gentlemen. Sa. Good Sir.

JCo. Lo. Nay, you (hall know both who I am, and where I am.

Sa. Are you my Mafters Brother?

To. Lo. Are you the (age Mafter Steward, with a face like an old

Ephemer/des ?

Enter hk Comrades
, Captain^ Traveller.

Sa. Then God help all, I fey.

To. Lo. I, and 'tis well feid, my old Peer of France: welcome
Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen : mine own dear Lads y* are rich-

ly welcome. Know this old Harry-Groat.

Capt. Sir, I will take your love.

Sa. Sir, you will take my Purfe.

Cap. And ftudy to continue it. Sa. I do believe you.

Travel. Your honourable Friend and Mafters Brother hath given

you to us for a worthy fellow, and fo we hug you, fir.

Sa. Has given himfelf into the hands of Varlets, not to be carv'd

out. Sir, are thefe the pieces ?

To. Lo. They are the Morals of the Age, the Virtues} Menmade
of gold. Sav. Of your gold you mean, fir.

To. Lo. This is a Man of War, and cryes go on, and wears his

colours. Sav. Ins nofe.

21?. Lo. In the fragrant field. This is a Traveller, fir, knows Men
and Manners } and has plow'd up the Sea fo far, till both the Poles

has knockt} has feentheSun take Coach, and can diftinguifti the

colour of his Horfes, and their Kinds, and had a Flanders Mare lept

]there.

Sa. Tis much. Trav. I have feen more,fir.

Sa. ’Tis enough a confidence } fit down and reft you, you are

at the end of the World already. Would you had as good a Living

fir, as this fellow could lye you out of} he has a notable gift in t.

To. Lo. This minifters the fmoak, and this the Mufes.

,

Sav. And you the clothes, and meat, and money } you have a

goodly generation of um, pray let them multiply, your Brothers
houfe is big enough,and to fey truth, hastoo much land, hang it dirt.

To. Lo. Why now thou art a loving Stinkard. Fire off thy Anno-
tations
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1

tations, and thy Rent-Books, thou haft a weak brain, and with

the next long Bill thou wilt run mad. Gentlemen, you are once more
welcome to three hundred pound a year 5 we will be freely merry,

(hall we not ?

Cap. Merry as mirth and wine, my lovely Lovelefs.

Poet. A ferious look (hall be a Jury to excommunicate any man
from our company. . Trav. We will not talk wifely neither.

To.Lo. What think you, Gentlemen, by all this Revenue in drink?

Cap. I am all for drink. Trav. I am dry till it be fo.

Poet. He that will not cry Amen to this, let him live fober, feem

wife, and dye o’th Corum.

T0.L0. It (hall be (b, wee’l have it all in drink, let meat and lodg-

ing go, th’ are tranfitory, and (hew men meerly mortal : then wee’l

have Wenches, every one his Wench, and every week a frelh one :

wee’l keep no powder’d iiefli : all thefe we have by warrant, under

the title of things necefiary. Here, upon this place I ground it, the

obedience of my people, and all neceftaries. Your opinions. Gentle-

men?
Cap. ’Tis plain and evident he meant Wenches.

Sav. Good fir let me expound it.

Cap. Here be as found men as your fdf, fir, to expound it.

Poet. This do I hold to be the interpretation of it:, In this word
(NeceJfarji) is concluded all that be helps to man; Woman was made
the firft, and therefore here the chiefeft.

To. Lo. Believe me ’tis a learned one ; and by thefe words, [ The

Obedience of my people 3 you Steward being one, arebound to fetch

us Wenches.

Cap. He is, he is. To. Lo. Steward, attend us forlnftructions.

Sav. But will you keep no Houfe, Sir?

To. Lo. Nothing but Drink, Sir; three hundred pounds in Drink.

Sav. O miferable Houfe, and miserable I that live to fee it 1 Good
fir, keep feme mean

To. Lo. Get us good Whores: and for your part, Savil, I’leboard

you in an Alehoufe ; you (hall have Cheefe and Onions.

Sav. What (hall become ofme ! no Chimney (moaking !

Well Prodigal, your Brother will come home. Exit.

To. Lo. Come Lads, I’le warrant you for Wenches: threehundred
pounds in drink.

Omnes. O brave Lovelefsl Exeunt omnes.

Fink Achts Primi.

ACTUS
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A C T U S II. S C E N A i.

Enter Lady
,
her Sifter Martha, Welford, Younglove, andothers.

Lady
,
Sir,now you (ee yourbad lodging,! muftbidyou good-night.

Welf. If there be any want,
S

tis in want of you.

Lady. A little sleep will eafe that complaint. Oncemore good-night.

Wei. Once more, dear Lady, and then all fweet nights.

Lady. Dear Sir be Ihort and fweet then.

Wei. Shall the morrow prove better to me? Shall I hope my fuit

happier by this nights reft?

Lady. Is your luit fo fickly, that reft will help it ? Pray ye let it

reft then till I call for it. Sir, as a ftranger you have had allmy wel-

come : but had I known your Errand ere you came, your paffage

had been ftraiter. Sir, good-night. Exit Lady.

Wei. So fair and cruel ! Dear unkind, good-night.

Nay fir, you fhall ftay with me, Fie pre(s your zeal fo far.

Rog. O Lord, fir! Wei. Do you love Tobacco ?

Rog. Surely I love it, but it loveth not me 3 yet with your reve-

rence Fie be bold.

Wei. Pray light it, Sir. How do ye like it ?

Rog. I promile you it is notable (tinging geer indeed 5 it is wet,

fir 5 Lord how it brings down rhume.

Wei. Handle it again fir, you have a warm Text of it.

Rog. Thanks ever promised for it : I promife you it is very pow-
erful, andbyaTropelpiritual,for certainly it moves in fundry places.

Wei. I, it does Sir, and me efpedally to ask fir, Why you wear a

Night-cap.

Rog. Afluredly I will fpeakthe truth unto you : you (hall under-

(land fir
,
that my head is broken, and by whom, even by that vi-

fible Beaft the Butler.

Wei. The Butler! certainly he had all his drink about him when
he did it. Strike one of your grave Caffock! The offence, fir.

.
Rog. Reproving him at Tre-trip, fir, for fwearing : you have the

tCital furely.
4

Wei You reprov'd him when his rage was (et a tilt
,
and fo he

crackt your Canons. I hope he has; not hurt your gentle reading.But

(hall we (ee thefe Gentlewomen to night?

Rog

.

Have patience, fir, until our fellow Nicholas be deceas'd,

that is, asleep, forfo the word is taken } to sleep, to dye 3 to dye, to

sleep 3 a very figure, fir.

Wei. Cannot you caft another for the Gentlewomen ?

Rog. Not till the man be in his bed, his grave} his grave, his bed
:

j

the i



The Scornful Lady. 1

3

the very fame again, fir. Our Comic Poet gives the reafbn fweetly.

Plexus rimarum eft, he is full of loop-holes, and will difcover to our
PatroneG.

Wei. Your Comment, Sir, hath made me underftand you.

Enter Martha the Ladies Sifter, and Younglove, to them
with a Pojjet.

Roger. Sir be addreft 5 the Graces do falute you with a full Bowl
of Plenty. Is our old Enemy entomb'd ? Abig. He’s fafe.

Rog. And does he fiiore out fupinely with the Poet?

Mar. No, he outfnores the Poet.

Wei. Gentlewoman,this curtefie (hall bind a Granger to you, ever

your fervant.

Mar. Sir, my Sifters ftri&nefs makes not us forget you area Gran-

ger, and a Gentleman.

Abig. In (both Sir, were I changed into my Lady, a Gentleman fb

well endued with parts, ftiould not be loft.

Wei. I thank you Gentlewoman, and reft bound to you.

See how this foul Familiar chews the cud : from thee and three and
fifty, good Love deliver me.

Mar. Will you fit down and take a fpoon ?

Wei. I take it kindly. Lady. Mar. It is our beft banquet, fir.

Rog. Shall we give thanks ?

Wei. I have to the Gentlewoman already, fir.

Mar. Good Sir Roger keep that breath to cool your part o'thPof-

fet, you may chance have a (calding zeal el(e$ and you will needs

be doing, pray tell your twenty to your (elf : would you could like

this fir.

Wei

.

I would your Sifter would like me as well, Lady.

Mar. Sure, fir, (be would not eat you: But banifh that imagina-

tion. She's only wedded to her felf, lyes with her (elf, and loves her

(elf: and for another Husband than her (elf, he may knock at the

gate, but ne're come in. Be wife, fir, (he's a Woman, and a trouble,

and has her many faults, the leaft of which is, (he cannot love you.

Abig . God pardon her, (hee’l do worfe 5 would I were worthy
his leaft grief, Miftrefs Martha.

Wei. Now I muft over-hear her.

Mar. Faith would thou hadft them all with all my heart 5

I do not think they would make thee a day older.

Abig. Sir, will you put in deeper, 'tis the (weeter.

Mar. Well (aid old Sayings.

Welf. She looks like one. Gentlewoman, you keep your word,

C VOUr
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your fweet (elf has made the bottom fweeter.

Abig. Sir, I begin a frolick,dare you change fir>

Wei. My felf for you, fo pleafe you. That fmile hath turn’d my
ftomack. This is right the old Emblem of the Moyl cropping of
Thirties : Lord what a hunting head rtie carries ! fure (he has been

ridden with a Martingale. Now Love deliver me !

Rog. Do I dream, or do I wake ? furely I know not t am I rub’d

off? Is this the way of all my Morning-Prayers? Oh Roger, thou
art but graft, and Woman as a flower. Did I for this confume my
quarters in meditations, vows, and wooed her in Heroical Epiftles?

Did I expound the Owl, and undertook with labour and experience

the collection of thofe thoufand pieces confum’d in Cellars and To-
bacco-fhops, of that our honoured Englifhman N. 5.? Have I done
this ? and am I done thus to ? I will end with the Wife-man , and
fay. He that holds a woman, has an Eele by the tail.

Mar. Sir, ’tis fo late, and our entertainment ( meaning our Pof-

fet ) by this is grown fo cold, that ’twere an unmannerly part long-

er to hold you from your reft: let what the houfe has, be at your
command, Sir.

Wei. Sweet reft be with you. Lady $ and to you what you defire

too.

Abig. It fhould be fome fuch good thing like your felf then.

Wei. Heaven keep me from that curfe, and all my iffue.

Good-night Antiquity. Exeunt.

Rog. Solamen tniferk focios habuijje doloris. But I alone.

Wei. Learned fir, will you bid my man come to me? and requeft-

ing a greater meafure of your Learning
,
Good-night good Matter

Roger.

Wei. Adieu dear Domine. Half a dozen fuch in a King

would make a man forfwear confeffion,: for who that had but half

his wits about him, would commit the counfel of a ferious fin, to

foch a cruel Night-cap ?

Why how now, (hall we have an Antique ? Enter Ser.

Whofe head do you carry upon your fhoulders, that you jole it fo

againft the poft ? Is’t for your eafe? or have you feen the Cellar ?

Where are my Slippers, fir? Ser. Here fir.

Wei. Where fir? have you got the pot-verdugo? have you feen

the horfes, fir ? Ser. Yes fir.

Wei. Have they any meat ?

Ser. Faith fir, they have a kind of wholfbme Ruflies, Hay I can-

Rog. Good fir, peace be with you. Exit R.c

not call it. Wei.
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Wei. And no Provender ? c

Ser. Sir^f© I take it.

Wei. You are nierry fir, and why lo ?

Ser. Faith, fir, here are no Oats to be got, unlels you’l have urn

in porridg, the people are fo mainly given to fpoon-meat
:
yonders

a call of Coachmares of the Gentlewomans, the ftrangeft cattel

!

Wei. Why ?

Ser. Why, they are tranfparent, fir, you may lee through them,

and luch a houfe.

Wet. Come fir, the truth of your dilcovery.

Ser. Sir, they are in Tribes like Jem 5 the Kitchin and the Dairy
make one Tribe,and have their faction and fornication within them-

felves : The Buttery and the Landry are another, and there’s no
love loft : The Chambers are entire y and what’s done there, islbme-

what higher than my knowledg : but this I am lure, between thefe

Copulations a ftranger is kept virtuous, that is falling. But of all

this, the drink fir. '
<

;i * •

Wei. What of that fir? *
v ' f

Ser. Faith fir, I will handle it as the time and- ybur patience will

give me leave. This drink, Or this cooling Julip, of which three

Ipoonfuls kills the Calenture, a pint breeds the cold Palfie.

Wei. Sir, you be-lye the houfe.

Ser. I would I did fir. But as I am a true man, if Twere but one
degree colder, nothing but an Affes hoof would holdit.

Wei. I ahi glad on’t fir $ for if it had proved ftroilger, you had
been tongue-ty’d of thefe commendations. Light me the Candle, fir,

I’le hear no more.

Enter Toting Lovdefs and hk Comrades
,
with Wenches

. and Two Fidlers.
7 /Xk

To. ho. Cottle
1my fefcftfe Man of War, trace out thy Darling :

And you my Learned Councd, fet and turn boys

:

Kils till the Cow cpme.home : kils clofe, kils clofe Knaves.

My Modern POet; thou {halt kils in couplets. Enter with wine.

Strike up you merry Varlets, and leave your peeping.

This is no pay for Fidlers.

Cap. O my dear Boy, thy Hercules
,
thy Captain

Makes thee his Hilas, his delight, his Iblace.

Love thy brave Man of War, and let thy bounty
Clap him in Shamok : Let there be deducted out of our main pota-

Fhfe marks in htttdltifents-to adorn this -thigh, '
,

(tion,

Crampt with this reft of peace, and I will fight

Thy Battels. C 2 To. ho.
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To, Lo. Thou (halt have’t boy, and flye in Feather

:

Lead on a March, you Michers. Enter Savil.

Sa. O my head ! O my heart ! What a node and change is here

!

would I had been cold i’th mouth before this day, and ne’re have
liv’d to fee this diffolution. He that lives within a mile of this place,

had as good sleep in the perpetual noife of an Iron Mill. There’s a
dead Sea of drink i’th Cellar, in which goodly Veffels lye wrackt ;

and in the middle of this Deluge appears the tops of Flaggons,

and black Jacks, like Churches drown’d i’th Marfhes.

To. Lo. What art thou come ! My fweet fir /Eneas
, welcome to

Troy. Come, thou (halt ki(s my Hel/en
,
and court her in a dance.

Sa. Good fir confider.

To. Lo. Shall tye confider. Gentlemen ? How (ay you ?

Cap. Confider, that were a fimple toy y’faith : Confider ! whole
Morals that ? The man that cryes Confider, is our foe, let my fteel

know him.

To. Lo. Stay thy dead-doing hand, he muft not dye yet
:
prethee

be calm my Heitor. < : , ;i
f 7/ '

, ^

Cap. Pealant, Slave, thou Groom, compos’d of grudgings, live

and thank this Gentleman
,
thou hadft feen Pluto elfe. The next

Confider kills thee.

Trav. Let him drink down his word again in a gallon of Sack.

Poet. ’Tis but a fnuff, make it two gallons, and let him do it

kneeling in repentance.

Sav. Nay rather kill me, there’s but a Lay-man loft. Good Cap-

tain do your office.

To. Lo. Thou (halt drink Steward : drink and dance my Steward.

Strike him a Horn-pipe Squeakers;, take thy Strive; and. pace her

till (he ftew.

Sav. Sure, fir, I cannot dance with your Gentlewomen, they are

too light for me : Pray break my head, and let me go.

Cap. He (hall dance, he (hall dance.

To. Lo. He (hall dance, and drink, and be drunk j and dance, and

be drunk again ; and (hall fee no meat in a year.

Poet. And three quarters.

To. Lo. And three quarters be it. ’-t
, 7

Cap. Who knocks there ? Let him in.

Enter Elder Lovelefs difguifed.
jj

Sav. Some to deliver, me, I hope. •

El. Lo. Gentlemen, God lave you a!! : my bufifieG is to one Ma-
tter Lovelefs.

Cap.
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Cap

.

This is the Gentleman you mean } view him, and take his

Inventory, lie's a right one.

El.Lo. He promiles no lefs, fir.

To. Lo. Sir, your bufinels ?

El. Lo. Sir, I (hou!d let you know, yet I am loath
5 yet I am

fworn to’t: Would feme other tongue would (peak it for me.
To. Lo. Out with it a Gods name.

El.Lo. All I defire, fir, is the patience and fufferance of a many;
and good fir be not mov'd more.

To. Lo. Then a pottle of Sack will do } here's my hand, prethee

thy bufinefi ?

El.Lo. Good fir excufe me} and whatfoever you hear, think

mult have been known unto you} and be your (elf difcreet, and bear
it nobly. To. Lov. Prethee dilpatch me.

El. Lov. Your Brother's dead fir.

To. Lo. Thou dolt not mean dead drunk ?

El. Lo. No, no, dead and drown'd at Sea fir.

Tv. Lo. Art (ure he's dead ? #
El.Lov. Too fure fir,

Y0. Lov. I but art thou very certainly (ure of it ?

El.Lo. As fure fir as I tell it.

Y0. Lev. But art thou (ure he came not up again ?

El. Lov. He may come up, but ne're to call you Brother.

Y0. Lov. But art (ure he had water enough to drown him ?

El. Lov. Sure fir he wanted none.

Y0. Lov. I would not have him want, I lov'd him better: here, I

forgive thee : aij^i'faith be plain. How do I bear it ?

El. Lov. Very wifely, fir.

Y0. Lov. Fill him (bme wine. Thou doft not fee me mov'd} thefe

tranfitory toys ne’re trouble me} he's ia a better place, my friend, I

know’t. Some fellows would have cry'd now, and have curd thee,

and fain out with their meat, and kept a pudder} but all this helps

not, he was too good for us,and let God keep him : there's the right

tfeon't, friend. Off with thy drink,thou haft a (pice of (orrow makes
thee dry, fill him another. Savil, your Matters dead, and who am I

now, Savil

}

Nay, let’s all bear it well } wipe, Savil, wipe, tears are

but thrown away : we (hall have Wenches now, (hall we not Savil

)

Savil. Yes fir.

Y0. Lov. And drink innumerable ?

Savil. Yes forfooth fir.

Y0. Lov. And you! (train cuFfie, and be drunk a little.

Savil. I will drive, fir, to do my weak endeavour.

Y*>.L<w.
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To. Lo. You may be brought in time to love a Wench too.

Savil. In time the fturdy Oak, fir.

To. Lo. Some more wine for my friend there'.

El. Lo. I fhall be drunk anon for my good news : but I have a

wing Brother, that’s my comfort.

To. Lo. Here’s to you, fir, this is the word I wifh you for your
ws : and if I had another elder Brother, and fay it were his chance

feed Haddocks, I fhould be ftill the fame you fee me now, apoor
contented Gentleman. More Wine for my friend there, he’s dry a-

gain.

El. Lo. I (hall be, if I follow this beginning. Well my dear Bro-

ther, if I feape this drowning, ’tis your turn next to fink, you (hall

duck twice before I help you. Sir, I cannot drink more: pray you
let me have your pardon.

To. Lo. O Lord, fir, ’tis your modefty : more wine, give him a

bigger glafs 3 hug him my Captain, thou (halt be my chief Mour-
ner.

Capt. And this my Penon : Sir, a full caroufe to you, and to my
Lord of Land here.

El. Lo. I feel a buzzing in my brains =, pray God I bear this out,

and lie ne’re trouble them to far again. Here’s to you, fir.

To. Lo. To my dear Steward : down a your knees you Infidel,

you Pagan, be drunk and penitent.

Sav. Forgive me, fir, and lie be any thing.

To. Lo. Then be a Bawd, He have thee a brave Bawd.

El. Lo. Sir, I muft take my leave of you, mybufitiefs is fo urgent.

To. Lo. Let’s have a bridling caft before you go.Fill’s a new {loop.

El. Lo. I dare not fir,_by no means.

To. Lo. Have you any miifd to a Wench ? I would fain gratifie
4

you for the pains you took, fir.

El. Lo. As little as to the tother.

To. Lo. If you find any ftirring, do but fay fo.

El. Lo. Sir, you are too bounteous =, when I feel that itching,you f
fhall affwage it, fir, before another: this only, and farewel fir. Your

'

brother, when the ftorm was mod extream, told all about him, he

left a Will
,
which lyes clofe behind a Chimney in the Matted

Chamber. And fo as well, fir, as you have made me able, I take my
leave.

To. Lo. Let us embrace him all: if you grow dry. before ybti

end your bufinefs, pray take a bait here: I have a frefh Hogs-head

for you.
Sav.
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Sav. You (hall neither will nor chufe fir. My Mailer is a won-

derful fine Gentleman, has a fine ftate, a very fine ftate, fir : I am his

Steward fir, and his Man.

El. Lo. Would you were your own, fir, as I left you.

Well, I muft call about, or all finks.

Sav. Farewell Gentleman, Gentleman, Gentleman.

El. Lov. What would you with me fir ?

Sav. Farewel Gentleman.

El. Lo. O sleep fir, sleep. Exit Eld. Lov.
To. Lo. Well boys, you fee what’s fain, let's in and drink, and

give thanks for it.

Sav. Let’s in and drink, and give thanks for it.

To. Lo. Drunk as I live. Sav. Drunk as I live, boys.

To. Lo. Why, now thou art able t6 difcharge thine office, and
caftup a reckoning of fome weight: I will be knighted, for my ftate

will bear it, ’tis fixteen hundred, boys. Off with your husks, I’le

skin you all in Sattin. Capt. O fweet Lovelefs.

Sav. All in Sattin ! O fweet Lovelefs !

To. Lo. March in, my noble Compeers:, and this my Countels

{hall be led by two: and lb proceed we to the Will. Exeunt.

Enter Morecraft the TJfurer,
and Widow.

Mor. And Widow, as I fey, be you your own friend: your Hus-

band left you wealthy, I and wife} continue fi>, (weet duck, continue

fo. Take heed of young finooth Varlets, younger Brothers} they are

worms that will eat through your bags : they are very Lightning,

that with a flalhor two will melt your money, and never fingeyour

purfe-ftrings : They are Colts (Wench), Coltsheady and dangerous,

till we take um up, and make um fit for bonds. Look uponme,I have

had, and have yet matter of moment, Girl; matterof moment} you
maymeet with a worfe back, I’le not commend it.

Wid. Nor I neither, fir.

Mor. Yet thus far by your favour. Widow, ’tis tuff.

Wid. And therefore not for my diet, for I love a tender one.

Mor. Sweet Widow, leave your frumps,and be edified: youknow
my ftate} I fell no Perlpeftives, Scarfs, Gloves, nor Hangers, nor put

my truft in Ihoo-tyes} and where your Husband in an age was ri-

fing by burnt figs, dreg’d with meal, and powder’d Sugar, Saunders,

and grains, worm-feed, and rotten Kaifins, and fuch vile Tobacco,

that made the foot-men mangy : I in a year have put up hundreds

inclos’d. My Widow, thofe pleafent Meadows , by a forfeit Mort-
gage, for which the poor Knight takes a lone Chamber, owes for

his.
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his Ale, and dares not beat his Hoftefs : Nay more

Wid. Good fir, no more} what e’re my Husband was, I knowwhat
I am 5 and if you marry me, you muft bear it bravely off fir.

Mor. Not with the head, fweet Widow.
Wid. No fweet fir, but with your fhoulders : I muft have you

dub’d, for under that I will not ftoop a feather. My husband was a

fellow lov’d to toyl, fed ill, made gain his exercife, and fo grew
coftive, which for I was his Wife, and gave way to, and (pun mine

own fmocks courfe, and fir, fo little : but let that pafs } Time, that

wears all things out, wore out this Husband, who in penitence of
fuch fruitlefs five years marriage, leftme great with his Wealth} which
if you’l be a worthy Goffipto, be knighted, fir. EnterSavil.

Mor. Now fir, from whence come you? Whofe man are you fir ?

Sav. Sir, I come from young Mafter Lovelefs.

Mor. Be filent, fir, I have no money, not a penny for you} he’s

fnk, your Matter’s funk, a perifht man fir.

Sav. Indeed his Brother s funk fir
,
God be with him, a perifht

man indeed, and drown’d at Sea.

Mor. How faidft thou, good my friend, his Brother drown’d

!

Sav. Untimely fir, at Sea.

Mor. And thy young Mafter left foie Heir. Sav. Yes fir.

Mor. And he wants money.

Sav. Yes, and lent me to you, for he is now to be knighted.

Mor. Widow be wife, there’s more Land coming. Widow,be ve-

,ry wife, and give thanks for me. Widow.
Wid. Be you very wife, and be knighted, and then give thanks

for me fir.

Sav. What fays your Worfhip to this money ?

Mor. I fay he may have the money if he pleafe.

Sav.. A Thoufand fir.

Mor. A thoufand fir, provided my wife fir, his Land lye for the

payment} otherwife

Enter young Lovelefs, and Comrades to them.

Sav. He’s here himfelf fir, and can better tell you.

Mar. My notable dear friend , and worthy Mafter Lovelefs, and
now -Right Worfhipful, all joy and welcome.

Y0. Lov. Thanks to my dear Inclofer, Mafter Morecraft
,
prethee

old Angel-gold, falute my Family, I’ledoas much forthine: this and
your own defires, fair Gentlewoman.

Wid. And yours fir, if you mean well. Tis ahandfom Gentleman.
Ye. Lov. Sirrah, my Brothers dead. Jy

“
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Mor. Dead

!

To. Lo. Dead, and by this time fouft for Ember-week.
Mor. Dead !

To. Lo. Drown’d! drown’d at Sea man ! by the next frefh Con-
ger that comes we (hall hear more.

Mor. Now by the faith of my body it moves me much.
To. Lo. What, wilt thou be an Aft, and weep for the dead? why

I thought nothing but a general inundation would have mov’d thee:

prethee be quiet, he hath left his Land behind him.

Mor. O ! has he fo

!

To. Lo. Yes faith, I thank him for’t, I have all boy: haft any rea-

dy money ?

Mor. Will you fell,- fir?

To. Lo. No, not out-right, good Gripe: marry, a Mortgage, or
fuch a slight fecurity.

Mor. I have no money fit for Mortgage : if you will fell, and
all or none, lie work a new Mine for you.

Sav. Good fir look afore you, he’l work you out of all elfe: if

you fell your Land, you have fold your Countrey, and then you
mud to Sea, to feek your Brother, and there lye pickled in a pow-
dering Tub, and break your teeth with Biskets and hard Beef, that

muft have watering, fir ^ and where’s your Three hundred pounds a

year in drink then? If you’l turn up the Straights,yox\ may; for you
have no calling for drink there, but with a Cannon; nor no feoring

but on your ftiip fides ; and then if you feape with life, and take

a faggot Boat, and a bottle of ZJfqnebaugh
,
come home poor man,

like a type of Tbamejlreet
,
ftinking of Pitch and Poor John. I can-

not tell fir, I would be loath to fee it.

Capt. Steward, you are an Aft, a meazel’d Mungrel ; and were it

not againft the peace of my foveraign friend here, I would break

your fore-cafting Coxcomb, Dog I would, even with thy ftaff of
Office there, thy Pen and Inkhorn. Noble boy, the god of Gold
here has fed thee well, take money for thy dirt: Hark and believe,

thou art cold of Conftitution, thy feat unhealthful: fell and be
wife; we are three that will adorn thee, and live according to thine

own heart, child : Mirth (hall be only ours, and only ours (hall be

the black-ey’d Beauties of the time. Money makes men immortal.

Poet. Do what you will, tis the nobleft courfe; then you may
live without the charge of people, only we four will make a Fami-

ly; I, and an Age that will beget new Annals
,
in which lie write

thy Life, my Son of Pleafurc, equal with Nero and Caligula.

D To. Lo.
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To. Lo. What men were they. Captain?

Cap

.

Two roaring Boys of Rom that made all Iplit.

To. Lo. Come fir, what dare you give ?

Sav. You will not fell, fir.

To.Lo. Who told you fo, fir?

Sav. Good fir have a care.

To. Lo. Peace, or lie tack your tongue up to your roof. What
money? fpeak.

Mor. Six thoufend pounds, fir.

Cap. Take it 5 he has overbidden by this hand: bind him to his

bargain quickly.

To. Lo. Come ftrikeme luck with Earned, anddraw the Writings.

Mor. There is fix Angels in earned.

Sav. Sir, for my old Madersfeke let my Farm be excepted 5 if I

become his Tenant, I am undone, my Children beggars, and my Wife
God knows what : conlider me, dear fir.

Mor. lie have all or none.

To. Lo. All in, all in, difpatch theWritings. Exit with Com.

Wid. Go, thou art a pretty fore-handed fellow 3 would thou
wert wifer.

Sav. Now do I fenfibly begin to feel my felf a Rafcal: would I

could teach a School, or beg, or lye well 3 I am utterly undone
now he that taught thee to deceive and cozen, take thee to his

mercy. Exit Sav.

Mor. Come Widow, come, never dand upon a Knighthood, Tis a

meer paper Honour, and not proof enough for a Sergeant. Come,
come, He make thee

—

Wid. To anfwer in fhort, 'tis this fir. No Knight, no Widow 5 if

you make me any thing, it mud be a Lady: And fo I take my leave.

Mor. Farewellweet Widow, and think of it. (Exit Widow

.

Wid. Sir, I do more than think of it, it makes me dream fir,

Mor. She's rich and fober, if this itch were from her : and fey I

be at the charge to pay the Footmen and the Trumpets ,
I and the

Horfemen too, and be a Knight, and die refufe me then s then am I

hoid into the Subfidy, and 16 by confequence fhould prove a Cox-
comb : He have a care of that. Six thoufend pound, and then the

Land is mine. There's fome refrelhing yet. Exit.

Finis AUus featndi

ACT.
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Enter Abigail, and drops her Glove.

Abig. If he but follow me, as all my hopes tell me he’s man e-

nough, up goes my reft, and I know I mall draw him.

Wei. This is the ftrangeft pamper’d piece of flefti towards fifty,

that ever frailty cop’t withall* what a trim lenvoy here fhe has put
upon me! theft Women are a proud kind of Cattel, and love this

Whorefon doing fo direftly, that they will not ftick to make their

very skins Bawds to their flefti. Here’s Dogskin and Storax fiifficient

to kill a Hawk : what to do with it, befide nailing it up amongft
IriJ)

)

heads of Teer, to (hew the mightinefs of her palm, I know
not : there fhe is. I muft enter into Dialogue. Lady, you have loft

your Glove.

Abig. No fir, if you have found it.

Wei. It was my meaning. Lady, to reftore it.

Abig. It willbe uncivil in me to take back a Favour Fortunehath
fo well beftowed: fir, pray wear it for me.

Wei. I had rather wear a Bell. But hark you Miftrels, what hid-

den virtue is there in this Glove, that you would have me wear it?

Is’t good againft fore eyes? Or will it charm the Tooth-ake? Or
theft red tops being fteept in White-wine foluble, wil’t kill the Itch?

Or has it fo conceal’d a providence to keep my hand from Bonds?
If it have none of theft, and prove no more but a bare Glove of
half a Crown a pair, ’twill be but a half courtefie , I wear two al-

ways: ’faith let’s draw cuts, one will do me no pleafure.

Abig. The tendemels of his years keeps him as yet in ignorance 5

he’s a well-moulded fellow, and I wonder his blood fhould ftir no
higher : but ’tis his want of company , I muft grow nearer to

him. Enter Elder Lovelels dijguifed.

El. Lo. God lave you both.

i Abig. And pardon you Sir: This is fomewhat rude 5 how came

you hither ?

I El. Lo. Why through the dores, they are open.

Wei. What are you? and what bufinefs have you here.

e El. Lo. More I believe than you have.

' Abig. Who would this fellow (peak with? Art thou fober?

El. Lo. Yes, I come not here to sleep.

Wei. Prethee what art thou ?

El. Lo. As much ( gay naan ) as thou art 5 I am a Gentleman.

D 2 Wei.—
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Wet. Art thou no more ?

El. Lo. Yes, more than thou dar’ft be, a Soldier.

Abig. Thou doft not come to quarrel?

El. to. No, not with Women: I come here to (peak with a Gen-

tlewoman.

Abig. Why I am one.

El. Lo. But not with one lb gentle.

Wei. This is a fine fellow.

El. Lo. Sir, I am not fine yet ,
I am but new come over; direft

me with your Ticket to your Taylor, and then I (hall be fine fir. La-

dy, if there be a better of your Sex within this Houfe, I fay I

would fee her.

Abig. Why, am not I good enough for you, fir ?

El.Lo. Your way you’l be too good; pray end my bufinefs. This

is another Sutor. O frail Woman

!

Wei.This fellow with his bluntnefs hopes to do morethan thelong

fuits of a thoufand could : though he be fowr, he’s quick, I mult

not truft him. Sir, this Lady is not to fpeak with you, file is more

ferious: you finell as if you were new calkt; go and be handfome,

and then you may fit with the Serving-men.

El: Lo. What are you, fir?

Wei. Troth guefs by my outfide.

El. Lo. Then I take you, fir, for fome new filken thing wean’d

from the Countrey, that (hall ("when you come to keep good com-

pany^) be beaten into better manners. Pray good proud Gentlewo-

man, help me to your Miftrefs.

Abig. How many lives haft thou, that thou talkeft thus rudely?

El.Lo. But one, one; I am neither Cat nor Woman.
Wet. And will that one life, fir, maintain you ever, in fuch bold

1
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faweinefs?

El. Lo. Yes, amongft a Nation of fuch men as you are, and be no

worfe for wearing. Shall I (peak with this Lady?

Abig. No by my troth {hall you not.

El. Lo. I muft ftay here then.

Wei. That you fhall not neither.

El. Lo. Good fine thing tell me why?
Wei. Good angry thing I’le tell you:

This is no place for fuch companions r

Such lowfie Gentlemen {hall -find their bufinefs

Better i’th’ Suburbs ; there your ftrong pitch-perfume,- a
Mingled with lees of Ale, {hall reek in fafhion.

P
This

He

Ha

Pk

He

He

If



the Scornful Lady. 2 «

This is no Thamejlreet
,
fir.

Abig. This Gentleman informs you truly.

Prethee be iatisfied, and leek the Suburbs,

Good Captain, or what ever title elfe

The warlike Eel-boats have bellowed upon thee.

Go and reform thy lelf, prethee be fweeter,

And know my Lady (peaks with no luch Swabbers.

El. Lo. You cannot talk me out with your tradition

Of Wit you pick from Plays
:
go to, I have found ye :

And for you, tender fir, whole gentle blood

Runs in your nole, and makes you fnuff at all

But three pil’d people 5 I do let you know
He that begot your Worfhips Sattin Suit,

Gan make no men, fir: I will fee this Lady,

And, with the reverence of your Silkenthip,

In thefe old Ornaments.

Wei. You will not fure.

EL Lo. Sure, fir, I (hall.

Abig

.

You would be beaten out.

EL Lo. Indeed I would not 5 or if I would be beaten*.

Pray who (hall beat me? This good Gentleman

Looks as he were o’th peace.

Wei. Sir, you (hall lee that : will you get you out?

EL Lo. Yes that, that (hall correft your boy? tongue..

Dare you fight ? I will Hay here Hill. They draw.

Abig

.

O their things are out ! help, help for Gods lake.

Madam, they foin at one another;

Madam ! why who is within there > Enter Lady*.

Lady. Who breeds this rudenels?.

Wei. This uncivil fellow.

He fays he comes from Sea, where I believe

H’as purg’d away his Manners. .

Lady. Why, what of him>
Wei. Why he will rudely, without once God blels you,

Prels to your privacies ^ and no denial

Mull (land betwixt your perlbn and his bufinelsr

I let go his ill language.

Lady. Sir, have you bufinels with me ?

El. Lo. Madam, fome I have.

But none fo ferious to pawn my life fort:

If you keep this quarter, and maintain about you
Such :
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Such Knights o’th Sun as this is, to defie

Men of employment to ye, you may live.

But in what Fame ?

La. Pray ftay fir $ who has wrong’d you?
El. Lo. Wrong me he cannot, though uncivilly

He flung his wild words at me : But to you
I think he did no honour, to deny
The hafte I come withal, a pafiage to you.

Though I (eem courfe.

Lady. Excufe me gentle fir, ’twas from my knowledg,

And fhall have no protection. And to you, Sir,

You have ftiew’d more heat than wit 5 and from your (elf

Have borrowed power I never gave you here.

To do thofe vild unmanly things : My houfe

Is no blind ftreet to fwagger in 5 and my Favours

Not doting yet on your unknown delerts

So far, that I Ihould make you Matter of my bufinefi.

My credit yet (lands fairer with the people,

Than to be try’d with Sword. And they that come
To do me (ervice, mutt not think to win me
With a hazzard of a Murther. If your love

Confift in fury, carry it to the Camp,
And there in honour of (ome common Miftrels,

Shorten your youth. I pray be better temper’d,

And give me leave a while Sir.

Wei. You mutt have it. Exit Welford.

Lady. Now Sir, your bufinefs ?

El. Lo. Firft, I thank you for fchooling this young fellow,

Whom his own follies, which are prone enough
Daily to fill into, if you but frown,

Shall level him a way to his repentance.

Next, I ihould rail at you 5 but you are a woman,
And anger’s loft upon you.

Lady. Why at me, Sir?

I never did you wrong : for, to my knowledg,
This is the firft fight of you.

El. Lo. You have done that,

I muft confels I have the leaft (hare in,

Becaufe the leaft acquaintance : But there be
(If there be honour in the minds of men)
Thoulands, when they (hall know what I deliver,

(As
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( As all good men muft (hare in’t) will to Ihame

Blaft your black memory.

Lady. How is this, good fir ?

El. Lo. ’Tis that, that if you have a foul, will choak it.

Y’ave kill’d a Gentleman.

Lady. I kill’d a Gentleman !

El. Lo. You and your Cruelty have kill’d him, woman,
And fitch a man ( let me be angry irt’tj

Whofe leaft worth weighed above all womens Vertues

That are: I Ipare you all to come too. Guels him now.
Lady. I am fo innocent, I cannot fir.

El. Lo. Repent you mean : Are you a perfeft woman,
And as the firft was, made for mans undoing?

Lady. Sir, you have mill your way, I am not (he.

El. Lo. Would he had mift his way too, though he had
Wander’d farther than women are ill Ipoken of
So he had mift this mifery, you Lady.

Lady. How do you do, Sir ?

El. Lo. Well enough, I hope,

While I can keep my felf from temptations.

Lady. Pray leap into the matter : Whither would ye?
El. Lo. You had a Servant that your peevilhnefi

Injoin’d to travel.

Lady. Such a one I have

Still, and Ihould be griev’d ’twere otherwife.

El. Lo. Then have your asking, and be griev’d, he’s dead
How you will anlwer for his worth, I know not

:

But this I am fure, either he, or you, or both

Were ftark mad} elfehe might have liv’d

To have given a ftronger teftimony to the world
Of what he might have been. He was a man
I knew but in his evening, ten Suns after

Forc’d by tyrant-ftorm, our beaten Bark
Bulg’d under us: in which lad parting-blow.

He call’d upon his Saint, but not for life,

On you unhappy Woman } and whilft all

Sought to preferve their fouls, he delperately -

Imbrac’d a Wave, crying t<* all that law it 5
If any live, go to my Fate that forc’d me
To this untimely end, and make her happy:
His name was Lovdefs--, and I Icap’t the ftorm.

And
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And now you have my bufinefi.

Lady

.

’ Tis too' much.

Would I had been that ftorm, he had not perifht.

If you’l rail now, I will forgive you, fir.

Or if you’l call in more, if any more
Come from his ruin, I (hall juftly fiiffer

What they can (ay. I do confeft my (elf

A guilty caufe in this. I would fay more,

But grief is grown toogreat tobe delivered.

El. Lo. I like this well: thefe women are ftrange things:

’Tis fbmewhat of the lateft now to weep 5

You (hould have wept when he was going from you,

And chain’d him with thefe tears at home.

Lady, Would you had told me then fo, thefe two arms had been

his Sea.

El.Lo. Truft me, you move me much : but fay he lived, thefe

were forgotten things again.

La. I, fay you fo? Sure I fhould know that voice: this is knave-

ry, He fit you for it. Were he living, fir, I would perfwade you to

be charitable, I, and confefs we are not al! fo ill as your opinion

holds us. Oh my friend, what penance (hall I put upon my fault,up-

on my moft unworthy felf for this?

El. Lo. Leave them to others, ’twas feme jealoufie

That turn’d him defperate.

Lady . lie be with you ftraight : are you wrung there?

El. Lo. This works amain upon her.

Lady. I do confels there is a Gentleman

Has born me long good will. • / )
:

El. Lo. I do not like that.

Lady. And vowed a thoufand fervices to me, to me regardlefi of
him: But fince Fate, that no Power can withftand, has taken from
me my firft and beft Love

,
and to weep away my youth is a meer

folly, I will fhew you what I determine fir, you {hall know all: Call

Mr. Welford there. That Gentleman I mean to make the model of

my Fortunes, and in his chafte embraces keep alive the memory of

my loft lovely Lovelef: He is fomewhat like him too.

El. Lo. Then you can love?

Lady. Yes certainly fir . j :• ^
Though it pleafe you to think me hard and cruel, .v i u. ‘i£

I hope I fnall perfwade you otherwife. of]
El. Lo. I have made my felf a fine fool. jEnter Welford.

- Wei.
1
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Wei. Would you have fpokcn with me. Madam ?

'Lady. Yes Mr. Welferd ,
and I ask your pardon before this Gen-

tleman, for being forward : this kifs, and henceforth more affe&ion.

El. Lo. So, ’tis better I were drown’d indeed.

Wei. This is a fudden paffion, God hold it.

This fellow out of his fear, fure has

Perfwaded her. I’le give him a new fuit on’t.

Lady. A parting kits, and good fir let me pray you
To wait me in the Gallery.

Wei. I am in another world. Madam, where you pleafe. Ex.Welf.
ELLo. I will to Sea, an’t (hall go hard but Fie be drown’d indeed.

Lady. Now fir you fee I am no fuch hard-hearted creature

But time may win me.

El. Lo. You have forgot your loft Love.

Lady. Alas fir, What would you have me to do? I cannot call

him back again with forrow y I’le love this man as dearly
, and be-

fhrow me I’le keep him far enough from Sea: and ’twas told me,

now I remember me, by an old wife woman
, that my firft Love

ftioujd be drown’d 5 and fee, ’tis come about.

El. Lo. I would {he had told you, your fecond fhould be hang’d

too, and let that come about. But this is very ftrange !

La. Faith fir, confider all, and then I know you! be ofmy mind.

If weeping could redeem him, I would weep ftill.

El. Lo. But fay that I were Lovelefs,

And fcap’t the ftorm, how would you anfwer this ?

Lady. Why for that Gentleman I would leave all the World.
El. Lo. This young thing too?

Lady. This young thing too,

Or any young thing elfe : why, I would lofe my ftate.

El. Lo. Why then he lives ftill, I am he, your Lovelefs,

Lady. Alas I knew it fir, and for that purpofe prepared this Pa-

geant: get you to your task, and leave thefe Players tricks, or I (hall

leave you, indeed I fhall. T ravel, or know me not.

El. Lo. Will you then marry?

Lady. I will not promife,take your choice. Farewel.

El. Lo. There is no other Purgatory but a Woman.
I muft do fomething. Exit Lovelefs.

Wei. Miftrefs, I am bold. Enter Welford.

Lady. You are indeed.

Wei. You fo overjoyed me. Lady.

Lady. Take heed you furfeit not y pray faft and welcome.

E Wcl.
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Wei. By this light you love me extreamly.

Lady. By this light and to morrows light I care not for you.

Wei. Come, come, you cannot hide it.

Lady. Indeed I can, where you (hall never find it.

Wei. I like this mirth well, Lady.

Lady. You fhall have more on’t.

Wei. I mud kifs you. Lady. No fir.

Wei. Indeed I mu!l
Lady. What mud be, mud be: lie take my leave: you have your

parting-blow: I pray commend me to thofe few friends you have,

that fent you hither, and tell them, When you travel next, ’twere

fit you brought left Bravery with you, and more Wit 5 you! never

get a Wife elfe. Wei. Are you in earneft ?

Lady; Yes faith. Will you eat fir ? your Horfes will be ready

ftraight
} you (hall have a Napkin laid in the Buttery for ye.

Wei. Do not you love me then ? Lady. Yes for that face*

Wei. It is a good one, Lady.

Lady. Yes, if it were not warpt, the fire in time may mend it.

Wet. Methinks yours is none of the beft,Lady.

Lady. No by my troth fir 5 yet o’ my confidence

You would make (hift with it.

Wei. Come pray no more of this.

Lady. I will not, Fare you well. Ho, who's within there ? Bring

out the Gentleman’s Horfes, he’s in hafte 5 and fet fome cold meat

on the Table.

Wei. I have too much of that, I thank you Lady : take your
Chamber when you pleale, there goes a black one with you, Lady.

Lady. Farewel young man. Exit Lady.

WeL You have made me one $ Farewel, and may the curfe of a

great Houfe fall upon thee, I mean the Butler.The Devil and all his

works are in thefe womens would all of my Sex were of my mind,

we would make um a new Levty and a long one, that flefh might be

in more reverence with them. Enter Abigail to him
Ah. I am (brry Mafter Welford.

Wei. So am I, that thou art here.

Abig. How does my Lady u(e you ?

VVel. As I would ufe thee, (curvily.

Abig. I (hould have been more kind, fir.

VVel. I {hould have been undone then. Pray leave me, and look
to your fweet-meats. Hark, your Lady calls.

Abig. Sir, I (hall borrow fo much time without offence,

VVel.
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Wei. Thou art nothing but offence 5 for love's fake leave me.
Abig. 'Tis ftrange my Lady (hould be fuch a Tyrant.
VFel. To fend you to me : pray go ftitch, good do, y are more

trouble to me than a Term.
Abig. I do not know how my good will ( if I faid love, I lyed

not ) (hould any way deferve this.

We/. A thoufand ways, a thoufand ways: fweet creature let me
depart in peace.

Abig. What creature, fir? I am a woman.
Wel. A hundred, I think by your noife.

Abig. Since you are angry, fir
,
lam bold to tell you that I am a

woman, and a rib.

Wel. Of a roafted Horfe.

Abig. Confter me that.

We/. A Dog can do it better: Farewel Countefs, and commend
me to your Lady, tell her (he's proud and fcurvey, and (b I commit
you both to your Tempter.

Abig. Sweet MatterWelford.

Wel. Avoid old Satanus: Go daub your ruins 5 thy face looks

fouler than a (form: the Foot-man (lays you in the Lobby, Lady.
Abig. If you were a Gentleman, I (hould know it by your gentle

conditions: are thefe fit words to give a Gentlewoman?
We/. As fit as they were made for ye. Sirrah ! my Horfes 1 Fare*

well old Adage, keep your nofe warm, the Rheume will make it

horn elfe. Exit Welford.

Abig. The bleffings of a prodigal young heir be thy companion,

Welford. Marry come up my Gentleman, are your gums grown fo

tender, they cannot bite? A skittifh Filly will be your fortune,We/-

ford,
and fair enough for fuch a pack-laddle. And I doubt not ( if

my aim hold) to (ee her made to amble to your hand. Exit Abig.

Enter loung Lovelefi and Comrades
,
Morecraft, Widow,

Savil, and the rejl.

Cap. Save thy brave (boulder, my young puiffant Knight 5 and
may thy backfword bite them to the bone that love thee not 5 thou
art an errant man, go on. The circumcis'd (hall fall by thee. Let

land and labour fill the man that tills, thy (word muft be thy Plow,
and Jove it fpeed. Mecha (hall fweat

,
and Mahomet (hall fall, and

thy dear name fill up his Monument.
To. Lo. It (hall Captain, I mean to be a Worthy.
Cap. One Worthy is too little, thou (halt be all.

Mor. Captain, I (hall deferve (ome of your love too, I hope.
' E 2 Capm
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Cap

.

Thou (halt have heart and hand too, noble Morecraft thou

wilt lend me money. I am a man of Garrifbn, be rul’d, and open to

me thofe infernal gates, whence none of thy evil Angels pals again,

and I will ftile thee Nibble 5 nay Don D/ego, I will woo thy Infanta

for thee,and my Knight (hall feaft her with high meats, and make her

apt.

Mor. Pardon me Captain, y’are befide my meaning.*

To. Lo. No, Mr. Morecraft,
’tis the Captains meaning I (hould pre-

pare her for ye. Cap. Or provoke her.

Speak my modern man, I fay provoke her.

Poet. Captain, I fay fb too, or ftir her to it } fo fay the Criticks.

To. Lo. But howfbever you expound it fir, (he’s very welcome,and

this (hall ferve for witnefs. And Widow, fince y* are come fb hap-

pily, you may deliver up the keys, and freepofTeffion of this houfe,

whilft I ftand by to ratifie,

Wid. I had rather give it back again, believe me.

Tis a mifery to fay you had it. Take heed.

To. Lo. Tis paft that, Widows come fit down, fome Wine there:

there is a fcurvy banquet, if we had it. Mr. Morecraft
,

all this

fair houfe is yours* fir. Savil .<? Sav. Yes fie.

To. Lo. Are your keys ready? I muft eafe your burthen.

Sav. I am ready fir to..be undone, when you (hall call me to’t.

T. Lo. Come, come, thou (halt live better.

Sav. I (hall have lefs to do, thats all$ there is half a dozen ofmy
friends i’ch fields funning againft a bank, with half a breech among
um, I fhall be with um fhortly. The care and continual vexation of
being rich, eat tip this Rafcal} what fhall become of my poor Fami-
ly? they are no (heep, and yet they muft keep themfelves.

To. Lo. Drink Mn Morecraft
,
pray be merry all.: ;

Nay, and you will not drink, there’s no fbcietyi

Captain, fpeak loud, and drink. Widow, a word?'
Cap. Expound her throughly, .Knight. Here god a gold, here’s to

thy fair polleffions. Be a Baron, and a bold one: Leave off your
tickling of young Heirs like Trouts, and let thy Chimneys foaoke,

feed men o’ War, live and be honeft, and be faved yet.

Mor. I thank you worthy Captain for your counfel $ you keep

your Chimneys fmoaking there, your noftrils* and when you can,you
feed a man of War 5 this makes you not a Baron, but a Bare-one:

and how or when you fhall be faved, let the Clerk o’th Company
you have comminded^:have a juft care of.

TW. The man is much moved. Be not angry fir, but as thePoet
fines,
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fings, Let your difpleafure be a fhort fury, and go out. You have

(poke home and bitterly to me, fir: Captain, take truce, the Mifer is

a tart and witty Whorfon.

Cap. Poet, you fain perdie} the wit of this man lies in his fingers

ends, he riiuft tell all} his tongue fills his mouth like a Neats-tonguc,

and only (ervesto lick his hungry chaps after a purchafe: his brains

and brimftone are the Devils diet to a fat IKiirers headrtoher knight,

to her, clap her aboard, and ftow her. Where's the brave Steward ?

Sav . Heres your poor friend and Savil^ fir.

Cap. Away, th art rich in tenements of Nature. Firft in thy face,

thou halt a (eriotis face, a betting, bargaining, and laving-face, a rich

face} pawn it to the Ufiirer } a face to kindle the companion of the

molt ignorant and frozen Juftice.

Sav. -Tis luch I fhall not dare to fhew it (hortly, fir.

Cap * Be blithe and bonny Steward. Mr. Morecraft,

Drink to this man of reckoning. Mor. Here s e ne to him.

Sav . The Devil guide it downward : would there were in't an
aker of the great Broom-field he bought, to (weep your dirty con-

fidence, or to choak you, Tis all one tome, Ufurer.

To. Lo. Confider what I told you,you are young,unapt for world-

ly bufinels : Is it fit one of fuch tenderneft, fo delicate, fo contrary

to things of care, fhould ftir and break her better meditations, in

the bare brokage of a brace of Angels, or a new Kirtle, though it

be Sattin ? Eat by the Hope of furfeits, and lye down only in expe-

dition of a morrow^ that may undo fome eafie-hearted fool,or reach

a Widows curfes i- let out money whole ule returns the principal}

and get out of thele troubles, and confuming heir } for fuch a one
muft follow neceflary, you (hall dye hated, if not old and miferable}

and that poffeft wealth that you got with pining, live to lee tumbled
to anothers hands that is no more a-kin to you, than you to his co^

zenage. Wid. Sir, you fpeak well, would God that charity

had firft begun here. To. Lo. Tis yet time. Be merry} me-
thinks you want wine there, there's more i’th houie. Captain,where
refts the health. \ Cap. It fhall go round boy.

To. Lo. Say you can (uffer this, becaufe the end points at much
profit} can you fo far bow below your blood, below your too much
beauty, to be a partner of this fellows bed, and lye with his dilea-

fes? If you can, I will not prefs you further: yet look upon him,
there's nothing in that hide-bound Ulurer, that man of mar, that all

decayd,but aches, for you to love, unlels his perilht lungs, his dry
cough, or his leurvy. This is truth, and ib far I dare (peak yet } he

has
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has yet, paft cure of Phytick, Spaw, or any diet, a primitive pox in

his bones, and a my knowledg he has been ten times rowel’d.-yemay

love him, he had a baftard, his own toward iffue, whipt, and then
cropt, for walking out the roles inthree farthings,to make urn pence.

Wid. I do not like the Morals.

Yo.Lo. You mult not like him then. Enter Elder Lovelels.

ELLo. By your leave Gentlemen.

To. Lo. By my troth fir you are welcome, welcome faith. Lord
what a ftranger you are grown : pray know this Gentlewoman, and
if you pleafe, thele friends here : we are merry

,
you lee the worft

on’s, your houfe has been kept warm, fir.

EL Lo. I am glad to hear it brother, pray God you are wile too.

To. Lo. Pray Mr. Morecrajt know my elder Brother $ and Cap-
tain, do you complement. Savil I dare (wear is glad at heart to lee

you. Lord, we heard, fir, you were drown d at Sea 3 and fee how
luckily things come about!

Mor. This money mull be paid back again, fir.

Yo.Lo. No fir, pray keep the Sale, ’twill makegood Taylors mea-
fures : I am well 1 thank you.

Wid. By my troth the Gentleman has ftew'dhim in hisown lawee,
I lhall love him for t.

Sav. I know not where I am, I am fo glad : your Worlhip is the
welcom’d: man alive 3 upon my knees I bid you welcome home: here
has been fuch a hurry, luch a din, Rich difmal drinking, fwearing,and

whoring, ’t has almolt made me mad : we have lived in a continual

Tnrnbali-jlrcet. Sir,bleft be the hour that fent you lafe again: now
{hall I eat and go to bed again.

El. Lo. Brother, difmils thele people.

Yo. Lo. Captain be gone a while 3 meet me at my oldRendevouz
in the evening 3 take your Imall Poet with you. Mr.Morecraft, you
were belt go prattle with your Learned Councel

,
I lhall prelerve

your money: I was cozened when time was3 we are quit fir.

Wid. Better and better fti!l. ELLo. What is this fellow brother?

Yo. Lo. A thirfty Ufurer that fupt my Land off.

EL Lo. What does he tarry for?

Yo. Lo. To be Landlord of your Houle and State: I was bold to

make a little Sale, fir.

Mor. Am I over-reacht ? if there be Law, Fie hamper ye.

EL Lo. Prethee be gone and rave at home 3 thou artfo bale a fool

I cannot laugh at thee. Sirrah, this comes of cozening: home, and
Ip are, eat Khadifh till you raile your fums again. If you Itir far in

this,
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this, He have you whipt, your ears nail’d for intelligencing, to the

Pillory, and your goods forfeit
:
you are a dale cozener, leave my

houfe} no more—
Mor. A pox upon your houfe. Come Widow, I (hall yet hamper

this young Gamefter.

Wid. Good twelve i’th hundred keep your way,I am not for your
diet, marry in your own Tribe Jew, and get a Broker.

To. Lo. Tis well faid Widow. Will you jog on fir ?

Mor. Yes I will go, but ’tis no matter whither:

But when I truft a wild fool and a Woman,
May I lend gratis, and build Hofpitals.

To.Lo. Nay good fir, make all even, here’s a Widow wants your
good word for me, (he’s rich, and may renew me and my fortunes.

El. Lo. I am glad you look before you. Gentlewoman
,
here is a

poor diftreffed younger brother.

Wid. You do him wrong fir, he is a Knight.

El. Lo. I ask you mercy } yet ’tis no matter, his Knighthood is no
inheritance,! take it: Whatfbever he is, he is your Servant,or would
be, Lady. Faith be not mercilefs, but make a man 5 he’s young and

handfome, though he be my brother, and his obfervances may deferve

your love : he (hall not fall for means.

Wid. Sir, you fpeak like a worthy Brother : and fo much I do
credit your fair language, that I fhall love your Brother, and (clove

him—but I fhall blufh to fay more.

FJ. Lo. Stop her mouth. I hope you fhall not live to know that

hour when this fhall be repented. Now brother I fhould chide, but

He give no diftafte to your fair Miftre(s, I will inftruft her in’t, and

fhe fhall do’t : you have been wild and ignorant, pray mend it.

To. Lo. Sir, every day row Spring comes on.

El. Lo. To you good Mr\Savil,and your Office, thus much I have

to (ay, Y’are from my Steward become, firlt your own Drunkard,

then his Bawd : they fay y’are excellent grown in both, and perfeft:

give me your keys, fir Savil.

Sav. Good fir confider who you left me to.

El.Lo. I left you as a curb, not to provoke my Brother’s follies

:

Where’s the bed drink now? come tell me Savil. Where’s the (bund-

ed: Whores? Ye old He-goat : Ye dried Ape: Ye lame Stallion:muft

you be leaping in my Houfe your Whores, like Fairies dance their

nights rounds, without fear either of King or Conftable, within my
Walls? Are all my Hangings fafe, my fheep unfold yet ? I hope my
Plate is currant

,
I ha’ too much on t. What fay you to three hmr

dred pounds in drink now ? Sav»
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Sav. Good fir forgive me, and but hear me lpeak.

El. Lo. Methinks thou fhouldfc be drunk (till, and not fpeak, kis

the more pardonable.

Sav. I will fir, if you will have it fo.

EL Lo. I thank ye: Yes, e’ne purfue it fir: do you hear ? get a

Whore foon for your recreation
: go look out Captain Brokenbreec

h

your fellow, and quarrel if you dare: I fhall deliver thefe keys to

one fhal! have more honefty, though not fo mUch fine wit, fir. You
may walk and gather Creffes, fir, to cool your Liver : there’s fome-

thing for you to begin a diet, you’i have the Pox elfe : Speed you
well, fir Savil

:

you may eat at my houfe to preferve life, but keep
no fornication in the ftables. Exeunt omnes prater Savil.

Sav. Now muft I hang my felf^ my friends will look fork.

Eating and sleeping., I do defpife you both now:
I will run mad firft} and if that get no pity,

Fie. drown my felf to a moft difmal dity. Exit Savil.

Fink ASus tertii.

ACTUS IV. SCENA i.

Enter Abigail folus.

Abig. Alas poor Gentlewoman! to what a miferyhath Agebrought
thee! to what a feurvy Fortune! thou that haft been a companion

for Noblemen, and at the worft of thofe times for Gentlemen, now
like a broken Serving-man muft beg for favour to thofe that would
have crawl'd like Pilgrims to my Chamber but for an apparition of
me. You that be coming on, make much of Fifteen, and fo till five

. and twenty ,
ufe your time with reverence, that your profit may

arife: it will not tarry with you, ecce (igmim: here was a face$ but

Time that like a forfeit cats out youth ( plague of his iron teeth,

and draw urn fork ) has been a little bolder here than welcome:

and now to (ay the truth, I am fit for no man. Old men i’th houfe

of fifty, call me Granam$ and when they are drunk, e’ne then when
Joan and my Lady are all one, not one will do me reafon. My little

Levite hath forfaken me ^ his filver found ofCittern, quite abolifht

:

his doleful hymns under my Chamber-window, digefted into tedious

learning. Well fool, you leapt a Haddock when you left him: he

is a clean man, and a,good edifier, and Twenty nobles is his eftate

de claro
,
befides his Pigs in poffe. To this good Homilift I have been

ever fmbborn, which God forgive me for, and mend my manners.

And Love, if ever thou hadft care of Forty, of fuch a piece of lape

ground, jl
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ground, hear my prayer, and fire his zeal fo far forth, that my faults

in this renewed impreffion of my love, may (hew corrected to our
gentle Reader. Enter Roger.

See how negligently he paflfes by me : with what an equipage Ca-
nonical, as though he had broken the heart of Bellarmim

,
or added

fomething to the finging Brethren. ’Tis (corn, I know it, and de-

lerve it. Matter Roger}

Rog. Fair Gentlewoman, my name is Roger.

Abig. Then gentle Roger. Rog. Ungentle Abigail

.

Abig. Why Mr. Roger
,
will you fet your wit to a weak womans?

Rog. You are weak indeed, for (b the Poet fings.

Abig. I do confels my weaknefs, fweet Sir Roger.

Rog. Good my Ladies Gentlewoman, or my good Ladies Gentle-

woman ( this trope is loft to you now) leave your prating, you
have a (eafon of your firft mother in ye : and furely had the Devil

been in love, he had been abuled like me. Go DaUla^you make men
fools, and wear fig-breeches.

Abig. Well, well, hard-hearted man, you may dilate upon theweak
infirmities of womens thefe are fit texts : but once there was a time,

would I had never feen thofe eyes, thofe eyes, thofe Orient eyes.

Rog. I, 'hey Were pearls once with you.

Abig. Saving your reverence, fir, fo they are ftill.

Rog. Nay, nay, I do befeech you leave your cogging} what they

are, they are, they- ferve me without (peftacles, I thank um.
Abig. O will you kill me ? Rog. I do not think I can.

Y are like a Copy-hold with nine lives in*t.

Abig. You were wont to bear a Chriftian fear about you:
For your own worfhips (ake.

Rog. I was a Chriftian fool then: Do you remember what a dance

you led me ? how I grew quam'd in love, and was a dunce? Could
not expound but once a quarter, and thenwas out too: and thenout

of the (linking ftir you put me in, I pray’d for my own royal iflue.

You do remember all this ?

Abig. O be as then you were.

Rog, I thank you for it: furely I will be wifer, Abigail
,
and as the

Ethnic!^ Poet fings, I will not lofe my oyl and labour too.

Y are for the Worfhipful, I take it, Abigail.

ABig. O take it fo, and then I am for thee.

Rog. I like thefe tears well, and this humbling alfo} they are

(ymptoms of contrition, as a Father faith. If I (hould fall into my
fit again, would you not fhakc me into a quotidian Coxcomb ?

F Would
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Would you not ufe me fcurvily again, and give me poflets with pur-

ging Comfets in’t? I tell thee Gentlewoman, thou haft been harder

to me, than a long Chapter with a Pedigree.

Abig. O Curate cure me: I will love thee better, dearer, longer,

I will do any thing, betray the fecrets of the main Houfhold to thy
reformation: My Lady (hall look lovingly on thyleaming}andwhen
due time (hall point thee for a Parfon, I will convert thy eggs to

peny Cuftards, and thy tythe-goofe (hall graze and multiply.

Rog. I am mollified, as well fhall teftifie this faithful kils: but have

a great care Mrs. Abigail
,
how you depreis the Spirit any more with

your rebukes and mocks : for certainly the edg of fuch a folly cuts

it (elf.

Abig. O Sir, you have pierc’d me thorow : here I vow a recanta-

tion to thofe malicious faults I ever did againft you. Never more will

I defpife your learning, never more pin Cards and Coney-tails upon
your Caftock 5 never again reproach your reverend night-cap, and
call it by the mangie name of Murrin } never your reverend perfbn

more, and (ay you look like one of Baals Priefts in the hanging} ne-

ver again when you (ay grace, laugh at you, nor put you out at

prayers } never cramp you more with the great Book of Martyrs}nor
when you ride, get foap and thirties for you.No, my Roger

,
thefe faults

fhall be correfted and amended, as by the tenor of my tears appears.

Rog. Now cannot I hold if I ftiould be hang cl, I muft cry too.

Come to thine own beloved, Abigail
,
and do even what thou wilt

with me, fvveet, fweet Abigail
,

I am thine own for ever} here’s my
hand, when Roger proves a Recreant, hang him i’th Bell-ropes.

Enter Lady and Martha.

Lady. Why how now Mafter Roger
,
no prayers down with you

to night? Did you hear the Bell ring? you are courting} your flock

(hall fat well for it.

Rog. I humbly ask your pardon: Fie chop up prayers (But ftay a

little) and be with you again. Exit Rog. Enter El. Lo.

Lady. How dare you, being fo unworthy a fellow,

Prefume to come to move me any more ?

El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha. La. What ails the fellow ?

EL Lo. The fellow comes to laugh at you. I tell you. Lady, I

would not for your Land be fuch a Coxcomb, fuch a whining Afs

as you decreed me for when I was laft here.

Lady. I joy to hear you are wife} ’tis a rare jewel in an Elder

Brother : pray be wifer yet.

EL Lo. Methinks I am very wife 5 I do not come a wooing,
Indeed
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^
Indeed lie move no more love to your Ladifiiip.

Lady

.

What make you here then ?

EL Lo. Only to fee you, and be merry, Lady: that’s all my bufi-

nefs. Faith let’s be very merry. Where’s little Roger ? he’s a good
fellow : an hour or two well fpent in wholfome mirth

, is worth a
thoufand of thefe puling paffions. ’Tis an ill world for Lovers.

La. They were never fewer.

EL Lo. I thank Heaven there’s one lefs for me, Lady.

La. You were never any, fir.

El.Lo. Till now, and now lam the prettied: fellow.

La. You talk like a Tailor, fir.

EL Lo. Methinks your faces are no fuch fine things now.
La. Why did you tell me you were wife ? What a lying Age is

this? Where will you mend thefe faces?

El.Lo. A Hogs face foud is worth a hundred of urn.

La. Sure you had a Sow to your Mother.

EL Lo. She brought forth fuch fine white Pigs as you, fit for none
but Parfons, Lady.

La. ’Tis well you will allow us our Clergy yet.

EL Lo. That will not lave you. O that I were in love againwith

a wifh. La. By this light y’are a fcurvy fellow^ pray begone.
EL Lo. You know I am a clean skin’dman. La. Do I know it?

El. Lo. Come, come, you would know it, that’s asgood: but not

a fnap, never long for’t, not a fnap dear Lady.

La. Hark ye, fir, hark ye 5 get ye to the Suburbs, there’s Horfe-

fledi for fuch Hounds: will you go fir ?

El. Lo. Lord how I lov’d this woman ! how I worfhipt this pretty

i calf with the white face here! as I live, you were the prettied fool

i to play withal, the wittied little Variety it would take : Lord how
it talk’t ! and when I angred it, it would cry out, and feratch, and
eat no meat, and it would fey, go hang.

La. It will fey fo dill, if you anger it.

El. Lo. And when I askt it if it would be married, it fent me of
an Errand into France

,
and would abufe me, and be glad it did fo.

La. Sir, this is mod unmanly } pray be gone.

EL Lo. And fwear (even when it twittered to be at me)
I was unhandfome. La. Have you no manners in you?
EL Lo. And fey my back was melted, when Heaven knows I kept

it at a charge. Four Flanders Mares would have been eafier to me,

and a Fencer. La. You think all this is true now.
EL Lo. Faith, whether it be or no, ’tis too good for you.

F 2 But
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But fb much for our mirth. Now have at you in earned.

La. There’s enough fir, I defire no more.

El. Lo. Yes faith, we’l have a cad at your beft parts now,
And then the Devil take the word.

La. Pray fir no more, I am not fo much affefted with your com-
mendations, 'tis almod dinner, I know they day for you at the

Ordinary.

El. Lo. E’ne a fhort Grace, and then I am gone: You are a wo-
man, and the prouded that ever lov'd a Coach : the fcornfulled,

fcurvied, and mod fenslefs woman, the greedied to be prais'd, and
never mov'd, though it be grofs and open: the mod envious, that

at the poor fame ofanothers face, would eat your own, and more
than is your own, the paint belonging to it : of fuch a felf-opinion,

that you think none can deferve your glove : and for your malice*

you are fo excellent, you might have been your temptors Tutor

:

nay, never cry.

La. Your own heart knows you wrong me : I cry for ye ?

El. Lo. You fhall before I leave you.

La. Is all thi^ fpoke in earned?

El. Lo. Yes, and more, as foon as I can get it out.

La. Well, out with't.

El. Lo. You are: let me fee.

La. One that has us’d you with too much refpeft.

El. Lo. One that has us'd me ( fince you will have it fo) the ba-

led, the mod foot-boy like, without refpeft of what I was, or what
you might be by me: you have us'd me as I would ufe a jade, ride

him off’s legs, then turn him to the Commons: you have us’d me
with difcretion, and I thank ye. Ifyou have many more fuch pretty

fervants, pray build anHofpital,and when they are old,pray keepum
for fhame. La, I cannot think yet this is ferious.

El. Lo. Will you havemiore on't ?

La. No faith, there's enough if it be true:

Too much by all my part: you are no lover then?

El. Lo. No, I had rather be a Carrier.

La. Why, the Gods amend all.

El. Lo. Neither do I think there can be fuch a fellow found i’th

world, to be in love with fuch a froward woman : if there be fuch,

th’are mad, Jove comfort um. Now have you all, and I as new a

man, as light, as fpirited, that I feel my felf clean through another

creature. O 'tis brave to to be ones own man: I can feeyou now as I

would fee a pifture, fit all day by you, and never kifs your hand,

hear
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hear you fing, and never fall backward : but with as let a temper

as I would hear a Fidler,rt(e and thank you. I can now keep mymo-
ney in my purfe, that (till was gadding out for Scarfs and Waftcoats,

and keep my hand from Mercers (beeps skins finely. I can eat Mut-
ton now, and feaft my felf with two (hillings, and can fee a Play for

eighteen pence again: I can my Lady, I can.

La. The carriage of this fellow vexes me. Sir, pray let me (peak

a Tittle private with you, I muft not fuffer this.

El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, what would you with me?
You will not ravifh me ? Now, your fet-(peech>

La. Thou perjur’d man.

El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, this is a fine exordium.

And why I pray you perjur’d ?

La. Did you not (wear a thou(and thoufand times, you lov’d me
beft of all things?

El. Lo. I do confels it : make your ufe of that.

La. Why do you (ay you do not then ?

El. Lo. Nay I’le (wear it.

And give fufficient reafbn, Yout own ufage.

La. Do you not love me now, then? El. Lo. No faith.

La. Did you ever think I lov’d you dearly ?

El. Lo. Yes, but I (ee but rotten fruits on't.

La. Do not deny your hand, for I muft ki(s it, and take my lafb

farewel : now let me die, (b you be happie.

El. Lo. I am too foolifh: Lady, (peak dear Lady.

La. No, let me die. She frvotws.

Ma. O my Sifter! Abig. O my Lady! help ! help f

Mar. Run for (bme Rofajolis.

El.Lo. I have plaid the fine a(s: bend her bodie: Lady,be(t,deareft,

worthie(t Lady, hear your Servant : I am not as I (hew’d. O wret-

ed fool, to fling away the Jewel of thy life thus! Give her more
air: fee, (he begins to ftir : (weet Miftrefs hear me.

La. Is my Servant well ? El. Lo. In being yours, I am fb.

La. Then I care not.

El. Lo. How do ye ? Reach a chair there : I confefs my fault not
pardonable, in prefuming thus upon fuch tendernefs, my wilful error:

but had I known it would have wrought thus with ye,thus ftrangely,

not the world had won me to it: and let not (my beft Lady) any
word (poke to any end, difturb your quiet peace : for (boner (hall

you know a general ruin, than my faith broken. Do not doubt this

Miftrcfi : for by my life I cannot live without you. Come, come,

,

you
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you (hall not grieve, rather b; angry, and heap afflittion on me:
I will fuffer,0 I could curfe my (elf, pray fmileupon me. Uponmy
faith it was but a trick to try you, knowing you lov’d me dearly,

and yet ftrangely, that you would never Ihew it, though my means
was all humility.

All. Ha, ha, ha. El. Lo. How now ?

La. I thank you fine fool for your mod fine plot; this was a
fubtil one, a (tiff device to have caught Dottrels with

:
good fenf-

lefs fir, could you imagine I (hould fwoun for you, and know your
felfto be anarrant Afi ? I ha' difcovered one. Tis quit, I thank you
fir, Ha, ha, ha.

Mar. Take heed fir, (he may chance to(woun again.

All. Ha, ha, ha.

Abig. Step to her, (ee how (he changes colour.

El. Lo. He go to hell firft, and be better welcome.
I am fool’d, I do confefsit, finelyfool’d:

Lady, fool'd Madam, and I thank you for it.

La. Faith ’tis no (b much worth fir.

But if I knew when you come next a burding,

I’le have a ftronger noofe to hold the Woodcock.
All. Ha, ha, ha.

El. Lo. I am glad to fee you merry
:
pray laugh on.

Mar. Had a hard heart that could not laugh at you.

La. You’l anger him,

And then he’l rail like a rude Coftermonger,

That School-boys had cozened of his Apples,

As loud and (enslefi.

El. Lo. I will not rail.

Mar. Faith then let’s hear him, fitter.

El. Lo. Yes, you (hall hear me.

La. Shall we be the better by it then ?

El. Lo. No, he that makes a woman better by his words,

Tie havehim Sainted: blows will not do it.

La. By this light he’l beat us. El. Lo. You do delerve it richly.

And you may live to have a Beadle do it.

La. Now he rails. El. Lo. Come (cornful folly.

If this be railing, you (hall hear me rail.

La. Pray put it in good words then.

El.Lo. The word: are good enough for fitch a trifle.

Such a proud piece of Cobweb-lawn. La. You bite fir.

El.Lo. I would, till the bones crack, and I had my will.

Mar.
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Mar. We had bed muzzle him, he grows mac!.

El. Lo. I would Were lawful in the next great ficknefs to 'have

the Dogs (pared, thole harmlefi creatures, and knock i’th head thefe

hot continual plagues, Women, that are more infe&ious. I hope the

State will think on’t. La. Are you well fir ?

Mar. He looks as though he had a grievous fit o’th Cholick.

El. Lo. Green-ginger will cure me.

Abig. lie heat a Trencher for him.

El. Lo. Dirty December
,
do: Thou with a face as old as Erra Fa-

ter, fiich a prognodicating nofe 5 thou thing that ten years fince has

left to be a Woman, outworn the expectation of a Bawd $ and thy

dry bones can reach at nothing now, but gords or nine-pins 5 pray

go fetch a Trencher, go.

La. Let him alone, he’s crackt.

Abig. lie fee him hang’d firft: he’s a beadly fellow to ufe a wo-
man of my breeding thus, I many is a : would I were a man, I’de

make him eat his knaves words.

El. Lo. Tie your (he-Otter up, good Lady Folly : foh, (he (links

word than a Bear-baiting.

La. Why, will you be angry now ?

El. Lo. Go paint and purge, call in your kennel with you: you
a Lady!

Abig. Sirrah, look to’t againft the Quarter-feffions^ if there be

good behaviour in the world, lie have thee bound to it.

El.Lo. You mud not feek it in your Ladies hou(e then: pray (end

this Ferret home, and fpin good Abigail. And Madam, that your La-

difhip may know in what bale manner ye have us’d my (ervice, I do
from this hour hate ye heartily: and though your folly fhould

whip you to repentance, and waken you at length to (ee my wrongs,

*tis not the endeavour of your life (hall win me, not all the friends

you have make interceffion $ nor your fubmiffive Letters
,
though

they (poke as many tears as words 5 not your knees grown to’th

ground in penitence, nor all your (late, to ki(s you 3 nor my par-

don and will, to give you Chridian burial, if you die thus: fofare-

wel. When I am married, and made (lire, Fie come and vifit you
again, and vex you, Lady. By all my hopes, Fie be a torment to you,

worfe than a tedious Winter. I know you will recant and fue to me,
but fave that labour : Fie rather love a fever and continual third,

rather contract my youth to drink, and facerdote upon quarrels, or
take a drawn Whore from an Hofpital, that Time, Difeafes, and
Mercury had eaten, than to be drawn to love you.
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La. Ha, ha, ha, pray do 5 but take heed though.

EL Lo. From thee, falfe Dice, Jades, Cowards
, and plaguy Sum-

mers, good Lord deliver me. Exit El. Lo.
La. But hark you fervant, hark ye : is' he gone ? call him again.

Abig. Hang him Padock.

La. Art thou here (till ? flie, flie, and call my iervant 5 flie, or
ne’re fee me more.

Abig . I had rather knit again, than fee that Rafcaii : butl muft
do it. Exit Abigail.

La. I would be loath to anger him too much 5 what fine foolerie

is this in a woman, to ufe thofe men moft frowardlie, they love moft?

if I (hould lofe him thus, I were rightly ferved. I hope he s not (b

much himfelf, to take it to th
3

heart. How now? will he comeback?
Abig. Never, he fwears

,
whilft he can hear men (ay theres any

woman living : he fwore he would ha
3

me firft.

La. Didft thou intreat him Wench?
Abig. As well as I could, Madam. But this is Hill your way, to

love being abfent^ and when he’s with you, laugh at him, and abufe

him. There s another way, if you could hit on t.

La. Thou faieft true, get me paper
,
pen and ink, I’le write to

him, Fde be loath he (hould sleep in’s anger.

Women are moft fools when they think tnarewifeft. Ex.omnes.

Mafick. Enter Toung Lovelels and Widow
,
going to be

married. With them
,
his Comrades.

Wid. Pray fir caft off thefe fellows,as unfitting for your bareknow-
ledg, and far more your companie. Is’t fit fuch Ragamuffins as thefe

are, (hould bear the name of friends, and furnifti out a civil Houfe?

Y’are to be married now 5 and men that love you, muft expeft a

courie far from your old carriage: if you will keep um, turn um
to’th ftable, and there make um Grooms: and yet now I confident,

(ueh beggars once fet a Horfe-back, you have heard will ride, how
far you had beft to look to.

Cap. Hear you, you that muft be Lady, pray content your felf,

and think upon your carriage foon at night, what dreffing will beft

take your Knight, what Waftcoat, what Cordial will do well i’th

morning for him, what triers have you?
Wid. What do you mean fir ?

Cap. Thofe that muft fwitch him up: if he ftart well, fear not,

but cry Saint George
,
and bear him hard : when you perceive his

wind grows hot and wanting, let him a little dow7n, he’s fleet, ne’re

doubt him, and (lands found.
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Wid. Sir, you hear theft fellows ?

To. Lo. Merry companions, Wench, merry companions.

Wid. To one another let um be companions, but good Sir not

to you : You (hall be civil, and flip off theft baft trappings.

Cap. He (hall not need, my moft (weet Lady Grocery if he be ci-

vil, not your powdred Sugar, not your rotten Reafons, (hall per-

(wade the Captain to live a Coxcomb with him : let him be civil,

and feed i’th Arches
,
and fee what will come on t.

Poet. Let him be civil, do: undo him: I, that’s the next way. I

will not take (if he be Civil once ) two hundred pounds a yearto

live with him : Be civil, there’s a trim perfwafion !

Cap. If thou be’ft civil, Knight, as Jove defend it, get thee another

nofe, that will be pull’d off by the angry boys for thy conversion:

the children thou (halt get on this Civilian
,
cannot inherit by the

law, th’are Ethnicks,
and all thy (port meer moral lechery : when

they are grown, having but little in um,they may prove Haberdafli-

ers, or grofs Grocers, like their dear Dam there
:

prethee be civil,

Knight, in time thou maid read to thy houftiold, and be drunk once
a year : this would (hew finely.

To. Lo. I wonder fweet heart, you will offer this, you do notun-
derftand theft Gentlemen: I will be (hort and pithie : I had rather

caff you off by the way of charge: theft are creatures that nothing

goes to the maintenance of, but corn and water. I will keep theft

fellows juft in the competency of two Hens.

Wid. If you can caft it ft, fir, you have my liking: if they eat

lefs, I (hould not be offended. But how theft, fir, can live upon fb

little as corn and water, I am unbelieving.

To. Lo. Why prethee fweet heart, what’s your Ale? is not that

corn and water, my (weet Widow ?

Wid. I but my (weet Knight,where’s the meat to this,and clothes?

that they muft look for.

To. Lo. In this (hort fentence, Ale
,
is all included, Meat,Drink,and

Cloath : theft are no ravening Footmen, no fellows that at Ordinal
ries do eat their eighteen pence thrice out before they rift, and yet

go hungry to a Play, and crack more nuts than would (uffice a do-
zen Squirrels 3 befides the din, which is damnable : I had rather

rail, and be confin’d to a bear-baiting,than live among fuch Raftals:

theft are people of fuch a clean difcretion in their diet
, of fuch a

moderate (iiftenance, that they fweat if they but (mell hot meat,

Porrenge is poyfonm they hate a Kitchin as they hate a Countermand
(hew um but a Feather-bed, they (wound. Ale is their eating and

G their
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their drinking furely ,
which keeps their bodies clear and foluble.

Bread is a binder, and for that abolifht even in their Ale, whofe loft

room fills an Apple, which is more air, and of fubtiler nature. The
reft they take is little, and that little is little eafie: For like ftrift

men of Order, they do correft their bodies with a bench, or a poor
ftubborn Table : if a chimney ofFer it (elf with fome few broken
rufhes, they are in Down. When they are fick, that’s drunk, they

may have frefh ftraw, elfe they do defpife thefe Worldly pamper-
ing*. For their poor apparel

,
tis worn out to the diet 5 new they

feek none 5 and if a man (hould offer, they are angry, fearce to be
reconciled again with him

:
you (ball not hear urn ask me a caft

doublet once in a year 5 which ismodefty befitting my poor friends.

You fee their Wardrobe, though slender, competent : For fhirts, I

take it, they are things worn out of their remembrance. Lowfie
they will be when they lift, and mangy, which (hews a fine variety :

and then to cure ’em, a Tanners Lime-pit, which is little charge to

Dogs and thefe, thefe two may be curd for three-pence.

tvid. You have half perfwadedme, pray ufe your pleafure : and
my good friends, fince I do know your diet, Ide take an order, meat
(hall not offend you, you (hall have Ale.

Cap. We ask no more, let it be mighty, Lady 3 and if we perifh,.

then our own fins on us.

To. Lo. Come forward Gentlemen, to Church my boys 5 when we
have donerile give you chear in Bowls. Exeunt.

Finis A3us quart/.

ACTUS V. SCEN A 1.

Enter elder Lovelefe.

Eld.Lo. This fensle(%woman vexes me to th
5

heart, (he will not-

from my memory: would (he were a man for one two hours, that I

might beat her. If I had been unhandfe>m,old or jealous, ’thad been
uneven lay, fhe might have feorn’d me : but to be young, and by
this light I think as proper as the proudeft, made as clean, as ftraight,

as ftrong backty means and manners equal with the beft cloth of fil-

ver fir i’th kingdom: but thefe are things at fome time of themoon
below the cut of canvas: fore fhe has (ome meaching Rafeal in her

houfe, fome Hind, that (he hath feen bear (like another M/lo) quar-
ters of Malt upon his back, andfing with it, thrafti all day, and i’th

evening ia his ftockins ftrike up a horn-pipe, and there ftink two
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hours, and ne’re a whit the worfe man: thefe are they, thefe (feel

chind Rafcals that undo us all. Would I had been a Carter, or a

Coachman, I had done the deed ere this time. Enter Servant.

Scrv . Sir, theres a Gentleman without would fpeak with you.
El.Lo. Bid him come in. Enter Welford.
Wei. By your leave fir.

El.Lo

.

You are welcome: what’s your will, fir ?

Wei. Have you forgotten me?
El. Lo. I do not much remember you.

Wei. You muft Sir. I am the Gentleman you pleafed to wrong
in your difguife, I have enquired you out.

El. Lo. I was dilguifed indeed fir, if I wrong’d you. Pray where?
and when ?

Wei. In fuch a Ladies houfe, I need not name her.

E /. Lo. I do remember you, you feem’d to be a Sutor to that

Lady.

Wei. If you remember this, do not forget how fcurvily you us’d

me: that was no place to quarrel in 5 pray you think of it$ if you
be honeft, you dare fight with me, without more urging, elfe I muft

provoke ye.

El. Lo. Sir I dare fight, but never for a Womans I will not have

her in my cau(e, (lie is mortal, and fo is not my anger : if you have

brought a nobler fubjeft forourfwords,! am for you: in this I would
be loath to prick my finger. And where you (ay I wrong’d you, ’tis

fo far from my profeftion, that amongft my fears^ to do wrong is the

greateft : credit me, we have been both abufed ( not by our (elves,

for that I hold a fpleen, no fin of malice, and may with man e-

nough be left forgotten but by that wilful, (cornful piece of ha-

tred, that much forgetful Ladie 5 for whole fake if vveftiould leave

our reafon, and run on upon our lenfe, like Rams, the little World
of good men would laugh at us, and delpife us, fixing upon our de-

(perate memories the never worn out names of Fools and Fencers.

Sir, ’tis not fear, but reafon makes me tell you
,
in this I had rather

help you,fir, than hurt you^and you (hall find it, thougkyou throw
*

your (elf into as many dangers as (lie offers } though you redeem
her loft name every day, and find her out new honours with your
(word, you fliall but be her mirth, as I have been.

Wei. I ask you mercy fir
,
you have tane my edg off: yet I

would fain be even with this Ladie.

El. Lo. In which lie be your helper : We are two, and they are

two, two lifters, rich alike, only the elder hath the prouder Dowrie:
G 2 ia



the Scornful Lady

.

in troth I pitie this difgrace in you, yet of mine own I am fenfelefi $

do but follow my counfel, and i’le pawn my fpirit we’l over-reach

’em yet. The means is this. Enter Servant.

Ser. Sir, there’s a Gentlewoman will needs (peak with you, I can-

not keep her out, fhe’s entred fir.

El. Lo. It is the Waiting-woman, pray be not feen : Sirrah, hold

her in difcourfe a while : hark in your ear
,

go and difpatch it

quicklie, when I come in, Fie tell you all the projedfc.

WeL I care not which I have. Exit Welford.

El. Lo. Away, ’tis done, (he muft not fee you. Now Lady Gwi-

mver
,
What news with you ? Enter Abigail.

Ab . Pray leave thefe frumps fir, and receive this Letter.

El. Lo. From whom, good Vanitie ?

Abig . ’Tis from my Lady, fir : Alas good foul, file cries and

takes on.

El. Lo. Does (he fo, good foul ? would file not have a Cawdle ?

does file fond you with your fine Oratory, goodly Tully
,

to tie me
to belief again? Bring out the Cat Hounds, iTe make you take a

tree, whore, then with my tiller bring down your Gib/hip
,
and then

have you cas’d, and hung up i’th Warren.

Abig . I am no beaft fir, would you knew it.

El.Lo. Wo’dI did, for J am yet very doubtful : What will you
(ay now ? Abig. Nothing not I.

El. Lo. Art thou a Woman, and (ay nothing ?

Abig. Unlefi you’l hear me with more moderation : I can fpeak

wife enough.

El. Lo . And loud enough : Will your Laaie love me ?

Ab. It feems fo by her Letter and her Lamentations: but you are

fiich another man.

El. Lo. Not fuch another as I was, Mumps, nor will not be: i’le

read her fine Epiftle: Ha, ha, ha, is not thy Miftrefi mad?
Abig. For you file will be: ’tis a (hame you fhould ufe a poor

Gentlewoman fo untowardly 5 (he loves the ground you tread on:
and you ( hard heart ) becaufe fhe jefted with you, mean to kill

her 5 ’tis a fine conqueft, as they (ay.

El. Lo. Plafl: thou fo much moifture in thy Whitleather hide yet,

that thou canft crie ? would have fworn thou hadft been Touch-
wood five years fince : Nay, let it rain, thy face chops for a (Low-
er, like a drie Dunghil.

Ab. Tie not endure this Rib'aldrie: farewel i
?th Devils name: if

my Ladie die, ile be fworn before a Jury thou art the caufe on’c.

El.
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El. Lt. Do, Maukin,do s deliver to your Lady from me this : 1

mean to fee her, if I have no other bufincfs $ which before Tie

want to come to her, I mean to go feek birds-neftss yet I may come
too : but if I come, from this dore till I fee her, will I think how
to rail vilely at her, how to vex her, and make her cryfb much,that
the Phyfician, if the fall fick upon t, thall want urine to find the

caufe by, and fhe remedilefs dye in her herefie. Farewel old Adage,
I hope to fee the Boys make pot-guns on thee.

Ab. Th art a vile man, God blefs my iflfue from thee.

EL Lo . Thou haft but one, and that's in thy left crupper, that
1 makes thee hobble fo, you muft be ground i’th breech, like a top,

youl ne’re fpin well elfe. Farewel Fychock. Exeunt.

Enter Lady alone.

La, Is it not ftrange that every Womans will fhould track out
new ways to difturbher felf? if I fhould call my reafon to account,

it cannot anfwer why I keepmy felf from mine own wifti, and ftop

the man I love from his 5 and every hour repent again, yet ftill go
on : I know 'tis like a man that wants his natural sleep

,
and grow-

ing dull, would gladly give the remnant of his life for two hours
reft

5 yet through his frowardnefs, will rather chufe to watch ano-

ther man, drowfie as he, than take his own repofe. All this I knows
yet a ftrange peevifhnefs and anger, not to have the power to do
things unexpe&ed, carries me away to mine own ruin : I had rather

die fometimes, than not difgrace in publick him whom people think

I love, and do’t with oaths, and am in earneft then. O what are we!
’

Men, you muff anfwer this, that dare obey fuch things" as we com-
mand. How now ? what news? Enter Abigail.

Ab. Faith Madam, none worth hearing.

La. Is he not come?
Ab. No truly. La. Nor has he writ?

Ab. Neither. I pray God you have not undone your felf.

La, Why, but what fays he ?

Ab. Faith he talks ftrangely. La. How ftrangely?

Ab. Firft at your Letter he laught extreamly.

La. What in contempt ?

Ab. He laught monftrous loud, as he would dye 5 and when you
wrote it, I think you were in no fuch merry mood, to provoke him 1

that way: and having done
4

,’he cried, Alas for her, and violently

laught again. La. Did he ? Ab. Yes, till I was angry.

La, Angry, why? Why wert thou angry ? he does but well, I did

deferve it s he had been a fool, an unfit man for any one to love3

had
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had he not laught thus at me. You were angry, that (hew’d your •

folly 5 I (hall love him more for that, than all that ere he did be-

fore. But faid he nothing elfe ?

Ab. Many uncertain things he fajd: Though you had mockt him,

becaufe you were a woman, he could with to do you (o much fa-

vour as to fee you :
yet he (aid, he knew you rafh, and was loath to

offend you with the fight of one
,
whom now he was bound not

to leave. La

.

What one was that ?

Ab. I know not 5 but truly I do fear there is a making up there:

for I heard the fervants, as I part by fome,whifper fuch a things and

as I came back through the Hall, there were two or three Clerks

writing great Conveyances in hafte, which they (aid were for their

Miftreis Joynture.

La. Tis very like and fit it (hould be fo, for he does think, and

reafonably think,that I (hould keep him with my idle tricks, for ever

ere he be married.

Ab. At laft he laid, it (hould go hard but he would fee you for

your (atisfa&ion.

La. All we that are call’d Women, know as well as men, it were

a far more noble thing to grace where we are grac’t,and giverefpeft

there where we are relpefted: yet we pra&ife a wilder courfe, and

never bend our eyes on men with plcafure, till they find the way to

givens a negleft: then we, too late, perceive the lofs of what we
might have had, and dote till death. Enter Martha.

Mar. Sifter, yonder’s your Servant with a Gentlewoman with him.

La. Where ? Mar. Clole at the dore.

La. Ah ! alas I am undone, I fear he is betroth'd.

What kind of Woman is (lie ?

Mar. A moft ill-favoured one, with her mask on.

And how her face (hould mend the reft, I know not.

La. But yet her mind was of a mijder ftuff than mine was.

Enter elder Lovclels, and Welford in Womens apparel.

La. Now I fee him, if my heart fwell not again,("away thou wo-
mans pride) (o that I cannot fpeak a gentle word to him, let me not

live.
1

El. Lo. By your leave here.

La. How now ? what new trick invites you hither? '

Ha’ you a fine device again ? .

El. Lo. Faith this is the fineft device I have now:
How doft thou fweet heart ?

Wei

.

Why- very well, fo long as I may pleafc

You my dear- Lover $ I nor can nor will
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Be ill when you are well, well when you are ill.

El.Lo

.

O thy fweet temper ! What would I have given that La-
dy had been like thee! fecit thou her? that facefmy LoveJ join’d

with thy humble mind, had made a Wench indeed.

WeL Alas my Love, what God hath done,I dare not think tomend:
Iufe no paint, nor any drugs of art, my hands and face will (hew it.

La. Why what thing haveyou brought to (hew us there? do you
take money for it ?

El.Lo. A thing not to be bought for money 5 Vis my Miftreft, in

whom there is no paffion, nor no fcorn 5 what I will, is her Law^pray
you falute her.

La. Salute her ! by this good light I would not kift her for half

my Wealth. El.Lo. Why? Why pray you?
You (hall fee me do’t afore you. Look you.

La. Now fie upon thee, a beaft would not have don't 5 I would
not kift thee of a Month, to gain a Kingdom.

EL Lo. Marry you fhall not be troubled.

La. Why, was there ever fiich a Meg as this ?

Sure thou art mad.

El. Lo. I was mad once whenl lov’d pictures «> for what areftiape

and colour elfe but pidtures? in that tawny Hide there lies an end-

left mafi ofVirtues, when all your red and white ones want it.

La. And this is (he you are to marrie, is’t not ?

EL Lo. Yes indeed is’t.

La. God give you joy. El. Lo. Amen.
WeL I thank you, though unknown, for your good wifii:

The like to you when ever you fhall wed.

EId. Lov. O gentle fpirit. La. You thank me? I pray

keep your breath nearer you, I do not like it.

Wei. I would not willingly offend at all,

Much left a Ladie of your worthy parts.

EL Lo. Sweet, fweet.

La. I do not think this Woman can by narure be thus,

Thus uglie 5 fure (he’s feme common Strumpet, x
Deform'd with exercife of fin.

WeL O fir, believe not this, for Heaven to comfort me, as I am
free from foul pollution with any man : my Honour ta’ne away, 1

am no Woman.
El. Lo. Arife my deareft foul, I do not credit it. Alas, I fear her

tender heart will break with this reproach: fie, that you know no
more civilitie to a weak Virgin. ’Tis no matter fweet, let her fay

v/faa* IM
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what (he will, thou art not worfe to me, and therefore not at all

:

be carelefi.

Wei. For all things elfe I would, but for mine Honour, methinks.

El. Lo. Alas, thine Honour is not ftain’d 5

Is this the bufinefs that you fent for me about ?

Mar. Faith Sifter you are much to blame to ufe a Woman, what-
foe’re (he be, thus: i'le falute her: You are welcome hither.

Wei. I humbly thank you.

El. Lo. Mild yet as the Dove, for all thefe injuries. Come, fhall

we go? I love thee not (b ill, as to keep thee here a jefting-ftock.

Adieu to the Worlds end. La. Why, whither now?
El.Lo. Nay,you fhall never know,becaufe you (hall never find me.

La. I pray let me fpeak with you. El.Lo . >Tis very well,come.

La. I pray you let me (peak with you.

El. Lo. Yes, for another mock.
La. By Heaven I have no mocks

:
good fir a word.

El. Lo. Though you deferve not fo much at my hands, yet if you
be in (uch earneft, iTe (peak a word with you, but I befeech you be
brief} for in good faith there’s a Parfon and a Licenfe ftay for us

fth Church all this while, and you know ’tis night.

La. Sir, give me hearing patiently, and whatfoever I have hereto-

fore fpoken jeftingly, forget : for as I hope for mercy any where,

what I (hall utter now, is from my heart, and as I mean.

El. Lo. Well, well, what do you mean?
La. Was not I once your Miftrefs, and you my Servant?

Eld.Lo. O ’tis about the old matter.

La. Nay good fir ftay me out. I would but hear youexcufe your
felf, why you (hould take this Woman, and leave me?

El.Lo. Prethee why not? deferves (he not as much as you?
La. I think not, if you will look with an indifferency upon us

both.

El. Lo. Upon your faces ’tis true } but if judicially we (hall caft

our eyes upon your minds, you are a thoufand women off her in

worth : (he cannot fwound in jeft,nor let her Love tasks to (hew her

peevifhnefs, and his affeftion } nor crofs what he fays, though it be

canonical. She’s a good plain Wench, that will do as I will have her,

and bring me lufty Boys to throw the sledg,and lift at pigs of lead:

and for a Wife, die’s far beyond you: What can you do in a houfi

hold to provide for your iffue, but lie a bed and get urn? your bu-

finefs is to drefs you,and at idle hours toeatywhen fhe can do a thou-

sand profitable things: (he can do pretty well in the Paftry, and knows
how
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how Pullen fhouldbe cramb’d, (he cuts Cambrick at a thred, weaves

bone-lace, and quilts balls admirably. And what are you good for?

La. Admit it true, that fhe were far beyond me in all relpefts,

does that give you a licence toforiwear your felf?

Eld. Lo. Forfwear my lelf, How?
La. Perhaps you have forgot the innumerable oaths you have ut-

tered, in difclaiming all for wives, but me.

Eld. Lo. Nay, but conceive me 5 the intent of oaths is ever un-

derftood. Admit Ifhould proteft to fuch a friend, to fee him at his

lodgingtomorrow: Divines would never hold me perjur’d, if I were
ftruck blind, or he hid him where my diligent fearch could not find

him
, fo there was no crols aft of mine own in’t. Can it be imagi-

ned I meant to force to marriage, and to have you whether you
will or no ?

La. Alas you need not, I make already tender of my felf, and

then you are forlworn.

Eld. Lo. Some fin I fee indeed muft neceffarily fall upon me, as

whofoever deals with women, (hall never utterly avoid it
:
yet I

would chufe the leaft ill : which is, to forfake you that have done
me all the abufes of a malignant woman, contemn’d myfervice,and

would have held me prating about marriage,till I had been part get-

ting of Children 5 rather then her that hath forfeken her family,

and put her tender body in my hand, upon my word.
La. Which of us (wore you firft to ? Eld. Lo. Why to you ?

La. Which oath is to be kept then ?

Eld. Lo. I Prethee do not urge my fins unto me,

Without I could amend um. La. Why,you may, by wedding me.

Eld. Lo. How will that fatisfie my word to her ?

La. T*is not to be kept, and needs no fetisfa&ion.

Tis an error fit for repentance only.

Eld. Lo. Shall I live to wrong that tender-hearted Virgin fo ?

It may not be. La. Why may it not be?

Eld. Lo. I (wear I had rather marry thee than her : but yet mine
honefty ?

La. What honefty? Tis more preferv’d this way.
Come, by this light fervant thou (halt, He kifs thee on t.

Eld. Lo. Th ft kift indeed is fweet, pray God no fin lie under it.

La. There’s no fin at all, try but another.

Wei. O my heart ! Mar. Help fifter, this Lady (wouns.
Eld. Lo. How do you? Wei. Why very well, if you be fo^ a

moft ungodly thing! Eld. Lo. Hear me one word more, which by

H ail
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all my hopes I will not alter} I did make an oath,when you delay'd

me fo, that this very night I would be married: Now if you will

go without delay fuddenly, as late as it is, with your own Minifter

to your own Chappel, lie wed you, and to bed.

La. A match dear fervant.

Eld. Lo. For if youfhouldforlake me now, I care not} (he would
not though for all her Injuries, fuch is her fpirit : if I be not afha-

med to kifs her now I part, may I not live.

Wei. I lee you go} as slily as you think to fteal away, yet I will

pray for you} All bleffings of the world light on you two, that

you may live to be an aged pair. All curies on me, if I do not

fpeak what I do wi(h indeed.

Eld. Lo. If I can fpeak to purpofe to her, I am a Villain.

La. Servant away.

Mar. Sifter, will you marry that inconftant man? think you he

will not caft you off to morrow? to wrong a Lady thus, look’t Ihe

like dirt,
a

twas balely done. May you ne’re prolper with him.

Wei. Now God forbid. Alas, I was unworthy, fo I told him.

Mar. That was your modefty} too good for him:

I would not fee your wedding for a world.

La. Chule, chule, come Tour?glove. Ex. La. Eld. Lo.

Mar. Dry up your eyes forlooth, you fhall not think we are all

uncivil. Would I knew how to give you a revenge.

Wei. So would not I: No, let me fuller } truly that I defire.

Mar. Pray walk in with me, ’tis very late, and you fhall ftay all

night
:
your bed (hall be no worle than mine} I wifhlcouldbut do

you right. Wei. My humble thanks:

God grant I may but live to quite your love. Exeunt.

Enter Young Lovelefs and Savi11.

To. Lo. Did your Mafter fend for me, Savill .<?

Sav. Yes, he did fend for your Worftiip fir.

To. Lo. Do you know the bufinels?

Sdv. Alas Sir, I know nothing
,

nor am imploy’d beyond my
hours of eating. My dancing-days are done fir.

To. Lo. What are you now then ?

Sav. Ifyou confider me in little, I am with your Worfhips reve-

rence fir, a Ralcal } one that upon the next anger of your brother,

muft raife a fconce by the high way, and fell fwitches : My Wife is

learning now to weave Incle.

To. Lo. What doft thou mean to do with thy Children, Savill)

Sav. My eldeft Eoy is half a rogue already, he was born burften,

and
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and your Worfhip knows, that’s a pretty ftep to mens compaffions

:

Myyoungeft Boy I purpoie, fir, to bind for ten years to a Jaylor, to
draw under him, that he may (hew us mercy in his fundtion.

To. Lo. Your family is quartered with difcfetionj you are refol-

ved to Cant then: Where SaviU {hall your Scene lie?

Sav. Beggers muft be no cuhfersj

In every place (I take it_) but the ftocks.

To. Lo. This is your drinking and your whoring, Savilli,

I told you of it, but your heart was hardned.

Sav. ’Tis true, you were the firft that told me of it indeed, Ido
remember yet in tears $ you told me you wouldhave whores, and in

that paffion fir, you broke out thus} Thou miferable man repent,

and brew three ftrikes more in a Hogfhead : ’Tis noon ere we be
drunk now, and the time can tarry for no man.

To. Lo. Y’aregrown a bitter Gentleman. I fee milery canclear your
head better than muftard. lie be a Sutor for your Keys again fir.

Sav. Will you but be fo gracious to me fir, I {hall be bound.
To. Lo. You {hall fir, to your Bunch again, or lie mils fouly.

Enter Morecraft.

More. Save you Gentleman, lave you.

To. Lo. Now Polcat, what young Rabbets neft have youtodraw?
More. Come, prethee be familiar, Knight.

To. Lo. Away Fox, I’le {end for Terriers for you.
More. Thou art wide yet : i’le keep thee company.
To. Lo. I am about fomebufinels} Indentures,

Ifyou follow me i’le beat you } take heed.

As I live i’le cancel your coxcomb.
More. Thou art cozen’d now, I am no Ufiirer.

What poor fellow’s this? Sav. I am poor indeed fir.

More. Give him money Knight.

To. Lo. Do you begin the offering.

More. There poor fellow, here’s an angel for thee.

To. Lo. Art thou in earned: Morecraft .<?

Mere. Yes faith Knight, i’le follow thy example : thou hadftland,

and thoufands thou {pent’ft and flungft away, and yet it flows in

double: I purchas’d, wrungand wier-draw’d for my wealth, loft and

was cozen’d: for which I make a vow, to try all the ways above

ground, but i’le find a conftant means to riches without curies.

To. Lo. I am glad of your eonverfion Mr. Morecraft.

Y’are in a fair courle, pray purfue it ftill.

More. Come, we are all Gallants now, i’le keep thee company: here

,
• H 2 honeft
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honeftfellow^forthisGentlernansfakc^therstwo angels more forthee.

Sav . Heaven quite you fir, aud keep you long in this mind.

To. Lo. Wilt thou perfevere?.

More. Till I have a penny. I have brave cloaths a making, and

two horfes5 canft thou help me to a match Knight ? iTe lay a thou-

fand pound upon my Crop-ear.

To. L& Foot, this is ftranger then an Afr/cl^ Monfter 5

There will be no more talk of wars

Whilft this lafts^ come, ile put thee into blood.

Sav. Would all his damn’d Tribe were as tender-hearted. I be-

feech you let this Gentleman joyn with you in the recovery of my
Keys 5 I like his good beginning fir, the whilft ile pray forboth your
Wprftiips. To. Lo. He (hall fir.

More. Shall we go, noble Knight ? I would fain be acquainted.

To. Lo. lie be your fervant fir. Exeunt.

Enter Eld. Lovelefs,
and Lady

.

Eld. Lo. Faith my fweet Lady, I have caught you now, maugre

your fubtilties and fine devices $ be coy again now.

La. Prithee fweet-heart tell true.

Eld. Lo. By this light,by all the pleafures I have had this night, by
your loft maidenhead, you are cozen’d meerly, I have caft beyond
your wit. That Gentleman is your retainer, Welford.

La. It cannot be (6.

Eld. Lo. Your fifter has found it fo, or I miftake : mark how (he

blufhes when youiee her next. Ha,ha,ha, Ifhallnot travel now: ha,

ha, ha. La. Prithee fweet-heart, be quiet, thou haft angred me at

heart. Eld. Lo. lie pleafeyou foon again. La. Welfcrd!

Eld. Lo. I Welford
,

he’s a young handfome fellow, well bred and
landed;; your fifter can inftruft you in his good parts, better than I,

by this time. La. lids foot, - am I fetch’t over thus?

Eld. Lo. Yes ifaith. And over fhall be fecht again, never fear it.

La. I mtiftbe patient,though it torture me:You havegpt the Sun fir.

Eld. Lo. And the Moon too, in which ile.be the man.
La. But had I known this, had I but (urmiz’d it, you (hould have

hunted three trains more before you had come to’th courfey you
ihould have hankt o’th bridle fir, ifaith.

Eld. Lo.. I knew, it, and min’d with you 5 and fo blew you up.

Now ypu may fee the Gentlewoman: ftand dole.

Enter Welford and Martha.
Marl For Gods fake fir, be private in this bufinefs.

Yo
f
udave.undone me elfe. O Heayen, what have I done ?

We

L

No harm I warrant the£*
,

Mar*
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Mar. How (ball I look upon my friends again? with what face?

Wei. Why e’ne with this: ’tis a good one, thou canft not find

a better : look upon all the faces thou fhalt fee there, and you fhall

find um finooth ftill, fair (till, fweet ftill, and to your thinking ho-

neft : thofe have done as much as you have yet, or dare do, Miftrefs,

and yet they keep no ftir.

Mar. Good fir go in, and put your womans cloaths on :

If'you be feen thus, I am loft for ever.

Wei. lie watch you for' that Miftrefs, I am no fool : here will I

tarry till the houfe be up, and witnefs with me.

Mar. Good dear Friend go in.

WeL To bed again if you pleafe, elfe I am fixt here till there be
notice taken who I am, what I have done: if you could juggle me
into my Womanhood again, and fo cog me out of your company,all

this would be forfworn, and I again an Afinego, as your fifter left

me. No, lie havedt known and publifht, then if you’l be a Whore,
forfake me and be afhamed 3 and when you can hold out no longer,

marry fome caft Cleve Captain, and fell Bottle-Ale.

Mar. I dare not ftay fir, ufe me modeftly, I am your Wife.

Wei Go in, Fie make up all.

El. Lo. Fie be a witnefs of your naked truth fir: This is the Gen-
tlewoman, prethee look upon him, this is he that made me breakmy
faith, fweet: but thank your fifter, fhe hath foderd it.

Ld. What a dull Afs was I, I could not fee this Welford from a

Wench: twenty to one if I had been but tender, like my fifter, ha-

had ferved me fuch a slippery trick too.

WeL Twenty to one I had.

EJ.Lo. I would have watcht you, fir, by your good patience, fora

ferrettingdn my ground.

La. You have been with my fifter.

Wei. Yes to bring.

EL Lo. An Heir into the world he means.

La. There is no chafing now.
WeL I have had my part on’t: I have been chaft this three hours,

that’s the leaft, l am reafbnable cool now.
La. Cannot you fare well, but you muft cry Roaft-meat ?

WeL He that fares well, and will not blefs the Founders, iseither

fuxfeited, or ill taught. Lady, for mine own part, I have found fo

fweet a Diet, I can commend it, though I cannot (pare it. -

EJ.Lo. How like you this Di(h Welford ? I made a fupper on’t,

and fed fo heartily, I could not sleep.

La,
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La. By this light, had I but Icented out your train, ye had slept

with a bare pillow in your arms, and kill that, or elfe the bed-poft,

for any wife you had got this twelve-month yet: I would have vext

you more than a tyr’d Poft-horfe, and beenlongerbearing,thanever

after-game at Irijh was. Lord, that I were unmarried again.

El. Lo. Lady, I would not undertake ye, were you again a Hag-
gard, for the beft caft of Ladies i’th Kingdom: you were ever tickle-
footed, and would not truls round.

Wei. Is (he faft? EL Lo. She was all night lockt here boy.

Wei. Then you may lure her without fear of lofing: take off her

Cranes : You have a delicate Gentlewoman to your lifter : Lord, what
a pretty fury (he was in, when (he perceiv’d Iwasaman: butlthink

I iatisfied her (cruple without the Parlbn o’th Town.
El. Lo. What did ye ? WeL Madam, can you tell what v/e did?

El. Lo. She has a fhrewd guels at it, I lee it by her.

La. Well you may mock us$ butmy largeGentlewoman, myMary
Ambree

,
had I but leen into you, you (hould have had another bed-

fellow fitter a great deal for your itch.

WeL I thank you Lady, methought it was well
:
you are lb curious.

Enter Young Lovelefs, his Lady
,
Morecraft, Savill, and

two Serving-men.

EL Lo. Get on your Doublet ^ here comes my brother.

To. Lo. Good morrow Brother, and all good to your Lady.

More. God lave you, and good morrow to you all.

EL Lo. Good morrow. Here’s a poor Brother of yours.

La. Fie, how this Ihames me !

More. Prithee good fellow helpme to a cup of Beer.

Ser. I will fir.

To. Lo. Brother, what makes you here? Will this Lady do?

Will fhe? is (he not netled ftill ? El. Lo. No, I have cur’d her.

Mr. Welford
,
pray know this Gentleman, he is my brother.

WeL Sir, I (hall long to love him.

To. Lo. I fhall not be your debtor fir. But how is’t with you ?

El. Lo. As well as may be, man: I am married: yournew acquain-

tance hath her lifter, and all’s well.

To. Lo. I am glad on’t. Now my pretty Lady lifter, How do you

find my Brother. La. Almoft as wild as you are.

To. Lo. Heel make the better Husband : you have tried him?

La. Againft my will fir.

To. Lo. Hee’l make you well amends loon, do not doubt it $

But fir, I muft intreat you to be better known.
T
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To this unconverted Jew here.

Serv

.

Here’s Beer for you fir.

More. And here's for you an Angel.

Pray buy no land, ’twill never prolper fir. El. Lo. How's this?

To. Lo. Blefs you, and then He tell you: hes turned Gallant.

El. Lo. Gallant!

To. Lo. I, Gallant, and is now called, Cutting Morecraft.

The Reafon ile inform you at more leifure.

Wei. O good fir, let me know him prefently. .

To. Lo. You (hall hug one another.

More. Sir, I muft keep you company. El. Lo. And reafon.

To. Lo. Cutting Morecraft faces about, I muft prefent another.

More. As many as you will fir, I am for ’um.

Wei. Sir, I (hall do you fervice.

More. I (hall look for’t in good faith Sir.

El. Lo. Prithee good Sweet-heart kifs him.

La. Who’s that fellow ?

Sav. Sir, will it pleafe you to remember me ? my Keys good fir.

To. Lo. Tie do it prefently.

El. Lo. Come, thou (halt kifs him for our (ports fake.

La. Let him come on then} and do you hear, do not inftruft me
in thefo tricks, for you may repent it.

El. Lo. That at my peril Lufty Mr. Morecraft,

Here is a Lady would falute you.

More. She (hall not lofe her longing fir: What is (he?

EId. Lo. My wife fir. More. She muft be then my Miftrefs.

La. Muft I fir ? EL Lo. O yes, you muft.

More. And you muft wear this Ring, a poor pawn,

fome fifty pound.

El. Lo. Take it by any means, ’tis a lawful prize.

La. Sir, I (hall call you Servant.

More. I (hall be proud on’t. What fellow’s that ?

To. Lo. My Ladies Coachman.

,
More. There’s fomething (my friend ) for you to buy whips,

And for you fir, and you fir.

El. Lo. Under a miracle this is the ftrangeft I ever heard of.

Mere . What, (hall we play, or drink? What (hall we do?
Who will hunt with me for an hundred pounds?

Wei. Stranger and ftranger !

Sir, you fhal! find (port after a day or two.
To. Lo. Sir, I have a fuit unto you

Concerning
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Sa. Now fir, ftrike in.

Enter Roger

and Abigail.
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.Concerning your old Servant Savill.

El. Lo. O for his Keys. I know it.

More. Sir, I muft have you grant me.

El. ho. ’Tis done fir, take your Keys again :

But hark you Savill
,
leave off the motions

Of the flefh, and be honed, or elfe you wall graze again.

Tie try you once again.

Sav. If ever I be taken drunk, or whoring.

Take offthe biggeft Key i’th bunch, and open

My head with it fir: I humbly thank your Worfhip.

El. ho. Nay then, I fee we muft keep holiday,

Here’s the laft couple in Hell.

Ro. Joy be among you all.
. „ ,< ->

ha. Why now fir, what is the meaning of this Emblem

.

Ro. Marriage an’t like your Worftiip.

ha. Are you married?

Ro. As faft as the next Prieft could do it,
,

Madam.

El. ho. I think the fign’s in Gemini, here s rnch coupling.

Wei. Sir Roger
,
what will you take to lie from your Sweet-hear

t
° ^|

I

’Not the beft Benefice in your Worfhips gift Sir.

Wei. A whorfbn, how he fwells

!

To. ho. How many times to night, fir Roger i

Ro. Sir, you grow fcurrilous.

What I toll dof I toll do, I toll not need year help.

1
To. ho. For Horfe-flefh Roger>

,

Ei. ho. Come, prithee be not angry, tis a day

Given wholly to our mirth.

ha. It (hall be fo fir : Sir Roger and his Bride, -

We fhall intreat to be at our chaige.

El ho. Weiford, get you to the Church, by this lign

You toll no. lieA her again, till rare marned.

Wei. I am gone.
< r .

More. To every Bride I dedicate this day ,

Six healths a piece, and it fhall go hard,_

But every one a jewel: Come be m^bo} -

• Eld. ho. Th’art in a good beginning. Come,

Sir Roger.
,
you fhall have the Van and lead the way.

Would every dogged Wench had fuch a d y.

F INIS. .

who leads
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To the P U B L I C.

HE arbitrary State of the Englifh Language had long been a
.

jed of Regret among the Learned in this Country, who, thoi

altivated ufeful and polite Learning beyond the Nations on

ent, had the Mortification to behold themfelves infinitely furpai

plogical Improvement by the Academicians of Italy and Fran

ations ^’.ere made, without Succefs, to different Sovereigns, for

Qnage as might enable a Society of literary Men to compi

pry, for the Ufe of thofe who, either in Compofition or Speed

lfpire to Precifion and Elegance. Similar Overtures were made

of the Nobility ;
and Dean Swift is faid to have laid a Plan of tl

ind before the Earl of Oxford ; which, however, does not apj

• been regarded : For, as Dr. Johnson observes, “ the Englil

page was ftill buffered to fpread, under the Direction of Ch;

vild Exuberance ;
refigned to the Tyranny of Time and Fafhioi

•xpofed to the Corruptions of Ignorance, and the Caprices of I|

ion.” But what could not be accomplifhed by Royal Munificei

the Aufpices of the Nobility, was referved for certain Bookfelh

the peculiar Felicity of enabling Dr. Johnson to perform a Woi

idvantagcous to the Interefts of Literature, than aftonifhing, wh<

d as the laborious Produ&ion of one Man.

>der this ineftimable Work, fo neceffary in the prefent Ag>

;nt, more acceflible to all Ranks of Men, it is propofed to publj

elegant, and cheap Edition, printed from a Copy in which tl

Additions and Corre&ions, written by the Author’s own H
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