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To the moft Illuftrious Prince 

WILLIAM, 
Duke, Marcluis, and Earl 

o F 

NEWCASTLE, &c. 

May it plcafe your Grace, 

He Favows have been fo many and 
fo great, which your Graces un¬ 
wearied Bounty has conferred upon 
me , that I cannot omit this opor- 
tunity of telling the World, how 
much l have been obliged, and by 
whom. My Gratitude will not fujfer 

me to fmother the favours in filence; nor the Pride 
they have rais'd me to, let me conceal the Name of fo 
Excellent a Patron. The honour of being favoured by 
the great Newcaflle, is equal with any real Merits I 
am fure infinitely above mine. Tet the encouragement 
l receive from your Grace} is the certain way to make 

A. a the 



The Epiftle Dedicatory^ 
the World believe I have fome defert, or to create in 
me the mgfe favourable thoughts of piyfelf.-My Name 
may thus, •mien otherwife it would peri(h, live in after 
Ages, under the protection of your Grace s, which, is 
famous abroad, and will be Eternis'd in this Nation, 
for your Wit beyond all Poets j judgment and Prudence, 
before all Statefmen ; Courage and ConduSl, above all 
Generals • Conjlancy and Loyalty, beyond all Subjects •, 
Virtue and Temperance y aboye all Philofophers \ for 
skill in Weapons, and Horfemanjbip, and all other Arts 
befitting your Quality, excelling all Noblemen: And 
Lfily, for thofe eminent Services in defence of your King 
and Countrey, with an Interefi and Power much exceed¬ 

ing all, and with Loyalty equalling any Nobleman. And 
indeed, the frjl was fo great, that it might jujlly have 
made the greateji Prince afraid of it, had it not been fo 
firongly fecured by the latter. 

AllthefeHeroickQualities I admired, and worfbipped 
at a diflance, before I had the Honour to wait upon your 
Grace at your Houfe. For fo vajl was your Bounty to me, 
as to find me out in my obfcurity, and oblige me feveral 
years, before you faw me at Welbedcj where (when I 
arrived ) Ifound a RefpeSl fo extremely above the mean- 
nefs of my Condition, that I Jlillreceived it with blufbes i 
having had nothing to recommend me, (but the Birth and 
Education, without the Fortune of a< Gentleman) befides 

ifome Writings of mine, which your Grace was pleafed to 
like. Then wasfoon added to my former Worfhip and Ad- 

miratjopy 



The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
miration, infinite Love, and infinite Gratitude, and a 
Pride of bein^faDour'd by one, in whom lobfervda Ma- 

jefty equal withgreatefi Princes, yet Affability exceeding 
ordinary Gentlemen. A Greatnefis, that none e’r ap¬ 
proached without Awe, or parted from without Satisfa¬ 

ction. 
i* « • , . ’ v a •i is *. 4 *, %•) v \ • * r* 

Then ( by the great honour I had to be daily admitted 
into your Grace’s publicly and private Converfation ) 
I obferved that admirable Experience and Judgment 
furmounting all the Old, and that vigoroufnefs of Wit, and 
fmartnefs of Exprejfion, exceeding all the Young, I ever 
kpew , and not onely in (harp and apt Replies, the mojl 
excellent way of purfuing a Difcourfe •, but (which is 
much more difficult) by giving eafie and unforced occa- 
fions, the mcfi admirable way of begining one •, and all 
this adapted to men of all Circumfianccs and Conditions. 
Your Grace being able to difcourfe with every man in his 
own way, which, as it (hows you to be a mo ft accurate Ob- 
ferverofall mens tempers, fo it (hows your Excellency in 
all their Arts. But when I had the favour daily to be 
admitted to your Grace's more retired Converfation, when 
I alone enjoyed the honour, 1 muff declare, I neverfpent 
my hours with thatpleafure, or improvementnor Jhall 
I ever enough acknowledge that, and the refi of the Ho¬ 

nours■ donerne byyour Grace, as much above my Condition 

as my Merit. 

And r 



The Epift-e Dedicatory. 
And now, my Lord, after all this, imagine not I intend 

thisfmall Prefent of,a Play ( though favoured here by thofe 
l moji wijh itjhoti/d be ) as any return *, for all the Ser¬ 
vices of my life cannot make a fufjident one. I onely lay 
hold on tins occafton, topublijh to the World your great Fa- 
veurs3 and the grateful Acknowledgments of 

My moil Noble Lord, 
- ' ' \ I S i ■ . • 1' * f * r> jL v -.y 

■t S* * . ' * * * 1 V * 
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Your Grace's 
■ 

• • ’ iu; 

Moft obliged, humble, 

and obedient Servant, 

Tho. Shad well. 

V 



PREFACE. 
* 

He ftory from which I took the hint of 
this Play, is famous all over Spaint 
Italy, and France: It was firft put in* 
to a Spanijh Play •( as I have been 
told ) the Spaniards having a Tradi¬ 
tion ('which they believe ) of fuch a 

vicious Spaniard, as is reprefented in this Play. From 
them the Italian Comedians took it, and from them the 
French took it, and four feveral French Plays were 
made upon the Story. 

The Chara£ier of the Libertine, and confequently 
thofe of his Friends, are borrow’d • but all the Plot, till 
the latter end of the Fourth A<ft, is new: And all, the 
reft is very much varied from any thing which has been 
done Upon the Subje&. 

I hope the Readers will excufe the Irregularities of 
the Play, when they cor.fider, that the Extravagance ©f 
the Subj. <ft ; orced me to it: And I had rather try new 
ways to pleafe, than to write on in the fame Road, as 
too many do I hope that the fevereft Reader will not 
be offended at the rcprefentation of thofe Vices, on 

which 



which they will fee a dreadful punifhment infh&ed. 
And I have been told by a worthy Gentleman, that 
many years agon (when firft.aPlay was made upon 
this Story in Italy ) he has feen it a£ted there by the 
name of Atherflo Fulminato, in Churches, on Sundays, 

as a part of Devotion; and fome, not of the leaft 
Judgment and Piety here, have thought it rather an 
ufeful Moral, than an incouragementto vice. 

I have no reafon to complain of the fuccefs of-this 
Play, fince it pleafed thofe, whom, of all the world, 
I would pleafe moft. Nor was the Town unkind to 
it, for which reafon I muft applaud my good Fortune, 
to have pleafed with fo little pains: there being no A£l 
in it, which coft me above five days writing ; and the 
lafi: two, ( the Play-houfehaving great occafion for a 
Play ) were both written in four days, as feveral can 
teftifie. And this I dare declare> notwithftanding the 
foul, courfe, and ill-manner’d cenfure palfed upon 
them, (who write Plays in three, four, or five weeks 
time ) by a rough hobling Rhimer, in his Pojlfcript to 
another Man’s Play, which he fpoil’d, and call’d, Lave 

and Revenge ; 1 having before publickiy owned the 
writing two Plays in fo fhorta time. He ought not to 
have meafurcd any Man’s Abilities, who writes for the 
Stage with his own; for fome may write that in three 
weeks, which he cannot in three years. But he is angry, 
that any man fhould write fenfe fo eafily, when he finds 
itfo laborious a thing to write, even Fuftian, that he is 
believed to have been three years drudging upon the 

Conquejl 
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Conqueft of Chind. But he ought not to be called a Poet, 
who cannot write ten times a better in three weeks. 

I cannot here pafs by his fawcy Epiftle to this Con- 
queft, which ( inftead ofexpreffionsof juft refpeCi:, due 
to the Birth and Merit of his Patron ) is fluffed with 
railing againft others. And firft, he begins with the 
vanity ot his Tribe. What Tribe that really is, it is not 
hard toghefs; but all the Poets will bear me witnefsit 

is not theirs, who are fufficiently fatisfied, that he is no 
more a Poet than Servant to his Majefty, as he prefumes 

to w'rite himfelf; which 1 wonder he will do, fince Pro¬ 
tections are taken off •• I know not what Place he is 
Sworn into in Extraordinary, but I am fare there is no 
fuch thing as Poet in Extraordinary. 

But I wonder (after all his railing) he will call thefe 
Poets hk Brethren j if they were, me-thinkshe might 
have more natural affe&ion than to abufeEis Brethren : 
but he might have fpared that Title, for we can find no 
manner of Relation betwixt him and them •, for they 
are all Gentlemen, that will not own him, or keep 
him company : and that, perhaps, is the caufe which 
makes him lo angry wirh them, to tax them, in his 
ill-manner’d Epiftle, with Impudence, which he ( hav¬ 
ing a particular affeCfion for his own vice) calls by the 
name of Frailty. Impudence indeed is a very pretty 

Frailty. 
But ( whatever the Poets are guilty of) I wiih fie 

had as much of Poetry in him, as he has of that Frailty, 
lor the good of the Duke’s Theatre ] they might then 

b have 
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have hopes of gaining as much by his good Senfe, as 
as they have loft by his Fuftian. 

Thus much I thought fit to fay in vindication of the 
Poets, though, I think, he has not Authority enough 
( with men offenfe) to fix any calumny upon the 
Tribe, as he calls it. For which reafon I fhall never trou¬ 
ble my felf to take notice of him hereafter, fince all 
men of Wit will think, that he can do the Poets no 
greater injury, than pretending to be one. Nor had I 
faid fo much in anfwer to his courfe railing, but to re¬ 
prehend his Arrogance, and lead him to a little better 
knowledge of himfelf j nor does his bafe Language in 
his Pojifcript deferve a better Return. 

PRO- 
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prologue. 
OZJr Author fent me hither for a Scout, 

To fpy what hloudy Criticks were come out $ 
Thofe Piccaroons in Wit, wh'infejl this Road, 
And fnap both Friend and Foe that come abroad. 
This favage Party crueller appears. 
Than in the Channel Oftend Privateers. 
You m this Road, or fink, or plunder all, 
Remorjlers as a Storm on us you fall: 
But as a Merchant, when by forms difrefsd. 
Flings out hk bulkey Goods to fave the reft. 
Hoping a Calm may come, he keeps tfje beft. 
In this blackTempeJl which or us impends. 
Near Rocks and g>uickfands, and no Ports of Friends, 
Our Poet gives thk ever to your rage. 
The mofl irregular Play upon the Stage, 
As wild and as extravagant as th'Age. 
Now, angry men, to all your Jplenes give vent 5 
When all your fury has on thk been [pent, 
Elfe-whereyou with much worje Jhallbe content* 
The Poet has no hopes you ll be appeas'd. 
Who come on purpofe but to be difpleas'd* 
Such corrupt Judgesftjould excepted be. 
Who can condemn before they hear or fee. 
Nerwere fuch blouay Criticks yet infafhionj 
Ton damn by abfolute Predeftination. 
But why fo many to run one man down ? 
It were a mighty triumph wheny have done. 
Our fcarcity of Plays youJhould not blame. 
When by foul poaching you dejtroy the Game. 
Let him but have fair play, and he may then 
Write himfelf into favour once again. 
If after thk your anger you'll reveal. 
To Caefar he mufi make hk juji appeal 5 
There Mercy and Judgment equally do meet. 
To pardon Faults, and to encourage Wit. 



The Perfons reprefentecf. 

ill e rhm Von John. ’’“I cLihrtine ; a rafli featlefsMan 
]•//• JL guilty of all Vice. 

■LLl&JTlS Don Antonio. \ u. r , 
\4fjA Don Lope*. }His two Friends 

A tifll Don Ottavio. Brother to Maria. 
|)erfaU!£- Ja’conto. Von Johns Man. 
igM' Leonora. Don Johns Miftris, abufed by him, yet 
O follows him for Love, 
pit1^1 aria ^ y? Her Maid, abufed by Don John, and fol¬ 

lowing him for Revenge. 
V ■ 1/ .a Don Francifco. Father to Clara and Flavia. 

Fill. } His Daughters. 

Six Women. All Wives to Don John, 
ftltfitl Hermit. 

Two Gentlemen. Intended for Husbands to Clara 

and Flavia. 
Ghojls. 

Shepherds and Shepherdess. 
Old Woman. 

Officer and Souldiers. 

Singers, Servants^ Attendants. 
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THE 

NE. 
ACT I. 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo, 
Don John’/ Valet. 

'Hus far without a bound we have enjoy’d 
1 Our profprous pleafures, which dull Fools call 

[Sins 5 
Laugh’d at old feeble Judges, and Weak Laws 3 
And at the fondfantaftick thing, call’d Confcience, 
Which fervcs for nothing but to make men Cowards 3 
An idle fear of future mifery 3 
And is yet worfe than all that we can fear. 

D. Lop. Confciencemade up of dark and horrid thoughts, 
Rais’d from the fumes ofa diftemper’d Spleen. 

D. Anto. A fenflels fear, would make us contradid 
The onely certain Guide, Infallible Nature 3 
Arid at the call of Melancholly Fools, 
( Who ftile all adions which they like not, Sins ) 
To filence all our Natural appetites. 

D. John. Yet thofeconfcientious Fools, thatwould perfwade us 
To I know not what, which they call Piety, 
Have in referve private delicious fins. 
Great as the happy Libertine enjoys, 
With which, in corners, wantonly they roul. 

D. Lop. Don John, thou art our Oracle 3 thou haft 
Dilpell’d the fumes which once clowded our brains. 

' B D. Ante., 
/ 
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D. Anto. By thee, we have got loofe from Education, 
And the dull flavery of Pupillage, 
Recover’d all the liberty ot Nature, 
©urownftrong Reafonnow can go alone, 
Without the feeble props of Iplenatick Fools, 
Who contradidt our common Mother, Nature. 

D. Job. Nature gave us our Senfes, which we pleafe: 
Nor does our Reafon Waragainft our Senfe. 
By Natures order Senfe fhould guide our Reafon, 
Since to themind all obje&s Senfe conveys. 
But Fools for fhaddows lofe fobftantial pleafures,, 
For idle tales abandon true delight. 
And folid joys of day, for empty dreams at night. 
Away, thou foolifh thing, thou chollick of the mind, 
Thou Worm by ill-digefting ftomachs bred : 
In fpight of thee, well forfeit in delights, 
And never^hink ought can be ill that’s pleafant. 

jhcont. A mod excellent Sermon, and no doubt, Gentlemen^ 
you have edift’d much by it. 

D. Job. Away ! thou formal phlegmatick Coxcomb, thou 
Haft neither courage nor yet wit enough 
To fin thus. Thou art my dull confcientious Pimp. * 
And when l am wanton with my Whore within, 
Thou, with thy Beads and Pray’r-book, keepTt the door. 

Jacom. <S*ir,I find your Worlhip is no more afraid to be damn’d, 
than other faftiionable Gentlemen of the Age: but, me-thinks. 
Halters and Axes (hould terrifie you. With reverence to your 
Worships, IVefeen civillermen hang’d, and men of as'pretty 
parts too. There’s fear ce a City in Spain but is too hot for you, 
you have committed fuch outrages wherefoer you come. 

D. Lop. Come, for diverfion, pray let’s hear your Fool preach 
a little. 

Jaeo. For my part, I cannot but be troubled, that Ifhall lofe 
my honour by you. Sir 5 for people will be apt to fey, Like Ma- 
Jier, like Man. 

D.Joh. Your honour, Rafcal, a Sow-gelder may better pre¬ 
tend to it. 

Jacom. But I have another feruple. Sir. • 
D.Jok 
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D.Joh. What’s that? 
Jacom. I fear I (hall be hang’d in your company. 
D. Joh. That’s an honour you will ne’r have courage to de- 

ferve. 
Jacom. It is an honour I am not ambitious of 
D. Lop. Why does the Fool talk of hanging > we (corn all 

Laws. 
Jacom. Itfeemsfo, or you would not have cut your Elder 

Brother’s throat. Don Lopez. 
D.Lvp. Why, you Coxcomb, he kept a good Eftate from me, 

and I could not Whore and Revel fufficiently without it. 
D. Anto. Look you, Jacomo^A he not reafon? 
Jacom. Yes, Antonio, fo had you to get both your Sifters with 

Child 5 ’t was very civil,-1 take it. 
D. Anto. Yes, you Fool, they were lufty young handfome 

Wenches, and pleas’d my appetite. Befides, I fav’d the Honour 
of the Family by it 5 for if I had not, fbme body elfe would. 

Jacom. O horrid villany! 
But you are both Saints to my hopeful Mafter 5 
I’ll turu him loofe to Belzebnb himfel£ 
He fhall out-do him at his own Weapons. 

D. Joh. I, you Rafcal. 
Jacom. Oh no,Sir, you areas innocent. To caufe your good old. 

Father to be kill’d was nothing. 
D.Joh. It was fbmething, and a good thing too,Sirra: his 

whole defign was to debar me of mypleafiires: he kept his 
purfe from me, and could not be content with that, but ftill 
would preach his fenflefs Morals to me, his old dull foolifh fluff 
againftmypleafure. I caus’d him to be lent I know not whether. 
But he believ’d he was to go to Heav’n} I care not where he is, 
fince I am rid of him. 

Jacom. Cutting his throat was a very good return for his be¬ 
getting ofyou. ; 

D. Joh. That was before he was aware on’t, ’twas for his own 
fake, he ne’r thought of me in the bufinefs. 

Jacom. Heav’n blels us! 
D. jfaA.YouDog, I fhall beat out your brains, ifyoudai-e be 

fo impudent as to pray in my company. 
B 2 Jacom. 
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Jacom. Good Sir, I have done, I ha ve done——» 
D. Lop. Prethee let the infipid Fool go on. 
D. Ant. Let’s hear the Coxcomb number up your crimes,. 

The patterns we intend to imitate. 
Jacorn. Sir, let me lay your horrid crimes before you: 

The unhappy minute may perhaps arrive, 
When the fenfeof’em may make you penitent. 

D. Anto- ’T were better thou wer’t hang’d. 
D. Lop. Repent! Cowards and Fools do that. 
D. Joh.Yom valiant well-bred Gentlemen never repent: 

But what (hould I repent of? 
Jacom. After the murder of your Father, the brave Don Pe¬ 

dro^ Goveraour of Sevil, for whom the Town are (till in griefj 
was, in his own houfe, barb’roufly kill’d by you. 

D.Joh. Barbaroutly, you lie, you Ralcal, ’twas finely done j 
I run him through the Lungs as handfomely, and kill’d him as 
decently, and as like a Gentleman as could be. The jealous 
Coxcomb deferv’d death, he kept his Sifter from me 5 her eyes 
would have kill’d me if I had not enjoy’d her, which I could 
not do without killing him: Befides, I was alone, and kill’d him 
hand tofift. 

Jacom. I never knew you go to Church but to takeSanftuary 
for a Murder, or to-rob Churches oftheir Plate. 

D. Job. Heav’n needs not be lerv’d in Plate, but I bad ufe 
on’t. 

Jacom. How often have you fcal’d the Walls of Monafteries ? 
Two Nuns, I know, you ravifh’d, and a third you dangeroufly 
wounded for her violent refiftance. 

D.Joh.The perverfe Jades were uncivill, and deferv’d fuch 
ulage. 

Jacom. Some thirty Murders, Rapes innumerable, frequent 
Sacrilege, Parricide 5 in Ihort, not one in all the Catalogue of 
Sins have fcap’d you. 

D.Joh. My bus’nefs is my pleafure, that end I will always 
compafs, without fcrupling the means 5 there is no right or 
wrong, but what conduces to, or hinders plea lure. But, you te¬ 
dious infipid Rafcal, if I hear more of your Morality, I will Car¬ 
bonado you. 

D, Anto. 
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D. Anto. We live the life of Senfe, which no fantaftick thing, 

call’d Reafon, (hall controul. 
D. Lop. My reafon tells me, I muft pleafo my Senfe. 
D. Joh.Uy appetites are all I’m fore I have from Heav’n, 

fince they are Natural, and them I always will obey. 
J acorn. I doubt it not, Sir, therefore I defire to (hake hands 

ana part. 
D. Job. D’ ye hear, Dog, talk once more of parting, and I 

will (aw your Wind-pipe. I could find in my heart to cut your 
Rafeal’s Nofe off, and (ave the Pox a labour: I'll dot,Sirra,have 
at you. 

j acorn. Good Sir, be not fo tranlported; I will live, Sir, and. 
will ferve you in any thing; I’ll fetch a Wench, or any thing in 
theworldSir. O how I tremble at this Tyrant’s rage. £ajide... 

D.Anto. Come, ’tis night, we lofe time to our adventures. 
D. Lop. 1 have befpoke Mufick for our Serenading. 
D. Job. Let’s on, and live the noble life of Senfe. 

To all the powers of Love and mighty Luft, 
Infpight of formal Fops I will be juft. 
What ways foe’r conduce to my delight. 
My Senfe inftrufts me, I muft think’em right. 
On, on, my Soul, and make no ftop in pleafore, 
They’re dull infipid Fools that live by meafure. 

[Exeunt all but Jacomo*. 
Jacom. What will become of me ? if I {hould leave him, he’s 

fo revengeful, he would travel o’r all Spain to find me out, and 
cut my throat. I cannot live long with him neither: I (hall be 
hang’d, or knock’d o’th’ head, or (hare fome dreadful Fate or 
other with him. ’Tis juft between him and me, as between the 
Devil and the Witch, Who repents her bargain, and would be 
free from future ills, but for the fear of prefent durft not 
venture. 

Enter Leonora. 

Here comes Leonora, one of thofe multitudes of Ladies, he has 
fivorn, li’d to, and betray’d. 

Leon, jacomo, where is Don John .<? I could not live to endure 
alonger 
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alonger abfence from him. Ihavefigh’d and wept my felfaway • 
I move, but have no life left in me. His coldnefs and his abfence 
have given me fearful and killing apprehenfions. Where is my 
Dear? 

Jacom. Your Dear, Madam! he’s yours no more. 
Leon. Heav n! what do I hear ? Speak, is he dead ? 
Jacom. Toyou he is. 
Leon. Ah me, has he forgot his Vows and Oaths ? 

Has he no Confidence, Faith, or Honour left ? 
j\acom- Left, Madam, hene’rhad any.' 
Leon. It is impofiible, you (peak this out of malice fiire. 
Jacom. There’s no man knows him better than I do. 

I have a greater refpeft for you, than for any he has betray’d, 
and will undeceive you : he is the moft perfidious Wretch 
alive. 

Leon. Has he forgot the Sacred Contract, which was made 
privately betwixt us, and confirm’d before the altar, during the 
time of holy Mafs? 

Jacom. All times and places are alike to him. 
Leon.Oh how affiduous was he in his paflion! how many 

thoufand vows and fighs he breath’d! what tears he wept, 
Teeming to fofferallthe cruel pangs which Lovers e’r endur’d! 
how eloquent were all his words and actions! 

Jacom. His perfon and his parts are excellent, but his bafe 
vices ar£ beyond all mealure: why would you believe him ? 

Leon. My own love brib’d me to believe him : I faw the man 
I lov’d more than the world. Oft on his knees, with his eyes up 
toHeav’n,kiffing my hand with fuch an amorous heat, and with 
fitch ardor, breathing fervent vows of loyal Love, and venting 
fad complaints of extreme Offerings. * I poor eafie Soul, flatter¬ 
ing my felfto think he meant as I did, loft all my Sexes faculty, 
Diffembling 5 and in a moneth muft I be thus betray’d ? 

Jacom. Poor Lady ! I cannot but have bowels for you 5 your 
fad Narration makes me weep infitdnefs: but you are better 
us’d than others. Ine’r knew him conftant a fortnight before. 

Leon. Then, then he promis’d he would marry me. 
Jacom. If he were to live here one moneth longer, he wou d 

marry half the Town, ugly and handfome, old and young: 
nothing 
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• nothing that s Female comes amifs to him——:— 

Lebn. Does he not fear a thundeibolt from Reav’n. 
Jacom. No, nor a Devil from Hell, he owns no Deity but hi* 

voluptuous appetite, whofe fatisfa&ion he will compafs by 
Murders,'Rapes, Treafons, or ought elfe. But pray let me ask 
you one civil queftion, Did you not give him earned: of your 
Body, Madam. 

Leon. Mock not my mifery. 
Oh ! that confounds me. Ah! I thought him true, and lov’d 
him fc>, I could deny him nothing. 

J acorn. Why, there ’tis 5 I fear you have, or elfe he wou’d 
havemarri’dyou : he has mam d fix within this moneth, and 
promis’d fifteen more,all whom he has enjoy’d, and left, and is 
this night gone onfome new adventure, fome Rape or Murder, 

* fome mch petty thing. 
Leon. Oh Monfter of impiety ? 

Oh falfe Don John f wonder of cruelty f [_ She fawn cl5* 
Jacom. What a pox does (he fwound at the news! Alas! poor 

Soul, fhe has mov’d me now to pity, as (lie did to love. Ha! the 
place: is private-. If I fhould make ufe of a Natural Receit 
to refrefh her, and bring her to life again, ’twould be a great 
pleafure to me, and no trouble to her. Hum! ’tri very private, 
and I dare fin in private. A deuce take her, (lie revives, and pre¬ 
vents me. ' 

Leon. Where is the cruel Tyrant!, inhumane Monfter! but 
I will ftriveto fortifie my felf. But Oh my misfortune! Oh my 
mifery ! Under what ftrange Enchantments am I bound > Could 
he be yet a thoufaud times more impious, I could not chufe but 
love his gerfbn ftill. 

Jaconi.Re not fb paffionate^. if you could be difereet, and 
love your felf,I’d put you in a way to eafe your grief now, and 
all your cares hereafter. 

Leon. If you can now eafe an afflicted Woman, who elfe muft 
fhortly rid her felf of life, imploy your charity ^ ’twas never 
plac’d yet on a Wretchneededit more than I. 

Jacom. If Loyalty in a Lover be a Jewel 1 fay no more,. I can 
tell you where you may have it— 

Leon. Speak not of truth in man, it is impoffiblc^ 
Jacom*. 
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Jacom. Pardon me, I (peak on my own knowledge. 
Leon. Is your Matter true then ? and have you happily de¬ 

ceiv’d me? Speak. 
Jacom. As true as all the power of Hell can make him. 
Leon. If he be falfe, let all the world be fo. 
Jacom. There’s another-guefs man than he, Madam. 
Leon. Another! who can thatbe ? 

No, no, there’s no truth found in the Sex. [AJide. 
Jacom. He is a civ il vertuous and difcreet lober perlon. 
Leon.Can there be luch a man ? what does he mean ? 
Jacom. There is, Madam, a man of goodly prefence too——. 

Something inclining to be fat, of a round plump face, with 
quick andfparkling eyes, and mouth of cheerful overture-— 
His nofe, which is the onely fault, is fomewhat (hort, but that’s 
no matter 5 his hair and eye-brows black, and fo forth. 

Leon. How ! he may perhaps be brib’d by fome other man, 
and what he laid of his Matter may be falfe. 

Jacom.Uow fhe furveysme! Fa-la-la 
Q Sings, and Jiruts about. 

Leon. Who is this you fpeak of? 
Jacom. A man, who, envy muft confefs, has excellent parts, 

but thofe are gifts, gifts- meer gifts ——. thanks be to 
Heav’n for them. 

Leon. Butfhall I never know his name? 
Jacom. He’s one, whom many Ladies have honour’d with 

their affe&ion; but no more of that. They have met difdaiq, 
and fo forth. But he’ll be content to marry you. Fa-la-la-la 

\_Sings. 
Leon. Again I ask you who he is ? 
Jacom. Lord, how inapprehenfive fhe is ? Can you not guefs ? 
Leon. No. 
Jacom. Your humble Servant, Madam. 
Leon. Yours, Sir. 
Jacom. It is my felf in perfon5 and upon my honour, I will be 

true and conftant to you. 
Leon. Infolent Varlet! am I fain fo low to be thy fcorn ? 
Jacom. Scorn! as I am a Chriftian Soul, I am in earneft. 
Leon. Audacious Villain! Impudence it felf! 

Jacom. 



Jacom. Ah,Madam! your Servant, your true Lover mutt en¬ 
dure a thoufond fuch bobs from his Miftris 5 I can bear, Madam, 
I can. 

Leon. Becaufe thy Matter has betray’d me, am I become fo in¬ 
famous ? 

Jacom. ’Tis (bmething hard, Madam, to preferve a good re¬ 
putation in his company 5 I can fcarce do’t my felf 

Leon. Am I fo miferable to defcend to his man ? 
Jacom. Defcend, fay you : Ha, ha, ha ! 
Leon. Now I perceive all’s falfc which you have (aid of him. 

Farewell, you bafe ingrateful Fellow. 
Jacon* Hold, Madam, come in the morning and I will place 

you in the next room, where you fhall over-hear our difcourfc. 
You’ll fbon difcover the miftake, and find who ’tis that loves 
you. Retire, Madam, I hear fbme body coming. 

, A [Exeunt Jacomo, Leonora. 

Enter Don John in the Street. 
/ . ( 

D. Job. Let me fee, here lives a Lady: I have feen Don Otta¬ 
vio haunting about this ho ale, and making private figns to her. 
I never law her face, but amiefolv’d to enjoy her, becaufe he 
likes her 3 befides, (he’s another Woman. 

Enter Antonio. 

Antonio, welcome to our place ofrandezvous. Well, what game! 
what adventure! 

Enter Lopez. 

' Come, dear Lopez. 
Auto. I have had a rare adventure. 
Lop. What, dear Antonio ? 
Ant. I favv at a Villa not far off, a grave mighty bearded Fool, 

drinking Lemon ado with his Miftris 3 I miflik’d his face, pluck’d 
him by the Whiskers, pull’d all one fide of hjs Beard off, fought 
with him, run him through the thigh, earn'd away his Miftris, 

C ferv’d 



fcrv’d her in her kind, and then let her go. 
D. Job. Gallantly perform’d, like a brave Souldier in an Ene¬ 

mies Countrey: When they will not pay Contribution, you 
fight for Forrage. 

D. Lop. Pox on’t,I have been damnably unfortunate 3 I have 
neither beat man, nor lain with Woman tonight, but fain in 
love molt furioufly: I dogg’d my new Miftris to her Lodging 3 
foe’s Don Bernardo’s Sifter, and (hall be my Punk. 

D. Job. I could meet with no willing Dame, but was fain to 
commit a Rape to pals away the time. 

D.Anto. Oh! a Rape is the joy of my heart 3 I love a Rape, 
upon my Clavis, exceedingly. 

D.Joh. But mine, my Lads, was fuch a Rape, it ougiit to be 
Regiftred 3 a noble and heroick Rape. 

D. Lop. Ah! dear Don John 1 
D. Anto. How was it ? 
D. Job. ’Twas in a Church, Boys. 
D. Anto. Ah! Gallant Leader! 
D. Lop. Renown’dDo# John! 
D. Anto. Come, let’s retire, you have done enough for once. 
D.Joh. Not yet, Antonio, I have an Intrigue here. 

Enter Fidlers. 

Here are my Fidlers. Rank your felves clofe under this Win¬ 
dow, and ung the Song I prepar’d. 

SONG. 

THoh joy of all heart s^ and delight ofall eyes, 
Nature9s chiefTreafure, and Beauty s chief Prize. 

Lookdown, you l difcover, 
Here9s a faithful young vigorous Lover 3 

With a heart full as true, 
As er languijh9dforyou 3 } 

Heres a faithfulyoung vigorous Lover. 



The Heart that mt once a Monarch itts breafl, 
Is now your poor Captive, and can have no reft $ 

’Twill never give over. 
But about yourfweet bojom will hover. 

Dear M/pr, let it in, 
By Heavn ’tit no fin j 

Here's a faithful young vigorous vigorous Lover. 

D. Joh. Now Fidlers, be gone. 
[ Window opens, Maria looks out, and flings a Paper down. 

Mar. Retire, my Dear OH avia; read that Note. Adieu. 
Q Exit Mar. 

D. Joh. Good, (he takes me for Otfavio. I warrant you, Boys, 
I (hall fucceed in this adventure. Now my falfe Light aflift me. [ Reads by a darh^Lantern. 

Go from this Window, within eight minutes you Jhall 
Reads, i be admitted to the Garden dore. Tou know the 

C Sign. 

Ha! the Sign, Gad (he lies, I know not the Sign. 
D. Anto. What will you do ? you know not the Sign. Let’s 

away, and be contented this night. 
D. Joh.My friends, ifyou love me, retire. I’ll venture, though 

Thunderbolts (hould fall upon my head. 
D. Lop. Are you mad? as loon as (he difeovers the deceit, 

(he’ll raife the houfe upon you, and you’ll be murder’d. 
D. Joh. She’ll not raife the houfe for her own lake, but rather 

grant me all I ask to keep her counfell. 
D. Anto. ’Tis very dangerous: be carefal of your felf. 
D. Joh. The more danger, the more delight: I hate the com¬ 

mon road of pleafiire. What! can I fear at luch a time as this! 
The cowardly Deer are valiant in their Rutting time. I fay. 
Begone- 

D. Anto. We’ll not dilpute your commands. Good luck to 
you. [Exeunt Antonio, Lopez. 

D. Joh. How (hall I know this devillilh Sign ? C 2 ^ Enter 



Enter Ottavio with Fidlers, andfiands under 
Maria'r window. 

Ha! whom have we hear ? fome Serenading Coxcomb. Now 
(hall we have fome damn'd Song or other, a Cloris, or a Phillk 
at leaft. 

SONG. 

Cloris. When you difperfe your influence, 
Tour dazling Beams are quicksand clear 
Ton fo furprize and wound thefenfe. 
So bright a Miracle y appear. 

Admiring Mortals you aftonijh fo,. 
No other Deity they know. 

But thinkjhat all Divinity s below- 
One charming lookfromyour illuflrious Face, 

• Were able to fubdue Mankind, 
So fweet, fo powerful a Grace 
Makes all men Lovers but the blind: 

Nor can they freedom by refiftance gain. 
For each embraces thefloft Chain, 

And never Struggles with the pieafant pain. 

Otta. Be gone! be gone! the Window opens. 
D. Joh. 'Sdeath! this is Ottavio. I muft dilpatdh him, or he’ll 

(poil all ^ but I would fain hear the Sign firft. 
Mar. What ftrange miftake is this? Sure he did not receive 

my Note, and then I am ruin'd. 
Otta. She expetts the Sign. Where's my Whiftle ? O here. 

[Whiftks. 
D. Joh. I have found it, that muft be the Sign-—~ 
Mar. I dare not (peak aloud, go to the Garden door. 

j~ Don John rnjhes upon Ottavio, and fnatches 
the Whiftle out of his hand. 

Otta. 'Sdeath, what Ruffian's this? 
D.Joh. 



D. jfoh. One that will be fure to cut your throat. 
03a. Make not a promife to your felf of what yjau cann’t 

perform. [Fight* 
D. Job. I warrant you. Have at you. 
Mir. OHeav’n! 03 avid s fighting. Oh my heart! 
03a. Oh! Iam {lain-  [Falls. 
D. Job. I knew I (hould be as good as my word. I think you 

have it, Sir Ha ! he’s dying-- Now for the Lady— 
I’ll draw him further off, that his groans may not difturb our 
pleafure — Stay-by your leave, Sir, Ill change Hat and 
Cloak with you, it may help me in my defign. 

03av. O barbarous Villain! [Dies. 
Mar. They have done fighting, and I hear no noife. Oh un¬ 

fortunate Woman! my dear 03avios kill’d-- 
Flora. Perhaps, Madam, he has kill’d the other. I’ll down to 

the Garden door j if he be well, he’ll come thither, as well to 
fatisfiehis appointment, as to take refuge. Your Brother’s fafe, 
he may ccrme in fecurely-. [Ex. to the door.. 

Mar. Hafte! hafte! Fly! fly! Oh 03 avio. I’ll follow7 her. 
. [She follovps. 

D.Joh. Now for the Garden door. This Whittle will do me 
excellent fervice. Now good luck- 

[Goes to the door and whijlles. 

Flo. 03avio 
D. Job. The fame. 
Flo. Heav’n be prais’d, my Lady thought you hadheen kill’d. 
D. Job. I amunhurt: let’s quickly to her. 
Flo. Oh kfhe’ll be over-joy’d to fee you alive. 
D. Job. I’ll make her more over-joy’d before I have don: with: 

her. This is a rare adventure! 

Enter Maria at the door. 
. < r. r • t i - 

Flo. Here’s your Jewel, Madam, (peak foftly. 
Mar. O my dear 03avio! have I got you within thefe arms > 
D. Joh. Ay, my Dear, unpierc’d by any thing but by your 

eyes. 
Mzr.Thofe will do you no hurt. But are you fure you are 

not wounded > D. Job, 



C »4 ) 
D.Joh.l am. Let me embrace my pretty Dear j and yet (he 

may be a Biaekaraore for ought I know 
Mar* Well retire to my Chamber. Flora, go out, and prepare 

us a Collation. 
D. Jon .O admirable adventure | Come, my Delight. 

[ Exeunt. 

Enter Don Lopez, Antonio, Jacomo. 
\ ' ’' * ' * ' * 

jfac. Where’s my pious Mailer? 
D.Ant. We left him hereabouts. I wonder what he has done 

in his adventure: I believe he has had fomebulle. 
D. Lop. I thought I heard fighting hereabout. 
Jac. Gad forgive me! fighting! where! where! 
D. Ant. O thou incorrigible Coward! 
D■ Lop-See,here’s fome of his handy-work , here’s a man kill’d. 
Jac. Another murder. Heav’n, what will become of me? I 

{hall be hang’d, yet dare not run away from him. 

Enter an Officer with a Guard, going the Round. 

Officer. Stand! who are there ? 
D. Lop. We do Hand, Rafcal, we never ufe to run. 
Jac. Now (hall I be taken and hang’d for my Mafter’s murder. 

[Offers to run. 
D. Ant. Stand, you Dog! offer once more to run, and 111 put 

Bilbow in your guts. 
Jac. Gad forgive me! what will become of me ? 
Officer. What's here? a man murder'd? yield, you are my 

prilbners. 
Jac. With all my heart! butaslhopetobefav’d, we did not 

kill him, Sir 
Offic. Thefe muft be the murderers, dilarm ’em. 
D. Ant. How now, Rafcal! difarm us! 
D. Lop. We are not us’d to part with our Swords. 
Jac. I care not a farthing for ray Sword, 'tis at your fcrvice. 
D. Ant. Do you hear, Rafcal j keep it, and fight, or I’ll fwear 

the murder agamft you. 
D.Lop. 



D. Lop. Offer to flinch, and I’ll run you through. 
Offic. Take their Swords, or knock ’em down. 

[_ They fight. Jacomo offers to rim, 
fome of the Guards flop him. 

Jac. A pox on’t, I had as good fight and die, as be taken and 
be hang’d. [Guards are beaten of'. 

D.Lop. Are you gone, you Dogs? I have pinck’d fome of 
you. 

Jac. Ah Rogues! Villains! I ha ve met with you. 
D. Ant. O brave Jacomo ! you fo ught like an imprifon’d Rat: 

The Rogue had conceal’d Courage, and did not know it. 
Jac.O Cowards! Rafcals! a man can get no honour by fight¬ 

ing with foch Poletroons! but for all that,' I will prudently 
withdraw, this place will fiiddenly be too hot for us. 

D. Lop. Once in your life you are in the right, Jacomo. 
Jac. O good Sir, there is as much to be aicribed to Conduct, 

as to Courage, I aflure you. \Exeunt. 

Enter Don John and Maria in her Chamber. 

Mar. Speak foftly, my Dear$ fhould my Brother hear us, we 
are ruin’d. 

D. Joh. Though I can foarce contain my joy, I will. O fhe’s a 
rare Creature in the dark, pray Heav’n (he be fo in the light. 

Enter Flora with a Candle •, as feon astheydifcover 
Don John, theyJhreike out. 

JAgr. O Heav’n! I am ruin’d and betray’d. 
Flo. He has OUavio s clothes on. 
Mar. O he has murder’d him. My Brother fhall revenge k. 
D.Joh. I will cut his throat if he offers it. 

^Flo Thieves! Murder! Murder! Thieves! 

D. Joh. I will flop your (brill wind-pipes. 

Enter 



Enter Maria/ Brother > with his Sword draw#. 

Broth. ’Sdeath ! a man in my Sifter s Chamber! 
Have at you, Villain. 

D. Joh. Come on, Villain. [Don John kills the Brother. 
Flo. Murder! Murder! 
Mar. O Villain, thou haft kill'd my Brother, and diftionour’tl 

me. 

Enter five or fix Servants, with drawn Swords. 

O your Mafter’s murder'd ! 
D. Joh. So many of you 5 Vis no matter : your Herds in 

Plays beat five times as many. Have at you, Rogues. 
[ Maria runs awayjhrieking., and Don John 

beats the Servants ojfi and fiops Flora* 
Now give me the Key of the Garden, or In murder thee. 

Flo. Murder ! Murder! There, take it- [' She runs away. 
D. Joh. So, thus far it is well 5 this was a brave adventure. 

'Mongft all the Joys which in the world are fought, 
None are fo great asthofeby dangers bought. [ Exit. 
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ACT II. v 

Jacomo folus. 

■ 

Jac,\ H 7 Hat will this leudMafter of mine do? this Town of 
VV Sevil will not much care for his company after his 

laft nights Atchievments.^He muft now either fly, or hang for’t. 
Ha! me-thinks mybloud grows chill at the naming of that 
dreadful word, Hang What will become of me ? I dare not 
leave him, and yet I fear that I (hall perifh with him. Hes cer¬ 
tainly the firft that ever let up a Religion to the Devil. 

Enter 



Enter Leonora. 

Leon. I come to claim your promife 5 is Don John within ? 
j\acom. No, Madam, but I expeft him every minute. You lee, 

Madam, what honour I have for you, for I venture my ears to 
do this. 

Leon.You oblige me extremely5 (o great is the prefent pain 
of doubt, that we defire to lofe it: though in exchange of cer¬ 
tainty, that muft afflift us more. 

Jac. I hear him coming, withdraw quickly. 
* £ She withdraws. 

Enter Don John. 

D. Joh. How now, Sir, what wife thoughts have you in your 
Noddle? 

Jac. Why, Sir, I was confidering how well I could endure to 
be hang’d. 

D. Joh. And why fb, Buffie ? 
Jac. Why you will force me to wait upon you in all your for- 

tunes* and you are making what hafte you can to the Gal¬ 
lows -- 

j> Joh. Again at your reproofs. You infipid Rafeal^ I fhall 
cut your ears off, Dog-— 

Jac. Good Sir, I have done 5 yet I cannot but admire, fince 
you are refolv’d to go to the Devil, that you cannot be content 
with the common way of travelling, but muff ride pod to him. 

D.Joh. Leave off your idle tales, found out by Prieds to 
keep the Rabble in awe. 

Jac. Oh horrid wickednels! If I may be bold to ask, what 
noble exploits did your Chivalry perform lad night? 

D. Joh. Why, Sir, I committed a Rape upon my Father’s Mo¬ 
nument. 

Jac. Oh horror! 
D. Joh. Do you dart, you Villain ? Hah! 
Jac. I, Sir, who I, Sir ? not I, Sir. 
D.Joh. D’hear, Rafcal, let me not fee a fiown upon your 
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face } if I do, I will cut your throat, you Rogue. 
Jac. No, Sir, no. Sir, I warrant you =, lam in a very good hu- . 

mour, Iaffure you-Heav’n deliver me! 
D. Joh. Now liften and learn. I kill’d a Lady’s Lover, and 

fuppli’d his place, by ftratagem enjoy’d her: In came her foolifh 
Brother and furpriz’d me, but perifh’d by my hand 5 and I 
doubt not but I maul’d three or four of his Servants. 

Jac. Oh horrid fact! 
D. Joh. Again, Villain, are you frowning ? 
Jac. No, Sir, no. Sir 5 don’t think fo ill of me, Sir. Heav’n fend 

mefromthis wicked Wretch ! What will become of us, Sir ? we 
lhall be apprehended. 

D. Joh. Can you fear your Rafcally Carcafe, when I venture 
mine? I obferve always, thofe that have the moft delpicable 
perfons, are moft careful to prderve ’em. 

Jac. Sir,I beg your pardon 5 but I have an odd humour, makes 
me fomething unfit for your Worfhip’s fervice. 

D. Joh. What’s that, Sirra ? 
Jac. Tis a very odd one, I am almoft afham’d to tell it to you. 
D. Joh. Out with it, Fool- 
Jac. Why Sir, I cannot tell what is the reafon, but I have a 

moft unconquerable antipathy to Hemp. I could never endure 
a Bell-rope. Hanging is a kind of death I cannot abide, I am 
notable to endure it. 

D. Joh. I have taken care to avoid that; my friends are gone 
to hire a Veflel, and we’ll to Sea together to feek a refuge, and'a 
new Scene ofpleafure. 

Jac. All three. Sir ? 
D.Joh.Yes, Sir.- 
Jac. Three as civil difcreet fbber perfons, as a man wou’d wifh 

to drink with. 

Enter Leonora. 

Leon. I can hold no longer! 
D. Joh. ’Sdeath, you Dog, how came fhe here ? 
Jac. I don’t know, Sir, (he ftole in 

Leon. 



C ip) 
Leon. What Witchcraft do I fuffer under > that when ISbhof 

his yices, I ftill love his perfon. Ah, Don John! have I deferv'd 
that you fhould fly me ? are all your Oaths and Vows forgotten 
by you ? 

D. Joh. No, no 3 in thefe cafes I always remember my Oaths, 
and never forget to break them. 

Leon. Oh impiety! 
Did I,for this, yield up my Honour to you ? after you had figh’d 
and languiftr'd many moneths, and (hew'd all figns of a fincere 
affeftion, I trufted in your truth and conftancy, without the 
Bond of Marriage, yielded upa Virgin's Treafiire, all my Inno* 
cence, believ'd your lolemn Contraft, when you invok'd all the 
Pow'rs above to teftifie your Vows. 

D.Joh. They think much of us, why don't they witnefs em 
for you - ■— Pifh, 'tis nothing but a way of (peaking, which 
young amorous Fellows have gotten 

Leon. Did you not love me then ? What injury had I e'r done 
you, that you (hou'd feign affeftion to betray me ? 

D. joh. Yes'faith, I did love you, and fhew'd you as frequent 
and as hearty figns of it as I could 3 and i'gad y are an ungrateful 
Woman if you (ay the contrary. 

Leon. O heav'n! Did you, and do not now ? What crime 
have I committed, that tould make you break your Vows 
and Oaths, and banifh all your paflion ? Ah! with what ten- 
dernels have I receiv'd your feign'd affediion, and ne'r thought 
I liv'd but in your prefence 3 my love was too fervent to be 
countei felt- 

D. joh.That I know not, for fince your Sex arefuch diflem- 
bkrs, they can hold out againft, and Teem to hate the men they 
love 3 why may they not feem to love the men they hate? • 

Leon. O cruel man! could I difiemble ? had I a thoufand lives, 
I ventur'd all each time I (aw your face 3 nay, were I now di(- 
cover'd, Ilhould inftantly be (acrific'd to my raging- Brother's 
fury 3 and can I diflemble ? 

D. Joh. I do not know whether you do or no 3 you fee I 
don't, I am (bmething free with you. 

Leon. And do you not love me then ? 
D. Joh. Faith, Madam, I lov'd you as long as I could for the 
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heartlandbloud of me, and there’s an end of it 5 what a Devil 
wou’d you have more? 

Leon. O cruel man! how miferable have you made me! 
D.Joh.Miferable! ufe variety as I do, and you’ll not be 

miferable. Ah! there’s nothing fo fweet to frail humane flefti 
as variety. 

Leon. Inhumane Creature! what have I been guilty of, that 
thou fhouldft thus remove thy affe&ions from me ? 

D.Joh, Guilty, no: but I have had enough ofyou, and I 
havedone what I can for you, and there’s no more to be laid. 

Leon. Tigers would have more pity than thou haft. 
D.Joh. Unreafonable Woman! would you have a man love 

after enjoyment ? I think the Devil’s in you—» 
Leon. Do you upbraid me with the rafh effefts of Love, which 

you caus’d in me? and do you hate me for what you ought to 
love me for? were you not many moneths with Vows and 
Oaths betraying me to that weaknefs ? Ungrateful Monfter ! 

D. Job. Why the Devil did you not yield before ? you Wo* 
men always rook in Love 5 you’ll never play upon the fquare 
with us.. ,i 

Leon. Falfe man! I yieldedjbut too foon. Unfortunate Wo¬ 
man.! • 

D. Job. Your diflembling Arts and jilting tricks, taught you 
by your Mothers, and the phlegmatick coldnefs of your confti- 
tutions, make you fo long in yielding 5 that we love out almoft 
all our love before you begin, and yet you would have our 
love laft as long as yours. I got the ftart of you a long way, and 
havereafon to reach the Goal before you. 

Leon. Did you not fwear you wou’d for ever love me? 
D. Job. Why there ’tis $ why did you put me to the trouble 

to (wear it? If you Women would behoneft, and follow the 
Di&ates of Senfe and Nature, we ftiou d agree about the bufinefs 
prefently, and never be forfworn for the matter. 

Leon. Are Oaths fo flighted by you ? perfidious man ! 
D. Job. Oaths! Snares to catch conceited Women with 5 I 

woud have (worn all the Oathes under the Suny why I wou’d 
have committed Treafonfor you, and yet I knew I ftiould be 
weary of you—— 

Leon, ^ 
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Leon, I thought (uch love as mine might have deferV cl your 
conftancy, falfe and ungrateful man! 

D. Job. Thus your own vanity, not we betray your Each wo¬ 
man thinks, though men are falfe to others, that fhe is fe> fine a 
perfon, none can be fe> to her. You (hould not take our words of 
courfe in earned:. 

Leon. Thus Devils do in Hell, who cruelly upbraid whom 
they have tempted thither. 

D. Job. In fhort, my conftitution will not let me love you 
longer: and what ever fome Hypocrites pretend, all mankind 
obey their conftitutions, and cannot do otherwife-- 

Leon. Heav’n, fure, willpunifh this vile treachery. 
D. Job.Do you then leave it toHeav’n, and trouble your 

felf no farther about it. 
Leon. Ye Sacred Pow’rs,. who take care of injur’d innocence, 

affift me. 
* K C ;) i j w n : / • ' 1 * . .' .' / ■ • v 

Enter Jacomo. 
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Jac. Sir, Sir! ftand upon your guard. 
D. Job. How now ! whats the matter ? 
Jac. Here’s a whole Batalion of couragious Women come to 

charge you. ! * n ‘ 
“».r [ jjU > ‘ ■<*) f * P / 

Enter Six Women. 
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D. Job. Keep ’em out, you Villain. 
Jac. I cannot, they over-run me. 
D. Job. What an inundation of Strumpets is here > 
Leon. O Heav’n ! I can ftay no longer to be a witnefi of his 

falfliood- [lExit Leono^t. 
i. Want. My* Dear, I defire a word in private with you. 
JD. Job. ’Faith, my Dear, I am fomething bufie, but I love 

thee dearly. [AMe. A pox on thee! 
2AWom. Don Joh^ a word : ’tis time now we fhould declare 

our marriage > tis now above three weeks. 
D. Job. Ay, we will do it fuddenly-- 
3, Worn- Pre’thee,Tloney,what bus ne(s can thefe idle Women 

p have- 



have? fenS them packing, that we may confer about our 
affairs. 

4.lr^.Lord1 how ami amaz'd at the confidence of fome 
Women ! who are thefe that will not let one conveife with one’s 
own Husband ? By your leave, Ladies. 

Jrac. Now it works! teafe him, Ladies, worry him found- 

ly—— 
5. Worn, Nay, by your leave, good Madam } if you go to 

that. Q Pulls Don John front the other. 
6. Wont*Ladies, by all your leaves, furenone of you will 

have the confidence to pretend an intereft in this Gentleman— 
D. Joh. I (hall be torn in pieces: Jacomo, ftand by me. 
1. Lad. Lord, Madam, what s your meaning? none ought to 

claim a right to another Womans Husband, let me tell you 
that. 

2. Lad. You are in the right, Madam. ‘Therefore prethee. 
Dear, let’s withdraw, and leave them 3 I do not like their com¬ 
pany. 

D. J oh. Ay, prefently, my Dear. What an excellent thing is a 
Woman before enjoyment, and how infipid after it! 

4. Worn; Come, prethee, put thefe Women out of doubt, and 
let them know our Marriage. 

D. Joh. To morrow well declare and celebrate our Nuptials. 
6. Wont. Ladies, the fhortand the long on’t is, you are very 

uncivil to prefs upon this Gentleman. Come, Love, e’en tell ’em 
the truth of the ftory-— 

^.Wom. Uncivil, Madam, pardon me3 one cannot be fb in 
lpcaking to one’s own. 

3. Worn. That’s true 3 fhe little thinks who that is. 
6.Worn. To their own! Ha, ha, ha, that’s true-Come, 

Honey, keep ’em no longer in ignorance. 
\.Wom. Come, Ladies, I will undeceive you all 5 think no 

further of this Gentleman, I fay, think no further of him-. 
1. Worn. What can this mean ? 
D. Joh. Hold, for Heav’n’s fake 5 you know not what you do. 
4. Worn. Yes, yes, I do 5 it (hall all out: I’ll fend’em away 

with Fleas in their Ears. Poor filly Creatures! 
D. Joh. Now will Civil Wars arife-— 

4 .Worn. 



4- Worn. Trouble your felves no longer about Don Join, he is 
mine-he is mine, Ladies-. 

AU. Yours L,- 
D. Joh.Pox on’t, I mud feta good face upon the bus’nefs3 I 

fee murder will out- 
6 WW. Yours! thats pleafant 5 he’s mine-. 
5. Worn. I have been too long patient 5 he is my Husband. 
1. Worn. Yours, how can that be ? I am fare I am his Wife. 
3. Worn. Are you not afham’d, Ladies, to claim my Husband ? 
2. Worn. Are you all mad ? Iam fure I am mam d to him. 
AU.Y ou[ 
D. Joh.hodk you, Ladies, a Mans but a Man } here’s my Bo¬ 

dy, tak’t among you as far as ’twill go. The Devil cann’t pleafe 
you all- 

Jac. Pray, Ladies, will you difpatch 5 for there are a matter 
of fifteen more that are ready to put in their claims, and muft be 
heard in their order- 

D.Joh. How now, Rogue ? this is your fault, Sirra. 
My fault, Sir, no 3 the Ladies fhall feel am no Traitor. 

Look you. Ladies- 
D. Joh. Peace, Villain, or I will cut your throat. Well, La¬ 

dies, know then, I am marri’d to one in this company 5 and to 
morrow morning, if you will repair to this place, I will declare 
my Marriage, which now, for fome fecret Reafons, I am oblig’d 
to conceal-Now will each Strumpet think ’tis her I mean. 

1. IfW.That s well enough. 
4. Worn. I knew he would own me at laft. 
3. Worn. Now they will foon fee their errors. 
5. Now we’ll conceal it no longer, Deareft. 
D. Joh. No, no, I warrant you- 
6. Worn. Lord how blank thefe Ladies will look. 
2. Worn. Poor Ladies- 
Jac. Ladies, pray let me ask a queftion^ which of you is really 

marri’d to him > 
Omn. I, I, I-- 
D. Joh. ’Sdeath, you Son of a Baboon. Come, Pox on’t, why 

fliould I dally any longer ! why fhouldl conceal my good acti¬ 
ons! iu one word, I am married to every one of you,and have 

above 
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above fourfeore more ^ nor will lever give over, till I have as 
many Wives and Concubines as the Grand Seignior. 

Jac. A very modeft civil perfon truly —- 
4. Worn. O horrid Villain ! 
6. Worn. Perfidious Monfter! 

Enter Don Lopez and Antonio. 

D. Ant. How now, Don John 3 Hah! you are a rav’nous Bird 
of prey indeed 3 do you fly at no left than a whole Covee of 
Whores at once ? you fcorn a Angle Strumpet for your Quarry. 

Ant. What, in tears too! Fie, Don John? thou art the moll: 
ungentle Knight alive: ule your Ladies civilly for fliame. 

D. Job. Ay, before the Victory, I grant you 3 but after it, they 
ftiould wear Chains, and follow the Conqueror’s Chariot. 

D. Lop. Alas, poor Harlots! 
D.Joh. Peace, peace, good words 3 thele are certain Animals 

call’d Wives, and all of’em are my Wives: Do you call a man 
of Honour’s Wives, Harlots ? out, on’t. 

1. Worn. Perfidious Monfter! 
Ant. Excellent! 
D. Joh. Come on, you are come very opportunely, to help 

to celebrate my feveral and refpective Weddings. Come, my 
Dears 3 ’faith we will have a Balladatour Weddings. Wh^-eare 
my Fidlers ? 

6.1 Vo»i. O falvage Bead! 
4. Worn. Inhumane Villain! revenge (hall follow. 
D. Joh. Pox on revenge. Call in my Minftrils. 

Enter Fullers. 

Come, fing my EpithaUminm. 

S O N G. 



SONG. 
Ince Liberty, Nature for all has depgrid, 

^A fox on the Fool who to one is confin'd. 
All Creatures befides, 

When they pleafe change their Brides. 
All Females they get when they can, 
Whiljl they nothing but Nature obey, 

How happy, how happy are they ? 
But the filly fond Animal, Man, 

Makes Laws 3gainjl himfelf, which his Appetites fway 3 
Poor Fools, how unhappy are they .<? 

Chor. Since Liberty, Nature for all has defign'd, 
Apox on the Fool who to one is confin'd. 

At the firfi going down, a Woman is good. 
But when e'er fije comes up. I'll ne'r chew the Cud, 

Butoutjhe Jhallgo, 
And IU ferve 'em all fo. 

When with one my Jlomachis cloy'd. 
Another Jhallfoon be enjoy'd. 

Then how happy, how happy are we ? 
Let the Coxcomb, when weary, drudge on, 

Andfoolijhly Jlay when he won dfain begone. 
Poor Fool! how unhappy is he ? 

Chor. At the firfigoing down, &c. 

Let the Rabble obey, YU live like a Man, 
Who, by Nature, is free to enjoy all he can : 

Wife Nature does teach 
More truth than Fools preachy 

They bind us, but Jhe gives us eafe. 
YU revel and love where I pleafe. 
She, file's my infaUible Guide. 
But were the blefs'dfreedom deni d 

Of variety in the things we love beji, 
Dull Man were the fiavifiefi Beafi. 

Chor. Let the Rabble obey, &c. 
E 

f 

D.Joh O 



D. Joh. Come, how do you like this ? let’s be merry:, my 
Brides. 

4. Worn. O monftrous Traitor! do you mock our mifery > 
D. Joh. GoodSpoufe, be not paflionate-faith we’ll have 

a Dance. Strike up-— QDance. 
D.Lop. Be comforted, good Ladies ; you have Companions 

in your misfortunes-- 
D. Ant. He has been marri'd in all the Cities of Spain ; what a 

breed of Don Johns ihall we have ? 
D- Joh. Come, Sweethearts; you muft be civil to thefe Gen¬ 

tlemen ; they are my Friends, and men of Honour. 
6. Worn. Men of Honour! they are Devils if they be your 

Friends. 
D. Joh. I hate unreafbnable, unconfcionable fellows, who 

when they are weary of their Wives, will (till keep ’em from, 
other men. Gentlemen, ye (hall command mine. 

4. Worn. Thinkeft thou I will out-live this affront ? 
D.Joh. I’ll truft you for that, there’s ne’r a Lucrece now 

adays, the Sex has learnt more wit fince. Let me fee, Antonio, 
thou (halt have for thy prefent life, let me fee,my fixth Wife- 
’faith (he’s a pretty buxom Wench, and deferves hearty ulage 
from thee. 

6. Worn. Traitor! I’ll be reveng’d on all thy treachery. 
Ant. A mettel’d Girl, I like her well: (he’ll endure a Rape 

gallantly. I love refiftance, it endears the pleafure. 
D.Joh. And, Lopez, thou (hilt have, let me foe, ay, my fourth 

Spoufo, (he’s a brave Virago; and Gad if I had not been fome- 
thing familiar with her already, I would venture my life for her. 

4. Won. Vile Wretch! think’ft thou I will out-live this a f-' 
front? Impious Villain! though thou haft no fonfe of Vertue 
or Honour left, thou (halt find I have. 

D.Joh. Vertue and Honour ! There’s nothing good or ill, but 
as it foems to each man’s natural appetite, if they will confent 
fieely. You muft ravifti friends: that’s all I know, you muft 
vavifla. 

1. Worn. Unheard of Villany ! Fly from this Heliifh place. 
Ant. Ladies, you (hall fly, but we muft ravifti firft. 

D. Lop. 
4 
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D. Lop. Yes, I aflure you we muft ravifti- 
4. Worn. No, Monfter, Ill prevent you. [Stabs her fclf. 
D. Ant. ’Sdeath, fhe’s as good as her word. 

The firft time I e’r knew a Woman fo. 
D. Lop. Pox on’t, (he has prevented me5 (he's dead. 
D. Job. Say youfo ? well, go thy ways, thou wer’t a Girl of 

pretty parts, that’s the truth on’t 5 but I ner thought this had 
been in thee. 

2. Worn. The fe, fure, are Devils in the fhape of men. 
D. Job. Now fee my providence, if I had been marri’d to 

none but her, I had been a Widdower. 
1. Won/. O horror ! horror ! flic! flie! 
6. Won/. No, Ill be reveng’d firft on this barbarous Wretch. 
D.Joh. Why look you, here$4a Wench of mettle for you 3 go 

ravifti quickly- 
6. Won/. Let’s fly, and call for help, (bmein the ftreet may 

help us —— [They all run ojjfj crying., Help0 murder,murder ! 
D. Ant. Let ’em go, they are confin’d, they cann’t get out. 
D. Job. It (hall ne’r be (aid that a Woman went out of this 

houfe Reinfect a 5 but after that, ’twill be time for us to fly. 
D. Lop. We have hir’d a Veflel, the Matter is a brave Rogue 

ofmy acquaintance 5 he has been a Bandit. 
D. Ant. A brave honed wicked Fellow as heart can wifti, I 

have ravifh’d, robb’d,and murder’d with him. 
D. Job. That’s well. Hey, where are my Rogues ? Hey! 

Enter Servant and Jacomo. 
», - *•?-» *. (•" »•] y *‘i ;■ T ' ■ f1 • i f\ 

Mere, Sirra, do you fend my Goods onBoard. 
Ant. My Man will direct you; - [Exit Servant. 
D- Job. Come, Sirra, do you remove this Body to another 

Room-- 
Jac.O horrid fadt! what, another Murder! what (hall I do? 
D. Job. Leave your complaints, you Dog f, I’ll fend you after 

her. ■} t 
Jac. Oh! I (hall be hang’d, I (hall be bang’d. 
D. Job. Take her up, Rafeal j or I’ll cut your throat. 

E n Jac. 
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Jac. I will,Sir. Oh mercy upon me! I (hall be hang’d——' 
D. Job. Now,Sirra, do you run into the ftreets, and force in' 

the next Woman you meet, or I'll cut your Wind-pipe $ and let 
no body out-. 

Jac. What hellifh faft will he now commit ? 
D. Job. Take her up, you Hen-hearted compaflionate Ralcal. 
Jac. Heav’n! what will become of me? Oh 1 Oh — 

[Carries her off. 
D. Job. Now, Gentlemen, you (hall fee I’ll be civil to you, 

you (hall not ravilh alone: indeed I am loath to meddle with 
mine old acquaintance, but ifmy Man can meet with a Woman 
I have not lain withall, I’ll keep you company; let her be old; 
or young, ugly or handfome, no matter. 

D. Lop. Taith I will ever lay*you are a well bred man. 
D. Ant. A very civil perfon, a man of Honour. 

Enter Servant, forcing in an ugly old Woman, who cries out. 

D.Joh. This unlucky Rogue has made but a (curvy choice, 
but I’ll keep my word. Come, Bawd, you muft be ravifh’d. 
Bawd. 

Old. Worn. O murder! murder! help! help! I was never ra- 
vith’d in my life. 

D.Joh. That I dare fvvear j but to (how I am a very vigorous 
man, I’ll begin with you. But, you Rafcal, Jaccall, I’ll make you 
Cater better next time. 

Serv. Indeed, Sir, this was the firftlmet. 
D. Job. Come on. Beldam, thy face (hall not proteft thee. 
Old Worn. Oh my Honour! my Honour I help, help, my 

Honour! 
D. Job. Come to our bufinels. 

, Enter Jacemo. 

Jac. O Sir! Sir! (hift for your (elf 5 we (hall all be hang’d: 
the houfe isbelet. Oh what (hall we do ? 

D. Job. Away, Coward: were the King of Spains Army be- 
leagu’ring 
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leagu ring us, it fhould not divert me from this Exploit. 

D. Ant. Nor me. 
D. Lop. Nor me: let’s on. 
D. JoL Keep the doors faft, Sirra, Come on. 
jf^c.Ohwhat will become of me! OhHeav’n! mercy on me! 

Oh! Oh! [Exeunt. 

In Mans habit, Enter Maria rand her Maid Flora. 

Mar. Thus I have abandon’d all my Fortune, and laid by 
My Sex. Revenge for thee. Affift me now, 
You Inftruments ofBloud, for my dear Brothers, 
And for my much more dear Ottavios lake. 
Where are my Bravo’s ?-. 

Flo. They have befet the Villains Houle, 
And he {hall ne’r come out alive-. 

Mar. Olet ’em (how no more remorfe. 
Than hungry Lions o’r their prey will. * 
How miferable am I made by that 
Inhumane Monfter! No (avage Beaft, 
WildDeferts e’r brought forth, provok’d 
By all its hunger, and its natural rage, 
Could yet have been fo cruel. 
Oh my Ottavio! whether art thou fled, - 
From the moft loving and moft wretched 
Creature of her Sex ? What Ages of delight 
Each hour with thee brought forth ! 
How much, when I had thee, was all the world 
Unenvi’dby met. Nay, I piti’d all my Sex, 
That cou’d have nothing worth their care. 
Since all the trealure of Mankind was mine. 
Methought I cou’d look down on Queens, when he 
Was with me: but now, compar’d to me. 
How happy is the Wretched, whole finews 
Crack upon the mercilefs Engine 
Of his torture ? I live with greater torments then he die & 

Flo. Leave your complaints. Tears are no Sacrifice for 
bloud. 

V . Mir. 



Mar. Now my ;uft grief to juft revenge give place. 
I am aftlam’dof theie foft Tears, till lve - 
Reveng’d thy horrid Murder. Oh that I could 
Make the Villain linger out an Age in 
Torments! But I will revel in his bloud: Oh 
I could fuck the laft drop that warms the 
Monfter’s heart, that might infpiLeme with 
Such cruelty, as vile Man, with all his horrid 
Arts of power, is yet a rtranger to$ 
Then I might root out all his curfed Race. 

Flo. I’ll follow all your Foitunes, my dear Lady 5 
Had I ten thoufand lives, in this caufe I’d 
Venture one by one to my laftftake. 

Mar. Thou art my dear and faithful Creature 5 
Let not thy Fortunes thus be wrack’d with mine. 
Be gone, and leave thy moft unhappy Miftris} 
One that has mifcries enow to fink the Sex. 

Flo. I will not leave you, till death takes me from you. 
Mar. O that I had been (bme poor loft Mountain Girl, 

Nurs’d up by Coats, or fuckl’d by wild Beafts, 
Expos’d to all the rage of heats and killing colds. 
I ne’r could have been aband on’d to (uch fury* 
More lavage cruelty reigns in Cities, 
Than ever yet in Delarts among the 
Moft venomous Serpents, and remorflels 
Ravenous Beafts, could once be found. 
So much has barb’rous Art debauch’d 
Man’s innocent Nature. 

Flo. Lay by your.tears, till your revenge be finifh’d} 
Then, then you may have leifure to complain. 

Mar. I will: ’tis bloud I now muft Ipill, or 
Lofe my own in th’ attempt. But if I can 
Have the fortune, with my own hand, to reach 
The Dogs vile heart: I then (hall die 

, Contented, and in the other World I’ll 
Torture himfb, Devils (hall learn of me to 
Ufethe Damn’d. 

Flo. Let’s to our Sacred Inftruments of revenge. 



Mar. Come on: fo juft a caufe would turn the 
Vileft Ruffian to a Saint. [ Exeunt. 

[Bravo’s watch at Don JohnV ho fife. 

Maria and Flora re-enter. 

Mar. Coirie, friends, let once a Woman preach courage 
Toyou,infpir’dby my juft rage this Arm 
Shall teach you wonders. I’ll (hew you now 
What Love with juft Revenge can do. 

i. Brav. We are fo practis'd in the trade of death. 
We need no teaching. 

Mar. There’s Gold good (tore 5 if you dilpatch the Dog, 
Ill give you yet much more 5 if not, 
If all the wealth I have can buy your lives. 
Ill have 'em in ftead of his. 

i* Brav. For half the Sum, I’d kill a Bilhop at th’ Altar. 
[ They retire; 

Enter Don John, Don Antonio, Don Lopez, Jacom®. 

D. Joh. Now we have finiftfd our defign 5 let's make a Salley, 
and raife the Siege. 

D. Ant. Jacomo, do you lead the Van. 
D. Lop.Lead on, Jacomo, or we are fure to lofe you 3 you are 

not good at bringing up the Rear. 
Jac. Nay, good Gentlemen, I know my (elf better than to 

take place of Men of Quality, efpecially upon this occafion. 
jD.jf^.Sirra, goon: ill prick him forward. Remember, if 

you do not fight, I am behind you. 
Jdc.OhHeav'n! Ohj}acomo\ what will become of thy dear 

perfon? Is thisyour Courage to put me forward, to what you 
dare not meet your fel ves ? 

D. Job. No words, Rogue, on, on, I (ay- 
Jac. OI (hall be murder'd ! murder'd ! Oh! Oh !-. 
D. Job. On, on, you Dog. 
Jac. Inhumane Mafter! It rauft be fo! Heav’n have mercy on 

my better part. 
Enter 



Enter Maria. 
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Mar. Fall on, fall on, that’s the Villain! Have at you, Dog— 
D. Joh. Courage, Jacomo. 

[They fight, and are driven off, but 
Maria and Flora remain. 

Jac. Oh!.Oh! 
Alar. Oh cowardly Villains! the Traitor will elcape their 

hands. Oh Dogs! more feeble than the feeble!! of our Sex 
Let’s after him, and try our ftrength. 

Enter Don John. 

He is return’d -— fall on. 
D.Joh. Ha! mufti encounter Boys? 
Flo. Oh I am (lain-——• [ Kills Flora. 
Mar. At thy heart, bate Villain. £Don John difarms Maria. 
D. Joh. There, take your Sword ; I’ll not nip Roguery in the 

bud $ thou may’ft live to be as wicked as my felf 
Mar. Poor Flora! But, Dog, I’ll be reveng’d on thee yet ere 

I die. [Exit. 

Enter Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo. 

Jac. What! no thanks! no reward! 
D. Joh. What’s the matter, Sirra > 
Jac. W’hat, no acknowledgment ? you are but an ungrateful 

man, let me tell you that, to treat a man of my prowels thus. 
D. Joh. What has your valour done ? 
jHc. Nothing, nothing; lav’d your life onely, that’s all: but 

men of valour are nothing now adays. ’Tis an ungrateful Age. 
I fought like a FIcrb- 

D. Ant. Call’d a Stag at Bay. 
D.Lop. You can fight, when there’s no way of elcape, with¬ 

out it. 
Jac. Oh! what’s here ! another murder! fly, fly; we (hall be 

hang’d. 
D.Joh. 
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JD. Joh. Come on! let s now to Sea to try our fortunes. 
Jac. Ay, make hafte 5 IVelaid Horfes, and will fhift by Land. 

Farewell, Sirs a good Voyage- 
D. Job. I will murder you, if you refufe to go to Sea-— 
Jac. O, good Sir, confider, do but confider 5 I am fo Sea-fick 

always: that wicked Element does not agree with me. 
*■ D. Job. Dare you di(put£ ! go on, I fay. 

Jac. O, good Sir, think, think a little $ the mercilefs Waves 
will never confider a man of parts: befides, Sir, I can fwim no 
more than I can fly. ^ 

D. Job. I’ll leave you dead upon the place, if you refufe. 
Jac. O Sir, on my knees I beg you’ll let me flay. I am the 

laft ofall my Family 5 my Race will fail, if I fhould fail. 
D. Job. Damn your Race- 
D. Ant. Do not we venture with you > 
Jac. You have nothing but your lives to venture, but I have a 

whole Family to fave.} I think upon Ppfterity. Befides,Gentle¬ 
men, I can look for no fafety in fuch wicked company. 

D. Job. I’ll kill the Villain. His fear will elfe betray us. 
Jac. O hold! hold! for Heav’ns fake hold- 

[Ghoji of Don JohnV Father rifes. 
Ghost.HoW. hold! 
Jac. Ay, hold, hold. Oh Heav'n! your Father s Ghoft 5 a 

Ghoft! a Ghoft! Oh! Oh! [Falls down and roars. 
D. Job. ’Sdeath! what’shere? my Father alive! 
Ghoji. No, no 5 inhumaue Murderer, lam dead. 
D.job. That’s well} I was afraid the old Gentleman had 

come for his Eftate again } if you wou d have that, ’tis too late3 
tis fpent- 

Ghoji. Monfter! behold thefe wounds. 
D.job. I do} they were well meant, and well perform’d, I 

fee. 
D. Ant. This is ftrange ! how I am amaz’d! 
D. Lop. Unheard of Wonder! - 
Ghoji. Repent, repent of all thy villanies 3 

My clamorous blood to Heav’n for vengeance cries. 

Heavn F 
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Heav’n will pour out his judgments on you all ; 
Hell gapes for you, for you each Fiend does call. 
And hourly waits your unrepenting fall. 
You with eternal horrours they! torment. 
Except of all .your crimes you fuddenly repent. [Gbojl finks. 

Jac. Oh! Oh! Heav’n deliver me from thefe Monfters. 
D. Job. Farewell, thou art a fooliih Ghoft; Repent, quoth 

he! what could this mean ? _our fenfes are all in a mill lure. 
D. Ant.They are not, ’twas a Ghoft. 
D. Lop. I ne’r believ’d thole fooliih Tales before. 
D. Job. Come, ’tis no matter ; let it be what it will, it mult 

be natural-~— 
D. Ant. And Nature is unalterable in us too. 
D. Job. ’Tis true, the nature of a Ghoft cannot change ours. 
D. Lop. It was a filly Ghoft, and I’ll no looner take his word 

than a Whores. ' 
D.Job. Thou art in the right. Come, Fool, Fool, rile; the 

Ghoft is gone. 
Jac. Oh ! I die, I die; pray let me die in quiet. 
D. Ant. Oh ! if he be dying, take him up; well give him 

burial in the Sea. Come on. 
Jac. Hold, hold. Gentlemen; bury me not till lam dead,! 

beteechyou ■ . - 
jD. Job- If you be not, Sirra, I’ll run you through. 
Jac. Hold, hold. Sir, I’ll go, I’ll go—— 
D. Lop. Sr.- 
D.Ant. *1*8on.. 
D. Job. Should allthe Bugbears Cowards feign appear, 

5 would urge on without one thought of fear. 
D. Ant. And I. 
D. Lop. And L. [Exeunt omm% 



ACT III. . 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo, 
Captain of the Shipy Majler and Sailors. 

Maft. A M Ercy upon us! what fudden dreadful ftorm is this? 
|V| we are all loft 3 we (hall Iplitupon the Rocks. Loof, 

loof- 
Jac. Oh ! Oh! Mercy ! Oh I was afraid of this! See what 

your wickednefi has brought me to ? Mercy ! mercy! 
D. Job. Takeaway thy Cowardly face, it offends me, Raical. 
Capt. Such dreadful claps of Thunder I never yet remember’d. 
D. Joh.Lct the Clowds roar on, and vomit all their Sulphur 

out, they ne’r fhall fright me.- 
D. Ant. Thefe are the Squibs and Crackers of the Sky. 
D. Lop. Fire on, fire on 5 we are unmov’d. 
Capt. The Heav’ns are all on fire 3 thefe unheard of Prodigies 

amaze me. 
D. Job. Can you, that have ftood fo many Cannons, be fright¬ 

ed at the farting and the belching of a Clowd ? 
Majl. Blefi me,Captain! fix ofourForemaft men are even now 

(truck dead with Lightning. 
Sail. O that clap has rent our Mafts in funder. 
Jac. Owe are toft! You can fwim, Sir 5 pray five me, Sir, for 

my own and Family’s fake. -— 
jD.jM>.To(s thefe cowardly Rogues over-board. Captain,Cou¬ 

rage! let the Heav’ns do their worft, ’tisbut drowning at laft. 
Jac. But— in the name of Heav’n, but drowning, quoth 

he 5 your drowning will prepare you for burning, though Oh, 
Oh, Oh — 

SW. Captain, Captain, the Ship’s on fire in the Forecaftte*—•- 
Capt. All hands to work upon the Forecaftle. Heav’n! howic 

blazes already!- f Exit Captain. 
Jac. Oh! Oh ! we burn, we drown, we fink, Oh! we perith, 

we are loft, we are loft. Oh, Oh, Oh- 



Maft- O horrid Apparitions f Devils ftand and guard the fire* 
and will not fufferusto quench it. We are loft. 

Enter Captain. 

Capt. In all the dangers I have been, fuch horrors I never 
' knew 5 I am quite unmann’d. 

jD. Lop. A man and fear: ’tis but dying at laft. 
D. Job. I never yet could know what that foolifti thing 

Fear is. 
Capt. Help, help, the fire increafes. What horrid fights are 

thefe ? where e’r I turn me, fearful Spirits appear. 
[Exeunt Captain and Sailers. 

D.Joh.Leis into the Boat, and with our Swords keep out all 
others. 

• D. Ant. While they are bufie ’bout the fire we may ’(cape. 
D. Lop. If we get from hence, we certainly (hall perifh on 

the Rocks •—- 
D. Job. I warrant you- 
Jac. O good Gentlemen, let us fhift for our (elves, and let the 

reft burn, or drown, and be damn’d and they will. - 
D.Joh. No, you have been often leaving me: now fhall be 

the time we’ll part. Farewell. 
Jac. Oh! I’ll ftand by you while I live. Oh the Devil, the 

Devil! What horrors do I feel ? Oh I am kill’d, I am dead f 
[_ A Thunder-clap Jlrikes Don John 

and Jacomo down. 
D. Job. ’Sdeath! why this to me ? you paltry foolifh bug¬ 

bear Thunder, am I the mark of your fenfleft rage? 
D.Lop. Nothing but accident. Let’s leap into the Boat. 
D. Ant. The Sailors all make towards us 3 they’ll in and 

fink it. 
D. Job. Sirra, if you come on, you run upon my Sword. 
Jac. O cruel Tyrant! I burn, I drown, I fink! Oh I die, I am 

Joft. 
Capt. All fhift aboard 5 we perifh, we are loft. 
Maji. All loft, all loft. 

Q A great Jhreik^ they all leap over-board. 
Enter 



Enter an old Hermit. 

Her. This fourty years IVe liv’d ir\ this neigbouring Cave, 
and from thefe dreadful Cliffs which are always beaten by the 
foaming Surges of the Sea$ beheld the Ocean in its wildeftrage, 
and nevr yet faw a ftorm fo dreadful: fuch horrid flafhes of 
lightning, and fuch claps of thunder, never were in my remem¬ 
brance. Yon Ship is all on fire, and the poor miferable Wretches 
muft all perifti. The dreadful objeft melts my heart, and brings 
a floud of tears into my eyes: It is prodigious, for on the fud- 
den, allthe Heavens are clear again, and the inraged Sea is be¬ 
come more patient. 

Enter Don Francifco. 

D. Fran. Oh Father, have you not been frighted at this pro¬ 
digious ftorm, and at yon dreadful fpe&acle ? 

Hern/. No man that has an apprehenfion, but wou’d have 
been mov’d with honour. 

D. Franc .’Twas the moft violent Tempeft I ever faw. Hold, 
yonder are fbme coming in a fmall Veffel, and muft neceflarily 
iplit upon the Rock 5 I’ll go and help to fuccour ’em. 

Hern/. Here are fbme this way, juft come in a fmall Boat: 
Go you to thofe,and thefe I will affift-- 

JD. Fran. I’ll hafte to their relief-. [_ Exit Don Fran. 
Hern/. Hah ! thefe are come fife to Land, three men, goodly 

men they feem to be 5 lam bound in charity to ferve them: 
they come towards me. 

Enter Don John, Don Antonio, and DonLopez.. 

D. Joh. Much ado we are fife, but my Man s loft 5 pox on 
him, I (hall mils the Fool, it was a neceflary Blockhead. 

D.Atit. But you have loft your Goods, which were more ne¬ 
ceflary. 

D. Lop.Our Jewels and Money we have all about us. 
D. Joh. It makes me laugh to think, how the Fools we left * 

behind; 



C?«) 
behind were puzzl’d which death to chufe, burning or drown¬ 
ing— 

D. Ant. But how (hall we difpofe of our felves, we are plaguy- 
wet and cold, Hah! what old Fool is that ? 

D. Lap. It is an Hermit, a fellow of mighty Beard and Sanctity. 
D. Job. I know not what San&ity he may have, but he has 

Beard enough to make an Owl’s Neft, or fluff a Saddle with. 
Herm. Gentlemen, I fee you are fhipwrack’d, and in diftrefi^ 

and my Fun&ion obliges me in charity to fuccour you in what 
I may. 

D. Ant. Alas! what canft thou help us to > doft thou know of 
ever a houfe near hand, where we may be furniftied with fome 
aeceffaries ? 

Herm. On the other fide of this vaft Rock, there is a fertile 
and a pleafant Valley, where one Don Franrifco^ a rich and ho- 
fpitable man, has a fweet Dwelling 5 he will entertain you no¬ 
bly : He’s gone to aftift feme fhipwrack’d perfons, and will be 
here prefently. In the mean time, what my poor Cave can afford, 
you (hall be welcome to. 

X). Lop. What can that afford ? you oblige your felfto faffing 
andabftinence —:— 

Hernt.1 have ftudi’d Phyfick for the relief of needy people, 
and I have fbme Cordials which will refrefii you 3 Ill bring one 
to you-- [ Exit Hermit. 

D. Job. A good civil old Hipocrite : but this is a pleafant 
kind of Religion, that obliges emto naffinefi and want of meat, 
i'll ha’ none on’t-- 

D. Ant. No, nor of any other, to my knowledge. 

Enter Hermit with a Cordial. 

Hem. Gentlemen, pray tafte of this Vial, it will comfort your 
cold ftomachs. 

D.Joh. Ha! ’tis excellent ’faith. Let it go round. 
Herm. Heav’n blefs it to you. 
X). Lap. Ha! it warms. 
D. Ant. Thank thee, thou ait a very honeft old fellow i’faith. 
£).JoL I fee thou art >very civil 3 but you mud fupply us 

with 



v. 59 ; 
with one neceflary more 5 a very necefl’ary thing, and very re- 
freftiing. 

Hern*. What’s that, Sir > 
D. Job. It is a Whore, a fine young buxom Whore. 

D Lop 1 ^ Whore, Old man, a Whore. 

Herm. Blels me, are you Men or Devils ?- 

D. Joh.Men^ men, and men of luft and vigour. Pre’thee, old 
Sot, leave thy prating, and help, me to a Strumpet, a fine lala- 
cious Strumpet 5 I know you Zealots have enough of em. Wo¬ 
men love your godly Whore-maders. 

Herm. O Monfters of impiety ! are youfo lately fcap’d the 
wrath of Heaven, thus to provoke it ? 

D. Ant. How! by following the Didates of Nature, who can 
do otherwile? 

jD. Lop. All ouradions are neceflitated, none command their 
own wills. 

Herm. Oh horrid blalphemy ! would you lay your dreadful 
and unheard of Vices upon Heaven ? No, ill men, that has 
given you free-will to good. 

D. Job. I find thou retir’d: here, and never readft or thinkft. 
Can that blind faculty the Will be free. 
When it depends upon the Underftanding? 

• Which argues firft before the Will canchufe 5 
And the lad Didate of the Judgment (ways 
The Will, as in a Balance, the lad Weight 
Put in the Scale, lifts up the other end, 
And with the lame Neceffity. 

Herm. But foolidi men and finners ad againd 
Their Underdandings, which inform’em better. 

D. Ant. None willingly do any thing againd the lad 
Didates of their Judgments, whatfoe’r men do. 
Their prefent opinions lead ’em to. 

D.Lcp. As fools that arc. afraid offin, ai e by the thought 
Ofprelent plealure,or foment h afon, 
Neceflarily byad’dto puifue 
The opinion they otar K 

Herm. The Unde.dan - • —' r A might *perfwade ’em 
better. - D.JoL 



- <,40; 

D. Job. TheUnderftanding never can be free ^ 
For what we underftand, fpite of our felves we do: 
All obje&s are ready form’d and plac’d 
To our hands; and thefe the Senfes to thelVlind convey. 
And as thofe reprefent them, this muft judge : 
How can the W ill be free, w hen the Underftand ing, 
On which the Will depends, cannot be fo. 

Her/». Layby your devillilhPhilofophy, and change the dan¬ 
gerous and deftruftive courfe of your leud lives, 

D. Ant. Change our natures } Co bid a Blackamorebe white, 
wefollow our Conftitutions, which we did not give our felves. 

D. Lop.What we are, we are by Nature, our reafon tells us 
we muft follow that. 

D.Joh. Our Conftitutions tell us one thing, and yours ano¬ 
ther , and which muft we obey ? If we belaid, ’tis Nature’s fault 
that made us fb. 

Hern;. Farewell. I dare no longer- hear'your impious dif- 
courfe. Such harden’d Wretches I ne’r heard of yet. 

£ Exit Hermit. 
D. Farewell, old Fool. 
D. Job. Thus Sots condemn what they can never anfwer. 

Enter Don Francifco. 
, ■ < ■ 9 

This I believe is Francifco, whom he fpokeof, if he has but a 
handfome Wife, or Daughters, we are happy. 

D. Lop. Sir, we are fhipwrack’d men, and if you can direft us 
to a place, where we may be furnilh/d with feme neceflaries, you 
will oblige us —:— 

D. Franc. Gentlemen, I have a Houfe hard by, you {hall be 
welcome to it: I even now endeavoured tofuccour a Youth 
and beauteous Woman, who, with two Sailors, in a Boat, were 
driven towards thefe Rocks, but were forc’d back again’, 
and, I fear, are loft by this time. I deftre nothing more, than to 
affift men in extremes, and am of joy’d at the opportunity of 
ferving you. 

D. Job. We thank you. 
D. Fran. You fhall command my Houfe as long as vou pleafe: 

I fee 



I fee you are Cavaliers, and hope you will bear with fome in¬ 
convenience. I have two young, and, though I lay it, handlbme 
Daughters, who are, to morrow morning tobe marri’d 5 the So¬ 
lemnity will bring much company together, which, I fear, may 
incommode my houfe and you - -r— 

D. Ant. You pofe us with this kindnels. 
D. Joh. What ever pleafes you, cannot be inconvenient to 

us. 
D. Lop. On the contrary, we (hall be glad to aflxft you *t the 

Ceremony, and help to make up the joyful Chorus. 
D. Fran. You (hall command my houfe and me 5 

I'll fhew you the way to itc 
D. Joh. Your humble Servant. We’ll follow you. 

12 Exit Don Francifco. 
This is an admirable adventure. • 
He has Daughters, Boys, and to be marri’d too: 
If they have been fo foolifh, to preferve thole 
Toys, they call Maidenheads 3 their fcnllcfs 
Husbands (hall not be troubled with them: 
I’ll eafe them ofthofe. Pox, what (hould thole dull 
Drudging Animals, call’d Husbands, do with fuch Trealures: 
No, they are for honeft Whore-mafters, Boys. 

D. Ant. Well faid, Don 3 we will not be wanting in our en¬ 
deavours to lucceed you. 

D. Lop. To you alone we mull give place. Allons. [Exeunt. 

* Enter Hermit, Maria in Mans habit, and Leonora. 

Herm. Heaven be prais’d,you are fafely nowon Land. 
Mar. We thank you, reverend Father, for your affiftance. 
Leon. We never fhall forget the obligation. 
Herm. I am happy to be fo good an Inftrument. 
Leon. We follow’d a Veffe], which we (aw fir’d with Light* 

ning,and wefear that none of’em efcapd. 
Mar. I horpe the Villain I purfiie has (cap’d. I would not be 

reveng’d by Heaven,but my own hand 3 or,if not by that,by the 
Hangman’s. 

Leon. Did any come to L and) fpr I moft nearly am concern’d 
G for 



or one j the grief for whom, if he be loft, will foon I fear de 
ftroy me. 3 5 

Harm. Here were three of that company came fife to Land * 
but fuch impious Wretches, as did not deferve to efcape and 
fuch as no vertuous perfon can be concern’d for, fure; I was ftiff 
with fear and horrour when I heard ’em talk. 

Mar. Three, lay you ? 

Leon. By this fad defection it muft be Don John, and his 
two wicked Affociates; Iamalham’dto confefsthe tendernefs 
I havefor him. Why Ihould I love that Wretch > Ob my too 
violent paffion hurries me I know not whether! into what fear 
ful dangerous Labyrinths of mifery will it conduft me ? 

Mar. Were they Gentlemen ? 

Hcrm By their out-fides they feem’d fo, but their in-fides de- 
clar d them Devils. 

Mar. Heaven! it muft be the Villain and his barbarous 
Companions. They are referv d for my revenue * 
Aflift me, Heaven, in that juft caule. 6 
Oh, Villain, Villain! inhumane Villain! 
Each minute is, me-thinks, a tedious Age, 
Till I have dipt my hands in thy hearts bloud. 

Hcrm. You feem o’r-joy’d at the news of their fife arrival • 
Can any have a kindnefsfor fuch diffolute abandon’d Atheifts > ’ 

Mar. No ’tis revenge that I perfue againft the bafeft of all 
Villains. 

wJSsar*Revcnse's Hcavens’and no*> 

Heaven "*** ^ “d 'h°6 

them^‘ThCy arC h°rrid CrimCS’ bUt Ma§iftrates muft punilh 

Leon.What do I hear? were he the bafeft of all men mv 
love is fohead-ftrong and fo wild within me, I muft endeavour 
toprefervehmr ordeftroymy felf: to what deplorable condi- 
tion am I fall n? what Chains arethefe that hold me? Oh that 
I could break them! and yet I wou’d not if I cou’d $ Oh my 

Herm. T.hey aregon to one Don Francifco’s houle, that Road 

v/ill 



will bring you to it} Stis on the other fide of this Rock, in a 
pleafant Valley. I have not ftirr’d thefe fourty years from thefe 
fmall bounds, or I wou’d give him notice what Devils he har¬ 
bours in his houfe. You will do well to do it. 

Jac. (within j Help, help, murder*! I am drown d, I am dead} 
Help, help! 

Herm. Hah! what voice is that ? I muft affift him-. 
Mar. Father, farewell. Come, Madam, will you go to this 

houfe ? Now, Monfter, for my revenge. 
Leon. I will} but for different ends we go } 

’Tis Love condu&s me, but Revenge brings you. 
Q Exeunt Maria, Leonora. 

Jac. Oh help, help ! I fink, I fink! 
Herm. Poor man, fure he isalmoft drown’d. 
Jac. No, not yet} I haveonely drunk fomething too much of 

afcurvy unpleafant Liquor. 
Herm. Reach me your hand- E Pulls him out. 
Jac. Ay, and my heart tod 5 Oh! Oh! 

Sir, a thoufand thanks to you: I vow to Gad, y’are a very civil 
perfon, and, as I amanhoneft man, have done me the greateft 
kindnefi in the world, next to the piece of the Maft which I 
floated upon, which I muft ever love and honour} I am forry 
it (warn away, I wou’d have preferv’d it, and hung it up in the 
Seat of our antient Family. 

Herm. Thank Heaven for your deliverance, and leave fuch 
vain thoughts. 

Jac. I do with all my heart} but I am not fetled enough to 
fay my prayers yet: pray. Father, do you for me 5 ’tis nothing 
with you, you are us’d to it, it is your Trade. 

Herm. Away, vain man} you {peak as if you had drunk too 
deeply of another Liquor than Sea-water. 

Jac. No, T have not, but I wou’d fain: Where may a man 
light of a good Glafsof Wine? I would gladly have an Antidote 
to my Poifon. Methinks, Pah! thefe Fifties have but a fcur.vy 
time} I am fure they have very ill drinking. 

Herm. Farewell, andlearnmore devotion and thankfulnefs to 
Heav’n- [Exit Hermitf 

jftc.Ha! ’tis uncivilly done to leave a man in a ftrange Country. 
G 2 But 
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But thefe Hermits have no breeding. Pnnr?^*,, r> « 
mo, how Uote thy perfon, how glad am I to Ie thee ftf o 
f^ear, I think thou art as honed a fellow as Iv r ? 
Well, farewell, thou wicked Elemenf™ Vc I Za^ 

again-Well, Haddocks, I defie you vouS-.fl ? thec 
of me, no, not a Collop $ no, no, I will be elten bft"0"' 
all my Ancedors have been. If Eleaven will K„t r ^orms? as 
the Monfters of the Und, » 
ons (who, I hope, aie diown d^ III prefer ve mv falff™ ' r 

oftheto. Le;mefee,hereisi„a,h!ZZ^L“®r 

force hotife. I'll go, for I am plaguy fick with this Salt-watt” 

[E.xit Jacomo. 

Enter Clara and Flavia, with her treo Maids. 

Clar. Oh, Flavia, this will be our lad happy night to mnr 
row is our Execution day 5 we mud marry. ^ S ’ m01‘ 

Flav. Ay, Clara,, we are condemn’d without reprieve ’Tic 
better to live as we have done, kept from all men, than for each 
to be confin d to one, whom yet we never law and a fkr. r 1 
to one diall never like. ’ nd a thoufand 

Chfoken?Ut °n t’ 3 Sp‘miJ?J Wife has a worle life than a coop’d 

Flav. A finging Bird in a Cage is a Princely creature comm r’A 
to that poor Animal, call’d a Wife, here. J ’ comPar d 

ti Mrb' 
muft be like Slaves condercfd to the Callies” “have “otb' 
berty to fell our Selves, or venture one throw for our freedom 

Clar. O that we were in England! there, they fay a Ladv 
maychoofo a Footman, andrun away with him, if (he likes him 
and no dilhonour to the Family. Kes Jl,m> 

Flav. That’s becaufe the Families are fb very Honourable t-w 
nothmg can touchthem.- there Wives run and ramble whither 
and with whom they pleafe, and defie all cenfure. * 

Clar 



us; 
CUr. Ay, and a jealous Husband is a more monftrous Crea* 

ture there, than a Wittall here, and wou’d be more pointed at: 
They (ay, if a man be jealous there, the women wilfall joyn aind 
pull him to pieces. 

Flav. Oh happy. Countrey! we ne’r touch money, there the 
Wives can (pend their Husbands Eftates for’em. Oh blels’d 
Countrey! / •*' ^1 

CUr. Ay, there, they (ay, the Husbands are the prettied: civil 
eafie good natur’d indifferent perfbnsin the whole world 3 they 
ne’r mind what their Wives do, not they. 

Flav. Nay, they fay, they love thofe men beft that are kindeft 
to their Wives. Good men! poor hearts. And hereof an honeffc 
Gentleman offers a Wife a civility by the By, ourblbudy butch¬ 
erly Husbands are cutting of throats prefently- 

CUr. Oh that we had thole frank civil Englijh-m^ inftead 
of our grave dull furly Spamjh Blockheads, whofe greateft ho¬ 
nour lies, in preferring their Beards and Foreheads inviolable. 

FUv.ln England^ if a Husband and Wife like not one ano¬ 
ther, they draw two (everal ways, and make no bones on t, 
while the Husband treats his Miftris openly in his Glafs-Coach* 
the Wife, for decency's fake, puts on her Vizar, and whips away 
in a Hackney with a Gallant, and no harm done. 

CUr. Though, of late, masunfafhiofcable fora Husband to 
love his Wife there, as’tishere, yet’tis faftiionable for her to 
love fome body el(e, and that’s (bmething. 

Flav. Nay, they (ay, Gentlemen will keep company with a 
Cuckold there, as (bon as another man, and ne’r wonder at him. 

CUr. Oh happy Countrey! there a Woman may chufe for her 
felf, and none will into the Trap of Matrimony, unlefs (he likes 
the Bait 5 but here we are tumbl’d headlong and blindfold in¬ 
to it. 

Flav. We are us’d as theyufe Hawks, never unhooded, or 
whiftledoff, till they are juft upon the Quarry. _ 

CUr. And ’tis forothers, not our felves, we fly flb, 
Flav. No more, this does but put us in mind ofour. mifery. 
CUr. It does (b^ but prethee let’s be merry one night, to mor¬ 

row is our laft. Farewell all happinefs. 
Flav. O that this happy di\y would laft our lives-time. But 

pretheea 
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prethee,my Dear, let’s have thy Song, and divert our (elves as 
well as we can in the mean time. 

Clar. Tis a little too wanton. 
FUv. Prethee let’s be a little wanton this evening,to morrow 

we muft take our leaves on’t. 
Clar. Come on then our Maids (hall joyn in Cc&Chorus; 

Here they are. 
• r\ •• f f T T % _r'. . - r . ■ •* ' . 

SONG. 

c 

Oman who is by Nature wild, 
Dull bearded men inclofes j 

Of Nature sfreedom were beguil'd 
By Laws which man impofes : 

Who fill himfelfcontinues free, 
Tet we poor Slaves muf fetter d be. 

/• 

Chor. AJhame onthe Curfe 
Of For better for worfe 5 

Tis a vile imposition on Nature : 
For WomenJljould change. 
And have freedom to range, 

Li kg to\ every other wild Creature. 
Jl ’ j 

So gay a thing was ner defignd. 
To be restrain'd from roving 5, 

Heavn meant jo changeable a mind 
Should have its change in loving. 

By cunning we could make men fmart. 
But they uy jtrength dr come our Art. 

z'i\A 

' vol 

f.O 
*• 
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Chor. A Jhame onthe Curfe 
Of For, See. 

4v* 
How happy is the Village Maul, 

Whom onely Love can fetter 5 
Byfoolifh Honour ner betray'd, # 

She Jams a Povermuch greater : 
' 1 ' lhat 



That lawful Prince the wifejl rules, 
Th’ZJfurper Honour rules but Fools. 

Chor. A flame on the Curfe 
Of For, 6cc. 

Let us refume our antient rights 
Make man at diflance wonder 5 

Though he victorious be in fight, 
In love well keep him under. 

IFir *//^/ Ambition hence be hurl'd, 
Let Love and Beauty rule the World. 

Chor. on the Curfe 
Of For better^&zc. 

*. 

Flav. Oh, dear Clara, that this Were true! But now let s home 
our Father will mils us. 

Clar. No, he’s walk’d abroad with the three Shipwrack’d 
Gentlemen. 

Flav. They’re proper handfome Gentlemen 5 but the chief, 
whom they call Don John, exceeds the reft. 

Clar. I never faw a finer perfon my pray Heaven either of our 
Husbands prove as good. 

Flav. Do not name ’em. Let the Maids go home, and if my 
Father be there, let him know we are here. [Exit Maids. 

Clar. In the mean time, if he be thereabouts, do you go down 
that Walk, and I’ll go this way, and perhaps one of us lhall light 
on him. 

Flav. Agreed. [Exit ambo. 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio. 
0 

D. Job. Where have you left the Old man, Don Francifco ? 
D.Lop. He’s very bufie at home, feeing all things prepar’d for 

his Daughters Weddings to moriow. 
D.Joh. His Daughters are gone this way : if you have any 

friendftiip 

*
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friendfhip for me, go and watch the Old man 5 and if he offers 
to come towards us, divert him,that I may have freedom to'at**, 
tack his Daughters. 

D. Ant. You may be fure of us, that have ferv’d you with our 
lives 5 befides, the juftice of this caufe will make us ferve you. 
Adieu. [Exeunt Don Lop. Don. Ant. 

D. Joh. Now for my Virgins. Affift me. Love. Fools, you fhall 
have no Maiden-heads to morrow-night. Husbands haye 
JVIaiden-heads! no, no — poor fneaking Fools. 

Enter Jacomo. 
• • 

Jac. I have loft my way, I think I (hall never find this, houfe: 
But I (hall never think my felfout of my way, unlefs I meet my 
impious Mafter; Heaven grant he be drown’d. 

D. Joh. How now, Rafcal, are you alivo? 
lac- Oh Heaven! he’s here. Why was this leud Creature 

lav'd? lamina woriecondition than ever; now 1 have icap'd 
drowning, he brings hanging frefh into my memory. 

D. Joh. What mute, Sirta ? 
Jac. Sir, I am no more your Servant, you parted with me, I 

thank you, Sir, I am beholdiitg to you: Farewell, good Sir, I 
am my own man now-- 

D. Joh. No: though you are a Rogue, you are a neceffary 
Rogue, and Ill not part with you. 

Jac. I muft be gone, I dare not venture further with you. 
D. Joh. Sirra, do you know me, and dare you fay this to me > 

have at your Guts, I will rip you from the Navel to the Chin. 
Jac. O good Sir, hold, hold. He has got mein his clutches, I 

(hall never get loofe-- Oh! Oh!-- 
D.Joh. Come, Dog, follow me clofe, {linking Rafcal. 
Jac. Iam too well pickl’d in the Salt-water to ftink, I thank 

you, I (hall keep a great while. But you were a very generous ' 
man,to leave aGentleman, your Friend, in danger, »s you did 
me. I have reafbn to follow you: but if 1 ferve you not in your 
kind, then am I afows’d Sturgeon. 

D. jfe/.).Follow me, Sirra ; I fee aLady. 
Jac. Are you fo fierce already ? 

I'/.icr 



Enter ClaraK(inging, A fhame on the Curfe, 

Clar. Ha! this is the Stranger 3 
What makes him here ? 

D.Joh. A delicate Creature. Ha! this is the Lady. 
How happy ami to meet you here*. 

Gar. What mean you, Sir ? 
D. Joh.l was undone enough before, with feeing your Pifture 

in the Gallery 3 but I fee you have more Excellencies than Beau¬ 
ty, your Voice needed not have conlpir’d with that to ruine 
me. 

Gar. Have you feen my Pifture ? 
D. Joh. And lov’d it above all things I ever few, but the Ori¬ 

ginal. Iam loft beyond redemption, unlefs you can pity me. 
Jac.(afide) He has been loft a hundred times, but he always 

finds himfelf again-and me too 3 a pox on him. 
D.Joh. When Love had taken too faft hold on me, ever to 

let me go, I too late found you were to morrow to be marri’d. 
Gar. Yes, I am condemn’d to one I never few, and you are 

come to railly me and my misfortunes. 
Jac. Ah, Madam, fey not fb, my Mafter is always in earneft. 
j0. Job. So much I am in earneft now, that if you have no way 

to break this marriage pfF, and pity me, I (bon (hall repent I ever 
came to Land 3 I (hall fuffer a worfe wrack upon the Shoar,here 
I fhall linger out my life in the worft of pains, defpairing Love y 
there, I fhcTuld have perifh’d quickly- 

Jac. Ah poor man ! he’s in a defperate condition, I pity him 
with all my heart-- 

D.Joh. Peace, Rafcal. Madam, this istheonely opportunity 
I am like to have 3 Give me leave to improve it. 

Gar. Sure, Sir, you cannot be in earneft. 
D. Job. If all the Oaths under the Sun can convince you, Ma¬ 

dam, I fwear- 
Jac. O Sir, Sir, have a care of fwearing, for fear you fhould, 

once in your life, be forfworn-- 
D. Job. Peace, Dog, ox I (hall flit your Wind-pipe. 

H jot. 



Jac. Nay, 1 know if he beforfworn, Vis the firft time, thats 
certain. 

Clar. But, Sir, if you be in earned, and I had an inclination, 
Tis impoffible to bring it about, my Father has difpos’d of me. 

D.Joh. Difpofe of yourfelf, Til do well enough with him, 
and my Fortune and Quality are toe great for him, for whom 
you are intended, to dilpute with me. 

Clar. If this be true, wou’d you win a Woman at firft fight > 
D. Joh. Madam, this is like to be the firft and laft 3 to morrow 

is the ratal day that will undo me. 
Jac. Courage, Don, matters go well. 
Clar. Nay, I had rather have a Peafant of my own choofing, 

than an Emperor of another’s. He is a handfome Gentleman, 
and teems to be of quality : Oh that he could rid me of my in¬ 
tended flavery. \_AJide. 

Sir, talk not of impoffible things $ for could I wifh this, my 
Fathers Honour will not fuffer him to difpenfe wtih his promite. 

D. Joh. I ll carry you beyond his power, and your intended 
Husband’s too. 

Clar. It cannot be 3 but I muft leave you, I dare not be teen 
with you-— 

D.Joh. Remember the ffiort time you have to think on this: 
will you let me perifh without relief? if you will have pity on a 
wretched man, I have a Prieft in my company, I’ll marry you, 
and we’ll find means to fly early in the morning, before the houfe 
are ftirring. 

Clar. I confefs I am to be condemn’d to a Slavery, that no¬ 
thing can be worfe 3 yet this were a rafh attempt. 

D. Joh. If you will not content to my juft defires, I am refblv’d 
to kill my telf, and fall a Sacrifice to your difdain. Speak, {peak 
my doom—— £ Holds his Sword to his hreafl. 

Clar. Hold, hold- 
Jac. Ay, hold, hold: poor foolifh Woman; (he ffiou’d not 

need to bid him hold. 
Clar. I’ll find a means this night to {peak with you alone 3 but 

I fear this is but for your diverfion. 
Jac. Yes, Vis for diverfion indeed 3 the common diverfion of 

all the world. 
D.Joh. 



D. Joh. By all that’s great and good, my intentions are ho 
nrvnrobfe. 

Clar. Farewell, Sir, I dare not flay longer. 
D. Joh. Will you keep your word, Madam ? 
Jac. You’ll keep yours, jno doubt- 
Clar. I will, any thing rather than marry one I cannot love, as 

I can no man of another's choofing. 
D.Joh. Remember, Madam, I perifh if you do not 5 I have 

onely one thing to fay. Keep this Secret from your Sifter, till we 
haveeffe&ed it 3 I’ll give you (ufficient reafon for what I (ay. 

[Exit Ghr, 
Vifforiay Victoria 3 I have her faft, (he's my own. 

Jac.Yoa are a hopeful man, you may come to good in time. 

Enter Flavia. 

D. Joh. Here is the other Sifter 3 have at her. 
Jac. Why, Sir, Sir 3 have you no confcietfcre ? 

Will not one at once ferve your turn ? 
D. Joh. Stand by, Fool. Let me fee, you are the Lady. 
Flav. What fay you, Sir? 
D.Joh. You have lately taken up a ftray heart of mine, I 

hope you do not intend to detain it, without giving me your 
own in exchange. 

Flav. I a heart of yours ? fince when, good Sir ? you were but 
this day (hipwrack’d on this Coaft,and never (aw my face before. 

D. Joh. I (awyour Pifture, and I (aw your motion, both (6 
charming, I could not refift them 3 but now I have a nearer 
view, I feeplainly I am loft. 

Flav. A goodly handfome man! but what can this mean'? 
D.Joh. Such killing Beauties I ne’r (aw before 3 my heart is 

irrevocably gone. 
Flav. Whether is it gone, Sir ? I allure you I have no fueh 

thing about me, that I know of. 
D. Joh. Ah, Madam, if you wou’d give me leave to fearch 

you, 1 (hould find it in feme little corner about you, that (hall 
be namelefs. 

Flav. It cannot be about me, I have none but my own, and 
H 3 that 
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that I muftpart with to morrow to I know not whom. 
D.Joh. Tfthe modr violent Invp th*t man er knew can p’r 

deferve thattreafure, it is mine 5 if you give that away, you lofe 
the trueft Lover that e’r languifti’d yet. 

Jac. What can be the end of this ? SureBloud muft follow this 
dilhonour of the Family, and I unfortunate, (hall have my throat 
cut for company. 

Flav. Do you know where you are? 
D. Job. Yes, Madam, in Spain, where opportunities are very 

fcarce, and thofe that-are wife make ufe of ’em as foon as they 
have 'em. 

Flav. You have a mind to divert your felf 5 but I muft leave 
you, I am difpos'd to be more ferious. 

D. Job.Madam, I fwear by all- 
jfac.Hold, hold 5 will you be forfvvorn again? 
Z). Job. Peace, Villain, I (hall cut that tongue out. 
Flav. Farwell, I cannot ftay. [ Exit Flavia. 
D. Job. Ill not letve her 5 Ill thaw her, if (he were Ice, before 

I have done with her. 
Jac. There is no end of this lewdnefs. Well, I muft be kill'd or 

bang'd once for all, and there's an end on't. j [ Exeunt. 

Enter Maria and Leonora. 

Leon. Iam faint with what I differ’d at Sea, and with my 
vvandring fince 5 let us repofe a little, we (hall not find this houfe 
to night. 

Mar. I ne'r (hall reft till I have found Don Francifcos houfe 5 
but I'll fit down a while. 

Leon. I hope he will not find it, till I have found means to 
give Don John warning of his cruel intentions: J would fave his 
life, who, I fear, would not do that for me. But in the miferable 
cafe that Iam in, if he denies his love, death would be the wel¬ 
com'd thing on earth to me. * 

Mar. Oh my Ottavio! how does the lofi of thee perplex me 
withdefpair! the honour of Mankind is gone with thee. Why 
do I whine? grief (hall no longer ufurp the place of my revenge. 
How could I gnaw the Monfter's heart, Villain! Ill be with you. 

When 
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When I have reveng’d my dear Ottavio's lots, I then fhaU dis 
contented. 

Enter Don Lopez andDon Antomo. 

D, Lop. Th’old man’s fafe 5 I long to know Don Johns fiicce& 
D. Ant. He’s engag’d upon a noble caufe: if he fucceeds* 

’twill be a vi&ory worth the owning. 
D. Lop. Hah! whom have we here ? a young man well ha** 

bited, with a Lady too 5 they feem to be ftrangers. 
D. Ant. A mifehief comes into my head, that’s worth the do-* 

ing. 
D. Lop. What’s that, dear Antomo ? 
D. Ant. We are in a ftrange Countrey, and may want money: 

I would rob that young Fellow. We have not robb’d a good 
while} me-thinks’tis a new wickednefs tome. 

D. Lop. Thou art in the right. I hate to commit the fame 
dull fin over and over again, as if I were marri’d to it: variety 
makes all things pleafant. 

D. Ant. But there’s one thing we’ll ne’r omit. When we 
have robb’d the Man, we’ll ravifh the Woman. 

D. Lop. Agreed} let’s to’t, man. Come on, young Gentleman, 
we muft fee what riches you have about you. 

Mar, O Villains! Thieves! Thieves! thefe are the inhu* 
mane Companions ofthat bloudy Monfter. 

Leon. Have pity on poor miferable Strangers. 
D. Ant. Peace 5 wellufe you kindly, very kindly. 
D. Lop. Do you carry that young Gentleman, bind him to a 

Tree, and bring the money, while I wait upon the Lady. 
D.Ant. Will you play me no foul play in the mean time then? 

For we muft caft Lots about the bufinefi you wot of. 
D. Lop. No, upon my honour. 
Mar. Honour, you Villain ? 
D. Ant. Come, ypung Gentleman, I’ll tame you. 
Mar. Help ! help-. \ExitDon Ant. haling Maria. 
Leon. Have you no humanity in you ? Take our money, but 

leave us liberty} be not fb barb’roufly cruel. 
D. Ant. Come, I have made hafte with him} now let us draw 

Cuts 
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tuts who enjoys the Lady firft. 

Leon. O heav’n affift me! what do I hear ? help! help! 

Enter four or five Comtrey Fellows, coming from work: 

i. Count. Fel. What, two men a robbing of a Lady! Be gone, 
and let her alone, or we have fewer Cudgels (hall waller your 
bones, I tell you that. 

D. Ant.How now, Rogues? [Fight ojftheStage. 
Leon. Thanks to Heav’n. I fly! I fly! where (hall I hide my 

'felf?- {Exit. 

Enter Don John and Jacmo. 

D. Joh. I fhall conquer’em both. Now, Sirra,what think you ? 
Jac. Why I think you manage your bufinefs asdifcreetly, and 

take as much pains tohave yourthroat cut, as any man in Spain. 
D. Joh. Your fear o’r-rules your fenfe, mine is a life Monarchs 

might envy.-- 
Jac. Tis like to be a very (hort one at this rate. 
D. Joh. Away, Fool, ’tis dark, I muft be gone 5 I (hall fcarce 

find the way home-- 

Enter Leonora. 

Leon. Heav’n guard me from thefe wicked Wretches. Help ! 
Jhelp! they are here. 

D. Joh. How now. Madam ? what, afraid of a Man! 
Leon. Don John, no, not of you 5 you are the man i’th’ world 

I wou’d have met. 
D.Joh. Leonora, you are the woman i’th’world I would have 

avoided. ’Sdedth! (he will fpoil my new defigns 3 but I have a 
trick for her. What miracle brought you hither? 

Leon. Love, that works the greateft miracles, made me follow 
’you j and the fame Storm drove me on this (hoar, on which you 
were thrown, and thus far I’ve wander’d till I have found you. 

D. Joh. This is the molt unreafonable unfctiable loving Lady, 
that ever was abus d by man 3 (he has a kind of Spaniel love, 

the 
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the worfe you ufe her, the more loving (he is. Pox on her, I muft 
be rid of her. 

Leon. Iam very faint and weary, yet I wasrefolv’d not to reft 
till I had found you. 

D. Job. Your unwean d love has o rcome and convinc’d me, 
N there is not fuch a Woman breathing. 

Leon. This is a Sovereign Medicine for all my forrows, I now, 
methinks, am happier than ever : but I am faint and ill. 

D. Job. Here, Madam, I have an excellent Cordial, 'twill re- 
frefh you 5 and I’ll conduct you where you (hall never be un¬ 
happy more. 

Leon. From that dear hand ’tis welcome ■— ■ 
To your health. [Drinks. 

D. Jib. And to your own deftru&ion 5 you have drunk your 
laft. 

Leon. What means my Love ? 
D. Job. Y’have drunk the fubtleft poifon that Art e r yet in¬ 

vented. 
Jac. O murder ! murder! what have you done? 
D. Job. Peace, Villain, leave your unfoafonablepity—:— 

You cannot live two minutes. 
Lcon.O ungrateful Tyrant! thou haft murder’d the onely 

Creature living that cou’d love thee. Heaven will revenge it, 
though to me "tis kindnefs. Here all my forrows fhall for ever 
ceafc. 

D. Job. Why would you perfecute me with your love ? 
Leon. I could not help it. I came to preforve you, and am de- 

ftroy’d fort. 
Jac. Oh horrid faft! 
D. Job. To preforve me ! I wear my fofety by my fide. 
Leon. Oh I flint! Guard your folf There’s a young 

Gentleman purfues your life. Have a Care-- 
I came to tell you this, and thus I am rewarded. 
Heav’n pardon you. Farewell. I can no more. £ Dies. 

Jac. This objeft fure will ftrike your heart! Tygers would 
melt at this. Oh the Earth will open and fwallow you up, and me 
for company. There’s no end of your murders — 

D. Job. This is the firft time lever knew compafiioo. 
Poor Fool, I pity her, but tis too late— Farewell 
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Farewell all fenflefs thoughts of a remorfe, 
I would remove what e’r wou’dftop my courfe. [ Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo. 

D. Joh. '~T' His nights fuccels exceeded all my hopes. I had ad-: 
J. mittance to their feveral Chambers, and I have 

beencontra&edto both the Sifters, and this day refolve to mar¬ 
ry’em, and at feveral times enjoy-them 5 and, in my opinion, I 
{hall have a brace of as pretty Wives, as any man in Spain. 

D. Ant. Brave Don John, you are Mafter of your Art, not a 
Woman in Spain can ftand before you. 

D. Lop. We can but envy you, and at a diftance imitate j But 
both their Maids (hall to pot, I afliue you. 

Jac.How far will the Devil hurry you > 
D. Joh. ’Tis not the Devil, ’tis the Flefh, Fool. 
Jac. Here will be fine cutting of throats. Poor Jacomo, muft 

thoube cutoff in the flower ofthy Age? 

. , 
, Enter Don F rancifco. 

D. Fran. Gentlemen,your Servant 5 I hope you refted well 
this night. 

D.Lop. We thank you, Sir 5 never better. 
D. Ant. We neyer (hall requite this obligation. 
Jac. I warrant you my Mafter will;, he’s a very grateful civil 

perfon indeed. 
D.Joh.Thefavouristoo greattobe fuddenly requited j but 

I fhall ftudy to deferve it. 
Jac. Good man, you will deferve it. 

Enter two Bridegrooms. 

, D. Fran. Gentlemen, you are come, you are early. 
1. Bri'L 



1. Brideg. This joyful occafion made us think It late. 
2. Brideg. The expectation offo great a blefiing as we this day 

hope to enjoy, would let us have but little reft laft night. 
i. Brideg. And the fruition will afford us left to night. 
D. Joh.Poor Fools! you (hall bebob'd. Mow it tickles my 

Spleen to think on’t. 
D. Fran. Theft are to be my Sons in Law. 
D. Joh. And my Cuckolds before-hand. 
D.Fran. Pray know ’em,Gentlemen 3 they are men of Honour. 
D. Job. I (hall be glad to ferve them j 

But firft I’ll ferve their Ladies. [AJide. 
D. Fran. Come, Gentlemen, I’ll now conduft you to" my 

Daughters $ and beg your pardon for a moment. I’ll wait on 
you again. [_ Exit Don Fran, and Bridegroom. 

D.Ant. Theft Fools will fpoil your defign. 
D. Job. No, poor Sots j I have perfwaded the Ladies to feign 

fickneft, and put off their marriage till tomorrow morning, to 
gain time $ in the mean while I have ’em fafe, Boys. 

D. Lop. But will not the Sifters betray you to one another ? 
D. Job. No, I have wheedled each into a jealoufie of the 

other, and each believes, that if the other knows it, (he, in ho¬ 
nour, will reveil it to the Father. 

Jac.Sir, if you be fo very weary of your life, why don’t you 
snake ufe of a convenient Beam ? ’tis the eafier way; fo you may 
die without thfe filthy pother you keep about it. 

D. Job. Away, Coward $ ’tisa fign I am not ;weary of my life, 
that I make fo much ufe on’t. 

Jac. Oh Jacomo! thou art loft j ’tis pity a Fellow of thy neat 
fpruce parts (liould be deftroy’d. 

Enter Don Francifco. 

D. Fran. Come, Gentlemen, will you not refrelh yourifelves 
with fome cool Wines this morning ? 

D. Lop. We thank you, Sir, we have already. 

ror 
:io • v 

y 

f ‘iO cLi'in 

f . l J "J L 

jri •lift 

Enter 



Enter a. Serva.nt 

Serv. Sir, here’s a young Gentleman, a Stranger, defires to 
(peak with you. 

D. Fran. Admit him. 

Enter Maria in Mans habit. 
i:: rjdl? .nsr.ioir,,id?^ i. ^ . '•. 
Your humble Servant. 

Mar. Sir, when I've told you what I come for, I doubt not 
but I (hall deferve your thanks. I come to do you ferviee. 

D.Fran. You have’em, Sir, already-. 
Mar. You have lodg’d within your houfe feme (hipwrack’d 

men, who are greater Villains than the Earth e’r bore ; I come 
to give you warning of ’em, and to beg your power to revenge 
(uch horrid a&ions, as heart could never yet conceive, or 
tongue could utter. Ha! they are thefe-Revenge, revenge 
cruel, unnatural Rapes and Murders. They are Devils in the 
(hapesofmen. '■ 

D. Fran. What lay you, Sir ? 
Jac. Now the (hare is fain upon me ; me-thinks I feel cold 

Steel already in my body. Too well I know that face. 
D. Job. I know that face. Now, Impudence, affift me. What 

mad young man is that? 
c D.Fran- Thefe, by their, habits and their meens, areGentle- 

men,and feem to be men of Honour. 
Mar. By thefe two, laft night, I was robb’d, and bound to a 

Tree, ana there have been all night, and but this morning was 
reliev’d by Peafants -— I had a Lady with me, whom they 
(aid they would ravifii, and this morning I faw her dead ; they 
muff have murder’d her. 

D. Fran. Heav’n! what do I hear ? 
Jac. Oh! I am noos’d already, I feel the knot, methinks, un¬ 

der my left ear. 
D. Ant. The youth raves ; we never (aw his face, we never 

ftirr’d from the bounds ofthis houfe fince we came hither. 
D.Lop.‘Sdeath, let me kill the Villain; (hall he thus affront 

" men of our quality and honour ? D. Fran. 
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D. Fran. Hold, confider I am a Magiftrate. ' ril 
D. Job. The Youth was robb’d, and with the fright has lolt-o 

• his wits. Pool Fool! let him be bound in’s bed. 
D. Fran. Do not pei (lit in this, but have a care : 

Thefe injuries to men ofHonour (hall not go unpunifhed. 
Mar. Whither (hall injur'd Innocence fly for fuccour, if you 

fo (bon can be corrupted ? Monfter, I’ll revenge my felf; have 
at thy heart. 

D. Fran. What means the Youth ? put up your Sword. 
D. Ant. We told you. Sir, he was mad. 
Alar.Oh impudent Villains! i ask your pardon, Sir: My 

griefs and injuries trunlport mefo, I fcarcecan utter them. That 
Villain is Don John, who bafely murder’d the Governour of 
Sevilin his houfe, and then difhonour’d his fair Sifter. 

D.Joh. Death and Hell! this injury is beyond all fufferance. 
D. Job. Hold, Sir, think in whole houfe you are. 
Jac. O Lord! what will this come to ? Ah Jaconto! thy line 

of life is fhort. 
Mar. This is the Villain, who kill’d the Laver of Antonio’s 

Sifter, deflow’rd her, and murder’d her Bi^her in his own 
houfe. ■ .ri ;r ■. : 

D. Job. I’ll have no longer patience. 
D. Ant. Such a Villain ftiould have his throat cut, though in a 

Church. 
D. Lop. No man of honour will protect thofe, who offer luch 

injuries. 
D. Job. Have at you, Villain. 
D. Fran. Nay then; Within there: Ho! I will protect him, 

or perifh with him. 

Enter two Bridegrooms. 
1 

1. Brideg. What’s the matter ? 
D. Job. This rafhnels will fpoil my defign upon the Daugh¬ 

ters ; if I had perfefted that, I would have own’d all this for 
half a Duccatoon- [To Ant. Lop. 
I ask your pardon for my ill manners; I was provok’d too far: 
indeed the accufations are fo extravagant and odd, I rather 

I a fhould 
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(houldhave laugh’d at’em. Let the young Fool have a vein 
open’d, he’s ftark ftaring mad. 

D. Ant. A foolifh Impoftor. We ne'r fa\V Seviltill Iaft night. 
Mar. Oh Impudence! 
Jac. No, not we ; we never were there till yefterday. Pray, 

Sir, lafy that young Fellow by the heels, for ly ing on us, men of 
Honour. 

D. Fran. What is the matter, Friend, you tremble fo ? 
D. Lop. ’Sdearfi, the Dog’s fear will betray us. 

. 3ac’}' tremble, Sir ? no, no, Sir: I tremble-Though 
it would make any one tremble to hear one lie, as that young 
Gentleman does. Have you noconfcience in you ? 

Mar. Heav’ncan witnefs for me, I fpeak not falfe. Ottavio, my 
dear Ottavio, being deareft to me of all the world, I would in 
Sevil have reveng’d his murder ; but the Villain there efcap’d 
me: I follow’d him to Sea, and in the fame Storm in which their 
Ship perilh’d, I was thrown on (hoar. Oh my Ottavio! if this 
foul unnatural murther be not reveng’d, there is no Jufticeleft 
amongmankind. ^4is Ghoft, and all the reft whom he has bar- 
baroufly murderc^/ill interrupt your quiet ; they’ll haunt you 
in your fleep. Revenge, revenge! 

2. Bride. This is wonderful. 
D. Fran. There muft be fomething in this; his paflion cannot 

be counterfeited, nor your man’s fear. 
Jac. My fear? I (corn your words; I feat nothing under the 

Sun. I fear? Ha,ha, ha- 
D. Job. Will you believe this one falfe Villain againft three, 

who are Gentlemen, and men ofhonour ? 
Jac. Nay, againft four, who are Gentlemen, and men of 

honour ? 
Mar. O Villain, that I had my Sword imbru'd in thy hearts 

bloud. Oh my dear Ottaz.no ! Do Juftice, Sir, or Heav’n will 
punifh you. 

Enter Clara. # 
• .-t ‘ ‘ ' * f 

D.Fran. Gentlemen, he is too earneft, in his grief and anger, 
to be what you wou’d have him, an Impoftor. My houfe has 

been 
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been your Sanftuary, andl am oblig’din honour not to aft as a 
Magiftrate, but your Hoft, no violence (hall here be offer’d to 
you 5 but you rauft inftantly leave this houfe, and if you would 
have fafety, find it fomewhere elfe. Be gone. 

D. joh. This is very well. 
Alar. Oh! will you let ’em go unpunifh’d ? 

Whither (hall I fiie for vengeance ? 
D. Fran. Pray leave this place immediately. 
Jac. Ah, good Sir, let’s be gone- Sir, your moft humble 

Servant. 
Clar. Oh, Sir, confider what you do 5 do not banifh Don 

John from hence. 
1. Brideg. Ha! what means {he ? 
D. Fran. What (ay you ? 
Clar.Oh, Sir, he is my Husband, we were laft night coni 

trafted. 
D. Fran. Oh Heav’n! what do I hear ? 
1. Brideg. I am difhonour’d, abus’d. Villain,thou dieft 
D. Joh. Villain, you lie5 I will cut your throat firft. 
D. Fran. Hey, where are my people here. 

Enter Servants and Flavia. 

Fl.w. Oh, Sir, hold; if you banifh Don John, I am loft for 
ever. 

D. Fran. Oh Devil! what do I hear? 
Flav. He is my Husband, Sir, we were laft night contracted. 
Clar. Your Husband! Heav’n! what’s this ? 
2. Brideg. Hell and Damnation! 
D. Fran. Oh! I have loft my lenies. 
Mar Oh Monfter! now am I to be believ’d? 
jfcc.Ohfpare my life! Iam innocent as I hope to live and 

breath. 
D. Joh. Dog, you (hall fight for your 1 ife, if you have it. 
D. Franc. Firft, I’ll revenge my fell on thefe. 
■S* joh. Hol'd, hold, they are both my Wives, and I will have 

them. 
£ Runs at his Daughters, they run out. 

D. Franc. 
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D. Franc. Oh Devil! fall on- 
Mar. Fall on, I will affift you. 

[Theyfight, Maria and Don Fr anci fco are kill'd., 
the two Bridegrooms are hurt, jzcomo runs away. 

D. Joh. Now we ve done their bufinefs. 
Ah, cowardly Rogue! are not you a Son of a Whore > 

Jac. Ay, Sir, what you pleafe: A man had better be a living 
Son of a Whore, than a dead Hero, by your favour. 

D. Joh. I could find in my heart to kill the Rafcal 5 his fear, 
fojne time or other, will undo us. 

Jac. Hold, Sir 3 I went, Sir, to provide for your efcape. Lets 
take Horfes out of the Stable, and flie 5 abundance of Com¬ 
pany are coming, e^pe&ing the Wedding, and we are irre¬ 
parably loft if we take not this time. I think my fear will now 
preferve you. 

D. Ant. I think he counfels well. Let’s flie to a new place of 
pleafure. 

D. Joh. But I (hall leave my bufinefs undone with the two 
Women. 

D.Lop. Tis now fcarce feizible. Let's fly3 you’ll light on 
others as handfom, where we come next. 

D. Joh. Well, difpofe of me as you pleafe 3 and yet it troubles 
me. 

Jac. Hafte, hafte,or we (hall be apprehended. [Exeunt. 

Enter Clara and Flavia. 

Flav. O that I ever liv’d to fee this day ! 
This fatall day! Twas our vile difobedience 
Caus’d our poor Father's death, which Heav’n 
Will revenge on us. So lewd a Villain 
As Don John was never heard ofyet. 

Clar. That we fhould be fo credulous! Oh dreadful 
Accident! Dear Father, to hat Expiation can 
We make ? our crime’s too foul (or 
Tears to wafti away, and all our lives will 
Be too fhort, to fpend in penitence for this 
Our levity and difobedience. He was the 
c v ,' .CV, ' Bcft 



Beft of Fathers, and of Men. 
Flau. What will become of us, poor miferable Maids, 

Loft in our Fortunes; and our Reputations ? 
Our intended Husbands, ifthey recover of their 
Wounds, will murder us; and ’tis but Juftice: 
Our lives too now cannot be worth the keeping. 
Thole Devils in the lhapes of men are fled. 

Clar. Let us not wafte our time in fruitlels grief; 
Let us employ fome to purfue the murderers. 
And for our felves, lets to the next Monaftery, 
And there fpend all our weary life in penitence. 

Flav. Let’s fly to our laft Sanctuary in this world. 
And try, by a Religious life, to expiate this Crime: 
There is no lafety, or no hope but there. 
Let’s go, and bid a long farewell to all the 
World; a thing too vain, and little worth our care. 

Clar. Agreed ; farewell to all the vanity on Earth, 
Where wretched Mortals, tofs’d ’twixt hope and fear, 
Muft of all fix’d and folid joy delpair. [Exeunt 

The Scene is a delightful Grove. 

Enter two Shepherds and two Nimphs. 

i. Shep. Come Nimphs and Shepherds, hafte away 
To th’happy Sports within thefe lhady Groves, 
In pleafint lives time Aides away apace, 
But with the wretched feems to creep too flow. 

1. Nimph. Our happy leifure we employ in joys, 
As innocent as they are pleafant. We, 
Strangers to ftrife, and to tumultuous noife, 
Tobaneful envy, and to wretched cares, 
In rural pleafures fpend our happy days. 
And our fbft nights in calm and quiet fleeps. 

2. Ship. No rude Ambition interrupts our reft. 
Nor bafe and guilty thoughts how to be great. 

2. Nimph. In humble Cottages we have mch contents,. 
As uncorrupted Nature does afford, 

Which. 
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Which the great, that forfeit under gilded Roofs, 
And wanton in Down Beds, can never know. 

I. Shep. Nature is here not yet debauch'd by Art, 
*Tis as it was in Saturn's happy days: 
Minds are not here by Luxury invaded 5 
A homely Plenty, with fharp Appetite, 
Does lightfome health, and vigorous ftrength impart. 

1. Nimph. A chaft-cold Spring does here refrefh our thirft, 
Which by no feavourifh furfeit is increas’d 3 
Our food is fuch as Nature meant for Men, 
Ere with the Vicious, Eating was an Art. 

2. Nimph. In noifie Cities riot is perfu’d, 
And lewd luxurious living foftens men, 
Effeminates Fools in Body and in Mind, 
Weakens their Appetites, and decays their Nerves. 

2. Shep. With filthy Reams from their excels of Meat, 
And dowdy vapours rais’d from dangerous Wine, 
Their heads are never clear or free to think, 
They wafte their lives in a continual miff 

1. Shep. Some fubtil and ill men chufe Temperance, 
Not as a Vertue, but a Bawd to Vice, 
And vigilantly wait toruine thofe. 
Whom Luxury and Eafe have lull’d afleep. 

2. Shep. Yes, in the clamorous Courts of tedious Law, 
Where what is meant for a rdief’s a gievance 5 
Or in Kings Palaces, where Cunning ftrives, 
Not to advanceKing’s Interefts, but its own. 

1. Nimph. There they in a continual hurry live, 
And feldom can, for all their fubtile Arts, 
Lay their foundations fure, but fome 
Are undermin’d, others blown down by ftorms. 

2. Nimph. Their fubtilty is but a common Road 
Of flattering great men, and oppreffing little, 
Smiling on all they meet, and loving none. 

1. Shep. In populous Cities, life is all a ftorm 3 
But we enjoy a fweet perpetual calm : 
Here our own Flocks we keep, and here 
1 apd my Phillis can embrace unenvi’d. 

v 

2. Shep. 
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2. Shep. And I and C<elia without jealoufie. 
But hark, the Pipes begin 5 now for our fports. 

[ d Symphony of Rnfficl^Mufick* 

NImphsand Shepherds come away, 
Inthefe Groves let's fport and play 5 

Where each day is a Holy-day, 
Sacred toEafe and happy Love. 
To Dancing, Mafic4, Poetry : 
Tour Flocky may novo fecurely rove. 
WhilJlyoH exprefsyoar jollity. 

Enter Shepherds and Shepherdefles, tinging in Chorus. 

We come, n?e no joy like this. 
AW let us (lng1 rejoyce, and kjfs. 
The Great can never know fuch blifs 

1. As this. 
2. As this. 
3. ^4/ this. 
AW. As this. 

The Great can never know fuch blifs 

I. All th'Inhabitants o'th'Wood, 
Now celebrate the Spring, 

That gives frejh vigour to the blond 
Of every living thing. 

Chor. The Birds have been (inging and billing before ar9 
And all the fweet Choristers joyn in the Chorus. 

2. The Nightingales with jugging throats, 
Warble out their pretty Notes0 
So fw-eet9Jb fweet 9fo fweet: 

And thus our Loves and Pie a fares greet. 
Chor .Then let our Pipes founds let us dance, let us ftng9 

Till the murmuring Groves with loud Eccho's pall ring. 

[Dance begins. 
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4. Howhappy are we. 

From alljcaloufiefrec 5 
No dangers or cares can annoy us ? 

We toy and we kifs. 
And Love3s our chief blifs 5 

A pleafure that never can cloy us. 
Chor. Our days we confume in unenvi’d delights. 

And in love and foft reft our happy long nights. 

4. Each Nimph does impart 
Her love without Art, 

To her Swain, who thinks that his chief Treafnret* 
No envy is fear d. 
No (Ighs are er heard, 

But thofe which are caus’d by our pleafure. 
Chor. When we feel the blefs’d Raptures of innocent Love, 

Nojoys exceed ours but the pleafures above. 

In thefe delightful fragrant Groves, 

General s ce^rate our happy Loves. 
, j Let’s pipe, and dance, and laugh, and (tng'y 

/Thus every happy living thing, 
' Revels in the cheerful Spring. 

[Dance continues* 

E#/erDon John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo. 

D.Joh. So, thus far we are fafe, we have almoft kill’d our 
Horfes with riding crofs out of all Roads. 

Jac. Nay, you have had as little mercy on them, as if they had 
been Men or Women: But yet we are not lafe, let us fly 
farther. 

D. jfob. The houfe flighted at wasmine during my life, which 
I fold to that fellow 5 he, fincehe holds by that tenure, will care¬ 
fully conceal us. 

Jac. Tis a Tenure I will not give him two moneths purchafe 
For. 

D. jfob. Befides, our Swords are us’d to conqueft. 

# A nt. 



D. Ant. At worft, there is a Church hard by * we’ll put it to 
its proper ufe, take refuge in’t. 

D. Lop. Look here, here are Shepherds, and young pretty 
Wenches * (hall we be idle, Don .<? 

D. Ant. By no means* ’tisa long time, methinks, fince we 
were vicious. 

D. Joh. We'll ferve ’em as the Romansdfd the Sabines, we’ll 
rob ’em of their Women * onely we’ll return the Punks again, 
when we have us’d them. 

Jac. For Heav’ns fake hold. 
D.Joh. Sirra, no more* do as we do, ravifh, Rafcal, or, by 

my Sword, I'll cut thee into fo many pieces, it (hall pofe an 
Arithmetician to fum up the fra&ions of thy body. 

Jac. I ravifh! Oh, good Sir! my courage lies not that way* 
alas, I, I am almoft famifh’d, I have not eat to day. 

D. Joh. Sirra, by Heaven do as I bid thee, or thou (halt never 
eat again. Shall I keep a Rafcal for a Cyphef^ 

Jac. Oh! what will become of me ? I muft do it. 
D. Joh. Come on, Rogue, fall on. 
D. Ant. Which are you for ? 
D. Joh. Tis all one, I am notin Love but in Luft, and to liich 

a one a Belly-full’s a Belly-full, and there’s an end on’t. 
1. Shepherdefs. What means this violence? 
2. Shepherdefs. Oh ! Heav’n proteft us. 
Jac. Well, I muft have one too 5 if I be hang’d, I had as good 

be hang’d for fomething. 
£ Every one runs off with a Woman. 

D. Lop. Rogues, come not on 3 well be in your guts. 
All Shepherdefs. Help, help. QThey cry out. 
1. Shep. What Devils are thefe ? [Exeunt. 

[Three or four Shepherds return with Jacomo. 
1 .Shep. Here’s one Rogue. Have we caught you, Sir ? well 

cool your courage. 
Jac. Am I taken prifoner? I (hall be kept as an honourable 

Hoftage, at leaft-- 
2. Shep. Where are thefe Villains, thefe Ravifhers ? 
Jac. Why you need not keep fuch a ftir, Gentlemen, you will 

K 2 have 
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have all your Women again, and no harm done. Let me m I’ll 
fetch’em to you. 8 ’ 

l.Shep. No, you libidinous Swine3 we’ll revenge the Rapes 
on you. r 

, ^ Jac. Good kind civil people pafs this by: ’Tis true, my Ma¬ 
iler’s a very Tarquin 3 but Ine’r attempted roravilh before. 

2-Shep. I’ll fecure you from ever dbihg of it again. Where’s 
your Knife .<? 

Jac. Heav’n! what do you mean? Oh fpare me! I am un¬ 
prepar’d 3 let me be confeft. 

1. Shep. We will not kill you, we ll but geld you: Are you lb 
hot, Sir ? 

Jac. Oh bloudy Villains! have a care, ’tis not a feafon for that 
the Sign’s in Scorpio. ’ 

2. Shcp. Down with him—- 
Jac.Ohelp, help! murder,murder! Have a care what you 

do, I am the laft af-all my Race-- Will you deftroy a 
whole Stock, and take away my Reprefenters of my Family >-— 

1. Shep. There (hall be no more of the Breed of you -- 
Jac.l am of an antient Family 3 will you cut offall hopes of 

a Son and Heir ? Help! help! Mafter, Don John.<? Oh! Oh ! 
Oh! 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio. 

D. Joh. How now, Rogues? do you abufe my Man? 
Jac. O Sir, this is the firft good thing you ever did: if you 

had not come juft in the Nick, I had loftmy Manhood. 
D. Ant. Tis no matter for the ule you make on’t. 
D. Lop. But come, let’s now to Supper. 
Jac. Come on, I am almoft ftarv’d. [ Exeunt. 

Shepherds return. 

1. Shep.Let’s not complain, but Dog the Rogues, and when 
we have Hous’d ’em, we will to the next Magiftrate, and beg his 
pow’r to apprehend ’em. [Exeunt. 

Scene 
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The Scene changes to a Church, with the Statue ' 

of Dor. Pedro on Horfcback in it. 

D. Job. Let’s in, and fee this Church. 
Jac. Is this a time to fee Churches ? But let me fee whofe Sta¬ 

tue s this? Oh Heav’n! this is Don Pedro's, whom you murder’d 
at Sevili 

D. Joh. Say youfo ? Read the Infcription. 
Jac. Here lies Don Pedro, Govern our of Sevil, bxrbaroufly mur¬ 

der'd by that impious Villain, Don John, 3gainjl whom his innocent 
bloud cries fillfor vengeance. 

D.Joh. Let it cry on. Art thou there i’faith ? Yes, I kill'd 
thee, and wou’d dot again upon the feme occafion. Jacomo —- 
invite him to Supper. 

Jac What, a Statue! invite a Statue to Supper ? Ha, ha —*—* 
can Marble eat ? 

D. Joh. I fey, Rafcal, tell him I would have him Sup with me. 
Jac. Ha, ha, ha ! who the Devil put this whimfey into your 

head? Ha, ha,ha! invite a Statue to Supper? 
D. Joh. I fhall fpoil your mirth, Sirra 3 I will have it done. 
Jac. Why, ’tisimpoffible 5 wou’d you have me (itch a Cox¬ 

comb, invite Marble to eat ? Ha, ha, ha. 
He goes feveral times towards the Statue, 
and returns laughing. 

Good Mr. Statue,* if it fhall pleafe your Worfhip, my Matter 
defires you to make Collation with him prefently-- 

[ The Statue nods his head, Jacomo falls 
down and roars. 

Oh I am dead! Oh, Oh, Oh. 
D. Joh. The Statue nods its head 3 ’tis odd--- 
D. Ant. Tis wonderful. 
D. Lop. 1 am amaz’d. 
Jac. Oh I cannot ttir! Help, help. 
jD.3foA.Well, Gpvernour, come, take part of a Collation 

with me, ’tis by this time ready 5 make hafte, ’tis I invite you. 
[ Statue nods again. 

Say you fb ? come on, let’s fet all things in order quickly. 
jfoe<Ohfly, fly. 
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D. Ant. This is prodigious. 

[Exeunt Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, Jacomo. 

The Scene is a Dining Room, aTablefpread 
Servants fetting on Meat and Wine. 

Z). Joh. Come, our meat is ready, let’s fit. Pox on this foolifh 
Statue, it puzles me to know the reafbn on’t. Sirra, I’ll give 
you leave to fit. 

D. Ant. Let’s eat, ne’r think on’t. 
Jac. Ay, come, let's eat 5 lam too hungry now to think on 

the fright — [ Jacomo eats greedily. 
D. Job. This is excellent Meat. How the Rogue eats. You'll 

choak your felf. 
Jae. I warrant you, look to your felf.' 
D. Ant. Why, Jacon/o, is the Devil in you ? 
Jac. No, no, if he be, 'tis a hungry Devil. 
-D.-L0p.Will you not drink ? 
Jac. I’ll lay a good foundation firft. 
ID. jfoh. The Rafibal eats like a Canibal. 
Jac. Ay,’tis no matter for that. 
D. Job. Some Wine, Sirra. 
Jac. There, Sir, take it I am in hafte. 
D.Ant.’Sde&th, the Fool will beftrangl'd. 
Jac. The Fool knows what he does. 
D.Joh. Here 5 to Don Pedros Ghoft, he (hould have been 

welcome. 
Jac. O name him not. 
D.Lop. The Rafcalis afraid of you after death. 
Jac.Oh! Oh! fome Wflft, give me fome Wine. 

[jUn/cjichoil^d. 
D. Ant. Take it. 
Jac. So, now ’tis down. 
D. Ant. Are you not (atisfi’d yet ? 
Jac. Peace,,peace $ I have but juft begun. 

{jQuclkpvckf hard a' th’ dcor. 
WHois there > come in, I am very bulie, 

D. m. 
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D. Joh. Rife , - vonr duty. 
Jac. But one a 1 come. [Knochj again. 

What a pax, are y c [Opens the door% 

Enter Ghojl. 

Oh 1 the Devil, the Devil. 
D.Joh. Hah! it is the Ghoft, let s rife and receive him. 
D. Ant. I am amaz’d. 
D. Lop. Not frighted are you ? 
D. Ant. I fcorn the thoughts of fear. 

[ They falute the Ghojt+ 
D. Joh. Come, Governour, you are welcome, fit there 5 if we 

had thought you would have come, we woudhave ftaid for 
you. But come on, Sirra, give me fome Wine. [The Ghoft jits. 

Jac. Oh! I am dead 3 what (hall I do > I dare not come near 
you. 

D, Joh. Come, Rafeal, or I’ll cut your throat. 
Q Fills Wine, his hand trembles0 

Jac. I come, I come. Oh! Oh! 
D.Joh. Why do you tremble, Rafeal} hold itfteadily-- 
Jac. Oh! I cannot. 

[ Jacomo fnatches meat from the Table9 
and runs a fide. 

D. Joh. Here, Governour, your health. Friends, put it about. 
Here’s excellent meat 3 tafte of this Ragouft. If you had had a 
body of tlefh, I would have given you cher entire— 11 but 
the Women care not for Marble. Come, I’ll help you. Come, 
eat. and let old quarrels be forgotten. 

Ghojl. I come not here to take repaft with you 3 
Heaven has permitted me to animate 
This Marble body, and I come to warn 
You of that vengeance is in ftore for you. 
If you amend not your pernicious lives. ? 

' Jac. Oh Heavn! 
D. Ant. What, are you come to preach to us > v|; 
I). Lop. Keep your Harangues for Fools that will believe’em. 
I). Joh. We are too much confirm’d. Pox o’ this dry difcourfe* 

give 
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give me Tome Wine. Come, here’s to your Miftris.5 you had 
one when you were living: not forgetting your fweet Sifter. 
Sirra, more Wine. 

Jac. Ay, Sir-. Good Sir, do not provoke the Ghoft 3 his 
Marble fifts may fly about your ears, and knock your brains 
out. 

D. Joh. Peace, Fool. 
Ghoft. Tremble, you impious Wretches, and repent} 

Behold, the pow’rs of Hell wait for you- [Devils rife. 
Jac. Oh! I will fteal from hence. Oh the Devil! 
D. Job. Sirra, ftir not 5 by Heav’n Ill ufe thee worfe than 

Devils can do. Come near, Coward. 
Jac. OI dare not ftir 3 what will become of me ? 

^ D.Joh. Come,. Sirra, eat. 
Jac. O, Sir, my appetite is fatisfied. 
D. Job. Drink,Dog, the Ghoft’s health: Rogue, do’t, or Ill 

run my Sword down your throat. 
Jac. Oh l Oh! Here,Mr.Statue^&m? health. 
D.Joh. Now, Rafcal, fing to entertain him. 
Jac. Sing, quoth he ! Oh ! I have loft my voice 5 I cannot be 

merry in foch company. Sing-- 
D. Ant. Who arethefe with ugly {hapes ? 
D.Lop. Their manner of appearing is fbmethingftrange. 
Ghoji. They’re Devils, that wait for fuch hard impious 

Men. They’re Heavenslnftruments of eternal vengeance. 
D.Joh. Are they fome of your Retinue ? Devils; (ay you > I 

am fbrry I have no Burnt Brandey to treat’em with,that’s Diink 
fit for Devils-Hah ! they vanifh. [They (ink.. 

Gho&. Cannot the fear of Hell’s eternal tortures. 
Change the horrid courfe of your abandon’d lives ? 
Think on thofe Fires, thofe everlafting Fires, 
That fhall Without .confirming burn you ever. 

D. Joh. Dreams, dreams, too flight to lo(e my pleafure for. 
In fpight of all you fay I will goon, 
Till I have forfeited on all delights. 
Youth is a Fruit that can but once be gather’d. 
And I’ll enjoy it to the full. 

IX Ant. 
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D• Ant. Let’s pufti it on 3 Nature chalks out the way that we 
fhould follow. 

D. Lop. Tis her fault, if we do what we fbould not. Let’s on, 
here’s a Brimmer to our Leader’s health. 

Jac. What hellifh Fiends are thefe ? 
D. Job. Let metell you, ’tisfbmething ill bred to rail at your 

Hoft, that treats you civilly. You have not yet forgot your 
quarrel to me. 

Ghoji/T'is for your good 3 by me Heaven warns you of its 
wrath, and gives you a longer time for your repentance. I in¬ 
vite you this night to a repaft of mine. 

D. Job. Where? 
Ghoft. At my Tomb. 
D. Ant. What time ? 
Gboji. At dead of night. 
D. Job. We’ll come. 
Ghoft. Fail not. 
D. Lop. I warrant you. 
Ghoft. Farewell, and think upon your loft condition. 
D. Job. Farewell, Covernour j I’ll fee what Treat you’ll 

give us. 

Jac .That will not I. Pox on him, I have had enough of his 
company, I thall not recover it this week. If I eat with fetch an 
Hoft, I’ll be hang’d. 

D. Job. If you do not, by Heaven you (hall be hangd. 
Jac. Whither will your lewdneiS carry me ? I do not care for 

having a Ghoft for my Landlord. Will not thefe Miracles do 
good upotryou ? 

D. Job. There's nothing happens but by Natural Caufes, 
Which in unufual things Fools cannot find, 
And then they ftile eirTMiracles. But no Accident 
Can alter me from what I am by Nature. 
Were there- . , , ., 
Legions of Ghofts and Devils in my way, 
One moment in my courfe ©fpleafure I'd not ftay. 

L 
r Examt ontnes 

ACT 
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ACT V. 

Enter Jacomo, with Bac^ Breajl, and Head-piece. 

JaP. T T 7Ell, this damn’d Mailer of mine will not part with 
VV me$ and we mud fight five or fix times a day, one 

day with another, that’s certain: Therefore thou art wife, ho¬ 
ned jfacowo, to arm thy felf, I take it. Sa, fa, fa - Methinks 
I am very valiant on the hidden. Sa, fa,fa. Hah! there I have 
you. Paph- Have at you. Hah- there I have you 
through: that was a fine thrud in tierce. Hah-Death! 
what noifeis that? 

EnterDon John. 
• 

D.Joh. How now, Sirra,what are you doing > 
Jac. Nothing, but practicing to run people through the bo¬ 

dies, that’s all ■, for I know fome body's throat mull be cut be¬ 
fore midnight. 

D. Job. In Armour too! why, that cannot help you, you are 
fuch a cowardly Fool; fear will betray you falter within, than 
that can defend you without—^- 

Jac. I fear no body breathing, I =, nothing can terrifie me but 
the Devillilh Ghoft. Ha! who's that coming? Oh Heaven! 

[Leaps back.; 
D.Joh. Is this your courage ? you are preparing for flight be¬ 

fore an Enemy appears. 
Jac. No, no, Sir, not 13 I onely leapt back to put my felf upon 

my guard —— Fa, la, la- 

Enter Don Lopez and Don Antonio. 

D. Job. Whom have we here ? 
Jac. Oh where! where! who are they ? 
D. Joh. Oh my Friends! where have you been ? 

D.Ant. 
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D.Ant.Wc went to view the (lately Nunnery hard by, and 

have been chatting with the poor fanttifi’d Pools, till it’s dark 5 
we have been chaffering for Nuns-flefh. 

D. Lop. There I made fuch a difcovery, if you do not affift 
me, I am ruin’d for ever. Don Bernardos Sifter, whom I fell in 
love with in Sevil, is this day plac’d there for probation 5 and 
if you cannot advifeme to fome way or other of getting her out, 
for fome prefent occafion I have for her, I am a loft man, that’s 
certain. 

D. The bufineft is difficult, and werefolveto manage it 
in council. 

Jac. Now will they bring me into fome wicked occafion or 
other of (hewing my prowels: a pox on ’em. 

D. Joh. Have you fo long follow ed my fortunes, to boggle at 
difficulty upon fo honourable an occafion 5 befides, here is no 
difficulty. 

D. Lop. No? the Walls are fo high, and the Nunnery (b 
ftrongly fortifi’d,•twill be impoflible to do it by force, we 
mull find fome ftratagem. . 

D. Joh. The ftratagem is foon found out-- 
D. Ant. As how, Don John ? 
D. Joh. Why, I will fet fire on the Nunnery fire the Hive, 

and the Drones muftout, or be burnt within: then may you,’ 
with eafe, under pretence of fiiccour, take whom you will. 

D. Lop.'Tis a gallant defign. 
D. Ant. I long to be about it. Well, Don, thou art the braveft 

Fellow breathing. 
Jac. Gentlemen, pray what became of that brave Fellow, that 

fir’d the Temple at Ephefits ? was he not hang’d, Gentlemen, 
hum-— 

D. Ant.Wc are his Rivals, Fool 5 and who would not fuffer 
for fo brave an aftion ? 

D. Joh. He’s a Scoundrel and a Poultroon, that would not 
have his Death for his Fame. 

D. Lop. That he is, a damn’d Son of a Whore, and not fit to 
drink with. 

Jac. ’ f is a rare thing to be a Martyr for the Devil 5 But 
what good will infamy do you, when you are dead > whenHo- 

L 2 * not? 
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nour is nothing but a vapour to you, while you are living. 
For my part I'd not behang’dtobe Alexander the Great. 

D. Ant. Whata phlegmatick dull Ralcal is that, who has no 
Ambition in him. 

Jac. Ambition! what, to be hang’d > befides, what’sthein- 
trinfick value of Honour when a man is under ground ? Let 
’em but call me honeft Jacomo, as I am, while I live, and let ’em 
call me, when l am dead, Don John if they will. 

D. Job. Villain, dare you profane my name ? 
Jac. Hold, Sir, think what you do $ you cannot hurt me, my 

Arms are Piftol-proofi 

Enter a Servant. 

Semi come to give you notice of an approaching danger: 
You muft fly; an Officer with fome Shepherds have found you 
were at our houfe, and are come to apprehend you, for fome 
outrage you have committed 3 I came to give you notice, know¬ 
ing our Family has a great relpe&for you. 

D.Joh. Yes, I know your Family has a great refpeft for me, 
for I have lain with every one in it, but thee and thy Mafter. 

Jac. Why look you now, I thought what ’twou’d come to: 
fly, Sir, fly 3 thedarknefs of the night will help us. Come, I’ll 
lead the way. 

D. Job. Stay, Sirra, you (hall have one occafion more of Ihow- 
ing your valour. 

D. Ant. Did ever any Knight Errant fly, that was fo well 
appointed ? 

D. Lop. No $ you (hall ftay, and get Honour, Jacomo. 

Jac. Pox of Honour, I am content with the Stock I have al¬ 
ready. 

D. Job. You are eafily fatisfied. But now let’s fire the Nun¬ 
nery. 

D.Ant. Come on. 
D. Lop. I long to be at it. 
Jac. O Jacomo! thy life is not worth a Piece of Eight. Tis in 

vain to diffwade ’em, Sir 3 I will never trouble you with an- 
. other 
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other requeft, if you’ll be gracioufly pleas’d to leave me out of 
this adventure. 

D. Joh. Well, you have your defire. 
Jac. A thoufand thanks 3 and whe^I fee you again, I will be 

humbly content with a Halter. 
D. Job. But, do you hear, Fool ? ftand Centinel here 3 and if 

any thing happens extraordinary, give usnoticeofit. 
Jac. O, good Sir! what do you mean ? that’s as bad as going 

with you. 
D. Job. Let me find you here when I come again, or you area 

dead man—— 
[Exeunt Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, 

Jac. I am fore 1 am a dead man, if you find me here: But 
would my Armour were off now, that I might run the lighter. 
Night affift me. Heaven! what noifeisthat? to be left alone in 
the dark, and fear Ghoftsand Devils, is very horrible. But Oh l 
who are thefe ? 

Enter Officer^ Guards y and Shepherds. 

X. Shep. We are thus far right* the RavKhers went this way. 
2.Shep. For Heavens fake take ’em dead or alive 3 fuch defpe- 

rate Villains ne’r were feen. 
Jac. So 3 if I be catch’d, I (hall be bang’d 3 if not, I (hall be 

kill’d. Tisvery fine. Thefe are the Shepherds. I’ll hide my felf 
[He Hands up clofe againji the Wall. 

1. Shep. If we catch the Rogues, we will broil ’em alive 3 no 
death can be painful enough for foch Wretches. 

jhie* O bloudy minded men-- 
2. Shep. O impious vile Wretches! that we had you in our 

clutches! Open your Dark Lantej^and let’s fearch for ’em. 
Jac. What will become of mWrmy Armour will not do 

now. 
1 .Shep. Thus far we hunted them upon a good feent: but now 

we are at a fault. 
Jac. Let me fee 31 have one trick left, I have a Difguife will 

fright the Devil. 
2. Shep. They muftbe hereabouts* 



Jac.Yll in amongft them, and certainly this will fright 'em. 
1. Shef. Oh Heav’n ! what horrid Ob jedt’s this > 
Jac. The Devil. 
2. Shep. Oh fly, fly! th^pevil, the Devil! fly-. 

[Exeunt Shepherds frighted. 
Jan. Farewell, good Gentlemen. This is the firft time my 

face e’r did me good. But Ill not flay I take it 5 Yet whether 
{hall I fly } Oh ! what noife is that ? I am in the dark, in a 
ftrange place too } what will follow ? There lie. Oh! my Arms. 
Hah ! Whos there? Let me go this way-Oh theGhoft! 
tHeGhoft! Gad forgive me, ’twas nothing but my fear 

[ A noife within^ Fire, ire* jj 
the Nunnery s on fire. 

Oh vile Wretches! they have done the deed. There is no fly¬ 
ing, now the place will be full of people, and wicked Lights, 
that will difcover me, if I fly. 

Within. Fire, fire, fire 5 the Nunnery’s on fire} help, help— 
[Severalpeople crofi the Stage, crying Fire. 

Jac. What {hallI do? there’s no way but one, I’ll go with 
the Crowd. Fire! Fire-Murder ! help ! help ! fire ! fire.— 

[More peoplgcrofs the Stage, he runs with them. 

Enter Don John, Don Antonio, Den Lopez, four Nuns. 

D. Joh. Fear not, Ladies, well protedt you. 
I. Nun. Our Sex and Habits will protect us. 
D. Lop. Not enough, we will protect you better. 
1. Nun. Pray leave us, we muft not confort with men. 
D. Ant. What would you run into the fire to avoid Mankind ? 

you are zealous Ladies indeed. 
D. jM.Come, Ladies, walk with us} well put you in a place 

offafety. Sk ^ 
l.Nun.Well go nofurtner, we arefafe* enough} begone, 

and help to quench the fire. 
D.Joh.Wc have.another fire to quench} come along with 

MS. 

D. Lop. Ay, come, you mufl go. 
* D.Ant. 



D. Ant. Come along, we know whats good for you $ you 
muft go with us, 

1 .Nun. Heaven ! what violence is this? what impious men 
are thefe ? Help ! help! \AUcry Help. 

Enter Flavia and Clara, Probationers. 

Flav. Here are thebloudy Villains, the caufes of our mifery. 
Clar. Inhumane Butchers! now well have your lives. 
jD. Job. Hah ! here are a brace of my Wives. If you have a 

mind to this Fool, take her betwixt you} for my part, I’ll have 
my own. Come, Wives, along with me 5 we muft confummate, 
my Spoufes, we muft confummate. 

Clar. What Monfters are thefe ? 
All Nuns. Help! help ! 

• D. Ant. ’Sdeath ! thefe foolifti Wonlfenare their own Enemies. 
D. Lop. Here are fo many people, if they cry out more,they II 

interrupt us in our brave defign. 
D. Job. I warrant you 3 when they cry out, let us out-noife 

’em* Come, Women, you muft go along with us. 
1. Nun. Heaven! what (hall we do ? Help! help! 
D. Job. Help ! help! Fire! fire! fire! 

«p! 
Q They hale the Women by the hands, who 

Hill cryvut, and they with them. 

Enter fever a l people, crying out Fire, Jacomo in the rear. 

Jac. Fire! fire ! fire ! Help ! help! 
'Sdeath! here's my Mafter. 

Z). Job. Sirra, come along with me, I have ufe of you. 
Jac. I am caught. 
D. Joh. Here, Sirra, take one of my Wives, and force her 

after me. Do you refufe, Villain ? 

Enter 



Enter Shepherds, with Officer and Guards. 

AWr.Help ! help! good people help! refeue us from thefe 
Villains. 

i. Shep. Who are you, committing violence on Women ? 
2 .Shep. Heavens ! they are the Villains we feck for. 
Jac. Where is my Armour now ? Oh my Armour. 
Officer. Fall on. 

E They fight. Women fly, Jacomofalls 
down as hid'd, two Shepherds and 
the Officer are kill’d. 

D. Joh. Say you fo, Rogues ? 
D. Lop. So, the Field’s our own. 
D. Joh. But a pox on’t„ we have bought a Vi&ory too dear 

we have loft the Women. 
D. Ant. We’ll find ’em again. But poor Jacom’s kill’d. 
Jac. That’s a lie. [Aide. 
I). Lop. ’Faith, let’s carry off our dead. 
D. Joh. Agreed 5 we’ll bury him in the Church, while the 

Ghoft treats us, we’ll treat the Worms with the body of a 
Rafcal. 

Jac. Not yet a while. [Aide. 
D. Lop. Come, let’s take away the Fool. 
Jac. No, the Fool can take up himfelf. ’Sdeath! you refolve 

not to let me alone dead or alive-- 
Here are more Murders. Oh! 

D. Lop. Oh counterfeiting Rafcal! are you alive ? 
[ The Clockjlrikes Twelve. 

D. Ant. The Clock ftrikes Twelve. 
D. Joh.’Slife, our times come, we muft to theTomb : I would 

not break my woid with the Ghoft for a thoufand Doubloons— 
Jac. Nor I keep it for ten times the Money. 
D.Joh. But you (hall keep your word. Sir. 
Jac. Sir, I am refblv’d to faft to night, ’tisa Vigil: Bcfides, I 

care not for eating in fuch bafe company. 
t Within. Follow, follow, follow- 

D. Lop. D’ hear that noife ? the remaining Rogues have 1 ais’d 
tine 
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the JViobile, and are coming upon us. 

>r.Ch! let's f)ie-~-hie what will become of me > 

ret St° thr Church’ and §ive the Rogues the Go-by 
D. Joh. Come on, fince tismytime, and I have promis'd th^ 

Goveinour, I'll go— You had beft ftay, Sirra, and Ken 

Av^'awajXV SOt° 'heCh“rCh Wh«h« ‘willo,'no. 

Enter tm Shepherds, with a great Rabble. 

Here they went; follow, follow 
Vifi C Exeunt orrnes. 

SrCue !IC Church’ tflc Statue of Donpedro on 

ft 5 °>n CaCh fide°f the Church» Don Johns 
Ghoft, Marta s, Don Frandfcds, Leonora's. Flora's, 

Marta's Brothers, and others, with Torches in their 

Euter Don John>Don Antonio, Don Lopez, Jacomo. 

JJ. Ant-1 lee no Entertainment prepar’d. * 

temin ut ^ ^ had mannefS t0 H§ht off his Horfe, and en- 

D. Joh. He would not fure be fo ill bred tn 
him on foot. “c 10111 Dreo, to make us wait on 

Jac. Pox on his breeding, I.fhall die with fear • r U, A , 

d m wek,rcd hang‘cl- g00d 
vvordf ’ COVOTOUr’ y°af* we ate at good « out 

D. Ant. Where's your Collation > 

D.Lop. Bid fomeof your Attendants give us fome Wine. 

L Ghoji de rcends. 
M ' Stat. 



Stat. Have you not yet thought on your loft condition > 
Here are the Ghofts of fome whom you have murder’d, , . 
That cry for vengeance on you-- 

Fathers Ghofi. Repent, repent of all your horrid crimes: , 
Monfters, repent, or Hell will {wallow you. 

D. Job. That’s my Old man's voice. D’ hear, Old Gentleman, 
you talk idly. 

Jac. I do repent, Ofpare me. I do repent of all my fins, but 
especially of following this wicked W retch. [Kneels. 

D. Ant. Away, Fool - CAnt- kicks him. 
D. Fran.Ghofi.My bloud cries out upon thee, barbarous 

Wretch. 
D.Joh. That's my Hoft Francifco, ’faith thou wert a good ho- 

neft Blockhead, that’s the truth on't-- 
FlorasGhofi.Thou (halt not efcape vengeance for all thy 

crimes. 
D. Job. What Fool’s that, lam not acquainted with her. 
Leon. Ghofi. In time lay hold on mercy, and repent. 
D. Joh. That was Leonora, a good natur’d filly Wench, fbme- 

thing too loving, that was all her fault. 
Mar. Villain, this is the laft moment of thy life. 

And thou in flames eternally (halt howl. 
D.Joh. Thou li’ft. This is the young hot-headed Fool we 

kill’d at Francifco’s. Pox on him, he difappointed mein my de- 
fign upon the Daughters. Would thou wert alive again, that I 
might kill thee once more. 

D. Lop. No more of this old foolifli fluff 5 give us fome Wine 
to begin with. 

D.Ant. Ay, give us fome Wine, Governour. 
D.Joh. What, do you think to treat us thus ? I offer’d you a 

better entertainment. Prethee trouble us no more, but bid 
fome of your Attendants give us fome Wine5 I’ll drink to you 
and all the good Company. 

Stat. Give ’em the Liquor they have moft delighted in. 
[ Two of the Ghofis go out, and bring 
four Glajfesfull of bloud, thengive''em to 
D. John, D. Ant. D. Lop. 

D. Lop. This is fomething. 
D. Joh. 



D. Joh. This is civil. 
D. Lop. I hope a good defett will follow. 

£ Ghojl offers a Glafs to Jacomo, 
who runs round D. John,D. Ant. 
D. Lop. roaring. 

Jac. Are you ftark diftra&ed ? will you drink of that Liquor 1 
Oh! Oh! what d’you mean? Goodfweet Ghoft forbear your 
civility j Oh I arunot dry, I thank you-. 

D. Joh. Give it me. Here, take it, Sirra. 
Jac. By no means, Sir, I never drink between meals. Oh Sir— 
D. Joh. Take it, Rafcal. 
Jac. Oh Heav’ns! 
D. Joh. Now, Governour, your Health 5 ’tis the reddeft drink 

I ever law. 
D. Lop. Hah! pah! ’tis bloud. 
D. Ant. Pah! it is ■ ■ -- 
Jac. Oh! I’ll have none of it. 

£ They throw tkp Glaffes down. 
D. Joh. ’Sdeath, do you mean to affront us ? 
Stat. ’Tis fit for fuchbloud-thirfty Wretches. 
D. Joh. Do you upbraid me with my killing of you 31 did it, 

and would do it again: I’d fight with all your Family one by 
one 5 and cut off root and branch to enjoy your Sifter. But will 
you treat us yet no otherwile ? 

Stat. Yes, I will, ye impious Wretches. [A Flourijh. 
D. Lop. What’s here ? Mufick to treat us with ? 
D. Ant. There is fome plealure in this. 

Song of Devils. 

1. Dev. T~} Rep are, prepare, new Guefls draw near, 
J And on the hrink^of Hell appear. 

2. Dev. Kindle frefh flames of Sulphur there. 
Affemhle all ye Fiends, 
Wait for the dreadful ends 

Of impious men, who far excel 
All th’Inhabitants of Hell. 

M 2 Chor. 
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Chor. of,-Let'em come, let 'em come, , 
Devils. iTo an eternal dreadful doom, ? 

Let’em come, let 'em come. 

3* Dev. Jn mi chiefs they have all the damn'd outdone 3 
lire they ft.nil weep, W fall unpiti'd yroan. 
Here they fall howl, /W make eternaCmoan. 

1. Dev. By B’.oudand Lujl they have deferv'd fo well, 
That theyfallfeel the hotted flames of Hell. 

2. Dev. In vain they fall here their paji mifehiefs bewail. 
In exquifite torments that never fall fail. ’ 

3- Dev. Eternal darknefs they fallfind. 
And them etemail Chainsfall bind 
To infinite pain offenfe and mind. 

Chorus --Let em come, let ’em come, 
of all. yTo an eternal dreadful doom 

a Let ’em come, let 'em come. 

St at. Will you not relent, and feel remorfe > 
D. Joh. Cou’dft thou beftow another heart on me, I might • 

but with this heart I have, I cannot. 6 7 
D. Lop. Thefe things are prodigious. 
£>. Ant. I have a kind of grudging to relent, but fomething 

holds me back. & 
D. Lop. If we could, ’tis now too late 3 I will not. 
D. Ant. Wedefiethee. 
St at. Perilh, ye impious Wretches, go and find 

The punishments laid up in Store for you. 

[It Thunders, Don Lopez and Don 
Antonio are fw allow’d up. 

Behold their dreadful Fates, and know, that thy laft moment’s 
come. 

D. Joh. Think not to fright me, foolifh GhoSt 3111 break your 
Marble'body in pieces, and pull down your Horfe. 

Jac. Iffear has left me my Strength, I’ll Steal away. [Exit. 
D. Joh. Thefe things I fee with wonder, but no fear. 

% - Were 
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Were all the Elements to be confounded, 
And (hutfl’d all into their former Chaos 5 
Were Seas of Sulphur flaming round about me, 
And all Mankind roaring within thofe fires, 
I could not fear or feel the leaft remorfe. 
To the laft inftant I would dare thy power. 
Here Iftand firm, and all thy threats contemn 5 
Thy Murderer (lands here, now do thy word. 

[_ It Thunders and Lightens, Devils defcend 
and (inkjvith Don John, rvho is caver d 
vrith a Clorvd of fire as he finkj. 

St at. Thus perifhall, 
Thofe men, who by their words and aftions dare, 
Againft the will and power of Heaven declare. 

£ Scene Jhutsl 

E P I- 



9 EPILOGUE 
Spoken by facomo. 

THrough all the Perils of the Play fve run. 
But know not how your fury I may Jhun 5 
I min new dangers now to be undone-. 

I had but one fierce Majler there, 
But I have many cruel Tyrants here. 
Whodomofi bloudily my life perfue $ 
Who takes my Livelihood, may take that too. 
*Gainft little Players you great factions raife, 
Make Solemn Leagues and Cov n ants againji Plays* 
We, who by no Allies ajjifled are, 
Againfi the Great ConfederateJ mujl make War* 
Ton need not Strive our Province to or-run. 
By our own Stratagems we are Tin done. 
Weve laid out all our Pains, nay Wealth for you, 
Andyet, hard-hearted men, all will not do. 
"Tii not your Judgments fway for you can be 
Pleas d with damn d Plays (as heart can wifi to fee ) 
*Ounds, we do what we can, what won dyou more £ 
JVhy do you come, and rant, and damn, and roar £ 
*Sdeath, what a Devil would you have us do} 
Bach take a Prifon, and there humbly fue. 
Angling for (ingle Money with a Shoo. 
What, will you be Don Johns } have you no remorfe } 
Farewell then, bloudy men, and take your courfe. 

If you ll be civil, we will treat of Peace, 
And tP Articles dtp Treaty fiall be thefe. 



uFirH, to the mm of Wit roe allfubmit $ 
The reHJhall fw agger too within the Pit, 
And may roar out their little or no Wit• 
But do not (wear fo loud to fright the City, 
Who neither care for wicked meny nor witty y 
They Hart at ills they do not like to doy 
But Jhall in Shops be wickeder than you. 
cc Nextyyou'll no more be troubl'd with Machines. 
Item,you Jhall appear behind our Scenesy 
And there make love with thefweet chink.of Guiimies, 
The unre(iHed Eloquence of N/nnies. 
Some of our Women Jhall be kind to yony 
Andpromife free ingrefs and egrefs too. 
But if the Faces which we have wont do% 
We will find out fome of Sixteen for you. 
We will be civil when ncfught elfe willwinye 5 
We will new bait our Trapy and that will bring ye* 
tc Comey faith let all old breaches now be heal dy 
And the faid Articles Jhall be Sign'd and Seal'd* 

F 1 H. 1 St 
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