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THE

Triumphant \VAY4 idow;

OR THE

MEDLEY of HUMORS.

A Vel =N CPERINCE

Enter Footpad with four more Rogues.

Y ATURE never coatrived {o fit a place
for the Retreat of R ogues as this,where
we have found a Cave.the Sun never
faw, where we have our Lodging and
: ¢ Tyring-rooms for your compleat Rogue
muft (hift as often as your Player: I hate a Fool that will fet
up upon fingle {tealing, any Block-head may do’t.

i Rogue. Well faid, Noble Captain Footpad , you are a
brave Rogue Commander both of Courage and Conduc. °

2 Rogue. And truly we have rob’d as comfortably under
you, as ever we did uader any man.

3 Rogne. We were once fixteen of a Company, but this
vile {taple Commodity of Hemp has (natch'd away a dozen
of the Number.

4 Rogue. But, Captain, this place is better than you think,
for hard by here lives a wealthy Widow, young and hand(om,
{he keeps a noble Houfe, and has many Suitors, and a vaft
Refort of Gentry coming daily to her Houfe, there will be
prey enough for us.

Footpad. 1 know’t, good Sir, Idid not chufe this place for
nothing : well the Trade of Rogues, a noble Trade, and
thrives with many Profeflions ; fometimes Roguc appears like

a Gentleman, then Rogue walks like a great Man 3 bat is in-
deed

Footpad. @
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deed very like a Lawyer 5 fometimes he is like a Scholar, but
indeed they are moft like Fools.

4 Rogne. Oh!but Rogue is very like a Politician Captain,

2 Rogwue. And like a Courtier too i’faith.

3 Rogue. But is indeed the fame with a Citizen. .

Footpad. Indeed it fits all Trades, and Country-men ;5 the
Souldier’s poor without it 5 the Gamefter cannot live with-
cut it.

1 Rogue. Seamenmay f{capeits for I have heard they are
very confcientious.

2 Rogue. O yes, efpecially Pirates.

Footpad. Oh!but Rogue fits an Attorney admirably, it
fticks to him like his green Wax, the Attoraey is married to’t
till death them depart : in thort, Mankind is one great, very
great Rogue.

4. Ah, brave Captain.

2: Rogwe. Well faid, noble Captain.

Footpad. But Roguing will not laft long in one fhape, I
muft (hift like a Cameleon upon every occafion; for my
Charter of Rogue allows methe freedom of ufing of all Trades
and Callings.

3 Rogue. Truly, Captain, you can appearin any Profeffi-
on, ‘tis a great mercy you were well bred 5 for none but a man
of good Breeding could have made {o good a Rogue.

Footpad. I am beholden to my Parents for that, truly they
did breed me very well, reft their Souls, they were both {lain
at Tyburn, I heard ‘em there at Good people take warning, but
I had more Grace than to take it, but for my firft transfor-
mation, I meanto turn Pedler, for I have left a Pedler faft
afleep under a Hedge, I have ftollen his Pack, and bound him,
and now I am fet up.

1 Rogue. How will you difpofe of us?

Footpad. Be gone to your retreat, when craft is to be ufed
‘I'le do't my felf, when violence you fhall affift me.

4 Rogue. But, good Captain, let us comfort and confirm
our {elves with the Catch you made upon our Vocation of
Thieving, before we go.

Footpad. Come on.

They
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They fing.

Since ev'ry Profeffion’s become a lewd Cheat, ;

And the little, like fifl, ave devonr'd by the great s
Since all Mankind ufe to rob onc anothers

Since the Son robs the Father, the Brother the Brothers
since all forts of men fuch Villains will be,

when all the World plays the Rogue, why fhould not we ¢

All. Ah brave Captain.
Ah noble Captain.
Ah brave Captain,

Enter Gervas and Cicely, with another Maid.

Footpad. Let’s away, I'le to my Pack, here come Cufto-
mers, that young Wench will be overjoy'd at the fight of a
Pedler.

[ Ex. Footpad with Rogues.

Gervas. Sweet Cicely, how long have you intofticated me?
I never was good Market man fiace Ihad honeftly a mind to
your body, that’s the truth ont.

Cicely. How can1 help that? I never did any thing to you
in my life, not I.

Gervas. You look fo fweetly upon me , you make my
mouth water extremely, therefore if you like me fo, if not,
tell me ; for would Fmight ne're ftir, T'le not be (o mudled
again for all your Dairy, with all the produc of Cream, Cu-
ftard, and Sullibubs, not 1.

Cicely. Truly, Gervas, I cannot love.

Gervas. Love, why thou art a lufty Wench, and that will
provoke thee , Love is nothing.but being lufty, the reft is
twittle twattle: they fay Love1s a Boy, by the Mafs I think
Love is a Girl by that : it may be you young Wenches think
Love is a Boy, you love Boys too well to the difgrace of
Beards. Ah confider, you know not what a maa s, | would
fain have you know me, there is pith, there is pith in a man,
and . that thou (halt find t0 thy coft, if thot’lt but marry me,
by the Mafs. : B 2 " Cicely,
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Cicely. Why, Gervas, I muft think of it.

Gervas. Nay if you think of it, or I either, we {hall never
do’t 5 let us marry firft, and think of it afterwards , as moft
do: why, Cicely, 1will give you a white Fofttan Waftcoat,
anda brave Stamel Petticoat, regarded with black Velvet.

Cicely. Guarded fure you mean, Gerwas.

Gervas. Guarded, pifh that’sbut one Guard, and regarded
istwo, at the leaft, you have no Language or Expreffion, You
are no Scholar, Cicely, one is the Singular Number, and two
is the Plural, Oh a Grammarian is a fine thing, 1 will give you
three, that's the Plural Number indeed.

Cicely. I thank you, Geryas 5 but what mult I give you
again?

Gervas. A little thing that fhall coft thee nothing, Cicely,
Oh for a bleffed Pedler, if it be thy will 5 for there are more
Wenches won, withtheir Trinkets, than with any we have
about us; mafs with and have. Look where he is, peace.

Enter Footpad [z'ke a Pedler.

Footpad fings.
Come, Maids, what is it that you lack 2
I have many a fine knack,
For you in wy Pedler's Pack.
Your Sweet-hearts then kindly fmack,
If they frecly will prefent you,
And with Trinkets will content you.

@icely. Oh rare, how rarely he fings !
[ Three or four Maids and Men come running,
crying, Oh bere's the Pedler, the Pedler.

Footpad fings.
Brufhes, Combes of Tortoife fhell
Eor your moncy I will [ell,
Cambrick, Lawn as white asnilk,,
Taffuta as [oft as filk,
Garters rich, with filver Kofes
Rings with moral divine Pofies. I Maid.
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1 Aaid. Oh what brave things he has got!

o Maid. Peace, peace, let him troll it away , he fings cu-
rionfly.

Footpad fings.

Rainbow-Ribbands of each colonr,
No walking Shop yet €re was fuller,
Vavions Points and fev'rd, Laces
For your Boddies [traight embraces,

silver Bodkins for your hair,
Bobs, which Maidens love to wear.

t Man. Oh this is a rare Fellow, I warrant he's puré

Company, :
2 Man. T warrant you he is very ingenious, peace,

Eootpad (ings:
Here are warions Pick:tooth Cafes,
And the fineft Flanders Laces,

Cabirvets for your fine Doxies,
Stoppers and Tobacco Boxes,

Cryftal Cupids Looking-glaffes
Will enamonr all your Laffes.

Cicely. Sute, Gervas, this is the Kings Pedler | he has fuch

rare things about him, and he fings like a Nightingal.
Gervas. T believe he’s the Kings Pedler indeed.

Footpad fings.
Fine gilt Pray'r-Books, Catechi [ms;
What is Orthodex, or Schifms,
Or for loyal Faith defendant
Presbyter; or Independent s
Ballads frefl, all finging new,
And all thofe Ballets too are truc.

Gervas. That'’s rare, come'let’s fee ‘em..
1. Man. Let me fee. [

2 Man. Stand away, let me come. .| :
Geérvasi
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Gervas. You come | {tand away, you Puppy, you have no
judgment.

Cicely. Oh pray let Gervas [ee, he has a notable veia this
way.

IyMaid. Ay, pray let Gervas fee.

Garvas. Oh Ballets, fine Ballets; Oh I love a Ballet but e'ne
too well , Heaven forgive me, for being fo given to the love
of Poetry. What are the.Contents of this, for Ifeorn to read,

Footpad. Marry, Sir, a moft lamentable bufinefs,

Cervas. Oh it's no matter, (o it be a fine Ditty.

Cicely. Ohl love a melancholy Ditty, I can weep at a Bal-
let {o fweetly s

Footpad. Why it is of a Virgin of thirteen or fourteen that
dy’d a Maid, that’s the truch on’s.

Gervas. Nay I'le be hang’d then, thirteen or fourteen, and
die a Maid ? it cannot be now a days.

I Man. What a {candal®us Worid this is, to abufe a poor
G 1l fo.

Gervas. Ay, and after her death too.

Cicely. Methinks they fhould have more confcience , than
to {peak ill of the dead.

Gervas. Firft and formoft, I hope fhe had more Grace than
to die {o, I {peak like a Chriftian.

2 Man. 1f (he did die (o, merey of her fay I, that’s charita-
ble I'm fure.

Gervas. Iffhe did die fo, let it be a warning to you Maids,
to thun {uch abominable ways.

Cicely. 1 hope it will, Gervas;bea warning, an’ we had but
Grace. '

I Maid. Yes we (hould lay it .to heart, and take war-
ning. :

2?11/1(:;;. Look here, what\fine Balfet’s this?

Footpad. This is a very frangeBallet, of a lufty-Widow.

Gervas. A lufty Widowis.nb (trange thing.

Footpad. Yesalulty Widow, that lives and dies chaftly.

Gervas. Is't pofiible:a lulty Widow live and: die chaft 3

2 Mawn. Lord, Lord , what lying things thefe Ballets are,
and to be in print too ! . ST

Footpad.
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Footpad, All the Parif Hands are tothe Certificate to

confirm it. { R £
o Man. Puh, ‘twasplain malice in em,’ to afperfe a lufty

Widow fo.
Gervas. The Parifh thould have had a lulty young Vicar,
and he’d have converted her 'faith. Maids have a.care 5 for
you hope to be Widows, have a care I'fay of dying chatft.
Cicely. Well, we’l think on’t 5 but pray let’s fee his Ware.
Gervas. How now, icely, you are a Wag , have patience,
and he will thew you all. Ohvile Flefh and Blood! Oh cor-
rupt Nature, to defpife the edification of Ballets: but what’s
this 2
Footpad. A Ballet of a Courtier that died rich.
Geruas. That’s a miracle indeed, I warrant he cozen’d ma-
ny a poor body for’t.
Footpad. No, Sir, he {corn’d to meddle with the poor.
Gervas. That fhew'd he had fome confcience 3 but Oh ¢i-
cely, here’s the brave Ballet you'and Tufe to fing, I know.it.

by the Pitture.
Cicely. Oh pray let’s fing it.

They fing.

Gervas. To Fayrs and MarketsI did go,
Cicely. And 1did follow you, you know.
Gervas. As I return’d, I.threw you down
Cicely.  Vpon the Grafs,
Geryas. My [weeteft Lafs s

And fo did give you a green Gown.
Cicely. Butif it chance my Belly [well,
Gervas.  Then will Marriage hide it well.
Cicely. Zour Son and Heir, or Danghter fair,

If you'l not flay,
Gervas. But run away,

Is'left unto the Parifl care.

Enter a Servant in hafte.
Serv. Ohy Sirs, my Lady wants ye, there are agreat fort of
{trangers that are to come to dine here, and ‘'none.of y € in the

way to receive Orders, come away. 1 Man.




(8)

1 Man. Come, honeft Pedler; up with-your Pack, and fol-
low us, we'l make you welcome 1’faith.

Geryas. We'l buy all his Trinkets to the laft Jet Ring, or
inch of Incle, we'l hamper him i'faith, we’l leave him no-
thing, 5
Footpad. Blefs you, blefs you till I complain.

i Mdan.. Nay, Gervas, you fhall go with us; and thefeMaids
too come along.

Cicely. Ay, good Gervas,l t's follow the Pedler.

[Exeunt omnes.

SCENE 1L The Garden.

Lady Haughty, Ifabella ber Kinfwonran, Nan her
Waiting Gentlewoman.

Lady. Well, Nan, have you given-order to all the Ser-
vants to be ready, and to mind their bufinefs ?

Nan. 1 have, Madam.

Lady. And whom fhall I be troubled with to day , what
Suitors, what Guefts ?

Nazn. Sir John Noddy, Madam; has feat word he’l wait on
you. Oh he’s theifinelt merry Gentleman.

Lady. Oh do you name him firft > my Woman is my Rival,
Coufin, there,fhe is a well-wilher to.that Knight ; therefore we
muft fpeak well of that Coxcomb before her : but who elle
dines here ? *

Nan. Jultice Spoilwit, thea Colonel Bonnce.

Lady. Worthy men indeed, we have a Coxcomb that lies
in the houfe too, Mr. Cod/flead, 1think he will not be anfwe-
red with his Friend and Goveraor-Mr. Grambo', a Heroick
Poet.

Ifab. Your Ladifbips Houfe I think is the:Exchange for
Suitors, the Dining-room is always full of Lovers of you, and
the Hall always full of eating.Parfons, and other Lovers of
lufty Dinners;-but,,Madam, every body wonderg, that your
Ladifhip keeps open Houfe to all Suitors, and yet denies ’em

every one their Suit of Love, Lady,
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Lady. 1have anfwer'd moft of the men of fenfe, but the
turbulent Fools will ftill pefterime : how I defpife the lictle
follies of Mankind, the little fubtilties they think to intrap a
Woman with,too cheap to cozen Babieswith | [ will triumph
over all the overweening Fools, and ftill preferve the freedom
of a Widow.

Ifab. Your Ladifhip is in the right s for Marriage now en-
{laves the Wife, but fets the Hulband free.

Ngn. But methinks {olitary Widowhood is but an uncom-
fortable condition: can no maa be fit for your choice ?

Lady. None.

Nan. What fays your Ladifhip to a Souldier?

Lady. Oh he’s too boilterous, I fhall have no converfation
from him I {hall hear of nothing but Nafeby , Edgehil/ the
firlt, and fecond Newbery, Marfton-Moor, and the relt, nothing
but of roaring Cannon, Battel, Murther, and fudden death
all his Difcourfe‘difordered and confufed like arouted Army,
one had as good converfe with a Drum : befides they are de-
bauch’d in drink, which is a great enemy to thecivility that’s
due to a Wife.

Nan. What fays your Ladifhip to a Lawyer then ?

Ifab. A Lawyer! there’s a Hufband, what with his Terms,
and his Circuits,; a Wife may go haag her felf' for his com-
pany.

Lady. Right, Coufin, there’s no enduring on’c, unfefs it
were lawful to make a Letter of Attorny to a Gallant s what
fhould one do; thereare fo many Geofails, a Lawyer only
makes his Eatry to hold his Claim ,.that’s all, I'le none of
him.

Nan.«What fays your Ladifhip to a Bilkop ?

Ifab. A Bifhop! why he cannot confer. Honour upon his
Wife s fhould I marry a Bifhep, it would be your Lordfhip
to him, and to me how do you, Miftrefs : no; I would draw
10 an equal yoke, when I do'draw.

Lady. Befides he'l not be govern'd, ht’d not let a Woman
be Head of the Church ; this makesa Wife fhow liliea Con-
cubine, which fhows Marriage is unlawful-to the Priefthood 3
then he entertains his Wife, :as/if. he-wete teaching a:Boy

,, Greek,
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Greek; as if we had no capacities but accidental.

Ifab. You had beft/marry him, Naz, and let fome Gentle-
man: have good luck to Horfe-flelh by you.

Naw. But, Madam, a rich Citizen s a brave thing.

Lady, T'hate to fee a Hofband walk the Jength of his Shop
asa Fog, or a Civet-Cat does the length of his Chain,: back-
ward-and ferward; backward and forward.

Ifab. And then his Houfe is fo darl, as if he were mad,
and put there to recover his Wits.

Lady. And a Garden fearce big enough to lye at length,
and be buried in.

1fzb. *Tis a fine fight to fee him {trut ten yards before one
on a;Suaday to Church.

Lady. Aud if he be Sheriff or Lord-Mayor , ’tis a comely
fight to fee him on a grey Gelding , with golden Trappings,
fic in Judgment over penany Loavesand pounds of Butter.

Zfab: Or to fec him {leep over Malefactors at the 0/d-Baily.

Lady. Outon’em, from their Cultards, Fox-furrs, gold
Chains, feal'd Rings, gold fring’d Gloves, little Cuffs, Cha-
molet Cloaks, and little plain Bands, Heaven deliver me.

Nan. You are very hard to pleafe, but a Country Gentle-
man is

Lady. Not to be endured , his head’s full of nothing but
Dogs and Hawks, and the Houfe pefter’d with here a Mar-
row-bone, there the excrement of a Dog , there the muting
of a Hawk.

Ifab. Qut on’em, Country Gentlemen take more delight
in Beafts than in Women.

Lady. And he’s no company, yet talks as confidently, as if
he talked well, and as loud always, as if he were at a Horfe-
Race, a Bowling green, or a Cock-pit: Ilike him not.

Nan. Well, I'm fure a young Heir newly of:Age, whofe
Father died young will fit you.

Lady. No, no, they are all Fools, caudled up by their Mo-
thers.

Nan. Why there’s it, Madam, are not fome Wives twenty,
nay fome thirty years before they can make their Hufbands
Fools, and you fhall have him fo the firft day, is not that to
your advantage.? Ifab
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Ifab. Well faid, Na#, that was home: :

Lady. Ohbut, Nam, your Squire Fool is a {tubbora Ani-
mal, your dandled/Fool made my young Malten, by the fat-
tery of old Serving-men and Country Neighbours, a wife
man-is more eafily .govetrn:d. :

Nan.» Ay, Madam. but.I do not mean-{uch:a, young Heir,
I mean one that’s a Scholar, and has been.at:the Univerfity.

Ifib. Nay, Nan, there you are out, {uch a Fool will be fo
peremptory , becaufe he can conlter and peife a little Greek
or Latine, to think himfelf a wife man. .

Lady. That’s trog, Coufin, {uch Fools asvalue themfelve
upon Languages, never confider Language is but a Trunk t
convey-our meanings by 5 for ought I know Weleh 15 as goo
as Hebrew 5 a Dictionary is no'wife book, nor a walking Di-
(tionary a wife man; _

Ifih. ‘Suppofe he has three words, Hebrew, Greek, and La-
tine for that Tree; he underftands no more of it, than I do by
the word Tree, nor the ufe of it more,

Lady. Right, Coufin, only his head: is pefter'd with three
words motre than I have, which is to his difadvantage ; for
men whofe heads are 'full of words, are always empty of
fenfe.

Narn. Madam, your Ladifhip is {o halty ;5 I'de have him af-
ter he'has been at the Univerficy, to be bred well at the Inns
of Court.

Lady. Now you have hit it, one mult needs be a dull Fel-
low, who eats nothing but dry Loins of Mutton;and pores a!l
day upon huge Volumes of Reports, and Year-books,
Prefidents, or trots to ieftminfter , and fills his Note-bo
with the Opinions of old Gentlemen in Coiffs, and when they
have'got Law, they think they have got the very gut:
koowledge 3 but theirt Worthips are miltaken, Wildom :
Kaowledge ‘cannot be loft: but where was their Law it
Rebellion ?. The Conqueror always makes Law , and
Divinity as he pleafes.

Ifzb. And upon fuch an alteration, where would &
wildom or' ufefulne(s of Lawyers and Parfons?

‘Naz. Your Ladifhip is very nice, I rather than hav

w

o
d




Hufband, would have all the ill qualities of all thefe put into
one man, and take him for a Hufband, and without fo much

as a fhirt too, or hopes of ever getting one.
Lady. Indeed, Nan,you are 1n a very defperate condition.

Enter Codfhead azd Crambo.
Ifab. Yonder’s Codfhead and Crambo, good Madam, let’s in
and drefs our felves.
- Lady. Let’s avoid "em:

Come on.
[Ex. Lady, Ifabella, and Nan,

Cramb. Lord, what ail you, Mr. Codfhead, this morning 2.
{ never faw you in fuch a dump before.

Codfb. Faith I am asdull as a Dog, the Devil take me, and
as lazy as a Dog ifaith.

Cramb. Why what’s the matter, man ?

Codfh. Why T was drunk as a Dog laft night with-the But-
Ter ' faith, and I'am {leepy as a Dog this morning, and cold
as a Dog 1'faith 5 but the Devil take me, I made the Buatler
fpew like a Dog, and when I'had done, T e’en lefe him; for he
ftunk like a Dog, and [ warrant him he is as fick'as a Dog
but for-all that I-am as hungry as a Dog, Vfaith; for my fto-
mach never fails me.

Cramb. Will you never leave off your Similes of a Dog?
I have told you of this , why the Widow is a witty Woman,
and will laugh at you extremely, and fhe’l never marry one
fie laughs at.

Codfh. Faith they lye {o readily at one’s tongue’s'end, I
cannot avoid them , I hate to pump for a Simile 5 but the
dear Dog ferves one upon all occafions , aslean as a Bog, as
ill-naturd as a Dog, as dry as'a Dog, as hot-asa Dog, as cho-
lerick as a Dog,as Jame as aDog; as deaf as aDog;and a mat-
ter of a hundied ‘and fifty more 3 but {ince you fay the Wi-
dow will laugh, I' will bite my tongue, but I'le avoid it.

Cramb: Pra&ife before hand, and fee if you can talk with-
out it,

Codfh. Faith’ T mufthave fome other Phrafe then, now

don’t I know what to fay; I'am- as heavy and:as dull as a
‘ Devil,




(13)

Devil , what a Devil (hall I fay to this Widow ? Gad take
me, (lie is as coy as a Devil, that is, the (eems to be, but fhe’l
diffemble like the Devil 5 Pox on't I am as fick as a Devil,
I am in no humour to make Love, and this fcurvy Widow is
as proud as the Devil, the Devil take her.

Cramb. Lord, what a ftir.is here with the Devil ! this 1s
as bad as a Dog.

Codfh. No, the Devil's fitter for a Gentleman than a Dog,
I hope;; but I may ufe fuch Similes as thefe,as brown as a Ber-
ry,red as a Rofe, black as Jet, foft as Silk , round as a Ball,
fweet as Honey, drunk as an Owl , as ftrong as a Horle, as
dull as an Ox, &e¢. Faith thefe are fine fmart things in; dif-
courfe, and fill up finely.

Cramb. Out on’em common and dull, fit for Fellows of
no fenfe, the Widow will never endure them, I can aflure
you, if you mean to get her, leave ‘em.

Codfb. Pox on her for.me, I don’t know what I (hall do
with her,  muft have fomething to fill up the chinks of my
difcourfe. If you forbid me thefe excellent Similes, I muft
fivear and curfe bloodily, the Devil take me.

Cramb. And be damn’d will you ?

Codfh. So one be damn'd like a Gentleman , witha good
grace, efpecially when ’tis the fafhion to be damn’d too, I
think he’s a ftrange ridiculous Fellow , that will take exce-
ptions at it (‘for my part) T'm fure no Man of Honour will,
they know better what belongs to a Gentlemdn than fo.

Cramb. There's not. fo foolith and ivpertinent a fin as
Swearing , not natural, no pleafure, though the reft of the
deadly fins are pleafant, very pleafant,

Codfp. T never faw fuch’ a man in my life, may not one
{wear by Heavens ?

cramb. Why, that was an Oath in Kings Fames his time,
and ‘exploded long fince.

Codfh. 1 have heard it was ufed in thofe days, when holy
Anchorites, called roaring Boys,. dwelt in 47ilford-lane 5 but
what fay you to by my truly ?

Cramb. 'Tis a childifh Oath.

Codh, Believe me ’tis pretty methinks, ,
' Cramb.,
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‘Cramb.. Believe'me ! why there’sanother, who will believe
one another ? ‘now are not thefe foolith and uaneceflary
words ? .

Codfp. What fay you toFaith and Troth? for T muft have
fome word or other.

Cramb. Faith and Troth! why there’s nd Faith nor Troth
among{t men now a days.

*Codfh. Oh Lord, I have found out the fineft, prettieft, in-
nocent word , I'm fure will pleafe you, Adaid, ah adaid, no
adad, that’s fine, very fine Adad. !
Cramb. That's a filly word fit only for Fanaticks to cheat
with.

Codfh, What fhall I do > What hall T do? I have found
it now I'm fure, as I am an honeft man , as I am an honeft
man, {o it be fpoke loud and heartily, with your hand at your
breaft, and repeated often.

Cramb. Mea may ufe that Phrafe ; and never be forfivorn
in this Age, but I'le not allow you that, nor by this light,

| 4

cozen with. :
Codfp. Mercy upon.me, what will become of mes but [

“they’re Milliners Oaths, and Haberdafhers of {mall Watres to

“will ufe one word in defpight'of the Devil , as fhe is deadly

handfome, deadly. pretty, her complexion is deadly lovely.

Cramb. If you doufe it , you will lofe a friend of me; and
I'm fure my Lady will laugh at you immoderately, "tis ridicu-
lous, deadly lively.

Codjh. Will you give me leave then to curle ? as a Plague
on you, fack, a Pox take you for an arch Rogue, or fo?

Cramb. By no means, men are apt enough to the Pox,
without your curfing, if you mean the great Pox.

Codfl. GreatPox!what fhould [ mean, the fmall Pox ? take
you; that’s not worth the curflag 5 but to a proud Lady’s
face ’tis a foolith fniveling curfe, I would as foon fay the mea-
fels take you.

Cramb. But none of thefe will I allow you, they’r foolith
affe¢tations not to be endur'd,

Codfh. You are very rigid,, what will become. of me > nei-
ther as hungry as a Dog , nor as proud as a Devil, nor as
drunk
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drunk as an Owl, nor no full-mouth’d Oaths, nor midling
Oaths, nor your pretty little, little Qaths, nor Curles neither;
why a fathionable Gentleman fhould not fpeak at all by thefe
Laws ; if thefe were ftri¢ly pbferved, our Gallants would be
dumb, for they cannot {peak without them. Would you have
a Gentleman to make figns, or fay nothing but ah, ah, ah, like
a Turkilh Mute? '

Cramb. Better thanto talk affeGtedly or nonlenfically 5 why
thould men be fo foolifh to ufe.unneceflary words 2

Codfh. Oh lamentable! unneceffary do you call "em? Swear-
ing is very neceffary in many cafes, asin an Army for an Offi-
cer 3 if he fays, Truly [ will break your head, or, Truly I will
hang you, the Souldier will not believe it; butif he lifts up
hig Cane, and cry Zounds, I'le pay you , he'l crouch and
obey.

Cramb: Thisis a {enflefs errour , nomanis thought hone--
frer, valianter, or truer of his word for {wearing, they (wear
on purpofe to cozen , thefe foolifh by-words are nothing but
cuftom; try and break your felf on’t, or you will certalaly be-
laught at, and lofe this Widow.

Codfh. Well for your fake I will try, but I fhall ne’re do’r,
at leaft I fhall have no joy in difcourfe, it will be fo dull and
heavy.

Cramb. Youare miftaken, try in private.

codfb. 1 will 5 but ’tis very hard, I'le to my Chamber and
practife.

Cramb. Do {0, and let’s meet at dinner.
[Exenntq -

ACT




ACT.IL
Enter Juftice Spoilwit, an(l‘a Servant of the Houfe.

Fuft. § S my Lady at home?
l serw. Sheis, Sir, but fhe’s in her Chamber drefliag.
Juft. Prethee Friend call the Butler, that I may have a
Cup of Sack before Dinner.
‘Serw. T will, an’ pleafe your Worthip. .
[Ex. Servant.
Enter Colonel Bounce.
F4f?. Whom have we here?> Coll. Bounce 2 Gad fave you.
Coll. How do'(t thou honeft Juftice spoilwit 2
Fuft. Thank ye Coll. but what wind brings you hither ?
Coll. Why faith there-is here a rich, and they fay, a merry
good humor'd Widow 5 and if-the thinks fit, Tle venture my
body with-her in lawful ‘Wedlock.
Fuft. But I will forbid the Banes, good Colonel Bounce.
[[4fide.
Enter Sir John Noddy.
Sir Fobn. Fa, la, la, la, Oh honeft Juftice, how isit?
juﬂj Sir Jokn Noddy ! in good faith T am heartily glad to
fee you , now we are compleat , we (hall be as merry as the
Maids; Coll. this is a Friend of mine, pray know him,
8ir Fohn, Noble Coll. Tkifs your hands.
cHl. Your Servant, Sir : prethee Juftice what Butterfly is
this?
aft. Oh he is a very witty merry Knight, he’s of the Nod-
dy’s of the North, an arch Wag indeed, la.
(The Fuftice leans upon his Cane, Sir John
Noddy ftrikes it away, and the Fuftice
7 ready to fall upon his Nofe.
8ir Jobn. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, brave Jultice, ha, ha.
Fuft. Ha, ha, ha, ha, well go thy ways, thou art an arch
one, you would make one die with laughing, ha, ka, ha.
Coll. mocking them. Ha, ha,ha, ha, v’faith, Sir, you would
make
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make one die with laughing , Pox on him : is this a merry,
witty Knight, with his Monkey tricks ?

8ir Jobn. Faith I love to be merry, my Lord , my Neigh-
bour-is fo pleas’d with me, he’l never be without me.

Fujt. Indeed, Colonel, he’s excellent company, he would
make one burlk with laughiog.

8ir John. 1remember yefterday at my Lords, ha,ha, ha,ha.

Fuft. What 8ir John ! ha,ha, ha.

Sir fohn. 1laid a hot ftone in the Window , and his Man
Towe came, and ha, ha, ha, did {o horribly, ha, ha.

[The Fuftice all the while laughs with hios.

Col. What burn him ?

§ir John. Ay, ay, and he threw it away, and ran for Sal-
let-oil, ha,ha, ha, it had like to have kil'd my Lord.

Fuft. Ha,ha,ha, very good, nay you are the beft at thefe
things in the world, i’faith he is Colonel.

Col. AsGod fave me, but if he fhould ufe me fo, I would
beat him exceedingly.

Sir John. Another time one of my Lords Men ftood very
{oberly, I held my finger thus, and called him Fack of a
fudden, and he turn'd fuddenly, and hit his Nofe fuch a
bump, ha, ha, ha, Ihad almoft died with laughing, and all
that were by laugh'd fo it was wonderful : my.Lord hearing
1t ask’t what was the matter, which they told him, then fays
he; I thought it could benobody but my Neighbour Fack
Noddy 5 for there is not fuch a witty Fellow in the whole
Country again.

- Juft. No more thereis not i'faith, Sir Fobe.

Col. The Devil take me, if I {ee any fuch thing, he is for
ought I fee a moft grofs, abfurd Coxcomb.

8ir fobn. But fays my Lord, thefe are gifts that Nature
beftows on men; on fome more, on fome lefs, as (he pleafes :
his Lordfhip is in the right, they are gifts, that’s the truth
on’t, but ha, ha, ha. I remember another was {tanding by the
fire, Fheated the great end of my Riding-rod, and put it in
his hand, he flew fuch a way, ha; hajha, from the fire, oh,oh,
oh, oh : Men, Women, and Children laught {o horribly, fiwear-

D ing
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ing that Sir Fobn Noddy was the beft company in the Earth,
and the wittiet Gentleman.
Fuft. Look you there, Colonel, he is a very merry, brisk,
facetious perfon indeed. ;
¢ol. He is a very witty perfon-indeed.
Sir Fobm, Alas, Sir, no not I, not I by no means, Sir, yet
I fwear my Lord will feldom be without me, efpecially at
Chriftmas, if 1 be but away a fortnight at any time , he fends
pofte for me, he cannot be without me.
Col. Does no body ever take you on the pate for thefe
things ?
8ir John. No,no, fometimes they’l fay Leave your fooling,
or I'le knock you,1vow I'de teach you better manners, were
it not for my Lord,or {o thenl laugh and proteft [ meant ‘em
no harm, and drink drunk with ‘em, and all’s well again.
l Fuft. Ay,ay,whywho can take fuch: pretty innocent mirth
il 2
Sir Jobn. Andthen I entertain them well'at my houfe, and
my Sifter makes much of ‘them , they love me the beft of any
Gentleman in the Shire of any Quality. '
¢ol. 1 find you have a very good Sifter, that-will make
much of people.
Sir Fohn. 1, Sir, {he’s as good a Sifter as-any man has, 1
thank God:
Col. Fuftice; one word with youy does he come to make
Love to-.the Widow ?
Fuft. 1 believe he does.
[8ir Joha gives the Jultice « jerk iz
the Hane; and laughs.
Sir John. Ha, ha,oh, oh, hum.
Fujf. Ha, ha,ha, oh,oh, 'um, get you gone, you Wag.
Sir Jobn. This is a Tiick I have made my Lord laugh'
with, till he has been ready to fall-down.
ol For ought I'hear he is the merrieft Lord in Ewrope.

Enter the Butlers

Fuft:. Oh how now, James;art thou come?
Batler.
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Butler. 1am glad to fee your Worfhip well, Sir Job# 1 am
your Worthip’s humble Servant.

[sir John beats the Butler's Hat
ont of his hand.

Juft. & But-q Ha, ha, your Worlhip will never leave

Ler langh. thefe things, ha, ha.

#ff. Ha, ha, ha, well you are the very'{t arch one; but
dear Sir John forbear, you will kill'me with laughing, I fhall
break a vein i’faith.

Butler. Come, Gentlemen, will you pleale to take a caft of
my Office, and take a Cup of lufty Canary or March-Beer,
that will make a Cat {peak.

Sir Fobn. Well faid, Fames 5 but where’s my Lady 2

Butler. Not dreft yet: come, Gentlemen, be pleafed to
walk in the while, her Ladifhip’s a dreffing. .

Fuf?. Come, Gentlemen, I am for a Cup of Sack before

Dinner clearly.

[sir John takes the Jultices Cane, and

fets it before James, who falls down.

Fuf. Ha, ha, oh, oh, forbear, good Sir Johz, or 1 muft
leave you, I am not able to endure it, ha, ha, oh, oh, ‘um.

i 8ir Jobn. Faith I cannot help it, Ilove to be merry, ha,

a, ha.
Fames. Nay I know your Worlhip will never leave, till
your mouth be cold, as the faying is, ha, ha, ha.
[ Exeunt omnes laughing.

Enter Codlhead, walks mufing.

Cod/h. Ha, you are all my Rivals, but there’s ne’re a hand-
fome Fellow amongft them, the Devil take me ; Tam curfing
again like a Devil 5look there again, like a Devil, what (hall
I do to fpeak? I fee the Jufltice is going with the Butler, he
will be as drunk as an Owl— drunk as an Owl, why there
*tis again ! [ will bite my tongue like a Devil, but that I'le re-
member it, again like a Devil ! I fhall be undone, what will
become of me ? I am in a defperate condition, Gad take me
I fhall lofe the Widow : now am [ {wearing again, I will bite

' D 2 my
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my tongue eunough to remember it 3 let me fee your eyes,
Madam, your bright eyes’; ali it was a coming 5 your bright
eyes have {o enflaved me, that the De----- (ah it was juft a
coming there) that I can no longer, asl ho--- there it was
again 5 that, Madam, I can no longer call my heart my own
that was pretty well---- ~ You are the pretty Thief that fale
it,and go---= O Lord it was €’en out, thisis a cruel pain;
but, Madam, think me not rude, if I apprehend your Ladi-
fhip for this Love-felony: for if you do not reftore m
heart, or---- give me fome comfort, the---- oh I fhall be as dull
as.a-----oh- hold, hold, it muft be overcome with great la-
bour and induftry. Well before I marry her, I will do what
1 can to abftain 5_but when I have her, I am refolved to take
my full fwing : Ba, there was a whole {entence without oaths
or curfes.
Enter Crambo.
Crambo. Oh Mr. Codfhead,1 am glad to fee you alone, you
have been praltifing.
Codfp. 1have alittle 'm fure, I'(weat for’.
Crambo. Come pray let me hear how you have profited.
Codyb: I {hall never do't 5 yet jult now.whenl was a pra-
&ifing, methought I'did it pretty well, Iee I muft take great
pains for it. .
Crambo. Try T'le help you, begin fome difcourfe. ,
Codfh. Jult now I met Blunderbus, my Neighbour, comiog
to the houfe.
Crambo. Did you?
Codfh. 1 vow ’tis true,
Crambo. 1 vow !
Codfh. The Devil take me elfe.
Crambo. What {wear and curfe!
Codfh. Oh1beg your pardon with all my heart:
Cranbo. What faid he to you?
Codfh. Why he faid he was as lean as a.Dog, and fallen
away like a Devil.
Crambp. Dog and Devil again ! :
Codfh. He faid I would not fay’t for a thoufand pound, he
faid too I look’d as thin'as a Shrimp.
' Cratbo,
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Crambo. Thinasa Shrimp! pifh you forget.

codfh. No, I tell you he faid, What no difference of per-
fons ! take me with fuch a trick, and hang me.

Crambo. Hang ye! that’s fine. :

codfh. Lord, I'never aw fach a man in my life, why that
was not in my Leffon's but to goon, I am fure if T look
lean, this reftraint mult caule'it), ' for want of due {wearing
and curfing , and fome graccful expreffions, I'm very much
heart-burnt for want of ’em I'le fwear.

Crambo. You {wear. i

Codfh. No, I faid I would fwear, but I did not.

Crambo. Why then you did lie.

Codfh.-Why thall a Gentleman have no liberty , neither
fwear nor lie, nor any thing ? this is to give over being a Ca-
valier, I had rather be a Cobler, he may {wear and lie, and
do what he will. '

Crambo. So this was well ; you begin to mend , try once
again 5 what would you fay, if you were with my Lady 2

Codfp. Thus, Madam, I never faw fo-pretty a white Devil.

Crambo. Again at the Devil !

Codfh. Ay,a white Devil, why ‘twas a black one you for-
bid 3 there are Devils of all colours, like Conies, black, blue,
white, gray, what d’e lack , but-you put me outs I will tell
her fhe’s a pretty Thief, and has ftoln my heart.

Crambo. Ay, that's well, I would make ufe of that thought
my felf, (hall I borrow it of you for my next work ?

Codfh. With all my heart, and [ am glad I have it to ferve
you I proteft.

Crambo. Out on't protelt !

Codfh. Lord, what fhall I do?

Crambo. Not {wear.

Codfp. Faith and Troth I do not fwear.

Crambo. -Are Faith and Troth no Oaths?

€odfh. Oh none at all to thofe Rappers [ have.

Crambo. But you muft not {wear at all.

Codfh. Then I'doubt I muft not {peaks .

Cramho. But pray go on..

Codfi. 1 have forgot, you have put me out, I muft go a-

. gain and pradtife by my felf. . Crantbo.
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Crambo. Do then, to your Chamber,
Codfh. Well adieu thea.
[Exit Codihead.
Crambo. How fplenetick’, how dull am I! when I would
compofe a Sonuet to the fair Ifubel/a, 1 2am clouded with fogs
and fumes, and fuch a Theme would iafpire any man but me,
I fear my days of ballating draw near, I am impotent, bewitch-
ed in Poetry, awake my drowfie Fancy , will my Mufe (how
me a Jades trick at lat? rowfe up.
Hum---- Thon joy of my beart,
-Thou wonder of Nature,
Thon, Hum -1 can go no further.
It will not do, I fearI am loft, I-thought to have won her
heart by Poetry, and now it fails me.

Enter I{abella.

Zfab. Ts he here my Rimer >—— methinks he s a very dull
Fellow, I have heard fome of thefe Heroick men are very foo-
lith; if they be all like him, they are better Subjects of a
Play than Authors: "twould be a great eafe to Comical Poets
to be fupply’d with Heroick Fools.

Crambo. Here fhe is: Madam, I knew-you were here be-
fore'l faw you. .

Ifab. I warrant you heard me.

Crambo. No, Madam, the Garden {miled, and put on a frefh
Verdure.

Ifzb. Tt feems the Garden is merrily difpofed.

Crambo. Your prelence would turn a' Winter into a Spring,
fince you arriv’d the Flowers became more fragrant, the blufh-
ing Tulips raifed their drowfie heads, and ftarted at the fight
of your bright Beauty.

Ifzb. You are very Poetical this morning.

Crambo. Love, Madam, is the Fouataia of all Poetry.

Ifzb. 1 did-not obfervethe Tulips to do that you fpeak of.

Crambo. Pocts and Lovers are quick-fighted, Madam; Li-
lies look pale to fee their white outvy’d in your fair Face,
and Rofes bluth for fhame, f{eeing the frefher Crimfon of your
Cheeks. '

Ifab.
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1fib. They are too modeft of all confcience, I had thought
the Lilies and Rofes had had more difcretion 5 but, Sir, I am
glad to find you {o Poetical, for my Coufin my Lady Henghty
would beg the favour of you to make {ome pretty ruftick en-
tertainment in Poetry , fhe has Servants enough to ftudy it,
and Mufick we have within our felves, here will be much:
Compaay, and- it will much-increale our mirth. |

Cramb. She honours me with her Commands 5 if you
would joyn your’s, it would infpire me.

1fab. If that will do you good,Ido:

Any way, fo we have it done. [ 4fide.
Crameb. The Honour is infinite , I kifs your fair hands,; it
(hall be done in a moment. [Exit Crambo.

Enter Mall in hafle.
Ifab. How now, Maill, whither in fuch halte ? -
Jall. My Lady has fent me to the Cook, Madam , to bid
him make hafte with Dinner..

Ifab, "Tis well... :
[Ex:. Mall, Ifabella.

S C E NE, the Kitchin with the Mafter Cook: with thrce:
or four.Cooks, and three or four under-Serwants.

Mafber Cook. Look to the Boiler there , keep gentle fires,
{ce that the Olio be taken care of.

I Cook. Tt {hall be done, Mafter.

Mafter. Bevery careful and diligent there in the Scalding-
heufe.

2 Cook. They fhall.

Mafter. You for the Range, look you fpend as much But-
ter as you can for Fees, that we may not want another day.

1 Cook. T'le warrant you, let us alone for that.

Mafter. Arm the Roalt-meat with Paper, my Lady’s Bills,
Anfwers and Depofitions in Chancery, with all her Ladifhip’s
Attorney’s Letters, thefe are ordained for the Roaft.:

2 Cook. Itfhall be done, Mafer: then for the Paftry prins
Works with Coriats ; Crudities, and the long Prefbyterian
' Expofitions
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Expofitions upon the Pfalms ,; with the old Ordinances of
both Houfes.

I Cook. All thefe we have already. _

Mafter. Oh,if we had but fome correfpondence with the
two Play-houfes, they would furnifh us rarely, they fay they
have hundreds of Plays brought to them in a year, that are
good for nothing elfe, we might buy ‘em at two Shillings a
Stone 5 thefe are thofe they refufe, and they might throw us
feveral of thofe they A& in to the bargain.

Enter Mall.

Mall. Mafter Cook, my Lady has fent me to you, todefire
you of all loves, that you will take very great care, that the
Meat may be well order'd, left (he fhould be thought an ill
Houfe-keeper, and you difgraced.

Mafter. My Sweet-heart , firft give me aKifs, and thenI
will anfwer my Lady.

Mall. Stand away, you are the firangeft man.

Mafter. Tna word, we want all things we fhould have, but
I'le do what I can, and a man can do no more; but prethee
fit upon my knee, my Dear, here fill fome Plum-porridge for
this Gentlewoman, bring fome of the Tarts and Cuftards too,
and you fhall pay nothing, but now and then a Kifs.

Mall. Nay pilh, Mr. Cook , my Lady will be an angred.

Mafter. Ounds, I love thee Sweet, and have done ever
fince [ came to the Houfe, and fo thou fhale find. Fames,
prethee {ing the Song T made of Mrs. 2zary to the fingle Cit-
tern: come bring-out the Tarts and Cuftards.

[ Ske cats fitting upon his Lap.

1 Cook. Come on.

Sings.
Ey, fy, this Love keeps fueh a coil,
So high't does boil.
Love's heat does make fo great a five
Of hot defire,
That all my fancy it does trouble,
Love' fo doth bubbles i
My laving Pot can hold wo more,
But does run o're. Mafler,
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' Mafter. How do youlikeit, my Dear ?
21all. 1doubt you mean naughtinefs, forfooth, or elfe it is
very pretty.

1 Cook. Thow fonld ¥ skim Love upor the top,
Or with a Sop
To foak it, or elfe to dip if,
Many a Sippet
Would keep't within Love's circle, then
Stir it agen s
And if it rife, twill down, you know,
If that you blow.

2420, This is fcurrility, as my Lady’s Chaplain fays.

Mafter. Nothing but fimilizing , as Poets muft do ;5 but
here’s a Cup of Wine, my Heart and Soul to thee, Quands no
man loves you better than I do. ‘

Mall. But I cannot ftay, forfooth, my Lady will mifs me.

Mafter. Butalittle, go on Fames.

1 Cook. Then difb it up unto your wifh
Iz Love's [weet Difh :
When Love s fweet mor[els we have tafted,
None [hall be wafted 5
what's left we'l fet up cold to eat
For butter'd meat.
- An'ill Cook now s he that lingers
To lick, bis fingers.

Mall. Oh gemini, what Songs you make me here | well I
dor’t mind “em, I'don’t under{tand 'em : come will you let
me go, my Lady will chide me grievoully.

afte’. Good Sweet- heart, [tay but one Song more, and I
have doze.

2141, T'le ftay no more Songs, not I: if you don't let me
go, [ purte(t'['le never come again. } i

Kiffes ber.] Look-dow; now Fiddles, you arc the ftrangeft
man. : T8 ¢ 2 W ~

E ‘ 5 1!44‘]2 ere
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Mafter. But one Copy of Verfes, dear Sweet- heart,

Iwill invite thee #0 Love's back:-houfe,
There bolt our Love s for Love will make ws
Not mealy-month'd, but in Love’s Oven,
The heat that's theve will make ws-loving,

2dall. Nay get you gone, Lam a youngMaiden, and not fit
for thefe kinded things.

Mafter. Nay good Sweet-beart; if thou [ay' [t no,

' Then out, alas ! my Cake is dow.
Look you therethat's extempory , Mrs, Mary, how do you
like 1c?

Mall. Farewel, I will not ftay, that’s once.

Kiffes her.] Nay pifh; fy, get you gone.

[Exit Mall.

Mafier. Farewel my Heart and Soul with thee:here where’s
the Clerk of the Kitchen?

Enter Clerk.

Clerk. Here, what do you want 2

Mafter. Want 1 quoth he, we want every thing in the
World, a Pox.on’t.

Clerk. Be patient. and you fhall have all.

Mafler. Patience!‘Pox on patience, 'Sounds my Lady is dif-
honoured for ever, you will never be able to repair it.

Clerk. Pretheewhat’s the matter man?

Mafter. Blood, there wants a wooden Candleftick in the
Paftry. Cook, quothihe! the Devil.would not be a Cook at
this rate.

Clerk. Is that the matter ? that will be a great dithonour
indeed, come there fhall be one,

Mafter. Andithen:we have none but Rufh-candles in the. *
Kitchin, when we fhould have Torches, itis fo dark.

" Clerk. Come bé patieat; and you fhall want nothing, Mr.
Cook, here is a Friend of mine, pray make him welcome.

Mafter: You're welcome, Sir, cut off a piece of the Chine
of Beef prefently, fome Anghoves., and,Weftphalia , here’s a
Boule of Sack:te you , here give me,the Can that meafures
Aleby the Yard, Derby meafure, Sir, here’s this Can of Sack,

tQ




(27)
to you, Sir,I cannot ftay, Sir,you {ee I muft be gone Sir. Come,
where are ye, ye lazy Rogues ? fall to your work,. opea the
Oven there, and {ee how the Pyes colour. ;

clerk. Mafter Cook, you do nut know the good qualities
of this Gentleman.

Mafler. Truly I do believe he is a very civil Perfon, pray
eat heartily, Sir: well, Boys, how are the Pyes ?

a Cook. All very well, Mafter. :

Mafler. Look to the Boiler, it does'not boil too falt; but
what were you f{aying, Sir > Mich’y good dit ye.

Clerk. This Gentleman plays rarely on the Mufick. ;

Mafter. Faith, Sir, fince I have given youa caft\of my:Of-
fice, pray give me oae of yours, -and i'faith here’s the other
Can of Sack to your health.

Mufic. With all my heart.

Mafter. Come out you Myrmydons, and (hake your heels,
i’ faith I'le have a Dance, though my Lady has no Dinaers

2 Cook. Come out, Boys.

3 Cook. Come out, Lads.

[They all come out and dance, while fome dance, others
are keeping time with their Chopping- knives.]

Clerk. Very well done, Boys, well danc'd.

Mafter. Thaok you, good Sir, here’s t'other Can,to you,
Sir: come, my Boys, take up your Drum-fticks, your Chop-
ping knives, let the Dreffer be your Drum, aud upon the
Butier-meats and Sallets beat a Call then, found your Trum-
~ pet, your Yard of Can for a Charge, and difh up quickly.

Mufie. Why you have Military Terms for all thefe things.

Mafter. Sir, I have been a General's Cook , after. Dinner
I'le give a full defcription of all, but now I cannot {tay, fare-
wel, Sir.

Mufic. Your Servant, Sir.

[ 4 great moife of choppingupon she Dreffer.
2after. Come you Rogues, take.off your Cans, and be
nimble to’t, Boys. [Excunt omnes.
Enter Footpad'und the Rogues.

I Rogue. This was a brave bufinefs, and well-laid.

2 Rogne. We unboundthe Pedler;who roared out for help
and inquir’d after you. E 3 3 Rogue,
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3 Rogwe. We pitied his condition mightily, and told him
we had feen you, and direéted hiora wrong way, whither he

is gone in great hafte to purfue you- : _
Footpad. That was bravely done, with my Pedler’s Pack I

made ‘em all cut their Purles willingly, never Indian King
parted with his Gold at eafier rates for Hatchets and Knives,
than my Coxcombs have parted with their Moaey for my
Trinkets.

4 Rogne. What is the Purchafe, Captain ? .

Footpad. Fourteen pounds and a Noble:

All. Ah, brave Captain.

Footpad. They pick’t their own Pockets, but now T hope
we (hall pick ‘em for ’em : they love Gyplies mainly, and me-
thinks we look as like the Race of Prolomy.

1 Rogne. As Hogs greafe, and the Rind of Walauts can’
make us.

2-Rogune. There are Strangers there, brave Geatry, an we
could light o’them.

3 Rogue. Luck if it be thy will; that we thrive in our Pro-
feflion,

Footpad. Have at thee Fortune, they fay thou art a Whore
I will have a bout with, though-thou art grown {o common,
thou favoureft every Blockhead.

4 Rogue. Would fome of the Strangers would come out to
us, be fure they’re full of Money.

Footpad. Come, let’s roar out our Song of* the Gypfies
with laudable voices, and that may train ‘em out of the houfz.

r Rogue. Come on; let’s be merry by our felves.

2 Rogue. Come----- I'love finging mightily.

Footpad. So well;that as thoulivelt ﬁng'mg, thou wilt die.
finging, a Pfalm I mean.

2Rogue. 0h'the brave jolly Gypfie,
Who often is tipfie
And bas ftrong Ale good [Rore.
with a little black Whore.
When eredit does fail-
‘ With fat HoftefS for Ale,
ie
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He grows dogged and [ullen,
Steals her Geefe and her Pullen.
And Linen that's bleaching,
If it be within reaching,

‘Tis juggled away

By night er by. day.

Then Fortunes we tell,

But fRealing does well

To bhelp out the Trade,
Which is fomewhat decay'd.
When Maids are a kiffing,
Their things never milfing,
Then we take onr tise,

And think it no crime,
And then the next morning,
Their Hue and Cry fcorning,
We care not a [traw

For. their Statute Law.

I:Rogne. Here come fore of ‘em:

Enter Fuftice Spoilwit, Colonel Bounce, and $irJohn
Nouddy, exd Butler.

Juft. We'l take a Turn here before Dinner, bring us word
when her Ladifhip comes down.

Butl. 1 will, Sir,I muft go look after my Miltre(s Mdrgery =
here are {o many Gentlemen’s Men, I thall have one or other
foap her up.

J#/t. T'faith was it you that made - this: Mufick 2 'you-are.
brave Gypfies, melodious Gypfies.

Sir John. Where are the reft of your Company ?

Footpad. They are behind, an pleafe your Worfhip, but I
am chief.

Al Rogues. This is our-Captain,

. Juf. What; 1 warrant you can tell Fortuaes, prethee Iook’
a my hand, and;tell me mine.

Col,’ .
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Col. Prethee, Fuftice, why wilt thou be fuch an Afs? doft
thou think they cantéll? :

Fuft. Colonel, I do affure you'l have known notable un-
derftanding men, men of excellent parts Gyplies.

1 Rogue. Sir, I'le warrant you, I'le tell you yours.

Col. I'm fure I'le give you'nothing.

1 Rogue. "Tis no matter.

2 Rogue. Sir, let me f{ee your hand.
[The Jultice'and sir John'give "em money.
By your Venus Treuch
You fhould love a Wench.

Col. Should? why I do'you'Puppy, and {o does all the
World. _

Footpad. 1 fee plainly that you will ‘be Knighted, and
marry a rich Widow.

[ 4s they tell their Fortunes, they pick their Pockets.

Col. Ounds ye lying Rogues, to flatter him fo.

Fuft. Good Sir, have patience, ’'faith they are men of skill,
I know ‘em.

Footpad. How Fools will lie, and help to cozen them-
felves! ;

Fuft. So God fave me , I have known fome Gypfies pre-
dict as wellas Lil/y or Gadbury.

2 Rogue------ Sir, it bas been your mifbap

In your time to get a Clap.

I Rogue

[(They all langh.
Col. What dull Rogues thefe are! why you 'Ralcals,is there
a Genrléman that has not hada Clap ?
8ir Jobn. Faith and Troth I have had fix, little and great,
ha, ha, ha.
Fuft. Ha ha,ha 5 but i'faith thall T be Knighted, and mar-
ry the Lady, hah? j
1 Rogne. Pray;Sir, let me fee.
By your hand and this line
You love a Glaff of Wine.
€al. Why you abominable dull Raflcal, does not every bo-
dy love Wine and Women ? there’s a Secrer indeed 5 why
thou ftupid blockheaded Puppy, 1 could beat .thy brains
’ out,



(31)

out, if thou had'ft any : 'come, a Pox on’t, let’s bé goné." |

Fuft. Nay, good Colonel, have patienice, alas! you dotiot
underftand thefe things, thefe are gifts.

Col. Gifts! I'm fure, I'le give them nothing.

3 Rogue. Alas, Sir, I am ingram man , T defire no ‘money,
I'le pray for your Worfhip:

Col. Ay, 1think You may have wit enough for that,

Footpad. By this Line of Honour, Sir, I fiid you'] he midde
a Lord before you die.

Col."Come away, you:blockheaded Juliice.

Fuft: Well1'come 5 2 Eord’! Ohbtave, a Lord ! well
here; and T'le get my Lady fo fend for ‘ye, and ' prdy fet’Her
know that fhe is to marry me.

Col. Come away, poor witlefs Cheats, poor Fools.

8ir Fohn."Ha, ha, ha, look you theré, Juftice.

[8irJoht fErikes away one of the Gypfies Sticks.

F»f. Ha, ha; ha,'T thought'we (hould have'ye' ffaith, hah,
ha, ho, ho. :

8ir Jobr. Ha, ha, ha, have ['caught you, Juftice ?

[ 8ir Joha walks with his hand upon the
: Fufiice’s fhoulder, whips off his Hat:

Jnft. Ha, ha] ha, you will never leave i'faith ; yotur'aré the
pleafanteft man, ha, ha, ha.

Col. Come, thefe are the fillieft cheats.

[Ex. Col. Jultice; &# John.

Footpad. Go your ways, youw'lfind* your felves Fools by
AP byl uoth P Hon A WoAnlLT

"Tis true you'are witty, but'my'judgment’s righter,

Since nty Pocket's full, and your Pocket's lighter.
Come my brave Rogues, let's be gone, this was 4 brave boo-
ty, let’saway,'and' thift and divide, left if we thould tay, We
may be taken and hang’d ‘about this bufine(; 55k
AR Comie away, noble Captain! ' [ Ex.Rogues:

Enter Lady Haughty, Ifabella; Nan. .

“1Pady. Whetretaremy doughty Lovers? T'have ftay'da‘pdir’-
of minutes for ’em at leaft. ' :

I_ﬁz b..,
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1fzb. Some Ladies would be as proud of fuch a Train of
Lovers, as Lawyers are of many Clieats, or Divines of heaps
of Parifhes to follow them.

Lady. Some Lady would ftrut and take upon her, like a
new upftart Favourite to a Prince, that flyes above the Gen-
try of his Country, and ufes *em{curvily. Indeed I have not
much reafon to triumph to day , for I have none but Cox-
combs.

1/zb. But you have every day variety, as a Favourite has.

Lady. And Iufe em fcurvily too, but yet they come and
diffemble, fawn, flatter, worfhip, and fall down before me, as
if they took me for the golden Calf, and I all the while look
upon them with the fame fcorn, that a new-raifed Favourite
does upon his Betters.

Nan. Did your Ladifhip find fuch great affliction in Matri-
mony, that you are fuch a violent enemy to it 2

Lzdy. So much, as I am refolved never to be foconftrained
again, I'le continue as free as Nature made me 3 why fhould
we fubmit to that foolith Animal Man > Lethim be head ! I'le
keep the Fools at a diftance, and make them crouch.

Naz. But I hear of one Courtier too, that is coming down,
that will win you, the fineft nice , pcrfum’d, periwig'd, fea-
ther'd Perfon in the World.

Lady. 1 know who ’tis; what fhall I marry an outfide of
a man, .aFellow put together by a Milliner, Perfumer , Fea-
ther-man, and French Taylor;? :

1fzb. When Women fall much in love with men for their
fine Cloaths, 1 wonder: they are not more, in love with the
Taylors that made ‘em. . b

Lady. A rich Suig out of an old Wardrobe would make as
good a Hufband , Lle give a Receipt of him : Take fine rich

Cloaths, and do not pay. for’em ,  take a Barber for a Coun-
fellor, rail at all bur the prefent, feorn and. endeavour to de-
prefs all Arts and Sciences, which he knows nothing of, whi-
fper Proclamations in your ears for Secrets, tell you what the
King faid to him once upon” a time that fhall be namelefs,
when hie fcarce takes nosice,of him oncs, 4, year; perhaps
fpeaks tohim neer. PUTAGY o st i) DA
Nan.
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Na#. Oh, but they are rare men for making Love, Ma-
dam. : : :
Lady. Faiththey have but one Receipt of making Love,
which is like an Almanack for the Meridian of the Court,
and generally ferves ‘em for all England, Quack-falvers, Em-
piricks in Love, that have but one Receipt for every thing.
The common High-way of Love, flatter you, and condemn
others, extol your Wit, and yet think to make you a Fool,
praife your Vertue, and yet {trive to lie with you.

1fub. And at fuch eafie rates too, fwear he is your Vaffal,
and lie at your feet, nothing but lie, cog, flatter, and diflem-
ble, which can cozen noue but overweening felf-Lovers.

Lady. Right, Coufin, they can deceive none but thofe
that contribute to deceive themfelves.

Nan. Lord , fhould one fufpedt honeft Gentlemen, when
they give one fo good words too ? '

Lady. They that do not fufpe, will be more than {ufpe-
Ged.

* Nan, For what, Madam ?

Lady. For Fools.
Naz. But here come the Gentlemen now, Madam Ifabele

obferve Sir Jobn Noddy, tis the merrieft pretty Gentleman.
Enter Juftice, Sir John, Colonel, they falute the Ladies.

Lady. Gentlemen you are welcome , Sir Jobz how do all
our Friends in your Country ? how does my Lurd your
Neighbour ?

gir Fohn. Very well, Madam , T was a hunting with my
dear Lord tother day, and he lighted, and we all lighted,and
I (neaked behind one of his Geatlemen, and thruft him into
a plath of water, ha, ha, ha.

Fuft. Very good i'faith, ha, ha, ha.

8ir Johp. But had you {een my Lord how he laught ., the
tears ran trickling down his Honour’s cheeks, he defired me
to forbear, or 1 fhould kill him, then charged every body
not to fpeak of it, that he might tell it firft when he came

home. _
}f" g Nl‘”o




(34)

Nan. Madam, did not I tell you, what a pretty, witty,
wild Gentleman Sir Foh» was? !

Fnft. Madam, yonder are Gypfies without have told us
our Fortunes : if your Ladifhip pleafe to hear your’s, i’faith
they are rare men, men of excellent skill,

[[He feels in bis Pocket.
ha, hum, what a Devil, Oh Pox where’s my money ? O Devil.

Lady. What’s the matter ? have the Gypfies bewitch’t

ou?

7#/. O Lord, Oh they or fome body have pick’t my Poc- -
ket of five pound in Silver, and forty pound in old Gold.

Col. Truly, Juftice, they are men of skill, excellent skill.

8ir John. Ha,ha, ha, oh, oh, hum, what have your Pocket
pick’t, Juftice ? that a man (hould be fuch an Afs !

Col. Ha oh, Devil, where is it > Ounds, they have done
the fame for me, I have loft every crofs.

Fuf2. Oh, have you fo, Colonel 2

Sir John. 1am the Son of a Strumpet, if they have not got
all mine too.

Juf?. Ha, ha, ha, Knight, your Pocket pick’t! that a man
fhould be fuch an Afs, Knight !

[ The Cook knocks on the Dreffer, for
Dinner carrying up.

Lady. Come, Gentlemen, let’s in, the Cook fummons us to
Dinner with that knocking 5 comfort your felves after your
loffes, here is money in the houfe,, you may make ufe of 1t
Gentlemen, if you pleafe 5 but let’s to dianer,

Fnf. Come, Madam, we wait on you, I (hall have a hun-
dred pound paid me by a Fellow that lives hard by 5 you
fhall have what you will, as far as that goes, Gentlemen.

[sér John pulls off kis Periwig, and flings it away.
8ir John. Thank you, good Sir, there ha, ha, ha, oh, good
Juftice, now I am even with you, ha, ha.

Juft. Ha, ha, oh, oh, well go thy ways, I'never faw fuch a
merry man in my life.

Lady. What a firange Covcomb is this Knight ! Coufin,
come.

Ifab. He is fo, but mcthinks the other is a handfom Gen-

tleman,
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tleman, there is a noble roughnefs in his countenance, that
‘fpeaks an honeft plainnefs, and a wife contempt of thofe
Fools be is in company with; his Mine and Air pleafes me
ftrangely.
Lady. Allons, Gentlemen.
Col. We wait on you, Madam. [Ex. omnes.

AC T IIE

Lady Haughty, Ifabella,Colonel, Juftice, sir Joha Codfhead,
and Crambo, and Nan at the lower end of the
Table at Dinner.

Sir John. £ Ome, Madam Ifabella, are you for fome Plajce >
; C here is a great Plaice, Ladies love to take place,
ha, ha, ha. .
Juft. Very good, ha, ha, ha,
Ifab. You are the plea(anteft company, Sir John, where do
you learn thefe things, amongft the Wits »
8ir jobn. No, Madam, Pox the Wits are dul] Fellows,
they call themfelves Wits , but they are dull, very dull 5 I
keep company with the Clinchers » they are the rare com-
any. .
. C);l. Did ever man light into the company of fuch Fools ?
Lady. What are thefe Clinchers
Sir John. What are they > why they are the graveft of
Divines and Lawyers, Judges will do’t upon the Bench at an
Arraignment, and {ometimes your States-men are goad at it,
they cannot forget when they were Sophifters.
Juft. Faith, Madam , thefe Clinchers are the wittiet peo-
ple in the World,
Lady. Pray, Mr. $poilwit, cut me a piece of that Rabit.
Fuft. Madam, it is a raw bit, and not a Rabit, for it is not
half roafted, ha, ha,
8ir John. Ha, ha,
Crambo. Very good, ha, ha, ha,
F 2 ; @0({/79‘
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¢od/h. "Tis very good, the Devil take me.

Crambo. Again at the Devil !

Codfh. Peace, I hope my Lady took no notice on’t.

Col. ) 1never knew any great Lady keep above one Fool,
#0 Ifab. §and my Lady has four or five, Madam.

#fzb. T-think fhe had beft put‘em in Livery, Sir.

uft. Here is a very good Fowl, will you prove a Goofe,
Sirifohn ¢ ha, ha, ha.

Sir Fobn. Ha,ha, no; no, but there’s.a very good Wood-
cock, Juftice, ha, hia, 1 love a Woodcock Juftice, ha, ha.

Crambo. Very good on both fides.

€ol. That Poet, Madam, is a very dull Fellow:

Ifab: As dull'a Poet as one fhall fee in a Sumarers day ;
this man has fenfe, and looks like a Geatleman, [Afide.

8ir Jobn. What are you for a Gull Juftice? ha, ha, ha.

Fuff. No, no, T had aslive’s eat of an Owl Sit Fobz, I-love
not a Gull Sir Fohn, ha, ha, ha, there I gave it him i'faith,
Colonel. :

Sir Jobn. Ha, ha, ha, very good i’faith'; well there is-no-
thing like this Wit at Dinner.

- Juft. Wit is never {0 good as at Meals, it makes one di-
geft the meat {o rarely.

Lady. Wit is indeed a fine thing s but do grave Men, Di-
vines, and Lawyers, and Men of great bufinefSufc this kind
of Wit ?

Sir John. Oh ever while you. live, they are the wittieft
people, they are {o full of Jelts, and will fo laugh, efpecially
at Meals.

Fuft: Taith Sir Fobn's in the right, your Wits , your flathy
Wits are nothing to them, when they pleafe to be merry.

sir John. Oh there was a Judge that ufe to come our Cir-
cuit, the pureft company : a Gentleman ask’t a Lady, whe-
ther fhe would have any Cuftard, fays the Judge Cus-turd,
you may be afhamed to name fo uncivil 2 thing to fo fine a
Gentlewomaan, ha, ha, ha.

Fuft. Pafling good, ha, ha, ha.

Sir Jobn. There was fuch laughing, the Ladiegdid {o tihie
upder their Napkins, and could not eat 2 bit after it ifaith ;

but
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but when they look’t moft demurely, out went the T'g‘hie
again under the Napkin, ha, ha. I am a Villain, if the Tihie
did not take 3 reverend old Gentlewoman when fhe was a
drinking, and (he did {quirt the Beer out of her Nofe, as an
Indian does Tobacco, ha, ha. [They laugh.
Codfh. This was Very good, Gad take me, this would bave
made one laugh like a Devils
Crambo. Why, are you mad> will you ruioe your felf2
codfp. Lord blefs me, I did quite forget, I was {o tranfpor-
" ted at the Jeft. :
Crambo. A Pox on't, ] am fo dull, I cannot make a Quib-
ble, and yet all the bawdy Jelts in my Plays are nothing
elfe.
Codfh. Pray, Sir Fobn , give.me fome of that Cliftard for
all your Jeft, I'were a Fool, if I fhould refule that Cuftard,
ha, ha, ha, that’s very good, is not ghat very good, Ladies, ha,
ha, ha.
" gir Jobn. Ay faithisit Coufin ? ha, ha, ha.
Fuft. Excellent | we are rare company, talk of your Wits,

and your Wits, and this and that, i'faith, they are dull Fools
to us.

col. Gentlemen , if youhave leifure for your immoderate
and moft incomprehenfible Wit, which if you do not leave
it, it will kill you , pray drink my Lady’s Health. Madam;
your Ladifhips Health 5 Jufkice to you., [ He drinks.

Fuft. Tope, as the French fay.

sir Fokn. Nay on my confeience, as the Colonel fays, Wit
will be the death of me, "twill kill me at laft.

Codfb. Ay,and me too,the Devil---Oh it was jufta coming.

Sir Jobn. Come herc’s my Lady’s Health, about with her, -,
I would I could have a bout with her, Jultice, ha, ha.

Fuft. Very good, very good:

Ifab. Are you not cloy’'d with thefe fulform , “naufeous
Eools, Madam 2 ,

Lady. No, your grofs Fool is good company enough for
variety, I do not mean your Fool of God’s making, he isto
be pitied ; but your Fool of his own making , that.pretends
to be witty, one that takes great pains to make himfelf a
Fool. ' Hfab. ..
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If2b. Not your natural, but artificial Fool.
Lady. Right, Coufin: Sir Fobn, pray cut me a piece of
that ¢hefhire Cheefe.
Sir Jokn. Chefhire Cheele! 'tis Windfor Cheefe, Madam.
Lady. Im’ fure it was fent me by a Friend out of Chefhire.
Ifab. What makes you call it Windfor Cheefe ? -
8ir John. Becaufe it is near Eaton, ha, ha, ha.
J#f2. Ha, ha, this is the beft that ever was, I fhall die with
laughing. [They langh.
Codfh. Admirable, moft incomparable.
Crambo. 1 am fo dull, 1 cannot make one for the blood of
me.

Nan. Sir John is the merrieft Gentleman, I'le fwear he
would kill me to keep him company.

8ir Jobn. Ha, ha, Tle tell you the beft Jelt in the World,
Madam : a Doctor of Divinity, that fhall be namelefs , faid
that his Wife always gave him three Difhes , Bitter, Powt,
and Tart 5 was it not very gocd, Madam ?

Lady. Oh very good.

Juft. Admirable, thefe Joques are excellent things, this
harmlefs playing upon words, your feurvy Wits they are all
upon things, and men full of Satyr, as they call it

Butler. Madam, here’s your Grange-man Gervass, and your
Dairy-maid ¢icely have committed Matrimony this day, and
defire your Ladifhip will give ‘em joy, and will prefent you
with a Dance.

Enter Gervas, Cicely, ¢hree Country Clowns, and Conntry
Wenches with Ribbands ypon their Hats.

Lady. With all my heart, where are they ? how now,
Gervas, are you married ?

Gervas. Yes, Madam, Cicely and I aré gone the way of all
fleth.

Cicely. He has overcome me, Madam, he has fuch a way
with him.

Lady. Joy to ye, Tlegive you your firlt piece of Houf:
hold ftuff. e

Zfab. And I the next.

Gervas.
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Gervas. Thank your Worthips.
Lady. But where’s our Dance ?
Gervas. Strike up, Muficians.
[2hey vife, and the Table and Cloth,&vc. is taken away.

They dance.

Lady. Very well 5 farewel, much joy to you. Gentlemen,
let us retire, and about half an hour hence I'le meet yeall in
the Garden. [ Ex. Gervas,Cicely, and Dancers.

Col. to)] Madam, will you give me leave to wait upon you

Ifabel., {for a moment ?

Lady. 1 hope, Mr. Crambo, you are pleafed to remember
your promife of a little Poetry.

Crambo. 1do, Madam 5 Pox on that Colonel, he’s going
with my Clorés - 1am troubled with dulnefs, I have fuch va-
pours in my head, [ am not able to write, I fear.

[87r John pufbes one of the Servants with the Ser-
vice full of Trenchers, Plates, and Diflies upon his
Nofe, they all go ont laughing and hugging Siv
John, except the Butler and Servants, who are re-
moving the things. Then Exeunt al/ but the But-
ler. To him

Enter Margery the Chamber-Maid.

Butler. Ah, aargery, have you the face to look on me, afs
ter what I {aw jult now before Dinner ?

Marg. Why, what' did you fee, good Mr. Butler and Tay-
lor ? for thofe are your two Titles of Honour.

Butl. Did not I fee you in a corner laughing and playing.
with Sir Fobn Noddy’s Man ?

... Marg. Would not you have one civil toa Stranger? you:
ill-bred Taylor.

Bytl. Civil with a Pox d’e call it ?

Marg. What you are jealous, are you ? 1 defy your Yard
and your Spanith Needle, and your middle finger, with your
Corflet Thimble.

Butl. Marry come up, Mrés Caudle-maker, you Keeper of:

my.
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my Lady’s fecrets ! you would hold the door for a need, .if
my Lady were fuch a one; 'tis well her Ladifhip is not lewdly
given, I know what you would be elfe.

. Marg. Why what would I be, thou Goofe?

Butl. A Bawd, a Bawd, a Bawd Margery.

Marg. A Thief, a Thief, a Thief Fames, I'm fure one can-
not bea Taylor without it.

Butl, You fcurvy tittle tattle, Tell-tale of the houfe, that
makes lies, and are believ’d, flatters my Lady, and fays the
Crow’s white , if fhe fays {0, all this for a little Money aod
Cloaths, and then you mince and trip and amble to Church,
not for Religion, but to fhow my Lady’s old Wardrobe far-
bifht up upon thy fcurvy body.

~arg, Scurvy body ! out you Prick-loufe, ’tis as good a
body—— and that moft young Men of the houfe will fay,
thou unconfcionable Item of fearing Candle, Bumbalt, and

 Canvas.

Buil, There's ftiffening too, good Mrs, Wafp, with a fting
in your tail. ;

-Marg. Not o much as you fhould have put in, you cheat-

- ing Rogue, you cozened me in that too.

Butl. Come you are rank , you are rank, every Dog-bolt
in the houfe follows you, with a Pox to you, that will be the
end of it, to thy (hame, thou lafcivious Woman.

Marg. Oh you bafe Taylor and Butler made up of fhreds
and chippings , ne’re a one of the houfe will fay fo much of
me.

Butl. "Tis theirgoodnefs more than your defert.

2arg. 1am fure never a Fellow of mine, fince I came, if
they fpeak truly , but will fay I have been ready to do ‘em
courtefies early and late, I am fure of that.

Butl. Her rears do mollifie me, I am tender-hearted.

Marg. crys.] And you to lay thefe things in my difb, that
have not deferv’d "em at your hands.

Butl. Well I'le fay no more at prefent then.

Marg. But tis no matter, I am €’en ferved well enough, to
love fuch a one 3 Ithought ne’re to have faid fomuch, but
truth’s trath-and fhame the Devil.

Butl.

i

—
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Butl. Come, peace then Aargery, T believe thou doft love
me. .
Marg.'Do'T? Ay that I'do, even but too well, God
knows.

Butl. Nay good dear Margery, peace, thou wilt break my
heart to fee thee cry fo.

Marg. Your unkindnefs will be the death of me {ome time
or other 5 but yet, Fames, 1 would not have you cry, it isnot
manly for a Taylor to cry , therefore quiet your felf, 'tis no
matter what becomes of me.

Butl. Oh Margery, thou halt—

Marg. What have I done?

Butl. Why thou haft drawn womanifh tears from the
Flood-gates of my manly Taylors eyes.

Prethee forgive me.

Marg. Well1 do with all my heart.

Butl. 1know thou art vertuous and religious.

Marg. Ay, Fames, 1hould be forry elfes for every Holy-
day when I put on my beft Cloaths, I read my Pfalter, many a
leafdo I turn over with a wet thumb , T have a new Bible too,
and when my Lady left her Pratice of Piety, fhe gave it me,
and you fhall have it 5 therefore pray think well of me, I am
no Papiftht T thank God.

Butl. Sweet Margery, forgive me all my faults', and let’s
kifs upon that.

aarg. With all my heart.

Butl. The beft of Love with quarrels is poffeft,

Amantium ire amoris redintegratio eft.
" [[Exennt.

Enter Colonel and Ifabella.

col. Look ye, Madam, the cafe is this, I'le go upon the
fquare with my Lady, 1 have a thoufand pounds a year, but
’tis mortgaged very deep, for [ was hatter’d and fequeftred, as
maay brave Fellows were for ferving the King 5 but no more
to be faid.

Ifzb. 1have heard you were a great Sufferers he looks like
a'brave Fellow, his roughnefs and honeft bluntnefs pleafes me
ftrangely. G col.
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Col. 1 fay nothing of that 5 but I had as like to have had
the honour of being hang’d for the King as any man, and °tis
trie many undeferving perfons were brought to the Scaffold,
that did not merit the honour like my felfs and if I had not
had palpable injuftice, I'm fure I bad had the honour; but
no more to be faid.

Ifab. Aloyal Man.

Col. But Merit was not look’d upon, they prefer’d Fellows
to be hang’d, that Gad were no more fit for't , than your La-
difthips Chamber-maid.

Zfab. Do not repent, Sir, methinks tis well as “tis.

€ol. No, Madam, nothing fhall trouble me, what cannot be
cur'd muft be endur’d, but I ferv'd in all the War, I fay no-
thing, but the bufinefs is , thus wasmy Eftate engaged, and I
hearing of this Widew , faith was content to mortgage my
body to her to redeem my Land, and fo, Madam, I beg you
will pleafe to. let her know from me. You are her Kinfwo-
man, and [ thought the fitteft perfon to break the Ice to.her,
i fee (he is pefter’d with Fools, I could not do’t my felf.

Ifab. Do you love her by hearfay only

€ol: I thought it conventent for her and me too, and for-
Liove Widews feldom trouble themfelves with that,

Ffab. Then you are not much in Love.

€ol. Faith, Madam, I am a Souldier, and hate lying, I am:
not dangeroufly.

Ifab, 1 know not what’s the realon, but methinks ¥ am-glad
to hear that. [ Afide.

ColL Faith, Lady, I could love you a great deal better, if it
were as convenient for me.

Ffab. Say you fo >

Col. Yesfaith; but I like my Lady, and I know what be-
longs to.a Gentleman, and am heneft, I'le make a kind Haf~
band to her, and Gad I'le deal like a*Gentleman with her,
and that fhe fhall find as foon. as fhe pleafes, and that’s the:
fhort and the long on't. :

Zfab. Thefe Souldiers are all a word and a blow 3 but me-
thinks this honelt bluntnefs is better than the fawning flatte-
1y of your perfumed featherd hufty tufty Fools: yonder

comes,




(43)

comes my Lady, let us retire, and eonfult what I fhall ay to
her.

. Col. Come,] fee fhe’s perfecuted damnably with Coxcombs,
let her but {ay one word, and I'le beat ‘em every one out of

the houfe.
[Ex. Col. ewnd Ifab.
Z/ab. Allogs,

Enter Lady Haughty, Codthead, a#d Crambo

meeting ‘em.

Cramb. Your Servant, Madam, I have been meditating for
your Ladifhips Service. :

Codfh. Peace, Crambo, do not interrupt me , I am very
bufie.

Cramb. Come let’s hear no fwearing.

Lady. Thefe Fools begin to be troublefome, I can enjoy
00 privacy for 'em. [4fide.

Codfb. As I was faying, Madam ; you are a pretty Thief,
and fteal every bodies heart,no man can keep a heart in quiet
for you,

Lady. Did not youfteal that out of the Academy of Com-
plemeats, Mr. Cod/fhead 2

Codfh. No, as I hope to be faved.

Cramb. How now, Mr. Codfhead !

[ Crambo pulls bine by the Elbow.

Codfh. Why, would not you have me hope to be faved,
when I have left off fwearing? Inever faw fuch a man in my
life, i'faith, you’l put me quite out. Madam, your Eyes hum---
your bright Eyes hum----- have fo enflaved me , that, hum;
hum----- I can no longer call my heart my own.

Lady. Good lack a day, but are you ferious?

Codfb. Ay the De---- hum---- could you but fee your flf;
you would not doubt it, hum.=---

Cramb. That was very well.

: [ Crambo ¢laps hinm on the Back,

Codfh. And then that ftately and majeftical Forehead a-
dorned by, or rather adorning thofe curles--- hum--- thofe
{nares for hearts, G 2 Lady.
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Lady. ThisFool has been bred up‘to nothing but Quefti-
ons and Commands and crofs purpofes.
Codfp: That Arch upon ‘your Brow is Cupids Bow, as-,

 humee- .

“Lady. Thefe commendations come not from your heart,
you hiim-and paufe, and feem to be in pain.

Codfh. 1am a Son of a Whore, Madam, if they ‘be not
from my heart, and that’s an excellent word , and no {wear-

ing.

: [The widow [miles.

Cramb. For thame, don’t you fee her laugh at you for it ?

Codfb. Peace, I have a thoufand commendations more for
you, as that your breath is a heavenly dew, {weeter than Ea-
ftern Winds---- hum---- that o’re the flowry Gardens blow----
hum, ha--- or than the choice(t of Arabian Gums.

* Cramb. Very fine | Tle fet ivdown, Fleufeit. Lord, to fee
fome ordinary men light of things now and then, as good as
one of us! _

Codfh. Your teeth like---hum--- Oriental Pearls, or Twin
Lambs newly {horn.

Lady. How came thofe Lambs and Pearls together ? they
néver met before. _

Cramb. Pardon me, Madam, 'tis a fine Trope, and I'le ftea}
that too : Lord, to fee how Wits are beholding fometimes to
Fools ! _ i 0N
“+¢odfb. YourEyes, Madam, are two clear refplendent Foun-
tains, tWwo-=-- ,

Lady. Two, what not other things Thope too!
~eodfh. Two Helicons, whea you weep, and your faowy
Breafts are---- 5

Lady. What I'befeech you, Sir 2

Codfp. Two Parnafus Hills covered ‘with Snow--- hum---
ha--- and then your- --

Lady. Hold, hold, Sir, go no further, you’l'be uncivil by
and by : do you intend to read a Lecture over me; as they
doupona body atthe Phyfick Schools? I'le have no more
ou’t,

Entcr
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Enter Nan. M Ay

Na#. 1 defire advord with your Ladifhip in private. '™

Lady. Your Servant, I muft leave you.

codfb. Your Servant, Madam. [Ex.Lady and Nan.

Cramb. This was well for a beginningcbut whydid you
hum and ha fo, and make fuch long paufes in your Difcourfe:2

Codjh:"Why, if you will have thetruth on’t, when [*paufed
I was {wearing and curfing to-my felf,; or elfe I never could
have gone through with 1t.

Cramb. -What, mental (wearing and curfing! i

codfp; Ounds I'le no-more of 1ty the Dewil itake \me,, -if it !
had not almoft like tothavekil'd me, blood, it: was futh 4

ain to me, asif I was gyved and fetter'd, I was fo fick all the:
while;, God take:me and in fuch paia,-I had no/joy in my ;
: life'’s: God, now méthinks I am fo free, fo lightfom ; Ouande;’ - o
' methinks T'could leap overithe hofe; vhe Devil take me;, i l[l
ever you fhall fhackle me again, Sir, nor (he neither ; if vheve "
be no getting of her but upon thefe hard terms, therc’san end |
on't, Ile go home and {wearjand curfe andlye, and! do what {
Iwill inmy: own ground. : 1050 0o

Cramb. Come, I'le put you ima way:to:do irwithout i
paim ‘ g ovs ‘ :

Cod/h. - Away, tis impoflible, I'le never think on'r.

Cramb. Tle make you confefs your felf in the wrong? I
have written a Scen: of Love for you, which you (hall gee: 1
bycheart.: ! ol o on e 913t ghbrs 18 AW |

Cod/h: Thaok you for, that, Howfhall I kmow her anfivers: I

Cramb. Why; I'have writ themrtoo.> Los J

Codf. Can you know before-hand what (he’l anfwer 2

Crambsr Ay;ay, fhe canmake no-atheranfwers to what
write, I were no Poet elle, there’s the Art on’t, Mamie 31 ) ,

Godfh. “Ehexe’s the Are-on'e indeed; Ethidk I cotld wak I
a (hift to get a thing by heart, without putting in my: Oath i
and wonted Phrafes, but the Devib take ‘the ;rthae will b I

1

hasd. :

Cramb. 1, warrant you,try. ) |5 130395 W JJ
Godh,, Bat if fhe (hould ‘make trofsaafivers ;T hould be e
damnably difappointed, God take.me. t oW |
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Cramb. My life foryour's, praylet’s into the Chamber, 1
am much indifpofed, and on the fudden taken very ill, me-
thinks.

Codfp. Prethee don't be fick before thou giveft me the
Scene, for fhame dome on.

Enter Clork of the Kitchin, Cook , Muficians, and
the under-Cooks.

Cramb. 1 am very dull and ftupid, 1am as dull----

Codfh. As a Dog, I know you were always fo, God take
me, for you'l never keep good Company, nor drink a Glafs,
and a man muft be as dull as a Devil that lives fo.

Cramb, Well , you will have your own way, but I grow
worfe, let’s go. [ Ex. Codfhead 42d Crambo.

Cook. Faith, Sir, you play the beft upon the Fiddle, and
are the fineft Muficioner that can be ; and fuch a melodious
Pipe you have for finging.

AMufie. You are pleafed to fay fo.

€ook. Come, good Sir, fans Ceremony, let’s go in and take
off two or three Derby Cans.

Muffe. You have ply’d me o hard, I muft take alittle frefls
air, and breathe a while, for 1 can fwallow no more yet.
= Cook. Faith you are not fo good a Fellow, as I took you

or.

Mufic. By and by, there’s no time loft 5 but now after you
drew up your Dinner in Battel array , with all your military
words of Command, go on, as you promifed me, with the
reft.

Cook. With all my heart, 'tis very tragical, "tis a moft dif:
mal relation,

Clerk. It will bring tears out of your Eyes, though you re-
folve againft it.

Mufie. Come, Sir, goon, I love Tragedy, efpecially He-
reick, Oh, it does chime, and make the fineft noife, ’tis no
matter whether it be fenfe or no, fo it be Heroick.

(He fpeaks it and mouths it in a very tragical tone.

Cook. Well then—————a

Cook.
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0b, oh, ob, all's lof}, we are defeated quite =
There are no further hopes of @ Relief,

The Battel s gone, the day ws loft.

How, good Mr. €ook 2
You fhall hear..

The powder'd Beef [Fone dead in Cabbage lay,
Onflanghts upon the Cuftards and the Pyes
Broke in with flerce affanits npon the crufts
Then Gravy all upon the board did run,
The wings of Fowl cut off from all retreat,
A Leg of Pork lying here flaflit and cut,
The Loins of Veal fhot through with Orange [lios;
A Breaft of Mutton broken were the bones.
Paffion on me, 'tis wondrous fad.

Gammons of Bacon [bot all full of Cloves,

Saw Rabbits lying there without their legs.

A cloven Calves bead with the brains daflit out,
A [ad Pigs head clofe frows the body cus.

Oh my heart !

A Chine of Beef flafbt wmangled to-the bones,
Shoulders of Ven[on in their own blood wallowing,,
Our Ordnance Marrow-bones difmonnted quite,,
The wriggled Brawn [o mffacred with wonnds,,
Tripes hanging ont moft hideows to fee,

With cxcrement of Muftard dropping down.
There Oyfters now gaping for their laft breath,
Lobfters and Crevices all bloody.red.

¥ Cook. 1 can hold no longer, my heart melts.

Cook.

None nrade retveats but Crabs, that I'counld fee,
The Forlorn-hope of Porrige all was [pilt,
And the Referve of Fruit and Cheefe thrown done,

Some few were rallied, for the fight 'ith Hall ; il

But being charg'd, they conld not fland at all.

So the dead bodies, fcatter'd bones, and crufis,

Were in the Alms Tub buried firf}, and then '
Rak'dup by rav’'noys Crows and Kites call d Beggers,

Wherewith their bungry maws and [erips they fil d.

This i the [ad relation of that day,

”

The fatal day of our fo great defeat. Mufic:
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Mufre. *Tis themoft tragical ftory e're was heard, the ex-
preflion forced a tear from me, ¢re I.was aware on't; I fee
moving paffion s a great matter, though inKitchin Poetry.,

Clerk. Sce what number is, fo Mufick moves with Number.

Mufie. It does fo 5 but if this bad been in Rime!|OhRime,
if it be but fpoke violently, and well mouth’d, it touches
mightily.

Enter Footpad and v Rogue with Fiddles.

Footpad. By your leave, will it pleafe you to hear a fit of
Mufick > we are Fidlers, and we can {mell out Feafts and
good Company.

Mufic. Ay, praylet’s have 'em.

Clerk. Ay, with all my hear.

Cook. Come, Gentlemen , follow me, I'le give you a lufty
Derby Can.’ . .

Footpad. Fhaith we’l follow, Sir: come Comerade in dan-
ger and in fpoil, if. we had mift this Habit of Fidler, all had
been fpoil’'d.

1 Rogue. Oh Rogue agrees with Fidler extremely , Fidler
is a Rogue according to Law.

Footpad. Oh yes, one Fidler is one Rogue, two Fidlers
two Rogues, three a noife of Rogues, and five a company of
Rogues, fine Statute legal Rogues,

1 Rogue. Well,would I had a Monopoly of Roguery, that
none might play the Rogue but by my Patent.

" Footpad. Why, thou would’ft have money enoughto over-
come the Grand Signior, thou uncon{cionable Fellow.

I Rogue. Faith I love to wifh to the purpofe, but let’s in.

Footpad. Come on, but remember {till that thieving is a
more profitable Roguery than fidling, and ther: fore be fure
to keep thy hand in ure,

I Rogue. Shall I ever live to have it faid of me, that my
right hand forgot to fteal ? no, no, never may.I live to fee
that day.

Footpad: Nobly {poke, and like a Roman--- ThiefImean
but here come the Ladies, let’s in. Excunt.

Eunter
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Enter Lady Haughty, Ifabella, and Nan,

Lady. Ha, Coufin, I am afraid this vitorious Colonel has
overcome you, \

Ifab. Not fo,Madam, but he appears the better for being
amongft the Fools here.

Lady. That’s true 5 but prethee diffemble not with me,
forI find this bluftring Souldier has ftorm’d your heart.

Ifab. My heart, Madam ! why fhould you imagine it ?

Lady. 'Tis fos no more: I'le endeavour to mollifie this
Dub a Dub, this tempeftuous Colonel for you.

Ifab. 1befeech you, Madam, don’t believe this of me.
Afide.] And yet to fay truth, I begin to believe it of my ff,
I would I had not feen him.

Lady. He feems to be a good honeft rough Fellow, and
may make a good Hufband : here’s Nan, 19 fuch an arrant Lo-
ver of 8ir Jobn Noddy, he’s mawdlin for him.

Nan. Madam , Ineither can nor will diffemble, he’s is {o
fine a witty facetious perfon , no body needs be athamed of
him, and the handfomeft Gentleman upon earth.

Lady. Come , I'le endeavour to oblige ye both: come
on, Gentlemen, you are come to take the Air. =~

Enter Sir John, Juftice, and Colonel.

Sir Jobn. No, Madam , I am come to take fomething
elfe.

Lady. What’s that, Sir Jobn 2

Sir John. Your heart, Viadam, ha, ha, ha, that was well.

Lady. Youwwon't rob me, will you?

Fuft. Prethee {rand by, you take her heart !

My buck fom Lady, T am come to you,

An ancient Fuftice, that in Love does [ne
To draw with you in thet woft happy yoke
Of Wedlock yaud you'l find kimheart of Ok

H I know




(50)

I know your bumor's pleafant, gay, avd merry,
And [0 is mine you'l find with a bey down derry.

Lady. You're a very merry Juftice, though not in:your
prime.

You have been a Spark T warrant you inyour time.

And, Sir, yow're beartily welcome in Rime.
There’s Poetry for your Poetry.

Fuft: Ha, ha, very good, i’faith;, was a Spark !'T am ftill {o,
and as merry a Fellow as any of the Quorum, i'faith,

sir Fobn. 1t mirth will pleafe you, if I make you not mer-
ry , I'le lofc my Knighthood , that coft me five hundred
pound. Why, I make every body die with laughing, thatI
keep company withal, ask' my Lord ‘my Neighbour; on.my
copfcience and foul, I fhall be the death of him for one.

Lady. Then “twill’ be ‘dangerous venturing upon youy, I
fhail be in fear of my life for you.

Col. bluftring) Stand by, who is it that dares pretend to

up,to ber. this Lady, while I am prefent ? hah.
Sir John. The Colonel’s mad, he looks as-if ‘he would
eat-one. 2

Juft. Faig Lady, I'le withdraw; my Suit muft ceafe,
When War appears, no Fuflice of the Peace.

Lady. No, ftay, what will you quit me fo ? what are you,
Sir ? what would you have -

Col. I am a Souldier, and to fpeak plain Eaglifh, I am for
you' which way you will, any way in"the world.

Lady. As how , good boifterous Sir > you mean to make
Love, as they make War, with Fire and Sword.

Cvl. Faith, Madam, I would lie with you, and not-marry
you, or-marry.you, and not lie with you, or lie with you.and
then marry you, or'marry you'and then lie ‘with:you, or
neither marry you, nor lie with you : chufe which,and take
your courfe. '

Lady. Why, you are all Gun-powder; would you blaw up
| a-poor Widow at ‘firft ?* .

il Ifap.. Did'not I'tell yol' hie‘was a pleafant man, Madam ?
| Lady. I fee youlove War, Coulin, and have a mind to.fol-

aw. the Camp, Col.
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Col. Why look you ? in fhort, you are a very merry Wi-
dow, and I am a merry Souldier , if you like me fo, faith,
make no more words on’t, here’s my hand, Lady, and there’s
anend on’t.

Lady. But what if I do not like you, Noble Colonel ?

Col. Why then fo, I hope a man may keep a poor little
thing of his own, as the world goes, when the wor(t comes to
the worft, and that will offend no body.

Lady. Good Colonel, let me be a little free with you.

Col. Take your courfe.

Lady. Have not you been advifed. by fome experienced
frail Matron, that a Widow is to be won with huffing and
bluftring?

Col. Tam my own Counfellor, God ye are moft of you too
cunning to be won by Stratagem, and you muft be carried
by ftorm.

Lady. Youare a mad Colonel, and I like you the better
for it, I hate the common Road of Woing ia the Dunftable
High-way of Matrimony. I love to be woed fantaftically 5
but let’s fee what you can do for me now. Do you fhew
your parts, and thefe Gentlemen fhall (hew theirs, that I may
chule difcreetly.

Col. What a Pox, Madam, do you take me for your Dog,
your Spaniel, to fetch and carry, and thew tricks for you?

Lady. Good Mr. azars, be not {o paflionate.

Col. Ounds, Madam, do you think to rank me with Cox-
combs ?

Sir Jokn. Who the Devil does he call Coxcomb ? a Knight
a Coxcomb I that’s impoffible.

Juft. T'faith, if I thought he meant me , I'de biad him te
the good Behavior: a Juftice a Cozcomb ! that were a good
one, i’faith.

Col. Death, Madam, I am not to be ufed thus.

Lady. Then, good Sir, leave me to thofe that will be ufed
fo, I will divert my feIf here; pray take you a Walk with
my Coufin in the mean time, and fee if the will ufe you bet-
ter,

P‘I 2 CC"!:
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€ol. With all my heart, Madam, give me leave to wait up-
on you, fince fhe’s no better company.
[Ex. Col. and I{abella,
Lady. Come let me fee what good qualities you have, give
me leave to f{it, and judge betwixt you, that 1 may chufedift
crectly, a Chair in the firlt place, he that I marry muft fing
well, that’s certain.
Sir Jobn. Oh Pox, if finging will do, I'le fit you to a hair,
i'faith.
Fuft. 1f L ever fail you in that, Madam----
Lady. Come on, Juftice, and begin.
Ju/t. Hem, will you hear how a Spanith Lady wooed an
Englifh Man ?
Garments gay, as rich as may be, .
Deck’'t with Jewels had fhe on.
Lady. Good Juftice fome other, I like not that fo well,
Sir Jobn. Ha, ha, ha, I thought how he'd pleafe her.
F#ft. Now I fhall fit you.

When as King Henry govern'd the Land,
The fecond of that Name,

Befides bis Queen he dearly lov'd

A fair and Princely Dane.

Moft parlows was ber Beauty found,

Her favour and her face s

A [weeter Creature in this World

Did never Prince embrace.

Her crifped Locks, like Threads of Gold,
Appear to each mans [ight :

Her comely Eyes, like Orient Pearls,
Did caft a heavenly light.

Lady. Well done, Juftice, there’s enough at once, now,
Sir Fobn, try you. ’

8ir John. His is a foolith old fathion’d Song, Madam , but
mine’s of the new caft.

L.dote,
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1 dote, Idote, but am a Sot to fhow it,
I was awery Fool to let her know it 5
For now fhe doth fo cunning grow, }

She proves a friend worfe:than g foe.
she'l neither hold mee faft, nor let nre go s
She tells me I cannot forfake ber.
Wwhen fbraight I endeavonr to leave ber,
she to make me flay
Throws a RifS in my way :
0b then I could tarry for ever.

Lady. Very well on both fides.
sir John. But you fhall hear what he fays to her, 'tis fine, i

fine, very fine. |

. But good Madam Fickle be faithful,
! And leave off yowr damnable dodging. |
1 Either love me, or leave me, '
i And do not deceive wme, |
But let me go home to my Lodging. f

De’ {ee, Madam, God, that was {mart. |
Fufb. That fmare! fy, your old Songs are better by half; |

they are more paffionate.

There was a rich Merchant man
That was both grave and wife,
He kil'd a man in Athens Town, |
Great guarrels there did arife.. i |
0b a [weet thing is Love! i
Tt vules both heart and mind, |
There s no comfort in this World. |
To Women that are kind. i

uft. 1think that wasa good Trillo, Madam.. |

Lady. Very good. i
8ir Jobn. Madam, hear but one Song of mine, and if Ido - |

not put him down..
0.
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0b my-dear pretty Soul,
How'thy black Eyes do rowl,
¢ And vule without contronl
My ‘poor Heart,

How can ny dear Fewel

Be to it fo-cryel,

When [he can fee well
His great [mart ¢

Nan. Oh Madam, he’s the fineft Gentleman in the World,
I fhall die with looking on him.

Sir John. “Tis:very paffionate and fine; Madam:

Lady. "Tis very well ‘indeed s but'the next thing I muft
make trial of, muft be of your'Dancing ; for T muft have a
Hufband courtly and weli bred. W

F#ft. 1€ 1 do not fic ‘you for'that, may I'never examine
Malefactor more 5 why, T was a Reveller at Grayes-Inz in my
youth, Madam,

SirJobn. Begin, I fear you not.

F#ft. Here’s no Mufick, but I'le fing to my Dancing.

: [[He dances ridiculonfly.
Lady. Very well, ddmirable well.
Sir John. Come, TI'lé dance the Minoutes » you do not

know what that is; Jaftice, ha, ha, ha.

Juft.: Pox on your French kickfhaw Dances »' I love your
true Derby-fhire Horn-pipe.
: (s John'dances; and fings to it.
[Codﬂ]ead and tWo or three moye bring in
Crambo fick upor a Chair.
Codfh. Come, bring him hither for freth Air, this s a
fbrewd Fit, ptdy Heaven it doesnot carry him away.,
- Cramb. Oh, oh, Spleen, I am fick, fick.
Lady. What's the matter ?
Cd(»{//).
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Codfi, Oh Madam, here’s the Poet o fick, the Dev—=
Oh---- he was in his-Chamber writing, he fell into Raptures,
Ecftafies, Furies, heated, and fiwell'd, and big with Mufe;and
cannot be delivered: A - ,

Fuft. Fetch a Midwife for him, ha, ha, ha.

Lady. Nan, fetch down fome Cordial-water ¢ can he not
fpeak ? Mr. Crambo !

Cramb. Oh, oh, Fumes, Fumes. :

8ir Jobhn. Death, he'l found, tweak' him by the Nofe, box
him on the Ears, let me come.

Cod/h. Hold, Coufin; forbear.

Enter the Colonel and Ifabella haftily.

Lady. Oh here’s Mr. Crambo in a Fit of Poetry , as bad as
a:Fit of the Mother.
Nan. Here’s the Cordial, Madam, burn fome Partridge-

feathers under his Nofe.
Col. Pox, is thisall . nothing buta Poet fick ?

Lady. 1 fee blockheaded Souldiers make nothing of a.

Poet.
Enter Footpad and 1 Roguwe:

Footpad. Will it pleafe you t6 haveany Mafick 2«

Codfh. Ounds, you Rogue, is this a time for Mufick ?

Footpad. Sir, I heard your Poet was fick, and perhaps Mu-
fick may do him good, I have an excelleat Song ; how the
nine Mufes invited 2 Poet'to Dinner. .

Cod/fh. Death, you Ralcal, get you gone. i

Lady. Hold, Mr. Codfhead , it may do him good, and
pleafe me, prethee Fellow fing it. ‘

Footpad. 'Tisto the Tune of Cook Laurel.

The Nine Lady Mufes would make me their-Gefty’
And invited me to Parnaflus #o dine,

And promifed me there a Poetical Feaff,

And vow'd that their Helicon fhould turm to Wine.




( §0
The very firft Difb was Heroieal Verfe
Bakid inla Pafly with fwelling pufft Pafles
No:Gravy there-was for méto rehear [,
“Twas dull to the appetite, dry to the tafte.

Love-Sonncts in Lovers tears then were dreft,
Stew'd in Love-[ighs, and fet by to cool,

with excellent Cream and Eggs of the bef?,
dnd thew this Loves Difh all faid was a Fool.

Then Epigrams drefi'd and cook’d with pains,
With Vinegar, Limon, the Sawce full of Art,
And added gnte it 0ld Mattials Brains,

So this all the Mufes faid was their Tart.

Sad Epitaphs, Elegies, if not miftaken,

Came to the Board, and fo were [et dowr 3

They lookd like a Weltphalia Gammon of Bacon,
In bis long Cloke or black Monrning-gown.

Then like a Shoulder of Venifon in blood,

A Tragedy difb't with Muflard, becanfe

2t drew down a Deluge of Tears like a Flond,
With bitter Herbs:added to heighten the Sance:

A Comedy [weet and poignant then came

By Natures Cook dreft fo finely and fit

With all the [rweet Herbs thatany can name :

For [pice, firew’d with Satyr, with Hugzonr and wit.

A Bisk or an Olio, then one in brings

with French Railleries and French Lampoons,

With Riddles in Rimes, and Pofies for Rings : (Spoons.
For the Meas theymfed Knives, for the thin. Broth their

Raw Fruit, great Difles of School-boys Themes,

Then fharp and quick fefts, which all werepreferv'd s

This flow d like a flood of witty fweet fireams,

4nd thys their Defert and Banket was ferv'd. The
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The The[pian Spring all the Poets told me,
Ravifb'd the Palate, it was fo divine,
Since Water and Wit cax never agree,
They all concluded it was Spanifly Wine.

The ]I«lﬂﬁ} then tun'd their Fiddles each [tring,
hile with them Iﬂmyld fay

And vow'd for aw
To bear a merry Song, which they wounld fing ¢
when endedy I kifs'd their hands, and came away.

Lady. ' Tis very well, there’s money.

Fuft. Sir Fobn, give him fome money.

gir John. Pox onyou, was not my Pock

a(F. 1fhall have a hundred pound to be paid me, it lies

at the Town withinhalf'a mile ; I'le walk over for it pre-
{fently.

Footpad. Do you hear that, Sir ?

1 Rogue. Ay, and am glad to hear it
i'faich.

Lady. Carry him up to Bed.

Sir fohn. Peace, peace.
[ sir John, [teals behind the Colonel, who

fands with his hands bebind hine, and
bites bim by the Thumb.

et pick’c?

we’l be with him,

[ They remove Crambo.

Fujt. Hn,_ha, has s

Col. kicks Ounds, y

him. Monlkey-tricks !

Lady. How now, what's the matter ?

i Nay I know not, Madam, I 0 'refaw the like in

my life 3 he’s the ftrangelt cholerick perfon in the -whole

World, I vow to God, to box and kick a man for a Jeft.
Lady. Pray, Sir, be civil.

col. Madam, I muft be civil to my Haonour.
! T.never faw fuch 2 chole-

ou Rafcal , Ireward you for your

. ~ L
Sir 7007,

sir Fobn. Honour with a Pox !
rick uncivil man, {ince [ was
Juft. Swear the Peace agal

rant.
Codfh.

born, as I hope to be fav'd.
alt him, I'le give, you my War-

I
|
|
\i
[
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Codfh. Do you hear , Coufin ? if you do not fight with
him, you are a fhame to your Family, the Devil take me.

Sir John. Not I, why he’s mad, I do not know what mif-
chief he would do, if one fhould fight with him, ;

Lady. Gentlemen, T muft leave yous Juffice, do you keep
the Peace here, [Ex. Lady Ifab. 4#d Nan,

Codfp. Do you hear angry Colonel? God take me you
fhall give fatisfadtion for this,

Col. Why, he'l ne're fight. g

€odfp. *Tis no'matter, bring your Friend , and if he will
not, I and another will, the Devil take me, in the Corn-field
by the Gallows an hour hence.

Col. "Tisa dreadful place 5 but I le meet you, I'le feck a
Friend.

Fuf. Come away.

Sir Jobn. Well, I wilh I may never ftir, if ever I faw fuch
a peevifh Fellow, [Bxeunt ommes,

SRidabi ad dag, i g O80 Ml Hay oft
| & C- T ¥,

Enter Godfhead.

Codfh. | Have at length got my Scene by heart 5 but if the
E Colonel fhould kill me by and by, *twould quite
fpoil my Scere,
Yo'are like the new-fprung Lilies of the freld,
Whofe native colonr, hups----
Darkning the milkie way, buns----
Then fays fhe,
Yopr Phrafes make miy modefty to blufh.
Then I again,
Then you appear like the new-budded Rofe,
With modeft blufhes of Vermilion, hup----
Vegetables-<- hups--- pypy.-- odoriferous lnfire,
‘Ehen fays’fhe,

My ignorance pleads.my excuft.

Thep
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Then 1,
Lady 'tis love, your heart may feel that flame.
Then fhe,
I never knew yet what it was to love.
Then I,
Fle teach you, Virgin.
Pox, fhe’sa Widow , I {hall forget to alter that word ;. be-
fides I am plaguily afraid of putting Oaths and Curles into
the blank Verfe,

Then fays fhe,
Oh, if this Love were conftant.
Thea I,
Conftant as Rocks,that ffand great Neptunes floods,¢vc.
Oh, Doéor, you are welcome » here’s Poet Crambo is in a
defperate condition.
Doif. I am come to try my skill upon him.
Codfh. T will have him brought out to you.

Enter Da(ffoz.

Enter Lady and Ifabella,

Lady. Come, Dotor, are you come to work a Wonder,
and make a dull Poet write ?

Doff. 1 cannot do Miracles, but I'le do my beft.

Codfh. Good Doétor do, and you fhall be well rewarded,
belides the honour of the Cure. [ They bring ir Crambo.
Without your skill he is loft, 'tis a threwd Fit.

Doct. Come, Sir fpeak , he cannot: here , take this Pen,
can you write > No, he is far gone, his Mufe is weak, he muft
have fome Poetical Remedies. This it is to take impoffibili-
ties in hand, to think that Wit can go beyond the limits of
Wit they ftrain it into fultian and nonfence : well this fu-
{tian will be the death of fome Heroick Poet or other s if
they take not care, the very fpeaking on’t is enough to bring
the Actors into confumptions.

Lady. 'Tis true, Doctor; belides,that conftant noife of Ri-
ming , when every two Verfes found alike, like the Larum of
a Clock, difturbs me, it makes my head ake to hear it,

Codfh. What fay you to. him
I3 Dodf,
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Dolt. Why, I think fit to apply a Cataplafm of Homer.
Codfli. By no means, Do&or, it would raife fuch vapours
in his head with Zacws, Minos , and Radamanthws , “twould
make him ten times worfe. » :

Doif. What do you think of Awacreon o Pindar for his
Diltemper ?

Godfh.'Oh, all Greek Poets, with the ftrange Charalters
6f Crows feetin his head , would make Kim worfes befides
he has made ufe of ’em all, and ftole from every one of “em,
which he under{tands ajgeady.

Doéf. Why then fome Pills of Zirgil.

Lady, 1have heard he did but imitate Honzer.

Codfh. Such lofty Lines are not fit for his weak ftomach.

“Ludy. Oh, ftreng Lines would ftick in his Throat , and
choak him. - ;

Codfh. What think you of a Cordial of Horace ¢

Doé. Oh, it will not work upon your Heroicksat all', he
has too much feafe in him for them: what if T {bonld try
0vid ¢

Lady. That will make him metamorphofe himfelt into
Trees, and Bealts, and Birds.

Doé#. Perhaps fo , and his falfe ‘Afironomy may do him
harm, andthen Lucan with his Swords, Darts, and Pilesistoo
ftrong for him.

codfli. Good Sir, try fome Englifh Poets, as Shakefpear.

Doé. You had as good give him preferv'd Apricocks, hie
has too much Wit for him, and then Fletcher and Beaumont
have fo much of the Spanith Perfume of Romances and No-
vels.

Lady. That’s true s befides they may put him into a whi-
ning Fit of Love, with. Oh and Ah, with folded arms.

Ifab. You had as good apply Liquorilh and Sugar-candy to
bim, with Paftor fido.

By ferpent Rivulets under fhady Trees,
Wwith Scrip of Cordovant and gandy Hook.

Doét: The laft Remedy , dike Pigeons to the foles of the
feet, muft be toapply my:dear Friend M. Fobnfon's Works,
but they mult be apply’d to histhead. .

Codfb.
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Codh. Oh, havea care, Dotor, he hates Ben. Jobnfon, he

has an-Antipathy to him.
Cramb. Ob, [ hate Fohnfon, oh oh, dull dull, oh oh no

Wit.
Do, “Tis you arc dull ; he {peaks now , but I have lefs
hopes of him for thiss dull ! he was the Honour of his Na-
tion, and the Poet of Poets , if any thing will do‘c, he wiil
bring your Poet iato his Wits :again, and make him write
Senfe and Reafon, and purifie his Language, and make him
Jeave his foolifh phantaftical heroick Fuftian,

codfh. Oh, have a care what you do, he hates him mor-
tally.
cramb’ Oh, oh,oh.

Doct. Well, Sir, he muft be
his Difeafe is defperate , and
remove him in, I'le order him.

Cramb. Oh, oh,.n0okafor. \
poéf. Come inwith him, Gick men ftill naufeate their Re-

medies. [Ex. Dodfor and two carrying Crambo out.
Eady: Coufin, préthee take the Key of my Cabinet, and
take the Net-purfe with Gold in it, and put it in his Poc-
ket, “tis a better Cotdial than allthe. Doctor has named.
1f b Twill, Madam 3 if money does not recover his fenfes,

forc’d to take Fobnfon's Works,
e muft have this Cure : come,

nothing will.
Lady. This1sa Judgment upon him for ftealing fo , they
fay he never writ a2y thing that was his own.
Codf. He was indeed a little given to filching s but now
for my Scene, how (hall I bring itin?
Lady your look. 7 mere vikoriosys than I haveeuver
Lady. No fure; you're miftaken.
Codfh. Now, now.
> ; ) 8 ~
18 .frcﬂlzke the mew fprung inlj- of the frelds
Wwhofe native colonr, when it does appear,
Darkens what's light, it s felf the tender flower,

The Devil----

[een it.

So innocent it trembles to be touncht.

Oh, oh, I was curfing,
Fearing a [pok from the ferener Air,
Darkning the wilkic way of Stars fo fairs

Now
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Now anfwer right, if it be thy will. [ 4fide.

though T'confefs T am very pale,
Codfh. Pox on't, (he thould have (aid,

Tour Phrafes make my modefty to blufl.

But I'le go on, comz what will, the Devil take me.
Ther you appear like the new budded Rofe,
With model} blufhes of Vermilion die,
In your fair fizht mo Vegetable dare
Sprout out, and be fo inpudent £ appear
In the high prefence of Apollo’s Conrs

Without your fweet and odoriferous Infire.
-Lady. Odoriterous luftre | what’s that? '

|
’ Codfh. *8death; the thould have faid,
141‘ My ignorance pleads my excufe.

"Tis damn’d crof,

;.‘1% Lady. This Fellow’s
'[ ‘ bled with Fumes like Poet crambo.

_ have faid,
‘ I never yet knew what it was 10 love.

il I will on.

i I'le teach you,Virgin Widow, what it i,
il Love 75 to one, and does Poffefs him all,

it it Ounds, I was {wearing and fpoiling the Verfe,

" Contented forrow aind delightful tronble,

| His Jaduefs eas’d with fighs, on which be lives,
And melancholy thoughts his harmony
Her looks his day, and Jof perfumed [peech
Ls 2ufick 10 bis Soul, and this s Love.

eloquently,

Lady. Methinks T do not look fo very pale as a Lily,

Lady 'tis Love, your heart may feel that fame.
mad fure 5 fare Sir, you are troy-

Codfh. Why, there was another crofy anfver : (he (hould
!1 il Lle teach you, Virgin ORI forgot that, [ 4fide.
| I

i Thereft of Females Jeent not Womankind- -God takeme,
t‘ il

Lady. Either this Fellow is running mad, and hqs nonfenfe
it by infpiration, or has got fome foolith Fuftian of Crambo’s
by heart, and thinks to palm it upon me. You fpeak motft

c 05{/7).
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Codfh. "Sounds the Devil is in it : fhe thould have faid,
Ob, if this Love were conflant, Sir.
Oh misfortune !
Lady. What troubles you, Mr. Codfhead, will it not out »
Codfh. conflant as Rocks,that ffand great Neptunes foods,
Or as the fixed Earth, which never moves,
Or like the Godr Decrees, which are unalterable.
Lady. Indeed, Mr. Codffiead , this was a fine pen'd Scene,
and fpoken with skill 5 bat I cannot now ftay to hear you
alt any longer---- adieu. [ Exit Lady..
Codfh. T amundone beyond redemption, a Pox on ‘this
Poet Crambo and his Scene, what (hall I do ? But I muft now
about another bufinefs, I mult make War inftead of Love,
and for the honour of our Family, but I muft cheat Sir Fobn
unto it, he’l ne’re fight, if he knows it; for' my part'I am {o,
angry, I hall fight like a Devil.

Enter Sir Joha and Nan,

§ir Jobn. But do you think you can bring about 2 Mag-
riage with my Lady ?

Nan. Twarrant you, never doubt it, Sir, do you make good
your promife, and I'le perform mine.

sir John. Upon my Honour I will give you 500 Guinnies
upon the nail. :

Nan. T'le do’t, but Codfhead obferves us, leave me.

8ir Fohn. Your humble Servant, fweet Mrs. 4nae.

Nan. afide.] Your humble Servant , f{weet Sir Fob#u 5 but |
intend, good Sir, to fupply my Lady’s place, if it be poffi-
ble : he is the fineft, pretty, wild, merry Gentleman my ‘€yes
ere faw. [[Exit Nan.

Sir John. With all my heare, Coufin, we'l take a Walk to--
gether : which way fhall we go?

Enter James and Margery.,
codfh. Towards the Gallows fiéld, -

Sir Fohn, Come on, ’tis a fihe Walk. .
Cod/h.
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Codfh. 1 2m fure he fhall fight now,, or have his Fhroat
cut, [Ex. Sir )ohn and Cod(head.
Fames. Ay, you will be fhowing your felf, with a Pox to
you, where the Gentlemen are {till > thou mlauous Chamber-
maid.
Marg. Marry come up, go Snuff, take Pepper in the Nofe,
and have no Box to put it in.

Fawes, Oh you Lolpor youScanderbag, you Slolop.

Marg. You Raggamuffin, you melatcn you Scurff, you
Nit. ;

Fames. Go. you. Carriers. Pack , you Make-bate ; . yon
Spittle.

MMarg. Are you grown fo malepert;, you Jail bird , you
\Iungul you \Vidaeon

Fazes. . Oh you kace of ‘ill Luck, yeu Dra 1ble-tail , you
bdtl.

Marg. Oh you lick-trencherly Scab , you Weafel, you
Hang-panni- r. »

Fames. \mrry Gip with a peftilence , you Jilflert, you
Wriggle-tajl. .

Marg. 1 never wriggled to difpleale you , you fcurvy
Stinkard.

Fames. Go you Beggars Brat.

Marg: Indeed you are c. an :nmwt Family, thnt which
belongs to your no Ho ufe, is an old Coat powderd with
Vermine 3.1 had a Brother was a urt &or for-a Megchant far
beyond the Sea, and | It never thou I'odpool.

James, You arg of a Royal ftock indeed , have [ not feen
your. Mother with a Petti -oat_of more patche h:.n one car
number, indented ag-the bottom, and 1” Y i faw up to hcx‘
old cruel Garters, with her Qrov tins of three colours, three
{tories high,with Tncle about her Hat , kpitting at the Gate
for an /\.Ims?

2arg. My Mother was an honeft Womaa, I thank God,
and t! u;’a' more thag you caa fay of your's.

j’l.’i,'f'f. She was fo ugly, no bnw would touch her.

Atarg. That's falfe, youwNit, theselsnot a body {o il] .fa-
vour'd, but fome good body now and then will have a, cha-

rity

-
0

po
:7
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rity for them. You were Son to the Gold-finder of the houfe,
and were advaic'd’, forfooth, by the Nurfery-woman, be-
caufe they found you -a bold Boy always putting forward :
Oh thou Epicrot, thou wouldft diffemble with thy own
Father.

Fames. I'm fure thou art an Epigram, a great Epigram,
thou eatelt more than all the houf-

Marg. Oh thou art as arrant a Taylor, thatis, a whole
Thief, and but the ninth part of a man.

Fames. Oh you proud Slattern, you have a fine place with
your Vails and Nimming too ; how many ends of Cambrick,
Lawn, Holland-lace, Ribbands, Hoods, Scarfes, Gloves, Masks
haft thou ftolen? -

Marg. Oh thou Camelion Rogue,” thou never mad'{t any
thing in the houfe, but thou ftoleft fomething.

Fames. 1am fure Tam ao honeft man, and ferve my Lady
without ends, good Mrs. Tawdry.

Marg. You lie you Tyger, you have all the Candles ends.

Famres. That’s a clinch, you Quean you. 4

Marg. Tt is not a lie, it is true 5 what do you give me the
lie in Greek, which you learnt of our Chaplain ?

James. By my Troth, Margery , thou haft made me defpe-
sate, I will do that which fhall make your heart ake.

Marg. My heart ake | why what will you do?

Fames. What will I do ?-why I will marry you.

Marg. Do your worft, I am ready to marry you, when €’re
you dare, I think we fhall n¢’re be quiet till we do.

Fames. Why , we quarrel and live like Man and Wife al-
ready, we had as good marry, our quarrelling then will be
more Canonical.

Marg. “Tis all one, you fhall find me as defperate as you
can marry when you durft.

Famses. There’s no more to be faid, it mult be fo, Tle
marry her to have lawful authority over her body. [Aftde.

If after that the fawcy Quean dares quarrel, -
T'le ufe firict difcipline, and boop her Barrel.

K Enter
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Enter Jultice with a bundred pound Bag under his
s g
Arni, in the Field.

Fuft. This hundred pound will do well, all my Rivals will

be obliged to me. :
Enter Colonel.

Col. Honeft Juftice, I am glad I have met you.

Fuft. Why, what's the matter, Colonel ?

Col. Tam to fight a Duel juflt by with Sir Jobz Noddy, and
Mr. Codfhead is his Second, and I wanted one, but now you’l
fupply the place.

Fuft. Why, T'am a Juftice of Peace, Sir.

Col. But you have Honour, have you not, Siz?

F#f?. Faith yes, a kind of Country-honour, a Pox of this
French honour of Duels and Seconds fighting 5 but they have
left it off, and we like Fools muft continue it, but I'le not de-
ny it, I was as good a Back-fword man in my time , as any at
Grays-Inn, 1 tell you that [ have had there many a Venue.

Col. You are 2 Man of Honour, and I am obliged to you.

F#ft. FaithI will mow 'em, Iwill have a Leg or an Arm
of ‘em at leaft 5 but what fhall I do with my hundred
pound ?

Enter.Footpad in the fhape of a.poor old Cripple.

Col. Let the Conqueror take it, ‘twill be the fpoil of the
field by right of War.

Footpad. Blefs you, {weet Mafters, one penny to a poor
Lazer for charity fake, which will gain you Heaven, thou-
fands of blefied Acres for the cheap Purchafe of a poor earth-
ly tranfitory Penny.

Fuft. Get you gone , one cannot talk together for this
Rafcal.

Footpad. Good Gentlemen if not for charity, to be rid.of
me 5 Pox.on thefe lazy Rogues, will they never come ? Sweet-
fac’d Gentlemen, Right Worlhipful, Right Honourable, and
well-beloved Gentlemen, fpare a penny for the poor, van-
quith with your bounty my numerous and horrid enemies,

! hungry,




(67)

hunger, thirft, cold, and faving your prefeace loufines , that
makes me itch and fcratch for your money : blefs ye, (weet
Mafters, remember the poor.

Fuft. There, a Pox go with ye , one can never be quiet
for thofe Beggars.

Footpad. A thoufand bleffings fall on you for your curfes,
when they come thus attended, blefs you, Mafters, blefs you:
a plague on thofe Rogues, will they never come?> what an
opportunity fhall we lofe ?

Col. Yonder I think I fee 'em"coming.

Juf2. Let ‘em come ; I fear ‘em not, i'faith , I'le flafh 'em,
have at a Leg or an Arm, I fay.

Col. Ah brave Juftice ; but what will you do with your
money ? 3

Juft. There’s no body near, I think I had beft make this
poor Cripple hold it, he looks as if he were honeft.

Col. If he were not honeft, he’s alone, and a Snail would
out-run him,

F#ft. Come hither, poor Fellow.

Footpad. Blefs you, fweet Mafter.

J#f. You muft do me a courtefie.

(h'Footpad. I can do nothing, but pray for your fweet Wor-
ip.

Fuft. Take this hundred pound, and hold it till I go inte

the next Clofe, and difpatch a little bufinef.

Footpad. Alas, Sir, I am a poor man, a wretched poor
Cripple, that walks on wooden Legs, a Snail pace, with great
agony and pain ; alas, any body may take it from me.

Fuft. No, I'le truft thee with it.

- Footpad. "Tis a fign your Worlhip is weary of your money
for the prefent, but I'le be faithful to your Worfhips Bag.
dfide.] Now I fhall do it without thofe Rogues.
" Fuf. Come take it, man.

Footpad. Oh I (hall never hold it, wanting my Limbs, both
Legs and Arms, Sir.

F#/2. Come try. [Gives him the Bag.

Footpad. Oh,1 fhall never hold it. ;

[Falls down with the Bags
K 2 Oha
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Oh, oh, that ever I was born! Oh the pain I fuffer! Oh the
heavy burthen of Riches! : . '

Col. 1never faw fuch a weak Fellow in my life, help him
up, come give him his Crutches, tye it upon his back like a
Knapfack. [7hey tye it upon hine.

Footpad. Oh, good your Worlliip, make hafte, for I am
not able to fuftain this heavy burthen long.

Enter Sir John Noddy aznd Codfhead.

Col. They are come.
Footpad. Pray hear me, Gentlemen, though I am a poor
. man, I will do nothing behind your backs: Oh, oh, I am
faint, oh, I am weak, oh, oh, I am ready to depart.
[ He runs away, and leaves his Crutches, the
Col. and Jultice run after the Rogye.

Fuft. Stop Thief, Rogue, Dog. -

Col. This is a'rare Cripple.

Codfh. Holloa, what do you run from us? you mighty
Colonel, oh Cowards, hey Cowards.

Sir Jobn. Ay, ay, they run, they yield, come let’s be go-
ing, we have the Victory without fighting, prethee let’s go,
what fhould we ftay for ?

Codfp. Hold, I think I fee them coming back again.

Sir Jobn. The Devil you do! a plague on ’em, they do
come, let’s be going, they ran from us, and. that’s enough for
our honour.

Codfh. You are my Coufin German, and you (hall not put
up a box on the Ear and a Kick 5 if you do, Sir, [ will cut
your throat my felf, for the honour of my Family.

8ir Fobn. Pox on the honour of my Family for me, would
I were of another Family,

Codfh. Come bear up, and fight well , tis nothings; but
God take me, if you offer to flinch, or fight {carvily , I will
be in the body of you my fclf.

Sir Jobn. Oh, Sir, let me tell you under the Rofe, you
have done very ill to train 2 man out , under pretence to
walk, and then bring him to fight, that has no difpofition to’t,

let




(69)
let me tell you that I love to live in peace and quietnefs
with all men, well Beati pacifici 1 fay : Coufia, you are a

bloody-minded man:
Cod/h. Come bear up, thou fhalc get Honour.

Enter Juftice and Colonel.

sir John. A Pox of Honour , if it cannot be had without
venturing ones life for’t, I ventured nothing but my money
for my Knighthood. .

Fuft. Vle fend a Hue and Cry after him , there’s no over-
taking him.

o Col. Come, Gentlemen, did you think weran from ye ?

Fuff. Run, quoth he! T'le have a Leg oran-Arm, I"affure
you, beforel part with you s run! witha walhing blow I will
cut off his left Ear.

sir John. Oh Lord blefs me, Coufin’, a Raven flew over
my head and croaked, befides the Salt was fpilt towards me
at dinner to day, what fhall I do? Let’s put it ofi till a more
lucky day.

codfh. No putting off I tell you.

Col. Come, Gentlemen, make ready, you fhall find. we are
no Cowards.

Fuft. Come difpatch, I long to beat its come, Mr. Codf-
head, I muft wait upon you.

ir Fohn. Whata Pox if  muft die,I had as good die fight-
ing, a Devil take “em for provoking me to this ,” I'le be the
death of enc of ‘em, if I can.

Enter Footpad and Rogues at a diftance.

Footpad. Let'swait here for the{poil of the field, now- is
the time, rua in aad plunder.
[ They fight, and clofe, and tumble down, and
Sftruggle upon the gronnd, the Rogues come
] in, and take away their Swords.
1 Rogue. Lye {till all of ye; or we will {tick you to the
grouad.

Col.
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Col. How now, Rogues, what's the matter ?

1. Rogue. Such another word, and I will cut your throat,
8ir Jobn. Ha , I fce fighting's nothing , but ‘tis a {curvy
thing to be rob’d after it.

Footpad. Come faggot them quickly.

Juft. Oh Rogues, ha this was the Beggar.

Footpad. Your upper Garments we have, but now off with
-your Breeches , we muft eafe you of the vanity of fine
Cloaths.

3 Rogue. Thefe mult ieto our Wardrobe.

Codfh. Oh you Rogues, if I were loofe——

Footpad. Who are the greateft Rogues ye or we ? You
were committing Murder contrary to Law , and we fteal
contrary to Law.

4 Rogue. Shall we ftrip off their Shirts too ? they are of
very good Holland.

Footpad. No hang’t, we'l leave them decently : farewel,
Gentlemen, the next that comes will unloofe you.

I Rogue. Your Servant, Gentlemen.

2 Rogwe. Your Servant, your Servant, ha, ha. [Ex.Rogues.

Sir John. This is fine Honour, i'faith , but I fee fighting’s
nothing, any Blockhead may do it. ;

Enter an Old Wwoman.

Fuf2. Oh good Woman help us, help us.

woman. What, are you not well ?

Codfh. Not very well, that’s the truth on't.

Woman. For ought I know, you may have the Plague.

Col. No, no, nothing, but fome fprinklings of the Pox, as
‘Gentlemen fhould have. ‘ .
; Woman. Mercy on me, what a pickle you are in, almoft
}1 | as naked as you were born ; who bound you thus?

8ir John. Thieves, Thieves, prethee no queltions, but un-

, bind wus. .
i Wonsan. Marry, here’s Cord enough to hang them all, if
\
L you could catch them---- poor hearts, why you have hardly

enongh left to hide, hum--- your hum, what de’ call ‘ems

I » Fufl.
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Fuft. A fmall matter will do that now.

Woman. The more’s the pity, I would have ‘em hid better,
now fir{t undone help his Fellows, pray give me the Lines to
hang my Linen on, they fhall hang fomething, till they can
light on the right owners.

Col. Comeon, Gentlemen, we have fought, and fince we
have fatisfied our Honours, let’s be friends.

Codfh. Come with all out hearts.

Sir Jokn. Faith, Coufin, if I had my Sword, I have a great
mind to have t'other bout at it.

Woman. Come; Sweet-hearts, come tomy houfe, and I'le
get you fuch things as I have to warm ye.

Fuf. Thou art a good Womans come, Gentlemen , we'l
cover our nakednefs a little, and then to the Widows where
we have Cloaths. [ Exennt omnes.

Enter Doltor and Crambo, and a Servant or two waiting.

Doit. Come on, Jobnfon has wrought very well, I fhall re-
cover you again.
hCmm[;. Do you think {6, Dottor ?. this Spleen is a cruel
thing.

Doct. You have a fpice of the Pox too, you will never be

perfeitly well till you fluxs but Ile patch you up -to write
- well enough for te prefent.

Cramb. Ha, here’s Gold in my Pocket, how came this here?
this is the Cordial, this will make me write better, by your
favour, than Quick-filver: what good Angel has done this?

Enter Lady Haughty and Ifabella.

Lady. How now, Doctor, bow does your Patient ?

Dot#. Your Ladi(hip is come to fee the laft operation, give
me the Bottle of Burgundy-Wine 5 drink luftily; give me fome
more Wine to anoint his Temples 5 fo, fo, now for my
Charms.

[He anoints his Head with Wine.

Dodor,
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~
Dottor. Te Gods this Poet:now reflore,
1LOrstlfe he revers will write more
Him with Poetick flames infpire,
dnd give bim a Celeflial fire,
Give him frefh Fancies, new, unkuown,
LoNe're ket hive write but what's his own.

A Poet 7 not made, but born,
sysdl helps of reading he Jhould [corn,
Ne're vexes Authors, but will look
ol 1 bas 9@ thewhyleiorldythat is-his Book,
" Let hin not-here languifhing lye,
w . nomeBeffore him now, or let hivs dye.
1adw ewobiW ods o1[The Poet ftarts up on a fudden.
SLTRRO Jumer
Crambo. How's this ! I find my felf renew'd,
cwx cudnd. all obfiructions that were crude,
Quite banifbt frove my head and beart,
Ay health I find in cvery part,
My blood flows high, and Jwells each vein,
L' bronght to cotimon | fenfe again 5
Al fumes are diffipated clear,
My Fangies flame dpes now appear
To Ifab. Init’s full luftre. This power lyes
I'th’ radiant beams of your bright Eyes.

Enter Nan.
Nan. Oh, Madam, we are undone, undone.
Lady. What’s the matter ?
Nan. Oh your Ladifhip’s Clofet-lock has been pick’t, and
your little Casket with Jewels is ftollen.

Lady. My Jewels ftollen ! Oh misfortune, whom fliould
we fulpett ?

Nan. It feems the two Fidlers that fung and play’d, when
Mr. €rambo was fick, ftole out of the houfe of a fudden, and
took no leave, befides they were lurking hereabouts.

Lady. Send one immediately for Gervas my Grange-man,
ke is Conftable, let him make fpecdy fearch for ’em.

Nan.
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Nan. 1 will, Madam.
Enter Margery.
Marg. Oh, Madam, your gilt Caudle-cup is ftollen, what
fhall I do 2
Enter Butler.
Butl. Madam, 1beg upon my. knees, you'l pardon me.
Lady. For what?
Butl. There’s forty pounds worth of Plate ftollen out of
the Buttery.
1fab. Unconfcionable Rogues to fteal fo much!
Lady. Let’s tomy Clofet, perhaps they bave ftollen more.
Coufin, fend out my Servants every way in fearch for ‘em.
[Ex. all but DoCtor and Crambo.

Enter Juftice, Colonel, ir John and Codfhead i
Ruggs, Mantles , &ve.

Do¢f. Whom have we here ?

Cramb. What's this, an Interlude > Mr. Codfhead , what's
the matter 2

Codfh. Oh, are you recover'd ?

Cramb. Rob'd?

Sir John. Ay, rob'd, ftript juft as you fec.

Cramzb. Ha, ha, ha.

Doét. 1 took you for Highlanders, ha, ha.

S8ir Jobn. De you hear ? If you laugh T will fight with
you both, Gentlemen, let me tell you that.

Do&. Be notangry, Sir, the Houfe is rob’d of Plate and
Jewels, and Lord knows what : my Lady has feat to fearch.

Fuft. 1 have fent a Hue and Cry by Gervas the Confta-
ble ; but I am plaguily cold, let’s in to drefs us a little, and
drink a Bottle to comfort us.

Col. T am damaably cold, come let’s in.

Cramb. Come on. Rob’d, quoth he! ha, ha, ha.

[ Exennt omnes.
Enter Footpad folus.

Footpad. So, I have fent my fellow Rogues away to dif-

pofe of the Cloaths and fome tranfitory Moveables, and have

appointed ’em to meet elfewhere, for this place will be too
hot
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hot for us. Here has been a brave harveft, but I have funk
and cheated my Comerades of all the Jewels and Plate,, 0z-
nia neea mecune porto. 'Thefe Riches make me ambitious
if I live fix months longer, I fhall do my bufinefs, for ought 1
know be able to buy a place, for any Rogue may have a place
that will give money enough ; let me {¢e, a place in the Cu-
ftom-houfe to take Bribes, and cheat the King there, or an
Office in fome Court in weftminfter-Hall , where the forma-
lity and noife may hide my Roguery.
[ 4 noife within of follow, follow.
But hark, what noife is that > by Heaven it isa Hue and
Cry, my ambition s nipt in the bud. ~What fhall [ do for
my life? _
Enter a Fifherman.

Footpad. Honeft Fellow, what art thou?

Fifh. A poor Fifher, I came to fee if the fith will bite in
this part of the Brook.

Footpad. Death, what fhall I do? Good honeft Fitherman
change Coats and Hats with me, and give me thy tackling,
and here’s three pieces for thee quickly.

[ 4 great noife of follow, follow.

Fifh. With all my heart, and thank you too.

[ The noife continnes.

Footpad. Quick and be gone, fay nothing, there’s the mo-
ney.

)Fi_//J Thank you, Sir. [Exit Eifher.

Footpad. 1 will fit unconcern’d, and throw in my Liné, I
will fing too, fa, 1a 1a Ia, fa la.

Enter the Gonflable with Bill-men with Hue and Cry,
crying, Follow, follow, follow.

Conft. How now, Fifherman, did you fee no body here ?

Footpad. Alas, Sir, how can a body (ee no body ?

¢onft. No Thieves 1 mean, thou Sot.

Footpad. Blefs me from Thieves, Sir, I faw no Ticves.

Conft. What doft thou fith for ?

Footpad. 1am hired for {ix pence a day, Sir, and meat and
drink. Conft,
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Conft. But for what fi(h I mean?

Footpad. Why, for Gudgeons, Sir.

I Billman. Fy, Mr. Conftable, a man of your beard and
Authority negle& your Hue and Cry thus!

Conft. Cry you mercy, good Sir, Information makes me
wifer than my Billmen : fare thee well fimple Fellow.
: [Ex. all but Footpad.

Footpad. Are you gone? [Noife of follow, follow.
Counter you Puppies, you hunt Counter : well how did I
dwindle before lawful Authority ? like Holland Veal before
the fire: Oh, guilt’s a ftrange thing, and confcience, but no-
thing troubles my conftience but hanging, that raifes many
fcruples,

Enter Conftable and Billmen.

Oh Heaven ! they return, methinks, I fmell Hemp already.

I Billman. Why, will you go back again ?

Conft. You fhall inftru® me in my Office, fhall you! I
know what I do, I né're faw that Fellow before, apprehend
that Fellow.

2 Billman. Oh fy, what do you do > he’s a poor filly
Fellow. ; :

Conf?. Peace, I fay 3 firft and formoft, Sir, T ask you, are
not you a Rogue?

Footpad. 1 a Rogue, Sir! alas [ am a poor man,

Conft. Poor man! God forbid, but a poor man may be a
Rogue fometimes as well as a rich man, Heaven makes no dif-
ference of perfons.. Were not you a Pedler once, a finging
Pedler > hah, I have feen that face : befides Neighbours,
I have skill in Phyfiognomy, I ferved one Mr. 2z¢tthen Mat-
tical, that lived at a Towan call'd Euclid , and taught a petty
School of A, B, C, there. Well anfwer me, were not ‘you
a finging Pedler ?

Footpad. A plague on the Rafcal. [4fide.

L, Sir ! T have no voice, not fo much as for Ballets.

Conft. 1 warrant you you’l have finging enough to make a
fhife to be hang’d with,

Footpad. Sir, I cannot read.

L2

S
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Conft. Nor write > 1(hall come home to him.

Footpad, 1 can write but one letter for my Name, which
is T. for Thomas.:

Conft. 1 (hall come up to you by. and by 5 Neighbours,
this is an equiblicating Rafcal, for 7. ftands for Rogue, as
well as Thomas, or elfe my Learning fails me. ;

1.Billman. By'r Lady , Mr. Conltable, that may be very
well. f

Confs. Then, Sir, you were a Gypfie afterwards; I have
heard of your tricks.

Footpad. A Gypfie! [afide] methinks I feel the Noofe al-
ready. What is a Gypfie?

Conft. What is a Gyplie? why a Gypfie is, a--- a--~ a---
Gypfie. Do you think to (tumble Authority ? you’l exa-
mine me, will you?

1 Billman. A Gyplie {tealsPoultry and Linen, and is born
in a far Country , where it rains Bacon and Walauts upon
their faces, which makes "em {o tawny.

Conjt. Filly, fally, will you teach me Geogrecum, Mr. 7ic-
car (how’dme the place in the Map,a place withi a little green
about it, and hard by it the Sea, where , Heaven blefs us, a
fifh fpouts out water out of its head 5 but you hiader the
proceedings of Juftice.

2-Billman. 1t was Nilgsand Crockadils, ble(s us all.

Cozft. 1know not thofe foolifh words , but do not inter-
rapt Authority 5 but then, Sir, you were a Beggar, I can
hear of your Rogueries.

Footpad. Death, 1 (hall fhrink to skin,and bones before
this Fellow. [ Afide

Conft. Were not you a Beggar? anfwer to that,

Foptpad. 1was never a rich man, not

Confd. Ay, how cunningly the Rogue 2 nfwers ! {hall be
with you by and by. Then, Sir, you came like a Souldier.

Footpad, A Souldier’s a very honourable Profeffion, they
fay-

yConﬁ. But I would be loth to be alone with your Honour
in a narrow Lane for all that 5 and now, Sir, laft of all, Sir,
you are a Fitherman, Sir, and think that will carry it off.

Foot-
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Footpad. Why, Sir? there have been very good men Fi-
{hermen.

conft. T marry, Sir, better than you, or I would pull off all
the heads of my Wife's Apoftle-Spoons, I tell you that.

2 Billman. Pray, Mr. Conftable, let him go, he’s a poor
(illy Fellow.

Conft. Have patience, Neighbours, I will apprehend fome
body, that’s certain, theyl {ay I am idle elfe in my Office,
therefore I will apprehend him.

Footpad. Death, I (hall be hang'd, the Affizes too are here
now, I fhall be hang’d prefeatly. [ 4fide.

1 Billman. Good Mr. Conftable let him go, the next Ju-
ftice will but laugh at you.

Conft. Willhe? then I'le laugh at the Juftice, and fo wel
be merry in our Offices, and there’s an end on't, fearch him, I
fay fearch him. [ The Rogue Rrives a little.

¢ Billman. Hah, here’salittle Box, hah, “tis full of Jewels
I think. .

conft. Ohisitfo! you are wife.

» Billman. Here's Plate too in his Troufes, come out with
it, out with it. [ They pull out feveral pieces of Plate

with a Bag of Money.

Footpad., Well, ’m not a man of this world : Oh murde-
rous Villain that invented Gallows’s !’

Conft. Now, Neighbours, who is wife, you or I? I thought
I hould hamper him : now you fee thefe things are taken a-
bout him, Ipfum faltum, wel carry him to the Aflizes which
now fi¢, this is the laft day, he.fhall be laft condemned, and
havg'd forthwith : who is wile now, Neighboars 2

1 Billman. Nay, Mr. Conftable, you are even the luckie(t
at being wife that ever [ koew.

Eootpad. Oh dama’d misfortune! Oh Rogues ! I hope you
will be hang'd fhortly, fome of ye at leaft.

Conft. Areyouangry, Sir?> the Hangman will anger you
worfe: look to the {tollen Goods, and carry ‘em to my Lady
fome of you, go and feacch for his Ccom:rogues, while I with .
the reft of ye convey him.

Food-
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Footpad. Oh my curft Stars! muf this be the endof me >

Well I have had a merry life, though a thort one.
[Exennt omne;,

e .

A AP IR
Enter Lady, I{abella and Nan.

Zfab. Adam, fince your Jewels and Plate is all reftored,
A ‘tis pity the poor Rogue fhould be hang’d.

Lady. 1 hope he will not, for the Court is not far off here
in the Country this Vacation, and I have fent to my Lord
my Brother, to get a Reprieve for him of the King.

Naz. If it come not foon he will be hang’d, this is Execu-
tion day. '

Lady. 1 gave my Man a ftri& charge to make hafte,he rides
Poft : how now, what would you have ?

Enter James and Margery.

James. atargery and I have a Petition to your Ladifhip.

Lady. What's that ?

Marg. 1 befeech your Ladifhip you would pleafe to let
me have our Fames in lawful Wedlock.

Lady. Is that it> are you contented, Fames ¢

Fames. Yes, Madam, I would fain be at I Fames take thee
Margery.

Lady. Why, Marriage is honourable.

Famees. Yes, Madam, right honourable, and pleafe you.

Lady. 1 have heard ftrange things of you, did you never
abufe my Houfe ?

Marg. I'm fure your Ladithips Houfe has often abufed us,
“for they fpeak their pleafures of us.

Lady. To you Fames I {peak, have you behaved your felf
well and honeftly with Margery 2

Fames.
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James. 1 mult refer my felf to-her for that, (he knows my
Behaviour.

Marg. Truly, Madam, he has dode what he could, and no
man can do more than he can, I muft jultifie him {o far, or
elfeI were no good Chriftian.

Lady. Hold your peace : James, I ask you, Did you never
naughtily together ?

James. 1 {wear we did always well together, asI thought,
fpeak Adargery.

Marg. Truly, Fames, I find no fault, neither could my La-
dy, if {he knew all.

Lady. You are fo full of your prattle ; did you ufe no un-
cleannefs in my houfe? :

Fames. 1rub’d every place as clean as I could, Madam.

Lady. You Blockhead, I mean was there no fornication
betwixt you ?

James. T'le fwear by all the Books in Exgland, 1 know not
what fornication is, ‘tis too fine a word for us poor folks to
underftand.

Marg. Formication is fit for your Ladifhip, God blefs us,
what {hould we meddle with- fuch things? I have heard the
Chaplain {peak of it, indeed he could inftruct one, if he
would. '

Lady. Come Hufwife, I hear you are'with child by him.

2farg. With child , Madam ! I'm fare no body can fay
black’s mine eye, and they fpeak true.

Lady. No, your ey€’s gray 5 but they fay you are with
child by him, Hufwife.

Marg. Well,, Heaven forgive my enemies 5 if I be with
child it will come out, that’s certain, in fpight of all my ad-
verfaries.

Lady. W_ll, "tis time enough to marry thefe two or three
months.

Fames. Oh’tis not, if your Ladifhip knew all.

Marg. Pray let it be now, Madam , we have been made
faft, Madam, ask Fames elfe.

Fames. Ay, falt and loofe again often, we were betrothed
for the honour of your Ladifhip’s houfe.

Marg.
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Marg. Good Madam , think of a poor frail Woman by
your felf.

Lady. Go, go together, the fooner the better.

Famses. Thank your Ladifhip.

Enter Cook and Mall.

Ifab. What's here another Couple ? :

Lady. How now, John Cook, what would yeu have ?

Cook. Why ; Madam, I"have ferv’d your Ladifhip thefc
feven years hone(tly, without thinking of Matrimony , or of
any kind of .concupifcence, to the difhonour of your Houfe.

Lady. Aund what then ?

Cook. 1 have a violent inclination, if your Ladifhip pleafe,
to fall aboard on this young Maiden by the way of Wedlock.

Lady. And are you agreed to't, Mal/ ¢

Mall. Yes, Madam, I think (o, if your Ladifhip will not be
an anger'd, he does keep much a coil with one, one can ne’r
be quiet for him, unlefs one marries him, I think.

Cook. The Chaplain will be here within this hour.

:Lady. Stay two or three months, and confider.

Cook. Not I by the faith of my body, I'have held out al-
ready as long as I can, the fire makes us cholerick and very
amorous, and my- paffion is (o violent, T canno: {tay 5 if you

leve the honour of your Houfe, let us marry , for we are now
roafting in love, and we (hall burn elfe.

Lady. Well take your courfe, hanging and marryiog day
comes together I fce now.

€ook. Thank your Ladifhip. ;

Ifab. 'Tis Execution day here, Madam, now.

Lady. 1f twere your Execution-day , you'd not defire a
Reprieve 5 but where are my Guefts?

Nan. They were rob’d and ftript, and are drinking and
comforting themf{elves with the Bottle, and have drunk pret-
ty deep already.  Now, Madam, will be 'my time for Sir John
Noddy, he has promifed me 500 pounds to marry him to
your Ladifhip , 1intend to fave him that money , and marry
him to my felf for nathing

.

Lady.
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Lady. This Footpad’s a brave Rogue,: I would not have
him hang’d. But how canft thou bring the Marriage about 2

Na#. Let me alone for that, if your Ladifhip be pleafed to
lend me your Diamond Ring and Bracelets, and one of your
Gowns, I do not doubt it.

Lady. With all my heart : come, Coufin, be not difconfo-
late, here’s my hand, thou fhalc have the Colonel.

Ifzb. 1 think not of him, Madam.

Lady. Allons, let’s go. [ Ex. Lady, Ifabella, 224 Nan.

A drunken SCENE of Sir John, Juftice,
Colonel, Codfhead, Crambo, Dettor,
and Seruants waiting.

Fuft. Come, we have drunk long enough in the Buttery,
let’s to’t here now.
Col. G-t fome Champinions, Caviary, and Potargo.
Fuf?. In the Name of Heaven do you conjure? why, they
are three Devils Names, are they not ?
sir John. ‘And do you hear, bring fome eftphalia Bacon.
Fuf?. There was one Mr. Francis Bacon , a very pretty
hopeful man of ourhoufe, that did write Eflays ; he would
have made a pretty man, if he had liv'd till now.
col. Oh eternal Blockhead, did you never write Effays?
uft. 1 did eflay to write Effays, but cannot fay I writ
Eflays. Oh this Wit is fuch a thing,’twill never leave one.
4/. Very good, very good.
cramb. How prettily 1t clinches upon the word !
Col. Come, let us fit.
[ As the Col. i fitting down, Sir John pulls the Chair
frowe under hime, and gives hive a Fall.
Al langh.”) Ha, ha, very good.
Fuft. Ah, Sir Fohn, you are the merrielt man, ha, ha, ha.
Col. Ounds, I'le reward you. [ They draw.
cramb. God forgive me, their Swords out, what fhall I
do? [Crambo runs up and down.

M Sir
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8ir John. Ay, come I am as ready to fight as your War-
fhip, and you be for fighting, i'faith I'le fit you.

Codfp. Prethee, Coufin, be quiet.

sir Jobn. Tfaith, I cannot help it, I do (o love to be mer-
ry, and the Colonel is fo peevifh.

/2. Come i’faith, Colonel, there was no harm meant.
col. Well,fit, I'le endure it for once.
Fuft. fings.] Come, give me fome Wine.

Ob this Wine

Is moft divine,
Give me the Cup,
Ile drinkt all up,

Here's every [up.

Col. Juftice, tye up your Poetick fury.

Fuft. 1 have done.

Col. Prethee Poet, let’s have fome conceit of yours.

Codjh. Ay, prethee Mr. Crambo break a Jelt.

Cramb. 1 cannot break a Jeft, I am beft at Tranflation, I'le
tell you one,

Mittitur in difco mibi pifeis ab Archiepifco
Po won ponatur, quia potss non mibi datur.

Juft. Very pretty, po mon ponatur, alluding to potus, be-
caufé he gave him no drink, being part of Archiepifeopo , €x-
cellent. »

Col. Quiet your Expofition.

Cramb. 1 render’d it thus,

Here in a Difh

Is fent me fome filb

By the Archbifh,

Hop was not there,
Becaufe he [ent me no Beer.

Col. A Pox onthis Poet, he has ftollen this, “tis old, but
they make nothing of that.

Doéf. The moft happy Tranflation in the world, never any
thing {o fine.

Codfl. Oh, thatI could have made {uch a one, ’tis a very
happy one.

Col.
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Col. By your leave, I fee no fuch great happinefs, all the
happinefs is in Hop. .

7#/t. Why, Colonel, Hop makes Beer, there's the conceit,
and the Hop joyning to Bifh, puts down the Original po for
potus moft egregioully, i'faith, ;

Col. Again your Explanation.

Dodk. 1profef(s it is as good as Demon lauguebat , or the
Devil was fick : or, Cum focio mingas, ant Jaltens mingere
fngas. .

Col. But, good Mr. Crambo, let’s hear fomething of your
own.

Cramb. 1 write very little of my own, I borrow motft.

Col. That’s a civil word for {tealing, for fuch borrowers
never pay again.

Cramb. Ile try if I can remember.

Where #s the Man 2----- Ah hum.
Where s the Man 2----- Pifh,
I proteft I have fuch a treacherous memory, Oh [ have it.
Where is the Man that never beard
0f Dido Carthage Queen.

Dolk. Where is the man, ftrange |

J#f2. Admirable! where is the man, oh lofty, very lofty.

Cramb. Let me fee,

Where is the Man that never heard
Of Dido Carthage Queen, whofe Caftle Walls
Did londly echo to her amorous fighs.

Doé, Oh admitable ; The walls echo to ber Jighs !

J#/.. Then the loud Echo to a figh, {trong, pithy !

Codfh. Fine, fine, very fine, the Devil take me.

Col. Why, an Echo to a figh is nonfenfe , Gentlemen, a
loud Echo is worfe.

Doét. Oh fy, it is Poetical.

JFuft. Very Poetical.

Cramb. Ay, ay, ’tis Poetical.

Col. That which you mean by Poetical is nonfenfical I
fiad 5 ‘but come hither, Waiter, did you cver hear of Dids
Carthage Queen ?

Footrman. No by my Troth, Sir, not I never in my life, I

M2 hope
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“hope your Wotfhip does not think fo ill of me, for, I'faith,
fome body has done me fome ill office, T'never was acquaint-
ed with her in my life.

u#ft; Oh'’tis very fine | the Colonel’s Genius does not lie
this way : Oh very fine! Pray let's hear fome more on't.

 Where is the man'that never heard
of Dido Carthage' Quecn.

Col. Faking) " Here i5 the man that never heard

Fames. of Dido Carthage Qucen.

Fuft. I5'¢ poffible?

Doéf. What an unlucky Fellow’s this! :

Fufk"Oh Fedvén there’s thé belt line'that ever was, {poil-
€d by'a Footman.

[sir John fleals behind the Jultice, and
pins him to the Chair.

Cramb. Lord ; how ignorance ‘will ‘'overthrow Learning
fometimes! who would write in'this:Age? '

€ol. Come, Juftice, T'find you are véry forward , let’s hear
you recite fome of your Works.

Fuft. Come on, Colomel, I'de have you kaow when I was
at the Univerfity, I was as'atch a Scab,"as notable'a Wdg, as
aily was in’thie Colledge. o \

Sir John. Come on, Jultice, i’faith ; but put about'a Glafs,
I begin to be almoft tiphied, i'faith.

Cramb: 86-am1 too, a little overjoy'd.

Fuft. Now-you{hall-hearmy tiniverity:Vierfes, the heat
of my Youth, 'made an Elegy upon one:Mr. Marrials Horle
that diedthére; ' :

0h cruel Mors

That kill'd the Horfe
of Mr. Murial !

0h Scholars all

of Pembrook-Ha//
Come to-his Burial.

8ir John! Very good, i'faith.

"5 Fy2° Nay, whea T was'a young man, nothing could fcape
me, nothing, 1'faith.

Col.vH; ha) very witty; to’t agiin, Juftice

‘ _}"‘a{ﬂ.
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Fuft. Well then, there was a Man, his Wife, Son, and
Daughter that died, I writ this on ‘em.
Here lies John Sander{on, and here lies bis Wife.
Here lies bis Dagger, and here lies his Knife.
Here lies his Daughter, and here lies his Son.
And oby. ob, oh, oby for Joha Sanderfon.
Ha; ha; what fay you? hum.
Col. Excellentat Epitaphs both of Man and Beaft.
Fuf?. Then fome Rogues {tole Sheep from-one Mr. Prat, L
made thefe upon good Mr. Prat.
Your Weathers were fat,
We thank you for that.
we left the Skins
To buy your Wife Pins,
Thank her for that.
We left the Horns
Dpon the Thorns,
Look you to that.
Ha, ha, there was not fuch a Rakehel in the Town again.
They (aw I counld not be a Divine, and {o I was feat to the
Ians of Court, t'faith.
Codfb. 1 will fteal away, and.go to my Lady.
. [Ex. Codfhead.
Fuft. Then at London 1 had fuch a fancy acRebufes, Li-
bels, and Lampoons, this whorfon riming would not leave
e, I made this upon one Ramly. '
what s indigefted with the word of difgrace
Is the Gentleman's name that bath a bad face.
Raw 18 indigefted, and Iy the word of difgrace, Rawly : had
I been catcht I had been firkt i’faith. Thea upon.one Noel
The. word.of denial, and the Letter of fifty
Is the Geutleman's name, that will newer be thrifty.
No, the word of denial, and L. the Letter-of fifty, Noel." Had
[ been known [ had been paid, v'faith 5 bat-Wit will have its
fling in {pight of the Privy Council, ¥faith it will.
Cramb. 1 mult begleaye to be gone, I dare ot drink more.
[ Ex. Crambo.
Col. Ay, prethee go, thou art a damn'd dull Eellow.

A
s LA
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Sir John. What a pox is this, one of your Wits-? Go
they are dull Fellows, the Clinchers are rare menindeed, give
‘me your harmlef Joques. You fhall hear a Clincher run from
Dioper Napkin, Nipkin to King Pippin,i'faithin Wit 3 I have
heard a Dean do it.

Col. Did you ever keep company with a Dean ?

8ir John. Yes,yes, and with Privy Councellors too; but
they are too grave for me,they will be asking what navigable
Rivers, what Commodities our Country abounds in, what
Market-Towns, how they are inclin'd, who governs the Coun-
try beft ; but you little think what manner of man, I think,
the wittieft man I ever met with in my life.

Fuf. No, t'faith, Sir Jobn : fore God, Colonel, I begin to
be as drunk as a Drum. ‘

8ir Jobn. I'le tell you now you talk ofa Drum, the Devil
take me, ‘twas a Drummer I {poke of.

Col. A Drummer a witty man !

Sir Jobn. Ay, the wittieft Rogue, my intimate friend , I
call him 7o, and he calls me Fack, forall I am a Knighe 3 he
can break a jeft upon his Drum, would make you fplit your
fides.

Col. How (0?

Sir Jobn. He will purr upon the Velum, and then rap up-
on the wood, makes all the people laugh, and forty other
excellent qualities, he is the beft company in the world , he
will a& any thing in the world, he will a& a ftubble Goofe
flying over aGutter, he will a& a company of Hogs juftling
in ftraw for reom, but he was old Dog at a Parret and a Tur-
keycock.

Fuft. This is a rare man indeed. ;

Sir Fohu. Oh this is nothing, why as well as living Crea-
tures, he would act any thing that had not lifé in it, asa Pig
uipon the Spit, nay I have {een him a& a Windmil. ;

Col. A Windmil !

Sir John. A Windmil, any thing in the world, a Weather-
cock, a Cart-wheel ungreas'd, a door off the Hinges 5 but he
‘has the fineft Songs in the world, he fings this rarely.

And. then he did a5 be was wont,
For hetook her faff by the ha, ba, ba. So
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So Gentleman-like, fo civil it comes off, without any fcurri-
lity in the world.

Col. Methinks ’tis rude.

Sir Jobn. Oh by your favour, Sir, he means nothing s if
wicked interpretation wreft it, who can help it ?

Fuft. Introth it is very pretty. .
¥ 8ir John. Oh ’tis pity that the Author- is forgot, he was
certainly the belt Lyrick Poet in the world, and deferves a
Statue of Brafs.

And then he did as be was wont,
: For he took her faft by the ha, ha, ha.

But drink about a brimmer to my friends health: here, Ju-
ftice, to you.

Fuft. Come on, Sir Fobzn.

Col: Doctor, wake, what's the matter ?

Doéf. Drunk, drunk, double, double drunk.

Fuff. Come let’s have one Catch, {’faith, I have the rareft
one 1a the world, the wittieft and the merrieft.

8ir Fobn. Come on i’faith, Juftice.

F#ft. Oh the merry time I have had with: this Catch !

What.if I'turn this over my Thunb,
Then thou art no boon,

Then thown art no boon Companion,
Companion, Companion,

Ob then thou art no boon Companion.

But now you fhall hear.

But what if I-turn this over nzy Tongue,
0h then thou art a boon,

0b then thou art a boon Companion,
Companion, Companion,

0b then thon art a boown Companion.

&ir-Jobn. Very fine; but, Colonel, you want the Drum-
mer’s health.

Col. Tle drink ne’re a Drummer’s health in-Chriftendom.

8ir Jobn. You had'not beft refafe my friends health, Ifay.
do not provoke me.

col, Provoke you! why, what will youda?
oo Sir
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874 Jobu. What will Ido? why I will beat you as long
as [ am able to beat you , or asleng as you are able to be
beaten.

Col. Death, you Rafcal,beat me! take that. [.Strikes him.

Sir Fohn. Comc Sir, have at you, I'letickle your (ides.

Fuft. Hold, hold Colonel : why, 8ir John, are you mad ?

Doff. Ay, 1h Su Jobn, are you mad 2

_]uﬂlce rifes with the Chair hanging to his Breech,
two or three bold Sir John.
[The Doltor wakes and runs towards
thenm, and falls down.

8ir Jobn. Let me go, Oh my Honour, my Honour! I'le cut
his throat, Oh let me go, my Honour, my Honour !

Col. Ne're trouble your felf, I ﬂlall find a time to anfwer
you. [Ex. Colouel.

Enter Nan.

Sir Jokn. Oh but my Honour, my Honour, Gentlemen,
that’s the thing.

Nan. How now, what’s the matter here?

Sir Fohn. Nothmg , but I have been fighting a little for
my Honour, nothing elfe.

. 1 will (teal out, I'am fomething too drunk, and will
repofe a while. A pox on this Sir Fobn for hangu.b this
Chair at my Breech, it muft be he.

[Ex. Juftice, and'all but sir John and Nan.

Nan. Don't talk of Honour, now this is the time to look
after your Love.

Sir Jobn. Alas, you cannot blame me, my Honour’s dear
to.me; but what progreﬁ have you made in my Love >

Naz. So much, that fhe will marry you prefently, and that
{he fays after a while will {top every body s mouth, and free
her from all trouble of Suitors that perfecute her d uly

8ir John. A thoufand thanks, good Mrs. 4nne 5 but how
fhall I do to be married ? under the Rofe I am damnably
drunk.

Na#. That’s nothing, you are {ober enough to {peak after
a Parfon.

8ir Jobn.,  1¢ make a fhift.

Nan,
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Na#. But T muft tell you, my Lady will be married pri-
vately, and with her Vail on, that it may not be proved,
though fufpeed s for he has fome Suits at Law in her name,
which are near ended : and if her Marriage be known, or can
be proved, they muft be begun again'in your’s.

sir Jobn. My Lady has reafons but how (hall I know that
itis he > T may marry another inftead of her.

Na#. You'l know her by her rich Cloaths, her Diamond
Ring, and her Bracelet; befides you (hall fee her face jult
before. :

sir Jobn. That's well, fweet Mrs. Anne thou fhalt have
thy 500 Guinnies.

Nan. Go you , and wait you in your own Chamber, T'le
bring her'and the Parfon to you.

sir Jobn. Adieu, dearSoul, if1 (hould fall afleep; being
drunk, prethee dear Rogue, wake me.

Naz. [ will, but be gone quickly.

Sir Jobn. Adien, dear, dear Love. [Ex. sir Joha.

EnterLady, and Codthead, and Colonel.

Codfh. Dear Madam, believe me, adad, no man can love
your Ladifhip better, adad, they caanot, no adad.

Lady. Adad, Sir, no body loves you'lefs ‘than'l do , adad
they do not, no adad. I have private bufinefs: with the Co-
lonel, pray leave us, Sir, a while.

Codfh.” Well, no more to be (aid, private bufine(s withthe
Colonel, fays fhe ? is it thereabout > T.will cut the throat of
this Colonel 5 but'I am now as drualk asan Owl: I'le gosfleep
firft, Madam, 1 leave you'to your private’bufinefs : Farewel.

[Exit Codlhead:

Lady. ‘Colonel,“you are a Gentleman of Quality and
Worth, and I will undeceive you, the reft are Coxcombs, and
will ot be anfwerd.

“Col. "What do' you mean, Maddm ?

£y 1 Willtjever marry any man,d am refolv’d to live in
freedom. e |

Col. Why then it cannot be help'd, there’s:dn end 0a'ts

{ vEady
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Lady. But if you will marry my Coufin, 1 will add (o
much to her Fortune, as thall redeem. your Eftace,

Col. Da God, Madam, and thank you too; this is that I
would have chofen, (he’s a very pretty Gentlewoman,

Lady. Go find her, and make your application to her pre-
fertly. ,

Col. 1 will, Madam : your Servaat. [ Exit Colonel,

Nar. Oh, Madam, if your Ladihip does not ftand my
friend [ am undone, now is the time.

Lady. How fo?

Nan. Thave planted Sir Fohn Noddy, be pleafed to lend me
your Diamond Ring and Bracelet.

Lady. Theres but what then?

Nan. 'f your Ladithip would be plealed now to ftep up
with'me ianto his Chamber; and only fay to himyou will come
prefently, and then go out , and put off that Petticoat, and
lend it me, [ were fure of him.

Lady. With all my heart, and much good may it do you
with him. Here comes the Colonel and my Coufin, Tle
withdraw. [Ex. Lady a»d Nan..

Enter Colonel znd lfabella,

Col. Faith, Madam, I think my Lady’s propofition is very
reafonable, and -da. God, Madam, if you can like me, let’s.
make as few words as can be about it. :

Ifab. You are the haftie(t Colonel that ever was.

Col. Faith, Madam, I am in hafte, and that’s a fign of great
Loves Iloveyou ten tites bettey than the Widow ; [ am ap
honeft bluntFellow,  but da Ged.you fhall find me a Man of
Honour.

Ifab. 1do not doubt your Honour, but Fmuft be careful of
my own.

Cal; The beft way for your Honour isito marry quickly 5 if
marrying be a good thing,;. why thea the {ooner the better :
Tamhondlt, youfhall find I will love you very well, and ufe
you.asa Gentleman fhould do., and that’s the fhort and long
on't soneverdtand; Shall. T, Shall I,-but take my Lady in the
Lumour., Ifab,
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Ifzb. Good Colonel, you'l over-fet me, give me leave to
retire and confider a while : your Servant. [ B Ifab.
Col. Nay I'le not leave her,I am refolv’d on’t, till I'get her

in the humour. [Ex. Colonel.

Enter Footpad with Officers to be hang'd, and a great many
people, Men, Wonen, and Children following bim.

Officers. Room for the Prifoner there , room for the Pri-
foner.

Footp. Make room there, 'tis a {trange thing , a man can-
not get to be hang’d without crowding for it.

1 Fellow. Pray, Sir, were not you akin to one Hinde ¢

Footp. No, I had run away fafter then.

2 Fellow. Pray Prifoner before your death clear your coa-
{cience, and tell me truly, Had you not a Gingerline Cloth-

~ Cloke of mine with an Olive Pluth Cape, bound about with

a little Silver Galoon Lace.

Footp. 1 {corn your thread-bare lowfie Cloke, you had
beft fend to London to fearch Long-Lane , and hang fome
Broker for’t.

Woman, Pray anfwer me, as you have a Chriftian Soud,
did not you fteal all my head-gear once ?

Footp. Pox on your gear, I never medled with it.

Marg. T am fure you had my Lady’s gilc Caudle-cup.

Footp. Yes, and would have kept it, but fhe has it again,
has (he not ?

James. And the Plate out of my Buttery.

Footp. Well, and had (he it not again > what a pox would
you have? You examine me as if you would hang me, aftee
I'am hang'd': pray Officers rid me of thefe impertinent peo-
ple, and let me die in quiet.

I Woman. Oh Lord how angry he is! that (hews he is a
right Reprobate, I'le warrant you.

Footp. 1 believe if all you were to be'hang’d (which I
hope may be in good time) you'd not beé very merry.

2 Woman. No , we'l {ee you hang'd firlt : -Lord’, 'what a

down look he has!
N 2 1 Wo.
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1 Womane Ay, and what a Cloud in his Forehead | Goody
Twattle mark that.

2 Woman. Ay, and fich frowning wrinkles too, I warrant
you, not (o much as a fmile from him.

Footp. Smile, quoth fhe ? though tis {port for you, ’tis
none for me T aflure you.

1 Woman. Ay, but 'tis {o long before you're hang’d.

Footp. T wifh it longer, good Woman.

1 Man. Prethee Mr. Thief, let- this-be a- warning to you
for ever doing the like again. :

Footp. 1 promife you it (hall.

2 Woman. That's well, thank you with all my heart, Law,
that was {poken like a precious godly man, now.

I Woman. By my truly, methinks now heis a very proper
man, as one fhall fee in 2 Summers day.

Footp: Ay, {o are all that are hang'd, the Gallows adds a
great deal of graceto ones perfon.

2 Woman. 1 vow heis a lovely man, ’tis pity he {hould be
taken away, as they fay, in the flower of his age.

1 Woman. Happy are we that die in our beds, my Malter-.

Footp. We that-are hang’d go a nearer way by tweaty or
thirty years : pray try, my.Malters, and T'le follow, I had ra-
ther be Epilogue than Prologue to this Tragi-Comedy; I fee
you have no miad to go toHeaven yet for-all your pretended
zeal, you would ftill live in this vale of mifery and tranfitory
peregrinations 3 but if any be ambitious to be exalted , I'le
render him my place.

2 Man. No, no, thank you, Sir, *tis well as tis.

Footp. Tofeethe villany of man, 'to’joy in‘one another’s
miferies more than in their {even deadly fins.

Officer. Come difparch, what a pox (hall we:{tay all day,
and negle& our bufinefs to hang one Thief ?

2 Offic. Pray be hang'd quickly, Sir, for Famto-goto a
Fayr jult by.

1 Offic. AadIam to meet fome friends to drink out a {tand
of Ale by and by, I muft have you hang’d quickly, my friends
will ftay on me.

1 Wom. Nay, pray let him fpeak and dig like a Chriftian.

2 Wom,
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2 wom. Oh 1 have heard brave Speeches at this place If

before.
1 Man. Ay, and I have heard ‘em fing melodioufly here,

like Nightingals I vow.

Footp. Well, good people, if I may be bold to call you fo,
this Pulpit was not of my chufing, I (hall fhortly preach mot-
tality to you without fpeaking ; therefore pray take exam-
ple by me, and then I know what will become of ye, fhortly
I will fet a Death’s head before ye, to put you in mind of
your ends, Memento mori.

1 Man. Oh he [peaks rarely.

2 Man. Ay, and he’s a $cholard, and does Latine it.

Footp. 1will be, I {ay, your memento mori, hoping you w il
all follow me : I have been.too covetous, and at Jalt taken
for’t, and am very {orry for’t 5 I have been a great finner, and
condemn’d for it, which grieves me not a little, that I.made
not my efcape, and {oT heartily repeat it, and fo I die with
this true Confeflion.

1 Wom. weep ] Mercy on him, for a better man was never
hang’d. :

2 Wom. So true and hearty repentance, and {o pious!

2 Man. Help him up higher on the Ladder : now you are
above us all. :

Footp. Truly I defire you were all equal with me,, I have
no pride in this world.

1 Man. Will not you fing, Sir, before you're hang’d?

Footp. No I thank you, I am not {o.-merrily difpafed, Sir.

Hangman. Come, are you ready?

Footp. Yes, I have been preparing for you thele many

ears.

: 1 Wowe, Mercy on him, and fave his better part.

2 Wom. Oh to {top fo{weet a Pipe!

1 Wom. You {ee what we muft all come to.

1 Fell. 1, that’s certain. I

[ 4 Poff windes his Horn, and comes with a Reprieve. i

Pof?. Hold, hold. |

Offic. What’s the matter ? 1|

Poft. Here’s a Reprieve from his Majelty- |
offic. |
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Offic. A Reprieve ! how came that?

Pof. My Lady Haughty procurd it by her Brothers means,
and he fhall have his Pardon.

Footp. Say you fo, Sir? Thank you with all my heart, it
¢ame in the nick, Sir, thank my Lady, for truly, Sir, {he has
obliged me very much in if.

1 Man. Pifh, what muft he not be hang'd now ?

2 Man. What did we come all this way for this?

1 Wom! Take all this pains to fee nothing !

Footp. Very pious good people, I [hall thow you no fport
to day. .

Pojyi.‘ My Lady defires he may be brought to her houfe
hard by.

Footp. I will always fay whileI live, that her Ladithip’s a
civil perfon.

Offic. . Come along. [ Exennt omnes.

Enter Lady, Juftice, Codfhead, 224 Crambo.

Lady. Come, Mr. Crambo, have you thought of any pretty
Entertainment for us ?

Cramb. 1 have done the main part of it.

Lady. What is that ?

Cramb. Why, Madam, the Dance and the Show, that’s the
fir(t thing we Heroicks think on when we write.

Lady. Pray let’s haye that in the mean time.

Cramb. That you fhall, Madam, they have been prattifing
now, and are juft ready, {trike up Mufick.

. |4 Mimick Dance of Mafgueraders in different
odd Habits.

Lady. Thank you, Mr, Crambo.  This Dance is very well
written indeed , as fine a pen’d Dance as canbe: I'le go fee
what’s become of my Coulin and the Colonel’5 T'le wait up-
on you prefently. [Exit Lady. .

Enter 8ir Joha and Nan masked.

sir John. Come faith, Madam, di(cover your felfaow you
are my Wife, that we. may be rid of thefe Coxcombs, . poor
fneaking Fools.

Fnft.
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Juft. How now, Sir John, what Lady is that?

Sir Jobn. You may go home again, you may go, Gentle
mep.,

Codfh. Why, what's the matter ?

Sir fobr. What’s the matter ?*my Lady has engaged her
felf to me, we will make them welcome now and then at our
iloufc, though, Madam, they are good honeft Gentlemen, fa,

a, fa, la,
€odfh. What do you mean? what Lady do you fpeak of ?

Sir jobn. None but the L.ady of the Houfe, Sig, that’s all.

J#t. She the Lady of the Houfe ! o

Sir Jobn: What a Devill deo I fee my Lady’s Gholt there?
I'have got my Lady.

Enter Lady Haughty, Col, Ifabella, and the Servants.

Naz. No, Sir, you have not, I will not counterfeit her per.
{on any longer.

8ir Jobn. Hah, hah, what's this

Naz. Even fo,-Sir. : o

8ir John. Death and Hell , Furies, Devil, Damnation,
Murder, 3 e

Fuft. Well, Sir, we will come aad vifit you:at your Houfe,

Sir John. Death, I'le cut all your throats, you Ra(cals.

o LDraws.

Lady, Hold, Sir John , let me fpeak with you,, be,notfo
paffionate, fhe whom you have martied, is a better Gentle-
woman than you are a Gentleman ; her'Father was,a Gentle-
man, yours an Ironmonger at Zozdon 5 her’s was ruin'd by
Loyalty, as your’s was raifed by Rebellion. . .

Sir Joba. 1sfhe fuch a Gentlewoman 2. s N e

Lady. Befides, to my knowledge fHe was extremely in
Love with you : this, with the confideration that. it.cannot
be undone, may appeafe your choler.

3 gir Jobn, Ay, but now I have loft all hopes of your La-
ithip. o
Laily. There’s nothing loft, for I will never marry any man,

you fhall prefently hear my folemn refolutions.
8ir
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Sir John. Ny then T'am contented; T dever had 2 Woman
inlove with-me before.

Lady. Now, Colonel,Twifh you Joy with my Coufin, the
money (hall be paid when you will for the redemption of
your Eftate. i i : :

Cramb. .Deéath, have 116t my'Cloris ¢ 1 am undore, I fhall
have my Spleen again.

Col.. You're a noble Lady, and I havea Sword and Arm at
your fervice ; always and Madam Ifabelz, who are my lawful
Wife, you fhall find T'will behave my (elf like a Gentleman,
and like.a Man.of Honour.. | |,

7fzb. 'Tdomnot doub it, T had ‘heard’that Characer of you,
or I had not ventur'd on you. '

Col. Da God, Madam, I love and honour you, and will do
as long 45 I'live, and there’s 4o end on'te o s

Lady. Call all my Servants and the gew-married Couples
"o Seomiid : : :

Enter all Servants, &vc.

Fuft. Now, Madam, fince you have,difpofed of thofe Gen-
tlémen. T'hope you have referv’d your felf for me.

Lady. 1aflyre you I have not, nor will I ever. marry yous
examine your age, and you will find you are no in fuch great
need of a Wife, as you think.'

Fuft. Operani & glenm perdidi, as the Latines have it. _

Codf. 1 find; Madam, you have difpofed of ‘you two, and
denied tb‘e_j'\iﬁice . swhich makes me apt to believe you 1a-
tend me the honour of being your Hufband.

Lady. Never, Sir, upon my word 5 fince I have refus'd Gen-
tlemen of the beft Foftunes, thie beft bred men, and the wit~
tieft men of England, why, fhould you imagine I wotld mar-
ry you?. s ph s "

Codfh.' Nay, God take me I can’t tell; Madam,

Lady. Nor1, Sir, I affure you.

Codh.> Thenthere’s an end on’t, there no‘more to be faid,

Enier




(97)

Enter Footpad with 0fficers.

Nan. Madam, here’s the Prifoner that was to be hang'd.

Lady. So, Sir, I hope this warning will make you leave off
ftealing, and live honeft.

Footp. If it be poffible to breakian ill habit, I.will,Madam,
I give your Ladifhip a thoufand thanks ; for as the cafe
ftood, you ceuld not have done me a greater courtefie.

Col. Is your Ladifhip refolved never to marry ?

Iudy. No, becaufe this Age affords not fuch a man as I
would have,

Col. What man would you have ?

Lady. 1 am refolved never to marry,

Till 1 can find a man of noble blood,

With Vertues greater than his Pedigree,

One that fears nothing but to do a wrong,
Remembring every thing but injuries

Who has courage beyond the Lion in his pride,

et hides that courage in his gentle breaft :

That's juft for Fuftice fake, and one that weighs
All things in Fudgment's balance with clear fight,
Can hit the mark, of men and bufinefs : 1
That prudently forefees from what is paft

With Wit equal to all the Roman Poets,

With Fancy quick and Jharp, yet not offenfive :
His Diﬁm./r__/? clear and fhort, and what’s bis own,
Eafie and natural on all occafions:

Of Nature excellent, a melting Soul,

Ready [till to oblige all Mankind, were it in his power.

This is the Man T would enjory. I
O Cu:",




(o8)
col. When do you think to find fuch a man? God take
an for fuch a Widew,

me, I'de not be fach'am
Lady. Nor 1 neither , I defire to be a Politician and a
States-man, for nothing but that I may have power to do

wrong, there is fuch pleafure in it.

Till fuch a vean 1 find I'le fi¥ alone;
And trinmph in the liberty I owne :
Ine've will wear a matrimonial Chain, )
But [afe and quict in this Throne remain, &
And abfolute Monarch cve my felf will raign)




Epilogue by Foot]

% /70;-?/3] Spectators, though I was a Rogue,
% 1 here prefume to [peak. the Epilogue.
For my offences I was doowi'd te day,

But in the nick_ found mercy in our Play,
Now I aws clear, no punifhment is due

To me, cxceptﬁe/[; Crimes I alt anew.

If you are pleas’d, let me by you be freed,

Or I fhall wifh that I were hang'd indeed.

Epilogue by Lady Haugbhty.

' #~E1Is not the Poet with celeftial fire
Nor all the ]Ilﬁﬂf that can him 7';7[?21';'-:

To write well, 'tis in you the power is had,

'Tis as you make it either good or bad 3

But he in hopes of your kind Fudgment Stands,

which he would have confirm d by all your bands.
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