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Tohis GRACE

PHILIP,

DukE and MaARQUIs

OF
WHARTON, &

My Lorp, ‘

T has ever been the Cuftom of
Poets, to fhelter Produtions
of this Nature under the Pa-
tronage of the brightet Men
! of their Time ; and ’tis ob-
ferved, that the Mufes always met the kind-
eft Reccpuon from Perfons of the greateft
Merit. The World will do me Juftice as
to the Choice of my Patron; but will, I
fear, blame my rafh Attempt, in darmg to
addrefs your Grace, and offer at a Work too
difficult for our ablelt Pens, viz. an Enco-
mium on your Grace. I have no Plea again{t
. Tuch 'Refle&tions, but the Difadvantage of

Education, and the Privilege of my Sex.
: A2 If



Oftentmon, makes your Name adpred in

iv DEDICATION. -

If your Grace difcovers a Genius fo fur-
prifing in this Dawn of Life, what muft your
riper Years produce? Your Grace has al-
ready- been diftmguithed inla moft peculiar
Manner, being the firft young Nobleman
thatever was admitted into a Houfe of Peers
before he reached theAge of One and Twen-
ty : But your Grace’s Judgmcnt and Elo-
quence foon convinced that Auguft Affem-
bly, that the excellent Gifts of Nature ought’
not to be confined to Time. 'We hope the
Example that Ireland has fet, will fhortly
be followed by an Englifb Houfe of Lords,
and your Grace made a Member of that
Body, to which you will be fo confpicuous
an Ornament.

Your good Senfe, and real Love for your °
Country, tauOht your Grace to perfevere in
the Principles Sof your glorious Anceftors, by
adhering to the Defender of our Religion
and Laws ; and the penetrating Wifdom of
your Royal Mafter faw you merited your
Honours e’er he confer’d them. Itis one
of the greateft Glories of a Monarch to dif-
tinguifh where to beftow his Favours; and
the World muft do ours Juftice, by owning
Your Grace’s Titles moft defervedly worn.

It is with the greateft Pleafure imaginable,
the Friends of Liberty fee you purfuing the
Steps of your Naoble Father: Your courte-
ous affable Temper, free from Pride and

thc



"DEDICATION. v

the Country, and enables your Grace to éar-
ry what Point you pleafe. 'The late Lord
Wharton wiil be ftill remembered by every
Lover of his Country, which never felt a
greater Skock than what his Death occafion-
cd Their Grief had been inconfolable, if
Heaven, out of its wonted Beneficence to
this Favourite lfle, had not tranfmitted all
. his fhining Qualities to you, and Pheenix--
like, raifed up one Pamot out of the Afhes
of another.

. That your Grace has ahigh Eﬁcem for
Learmng, particularly appears by the large

- Progrefs you have made therein : And your
Love for the Mufes fhews a Sweetwnefs of.
Temper, and Generous Humanity, peculiar-
to the Greamefs of your Soul ; for fuch Vir-
tues reign not in the Breaft of every Man

= of Qlality.

Defer ng longer then, my Lord, to charm.
the World with the Beauty of your Num-
bers, and .fhew the Poet, as you have doné:
the Orator ; convince our unthinking Bri-
tons, by what vile Arts France loft her Li-
berty ; and teach them to avoid their own
Misfortunes, as well as to weep over Hen-
ry 1V. who (if it were poffible for him to
know) would fotgive the bold Affaffin’s
Hand, for the Honour of having his Fall
celebrated by your Grace’s Pen.

, Tobe dxﬂmguﬂhed by Perfons of Your -
Gracc s Charatter, is not only the higheft

. Ag Ambition,



vi DEDICATION.
Ambition, but the greateft Reputation to
an Author; and it is not the lealt of my
Vanities, to have it known to the Publick,
I had Your Grace’s Leave to prefix Your
Name to this Comedy. :

I wifh I were capable to cloath the follow-
ing Scenes in fuch a Drefs as might be wor-
thy to appear before Your Grace, and draw
your Attention as much as Your Grace’s
admirable Qualifications do that of all Man-
kind; but the Mufes, like moft Females,-
are leaft liberal to their own Sex. A

All I dare fay in Favour of this Piece, is,
that the Plot is intirely new, and the Inci-:
dents wholly owing to my own Invention
not borrowed from our own, or tranflated’
from ‘the Works of any Foreign Poet 5 fo:
that they have at leaft the Charm of No-
velty to recommend them. If they are fo.
lucky, in fome leifare Hour, to give Your .
Grace the leaft Diverfion, they will anfwer
the utmoft Ambition of, :

My Lorp,
Your Grace'’s moft obedient,
Moft devoted, and -
Moft bumble Ser'v;m*,

Sufanna Cent-Livre.
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PROLOGTUE
Spoken by Mis. THURM ON.D.

% O Night we come upon a bold Defign,
Ti * To try to pleafe without one borrow’d Line :
Our Plot is news, and regularly clear,
And not one fingle Tittle from Moliere.
O’er bury’d Poets we with Caution tread, - -
And Parifb Sixtons leave to rob the Dead.
For you, bright Britith Fair, in Hopes to charnt ye,

We bring to Night a Lover from the Army : .

Suck a Proportion of prevailing Parts,

You'd think that they rid Poft to Womens Hearts.
Fawonde; avbence they draw their bold Pretence 3
We do not chufe them fure for our Defence :

Tbar Plea is both impolitick and wwrong,

And only fuits fuch Dames as want a Tongue.

Is it their Bloguence and fine Addrefs ?

The Sofinefs of their Language ?— Nothing lefs.

Fs it their Cowrage, that- they bravely dare

To florm the Sex at omce ?—Egad! ‘tis there..
They alt by us as in the rough Campaign,
Unmindful of Repulfes, charge again :+

They mine, and countermine, refolv’d to win,
And, if a Breach is made,—tbhey will come in.
You'll-think, by what we bawe of Soldiers faid,.
Our Female Wit avas in the Service bred : :
But fbe is to the bardy Toil a Stranger,

Sbe loves the Cloth indecd, but bates the Danger:
Yet 1o this Circle of the Brawe and Gay, - : }‘

You know the Sc'diers bawe the firangefe Arts, 2

Sbe bid me, for ber good Intentions, fay,

She bopes you'll wot reduce ber to Half-Pay.

As for our Play, *tis Englith Humour all:

Then awill you let our Manufalture fall ?

Would you the Honour of our Nation raife,

Keep Englith Credit p, and Englifh Plays.
Ag Dramatis
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Dramatis PERsoNZ.

I

M E N.

SIR Pbilip Modrlove,an old Beau, Mr. Knap, !
Periavinkle, a" Kind of filly Mr. Spill
Virtuofo.  VAr. Spadier.
Tradelove, a Change-Broker. Mr. Bullock, fen.

Obadiab Prim, a Quaker, Hofier. Mr. Pack,

RAII Four chofe Guardians to Mts. Lowely.]
Colonel Fainwell, in Love with )

M - Mr. Cb. Bulloch.

rs. Lovely. :

Ereeman, his Friend, a Merchant. Mr, Opdin.
Simon Pure, a%aking Preacher, Mr. Griffin,
Mr. Sackbut, a Vintner. Mt. Hall,

W O M E N.

Mrs. Loeky, a Fortune of Thi }
Thoufand Pounds. by Mx‘s. Bullock.

Mrs. Prim, Wife to Prim the  Mrs. Kent
Hofer. S T y

Berty, Servant to Mes. Lovely.  Mts. Robins,

Scene, London; Footmen, Drawers, €5¢.



e o

(9

A Bold Stroke for aWIFE.

ACT L SCENE L
SCENE, aTavern,

Colonel FainwerLr and FrReeman over a Bottle

. FREEMAN. .
OME, Colonel, his Majefty’s Health.—You
. are as melancholy as if you were in Love:
: 423 I with fome of the Beauties at Bash han’t
52, fnapt your Heart.
" Col. Why Faith, Freeman, there is fomething in’t :
I have feen a Lady at Bath, who has kindled fuch a.
Flame in me that all the Waters there can’t quench.
Free. Women, like fome poifonous Animals, carry

L3,
AT

. theirAntidote about em.—=Is henot to be had,Colonel?

Cel. That’s a d flicalt Queftion to anfwer; however,
I refolve to try - Perhaps you may be able taferve me;
you Merchants know one another.~The Lady told me
herfelf fhe was ender the Charge of four Perfons.

Free. Odfo! ’tis Mirs. Anne Lovely.

Col. The fame,~Do you knuw her?

“Free. Know her! Ay.—Faith, Colonel, your Qon-
dition is wnore defperate than you imagine : Why fhe

%s the Talk and Pity of the whole Town; and itisthe:

Opinion of the Learned, that fhe muft die a Maid.
. A , Gol..
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Col. Say you fo? That’s fomewhat odd, in this.
charitable City.—She’s a Woman, I hope. :

Free. For aught I know,—baut it had been as well:
for her, had Nature made her any other Part of the
Creation. The Man who keeps this Houfe, ferv’d
her Father ; he is a very honeft Fellow, and may be
of Ufe to you; we’ll fend for him to tike a Glafs
with us; he’ll give you her whole Hiftory, and ’tis
worth your hearing.

Col. But may one truft him?

Free. With your Life : I have Obligations enogig::;
upon him, to make him do.any Thing : I ferve
with Wine. * [Knocks.
., Col. Nay, I'know him pretty well myfelf. I once-
ufed to frequent a Club that was kept here.

Enter Draawer,

Drawer. Gentlemen, d’ye call?

Free. Ay ; fend up your. Mafter,

Drawer, Yes, Sir. [Exit.
Col. Do you know any of this Lady’s Guardians,
Freeman? : -
- Free. Yes, I know two-of. them very well.

Enter Sackbat.

Free. Here comes one will give you an Account of
them all —Mr. Sackbir, we {ent for you to take.a
Glafs with us. 'Tisa Maxim among the Friends of
the Bottle, that as long as the Mafter is in Company,
one may be. fure of good Wine. :
" Sack. Sir, you fhall be fure to have as good Wine
as you fend in.—Colonel, your moft humble Ser-
vant ; you are welcome to Town.

Col."I thank you, Mr. Sackbuz.

Sack: 1 am-glad to fee you, as I fhould ‘a hundred-
Tun of French Claret Cuftom-free.~My" Service to
you, Sir, [drinks] You don’t look fo merry, as you
ufed to do; Arn’t you well, Colonel ?

Free. He has got a Woman in his Head, Landlord, .
can you help him? .. .

Sack. If *tis in my Power, I fhan't feruple to ferve
my Friend.

" "Col. *Tis one Perquifite of your Calling.

Sack,
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Sack. Ay, at t’other End of the T'own, where you.
Officers ufe, Women are good Forcers of Trade: A
well-cuftom’d Houfe, a handfome Bar-keeper, witht
clean obliging Drawers, foon get the Mafter an Eftate;
but our Citizens feldom do any thing but cheat within
the Walls.—Bat as to the Lady, Colonel, point you
at Particulars, or have you a good Champagne Sto-
mach ? Are you in full Pay, or reduc’d, Colonel ?

Col. Reduc’d, reduc’d, Landlord.

Free. To the miferable Condition of a Lover!

Sach. Pith! that’s preferable to Half pay ; a Wo»
man’s Refolution may %reak before thePeace ; puth her
home, Colonel, there’s no parlying with the Fair Sex.

Col. Were the Lady her own Miftrefs, I have fome
Reafons to believe I fhould foon command in Chief.

Free. You know Mrs. Lovely, Mr. Sackbut.

Sack. Know her! Ay, poor Nancy ;.1 have earried
her to School many a frofty Morning. _Alas! if fhe’s
the Woman,. I pity you,. Colonel : Her Father, my
old Mafter, was the moft whimfical out-of-the-way

- temper'd Man I ever heard of, as you will guefsby h#s

laft Will and Teftament.— T his was his only Child :- L
have heard him with her dead a thoufand Times.

Col. Why fo ?’ '

Sack. He hated Pofterity; you mraft know, and
with’d the World were to expire- with himfelf.—I1e
ufed to fwear, if* fhe had.been a Boy, he would have.
qualified him for the Opera.

Free. *Tis a very unnatural Refolution in a Father:

Sack. He died worth thirty thoutand Pounds,which
he left to his Daughter, provided fhe married with thre
Confent of her Guardians : But that flie might be fufe

. never to do fo, he left her inr the Care of four Men, .

as oppofite to each other as the four Elements; each
has his quarterly Rule, and three Months in a Year
fhe is oblig’d to be fubjétt to each of their Humouts, .
and they are pretty different, I affure you.—She ‘is
juft come from Ba:b. . )

Col. "T'was there I {aw her. -

Sack. Ay, Sir, the lat Quarter was her Bean Guar-
dian's.==She appears in all publick Places during his -

Reign..
- A6, Col. .
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Col. She vifited 2 Lady who boarded in the fame
Houfe with me: I BEk’d her Perfon, and found an
Opportunity to tell. her fo. She reply’d, fhe had no.
Objection to mine; but if I could not reconcile Con-
tradictions I muft not think of her, for that fhe was
condemned to the Caprice of four Perfons, who ne-
- wer yet agreed in any orie Thing, and fhe was oblig’d

to pleafe them all. . .

Sack. *Tis moft true, Sir; F'll give you a fhort De-
fcription of the Men, and leave you to judge of the
poor Lady’s Condition. One is a Kind of Virtuofo,
a filly half-witted Fellow, but pofitive and furly, fond
of every Thing antique*and foreign, and wears his
Clothes of the Fathion of the laft Centuty ; doats
upon Travellers, and believes more of Sir John Max-
dewilly than he does of the E#ble. - '

Col. That muft be a rare odd Fellow } .

Sack. Another is a Change-Broker ; a Fellow that
will out-lic the Devil for the Advantage of Stock, and
cheat his Fathes that got bim," in a Bargain : He isa
great Stickler for Trade, and hates every Man that
wears a Sword. ' "

Free. He is a great Admirer of the Dutch Manage-
ment, and fwears they underftand Trade better than
any Nation under the Sun.

Scek, The Third is an old Beau, that has May in
bis Fancy and Drefs, but December in his Face and -
his Heels : He admires all the new Fathions, and thofe
muft be French ; loves Operas, Balls, Mafquerades,
and is always the moft tawdry of the whole Company
en a Birth Day. ‘ .

Col. Thefe are pretty oppofite to one another, tra-

ly ! And the Fourth, What is he, Landlord ?
. Sack. A very rigid Quaker, whofe Quarter begun
this Day.—I faw Mrs. Lovely go in, not above two
Hours ago,—Sir Pbilip fet her down. What think
you now, Colonel, is mot the poor Lady to be pitied?

Co. Ay, and refcu’d too, Landlord. ) .

Free. In my Opinion, that’s impoffible.

Col. There is nothing impoffible to 24 Lover. What
weanld not 2 Man dttempt for a fine Wontan and thirty

\ - (- thoufani
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thoufand Pounds ? Befides, my Honour is at ftake, I
promifed to deliver her,—and fhe bid me win herand
wear her. ’

Sack. That's fair, Faith,

Free. If it depended upon Knight-errautry, I thould
not doubt your fetting free the Damfel ; bat to have
Avarice, Impertinence, Hypocrify, and Pride, at once
to deal with, requires more Cunning than generally
attends a Man of Honour. .

Col. My Fancy tells me, I fhall come off with Glo-
1y. I refolve to try however.~~Do you know all the
Guardians, Mr. Sackdut ? ’

Sack. Very well, Sir, they all ufe my Honfe. .

Col. And will you affift me, if Occafion requires ?

Sack. In every Thing I can, Colonel.

Free. T’D) anfwer for him ; and whatever I can ferve
you in, you may depend on. I know Mr. Periwinkie
and Ms. Tradelove 5 the latter has a very great Opinion
of my Intereft abroad.—1I happen’d to Eavc a Letter
from a Correfpondent two Hours before the News ar-

tived of the French King’s Death: I communicated it |

to him ; upon which he bought all the Stock he could,
and what with that, and fome Wagers he laid, he told
me he had got to the Tune of five hundred Peunds;
fo that I am much in his good Graces.

Go/. 1 don’t know but you may be of Service tb
me, Freeman.

Free. If I can, command me, Colonel.

" Col. Isn’t it poffible to find a Suit of Clothes ready

made at fome of thefe Sale-thops 6t to rig out a Beau,
* think you, Mr. Sackbut ? |

-Sack. O hang ’em~=No, Colonel, they keep no-~
thing ready-made thata Gentleman Would be feen.in :
But [ can fit you with a Suit of Clothes, if you’d make
a Figure.—Velvet and Gold Brocade.~They wese
pawn’'d to me by a French Count, who had been fript

at play, and wanted Money to carry him home ; he -

romifed to fend for them, but I have not heard any
hing of him. o ,
Free. He has not fed upon Frogs long enongh yet
to recover bis Lofs; ha, ha! |

Gole
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Col. Ha, ha|—Well,.the Clothes will do, Mr. Sacé
But,—~tho’ we muft have three or four Fellows in taw-
dry Liveries: They can be procur’d, I hope,

Free. Egad! I have a Brother come: from the Wef--
Fndies that can match'you ; and, for Expedition-fake,
you fhall have hisServants : There’s a Black, a Tawny-
moor, and a Frenchman ; they don’t-fpeak one Word
of Englifp, fo can make no Miftake, .

Col. Excellent!—Egad } I fhall leek like an 7.
dian Prince. Firft Pil attack my Beau Guardian ;
‘Where lives he ? e .

Sack. Faith fomewhere about St. Fames’s ; tho’ to
fay. in what Street, I'cannot; but any Chairman will
tell you where Sir Pbikip Modelove lives. -

‘Free. Oh! youw'll find him in. the Park at Eleven.
every Day; at leaft I never pafs'd thro’ at that Hour
without feeing him there.—~But what do.you intend 2

GCol. To-addrefs him in. his own Way, and find.

- what he defigns to do with the Lady.

Fyee. And what then?

Col. Nay,. that I can’t tell; bat I fhall’ take my"
Meafures accordingly.

Sack. Well, ’tis a mad Undertaking, in my Mind:
But here's to your Saccefs, Colonel. Drénks.

" Col. *Tis fomething out of- the Way, I confefs; but
‘Fortune may chance to fmile, and I fucceed.—Come,
Landlord, let me fee thofe Clothes. Freeman, I thall
expe& you'll leave Word with Mr. Sackbut, where one
may find you upon Occafion ; and fend me my Jxdian
Equipage immediately, d’ye hear?

Free. Immediately. - [Exit

Col. Bold was the Man awbo ventur'd firft to Sea,.
But the firft went ring Lowvers bolder avere. .
The Path of Love's a dark and dang’rous Way,
Without a Landmark, or one friendly Star,.

And ke that rans tbe Rifgue deferves the Fair. [Exit.

SCENE II. Prims Houfe..
Enter Mrs. Lovely, and ber Maid Betty. .

¢ Betty. Blefs me, Madam!. Why do you fret:and
teaze yourfelf fo? 'I'his is giving_them the Advan-
. tage with a Witnefs,

Mrs. Low.

ax

S




A Bold Stroks for. a WirE, 15

Mss. Low. Muft I be condemned all my Life to the
. "prepofterous Humours of other People, and pointed at

gy every Boy in Town }=~0Oh I'T could tear my Flefh;
and curfe the Hour I was born.—Isn’t it monftroufly
ridiculous, that they {hould defire to impofe their Quak:

ing Drefs upon me at thofeYears ? When I was aChild,.

no matter wirat they made me wear; but now—
Berty.. 1 would refolye againft it, Madam ; ['d fee
’em hang’d before I'd put oni-the pinch)d Cap again.
Mprs. Lov. Then I muft never expect one Moment’s
Eafe : She has rung fuch a Peal in my Ears already;
that I fha’n’t have the right Ufe of them this Month,
»==What can I do?
Betty. What can you not do,. if* you will but give
your Mind.to it ¥ Marry, Madam.

Mrs. Lov. What! and have my Fortune go-to build

Churches and Hofpitals?

Betty. Why let it go.—If the Colonel loves you,.
as he pretends,. he'll' marry you without a Fortune, .

Madam ; and [ affure you a Colonel’s Lady is no de-
fpicable Thing ; a Colonel’s Poft will- maintain you
like a Gentlewoman, Madam: .

Mps. Lov. So you would advife me to give up my
own Fortune, and throw myfelf upon the Colonel's,

Berty. 1.would advife you to make yourfelf. eafy,
Madam. |

Mys. Lop.. That’s not the Way, I'm fure. No, no,

irl, there are certain Ingredients to be mingled with
Matrimony, without which I'may as well change for
the worfe as the better. 'When the Woman has For-
tune enough to make the Man happy, if be has.eithér
Honour or Good Manners, he'll make her eafy: Love
makes but a flovenly Figurein a2 Houfe where Pover-
ty keeps the Door. =~

Betty. And fo you refolve to die a Maid, do-you,
Madam ?

Mr;s. Low. Or have it in my Power to make the
Man I love Mafter of my Fortune. o

Betty. Then you don’t like the Colonel fo well as
I'thought you did, Madam, or you would not take
fuch a Refolution. :

. . Mrs.
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Mrs. Lov. It is becaufe I do like him, Besty, that
I do take fuch a Refolution. ) )

Betty. Why do you cxpe, Madatn; the Colonel

. fan work Miracles ? Is it poffible for him to marry
you with the Confent of all your Guardians ?

Mprs. Lov. Or he muft not marry me at all: And
fo I told him ; and he did not feem difpleafed with
the News.~Hec promifed ¢o fet me frec; and 1, on -
that Condition, promifed to make him Matfter of that
Freedom,

Betty. Well! T have read of inchanted Caftles,
Ladies delivered from the Chains of Magick, Giants

- kill’d, and Monfters overcome, ;- fo that I fhall be the
Jefs furprized if the Colonel fhould conjure you out
of the Power of your four Guardians: If he does, I
am fure he deferves your Fortune,

Mys. Lov. And fhall have it, Girl, if it were ten
times as much «=or I'll ingenuoufly confefs to thee,
that I do like the Colonel above all Men I ever faw.
—There’s fomething fo Fantée in a Soldier, a Kind
of Fe ne frai cuoi iir, that makes ’em more agtee-
able than the: reft of Mankind :—They command

. Regard, as who fhould fay, We are your Defenders.
We preferve your Beauties from the Infults of rude .
and unpolith’d Foes, and ought to be preferr'd before .
thofe Jazy inddlent Mortals, who, by dropping into
their Father’s Eftate, fet up their Coaches, and thmk
to rattle themfelves into our Affeltions.

Betry. Nay, Madam. I confefs that the Army has
gngroﬂ!ed all the prettieft Fellows.—A laced Coat and
Feather have irrefiltible Charms.

Mrs. Lew, But the Colonel has all the Beautics of
the Mind as well as the Body.=~O all ye Powers that
favour happy Lovers, grant that he may be mine!
Thou God of Love, if thou be’ft aught bat Name,.
afit my Faiwavell. : :

-Point all thy Darts to aid bis juft Defign,
And make bis Plots as prevalent as thine.  [Exit.

— ' , ACT
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ACT II. SCENE 1.

SCENE, "the Park.
Enter Colomel finely drefl, three Footmen afier bim.
’ . CoLonEL.

'O, now if I cif but meet this Besu !—Egad! me-
thinks I cut a fmart Figare, and have as much of
the tawdry Air as any talian Count or French Marquée
of them all.—Sare 1 fhall know this Knight again.—
Ah! yonder he fits, making Love to a Mak, i’faith, I'il1
walk up the-Ma//, and come down by him.  [£xir,
Scene draaws, and difeovers Sir Philip upon a Bexch,

- . cwith a Workan maf'd. -

Sir P4il, Well bat, my Dear, are you really con-
flant to your Keeper? e '

Wom. Yes, really Sir—Hey day! Who: comes
yonder ? He cuts a mighity Figure.
-Sir Pbil. Ha! a Stranger, by his Equipage keeping
fo clofe at his Heeéls.<sHe has the Appearance of 2 Man
of Quality.=Pofitively Fromch, By his dancing Air.
Wom. He croffes, as if he meant to fit down here ==
. SitPhil. He has a Mind fo riiake Love to thee,Child.
Enter Colonel, and feats bimfelf uposi the Bench by
" Sir Philip.

Wom. It will be to no Purpofe if he does. -

Sir Phil. Are you refolved to be cruel then ?

Col. You mauft be very cruel indeed, if you can
deny any Thing to fo fine a Gentleman, Madam.

[Takes out bis Watch,

:Wom. I never mind the Outfide of a Man. :

Go/. And I'm afraid thou art noJudge of the Infide.

Sir Pbil. I am pofitively of your Mind, Sir, for
Creatures of her Funétion feldom penetrate beyond
the Pocket. . ’

Wosm.Creatures of yourCompofition have,indeed, ge-
nerally more in their Pockets than in theirHeads. [ Afde
Sir Phil. Pray what fays your Watch? mine is
down. [Pulling out bis Watch.

Co/. I want thirty-fix Minutes of twelve, Sir.—

S [Puts up bis Wateh, and takes ous bis Snuff-box.

Sir Péil. May I prefume, Sir? ol
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Col. Sir, you honour me. [Prefenting the Box..
SirPbil. He fpeaks good Englifb,—~tho’ he mufl be a.
Foreigner —This Snuff is extremely good,—and the
. Box prodigious fine ; theWorl<'isFrench I prefume, Sir.

Col, 1 bought it in Paris, Sir.—~1I do think the’

Workmanthip pretty neat.
- Sir Phil. Neat! 'tis exquifitely fine, Sir. Pray,
Sir, if I may take tlie Liberty of enquiring,—What
Country i Ztly happy to-claim the Birth of the finett
Gentleman in the %niverfe ? Franmce, 1 prefume.
Col. Then you don’t think me an Englifbman #
Sir Pbil. No, upon my Soul, don't {.
Col. I'am forry for’t. .
Sir Phil. Impoflible you fhould wifh to be an Ezg-

lifbman |—Pardon me, Sir,. this Ifland could.not pro--

duce a Peifon of fuch Alertnefs.

Col. As this Mirror-fhews you,. Sir.

[puts up a Pocket-Glofs to Sir Philip’s Face.

Wem. Coxcombs ' I'm fick to hear them praife

_one another. One feldom gets any Thing by fuch
Animals ; not even a Dinner, unlefs one can dine

.upon Soop and Celery.. _ ‘

~ Sir Pbil. O Gad, Sir.!—Will you leave us, Ma-
dam ? Ha, hak .

" Gol. She fears *twill be only. lofingTime to ftay Kete,.
ha, ha !—I know not howto diﬂ:inlgui(h you, Sir, but
yourMien and Addrefs fpeak you Right Honourable.

. Sir Phil. Thus great Soulsjudge of others by them-
felves.—I am only adorn’d with Knighthood, that’s all
Lafure you, Sir; my Name is Sir Pbilip Modelove.

Col. Of French Extraltion -

Sir Phil. My Father was French.

Col. One may plainly perceive it.—There is a.cer-
tain Gajety peculiar to my Nation (for I will own
myfelf a Frenchman) which diftinguiflies us every
where.—A Perfon of your Figure would be a vait

- Addition to a Corenet,

Sir Pbil. I muft ownI had the Offer of a Barony

:about five Years ago, but I abhor’d the Fatigue which.

muft have attended it.—I could never yet bring my

Lelf to join with either Party, -
Gal..

——
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- Col. You are perfe&tly in the Right, Sir Philip,=a

fine Perfon thould not embark himfelf in the flovenly

Concern of Polititks : Drefs and Pleafure are Objeéls

preper for the Soul of a fine Gentleman.
Sir Phil. And Love.~—— S
Col.Ohl that’s included under theArticle of Pleafiire.
SirPbil. Parbleu il eft unHomme 4 E fprits, ] muft em-
brace you.~[rifes and embraces}==Y ourSentiments are
- {o agreeable to mine, that we appear to have but one-
Soul, for our Ideas and Conceptions are the fame.

Col. I fhould be forry for that. [afitie.]==You do- -

me too mueh Honour, - Sir Philip.

Sir Phil. Your Vivacy and ‘jawtéz Mien aflured me
at firft Sight there was nothing of this foggy Ifland iny
your Compefition. May I crave your Name, Sir ?

Col. My Name is La Fainawell, Sir, at your Service.

Sir Phil. The La Fainwells are Freach, I know ;
tho’ the Name is become very numerous in Grear-
Britain of late Years.—1 was fure you was Fremh
the Moment I laid my Eyes upon you: I could ret
comé into the Suppofition of your being an Englifs-.
man : This Ifland prodaces few fuch Omaments.

. Col. Pardon me, Sir Philip, this Ifland has two =

“Things fuperior to all Nations under the Sun.
+ Sir Pbil. Ah] what are they ¥ . )
. Col. The Ladies, and the Laws. :

Sir Pbil. The Laws indged, do claim a Preference
of other Nations,— but, by my Soul, there are fines
Women every wheve.~I muft own I have felt their
- Power in'all Ceuntries.

Col. There are fome finith’d Beauties, I confefs, in
France, Braly, Germany, nay, cven in Holland, mais
Jont bien rare : But les Belles Angloifes !~=~Oh, Sir Pbin
lip, where find we fuch Women }+ fuch Symmetry of
Shape ! fuch Elegancy of Drefs! fuch Regularity of
Features! fuch Sweetnefs of Temper! {uch com-
manding Eyes } and foch bewitching Smiles !

Sir Pbil. Ah\ parblen wous eftex attraper.

Col. Non, je vous affure, Chevalier.—But I declare -

there is no Amufement o agreeable to my Goit, as the
Converfation of a fine Waman.—I could never be
‘ prevailed
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vailed upon to enter into what the Vulgar calls the
leafure of the Bottle.
Sir Phil. My own Tafe, pafitivement.— A Ball, or
a Mafquerade, is certainly preferable to all the Pro-
duétions of the Vineyard. )
Col. Infinitelv! I hope the People of Quality in
England will fupport that Branch of Pleafure, which

was imported with their Peace, and fince naturaliz'd

by the ingenious Mr. Heidegger. . -
Sir Phil. The Ladies affure me it will become Part.
of the Contlitution,—upon which I fubfcrib'd a hun-

dred G iincas,~it wiil be of great Service to the Pub- -

lick, at leaft to the Company of Surgeons; and the
City in general.

Col. Ha, ha! it may help to enoble the Blood of:

.the City. Are you married, Sir Philip ?

Sir Pbil. No; nor do I believe I ever fhall enter
into that hongurable State : I have an abfolute Tendre
for the whole Sex. .

Col. That’s more than they have for you, I dare
fwear. Afde.

SirP4i/. And I have th¢Honour tobe very well with,
the Ladies; I can affure you, Sir; and I won’t affront
a million of fine Women to make one happy. .

Col. Nay, Marriage is reducing a2 Man’s Tafte to
a Kind of half Pleafure ; but then it carries the Blef-
fing of Peace along with i ; one goes to fleep with-
out Fear, and wakes without Pain.

8ir Phil. There's fomething of that in’t; a Wife is

- avery good Difh for an \Eng/ /b Stomach,—but grofs
Feeding for nicer Palates, ha, ha, ha! s

Col. Ifind I was very much miftaken,—I imagined,
you had been mirried tothat youngLady whomI %
theChariot with you thisMorning inGracecharch-fircer.

Sir Pbil, Who, Nancy Lovely ? I am a Piece of z
Guardian to that Lady : You maft know, her Father,
I thank him, joined me with three of the moft pre-

fterous old Fellows,~sthat, upon my Soul, I am in
ain for the poor Girl ;~—fhe muft certainly lead A pes,
as the Saying is ; ha, ha! :

Col. That’s Pity, Sir Philip. If the Lady would
give me Leave, I would endeavour to avert that Curfe.

- . , Sir

[

awin_

-

e ——— -
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Sir Phil. As to the Lady, fhe’d gladly be rid of us
at anyRate, I believe ; but here’s the Mifchief, he who
marries Mifs Lowvaly, muft have the Confent of us all
four,~=or not a2 Penny of her Portion.~For my Part, I
{hall never approve of any, but a Man of Figure, —
and the reft are not only averfe to Cleanlinefs, but have
each a pecaliar Tafte to gratify.—For my Part, I de-
clare I would prefer you to all Men I ever faw.

Col. And T her to all Women. —

Sir Phil. 1 affyre you, Mr. Fainwell, I am for mar-
ying her, for I hate the Trouble of 2 Guardian, efpe-
<cially among fuch Wretches ; but refolve never to a-

" gree to the Choice of any one of them,~and I fancy
they’ll be even with me, for they never came into
any Propofal of mine yet. . ’

Col. 1 with I had your Leaveto try them, Sir Pbilp.

Sir Pbil. With all my Soul, Sir, I can refufe a Per-
fon of your Appearance nothing.

Gol. Sir, 1am infinitely obliged to you. =

Sir Pbil. But do you really ike Matrimony

Col. I believe I could with that Lady, Sir.

Sir Pbil. The only Point in which we differ~But
you are Mafter of fo many Qualifications, that I can,
excufe one Fault; for I muft think it a Fault in a fine
Gentleman ; and that you are fuch, I’ll give it under
my Hand. .

Co/. I wifh yon'd give me your Confent to marry
Mrs. Lovely under your Hand, Sir Pbilip.

Sir P4il. I'll do’t, if you'll ftep into Sr. Fames's
Coffeehoufe, where we may have Pen and Ink ;—~tho’

. I can’t forefee what Advantage my Confent will be
to you, without you could find a Way to get the reft
of the Guardians.—But I'll igtroduce you, however :
She is now at'a Quaker’s, where I carried her this
Morning, when you faw us in Gracechurch-fireet.—1
affure you the hasan odd Ragoiit of Guardians, as yon
will find when you hear the Chara&ters, which I'll
endeavour to give you as we go alon%.-—H ey ! Pierre,
Faque, Renno,~Where are you all, Scoundrels?—
Order the Chariot to 8¢. Fames's Coffzebanfe.

Col. L: Noir, ia Brun, la Blasc.—~Mortblen, op font

ces Coguins la ? Alloni, Monfieur le Chevalier. S:
_ ir

-
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Sir Phil. Ah! Pardonnex moy, Monfieur.
Col. Not one Step, upon my Soul, Sir Pbilip.
Sir Pbil. The beft bred Man in Exrope, pofitively.
" . [Excunt.
SCENE changes to Obadiah Prim’s Houfe.

Enter Mrs. Lovely, followed by Mys. Prim.

Mrs. Pr. Then thou wilt not obey me : And thou
doft really think thofe Fallals become thee ?

Mrs. Lyv. 1 do, indeed.

. Mis. Pr. Now will'T be judzed by all fober Peo-
ple, if I don’t look more like 2 modeft Woman than
thou doft, Lnne. o

Mis. Lov. More like a Hypocrite you mean, Mrs.

Prim. ) ) ) .

. Mrs. Pr. Ah! Anne, Anne, that wicked Pbilip Mode-
Jove will undo thee.~Satan fo fills thy Heart with
Pride, during the three Monthsof his Guardianthip,
that thou becomeg a Stumbling Block to the Upright.
. Mrs, Lov. Pray who are they ? Are the pinch’d
Cap and formal Hood the Emblems of San&ity? Does
your Virtue confilt in your Drefs, Mrs. Prim?-

Mrs. Pr. It doth not confift in cut Hair, fpotted
Face, and bare Necks.—Oh the Wickednefs of this
Generation! The primitive Women knew not the
Abomination of hoop’d Peticoats.

Mrs. Lov. No, nor the Abomination of Cant nei-
“ther. Don’t tell me, Mrs. Prim, don’t.—I knew yon
have as much Pride, Vanity, Self-conceit, and Am-
bition among you, couched under that formal Habit,
and fanétified Countenance, as the proudeft of us all,
but the World begins to fee your Prudery.

Mrs. Pr. Prudery! What! do they invent new
Words as well as new Fafhions? . Ah ! poor fantaftick
Age, I pity thee.=Poor deluded #nne, which doft thou
think moft refembleft the Saint, and which the Sinney,
thy Lrefs ornine ? Thy naked Bofom allureth the Eye
of the By-ftander,—encourageth the Frailty of haman
Nature,—and corrupteth the Soul with evil Longings.

Mrs. Low. And pray who corrupted your Son 7o-
bias with evil Longings? Your Maid Tabitba wore 2
Handkerchief, and yet he made the Saint a Smnir‘rs .

A
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Mrs. Pr. Well, well, {pit thy Malice.~I confefs
Satan did buffet my Son T pgia:, and my Servant Tab;-
tha ; the evil Spinit was at that Time too firong, and
they both became fubjeét to its Workings,—not from

. any outward Provocation,—but from an inward Call ;--
he was not tainted with the Rottennefs of the Fathions, -
nor did his Eyes take in the Drunkennefs of Beauty.

Mirs. Lov. No! that’s plainly to be feen.

Mrs. Pr. Tabitha is one of the Faithful ; he fell
not with a Stranger.

Mrs. Low. So ! Then you holdWenching no Crime,
provided it be within the Pale of your own Tribe,=
You are an excellent Cafuift truly.

Emter Obadiah Prim.-

©Ob. Pr. Not ftripp'd of thy Vanity, yet, Anne !
‘Why doft thou not make her put it off, Sarab? :

Mrs. Pr. She will not do it.

Ob. Pr. Verily, thy naked Breafts troubleth my "
outward Man; I pray thee hide "em, Aume: Put on
an Handkerchief, Anne Lovely.

- Mhs. Lov. I hate Handkerchiefs when ’tis not cold
Weather, Mr. Prim. -
- Mrs. Pr. I have feen thee wear a Handkerchief';

nay, and a Matk to boet, in the Middle of Fudy. .

Mrs. Lew. Ay, to keep the Sun from fcorching me.

0b. Pr. If thou couldft not bear the Sun-beams,*
how doft thou think Man fhould bear thy Beams #
Thofe Breatts inflame Defire, let them be hid, I fay.

Mrs. Lov. Letme be quiet, I fay.~=Muft I be tor-
mented thus for ever? Sure no Woman’s Condition
ever equalled mine! Foppery, Folly, Avarice, and
Hypocrify are, byTurns, my conftant Companions,—
and I muft vary Shapes as often as a Player.—I cannot
think my Father meant this Tyranny ! No, you ufurp
anAuthority which he never intended you thould take.

. Ob. Pr. Hark thee, Do’ft thou c3ll good Counfel
- Tyranny ? Do I, or my Wife, tyranmze, when we
defire thee in all Love to put off thy tempting Attire,

and veil thy Provokers to Sin ?
- Mrs, Lov, Deliver me, good Heaven! or I fhall:
g diftrated. : [#alks about.

Mrs.
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Mrs. Pr. Sol pow thy Pinsiers arc toft, and thy '
Breafts pulled up ; — verily they were feen enough
before. — Fie upon the filthy Taylor who made l:ﬁy
Stays. -

. K’!rs. Lov. I with I were in my Grave! Kill me
rather than treat me thus.

Qb. Pr. Kill thee! ha, ha! thou thinkeft thou art
afling fome lewd Play fure :—Kill -thee ! Art thou
prepared for Death, Aure Lovely? No, no, thou
would’ft rather have a Hufband, Auze : === Thou
wanteft a gilt Coach, with fix lazy Fellows behind,
to flant it in the Ring of Vanity,—among the Princes
and Rulers of the Land, — who pamper themfelves
with the Fatnefs thereof ; but I will take Care that
done fhall {quander away thy Father’s Eftate : Thou
fhalt marry none fuch, Aase. ' -

Mrs. Lov. Wou'd you marry me- to one of your
own canting Se&t ? : S

)b. Pr. Yea, verjly, no one elfe fhall ever get my
Confent, I do aflure thee, Jure.

Mrs. Lov. And I do aflure thee, Qbediab, that I
will as foon tarn Papift, and die in 2 Coavent.

. Mrs. Pr. Oh Wickednefs !

Mrs. Low. Oh Stupidity |

0b. Pr. Oh Blindnefs of Heart!

Mrs. Low, Thou Blinder of the Werld, don’t pro-
voke me,—left I betray your San&tity, and leave your

. _ Wife to judge of. your Parity :=~What were the E-

motions of your Spirit,~when you fqueez'd Mary
by the Hand laft Night in the Pantry,-when fhe
told you, you bufs’d fo filthily # Ah! you had no
Averfion to naked Bofoms, when yop begged her tp
fhew you a little, little, -listle Bit of her delicious
Babby :~—Don’t you remember thofe Wards, Mr.
Prim - )

Mrs. Pr.. What does fhe fay, Obadigh?

~Ob. Pr. She talketh uniptelligibly, Sareb. Which
Way did fhe hear this ? This fhoyld not have reach’d
the Ears of the wicked Ones :»»Verily, it tronbleth.

me, 4+ - [fide.

Entor
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- Enter Servant.
Serw. Philip Modelowe, whom they call Sir Philip, isbe-
low, and fuch another with him, fhallI fend them up?
[Exit.
v+ ©b, Pr; Yea. :
Enter Sir Philip and Colonel.

Sér Pbi/. How doft thou do, Friend Prim ? Odfo! m
She-Friend here too! What you are documenting Mifs
Nancy, reading her a Leéture upen the pinch'd Coif, .1
warrant ye.

Myrs. Pr. 1am fure thou never did'ft read her any Lec-
ture that was good.—————— My Fleth rifeth fo at thefe

.wicked Ones, that Prudence advifeth me to withdraw
from their Sight, - [Exiz,

Csl. Oh!-that I could find Means to fpeak with her!
How charming fhe appears ! I with I could get this Let-
ter into her Hand. . [ 4fide.

Sir Phil. Well, Mifs Cockey, I hope thou haft got the
better of them.

. Mprs, Lov. The Difficulties of my I.ife are not tobe
furmounted, Sir Pbilip.——1 hate the Impertinence of
him, as much as the Stupidity of the other. [Afide.

Qb. Pr. Verily, Philip, thou wilt {poil this Maiden.

Sir Phil. 1 find we ftill differ in Opinion; but that we
may none of us fpoil her, prithee, Prim, let us confent
to marry her,—————1I have fent for our-Brother Guar-
dians to meet me here about that very Thing. —
Madam, will you give me leave to recommend a Huf-
band to you ? Here’s a Gentleman, whom, in my
Mind, you can have no Objettion to. - :

[ Prefents the Colonel ta bery foe looks another avay.
- Mprs. Low. Heaven deliver me from the formal, and
the fantaftick Fool ! :

Col, A fine Woman, —a fine Horfe, and fine E-

' illuipage, are the fineft Things in the Univerfe: And ‘if
am fo happy to poffefs you Madam, I fhall become
“the Envy of Mankind, as much as you out-fhine your
. whole Sex.

(As be takes ber Hand to kifs it, be endeavours
to put a Letter, into it; [be lets it dropmmm

Prm takes it up.
Mes}
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Mps. Lov. I have ao Ambition to appear confpicuoully
gidiculous, :Sir. ' . Turning from bim.
Cal. So fall the Hopes of Fainuall! S
Mys. Lov. Ha! Fainwell! 'tis he! Whathave Idone?
Prim has the Letter, and will be difcover'd. [ 4fide.
_ Ob. Pr. Friend, 1-know not thy Name, fo cannot call
thee by:it; but thou feeft thy Letter is unwelcometp the
‘Maiden, -fhe will not read it. <
Mys Lov. Nor fhall you; [Snatches the Letter ¢
.tear it in a thoufand Pieces, and fcatter it, as I will the
Hopes of all thofe that any of you fhall recommend to
me. : [Tears the Letter.
Sir Phil. ‘Ha! Right Woman, faith! .
* Col. Excellent Woman. " [Ahde.
Ob. Pr. Friend, thy Garb favoureth too much of the
Vanity of the Age for my Approbation ; nothing that
refembleth Pbili Modelove thall T love, mark that; e
therefore, Friend Philip, bring no more of thy own Apes-
under my Roof. ' \ ) .
Sir Phil. 1am fo entirely a Stranger to the Monfters of
thy Breed, fhat I thall bring none of them I am fure.
Col. 1am likely to haveapretty Tatk by that Time
I have gone thro’ them all; but fhe’s a City worth. ta-
king, -and 'egad I'll carry on the Siege: If I can but
blow up the Out-works, I fancy I am pretty fecure of
the Town. : [ 4fide.
. Enter Servant. ’
Ser. Toby Periwwinkle and Thomas Tradelove demand-
eth to {ee thee. 7o $ir Philip.
Sir P#il. Bid them come up. .
" Mrs. Low. Deliver me from fuch an Inundation of
Noife and Nonfenfe. Oh Fainawell ! whatever thy Con-
trivance be, profper it Heaven ;— but oh! I fear thou
qpever canft redeem me. : [Exit.
. Sir Phil. Sic tranfit Gloria Mundi ! - >
. ' Enter Mr. Periwinkle and Tradelove.
" *Thefe are my Brother Guardians, Mr. Fainwell, pry+
e obferve the Creatures. . [ 4fide te Cola
. Trad. Well, Sir Philip, 1 obey your Summog;
" Per. Pray, what haveyou to ofer for the Good of

Mss, Lovely, Sir Philip?. .
’ ' Sir
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Sir Phil, Firft I defire to know what you intend to do
'with that Lady? Muft fhe be fent to the Iudies for a
Veature,——er live to be an old Maid, and thea enter'd .
amongf your Curiofities, and thewn for 3 Monfter, Mr.
Periavinkle ? ) N

Col. Humpb, Curiofities, that muft be the Virtuofo.

. [Afde.

Per. Why what wou'd you do with her ?

Sir Pbil. I wou'd recommend this Gentleman to her
for a Husband, Sir—— a Perfon whom-I have pick'd out
from the whole Race of Mankind, .

0b. Pr. 1 would advife thee to fhuffie him again with
the reft of Mankind, for I like him not,

Col. Pray, Sir, without Offence to your Formality,
what may be your Obje&tions? -

Ob. Pr. Thy Perfon; thy Manners; thy Drefs ; thy
Acqyaintance ; thy every Thing, Friend.
imSz‘r Phil. You are moft particularly obliging, Friend,

, ha! )

Trad.- What Bulinefs do you follow, pray Sir? :
. Col. Humph, by that Queftion he muft be the Broken
[ Afide.]—Budinefs, Sir! the Bufinels of a Gentleman.

Trad. That is as much as to fay, you drefs fine, feed
high, lie with every Woman you like, and pay your Surs
geon’s Bills better than your Taylor’s or your Butcher’s.--

Col. The Court is much oblig’d to you, Sir, for your
Chara&er of a Gentleman. ‘ N

Trad. The Court, Sir! What wou'd the Court do with-
out us Citizens ? :

Sir Phil. Without your Wives and Daughters, you
mean Mr. Tradelove.

. Per. Have you ever travell’d, Sir?
Co/. That Queftion muft not be anfwer'd nOWe————r

In Books I have, Sir. .

Per. In Books! That's fine travelling indeed! ‘
Sir Philip, when yon prefent a Perfon like, he fhall
have my Confent to ma:ry Mrs. Lowely, 'till when your

Servant. [Exit. -
.Gol. I'll make you like me before I have done with
you, or I'm miftaken. [4fide.:

Trade,, And when you can convince me that a Beau is
) B mgre
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‘more ufeful to my Country than a Merchant, you fhall
have mine; ’till then you muft excofe me, {Exit.
Col: So much for Trade. I'ltfit you too. [Afide.
Sir Pbil. In my Opinion, this is very inhuman Treat-
ment, as tothe Lady, Mr. Prim. .
- Ob. Pr. Thy Qpinion and mine happens to differ as
much as our Occupations, Friend; Bufinefs requireth my
Prel{ence, and Folly thine, and fo I muft bid thee fare-
wel. :
Sir Phil. Here's Breeding for you, Mr. Foinwel ! emme
Gad take me. , o
Balf my Efiate U'd give to fee 'em bir.
Col. 1 hope to bite ye all, if my Plot hit. . [Exit.

ACT I SCENE I

SCENE the Tavern; Sackbut and the
Colenel in an Egyptian Drefs.

Sack. Lvcky Beginning, Colonel
) A the old Bean's Confent.

- Col. Ay, he’s a reafonable Creature ; but the other

three will require-fome Pains.——Shall I pafs upon him,

think you? Egad, in my Mind, I look as antique as if

X had been preferv’d in the Ark. )

Sack. Pafs upon him ! ay, ay, as roundly as White-
wine dafh’d with Sack does for Mounitain and Sherry, if
you have Affurance enoagh.

Col. I have no Apprehenfion from that Quarter ; Af-
furance is the Cockade of a Soldier.

Sack. Ay, but the Affurance of a Soldier differs much
from that of a Traveller.—— Can you lye with a good
Grace ? : )

" Col. As heartily, when my Miftrefs is the Prize, as I
would meet the Foe when my Country call'd, and King
commanded ; fo don’t you fear that Part; if he don’t
know me again, I’m fafe, — I hope he'll come.
¢ Sack. I with all my Debts wou'd come a, fure ; I told
him you had been a great Travcller, had many valuable
Curiofitics, and was a Perfon of a-moft fingular Taﬂ%;
: v ¢

you have got
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- he feem’d tranfported, and begg’d me to keep you till

he came.

Col. Ay, ay, he need not fear my running away.——
Let’s have ‘a Bottle of Sack, Landlord, our Anceftors.
drank Sack. -

Sack. You fhall have it. : .

Col. And where-abouts is the Trap-door you men--
tioned ? )

Sack. There's the Conveyance, Sir. [Exiz.

Col. Now if I fhould cheat all thefe Roguith Guar-
dians, and carry off my Miftrefs in Triumph, it would
be what the French call a Grand Coup d° Eclat.—Odfo !
here comes Periwinkle———————Ah! duce take this
Beard ; pray Fugizer it does not give me the Slip, and
* fpoil all. .

Enter Sackbut avith Wine, and Periwinkle following.,

Sack. Sir, this Gentleman hearing you have been a
great Traveller, and a'Perfon of fine Speculation, begs
Leave to take a Glafs with you; he is a Man of a curi-.
ous Tafte bimfelf.

Col. The Gentleman has it in his Face and Garb:
Sir, you are welcome. .

Per. 8ir, -} honour a Traveller, and Men of your en-
quiring Difpofition ; the Oddnefs of your Habit pleafes .
me extreamly ; ’tis very antique, and for that I like it. |

. Gol. Tis very antique, Sir ; This Habit once be-
long’d to the famous Clandius Ptolemess, who liv'd in
the Year a Hundred and Thirty-five. )

Sack. If he keeps up to the Sample, he fhall lye with
the Devil for a Bean ftack, and win it every Straw.

- [4fide.

Per. A Hundred and Thirty-five! why, that’s px"gg{-
gious now ; —— Well, certainly 'tis the fineft Thing in
the World to be a Traveller.

Gol. For my Part I value none of the modern Fathions
of a Fig-Leaf.

Per. No more don’t I, Sir; 1 had rather be the Jeft of
a Fool, than his Favourite,—I am Jaugh'd at here for my
Singularity. This Coat, you muft know, Sir, was-
formerly worn by that ingenious and very learned Per-
fom, Mr. Joby Tradefcant of Lambeth, -

By - =~ (374
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- Col. Fokn Tradefeant! Let me embrace you, Sifj— °
Fobn Tradefeant was my Uncle, by Mother-fide ; and P
thank yea for the Honour you do his Memory ; he was.
a very curious Man indeed. .o

Per. Your Uncle, Sir, Nay then, ’tis no Wonder
that your Tafte is {o.refined ; why, you have it in your
Blood. ——My humble Service to you, Sir, to the im-
mortal Memory of Jobr Tradefcant, your never-to.be-
for(g:ttcn Uncle. . [Drinks.

ol. Give me 2 Glafs, Landlord.

Per. 1 find you are primitive, even in your Wine;.
‘Canary was the Drink of our wife Forefathers, tis Balfa-
mick, and faves the Charge of 'Pothecaries Cordials.—
Oh ! that I had liv'd in your Uncle’s Days! or rather,.
thst he were now alive.; —— Oh | hew proud he'd be of.
fuch a Nephew ! . :

Sack. Qh Pox! that would have fpoil’d the Jeft. [Afide.

_ Per. A Perfon of yeur Curiofity muft have colle€ted
-#nany Rarities.

Col. 1 have fome, Sir, which are not yet come afliore,
as an Egyptian 1dol,

Per. Pray, what might thatbe? . :

Col. Itis, Sir, = Kind of an Ape, which they formerly
worthipp'd in that Country ; [ took it from the Breagt of
a female Mummy, : ' )

Per. Ha, ha! our Women retain Past of their Idols-
try to this Day, for many an Ape lies on 2 Lady’s Breast,
ha, ha. :

Sack. A {mart old Thief. Afide.

€ol. Two Tutks of an Hippotamus, two Pait of Chinef
Nut-crackers, and one Egsptian Mummy.

" Per. Pray, Sir, have you never a Crocodile ?

Csl. Humph ! the Boatfwain brought one with Defign
to fhew it, but touching at Rotterdam, and hearing it was
00 Rarity in England, he fold it to 2 Dutch Poet:

Sack. The Devil's in that Nation, it rivals us in every
Thiﬂ 0 . ¢

Peg. I thould have been very glad to have feen a liv-
ing Crocodile. ' L :

Col. My Genius led me to t'i'hmgs or;‘wf vgorthfy h.‘f

== Sir, I have feen the uim imits of this
Wd == Sin, globulax

\
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Tobular World ; I have feen the Sun rife and fet; know
in what Degree of Heat he is at Noon, to the Breadth of
a Hair, and what Qpaatity of Combuitibles he burns in.
a Day, how much of'it turns to Athes, and hew much to
Cinders. ) . .

Per. To Cinders! You amaze me, Sir ; I never heard’
that the Sun' confum'd any Thing.—— Defcartes tells
U -

'Col. Defeartes, with the reft of his Brethren, both An-

- cient and Modern, knew nothing of the Matter.—— F

tell you, Sir, ihat Nature admits an annual Decay, tho™
imperceptible to vulgar Eyes. Sometimes his Rays
deftroy below, fometimes above. You have heard of
blazing Comets, I fuppofe. .
. Por. Yes, yes, I remember t have feen one ; and our
Aftrcl)‘llogers tell us of another which fhall happen very
uickly. :
1 Col. Thofe Comets are little Iflands borderin} on the
Sun, which at certain Times are fet on fire by that lami-
nous Body's moving over them perpendicular, which will
one Day occafion a general Conflagration.
Sack. One need not fcruple the Coloenels Capacity,
faith. Afide..
Per. This is marvellons firange! Thefe Cinders are-
what I never read of in any of our learned Differtations.
Col. Idon’t know how the Devil you thould. [ 4fide.
Sack. He has it at his Fingers Ends ; one would fwear:
he had learn’d to lye at School, he does it {o cleverly.

. L.
Per. Well | you Travelle s fee ftrange Things ! Pray,

Sir, have you any of tifofe Cinders ?

Col. I have, among my other Curiofities. -

Per. Oh, what have I loft for want of Travelliog! —
Pray, what have you elfe ? ,

Col. Several Things worth yeur Attention. — I have a
Muff made of the Feathers of thofe Geefe that fav'd the
Roman Capitol.

Per. Is't poflible ?

Sack. Yes, if you are fuch a Gander as to believe him,

_ [ 4fde.
‘Col. I have an Indian Leaf, which open, will cover an
' B4 Acre

R
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Acre of Land, yet folds up in fo little 2 Compafs, you
amy put it into your Snuff-bex. -
Sack. Humph! That's a Thunderer. fAfide.

Per. Amazing !

Col. Ah! mine is but a little one ; I have feen {'ome~ ‘

of them that would cover one of the Caribbée Iflands. .
Pcr. Well, .if I don’t travel before I die, I fhan’t reft
in my Grave. Pray, what do the Iudians with
them ? B
Col. Sir, they ufe them in their Wars for Tents, the
old Women for Riding-hoods, the Young for Fans and
Umbrellas. :

8 :ct. He has a fruitful Invention. [4fide.

Per. 1 admire our Eaf-India Company imperts none
of them ; they would certainly” find their Account in
them, i
_ Gol. Right, if they could find the Leaves.~—— [4fde.
———-Look ye; Sir, do you fee this kittle Vial 7

Per. Pray you, what'is it ?

Col. This is call’d Polufisfboio.

Per. Poluflofboio ! It has a rambling Sound.

G/, Right, Sir; it proceeds from a rumbling Na-
ture, ——This Water was Part of thofe Waves
which bore Clecparra’s Yeflel when fhe fail’d to meet
Anthons.

Peyr. Well, of all that ever travell’d, none had a Tafte
likze you.
" €. But here's the Wonder of the World.—— This,
Sir, is call'd Zona, or Moros Mufphonon, the Virtues of
this is ineftimable. K .

Per Moros Mufphonon ! What in the Name of Wif-
dom can that be? to me it feems a plain Belt.

. Col. This Girdle has carried me all the World over.
Per. You have carried it, you mean. .
Col. I mean as I fay, Sir. Whenever I am gird-

ed with this, 1 am invifible ; and by turning this little
Screw, can be in the Court of the Great Mogul, the
Grand Signior, and KingEGurgc, in as litle lime as
your Cook can poach an Egg.

- Per. You muft pardon me, Sir, I can’t believe it.

G,
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Col. If my Landlord pleafes, e fhall try the Experi- *
ment immediately. -

Sack. I thank you kindly, Sir; but I have ne Incli- -
nation to ride Poft to the Devil.

* Col. No, no, you fhan’t ftir a Foot, I'll only make you
invifible.

Sack But if you could not make me vifible again.

, Per. Come, try it upon me, Sir, I am not afraid of
the Devil, nor a!l his Tricks, ———"Sbud, I'lL ftand
‘em all. , : :

Col. There, Sir, put it on. Come, Landlord,
you and I muft face the Eaft. [They turn about.] Is it
on, Sir? :

"Per. Tis on. [They turn aboat again.

Sack. Heaven prote® me ! Where is he ?

Per. Why here, juft where I was.

Sack. Where, where, in the Name of Virtue? Ah,
poor Mr. Periavinkls ! Egad, look to’t, you had:’
beft, Sir ; and let him be feen again, or I fhall have you:
burat for a Wizzard. :

Col. Have Patience, good Landlord.

- Per. But really don’t you fee me now ¥

Sack. No more than I fee my Grandmother that dy'd
forty Years ago. o :

Per. Are you fure you don’t lye ¥ Methinks I ftand’”
juft where I did, and fee-you as plain as I did before.

Sack. Ah! I wifh I could fee you once again.

_Cof, Take off the Girdle, Sir. [He takes it off..
Sack. Ab, Sir, T am glad to fee you with all my
Heart. [Embraces bim..

Per. This is very odd ; certainly there muft be fome:
Trick in't. Pray, S, will you do me the Favour
to put it on yourfelf.

(ol. With all my Heart.

Per. But firft I'll fecure the Door: .

5- Col. Yoy know hew to turn the Screw, Mr. Sack-
ut. R :

Sack. Yes, yes.—— Come, Mr, Periavikkle, we maft
turn full Eaft. .

[They tarn, the Colonel finks down a Tragp-door-..

Cal.. *T'is done, now turn. : [They tarn.

B o Peor.
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Per. Ha! Mercy uponme ; My Fleth creeps upon m

Boneg~——————'1 his mﬁ?t be a Conjurer, Mr. %a:ltaﬁw.my '

Sack. He is the Devil, I think. -

Per. Oh | Mr. Sackbut, why do you name the Devil,
Wwhen perhaps he may be at your Elbow.

Sack. At my Elbow ; marry Heaven forbid.

Col. [ Beloaw.] Are you fatisfied, Sir?

Per. Yes, Sir, yes. How hollow his Voice
founds! )

Sack. Yours feem'd juft the fame —— Faith, I with
this Girdle were mine, I'd fell Wine no more. Hark
ye, Mr. Pevinvinkle, [?a&u bim afide 'till the Colonel
rifes again,] if he would fell this Girdle, you' might
travel with great Expedition. :

Col. But 1t is not to be parted with for Money. :

Per. I am forry for't, Sir, becaufe I think it the
greateft Curiofity I ever heard of. . o

- Gil. By the Advice of a learned Phyfiognemift in

Graad Cairo, who confulted the Lines in my Face, -}
returned to England, where he told me I fhould find a
Rariety in the ﬁeeping of four Men, which I was bora.
to poffefs for the Benefit of Mankind; and the fiff of
the four that gave me his Confént, I fhould prefent him:
with this Girdle—Till I have found this Jewel, I fhalk
not part with the Girdle, _

Per. What can that Rarity be?® Didn’t he name it to

Qu.
ot Col. Yes Sir; he called it 2 Chafle, Beautiful, Un-
affe@ted Weoman. .

" Per. Rith ! Women are ne Rarities I never:
had any great Tafte that way. I married, indeed, te.

leafe a Father, and I got 2 Girl to pleafemy Wife ; but
&e and the Child (thank Heav'n) died together
Womers are the very Geugaws of the Creation; Play-
things for Boys, who, when they write Man, they ought:
go throw afide. ’

" Sack. A fime LeQure to be read to a Circle of La}iesl‘

’ ' e,

Per. What Woman is there, dreft in all the Pri e{nd
Foppery of the Times, can boalt offuch a Foretop as
the Cockaroo ¢ . ' ’

S ‘ GA
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Cal. 1 muft humour him [ Afide] Such a
Skin asthe Lizzard.

Per. Sucha thining Breaft asthe Humming Bird?

Csl. Such a Shape-as the Antelope?

Per. Or, in all the artful Mixture of their various
Drefles, have they half the Beauty of one Box of But- ]

. terflies?

Col. No, that muft be allow’d——For my part, if it .
were not for the Benmefit of Mankind, I'd have nething,
to do with them, for they are as indifferent to me as a.
Sparrow or a Fleth Fly,

Per. Pray, Sir, what Benefit is. the World to reap:
from this Lady ? :

Cel. Why Sir, the is to bear me a Son, who fhall!
revive the Art of embalming, and the old Reman Mag-
ner of Burying the Dead; and, fer the Benefit of Pofte-
rity, he is to difcover the Longitude {o long fought for-

in vain.

Per, Od! thefe are valuable Things, Mr Sactbus.

Sack, He bits'it off admirably, and t'other fwallows
[ 4fide] — Certainly, this
Lady muft be your Ward, Mr. Periwinkle, by her being,
under the Care of foar Perfons.

Per. By the Defcription it fhould Egad, if i
cohld get that Girdle, I'd ride with the Sun, and make
the Tour ofthe World in four and twventy Hours [ 4fide]):
And are you to give that Girdle to the firf of the Four-
‘Gurardiags. t:m fhall give his Confent to marry that Lady,.

 you,” Sird '

“yCol. I am fo order’d, when I can find him.

P, 1 fancy, Iknow the very Woman——her Name:
is Anne Louely. .

Col. nt]-——he faid, indeed, that the firft Let.-
ter of her l:Ilame was L. , '

Per. Did he really p'—Well; that’s prodigioufly a.’
mazing, that a Perfon in Grand Gairo ihonlo:?now anys
‘Fhing of my Ward. -

Col. Your Ward ! . .

Per. To be plain with you,. Sir; I am ose of thole
Joor Guardians,

Bé " Por.,
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Gl. Are you indeed, Sir? ¥ am tranfported to fird
the Man who is to poflefs this Moros Mufphonon is a Per- -
fon of fo curious a Tafte.—Here is a Writing drawn
up by that famous Egyptian, which if you will pleafe to
fign, you maft turn your Face full North, ard the Gir-
dle is your’s. - - .

Per. If 1 live till this Boy is born, I'll be embalm'd, °
and fent to the Roya) Society when I die.

" Col. That you {hall moft eertainly.
Enter Drawer.

Draw. Here’s Mr. Staytape the Taylor enquires for
you, Colonel. E .

Ceo/. Who do you fpeak to, you Son of a Whore. .

Per.Ha! Colomel! =~ . . [dfide.

Cs/. Confound the blundering Dog!- . . [4fde. :-

*Draw. Why, to Coloncl

Sack. Get you ount, you Rafeal. -

' [Kicks bim ont, and goes after bim. :
" Draw. What the Devil is the Matter ?
' Col. This Dog has ruin’d all my Schemes, I fee by
Periavinkle’s Looks. [4pde.

. Per. How finely I fhould have been chous’d — Colo- .
#nel, you'll pardon me that I did not give you your Title
before—— it was pure Ignorance, Faith it was—— Pray
mie—hem, hem ! Pray, Colonel, what Polt had this learned
Eggtiarx in your Regiment ? .

" Col. A Pox of your Sneer. [Afide.] I don’t underftand

. yeu, Sir, - .

yopm No, that’s firange ! I underftand you, Colome)—
An Egyptian of Grand Cairo ! ha, ha, ha—— I am forry
fach a: well-invented Tale fhould do you no more Ser-
vice——We old Fellows can fee as far into a Millftone .
as them that pick it I am not to be trick’d ont of
my Truft—— mark that. \ B

-TCol. The Pevil! I muft carry it off, I with I were
fiirly out. [Afide.] Look ye, Sir, you may make what
Jeft you pleafe but the Stars will be obey’d, Sir, -
and, depend upon’t, I fhall have the Lady, and you none
of the (sirdle. Now for Freemar’s Patt of the Plot.
[ 4fide.} T . [Exie.

Per.
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"Per. The Stars ! ha, ha— No Star has favowr’d you,
it feems The Girdle | ha, ha, ha, none of your
bfzrdmmin Tricks can pafs upon me———Why, what
a Pack ef Trumpery has this Rogue pick’d up— His
Pagod, Poluflofboias, his Zonas, Meres, Mufphonens, and
the Devil knows what But I'll take Care.
Ha, gone } —— Ay, twas Time to fneak off —— Soho !
the lglooufc! [Ewmter Sackbut.] Where is this Trickfter ?
Send for a Conftable, I'll have this Rafcal before the
Lord Mayor ; I'll Grand Caire him, with a Pox to him .
=1 believe you had a Fland in putting this Impofture

" upon me, Sackbut.

Sackbut. Who I, Mr. Periavinkle ? I fcorn it ; I per-
ceiv’d he was a Cheat, and left the Room on purpofe to.
fend for a Conftable to apprehend him, and endeavour'd
to ftop him when he went out: bat the Rogue made
bat one Step from the Stairs to the Door, call’d a Coach,
leap'd into it, and drove away like the Devil, as Mr. Fres-
man can witnefs, who is at the Bar, and defires to fpeak
with you ; ‘he is this Minute come to Town.

Per, Send him in. [Exit Sackbut.] What a Scheme -
this Rogue had laid ! How I thould have been laugh’d
at, had it fucceeded ! [Enter Freeman booted and fpurr'd.]
Mr. Freeman, your Drefs. commands your Welcome to
Town ; what will you drink ? I had like to have been -
impas’d upon here by the verieft Rafcal )

- Free. 1am forry to hear it.— The Dog flew for’t——
he had not fcap’d me, if I had been aware of him ;
Sackbut firuck at him, but mifs’d his Blow, or he had
dore his Bufinefs for him.

Per, I believe you never heard of fuch a Contrivance,
Mr. Freemds, as this Fellow had found out. .~

Free. Mr. Sackbut has told me the whole Story, Mr.
Periavinkle ; but now I have fomething to tell you of
much more-Importance to yourfelf, ——- I n'd to
lie one Night at Covestry, and knowing your Uncle Sir .
Toby Periavinkle, I paid him a Vifit, and, to my great

Surprize, found him dying. _ .

Fove, Dyt o all A the Serva

ree. Dying, in al pgeuance; e Servants weep-
3

_ijlg, the Room in Dax_knc the *Potheeary Miﬁ; :‘:

.
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Ffead, told me, the Do&tors had given him over; and
then there is fmall Hopes, you krow. :

. Per. 1 hore he has made his Will «—— he always told
me, he would malc¢ me his Heir. :

Frea. 1 have heard you fay as much, and therefore re-
folv'd to give you Notice, I fheuld think, it would not
be amifs}if you went down T'o-morrow Morning.. )

Per. It is a long Journey, and the Roads very bad.

Free. But he has a great Eftate, and the Land verp
goed—Think upor that. . ]

" Per. Why,. that’s trae, as-you fay ; I'll think upon it
In the mean time, I give you many Thanks for your Ci-
vility, Mr. Freeman, and fhould be glad of your Compa-
ny to dine with me.” -

Free. T am oblig’d to be at Fonathan's Coffee-Houfe:
at Two, and now it is Half an Hour after One; if I

_ difpatch my Bufinefs, I'll wait on you; I knew your

our.

Per. You fhall be very welcome, Mr., Freemas,. axd {o-

your humble Servant. ' [Exit.
. Re-enter Colonel amd Sackbut. .

Free. Ha, ha, ha—1I have dene your Bufinefs, Colonel;
he has fwvallow'd the Bait. ~

Col. 1 overheard all, though I am a little in the Dark ;.
Iam to perfonate a Highwayman,. I fuppefe.~———That's.
a Preject I am not fond of ; -for though I may fright:
him out of his Confent, he may fright me out of my.
Lifg, when he difcovers me, as ke certainly mutt in the-
End.

Free. No, no,. I have a Plot for you without Danger:,
‘but firft we muft manage Tradifove——Has the Taylor
brought your. Clothes ¥ : ‘

Sack. Yes, Pox take the Thief.

Gol. Pox take your Drawer, for a jolt-headed Rogue:

Free. Well,. well, no Matter, I warrant we have him.
yet.—But now you muft put on the Dwzch Merchant.

Col. The Duce of this trading Plot: f-with he had:
been an old Seldier, that'l might have attack’d him in
my own Way, heard him fight over all the Battles of:
the Civil Warem—But. for Trade, by Fupiter I fhall

— Deverdo ity :
W . : Sack,
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8azk. Never fear, Coloriel, Mr. Fréeman wiltinftruét you.

Free. You'll fee what others do, the Coffee-houfe will
inftru@ you. )

Col. 1 muft venture however.——But I have a farther
Plot in my Head upon Tradelove, which yeu muft afift me
in, Freeman ; you are in Credit with him, I heard yoa fay.
~ Free. I am, and will fcruple nothing to ferve you,
Colanel. :

Col. Come aleng then——Now for the Dutchman s
Honeft Ptolamy, by your Leave. ‘ :

Now muft Bog Wig and Bus’nefs come ix play ;

A Thirty-Thoufand-Pound Girl leads the Way.

ACT IV. SCENE L

S CE N E, Jonathan”s Coffée-Houfe in
*Change-Alley. 4 Crond of Pesple withs
Rolls of Paper and Parchment in their
Hands; a Bar, and C-ffee Boys waiting.

Enter Tradelove and Stock-jobbers, awith Rolls of Paper
and Parchment,

34 Stock. SOutb-Sta at fewen Eighths ! who buys ? .
2d Stock. South-Sea Bonds due at Michael-
mas, v718. Clafs-Lottery Tickets, s
3d Steck. Eafi-Indm Bonds ¥ ' o
42b Stock. What, all Sellers and no Buyers? Gentle-
men, Pll buy a thoufand Pound for Tuefday next, at tbres
Fourths. ‘ g
Coff. Bey. Frefh Coffee, Gentlemen, frefh Coffée? -
Trade. Hark ye, Gabriel, you'll pay the Difference of
that Stock we tranfalted for t'other Day.
Gabr. A‘g, sMr. d‘frt;zle?o«ve, here’s a Note for the}(o-
ney apon the Saword-Blade Com . [Givves bim a Note,
e?(.'qf; B, Bohea-Tea, Gendempzxt\l};‘ C .
) Enter a Man. )
Maa Is Mri‘grm gle heré ? Sere. 8 ) 1 find
‘1f Coff.-B. . Smuggle's not here, Sir, you'll fin
him at the Books, & o o
T . 24 Stoth)
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2d Stock: Ho! here come two Sparks from t’other End

of the Town ; what News bring they ? :
’ .* Enter tawo Gentlemen.

Trade. 1. would fain bite that Spark in the brown Coat, '
he comes very often into the Alley, but never employs a -
Broker. _ ’

- *  Enter Colonel and Freeman.
24 Steck. Who does any ‘Fhing in the Civil-Lilt Lotte-
Iy ? or Cace ? Zounds, where are all the Feaws this Af-
« ternoon ? Are you 2 Bull or a Bear To-day; Abraham ? -

“3d Stock. A Bull, faith, but I have a good Putt

for next Week. :
_ Trade. Mr, Freeman, your Servant! Who is that
Gentleman ¢ SR "~

Free. A Datch Merchant, juft come to England; but
hark ye, Mr. Tradelove, I have a Piece of News
will get you as much as the French King’s Death did, if
you are ditious. ' ' o

Trade. Say you fo, Sir! Pray, what is it

Free. [Shewing bim a Letter.] Read there, I receivid -
it juft now from one that belongs to the Emperor’s Mi-
nifter

Trade. [Reads.} Sir, As I bave many Obligations to you,
I cannot mifs any Opportunity to foes my Gratitude ; this
Moment my Lord bas receiv'd a private Exprefs, that the
Spaniards bawe rais'd their Siege from before Cagliari ; i
“this proves any Adwantage to you, it will anfaver both the
Ends and Wifbes of, Sir, Your moft oblgtd bumble Serwane,
: ’ enricus Duffeldorp.
Poftfcript, ‘
In tavo or tb:in Hours the Neavs w:’IIFh pu&lit?l.
May ope de; upon this, Mr. Freeman
¥ ope depend opo [4fide te Freeman.
Free. You may. I never knew this Perfon fend
me a falfe Piece of News in my Life.
Trade. Sir, 1 am much oblig’d to you, 'Egad tis rare
News.~————Who fells South-Sea for next Week ?
Stack Fob. [ Al together] 1 fell; I, I, I, 1, X fell.
« 1t Stock. I'llfell 5000 /. for next Week, at five Eighths.
- 2d Stock.— Il fell ten Thoufand, at five Eightks, for
the fame Time, - : '
' frade..

{
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Trade, Nay, nay, hold, hold, not all together, Gen-
tlemen, I'Tt be no Bull, I'll buy no more than I can take :
Will you fell ten thoufand Pound at a half, for any Day
next Week, except Saturday ?

12 Stock. TNl fell it you, Mr. Tradelove.

ree. [Whifpers to one of the Gentlemen.] .

Gent. [Aloud.] The Spaniards rais’d the Siege of Cag:
Jiari ! 1 don’t believe one Word of it. .

2d Gent. Rais’d the Siege! As much as you have
rais’d the Monument. ‘ "

Free. *Tis rais’d I affare you, Sir.

2d Genr. What will you lay ont.

Free. What you pleafe. : .

1 Gent. Why, I have a Brother upon the Spot, in
the Emperor’s Service ; I am. certain if there were any-
fuch Thing, I fhould have had a Letter.

-2d Stock. How’s this? The Skege of Cagliari rais'd ;.
=——1I with it may be true, ’twill make Bufinefs ftir, amd
Stocks rife. L ,

1f8 Stock. Tradelowe’s 2 cunning fat Bear ;. if this News

roves true, I fhall repent I fold him the five theufand
ounds.— Pray, Sir, what Affurance have you that the
Siege is rais’d ? ‘
nif ree. There is come an Exprefas to the Emperor’s Mi-
er. -
ad §tock. I'll know that prefently. [Eaxiz.
1/ Geat. Let it come where it will, I'll hold you fifty
Pounds °tis falfe. .

Free. "Tis done. - .

. 2d Gent. I'll lay you a Brace of Hundreds upon the
ame. .

Free. T'1l take you. : ' :

4th Stock. 'Egad, I'll hold twenty Picces °tis not
rais’d, Sir.

Free. Done, with you too.

Trade, I'll lay any Man a Brace of Thoufands the
Siege is rais'd. . )

Free. The Dutch Merchant is your Man to take in.

[ 4fide to Tradclove,

Trade. Does not he know the News ?

Free..Not a Syllable ; if he did, he wou'd bet &

' ' Hundred
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Hundred thoufand Pound as foon as one Penny ;=
he’s plaguy rich, and a mighty Man at Wagers.
[7e Tradelove..

" Trade. SI.}' you fo,—Egad, I'll bite him, if poffible 3
o—— Are you from Hellaud, Sir ¥

Col. Ya, M

Trade. Had you- the News before you came away ?

Col. Wat believe you, Mynheer
- Tradé. What do I bdwvc? Why,. T believe that the-

- Spaniards have a&tually rais’d the Siege of Cagliari.

Col, Wat Duyvel sNewsisdat? ’ ’f‘xs niet waer, Myn--
heer, ’tis no true, Sir..

Trade. "Tis fo true, Mynheer, that I'll lay you two-
thoufand Pounds updn it.——You are fure thc Lettex'
may be depeaded apon,. Mr. Freeman ? :

Free. Do you think 1 would venture my Moncy L
were not fure of the Truth of it > [Jﬁde to Trade.

"Col. Two duyfend Pound, Mynheer,. ’tis gadaen———
dls Gentleman fal hold de Gelt. [Giwes Freeman Money..

Trade, With all my Heart——this binds the Wager.

- Free. You have certainly loft, Mynheer, the Siege is-
uls’d indeed.

Col.. Ik gelov't niet,. Mynheer. Freeman, . ik [al yedubr
bled houden, if yeu pleafh

Free. I am let into the Secret, therefore won't win.
your Money

. Trade. Ha., ha, ba'! I have fnapt the-Dutchman, faith,
ha, ba ! this is no ill Day's Work,—pray, may I crave.

' your Name, Mynheer?

C. Myn Naem, Mynheer:! myn. Name 35 _741: van:
ﬂ'm;lamttreltrtlztta Heer wan Fainwell..

Trade. Zounds, 'tis 2 damn’d long Name, I fhall ne-.
m‘reulcmbcr it —— Myn Heer wan Tim; Timy Timy——
‘What the Devil is it ?

Free. .Oh.! never heed, I know the Gentleman, ancL
will pafs my Word for twice the Sum.

Trade. That's enough.

Co/. You'll hear of me fooner than you'll wifh, old
Gentleman, I fancy. [4fide.] You'll come to Sackbut's,
Ereeman. (Exit.-

Eree. Immediately: -« [Afide 1o the Colonel.

- 1 Man.
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‘YA Man. Humphrey Humpb here ?
zg Boy. Mr. Ifumpbrgy Hump is not here; youw'll finds
=im upen the Dusch Walk.
Trade. Mir. Freeman, 1 give you many Thanks fer
your Kindnefs, .
Free. 1 fear you'll repent when you know all. [4fde,
. Trade. Will you dine with me ?

Free. I'm engag'd av Seckbut’s ; adieu. [Exit.
- Trade. Sit, your hamble Servant. Now I'll fee what
I can do upon 'Change with my News.. [Exit.

SCENE the Tavern.

Enter Freeman and Colonel.

Free. H3, ha, ha ! The old Fellow fwallow’d the Bai@
as greedily as a Gudgeen..

/. I have him, faith, ha, ha, ha !—— His two thou«
fand Pound’s fecure. If he would keep his Mo-
ney, he muft part with the Lady, ha, ba, - What
came of your two Friends? They perform’d their Past
"'ri well ; you thould have brought "em to take a Glafs
w’t “’

. Free. No master, we'll drink a Bottle together another

Time.~——1I did not care to bring them hither ; there’s
no Neceflity to trut them with the main Secret, you know,
Colonel. b
Gl. Nay, that's right; Freesres.
. Enter Sackbut.
Sack. Joy, Joy, Colenel ! The luckiet Aceident in the
World ! :

Gol. What fay’ft then? .

Sack. This Letter does your Bufinefs.

Col. (Reass.). To Obadiak Prim, Hofier, neat the
Building call’d the Monument, in Londen.

Free. A Letter to Pries ! How came you by it ?

Sack. Looking over the Letters our Poft-Weman
brought, as I always do, to fee what Letters are directed
to my Houfe, (for‘a:e can't read, you muft know) I{py’d
this to Prim, .fo paid for it among the reft ; I have 'Igiven.
the old Jade a Pint of Wine on Purpofe te delay. Ti rﬂ
till you feg if the Leuter be of any Service ; thcnflﬂl.
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feal it up again, and tell her I took it by Miftake ;—1I have -
tead it,and fancy you'll like the Project--Read,read Colonef.
Col. (Reads.) Friend Prim, There is arriv'd from Pen-"
filvania, one Simon Pure, a Leader of the Faithful, whé
‘bath fojourn’d with us eleven Days, and hath been of great
Gonisfort to the Brethren——He intendeth for the Quarterly
Meeting in London ; I have recommended bim to thy Houfe.
1 pray thee treat bim kindly, and let thy Wifs cherife bim,
Jor be's of weakly Conflitution—be avill depart from us the
third Day ; which is all from thy Friend in the Faith,
i : Aminadab Holdfalt.
Ha, ha, excellent! I underftand you, Landlord. I am to
perfonate this Simon Pure, am I not ?
Sack. Don't you like the Hiat ?
¢ Col." Admirably well ! L '
Free. *Tis the beft Contrivance in the World, if the-
right Simon gets not there before you :
."Cal. No, no, the Quakers never ride Polt ; he can’t
be here before To-morrow at fooneft: Do you fend and
buy me a Quaker’s Dréfs, Mr. Sackbut ; and {uppofe, Frec-
man, you thould wait at the Brifio/ Coach,, that if you fee
any fuch Perfon, you might contrive to give me Notiee— -
Free. 1 will--the CountryDrefs and Boots,are they ready?
Sack. Yes, yes, every Thing ——Sir. _ '
Free. Bring em in then.—— { Exit Sack.} Thou muft
difpatch Periwinkle firft,—remember his Uncle Sir Toby-
Periwinkle is an old Ratchelor of Séventy-five,—that he
has Seven hundred a Year, moft in Abbey-Land ; that he
was once in Love with your Mother, and fhrewdly fu-
fpeted by fome to be your Father, that you haver
been thirty Years his Steward, and ten Years his
Gentleman, —— remember to improve thefe Hints.
Col. Never fear, let me alone for that—— but what's
the Steward’s Name?  Free. His Name is Pillage.
Col. Enough—— [ Enter Sackbut avith Clothes.] Now
for the Country Put [Drefes. .
Fres. *Egad, Landlord, thou deferveft to have the firft
Night’s Lodging with the Lady for thy Fidelity ;—what
fay you,Colonel,fhalt we fettle a Clubhere,yoa:ll make one?
Col. Mdke one ; I'll bring a Sett of honeft Officers,
that will fpend their Money as frecly to the King's Health,
as they would their Blood in his Service, Sack.
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Sack. I thank you, Colonel; here, here! [Bell rings.
: . [Exit Sackbut.

" Co So, now for my Boots. .[Puts on Boots.] Shall I

find you here, Freeman, when I come back ? .
Free. Yes, or I'll leave Word with Sackbuz,
where he may fend for me——Have you the Writings 3
the Will, =——— and every thing ? ) .
Col. Al all! —— . Enter Sackbut,
Sack. Zounds! Mr. Freeman! yonder is Tradelove in the
damned’ft Paffion in the World.—He {wears you are in the
Houfe,—he fays you told him you was to dine here. .
_ Free.1did fo,ha,ha,ha! he has found himfelf bit already-»
. Col. The Devil! he muft not {ee me in this Drefs.
Sack. 1told him I expefted you here, but you were
pot come yet. .
Free. Very well,——make you hate out Colone/, and
let me alone to deal with him: Where is he? :
Sack. In the King’s-Hed. ’

Col. You remember what I told you ?

_Free. Ay, ay, very well ; Landlord, let him know I
am come in, and now'Mr. Pillage, Succefs at-
tend you. - [Exit Shek,

Gol. Mr. Protens rather. ’
From cbanging Shape, and imitating Jove,
1 draw the bappy’Omens of my Lova.
I'm not the firft young Brother. of the Blade
Who made bis Fo’m:u in @ Mafquerade.  [Exit Col.
Enter Tradelove. . i
Free. Zounds? Mr. Tradlove, we're bitit feems.
Trade: Bit do you ¢all it, Mr, Freeman ? I am ruin’d,
Pox on your News.
Free. Pox on the Rafcal that fent it me. e
Trade. Sentityou! Why Gabriel Skinflinthasbeen at the -
Minifter’s, and fpoke with him, and he has affur'd him
*tis every Syllable falfe ; he receiv’d no fuch Exprefs.

. Free. T1know it : I this Minute parted with my Friend,
who protefted he never fent me any fuch Letter.—Some
roguifh Stockjobber has done it on purpofe to make me lofe
my Money, that’s certain ; I with I knew who he was, I
make him repent it—1I have loft 300 /. by it. )

. Trade. What fignifies your three hundred Pounds te
what I have lof? There's two thoufand Pounds to that

’ 2 : Diutchman
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Dsfchman with a ourfed long Name, befides the Stock I
bought; the.Devill I cou'd tear my Fleth——— I muft
never fhew my Pace upon *Change more ; —— fos, by
*my Soul, I can’t pay it. . o -

Free. Iam heartily forry for it! What can I ferve you
n? Shall I fpeak to the Dutch Merchant, and try to get
‘you Time for the Payment, | a7

Trade. Time! Ad’sheart! I fhall never be able to
leok up again. 7 '

Free. 1.am very much concern'd that I was the Oc-
cafion, and wifth I could be an Inflrument of retrieving
your Misfortunc; for my own, I valueit not. ’Adfo!
a Thought comes into my Head, that, well improv’d,
may be of Service. - Lo

rade. Ah! there’s no Thought can be of any Service
te me, without paying the Money, ‘or running away. _

Free. How dodo we know? What do you think of my
propofing Mrs Lovely to him? He is a fingle Man, ——
and I heard him fay "hke had a Mind to marry an Exrgli/b
‘Wonran ——nay, more than that. he faid fomebody told
him, you had a pretty Ward—he wifh’d .you had bet<
ted her inftead of your Money.

Trade. Ay, but he'd -be harig’d Before he’d take her
inftead of the Money ; the Dx#ch are too covetous for
that; befides, he did -not know that there ‘were three
more of us, I fuppofe.

Free. So much the better ; you may venture to give
him your, Confent. if he'll forgive you the Wager ; it is
not your Bufinefs to tell him, that your Confent will fig-
aify nothing. . »

Trade. That's right as you fay; bat will he do i;
think you ?- S )

Free. 1 can’t tell shat; but I'll try’ what T can-do with
him-—He has promisd'd me to ¥n¢et me here an Hour
hence; I'll feel his Pulfe, and let you know : If I*find
it feafible, I'll fend for you: ifnot, -you are at kiberty
to take what Meafares you pleafe. )

Trade. You muft extol Her-Beauty, double her Portion,
@nd tell him I have the entire:Difpofal of her, and that
‘fhe can’t marry withént my Confent ; ———wsand that I
#m a covetous Rogue, and will never part with her with-
outa valuable Confideration. - Frez,




. A Bold Stroke for 3 Wrre, 43

‘Fres. Ay, ay, let me alone for a Lye ata Pinch.
Trade. *Egad if you can bring this to bear, Mr. Free-
#, 1’1l make you whole again; Fll pay-the three
:E:ndred Pounds yeu loft, with all my Soul.
* Free. Well, I'll ufe my beft Endeavours—~Where will
;you be? - '
- Trade. At Home; pray Heaven you profper—If I

- awére but the fole Truftee now, I fhould not fear it,

“Who the Devil would.be a Guardian,
If, awben Cafb runs low, our Coffers £ enlarge, .
- We can't, like other Stocks, transfor our Charge ? [Exit;
Free. Ha, ha,. ha—nhe hasiit. [Ewit.

S CE N CE vhanges to Pesiwinkle’s Houfe.
V Enter _Periwinklc on one Side, and Footman on £ sther,

Foot. A Gentlemanfrom Cowentry enquires for you, Sir,
Per. From my Uncle, I warrant vou, bring him up
This will fave me the Trouble, as well as the
Expence of 3 Journey.
» Enter Colonel.

Col. Is your Name Periwinkle, Sir, .

Per, Itis, Sir. . . ..
Col.'T am forry for the Meffage I bring——My old
‘Mafter, whom I ferved thefe forty Years, claims the
Sorrow due from a faithful Servant to -an indulgent
Matter. ) [Weeps,

Per. By this I underftand, Sir, my Uncle Sir Toby
Periwinkle is dead. . ]

Gol. He is, Sir, and he has left you Heir to feven
Hundred a Year; in as good Abbey-Land as ever paid
Peter-Pence to Rome I with you long to enjoy it,
but my Tears will flow when I think of my Bene-
faltor [Weeps,] Ah! he was a geod Man
be has not left, many “of his Fellows — the Poor lament
him forely. .

Per. 1 pray, Sir. what Office bore you?

Col. Iwas his Steward, Sir. . C

Per, 1-have heard him mention you with much Ree
fpet; your Name igwm '

Col. Pillage, Sir, Pery -

’
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Per. Ay, Pillage! 1do remember he call'd you Pil-
lage—Pray Mr. Pillage, when did my Uncle die?
Col. Monday 1att, at Four in the Morning. About Two

_he fign’d his Will, and gave in into my Hands, and

firi&tly charged me to leave Coventry the Moment he.ex-

fir'd, and deliver it to you with what Speed I could;
have obey’d him, Si;', and thereis the Will.

. [Giwes it to Per,

Per. *Tis very well, I'll lodge it in the Commons.

Col. There are Two Things which he forget to infert,

‘but charg’d me to tell you, that he defir'd you’d perform

them as readily as if you had found them written in the

Will, which is to remove his Corpfe, and bury him by

his Father at St. Pasl’s Covext-Garden, and to give all his

- Servants Mournin

Per. That willie a confiderable Charge; a Poxof all
modern Fathions. [4fde.] Well! it fhall be done, Mr.
Pillage : I will aﬁ:ce with one of Death’s Fafthion-Mon-
gers, call’'d an ndertaker, to go down, and bring up
the Body.

Gol. 1 hope, Sir, Ifhall have the Honour to ferve you
in the fame -Stasion I did your wortlly Uncle; I have

_not many Years to ftay behind him, and would glad-

ly fpend them in the< Family, where I was brought
up. {Weeps.] He wasa kind and tender Mafter
to me.

Per. Pray don't grieve, Mr. Piliage, you fhall hold
your Place, and every Thing elfe which you held under
my Uncle——You make me weep to fee you fo con-

" cern'd. [Weeps.] Helividtoag old Age and we are

all mortal. :

Col. Weare'fo, Sir, and therefore I muft beg you to
fion this Leafe: You'll find Sir Toby has ta’en particular
}F:tice of itin his Will 1 could not get it time
enought from the Lawyer, or he had fign'd it before he
dy’d. . {Giwes bim a Paper.
Per. A Leafe! for what?

Col. T rented a Hundred a Year of Sir Toby upon Leafe,
which Leafe expiresat Lady-Day next I defire to renew
it for twenty Years —that's all. Sir.

. Per. Let me fee. [ Looks over the Lee{;
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"Col.-Matters' go {wimmingly, if nothing istervene.
. [ 4pde.

- Per. Very well——Let’s fee what he fays in- his Wilt

about it.
[Lays tbe Leafe upon the Table, and looks on the Will.

: Col. He’s very wary, yet I fancy I fhall be too cun- .

ning for him. : , [Afide.
- Per. Ho, here it is—The Farm lying——rnow in Pof-
Jelfiom of Semacl Pillage—Juffer him to rencw bis Leafe—
at the fame Rent~——Wery well Mr. Pillage, I fee my
Uncle does mention it, and I'll perform his Will. Give
me the Leafe——{[Col. gives it bir, ke looks upon it, and
lays it upou the Takle] Pray you ftep to the Door, and
call for a Pen and Ink, Mr, Pillage. ™
" Lol I have Pen and Ink in my Pocket, Sir, [Pulls ous
ax Inkborn.] I never ge without that
. Per. I think it belongs to your Profeflion — [He looks
spon the Pen, awbils the Col. chunges the Leafe, and lays
down the Contra&i] I doubt this is but a forry Pen, tho’
it may-ferve to write my Name. [Writes.
Col. Little does he think what be figns. - [4fiae.
. Per. There is your Leafe, Mr. Pillage, [Gives him the
Paper.] Now I muft defire you to mdke what Hafte

you can down ta Ceventry, and take Care of every Thing, .
and I'll fend down the Undertaker for the Body; do you -

attend it up, and whatever Charge you are at, L'will re-
pay y : '

0u. :
"Col. You have paid me already, 1 thank you, Sir. [ 4fide.

" Per. 'Will you dine with me?

G/. Iwould rather not, there are fome of my Neigh-

bours which I met as I came along, who leave the Town
this Afternoon, they -told me, and I fhodld be glad of
their Company down. i

Per. Well, well, I won’t detain you.

Col. I don’t care how foon I am out. {Aide.

Per. I will give Orders about Mourning.
Col. You will have Caufe to mourn, when you know
your Eftate imaginary only.
You'll find your Hopes ard Caves alike are wain,
" In Spite of all the Caution you hawe ta’en,

- Fortune rewards the faithful Lover's Pain, - [Exit.’
C

Per,

[ R .
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Psr. Seven Hundred a Year! I with he had died fe-
venteen Years ago ; What a valuable Colle&ion
«of Rarities might I have had by this Time ? ~— I might
havetravell'd over all the known Parts of the Globe, and
made my own Clofet rival the Vatican at Rome,~——vu
QOdfo, I have a good Mind to begin my T'mvels now;
let me fee, I am but Sixty ! My Father,
‘Grandfather, and Great Grandfather, reach'd Ninety
-add ; ~— T have almoft forty Years good : Let me
«confider! what will feven hundred a* Year amount to in
——ay! in thirty Years, I'll fay but Thirty —Thirty
times Seven, is {eventimes Thirty——that i3 juft
twenty-one thoufand Pound, — 'tis a great deal of Mo-
ey, —I may very well referve fixteen Hundred
of it for-a Colle&ion of fuch Rarities, as will make my
Name famous to Pofterity ; ———— I would not die like
other Mortals, forgotten in a Year or two, asmy Uncle
will be ——Na, . - .

. With Nature's curious Works I'll raife my Fame,
That Men, *till Deom’s-Day, may repeat my Name.
L : . [Easr.
SCENE changes to a Tavern; Freeman and
Tradelove over a Boftle. -

" Trade. Come, Mr. Freeman, here's Mynheer Fan,
Van Tim, Tam, Tam ; I fhall never think of that
Dutchman’s Name. ’ - .
" Free. Mynheer Fan Van Timtamtircliveletta Heer Pan
Fainwell. . ) )
“Trade. Ay, Heer Van Fainwell, T never heard ‘fuch
confounded Name in my Life—here’s his Health, I fay.
Free. With all.my Heart, _ .
. Tyade. Faith 1 never expeed to have found fo gene-

rous a Thing in & Dutchman.

“Free. Oh, he has nothing of the Hollander in'his Fem -
per except an Antipathy to Monarchy ——— As .
foon as I told him your Circumftances, He reply’d,
he would mot be the Ruin' of any Mda for the

World
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‘World and immediately made this Propofal him-
felf Let him take what Time he will for the Pa
ment, faid he; or if he'll give me his Ward, I'll forg.wo .
him the Debt.

Trade. Well, Mr. Freeman, 1 can but thank YOU, =
*Egad you have made a Man of me again ; and if ever [
lay a Wager more, may I rot in a Gaol.

Free. 1 affure. you, Mr. Tradelove, 1 was very much
concern’d, becaufe I was the Occafion, ————the’ very
umocently, I proteft.

Trade, 1 dare fwear you was, Mr.: Freeman.

Enter a Fidler.

Fid. Pleafe to have a Leﬁ'on of Muﬁck ora Song‘.
Gentlemen ?

Free. A Song; Ay, with all our Hearts ; ; have you
ever a merry one ?

Fid. Yes, Sir, my Wife and I can give you a merry.
Dialogue, . f!:len is the Song,

- Trade. 'Tis very pretty F aith.

Free. There’s fomething for you to drink, Fuend go,
lofe no Time. ’

Fid. I thank you, Sir. [:Emt.1
'Enter Drawer, axd Colonel dreft Jor the Dutch
. Merchant.

Col. Ha, Mynheer Trade/ove, 1k ben forry veor your
Troubles——maer Ik {al you eafic macken, ,Ik will degelt
nie hebben—

s Trade. 1 fhall for evereacknowledge the Obligation,’
ir.

Fre. Rut you underftand upon what- ondmon,
Tradeloue ; ]{/Ira. Lovely. po 9 Mt’

Col. Ya, de Frow fal al te regt fettcn, Mynhecr

Trade. With allmyH rt, Mynheey; you fhall ha.v.
my Confent to marry herc;rec Iy r— )

Free. Well then, as I am a Party ?chrnd be-
tween you, Mynbeer 7411 Van Timiamirelireletta Heer.
¥an Fagnwell thall give yon a Du’chargc of your Wager

under -

.
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_ under his own-Hand, and you fhall give him yeur
” Confent to marry Mrs. Lowely under yours < that
is the Way to avoid all Manner of Difputes hereafter.
Gol. Ya, Waeragtig.
Trade. Ay, ay, 101t is, Mr. Freeman, Tl give it un~
der mine this Minute. - Sits doton to awrite.
Col: And fo Ik fal. Sits dowwn to write.
Free. So ho, the Houfe, [Enter Drawir.) Bid your
Mafter come up I'll fee there be Witnetles enough
te the Bargain. : [Afide.
- " Enter Sackbut. ’
Sack. Do you call, Gentlemen ?
" Free. Ay, Mr Sat&but we fhall want yonr Hand
here.
Trade. There znheer. there’s my Confent as amply
s you can defirc; but you muft infert your own Name,
for I know not how to fpell it; I haveleft a Blank for it.
[Giwes the Colonel a Paper.
. G, Yalk fal dat well doen.
" Free. Now, Mr. Sackbut, you and I will witnefs it.
[They avrite.
Col Daer, Mynheer Trad:lwc, is your Difcharge.
[Giwes bim a Paper.
7 rade. Be plafcd to Witnefs this Receipt too, Gentle-
men. [Freeman and Sackbut pat their Hands.
Free. Ay, ay, thas we will.
Col. Well, ‘Iynheer, ye.moft meer doen, ye moft
Myn voorfprach te de Frow Sya. . °

Free. He meams you muft recommend him to the )

Lad —
‘Irade That I will, and to the reft of my Brother

Guardians. .
Col. Wat voor, de Duyvel beb you meer Guardians ?

Trade.. Only Three, Mynheer.

+ Col. Wat donder heb ye Myn betrocken Mynheer 2
_Had Ik dat gewoeten, 1k foude eaven met you gewee&
Syn. .
ySad But Mr. - Tradeloeve is the Principal, l.nd he can
do a great dcal with the reft, Sir. -

Free. ‘And He fhall ufe his Intereft, I pronnfc you,

Mynhzcr
. . Trade,
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. Trade. Iwill fay all that ever I can think on to re-
commend you, Mynheer; and if you pleafe, I'll intre-
duce you to the Lady.
Col. Well, dat is waer.—~Magr ye muft firft fpreken of
Myn to de Frow, and to de ouderé Gentlemen.
Free, Ay, that's the beft Way, ——and then I and the
Heer Van Fainwell will meet you there.
Trade. 1 will go this Moment, upon Honour.
Your moft obedient humbte Servant My {peaking
‘will do you little Good, Mynheer, ha, ha; we have bit
you, faith, ha, ha.

Well,——my Debt’s difcharg’d, and for the Man,
Hea’s my Confent——to get ber, if be can. © [Exit.

Col. Ha, ha, ha! this was a Mafter-piece of Cantri-
vance, Freeman. - B 2
Free. He hugs himfelf with his fuppofed good For-
. tune, and little thinks the Luck’s on our Side; - but
come, purfue the fickle Goddefs whilke fhe’sin the Mocod.
~——now for the Quaker. A ' :
Col, That’s the hardeft Tatk.

Of all Iil Counterfeits perform’d by Man,
A Soldier makes the fimspleft Puritas. - (Exit.

62  ACT

A ]
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ACTV. SCENE I
S C.EN E, Prim’s Houj'e.

Enter Mrs. Prim and Mrs. Lovely in Ruakcrs
Drefles, thaeting.

+Mns. Pr. QO, now T like thee Ame: Art thiou not

better. without thy monftrous Hoop-
Cobt and Patches I—If Heaven fhould make thee fo ma-
ny black Spots upon thy Face, wou'd it not fright thee,
Arne? °

Mrs. Low. If it fhou'd turn your Infide outward, and
fhew all the Spots of your Hypocrify, ‘twou'd fnght
me worfe !

Mrs. Prim. My Hypocrify ! I fcorn thy Words, Anze,
I lay no Baits.

- Mrs. Lov. If you did, you'd catch ne Fith.

Mrs. Pr. Well, well, make thy Jefts; =e— but Id
have thee to know, Jue, that I cou'd have catch'd as
many Fifh (as thou call'ft them) in my Time, as ever
thou did’ft with all thy Fool-Traps about thee——If Ad-
mirers be thy Aim, thou wilt have more of them in this
Drefs than the other——The Men, take my Word for't,
are moft defirous to fee what we are moft careful to
conceal.

Mrs. Lov. Is that the Reafon of your Formality,
Mrs. Prim? Truth will out: I never thought, indeed,
there was more Defign than Godlinefs in the pinch‘d
Cap.

rs. Pr. Go,-thou art corrupted wnth reading lewd
. Plays, and filthy Romances,~=—-—good for nothing but
<o
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to lead Youth into the-High Road of Fornication: =
Ah ! I'with thou art not already too familiar with the
wicked Ones. . :
Mrs. Low. Too familiar with.the wicked Ones! Pray
no more of thofe Freedoms, Madam, - Iam fa-
miliar with none-fo-wicked as yourfelf ; —— How dare
you talk.thusto me! yow, you, you, unworthy Woman.
" you.. . [Burfls into Tears..

Eater Tradelwve.

Trade. What in Tears, Nascy 2 What have you done to
ker Mrs. Prim, to make her weep? -

Mrs. Love. Done to me! Iadmire I keep my Seofes
among you ; — but I will rid myfelf of your Ty-
ranny, if there be either Law or Juflice to be had; ~——
Il force you to give me up my.Liberty.

- Mrs. Pr. Thou haft mere need to weep for thy Sins,.
Anne, —— Yea, for thy manifold Sins, } '

Mrs. Lsw. Don't think that I'll be ftill the Fool which
you have made me, — No, I'll wear what I pleafe ——
go when and where I pleafe, ~~— and keep what Com-
my I think fit, and not what 'you fhall dire&, =—— I

Trade. For my part, I do think all this very reafonable, .
Mrs. Lewely,——'tis fit you fhould have your Liberty,
- and for that very Purpofe I am come. -

Enter Mr. Periwinkle, and ©badiah Prim, with 2
Letter in bis Hand. ‘

Per. I have bou%ht fome black Stockings of your Haf-
band, Mrs. Prim, but he tells me the Glover's Trade be--
longs to you ; therefore I pray you look me qut five or:
fix Dozen of mourning Gloves, fuch as are given at Fu--
nerals, and fend them to my Houfe.

Ob. Prim. My Friend Periwinklc has got a good Wind--
fall To-day—— feven Hundred a Year. :

Mrs. Pr. Iwifh thee Joy of it, Neighbour.

Trade. What, is Sir Toby dead then ?

Bir. He is! You'll-take care, Mrs. .Prim. .

. . C 4 Mrs:
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Mrs. Pr. Yea, I will Neighbour. B
Ob. Pr.' This Letter reccommendeth a Speaker; *its from
Aminadab Holdfaff of Brifiol ; peradventure he will be

here this Night ; therefore Sarab, do theu take Care for .

Giwes ber the Letter,
[Exit.

his Reception -
Mys. Pr. 1 will obey thee. :
Ob.-Pr, What art thou in the Dumps for Aune?
Trade. We muft marry her, Mr. Prim.

Q6. Pr. Why truly, if we cou'd find a Hufband worth

baving, I fhould be as glad to fee her married as thou
would'ft, Neighbour. N ' ’
Per, Well {2id, there are but few worth-Eaving.
Trade. 1Ican recommend ygp a Man now, ‘that.I think
"you can none of you bave an Objection ta!

.. Enter Sir Philip Modelove.

Pcr. You recommend ? Nay, wiwncvcr the marnies,
T'll recommend the Hufband.—

Sir Pbjl. What muft it be, a Whale or a Rhinoceros,

Mr, Periwinkle, ba, ha, ha} Mr. Tradelove, 1 have a
Bill upen you (gives bim @ Papar). and have been fock-
ing fer yon all overthe Tawn. .

Trade. I'll accept.it, Sir Phbilip, and pay it whes

cue.

‘Town, with full Perukes andempty Skulls, ~—— nor yet
none of your trading Gentry, who puzzle the Heralds
to find Arms for their Coaches.
be a Man famous for Travels, Solidity and Curio-
iy, one who has fearch'd into the Profundity of
Natare + when Heaven thall dire& faoch 2 One, he fhall
have my Confent, becaufe it may turn to the Benefit of
Mankind.

Mrs, Lov. The Benefit of Mankind! What, would’

you anatomize me? : . )
Sir Phil. Ay, ay, Madam, be wou’q diffe@ you.
Trade. Or, pore over you through a Microfcape, @
fee how yaur blood cirqulates from ghe Crotyn of your
Head to the Sole of your Foot, ———fr ‘ha, ha! but I
ave 2 Hufband for you, 3 Maa that kngws how o im-
: prove

Per. Hcﬂlaﬂiaenoneoftthopaat your End of the

No, be fhall
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prove Your Fortune; one that trades to the four Corners
of the Globe.

Mrs. Love. And would fend me for a Venture per-
Baps.

g’mdz. One that will drefs you in all the Pride of Eu-~
rope, Afia, Africa and America—p——a Dutch Merchare,,
my Girl. 4

' ySir Phil. A Dutchman! ha, ha, there’s a Hufband for. -
I a fine. Lady Ya Frow, will you meet myn Slapen
~——ha, ha; he’ll learn you to talk the Language of the
Hogs, Madam, ha, ha !
rade. He'll learn you that one Merchant is of more.
Service to a Nation than fifty Coxcombs The Dutch
- know the Trading Intereft to. be of more Benefit. to the
State, than the Landed.

Sir Pbil, But what is either Intereft to a Lady ?

Trade. Tis thé Merchant makes the Be//e How
would the Ladies fparkle-in the Box without the Mer-
chant? The Indiaz Diamond! The French Brocade!
‘The Italian Fan! The Flanders Lace! the-fine Dutch

~Holland! How would they vent their Scandal over
their Tea-Tables @ and where would you Beaus have:
Champagne to toaft your Miftreffes, were it not for the
Merchant ) N

0b. Pr, Verily Neighbour Tradelows, thou doft wafte.

. thy Breath about nothin — All that thou haft faid

| tendeth only to dedauch Youth, and fill their Heads with.
the Pride and Luxury of this World.——The Mercliant,
is a very great Friénd to Satan, and fendeth as many to:
his Dominions as the Pope: - '

Per. Right, I fay Knowledge makes the Man:

Ob. Pr. Yea, but not thy Kind 'of Knowledge — it is
the Knowledge of Tiuth.———Search thou for the Light:

. within,. and not far Bawbles, Friend. ) :
. Mprs. Lev. Ah, ftudy your Countsy’s Good; Mr: Peri-
wwinkle,.and not her Infefts.——Rid you of your home-
bred Monfters, before you fetch any from abroad———
dare fwear you have Maggots. enough. in your. own Brain.
‘to ftock all the Virtuofo's in Eirepe with.Butterflies..
Sir Phil. By my Soul, Mifs Naxy’s a Wit,
©Qb. Pr. That is more-than the can fay by 'thee;
. <5 - - Fricad,
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Ob. Prim. That is more than fhe can fay to. thee,
Friend———~—Look ye, it is in vain to talk, when I
meet a2 Man worthy oly her, fhe thall have my Leave to
marry him. N -

"Mrs. Love. Provided he be one of the Faithful ———
‘Was there ever fuch a Swarm of Caterpillars to blaft the
Hopes of a Woman ! [4fide.] Know this that you con- -
tend .in vain: I'll have no Hufband of your chufing,
nor fhall you lord it over me long———D'll try the
Power of an Englifp Senate —— Orphans have been -
redrefs’d and Wills fet afide and none did ever de-
ferve their Pity more —— Oh Fainwell I where are t}z
Promifes to free me from thefe Vermin ? Alas! the Ta

was more difficult than he imagin’d!

A barder Tajt than avbat the Poets teld

Of Yore, the fair Andromeda bcfel;

She but one Monfier fear'd, I've four té fear,
Andfee no Pexrfeus, no Deliv:rer nmear. - [Exit.

Enter Servant, and awhifpers to Prim.

8erv. One Simon Pure enquireth for thee.

Per. The Woman is mad. [Eaxit.
Sir Phil. So you areall in my Opinion. [Exit.
fe Ob. Pr. Friend Tradelove, Bufinefs requireth my Pre-

nce.

" Trade. Oh, I fhant trouble you —— Pox take him
for an unmannerly Dog —— Howgver, I have kept
my Word with my Dutchman, and will introduce him.
too for all you. EExit..

Enter Colonel in a Quaker's Habit..

b. Pr. Friend Pure, thou art welcome; how is
it with Friend Holdfuff, and all Friends in Briffol ?
Timothy Littleworth,. Jobn Slenderbrain, and Chriflopber
Keepfaith? - : o
- Gol. A goodly Cempany ! [Afide.] They are all in
MHealth, I thank thee for them.

Ob. Pr. Friend Holdfaft writes me Word, that thou.
cameft lately from Penfilvania, how do - all' Friends -
theret ) - e Gl
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Col. What the Devil fhall I fay? I know juft as
much of Penfilvanaas] doof Briffol. [4fide.
" Qb. Pr.. Do they thrive ? _ .
Col. Yea Friend, the Blefing of their good. Workas-
fall upon them.

* Enter Mrs. Prim and Mrs. Lovely.

Ob. Pr. Sarah, know our Friend Pure. .
Mps. Pr. Thou art welcome. [He falutes bier.
Col. Here comes the Sum of all my: Withes——How.
charming the appears, even in that Difgwfe ? - [Afide.
. Ob.Pr, Why. doft thou confider the Maiden fo in-
tentively, Friend? : :

-Col. I will tell thee: About four Days ago I faw a.
Vifione——This very Maiden, but in vain Attire, ftand-
ing on a Precipice ; -and heard a Voice, which called me
by my Name—and bid me ‘put forth my Hand and
fave her. from the Pit—]1 did fo, and.metlought the-
Damfel grew to.my Side. . -

Mys. Pr. What can that portend 2! .

Ob. Pr. The Damfel's Converfion — I'am perfuaded.

. Mrs. Love. 'That’s falfeI'm fure. [Afides-
.Ob. Pr.. Wilt thou ufe the Means, Friend Pure? .
- Col. Means ! what Means - Is fhe not thy Duughter,.
already one of the Faithful ? - . .

Mrs. Pr. No,alas! fhe’s one of: the Ungodly.

Ob. Pr.. Pray thee mind what this good.Man will fay -
unto thee ; he will teach thee the Way that thou fhould- -
oft walk, dnne. . ' ) o

Mrs. Love 1know my Way without bis Inftrutions :-
I'hopd. to .have been quiet,. when: once I. had put on»
your odious Formality here. .

" Col. Then thou weareft it out of Compulfion, not:
Choice, Friend ? .

Mys, Low. Thou art inthe Right of it, Friend.

Mys. Pr. Art not thou athamed to mimick the good'
Mab ? Al thou art.a ftubborn Girl.. ’ .

Col. Mind hér not; the harteth not me —— If thou.
wilt leave hi r .alone with me, I will difcufs fome few
Poin's with her, that may perchance foften ber: Stub-
bormnefs, and mel¢ her into Compliance.. | 0é,
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Ob. P. Conteat: I pray thee put it bome to ber, —eamme
Come, Sarab, let us leave the good Man with her.

Mrs. Lov. Catching kold of Prim, be breaks loofe and
Exit } What do you mean to leave me with this old
Enthufiatical Canter? Don’t think, becaufe I com
with your Formality, to impofe your ridiculous Dogn
upon me.

Col. I pray thee, young Woman, moderate thy Paf
fion.

- Mrs. Zow. ‘I pray thee, walk afte: thy Leader, you
\ull but lofe your Labour upon me.—T. hefc Wretches
will certdinly make me mad.

Col. I am of another Opinion; the Spmt telleth me:

1 thall convert thee, Anne.

- Mrs. Lov: "Tis a lying Spirit, don’t believe it. .

- Col. Say'f thou fo? Why then thon fhalt eenvert a2,

sy Angel. - [Catching ber in bis drms..

Mrs. Low. [Skricks. ] Ah! Monfter hold off, or I'll
tear thy Feyes out.

Col. Hufh! for Heaven's-fake—— doft thou not knew
me?_I am Fainwell.

" Mrs. Low. Kaimvell? [Exter old Prim.} Oh I'm un-
done ! Prim hete-——-l with with all my Soul I had been:
dumb,

- Ob. Pr. Wrm is the Matter ? Why did'ft thou fhriek
out Anne,

Mys. Low. Shrick out! I'll fhriek and fhriek again,,
try Murder, Thieves, or any Thing, to drown the Noife
of that eternal Babbler, if yon leave me- with him any
X

oxgb Pr. Was that alk.? Fie, fie, duwe. :
Col.. No matter, I'll bring down her Stomach, I'll
warrant thee. Leave us; I pray thee.
0. Pr. Fare thee well. [Em‘t.
Ccl. My charming lovely Woman' - [Embraces ber.
Mprs. Eow. Wkat mean'# thou by tl'us Difguife, Fain-
wwell ?
Col. To fet thee free, if thou wilt perform thy Pre-
mife.’
Mprs. Low. Make me Miftrefs of ny Fostane, and
_smake thy own Conditions. C,I"
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Cb/. 'This Night fhall anfwer all thy Withes. == See
kere, I have tlie Confent of three of thy Guardians al-
zeady, and doubt not but Prim will make the Fourth.

oo T would b wh [Prim Jiffening.
0b. Pr. I would gladly hear what Arguments the goodt
Man ufeth to bend her. .[gﬁd:. :

Mys. Lov. Thy Words give me new Life, methinks.

©b. Pr. What do I hear?

Mrs. Low. Thou beft of Men, Heaven meentto blefs
me fure, when firt I faw thee. - .

Qé. Pr. He hath mollified her.—Oh wonderful Con-

. verfion!

Col. Ha! Prim liftening.—-——No more, my Love,
we are obfesv’d 3 feem to. be edified, and give 'em Hopes
that thou wilt turn Quaker, 'and leave the reft to me.
{4loud] I am glad to find that thou art touch’d with what,
I faid unto thee, Aane; another Time I will explain the °

. other Article unto thee; in the mean-while be thou duti»
ful to our Friend Prim.
Mrs. Lov. 1 fhall obey thee in. every Thing,

Enter O/d Prim. ‘

Oé. Pr. Oh what a prodigious Change is here ! Thon,
kaft wrought a Miracle, Friend! 4une, how doft thou
like the Dodtrine he hath preached?

. Mrs. Lov. So well, that I could talk to him for ever,.
methinks I am athamed of my former Folly, and
atk your Pardon, Mr. Prim.

Col, Enough, enough, that thgu art forry, he is no

Poge, Anne.

b. Pr. Verily, thou doft rejoice me exceedingly,

Priend ; will it pleafe thee to walk into the next Room,.

ﬁ;d x‘-lcfreﬂ\ thyfelf- Come, take the Maiden by the
and. p
Col. We will follew thee.

. Enter Servant. ’

. Serw. There ia another Simon Pure enquireth for thee;
Mafler. . . .
Cof. The Devil there is, '[Aﬁ.dg
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Col. The Devil there is. (4.
Ob. Pr. Another Simen Pure ? I do not know him, is
he any Relation of thine ?
Col. No Friend, I know him not Pox take lnm,. '
Ewith he were in P:nﬁl«vuia again, with all my Blood.
. Afde.,.
Myrs. Leve. What fhall T do ? 'I::fﬁfe.
O©b. Pr. Bring him up.
Co/. Humph ! then one of us muft go down, that’s.
gertain. Now Impudence aflit me,

Enter Simon Pure, :

Ob. Pr.. What is thy Will with me, Friend ¥

8. Pu. Didft thou not receive a Letter from Amnlaﬁ'
Boldfaft of Briflol, concerning one Simow Pure ? :

Qb. Pr. Yea, and Simon Pure is already here, Friend..

- Col. And. Simos Pute will flay here, Friend, if poffi--
Hle. [4fide..

S. Pu. That’s an Untruth, for I am he. )

Col, Take thou heed, Friend, what thou doft fay ; I
do affirta that Tam Simon. Pure.

§. Pi. Thy Name may be. Pure, Friend, but not that.
Pure..

Col. Yea that Pure, which my good Friend Jmulaﬁ
Holaf 2/f wrote to my Friend: Prim about, the fame
Simon Pure that came from Pexfilvania, and fojourned.
in “Briffel eleven Days; thou would’ft not take my.
Mame from me, would’ft. thou? — ’till I have done-
with it.. Afede, .

§. Pu. Thy Name ! T am aftonifh’d! .

Cosl. At what? at'thy own Aflurance?’

[Geing up to bim,.S. Pure Pasts back..

8. Pu. Avant, Satan, approach me not; I defy thee:
and all thy Works. -

Mrs. Love.. Oh, he'll out can him—Undone, . undene:
for ever. 4

Col. Hark thee, Friend, thy Sham will not take—-—-
Don't-exert thy Voice, ¢hou art toe well acquamted with.
Satan to ftartat him, thou wicked Reprobatc — What

Defign be here?.
ean thy Defig -

1
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Enter a Servant and gives Prim a Letter.

Ob. Pr. One of thefe muft be a Counterfeit, bat which:

I cannot fay. ST
. Col.- What canthat Letter be? [ 4fde.
- 8. Py. Thou muft be the Devil, Friend,.that's certain,.
for no human Power can ftock {o great a Falfhood.

0b. Pr. This Letter fayeth that thou art better ac-
quainted with that Prince of Darknefs, than any here—.-
Read that, I pray thee, Simon. [Giwes it-the Col..

Col. *Tis Freeman’s Hand — [Reads.) There is a Defign
Sormed to rob your Houfe this Night, and cut your Throat,.
and for that Purpofs there is @ Man difguifed like @ Daa-
ker, awbo is to pafs for ome Simon Pure; the Gang,
avberesf I am one, though now refolved to rob no more, has
- been at Briftol, one of them came in the Coath awith the

- Quaker ; awbofe Name be hath taken, and from what be-

bath gathered from bim,, formed that Defign, and did not-
doubt but be fbould impofe Jo far upon you, as to make. you:
turn out the real Simen Pure, and keep bim with you.

Make the right Ufe of this, Adieu—Excellent well ! [ Afide.

0b. .Pr. Doft thou hear this ? [Te S. Pure.
S. Pu. Yea, but it moveth me not; that doubtlefs is;
the Impoftor. [[Pointing at-the Col..

Co/. Ah! thon wicked One——now I confider thy:
Face, I remember thou didft come up- in the Leathern:
€onveniency with me —— thou hadft a. Black Bob-Wig,
‘on, and a brown Camlet-Coat with-Brafs Buttons., ———.
Can’ft thou deny it, ha? : .

S. Pu. Yea I can, and with a. fafe Confcience tob,..'

Friend. . : i
Ob. Pr. Verily Friend; thou art the- moft impudent:
Vilain I ever faw. : :
Mrs. Lov. Nay, then I'll havea. Fling at him, [ 4fide.];
I remember the Face of this Fellow at Bazh: Ay,.
this is he, that pick’d my Lady Ragfe’s Pocket in the-
Grove ~~ Dont’t you remembr that the Mob»
ump'd you Friend ? ‘This is the moft notorious.
Hoguc. ' .

. 8. Py

———t
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§. Pr. What doth provokethee to feek my Life? Thow
wilt not hang me, wilt thou, wrongfully ? .

0b. Pr. She will do thee no Hurt, nor thou fhalt do-
me none ; therefore get thee about thy Bufinefs, Friemd,
and leave thy wicked Courfe of Life, or thou may’f¥ not,
come off fo favourably every where. :

Col. Go, Friend, I would advife thee, and tempt thy
Fate no more. . o

§. Pu. Yea, I will go, but i fhall be to thy Confu-
fion; for I fhall clear myfelf: I will return with fome
‘Proofs that fhall convince thee, Obadiab, that theu art. °

highly impofed upon. {Exit. .
Gol. Then there will be no ftaying for me, that’s cer-
tain ——What the Devil thall Ido? .

Afide..
Ob. Py. What monftrous Works of Iniquity. a.rc[ there
in this World, Simon!
. Col. Yea, the Age is full of Vice Z'death, Iam.
- fo confounded, I know net what to- fay. - [dpde.
Ob. Pr. Thon art diforder'd, Friend ——— art thow
not well ? . ,
Col. My Spirit is greatly troubled, and fomething tel-
leth me, that tho' I have wrought 2 good Work in con-_
verting this Maiden, this tender Maiden, yet my La-
bour will be in vain ; for the evil Spirit fighteth againft
her ; and I fee, yea I fee with the Eyes of my inward.
Man, that Satan will- re-buffet her again, whenever I
withdraw. myfelf from her; and fhe will, yea, this
very Damfel will, return again te. that Abomination
from whence I have retriev’d her, asif it were, yea.
* as if it were out of the Jaws of the Fiend.——
" Ob. Pr. Goed lack, thinkeft theufo? o
' Mrs. Love. I muft fecond him [ 4fide] What meaneth:
this firuggling within me? I feel the Spirit refifteth the
Vanities of this World, but the Flefh is rebellious, yea
the Fleth I greatly fear-the Fleth and the Weak-
nefs thereof- bum—— .
" Ob. Pr. 'The Maid is infpir’d. :
Col. Behold, her Light begins to fhine forth,——

Excellent Woman ! (4fde..
M;rs, bow. This good Man hath fpoken Cemfort unto -
- 3 ¢ e

&
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me, yea Comfort, I fay; becaufe the Words which Ke

hathi breathed into my outward Ears, are gone rough

and fixr'd in mine Heart, yea verily in mme Heart, I

fay ; and I feel the Spirit doth love Kim exceeding-
, hum—— ' . :

’yCcIL She als it to the Life. [4fde.
Ob. Pr. Prodigious! The Damfel is filled with the

Spirit, Sarab. .
. :  Enter Mys. Prim. .

Mrs. Pr. 1 am greatly rejoiced to fee fuch a Change
in our beloved Anne; . :

Cel. I am net difpafed for thy Food, my Spirit longeth
for more delicious Meat ;. fain would I, redeem this
Maiden from the Tribe of Sinners, and break thofe Cords
afunder wherewith fhe is bound, ——hum—— :

-Mrs. Lov. Something whifpers in my Ears, methinks
———that I muft be fubje® to the Will of this good
Man, and from him only muft hope for Confolation,—
' Bum et alfo telleth me, that I am a chofen Vefe
fel to raife up Seed to the Faithful, and that thon muft
éonfent that we twe be aze Fleh according to- the
Woerd, hum. ' :

Ob. Pr. What a Revelation is here | This is cestainly
Part of thy. Vifion, Friend, this is the Maiden’s ;

o thy Side; Ah! with what Willingnefs fhould I ‘givé
thee my Confent, could I give thee her Fortane too, —
but thou wilt never get the Confeat of the wicked
os. & e
Col. I wifh I was as fure of yours. [Afide;

Ob. Pr. My Soul rejoiceth; yea, it rejoiceth, I fay,
to find the Spirit within thee; for lo, it moveth thee
. With naturael Agitation,——yea, with natural Agita-

tion, towards this good Man——yea, it firreth, as ene
may fay,——yea verily, I fay it firreth up thy Inclina-.
tion,————Yjea, as one would ffir a Pudding,

Mrs. Lov. I fee, I fee! the Spirit guiding of thy
Hand, goad Obadiah Prim, and now behold thou aig
{igning thy Confent ; and now I fee myfelf with-
in thy Arms, my Friead and Brother, yea, I ambcczma

. ) "y




&6 A ‘B'old Stroke for a. W’ir E

Bone of thy Bowo, and Flgp of thy Flep. [Embracing
&im,~—hum— : ,

Col. Admirably perform’d [ 4fde.] — And I will take
thee in all Spiritual Love for an Hetpmate, yea, for the

}’Vti_felof my Bofom, and now methinksfa p —
eel a Longing, - yea a Longing, 1 fay, forthe
Confummation of: thy Lave,. ~——— yea, I do ’long ex-

ceedingly.

Blrs. Low. And, verily, iaﬂy, my Sp_iﬁt fecleth the

fame Longing.
- Mprs. Prim.The Spirit hath greitly movedthem both,—
Friend.Prim, thou muft confent, there’s no refifting of
the Spirit | N : T C
. Ob. Pr. Yea, the Light within{theweth me, that I thall
fight a good Fight,——and wreftie thra' thofe reprobate
Fiends, thy other Guardians ; - yea, I perceive:
the Spirit will hedge tliee into. the Flock of the Righteous.
+——Thou art a chefen Lamb,——yea, a chofen Lamb,.
and I will net puth thee back,—no, I will not, I fay ; —
»o, thou fhalt leap-a, and frisk-a, and skip-a, and. boxnd,
and boxnd, I fay, yea, bound within the Fold of the
Righteous,—yea, even within thy Fold, my Brother, ——
Fetch me the Pen and Ink, Sareb~———and my Hand
#iall confels its Obediance ta the Spirit.. .
€54, [ with it were over:

Ester Mrs. Prim with Pen u‘d Ink.

Mrs. Loy. T tremble left this quaking Rogue fliould:
zéturn and fpoil all. . [Mfide.
. Ob. Pr. Here Friend, do thou write what the Spirit
prompteth, and I will fign it. [Col. }fits doaus.

Myrs. Pr. Verily, Anne, it greatly rejoiceth me, to fee:

thee reformed from that origimal Wickednefs wherein' I
found thee. R . )
Mys. Lov. I dobelievethou art, and I thank thee,———
Col. [Reads] This is to certify all whom it may concern,

* Rbat Idofrecly give allmy Right and Title in Anne Lovely,
#0 Simén Pure, and my full Confent that fbe foall become bis-

Wife, according ta the Form of Marriage. Witnefs my
Band, ’
" Qb. Pr, That's enough—give me the Pea.  [Signs it.
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Enmter Betty ranning to Mrs. Lovely.

. Betty. Oh! Madam, Madam, here’s the quaking Man
again, he has brought a Coachman and two or three:
more. - .

Mrs. Lov. Ruin’d paft Redemption! [ 4fde 2o Col.

Col. No, no, one Minute fooner had fpoil'd all, but
now here’s Company coming, Friend, give me the
Paper. [Going up to Prim bafily.

Ob. Pr. Here it is, Simon; and 1 with thee happy
with the Maiden. ,

Mr;. Lov, *Tis done, and »ow Devil db thy werf.

Enter Simon Pure, and Coachman, &c..

8. Pu. Look tﬁee, Friend, I have brought thefe People
to fatisfy thee that I am not that Impoftor which thou
did'ft take me for, this is the Man that did drive the Lea~

- thern Conveniency, and brought me from Brifie), r—

and this is 7
_ Gol. Look you, Friend, to fave the Court the Trouble:
of examining Witnefles—I plead guilty,—ha, ha! = .
©b. Pr I‘?ow's this! Is not thy Name P w%, then i

"Col. Neo really, Sir, I only made bold with this Gen-
tleman’s Name but I here give it up fafe and
found ; it has doue the Bufinefs which I had occafion
for, and now I intend to wear my own, which fhall be
at his Service upon the fame Occafion at any Time.——=
Ha, ha, ha! R )
- 8. Px. Oh ! the Wickednefs of the A%e,l

Coachman. Then you have no farther Need of us,

i - [Exie.

ne{Col. No, honeft Man, you may go about your Bufi-
5.
0b. Pr. I am ftruck dumb with thy Impudence. Anze,.
gtz_u haft deceiv’d me, —— and perchance undone thya

If, . -

Mrs. Pro, Thouart adiflembling Baggage, and Shame
will overtake thee., - [Exit..

S. Pu. I am grieved to fee thy Wife fo. much troubled s -
I will follow and canfole hes,. - [f:it.

tep
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Enter Servant.
Ser. Thy Brother Guardians enquire for thee ; there is -
another Man with them, . .
Mrs. Lov.. Who can that other Man be? [To the Col.
Col. *'Tis one Freeman, a Friend of mine, whom I or-
dered to bring the seft of the Guardians here. .

Enter Sir Philip, Tradelov Periwinkle, 274 Freeman.
Free. [To the Col.] Is all fafe ? didmy Letter do yoyu
Service ? .
" Gol. All, all’s fafe ! ample Service. [4fde.
Sir Phil. Mifs Nancy, how do'ft do, Child ;
" Mrs. Low. Don't call me Mifs, Friend Philip, my
Name is Anne, thou knoweft, —— ‘ ' X
Sir Phif. What is the Girl metamorphos'd!
. Mri. Lov. I wih thou wert {o-metamorphos’d, Al
Philip, throw off that gaudy Attire, and wear the Cloaths
becoming thy Age. :
0Ob, Pr. I am athamed to fee thefe Men. [A4fde.
Sir Phil. My Age! the Woman is poflefi'd. o
€/. No, thou art-pofiefs’d rather, Friend.
Trade. Hatk ye, ﬁn. Lewrly, one Word with you.
' Fiaaia e Priend Prim:
€sJ. This Maiden is my Wife, te Friend Priws,
and thou haft no Bufinefs with her.
- i Takes ber from bis;

Trade. His Wife! hark ye, Mr. Freemas.

Per, Why, you have made a very fine Piece of Work
of it, Mr. Prim. .
" 8ir Phil. Married to a Quaker! thou art a fine Fellow

to be left Guardian to an Or?ha.n, traly there’s a
Hufband for a young Lady ! . L
€o/. When I have put on my Benn.-Cloatﬁ;, Sir Philip,

you’ll like me better: ——

Sir Phil. Thou wilt make a very feurvy Beau e
Friend. .
* Gol. T believe I can prove it under your Hand, that
ou thought me a very fine Gentleman in the Parkt'other
2y, about thirty-fix Minutes after- Eleven; will z&:
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také aPinch, Sir Pbilipeemm One of the fineft Snuff-
boxes you ever faw. (Ofers bim Snuff.

' 8ir Phil. Ha, ha, ha! I am overjoy’d, Faith I am, if
thou be’ft the Gentleman. I own I did give my
Confent te the Gentleman I brought here to-day ; —-
but whether this is he, I can’t be pofitive.

Ob. Pr. Can’ft thou not? —w——— Now I think thou
art a fine Fellow to be-left Guardian to an Orphan.—— . -
Thou fhallow-brain’d Shuttlecock, he may be a Pick-

. pocket for bught thou do'ft know.

. _ Per. You would have been two rare Fellows to have

* been trufted with the fole Management of her Fortune,
would ye not, think ye? But Mr. Tradelove and myfelf
fhall take Care of her Portion.

- Trade. Ay, ay, fo we will. Didn’t you tell me the

. Dutch Merchant .defired me to meet him here,“Mr.

. Freeman ? : '

i Free. 1did fo, and I am fure he will be here, if you'll
have a little Patience. - ' .

-Col. What, is Mr. Tradelove impatient ? nay then, ik
ben gereet voor you, heb be, Yan wan Timtamtirelire-
Jetta- Heer van Fainwell, vergeeten? :

Trade. Oh' pox-of the Name! what have you trick'd

. me too, Mr. Freeman. '

~  €ol. Trick’d, Mr. Trade/owe ! did not I give you two
‘Thoufand Pounds for your Confent fairly? and now .de

. you tell 2 Gentleman he has tricked you ?

- Per. 80, fo, you are a pretty Guardian, faith, to fell
your Charge; what, did you look upon her as Part of -
your Stock ? i ;

!~ 4Ob, Pr.Ha, ha, ha! I am glad thy Knavery is found
out however — —— I confefs the Maiden over-reached
me, and no finifter End at all, ‘ -

Per. Ay, a{, one Thing or other over reach’d you all,

=————but I'll take care he thall never finger a Penny of
her Money, I warrantyou ; over-reach’d quoth’a ¢
Why I might have been over-reach’d too, if I had had
nd more Wit: Idon’t know but this very Fellow may
be him that was direfted to me from Grand Ceiro t'other
Day. Ha, ha, hat .
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_Col. The very fame. . . :
Per. Are youfo, Sir? but your Trick would not pafs
upon me.——

_Col. No, as you fay, at that Time it did not, that was
not my lucky Hour ; ~————— but hark ye, Sir, I muft
et you into one Secret ~you may keep honeft Fobn'
Tradefeant’s Coat on, for your Uncle Sir Toby Periavinkle,
is not dead, fo the Charge of Mourning will be’
faved, ha, ha, ha! —— Don’t you remember Mr. Pillage,
your Uncle’s Steward ? Ha, ha, ha! .

* Per. Notdead! I begin to fear I am trick’d too.
- Col. Don’t yon remember the Signing of a Leafe,
" Mr. Peyiavinkle? .
Per. Well, and what fignifles that Leafe, if my Uncle
is not dead? Ha! I am fure it was a Leafe ¥
figned. . ’
Col. Ay, but it was a Leafe for Life, Sir, and of this
beautiful Tetement, I thank you. :
~__ [Taking hold of Mrs. Lovely.
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha1 Neighbours Fare.
‘Free. So then, I find you are all trick’d, ha, ha 1

Per. Iam certain I read as plaina Leafeas ever I'read

- in my Life.- ,
Col. Youread a Leafe I grant you, but yon fignd this

Contradt. [Shewing @ Paper.:
Per. How durft you put this Trick upon me, Mr. Free-

".man? Didn't you tell me my Uncle was dying?

- Free. And would tell you twice as much to ferve my.

- Friend, ha, ha!
8ir Phil. What the learned and famous Mr. Periwoinile
-chous’d too !
Laughing, ha, ha, ha/ ) .
Ob. Pr. It had been well if her Father had left her to
swifer Heads than ¢bine and sine, Friends, ha, ha, ha
Trade. Well fince you have outwitted us all, pray you
what and who are you, Sir?

Ha, ha, ha! ~——1 fhall die with

i
Ll

_Sir Phil. Sir, the Gentleman is a fine Gentleman — .

I am glad you havidgot a Perfon, Madam, who under-
ftands Drefs and go -
fhould bave a Husband of my chufing. o

14

Breeding.——I was refolved the
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0b. Pr. 1 am forry the Maiden is fallen into fuch
Hands.{ o .

Trade. A Beau! nay then fhe is finely help’d up. :

Myrs. Lov. Why Beaus are great Encouragers oEP Trade,
Sir, ha, ha, hat - - - - '
. Gl. Look ye, Gentlemen — Tam the Perfon
who can give the beft' Account of mylelf, and I.muft beﬁ'
-Sir Philip’s Pardon, when I tell him that I have as muc

‘ Averfion to what he calls Drefs and Breeding, as I' have*

‘to the Enemies of my Religien. I have the Honeur .
‘to férve his Majelty, and headed a Regiment of the bra-

wveft Fellows that ever pufh’d Bayenet .in the Throat of a
- Frenchman ; and notwithftanding the Fortune this Lady

brings me, whenever my Country wants my Aid, ths.
Sword and Arm are at her Service.

Thercfore, my Dear, if thow'ls but deign to frrile,
d meet a Recompence for allmy Toil :

Love and Religion ne’er admit Refiraint,

And Force makes many Sinners, net.one Saints
Still free as Air the altive Mind does rove,

And fearches proper Objeéts for-its Love;
But that once fix'd, *tis paft the Pow'r of Art
To chace the dear ldeas from the Heart :

*Tis Liberty of Ghoice that fweetens Life,
Makes the glad Husband and the bappy Wifes
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‘EPILOGUE.|]
" Written by Mr, SE W, ELL:
‘Spoken by Mrs. BUL L O C K:. .

FHAT new flrange Ways our' modern Beans devife !
. What Trials of Love-Skill, to gain the Prize !
The Heathen Gods, who never matter'd Rapes,
Scarce.awore fuch firange Variety of Shapes:
The Denl taks their odious barren Shulls,
To court in Form of Snakes and filthy Bulls :
Old Jove once nick’d it too, as 1 am told,
Te a whole Lap-full of true flandard Gold ; .
Hoaw mufl bis Godfbip then fair Danae warm! =~ . i 1

In trucking Ware for Ware there is no Harm,
Well after all, that Money basa Charm: .
But now indeed that flale luvention)s paft ; {
Befides you know that Guineas fall fo faff,
Poor Nymph muft cothe to Pocket piece at laff. ‘
. Old'Harry's Face, or good Queen BefS’s Ruff, B
Not that I'd take 'een — may & wel enough ; - i
No—— my embitious Spirit’s far above '
Tbofe little Tricks of mercenary Lowe: .
That Man be mine, awbho, like the Col'nel berey
Caw top bis Charaler in ev'ry Sphere; = . j
Wbho can a Igou/fzm{Wa]: empley bis Wie, -~ ° . O i
Out promife Statefmen, and out-cheat a Cit : :
Beyond the Colours of a Trav'ller paint,
And cant, and ogle too — begond a Saint.
The laft Difguife moft pleas’d me, I coufefs,
There's fomething tempting in the preaching Drefs;
And pleas’d me more than once 2 Dame of Note, .
* Who lov'd ber Husband ix 4is Footman’'s Coat.
- 9o fee one Eye in «wanton Motions play'd, . ]
. "Tbe other to the Heav'nly Regions firay'd, -
. s if it for its Fellow's Frailties pray'd:
But_yet 1 hope, for all that I bave /:'n”l,
Toj':‘ly Spoufe a Man of War in Bed,

FINTIS }










