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The Life and Poetry of Thomas Otway
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St. Mary at Chithurst, Trotton a civil parish in the Chichester district of West Sussex — according to Samuel Johnson, Thomas Otway was born in Trotton (Johnson calls it Trottin) in 1652. Otways father, Humphrey, was the curate of the parish.
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Brief Introduction: Thomas Otway
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From 1911 Encyclopædia Britannica, Volume 20

THOMAS OTWAY (1652–1685), English dramatist was born at Trotton near Midhurst, Sussex, on the 3rd of March 1652. His father, Humphrey Otway, was at that time curate of Trotton, but Otways childhood was spent at Woolbeding, a parish 3 m. distant of which his father had become rector. He was educated at Winchester College, and in 1669 entered Christ Church, Oxford, as a commoner, but left the university without a degree in the autumn of 1672. At Oxford he made the acquaintance of Anthony Cary, 5th Viscount Falkland, through whom, he says in the dedication to Caius Marius, he first learned to love books. In London he made acquaintance with Mrs Aphra Behn, who in 1672 cast him for the part of the old king in her play, Forcd Marriage, or The Jealous Bridegroom, at the Dorset Garden Theatre, but he had a bad attack of stage fright, and never made a second appearance. In 1675 Thomas Betterton produced, at the same theatre, Otways first dramatic attempt, Alcibiades, which was printed in the same year. It is a poor tragedy, written in heroic verse, but was saved from absolute failure by the actors. Mrs Barry took the part of Draxilla, and her lover, the earl of Rochester, recommended the author of the piece to the notice of the duke of York. He made a great advance on this first work in Don Carlos, Prince of Spain (licensed June 15, 1676; an updated edition probably belongs to the same year). The material for this rhymed tragedy Otway took from the novel of the same name, written in 1672 by the Abbé de Saint-Réal, the source from which Schiller also drew his tragedy of Don Carlos. In it the two characters familiar throughout his plays make their appearance. Don Carlos is the impetuous, unstable youth, who seems to be drawn from Otway himself, while the queens part is the gentle pathetic character repeated in his more celebrated heroines, Monimia and Belvidera. It got more money, says John Downes (Roscius Anglicanus, 1708) of this play, than any preceding modern tragedy. In 1677 Betterton produced two adaptations from the French by Otway, Titus and Berenice (from Racines Bérénice), and the Cheats of Scapin (from Molières Fourberies de Scapin). These were printed together, with a dedication to Lord Rochester. In 1678 he produced an original comedy, Friendship in Fashion, popular at the moment, though it was hissed off the stage for its gross indecency when it was revived at Drury Lane in 1749. Meanwhile he had conceived an overwhelming passion for Mrs Barry, who filled many of the leading parts in his plays. Six of his letters to her survive, the last of them referring to a broken appointment in the Mall. Mrs Barry seems to have coquetted with Otway, but she had no intention of permanently offending Rochester. In 1678, driven to desperation by Mrs Barry, Otway obtained a commission through Charles, earl of Plymouth, a natural son of Charles II., in a regiment serving in the Netherlands. The English troops were disbanded in 1679, but were left to find their way home as best they could. They were also paid with depreciated paper, and Otway arrived in London late in the year, ragged and dirty, a circumstance utilized by Rochester in his Sessions of the Poets, which contains a scurrilous attack on his former protégé. Early in the next year (February 1680) was produced at Dorset Garden the first of Otways two tragic masterpieces, The Orphan, or The Unhappy Marriage, Mrs Barry playing the part of Monimia. Written in blank verse, which shows a study of Shakespeare, its success was due to the tragic pathos, of which Otway was a master, in the characters of Castalio and Monimia. The History and Fall of Caius Marius, produced in the same year, and printed in 1692, is a curious grafting of Shakespeares Romeo and Juliet on the story of Marius as related in Plutarchs Lives. In 1680 Otway also published The Poets Complaint of his Muse, or A Satyr against Libells, in which he retaliated on his literary enemies. An indifferent comedy, The Soldiers Fortune (1681), was followed in February 1682 by Venice Preserved, or A Plot Discoverd. The story is founded on the Histoire de la conjuration des Espagnols contre la Venise en 1618, also by the Abbé de Saint-Réal, but Otway modified the story considerably. The character of Belvidera is his own, and the leading part in the conspiracy, taken by Bedamor, the Spanish ambassador, is given in the play to the historically insignificant Pierre and Jaffeir. The piece has a political meaning, enforced in the prologue. The Popish Plot was in Otways mind, and Anthony, 1st earl of Shaftesbury, is caricatured in Antonio. The play won instant success. It was translated into almost every modern European language, and even Dryden said of it: Nature is there, which is the greatest beauty. The Orphan and Venice Preserved remained stock pieces on the stage until the 19th century, and the leading actresses of the period played Monimia and Belvidera. One or two prefaces, another weak comedy, The Atheist (1684), and two posthumous pieces, a poem, Windsor Castle (1685), a panegyric of Charles II, and a History of the Triumvirates (1686), translated from the French, complete the list of Otways works. He apparently ceased to struggle against his poverty and misfortunes. The generally accepted story regarding the manner of his death was first given in Theophilus Cibbers Lives of the Poets. He is said to have emerged from his retreat at the Bull on Tower Hill to beg for bread. A passer-by, learning who he was, gave him a guinea, with which Otway hastened to a bakers shop. He began too hastily to satisfy his ravenous hunger, and choked with the first mouthful. Whether this account of his death be true or not, it is certain that he died in the utmost poverty, and was buried on 16th of April 1685 in the churchyard of St Clement Danes. A tragedy entitled Heroick Friendship was printed in 1686 as Otways work, but the ascription is unlikely.

The Works of Mr Thomas Otway with some account of his life and writings, published in 1712, was followed by other editions (1757, 1768, 1812). The standard edition is that by T. Thornton (1813). A selection of his plays was edited for the Mermaid series (1891 and 1903) by Roden Noel. See also E. Gosse, Seventeenth Century Studies (1883); and Genest, History of the Stage.
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Elizabeth Barry (1658-1713) was an English actress, whose greatest influence on Restoration drama was her presentation of the tragic actress. She worked in large, prestigious London theatre companies throughout her successful career. Otway fell in love with Barry, who served as his muse; she went on to play several of the leading parts in his plays.
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Portrait of Aphra Behn by Sir Peter Lely, c. 1670 — in London in the early 1670s, Otway made the acquaintance of the playwright Aphra Behn, who cast him as the old king in her play, Forcd Marriage, or The Jealous Bridegroom, at the Dorset Garden Theatre. However, due to severe stage fright, he gave an abysmal performance and never returned to the stage, instead opting to write instead.
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Charles FitzCharles, 1st Earl of Plymouth (1657-1680) by Catherine Pegge. He was the illegitimate son of King Charles II of England; Otway obtained a commission through the Earl in a regiment serving in the Netherlands.
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Thomas Betterton by Sir Godfrey Kneller — in 1675 Betterton produced Otways first play, Alcibiades at the Dorset Garden Theatre, where all but one of his plays would eventually be produced. Elizabeth Barry took the part of Draxilla, and her lover, John Wilmot, 2nd Earl of Rochester, recommended Otway to the Duke of York (later King James II). 
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The Dorset Garden Theatre was built in 1671 in the former grounds of Dorset House, seat of the Sackville Earls of Dorset, which was destroyed in the Great Fire of London. The playhouse was demolished in 1709.
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John Wilmot, 2nd Earl of Rochester by Peter Lely, 1677. The controversial poet Rochester (1647-1680) became as well known for his rakish lifestyle as his poetry. Rochester was Otways rival in both literature and love – Elizabeth Barry was his lover.
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Nell Gwyn by Peter Lely, c. 1675. Gwyn was an acclaimed actor and the notorious mistress of King Charles II. Despite Otways eventual critical acclaim and popularity, he was unable to raise himself out of poverty. Alongside his writing, he tried to earn money as a tutor, notably to the illegitimate child of Charles II and Gwyn, but his situation never improved.
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Thomas Otway by Jacobus Houbraken, c. 1741
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THE POETS COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE.

OR, A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS.

Si quid habent veri vatum praesagia, vivam.

OVID. MET. LIB. 15.


THE POETS COMPLAINT.

COMPOSITIONS designed to be the vehicles of political satire, are seldom read with much pleasure, when the scenes have passed away which gave force to the applications, and pungency to the wit. As fresh events efface the recollection of the old, works of this kind sink quietly into oblivion with the subjects whence they derive their birth, unless inherent excellence, or the reputation of the writer, give them an existence beyond that of the transactions to which they allude. This poem, which owes its preservation more to the name of the author, than its merit, has now, after the lapse of more than a hundred years, lost the interest it probably yielded when the allusions it contains were obvious and striking. The cumbrous allegory of Spenser, which the poet has chosen to convey the satire, involves his meaning in greater obscurity; and the barbarous measure of the verse, written in imitation of the lawless Pindaric odes (as they were improperly called) of that age, disgusts every admirer of elegant and polished versification. It is not sufficiently clear what was the precise design of the author in this satire. Under the term Libel, be probably comprehends faction and sedition; as well as all the store of abuse vented in multitudes of ballads, and other similar productions, with which the press, at that period, incessantly teemed. The allegory, however, wants connection and uniformity. The monster Libel, the offspring of Rebellion, nursed among all the horrid and fantastic shapes which the imagination of a Tory poet could conceive, is a type of the Shaftesbury faction: and, like the dragon in the romance, when no virtue remained elsewhere to satiate its fury, is represented as preparing to assail the throne, and demanding the sacrifice of a royal victim. The allegory here breaks off abruptly; and the five succeeding stanzas contain an eulogy on the Duke of York, of whom Otway was always a warm and strenuous advocate, without reaping much advantage from his assiduous devotion. It must be noticed, that, at this time, the poet was smarting under the lash of Lord Rochester, who, in his Session of the Poets, lavishes such vulgar abuse upon him, notwithstanding his recent patronage of the author of Don Carlos. Such was the caprice or fickleness of his character! Otway here repays the obligation in a very unceremonious manner.

This ode was printed 4to in 1680; a year in which party dissentions rose to an uncommon pitch of violence. The laconic character given of it by Dr. Johnson, is Jess exceptionable than in other instances, where (to use his own phrase) truth is sometimes sacrificed to brevity:  Part of it, says he, I do not understand; and in that which is less obscure I find little to commend. Such notes as appear necessary to illustrate the authors meaning (without much labour of research) the editor has subjoined to the poem. A lengthened commentary would be ill bestowed upon a work of so little comparative merit.


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THOMAS EARL OF OSSORY.

BARON OF MOOR-PARK, KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER, &C.

[This amiable nobleman was the eldest son of James duke of Ormond. The dedication must only a short time have preceded his death, which happened on the 30th July 1680. He had been appointed governor of Tangier, and was attacked by a fever while preparing for his departure.]

MY LORD, THOUGH never any man had more need of excuse for a presumption of this nature than I have now, yet, when I have laid out every way to find one, your lordships goodness must be my best refuge; and therefore I humbly cast this at your feet for protection, and myself for pardon.

My lord, I have great need of protection; for to the best of my heart I have here published in some measure the truth, and I would have it thought honestly too (a practice never more out of countenance than now); yet truth and honour are things which your lordship needs must be kind to, because they are relations to your nature, and never left you.

Twould be a second presumption in me to pretend in this a panegyric on your lordship; for it would require more art to do your virtue justice, than to flatter any other man.

If I have ventured at a hint of the present sufferings of that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this paper, with favour from your lordship I hope to add a second part, and do all those great and good men justice, that have, in his calamities, stuck fast to so gallant a friend and so good a master. To write and finish which great subject faithfully, and to be honoured with your lordships patronage in what I may do, and your approbation, or at least pardon, in what I have done, will be the greatest pride of, 

MY LORD, 

Your most humble admirer and servant, 

THO. OTWAY.


THE POETS COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE.

AN ODE.

I.

I.

To a high hill, where never yet stood tree,
Where only heath, coarse fern, and furzes grow,
Where (nipt by piercing air)
The flocks in tatterd fleeces hardly graze,
Led by uncouth thoughts and care,
Which did too much his pensive mind amaze,
A wandering bard, whose Muse was crazy grown,
Cloyd with the nauseous follies of the buzzing town,
Came, lookd about him, sighd, and laid him down;
Twas far from any path, but where the earth
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth,
When by the word it first was made,
Ere God had said,
Let grass and herbs and evry green thing grow,
With fruitful trees after their kind; and it was so.
The whistling winds blew fiercely round his head,
Cold was his lodging, hard his bed;
Aloft his eyes on the wide heavns he cast,
Where we are told peace onlys found at last;
And as he did its hopeless distance see,
Sighd deep, and cried, How far is peace from me!

II.

Nor ended there his moan:
The distance of his future joy
Had been enough to give him pain alone;
But who can undergo
Despair of ease to come, with weight of present woe?
Down his afflicted face
The trickling tears had streamd so fast apace,
As left a path worn by their briny race.
Swoln was his breast with sighs, his well
Proportiond limbs as useless fell.
While the poor trunk (unable to sustain
Itself) lay rackd, and shaking with its pain;
I heard his groans as I was walking by,
And (urgd by pity) went aside, to see
What the sad cause could be
Had pressd his state so low, and raisd his plaints so high.
On me he fixd his eyes. I cravd,
Why so forlorn? He vainly ravd.
Peace to his mind I did commend.
But, oh! my words were hardly at an end,
When I perceivd it was my friend,
My much-lovd friend: so down I sate,
And beggd that I might share his fate:
I laid my cheek to his, when with a gale
Of sighs he easd his breast, and thus began his talc.

III.

I am a wretch of honest race [The succeeding narrative seems to contain some occurrences of the poets own life]; — 
My parents not obscure, nor high in titles were;
They left me heir to no disgrace.
My father was (a thing now rare)
Loyal and brave; my mother chaste and fair.
The pledge of marriage-vows was only I;
Alone I livd their much-lovd fondled boy:
They gave me genrous education; high
They strove to raise my mind; and with it grew their joy.
The sages that instructed me in arts
And knowledge, oft would praise my parts,
And cheer my parents longing hearts.
When I was calld to a dispute,
My fellow pupils oft stood mute:
Yet never envy did disjoin
Their hearts from me, nor pride distemper mine.
Thus my first years in happiness I past,
Nor any bitter cup did taste:
But oh! a deadly potion came at last.
As I lay loosely on my bed,
A thousand pleasant thoughts triumphing in my head
And as my sense on the rich banquet fed,
A voice (it seemd no more, so busy I
Was with myself, I saw not who was nigh)
Piercd thro my ears; Arise, thy good Senanders dead.
It shook my brain, and from their feast my frighted senses fled.

IV.

From thence sad discontent, uneasy fears,
And anxious doubts of what I had to do,
Grew with succeeding years.
The world was wide, but whither should I go?
I, whose blooming hopes all witherd were,
Whod little fortune, and a deal of care?
To Britains great metropolis I strayd,
Where fortunes genral game is playd;
Where honesty and wit are often praisd,
But fools and knaves are fortunate and raisd.
My forward spirit prompted me to find
A converse equal to my mind:
But by raw judgment easily misled,
(As giddy callow boys
Are very fond of toys)
I missd the brave and wise, and in their stead,
On evry sort of vanity I fed.
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating fools,
Bullies of oergrown bulks, and little souls,
Gamesters, half-wits, and spendthrifts, (such as think
Mischievous midnight frolics bred by drink
Are gallantry and wit,
Because to their lewd understandings fit)
Were those wherewith two years, at least, I spent.
To all their fulsome follies most incorrigibly bent:
Till at the last, myself more to abuse,
I grew in love with a deceitful Muse.

V.

No fair deceiver ever usd such charms;
Tensnare a tender youth, and win his heart:
Or, when she had him in her arms,
Securd his love with greater art.
I fancied, or I dreamd (as poets always do),
No beauty with my Muses might compare.
Lofty she seemd, and on her front sat a majestic air,
Awful, yet kind; severe, yet fair.
Upon her head a crown she bore
Of laurel, which she told me should be mine:
And round her ivory neck she wore
A rope of largest pearl. Each part of her did shine
With jewels and with gold,
Numberless to be told;
Which in imagination as I did behold,
And lovd, and wonderd more and more,
Said she, These riches all, my darling, shall be thine,
Riches which never poet had before.
She promisd me to raise my fortune and my name,
By royal favour, and by endless fame;
But never told
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold.
Thus by the arts of this most sly
Deluder, was I caught;
To her bewitching bondage brought.
Eternal constancy we swore,
A thousand times our vows were doubled oer!
And as we did in our entrancements lie,
I thought no pleasure eer was wrought so high,
No pair so happy as my Muse and I.

VI.

Neer was young lover half so fond,
When first his pusilage he lost;
Or could of half my pleasure boast.
We never met but we enjoyd,
Still transported, never cloyd.
Chambers, closets, fields and groves,
Bore witness of our daily loves;
And on the bark of evry tree
You might the marks of our endearments see:
Distichs, posies, and the pointed bits
Of satire, (written when a poet meets
His Muse in caterwauling fits)
You might on evry rind behold, and swear
I and my Clio had been at it there.
Nay, by my Muse too I was blest,
With offsprings of the choicest kinds,
Such as have pleasd the noblest minds,
And been approvd by judgments of the best.
But in this most transporting height,
Whence I lookd down and laughd at fate,
All of a sudden I was alterd grown;
I round me lookd, and found myself alone:
My faithless Muse, my faithless Muse was gone!
I tried if I a verse could frame:
Oft I in vain invokd my Clios name.
The more I strove, the more I faild.
I chafd, I bit my pen, cursd my dull scull, and raild,
Resolvd to force muntoward thought, and at the last prevaild.
A line came forth, but such a one,
No traveling matron in her child-birth pains,
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a son,
Was more astonishd at th unlookd-for shape
Of some deformd baboon or ape,
Than I was at the hideous issue of my brains.
I tore my paper, stabbd my pen,
And swore Id never write again;
Resolvd to be a doating fool no more.
But when my reckning I began to make,
I found too long Id slept, and was too late awake;
I found mungrateful Muse, for whose false sake
I did myself undo,
Had robbd me of my dearest store,
My precious time, my friends and reputation too;
And left me helpless, friendless, very proud, and poor.

VII.

Reason, which in base bonds my folly had enthralld,
I straight to council calld;
Like some old faithful friend, whom long ago
I had cashierd, to please my flattring fair.
To me with readiness he did repair;
Expressd much tender cheerfulness, to find
Experience had restord him to my mind;
And loyally did to me show,
How much himself he did abuse,
Who credited a flattring, false, destructive, treachrous Muse.
I askd the causes why? He said,
Twas never known a Muse eer staid
When Fortune fled; for Fortune is a bawd
To all the Nine that on Parnassus dwell,
Where those so famd, delightful fountains swell
Of poetry, which there does ever flow;
And where Wits lusty, shining god
Keeps his choice seraglio.
So whilst our fortune smiles, our thoughts aspire,
Pleasure and fames our busness, and desire.
Then too, if we find
A promptness in the mind,
The Muse is always ready, always kind.
But if th old harlot Fortune once denies
Her favour, all our pleasure and rich fancy dies;
And then th young, slippery jilt, the Muse too from us flies.

VIII.

To the whole tale I gave attention due;
And as right search into myself I made,
I found all he had said
Was very honest, very true.
Oh, how I huggd my welcome friend!
And much my Muse I could not discommend;
For I neer livd in Fortunes grace,
She always turnd her back, and fled from me apace,
And never once vouchsafd to let me see her face.
Then to confirm me more,
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes:
See here, my son (said he), the valud prize;
Thy fulsome Muse behold, be happy, and be wise.
I lookd, and saw the rampant, tawdry quean,
With a more horrid train
Than ever yet to satire lent a tale,
Or haunted Chloris in the mall.
The first was he who stunk of that rank verse
In which he wrote his Sodom farce [see Note I];
A wretch whom all diseases did so bite,
That he writ bawdry sure in spite,
To ruin and disgrace it quite.
Philosophers of old did so express
Their art, and shewd it in their nastiness.
Next him appeard that blundering sot [Lord Rochester],
Who a late Session of the Poets wrote.
Nature has markd him for a heavy fool;
Bys flat broad face youll know the owl.
The other birds have hooted him from light;
Much buffeting has made him love the night,
And only in the dark he strays;
Still wretch enough to live; with worse fools spends his days;
And for old shoes and scraps repeats dull plays.
Then next there followd, to make up the throng,
Lord Lampoon, and Monsieur Song,
Who sought her love, and promisd fort
To make her famous at the court.
The City-Poet [see Note II] too was there,
In a black satin cap and his own hair,
And beggd that he might have the honour
To beget a pageant on her,
For the citys next lord mayor.
Her favours she to none denied:
They took her all by turns aside.
Till at the last up in the rear there came
The poets scandal, and the muses shame;
A beast of monstrous guise, and Libel was his name.
But let me pause, for twill ask time to tell
How he was born, how bred, and where, and where he now does dwell.

IX.

He pausd, and thus renewd his tale.
Down in an obscure vale,
Midst fogs and fens, whence mists and vapours rise,
Where never sun was seen by eyes,
Under a desart wood,
Which no man ownd, but all wild beasts were bred,
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far-foragd fed,
An ill pild cottage stood,
Built of mens bones, slaughterd in civil war,
By magic art brought thither from afar.
There livd a widowd witch,
That usd to mumble curses eve and morn,
Like one whom wants and care had worn [See Note III];
Meagre her looks, and sunk her eyes,
Yet mischiefs studied, discords did devise.
She appeard humble, but it was her pride:
Slow in her speech, in semblance sanctified.
Still when she spoke she meant another way;
And when she cursd, she seemd to pray.
Her hellish charms had all a holy dress,
And bore the name of godliness.
All her familiars seemd the sons of peace.
Honest habits they all wore,
In outward show most lamb-like and divine:
But inward of all vices they had store,
Greedy as wolves, and sensual too as swine.
Like her, the sacred scriptures they had all by heart,
Most easily could quote, and turn to any part;
Backward repeat it all, as witches prayers do,
And, for their turn, interpret backward too.
Idolatry with her was held impure,
Because, besides herself, no idol shed endure [see Note IV].
Tho not to paint, she had arts to change the face,
And alter it in heavnly fashion.
Lewd whining she defind a mark of grace,
And making ugly faces was mortification.
Her late dead pander was of well-known fame,
Old Presbyter Rebellion was his name:
She a sworn foe to King, his peace, and laws,
So will be eve, and was calld (bless us!) The Good Old Cause.

X.

A time there was, (a sad one too)
When all things wore the face of woe,
When many horrors ragd in this our land,
And a destroying angel was sent down [see Note V],
To scourge the pride of this rebellious town.
He came, and oer all Britain stretchd his conquring hand.
Till in th untrodden streets unwholesome grass
Grew of great stalk, its colour gross,
And melancholic poisnous green;
Like those coarse sickly weeds on an old dunghill seen,
Where some murrain-murtherd hog,
Poisond cat, or strangled dog,
In rottenness had long unburied laid,
And the cold soil productive made.
Birds of ill omen hoverd in the air,
And by their cries bad us for graves prepare;
And as our destiny they seemd t unfold,
Dropt dead of the same fate they had foretold.
That dire commission ended, down there came
Another angel with a sword of flame:
Desolation soon he made,
And our new Sodom low in ashes laid.
Distractions and distrusts then did amongst us rise,
When, in her pious old disguise,
This witch, with all her mischief-making train,
Began to shew herself again.
The sons of old rebellion straight she summond all;
Straight they were ready at her call:
Once more th old bait before their eyes she cast,
That and her love they longd to taste;
And to her lust she drew them all at last. — 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore)
Was led astray, and had pollution with his fathers whore.

XI.

The better to conceal her lewd intent
In safety from observing eyes,
Th old strumpet did herself disguise
In comely weeds, and to the city went,
Affected truth, much modesty, and grace,
And (like a worn-put suburb-trull) past there for a new face.
Thither all her lovers flockd,
And there for her support she found
A wight, of whom Fames trumpet much does sound [see Note VI],
With all ingredients for his busness stockd:
Not unlike him whose story has a place
In th annals of Sir Hudibras.
Of all her busness he took care,
And evry fool or knave that to her did repair,
Had by him admittance there.
By his contrivance, to her did resort
All who had been disgusted at the court.
Those whose ambition had been crost,
Or by ill manners had preferments lost,
Were those on whom she practisd most her charms,
Lay nearest to her heart, and oftnest in her arms.
Intrest in evry faction, evry sect she sought:
And to her lure, flattring their hopes, she brought
All those who use religion for a fashion,
All such as practise forms, and take great pains
To make their godliness their gains [see Note VII],
And thrive by the distractions of a nation,
She by her art-ensnard and fettered in her chains.
Thro her the atheist hopd to purchase toleration,
The rebel powr, the beggard spendthrift lands,
Out of the kings or bishops hands.
Nay, to her side at last she drew in all the rude,
Ungovernable, headlong multitude:
Promisd strange liberties, and sure redress
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances:
Pamperd their follies, and indulgd their hopes,
With May-day routs, November squibs, and burning
pasteboard popes [see Note VIII].

XII.

With her in common lust did mingle all the crew,
Till at the last she pregnant grew.
And from her womb, in little time, brought forth
This monstrous, most detested birth [Libel].
Of children born with teeth weve beard,
And some, like comets, with a beard,
Which seemd to be fore-runners of dire change;
But never hitherto was seen,
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean,
A form like this so hideous and so strange.
To help whose mother in her pains, there came
Many a well-known dame.
The bawd Hypocrisy was there,
And madam Impudence the fair:
Dame Scandal with her squinting eyes,
That loves to set good neighbours at debate,
And raise commotions in a jealous state,
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-spread lies,
With all their train of Frauds and Forgeries.
But midwife Mutiny, that busy drab,
Thats always talking, always loud,
Was she that first took up the babe,
And of the office most was proud.
Behold its head of horrid form appears:
To spite the pillory, it had no ears.
When straight the bawd cried out, twas surely kin
To the blest family of Pryn [see Note IX].
But Scandal offerd to depose her word,
Or oath, the father was a lord [a sarcasm on Lord Rochester].
The nose was ugly, long and big,
Broad, and snouty like a pig;
Which shewd he would in dunghills love to dig;
Love to cast stinking satires up in ill-pild rhymes,
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times.

XIII.

They promisd all by turns to take him,
And a hopeful youth to make him.
To nurse he straight was sent
To, a sister-witch, tho of another sort,
One who professd no good, nor any meant:
All day she practisd charms, by night she hardly slept.
Yet in the outcasts of a northern factious town,
A little smoky mansion of her own,
Where her familiars to her did resort,
A cell she kept [see Note X]:
Hell she adord, and Satan was her god;
And many an ugly loathsome toad
Crawld round her walls, and croakd.
Under her roof, all dismal, black and smokd,
Harbourd beetles, and unwholesome bats,
Sprawling nests of little cats:
All which were imps she cherishd with her blood,
To make her spells succeed and good;
Still at her rivelld breasts they hung, wheneer mankind
she cursd [see Note XII],
And with these foster-brethren was our monster nursd.
In little time the hell-bred brat
Grew plump and fat;
Without his leading-strings could walk,
And (as the sorceress taught him) talk;
At seven years old he went to school,
Where first he grew a foe to rule.
Never would he learn as taught,
But still new ways affected, and new methods sought.
Not that he wanted parts
T improve in letters, and proceed in arts;
But as negligent as sly,
Of all perverseness brutishly was full,
(By nature idle) lovd to shift and lie,
And was obstinately dull:
Till spite of nature, thro great pains, the sot,
(And th influence of th ill genius of our land)
At last in part began to understand.
Some insight in the Latin tongue he got;
Could smatter pretty well, and write too a plain hand.
For which his guardians all thought fit,
In compliment to his most hopeful wit,
He should be sent to learn the laws,
And out of the good old, to raise a damnd new cause.

XIV.

In which the better to improve his mind,
As by nature he was bent
To search in bidden paths, and things long buried find,
A wretchs converse much he did frequent:
One who this world, as that did him, disownd,
And in an unfrequented corner, where
Nothing was pleasant, hardly healthful, found,
He led his hated life.
Needy, and evn of necessaries bare.
No servant had he, children, friend, or wife:
But of a little remnant, got by fraud,
(For all ill turns he lovd, all good detested, and believd no god)
Thrice in a week he changd a hoarded groat,
With which of beggars scraps he bought.
Then from a neighbring fountain water got,
Not to be clean, but slake his thirst.
He never blest himself, and all things else he curst.
The cell in which he (tho but seldom) slept,
Lay like a den, uncleansd, unswept:
And there those jewels which he lovd he kept;
Old worn-out statutes, and records
Of commons privileges, and the rights of lords.
But bound up by themselves with care were laid
All the acts, resolves, and orders made
By the old long Rump-parliament,
Thro all the changes of its government:
From which with readiness he could debate
Concerning matters of the state,
All down from godly forty-one, to horrid forty-eight [see Note XII],

XV.

His friendship much our monster sought
By instinct, and by inclination top:
So without much ado
They were together brought.
To him obedience Libel swore, and by him was he taught;
He learnt of him all goodness to detest;
To be ashamed of no disgrace:
In all things, but obedience, to be beast;
To hide a cowards heart, and show a hardy face.
He taught him to call government a clog,
But to bear beatings like a dog:
Thave no religion, honesty, or sense,
But to profess them all for a pretence.
Fraught with these morals, he began
To complete him more for man:
Distinguishd to him in an hour
Twixt Legislative and Judicial Power;
How to frame a Commonwealth,
And Democracy by stealth;
To palliate it at first, and cry
Twas but a well-mixt Monarchy.
And Treason Salus Populi;
Into rebellion to divide the nation,
By fair Committees of Association;
How by a lawful means to bring
In arms against himself the King,
With a distinguishing old trick,
Twixt persons Natural, and Politic [see Note XIII];
How to make faithful servants traitors,
Thorough-pacd rebels legislators,
And at last troopers adjutators.
Thus well-informd, and furnishd with enough
Of such like wordy canting stuff,
Our blade set forth, and quickly grew
A leader in a factious crew.
Whereer he came, twas be first silence broke,
And swelld with evry work he spoke:
By which becoming saucy grace,
He gaind authority and place:
By many for preferments was thought fit,
For talking treason without fear or wit:
For opening failings in the state:
For loving noisy and unsound debate.
And wearing of a mystical green ribband in his hat [see Note XIV].

XVI.

Thus, like Alcides in his lions skin,
He very dreadful grew;
But, like that Hercules when love crept in,
And th hero to his distaff drew,
His foes that found him saw he was but man:
So when my faithless Clio by her snare
Had brought him to her arms, and I surprisd him there,
At once to hate and scorn him I began;
To see how foolishly she had drest,
And for diversion trickd the beast.
He was poetry all oer,
On evry side, behind, before:
About him nothing could I see,
But party-colourd poetry.
Painters advices, letanies,
Ballads, and all the spurious excess
Of ills that malice could devise,
Or ever swarmd from a licentious press,
Hung round about him like a spell:
And in his own hand too was writ
That worthy piece of modern wit,
The Countrys late Appeal [see Note XV].
But from such ills when will our wretched state
Be freed? and who shall crush this serpents head?
Tis said we may in ancient legends read
Of a huge dragon, sent by fate
To lay a sinful kingdom waste:
So thro it all he rangd, devouring as he past,
And each day with a virgin broke his fast [see Note XVI]:
Till wretched matrons cursd their wombs,
So hardly was their loss endurd:
The lovers all despaird, and sought their tombs
In the same monsters jaws, and of their pains were curd.
Till, like our monster too, and with the same
Curst ends, to the metropolis he came.
His cruelties renewd again,
And evry day a maid was slain.
The curse thro evry family had past;
When to the sacrifice at last
Th unhappy monarchs only child must bow:
A royal daughter needs must suffer then, a Royal Brother now.

XVII.

On him this dragon Libel needs will prey;
On him has cast
His sordid venom, and profand
With spurious verse his spotless fame;
Which shall for ever stand
Unblemishd, and to ages last,
When all his foes lie buried in their shame.
Else tell me why (some prophet that is wise)
Heaven took such care
To make him evry thing thats rare.
Dear to the heart, desirous to the eyes?
Why do all good men bless him as he goes?
Why at his presence shrink his foes?
Why do the brave all strive his honour to defend?
Why thro the world is be distinguishd most
By titles, which but few can boast,
A most just master, and a faithful friend?
One who never yet did wrong
To high or low, to old or young?
Of him what orphan can complain?
Of him what widow make her moan?
But such as wish him here again,
And miss his goodness now hes gone.
If this be (as I am sure tis) true,
Then prythee, prophet, tell me too,
Why lives he in the worlds esteem,
Not one mans foe? and why then are not all men friends with him [see Note XVII]?

XVIII.

Wheneer his life was set at stake
For his ungrateful countrys sake,
What dangers or what labours did he ever shun?
Or what wonders has not done?
Watchful all night, and busy all the day,
(Spreading his fleet in sight of Hollands shore)
Triumphantly ye saw his flags and streamers play.
Then did the English lion roar,
Whilst the Belgian couchant lay [see Note XVIII].
Big with the thoughts of conquest and renown,
Of Britains honour, and his own,
To them he like a threading comet shind,
Rough as the sea, and furious as the wind:
But constant as the stars that never move;
Or as women would have love.
The trembling genius of their state
Lookd out, and straight shrunk back his head,
To see our daring banners spread.
Whilst in their harbours they
Like battend monsters weltring lay:
The winds, when ours theyd kissd, scornd with their flags to play. — 
But drooping like their captains hearts,
Each pendant, evry streamer hung;
The seamen seemd thave lost their arts:
Their ships at anchors now, of which we had heard them boast,
With ill-furld sails, and rattlings loose, by evry billow tost.
Lay like neglected harps, untund, unstrung;
Till at the last, provokd with shame,
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came:
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave;
Seldom true, and now not brave.
They blusterd out the day with shew of fight,
And run away in the good-natured night.

XIX.

A bloody battle next was fought,
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet he brought,
With spoils of victory, and glory fraught.
To him then evry heart was open, down
From the great man to the clown;
In him rejoicd, to him inclind:
And as his health round the glad board did pass.
Each honest fellow cried, Fill full my glass!
And shewd the fullness of his mind.
No discontented vermin of ill times
Durst then affront him but in show;
Nor libel dash him with his dirty rhymes:
Nor may he live in peace that does it now.
And whose heart would not wish so too,
That had but seen
When his tumultuous misled foes
Against him rose,
With what heroic grace
He chose the weight of wrong to undergo?
No tempest on his brow, unalterd in his face,
True witness of the innocence within.
But when the messengers did mandates bring
For his retreat to foreign land,
Since sent from the relenting hand
Of the most loving Brother, kindest King [see Note XIX],
If in his heart regret did rise,
It never scapd his tongue or eyes;
With steady virtue twas allayd,
And like a mighty conquror, he obeyd.

XX.

It was a dark and gloomy day,
Sad as the busness, sullen too,
As proud men, when in vain they woo,
Or soldiers cheated of their pay.
The court, where pleasures usd to flow,
Became the scene of mourning and of woe.
Desolate was evry room,
Where men for news and busness use to come.
With folded arms and down-cast eyes men walkd
In corners, and with caution talkd.
All things prepard, the hour drew near
When he must part: his last short time was spent
In leaving blessings on his children dear.
To them with eager haste and love he went:
The eldest first embracd,
As new-born day in beauty bright,
But sad in mind as deepest night.
What tendrest hearts could say, betwixt them past;
Till grief too close upon them crept:
So sighing he withdrew, she turnd away and wept.
Much of the father in his breast did rise,
When on the next he fixd his eyes,
A tender infant in the nurses arms,
Full of kind play and pretty charms.
And as to give the farewell kiss he near it drew,
About his manly neck two little arms it threw;
Smild in his eyes, as if it beggd his stay,
And lookd kind things it could not say.

XXI.

But the great pomp of grief was yet to come.
Th appointed time was almost past,
Th impatient tides knockd at the shore, and bid him haste
To seek a foreign home.
The summons he resolvd tobey;
Disdaining of his suffring to complain.
Tho evry step seemd trod with pain:
So forth he came, attended on his way
By a sad lamenting throng,
That blest him, and about him bung:
A weight his genrous heart could hardly bear;
But for the comfort that was near,
His beauteous mate, the fountain of his joys,
That fed his soul with love;
The cordial that can mortal pains remove,
To which all worldly blessings else are toys.
I saw them ready for departure stand,
Just when approachd the monarch of our land,
And took the charming mourner by the hand.
T express all noblest offices he strove,
Of royal goodness, and a brothers love.
Then down to the shore-side,
Where, to convey them, did two royal barges ride,
With solemn pace they past:
And there so tenderly embracd,
All grievd by sympathy to see them part,
And their kind pains touchd each bystanders heart [see Note XX].
Then hand in hand the pitied pair
Turnd round, to face their fate:
She, evn amidst afflictions, fair;
He, tho opprest, still great.
Into th expecting boat with haste they went;
Where, as the troubled fair one to the shore some wishes sent,
For that dear pledge she had left behind,
And as her passion grew too mighty for her mind,
She of some tears her eyes beguild;
Which, as upon her cheek they lay,
The happy hero kissd away;
And, as she wept, blushd with disdain, and smild.
Straight forth they launch into the high-swoln Thames:
The well-struck oars lave up the yielding streams.
All fixd their longing eyes, and wishing stood,
Till they were got into the wider flood;
Till lessend out of sight, and seen no more:
Then sighd, and turnd into the hated shore.
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Note I.

The first was he who stunk of that rank verse 

In which he wrote his Sodom farce.

Stan. 8, p. 225.

This infamous piece, which is destitute even of wit to palliate its gross and abominable indecency, was written by —— Fishbourne, belonging to one of the inns of court. It was printed in 1680; and bore the initials E. R. the publisher being desirous it should pass for a work of lord Rochester. This was so highly resented by the noble lord, that he wrote a satire upon the author, which, in point of grossness, cannot fall far beneath the play he disclaims.


Note II.

The City-Poet too was there, 
In a black satin cap and his own hair, &c.

Stan. 8, p. 225.

This was Elkanah Settle, an author whose works, though now almost forgotten, obtained, at one time, popularity sufficient to raise the spleen of Dryden. He became lauréat to the city, and in that capacity composed pageants, or dramatic exhibitions for the lord mayor; an account of which may be seen in the Biographia Dramatica. His various changes of party, more than his defect of poetical talent, exposed him to the contempt and ridicule of his contemporaries. He distinguished himself greatly at a pope-burning, which will be mentioned in a following note, and was afterwards reduced to be assistant at a puppet-show in Bartholomew-fair; where, having a turn for ingenious mechanism, he contrived a green case, in which he acted the part of a dragon. He died in the Charter-house in 1724. His black satin cap, which concealed a portion of his dark hair, is likewise alluded to by the correspondent in the Gentlemans Magazine: Master Elkanah Settle, the city-poet, I knew, with his short-cut band, and satin cap. Gent. Mag, for 1745.


Note III.

There livd a widowd witch, 

That usd to mumble curses eve and morn, 

Like one whom wants and care had worn, &c.

Stan, 9, p. 226.

This description is much in Spensers manner:

There in a gloomy hollow glen she found 

A little cottage built of stickes and reedes, 

In homely wize, and wald with sods around; 

In which a witch did dwell in loathly weedes 

And wilful want, all carelesse of her needes; 

So choosing solitarie to abide, 

Far from all neighbours, that her divelish deedes 

And hellish arts from people she might hide, 

And hurt far off unknowne whomever she envide.

Faery Queene, b. 3, c. 7.

Her face most fowle and filthy was to see, 

With squinted eyes contrarie wayes intended, 

And loathly mouth, unmeete a mouth to bee, 

That nought but gall and venim comprehended, 

And wicked wordes that God and man offended:

Her lying-tongue was in two parts divided, 

And both the parts did speake, and both contended; 

And as her tongue, so was her hart discided, 

That never thoght one thing, but doubly stil was guided.


Note IV.

Idolatry with her was held impure, 

Because, besides herself, no idol shed endure,

 Stan. 9, p. 227.

This, as well as the rest of the description, applies to the presbyterian sect, which constituted the chief strength of the party opposed to Charles I. The verse quoted calls to mind the expression of Oliver Cromwell respecting the presbyterians: I am the only man, he was often heard to say, who has known how to subdue that insolent sect, which can suffer none but itself.

The presbyterians had the reputation of being the most bitter enemies, and strenuous opposers of the kingly name and office. In a tract, printed in 1681, they are described as the first criers out against arbitrary government. Who was it that animated the people to take up arms, for defence of liberty and property, against the king? The very same (the presbyterians). Who maintained, continued, and finished the war, and the tragedy of the kings murder? The same men, though now they had gotten new frocks and vizards on, and called themselves independents, or congregational churchmen; a name that comprehended all sects and opinions. — The complaint of liberty and property against arbitrary government. Somers Tracts.


Note V.

A destroying angel was sent down 

To scourge the pride of this rebellious town, &c.

Stan. 10, p. 227.

That dire commission ended, down there came 

Another angel with a sword of flame. p. 227.

The first distich refers to the plague which visited London in 1665: its dreadful effects are described in the succeeding verses. It is stated, that about 100,000 persons were destroyed by this calamity. The parliament was held at Oxford, and the city was deserted by all who were able to leave it: so that grass actually grew in some of the streets. The latter verse alludes to the great fire which broke out on the 2nd September in the following year; and, as the poet proceeds to mention, gave rise to new dissentions, and awakened the popular prejudice against the Catholics, who were loaded with the infamy of originating it. Otway seems to adopt the Tory doctrine, that it was a visitation from heaven, on account of the sins of the nation, especially the Londoners, and the crimes committed during the civil war and commonwealth.


Note VI.

And there for her support she found 

A wight, of whom Fames trumpet much does sound, &c.

Stan. 11, p. 228.

Who was designed in this description, is not clear from the text. It might probably be sir William Waller, son of the famous parliamentary general. He was a justice of the peace, and rendered himself notorious for his zeal against popery, destroying popish chapels, and discovering of plots. His continual searchings after priests, obtained him the title of the priest-catcher.


Note VII

All those who use religion for a fashion, 

All such as practise forms, and, take great pains 

To make their godliness their gains.

Stan. 11, p. 229.

The outward semblance of religion was, at the period referred to, successfully employed to cloke the most criminal and dangerous purposes. This passage applies to the whig party, and especially to their leader, lord Shaftesbury, whose hypocrisy Dryden exposes in the Medal:

He cast himself into the saint-like mould; 

Groand, sighd, and prayd, while godliness was gain, 

The loudest bagpipe of the squeaking train.


Note VIII.

Pamperd their follies, and indulgd their hopes, 

With May-day routs, November squibs, and burning pasteboard popes.

Stan. 11, p. 229.

During the rage and acrimony which characterized the politics of the latter part of Charles the Seconds reign, every expedient was anxiously sought by the leaders of the whig faction, to support their influence over the populace, and inflame the nation against popery. Besides commemorating the discovery of the gunpowder-plot, by bonfires, fireworks, and other tokens of rejoicing, the ceremony of pope-burning, which took place with all possible solemnity on the 17th November, being the anniversary of queen Elizabeths coronation, became a powerful engine in favour of the whigs. Vast sums of money were sometimes expended on these occasions, particularly in 1679, the year after the popish plot, when the effigy of sir Edmondsbury Godfrey, and all the paraphernalia, of bloody massacre, as described in the wild tales of Titus Oates and his associates, formed part of the procession. [See an engraved representation of this procession in Walter Scotts Dryden, vol. 6.] It was on this occasion that Elkanah Settle, of whom mention has been made in a preceding note, distinguished himself, under the, auspices of his new patron, the earl of Shaftesbury.


Note IX.

To spite the pillory, it had no ears.

When straight the bawd cried out, twas surely kin 

To the blest family of Pryn,

 Stan. 12, p. 230.

William Prynne, a most voluminous writer, of whom Wood says, I verily believe, if rightly computed, be wrote a sheet for every day of his life, reckoning from the time when he came to the age of reason and the state of man. He was the author of the Histriomastix; in which, among other censures of dramatic amusements, he calls women actors, notorious whores. It happened, unfortunately, that Henrietta-Maria, Queen of Charles I. had, a very short time before, supported a character in a pastoral at Somerset House. Prynne was, for this insult, prosecuted in the court of Star-chamber, and sentenced to be fined 5000l to the king, expelled the university of Oxford and Lincolns Inn, degraded, and disenabled from his profession in the laws, to stand in the pillory, first in the Palace-yard in Westminster, and three days after in Cheapside, in each place to lose an ear, (though this part of the censure was much moderated in the execution) to have his book called Histriomastix publicly burnt before his face by the hand of the hangman, and remain prisoner during life. This severity did not restrain him from a similar offence. He was again convicted in the same court, and sentenced to lose the remainder of his ears in the pillory, and be branded with the letters S. L. (schismatical libeller) &c. He died 24th October, 1669. The following verses are part of what were designed for his epitaph:

Here lies the body of William Prynne, 

A bencher late of Lincolns Inn, 

Who restless ran thro thick, and thin.

His brains career were never stopping, 

But pen with rheume of gall still dropping 

Till hand oer head brought ears to cropping, &c.

Athen. Ox vol ii col. 434.


Note X.

Yet in the outcasts of a northern factious town 

A little smoky mansion of her own, 

Where her familiars to her did resort, 

A cell she kept, &c.

Stan. 13, p. 230.

The allegory is here so dark as to be unintelligible. By the sister-witch, may be meant the covenanters of Scotland, who in 1679, on the anniversary of the restoration, rose at Rutherglen, a small town near Glasgow, and after committing several outrages, possessed themselves of that city. They were afterwards routed at Bothwell-bridge, by the duke of Monmouth.


Note XI.

All which were imps she cherishd with her blood, 

To make her spells succeed and good:

Still at her rivelld breasts they hung, whenever mankind she cursd.

Stan. 13, p. 231.

And as she lay upon the durtie ground, 

Her huge long taile her den all overspred; — 

Yet was in knots and many boughtes upwound, 

Pointed with mortall sting: of her there bred 

A thousand yong ones, which she dayly fed, 

Sucking upon her poisnous dugs; each one 

Of sundrie shapes, yet all ill-favored:

Soone as that uncouth light upon them shone, 

Into her mouth they crept, and suddain all were gone.

Faery Queene, b. 1, c. 1.


Note XII.

All down from godly forty-one, to horrid forty-eight.

Stan. 14, p. 232.

In 1641, the dissentions between the king and the parliament grew to their acme; and in 1648, the civil war was terminated by the dethronement and death of the monarch. Allusion was continually made to these events by the Tories, who charged their antagonists with similar designs. In 1680 (the year when this poem appeared) these bye-words were most frequently employed; the factions of eighty being compared with those o(forty-one, and the people warned of an approaching forty-eight. Dryden alludes to this custom in one of his occasional prologues:

The style of forty-one our poets write, 

And you are grown to judge like forty-eight


Note XIII.

How by a lawful means to bring 

In arms against himself the king, 

With a distinguishing old tricky 

Twixt persons Natural, and Politic, &c.

Stan. 15, p. 233.

When time discovered the dangerous designs of those sectaries, who conspired to overthrow the constitution, and to establish, in its stead, a wild government of their own; their despicable cant, and affected phraseology, became the common topic of ridicule. It was this which chiefly contributed to the popularity of Hudibras; a timely satire, productive of incalculable benefit to the royal cause. It is obvious that, in this part of the poem, Otway has imitated Butler both in style and subject. [Hudibras, part i canto ii.] The parliament, however, derived great advantage from their hypocritical jargon, and those subtle distinctions by which they separated the kings natural from his political character. By these expedients they blinded the people; and while they furiously levied war against the person of the king, they affected to treat him, in his political capacity, as joined with the parliament, with respect.


Note XIV.

For loving noisy and unsound debate, 

And wearing of a mystical green ribband in his hat.

Stan. 15, p. 233.

When the nation is divided into factions, party distinctions are seldom wanting to perpetuate them. The green ribbon was the emblem of Shaftesburys party, as the red was of the lories. North gives the following account of the green-ribbon club: This was the club originally called the Kinds Heed Club. The gentlemen of that worthy society held their evening sessions continually at the Kings Head tavern, over against the Inner-Temple gate. But upon occasion of the signal of a green ribbon agreed to be worn in their hats, in the days of street-engagements, like the coats of arms of valiant knights of old, whereby all the warriors of that society might be distinguished, and not mistake friends for enemies; they were called also the Green Ribbon Club. Their seat was in a sort of car-four at Chancery-lane-end; a centre of business and company most proper for such anglers of fools. The house was double balconied in the front, as may be yet seen, for the clubsters to issue forth in fresco, with hats and no paniques; pipes in their mouths, merry faces, and diluted throats, for vocal encouragement of the canaglia below, at bonfires, on usual and unusual occasions. — Examen, 


Note XV.

And in his own hand too was writ 

That worthy piece of modern wit, 

The Countrys late Appeal.

Stan. 16, p. 234.

The Appeal from the Country to the City, was a pamphlet of the most violent kind, written by Robert Ferguson, the celebrated plotter, and one of lord Shaftesburys coadjutors. The object of the work, was to prejudice the nation against the duke of York, by all the common-place invectives against popery, and arbitrary government; and to urge the justice and policy of placing the duke of Monmouth nest in succession to the throne.


Note XVI.

Tis said we may in ancient legends read 

Of a huge dragon, sent by fate 

To lay a sinful kingdom waste:

So thro it all he rangd, devouring as he past, 

And each day with a virgin broke his fast.

Stan. 16, p. 834.

The dragon slain by St. George, and the rescue of Salorn, the princess of Egypt, related in the well-known history of the Seven Champions of England, are here referred to by the poet.


Note XVII.

Why lives he in the worlds esteem, 

Not one mans foe? and why then are not all men friends with him?

Stan. 17, p. 235.

Otway, in this delineation of the duke of Yorks character, has chosen the topics of praise with due regard to truth, which he, like other writers who are anxious to gain or secure a patron, often disregards in his dedications. The bravery which the duke displayed in the early part of his life, the steadiness and sincerity of his friendships, and the amiableness of his domestic character, all which are allowed even by his enemies, are properly made the principal features in the portrait. In his subsequent life, steadiness and resolution deserted him, when he had most need of them.


Note XVIII.

Then did the English lion roar, 

While the Belgian couchant lay, &c.

Stan. 18, p. 236.

In 1664, war was declared against the United Provinces, and the duke proceeded to the coast of Holland, with 114 ships of war, besides fire-ships. He encountered the Dutch fleet, commanded by Obdam, and fought the bloody battle, mentioned in the succeeding stanza, on the 3d of June, 1665. Obdams ship blew up, and nineteen others were sunk or taken. The victors returned to port with the loss of only one ship, and Admiral Lawson, who died shortly after of his wounds.


Note XIX.

But when the messengers did mandates bring 

For his retreat to foreign land, 

Since sent from the relenting hand 

Of the most loving Brother, kindest King.

Stan. 19, p. 237.

The commotion which the popish plot excited in England, and the danger to which the king saw himself exposed from its astonishing influence upon mens minds, aroused all his energies to meet a crisis so pregnant with difficulty. As a preparatory measure, he desired his brother to withdraw from the country; that it might not be supposed his measures were influenced by one whose character and religion were so tin popular. The duke, fearful that so sudden a retreat would imply a consciousness of guilt, requested an order, signed by the king; which was complied with. The king expressing his sorrow that it should be necessary for the dukes good, and his own service; and declaring that no absence, nor any thing else, should alter his favourable sentiments. The duke retired first to Holland, thence to Brussels.


Note XX.

And there so tenderly embracd, 

All grievd by sympathy to see them part, 

And their kind pains touchd each bystanders heart.

Stan. 21, p. 239.

Otway appears, from a preceding verse, to have been present at the parting of the two brothers, and therefore, probably describes the scene with accuracy; although it differs from the report of other authors. In the second part of Absalom and Achitophel, the same scene is still more pathetically painted:

Thus he, who, prodigal of blood and ease, 

A royal life exposd to winds and seas, 

At once contending with the waves and fire, 

And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 

Inglorious now forsakes his native sand, 

And, like an exile, quits the promisd land.

Our monarch scarce from pressing tears refrains, 

And painfully his royal state maintains, 

Who now, embracing on th extremest shore, 

Almost revokes what he enjoind before.


WINDSOR CASTLE.

IN A MONUMENT TO OUR LATE SOVEREIGN

KING CHARLES II.

OF EVER BLESSED MEMORY.

Dum juga montis aper, fluvios dum piscis amabit,

Dumque thymo pascentur apes, dum rore cicadae;

Semper Honos, Nomenque tuum, Laudesque manebunt.

Si canimus sylvas, sylvce sint Consule dignae.

VIRGIL, ECL. IV. & V.


WINDSOR CASTLE.

THE unexpected death of Charles II. at a crisis of extreme delicacy, caused a deep sensation throughout the empire. It was generally believed that he was then intent upon introducing a change into the system of his government, from which the moderate advocates of constitutional freedom augured the most happy results. The sudden disappointment of these flattering expectations, more than regard for his memory and virtues, excited in the nation a sympathy in those tributes of sorrow effused upon that event, mingled as they were with lavish encomiums upon the character of the deceased monarch, which rigid justice could not approve. Otway, among a multitude of other writers [Duke, Otways friend, was among the number], contributed the following poem upon this occasion, in which he encountered the formidable rivalry of the laureat: for although the Threnodia Augustalis does not rank among the happiest efforts of Drydens amazing powers, it must repel to a considerable distance the work of a competitor, who, in his lesser productions, boasts so little embellishment as Otway. The latter, however, has chosen with most art, the mode by which he conveys his eulogy. A poem, barren of topics, but those of grief for a deceased, and gratulation to a living monarch, must owe its chief attractions to the excellence of the verse. In Windsor Castle, the description of this celebrated regal abode; its antiquity; the splendid scenes which passed within its walls, when chivalry was employed for other purposes than to bestow an empty distinction; concur with the design of the poet, and admit without impropriety the praises of Charles, who had repaired and greatly adorned this noble structure. Much cannot be said in praise of the execution of this poem. Otway was no master of versification. His lines are careless, and weakened by expletives. Sir John Denham has, evidently, not been unnoticed by our poet; for, besides the affinity between the two subjects, there appears a peculiarity in the opening lines of this work, which remarkably characterizes the poetry of Coopers Hill.

Although the true character of a prince is not expected to be found in works of this kind, some regard to truth should still be maintained. The panegyrics on Charles are not less extravagant than the more excusable flattery of the reigning monarch. Of the former he says — 

But he for sway seemd so by nature made,
That his own passions knew him and obeyd.

Such a sentiment applied to one notoriously the slave of his passions, is pushing even flattery a little too far.

When it is recollected that this piece was composed by Otway a very short time previous to his premature death, our feelings are inevitably moved by the allusion to his distressful circumstances in his address to the muse:

Thou kind dissolver of encroaching care
And ease of evry bitter weight I bear,
Keep from my soul repining. — 

The death of Charles II. took place on the 6th of February, 1684-5, and Otway died on the 14th of April following.



TO THE

IMMORTAL FAME OF OUR LATE DREAD SOVEREIGN, KING CHARLES II OF EVER BLESSED MEMORY; AND TO THE

SACRED MAJESTY OF THE MOST AUGUST AND MIGHTY PRINCE, JAMES II.

NOW, BY THE GRACE OF GOD, KING OF ENGLAND, SCOTLAND, FRANCE, AND IRELAND, DEFENDER OF THE FAITH, &c.

THIS FOLLOWING POEM

IS IN ALL HUMILITY

DEDICATED, BY HIS EVER DEVOTED, 

AND OBEDIENT SUBJECT AND SERVANT, 

THO. OTWAY.

WINDSOR CASTLE. 

THO poets immortality may give,
And Troy does still in Homers numbers live;
How dare I touch thy praise, thou glorious frame,
Which must be deathless as thy raisers name:

[The fortress of Windsor was originally built by William the Conqueror, (though Denham refers its origin to the fabulous ages of Brute and king Arthur); and was improved by his son Henry I. John resided there, and was besieged in it by the Barons. Windsor being the birth-place of Edward III., the Castle is indebted to him for its grandeur and extent. Succeeding Monarchs made various additions and improvements. In the civil wars, it became the prison of Charles I. and was despoiled of the ornaments he had bestowed upon it. After his restoration, Charles II. repaired and embellished the whole structure, decorated the apartments with a variety of paintings, established a magazine of arms, and continued the terrace round the east and south sides of the upper court.]

But that I, wanting fame, am sure of thine
To eternize this humble song of mine?
At least the memry of that more than man,
From whose vast mind thy glories first began,
Shall evn my mean and worthless verse commend,
For wonders always did his name attend.
Tho now, alas! in the sad grave he lies,
Yet shall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it rise.
Great were the toils attending the command
Of an ungrateful and stiff-necked land,
Which, grown too wanton, cause twas over-blest,
Would never give its nursing father rest;
But, having spoild the Edge of ill-forgd Law,
By Rods and Axes had been kept in Awe;
But that his gracious Hands the Sceptre held
In all the Arts of Mildly guiding skilld;
Who saw those Engines which unhingd us move,
Grievd at our Follies with a Fathers Love,
Knew the vile ways we didt afflict him take,
And watchd what haste we did to Ruine make.
Yet when upon its brink we seemd to stand,
Lent to our Succour a Forgiving hand.
Though now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels thence arise.
Mercys indeed the Attribute of Heavn,
For Gods have Powr to keep the balance evn,
Which if Kings loose, how can they govern well
Mercy shoud pardon, but the Sword compell.
Compassions else a Kingdoms greatest harm,
Its Warmth engenders Rebels till they swarm;
And round the Throne themselves in Tumults spread,
To heave the Crown from a long Suffrerd Head.
By Example this that God-like King once knew;
And after, by Experience, found too true.
Under Philistian Lords we long had mournd,
When he, our great Deliverer, returnd;
But thence the Deluge of our Tears did cease,
The Royal Dove shewd us such marks of Peace.
And when this Land in Bloud he might have laid,
Brought Balsam from the Wounds our selves had made.
Though now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
Then Matrons blessd him as he passd along,
And Triumph echod through th enfranchisd throng.
On his each Hand his Royal Brothers shone,
Like two Supporters of Great Britains Throne:
The first, for Deeds of Arms, renownd as far
As Fame eer flew, to tell great Tales of War;
Of Nature genrous, and of stedfast Mind;
To Flatry deaf, but neer to Merit blind;
Reservd in Pleasures, but in Dangers bold;
Youthfull in Actions, and in Conduct old;
True to his Friends, as watchfull oer his Foes,
And a just Value upon each bestows;
Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend;
The brave Mans Patron, and the wrongd Mans Friend,
Now justly seated on th Imperial Throne,
In which high Sphere no brighter Star eer shone:
Vertues great Pattern, and Rebellions Dread;
Long may he live to bruise that Serpents Head.
Till all his Foes their just Confusion meet
And growle and pine beneath his mighty Feet.
The second, for Debates in Councils fit,
Of steddy Judgment and deep piercing Wit;
To all the noblest Heights of Learning bred;
Both Men and Books with Curious Search had read:
Fathomd the ancient Policies of Greece,
And having formd from all one curious Piece,
Learnt thence what Springs best move and guide a State,
And could with ease direct the heavy Weight.
But our then angry Fate great Gloster seizd,
And never since seemd perfectly appeasd.
For, oh! What pity, People blessd as we
With Plenty, Peace and noble Liberty,
Should so much of our old Disease retain,
To make us surfeit into Slaves again!
Slaves to those Tyrant Lords whose Yoke we bore,
And servd so base a Bondage to before;
Yet twas our Curse, that Blessings flowd too fast,
Or we had Appetites too course to taste.
Fond Israelites; our Manna to refuse,
And Egypts loathsome Flesh-pots murmring chuse.
Great Charles saw this, yet hushd his rising Breast,
Though much the Lion in his Bosome prest.
But he for Sway seemd so by Nature made,
That his own Passions knew him, and obeyd.
Master of them, he softend his Command,
The Sword of Rule scarce threatnd in his Hand.
Stern Majesty upon his Brow might sit,
But Smiles, still playing round it, made it sweet:
So finely mixd had Nature dard t afford;
One least Perfection more, had been adord,
Mercifull, just, good naturd, libral brave,
Witty, a Pleasures Friend, yet not her Slave.
The paths of Life by noblest methods trod;
Of mortal mould, but in his Mind a God.
Though now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
In this great Mind long he his Cares revolvd,
And long it was eer the great Mind resolvd.
Till Weariness, at last his Thoughts composd;
Peace was the Choice, and their Debates were closd. But, oh!
Through all this Isle, where it seems most designd,
Nothing so hard as wishd-for Peace to find.
The Elements due Order here maintain,
And pay their Tribute in of Warmth and Rain.
Cool Shades and Streams, rich fertile Lands abound,
And Natures bounty flows the seasons round.
But we, a wretched race of Men, thus blest,
Of so much Happiness (if known) possest,
Mistaking every noblest Use of Life,
Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender Wife,
For the unwholesome, brawling Harlot, Strife.
The Man in Power, by wild Ambition led,
Envyd all Honours on anothers Head;
And, to supplant some Rival, by his Pride
Embroild that State his Wisedom ought to guide.
The Priests who humble Temprance should profess,
Sought silken Robes and fat voluptuous Ease;
So with small Labours in the Vineyard shown
Forsook Gods harvest to improve their own.
That dark Aenigma (yet unriddled) Law,
Instead of doing Right and giving Awe,
Kept open Lists, and at the noisy Bar,
Four times a year, proclaimd a Civil War;
Where daily Kinsman, Father, Son and Brother
Might damn their Souls to ruine one another.
Hence Cavils rose gainst Heavns and Caesars Cause,
From false Religions and corrupted Laws;
Till so at last Rebellions Base was laid,
And God or King no longer were obeyd.
But that good Angel whose surmounting Power
Waited Great Charles in each emergent hour,
Against whose Caro Hell vainly did decree,
Nor faster could design than That foresee,
Guarding the Crown upon his Sacred Brow
From all its blackest Arts, was with him now,
Assurd him Peace must be for him designd,
For he was born to give it all mankind.
By Patience, Mercies large, and many Toils,
In his own Realms to calm intestine Broils,
Thence evry root of Discord to remove,
And plant us new, with Unity and Love.
Then stretch his healing Hands to neighbouring Shores,
Where Slaughter rages and wild Rapine roars;
To cool their Ferments with the Charmes of Peace,
Who, so their Madness and their Rage might cease,
Grow all, (embracing what such Friendship brings)
Like us the People, and like Him their Kings.
But now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
For this Assurance pious Thanks he paid,
Then in his Mind the beauteous Modell laid
Of that Majestick Pile, where oft his Care
A while forgot he might for Ease repair.
A Seat for sweet Retirement, Health and Love,
Britains Olympus, where, like awfull Iove,
He pleasd could sit, and his Regards bestow
On the vain, busie, swarming World below.
Een I, the meanest of those humble Swains.
Who sang his Praises through the fertile Plains,
Once in a happy hour was thither led,
Curious to see what Fame so far had spread.
There, Tell my Muse, what wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and his Gelestial Mind.
Twas at that joyfull, hallowd Days return,
On which that Man of Miracles was born,
At whose great Birth appeard a noon-day Star,
Which Prodigy foretold yet many more;
Did strange Escapes from dreadfull Fate declare,
Nor shind, but for one greater King before.
Though now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
For this great Day were equal Joys prepard,
The Voice of Triumph on the Hills was heard;
Redoubld Shoutings wakd the Echos round
And chearfull Bowls with loyal Vows were crownd.
But, above all, within those losty Towers,
Where Glorious Charles then spent his happy hours,
Joy wore a solemn, though a smiling Face,
Twas gay, but yet Majestick, as the Place.
Tell then, my Muse, what Wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and his Celestial Mind.
Within a Gate of strength, whose ancient Frame
Has out-worn Time and the Records of Fame,
A Reverend Dome there stands, where twice each day
Assembling Prophets their Devotions pay,
In Prayers and Hymns to Heavens Eternal King,
The Cornet, Flute and Shawme, assisting as they sing.
Here Israels mystick Statutes they recount,
From the first Tables of the Holy Mount,
To the blest Gospel of that Glorious Lord,
Whose pretious Death Salvation has restord.
Here speak, my Muse, what Wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and his Celestial Mind.
Within this Dome a shining Chapels raisd,
Too Noble to be well describd or praisd.
Before the Door, fixd in an Awe profound,
I stood and gazd with pleasing Wonder round;
When one approachd who bore much sober Grace,
Order and Ceremony in his Face;
A threatning Rod did his dread Right-hand poize,
A badge of Rule and Terrour oer the Boys:
His Left, a Massy bunch of Keys did sway,
Ready to open all to all that pay.
This Courteous Squire, observing how amazd
My Eyes betrayd me as they wildly gazd,
Thus gently spoke: ThoseBanners raisd on high
Betoken noble Vows of Chivalry,
Which here their Heros with Religion make
When they the Ensigns of this Order take.
Then in due method made me understand
What Honour famd St. George had done our Land;
What Toils he vanquishd, with what Monsters strove;
Whose Champions since for Vertue, Truth and Love,
Hang here their Trophies, while their genrous Arms
Keep Wrong supprest and Innocence from Harms.
At this m Amazement yet did greater grow,
For I had been told all Vertue was but Show.
That oft bold Villany had best Success,
As if its Use were more nor Merit less.
But here I saw how it rewarded shind.
Tell on, my Muse, what Wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and Charles his mighty Mind.
I turnd around my Eyes, and, Lo, a Cell,
Where melancholy Ruine seemd to dwell:
The Door unhingd, without or Bolt or Ward,
Seemd as what lodgd within found small regard.
Like some old Den, scarce visited by Day,
Where dark Oblivion lurkt and watcht for Prey.
Here, in a Heap of confusd Waste, I found
Neglected Hatchments tumbled on the ground;
The Spoils of Time, and Triumph of that Fate
Which equally on all Mankind does wait:
The Hero levelld in his humble Grave,
With other men, was now nor great nor brave;
While here his Trophies, like their Master, lay,
To Darkness, Worms and Rottenness, a Prey.
Urgd by such Thoughts as guide the truly Great,
Perhaps his Fate he did in Battel meet;
Fell in his Princes and his Countreys Cause;
But what his Recompence? A short Applause,
Which he neer hears, his Memory may grace,
Till, soon forgot, another takes his Place.
And happy that Mans Chance who falls in time,
Eer yet his Vertue be become his Crime;
Eer his abusd Desert be calld his Pride,
Or Fools and Villains on his Ruine ride.
But truly blest is he whose Soul can bear
The Wrongs of Fate, nor think them worth his Care:
Whose Mind no Disappointment here can shake,
Who a true Estimate of Life does make,
Knows tis uncertain, frail, and will have end,
So to that Prospect still his Thoughts does bend;
Who, though his Right a stronger Power invade,
Though Fate oppress, and no man give him Aid,
Cheerd with th Assurance that he there shall find
Rest from all Toils, and no Remorse of mind;
Can Fortunes Smiles despise, her Frowns out-brave;
For whos a Prince or Beggar in the Grave?
But if Immortal any thing remain,
Rejoice my Muse, and strive that End to gain.
Thou kind Dissolver of encroaching Care,
And Ease of eery bitter Weight I bear,
Keep from my Soul Repining while I sing
The Praise and Honour of this Glorious King;
And farther tell what Wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and his Celestial Mind.
Beyond the Dome a Lofty Tower appears,
Beauteous in Strength, the Work of long past years;
Old as his noble Stem, who there bears sway,
And, like his Loyalty, without Decay.
This goodly ancient Frame looks as it stood
The mother Pile; and all the rest her brood
So carefull Watch seems piously to keep,
While underneath her Wings the Mighty sleep;
And they may rest, since Norfolk there commands,
Safe in his faithfull Heart and valiant Hands.
But now appears the Beautous Seat of Peace,
Large of extent and fit for goodly Ease;
Where Noble Order strikes the greedy Sight
With Wonder, as it fills it with Delight;
The massy Walls seem, as the Womb of Earth,
Shrunk when such mighty Quarries thence had birth;
Or by the Theban Founder theyd been raisd,
And in his powrfull Numbers should be praisd:
Such Strength without does evry where abound,
Within such Glory and such Splendours found,
As mans united skill had there combind
T express what one great Genius had designd.
Thus, when the happy World Augustus swayd,
Knowledge was cherishd and Improvement made;
Learning and Arts his Empire did adorn,
Nor did there one neglected Vertue mourn;
But, at his Call, from farthest Nations came,
While the Immortal Muses gave him Fame.
Though when her far stretchd Empire flourishd most,
Rome never yet a Work like this could boast:
No Caesar eer like Charles his Pomp expr•ssd,
Nor ever were his Nations half so blest:
Though now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
Here, as all Natures Wealth to Court him prest,
Seemd to attend him, Plenty, Peace and Rest.
Through all the lofty Roofs describd we finde
The Toils and Triumphs of his Godlike mind:
A Theam that might the Noblest Fancy warm,
And onely fit for his who did performe.
The Walls adornd with richest woven Gold,
Equal to what in Temples shind of old,
Gracd well the Lustre of his Royal Ease,
Whose Empire reachd throughout the wealthy Seas:
Ease which he wisely chose, when raging Arms
Kept neighbring Nations waking with Alarms:
For when Wars troubld her soft Fountains there,
She swelld her Streams, and flowd in faster here;
With her came Plenty, till our Isle seemd blest,
As Canaans Shore, where Israels Sons found rest.
Therefore when Cruel Spoilers who have hurld
Waste and Confusion through the wretched World,
To after times leave a great hated Name,
The Praise of Peace shall wait on Charless Fame;
His Countreys Father, through whose tender Care,
Like a lulld Babe she slept, and knew no Fear;
Who, when shoffended, oft would hide his Eyes
Nor see, because it grievd him to chastize.
But if Submission brought her to his Feet,
With what true Joy the Penitent hed meet!
How would his Love still with his Justice strive!
How Parent-like, how fondly hed forgive!
But now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise
Since after all those Toils through which he strove
By evry Art of most endearing Love,
For his Reward he had his Britain found,
The Awe and Envy of the Nations round.
Muse then speak more what Wonders thou didst find
Worthy thy Song and his Celestial Mind.
Tell now what Emulation may inspire
And warm each British Heart with War-like Fire;
Call all thy Sisters of the Sacred Hill,
And by the Painters Pencill guide my Quill;
Describe that lofty monumental Hall,
Where Englands Triumphs grace the shining Wall,
When she led captive Kings from conquerd Gaul.
Here when the Sons of Fame their Leader meet,
And at their Feasts in pompous order sit,
When the glad sparkling Bowle inspires the Board,
And high raisd Thoughts great Tales of War afford,
Here as a Lesson may their Eyes behold
What their victorious Fathers did of old;
When their proud Neighbours of the Gallick shore
Trembled to hear the English Lion Roar.
Here may they see how good old Edward sate
And did his Glorious Sons Arrival wait,
When from the Fields of vanquishd France he came,
Followd by Spoils, and usherd in by Fame.
In Golden Chains he their Quelld Monatch led,
Oh, for such Laurels on another Head!
Unsoild with Sloth, nor yet oer cloyd with Peace.
We had not then learnd the loose Arts of Ease.
In our own Climes our vigrous Youth were nurst,
And with no foreign Educations curst.
Their Northern Mettle was preservd with Care,
Not sent for softning into hotter Air.
Nor did they as now from fruitless Travels come
With Follies, Vices and Diseases home;
But in full Purity of Health and Mind
Kept up the Noble Vertues of their Kind.
Had not false Senates to those Ills disposd,
Which long had Englands Happiness opposd
With stubborn Faction and rebellious Pride,
All Means to such a noble End denyd,
To Britain, Charles this Glory had restord,
And those revolted Nations ownd their Lord
But now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lies,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
And now survey whats opend to our view,
Bow down all Heads, and pay Devotion due.
The Temple by this Hero Built behold,
Adornd with Carvings, and oerlaid with Gold;
Whose radiant Roof such Glory does display,
We think we see the Heaven, to which we Pray;
So well the Artists hand has there delind
The mercifull Redemption of Mankind;
The bright Ascension of the Son of God,
When back through yielding Skies to Heavn he rode,
With Lightning round his Head, and Tunder where he trod.
Thus when to Charles, as Solomon, was given
Wisedom, the greatest gift of Bounteous Heaven;
A house like his he built, and Temple raisd,
Where his Creatour might be fitly praisd;
With Riches too and Honours was he Crownd,
Nor whilst he livd, was there one like him found.
Therefore what once to Israels Lord was said,
When Shebas Queen his glorious Court surveyd,
To Charless Fame for ever shall remain,
Who did as wondrous things, who did as greatly Reign
``Happy were they who could before him stand,
``And saw the Wisedom of his dread Command;
For Heavn resolvd, that much above the rest
Of other Nations Britain should be Blest.
Found him when Banisht from his Sacred Right,
Tryd his Great Soul, and in it took delight;
Then to his Throne in Triumph did him bring,
Where never Ruld a Wiser, Juster King.
But now (alas!) in the sad Grave he lyes,
Yet shall his Praise for ever live, and Laurels from it rise.
Thus far the Painters Hand did guide the Muse,
Now let her lead, nor will he sure refuse.
Two kindred Arts they are, so near allyd,
They oft have by each other been supplyd.
Therefore, Great Man when next thy Thoughts encline
To works of Fame, let this be the Design.
As thou couldst best Great Charles his Glory show,
Shew how he fell, and whence the fatal blow.
In a large Scene may give Beholders Awe,
The meeting of a numrous Senate draw;
Over their Heads a black distemperd sky,
And through the Air let grinning Furies fly,
Chargd with Commissions of Infernal date,
To raise fell discord and intestine hate;
From their foul Heads let them by handfulls tear
The ugliest Snakes, and best lovd Favrites there,
Then whirle them (spouting venome as they fall)
Mongst the assembled numbers of the Hall;
There into murmring Bosoms let them go,
Till their Infection to Confusion grow;
Till such bold Tumults and Disorders rise, [ned Skyes.
As when the Impious Sons of Earth assaild the threat-
But then let Mighty Charles at distance stand,
His Crown upon his Head, and Sceptre in his Hand;
To send abroad his Word, or with a Frown
Repell, and dash th Aspiring Rebels down:
Unable to behold his dreaded Ray,
Let them grow blind, disperse and reel away.
Let the dark Fiends the troubled Air forsake,
And all new peacefull Order seem to take.
But oh Imagine Fate t have waited long
An hour like this, and mingled in the Throng,
Rousd with those Furies from her seat below,
T have watcht her onely time to give the blow:
When cruel Cares by faithless Subjects bred,
Too closely prest his Sacred Peacefull Head;
With them t have pointed her destroying Dart,
And through the Brain found passage to the Heart.
Deep wounding Plagues Avenging Heavn bestow
On those Curst. Heads to whom this loss we owe!
On all who Charles his Heart affliction gave,
And sent him to the sorrows of the Grave!
Now, Painter, (if thy Griefs can let thee) draw
The saddest Scene that weeping Eyes eer saw;
How on his Royal Bed that wofull day
The much lamented Mighty Monarch lay;
Great in his fate, and evn oer that a King,
No terrour could the Lord of Terrours bring.
Through many steady and well managd years
Head armd his Mindgainst all those little fears,
Which common Mortals want the Powr to hide,
When their mean Souls, and valud Clay divide.
Had studied well the worth of Life, and knew
Its troubles many, and its blessings few;
Therefore unmovd did Deaths approaches see,
And grew familiar with his Destiny.
Like an Acquaintance entertaind his Fate,
Who as it knew him, seemd content to wait,
Not as his Gaoler, but his friendly Guide,
While he for his great Journey did provide.
Oh couldst thou express the yearnings of his mind
To his poor mourning People left behind!
But that I fear will een thy skill deceive,
None but a Soul like his such goodness could conceive.
For though a stubborn Race deserving ill,
Yet would he shew himself a Father still.
Therefore he chose for that peculiar care,
His Crowns, his Vertues, and his Mercies Heir.
Great Iames who to his Throne does now succeed,
And chargd him tenderly his Flocks to feed;
To guide them too, too apt to run astray,
And keep the Poxes and the Wolves away.
Here, Painter, if thou canst thy Art Improve,
And shew the wonders of Fraternal Love;
How mourning Iames by fading Charles did stand,
The Dying grasping the Surviving Hand;
How round each others Necks there Armes they cast,
Moand with endearing murmrings, and embract,
And of their parting Pangs such marks did give,
Twas hard to guess which yet could longest live.
Both their sad Tongues quite lost the powr to speak,
And their kind Hearts seemd both prepard to break
Here let thy curious Pencil next display,
How round his Bed a beauteous Off-spring lay,
With their Great Fathers Blessing to be Crownd,
Like young fierce Lions stretcht upon the ground,
And in Majestick silent Sorrow drownd.
This done, suppose the Ghastly minute nigh,
And Paint the Griefs of the sad Standers-by;
Th unwearied Revrend Fathers pious care,
Offring (as oft as tears could stop) a Prayer.
Of Kindred Nobles draw a sorrowing Train,
Whose looks may speak how much they shard his pain;
How from each Groan of his, deriving smart,
Each fetcht another from a torturd Heart.
Mingled with these, his faithfull Servants place,
With different Lines of Woe in evry Face;
With down cast Heads, swoln Breasts, & streaming Eyes,
And Sighs that mount in vain the unrelenting Skyes.
But yet there still remains a Task behind,
In which thy readiest Art may labour find.
At distance let the Mourning Queen appear,
(But where sad News too soon may reach her Ear;)
Describe her prostrate to the Throne above,
Pleading with Prayr the tender cause of Love:
Shew Troops of Angels hovring from the Sky,
(For They wheneer she calld were always nigh)
Let them attend her Cries and hear her moan,
With looks of beauteous sadness like her own,
Because they know her Lords great Doom is scld,
And cannot (though she ask it) be repeald.
By this time think the work of Fate is done,
So any farther sad Description shun,
Shew him not Pale and Breathless on his Bed,
Twould make all Gazers on thy Art fall Dead;
And thou thy self to such a scene of woe
Add a new Piece, and thy own statue grow.
Wipe therefore all thy Pencils, and prepare
To Draw a prospect now of clearer Air.
Paint in an Eastern Sky new dawning Day,
And there the Embrios of Time display;
The forms of many smiling years to come,
Just ripe for birth, and labring from their Womb,
Each strugling which shall Eldership obtain,
To be first, Gract with Mighty Iames his Reign.
Let the Dread Monarch on his Throne appear;
Place too the charming Partner of it there.
Oer his their wings let Fame and Triumph spread,
And soft-Eyd Cupids Hover oer her Head;
In his Paint Smiling, yet Majestick Grace,
But all the wealth of Beauty in her Face.
Then from the diffrent Corners of the Earth
Describe Applauding Nations coming forth,
Homage to pay, or humble Peace to gain,
And own Auspicious Omens from his Reign.
Set at long distance his Contracted Foes
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppose;
Draw shame or mean despair in all their Eyes,
And terrour lest thAvenging Hand should rise.
But where his Smiles extend draw beauteous Peace,
The Poor Mans chearfull Toils, the Rich Mans Ease.
Here, Shepherds Piping to their feeding Sheep,
Or stretcht at length in their warm Hutts asleep;
There jolly Hinds spread through the sultry Fields,
Reaping such Harvests as their Tillage yields;
Or sheltrd from the scorchings of the Sun,
Their Labours ended, and repast begun;
Rangd on Green Banks which they themselves did raise,
Singing their own Content, and Rulers Praise.
Draw beauteous Meadows, Gardens, Groves and Bowers,
Where Contemplation best may pass her Hours;
Filld with Chast Lovers plighting Constant Hearts,
Rejoycing Muses, and encouragd Arts.
Draw evry thing like this that Thought can frame,
Best suiting with thy Theam, Great Iames his Fame.
Known for the Man who from his Youthfull years,
By mighty Deeds has earnd the Crown he wears,
Whose Conqring Arm far envied wonders wrought,
When an ungratefull Peoples Cause he Fought;
When for their Rights he his brave Sword employd
Who in Return would have his Rights destroyd:
But Heavn such Injurd merit did regard,
(As Heavn in time true Vertue will regard)
So to a Throne by Providence he rose,
And all who eer were his, were Providences Foes.

FINIS.


EPISTLES, TRANSLATIONS, PROLOGUES, AND MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.


EPISTLES, &c.

THE minor poems of Otway are not entitled, by their individual merit, to distinct analysis. Whether it be, that an habitual application of thought to one mode of writing, restrains the fancy in other casual excursions; or that the mind, by long familiarity with subjects of superior rank, forgets how to descend with ease and grace to those of a subordinate nature; it is remarkable, that the genius of our chief dramatic authors is seldom exerted with felicity or splendour in their occasional productions. Dryden is an illustrious exception to the remark; whose versatility of talent prompted him to essay almost every species of composition, and to excel in each. Of the following pieces, the Epistle to Mr. Duke, affords the best specimen of Otways poetical powers. It discovers some liveliness of fancy; but a bright thought is sometimes concealed or obscured, as in the other poems, by lame and unskilful numbers. The pastoral, which was probably interrupted by his death, (for it does not appear to have been published by him, or on his account,) is a very indifferent attempt in a kind of poetry debased by being the perpetual vehicle of puerile and insipid sentiments. All the smaller poems of Otway are here, for the first time, collected together: no edition of his works having hitherto contained the whole of them.


EPISTLE TO MR. DUKE.

[This epistle first appeared in Tonsons Miscellany Poems; containing a new translation of Virgils Eclogues, Ovids Elegies, Odes of Horace, &c. 8vo. 1684. It was entitled An Epistle to R. D. There is an answer to it among Dukes poems.]

MY much-lovd friend, when thou art from my eyes,
How do I loath the day, and light despise!
Night, kinder nights the much more welcome guest,
For tho it bring small ease, it hides at least;
Or if eer slumbers and my eyes agree,
Tis when theyre crownd with pleasing dreams of thee.
Last night methought (heavn make the next as kind)
Free as first innocence, and unconfind
As our first parents in their Eden were,
Ere yet condemnd to eat their bread with care;
We two together wanderd thro a grove,
Twas green beneath us, and all shade above,
Mild as our friendship, springing as our love;
Hundreds of cheerful birds filld evry tree,
And sung their joyful songs of liberty;
While thro the gladsome choir well-pleasd we walkd,
And of our present valud state thus talkd:
How happy are we in this sweet retreat!
Thus humbly blest, whod labour to be great?
Who for preferments at a court would wait,
Where evry gudgeons nibbling at the bait?
What fish of sense would on that shallow lie,
Amongst the little starving wriggling fry,
That throng and crowd each other for a taste
Of the deceitful, painted, poisond paste;
When the wide river he behind him sees,
Where he may launch to liberty and ease?
No cares or business here disturb our hours,
While underneath these shady, peaceful bowers,
In cool delight and innocence we stray,
And midst a thousand pleasures waste the day:
Sometimes upon a rivers bank we lie,
Where skimming swallows oer the surface fly;
Just as the sun declining, with his beams,
Kisses, and gently warms the gliding streams;
Amidst whose current rising fishes play,
And roll in wanton liberty away.
Perhaps hard by there grows a little bush,
On which the linnet, nightingale and thrush,
Nightly their solemn orgies meeting keep,
And sing their vespers ere they go to sleep:
There we two lie, between us may bes spread
Some book few understand, tho many read.
Sometimes we Virgils sacred leaves turn oer,
Still wondring, and still finding cause for more.
How Junos rage did good Æneas vex,
Then how he had revenge upon her sex
In Didos state, whom bravely he enjoyd,
And quitted her as bravely too when cloyd:
He knew the fatal danger of her charms,
And scornd to melt his virtue in her anus.
Next Nisus and Euryalus we admire,
Their gentle friendship, and their martial fire;
We praise their valour, cause yet matchd by none;
And love their friendship, so muck like our own.
But when to give our minds a feast indeed,
Horace, best known and lovd by thee, we read,
Who can our transports, or our longings tell,
To taste of pleasures, praisd by him so well?
With thoughts of love, and wine, by him were fird,
Two things in sweet retirement much desird;
A genrous bottle and a lovesome she,
Are the only joys in nature next to thee:
To which retiring quietly at night,
If (as that only can) to add delight,
When to our little cottage we repair,
We find a friend or two wed wish for there,
Dear B — ly, kind as parting lovers tears,
Adderly, honest as the sword he wears,
Wilson, professing friendship, yet a friend,
Or — Short, beyond what numbers can commend.
Finch, full of kindness, genrous as his blood,



[Note: This was Dr. Thomas Short, one of the physicians to Charles the Second, and who attended him during his last illness. An opinion he expressed of poison having been administered to the king, produced a great deal of noise and controversy at the time; especially as the Doctor did not long survive him. Burnet thus relates the affair: Short, another physician, who was a papist, but after a form of his Own, did very much suspect foul dealing: and he had talked more freely of it, than any of the protestants durst do at that time. But he was not long after taken suddenly ill, upon a large draught of wormwood wine which he had drunk in the house of a popish patient, that lived near the Tower, who had sent for him, of which he died. And, as he said to Lower, Millington, and some other physicians, he believed that he himself was poisoned for his having spoken so freely of the kings death. Hist, of his own Times, book 3. — Short was the mutual friend of Otway and Duke: the latter has inscribed to him a translation of one of the Idyls of Theocritus.]



Watchful to do to modest merit good;
Who have forsook the wild tumultuous town,
And for a taste of life to us come down:
With eager arms how closely then we embrace,
What joys in evry heart, and evry face!
The moderate tables quickly coverd oer
With choicest meats at least, tho not with store:
Of bottles next succeeds a goodly train,
Full of what cheers the heart, and fires the brain.
Each waited on by a bright virgin glass,
Clean, sound and shining like its drinkers lass.
Then down we sit, while evry genius tries
T improve, till he deserves his sacrifice.
No saucy hour presumes to stint delight,
We laugh, love, drink, and when thats done tis night:
Well warmd and pleasd, as we think fit we part,
Each takes th obedient treasure of his heart,
And leads her willing to his silent bed,
Where no vexatious cares come near his head,
But evry sense with perfect pleasures fed;
Till in full joy dissolvd each falls asleep,
With twining limbs, that still loves posture keep,
At dawn of morning to renew delight;
So quiet craving love till the next night:
Then we the drowsy cells of sleep forsake,
And to our books our earliest visit make;
Or else our thoughts to their attendance call,
And there, methinks, Fancy sits queen of all;
While the poor under-faculties resort,
And to her sickly majesty make court;
The Understanding first comes plainly clad,
But usefully; no entrance to be had.
Next comes the Will, that bully of the mind,
Follies wait on him in a troop behind;
He meets reception from the antic queen,
Who thinks her majestys most honourd, when
Attended by those fine-drest gentlemen.
Reason, the honest counsellor, this knows,
And into court with reslute Virtue goes:
Lets Fancy see her loose irregular sway:
Then how the flattring follies sneak away!
This image when it came, too fiercely shook
My brain, which its soft quiet straight forsook;
When waking as I cast my eyes around,
Nothing but old loathd vanities I found;
No grove, no freedom, and whats worse to me,
No friend; for I have none compard with thee.
Soon then my thoughts with their old tyrant Care
Were seizd; which to divert I framd this prayr.
Gods! lifes your gift, then seasont with such fate,
That what ye meant a blessing prove no weight.
Let me to the remotest part be whirld,
Of this your play-thing made in haste, the world;
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace,
By day whats needful, and at night soft ease;
The mend I trust in, and the she I love,
Then fix me; and if eer I wish remove,
Make me as great (thats wretched) as ye can,
Set me in power, the woefulst state of man;
To be by fools misled, to knaves a prey:
But make life what I ask, or taket away.


TO MR. CREECH, UPON HIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS.

[Creechs translation of Lucretius has this epistle prefixed to it.]

SIR,
WHEN your book the first time came abroad,
I must confess I stood amazd and awd;
For, as to some good-nature I pretend,
I feard to read, lest I should not commend.
Lucretius Englishd! twas a work might shake
The powr of English verse to undertake.
This all men thought; but you are born, we find,
T out-do the expectations of mankind;
Since youve so well the noble task performd,
Envys appeasd, and Prejudice disarmd:
For when the rich original we peruse,
And by it try the metal you produce;
Tho there indeed the purest ore we find,
Yet still in you it something seems refind:
Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loose,
And lashes to her speed his fiery muse;
Still with him you maintain an equal pace,
And bear full stretch upon him all the race;
But when in rugged way we find him rein
His verse, and not so smooth a stroke maintain;
There the advantage he receives is found,
By you taught temper, and to choose his ground.
Next, his philosophy youve so exprest
In genuine terms, so plain, yet neatly drest,
Those murdrers that now mangle it all day
In schools, may learn from you the easy way
To let us know what they would mean and say:
If Aristotles friends will shew the grace
To wave for once their statute in that case.
Go on then, sir, and since you could aspire,
And reach this height, aim yet at laurels higher;
Secure great injurd Maro from the wrong.
He unredeemd has labourd with so long
In Hoi born rhyme, and lest the book should fail,
Exposd with pictures to promote the sale:

[John Ogilbys translation of Virgil, (to which this refers) it mentioned by Winstanley as being done to the life, with excellent sculptures. These cuts were highly esteemed; and served for a Latin edition of the same author. Drydens translation (which superseded Ogilbys) bore tome of the tame engravings.]

So tapsters set out signs for muddy ale.
Youre only able to retrieve his doom,
And make him here as famd as once at Home:
For sure when Julius first this isle subdud,
Your ancestors then mixd with Roman blood;
Some near allied to that whence Ovid came,
Virgil and Horace, those three sons of fame;
Since to their memory it is so true,
And shews their poetry so much in you.
Go on, in pity to this wretched isle,
Which ignorant poetasters do defile
With lousy madrigals for lyric verse;
Instead of comedy, with nasty farce.
Would Plautus, Terence eer have been so lewd,
T have drest Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd?
Or Sophocles five tedious acts have made,
To shew a whining fool in love betrayd
By some false friend, or slippry chambermaid;
Then, ere he hangs himself, bemoan his fall
In a dull speech, and that fine language call?
No, since we live in such a fulsome age,
When nonsense loads the press, and chokes the stage;
When blockheads will claim wit in Natures spite,
And evry dunce that starves, presumes to write;
Exert yourself, defend the muses cause,
Proclaim their right, and to maintain their laws
Make the dead ancients speak the British tongue;
That so each chattering daw who aims at song,
In his own mother-tongue may humbly read
What engines yet are wanting in his head,
To make him equal to the mighty dead:
For of all natures works we most should scorn
The thing who thinks himself a poet born:
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly spells,
And senselessly, as squirrels jangle bells.
Such things, sir, here abound; may therefore you
Be ever to your friends, the muses, true;
May our defects be by your powrs supplied,
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride:
Till by your pen restord, in triumph borne,
The majesty of poetry return.

London, Jan. 10, 82.


PHÆDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS.

TRANSLATED OUT OF OVID.

[This appeared in a collection of Ovids Epistles, translated by Dryden and others, 8vo. 1680.]

THE ARGUMENT. Theseus, the son of Ægeus, having slain the Minotaur, promised to Ariadne, the daughter of Minos and Pasiphae, for the assistance which she gave him, to carry her home with him, and make her his wife; so, together with her sister Phædra, they went on board, and sailed to Chios, where, being warned by Bacchus, he left Ariadne, and married her sister Phædra; who afterwards, in Theseus her husbands absence, fell in love with Hippolytus, her son-in-law, who had vowed celibacy, and was a hunter; wherefore, since she could not conveniently otherwise, she chose by this epistle to give him an account of her passion.

IF thourt unkind I neer shall health enjoy,
Yet much I wish to thee, my lovely boy:
Read this, and reading how my soul is seizd,
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleasd:
Thus secrets safe to farthest shores may move;
By letters foes converse, and learn to love.
Thrice my sad tale, as I to tell it tried,
Upon my faultring tongue abortive died;
Long shame prevaild, nor could be conquerd quite,
But what I blushd to speak, Love made me write.
Tis dangrous to resist the powr of Love,
The gods obey him, and hes king above;
He cleard the doubts that did my mind confound,
And promisd me to bring thee hither bound.
Oh! may he come, and in that breast of thine
Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine!
Yet of my wedlock vows Ill lose no care,
Search back thro all my fame, thoult find it fair.
But love, long breeding, to worst pain does turn:
Outward unharmd — within, within I burn!
As the young bull, or courser yet untamd,
When yokd or bridled first, are pinchd and maimd;
So my unpractisd heart in love can find
No rest, th unwonted weight so toils my mind:
When young, loves pangs by arts we may remove, 
But in our riper years with rage we love.
To thee I yield, then, all my dear renown,
And pry thee lets together be undone.
Who would not pluck the new-blown blushing rose,
Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows?
But if my virtue hitherto has gaind
Esteem for spotless, shall it now be staind!
Oh, in thy love I shall no hazard run;
Tis not a sin but when tis coarsely done.
And now should Juno leave her Jove to me,
Id quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee:
Believe me too, with strange desires I change,
Amongst wild beasts I long with thee to range.
To thy delights and Delia I incline,
Make her my goddess too, because shes thine.
I long to know the woods, to drive the deer,
And oer the mountains tops my hounds to cheer,
Shaking my dart; then, the chase ended, lie
Stretchd on the grass: and wouldst not thou be by!
Oft in light chariots I with pleasure ride,
And love myself the furious steeds to guide;
Now, like a Bacchanal, more wild I stray,
Or old Cybeles priests, as mad as they,
When under Idas hills they offrings pay:
Evn mad as those the deities of night
And water, fauns and dryads do affright;
But still each little interval I gain,
Easily find tis love breeds all my pain.
Sure on our race love like a fate does fall,
And Venus will have tribute of us all.
Jove lovd Europa, whence my father came,
And, to a bull transformd, enjoyd the dame:
She, like my mother, languishd to obtain,
And filld her womb with shame as well as pain.
The faithless Theseus, by my sisters aid,
The monster slew, and a safe conquest made:
Now, in that family, my right to save,
I am at last on the same terms a slave:
Twas fatal to my sister and to me,
She lovd thy father, but my choice was thee.
Let monuments of triumph then be shown
For two unhappy nymphs by you undone.
When first our vows were to Eleusis paid,
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid;
Twas there thou didst a perfect conquest gain,
Whilst loves fierce fever ragd in evry vein:
White was thy robe, a garland deckd thy head,
A modest blush thy comely face oerspread:
That face, which may be terrible in arms,
But graceful seemd to me, and full of charms:
I love the man whose fashions least his care,
And hate my sexs coxcombs fine and fair;
For whilst thus plain thy careless locks let fly,
Th unpolishd form is beauty in my eye.
If thou but ride, or shake the trembling dart,
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art:
To see thee poize the javelin moves delight,
And all thou dost is lovely in my sight:
But to the woods thy cruelty resign,
Nor treat it with so poor a life as mine.
Must cold Diana be adord alone,
Must she have all thy vows, and Venus none?
That pleasure palls, if tis enjoyd too long;
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble strong.
For Cynthias sake unbend and ease thy bow,
Else to thy arm twill weak and useless grow.
Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain,
And by him many a boar and pard was slain;
Yet to Auroras love be did incline.
Who wisely left old age for youth like thine.
Under the spreading shades her amrous boy,
The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy;
Atlantas love too Meleager sought,
And to her tribute-paid of all he caught.
Be thou and I the next blest sylvan pair;
Where loves a stranger, woods but desarts are.
With thee, thro dangerous ways unknown before,
Ill rove, and fearless face the dreadful boar.
Between two seas a little isthmus lies,
Where on each side the beating billows rise,
There in Trazena I thy love will meet,
More blest and pleasd than in my native Crete.
As we could wish, old Theseus is away
At Thessaly, where always let him stay
With his Perithous, whom well I see
Preferrd above Hippolytus or me.
Nor has he only thus exprest his hate;
We both have sufferd wrongs of mighty weight:
My brother first he cruelly did slay,
Then from my sister falsely ran away,
And left exposd to evry beast a prey:
A warlike queen to thee thy being gave,
A mother worthy of a son so brave,
From cruel Theseus yet her death did find,
Nor, tho she gave him thee, could make him kind.
Unwedded too he murderd her in spite,
To bastardize, and rob thee of thy right:
And if, to wrong thee more, two sons Ive brought,
Believe it his, and none of Phædras fault:
Rather, thou fairest thing the earth contains,
I wish at first Id died of mothers pains.
How canst thou revrence then thy fathers bed,
From which himself so abjectly is fled?
The thought affrights not me, but me inflames;
Mother and son are notions, very names
Of worn-out piety, in fashion then
When old dull Saturn ruld the race of men;
But braver Jove taught pleasure was no sin,
And with his sister did himself begin.
Nearness of blood and kindred best we prove,
When we express it in the closest love.
Nor need we fear our fault should be reveald;
Twill under near relation be conceald:
And all who hear our loves, with praise shall crown
A mothers kindness to a grateful son.
No need at midnight in the dark to stray,
T unlock the gates, and cry, My love, this way!
No busy spies our pleasures to betray.
But in one house, as heretofore, well live;
In public, kisses take; in public, give:
Tho in my bed thourt seen, twill gain applause
From all, whilst none have sense to guess the cause:
Only make haste, and let this league be signd;
So may my tyrant, Love, to thee be kind.
For this I am an humble suppliant grown;
Now where are all my boasts of greatness gone?
I swore I neer would yield, resolvd to fight,
Deceivd by Love, thats seldom in the right;
Now on my own I crawl, to clasp thy knees;
Whats decent no true lover cares or sees:
Shame, like a beaten soldier, leaves the place,
But beautys blushes still are in my face.
Forgive this fond confession which I make,
And then some pity on my suffrings take.
What tho midst seas my fathers empire lies?
Tho my great grandsire thunder from the skies 1
What tho my fathers sire, in beams drest gay,
Drives round the burning chariot of the dayl
Their honour all in me to Loves a slave,
Then, tho thou wilt not me, their honour save.
Joves famous island, Crete, in dowr Ill bring,
And there shall my Hippolytus be king:
For Venus sake then hear and grant my prayr,
So mayst thou never love a scornful fair;
In fields so may Diana grace thee still,
And evry wood afford thee game to kill;
So may the mountain gods, and satyrs, all
Be kind; so may the boar before thee fall;
So may the water-nymphs in heat of day,
Tho thou their sex despise, thy thirst allay.
Millions of tears to these my prayrs I join,
Which as thou readst with those dear eyes of thine,
Think that thou seest the streams that flow from mine.


THE SIXTEENTH ODE OF THE SECOND BOOK OF HORACE.

[Published in Miscellany Poems, &c. the same work in which the epistle to Mr. Duke made its first appearance.]

IN storms when clouds the moon do bide,
And no kind stars the pilot guide,
Shew me at sea the boldest there,
Who does not wish (or quiet here.
For quiet (friend) the soldier fights,
 Bears weary marches, sleepless nights,
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold;
Which cant be bought with hills of gold.
Since wealth and powr too weak we find,
To quell the tumults of the mind;
Or from the monarchs roofs of state
Drive thence the cares that round him wait.
Happy the man with little blest,
Of what his father left possest:
No base desires corrupt his head,
No fears disturb him in his bed.
What then in life, which soon must end,
Can all our vain designs intend?
From shore to shore why should we run,
When none his tiresome self can shun I
For baneful care will still prevail,
And overtake us under sail,
Twill dodge the great mans train behind,
Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind.
If then thy soul rejoice to-day,
Drive far to-morrows cares away.
In laughter let them all be drownd:
No perfect good is to be found.
One mortal feels fates sudden blow,
Anothers lingring death comes slow;
And what of life they take from thee,
The gods may give to punish me.
Thy portion is a wealthy stock,
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock;
Horses and chariots for thy ease,
Rich robes to deck and make thee please.
For me, a little cell I choose,
Fit for my mind, fit for my Muse,
Which soft content does best adorn,
Shunning the knaves and fools I scorn.


PROLOGUE TO MRS. BEHNS CITY HEIRESS, 1682.

How vain have provd the labours of the stage,
In striving to reclaim a vicious age!
Poets may write, the mischief to impeach;
You care as little what the poets teach
As you regard at church what parsons preach.
But where such follies and such vices reign,
What honest pen has patience to refrain?
At church, in pews, ye most devoutly snore,
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar;
Ye go to church, to gloat and ogle there,
And come to meet more lewd convenient here:
With equal zeal ye honour either place,
And run so very evenly your race,
Yimprove in wit just as ye do in grace.
It must be so; some daemon has possest
Our laud, and we have never since been blest.
Yhave seen it all, and beard of its renown,
In reverend shape it stalkd about the town,
Six yeomen tall attending on its frown.
Sometimes, with humble note and zealous lore,
Twould play the apostolic function oer:
But heavn have mercy on us when it swore!
Wheneer it swore, to prove the oaths were true,
Out of his mouth at random halters flew
Round some unwary neck, by magic thrown,
Tho still the cunning devil savd his own:
For when th enchantment could no longer last,
The subtle pug most dexterously uncast,
Left awful form for one more seeming pious,
And in a moment varied to defy us;
From silken doctor, homespun Annanias:
Left the lewd court, and did in city fix,
Where still by its old arts it plays new tricks,
And fills the heads of fools with politics.
This daemon lately drew in many a guest,
To part with zealous guinea for — no feast [see note below].
Who, but the most incorrigible fops,
For ever doomd in dismal cells, calld shops,
To cheat and damn themselves to get their livings,
Would lay sweet money out in sham thanksgivings?
Sham plots you may have paid for oer and oer;
But whoeer paid for a sham treat before?
Had you not better sent your offerings all
Hither to us, than Sequestrators Hall?
I being your steward, justice had been done ye;
I could have entertaind you worth your money.

[Note: This and the following verses refer to an occurrence much talked of, especially among the Tories, who were the laughers upon this occasion. The duke of York having been invited to dine with the Artillery Company at Merchant-Tailors Hall, on the 21st April, 1682; an opposition dinner was projected by the Shaftesbury party at Haberdashers Hall, and tickets were presently issued at one guinea each; for the purpose, as it was declared, of commemorating the providential escape of the nation from the hellish designs of the papists, &c. The king, however, issued an order forbidding the meeting, as an illegal one: and this incident supplied the Tories with new channels of ridicule and abuse against their antagonists, who were somewhat depressed by their disappointment.]


PROLOGUE TO N. LEES CONSTANTINE THE GREAT.

[Represented at the Theatre Royal, 1684. Dryden wrote an epilogue for the same piece.]

WHAT think ye meant wise Providence, when first
Poets were made? Id tell you, if I durst,
That twas in contradiction to heavns word;
That when its spirit oer the waters stirrd,
When it saw all, and said that all was good,
The creature Poet was not understood.
For, were it worth the pains of six long days,
To mould retailers of dull third-day plays,
That starve out threescore years in hopes of bays?
Tis plain they neer were of the first creation,
But came by mere equivcal generation?
Like rats in ships, without coition bred;
As hated too as they are, and unfed.
Nature their species sure must needs disown,
Scarce knowing poets, less by poets known.
Yet this poor thing, so scornd and set at nought,
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought.
Disabled wasting whoremasters are not
Prouder to own the brats they never got,
Than fumbling, itching rhymers of the town
T adopt some base-born song thats not their own.
Spite of his state, my lord sometimes descends,
To please the importunity of friends.
The dullest he, thought most for business fit,
Will venture his bought place to aim at wit;
And tho he sinks with his employs of state,
Till common sense forsake him, hell translate.
The poet and the whore alike complains
Of trading quality, that spoils their gains;
The lords will write, and ladies will have swains!
Therefore, all you who have male issue born
Under the starving sign of capricorn,
Prevent the malice of their stars in time,
And warn them early from the sin of rhyme:
Tell em how Spenser starvd, how Cowley mournd,
How Butlers faith and service was returnd [see note below];
And if such warning they refuse to take,
This last experiment, O parents, make!
With hands behind them see th offender tied,
The parish whip and beadle by his side;
Then lead him to some stall that does expose
The authors he loves most; there rub his nose;
Till, like a spaniel lashd to know command,
He by the due correction understand,
To keep his brain clean, and not foul the land;
Till he against his nature learn to strive,
And get the knack of dulness how to thrive.

[Note: Succeeding writers have added Otways name to the melancholy catalogue.]


EPILOGUE, SPOKEN UPON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUKE OF YORK COMING TO THE THEATRE, FRIDAY APRIL 21, 1682.

[This was probably the dukes first public appearance after his return from Scotland. The dinner at Merchant-Tailors Hall, referred to in the prologue to Mrs. Behns City Heiress, (p. 297) took place on the same day. Our authors Venice Preserved was the play acted upon this occasion, and Dryden furnished an occasional prologue.]

WHEN too much plenty, luxury and ease,
Had surfeited this isle to a disease;
When noisome blains did its best parts overspread,
And on the rest their dire infection shed;
Our great physician, who the nature knew
Of the distemper, and from whence it grew,
Fixd for three kingdoms quiet, sir, on you:
He cast his searching eyes oer all the frame,
And finding whence before one sickness came,
How once before our mischiefs fosterd were,
Knew well your virtue, and applied you there [He alludes to Scotland, where the duke had become extremely popular]:
Where so your goodness, so your justice swayd,
You but appeard, and the wild plague was stayd.
When, from the filthy dunghill-faction bred,
New-formd rebellion durst rear up its head,
Answer me all: who struck the monster dead?
See, see, the injurd prince, and bless his name,
Think on the martyr from whose loins he came;
Think on the blood was shed for you before,
And curse the parricides that thirst for more.
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware:
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there.
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve;
He wears a sword will justify your love.
With blood still ready for your good t expend,
And has a heart that neer forgot his friend.
His duteous loyalty before you lay,
And learn of him, unmurmuring to obey.
Think what he has borne, your quiet to restore;
Repent your madness, and rebel no more.
No more let boutefeus hope to lead petitions,
Scrivners to be treasurers; pedlars, politicians;
Nor evry fool, whose wife has tript at court,
Pluck up a spirit, and turn rebel fort.
In lands where cuckolds multiply like ours,
What prince can be too jealous of their powers,
Or can too often think himself alarmd?
Theyre mal contents that evry where go armd:
And when the horned herds together got,
Nothing portends a common-wealth like that.
Cast, oast your idols off, your gods of wood,
Ere yet Philistines fatten with your blood:
Renounce your priests of Baal, with amen faces,
Your Wapping feasts, and your Mile-end high places.
Nail all your medals on the gallows post,
In recompense th original was lost:

[The earl of Shaftesbury was committed to the Tower on the 2nd July 1681; and the 24th November following, a bill was preferred against him for high treason, and rejected by the grand jury. This occasioned much joy to the whigs; and a medal was struck, bearing the likeness of the earl, and on the reverse, a representation of the City, with a sun rising over the Tower and dispelling a cloud; the motto LÆTAMUR. This medal, attached to a ribbon, was worn at the left breast by his partizans.]

At these, illustrious repentance pay,
In his kind hands your humble offrings lay:
Let royal pardon be by him implord,
Th atoning brother of your angerd lord:
He only brings a medicine fit tassuage
A peoples folly, and rousd monarchs rage.
An infant prince, yet lab ring in the womb,
Fated with wondrous happiness to come,
He goes to fetch the mighty blessings home:

[The Duke was about to return to Scotland to bring home his family. The return of the Duchess to England is celebrated in the ensuing address.]

Send all your wishes with him, let the air
With gentle breezes waft it safely there,
The seas, like what theyll carry, calm and fair:
Let the illustrious mother touch our land
Mildly, as hereafter may her son command;
While our glad monarch welcomes her to shore,
With kind assurance she shall part no more.
Be the majestic babe then smiling born,
And all good signs of fate his birth adorn,
So live and grow, a constant pledge to stand,
Of Caesars love to an obedient land.


SPOKEN TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, ON HER RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, IN THE YEAR 1682.

[The duchess of York returned with her husband from Scotland, in May 1682. This address was spoken as a prologue to Venice Preserved, on occasion of her appearing at the Dukes Theatre, May 31st]

ALL you, who this days jubilee attend,
And evry loyal muses loyal friend,
That come to treat your longing wishes here,
Turn your desiring eyes, and feast em there.
Thus falling on your knees, with me implore,
May this poor land neer lose that presence more!
But if there any in this circle be,
That come so curst to envy what they see;
From the vain fool that would be great too soon,
To the dull knave that writ the last lampoon!
Let such, as victims to that beautys fame,
Hang their vile blasted heads, and die with shame.
Our mighty blessing is at last returnd,
The joy arrivd for which so long we mournd:
From whom our present peace we expect increasd,
And all our future generations blest.
Time, have a care! bring safe the hour of joy,
When some blest tongue proclaims a royal boy:
And when tis born, let Natures hand be strong;
Bless him with days of strength, and make em long;
Till chargd with honours we behold him stand,
Three kingdoms banners waiting his command,
His fathers conquering sword within his hand:
Then th English lions in the air advance,
And with them roaring music in the dance,
Carry a Quo Warranto into France

[Rather a clumsy adaptation of the means by which the city was deprived of its charter, and reduced to dependence upon the court, to that of humbling the French nation.]


A PASTORAL ON THE DEATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY.

[Printed among a collection of Mrs. Behns poem, 8vo. 1685]

WHAT horrors this that dwells upon the plain,
And thus disturbs the shepherds peaceful reign?
A dismal sound breaks thro the yielding air,
Forewarning us some dreadful storm is near.
The bleating flocks in wild confusion stray,
The early larks forsake their wandring way,
And cease to welcome in the new-born day.
Each nymph, possest with a distracted fear.
Disorderd hangs her loose dishevelld hair.
Diseases with her strong convulsions reign;
And deities, not known before to pain,
Are now with apoplectic seizures slain.
Hence flow our sorrows, hence increase our fears,
Each humble plant does drop her silver tears.
Ye tender lambs, stray not so fast away,
To weep and mourn let us together stay:
Oer all the universe let it be spread,
That now the shepherd of the flock is dead.
The royal Pan, that shepherd of the sheep,
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep,
Is gone, ah gone! neer to return from deaths eternal sleep!
Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly
Aloft, where the safe milky way does lie;
Mopsus, who Daphnis to the stars did sing,
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king.
Play gently on your reeds a mournful strain,
And tell in notes thro all th Arcadian plain,
The royal Pan, the shepherd of the sheep,
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep,
Is gone, ah gone! neer to return from deaths eternal sleep!


A SONG. TO A SCOTCH TUNE.

I LOVE, I doat, I rave with pain,
No quiets in my mind,
Tho neer could be a happier swain,
Were Sylvia less unkind.
For when, as long her chains Ive worn,
I ask relief from smart,
She only gives me looks of scorn;
Alas! twill break my heart!

My rivals, rich in worldly store,
May offer heaps of gold;
But surely I a heavn adore
Too precious to be sold.
Can Sylvia such a coxcomb prize,
For wealth, and not desert;
And my poor sighs and tears despise?
Alas! twill break my heart!

When, like some panting, hovring dove,
I for my bliss contend,
And plead the cause of eager love,
She coldly calls me friend!
Ah, Sylvia! thus in vain you strive
To act a healers part;
Twill keep but lingring pain alive,
Alas! and break my heart!

When on my lonely, pensive bed
I lay me down to rest,
In hope to calm my raging head,
And cool my burning breast,
Her cruelty all ease denies:
With some sad dream I start;
All drownd with tears I find my eyes,
And breaking feel my heart.

Then, rising, thro the path I rove
That leads me where she dwells,
Where, to the senseless waves, my love
Its mournful story tells:
With sighs I dew and kiss the door,
Till morning bids depart;
Then vent ten thousand sighs, and more:
Alas! twill break my heart!

But, Sylvia, when this conquests won,
And I am dead and cold,
Renounce the cruel deed youve done,
Nor glory when tis told;
For evry lovely, genrous maid
Will take my injurd part,
And curse thee, Sylvia, Im afraid,
For breaking my poor heart.


THE ENJOYMENT.

I.

CLASPT in the arms of her I love,
In vain, alas! for life I strove;
My fluttering spirits, wrapt in fire,
By loves mysterious art,
Borne on the wings of fierce desire,
Flew from my flaming heart.

II.

Thus lying in a trance for dead,
Her swelling breasts bore up my head;
When waking from a pleasing dream,
I saw her killing eyes,
Which did in fiery glances seem
To say, Now Coelia dies!

III.

Fainting, she pressd me in her arms,
And trembling lay, dissolvd in charms;
When, with a shivring voice, she cried,
Must I alone, then, die?
No, no, I languishing replied,
Ill bear thee company.

IV.

Melting our souls thus into one,
Swift joys our wishes did out-run:
Then launchd in rolling seas of bliss,
We bid the world adieu;
Swearing, by evry charming kiss,
To be for ever true.


THE ENCHANTMENT.

I.

I DID but look and love a-while,
Twas but for one half hour;
Then to resist I had no will,
And now I have no power.

II.

To sigh, and wish, is all my ease:
Sighs, which do heat impart,
Enough to melt the coldest ice;
Yet cannot warm your heart.

III.

O! would your pity give my heart
One corner of your breast,
Twould learn of yours the winning art,
And quickly steal the rest.


The Plays
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As a youth, Otway attended Winchester College, an independent boarding school, situated in Winchester, Hampshire. It has existed in its present location for over 600 years. 


Alcibiades 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

Agis, King of Sparta.

Alcibiades, General of Athens, but fled thence in discontent, and made General of Sparta, betrothed to Timandra. 

Tissaphernes, the old General of Sparta.

Patroclus, his Son, friend to Alcibiades.

Theramnes, the now Athenian General, in love with Timandra.

Polyndus, a Young Noble of Athens, his Friend.

Deidamia, Queen of Sparta, in love with Alcibiades. 

Timamdra, a Noble Athenian Lady, betrothed to Alcibiades. 

Draxilla, Sister to Alcibiades, and her Friend.

Ardella, Lady of Honour to the Queen of Sparta.

Priests and Priestesses of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, Messengers, &c.


ACT FIRST.

SCENE FIRST, A PALACE.

Timandra and Draxilla shouts without, Theramnes, Theramnes, Theramnes.

Enter Servant.

Tim.
WHAT mean these shouts?

Serv.
— Oh all your hopes are crost,
The Gallant Alcibiades is lost.

Tim.
Hah! — 

Serv.
— When last Night the Youth of Athens late
Rose up the Orgia to Celebrate
The Bacchanals all hot and Drunk with Wine,
He led to the Almighty Thundrers shrine,
And there his Image seated on a Throne
They violently took and tumbled down:
This opportunity Theramnes got,
To supplant him, and his own ends promote;
For by the Senate he was doomd to bleed,
And that his Rival shoud in all succeed;
But he the threatning danger to evade,
Is to the Spartan Camp for Refuge fled:
And now by order from the Senate, all
With shouts proclaim Theramnes General.

Tim.
But is he fled? has he so meanly done,
To leave me to be wretched here alone.
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth?
Oh too unkind, false and unconstant Youth!
[Exit Serv.

Drax.
Madam, believe not but my Brothers just,
You wrong his honour by this mean distrust;
Think you that distance can his Love rebate.

Tim.
Thy young Experience never felt the weight
Of Lovers fears; if Just, hell easily
Excuse that Love that breeds this Jealousie.

Drax.
But Madam, for these doubts no grounds you have.

Tim.
Alas! goe ask of Mad-men why they Rave.
What more could Fate do to Augment my Woe?
I Love, am Mad, and know not what I do.
I, who before had nothing in my Eyes,
But Glory and Love growing to delight,
Like Chymists waiting for their labours prize;
My hopes are dasht and ruind in their height.

Drax.
Alas, we but with weak intelligence
Read Heavens decrees, Thare writ in Mystick since;
For were they open layd to Mortal Eyes,
Men would be Gods, or they no Dieties.
Perhaps the wiser powrs thought fit this way
To give your growing happiness allay,
Lest should it in its high perfection come,
Your soul for the Reception might want roome.

Tim.
Thy Reasons kind Draxilla, weakly move,
What Woman ere complaind of too much Love?
No, had I naked to the World been left,
Of Honour, and its gawdy Plumes berest:
Yet all these I with gladness could resign,
So Alcibiades had still been mine;
But he removd, what can they give alone?
What is the casket when the Jewels gone?

Drax.
Madam, if he be gone, tis to obtain
A nobler lustre, and return again:
Think you his great soul could with patience see,
His rifld Honours heapd ons Enemy;
And not his Rage have grown to that excess,
As must have ruind all your happiness.
But he withdrew, and like a Zealous Hermit did forgoe
Those little Toys, to gain a Heavn in you.

Tim.
That Zeal must needs be very weak and faint,
That lets the Votary forsake his Saint;
No, he is happy in some other flame,
And from his breast has blotted out my name:
So that there nothing more remains for me,
But a kind Death, or a long Misery.
But Death alones thunhappy Lovers ease,
That Seals up to us an Eternal Peace
By that our souls to endless pleasures move,
And we enjoy an Everlasting Love.
Yet ere I dye, as dye I feel I must,
To Alcibiades I would be just;
Fain would I let him know how I resign
All in him, that his past Vows had made mine;
Then to its seat in peace my soul should flye,
And calmly at my Lovers feet Id dye.
Draxilla, for thy Friend, what couldst thou do?

Drax.
Madam, I could do any thing for you;
I know not what youd ask me Id deny,
Except that cruel thing, to see you dye.

Tim.
Some safe disguises for us then provide,
From watchful eyes our sudden flight to hide;
Hence to the Spartan Camp Ile forthwith move,
Born on the wings of Jealousy and Love;
For Im resolvd to know the worst of Fate
I woud be blest; can be unfortunate;
Since tis the only thing of Heavn I crave,
To meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave.
Theramnes at the Door.

Th.
— Stay kind Polyndus here
Whilst I go pay my just devotion there:
[Steping to Tim.
See fairest Queen of Love and Beauty here,
Your faithfullest & humblest Worshiper.
Distance adds to their Loves a Violence;
And their souls hold from far Intelligence.
Thus my mistaking Policy out-run
My Fate; and Im by my own Plots undone.

Pol.
Why do you let your soul be so opprest?
Tis Patience best befits a gallant Breast.

Th.
Patience! Whats that? The Mistress of tame Fools,
That can in nothing else employ their souls;
No, since Timandra thou canst disapprove,
My just flame for an absent Rivals Love,
Il find that Rival out, and snatch his breath,
Though evry step I tread, encounter Death.

Pol.
Now Sir yare brave — 
Already yave disarmd Timandras charms,
Me-thinks I see you Revling in her Arms;
Lets then oth Wings of Love and honour fly
To th Field, and meet th insulting Enemy:
Where through the paths of death and blood, wel go
To meet your Rival, and his Countrys Foe:
There the remembrance of Timandras charms,
Shall add fresh courage to your Conqring Arms.
But if Fate the success so order shall,
That by your Rivals Sword you chance to fall:
I then (as honour justly will command,)
Inspird by Friendship and Timandras Name,
Will bravely stem him, and with this bold hand
Revenge, or fall a Victim to your flame.

Th.
Oh noble generous Youth! whose tender years,
Such gallant courage and such honour wear!
How can my aymes but in my wishes end,
That have so worthy and so brave a Friend?

Embraces him.
Come my Polyndus. — 

Pol.
— On my Friend Ile wait,
Through all the Labarinths of Love and Fate.
[Exeunt.

SCENE.

The Tent of a Pavilion Royal; the King and Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Tissaphernes, Patroclus, Guards, Ladys, &c.

King.
Now must proud Athens lay her Tryumphs down,
And pay her Glorys Tribute to my Crown;
No more shall stupid Greece her Fetters wear,
Nor make disadvantagious peace for fear;
But she her self must in subjection come,
And humbly at my feet expect her doom.

Tiss.
Yes Sir; all Glorys must when Yours break forth,
Go out, and lose their Beauty, and their Worth;
And like false Angels Vanish and be gone,
Dreading those shapes they durst before put on.

Pat.
Athens, the Worlds great Mistress will not be
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry.
Her Glory aymes at higher Characters,
Then heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furrs:
Who wins her deeds bove common Fate must do,
And so shes only Mistress fit for you.

King.
Yes, and I only will enjoy her too.
But noble generous Youth, thou has alone
Things Worthy the Athenian honour done:

To Alcibiades.
Thou like a towring Eagle soardst above
That lower Orb in which they faintly move;
A flight too high for their dull souls to use,
Which prompted em that honour to abuse:
Thinking their baseness they might palliate,
With the dark Cloud of Policy and State.
But let them that black mistery pursue,
By worth and honour Empires greatest grow;
Which when abusd, their glory does suppress,
As reversd prospects make the object less.

Alcib.
Yours Sir, like Heavns great soul is General;
Dispensing its kind influence on all.
This makes success and Victory repair,
To move with you as in their proper Sphear;
As fragrant dews leave the corrupter earth,
Exhaild by thSun from whom they had their Birth.

King.
The truth of that we by your Lawrels know,
Conquest your Arms, Triumph still waits your brow;
By your success th Athenian greatness rose,
Your courage scatterd their insulting Foes;
And from that height to which by you thare grown,
Tis your success alone must throw em down
Thus have we made you Genral of our Force;
And all those honours you were robd off there,
Well make our study to redouble here.

Tiss.
And I, (if that my Malice tell me true,)
As diligently shall his Plagues pursue.

Aside.

Alcib.
Of all my Courage or my Sword shall do,
I the success must to your Vertue owe:
The honour and the justice of your cause,
So glorious are, Fate must from them take Laws:
So You ore Athens this advantage have,
You Fortune rule, to whom shes but a Slave.

King.
Enjoy my Tissaphernes now thy ease,
And plant fresh Lawrels in the shades of Peace.
The glorys thou hast won, so numrous are,
They seem as many as thy age can bear.
But if thy spacious soul thou canst confine,
Within this narrow Mansion of mine:
Be this the utmost of thy wishes bound,
Possess his grateful heart, whose head thast Crownd.

Tiss.
Heavn knows my Age does feel no sharper sting,
Then to want powr to serve so good a King.
But since time tells me that my glass is run,
Setting me backward where I first begun;
Since no way else they can their duty show,
Ile only employ my hands to Heavn for you:
And what my Sword cant, may devotion do.

King.
How truly he a glorious Monarch is
Thats Crownd with blessings so sublime as these!
How can I but in all things happy be,
Propt by such Courage and such Piety?
To me with Gods similitude is givn:
Tis powr and vertue that supports their Heavn.
Our Royal Standard to the City bear,
TAlarm it to Obedience, or to War;
To Morrow must decide th Athenian Fate,
This day to joy and ease wel Consecrate.

Exeunt Om. praet. Tiss.

Tiss.
Ungrateful King! thy shallow aymes pursue,
But my brisk Up-start Favrite, have at you.
Was it for this my active Youth I spent
In War? and knew no dwelling but a Tent!
Have I for this through Invious Mountains passt?
Demolisht Cities, and layd Kingdoms wast
Still in his Cause unwearied courage shown?
And almost hid his head in Crowns I won!
Upon my Breast receivd so many Scarrs,
They seem a War describd in Characters!
And must the harvest of my toyle and blood,
Upon a fawning Rebel be bestowd?
Who having false to his own Country been,
Comes here to play his Treasons ore agen?
Must he at last tumble my Trophies down,
And Revel in the Glorys I have won?
Whilst from my Honours, they me disengage
With a dull Complement to feeble Age.
What ayles this hardy hand, that yet it shoud
Tremble at death, or start at reeking blood?
Me thinks this Dagger I as firmly hold,
[Draws a Dagger.
And with a strength as resolute and bold,
As he who kindly would its point impart,
A present to an envyd Favrites heart;
And I fond Youth will try to work thy fall,
Though with my own I Crown thy Funeral.
Envy and Malice from your Mansions flie,
Resign your horrour and your Snakes to me;
For Ile act mischiefs yet to you unknown;
Nay, you shall all be Saints when I come down.
Finis Actus Primi.


ACT SECOND.

SCENE FIRST. A GROVE ADJOYNING TO THE SPARTAN CAMP.

Timandra and Draxilla.

Tim.
WHAT uncouth Roads Afflicted Lovers pass!
How strange prepostrous steps their Sorrows trace!
Oh Alcibiades, if thou art just,
Forgive thexcess of Love that bred distrust.
Driven by that, disguisd I hither came,
Yet here and evry where my griefs the same.
But kind Draxillas Friendship can dispel,
The thickest Clouds that on sad Bosoms dwell,
That does alleviate my griefs, and give
My wearied soul a soft and kind Reprieve;
Which ever to forget, would be as hard,
And as impossible, as to Reward.

Drax.
The serving you, my happiness secures
Im only somthing by my being yours;
Since equally with yours, my hopes were crost,
When in your Lover I a Brother lost;
Then like an Orphan destitute and bare
Of all but Misery and sad despair,
Your Kindness gave my yeelding spirits rest,
And raisd me to a dwelling in your breast:
Then ought I not in all my soul resign,
To ease her griefs that kindly pittyd mine?

Tim.
In that I did what honour urgd me to.

Drax.
And honour tells me Gratitude is due.

Tim.
But how grows Gratitude to that degree,
To be afflicted thus, and weep for me.

Drax.
Alas, that is the least that I could do,
To our worst Enemies our Tears we owe.
Friendship to such a noble height should rise,
As their devotion does in Sacrifice;
Who think they shew a zeal remiss and small,
Except themselves as nobler Victims fall.
With as great courage could I for you dye,
And my Triumphant Soul to Heavn should fly;
There I again my Friendship would renew,
And lay up chiefest joyes in store for you.

Tim.
What vast and boundless flights does Friendship take!
Beyond what search can see, or fancy track!
Tis the improvement of the part divine,
When souls in their Seraphick transports joyn;
In souls united, so we friendship see,
As many glorys make a Diety.
Enter Alcibiades from the back part of the Scenes.

Drax.
Madam, yonder he comes who must retrieve
Your drooping hopes, and your faint joyes revive.

Tim.
My Alcibiades! how I begin
To think my misplact jealousy did sin!
Go meet him, seem all troubled, and in tears,
And with the tale I taught thee wound his ears:
Mean while I will with-draw my self this way,
Nor would my swelling passion let me stay.
Goes to the Door.

Alcib.

What ayrie Visions ore my eyes there move,
Like the good genius of an absent Love!
Where ere I turn me, I me-thinks espy,
Timandras Image softly gliding by.
Such fond Ambition, Love his Slaves does teach,
To make em fancy what they cannot reach.
For oh Divine One! — 
How sickly joyes, honour and greatness grant,
When thee the glory of my soul I want!

Drax.
My Lord! — 

Alcib.

— Guard me, ye powrs Draxilla here,
And weeping too! Oh my Prophetick fear!
What ist your coming here would seem to tell?
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princess well?

Drax.
Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night,
When to the Spartan Camp you took your flight,
When by the cruel Senate you were drove,
Both to forsake your Country and your Love,
Timandra, and my self, and we were sate
In her Apartment, grieving for your fate:
No sooner with sad Jealousies opprest,
Her wearied soul in sleep sought after rest,
But grief new Scenes of misery brought in,
And plaid in Dreams its horrours ore agen:
Sometimes her tender Arms shed forward stretch,
Then fiercely at the empty ayr would catch:
Wearied with grief, she then would milder be,
And in a hallow sigh send out, Ah Me!
At last she rose, and bout the Chamber walkt;
Sometimes she started, then stood still and talkt:
Anon, repeat some short and pithy prayr;
Agen grow wild, and tear her pretious hair;
Till having so wrought sorrow to that height.
That her soul grew too tender for the weight:
Ere I my courage could collect to go,
And give a hindrance to the fatall blow,
She with her Dagger stabd her self, and said,
Thus dyd Timandra that unhappy Maid.

Alcib.

Ye Gods! Ist thus your Justice you dispence
To lay threward of Guilt on Innocence?
What though these Sacriledgious hands have thrown
Your Images, those Pageant Glorys down!
Must you revenge on her I lovd transfer?
You might have plagud me, so yad pittyd her.
But thus Ile send my soul, where it may tell
She lovd too rashly, but not lovd too well;
Oh Sister! do not hinder me my death;
Sighs are the only use Ive left of breath:
Offers to fall on his Sword, but is hindred by Draxilla.
One blow will put an end to grief and Me.

Enter Timandra.

Tim.
That Sir you must not do, nor must I see.
[Al. starts.
Why fly you back? nay, if you shun me now,
I shall grow apt to think my fears too true.

Alcib.

Oh Heavens! does then my dear Timandra live!
The Joys too mighty for me to receive;
This was the greatest bliss Heavn had to give.
How rashly did my impious rage prophane
Your Goodness! oh but wash away that stain,
Then I with Victims will your Altars load,
And have a Sacrifice for evry God.
Till by those holy fires, this black offence
Be purgd and purifyd to Innocence.
But dearest, how could you so cruel be,
To let such bliss be drest in misery?
To tell me you were dead!
How could you think but thhorror of that breath,
Must damp my Soul, and chill me into death.

Tim.
Alas, my fears could find out no relief,
But thus tassault you in the garb of grief;
This tryal of your Faith my Joy secures,
As Thunders usher in refreshing showrs.

Alcib.

Let us no longer then to doubts give way,
But hast to thConsummation of our Joy,
So with our bright united flames, dispell
Those anxious mists that on our bosoms dwell,
Being of no other Jealousie possess,
But which shall kindest prove, and love the best.

Tim.
And when our faithful happy hearts shall be
Firmier united by that sacred tye,
How in an endless Road of bliss well move,
Steering our motions by our perfect Love!
There we with pleasure will recount each woe
Which we have passt, and others undergoe.
There well reflect oth various hopes and fears,
The mournful sighs and the impatient tears
Of distrest Lovers, whilst well kindly thence,
Through a strange mystical Intelligence,
Give em Redresses by our influence:
Till so by ours, — 
Their full-grown Joyes receive a happy birth,
As Planets in their kind Conjunctions bless the Earth.

Alcib.

Then my Timandra to our Bliss lets fly,
Theres but one minute more to Extasy.
[Exeunt.
Enter Queen and Ardella.

Queen.
Oh my Ardella, whither shall I turn?
Im all ore flame, in evry part I burn.

Ar.
Your Majesty — 

Queen.
— Fool, Majesty! whats that?
Th Ill-naturd pageant mockery of fate;
When her ungrateful sportive powr shed show,
Raising us high — 
To barr us of the benefits below.
But Ile her servile Policy despise,
And make her stoop to Loves great Victories.
Th Almighty Powr of Heavn came down from thence,
To tast the sweets of Amrous Excellence:
Why then should Princes that are Gods below,
Think that a sin which Heavn is proud to do?

Ard.
But Madam, is it not a cruel thing,
Tabuse a Loving Husband and kind King?

Qu.
Dull Girle, thou knowst now what a Husband is.
Alas, they never reach the height of bliss,
But ignorantly with Loves Magick play,
Till they raise Spirits they want powr to lay.
In that brave Alcibiades there swarm,
So many graces, hes all over charm;
Such killing Ayres in each part of him move,
His Brow darts Majesty, and his Eye Love:
Oh my Ardella, I am lost in thought!
I fain woud have thee — yet tis false, Id not.

Ard.
Madam, your Royal pleasure but relate,
Ile be as faithful, and as firm as Fate.

Qu.
Art thou then skilful in Loves subtle arts,
Cunningly to lay Ambuscades for hearts?
Canst thou express a melting kind desire,
And give a feeling draught of Loves soft fire?

Ard.
Madam, so subtly Ile his heart betray,
As one, who by some great Magicians powr,
Is hurryd through the Regions in an hour,
And for return again, can find no way.

Qu.
My better Angel! fly then swift as time,
Or thought; thou gainst a Queen in gaining him.
But use such secresy as stoln Loves should have,
Be dark as the husht silence of the Grave.

Ard.
Madam, distrust not but that I shall do,
Both what is to your Love and Honour due.

Qu.
Honour! a very word; an empty name:
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame!
Give me the Soul thats large and unconfind;
Free as the Ayr, and boundless as the Wind:
Nature was then in her first excellence,
When undisturbd with puny Conscience,
Mans Sacrifice was pleasure, his God, sence.

Enter Tessaphernes.

Tiss.
Madam by thKings command Im to you sent,
Whattends your Royal presence in his Tent.

Qu.
I go. — 

Exeunt. Qu. and Ardella.

Tiss.
— Now all is Ripe, me-thinks I see
Treason walk hand in hand with Destiny,
And both in a kind Aspect smile on me.
Now the whole Court proceeds to solemnize
The Nuptials of proud Alcibiades.
Where evry thing does as Id wish combine,
To give a happy end to my designe.
It is the custom at a Marriage Feast,
The Bridegroom — 
With a full Bowl presents his cheifest guest.
The Cups by my great secresy and care,
With strongest potion all infected are:
Which when our Alcibiades shall bring,
And offer as his duty to the King,
The Poyson and his sudden death will seem,
Fully a Trayterous design in him.
Then must the Crown descend on me, and so
I feast my Rage, and my Ambition too.
Let Cowards spirits start at Crueltie,
Remorse has still a stranger been to me.
I can look on their pains with the same eyes,
As Priests behold the falling Sacrifice,
Whilst they yell out the horrour of their moans,
My heart shall dance to thMusick of their groanes.
[Exit.
Enter Captain of the Guards.

Cap.
Look that your care and diligence be great,
See the Guards doubled, and each Centnal set.
[Exit.
The Scene drawn, discovers the Tent of a Pavilion; in it an Altar, behind which are seated the King and Queen attended by Tissaphernes, Patroclus, and the rest of the Camp; about the Altar stand several Priests of Hymen.

King.
Each day brings some surprize of pleasure, here
Love vyes his Tryumphs with the God of War.
Six Priests of Hymen Dance.
The Dance ended, Enter chief Priest and Priestess of Hymen; Priest leading Timandra, and the Priestess Alcibiades.

Priest Sings.
Distracting Jealousies and fears,
Heart-breaking sobs and restless tears
Fly to the breasts that are
Wrackt with despair
In this, Priest.

Or this.

Cho.
No tears but those of Joy, no paintings but of bliss.

Priestess.
Yes, yes, by Love alone we see
On Earth the glorys of a Diety:
For tis the greatest work above,
To be innocent and Love.
Those then that flame so nobly here,
What Ravishing delights must they have there!

Cho.
Who on Earth to their honour are just, and their Love
Must reap the chief blessings above.

Priest.
Lets then proceed, and Hymens aid implore,
To joyn those hands whose hearts were linkt before.

Priestess.
Agreed.

Prest.
Agreed.

Priest.
Agreed.

Prest.
Agreed.

Cho.
Hymen, Oh Hymen, come away,
Crown the wishes of this day.
See, see these pure refind desires,
Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch to improve their fires.
Whilst this Chorus is singing, Hymen enters with his Torch, and joyns their hands with a Wreath of Roses, which the Priestess strikes with her Spear and breaks, then they offer both parts upon the Altar.
This Ceremony ended, a Dance is performd by four Priests and Priestesses of Hymen, all carrying in their hands short Spears muffld with flowers and boughs of fruit, after which a Bowl is brought in, and presented to Alcibiades, who immediately upon the receipt bows to the King, who descends with the Queen, and receives the Bowl of him, then speaks.

King.
To shew how strict a Reverence I have
For evry thing that Loyal is, and brave,
Drawing near to Tissaphernes.
This signal honour only due to me,
Thus Tissaphernes, I confer on thee.
[Presents him the Bowl
Thus Tissaphernes I confer on thee.
[Presents him the Bowl.

Tiss.
Confusion! what means this?

King.
— Nay, do not start,
It is the offering of a grateful heart:
Come drink to such a depth as may express
Thy wishes for their Joy, and Spartas happiness.

Tiss.
I must obey your Majesty — 
Proffering to drink, lets fall the Bowl, and seems to Swoun back.

Pat.
Alas my Father!

King.
— How fares our worthy Friend?
Hence quickly for our chief Physitians fend.
So much this Aged Hero I esteem,
I rather could part with my Crown than him.

Tiss.
My health Sir needs no other help than this,
[faintly.
That you will pardon its Infirmities.
The Wine was of so strong an Excellence,
Its Spirits provd too mighty for my sence.

Alarum without. Enter Officer.

Off.
Dread Sir, your Camp th Athenian Force Alarms:
Without the City Gates thappear in Arms.
And with a numerous and Warlike train,
Begin their March upon the Neighbring Plain.
Their bloody Ensignes all displayd appear,
And hold an amrous Combat with the Ayre:
Loosly they flye, and with a Wanton play,
Seem to salute the Sun-beams in their way:
Whilst their shrill Trumpets rattle in the skye,
As if with Musick theyd charm Victory.
And this Triumphant Pride does higher grow,
That they may make a Conquest fit for You.

King.
Tis well, evry Battalia Re-inforce
With my late fresh supplyes of Persian Horse:
Their Fate no longer will delay endure;
Prepare to fight em in this very hour.
Id have this day hereafter famous be,
For the Renown of Love and Victory.
Shouts from afar Enter another Officer.

2d. Off.
The Enemy Sir does on the Plain appear,
And with Re-ecchoing shoutings pierce the Ayr.

King.
So Beasts decreed for slaughter ere they fall,
With their own Bellwings ring their Funeral.
Finis Actus Secundi.


ACT THIRD.

SCENE FIRST: THE CAMP.

Tissaphernes.

Tiss.
CURSE on my niggard Stars, they were so poor,
That my Revenge provd greater than their powr,
My fury had begot so vast a Birth,
Fate wanted strength enough to bring it forth.
Trumpets afar off sound a Charge.
That sprightly sound darts fiercely through my soul,
Oh that I might one minute fate Controule;
Could but command one happy fatal Dart,
To send it self into Genrals heart.
Enter King and Queen attended.

King.
Thus must proud States submit when Monarchs claim:
They govern in a rude disorderd frame,
As Stars in a dim Senate rule the Night,
But Vanquish at the Suns more Potent light.
Athens now feels the fury of my heat:
A powr like theirs, divided, cant be great:
It may tumultious and numrous show,
But nere contract to give a steady blow.

Qu.
In States those monstrous many-headed powrs
Of private intrest publick good devours.
Tis true, when in their hands a rule they gain,
They know to use that power, not maintain,
Like Pyrats in a Fleet, a while they may
Seem dreadful; but when by some juster force
Opposd — 
Each his own safety seeks, and shrinks away.

Tiss.
You Sir have Vanquishd Emprours, Fetterd Kings:
States are such mean and despicable things,
Compard with other glorys yave subdud,
Their Conquest seems but a soft Interlude.
Trumpets from far sound a Retreat.

Enter Messenger.

Mess.
This minute Sir, your Glorys are compleat,
The routed Enemy makes a faint Retreat:
Victory blushing, they no more could do,
With a full wing directs her flight to You.

King.
Thus Desdamia are our wishes Crownd,
Love and Renown in the same Sphear go round:
Our lasting Loves draw lasting Victories,
Whilst Courage takes his flame from Beauties eyes.
Enter another Messenger.

2d. Mess.
Thus hourly Sir, fresh glorys you receive,
Athens no mores your Enemy, but Slaves
Like the sad Ruins of a Hurricane,
Their totterd Troops are scatterd ore the Plain,
And in disorderd Parties make away.

King.
Relate, how went the busness of the Day?

Mess.
Brave Alcibiades has wonders done.
Nere greater Courage was in Sparta shown.
Troops were not able to withstand his shock,
Like thunder from a Cloud his fury broke
On all his Enemies, and like that too,
Death and Amazement did attend each blow.
Long doubtful Fortune dallyd on her Wheel,
And neither seemd to move it, nor stand still,
Till at the last the brave Polyndus fell.
His loss did so amaze the Enemy,
That in disorder they began to fly.
Yet brave Theramnes Rallyd in their head,
Though to their fate was but a while delayd,
For by our Genral he was Captive made.
And which agen they did their flight renew,
With numbers too so totterd and so few,
It had been Barbarism to pursue.
Thus fair Timandra, who from far had been
An anxious looker on this Tragick Scene,
With all the hast Joy could, or love afford,
Flies to congratulate her Conquring Lord;
Now both in solemn Triumph this way move,
To Crown your Glorys as you Crownd their Love.

Trumpets. Enter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra and Theramnes Prisoner: Alcibiades kneels to the King.

King.
Sir, of your bravry Ive already heard,
So much above the power of Reward;
It were but just that I should homage do,
And offer up acknowledgments to you.
Rise Sir, and give this Ceremony ore,
The posture ill becomes a Conquerour.
[Alcib. rises.

Alcib.

Conqurours that are Triumphant in the Field,
Must at their Monarchs feet their Trophies yield;
For all those glorys which their Conquests claim,
They only have subordinate from them.
Thus, though my Sword this Captive has orecome,
It is from You he must expect his Doom.

Th.
Yes, and in this you have orecome him too,
He cannot talk Sir half so fast as you.
Curse, though I am your Prisoner, I hate
To hear your pride upbraid me with my Fate.

Alcib.

Why Sir, wast not my favour that you live?

Th.
No; for I hate that Life your hand did give.
Know, had your Fate been mine — 
I should have urgd kind destiny more home,
And there have Revelld Rival in your room.

Alcib.

Sir, for your Love, you shew but weak pretence,
When all your Arguments is Insolence.
Whence does it spring?

The.
— From whence your bliss you draw,
Love, that nere clogd his Proselytes with Law.
I lovd this fair one first, and you must know
Il love her still; And whats all that to you?

Alcib.

This Rudeness Sir, my fury cant Engage,
You are ill-mannerd, and beneath my Rage.

The.
But know, Il follow still my hate to thee;
Nor shall my Chains obstruct thy destiny:
Thou didst supplant me in Timandras Love,
For which I gave thy glorys a remove;
And on thy Ruins made my self more great:
But since my wishes Fate would not compleat,
My Fury with my Fortune shant decrease,
Il still pursue thy Life and happiness:
By all despaires dark arts thy fall design,
Till in thy blood I write Timandra mine.

Alcib.

Rave on; know of your threats no sence I feel,
Id laugh at em, wert not to loose a smile.

King.
But Il take care that he shall better know,
What tis a Captive for his life does owe,
How dare you offer here these Injuries?
Know you how much this gallant man I prize?
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear,
Be his Bounds narrow, and restraint severe,
Since in your breast such a hot frenzy reigns,
Wel try how you can brave it in your Chains.

Th.
So King, as Thou shalt envy what Thas done,
I have a soul can smile when Thou dost frown.
Whilst I Timandras fair Idea wear,
I cant want freedom, for Il think of her.

Exit Guarded.

King.
Thus Madam, to your Eyes must Conquest bow,
Who are your Slaves no other Fetters know.

Tim.
If any charms in me there can appear,
They only are confind and bounded there:
No greater aymes, nor more Ambition know,
Thou how Sir to obliege him that serves you.

Alcib.

Your genrous pitty to our faithful flames,
That power which it gave em justly claimes.
Thus happy by your great indulgence made,
In Joyes so perfect, nothing can Remove,
Your spreading gloryes nere shall shrink or fade;
Till you forget to aspire, and we to love.
But how dare I Usurp the least pretence,
Who only borrow all my Lawrells hence!
[pointing to Patr.
This is that noble Youth, who, when I stood
Beset on every side with death and blood:
To my relief such genrous succour brought,
And things so much above evn wonder wrought.

Pat.
You, Sir, that taught me friendship, taught me too,
How much is to that Sacred title due.
No Sir, if your Life at hazard lye,
Though thousand deaths should dare me on Il fly,
And Conquer all, or bravely with you dye.

Alcib.

In gallantly you are so absolute,
That I grow faint, and flag in the pursuit.
Yet that return accept in silence here,
Which is so great twill no expression bear,
[Embraces him.

Tiss.
Hell! Sure my blood is grown degenerate.
Can this my Son Embrace the man I hate?
[Aside.

King.
How Tissaphernes, is thy good age blest
In such a Son, of such a friend possest?
Thus from thy Revrend Trunk fresh glories spread,
And with their pious Lawrels shade thy head.

Tiss.
In this warm Comfort patiently Il sit,
Till Fate shall come and claim her latest debt.
Sometimes my Youths past Triumphs Il review,
And please my self they are approvd by you:
Alas Ive nothing else left now to do.
[Ironically.
Oh my dear Boy! Sir, be my Joy thus showne,
Possess the Father as youve gaind the Son.
[Embraces both.

King.
Monarchs thus propt, the shocks of Fate defie,
No bonds so firm as those which Friendship tye.
[Exit King attended; Manent, Alcibiades, Timandra and Draxilla.

Alcib.

Now noblest Sister, how shall be repayd
Those large endearments which your love has made.
Our happiness will but Imperfect prove,
If midst the growing pleasures of our love,
We nothing else ingratitude can do,
Then only with a happiness to you.

Deax.

What I have done Sir, never had regard,
To that Sinister thing we call Reward.
Good deeds their worth and value have from hence,
They their own Glory are and Recompence.

Alcib.

But Sister, if I might one Question move;

Drax.
Your pleasure Sir? — 

Alcib.

— Could you not Madam — Love?
The Friend in whom Im happy since I came,
In honours as renownd as in his name.
He, when I to him often would Relate
The sad adventures of my love and fate;
So much your gallant Friendship did admire:
That with your Character he grew on fire;
And bears a flame so noble and sublime,
As not to love agen would be a crime.

Drax.
Sir, thats a thing I cannot now discourse;
Love rarely Conquers with a sudden force.
Nor must I that acknowledge as my due,
Which was perhaps a Complement to you:
If any thing in me he can approve,
I may believe it gallantry, not Love.

Alcib.

I shall no more your modesty offend.
Pardon a forward Zeal to serve my Friend.
But if ought add a blessing, twill to see
You made as happy as you have made me.

Exeunt.
Enter Tissaphernes and Patroclus.

Tiss.
Dyou understand, Patroclus, what yave done?
Have you considerd that you are my Son?

Patr.
Sir, tis a title I am proud of. — 

Tiss.
How can you then descend to things so base,
That blot my Glory, and my Name deface?
Whilst thus your blinded folly so adores,
The only Traytor that my soul abhorrs?

Patr.
How Sir, I doat upon the man you hate!
No, I had never thoughts so impious yet,
By all my hopes, if any wretch there be
So unhappy to be held your enemy,
Rather then in my Breast his image bear,
Id raze it from my heart, or stab it there.

Tiss.
Stay least you should pronounce too rash a doom:
Believe it is a blow will wound you home.
But I will try — 
What genrous resolution you express,
Know then you must hate Alcibiades.

Patr.
Protect me heavn! can you command that I
Should break that knot you did so lately tye!
Wast not your love that did our friendship joyn?
Did not your kind imbraces second mine?

Tiss.
Embraces! Love! and kindness! what are these?
The outward varnish that our hearts disguise.
Hast thou so long with Courts conversant been,
The various turns of power and greatness seen,
And hast thou not this mistery yet found,
Always to smile ins face we mean to wound?
Come you must hate him, nay and kill him too.

Patr.
Oh let me rather beg my death from you.
Can you command me Sir to wound a heart,
Whereof I do profess so great a part?
In that I should prove a self-murderer:
Peircing his Breast I stab m own image there.

Tiss.
Come lay these idle boyish scruples down,
Do as becomes your Vertue and my Son.
Can you behold him revling in my place,
And turning all my honours to disgrace.
And can you of so little value prize
The honour of your blood, not to shed his?

Patr.
Oh Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theam,
Twill blast your gloryes and your wreathes defame.
Do but look on that like you would destroy,
See if it bent as spotless and serene
As that which in their heavn blest Saints enjoy,
Pure and untoucht but with a thought of sin.
By all th endearments of a filial love,
[kneels.
And if that charm cannot your pitty move,
By my dear Mothers ghost, whose dying prayer
Bequeathd me her chief treasure to your care,
This unjust cruel enmity lay down,
And do not in his friend destroy your Son.
On the past bravry of your youth look back,
There the bright paths of all your Triumphs track:
Think what twill be those gloryes to exchange,
For a base brutal infamous revenge.
Oh Sir recal, recal the dire decree,
Tis such a deed as fate will shrink to see.

Tiss.
Then tis the bitter to be done by me.
Give this unmanly Childish pitty ore,
Or nere presume to call me Father more.

Patr.
Then see how I resigne that intrest here:
[rises.
Thus all the bonds of duty canceld are.
Whilst such black horrours in your soul I see,
Yare not my Father, but my enemy.
Now against me let all your vengeance come,
Thus thus my breast for your revenge has room.

Brave Alcibiades. — 
No, since such barbarous mischiefs you dare do,
Il dye for him, but scorn to live for you.
Why dont you strike Sir? is your rage grown faint?

Tiss.
I fear Ive too much trifld with this boy;
Curse on his honour, twill my hopes destroy.
But Il smooth all in time. Oh my dear Son,
Now art thou worthy to be cald my own.
None but a heart thats truly noble coud
Ever deserve a Title to my blood.
No, may ye both in your brave friendship be
As truly happy, as I am in thee.
Thats curst. — 
[aside

Patr.
Is then my father kind? can he approve
Our friendship? does he once more crown our love?
Oh Sir, let thus m acknowledgment be givn,
As we for blessings offer thanks to heavn.
[kneels.

Tiss.
Rise, rise thou comfort of my Age, I now
Have understood all I could wish to know.
Alas, in this disguise I did but try
The strength and vertue of thy constancy.
Tis a refreshment to this heavy head,
To prove that vertue which my self have bred.
Thus blest in peace Il to my Grave descend.
As the declining Sun goes down at night,
Pleasd with the rising of an off-spring light.

Patr.
Such mystick wayes fate does our loves confirm,
As rooted Trees stand faster by a storm.
After this shock our friendships more secure,
As Gold tryd in the fire comes forth more pure.
[Exit.

Tiss.
Theres some foundation yet for my design;
The Captivs brave, Il try to make him mine.
Unwearied I will let my fury range,
And leave no heart unsearcht to find revenge.
[Exit.

SCENE A DARK TENT.

Theramnes in Chains.

The.
How sweet a quietudes in fetters found!
That it seems almost freedom to be bound.
Though thus confind, my agile thoughts may fly
Through all the Region of variety.
Here in a trice I can the World run ore,
And finish whole years labours in an hour.
But oh my Mistress! my Timandra lost!
That is the only bitterness I taste.
This outward fetter but my Body chains,
But that the freedom of my Soul detains.
Why by my Rivals Sword did I not fall;
So bravely have embracd one death for all?
Yet why should I court such an abject hate?
Courage is the supporter of the great.
Methinks Ive something yet to do, might prove
Becoming both my courage and my love.
Il — hah this does my busie thoughts prevent.
[Enter Tiss.
Is that old friend for a Tormenter sent?
Good Sir, upon what message are your come?
Am I then destind to some harder doom?

Tiss.
No, I am come to give your sorrows ease:
I know you hate Sir Alcibiades:
Nay and I know you love Timandra too.

The.
Well Sir, all this I know as well as you.

Tiss.
Come if you dare be brave, bet on this theam:
Dare you Sir ravish her and murder him?

The.
For what dark ends do you this question bring?
Dare! sdeath, old Sir, I dare do any thing.

Tiss.
That word then all my former doubts secures,
Be only reslute, and Timandras yours.
My stratagems so subtly I will lay,
That to your arms your Mistress Il betray.
Thus then, as the first step to our design,
Your guards Il with adulterated wine
Secure; so they Charmd in a Lethargy,
Il from your bonds and prison set you free.
Then when some happy moment shall present
Timandra left ungarded in her tent,
Both of us thither in disguise will move,
To end your rival and compleat your love.
For when your fill of bliss you have enjoyd,
And your full pleasures with themselves are cloyd:
I thither will alarm our enemy,
Where by both Swords he shall be sure to dye.
And the next night (the watch-word given by me)
You may, scape through the Guards to liberty.

The.
Revenge! my love enjoyd, and freedom too!
Then in the name of Pluto be it so.
What stupid ignorance the World possest,
That only fury plact ith youthful breast!
No tis in age alone great Spirits are young:
The Souls but infant when the Bodys strong.
These hoary heads like grisly Comets are,
Which always threaten ruin death and war.

Tiss.
Alas such tame Souls know but half a growth,
Il make my age a step to a new youth:
Such murders and such cruelties maintain,
Il from the blood I shed grow young again.

The.
Lets in the name of horrour then go on;
Methinks I long to have the busness done:
Something like Conscience else may all defeat,
You know Sir Im but a raw villain yet.

Tiss.
Conscience! a trick of State, found out by those
That wanted power to support their Laws;
A bug-bear name to startle fools, but we
That know the weakness of the fallacie,
Know better how to use what nature gave.
That Souls no Soul which to it selfs a slave.
Who any thing for Conscience sake deny,
Do nothing else but give themselves the lye.
[Exeunt.

SCENE THE CAMP.

Enter Patroclus and Draxilla.

Patr.
Why Madam do you fly a lovers prayr?
Is cruelty the priviledge oth fair?

Drax.
You cannot Sir ith Camp be beauties slave,
Where honours th only. Mistress of the brave.

Patr.
But tis a rugged honour got in Arms,
When not made soft by beauties sweeter charms.
That melts our rage into a kind desire,
Whilst love refines it in his purer fire.

Drax.
Lovers whose flights so sublime pitches choose,
Oft soar too high, and so their quarry loose.
But you Sir know to moderate your height,
Missing your game can easly slack the flight.

Patr.
Such faint essays may fit a common flame,
But my desires have a far nobler Aime,
Religious honour, and a zeal thats true,
Raisd by that Deity to which I sue.

Drax.
Those who to deities their offerings pay,
Make their addresses in an humbler way.
Not in a confidence of what they give,
But modest hopes of what they shall receive.

Patr.
I in my offerings no assurance have,
Though an ambition to become your slave.

Drax.
Yes, but when once admitted to that place,
Youl still be looking for some acts of grace.

Patr.
Some little favours pitty cant deny,
You are too noble to use cruelty.

Drax.
See Sir the Queen, I beg you Sir forbear.
[Exeunt.

Patr.
Madam this way — 
Enter Queen and Ardella.

Qu.
Did he then suffer no surprize shew
Of alteration? lets the progress know.

Ard.
In order Madam tyour command I went,
And met him coming from the Royal Tent:
Where after th usual Ceremonies past,
Ere I would feast I gave him first a taste,
Told him how much his courage you approvd,
That he in no mean path of glory movd,
Who in his Arms had so successful been,
Tengage a Monarch and oblige a Queen.
Then nearer came, and whisperd something more,
Began to intimate loves mighty powr.
He briskly took the hint, and readily
Began to urge some pretty things to me.
By which encouragd I to th busness drew,
Told him in fine it only was his due
To be admird by all, and lovd by you.

Qu.
And did not then his alterd looks betray
Some extasie? some marks of lively joy?

Ard.
No Madam, he knew better policy,
Talkt of your honour, and his loyalty,
Fine smoothing terms to cloak a passion in.
But if your Majesty — 

Qu.
— What? — 

Ard.
— Had but seen
How much his carriage did his words deceive,
When with a gentle sigh he took his leave,
As if he languishd till the minute came.

Qu.
Dost thou then think he entertains my flame?
Lets to my Tent and wait his coming there,
Such swarms of love within my Breast there are,
The heats too furious for my Soul to bear.
What would I give but for a taste of bliss!
Oh the choice sweets of a stoln happiness?


ACT FOURTH.

SCENE I.

Alcibiades Solus.

Alci.

UNDER what fatal Planet was I born!
Sure at my birth the Heavens themselves did mourn.
Disjoynted nature did her course forbear,
And held within her Womb a civil War.
I who but now did fame and Conquest bring,
And added to the glories of a King,
Must see my Trophyes all thrown down agen,
By the base passions of a lustful Queen.
Why was I not born to a common fate,
Free from the glorious troubles of the great,
So in some humble Cell my years have spent,
Blest with a private peaceable content.
The vulgar mortal feels not fortunes harms,
The highest structures still are shook with storms.
See too shes here; what shall I do or speak?
Fate has beset me, and Ive no way to take.

Enter Queen.

Qu.
My Lord you something discomposd appear,
Surely theres nothing that can fright you here.

Alci.

Majesty Madam is a thing divine.

Qu.
If that disturb you Sir, Ile lay by mine.
Methinks I apprehend a greater pride,
To view the man whose glories spread so wide.

Alci.

Madam you on em set too high a price.

Qu.
Perhaps I see not Sir with common eyes.
They best of honour judge that honour have.
I find a secret in me says yare brave.
You need not Sir unfold it, you can guess,

Alci.

How craftily she would her lust express,
And set her ills off with a winning dress.
Whats to be done, which way shall I conclude?
I must abuse my King, or must be rude.
I cannot speak — 

Qu.
— My Lord! lets sit a while,
Wont you vouchsafe your visitant a smile?

Alci.

Smiles Madam were too insolent a joy.

Qu.
Fye! put these formal complements away,
Ardella sing that Song I heard to day.

SONG.

The brightest Goddess of the Sky,
How did she panting sighing lye,
And languishing desire to dye
For the Triumphant God of war,
Amidst his Trophies did appear,
As charming rough as she was fair.

2.

Their loves were blest, they had a Son,
The little Cupid, who has shown
More conquest then his Sire ere won.
He grew the mightiest God above,
By which we him a Rebel prove
To heavn, that dares be so to Love.

3.

How soft the delights, and how charming the joy,
Where love and injoyment each other support!
Let the Cynical fool call pleasure a toy,
Who nere fame ith Camp had, nor love in the Court:
O so kindly the Combates each other succeed,
Where tis Triumph to dye, and a Pleasure to bleed.

Alci.

The Air is charming. — 

Qu.
— Retire.
[Exit Ardella.
No lively Symptoms of a growing fire!
Il urge him further — 
My Lord, your
Yare ill; Cold drops upon your brows appear;
Il wipe em off, come Sir, your fears remove,
You need not blush to tell me you love.
Il do it for you, nay I will do,
Blush for my self for you.
Sure this will take wonder mean,
Is love so strange? — 

Alci.

— Oh name that agen,
Could you such wrong to royal do?
Think whats to heavn and to your vertue due.

Qu.
Must I be hated then? and Sir by you?
[angerly.
Pish, why dyou talk of heavn and now?
[mildly.

Alci.

Not new-made mothers to their infants bear
A firmer passion, or a tendrer care
Show me yours or your honours enemy,
See with what vigour tyour revenge Ile fly.
For you with life I willingly could part,
But whilst that lasts, Timandra has my heart.

Qu.
The heavy pleasures of the marriage Bed,
Dull repetition soon will dead
Taste fresher joys, and when they ,
Then the old pleasures may seem .

Alci.

Could I expect to have such language heard,
Where beauty and such innocence appeard?

Qu.
Can you my ,
And ist so difficult a ?

Alci.

Love Madam! only
As you are fair, ,
Ile love you as the .

Qu.
A Sister ,
So little we can hardly name what tis.
Where is the transport,
to a sharp appetite.

Alci.

I know yare
Your beams the lustre of a King adorn,
That King whose piety me happy made,
And can I in return profane his bed?
Though Madam Ive livd free, and never see
Limits to any thing we call delight,
Yet raise not new rebellions in blood:
Beauty hath darts too keen to be withstood.

Qu.
Yet all its power has no force ore you,
Your cruel hearts immoveable, but know
Twill to your honour be but ill applyd,
That for your love a Queen, neglected, dyd.

Alci.

What ist you majesty would have me do?

Qu.
Are you so ignorant that you dont know!

Alci.

Death, not to have some sense were to unman
My self; but Ile be conqurour if I can.
Should I be made a captive to her charms,
Ere I am warm in my Timandras arms?
One stratagem Ile for my freedom try,
Madam no longer Ile your powr deny.
[to the Queen.
For if these eyes had nere Timandra known,
You only might have calld my heart your own.
But whilst with her I enjoy love, and life,
And you remain the mighty Agis wife;
Know this is all I can in justice do,
Im ready on your least commands, to shew
I live for her; but yet could dye for you.

Qu.
Must I then only border upon bliss?
Rest on the confines of my happiness?
As Souls that are excluded heavn for sin,
See all its glories, but cant enter in.

Alci.

No Madam; free from the dull clogs of sense,
Wel reap delights of nobler excellence.
Our entwind Souls each other shall enjoy,
Tread vertues paths, and never loose their way.
But if one in his motion chance to err,
Strait regulate it by the others sphear:
— Till at the last,
When the short Zodiack of this life wave past;
With new impt Zeal beyond the Stars weel fly,
There meet, and mingle to a Deity.

Qu.
Then to all hopes of happiness adieu,
Since my chief bliss Ive lost in loosing you.
Oh the Tyrannick cruelty of fate,
That lets us know our happiness too late.
Yet why shoud I to fears and sorrows bend,
If only on their fate my hopes my depend?
A Rival, and a King, I may remove:
Theres nothing difficult to them that love.
[Exit Queen.

Alci.

Shes gone. — 
Greatness, thou gaudy torment of our Souls,
The wise mans fetter, and the range of fools!
Who ist woud court thee if he knew thy ills?
He who the greatest heap of Honour piles,
Does nothing else but build a dangrous shelf,
Or erect Mountains to orewhelm himself.
[Exit.
Scene a Grove adjoyning to the Camp.
Enter Tissaphernes and Theramnes disguisd.

Tiss.
Now Sir yare free, and prosperously move,
To reap the long wisht harvest of your love.
One minute and yare in Timandras arms,
New fetterd in the power of her Charms:
Methinks the thought evn my old blood Alarms.

The.
His rage sure works him to an extasie:
How the old Monster hugs his villany!
Good Sir dispatch, I cannot brook delay;
I wast in expectation of my joy.
But heart, did you not hear a murmring talk?

Tiss.
Perhaps tis she come in this Grove to walk:
Stay here they are, by heavn the same, tis she.
[They go to the door.
Retreat a while; blest opportunity.
Enter Timandra with a Book in her hand, and Draxilla.

Tim.
Methinks Draxilla when Atlanta ran,
And slaughter was the only prize she wan;
Her power a too cruel rigour bore,
To kill those she had wounded so before.
[Theramnes throws off his disguise.

The.
Then Madam be not guilty of her ill:
Me the poor wretch yave wounded do not kill.
Ah in your heart, if such a sence there be
Of the injustice of her cruelty;
How much more pitty from your breast is due
To him, who evry minute dyes for you!

Tim.
My Lord Theramnes! by what lucky hap
Have you from guards and prison made escape?

The.
Who wears your sacred image in your breast,
Is of such pure Divinity possest,
And from ignoble bondage so secure,
That feeble chains fall off, and loose their powr.

Tim.
Then Sir in your intended flight make haste,
Least by some fatal chance yare once more lost.

The.
No, I enjoy a nobler safety here;
No danger dares approach when you are near.
These Groves to lovers bliss are dedicate,
Free from th uncivil outrages of fate.
Come, lets to something like delight draw nigh,
And loose our selves a while in extasie.
[seizes roughly on her.

Tim.
Guard me ye powers! Draxilla help my Lord!

Tiss.
Good gentle Madam, if you please one word.
[Draxilla runs out crying help, and Tissaphernes after her.

The.
I cannot see my Rival blest alone;
Must he reap all the sweets, and I have none?

Tim.
This outrage on my knees I beg forbear:
See Sir it is Timandra sheds a tear.
[Tiss. returns.
Her whom you vowd you lovd with noble flame,
Oh dont by savage lust prophane that name!
If tis the envy of your Rivals joy,
Remove, remove th offence some other way:
Save but my honour, and my life destroy.

The.
Such tenderness might cool anothers blood;
But I am too unhappy to be good.
Let vertue to dull Anchorites repair,
Who nere had Soul enough to know despair.
Ile banish the encroacher from my breast,
And shake him off ere he take hold too fast.
Come lets retire within this covert by;
I am impatient, and my blood boyls high.

Tim.
I will not go, Ile dye a Martyr here.

The.
Then I must drag you.

Tim.
— Barbrous Ravisher!
Oh! Oh! — 

Enter Alcibiades.

Alci.

— Did I not hear a tender cry!
Oh Heavens! turn base hell-hound, turn and dye.
[draws.

The.
That Sir will thus be better understood.
[draws.

Tiss.
Yave undertook Sir more then youl make good.
[draws.
[They both make at him.

Enter Patroclus.

Patr.
Hows this; assaulted! and by such base odds!
Courage my freind! — 
After a fierce fight between Alcibiades and Theramnes, Patroclus and Tissaphernes, Patroclus drives his Father off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes through.

Alci.

— To the accurst abodes
Of torturd Souls that in dark horrour dwell,
Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell,
It was my Sword that sent thy soul to hell.

The.
Hold Sir, enough, I must your victim fall,
Though an atonement for my sin too small.
My hasty Soul can make no longer stay,
Death touls his leaden Bell, and calls away.
And now, like some sad travler, taking view
Of the long Journey that I have to go,
Whilst I my thoughts to heavns sweet mansions bend,
Without your mercy no admittance find.
Oh but one word of pardon ere I dye,
Secure of that, my Souls dares boldly fly.
Absolvd by you, it must have welcome there,
As incense that is offerd up with prayr.

Tim.
My pardon and my prayers too receive,
More then your guilt could ask me I could give.
Be happy as your penitence is true;
And may kind heavn forgive you as I do:
[weeps.

The.
Ah! can your piety vouchsafe a tear
Of pitty, on an impious Ravisher!
My Soul will leave me in an extasie:
And I shall want the sense to know I dye.
Thus, pure Divinity, at your feet I bow,
Here tis my Soul would make her latest stay:
Nor can she — 
Beginning hence her journey miss the way.
But Id forgot; beware of — 
[Dyes.

Alci.

— Who can fear
That is securd by charms so powrful here?
Within these sphears my Guardian Angels move;
These are my seats of safety, as of love.

Tim.
They weakly others guard, that cant defend
Themselves; I fear more mischief may depend
On this disaster. — 

Enter Patroclus.

Alci.

So when a storms blown ore,
And a calm Breeze has smoothd the rugged deep,
The joyful Mariners can fear no more:
But thus imbrace and full their cares asleep
[Embraces
Welcome my lifes Protectour and only freind.
Hah! what does that sad look, and sigh intend?
Are you Sir wounded? — 

Patr.
Yes too deep I fear.

Aloi.
Forbid it Heavn; where ist?

Patr.
— Oh here Sir, here,
My Soul is pierct, Im torturd evry where,
Your freind! ah let that Title be no more,
Behold me as a wretch forlorn, and poor.
Imagine evry form of misery;
And when yave sumd up all, then look on me.

Alci.

Now some blest Angel to my Soul reveal
This doubt; can he be wrongd, and I not feel?
Ah kind Patroclus this sad silence break.

Patr.
Oh Sir you must not hear, nor must I speak.
Paint out black horrour in its deepest dread,
And troops of Murders hovring ore your head,
And when that hideous Masque of Hell you see,
Think if you can that they came all from me.

Alci.

Confusion! how my thoughts begin to start!
A new unwonted heat has seizd my heart,
Something unruly, that would fain get place,
But Ile subdut, — be free, kind friend, alas!
Force me not wrong our freindship and your worth.

Patr.
That charms resistless, and I feelt will forth.
But oh it must not, duty does forbid:
Yet whats my duty if my honour bleed?
Know then, — now that this stubborn heart would break!
My cruel Father — oh I dare not speak.

Alci.

Hah!

Patr.
— Led by some blind mistaking jealousie,
Heaps treasons upon you and shame on me.
It was by him Theramnes made escape,
And twas he backt him in this impious rape.
But oh no more, shame does my words suppress,
Yet think what he will do that durst do this.
Il go and try if I his rage can stay:
I may divert the stream another way.
[Exit Patro.

Alci.

Kind youth; I cannot fear thy Fathers hate:
He sells his honour at too cheap a rate.
What have I done that could be calld a wrong?
No Ive a guard of innocence too strong;
Whilst I unspotted that and friendship bear,
No danger is so great that I need fear.

Tim.
Yet be not Sir regardless of my fears;
Some pity have of these sad sighs, and tears.
Whither oh whither, would your rashness lead;
To urge a ruine leveld at your head?
Let us — 
To some recess thats safe and humble go,
Timandra can bear any thing with you.
Let intrest the unfixd and wavring sway,
With us — 
Love shall supply what fortune takes away.

Alci.

Sure tis not my Timandras voice I hear,
She nere had cause to think that I could fear.
Have I so many dangers over-past,
Poorly to shrink from villany at last?
No, with my innocence Ill brave his hate,
And meet it in a free undaunted state;
See all with smiles, as fearless, and as gay,
As Infants unconcernd at dangers, play.

Tim.
Then Ile perform what to my love is due;
Unsteady doubts be gone, blind fears adeiu.
I were unworthy of the heart you gave,
Were I then you less faithful, or less brave.
And of my courage too this proof Ile give,
When you dare meet a death, Ile scorn to live,
Nor longer be a vassal to my fear;
Weel in each others chance a portion bear:
So fate has thus at least some kindness shown,
Neither can wretches be, nor blest alone.
[Exeunt.
Scene the Camp.
Enter Tissaphernes and four Villains.

Tiss.
Ist done? — 

1 Vil.
Sir to a point your wills fulfild;
Theramnes guards as they lay drunk we kild.
Draxilla too, by th ambush you had layd
For your retreat, was on her flight betrayd.

Tiss.
Next, as from me, be there a message sem,
To bid my Son attend me in my Tent;
Ins passage thither you may seize him, so
Convey him to the Cave — 

1 Vil.
— My Lord, we go.

Tiss.
Ye are the best of Rogues; but disappear:
[Ex. 3. Vill.
You know your busness: So the King is here.
Enter King and Queen Attended.

King.
Lead to the Grove — 

Tiss.
Oh Sir, theres Treason in the Camp, retreat,
But now the Guards I in confusion met,
Who led me where Theramnes I beheld,
The late Athenian Captive General killd.
That little breath he had left hemployd to shew
His honour, and his Gallantry to you:
Treasons so strange and horrid did relate,
As would seem almost Treason to repeat.
But Sir you have no longer safety here:
Secure yourself, and leave all to my care.

King.
No more, you know not what you urge me to:
Secure my self! am I a King, or no?
That Monarch who when dangers near, sits down,
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne.
The best securities in courage are,
We but subscribe to Treasons which we fear.
Be free, and let me the bold Traytor know,
To stem the torrent I my self will go:
In state Ill meet the fond Capricious wretch,
And dare him with that Crown which he would snatch.

Tiss.
Alas dread Sir, force me not to declare
The name, would wound your sacred breast to hear.
I in reviling honour should offend:
He once was noble Sir, and calld me friend.

King.
How Sir your friend! and Traytor to my Crown!
Reveal him, or his Treasons are your own.

Tiss.
Alass, but must I!— tis so foul a deed,
I speak.

King.
Hell Sir; dye play? proceed.

Tiss.
Then to be short, he you so lately strove
Tengage in all the firmest tyes of love,
He whom you almost had from nothing raisd,
And on the highest seats of honour placd;
Has thence this use of all your favours shown,
To make em steps to mount into your Throne.

King.
Defend me! what do I hear! — 
Sir you have raisd a tumult in my breast,
Which will not be so suddenly appeasd:
By Heavns see all that you inform be true,
Or may all torments which to thdamnd are due
Light on me, if inflicted not on you.
The brave Athenian false! it cannot be:
His Soul nere dreamt of such impiety.

Tiss.
Sir yare unkind if you suspect me false,
I never yet abusd your ears with tales.
Had I such mystick Policy pursud,
Perhaps Id now been kindlier understood.

King.
Alas dear friend misconstrue not my Zeal,
Weigh not my Passions in nice Reasons Scale.
Who woud believe a King should blindly place
His love so firmly, for returns so base?
Wrack me no more, but the dark scruple clear:
My Souls in a Convulsion till I hear.

Tiss.
Yes Sir, tis he, and thus his Plots were layd.
Th account I from the dying Captive had;
Whom he with liberty had bribd, to joyn
With him in this his Treacherous design,
This night with enemy your Camp tenvade,
On promise it should be by him betrayd.
Which when the Gallant Captive did disdain,
He was to Combat dard, and by him slain.
If you insist on farther evidence,
Theramnes murderd Guards enough convince:
Hence you may farther confirmation have.

King.
Be bold; speak what thou knowst. — 

4 Vil.
— When to relieve
The Captives Guards, I by command was sent,
I found em murderd at th door o the Tent.
In one of em some life did yet remain,
Who told me they were by our General slain,
Cause they Theramnes freedom had denyd.
More he had said, but at these words he dyd.

King.
It was enough. Treason, how dark art thou?
In shapes more various then ere Proteus knew.
By Heavn Ile make him base, despisd, and poor,
More wretched then ere Monster was before.
Naked, and stript of all his dignities,
Ile lay his odious Crimes before his eyes.
Then when his mind is labring with regret,
To make his infamy the more compleat,
Some common slave shall on him justice do,
And send his Soul among the damnd below.
Guard wait on him — 
[to Tissaphernes.
Go ere my love return, and I repent,
And seize upon the Traytor in his Tent.
A speedy vengeance best befits this wrong,
Twere too much mercy to delay it long.
Enter Alcibiades and Timandra.

Alci.

This ways the King?

Tiss.
Hes here leapt into th net.
Thus Sir the King salutes you.
[Guards seize Alci.

Alci.

Slaves retreat.

Tim.
Alas my Lord!

Tiss.
— Sir tis the command.
The least of em I never durst withstand,

Tim.
But Sir what meaning can this usage bear?

Tiss.
The King Sir quickly all your doubts will clear.

King.
Away with him, thou Poyson to my eyes.

Alci.

The basest wretch not unconvicted dyes.
Sir, let me know what tis that I have done,
Unworthy of my honour or your Crown.
If in your cause whod spend his dearest blood,
As is to be your meanest Vassal, proud,
No greater welfare then in yours does know,
If he be an offender, I am so.

King.
How cunningly he would seem innocent,
And guild with flattery his foul intent!
Thus Traytours in their fall are like the Sun,
Who still looks fairest at his going down.
Sdeath Sir, do you believe me Child, or fool,
Whom evry fawning word, or joy can rule?
By Heavn Ile let you see Sir your mistake;
Hence with the Traytour quickly to the wrack.

Alci.

Sir, hear me speak. — 

King.
What ist that you can say,
Who would my Crown and your own trust betray?
When you from Prison set the Captive free,
Basely to win him to your Treachery:
Whom, when on him your plots could nothing do,
You killd, cause he more honour had then you.

Alci.

By all above Sir I am innocent;
I nere knew what the thought of Treason meant.
But know from whence this jealousie you drew,
From him that hates me, and abuses you:
Theramnes had his liberty from hence;
[to Tissapher.
And for designs so base. — 

Tiss.
— Oh impudence!
To what prodigious height will treason climb!
Dare you Sir charge me with your heavy crime?
Old as I am, my Sword should do me right.
But — 

Alci.

— Monster hence, and them that fear thee fright.
Thinkst thou to play with the black deeds thast done?
Were I but free, though naked and alone,
Thou too defended by a desprate crew,
And all indeed more near being damnd then thou;
This single Arm should prove my cause is good,
And Chronicle my honour in their blood.

King.
Ist thus Sir you would plead your innocence?
Think you toutbrave us with your impudence?
Once more the Traytor to his tortures bear.

Qu.
But Sir your justice now is too severe.
Twere an ill Tryumph after victories,
To make the Conquerour the Sacrifice;
That Gallantry some priviledge may plead.

King.
His treasons are too plain and open layd,
And all his merits weighd against them light.

Qu.
Should we him guilty of worse crimes admit,
And that ins death youd worthiest justice show,
Yet to forgives the nobler of the two.

King.
When Deidaira pleads I cant deny,
His dooms this time recald, he shall not dye;

But (robd of all his joys) let him be sent
To a perpetual imprisonment;
His treasures rifld, and his Wife a slave.

Alci.

Here on my knees let me one favour crave.
Whatever fate you have designd for me,
It is embract, but Sir let her be free;
Let all the weight of the alleadgd offence
Light upon me; wrong not her innocence.

Tim.
How mean and abject is your courage now!
Think you that I dare suffer less then you?
No Sir; in this he has no right to plead;
What ere you think either has merited,
Let equally justice on us both be shown;
And as we are, so let our fates be one.

Alci.

Thou wonder of thy Sex! — 

King.
Il hear no more:
How dare you tempt an angry Monarchs powr?
But since his fate so grateful you esteem:
Let her be Prisner too, but far from him.
He must not be so happy to have her,
For fetters would be blessings were she there.
Go see you execute our orders strait.

Tim.
Thus we with smiles will entertain our fate.
My dearest Lord farewel, let not a sigh
Or tear proclaim we greive our partings nigh.
Were it to quit our happiness a pain,
Joy were not then a blessing, but a chain.
No, let us part, as dying Martyrs do,
Who leave this life only to gain a new.
Greif equally ignoble were as vain,
Since we at least in Heavn shall meet again.

Alci.

So from their Oracles the Deities
Instruct the ignorant World in Misteries.
But, part! that word would make a Saint despair.
Obedience cannot be a vertue here.
If so ye Gods ye have such precepts givn,
That an example would confound your Heavn
You duties beyond your own omnipotence enjoyn;
Can you forsake your Heaven, or I leave mine?
Till when thus King Im fixt beyond remove,
With all the Cements of an endless love.
Kill me, thou yet shalt of thy ends despair,
My Soul shall wait upon her evry where,
Nay Id not fly to Heavn till she came there!

King.
Shall I thus see my self out-pravd? away,
He is a Traytor that but seems to stay.
[Alcibiades snatches a Sword from one of the Guards.

Alci.

Now I am armd, death to that wretch that stirs.

King.
Sir, do you think to look us into fears?
Disarm him Guards, or kill him.
[They sight and disarm him.

Tiss.
Push home ye Dog — 

Alci.

— Sordid slaves.
Thus evry Ass the helpless Lyon braves.
Adieu divinest of thy Sex, adieu!
I never thought that I could part till now.
Now I deserve the worst fate has in store,
That in so brave a cause should do no more.
[The Guards offer to lead him off.
Yet stay one look. Thus does the needle steer
To his lovd North, and fain would come more near:
When in the eager prospect of his joy,
He is by some rude artist snatcht away.
Farewel, — 

Tim.
Farewel, and if your memory
Ere trouble you with such a thing as I,
Let not a sigh come from you, but beleive
Id rather be forgot, then you should grieve.

Alci.

Such worth shall in each Temple have a shrine;
What, to regain her, would I not resign?
But shes too heavnly to be longer mine.
[Exeunt several ways Guarded, and looking back at each other.

King.
Shes gon, but oh what mighty charms there lye
Coucht in the narrow circle of an eye!
Had she but stayd another minute here,
I had worn chains, and been her Prisoner:
And still I fear my heart is not my own;
For if so bright when to a Dungeon gone,
How would she shine Triumphant on a Throne!
[Exit.

Qu.
So now or never must my love succeed,
Vainly weak King hast thou his doom decreed.
In this beginning of his fall thast shown
But the imperfect figure of thy own.
Few hours remain twixt thee and destiny,
Till when grow dull in thy security.
Timandras and thy death is one design;
Then if a Crown can tempt him, he is mine.
[Exit.


ACT FIFTH.

SCENE I.

Tissaphernes Solus.

Tiss.
NOW like a Lyon on my prey Ile feast.
Revenge! thou solace to a troubled breast.
Could but Theramnes in Elizium know,
How would his Chost rejoyce at what I do!
[Theramnes Ghost rises.

Gh.
Oh no — 

Tiss.
Death, what is that I hear and see?
Begon dull Ghost; if thou art damnd, whats that to me?

Gh.
From deepest horrour of eternal night,
Where Souls in everlasting torments groan,
Where howling fiends be chaind, and wheres no light,
But thickest darkness covers evry one,
I come to warn thee mortal of thy sin;
Short time is here left for thee to remain.
Twere fit that thy repentance soon begin,
For think what tis to live in endless pain.
Farewel — 
[Descends.

Tiss.
— Twas an odd speech, but be it so:
Pish; Hell it self trembles at what I do;
And its submission better to express,
Sends this Embassadour to make its peace.
Let idle fears the superstitions awe;
With me my resolution is a law.
Repentance now would be too late begun:
Ages cant expiate what I have done.
And if below for Souls such torments are,
Methinks theres yet some bravry in despair.
The easie King looks little in his State,
His Crown is for his Head too great a weight:
But I will ease him, and adorn this brow.
Thus to my aimes no limits Il allow.
Revenge, Ambition, all thats ill, shall be
My busness; so Il baffle destinie.
Hell! no, — 
Il act such things whilst here I have abode,
Till my own Trophyes raise me to a God.

Enter Queen.

Qu.
Now such an Engine is it I would have,
I know he is a Traytor, and is brave.
Il bait him with ambition that may move;
Then if complacent to my ends he prove,
In seeming to comply with his design,
Il make him but an instrument to mine:
For when success me to my wishes calls,
Il shake him off, and then unpropt he falls.
My Lord! — 

Tiss.
Madam!

Qu.
My Father lovd you well,
Ive heard him oft of your achievements tell
When in his Camp such gallant deeds you wroughe,
And always victory and triumph brought:

Tiss.
Madam, your Father was all good and just.

Qu.
Be could, why may not I your honour trust?

Tiss.
You wrong it ; your Father lives in you
As I was his, I am your Champion too.
Though old, against your Foes this Sword shall
Your right; name but your Traytor, and hes dead.

Qu.
Nay Sir, the Traytors not alone my Foe,
His injuries extended are to you,
To you to whom he owes all he enjoy
Yet basely him that gave him growth destroys;
Whilst for his ills he would his kindness plead,
To heap your honours on your Rivals head.
Rally your Courage up, if you are brave,
And at once mine, and your own honour save.

Tiss.
Your Majesty would mean the King. Do ye try
My resolution, or my Loyalty?

Qu.
Your Courage Sir is known, your Loyalty,
If you have any, youl find due to me.
Through me these honours you in Sparta bore,
And twas my Father made you great before.
Now know it is the King, whose perjured Soul
Has done me injuries so base and foul,
That all thats good will blush at; his vowes past
To me all in anothers love are lost.
Nay, with my honour too my life must bleed,
He, with the Generals, has my fall decreed,
To take the fair Timandra to his bed.
Lets go surprize him now hes full of Wine,
Revenge me on his life, his Crown is thine.

Tiss.
Madam, indeed the injuries you feel
Cry loud; nor do I tamely see my ill.
But you must swear to me you will be true,

Qu.
By all thats holy Il be so to you.

Tiss.
Il dot, but Madam know I undertake
To hazard life and honour for your sake,
Should you betray me: — 

Qu.
Nay now you are unkinder then before.
To my first Oath Il add a million more.

Tiss.
And you will still be mindful of the Crown?

Qu.
Had he ten Thousand, they were all your own.

Tiss.
This thens his fate; pitty a Crime were here:
He shant have time enough to make a prayer.
[draws a Dagger.

Qu.
Be bold; and prosper in thy brave design,
And when his deaths performd, the next is thine.
[aside.

Tiss.
This trap was dangrously and subtly layd,
[Exit.
But I am not so easily betrayd.
Her love to Alcibiades I know,
Her Woman for me did that kindness do.
And since she is so good at the design,
Il to oblige her give her one of mine.
My zealous urging of her Oath was done,
Not to prevent her plots, but hide my own.
Il cherish her in all that she pretends,
So make her ayms but covers to my ends.
For when Im seated on the Spartan Throne,
Both her and all her Treasons Il disown:
Prove both her judge and her accuser too,
And on her my first act of justice do.
So all my doubts and fears will be ore-past,
And by her fall I fix my self more fast.
[Exit.
Enter a Chair of State with a Table by it, and upon that the Crown and Scepter.
Enter King and Lords.

King.
My Lords, no more, wave drank too deep; Id now
A while be private.

Lords.
— Royal Sir, we go.

King.
Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleasing ayr
Appease my sorrows, and delude my care.
[Sits down.

SONG.

Princes that Rule and Empires Sway,
How transitory is their State!
Sorrowes thee gloryes do allay,
And richest Crowns have greatest weight.

2

The mightiest Monarch treason fears,
Ambitious thoughts within him rave;
His life all discontent and cares;
And he at best is but a Slave.

3.

Vainly we think with fond delight,
To ease the burden of our cares.
Lach grief a Second does invite,
And sorrows are each others heirs.

4.

For me my honour Il maintain,
Be gallant generous and brave;
And when I Quietude would gain,
At least I find it in the grave.
[the King falls asleep.
Enter Queen and Tissaphernes with a Dagger.

Qu.
He sleeps; now let the fatal deed be done.
Hah! what are these, the Scepter and the Crown!
So did the drousie Dragon sleep, when he
Lost the rich fruits of the Hesperian Tree.
First wel secure his Crown, and then he dyes.
Takes up the Crown.
Thus Im dischargd of all my promises.
[puts it on his head.
Take this, and if I claim your promise too,
Yare King, and justice is your duty now.
Come by his fall — 
This your first step to glory solemnize,
I make you King, make him my Sacrifice.

Tiss.
Il dot, but stay — 
[advances towards the King

Qu.
— Nay, quickly to him go,
Sir he expects no Ceremony now.

Tiss.
Thus then I — hah! how alterd am I grown!
I stand amazd, and dare not venture on.
There is in Majesty a secret charm,
That puts a fetter on a Traytors arm;
I cannot dot — 

Qu.
Then look on her that dares.
How despicable is the man that fears!
Give me the fatal Instrument of death;
My self will in his heart that dagger sheath;
[takes his dagger from him.
Then blush to think, if ere the World should know,
That a frail Woman durst do more then you.
Courage — he smiles, — 
[advances towards the King.
Some pleasing dreams his fancy entertain;
Oh it were pitty he should wake again.
Thus King, thy life and Empire I command:
Accept this from thy Deidamias hand.
Stabs him

King.
Hah murderd! Deidamia, and by you!
What ist that faithless Woman will not do
Henceforth all Loyalty and love farewell.
When after ages shall this story tell,
Twill be a truth too sad to be receivd;
Nor shall the World be by it self believd.
Did I for this evn Crown and Empire quit,
To lay all my Ambition at your feet?
When at the Altars strictest vows I paid,
Nor were they with less zeal performd then made!
I lovd you far above that life yave spilt,
Till evn my passion was become my guilt:
I for your sake deprivd heavn of its due,
Took adoration thence to pay it you.
And must this be th reward for all Ive done?
Yet I shall have this comfort when Im gone,
That I no longer shall with thee remain
But dye in hopes we nere shall meet again.
[dyes.

Qu.
Hes gon, and now my Lord, — 

Tiss.
— Oh what ist you have done?
A while lay your unruly passions down.
View but the sweet Composure of that face,
Where grandeur sat attended by each grace:
Now there grim death his gashly Revels keeps,
And pallid horrour ore each feature creeps.
Weep Madam, weep, to think your rage has givn
That blow, which robs the World to enrich heavn.
Oh my dear Lord, that ere I livd to know
This day! Madam I cant conceal it.

Qu.
— Say you so?
But Sir I Scorn to be betrayd by you.
[At the noise of People entring, throws away the Dagger, then falls upon her knees, and layes hold of Tissaphernes; then speaks.
Treason, Treason, Treason, &c. — .
Ist not enough yave shed my Husbands blood?

Tiss.
The Devil! — 

Qu.
And robd the World of all thats great and good,
But you must seek my life? On pitty take,
If not for mine, at least for vertues sake!

Tiss.
Hell and Plagues! — 

Qu.
But why do I name that? for all that ere
The World had left of it, lyes murderd there.

Tiss.

Very fine.

Qu.
Yet though youve robd him of his life, save mine:
Il live to ask heavn pardon for your sin.

Tiss.
So now Il stop your mouth.
[Breaks from her, and takes up the Dagger.

Qu.
Help, murder, Treason, help.

Enter Lords.

1 Lord.
How, Tissaphernes armd against the Queen!
What means this posture Sir? — 

Qu.
— Oh noble Lord,
If ere your pitty could a tear afford,
Weep down an Ocean there; behold the spring
Of Spartas hopes lyes murderd in her King.
And had not I the traytors rage withstood,
He with my Husbands too had mixt my blood.
See where he guilty stands.

Lord.
— Great Agis slain!
By Tissaphernes too!

Qu.
Yes, he to gain
The Spartan Crown, this bloody deed has done,
See he already has usurpt the Crown;
His hot Ambition could not bear delays,
But on the Royal spoyles thus preys;
Insults ins treason.

Tiss.
— I am now run
So far that all hopes
But Madam, can you dare to lay this guilt
On me? wast not by you his blood was spilt?

Qu.
By me! base wretch, would thy impiety
Lay this inhumane regicide on me?
I wound this breast? ah dearest Saint, too well
I knew thy worth!
[weeps.

Tiss.
Death, shel be Queen of Hell:
Pluto will grow in love with her for this.

1 Lord.
My Lord, treasons above all pardon.

Tiss.
— tis.

Lord.:
Then Sir to justice.

Tiss.
No, thus I deny.
[presents his Dagger.
I livd not by it, nor will by it dye.
Was it for this my stratagems I layd
To ruin her, to be by her betrayd?
Curse on my narrow fate, but yet to shew
That I love murder too as well as you,
Thus perjurd Queen.
[offers to stab the Queen, but is hinderd by the Lords.

Qu.
See how hed still pursue
His Treason! hence to justice with him go:
Hourly let on the Rack his pains encrease,
Till he the horrour of his guilt confess.

Tiss.
That shall not need. Il own the deed as mine,
But glory int, it was a brave design.
The King killd! and I ruind! to compleat
Thy lust, all by stratagem! was great:
So great, that for its sake
I can with satisfaction yield my breath,
Else I should take no pleasure in my death.
But ere I go, be pleasd to entertain
The last kind precepts of a dying man.
Be bloody, false, revengful, lusty,
That can be found recorded on Hells
Embrace, where-ere you rising vertue see,
Down with it, and set up impietie.
Make that your theam, leave nothing ill undone,
So copy Tissaphernes when hes gon:
Who leaves this counsel as a Legacy,
Tis my Religion, and Il in it dye.
[Exit Tiss. guarded.

Qu.
Hence with the wretch — 
Mean while to my dead Lord Il sorrows pay,
And after his sigh my own life away.
So now they are gon — hah who comes there?

Enter Ardella.

Ard.
— Tis I.

Qu.
Ardella, on that thing cast back an eye;
Twas once a King, but thank these hands now none:
Nay start not, Tissaphernes too is gon;
[Ardella starts.
His treasures all are thine as a reward.

Ard.
You are too kind — 

Qu.
See strait a draught prepard,
And Murderers, Timandra next must fall,
You know our will, let it be done.

Ard.
— It shall.
[Exeunt severally.

SCENE A DARKND TENT.

[Timandra asleep upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and Sings.

Merli.
Come my Salla, come away,
Thy Merli calls.
Salla
within.
Whither?

Merli.
Hither, wave no busness to day,
And where innocence sleeps we securely may play.

Salla.
I come.
[Enters.

Merli.
So welcome my dear,
But first lets disperse the black Clouds that are here.

Both.
Round about this place we range,
And its gloomy darkness change,
To a bright delightful Grove,
A proper Scene for happy love.

THE SCENE CHANGES TO ELIZIUM.

Merli.
Next to divert this fair one, all
Our wingd Companions wel call,
And the Ayr for musick charm
Whilst they their measures here perform.

Both.
Come all you bright forms that inhabit the Ayr,
And ease with your pleasures the cares of the fair,
Here frolick , oh no longer delay!
But let each clap his wings and away.
Several Spirits of the ayr descend and Dance.

Salla.
Now let us discover the mansions of rest,
Where lovers with eternal joyes are blest.
[A glorious Temple appears in the Ayr, where the Spirits of the happy are seated.
See fair one, see, not long ere you
To those glorious seats shall go.

Another Spi.
The lustful Queen thirsts for your blood,
And you are for the World too good.

Merli.
Nor shall you come alone, your lovers too
Must meet a Fate the same with you.

Salla.
But here your troubles all shall cease,
Tis the Seat of endless bliss.

Cho.
Here in endless pleasures they
Keep eternal Holyday.
Here they Revel, Sport, and are
Crownd with joys still new and rare,
Their pleasures too can never dye,
But like themselves have Immortality.

Merli.
See the kind Spirits smile, and now
Theyl bless her with a nearer view.
[The whole body of the Temple moves downward.

Cho.
Descend oh ye gloryes descend!
Who with blessings eternal are crownd;
To this Nymph your kind influence lend:
Whilst all the Sphears with harmony resound.

Merli.
She wakes, let the apparition go,
By th damp upon my wings I know
Something ill is drawing near,
Come Salla, come away, Oh come away my dear.
[They all vanish, and the SCENE changes again to the Tent.

Tim.
Ive had a dream might make a lover blest,
Oh th sweet delights of everlasting rest!
[Queen appears at the entrance.
How this the Queen? what can her coming mean?

Qu.
Ardella with the Ruffians here remain;
Il in, and with soft words her temper try,
If without him shel live, she shall not dye.
Madam! — 
[to Timandra.

Tim.
— Your pleasure!

Qu.
Oft Ive heard yare brave,
But the best proof of gallantry you gave,
When of your noble Lord you were bereft,
And such a bliss with so rare patience left.

Tim.
Madam, our flames a nobler passion rules
Then fondness, thidle guilt of wavring fools:
Our loves knew a far higher excellence,
Then the half pleasures of a minutes sense.

Qu.
Then you may love since you can with him part,
He has made a conquest ore my tender heart:
Love governs here, and since my Husbands dead,
Fate and my choicest wishes have decreed,
He should both in his love and throne succeed.

Tim.
Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make
Him his Timandra and his faith forsake?
Or think you I an Attome will resign
Of that heart, which by holy vows is mine?
No I will keep him maugre cruelty.

Qu.
But Madam do you know what tis to dye?

Tim.
Yes, tis to lay these clogs our bodys by,
And be removd to blest eternity.
By death relief from all our griefs we gain,
And by one, put an end to years of pain;
By that we in one minute find out more,
Then all the busie gown men study for;
Who after in dull search thave ages spent,
Learn nothing but to know thare ignorant.
Death is a blessing, and a thing so far
Above that worst of all our frailties fear;
It claims our joy, since by it we put on
The top of happiness, perfection.
Quit him! no never whilst I here have breath;
Hes mine in spight of cruelty or death.

Qu.
Then enter ye grim Ministers of fate,
[Enter Murderers with Poison.
Does not your stubborn courage now abate?

Tim.
No, my resolves more fixt and firm are grown,
Bring dreadfullst racks and tortures yet unknown,
Provide one for each sense, and then do thou
Tempt me my love and intrest to forgo,
Midst of my pains Il smile, and tell thee no.

Qu.
But minion, soon your insolence shall cease.
Come, since such resolution you express,
Take this, demur not, dot, — 
[Gives her a bowl of poison.

Tim.
And is this all?
I thought tave had a more Heroick fall,
Expected to have noblest tortures met,
Not by dull poison to have found my fate.
But any way I can thy powr defie,
Tis for my Alcibiades I dye:
[offers to drink.

Qu.
Yet yeild, and live, — 

Tim.
— Live! what have I to do
With life, when givn by one so base as you?
Thus I despise it, — 
[Drinks.

Qu.
What dismal tortures strait will on her seize!
[after Timandra has drank the Poison.
So twas a health to Alcibiades.

Tim.
Now blush at what thy impious rage has done,
My Alcibiades is still my own.
And if thou him embrace when I am gon,
Each night thy bed Il haunt, and challenge there
Those joys, of which thou hast bereft me here.
Anxious shall be each day, disturbd each night,
A restless shade Il still be in thy sight;
And thee ith height of all thy pleasures fright.
Heavn what do I feel! — 

Qu.
Oh does the draught succeed!

Ard.
Madam, great Alcibiades is freed,
And just is entring — 

Qu.
— Strait with straitest care
Convey her in, and wait my pleasure there.
[The Murderers lead in Timandra.
Sweet Murder! oh no Physick is so good
For th hopeless lover as a bath of blood.
But here he comes — 
[Enter Alcibiades.
— Now to my greifs again.
[veils

Alci.

It makes we wonder how I freedom gain,
All things confusd, and in disorder are.
Hows this in mourning weeds? unveil my fair.
Hah not Timandra! — 
[Queen unveils

Qu.
— No Sir, though tis one
That loves as nobly as Timandra can,
Or could, did she yet live, but she is dead.

Alci.

How dead! — 

Qu.
Yes, Tissaphernes that black deed did do
Prompted by his ignoble hate to you.
But you will wonder more, when I shall tell,
That by his hand the mighty Agis fell.
The King is slain: both I, and Sparta, now
Have no hopes left, but what remain in you.

Alci.

In me! alas! I am a wretch too poor;
Timandra dead! curst ever be the hour
Wherein so fair an innocence was lost.
Heavn justly now may of its glories boast;
For the most bright, and precious Saint that ere
The World enjoyd, is fled, and seated there.

Qu.
Why do you let your griefs distract your Soul?
Call up your reason, and let passion cool.
See here a Queen, that courts you with the charms
Of Love, a Crown, and Empire, to her Arms:
No longer for Timandra sorrow wear,
I will supply all you have lost in her:
Il love you as she did.

Alci.

— Oh Madam, no
To love like hers a task too hard for you;
Love me as she did? why each thought she had
Of me, was such, might make an Angel glad:
For Crowns; though Emprour of the World I were,
Id turn a begger to recover her.
Oh Madam tempt no further, alls but vain,
I nere can have a thought of love again.

Qu.
Never! — 

Alci.

No never, — 
Qu:
— Can you then so soon
Forget your promise? or will you disown
That ere, if you Timandra should survive,
You vowd you only for my sake would live?
You see how Heaven has decreed, — 
Alci:
— Alas!
I then the blessing knew, but not the loss,
Besides I now must dye — 
Qu:
How Sir ist thus, my proferd love you prize?

Alci.

I do not hate you, may not that suffice?

Qu.
Ungrateful, no, but Il reward thy pride,
Draw back: — 
[The Scene drawn Timandra on a Couch in the midst of her pains.
— Go dotard, in, enjoy thy bride;
And know by me thy lovd Timandra dyd:
Yes cruel man by me — 

Tim.
— No Queen, she lives,
And still to all thy rage destance gives.
[spyes Alcibiades.
Do I behold my dearest Lord so nigh!
Shall I agen see him before I dye!

Alci.

Best hopes and comfort of my life! Im here,
How fares my love? — 

Tim.
Oh come not, come not near,
My bloods all fire, infections in each vein,
And tyrant death in evry part does reign;
But I for you could suffer much more pain.

Alci.

Kind heavn! let all her pangs upon me fall,
And add ten thousand more, Il bear em all,
Do but restore her back; Oh cursed Queen!
What Devil armd thee to so damnd a sin?
Coudst thou be guilty of so foul a deed?

Qu.
Yes I did dot, by me the King too bled,
Unworthy wretch! and all for love of you:
But had I powr I now would kill thee too.

Alci.

Oh dot; Il blot out all thast done before,
And never call thee base, nor cruel more.
Here is my breast; soon the kind work begin,
Advance thy Poniard, send it boldly in.

Qu.
No, thou shalt live for harder destiny,
But first shalt see thy dear Timandra dye.

Alci.

Oh misery beyond the damnd beneath!
Must I not happy be in life nor death?

Tim.
Alas! cease your unnecessary moan,
I find my torments quickly will be gon.
Though I could wish they might to years renew,
So I might still be blest with seeing you.
Now the black storms of fate are all blown ore,
And we shall meet, and nere be parted more.
But oh farewell — 
[dyes

Alci.

— My dear Timandra stay!
Ah pretious Soul, fly not so soon away!
But one look more; will death have no remorse?
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores.
But oh shes gon, seize there that Murdress.

Qu.
— No:
Seize me! tis more then all your Camp can do:
Who ere comes, heres my guard: Alas mean fool,
[Presents her Dagger.
My fates a thing too great for thee to rule;
There lyes your constancy:
[pointing to Timandra.
[Alcibiades flyes to the Queen, and snatches the Dagger from her.

Alci.
Infernal hag!
Whose evry breath infects, each looks a plague!
Could not thy fury on my bosome rest
But thou must wreak thy vengeance on this breast?
To murder her! — curse on me that I stand
Thus Idle; now thy heart:
[presents the Dagger to her breast.
— But oh twould brand
My Trophyes with eternal infamy,
If by my hand so base a thing should dye:
Her ills so many, and so odious are,
They would disgrace an executioner.
Yet Id do something, oh I havt, Il tear
[ravingly
Her peicemeal: — but Timandras gone too far:
[mildly
Yonder she Mounts, tryumphant Spirit stay:
See where the Angels bear her Soul away!
Now all the Gods will grow in love with her:
And I shall meet fresh troops of Rivals there.
But thus Il haste and follow, — 
[Stabs himself.
— Devil there, — 
[throws the Dagger to the Queen.
Dye if thou hast courage enough to dare.
But oh! — 
A heavy faintness does each sense surprize:
Yet ere I close up these unhappy eyes,,
Here their last dutious sorrows they shall pay
And at this object melt in tears away.
Blest center of my hopes! in whom I plact
Too choice, too pure a happiness to last,
I any lossless then thy death had greivd;
How well could I have dyd, so thou hadst livd!
Damnd fiend! — 
[to the Queen.
But oh why do I rave at her?
That have so little time to tarry here;
One parting kiss, and then in peace Il dye:
[kisses Tim.
Now farewel world, welcome eternity.
Enter Patroclus Lords and Guards.

Patr.
Horrour of horrours! this was a dismal chance,
Alas my freind!

Alci.

— Thy useless greif refrain,
Farewell; we shall hereafter meet again.
[dyes.

Patr.
Guards seize the Queen — 

Qu.
— Seize me rude Slaves? forbear.

Patr.
You shall in short your accusation hear,
To kill the King, my Father, first you made
Your property; then basely him betrayd.
Your Woman all confest, and by the Guard
Is now securd to a more just reward.
And (though too late) this black design I knew:
Yet all your stratagems are useless now
Hence with the Murdress, to Justice.

Qu.
— Hah!
Think you that I will dye by formal law?
No, when Im dead be thus my fame supplid:
She livd a murdress, and a murdress dyd.
[stabs her self.
Justice would but my happiness retard:
Thus I descend below to a reward.
I shall be Queen of fate: the furies there
For me a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare.
I long to be in state; my Lords farewell:
Now noble Charon! hoyse up Sayl for Hell.
[dyes.

Lord.
Her Soul is fled, — 

Patr.
— With her for ever dye,
Her treasons, and her odious memory.
But whither is the fair Draxilla gone?

Lord.
Distracted at the mischiefs that are done,
Shes fled; but whither is to all unknown.

Patr.
Quickly let after her be made pursuit:
Il ransack all the World to find her out.
Propitious Heavn will sure to her be kind.

Enter Lord.

2 Lord.
My Lord we in our votes have all combind
To make you King, the Camp with shouts, and cryes
Of joy, send their loud wishes to the Skyes.
[Shouts within, Long live Patroclus King of Sparta.

Patr.
Go bid em their unwelcome noise forbear:
Turn all their shouts to sighs of sorrow here.
[Turns to the Bodyes.
Thare gone; and with em all I wishd to keep.
Now could I almost turn a boy, and weep.
My Friends! my Mistress! and my Father lost!
Never were growing hopes more sadly crost.
Now fortune has her utmost malice shown,
Shed court me with the flattry of a Crown:
A thing so far beneath those joys I miss,
Tis but the shadow of a happiness.
For how uneasily on Thrones they sit,
That must like me be wretched to be great!

FINIS.


Don Carlos, Prince of Spain
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DON CARLOS, PRINCE OF SPAIN.

Principibus placuisse viris non ultima laus est. — 

Hor., E, Lib. I.

Besides the writers mentioned in my Introduction, Campistron, a pupil of Racine, founded a play called Andronic on this same history of Don Carlos. Some Spanish historians, in the interest of Philip, have tried to blacken the character of his son. But the Abbé de San Real (who has been called the French Sallust) seems to have estimated him rightly, while the dramatists have, on the whole, adopted the Frenchmans conception, which was apparently derived from reliable Spanish sources. The motto prefixed from Horace is in allusion to the fact that this play received the approbation of the King and the Duke of York. It had a long success at the theatre, and we may agree with those who called it, as Otway tells us in the preface, the best heroic play of the time — containing, as it does, far less of rant and confusion, but more of nature and passion, than the heroic plays of Dryden — though Aurungzebe may not be far behind it. Booth, the actor, was informed by Betterton that Don Carlos continued for several years to attract larger audiences than The Orphan or Venice Preserved. It was first represented at the Dukes Theatre in the year 1676, and was published in the same year.

Philip II., son of the Emperor Charles V., became King of Naples and Sicily in 1554 on his fathers abdication, and King Consort of England by his marriage with Mary two years after he ascended the Spanish throne. In 1557 he gained the victory of St. Quentin, which might have made him master of France, but he did not follow it up, being, it is said, so elated and yet terrified that he vowed: first, never to engage in another fight, and secondly, to found a monastery in honour of St. Lawrence at Escorial. Later came the great rebellion of the Low Countries, which, in spite of Alvas ability, sanguinary cruelty, and persecutions, resulted in the independence of the United Provinces, and the triumph of the reformed faith. Philip subdued Portugal, and sent the huge Spanish Armada to conquer England, the illustrious heretic Elizabeth having succeeded to Mary. But the storms and the English together were too much for him. He showed resignation and dignity, however, when the admiral in command announced this misfortune to him. He married Elizabeth of Valois after Marys death.

It is probable that Don Carlos inherited the personal pride and hauteur of his race, and he is said to have treated Alva with rudeness on a public occasion, only because the Duke was a little late in paying his respects to him. Alva, as a noble, had his share of pride, and being, moreover, malignant, never forgave this.

But the rivalry of these two personages in desiring the government of the revolted Netherlands is a more probable cause of the affront, for it seems to have been just before the Duke proceeded thither as Governor, when he went to take leave of Carlos, that it occurred. Philip had refused the post to his son, and given it to Alva. Carlos is even said by some to have threatened the Duke with his sword; but, if so, it seems likely that something in the words or triumphant demeanour of the latter provoked the hotheaded youth beyond endurance. This spirited and aspiring Prince was evidently far more liberal in religion and politics than his father, a disposition likely to be intensified by the fact that his father persistently kept him in tutelage, and forbade him all participation in the management of public affairs, which he so ardently coveted. That he entered into correspondence with the gallant men striving for liberty of conscience and nationality in the Low Countries seems certain. This was a pretext and motive for his arrest, imprisonment, and murder. But jealous suspicion that the Queen, promised and betrothed by Philip himself to his own son, cared too much for that son, and more than suspicion that Carlos cared too much for her, afforded a motive yet more powerful. Elizabeth of France (daughter of Henry II.) was put to death about the same time, and the Prince of Orange openly accused Philip of these murders, alleging that they were committed in order that he might be free to marry his own niece, Anne of Austria. Carlos is variously reported to have been killed by poison, strangulation, or opening his veins in a bath. Philip died in 1598. His character has been well suggested and outlined in a recent play, Lord Tennysons Queen Mary.




TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUKE.

SIR,

Tis an approved opinion, there is not so unhappy a creature in the world as the man that wants ambition; for certainly he lives to very little use that only toils in the same round, and because he knows where he is, though in a dirty road, dares not venture on a smoother path for fear of being lost. That I am not the wretch I condemn, your Royal Highness may be sufficiently convinced, in that I durst presume to put this poem under your patronage. My motives to it were not ordinary: for besides my own propensity to take an opportunity of publishing the extreme devotion I owe your Royal Highness, the mighty encouragement I received from your approbation of it when presented on the stage was hint enough to let me know at whose feet it ought to be laid. Yet, whilst I do this, I am sensible the curious world will expect some panegyric on those heroic virtues which are throughout it so much admired. But, as they are a theme too great for my undertaking, so only to endeavour at the truth of them must, in the distance between my obscurity and their height, savour of a flattery, which in your Royal Highnesss esteem I would not be thought guilty of; though in that part of them which relates to myself (viz., your favours showered on a thing so mean as I am) I know not how to be silent. For you were not only so indulgent as to bestow your praise on this, but even (beyond my hopes) to declare in favour of my first essay of this nature, and add yet the encouragement of your commands to go forward, when I had the honour to kiss your Royal Highnesss hand, in token of your permission to make a dedication to you of the second. I must confess, and boast I am very proud of it; and it were enough to make me more, were I not sensible how far I am undeserving. Yet when I consider you never give your favours precipitately, but that it is a certain sign of some desert when you vouchsafe to promote, I, who have terminated my best hopes in it, should do wrong to your goodness, should I not let the world know my mind, as well as my condition, is raised by it. I am certain none that know your Royal Highness will disapprove my aspiring to the service of so great and so good a master; one who (as is apparent to all those who have the honour to be near you and know you by that title) never raised without merit, or discountenanced without justice. It is that, indeed, obliging severity which has in all men created an awful love and respect towards you; since in the firmness of your resolution the brave and good man is sure of you, whilst the ill-minded and malignant fears you. This I could not pass over; and I hope your Royal Highness will pardon it, since it is unaffectedly my zeal to you, who am in nothing so unfortunate, as that I have not a better opportunity to let you and the world know how much I am,

Your Royal Highnesss
Most humble, most faithful, and most obedient Servant,
THO. OTWAY.




PREFACE.

Reader,



Tis not that I have any great affection to scribbling, that I pester thee with a preface; for, amongst friends, tis almost as poor a trade with poets, as it is with those that write hackney under attorneys; it will hardly keep us in ale and cheese. Honest Ariosto began to be sensible of it in his time, who makes his complaint to this purpose:

I pity those who in these latter days
Do write, when bounty hath shut up her gate:
Where day and night in vain good writers knock,
And for their labour oft have but a mock.

Thus I find it according to Sir John Haringtons translation; had I understood Italian, I would have given it thee in the original, but that is not my talent; therefore to proceed: this Play was the second that ever I writ, or thought of writing. I must confess, I had often a titillation to poetry, but never durst venture on my muse, till I got her into a corner in the country; and then, like a bashful young lover, when I had her in private, I had courage to fumble, but never thought she would have produced anything; till at last, I know not how, ere I was aware, I found myself father of a dramatic birth, which I called Alcibiades; but I might, without offence to any person in the play, as well have called it Nebuchadnezzar; for my hero, to do him right, was none of that squeamish gentleman I make him, but would as little have boggled at the obliging the passion of a young and beautiful lady as I should myself, had I the same opportunities which I have given him. This I publish to antedate the objections some people may make against that play, who have been (and much good may it do them!) very severe, as they think, upon this. Whoever they are, I am sure I never disobliged them: nor have they (thank my good fortune) much injured me. In the meanwhile I forgive them, and, since I am out of the reach ont, leave them to chew the cud on their own venom. I am well satisfied I had the greatest party of men of wit and sense on my side; amongst which I can never enough acknowledge the unspeakable obligations I received from the Earl of R., who, far above what I am ever able to deserve from him, seemed almost to make it his business to establish it in the good opinion of the King and his Royal Highness; from both of whom I have since received confirmation of their good liking of it, and encouragement to proceed. And it is to him, I must in all gratitude confess, I owe the greatest part of my good success in this, and on whose indulgency I extremely build my hopes of a next. I dare not presume to take to myself what a great many, and those (I am sure) of good judgment too, have been so kind to afford me — viz., that it is the best heroic play that has been written of late; for, I thank Heaven, I am not yet so vain. But this I may modestly boast of, which the author of the French Berenice has done before me, in his preface to that play, that it never failed to draw tears from the eyes of the auditors; I mean, those whose hearts were capable of so noble a pleasure: for it was not my business to take such as only come to a playhouse to see farce-fools, and laugh at their own deformed pictures. Though a certain writer that shall be nameless (but you shall guess at him by what follows), being asked his opinion of this play, very gravely cocked, and cried, Igad, he knew not a line in it he would be author of. But he is a fine facetious witty person, as my friend Sir Formal has it; and to be even with him, I know a comedy of his, that has not so much as a quibble in it that I would be author of. And so, Reader, I bid him and thee Farewell.


PROLOGUE

When first our author took this play in hand,
He doubted much, and long was at a stand.
He knew the fame and memory of kings
Were to be treated of as sacred things,
Not as theyre represented in this age,
Where they appear the lumber of the stage;
Used only just for reconciling tools,
Or what is worse, made villains all, or fools.
Besides, the characters he shows to-night,
He found were very difficult to write:
He found the fame of France and Spain at stake,
Therefore long paused, and feared which part to take;
Till this his judgment safest understood,
To make them both heroic as he could.
But now the greatest stop was yet unpassed;
He found himself, alas! confined too fast.
He is a man of pleasure, sirs, like you,
And therefore hardly could to business bow;
Till at the last he did this conquest get,
To make his pleasure whetstone to his wit;
So sometimes for variety he writ.
But as those blockheads, who discourse by rote,
Sometimes speak sense, although they rarely knowt;
So he scarce knew to what his work would grow,
But twas a play, because it would be so:
Yet well he knows this is a weak pretence,
For idleness is the worst want of sense.
Let him not now of carelessness be taxed,
Hell write in earnest, when he writes the next:
Meanwhile, — 
Prune his superfluous branches, never spare;
Yet do it kindly, be not too severe:
He may bear better fruit another year.






DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

Philip II., King of Spain.

Don Carlos, his Son.

Don John of Austria.

Marquis of Posa, the Princes Confidant.

Ruy-Gomez.

Officer of the Guards.

Queen of Spain.

Duchess of Eboli, Wife of Ruy-Gomez.

Henrietta.

Garcia.

SCENE — The Court of Spain.


ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I. — An Apartment in the Palace.

King and Queen, Don Carlos, the Marquis of Posa, Ruy-Gomez, the Duchess of Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, Attendants, and Guards discovered.



King. Happy the monarch, on whose brow no cares
Add weight to the bright diadem he wears;
Like me, in all that he can wish for, blest.
Renown and love, the gentlest calms of rest,
And peace, adorn my brow, enrich my breast.
To me great nations tributary are;
Though, whilst my vast dominions spread so far,
Where most I reign, I must pay homage, here. [To the Queen.
Approach, bright mistress of my purest vows:
Now show me him that more religion owes
To Heaven, or to its altars more devoutly bows.

Don Car. So merchants, cast upon some savage coast,
Are forced to see their dearest treasures lost.
Curse! whats obedience? a false notion made
By priests, who when they found old cheats decayed,
By such new arts kept up declining trade. [Aside.
A father! Oh!

King. Why does my Carlos shroud
His joy, and when alls sunshine wear a cloud?
My son, thus for thy glory I provide;
From this fair charmer, and our royal bride,
Shall such a noble race of heroes spring,
As may adorn the court when thou art king.

Don Car. A greater glory I can never know
Than what already I enjoy in you.
The brightest ornaments of crowns and powers
I only can admire, as they are yours.

King. Heaven! how he stands unmoved! not the least show
Of transport.

Don Car. Not admire your happiness? I do
As much admire it as I reverence you.
Let me express the mighty joy I feel:
Thus, sir, I pay my duty when I kneel. [Kneels to the Queen.

Queen. How hard it is his passion to confine!
Im sure tis so, if I may judge by mine. [Aside.
Alas! my lord, youre too obsequious now. [To Don Carlos.

Don Car. Oh! might I but enjoy this pleasure still,
Here would I worship, and for ever kneel.

Queen. Fore Heaven, my lord! you know not what you do.

King. Still there appears disturbance on his brow;
And in his looks an earnestness I read,
Which from no common causes can proceed. [Aside.
Ill probe him deep. When, when, my dearest joy,

[To the Queen.

Shall I the mighty debt of love defray?
Hence to loves secret temple lets retire,
There on his altars kindle the amorous fire,
Then, phœnix-like, each in the flame expire. — 
Still he is fixed. [Looking on Don Carlos.] Gomez, observe the prince. — 
Yet smile on me, my charming excellence.

[To the Queen.

Virgins should only fears and blushes show;
But you must lay aside that title now.
The doctrine which I preach, by Heaven, is good: — 
Oh, the impetuous sallies of my blood!

Queen. To what unwelcome joys Im forced to yield?
Now fate her utmost malice has fulfilled.
Carlos, farewell; for since I must submit — 

King. Now, winged with rapture, let us fly, my sweet.
My son, all troubles from thy breast resign,
And let thy fathers happiness be thine.

[Exeunt King and Queen, Ruy-Gomez, Duchess of Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, and Attendants.

Don Car. What king, what god would not his power forego,
To enjoy so much divinity below!
Didst thou behold her, Posa?

M. of Posa. Sir, I did.

Don Car. And is she not a sweet one? Such a bride!
O Posa, once she was decreed for mine:
Once I had hopes of bliss. Hadst thou but seen
How blest, how proud I was if I could get
But leave to lie a prostrate at her feet!
Even with a look I could my pains beguile;
Nay, she in pity too would sometimes smile;
Till at the last my vows successful proved,
And one day, sighing, she confessed she loved.
Oh! then I found no limits to our joy,
With eyes thus languishing we looked all day;
So vigorous and strong we darted beams,
Our meeting glances kindled into flames;
Nothing we found that promised not delight:
For when rude shades deprived us of the light,
As we had gazed all day, we dreamt all night.
But, after all these labours undergone,
A cruel father thus destroys his son;
In their full height my choicest hopes beguiles,
And robs me of the fruit of all my toils.
My dearest Posa, thou wert ever kind;
Bring thy best counsel, and direct my mind.

Re-enter Ruy-Gomez.

Ruy-Gom. Still he is here. My lord!

Don Car. Your business now?

Ruy-Gom. Ive with concern beheld your clouded brow.
Ah! though youve lost a beauty well might make
Your strictest honour and your duty shake,
Let not a fathers ills misguide your mind,
But be obedient, though he has proved unkind.

Don Car. Hence, cynic, to dull slaves thy morals teach;
I have no leisure now to hear thee preach:
Still youll usurp a power oer my will.

Ruy-Gom. Sir, you my services interpret ill:
Nor need it be so soon forgot that I
Have been your guardian from your infancy.
When to my charge committed, I alone
Instructed you how to expect a crown;
Taught you ambition, and wars noblest arts,
How to lead armies, and to conquer hearts;
Whilst, though but young,
You would with pleasure read of sieges got,
And smile to hear of bloody battles fought:
And, still, though not control, I may advise,

Don Car. Alas! thy pride wears a too thin disguise:
Too well I know the falsehood of thy soul,
Which to my father rendered me so foul
That hardly as his son a smile Ive known,
But always as a traitor met his frown.
My forward honour was ambition called;
Or, if my friends my early fame extolled,
You damped my fathers smiles still as they sprung,
Persuading I repined he lived too long.
So all my hopes by you were frustrate made,
And, robbed of sunshine, withered in the shade.
Whilst, my good patriot! you disposed the crown
Out of my reach, to have it in your own.
But Ill prevent your policy — 

Ruy-Gom. My lord,
This accusation is unjust and hard.
The king, your father, would not so upbraid
My age: is all my service thus repaid?
But I will hence, and let my master hear
How generously you reward my care;
Who, on my just complaint, I doubt not, will
At least redress the injuries I feel. [Exit.

M. of Posa. Alas! my lord, you too severely urge
Your fate; his interest with the king is large.
Besides, you know he has already seen
The transports of your passion for the queen.
The use he may of that advantage make
You ought at least to avoid, but for her sake.

Don. Car. Ah! my dear friend, thoust touched my tenderest part;
I never yet learned the dissembling art.
Go, call him back; tell him that I implore
His pardon, and will neer offend him more.
The queen! kind Heaven, make her thy nearest care!
Oh! fly, oertake him ere he goes too far. [Exit Marquis of Posa.
How are we bandied up and down by fate!
By so much more unhappy as were great.
A prince, and heir to Spains great monarch born,
Im forced to court a slave whom most I scorn;
Who like a bramble mongst a cedars boughs,
Vexes his peace under whose shades he grows.
Now he returns: assist me falsehood — down,
Thou rebel passion — 

Re-enter Ruy-Gomez and the Marquis of Posa.

Sir, I fear Ive done

[To Ruy-Gomez.

You wrong; but, if I have, you can forgive.
Heaven! can I do this abject thing, and live? [Aside.

Ruy-Gom. Ah, my good lord, it makes too large amends,
When to his vassal thus a prince descends;
Though it was something rigid and unkind,
To upbraid your faithful servant and your friend.

Don Car. Alas! no more; all jealousies shall cease;
Between us two let there be henceforth peace.
So may just Heaven assist me when I sue,
As I to Gomez always will be true.

Ruy-Gom. Stay, sir, and for this mighty favour take
All the return sincerity can make.
Blest in your fathers love, as Im in yours,
May not one fear disturb your happy hours!
Crowned with success may all your wishes be,
And you neer find worse enemies than me!

[Exeunt Don Carlos and Marquis of Posa.

Nor, spite of all his greatness, shall he need:
Of too long date his ruin is decreed.
Spains early hopes of him have been my fears;
Twas I the charge had of his tender years,
And read in all the progress of his growth,
An untamed, haughty, hot, and furious youth;
A will unruly, and a spirit wild;
At all my precepts still with scorn he smiled.
Or when, by the power I from his father had,
Any restraint was on his pleasures laid,
Ushered with frowns on me his soul would rise,
And threaten future vengeance from his eyes.
But now to all my fears I bid adieu;
For, prince, Ill humble both your fate and you.
Here comes the star by whom my course I steer.

Re-enter Duchess of Eboli.

Welcome, my love!

D. of Eboli. My lord, why stay you here,
Losing the pleasures of this happy night?
When all the court are melting in delight,
You toil with the dull business of the state.

Ruy-Gom. Only, my fair one, how to make thee great.
Thou takest up all the business of my heart,
And only to it pleasure canst impart.
Say, say, my goddess, when shall I be blest?
It is an age since I was happy last.

D. of Eboli. My lord, I come not hither now to hear
Your love, but offer something to your ear.
If you have well observed, you must have seen,
To-day, some strange disorders in the queen.

Ruy-Gom. Yes, such as youthful brides do still express,
Impatient longings for the happiness.
Approaching joys will so disturb the soul,
As needles always tremble near the pole.

D. of Eboli. Come, come, my lord, seem not so blind; too well
Ive seen the wrongs which you from Carlos feel;
And know your judgment is too good to lose
Advantage, where you may so safely choose.
Say now, if I inform you how you may
With full revenge all your past wrongs repay — 

Ruy-Gom. Blest oracle! speak how it may be done:
My will, my life, my hopes, are all thy own.

D. of Eboli. Hence then, and with your strictest cunning try
What of the queen and prince you can descry;
Watch every look, each quick and subtle glance;
Then well from all produce such circumstance
As shall the kings new jealousy advance.
Nay, sir, Ill try what mighty love you show:
If you will make me great, begin it now.
How, sir, dye stand considering what to do?

Ruy-Gom. No, but methinks I view from hence a king,
A queen, and prince, three goodly flowers spring:
Whilst on them like a subtle bee Ill prey,
Till, so their strength and virtue drawn away,
Unable to recover, each shall droop,
Grow pale, and fading hang his withered top:
Then, fraught with thyme, triumphant back Ill come,
And unlade all the precious sweets at home. [Exit.

D. of Eboli. In thy fond policy, blind fool, go on,
And make what haste thou canst to be undone,
Whilst I have nobler business of my own.
Was I bred up in greatness; have I been
Nurtured with glorious hopes to be a queen;
Made love my study, and with practised charms
Prepared myself to meet a monarchs arms;
At last to be condemned to the embrace
Of one whom nature made to her disgrace,
An old, imperfect, feeble dotard, who
Can only tell (alas!) what he would do?
On him to throw away my youth and bloom,
As jewels that are lost to enrich a tomb?
No, though all hopes are in a husband dead,
Another path to happiness Ill tread;
Elsewhere find joys which Im in him denied:
Yet, while he can, let the slave serve my pride.
Still Ill in pleasure live, in glory shine;
The gallant, youthful Austria shall be mine:
To him with all my force of charms Ill move:
Let others toil for greatness, whilst I love. [Exit.




ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I. — An Orange Grove, near the Palace.

Enter Don John of Austria.



Don John. Why should dull law rule nature, who first made
That law by which herself is now betrayed?
Ere mans corruptions made him wretched, he
Was born most noble that was born most free:
Each of himself was lord, and, unconfined,
Obeyed the dictates of his god-like mind.
Law was an innovation brought in since,
When fools began to love obedience,
And called their slavery safety and defence.
My glorious father got me in his heat,
When all he did was eminently great:
When warlike Belgia felt his conquering power,
And the proud Germans owned him emperor,
Why should it be a stain then on my blood,
Because I came not in the common road,
But born obscure, and so more like a god?
No; though his diadem another wear,
At least to all his pleasures Ill be heir.
Here I should meet my Eboli, my fair.

Enter Duchess of Eboli.

She comes; as the bright Cyprian goddess moves,
When loose, and in her chariot drawn by doves,
She rides to meet the warlike god she loves.

D. of Eboli. Alas! my lord, you know not with what fear
And hazard I am come to meet you here.

Don John. Oh, banish it: lovers like us should fly,
And, mounted by their wishes, soar on high,
Where softest ecstasies and transports are,
While fear alone disturbs the lower air.

D. of Eboli. But who is safe when eyes are everywhere?
Or, if we could with happiest secrecy
Enjoy these sweets, oh, whither shall we fly
To escape that sight whence we can nothing hide?

Don John. Alas! lay this religion now aside;
Ill show thee one more pleasant, that which Jove
Set forth to the old world, when from above
He came himself, and taught his mortals love.

D. of Eboli. Will nothing then quench your unruly flame?
My lord, you might consider who I am.

Don John. I know youre her I love, what should I more
Regard?

D. of Eboli. [Aside.] By Heaven, hes brave! — 
But can so poor
A thought possess your breast, to think that I
Will brand my name with lust and infamy?

Don John. Those who are noblest born should higher prize
Loves sweets. Oh! let me fly into those eyes!
Theres something in them leads my soul astray:
As he who in a necromancers glass
Beholds his wished-for fortune by him pass,
Yet still with greedy eyes
Pursues the vision as it glides away.

D. of Eboli. Protect me, Heaven! I dare no longer stay;
Your looks speak danger; I feel something too
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. [Half aside.

Don John. Take vows and prayers if ever I prove false.
See at your feet the humble Austria falls. [Kneels.

D. of Eboli. Rise, rise. [Don John rises.] My lord, why would you thus deceive? [Sighs.

Don John. How many ways to wound me you contrive!
Speak, wouldst thou have an empire at thy feet?
Say, wouldst thou rule the world? Ill conquer it.

D. of Eboli. No; above empire far I could prize you,
If you would be but — 

Don John. What?

D. of Eboli. For ever true.

Don John. That thou mayst neer have cause to fear those harms,
Ill be confined for ever in thy arms:
Nay, Ill not one short minute from thee stray;
Myself Ill on thy tender bosom lay,
Till in its warmths Im melted all away.

Enter Garcia.

Gar. Madam, your lord — 

D. of Eboli. Oh! fly, or Im undone. [Exit Garcia.

Don John. Must I without thy blessing then be gone?

[Kisses her hand.

D. of Eboli. Think you that this discretion merits one?

[Pulls it back.

Don John. Im awed:
As a sick wretch, that on his death-bed lies,
Loth with his friends to part, just as he dies,
Thus sends his soul in wishes from his eyes. [Exit.

D. of Eboli. O Heaven! what charms in youth and vigour are!
Yet he in conquest is not gone too far;
Too easily Ill not myself resign:
Ere I am his, Ill make him surely mine;
Draw him by subtle baits into the trap,
Till hes too far got in to make escape;
About him swiftly the soft snare Ill cast,
And when I have him there, Ill hold him fast.

Enter Ruy-Gomez.

Ruy-Gom. Thus unaccompanied I subtly range
The solitary paths of dark revenge:
The fearful deer in herds to coverts run,
While beasts of prey affect to roam alone.

D. of Eboli. Ah! my dear lord, how do you spend your hours?
You little think what my poor heart endures;
Whilst, with your absence tortured, I in vain
Pant after joys I neer can hope to gain.

Ruy-Gom. You cannot my unkindness sure upbraid;
You should forgive those faults yourself have made.
Remember you the task you gave?

D. of Eboli. Tis true;
Your pardon, for I do remember now. [Sighs.
If I forgot, twas love had all my mind;
And tis no sin, I hope, to be too kind.

Ruy-Gom. How happy am I in a faithful wife!
O thou most precious blessing of my life!

D. of Eboli. Does then success attend upon your toil?
I long to see you revel in the spoil.

Ruy-Gom. What strictest diligence could do, Ive done,
To incense an angry father gainst his son.
I to advantage told him all thats past,
Described with art each amorous glance they cast:
So that this night he shunned the marriage-bed,
Which through the court has various murmurs spread.

Enter the King, attended by the Marquis of Posa.

See where he comes with fury in his eyes:
Kind Heaven, but grant the storm may higher rise!
Ift grow too loud, Ill lurk in some dark cell,
And laugh to hear my magic work so well.

King. Whats all my glory, all my pomp? how poor
Is fading greatness! or how vain is power!
Where all the mighty conquests I have seen?
I, who oer nations have victorious been,
Now cannot quell one little foe within.
Cursed jealousy, that poisons all loves sweets!
How heavy on my heart the invader sits!
O Gomez, thou hast given my mortal wound.

Ruy-Gom. What ist does so your royal thoughts confound?
A king his power unbounded ought to have,
And, ruling all, should not be passions slave.

King. Thou counsellst well, but art no stranger sure
To the sad cause of what I now endure.
Knowst thou what poison thou didst lately give,
And dost not wonder to behold me live?

Ruy-Gom. I only did as by my duty tied,
And never studied any thing beside.

King. I do not blame thy duty or thy care:
Quickly, what passed between them more, declare.
How greedily my soul to ruin flies!
As he who in a fever burning lies
First of his friends does for a drop implore,
Which tasted once, unable to give oer,
Knows tis his bane, yet still thirsts after more.
Oh, then — 

Ruy-Gom. I fear that youll interpret wrong;
Tis true, they gazed, but twas not very long.

King. Lie still, my heart! Not long, wast that you said?

Ruy-Gom. No longer than they in your presence stayed.

King. No longer? Why, a soul in less time flies
To Heaven; and they have changed theirs at their eyes.
Hence, abject fears, begone! shes all divine!
Speak, friends, can angels in perfection sin?

Ruy-Gom. Angels, that shine above, do oft bestow
Their influence on poor mortals here below.

King. But Carlos is my son, and always near;
Seems to move with me in my glorious sphere.
True, she may shower promiscuous blessings down
On slaves that gaze for what falls from a crown;
But when too kindly she his brightness sees,
It robs my lustre to add more to his.
But oh! I dare not think
That those eyes should at least so humble be
To stoop to him, when they had vanquished me.

M. of Posa. Sir, I am proud to think I know the prince,
That he of virtue has too great a sense
To cherish but a thought beyond the bound
Of strictest duty. He to me has owned
How much was to his former passion due,
Yet still confessed he above all prized you.

Ruy-Gom. You better reconcile, sir, than advise:
Be not more charitable than youre wise.
The king is sick, and we should give him ease,
But first find out the depth of his disease.
Too sudden cures have oft pernicious grown;
We must not heal up festered wounds too soon.

King. By this then you a power would oer me gain,
Wounding to let me linger in the pain.
Im stung, and wont the torture long endure:
Serpents that wound have blood those wounds to cure.

Ruy-Gom. Good Heaven forbid that I should ever dare
To question virtue in a queen so fair,
Though she her eyes cast on your glorious son!
Men oft see treasures, and yet covet none.

King. Think not to blind me with dark ironies,
The truth disguised in obscure contraries.
No, I will trace his windings; all her dark
And subtlest paths, each little action mark,
If she prove false, as yet I fear, she dies.

Enter Queen attended, and Henrietta.

Ha! here! Oh, let me turn away my eyes,
For all around shell her bright beams display:
Should I to gaze on the wild meteor stay,
Spite of myself I shall be led astray.

[Exeunt King and Marquis of Posa.

Queen. How scornfully he is withdrawn!
Sure ere his love hed let me know his power,
As Heaven oft thunders ere it sends a shower.
This Spanish gravity is very odd:
All things are by severity so awed,
That little Love dares hardly peep abroad.

Hen. Alas! what can you from old age expect,
When frail uneasy men themselves neglect?
Some little warmth perhaps may be behind,
Though such as in extinguished fires youll find;
Where some remains of heat the ashes hold,
Which, if for more you open, straight are cold.

Queen. Twas interest and safety of the state, — 
Interest, that bold imposer on our fate;
That always to dark ends misguides our wills,
And with false happiness smooths oer our ills.
It was by that unhappy France was led,
When, though by contract I should Carlos wed,
I was an offering made to Philips bed.
Why sighst thou, Henrietta?

Hen. Who ist can
Know your sad fate, and yet from grief refrain?
With pleasure oft Ive heard you smiling tell
Of Carlos love.

Queen. And did it please you well?
In that brave princes courtship there did meet
All that we could obliging call, or sweet.
At every point he with advantage stood;
Fierce as a lion, if provoked abroad;
Else soft as angels, charming as a god.

Hen. One so accomplished, and who loved you too,
With what resentments must he part with you!
Methinks I pity him —— But oh! in vain:
Hes both above my pity and my pain. [Aside.

Queen. What means this strange disorder?

Hen. Yonder view
That which I fear will discompose you too.

Enter Don Carlos and Marquis of Posa.

Queen. Alas, the prince! There to my mind appears
Something that in me moves unusual fears.
Away, Henrietta — [Offers to go.

Don Car. Why would you be gone?
Is Carlos sight ungrateful to you grown?
If tis, speak: in obedience Ill retire.

Queen. No, you may speak, but must advance no nigher.

Don Car. Must I then at that awful distance sue,
As our forefathers were compelled to do,
When they petitions made at that great shrine,
Where none but the high priest might enter in?
Let me approach; Ive nothing for your ear,
But whats so pure it might be offered there.

Queen. Too long tis dangerous for me here to stay:
If you must speak, proceed: what would you say?

[Don Carlos kneels.

Nay, this strange ceremony pray give oer.

Don Car. Was I neer in this posture seen before?
Ah! can your cruel heart so soon resign
All sense of these sad sufferings of mine?
To your more just remembrance, if you can,
Recall how fate seemed kindly to ordain
That once you should be mine; which I believed:
Though now, alas! I find I was deceived.

Queen. Then, sir, you should your fate, not me upbraid.

Don Car. I will not say youve broke the vows you made;
Only implore you would not quite forget
The wretch youve oft seen dying at your feet;
And now no other favour begs to have,
Than such kind pity as becomes your slave.
For midst your highest joys, without a crime,
At least you now and then may think of him.

Queen. If eer you loved me, you would this forbear;
It is a language which I dare not hear.
My heart and faith become your fathers right,
All other passions I must now forget.

Don Car. Can then a crown and majesty dispense
Upon your heart such mighty influence,
That I must be for ever banished thence?
Had I been raised to all the heights of power,
In triumph crowned the worlds great emperor,
Of all its riches, all its state possessed,
Yet you should still have governed in my breast.

Queen. In vain on her you obligations lay,
Who wants not will, but power to repay.

Hen. Yet had you Henriettas heart, you would
At least strive to afford him all you could. [Aside.

Don Car. Oh! say not you want power; you may with one
Kind look pay doubly all Ive undergone.
And knew you but the innocence I bear,
How pure, how spotless all my wishes are,
You would not scruple to supply my want,
When all I ask you may so safely grant.

Queen. I know not what to grant; too well I find
That still at least I cannot be unkind.

Don Car. Afford me then that little which I crave.

Queen. You shall not want what I may let you have.

[Gives her hand, sighing.

Don Car. Like one
That sees a heap of gems before him cast,
Thence to choose any that may please him best;
From the rich treasure whilst I choice should make,
Dazzled with all, I know not where to take.
I would be rich — 

Queen. Nay, you too far encroach;
I fear I have already given too much. [Turns from him.

Don Car. Oh, take not back again the appearing bliss:
How difficults the path to happiness!
Whilst up the precipice we climb with pain,
One little slip throws us quite down again.
Stay, madam, though you nothing more can give
Than just enough to keep a wretch alive,
At least remember how Ive loved — 

Queen. I will.

Don Car. That was so kind, that I must beg more still;
Let me love on: it is a very poor
And easy grant, yet Ill request no more.

Queen. Do you believe that you can love retain,
And not expect to be beloved again?

Don Car. Yes, I will love, and think Im happy too,
So long as I can find that you are so;
All my disquiets banish from my breast;
I will endeavour to do so at least. [Sighing deeply.
Or, if I cant my miseries outwear,
They never more shall come to offend your ear.

Queen. Love then, brave prince, whilst Ill thy love admire;

[Gives her hand, which Don Carlos during all this speech kisses eagerly.

Yet keep the flame so pure, such chaste desire,
That without spot hereafter we above
May meet, when we shall come all soul, all love.
Till when — Oh! whither am I run astray?
I grow too weak, and must no longer stay:
For should I, the soft charm so strong would grow,
I find that I shall want the power to go.

[Exeunt Queen and Henrietta.

Don Car. Oh, sweet — 
If such transport be in a taste so small,
How blest must he be that possesses all!
Where am I, Posa? Wheres the queen?

[Standing amazed.

M. of Posa. My lord,
A while some respite to your heart afford:
The queens retired — 

Don Car. Retired! And did she then
Just show me Heaven, to shut it in again?
This little ease augments my pain the more;
For now Im more impatient than before,
And have discovered riches make me mad.

M. of Posa. But since those treasures are not to be had,
You should correct desires that drive you on
Beyond that duty which becomes a son.
No longer let the tyrant love invade;
The brave may by themselves be happy made.
You to your father now must all resign.

Don Car. But ere he robbed me of her, she was mine.
To be my friend is all thou hast to do,
For half my miseries thou canst not know.
Make myself happy! Bid the damned do so;
Who in sad flames must be for ever tossed,
Yet still in view of the loved Heaven theyve lost. [Exeunt.






ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I. — The same.

Enter Don John of Austria.



Don John. How vainly would dull moralists impose
Limits on love, whose nature brooks no laws?
Love is a god, and like a god should be
Inconstant, with unbounded liberty,
Rove as he list — 
I find it; for even now Ive had a feast,
Of which a god might covet for a taste.
Methinks I yet
See with what soft devotion in her eyes
The tender lamb came to the sacrifice.
Oh, how her charms surprised me as I lay!
Like too near sweets they took my sense away;
And I even lost the power to reach at joy.
But those cross witchcrafts soon unravelled were,
And I was lulled in trances sweeter far:
As anchored vessels in calm harbours ride,
Rocked on the swellings of the floating tide.
How wretcheds then the man, who though alone
He thinks hes blest, yet, as confined to one,
Is but at best a prisoner on a throne?

Enter the King attended, Marquis of Posa, and Ruy-Gomez.

King. Ye mighty powers, whose substitutes we are,
On whom youve lain of earth the rule and care,
Why all our toils do you reward with ill,
And to those weighty cares add greater still?
Oh, how could I your deities enrage,
That blessed my youth, thus to afflict my age?
A queen and a sons incest! dismal thought!

Don John. What ist so soon his majesty has brought
From the soft arms of his young bride? [To Ruy-Gomez.

King. Ay, true!
Is she not, Austria, young and charming too?
Dost thou not think her to a wonder fair?
Tell me!

Don John. By Heaven, more bright than planets are:
Her beautys force might even their power out-do.

King. Nay, shes as false, and as unconstant too.
O Austria, that a form so outward bright
Should be within all dark and ugly night!
For she, to whom Id dedicated all
My love, that dearest jewel of my soul,
Takes from its shrine the precious relic down,
To adorn a little idol of her own, — 
My son! that rebel both to Heaven and me!
Oh, the distracting throes of jealousy!
But as a drowning wretch, just like to sink,
Seeing him that threw him in upon the brink,
At the third plunge lays hold upon his foe,
And tugs him down into destruction too;
So thou, from whom these miseries Ive known,
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown.

[Seizes roughly on Ruy-Gomez.

Ruy-Gom. My loyalty will teach me how to wait
All the successes of my sovereigns fate.
What ist, great sir, you would command me?

King. How!
What ist? — I know not what Id have thee do:
Study revenge for me, tis that I want.

Don John. Alas! what frenzy does your temper haunt?
Revenge! on whom?

King. On my false queen and son.

Ruy-Gom. On them! good Heaven! what ist that they have done?
Oh, had my tongue been cursed, ere it had bred
This jealousy! [Half aside.

King. Then cancel what thoust said.
Didst thou not tell me that thou sawst him stand
Printing soft vows and kisses on her hand,
Whilst in requital she such glances gave,
Would quicken a dead lover in his grave?

Ruy-Gom. I did; and what less could the queen allow
To him than you to every vassal show?
The affording him that little from loves store
Implied that she for you reserved much more.

King. Oh, doubtless, she must have a wondrous store
Of love, that sells it at a rate so poor.
Now thoudst rebate my passion with advice;
And, when thou shouldst be active, wouldst be wise.
No, lead me where I may their incest see — 
Do, or by Heaven — do, and Ill worship thee!
Oh, how my passions drive me to and fro!
Under their heavy weight I yield and bow.
But Ill re-gather yet my strength, and stand
Brandishing all my thunder in my hand.

M. of Posa. And may it be sent forth, and where it goes
Light fatally and heavy on your foes!
But let your loyal son and consort bear
No ill, since they of any guiltless are.
Here with my sword defiance I proclaim
To that bold traitor that dares wrong their fame.

Don John. I too dare with my life their cause make good.

King. Sure well their innocence youve understood,
That you so prodigal are of your blood.
Or wouldst thou speak me comfort? I would find
Mongst all my counsellors at least one kind.
Yet any thing like that I must not hear;
For so my wrongs I should too tamely bear,
And weakly grow my own mean flatterer.
Posa, withdraw — [Exit Marquis of Posa.] — My lords, all this youve heard.

Ruy-Gom. Yes, I observed it, sir, with strict regard:
The young lords friendship was too great to hide.

King. Is he then so to my false son allied?
I am environed every way, and all
My fates unhappy engines plot my fall.
Like Cæsar in the senate, thus I stand,
Whilst ruin threatened him on every hand.
From each side he had warning he must die;
Yet still he braved his fate, and so will I.
To strive for ease would but add more to pain:
As streams that beat against their banks in vain,
Retreating, swell into a flood again.
No, Ill do things the world shall quake to hear;
My just revenge so true a stamp shall bear,
As henceforth Heaven itself shall emulate,
And copy all its vengeance out by that.
All but Ruy-Gomez I must have withdrawn,
Ive something to discourse with him alone.

[Exeunt Don John and Attendants.

Now, Gomez, on thy truth depends thy fate;
Thoust wrought my sense of wrong to such a height,
Within my breast it will no longer stay,
But grows each minute till it force its way.
I would not find myself at last deceived.

Ruy-Gom. Nor would I gainst your reason be believed.
Think, sir, your jealousy to be but fear
Of losing treasures which you hold so dear.
Your queen and son may yet be innocent:
I know but what they did, not what they meant.

King. Meant! what should looks, and sighs, and pressings mean?
No, no; I need not hear it oer again.
No repetitions — something must be done.
Now theres no ill I know that I would shun.
Ill fly, till them Ive in their incest found,
Full charged with rage, and with my vengeance hot,
Like a grenado from a cannon shot,
Which lights at last upon the enemys ground,
Then, breaking, deals destruction all around. [Exit.

Ruy-Gom. So, now his jealousy is at the top,
Each little blast will serve to keep it up.
But stay; theres something Ive omitted yet; — 
Posas my enemy; and true, hes great.
Alas! Im armed gainst all that he can do;
For my snares large enough to hold him too:
Yet Ill disguise that purpose for a while;
But when he with the rest is caught i the toil,
Ill boldly out, and wanton in the spoil.

Re-enter Marquis of Posa.

M. of Posa. My lord Ruy-Gomez! and the king not here!
You, who so eminent a favourite are
In a kings eye, should neer be absent thence.

Ruy-Gom. No, sir, tis you that by a rising prince
Are cherished, and so tread a safer way,
Rich in that bliss the world waits to enjoy.

M. of Posa. Since what may bless the world we ought to prize,
I wish there were no public enemies;
No lurking serpents poison to dispense,
Nor wolves to prey on noble innocence;
No flatterers, that with royal goodness sport,
Those stinking weeds that overrun a court.

Ruy-Gom. Nay, if good wishes anything could do,
I have as earnest wishes, sir, as you:
That though perhaps our king enjoys the best
Of power, yet may he still be doubly blest.
May he — 

M. of Posa. Nay, Gomez, you shall neer outdo me there;
Since for great Philips good I would you were,
If possible, more honest than you are.

Ruy-Gom. Why, Posa; what defect can you discern?

M. of Posa. Nay, half your mysteries Im yet to learn
Though this Ill boldly justify to all, — 
That you contrive a generous princes fall. [Ruy-Gomez smiles.
Nay, think not by your smiles and careless port
To laugh it off; I come not here to sport;
I do not, sir.

Ruy-Gom. Young lord, what meaning has
This heat?

M. of Posa. To let you see I know youre base.

Ruy-Gom. Nay, then, I pardon ask that I did smile:
By Heaven, I thought youd jested all this while.
Base!

M. of Posa. Yes, more base than impotent or old.
All virtue in thee, like thy blood, runs cold:
Thy rotten putrid carcass is less full
Of rancour and contagion than thy soul.
Even now before the king I saw it plain;
But duty in that presence awed me then;
Yet there I dared thy treason with my sword:
But still
Thy villany talked all; courage had not a word.
True, thou art old; yet, if thou hast a friend,
To whom thy cursèd cause thou darest commend;
Gainst him in public Ill the innocence
Maintain of the fair queen and injured prince.

Ruy-Gom. Farewell, bold champion!
Learn better how your passions to disguise;
Appear less choleric, and be more wise. [Exit.

M. of Posa. How frail is all the glory we design,
Whilst such as these have power to undermine!
Unhappy prince! who mightst have safely stood,
If thou hadst been less great, or not so good.
Why the vile monsters blood did I not shed,
And all the vengeance draw on my own head?
My honour so had had this just defence, — 
That I preserved my patron and my prince.

Enter Don Carlos and the Queen.

Brave Carlos — ha! hes here. O sir, take heed;
By an unlucky fate your love is led.
The king — the king your fathers jealous grown;
Forgetting her, his queen, or you, his son,
Calls all his vengeance up against you both.

Don Car. Has then the false Ruy-Gomez broke his oath,
And, after all, my innocence betrayed?

M. of Posa. Yes, all his subtlest snares are for you laid.
The king within this minute will be here,
And you are ruined, if but seen with her.
Retire, my lord — 

Queen. How! is he jealous grown?
I thought my virtue he had better known.
His unjust doubts have soon found out the way
To make their entry on our marriage day;
For yet he has not known with me a night.
Perhaps his tyranny is his delight;
And to such height his cruelty is grown,
Hed exercise it on his queen and son.
But since, my lord, this time we must obey
Our interest, I beg you would not stay:
Not seeing you, he may to me be just.

Don Car. Should I then leave you, madam?

Queen. Yes, you must.

Don Car. Not then when storms against your virtue rise.
No; since to lose you wretched Carlos dies,
Hell have the honour of it, in your cause.
This is the noblest thing that Fate could do;
She thus abates the rigour of her laws,
Since tis some pleasure but to die for you.

Queen. Talk not of death, for that even cowards dare,
When their base fears compel them to despair:
Hopes the far nobler passion of the mind;
Fortunes a mistress thats with caution kind;
Knows that the constant merit her alone,
They who, though she seem froward, yet court on.

Don Car. To wretched minds thus still some comfort gleams,
And angels ease our griefs, though but with dreams.
I have too oft already been deceived,
And the cheats grown too plain to be believed,
You, madam, bid me go. [Looking earnestly at the Queen.

Queen. You must.

M. of Posa. You shall.
Alas! I love you, would not see you fall;
And yet may find some way to evade it all.

Don Car. Thou, Posa, ever wert my truest friend;
I almost wish thou wert not now so kind.
Thou of a thing thats lost takst too much care;
And you, fair angel, too indulgent are. [To the Queen.
Great my despair; but still my love is higher.
Well — in obedience to you Ill retire;
Though during all the storm I will be nigh,
Where, if I see the danger grow too high,
To save you, madam, Ill come forth and die. [Exit.

Re-enter King and Ruy-Gomez.

King. Who would have guessed that this had ever been?

[Seeing the Marquis of Posa and the
Queen

Distraction! where shall my revenge begin?
Why, hes the very bawd to all their sin;
And to disguise it puts on friendships mask:
But his despatch, Ruy-Gomez, is thy task.
With him pretend some private conference,
And under that disguise seduce him hence;
Then in some place fit for the deed impart
The business, by a poniard to his heart.

Ruy-Gomez. Tis done — 

King. So, madam! [Steps to the Queen.

Queen. By the fury in your eyes,
I understand youre come to tyrannize.
I hear you are already jealous grown,
And dare suspect my virtue with your son.

King. O womankind! thy mysteries who can scan,
Too deep for easy, weak, believing man?
Hold, let me look: indeed youre wondrous fair;
So, on the outside, Sodoms apples were:
And yet within, when opened to the view,
Not half so dangerous or so foul as you.

Queen. Unhappy, wretched woman that I am!
And you unworthy of a husbands name!
Do you not blush?

King. Yes, madam, for your shame.
Blush, too, my judgment eer should prove so faint,
To let me choose a devil for a saint.
When first I saw and loved that tempting eye,
The fiend within the flame I did not spy;
But still ran on, and cherished my desires,
For heavenly beams mistook infernal fires;
Such raging fires as you have since thought fit
Alone my son, my sons hot youth should meet.
O vengeance, vengeance!

Queen. Poor ungenerous king!
How means the soul from which such thoughts must spring!
Was it for this I did so late submit
To let you whine and languish at my feet;
When with false oaths you did my heart beguile
And proffered all your empire for a smile?
Then, then my freedom twas I did resign,
Though you still swore you would preserve it mine.
And still it shall be so, for from this hour
I vow to hate, and never see you more.
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you soon shall know
I can resent and rage as well as you.

King. By hell! her prides as raging as her lust.
A guard there! seize the queen! [Enter Guard.

Re-enter Don Carlos; he intercepts the Guards.

Don Car. Hold, sir, be just.
First look on me, whom once you called your son,
A title I was always proud to own.

King. Good Heaven! to merit this what have I done,
That he too dares before my sight appear?

Don Car. Why, sir, where is the cause that I should fear?
Bold in my innocence, I come to know
The reason why you use this princess so.

King. Sure I shall find some way to raise this siege:
He talks as if twere for his privilege.
Foul ravisher of all my honour, hence!
But stay! Guards, with the queen secure the prince.
Wherefore in my revenge should I be slow?
Now in my reach, Ill dash them at a blow.

Re-enter Don John of Austria, with the Duchess of Eboli, Henrietta, and Garcia.

Don John. I come, great sir, with wonder here, to see
Your rage grow up to this extremity
Against your beauteous queen, and loyal son;
What ist that they to merit chains have done?
Or ist your own wild jealousy alone?

King. O Austria, thy vain inquiry cease,
If thou hast any value for thy peace.
My mighty wrongs so loud an accent bear,
Twould make thee miserable but to hear.

Don Car. Father, — if I may dare to call you so,
Since now I doubt if Im your son or no, — 
As you have sealed my doom, I may complain.

King. Will then that monster dare to speak again?

Don Car. Yes, dying men should not their thoughts disguise;
And, since you take such joy in cruelties,
Ere of my death the new delight begin,
Be pleased to hear how cruel you have been.
Time was that we were smiled on by our fate,
You not unjust, nor I unfortunate:
Then, then I was your son, and you were glad
To hear my early praise was talked abroad:
Then loves dear sweets you to me would display;
Told me where this rich, beauteous treasure lay,
And how to gaint instructed me the way.
I came, and saw, and loved, and blessed you fort.
But then when love had sealed her to my heart,
You violently tore her from my side:
And, cause my bleeding wound I could not hide,
But still some pleasure to behold her took,
You now will have my life but for a look;
Wholly forgetting all the pains I bore,
Your heart with envious jealousy boils oer,
Cause I can love no less, and you no more.

Hen. Alas! how can you hear his soft complaint,
And not your hardened, stubborn heart relent?
Turn, sir; survey that comely, awful man,
And to my prayers be cruel if you can.

King. Away, deluder! who taught thee to sue?

D. of Eboli. Loving the queen, what ist she less can do
Than lend her aid against the dreadful storm?

King. Why, can the devil dwell too in that form?
This is their little engine by the bye,
A scout to watch and tell when dangers nigh.
Come, pretty sinner, thoult inform me all,
How, where, and when; nay, do not fear — you shall.

Hen. Ah, sir, unkind! [Kneels.

King. Now hold thy sirens tongue:
Who would have thought there was a witch so young?

Don John. Can you to suing beauty stop your ears?

[Raises up Henrietta and makes his address to her.

Heaven lays its thunder by, and gladly hears,
When angels are become petitioners.

D. of Eboli. Ha! what makes Austria so officious there?
That glance seems as it sent his heart to her.

[Aside to Garcia.

Don Car. A banquet then of blood since you design,
Yet you may satisfy yourself with mine.
I love the queen, I have confessed, tis true:
Proud too to think I love her more than you;
Though she, by Heaven, is clear; — but I indeed
Have been unjust, and do deserve to bleed.
There were no lawless thoughts that I did want,
Which love had power to ask, or beauty grant;
Though I neer yet found hopes to raise them on,
For she did still preserve her honours throne,
And dash the bold aspiring devils down.
If to her cause you do not credit give,
Fondly against your happiness youll strive;
As some lose Heaven, because they wont believe.

Queen. Whilst, prince, my preservation you design,
Blot not your virtue to add more to mine.
The clearness of my truth Id not have shown
By any other light besides its own. — 
No, sir, he through despair all this has said,
And owns offences which he never made.
Why should you think that I would do you wrong?
Must I needs be unchaste because Im young?

King. Unconstant wavering heart, why heavest thou so?
I shiver all, and know not what I do.
I who ere now have armies led to fight,
Thought war a sport, and danger a delight,
Whole winter nights stood under Heavens wide roof,
Daring my foes, now am not beauty-proof.
Oh, turn away those basilisks, thy eyes;
The infections fatal, and who sees them dies. [Going away.

Queen. Oh, do not fly me; I have no design
Upon your life, for you may yet save mine. [Kneels.
Or if at last I must my breath submit,
Here take it, tis an offering at your feet:
Will you not look on me, my dearest lord?

King. Why? wouldst thou live?

Queen. Yes, if youll say the word.

Don Car. O Heaven! how coldly and unmoved he sees
A praying beauty prostrate on her knees!
Rise, madam — [Steps to take her up.

King. Bold encroacher, touch her not:
Into my breast her glances thick are shot.
Not true! — Stay, let me see — by Heaven, thou art — 

[Looks earnestly on her.

A false vile woman — O my foolish heart!
I give thee life: but from this time refrain,
And never come into my sight again:
Be banished ever.

Queen. This you must not do,
At least till Ive convinced you I am true.
Grant me but so much time; and, when thats done,
If you think fit, for ever Ill be gone.

King. Ive all this while been angry, but in vain:
She heats me first, then strokes me tame again.
Oh, wert thou true, how happy should I be!
Thinkst thou that I have joy to part with thee?
No, all my kingdom for the bliss Id give — 
Nay, though it were not so — but to believe.
Come, for I cant avoid it, cheat me quite!

Queen. I would not, sir, deceive you if I might.
But if youll take my oaths, by all above,
Tis you, and only you, that I will love.

King. Thus as a mariner that sails along,
With pleasure hears the enticing sirens song,
Unable quite his strong desires to bound,
Boldly leaps in, though certain to be drowned, — 
Come to my bosom then, make no delay; [Takes her in his arms.
My rage is hushed, and I have room for joy.

Queen. Again youll think that I unjust will prove.

King. No, thou art all oer truth, and I all love.
Oh that we might for ever thus remain
In folded arms, and never part again!

Queen. Command me anything, and try your power.

King. Then from this minute neer see Carlos more. — 
Thou slave, that darest do ill with such a port,
For ever here I banish thee my court.
Within some cloister lead a private life,
That I may love and rule without this strife.
Here, Eboli, receive her to thy charge:
The treasures precious, and the trust is large.
Whilst I, retiring hence, myself make fit
To wait for joys which are too fierce to meet. [Exit.

Don Car. My exile from his presence I can bear
With pleasure: but, no more to look on her!
Oh, tis a dreadful curse I cannot bear.
No, madam, all his power shall nothing do:
Ill stay and take my banishment from you.
Do you command me, see how far Ill fly.

Queen. Will Carlos be at last my enemy?
Consider, this submission I have shown,
More to preserve your safety than my own.
Ungratefully you needless ways devise,
To lose a life which I so dearly prize.

Don Car. So now her fortunes made, and I am left
Alone, a naked wanderer to shift. [Aside.
Madam, you might have spared the cruelty;

[To the Queen.

Blessed with your sight, I was prepared to die.
But now to lose it drives me to despair,
Making me wish to die, and yet not dare.
Well, to some solitary shore Ill roam,
And never more into your presence come,
Since I already find Im troublesome. [Going.

Queen. Stay, sir, yet stay: — you shall not leave me so.

Don Car. Ha!

Queen. I must talk with you before you go.
O Carlos, how unhappy is our state!
How foul a game was played us by our fate!
Who promised fair when we did first begin,
Till envying to see us like to win,
Straight fell to cheat, and threw the false lot in.
My vows to you I now remember all.

Don Car. O madam, I can hear no more. [Kneels.

Queen. You shall; — [Kneels too.
For I cant choose but let you know that I,
If youll resolve ont, yet will with you die.

Don Car. Sure nobler gallantry was never known!
Good Heaven! this blessing is too much for one:
No, tis enough for me to die alone.
My father, all my foes, I now forgive.

Queen. Nay, sir, by all our loves I charge you live.
But to what country wheresoeer you go,
Forget not me, for Ill remember you.

Don Car. Shall I such virtue and such charms forget?
No, never!

Queen. Oh that we had never met,
But in our distant climates still been free!
I might have heard of you, and you of me:
So towards happiness more safely moved,
And never been thus wretched, yet have loved.
What makes you look so wildly? Why dye start?

Don Car. A faint cold damp is thickening round my heart.

Queen. What shall we do?

Don Car. Do anything but part;
Or stay so long till my poor soul expires
In view of all the glory it admires.

D. of Eboli. In such a lover how might I be blest!
Oh! were I of that noble heart possessed,
How soft, how easy would I make his bands! [Aside.
But, madam, you forget the kings commands:

[To the Queen.

Longer to stay, your dangers will renew.

Don Car. Ah, princess! lovers pains you never knew;
Or what it is to part, as we must do.
Part too for ever!
After one minute never more to stand
Fixed on those eyes, or pressing this soft hand!
Twere but enough to feed one, and not starve,
Yet that is more than I did eer deserve;
Though fate to us is niggardly and poor,
That from eternity cant spare one hour.

Queen. If it were had, that hour would soon be gone,
And we should wish to draw another on.
No, rigorous necessity has made
Us both his slaves, and now will be obeyed.
Come, let us try the parting blow to bear.
Adieu! [Looking at each other.

Don Car. Farewell! Im fixed and rooted here;
I cannot stir — 

Queen. Shall I the way then show?
Now hold, my heart — 

[Goes to the door, stops, and turns back again.

Nay, sir, why dont you go?

Don Car. Why do you stay?

Queen. I wont — 

Don Car. You shall a while. [Kneels.
With one look more my miseries beguile,
That may support my heart till you are gone!

Queen. O Eboli! thy help, or Im undone. [Takes hold on her.
Here, take it then, and with it too my life! [Leans into her arms.

Don Car. My courage with my tortures is at strife,
Since my griefs cowards are, and dare not kill,
Ill try to vanquish and out-toil the ill.
Well, madam, now Im something hardier grown:
Since I at last perceive you must be gone,
To venture the encounter Ill be bold; [Leads her to the door.
For certainly my heart will so long hold.
Farewell! be happy as youre fair and true.

Queen. And all Heavens kindest angels wait on you!

[Exeunt Queen, Duchess of Eboli, Henrietta, and Garcia.

Don Car. Thus long Ive wandered in loves crooked way,
By hopes deluded meteor led astray;
For, ere Ive half the dangerous desert crossed,
The glimmering lights gone out, and I am lost. [Exit.




ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I. — The Ante-Chamber to the Queens Apartment.

Enter Don Carlos and Marquis of Posa.



Don Car. The next is the apartment of the queen:
In vain I try, I must not venture in.

[Goes toward the door but returns.

Thus is it with the souls of murdered men,
Who to their bodies would again repair;
But, finding that they cannot enter there,
Mourning and groaning wander in the air.
Robbed of my love, and as unjustly thrown
From all those hopes that promised me a crown,
My heart, with the dishonours to me done,
Is poisoned, swells too mighty for my breast;
But it will break, and I shall be at rest.
No; dull despair this soul shall never load:
Though patience be the virtue of a god,
Gods never feel the ills that govern here,
Or are above the injuries we bear.
Father and king; both names bear mighty sense:
Yet sure theres something too in son and prince.
I was born high, and will not fall less great;
Since triumph crowned my birth, Ill have my fate
As glorious and majestic too as that.
To Flanders, Posa, straight my letters send;
Tell them the injured Carlos is their friend;
And that to head their forces I design;
So vindicate their cause, if they dare mine.

M. of Posa. To the rebels?

Don Car. No, theyre friends; their cause is just;
Or, when I make it mine, at least it must.
Let the common rout like beasts love to be dull,
Whilst sordidly they live at ease and full,
Senseless what honour or ambition means,
And ignorantly drag their load of chains.
I am a prince, have had a crown in view,
And cannot brook to lose the prospect now.
If thourt my friend, do not my will delay.

M. of Posa. Ill dot. [Exit.

Enter Duchess of Eboli.

D. of Eboli. My lord.

Don Car. Who calls me?

D. of Eboli. You must stay.

Don Car. What news of fresh affliction can you bear?

D. of Eboli. Suppose it were the queen; youd stay for her?

Don Car. For her? yes, stay an age, for ever stay;
Stay even till time itself should pass away;
Fix here a statue never to remove,
An everlasting monument of love.
Though, may a thing so wretched as I am
But the least place in her remembrance claim?

D. of Eboli. Yes, if you dare believe me, sir, you do;
We both can talk of nothing else but you:
Whilst from the theme even emulation springs,
Each striving who shall say the kindest things.

Don Car. But from that charity I poorly live,
Which only pities, and can nothing give.

D. of Eboli. Nothing! Propose what tis you claim, and I,
For aught you know, may be security.

Don Car. No, madam, whats my due none eer can pay;
There stands that angel, Honour, in the way,
Watching his charge with never-sleeping eyes,
And stops my entrance into paradise.

D. of Eboli. What paradise? What pleasures can you know,
Which are not in my power to bestow?

Don Car. Love, love, and all those eager, melting charms
The queen must yield when in my fathers arms.
That queen, so excellently, richly fair,
Jove, could he come again a lover here,
Would court mortality to die for her.
O madam, take not pleasure to renew
Those pains, which if you felt, you would not do.

D. of Eboli. Unkindly urged: think you no sense I have
Of what you feel? Now you may take your leave.
Something I had to say; but let it die.

Don Car. Why, madam, who has injured you? Not I.

D. of Eboli. Nay, sir, your presence I would not detain:
Alas! you do not hear that I complain.
Though, could you half of my misfortunes see,
Methinks you should incline to pity me.

Don Car. I cannot guess what mournful tale youd tell;
But I am certain you prepare me well.
Speak, madam.

D. of Eboli. Say I loved, and with a flame
Which even melts my tender heart to name;
Loved too a man, I will not say ingrate,
Because hes far above my birth or fate;
Yet so far he at least does cruel prove,
He prosecutes a dead and hopeless love,
Starves on a barren rock, and wont be blest,
Though I invite him kindly to a feast.

Don Car. What stupid animal could senseless lie,
Quickened by beams from that illustrious eye?

D. of Eboli. Nay, to increase your wonder, you shall know
That I, alas! am forced to tell him too,
Till even I blush, as now I tell it you.

Don Car. You neither shall have cause of shame or fear,
Whose secrets safe within my bosom are.

D. of Eboli. Then farther I the riddle may explain:
Survey that face, and blame me if you can.

[Shows him his own picture.

Don Car. Distraction of my eyes! what have they seen?
Tis my own picture which I sent the queen,
When to her fame I paid devotion first,
Expecting bliss, but lost it: I am cursed,
Cursed too in thee, who from my saint darest steal
The only relic left her of my zeal,
And with the sacrilege attempt my heart.
Wert thou more charming than thou thinkst thou art,
Almighty love preserves the fort for her,
And bids defiance to thy entrance there.

D. of Eboli. Neglected! Scorned by father and by son!
What a malicious course my stars have run!
But since I meet with such unlucky fate
In love, Ill try how I can thrive in hate:
My own dull husband may assist in that.
To his revenge Ill give him fresh alarms,
And with the gray old wizard muster charms.
I havet; thanks, thanks, revenge! Prince, tis thy bane. [Aside.
Can you forgive me, sir? I hope you can. [Mildly.
Ill try to recompense the wrongs Ive done,
And better finish what is ill begun.

Don Car. Madam, you at so strange a rate proceed,
I shall begin to think you loved indeed.

D. of Eboli. No matter: be but to my honour true,
As you shall ever find Ill be to you.
The queens my charge, and you may, on that score,
Presume that you shall see her yet once more.
Ill lead you to those so-much worshipped charms,
And yield you to my happy rivals arms.

Don Car. In what a mighty sum shall I be bound!
I did not think such virtue could be found.
Thou mistress of all best perfections, stay:
Fain I in gratitude would something say,
But am too far in debt for thanks to pay.

Enter Don John of Austria.

Don John. Where is that prince, he whose afflictions speak
So loud, as all hearts but his own might break?

Don Car. My lord, what fate has left me, I am here,
Mere man, of all my comfort stripped and bare.
Once, like a vine, I flourished and was young,
Rich in my ripening hopes that spoke me strong:
But now a dry and withered stock am grown,
And all my clusters and my branches gone.

Don John. Amongst those numbers which your wrongs deplore,
Than me theres none that can resent them more.
I feel a generous grudging in my breast,
To see such honour and such hopes oppressed.
The king your father is my brother, true;
But I see more thats like myself in you.
Free-born I am, and not on him depend,
Obliged to none, but whom I call my friend.
And if that title you think fit to bear,
Accept the confirmation of it here. [Embraces him.

Don Car. From you, to whom Im by such kindness tied,
The secrets of my soul I will not hide.
This generous princess has her promise given,
I once more shall be brought in sight of Heaven;
To the fair queen my last devotion pay;
And then for Flanders I intend my way,
Where to the insulting rebels Ill give law,
To keep myself from wrongs, and them in awe.

Don John. Prosperity to the design, tis good;
Both worthy of your honour and your blood.

Don Car. My lord, your spreading glories flourish high,
Above the reach or shock of destiny:
Mine, early nipped, like buds untimely die.

Enter Officer of the Guard.

Offi. My lord, I grieve to tell what you must hear;
They are unwelcome orders which I bear,
Which are, to guard you as a prisoner.

Don Car. A prisoner! what new game of fates begun?
Henceforth be ever cursed the name of son,
Since I must be a slave, because Im one.
Duty! to whom? Hes not my father: no.
Back with your orders to the tyrant go;
Tell him his fury drives too much one way;
Im weary ont, and can no more obey.

Don John. If asked by whose commands you did decline
Your orders, tell my brother twas by mine. [Exit Officer.

Don Car. Now, were I certain it would sink me quite,
Id see the queen once more, though but in spite;
Though he with all his fury were in place,
I would caress and court her to his face.
Oh that I could this minute die! if so,
What he had lost he might too lately know,
Cursing himself to think what he has done:
For I was ever an obedient son;
With pleasure all his glories saw, when young,
Looked, and, with pride considering whence I sprung,
Joyfully under him and free I played,
Basked in his shine and wantoned in his shade — 
But now,
Cancelling all whateer he then conferred,
He thrusts me out among the common herd:
Nor quietly will there permit my stay,
But drives and hunts me like a beast of prey.
Affliction! O affliction! tis too great,
Nor have I ever learnt to suffer yet.
Though ruin at me from each side take aim,
And I stand thus encompassed round with flame,
Though the devouring fire approaches fast,
Yet will I try to plunge: if power waste,
I can at worst but sink, and burn at last. [Exit.

Don John. Go on, pursue thy fortune while tis hot:
I long for work where honours to be got.
But, madam, to this prince youre wondrous kind.

D. of Eboli. You are not less to Henriet, I find.

Don John. Why, shes a beauty, tender, young, and fair.

D. of Eboli. I thought I might in charms have equalled her.
You told me once my beauty was not less.
Is this your faith? are these your promises?

Don John. You would seem jealous, but are crafty grown;
Tax me of falsehood to conceal your own.
Go, youre a woman — 

D. of Eboli. Yes, I know I am:
And by my weakness do deserve that name,
When heart and honour I to you resigned.
Would I were not a woman, or less kind!

Don John. Think you your falsehood was not plainly seen,
When to your charge my brother gave the queen?
Too well I saw it; how did you dispense,
In looks, your pity to the afflicted prince!
Whilst I my duty paid the king, your time
You watched, and fixed your melting eyes on him;
Admired him — 

D. of Eboli. Yes, sir, for his constancy — 
But twas with pain, to think you false to me,
When to anothers eye you homage paid,
And my true love wronged and neglected laid;
Wronged, too, so far as nothing can restore.

Don John. Nay, then, lets part, and think of love no more.
Farewell! [Going.

D. of Eboli. Farewell, if youre resolved to go: — 
Inhuman Austria, can you leave me so?
Enough my soul is by your falsehood racked;
Add not to your inconstancy neglect.
Methinks you so far might have grateful proved,
Not to have quite forgotten that I loved.

Don John. If eer you loved, tis you, not I forget;
For a remove tis here too deeply set,
Firm-rooted, and for ever must remain. [She turns away.
Why thus unkind?

D. of Eboli. Why are you jealous then? [Turns to him.

Don John. Come, let it be no more! Im hushed and still.
Will you forgive?

D. of Eboli. How can you doubt my will?
I do.

Don John. Then send me not away unblest.

D. of Eboli. Till you return I will not think of rest.
Carlos will hither suddenly repair.
The next apartments mine; Ill wait you there,
Farewell! [She seems to weep.

Don John. Oh, do not let me see a tear;
It quenches joy, and stifles appetite.
Like wars fierce god, upon my bliss Id prey;
Who, from the furious toils of arms all day,
Returning home to loves fair queen at night,
Comes riotous and hot with full delight. [Exit.

D. of Eboli. He has reaped his joys, and now he would be free,
And to effect it puts on jealousy:
But Im as much a libertine as he;
As fierce my will, as furious my desires;
Yet will I hold him; though enjoyment tires,
Though love and appetite be at the best,
Hell serve, as common meats fill up a feast,
And look like plenty, though we never taste.

Enter Ruy-Gomez.

Old lord, I bring thee news will make thee young.

Ruy-Gom. Speak; there was always music in thy tongue.

D. of Eboli. Thy foes are tottering, and the days thy own;
Give them but one lift now, and they go down.
Quickly to the king, and all his doubts renew;
Appear disturbed, as if you something knew
Too difficult and dangerous to relate,
Then bring him hither labouring with the weight.
I will take care that Carlos shall be here:
So for his jealous eyes a sight prepare,
Shall prove more fatal than Medusas head,
And he more monster seem than she eer made. [Exit.

Enter King, attended.

King. Still how this tyrant doubt torments my breast!
When shall I get the usurper dispossessed?
My thoughts, like birds when frighted from their rest,
Around the place where all was hushed before,
Flutter, and hardly settle any more — [Sees Ruy-Gomez.
Ha, Gomez! what art thou thus musing on?

Ruy-Gom. Im thinking what it is to have a son;
What mighty cares and what tempestuous strife
Attend on an unhappy fathers life;
How children blessings seem, but torments are;
When young, our folly; and when old, our fear.

King. Why dost thou bring these odd reflections here?
Thou enviest sure the quiet which I bear.

Ruy-Gom. No, sir, I joy in the ease which you possess,
And wish you never may have cause for less.

King. Have cause for less! Come nearer; thou art sad,
And lookst as thou wouldst tell me that I had.
Now, now, I feel it rising up again — 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos? where the queen?
What, not a word? have my wrongs struck thee dumb?
Or art thou swollen and labouring with my doom,
Yet darest not let the fatal secret come?

Ruy-Gom. Heaven great infirmities to age allots:
Im old, and have a thousand doting thoughts.
Seek not to know them, sir.

King. By Heaven! I must.

Ruy-Gom. Nay, I would not be by compulsion just.

King. Yet, if without it you refuse, you shall.

Ruy-Gom. Grant me then one request, Ill tell you all.

King. Name thy petition, and conclude it done.

Ruy-Gom. It is, that you would here forgive your son
For all his past offences to this hour.

King. Thoust almost asked a thing beyond my power;
But so much goodness in the request I find,
Spite of myself, Ill for thy sake be kind.
His pardons sealed; the secret now declare.

Ruy-Gom. Alas! tis only that I saw him here.

King. Where? with the queen! Yes, yes, tis so, Im sure;
Never were wrongs so great as I endure;
So great that they are grown beyond complaint,
For half my patience might have made a saint.
O woman! monstrous woman!
Did I for this into my breast receive
The promising, repenting fugitive?
But, Gomez, I will throw her back again;
And thou shalt see me smile and tear her then.
Ill crush her heart, where all the poison lies,
Till, when the venoms out, the viper dies,

Ruy-Gom. They the best method of revenge pursue
Who so contrive that it may justice show;
Stay till their wrongs appear at such a head
That innocence may have no room to plead.
Your fury, sir, at least awhile delay;
I guess the prince may come again this way:
Here Ill withdraw, and watch his privacy.

King. And when hes fixed, be sure bring word to me;
Till then Ill bridle vengeance, and retire,
Within my breast suppress this angry fire,
Till to my eyes my wrongs themselves display;
Then, like a falcon, gently cut my way,
And with my pounces seize the unwary prey. [Exit.

Re-enter Duchess of Eboli.

D. of Eboli. Ive overheard the business with delight,
And find revenge will have a feast to-night.
Though thy declining years are in their wane,
I can perceive theres youth still in thy brain.
Away! the queen is coming hither. [Exit Ruy-Gomez.

Enter Queen with Attendants, and Henrietta.

Queen. Now
To all felicity a long adieu.
Where are you, Eboli?

D. of Eboli. Madam, Im here.

Queen. Oh, how fresh fears assault me everywhere!
I hear that Carlos is a prisoner made.

D. of Eboli. No, madam, he the orders disobeyed;
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends,
To head the rebels, whom he styles his friends:
But, ere he goes, by me does humbly sue
That he may take his last farewell of you.

Queen. Will he then force his destiny at last?
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haste:
Tell him, I beg his purpose hed delay,
Or, if that cant his resolution stay,
Say I have sworn not to survive the hour
In which I hear that he has left this shore.
Tell him, Ive gained his pardon of the king;
Tell him — to stay him — tell him anything — 

D. of Eboli. One word from you his duty would restore;
And, though you promised neer to see him more,
Methinks you might upon so just a score.
But see, hes here.

Re-enter Don Carlos.

Don Car. Run out of breath by fate,
And persecuted by a fathers hate,
Wearied with all, I panting hither fly,
To lay myself down at your feet, and die.

[Kneels, and kisses the Queens hands.

Queen. O too unhappy Carlos! yet unkind!
Gainst you what harms have ever I designed,
That you should with such violence decree
Ungratefully at last to murder me?

Don Car. Pour all thy curses, Heaven, upon this head,
For Ive the worst of vengeance merited,
That yet I impudently live to hear
Myself upbraided of a wrong to her! [Rises.
Say, has your honour been by me betrayed?
Or have I snares to entrap your virtue laid?
Tell me; if not, why do you then upbraid?

Queen. You will not know the afflictions which you give;
Wast not my last request that you would live?
I by our vows conjured it; but I see,
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me,
Regardless, your own ruin you design,
Though you are sure to purchase it with mine.

Don Car. I, as you bade me live, obeyed with pride,
Though it was harder far than to have died.
But loss of liberty my life disdains;
These limbs were never made to suffer chains.
My father should have singled out some crown,
And bidden me go conquer it for my own:
He should have seen what Carlos would have done.
But to prescribe my freedom, sink me low
To base confinement, where no comforts flow,
But black despair, that foul tormentor, lies,
With all my present load of miseries,
Was to my soul too violent a smart,
And roused the sleeping lion in my heart.

Queen. Yet then be kind; your angry fathers rage
I know the least submission will assuage;
Youre hot with youth, hes choleric with age.
To him, and put a true obedience on;
Be humble, and express yourself a son.
Carlos, I beg it of you: will you not?

Don Car. Methinks tis very hard, but yet Ill dot.
I must obey whatever you prefer,
Knowing youre all divine, and cannot err.
For, if my dooms unalterable, I shall
This way at least with less dishonour fall;
And princes less my tameness thus condemn,
When I for you shall suffer, though by him.

Queen. In my apartment farther well debate
Of this, and for a happy issue wait.
Your presence there he cannot disapprove,
When it shall speak your duty, and my love.

[Exeunt Don Carlos, Queen, Henrietta, and Attendants.

Re-enter Ruy-Gomez.

D. of Eboli. Now, Gomez, triumph! All is ripe; the toil
Has caught them, and fate saw it with a smile.
Thus far the work of destiny was mine;
But Im content the masterpiece be thine.
Away to the king, prepare his soul for blood, — 
A mystery thou well hast understood.
Whilst I go rest within a lovers arms, [Aside.
And to my Austria lay out all my charms. [Exit.

Ruy-Gom. Fate, open now thy book, and set them down:
I have already marked them for thy own.

Re-enter King, and Marquis of Posa at a distance.

My lord the king?

King. Gomez?

Ruy-Gom. The same.

King. Hast seen
The prince?

Ruy-Gom. I have.

King. Where is he?

Ruy-Gom. With the queen.

King. Now ye that dwell in everlasting flame,
And keep records of all ye mean to damn,
Show me, if mongst your precedents there eer
Was seen a son like him, or wife like her.
Hark, Gomez! didst not hear the infernals groan?
Hush, hell, a little, and they are thy own!

M. of Posa. Who should these be? the king and Gomez, sure:
Methinks I wish that Carlos were secure;
For Flanders his despatches Ive prepared.

King. Whos there? Tis Posa, pander to their lust.

[Drawing near to Posa.

Now, Gomez, to his heart thy dagger thrust;
In the pursuit of vengeance drive it far;
Strike deep, and, if thou canst, wound Carlos there.

Ruy-Gom. Ill dot as close as happy lovers kiss:
May he strike mine, if of his heart I miss!
Thus, sir! [Stabs Posa.

M. of Posa. Ha, Gomez! villain! thou hast done
Thy worst: but yet I would not die alone:
Here, dog! [Stabs at him.

Ruy-Gom. So brisk! then take it once again.

[As they are struggling, the despatches fall out of Posas bosom.

Twas only, sir, to put you out of pain.

[Stabs him again, and Posa falls.

M. of Posa. My lord the king — but life too far is gone — 
I faint — be mindful of your queen and son. [Dies.

King. The slave in death repents, and warns me. Yes,
I shall be very mindful. What are these?

[Takes up the despatches.

For Flanders! with the princes signet sealed!
Heres villany has yet been unrevealed.
See, Gomez, practices against my crown; [Shows them him.
Treason and lust have joined to pull me down.
Yet still I stand like a firm sturdy rock,
Whilst they but split themselves with their own shock.
But I too long delay: give word I come.

Ruy-Gom. What, ho! within! The king is nigh; make room.

[Ruy-Gomez draws a curtain, and discovers Don John and the Duchess of Eboli embracing.

King. Now let me, if I can, to fury add,
That when I thunder I may strike them dead.

[Looking earnestly on them.

Ha! Gomez! on this truth depends thy life.
Why, thats our brother Austria!

Ruy-Gom. And my wife!
Embracing close. Whilst I was busy grown
In others ruins, here Ive met my own.
Oh! had I perished ere twas understood!

King. This is the nest where lust and falsehood brood.
Is it not admirable?

[Exeunt Don John and the Duchess of Eboli embracing.

Ruy-Gom. Oh, sir, yes!
Ten thousand devils tear the sorceress!

King. But they are gone, and my dishonours near.

Re-enter Don Carlos and Queen, discoursing; Henrietta and Attendants.

Look, my incestuous son and wife appear.
See, Gomez, how she languishes and dies.
Sdeath! there are very pulses in her eyes.

[Don Carlos approaches the King.

Don Car. In peace, Heaven ever guard the king from harms;
In war, success and triumph crown his arms;
Till all the nations of the world shall be
Humble and prostrate at his feet, like me! [Kneels.
I hear your fury has my death designed;
Though Ive deserved the worst, you may be kind:
Behold me as your poor unhappy son,
And do not spill that blood which is your own!

King. Yes, when my blood grows tainted, I neer doubt
But for my health tis good to let it out:
But thines a stranger, like thy soul, to me;
Or else be cursed thy mothers memory,
And doubly cursed be that unhappy night
In which I purchased torment with delight!

Don Car. Thus then I lay aside all rights of blood. [Rises boldly.
My mother cursed! She was all just and good,
Tyrant! too good to stay with thee below,
And therefores blest, and reigns above thee now.
Submission! which way got it entrance here?

King. Perhaps it came ere treason was aware.
Thy traitorous designs now come to light,
Too great and horrid to be hid in night.
See here my honour, and thy dutys stains! [Shows the despatches.
Ive paid your secretary for his pains;
He waits you there: to council with him go; [Shows Posas body.
Ask what intelligence from Flanders now.

Don Car. My friend here slain, my faithful Posa tis.
Good Heaven! what have I done to merit this?
What temples sacked, what desolations made,
To pull down such a vengeance on my head?
This, villain, was thy work: what friend of thine

[To Ruy-Gomez.

Did I eer wrong, that thou shouldst murder mine?
But Ill take care it shall not want reward — [Draws.

King. Courage, my Gomez, since thy kings thy guard.
Come, rebel, and thy villanies fulfil!

Don Car. No; though unjust, you are my father still;

[Throws away his sword.

And from that title must your safety own:
Tis that which awes my hand, and not your crown.
Tis true, all there contained I had designed:
To such a height your jealousy was grown,
It was the only way that I could find
To work your peace, and to procure my own.

King. Thinking my youth and vigour to decrease,
Youd ease me of my crown to give me peace.

Don Car. Alas! you fetch your misconstructions far:
The injuries to me, and wrongs to her,
Were much too great for empire to repair.
When you forgot a fathers love, and quite
Deprived me of a sons and princes right,
Branded my honour, and pursued my life,
My duty long with nature was at strife.
Not that I feared my memory or name
Could suffer by the voice of common fame;
A thing I still esteemed beneath my pride:
For, though condemned by all the world beside,
Had you but thought me just, I could have died.
At last this only way I found, to fly
Your anger, and divert your jealousy: — 
To go to Flanders, and be so removed
From all I ever honoured, ever loved;
There in your right hoping I might complete,
Spite of my wrongs, some action truly great;
Thus by my faith and sufferings to out-wear
Your hate, and shun that storm which threatened here.

Queen. And can this merit hate? He would forego
The joys and charms of courts to purchase you;
Banish himself, and stem the dangerous tide
Of lawless outrage and rebellious pride.

King. How evenly she pleads in his defence!
So blind is guilt when twould seem innocence.
She thinks her softness may my rage disarm.
No, sorceress, youre mistaken in your charm,
And, whilst you soothe, do but assist the storm!
Do, take full view of your tall able slave;

[Queen looks on Don Carlos.

Look hard; it is the last youre like to have.

Don Car. My life or death are in your power to give.

King. Yes, and thou diest.

Don Car. Not till she give me leave:
She is the star that rules my destiny;
And, whilst her aspects kind, I cannot die.

Queen. No, prince, for ever live, be ever blest.

King. Yes, I will send him to his eternal rest.
Oh! had I took the journey long ago,
I neer had known the pains that rack me now.

Queen. What pains? what racks? [Approaching.

King. Avoid, and touch me not!
I see thee foul, all one incestuous blot;
Thy broken vows are in thy guilty face.

Queen. Have I then in your pity left no place?

King. Oh! thus it was you drew me in before,
With promises you neer would see him more.
But now your subtlest wiles too weak are grown;
Ive gotten freedom, and Ill keep my own.

Queen. May you be ever free! But can your mind
Conceive that any ill was here designed?
He hither came, only that he might show
Obedience, and be reconciled to you.
You saw his humble, dutiful address.

King. But you beforehand signed the happy peace.

Re-enter Duchess of Eboli.

O princess, thank you for the care you take.
Tell me, how got this monster entrance? speak.

D. of Eboli. Heaven witness twas without my knowledge done.

Ruy-Gom. No, she had other business of her own.

[Aside.

O blood and murder!

King. All are false: a guard!

Enter Guard.

Seize on that traitor! [Pointing to Don Carlos.

Don Car. Welcome; Im prepared.

Queen. Stay, sir, let me die too: I can obey.

King. No, thou shalt live. [Seemingly kind.] By Heaven, but not a day! [Aside.
I a revenge so exquisite have framed,
She unrepenting dies, and so shes damned.

Hen. If ever pity could your heart engage,
If eer you hope for blessings on your age,
Incline your ears to a poor virgins prayer!

King. I dare not venture thee, thou art too fair.
What wouldst thou say?

Hen. Destroy not in one man
More virtue than the world can boast again.
View him the eldest pledge of your first love,
Your virgin joys; that may some pity move — 

King. No; for the wrongs I suffer weigh it down:
Id now not spare his life to save my own.
Away! by thy soft tongue Ill not be caught.

Hen. By all that hopes can frame I beg: if not,
May you by some base hand unpitied die,
And childless mothers curse your memory!
By honour, love, by life — 

King. Fond girl, away:
By Heaven, Ill kill thee else! Still darest thou stay?
Cannot death terrify thee?

Hen. No; for I,
If you refuse me, am resolved to die.

Don Car. Kind fair one, do not waste your sorrows here
On me, too wretched, and not worth a tear.
There yet for you are mighty joys in store,
When I in dust am laid, and seen no more. — 
O madam! [To the Queen.

Queen. O my Carlos! must you die
For me? no mercy in a fathers eye?

Don Car. Hide, hide your tears, into my soul they dart
A tenderness that misbecomes my heart:
For, since I must, I like a prince would fall,
And to my aid my manly spirits call.

Queen. You, like a man, as roughly as you will
May die, but let me be a woman still! [Weeps.

King. Thourt woman, a true copy of the first,
In whom the race of all mankind was cursed.
Your sex by beauty was to Heaven allied;
But your great lord, the devil, taught you pride.
He too an angel, till he durst rebel;
And you are, sure, the stars that with him fell.
Weep on! a stock of tears like vows you have,
And always ready when you would deceive.

Queen. Cruel! inhuman! O my heart! why should
I throw away a title thats so good,
On one a stranger to whateer was so?
Alas, Im torn, and know not what to do.
The just resentment of my wrongs so great,
My spirits sink beneath the heavy weight.
Tyrant, stand off! I hate thee, and will try
If I have scorn enough to make me die.

Don Car. Blest angel, stay! [Takes her in his arms.

Queen. Carlos, the sole embrace
You ever took, you have before his face.

Don Car. No wealthy monarch of the plenteous East,
In all the glories of his empire dressed,
Was ever half so rich, or half so blest.
But from such bliss how wretched is the fall!
They too like us must die, and leave it all.

King. All this before my face! what soul could beart?
Go, force her from him! [Officer approaches.

Don Car. Slave, twill cost thy heart.
Thoudst better meet a lion on his way,
And from his hungry jaws reprize the prey!
Shes mistress of my soul, and to prepare
Myself for death, I must consult with her.

Ruy-Gom. Have pity! [Ironically.

King. Hence! how wretchedly he rules
Thats served by cowards, and advised by fools!
Oh, torture!

Don Car. Rouse, my soul! consider now
That to thy blissful mansion thou must go.
But I so mighty joys have tasted here,
I hardly shall have sense of any there:
Oh, soft as blossoms, and yet sweeter far! [Leaning on her bosom.
Sweeter than incense which to Heaven ascends,
Though tis presented there by angels hands.

King. Still in his arms! Cowards, go tear her forth!

Don Car. Youll sooner from its centre shake the earth:
Ill hold her fast till my last hour is nigh;
Then Ill bequeath her to you when I die.

King. Cut off his hold! or any thing — 

Don Car. Ay, come;
Here kill, and bear me hence into my tomb.
Id have my monument erected here,
With broken mangled limbs still clasping her.

Queen. Hold, and Ill quit his arms — 

[The Guards offer their axes. They part.

King. Now bear him hence.

Queen. O horrid tyrant! [Guards are hurrying Don Carlos off.
Stay, unhappy prince — 
Turn, turn! O torment! must I leave you so?
No, stay, and take me with you where you go.

Don Car. Hark, slaves, my goddess summons me to stay.
Dogs! have you eyes, and can you disobey?
See her! Oh, let me but just touch my bliss. [Pressing forward.

King. By hell! he shant. Slaves, are ye mine or his?

Queen. My life — 

Don Car. My soul, farewell! [Exeunt Guards with Don Carlos.

Queen. Hes gone, hes gone!
Now, tyrant, to thy rage Im left alone;
Give me my death, that hate both life and thee.

King. I know thou dost; yet live.

Queen. O misery! [Throws herself down.
Why was I born to be thus cursed? or why
Should life be forced, when tis so sweet to die?

King [To D. of Eboli]. Thou, woman, hast been false; but, to renew
Thy credit in my heart, assist me now.
Prepare a draught of poison, such as will
Act slow, and by degrees of torment kill.
Give it the queen, and, to prevent all sense
Of dying, tell her Ive released the prince,
And that ere morning hell attend her. I
In a disguise his presence will supply;
So glut my rage, and smiling see her die.

D. of Eboli. Your majesty shall be obeyed.

Ruy-Gom. Do, work thy mischiefs to their last degree,
And when theyre in their height Ill murder thee.

[Aside.

King. Now, Gomez, ply my rage and keep it hot:
Oer love and nature Ive the conquest got.
Still charming beauty triumphs in her eyes:

[Looking at the Queen.

Yet for my honour and my rest she dies.

[Exeunt Queen and Women.

But, oh! what ease can I expect to get,
When I must purchase at so dear a rate? [Exeunt.






ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I. — An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter King disguised.



King. Tis night; the season when the happy take
Repose, and only wretches are awake.
Now discontented ghosts begin their rounds,
Haunt ruined buildings and unwholesome grounds;
Or at the curtains of the restless wait,
To frighten them with some sad tale of fate.
When I would rest, I can no rest obtain:
The ills Ive borne even oer my slumbers reign,
And in sad dreams torment me oer again.
The fatal business is ere this begun:
Im shocked, and start to think what I have done.
But I forget how I that Philip am
So much for constancy renowned by fame;
Who through the progress of my life was neer
By hopes transported, or depressed by fear.
No, it is gone too far to be recalled,
And steadfastness will make the act extolled.

Enter Duchess of Eboli, in a night-gown.

Who? Eboli?

D. of Eboli. My lord.
King. Is the deed done?

D. of Eboli. Tis, and the queen to seek repose is gone.

King. Can she expect it, who allowed me none?
No, Eboli; her dreams must be as full
Of horror, and as hellish as her soul.
Does she believe the prince has freedom gained?

D. of Eboli. She does.

King. How were the tidings entertained?

D. of Eboli. Oer all her face young wandering blushes were,
Such as speak hopes too weak to conquer fear: — 
But when confirmed, no lover eer so kind;
She clasped me fast, caressed, and called me friend.
Which opportunity I took, to give
The poison; and till day she cannot live.

King. Quickly then to her; say that Carlos here
Waits to confirm his happiness with her.
Go, that my vengeance I may finish quite:
Twould be imperfect, should I lose the sight.
But to contrive that I may not be known,
And she may still mistake me for my son,
Remove all light but that which may suffice
To let her see me scorn her when she dies.

D. of Eboli. Youll find her all in rueful sables clad,
With one dim lamp that yields imperfect light,
Such as in vaults assist the ghastly shade,
Where wretched widows come to weep at night.
Thus she resolves to die, or living mourn,
Till Carlos shall with liberty return. [Exit.

King. O steadfast sin! incorrigible lust!
Not damned! it is impossible; she must.
How do I long to see her in her pains,
The poisonous sulphur rolling through her veins!

Enter Don John and Attendants.

Whos there? my brother?

Don John. Yes, sir, and your friend.
What can your presence here so late intend?

King. O Austria! Fates at work; a deeds in hand
Will put thy youthful courage to a stand.
Survey me; do I look as heretofore?

Don John. You look like King of Spain, and lord of power;
Like one who still seeks glory on the wing;
You look as I would do, were I a king.

King. A king! why I am more, Im all that can
Be counted miserable in a man.
But thou shalt see how calm anon Ill grow;
Ill be as happy and as gay as thou.

Don John. No, sir; my happiness you cannot have,
Whilst to your abject passions thus a slave.
To know my ease, you thoughts like mine must bring,
Be something less a man, and more a king.

King. Im growing so. Tis true that long I strove
With pleading nature, combated with love,
Those witchcrafts that had bound my soul so fast;
But now the date of the enchantments past:
Before my rage like ruins down they fall,
And I mount up true monarch oer them all.

Don John. I know your queen and son youve doomed to die,
And fear by this the fatal hour is nigh.
Why would you cut a sure succession off,
At which your friends must grieve, and foes will laugh;
As if, since age has from you took away
Increase, youd grow malicious, and destroy?

King. Doubt it not, Austria: thou my brother art,
And in my blood Im certain hast a part.
Only the justice of my vengeance own, — 
Thourt heir of Spain, and my adopted son.

Don John. I must confess there in a crown are charms,
Which I would court in bloody fields and arms;
But in my nephews wrong I must decline,
Since he must be extinguished ere I shine.
To mount a throne oer battlements Id climb,
Where Death should wait on me, not I on him.
Did you eer love, or have you ever known
The mighty value of so brave a son?

King. I guessed I should be treated thus before;
I know it is thy kindness, but no more.
Thou, living free, alas! art easy grown
And thinkst all hearts as honest as thy own.

Don John. Not, sir, so easy as I must be bold,
And speak what you perhaps would have untold;
That youre a slave to the vilest that obey,
Such as disgrace on royal favour lay,
And blindly follow as they lead astray:
Voracious varlets, sordid hangers-on;
Best by familiarity theyre known,
Yet shrink at frowns: but when you smile they fawn.
Theyre these have wronged you, and abused your ears,
Possessed your mind with false misgrounded fears.

King. Misgrounded fears? Why, is there any truth
In womens vows, or disobedient youth?
I sooner would believe this world were Heaven,
Where I have nought but toils and torment met,
And never comfort yet to man was given.
But thou shalt see how my revenge Ill treat.

[A curtain is drawn, and discovers the Queen alone in mourning on her couch, with a lamp by her.

Look where she sits, as quiet and serene [Ironically.
As if she never had a thought of sin,
In mourning, her wronged innocence to show!
She has swornt so oft, that she believes it true.
Oerwhelmed with sorrow shell in darkness dwell:
So we have heard of witches in a cell,
Treating with fiends, and making leagues with hell.

[The Queen rises and comes towards him.

Queen. My lord! Prince Carlos! may it be believed?
Are my eyes blessed; and am I not deceived?

King. My queen, my love, Im here — [Embraces her.

Queen. My lord the king!
This is surprising kindness which you bring.
Can you believe me innocent at last?
Methinks my griefs are half already past.

King. O tongue, in nothing practised but deceit!
Too well she knew him, not to find the cheat. [Aside.
Yes, vile incestuous woman, it is I,
The king: look on me well, despair, and die.

Queen. Why had you not pronounced my doom before,
Since to affliction you could add no more?
Methinks death is less welcome, when I find
You could but counterfeit a look thats kind.

King. No, now thourt fit for death: had I believed
Thou couldst have been more wicked, thou hadst lived, — 
Lived and gone on in lust and riot still;
But I perceived thee early ripe for hell:
And, that of the reward thou mightst not miss,
This night thoust drank thy bane, thourt poisoned; yes,
Thou art — 

Queen. Then welcome everlasting bliss!
But, ere I die, let me here make a vow, — 
By Heaven, and all I hope for there, Im true!

King. Vows you had always ready when you spoke:
How many of them have you made, and broke!
Yet theres a Power that does your falsehood hear,
A just one too, that lets thee live to swear.
How comes it that above such mercy dwells,
To permit sin, and make us infidels?

Queen. You have been ever so to all thats good,
My innocence had else been understood.
At first your love was nothing but your pride.
When I arrived to be the princes bride,
You then a kind indulgent father were;
But, finding me unfortunately fair,
Thought me a prize too rich to be possessed
By him, and forced yourself into my breast,
Where you maintained an unresisted power;
Not your own daughter could have loved you more,
Till, conscious of your age, my faith was blamed,
And I a lewd adulteress proclaimed,
Accused of foulest incest with your son — 
What more could my worst enemy have done?

King. Nothing, I hope; I would not have it said
That in my vengeance any fault I made.
Love me! O low pretence, too feebly built!
But tis the constant fault of dying guilt
Even to the last to cry theyre innocent,
When their despairs so great, they cant repent.

Queen. Thus having urged your malice to the head,
You spitefully are come to rail me dead.
Had I been man, and had an impious wife,
With speedy fury Id have snatched her life;
Torn a broad passage open to her heart,
And there have ransacked each polluted part;
Triumphed and laughed to have seen the issuing flood,
And wantonly have bathed my hands in blood.
That had outdone the low revenge you bring,
Much fitter for a woman than a king.

King. Im glad I know what death youd wish to have:
You would go down in silence to your grave;
Remove from future fame, as present times,
And bury with you, if you could, your crimes.
No, I will have my justice understood,
Proclaim thy falsehood and thy lust aloud.

Queen. About it then, the noble work begin;
Be proud, and boast how cruel you have been.
Oh, how a monarchs glory twill advance!
Do, quickly let it reach the ears of France.
Ive there a royal brother that is young,
Wholl certainly revenge his sisters wrong;
Into thy Spain a mighty army bring,
Tumble thee from thy throne a wretched thing,
And make it quite forgot thou eer wert king.

King. I neer had pleasure with her till this night:
The viper finds shes crushed, and fain would bite. — 
Oh! were he here, and durst maintain that word,
Id like an eagle seize the callow bird,
And gripe him till the dastard craven cried;
Then throw him panting by his sisters side.

Queen. Alas! I faint and sink; my lord, your hand!

[To Don John.

My spirits fail, and I want strength to stand.

Don John. O jealousy!
A curse which none but he that bears it knows!

[Leads her to a chair.

So rich a treasure who would live to lose?

King. The poison works, Heaven grant there were enough!
She is so foul, she may be poison-proof.
Now my false fair one — 

Queen. Tyrant, hence, begone!
This hours my last, and let it be my own.
Away, away! I would not leave the light
With such a hated object in my sight.

King. No, I will stay, and even thy prayers prevent;
I would not give thee leisure to repent;
But let thy sins all in one throng combine
To plague thy soul, as thou hast tortured mine.

Queen. Glut then your eyes, your tyrant-fury feed,
And triumph; but remember, when Im dead,
Hereafter on your dying pillows you
May feel those tortures which you give me now.
Go on, your worst reproaches I can bear,
And with them all you shall not force a tear.

King. Thus, Austria, my lost freedom I obtain,
And once more shall appear myself again.
Love held me fast whilst, like a foolish boy,
I of the thing was fond because twas gay;
But now Ive thrown the gaudy toy away.

D. of Eboli [Within]. Help! murder! help!

King. See, Austria, whence that cry.
Call up our guards; there may be danger nigh.

Enter Guards; then re-enter Duchess of Eboli in her night-dress, wounded and bleeding; Ruy-Gomez pursuing her.

D. of Eboli. Oh! guard me from that cruel murderer:
But tis in vain, the steel has gone too far.
Turn, wretched king, Ive something to unfold;
Nor can I die till the sad secrets told.

King. The womans mad; to some apartment by
Remove her, where she may grow tame and die. — 
Fate came abroad to night, resolved to range:
I love a kind companion in revenge. [Hugs Ruy-Gomez.

D. of Eboli. If in your heart truth any favour wins,
If eer you would repent of secret sins,
Hear me a word.

King. What wouldst thou say? Be brief.

D. of Eboli. Do what you can to save that precious life;
Try every art that may her death prevent:
You are abused, and she is innocent.
When I perceived my hopes of you were vain,
Led by my lust, I practised all my charms
To gain the prince, Don Carlos, to my arms;
But, there too crossed, I did the purpose change,
And pride made him my engine for revenge;

[To Ruy-Gomez.

Taught him to raise your growing jealousy.
Then my wild passion at this prince did fly,

[To Don John.

And that was done for which I now must die.

King. Ha! Gomez, speak, and quickly; is it so?

Ruy-Gom. Im sorry you should doubt ift be or no.
She, by whose lust my honour was betrayed,
Cannot want malice now to take my head;
And therefore does this penitence pretend.

D. of Eboli. O Austria! take away that ugly fiend:
He smiles and mocks me, waiting for my soul;
See how his glaring fiery eyeballs roll!

Ruy-Gom. Thus is her fancy tortured by her guilt:
But, since youll have my blood, let it be spilt.

King [To Ruy-Gomez]. No more! — [To D. of Eboli.] Speak on, I charge thee, by the rest
Thou hopest, the truth, and as thou shalt be blest.

D. of Eboli. As what Ive said is so,
There may I find, where I must answer all,
What most I need, Heavens mercy on my soul! [Dies.

King. Heaven! she was sensible that she should die,
And durst not in the minute tell a lie.

Don John. His guilts too plain; see his wild staring eye.
By unconcern he would show innocence;
But hardened guilt neer wanted the pretence
Of great submission, whent had no defence.
Thus, whilst of life you show this little care,
You seem not guiltless, but betray despair.

King. His life! What satisfaction can that give?
But oh! in doubt I must for ever live,
And lose my peace — yet I the truth will find;
Ill rack him fort. Go, in this minute bind
Him to the wheel — 

Ruy-Gom. How have I this deserved,
Who only your commands obeyed and served?
What would you have me do?

King. Id have thee tell
The truth: do, Gomez; all shall then be well.

Ruy-Gom. Alas! like you, sir, in a cloud Im lost.
And can but tell you what I think, at most.
You set me as a spy upon the prince,
And I still brought the best intelligence
I could; till, finding him too much aware
Of me, I nearer measures took by her:
Which if I after a false copy drew,
Tis I have been unfortunate as you.

King. And is this all thou hast for life to show?

Ruy-Gom. Dear sir, your pardon, it is all I know.

King. Then villain, I am damned as well as thou.
Heaven! where is now thy sleeping providence,
That took so little care of innocence?
O Austria, had I to thy truth inclined,
Had I been half so good as thou wert kind!
But Im too tame; secure the traitor. Oh!

[Guards seize Ruy-Gomez.

Earth, open! to thy centre let me go!
And there for ever hide my impious head!
Thou fairest, purest creature Heaven eer made,
Thy injured truth too late Ive understood:
Yet live, and be immortal as thourt good.

Queen. Can you to think me innocent incline
On her bare word, and would not credit mine?
The poisons very busy at my heart;
Methinks I see Death shake his threatening dart.
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die?
Persist, continue on the injury;
Call me still vile, incestuous, all thats foul — 

King. Oh, pity, pity my despairing soul!
Sink it not quite. Raise my physicians straight;
Hasten them quickly ere it be too late;
Propose rewards may set their skill at strife:
Ill give my crown to him that saves her life.
Cursed dog! [To Ruy-Gomez.

Don John. Vile prostitute!

King. Revengeful fiend!
But Ive forgotten half — to Carlos send;
Prevent what his despair may make him do.

Enter Henrietta.

Hen. O horror, horror! everlasting woe!
The prince, the prince!

King. Ha! speak.

Hen. He dies, he dies!
Within upon his couch he bleeding lies,
Just taken from a bath, his veins all cut,
From which the springing blood flows swiftly out.
He threatens death on all that shall oppose
His fate, to save that life which he will lose.

King. Dear Austria, hasten, all thy interest use;
Tell him it is to friendship an offence,
And let him know his fathers penitence.
Beg him to live.

Ruy-Gom. Since youve decreed my death, know twill be hard:
The bath by me was poisoned when prepared.
I owed him that for his late pride and scorn.

King. There never was so cursed a villain born.
But by revenge such pains he shall go through
As even religious cruelty neer knew.
Rack him! Ill broil him, burn him by degrees,
Fresh torments for him every hour devise,
Till he curse Heaven, and then the caitiff dies.

Queen. My faithful Henrietta, art thou come
To wait thy unhappy mistress to her tomb?
I brought thee hither from thy parents young,
And now must leave thee to Heaven knows what wrong.
But Heaven to its protection will receive
Such goodness; let it then thy queen forgive!

Hen. How much I loved you, madam, none can tell;
For tis unspeakable, I loved so well.
A proof of it the world shall quickly find;
For, when you die, Ill scorn to stay behind.

Enter Don Carlos, supported between two Attendants and bleeding.

Don John. See, sir, your son.

King. My son! But oh! how dare
I use that name, when this sad objects near?
See, injured prince, who tis thy pardon craves,
No more thy father, but the worst of slaves:
Behold the tears that from these fountains flow.

Don Car. I come to take my farewell, ere I go
To that bright dwelling where there is no room
For blood, and where the cruel never come.

King. I know there is not, therefore must despair.
O Heaven! his cruelty I cannot bear. — 
Dost thou not hear thy wretched father sue?

Don Car. My father! speak the words once more; ist you?
And may I think the dear conversion true?
Oh that I could!

King. By Heaven thou must — it is!
Let me embrace and kiss thy trembling knees.
Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos, live,
And all the wrongs that I have done forgive!

Don Car. Life was my curse, and given me sure in spite.
Oh! had I perished when I first saw light,
I never then these miseries had brought
On you, nor by you had been guilty thought.
Prop me: apace I feel my life decay.
The little time on earth I have to stay,
Grant I without offence may here bestow;

Pointing to the Queen.

You cannot certainly be jealous now.

King. Break, break, my heart! [Leads Don Carlos to the chair.

Don Car. Youve thus more kindness shown
Than if youd crowned, and placed me on your throne.
Methinks so highly happy I appear
That I could pity you, to see you there.
Take me away again: — you are too good.

Queen. Carlos, ist you? Oh, stop that royal flood;
Live, and possess your fathers throne, when I
In dark and gloomy shades forgotten lie.

Don Car. Crowns are beneath me; I have higher pride:
Thus on you fixed, and dying by your side,
How much a life and empire I disdain!
No, well together mount, where both shall reign
Above all wrongs, and never more complain.

Queen. O matchless youth! O constancy divine!
Sure there was never love that equalled thine;
Nor any so unfortunate as mine.
Henceforth forsaken virgins shall in songs,
When they would ease their own, repeat thy wrongs;
And in remembrance of thee, for thy sake,
A solemn annual procession make;
In chaste devotion as fair pilgrims come,
With hyacinths and lilies deck thy tomb.
But one thing more, and then, vain world, adieu!
It is to reconcile my lord and you.

Don Car. He has done no wrong to me; I am possessed
Of all, beyond my expectation blest.
But yet methinks theres something in my heart
Tells me, I must not too unkindly part. — 
Father, draw nearer, raise me with your hand;
Before I die, what ist you would command?

King. Why wert thou made so excellently good?
And why was it no sooner understood?
But I was cursed, and blindly led astray;
Oh! for thy father, for thy father pray.
Thou mayst ask that which Im too vile to dare;
And leave me not tormented by despair.

Don Car. Thus then with the remains of life we kneel.

[Don Carlos and the Queen sink out of their chairs and kneel.

May you be ever free from all thats ill!

Queen. And everlasting peace upon you dwell!

King. No more: this virtues too divinely bright;
My darkened soul, too conversant with night,
Grows blind, and overcome with too much light.
Here, raise them up — gently — ye slaves, down, down!
Ye glorious toils, a sceptre and a crown,
For ever be forgotten; in your stead,
Only eternal darkness wrap my head.

Queen. Where are you? oh! farewell, I must be gone.

King. Blest happy soul, take not thy flight so soon:
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too,
And guard it up, which else must sink below.

Queen. From all my injuries and all my fears,
From jealousy, loves bane, the worst of cares,
Thus I remove to find that stranger, rest.
Carlos, thy hand, receive me on thy breast;
Within this minute how shall we be blest!

Don Car. Oh, far above
Whatever wishes framed, or hopes designed;
Thus, where we go, we shall the angels find
For ever praising, and for ever kind.

Queen. Make haste; in the first sphere Ill for you stay;
Thence well rise both to everlasting day.
Farewell — [Dies.

Don Car. I follow you; now close my eyes; [Leans on her bosom.
Thus all oer bliss the happy Carlos dies. [Dies.

King. Theyre gone, theyre gone, where I must neer aspire.
Run, sally out, and set the world on fire;
Alarum Nature, let loose all the winds,
Set free those spirits whom strong magic binds;
Let the earth open all her sulphurous veins,
The fiends start from their hell, and shake their chains;
Till all things from their harmony decline,
And the confusion be as great as mine!
Here Ill lie down, and never more arise,
Howl out my life, and rend the air with cries.

Don John. Hold, sir, afford your labouring heart some ease.

King. Oh! name it not: theres no such thing as peace.
From these warm lips yet one soft kiss Ill take.
How my heart beats! why wont the rebel break?
My love, my Carlos, Im thy father — speak.
Oh! he regards not now my miseries,
Buts deaf to my complaint, as I have been to his.
Oh! now I think ont better, all is well.
Heres one thats just descending into hell;
How comes it that hes not already gone?
The sluggards lazy, but Ill spur him on.
Hey! how he flies! [Stabs Ruy-Gomez.

Ruy-Gom. Twas aimed well at my heart;
That I had strength enough but to retort!
Dull life, so tamely must I from thee part?
Curses and plagues! revenge, where art thou now?
Meet, meet me at thy own dark house below! [Dies.

King. Hes gone, and now theres not so vile a thing
As I — 

Don John. Remember, sir, you are a king.

King. A king! it is too little: Ill be more,
I tell thee: Nero was an emperor;
He killed his mother, but Ive that out-done,
Murdered a loyal wife and guiltless son.
Yet, Austria, why should I grow mad for that?
Is it my fault I was unfortunate?

Don John. Collect your spirits, sir, and calm your mind.

King. Look tot; strange things I tell thee are designed.
Thou, Austria, shalt grow old, and in thy age
Dote, dote, my hero: — oh, a long gray beard,
With eyes distilling rheum, and hollow cheeks,
Will be such charms, thou canst not want success!
But, above all, beware of jealousy;
It was the dreadful curse that ruined me.

Don John. Dread sir, no more.

King. O heart! O Heaven! but stay,
Named I not Heaven? I did, and at the word
(Methought I sawt) the azure fabric stirred.
Oh, for my queen and son the saints prepare;
But Ill pursue and overtake them there;
Whirl, stop the sun, arrest his charioteer;
Ill ride in that: away! pull, pull him down!
Oh, how Ill hurl the wild-fire as I run!
Now, now I mount — [Runs off raving.

Don John. Look to the king.
See of this fair one, too, strict care be had.

[Pointing to Henrietta.

Despair, how vast a triumph hast thou made!
No more in loves enervate charms Ill lie;
Shaking off softness, to the camp Ill fly,
Where thirst of fame the active hero warms;
And what Ive lost in peace, regain in arms. [Exeunt.






EPILOGUE

Spoken by a Girl.

Now what dye think my message hither means?
Yonders the poet sick behind the scenes:
He told me there was pity in my face,
And therefore sent me here to make his peace.
Let me for once persuade ye to be kind;
For he has promised me to stand my friend;
And if this time I can your kindness move,
Hell write for me, he swears by all above,
When I am big enough to be in love.
Now wont you be good-natured, ye fine men?
Indeed Ill grow as fast as eer I can,
And try if to his promise hell be true.
Think ont; when that time comes, you do not know
But I may grow in love with some of you;
Or, at the worst, Im certain I shall see
Amongst you those wholl swear theyre so with me.
But now, if by my suit youll not be won, — 
You know what your unkindness oft has done, — 
Ill een forsake the play-house, and turn nun.


Titus and Berenice
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE IOHN EARL OF ROCHESTER. ONE OF THE GENTLEMEN OF HIS MAJESTIES BED-CHAMBER, &C.

My Lord,

DEDICATIONS are grown things of so nice a Nature, That it is almost impossible for me to pay your Lordship those Acknowledgments I owe you, And not (from those who cannot judge of the Sentiments I have of your Lordships Favours) incurre the Censure either of a fawner or a flatterer. Both which ought to be as hateful to an Ingenuous Spirit as Ingratitude. None of these would I be guilty of, and yet in letting the World know how Good and how Generous a Patron I have, (in spight of Malice) I am sure I am honest.

My Lord,

Never was Poetry under so great an oppression as now, as full of Phanaticisms as Religion, where every one pretends to the Spirit of Wit, sets up a Doctrine of his own, and hates a Poet worse then a Quaker does a Priest.

To examine how much goes to the making up one of those dreadful things that resolve our dissolution. It is for the most part, a very little French breeding much assurance, with a great deal of talk and no sence.

Thus he comes to a New Play, Enquires the Author of it, and (if he can find any) makes his personal misfortunes the subject of his malice to some of his Companions, who have as little wit, and as much ill-nature as himself; and so to be sure (as far as he can) the Play is damnd.

At night he never fails to Appear in the With-drawing room, where he picks out some that have as little to do there as himself, who mustring up all their puny Forces damn as possitively, as if like Muggleton it were their gift, when indeed they have as little right to Wit, as a Iourney man Taylor can have to Prophecy.

Wit, which was the mistress of former Ages, is become the Scandal of ours; Either the Old Satyr to let us understand what he has known Damns and decryes all Poetry, but the old; or else the young affected Fool that is impudent beyond Correction, and ignorant above instruction, will be Censuring the present; tho he misplace his wit as he generally does his Courage, and ever makes use of it on the wrong occasion.

How great a Hazzard then does your Lordship run in so stedfastly protecting a poor Exild thing that has so many Enemies! But that your Wit is more Eminent than all their Folly or Ignorance, and your Goodness greater than any Malice or Ill Nature can be. I am sure (and I must own it with gratitude) I have tasted of it much above my Merit, or what even Vanity might prompt me to expect; Though in doing this, I shall at best but appear an humble debtor, who acknowledges honestly what he owes, though to keep up his Credit he must be forcd to borrow more; For my Genius alwayes led me to seek an interest in your Lordship; and I never see you, but I am fird with an Ambition of being in your Favour: for all I have receivd, the highest return I am able to make, is my acknowledgment, in which I can hardly distinguish whether my Thankfulness or my Pride by the greater, when I subscribe my self

Your Lordships Most Obliged and most Devoted Servant, THO. OTWAY.


PROLOGUE.

Spoken by Mr. Vnderhill.

GALLANTS our Author met me here to day,

And begd thas Id say something for his Play.

You Waggs that Iudge by Roat, and damn by Rule,

Taking your measures from some Neighbour fool,

Who has Impudence a Coxcombs useful Tool;

That always are severe you know not why,

And would be thought great Criticks by the By:

With very much ill Nature, and no Wit,

Iust as you are, we humbly beg youd Sit,

And with your Silly selves divert the Pitt.

You Men of Sence, who heretofore allowd,

Our Authors Follies; make him once more proud;

But for the Youths, that newl are come from France,

Whos Heads want Sence, though heels abound with dance:

Our Authour to their Iudgment wont submit,

But swears that they who so infest the Pit,

With their own Follies, nere can Iudge of Wit.

Tis thence he Chiefly favour would Implore,

[to the Boxes.

And Fair Ones pray oblige him on my Score.

Confine his Foes, the Fops within their Rules,

For Ladies you know how to manage Fools.


PERSONS REPRESENTED IN THE TRAGEDY

Titus Vespatian, Emperour of Rome — Mr. Bettertos.

Antiochus, King of Comagene — Mr. Smith.

Paulinus, The Emperors Confident — Mr. Medbourn.

Arsaces, Antiochus his Confident — Mr. Crosby.

Rutilius, A Tribune — Mr. Gildos.

Berenice, Queen of Palestine — Mrs. Lee.

Phenice, Her Confident — Mrs. Barry.

The SCENE ROME.


ACT I.

SCENE I.

A PALACE.

Enter Artiochus and Arsaces.

Antiochus.
THOU my Arsaces art a Stranger here,
This is th Apartment of the Charming Fair,
That Berenice, whom Titus so adores,
The Universe is his, and he is hers:
Here from the Court himself he oft conceals,
And in her Ears his charming story tells
Whilst I a Vassal for admittance wait,
And am at best but thought importunate.

Arsac.
You want admittance! who with generous care
Have followd all her Fortunes every-where,
Whose Fame throughout the World so loudly rings,
One of the greatest of our Eastern-Kings.
As once you seemd the Monarch of her Breast,
Too firmly seated to be dispossest,
Nor can the pride she doth in Titus take,
Already so severe a distance make.

Antio.
Yes! still that wretch Antiochus I am.
But Love! oh how I tremble at the name;
And my distracted Soul at that doth start
Which once was all the pleasure of my heart,
Since Berenice has all my hopes destroid,
And an Eternal silence on me laid.

Arsac.
That you resent her pride, I see with Joy,
Tis that which does her gratitude destroy;
But friendship wrongd should into hatred turn,
And you methinks might learn her Art to scorn.

Anti.
Arsaces, how false Measures dost thou take,
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back:
Invert all Natures Orders, Fates Decrees,
Then bid me hate the Charming Berenice.

Arsac.
Well, love her still, but let her know your pain,
Resolve it you shall see, and speak again;
Urge to her face your rightful Claim aloud,
And court her haughtily, as she is proud.

Antio.
Arsaces, No, shes gentle as a Dove,
Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Souls all Love,
And owes so little for the Vowes Ive made,
That if she pity me, Im more than paid.
[Enter Rutilius.
But see the man I sent, at last returns;
Oh how my heart with Expectation burns.
Rutilius, have you Berenice seen?

Rut.
I have.

Antio.
Oh speak! what says the Charming Queen?

Rut.
I prest with difficulty, through the Croud,
A throng of Court-Attendants round her stood.
The time now past of his servere retreat,
Titus laments no more his Fathers fate.
Love takes up all his thoughts, and all his cares,
Whilst he to meet these mighty Joys prepares:
Which may in Berenices arms be found,
For she this day will be Romes Empress crownd.

Anti.
What do I hear? Confusion on thy tongue!
To tell me this, why was thy speech so long?
Why didst not Ruine with more speed afford?
Thou mightst have spoke and killd me in a word.
But may I not one Moment with her speak,
And my poor heart disclose before it break?

Rut.
You shall; for when I told her what you designd,
She sweetly smild, and her fair head inclind:
Titus ner from her had a look more kind.
[Enter Berenice and Phaenicia.
Shes here.
Berenice,
At last from the rude Joy Im freed,
Of those new Friends whom my new fortunes breed.
The tedious form of their respect I shun,
To find out him whose words and heart are one.
Antiochus, for Ill no flattery use
Since your neglect I justly may accuse,
How great your Cares for Berenice have been,
Evn all the East, and Rome it self have seen,
In my worst fate I did your friendship find,
But now I grow more Great, you grow less kind.

Antio.
Now durst I hope, I would forget my smart,
So well she understands to sooth my heart.
But, Madam, its a truth by Rumour spread,
That Titus shall this night possess your bed.

Ber.
Sir, All my Conflicts Ill to you reveal,
Though half the Fears Ive had, I cannot tell;
So much did Titus for his Father mourn,
I almost doubted Love would ner return;
He had not for me that Assiduous heat
As when whole days fixt on my Eyes, he sate.
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell;
Oft came and lookt, said nothing but farewell.

Ant.
But now his kindness he renews again,

Ber.
Oh! he will doubly recompence his pain
For that, if any Faith may be allowd,
Two thousand Oaths, two thousand times renewd;
Or any Justice in the Powers Divine,
Antiochus, Hell be for ever mine.

Antio.
How she insults and triumphs in my ill,
Shas with long practice learnt to smile and kill.
Oh Berenice, Eternally farewel.

Ber.
Farewel! good Heavn! what Language do I hear;
Stay! I conjure you Sir — by alls that dear.
Antiochus, What is it I have done?
Why dont you speak?

Antio.
Madam I must be gone.

Ber.
How Cruelly you use me! I implore
The Reason — 

Ant.
I must never see you more.

Ber.
For Heavns sake tell, you wound me with delay.

Ant.
At least remember I your Laws obey.
Why should I here wretched and hopeless stay?
If the remembrance bent Extinguisht quite,
Of that blest place where first you saw the light;
Twas there, oh there began my Endless smart,
When those dear Eyes prevaild upon my heart,
Then Berenice too, my Vowes approvd,
Till happy Titus came and was belovd.
He did with Triumph and with Terror come,
And in his hands bore the Revenge of Rome.
Iudea trembled, but twas I alone
First felt his weight, and found my self undone.

Ber.
Hah!

Antio.
You too, then tencrease the pains I bore,
Commanded me to speak of Love no more.
So on your hand I swore at last tobey;
And for that taste of Bliss gave all away.

Ber.
Why do you study ways tafflict my mind,
You believe Sir, I am not unkind.
Alas Im sensible how well yhave servd,
And have been kinder much than I deservd.

Antio.
Why in this Empire should I longer stay,
My Passion and its weakness to betray.
Others, though I retire, will bring their Joys,
To Crown that Happiness which mine destroys.

Ber.
You triumph thus, because your powr you know,
Or if you did not, youd not use me so.
Though Crownd Romes Empress, I the Throne ascend;
What pleasure in my Greatness can I find,
When I shall want my best and truest Friend.

Ant.
I reach your purpose, you would have me there,
That you might see the worst of my despair.
I know it, the Ambition of your Soul;
Tis true, Ive been a fond obedient Fool.
Yet came this time but to new freight my heart,
And with more Love possest than ever part.

Ber.
Though it could never enter in my mind,
Since Caesars Fortunes must with mine be joind.
That any Mortal durst so hardy prove,
Tinvade his Right, and talk to me of Love.
I bear th unpleasing Narrative of yours,
And Friendship, what my Honour shuns, endures.
Nay more; Your parting, I with trouble hear,
For you next him, are to my Soul most dear.

Antio.
In Justice to my Memory and Fame,
I fly from Titus, that unlucky Name.
A name which evry Moment you repeat,
Whilst my poor heart lies bleeding at your feet.
Farewel: Oh be not at my Ravings grievd,
When of my death the news shall be receivd,
Remember why I did, and what I livd — 
[Ex. Antioch

Phaen.
I grieve for him, a Love so true as this,
Deservd, methinks, more fortunate success.
Are you not troubled Madam — 

Ber.
Yes, I feel
Something within me difficult to quel.

Phaen.
You should have staid him.

Ber.
Who, I stay him? no,
From my Remembrance rather let him go.
His Fancy does with wild Distraction rove,
Which thy raw ignorance, interprets Love.

Phaen.
Titus his thoughts, yet to unfold, denies.
And Rome beholds you but with jealous eyes.
Its rigorous Laws, create my fears for you;
Romans no Forrain Marriages allow
To Kingly Power still enemies thave been,
Nor will, I fear, admit of you a Queen.

Ber.
Phaenicia, no, my time of fear is past,
Me Titus loves, and that includes the rest.
The splendor of this night thou hast beheld
Are not thy Eyes with his bright Grandeur filld?
These Eagles fasces, marching all in state:
And crowds of Kings that with their Tributes wait.
Triumphs below, and Blessings from Above,
Seem all at strife to grace this Man of Love.
Away Phaenicia, lets go meet him strait,
I can no longer for his coming wait.
My Eager wishes drive me wildly on;
Nor will be temperd till my Joys begun.
[Exeunt.
SCENE II.

Enter Titus Paulinus, Attendants.

Titus.
TOTH Syrian King, did you my Message bear?
And does he know that I expect him here?

Paul.
Sir, in the Queens appartment, He alone
Was seen, but er I there arrivd, was gone.

Tit.
Tis well Paulines for these ten days past.
I have to Berenice a stranger been:
But you can tell me all — how does the Queen?

Paul.
She does, what speaks, how much she values you;
When you mournd for your Father, she mournd too.
So Just a Sorrow in her face was shown,
It seemed as if the Loss had been her own.

Tit.
Oh lovely fair one, little dost thou know
[aside.
How hard a Trial thou must undergo.
Heavn! oh my heart!

Paul.
What ist your Grief should raise
For her whom almost all the East obeys.

Tit.
Command Paulinus that these retreat,

Paul. moves his hand and all the rest exti.
Rome of my purposes uncertain yet,
Expects to know the fortune of the Queen;
Their Murmurings I have heard, and Troubles seen.
The business of our Love, is the Discourse,
And expectation of the Universe.
And by the face of my affairs, I find,
Tis time that I resolve and fix my mind.
Tell me Paulinus, justly, and be free,
What says the World of Berenice and me?

Paul.
In every heart you Admiration raise:
All, Your high Vertues, and her Beauty praise.

Tit.
Alas! Thou answerst wide of my desire,
Paulinus, be my Friend, and come yet nigher
How do they of my sighs and vows approve?
Or what expect they from so true a love?

Paul.
Love or not love, Sir, all is in your power,
The Court will second still the Emperour.

Tit.
Courtiers Paulinus seldom are sincere
To please their Master they have too much care.
The Court did Neros horrid Acts applaud,
To all his lusts subscribd, and calld him God.
Th Idolatrous Court shall never judg for me,
No, my Paulinus, I rely on thee:
What then must Berenice expect? declare,
Will Rome be gentle to her, or severe?
My happiness is placd in her alone.
Now they have raisd me to the Imperial Throne,
Where on my head continual cares must fall,
Will they deny me what may sweeten all?

Paul.
Her vertues they acknowledg and desert
Proclaim indeed she has a Roman heart:
But shes a Queen, and that alone withstands
All which her beauty and her worth demands.
In Rome the Law has long unalterd stood,
Never to mix its race with strangers blood.

Tit.
It is sign they are capricious grown,
When they despise all vertues but their own.

Paul.
Iulius, who first subdued her to his Arms,
And quite had silencd Laws with Wars alarms,
Burning for Cleopatras love; to Fame
More just fled from her eyes, and hid his flame.

Tit.
But which way from my heart shall I remove
So long establisht and deep rooted love?

Paul.
The Conflict will be difficult I guess,
But you your rising sorrows must suppress;
Who can a heart thats not his own controul?
Her presence was the comfort of my Soul.

Tit.
After a thousand Oaths confirmd in tears,
By which I vowd my self for ever hers,
I hopd with all my Love and all her charms,
At last to have her in my longing Arms.
But now I can such rare perfections crown,
And that my loves more great than overgrown,
When in one hour a happy Marriage may
Of all my five years vows the tribute pay
I go Paulinus — how my heart does rise.

Paul.
Whether?

Tit.
To part for ever from her eyes,
Tho I requird thassistance of thy zeal,
To crush a passion thats so hard to quell.
My heart had of its doom resolvd before,
Yet Berenice does still dispute the war.
The conquest of so great a flame must cost
Conflicts, in which my soul will oft be tost.

Paul.
You in your birth for Empire were designd,
And to that purpose Heavn did frame your mind;
Fate in that day wise providence did shew,
Fixing the destiny of Rome in you.

Tit.
My youth rejoycd in love and glorious wars,
But my Remains of life must waste in cares.
Rome, my new Conduct, now observes twould be
Both ominous to her, and mean in me,
If in my Dawn of power to clear my way
To happiness, I should her Laws destroy:
No, Ive resolvd ont, Love and all shall go;
Alas! it must, since Rome will have it so.
But how shall I poor Berenice prepare?

Paul.
You must resolve to go and visit her,
Sooth her sad heart and on her patience win,
Then by degrees — 

Tit.
— But how shall I begin?
Oh my Paulinus, I have oft designd
To speak my thoughts, but still they stayd behind.
I hopd as she discernd my troubld Brest,
She might a little at the cause have guest;
But nought suspecting, as I weeping lay,
With her fair hand shed wipe the tears away,
And in that must never the loss perceivd
Of the sad Heart she had too much believd;
But now a firmer constancy I take,
Either my heart shall vent its grief, or break.
I thought to have met Antiochus, and here
All I ere loved surrenderd to his care.
To morrow he conducts her to the East,
And now I go to sigh, and look my last.

Paul.
I nere expected less from that Renown,
Which all your Actions must with glory crown

Tit.
How lovelys glory, yet how cruel too!
How much more fair and charming were she now,
If through eternal dangers to be won!
So I might still call Berenice my own.
In Neros Court where I was bred, my mind
By that example to all ills inclind,
The loose wild paths of pleasures I pursud,
Till Berenice first taught me to be good.
She taught me Vertue, but oh! cursed Rome!
The good I owe her, must her wrong become.
For so much Vertue and Renown so great;
For all the Honour I did ever get;
Her for whose sake alone I same pursud,
I must forgo to please the Multitude.

Paul.
You cannot with Ingratitude be chargd,
You have the hounds of Palestine enlargd.
Even t Euphrates, her wide power extends;
So many Kingdomes Berenice commands.

Tit.
Weak Comforts for the Griefs must on her dwell
I know fair Berenice, and know too well;
To greatness she so little did incline,
Her heart askd never any thing but mine.
Lets talk no more of her, Paulinus.

Paul.
Why!

Tit.
The thought of her, but shakes my constancy,
Yet in my heart if doubts already rise,
What will it do when I behold her eyes?

Enter Rutilius.

Rutil.
Sir, Berenice desires admittance here — 

Tit.
Palinus — Oh!

Paul.
Can you already fear?
So soon are all your resolutions shook?
Now, Sir, s the time — 
[Ex. Rut.
Enter Berenice, Phaenicia and attendants.

Tit.
I have no power to look.

Ber.
Sir, bent displeased, that I thus far presume,
It is to pay my gratitude I come.
Whilst all the Court assembled in my view,
Admire the Favour you on me bestow;
It were unjust, should I remain alone,
Silent, as though I had a sense of none.
Your mourning s done, and you from griefs are free.
Are now your own, and yet not visit me?
Your present of new Diadems I wait.
Oh! give me more content, and less of state.
Give me a word, a sigh, a look at least,
In those the Ambition of my Soul is plact.
Was your discourse of me when I arrivd?
Was I so happy may it be believd?
Speak, tell me quick, is Berenice so blest;
Or was I present to your thoughts at least?

Tit.
Doubt it not, Madam, by the Gods I sweart;
That Berenice is always in my heart.
Nor time, nor absence, can you thence remove.
My hearts all yours, and you alone I love.

Ber.
You vow your Love perpetual and sincere,
But tis with a strange coldness that you swear.
Why the just Gods to witness did you call?
I dont pretend to doubt your faith at all.
In you I trust, would only from you live;
And what you say I ever must believe.

Tit.
Madam!

Ber.
Proceed: Alas, whence this surprize!
You seem confusd to turn away your eyes.
Nothing but trouble in your face I find,
Does still a Fathers death afflict your mind?

Tit.
Oh, did my Father good Vespasian live!
How happy should I be!

Ber.
Ah, cease to grieve!
Your tears, have reverenct his memry now.
Cares are to Rome, and your own glory due.
A Father you lament, a feeble grief,
Whilst for your absence I find no relief.
But in your presence only take delight,
I, who shall dye, is but debarrd your sight.

Tit.
Madam, what is it that your griefs declare?
What time d you choose? For pittys fake forbear.
Your Bounties my Ingratitude proclaim.

Ber.
You can do nothing that deserves that name;
No Sir, you never can ungrateful prove.
May be Im fond, and tire you with my Love.

Tit.
No Madam! No, my heart (since I must speak)
Was nere more full of Love or half so like to break.
But — 

Ber.
What?

Tit.
Alas!

Ber.

Proceed.

Tit.
The Empire Rome — 

Ber.

Well.

Tit.
Oh, the dismal secret will not come — 
Away Paulinus, ere im quite undone.
My Speech forsakes me and my hearts all stone.
[Ex. Tit. Paul.

Ber.
So soon to leave me, and in trouble too?
Titus how have I this deservd from you?
What have I done, Phaenicia? tell me, speak.

Phaen.
Does nothing to your memory appear:
That might provoke him — ?

Ber.
By all thats to me dear,
Since the first hour I saw his face, till now,
Too much of Love, is all the guilt I know.
Thus silence is too rude, and racks my breast,
In the uncertainty I cannot rest,
He knows, Phaenicia, all my moments past.
Perhaps he s jealous of the Syrian King;
Tis thats the root whence all this change must spring.
Titus, this Victory I shall not boast.
I wish the Gods would try me to the most.
With a more potent Rival, tempt my heart,
One that would make me greater than thou art.
Then my dear Titus, shouldst thou soon discern,
How much for thee I all mankind would scorn.
Lets go, Phaenicia, with one gentle word
He will be satisfied, and I restord:
 My Injurd truth by my complyance find,
 And if he has a heart he must be kind.

Exeunt Omnes.
Ends the first Act.


ACT II.

SCENE I.

Enter Titus, Antiochus and Arsaces.

Tit.
ANTIOCHUS! yhave done your Friendship wrong,
In that yhave kept this Secret hid so long.
What ist that your departure does incite,
Which not unjustly, I may call a Fright?
Tho on the Imperial Throne Im placd,
So highly seem with Fortunes favour gracd;
As if the nothing further had to grant:
I more than ever, do your friendship want.

Ant.
Sir, your great kindness I so well did know,
I durst not stay where I so much did owe.
When first Iudaea heard your loud alarms,
You made me your Companion in your arms.
Nay, nearer to you did with friendship joyn,
And lodgd the secrets of your Brest in mine.
Yet all this goodness but augments my sin,
For I have false and most ungrateful been.

Tit.
I cant forget that to your arms alone,
I owe the half of all I ever won:
Witness those precious Spoils you hither brought,
Won from the Iews when on my side you fought.
To all those Purchases I lay no claim;
Your heart and friendship are my only aim.

Ant.
My Heart! my Friendship! Heavn, how you mistake!
On my deceipt how weak a gloss you make!
When first you thought your self of me possest,
You took a very Serpent to your brest.

Tit.
Antiochus, I find where thou art stung,
Tell me th officious Slave that does me wrong.
Some base Detractor has my Honour staind,
And in your easie heart a Credit gaind.
Abusd and told you Titus is unjust;
But I will know the treacherous Fiend, I must.
Tho you unkindly from your friend would run,
And own th unjustice which you think Ive done.

Ant.
Oh Titus, if I durst but speak my heart;
But tis a Secret hard from thence to part.
Tis not from you, it is from Rome I fly,
Theres a Disease int, I must shun or dye.
Seek then no more whats dangerous to know,
When most your friend, I shall appear your foe.

Tit.
I either to your heart a stranger am,
Or sure Antiochus is not the same:
What else should make you not your mind declare?
What ist that you dare say, I dare not hear?

Ant.
If then, what er I utter, you dare hear,
Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear.
But arm your heart with Temper; well tis this:

Tit.
Go on,

Anti.
I love the charming Berenice.

Tit.
Hah!

Ant.
Yes, nor was I hateful to her Eyes,
Till you came on and robbd me of the prize.
When at your Armies head you did appear,
You sackt Ierusalem and conquerd her.

Tit.
A braver Rival Id not wish to find,
Than him that dares be just and tell his mind.
So fars Resentment from my heart removd;
That Berenice is by my friend belovd.
That, I Antiochus, the thing extol,
For she was made to be adord by all:
And happy he that shall possess her;

Ant.
True,
But tis fit none should be so blest but you,
And Berenice for none could be designd,
But him thats the Delight of all Mankind.
Tis for this cause to Syria I repair,
For when you re blest no envy should be near.

Tit.
O my Antiochus, when thou shalt see,
How smalls the happiness in store for me:
Thou needst not fear thy Envy, let me have
Thy pitty and thy aid, tis that I crave.
My best and truest friend, you must be so,
For theres none fit fort in the World but you.
None but a King, my Rival and my friend,
Is to speak the torments of my mind.
In behalf you Berenice must see.

Antio.
Is that an office, Titus, fit for me?
Ist not enough her Cruelties I bear,
But you must too solicite my despair?
I for ever from her to depart;
Alas! and dare not trust again my heart.
Your passion by another may be shown,
I have enough to do to rule my own.

Tit.
He that so well his own misfortunes bears,
Must instruct her how to temper hers.
Nay, my Antiochus, you must not start.
I know by mine, your news will shake her heart,
For I must too, for ever from her part.

Antio.
You part?

Tit.
Yes! curst necessity! tis true,
She that both conquerd me and fetterd you;
In whom alone I sumd up all Delight,
Must be for ever banishd from my sight.

Antio.
It cannot be. No Slave that wears her Chains,
Upon so easie terms his Freedom gains.

Tit.
Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow,
I can make Kings, and can depose em too
The hearts must to my power bow down,
And yet I mm not Master of my own.
that to Kings so long a foe has been,
not my marriage with the Queen.
If to morrow be not gone,
will to her Palace run;
their rude outragious tougues, shell hear
to tell, and you to hear.

.

Now if my heart was to Revenge allid,
How might I triumph in her falling Pride!
To her Cruelties to me repaid,
And with them all her torturd soul upbraid.
Titus, Im more just, and rather movd,
That evn, Sir, you dare wrong the thing Ive lovd.

Tit.
When I the Imperial Power did first assume,
I firmly swore tuphold the Rights of Rome;
Should I to follow Love, from Glory fly,
Forsake my Throne, in every Vassals eye,
How mean and despicable must I prove!
An Emperor led about the World by love!
No, Prince, the fatal story you must tell,
And bid from me, poor Berenice farewel.
But if the hopes of reigning in my heart
May any ease to her sad mind impart;
Swear, friend, by all that to my Soul is dear,
Entire I will preserve her ever there.
Mourning at Court, and more exild than she,
My Reign but a long Banishment shall be,
those Joys that wait on Pomp and Power.
she her journey hence must take,
that er I lovd, forsake.
Care and Conduct I commend,
my Rival as a King and Friend,
The dearest Treasure I dare with you trust;

Antio.
Sir, do not tempt me, lest I prove unjust:
Her charms that made me my own Fame forgo,
Will be too apt to make me false to you.

Tit.
No more; I know thee, have thy Honour tryd,
Firm still in Dangers found thee by my side.
Thou knewst my Love, whilst thine was yet conceald,
When all thy hopes by my success were quelld:
Even at that time thou didst no falshood show,
[Exit. Titus
And wilt not wrong me on advantage now.

Antio.
No, Ile not see her, neither dare I go:
Too soon from others her hard lot shel know.
Dost thou not think her Fates enough severe,
Unless that I th unwelcome Message bear?
I whom her hate, enough have felt before,
And need not seek new ways to purchase more.

Arsa.
See, she approaches, now the Coward play,
And when you might have Conquerd run away.
Enter Berenice and Phaenicia.

Antio.
Oh Heaven!

Ber.
My Lord, I see you are not gone,
Perhaps tis me alone that you would shun.

Antio.
You came not here Antiochus to find,
The visit to another was designd.
Caesar, and tis on him the blame must light,
If now my presence here offend your sight.
Th are his Commands, are guilty of the sin:
It may be else I had at Ostia been.

Ber.
His friends are always with his presence Gracd,
Tis I alone that cannot be so blest.

Antio.
Too much his prejudice upon you gaind:
Twas for your sake alone I was detaind.

Ber.
For mine? away.

Antio.
Tyrannick fair, tis true,
He kept me here only to talk of you.

Ber.
Of me, my Lord forbear this courtly art,
Y are brave and should not mock an easie heart.
In my distress, what pleasure could you see?
Alas! or what could Titus say of me?

Antio.
Better a thousand times than I can tell,
So firm a passion in his heart does dwell.
When you are namd, hes from himself transformd,
And every way betrays how much hes charmd.
Love in his face does like a Tyrant rise,
And Majestys no longer in his eyes.
But there are things behind I dare not speak:
For at the news your tender heart would break.

Ber.
How Sir?

Antio.
Ere night the truth of what Ive said youl know,
And then, I doubt not, Justifie me too.

Farewell.

Ber.
Oh, Heaven what can this Language mean!
You see before your eyes a wretched Queen.
Sir, of my quiet, if you have such care,
Or if my self your eyes held ever dear,
Dispel this mist of trouble from my Soul.

Antio.
Madam, your self excuse,
For your own sake it is that I refuse.
Twill not be long before the doubts removd.

Ber.
You told me once Antiochus, you lovd;
But suretwas only that you might betray;
Or else you more would fear to disobey.

Antio.
I disobey you, ask my life and try,
How gloriously I for your sake can dye.
It would by far, be the more welcome fate.
Then now to speak, and ever gain your hate.

Ber.
No Sir, you never shall my hatred find,
Tis my desire, and you must be so kind.
Will you? — 

Antio.
Heaven this constraint is worse than death,
You drive, and will not give me time to breath.
Oh, Madam! put me too no further pain.

Ber.
Must I then ever beg, and beg in vain?
Hence forward Prince, either the truth relate,
Forbear or be assurd for ever of my hate.

Antio.
My heart was always yours, and is so still:
For ever must depend upon your Will.
I wish another way, your power youd tryd:
But you re resolvd, and must be satisfid;
Yet flatter not your self, I shall declare,
Those horrors which perhaps you dare not hear.
You cannot but believe I know your heart,
Look then to feel me strike its tenderst part.
Titus has told me.

Ber.
What? fear no Surprize.

Antio.
That he must part for ever from your eyes.

Ber.
We part! can things another nature take?
Or Titus ever Berenice forsake?

Antio.
Perhaps tis strange that I shoud tell you so,
But you shall find Ill do him Justice too,
What ever in a heart both kind and great
Love with despair most dreadful could create.
I saw in his he weeps, laments, and more,
Then ever dos fair Berenice adore.
But what avails it, that such love he shows?
A Queen suspected to Romes Empire grows.
And Titus cannot with her Laws dispence,
For therefore tis you must be banisht hence.

Ber.
What do I hear, alas !

Antio.
Nay, to morrow is your last and utmost day,
In bearing this the Courage well youl prove
Of that great haughty Soul which scornd my love.

Ber.
Will Titus leave his Berenice forlorn?
He who so many Oaths, so oft hath sworn?
Ile not believet, his love and faiths more strong,
Im sure hes guiltless and you do him wrong.
This is a snare to disunite us laid,
Titus, thou lovst me, dost not wish me dead.
No, strait Ile see him, and secure all fear.
Lets go.

Antio.
Too well you may behold him here;

Ber.
Too well you wish it to perswade it, No;
In this your base degenerate Soul you show.
When you no other stratagem could find,
T abuse my heart you would betray your friend.
How ere he prove, Know I your sight abhor,
And from this minute never see me more.

Antio.
Oh Berenice! remorseless cruel fair
Born only for my torment and despair,
Was it for this so faithfully I servd?
Is this the recompence I have deservd?
I who for you did all Ambition wave,
And left a Kingdom to become your Slave.
Curse on my Fate

Ber.
If re my heart you prizd,
You never had this cruelty devisd.
Never to work my Torment, been thus bold;
And so Triumphantly the story told.
Away Phaenicia no more Ile hear him speak.

Ex. Ber. Phae.

Antio.
Now, my Arsaces, would my heart but break
But yet I hope in part Ive freedom won.
And what love would not, by her hate shas done.
The pain I lately endurd thou hast beheld,
I left her all Enamourd, Jealous, Wild
But now performing this Ignoble part,
Perhaps, Ile ever banish her my heart.
She left me cruelly, and let her go;
My Honour and Repose command it too,
For ever to my eyes a stranger be,
Till I have learnt to scorn as well as she.
[Exeunt.


ACT III.

SCENE I.

Enter Berenice in disorder.

Ber.
I Of my wrong too well am satisfied;
To see the perjurd Titus, twice I tryd.
Twice for admittance to him beggd in vain:
Nor is Phaenicia yet returnd again.
Phaenicia has no answer to bring back.
In-gateful Titus will not hear her speak:
But hides himself and from my fury flyes:
Nor will have sense, though Berenice dies.
[Enter Phaenice.
Phaenice, Well, my Titus hast thou seen?
What will he come and make me live again?

Phae.
Madam the Emperor I alone did find;
And saw in his the trouble of your mind;
I saw the tears he would have hid run down.

Ber.
But was he not ashamd they should be shown
Lookt he not as he th-ught his Love disgrace?
And was not all the E-p-r-r in hi- face?

Phae.
Doubt it not, Madam, he will soon be her-,
But wherefore will you this disorder wear?
Your rifld dress let me in order place,
And these disheveld lo — s that hide your fac-.

Ber.
Forbear, Phaenice, let it all alone
No, he shall see the triumph has w-n;
How vain those foolish ornam-n-s p-ove
If neither faith nor tears nor means can move!
Enter Antiochus, Arsaces.
Oh, my unruly sorrows! Oh, my fears!
Whos here?

Antio.
Arsaces, Berenice in tears;

Ber.
Antiochus! Phaenice, lets away,
To let him see my torments Ile not stay.
[Ex.
Anti-.
Now whithers all my resolutions gone?
Arsaces,
who could se-t and be his own?
I said I-d never see her sace again:
But come and -ind my boastings all were vain;
Seeing her sufferings, all her scorn forget,
And lose at on-e my vengeance and my hate.
WRETCHED Antiochus! with how much care
And labours, my own mischiefs I prepare!
How poorly all my injuries have born!
Hopeless, undo-e and to my self a scorn,
Leave me alone unhappy as I am:
I would not have a witness of my shame.
Enter Titus Attended.

Tit.
Twas cruel not to see her, Oh my heart!
And now I go to see her, but to part.
-utilius, fly and sooth the Queens despair,
And for our meeting Ber-nice prepare.

Antio.
What have you done, Sir? Berenice will dye
I saw her hence with hair disheveld fly.
Tis only you her fury can surcease.
When ere you -re namd shes instantly at peace.
Her eyes still bent to your apartment were,
And every moment seemd to wish you near.

Tit.
Antiochus, assist me what to do.
Im not prepard, for the sad Interview.
I have not yet consulted well my heart,
And doubt it is no- strong enough to part.
Since first I took possession of the Throne,
What is it for my honour I have done?
My love and folly only Ive disclosd,
And nothing but my weaknesses exposd.
The golden days where are they to be found,
So much expected, when this head was Crownd?
Whose tears have I dryd up? or in what face
Can I the fruits of any good act trace?
Know I what years Heaven has for me decreed?
And of these few, how few are to succeed?
And yet how many have I spent in wast!
But now to honor Ile make greater hast.
Alas! tis but one blow and all is past.
Enter Berenice, pressing from Rut. and Paul.

Ber.
Let me alone, your counsels all are weak.
See him I must, hes here, and I will speak.
Has Titus then forsook me? is it true?
Must we too part, does he command it too?

Tit.
Oh! stop the deluge, which so fiercely flows;
This is no time t allay each others woes.
Enough I feel my own afflictions smart,
And need not those dear tears to damp my heart.
But if we neither can our griefs command,
Yet with such honour let em be sustaind.
As the whole World to hear it told shall smart;
For dearest Berenice we must part.
And now I would not a dispute maintain,
Whether I lovd, but whether I must Reign.

Ber.

Reign (Cruel) then and satisfie your pride,
And for your Cruelties be deifid.
Ile ner dispute it farther, I but stayd
Till Titus who so many vows had made,
Of such a Love as nothing could impair.
Should come himself and tell how false they were,
Now I believt, enough Ive heard you tell,
And I am gone — eternally farewell,
Eternally — Ah, Sir, con-ider now,
How harsh that word is and how dreadful too.
Consider, Oh the Miseries they bear,
That are for ever robd of all that-s dear.
From this sad Moment never more to meet,
Is it for day to dawn and day to set,
In which I must not find my hopes still -oung,
Nor yet once see my Titus all day long?
Heav — s how I wildly rave — to lose my pains
O- him ungra-eful that my tears d-sdains!
Of all those days of absence I shall count,
With him, the number will to nothing mount.

Tit.
Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need
To count the days that shall your loss suceed.
I hope e-re long that you will hear from -ame,
How very wretched and how just I am.
My heart bleeds now, I feel the drops run down
Nor can it be long dying when you re gone.

Ber.
Ah why, Sir, must we part if this be true?
My cl-ims to Marriage Ile no more renew.
Will -ome accept of nothing but my death?
Or why d ye envy me the air you breath?

Tit.
M-dam, you are too powerful every way
Shall I withstand it? no, for ever stay.
Then I from bliss must always be debarrd,
And on my heart for ever keep a guard.
With fears through all my cours- of Glory move,
L-st e-re aware I lose my self and Love.
Evn -ow my heart is from my bosom strayd,
And a-l its swellings on a sudden laid.
Bent thus to you by all Loves softest powrs,
And only this remembers that tis yours.
Ber
O Titus, whilst this charming tale you tell
Dye see the Romans ready to reb-l?

Tit.
How they will look on the affront who knows,
If on — they -urmur and then fall to blows:
Must I in Battel j-stifie my Ca-se;
Or if they should submit and set their Laws;
How must I be exposd another day;
And for their Patience too, how largely pay!
With Grievances and wild Demands still c — st,
Shall I dare plead th- Laws that break -m first?

Ber.
How much you are an Empe-or now I find,
-Tis plain in your unsteady anxious mind
You weigh your Peoples Rights to your own -ears
But never value Berenices tears?

Tit.
Not value em Why are you so unjust?
Now by the honour of my Fathers dust,
By Heavn and all the gods that govern there,
If to me any thing be half so dear;
May I be as a Slave, deposd and serve,
Or else forlorn in some wild Desart starve,
Till Im as wretched as my ills deserve.

Ber.
Laws you may change, why will you for their sake,
Into your brest eternal sorrows take?
Rome has her Priviledges, have not you
Your Intrests, your Rights as sacred too?
Say, speak.

Tit.
Alas! how do you rend my brest!
I know indeed I never can have rest;
And yet the Laws of Rome I cannot change,
Do, break my heart and take your full Revenge.

Ber.
How weak a Guard does now your Honor keep!
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep

Tit.
I grant it, I am sensible I do,
I weep, alas! I sigh and tremble too.
For when to Empire first I did attain,
Rome made me swear I would her Rights maintain.
I did, and must perform what I then vowd,
Others before me to the Yoke have bowd:
And tis their Honor: yet in leaving you;
All their Austerest Laws I shall out-do.
And an Example leave so brave and great,
As none shall ever after imitate.

Ber.
To your Barbarity theres nothing hard,
Go on, and Infamy be your reward.
Long since my fears your falshood had displ-yd;
Nor would I at your Sute have stayd.
Would I the base Indignities had born,
Of a rude People, publick Hate and Scorn?
No, to this breach I would have spurrd you on,
And I am pleasd it is already don-.
No longer shall the fear of me prevail;
Alas! you must not think to hear me rail
Or Heavn invoke, its vengeance to prepare;
No, for if Heavn vouchsafe to hear my Prayr,
I beg no memory may there remain,
Of either your Injustice, or my Pain.
[Kneel-.
But the sad Berenice before she dies,
Is sure to have Revenge if you have eyes.
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far,
No further than that heart, I have it there:
[Points to his brest.
Within your sel- shall rise your dreadfullst foe;
My past Integrities, my Torments now;
WHICH you, ungrateful perjurd Man, have bred,
My blood which in your Palace I shall shed.
Sufficient terrors to your Soul shall give,
And -is to them that my Revenge Ill leave.
[Exit furio-sly

Paul.
Thus, Sir, at least the Conquest you have won,
The Q-een you sees contented to be gone.

Tit.
Curse on thy Roman Rudeness, that canst see
Such tears, unmovd, and mock such Misery!
Oh! I am lost, and tis in vain to strive,
If Berenice dies, I cannot live.
Fly and prevent that Fate to which shes gone.
Bid her but live, tell her the Worlds her own.
[Exit Rut.

Paul.
Sir, if I might advise, you should not send,
Rather command her women to attend;
They better can her Melancholy chear:
The worst is past, and now tis mean to fear.
I saw your melting Pity when she wept,
And my rough heart but very hardly scapd.
Yet look a little farther and you — find
That spite of all your fortune yet is kind.
What triumphs the whole WORLD prepares, youll see,
And then hereafter think how great youll be.

Tit.
WHO for Barbarity would be adord!
I hate my self, Nero so much abhord,
That bloody Tyrant, whom I b-ush to name;
WAS never half so cruel as I am.
No, Ill pursue the Queen, she loves me still,
WILL pardon me when at her feet I kneel:
Lets go, and let proud Rome say what it will.

Paul.
How Sir?

Tit.
By Heavn I know not what I say:
Excess of Sorrow drives my mind astray.

Paul.
O follow where your full Renown does lead,
Your last adieus Report abroad has spread.
Rome that did mourn, does now new triumphs frame,
The Temples fume with Offerings to your name:
The people wild in the applause yhave won
With Laurel Wreaths to crown, your Statues run.

Tit.
By that their Salvage natures they betray,
For so wild beasts roar or their murderd prey.
WHO would have sense the sweets of power to prize!
Since most in danger when we highest rise:
For who by Greatness er did happy grow?
None but the heavy Slave is truly so.
WHO travels all his life in one dull road,
And drudging on in quiet, loves his load.
Seeking no farther than the needs of Life,
Knows whats his own, and so exempt from strife,
And cherishes his homely careful wife.
Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher;
Has all, because he cannot much desire.
Had I been born so low, I had been blest
Of what I love, without controul possest.
Never had Honour or Ambition known,
Nor ever to be Great, had been undone.
[Shout within.

Paul.
The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with their state,
Ith name of all the Empire for you wait,
Theyr followd too by an impatient throng,
WHO seem to murmur, you delay so long.

Tit.
Toyle me no more, disperse that clamorous Rout:
Tell em they shall no more have cause to doubt;
The Queens departure theyll to morrow see,
And me as wretched as theyd have me be.
Take this Paulinus: bear it to the Queen,
[Writes on a Tablet.
For -hould we meet, I must relapse again;
I hve bid her here eternally adieu,
Stay while she reads it, and her troubles view,
And bring me faithful word, as thou art true.
Hold! oh my Heart! yet go, it must be done,
For whats necessity, we cannot shun.
Would I had never known what tis to live,
Or a new Being to my self could give.
Som- monstrous and unheard of Shape now find,
As S-lvage, and as Barbarous as my mind.
Anti-chus!
Enter Antiochus, Attendants, Arsaces.

Ant.
My last Adieu to pay,
I come, and dare in Rome no longer stay.
My griefs, and my afflictions, grow so high;
If not by absence slackend, I must dye.

Tit.
What reason have the happy to repine?
Now Berenice for ever will be thine.
WITH all her charms receive her to thy brest,
And be of all I ever lovd, possest.

Ant.
It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my pain:
I ever kneel to Berenice again!
No, -h-uld I stay to see you when you part,
Tho I am sure the sight would break my heart,
Yet -he, as still my prayers have been denyd,
Tho I but begd one blessing ere I dyd,
Even then -ith scorn would throw me from her side.

Tit.
Oh Heaven! shes entring, from her Charms lets fly,
I know my weakness; if I stay, I dye.
Meet, and prevent her — 
[Ex. Titus.
Enter Berenice, &c.

Ber.
How h- hasts away!
Ingrateful! Dearest Perjurd Titus, stay.
[kneels.
Afflictions catch him, great as those I bear.
My Lord, at last I have receivd my Doom:
Tis seald; but ere I part from you and Rome,
I ask, and I your pardon would receive:
Can you the wrongs which I have done, forgive?

Ant.
I never any Injuries did find;
No, Berenice has always been too kind.
With one soft word, how suddenly Im lost,
And have no sense of my disgraces past!
But must I then for ever lose you so?
I am no Roman, nor was ere your foe.
No, rather here continue, and be Great,
Whilst I live ever hopeless at your feet.

Ber.
Should I stay here and my wrongs tamely bear
From him that shuns, and flies me every where?
I have a nobler mind, and you shall see
I can disdain and scorn as much as he:
For tho tis true, I never can be yours;
Both Rome and him my heart this hour abjures.

Ant.
To banish him your heart, whilst you prepare,
WHAT will you do with all the Love thats there?
Theres no one Mortal can deserve it all,
And sure a little to my share might fall.

Ber.
Oh of that killing Subject, talk no more,
I would have lovd you, if I could, before.
Love for another struck me with his Dart,
And tis not in my power to force my heart.

Ant.
When first my Passion was disdaind for him,
You kept me yet alive with your esteem.
But now at last his breach of Faith you see,
And bear it nobly too: how can it be
T your self so Just, and yet so hard to me?

Ber.
What cruel storms, and fierce assaults you make,
To batter down a heart you cannot take!
Till you have broke it. Will you not give or?
No, rather let me go, and hear no more.

Antio.
O stay, since of the Victory you are secure,
Pitty the pains and anguish I endure;
[Kneels
In wounds which you and none but you can cure.
Look back, whilst at your feet my self I cast,
And think the sigh thats coming is my last.
My heart its -ad eternal farewell takes:
Be but so kind to see me when it breaks.

Ber.
Rise, rise my Lord. The Emperors returnd.
Conduct me hence, let me not more be scornd.

Enter Titus.

Tit.
How am I lost! resolve on what I will,
Spite of my self I wander this way still.
Why would you Berenice my presence shun?

Ber.
No! Ile hear nothing, Ive resolvd on flight,
And will be gone. Why come you in my sight?
Why come you thus texasperate my despair?
Are you yet not content? I know you are.

Tit.
If ever yet my heart was dear to yours;
By all our plighted vows, those softest hours
In which for ever to be true I swore,
I beg that you-d afford me yet one more.

Ber.
I till to morrow had your leave to stay;
But my resolves are to be gone to day.
And I depart.

Tit.
No journey must you take.
Would you poor Titus in his griefs forsake?
No! Stay — 

Ber.
I stay! Ungrateful as you are.
For what? a Peoples rude affronts to bear.
That with the sound of my misfortune rend
The Clouds, and shouts to Heaven in Vollys send?
Does not their cruel joy yet reach your ears,
Whilst I alone Torment my self in tears?
By what offence or crime are they thus movd?
Alas! what have I done, but too much Lovd?

Tit.
Dyou mind the voice of an outragious throng?
I ever thought your constancy more strong.
Never believd your heart so weak could be,
Whose powerful charms had captivated me.

Ber.
All that I see distraction does create,
These rich Apartments and this Pompous State.
These Places where I spent my happiest hours,
And plighted all my Vows, false Man, to yours.
All, as most vile Impostors I detest,
How strangely, Titus, might we have been blest!

Tit.
This art to torture souls where did you learn?
Or was it in your nature with you born?
Oh Berenice! how you destroy me!
Atendants, bring your Chair nearer.

Ber.
No,
Return and to your famous Senate go;
That for your cruelties applaud you so.
Have you not honour to your full delight?
Have you not promisd to forget me quite?
What more in expiation can you do?
Have you not ever sworn to hate me too?

Tit.
Can you do any thing to make me hate?
Or can I ever Berenice forget?
This hard suspition was unjustly urgd,
Gainst a poor heart too much before surchargd
Oh Madam! know me better, and recall
The wrong, since first I at your feet did fall.
Count all the single days and minutes past,
Where in my vows and my desires I prest.
And at this time your greatest Conquest know,
For you were never so belovd as now.
Nor ever — 

Ber.
Still your Love youd have me own,
Yet you your self command me to be gone.
Is my despair so charming to your view?
D you think the tears I shed are all too few?
Of such a heart, a vain return you make,
No never call those dear Ideas back.
But suffer me in this belief to rest;
That secretly, long since exild your breast,
I only from a faithless wretch depart,
And one that never lays the loss to heart.
If you had Lov-d me, this had nere been sent,
Here you have commanded me to banishment.
[Opens the Tablets
What wondrous Love you bear me this doth show.
Read, read, ungrateful, read and let me go.
[Gives him the

Tit.
You shall not go, I have not given consent,
Nor will I ever to your banishment.
Your cruel resolution I descry,
To be revengd of me you seek to dye.
And then of all I love, except the pain,
Nought but the sad remembrance will remain.
Antiochus! be thou a witness here

Ber. sinks down in a Chair.
Of all my misery and my despair.

Antio.
D-sp-irs a Theam I only understand;
You, if you will, your wishes may command.
Such Beauty ready for possession see,
And leave that ugly hag Despair, to me.

Antio.
Behold those eyes how dull and dark they grow!
Madam, when at your feet I fall thus low,
[Kneels.
Vouchsafe my sad afflictions to believe,
Alas! -is all the ease Im like to have.
When first the dreadful minute I beheld;
That by my duty and the Laws compeld,
I found it forcd that you must hence depart.
Though nothing ere can banish you my heart.
Twas then m- soul had first a sense of fears,
Foreseeing your reproaches and your tears.
I then expected, Madam, all the weight
Of woes that can on worst misfortunes light.
But whatsoever fears opprest my heart,
I find I but foresaw the lesser part.
I thought my vertue not so apt to bow;
am asham-d tis thus intangled now.

Ber.
Let me alone and vex my soul no more,
You of your vertue talkt enough before.
Urge it not still to agg-avate my shame.
WHEN Crownd with conquest from the wars you came,
I know you brought me but to fill your state;
For els- the triumph had not been -omplete.

Tit.
Since you have then resolvd: It s-all be so.
And judg by this if yare belovd or no.
No longer Torments on my soul shall prey,
Since I to freedom see so brave a way;
A way by more than one great Roman shown,
Who, when their Miserys had prest em down,
Propt from within, shook off with life, the weight,
Offers to stab himself
And thus fell nobly grapling with their fate.

Ber.
Oh stay! to wrong me more what way dye take?
Would Titus die for Berenices sake?
I see the blow you cruelly prepare
To wound that breast where I, you say, have share.
To hurt whats mine would be unjustly done
No, rather strike this heart, thats all your own.

Tit.
Best of thy sex! and dearest, now I see.
How poor is Empire when compard to thee.
Hence ye, perplexing Cares, that clog a brain,
Whilst struck with extasie I here fall down.
[Kneels
Thus at your feet a happy prostrate laid,
Im much more blest than if the world I swaid.

Ber.
Now the blest Berenice enough has seen:
[Kneels
I thought your Love had quite extinguisht been:
But twas my error, for you still are true.
Your heart is troubled, and your tears I view.
Evn my worst sufferings much orepaid I see,
Nor shall th unhappy world be curst for me,
Nothing since first twas yours, my love would shake,
So absolute a Conquest did you make.
But now Ile bring it to the utmost test,
And with one fucal Act crown all the rest.

Tit.
Hah! tell me Berenice what will you do?

Ber.
Far from your sight and Rome for ever go:
I have resolvd ont, and it shall be so.

Tit.
Antiochus! Im born to be undone;
When I the greatest conquest thought thave won:
Evn in my noblest race I am out-run.
But thou wert always genrous, always kind;
Your inlargd Kingdom shall to hers be joynd.
And now how much you are my faithful friend;
In being so to her, youl best expres.
Falling on his neck.
Never forsake her in sad distress.
Where ere she goes, for ever with her be.
And sometimes in my absence sigh for me.

Antio.
Arsaces! on thy bosome let me lye,
WHILST I but take one last dear look, and die.

Ber.
No live: and by a generous strife out-do
Us both, and of your self be conqurour too.

Farewel.
Let us all three a rare example prove:
Of a most tender though unhappy love.
Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I restore.
Farewell and reign, Ile never see you more.
[Ex. Ber.

Antio.
Oh Heaven!

Tit.
Shes gone and al- I valud lost:
Now Friend, let Rome, of her great Empror boast.
Since they themselves first taught me cruelty,
Ile try how much a Tyrant I can be.
Henceforth all thoughts of pitty Ile disown,
And with my arms the Universe ore-run.
Robd of my Love, through ruins purchase fame,
And make the worlds as wretched as I am.
[Exeunt Omnes.
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ACT FIRST.

SCENE FIRST.

Enter Octavian Shift.

Oct.
THIS is unhappy News; I did not expect my Father in two Months, and yet you say he is returnd already

Sh.
Tis but too true.

Oct.
That he arrivd this Morning?

Sh.
This very Morning.

Oct.
And that he is come with a resolution to Marry me?

Sh.
Yes, Sir, To Marry you.

Oct.
I am ruind and undone; prithee advise me.

Sh.
Advise you?

Oct.
Yes, advise me. Thou art as surly, as if thou really couldst do me no good. Speak: Has Necessity taught thee no Wit? Hast thou no Shift?

Sh.
Lord, Sir, I am at present very busie in Contriving some Trick to save my self; I am first prudent, and then good naturd.

Oct.
How will my Father rage and storm, when he understands what things have happend in his absence? I dread his anger and reproaches.

Sh.
Reproaches! Would I could be quit of him so easily; methinks I feel him already on my Shoulders.

Oct.
Dis-inheriting is the least I can expect.

Sh.
You should have thought of this before, and not have fallen in Love with I know not whom, one that you met by chance in the Dover-Coach; she is indeed a good smug Lass, but God knows what she is besides; perhaps some — 

Oct.

Villain.

Sh.
I have done, Sir, I have done.

Oct.
I have no Friend that can appease my Fathers anger, and now I shall be betrayed to want and misery.

Sh.
For my part, I know but one Remedy in our misfortunes.

Oct.
Prithee what is it?

Sh.
You know that Rogue and arch-Cheat Scapin.

Oct.
Well What of him?

Sh.
There is not a more subtle Fellow breathing; so cunning, he can cheat one newly Cheated; tis such a Wheadling Rogue, Ill undertake in two hours he shall make your Father forgive you all, nay, allow you Money for your necessary Debauches: I saw him in three days, make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymist and Projector.

Oct.
He is the fittest person in the World for my Business; the Impudent Varlet can do any thing with the peevish old Man. Prithee go look him out, well set him a work immediately.

Sh.
See where he comes — Monsieur Scapin!

Enter Scapin.

Scap.
Worthy Sir!

Sh.
I have been giving my Master a brief Account of thy most Noble Qualities: I told him, thou wert as Valiant as a ridden Cuckold, Sincere as Whores, Honest as Pimps in want.

Scap.
Alas Sir! I but Copy you: Tis you are brave; you scorn the Gibbets, Halters and Prisons which threaten you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies.

Oct.
Oh Scapin! I am utterly ruind without thy assistance.

Scap.
Why? Whats the matter good Mr. Octavian?

Oct.
My Father is this day arrivd at Dover with old Mr. Gripe, with a resolution to Marry me.

Scap.

Very well.

Oct.
Thou knowest I am already Married; How will my Father resent my Disobedience? I am for ever lost, unless thou canst find some means to reconcile me to him.

Scap.
Does your Father know of your Marriage?

Oct.
I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with it.

Scap.
No matter, no matter, all shall be well: I am publick-spirited; I love to help distressed young Gentlemen, and thank Heaven I have had good success enough.

Oct.
Besides, My present want must be considered, I am in rebellion without any Money.

Scap.
I have Tricks and Shifts too to get that: I can cheat upon occasion; but Cheating is now grown an ill Trade; yet Heavn be thankd, there were never more Cullies and Fools; but the great Rooks and Cheats allowd by publick Authority, ruin such little Undertraders as I am.

Oct.
Well, Get thee straight about thy Busness: Canst thou make no use of my Rogue here?

Scap.
Yes, I shall want his assistance; the Knave has Cunning, and may be useful.

Sh.
Ay Sir; But like other wise Men, I am not over-Valiant: Pray leave me out of this Busness; my Fears will betray you; you shall execute, Ill sit at home and advise.

Scap.
I stand not in need of thy Courage, but thy Impudence, and thou hast enough of that: Come, come, thou shalt along; What, Man, stand out for a Beating? Thats the worst can happen.

Sh.
Well, well.

Enter Clara.

Oct.
Here comes my dearest Clara.

Cla.

Ah me Octavian! I hear sad News: They say, your Father is returnd.

Oct.
Alas! Tis true, and I am the most unfortunate person in the World; but tis not my own misery that I consider, but yours: How can you bear those wants to which we must be both reducd?

Clar.
Love shall teach me, that can make all things easie to us, which is a sign it is the chiefest good: But I have other Cares; Will you be ever constant? Shall not your Fathers Severity constrain you to be false?

Oct.
Never, my dearest, never.

Clar.
They that love much, may be allowd some fears.

Scap.
Come, come; we have now no time to hear you speak fine tender things to one another: Pray do you prepare to encounter with your Father.

Clar.
I tremble at the thoughts of it.

Scap.
You must appear resolute at first: Tell him you can live without troubling him; threaten him to turn Souldier; or what will frighten him worse, say, youll turn Poet. Come, Ill warrant you, we bring him to Composition.

Oct.
What would I give twere over?

Scap.
Let us practise a little what you are to do. Suppose me your Father, very grave and very angry.

Oct.

Well.

Scap.
Do you look very carelesly, like a small Courtier upon his Country Acquaintance; a little more surlily: — Very well: — Now I come full of my Fatherly Authority. — Octavian, Thou makest me weep to see thee; but alas they are not tears of joy, but tears of sorrow. Did ever so good a Father beget so lewd a Son? Nay, but for that I think thy Mother Vertuous, I should pronounce thou art not mine; Newgate-Bird, Rogue, Villain, what a Trick hast thou playd me in my absence? Marryd? Yes: but to whom? Nay that thou -knowest not. Ill warrant you some Waiting-Woman corrupted in a Civil Family, and reducd to one of the Play-Houses, removd from thence by some Keeping Coxcomb, or — 

Cla.

Hold Scapin, Hold — 

Scap.
No offence Lady, I speak but anothers words.
Thou abominable Rascal, thou shall not have a groat, not a groat. Besides, I will break all thy bones ten times over; get thee out of my house — Why Sir, you reply not a word, but stand as bashfully, as a Girl thats examind by a Bawdy Judge, about a Rape.

Oct.
Look yonder comes my Father.

Scap.
Stay Shift, and get you two gone, let me alone to manage the old fellow.
[Exit Oct. and Clara.

Enter Thrifty.

Th.
Was there ever such a rash action?

Scap.
He has been informd of the Business, and is now so full of it, that he vents it to himself.

Th.
I would fain hear what they can say for themselves.

Scap.
We are not unprovided.
[At a distance.

Th.
Will they be so Impudent to deny the thing?

Scap.
We never intend it.

Th.
Or will they endeavour to excuse it?

Scap.
That perhaps we may doe.

Th.
But all shall be in vain.

Scap.
Wel try that.

Th.
I know how to lay that Rogue my Son fast.

Scap.
That we must prevent.

Th.
And so that Tatterdemalleon , Ile thrash him to death, I will be three Years a Cudgelling him.

Th.
I wondred he had forgot me so long.

Th.
Oh Oh! Yonder the Rascal is, that brave Governour, he tutord my Son finely.

Scap.
Sir, I am overjoyed at your safe return.

Th.
Good morrow Scapin, indeed you have followed my Instructions very exactly, my Son has behaved himself very prudently in my absence, has he not Rascal, has he not?

Scap.
I hope you are very well.

Th.
Very well — Thou sayst not a word Varlet, thou sayst not a word.

Scap.
Had you a good Voyage Mr. Thrifty?

Th.
Lord Sir! A very good Voyage, pray give a Man a little leave to vent his Choler.

Scap.
Would you be in Choler Sir?

Th.
Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler.

Scap.
Pray with whom?

Th.
With that confounded Rogue there.

Scap.
Upon what reason?

Th.
Upon what reason? hast thou not heard what hath happened in my abscence.

Scap.
I have heard a little Idle story.

Th.
A little Idle story. Quoth a - why Man, my Sons undone, my Sons undone.

Scap.
Come, come, things have not been well carried, but I would advise you to make no more of it.

Th.
I am not of your opinion, Ile make the whole Town ring of it.

Scap.
Lord Sir, I have stormed about this business as much as you can do for your Heart, but what are we both the better? I told him indeed, Mr. Octavian, you do not do well, to wrong so good a Father: I preached him three or four times asleep, but all would not do, still at last, when I had well examined the Business I found you had not so much wrong done you as you Imagine.

Th.
How not wrong done me to have my Son married without my consent to a Beggar!

Scap.
Alas he was ordained to it.

Th.
Thats fine indeed, we shall steal, cheat, murder, and so be hangd, then say we were ordained to it.

Scap.
Truly I did not think you so subtile a Phylosopher, I mean he was fatally engaged in this affair.

Th.
Why did he Engage himself?

Scap.
Very true indeed, very true; but fie upon you now, would you have him as wise as your self, young men will have their follies, witness my charge Leander; who has gon and thrown away himself at a stranger rate then your Son. I would fain know if you were not once young your self; yes I warrant you, and had your frailties.

Th.
Yes, but they never cost me any thing; a man may be as frail and as wicked as he please, if it cost him nothing.

Scap.
Alas he was so in Love with the young wench, that if he had not had her, he must have certainly hangd himself;

Sh.
Must! why he had already done it, But that I came very seasonably and cut the rope.

Th.
Didst thou cut the rope, Dog? Ile Murther thee for that thou shouldest have let him hang.

Scap.
Besides, her Kindred surprized him with her, and forct him to marry her.

Th.
Then should he have presently gone, and protested against the Violence at a Notaries.

Scap.
O Lord Sir, he scornd that.

Th.
Then might I easily have disanulled the Martiage.

Scap.
Disanul the marriage.

Th.

Yes.

Scap.
You shall not break the marriage.

Th.
Shall not I break it?

Scap.

No.

Th.
What shall not I claim the priviledge of a Father, and have the Satisfaction for the violence done to my Son?

Scap.
Tis a thing he will never consent to.

Th.
He will not consent to!

Scap.

No. Would you have him confess he was hectord into any thing, that is to declare himself a Coward: Oh fie Sir, one that has Honour of being your Son, can never do such a thing.

Th.
Pish, talk not to me of Honour, he shall do it or be dis-inherited.

Scap.
Who shall dis-inherit him?

Th.
That will I Sir.

Scap.
You dis-inherit him! very good.

Th.
How very good?

Scap.
You shall not dis-inherit him.

Th.
Shall not I dis-inherit him?

Scap.

No.

Th.
No!

Scap.

No.

Th.
Sir, you are very merry; I shall not disinherit my Son?

Scap.
No I tell you.

Th.
Pray who shall hinder me?

Scap.
Alas Sir, your own self Sir; your own self.

Th.
I my self?

Scap.
Yes Sir, for you can never have the Heart to do it.

Th.
You shall find I can Sir.

Scap.
Come you deceive your self, Fatherly affection must show it self, it must, it must; do not I know you were ever tender hearted.

Th.
Yare mistaken Sir, Yare mistaken: — Pish, why do I spend my time in tittle tattle with this Idle fellow? — Hang-dog go find out my rake-hell — 
[to Shift.
whilst I go to my Brother Gripe and Inform him of my misfortune.

Scap.
In the mean time if I can do you any service. — 

Th.
Oh! I thank you Sir, I thank you. — 
[Exit Thrift.

Shift.
I must confess thou art a brave Fellow, and our affairs begin to be in a better posture — but the money, the money — we are abominable poor, and my Master has lean Vigilant dunns that torment him more than an old Mother does a poor Gallant, when she solicits a maintenance for her discarded Daughter.

Scap.
Your money shall be my next care — let me see, I want a fellow to — Canst thou not Counterfeit a roaring Bully of Alsatia? — Stalk — look big — very well. Follow me, I have ways to disguise thy voice and countenance.

Sh.
Pray take a little care and lay your plot so that I may not act the Bully all wayes, I would not be beaten like a Bully.

Scap.
Wel share the danger, wel share the danger.

Exeunt.


ACT SECOND.

SCENE I.

Enter Thrifty and Gripe.

Gr.
SIR, what you tell me concerning your Son, hath strangely frustrated our Designs.

Thr.
Sir, trouble not your self about my Son, I have undertaken to remove all Obstacles, which is the business I am so vigorously in pursuit of.

Gr.
In troth, Sir, Il tell you what I say to you, The Education of Children after the getting of em, ought to be the nearest Concern of a Father: And had you tutored your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on you, he never could fo slightly have forfeited his.

Thr.
Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sentence. Those that are so quick to Censure and condemn the Conduct of others, ought first to take Care that all be well at home.

Gr.
Why Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing concerning my Son?

Thr.
It may be I have, and it may be worse than of my own.

Gr.
What ist I pray? My Son?

Thr.
Evn your own Scapin told it me, and you may hear it from him or some body else: For my part, I am your Friend, and would not willingly be the Messenger of ill news to one that I think so to me: Your Servant: I must hasten to my Councel to advise whats to be done in this Case. Godbuy till I see you again.
[Ex. Thrifty.

Gr.
Worse than his Son! For my part I cannot imagine how; For a Son to marry impudently without the Consent of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be imagind I take it: But yonder he comes.

Enter Leander.

Leand.
Oh my Dear Father, how Joyful am I to see you safely returnd. Welcome as the Blessing which I am now craving will be.

Gr.
Not so fast Frienda mine, soft and fair goes far Sir. You are my Son, as I take it.

Leand.
What dee mean Sir?

Gr.
Stand still, and let me look yee in the Face.

Leand.
How must I stand Sir?

Gr.
Look upon me with both Eyes

Leand.
Well Sir I do.

Gr.
Whats the meaning of this Report?

Leand.
Report, Sir?

Gr.
Yes Report Sir, I speak English as I take it, What ist that you have done in my absence?

Leand.
What ist Sir which you would have had me done?

Gr.
I do not ask you what I would have had you done; but what you have done.

Leand.
Who I Sir? Why I have done nothing at all, not I Sir.

Gr.
Nothing at all! (Leand.) No Sir,

Gr.
You have no Impudence to speak on.

Leand.
Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a Man, and my Innocence.

Gr.
Very well, But Scapin, dye mark me young man, Scapin has told me some tales of your Behaviour?

Leand.
Scapin!

Gr.
Oh have I caught you? That name makes ye blush dos it? Tis well you have some Grace left.

Leand.
Has he said any thing concerning me?

Gr.
That shall be examined anon. In the mean while get you home dye hear. And stay till my return; But look tot, if thou haft done any thing to dishonour me, never think to come within my Doors, or see my Face more; but expect to be as miserable as thy folly and poverty can make thee.
[Exit. Gr.

Leand.
Very fine: I am in a hopeful Condition. This Rascal has betrayed my marriage and undone me: Now there is no way left but to turn Outlaw, and live by rapine: and to set my hand in; the first thing shall be to Cut the throat of that perfidious Pick-thank Dog that has ruined me.

Enter Oct. and Scapin.

Oct.
Dear Scapin, how infinitely am I obliged to thee for thy Care!
Leand,
Yonder he comes: Im overjoyed to see you good Mr. Dog!

Scap.
Sir your most humble Servant, You honour me too far.

Leand.
You act an ill fools part, But I shall teach you.

Scap.

Sir.

Oct,

Hold Leander.

Leand.
No, Octavian, Ile make him confess the Treachery he has committed; yes Varlet Dog, I know the trick you have playd me: you thought perhaps no body would have told me. But ile make you confess it, or Ile run my Sword in your Guts.

Scap.
Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the heart to do such a thing? have I done you any Injury Sir?

Leand.
Yes Rascal that you have, and Ile make you own it too, or Ile swing it out of your already tand thick hide.
[Beats him]

Scap.
The Devils int, Lord Sir, what dyee mean? Nay good Mr. Leander, pray Mr. Leander; Squire Leander — As I hope to be saved — 
Oct,
Prithee be quiet: for shame enough: — 
[Interposeth]

Scap.
Well Sir, I confess indeed that — 

Leand.
What! speak Rogue.

Scap.
About two Months agoe you may remember, a Maid Servant dyed in the house. — 

Leand.
What of all that?

Scap.
Nay Sir, if I confess you must not be angry.

Leand.
Well go on.

Scap.
Twas said she dyed for love of me Sir; But let that pass.

Leand.
Death, you trifling Buffoon;

Scap.
About a week after her death, I dreft my self up like her Ghost, and went into Madam Lucia your Mistresses Chamber, where she lay half in half out of bed, with her woman by her, reading an ungodly Play-book,

Leand.
And was it your Impudence did that?

Scap.
They both beleive it was a Ghost to this hour. But it was my self playd the Goblin to fright her from the Scurvy Custome of lying awake at those unseasonable hours, hearing filthy Plays when she had never said her Prayers.

Leand.
I shall remember you for all in time, and place; But come to the point, and tell me what thou hast said to my Father.

Scap.
To you Father? I have not so much as seen him since his return, and if youd ask him hell tell you so himself.

Leand.
Yes he has told me himself, and told me all thou hast said to him!

Scap.
With your good leave Sir, then he lyd, I beg your pardon I mean he was mistaken.
[Enter Sly]

Sly.
Oh Sir, I bring you the most unhappy news.

Leand.
Whats the matter?

Sly.
Your Mistress Sir, is yonder arrested in an Action of 200 l. They say tis a debt she left unpaid at London; in the hast of her escape hither to Dover, and if you do not raise money within this two hours to discharge her, Sheel be hurried to prison.

Leand.
Within this two hours?

Sly.
Yes Sir, within this two hours.

Leand.
Ah my poor Scapin, I want thy assistance.
[Scapin walks about Surlily]

Scap.
Ah my poor Scapin! Now Im your poor Scapin now youve need of me.

Leand.
No more I pardon thee all that thou hast done, and worse if thou art guilty of it.

Scap.
No no, never pardon me, run your Sword in my Guts, youl do better to Murder me.

Leand.
For Heavens sake; think no more upon that, but study now to assist me.

Oct.
You must do something for him.

Scap.
Yes to have my bones broken for my pains.

Leand.
Would you leave me Scapin in this severe extremity!

Scap.
To put such an affront upon me as you did;

Leand.
I wrongd thee I confess.

Scap.
To use me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Rascal, to threaten to run your Sword in my Guts.

Leand.
I cry thy Mercy withall my Heart, and if thou wilt have me throw my self at thy Feet, Ile doot.

Oct.
Faith Scapin you must, you cannot but yield.

Scap.
Well then; But dyee mark me Sir, another time better words and gentler blows.

Leand.
Will you promise to mind my business?

Scap.
As I see convenient, Care shall be taken,

Leand.
But the time you know is short.

Scap.
Pray Sir, dont be so troublesome: How much money ist you want?

Leand.
Two hundred pounds. — (Scap.) And you? — (Oct.) As much.

Scap.
No more to be said. It shall be done; For you the Contrivance is laid already; and for your Father though he be covetous to the last degree, Yet thanks be to Heaven hees but a shallow person,

To Leander.
his parts are not extraordinary, do not take it ill Sir, for you have no resemblance of him, But that yare very like him; Begon I see Octavians Father coming, Ile begin with him.
[Exeunt Oct. and Leand.
[Enter Thrifty]
Here he comes mumbling and chewing the Cud to prove himself a clean Beast.

Thr.
Oh audacious Boy, to commit so insolent a Crime, and plunge himself into such a mischief!

Scap.
Sir, your humble Servant.

Thr.
How do you Scapin?

Scap.
What, you are ruminating on your Sons rash Action.

Thr.
Have I not reason to be troubled?

Scap.
The life of man is full of troubles, thats the truth ont; But your Philosopher is alwaies prepared I remember an Excellent Proverb of the Ancients, very fit for your Case.

Thr.
Whats that?

Scap.
Pray mind it, twill do ye a World of good.

Thr.
What ist I ask you?

Scap.
Why; When the Master of a Family shall be absent any considerable time from his home or Mansion, he ought rationally, gravely, wisely, and Philosophically, to revolve within his mind all the concurrent Circumstances, that may during the Interval conspire to the Conjunction of those misfortunes, and troublesome accidents, that may intervene upon the said absence, and the interruption of his Oeconomical inspection, into the remissness, negligences, frailties, and huge and perillous Errours, which his Substitutes, Servants, or Trustees, may be capable of, or liable aud obnoxious unto, which may arise from the imperfection and corruptness of ingenerated Natures, or the taint and contagion of corrupted Education, whereby the Fountain-head of Mans Disposition becomes muddy, and all the Streams of his Manners and Conversation run consequently defiled, and impure: These things premised, and fore-considered, arm the said prudent Philosophical Pater Familias, to find his House laid waste, his Wife murdered, his Daughters deflowred, his Sons hangd:
Cum multis aliis qua nunc perscribere longum est
and to thank Heaven tis no worse too: Dye mark, Sir?

Thr.
Sdeath! Is all this a Proverb?

Scap.
Ay, and the best Proverb, and the wisest in the World: Good Sir, get it by heart: Twill do ye the greatest good imaginable; and dont trouble your self: Ile repeat it to you, till you have gotten it by heart.

Thr.
No, I thank you, Sir, Ill have none ont.

Scap.
Pray do; youl like it better next time; hear it once more, I say — When the Master of a — 

Thr.
Hold, hold, I have better thoughts of my own; Im going to my Lawyer; Ill null the Marriage.

Scap.
Going to Law! Are ye mad to venture your self among Lawyers? Do you not see every day how the Spunges suck poor Clyents, and with a company of foolish, non-sensical terms, and knavish tricks, undo the Nation: No, you shall take another way.

Thr.
You have reason, if there were any other way.

Scap.
Come, I have found one. The truth is, I have a great compassion for your grief; I cannot when I see tender Fathers afflicted for their Sons miscarriages, but have bowels for em; I have much ado to refrain weeping for you.

Thr.
Truly my Case is sad, very sad.

Scap.
So it is; tears will burst out; I have a great respect for your person.
[Counterfeits weeping.

Thr.
Thank you with all my heart; in troth we should have a fellow-feeling.

Scap.
Ay, so we should; I assure you there is not a person in the World whom I respect more than the Noble Mr. Thrifty.

Thr.
Thou art honest Scapin. Ha done, ha done.

Scap.
Sir, Your most humble Servant.

Thr.
But what is your way?

Scap.
Why, In brief I have been with the Brother of her whom your wicked Son has Married.

Thr.
What is he?

Scap.
A most outragious roaring Fellow, with a down-hanging Look, contracted Brow, with a swelld red Face enflamd with Brandy; one that frowns, puffs, and looks big at all Mankind, roars out Oaths and bellows out Curses enough in a Day, to serve a Garrison a Week; bred up in blood and rapine, used to slaughter from his youth upwards; one that makes no more conscience of killing a Man, than cracking of a Lowse; he has killed sixteen, four for taking the Wall of him; five for looking too big upon him; two he shot pissing against the Wall: In short, he is the most dreadful of all the Race of Bullies.

Thr.
Heavn! How do I tremble at the Description? But whats this to my Business?

Scap.
Why, He (as most Bullies are) is in want, and I have brought him, by threatning him with all the Courses of Law, all the assistance of your Friends, and your great Purse, (in which I venturd my life ten times, for so often he drew and run at me) yet, I say, at last I have made him hearken to a Composition, and to null the Marriage for a sum of Money.

Thr.
Thanks, dear Scapin; but what sum?

Scap.
Faith, He was damnably unreasonable at first, and gad I told him so very roundly.

Thr.
A Pox on him, what did he ask?

Scap.
Ask? Hang him, why he askd 500 l.

Thr.
Ouns and Heart, 500 l. Five hundred Devils take him, — and fry and frigassee the Dog; does he take me for a mad-Man?

Scap.
Why, so I said; and after much argument I brought him to this: Dammee, says he, I am going to the Army, and I must have Two good Horses for my self, for fear one should die; and those will cost at least Threescore Guineas.

Thr.
Hang him Rogue! Why should he have two Horses? But I care not if I give Threescore Guineas to be rid of this Affair.

Scap.
Then, says he, my Pistols, Saddle, Hose, Cloth, and all, will cost Twenty more.

Thr.
Why, Thats Fourscore.

Scap.
Well reckoned; faith, this Arithmatick is a fine Art: Then I must have One for my Boy, will cost Twenty more.

Thr.
Oh the Devil! Confounded Dog! Let him go and be damnd, Ill give him nothing.

Scap.

Sir.

Thr.
Not a Sous, damnd Rascal, let him turn Foot-Souldier and be hanged.

Scap.
He has a Man besides; Would you have him go a Foot?

Thr.
Ay, and his Master too, Ill have nothing to do with him.

Scap.
Well, You are resolvd to spend twice as much at Doctors Commons, you are, you will stand out for such a Sum as this; do.

Thr.
Hah! Oh damnd unconscionable Rascal! well if it must be so. Let him have the other twenty.

Scap.
Twenty! why it comes to forty.

Thr.
No Ile have nothing to do in it. Oh a Coveteous Rogue! I wonder he is not ashamed to be so Covetous.

Scap.
Why this is nothing to the Charge at Doctors Commons, and though her Brother has no Money, she has an Uncle able to defend her.

Thr.
Oh Eternal Rogue! well I must dot, the Divels in him I think!

Scap.
Then saies he, I must carry into France money to buy a Mule to carry — 

Thr.
Let him to the Devil with his Mule, Ile appeal to the Judges.

Scap.
Nay good Sir, think a little.

Thr.
No, Ile do nothing.

Scap.
Sir, Sir, but one little Mule?

Thr.
No not so much as an Ass!

Scap.

Consider.

Thr.
I will not consider, Ile go to Law.

Scap.
I am sure if you go to Law you do not consider the Appeales, Degrees of Jurisdiction, the intricate proceedings, the Knaveries, the Craving of so many Ravenous Animals that will prey upon you, Villanous Harpies! Promoters, Tipstaves, and the like; None of which but will puff away the clearest right in the World for a Bribe; on the other side the Proctor shall side with your Adversary, And sell your cause for ready Money; Your Advocate shall be gained the same way, And shall not be found when your cause is to be heard: Law is a torment of all torments.

Thr.
Thats true: Why what does the damnd Rogue — reckon for his Mule?

Scap.
Why for Horses, Furniture, Mule, and to pay some Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demands and will have two hundred pounds.

Th.
Come, come, lets go to Law.

Thr. walks up and down in a great heat.

Scap.
Do but reflect upon — 

Th.
Ile go to Law?

Scap.
Do not plunge your self.

Thr.
To Law Ile tell you?

Scap.
Why theres for Procuration, Presentation, Council, Productions, Proctors, Attendance, and scribling vast Volumes of Interrogatories, Depositions, and Articles, Consultations and Pleadings of Doctors, for the Register, Substitute, Judgments, Signings — Expedition Fees, besides the vast Presents to them and their Wives. Hangt, the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the money, give him it I say.

Thr.
What, two hundred pounds!

Scap.
Ay, ay, why youl gain 150 l. by it, I have summd it up; I say give it him I, faith do.

Thr.
What 200 l.

Scap.
Ay, besides you nere think how theyl rail at you in pleading, tell all your Fornications, Bastardings, and Commutings in their Courts,

Thr.
I defie em, let em tell of my whoring, tis the fashion.

Scap.
Peace, Heres the Brother.

Thr.
Oh Heaven! what shall I do.
Enter Shift disguised like a Bully.

Sh.
Damme, where is this confounded Dog, this Father of Octavian? Null the Marriage: By all the Honour of my Ancestors Ile chine the Villain.

Thr.
Oh, Oh!
[Hides himself behind Scapin]

Scap.
He cares not Sir, Hel not give the 200 l.

Sh.
By Heaven, he shall be Worms-meat within these two hours.

Scap.
Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not.

Th.
You lye, I have not Courage, I do fear him mortally.

Sh.
He! he! Ounds he! would all his Family were in him, Id cut off Root and Branch: Dishonour my Sister! This in his Guts: What Fellows that? Hah!

Scap.
Not he, Sir.

Sh.
Nor none of his Friends?

Th.
No, Sir: Hang him, I am his mortal Enemy.

Sh.
Art thou the Enemy of that Rascal.

Th.
Oh! ay, hang him — Oh damnd Bully!
(Aside.

Sh.
Give me thy hand, old Boy, the next Sun shall not see the impudent Rascal alive.

Scap.
Hell muster up all his Relations against you.

Th.
Do not provoke him, Scapin.

Sh.
Would they were all here: Ha! hah! hah! Here I had one through the Lungs; there another into the Heart; Ha! there another into the Guts: Ah Rogues! there I was with you. Hah — hah!
He foyns every way with his Sword.

Scap.
Hold Sir, we are none of your Enemies.

Sh.
No, but I will find the Villains out while my Blood is up; I will destroy the whole Family. Ha, ha, — hah!
(Ex. Shift.

Th.
Here Scapin, I have two hundred Guineas about me, take em, No more to be said, Let me never see his face again, take em I say, This is the Devil.

Scap.
Will you not give em him your self?

Th.
No, no! I will never see him more. I shall not recover this these three Months. See the business done, I trust in thee, Honest Scapin: I must repose somewhere; I am mightily out of Order — A plague on all Bullies I say.
[Exit Thrifty.

Scap.
So thers one dispatcht, I must now find out Gripe; Hes here, how Heaven brings em into my Nets one after another!

Enter Gripe.

Scap.
Oh Heaven! Unlookt for misfortune, poor Mr. Gripe, what wilt thou do
[walks about distractedly

Grip.
Whats that he says of me?

Scap.
Is there no body can tell me News of Mr. Gripe?

Grip.
Whos there Scapin!

Scap.
How I run up and down, to find him to no purpose! Oh! Sir, is there no way to hear of Mr. Gripe?

Grip.
Art thou blind, I have been just under thy Nose this hour.

Scap.
Sir, — 

Grip.
Whats the matter?

Scap.
Oh! Sir your Son — 

Grip.
Hah, my Son — 

Scap.
Is fallen into the strangest misfortune in the World.

Grip.
What ist — 

Scap.
I met him a while ago, disordered for something you had said to him, wherein you very idly made use of my Name. And seeking to divert his Melancholy, we went to walk upon the Pier, amongst other things he took particular Notice of a New Caper in her full Trim, the Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the handsomest Collation I ever met with.

Grip.
Well, and wheres the disaster of all this?

Scap.
While we were eating he put to Sea; and when we were at a good distance from the Shoar, He discoverd himself to be an English Renegade that was entertaind in the Dutch Service; And sent me off in his Long-Boat to tell you, That if you do not forthwith send him two hundred pounds, hel carry away your Son Prisoner; Nay, for ought I know he may carry him a Slave to Algier.

Gr.
How in the Devils name? 200l!

Sca.
Yes Sir, and more then that, he has allowed me but an hours time; you must advise quickly what course to take to save an only Son.

Gr.
What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard? — Run quickly Scapin, and tell the Villain Ile send my Lord Chief Justices Warrant after him.

Sca.
Oh law! his Warrant in the open Sea, dye think Pyrates are Fooles?

Gr.
Ith Devils name what business had he a Shipboard?

Sca.
There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to mischief, Sir.

Gr.
Scapin thou must now act the part of a faithful Servant.

Sca.
As how, Sir?

Gr.
Thou must go bid the Pyrate send me my Son and stay as a pledge in his room, till I can raise the Money.

Sca.
Alas Sir, think you the Captain has so little wit as to accept of such a poor Rascally fellow as I am, instead of your Son?

Gr.
What a Devil did he do a Shipboard?

Sca.
Dye remember, Sir, that you have but two hours time.

Gr.
Thou sayst he demands. — 

Sca.
200 l.

Gr.
200 l. Has the fellow no Conscience?

Sca.
O law! the Conscience of a Pyrate, why very few lawful Captains have any.

Gr.
Has he no reason neither? Dos he know what the Sum of 200 l. is.

Sca.
Yes Sir, Tarpawlins are a sort of People that understand Money, though they have no great acquaintance with Sence. But for Heavns sake dispatch.

Gr.
Here take the key of my Compting House.

Sca.

So.

Gr.
And open it.

Scap.

Very good.

Gr.
In the left hand Window lyes the Key of my Garret; go take all the Cloaths that are in the great Chest, and sell em to the Brokers, to redeem my Son.

Scap.
Sir, Yare mad; I shant get Fifty Shillings for all thats there, and you know how I am streightned for time.

Gr.
But what - Devil did he do a Ship-board?

Scap.
Let Ship-board alone, and consider, Sir, your Son. But Heavn is my witness, I ha done for him as much as was possible, and if he be not redeemed, he may thank his Fathers kindness.

Gr.
Well, Sir, I ll go see if I can raise the Money. Was it not ninescore Pounds you spoke of?

Scap.
No, 200 l.

Gr.
What, 200 l. Dutch, ha?

Scap.
No, Sir, I mean English Money, 200 l. sterling.

Gr.
Ith Devils Name, what business had he a Ship-board? Confounded Ship-board.

Scap.
This Ship-board sticks in his Stomach.

Gr.
Hold Scapin, I remember I received the very Sum just now in Gold, but did not think I should have parted with it so soon.
He presents Scapin his Purse, but will not let it go, and in his transportments, pulls his Arm to and fro, whilst Scapin reaches at it.

Scap.
Ay, Sir.

Gr.
But tell the Captain, he is a Son of a Whore.

Scap.
Yes, Sir.

Gr.
A Dogbolt.

Scap.
I shall, Sir.

Gr.
A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay him 200 l. contrary to all Law or equity.

Scap.
Nay, let me alone with him.

Gr.
That I will never forgive him, dead or alive.

Scap.

Very good.

Gr.
And that if ever I light on him, Ill murder him privately, and feed Dogs with him.

Scap.
Right, Sir.
[He puts up his Purse, and is going away.

Gr.
Now make hast, and go redeem my Son.

Scap.
Ay, but dye hear, Sir? Wheres the Money?

Gr.
Did I not give it thee?

Scap.
Indeed, Sir, you made me believe you would, but you forgot, and put it up in your Pocket again.

Gr.
Ha — my griefs and fears for my Son make me do I know not what.

Scap.
Ay, Sir, I see it does indeed.

Gr.
What a Devil did he do a Ship-board? — Damnd Pyrate, damnd Renegade, all the Devils in Hell pursue thee.

Scap.
How easily a Miser swallows a Load, and how difficultly he disgorges a Grain? But Ill not leave him so, hes like to pay in other Coyn, for telling Tales of me to his Son.

Enter Oct. and Leander.

Scap.
Well, Sir, I have succeeded in your Business, theres 200 l. which I have squeezd out of your Father.
to Octavian.

Oct.

Triumphant Scapin.

Scap.
But for you I can do nothing — 
[To Leander.

Lea.

Then may I go hang my self. Friends both adieu.

Scap.
Dye hear, dye hear; the Devil has no such necessity for you yet, that you need ride Post. With much ado Ive got your Business done too.

Lea.

Ist possible?

Scap.
But on condition that you permit me to revenge my self on your Father, for the Trick he has served me.

Lea.

With all my heart, at thy own discretion, good honest Scapin.

Scap.
Hold your hand, theres 200 l.

Lea.

My thanks are too many to pay now; Farewel dear Son of Mercury, and be prosperous.

Scap.
Gramercy Pupil: Hence we gather, Give Son the Money, hang up Father.
The End of the Second Act.


ACT THIRD.

SCENE FIRST.

Enter Lucia and Clara.

Lucia.
WAS ever such a Trick playd, for us to run away from our Governesses, where our careful Fathers had placed us, to follow a couple of young Gentlemen, only because they said they lovd us, I think twas a very noble Enterprize? I am afraid the good fortune we shall get by it, will very hardly recompence the reputation we have lost by it.

Clar.
Our greatest satisfaction is, that they are Men of fashion and credit, and for my part I long ago resolvd not to Marry any other, nor such a one neither, till I had a perfect confirmation of his Love; and twas an assurance of Octavians that brought me hither.

Lucia.
I must confess, I had no less a sence of the Faith and Honour of Leander.

Clar.
But seems it not wonderful, that the Circumstances of our Fortune should be so near allyd, and our selves so much Strangers. Besides, if I mistake not, I see something in Leander, so much resembling a Brother of mine, of the same Name, that did not the time since I saw him make me fearful, I should be often apt to call him so.

Lucia.
I have a Brother too, whose Names Octavian, bred in Italy, and just as my Father took his Voyage, returnd home; not knowing where to find me, I believe is the reason I have not seen him yet: But if I deceive not my self, there is something in your Octavian, that extreamly refreshes my memory of him.

Clar.
I wish we might be so happy, as we are inclind to hope; but theres a strange blind side in our Natures, which always makes us apt to believe what we most earnestly desire.

Lucia.
The worst at last, is but to be forsaken by our Fathers; and for my part, I had rather lose an old Father than a young Lover, when I may with reputation keep him, and secure my self against the Imposition of fatherly Authority.

Clar.
How insufferable it is to be sacrificed to the Arms of a nauseous Blockhead, that has no other sense than to eat and drink when tis provided for him, rise in the morning, and go to Bed at night, and with much ado be perswaded to keep himself clean.

Lucia.
A thing of meer Flesh and Blood, and that of the worst sort too, with a squinting meager hang-Dog Countenance, that looks as if he always wanted Physick for the Worms.

Clar.
Yet such their silly Parents are generally most indulgent to, like Apes, never so well pleasd, as when thare fondling with their ugly Issue.

Lucia.
Twenty to one, but to some such charming Creatures, our careful Fathers had designd us.

Clar.
Parents think they do their Daughters the greatest kindness in the World, when they get them Fools for their Husbands, and yet are very apt to take it ill, if they make the right use of them.

Lucia.
Ide no more be bound to spend my days in Marriage to a Fool, because I might rule him, than I would always ride an Ass, because the Creature was gentle.

Clar.
See, heres Scapin, as full of Designs and Affairs, as a Callow Statesman at a Treaty of Peace.

Scap.
Ladies!

Clar.
Oh Monsieur Scapin! Whats the reason you have been such a Stranger of late?

Scap.
Why, faith Ladies, Business, Business, has taken up my time, and truly I love an active life, love my Business extreamly.

Lucia.
Methinks tho, this should be a difficult place for a Man of your Excellencies to find imployment in?

Scap.
Why, faith Madam, Im never shy to my Friends: My Business is, in short, like that of all other Men of Business, diligently contriving how to play the Knave and Cheat, to get an honest Livelyhood.

Clar.
Certainly, Men of Wit and Parts need never be driven to indirect Courses?

Scap.
Oh Madam! Wit and Honesty, like Oyl and Vinegar, with much ado mingled together, give a Relish to a good Fortune, and pass well enough for Sauce, but are very thin Fare of themselves. No, give me your Knave, your thorow-pact Knave; hang his Wit, so he be but Rogue enough.

Lucia.
Your grown very much out of humour with Wit, Scapin I hope, yours has done you no prejudice of late?

Scap.
No, Madam, Your Men of Wit are good for nothing, dull, lazy, restive Snails; tis your undertaking, impudent, pushing Fool, that commands his Fortune.

Clar.
You are very plain and open in this Proceeding, whatever you are in others.

Scap.
Dame Fortune, like most others of the Female Sex, (I speak all this with respect to your Ladiship) is generally most Indulgent to the nimble melted Block-Heads, Men of Wit are not for her turn, even too thoughtful when they should be Active; why who beleives any man of wit to have so much as Courage. No Ladies, if yave any Friends that hope to raise themselves, advise them to be as much fools as they can, and theyl near want Patrons: And for honesty, if your Ladiships think fit to retire a little further; you shall see me perform upon a Gentleman thats coming this way.

Clara.
Prithee Lucia, let us Retreat a little and take this opportunity of some divertisement: which hath been very scarce here hitherto.
Enter Shift with a Sack.

Scap.
Oh Shift!

Shift.
Speak not too loud, my Masters coming.

Scap.
I am glad ont, I shall teach him to betray the secrets of his Friend, if any man puts a trick upon me without return, may I loose this Nose with the Po-, without the pleasure of getting it:

Sh.
I wonder at thy Valour, thou art continually venturing that body of thine: to the Indignity of bruises and indecent Bastinadoes.

Scap.
Difficulties in Adventures makes them pleasant when accomplisht

Sh.
But your Adventures how Comical soever in the beginning, are sure to be Tragical in the end.

Scap.
Tis no matter, I hate your pusillanimous Spirit; Revenge and Leachery are never so pleasant as when you venture hard for them, begone: here comes my Man.

Enter Gripe.
Oh Sir, Sir, shift for your self, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, for Heavens sake.

Gr.
Whats the matter Man?

Scap.
Heaven! is this a time to ask questions? will you be Murdered instantly? I am afraid youl be killed within these two Minutes.

Gr.
Mercy on me! killed for what?

Scap.
They are every where looking out for you.

Gr.

Who.? Who?

Scap.
The Brother of her whom your Son has marryd, hees A Captain of a Privatere, who has all sorts of Rogues, English, Scotch, Welsh, Irish, French, under his command; and all lying in wait now, or searching for you to kill you, because you would Null the Marriage; they run-up and down, crying where is the Rogue Gripe, where is the Dog, where is the Slave Gripe; they watch for you so narrowly that theres no getting home to your Hou-e.

Gr.
Oh Scapin! what shall I do? what will become of me?

Scap.
Nay Heaven knows, but if you come within their reach theyl De — wit you, theyl tear you in pieces: heark.

Gr.
Oh Lord!

Scap.
Hum tis none of them?

Gr.
Canst thou find no way for my Escape, dear Scapin?

Scap.
I think I have found one.

Gr.
Good Scapin, show thy self a man now.

Scap.
I shall venture being most immoderately beaten.

Gr.
Dear Scapin, do; I will Reward thee bounteously: Ile give thee this Suit when I have worn it 8 or 9 Months longer.

Scap.
Listen! who are these?

Gr.
God forgive me, Lord have Mercy upon us.

Scap.
No, theres no body; look, if youl save your life go into this Sack presently.

Gr.
Oh! whose there?

Scap.
No body: get into the Sack and stir not, what ever happens, Ile carry you as a Bundle of Goods through all your Enemies to the Majors house, or the Castle?

Gr.
An Admirable Invention, Oh! Lord quick.
Gets into the Sack.

Scap.
Yes, tis an Excellent Invention; if you knew all, keep in your Head, Oh heres a Rogue coming to look for you.
Scapin counterfeits a Welshman.
Do you hear, I pray you, where is Leanders Fathers, look you.
In his own Voice.
How should I know; what would you have with him — [ close.
Have with him, look you! her has no creat pusness, but her woud have satisfactions and reparations, look you, for Credits and Honours, by St. Tavy he shall not put the Injuries and Affronts upon my Captains, look you now, Sir,
In his own Voyce.
He Affront the Captain, he meddles with no Man.
Sir, look you, and h-r will give you beatings aud chastisements, for your Contradictions when hur Wells ploods up, look you, and hur will Cudgel your Packs and your Nottles for it, take you that pray you now.
His own Voyce,
Beat the Sack.
Hold, hold, will you Murder me. I know not where he is, not I.
Hur will teach saw-y Iacks how they profook Hur Welse ploods and hur Chollers: and for the old Rogue hur will have his Guts and his plood -ook you Sir, or hur will never wear Leek upon St. Taffyes day more, look you.
His own Voice.
Oh! He has mawld me, a damnd Welch Rogue.

Gr.
You? The Blows fell upon my Shoulders: Oh! Oh!

Scap.
Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the main substantial part of the Cudgel lighted on me.

Gr.
Why did you not stand further off?

Scap.
Peace — Heres another Rogue.
In a Lancashire Dialect.

Scap.
Yaw Fellee, with Sack theere, done yaw knaw whear tha-d Rascast Graip is?
Not I; but here is no Rascal.
Yaw Leen, yaw Dogue, yaw knawn weel eenuh whear he is, an yawden teel, and that he is a foo Rascatt as any is in aw the Tawn; Is tell a that byr Lady.
Not I, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not I.
By th Mess, an ay tack thee in hont, ays raddle thbones on thee, ays keeble thee to some tune.
Me, Sir? I dont understand ye.
Why, Thawrt his Mon, thaw Hobble, I-ll snite th Nase othee.
Hold, hold, Sir, what would you have with him?
Why, I mun knock him dawne with my Kibbo, the first bawt to the grawnt, and then I mun beat him aw to pap by th Mess, aud after Ay mun cut off the Lugs and Naes on en, and Ay wot, hell be a pratty swatley Fellee, bawt Lugs and Naes.
Why, truly Sir, I know not where he is, but he went down that Lane.
This Lone, sayn ye? Ays find him byr Lady, an he be above grawnt.
So, hes gone, a damnd Lancashire Rascal.

Gr.
Oh good Scapin! go on quickly. Hold, heres another.
[Gr. pops in his Head.
In an Irish Tone.
Dost thou hear Sack-man? I pridee fare is de dam Dog Gripe?
His own Voice.
Why, Whats that to you? What know I.
Fats dat to me Ioy? By my soul Ioy, I will lay a great Blow upon thy Pate, and de Devil take me, but I will make thee know fare he is indeed or Il beat upon till thou dost know, by my salvation indeed.

Scap.
Ill not be beaten.
Now the Devil take me, I swear by him that made me, if thou dost not tell fare is Gripe, but I will beat thy Fathers Child very much indeed.
What would you have me do? I cannt tell where he is. But what would you have with him?
Fat would I have wid him? By my soul, if I do see him, I will make Murther upon him, for my Captains sake.
Murther him? He ll not be murtherd.
If I do lay my Eyes upon him, gad I will put my Sword into his Bowels, de Devil take me indeed. Fat hast dow in dat Sack? Ioy, by my salvation I will look into it.
But you shall not. What have you to do with it?
By my soul Ioy, I will put my Rapier into it.

Gr.
Oh! Oh!

Scap.
Fa-t it does grunt, by my salvation; de Devil take me, I will see it indeed.
You shall not see my Sack; I will defend it with my life.
Den I will make beat upon thy Body; take that, Ioy, and that, and that, upon my soul, and so I do take my leave Ioy. [Beats him in the Sack.
A Plague on him, hes gone; he had almost killd me.

Gr.
Oh! I can hold no longer; the Blows all fell on my Shoulders.

Scap.
You cannt tell me; they fell on mine: Oh my Shoulders!

Gr.
Yours? Oh my Shoulders!

Scap.
Peace, thare a coming.
In a -oarse Sea-mans Voice.
-here is the Dog? I-ll lay him on fore and aft, swinge him with a Cat o-nine tails, Keel-hale, and then hang him at the Main Yard.
In broken French-English.
If dere be no more Men in England, I vill kille him, I vill put my Rapire in his Body, and I vill give him two tree pushe in de gutte,
Here Scapin Acts a Number of em together.
We mun go this way — oth right hand, no to th left hand — lye close — search evry where — by my salvation, I will kill the dam Dog — and we do catch en, well tear en in pieces, an I do heer he went thick way — no, streight forward. Hold, here is his Man, wheres your Master — Dam me, where? in Hell? speak — hold, not so furiously — and you dont tell us where he is, well murder thee — 
Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not.
Lay him on thick, thwack him soundly.
Hold, hold, do what you will, Ill nere betray my Master.
Knocken down, beaten zoundly, toen, aten, aten, at.
[As he is going to strike, Gripe peeps out, and Scapin takes to his heels.

Gr.
Oh Dog, Traitor, Villain! Is this your Plot? Would you have murderd me, Rogue? Unheard of Impudence.
[Enter Thrifty.
Oh Brother Thrifty! You come to see me loaden with disgrace; the Villain Scapin has, as I am sensible now, cheated me of 200 l. this beating brings all into my memory.
[Aside.

Th.
The impudent Varlet has gulld me of the same Sum?

Gr.
Nor was he content to take my Money, but hath abusd me at that barbarous rate, that I am ashamed to tell it; but he shall pay for it severely.

Th.
But this is not all, Brother, on Misfortune is the forerunner of another: Just now I received Letters from London, that both our Daughters have run away from their Governesses, with two wild debaucht young Fellows, that they fell in Love with.

Enter Lucia. and Clara.

Luc.
Was ever so malicious Impudence seen — Hah — Surely, if I mistake not; that should be my Father.

Cla.

And the other mine, who Scapin has usd thus.

Luc.
Bless us! Returnd, and we not know of it?

Cla.

What will they say to find us here?

Luc.
My dearest Father, Welcome to England.

Th.
My Daughter Luce?

Luc.
The same, Sir.

Gr.
My Clara here too?

Cla.

Yes, Sir, and happy to see your safe Arrival.

Th.
What strange destiny has directed this happiness to us?

Enter Octavian.

Gr.
Hey day!

Th.
Oh Son! I have a Wife for you.

Oct.
Good Father, All your Propositions are vain; I must needs be free, and tell you, I am engaged.

Th.
Look you now; is not this very fine? Now I have a mind to be merry, and be friends with you, youl not let me now, will you? I tell you, Mr. Gripes Daughter here — 

Oct.
Ile never marry Mr. Gripes daughter, Sir, as long as I Live; No, yonders she that I must Love, and can never Entertain the thoughts of any other.

Cla.

Yes Octavian, I have at last met with my Father, and all our fears and troubles are at an end.

Thr.
Law ye now, you would be wiser than the Father that begot you, would you? did not I always say you should marry Mr. Gripes daughter? But you do not know your Sister Luce?

Oct.
Unlookd for blessing, why shes my friend Leanders Wife!

Thr.
How Leanders Wife!

Gr.
What my Son Leander?

Oct.
Yes, Sir, your Son Leander.

Gr.
Indeed! well Brother Thrifty, tis true, the Boy was always a good naturd Boy. Well now am I so overjoyed, that I could laugh till I shook my shoulders, but that I dare not they are so sore. But look here he comes.

Enter Leander.

Lean.
Sir, I beg your pardon, I fi-d my marriage is discovered; nor would I indeed, have longer concealed it, this is my Wife, and l must own her.

Gr.
Brother Thrifty did you ever see the like, did you ever see the like? Ha?

Thr.
Own her quoth a! why kiss her, kiss her, Man, oddsboddikins, when I was a young fellow and was first married, I did nothing else for three months. O my conscience I got my Boy

Octi.
there, the first night before the Curtaines were quite drawn!

Gr.
Well, tis his Fathers nowne Child; Just so Brother was it with me upon my Wedding day, I could not look upon my dear without blushing, but when we were a Bed, Lord ha mercy upon us — but I le say no more.

Lean.
Is then my Father Reconcild to me.

Gr.
Reconcild to thee, why I love thee at my heart man, at my heart, why tis my Brother Thriftys daughter, Mrs. L-ce, whom I always designd for thy Wife, and thats thy Sister Clara married to Mr. Octa. there.

Lean.
Octavian are we then Brothers? there is nothing that I could have rather wisht after the Compleating of my happiness with my charming Lucia.

Thr.
Come Sir, hang up your complements in the Hall at home, they are old and out of fashion: Shift go to the Inn and bespeak a Supper may cost more Money than I have ready to pay fort, for I am resolved to run in debt to night.

Sh.
I shall obey your commands Sir.

Thr.
Then dyou hear, send out and muster up all the Fidlers, Blind or not Blind, Drunk or Sober) in the Town; let not so (much as the Roaster of Tunes, with his crackd Cymbal in a Case, escape ye.

Gr.
Well what would I give now for the fellow that sings the Song at my Lord Mayors Feast, I my self would make an Epithalamium by way of Sonnet, and he should set a Tune to it, twas the prettyst he had last time.

Enter Sly.

Sly.
Oh Gentlemen here is the strangest accident fallen out.

Thr.
Whats the matter.

Sly.

Poor Scapin.

Gr.
Ha! Rogue let him be hangd, Ile hang him my self.

Sly.
Oh Sir, that trouble you may spare, for passing by a place where they were building, a great stone fell upon his head and broke his Scull so, you may see his Braines.

Thr.
Where is he?

Sly.
Yonder he comes.
Enter Scapin between two, his Head wrapd up in Linnen as if he had been wounded

Scap.
Oh me! Oh me! Gèntlemen you see me, you see me in a sad Condition, cut off like a Flower in the prime of my years: But yet I could not dye without the pardon of those that I have wrongd, yes Gentlemen I beseech you to forgive me all the injuries that I have done; but more especially, I beg of you Mr. Thrifty, and my good Master Mr. Gripe.

Thr.
For my part, I pardon thee freely, go, and dye in peace.

Scap.
But tis you Sir, I have most offended, by the inhumane Bastinadoes which — 

Gr.
Prithee speak no more of it, I forgive thee too.

Scap.
Twas a most wicked Insolence in me, that I should with Vile Crab-tree Cudgel — 

Gr.
Pish, no more, I say I am Satisfied.

Scap.
And now so near my death tis an unspeakable grief that I should dare to lift my hand against — 

Gr.
Hol thy Peace, or dye quickly, I tell thee I have forgot All — 

Scap.
Alas! how good a man you are! But Sir, dyou pardon me freely and from the bottom of your Heart, those mercyless drub- that — 

Gr.
Prithee speak no more of it. I forgive thee freely, heres my hand upont.
[Pulls off his Cap.

Scap.
Oh! Sir, how much your Goodness Revives me!

Gr.
Hows that! Friend take Notice I pardon thee, but tis upon Condition that you are sure to dye!

Scap.
Oh me! I begin to faint again.

Thr.
Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge imploy your thoughts now, forgive him, forgive him without any Condition.

Gr.
A dewce ont Brother, as I hope to be savd he beat me basely and scurvily, never stir he did; But since you will have it so, I do forgive him.

Thr.
Now then lets to supper, and in our mirth drown and forget all troubles.

Scap.
Ay, and let them carry me to the Lower End of the Table.
Where in my Chair of State, Ile sit at ease,
And eat and drink, that I may dye in Peace.
A Dance.

THE END


EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee, when she was out of Humour.

HOW little do you guess what Im to say?
Im not to ask you how like Farce or Play;
For you must know, Ive other busness now:
It is to tell ye, Sparks, how we like you.
How happy were we when in humble guise,
You came with honest Hearts and harmless Eyes:
Sate without Noise and Tumult in the Pit:
Oh what a pretious Iewel then was Wit!
Tho now tis grown so common, let me dye,
Gentlemen scorn to keep it company.
Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been,
Your too much Plenty is become your Sin.
Time was ye were as meek as now yare proud,
Did not in curst Cabals of Criticks croud,
Nor thought it witty to be very loud;
But came to see the Follies you would shun:
Tho now so fondly Antick here yare grown.
Y-invert the Stages purpose, and its Rules:
Make Spe-tators, whilst you play the Fools.
Equally witty as some valiant are;
The sad defects of both are exposd here.
For here youll Censure, who disdain to write,
As some make Quarrels here, that scorn to fight.
The rugged Souldier that from War returns,
And still wi-th heat of former Action burns.
Let him but hither come to see a Play,
Proceeds an Errant Courtier in a day-
Shall steal from th Pit, and fly up to the Box,
There hold impertinent chat with Taw-ry Maux:
Till ere aware the Blust-rer falls in love;
And Hero grows as harmless as a Dove.
With us the kind remembrance yet remains
When we were entertaind behind our Scenes.
Though now alas we must your absence mourn,
Whilst nought but Quality will serve your turn.
Damnd Quality! that uses poaching Arts,

And (as tis said) comes maskd to prey on hearts.
The proper use of Vizors once was made,
When only worn by such as ownd the Trade:
Though now all mingle with em so together,
That you can hardly know the one from tother.
But tis no matter, on, pursue your Game,
Till we aried you return at last and ta-e;
Know then twill be our turn to be severe,
For when yave left your Stings behind you there:
You lazy Drones, ye shant have harbour here.

FINIS.
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FRIENDSHIP IN FASHION.

THIS play, the first specimen of Otways powers as a writer of Comedy, whilst it exhibits, though, perhaps, in a less obtrusive manner, the licentiousness of morals which prevailed during the reign of Charles the Second; is no advantageous display of his talents in that species of composition. It appears, however, from Laugbaine, who terms it a very diverting play, that those who were the first judges of its merit, and whom it was more immediately his interest to please, entertained a much more favourable opinion of its deserts, and received it with general applause. As morality of design and purity of dialogue were regarded as matters of little moment in those days, we may ascribe its success to the bustle and action with which it abounds; some novelty and variety of character; and a few scenes bordering upon buffoonery, which has saved a worse piece from destruction.

The persons of the drama, deficient as they are in those qualities which ought alone to excite interest or admiration, may be dismissed with little notice: for, with the single, exception of Camilla, (who appears too seldom to be known) they are either vicious, or ridiculous, or both. Some of them were supposed to bear an intended analogy to certain living characters, and this opinion raised a prejudice against the author, to which he alludes in the dedication of the play. His readiness, in the Prologue, to disavow any satire, may, perhaps, with some, strengthen the suspicion that it was intended; but to whom it was appropriated, it is impossible now to tell with certainty. This comedy was revived at Drury-lane, in 1749; but rejected on account of its indecency. No modern audience, indeed, would endure the scene in the fourth act, where the grossest and most immoral conduct is supposed to take place, almost under the eyes of the spectators.

It was performed, and printed in 4to. 167s.


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES, EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX, GENTLEMAN OF HIS MAJESTYS BED-CHAMBER.

MY LORD, 

YOUR lordship has so often and so highly obliged me, that I cannot but condemn myself for giving you a trouble so impertinent as this is: considering how remiss I have been in my respects to your lordship, in that I have not waited on you so frequently as the duty I owe your lordship, and my own inclinations required; but the circumstances of my condition, whose daily business must be daily bread, have not, nor will allow me that happiness. Be pleased then, ray lord, to accept this humble dedication as an instance of his gratitude, who in a high measure owes his well-being to you I cannot doubt but your lordship will protect it, for nothing ever flew to you for succour unsuccessfully: I am sure I have reason to acknowledge it. As for the unlucky censures some have past on me for this play, I hope your lordship will believe I hardly deserve them. For to my best remembrance, when I first was accused of the thing by some people of the world, who had perhaps as little reason to think I could be guilty of it, as to believe themselves deserved it, I made it my business to clear myself to your lordship, whose good opinion is dearer to me than any thing which my worst enemies can wrong me of else: I hope I convinced your lordship of my innocence in the matter, which I would not have endeavoured, had it not been just. For I thank my stars I know myself better than (for all the threats some have been pleased to bestow upon me) to tell a lie to save my throat. Forgive me, my lord, this trouble, continue me in your lordships favour and good opinion, and accept of the prayers and well-wishes of 

Your most humble, and 

Most obliged Servant, 

THO. OTWAY.


PROLOGUE.

How hard a task hath that poor drudge of stage, 

That strives to please in this fantastic age.

It is a thing so difficult to hit, 

That hes a fool that thinks to dot by wit;

Therefore our author bid me plainly say, 

You must not look for any in his play.

I th next place, ladies, theres no bawdy int, 

No, not so much as one well-meaning hint; 

Nay more, twas written every word, he says, 

On strictest vigils, and on fasting days, 

When he his flesh to penance did enjoin, 

Nay, took such care to work it chaste and fine, 

He disciplind himself at evry line.

Then, gentlemen, no libel he intends, 

Tho some have strove to wrong him with his friends; 

And poets have so very few of those,

Theyd need take care whose favour tis they lose. 

Whod be a poet? Parents all beware, 

Cherish and educate your sons with care:

Breed em to wholesome law, or give em trades; 

Let em not follow th Muses, they are jades.

How many very hopeful rising Cits 

Have we of late known spoild by turning wits!

Poets by critics are worse treated here 

Than on the Bankside butchers do a bear.

Faith, sirs, be kind, since now his time is come, 

When he must stand or fall as you shall doom:

Give him bear-garden law, thats fair play fort, 

And hes content for once, to make you sport.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

GOODVILE.

TRUMAN.

VALENTINE, in love with Camilla.

SIR NOBLE CLUMSEY, a Country Knight, aiming at politeness 

MALAGENE.

Two affected Coxcombs:

CAPER, GAUNTER. 

PAGE.

BOY.

MRS. GOODVILE.

VICTORIA.

CAMILLA.

LADY SQUEAMISH.

LETTICE, Servant to Mrs. Goodvile.

BRIDGET, Servant to Lady Squeamish.


ACT I.

SCENE I. — The Mall.

TRUMAN, reading a Billet, and Servant.

Tru. In a vizor, say you?

Serv. Yes, sir, and as soon as she had delivered it, without any thing more, gave the word to the coachman, drew up the tin lattice, and away she hurried.

Tru. The meaning of a billet of this nature, without a name, is a riddle to me. [Reads.

You know me, and see me often; I wish I may never see you more, except you know better where to place your love, or I were abler to govern mine: as you are a gentleman, burn this so soon as it comes to your hands. Adieu.

Well, this can be no other than some stanch virtue of thirty-five, that is just now fallen under the temptation; or, what is as bad, one of those cautious dealers that never venture but in masquerade, where they are sure to be wondrous kind, though they discover no more to the lover than he has just occasion to make use of.

Enter GOODVILE and VALENTINE.

Val. Truman, good-morrow; just out of your lodging! but that I know thee better, I should swear thou hadst resolved to spend this day in humiliation and repentance for the sins of the last.

Good. I beg your pardon! some lady has taken up your time. Thou canst no more rise in a morning without a wench, than thou canst go to bed at night without a bottle. Truman, wilt thou never leave whoring?

Tru. Peace, matrimony, peace — speak more reverently of your dearly-beloved whoring. Valentine, he is the mere spirit of hypocrisy — he had hardly been married ten days, but he left his wife to go home from the play alone in her coach, whilst he debauched me with two vizors in an hackney to supper.

Val. Truly, Goodvile, that was very civil, and may come to something — But, gentlemen, it begins to grow late. Where shall we dine?

Tru. Where you will, I am indifferent.

Good. And I.

Val. I had appointed to meet at Chatolins, but — 

Tru. With whom?

Val. Why, your cousin Malagene, Goodvile.

Good. Valentine, thou art too much with that fellow. Tis true, indeed, he is some relation to me, but tis such a lying varlet, there is no enduring of him.

Val. But rogues and fools are so very plenty, tis hard always to escape em.

Tru. Besides, he dares be no more a friend than a foe: he never spoke well of any man behind his back, nor ill before his face: he is a general disperser of nauseous scandal, though it be of his own mother or sister; prythee lets avoid him, if we can, to-day.

Good. Twill be almost impossible, for he is as impudent as he is troublesome: as there is no company so ill but hell keep, so theres none so good but hell pretend to. If he has ever seen you once, hell be sure of you: and if he knows where you are, hes no more to be kept out of your room, than you can keep him out of your debt.

Val. He came where I was last night, roaring drunk; swore Damn him, he had been with my lord such-a-one, and had swallowed three quarts of champaigne for his share. Said he had much ado to get away, but came then particularly to drink a bottle with me: I was forced to promise him I would meet him to-day, to get rid of him.

Good. Faith, gentlemen, let us all go dine at my house: I have snubbed him of late, and hell hardly venture that way so soon again: at night Ill promise you good company; my wife (for I allow her for my own sake what freedom she pleases), has sent for the fiddles to come.

Tru. Goodvile, if there be any such thing as ease in matrimony, thou hast it: but methinks, theres as it were a mark upon married men, that makes them as distinguishable from one of us, as your Jews are from the rest of mankind.

Good. Oh there are pleasures you dream not of; he is only confined by it that will be so; a man may make his condition as easy as he pleases. — Mine is such a fond, wanton ape, I never come home, but she entertains me with fresh kindness: and Jack, when I have been hunting for game with you, and missed of an opportunity, stops a gap well enough.

Tru. Theres no condition so wretched but has its reserve: your spaniel, turned out of doors, goes contentedly to his kennel; your beggar, when he can get no better lodging, knows his own warm bush; and your married whore-master that misses of his wench, goes honestly home, and theres madam wife. — But, Goodvile, who are to be the company at night?

Good. In the first place, my cousin Victoria, your idol, Jack Truman; then, Mr. Valentine, there will be the charming Camilla: and another that never fails upon such an occasion, the inimitable lady Squeamish.

Tru. That indeed is a worthy person, a great critic forsooth: one that censures plays, and takes it very ill she has none dedicated to her yet; a constant frequenter of all masquerades and public meetings, a perfect coquette, very affected, and something old.

Val. Discourses readily of all the love-intrigues of the court and town, a strange admirer of accomplishments and good-breeding, as she calls it; a restless dancer: one that by her good-will would never be out of motion.

Tru. How, Valentine! you were once a great admirer there; have a care how you speak too harshly of your mistress, though the business be over. You stand well with the ladies yet, and are held a man of principles.

Good. That indeed is a fine creature. Your old harassed stager has always some such resty whore-master or another, whom she makes the best of her despair withal; and after being forsaken by half the town besides, comforts herself in her man of principles. But now I think ont, we delay too long. Ill go before and prepare: gentlemen, youll be sure to follow!

Tru. Sir, well not fail to wait on you.
[Exit Goodvile.
Boy! is the coach ready? Valentine! I have had the oddest adventure this morning — ha — Malagene!

Enter MALAGENE.
How came he hither?

Mal. Jack Truman, Monsieur Valentine, bon jour. — Was not that Goodvile I met coming in — ha?

Val. Yes, he parted hence but now.

Mal. Faith, Ill tell ye what, gentlemen, Goodviles a very honest fellow as can be, but he and I are fallen out of late, though faith twas nothing of my seeking.

Tru. No, Ill be sworn for thee, thou lovst thyself better.

Val. Pray what was the matter, Malagene?

Mal. Why I was advising him to look after things better at home; the fellow has married a young wife, and there he lets her make balls and give entertainments. I was very free with him, and told him of it to the purpose; for faith I should be sorry to see any ill come ont, very sorry.

Tru. But hark ye, Malagene, Goodviles a sort of a surly companion, and apt to have so good an opinion of himself, that he is able to manage affairs without your advice: he might have been very severe with you upon this occasion.

Mal. Severe with met I thank you for that with all my heart; that had been the way to have made a fine piece of work ont, indeed; hark ye, (under the rose) hes sweetly fitted with my cousin though.

Val. Pray, sir, speak with more respect: we are his friends, and not prepared to relish any of your satire at present.

Mal. O lord, sir, I beg your pardon; you are a new acquaintance there, I remember, and may design an interest. Faith, Ned, if thou dost, Ill never be thy hindrance, for all shes ray kinswoman.

Tru. The rascal, if he had an opportunity, would pimp for his sister, though but for the bare pleasure of telling it himself.

Mal. Now when he comes home, will she be hanging about his neck, with O Lord, dear! where have you been this morning? I cant abide you should go abroad so soon, that I cant: you are never well but when you are with that wicked lewd Truman, and his debauched companion, young Valentine: but that I know you are a good dear, I should be apt to be jealous of you, that I should, — ha, ha.

Tru. Sir, you are very bold with our characters, methinks.

Mal. I, shaw! your servant; sure, we, that know one another may be free: you may say as much of me, if you please. But no matter for that, did you hear nothing of my business last night? ha.

Tru. Not a word I assure you, sir. Pray how was it? prythee let him alone a little, Valentine.

Mal. Why, coming out of Chatolins last night, (where it had cost me a guinea club, with a right honourable or two of this kingdom, which shall be nameless) just as I was getting into a coach, who should come by but a blustering fellow with a woman in his hand, and swore, damn him, the coach was for him; we had some words, and he drew; with that I put by his pass, closed with him, and threw up his heels, took away his toledo, gave him two or three good cuts over the face, seized upon Damozel, carried her away with me to my chamber, managed her all night, and just now sent her off; — faith, amongst friends, she was a person of quality, Ill tell you that.

Tru. What! a person of quality at that time othe night, and on foot too?

Mal. Ay, and one that you both know very well, but take no notice ont.

Val. Oh, sir, you may be sure we shall be very cautious of spreading any secrets of yours of this nature — lying Rakehell; the highest he ever arrived at was a bawd, and she too banished him at last, because he boasted of her favours. [Aside.

Mal. Nay, not that I care very much neither: you may tell it if you will: for I think it was no more than any one would have done upon! the same occasion — ha!

Tru. Doubtless, sir, you were much in the right. But, Valentine, we stay too long: tis time we were going.

Mal. What, to dinner? Ill make a third man — where shall it be?

Tru. Sir, I am sorry, we must beg your excuse this time, for we are both engaged.

Mal. Whoo! prythee, thats all one, I am sure I know the company; Ill go along at a venture.

Val. No, but Malagene, to make short of the business, we are going into company that are not very good friends of yours, and will be very uneasy if you be there.

Mal. Whats that to the purpose? — I care as little for them as they do for me; though on my word, sparks, of honest fellows, you keep the oddest company sometimes that ever I knew.

Tru. But, sir, we are resolved to reform it, and in order thereunto, desire you would leave us to ourselves to-day.

Mal. No — but Ill tell you, go along with me; I have discovered a treasure of pale wine — I assure you tis the same the king drinks of — what say you Jack? I am but for one bottle or two; for faith I have resolved to live sober for a week.

Tru. Prythee, tormentor, leave us; do not I know the wine thou drinkest is as base as the company thou keepest. To be plain with you, we will not go with you, nor must you go with us.

Mal. Why, if one should ask the question now, whither are you going? ha!

Val. How comes it, Malagene, you are not with your two friends, Caper and Saunter? — you may be sure of them; theyll eat and drink, and go all over the world with you.

Mal. How canst thou think that I would keep such loathsome company? a brace of silly, talking, dancing, singing rascals: tis true, I contracted an acquaintance with em, I know not how; and now and then, when I am out of humour, love to laugh at and abuse em for an hour or two but come what will ont, I am re solved to go along with you to-day.

Tru. Upon my word, sir, you cannot Why should you make so many difficulties with your friends?

Mal. Whoo! prythee leave fooling You would shake me off now, would you? But I know better things. The sham wont pass upon me, sir; it wont, look you.

Tru. Death! we must use him ill, or there is no getting rid of him. Not pass, sir?

Mal. No, sir.

Tru. Pray, sir, leave us.

Mal. I shant dot, sir.

Tru. But you must, sir.

Mal. May be not, sir.

Tru. I am going this way. [Walking off.

Mal. So am I.

Tru. But, sir, I must stay here a little longer.

Mal. With all my heart; tis the same thing, I am not in haste.

Val. Have a care, Malagene, how you provoke Truman, — youll run the hazard of a scurvy beating; my friend, if you do.

Mal. Beating! I am sorry, sir, you know no better: pox, I am used to serve him so, man; let him alone, you shall see how Ill teaze him. Hark you, Jack.

Tru. Sir, you are an impudent troublesome coxcomb.

Mal. No matter for that, I shant leave you.

Tru. Sir, I shall pull you by the nose then.

Mal. Tis all one to me, do your worst.

Tru. Take that then, sir — Now dye hear [Tweaks him by the nose Go about your business.

Mal. Nay, faith, Jack, now you drive the jest, too far; what a pox, I know you are not in earnest; prythee lets go.

Tru. Death, sir, you lie; not in earnest! — let [Kicks him] this convince you — How like you the jest now, sir?

Mal. Hark you, Truman, we shant dine together then, shall we!

Val. Faith, to tell you the truth of the matter, Truman had a quarrel last night, and we are just now going to make an end ont: tis that makes him so surly. Nevertheless, now I think ont better, if youll go, you shall; perhaps we may have occasion for a third man.

Mal. No, no, if that be the business, Ill say no more; puh — I hate to press into any mans company against his inclination. Truman, upon my reputation you are very uncivil now, that you are. But hark you, I ran to the Groom-porters last night, and lost my money. Prythee lend me two guineas till next time I see thee, child.

Tru. With all my heart, sir. I was sure twould come to this at last; tis here, you may command what you please from your servant. Malagene, good-morrow.
Enter CAPER and SAUNTER.

Mal. Dear Jack Truman, your humble.
[Exit Truman.

Val. Wont you go along with us then, Malagene?

Mal. No, here are two silly fellows coining, Ill go and divert myself a little with them at present.

Val. Why, those are the very people you railed at so but now; you will not leave us for them, at a time when you may be so serviceable?

Mal. Hang it, you will have no occasion for me, man? say no more ont, but take my advice; be sure you stand fast, dont give ground, dye hear, push briskly, and Ill warrant you do your business.

Val. Sir, I thank you for your counsel, and am sorry we cant have your company; but you are engaged?

Mal. Are you sure though it will come to fighting? I have no mind to leave your company, methinks.

Val. Nay, nothing so certain as that we shall fight; I wish you would go, for I fancy there will be three in the field.

Mal. A pox ont, now I remember, I promised to meet these people here, and cant avoid them now; Id go else with you with all my heart, faith and troth, but if youd have me send a guard, Ill dot.

Val. No, sir, — theres no danger — Nothing but the rogues cowardice could have rid us of him.
[Exit Valentine.

Mal. How now, bullies, whither so fast this morning? I parted just now with Jack Truman and Ned Valentine: they would fain have had me to dinner with em, but I was not in a humour for drinking, and to speak the truth ont, you are better company ten to one. They engross still all the discourse to themselves: and a man can never be free with them neither.

Cap. Oh Lord, Malagene! we met the delicatest creature but now as we came round; I am a rascal if I dont think her one of the finest women in the world; I shant get her out of my mind this month.

Saunt. Twas Victoria, my lady Fairfields daughter, that came to town last summer when Goodvile was married. He in love with her poor soul! — I shall beg his pardon there, as I take it [Sings.

Mal. Thats Trumans blowing: shes always lingering after him here, and at the playhouse: she heats herself here every morning against the general course at night, where she comes as constantly as my lady Squeamish herself.

Saunt. I vow thats a fine person; dont you think she has abundance of wit, Malagene? She and I did so rally Caper tother day.

Cap. Ay, it may be so.

Saunt. But did you never hear her sing? She made me sit with her till two oclock tother morning, to teach her an Italian song I have, and I vow she sings it wonderfully.

Mal. Damn her, shes the most affected amorous jilt, and loves young fellows more than an old kite does young chickens: there is not a coxcomb of eighteen in town can escape her; we shall have her draw one of you into matrimony within this fortnight.

Cap. Malagene, thou art the most satirical thief breathing: Id give any thing thou didst but love dancing, that I might have thee on my side sometimes.

Saunt. Well, Malagene, I hope to see thee so in love one day, as to leave off drinking, as I have done, and set up for a shape and a face: or, what is all one, write amorous sonnets, and fight duels with all that do but look like rivals. I would not be in love for all the world, I vow and swear.
[Walks up and down with an affected motion.

Cap. Nor I. 
— Ah Phillis, if you would not love
The shepherd, &c. [Sings.

But dye hear, Malagene? they say Goodvile gives a ball to night, ist true?

Mal. Yes, I intend to be there, if I do not go to court.

Cap. I am glad of it with all my heart — Saunter — Theres my lady, to be sure shell not fail.

Saunt. But will you go, Malagene? Goodvile and you are at a distance.

Mal. Whoo! pox! thats nothing; Ill go for all that: but faith, I should meet my lord at court to-night. Besides, I hant been in the drawingroom these three days; the company will wonder whats become of roe.
Enter Lady SQUEAMISH.
She here! nay, then — 

Cap. Madam, your ladyships most humble servant.
[Congees affectedly.

Lady Squ. Mr. Caper, your most devoted. — 
Oh dear Mr. Saunter! a thousand thanks to you for my song.

Saunt. Your ladyship does your servant too much honour. [Sings, As Chloe full of, &c.

Lady Squ. Mr. Caper, you are a stranger indeed, I have not seen you these two days: Lord, where dye live?

Cap. I should have waited on your ladyship, but was so tired at the masquerade at my lord Flutters tother night. [Dances and capers.

Saunt. Madam, madam, Mr. Goodvile gives a ball to-night; will your ladyship be there?

Lady Squ. Yes; I heard of it this morning; Victoria sent me word.

Cap. Ob, madam, dye hear the news? Goodvile makes a ball to-night; I hope I shall have the honour of your ladyships company.

Lady Squ. Oh, by all means, Mr. Caper, pray dont you fail us. Oh Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your pardon, upon my honour, I did not see you; I was so engaged in the civilities of these gentlemen.

Mal. Your wit and beauty, madam, must command the honour and admiration of all the world. But when did your ladyship see Mr. Valentine?

Lady Squ. Oh, name him not. Mr. Malagene, hes the unworthiest, basest fellow — besides, he has no principles, nor breeding: I wonder you gentlemen will keep him company; I swear lies enough to bring an odium on the whole sex.

Mal. The truth ont is, madam, I do drink with him now and then, because the fellow has some wit, but it is when better company is out of the way; and faith lies always very civil to me as can be: I can rule him.

Lady Squ. Oh Lord, tis impossible. Wit! why he was abroad but two years and all that time too in an academy; he knows nothing of the intrigues of the French court, and has the worst mien in the world: he has a sort of an ill-natured way of talking indeed, and they say makes bold with me sometimes, but Ill assure you I scorn him.

Mal. Truly he has made very bold with you, or be is foully belied: ha, ha, ha.  [Aside, Lady Squ. They say hes grown a great admirer of madam Camilla of late, who passes for a wit forsooth. Tis true, shes well enough, but I suppose is not the first that has been troubled with his impertinent addresses.

Mal. Indeed he would not let me alone, till I brought him acquainted there: he owes that happiness to me. But methinks your ladyship speaks with something of heat by heaven shes jealous! [Aside.

Lady Squ. No, Ill assure you, sir, I am not concerned at it in the least. But did you ever hear em discourse any thing of me?

Mal. Never any ill, madam; only a little idle raillery now and then; but Truman and he are wont to be something lavish when they have been drunk in my company. Twill work.

Lady Squ. Nay, I know he has spoken dishonourably of me behind my back, because he failed in his filthy designs. Madam Camilla may deserve better of him, I doubt not: but if I am not revenged on his falshood. — [Aside. Mr. Caper.
Cap and Saunt. Madam.

Lady Squ. Where do you go to-day?

Cap. Will your ladyship be at the new play?

Lady Squ. No, I saw it the first day, and dont like it.

Mal. Madam, it has no ill character about the town.

Lady Squ. O Lord, sir, the town is no judge. Tis a tragedy, and Ill assure you theres nothing in it thats moving. I love a tragedy that moves, mightily.

Saunt. Does your ladyship know who writ it?

Lady Squ. Yes, the poet came and read it to me at my lodgings; he is but a young man, and I suppose he has not been a writer long; besides, he has had little or no conversation with the court, which has been the reason he has committed a great many indecorums in the conduct of it.

Saunt. I did not like it neither, for my part; there was never a song in it, ha!

Cap. No, nor so much as a dance.

Mal. Oh, tis impossible it should take, if there were neither song nor dance in it.

Lady Squ. And then their comedies now-a-days are the filthiest things, full of bawdy and nauseous doings, which they mistake for raillery and intrigue: besides, they have no wit in em neither; for all their gentlemen and men of wit, as they style em, are either silly, conceited, impudent coxcombs, or else rude, ill-mannerly, drunken fellows — fough — I am ashamed any one should pretend to write a comedy, that does not know the nicer rules of the court, and all the intrigues and gallantries that pass, I vow.

Mal. Who would improve in those things, must consult with your ladyship.

Lady Squ. I swear, Mr. Malagene, you are an obliging person; I wonder the world should be so malicious to give you so undeserving a character as they do: I always found you extremely generous, and a person of worth.

Mal. In troth, madam, your ladyship and myself a re the subjects of abundance of envy; for I love to be malicious now and then; and faith, am the very scourge of the court: they all stand in awe of me, for I must speak what I know, though sometimes I am used a little scurvily for it; but faith I cant help it, tis my way.

Lady Squ. Ha, ha, ha, really I love scandal extremely too sometimes, so it be decently managed. — But as I was saying, there is not a person in the world understands the intrigues of the court better than myself; I am the general confident of the drawing-room, and know the loves of all the people of quality in town.

Cap. Dear madam, how stands the affair between my lord Supple and madam Lofty?

Lady Squ. Worse than ever; tis very provoking to see how she uses the poor creature; but the truth is, she can never be at rest for him; hes more troublesome than an old husband; continually whispering his softness and making his vows, till at last she is forced to fly to me for shelter, and then we do so laugh — which the good-natured creature takes so patiently — I swear, I pity him.

Saunt. But my lady Colt, they say, is kinder to the sparkish Mr. Pruneit.

Lady Squ. O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you should understand no better; to my knowledge it is all false; I know all that intrigue from the beginning to the ending; it has been off this month besides, he keeps a player again Oh, Mr. Saunter! whatever you do, never concern yourself with those players.

Saunt. Madam, I have left the folly long since; when first I came to town, I must confess I had a gallantry there. But since I have been acquainted with your ladyships wit and beauty, I have learned to lay out my heart to better advantage — I think that was finely said.

Lady Squ. Ill swear, Mr. Saunter, you have the most court-like way of expressing yourself — 

Saunt. Oh Lord, madam! [Bows and cringes.

Lady Squ. Mr. Malagene, these are both my intimate acquaintance, and Ill swear I am proud of em. Here is Mr. Saunter sings the French manner better than ever I heard any English gentleman in my life. Besides, be pronounces his English, in singing, with a French kind of a tone or accent, that gives it a strange beauty — Sweet sir, do me the favour of the last new song.

Saunt. Let me die! Your ladyship obliges me beyond expression — Malagene, thou shalt hear me.
[Sings a Song in a French tone.

Mal. What a devil was this? I understand not a word ont.

Saunt. Ha, Malagene, ha.

Lady Squ. Did you ever hear any thing so fine?

Mal. Never, madam, never: I swear your ladyship is a great judge.

Lady Squ. But how plain and distinctly too every word was pronounced!

Mal. Oh, to admiration, to admiration.
[Makes mouths aside.

Lady Squ. Well, Mr. Saunter, you are a charming creature — O sad, Mr. Caper, I long till night comes:
Ill dance with nobody but you to-night, for, I swear, I believe I shall be out of humour.

Mal. Thats more than she ever was in her life, so long as she had a fool or a fiddle in her company.

Lady Squ. Tho really I love dancing immoderate — But now you talk of intrigues, I am mistaken if you dont see something where we are going to-night.

Mal. What, Goodvile is to commence cuckold, is it not so?

Lady Squ. Oh, fy, Mr. Malagene, fy! I vow youll make me hate you, if you talk so strangely, but let me die, I cant but laugh — ha, ha, ha — Well, gentle men, you shall dine with me to-day — what say you, Mr. Malagene, will you go?

Mal. Your ladyship may be sure of me; I hate to break good company.

Lady Squ. And pray now let us be very severe, and talk maliciously of all the town. Mr. Caper, your hand: oh, dear Mr. Saunter, how shall I divide myself? — Ill swear, I am strangely at a loss — Mr. Malagene, you must be Mr. Saunters mistress I think at present.

Mal. With all my heart, madam Sweet Mr, Saunter, your hand: I swear you are a charming creature, and your courtship is as extraordinary as your voice. — Let me die, and I vow I must have tother song after dinner, for I am very humoursome, and very whimsical, I think: ha, ha, ha. [Exeunt.


ACT II.

SCENE I. — The Ordinary.

Enter Mrs. GOODVILE and LETTICE.

Mrs. Good. Did you deliver the billet?

Let. Yes, madam, faithfully.

Mrs. Good. But are you sure you did?

Let. Can your ladyship think I would be guilty of the least neglect in a concern of such moment Ί

Mrs. Good. And are you sure he dines here to-day?

Let. Madam, they are now at dinner below: Mr. Valentines there too. Oh, Ill swear hes a fine man; the most courteous person.

Mrs. Good. What, because he hunts and kisses you when hes drunk? No, Lettice; Truman, Truman, O that Truman!

Let. I wonder your ladyship should be so taken with him: were I to choose, I should think my master the more agreeable man.

Mrs. Good. And you may take him if you will; he is as much a husband as one would wish: I have not seen him this fortnight; he never comes home till four in the morning, and then he sneaks to his separate bed, where he lies till afternoon, then rises, and out again upon his parole; flesh and blood cant endure it.

Let. But he always visits your ladyship first.

Mrs. Good. Thats his policy, as great debtors are always very respectful and acknowledging where they never mean to pay. Tis true, he gives me what freedom I can desire, but God knows thats all.

Let. And wheres the pleasure of going abroad and getting a stomach, to return and starve at home?

Mrs. Good. I laugh, though, to think what an easy fool he believes me: he thinks me the most contented, innocent, harmless turtle breathing; the very pattern of patience.

Let. A jewel of a wife.

Mrs. Good. And as blind with love as his own good opinion of himself has made him.

Let. And can you find in your heart to wrong so good a natured, complete, well-meaning, harmless husband, that has so good an opinion of you?

Mrs. Good. Ha, wrong him! what say you, Lettice? I wrong my husband! such another word forfeits my good opinion of thee for ever.

Let. What meant the billet to Mr. Truman then this morning?

Mrs. Good. To make him my friend perhaps, and discover if I can, Who it is that wrongs me in my husbands affection; for I am sure I have a rival. And I am apt to believe Victoria deserves no better than ordinary of me, if the truth were known.

Let. Why, she is his near kinswoman, and lives here in the house with you; besides, he would never dishonour his own family, surely.

Mrs. Good. You area fool, Lettice; the nearness of blood is the least thing considered. Besides, as I have heard, tis almost the only way relations care to be kind to one another, now-a-days.

Let. Yes, madam, you never meet, but you are as kind and fond of him as if you had all the joys of love about you. Lord! how can you dissemble with him so? besides, Mr. Truman, madam, you know is his friend.

Mrs. Good. Oh, if I would ever consent to wrong my husband (which heaven forbid, Lettice!) it should be, to choose, with his friend. For such a one has a double obligation to secrecy, as well for his own honour, as mine. But Ill swear, Lettice, you are an idle girl for talking so much of this, that you are: tis enough to put ill thoughts into ones head, which I am the most averse to of all things in the world.

Let. But, madam, thoughts are free; and tis as hard not to think a little idly sometimes, as it is to be always in good humour. But it would make any one laugh, to think Mr. Truman should be in love with madam Victoria, if all be real which your ladyship suspects.

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a design of marriage too: but a ranging gallant thinks he fathoms all, and counts it as much beneath his experience to doubt his security in a wife, as success in a mistress.

Let. Besides, after a little time, he is so very industrious in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how swimmingly his own affairs are managed at home.

Enter VICTORIA.

Mrs. Good. But hush — shes here.

Vict. A happy day to you, madam.

Mrs. Good. Dear cousin, your humble servant: have you heard who are below?

Vict. Yes, young Truman, and his inseparable companion, Valentine.

Mrs. Good. Well, what will you do, cousin? Truman comes resolved on conquest: for with the advantages he has in your heart already, tis impossible you should be able to hold out against him.

Vict. Yes, powerful champaign, as they call it, may do much; a spark can no more refrain running into love after a bottle, than a drunken country vicar can avoid disputing of religion when his patrons ale grows stronger than his reason.

Mrs. Good. Come, come, dissemble your inclinations as artfully as you please, I am sure they are not so indifferent but they may be easily discerned.

Vict. Truly, madam, you may be mistaken in your guess.

Mrs. Good. How! I doubt it is some other man then has caused this alteration in you. — Lord, Lettice, is she not extremely altered?

Vict. Altered, madam! what do you mean?

Mrs. Good. Nay, Lettice, fetch a glass, and let her see herself: Lord, you are paler than you used to be.

Let. Ay, and then that blueness under the eyes.

Mrs. Good. Besides, you are not so lively as I have known you: pardon me, cousin.

Let. Well, if there be a fault, marriage will cure all.

Vict. Ill assure you, I have none that I know of stands in need of so desperate a remedy. Marriage! fault! what can all this tend to?

Enter Page.

Mrs. Good. Well, what now?

Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your ladyship.

Mrs. Good. Ha, Camilla! tell her Ill attend her: wont you go with me, Victoria? [Exit Page.

Vict. Ill but step into my chamber, and follow you instantly. [Exeunt Mrs. Good, and Lettice.], Whit her can all this drive? Surely she has discovered something of Goodviles love and mine: if she has I am ruined.

Enter GOODVILE.

Good. Victoria! your cousin is not here, is she? What, in clouds? I stole this minute from my friends on purpose to see thee, and must not I have a look? Not a word?

Vict. Oh, I am ruined and lost for ever! I fear your wife has had some knowledge of our loves: and if it be so, what will then become of me?

Good. Prythee no more: my wife! she has too good an opinion of herself, to have an ill one of me; and would as soon believe her glass could flatter her, as I be false to her: my wife — ha, ha.

Vict. Yes, I am sure it must be so; it can be no otherwise: but you are satisfied, and now have nothing more to do, but to leave me to be miserable.

Good. Leave thee! by heaven Id sooner renounce my family, and own myself the bastard of a rascal: come, quiet thy doubts; Truman is here; and take my love for thy security, he shall be thine to-night.

Vict. I have great reason to expect it, indeed. That you would hazard your interest in so good a friend for the reparation of my honour, that so little concerns you, and which you have already made your best of.

Good. No more of that: loves my province; and thine is too dear to me to be neglected. Tis true, I have made him my friend, and I hope he will deserve it, by doing thee that justice which I am incapable of.

Vict. You can promise easily.

Good. Ay, and as resolutely perform: when I have heated him with wine, prepare to receive him.

Enter Mrs. GOODVILE.
Ha, she here!

Mrs. Good. So, so, Mr. Goodvile, are you there indeed? I thought I should catch you.

Good. Faith, my dear, I have been speaking a good word for Jack Truman; my cousin Victorias too cruel.

Mrs. Good. Oh, fy, Victoria! can you be so hardhearted to deny any thing, when Mr. Goodvile is an advocate?

Vict. I must confess it is with some difficulty; but should I too easily comply upon Mr. Goodviles intercession, who knows but your ladyship might be jealous? for he that can prevail for another, may presume theres hopes for himself.

Mrs. Good. Ay, but cousin, I know you are my friend, and would not, though but in regard of that, do me such an injury: besides, Mr. Goodvile knows I dare trust him: dont you, love?

Good. Trust me! yes, for if you dont, tis all one — Credulous innocence! [Aside.] Alas, my dear, were I as false as thou art good, thy generous confidence would shame me into honesty.

Enter CAMILLA running and squeaking; TRUMAN and VALENTINE after her.

Cam. For heavens sake, madam, save me! — Mr. Goodvile, tis safer travelling through the Deserts of Arabia, than entering your house: bad I not run hard for it, I had been devoured, thats certain.

Val. Oh, madam, are you herded? It will be to little purpose; I am stanch, and never change my game.

Cam. But when you have lost it, if fresh start up, you can be as fully satisfied, who hunt more for the love of the sport, than for the sake of the prey.

Val. But, madam, should you chance to be taken, look tot; for I shall touze and worry you most unmercifully, till I have revenged myself severely for the pains you cost me catching.

Cam. Therefore I am resolved to keep out of your. reach; Lord! what would become of such a poor little creature as I am, in the paws of so ravenous an animal?

Tru. But are you too, lady, so wild as Mrs. Camilla?

Vict. Ob, sir, to the full! but I hope you are not so unmerciful as Mr. Valentine.

Tru. No, madam, quite on the contrary, as soft and pliant as your pillow: you may mould me to your own ease and pleasure, which way you will.

Vict. Tis strange two of such different tempers should so well agree: methinks you look like two as roaring, ranting, tory-rory sparks as one would wish to meet withal.

Val. Yes, madam, at the playhouse in a vizor (The practice of females appearing masked at the theatre, had been introduced after the Restoration, and was common at this period. It grew at last into a nuisance; and having been partly the occasion of a duel, was prohibited by government about the year 1705.), when you come drest and prepared for the encounter; there indeed we can be as unanimously modish and impertinent as the pertest coxcombs of em all: till like them too, we lose our hearts, and never know what becomes of em.

Cam. But the comfort is, you are sure to find em again in the next bottle.

Mrs. Good. Then drink em down to the ladies healths, and they are as well at ease as ever they were.

Tru. Why, you would not be so unconscionable as to have us two such whining crop-sick lovers, as sigh away their hours, and write lamentable ditties, to be sung about the town by fools and bullies in taverns.

Good. Till some Smithfield doggrel, taking the hint, swells the sonnet to a ballad, and Chloris dwindles into a kitchen-wench.

Vict. Tis presumed then you are of that familiar tribe that never make love but by contraries, and rally our faults, when you pretend to admire our perfections.

Cam. As if the only way to raise a good opinion of yourselves, were to let us know how ill a one you have of us.

Tru. Faith, madam, tis a hard world; and when beauty is held at so dear a rate, tis the best way to beat down the market as much as we can.

Val. But you shall find, ladies, well bid like chapmen for all that.

Vict. You had best have a care though lest you overreach yourselves, and repent of your purchase when tis too late.

Cam. Besides, I hate a Dutch bargain thats made in heat of wine, for the love it raises is generally like the courage it gives, very extraordinary, but very shortlived.

Good. How, madam! have a care what you say: wine is the prince of love, and all ladies that speak against it, forfeit their charter. I must not have my favourite traduced. Boy, bring some wine: you shall prove its good effects, and then acknowledge it your friend. Well drink — 

Cam. Till your brains are afloat, and all the rest sink.

Val. I find then, ladies, you have the like opinion of our heads, as you have of our hearts.

Cam. Really, sir, you are much in the right.

Tru. But if your ladyship should be in the wrong — Though love, like wine, be a good refresher, yet tis much more dangerous to be too busy withal. And though now and then I may over-heat my head with drinking; yet, confound me, I think I shall have a care never to break my heart with loving.

Mrs. Good. But, sir, if all men were of your cruel temper, what, would become of those tender-hearted creatures that cannot forbear saluting ye with a billet in a morning, though it comes without a name, and makes you as unsatisfied as they poor creatures are themselves?

Tru. Hah, this concerns me! Blockhead, dull leaden sot that I was, not to be sensible it must be she, and none but she could send mine this morning. Well, poor Jack Truman, look to thyself, snares are laid for thee; but the virtuous must suffer temptation; and heaven knows all flesh is frail. [Aside Enter Boy, with Wine.

Good. Now, boy, fill the glasses. But before we proceed, one thing is to be considered. My dear, you and I are to be no man and wife for this day, but be as indifferent, and take as little notice one of another, as we may chance to do seven years hence; but at night — 

Val. A very fair proposal.

Mrs. Good. Agreed, sir, if you will have it so.

Good. The wine — now each man to his post.
[They separate, Good, to Cam. Val to Vict.

Trum. to Mrs. Goodvile.

The word. [All take glasses

Tru. Love and wine.

Good. Pass — [They drink.

Enter LETTICE.
Now that nothing may be wanting, Lettice, you must sing the song I brought home tother morning; for music is as great an encouragement to drinking, as fighting.

LETTICE sings.

How blest he appears,
That revels and loves out his happy years;
That fiercely spurs on till he finish his race;
And knowing lifes short, chooses living apace!
To cares we were born, twere a folly to doubt it:
Then love and rejoice, theres no living without it.

Each day we grow older;
But as fate approaches, the brave still are bolder;
The joys of love with our youth slide away,
But yet there are pleasures that never decay:
When beauty grows dull, and our passions grow cold,
Wine still keeps its charms, and we drink when were old.

Good. So, now show me an enemy to divine harmonious drinking.

Boy. Sir, my lady Squeamish is below, just alighted out of her coach.

Good. Nay, then drinking will have the major vote against it. She is the most exact observer of decorums and decency alive. But she is not alone, I hope.

Boy. No, sir, there is Mr. Malagene with her, and three more gentlemen; one they call sir Noble Clumsey, a full portly gentleman.

Tru. Thats a hopeful animal, an elder brother, of a fair estate, and her kinsman, newly come up to town, whom her ladyship has undertaken to polish and make a fine gentleman.

Val. Tis such a fulsome overgrown rogue! yet hopes to be a fine spark, and a very courtly youth; he has been this half year endeavouring at a shape, which he loves eating and drinking too well ever to attain to. The other, Ill warrant you, are the nimble Mr. Caper, and his polite companion, Mr. Saunter.

Good. Shes never without a kennel of fools at her heels ) and we may know as well when she is near, by the noise her coxcombs make, as we know when a certain spark of this town is at hand, by the new-fangled gingle of his coach. She comes — and woe be to the wretch whom she first lights upon.

Enter Lady SQUEAMISH, Sir NOBLE CLUMSEY, MALAGENE, CAPER, and SAUNTER.

Lady Squ. Dear madam Goodvile, ten thousand happinesses wait on you! Fair madam Victoria, sweet charming Camilla, which way shall I express my service to you? — Cousin, your honour, your honour to the ladies.

Clum. Ladies, as low as knee can bend, or head can bow, I salute you all. And, gallants, I am your most humble, most obliged, and most devoted servant. That I learned at the end of an epistle dedicatory.

Good. Sir Noble Clumsey is too great a courtier.

Clum. Yes, sir, I can compliment upon an occasion; my lady knows I am a pretty apt scholar.

Lady Squ.  Gallants, you must pardon my cousin here, he is but as it were a novice yet, and has had little conversation but what I have had the honour to instruct him in.

Mal. But let me tell you, he is a man of parts, and one that I respect and honour. Pray, gentlemen, know my friend.

Val. Hark you, Malagene, how durst you venture hither, knowing that Goodvile and Truman care so little for your company?

Mal. O sir, your servant, your servant, sir; I guessed this was the duel you were going about. I should not have left you else; faith, Ned, I should not.

Good. But, madam, can the worthy knight, your kinsman, drink? What think you, sir Noble, of the ladies healths?

Chan. In a glass of small beer, if you please.

Lady Squ. Oh sweet Mr. Goodvile, dont tempt him to drink, dont! Ill swear, I am so afraid he should spoil himself with drinking. Lord, how I should loath a fellow with a red nose!

Val. See, Truman, the two coxcombs are already boarding our mistresses.

Tru. Oh, twere pity to interrupt em. A woman loves to play and fondle with a coxcomb sometimes, as naturally as with a lap-dog; and I could no more be jealous of one, than of the other.

Val. I am not of your opinion; they are too apt to love any thing that but makes em sport. And the familiarity of fools proceeds oftentimes from a privilege we are not aware of. For my part, I shall make bold to divert — Mr. Saunter, a word; have you any pretences with that lady? hah!

Saunt. Some small encouragement I have had, sir; but I never make my boast of those favours, never.

Val. No, sir, twere your best course.

Saunt. Oh Lord, you are pleased to be merry. Sure he takes me for a fool; but no matter for that. 

[Sings.
Would Phillis be mine, and for, &c.

Enter Boy.

Boy. Madam, the fiddles are below; shall I call em up?

Mrs. Good. No, let em stay a little, well dance below.

Cap. Hah, the fiddles! Boy, where are you?
[Cap capers.

Boy. Here, sir.

Cap. Have you brought my dancing-shoes?

Boy, No, sir, you gave me no order: but your fiddle is below under the seat of the coach.

Cap. Rascal, dog, fool; when did you ever know me go abroad without my dancing-shoes? Sirrah, run home and fetch em quickly, or Ill cut off both your ears, and have em fastened to the heels of those I have on.

Tru. It is an unpardonable fault, sir, that your boy should forget your dancing-shoes.

Cap. Ay, hang him, blockhead, he has no sense: I must get rid of him as soon as I can: I would no more dance in a pair of shoes that we commonly wear, than I would ride a race in a pair of Gambados.

Lady Squ. Mr. Valentine I hope is a better bred gentleman, than to leave his mistress for wine. I hear, sir, there is a love between you and madam Camilla! Thou monster of perjury. [To Val.

Val. Faith, madam, you are much in the right; there is abundance of love on my side, but I can find very little on hers: if your ladyship would but stand my friend upon this occasion. — I think this is civil.

Lady Squ, Ill swear, sir, you are a most obliging person — ladies and gallants, poor Mr. Valentine here is fallen in love, and has desired me to be his advocate; who could withstand that eye, that lip, that shape and mien, besides a thousand graces in every thing he does! Oh lovely Camilla! guard, guard your heart; but Ill swear, if it were my own case, I doubt I should not — ha, ha, ha!

Val. Madam! What means all this!

Good. Poor Ned Valentine!

Tru. Tis but what I told him he must look for: but stay, there is more yet coming.

Lady Squ. Nay, this is not half what thou art to expect; Ill haunt thee worse than thy ill genius, take all opportunities to expose thy folly and falsehood every where, till I have made thee as ridiculous to our whole sex, as thou art odious to me.

Val. But has your ladyship no mercy! Will nothing but my ruin appease you? Why should you choose by your malice to expose your decay of years, and lay open your poor lovers follies to all, because you could improve em to your own use no longer]
[Approaches.

Lady Squ. Come not near me, traitor — Lord, madam Camilla, how can you be So cruel? See, see, how wildly he looks: for heavens sake have a care of him; I fear he is distempered in his mind: what pity tis, so hopeful a gentleman should run mad for love — ha, ha, ha!

Mrs. Good. Dear madam, how can you use Mr. Valentine so? Tis enough to put him out of humour, and spoil him for being good company all the day after it.

Lady Squ. Oh Lord, madam, tis the greatest pleasure to me in the world; let me die, but I love to rally a bashful young lover, and put him out of countenance, at my heart.

Saunt. Ha, ha, ha! and Ill swear the devil and alls in her wit, when she sets ont. Poor Ned Valentine! Lord, how sillily he looks!

Cap. Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but how.

Val. Hark you, coxcomb; I can be angry, very angry, dye mark me?

Clum. No, but sir, dont be in a passion: my lady will have her humour; but shes a very good woman at the bottom.

Val. Very likely, sir.

Mrs. Good. Now, madam, if your ladyship thinks fit, well withdraw and leave the gentlemen to themselves a little; only Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter must do us the honour of their company.

Saunt. Say you so, madam? Ifaith and you shall have it. Come, Caper, we are the men for the ladies, I see that — Hey boys!

Lady Squ. Oh dear! and sweet Mr. Saunter shall oblige us with a song.

Saunt. O madam, ten thousand, ten thousand if you please. Ill swear I believe I could sing all day and all night, and never be weary.

[Sings. 
When Phillis watchd her harmless sheep, 
Not one poor lamb, &c.

[Ex. Saunter, Caper, and Ladies.

Good. A happy riddance this! now, gentlemen, for one bottle to entertain our noble friend and new acquaintance, sir Noble Clumsey.

Clum. Really, gallants, I must beg your pardon; I dare not drink, for I have but a very weak brain, sir, and my head wont bear it.

Tru. Oh, surely that honourable bulk could never be maintained with thin regular diet and small beer.

Clum. I must confess, sir, I am something plump; but a little fat is comely; I would not be too lean.

Mal. No, by no means, my dear, thou hast an heroic face, which well becomes this noble port and fulness of thy body.

Val. Goodvile, we have a suit to you: here is Malagene has been some time in a cloud; for this once receive him into good grace and favour again.

Mal. Faith, Goodvile, do, for without any more words, I love thee with all my heart — faith and troth, give me thy hand.

Good. But, sir, should I allow you my countenance, you would be very drunk, very rude, and very unmannerly, I fear.

Mal. Drunk, sir, I scorn your words, Id have you know I hant been drunk this week: no, I am the son of a whore if I wont be very sober. This noble knight shall be security for my good behaviour. Wilt thou not, knight?

Clum. Sir, you are a person altogether a stranger to me; and I have sworn never to be bound for any man.

Tru. But, sir Noble, you are obliged in honour to serve a gentleman and your friend.

Clum. Say you so, sir? obliged in honour? I am satisfied. Sir, this gentleman is my friend and acquaintance, and whatsoever he says, Ill stand to.

Mal. Hark thee, son of Mars, thou art a knight already; Ill marry thee to a lady of my acquaintance, and have thee made a lord.

Good. Boy, the wine, give sir Noble his glass. — Gentlemen, sir Nobles ladys health.

Clum. Odds my life, Ill drink that, though I die fort. Gallants, I have a lady in this head of mine, and that you shall find anon. By my troth, I think this be a glass of good wine.

Val. Say you so? take the other glass then, Sir Noble.

Clum. Tore George, and so I will. Pox ont, let it be a brimmer: gentlemen, God save the king.

Mal. Well said, my lovely man of might. His worship grows good company.

Tru. Sir Noble, you are a great acquaintance with Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter; they are men of pretty parts.

Clum. Oh sir, the finest persons the most obliging, well-bred, complaisant, modish gentlemen: they are acquainted with all the ladies in town, and are men of fine estates.

Tru. This rogue is one of those earthly mongrels that knows the value of nothing but a good estate, and loves a fellow with a great deal of land and a title, though his grandfather were a blacksmith. [Aside.

Clum. How say you, sir, a good estate? odds heart, give me the other glass; I have two thousand pounds a-year.

Mal. Sayst thou so? boy, bring more wine; wine in abundance, sirrah, dye hear? Frank Goodvile, thou seest I am free, for faith I hate ceremony, and would fain make the knight merry.

Good. Malagene, it shall be your task; drink him up lustily, and when thats done, well bring him to my lady his cousin, it may make some sport.

Val. A very good proposal.

Mal. Say no more; thy words a law, and it shall be done. Come, bear up, my lusty limb of honour, and hang sobriety.

Clum. Ay, so say I, hang sobriety — drink, whore, rant, roar, swear, make a noise, and all that: but be honest, dost hear, be honest.

Tru. I would very fain be so if I could; but the damned billet this morning wont out of my head. Well, madam Goodvile, if any mischief comes ont, tis your own fault, not mine. I did not strike first, and theres an end ont. [Music within.

Enter LETTICE.

Let. Sir, the fiddles are ready, and the ladies desire your company. Mr. Truman, my lady wants you.

Tru. Sayst thou so? I thank thee for thy news with all my heart. The devil I see will get the better ont, and there is no resisting.

Let. Sir Noble, my lady Squeamish sent me to tell you she wants your company to dance.

Clum. Tell her I am busy about a grand affair of the nation, and cannot come. — Dance! I look like a dancer indeed! but these women will be always putting us on more than we can do Boy, give me more wine.

Good. Malagene, remember, and use expedition.
[Ex. Good. Trum. Val. Lettice.

Clum. Sirrah, do you know me? I am a knight; and heres a health to all the whores in Christendom.

Mal. Not forgetting all the ladies within. Now we are alone I may talk. [Drinks.

Clum. So, theres for you, do you see? [Breaks a glass Sirrah, dont you look scurvily; I have money in my pocket, you must know that. — Bring us more wine. — Malagene, thou art a pretty fellow; dost thou love me? Give me thy hand: I will salute thy under lip.
[Staggers.

Mal. Ha, whats the meaning of this? I doubt I shall almost be drunk as soon as the knight. Sir Noble canst thou whore?

Clum. How, whore! what a questions there! thou shalt be my pimp, and Ill prefer thee.

Mal. What a rascal this knight is! I have known as worthy a person as himself a pimp, and one that thought it no blemish to his honour neither. [Aside.
Enter Lady SQUEAMISH at the Door.

Clum. Hah, my lady cousin! — Faith, madam, you see I am at it.

Mal. The devils in it, I think; we could no sooner talk of whores, but she must come in, with a pox to her. Madam, your ladyships most humble servant.

Lady Squ. Oh, odious! insufferable! who would have thought, cousin, you would have served me so? — fough, how he stinks of wine! I can smell him hither. — How have yon the patience to hear the noise of fiddles, and spend your time in nasty drinking?

Clum. Hum! tis a good creature: lovely lady, thou shalt take thy glass.

Lady Squ. Uh gud; murder! I had rather you had offered me a toad.

Clum. Then Malagene, heres a health to my lady cousins Pelion upon Ossa.
[Drinks, and breaks the glass.

Lady Squ. Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, whats that?

Mal. A certain place, madam, in Greece, much talked of by the ancients; the noble gentleman is well read.

Lady Squ. Nay, he is an ingenious person, Ill assure you.

Clum. Now, lady bright, I am wholly thy slave: give me thy hand, Ill go straight and begin my grandmothers kissing dance; but first deign me the private honour of thy lip.

Lady Squ. Nay, fy, sir Noble! how I hate you now! for shame! be not so rude: I swear you are quite spoiled. Get you gone, you good-natured toad you.
[Exeunt.


ACT III.

SCENE I.

Enter GOODVILE, a little heated.

Good. What a damned chicken-brained fellow am I grown! If I but dip my bill I am giddy. Now am I as hot-headed with my bare two bottles, as a drunken prentice on a holiday. Truman marries Victoria, thats resolved on; and so one care is over. But then Camilla! how shall I get possession of her? Well, my mind misgives me, I shall do something may call my discretion in question; and yet I cant avoid it. Camilla I do love, and must have her, come what will ont; and no time so fit to begin the enterprize as this; she may make a good wife for Valentine for all that.
Enter TRUMAN and VALENTINE. Music.
Fy, gentlemen, without the ladies! did you quit champaign for this? Faith I begin to despair of you, and doubt you are grown as weak lovers as drinkers.

Tru. Goodvile, thou hast no conscience; a decayed cavalier captain, that drinks journey-work under a deputy-lieutenant in the country, is not able to keep thee company. Two bottles, as I take it, is no such trifling matter.

Good. Oh but I hate to be baulked; and a friend that leaves me at two bottles, is as unkind as a mistress that jilts me when I thought I had made sure of the business. But, gallants, how stand the affairs of love? Truman, is Victoria kind? I question not your friendship in the matter, but trust the honour of my family in your hands.

Val. He little thinks Truman is informed of all, and no longer a stranger on what score he is so wondrous civil. But I am mistaken if he be behind with him in kindness long. [Aside.

Tru. A pox ont, I am afraid this marriage will never agree with me; methinks the very thought ont goes a little against my stomach. Like a young thief, though I have some itching to be at it, yet I am loth to venture what may follow.

Good. Well, Ill go in and better prepare Victoria: in the mean time, believe it only my ambition to be as well allied in blood, as friendship, to so good and generous a person as Truman. [Exit.

Tru. What a damned creature man is! Valentine, didst thou believe this fellow could be a villain?

Val. I must confess it something surprizes me; he might have found out a fitter person to put his mistress upon, than his friend. But how the devil got you the knowledge of it?

Tru. Faith Ill tell thee; for I think I am no way obliged to conceal it — his wife, even his very wife told me all.

Val. I begin to suspect that Mrs. Goodvile has no ill opinion of you; I observed something but now, very obliging towards you: besides, when a woman begins to betray her husbands secrets, tis a certain sign she has a mind to communicate very important ones of her own.

Tru. Valentine, no more of that; though it would be a rare revenge to make a cuckold of this smiling rogue.

Val. Tis fifty times better than cutting his throat; that were to do him more honour than he deserves.

Enter MALAGENE.

Mal. Ha, ha, ha! the rarest sport Jack Truman, Ned Valentine.

Tru. Why, whats the matter? Where?

Mal. Yonders my rogue of a knight, as drunk as a porter; and faith, Jack, I am but little better.

Val. Dear sir, and what of all this?

Mal. Why, with a bottle under his arm, and a beer-glass in his hand, I set him full drive at my lady Squeamish; for nothing else but to make mischief, Ned — nothing else in the world; for every body knows I am the worst-natured fellow breathing: tis my way of wit.

Val. Do you love nobody then?

Mal. No, not I; yes, a pox ont, I love you well enough, because you are a rogue I have known a good while. Though should I take the least prejudice against you, I could not afford you a good word behind your back for my heart.

Tru. Sir, we are much obliged to you: tis a sign the rogue is drunk that he speaks truth.

Mal. I tell you what I did tother day: faith tis as good a jest as ever you heard.

Val. Pray, sir, do.

Mal. Why, walking alone, a lame fellow followed me, and asked my charity, (which, by the way, was a pretty proposition to me). Being in one of my witty merry fits, I asked him how long he had been in that condition? The poor fellow shook his head, and told me he was born so. But how dye think I served him?

Val. Nay, the devil knows.

Mal. I showed my parts, I think; for I tripped Up both his wooden legs, and walked off gravely about my business.

Tru. And this you say is your way of wit?

Mal. Ay altogether, this and mimickry. Im a very good mimick: I can act Punchinello, Scaramouchio, Harlequin, prince Pretty man, or any thing. I can act the rumbling of a wheelbarrow.

Val. The rumbling of a wheelbarrow!

Mal. Ay, the rumbling of a wheelbarrow, so I say — Nay, more than that, I can act a sow and pigs, sausages a-broiling, a shoulder of mutton a-roasting: I can act a fly in a honey-pot.

Tru. That indeed must be the effect of very curious observation.

Mal. No, hang it, I never make it my business to observe any thing; that is mechanic. But all this I do, you shall see me if you will. But here comes her ladyship and sir Noble.

Enter Lady SQUEAMISH and Sir NOBLE CLUMSEY.

Lady Squ. Oh, dear Mr. Truman, rescue me. Nay, sir Noble, for heavens sake.

Clum. I tell thee, lady, I must embrace thy lovely body: sir, do you know me? I am sir Noble Clumsey: I am a rogue of ah estate, and I live — Do you want any money? I have fifty pounds.

Val. Nay, good sir Noble, none of your generosity we beseech you. The lady, the lady, Sir Noble.

Clum. Nay, tis all one to me if you wont take it, there it is. — Hang money, my father was an alderman.

Mal. Tis pity good guineas should be spoiled: sir Noble, by your leave. [Picks up the Guineas.

Clum. But, sir, you will not keep my money?

Mal. Oh, hang money, sir, your father was an alderman.

Clum. Well, get thee gone for an arch-wag — I do but sham all this while — but by dad hes pure company.

Tru. Was there ever such a blockhead! Now has he nevertheless a mighty opinion of himself, and thinks all this wit and pretty discourse.

Clum. Lady, once more I say be civil, and come kiss me; I shall ravish else, I shall ravish mightily.

Val. Well done, sir Noble, to her, never spare.

Lady Squ. I may be even with you though for all this, Mr. Valentine: nay, dear sir Noble: Mr. Truman, Ill swear hell put me into fits.

Clum. No, but let me salute the hem of thy garment. Wilt thou marry me? [Kneels.

Mal. Faith, madam do, let me make the match.

Lady Squ. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are a strange man, and Ill swear have a great deal of wit. Lord, why dont you write?

Mal. Write! I thank your ladyship for that with all my heart. No, I have a finger in a lampoon or so, sometimes, thats all.

Tru. But he can act.

Lady Squ. Ill swear, and so he does better than any one upon our theatres; I have seen him. Oh, the English comedians are nothing, not comparable to the French or Italian: besides, we want poets.

Clum. Poets! why I am a poet. I have written three acts of a play, and have named it already. Tis to be a tragedy.

Lady Squ. Oh cousin, if you undertake to write a tragedy, take my counsel. Be sure to say soft, melting, tender things in it, that may be moving, and make your ladies characters virtuous, Whateer you do.

Clum. Moving! why, I can never read it myself but it makes me laugh: well, tis the prettiest plot, and so full of waggery.

Lady Squ. Oh ridiculous!

Mal. But, knight, the title; knight, the title.

Clum. Why let me see; tis to be called, The Merry Conceits of Love; or the Life and Death of the Emperor Charles the Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog Bobadillo.

Mal. Ha, ha, ha!

Val. But, sir Noble, this sounds more like a comedy.

Clum. Oh, but I have resolved it shall be a tragedy, because Bobadillos to be killed in the play. Comedy! no, I scorn to write comedy. I know several that can squirt comedy. — Ill tell you more of this when I am sober.

Lady Squ. But, dear Mr. Malagene, wont you let us see you act a little something of Harlequin? Ill swear you do it so naturally, it makes me think I am at the Louvre or Whitehall all the time. [Malagene acts.] Oh, Lord, dont, dont, neither: Ill swear youll make me burst. Was there ever any thing so pleasant?

Tru. Was ever any thing so affected and ridiculous? Her whole life sure is a continued scene of impertinence. What a damned creature is a decayed woman, with all the exquisite silliness and vanity of her sex, yet none of the charms!
[Malagene speaks in Punchinellos voice.

Lady Squ. O Lord, that, that; that is a pleasure intolerable. Well, let me die if I can hold out any longer. Pray, Mr. Malagene, how long have you been in love with Mrs. Tawdry the actress?

Mal. Ever since your ladyship has been off from the hooks with Mr. Valentine. [In his own voice aloud.

Lady Squ. Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Malagene had been better bred than to upbraid me with any such base thing to my face, whatever he might say of me behind my back: but there is no honour, no civility in the world, that I am satisfied of.

Val. Can your ladyship take any thing ill from Mr. Malagene? A woman should bear with the unlucky jerks of her buffoon or coxcomb, as well as with the ill-manners of her monkey sometimes: the fools and rascals your sex delights in, ought to have the privilege of saying, as well as they have of doing any thing.

Lady Squ. Which you men of wit (as you think yourselves!) are very angry you should be debarred of: Lord, what pity tis your good parts should be your misfortune.

Val. Ay, madam, I feel the curse of it: I who had just sense enough to fall in love with so much beauty and merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradise I was so happily possest of.

Lady Squ. This malice and ill-nature shall not serve your turn; I shall know all your proceedings and intrigues with Camilla, and be revenged on your love to her, for all the affronts and injuries you have done to mine.

Enter CAPER and SAUNTER.

Cap. Oh dear madam, we are utterly undone for want of your ladyships company, Ill vow. Madam Goodvile is coming with the fiddles to wait on you here. [Cuts backwards.

Clum. Sir, are you a dancing-master! You are very nimble, methinks.

Cap. Ay, sir, I hate to stand still. But, sir Noble, I thought you had known me. I doubt you may be a little overtaken; faith, dear heart, I am glad to see thee so merry.

Clum. Yes, I do love dearly to be drunk once a year or so, tis good for my bodily health. But do you never drink!

Cap. No, sir Noble, that is not my province, you know: I mind dancing altogether.

Clam. Nor you! cant you drink, ha!

Saunt. No, I make love and sing to ladies.

Clum. Whores to my knowledge, arrant rank, common whores. A pox on your woman of quality that you carried me to in the Mall.

Tru. Why, what was the matter, sir Noble!

Clum. By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown strumpet, with a running-bawd instead of a waiting-woman; a great deal of paint, variety of old clothes, and nothing to eat.

Lady Squ. O dear, let me die, if that was not extravagantly pleasant.

Tru. I believe sir Noble is much in the right; for I never came near these giddy, intriguing blockheads, but they were talking of love and ladies; nor ever met with a hackney stripping whore that did not know em.

Cap. Ned Valentine, I have a kindness to beg of you.

Val. Sir, you may command me any thing.

Cap. Why, you must know I am in love with Camilla.

Val. Very good.

Cap. Now I would have you speak to Frank Goodvile, not to make love to her as he does, ifaith I cant bear it; for, to tell you the truth ont, I intend to marry her; I catched him at it but now: faith it made my heart ache, never stir if it did not.

Val. In troth, sir, tis very uncivil. Truman, this Goodvile has a mind to oblige us both; hes providing a wife for me too as fast as he can. Camillas his quarry now, I understand; and by that time he has played as fair a game with her, as he has done with your mistress Victoria, I may stand fair to put in for the rubbers.

Tru. Valentine, thou art upon too sure grounds for him there; Camilla has both too much wit and virtue, and each with as little affectation as the other.

Val. Jack, after this I cannot but be very free with you. I know there is some love hatching between you and his wife: both our revenge lies in thy hands; and if thou durst not thyself and me justice, Ill disown thee for ever.

Tru. See where he comes, with a heart as gay and light, as if there were nothing but honesty in it.

Enter GOODVILE, singing.

When beauty cant move, and our passions grow cold,
Wine still keeps its charms, and we drink when were old.

Good. — Jack Truman, yonder have I and Victoria been laughing at thee till we were weary. She swears thou art so very modest, she would not for all the world marry thee, for fear of spoiling that virtue.

Tru. Nay, then I doubt I have lost her for ever; for if she complains of my modesty, she has found a fault which I never thought I had been guilty of before.

Good. But that is a quality, which though they hate ever so much in a gallant, they are apt for many reasons to value in a husband: fear not, dissimulation is the natural adjunct of their sex; and I would no more despair of a woman, though she swore she hated me, than I would believe her, though she swore she loved me.

Enter Lady SQUEAMISH and the rest of the Company, with the Fiddles.

Lady Squ. Oh a country dance, a country dance! Mr. Caper, where are you? you shall dance with madam Camilla. Mr. Saunter, wait, on Victoria; Mr. Goodvile, your humble servant. Dear Mr. Truman, wont you oblige me! Madam Goodvile — ha, ha, ha! Ill swear I had utterly forgotten Mr. Valentine.

Val. Your ladyship knows me to be a civil person; if you please, Ill keep good orders.
[All take out the women.

Mal. Faith Ned do, and Ill keep the music in tune: away with it: [Music plays.] Hold, hold — what insufferable rascals are these! why ye scurvy, thrashing, scraping mongrels, ye make a worse noise than crampt hedge-hogs. An old gouty dancing-master, that teaches to dance with his spectacles on, makes better music on his  cracked kit— Sdeath, ye dogs, cant you play now as a gentleman sings? ha — 

Good. Sir, will you never leave this nauseous humour of yours! I can never be with you but I must be forced to use you ill, or endure the perpetual torment of your impertinence.

Mal. Well, sir, I have done, sir, I have done: but tis very hard a man cant be permitted to shew his parts. Sdeath, Frank, dost thou think thou understandest music?

Good. Sir, I understand it so well, that I wont have it interrupted in my company by you.

Mal. I am glad ont with all my heart; I never thought you had understood any thing before — I think there I was pretty even with you.

Good. Sauciness and ill-manners are so much your province, that nothing but kicking is fit for you.

Mal. Sir, you may use your pleasure; but I care no more for being kicked, than you do for kicking. But prythee, Frank, why should you be out of humour so! The devil take me, if I shall not give thee such a jerk presently will make thee angry indeed.

Lady Squ. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, how can you be so ill-natured! Ill swear, Mr. Malagene is in the right. These people have no manners in the least, play not at all to dancing: but I vow he himself sings a tune extreme prettily.

Good. Death, hell and the devil, how am I teazed! I shall have no opportunity to pursue my business with Camilla: I must remove this troublesome coxcomb, and that perhaps may put a stop at least to her impertinence. [Aside.

Lady Squ. Mr. Truman, Mr. Goodvile and ladies, I beseech you do me the favour to hear Mr. Malagene sing a Scotch song: Ill swear I am a strange admirer of Scotch songs, they are the prettiest, soft, melting, gentle, harmless things — 

Saunt. By dad, and so they are. — In January last — 
[Sings.

Val. Deliver us! a Scotch song! I hate it worse than a Scotch bagpipe, which even the bears are grown weary of, and have better music. I wish I could see her ladyship dance a Scotch jig to one of em.

Mal. I must needs beg your ladyships pardon. I have forgotten the last new Scotch song: but if you please Ill entertain you with one of another nature, which I am apt to believe will be as pleasant.

Lady Squ. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eternally obliging me. [Malagene sings an Irish Cronon.

Mal. Well, madam, how like you it, madam, ha?

Lady Squ. Really it is very pretty now — the prettiest, odd, out-of-the-way notes. Dont you admire it strangely?

Mal. Ill assure your ladyship I learnt it of an Irish musician thats lately come over, and intend to present it to an author of my acquaintance, to put it in his next play.

Lady Squ. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentine! I would have you learn it for a serenade to your mistress — ha, ha, ha!

Val. My page, madam, is docible, and has a pretty voice, he shall learn it, if you please; and if your ladyship has any further service for him — 

Lady Squ. Ah Lord, wit, wit, wit, as I live! Come lets dance.

Tru. Valentine, thou art something too rough; I am afraid her ladyship will he revenged: I see mischief in her eyes: tis safer provoking a Lancashire witch, than an old mistress; and she is as violent in her malice too.

Good. Malagene, a word with you — hark ye, come hither. [Goes to the door

Mal. Well, Frank, whats the business now! I am clearly for mischief: shall I break the fiddles, and turn the rascals out of doors!

Good. No, sir; but Ill be so civil to turn you Out of doors. Nay, sir, no struggling; I have footmen within.

Mal. Whoo! prythee whats all this for! What a pox, I know my lady well enough for a silly, affected, fantastical gipsy: I did all this but opurpose to shew her — let me alone, Ill abuse her worse.

Good. No, sir, but Ill fake more care of your reputation, and turn you out to learn better manners. No resistance, as you tender your ears; but begone. ( Exit Mal.) So hes gone, and now I hope I may have some little time to myself. — Fiddles strike up. [Dame.

Tru. Thus, madam, yon freely enjoy all the pleasures of a single life, and ease yourself of that wretched formal austerity which commonly attends a married one.

Mrs. Good. Who would not hate to be one of those simpering saints, that enter into marriage as they would go into a nunnery, where they keep very strict to their devotion for a-while, but at last turn as arrant sinners as ever they were. 

Tru. Marriages indeed should be repaired to, as commonly nunneries are, for handsome retreats and conveniences, not for prisons; where those that cannot live without em may be safe, yet sometimes venture too abroad a little.

Mrs. Good. But never, sir, without a lady abbess, or a confessor at least.

Tru. Might I, madam, have the honour to be your confessor, I should be very indulgent and lavish of absolution to so pretty a sinner.

Mrs. Good. See, Mr. Goodvile and madam Camilla I believe are at shrift already.

Tru. And poor Ned Valentine looks as pensively as if all the sins of the company were his own.

Mrs. Good. See, Mr. Caper, your mistress.

Cap. Ha, Camilla! Sir, your servant, may I have the honour to lead this lady a coranto?

Good. No, sir, death! surely I have fools that rest and harbour in my house, and they are a worse plague than bugs and moths: shall I never be quiet?

Val. Sir Noble, sir Noble, have a care of your mistress! do you see there? .

Clum. Hum — ha — where? oh — [Wakes and rises.

Saunt. Nay, faith madam, Harry Capers as pretty a fellow! Tis the wittiest rogue: he and I laugh at all the town. Harry, I shall marry her.

Clum. Marry, sir! whom will you marry, sir? you lie. Sweet-heart, come along with me, Ill marry thee myself presently.

Vict. You, sir Noble! — what dye mean? [She squeaks.

Clum. Mean! honourably, honourably, I mean honourably. These are rogues, my dear, arrant rogues. Come along — [Ex. Sir Nob and Vict.

Cap. Ha, Saunter. — 

Saunt. Ay, Caper, ha! let us follow this drunken knight.

Cap. Ifaith, and so I will — I dont value him this!
[Cuts. [Ex. Cap and Saunt.

Lady Squ. Ha, ha, ha! well, Ill swear my cousin, sir Noble, is a strange pleasant creature. Dear madam, let us follow and see the sport. Mr. Truman, will you walk? O dear, tis violent hot.
[Ex. Lady Squ. Tru and Mrs. G.

Val. Ill withdraw too, and at some distance observe how matters are carried between Goodvile and Camilla.

Good. Are you, then, madam, resolved to ruin me? why should all that stock of beauty be thrown away on one that can never be able to deserve the gleanings of it? I love you — 

Cam. And all the sex besides. That ever any man should take such pains to forswear himself to no purpose!

Good. Nay, then theres hopes yet; if you pretend to doubt the truth of my love, tis a sign you have some inclinations at least that are my friends.

Cam. This Goodvile, I see, is one of those spruce polished fools who have so good an opinion of themselves, that they think no woman can resist em, norman of better sense despise em. Ill seem at present to comply, and try how far twill pass upon him. [Aside.

Good. Well, madam, have you considered ont? will the stone in your heart give way?

Cam. No, sir, tis full as firm and hard as ever it was.

Good. And I may then go hang or drown, or do what I will with myself? ha!

Cam. At your own discretion, sir, though I should be loth to see so proper a handsome gentleman come to an ill end.

Good. Good charitable creature! but, madam, know I can be revenged on you for this; and my revenge shall be to love you still; gloat on, and loll after you, whereer I see you; in all public meetings haunt and vex you; write lamentable sonnets on you, and so plain, that every fop that sings em shall know tis you I mean.

Cam. So sir, this is something: could not you as well have told me you had been very ill-natured at first? you did not know how far it might have wrought upon me; besides, tis a thousand times better than vowing and bowing, and making a deal of love and noise, and all to as little purpose as any thing you say else.

Good. Right exquisite tyrant! Ill set a watch and guard so strict upon you, you shall not entertain a well-dressed fool in private, but Ill know it; then in a lewd lampoon publish it to the town; till you shall repent, and curse the hour you ever saw me.

Cam. Ah, would I could, ill-natured, cruel man! Good, Ha, hows that? am I then mistaken? and have I wronged you all this while? I ask ten thousand pardons; curst damned sot that I was! I have ruined myself now for ever.

Cam. Well, sir, should I now forgive you all, could you consent to wrong your lady so far? you have not yet been married a full year; how must I then suspect your love to me, that can so soon forget your faith to her?

Good. Oh madam, what do you do? the name of a wife to a man in love is worse than cold water in a fever; tis enough to strike the distemper to my heart, and kill me quite: my lady, quoth-a!

Cam. Besides, Valentine you know is your friend.

Good. I grant it, lie is so; a friend is a thing I love to eat and drink and laugh withal: nay, more, I would on a good occasion Ipse my life for my friend, but not my pleasure. Say when and where it shall be.

Cam. Never; I dare not.

Good. You must by and by when tis a little darker, in the left-hand walk, in the lowest garden.

Cam. I wont promise you; cant you trust my good? nature?

Good. Charming creature, I do: now if I can but make up the match between Truman and Victoria, my hopes are completed.

Cam. Haste! haste! away sir, I see Valentine coming, [Exit Good, Enter VALENTINE.

Val. Madam, you are extremely merry; I am glad Mr. Goodvile has left you in so good a humour.

Cam. Ay, sir, and what may please you more, he is parted hence in as good a humour as he has left me here, Enter Lady SQUEAMISH, BRIDGET at the Door.

Lady Squ. Valentine and Camilla alone together! now for an opportunity to be revenged! ah, how I love malice!

Val. Ungratefullest of women!

Cam. Foolishest of men! can you be so very silly to be jealous? for I find you are so: what have you ever observed since first your knowledge of me, that might persuade you I should ever grow fond of a man, as notoriously false to all women, as you ate unworthy of me?

Lady Squ. Has Valentine been false to her too? nay, then there is some pleasure left yet, to think I am not the only woman that has suffered by his baseness.
[Aside.

Val. What then, Ill warrant you were alone together half au hour only for a little harmless raillery or so? an honour I could never obtain without bard suit and humble supplication.

Cam. Alas! how very politic you are grown! you would pretend displeasure to try your power. No — I shall henceforth think you never had a good opinion of me; but that your love was at first as ill-grounded, as your fantastical jealousy is now.

Val. What specious pretence can you urge? (I know a woman can never be without one;) come, I am easy and good-natured, willing to believe and he deceived — what, not a word!

Cam. Though I can hardly descend to satisfy your distrust, for which I hardly value you, and almost hate you; yet to torment you farther, know I did discourse with him, and of love too; nay more, granted him an appointment, but one I never meant to keep, and promised it only to get rid of him. This is more than I am obliged to tell you, but that I wanted such an opportunity as this to check your pretences, which I found too unruly to be kept at a distance.

Val. Though I had some reason to be in doubt, yet this true resentment and just proceeding has convinced me: for Goodvile is a man I have little reason to trust, as will appear hereafter, and twas my knowledge of his baseness made me run into so mean a distrust of you; but forgive me this, and when I fail again, discard me for ever.

Cam. Yes: but the next time I shall happen to discourse with a gentleman in private, I shall have you listening at the door, or eavesdropping under the window. What, distrust your friend, the honourable worthy Mr. Goodvile! fy, how can you be so ungenerous?

Val. There is not such another hypocrite in the world: he never made love but to delude, nor friendship but for his ends: — even his own kinswoman and charge, Victoria, he has long since corrupted, and now would put her on his best friend Truman for a wife.

Cam. I cannot but laugh to think how easily he swallowed the cheat: he could not be more transported at possession, than he was with expectation; and he went away in a greater triumph than if he bad conquered the Indies:

Val. Where did you promise him?

Cam. In the left-hand walk in the lower garden Lady Squ. So, in the left-hand walk in the lower garden; I heard that. But Mr. Valentine, you may chance to meet another there: let me die, this is pleasant. [Aside.

Val. And when?

Cam. Anon, when it begins to grow dark.

Lady Squ. Enough, I know the time and place; and madam Camilla, I shall make bold to cheat you of your lover to-night. Alas, poor inconsiderable creature, how this makes me loath her. [Aside.

Cam. Now would this news be more welcome to her ladyship madam Squeamish, than a new fashion, a new dance, or a new song. How many visits would she make on the occasion! not a family in town would be at rest for her till she had made it a jest, from the mother of the maids, to the attorneys wife in Holborn.

Val. But for some private reasons I would have it kept from her, and from madam Goodvile too. There are affairs to be carried on to-night, which the least Accident may interrupt. — Besides, I have thought upont, and will so contrive the matter, that Goodvile shall keep his assignation, and her ladyship herself supply the place of the much-expected charming Camilla.

Cam. But would you, sir, do me such an injury as to make me break my word with Mr. Goodvile? that were inhuman.

Val. Good conscionable creature, have patience, and dont you think of paying debts too fast; theres an account yet between you and I which must be made even, and I think I had best secure it now I have you in my custody.

Cam. Ay, but sir, if I part with any thing, I shall expect to have something to shew fort.

Val. Nay, if I dont offer as lusty security and conditions as any man, let me lose all I lay claim to, thats fair. [Exeunt, Lady Squ. So, are they gone? Now let me but live if this intrigue be not extremely surprising. Bridget, go home, and fetch me the morning-gown I had last made in imitation of Camillas, for perhaps I shall go a masquerading to-night, or it may be not; but fetch it nevertheless.

Brid. Madam, wont the other serve? you may remember you left it at my lady Foploves tother night; thats nearer.

Lady Squ. Impertinent creature! and wouldst thou have me appear in it twice? Do as I bid you, I say; and dye hear, bring me a mask with an amber-bead, for I fear I may have fits to-night.

Brid. I never knew her without fantastical ones, I am sure, for they cost me many a weary errand. [Exit.

Enter VICTORIA.

Lady Squ. Oh my dear Victoria! the most unlooked-for happiness! the pleasantest accident! the strangest discovery! the very thought of it were enough to cure melancholy. Valentine and Camilla, Camilla and Valentine, ha, ha, ha!

Vict. Dear madam, what ist so transports you?

Lady Squ. Nay, tis too precious to be communicated: hold me, hold me, or I shall die with laughter — ha, ha, ha! Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Camilla — ha, ha, ha! O dear, my hearts broke.

Vict. Good madam, refrain your mirth a little, and let me know the story, that I may have a share in it.

Lady Squ. An assignation! an assignation to-night in the lower garden; by strong good fortune I overheard it all just now but to think on tho pleasant consequence that will happen, drives me into an excess of joy beyond all sufferance.

Vict. Madam, in all probability the pleasantest consequence is like to be theirs, if any bodys; and I cannot guess how it should touch your ladyship in the least.

Lady Squ. O Lord, how can you be so dull? Why, at the very hour and place appointed will I meet Valentine in Camillas stead, before she can be there herself; then when she comes, expose her infamy to all the world, till I have thoroughly revenged myself for all the base injuries her lover has done me.

Vic. But, madam, can you endure to be so malicious?

Lady Squ. That, thats the dear pleasure of the thing; for I vow Id sooner die ten thousand deaths, if I thought I should hazard the least temptation to the prejudice of my honour.

Vic. But why should your ladyship run into the mouth of danger? Who knows what scurvy lurking devil may stand in readiness, and seize your virtue before you are aware of him?

Lady Squ. Temptation? No, Id have you know I scorn temptation: I durst trust myself in a convent amongst a kennel of crammed friars: besides, that ungrateful ill-bred fellow Valentine is my mortal aversion, more odious to me than foul weather on a May-day, or ill smell in a morning.

Vic. Nay, now, madam, you are too violent.

Lady Squ. Too violent! I would not keep a waiting-woman that should commend any one thing about him: dear Victoria, urge nothing in his behalf; for, if you do, you lose my friendship for ever; though I swear he was a fine person once, before he was spoiled.

Vic. I am sure your ladyship had the best share in his spoiling then. [Aside.

Lady Squ. No, were I inclined to entertain addresses, I assure you I need not want for servants; for I swear I am so perplexed with billet-doux every day, I know not which way to turn myself: besides, theres no fidelity, no honour in mankind. Oh, dear Victoria I whatever you do, never let love come near your heart: though really I think true love is the greatest pleasure in the world.

Vic. Would I had never known love; my honour had not then lain at the mercy of so ungrateful a wretch as Good vile, who now has certainly abandoned and forgotten me.

Lady Squ. Well, certainly I am the most unsteady, restless, humoursome woman breathing: now I am so transported at the thoughts of what I have designed, that I long till the hour comes, with more impatience than — Ill swear I know not what to say — Dear Victoria, ten thousand adieus Wish me good success — Yet, now I think ont, Ill stay a little longer — Ill swear I must hot neither — Well! Ill go — No, Ill stay — Well, Im resolved neither to stand still — sit still nor lie still — nor hare one thought at rest till the business be over — Ill swear Im a strange creature.

[Exit LADY SQUEAMISH.

Vic. Farewell, whirligig.

Enter GOODVILE.

Good. Victoria here! to meet with an old mistress when a man is in pursuit of a fresh one, is a worse omen than a hare in a journey. Ill step aside this way till shes past me; so farewell Fubb. [Makes mouths. Exit VICT.] Now for the lovely kind yielding Camilla! how I long for the happy hour! swelling burning breasts, dying eyes, balmy lips, trembling joints, millions of kisses, and unspeakable joys wait for me.

Enter TRUMAN and VALENTINE.

Well, gentlemen, now you have left the ladies, I hope there may be room near your hearts for a bottle or two.

Tru. Dear Goodvile, thou art too powerful to be denied any thing. Tis a fine cool evening, and a swift glass or two now were seasonable and refreshing, to wash away the toil and fatigue of the day.

Val. After a man has been disturbed with the public impertinences and follies he meets withal abroad, he ought to recompense himself with a friend and a bottle in private at night.

Good. Spoken like men that deserve the life you enjoy. Ill in before, and put all things in readiness. [Exit GOODVILE.

Val. This worthy person, for his honesty and sobriety, would have made a very good Dutch burgomaster: but he is as damnable an English friend and gentleman, as one would wish to meet withal.

Tru. Valentine, thou art too much concerned at him: methinks Camillas justice, and the pleasant cheat she has put upon him, should rather make thee despise and laugh at him as I do.

Val. Truman, thou indeed hast reason: and when I shall know the happy success of the revenge thou hast in store for him, I may do myself and him that justice as to scorn him, but am too angry yet.

Tru. Then to give thee ease, for I dare trust thee, know this very night I. also have an assignation with his wife in the grotto at the upper end of the garden, the opposite walk to that where he expects to meet Camilla.

Val. Then I am at rest; lets in. I have nothing else to do but take care so to finish him, as that you shall fear no interruption: at least he will be so full of his expectation of Camilla, that hell never dream in what posture his own affairs stand in another place.

Tru. Away then; and may good luck attend us: ere yet two hours are past his wifes my own. Methinks already in that secure dark private grotto,
Close in my arms, and languishing she lies,
With dying looks, short breath, and wishing eyes;
And the supine dull cuckold nothing spies. [Exeunt 


ACT. IV.

SCENE I. Night. — A GARDEN.

Enter GOODVILE at one door; MRS. GOODVILE and LETTICE following her at the other.

Good. So, I think I came off in good time: hold, now for Camilla: by Jove, I think I am little better than drunk. Hah! whos there? Victoria as I live; nay, it must be she, as I said before. The poor gipsys jealous; has had some intimation of my appointment with Camilla: Ill loof off, and observe; which way she steers.

Mrs. Good. Lettice, I fear thats Mr. Goodviles voice: whatever you do, if any cross accident happens, be sure you call me Victoria.

Good. Ay, ay, tis Victoria! vigilant devil! but Ill take this way, and wait at the lower end of the walk.

Mrs. Good. Lettice, look well round you that, nobody see us, and then follow me. [Exeunt.

Enter TRUMAN.

Tru. Thus far all is well. How I pity poor Valentine! yonder is he plying bumpers, as they call them, more furiously than a foreign minister, that comes into England to drink for the honour of his country. I have waited something long though; who comes here?

Enter LETTICE.

Let. Tis I, sir, your servant Lettice.

Tru. My little good-natured agent, ist you? Wheres thy lady? shes too cruel to let a poor lover languish here so long in expectation: it looks as if she rather meant to make a trial of my patience, than my love: is she coming?

Let. Well, I swear (as my Lady Squeamish says) you are a strange creature. But Ill go and tell her; though Ill vow I utterly disown having any hand in the business; and if any ill comes of it, tis none of my fault.

Tru. No, no, not in the least. Prythee dispatch. Hows this! more company! who comes there?

Enter VALENTINE.

Val. Tis I, Jack Truman; your friend Valentine.

Tru. My dear encourager of iniquity, what news? wheres Goodvile?

Val. No matter for Goodvile; here comes your mistress.

Enter MRS. GOODVILE, VALENTINE retires.

Tru. Now, now, now! what the devil ails me? how I shall quake and tremble? — Madam, dear madam, where are you?

Mrs. Good. Mr. Truman, ist your voice? Lettice, you may go again if you will — [Exit LETTICE.] Well, sir; Ill vow, sir, had it not been that I hate to break my word, I would not have ventured abroad this cold damp evening for a world.

Tru. Ill warrant you, madam, while you are in my possession, no cold shall hurt you: Come, shall we withdraw to the grotto?

Mrs. Good. Withdraw to the grotto? bless me, sir! what do you mean? Ill swear you make my heart ache.

Tru. Oh, madam! I have the best cure for the passion of the heart in the world. I have tried it, madam, tis probatum; come, come, lets retire — Do, make a disturbance, and ruin yourself and me, do!

Mrs. Good. Nay, Ill swear, sir, you are unsufferably rude; you had best make a noise and alarm my husband, you had; for, hang me, I shall cry out.

Tru. No, no, Im sure you wont complain before you are hurt; and Ill use you so gently — hark! dont you hear, theres somebody coming.

Mrs. Good. Where, where, where? if we are seen, we are undone for ever. Well, Ill never give you such an advantage again.

Tru. Im sure you would not, if I should let slip this. Come, come, delays are dangerous, and I can endure them no longer.

Mrs. Good. Ah Lord, you kill me? what will become of me — ah — [Carries her in.

Val. Nay, faith, madam, your condition is something desperate, thats certain. Tis a pretty employment I am like to have here; but it is for the sake of my friend and my revenge: and two dearer arguments there cannot be to persuade me to any thing.

Enter MALAGENE at some distance.

Mala. So, Jack Truman and madam Goodvile have ordered matters pretty well; Ill say that for my kinswoman, she lays about her handsomely. But certainly I hear another voice this way: Ill withdraw once again, there may be more sport yet.

Val. That should be Goodvile: Ill step behind this tree, and see how he and her ladyship behave themselves. This is like to be a night of as civil business, as I have known a great while.

Enter GOODVILE.

Good. Death and the devil! how that puny rogue Valentine has soused me? if I should have overstaid the time now, and missed of my appointment with Camilla — Truman is reeled home, thats certain; and Valentine, I believe, has followed him by this time. Camilla, dear, lovely, kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou?

Enter LADY SQUEAMISH.

Lady Squ. That must be Valentine; nay, Im sure it is he! how sneakingly will he look when he shall find his mistake? but Ill take care, if possible, that no such thing shall happen; so mine be the pleasure, and Camillas the scandal; Ill rush by him through the walk into the wilderness.
[Runs across the walk.

Good. That must be she: how softly she flew along, as if she feared to be too late, loosely attired, and fit for joys! now all the power of love and good fortune direct me. [Exit.

Val. So, thanks to our stars, hes safe; though, a pox ont, methinks this dry pimping is but a scurvy employment. Had I but a sister or kinswoman of his to keep doing withal, there were some comfort in it, but here comes Truman and the lady; I must not be seen. [Exit.

Enter TRUMAN and Mrs. GOODVILE.

Tru. You shall not go: come but back a little, I have something more to tell you that nearly concerns us both: besides, Mr. Goodvile is in the garden; and if he should chance to meet us, what excuse could we make to him?

Mrs. Good. But will you promise me Victoria shall never rob me of your heart? she does not deserve it, I am sure, half so well as I.

Tru. Kind tender-hearted creature, I know it; nor shall she ever come so near it, as to know that I have one alas! we talk too long. [Noise.] I hear company coming, we shall be surprised and disappointed, and then I am undone.

Mrs. Good. Ill swear you make me tremble every joint of me: what would you have me do?

Tru. See, see, who are yonder?

[Exeunt TRUMAN and MRS. GOODVILE.

Enter GOODVILE: and LADY SQUEAMISH.

Good. What a feast of delight have I had! surely she was born only to make me happy! her natural and unexperienced tenderness exceeded practised charms: dear, blest, lovely Camilla, oh! my joys.

Lady Squ. Ha, ha, ha!

Good. Hows this? my Lady Squeamish! death and the devil.

Lady Squ. Truly, sweet Mr. Valentine, the same. Now, sir, I hope — Uh gad! Mr. Goodvile!
[They stare at each other.

Good. Have I been mumbling an old kite all this while instead of my young partridge? a pox of my depraved palate, that could distinguish no better.

Lady Squ. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what ails you! — This was an unexpected adventure; but let me die, it is very pleasant, ha, ha, ha!

Good. A pox on the pleasures, and you too, I say.

Lady Squ. This malicious devil Camilla has overreached me: well, Mr. Goodvile, you are the worthiest person; had I an only daughter, I durst trust her with you, you are so very civil. — Well, innocence is the greatest happiness in the world.

Good. Right, madam, it is so, and you know we have been very innocent; done no harm in the world, not we.

Lady Squ. The censorious world, if they knew of this accident, I know would be apt enough to speak reproachfully; but so long as I myself am satisfied in the integrity of my honour, the world is a thing I defy and scorn.

Good. Very philosophically spoken: — But, madam, so long as the world is to be a stranger to our happiness, why should we deny ourselves the second pleasure of congratulation?

Lady Squ. Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, you cannot say that you have had the least advantage over my frailty: well, what might have happened, if the strict severity of both our virtues had not secured us?

Good. This affected impudence of hers is beyond all the impertinence I ever knew her guilty of. — Virtue with a pox! I think I have reason to know her pretty well, and the devil of any virtue found I about her.

Lady Squ. But, dear sir, let us talk no more of it: though I am extremely mistaken if I saw not Mr. Valentine enter the garden before me, and am as much mistaken if a lady was not with him too.

Good. Hell and confusion! that must be Victoria: I thought indeed I saw her, but being hot-headed, and apprehending she came with a malicious design of discovering me, avoided her false to me with Valentine?

Lady Squ. Ill swear, Mr. Goodvile, I have long suspected an intrigue between you and Madam Victoria, and this jealousy has confirmed me; and I would not for all the world but have known it. Ha, ha, ha!

Good. Death, madam! this is beyond all sufferance — disappointed, and jilted by Camilla! abused by Victoria! and with Valentine too, Trumans friend, who I thought should have married her! — shame and infamy light upon the whole sex; may the best of them be ever suspected, and the most cautious always betrayed.

Lady Squ. Dear Mr. Goodvile, be patient: let me die, you are enough to frighten our whole sex from ever loving or trusting men again. — Lord, I would not be poor Madam Victoria to gain an empire. Ill swear if you are not more moderate, youll discompose me strangely: — how my heart beats!

Good. Patience! preach it to a galled lion — No, I am sure she is not far off, and I will find her; surprise her in the midst of her infamy and prostitution. Sdeath, madam, let me go.

Lady Squ. I will not part with you, you ill-natured creature; you shall not go — I vow, Ill cry a rape if you offer to stir Oh my heart, heres Malagene.

Enter MALAGENE singing, Frank, Frank, Frank, &c.

Mala. Why how now, Frank, what a pox, out of humour? why, madam, what have you done to him? what have you done to him, madam? Lord how he looks! why, Frank, I say, prythee bear up.

Good. Hark you, dog, fool, coxcomb, hold that impertinent impudent tongue of yours, or Ill cut it out; sdeath, you buffoon, I wilt.

Mala. No, but hark you, dear heart, good words, good words, do you hear, or I shall publish; by my soul, joy, I shall.

Good. How am I continually plagued with rogues and owls! Ill set my house o fire, rather than have it haunted and pestered by such vermin.

Mala. Faith, Frank, do: I have not seen a house o fire this great while; it would be a pretty frolic, prythee let us about it presently.

Lady Squ. Dear Mr. Goodvile, you shall be persuaded; dont run yourself into danger thus rashly.

Good. Do you hear then, Monsieur Pimponio; as you expect to live a quiet hour, run in and call for some lights, and return with them instantly.

Mala. Say no more, dear heart, Ill dot; if mischief comes not of this, the devils int — but, dear Frank, stay till I come again, Ill be back in a trice; take tother turn with her ladyship into the wilderness; or any thing. [Exit MALAGENE.

Lady Squ. Let me not live, this Mr. Malagene is a very obliging person, and methinks, Mr. Goodvile, you use him too severely.

Good. I wish, madam, he may deserve that character of you: he is one of those worldlings you were speaking of, that are apt to talk reproachfully; and, I believe, knows all that has passed between us to night, for he has a shrewd discerning judgment in these matters.

Lady Squ. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what can he say of me I defy even envy itself to do me or my honour any prejudice: though I wish I had let this frolic alone to-night.

Good. Frolic, with a pox! if these be her frolics, what the devil is she when she is in earnest? O, he returns with the lights! Look who are these; by Heaven the same.

Enter TRUMAN and MRS. GOODVILE.

Tru. Gently, gently, madam, for fear of an ambuscade; I wonder I hear nothing from Ned Valentine since.

Mrs. Good. See, see, sir, heres Mr. Goodvile; haste, haste down the other walk, or we are ruined.

Tru. Fear not, trust all to my conduct. [Exit.

[As MRS. GOODVILE is going away, GOOD- VILE catches hold of her gown — she claps on her masque.

Good. Stay, Madam Victoria; nay you may stay, tis in vain to fly, I have discovered all your falsehood, I have: was mine a passion to be thus abused? I who have given you all my heart! perfidious false woman! — is your lover too ashamed or afraid to show himself? where is he? why comes he not forth?

Enter TRUMAN.

Tru. Here I am, sir.

Good. Ha, Truman!
[MRS. GOODVILE gets loose and exit.

Tru. Yes, sir, the same; ready both to acknowledge and justify my being here with Victoria, which I thought, sir, might have been allowed without any offence to Mr. Goodvile. That she is innocent as to any thing on my part I am ready with my sword to make good; but sir, I wear, it too to do my own honour justice, and to demand of you on what grounds you appear so highly concerned for a woman you were pleased to commend to your friend for a wife?

Good. Concerned, sir! have I not reason to be concerned for the honour of my family? for a kinswoman under my charge to be abroad and alone with a gentleman at this unseasonable hour, might alarm a man less tender of his reputation than I am.

Tru. Sir, this excuse wont serve my turn; nor am I so blind as not to be sensible, which I before suspected, that Victoria has been long your mistress. — A pox of the honour of your family? you had given her all your heart, you said; and your passion was not a thing to be thus abused: nor, sir, is my honour.

Good. No, but dear Jack Truman, thou art my friend.

Tru. You would have made me believe so indeed; but the daubing was too coarse, and the artificial face appeared too plain. — One would have thought, sir, that you who keep a general decoy here for fools and coxcombs, might have found one to have recompensed a cast mistress withal, and not have endeavoured the betraying the honour of a gentleman and your friend. But, sir, I am glad I have heard it from your own mouth: I hope it will not be esteemed much ill-nature in me, if worthy Mr. Malagene and I join forces to publish a little, as he calls it.

Mala. [who has re-entered] Faith, Jack Truman, with all my heart; now I have him on my side, I dare say any thing [aside. — Frank Goodvile — pugh.

Goodvile. Sir, I shall require a better account of this hereafter.

Lady Squ. Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr. Goodvile? now happened this difference? — Ill swear Im strangely surprised.

Tru. Your ladyship I suppose, can best give an account how matters are with him: I am apt to believe he has been very free with you.

Lady Squ. Dear sir, what do you mean? Ill swear you are a scandalous person.

Good. Sir, since you are so rough, be pleased not to concern yourself with the honour of this lady; you may have enough to do, if you dare justify your own to-morrow.

Tru. If I dare; — nay sir, since you question it, Ill convince you presently; — Draw. [They fight.

Enter VALENTINE.

Val. Hold, hold, whats the matter here? — Jack Truman, Frank Goodvile, for shame put up.

Enter MRS. GOODVILE.

Mrs. Good. Where is this perfidious false man? where is Mr. Goodvile? so, sir, I have found now the original of all my misfortunes: I have a rival it seems; Victoria, the happy Victoria possesses all my joys; what, have you been fighting too for the honour of your mistress? here, come kill me; would I had been laid in my grave, ere I had known thy odious polluted bed.

Good. Sdeath, I thought she had been in her chamber this hour at least:— Tis true, my dear, I must own a kindness for Victoria, as my kinswoman; but Mrs. Good. How I dare you own it? and to my face too? matchless impudence? let me come at him, that I may tear out those hot, lascivious glowing eyes that wander after every beauty in their way; O that I could blast him with a look! — was my love so despicable, to be abandoned for Victoria! the thought of it makes me mad: Ill endure it no longer, I will have revenge, Or I will die! oh!

Tru. Delicate dissimulation! how I love her!
[Aside.

Good. Dear madam, hear me speak — madam, I say that — 

Mrs. Good. I know you cannot want an excuse; dissimulation and falsehood have been your practice: — but that you should wrong me with Victoria, a woman that for the sake of your relation I had made my friend, (for every thing that was allied to you was dear to me) is an injury so great, that it distracts my reason — I could pardon any thing but my wronged love. Let me be gone; send me to a nunnery; confine me to a charnel-house, vile ungrateful wretch! any thing but thy presence I can endure.

Good. Is there every way so damned a creature as a wife? — Lord, madam, do you know what you do?

Mrs. Good. Ill warrant it, you would persuade me I am mad: would I had been born a fool! I might then have been happy; patiently have passed over the many tedious nights I have endured in your absence; contented myself with prayers for your safety.

Mala. O Lord; prayers!

Mrs. Good. When you, in the very instant, were languishing in the arms of a prostitute.

Good. Lord, madam, I thought you had been in your chamber now. Curse on her, what shall I do! [Aside.

Mrs. Good. Tis a sign you believed me safe enough; you would not certainly else have the impudence to have brought a new mistress under my nose; I see there how guilty she stands — have you a stomach so hot that it can digest carrion, that has been buzzed about and blown upon by all the Dies in the town? or was it the fantasticalness of your appetite, to try how so coarse a dish would relish, after being cloyed with better feeding? — Nay, sir, I have been informed of all.

Val. Has then your virtuous ladyship been taking a little love and air with Mr. Goodvile this evening?

[To LADY SQUEAMISH.

Good. Well, she has dealt with the devil, thats certain; — a pox ont, I see theres no living for me on this side of the world Go, let the coach be made ready; Ill into the country.

Mrs. Good. Nay, sir, I know my presence has always been uneasy to you: day and night you are from me, or if ever you come home, tis with an aching head and heavy heart, which Victoria only has charms enough to cure. This in the first year of our marriage! nay, and to own it, proclaim your own falsehood, and my disgraceful injury, in the face of the world, when Malagene too, the trumpet of all the scandal in town, was by to be a witness; twas very discreetly done, and doubtless would be a secret long.

Good. Whirr, — nay, since it is so, what the devil should I strive to smother my good actions — well, if you will have it so, Madam Victoria has been my mistress, is my mistress, and shall be my mistress, and what a pox would you have more? and so good bye to you.

Enter SIR NOBLE CLUMSEY, CAPER, and SAUNTER.

Clum. Hows this! whos that speaks dishonourably of my love, and lady that shall be, Victoria? Before George shes a queen, and whoever says to the contrary, Ill first make him eat my sword, and then beat out his teeth with the hilt of it.

Cap. Oh! dear madam, yonders all the town in masquerade; wont you walk in? theyll be gone if they see no company; Jack Truman, dear Jack, prythee go and take one frisk: — as I hope to be saved, there are three or four of the finest ladies the delicatest shaped women; I am sure I know them all.

Tru. Sir, I wish you good fortune, but I dare not venture, you know my temper; I shall be very boisterous, and mistake them for whores, though if they be of your acquaintance, I know they must be of quality.

Cap. Igad, and so they are; but mum for that; — one of them is she that gave me this ring; and the other presented me with a gold enamelled watch could not cost less than thirty guineas; trifles Jack, which I have the fortune to meet withal sometimes.

Saun. Nay, sir, you must not come off so — Victoria your mistress!

Good. Yes, sir, and how are you concerned at it?

Saun. Nay sir, I can be as civil as any body — Victoria your mistress!

Good. Sdeath, you coxcomb, mind your singing, do you hear? and play the fool by yourself, or — .

Saun. Sing sir, so I can, Fa, la, la, la, &c.
Victoria your mistress!

Good. Yes sir, I say my mistress.

Clum. Ounds, then draw.

Val. Hold, Sir Noble, you are too furious; whats the matter?

Cap. Why how now, Saunter? how dost do dear heart? sir, this gentlemans my friend, and — 

Good. Was ever man so overwhelmed with fools and blockheads? why, you ill-ordered, addle-pated, waddling brace of puppies you fool, in the first place sing and be safe — and you slight grasshopper, dance and divert me: dance, sirrah, do you hear?

Cap. Dance sir, and so I think I can, sir, and fence, and play at tennis, and make love, and fold up a billet-doux, or any thing better than you, sir, dance quoth-a — there, sir.

Mrs. Good. Nay, Sir Noble, not only so, but owned and boasted of it to my face. Told me — 

Clum. Soul of my honour, tis unpardonable; and Ill eat his heart fort.

Good. Dear raw-head and bloody-bones, be patient a little. — See, see, you beagles, game for you, fresh game; that great towser has started it already? on, on, on, halloo, halloo, halloo.
[Thrusts them at his wife, and exit.

Lady Squ. But, dear Mr. Caper, masqueraders did you say! Ill swear Ill among them; shall I not have your company? Oh! dear masqueraders! Ill vow I can stay no longer. [Exit hastily.

Val. Curse on her, shes gone, and has prevented me — Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my lady, call you? Shes gone to the masqueraders; for shame, follow her: shell take it ill you did not wait on her.

Saun. Faith, Caper, and so she will. Well, I am resolved to marry Victoria for fear of the worst madam, your most devoted servant: I hope our difference with Mr. Goodvile to-night Mrs. Good. Dear sir, it needs no excuse.

Cap. My resentment, madam — 

Tru. You are too ceremonious, gentlemen, and my lady will fear she has lost you.

Cap. Dear Jack, as I told thee before, I must bring thee acquainted with those ladies.

Saun. Prythee put on a mask, and come among us, Jack, faith do.

Tru. Sirs, Ill wait on you in a moment.

Both. Dear soul, adieu. [Embracing him.
[Exeunt singing and dancing.

Tru. These coxcombs, madam, came in a good time; they were never seasonable before.

Mrs. Good. Diseases and visitations are necessary sometimes to sweep away the noisome crowds that infest and incumber the world.

Mala. As I have often said, I must publish, I must spread; and so good bye to you. [Exit.

Enter LETTICE.

Let. Oh! madam, yonders my master raving for his coach: says hell into the country presently: has given order to disperse the company; what will you do?

Mrs. Good. Let him go, twere pity to hinder him: — ha, ha, ha, into the country? Id as soon believe he would turn capuchin.

Tru. But, madam, it was inhumanly done to come yourself upon him: one would have thought that I had used him bad enough for the wise mistake he made of Victoria.

Mrs. Good. I would not have missed it for the world. Now would he come on his knees for composition; and if I do not bring him to it within these four hours.

Tru. Why, madam, what will you do?

Mrs. Good. Put on all the notorious affectations and ridiculous impertinences that ever the most eminent of our sex have studied, or the coxcombs of your sex admired; then of a sudden seem to grow fond of both those clincant fools, which I am sure he of all things loathes; yet do it too forcedly, that he himself shall find it only intended to give him vexation.

Tru. Have you then maliciously designed, in spite of nature, to keep me constant?

Mrs. Good. Which you will be sure to be.

Tru. A dozen new fresh young unseen beauties, and the devil himself in the rear of them, cannot make me otherwise; I never really loved or lived till now. There is nothing Id not wish to be, except the very husband himself, rather than lose you.

Enter VALENTINE and CAMILLA.

Val. Jack Truman!

Tru. Well, Ned, whats the matter?

Val. Treason, Truman; your being here with Mrs. Goodvile I fear is discovered; I heard some such thing whispered among the masqueraders, and Goodvile himself seems suddenly altered; I would advise you to come and show yourself, and make the best ont.

Mrs. Good. Let me alone; Ill secure all, Ill warrant you. Im sure he can have no positive proofs: Ill instantly go and put all things in a confusion, contradict all the orders he has given for going into the country; shut up myself in my chamber, and not hear a word of him till he comes upon submission; Lettice, follow me to my chamber presently. [Exit.

Tru. Right exquisite woman and wife, good luck attend thee. [Exit.

Let. Well, my lady certainly, of a young lady, knows her business, and understands the managing of a husband the best of any woman in the world: Ill swear she is an ingenious person: forty ladies now, at such an accident, would have been hurried and afraid, and the poor waiting-woman must have been sent forward and backward, and backward and forward, to hearken and inquire; but she shows all her changes in a motion.

Enter GOODVILE.

Good. How now, Lettice? wheres your lady?

Let. Within sir, in her chamber.

Good. Are you sure of it?

Let. She commanded me to follow her thither but now.

Good. Is she alone there?

Let. Aye, sir, Ill assure you she seldom desires company. But I must hasten and follow her.

Good. Stay a little, are you sure she was in the house, before this disturbance happened in the garden?

Let. Sure, sir! why I myself was at the chamber window with her, when first she heard you exclaim against Madam Victoria! Poor creature, I was afraid she would have fallen down dead on the floor: I catched her in my arms, begged her on my knees not to run out; but she would hear nothing, but in spite of force broke from me, and came hither with all that impatience and rage, the too sensible resentment of your unkindness had raised in her.

Good. Get you in presently, do you hear; and take no notice of what I have said to you, as you tender your well-being.

Let. Yes, sir; — but if I conceal a word of it, may I. never serve a London lady again, but be condemned to be A country chambermaid, and kill fleas as long as I live. [Aside.] [Exit.

Good. If I should have been in the wrong all this while, and mistaken my own dear wife for Victoria? Ah! curse on this hot head of mine! pox ont, if is impossible! Yet that mischievous rogue Malagene was all the while in the garden, and he has been at his doubts and ambiguities, and may-bes with me; — by this light — I am a cuckold, an arrant rank stinking cuckold.

Enter VICTORIA.

Vic. What will become of me! whither shall I fly to hide my misfortune? Oh! that I might never see the light again, but be for ever concealed in these shades.

Good. Dear Victoria, ist you? be free with me, were you really in the garden before to-night, or no?

Vic. I have not been out of the house since it was dark till this minute, nor had I come hither now, but that I am destitute where to conceal myself from the malicious eyes and tongues of those to whom your baseness has given an opportunity of triumphing over my misfortune and ruined honour.

Good. Be not so outrageous; Ill reconcile all yet.

Vic. Which way ist possible? By to-morrow morning your very footmen will have it in their mouths; and Malagene, that keeps an office of intelligence for all the scandal in town, will be spreading it among his coffee-house companions, and at the play whisper it to the orange-women, who shall make a fulsome jest of it to the next coxcomb that comes in half drunk, to loll and play, and be nauseously lewd with them in public.

Good. I tell thee it shall not be; Malagenes my creature, or at least henceforth Ill make him so; I have reasons for it, and to believe also that my wife, my own delicate damned wife, was the same I mistook for you in the garden to-night.

Vic. Tis true, I went at the same time to see for her in her chamber, and she was not there; but cannot believe her in the least guilty of what you seem to accuse her of.

Good. Confound her! — shes an exquisite jilt, thorough-paced, and practised in all the cunning arts and slights of falsehood: sdeath, how. I could mince her! But here comes Malagene, he knows, all, and Ill make him confess all, or Ill murder him.

Enter MALAGENE.

Well, sir, what say you to this matter?

Mala. Faith, bully, I. think my dear kinswoman has mauld you, to some purpose; Ill say this for her, she has the true blood of the Malagenes in her: tol lol dara lal,&c.

Good. What, ist you mean, fool? Be plain, and unfold yourself.

Mala. Why you must know; Frank, having a particular esteem for my family, (the nearest relation of which I would go fifty miles to see hanged) I do think her a very a — But no more, — mum, dear heart, mum, I say.

Good. Whats that you say, sir? what do you think my wife.

Mala. Aye, what, Frank? what now?

Good. Nay, sir, that you must resolve me.

Mala. Why then Ill tell thee, Frank; dost thou really think I love thee?

Good. I know youll say so, sir, because you fear me.

Mala. Then prythee do so much as lend me ten guineas for a day or two.

Good. Oh, sir, to the purpose, to the purpose, be brief.

Mala. Nay then, mum, I say again.

Good. Will you never leave vexing me with your impertinence? Must I be always forced to use you ill, to bring you to good manners?

Mala. Faith, child, I am loth to make mischief; I have been a very wicked, ill-natured, impudent fellow, thats the truth ont: but I find I lose myself by it; the very poets themselves, that were wont to stand in awe of me, care not a louse for me now; and theres not a common whore in town, but calls me rogue and rascal to my face, as impudently as if I were her pimp.

Good. Therefore, sir, resolve to turn honest, and be just to your friend.

Mala. The devil take me, Frank, if thou art not a very impertinent fellow:— know! why who should know better than yourself? ha!

Good. Here are five guineas for you, upon condition you make a full and true relation of all you have discovered this night.

Mala. Ill dot; down with your dust.

Good. What will not this rakehell do to borrow money? I knew him make love to a chambermaid till he had borrowed five pounds of her at half-a-crown a time. [Aside.

Mala. Well, Frank Goodvile, you may think as you please of me; but hang me like a dog if I am not a very honest fellow in my heart — You would have me deal freely with you, you say, in this business?

Good. I would so, sir, or I shall deal very roughly with you.

Mala. And you lent me these five guineas to that purpose?

Good. You are much in the right, sir.

Mala. Then to make short of the matter; thou art as arrant a poor silly cuckold as one would wish to drink withal, and confound me if I shall not be ashamed of thy company.

Good. Confounded whore! — Oh for a legion of devils to hurry her to hell, and that I had but the driving of them!

Mala. Nay, nay, man, since tis so, never be angry for the matter. What a pox, you thought to put the mistress upon Truman? Truman has put the cuckold upon you; Valentine has been pimp in the business; and the devil take me if I dont think myself the honestest fellow amongst you.

Vic. Now, sir, consider what a wretched thing you have made me.

Good. No more, Im thine; and here I seal my heart to thee for ever.

Mala. Well, Frank, can I serve thee any farther in this business?

Good. That, sir, is as time shall try; and to convince you how fit I think you for my purpose; I know you are a rascal not to be trusted: therefore observe it, if you offer to stir beyond the limits I set you, at that very instant Ill murder you.

Mala. Prythee talk not to me of limits and murdering; I hope you take me, sir, under the rose, for no fool: and what a pox do you think to make of me?

Good. A spaniel to hunt and set the game I mean to take: oh! Malagene, there will be mischief, Malagene, and new ripe fresh scandal to treat of: I know it is an office thou lovest, and therefore do it to oblige thee.

Mala. Ifaith, and so I do with all my heart: but, Frank, I dont know how this business will be brought about well: I have promised to meet two or three hearty old souls to-morrow at dinner, to swear and drink, and talk bawdy and treason together for an hour or two; they are all Atheists, and very honest fellows.

Good. O sir, you may be hanged in good time: but for this present occasion I must use you: Victoria, do you with all your utmost art dissemble but the least knowledge of what has happened to-night: and sir, do you keep still that lying, sneering, ugly, merry face which you always wear when you design mischief: Ill pretend this morning to pursue my design of going into the country; then when they are in the height of their pleasures and assurance of their safety, return and surprise them.

Vic. But do you believe, sir, that you can utterly abandon all sense of your past love and tenderness for a woman who has been so dear to you? you will be apt to relapse again.

Good. I will sooner return to my vomit: I am rather glad of the occasion to be rid of so troublesome, uneasy a burden: a wife after a year, like a garment that has been worn too long, hangs loose and awkwardly on a man, and grows a scandal to him that wears it.

Vic. But can you then resolve to quit and disown her forever?

Good. For ever, my Victoria! — no more, but straight go to thy chamber, and wait for the happy issue; you, sir, keep close to me. Quit her! as cheerfully as I would a shoe that wrings me. 

Then how loosely shall I move, 
Free and unbounded taste the sweets of life!
Love where I please, and know no more the strife 
Thats bred by that domestic plague calld wife.
[Exeunt.


ACT V.

SCENE I. VICTORIAS Chamber.

Enter VICTORIA.

Vic. Now I am satisfied I must be wretched! Oh love! unhappy womens curse, and mens slight game to pass their idle time at: I find too in myself the common companion of infamy, malice. Has Goodviles wife ever wronged me? Never. Why then should I conspire to betray her? No, let my revenge light wholly on that false perjured man; as he has deceived and ruined me, Ill play false with him, make myself privy to his whole design of surprising Truman and his wife together: then, like a true mistress, betray his counsels to her, that she, like a true wife, may, spite of his teeth, deceive him quite, and so I have the pleasure of seeing him a sealed, stigmatized, fond, believing cuckold; twill at least be some ease to me. Here he comes equipped and prepared for the pretended journey.
Enter GOODVILE and Boy.

Good. Go bid the coachman hasten, and get all things ready; I am uneasy till I am gone. Tis time we were set out.

The wolves have preyd, and look the gentle 
Before the wheels of Phœbus, all about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey.

Wife! adieu, dear wife. Ah, my Victoria, up already? so diligent to wish me a happy journey? Certainly my good angel is like thee, and whensoever I err, must meet me in thy shape, and with such softness smile and direct me.

Vic. As those whom 
Will with the wisp bewitches 
Through bogs, through hedges, and through ditches.

Good. No, thou hast led me out of the crooked froward road of matrimony, into the pleasant easy path of love, where I can never lose my way, and must be always happy. But wheres Malagene?

Vic. Below with Sir Noble. Whilst the butler was asleep, they stole the key from him: and there they are with the fat red-faced fiddler that plays upon the base, sitting cross-legged upon the floor, tripped to their shirts, and drinking bawdy healths.

Good. That fulsome rogue will ruin all our business. See here what I have discovered just now in the private corner of a window, (a place I suppose appointed for the purpose) I found this billet to my sweet wife. [Reads.
If GOODVILE goes out of town this morning, let me know it, that I may wait on you, and tell you the rest of my heart, for you do not know how much I love you yet. TRUMAN.

Now if I am not a cuckold, let any honest wittol judge, ha, ha, ha. How it pleases me! blood! fire! and daggers!

Vic. But, sir, what do you resolve on?

Good. As I told thee, instantly to pretend a journey out of town, and return and surprise them; for I am sure theyll not be long asunder when I am out of the way: oh! this billet is a very honest billet, and I know wont lie. But why should I spend my time in talking of what but vexes me when pleasures are so near me? come, my Victoria, take me to thy arms, a moments joy with thee would sweeten years of cares. The devil — 

Enter MRS. GOODVILE and LETTICE.

Mrs. Good. Good morning to you, sir.

Good. Good night to you, madam.

Mrs. Good. How so, sir?

Good. Why, good-night or good-morrow, tis all one; ceremony is the least thing I take care of: you see I am busy.

Mrs. Good. I must confess, considering the humble duty of a wife, tis something rude in me to interrupt you; but I hope, when you know my intentions, youll pardon me. They were only to take a civil leave of you: I find you are preparing for the country, sir.

Good. Aye! a little air will be very seasonable at present, madam; I shall grow rank else, and all the company I keep will smell me out.

Mrs. Good. Oh! what joy will fill each neighbouring village, to hear our landlords honours coming down. The bells shall jingle out of tune all day; and at night the curate of the hamlet comes in the name of the whole parish to bid his patron welcome into the country, and invite himself the next Lords day to dinner.

Good. I am glad to see you so pleasant, madam.

Mrs. Good. Then the next morning our tenants dainty daughter is sent with a present of pippins of the largest size, culled by the good old drudge her mother, which she delivers with a curtesy, and blushes in expectation of what his worship will bestow upon her.

Good. Oh, madam, let not any thoughts of that nature disturb you; I shall leave all my wanton inclinations here, and only please myself, when. I am there sometimes to contemplate your ladyships picture in the gallery.

Mrs. Good. Then come the country squires, and their dogs, the cleanlier sort of creatures of the two: straight were invited to the noble hunt, and not a deer in all the forests safe.

Good. No, madam; no horned beast shall suffer for my pleasure; I am lately grown a philosopher, madam; and find we ought not to hurt our fellow-creatures.

Mrs. Good. What is the reason that you use me thus?

Good. What ist I would not do to purchase quietness? Your injurious suspicions of me were tolerable, but the wrongs your jealousy has done Victoria — 

Mrs. Good. I jealous of Victoria! No, though my passion last night made me extravagant when I discovered you with that naughty Lady Squeamish, which I can easily forgive, if youll but promise to forget her: for I am confident it was your first transgression.

Good. Very quaint and pretty.

Mrs. Good. Yet I am too well satisfied of Victorias virtue, for shes my friend; and though I should see her in your arms, I could not harbour such a thought. No, Victoria, you must love me, and Ill love you; you shall call me your love, and Ill call you my dear, and well always go to the play together, and to the park together, and every where together; and when Mr. Goodviles out of town, well lie together.

Enter Servant.

Scr. Sir, the coach is ready.

Good. You think, madam, you have a fine easy fool to play withal, but the gayness of your face is too thin to hide the rancour of your heart; and so my dear, jocund, witty devil wife, I take my leave of you, never more from this minute to look on you.

Mrs. Good. Are you then inexorable? relentless cruel man!

Good. Good; easy-melting, kind-hearted worn an, farewell.  [Exit.

Mrs. Good. Ah wretched me!

Let. My lady swoons. Dear Madam Victoria, hasten and bring my master back again; you can do any thing with him. [Exit VICTORIA.

Mrs. Good. No, no, Lettice! let him alone, art thou sure hes gone? !

Let. I hope so, madam.

Mrs. Good. Then so soon as I am returned to my chamber, be sure you go yourself to Mr. Truman, and tell him if he has nothing else to do he may come hither to-day.

Enter VICTORIA.

Vic. There is no prevailing with him, he cries aloud his house is infected, and that no man that values his health will stay in it. My Lady Squeamish too is arrived just as he left the door; I am sure shell come in; will you see her, madam?

Mrs. Good. Oh! I am sick at the very name of her: let all the doors be barred against her, and gunpowder put under each threshold place, ready to blow her up if she but offer an entrance. Lettice, lend me your hand a little; Ill to my chamber instantly: oh my head! [Exit with LETTICE.

Vic. This management of tiers so charms me, that I can almost forget all the mischief she has done me: tis true site reproached me, but twas done so - handsomely that I doubly deserved it to have taken notice of it.

Enter LADY SQUEAMISH.

Lady Squ. O dear, Victoria, what will become of me! I am lost and undone for ever; oh I shall die, I shall die! the lord of my heart, the jewel of my soul is false to me.

Vic. What ails your ladyship? surely shes distracted.

Lady Squ. Oh Goodvile! Goodvile! the false, cruel, remorseless Goodvile! I came just as his coach was parting from the door, yet he would not speak to me, would hardly see me, but away he drove, and smiling mocked my sorrows.

Vic. Alas! her ladyship is passionate, as I live, very passionate.

Lady Squ. So Theseus left the wretched Ariadne on the shore; so fled the false Æneas from his Dido.

Vic. What could you expect less of him, madam? falsehood is his province: your ladyship should have made choice of a civil, sober, discreet person; but Goodvile you know is a spark, a very spark.

Lady Squ. That has been my ruin; it was therefore I adored him: what woman would doat on a dull melancholy ass, because she might be sure of him? No, a spark is my life, my darling, the joy of my soul. Oh how I doat on a spark? I could live and die with a spark. Victoria, I make you a confidante, and you must pardon me for robbing you of Mr. Goodvile: come, come, I know all.

Vic. Your ladyship knows more than all the world besides.

Lady Squ. And as I was saying, a spark is the dearest thing to me in the world I have had acquaintance I think with all the sparks. Well, one of them that you know was a sweet person: oh he danced and sung, and dressed to a miracle, and then he spoke French as if he had been bred all his life-time at Paris, and admired every thing that was French: besides, he would look so languishingly, and lisp so prettily when he talked; and then never wanted discourse; Ill swear he has entertained me two hours together, with the description of ah equipage.

Vic. That must needs be very charming.

Lady Squ. But Mr. Goodvile was a wit too: Oh! never had a wit before, for to speak the truth, now I think ont better, all my lovers have been a little foolish, Ill swear, ha, ha, ha!

[SIR NOBLE and MALA, at the door.

Mala. Scour, scour, scour.

Clum. Down goes the main-mast, down, down, down. [They enter.] Malagene, roar, roar, and ravish, here are punks in beaten satin, sirrah; termagant, triumphant, first-rate punks, you rogue.

Vic. How came these ruffians here?

Clum. Ruffians! do you know who you talk to, madam? I am a civil, sober, discreet person; and come particularly to embrace thy lovely body.

Mala. Look you, madam, make no noise about this matter. This is a person of quality, and a friend of mine, therefore pray be civil.

Lady Squ. Has Mr. Goodvile left no footmen at home to cudgel such fops? Fough how like drunken journeymen taylors they look?

Mala. Journeymen, madam! hold there! none of your ladyships journeymen, thats one comfort! woe to the poor devil that is, I say.

Lady Squ. Were Mr. Goodvile at home you durst not talk thus, you scandalous fellow.

Mala. Goodvile, say you — hark you, my dear, were he here in person, I would first of all decently kick him out of doors, then turn up thy keel, and discover here to thy kinsman what a leaky vessel thou art.

Clum. Why, what is that Goodvile? will be wrestle? or will he box for fifty pounds? Look you, this fellow is my pimp. Tis true, his countenance is none of the best: but hes a neat lad, and keeps good company.

Mala. Hark you, knight: youll bear me out of this business, knight: for, under the rose, I have apprehension, that this carcase of mine may suffer else.

Clum. No more of that, rogue! no mote. Take notice, good people, this civil person shall marry my sister: she is a pretty hopeful lady — truly she is not full thirteen — but she has had two children already. Odds heart.

Lady Squ. Ridiculous oaf.

Clum. Come, let us talk bawdy.

Vic. Ill call those shall talk with you presently.
[Exit VICTORIA.

Clum. Wheugh — shes gone.

Lady Squ. Beast! brute! barbarian! sot!

Clum. Oh law, my aunt! what have I done now? Madam, as I hope to be — 
[Runs against her, and almost beats her ward.

Lady Squ. Oh help; I am murdered! oh my head!

Clum. Nay, lady, that was no fault of mine: you shall see Ill keep my distance; and, as I was saying, if I have offended — 
[Reels against a table, and throws down a china jar, and several little china dishes.

Lady Squ. Oh insufferable! quickly, quickly, a porter and basket, to carry out this swine to a dung-

Clum. Look you, madam, no harm! no harm! you shall see me behave myself notably yet — as for example suppose now suppose this the door. [Goes to the door.] Very well; thus then I move [Steps forwards, and leaves his peruke on one of the hinges.
Hah, who was that? rogues! dogs! sons of whores!

Enter Servants.

1 Ser. Such as we are, sir, you shall find us at your service.

Clum. Murder, murder, murder!

Mala. When there is such odds, a man may with honour retire and steal off. [Exit MALAGENE.

Enter CAPER and SAUNTER.

Cap. Where is this rascal? this coxcomb? this fop? How dare you come hither, sir, to affront ladies and persons of quality?

Clum. Sir, your humble servant: did you see my periwig?

Cap. Sir, you are an ass; and never wore a periwig in your life: jernié, what a bush of briars and thorns is here? The mane of my Lady Squeamishs Shock is a chedreux to it.

Clum. Why, sir, I know who made it. He was an honest fellow and a barber, and one that loved music and poetry.

Saun. How, sir!

Cap. But, sir, come close to the business: how durst you treat ladies so rudely as we saw you but now? Answer to that, and tell not us of music and poetry.

Clum. Why, he had all Westminster drollery, and Oxford jests at his fingers-ends. And for the cittern, if ever Troy town were a tune, he mastered it upon that instrument, when he was our butler in the country: an old maid of my grandmothers took great delight in him for it.

Saun. But, sir, this is nothing to our business.

Clum. Business! hang business! I hate a man of business: if youll drink, or whore, break windows, or commit murder, I am for you.

Cap. Sir, will you fight?

Clum. Fight! with whom? for what?

Cap. With me.

Saun. With me.

Clum. Aye, sir, with all my heart; I love fighting, sir.

Cap. But will you, sir? dare you?

Saun. Aye, sir, will you fight? do you think you dare fight?

Clum. Why, you sweet, perfumed, jessamine knaves! you rogues in buckram! were there a dozen of you, Id beat you out of your artificial sweetness into your own natural rankness. You, stinkards! shall I draw my Cerberus, and cut you off, you gaudy popinjays?

Cap. This fellows mad, Saunter! stark mad, by Jericho: dear knight, how long hast thou been in this pickle? this condition, knight? ha?

Clum. What pickle? what condition? you worms.

Saun. Aye, aye, tis so, the poor devil must to Bedlam: Bedlam, knight, the madmans hospital.

Clum. What will become of you then, you vermin; theres never an hospital for fools yet; mercy on me, if there were! how many handsome fellows in this town might be provided for?
[Fiddles play within.

Cap. Heyday, fiddles!

Saun. Madam Goodvile, hearing we were here, hath sent for them on purpose to regale us.

Enter MRS. GOODVILE, LADY SQUEAMISH, with the fiddles playing, SAUNTER falls to sing the tune with them, and CAPER dances to it. LETTICE.

Mrs. Good. Let my servants take care that all the doors stand open; Ill have entrance denied to no one fool in town. Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter here? then we can never want company. Come, madam, let us begin the revels of the day; I long to enjoy the freedom I am mistress of. Lettice, try your vow.

Lady Squ. Oh madam! this gallant spirit ravishes me. Dear Mr. Caper, you and Mr. Saunter were born to be happy! Madam Goodvile has resolved to sacrifice this day to pleasure — what shall we do with ourselves?

Cap. Do, madam! well dance for ever.

Lady Squ. Oh, aye, dance.

Saun. And sing.

Lady Squ. And sing.

Both. And love.

Lady Squ. Oh aye, love! but, Madam Goodvile; have you resolved to wear the willow, and be very melancholy ha, ha, ha. Fiddles! where are you? I cannot endure you out of my sight.

Mrs. Good. Willow! hang it, give it to country girls that sigh for clowns; and melancholy is a disease for bankrupt beauty: I have yet a stock of youth and charms, unsullied by the hands of age or care;
And whilst that lasts, what woman would despair?

Clum. In the mean time Ill scout out for a doxy of my acquaintance hard by, return in triumph, and let Victoria go hang and despair.

Sings.
To love is a pleasure divine,
Yet Ill never sigh or be sad; 
They are coxcombs that languish and pine, 
So long as whores are to be had. 
To daroll, darolda.

Lady Squ. Oh secure that deformd monster, that rebel of mine: fellows, take care of him, and keep him up till I talk with him, and make him sensible of his enormities.

Clum. Slaves, avaunt! if my lady will have it so, Ill walk soberly into the garden, and consider of what is past.
To love is a pleasure, &c. [Exit CLUM.

Mrs. Good. Lettice?

Let. Madam.

Mrs. Good. Is Mr. Truman come?

Let. Hell be here presently, madam.

Enter Page with a letter.

Page. A letter for your ladyship.

Mrs. Good. Who brought it?

Page. A porter brought it to the door, madam: but said he had no orders, to stay for an answer.
[Exit Page.

Mrs. Good. A womans hand.

Reads.] Mr. Goodviles journey out of town is but a pretence: he is jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you will find him anon returned in hopes to surprise you together. Though he has trusted me with the secret, and obliged me to assist him in it: yet I would endeavour by this discovery to persuade you that I am your real servant, VICTORIA.

Postscript. Beware of Malagene, for he is appointed the spy to betray you.

This is generously done, Victoria, and Ill study to deserve it of thee: now, if I plague not this wise, jealous husband of mine, let all wives curse me, and cuckolds laugh at me! fiddles, lead in! Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter, pray wait on my lady, and entertain her a little: Ill follow you presently.

Lady Squ. Come, Mr. Caper, will you walk?

Cap. A coranto, madam.

Lady Squ. Aye, ten thousand, ten thousand, Mr. Saunter, I would be always near you too! Oh for a grove now, and a purling brook with that delightful charming voice ef yours! Come, let us walk, and study which way to divert ourselves.

Cap. Allons! for love and pleasure: by these hands.

Saun. By those eyes Lady Squ. Oh, no more! no more: I shall be lost in happiness. [Exeunt.

Mrs. Good. So, this concert of fools shall be the chorus to my farce; now all the malice, ill-nature, falsehood, and hypocrisy of my sex inspire me. Lettice! see Camilla be sent for instantly, she shall join with me in my revenge, she has reason; Mr. Valentine, I suppose, will be here with Mr. Truman.

Enter TRUMAN.

Tru. And, think you, madam, he durst not answer a fair ladys challenge without a second?

Mrs. Good. You would pretend, Ill warrant you, to be very stout. You Hectors in love are as arrant cheats as Hectors in fighting, that bluster, rant, and make a noise for the present; but when they come to the business, prove arrant dastards, and good for nothing.

Tru. But, madam, you should find I dare do something, would you but be civil and stand your ground.

Mrs. Good. What think you though of a cut-throat husband now behind the hangings? what would become of you then?

Tru. Whilst I have such beauty on my side, nothing can hurt me.

Mrs. Good. Then, sir, prepare yourself; Mr. Goodvile is really jealous, and mistrusts all or more than has past between us. His journey out of town was but a pretence, but we shall see him instantly in expectation to catch us together.

Tru. Fear him not, madam; these moles that work under ground are as blind as they are busy: let him run on in his dull jealousy, whilst we still find new windings-out, and lose him in the maze.

Mrs. Good. Then if you wish to preserve me yours, join with me to-day in my design, which is, if possible, to make him mad, work him up to the height of furious suspicion, and at that moment, when he thinks his jealousy most just, baffle him out of it: and let the world know how dull a tool a husband is, compared with that triumphant thing a wife, and her guardian angel lover.

Tru. But Mr. Goodvile, madam, has wit, and so good an opinion of it too.

Mrs. Good. Tis that shall be his ruin: were he a fool, he were not worth the trouble of deceiving.

Tru. Dear jewel of my soul, proceed then and prosper. But what must be my part?

Mrs. Good. To secure Malagene. That ill-natured villain has betrayed us, and is appointed by Goodvile chief instrument in the discovery. He has cowardice enough to sell his soul to buy off a beating: be never told truth enough to be believed once so long as he lives. Get him but in your power, and he will own more villanies than ever were in his thoughts to commit, or the necessity of our affair can invent to put upon him.

Tru. And Ill be sure of him, or may I never taste those lips again, but be condemned to cast mistresses in the side-box at the play-house, or, what is worse, take up with a sempstress, and drudge for cuffs and cravats.

Enter MALAGENE.

Mrs. Good. Here he comes.

Tru. Oh, Monsieur Malagene, welcome!

Mala. Jack Truman, your humble servant.

Tru. Whither so fast, I beseech you, sir! a word with you, a word with you.

Mala. Why, can I do any thing for thee? Hast thou any business for me? Prythee, what is it?

Tru. Sir, you must lie for me.

Mala. Ha, ha, ha. Is that all?

Tru. Nay, sir, you must.

Mala. Any thing in a civil way, or so, Jack; but nothing upon compulsion, lad: prythee, let me do nothing upon compulsion, prythee now.

Tru. Then, sir, to be brief, this is the business: Goodvile, I hear, has been informed by you of what passed in the garden last night; how durst you be so impudent as to pry into any secrets, where I was concerned?

Mala. Why, look you, Jack, curiosity, you know, and a natural inclination which I have — 

Tru. To pimping.

Mala. Confound me, Jack, thou art much in the right: I believe thou art a witch. I knew as well, man — 

Tru. What did you know?

Mala. Why, I knew thee to be an arch wag, and an honest fellow: ah, rogue, prythee kiss me: the rogues out of humour.

Tru. No, sir; I dare not use you so like a friend, you must deserve it better first.

Mala. Look you, Jack, the truth of the business is, I am bespoke: but the love I have to see the business go forward, may persuade me to much.

Tru. Then presently resolve entirely to disown and abjure all the intelligence you gave Goodvile, or promise to yourself that wherever next I meet you, Ill cut your throat on the spot.

Mala. But hark you, Jack, how shall I come off with the business? I shall be kicked and used Very scurvily: for the truth is, I did tell — 

Tru. What did you tell?

Mala. Why, I told him, you knave, I wont tell, you little cunning cur, I told him all, man.

Tru. All sir!

Mala. Aye, hang me like a dog, all. But, madam, you must pardon me, there was not a word of it true.

Tru. And what do you think to do with yourself?

Mala. Do? why Ill deny it all again, man, every word of it, as impudently as ever I at first affirmed it: may be hell kick me, and beat me, and use me like a dog, man — thats nothing, nothing at all, man; I do not value it this.
[Pulls out a Jews trump, and plays.

Tru. And this, sir, youll stand to?

Mala. If I do not, hang me up for a sign at a bawdy-house door: in the mean time Ill retire and peruse a young lampoon, which I am lately the happy father of.

Tru. Nay, sir, you are not to stir from me.

Enter LETTICE.

Let. Oh, madam, shift for yourself. Madam Victoria sent me to tell you that my master is returned, and that he pretends to come a masquerader.

Mala. Well, since it must be so, Ill deny alt indeed; what an excellent fellow might I have been? Some men now with my stock of honesty, and a little more gravity, would have, made a fortune. Well, I have been a lazy rogue; and never knew till now that I was fit for business.

Mrs. Good. Mr. Goodvile in masquerade, say, you?

Let. Yes, madam, and two women with him; madam, they are just now alighted.

Mrs. Good. Women with; him! nay then he comes triumphantly indeed. Mr. Truman, do you retire with Malagene. Ill stay here, and, receive this Machiavel in disguise. Now, once more let me invoke all the arts of affectation, all the revenge, the counterfeit passions, pretended love, pretended jealousy, pretended rage, and, in sum, the very genius of my sex to my assistance.

Enter GOODVILE, and others, masked.

So! here they come; now this throw for all my future peace! Who waits there?

Enter Servants.

Good. Madam, youll excuse this freedom.

Mrs. Good. You oblige me by using it: let all the company know that these noble persons, of quality have honoured me with their presence: let the fiddles be ready, and see the banquet prepared; and let Mr. Truman come to me instantly; I cannot live a minute, a moment without him.

Good. Delicate devil.

Mrs. Good. Sir! let me beg your patience for a moment, whilst I go and put things in order fit for your reception. [Exit.

Good. Footmen! take care that the engines which I have ordered be ready when I call for them. Truman, I see, is a man of punctual assignation; and my wife is a person very adroit at these matters; some hot-brained, horn-mad cuckold now would be for cutting of throats, but I am resolved to turn a civil, sober, discreet person, and hate bloodshed: no, Ill manage the matter so temperately, that Ill catch her in his very arms, then civilly discard her bag and baggage, whilst you, my dainty doxies, take possession of her privileges, and enter the territories with colours flying.

1 Woman. And shall I keep my coach, Mr. Goodvile?

Good. Aye, and six, my lovely rampant. Nay, thou shalt every morning swoop the exchange in triumph, to see what gaudy bauble thou canst first grow fond of: and after noon at the theatre, exalted in a box, give audience to every trim, amorous, twiring fop of the corner, that comes thither to make a noise, hear no play, and show himself; thou shalt, my bona roba.

2 Woman. But, Mr. Goodvile, what shall I do then?

Good. Oh thou! thou shalt be my more peculiar punk, my housekeeper, my necessary sin; manage all the affairs of my estate and family, ride up and down in my own coach, attended by my own footmen, nose my wife whereer you meet, and, if I had any, breed up my children. Oh, what a delicious life will this be!

1 Woman. Hear you, sir, the fiddles?
[Fiddles without.

Good. Oh, the processions coming, put on your vizors, and observe the ceremony.

Enter TRUMAN, MRS. GOODVILE, CAPER, SAUNTER, LADY SQUEAMISH, CAMILLA, with Fiddles, a Letter.

Mrs. Good. Mr. Caper, Mr. Saunter, you are the life and soul of all good company; command me any thing, command my house, that and all freedom are yours.

Cap. Masques, my life, my joy, my top of happiness! Sir, your humble servant: by your leave, madam, shall you and I toss and tumble together in the drawingroom hard by for half an hour or so? ha? [Cuts.

Saunt. Fa toldara, toldara, &c. Ah, madam, what do you wear a mask for? Have you never a nose, or but one eye? Let me see how yon are furnished.

2 Wom. Sir, if I want any thing, tis to be doubted you cannot supply me.

Good. So; sure this mast come to something anon.

Mrs. Good. Ah, were but Mr. Goodvile here now, what a happy day might this be! but he is melancholy and forlorn in the country, summoning in his tenants and their rents; that shining pelf that must support me in my pleasures.

Good. Is he then, madam, so kind a husband?

Mrs. Good. Oh the most indulgent creature in the world! what husband but he, Mr. Truman, would have so seasonably withdrawn, and left me mistress of such freedom? To spend my days in triumph as I do, to sacrifice myself, my soul, and all my sense to you, the lord of all my joys, my conqueror and protector?

Cam. Heavens, madam, youll provoke him beyond all patience.

Mrs. Good. Who? Mr. Goodvile! which way shall it reach his knowledge? no, well be as secret — 

Tru. As we are happy. So subtly lay the scene of all our joys, that envy or malice, nay the very husband himself, and Malagene to boot, well hired to the business, shall neer discover us.

Mrs. Good. Oh discover us! a husband discover us! Were he indeed as jealous as he has reason, I could no more apprehend discovery than a kindness from him.

Good. This impudence is so rank, that I can hold no longer. Say you so, madam? [He unmasks.

Mrs. Good. Oh, a ghost! a ghost! save me, save me. Mr. Truman, see, see Mr. Goodviles spirit! sure some base villain has murdered him, and his angry ghost has come to revenge it on me.

Good. No, madam, fear nothing, I am a very harmless goblin, though you are a little shocked at the sight of me.

Cap. Ha, ha, ha. Goodvile returned? dear Frank!

Saun. Honest Goodvile, thou seest, dear soul, we are free here in thy absence.

Good. I see you are, gentlemen, and shall take an opportunity to return the favour. Footmen, be ready.

Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Goodvile then? let me receive him to my arms; welcome ten thousand, thousand, thousand times. Dear sir, how does my picture in the gallery do?

Good. Oh, madam, it looked so very charmingly, that I had no power to stay longer from the dear loving original.

Mrs. Good. So, now begins the battle. [Aside.

Good. Well, madam, and for your set of fools here; to what end and purpose have you decreed them in this new model of your family? I hope you have not designed them for your own use.

Mrs. Good. Why, sir, methinks you should not grudge me a coxcomb or two to pass away the time withal, since you had taken your dearer conversation from me.

Good. No, madam, I understand your diet better: a fool is too squob and tender a bit for your fierce appetite: you are for a substantial dish, a man of heat and honour, such as Mr. Truman I know is, and I doubt not will do me reason.

Tru. Ay, sir, whenever youll demand it.

Mrs. Good. Nay, sirs, no quarrelling, I beseech you; what would you be at, sir?

Good. At rest, madam; like an honest snail, shrink up my horns into my shell, and, if possible, hold a quiet possession of it.

Mrs. Good. I hope I have done nothing that may disturb your quiet, sir.

Good. Nothing, madam, nothing in the least; how is it possible that any thing should disturb me? a sot, a beetle, a drone of a husband, a mere utensil, a block for you to fashion all your falsehood on, whilst I must still be stupid, bear my office, and never be disturbed.

Mrs. Good. So, now your heart is opening, and for your ease Ill give it a little vent myself: you are jealous, alas! jealous of Truman, are you?

Good. And have I no reason, madam, though I come and catch you in his arms, rolling and throwing your wanton eyes like fireballs at his heart?
Oh what an indulgent creatures Mr. Goodvile! so seasonably to withdraw and leave you mistress of such freedom: to spend your days in triumph as you do, to sacrifice yourself, your soul, and sense to him, the lord of all your joys, your conqueror and protector.

Mrs. Good. I am glad to find my plot so well succeed: [aside.] I knew of your jealousy last night, knew too your journey out of town was but a pretence, in hopes to return and surprise me with Truman. I was informed too of your return but now, and your disguise; I knew you through it so soon as I saw you, and therefore I acted all that fondness to Truman before your face. It was all the revenge I had within my power.

Good. Can you deny your being with Truman in the garden last night? were yon not there so openly, that even the broad eyes of fools might see?

Mrs. Good. What fool? what villain have you, dares accuse me?

Good. One, who, though be rarely told truth before, will be sure, to do it now; Malagene, your kinsman Malagene, a hopeful branch of your own stock.

Tru. The rascal dares not own it.

Good. But he shall, sir, though you protect him.

Tru. Twas basely done to set a spy upon your friend, after the trick you had played me with Victoria.

Good. Basely done?

Tru. Yes, basely, sir.

Good. Death, you lie, sir! why do I trifle thus when I have a sword by my side?

Cap. Nay, look you, Frank; you had better be patient. Here shall be nothing dome, therefore pray put up.

Enter VALENTINE.

Val. What, again quarrelling? Goodvile, this must not be, Truman is my friend, and if he has done you wrong, Ill engage shall make you satisfaction.

Saun. Ay, ay, prythee, man, take some other time, and dont quarrel now and spoil good company.

Good. Death! you dancing, talking, mettled, frisking rogues, stand off! Oh, I had forgot — footmen, where are ye?

Enter Footmen.
Here, take away these butterflies, and do speedy execution upon them as I ordered; do it instantly.
[They seize them.

Cap. Nay, Frank, whats all this for?

Saun. Nay, Goodvile, prythee now, as I hope to live.

Enter MALAGENE.

Good. Away with them — [Exeunt CAPER and SAUNTER.] NOW for Malagene — Oh, here he comes, madam, who will refresh your memory; speak, sir, as you tender life and limb, whom did you see together in the garden last night?

Mala. Ha! nobody.

Good. Were not Truman and my wife there to your knowledge, privately.

Mala. Ha, ha, ha — child! no.

Good. Did you not tell me that you overheard them whispering in the grotto together?

Mala. No.

Good. Hell and devils! this fellow has been tampered withal, and instructed to abuse me. This is all contrivance, a studied scene to fool me of my reason.

Enter Footmen.
Here, take him hence and harness him with the other two, till he confess the truth.

Mrs. Good. He shall not go, touch him who dares. Must people then be forced and tortured to accuse me falsely? ah, Mr. Goodvile, how have I deserved this at your hands? let not my good name be ravished from me: if you have resolved to break my heart, kill me now quickly, and put me out of pain [MAL. runs away.

Good. Nay, madam, here is that shall yet convince — see here a letter from your lover, left for you in a private corner; hear me read it. And if you have modesty enough left, blush.

Reads. If Goodvile goes out of town let me know it, that I may wait on and tell you the rest of my heart, for you do not know how much I love you yet. TRUMAN.

Mrs. Good. Death and destruction! it was all my own contrivance: madded with your jealousy, I sought all ways to vex you, I counterfeited it with my own hand, and left it in a place were you might be sure to find it. To convince you farther, see here a caution sent me just before by one whom you have trusted and loved too much for my quiet: peruse it, and when you have done, consider how, you have used me, and how I have deserved it. Oh!
[Gives VICTORIAS letter.

Good. [Reads.] Journey out of town — is a pretence — return and surprise — believe by this discovery — your servant Victoria.

Victoria! has she betrayed me? nay then, I pronounce there is no trust nor faith in the sex. By Heaven, in every condition they are jilts, all false from the bawd to the babe.

Mrs. Good. Now, sir, I hope I may withdraw; from this minute never expect Ill see your face again: no, Ill leave you to be happy at your own choice. Love where you please, and be as free as if I neer had had relation to you. I shall take care to trouble you no more, but wish you may be happier then ever yet I made you.

Good. Stay, madam.

Mrs. Good. No, sir, Ill be gone; I will not stay a moment longer; inhuman, cruel, false traitor! wert thou now languishing on thy knees, prostrate at my feet, ready to grow mad with thy own guilt, I would not stop nor turn my face to save thee from despair.

Good. You shall.

Mrs. Good. For what?

Good. To let the world see how much a fool I can be: art thou innocent?

Mrs. Good. By my love I am; I never wronged you; but you have undone me, ruined my fame and quiet. What mouth will not be full of my dishonour? henceforth let all my sex remember me, when theyd upbraid mankind for baseness: oh that I could dissemble longer with you, that I might to your torment persuade you still all your jealousies were just, and I as infamous as you are cruel.
[Exit in a rage.

Good. Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; theres something in thy face will make a fool of me; and theres a devil in this business which yet I cannot discover. Truman, if thou hast enjoyed her, I beg thee keep it close, and if it be possible let us yet be friends.

Tru. Tis not my fault if we be foes.

Good. But now to my fools; bring them forth, and let us see how their new equipage becomes them. Oh dear Valentine, how does the fair Camilla?

Val. Faith, sir; she and I have been dispatching a trifling affair this morning, commonly called matrimony.

Good. Married! nay then there is some comfort yet, that thou art fallen into the snare — Valentine! look to her, keep her as secret as thou wouldst a murder, hadst thou committed one: trust her not with thy dearest friend; she has beauty enough to corrupt him.

Enter CAPER and SAUNTER, their hands tied behind them, fools caps on their CAPER with one leg tied up, and SAUNTER gagged.

See here these rogues how like themselves they look. Now, you paltry vermin, you rats that run squeaking from house to house up and down the town; that no man can eat his bread in quiet for you: take warning of what you feel, and come not near these doors again on peril of hanging. Here, discharge them of their punishment, and see them forth the gates.

Enter LADY SQUEAMISH, SIR NOBLE CLUMSEY, and VICTORIA.

Lady Squ. Oh gallants, your humble servant. Dear Mr. Goodvile, be pleased to give my kinsman, Sir Noble, joy: he has done himself the honour to marry your cousin, Victoria, whom now I must be proud to call my relation, since she has accepted of the title of my Lady Clumsey.

Clum. Ay, sir, I am married, and will be drunk again too before night, as simply as I stand here.

Good. Sir Noble married to Victoria too! nay then in spite of misfortunes
This day shall be a day of jubilee. But first,
Good people all that my sad fortune see,
I beg you to take warning here by me,
Marriage and hanging go by destiny.
Especially you gay young married blades,
Beware and, keep your wives from balls and masquerades.

[Exeunt Omnes.


EPILOGUE.

WELL, sirs, if now my spouse and I should
To which kind critic shall I give my heart?
Stay, let me look, not one in all the place
But has a scurvy, froward, damning face.
Have you resolvd then on the poets fall?
Go, ye ill-naturd, ugly devils all.
The married sparks I know this play will curse
For the wifes sake; but some of them have worse.
Poets themselves their own ill-luck have wrought,
You neer had learnt, had not their quarrels taught.
But as in the disturbance of a state,
Each factious maggot thinks of growing great:
So when the poets first had jarring fits,
You all set up for critics and for wits:
They straight there came, which cost your mothers pains, — 
Songs and lampoons in litters from your brains:
Libels, like spurious brats, ran up and down,
Which their dull parents were ashamd to own;
But vented them in others names, like whores
That lay their bastards down at honest doors.
For shame, leave off this higgling way of wit,
Railing abroad, and roaring in the pit,
Let poets live in peace, in quiet write,
Else may they all to punish you unite,
Join in one force to study to abuse ye,
And teach your wives and misses how to use ye.
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TO THE LORD VISCOUNT FALKLAND.

MY LORD,

WHEN first it entered into my thoughts to make this Present to Your Lordship, I received not only Encouragement, but Pleasure, since upon due examination of my self, I found it was not a bare Presumption, but my Duty to the remembrance of many extraordinary Favours which I have received at Your hands.

For heretofore having had the honour to be near You, and bred under the same Discipline with You, I cannot but own, that in a great measure I owe the small share of Letters I have to Your Lordship. For Your Lordships Example taught me to be ashamd of Idleness; and I first grew in love with Books, and learnt to value them, by the wonderfull Progress which even in Your tender years You made in them; so that Learning and Improvement grew daily more and more lovely in my Eyes, as they shone in You.

Your Lordship has an extraordinary Reason to be a Patron of Poetry, for Your great Father loved it. May Your Lordships Fame and Employments grow as great, or greater then His were; and may Your Vertues find a Poet to record them, equall (if possible) to that great Genius which sung of him.

My slender humble Talent must not hope for it; for You have a Judgment which I must always submit to, a general Goodness which I never (to its worth) can value: and who can praise that well which he knows not how to comprehend?

Already the Eyes and Expectations of men of the best Judgement are fixt upon You: for wheresoever You come, You have their Attention when present, and their Praise when You are gone: and I am sure (if I obtain but Your Lordships Pardon) I shall have the Congratulation of all my friends, for having taken this opportunity to express my self

Your Lordships most humble Servant, Thomas Otway.


PROLOGUE

Spoke by Mr. Betterton.

IN Ages past, (when will those Times renew?)

When Empires flourisht, so did Poets too.

When Great Augustus the Worlds Empire held,

Horace and Ovids happy Verse excelld.

Ovids soft Genius and his tender Arts

Of moving Nature melted hardest Hearts.

It did th Imperial Beauty Julia move

To listen to the Language of his Love.

Her Father honourd him: and on her Breast,

With ravishd sense in her Embraces prest,

He lay transported, fancy-full and blest.

Horaces lofty Genius boldlier reard

His manly head, and through all Nature steerd;

Her richest Pleasures in his Verse refind,

And wrought em to the relish of the Mind.

He lasht with a true Poets fearless Rage

The Villanies and Follies of the Age.

Therefore Moecenas that great Favrite raisd

Him high, and by him was he highly praisd.

Our Shakespear wrote too in an Age as blest,

The happiest Poet of his time and best.

A gracious Princes Favour cheard his Muse,

A constant Favour he ner feard to lose.

Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfind,

And Thoughts that were Immortal as his Mind.

And from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen

Ere since succeeding Poets humbly glean.

Though much the most unworthy of the Throng,

Our this-days Poet fears h has done him wrong.

Like greedy Beggars that steal Sheaves away,

Youll find h has rifled him of half a Play.

Amidst this baser Dross youll see it shine

Most beautifull, amazing, and Divine.

To such new Shifts of late are Poets worn,

Whilst we both Wits and Caesars Absence mourn.

Oh! when will He and Poetry return?

When shall we there again behold him sit

Midst shining Boxes and a Courtly Pit,

The Lord of Hearts, and President of Wit?

When that blest Day (quick may it come) appears,

His Cares once banisht, and his Nations Fears,

The joyfull Muses on their Hills shall sing

Triumphant Songs of Britains happy King.

Plenty and Peace shall flourish in our Isle,

And all things like the English Beauty smile.

You Criticks shall forget your natral Spite,

And Poets with unbounded Fancy write.

Evn This-days Poet shall be alterd quite:

His Thoughts more loftily and freely flow;

And he himself, whilst you his Verse allow,

As much transported as hes humble now.


PERSONS REPRESENTED.

MEN

Caius Marius. Mr. Betterton.

Sylla. Mr. Williams.

Marius junior Mr. Smith.

Granius. Mr. Percivale.

Metellus. Mr. Gillow.

Quintus Pompeius. Mr. Williams.

Cinna. Mr. Jevon.

Sulpitius. Mr. Underhill.

Ancharius a Senatour. 

Priest. 

Apothecary. 

Q. Pompeiuss Son. 

Guards, Lictors, 

Ruffians, &c. 

WOMEN

Lavinia. Mrs. Barry.

Nurse. Mr. Noakes.


ACT I.

SCENE 1.

Within.
Liberty! Liberty! Marius and Sulpitius!
Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! &c.
Enter Metellus, Antonius, Cinna, and Senatours.

Metell.
WHEN will the Tutlar Gods of Rome awake,
To fix the Order of our wayward State,
That we may once more know each other; know
Th extent of Laws, Prerogatives and Dues;
The Bounds of Rules and Magistracy; who
Ought first to govern, and who must obey?
It was not thus when God-like Scipio held
The Scale of Powr; he who with temprate poise
Knew how to guide the Peoples Liberty
In its full bounds, nor did the Nobles wrong,
For he himself was one — 

Cinna.
He was indeed,
A Noble born: and still in Rome there are
Most worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour,
Such as are fit to fill the seat of Powr,
And awe this riotous unruly Rabble,
That bear down all Authority before em,
Were we not sold to Ruine.

Metell.
Cinna, there
Thoust hit my Mark: We are to Ruine sold;
In all things sold; Voices are sold in Rome:
And yet we boast of Liberty. Just Gods!
That Guardians of an Empire should be chosen
By the lewd noise of a Licentious Rout!
The sturdiest Drinker makes the Ablest Statesman.

Anton.
Would it not anger any true-born Roman,
To see the giddy Multitude together,
Never consulting who tis best deserves,
But who Feasts highest to obtain their Suffrage?
As tis not many years since two Great men
In Rome stood equal Candidates together,
For high Command: In every house was Riot.
To day the Drunken Rabble reeld to one;
To morrow they were mad agen for tother;
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment:
And none could guesse on whom the Choice would settle;
Till at the last a Stratagem was thought of.
A mighty Vessell of Falernian Wine
Was brought into the Forum crownd with Wreaths
Of Ivy sacred to the Jolly God.
The Monster-people roard aloud for Joy:
When straight the Candidate himself appears
In pomp, to grace the Present he had made em.
The Fools all gapd. Then when a while he had
With a smooth Tale tickled their Asses Ears,
H at both ends tapt his Butt, and got the Consulship.

Cinna.
This Curse we owe to Marius Pride,
That made him first most basely bribe the People
For Consul in the War against Iugurtha:
Where he went out, Metellus, your Lieutenant.
And how the Kindness was returnd, all know.
I never lovd his rough untoward Nature,
And wonder such a Weed got growth in Rome.

Metell.
What says my Cinna

Cinna.
That I like not Marius,
Nor love him — 

Metell.
There Romes better Genius spoke.
Let us consult and weigh this subject well.
O Romans, hes the Thorn that galls us all.
Our harrassd State is Crippled with the weight
Of his Ambition: Were not safe in Marius.
Do I not know his Rise, his low Beginning,
From what a wretched despicable Root
His Greatness grew? Gods! that a Peasants Brat,
Born in the outmost Cottages of Arpos,
And fosterd in a Corner, should by Bribes,
By Covetousness, and all the hatefull means
Of working Pride, advance his little Fate
So high, to vaunt it ore the Lords of Rome!

Anton.
Ambition, raging like a Daemon in him,
Distorts him to all ugly forms, shas need to use.
In his first start of Fortune, Oh how vile
Were his Endeavours and Submissions then!
When suing to be chosen first AEDILIS,
He was by general Vote repulst, yet bore it;
And in the same day shamefully returnd,
Tobtain the second Office of that name.
Equal was his success, denyd in both:
Yet could he condescend at last to ask
The Praetorship, and but with Bribes got that.
Yet this is he that has disturbd the World,
Romes Idol, and the Darling of her Wishes.

Metell.
I must confess it burthens much my Age,
To see the Man I hate thus ride my Country.
For, Romans, I have mighty Cause to hate him.
I was the first (and I am well rewarded)
That lent my hand to raise his feeble state.
When first I made him Tribune by my Voice,
I thought there might be something in his Nature
That promisd well. His Parents were most honest,
And servd my Father justly in their Trust.
Then as his Fortunes grew, when I was Consul,
And went against Iugurtha into Africk,
I took him with me one of my Lieutenants.
Twas there his Pride first shewd it self in Actions,
Opprest my Friends, and robbd me of my Honour.

Cinn.
The Storys famous. Base Ingratitude,
Dissimulation, Cruelty, and Pride,
Ill Manners, Ignorance, and all the Ills
Of one baseborn, in Marius are joind.

Metell.
Evn Age cant heal the rage of his Ambition.
Six times the Consuls Office has he born:
How well, our present Discords best declare.
Yet now agen, when time has worn him low,
Consumd with Age, and by Diseases prest,
He courts the People to be once more chosen,
To lead the War against King Mithridates.

Anton.
For this each day he rises with the Sun,
And in the Field of Mars appears in Arms,
Excelling all our Youth in warlike Exercise:
He rides and Tilts, and when the Prize hhas won,
He brings it back with triumph into Rome,
And there presents it to the sordid Rabble;
Who shout to Heavn, and cry, Let Marius live.

Metell.
He shall not have it, by the Gods he shall not.
There is a Roman Noble just and valiant,
Syllas his name, sprung from the ancient Stock
Of the Cornelii, bred from youth in War,
Flusht with Success, and of a spirit bold,
And, more then all, hates Marius, still has crost
His Pride, and clouded evn his brightest Triumphs:
Hes Consul now. Then let us all resolve
And fix on him, to check this Havocker,
That with his Kennell of the Rabble hunts
Our Senate into Holes, and frights our Laws.

Cinna.
Agreed for Sylla.

All.

All for Sylla.

Metell.
Nay,
This Monster Marius, who has usd me thus,
Evn now would wed his Family with mine,
And asks my Daughters for his hated Offspring.
But, for my Wrongs, Lavinia shall be Syllas,
My eldest born, her and the best of all
My Fortune Ill confirm on him, to crush the Pride
Of this base-born hot-braind Plebeian Tyrant.

Anton.
Now Romes last Stake of Liberty is set,
And must be pusht for to the Teeth of Fortune.

Cinn.
Then Caius Marius shall not have the Consulship.

Metell.
No, I would rather be Sulpitius Slave,
That furious Headlong Libertine Sulpitius,
That mad wild Bull, whom Marius lets loose
On each occasion when hed make Rome feel him,
To toss our Laws and Liberties ith Air.

Anton.
That lawless Tribune then must be reducd,
Unhindgd from off the powr that holds him up,
His Band of full six hundred Roman Knights,
All in their youth, and pamperd high with Riot,
Which he his Guard against the Senate calls;
Tall wild young men, and fit for glorious Mischiefs.

Metell.
Fear nothing: let but Sylla once have Powr,
And then see how like Day hell break upon em,
And scatter all those Goblins of the Night,
Confusions Night, wherein the dark Disorders.
Of a Divided State, men know not where
Or how to walk, for fear they lose their way,
And stumble upon Ruine. Mark the race
Of Syllas Life; observe but what has past,
How still hhas born a Face against this Marius,
And kept an equal stretch with him for Glory.

Cinn.
H has in the Capitol an Image set
Of Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement;
Whereins describd how the Numidian King
Gave up Iugurtha Prisoner to Sylla,
And all in spight of Marius. Oh now,
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake,
Resume your Rights, and keep your Sylla Consul.
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour,
Justice unbyassd, the true Roman Spirit,
Presence of Mind and resolute Performance
Meet all in Sylla.

Metell.
Lets agree for Sylla.

All.

All for Sylla.
[Exeunt.
Enter Marius senior, Marius junior, Granius.

Marius sen.
There Romes Daemons go.
Like Witches in ill weather, in this Storm
And Tempest of the State they meet in Corners,
And urge Destruction higher; for this end
Th have raisd their Imp, their dear Familiar Sylla,
To cross my way, and stop my tide of Glory.
If I am Caius Marius, if Im he
That brought Iugurtha chaind in triumph hither;
If I am he that led Romes Armies out,
Spent all my years in Toil and cruel War,
Chilld my warm Youth in cold and winter Camps,
Till I brought settled Peace and Plenty home,
Made her the Court and Envy of the world;
Why does she use me thus?

Mar. Jun.
Because shes ruld
By lazy Droans that feed on others Labours,
And fatten with the fruits they never toild for;
Old gouty Senatours of crude Minds and Brains,
That always are fermenting Mischief up,
And style their private Malice publick Safety....

Gran.
One discontented Villain leads a State

To Madness. Theres that Bell-weather of Mutiny
And damnd Sedition, Cinna, of a life
And manners sordid; one whose Gains his God;
And to that cursed end hed sacrifice
His Countrys Honour, Liberty, or Peace,
Nay, had he any, evn his very Gods.

Mar. sen.
H has taken Rome even in the nicest Minute,
And easily debaucht her to his ends,
When she was over-cloyd with Happiness,
Wantonly full, and longing after Change.
For Sylla too, a Boy, a Womans Play-thing,
She has relinquisht me, and flouts my Age.
Constant ill Fortune wait upon her fort,
And wreck her Fate as low as first I found it,
When it lay trembling like a hunted Prey,
And hungry Ruine had it in the wind;
When Barbrous Nations, of a race unknown,
From undiscoverd Northern Regions came,
To lay her waste, and sweep her from the Earth;
Till I, I Marius rose, the Soul of all
The Hope sh had left, and with unwearied Toil,
Dangers each hour, and never-sleeping Care,
(A burthen for a God) opposd my self
Twixt her and Desolation, gorgd the maw
Of Death with slaughterd numbers of her Foes,
Restord her Peace, and made her Name renownd.

Mar. Jun.
The Glory of that War must be rememberd,
When Rome, like her old Mother Troy, shall lie

In Ashes.... Full 300000 men,
All sons of Fortune, born and bred in Fields,
Whose Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation,
Hung like a Swarm of Mischiefs on the Hills
Of Italy, and threatned Fate to Europe.

Gran.
They came in Tribes, as if to take possession,
And seemd a People whom the hand of Fate
Had scourgd by Famine from a barren Land,
Of Visage foul and ugly, pinchd and chapt
By bitter Frosts and winter Winds; yet fierce
As hungry Lions of the Desart.
Their Wives with loads of Children at their backs,
Bold manly Haggs, whom Shame had long forsook,
And vagrant living had inurd to Ill,
Followd in Troups like Furies.

Mar. Jun.
And all was done too when that Dolt Metellus
Shrank like a Worm, and Sylla scarce was heard of.

Mar. sen.
That curst Metellus still has bin my Plague,
And ever done me most deliberate Wrong;
Because, like a tame Hawk, I scornd to fly
Just at his Quarries, and attend his Lure.
Because I grew too great for him in Wars,
And servd his Country well, he hates me. Twice
Have I already offerd him Alliance,
And askd Lavinia, Marius, for thy Bed.
Beggary catch me when agen I court him.
Why sighst thou, Boy? still at th unlucky name
Of that Lavinia, Ive observd thee thus
With thy Looks fixt, as if thy Fate had seizd thee.

Mar. Jun.
Why did you name Lavinia? would sh had ner
Bin born, or that Metellus had not got her.

Mar. sen.
Forget her, Marius: shes a dainty Bit,
A Delicate for none but Syllas tast,
The Favrite Sylla, th Idol thats set up
To blast thy Hopes, and cloud thy Fathers Glories.
Consider that, my Marius, and forget her.

Mar. Jun.
Forget her? oh! sh has Beauty might ensnare
A Conquerours Soul, and make him leave his Crowns
At random to be scuffled for by Slaves.
Forget her? oh! teach me, (great Parent) teach me;
Reade me each day a Lecture of the Wrongs
Done you by that Inglorious Patrician;
Till my Heart know no Longings but Revenge,
And quite forget Lavinia ere dwelt there.
Methinks twould not be hard, evn midst the Senate,
To strike this through him in his Consuls Chair,
Tumble him thence, and mount it in his stead.

Mar. sen.
Oh! name not him and Consulship together:
Sylla and Consul? set em far apart
As East from West; for as they now are met,
It bodes Confusion, Rome, to thee and thine.

Gran.
Id rather see Rome but one Funeral pile,
And all her people quitting her like Bees,
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives;
Much rather see her Senatours in Chains
Draggd through the Streets to death, and Slaves made Lords,
Then see that vain presumptuous Upstarts Pride
Succeed to lead the Armies you have bred.

Mar. sen.
Tis such a Wrong as even Tortures Thought,
That we who ve been her Champion forty years,
Fought all her Battels with renownd Success,
And never lost her yet a man in vain,
Should, now her noblest Fortune is at stake,
And Mithridates Sword is drawn, be thrown
A side, like some old broken batterd Shield:
To see my Lawrels wither as I rust:
And all this managd by the cursed Craft,
Petulant Envy, and malignant Spight
Of that old barking Senates-Dog Metellus.
Stake me, just Gods, with Thunder to the Earth,
Lay my gray Hairs low in the Cave of Death,
Rather then live in memry of such Shame.

Gran.
Perish Metellus first, and all his Race.

Mar. sen.
There spoke the Soul of Marius. By the head
Of Iove,
I hate him worse then Famine or Diseases.
Perish his Family, let inveterate Hate
Commence between our Houses from this moment,
And meeting never let em bloudless part.
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius straight be ready
To meet me with his Guards upon the Forum.
By all the Gods, Ill chase this Daemon out,
That rages thus in Rome; or let her bloud
To that degree, till she grow tame enough
To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge.
Why didst not thou applaud me for the Thought,
Take min thy Arms, and cherish my old Heart?
T had bin a lucky Omen. Art thou dumb?

Mar. Jun.
As dumb as solemn Sorrow ought to be.
Could my Griefs speak, the Tale would have no end.
Must I resolve to hate Metellus Race,
Yet know Lavinia took her Being thence?
Lavinia! Oh! theres Musick in the Name,
That softning me to Infant Tenderness,
Makes my Heart spring like the first leaps of Life.

Mar. sen.
Then thou art lost: if thou art Man and Roman,
If thou hast Vertue in thee, or canst prize
Thy Fathers Honour, scorn her like a Slave.
Hell! love her? Dam her: theres Metellus in her.
In every Line of her bewitching Face,
Theres a Resemblance tells whose Brood she came of.
Id rather see thee in a Brothel trapt,
And basely wedded to a Ruffians Whore,
Then thou shouldst think to taint my generous Bloud
With the base Puddle of that ore-fed Gown-man.
Lavinia? — 

Mar. Jun.
Yes, Lavinia; is she not
As harmless as the Turtle of the Woods?
Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Fields?
As opening Flowrs untainted yet with Winds,
The pride of Nature, and the Joy of Sense?
Why first did you bewitch me else to Weakness?
When from the Sacrifice we came together,
And as by hers our Chariot drove along,
These were your words, That, Marius, that is She
That must give Happiness to Thee and Rome,
Confirming in thy Arms my wishd-for Peace
With old Metellus, and break Syllas heart.

Mar. sen.
Then she was charming.

Mar. Jun.
Oh! I found her so.
I lookt and gazd, and never missd my Heart,
It fled so pleasingly away. But now
My Soul is all Lavinias, now shes fixt
Firm in my Heart by secret Vows made there,
Th indeleble Records of faithfull Love,
Youd have me hate her. Can my Nature change?
Create me ore agen ... and I may be
That haughty Master of my self youd have me:
But as I am, the Slave of strong Desires,
That keep me struggling under. Though I see
The hopeless state of my unhappy Love;
With Torment, like a stubborn Slave that lies
Chaind to the Floor, stretcht helpless on his back,
I look to Liberty, and break my Heart.

Mar. sen.
Has she yet heard your Love, or granted hers?

Mar. Jun.
If Eyes may speak the language of the Heart,
If tendrest Glances, Sighs, and sudden Blushes
May be interpreted for Love in one
So young, so fair, and innocent as she,
Our Souls can ner be Strangers. — 

Mar. sen.
No more: Ill have Lavinia namd no more.
When next thou namst her, let it be with infamy.
Tell me, Sh has whord, or fled her Fathers house
With some course Slave t a secret Cell of Lust,
And then Ill bless thee.

Mar. Jun.
I shall obey. Gods, from your Skies look down,
And find like me one wretched if you can.
No, Sir, Ill speak that hatefull Name no more,
But be as Curst as you can wish your Son.

Enter Sulpitius.

Mar. sen.
Oh Sulpitius!
Thou darling of m Ambition, art thou come?
What news?

Sulpit.
Ive left a Present at your house,
The Head of a Metellus, a gay tall
Young thing, that was in time t have bin a Lord,
But hes but Worms-meat now.

Mar. sen.
My best Sulpitius,
Thou always comfortst me. See here a man,
A Stranger to my Bloud as well as Fortune,
But meerly of his choice my Honours friend:
What mighty things would he not doe for me?
Couldst thou, when Honour calld thee, whine for Love?

Sulpit.
How? my young son of war in Love? with whom?

Mar. Jun.
A Woman, Sir.... I must not speak her Name.

Sulpit.
If it be hopeless Love, use generous means,
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound.
Take in a new Infection to the heart,
And the rank Poison of the old will dy. — 

Mar. Jun.
A Plantane leaf is excellent for that.

Sulpit.
For what?

Mar. Jun.
For: broken Shins.

Sulpit.
Why? art thou mad?

Mar. Jun.
Not mad, but bound more then a Mad-man is,
Confind to limits, kept, without my food,
Whipt and tormented.... Prithee do not wake me;
Let me dream on — 

Sulpit.
Oh! the small Queen of Fairies
Is busy in his Brains; the Mab that comes
Drawn by a little Team of smallest Atoms
Over mens Noses as they lie asleep,
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut
Made by a Joiner Squirrel: in which state
She gallops night by night through Lovers brains.
And then how wiokedly they dream, all know.
Sometimes she courses ore a Courtiers Nose,
And then he dreams of begging an Estate.
Sometimes she hurries ore a Souldiers Neck,
And then dreams he of cutting forrein Throats,

Of Breaches... Ambuscados, temperd Blades,
Of good rich Winter-quarters, and false Musters.
Sometimes she tweaks a Poet by the Ear,
And then dreams he
Of Panegyricks, flattring Dedications,
And mighty Presents from the Lord knows who,
But wakes as empty as he laid him down.
Sh has bin with Sylla too, and he dreams now
Of nothing but a Consulship.

Mar. sen.
A Rattle!
Give the fantastick giddy Boy a Rattle:
The puling Fondling should not want a Play thing.
A Consulship?

Sulpit.
By all the Gods, hell shake it
H has drawn a Force from Capua here to Rome,
As if he meant Destruction or Success:
The Rabble too are drunk with him already....

Mar. sen.
Alarm all our Citizens to Arms
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together,
And take possession of the Forum. Thou,
Inglorious Boy, behold my Face no more,
Till thoust done something worthy of my Name.

Mar. Jun.
First perish Rome, and all I hold most dear,
Rather then let me feel my Fathers Hate....

Mar. sen.
Why, thats well said....

Sulpit.
My Troups are all together,
All ready on the Forum: but the Heavns
Play tricks with us. Our Ensigns, as they stood
Displayd before our Troups, took fire untouchd,
And burnt to tinder.
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the streets,
Devouring em before the peoples eyes,
Then bore the Garbage back into their Nests.
A noise of Trumpets rattling in the Air
Was heard, and dreadfull Cries of dying men.

Mar. sen.
It was the Roman Genius that thus warns
Me, her old Friend, not to let slip my Fate.
Ambition! oh Ambition! if I ve done
For thee things great and well.... shall Fortune now
Forsake me?
Hark thee, Sulpitius, if it come to blows,
Let not a Hair of that Metellus scape thee,
Whod strip my Age of its most dear bought Honours.
Else why have I thus bustled in the World,
Through various and uncertain Fortunes hurld,
But to be Great, unequalld, and alone?
Which onely he can be who still spurs on
As swift at last as when he first begun.....
[Exeunt.
The end of the First ACT.


ACT II.

Enter Metellus and Nurse.

Metell.
I Cannot rest to night: Ill-boding Thoughts
Have chasd soft Sleep from my unsettled Brains.
This seems Lavinias Chamber, and she up.
Rest too to night has bin a stranger here.
Lavinia! my Daughter, hoa! where art thou?

Nurse.
Now by my Maidenhead, (at twelve years old I had one)
Come: what, Lamb? what, Lady-bird? Gods forbid.
Wheres this Girl Lavinia?

Enter Lavinia.

Lavin.
How now? who calls?

Nurse.
Your Father, Child.

Lavin.
Im here. Your Lordships pleasure.

Metell.
Why up at this unlucky time of Night,
When nought but loathsome Vermin are abroad,
Or Witches gathering poisnous Herbs for Spells
By the pale light of the cold waning Moon?

Lavin.
Alas! I could not sleep: in a sad Dream,

Methought. I saw one standing by my Bed,
To warn me I should have a care of Sleep,
For twould be banefull — 

Metell.
Dreams give Children Fears.

Lavin.
At which I rose from my uneasy Pillows,
And to my Closet went, to pray the Gods
T avert th unlucky Omen.

Metell.
Twas well done.
Nurse, give us leave a while: I must impart
Something to my Lavinia. Yet stay,
And hear it too. Thou knowst Lavinias Age.

Nurse.
Faith, I know her Age to an hour.

Metell.
Shes bare Sixteen.

Nurse.
Ill lay Sixteen of my Teeth of it; and yet no Disparagement, I have but Six: shes not Sixteen. How long ist now since Marius triumphd last?

Metell.
No matter, Woman, what is that to thee?

Nurse.
Even or odd, of all days in the year, since Marius enterd Rome in Triumph, tis now even Thirteen years. Young Marius then too was but a Boy. My Lais and she were both of an Age. Well, Lais is in Happiness: she was too good for me. But as I was saying, a month hence she ll be Sixteen. Tis since Marius triumphd now full Thirteen years, and then she was weaned. Sure I shall never forget it of all days.... Upon that day, (for I had then laid Wormseed to my Breast, sitting in the Sun under the Dove-house-Wall) my Lady and you were at the Show. Nay, I do bear a Brain! but, as I said before, when it did tast the Wormseed on my Nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to see it teachy and fall out with the Nipple. Shout quo the people in the streets. Twas no need, I trow, to bid me trudge. And since that time it is Thirteen years; and then she coud stand alone, nay, she coud run and waddle all about: for just the day before, she broke her Forehead, and then my Husband (Peace he with him, he was a merry man) took up the Baggage. Ay, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit; wilt thou not, Vinny? and by my fackings, the pretty Chit left Crying, and said, Ay.... I warrant and I should live a Thousand years, I never should forget it. Wilt thou not, Vinny? quoth he; and, pretty Fool, it stopt, and said, Ay.

Metell.
Enough of this; stop thy impertinent Chat.

Nurse.
Yes, my Lord: yet I cannot chuse but laugh, to think it should leave Crying, and say, Ay.... And yet in sadness it had a Bump on its Brow as big as a Cockrills stone, a parlous Knock, and it cryd bitterly. Ay, quo my Husband, fallst upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou comst to Age, wilt thou not, Vinny? Look you now, it stinted, and said, Ay....

Metell.
Intolerable trifling Gossip, peace.

Nurse.
Well; thou wast the prettyst Babe that ere I nurst. Might I but live to see thee marryd once, I should be happy. It stinted, and said, Ay.

Metell.
What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia?
It was the subject that I came to treat of.

Lavin.
It is a thing I have not dreamt of yet.

Nurse.
Thing? the thing of Marriage? were I not thy Nurse;
I would swear thou hadst suckt thy Wisedome from thy Teat.
The thing?

Metell.
Think of it now then, for I come to make
Proposals may be worthy of your Wishes.
They are for Sylla, the young, the gay, the handsome,
Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant Sylla.

Nurse.
A man, young Lady, Lady, such a man as all the world... why, hes a man of Wax.

Metell.
Consider, Child, my Hopes are all in Thee.
And now Old age gains ground so fast upon me,
Mongst all its sad Infirmities, my Fears
For Thee are not the smallest.
Therefore Ive made Alliance with this Sylla,
A high-born Lord, and of the noblest Hopes
That Rome can boast, to give thee to his Arms;
So in the Winter of my Age to find
Rest from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoycing
In the warm Sun-shine of thy Happiness.

Lavin.
If Happiness be seated in Content,
Or that my being blest can make you so,
Let me implore it on my Knees. I am
Your onely Child, and still, through all the Course
Of my past Life, have bin obedient too:
And as y have ever bin a loving Parent,
And bred me up with watchfull tenderst Care,
Which never cost me hitherto a Tear;
Name not that Sylla any more: indeed
I cannot love him.

Metell.
Why?

Lavin.
In deed I cannot.

Metell.
Oh early Disobedience! by the Gods,
Debaucht already to her Sexes Folly,
Perverseness, and untoward headstrong Will

Lavin.
Think me not so, I gladly shall submit
To any thing; nay, must submit to all:
Yet think a little, or you sell my Peace.
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty moment:
And should you violate a thing so Sacred
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul
With hatefull Bonds, which never can grow easy,
How miserable am I like to be?

Metell.
Has then some other taken up your Heart?
And banisht Duty as an Exile thence?
What sensual lewd Companion of the Night
Have you bin holding Conversation with,
From open Windows at a midnight hour,
When your loose Wishes would not let you sleep?

Lavin.
If I should love, is that a fault in one
So young as I? I cannot guess the Cause,
But when you first namd Sylla for my Love,
My Heart shrunk back as if youd done it wrong.
If I did love, Id tell you.... if I durst.
Oh Marius!

Metell.
Hah!

Lavin.
T was Marius, Sir, I namd,
That Enemy to you and all your House.
Twas an unlucky Omen that he first
Demanded me in Marriage for his Son.
Yet, Sir, believe me, I as soon coud wed
That Marius, whom Ive cause to hate, as Sylla.

Metell.
No more: by all the Gods, twill make me mad,
That daily, nightly, hourly, every way
My care has bin to make thy Fortune high;
And having now provided thee a Lord
Of noblest Parentage, of fair Demeans,
Early in Fame, Youthful, and well allyd,
In every thing as thought coud wish a man,
To have at last a wretched puling Fool,
A whining Suckling, ignorant of her Good,
To answer, Ill not wed; I cannot love.
If thou art mine, resolve upon Compliance,
Or think no more to rest beneath my Roofs.
Go, try thy Risk in Fortunes barren Field,
Graze where thou wilt, but think no more of Me,
Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return.

Lavin.
Will you then quite cast off your poor Lavinia?
And turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors,
To wander up and down the streets of Rome,
And beg my bread with sorrow? Can I bear
The proud and hard Reuilings of a Slave,
Fat with his Masters plenty, when I ask
A little Pity son my pinching Wants?
Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy Night,
To seek a shelter under dropping Eves,
A Porch my Bed, a Threshold for my Pillow,
Shivring and starvd for want of warmth and food,
Swelld with my Signs, and almost choakd with Tears?
Must I at the uncharitable Gates
Of proud great men implore Relief in vain?
Must I, your poor Lavinia, bear all this,
Because I am not Mistriss of my Heart,
Or cannot love according to your liking?

Metell.
Art thou not Mistriss of thy Heart then?

Lavin.

No.
Tis givn away.

Metell.
To whom?

Lavin.
I dare not tell.
But Ill endeavour strangely to forget him,
If youll: forget but Sylla.

Metell.
Thou dost well.
Conceal his Name if thoudst preserve his Life.
For if there be a Death in Rome that might
Be bought, it should not miss him. From this hour
Curst be thy Purposes, most curst thy Love.
And if thou marryst, in thy Wedding-night
May all the Curses of an injurd Parent
Fall thick, and blast the Blessings of thy Bed.

Lavin.
What have you done? alas! Sir, as you spoke,
Methought the Fury of your words took place,
And struck my Heart, like Lightning, dead within me.
Gone too?
[Ex. Metell.
Is there no Pity sitting in the Clouds
That sees into the bottom of my Grief?
Alas! that ever Heavn should practise Strategems
Upon so soft a Subject as my self!
What sayst Thou? hast not thou a word of Joy?
Some Comfort, Nurse, in this Extremity.

Nurse.
Marry, and theres but need ont ods my life, this Dad of ours was an arrant Wag in his young days for all this. Well, and what then? Marius is a Man, and sos Sylla. Oh! but Mariuss Lip! and then Syllas Nose and Forehead! But then Mariuss Eye agen! how twill sparkle, and twinckle, and rowl, and sleer? But to see Sylla a horseback! But to see Marius walk, or dance! such a Leg, such a Foot, such a Shape, such a Motion. Ah h h... Well, Marius is the man, must be the man, and shall be the man.

Lavin.
Hes by his Fathers Nature rough and fiorce,
And knows not yet the follies of my Love:
And when he does, perhaps may scorn and hate me.

Nurse.
Yes, yes, hes a rude, unmannerly, ill-bred Fellow. He is not the Flowr of Curtesy; but, Ill warrant him, as gentle as a Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, serve God. What? a Fathers an Old man, and old men they say will take care. But a Young man! Girl, ah! a Young man! Theres a great deal in a Young man, and thou shalt have a Young man. What? I have bin thy Nurse these Sixteen years, and I should know whats good for thee surely. Oh! ay ... a Young man!

Lavin.
Now prithee leave me to my self a while.
[Ex. Nurse.
Tis hardly yet within two hours of Day.
Sad Nights seem long.... Ill down into the Garden.
The Queen of Night
Shines fair with all her Virgin-stars about her.
Not one amongst em all a Friend to me:
Yet by their Light a while Ill guide my steps,
And think what course my wretched state must take.
Oh Marius!
[Ex. Lavinia.

SCENE A WALLED GARDEN BELONGING TO METELLUS HOUSE.

Enter Marlus junior.

Mar. Jun.
HOW vainly have I spent this idle Night!
Evn Wine cant heal the ragings of my Love.
This sure should be the Mansion of Lavinia;
For in such Groves the Deities first dwelt.
Can I go forward when my Heart is here?
Turn back, dull Earth, and find thy Center out...
[Enters the Garden.
Enter Granius and Sulpitius.

Gran.

This way... he went... Why, Marius! Brother Marius!

Sulp.
Perhaps hes wise, and gravely gone to bed.
Theres not so weak a Drunkard as a Lover;
One Bottle to his Ladys health quite addles him.

Gran.
He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard-Wall.
Call, good Sulpitius.

Sulpit.
Nay, Ill conjure too.
Why, Marius! Humours! Passion! mad-man Lover!
Appear thou in the likeness of a Sigh.
Speak but one word, and I am satisfyd.
He hears not, neither stirs he yet. Nay then
I conjure thee by bright Lavinias Eyes,
By her high Forehead, and her scarlet Lip,
By her fine Foot, straight Leg, and quivering Thigh,
And the Demeans that there adjacent ly,
That in thy likeness thou appear to us.

Gran.
Hold, good Sulpitius, this will anger him....

Sulp.
This cannot anger him. Twould anger him
To raise a Spirit in his Ladys Arms,
Till she had laid and charmd it down agen.

Gran.
Lets go: hhas hid himself among these Trees,
To dy his melancholick Mind in Night.
Blind is his Love, and best befits the Dark.

Sulpit.
Pox o this Love, this little Scarcrow Love,
That frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath
Out of their feeble sense.

Gran.

Stop there... lets leave the Subject and its Slave;
Or burn Metellus House about his ears.

Sulpit.
This morning Sylla means to enter Rome:
Your Father too demands the Consulship.
Yet now when he shoud think of cutting Throats,
Your Brothers lost; lost in a maze of Love,
The idle Truantry of Callow Boys.
Id rather trust my Fortunes with a Daw,
That hops at every Butterfly he sees,
Then have to doe in honour with a man
That fells his Vertue for a Womans Smiles....
[Exeunt.
Enter Marius junior in the Garden.

Mar. Jun.
He laughs at Wounds that never felt their smart.
What Light is that which breaks through yonder Shade?
Lavinia in the Balcony.
Oh! tis my Love.
She seems to hang upon the cheek of Night,
Fairer then Snow upon the Ravens back,
Or a rich Jewel in an AETHIOPs ear.
Were she in yonder Sphear shed shine so bright,
That Birds would sing and think the Day were breaking.

Lavin.
Ah me!

Mar. Jun.
She speaks,
Oh! speak agen, bright Angel: for thou art
As glorious to this Night, as Sun at Noon
To the admiring eyes of gazing Mortals,
When he bestrides the lazy-puffing Clouds,
And sails upon the bosom of the Air.

Lavin.
O Marius, Marius! wherefore art thou Marius?
Deny thy Family, renounce thy Name:
Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my Love,
And Ill no longer call Metellus Parent.

Mar. Jun.
Shall I hear this, and yet keep silence.

Lavin.

No.
Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy.
Thou wouldst he still thy self, though not a Marius,
Belovd of me, and charming as thou art.
Whats in a Name? that which we call a Rose,
By any other name woud smell as sweet.
So Marius, were he not Marius calld,
Be still as dear to my desiring Eyes,
Without that Title. Marius, lose thy Name,
And for that Name, which is no part of Thee,
Take all Lavinia.

Mar. Jun.
At thy word I take thee.
Call me but Thine, and Joys will so transport me,
I shall forget my self, and quite be changd.

Lavin.
Who art Thou, that thus hid and veild in Night
Hast overheard my Follies?

Mar. Jun.
By a Name
I know not how to tell thee who I am.
My Name, dear Creature,s hatefull to my self,
Because it is an Enemy to Thee.

Lavin.
Marius? how camst thou hither? tell, and why?
The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb,
And the place Death, considring who thou art,
If any of our Family here find thee.
By whose Directions didst thou find this place?

Mar. Jun.
By Love, that first did prompt me to enquire.
He lent me Counsell, and I lent him Eyes.
I am no Pilot; yet wert thou as far
As the vast Shoar washt by the farthest Sea,
Id hazard Ruine for a Prize so dear. — 

Lavin.
Oh Marius! vain are all such Hopes and Wishes.
The hand of Heavn has thrown a Bar between us,
Our Houses Hatred and the Fate of Rome,
Where none but Sylla must be happy now.
All bring him Sacrifices of some sort,
And I must be a Victim to his Bed.
To night my Father broke the dreadfull news;
And when I urgd him for the Right of Love,
He threatend me to banish me his House,
Naked and shiftless to the World. Wouldst thou,
Marius, receive a Beggar to thy Bosom?

Mar. Jun.
Oh! were my Joys but fixt upon that point,
Id then shake hands with Fortune and be friends;
Thus grasp my Happiness, embrace it thus,
And bless thill turn that gave thee to my Arms.

Lavin.
Thou knowst the mark of Night is on my Face,
Else should I blush for what th hast heard me speak.
Fain would I dwell on Form; fain, fain deny
The things Ive said: but farewell all such Follies.
Dost thou then love? I know thoult say thou dost;
And I must take thy word, though thou prove false.

Mar. Jun.
By yon bright Cynthias beams that shines above.

Lavin.
Oh! swear not by the Moon, th inconstant Moon,
That changes Monthly, and shines but by seasons,
Lest that thy Love prove variable too.

Mar. Jun.
What shall I swear by?

Lavin.
Do not swear at all.
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious Self,
Who art the God of my Idolatry,
And Ill believe thee.

Mar. Jun.
Witness, all ye Powrs.

Lavin.
Nay, do not swear: although my Joy be great,
Im hardly satisfyd with this nights Contract:
It seems too rash, too unadvisd and sudden,
Too like the Lightning, which does cease to be
Ere one can say it is. Therefore this time
Good night, my Marius: may a happier hour
Bring us to crown our Wishes.

Mar. Jun.
Why wilt thou leave me so unsatisfyd?

Lavin.
What wouldst thou have?

Mar. Jun.
Th Exchange of Love for mine.

Lavin.
I gave thee mine before thou didst request it;
And yet I wish I could retrieve it back.

Mar. Jun.
Why?

Lavin.
But to be frank, and give it thee agen.
My Bounty is as boundless as the Sea,
My Love as deep: the more I give to Thee,
The more I have: for both are Infinite.
I hear a Noise within. Farewell, my Marius;
Or stay a little, and Ill come agen.

Mar. Jun.
Stay? sure for ever.

Lavin.
Three words, and, Marius, then good night indeed.
If that thy Love be honourably meant,
Thy purpose Marriage, send me word to morrow,
And all my Fortunes at thy feet Ill lay.

Nurse within.
Madam!

Lavin.
I come anon. But if thou meanst not well,
I do beseech thee,

Nurse within.
Madam! Madam! ....

Lavin.
By and by, I come.
To cease thy Suit, and leave me to my Griefs.
To morrow I will send.....
[Exit.

Mar. Jun.
So thrive my Soul. Is not all this a Dream,
Too lovely, sweet and flattring, to be true?
Re-enter Lavinia.

Lavin.
Hist, Marius, hist. Oh for a Falkners voice,
To Lure this Tassell-gentle back agen.
Restraint has Fears, and may not speak aloud:
Else would I tear the Cave where Echo lies,
With repetition of my Marius. — 

Mar. Jun.
It is my Love that calls me back agen.
How sweetly Lovers voices sound by night!
Like softest Musick to attending ears.

Lavin.

Marius.

Mar. Jun.

My dear.

Lavin.
What a clock to morrow?

Mar. Jun.
At the hour of nine.

Lavin.
I will not fail: Tis twenty years till then.
Why did I call thee back?

Mar. Jun.
Let me here stay till thou rememberst why.

Lavin.
The Mornings breaking, I woud have thee gone,
And yet no farther then a Wantons Bird,
That lets it hop a little from his hand,
To pull it by its Fetters back agen.

Mar. Jun.
Would I were thine.

Lavin.
Indeed and so would I.
Yet I should kill thee sure with too much cherishing.

No more... Good night.

Mar. Jun.
Theres such sweet Pain in parting,
That I could hang for ever on thy Arms,
And look away my life into thy Eyes.

Lavin.
To morrow will come.

Mar. Jun.
So it will. Good night.
Heavn be thy Guard; and all its Blessings wait thee...
[Ex. Lavin.
To morrow! tis no longer: but Desires
Are swift, and longing Love woud lavish time.
To morrow! oh to morrow! till that come,
The tedious Hours move heavily away,
And each long Minute seems a lazy Day.
Already Light is mounted in the Air,
Striking it self through every Element.
Our Party will by this time be abroad,
To try the Fate of Marius and Rome.
Love and Renown sure court me thus together.
Smile, smile, ye Gods, and give Success to both.
[Exit.

SCENE THE FORUM.

Enter Four Citizens.

3. Cit.
WELL, Neighbours, now we are hear, what must we doe?

1. Cit.
Why, you must give your Vote for Caius Marius to be Consul: and if any body speaks against you, knock em down.

2. Cit.
The truth ont is, theres nothing like a Civil Government, where good Subjects may have leave to knock Brains out to maintain Privileges.

3. Cit.
Look you .... but whats this Sylla? this Sylla? Ive heard great talk of him.... Hes a damnable fighting fellow they say; but hang him ... hes a Lord.

1. Cit.
Ay, so he is, Neighbours: and I know not why any one should be a Lord more then another. I care not for a Lord: what good do they doe? nothing but run in our debts, and ly with our Wives. — 

4. Cit.
Why, theres a Grievande now. I have three Boys at home, no more mine then Romes mine. They are all fair curldhair Cupids; and I am an honest black tawny Kettle-facd Fellow.... Ill ha no Lords. ...
[Drum and Trumpets.

1. Cit.
Hark! hark! Drums and Trumpets Drums and Trumpets! They are coming. Be you sure you roar out for a Marius; and doe as much mischief as you can. — 
Enter Marius senior and his Sons, Marius born upon the Shoulders of two Roman Slaves; Sulpitius at the head of the Guards.
[Trumpets.

Sulpit.
Harken, ye men of Rome. I, I Sulpitius,
Your Tribune, and Protectour of your Freedoms,
By virtue of that Office here have calld you,
To chuse a Consul. Mithridates King of Pontus has begun a War upon us,
Invaded our Allies, our Edicts violated,
And threatens Rome it self. Whom will you chuse
To lead you forth in this most glorious War?
Marius, or Sylla?

All Cit.
A Marius! a Marius! a Marius!

Mar. sen.
Countrymen,
And Fellow-citizens, my Brethren all,
Or, if it may be thought a dearer name;
My Sons, my Children, glory of my Age;
I come not hither armd to force your Suffrage,
As Sylla does to enter Rome with Powr,
As if he meant a Triumph ore his Country.
I have not made a Party in the Senate,
To bring you into Slavery, or load
Your Necks with the hard Yoak of Lordly powr.
I am no Noble, but a Free-born man,
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are,
A Lover of your Liberties and Laws,
Your Rights and Privileges. Witness here
These Wounds, which in your Service I have got,
And best plead for me.....

All Cit.
Marius! Marius! Marius! No Sylla! no Sylla! no Sylla!

Sulpit.
No more remains,
Most honourable Consul, but that straight you mount
Tile Seat-Tribunall.... Lictors, bring your Rods,
Axes and Fasces, and present em here.
Hall, Caius Marius, Consul of the War.

Trumpets. Enter Metellus, Cinna, Antonius, Quintus Pompeius, his Son, &c. Guards.

Metell.
See, Romans, there the Ruine of your Freedome,
The blazing Meteor that bodes ill to Rome.
Oppression, Tyranny, A varice and Pride,
All center in that melancholick Brow.
If you are mad for Slavery, long to try
The weight of abslute Chains, once more proclaim him,
And shout so loud till Mithridates hear,
And laugh to think your Throats fit for his Sword.
Take Me, take all your Senatours, and drag
Us headlong to the Tiber.... plunge us in,
And bid adieu to Liberty for ever — 
Then turn and fall before your new-made God;
Bring your Estates, your Children and your Wives,
And lay em at the feet of his Ambition.
This you must doe, and well it will become
Such Slaves, who sell their Charters for a Holiday.

Cit.
No Marius! no Marius!

Metell.
Quintus Pompeius, in the Senates name,
As Consul, we command thee to demand
Justice of Marius, and proclaim him Traitour.
Q. Pomp.
Descend then, Marius, Traitour to the State
And Liberty of Rome, and hear thy Sentence.

Mar. sen.
Now, by the Gods, this Cause is worthy of me,
Worthy my Fate.
Is this the Right and Liberty of Rome,
To pull its lawfull Consul from his Seat,
Unjudgd, and brand him with the mark of Traitour?
Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Friends.
Sulpitius, dam the Rabble, let em fall
Like common Dross with that well-spoken Fool,
That popular Clack: or let us sell our Fates
So dear, that Rome may sicken with our Fall.

All Cit.
No Marius! no Marius! Down with him; down with him...

Sulp.
Ha! what art Thou?
Y. Pomp.
The Consuls Son.

Sulp.
A Worm;
A thin Skin full of Dirt; and thus I tread thee
Into thy mother Earth.....
[Kills him.

Mar. sen.
Drag hence that Traitour,
And bring me straight his Head upon thy Dart.
The Fate of Romes begun.
Q. Pomp.
Our Children murtherd,
Thus massacred before our eyes? Come all
That love Pompoius, and revenge his Loss.

Sulpit.

Fall on.

All Cit.
No Marius! no Marius! Liberty! Liberty! &c.

They fight. Marius conquers....

Mar. sen.
Thanks for this good beginning, Gods. These Slaves,
These wide-mouthd Brutes that bellow thus for Freedome,
Oh! how they ran before the hand of Powr,
Flying for shelter into every Brake!
Like cowrdly fearful Sheep they break their Herd,
When the Wolfs out, and ranging for his Prey.
Sulpitius, thy Guards did noble Service.

Sulpit.
Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and I,
Fit for the work of Power: say the word,
Not one amongst em all but what shall run,
Take an old grumbling Senatour by th Beard,
And shake his Head off from his shrinking Shoulders.

Mar. sen.
Sylla, I hear, is at the Gates of Rome.
Proclaim straight Liberty to every Slave
That will but own the Cause of Caius Marius.
Horrour, Confusion, and inverted Order,
Vast Desolation, Slaughter, Death and Ruine
Must have their Courses cre this Ferment settle.
``Thus the Great Iove above, who rules alone,
``When men forget his Godlike Powr to own,
``Uses no common means, no common ways,
``But sends forth Thunder, and the World obeys.
[Ex. omnes.
The end of the Second ACT.


ACT III.

Enter Sulpitius, Granius, and all the Guards.

Sulpit.
ROME never saw a Morning sure like this:
Now she begins to know the Rod of Powr;
Her wanton Bloud can smart.
Were I the Conful, not a Head in Rome
That had but Thoughts of Sylla should stand safe.

Gran.
Slaughter shoud have continud with the Day.
Mercy but gives Sedition time to rally.
Evry soft, pliant, talking, busy Rogue,
Gathering a Flock of hot-braind Fools together,
Can preach up new Rebellion. Till the Heads
Of all those heavnly-inspired Knaves be crushd,
No Power can be safe.....

Sulp.
Much will this day
Determine; Syllas now before the Walls,
And all his Forces ready for command.
Four thousand Slaves have taken hold on Freedome,
And come on Proclamation to our side.

Gran.
Where should my Brother be? he came not home to night.

Sulpit.
Think of him as a Wretch thats dead,
Stabbd with an Eye, run through the Brains with Love.

Gran.
He talkt of sending Sylla a Defiance.

Sulpit.
Writ with a Pen made of a Cupids Quill.

Gran.
Why, what is Sylla?

Sulpit.
A most courageous Captain at a Congee:
He fights by measure, as your Artists sing,
Keeps Distance, Time, Proportion, rests his Rests,
One, two, and the third in your Guts.
Oh! hes the very Butcher of a Button.

Gran.
Would I could see my Brother. That damnd love
Of Women ruins noblest purposes.

Sulpit.
That Sex was first in mockery of us made.
They are the false deceitfull Glasses where
We gaze, and dress our selves to all the shapes

Of Folly. What ist Women cannot doe?
Shell make a States-man quite forget his Cunning,
And trust his dearest Secrets to her Breast,
Where Fops have daily entrance: make a Priest,
Forgetting the hypocrisy ofs Office,
Dance and show tricks, to prove his strength and brawn:
Make a Projector quibble, an old Judge
Put on False hair, and paint: and after all,
Though she be known the lewdest of her Sex,
Shell make some Fool or other think shes honest.
Your Father promisd me to meet me here.
I wonder he delays so long.

Gran.

He comes.
And with him too my Brother.

Sulpit.
See your General,
Salute him all my Fellow-souldiers.
[Shout.

Mar. sen.
This,
Sulpitius, looks like Power. Granius, here
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms and bless him:
H has done a thing most worthy of our Name,
Sent a Defiance into Syllas Camp,
Challenging forth the stoutest Champion there,
In vindication of his Fathers Cause.
And not an Out-law there dare send his Answer.
Once more, Sulpitius, are the People ours,
Enragd with Syllas coming armd, to force

The City. At the Celimontane Gate
Hes posted now: lets send him straight Commands
I th name o th Senate and the Roman People,
T advance no farther, till the state of Rome
Be heard in publick, and my Choice confirmd,
Or he continud Consul.....

Sulpit.
That would be
But to prolong Necessity; for Rome
Must bleed: and since the Rabble now is ours,
Keep the Fools hot, preach Dangers in their Ears,
Spread false Reports o th Senate, working up
Their Madness to a Fury quick and desprate,
Till they run headlong into civil Discords,
And doe our business with their own Destruction.
Granius, go thou,
Send word to Sylla that he lay down Arms,
And render up himself to Rome.

Mar. Jun.
Theres still
A dangerous Wheel at work, a Thoughtfull Villain,
Cinna, wh has raisd his Fortune by the Jars
And Discords of his Country: like a Fly
Ore Flesh, he buzzes about itching Ears,
Till he has vented his Infection there,
To fester into Rancour and Sedition.
Would he were safe.

Mar. sen.
And safe he shall be: let him be proscribd,
The Fine upon his head its weight in Gold.
Woud I coud buy Metelluss as cheap.
I have a tender Foolishness within me
May sometimes get the better of my Rage:
Sulpitius, therefore keep me warm; still ply
My ebbing Fury with the Thoughts of Sylla,
Th ingratefull Senate, and Metellus Pride;
And let not any thing may make me dreadfull
Be left undone. Now to our Troups lets hasten,
And wait for Syllas Answer at our Arms.

Ex. Mar. sen. & Granius.

Sulpit.
Is not this better now then whining Love?
Now thou again art Marius, son of Arms,
Thy Fathers Honour, and thy Friends Delight.
Enter Nurse and Clodius.

Mar. Jun.
Sulpitius, what comes here? a Sail, Sulpitius.

Sulpit.
A tatterd one, and weather-beaten much.
Many a boistrous Storm has she bin tossd in,
And many a Pilot kept her to the wind.

Nurse.

Clodius.

Clod.

Madam.

Sulpit.

Madam.

Nurse.
My Fan, Clodius.

Sulpit.
Ay, good Clodius, to hide her Face.

Nurse.
Good morrow, Gentlemen.

Sulpit.
Good even, fair Gentlewoman.

Nurse.
Fair Gentlewoman? really tis very hot.

Sulpit.
It should be so by your Ladyships parcht Face.

Nurse.
Marry come up, my Gossip: whose man are you?

Sulpit.
A Womans man, my Sibyll, wouldst thou try
My strength in Feats of amorous engagement.
Lead me amongst the Beauteous, where they run
Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their Wildness,
Where I may chuse the foremost of the Heard,
And bear her trembling to some Bank, bedeckt
With sweetest Flowers, such as Joy would chuse
To dwell in; throw my inspird Arms about her,
And press her till she thought her self more blest
Then Io panting with the Joys of Iove.

Nurse.
Panting? Joys? and Iove? now by my troth, tis very pretty. But, Gentlemen, can any of you tell where I may find young Marius?

Mar. Jun.
Yes, I can tell you, Madam. I am he.

Sulpit.
Hah! by this light, a Baud. So ho!
Come lets away. I hate a morning-Bawd,
That stinks of last-nights office.....
[Ex. Sulpit.

Nurse.
Pray, Sir, what sawcy Fellows he thats gone?

Mar. Jun.
A Gentleman, Nurse, that loves to hear himself talk; and will speak more in a minute then hell stand to in a month.

Nurse.
And he speak any thing against me, Ill take him down, and he were lustier then he is, and twenty such Jacks; or Ill find those that shall. But now, Sir, I wish you much Joy.... I hear you are — 

Mar. Jun.
Marryd, this day the blessed deed was done.
When the unhappy Discords first took flame
Betwixt my Father and the Senate; then
A holy Priest of Hymen, whom with Gold
I bribd to yield us privately his Office,
Joynd our kind Hands, and now Shes ever mine.

Nurse.
Well: fore God, I am so vext, that every part about me quivers. But pray, Sir, a word: and, as I told you, my young Lady bade me find you out. What she bade me say, Ill keep to my self. But first let me tell you; if you have led her into a Fools Paradise, as they say; for the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore if you should deal doubly with her, though you dont look like a Gentleman that woud use double-dealing with a Lady. — 

Mar. Jun.
Commend me to thy Lady. I protest — 

Nurse.
Good heart, and i faith I will tell as much. Lord! Lord! she will be a joyfull Woman.

Mar. Jun.
Bid her devise this Evening to receive
Me at her Window: here is for thy pains.....
[Gives money.

Nurse.
No truly, Sir; not a Drachma.

Mar. Jun.
Away; I say you shall.

Nurse.
This Evening, say you? well, she shall be there.

Mar. Jun.
And stay, kind Nurse, behind the Garden-wall.
Within this hour my man shall meet thee there.
And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder,
Which to the blessed Mansion of my Joy
Must be my Conduct in the secret Night.

Farewell.... be true, and Ill reward thy pains.

Nurse.
Now Heavns bless thee.... Hark you, Sir.

Mar. Jun.
What sayst thou, Nurse?

Nurse.
Nothing, but that my Mistriss is the sweetest Lady, Lord! Lord! when twas a little prating thing .... Oh! .... theres a Spark, one Sylla, that woud fain have a finger in the py .... but she, good soul, had as lieve hear of a Toad, a very Toad, as hear of him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her Sylla is the properer man.... But Ill warrant you, when I say so, she looks as pale as any Clout in the versall world. Well, youll be sure to come....

Mar. Jun.
As sure as truth.

Nurse.
Well, when it was a Little thing, and usd to ly with me, it woud so kick, so sprawl, and so play .... and then I would tickle it, and then it would laugh, and then it would play agen. When it had tickling and playing enough, it would go to sleep as gently as a Lamb. I shall never forget it.... Then youll be sure to come....

Mar. Jun.
Can I forget to live?

Nurse.
Nay, but swear though.

Mar. Jun.
By this Kiss, which thou shalt carry to Lavinia. — 

Nurse.
Oh! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you shall not. I have bin drinking Aqua vitae. Oh! those Eyes of yours!

Mar. Jun.
Till night farewell....

Nurse.
Till night; Ill say no more, but da da. Come, Clodius.
Ah! those Eyes!
[Ex. Nurse & Clodius.

Mar. Jun.
What pains she takes with her officious Folly?
How happy is the Evening-tide of Life,
When Phlegm has quencht our Passions, trifling out
The feeble Remnant of our filly Days
In Follies, such as Dotage best is pleasd with,
Free from the wounding and tormenting Cares
That toss the thoughtfull, active, busy Mind?
Though this Day be the dearest of my Life,
Theres something hangs most heavy on my Heart,
And my Brains sick with Dulness.
Enter Marius senior.

Mar. sen.
Wheres this Loyterer,
This most inglorious Son of Cains Marius?
With folded Arms and down-cast Eyes he stands,
The Marks and Embleme of a Womans Fool.

Mar. Jun.

My Father.

Mar. sen.
Call me by some other Name;
Disgrace me not: Im Marius;
And surely Marius has small right in Thee.
Would Syllas Soul were thine, and thine were his,
That he, as Thou hast done, now Glory calls,
Might run for shelter to a Womans Arms,
And hide him in her Bosome like a Babe.

Mar jun.
Then Im a Coward.

Mar. sen.
Art thou not?

Mar. Jun.
I am,
That thus can bear Reproaches, and yet live.
Durst any man but you have calld me so?
Oh! let me fall, embrace and kiss your Feet.
Yhave raisd a Spirit in me prompts my Heart
To such a Work as Fame ner talkt of yet.
How ll you dispose Lavinia?

Mar. sen.
Let her fall,
As I would all her Family and Name,
Forgotten that they either ever gave
Thy Fathers Head Dishonour, or thee Pain.

Mar. Jun.
Twas an unlucky Sentence. Shes scarce more
Metellus Daughter now then Yours: our Hands
Were by a Priest this morning joynd. May Heavn
Avert thill Omen, and preserve my Father.

Mar. sen.
Marryd? say ruind, lost, and curst.

Mar. Jun.
Y have torn
The Secret from me, and I wait your Doom.....

Mar. sen.
Go where I never more may hear thee namd;
Go farthest from me, get thee to Metellus,
Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent.
I ve yet one Son, that surely wont forsake me:
Else in this Breast I still have glorious Thoughts,
That will at least give Lustre to my Ruine.

Farewell.... my once best Hopes, now greatest Shame.

Mar. Jun.
Condemn me rather to the worst of Deaths,
Or send me chaind to Sylla like a Slave,
Then banish me the blessing of your Presence.
I ve thought and bounded all my Wishes so,
To dy for You is Happiness enough;
Twould be too much t enjoy Lavinia too.

Mar. sen.
Again Lavinia?

Mar. Jun.
Yes, this Coward Slave,
This most inglorious Son of Caius Marius,
Though wedded to the brightest Beauty, raisd
To thhighest expectation of Delight,
Evn in this Minute when Love prompts his Heart,
And tells what mighty Pleasures are preparing,
Is Master of a Mind unfetterd yet.

Mar. sen.
What canst thou doe?

Mar. Jun.
This Night I should have gone,
And tane possession of Lavinias Bed.
But by the Gods, these Eyes no more shall see her,
Till I ve done something thats above Reward,
And you your self present her to my Arms.

Mar. sen.
Why dost thou talk thus to me?
[Trumpets.

Mar. Jun.
Hark,
The Trumpets sound, and Business is at hand.
It seems as if our Guards upon the Walls
Were just engagd, and Sylla come upon em.
The Gods have done me Justice.

Mar. sen.
Get thee gone,
And leave me to my Fate,
Thou maimd and wounded, and unfit for War.

Mar. Jun.
Ill follow you.....

Mar. sen.
Thou shalt not.

Mar. Jun.
By the Gods, I will.

Mar. sen.
How? disobeyd then?

Mar. Jun.
Bid a Courser spurrd
Stop in his full Career; bid Tides run back,
Or sailing Ships stand still before the wind,
Or Winds themselves not blow when Iove provokes em.

Mar. sen.
Away, and do not tempt my Fury father.

Mar. Jun.
Why? would you kill me?

Mar. sen.
No, no: I hope thou art reservd yet for
A better Fate.

Mar. Jun.
Thanks, Heavn:
These few kind words shew Im not quite unhappy.

Mar. sen.
Then do not contradict my will in this;
But part, and when our hands next meet agen,
Bet in the Heart of Sylla or Metellus....
[Exit.
[Trumpets agen.

Mar. Jun.
Sound higher, ye shrill Instruments of War,
And urge its Horrours up, till they become,
If possible, as terrible as mine.
Oh my Lavinia! though this Night I fail,
At my return I shall be doubly happy.
Such Trials the great ancient Heros past,
Who little present Happiness could tast,
Yet did great Actions, and were Gods at last.
[Exit.

SCENE METELLUS HOUSE.

Enter Lavinia.

Lavin.
GALLOP apace, ye firy-footed Steeds,
Towrds Phoebus Lodging. Such a Charioteer
As Phaeton would lash you to the West,
And bring in cloudy Night immediately.
Spread thy close Curtains Love-performing Night
To sober-suited Matron all in black;
That jealous eyes may wink, and Marius
Leap to these Arms untalkt-of and unseen.
Oh! give me Marius; and when he shall dy,
Take him, and cut him out in little Stars;
And he will make the Face of Heavn so fine,
That all the world shall grow in love with Night,
And pay no worship to the gaudy Sun.
Oh! I have bought the Mansion of a Love,
But not possest it.... Tedious is this Day,
As is the Night before some Festival
To an impatient Child that has new Robes,
Enter Nurse and Clodius.
And may not wear em. Welcome, Nurse: what news?
How fares the Lord of all my Joys, my Marius?

Nurse.
Oh! a Chair! a Chair! no Questions, but a Chair! So.

Livin.
Nay, prithee Nurse, why dost thou look so sad?
Oh! do not spoil the Musick of good Tidings
With such a melancholick wretched Face.

Nurse.
Oh! I am weary, very weary. Clodius, my Cordial-bottle.
Fy! how my bones ake! what a Jaunt have I had!

Lavin.
Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell me,
Will Marius come to night? speak, will he come?

Nurse.
Alas! alas! what haste? oh! cannot you stay a little? oh! do not you see that Im out of breath? oh this Pisick! Clodius, the Cordial.

Lavin.
Th Excuse thou makst for this unkind Delay
Is longer then the Tale thou hast to tell.
Is thy News good or bad? answer to that.
Say either, and Ill stay the Circumstance.

Nurse.
Well, you have made a simple Choice: you know not how to chuse a man. Yet his Leg excells all mens. And for a Hand and a Foot and a Shape, though they are not to be talkt of.... yet they are past compare. What, have you Dind within?

Lavin.
No, no what foolish Questions dost thou ask?
What says he of his Coming? what of that?

Nurse.
Oh! how my Head akes! what a Head have I!
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My Back o tother side! ah! my Back! my Back!
Beshrew your heart for sending me about
To catch my Death.... This Back of mine will break.
[Drinks.

Lavin.
Indeed Im sorry if thou art not well.
But prithee tell me, Nurse, what says my Love?

Nurse.
Why, your Love says like an honest Gentleman, and a kind Gentleman, and a handsome.... and Ill warrant a vertuous Gentleman.
[Drinks.]

Well... what? wheres your Father?

Lavin.
Wheres my Father? why, hes at the Senate.
How odly thou replyst?
Your Love says like an honest Gentleman,
Wheres your Father?

Nurse.
Oh good Lady dear!
Are you so hot? marry come up, I trow.
Is this a Poultice for my aking Bones?
Henceforward do your Messages your self.

Lavin.
Nay, prithee be not angry, Nurse; I meant

No ill. Speak kindly, will my Marius come?

Nurse.
Will he? will a Duck swim?

Lavin.
Then he will come.

Nurse.
Come? why, he will come upon all four, but hell come.
Go, get you in, and say your Prayers: go.

Lavin.
For Blessings on my Marius and Thee.

Nurse.
Well, it would be a sad thing though....

Lavin.
What?

Nurse.
If Marius should not come now.... for theres old doings at the Gates, they are at it ding-dong. Tantarara go the Trumpets; Shout, cry the Souldiers; Clatter go the Swords. Ill warrant... I made no small haste....

Lavin.
And is my Marius there? alas my Fears!
[Trumpets.
The Noise comes this way. Guard my Love, ye Gods,
Or strike me with your Thunder when he falls.
[Exeunt.

SCENE THE FORUM.

Enter Marius senior, Marius junior, Granius, Sulpitius, Catulus, &c. Guards, Lictors, on one side: Metellus, Sylla, Quintus Pompeius, Guards, on the other.
[Trumpets sound a March.

Metell.
OH thou God,
Deliverer of Rome, most blest of men!
See here the Fathers of thy bleeding Country
Prostrate for Refuge at thy feet: see there
The Terrour of our Freedome, and thy Foe,
The Persecuter of thy Friends, the Scourge
Of Truth and Justice, and the Plague of Rome.

Mar. sen.
What art Thou, that canst lend thy slavish ears
To flattering Hypocrisy?

Sylla.
My Name thou hast heard,
And fled from. I am the Friend of Rome,
The Terrour and the Bane of thee her Foe.

Mar. sen.
If th art her Friend, why comst thou here thus armd,
Slaughtering her Citizens, and laying waste her Walls?

Sylla.
To free her from a Tyrants Power.

Mar. sen.
Who is that Tyrant?

Sylla.
Thou, who hast opprest
Her Senate, made thy self by force a Consul,
Set free her Slaves, and armd em gainst her Laws.

Mar. sen.
Hear this, ye Romans, and then judge my Wrongs.
Have I opprest you? have I forcd your Laws?
Am I a Tyrant? I, whom ye have raisd,
For my true Services, to what I am?
Remember th Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons;
Remember the Confederate War.

Sylla.
Where Thou,
Cold and delaying, wert by Silo bravd,
Scornd by thy Souldiers, and at last compelld
Ingloriously to quit th unwieldy Charge.
Remember too who banisht good Metellus,
The Friend and Parent of thy obscure Family,
That raisd thee from a Peasant to a Lord.

Mar. sen.
Basely thou wrongst the Truth. My Actions raisd me.
Hadst thou bin born a Peasant, still thoudst bin so:
But I by Service to thy Country ave made
My Name renownd in Peace, and feard in War.

Sylla.
In the Iugurthine War, whose King was taken
Prisner by me, and Marius triumpht fort.

Mar. sen.
Thou stolst him basely, stolst him at the price
Of his Wives Lust: thou barterdst his Betraying,
And in the Capitol hast Pageants set
In memory of thy Vanity and Shame.

Syll.

Thy Shame.

Mar. sen.
My Honour, proud presumptuous Boy,
Who wouldst be gaudy in an unfit Dress,
And wear my cast off Glories after me.

Syll.
Id rather wear some Beggars rotten Rags,
By him left dangling on a high-way Hedge,
Then soil my Laurels with a Leaf of thine,
Thou scornd Plebeian.

Mar. sen.
Worst Perdition catch thee.

Syll.
Disband that Rout of Rebells at thy heels,
And yield thy self to Justice and the Senate.

Mar. sen.
Justice from Thee demanded on my Head?
First clear thy self, quit thy usurpt Command;
Approach and kneel to me, whom thou hast wrongd.

Syll.
Upon thy Neck I would.

Mar. sen.
As soon thoudst take
A Lion by the beard: thou darst not think ont.

Syll.
I dare, and more.

Mar. sen.
Then, Gods, I take your word,
If there be truth in you, I shall not fall

This day. My Friends and Fellow-souldiers, now
Fight as Ive seen you: for the Life of Sylla,
Leave it to me; for much Revenge must go
Along with Death when such a Victim bleeds.

Syll.
My Lords, withdraw.

Metell.
No, trust the Gods, Ill see
My Countrys Fate, and with her live or dy.

Mar. sen.
Now, Sylla.

Syll.
Now, my Veterans, consider
You fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life.

Mar. sen.
Rebellion never wanted that Pretence.
Thou Shadow of what I have bin, thou Puppet
Of that great State and Honours I have born,
If thoult doe something worthy of thy place,
Lets join our Battel with a Force may glut
The Throat of Death, and choak him with himself;
As fiercely as destroying Whirlwinds rise,
Or as Clouds dash when Thunder shakes the Skies.
[Trumpets sound a Charge: They fight.
Re-enter Marius senior taken by Syllas party.

Mar. sen.
Forsaken, and a Prisner? Is this all
Thats left of Marius? the old naked Trunk
Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs,
Ye clinging Brambles; do not clog me thus,
But let me run into the Jaws of Death,
And finish my ill Fate. Or must I be
Preservd a publick Spectacle, exposd
To Scorn, and make a Holyday for Slaves?
Oh! that Thoughts Hell. Sure I should know thy Face.
Thou hast born Office under me. If ere
In my best Fortune I deservd thy Friendship,
Give me a Romans Death, and set me free,
That no Dishonour in my Age oretake me.

Officer.
Ive servd and lovd you well: nor would I see

Your Fall.... My Orders were, to save your Life.

Mar. sen.
Thourt a Time-server, that canst flatter Misery.
Enter Marius junior, Granius and Sulpitius, Prisoners.
My Sons in Bonds too and Sulpitius?

Sulpit.
Yes, the Rat-catchers have trapt me. Now must I
Be food for Crows, and stink upon a Tree,
Whilst Coxcombs strowl abroad on Holydays,
To take the Air, and see me rot. A pox
On Fortune, and a pox on that first Fool
That taught the world Ambition.

Enter Quint. Pompeius, four Lictors before him.
Q. Pomp.
Draw near,
Ye men of Rome, and hear the Law pronouncd.
Thou Marius, whose Ambition and whose Pride
Has cost so many Lives, the first that ere
Wagd Civil Wars in Rome, Thee and thy Sons,
Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slave
And Minister of all thy Outrages,
The curst Sulpitius, Banishments thy lot;
After to morrows Dawn if found ith City,
Death be thy Doom: so hath the Senate said.
So flourish Peace and Liberty in Rome.

Ex. Quint. Pompeius, Lictors crying Liberty.

Mar. sen.
I thank ye, Gods, upon my knees I thank ye,
For plaguing me above all other men.
Come, ye young Heros, kneel and praise the Heavns,
For crowning thus your youthfull Hopes. Ha, ha, ha!
What pleasant Game hath Fortune playd to day?
Oh! I could burst with Laughter. Why, now Romes

At Peace. But may it be as short and vain,
As Joys but dreamt of, or as Sick mens Slumbers.
Now lets take hands, and bending to the Earth,
To all thInfernall Powers let us swear.

All.

We swear.

Mar. sen.
Thats well: By all the Destinies,
By all the Furies, and the Fiends that wait
About the Throne of Hell, and by Hells King,
Well bring Destruction to this cursed City;
Let not one Stone of all her Towrs stand safe.

Mar. Jun.
Let not her Temples nor her Gods escape.

Gran.
Let Husbands in their Wives Embraces perish.

Mar. sen.
Her Young men massacred,

Sulpit.
Her Virgins ravisht.

Mar. Jun.
And let her Lovers all my Torments feel,
Doating like me, and like me banished.
Thus let em Curse, thus raving tear their Hair,
And fall upon the ground as I do now.

Mar. sen.
Rise then, and to Lavinia go. This Nights

Thy own.

Mar. Jun.
And ever after Pain and Sorrow.
But go thou, find Lavinias Woman out....
[To his servant.
Tell her Ill come, and bid her chear my Love,
For Ill not fail, but in this Night enjoy
Whole Life, and forgive Nature whats to come.

Mar. sen.
Thus then lets part; each take his several way,
As to a Task of Darkness: when we meet
In hated Exile, well compute Accompts,
And see what Mischief each has gatherd then.
For, Rome, I shall be yet once more thy Lord,
If Oracles have truth, and Augurs ly not.
For yet a Child, and in my Fathers Fields
Playing, I seven young Eagles chancd to find;
Which gathering up I to my Parents bore.
The Gods were sought: who promisd me from thence
As many times the Consulate in Rome.
Six times already Ive that Office bore,
And so far has the Prophecy provd true.
But if Ive managd ill the time thats past,
And too remiss six elder Fortunes lost,
The youngest Darling Fate is yet to come,
And Thou shalt feel me then, Ungratefull Rome.
[Exeunt.
The end of the Third ACT.


ACT IV.

SCENE THE GARDEN.

Enter Lavinia and Marius junior.

Lavin.
WILT thou be gone? it is not yet near Day.
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark,
That piercd the fearfull hollow of thy Ear.
Nightly on yon Pomegranate-tree she sings.
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale.

Mar. Jun.
Oh! twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn,

No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks
Of Light embroider all the cloudy East.
Nights Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day
Upon the Mountain-tops sits gally drest,
Whilst all the Birds bring Musick to his Levy.
I must be gone and live, or stay and dy.....

Lavin.
Oh! oh! what wretched Fortune is my lot!
Sure, giving Thee, Heavn grew too far in Debt
To pay, till Bankrupt-like it broke; whilst I,
A poor compounding Creditor, am forcd
To take a Mite for endless Summs of Joy.

Mar. Jun.
Let me be taken, let me suffer Death,
I am content, so Thou wilt have it so....
By Heavn, yon gray is not the Mornings Eye,
But the Reflexion of pale Cynthias Brightness.
Nor ist the Lark we hear, whose Notes do beat
So high, and Echo in the Vault of Heavn.
Im all desire to stay, no will to go.
How ist, my Soul? lets talk: It is not Day.

Lavin.
Oh! it is, it is.... Fly hence away, my Marius.
It is the Lark, and out of tune she sings,
With grating Discords and unpleasing Strainings.
Some say the Lark and loathsome Toad change Eyes:
Now I could wish they had changd Voices too;
Or that a Lethargy had seizd the Morning,
And she had slept, and never wakd agen,
To part me from th Embraces of my Love.
What shall become of Me, when Thou art gone?

Mar. Jun.
The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our Loves,
Seing my Faith, and thy unspotted Truth,
Will sure take care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee.
Upon my Knees Ill ask em every day,
How my Lavinia does: and every night,
In the severe Distresses of my Fate,
As I perhaps shall wander through the Desart,
And want a place to rest my weary Head on,
Ill count the Stars, and bless em as they shine,
And court em all for my Lavinias Safety.

Lavin.
Oh Banishment! eternal Banishment!
Ner to return! must we ner meet agen?
My Heart will break, I cannot think that Thought

And live. Coud I but see to th end of Woe,
There were some Comfort .... but eternall Torment
Is even insupportable to Thought.
It cannot be that we shall part for ever.

Mar. Jun.
No, for my Banishment may be recalld;
My Father once more hold a Powr in Rome:
Then shall I boldly claim Lavinia mine,
Whilst happiest men shall envy at the Blessing,
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loves.

Lavin.
If by my Fathers Cruelty Im forcd,
When left alone, to yield to Syllas Claim,
Defenseless as I am, and thou far from me,
If, as I must, I rather dy then suffert,
What a sad Tale will that be when tis told thee?
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think,
Or say, or doe. I cannot let thee go.

Mar. Jun.
A Thousand things would, to this purpose said,
But sharpen and add weight to parting Sorrow.
Oh my Lavinia! if my Heart ere stray,....
[Kneels.
Or any other Beauty ever charm me,
If I live not entirely onely thine,
In that curst moment when my Soul forsakes thee,
May I be hither brought a Captive bound,
Tadorn the Triumph of my basest Foe.

Lavin.
And if I live not faithfull to the Lord
Of my first Vows, my dearest onely Marius,
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn,
Hooted by Slaves forth from thy gates, O Rome,
Till flying to the Woods t avoid my Shame,
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or some worse Fate destroy me;
And not one Tree vouchsafe a Leaf to hide me.

Mar. Jun.
What needs all this? — 

Lavin.
Oh! I could find out things
To talk to thee for ever.

Mar. Jun.
Weep not; the time
We had to stay together has bin employd
In richest Love.....

Lavin.
We ought to summon all
The spirit of soft Passion up, to chear
Our Hearts thus labring with the pangs of Parting.
Oh my poor Marius!

Mar. Jun.
Ah my kind Lavinia!

Lavin.
But dost thou think we ere shall meet agen?

Mar. Jun.
I doubt it not, and all these Woes shall serve
For sweet Discourses in our time to come.

Lavin.
Alas! I have an ill-divining Soul;
Methinks I see thee, now thourt from my Arms,
Like a stark Ghost with Horrour in thy Visage.
Either my Eye-sight fails, or thou lookst pale.

Mar. Jun.
And trust me, Love, in my Eye so dost Thou.
Dry Sorrow drinks our Bloud.... Farewell.

Lavin.

Farewell then.
[Ex. Mar. Jun.

Nurse within.

Madam.

Lavin.

My Nurse.

Nurse within.
Your Fathers up, and Day-light broke abroad.
Be wary, look about you.....

Lavin.
Hah! is he gone? My Lord, my Husband, Friend,
I must hear from thee every day ith hour:
For absent Minutes seem as many Days.
Oh! by this reckning I shall be most old,
Ere I agen behold my Marius. Nay,
Gone too already? twas unkindly done,
I had not yet imparted half my Soul,
Not a third part of its sond jealous Fears.
But Ill pursue him fort, and be revengd;
Hang such a tender Tale about his Heart,
Shall make it tingle as his Life were stung.

Nay too.... Ill love him; never, never leave him;
Fond as a Child, and resolute as Man.

Ex. Lavin.
Enter Metellus musing.

Metell.
Sylla this morning parts from hence to Capua,
To head that Army. Cinna must be Consul:....
Ay, Cinna must be. Hes a busy fellow,
Knows how to tell a story to the Rabble,
Hates Marius too: that, thats the dearest point.
I hope the Snares for Marius laid may take him.
A hundred horse are in pursuit to find him:
And if they catch him, his Heads safe, thats certain.
Octavius will be the other.... be it so,
An honest, simple, downright-dealing Lord:
A little too Religious, thats his fault.
Enter a Servant.
What now?

Servant.
A Letter left you by a Lictor,
Who told us that it came from the Lord Sylla.
Metellus reads the Letter.
BLAME not, Sir, my parting
So suddenly: just now Ive had advice
Of some Disturbance in the Camp at Capua.
Commend my tenderst Faith to fair Lavinia.
Youre Syllas Advocate with her and Rome.

Enter Nurse.
Well, Nurse.

Nurse.

My Lord.

Metell.
How does my Daughter?

Nurse.
Truly very ill:
She has not slept a wink:
Nothing but tossd and tumbled all this night;
I left her just now slumbering.
This Lord Sylla does so run in her Head.

Metell.
Oh! were he in her Heart, Nurse!

Nurse.
Were he?
Why, she thinks of nothing else, talks of nothing else, dreams of nothing else. She would needs have me ly with her thother night. But about midnight (Ill swear it wakd me out of a sweet Nap) she takes me fast in her Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sylla! but are you, will you be true? then sighd, and so stretcht.... I swear I was half afraid.

Metell.
Shes strangely alterd then.
This Morning two new Consuls must be chosen.
If they are true, those tidings thou hast brought me,
Wait while she wakes, and tell her tis my pleasure,
At my return from th Forum that I see her....
[Ex. Metell.

Nurse.
So, so; — here will be sweet doings in time. How many hundred lies a day must I tell, to keep this Family at peace?

Enter Lavinia.

Lavin.
Oh Nurse! where art thou? is my Father gone?

Nurse.
Gone? yes; and would I were gone too.

Lavin.
Why dost thou sigh? what cause hast thou to wish so?
Wert thou distrest, unfortunate as I am,
Thou hadst then cause.
What shall I doe? Oh, how alone am I!
I walk methinks as half of me were lost;
Yet, like a maimd Bird, flutter, flutter on,
And fain woud find a Hole to hide my head in.

Nurse.
Odds my Boddikins! but why thus drest, Madam? why in this pickle, say you now?

Lavin.
Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppose me,
For I am desperate, and resolvd to Death.
In this unhappy, wayward, humble Dress,
After my Love a Pilgrimage Ill take,
Forsake deserted Rome, and find my Marius.

Nurse.
And I must stay behind to be hang d up, like an old Polecat in a Warren, for a warning to all Vermine that shall come after me. Would I were fairly dead for a week, till this were over.

Lavin.
This Mornings opportunity is fair,
When all are busy in electing Consuls;
I shall escape unseen without the Gates,
And this night in a Litter reach Salonium.

Nurse.
I care not; Ill have nothing to doe int: you shant stir.
Nay, Ill raise the House first. Why Clodius! Catulus! Sempronia! Thesbia! Men and Maids, where are you? Oh! oh! oh!...

Lav. gets from her. Nurse falls down. [Ex. Lavin.

Enter Clodius.

Clod.
Whats the matter, Mistriss?

Nurse.
Oh Clody, Clody, dear Clody! ist thee, my dear Clody? help me, help me up. Run to my Lord to the Forum presently: tell him his Treasury is robbd, his House a-fire, his Daughter dead, and I mad. Run, run. Youll not run. Oh! oh!
[Exeunt.

SCENE CHANGES TO THE COUNTRY.

Enter severall Herdsmen belonging to Marius.

1. Herds.
GOOD morrow, Brother, you have heard the News.

2. Herds.
News, quoth a? trim News truly.

1. Herds.
Why, they say our Lord and Masters stept a one side s there any thing int trow?

2. Herds.
Any thing int? alas aday! alas aday! sad times! sad times, Brother! not a penny of money stirring.

1. Herds.
Nay, I thought there was no good Weather towards, when my bald-facd Heifer stuck up her Tail Eastward, and ran back into a new Quick-set, which I had just made to keep the Swine from the Beans.

2. Herds.
And tother night, as I was at Supper, in the Chimnycorner, a whole Family of Swallows, that had occupyd the Tenement these seven years, fell down, Nest and all, into the Porridgepot, and spoild the Broath. Sad times! sad times, Brother!

3. Herds.
Did you meet no Troupers this way?

2. Herds.
Troupers? I saw a parcel of Raggooners, I think they call em, trotting along you Wood-side upon ragged Hide-bound Jades. I warrant they came for no goodness.....

1. Herds.
Twas to seek for Lord Marius, as sure as Eggs be Eggs. These-Bitious folk make more stir in the world then a thousand men. Would my Kine were all in their Stalls.
Enter severall Souldiers in quest of Marius.

1. Sould.
This is the way. How now, you pack of Boobies? whose Fools are you?

2. Herds.
Why, we are such Fools as you are, any bodies Fools that will pay us our Wages.

2. Sould.
Do you belong to the Traitour Marius?

1. Herds.
We belong to Caius Marius, ant like your Worship.

1. Sould.
Why, this is a civil Fellow. But you, Rogue, you are witty and be hangd, are you?

2. Herds.
Is poor enough to be witty, as your poor enough to be valiant. Had I but Money enough, Id no more be a Wit then youd be a Souldier.

2. Sould.
Let the hungry Churl alone.

1. Sould.
Hark you, you Dog, wheres your Lord, the Traitour Marius?

2. Herds.
In a whole Skin, if he be wise.....

2. Sould.
Where is he, you Pultroon?

2. Herds.
Look you, I keep his Cows and his Oxen here at Salonium, but I keep none of him. If you must needs know where he is, then I must needs tell you I dont know.

1. Sould.
Lets to his house hard by, and ransack that. Sirrah,
If we miss of him, you may repent this.
[Ex. Souldiers.

1. Herds.
Tis all one to me, I must pay my Rent to some body.

2. Herds.
Why, this tis now to be a Great man. Heavn keep me a Cow-keeper still.... I say....
Enter Marius senior and Granius.

Mar. sen.
Where are we? are we yet not near Salonium?
Lead me to yonder shady Poplar, where
The poor old Marius a while may sit,
And joy in Rest. Oh my distemperd Head!
The Sun has beat his Beams so hard upon me,
That my Brains hot as molten Gold. My Skull!
Oh my tormented Skull! Oh Rome! Rome! Rome!
Hah! what are those?

Gran.
They seem, Sir, Rural Swains,
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath these Woods.

Mar. sen.
Who are you? to what Lord do ye belong?

2. Herds.
We did belong to Caius Marius once: but they say hes gone a Journey: and now we belong to one another.

Mar. sen.
Have ye forgot me then? ungratefull Slaves!
Are you so willing to disown your Master?
Who would have thought thave found such Baseness here,
Where Innocence seems seated by the Gods,
As in her Virgin-nakedness untainted?
Confusion on ye, ye sordid Earthlings.
[Ex. all but one.

1. Herds.
Oh fly, my Lord, your Foes are thick abroad:
Just now a Troup of Murtherers past this way,
And askd with horrour for the Traitour Marius.
By this time at Salonium, at your House,
They are in search of you. Fly, fly, my Lord....
[Exit.

Mar. sen.
I shall be hounded up and down the World,
Now every Villain, that is Wretch enough
To take the price of Bloud, dreams of my Throat.
Help and support me till I reach the Wood,
Then go and find thy wretched Brother out.
Asunder we may dodge our Fate, and lose her.
In some old hollow Tree or oregrown Brake
Id rest my weary Lims, till Danger pass me.
[Goes into the Wood.
Enter Souldiers again.

1. Sould.
A thousand Crowns? tis a Reward might buy
As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rome;
And tis too much for one.

2. Sould.
Lets set this Wood
A flaming, if you think hes here, and then
Quickly youll see th old Droan crawl humming out.

1. Sould.
Thou always lovst to ride full speed to Mischief. Theres no consideration in thee. Look you, when I cut a Throat, I love to doe it with as much Deliberation and Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard. I hate a slovenly Murther done hand over head: a man gets no credit by it.

3. Sould.
The man that spoke last spoke well. Therefore let us to you adjacent Village, and sowce our selves in good Falernum....
[Ex. Souldiers.

Mar. sen.
O Villains! not a Slave of those
But has servd under me, has eat my Bread,
And felt my Bounty.... Drought! parching Drought!
Was ever Lion thus by Dogs embossd?
Oh! I could swallow Rivers: Earth yield me Water;
Or swallow Marius down where Springs first flow.
Enter Marius junior and Granius.

Mar. Jun.
My Father!

Mar. sen.
Oh my Sons!

Mar. Jun.
Why thus forlorn? stretcht on the Earth?

Mar. sen.
Oh! get me some Refreshment, cooling Herbs,
And Water to allay my ravenous Thirst
I would not trouble you if I had Strength:
But Im so faint that all my Lims are useless.
Now have I not one Drachma to buy Food,
Must we then starve? no, sure the Birds will feed us.

Mar. Jun.
There stands a House on yonder side oth Wood,
It seems the Mansion of some Man of note:
Ill go and turn a Beggar for my Father.

Mar. sen.
Oh my Souls comfort! do. Indeed I want it.
I, who had once the plenty of the Earth,
Now want a Root and Water. Go, my Boy,
And see wholl give a Morsell to poor Marius.
Nay, Ill not starve: no, I will plunge in Riot,
Wallow in Plenty. Drink? Ill drink, Ill drink.
Give me that Goblet hither.... Heres a Health
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome.

Mar jun.
Repose your self a while, till we return.

Mar. sen.
I will; but prithee let me rave a little.
Go, prithee go, and dont delay. Ill rest;
[Ex. Mar. Jun.
As thou shalt, Rome, if ere my Fortune raise me.....

Enter Lavinia.
Another Murthrer? this brings smiling Fate:
A deadly Snake cloathd in a dainty Skin.

Lavin.
Ive wanderd up and down these Woods and Meadows,
Till I have lost my way.....
Against a tall, young, slender, well-grown Oak
Leaning, I found Lavinia in the Bark.
My Marius should not be far hence.

Mar. sen.
What art Thou,
That darst to name that wretched Creature Marius?

Lavin.
Do not be angry, Sir, what ere thou art;
I am a poor unhappy Woman, driven
By Fortune to pursue my banishd Lord.

Mar. sen.
By thy dissembling Tone thou shouldst be Woman,
And Roman too.

Lavin.
Indeed I am.

Mar. sen.
A Roman?
If thou art so, be gone, lest Rage with Strength
Assist my Vengeance, and I rise and kill thee.

Lavin.
My Father, is it you?

Mar. sen.
Now thou art Woman;
For Lies are in thee. I? am I thy Father?
I ner was yet so curst; none of thy Sex
Ere sprung from me. My Offspring all are Males,
The Nobler sort of Beasts entitled Men.

Lavin.
I am your Daughter, if your Sons my Lord.
Have you ner heard Lavinias name in Rome,
That wedded with the Son of Marius?

Mar. sen.
Hah!
Art thou that fond, that kind and doting thing,
That lest her Father for a banisht Husband?
Come near — 
And let me bless thee, though thy Names my Foe.

Lavin.
Alas! my Father, you seem much opprest:
Your Lips are parcht, bloud-shot your Eyes and sunk.
Will you partake such Fruits as I have gatherd?
Taste, Sir, this Peach, and this Pomegranate; both are
Ripe and refreshing.

Mar. sen.
What? all this from Thee,
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have sent to aid me?
I dont deserve thy Bounty.

Lavin.
Here, Sir,s more.
I found a Crystall Spring too in the Wood,
And took some Water; tis most soft and cool.

Mar. sen.
An Emperours Feast! but I shall rob thee.

Lavin.
No, Ive eat, and slakd my Thirst. But wheres my Lord,
My dearest Marius?

Mar. sen.
To th neighbouring Village
Hes gone, to beg his Fathers Dinner, Daughter.

Lavin.
Will you then call me Daughter? will you own it?
Im much orepaid for all the Wrongs of Fortune.
But surely Marius cant be brought to want.
Ive Gold and Jewels too, and theyl buy Food.
Enter Marius junior.

Mar. sen.
See here, my Marius, what the Gods have sent us.
See thy Lavinia.

Mar. Jun.
Hah!
[They run and embrace.

Mar. sen.
What? dumb at meeting?

Mar. Jun.
Why weeps my Love?

Lavin.
I cannot speak, Tears so obstruct my Words,
And choak me with unutterable Joy.

Mar. Jun.
Oh my Hearts Joy!

Lavin.
My Soul!

Mar. Jun.
But hast thou left
Thy Fathers House, the Pomp and State of Rome,
To follow desart Misery?

Lavin.
I come
To bear a part in every thing thats thine,
Bet Happiness or Sorrow. In these Woods,
Whilst from pursuing Enemies youre safe,
Ill range about, and find the Fruits and Springs,
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadills and Lillies,
And softest Camomill to make us Beds,
Whereon my Love and I at night will sleep,
And dream of better Fortune.
Enter Granius and Servant with Wine and Meat.

Mar. sen.
Yet more Plenty
Sure Comus, the God of Feasting, haunts these Woods,
And means to entertain us as his Guests.

Servant.
I am sent hither, Marius, from my Lord,
Sextilius the Praetor, to relieve thee,
And warn thee that thou straight depart this place,
Else he the Senates Edict must obey,
And treat thee as the Foe of Rome.

Mar. sen.
But did he,
Did he, Sextilius, bid thee say all this?
Was he too proud to come and see his Master,
That raisd him out of nothing? Was he not
My menial Servant once, and wipd these Shoes,
Ran by my Chariot-wheels, my Pleasures watcht,
And fed upon the Voidings of my Table?
Durst he affront me with a sordid Alms?
And send a saucy Message by a Slave?
Hence with thy Scraps: back to thy Teeth I dash em.
Be gone whilst thou art safe. Hold, stay a little.

Serv.
What Answer would you have me carry back?

Mar. sen.
Go to Sextilius, tell him thou hast seen
Poor Caius Marius banishd from his Country,
Sitting in Sorrow on the naked Earth,
Amidst an ample Fortune once his own,
Where now he cannot claim a Turf to sleep on.
[Ex. Servant.
How am I fallen! Musick? sure, the Gods
[Soft Musick.
Are mad, or have designd to make me so.

Enter Martha.
Well, what art Thou?

Marth.
Am I a Stranger to thee?
Marthas my name, the Syrian Prophetess,
That usd to wait upon thee with good Fortune;
Till banishd out of Rome for serving Thee.
Ive ever since inhabited these Woods,
And searchd the deepest Arts of wise Foreknowledge.

Mar. sen.
I know thee now most well. When thou wert gone,
All my good Fortune left me. My lovd Vulturs,
That usd to hover ore my happy Head,
And promise Honour in the day of Battel,
Have since bin seen no more. Evn Birds of prey
Forsake unhappy Marius: Men of prey
Pursue him still. Hast thou no Hopes in store?

Marth.
A hundred Spirits wait upon my will,
To bring me Tidings, from th Earths farthest Corners,
Of all that happens out in States and Councils.
I tell thee therefore, Rome is once more thine.
The Consuls have had Blows, and Cinnas beaten,
Who with his Army comes to find thee out,
To lead him back with Terrour to that City.

Mar. sen.

Speak on.

Marth.
Nay, ere thou thinkst it he will be with thee.
But let thy Sons and these fair Nymphs retire,
Whilst I relieve thy wearied Eyes with Sleep,
And chear thee in a Dream with promisd Fate.

Mar. Jun.
Come, my Lavinia, Granius, weell withdraw
To some cool Shade, and wonder at our Fortune.
[Ex.
Martha waves her Wand.... [A Dance.

Mar. sen.
O Rest, thou Stranger to my Senses, welcome.
Enter Servant and a Russian.

Serv.
Ten Attick Talents shall be thy Reward,
Sextilius gives em thee. Dispatch him safely.

Ruff.
Fear not, he never wakes agen.

Mar. sen.
No more,
I ll hear no more. Metellus live? no, no;
He dies, he dies. So bear him to the Tiber,
And plunge him to the bottom. Hah Antonius!
Where are my Guards? dispatch that talking Knave,
That when he should be doing publick Service,
Consumes his time in Speeches to the Rabble,
And sows Sedition in a City. Down,
Down with Pompeius too, that calld me Traitour.
Hah! art thou there? welcome once more, old Marius,
To Romes Tribunall.

Ruff.
Nows the time.

Mar. sen.

Stand off.
Secure that Gaul.... Darst thou kill Caius Marius?
[Wakes.
Hah! speak? what art thou?

Ruff.
By Sextilius hired
I hither came to take your Life, Spare mine,
And Ill for ever serve you at your feet.

Mar. sen.
What barbrous Slaves are these, that envy me
The open Air; set Prices on my Head,
As they would doe on Wolves that slay their Flock!

Enter Sulpitius. [Trumpets.
Trumpets! Sulpitius, where hast thou bin wandring
Since the late Storm that drove us from each other?

Sulpit.
Why, doing Mischief up and down the City,
Picking up discontented Fools, belying
The Senatours and Government, destroying
Faith amongst honest men, and praising Knaves.

Mar. sen.
Oh, but wheres Cinna?

Sulpit.
Ready to salute you.....
Enter Cinna attended with Lictors and Guards.

Cinn.
Romans, once more behold your Consul; soe,
Is that a Fortune fit for Caius Marius?
Advance your Axes and your Rods before him,
And give him all the Customs of his Honour.

Mar. sen.
Away: such Pomp becomes not wretched Marius.
Here let me pay Obedience to my Consul.
Lead me, great Cinna, where thy Foes have wrongd thee,
And see how thy old Souldier will obey.

Cinn.
O Marius, be our Hearts united ever,
To carry Desolation into Rome,
And waste that Den of Monsters to the Earth.

Mar. sen.
Shall we?

Cinn.
Well dot. That godly Soothsaying Fool,
That sacrificing Dolt, that Sot Octavius,
When we were chosen Consuls in the Forum,
Disownd me for his Collegue; said, the Gods
Had told him I designd Tyrannick powr;
Provokd the Citizens, who took up Arms,
And drove me forth the Gates.

Mar. sen.
Excellent Mischief!
Whats to be done?

Cinn.
No sooner was I gone,
But a large part of that great City followd me.
Theres not an honest Spirit left in Rome,
That does not own my Cause, and wish for Marius.

Mar. sen.
Bring me my Horse, my Armour, and the Laurel
With which, when Id orecome three barbrous Nations,
I enterd crownd with Triumph into Rome.
I go to free her now from greater Mischiefs.
Enter Marius junior and Granius.
O my young Warriour!

Mar. Jun.
Curst be the Light,
And ever curst be all these Regions round us.
Lavinias lost, born back with force to Rome,
By Ruffians headed by her Fathers Kinsmen;
And like a Coward too I live, yet saw it.
[Exit.

Mar. sen.
Oh Marius! Marius! let not Plaints come from thee,
Nor cloud the joy thats breaking on thy Father.
If she be back in Rome, Lavinias thine.
To morrows Dawn restores her to thy Arms.
For that fair Mistriss Fortune, which has cost
So dear, for which such Hardships I have past,
Is coy no more, but crowns my Hopes at last.
I long t embrace her, nay, tis Death to stay.
Im mad as promisd Bridegrooms, born away
With thoughts of nothing but the joyfull day.
[Exeunt.

SCENE METELLUS HOUSE.

Enter Metellus, Lavinia, Priest of Hymen.

Lavin.
NAY, you have catcht me; you may kill me too:
But with my Cries Ill rend the Echoing Heavns,
Till all the Gods are Witness how you use me.

Metell.
What? like a Vagrant fly thy Fathers House?
And follow fulsomely an exlld Slave,
Disdaind by all the World? But abject Thou,
Resolve to go, or bound be sent to Sylla,
With as much Scorn as thou hast done me Shame.

Lavin.
Do, bind me, kill me, rack these Lims: Ill bear it.
But, Sir, consider still I am your Daughter;
And one hours Converse with this Holy man
May teach me to repent, and shew Obedience.

Metell.
Think not t evade me by protracting time:
For if thou dost not, may the Gods forsake me,
As I will Thee, if thou escape my Fury....
[Ex. Metell.

Lavin.
Oh! bid me leap (rather then go to Sylla)
From off the Battlements of any Towr,
Or walk in Thievish ways, or bid me lurk
Where Serpents are: chain me with roaring Bears;
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell-house
Ore-coverd quite with Dead mens rattling Bones,
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapless Sculls:
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave,
And hide me with a Dead man in his Shrowd:
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble:
And Ill go through it without fear or doubting,
To keep my Vows unspotted to my Love. — 

Priest.
Take here this Vial then, and in this moment
Drink it, when straight through all thy Veins shall run
A cold and drowzy Humour more then Sleep:
And in Deaths borrowd likeness shalt thou lie
Two Summer-days, then wake as from a Slumber.
Till Marius by my Letters know whats past,
And come by stealth to Rome. — 

Lavin.
Give me; Oh! give me: tell me not of Fears.

Priest.
Farewell: be bold and prosprous.
[Exit.

Lavin.
Oh! farewell.....
Heavn knows if ever we shall meet agen.
I have a faint cold Fear thrills through my Veins,
That almost freezes up the heat of Life.
Ill call him back agen to comfort me.
Stay, Holy man. But what should he doe here?
My dismall Scene tis fit I act alone.
What if this Mixture do not work at all?
Shall I to morrow then be sent to Sylla?
No, no... this shall forbid it; ly thou there.....
Lays down the Dagger.
Or how, if, when Im laid into the Tomb,
I wake before the time that Marius come
To my Relief? There, theres a fearfull Point.
Shall I not then be stifled in the Vault,
Where for these many hundred years the Bones
Of all my buryd Ancestours are packt?
Where, as they say, Ghosts at some hours resort,
With Mandrakes shreeks torn from the Earths dark Womb,
That living Mortals hearing them run mad?
Or if I wake, shall I not be distracted,
Invirond round with all these hideous Fears,
And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints;
Then in this Rage with some great Kinsmans Bones,
As with a Club, dash out my desprate Brains?
What? Sylla? get thee gone, thou meager Lover:
My Sense abhors thee. Do nt disturb my Draught;
Tis to my Lord.
[Drinks.]
Oh Marius! Marius! Marius!
[Exit.
The end of the Fourth ACT.


ACT V.

SCENE CINNAS CAMP BEFORE THE WALLS OF ROME.

[Trumpets sound a General.
Enter Cinna, Marius senior, and Sulpitius, Granius, two Embassadors, Guards.

Cinn.
EMBASSADOURS from Rome? How many Slaves;
Traitours, and Tyrants, Villains was I calld
But yesterday? yet now their Consul Cinna.
Oh! what an excellent Master is an Army,
To teach Rebellious Cities Manners! Say,
My Friend and Collegue Marius, shall we hear em?

Mar. sen.
Whom?

Cinn.

The Embassadours.

Mar. sen.
From whence?

Cinn.

From Rome.

Mar. sen.
My loving Countrymen? they must be heard,
Or Sylla will be angry.

Cinn.
In what state
And Pageantry the solid Lumps move on?
And though they come to beg, will be attended
With their ill-orderd Pomp and awkward Pride.
Who are ye? and from whence?

1. Emb.
From wretched Rome.
To thee, most mighty Cinna, and to thee.
Most dread Lord Marius, in her name we bow.

Cinn.
Whats your Demand?

1. Emb.
Hear but our humble Prayers,
And all Demands be made by God-like Cinna.
Whither, oh! whither will your Rage pursue us?
Must all the Fortunes and the Lives of Rome
Suffer for one Miscarriage of her Masters?
Your sorrowfull afflicted Mother Rome,
In whose kind Bosome you were nurst and bred,
Stretches her trembling Arms t implore your Pity.
Fold up your dreadfull Ensigns, and lay by
Your warlike Terrours, that affright her Matrons,
And come to her ere Sorrows quite orewhelm her.
But come like Sons that bring their Parents Joy:
Enter her Gates with Dove-like Peace before ye,
And let no bloudy Slaughter stain her Streets.

Cinn.
Thus tis you think to heal up smarting Honour,
By pouring flattring Balm into the Wound,
Which for a time may make it whole and fair,
Till the false Medicine be at last discoverd,
And then it ranckles to a Sore again.
Take this my Answer: I will enter Rome;
But for my Force, Ill keep it still my own,
Nor part with Powr to give it to my Foes.

Mar. sen.
Sulpitius, see, what abject Slaves are these?
Such base Deformities a long Robe hides.

Sulpit.
I cannot but laugh to think ont.

Mar. sen.
What?

Sulpit.
How these politick Noddles, that look so grave upon the matter in the Senate-house, will laugh and grin at one another when they are set a sunning upon the Capitol.

2. Emb.
May we return with joy into our City,
Proclaiming Peace agreed with Heavn and You?

Cinn.
Go, tell em we expect due Homage paid,
Of every Senatour expect Acknowledgment,
Mighty Rewards, and Offices of Honour.

1. Emb.
But on that Brow there still appears a Cloud,
That never rose without a following Storm.

Mar. sen.
Alas! for me, a simple Banisht man,
Drivn from my Country by the right of Law,
And justly punisht as my ills deservd,
Think not of me: whatere are his Resolves,
I shall obey.

Both Emb.
May all the Gods reward you....
[Ex. Embass. and Attendants.

Cinn.
Now, Marius.

Mar. sen.
Now, my Cinna.

Cinn.
Are not we
True-born of Rome, true Sons of such a Mother?
How I adore thy Temper?

Mar. sen.
Those two Knaves,
Those whining, fawning, humble, pliant Villains,
Would cut thy Throat or mine for half a Drachma.

Cinn.
Lets not delay a moment.

Mar. sen.
Oh! lets fly,
Enter this cursed City; nay, with Smiles too,
But false as the adulterate Promises
Of Favourites in powr, when poor men court em.

Cinn.
They always hated me, because a Souldier.

Mar. sen.
Base Natures ever grudge at things above em,
And hate a Powr they are too much obligd to.
When Fears are on them, then their kindest Wishes
And best Rewards attend the gallant Warriour:
But Dangers vanisht, infamous Neglect,
Ill Usage and Reproach are all his portion;
Or at the best hes wedded to hard Wants,
Robbd of that little Hire he toild and bled for.

Sulpit.
I d rather turn a bold true-hearted Rogue,
Live upon Prey, and hang fort with my Fellows,
Then, when my Honour and my Countrys Cause
Calld me to Dangers, be so basely branded.

Mar. sen.
Ere we this City enter then, lets swear
Not to destroy one honest Roman living.

Sulpit.
Nor one chast Matron.

Cinn.
Nor a faithfull Friend,
Nor true-born Heir, nor Senatour thats wise.

Mar. sen.
But Knaves and Villains, Whores and base born Brats,
And th endless swarms of Fools grown up in years,
Be Slaughters Game, till we dispeople Rome.

Cinn.
Draw out our Guards, and let the Trumpets sound,

Mar. sen.
Till all things tell em Marius is at hand.
O Sylla, if at Capua thou shalt hear
How Fortune deals with me, fall on thy Knees,
And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee from me.
Sulpitius, as along the Streets we move
With solemn pace and meditating Mischiefs,
Whom-ere I smile on lot thy Sword go through.
Oh! can the Matrons and the Virgins Cries,
The Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans
Of murtherd men be Musick to appease me?
Sure Deaths not far from such a desprate Cure.
Bet with me rather (Gods,) as Storms let loose,
That rive the Trunks of tallest Cedars down,
And tear from Tops the loaded pregnant Vine,
And kill the tender Flowrs but yet half blown.
For having no more Fury left in store,
Heavns face grows clear, the Storm is heard no more,
And Nature smiles as gally as before.....
[Exeunt.

SCENE METELLUS HOUSE.

Enter Metellus.

Metell.
A Peace with Marius? O most base Submission!
That over-ruling Fears should weigh up Reason!
Was not the City ours, and Sylla too
At Capua, almost in a Trumpets call?
And to submit! Could I but once have fought fort,
I might have met this Marius in Arms,
And bin revengd for all the Mischiefs done me.

Nurse.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse.
Here, ant shall please you.

Metell.
Go wake Lavinia. Tell her, she must hence
For Capua this Morning: for the Truce
Favours her Journy, and secures her Passage.
[Exit.
Scene draws, and discovers Lavinia on a Couch.

Nurse.
Wake her? Poor Titmouse! it will be as peevish,
Ill warrant you, and rub its nyes, and so frown now.
Well: Mistriss! why, Lavinia! fast, I warrant her.
Why, Lamb! why, Lady! Fy, you Slugg-a-bed.
What, not a word? You take your penny worth now,
Sleep for a week: for the next Night (my word fort)
Sylla takes care that you shall rest but little.
Gods forgive me.....
Marry and Amen. How sound is she asleep?
I must needs wake her. Madam! Madam! Madam!
Now should your Lover find you in this posture,
Hed fright you up ifaith, What? wont it doe?
Drest too? and in your Cloaths? and down agen?
Nay, I must wake you. Lady! Lady! Lady!
Alas! alas! help, help, my Ladys dead.
Ah! welladay that ever I was born!
Some Aqua vitae. Hoa! my Lord.... my Lady....

Enter Metellus.

Metell.
Lavinia dead?

Nurse.
Your onely Daughters dead:
As dead as a Herring, Stock-fish, or Door-nail.

Metell.
Stiffe, cold, and pale. Where are thy Beauties now?
Thy Blushes that have warmd so many Hearts?
All Hearts that ever felt her conquring Beauty,
Sigh till ye break: and all ye Eyes that languisht
In my Lavinias Brightness, weep with me,
Till Grief grow generall, and the Worlds in Tears.

Nurse.
Oh Day! oh Day! oh Day! oh hatefull Day!
Never was seen so black a day as this.
Oh Day! oh wofull Day! oh Day like Night!

Metell.
No more: Thus in her Bridall Ornaments
Drest as she is she shall be born to Buriall,
I th Sepulchre where our Forefathers rest.
Bet done, whilst all things we ordaind for Joy
Turn from their Office, and assist in Sadness.
[Exit.

Nurse.
It shall be done and done and overdone, as we are undone. And I will sigh, and cry till I am swelld as big as a Pumkin. Nay, my poor Baby, Ill take care thou shalt not dy for nothing: for I will wash thee with my Tears, perfume thee with my Sighs, and stick a Flower in every part about thee....
[Ex. Nurse.

SCENE CHANGES TO THE FORUM, WHERE IS PLACED THE CONSULS TRIBUNALL.

Enter two Citizens.

1. Cit.
WHITHER, oh! whither shall we fly for Safety?
Already reeking Murthers in our Streets,
Matrons with Infants in their Arms are butcherd,
And Rome appears one noisome House of slaughter.

2. Cit.
Hear us, ye Gods, and pity our Calamities.
Stop, stop the Fury of this cruel Tyrant;
Or send your Thunder forth to strike us dead,
Ere our own Slaves are Masters of our Throats.

1. Cit.
Ruine draws near us: Oh my Friend! lets fly
To th Altars of our Gods, and by the hands
Of one another dy as Romans ought.
[Exeunt.
Enter Ancharius the Senatour and his Grandson.

Child.
Hide me, my Grandsire: the ugly men are coming
That killd my Mother and my Sister Thesbie.
Will they kill you and me too?

Anch.
Oh my Child!
I cannot hide thee, nor know what to doe.
Derepit Age benums my weary Lims:
I cant resist, nor fly....

Child.
Then here well sit;
Perhaps theyll not come yet: or if they do,
Ill fall upon my Knees and beg your Life.
I am a very little harmless Boy;
And when I cry, and talk, and hang aboutem,
Theyll pity sure my Tears, and grant me all.
Enter several Old men in black with Cypress Wreaths, leading Virgins in white with Myrtle, who kneel before the Tribunal.
Then enters Marius senior as Consul, Lictors, Sulpitius, and Guards.

Mar. sen.
I thank ye, Gods, ye have restord me now.
[Mounts the Tribunal.
What Pageantry is this, Sulpitius, here?
Remove these Slaves, and bearem to their Fates.

1. Old man.
We come not for our selves, but in the name
Of Rome, to offer up our Lives for all.
Pity a wretched State, thou raging God,
And let loose all thy dreadfull Fury here.

Mar. sen.
I know ye all, great Senatours; ye are
The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome.
Ye can be humble when Affliction galls ye:
And with that Cheat at any time ye think
To charm a generous Mind, though ye have wrongd it.
False are your Safeties when indulgd by Powr:
For soon ye fatten and grow able Traitours.
False are your Foars, and your Afflictions falser:
For they cheat you, and make you hope for Mercy,
Which you shall never gain at Mariuss hands.
Who trusts your Penitence is more then Fool.
Rebellion will renew: ye cant be honest.
Yare never pleasd but with the Knaves that cheat you,
And work your Follies to their private ends.
For your Religion, like your Cloaths you wear it,
To change and turn just as the Fashion alters.
And think you by this solemn piece of Fooling
To hush my Rage, and melt me into Pity?
Advance, Sulpitius: old Ancharius there,
Who was so violent for my Destruction,
That his Beard brussled as his Face distorted;
Away with him. Dispatch these Triflers too.
But spare the Virgins, cause mine Eyes have seen em:
Or keep em for my Warriours to rejoice in.

Anch.
Thou who wert born to be the Plague of Rome,
What wouldst thou doe with me?

Mar. sen.
Dispose thee hence
Amongst the other Offall, for the jaws
Of hungry Death, till Rome be purgd of Villains.
Thou dyst for wronging Marius. — 

Child.
Oh my Lord!
(For you must be a Lord, you are so angry.)
For my sake spare his Life. I have no Friend
But him to guard my tender years from Wrongs.
When he is dead, what will become of me,
A poor and helpless Orphan, naked left
To all the Ills of the wide faithless world?

Mar. sen.
Take hence this Brat too; mount it on a Spear,
And let it sprawl to make the Grandsire sport.

Child.
Oh cruel man! Ill hang upon your Knees,
And with my little dying Hands implore you.
I may be fit to doe you some small pleasures.
Ill find a thousand tender ways to please you;
Smile when you rage, and stroak you into Mildness;
Play with your manly Neck, and call you Father:
For mine (alas!) the Gods have taken from me.

Mar. sen.
Young Crocodile! Thus from their Mothers Breasts
Are they instructed, bred and taught in Rome.
For that old Paralitick Slave, dispatch him:
Let me not know he breaths another moment.
But spare this, cause t has learnt its Lesson well,
And Ive a Softness in my heart pleads for him.

Enter Messenger.

Well now.

Mess.

Metellus.

Mar. sen.
Hah! Metellus? what?

Mess.

Is found.

Mar. sen.
Speak, where?

Mess.
In an old Suburb Cottage,
Upbraiding Heavn, and cursing at your Fortune.

Mar. sen.
Haste, let him be preservd for my own Fury.
Clap, clap your hands for joy, ye Friends of Marius.
Ten thousand Talents for the news Ill give thee:
The Core and Bottom of my Torments found;
And in a moment I shall be at ease.
Romes Walls no more shall be besmeard with Bloud,
But Peace and Gladness flourish in her Streets.

Lets go. Metellus? we have found Metellus.
Let every Tongue proclaim aloud Metellus;
Till I have dasht him on the Rock of Fate.
Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more.
[Exeunt.

SCENE A CHURCH-YARD.

Enter Marius junior.

Mar. Jun.
AS I have wanderd musing to and fro,
Still am I brought to this unlucky place,
As I had business with the horrid Dead:
Though could I trust the flattery of Sleep,
My Dreams presage some joyfull news at hand.
My Bosomes Lord fits lightly on his Throne,
And all this day an unaccustomd Spirit
Lifts me above the ground with chearfull thoughts.
I dreamd Lavinia came and found me dead,
And breathd such Life with Kisses on my Lips,
That I revivd, and was an Emperour.

Enter Catulus.

Catul.
My Lord already here?

Mar. Jun.
My trusty Catulus,
What News from my Lavinia? speak, and bless me.

Catul.
Shes very well....

Mar. Jun.
Then nothing can be ill.
Something thou seemst to know thats terrible.
Out with it boldly, man, What canst thou say
Of my Lavinia?

Catul.
But one sad word, Shes dead.
Here in her Kindreds Vault Ive seen her laid,
And have bin searching you to tell the News.

Mar. Jun.
Dead? is it so? then I deny you, Stars.
Go, hasten quickly, get me Ink and Paper.
Tis done: Ill hence to night.
Hast thou no Letters to me from the Priest?

Catul.
No, my good Lord.

Mar. Jun.
No matter, get thee gone.....
[Ex. Catulus.
Lavinia! yet Ill ly with thee to night;
But, for the means. Oh Mischief! thou art swift
To catch the straggling Thoughts of Desprate men.
I do remember an Apothecary,
That dwelt about this Rendezvous of Death:
Meager and very rufull were his Looks;
Sharp Misery had worn him to the Bones;
And in his needy Shop a Tortoise hung,
An Allegator stufft, and other Skins
Of ill-shapd Fishes: and about his Shelves
A beggarly account of empty Boxes,
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and musty Seeds,
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roses,
Were thinly scatterd, to make up a Show.
Oh for a Poison now! his Need will sell it,
Though it be present Death by Roman Law.
As I remember this should be the House.
His Shop is shut: with Beggars all are Holydays.
Holla! Apothecary; hoa!

Enter Apothecary.

Apoth.
Whos there?

Mar. Jun.
Come hither, man.
I see thourt very poor;
Thou mayst doe any thing: heres fifty Draohmas,
Get me a Draught of that will soonest free
A Wretch from all his Cares: thou understandst me.

Apoth.
Such mortal Drugs I have; but Roman Law
Speaks Death to any he that utters em.

Mar. Jun.
Art thou so base and full of Wretchedness,
Yet fearst to dy? Famine is in thy Cheeks,
Need and Oppression starveth in thy Eyes,
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back;
The World is not thy Friend, nor the Worlds Law;
The World affords no Law to make thee rich:
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Apoth.
My Poverty, but not my Will consents....
[Goes in, fetches a Vial of Poison.
Take this and drink it off, the Work is done.

Mar. Jun.
There is thy Gold, worse Poison to mens Souls,
Doing more Murthers in this loathsome world
Then these poor Compounds thourt forbid to sell.
I sell thee Poison, thou hast sold me none.

Farewell... buy Food.... and get thy self in flesh.
Now for the Monument of the Metelli....
[Exit.
Scene draws off, and shews the Temple and Monument.
Re-enters.
It should be here: the door is open too.
Th insatiate mouth of Fate gapes wide for more.
Enter Priest, and Boy with a Mattock and Iron Crow.

Priest.
Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron:
Now take this Letter, with what haste thou canst
Find out young Marius, and deliver it.
[Ex. Boy.
Now must I to the Monument alone.
What Wretch is he thats entring into th Tomb?
Some Villain come to rob and spoil the Dead.
Whoere thou art, stop thy unhallowed purpose.

Mar. Jun.
Whoere thou art, I warn thee to be gone,
And do not interrupt my horrid purpose.
For else, by Heavn, Ill tear thee joint by joint,
And strew this hungry Church-yard with thy Lims.
My Mind and its Intents are savage wild,
More fierce and more inexorable far
Then empty Tigers or the roaring Sea.

Priest.
Then as a sacrilegious Slave I charge thee,
Obey and go with me, or thou must dy.

Mar. Jun.
I know I must, and therefore I came hither.
Good Reverence, do not tempt a desprate man.
By Heavn, I love thee better then my self:
For I against my self come hither armd.
Stay not, be gone.... Live, and hereafter say,
A Mad-mans Mercy gave thee honest Counsell.

Priest.
I do defy thy Mercy and thy Counsell,
And here will seize thee as a Thief and Robber.

Mar. Jun.
Wilt thou provoke me? then here, take thy Wages.
[Kills him.

Priest.
Im killd. Oh Marius! now too late I know thee.
Thoust slain the onely man could doe thee good.

Lovinia.... oh!...
[Dies.

Mar. Jun.
Let me peruse this Face.
It is the honest Priest that joynd our hands,
In a Disguize conceald. Give me thy Hand,
Since in ill Fates black Roll with me thourt writ,
Ill bury thee in a triumphant Grave.
Thou detestable Maw, thou Womb of Death,
Gorgd with the dearest Morsell of the Earth,
Thus will I force thy rotten Jaws to open,...
Pulls down the side of the Tomb.
And spite of thee yet cram thee with more Food.
Oh gorgeous Palace! oh my Love! my Wife!
Death has had yet no powr upon thy Beauty;
That is not conquerd. Beautys Ensign yet
Is Crimson in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks;
And the pale Flag is not advancd yet there.
Why art thou still so fair? shall I believe
That the lean Monster Death is amorous,
And keeps thee here in Darkness for his Paramour?
For fear of that, Ill stay with thee for ever.
Come, bitter Conduct, thou unsavoury Guide:
Heres to my Love.....
[Drinks the Poison.
And now Eyes look your last.
Arms take your last Embrace, whilst on these Lips
I fix the Seal of an eternall Contract....
She breaths and stirs.....
[Lavinia wakes.

Lavin.
in the Tomb.
Where am I? bless me, Heavn!
Tis very cold; and yet heres something warm.....

Mar. Jun.
She lives, and we shall both be made immortall.
Speak, my Lavinia, speak some heavnly news,
And tell me how the Gods design to treat us.

Lavin.
Oh! I have slept a long Ten thousand years.
What have they done with me? Ill not be usd thus;
Ill not wed Sylla. Marius is my Husband.
Is he not, Sir? Methinks youre very like him.
Be good as he is, and protect me.

Mar. Jun.
Hah!
Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like him?
Much, much indeed Im changd from what I was;
And ner shall be my self, if thou art lost.

Lavin.
The Gods have heard my Vows; it is my Marius.
Once more they have restord him to my Eyes.
Hadst thou not come, sure I had slept for ever.
But theres a soveraign Charm in thy Embraces,
That might doe Wonders, and revive the Dead.

Mar. Jun.
Ill Fate no more, Lavinia, now shall part us,
Nor cruel Parents, nor oppressing Laws.
Did not Heavns Powrs all wonder at our Loves?
And when thou toldst the tale of thy Disasters,
Was there not Sadness and a Gloom amongstem?
I know there was: and they in pity sent thee,
Thus to redeem me from this vale of Torments,
And bear me with thee to those Hills of Joys.
This Worlds gross air grows burthensome already.
Im all a God: such heavnly Joys transport me,
That mortal Sense grows sick and saints with lasting.
[Dies.

Lavin.
Oh! to recount my Happiness to thee,
To open all the Treasure of my Soul,
And shew thee how tis filld, would waste more time
Then so impatient Love as mine can spare.
Hes gone; hes dead; breathless: alas! my Marius.
A Vial too: here, here has bin his Bane.
Oh Churl! drink all? not leave one friendly Drop
For poor Lavinia? Yet Ill drain thy Lips.
Perhaps some welcom Poison may hang there,
To help me to oretake thee on thy Journy.
Clammy and damp as Earth. Hah! stains of Bloud?
And a man murtherd? Tis thunhappy Flamen.
Who fix their Joys on any thing thats Mortall,
Let em behold my Portion, and despair.
What shall I doe? how will the Gods dispose me?
Oh! I could rend these Walls with Lamentation,
Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves,
And dawb the face of Earth with her own Bowels.
Enter Marius senior, and Guards driving in Metellus.

Mar. sen.
Pursue the Slave; let not his Gods protect him.

Lavin.
More Mischiefs? hah! my Father?

Metell.
Oh! I am slain.
[Falls down and dies.

Lavin.
And murtherd too. When will my Woes have end?
Come, cruel Tyrant.

Mar. sen.
Sure I have known that Face.

Lavin.
And canst thou think of any one good Turn
That I have done thee, and not kill me fort?

Mar. sen.
Art thou not calld Lavinia?

Lavin.
Once I was:
But by my Woes may now be better known.

Mar. sen.
I cannot see thy Face.....

Lavin.
You must, and hear me.
By this, you must: nay, I will hold you fast....
[Seizes his Sword.

Mar. sen.
What wouldst thou say? wheres all my Rage gone now?

Lavin.
I am Lavinia, born of Noble race.
My blooming Beauty conquerd many Hearts,
But provd the greatest Torment of my own:
Though my Vows prosperd, and my Love was answerd
By Marius, the noblest, goodliest Youth
That Man ere envyd at, or Virgin sighd for.
He was the Son of an unhappy Parent,
And banishd with him when our Joys were young;
Scarce a night old.

Mar. sen.
I do remembert well,
And thou art She, that Wonder of thy kind,
That couldst be true to exild Misery,
And to and fro through barren Desarts range,
To find thunhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond of.

Lavin.
Do you remembert well?

Mar. sen.
In every point.

Lavin.
You then were gentle, took me in your Arms,
Embracd me, blest me, usd me like a Father.
And sure I was not thankless for the Bounty.

Mar. sen.
No; thou wert next the Gods my onely Comfort.
When I lay fainting on the dry parcht Earth,
Beneath the scorching heat of burning Noon,
Hungry and dry, no Food nor Friend to chear me:
Then Thou, as by the Gods some Angel sent,
Camst by, and in Compassion didst relieve me.

Lavin.
Did I all this?

Mar. sen.
Thou didst, thou savdst my Life.
Else I had sunk beneath the weight of Want,
And bin a Prey to my remorseless Foes.

Lavin.
And see how well I am at last rewarded.
All could not balance for the short-termd life
Of one Old man: You have my Father butcherd,
The onely Comfort I had left on Earth.
The Gods have taken too my Husband from me.
See where he lies, your and my onely Joy.
This Sword yet reeking with my Fathers Gore,
Plunge it into my Breast: plunge, plunge it thus.
And now let Rage, Distraction and Despair
Seize all Mankind, till they grow mad as I am.
[Stabs her self with his Sword.

Mar. sen.
Nay, now thou hast outdone me much in Cruelty.
Be Natures Light extinguisht; let the Sun
Withdraw his Beams, and put the world in Darkness,
Whilst here I howl away my Life in Sorrows.
Oh! let me bury Me and all my Sins
Here with this good Old man. Thus let me kiss
Thy pale sunk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears.
My Son, how camst thou by this wretched End?
We might have all bin Friends, and in one House
Enjoyd the Blessings of eternal Peace.
But oh! my cruel Nature has undone me.

Enter Messenger.

Mess.
My Lord, I bring you most disastrous News.
Syllas returnd: his Armys on their march
From Capua, and to morrow will reach Rome.
At which the Rabble are in new Rebellion,
And your Sulpitius mortally is wounded.
Enter Sulpitius (led in by two of the Guards) and Granius.

Mar. sen.
Oh! then Im ruind from this very moment.
Has my good Genius left me? Hope forsakes me.
The Name of Syllas banefull to my Fortune.
Be warnd by me, ye Great ones, how y embroil
Your Countrys Peace, and dip your Hands in Slaughter
Ambition is a Lust thats never quencht,
Grows more inflamd and madder by Enjoyment.
Bear me away, and lay me on my Bed,
A hopelesse Vessel bound for the dark Land
Of loathsome Death, and loaded deep with Sorrows.
[He is led off.

Sulpit.
A Curse on all Repentance! how I hate it!
Id rather hear a Dog howl then a Man whine.

Gran.
Youre wounded, Sir: I hope it is not much.

Sulpit.
No; tis not so deep as a Well, nor so wide as a Church-door. But tis enough; twill serve; I am pepperd I warrant, I warrant for this world. A Pox on all Mad-men hereafter. If I get a Monument, let this be my Epitaph:
Sulpitius lies here, that troublesome Slave,
That sent many honester men to the Grave,
And dyd like a Fool when h had livd like a Knave.
[Ex. omnes.
FINIS.

EPILOGUE

Spoke by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinia.
A Mischief ont! though Im agen alive,
May I believe this Play of ours shall thrive?
This Drumming, Trumpetting, and Fighting Play?
Why, what a Devil will the People say?
The Nation thats without, and hears the Din,
Will swear ware raising Volunteers agen.
For know, our Poet, when this Play was made,
Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his head.
Hhad banishd Poetry and all her Charms,
And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms.
No Prentice ere grown weary of Indentures
Had such a longing mind to seek Adventures.
Nay, sure at last th Infection generall grew;
For tother day I was a Captain too:
Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam,
But, just as you were all, to stay at home.
And now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks,
Only for love of Underhill and Nurse Nokes;
Our Poet says, one day to a Play ye come,
Which serves ye half a year for Wit at home.
But which amongst you is there to be found,
Will take his third days Pawn for Fifty pound?
Or, now is he Cashierd, will fairly venture
To give him ready Money fors Debenture?
Therefore when he receivd that Fatall Doom,
This Play came forth, in hopes his Friends would come
To help a poor Disbanded Souldier home.
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THE ORPHAN; OR, THE UNHAPPY MARRIAGE.

Qui pelago credit, magno se fœnore tollit;
Qui pugnas et castra petit, præcingitur auro;
Vilis adulator picto jacet ebrius ostro,
Et qui sollicitat nuptas, ad præmia peccat:
Sola pruinosis horret facundia pannis
Atque inopi lingua desertas invocat Artes. — 

Petron. Arb. Satyric., Ca.

The Orphan was first represented in 1680, and printed during the same year. Thornton, following Langbaine, states that the play was founded on the story of Brandon, which he reprints in his edition of Otway, and which forms part of a novel entitled English Adventures by a Person of Honour, published in 1676, and said to be by Roger Boyle, Earl of Orrery. The adventures are supposed to occur to Henry VIII., who, when young, is reported to have often wandered abroad in disguise, like Haroun-Al-Raschid. He is represented going about with Brandon, a young nobleman, afterwards married to Henrys sister, widow of Louis XII., and founder of the Suffolk family. Brandon relates the circumstances (which are in substance identical with the story of The Orphan) as having happened to himself, the main incidents being alleged to be true. A yet earlier play, The Hog hath lost his Pearl, by Robert Tailor (1612-13), has very much the same foundation. As to the possibility of Monimias deception through the personation of one twin brother by another, we must remember that this took place in darkness, and that not a word was spoken, total silence having been agreed upon when the secret meeting with Castalio was arranged, on account of the proximity of Acastos chamber. Acasto, the guardian of Monimia, is believed to be a portrait of the first Duke of Ormond (see Cartes Life of Ormond).

The Orphan was acted at Covent Garden in 1815, and subsequently at the Bath Theatre in 1819, when Miss ONeill performed the part of Monimia. The celebrated Mrs. Bracegirdle appeared in the character of Cordelio, Polydores page, when she was a child about six years old.






TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUCHESS.

Madam,

After having a great while wished to write something that might be worthy to lay at your Highnesss feet, and finding it impossible: since the world has been so kind to me to judge of this poem to my advantage, as the most pardonable fault which I have made in its kind, I had sinned against myself, if I had not chosen this opportunity to implore (what my ambition is most fond of) your favour and protection.

For, though Fortune would not so far bless my endeavours as to encourage them with your Royal Highnesss presence, when this came into the world, yet I cannot but declare it was my design and hopes it might have been your divertisement in that happy season when you returned again to cheer all those eyes that had before wept for your departure, and enliven all hearts that had drooped for your absence. When Wit ought to have paid its choicest tributes in, and Joy have known no limits, then I hoped my little mite would not have been rejected; though my ill fortune was too hard for me, and I lost a greater honour, by your Royal Highnesss absence, than all the applauses of the world besides can make me reparation for.

Nevertheless, I thought myself not quite unhappy, so long as I had hopes this way yet to recompense my disappointment past; when I considered also that poetry might claim right to a little share in your favour: for Tasso and Ariosto, some of the best, have made their names eternal by transmitting to after-ages the glory of your ancestors; and under the spreading of that shade, where two of the best have planted their laurels, how honoured should I be, who am the worst, if but a branch might grow for me!

I dare not think of offering anything in this address, that might look like a panegyric, for fear lest, when I have done my best, the world should condemn me for saying too little, and you yourself check me for meddling with a task unfit for my talent.

For the description of virtues and perfections so rare as yours are ought to be done by as deliberate, as skilful a hand; the features must be drawn very fine, to be like; hasty daubing would but spoil the picture, and make it so unnatural as must want false lights to set it off: and your virtue can receive no more lustre from praises than your beauty can be improved by art; which, as it charms the bravest Prince that ever amazed the world with his virtue, so let but all other hearts inquire into themselves, and then judge how it ought to be praised.

Your love, too, as none but that great hero who has it could deserve it, and therefore, by a particular lot from Heaven, was destined to so extraordinary a blessing, so matchless for itself, and so wondrous for its constancy, shall be remembered to your immortal honour, when all other transactions of the age you live in shall be forgotten.

But I forget that I am to ask pardon for the fault I have been all this while committing. Wherefore, I beg your Highness to forgive me this presumption, and that you will be pleased to think well of one who cannot help resolving, with all the actions of life, to endeavour to deserve it: nay, more, I would beg, and hope it may be granted, that I may, through yours, never want an advocate in his favour, whose heart and mind you have so entire a share in: it is my only portion and my fortune; I cannot but be happy so long as I have but hopes I may enjoy it, and I must be miserable should it ever be my ill fate to lose it.

This, with eternal wishes for your Royal Highnesss content, happiness, and prosperity, in all humility is presented by

Your most obedient, and devoted Servant,
THO. OTWAY.




PROLOGUE.

To you, great judges in this writing age,
The sons of wit, and patrons of the stage,
With all those humble thoughts which still have swayed
His pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid
Of what is to his want of merit due,
And awed by every excellence in you,
The author sends to beg you would be kind,
And spare those many faults you needs must find.
You to whom wit a common foe is grown,
The thing ye scorn and publicly disown;
Though now perhaps youre here for other ends,
He swears to me, ye ought to be his friends:
For he neer called ye yet insipid tools;
Nor wrote one line to tell you ye were fools:
But says of wit ye have so large a store,
So very much, you never will have more.
He neer with libel treated yet the town,
The names of honest men bedaubed and shown;
Nay, never once lampooned the harmless life
Of suburb-virgin, or of city-wife.
Satires the effect of poetrys disease,
Which, sick of a lewd age, she vents for ease,
But now her only strife should be to please;
Since of ill fate the baneful clouds withdrawn,
And happiness again begins to dawn;
Since back with joy and triumph he is come,
That always drove fears hence, neer brought them home.
Oft has he ploughed the boisterous ocean oer,
Yet neer more welcome to the longing shore,
Not when he brought home victories before.
For then fresh laurels flourished on his brow,
And he comes crowned with olive-branches now;
Receive him! oh, receive him as his friends;
Embrace the blessings which he recommends:
Such quiet as your foes shall neer destroy;
Then shake off fears, and clap your hands for joy.




DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

Acasto, a Nobleman retired from Court, and living privately in the Country.

Castalio, } Twin Sons of Acasto.

Polydore, }

Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune.

Ernesto, } Servants to Acasto.

Paulino, }

Cordelio, Polydores Page.

Chaplain.

Servants.

Monimia, the Orphan, left under the Guardianship of Acasto.

Serina, Acastos Daughter.

Florella, Monimias Woman.

SCENE — Bohemia.






ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I. — An Ante-Room in Acastos House.

Enter Paulino and Ernesto. 

Paul. Tis strange, Ernesto, this severity
Should still reign powerful in Acastos mind,
To hate the court, where he was bred, and lived,
All honours heaped on him that power could give.

Ern. Tis true; he thither came a private gentleman,
But young and brave, and of a family
Ancient and noble as the empire holds.
The honours he has gained are justly his, — 
He purchased them in war; thrice has he led
An army gainst the rebels, and as often
Returned with victory: the world has not
A truer soldier, or a better subject.

Paul. It was his virtue at first made me serve him;
He is the best of masters, as of friends.
I know he has lately been invited thither;
Yet still he keeps his stubborn purpose; cries,
Hes old, and willingly would be at rest:
I doubt theres deep resentment in his mind,
For the late slight his honour suffered there.

Ern. Has he not reason? When, for what he had borne, — 
Long, hard, and faithful toil, — he might have claimed
Places in honour, and employment high,
A huffing, shining, flattering, cringing coward,
A canker-worm of peace, was raised above him.

Paul. Yet still he holds just value for the king,
Nor ever names him but with highest reverence.
Tis noble that — 

Ern. Oh! I have heard him, wanton in his praise,
Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy.

Paul. Oh! may he live till Natures self grow old,
And from her womb no more can bless the earth!
For, when he dies, farewell all honour, bounty,
All generous encouragement of arts!
For Charity herself becomes a widow.

Ern. No, he has two sons, that were ordained to be
As well his virtues, as his fortunes heirs.

Paul. Theyre both of nature mild, and full of sweetness;
They came twins from the womb, and still they live
As if they would go twins too to the grave.
Neither has anything he calls his own,
But of each others joys, as griefs, partaking;
So very honestly, so well they love,
As they were only for each other born.

Ern. Never was parent in an offspring happier!
He has a daughter too, whose blooming age
Promises goodness equal to her beauty.

Paul. And as there is a friendship twixt the brethren,
So has her infant nature chosen too
A faithful partner of her thoughts and wishes,
And kind companion of her harmless pleasures.

Ern. You mean the beauteous orphan, fair Monimia.

Paul. The same, the daughter of the brave Chamont.
He was our lords companion in the wars;
Where such a wondrous friendship grew between them
As only death could end. Chamonts estate
Was ruined in our late and civil discords;
Therefore, unable to advance her fortune,
He left his daughter to our masters care, — 
To such a care, as she scarce lost a father.

Ern. Her brother to the emperors wars went early,
To seek a fortune, or a noble fate;
Whence he with honour is expected back,
And mighty marks of that great princes favour.

Paul. Our master never would permit his sons
To launch for fortune in the uncertain world;
But warns them to avoid both courts and camps,
Where dilatory Fortune plays the jilt
With the brave, noble, honest, gallant man,
To throw herself away on fools and knaves.

Ern. They both have forward, generous, active spirits:
Tis daily their petition to their father,
To send them forth where glorys to be gotten;
They cry theyre weary of their lazy home,
Restless to do some thing that Fame may talk of.
To-day they chased the boar, and near this time
Should be returned.

Paul. Oh, thats a royal sport!
We yet may see the old man in a morning,
Lusty as health, come ruddy to the field,
And there pursue the chase, as if he meant
To oertake time, and bring back youth again.

[Exeunt Paulino and Ernesto.

Enter Castalio, Polydore, and Page.

Cast. Polydore, our sport
Has been to-day much better for the danger:
When on the brink the foaming boar I met,
And in his side thought to have lodged my spear,
The desperate savage rushed within my force,
And bore me headlong with him down the rock.

Pol. But then — 

Cast. Ay, then, my brother, my friend Polydore,
Like Perseus mounted on his wingèd steed,
Came on, and down the dangerous precipice leaped
To save Castalio. Twas a god-like act!

Pol. But when I came, I found you conqueror.
Oh, my heart danced to see your danger past!
The heat and fury of the chase was cooled,
And I had nothing in my mind but joy.

Cast. So, Polydore, methinks we might in war
Rush on together; thou shouldst be my guard,
And I be thine; what ist could hurt us then?
Now half the youth of Europe are in arms,
How fulsome must it be to stay behind,
And die of rank diseases here at home!

Pol. No, let me purchase in my youth renown,
To make me loved and valued when Im old:
I would be busy in the world, and learn,
Not like a coarse and useless dunghill-weed,
Fixed to one spot, and rot just as I grew.

Cast. Our father
Has taen himself a surfeit of the world,
And cries it is not safe that we should taste it:
I own Ive duty very powerful in me;
And, though Id hazard all to raise my name,
Yet hes so tender and so good a father,
I could not do a thing to cross his will.

Pol. Castalio, I have doubts within my heart,
Which you, and only you, can satisfy:
Will you be free and candid to your friend?

Cast. Have I a thought my Polydore should not know?
What can this mean?

Pol. Nay, Ill conjure you too,
By all the strictest bonds of faithful friendship,
To show your heart as naked in this point
As you would purge you of your sins to Heaven.

Cast. I will.

Pol. And, should I chance to touch it nearly, bear it
With all the sufferance of a tender friend.

Cast. As calmly as the wounded patient bears
The artists hand that ministers his cure.

Pol. Thats kindly said. You know our fathers ward,
The fair Monimia; — is your heart at peace?
Is it so guarded that you could not love her?

Cast. Suppose I should?

Pol. Suppose you should not, brother?

Cast. Youd say, I must not.

Pol. That would sound too roughly
Twixt friends and brothers, as we two are.

Cast. Is love a fault?

Pol. In one of us it may be:
What if I love her?

Cast. Then I must inform you
I loved her first, and cannot quit the claim,
But will preserve the birthright of my passion.

Pol. You will?

Cast. I will.

Pol. No more, Ive done.

Cast. Why not?

Pol. I told you I had done;
But you, Castalio, would dispute it.

Cast. No,
Not with my Polydore; though I must own
My nature obstinate and void of sufferance.
Love reigns a very tyrant in my heart,
Attended on his throne by all his guards
Of furious wishes, fears, and nice suspicions.
I could not bear a rival in my friendship,
I am so much in love, and fond of thee.

Pol. Yet you would break this friendship

Cast. Not for crowns.

Pol. But for a toy you would, a womans toy:
Unjust Castalio!

Cast. Prythee, wheres my fault?

Pol. You love Monimia.

Cast. Yes.

Pol. And you would kill me,
If Im your rival.

Cast. No, sure were such friends,
So much one man, that our affections too
Must be united, and the same as we are.

Pol. I dote upon Monimia.

Cast. Love her still;
Win, and enjoy her.

Pol. Both of us cannot.

Cast. No matter
Whose chance it prove; but lets not quarrel fort.

Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you?

Cast. Wed her!
No! were she all desire could wish, as fair
As would the vainest of her sex be thought,
With wealth beyond what womans pride could waste,
She should not cheat me of my freedom. Marry!
When I am old and weary of the world,
I may grow desperate,
And take a wife to mortify withal.

Pol. It is an elder brothers duty so
To propagate his family and name:
You would not have yours die and buried with you?

Cast. Mere vanity, and silly dotage all:
No, let me live at large, and when I die — 

Pol. Who shall possess the estate you leave?

Cast. My friend,
If he survives me; if not, my king,
Who may bestowt again on some brave man,
Whose honesty and services deserve one.

Pol. Tis kindly offered.

Cast. By yon Heaven, I love
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys,
And would not shock his quiet, to be blest
With greater happiness than man eer tasted.

Pol. And by that Heaven eternally I swear
To keep the kind Castalio in my heart.
Whose shall Monimia be?

Cast. No matter whose.

Pol. Were you not with her privately last night?

Cast. I was, and should have met her here again;
But the opportunity shall now be thine;
Myself will bring thee to the scene of love:
But have a care, by friendship I conjure thee,
That no false play be offered to thy brother!
Urge all thy powers to make thy passion prosper,
But wrong not mine.

Pol. Heaven blast me if I do!

Cast. Ift prove thy fortune, Polydore, to conquer,
(For thou hast all the arts of fine persuasion!)
Trust me, and let me know thy loves success,
That I may ever after stifle mine.

Pol. Though she be dearer to my soul than rest
To weary pilgrims, or to misers gold,
To great men power, or wealthy cities pride,
Rather than wrong Castalio, Id forget her.
For if ye, powers, have happiness in store,
When ye would shower down joys on Polydore,
In one great blessing all your bounty send,
That I may never lose so dear a friend!

[Exeunt Castalio and Polydore.

Enter Monimia.

Mon. So soon returned from hunting? this fair day
Seems as if sent to invite the world abroad.
Passed not Castalio and Polydore this way?

Page. Madam, just now.

Mon. Sure some ill fates upon me;
Distrust and heaviness sit round my heart,
And apprehension shocks my timorous soul.
Why was I not laid in my peaceful grave
With my poor parents, and at rest as they are?
Instead of that, Im wandering into cares.
Castalio! O Castalio! thou hast caught
My foolish heart; and, like a tender child,
That trusts his plaything to another hand,
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back.
Come near, Cordelio. I must chide you, sir.

Page. Why, madam, have I done you any wrong?

Mon. I never see you now; you have been kinder;
Sat by my bed, and sung me pretty songs:
Perhaps Ive been ungrateful: heres money for you:
Will you oblige me? shall I see you oftener?

Page. Madam, Id serve you with my soul;
But in a morning when you call me to you,
As by your bed I stand and tell you stories,
I am ashamed to see your swelling breasts,
It makes me blush, they are so very white.

Mon. O men, for flattery and deceit renowned!
Thus when youre young ye learn it all like him,
Till, as your years increase, that strengthens too,
To undo poor maids, and make our ruin easy.
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft hast heard
Their friendly converse and their bosom-secrets;
Sometimes, at least, have they not talked of me?

Page. O madam! very wickedly theyve talked:
But Im afraid to name it; for they say
Boys must be whipped that tell their masters secrets.

Mon. Fear not, Cordelio! it shall neer be known;
For Ill preserve the secret as twere mine.
Polydore cannot be so kind as I.
Ill furnish thee for all thy harmless sports
With pretty toys, and thou shalt be my page.

Page. And truly, madam, I had rather be so.
Methinks you love me better than my lord,
For he was never half so kind as you are.
What must I do?

Mon. Inform me how thoust heard
Castalio, and his brother, use my name.

Page. With all the tenderness of love.
You were the subject of their last discourse:
At first I thought it would have fatal proved;
But, as the one grew hot, the other cooled,
And yielded to the frailty of his friend;
At last, after much struggling, twas resolved — 

Mon. What, good Cordelio?

Page. Not to quarrel for you.

Mon. I would not have them; by my dearest hopes,
I would not be the argument of strife.
But surely my Castalio wont forsake me,
And make a mockery of my easy love?
Went they together?

Page. Yes, to seek you, madam.
Castalio promised Polydore to bring him
Where he alone might meet you,
And fairly try the fortune of his wishes.

Mon. Am I then grown so cheap, just to be made
A common stake, a prize for love in jest?
Was not Castalio very loth to yield it?
Or was it Polydores unruly passion
That heightened the debate?

Page. The fault was Polydores.
Castalio played with love, and smiling showed
The pleasure, not the pangs of his desire.
He said no womans smiles should buy his freedom,
And marriage is a mortifying thing.

Mon. Then I am ruined! if Castalios false,
Where is there faith and honour to be found?
Ye Gods, that guard the innocent and guide
The weak, protect and take me to your care!
Oh, but I love him! theres the rock will wreck me
Why was I made with all my sexs softness,
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies?
Ill see Castalio, tax him with his falsehoods,
Be a true woman, rail, protest my wrongs;
Resolve to hate him, and yet love him still.

Re-enter Castalio and Polydore.

He comes, the conqueror comes! lie still, my heart,
And learn to bear thy injuries with scorn.

Cast. Madam, my brother begs he may have leave
To tell you something that concerns you nearly;
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw.

Mon. My Lord Castalio!

Cast. Madam!

Mon. Have you purposed
To abuse me palpably? what means this usage?
Why am I left with Polydore alone?

Cast. He best can tell you. Business of importance
Calls me away; I must attend my father.

Mon. Will you then leave me thus?

Cast. But for a moment.

Mon. It has been otherwise; the time has been,
When business might have stayed, and I been heard.

Cast. I could for ever hear thee; but this time
Matters of such odd circumstances press me,
That I must go. [Exit.

Mon. Then go, and, ift be possible, for ever. — 
Well, my Lord Polydore, I guess your business,
And read the ill-natured purpose in your eyes.

Pol. If to desire you more than misers wealth,
Or dying men an hour of added life;
If softest wishes, and a heart more true
Than ever suffered yet for love disdained,
Speak an ill-nature, you accuse me justly.

Mon. Talk not of love, my lord; I must not hear it.

Pol. Who can behold such beauty and be silent?
Desire first taught us words: man, when created,
At first alone, long wandered up and down,
Forlorn, and silent as his vassal-beasts;
But when a Heaven-born maid, like you, appeared,
Strange pleasures filled his eyes, and fired his heart,
Unloosed his tongue, and his first talk was love.

Mon. The first-created pair, indeed, were blest;
They were the only objects of each other,
Therefore he courted her, and her alone;
But in this peopled world of beauty, where
Theres roving room, where you may court, and ruin
A thousand more, why need you talk to me?

Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever; thus
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze
On those dear eyes; for every glance they send
Darts through my soul, and almost gives enjoyment.

Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing?
I must confess, indeed, I owe you more
Than ever I can hope or think to pay.
There always was a friendship twixt our families;
And therefore when my tender parents died,
Whose ruined fortunes too expired with them,
Your fathers pity and his bounty took me,
A poor and helpless orphan, to his care.

Pol. Twas Heaven ordained it so, to make me happy.
Hence with this peevish virtue! tis a cheat;
And those who taught it first were hypocrites.
Come, these soft tender limbs were made for yielding!

Mon. Here on my knees, by Heavens blest power I swear, [Kneels.
If you persist, I neer henceforth will see you,
But rather wander through the world a beggar,
And live on sordid scraps at proud mens doors;
For, though to fortune lost, I still inherit
My mothers virtues, and my fathers honour.

Pol. Intolerable vanity! your sex
Was never in the right; youre always false,
Or silly; even your dresses are not more
Fantastic than your appetites; you think
Of nothing twice; opinion you have none:
To-day youre nice, to-morrow not so free;
Now smile, then frown; now sorrowful, then glad;
Now pleased, now not; and all you know not why!
Virtue you affect, inconstancys your practice;
And, when your loose desires once get dominion,
No hungry churl feeds coarser at a feast;
Every rank fool goes down — 

Mon. Indeed, my lord,
I own my sexs follies; Ive them all,
And, to avoid its faults, must fly from you.
Therefore, believe me, could you raise me high
As most fantastic womans wish could reach,
And lay all natures riches at my feet,
Id rather run a savage in the woods
Amongst brute beasts, grow wrinkled and deformed
As wildness and most rude neglect could make me,
So I might still enjoy my honour safe
From the destroying wiles of faithless men. [Exit.

Pol. Whod be that sordid foolish thing called man,
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a pleasure,
Which beasts enjoy so very much above him?
The lusty bull ranges through all the field,
And, from the herd singling his female out,
Enjoys her, and abandons her at will.
It shall be so; Ill yet possess my love,
Wait on, and watch her loose unguarded hours;
Then, when her roving thoughts have been abroad,
And brought in wanton wishes to her heart,
In the very minute when her virtue nods,
Ill rush upon her in a storm of love,
Beat down her guard of honour all before me,
Surfeit on joys, till even desire grow sick;
Then by long absence liberty regain,
And quite forget the pleasure and the pain. [Exeunt.






ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I. — A Room in Acastos House.

Enter Acasto, Castalio, Polydore, and Attendants.



Acast. To-day has been a day of glorious sport.
When you, Castalio, and your brother left me,
Forth from the thickets rushed another boar,
So large, he seemed the tyrant of the woods,
With all his dreadful bristles raised up high,
They seemed a grove of spears upon his back;
Foaming he came at me, where I was posted,
Best to observe which way hed lead the chase,
Whetting his huge long tusks, and gaping wide,
As if he already had me for his prey;
Till, brandishing my well-poised javelin high,
With this bold executing arm, I struck
The ugly brindled monster to the heart.

Cast. The actions of your life were always wondrous.

Acast. No flattery, boy! an honest man cant live byt:
It is a little sneaking art, which knaves
Use to cajole and soften fools withal;
If thou hast flattery in thy nature, out witht,
Or send it to a court; for there twill thrive.

Pol. Why there?

Acast. Tis, next to money, current there;
To be seen daily in as many forms
As there are sorts of vanities, and men:
The supercilious statesman has his sneer
To smooth a poor man off with, that cant bribe him;
The grave dull fellow of small business soothes
The humourist, and will needs admire his wit.
Who without spleen could see a hot-brained atheist
Thanking a surly doctor for his sermon?
Or a grave counsellor meet a smooth young lord,
Squeeze him by the hand, and praise his good complexion?

Pol. Courts are the places where best manners flourish;
Where the deserving ought to rise, and fools
Make show. Why should I vex and chafe my spleen,
To see a gaudy coxcomb shine, when I
Have seen enough to soothe him in his follies,
And ride him to advantage as I please?

Acast. Who merit ought indeed to rise i the world;
But no wise man thats honest should expect.
What man of sense would rack his generous mind,
To practise all the base formalities
And forms of business, force a grave starched face,
When hes a very libertine ins heart?
Seem not to know this or that man in public,
When privately perhaps they meet together,
And lay the scene of some brave fellows ruin?
Such things are done — 

Cast. Your lordships wrongs have been
So great, that you with justice may complain;
But suffer us, whose younger minds neer felt
Fortunes deceits, to court her as shes fair.
Were she a common mistress, kind to all,
Her worth would cease, and half the world grow idle.

Acast. Go to, youre fools, and know me not; Ive learnt
Long since to bear revenge, or scorn my wrongs,
According to the value of the doer.
You both would fain be great, and to that end
Desire to do things worthy your ambition:
Go to the camp, preferments noblest mart,
Where honour ought to have the fairest play,
Youll find
Corruption, envy, discontent, and faction,
Almost in every band: how many men
Have spent their blood in their dear countrys service,
Yet now pine under want, while selfish slaves,
That even would cut their throats whom now they fawn on,
Like deadly locusts, eat the honey up,
Which those industrious bees so hardly toiled for!

Cast. These precepts suit not with my active mind:
Methinks I would be busy.

Pol. So would I.
Not loiter out my life at home, and know
No farther than one prospect gives me leave.

Acast. Busy your minds then, study arts and men:
Learn how to value merit though in rags,
And scorn a proud ill-mannered knave in office.

Enter Serina, Monimia, and Florella.

Ser. My lord, my father!

Acast. Blessings on my child,
My little cherub! what hast thou to ask me?

Ser. I bring you, sir, most glad and welcome news:
The young Chamont, whom youve so often wished for,
Is just arrived and entering.

Acast. By my soul,
And all my honours, hes most dearly welcome;
Let me receive him like his fathers friend.

Enter Chamont.

Welcome, thou relict of the best-loved man!
Welcome from all the turmoils, and the hazards
Of certain danger, and uncertain fortune!
Welcome as happy tidings after fears!

Cham. Words would but wrong the gratitude I owe you.
Should I begin to speak, my souls so full
That I should talk of nothing else all day.

Mon. My brother!

Cham. Oh my sister! let me hold thee
Long in my arms. Ive not beheld thy face
These many days; by night Ive often seen thee
In gentle dreams, and satisfied my soul
With fancied joy, till morning cares awaked me. — 
Another sister! sure it must be so;
Though, I remember well, I had but one:
But I feel something in my heart that prompts
And tells me she has claim and interest there.

Acast. Young soldier, youve not only studied war;
Courtship, I see, has been your practice too,
And may not prove unwelcome to my daughter.

Cham. Is she your daughter? then my heart told true!
And Im at least her brother by adoption;
For you have made yourself to me a father,
And by that patent I have leave to love her.

Ser. Monimia, thou hast told me men are false,
Will flatter, feign, and make an art of love:
Is Chamont so? No, sure hes more than man,
Something thats near divine, and truth dwells in him.

Acast. Thus happy, who would envy pompous power,
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities?
Let there be joy through all the house this day;
In every room let plenty flow at large;
It is the birth-day of my royal master.
You have not visited the court, Chamont,
Since your return?

Cham. I have no business there;
I have not slavish temperance enough
To attend a favourites heels, and watch his smiles;
Bear an ill office done me to my face,
And thank the lord that wronged me for his favour.

Acast. This you could do.

[To Castalio and Polydore.

Cast. Id serve my prince.

Acast. Whod serve him?

Cast. I would, my lord.

Pol. And I; both would.

Acast. Away!
He needs not any servants such as you.
Serve him! he merits more than man can do:
He is so good, praise cannot speak his worth;
So merciful, sure he neer slept in wrath;
So just, that were he but a private man,
He could not do a wrong. How would you serve him?

Cast. Id serve him with my fortune here at home,
And serve him with my person in his wars;
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him.

Pol. Die for him,
As every true-born loyal subject ought.

Acast. Let me embrace you both. Now, by the souls
Of my brave ancestors, Im truly happy;
For this be ever blest my marriage-day,
Blest be your mothers memory that bore you,
And doubly blest be that auspicious hour
That gave ye birth! Yes, my aspiring boys,
Ye shall have business, when your master wants you:
You cannot serve a nobler: I have served him;
In this old body yet the marks remain
Of many wounds. Ive with this tongue proclaimed
His right, even in the face of rank rebellion;
And when a foul-mouthed traitor once profaned
His sacred name, with my good sabre drawn,
Even at the head of all his giddy rout,
I rushed, and clove the rebel to the chine.

Enter Servant.

Ser. My lord, the expected guests are just arrived.

Acast. Go you, and give them welcome and reception.

[Exeunt Castalio, Polydore, Serina, Florella, and Servant.

Cham. My lord, I stand in need of your assistance
In something that concerns my peace and honour.

Acast. Spoke like the son of that brave man I loved;
So freely, friendly we conversed together.
Whateer it be, with confidence impart it;
Thou shalt command my fortune and my sword.

Cham. I dare not doubt your friendship nor your justice.
Your bounty shown to what I hold most dear,
My orphan sister, must not be forgotten.

Acast. Prythee, no more of that: it grates my nature.

Cham. When our dear parents died, they died together,
One fate surprised them, and one grave received them:
My father with his dying breath bequeathed
Her to my love: my mother, as she lay
Languishing by him, called me to her side,
Took me in her fainting arms, wept, and embraced me;
Then pressed me close, and as she observed my tears,
Kissed them away: said she, Chamont, my son,
By this, and all the love I ever showed thee,
Be careful of Monimia; watch her youth;
Let not her wants betray her to dishonour;
Perhaps kind Heaven may raise some friend: then sighed,
Kissed me again, so blessed us, and expired.
Pardon my grief.

Acast. It speaks an honest nature.

Cham. The friend Heaven raised was you; you took her up,
An infant, to the desert world exposed,
And proved another parent.

Acast. Ive not wronged her!

Cham. Far be it from my fears.

Acast. Then why this argument?

Cham. My lord, my natures jealous, and youll bear it.

Acast. Go on.

Cham. Great spirits bear misfortunes hardly:
Good offices claim gratitude; and pride,
Where power is wanting, will usurp a little,
And make us, rather than be thought behind-hand,
Pay over-price.

Acast. I cannot guess your drift:
Distrust you me?

Cham. No, but I fear her weakness
May make her pay a debt at any rate;
And, to deal freely with your lordships goodness,
Ive heard a story lately much disturbs me.

Acast. Then first charge her; and if the offence be found
Within my reach, though it should touch my nature,
In my own offspring, by the dear remembrance
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoiced in,
Id prosecute it with severest vengeance. [Exit.

Cham. I thank you from my soul.

Mon. Alas! my brother,
What have I done? and why do you abuse me?
My heart quakes in me; in your settled face
And clouded brow, methinks I see my fate:
You will not kill me!

Cham. Prythee, why dost talk so?

Mon. Look kindly on me, then: I cannot bear
Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me:
My hearts so tender, should you charge me rough,
I should but weep, and answer you with sobbing.
But use me gently, like a loving brother,
And search through all the secrets of my soul.

Cham. Fear nothing, I will show myself a brother,
A tender, honest, and a loving brother.
Youve not forgot our father?

Mon. I shall never.

Cham. Then youll remember too, he was a man
That lived up to the standard of his honour,
And prized that jewel more than mines of wealth:
Hed not have done a shameful thing but once;
Though kept in darkness from the world, and hidden,
He could not have forgiven it to himself.
This was the only portion that he left us;
And I more glory int than if possessed
Of all that ever fortune threw on fools.
Twas a large trust, and must be managed nicely.
Now if, by any chance, Monimia,
Youve soiled this gem, and taken from its value,
How will you account with me?

Mon. I challenge envy,
Malice, and all the practices of hell,
To censure all the actions of my past
Unhappy life, and taint me if they can!

Cham. Ill tell thee then: three nights ago, as I
Lay musing in my bed, all darkness round me,
A sudden damp struck to my heart, cold sweat
Dewed all my face, and trembling seized my limbs:
My bed shook under me, the curtains started,
And to my tortured fancy there appeared
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art;
Thy garments flowing loose, and in each hand
A wanton lover, which by turns caressed thee
With all the freedom of unbounded pleasure:
I snatched my sword, and in the very moment
Darted it at the phantom; straight it left me;
Then rose and called for lights; when, O dire omen!
I found my weapon had the arras pierced,
Just where that famous tale was interwoven,
How the unhappy Theban slew his father.

Mon. And for this cause my virtue is suspected!
Because in dreams your fancy has been ridden,
I must be tortured waking!

Cham. Have a care;
Labour not to be justified too fast:
Hear all, and then let Justice hold the scale.
What followed was the riddle that confounds me:
Through a close lane as I pursued my journey,
And meditated on the last nights vision,
I spied a wrinkled hag, with age grown double,
Picking dry sticks and mumbling to herself;
Her eyes with scalding rheum were galled and red;
Cold palsy shook her head, her hands seemed withered,
And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapped
The tattered remnant of an old striped hanging,
Which served to keep her carcass from the cold;
So there was nothing of a piece about her:
Her lower weeds were all oer coarsely patched
With different-coloured rags, black, red, white, yellow,
And seemed to speak variety of wretchedness.
I asked her of my way, which she informed me;
Then craved my charity, and bade me hasten
To save a sister: — at that word I started.

Mon. The common cheat of beggars every day;
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes.

Cham. Oh! but she told me such a tale, Monimia,
As in it bore great circumstance of truth: — 
Castalio and Polydore, my sister — 

Mon. Ha!

Cham. What, altered! does your courage fail you?
Now, by my fathers soul, the witch was honest;
Answer me, if thou hast not lost to them
Thy honour at a sordid game?

Mon. I will,
I must; so hardly my misfortune loads me.
That both have offered me their loves, most true.

Cham. And tis as true too, they have both undone thee.

Mon. Though they both with earnest vows
Have pressed my heart, if eer in thought I yielded
To any but Castalio — 

Cham. But Castalio?

Mon. Still will you cross the line of my discourse?
Yes, I confess that he has won my soul
By generous love, and honourable vows:
Which he this day appointed to complete,
And make himself by holy marriage mine.

Cham. Art thou then spotless? hast thou still preserved
Thy virtue white, without a blot, untainted?

Mon. When Im unchaste, may Heaven reject my prayers!
Or, more to make me wretched, may you know it!

Cham. Oh, then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me
Than all the comforts ever yet blessed man.
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin.
Trust not a man; we are by nature false,
Dissembling, subtle, cruel, and unconstant:
When a man talks of love, with caution trust him;
But if he swears, hell certainly deceive thee.
I charge thee let no more Castalio soothe thee:
Avoid it as thou wouldst preserve the peace
Of a poor brother, to whose soul thourt precious.

Mon. I will.

Cham. Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great ones
When merit begs; then shalt thou see how soon
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow easy. [Exit.

Mon. Yes, I will try him, torture him severely;
For, O Castalio! thou too much hast wronged me,
In leaving me to Polydores ill usage.
He comes; and now, for once, O Love, stand neuter,
Whilst a hard parts performed! for I must tempt,
Wound his soft nature, though my heart aches for it. [Exit.

Re-enter Castalio.

Cast. Monimia, Monimia! — Shes gone;
And seemed to part with anger in her eyes:
I am a fool; and she has found my weakness;
She uses me already like a slave
Fast bound in chains, to be chastised at will.
Twas not well done to trifle with my brother:
I might have trusted him with all the secret,
Opened my silly heart, and shown it bare.
But then he loves her too; — but not like me.
I am a doting, honest slave, designed
For bondage, marriage-bonds, which I have sworn
To wear. It is the only thing I eer
Hid from his knowledge; and hell sure forgive
The first transgression of a wretched friend,
Betrayed to love, and all its little follies.

Re-enter Polydore and Page at the Door.

Pol. Here place yourself, and watch my brother throughly:
If he should chance to meet Monimia, make
Just observation of each word and action;
Pass not one circumstance without remark:
Sir, tis your office; dot, and bring me word. [Exit.

Re-enter Monimia.

Cast. Monimia, my angel! twas not kind
To leave me like a turtle here alone,
To droop and mourn the absence of my mate.
When thou art from me, every place is desert,
And I, methinks, am savage and forlorn:
Thy presence only tis can make me blest,
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my soul.

Mon. Oh, the bewitching tongues of faithless men!
Tis thus the false hyæna makes her moan,
To draw the pitying traveller to her den:
Your sex are so, such false dissemblers all;
With sighs and plaints ye entice poor womens hearts,
And all that pity you are made your prey.

Cast. What means my love? Oh, how have I deserved
This language from the sovereign of my joys!
Stop, stop those tears, Monimia, for they fall
Like baneful dew from a distempered sky;
I feel them chill me to the very heart.

Mon. Oh, you are false, Castalio, most forsworn.
Attempt no farther to delude my faith;
My heart is fixed, and you shall shaket no more.

Cast. Who told you so? what hell-bred villain durst
Profane the sacred business of my love?

Mon. Your brother, knowing on what terms Im here,
The unhappy object of your fathers charity,
Licentiously discoursed to me of love,
And durst affront me with his brutal passion.

Cast. Tis I have been to blame, and only I;
False to my brother, and unjust to thee.
For, oh! he loves thee too, and this day owned it;
Taxed me with mine, and claimed a right above me.

Mon. And was your love so very tame, to shrink,
Or, rather than lose him, abandon me?

Cast. I, knowing him precipitate and rash,
To calm his heat, and to conceal my happiness,
Seemed to comply with his unruly will;
Talked as he talked, and granted all he asked;
Lest he in rage might have our loves betrayed,
And I for ever had Monimia lost.

Mon. Could you then? did you? can you own it too?
Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourself,
And I can never think you meant me fair.

Cast. Is this Monimia? surely no; till now
I ever thought her dove-like, soft, and kind.
Who trusts his heart with womans surely lost:
You were made fair on purpose to undo us,
Whilst greedily we snatch the alluring bait,
And neer distrust the poison that it hides.

Mon. When love ill-placed would find a means to break — 

Cast. It never wants pretences or excuse.

Mon. Man therefore was a lord-like creature made,
Rough as the winds, and as inconstant too;
A lofty aspect given him for command,
Easily softened, when he would betray.
Like conquering tyrants, you our breasts invade,
Where you are pleased to forage for a while;
But soon you find new conquests out, and leave
The ravaged province ruinate and waste.
If so, Castalio, you have served my heart,
I find that desolations settled there,
And I shall neer recover peace again.

Cast. Who can hear this, and bear an equal mind!
Since you will drive me from you, I must go;
But O, Monimia, when thoust banished me,
No creeping slave, though tractable and dull
As artful woman for her ends would choose,
Shall ever dote as I have done: for oh!
No tongue my pleasure nor my pain can tell;
Tis Heaven to have thee, and without thee hell.

Mon. Castalio! stay! we must not part. I find
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace.
These little quarrels love must needs forgive;
They rouse up drowsy thoughts, and wake the soul.
Oh! charm me with the music of thy tongue;
Im neer so blest as when I hear thy vows,
And listen to the language of thy heart.

Cast. Where am I? surely paradise is round me!
Sweets planted by the hand of Heaven grow here,
And every sense is full of thy perfection.
To hear thee speak might calm a madmans frenzy,
Till by attention he forgot his sorrows;
But to behold thy eyes, thy amazing beauties,
Might make him rage again with love, as I do.
To touch thees Heaven; but to enjoy thee, oh!
Thou Natures whole perfection in one piece!
Sure, framing thee Heaven took unusual care;
As its own beauty it designed thee fair;
And formed thee by the best-loved angel there. [Exeunt.




ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I. — The Garden before Acastos House.

Enter Polydore and Page.



Pol. Were they so kind? Express it to me all
In words, twill make me think I saw it too.

Page. At first I thought they had been mortal foes;
Monimia raged, Castalio grew disturbed;
Each thought the other wronged, yet both so haughty,
They scorned submission, though love all the while
The rebel played, and scarce could be contained.

Pol. But what succeeded?

Page. Oh, twas wondrous pretty!
For of a sudden all the storm was past,
A gentle calm of love succeeded it;
Monimia sighed and blushed, Castalio swore;
As you, my lord, I well remember, did
To my young sister in the orange grove,
When I was first preferred to be your page.

Pol. Happy Castalio! now by my great soul,
My ambitious soul, that languishes to glory,
Ill have her yet; by my best hopes, I will.
She shall be mine, in spite of all her arts.
But for Castalio why was I refused?
Has he supplanted me by some foul play?
Traduced my honour? death! he durst not dot.
It must be so: we parted, and he met her,
Half to compliance brought by me; surprised
Her sinking virtue, till she yielded quite.
So poachers basely pick up tired game,
Whilst the fair hunters cheated of his prey.
Boy!

Page. My lord!

Pol. Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute;
Find out some song to please me, that describes
Womens hypocrisies, their subtle wiles,
Betraying smiles, feigned tears, inconstancies;
Their painted outsides and corrupted minds;
The sum of all their follies, and their falsehoods. [Exit Page.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Oh, the unhappiest tidings tongue eer told!

Pol. The matter?

Serv. Oh! your father, my good master,
As with his guests he sat in mirth raised high,
And chased the goblet round the joyful board,
A sudden trembling seized on all his limbs;
His eyes distorted grew; his visage pale;
His speech forsook him; life itself seemed fled;
And all his friends are waiting now about him.

Enter Acasto leaning on two Attendants.

Acast. Support me, give me air; Ill yet recover:
Twas but a slip decaying Nature made,
For she grows weary near her journeys end.
Where are my sons? Come near, my Polydore:
Your brother! wheres Castalio?

Serv. My lord,
Ive searched, as you commanded, all the house:
He and Monimia are not to be found.

Acast. Not to be found! then where are all my friends?
Tis well; — 
I hope theyll pardon an unhappy fault
My unmannerly infirmity has made.
Death could not come in a more welcome hour,
For Im prepared to meet him; and, methinks,
Would live and die with all my friends about me.

Enter Castalio.

Cast. Angels preserve my dearest fathers life;
Bless it with long, uninterrupted days!
Oh! may he live till time itself decay;
Till good men wish him dead, or I offend him!

Acast. Thank you, Castalio; give me both your hands,
And bear me up; Id walk. So, now, methinks,
I appear as great as Hercules himself,
Supported by the pillars he had raised.

Cast. My lord, your chaplain.

Acast. Let the good man enter.

Enter Chaplain.

Chap. Heaven guard your lordship, and restore your health!

Acast. I have provided for thee if I die.
No fawning! tis a scandal to thy office.
My sons, as thus, united, ever live;
And for the estate, youll find, when I am dead,
I have divided it betwixt you both,
Equally parted, as you shared my love;
Only to sweet Monimia Ive bequeathed
Ten thousand crowns; a little portion for her,
To wed her honourably as shes born.
Be not less friends because youre brothers; shun
The man thats singular, — his minds unsound,
His spleen oerweighs his brains; but, above all,
Avoid the politic, the factious fool,
The busy, buzzing, talking, hardened knave,
The quaint smooth rogue, that sins against his reason;
Calls saucy loud suspicion public zeal,
And mutiny the dictates of his spirit:
Be very careful how ye make new friends.
Men read not morals now; it was a custom:
But all are to their fathers vices born,
And in their mothers ignorance are bred.
Let marriage be the last mad thing ye do,
For all the sins and follies of the past.
If you have children, never give them knowledge;
Twill spoil their fortune; fools are all the fashion.
If youve religion, keep it to yourselves;
Atheists will else make use of toleration,
And laugh you out ont: never show religion,
Except ye mean to pass for knaves of conscience,
And cheat believing fools that think ye honest.

Enter Serina.

Ser. My father!

Acast. My hearts darling!

Ser. Let my knees
Fix to the earth; neer let my eyes have rest,
But wake and weep, till Heaven restore my father!

Acast. Rise to my arms, and thy kind prayers are answered,
For thourt a wondrous extract of all goodness,
Born for my joy, and no pains felt when near thee.

Enter Chamont.

Chamont!

Cham. My lord, mayt prove not an unlucky omen!
Many I see are waiting round about you,
And I am come to ask a blessing too.

Acast. Mayst thou be happy!

Cham. Where?

Acast. In all thy wishes.

Cham. Confirm me so, and make this fair one mine.
I am unpractised in the trade of courtship,
And know not how to deal love out with art:
Onsets in love seem best like those in war,
Fierce, resolute, and done with all the force;
So I would open my whole heart at once,
And pour out the abundance of my soul.

Acast. What says Serina? Canst thou love a soldier?
One born to honour, and to honour bred?
One that has learnt to treat even foes with kindness;
To wrong no good mans fame, nor praise himself?

Ser. Oh, name not love, for thats allied to joy;
And joy must be a stranger to my heart,
When youre in danger. May Chamonts good fortune
Render him lovely to some happier maid!
Whilst I at friendly distance see him blest,
Praise the kind gods, and wonder at his virtues.

Acast. Chamont, pursue her, conquer and possess her;
And, as my son, a third of all my fortune
Shall be thy lot.
But keep thy eyes from wandering, man of frailty:
Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton;
Shun their enticements; ruin, like a vulture,
Waits on their conquests: falsehood toos their business;
They put false beauty off to all the world;
Use false endearments to the fools that love em;
And, when they marry, to their silly husbands
They bring false virtue, broken fame and fortune.

Ser. Hear ye that, my lord?

Cham. Yes, my fair monitor, old men always talk thus.

Acast. Chamont, you told me of some doubts that pressed you.
Are you yet satisfied that Im your friend?

Cham. My lord, I would not lose that satisfaction
For any blessing I could wish for.
As to my fears, already I have lost them;
They neer shall vex me more, nor trouble you.

Acast. I thank you. Daughter, you must do so too.
My friends, tis late;
For my disorder, it seems all past and over,
And I methinks begin to feel new health.

Cast. Would you but rest, it might restore you quite.

Acast. Yes, Ill to bed; old men must humour weakness.
Let me have music then, to lull and chase
This melancholy thought of death away.
Good-night, my friends! Heaven guard ye all! Good-night!
To-morrow early well salute the day,
Find out new pleasures, and redeem lost time.

[Exeunt all but Chamont and Chaplain.

Cham. Hist, hist, Sir Gravity, a word with you.

Chap. With me, sir?

Cham. If youre at leisure, sir, well waste an hour;
Tis yet too soon to sleep, and twill be charity
To lend your conversation to a stranger.

Chap. Sir, youre a soldier?

Cham. Yes.

Chap. I love a soldier;

And had been one myself, but my parents would make me what you see me: yet Im honest, for all I wear black.

Cham. And thats a wonder.
Have you had long dependence on this family?

Chap. I have not thought it so, because my times
Spent pleasantly. My lords not haughty nor imperious,
Nor I gravely whimsical; he has good nature,
And I have manners:

His sons too are civil to me, because I do not pretend to be wiser than they are; I meddle with no mans business but my own; I rise in a morning early, study moderately, eat and drink cheerfully, live soberly, take my innocent pleasures freely; so meet with respect, and am not the jest of the family.

Cham. Im glad you are so happy. — 
A pleasant fellow this, and may be useful. [Aside.
Knew you my father, the old Chamont?

Chap. I did, and was most sorry when we lost him.

Cham. Why? didst thou love him?

Chap. Everybody loved him; besides, he was my masters friend.

Cham. I could embrace thee for that very notion.
If thou didst love my father, I could think
Thou wouldst not be an enemy to me.

Chap. I can be no mans foe.

Cham. Then prythee tell me,
Thinkst thou the Lord Castalio loves my sister?
Nay, never start. Come, come, I know thy office
Opens thee all the secrets of the family.
Then, if thourt honest, use this freedom kindly.

Chap. Loves your sister!

Cham. Ay, loves her.

Chap. Sir, I never asked him; and wonder you should ask it me.

Cham. Nay, but thourt an hypocrite; is there not one
Of all thy tribe thats honest in your schools?
The pride of your superiors makes ye slaves:
Ye all live loathsome, sneaking, servile lives;
Not free enough to practise generous truth,
Though ye pretend to teach it to the world.

Chap. I would deserve a better thought from you.

Cham. If thou wouldst have me not contemn thy office
And character, think all thy brethren knaves,
Thy trade a cheat, and thou its worst professor,
Inform me; for I tell thee, priest, Ill know.

Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wronged her.

Cham. How, wronged her! have a care; for this may lay
A scene of mischief to undo us all.
But tell me — wronged her, saidst thou?

Chap. Ay, sir, wronged her.

Cham. This is a secret worth a monarchs fortune:
What shall I give thee fort? thou dear physician
Of sickly souls, unfold this riddle to me,
And comfort mine — 

Chap. I would hide nothing from you willingly.

Cham. Nay, then again thourt honest. Wouldst thou tell me?

Chap. Yes, if I durst.

Cham. Why, what affrights thee?

Chap. You do,
Who are not to be trusted with the secret.

Cham. Why, I am no fool.

Chap. So, indeed, you say.

Cham. Prythee, be serious then.

Chap. You see I am so,
And hardly shall be mad enough to-night
To trust you with my ruin.

Cham. Art thou then
So far concerned int? What has been thy office?
Curse on that formal steady villains face!
Just so do all bawds look; nay, bawds, they say,
Can pray upon occasion, talk of Heaven,
Turn up their goggling eye-balls, rail at vice,
Dissemble, lie, and preach like any priest.
Art thou a bawd?

Chap. Sir, Im not often used thus.

Cham. Be just then.

Chap. So I shall be to the trust
Thats laid upon me.

Cham. By the reverenced soul
Of that great honest man that gave me being,
Tell me but what thou knowst concerns my honour,
And if I eer reveal it to thy wrong,
May this good sword neer do me right in battle!
May I neer know that blessed peace of mind,
That dwells in good and pious men, like thee!

Chap. I see your tempers moved, and I will trust you.

Cham. Wilt thou?

Chap. I will; but if it ever scape you — 

Cham. It never shall.

Chap. Swear then.

Cham. I do, by all
Thats dear to me, by the honour of my name,
And by that Power I serve, it never shall.

Chap. Then this good day, when all the house was busy,
When mirth and kind rejoicing filled each room,
As I was walking in the grove I met them.

Cham. What, met them in the grove together? tell me,
How? walking, standing, sitting, lying? ha!

Chap. I, by their own appointment, met them there;
Received their marriage-vows, and joined their hands.

Cham. How! married!

Chap. Yes, sir.

Cham. Then my souls at peace:
But why would you delay so long to give it?

Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find
With old Acasto; may be I was too cautious
To trust the secret from me.

Cham. Whats the cause
I cannot guess: though tis my sisters honour,
I do not like this marriage,
Huddled i the dark, and done at too much venture:
The business looks with an unlucky face.
Keep still the secret; for it neer shall scape me,
Not even to them, the new-matched pair. Farewell.
Believe my truth, and know me for thy friend. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Castalio and Monimia.

Cast. Young Chamont, and the chaplain! sure tis they!
No matter whats contrived, or who consulted,
Since my Monimias mine; though this sad look
Seems no good-boding omen to her bliss;
Else, prythee, tell me why that look cast down?
Why that sad sigh, as if thy heart were breaking?

Mon. Castalio, I am thinking what weve done.
The heavenly powers were sure displeased to-day;
For at the ceremony as we stood,
And as your hand was kindly joined with mine,
As the good priest pronounced the sacred words,
Passion grew big, and I could not forbear;
Tears drowned my eyes, and trembling seized my soul.
What should that mean?

Cast. Oh, thou art tender all;
Gentle and kind as sympathising nature!
When a sad story has been told, Ive seen
Thy little breasts, with soft compassion swelled,
Shove up and down, and heave like dying birds:
But now let fear be banished, think no more
Of danger, for theres safety in my arms;
Let them receive thee: Heaven, grow jealous now!
Sure shes too good for any mortal creature;
I could grow wild, and praise thee even to madness.
But wherefore do I dally with my bliss?
The nights far spent, and day draws on apace;
To bed, my love, and wake till I come thither.

Re-enter Polydore, behind.

Pol. So hot, my brother? [Aside.

Mon. Twill be impossible:
You know your fathers chambers next to mine,
And the least noise will certainly alarm him.

Cast. Impossible! impossible! alas!
Ist possible to live one hour without thee?
Let me behold those eyes, theyll tell me truth.
Hast thou no longing? Art thou still the same
Cold, icy virgin? No; thourt altered quite.
Haste, haste to bed, and let loose all thy wishes.

Mon. Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be ruled.

Cast. Try if thoust power to stop a flowing tide,
Or in a tempest make the seas be calm;
And, when thats done, Ill conquer my desires.
No more, my blessing. What shall be the sign?
When shall I come? for to my joys Ill steal,
As if I neer had paid my freedom for them.

Mon. Just three soft strokes upon the chamber-door;
And at that signal you shall gain admittance:
But speak not the least word; for if you should,
Tis surely heard, and all will be betrayed.

Cast. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our joys
Shall be as silent as the ecstatic bliss
Of souls that by intelligence converse:
Immortal pleasures shall our senses drown;
Thought shall be lost, and every power dissolved:
Away, my love! first take this kiss. Now haste.
I long for that to come, yet grudge each minute past.

[Exit Monimia.

My brother wandering too so late this way!

Pol. [Coming forward]. Castalio!

Cast. My Polydore, how dost thou?
How does our father; is he well recovered?

Pol. I left him happily reposed to rest;
Hes still as gay as if his life were young.
But how does fair Monimia?

Cast. Doubtless well.
A cruel beauty with her conquests pleased
Is always joyful, and her mind in health.

Pol. Is she the same Monimia still she was?
May we not hope shes made of mortal mould?

Cast. Shes not woman else:
Though Im grown weary of this tedious hoping;
Weve in a barren desert strayed too long.

Pol. Yet may relief be unexpected found,
And loves sweet manna cover all the field.
Met ye to-day?

Cast. No; she has still avoided me.
Her brother too is jealous of her grown,
And has been hinting something to my father.
I wish Id never meddled with the matter;
And would enjoin thee, Polydore — 

Pol. To what?

Cast. To leave this peevish beauty to herself.

Pol. What, quit my love? as soon Id quit my post
In fight, and like a coward run away.
No, by my stars! Ill chase her till she yields
To me, or meets her rescue in another.

Cast. Nay, she has beauty that might shake the leagues
Of mighty kings, and set the world at odds;
But I have wondrous reasons on my side
That would persuade thee, were they known.

Pol. Then speak them.
What are they? came ye to her window here
To learn them now? Castalio, have a care;
Use honest dealing with your friend and brother.
Believe me, Im not with my love so blinded,
But can discern your purpose to abuse me.
Quit your pretences to her.

Cast. Grant I do;
You love capitulation, Polydore,
And but upon conditions would oblige me.

Pol. You say, youve reasons; why are they concealed?

Cast. To-morrow I may tell you:
It is a matter of such circumstance,
As I must well consult ere I reveal.
But, prythee, cease to think I would abuse thee,
Till more be known.

Pol. When you, Castalio, cease
To meet Monimia unknown to me,
And then deny it slavishly, Ill cease
To think Castalio faithless to his friend.
Did I not see you part this very moment?

Cast. It seems youve watched me then?

Pol. I scorn the office.

Cast. Prythee avoid a thing thou mayst repent.

Pol. That is, henceforward making leagues with you.

Cast. Nay, if youre angry, Polydore, good night. [Exit.

Pol. Good-night, Castalio, if youre in such haste.
He little thinks Ive overheard the appointment,
But to his chambers gone to wait awhile,
Then come and take possession of my love.
This is the utmost point of all my hopes;
Or now she must or never can be mine.
Oh, for a means now how to counterplot,
And disappoint this happy elder brother!
In every thing we do or undertake,
He soars above me, mount what height I can,
And keeps the start he got of me in birth.
Cordelio!

Re-enter Page.

Page. My lord.

Pol. Come hither, boy.
Thou hast a pretty, forward, lying face,
And mayst in time expect preferment; canst thou
Pretend to secrecy, cajole and flatter
Thy masters follies, and assist his pleasures?

Page. My lord, I could do anything for you,
And ever be a very faithful boy.
Command, whateers your pleasure Ill observe,
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey
A letter to a beauteous ladys bosom:
At least I am not dull, and soon should learn.

Pol. Tis pity then thou shouldst not be employed.
Go to my brother; hes ins chamber now
Undressing, and preparing for his rest;
Find out some means to keep him up awhile
Tell him a pretty story that may please
His ear; invent a tale, no matter what;
If he should ask of me, tell him Im gone
To bed, and sent you there to know his pleasure,
Whether hell hunt to-morrow. — Well said, Polydore;
Dissemble with thy brother. — Thats one point;
But do not leave him till hes in his bed:
Or if he chance to walk again this way,
Follow and do not quit him, but seem fond
To do him little offices of service.
Perhaps at last it may offend him; then
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away:
Succeed in this, and be employed again.

Page. Doubt not, my lord: he has been always kind
To me; would often set me on his knees;
Then give me sweetmeats, call me pretty boy,
And ask me what the maids talked of at nights.

Pol. Run quickly then, and prosperous be thy wishes! [Exit Page.
Here Im alone, and fit for mischief; now
To cheat this brother, willt be honest that?
I heard the sign she ordered him to give.
O for the art of Proteus, but to change
The happy Polydore to blest Castalio!
Shes not so well acquainted with him yet,
But I may fit her arms as well as he.
Then when Im happily possessed of more
Than sense can think, all loosened into joy,
To hear my disappointed brother come,
And give the unregarded signal — oh,
What a malicious pleasure will that be!
Just three soft strokes against the chamber-door:
But speak not the least word; for if you should,
Tis surely heard, and we are both betrayed.
How I adore a mistress that contrives
With care to lay the business of her joys!
One that has wit to charm the very soul,
And give a double relish to delight!
Blest Heaven, assist me but in this dear hour,
And my kind stars be but propitious now,
Dispose of me hereafter as you please!
Monimia! Monimia! [Gives the sign.

Flor. [At the window.] Whos there?

Pol. Tis I.

Flor. My Lord Castalio?

Pol. The same.
How does my love, my dear Monimia?

Flor. Oh!
She wonders much at your unkind delay;
Youve stayed so long, that at each little noise
The wind but makes, she asks if you are coming.

Pol. Tell her Im here, and let the door be opened.

[Florella retires.

Now boast, Castalio; triumph now, and tell
Thyself strange stories of a promised bliss! [The door is unbolted.
It opens: ha! what means my trembling flesh?
Limbs, do your office and support me well;
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [Exit.

Re-enter Castalio and Page.

Page. Indeed, my lord, twill be a lovely morning;
Pray let us hunt.

Cast. Go, youre an idle prattler.
Ill stay at home to-morrow: if your lord
Thinks fit, he may command my hounds. Go, leave me;
I must to bed.

Page. Ill wait upon your lordship,
If you think fit, and sing you to repose.

Cast. No, my kind boy, the night is too far wasted;
My senses too are quite disrobed of thought,
And ready all with me to go to rest.
Good-night: commend me to my brother.

Page. Oh! you never heard the last new song I learnt; it is the finest, prettiest song indeed, of my lord and my lady you know who, that were caught together, you know where. My lord, indeed, it is.

Cast. You must be whipped, youngster, if you get such songs as those are. What means this boys impertinence to-night?

Page. Why, what must I sing, pray, my dear lord?

Cast. Psalms, child, psalms.

Page. Oh dear me! boys that go to school learn psalms; but pages, that are better bred, sing lampoons.

Cast. Well, leave me; Im weary.

Page. Oh! but you promised me, last time I told you what colour my Lady Monimias stockings were of, and that she gartered them above the knee, that you would give me a little horse to go a-hunting upon; so you did. Ill tell you no more stories, except you keep your word with me.

Cast. Well, go, you trifler, and to-morrow ask me.

Page. Indeed, my lord, I cant abide to leave you.

Cast. Why, wert thou instructed to attend me?

Page. No, no, indeed, indeed, my lord, I was not; But I know what I know.

Cast. What dost thou know? Death! what can all this mean?

Page. Oh! I know who loves somebody.

Cast. Whats that to me, boy?

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too.

Cast. That is a wonder; prythee tell it me.

Page. That— tis — I know who — but will you give me the horse then?

Cast. I will, my child.

Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you; but dont you tell her I told you: shell give me no more playthings then, I heard her say so as she lay a-bed, man.

Cast. Talked she of me when in her bed, Cordelio?

Page. Yes, and I sung her the song you made too; and she did so sigh, and so look with her eyes, and her breasts did so lift up and down; I could have found in my heart to have beat them, for they made me ashamed.

Cast. Hark, whats that noise? Take this, begone, and leave me.
You knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. [Exit Page.
Surely it was a noise. Hist! — only fancy;
For all is hushed, as Nature were retired,
And the perpetual motion standing still,
So much she from her work appears to cease,
And every warring elements at peace;
All the wild herds are in their coverts couched;
The fishes to their banks or ooze repaired,
And to the murmurs of the waters sleep;
The feeling airs at rest, and feels no noise,
Except of some soft breaths among the trees,
Rocking the harmless birds that rest upon them.
Tis now that, guided by my love, I go
To take possession of Monimias arms.
Sure Polydores by this time gone to bed.
At midnight thus the usurer steals untracked,
To make a visit to his hoarded gold,
And feast his eyes upon the shining mammon. [Knocks.
She hears me not; sure she already sleeps;
Her wishes could not brook my long delay,
And her poor heart has beat itself to rest. [Knocks again.
Monimia! my angel — ha! — not yet — 
How longs the shortest moment of delay
To a heart impatient of its pangs, like mine,
In sight of ease, and panting to the goal!
Once more — [Knocks again.

Flor. [At the window.] Whos there,
That comes thus rudely to disturb our rest?

Cast. Tis I.

Flor. Who are you? whats your name?

Cast. Suppose
The Lord Castalio.

Flor. I know you not.
The Lord Castalio has no business here.

Cast. Ha! have a care; what can this mean? whoeer
Thou art, I charge thee to Monimia fly;
Tell her Im here, and wait upon my doom.

Flor. Whoeer ye are, ye may repent this outrage;
My lady must not be disturbed. Good-night.

Cast. She must, tell her she shall; go, Im in haste,
And bring her tidings from the State of Love;
Theyre all in consultation met together,
How to reward my truth, and crown her vows.

Flor. Sure the mans mad!

Cast. Or this will make me so.
Obey me, or, by all the wrongs I suffer,
Ill scale the window, and come in by force,
Let the sad consequence be what it will. — 
This creatures trifling folly makes me mad.

Flor. My ladys answer is, you may depart;
She says she knows you: you are Polydore,
Sent by Castalio, as you were to-day,
To affront and do her violence again.

Cast. Ill not believet.

Flor. You may, sir.

Cast. Curses blast thee!

Flor. Well, tis a fine cool evening; and I hope
May cure the raging fever in your blood.
Good-night. [Retires.

Cast. And farewell all thats just in woman!
This is contrived, a studied trick to abuse
My easy nature, and torment my mind;
Sure now she has bound me fast, and means to lord it,
To rein me hard, and ride me at her will,
Till by degrees she shape me into fool
For all her future uses. Death and torment!
Tis impudence to think my soul will bear it.
Oh, I could grow even wild, and tear my hair
Tis well, Monimia, that thy empires short
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come,
And try if all thy arts appease my wrong;
Till when, be this detested place my bed, [Lies down.
Where I will ruminate on womans ills,
Laugh at myself, and curse the inconstant sex.
Faithless Monimia! O Monimia!

Enter Ernesto.

Ern. Either
My sense has been deluded, or this way
I heard the sound of sorrow; tis late night,
And none whose minds at peace would wander now.

Cast. Whos there?

Ern. A friend.

Cast. If thou art so, retire,
And leave this place; for I would be alone.

Ern. Castalio! My lord, why in this posture,
Stretched on the ground? Your honest, true, old servant,
Your poor Ernesto, cannot see you thus;
Rise, I beseech you.

Cast. If thou art Ernesto,
As by thy honesty thou seemst to be,
Once leave me to my folly.

Ern. I cant leave you,
And not the reason know of your disorders.
Remember how, when young, I in my arms
Have often borne you, pleased you in your pleasures,
And sought an early share in your affection.
Do not discard me now, but let me serve you.

Cast. Thou canst not serve me.

Ern. Why?

Cast. Because my thoughts
Are full of woman; thou, poor wretch, art past them.

Ern. I hate the sex.

Cast. Then Im thy friend, Ernesto. [Rises.
Id leave the world for him that hates a woman.
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty!
What mighty ills have not been done by woman!
Who wast betrayed the Capitol? A woman.
Who lost Mark Antony the world? A woman.
Who was the cause of a long ten years war,
And laid at last old Troy in ashes? Woman,
Destructive, damnable, deceitful woman!
Woman to man first as a blessing given,
When innocence and love were in their prime!
Happy awhile in Paradise they lay,
But quickly woman longed to go astray;
Some foolish new adventure needs must prove,
And the first devil she saw, she changed her love;
To his temptations lewdly she inclined
Her soul, and for an apple damned mankind. [Exeunt.






ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I. — A Room in Acastos House.

Enter Acasto.



Acast. Blest be the morning that has brought me health;
A happy rest has softened pain away,
And Ill forget it, though my minds not well:
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart;
I droop and sigh, I know not why. Dark dreams,
Sick fancys children, have been over-busy,
And all the night played farces in my brains.
Methought I heard the midnight raven cry;
Waked with the imagined noise, my curtains seemed
To start, and at my feet my sons appeared,
Like ghosts, all pale and stiff: I strove to speak,
But could not; suddenly the forms were lost,
And seemed to vanish in a bloody cloud.
Twas odd, and for the present shook my thoughts;
But was the effect of my distempered blood;
And, when the healths disturbed, the minds unruly.

Enter Polydore.

Good-morning, Polydore.

Pol. Heaven keep your lordship!

Acast. Have you yet seen Castalio to-day?

Pol. My lord, tis early day; hes hardly risen.

Acast. Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel. [Exit Polydore.
I cannot think all has gone well to-night;
For as I waking lay (and sure my sense
Was then my own) methought I heard my son
Castalios voice; but it seemed low and mournful;
Under my window too I thought I heard it:
My untoward fancy could not be deceived
In everything; and I will search the truth out.

Enter Monimia and Florella.

Already up, Monimia! you rose
Thus early surely to outshine the day!
Or was there anything that crossed your rest?
They were naughty thoughts that would not let you sleep.

Mon. Whatever are my thoughts, my lord, Ive learnt
By your example to correct their ills,
And morn and evening give up the account.

Acast. Your pardon, sweet one; I upbraid you not;
Or, if I would, you are so good I could not;
Though Im deceived, or youre more fair to-day;
For beautys heightened in your cheeks, and all
Your charms seem up and ready in your eyes.

Mon. The little share I haves so very mean
That it may easily admit addition;
Though you, my lord, should most of all beware
To give it too much praise, and make me proud.

Acast. Proud of an old mans praises! No, Monimia!
But if my prayers can do you any good,
Thou shalt not want the largest share of them.
Heard you no noise to-night?

Mon. Noise, my good lord!

Acast. Ay, about midnight?

Mon. Indeed, my lord, I dont remember any.

Acast. You must, sure! Went you early to your rest?

Mon. About the wonted hour. — Why this inquiry? [Aside.

Acast. And went your maid to bed too?

Mon. My lord, I guess so:
Ive seldom known her disobey my orders.

Acast. Sure goblins then, or fairies, haunt the dwelling!
Ill have inquiry made through all the house,
But Ill find out the cause of these disorders.
Good-day to thee, Monimia. Ill to chapel. [Exit.

Mon. Ill but dispatch some orders to my woman,
And wait upon your lordship there.
I fear the priest has played us false; if so,
My poor Castalio loses all for me.
I wonder, though, he made such haste to leave me;
Wast not unkind, Florella? surely twas!
He scarce afforded one kind parting word,
But went away so cold! — the kiss he gave me
Seemed the forced compliment of sated love.
Would I had never married!

Flor. Why?

Mon. Methinks
The scenes quite altered; I am not the same;
Ive bound up for myself a weight of cares,
And how the burden will be borne, none knows.
A husband may be jealous, rigid, false;
And, should Castalio eer prove so to me,
So tender is my heart, so nice my love,
Twould ruin and distract my rest for ever.

Flor. Madam, hes coming.

Mon. Where, Florella? where?
Is he returning? To my chamber lead;
Ill meet him there: the mysteries of our love
Should be kept private as religious rites
From the unhallowed view of common eyes. [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — Another Room in Acastos House.

Enter Castalio.

Cast. Wished mornings come! And now, upon the plains
And distant mountains, where they feed their flocks,
The happy shepherds leave their homely huts,
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born day.
The lusty swain comes with his well-filled scrip
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls,
With much content and appetite, he eats,
To follow in the fields his daily toil,
And dress the grateful glebe, that yields him fruits.
The beasts, that under the warm hedges slept,
And weathered out the cold bleak night, are up,
And, looking towards the neighbouring pastures, raise
The voice, and bid their fellow-brutes good-morrow
The cheerful birds too, on the tops of trees,
Assemble all in quires, and with their notes
Salute and welcome up the rising sun.
Theres no condition sure so cursed as mine;
Im married! Sdeath! Im sped. How like a dog
Looked Hercules, thus to a distaff chained!
Monimia! O Monimia!

Enter Monimia and Florella.

Mon. I come,
I fly to my adored Castalios arms,
My wishes lord. May every morn begin
Like this; and with our days our loves renew!
Now I may hope youre satisfied — [Looking languishingly on him.

Cast. I am
Well satisfied — that thou art — Oh! — 

Mon. What? speak.
Art thou not well, Castalio? Come, lean
Upon my breasts, and tell me wheres thy pain.

Cast. Tis here; tis in my head; tis in my heart;
Tis everywhere; it rages like a madness;
And I most wonder how my reason holds!
Nay, wonder not, Monimia: the slave
You thought you had secured within my breast
Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain,
And now he walks there like a lord at large.

Mon. Am I not then your wife, your loved Monimia?
I once was so, or Ive most strangely dreamt.
What ails my love?

Cast. Whateer thy dreams have been,
Thy waking thoughts neer meant Castalio well.
No more, Monimia, of your sexs arts,
Theyre useless all: Im not that pliant tool,
That necessary utensil youd make me:
I know my charter better — I am man,
Obstinate man, and will not be enslaved.

Mon. You shall not feart: indeed my natures easy;
Ill ever live your most obedient wife,
Nor ever any privilege pretend
Beyond your will; for that shall be my law; — 
Indeed I will not.

Cast. Nay, you shall not, madam;
By yon bright Heaven, you shall not! All the day
Ill play the tyrant, and at night forsake thee;
Till by afflictions, and continued cares,
Ive worn thee to a homely household drudge:
Nay, if Ive any too, thou shalt be made
Subservient to all my looser pleasures;
For thou hast wronged Castalio.

Mon. No more:
Oh, kill me here, or tell me my offence;
Ill never quit you else, but on these knees
Thus follow you all day, till theyre worn bare,
And hang upon you like a drowning creature.
Castalio!

Cast. Away! Last night, last night!

Mon. It was our wedding-night.

Cast. No more! forget it.

Mon. Why? do you then repent?

Cast. I do.

Mon. O Heaven!
And will you leave me thus? Help, help, Florella!

[He drags her to the door, breaks from her, and exit.

Help me to hold this yet loved cruel man.
Oh, my heart breaks — Im dying! Oh — stand off!
Ill not indulge this womans weakness; still,
Chafed and fomented, let my heart swell on,
Till with its injuries it burst, and shake,
With the dire blow, this prison to the earth.

Flor. What sad mistake has been the cause of this?

Mon. Castalio! Oh, how often has he swore
Nature should change, the sun and stars grow dark,
Ere he would falsify his vows to me!
Make haste, confusion, then! sun, lose thy light,
And stars, drop dead with sorrow to the earth!
For my Castalios false.

Flor. Unhappy day!

Mon. False as the wind, the water, or the weather;
Cruel as tigers oer their trembling prey:
I feel him in my breast, he tears my heart,
And at each sigh he drinks the gushing blood.
Must I be long in pain?

Enter Chamont.

Cham. In tears, Monimia?

Mon. Whoeer thou art,
Leave me alone to my beloved despair.

Cham. Lift up thy eyes, and see who comes to cheer thee.
Tell me the story of thy wrongs, and then
See if my soul has rest till thou hast justice.

Mon. My brother!

Cham. Yes, Monimia, if thou thinkst
That I deserve the name, I am thy brother.

Mon. O Castalio!

Cham. Ha!
Name me that name again! My souls on fire
Till I know all: theres meaning in that name.
I know he is thy husband; therefore trust me
With all the following truth — 

Mon. Indeed, Chamont,
Theres nothing in it but the fault of nature:
Im often thus seized suddenly with grief,
I know not why.

Cham. You use me ill, Monimia;
And I might think, with justice, most severely
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother.

Mon. Truly Im not to blame: suppose Im fond,
And grieve for what as much may please another?
Should I upbraid the dearest friend on earth
For the first fault? you would not do so, would you?

Cham. Not if Id cause to think it was a friend.

Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing?
I neer concealed my soul from you before:
Bear with me now, and search my wounds no farther;
For every probing pains me to the heart.

Cham. Tis sign theres danger int must be prevented.
Wheres your new husband? still that thought disturbs you.
What! only answer me with tears? Castalio!
Nay, now they stream; — 
Cruel, unkind Castalio! ist not so?

Mon. I cannot speak, grief flows so fast upon me;
It chokes, and will not let me tell the cause.
Oh!

Cham. My Monimia, to my soul thourt dear,
As honour to my name; dear as the light
To eyes but just restored, and healed of blindness.
Why wilt thou not repose within my breast
The anguish that torments thee?

Mon. Oh! I dare not.

Cham. I have no friend but thee; we must confide
In one another. Two unhappy orphans,
Alas, we are; and, when I see thee grieve,
Methinks it is a part of me that suffers.

Mon. Oh, shouldst thou know the cause of my lamenting,
Im satisfied, Chamont, that thou wouldst scorn me;
Thou wouldst despise the abject, lost Monimia;
No more wouldst praise this hated beauty; but
When in some cell, distracted, as I shall be,
Thou seest me lie, these unregarded locks
Matted like furies tresses; my poor limbs
Chained to the ground; and, stead of the delights
Which happy lovers taste, my keepers stripes,
A bed of straw, and a coarse wooden dish
Of wretched sustenance; — when thus thou seest me,
Prythee have charity and pity for me:
Let me enjoy this thought!

Cham. Why wilt thou rack
My soul so long, Monimia? Ease me quickly;
Or thou wilt run me into madness first.

Mon. Could you be secret?

Cham. Secret as the grave.

Mon. But when Ive told you, will you keep your fury
Within its bounds? will you not do some rash
And horrid mischief? for, indeed, Chamont,
You would not think how hardly Ive been used
From a near friend; from one that has my soul
A slave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant.

Cham. I will be calm. But has Castalio wronged thee?
Has he already wasted all his love?
What has he done? quickly; for Im all trembling
With expectation of a horrid tale.

Mon. Oh! could you think it?

Cham. What?

Mon. I fear hell kill me.

Cham. Ha!

Mon. Indeed I do; hes strangely cruel to me;
Which, if it lasts, Im sure must break my heart.

Cham. What has he done?

Mon. Most barbarously used me:
Nothing so kind as he, when in my arms,
In thousand kisses, tender sighs and joys,
Not to be thought again, the night was wasted.
At dawn of day, he rose, and left his conquest;
But when we met, and I with open arms
Ran to embrace the lord of all my wishes,
Oh, then — 

Cham. Go on!

Mon. He threw me from his breast,
Like a detested sin.

Cham. How!

Mon. As I hung too
Upon his knees, and begged to know the cause,
He dragged me like a slave upon the earth,
And had no pity on my cries.

Cham. How! did he
Dash thee disdainfully away with scorn?

Mon. He did; and more, I fear will neer be friends,
Though I still love him with unbated passion.

Cham. What, throw thee from him!

Mon. Yes, indeed, he did.

Cham. So may this arm
Throw him to the earth, like a dead dog despised!
Lameness and leprosy, blindness and lunacy,
Poverty, shame, pride, and the name of villain,
Light on me, if, Castalio, I forgive thee!

Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is:
Didst thou not promise me thou wouldst be calm?
Keep my disgrace concealed; why shouldst thou kill him?
By all my love, this arm should do him vengeance.
Alas! I love him still; and though I neer
Clasp him again within these longing arms,
Yet bless him, bless him, gods, whereer he goes!

Enter Acasto.

Acast. Sure some ill fate is towards me; in my house
I only meet with oddness and disorder:
Each vassal has a wild distracted face,
And looks as full of business as a blockhead
In times of danger: just this very moment
I met Castalio — 

Cham. Then you met a villain.

Acast. Ha!

Cham. Yes, a villain.

Acast. Have a care, young soldier,
How thourt too busy with Acastos fame;
I have a sword, my arms good old acquaintance.
Villain to thee!

Cham. Curse on thy scandalous age,
Which hinders me to rush upon thy throat,
And tear the root up of that cursed bramble!

Acast. Ungrateful ruffian! sure my good old friend
Was neer thy father; nothing of hims in thee:
What have I done in my unhappy age,
To be thus used? I scorn to upbraid thee, boy;
But I could put thee in remembrance — 

Cham. Do.

Acast. I scorn it!

Cham. No, Ill calmly hear the story;
For I would fain know all, to see which scale
Weighs most — Ha! is not that good old Acasto?
What have I done? — can you forgive this folly?

Acast. Why dost thou ask it?

Cham. Twas the rude oerflowing
Of too much passion; pray, my lord, forgive me. [Kneels.

Acast. Mock me not, youth; I can revenge a wrong.

Cham. I know it well; but for this thought of mine,
Pity a madmans frenzy, and forget it.

Acast. I will; but henceforth, prythee, be more kind.

[Raises him.

Whence came the cause?

Cham. Indeed Ive been to blame:
But Ill learn better; for youve been my father:
Youve been her father too — [Takes Monimia by the hand.

Acast. Forbear the prologue,
And let me know the substance of thy tale.

Cham. You took her up a little tender flower,
Just sprouted on a bank, which the next frost
Had nipped; and, with a careful loving hand,
Transplanted her into your own fair garden,
Where the sun always shines; there long she flourished,
Grew sweet to sense, and lovely to the eye;
Till, at the last, a cruel spoiler came,
Cropped this fair rose, and rifled all its sweetness,
Then cast it, like a loathsome weed, away.

Acast. You talk to me in parables, Chamont.
You may have known that Im no wordy man:
Fine speeches are the instruments of knaves,
Or fools, that use them when they want good sense;
But honesty
Needs no disguise nor ornament. Be plain.

Cham. Your son — 

Acast. Ive two; and both, I hope, have honour.

Cham. I hope so too — but — 

Acast. Speak.

Cham. I must inform you,
Once more, Castalio — 

Acast. Still Castalio!

Cham. Yes.
Your son Castalio has wronged Monimia.

Acast. Ha! wronged her?

Cham. Married her.

Acast. Im sorry fort.

Cham. Why sorry? By yon blest Heaven! theres not a lord
But might be proud to take her to his heart.

Acast. Ill not denyt.

Cham. You dare not; by the gods!
You dare not; all your family, combined
In one damned falsehood to out-do Castalio,
Dare not denyt.

Acast. How has Castalio wronged her?

Cham. Ask that of him: I say, my sisters wronged;
Monimia, my sister, born as high
And noble as Castalio. Do her justice,
Or, by the gods! Ill lay a scene of blood
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature.
Ill dot. Hark you, my lord; your son Castalio,
Take him to your closet, and there teach him manners.

Acast. You shall have justice.

Cham. Nay, I will have justice.
Wholl sleep in safety that has done me wrong?
My lord, Ill not disturb you to repeat
The cause of this: I beg you (to preserve
Your houses honour) ask it of Castalio.

Acast. I will.

Cham. Till then, farewell! [Exit.

Acast. Farewell, proud boy!
Monimia!

Mon. My lord.

Acast. You are my daughter.

Mon. I am, my lord, if youll vouchsafe to own me.

Acast. When youll complain to me, Ill prove a father. [Exit.

Mon. Now Im undone for ever: who on earth
Is there so wretched as Monimia?
First by Castalio cruelly forsaken;
Ive lost Acasto now: his parting frowns
May well instruct me rage is in his heart:
I shall be next abandoned to my fortune,
Thrust out a naked wanderer to the world,
And branded for the mischievous Monimia!
What will become of me? My cruel brother
Is framing mischiefs too, for aught I know,
That may produce bloodshed, and horrid murder;
I would not be the cause of one mans death,
To reign the empress of the earth; nay, more,
Id rather lose for ever my Castalio,
My dear unkind Castalio!

Enter Polydore.

Pol. Monimia weeping!
So morning dews on new-blown roses lodge,
By the suns amorous heat to be exhaled.
I come, my love, to kiss all sorrow from thee.
What mean these sighs? and why thus beats thy heart?

Mon. Let me alone to sorrow: tis a cause
None eer shall know; but it shall with me die.

Pol. Happy, Monimia, he to whom these sighs,
These tears, and all these languishings are paid!
I am no stranger to your dearest secret;
I know your heart was never meant for me:
That jewels for an elder brothers price.

Mon. My lord!

Pol. Nay, wonder not; last night I heard
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment saw
Your wild embraces; heard the appointment made:
I did, Monimia, and I cursed the sound.
Wilt thou be sworn my love? wilt thou be neer
Unkind again?

Mon. Banish such fruitless hopes:
Have you sworn constancy to my undoing?
Will you be neer my friend again?

Pol. What means
My love?

Mon. Away! What meant my lord, last night?

Pol. Is that a question now to be demanded?
I hope Monimia was not much displeased.

Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a prostitute?
To assault my lodging at the dead of night,
And threaten me if I denied admittance? — 
You said you were Castalio — 

Pol. By those eyes!
It was the same; I spent my time much better;
I tell thee, ill-natured fair one, I was posted
To more advantage, — on a pleasant hill
Of springing joy, and everlasting sweetness.

Mon. Ha! — have a care — 

Pol. Where is the danger near me?

Mon. I fear youre on a rock will wreck your quiet,
And drown your soul in wretchedness for ever;
A thousand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory.
Will you be kind, and answer me one question?

Pol. Id trust thee with my life; on those soft breasts
Breathe out the choicest secrets of my heart,
Till I had nothing in it left but love.

Mon. Nay, Ill conjure you, by the gods, and angels,
By the honour of your name, thats most concerned,
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly,
Where did you rest last night?

Pol. Within thy arms
I triumphed: rest had been my foe.

Mon. Tis done. [She faints.

Pol. She faints! No help! Who waits? A curse
Upon my vanity, that could not keep
The secret of my happiness in silence.
Confusion! we shall be surprised anon;
And consequently all must be betrayed.
Monimia! — she breathes. — Monimia!

Mon. Well;
Let mischiefs multiply! Let every hour
Of my loathed life yield me increase of horror!
Oh, let the sun to these unhappy eyes
Neer shine again, but be eclipsed for ever!
May every thing I look on seem a prodigy,
To fill my soul with terrors, till I quite
Forget I ever had humanity,
And grow a curser of the works of nature!

Pol. What means all this?

Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all
The friendship eer you vowed to good Castalio
Be not a falsehood; if you ever loved
Your brother, youve undone yourself and me.

Pol. Which way can ruin reach the man thats rich,
As I am, in possession of thy sweetness?

Mon. Oh! Im his wife.

Pol. What says Monimia? ha!
Speak that again.

Mon. I am Castalios wife.

Pol. His married, wedded wife?

Mon. Yesterdays sun
Saw it performed.

Pol. And then have I enjoyed
My brothers wife?

Mon. As surely as we both
Must taste of misery, that guilt is thine.

Pol. Must we be miserable then?

Mon. Oh!

Pol. Oh! thou mayst yet be happy.

Mon. Couldst thou be
Happy, with such a weight upon thy soul?

Pol. It may be yet a secret: Ill go try
To reconcile and bring Castalio to thee;
Whilst from the world I take myself away,
And waste my life in penance for my sin.

Mon. Then thou wouldst more undo me; heap a load
Of added sins upon my wretched head:
Wouldst thou again have me betray thy brother,
And bring pollution to his arms? curst thought!
Oh, when shall I be mad indeed!

Pol. Nay, then,
Let us embrace, and from this very moment
Vow an eternal misery together.

Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful wretch?
Never grow fond of cheerful peace again?
Wilt thou with me study to be unhappy,
And find out ways how to increase affliction?

Pol. Well institute new arts unknown before
To vary plagues, and make them look like new ones.
First, if, the fruit of our detested joy,
A child be born, it shall be murdered — 

Mon. No;
Sure that may live?

Pol. Why?

Mon. To become a thing
More wretched than its parents; to be branded
With all our infamy, and curse its birth.

Pol. Thats well contrived; then thus lets go together,
Full of our guilt, distracted where to roam,
Like the first wretched pair expelled their paradise.
Lets find some place where adders nest in winter,
Loathsome and venomous; where poisons hang
Like gums against the walls; where witches meet
By night, and feed upon some pampered imp,
Fat with the blood of babes: there well inhabit,
And live up to the height of desperation.
Desire shall languish like a withering flower,
And no distinction of the sex be thought of.
Horrors shall fright me from those pleasing harms,
And Ill no more be caught with beautys charms;
But when Im dying, take me in thy arms! [Exeunt.






ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I. — The Garden before Acastos House.

Castalio discovered lying on the ground.

Song.

Come, all ye youths, whose hearts eer bled
By cruel beautys pride;
Bring each a garland on his head,
Let none his sorrows hide:
But hand in hand around me move,
Singing the saddest tales of love;
And see, when your complaints ye join,
If all your wrongs can equal mine.

The happiest mortal once was I;
My heart no sorrows knew:
Pity the pain with which I die;
But ask not whence it grew.
Yet if a tempting fair you find,
Thats very lovely, very kind,
Though bright as Heaven, whose stamp she bears,
Think of my fate, and shun her snares.

Cast. See where the deer trot after one another,
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, son,
Brother and sister, mingled all together;
No discontent they know, but in delightful
Wildness and freedom, pleasant springs, fresh herbage,
Calm harbours, lusty health and innocence,
Enjoy their portion; if they see a man,
How will they turn together all, and gaze
Upon the monster!
Once in a season too they taste of love:
Only the beast of reason is its slave,
And in that folly drudges all the year.

Enter Acasto.

Acast. Castalio! Castalio!

Cast. Whos there
So wretched but to name Castalio?

Acast. I hope my message may succeed.

Cast. My father!
Tis joy to see you, though where sorrows nourished.

Acast. Im come in beautys cause; youll guess the rest.

Cast. A woman! if you love my peace of mind,
Name not a woman to me; but to think
Of woman, were enough to taint my brains,
Till they ferment to madness! O my father!

Acast. What ails my boy?

Cast. A woman is the thing
I would forget, and blot from my remembrance.

Acast. Forget Monimia!

Cast. She to choose: Monimia!
The very sounds ungrateful to my sense.

Acast. This might seem strange; but you, Ive found, will hide
Your heart from me; you dare not trust your father.

Cast. No more Monimia!

Acast. Is she not your wife?

Cast. So much the worse: who loves to hear of wife?
When you would give all worldly plagues a name
Worse than they have already, call them wife:
But a new-married wifes a teeming mischief,
Full of herself: why, what a deal of horror
Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yesterday!

Acast. Castalio, you must go along with me,
And see Monimia.

Cast. Sure, my lord but mocks me:
Go see Monimia! Pray, my lord, excuse me;
And leave the conduct of this part of life
To my own choice.

Acast. I say, no more dispute:
Complaints are made to me, that you have wronged her.

Cast. Who has complained?

Acast. Her brother to my face proclaimed her wronged,
And in such terms theyve warmed me.

Cast. What terms? Her brother! Heaven! where learnt he that?
What, does she send her hero with defiance?
He durst not sure affront you?

Acast. No, not much.
But — 

Cast. Speak, what said he?

Acast. That thou wert a villain:
Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain.

Cast. Shame on the ill-mannered brute! Your age secured him;
He durst not else have said so.

Acast. By my sword,
I would not see thee wronged, and bear it vilely;
Though I have passed my word she shall have justice.

Cast. Justice! to give her justice would undo her:
Think you this solitude I now have chosen,
Left joys just opening to my sense, sought here
A place to curse my fate in, measured out
My grave at length, wished to have grown one piece
With this cold clay, and all without a cause?

Enter Chamont.

Cham. Where is the hero, famous and renowned
For wronging innocence, and breaking vows;
Whose mighty spirit, and whose stubborn heart,
No woman can appease, nor man provoke?

Acast. I guess, Chamont, you come to seek Castalio.

Cham. I come to seek the husband of Monimia.

Cast. The slave is here.

Cham. I thought ere now to have found you
Atoning for the ills youve done Chamont;
For you have wronged the dearest part of him.
Monimia, young lord, weeps in this heart;
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn
From her poor eyes are drops of blood from hence.

Cast. Then youre Chamont?

Cham. Yes, and I hope no stranger
To great Castalio.

Cast. Ive heard of such a man,
That has been very busy with my honour.
I own Im much indebted to you, sir;
And here return the villain back again
You sent me by my father.

Cham. Thus Ill thank you. [Draws.

Acast. By this good sword, who first presumes to violence
Makes me his foe! [Draws, and interposes.
Young man, it once was thought [To Castalio.
I was fit guardian of my houses honour,
And you might trust your share with me. — For you, [To Chamont.
Young soldier, I must tell you, you have wronged me:
I promised you to do Monimia right;
And thought my word a pledge I would not forfeit:
But you, I find, would fright us to performance.

Cast. Sir, in my younger years with care you taught me
That brave revenge was due to injured honour;
Oppose not then the justice of my sword,
Lest you should make me jealous of your love.

Cham. Into thy fathers arms thou fliest for safety,
Because thou knowst the place is sanctified
With the remembrance of an ancient friendship.

Cast. I am a villain if I will not seek thee,
Till I may be revenged for all the wrongs
Done me by that ungrateful fair thou pleadst for.

Cham. She wronged thee! by the fury in my heart,
Thy fathers honours not above Monimias!
Nor was thy mothers truth and virtue fairer.

Acast. Boy, dont disturb the ashes of the dead
With thy capricious follies: the remembrance
Of the loved creature that once filled these arms — 

Cham. Has not been wronged.

Cast. It shall not.

Cham. No, nor shall
Monimia, though a helpless orphan, destitute
Of friends and fortune, though the unhappy sister
Of poor Chamont, whose sword is all his portion,
Be oppressed by thee, thou proud, imperious traitor!

Cast. Ha! set me free.

Cham. Come both!

Enter Serina.

Ser. Alas! alas!
The cause of these disorders, my Chamont?
Who ist has wronged thee?

Cast. Now where art thou fled
For shelter?

Cham. Come from thine, and see what safeguard
Shall then betray my fears.

Ser. Cruel Castalio,
Sheathe up thy angry sword, and dont affright me.
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy breast;
If any of my friends have done thee injuries,
Ill be revenged, and love thee better for it.

Cast. Sir, if youd have me think you did not take
This opportunity to show your vanity,
Lets meet some other time, when by ourselves
We fairly may dispute our wrongs together.

Cham. Till then, I am Castalios friend.

Cast. Serina,
Farewell; I wish much happiness attend you.

Ser. Chamonts the dearest thing I have on earth;
Give me Chamont, and let the world forsake me!

Cham. Witness the gods, how happy Im in thee!
No beauteous blossom of the fragrant spring,
Though the fair child of nature newly born,
Can be so lovely. — Angry, unkind Castalio,
Suppose I should awhile lay by my passions,
And be a beggar in Monimias cause,
Might it be heard?

Cast. Sir, twas my last request
You would, though you I find will not be satisfied:
So, in a word, Monimia is my scorn;
She basely sent you here to try my fears;
That was your business.
No artful prostitute, in falsehoods practised,
To make advantage of her coxcombs follies,
Could have done more — disquiet vex her fort!

Cham. Farewell. [Exeunt Chamont and Serina.

Cast. Farewell. — My father, you seem troubled.

Acast. Would Id been absent when this boisterous brave
Came to disturb thee thus! Im grieved I hindered
Thy just resentment. But Monimia — 

Cast. Damn her!

Acast. Dont curse her.

Cast. Did I?

Acast. Yes.

Cast. Im sorry fort.

Acast. Methinks, if, as I guess, the faults but small,
It might be pardoned.

Cast. No.

Acast. What has she done?

Cast. That shes my wife, may Heaven and you forgive me!

Acast. Be reconciled then.

Cast. No.

Acast. Go see her.

Cast. No.

Acast. Ill send and bring her hither.

Cast. No.

Acast. For my sake,
Castalio, and the quiet of my age.

Cast. Why will you urge a thing my nature starts at?

Acast. Prythee forgive her.

Cast. Lightnings first shall blast me!
I tell you, were she prostrate at my feet,
Full of her sexs best dissembled sorrows,
And all that wondrous beauty of her own,
My heart might break, but it should never soften.

Enter Florella.

Flor. My lord, where are you? O Castalio!

Acast. Hark!

Cast. Whats that?

Flor. Oh, show me quickly, wheres Castalio?

Acast. Why, whats the business?

Flor. Oh, the poor Monimia!

Cast. Ha!

Acast. Whats the matter?

Flor. Hurried by despair,
She flies with fury over all the house,
Through every room of each apartment, crying,
Wheres my Castalio? give me my Castalio!
Except she sees you, sure shell grow distracted.

Cast. Ha! will she? does she name Castalio?
And with such tenderness? Conduct me quickly
To the poor lovely mourner. O my father!

Acast. Then wilt thou go? Blessings attend thy purpose.

Cast. I cannot hear Monimias soul in sadness,
And be a man; my heart will not forget her.
But do not tell the world you saw this of me.

Acast. Delay not then, but haste and cheer thy love.

Cast. Oh! I will throw my impatient arms about her,
In her soft bosom sigh my soul to peace:
Till through the panting breast she finds the way
To mould my heart, and make it what she will.
Monimia! Oh! [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — A Room in Acastos House.

Enter Monimia.

Mon. Stand off, and give me room!
I will not rest till I have found Castalio,
My wishes lord, comely as rising day,
Amidst ten thousand eminently known.
Flowers spring up whereer he treads; his eyes,
Fountains of brightness, cheering all about him — 
When will they shine on me? — O stay, my soul!
I cannot die in peace till I have seen him.

Enter Castalio.

Cast. Who talks of dying, with a voice so sweet
That lifes in love witht?

Mon. Hark! tis he that answers;
So in a camp, though at the dead of night,
If but the trumpets cheerful noise is heard,
All at the signal leap from downy rest,
And every heart awakes, as mine does now.
Where art thou?

Cast. Here, my love.

Mon. No nearer, lest I vanish.

Cast. Have I been in a dream then all this while?
And art thou but the shadow of Monimia?
Why dost thou fly me thus?

Mon. Oh! were it possible that we could drown
In dark oblivion but a few past hours,
We might be happy.

Cast. Ist then so hard, Monimia, to forgive
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores thee?
For I must love thee, though it prove my ruin.
Which way shall I court thee?
What shall I do to be enough thy slave,
And satisfy the lovely pride thats in thee?
Ill kneel to thee, and weep a flood before thee:
Yet prythee, tyrant, break not quite my heart;
But when my task of penitence is done,
Heal it again, and comfort me with love.

Mon. If I am dumb, Castalio, and want words
To pay thee back this mighty tenderness,
It is because I look on thee with horror,
And cannot see the man I so have wronged.

Cast. Thou hast not wronged me.

Mon. Ah! alas, thou talkst
Just as thy poor heart thinks. Have not I wronged thee?

Cast. No.

Mon. Still thou wanderst in the dark, Castalio;
But wilt ere long stumble on horrid danger.

Cast. What means my love?

Mon. Couldst thou but forgive me!

Cast. What?

Mon. For my fault last night: alas, thou canst not!

Cast. I can, and do.

Mon. Thus crawling on the earth [Kneels.
Would I that pardon meet; the only thing
Can make me view the face of Heaven with hope.

Cast. Then lets draw near. [Raises her.

Mon. Ah me!

Cast. So in the fields,
When the destroyer has been out for prey,
The scattered lovers of the feathered kind,
Seeking, when dangers past, to meet again,
Make moan and call, by such degrees approach,
Till joining thus they bill, and spread their wings,
Murmuring love, and joy their fears are over.

Mon. Yet have a care, be not too fond of peace,
Lest, in pursuance of the goodly quarry,
Thou meet a disappointment that distracts thee.

Cast. My better angel, then, do thou inform me
What danger threatens me, and where it lies:
Why didst thou, — prythee smile and tell me why, — 
When I stood waiting underneath the window,
Quaking with fierce and violent desires
(The dropping dews fell cold upon my head,
Darkness enclosed, and the winds whistled round me,
Which with my mournful sighs made such sad music
As might have moved the hardest heart); why wert thou
Deaf to my cries, and senseless of my pains?

Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear inquiry?
Readst thou not something in my face, that speaks
Wonderful change and horror from within me?

Cast. Then there is something yet which Ive not known:
What dost thou mean by horror, and forbearance
Of more inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee tell me;
And dont betray me to a second madness.

Mon. Must I?

Cast. If, labouring in the pangs of death,
Thou wouldst do anything to give me ease,
Unfold this riddle ere my thoughts grow wild,
And let in fears of ugly form upon me.

Mon. My heart wont let me speak it; but remember,
Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this,
We neer must meet again.

Cast. What means my destiny?
For all my good or evil fate dwells in thee.
Neer meet again!

Mon. No, never.

Cast. Wheres the power
On earth, that dares not look like thee, and say so?
Thou art my hearts inheritance; I served
A long and painful, faithful slavery for thee,
And who shall rob me of the dear-bought blessing?

Mon. Time will clear all, but now let this content you:
Heaven has decreed, and therefore Ive resolved, — 
With torment I must tell it thee, Castalio, — 
Ever to be a stranger to thy love;
In some far-distant country waste my life,
And from this day to see thy face no more.

Cast. Where am I? Sure I wander midst enchantment,
And never more shall find the way to rest.
But, O Monimia! art thou indeed resolved
To punish me with everlasting absence?
Why turnst thou from me? Im alone already.
Methinks I stand upon a naked beach,
Sighing to winds, and to the seas complaining,
Whilst afar off the vessel sails away,
Where all the treasure of my souls embarked.
Wilt thou not turn? — Oh! could those eyes but speak,
I should know all, for love is pregnant in them;
They swell, they press their beams upon me still.
Wilt thou not speak? If we must part for ever,
Give me but one kind word to think upon,
And please myself withal, whilst my hearts breaking!

Mon. Ah, poor Castalio! [Exit.

Cast. Pity! by the gods,
She pities me! Then thou wilt go eternally?
What means all this? why all this stir, to plague
A single wretch? If but your word can shake
This world to atoms, why so much ado
With me? Think me but dead, and lay me so.

Enter Polydore.

Pol. To live, and live a torment to myself!
What dog would beart, that knew but his condition?
Weve little knowledge, and that makes us cowards,
Because it cannot tell us whats to come.

Cast. Whos there?

Pol. Why, what art thou?

Cast. My brother Polydore?

Pol. My name is Polydore.

Cast. Canst thou inform me — 

Pol. Of what?

Cast. Of my Monimia?

Pol. No. Good-day.

Cast. In haste?
Methinks my Polydore appears in sadness.

Pol. Indeed, and so to me does my Castalio.

Cast. Do I?

Pol. Thou dost.

Cast. Alas! Ive wondrous reason;
Im strangely altered, brother, since I saw thee.

Pol. Why?

Cast. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy heart
To pain. Let me embrace thee but a little,
And weep upon thy neck; I would repose
Within thy friendly bosom all my follies;
For thou wilt pardon them, because theyre mine.

Pol. Be not too credulous; consider first;
Friends may be false. Is there no friendship false?

Cast. Why dost thou ask me that? does this appear
Like a false friendship, when with open arms
And streaming eyes I run upon thy breast?
Oh, tis in thee alone I must have comfort!

Pol. I fear, Castalio, I have none to give thee.

Cast. Dost thou not love me then?

Pol. Oh, more than life:
I never had a thought of my Castalio
Might wrong the friendship we had vowed together.
Hast thou dealt so by me?

Cast. I hope I have.

Pol. Then tell me why this mourning; this disorder?

Cast. O Polydore! I know not how to tell thee;
Shame rises in my face, and interrupts
The story of my tongue.

Pol. I grieve my friend
Knows anything which hes ashamed to tell me;
Or didst thou eer conceal thy thoughts from Polydore?

Cast. Oh! much too oft; but let me here conjure thee,
By all the kind affection of a brother, — 
For Im ashamed to call myself thy friend, — 
Forgive me.

Pol. Well, go on.

Cast. Our destiny contrived
To plague us both with one unhappy love:
Thou, like a friend, a constant generous friend,
In its first pangs didst trust me with thy passion;
Whilst I still smoothed my pain with smiles before thee,
And made a contract I neer meant to keep.

Pol. How!

Cast. Still new ways I studied to abuse thee,
And kept thee as a stranger to my passion,
Till yesterday I wedded with Monimia.

Pol. Ah, Castalio,
Was that well done?

Cast. No; to concealt from thee
Was much a fault.

Pol. A fault! When thou hast heard
The tale Ill tell, what wilt thou call it then?

Cast. How my heart throbs!

Pol. First, for thy friendship, traitor,
I cancel it thus; after this day Ill neer
Hold trust or converse with the false Castalio:
This witness Heaven!

Cast. What will my fate do with me?
Ive lost all happiness, and know not why.
What means this, brother?

Pol. Perjured, treacherous wretch,
Farewell!

Cast. Ill be thy slave; and thou shalt use me
Just as thou wilt, do but forgive me.

Pol. Never.

Cast. Oh! think a little what thy heart is doing;
How from our infancy we hand in hand
Have trod the path of life in love together;
One bed has held us, and the same desires,
The same aversions, still employed our thoughts;
Wheneer had I a friend that was not Polydores,
Or Polydore a foe that was not mine?
Even in the womb we embraced; and wilt thou now,
For the first fault, abandon and forsake me,
Leave me amidst afflictions to myself,
Plunged in the gulf of grief, and none to help me?

Pol. Go to Monimia; in her arms thoult find
Repose; she has the art of healing sorrows.

Cast. What arts?

Pol. Blind wretch, thou husband! theres a question!
Go to her fulsome bed, and wallow there,
Till some hot ruffian, full of lust and wine,
Come storm thee out, and show thee whats thy bargain.

Cast. Hold there, I charge thee!

Pol. Is she not a — 

Cast. Whore?

Pol. Ay, whore; I think that word needs no explaining.

Cast. Alas! I can forgive even this to thee:
But let me tell thee, Polydore, Im grieved
To find thee guilty of such low revenge,
To wrong that virtue which thou couldst not ruin.

Pol. It seems I lie then?

Cast. Should the bravest man
That eer wore conquering sword but dare to whisper
What thou proclaimst, he were the worst of liars:
My friend may be mistaken.

Pol. Damn the evasion!
Thou meanst the worst; and hes a base-born villain
That said I lied.

Cast. Do, draw thy sword, and thrust it through my heart;
There is no joy in life, if thou art lost.
A base-born villain!

Pol. Yes, thou never camest
From old Acastos loins; the midwife put
A cheat upon my mother, and, instead
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me
Placed some coarse peasants cub, and thou art he.

Cast. Thou art my brother still.

Pol. Thou liest.

Cast. Nay then: [He draws.
Yet I am calm.

Pol. A cowards always so.

Cast. Ah — ah — that stings home: coward!

Pol. Ay, base-born coward, villain.

Cast. This to thy heart then, though my mother bore thee.

[They fight; Polydore drops his sword, and runs on Castalios.

Pol. Now my Castalio is again my friend.

Cast. What have I done? my sword is in thy breast!

Pol. So I would have it be, thou best of men,
Thou kindest brother, and thou truest friend.

Cast. Ye gods, were taught that all your works are justice;
Youre painted merciful, and friends to innocence:
If so, then why these plagues upon my head?

Pol. Blame not the Heavens; here lies thy fate, Castalio.
Theyre not the gods, tis Polydore has wronged thee;
Ive stained thy bed; thy spotless marriage-joys
Have been polluted by thy brothers lust.

Cast. By thee!

Pol. By me: last night the horrid deed
Was done, when all things slept, but rage and incest.

Cast. Now wheres Monimia? Oh!

Re-enter Monimia.

Mon. Im here; who calls me?
Methought I heard a voice
Sweet as the shepherds pipe upon the mountains,
When all his little flocks at feed before him.
But what means this? heres blood!

Cast. Ay, brothers blood.
Art thou prepared for everlasting pains?

Pol. Oh, let me charge thee by the eternal justice,
Hurt not her tender life!

Cast. Not kill her! Rack me,
Ye powers above, with all your choicest torments,
Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented,
If I not practise cruelty upon her,
And wreak revenge some way yet never known!

Mon. That task myself have finished: I shall die
Before we part; Ive drunk a healing draught
For all my cares, and never more shall wrong thee.

Pol. Oh, she is innocent.

Cast. Tell me that story,
And thou wilt make a wretch of me indeed.

Pol. Hadst thou, Castalio, used me like a friend,
This neer had happened; hadst thou let me know
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy:
But, ignorant of that,
Hearing the appointment made, enraged to think
Thou hadst outdone me in successful love,
I, in the dark, went and supplied thy place;
Whilst all the night, midst our triumphant joys,
The trembling, tender, kind, deceived Monimia
Embraced, caressed, and called me her Castalio.

Cast. And all this is the work of my own fortune!
None but myself could eer have been so curst.
My fatal love, alas! has ruined thee,
Thou fairest, goodliest frame the gods eer made,
Or ever human eyes and heart adored!
Ive murdered too my brother.
Why wouldst thou study ways to damn me further,
And force the sin of parricide upon me?

Pol. Twas my own fault, and thou art innocent.
Forgive the barbarous trespass of my tongue;
Twas a hard violence; I could have died
With love of thee, even when I used thee worst;
Nay, at each word that my distraction uttered,
My heart recoiled, and twas half death to speak them.

Mon. Now, my Castalio, the most dear of men,
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bosom,
And close the eyes of one that has betrayed thee?

Cast. Oh, Im the unhappy wretch whose cursèd fate
Has weighed thee down into destruction with him;
Why then thus kind to me?

Mon. When Im laid low i the grave, and quite forgotten,
Mayst thou be happy in a fairer bride!
But none can ever love thee like Monimia.
When I am dead, — as presently I shall be,
For the grim tyrant grasps my heart already, — 
Speak well of me; and if thou find ill tongues
Too busy with my fame, dont hear me wronged;
Twill be a noble justice to the memory
Of a poor wretch once honoured with thy love.
How my head swims!— tis very dark. Good-night! [Dies.

Cast. If I survive thee! what a thought was that!
Thank Heaven, I go prepared against that curse!

Enter Chamont, disarmed, and held by Acasto and Servants.

Cham. Gape, hell, and swallow me to quick damnation,
If I forgive your house, if I not live
An everlasting plague to thee, Acasto,
And all thy race! Youve overpowered me now;
But hear me, Heaven! — Ah! heres the scene of death.
My sister, my Monimia! breathless! — Now,
Ye powers above, if ye have justice, strike,
Strike bolts through me, and through the cursed Castalio!

Acast. My Polydore!

Pol. Who calls?

Acast. How camest thou wounded?

Cast. Stand off, thou hot-brained, boisterous, noisy ruffian,
And leave me to my sorrows.

Cham. By the love
I bore her living, I will neer forsake her!
But here remain till my heart burst with sobbing.

Cast. Vanish, I charge thee, or — [Draws a dagger.

Cham. Thou canst not kill me;
That would be kindness, and against thy nature.

Acast. What means Castalio? Sure thou wilt not pull
More sorrows on thy agèd fathers head.
Tell me, I beg you, tell me the sad cause
Of all this ruin.

Pol. That must be my task:
But tis too long for one in pains to tell;
Youll in my closet find the story written
Of all our woes. Castalios innocent,
And sos Monimia; only Im to blame:
Inquire no farther.

Cast. Thou, unkind Chamont,
Unjustly hast pursued me with thy hate,
And sought the life of him that never wronged thee:
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance,
Come join with me and curse.

Cham. What?

Cast. First thyself,
As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth.
Confusion and disorder seize the world,
To spoil all trust and converse amongst men;
Twixt families engender endless feuds,
In countries needless fears, in cities factions,
In states rebellion, and in churches schism;
Till all things move against the course of nature;
Till forms dissolved, the chain of causes broken,
And the originals of being lost!

Acast. Have patience.

Cast. Patience! preach it to the winds,
To roaring seas, or raging fires! The knaves
That teach it laugh at ye when ye believe them.
Strip me of all the common needs of life,
Scald me with leprosy, let friends forsake me,
Ill bear it all; but, cursed to the degree
That I am now, tis this must give me patience:
Thus I find rest, and shall complain no more. [Stabs himself.

[Dies.

Pol. Castalio! Oh!

Cast. I come.
Chamont, to thee my birthright I bequeath:
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs,

[Acasto faints into the arms of a Servant.

For I perceive they fall with weight upon him;
And for Monimias sake, whom thou wilt find
I never wronged, be kind to poor Serina.
Now all I beg is, lay me in one grave
Thus with my love. Farewell! I now am — nothing. [Dies.

Cham. Take care of good Acasto, whilst I go
To search the means by which the fates have plagued us.
Tis thus that Heaven its empire does maintain;
It may afflict, but man must not complain. [Exeunt.




EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Serina.

Youve seen one Orphan ruined here; and I
May be the next, if old Acasto die.
Should it prove so, Id fain amongst you find
Who tis would to the fatherless be kind.
To whose protection might I safely go?
Is there amongst you no good-nature? No.
What should I do? Should I the godly seek,
And go a conventicling twice a week;
Quit the lewd stage, and its profane pollution,
Affect each form and saint-like institution;
So draw the brethren all to contribution?
Or shall I (as I guess the poet may
Within these three days) fairly run away?
No; to some city-lodgings Ill retire;
Seem very grave, and privacy desire;
Till I am thought some heiress rich in lands,
Fled to escape a cruel guardians hands:
Which may produce a story worth the telling,
Of the next sparks that go a fortune-stealing.


The Soldiers Fortune
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THE SOLDIERS FORTUNE.

Quem recitas, meus est, O Fidentine, libellus;
Sed male quum recitas, incipit esse tuus. — 

Martial, Lib. I., E.



This Play is neither more nor less indecent than Otways other comedies, but less uninteresting, on account of its autobiographical allusions to the writers own adventures in Flanders, and the disbandment without their pay of the troops he was sent to join. Like most of the old comedies, this one throws light upon the manners, customs, and costumes of the period represented. Its distinctive quality is a certain rollicking vein of fun and mere buffoonery, together with a rapidity of movement and variety of incident, that vindicate the work from any charge of absolute dulness — nay, it is undeniably amusing to those whose stomach is strong enough not to be nauseated with the dirt. The play is not a mere jumble of bustling incidents, as many of the contemporary comedies are, written by one who faggoted his notions as they fell. At least the main intrigue is regular and connected, and the characters speak naturally.

Otway wrote hastily, and lived to please, since he must please to live. The Soldiers Fortune is the kind of thing that pleased very much. For Downes tells us that the play was extraordinarily successful, bringing both profit and reputation to the theatre. Betterton acted the part of Beaugard, and Mrs. Barry played Lady Dunce. The dedication to Bentley, the publisher, is unique and curious, while the Epilogue shows the gloomy and bitter feelings to which the writer was now frequently a prey. Langbaine and Thornton have respectively drawn attention to the many different sources from which much of the plot and material of the play seems to have been taken. Thus Lady Dunces scheme for conveying the ring and letter to her lover may be found in several earlier plays, and Otway probably derived it from Molières LEcole des Maris; the story comes originally from Boccaccio.

The Soldiers Fortune was acted in 1681 and printed in 4to in the same year. In 1748 a farce, founded upon it, was brought out at Covent Garden, but was never printed.




TO MR. BENTLEY.

I have often (during this plays being in the press) been importuned for a preface; which you, I suppose, would have speak something in vindication of the comedy: now, to please you, Mr. Bentley, I will, as briefly as I can, speak my mind upon that occasion, which you may be pleased to accept of, both as a dedication to yourself, and next as a preface to the book.

And I am not a little proud that it has happened into my thoughts to be the first who in these latter years has made an epistle dedicatory to his stationer: it is a compliment as reasonable as it is just. For, Mr. Bentley, you pay honestly for the copy; and an epistle to you is a sort of an acquittance, and may be probably welcome; when to a person of higher rank and order, it looks like an obligation for praises, which he knows he does not deserve, and therefore is very unwilling to part with ready money for.

As to the vindication of this comedy, between friends and acquaintance, I believe it is possible that as much may be said in its behalf as heretofore has been for a great many others. But of all the apish qualities about me, I have not that of being fond of my own issue; nay, I must confess myself a very unnatural parent, for when it is once brought into the world, een let the brat shift for itself, I say.

The objections made against the merit of this poor play, I must confess, are very grievous — 

First, says a lady, that shall be nameless because the world may think civilly of her: Faugh! Oh, sherreu! tis so filthy, so bawdy, no modest woman ought to be seen at it: let me die, it has made me sick! When the world lies, Mr. Bentley, if that very lady has not easily digested a much ranker morsel in a little ale-house towards Paddington, and never made a face at it. But your true jilt is a creature that can extract bawdy out of the chastest sense, as easily as a spider can poison out of a rose; they know true bawdy, let it be never so much concealed, as perfectly as Falstaff did the true prince by instinct; they will separate the true metal from the alloy, let us temper it as well as we can. Some women are the touchstones of filthiness: though I have heard a lady (that has more modesty than any of those she-critics, and I am sure more wit) say, she wondered at the impudence of any of her sex, that would pretend to understand the thing called bawdy. So, Mr. Bentley, for aught I perceive, my play may be innocent yet, and the lady mistaken in pretending to the knowledge of a mystery above her; though to speak honestly, she has had, besides her wit, a liberal education; and if we may credit the world, has not buried her talent neither.

This is, Mr. Bentley, all I can say in behalf of my play: wherefore I throw it into your arms; make the best of it you can; praise it to your customers; sell ten thousand of them, if possible, and then you will complete the wishes of

Your Friend and Servant,
THO. OTWAY.




PROLOGUE.

By Lord Falkland.

Forsaken dames with less concern reflect
On their inconstant heros cold neglect
Than we (provoked by this ungrateful age)
Bear the hard fate of our abandoned stage.
With grief we see you ravished from our arms,
And curse the feeble virtue of our charms:
Curse your false hearts, for none so false as they,
And curse the eyes that stole those hearts away.
Remember, faithless friends, there was a time,
(But oh the sad remembrance of our prime!)
When to our arms with eager joys ye flew,
And we believed your treachrous hearts as true
As eer was nymph of ours to one of you.
But a more powerful Saint enjoys ye now;
Fraught with sweet sins, and absolutions too:
To her are all your pious vows addressed;
Shes both your loves and your religions test,
The fairest prelate of her time, and best.
We own her more deserving far than we,
A just excuse for your inconstancy.
Yet twas unkindly done to leave us so;
First to betray with love, and then undo,
A horrid crime youre all addicted to.
Too soon, alas! your appetites are cloyed,
And Phillis rules no more when once enjoyed.
But all rash oaths of love and constancy
With the too short, forgotten pleasures die;
Whilst she, poor soul, robbed of her dearest ease,
Still drudges on with vain desire to please;
And restless follows you from place to place,
For tributes due to her autumnal face.
Deserted thus by such ungrateful men,
How can we hope youll eer return again?
Heres no new charm to tempt ye as before,
Wit nows our only treasure left in store,
And thats a coin will pass with you no more.
You who such dreadful bullies would appear, — 
True bullies! quiet when theres danger near, — 
Show your great souls in damning poets here.






DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

Captain Beaugard.

Courtine.

Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Jolly Jumble.

Frisk.

Fourbin, a Servant To Beaugard.

Bloody-Bones.

Vermin, a Servant To Sir Davy.

Will, Sylvias Footman.

A Constable, Watchmen, Whores, Bullies, Drawer, &c.

Lady Dunce.

Sylvia.

Maid.

SCENE — London.






ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I. — The Mall in St. Jamess Park.

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin.

Beau. A pox o fortune! Thou art always teasing me about fortune: thou risest in a morning with ill-luck in thy mouth; nay, never eatest a dinner, but thou sighest two hours after it, with thinking where to get the next. Fortune be damned, since the worlds so wide!

Cour. As wide as it is, tis so thronged and crammed with knaves and fools, that an honest man can hardly get a living in it.

Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee employment.

Cour. At you I ought to rail; twas your fault we left our employments abroad, to come home and be loyal; and now we as loyally starve for it.

Beau. Did not thy ancestors do it before thee, man? I tell thee, loyalty and starving are all one. The old cavaliers got such a trick of it in the kings exile, that their posterity could never thrive since.

Cour. Tis a fine equipage I am like to be reduced to; I shall be ere long as greasy as an Alsatian bully; this flopping hat, pinned up on one side, with a sandy, weather-beaten peruke, dirty linen, and, to complete the figure, a long scandalous iron sword jarring at my heels, like a — 

Beau. Snarling, thou meanest, like its master.

Cour. My companions the worthy knights of the most noble order of the post; your peripatetic philosophers of the Temple-walks, rogues in rags, and yet not honest; villains that undervalue damnation, will forswear themselves for a dinner, and hang their fathers for half-a-crown.

Beau. I am ashamed to hear a soldier talk of starving.

Cour. Why, what shall I do? I cant steal.

Beau. Though thou canst not steal, thou hast other vices enough for any industrious fellow to live comfortably upon.

Cour. What! wouldst thou have me turn rascal, and run cheating up and down the town for a livelihood? I would no more keep a blockhead company, and endure his nauseous nonsense, in hopes to get him, than I would be a drudge to an old woman with rheumatic eyes, hollow teeth, and stinking breath, for a pension: of all rogues, I would not be a fool-monger.

Beau. How well this niceness becomes thee! Id fain see een thee turn parson in a pet, o purpose to rail at all those vices which I know thou naturally art fond of. Why, surely an old ladys pension need not be so despicable in the eyes of a disbanded officer, as times go, friend.

Cour. I am glad, Beaugard, you think so.

Beau. Why thou shalt think so too, man; be ruled by me, and Ill bring thee into good company, — families, Courtine, families; and such families, where formalitys a scandal, and pleasure is the business; where the women are all wanton, and the men all witty, you rogue.

Cour. What, some of your worships Wapping acquaintance, that you made last time you came over for recruits, and spirited away your landladys daughter a-volunteering with you into France?

Beau. Ill bring thee, Courtine, where cuckoldoms in credit, and lewdness laudable; where thou shalt wallow in pleasures and preferments, revel all day, and every night lie in the arms of melting beauty, sweet as roses, and as springs refreshing.

Cour. Prythee dont talk thus; I had rather thou wouldst tell me where new levies are to be raised: a pox of whores, when a man has not money to make em comfortable!

Beau. That shall shower upon us in abundance; and for instance, know, to thy everlasting amazement, all this dropped out of the clouds to-day.

Cour. Ha! gold, by this light!

Four. Out of the clouds?

Beau. Ay, gold! does it not smell of the sweet hand that sent it? Smell — smell, you dog!

[To Fourbin.

[Fourbin smells the handful of gold, and gathers up some pieces in his mouth.

Four. Truly, sir, of heavenly sweetness, and very refreshing.

Cour. Dear Beaugard, if thou hast any good-nature in thee, if thou wouldst not have me hang myself before my time, tell me where the devil haunts that helped thee to this, that I may go make a bargain with him presently: speak, speak, or I am a lost man.

Beau. Why, thou must know this devil, which I have given my soul to already, and must I suppose have my body very speedily, lives I know not where, and may, for aught I know, be a real devil; but if it be, tis the best natured devil under Beelzebubs dominions, — that Ill swear to.

Cour. But how came the gold, then?

Beau. To deal freely with my friend, I am lately happened into the acquaintance of a very reverend pimp, as fine a discreet, sober, grey-bearded old gentleman as one would wish; as good a natured public-spirited person as the nation holds; one that is never so happy as when he is bringing good people together, and promoting civil understanding betwixt the sexes: nay, rather than want employment, he will go from one end of the town to tother, to procure my lords little dog to be civil to my ladys little languishing bitch.

Cour. A very worthy member of the commonwealth!

Beau. This noble person one day — but Fourbin can give you a more particular account of the matter. Sweet sir, if you please, tell us the story of the first encounter betwixt you and Sir Jolly Jumble. You must know thats his title.

Four. Sir, it shall be done. Walking one day upon the Piazza, about three of the clock i the afternoon, to get me a stomach to my dinner, I chanced to encounter a person of goodly presence and worthy appearance; his beard and hair white, grave, and comely; his countenance ruddy, plump, smooth, and cheerful; who perceiving me also equipped as I am, with a mien and air which might well inform him I was a person of no inconsiderable quality, came very respectfully up to me, and, after the usual ceremonies between persons of parts and breeding had passed, very humbly inquired of me What is it oclock? I presently understanding by the question that he was a man of parts and business, told him I did presume it was at most but nicely turned of three.

Beau. Very court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think.

Four. The freedom of commerce increasing, after some little inconsiderable questions pour passer le temps, and so, he was pleased to offer me the courtesy of a glass of wine: I told him I very seldom drank, but, if he so pleased, I would do myself the honour to present him with a dish of meat at an eating-house hard by, where I had an interest.

Cour. Very well: I think this squire of thine, Beaugard, is as accomplished a person as any of the employment I ever saw.

Beau. Let the rogue go on.

Four. In short, we agreed and went together. As soon as we entered the room, I am your most humble servant, sir, says he. I am the meanest of your vassals, sir, said I. I am very happy in lighting into the acquaintance of so worthy a gentleman as you appear to be, sir, said he again. Worthy Sir Jolly, — then came I upon him again on tother side (for you must know by that time I had groped out his title), I kiss your hands from the bottom of my heart, which I shall be always ready to lay at your feet.

Cour. Well, Fourbin, and what replied the knight then?

Four. Nothing, he had nothing to say; his sense was transported with admiration of my parts: so we sat down, and after some pause, he desired to know by what title he was to distinguish the person that had so highly honoured him.

Beau. That is as much as to say, sir, whose rascal you were.

Four. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor slave as you please. — I told him those that knew me well were pleased to call me the Chevalier Fourbin; that I was a cadet of the ancient family of the Fourbinois; and that I had had the honour of serving the great monarch of France in his wars in Flanders, where I contracted great familiarity and intimacy with a gallant officer of the English troops in that service, one Captain Beaugard.

Beau. Oh, sir, you did me too much honour. What a true-bred rogues this!

Cour. Well, but the money, Fourbin, the money?

Four. Beaugard, hum! Beaugard, says he— ay, it must be so, — a black man, is he not? Ay, says I, blackish — a dark brown. Full-faced? Yes. A sly, subtle, observing eye? The same. A strong-built, well-made man? Right. A devilish fellow for a wench, a devilish fellow for a wench, I warrant him; a thundering rogue upon occasion — Beaugard! a thundering fellow for a wench: I must be acquainted with him.

Cour. But to the money, the money, man; thats the thing I would be acquainted withal.

Beau. This civil gentleman of the chevaliers acquaintance comes yesterday morning to my lodging, and seeing my picture in miniature upon the toilet, told me, with the greatest ecstasy in the world, that was the thing he came to me about: he told me there was a lady of his acquaintance had some favourable thoughts of me, and Igad, says he, shes a hummer; such a bona roba, ah! — So without more ado begs me to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together); so away he scuttled with as great joy as if he had found the philosophers stone.

Cour. Very well.

Beau. At Lockets we met again; where after a thousand grimaces, to show how much he was pleased, instead of my picture, presents me with the contents aforesaid; and told me the lady desired me to accept of them for the picture, which she was much transported withal, as well as with the original.

Cour. Ha!

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking quality lies in me, the devil take me, Ned, if I know; but the fates, Ned, the fates!

Cour. A curse on the fates! Of all strumpets, fortunes the basest. Twas fortune made me a soldier, a rogue in red, the grievance of the nation; fortune made the peace just when we were on the brink of a war; then fortune disbanded us, and lost us two months pay: fortune gave us debentures instead of ready money, and by very good fortune I sold mine, and lost heartily by it, in hopes the grinding ill-natured dog that bought it will never get a shilling fort.

Beau. Leave off thy railing, for shame! it looks like a cur that barks for want of bones. Come, times may mend, and an honest soldier be in fashion again.

Cour. These greasy, fat, unwieldy, wheezing rogues that live at home, and brood over their bags, when a fit of fears upon them, then if one of us pass but by, all the family is ready at the door to cry, Heavens bless you, sir! the Laird go along with you!

Beau. Ah, good men; what pity tis such proper gentlemen should ever be out of employment!

Cour. But when the business is over, then every parish bawd that goes but to a conventicle twice a week, and pays but scot and lot to the parish, shall roar out, Faugh, ye lousy red-coat rake-hells! hout, ye caterpillars, ye locusts of the nation! you are the dogs that would enslave us all, plunder our shops, and ravish our daughters, ye scoundrels!

Beau. I must confess ravishing ought to be regulated; it would destroy commerce, and many a good sober matron about this town might lose the selling of her daughters maidenhead, which were a great grievance to the people, and a particular branch of property lost. Fourbin!

Four. Your worships pleasure?

Beau. Run, like a rogue as you are, and try to find Sir Jolly, and desire him to meet me at the Blue-Posts in the Haymarket about twelve; well dine together. [Exit Fourbin.] I must inquire farther into yesterdays adventure; in the mean time, Ned, heres half the prize, to be doing withal: old friends must preserve correspondence; we have shared good fortune together, and bad shall never part us.

Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a ditch for this: hast thou no more grace than to be a true friend? nay, to part with thy money to thy friend? I grant you, a gentleman may swear and lie for his friend, pimp for his friend, hang for his friend, and so forth; but to part with ready money is the devil.

Beau. Stand aside; either I am mistaken, or yonders Sir Jolly coming: now, Courtine, will I show thee the flower of knighthood. Ah, Sir Jolly!

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble.

Sir Jol. My hero! my darling! my Ganymede! how dost thou? Strong! wanton! lusty! rampant! ha, ah, ah! Shes thine, boy! odd, shes thine; plump, soft, smooth, wanton! ha, ah, ah! Ah, rogue! ah, rogue! heres shoulders! heres shape! theres a foot and leg, heres a leg, heres a leg — Qua-a-a-a-a!

[Squeaks like a cat, and tickles Beaugards legs.

Cour. What an old goats this!

Sir Jol. Child, child, child, whos that? a friend of thine, a friend o thine? A pretty fellow, odd, a very pretty fellow, and a strong dog Ill warrant him. How dost do, dear heart? prythee let me kiss thee. Ill swear and vow I will kiss thee; ha, ha, he, he, he, he, a toad, a toad, a toa-a-a-d!

Cour. Sir, I am your humble servant.

Beau. But the lady, Sir Jolly, the lady; how does the lady? what says the lady, Sir Jolly?

Sir Jol. What says the lady! why, she says — she says — odd, she has a delicate lip, such a lip, so red, so hard, so plump, so blub; I fancy I am eating cherries every time I think ont — and for her neck and breasts, and her — odds life! Ill say no more, not a word more; but I know, I know — 

Beau. I am sorry for that with all my heart; do you know, say you, sir? and would you put off your mumbled orts, your offal, upon me?

Sir Jol. Hush, hush, hush! have a care; as I live and breathe, not I; alack and well-a-day, I am a poor old fellow, decayed and done: alls gone with me, gentlemen, but my good-nature; odd, I love to know how matters go though now and then, to see a pretty wench and a young fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze; odd, I love a young fellow dearly, faith dearly!

Cour. This is the most extraordinary rogue I ever met withal.

Beau. But, Sir Jolly, in the first place, you must know I have sworn never to marry.

Sir Jol. I would not have thee, man: I am a bachelor myself and have been a whore-master all my life; — besides, shes married already, man; her husbands an old, greasy, untoward, ill-natured, slovenly, tobacco-taking cuckold; but plaguy jealous.

Beau. Already a cuckold, Sir Jolly?

Sir Jol. No, that shall be, my boy; thou shalt make him one, and Ill pimp for thee, dear heart; and shant I hold the door? shant I peep, ha? shant I, you devil, you little dog, shant I?

Beau. What is it Id not grant to oblige my patron!

Sir Jol. And then dost hear? I have a lodging for thee in my own house: dost hear, old soul? in my own house; she lives the very next door, man; theres but a wall to part her chamber and thine; and then for a peep-hole — odds fish, I have a peep-hole for thee; sbud, Ill show thee, Ill show thee — 

Beau. But when, Sir Jolly? I am in haste, impatient.

Sir Jol. Why, this very night, man; poor rogues in haste, poor rogue; but hear you — 

Cour. The matter?

Sir Jol. Shant we dine together?

Beau. With all my heart.

Sir Jol. The Mall begins to empty. Get you before, and bespeak dinner at the Blue-Posts; while I stay behind and gather up a dish of whores for a dessert.

Cour. Be sure that they be lewd, drunken, stripping whores, Sir Jolly, that wont be affectedly squeamish and troublesome.

Sir Jol. I warrant you.

Cour. I love a well-disciplined whore, that shows all the tricks of her profession with a wink, like an old soldier that understands all his exercise by beat of drum.

Sir Jol. Ah, thief, sayest thou so? I must be better acquainted with that fellow; he has a notable nose; a hard brawny carle, true and trusty, and mettle, Ill warrant him.

Beau. Well, Sir Jolly, youll not fail us?

Sir Jol. Fail ye! am I a knight? hark ye, boys: Ill muster this evening such a regiment of rampant, roaring, roisterous whores, that shall make more noise than if all the cats in the Haymarket were in conjunction; whores, ye rogues, that shall swear with you, drink with you, talk bawdy with you, fight with you, scratch with you, lie with you, and go to the devil with you. Shant we be very merry, ha?

Cour. As merry as wine, women, and wickedness can make us.

Sir Jol. Odd, thats well said again, very well said; as merry as wine, women, and wickedness can make us. I love a fellow thats very wicked dearly: methinks theres a spirit in him, theres a sort of tantara-rara; tantara-rara, ah, ah! well, and wont ye, when the women come, wont ye, and shall I not see a little sport amongst you? well, get ye gone; ah, rogues, ah, rogues, da, da, Ill be with you, da, da!

[Exeunt Beaugard and Courtine.

Enter several Whores, and Three Bullies.

1st Bully. In the name of Satan, what whores are these in their copper trim, yonder?

1st Whore. Well, Ill swear, madam, tis the finest evening; — I love the Mall mightily.

2nd Bully. Lets huzza the bulkers.

2nd Whore. Really, and so do I; because theres always good company, and one meets with such civilities from every body.

3rd Bully. Damned whores! hout, ye filthies!

3rd Whore. Ay, and then I love extremely to show myself here, when I am very fine, to vex those poor devils that call themselves virtues, and are very scandalous and crapish, Ill swear. O crimine! whos yonder? Sir Jolly Jumble, I vow.

1st Bully. Faugh! lets leave the nasty sows to fools and diseases. [Exeunt Bullies.

1st Whore. Oh papa, papa! where have you been these two days, papa?

2nd Whore. You are a precious father indeed, to take no more care of your children! we might be dead for all you, you naughty daddy, you.

Sir Jol. Dead, my poor fubses! odd, I had rather all the relations I have were dead; a-dad, I had. Get you gone, you little devils! Bubbies! oh, law, theres bubbies! — odd, Ill bite em; odd, I will!

1st Whore. Nay, fie, papa! Ill swear youll make me angry, except you carry us and treat us to-night; you have promised me a treat this week; wont you, papa?

2nd Whore. Ay, wont you, dad?

Sir Jol. Odds so, odds so, well remembered! get you gone, dont stay talking: get you gone! Yonders a great lord, the Lord Beaugard, and his cousin the baron, the count, the marquis, the Lord knows what, Monsieur Courtine, newly come to town, odds so.

3rd Whore. O law, where, daddy, where? O dear, a lord!

1st Whore. Well, you are the purest papa; but where be dey mun, papa?

Sir Jol. I wont tell you, you gipsies, so I wont — except you tickle me: sbud they are brave fellows, all tall, and not a bit small; odd, one of em has a devilish deal of money.

1st Whore. Oh, dear! but which is he, papa?

2nd Whore. Shant I be in love with him, daddy?

Sir Jol. What, nobody tickle me! nobody tickle me! — not yet? Tickle me a little, Mally — tickle me a little, Jenny — do! he, he, he, he, he, he! [They tickle him.] No more, O dear, O dear! poor rogues! so, so, no more, — nay, if you do, if you do, odd Ill, Ill, Ill — 

3rd Whore. What, what will you do, trow?

Sir Jol. Come along with me, come along with me; sneak after me at a distance, that nobody take notice: swingeing fellows, Mally — swingeing fellows, Jenny; a devilish deal of money: get you afore me then, you little didappers, ye wasps, ye wagtails, get you gone, I say; swingeing fellows! [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — A Room in Sir Davy Dunces House.

Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia.

L. Dunce. Die a maid, Sylvia, fie, for shame! what a scandalous resolutions that! Five thousand pounds to your portion, and leave it all to hospitals, for the innocent recreation hereafter of leading apes in hell? fie, for shame!

Sylv. Indeed, such another charming animal as your consort, Sir Davy, might do much with me; tis an unspeakable blessing to lie all night by a horseload of diseases; a beastly, unsavoury, old, groaning, grunting, wheezing wretch, that smells of the grave hes going to already. From such a curse, and haircloth next my skin, good Heaven deliver me!

L. Dunce. Thou mistakest the use of a husband, Sylvia: they are not meant for bedfellows; heretofore, indeed, twas a fulsome fashion, to lie o nights with a husband; but the worlds improved, and customs altered.

Sylv. Pray instruct me then what the use of a husband is.

L. Dunce. Instead of a gentleman-usher for ceremonys sake, to be in waiting on set days and particular occasions; but the friend, cousin, is the jewel unvaluable.

Sylv. But Sir Davy, madam, will be difficult to be so governed; I am mistaken if his nature is not too jealous to be blinded.

L. Dunce. So much the better; of all, the jealous fool is easiest to be deceived: for observe, where theres jealousy theres always fondness; which if a woman, as she ought to do, will make the right use of, the husbands fears shall not so awake him on one side, as his dotage shall blind him on the other.

Sylv. Is your piece of mortality such a doting doodle? is he so very fond of you?

L. Dunce. No, but he has the vanity to think that I am very fond of him; and if he be jealous, tis not so much for fear I do abuse, as that in time I may, and therefore imposes this confinement on me; though he has other divertisements that take him off from my enjoyment, which make him so loathsome no woman but must hate him.

Sylv. His private divertisements I am a stranger to.

L. Dunce. Then for his person, tis incomparably odious; he has such a breath, one kiss of him were enough to cure the fits of the mother; tis worse than assafœtida.

Sylv. Oh, hideous!

L. Dunce. Everything thats nasty he affects: clean linen he says is unwholesome; and to make him more charming, hes continually eating of garlic and chewing tobacco.

Sylv. Faugh! this is love! this is the blessing of matrimony!

L. Dunce. Rail not so unreasonably against love, Sylvia. As I have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the passion I have for Beaugard, so methinks Sylvia need not conceal her good thoughts of her friend. Do not I know Courtine sticks in your stomach?

Sylv. If he does, Ill assure you he shall never get to my heart. But can you have the conscience to love another man now you are married? What do you think will become of you?

L. Dunce. I tell thee, Sylvia, I was never married to that engine we have been talking of; my parents indeed made me say something to him after a priest once, but my heart went not along with my tongue; I minded not what it was: for my thoughts, Sylvia, for these seven years, have been much better employed — Beaugard! Ah, curse on the day that first sent him into France!

Sylv. Why so, I beseech you?

L. Dunce. Had he stayed here, I had not been sacrificed to the arms of this monument of man, for the bed of death could not be more cold than his has been: he would have delivered me from the monster, for even then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindness not neglected.

Sylv. I find indeed your ladyship had good thoughts of him.

L. Dunce. Surely tis impossible to think too well of him, for he has wit enough to call his good-nature in question, and yet good-nature enough to make his wit suspected.

Sylv. But how do you hope ever to get sight of him? Sir Davys watchfulness is invincible. I dare swear he would smell out a rival if he were in the house, only by natural instinct; as some that always sweat when a cats in the room. Then again, Beaugards a soldier, and thats a thing the old gentleman, you know, loves dearly.

L. Dunce. There lies the greatest comfort of my uneasy life; he is one of those fools, forsooth, that are led by the nose by knaves to rail against the king and the government, and is mightily fond of being thought of a party. I have had hopes this twelve-month to have heard of his being in the Gatehouse for treason.

Sylv. But I find only yourself the prisoner all this while.

L. Dunce. At present indeed I am so; but fortune I hope will smile, wouldst thou but be my friend, Sylvia.

Sylv. In any mischievous design, with all my heart.

L. Dunce. The conclusion, madam, may turn to your satisfaction. But you have no thoughts of Courtine?

Sylv. Not I, Ill assure you, cousin.

L. Dunce. You dont think him well shaped, straight, and proportionable?

Sylv. Considering he eats but once a week, the man is well enough.

L. Dunce. And then he wears his clothes, you know, filthily, and like a horrid sloven.

Sylv. Filthily enough of all conscience, with a threadbare red coat, which his tailor duns him for to this day, over which a great, broad, greasy, buff-belt, enough to turn any ones stomach but a disbanded soldier; a peruke tied up in a knot, to excuse its want of combing; and then, because he has been a man at arms, he must wear two tuffles of a beard, forsooth, to lodge a dunghill of snuff upon, to keep his nose in good humour.

L. Dunce. Nay, now I am sure that thou lovest him.

Sylv. So far from it, that I protest eternally against the whole sex.

L. Dunce. That time will best demonstrate; in the mean while to our business.

Sylv. As how, madam?

L. Dunce. To-night must I see Beaugard; they are this minute at dinner in the Haymarket; now to make my evil genius, that haunts me everywhere, my thing called a husband, himself to assist his poor wife at a dead lift, I think would not be unpleasant.

Sylv. But twill be impossible.

L. Dunce. I am apt to be persuaded rather very easy. You know our good and friendly neighbour, Sir Jolly.

Sylv. Out on him, beast! hes always talking filthily to a body; if he sits but at the table with one, hell be making nasty figures in the napkins.

L. Dunce. He and my sweet yoke-fellow are the most intimate friends in the world; so that partly out of neighbourly kindness, as well as the great delight he takes to be meddling in matters of this nature, with a great deal of pains and industry he has procured me Beaugards picture, and given him to understand how well a friend of his in petticoats, called myself, wishes him.

Sylv. But whats all this to the making the husband instrumental? for I must confess, of all creatures, a husbands the thing thats odious to me.

L. Dunce. That must be done this night: Ill instantly to my chamber, take my bed in a pet, and send for Sir Davy.

Sylv. But which way then must the lover come?

L. Dunce. Nay, Ill betray Beaugard to him, show him the picture he sent me, and beg of him, as he tenders his own honour and my quiet, to take some course to secure me from the scandalous solicitations of that innocent fellow.

Sylv. And so make him the property, the go-between, to bring the affair to an issue the more decently.

L. Dunce. Right, Sylvia; tis the best office a husband can do a wife; I mean an old husband. Bless us, to be yoked in wedlock with a paralytic, coughing, decrepit dotterel; to be a dry-nurse all ones life-time to an old child of sixty-five; to lie by the image of death a whole night, a dull immoveable, that has no sense of life but through its pains! the pigeons as happy thats laid to a sick mans feet, when the world has given him over: for my part, this shall henceforth be my prayer: — 

Curst be the memory, nay double curst,
Of her that wedded age for interest first!
Though worn with years, with fruitless wishes full,
Tis all day troublesome, and all night dull.
Who wed with fools, indeed, lead happy lives;
Fools are the fittest, finest things for wives:
Yet old men profit bring, as fools bring ease,
And both make youth and wit much better please. [Exeunt.






ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I. — The Street before Whitehall.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin.



Cour. Sir Jolly is the glory of the age.

Sir Jol. Nay, now, sir, you honour me too far.

Beau. Hes the delight of the young, and wonder of the old.

Sir Jol. I swear, gentlemen, you make me blush.

Cour. He deserves a statue of gold, at the charge of the kingdom.

Sir Jol. Out upont, fie for shame! I protest Ill leave your company if you talk so. But faith they were pure whores, daintily dutiful strumpets: ha! uddsbud, theyd — have stripped for tother bottle.

Beau. Truly, Sir Jolly, you are a man of very extraordinary discipline: I never saw whores under better command in my life.

Sir Jol. Pish, thats nothing, man, nothing; I can send for forty better when I please; doxies that will skip, strip, leap, trip, and do anything in the world, anything, old soul!

Cour. Dear, dear Sir Jolly, where and when?

Sir Jol. Odd! as simply as I stand here, her father was a knight.

Beau. Indeed, Sir Jolly! a knight, say you?

Sir Jol. Ay, but a little decayed: Ill assure you shes a very good gentlewoman born.

Cour. Ay, and a very good gentlewoman bred too.

Sir Jol. Ay, and so she is.

Beau. But, Sir Jolly, how goes my business forward? when shall I have a view of the quarry I am to fly at?

Sir Jol. Alas-a-day, not so hasty; soft and fair, I beseech you. Ah, my little son of thunder, if thou hadst her in thy arms now between a pair of sheets, and I under the bed to see fair play, boy; gemini! what would become of me? what would become of me? there would be doings! O lawd, I under the bed!

Beau. Or behind the hangings, Sir Jolly, would not that do as well?

Sir Jol. Ah no, under the bed against the world, and then it would be very dark, ha!

Beau. Dark to choose?

Sir Jol. No, but a little light would do well; a small glimmering lamp, just enough for me to steal a peep by; oh, lamentable! oh, lamentable! I wont speak a word more! there would be a trick! O rare! you friend, O rare! Odds-so, not a word more, odds-so, yonder comes the monster that must be the cuckold-elect; step, step aside and observe him; if I should be seen in your company, twould spoil all.

[Exeunt Sir Jolly and Courtine.

Beau. For my part, Ill stand the meeting of him; one way to promote a good understanding with a wife, is first to get acquainted with her husband. [Retires.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Well, of all blessings, a discreet wife is the greatest that can light upon a man of years: had I been married to anything but an angel now, what a beast had I been by this time! well, I am the happiest old fool! tis a horrid age that we live in, so that an honest man can keep nothing to himself. If you have a good estate, every covetous rogue is longing fort (truly I love a good estate dearly myself); if you have a handsome wife, every smooth-faced coxcomb will be combing and cocking at her: flesh-flies are not so troublesome to the shambles as those sort of insects are to the boxes in the play-house. But virtue is a great blessing, an unvaluable treasure: to tell me herself that a villain had tempted her, and give me the very picture, the enchantment that he sent to bewitch her! it strikes me dumb with admiration. Heres the villain in effigy. [Pulls out the picture.] Odd! a very handsome fellow, a dangerous rogue, Ill warrant him: such fellows as these now should be fettered like unruly colts, that they might not leap into other mens pastures. Heres a nose now, I could find it in my heart to cut it off. Damned dog, to dare to presume to make a cuckold of a knight! — bless us! what will this world come to? Well, poor Sir Davy, down, down on thy knees, and thank thy stars for this deliverance.

Beau. Sdeath! whats that I see? sure tis the very picture which I sent by Sir Jolly; if so, by this light, I am damnably jilted.

Sir Dav. But now if — 

Beau. Surely he does not see us yet.

Four. See you, sir! why he has but one eye, and we are on his blind side; Ill dumb-found him. [Strikes him on the shoulder.

Sir Dav. Who the devils this? Sir, sir, sir, who are you, sir?

Beau. Ay, ay, tis the same; now a pox of all amorous adventures! sdeath, Ill go beat the impertinent pimp that drew me into this fooling.

Sir Dav. Sir, methinks you are very curious.

Beau. Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary reason to be so.

Sir Dav. And perhaps, sir, I care not for you, nor your reasons neither.

Beau. Sir, if you are at leisure, I would beg the honour to speak with you.

Sir Dav. With me, sir? whats your business with me?

Beau. I would not willingly be troublesome, though it may be I am so at this time.

Sir Dav. It may be so too, sir.

Beau. But to be known to so worthy a person as you are, would be so great an honour, so extraordinary a happiness, that I could not avoid taking this opportunity of tendering you my service.

Sir Dav. [Aside.] Smooth rogue! who the devil is this fellow? But, sir, you were pleased to nominate business, sir; I desire with what speed you can to know your business, sir, that I may go about my business.

Beau. Sir, if I might with good manners, I should be glad to inform myself whose picture that is which you have in your hand; methinks it is a very fine painting.

Sir Dav. Picture, friend, picture! sir, tis a resemblance of a very impudent fellow; they call him Captain Beaugard, forsooth, but he is in short a rake-hell, a poor, lousy, beggarly, disbanded devil; do you know him, friend?

Beau. I think I have heard of such a vagabond: the truth ont is, he is a very impudent fellow.

Sir Dav. Ay, a damned rogue.

Beau. Oh, a notorious scoundrel.

Sir Dav. I expect to hear hes hanged by next sessions.

Beau. The truth ont is, he has deserved it long ago. But did you ever see him, Sir Davy?

Sir Dav. Sir! — does he know me? [Aside.

Beau. Because I fancy that miniature is very like him. Pray, sir, whence had it you?

Sir Dav. Had it, friend? had it? whence had it I? [Aside.] Bless us! [Compares the picture with Beaugards face.] what have I done now! this is the very traitor himself; if he should be desperate now, and put his sword in my guts! — slitting my nose will be as bad as that, I have but one eye left neither, and may be — Oh, but this is the Kings Court; odd, thats well remembered; he dares not but be civil here. Ill try to out-huff him. Whence had it you?

Beau. Ay, sir, whence had it you? thats English in my country, sir.

Sir Dav. Go, sir, you are a rascal.

Beau. How!

Sir Dav. Sir, I say you are a rascal, a very impudent rascal; nay, Ill prove you to be a rascal, if you go to that — 

Beau. Sir, I am a gentleman and a soldier.

Sir Dav. So much the worse; soldiers have been cuckold-makers from the beginning: sir, I care not what you are; for aught I know you may be a — come, sir, did I never see you? Answer me to that; did I never see you? for aught I know you may be a Jesuit; there were more in the last army beside you.

Beau. Of your acquaintance, and be hanged!

Sir Dav. Yes, to my knowledge there were several at Hounslow-heath, disguised in dirty petticoats, and cried brandy. I knew a sergeant of foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a ditch, and fancied him a woman; but the devil is powerful.

Beau. In short, you worthy villain of worship, that picture is mine, and I must have it, or I shall take an opportunity to kick your worship most inhumanly.

Sir Dav. Kick, sir!

Beau. Ay, sir, kick; tis a recreation I can show you.

Sir Dav. Sir, I am a free-born subject of England, and there are laws, look you, there are laws; so I say you are a rascal again, and now how will you help yourself, poor fool?

Beau. Hark you, friend, have not you a wife?

Sir Dav. I have a lady, sir — oh, and shes mightily taken with this picture of yours; she was so mightily proud of it, she could not forbear showing it me, and telling too who it was sent it her.

Beau. And has she been long a jilt? has she practised the trade for any time?

Sir Dav. Trade! humph, what trade? what trade, friend?

Beau. Why the trade of whore and no whore, caterwauling in jest, putting out Christian colours, when shes a Turk under deck. A curse upon all honest women in the flesh, that are whores in the spirit!

Sir Dav. Poor devil, how he rails! ha, ha, ha! Look you, sweet soul, as I told you before, there are laws, there are laws, but those are things not worthy your consideration: beautys your business. But, dear vagabond, trouble thyself no further about my spouse; let my doxy rest in peace, shes meat for thy master, old boy; I have my belly-full of her every night.

Beau. Sir, I wish all your noble family hanged from the bottom of my heart.

Sir Dav. Moreover, Captain Swash, I must tell you my wife is a honest woman, of a virtuous disposition, one that I have loved from her infancy, and she deserves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that she has discovered loyally to me the treacherous designs laid against her chastity, and my honour.

Beau. By this light, the beast weeps! [Aside.

Sir Dav. Truly I cannot but weep for joy, to think how happy I am in a sincere, faithful, and loving yoke-fellow. She charged me too to tell you into the bargain, that she is sufficiently satisfied of the most secret wishes of your heart.

Beau. Im glad ont.

Sir Dav. And that tis her desire that you would trouble yourself no more about the matter.

Beau. With all my heart.

Sir Dav. But henceforward behave yourself with such discretion as becomes a gentleman.

Beau. Oh, to be sure, most exactly!

Sir Dav. And let her alone to make the best use of those innocent freedoms I allow her, without putting her reputation in hazard.

Beau. As how, I beseech you?

Sir Dav. By your impertinent and unseasonable address.

Beau. And this news you bring me by a particular commission from your sweet lady?

Sir Dav. Yea, friend, I do; and she hopes youll be sensible, dear heart, of her good meaning by it: these were her very words, I neither add nor diminish, for plain-dealing is my mistresss friend.

Beau. Then all the curses I shall think on this twelvemonth light on her, and as many more on the next fool that gives credit to the sex!

Sir Dav. Well, certainly I am the happiest toad! How melancholy the monkey stands now! Poor pug, hast thou lost her?

Beau. To be so sordid a jilt, to betray me to such a beast as that! Can she have any good thoughts of such a swine? Damn her, had she abused me handsomely it had never vexed me.

Sir Dav. Now, sir, with your permission Ill take my leave.

Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the devil I should think you very well disposed of.

Sir Dav. If you have any letter, or other commendation to the lady that was so charmed with your resemblance there, it shall be very faithfully conveyed by — 

Beau. Fool!

Sir Dav. Your humble servant. Sir, Im gone; I shall disturb you no further; your most humble servant, sir. [Exit.

Beau. Now poverty, plague, pox, and prison fall thick upon the head of thee! — Fourbin!

Four. Sir!

Beau. Thou hast been an extraordinary rogue in thy time.

Four. I hope I have lost nothing in your honours service, sir.

Beau. Find out some way to revenge me on this old rascal, and if I do not make thee a gentleman — 

Four. That you have been pleased to do long ago, I thank you; for I am sure you have not left me one shilling in my pocket these two months.

Beau. Here, heres for thee to revel withal. [Gives money.

Four. Will your honour please to have his throat cut?

Beau. With all my heart.

Four. Or would you have him decently hanged at his own door, and then give out to the world he did it himself?

Beau. That would do very well.

Four. Or I think (to proceed with more safety) a good stale jakes were a very pretty expedient.

Beau. Excellent, excellent, Fourbin!

Four. Leave matters to my discretion, and if I do not — 

Beau. I know thou wilt; go, go about it, prosper, and be famous. [Exit Fourbin.] Now ere I dare venture to meet Courtine again, will I go by myself, rail for an hour or two, and then be good company. [Exit.

Enter Courtine and Sylvia.

Sylv. Take my word, sir, you had better give this business over. I tell you, theres nothing in the world turns my stomach so much as the man, that man that makes love to me. I never saw one of your sex in my life make love, but he looked so like an ass all the while, that I blushed for him.

Cour. I am afraid your ladyship then is one of those dangerous creatures they call she-wits, who are always so mightily taken with admiring themselves that nothing else is worth their notice.

Sylv. Oh, who can be so dull, not to be ravished with that roisterous mien of yours, that ruffling air in your gait, that seems to cry whereer you go, Make room, here comes the captain! that face which bids defiance to the weather? Bless us! if I were a poor farmers wife in the country now, and you wanted quarters, how would it fright me! But as I am young, not very ugly, and one you never saw before, how lovingly it looks upon me!

Cour. Who can forbear to sigh, look pale, and languish, where beauty and wit unite both their forces to enslave a heart so tractable as mine is? First, for that modish swim of your body, the victorious motion of your arms and head, the toss of your fan, the glancing of the eyes — bless us! if I were a dainty fine-dressed coxcomb, with a great estate, and a little or no wit, vanity in abundance and good for nothing, how would they melt and soften me! but as I am a scandalous honest rascal, not fool enough to be your sport, nor rich enough to be your prey, how gloatingly they look upon me!

Sylv. Alas, alas! what pity tis your honesty should ever do you hurt, or your wit spoil your preferment!

Cour. Just as much, fair lady, as that your beauty should make you be envied at, or your virtue provoke scandal.

Sylv. Well, the more I look, the more Im in love with you.

Cour. The more I look, the more I am out of love with you.

Sylv. How my heart swells when I see you!

Cour. How my stomach rises when I am near you!

Sylv. Nay, then lets bargain.

Cour. With all my heart; what?

Sylv. Not to fall in love with each other; I assure you, Monsieur Captain.

Cour. But to hate one another constantly and cordially.

Sylv. Always when you are drunk, I desire you to talk scandalously of me.

Cour. Ay, and when I am sober too; in return whereof, wheneer you see a coquette of your acquaintance, and I chance to be named, be sure you spit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you loved me.

Sylv. In the next place, wheneer we meet in the Mall, I desire you to Humph! put out your tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me.

Cour. Which, if I chance to do, be sure at next turning to pick up some tawdry fluttering fop or another.

Sylv. That I made acquaintance withal at the music-meeting?

Cour. Right, just such another spark to saunter by your side, with his hat under his arm.

Sylv. Hearkening to all the bitter things I can say to be revenged.

Cour. Whilst the dull rogue dare not so much as grin to oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it, when he is out of his waiting.

Sylv. Counterfeit your letters from me.

Cour. And you, to be even with me for the scandal, publish to all the world I offered to marry you.

Sylv. O hideous marriage!

Cour. Horrid, horrid marriage!

Sylv. Name, name no more of it!

Cour. At that sad word lets part.

Sylv. Lets wish all men decrepit, dull, and silly.

Cour. And every woman old and ugly.

Sylv. Adieu!

Cour. Farewell!

Enter Frisk, a young fellow affectedly dressed, several others with him.

Sylv. Ah me, Mr. Frisk!

Frisk. Mademoiselle Sylvia! sincerely as I hope to be saved, the devil take me — damme, madam, whos that?

Sylv. Ha, ha, ha, hea! [Exit with Frisk.

Cour. True to thy failings always, woman! how naturally is the sex fond of a rogue! What a monster was that for a woman to delight in! Now must I love her still, though I know Im a blockhead fort, and shell use me like a blockhead too, if I dont prevent her. Whats to be done? Ill have three whores a day, to keep love out of my head.

Re-enter Beaugard.

Beaugard, well met again; how go matters? handsomely?

Beau. Oh, very handsomely! had you but seen how handsomely I was used just now, you would swear so. I have heard thee rail in my time; would thou wouldst exercise thy talent a little at present!

Cour. At what?

Beau. Why, canst thou ever want a subject? rail at thyself, rail at me — I deserve to be railed at. See there, what thinkest thou of that engine, that moving lump of filthiness, miscalled a man?

A clumsy fellow marches over the Stage, dressed like an Officer.

Cour. Curse on him for a rogue, I know him.

Beau. So.

Cour. The rascal was a retailer of ale but yesterday, and now he is an officer and be hanged; tis a dainty sight in a morning to see him with his toes turned in, drawing his legs after him, at the head of a hundred lusty fellows. Some honest gentleman or other stays now, because that dog had money to bribe some corrupt colonel withal.

Enter another, gravely dressed.

Beau. There, theres another of my acquaintance; he was my fathers footman not long since, and has pimped for me oftener than he prayed for himself; that good quality recommended him to a noblemans service, which, together with flattering, fawning, lying, spying and informing, has raised him to an employment of trust and reputation, though the rogue cant write his name, nor read his neck-verse, if he had occasion.

Cour. Tis as unreasonable to expect a man of sense should be preferred, as tis to think a hector can be stout, a priest religious, a fair woman chaste, or a pardoned rebel loyal.

Enter two others, seeming earnestly in discourse.

Beau. Thats seasonably thought on. Look there, observe but that fellow on the right hand, the rogue with the busiest face of the two; Ill tell thee his history.

Cour. I hope hanging will be the end of his history, so well I like him at the first sight.

Beau. He was born a vagabond, and no parish owned him: his father was as obscure as his mother public; everybody knew her, and nobody could guess at him.

Cour. He comes of a very good family, Heaven be praised!

Beau. The first thing he chose to rise by was rebellion; so a rebel he grew, and flourished a rebel; fought against his king, and helped to bring him to the block.

Cour. And was he not religious too?

Beau. Most devoutly! he could pray till he cried, and preach till he foamed; which excellent talent made him popular, and at last preferred him to be a worthy member of that never-to-be-forgotten Rump Parliament.

Cour. Pray, sir, be uncovered at that, and remember it with reverence.

Beau. In short, he was a committee-man, sequestrator and persecutor-general of a whole county, by which he got enough at the kings return to secure himself in the general pardon.

Cour. Nauseous vermin! that such a swine, with the mark of rebellion in his forehead, should wallow in his luxury, whilst honest men are forgotten!

Beau. Thus forgiven, thus raised, and made thus happy, the ungrateful slave disowns the hand that healed him, cherishes factions to affront his master, and once more would rebel against the head which so lately saved his from a pole.

Cour. What a dreadful beard and swinging sword he wears!

Beau. Tis to keep his cowardice in countenance; the rascal will endure kicking most temperately for all that; I know five or six more of the same stamp, that never come abroad without terrible long spits by their sides, with which they will let you bore their own noses if you please. But let the villain be forgotten.

Cour. His co-rogue I have some knowledge of; hes a tattered worm-eaten case-putter; some call him lawyer; one that takes it very ill he is not made a judge.

Beau. Yes, and is always repining that men of parts are not regarded.

Cour. He has been a great noise-maker in factious clubs these seven years, and now I suppose is courting that worshipful rascal, to make him recorder of some factious town.

Beau. To teach tallow-chandlers and cheesemongers how far they may rebel against their king by virtue of Magna Charta.

Cour. But, friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very splenetic of a sudden: how goes the affair of love forward? prosperously, ha?

Beau. Oh, I assure you most triumphantly; just now, you must know, I am parted with the sweet, civil, enchanted ladys husband.

Cour. Well, and what says the cuckold? is he very kind and good-natured, as cuckolds use to be?

Beau. Why, he says, Courtine, in short, that I am a very silly fellow — and truly I am very apt to believe him — and that I have been jilted in this affair most unconscionably. A plague on all pimps, I say; a mans business never thrives so well as when he is his own solicitor.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble and a Boy.

Sir Jol. Hist, hist! Captain! Captain! Captain! — Boy.

Boy. Sir.

Sir Jol. Run and get two chairs presently; be sure you get two chairs, sirrah, do you hear? Heres luck, heres luck! now or never, captain; never if not now, captain! heres luck!

Beau. Sir Jolly, no more adventures, sweet Sir Jolly; I am like to have a very fine time ont truly.

Sir Jol. The best in the world, dear dog, the very best in the world; sbud, shes here hard by, man; stays on purpose for thee, finely disguised. The cuckold has lost her too; and nobody, knows anything of the matter but I, nobody but I; and I, you must know, I am I, ha! and I, you little toad, ha!

Beau. You are a very fine gentleman.

Sir Jol. The best-natured fellow in the world, I believe, of my years! Now does my heart so thump for fear this business should miscarry: why, Ill warrant thee the lady is here, man; shes all thy own; tis thy own fault if thou art not in terra incognita within this half-hour: come along, prythee come along; fie for shame! what, make a lady lose her longing! come along, I say, you — out upont!

Beau. Sir, your humble, I shant stir.

Sir Jol. What, not go?

Beau. No, sir, no lady for me.

Sir Jol. Not go! I should laugh at that, faith!

Beau. No, I will assure you, not go, sir.

Sir Jol. Away, you wag! you jest, you jest, you wag; not go, quoth-a?

Beau. No, sir, not go, I tell you; what the devil would you have more?

Sir Jol. Nothing, nothing, sir, but I am a gentleman.

Beau. With all my heart.

Sir Jol. And do you think then that Ill be used thus?

Beau. Sir!

Sir Jol. Take away my reputation, and take away my life: I shall be disgraced for ever.

Beau. I have not wronged you, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Not wronged me! but you shall find you have wronged me, and wronged a sweet lady, and a fine lady — I shall never be trusted again! never have employment more! I shall die of the spleen. — Prythee now be good-natured, prythee be persuaded; odd, Ill give thee this ring, Ill give thee this watch, tis gold; Ill give thee anything in the world; go.

Beau. Not one foot, sir.

Sir Jol. Now that I durst but murder him! — Well, shall I fetch her to thee? what shall I do for thee?

Enter Lady Dunce.

Odds fish! here she comes herself. Now, you ill-natured churl, now, you devil, look upon her; do but look upon her: what shall I say to her?

Beau. Een what you please, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Tis a very strange monster this! Madam, this is the gentleman, thats he, though, as one may say, hes something bashful, but Ill tell him who you are. [Goes to Beaugard.] If thou art not more cruel than leopards, lions, tigers, wolves, or Tartars, dont break my heart, dont kill me; this unkindness of thine goes to the soul of me. [Goes to Lady Dunce.] Madam, he says hes so amazed at your triumphant beauty, that he dares not approach the excellence that shines from you.

L. Dunce. What can be the meaning of all this?

Sir Jol. Art thou then resolved to be remorseless? canst thou be insensible? hast thou eyes? hast thou a heart? hast thou anything thou shouldst have? Odd, Ill tickle thee! get you to her, you fool; get you to her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha!

L. Dunce. Have you forgot me, Beaugard?

Sir Jol. So now, to her again, I say! to her, to her, and be hanged! ah, rogue! ah, rogue! now, now, have at her; now have at her! There it goes; there it goes, hey, boy!

L. Dunce. Methinks this face should not so much be altered, as to be nothing like what I once thought it, the object of your pleasure, and subject of your praises.

Sir Jol. Cunning toad! wheedling jade! you shall see now how by degrees shell draw him into the whirlpool of love: now he leers upon her, now he leers upon her. O law! theres eyes! theres eyes! I must pinch him by the calf of the leg.

Beau. Madam, I must confess I do remember that I had once acquaintance with a face whose air and beauty much resembled yours; and, if I may trust my heart, you are called Clarinda.

L. Dunce. Clarinda I was called, till my ill-fortune wedded me; now you may have heard of me by another title: your friend there, I suppose, has made nothing a secret to you.

Beau. And are you then that kind enchanted fair one who was so passionately in love with my picture that you could not forbear betraying me to the beast your husband, and wrong the passion of a gentleman that languished for you, only to make your monster merry? Hark you, madam! had your fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have a months mind to be exercising my parts that way upon your go-between, your male-bawd there.

Sir Jol. Ah Lord! ah Lord! alls spoiled again, alls ruined; I shall be undone for ever! Why, what a devil is the matter now? what have I done? what sins have I committed? [Aside.

L. Dunce. And are you that passionate adorer of our sex, who cannot live a week in London without loving? Are you the shark that sends your picture up and down to longing ladies, longing for a pattern of your person?

Beau. Yes, madam, when I receive so good hostages as these are — [Shows the gold] — that it shall be well used. Could you find nobody but me to play the fool withal?

Sir Jol. Alack-a-day!

L. Dunce. Could you pitch upon nobody but that wretched woman that has loved you too well to abuse you thus?

Sir Jol. That ever I was born!

Beau. Here, here, madam, Ill return you your dirt; I scorn your wages, as I do your service.

L. Dunce. Fie for shame! what, refund? that is not like a soldier, to refund: keep, keep it to pay your sempstress withal.

Sir Jol. His sempstress! who the devil is his sempstress? Odd, what would I give to know that now! [Aside.

L. Dunce. There was a ring too, which I sent you this afternoon; if that fit not your finger, you may dispose of it some other way, where it may give no occasion of scandal, and youll do well.

Beau. A ring, madam?

L. Dunce. A small trifle; I suppose Sir Davy delivered it to you, when he returned you your miniature.

Beau. I beseech you, madam! — 

L. Dunce. Farewell, you traitor.

Beau. As I hope to be saved, and upon the word of a gentleman — 

L. Dunce. Go, you are a false, ungrateful brute; and trouble me no more. [Exit.

Beau. Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Ah, thou rebel!

Beau. Some advice, some advice, dear friend, ere Im ruined.

Sir Jol. Even two pennyworth of hemp for your honours supper, thats all the remedy that I know.

Beau. But prythee hear a little reason.

Sir Jol. No, sir, I ha done; no more to be said, I ha done; I am ashamed of you, Ill have no more to say to you; Ill never see your face again, good-bwye. [Exit.

Beau. Death and the devil! what have my stars been doing to-day? A ring! delivered by Sir Davy — what can that mean? Pox on her for a jilt, she lies, and has a mind to amuse and laugh at me a day or two longer. Hist, here comes her beast once more; Ill use him civilly, and try what discovery I can make.

Re-enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! heres the captains jewel; very well: in troth, I had like to have forgotten it. Ha, ha, ha! — how damnable mad hell be now, when I shall deliver him his ring again, ha, ha! — Poor dog, hell hang himself at least, ha, ha, ha! — Faith, tis a very pretty stone, and finely set: humph! if I should keep it now? — Ill say I have lost it — no, Ill give it him again o purpose to vex him, ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Sir Davy, I am heartily sorry — 

Sir Dav. O sir, tis you I was seeking for, ha, ha, ha! — What shall I say to him now to terrify him? [Aside.

Beau. Me, sir!

Sir Dav. Ay, you, sir, if your name be Captain Beaugard. [Aside.] How like a fool he looks already!

Beau. What you please, sir.

Sir Dav. Sir, I would speak a word with you, if you think fit. — What shall I do now to keep my countenance? [Aside.

Beau. Can I be so happy, sir, as to be able to serve you in anything?

Sir Dav. No, sir; ha, ha, ha! I have commands of service to you, sir. O Lord! ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Me, sir!

Sir Dav. Ay, sir! you, sir: but put on your hat, friend, put on your hat; be covered.

Beau. Sir, will you please to sit down on this bank?

Sir Dav. No, no, theres no need, no need; for all I have a young wife, I can stand upon my legs, sweetheart.

Beau. Sir, I beseech you.

Sir Dav. By no means; I think, friend, we had some hard words just now; twas about a paltry baggage; but shes a pretty baggage, and a witty baggage, and a baggage that — 

Beau. Sir, I am heartily ashamed of all misdemeanour on my side.

Sir Dav. You do well; though are not you a damned whore-master, a devilish cuckold-making fellow? Here, here, do you see this? heres the ring you sent a-roguing; sir, do you think my wife wants anything that you can help her to? Why, Ill warrant this ring cost fifty pounds: what a prodigal fellow are you to throw away so much money! or didst thou steal it, old boy? Ill believe thou mayst be poor; Ill lend thee money upont, if thou thinkest fit, at thirty in the hundred, because I love thee, ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Sir, your humble servant. I am sorry twas not worth your ladys acceptance. [Aside.] Now what a dog am I!

Sir Dav. I should have given it thee before, but, faith, I forgot it, though it was not my wifes fault in the least; for she says, as thou likest this usage, she hopes to have thy custom again, child. Ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Then, sir, I beseech you tell her, that you have made a convert of me, and that I am so sensible of my insolent behaviour towards her — 

Sir Dav. Very well, I shall do it.

Beau. That tis impossible I shall ever be at peace with myself, till I find some way how I may make her reparation.

Sir Dav. Very good, ha, ha, ha!

Beau. And that if ever she find me guilty of the like offence again — 

Sir Dav. No, sir, you had best not; but proceed; ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Let her banish all good opinion of me for ever.

Sir Dav. No more to be said: your servant; good bwye.

Beau. One word more, I beseech you, Sir Davy.

Sir Dav. Whats that?

Beau. I beg you tell her that the generous reproof she has given me has so wrought upon me — 

Sir Dav. Well, I will.

Beau. That I esteem this jewel, not only as a wreck redeemed from my folly, but that for her sake I will preserve it to the utmost moment of my life.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, I vow and swear.

Beau. And that I long to convince her I am not the brute she might mistake me for.

Sir Dav. Right. [Aside.] Well, this will make the purest sport. — Let me see; first you acknowledge yourself to be a very impudent fellow?

Beau. I do so, sir.

Sir Dav. And that you shall never be at rest till you have satisfied my lady?

Beau. Right, sir.

Sir Dav. Satisfied her! very good; ha, ha, ha! and that you will never play the fool any more? Be sure you keep your word, friend.

Beau. Never, sir.

Sir Dav. And that you will keep that ring for her sake, as long as you live, ha?

Beau. To the day of my death, Ill assure you.

Sir Dav. I protest that will be very kindly done. And that you long, mightily long to let her understand that you are another guess fellow than she may take you for?

Beau. Exactly, sir, this is the sum and end of my desires.

Sir Dav. Well, Ill take care of your business, Ill do your business, Ill warrant you. [Aside.] This will make the purest sport when I come home! — Well, your servant; remember, be sure you remember: your servant. [Exit.

Beau. So, now I find a husband is a delicate instrument rightly made use of; — to make her old jealous coxcomb pimp for me himself! I think is as worthy an employment as such a noble consort can be put to.

Ah, were ye all such husbands and such wives,
We younger brothers should lead better lives. [Exit.






ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I. — Outside Sir Davy Dunces House in Covent Garden.

Enter Sylvia.



Sylv. To fall in love, and to fall in love with a soldier! nay, a disbanded soldier too; a fellow with the mark of Cain upon him, which everybody knows him by, and is ready to throw stones at him for.

Enter Courtine.

Cour. Damn her! I shall never enjoy her without ravishing; if she were but very rich and very ugly, I would marry her. Ay, tis she; I know her mischievous look too well to be mistaken in it. — Madam.

Sylv. Sir.

Cour. Tis a very hard case, that you have resolved not to let me be quiet.

Sylv. Tis very unreasonably done of you, sir, to haunt me up and down everywhere at this scandalous rate; the world will think we are acquainted, shortly.

Cour. But, madam, I shall fairly take more care of my reputation, and from this time forward shun and avoid you most watchfully.

Sylv. Have you not haunted this place these two hours?

Cour. Twas because I knew it to be your ladyships home, then, and therefore might reasonably be the place you least of all frequented; one would imagine you were gone a-coxcomb-hunting by this time, to some place of public appearance or other; tis pretty near the hour; twill be twilight presently, and then the owls come all abroad.

Sylv. What need I take the trouble to go so far a-fowling, when theres game enough at our own doors?

Cour. What, game for your net, fair lady?

Sylv. Yes, or any womans net else, that will spread it.

Cour. To show you how despicably I think of the business, I will here leave you presently, though I lose the pleasure of railing at you.

Sylv. Do so, I would advise you; your raillery betrays your wit, as bad as your clumsy civility does your breeding.

Cour. Adieu!

Sylv. Farewell!

Cour. Why do not you go about your business?

Sylv. Because I would be sure to be rid of you first, that you might not dog me.

Cour. Were it but possible that you could answer me one question truly, and then I should be satisfied.

Sylv. Any thing for composition to be rid of you handsomely.

Cour. Are you really very honest? look in my face, and tell me that.

Sylv. Look in your face and tell you! for what? to spoil my stomach to my supper?

Cour. No, but to get thee a stomach to thy bed, sweetheart; I would if possible be better acquainted with thee, because thou art very ill-natured.

Sylv. Your only way to bring that business about effectually, is to be more troublesome; and if you think it worth your while to be abused substantially, you may make your personal appearance this night.

Cour. How? where? and when? and what hour, I beseech thee?

Sylv. Under the window, between the hours of eleven and twelve exactly.

Cour. Where shall these lovely eyes and ears
Hear my plaints, and see my tears?

Sylv. At that kind hour thy griefs shall end,
If thou canst know thy foe from thy friend. [Exit.

Cour. Heres another trick of the devil now; under that window between the hours of eleven and twelve exactly! I am a damned fool, and must go: let me see; suppose I meet with a lusty beating: pish, thats nothing for a man thats in love; or suppose she contrive some way to make a public coxcomb of me, and expose me to the scorn of the world, for an example to all amorous blockheads hereafter? why, if she do, Ill swear I have lain with her; beat her relations, if they pretend to vindicate her; and so theres one love-intrigue pretty well over. [Exit.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin.

Sir Dav. Go, get you in to your lady now, and tell her I am coming.

Ver. Her ladyship, right worshipful, is pleased not to be at home.

Sir Dav. Hows that? my lady not at home! Run, run in and ask when she went forth, whither she is gone, and who is with her; run and ask, Vermin.

Ver. She went out in her chair presently after you this afternoon.

Sir Dav. Then I may be a cuckold still for aught I know: what will become of me? I have surely lost, and neer shall find her more; she promised me strictly to stay at home till I came back again; for aught I know she may be up three pair of stairs in the Temple now.

Ver. Is her ladyship in law then, sir?

Sir Dav. Or it may be taking the air as far as Knightsbridge, with some smooth-faced rogue or another. Tis a damned house, that Swan: that Swan at Knightsbridge is a confounded house, Vermin.

Ver. Do you think she is there then?

Sir Dav. No, I do not think she is there neither; but such a thing may be, you know: would that Barn-Elms was under water too! theres a thousand cuckolds a year made at Barn-Elms by Rosamonds Ponds: the devil! if she should be there this evening my hearts broke.

Enter Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. That must be Sir Davy; ay, thats he, thats he, ha, ha, ha; was ever the like heard of? was ever anything so pleasant?

Sir Dav. Ill lock her up three days and three nights without meat, drink, or light; Ill humble her in the devils name.

Sir Jol. Well, could I but meet my friend Sir Davy, it would be the joyfullest news for him — 

Sir Dav. Whos there that has anything to say to me?

Sir Jol. Ah, my friend of friends, such news, such tidings!

Sir Dav. I have lost my wife, man.

Sir Jol. Lost her! shes not dead, I hope?

Sir Dav. Yes. Alas, shes dead, irrecoverably lost!

Sir Jol. Why, I parted with her within this half-hour.

Sir Dav. Did you so? are you sure it was she? where was it? Ill have my lord chief-justices warrant and a constable presently.

Sir Jol. And she made the purest sport now with a young fellow, man, that she met withal accidentally.

Sir Dav. O Lord, thats worse and worse! a young fellow! — my wife making sport with a young fellow! O Lord! here are doings, here are vagaries! Ill run mad. Ill climb Bow-steeple presently, bestride the dragon, and preach cuckoldom to the whole city.

Sir Jol. The best of all was, too, that it happened to be an idle coxcomb that pretended to be in love with her, neighbour.

Sir Dav. Indeed! in love with her! who was it? whats his name? I warrant you wont tell a body — Ill indict him in the Crown-office; no, Ill issue warrants to apprehend him for treason upon the statute of Edward 19. Wont you tell me what young fellow it was? was it a very handsome young fellow, ha?

Sir Jol. Handsome? yes, hang him; the fellows handsome enough: he is not very handsome neither, but he has a devilish leering black eye.

Sir Dav. O Lord!

Sir Jol. His face too is a good riding face; tis no soft effeminate complexion indeed, but his countenance is ruddy, sanguine, and cheerful; a devilish fellow in a corner, Ill warrant him.

Sir Dav. Bless us! what will become of me? Why the devil did I marry a young wife? Is he very well shaped too, tall, straight, and proportionable, ha?

Sir Jol. Tall? no, hes not very tall neither, yet he is tall enough too: hes none of your overgrown, lubberly Flanders jades, but more of the true English breed, well-knit, able, and fit for service, old boy; the fellow is well shaped truly, very well proportioned, strong and active. I have seen the rogue leap like a buck.

Sir Dav. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, friend, has he been there? Come, come, Im sensible shes a young woman; and I am an old fellow — troth, a very old fellow, I signify little or nothing now. But do you think he has prevailed? am I cuckold, neighbour?

Sir Jol. Cuckold! what, a cuckold in Covent-garden! no, Ill assure you, I believe her to be the most virtuous woman in the world; but if you had but seen — 

Sir Dav. Ay, would I had! what was it?

Sir Jol. How like a rogue she used him: first of all comes me up the spark to her. Madam, says he — and then he bows down, thus. How now, says she, what would the impertinent fellow have?

Sir Dav. Humph! ha! well, and what then?

Sir Jol. Madam, says he again, bowing as he did before, my heart is so entirely yours, that except you take pity on my sufferings I must here die at your feet.

Sir Dav. So, and what said she again, neighbour? ha!

Sir Jol. Go, you are a fop.

Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! did she indeed? Did she say so indeed? I am glad ont, troth, I am very glad ont. Well, and what next? And how, and well, and what? ha!

Sir Jol. Madam, says he, this wont do; I am your humble servant for all this; you may pretend to be as ill-natured as you please, but I shall make bold.

Sir Dav. Was there ever such an impudent fellow?

Sir Jol. With that, Sirrah, says she, you are a saucy jackanapes, and Ill have you kicked.

Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I would not be unmarried again to be an angel.

Sir Jol. But the best jest of all was, who this should be at last.

Sir Dav. Ay, who indeed! Ill warrant you some silly fellow or other, poor fool!

Sir Jol. Een a scandalous rakehell, that lingers up and down the town by the name of Captain Beaugard; but he has been a bloody cuckold-making scoundrel in his time.

Sir Dav. Hang him, sot, is it he? I dont value him this, not a wet finger, man. To my knowledge she hates him, she scorns him, neighbour; I know it, I am very well satisfied in the point; besides, I have seen him since that, and out-hectored him: I am to tell her from his own mouth, that he promises never to affront her more.

Sir Jol. Indeed!

Sir Dav. Ay, ay — 

Enter Lady Dunce, paying her Chairman.

Chair. God bless you, madam, thank your honour!

Sir Jol. Hush, hush! theres my lady. Ill be gone, Ill not be seen; your humble servant, God bwye.

Sir Dav. No faith, Sir Jolly, een go into my house now, and stay supper with me, we hant supped together a great while.

Sir Jol. Ha! say you so? I dont care if I do, faith, with all my heart; this may give me an opportunity to set all things right again. [Aside.

Sir Dav. My dear!

L. Dunce. Sir!

Sir Dav. You have been abroad, my dear, I see.

L. Dunce. Only for a little air; truly I was almost stifled within doors; I hope you will not be angry, Sir Davy, will you?

Sir Dav. Angry, child! no, child, not I; what should I be angry for?

L. Dunce. I wonder, Sir Davy, you will serve me at this rate. Did you not promise to go in my behalf to Beaugard, and correct him according to my instructions for his insolence?

Sir Dav. So I did, child; I have been with him, sweetheart; I have told him all to a tittle; I gave him back again the picture too: but, as the devil would have it, I forgot the ring — faith, I did.

L. Dunce. Did you purpose, Sir Sodom, to render me ridiculous to the man I abominate? what scandalous interpretation, think you, must he make of my retaining any trifle of his, sent me on so dishonourable terms!

Sir Dav. Really, my lamb, thou art in the right; yet I went back afterwards, dear heart, and did the business to some purpose.

L. Dunce. I am glad that you did, with all my heart.

Sir Dav. I gave him his lesson, Ill warrant him.

L. Dunce. Lesson! what lesson had you to give him?

Sir Dav. Why, I told him as he liked that usage he might come again; ha, ha, ha!

L. Dunce. Ay, and so let him.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, Ill give him free leave, or hang me; though thou wouldst not imagine how the poor devils altered. La you there now, but as certainly as I stand here, that man is troubled that he swears he shall not rest day nor night till he has satisfied thee; prythee be satisfied with him if tis possible, my dear, prythee do. I promised him, before I left him, to tell thee as much: for the poor wretch looks so simply, I could not choose but pity him, I vow and swear, ha, ha, ha!

Sir Jol. Now, now, you little witch! now, you chitsface! Odd, I could find in my heart to put my little finger in your bubbies.

L. Dunce. Sir Davy, I must tell you, that I cannot but resent your so soon reconcilement with a man that I hate worse than death, and that if you loved me with half that tenderness which you profess, you would not forget an affront so palpably and so basely offered me.

Sir Dav. Why, chicken, wheres the remedy? Whats to be done? How wouldst thou have me deal with him?

L. Dunce. Cut his throat.

Sir Dav. Bless us for ever! cut his throat! what, do murder?

L. Dunce. Murder! yes, anything to such an incorrigible enemy of your honour, one that has resolved to persist in abusing of you. See here this letter, this I received since I last parted with you; just now it was thrown into my chair by an impudent lackey of his, kept o purpose for such employments.

Sir Dav. Let me see: a letter, indeed!— For the Lady Dunce: damned rogue, treacherous dog, what can he say in the inside now? heres a villain!

L. Dunce. Yes, you had best break it open, you had so; tis like the rest of your discretion.

Sir Dav. Lady, if I have an enemy, it is best for me to know what mischief he intends me; therefore, with your leave, I will break it open.

L. Dunce. Do, do, to have him believe that I was pleased enough with it to do it myself: if you have the spirit of a gentleman in you, carry it back, and dash it, as it is, in the face of that audacious fellow.

Sir Jol. What can be the meaning of this now?

Sir Dav. A gentleman! yes, madam, I am a gentleman, and the world shall find that I am a gentleman. — I have certainly the best woman in the world. [Aside.

L. Dunce. What do you think must be the end of all this? I have no refuge in the world but your kindness: had I a jealous husband now, how miserable must my life be!

Sir Jol. Ah, rogues nose! ah, devil! ah, toad! cunning thief, wheedling slut, Ill bite her by and by.

Sir Dav. Poor fool! No, dear, I am not jealous, nor never will be jealous of thee; do what thou wilt, thou shalt not make me jealous: I love thee too well to suspect thee.

L. Dunce. Ah, but how long will you do so?

Sir Dav. How long? as long as I live, I warrant thee, I — dont talk to a body so: I cannot hold if thou dost, my eyes will run over, poor fool! poor birdsnies! poor lambkin!

L. Dunce. But will you be so kind to me to answer my desires? will you once more endeavour to make that traitor sensible that I have too just an esteem of you not to value his addresses as they deserve?

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I will.

L. Dunce. But dont stay away too long, dear; make what haste you can; I shall be in pain till I see you again.

Sir Dav. My dear, my love, my babby, Ill be with thee in a moment. How happy am I above the rest of men! Neighbour, dear neighbour, walk in with my wife, and keep her company till I return again. Child, dont be troubled, prythee dont be troubled. — Was there ever such a wife? well, da, da, da: dont be troubled, prythee dont be troubled, prythee dont be troubled, da, da. [Exeunt Sir Davy and Vermin.

L. Dunce. Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Dont be troubled, prythee dont be troubled, da, da.

L. Dunce. But, Sir Jolly, can you guess whereabout my wandering officer may be probably found now?

Sir Jol. Found, lady? he is to be found, madam — he is to be at my house presently, lady; hes certainly one of the finest fellows in the world.

L. Dunce. You speak like a friend, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. His friend, lady? no, madam, his foe, his utter enemy; I shall be his ruin, I shall undo him.

L. Dunce. You may, if you please, then come both and play at cards this evening with me for an hour or two; for I have contrived it so, that Sir Davy is to be abroad at supper to-night; he cannot possibly avoid it; I long to win some of the captains money strangely.

Sir Jol. Do you so, my gamester? Well, Ill be sure to bring him, and for what he carries about him, Ill warrant you — odd, hes a pretty fellow, a very pretty fellow, he has only one fault.

L. Dunce. And what is that I beseech you, sir?

Sir Jol. Only too loving, too good-natured, thats all; tis certainly the best-natured fool breathing, thats all his fault.

L. Dunce. Hist, hist, I think I see company coming; if you please, Sir Jolly, well go in.

Enter Beaugard, followed by Sir Davy and Vermin.

Sir Jol. Mum, mum, mum, tis he himself, the very same; odds so, Sir Davy after him too! Hush, hush, hush, let us be gone, let us retire. Do but look upon him now, mind him a little; theres a shape, theres an air, theres a motion! Ah, rogue, ah, devil, get you in, get you in, I say. Theres a shape for you! [Exit Lady Dunce.

Beau. What the devil shall I do to recover this days loss again? my honourable pimp too, my pander knight has forsaken me; methinks I am quandaried, like one going with a party to discover the enemys camp, but had lost his guide upon the mountains. Curse on him, old Argus is here again; there can be no good fortune towards me when hes at my heels.

Sir Dav. Sir, sir, sir, one word with you, sir! Captain, captain, noble captain, one word, I beseech you.

Beau. With me, friend?

Sir Dav. Yes, with you, my no-friend.

Beau. Sir Davy, my intimate, my bosom-physician!

Sir Dav. Ah, rogue! damned rogue!

Beau. My confessor, my dearest friend I ever had!

Sir Dav. Dainty wheedle, heres a fellow for ye!

Beau. One that has taught me to be in love with virtue, and shown me the ugly inside of my follies.

Sir Dav. Sir, your humble servant.

Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in your love as you are in your friendship, Sir Davy, your lady has the worst time ont of any one in Christendom.

Sir Dav. So she has, sir, when she cannot be free from the impudent solicitations of such fellows as you are, sir.

Beau. As me, sir! why, who am I, good Sir Domine Doddlepate?

Sir Dav. So, take notice he threatens me; Ill have him bound to the peace instantly. Will you never have remorse of conscience, friend? have you banished all shame from your soul? Do you consider my name is Sir Davy Dunce? that I have the most virtuous wife living? do you consider that? Now how like a rogue he looks again! what a hang-dog leer was that!

Beau. Your virtuous wife, sir! you are always harping upon that string, Sir Davy.

Sir Dav. No, tis you would be harping upon that string, sir: see you this? cast your eyes upon this, this letter, sir. Did you not promise, this very day, to abandon all manner of proceedings of this nature, tending to the dishonour of me and my family?

Beau. Letter, sir! What the devil does he mean now? Let me see, For the Lady Dunce; this is no scrawl of mine, Ill be sworn; by Jove, her own hand! what a dog was I! forty to one but I had played the fool, and spoiled all again. Was there ever so charming a creature breathing! — Did your lady deliver this to your hands, sir?

Sir Dav. Even her own self in person, sir, and bade me tell you, sir, that she has too just an esteem of me, sir, not to value such a fellow as you are as you deserve.

Beau. Very good: [Reads] I doubt not but this letter will surprise you — in troth, and so it does extremely— but reflect upon the manner of conveying it to your hand as kindly as you can.

Sir Dav. Ay, a damned thief, to have it thrown into the chair by a footman.

Beau. [Reads.] Would Sir Davy were but half so kind to you as I am!

Sir Dav. Say you so, you insinuating knave?

Beau. [Reads.] But he, I am satisfied, is so severely jealous, that except you contrive some way to let me see you this evening, I fear all will be hopeless.

Sir Dav. Impudent traitor! I might have been a monster yet, before I had got my supper in my belly.

Beau. [Reads.] In order to which, either appear yourself, or somebody for you, half an hour hence in the Piazza, where more may be considered of. Adieu.

Sir Dav. Thanks to you, noble sir, with all my heart; you are come, I see, accordingly; but, as a friend, I am bound in conscience to tell you the business wont do; the trick wont pass, friend; you may put up your pipes, and march off. O Lord! he lie with my wife! pugh — he make Sir Davy Dunce a cuckold! poor wretch, ha, ha, ha!

Sir Jol. [To Beaugard] Hist, hist, hist!

Re-enter Lady Dunce and Fourbin disguised.

L. Dunce. Thats he, there he is: succeed, and be rewarded.

Four. Other people may think what they please; but, in my own opinion, I am a very pretty fellow now; if my design but succeed upon this old baboon, Ill be canonized. Sir, sir, sir.

Sir Dav. Friend, with me? would you speak with me, friend?

Four. Sir, my commands were to attend your worship.

Sir Jol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hist, hist, here, here, quickly, hist. [Exeunt Sir Jolly and Beaugard.

Sir Dav. Where do you live, sweetheart, and who do you belong to?

Four. Sir, I am a small instrument of the city, I serve the lord mayor in his office there.

Sir Dav. How, the lord mayor!

Four. Yes, sir, who desires you, by all means, to do him the honour of your company at supper this evening.

Sir Dav. It will be the greatest honour I ever received in my life. What, my lord mayor invite me to supper? I am his lordships most humble servant.

Four. Yes, sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dunce, as I have the honour to be informed it is: he desires you moreover to make what haste you can, for that he has some matters of importance to communicate to your honour, which may take up some time.

L. Dunce. I hope it will succeed. [Aside.

Sir Dav. Communicate with me! he does me too noble a favour; Ill fly upon the wings of ambition to lay myself at his footstool. My lord mayor sends himself to invite me to supper; to confer with me too! I shall certainly be a great man.

Four. What answer will your worship charge me back withal?

Sir Dav. Let his lordship know that I am amazed and confounded at his generosity; and that I am so transported with the honour he does me, that I will not fail to wait on him in the roasting of an egg.

Four. I am your worships lowly slave. [Exit.

Sir Dav. Vermin, go get the coach ready; get me the gold medal too and chain, which I took from the Roman Catholic officer for a popish relic [Exit Vermin.] Ill be fine, Ill shine, and drink wine thats divine. My lord mayor invite me to supper!

L. Dunce. My dearest, Im glad to see thee returned in safety, from the bottom of my heart: hast thou seen the traitor?

Sir Dav. Seen him! hang him, I have seen him: pox on him, seen him!

L. Dunce. Well, and what is become of him? where is he?

Sir Dav. Why dost thou ask me where he is? What a pox care I what becomes of him? Prythee dont trouble me with thy impertinence; I am busy.

L. Dunce. You are not angry, my dear, are you?

Sir Dav. No, but I am pleased, and thats all one; very much pleased, let me tell you but that; I am only to sup with my lord mayor, thats all; nothing else in the world, only the business of the nation calls upon me, thats all; therefore, once more I say, dont be troublesome, but stand off.

L. Dunce. You always think my company troublesome; you never stay at home to comfort me; what think you I shall do alone by myself all this evening, moping in my chamber? Pray, my joy, stay with me for once. — I hope he wont take me at my word. [Aside.

Sir Dav. I say again and again, tempter, stand off; I will not lose my preferment for my pleasure; honour is towards me, and flesh and blood are my aversion.

L. Dunce. But how long will you stay then?

Sir Dav. I dont know; may be not an hour, may be all night, as his lordship and I think fit; whats that to anybody?

L. Dunce. You are very cruel to me.

Sir Dav. I cant help it; go, get you in, and pass away the time with your neighbour; Ill be back again before I die; in the mean time, be humble and conformable, go.

Re-enter Vermin.

Is the coach ready?

Ver. Yes, sir.

Sir Dav. Well, your servant. What, nothing to my lady mayoress? You have a great deal of breeding indeed, a great deal! nothing to my lady mayoress?

L. Dunce. My service to her, if you please.

Sir Dav. Well, da, da — the poor fool cries, o my conscience! adieu, do you hear, farewell. [Exit.

L. Dunce. As well as what I love can make me.

Re-enter Sir Jolly Jumble.

Sir Jol. Madam, is he gone?

L. Dunce. In post-haste, I assure you.

Sir Jol. In troth, and joy go with him!

L. Dunce. Do you then, Sir Jolly, conduct the captain hither, whilst I go and dispose of the family, that we may be private. [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — A Room in Sir Davy Dunces House.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Troth, I had forgot my medal and chain, quite, and clean forgot my relic; I was forced to come up these back stairs, for fear of meeting my wife again; it is the troublesomest loving fool! I must into my closet, and write a short letter too; tis post-night, I had forgot that: well, I would not have my wife catch me for a guinea. [Exit.

Enter Beaugard and Lady Dunce.

Beau. Are you very certain, madam, nobody is this way? I fancy, as we entered, I saw the glimpse of something more than ordinary.

L. Dunce. Is it your care of me, or your personal fears, that make you so suspicious? Whereabouts was the apparition?

Beau. There, there, just at the very door.

L. Dunce. Fie for shame! thats Sir Davys closet; and he, I am satisfied, is far enough off by this time. Im sure I heard the coach drive him away. But to convince you, you shall see now: Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Davy. [Knocking at the closet-door.] Look you there, you a captain, and afraid of a shadow! Come, sir, shall we call for the cards?

Beau. And what shall we play for, pretty one?

L. Dunce. Een what you think best, sir.

Beau. Silver kisses, or golden joys? Come, let us make stakes a little.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, unobserved.

Sir Jol. Ah rogue, ah rogue! are you there? Have I caught you in faith, now, now, now? [Aside.

L. Dunce. And who shall keep them?

Beau. You, till Sir Davy returns from supper.

L. Dunce. That may be long enough; for our engine Fourbin has orders not to give him over suddenly, I assure you.

Beau. And ist to yourself, then, Im obliged for this blest opportunity? Let us improve it to loves best advantage.

Sir Jol. Ah — ah! [Aside.

Beau. Lets vow eternal, and raise our thoughts to expectation of immortal pleasures: in one anothers eyes lets read our joys, till weve no longer power oer our desires, drunk with this dissolving. Oh!

Re-enter Sir Davy Dunce from his closet.

L. Dunce. Ah! [Squeaks.

Beau. By this light, the cuckold! Presto, nay, then halloo! [Gets up, and runs away.

Sir Dav. O Lord, a man — a man in my wifes chamber! Murder! murder! Thieves! thieves! shut up my doors! Madam! madam! madam!

Sir Jol. Ay, ay! Thieves! thieves! Murder! murder! Where, neighbour, where, where?

L. Dunce. [Catches up Beaugards sword, which he had left behind him in the hurry, and presents it to Sir Davy.] Pierce, pierce this wretched heart hard to the hilts; dye this in the deepest crimson of my blood; spare not a miserable womans life, whom Heaven designed to be the unhappy object of the most horrid usage man eer acted.

Sir Dav. What, in the name of Satan, does she mean now?

L. Dunce. Curse on my fatal beauty! blasted ever be these two baneful eyes, that could inspire a barbarous villain to attempt such crimes as all my bloods too little to atone for: nay, you shall hear me — 

Sir Dav. Hear you, madam! No, I have seen too much, I thank you heartily; hear you, quoth-a!

L. Dunce. Yes, and before I die too, Ill be justified.

Sir Dav. Justified, O Lord, justified!

L. Dunce. Notice being given me of your return, I came with speed to this unhappy place, where I have oft been blest with your embraces, when from behind the arras out starts Beaugard; how he came there Heaven knows.

Sir Dav. Ill have him hanged for burglary; he has broken my house, and broke the peace upon my wife: very good.

L. Dunce. Straight in his arms he grasped me fast; with much ado I plunged and got my freedom, ran to your closet-door, knocked and implored your aid, called on your name; but all in vain — 

Sir Dav. Ha!

L. Dunce. Soon again he seized me, stopped my mouth, and, with a conquerors fury — 

Sir Dav. O Lord! O Lord! no more, no more, I beseech thee; I shall grow mad, and very mad! Ill plough up rocks and adamantine iron bars; Ill crack the frame of nature, sally out like Tamberlane upon the Trojan horse, and drive the pigmies all like geese before me. O Lord, stop her mouth! Well, and how? and what then? stopped thy mouth! well! ha!

L. Dunce. No, though unfortunate, I still am innocent; his cursed purpose could not be accomplished; but who will live so injured? No, Ill die to be revenged on myself: I neer can hope that I may see his streaming gore; and thus I let out my own — [Offers to run upon the sword.

Sir Dav. Ha, what wouldst thou do, my love? Prythee dont break my heart: if thou wilt kill, kill me; I know thou art innocent, I see thou art; though I had rather be a cuckold a thousand times, than lose thee, poor love, poor dearee, poor baby.

Sir Jol. Alack-a-day! [Weeps.

L. Dunce. Ah me!

Sir Dav. Ah, prythee be comforted now, prythee do; why, Ill love thee the better for this, for all this, mun; why shouldst be troubled for anothers ill doings? I know it was no fault of thine.

Sir Jol. No, no more it was not, I dare swear. [Aside.

Sir Dav. See, see, my neighbour weeps too; hes troubled to see thee thus.

L. Dunce. Oh, but revenge!

Sir Dav. Why, thou shalt have revenge; Ill have him murdered; Ill have his throat cut before to-morrow morning, child: rise now, prythee rise.

Sir Jol. Ay, do, madam, and smile upon Sir Davy.

L. Dunce. But will you love me then as well as eer you did?

Sir Dav. Ay, and the longest day I live too.

L. Dunce. And shall I have justice done me on that prodigious monster?

Sir Dav. Why, he shall be crows-meat by to-morrow night; I tell thee he shall be crows-meat by midnight, chicken.

L. Dunce. Then I will live; since so, tis something pleasant:

When I in peace may lead a happy life
With such a husband — 

Sir Dav. I with such a wife. [Exeunt.






ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I. — A Tavern.

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer.



Draw. Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome, sir; will you please to walk up one pair of stairs?

Beau. Get the great room ready presently; carry up too a good stock of bottles before-hand, with ice to cool our wine, and water to refresh our glasses.

Draw. It shall be done, sir. — Coming, coming there, coming: speak up in the Dolphin, somebody. [Exit.

Beau. Ah, Courtine, must we be always idle? must we never see our glorious days again? when shall we be rolling in the lands of milk and honey; encamped in large luxuriant vineyards, where the loaded vines cluster about our tents; drink the rich juice, just pressed from the plump grape; feeding on all the fragrant golden fruit that grow in fertile climes, and ripened by the earliest vigour of the sun?

Cour. Ah, Beaugard, those days have been, but now we must resolve to content ourselves at an humble rate. Methinks it is not unpleasant to consider how I have seen thee in a large pavilion, drowning the heat of the day in champagne wines, sparkling sweet as those charming beauties whose dear remembrance every glass recorded, with half a dozen honest fellows more; friends, Beaugard; faithful hearty friends; things as hard to meet with as preferment here; fellows that would speak truth boldly, and were proud ont; that scorned flattery, loved honesty, for twas their portion; and never yet learned the trade of ease and lying: but now — 

Beau. And now we are at home in our natural hives, and sleep like drones; but theres a gentleman on the other side the water, that may make work for us all one day.

Cour. But in the meanwhile — 

Beau. In the meanwhile patience, Courtine; that is the Englishmans virtue. Go to the man that owes you money, and tell him you are necessitated; his answer shall be A little patience, I beseech you, sir. Ask a cowardly rascal satisfaction for a sordid injury done you; he shall cry, Alas-a-day, sir, you are the strangest man living, you wont have patience to hear one speak. Complain to a great man that you want preferment, that you have forsaken considerable advantages abroad, in obedience to public edicts; all you shall get of him is this, You must have patience, sir.

Cour. But will patience feed me, or clothe me, or keep me clean?

Beau. Prythee no more hints of poverty: tis scandalous; sdeath, I would as soon choose to hear a soldier brag as complain. Dost thou want any money?

Cour. True, indeed, I want no necessaries to keep me alive; but I do not enjoy myself with that freedom I would do; there is no more pleasure in living at stint, than there is in living alone. I would have it in my power, when he needed me, to serve and assist my friend; I would to my ability deal handsomely too by the woman that pleased me.

Beau. Oh, fie for shame! you would be a whore-master, friend; go, go, Ill have no more to do with you.

Cour. I would not be forced neither at any time to avoid a gentleman that had obliged me, for want of money to pay him a debt contracted in our old acquaintance: it turns my stomach to wheedle with the rogue I scorn, when he uses me scurvily, because he has my name in his shop-book.

Beau. As, for example, to endure the familiarities of a rogue that shall cock his greasy hat in my face, when he duns me, and at the same time vail it to an over-grown deputy of the ward, though a frowzy fellmonger.

Cour. To be forced to concur with his nonsense too, and laugh at his parish-jests.

Beau. To use respects and ceremonies to the milchcow his wife, and praise her pretty children, though they stink of their mother, and are uglier than the issue of a baboon; yet all this must be endured.

Cour. Must it, Beaugard?

Beau. And, since tis so, lets think of a bottle.

Cour. With all my heart, for railing and drinking do much better together than by themselves; a private room, a trusty friend or two, good wine and bold truths, are my happiness. But wheres our dear friend and intimate, Sir Jolly, this evening?

Beau. To deal like a friend, Courtine, I parted with him but just now; hes gone to contrive me a meeting, if possible, this night, with the woman my soul is most fond of. I was this evening just entering upon the palace of all joy, when I met with so damnable a disappointment — in short, that plague to all well-meaning women, the husband, came unseasonably, and forced a poor lover to his heels, that was fairly making his progress another way, Courtine: the story thou shalt hear more at large hereafter.

Cour. A plague on him, why didst thou not murder the presumptuous cuckold? saucy intruding clown, to dare to disturb a gentlemans privacies! I would have beaten him into sense of his transgression, enjoyed his wife before his face, and ha taught the dog his duty.

Beau. Look you, Courtine, you think you are dealing with the landlord of your winter-quarters in Alsatia now. Friend, friend, there is a difference between a free-born English cuckold and a sneaking wittol of a conquered province.

Cour. Oh, by all means, there ought to be a difference observed between your arbitrary whoring, and your limited fornication.

Beau. And but reason: for, though we may make bold with another mans wife in a friendly way, yet nothing upon compulsion, dear heart.

Cour. And now Sir Jolly, I hope, is to be the instrument of some immortal plot; some contrivance for the good of thy body, and the old fellows soul, Beaugard: for all cuckolds go to Heaven, thats most certain.

Beau. Sir Jolly! why, on my conscience, he thinks it as much his undoubted right to be pimp-mastergeneral to London and Middlesex, as the estate he possesses is: by my consent his worship should een have a patent for it.

Cour. He is certainly the fittest for the employment in Christendom; he knows more families by their names and titles than all the bell-men within and without the walls.

Beau. Nay, he keeps a catalogue of the choicest beauties about town, illustrated with a particular account of their age, shape, proportion, colour of hair and eyes, degrees of complexion, gunpowder spots and moles.

Cour. I wish the old pander were bound to satisfy my experience, what marks of good-nature my Sylvia has about her.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble.

Sir Jol. My captains! my sons of Mars and imps of Venus! well encountered; what, shall we have a sparkling bottle or two, and use Fortune like a jade? Beaugard, you are a rogue, you are a dog, I hate you; get you gone, go.

Beau. But, Sir Jolly, what news from paradise Sir Jolly? Is there any hopes I shall come there to-night?

Sir Jol. May be there is, may be there is not; I say let us have a bottle, and I will say nothing else without a bottle: after a glass or two my heart may open.

Cour. Why, then we will have a bottle, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Will? well have dozens, and drink till we are wise, and speak well of nobody; till we are lewder than midnight whores, and out-rail disbanded officers.

Beau. Only one thing more, my noble knight, and then we are entirely at thy disposal.

Sir Jol. Well, and whats that? Whats the business?

Beau. This friend of mine here stands in need of thy assistance; hes damnably in love, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. In love! is he so? In love! odds my life! Is she? whats her name? where does she live? I warrant you I know her: shes in my table-book, Ill warrant you: virgin, wife, or widow? [Pulls out a table-book.

Cour. In troth, Sir Jolly, thats something of a difficult question; but, as virgins go now, she may pass for one of them.

Sir Jol. Virgin, very good: let me see; virgin, virgin, virgin; oh, here are the virgins; truly, I meet with the fewest of this sort of any. Well, and the first letter of her name now? for a wager I guess her.

Cour. Then you must know, Sir Jolly, that I love my love with an S.

Sir Jol. S, S, S, oh, here are the Esses; let me consider now — Sappho?

Cour. No, sir.

Sir Jol. Selinda?

Cour. Neither.

Sir Jol. Sophronia?

Cour. You must guess again, I assure you.

Sir Jol. Sylvia?

Cour. Ay, ay, Sir Jolly, thats the fatal name; Sylvia the fair, the witty, the ill-natured; do you know her, my friend?

Sir Jol. Know her! why, she is my daughter, and I have adopted her these seven years. Sylvia! let me look. [Reads.] Light brown hair, her face oval, and nose Roman, quick sparkling eyes, plump, pregnant, ruby lips, with a mole on her breast, and the perfect likeness of a heart-cherry on her left knee. Ah, villain! ah, sly-cap! have I caught you? are you there, ifaith? well, and what says she? Is she coming? do her eyes betray her? does her heart beat, and her bubbies rise, when you talk to her, ha?

Beau. Look you, Sir Jolly, all things considered, it may make a shift to come to a marriage in time.

Sir Jol. Ill have nothing to do in it; I wont be seen in the business of matrimony. Make me a match-maker, a filthy marriage-broker! sir, I scorn it, I know better things. Look you, friend, to carry her a letter from you or so, upon good terms, though it be in a church, Ill deliver it; or when the business is come to an issue, if I may bring you handsomely together, and so forth, Ill serve thee with all my soul, and thank thee into the bargain; thank thee heartily, dear rogue; I will, you little cock-sparrow, faith and troth, I will: but no matrimony, friend, Ill have nothing to do with matrimony; tis a damned invention, worse than a monopoly, and a destroyer of civil correspondence.

Re-enter Drawer.

Draw. Gentlemen, your room is ready, your wine and ice upon the table; will your honours please to walk in?

Sir Jol. Ay, wine, wine, give us wine! a pox on matrimony — matrimony, in the devils name!

Cour. But if an honest harlot or two chance to inquire for us, friend — 

Sir Jol. Right, sirrah, if whores come never so many, give em reverence and reception, but nothing else; let nothing but whores and bottles come near us, as you tender your ears.

[A door is opened, discovering a table, with bottles, &c.

Beau. Why, theres, theres the land of Canaan now in little. Hark you, drawer, dog, shut, shut the door, sirrah, do you hear? Shut it so close that neither cares nor necessities may peep in upon us.

[Exeunt Beaugard, Courtine, and Sir Jolly.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce, Fourbin, and Bloody-Bones.

Four. Bloody-Bones, be sure to behave yourself handsomely, and like your profession; show yourself a cut-throat of parts, and well fleece him.

Bloody-B. My lady says, we must be expeditious; Sir Jolly has given notice to the captain by this time, so that nothing is wanting but the management of this over-grown gull to make us hectors at large, and keep the whore Fortune under.

Draw. Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome, sir; willt please you to walk into a room? Or shall I wait upon your honours pleasure here?

Sir Dav. Sweetheart, let us be quiet, and bring us wine hither. [Exit Drawer, who returns with wine.] So — [sits down] — from this moment, war, war, and mortal dudgeon against that enemy of my honour, and thief of my good name, called Beaugard. You can cut a throat upon occasion you say, friend?

Four. Sir, cutting of throats is my hereditary vocation; my father was hanged for cutting of throats before me, and my mother for cutting of purses.

Sir Dav. No more to be said; my courage is mounted like a little Frenchman upon a great horse, and Ill have him murdered.

Four. Sir! murdered you say, sir?

Sir Dav. Ay, murdered I say, sir; his face flayed off, and nailed to a post in my great hall in the country, amongst all the other trophies of wild beasts slain by our family since the Conquest; theres never a whore-masters head there yet.

Four. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy friend of mine to your service; hes an industrious gentleman, and one that will deserve your favour.

Sir Dav. He looks but something ruggedly, though, methinks.

Four. But, sir, his parts will atone for his person; forms and fashions are the least of his study: he affects a sort of philosophical negligence indeed; but, sir, make trial of him, and youll find him a person fit for the work of this world.

Sir Dav. What trade are you, friend?

Bloody-B. No trade at all, friend; I profess murder; rascally butchers make a trade ont; tis a gentlemans divertisement.

Sir Dav. Do you profess murder?

Bloody-B. Yes, sir, tis my livelihood: I keep a wife and six children by it.

Sir Dav. Then, sir, heres to you with all my heart. Would I had done with these fellows! [Aside.

Four. Well, sir, if you have any service for us, I desire we may receive your gold and your instructions as soon as is possible.

Sir Dav. Soft and fair, sweetheart; I love to see a little how I lay out my money. Have you very good trading now-a-days in your way, friend?

Bloody-B. In peaceable times a man may eat and drink comfortably upont: a private murder done handsomely is worth money; but now that the nations unsettled, there are so many general undertakers, that tis grown almost a monopoly; you may have a man murdered almost for little or nothing, and nobody eer know who did it neither.

Sir Dav. Pray what countryman are you? where were you born, most noble sir?

Bloody-B. Indeed, my country is foreign. I was born in Argier; my mother was an apostate Greek, my father a renegado Englishman, who by oppressing of Christian slaves grew rich; for which, when he lay sick, I murdered him one day in his bed; made my escape to Malta, where, embracing the faith, I had the honour given me to command a thousand horse aboard the galleys of that state.

Sir Dav. O Lord, sir! my humble service to you again.

Four. He tells you, sir, but the naked truth.

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the least, most worthy sir. — These are devilish fellows, Ill warrant em.

[Aside.

Four. War, friend, and shining honour has been our province, till rusty peace reduced us to this base obscurity. Ah, Bloody-Bones! ah, when thou and I commanded that party at the siege of Philipsburg, where, in the face of the army, we took the impenetrable half-moon!

Bloody-B. Half-moon, sir! by your favour twas a whole moon.

Four. Brother, thou art in the right; twas a full moon, and such a moon, sir!

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the least, gentlemen; but, in the meanwhile, to our business.

Four. With all my heart, so soon as you please.

Sir Dav. Do you know this Beaugard? Hes a devilish fellow, I can tell you that; hes a captain.

Four. Has he a heart, think you, sir?

Sir Dav. Oh, like a lion! he fears neither God, man, nor devil.

Bloody-B. Ill bring it you for your breakfast to-morrow. Did you never eat a mans heart, sir?

Sir Dav. Eat a mans heart, friend?

Four. Ay, ay, a mans heart, sir; it makes absolutely the best ragout in the world: I have eaten forty of em in my time without bread.

Sir Dav. O Lord, a mans heart! my humble service to you both, gentlemen.

Bloody-B. Why, your Algerine pirates eat nothing else at sea; they have them always potted up like venison: your well-grown Dutchmans heart makes an excellent dish with oil and pepper.

Sir Dav. O Lord, O Lord! friend, friend, a word with you: how much must you and your companion have to do this business?

Four. What, and bring you the heart home to your house?

Sir Dav. No, no, keeping the heart for your own eating. — Ill be rid of em as soon as possible I can.

[Aside.

Four. You say, sir, hes a gentleman?

Sir Dav. Ay, such a sort of gentleman as are about this town: the fellow has a pretty handsome outside; but I believe little or no money in his pockets.

Four. Therefore we are like to have the honour to receive the more from your worships bounty.

Bloody-B. For my part, I care for no mans bounty: I expect to have my bargain performed, and Ill make as good a one as I can.

Sir Dav. Look you, friend, dont you be angry, friend; dont be angry, friend, before you have occasion: you say youll have — lets see how much will you have now — I warrant the devil and all, by your good will.

Four. Truly, Sir Davy, if, as you say, the man must be well murdered, without any remorse or mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew, tis honestly worth two hundred pounds.

Sir Dav. Two hundred pounds! why, Ill have a physician shall kill a whole family for half the money.

Bloody-B. Damme, sir, how do ye mean?

Sir Dav. Damme, sir, how do I mean? Damme, sir, not to part with my money.

Bloody-B. Not part, brother?

Four. Brother, the wight is improvable, and this must not be borne withal.

Bloody-B. Have I for this dissolved Circean charms?
Broke iron durance; whilst from these firm legs
The well-filed, useless fetters dropped away,
And left me master of my native freedom?

Sir Dav. What does he mean now?

Four. Truly, sir, I am sorry to see it with all my heart; tis a distraction that frequently seizes him, though I am sorry it should happen so unluckily at this time.

Sir Dav. Distracted, say you? is he so apt to be distracted?

Four. Oh, sir, raging mad; we that live by murder are all so; guilt will never let us sleep. I beseech you, sir, stand clear of him; hes apt to be very mischievous at these unfortunate hours.

Bloody-B. Have I been drunk with tender infants blood,
And ripped up teeming wombs? Have these bold hands
Ransacked the temples of the gods, and stabbed
The priests before their altars? Have I done this? ha!

Sir Dav. No, sir, not that I know, sir; I would not say any such thing for all the world, sir. Worthy gentleman, I beseech you, sir — you seem to be a civil person — I beseech you, sir, to mitigate his passion. Ill do anything in the world; you shall command my whole estate.

Four. Nay, after all, sir, if you have not a mind to have him quite murdered, if a swingeing drubbing to bed-rid him, or so, will serve your turn, you may have it at a cheaper rate a great deal.

Sir Dav. Truly, sir, with all my heart; for methinks, now I consider matters better, I would not by any means be guilty of another mans blood.

Four. Why, then let me consider: to have him beaten substantially, a beating that will stick by him, will cost you — half the money.

Sir Dav. What, one hundred pounds! sure the devils in you, or you would not be so unconscionable.

Bloody-B. The devil! where? where is the devil? show me;
Ill tell thee, Beelzebub, thoust broke thy covenant;
Didst thou not promise me eternal plenty,
When I resigned my soul to thy allurements?

Sir Dav. Ah, Lord!

Bloody-B. Touch me not yet; Ive yet ten thousand murders
To act before Im thine: with all those sins
Ill come with full damnation to thy caverns
Of endless pain, and howl with thee for ever.

Sir Dav. Bless us! what will become of this mortal body of mine? Where am I? is this a house? do I live? am I flesh and blood?

Bloody-B. There, theres the fiend again! dont chatter so,
And grin at me; if thou must needs have prey,
Take here, take him, this tempter that would bribe me,
With shining gold,
To stain my hands with new iniquity.

Sir Dav. Stand off, I charge thee, Satan, wheresoeer thou art; thou hast no right nor claim to me; Ill have thee bound in necromantic charms. Hark you, friend, has the gentleman given his soul to the devil?

Four. Only pawned it a little; thats all.

Sir Dav. Let me beseech you, sir, to despatch, and get rid of him as soon as you can. I would gladly drink a bottle with you, sir, but I hate the devils company mortally: as for the hundred pound here, it is ready; no more words, Ill submit to your good-nature and discretion.

Four. Then, wretch, take this, and make thy peace with the infernal king; he loves riches; sacrifice and be at rest.

Bloody-B. Tis done, Ill follow thee, lead on; nay, if thou smile, I more defy thee; fee, fa, fum. [Exit.

Four. Tis very odd, this.

Sir Dav. Very odd, indeed; Im glad hes gone, though.

Four. Now, sir, if you please, well refresh ourselves with a cheerful glass, and so chacun chez lui — I would fain make the gull drunk a little, to put a little mettle into him. [Aside.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, sir; but no more words of the devil, if you love me.

Four. The devils an ass, sir, and heres a health to all those that defy the devil.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, and all his works too.

Four. Nay, sir, you must do me right, I assure you.

Sir Dav. Not so full, not so full, thats too much of all conscience: in troth, friend, these are sad times, very sad times; but heres to you.

Four. Pox o the times! the times are well enough, so long as a man has money in his pocket.

Sir Dav. Tis true, here I have been bargaining with you about a murder, but never consider that idolatry is coming in full speed upon the nation. Pray what religion are you of, friend?

Four. What religion am I of, sir? Sir, your humble servant.

Sir Dav. Truly a good conscience is a great happiness; and so Ill pledge you, hemph, hemph. But shant the dog be murdered this night?

Four. My brother rogue is gone by this time to set him, and the business shall be done effectually, Ill warrant you. Heres rest his soul.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, faith; I hate to be uncharitable.

Re-enter Courtine and Drawer.

Cour. Look you, tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk by this time: shall rogues stay in taverns to sip pints, and be sober, when honest gentlemen are drunk by gallons? Ill have none ont.

Sir Dav. O Lord, whos there? [Sits up in his chair.

Draw. I beseech your honour — our house will be utterly ruined by this means.

Cour. Damn your house, your wife and children, and all your family, you dog! — Sir, who are you? [To Sir Davy.

Sir Dav. Who am I, sir? whats that to you, sir? Will you tickle my foot, you rogue?

Cour. Ill tickle your guts, you poltroon, presently.

Sir Dav. Tickle my guts, you mad-cap! Ill tickle your toby, if you do.

Cour. What, with that circumcised band? that grave hypocritical beard, of the reformation-cut? Old fellow, I believe you are a rogue.

Sir Dav. Sirrah, you are a whore, an arrant bitch-whore; Ill use you like a whore; Ill kiss you, you jade; Ill ravish you, you buttock; I am a justice of the peace, sirrah, and thats worse.

Cour. Damn you, sir, I care not if you were a constable and all his watch: what, such a rogue as you send honest fellows to prison, and countenance whores in your jurisdiction for bribery, you mongrel! Ill beat you, sirrah, Ill brain you; Ill murder you, you mooncalf! [Throws the chair after him.

Sir Dav. Sir, sir, sir! constable! watch! stocks! stocks! stocks! murder! [Exit.

Cour. Huzza, Beaugard!

Re-enter Beaugard and Sir Jolly Jumble.

Four. Well, sir, the business is done; we have bargained to murder you.

Beau. Murdered! whos to be murdered, ha, Fourbin?

Sir Jol. You are to be murdered, friend; you shall be murdered, friend.

Beau. But how am I to be murdered? whos to murder me, I beseech you?

Four. Your humble servant, Fourbin; I am the man, with your worships leave: Sir Davy has given me this gold to do it handsomely.

Beau. Sir Davy! uncharitable cur; what! murder an honest fellow for being civil to his family! What can this mean, gentlemen?

Sir Jol. No, tis for not being civil to his family, that it means, gentlemen; therefore are you to be murdered to-night, and buried a-bed with my lady, you Jack Straw, you.

Beau. I understand you, friends; the old gentleman has designed to have me butchered, and you have kindly contrived to turn it to my advantage in the affair of love. I am to be murdered but as it were, gentlemen, ha? [Exit Courtine.

Four. Your honour has a piercing judgment. Sir, Captain Courtines gone.

Beau. No matter, let him go: he has a design to put in practice this night too, and would perhaps but spoil ours. But when, Sir Jolly, is this business to be brought about?

Sir Jol. Presently; tis more than time twere done already. Go, get you gone, I say. Hold, hold, lets see your left ear first, hum — ha — you are a rogue, youre a rogue; get you gone, get you gone, go. [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — Outside Sir Davy Dunces House.

Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony.

Maid. But why, madam, will you use him so inhumanly? Im confident he loves you.

Sylv. Oh! a true lover is to be found out like a true saint, by the trial of his patience. Have you the cords ready?

Maid. Here they are, madam.

Sylv. Let them down, and be sure, when it comes to trial, to pull lustily. Is Will the footman ready?

Will. [Within] At your ladyships command, madam.

Sylv. I wonder he should stay so long; the clock has struck twelve.

Enter Courtine, singing.

And was she not frank and free,
And was she not kind to me,
To lock up her cat in her cupboard,
And give her key to me, to me?
To lock up her cat in her cupboard,
And give her key to me?

Sylv. This must be he: ay, tis he, and, as I am a virgin, roaring drunk; but, if I find not a way to make him sober — 

Cour. Here, heres the window: ay, thats hell-door, and my damnations in the inside. Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia! dear imp of Satan, appear to thy servant.

Sylv. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of night,
When rest is wanting to her longing eyes?

Cour. Tis a poor wretch can hardly stand upright,
Drunk with thy love, and if he falls he lies.

Sylv. Courtine, ist you?

Cour. Yes, sweetheart, tis I; art thou ready for me?

Sylv. Fasten yourself to that cord there; there, there it is.

Cour. Cord! where? Oh, oh, here, here; so, now to Heaven in a string.

Sylv. Have you done?

Cour. Yes, I have done, child, and would fain be doing too, hussy.

Sylv. [To Will, within.] Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up! So, avast there, sir!

[Courtine is drawn halfway up to the balcony.

Cour. Madam!

Sylv. Are you very much in love, sir?

Cour. Oh, damnably, child, damnably.

Sylv. I am sorry fort with all my heart: good-night, captain.

Cour. Ha, gone! what, left in Erasmus paradise, between Heaven and hell? If the constable should take me now for a straggling monkey hung by the loins, and hunt me with his cry of watchmen? Ah, woman, woman, woman! Well, a merry life and a short, thats all.

[Sings] God prosper long our noble king,
Our lives and safeties all!

I am mighty loyal to-night.

Enter Fourbin and Bloody-Bones, as from Sir Davy Dunces House.

Four. Murder, murder, murder! help, help, murder!

Cour. Nay, if there be murder stirring, tis high time to shift for myself. [Climbs up to the balcony.

Sylv. [Squeaking.] Ah! [Exeunt Sylvia and Court.

Bloody-B. Yonder, yonder he comes; murder, murder, murder!

[Exeunt Bloody-Bones and Fourbin.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Tis very late; but murder is a melancholy business, and night is fit fort. Ill go home. [Knocks.

Ver. [Within.] Whos there?

Sir Dav. Whos there! open the door, you whelp of Babylon.

Ver. Oh, sir! youre welcome home; but here is the saddest news! here has been murder committed, sir.

Sir Dav. Hold your tongue, you fool, and go to sleep; get you in, do you hear? you talk of murder, you rogue? you meddle with state affairs? get you in. [Exit.

SCENE III. — The Entrance Hall in the same.

Sir Jolly Jumble and Lady Dunce discovered putting Beaugard in order, as if he were dead.

Sir Jol. Lie still, lie still, you knave, close, close, when I bid you: you had best quest, and spoil the sport, you had!

Beau. But pray how long must I lie thus?

L. Dunce. Ill warrant you youll think the time mighty tedious.

Beau. Sweet creature, who can counterfeit death when you are near him?

Sir Jol. You shall, sirrah, if a body desires you a little, so you shall; we shall spoil all else, all will be spoiled else, man, if you do not: stretch out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can. So, so, hold your breath, hold your breath; very well.

Enter Maid.

Maid. Madam, here comes Sir Davy.

Sir Jol. Odds so, now close again as I told you, close, you devil; now stir if you dare; stir but any part about you if you dare now; odd, Ill hit you such a rap if you do! Lie still, lie you still.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. My dear, how dost thou do, my dear? I am come.

L. Dunce. Ah, sir, what ist youve done? youve ruined me; your family, your fortune, all is ruined; where shall we go, or whither shall we fly?

Sir Dav. Where shall we go! why, well go to bed, you little jackadandy: why, you are not a wench, you rogue, you are a boy, a very boy, and I love you the better fort: sirrah, hey!

L. Dunce. Ah, sir, see there.

Sir Dav. Bless us! a man! and bloody! what, upon my hall-table!

L. Dunce. Two ruffians brought him in just now, pronouncing the inhuman deed was done by your command: Sir Jolly came in the same minute, or sure I had died with my distracting fears. How could you think on a revenge so horrid?

Sir Dav. As I hope to be saved, neighbour, I only bargained with them to bastinado him in a way, or so, as one friend might do to another: but do you say that he is dead?

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as clay; stark stiff and useless all, nothing about him stirring, but alls cold and still. I knew him a lusty fellow once, a very mettled fellow; tis a thousand pities!

Sir Dav. What shall I do? Ill throw myself upon him, kiss his wide wounds, and weep till blind as buzzard.

L. Dunce. Oh, come not near him; theres such horrid antipathy follows all murders, his wounds would stream afresh should you but touch him.

Sir Dav. Dear neighbour, dearest neighbour, friend, Sir Jolly, as you love charity, pity my wretched case, and give me counsel; Ill give my wife and all my estate to have him live again; or shall I bury him in the arbour, at the upper end of the garden?

Sir Jol. Alas-a-day, neighbour, never think ont, never think ont; the dogs will find him there, as they scrape holes to bury bones in; there is but one way that I know of.

Sir Dav. What is it, dear neighbour, what is it? You see I am upon my knees to you; take all I have and ease me of my fears.

Sir Jol. Truly the best thing that I can think of is putting of him to bed, putting him into a warm bed, and try to fetch him to life again; a warm bed is the best thing in the world. My lady may do much too, shes a good woman, and, as Ive been told, understands a green wound well.

Sir Dav. My dear, my dear, my dear!

L. Dunce. Bear me away! oh, send me hence far off, where my unhappy name may be a stranger, and this sad accident no more remembered to my dishonour!

Sir Dav. Ah, but my love! my joy! are there no bowels in thee?

L. Dunce. What would you have me do?

Sir Dav. Prythee do so much as try thy skill; there may be one dram of life left in him yet. Take him up to thy chamber, put him into thy own bed, and try what thou canst do with him; prythee do: if thou canst but find motion in him, all may be well yet. Ill go up to my closet in the garret, and say my prayers in the mean while.

L. Dunce. Will ye then leave this ruin on my hands?

Sir Dav. Pray, pray, my dear; I beseech you, neighbour, help to persuade her if it be possible.

Sir Jol. Faith, madam, do, try what you can do. I have a great fancy you may do him good; who can tell but you may have the gift of stroking? Pray, madam, be persuaded.

L. Dunce. Ill do whateers your pleasure.

Sir Dav. Thats my best dear: Ill go to my closet and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this should happen! [Exit.

Beau. So, is he gone, madam, my angel?

Sir Jol. What, no thanks, no reward for old Jolly now? Come hither, hussy, you little canary-bird, you little hop-o-my-thumb, come hither: make me a curtsey, and give me a kiss now, ha! give me a kiss, I say; odd, I will have a kiss, so I will, I will have a kiss if I set ont. Shoogh, shoogh, shoogh, get you into a corner when I bid you, shoogh, shoogh, shoogh — what, there already? [She goes to Beaugard.] Well, I ha done, I ha done; this tis to be an old fellow now.

Beau. And will you save the life of him youve wounded?

L. Dunce. Dare you trust yourself to my skill for a cure? [Sir Davy appears at a window above.

Sir Jol. Hist! hist! Close, close, I say again; yonders Sir Davy, odds so!

Sir Dav. My dear! my dear! my dear!

L. Dunce. Whos that calls? my love, ist you?

Sir Dav. Ay, some comfort or my hearts broke! are there any hopes yet? Ive tried to say my prayers, and cannot: if he be quite dead, I shall never pray again! Neighbour, no hopes?

Sir Jol. Truly little or none; some small pulse I think there is left, very little: theres nothing to be done if you dont pray: get you to prayers whatever you do. Get you gone; nay, dont stay now, shut the window, I tell you.

Sir Dav. Well, this is a great trouble to me; but good-night. [Retires.

Sir Jol. Good-night to you, dear neighbour. — Get ye up, get ye up, and begone into the next room presently, make haste. [To Beaugard and Lady Dunce.] But dont steal away till I come to you; be sure ye remember, dont ye stir till I come — pish, none of this bowing and fooling, it but loses time; Ill only bolt the door that belongs to Sir Davys lodgings, that he may be safe, and be with you in a twinkle. Ah — so, now for the door; very well, friend, you are fast.

[Bolts the door and sings.

Bonny lass, gan thoo wert mine,
And twonty thoosand poonds aboot thee, &c. [Exeunt.




ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I. — Sylvias Chamber.

Courtine discovered bound on a couch.

Cour. Heigho! heigho! Ha! where am I? Was I drunk or no, last night? Something leaning that way. But where the devil am I? sincerely in a bawdy-house: faugh! what a smell of sin is here! Let me look about; if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in the room, I am sure I have guessed right. Whats the matter now? tied fast! bound too! What tricks have I played to come into this condition? I have lighted into the territories of some merrily-disposed chambermaid or other; and she in a witty fit, forsooth, hath trussed me up thus: has she pinned no rags to my tail, or chalked me upon the back, trow? Would I had her mistress here at a venture!

Enter Sylvia and Maid.

Sylv. What would you do with her, my enchanted knight, if you had her? you are too sober for her by this time: next time you get drunk, you may perhaps venture to scale her balcony like a valiant captain as you are.

Cour. Hast thou done this, my dear destruction? and am I in thy limbo? I must confess, when I am in my beer, my courage does run away with me now and then; but let me loose, and thou shalt see what a gentle humble animal thou hast made me. Fie upont! what, tie me up like an ungovernable cur to the frame of a table! let, let thy poor dog loose, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little.

Sylv. What, with those paws which you have been ferreting Moor-fields withal, and are very dirty still? After you have been daggling yourself abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you come sneaking hither for a crust, do you?

Maid. Shall I fetch the whip and the bell, madam, and slash him for his roguery soundly?

Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferking of mans flesh, madam flea-trap? Does the chaplain of the family use you to the exercise, that you are so ready for it?

Sylv. If you should be let loose, and taken into favour now, you would be for rambling again so soon as you had got your liberty.

Cour. Do but try me, and if ever I prove recreant more, let me be beaten and used like a dog in good earnest.

Sylv. Promise to grant me but one request, and it shall be done.

Cour. Hear me but swear.

Sylv. That anybody may do ten thousand times a-day.

Cour. Upon the word of a gentleman; nay, as I hope to get money in pocket.

Sylv. There I believe him, lelely. Youll keep your word, you say?

Cour. If I dont, hang me up in that wenchs old garters.

Sylv. See, sir, you have your freedom. [Unbinds him.

Cour. Well, now name the price; what I must pay fort?

Sylv. You know, sir, considering our small acquaintance, you have been pleased to talk to me very freely of love-matters.

Cour. I must confess, I have been something to blame that way; but if ever thou hearest more of it from my mouth after this nights adventure — would I were well out of the house!

Sylv. Have a care of swearing, I beseech you; for you must understand that, spite of my teeth, I am at last fallen in love most unmercifully.

Cour. And dost thou imagine I am so hard-hearted a villain as to have no compassion of thee?

Sylv. No, for I hope hes a man you can have no exceptions against.

Cour. Yes, yes, the man is a man, Ill assure you, thats one comfort.

Sylv. Who do you think it may be now? try if you can guess him.

Cour. Whoever he is, hes an honest fellow, Ill warrant him, and I believe will not think himself very unhappy neither.

Sylv. If a fortune of five thousand pounds, pleasant nights, and quiet days, can make him happy, I assure you he may be so; but try once to guess at him.

Cour. But if I should be mistaken?

Sylv. Why, who is it you would wish me to?

Cour. You have five thousand pound, you say?

Sylv. Yes.

Cour. Faith, child, to deal honestly, I know well enough who tis I wish for; but, sweetheart, before I tell you my inclinations, it were but reasonable that I knew yours.

Sylv. Well, sir, because I am confident you will stand my friend in the business, Ill make a discovery; and to hold you in suspense no longer, you must know I have a months mind to an arm-full of your dearly-beloved friend and brother captain; what say you tot?

Cour. Madam, your humble servant; good-bye, thats all.

Sylv. What, thus cruelly leave a lady that so kindly took you in, in your last nights pickle, into her lodging? whither would you rove now, my wanderer?

Cour. Faith, madam, you have dealt so gallantly in trusting me with your passion, that I cannot stay here without telling you, that I am three times as much in love with an acquaintance of yours, as you can be with any friend of mine.

Sylv. Not with my waiting-woman, I hope, sir.

Cour. No, but it is with a certain kinswoman of thine, child; they call her my Lady Dunce, and I think this is her house too; they say she will be civil upon a good occasion, therefore, prythee be charitable, and show the way to her chamber a little.

Sylv. What, commit adultery, captain? fie upont! what, hazard your soul?

Cour. No, no, only venture my body a little, thats all; look you, you know the secret, and may imagine my desires, therefore as you would have me assist your inclinations, pray be civil and help me to mine; look you, no demurring upon the matter, no qualms, but show me the way — [To the Maid] or you, hussy, you shall dot; any bawd will serve at present, for I will go. [Exit Maid.

Sylv. But you shant go, sir.

Cour. Shant go, lady?

Sylv. No, shant go, sir; did I not tell you when once you had got your liberty, that you would be rambling again.

Cour. Why, child, wouldst thou be so uncharitable to tie up a poor jade to an empty rack in thy stable, when he knows where to go elsewhere, and get provender enough?

Sylv. Any musty provender, I find, will serve your turn, so you have it but cheap, or at another mans charges.

Cour. No, child, I had rather my ox should graze in a field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the common, or run the hazard of being pounded every day for trespasses.

Sylv. Truly, all things considered, tis a great pity so good a husbandman as you should want a farm to cultivate.

Cour. Wouldst thou be but kind, and let me have a bargain in a tenement of thine, to try how it would agree with me!

Sylv. And would you be contented to take a lease for your life?

Cour. So pretty a lady of the manor, and a moderate rent!

Sylv. Which youll be sure to pay very punctually?

Cour. If thou doubtest my honesty, faith, een take a little earnest beforehand.

Sylv. Not so hasty neither, good tenant. Imprimis, you shall oblige yourself to a constant residence, and not, by leaving the house uninhabited, let it run to repairs.

Cour. Agreed.

Sylv. Item, for your own sake you shall promise to keep the estate well fenced and inclosed, lest some time or other your neighbours cattle break in and spoil the crop on the ground, friend.

Cour. Very just and reasonable, provided I dont find it lie too much to common already.

Sylv. Item, you shall enter into strict covenant not to take any other farm upon your hands, without my consent and approbation; or, if you do, that then it shall be lawful for me to get me another tenant, how and where I think fit.

Cour. Faith, thats something hard though, let me tell you but that, landlady.

Sylv. Upon these terms, well draw articles.

Cour. And when shall we sign them?

Sylv. Why, this morning, as soon as the ten oclock office in Covent-garden is open.

Cour. A bargain; but how will you answer your entertainment of a drunken red-coat in your lodgings at these unseasonable hours?

Sylv. Thats a secret you will be hereafter obliged to keep for your own sake; and for the family, your friend Beaugard shall answer for us there.

Cour. Indeed I fancied the rogue had mischief in his head, he behaved himself so soberly last night: has he taken a farm lately too?

Sylv. A trespasser, I believe, if the truth were known, upon the provender you would fain have been biting at just now.

Re-enter Maid.

Maid. Madam, madam, have a care of yourself: I see lights in the great hall; whatever is the matter, Sir Davy and all the family are up.

Cour. I hope theyll come, and catch me here: well, now you have brought me into this condition, what will you do with me, ha?

Sylv. You wont be contented for awhile to be tied up like a jade to an empty rack without hay, will you?

Cour. Faith, een take me, and put thy mark upon me quickly, that if I light into strange hands they may know me for a sheep of thine.

Sylv. What, by your wanting a fleece do you mean? If it must be so, come follow your shepherdess. Ba-a-a! [Exeunt.



SCENE II. — A Room in Sir Davy Dunces House.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin.

Sir Dav. I cannot sleep, I shall never sleep again: I have prayed too so long, that were I to be hanged presently, I have never a prayer left to help myself: I was no sooner lain down upon the bed just now, and fallen into a slumber, but methought the devil was carrying me down Ludgate-hill a-gallop, six puny fiends with flaming fire-forks running before him like link-boys, to throw me headlong into Fleetditch, which seemed to be turned into a lake of fire and brimstone: would it were morning!

Ver. Truly, sir, it has been a very dismal night.

Sir Dav. But didst thou meet never a white thing upon the stairs?

Ver. No, sir, not I; but methoughts I saw our great dog Towzer, with his brass collar on, stand at the cellar-door as I came along the old entry.

Sir Dav. It could never be: Towzer has a chain; had this thing a chain on?

Ver. No, sir, no chain, but it had Towzers eyes for all the world.

Sir Dav. What, ugly, great, frightful eyes?

Ver. Ay, ay, huge saucer eyes, but mightily like Towzers.

Sir Dav. O Lord! O Lord! hark! hark!

Ver. What? what I beseech you, sir?

Sir Dav. Whats that upon the stairs? Didst thou hear nothing? Hist, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, hey!

Ver. Hear nothing! where, sir?

Sir Dav. Look! look! whats that? whats that in the corner there?

Ver. Where?

Sir Dav. There.

Ver. What, upon the iron chest?

Sir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old clock-case. See! see! now it stirs, and is coming this way.

Ver. Alas, sir, speak to it — you are a justice o peace — I beseech you. I dare not stay in the house: Ill call the watch, and tell em hells broke loose; what shall I do? oh! [Exit.

Sir Dav. O Vermin, if thou art a true servant, have pity on thy master, and do not forsake me in this distressed condition. Satan, begone! I defy thee. Ill repent and be saved, Ill say my prayers, Ill go to church; help! help! help! Was there anything or no? in what hole shall I hide myself? [Exit.

Enter Sir Jolly, Fourbin, and Bloody-Bones.

Sir Jol. That should be Sir Davys voice; the waiting-woman, indeed, told me he was afraid and could not sleep. Pretty fellows, pretty fellows both; youve done your business handsomely; what, Ill warrant you have been a-whoring together now; ha! You do well, you do well, I like you the better fort; whats oclock?

Four. Near four, sir; twill not be day yet these two hours.

Sir Jol. Very well, but how got ye into the house?

Four. A ragged retainer of the family, Vermin I think they call him, let us in as physicians sent for by your order.

Sir Jol. Excellent rogues! and then I hope all things are ready, as I gave directions?

Four. To a tittle, sir; there shall not be a more critical observer of your worships pleasure than your humble servant the Chevalier Fourbin.

Sir Jol. Get you gone, you rogue, you have a sharp nose, and are a nimble fellow; I have no more to say to you, stand aside, and be ready when I call: here he comes; hist, hem, hem, hem.

[Exeunt Fourbin and Bloody-Bones.

Re-enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Ha! what art thou?
Approach thou like the rugged Bankside bear,
The East-cheap bull, or monster shown in fair, — 
Take any shape but that, and Ill confront thee!

Sir Jol. Alas, unhappy man! I am thy friend.

Sir Dav. Thou canst not be my friend, for I defy thee. Sir Jolly! neighbour! ha! is it you? are you sure it is you? are you yourself? if you be, give me your hand. Alas-a-day, I ha seen the devil.

Sir Jol. The devil, neighbour?

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, theres no help fort; at first I fancied it was a young white bears cub dancing in the shadow of my candle; then it was turned to a pair of blue breeches with wooden legs on, stamped about the room, as if all the cripples in town had kept their rendezvous there; when all of a sudden, it appeared like a leathern serpent, and with a dreadful clap of thunder flew out of the window.

Sir Jol. Thunder! why, I heard no thunder.

Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were you asleep?

Sir Jol. Asleep, quoth-a? no, no; no sleeping this night for me, I assure you.

Sir Dav. Well, whats the best news then? How does the man?

Sir Jol. Even as he did before he was born nothing at all; hes dead.

Sir Dav. Dead! what, quite dead?

Sir Jol. As good as dead, if not quite dead; twas a horrid murder! and then the terror of conscience, neighbour.

Sir Dav. And truly I have a very terrified one, friend, though I never found I had any conscience at all till now. Pray whereabout was his deaths-wound?

Sir Jol. Just here, just under his left pap, a dreadful gash.

Sir Dav. So very wide?

Sir Jol. Oh, as wide as my hat; you might have seen his lungs, liver, and heart, as perfectly as if you had been in his belly.

Sir Dav. Is there no way to have him privately buried, and conceal this murder? Must I needs be hanged by the neck like a dog, neighbour? Do I look as if I would be hanged?

Sir Jol. Truly, Sir Davy, I must deal faithfully with you, you do look a little suspiciously at present; but have you seen the devil, say you?

Sir Dav. Ay, surely it was the devil, nothing else could have frighted me so.

Sir Jol. Bless us, and guard us all the angels! whats that?

Sir Dav. Potestati sempiternæ cujus benevolentiâ servantur gentes, et cujus misericordiâ — 

[Kneels, holding up his hands, and muttering as if he prayed.

Sir Jol. Neighbour, where are you, friend, Sir Davy?

Sir Dav. Ah, whatever you do, be sure to stand close to me: where, where is it?

Sir Jol. Just, just there, in the shape of a coach and six horses against the wall.

Sir Dav. Deliver us all! he wont carry me away in that coach and six, will he?

Sir Jol. Do you see it? [Exit.

Sir Dav. See it! plain, plain: dear friend, advise me what I shall do: Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, do you hear nothing? Sir Jolly — ha! has he left me alone, Vermin?

Ver. Sir.

Sir Dav. Am I alive? Dost thou know me again? Am I thy quondam master, Sir Davy Dunce?

Ver. I hope I shall never forget you, sir.

Sir Dav. Didst thou see nothing?

Ver. Yes, sir, methought the house was all a-fire, as it were.

Sir Dav. Didst thou not see how the devils grinned and gnashed their teeth at me, Vermin?

Ver. Alas, sir, I was afraid one of em would have bit off my nose, as he vanished out of the door.

Sir Dav. Lead me away, Ill go to my wife, Ill die by my own dear wife. Run away to the Temple, and call Counsellor, my lawyer; Ill make over my estate presently, I shant live till noon; Ill give all I have to my wife. Ha, Vermin!

Ver. Truly, sir, shes a very good lady.

Sir Dav. Ah, much, much too good for me, Vermin; thou canst not imagine what she has done for me, man; she would break her heart if I should give any thing away from her, she loves me so dearly. Yet if I do die, thou shalt have all my old shoes.

Ver. I hope to see you live many a fair day yet though.

Sir Dav. Ah, my wife, my poor wife! lead me to my poor wife. [Exeunt.



SCENE III. — Lady Dunces Chamber.

Lady Dunce and Beaugard discovered.

L. Dunce. What think you now of a cold wet march over the mountains, your men tired, your baggage not come up, but at night a dirty watery plain to encamp upon, and nothing to shelter you, but an old leaguer cloak as tattered as your colours? Is not this much better, now, than lying wet, and getting the sciatica?

Beau. The hopes of this made all fatigue easy to me; the thoughts of Clarinda have a thousand times refreshed me in my solitude. Wheneer I marched, I fancied still it was to my Clarinda; when I fought, I imagined it was for my Clarinda; but when I came home, and found Clarinda lost! — How could you think of wasting but a night in the rank, surfeiting arms of this foul-feeding monster, this rotten trunk of a man, that lays claim to you?

L. Dunce. The persuasion of friends, and the authority of parents.

Beau. And had you no more grace than to be ruled by a father and mother?

L. Dunce. When you were gone, that should have given me better counsel, how could I help myself?

Beau. Methinks, then, you might have found out some cleanlier shift to have thrown away yourself upon than nauseous old age, and unwholesome deformity.

L. Dunce. What, upon some over-grown, full-fed country fool, with a horse-face, a great ugly head, and a great fine estate; one that should have been drained and squeezed, and jolted up and down the town in hackneys with cheats and hectors, and so sent home at three oclock every morning, like a lolling booby, stinking, with a belly-full of stummed wine, and nothing ins pockets?

Beau. You might have made a tractable beast of such a one; he would have been young enough for training.

L. Dunce. Is youth then so gentle, if age be stubborn? Young men, like springs wrought by a subtle workman, easily ply to what their wishes press them; but the desire once gone that kept them down, they soon start straight again, and no signs left which way they bent before.

Sir Jol. [At the door peeping.] So, so, who says I see anything now? I see nothing, not I; I dont see, I dont see, I dont look, not so much as look, not I. [He enters.

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. I will have my wife, carry me to my wife, let me go to my wife, Ill live and die with my wife, let the devil do his worst; ah, my wife, my wife, my wife!

L. Dunce. [To Beaugard.] Alas! alas! we are ruined! shift for yourself; counterfeit the dead corpse once more, or anything.

Sir Dav. Ha! whosoeer thou art thou canst not eat me! speak to me, who has done this? Thou canst not say I did it.

Sir Jol. Did it? did what? Heres nobody says you did anything that I know, neighbour; whats the matter with you? what ails you? whither do you go? whither do you run? I tell you heres nobody says a word to you.

Sir Dav. Did you not see the ghost just now?

Sir Jol. Ghost! prythee now, heres no ghost; whither would you go? I tell you, you shall not stir one foot farther, man; the devil take me if you do. Ghost! prythee, heres no ghost at all; a little flesh and blood, indeed, there is, some old, some young, some alive, some dead, and so forth; but ghost! pish, heres no ghost.

Sir Dav. But, sir, if I say I did see a ghost, I did see a ghost, an you go to that; why, sure I know a ghost when I see one. Ah, my dear, if thou hadst but seen the devil half so often as I have seen him!

L. Dunce. Alas, Sir Davy! if you ever loved me, come not, oh, come not near me; I have resolved to waste the short remainder of my life in penitence, and taste of joys no more.

Sir Dav. Alas, my poor child! But do you think there was no ghost indeed?

Sir Jol. Ghost! Alas-a-day, what should a ghost do here?

Sir Dav. And is the man dead?

Sir Jol. Dead! ay, ay, stark dead, hes stiff by this time.

L. Dunce. Here you may see the horrid ghastly spectacle, the sad effects of my too rigid virtue, and your too fierce resentment — 

Sir Jol. Do you see there?

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I do see; would I had never seen him; would he had lain with my wife in every house between Charing Cross and Aldgate, so this had never happened!

Sir Jol. In truth, and would he had! but we are all mortal, neighbour, all mortal; to-day we are here, to-morrow gone; like the shadow that vanisheth, like the grass that withereth, or like the flower that fadeth; or indeed like anything, or rather like nothing: but we are all mortal.

Sir Dav. Heigh!

L. Dunce. Down, down that trap-door, it goes into a bathing-room; for the rest, leave it to my conduct.

[Beaugard descends.

Sir Jol. Tis very unfortunate that you should run yourself into this premunire, Sir Davy.

Sir Dav. Indeed, and so it is.

Sir Jol. For a gentleman, a man in authority, a person in years, one that used to go to church with his neighbours.

Sir Dav. Every Sunday truly, Sir Jolly.

Sir Jol. Pay scot and lot to the parish.

Sir Dav. Six pounds a year to the very poor, without abatement or deduction: tis very hard if so good a commonwealths-man should be brought to ride in a cart at last, and be hanged in a sunshiny morning to make butchers and suburb apprentices a holiday; Ill een run away.

Sir Jol. Run away! why then your estate will be forfeited; youll lose your estate, man.

Sir Dav. Truly you say right, friend; and a man had better be half-hanged than lose his estate, you know.

Sir Jol. Hanged! no, no, I think theres no great fear of hanging neither: what, the fellow was but a sort of an unaccountable fellow, as I heard you say.

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, pox on him, he was a soldierly sort of a vagabond; he had little or nothing but his sins to live upon: if I could have had but patience, he would have been hanged within these two months, and all this mischief saved.

[Beaugard rises up like a ghost at the trap-door, just before Sir Davy.

O Lord! the devil, the devil, the devil! [Falls upon his face.

Sir Jol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you? whats the matter with you?

Sir Dav. Let me alone, let me lie still; I will not look up to see an angel; oh-h-h!

L. Dunce. My dear, why do you do these cruel things to affright me? Pray rise and speak to me.

Sir Dav. I dare not stir; I saw the ghost again just now.

L. Dunce. Ghost again! what ghost? where?

Sir Dav. Why, there! there!

Sir Jol. Here has been no ghost.

Sir Dav. Why, did you see nothing then?

L. Dunce. See nothing! no, nothing but one another.

Sir Dav. Then I am enchanted, or my end is near at hand, neighbour; for Heavens sake, neighbour, advise me what I shall do to be at rest.

Sir Jol. Do! why, what think you if the body were removed?

Sir Dav. Removed! Id give a hundred pound the body were out of my house; may be then the devil would not be so impudent.

Sir Jol. I have discovered a door-place in the wall betwixt my ladys chamber and one that belongs to me; if you think fit well beat it down, and remove this troublesome lump of earth to my house.

Sir Dav. But will you be so kind?

Sir Jol. If you think it may by any means be serviceable to you.

Sir Dav. Truly, if the body were removed, and disposed of privately, that no more might be heard of the matter — I hope hell be as good as his word. [Aside.

Sir Jol. Fear nothing, Ill warrant you; but in troth I had utterly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it.

Sir Dav. Whats that?

Sir Jol. Why, it will be absolutely necessary that your lady stayed with me at my house for one day, till things were better settled.

Sir Dav. Ah, Sir Jolly! whatever you think fit; anything of mine that you have a mind to; pray take her, pray take her, you shall be very welcome. Hear you, my dearest, there is but one way for us to get rid of this untoward business, and Sir Jolly has found it out; therefore by all means go along with him, and be ruled by him; and whatever Sir Jolly would have thee do, een do it: so Heaven prosper ye, good-bye, good-bye, till I see you again. [Exit.

Sir Jol. This is certainly the civilest cuckold in city, town, or country.

Beau. Is he gone? [Steps out.

L. Dunce. Yes, and has left poor me here.

Beau. In troth, madam, tis barbarously done of him, to commit a horrid murder on the body of an innocent poor fellow, and then leave you to stem the danger of it.

Sir Jol. Odd, an I were as thee, sweetheart, Id be revenged on him for it, so I would. Go, get ye together, steal out of the house as softly as you can, Ill meet ye in the Piazza presently; go, be sure ye steal out of the house, and dont let Sir Davy see you. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. — Entrance Hall in Sir Davy Dunces House.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble.

Sir Jol. Bloody-Bones!

Enter Bloody-Bones.

Bloody-B. I am here, sir.

Sir Jol. Go you and Fourbin to my house presently; bid Monsieur Fourbin remember that all things be ordered according to my directions. Tell my maids, too, I am coming home in a trice; bid em get the great chamber, and the banquet I spoke for, ready presently. And, dye hear, carry the minstrels with ye too, for I am resolved to rejoice this morning. Let me see — Sir Davy!

Enter Sir Davy Dunce.

Sir Dav. Ay, neighbour, tis I; is the business done? I cannot be satisfied till I am sure: have you removed the body? is it gone?

Sir Jol. Yes, yes, my servants conveyed it out of the house just now. Well, Sir Davy, a good morning to you: I wish you your health, with all my heart, Sir Davy; the first thing you do, though, Id have you say your prayers by all means, if you can.

Sir Dav. If I can possibly, I will.

Sir Jol. Well, good-bye. [Exit.

Sir Dav. Well, good-bye heartily, good neighbour. — Vermin, Vermin!

Enter Vermin.

Ver. Did your honour call?

Sir Dav. Go run, run presently over the square, and call the constable presently; tell him heres murder committed, and that I must speak with him instantly. Ill een carry him to my neighbours, that he may find the dead body there, and so let my neighbour be very fairly hanged in my stead; ha! a very good jest, as I hope to live, ha, ha, ha! — hey, whats that?

Watchmen. [Within.] Almost four oclock, and a dark cloudy morning; good-morrow, my masters all, good-morrow!

Enter Constable and Watch.

Const. Hows this, a door open! Come in, gentlemen. — Ah, Sir Davy, your honours humble servant; I and my watch, going my morning-rounds, and finding your door open, made bold to enter, to see there were no danger. Your worship will excuse our care; a good morning to you, sir.

Sir Dav. Oh, Master Constable, Im glad youre here; I sent my man just now to call you. I have sad news to tell you, Master Constable.

Const. I am sorry for that, sir; sad news!

Sir Dav. Oh, ay, sad news, very sad news truly: here has been murder committed.

Const. Murder! if thats all, we are your humble servants, sir, well bid you good-morrow: murders nothing at this time o night in Covent-garden.

Sir Dav. Oh, but this is a horrid, bloody murder, done under my nose; I cannot but take notice of it; though I am sorry to tell you the authors of it, very sorry truly.

Const. Was it committed here near hand?

Sir Dav. Oh, at the very next door; a sad murder indeed. After they had done, they carried the body privately into my neighbour Sir Jollys house here; I am sorry to tell it you, Master Constable, for I am afraid it will look but scurvily on his side; though I am a justice o peace, gentlemen, and am bound by my oath to take notice of it; I cant help it.

1st Watch. I never liked that Sir Jolly.

Const. He threatened me tother day for carrying a little, dirty, draggle-tailed whore to Bridewell, and said she was his cousin. Sir, if your worship thinks fit, well go search his house.

Sir Dav. Oh, by all means, gentlemen, it must be so; justice must have its course; the kings liege subjects must not be destroyed. — Vermin, carry Master Constable and his dragons into the cellar, and make em drink; Ill but step into my study, put on my face of authority, and call upon ye instantly.

Watchmen. We thank your honour. [Exeunt.



SCENE V. — A Room in Sir Jolly Jumbles House. A banquet set out.

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce.

Sir Jol. So, are ye come? I am glad ont; odd, youre welcome, very welcome, odd, ye are; heres a small banquet, but I hope twill please you; sit ye down, sit ye down both together; nay, both together: a pox o him that parts ye, I say!

Beau. Sir Jolly, this might be an entertainment for Antony and Cleopatra, were they living.

Sir Jol. Pish! a pox of Antony and Cleopatra, they are dead and rotten long ago; come, come, times but short, times but short, and must be made the best use of; for

Youths a flower that soon does fade,
And life is but a span;
Man was for the woman made,
And woman made for man.

Why, now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisk and be brisk, rejoice, and make a noise, and — odd, I am pleased, mightily pleased, odd, I am.

L. Dunce. Really, Sir Jolly, you are more a philosopher than I thought you were.

Sir Jol. Philosopher, madam! yes, madam, I have read books in my times; odd, Aristotle, in some things, had very pretty notions, he was an understanding fellow. Why dont ye eat? odd, an ye dont eat — here, child, heres some ringoes, help, help your neighbour a little; odd, they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial.

Beau. Sir Jolly, your health.

Sir Jol. With all my heart, old boy.

L. Dunce. Dear Sir Jolly, what are these? I never tasted of these before.

Sir Jol. That? eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; odd, tis the root satyrion, a very precious plant, I gather em every May myself; odd, theyll make an old fellow of sixty-five cut a caper like a dancing-master. Give me some wine. Madam, heres a health, heres a health, madam, heres a health to honest Sir Davy, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha! [Dance.

Enter Bloody-Bones.

Bloody-B. Sir, sir, sir! what will you do? yonders the constable and all his watch at the door, and threatens demolishment, if not admitted presently.

Sir Jol. Odds so! odds so! the constable and his watch! whats to be done now? get you both into the alcove there, get ye gone quickly, quickly; no noise, no noise, dye hear? [Exeunt Lady Dunce and Beaugard.] The constable and his watch! a pox on the constable and his watch! what the devil have the constable and his watch to do here?

Enter Constable, Watch, and Sir Davy Dunce.

Const. This way, this way, gentlemen; stay one of ye at the door, and let nobody pass, do you hear? Sir Jolly, your servant.

Sir Jol. What, this outrage, this disturbance committed upon my house and family! sir, sir, sir! what do you mean by these doings, sweet sir? ho!

Const. Sir, having received information that the body of a murdered man is concealed in your house, I am come, according to my duty, to make search and discover the truth. — Stand to my assistance, gentlemen.

Sir Jol. A murdered man, sir?

Sir Dav. Yes, a murdered man, sir. Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, I am sorry to see a person of your character and figure in the parish concerned in a murder, I say.

Sir Jol. Heres a dog! heres a rogue for you! heres a villain! heres a cuckoldy son of his mother! I never knew a cuckold in my life that was not a false rogue in his heart; there are no honest fellows living but whore-masters. Hark you, sir, what a pox do you mean? you had best play the fool, and spoil all, you had; whats all this for?

Sir Dav. When your worships come to be hanged, youll find the meaning ont, sir. I say once more, search the house.

Const. It shall be done, sir. Come along, friends.

[Exeunt Constable and Watch.

Sir Jol. Search my house! O Lord! search my house! what will become of me? I shall lose my reputation with man and woman, and nobody will ever trust me again. O Lord! search my house! all will be discovered, do what I can! Ill sing a song like a dying swan, and try to give them warning.

Go from the window, my love, my love, my love,
Go from the window, my dear;
The wind and the rain
Have brought em back again,
And thou canst have no lodging here.

O Lord! search my house!

Sir Dav. Break down that door, Ill have that door broke open; break down that door, I say. [Knocking within.

Sir Jol. Very well done; break down my doors, break down my walls, gentlemen! plunder my house! ravish my maids! Ah, cursed be cuckolds, cuckolds, constables, and cuckolds!

A door is opened and discovers Beaugard and Lady Dunce.

Re-enter Constable and Watch.

Beau. Stand off! by Heaven, the first that comes here comes upon his death.

Sir Dav. Sir, your humble servant; Im glad to see you are alive again with all my heart. Gentlemen, heres no harm done, gentlemen; heres nobody murdered, gentlemen; the mans alive, again, gentlemen; but heres my wife, gentlemen, and a fine gentleman with her, gentlemen; and Master Constable, I hope youll bear me witness, Master Constable.

Sir Jol. That hes a cuckold, Master Constable.

[Aside.

Beau. Hark ye, ye curs, keep off from snapping at my heels, or I shall so feague ye.

Sir Jol. Get ye gone, ye dogs, ye rogues, ye night-toads of the parish dungeon; disturb my house at these unseasonable hours! get ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or Ill brain ye, dogs, rogues, villains! [Exeunt Constable and Watch.

Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb, you see I am not murdered, though you paid well for the performance; what think you of bribing my own man to butcher me?

Enter Fourbin.

Look ye, sir, he can cut a throat upon occasion, and heres another dresses a mans heart with oil and pepper, better than any cook in Christendom.

Four. Will your worship please to have one for your breakfast this morning?

Sir Dav. With all my heart, sweetheart, anything in the world, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha! this is the purest sport, ha, ha, ha!

Re-enter Vermin.

Ver. Oh, sir, the most unhappy and most unfortunate news! There has been a gentleman in Madam Sylvias chamber all this night, who, just as you went out of doors, carried her away, and whither they are gone nobody knows.

Sir Dav. With all my heart, I am glad ont, child, I would not care if he had carried away my house and all, man. Unhappy news, quoth-a! poor fool, he does not know I am a cuckold, and that anybody may make bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha! I am so pleased, ha, ha, ha; I think I was never so pleased in all my life before, ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Nay, sir, I have a hank upon you; there are laws for cut-throats, sir; and as you tender your future credit, take this wronged lady home, and use her handsomely, use her like my mistress, sir, do you mark me? that when we think fit to meet again, I hear no complaint of you; this must be done, friend.

Sir Jol. In troth, and it is but reasonable, very reasonable in troth.

L. Dunce. Can you, my dear, forgive me one misfortune?

Sir Dav. Madam, in one word, I am thy ladyships most humble servant and cuckold, Sir Davy Dunce, knight, living in Covent-garden; ha, ha, ha! well, this is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha!

Enter Sylvia, followed by Courtine.

Sylv. Sir Jolly, ah, Sir Jolly, protect me or Im ruined.

Sir Jol. My little minikin, is it thy squeak?

Beau. My dear Courtine, welcome.

Sir Jol. Well, child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee, child? Ha! child, child, what would he do to thee?

Sylv. Oh, sir, he has most inhumanly seduced me out of my uncles house, and threatens to marry me.

Cour. Nay, sir, and she having no more grace before her eyes neither, has een taken me at my word.

Sir Jol. In troth, and thats very uncivilly done: I dont like these marriages, Ill have no marriages in my house, and theres an end ont.

Sir Dav. And do you intend to marry my niece, friend?

Cour. Yes, sir, and never ask your consent neither.

Sir Dav. In troth, and thats very well said: I am glad ont with all my heart, man, because she has five thousand pounds to her portion, and my estates bound to pay it. Well, this is the happiest day, ha, ha, ha!

Here, take thy bride, like man and wife agree,
And may she prove as true — as mine to me.

Ha, ha, ha!

Beau. Courtine, I wish thee joy: thou art come opportunely to be a witness of a perfect reconcilement between me and that worthy knight, Sir Davy Dunce; which to preserve inviolate, you must, sir, before we part, enter into such covenants for performance as I shall think fit.

Sir Dav. No more to be said; it shall be done, sweetheart: but dont be too hard upon me; use me gently, as thou didst my wife; gently, ha, ha, ha! a very good jest, i faith, ha, ha, ha! or if he should be cruel to me, gentlemen, and take this advantage over a poor cornuto, to lay me in a prison, or throw me in a dungeon, at least — 

I hope amongst all you, sirs, I shant fail
To find one brother-cuckold out for bail. [Exeunt.




EPILOGUE

With the discharge of passions much oppressed,
Disturbed in brain, and pensive in his breast,
Full of those thoughts which make the unhappy sad,
And by imagination half grown mad,
The poet led abroad his mourning muse,
And let her range, to see what sport shed choose.
Straight, like a bird got loose, and on the wing,
Pleased with her freedom she began to sing;
Each note was echoed all the vale along,
And this was what she uttered in her song: — 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain fame,
Nor call thy muse, when thou art dull, to blame:
Consider with thyself how thourt unfit
To make that monster of mankind, a wit:
A wits a toad, who, swelled with silly pride,
Full of himself, scorns all the world beside;
Civil would seem, though he good manners lacks,
Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs.
If eer good-natured, nought to ridicule,
Good-nature melts a wit into a fool:
Placed high like some jack-pudding in a hall,
At Christmas revels, he makes sport for all.
So much in little praises he delights,
But when hes angry, draws his pen, and writes.
A wit to no man will his dues allow;
Wits will not part with a good word thats due:
So whoeer ventures on the ragged coast
Of starving poets, certainly is lost;
They rail like porters at the penny-post.
At a new authors play see one but sit,
Making his snarling froward face of wit,
The merit he allows, and praise he grants,
Comes like a tax from a poor wretch that wants.
O poets, have a care of one another,
Theres hardly one amongst ye true to tother:
Like Trinculos and Stephanos, ye play
The lewdest tricks each other to betray.
Like foes detract, yet flattering, friend-like smile,
And all is one another to beguile
Of praise, the monster of your barren isle.
Enjoy the prostitute ye so admire,
Enjoy her to the full of your desire;
Whilst this poor scribbler wishes to retire,
Where he may neer repeat his follies more,
But curse the fate that wrecked him on your shore.

Now you, who this day as his judges sit,
After youve heard what he has said of wit,
Ought for your own sakes not to be severe,
But show so much to think he meant none here.


Venice Preserved
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OR, A PLOT DISCOVERED

Widely regarded as Otways masterpiece, Venice Preserved; Or, A Plot Discovered is the most significant tragedy of the 1680s English stage. It was first performed in 1682, with Thomas Betterton taking the role of Jaffeir and Elizabeth Barry, Otways beloved muse, appearing as Belvidera. The play was quickly printed and enjoyed many revivals up until the 1830s. 

The plot concerns Jaffeir, a noble but impoverished Venetian, who has secretly married Belvidera, the daughter of the proud senator Priuli, who has cut off her inheritance. Jaffeir is accompanied by his friend Pierre, a foreign soldier, who stokes his resentment and entices him into a plot against the Senate of Venice. Pierres reasons for plotting against the Senate revolve around the corrupt senator Antonio, who has paid for relations with Pierres mistress, Aquilina. Despite Pierres complaints, the Senate has refused to punish Antonio, who enjoys a senatorial privilege.

Pierre introduces Jaffeir to the conspirators, captained by the vicious Renault. To earn their trust, Jaffeir must put Belvidera in Renaults care as a hostage. That evening, Renault attempts to rape Belvidera, but she escapes to Jaffeir, who then confides to her the plot against the Senate. She devises a plan of her own: Jaffeir will reveal the conspiracy to the Senate and claim the lives of the conspirators as his reward. But will this new plot succeed?

The play features several political parallels. The character of Senator Antonio is a reference to Shaftesbury, while the grand plot resembles the Gunpowder Plot, among others, as well as the so-called Spanish Conspiracy against Venice of 1618. The oceanic city of Venice had been used as a stand-in for London before, but the subtext most noticeable to contemporaries was the parallel with the Exclusion Crisis. These factors were no doubt responsible for the plays initial success. Modern critics have also identified how Venice Preservd tackles feminist issues. As the play was written in the Restoration period, when the legal protections for women were few and far between, the emotional impact of the tragedy is in many ways the vulnerability of women. Aquillina, the plays courtesan, is treated with little regard by the men. Her lover, Pierre, refuses to reveal the plot against the Senate to her, suggesting that women shouldnt talk out of bed, and Antonio never calls her by her name, but refers to her only as his little Nacky (a slang term for a womans genitalia). Of all of the characters, Belvidera is the most powerless in the face of overwhelming social and political turmoil. Contemporary audiences responded enthusiastically to the pathos of her character, which was especially written for Elizabeth Barry, capitalising on her phenomenal success in the role of the similarly helpless Monimia in Otways The Orphan (1680). 

Following the resounding success of Venice Preservd, Otway was the toast of London. However, the financial situation of the theatre meant that he did not grow wealthy from his work. In 1692, Robert Gould, a significant voice of Restoration poetry, wrote, Otway, though very fat, starves. Though today the reputation of Venice Preservd has become more obscure, it held the status of one of the best-known and most important of English tragedies for over 100 years.
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VENICE PRESERVED; OR, A PLOT DISCOVERED.

Venice Preserved was written and acted in 1682, when the terrors of the alleged Popish Plot had nearly subsided, and probably receives its second title from that atrocious and equivocal scare. It is founded on the historical novel of Saint-Réal, Conjuration des Espagnols contre la Venise en 1618, though Sir Henry Wotton, who was our ambassador to Venice at the time, calls it a French conspiracy. The whole thing was kept as dark as possible by the Republic, and its exact character is not easy to determine. Mr. Horatio Brown, however, by original researches in the Venetian archives, has thrown much light upon it in his recent charming volume of Venetian Sketches. Needy French adventurers, like Pierre and Renault, appear to have inflamed the ambition of Spanish grandees, like Osorio, Viceroy of Naples, and Bedamar, the ambassador at Venice, to compass the ruin of the Republic by taking advantage of gross internal corruption, the glaring contrast between social luxury and poverty, and consequent political discontent. But it was a rat-like hole-and-corner plot, as devoid of civic virtue or dignity, as any Rye House plot of Otways time, or any American-Irish assassination club of our own.

The last time the play was performed without the omission of the comic scenes, in which Antonio so degradingly figures, was at the special command of George II.; but they were condemned by the audience in spite of royal influence. The satire upon Shaftesbury, designed in the character of Antonio, is said to have been introduced at the instigation of Charles II. (Derrick, Dramatic Censor, ). In the prologue to the play, Shaftesburys ambition to be elected King of Poland, which procured for him the nick-name of Count Tapsky, and was ridiculed by Dryden in The Medal, is openly referred to. Antonios name and age also correspond to those of Shaftesbury. But the parody of his style of speaking is poor. The audience on the occasion just referred to bestowed vehement applause on Leigh and Mrs. Currer, who acted the parts of Antonio and Aquilina. So fond were people of buffoonery in those days that, according to Davies (Dramatic Miscellany), when Pierre, defying the conspirators (Act III.), exclaims— Thou die! Thou kill my friend! or thou, or thou, or thou with that lean, withered, wretched face! — an actor, selected for the purpose, of a most unfortunate figure and meagre visage, presented himself, and converted this fine passage into burlesque.

The play of Venice Preserved has been several times translated into French. Hallam observes that the Manlius Capitolinus of Antoine de la Fosse, published in 1698, and imitated from Venice Preserved, shows the influence which Otway exercised abroad. Upon himself the influence of contemporary French dramatists was in turn very marked. Lord Byron was certainly indebted to this play in his Marino Faliero. An old French critic finds fault with the tolling of the bell in Act V. This shocking extravagance, which in Paris would excite only contempt and derision, strikes the English with awe. How fashions change! Think of Victor Hugo and Lucrezia Borgia!

Hallam remarked that Venice Preserved had been more frequently seen on the stage than any other play, except those of Shakespeare. He relates that when he saw it he was affected almost to agony. According to Mr. Archer (Reign of Victoria. Drama), Venice Preserved was performed under Macready at Covent Garden between 1837 and 1839. It was revived at Sadlers Wells in 1845, with Phelps as Jaffier, and Mrs. Warner as Belvidera.




TO HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH.

Madam,

Were it possible for me to let the world know how entirely your Graces goodness has devoted a poor man to your service; were there words enough in speech to express the mighty sense I have of your great bounty towards me, surely I should write and talk of it for ever: but your Grace has given me so large a theme, and laid so very vast a foundation, that imagination wants stock to build upon it. I am as one dumb when I would speak of it; and when I strive to write, I want a scale of thought sufficient to comprehend the height of it.

Forgive me, then, madam, if (as a poor peasant once made a present of an apple to an emperor) I bring this small tribute, the humble growth of my little garden, and lay it at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the utmost gratitude; believe that so long as I have thought to remember how very much I owe your generous nature, I will ever have a heart that shall be grateful for it too: your Grace, next Heaven, deserves it amply from me; that gave me life, but on a hard condition — till your extended favour taught me to prize the gift, and took the heavy burthen it was clogged with from me; I mean hard fortune. When I had enemies, that with malicious power kept back and shaded me from those royal beams whose warmth is all I have, or hope to live by, your noble pity and compassion found me, where I was far cast backward from my blessing, down in the rear of fortune; called me up, placed me in the shine, and I have felt its comfort. You have in that restored me to my native right; for a steady faith, and loyalty to my prince, was all the inheritance my father left me: and however hardly my ill fortune deal with me, tis what I prize so well that I neer pawned it yet, and hope I neer shall part with it.

Nature and fortune were certainly in league when you were born; and as the first took care to give you beauty enough to enslave the hearts of all the world, so the other resolved, to do its merit justice, that none but a monarch, fit to rule that world, should eer possess it; and in it he had an empire. The young prince you have given him, by his blooming virtues, early declares the mighty stock he came from; and as you have taken all the pious care of a dear mother and a prudent guardian to give him a noble and generous education, may it succeed according to his merits and your wishes: may he grow up to be a bulwark to his illustrious father, and a patron to his loyal subjects; with wisdom and learning to assist him, whenever called to his councils; to defend his right against the encroachments of republicans in his senates; to cherish such men as shall be able to vindicate the royal cause; that good and fit servants to the crown may never be lost for want of a protector. May he have courage and conduct, fit to fight his battles abroad, and terrify his rebels at home; and that all these may be yet more sure, may he never, during the spring-time of his years, when those growing virtues ought with care to be cherished, in order to their ripening; — may he never meet with vicious natures, or the tongues of faithless, sordid, insipid flatterers, to blast them. To conclude, may he be as great as the hand of fortune (with his honour) shall be able to make him; and may your Grace, who are so good a mistress, and so noble a patroness, never meet with a less grateful servant than,

Madam,
Your Graces entirely
devoted Creature,
THOMAS OTWAY.




PROLOGUE.

In these distracted times, when each man dreads
The bloody stratagems of busy heads;
When we have feared, three years, we know not what,
Till witnesses begin to die o the rot,
What made our poet meddle with a plot?
Wast that he fancied, for the very sake
And name of plot, his trifling play might take?
For theres not int one inch-board evidence,
But tis, he says, to reason plain, and sense,
And that he thinks a plausible defence.
Were truth by sense and reason to be tried,
Sure all our swearers might be laid aside:
No, of such tools our author has no need,
To make his plot, or make his play succeed;
He of black bills has no prodigious tales,
Or Spanish pilgrims cast ashore in Wales;
Heres not one murdered magistrate at least,
Kept rank, like venison for a city feast;
Grown four days stiff, the better to prepare
And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair:
Yet heres an army raised, though under ground,
But no man seen, nor one commission found;
Here is a traitor too thats very old,
Turbulent, subtle, mischievous, and bold;
Bloody, revengeful, and, to crown his part,
Loves fumbling with a wench with all his heart;
Till after having many changes past,
In spite of age (thanks Heaven) is hanged at last.
Next is a senator that keeps a whore,
In Venice none a higher office bore;
To lewdness every night the lecher ran:
Show me, all London, such another man,
Match him at Mother Creswolds if you can.
O Poland, Poland! had it been thy lot,
Thave heard in time of this Venetian plot,
Thou surely chosen hadst one king from thence,
And honoured them, as thou hast England since.
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ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I. — A Public Place.

Enter Priuli and Jaffier.

Priu. No more! Ill hear no more; begone and leave me.

Jaff. Not hear me! by my suffering but you shall!
My lord, my lord! Im not that abject wretch
You think me: patience! wheres the distance throws
Me back so far, but I may boldly speak
In right, though proud oppression will not hear me?

Priu. Have you not wronged me?

Jaff. Could my nature eer
Have brooked injustice, or the doing wrongs,
I need not now thus low have bent myself,
To gain a hearing from a cruel father!
Wronged you?

Priu. Yes, wronged me: in the nicest point,
The honour of my house, youve done me wrong.
You may remember, — for I now will speak,
And urge its baseness, — when you first came home
From travel, with such hopes as made you looked on
By all mens eyes, a youth of expectation,
Pleased with your growing virtue, I received you,
Courted, and sought to raise you to your merits:
My house, my table, nay, my fortune too,
My very self was yours; you might have used me
To your best service; like an open friend,
I treated, trusted you, and thought you mine;
When, in requital of my best endeavours,
You treacherously practised to undo me;
Seduced the weakness of my ages darling,
My only child, and stole her from my bosom — 
O Belvidera!

Jaff. Tis to me you owe her;
Childless you had been else, and in the grave
Your name extinct, no more Priuli heard of.
You may remember, scarce five years are past
Since in your brigantine you sailed to see
The Adriatic wedded by our Duke,
And I was with you: your unskilful pilot
Dashed us upon a rock, when to your boat
You made for safety; entered first yourself:
The affrighted Belvidera, following next,
As she stood trembling on the vessels side,
Was by a wave washed off into the deep;
When instantly I plunged into the sea,
And, buffeting the billows to her rescue,
Redeemed her life with half the loss of mine.
Like a rich conquest, in one hand I bore her,
And with the other dashed the saucy waves,
That thronged and pressed to rob me of my prize:
I brought her, gave her to your despairing arms.
Indeed you thanked me; but a nobler gratitude
Rose in her soul; for from that hour she loved me,
Till for her life she paid me with herself.

Priu. You stole her from me; like a thief you stole her,
At dead of night, that cursèd hour you chose
To rifle me of all my heart held dear.
May all your joys in her prove false like mine!
A sterile fortune, and a barren bed,
Attend you both! continual discord make
Your days and nights bitter and grievous! still
May the hard hand of a vexatious need
Oppress and grind you, till at last you find
The curse of disobedience all your portion!

Jaff. Half of your curse you have bestowed in vain;
Heaven has already crowned our faithful loves
With a young boy, sweet as his mothers beauty:
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandsire,
And happier than his father!

Priu. Rather live
To bait thee for his bread, and din your ears
With hungry cries; whilst his unhappy mother
Sits down and weeps in bitterness of want.

Jaff. You talk as if twould please you.

Priu. Twould, by Heaven!
Once she was dear indeed; the drops that fell
From my sad heart when she forgot her duty,
The fountain of my life, were not so precious!
But she is gone, and if I am a man
I will forget her.

Jaff. Would I were in my grave!

Priu. And she too with thee;
For, living here, youre but my curst remembrancers
I once was happy.

Jaff. You use me thus, because you know my soul
Is fond of Belvidera: you perceive
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me.
Oh! could my soul ever have known satiety,
Were I that thief, the doer of such wrongs
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me,
But I might send her back to you with contumely,
And court my fortune where she would be kinder?

Priu. You dare not dot.

Jaff. Indeed, my lord, I dare not.
My heart, that awes me, is too much my master:
Three years are past since first our vows were plighted,
During which time, the world must bear me witness,
Ive treated Belvidera like your daughter,
The daughter of a senator of Venice:
Distinction, place, attendance, and observance,
Due to her birth, she always has commanded;
Out of my little fortune I have done this,
Because (though hopeless eer to win your nature)
The world might see I loved her for herself,
Not as the heiress of the great Priuli — 

Priu. No more!

Jaff. Yes, all! and then adieu for ever.
Theres not a wretch that lives on common charity
Buts happier than me: for I have known
The luscious sweets of plenty; every night
Have slept with soft content about my head,
And never waked but to a joyful morning;
Yet now must fall, like a full ear of corn,
Whose blossom scaped, yets withered in the ripening.

Priu. Home, and be humble, study to retrench;
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall,
Those pageants of thy folly;
Reduce the glittering trappings of thy wife
To humble weeds, fit for thy little state;
Then to some suburb-cottage both retire;
Drudge, to feed loathsome life; get brats, and starve.
Home, home, I say. [Exit.

Jaff. Yes, if my heart would let me — 
This proud, this swelling heart: home I would go,
But that my doors are hateful to mine eyes,
Filled and dammed up with gaping creditors,
Watchful as fowlers when their game will spring;
I have now not fifty ducats in the world,
Yet still I am in love, and pleased with ruin.
O, Belvidera! oh! she is my wife — 
And we will bear our wayward fate together,
But neer know comfort more.

Enter Pierre.

Pier. My friend, good-morrow!
How fares the honest partner of my heart?
What, melancholy! not a word to spare me?

Jaff. Im thinking, Pierre, how that damned starving quality
Called honesty got footing in the world.

Pier. Why, powerful villany first set it up,
For its own ease and safety: honest men
Are the soft easy cushions on which knaves
Repose and fatten. Were all mankind villains,
Theyd starve each other; lawyers would want practice,
Cut-throats rewards; each man would kill his brother
Himself, none would be paid or hanged for murder.
Honesty was a cheat invented first
To bind the hands of bold deserving rogues,
That fools and cowards might sit safe in power,
And lord it uncontrolled above their betters.

Jaff. Then honestys but a notion?

Pier. Nothing else:
Like wit, much talked of, not to be defined,
He that pretends to most, too, has least share int;
Tis a ragged virtue: honesty! no more ont.

Jaff. Sure thou art honest?

Pier. So indeed men think me;
But theyre mistaken, Jaffier: I am a rogue
As well as they;
A fine, gay, bold-faced villain, as thou seest me:
Tis true, I pay my debts when theyre contracted;
I steal from no man; would not cut a throat
To gain admission to a great mans purse,
Or a whores bed; Id not betray my friend,
To get his place or fortune: I scorn to flatter
A blown-up fool above, or crush the wretch
Beneath me. — 
Yet, Jaffier, for all this, I am a villain.

Jaff. A villain!

Pier. Yes, a most notorious villain:
To see the sufferings of my fellow-creatures,
And own myself a man; to see our senators
Cheat the deluded people with a show
Of liberty, which yet they neer must taste of.
They say, by them our hands are free from fetters,
Yet whom they please they lay in basest bonds;
Bring whom they please to infamy and sorrow;
Drive us like wrecks down the rough tide of power,
Whilst no holds left to save us from destruction:
All that bear this are villains, and I one,
Not to rouse up at the great call of nature,
And check the growth of these domestic spoilers,
That make us slaves, and tell us tis our charter.

Jaff. O Aquilina! friend, to lose such beauty,
The dearest purchase of thy noble labours!
She was thy right by conquest, as by love.

Pier. O Jaffier! Id so fixed my heart upon her,
That wheresoeer I framed a scheme of life
For time to come, she was my only joy,
With which I wished to sweeten future cares;
I fancied pleasures, none but one that loves
And dotes as I did can imagine like them:
When in the extremity of all these hopes,
In the most charming hour of expectation,
Then when our eager wishes soar the highest,
Ready to stoop and grasp the lovely game,
A haggard owl, a worthless kite of prey,
With his foul wings sailed in, and spoiled my quarry.

Jaff. I know the wretch, and scorn him as thou hatst him.

Pier. Curse on the common good thats so protected,
Where every slave that heaps up wealth enough
To do much wrong becomes a lord of right!
I, who believed no ill could eer come near me,
Found in the embraces of my Aquilina
A wretched, old, but itching senator;
A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title;
A rogue, that uses beauty like a lamb-skin,
Barely to keep him warm: that filthy cuckoo, too,
Was in my absence crept into my nest,
And spoiling all my brood of noble pleasure.

Jaff. Didst thou not chase him thence?

Pier. I did; and drove
The rank, old, bearded Hirco stinking home:
The matter was complained of in the senate,
I summoned to appear, and censured basely,
For violating something they call privilege.
This was the recompense of all my service;
Would Id been rather beaten by a coward!
A soldiers mistress, Jaffier, s his religion;
When thats profaned, all other ties are broken;
That even dissolves all former bonds of service,
And from that hour I think myself as free
To be the foe as eer the friend of Venice — 
Nay, dear Revenge! wheneer thou callst Im ready.

Jaff. I think no safety can be here for virtue,
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live
In such a wretched state as this of Venice,
Where all agree to spoil the public good,
And villains fatten with the brave mans labours.

Pier. Weve neither safety, unity, nor peace,
For the foundations lost of common good;
Justice is lame as well as blind amongst us;
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make them)
Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny,
That every day starts up to enslave us deeper:
Now could this glorious cause but find out friends
To do it right — O Jaffier! then mightst thou
Not wear these seals of woe upon thy face:
The proud Priuli should be taught humanity,
And learn to value such a son as thou art.
I dare not speak; but my heart bleeds this moment!

Jaff. Curst be the cause, though I thy friend be part ont!
Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom,
For I am used to misery, and perhaps
May find a way to sweeten it to thy spirit.

Pier. Too soon it will reach thy knowledge — 

Jaff. Then from thee
Let it proceed. Theres virtue in thy friendship
Would make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing,
Strengthen my constancy, and welcome ruin.

Pier. Then thou art ruined!

Jaff. That I long since knew;
I and ill fortune have been long acquainted.

Pier. I passed this very moment by thy doors,
And found them guarded by a troop of villains;
The sons of public rapine were destroying:
They told me, by the sentence of the law
They had commission to seize all thy fortune:
Nay, more; Priulis cruel hand hath signed it.
Here stood a ruffian, with a horrid face,
Lording it oer a pile of massy plate,
Tumbled into a heap for public sale:
There was another making villanous jests
At thy undoing; he had taen possession
Of all thy ancient most domestic ornaments,
Rich hangings, intermixed and wrought with gold;
The very bed which on thy wedding-night
Received thee to the arms of Belvidera,
The scene of all thy joys, was violated
By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon-villains,
And thrown amongst the common lumber.

Jaff. Now, thank Heaven — 

Pier. Thank Heaven! for what?

Jaff. That Im not worth a ducat.

Pier. Curse thy dull stars, and the worse fate of Venice,
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are false;
Where theres no trust, no truth; where innocence
Stoops under vile oppression, and vice lords it.
Hadst thou but seen, as I did, how at last
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch
Thats doomed to banishment, came weeping forth,
Shining through tears, like April-suns in showers,
That labour to oercome the cloud that loads em,
Whilst two young virgins, on whose arms she leaned,
Kindly looked up, and at her grief grew sad,
As if they catched the sorrows that fell from her!
Even the lewd rabble that were gathered round
To see the sight, stood mute when they beheld her;
Governed their roaring throats, and grumbled pity:
I could have hugged the greasy rogues; they pleased me.

Jaff. I thank thee for this story, from my soul,
Since now I know the worst that can befall me.
Ah, Pierre! I have a heart that could have borne
The roughest wrong my fortune could have done me;
But when I think what Belvidera feels,
The bitterness her tender spirit tastes of,
I own myself a coward: bear my weakness,
If, throwing thus my arms about thy neck,
I play the boy, and blubber in thy bosom.
Oh, I shall drown thee with my sorrows!

Pier. Burn!
First burn, and level Venice to thy ruin.
What, starve like beggars brats in frosty weather,
Under a hedge, and whine ourselves to death!
Thou, or thy cause, shall never want assistance,
Whilst I have blood or fortune fit to serve thee.
Command my heart: thourt every way its master.

Jaff. No; theres a secret pride in bravely dying.

Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad;
Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow:
Revenge! the attribute of gods; they stamped it
With their great image on our natures. Die!
Consider well the cause that calls upon thee,
And, if thourt base enough, die then. Remember
Thy Belvidera suffers; Belvidera!
Die! — damn first! — what! be decently interred
In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave dust
With stinking rogues that rot in dirty winding-sheets,
Surfeit-slain fools, the common dung of the soil?

Jaff. Oh!

Pier. Well said, out with it, swear a little — 

Jaff. Swear!
By sea and air, by earth, by Heaven and hell,
I will revenge my Belvideras tears!
Hark thee, my friend: Priuli — is — a senator!

Pier. A dog!

Jaff. Agreed.

Pier. Shoot him.

Jaff. With all my heart.
No more. Where shall we meet at night?

Pier. Ill tell thee;
On the Rialto every night at twelve
I take my evenings walk of meditation:
There we will meet, and talk of precious mischief.

Jaff. Farewell.

Pier. At twelve.

Jaff. At any hour: my plagues
Will keep me waking. — [Exit Pierre.
Tell me why, good Heaven,
Thou madest me what I am, with all the spirit,
Aspiring thoughts, and elegant desires,
That fill the happiest man? Ah! rather why
Didst thou not form me sordid as my fate,
Base-minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens?
Why have I sense to know the curse thats on me?
Is this just dealing, Nature? — Belvidera!

Enter Belvidera, attended.

Poor Belvidera!

Belv. Lead me, lead me, my virgins,
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge!
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face:
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating
At sight of thee, and bound with sprightful joys.
Oh, smile, as when our loves were in their spring,
And cheer my fainting soul.

Jaff. As when our loves
Were in their spring? has then my fortune changed?
Art thou not Belvidera, still the same,
Kind, good, and tender, as my arms first found thee?
If thou art altered, where shall I have harbour?
Where ease my loaded heart? oh! where complain?

Belv. Does this appear like change, or love decaying
When thus I throw myself into thy bosom,
With all the resolution of strong truth?
Beats not my heart, as twould alarum thine
To a new charge of bliss? I joy more in thee
Than did thy mother when she hugged thee first,
And blessed the gods for all her travail past.

Jaff. Can there in woman be such glorious faith?
Sure all ill stories of thy sex are false.
O woman! lovely woman! Nature made thee
To temper man: we had been brutes without you;
Angels are painted fair, to look like you:
Theres in you all that we believe of Heaven,
Amazing brightness, purity, and truth,
Eternal joy, and everlasting love.

Belv. If love be treasure, well be wondrous rich:
I have so much, my heart will surely break witht;
Vows cant express it: when I would declare
How greats my joy, Im dumb with the big thought;
I swell, and sigh, and labour with my longing.
Oh, lead me to some desert wide and wild,
Barren as our misfortunes, where my soul
May have its vent; where I may tell aloud
To the high Heavens, and every listening planet,
With what a boundless stock my bosoms fraught;
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee,
Give loose to love, with kisses kindling joy,
And let off all the fire thats in my heart!

Jaff. O Belvidera! doubly Im a beggar, — 
Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee;
Want! worldly want! that hungry meagre fiend
Is at my heels, and chases me in view.
Canst thou bear cold and hunger? Can these limbs,
Framed for the tender offices of love,
Endure the bitter gripes of smarting poverty?
When banished by our miseries abroad,
(As suddenly we shall be) to seek out,
In some far climate where our names are strangers,
For charitable succour; wilt thou then,
When in a bed of straw we shrink together,
And the bleak winds shall whistle round our heads;
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then
Hush my cares thus, and shelter me with love?

Belv. Oh, I will love thee, even in madness love thee:
Though my distracted senses should forsake me,
Id find some intervals, when my poor heart
Should suage itself, and be let loose to thine.
Though the bare earth be all our resting-place,
Its roots our food, some clift our habitation,
Ill make this arm a pillow for thy head;
And as thou sighing liest, and swelled with sorrow,
Creep to thy bosom, pour the balm of love
Into thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest;
Then praise our God, and watch thee till the morning.

Jaff. Hear this, you Heavens, and wonder how you made her!
Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world;
Busy rebellion neer will let you know
Tranquillity and happiness like mine:
Like gaudy ships, the obsequious billows fall
And rise again, to lift you in your pride;
They wait but for a storm, and then devour you:
I, in my private bark, already wrecked,
Like a poor merchant driven on unknown land,
That had by chance packed up his choicest treasure
In one dear casket, and saved only that,
Since I must wander further on the shore,
Thus hug my little, but my precious store;
Resolved to scorn, and trust my fate no more. [Exeunt.




ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I. — Before the House of Aquilina.

Enter Pierre and Aquilina.



Aquil. By all thy wrongs, thourt dearer to my arms
Than all the wealth of Venice: prythee stay,
And let us love to-night.

Pier. No: theres fool,
Theres fool about thee: when a woman sells
Her flesh to fools, her beautys lost to me;
They leave a taint, a sully where theyve passed;
Theres such a baneful quality about them,
Even spoils complexions with their nauseousness;
They infect all they touch; I cannot think
Of tasting any thing a fool has palled.

Aquil. I loathe and scorn that fool thou meanst, as much
Or more than thou canst; but the beast has gold,
That makes him necessary; power too,
To qualify my character, and poise me
Equal with peevish virtue, that beholds
My liberty with envy: in their hearts
Theyre loose as I am; but an ugly power
Sits in their faces, and frights pleasures from them.

Pier. Much good mayt do you, madam, with your senator!

Aquil. My senator! why, canst thou think that wretch
Eer filled thy Aquilinas arms with pleasure?
Thinkst thou, because I sometimes give him leave
To foil himself at what he is unfit for;
Because I force myself to endure and suffer him,
Thinkst thou I love him? No, by all the joys
Thou ever gavst me, his presence is my penance:
The worst thing an old man can be is a lover,
A mere memento mori to poor woman.
I never lay by his decrepit side,
But all that night I pondered on my grave.

Pier. Would he were well sent thither!

Aquil. Thats my wish too,
For then, my Pierre, I might have cause, with pleasure,
To play the hypocrite. Oh! how I could weep
Over the dying dotard, and kiss him too,
In hopes to smother him quite; then, when the time
Was come to pay my sorrows at his funeral,
(For he has already made me heir to treasures
Would make me out-act a real widows whining,)
How could I frame my face to fit my mourning!
With wringing hands attend him to his grave;
Fall swooning on his hearse; take mad possession
Even of the dismal vault where he lay buried;
There, like the Ephesian matron dwell, till thou,
My lovely soldier, comst to my deliverance:
Then throwing up my veil, with open arms
And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy.

Pier. No more! Ive friends to meet me here to-night,
And must be private. As you prize my friendship,
Keep up your coxcomb: let him not pry nor listen,
Nor frisk about the house as I have seen him,
Like a tame mumping squirrel with a bell on;
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do.

Aquil. What friends to meet? maynt I be of your council?

Pier. How! a woman ask questions out of bed?
Go to your senator, ask him what passes
Amongst his brethren; hell hide nothing from you:
But pump not me for politics. No more!
Give order, that whoever in my name
Comes here, receive admittance: so good-night.

Aquil. Must we neer meet again? embrace no more?
Is love so soon and utterly forgotten?

Pier. As you henceforward treat your fool, Ill think ont. [Exit.

Aquil. Cursed be all fools, and doubly cursed myself,
The worst of fools! I die if he forsakes me;
And how to keep him, Heaven or hell instruct me. [Exit.



SCENE II. — The Rialto.

Enter Jaffier.

Jaff. Im here; and thus, the shades of night around me,
I look as if all hell were in my heart,
And I in hell. Nay, surely, tis so with me;
For every step I tread, methinks some fiend
Knocks at my breast, and bids it not be quiet.
Ive heard how desperate wretches, like myself,
Have wandered out at this dead time of night
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk:
Sure Im so cursed that, though of Heaven forsaken,
No minister of darkness cares to tempt me.
Hell! hell! why sleepst thou?

Enter Pierre.

Pier. Sure Ive stayed too long:
The clock has struck, and I may lose my proselyte.
Speak, who goes there?

Jaff. A dog, that comes to howl
At yonder moon: whats he that asks the question?

Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honest creatures,
And neer betray their masters; never fawn
On any that they love not. Well met, friend:
Jaffier?

Jaff. The same. O Pierre! thourt come in season;
I was just going to pray.

Pier. Ah, thats mechanic;
Priests make a trade ont, and yet starve byt too:
No praying; it spoils business, and times precious.
Wheres Belvidera?

Jaff. For a day or two
Ive lodged her privately, till I see farther
What fortune will do with me. Prythee, friend,
If thou wouldst have me fit to hear good counsel,
Speak not of Belvidera — 

Pier. Speak not of her?

Jaff. Oh, no!

Pier. Nor name her? May be I wish her well.

Jaff. Whom well?

Pier. Thy wife, the lovely Belvidera;
I hope a man may wish his friends wife well,
And no harm done!

Jaff. Youre merry, Pierre!

Pier. I am so:
Thou shalt smile too, and Belvidera smile;
Well all rejoice. Heres something to buy pins;

[Gives him a purse.

Marriage is chargeable.

Jaff. I but half wished
To see the devil, and hes here already.
Well! — 
What must this buy, rebellion, murder, treason?
Tell me which way I must be damned for this.

Pier. When last we parted, wed no qualms like these,
But entertained each others thoughts like men
Whose souls were well acquainted. Is the world
Reformed since our last meeting? What new miracles
Have happened? Has Priulis heart relented?
Can he be honest?

Jaff. Kind Heaven! let heavy curses
Gall his old age; cramps, aches, rack his bones;
And bitterest disquiet wring his heart;
Oh, let him live till life become his burden!
Let him groan under it long, linger an age
In the worst agonies and pangs of death,
And find its ease but late!

Pier. Nay, couldst thou not
As well, my friend, have stretched the curse to all
The senate round, as to one single villain?

Jaff. But curses stick not: could I kill with cursing,
By Heaven, I know not thirty heads in Venice
Should not be blasted; senators should rot
Like dogs on dunghills; but their wives and daughters
Die of their own diseases. Oh for a curse
To kill with!

Pier. Daggers — daggers are much better!

Jaff. Ha!

Pier. Daggers.

Jaff. But where are they?

Pier. Oh, a thousand
May be disposed in honest hands in Venice.

Jaff. Thou talkst in clouds.

Pier. But yet a heart half wronged
As thine has been would find the meaning, Jaffier.

Jaff. A thousand daggers, all in honest hands!
And have not I a friend will stick one here?

Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cherished
To a nobler purpose, I would be that friend.
But thou hast better friends; friends whom thy wrongs
Have made thy friends; friends worthy to be called so.
Ill trust thee with a secret: there are spirits
This hour at work. But as thou art a man
Whom I have picked and chosen from the world,
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter;
And when Ive told thee that which only gods,
And men like gods, are privy to, then swear
No chance or change shall wrest it from thy bosom.

Jaff. When thou wouldst bind me, is there need of oaths? — 
Green-sickness girls lose maidenheads with such counters — 
For thourt so near my heart that thou mayst see
Its bottom, sound its strength and firmness to thee:
Is coward, fool, or villain, in my face?
If I seem none of these, I dare believe
Thou wouldst not use me in a little cause,
For I am fit for honours toughest task,
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province;
And for a villanous inglorious enterprise,
I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mine
Before thee: set it to what point thou wilt.

Pier. Nay, tis a cause thou wilt be fond of, Jaffier:
For it is founded on the noblest basis, — 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance;
Theres no religion, no hypocrisy int;
Well do the business, and neer fast and pray for it:
Openly act a deed the world shall gaze
With wonder at, and envy when tis done.

Jaff. For liberty?

Pier. For liberty, my friend!
Thou shalt be freed from base Priulis tyranny,
And thy sequestered fortunes healed again;
I shall be freed from those opprobrious wrongs
That press me now, and bend my spirit downward;
All Venice free, and every growing merit
Succeed to its just right; fools shall be pulled
From wisdoms seat, — those baleful unclean birds,
Those lazy owls, who, perched near fortunes top,
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings
To cuff down new-fledged virtues, that would rise
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious.

Jaff. What can I do?

Pier. Canst thou not kill a senator?

Jaff. Were there one wise or honest, I could kill him
For herding with that nest of fools and knaves.
By all my wrongs, thou talkst as if revenge
Were to be had, and the brave story warms me.

Pier. Swear then!

Jaff. I do, by all those glittering stars,
And yon great ruling planet of the night!
By all good powers above, and ill below!
By love and friendship, dearer than my life!
No power or death shall make me false to thee.

Pier. Here we embrace, and Ill unlock my heart.
A councils held hard by, where the destruction
Of this great empires hatching: there Ill lead thee.
But be a man, for thourt to mix with men
Fit to disturb the peace of all the world,
And rule it when its wildest — 

Jaff. I give thee thanks
For this kind warning: yes, I will be a man,
And charge thee, Pierre, wheneer thou seest my fears
Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine
Out of my breast, and show it for a cowards.
Come, lets be gone, for from this hour I chase
All little thoughts, all tender human follies
Out of my bosom: vengeance shall have room — 
Revenge!

Pier. And liberty!

Jaff. Revenge! Revenge! [Exeunt.



SCENE III. — A Room in Aquilinas House.

Enter Renault.

Ren. Why was my choice ambition, the worst ground
A wretch can build on? Tis indeed at distance
A goodly prospect, tempting to the view;
The height delights us, and the mountain-top
Looks beautiful, because tis nigh to Heaven;
But we neer think how sandys the foundation,
What storm will batter, and what tempest shake us.
Whos there?

Enter Spinosa.

Spin. Renault, good-morrow! for by this time
I think the scale of night has turned the balance,
And weighs up morning: has the clock struck twelve?

Ren. Yes; clocks will go as they are set; but man,
Irregular mans neer constant, never certain.
Ive spent at least three precious hours of darkness
In waiting dull attendance; tis the curse
Of diligent virtue to be mixed, like mine,
With giddy tempers, souls but half resolved.

Spin. Hell seize that soul amongst us it can frighten!

Ren. Whats then the cause that I am here alone?
Why are we not together?

Enter Eliot.

O sir, welcome!
You are an Englishman: when treasons hatching,
One might have thought youd not have been behind-hand.
In what whores lap have you been lolling?
Give but an Englishman his whore and ease,
Beef, and a sea-coal fire, hes yours for ever.

Eliot. Frenchman, you are saucy.

Ren. How!

Enter Bedamar the Ambassador, Theodore, Brainville, Durand, Brabe, Revillido, Mezzana, Ternon, and Retrosi, Conspirators.

Bed. At difference? fie!
Is this a time for quarrels? Thieves and rogues
Fall out and brawl: should men of your high calling,
Men separated by the choice of Providence
From the gross heap of mankind, and set here
In this assembly, as in one great jewel,
To adorn the bravest purpose it eer smiled on; — 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles?

Ren. Boys!

Bed. Renault, thy hand!

Ren. I thought Id given my heart
Long since to every man that mingles here;
But grieve to find it trusted with such tempers
That cant forgive my froward age its weakness.

Bed. Eliot, thou once hadst virtue; I have seen
Thy stubborn temper bend with godlike goodness,
Not half thus courted: tis thy nations glory,
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance.
Once more embrace, my friends — well all embrace!
United thus, we are the mighty engine
Must twist this rooted empire from its basis.
Totters it not already?

Eliot. Would twere tumbling!

Bed. Nay, it shall down: this night we seal its ruin.

Enter Pierre.

O Pierre! thou art welcome!
Come to my breast, for by its hopes thou lookst
Lovelily dreadful, and the fate of Venice
Seems on thy sword already. O, my Mars!
The poets that first feigned a god of war,
Sure prophesied of thee.

Pier. Friends! was not Brutus — 
I mean that Brutus who in open Senate
Stabbed the first Cæsar that usurped the world — 
A gallant man!

Ren. Yes, and Catiline too;
Though story wrong his fame; for he conspired
To prop the reeling glory of his country:
His cause was good.

Bed. And ours as much above it
As, Renault, thourt superior to Cethegus,
Or Pierre to Cassius.

Pier. Then to what we aim at,
When do we start? or must we talk for ever?

Bed. No, Pierre, the deeds near birth: fate seems to have set
The business up, and given it to our care:
I hope theres not a heart nor hand amongst us
But is firm and ready.

All. All! Well die with Bedamar.

Bed. Oh, men!
Matchless, as will your glory be hereafter.
The game is for a matchless prize, if won;
If lost, disgraceful ruin.

Ren. What can lose it?
The public stocks a beggar; one Venetian
Trusts not another. Look into their stores
Of general safety; empty magazines,
A tattered fleet, a murmuring unpaid army,
Bankrupt nobility, a harassed commonalty,
A factious, giddy, and divided Senate,
Is all the strength of Venice. Lets destroy it;
Lets fill their magazines with arms to awe them,
Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain it;
Let loose the murmuring army on their masters,
To pay themselves with plunder; lop their nobles
To the base roots, whence most of them first sprung;
Enslave the rout, whom smarting will make humble;
Turn out their droning Senate, and possess
That seat of empire which our souls were framed for.

Pier. Ten thousand men are armèd at your nod,
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide
A battle for the freedom of the world;
This wretched state has starved them in its service,
And, by your bounty quickened, theyre resolved
To serve your glory, and revenge their own:
Theyve all their different quarters in this city,
Watch for the alarm, and grumble tis so tardy.

Bed. I doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied diligence
Has still kept waking, and it shall have ease:
After this night, it is resolved we meet
No more, till Venice own us for her lords.

Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore,
Dressed in her flames, will shine! — devouring flames,
Such as shall burn her to the watery bottom,
And hiss in her foundation!

Bed. Now if any
Mongst us that owns this glorious cause
Have friends or interest hed wish to save,
Let it be told. The general doom is sealed;
But Id forego the hopes of a worlds empire,
Rather than wound the bowels of my friend.

Pier. I must confess, you there have touched my weakness:
I have a friend; hear it, such a friend!
My heart was neer shut to him. Nay, Ill tell you:
He knows the very business of this hour;
But he rejoices in the cause, and loves it;
Weve changed a vow to live and die together,
And hes at hand to ratify it here.

Ren. How! all betrayed?

Pier. No! Ive dealt nobly with you;
Ive brought my all into the public stock;
Id but one friend, and him Ill share amongst you!
Receive and cherish him: or if, when seen
And searched, you find him worthless, as my tongue
Has lodged this secret in his faithful breast,
To ease your fears I wear a dagger here
Shall rip it out again, and give you rest. — 
Come forth, thou only good I eer could boast of.

Enter Jaffier with a dagger.

Bed. His presence bears the show of manly virtue.

Jaff. I know youll wonder all, that thus uncalled
I dare approach this place of fatal counsels;
But Im amongst you, and, by Heaven, it glads me
To see so many virtues thus united,
To restore justice, and dethrone oppression.
Command this sword, if you would have it quiet,
Into this breast; but, if you think it worthy
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes,
Send me into the cursed assembled Senate;
It shrinks not, though I meet a father there.
Would you behold this city flaming? heres
A hand shall bear a lighted torch at noon
To the arsenal, and set its gates on fire.

Ren. You talk this well, sir.

Jaff. Nay — by Heaven, Ill do this!
Come, come, I read distrust in all your faces;
You fear me a villain, and indeed tis odd
To hear a stranger talk thus at first meeting
Of matters that have been so well debated;
But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with counsels;
I hate this Senate, am a foe to Venice;
A friend to none but men resolved, like me,
To push on mischief. Oh, did you but know me,
I need not talk thus!

Bed. Pierre, I must embrace him.
My heart beats to this man as if it knew him.

Ren. I never loved these huggers.

Jaff. Still I see
The cause delights me not. Your friends survey me
As I were dangerous; but I come armed
Against all doubts, and to your trust will give
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for.
My Belvidera! Ho! my Belvidera!

Bed. What wonder next?

Jaff. Let me entreat you,
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye friends,
That all but the ambassador, and this
Grave guide of counsels, with my friend that owns me,
Withdraw awhile, to spare a womans blushes.

[Exeunt all but Bedamar, Renault, Jaffier, and Pierre.

Bed. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us?

Jaff. My Belvidera! Belvidera!

Enter Belvidera.

Belv. Who,
Who calls so loud at this late peaceful hour?
That voice was wont to come in gentle whispers,
And fill my ears with the soft breath of love.
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou?

Jaff. Indeed tis late.

Belv. Oh! I have slept, and dreamt,
And dreamt again. Where hast thou been, thou loiterer?
Though my eyes closed, my arms have still been opened,
Stretched every way betwixt my broken slumbers,
To search if thou wert come to crown my rest;
Theres no repose without thee. Oh, the day
Too soon will break, and wake us to our sorrow;
Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good-night.

Jaff. O Belvidera! we must change the scene
In which the past delights of life were tasted:
The poor sleep little; we must learn to watch
Our labours late, and early every morning,
Midst winter frosts, thin clad and fed with sparing,
Rise to our toils, and drudge away the day.

Belv. Alas! where am I? whither ist you lead me?
Methinks I read distraction in your face,
Something less gentle than the fate you tell me.
You shake and tremble too; your blood runs cold!
Heavens guard my love, and bless his heart with patience!

Jaff. That I have patience, let our fate bear witness,
Who has ordained it so, that thou and I — 
Thou the divinest good man eer possessed,
And I the wretchedst of the race of man — 
This very hour, without one tear, must part.

Belv. Part! must we part? Oh! am I then forsaken?
Will my love cast me off? have my misfortunes
Offended him so highly that hell leave me?
Why drag you from me? whither are you going?
My dear! my life! my love!

Jaff. Oh, friends!

Belv. Speak to me.

Jaff. Take her from my heart;
Shell gain such hold else, I shall neer get loose.
I charge thee take her; but with tenderest care
Relieve her troubles, and assuage her sorrows.

Ren. Rise, madam, and command amongst your servants.

Jaff. To you, sirs, and your honours, I bequeath her,
And with her this: when I prove unworthy — [Gives a dagger.
You know the rest — then strike it to her heart;
And tell her, he who three whole happy years
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated
The passionate vows of still-increasing love,
Sent that reward for all her truth and sufferings.

Belv. Nay, take my life, since he has sold it cheaply;
Or send me to some distant clime your slave,
But let it be far off, lest my complainings
Should reach his guilty ears, and shake his peace.

Jaff. No, Belvidera, Ive contrived thy honour:
Trust to my faith, and be but fortune kind
To me as I preserve that faith unbroken!
When next we meet, Ill lift thee to a height
Shall gather all the gazing world about thee,
To wonder what strange virtue placed thee there.
But if we neer meet more — 

Belv. O thou unkind one!
Never meet more! have I deserved this from you?
Look on me, tell me; speak, thou dear deceiver;
Why am I separated from thy love?
If I am false, accuse me; but if true,
Dont, prythee dont in poverty forsake me;
But pity the sad heart thats torn with parting.
Yet hear me! yet recall me — 

[Exeunt Renault, Bedamar, and Belvidera.

Jaff. O my eyes,
Look not that way, but turn yourselves awhile
Into my heart, and be weaned altogether!
My friend, where art thou?

Pier. Here, my honours brother.

Jaff. Is Belvidera gone?

Pier. Renault has led her
Back to her own apartment: but, by Heaven!
Thou must not see her more till our works over.

Jaff. No?

Pier. Not for your life.

Jaff. O Pierre! wert thou but she,
How I could pull thee down into my heart,
Gaze on thee till my eye-strings cracked with love,
Till all my sinews, with its fire extended,
Fixed me upon the rack of ardent longing!
Then swelling, sighing, raging to be blest,
Come like a panting turtle to thy breast;
On thy soft bosom hovering, bill and play,
Confess the cause why last I fled away,
Own twas a fault, but swear to give it oer,
And never follow false ambition more. [Exeunt.




ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I. — A Room in Aquilinas House.

Enter Aquilina and her Maid.



Aquil. Tell him I am gone to bed: tell him I am not at home: tell him Ive better company with me, or anything; tell him, in short, I will not see him, the eternal troublesome vexatious fool; hes worse company than an ignorant physician. Ill not be disturbed at these unseasonable hours.

Maid. But, madam, hes here already, just entered the doors.

Aquil. Turn him out again, you unnecessary, useless, giddy-brained ass! If he will not be gone, set the house a-fire, and burn us both: I had rather meet a toad in my dish than that old hideous animal in my chamber to-night.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky — how dost do, Nacky? Hurry durry! I am come, little Nacky; past eleven oclock, a late hour; time in all conscience to go to bed, Nacky — Nacky did I say? Ay, Nacky; Aquilina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aquilina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, Acky, Nacky, Nacky, queen Nacky — come, lets to bed — you fubbs, you pug you — you little puss — purree tuzzy — I am a senator.

Aquil. You are a fool, I am sure.

Ant. Maybe so too, sweetheart. Never the worse senator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, lets have a game at romp, Nacky.

Aquil. You would do well, signior, to be troublesome here no longer, but leave me to myself; be sober, and go home, sir.

Ant. Home, Madonna?

Aquil. Ay, home, sir. Who am I?

Ant. Madonna, as I take it, you are my — you are — thou art my little Nicky Nacky — thats all!

Aquil. I find you are resolved to be troublesome; and so, to make short of the matter in few words, I hate you, detest you, loathe you, I am weary of you, sick of you. Hang you, you are an old, silly, impertinent, impotent, solicitous coxcomb; crazy in your head and lazy in your body, love to be meddling with every thing; and if you had not money, you are good for nothing.

Ant. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, Ill try that presently. Sixty-one years old, and good for nothing! thats brave. [To the Maid.] Come, come, come, Mistress Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a season; go, turn out, I say; it is our will and pleasure to be private some moments — out, out when you are bid too — [Puts her out and locks the door.] Good for nothing, you say?

Aquil. Why, what are you good for?

Ant. In the first place, madam, I am old, and consequently very wise, very wise, Madonna, dye mark that? in the second place, take notice, if you please, that I am a senator, and when I think fit can make speeches, Madonna. Hurry durry, I can make a speech in the Senate-house, now and then, would make your hair stand on end, Madonna.

Aquil. What care I for your speeches in the Senate-house? If you would be silent here, I should thank you.

Ant. Why, I can make speeches to thee too, my lovely Madonna; for example [Takes out a purse of gold, and at every pause shakes it]: — 

My cruel fair one, since it is my fate
That you should with your servant angry prove,
Though late at night, I hope tis not too late
With this to gain reception for my love.

Theres for thee, my little Nicky Nacky — take it; here, take it — I say take it, or Ill throw it at your head — how now, rebel!

Aquil. Truly, my illustrious senator, I must confess your honour is at present most profoundly eloquent indeed.

Ant. Very well: come, now lets sit down and think upont a little — come sit, I say — sit down by me a little, my Nicky Nacky, hah — [Sits down] Hurry durry — good for nothing!

Aquil. No, sir; if you please, I can know my distance and stand.

Ant. Stand: how? Nacky up, and I down! Nay, then let me exclaim with the poet: — 

Show me a case more pitiful who can,
A standing woman, and a falling man.

Hurry durry — not sit down — see this, ye gods! You wont sit down?

Aquil. No, sir.

Ant. Then look you, now, suppose me a bull, a Basan-bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus up I get, and with my brows thus bent — I broo, I say, I broo, I broo, I broo. You wont sit down, will you? I broo —— [Bellows like a bull, and drives her about.

Aquil. Well, sir; I must endure this. [She sits down.] Now your honour has been a bull, pray what beast will your worship please to be next?

Ant. Now Ill be a senator again, and thy lover, little Nicky Nacky! [He sits by her.] Ah, toad, toad, toad, toad! spit in my face a little, Nacky — spit in my face, prythee spit in my face, never so little: spit but a little bit — spit, spit, spit, spit, when you are bid, I say; do, prythee spit — now, now, now spit. What, you wont spit, will you? then Ill be a dog.

Aquil. A dog, my lord?

Ant. Ay, a dog — and Ill give thee this tother purse to let me be a dog — and to use me like a dog a little. Hurry durry — I will — here tis. [Gives the purse.

Aquil. Well; with all my heart. But let me beseech your dogship to play your tricks over as fast as you can, that you may come to stinking the sooner, and be turned out of doors, as you deserve.

Ant. Ay, ay — no matter for that — [He gets under the table] — that shant move me — now, bough waugh waugh, bough waugh! [Barks like a dog.

Aquil. Hold, hold, hold, sir, I beseech you; what ist you do? If curs bite, they must be kicked, sir. Do you see? kicked thus.

Ant. Ay, with all my heart: do, kick, kick on; now I am under the table, kick again — kick harder — harder yet. Bough waugh waugh, waugh, bough — odd, Ill have a snap at thy shins — bough waugh waugh, waugh, bough — odd, she kicks bravely.

Aquil. Nay then, Ill go another way to work with you; and I think heres an instrument fit for the purpose. [Fetches a whip and a bell.] What, bite your mistress, sirrah! out, out of doors, you dog, to kennel and be hanged! Bite your mistress by the legs, you rogue! [She whips him.

Ant. Nay, prythee Nacky, now thou art too loving: hurry durry, odd, Ill be a dog no longer.

Aquil. Nay, none of your fawning and grinning: but begone, or heres the discipline: what, bite your mistress by the legs, you mongrel? Out of doors — hout, hout, to kennel, sirrah! go.

Ant. This is very barbarous usage, Nacky, very barbarous: look you, I will not go — I will not stir from the door, that I resolve — hurry durry, what, shut me out? [She whips him out.

Aquil. Ay; and it you come here any more to-night, Ill have my footmen lug you, you cur! What, bite your poor mistress Nacky, sirrah?

Enter Maid,

Maid. Heavens, madam! whats the matter?

[He howls at the door like a dog.

Aquil. Call my footmen hither presently.

Enter two Footmen.

Maid. They are here already, madam; the house is all alarmed with a strange noise, that nobody knows what to make of.

Aquil. Go all of you and turn that troublesome beast in the next room out of my house; if I ever see him within these walls again, without my leave for his admittance, you sneaking rogues, Ill have you poisoned all, poisoned, like rats; every corner of the house shall stink of one of you: go, and learn hereafter to know my pleasure. [Exeunt Footmen and Maid.] So, now for my Pierre:

Thus when the godlike lover was displeased,
We sacrifice our fool, and hes appeased. [Exit.



SCENE II. — Another Room in the same.

Enter Belvidera.

Belv. Im sacrificed! Im sold! betrayed to shame!
Inevitable ruin has inclosed me!
No sooner was I to my bed repaired,
To weigh and (weeping) ponder my condition,
But the old hoary wretch, to whose false care
My peace and honour was entrusted came,
Like Tarquin, ghastly with infernal lust.
O thou Roman Lucrece!
Thou couldst find friends to vindicate thy wrong;
I never had but one, and hes proved false;
He that should guard my virtue, has betrayed it;
Left me! undone me! oh, that I could hate him!
Where shall I go? oh, whither, whither wander?

Enter Jaffier.

Jaff. Can Belvidera want a resting-place,
When these poor arms are open to receive her?
Oh, tis in vain to struggle with desires
Strong as my love to thee; for every moment
Im from thy sight, the heart within my bosom
Moans like a tender infant in its cradle,
Whose nurse had left it: come, and with the songs
Of gentle love, persuade it to its peace.

Belv. I fear the stubborn wanderer will not own me;
Tis grown a rebel to be ruled no longer,
Scorns the indulgent bosom that first lulled it;
And, like a disobedient child, disdains
The soft authority of Belvidera.

Jaff. There was a time — 

Belv. Yes, yes, there was a time
When Belvideras tears, her cries, and sorrows,
Were not despised; when if she chanced to sigh,
Or look but sad — there was indeed a time
When Jaffier would have taen her in his arms,
Eased her declining head upon his breast,
And never left her till he found the cause.
But let her now weep seas,
Cry till she rend the earth, sigh till she burst
Her heart asunder; still he bears it all,
Deaf as the wind, and as the rocks unshaken.

Jaff. Have I been deaf? am I that rock unmoved,
Against whose root tears beat, and sighs are sent
In vain? have I beheld thy sorrows calmly?
Witness against me, Heavens, have I done this?
Then bear me in a whirlwind back again,
And let that angry dear one neer forgive me!
Oh, thou too rashly censurest of my love!
Couldst thou but think how I have spent this night,
Dark and alone, no pillow to my head,
Rest in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart,
Thou wouldst not, Belvidera, sure thou wouldst not
Talk to me thus; but like a pitying angel,
Spreading thy wings, come settle on my breast,
And hatch warm comfort there, ere sorrows freeze it.

Belv. Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful corner
Hast thou been talking with that witch the Night?
On what cold stone hast thou been stretched along,
Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head,
To mix with theirs the accents of thy woes?
Oh, now I find the cause my love forsakes me!
I am no longer fit to bear a share
In his concernments: my weak female virtue
Must not be trusted; tis too frail and tender.

Jaff. O Portia! Portia! what a soul was thine!

Belv. That Portia was a woman; and when Brutus,
Big with the fate of Rome — Heaven guard thy safety! — 
Concealed from her the labours of his mind,
She let him see her blood was great as his,
Flowed from a spring as noble, and a heart
Fit to partake his troubles as his love.
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower
Thou gavest last night in parting with me; strike it
Here to my heart; and as the blood flows from it,
Judge if it run not pure as Catos daughters.

Jaff. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy,
Unworthy so much virtue: teach me how
I may deserve such matchless love as thine,
And see with what attention Ill obey thee.

Belv. Do not despise me: thats the all I ask.

Jaff. Despise thee! hear me — 

Belv. Oh, thy charming tongue
Is but too well acquainted with my weakness;
Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart
Dissolves within my breast; till with closed eyes
I reel into thy arms, and alls forgotten.

Jaff. What shall I do?

Belv. Tell me — be just, and tell me,
Why dwells that busy cloud upon thy face?
Why am I made a stranger? why that sigh,
And I not know the cause? why when the world
Is wrapped in rest, why chooses then my love
To wander up and down in horrid darkness,
Loathing his bed, and these desiring arms?
Why are these eyes blood-shot with tedious watching?
Why starts he now, and looks as if he wished
His fate were finished? Tell me, ease my fear,
Lest, when we next time meet, I want the power
To search into the sickness of thy mind,
But talk as wildly then as thou lookst now.

Jaff. O Belvidera!

Belv. Why was I last night
Delivered to a villain?

Jaff. Ha, a villain!

Belv. Yes! to a villain! Why at such an hour
Meets that assembly, all made up of wretches
That look as hell had drawn them into league?
Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger,
Was I delivered with such dreadful ceremonies? — 
To you, sirs, and your honour, I bequeath her,
And with her this: wheneer I prove unworthy — 
You know the rest — then strike it to her heart!
Oh! whys that rest concealed from me? Must I
Be made the hostage of a hellish trust? — 
For such I know I am; thats all my value!
But by the love and loyalty I owe thee,
Ill free thee from the bondage of these slaves;
Straight to the Senate, tell them all I know,
All that I think, all that my fears inform me!

Jaff. Is this the Roman virtue? this the blood
That boasts its purity with Catos daughter?
Would she have eer betrayed her Brutus?

Belv. No;
For Brutus trusted her: wert thou so kind,
What would not Belvidera suffer for thee?

Jaff. I shall undo myself, and tell thee all.

Belv. Look not upon me as I am a woman,
But as a bone, thy wife, thy friend, who long
Has had admission to thy heart, and there
Studied the virtues of thy gallant nature:
Thy constancy, thy courage, and thy truth,
Have been my daily lesson; I have learnt them,
Am bold as thou, can suffer or despise
The worst of fates for thee; and with thee share them.

Jaff. Oh, you divinest powers! look down and hear
My prayers! instruct me to reward this virtue!
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further;
Think Ive a tale to tell will shake thy nature,
Melt all this boasted constancy thou talkst of,
Into vile tears and despicable sorrows:
Then if thou shouldst betray me!

Belv. Shall I swear?

Jaff. No; do not swear, — I would not violate
Thy tender nature with so rude a bond, — 
But as thou hopest to see me live my days,
And love thee long, lock this within thy breast: — 
Ive bound myself by all the strictest sacraments,
Divine and human — 

Belv. Speak!

Jaff. To kill thy father.

Belv. My father!

Jaff. Nay, the throats of the whole Senate
Shall bleed, my Belvidera: he amongst us
That spares his father, brother, or his friend,
Is damned. How rich and beauteous will the face
Of ruin look, when these wide streets run blood,
I and the glorious partners of my fortune
Shouting, and striding oer the prostrate dead,
Still to new waste; whilst thou, far off in safety
Smiling, shall see the wonders of our daring;
And when night comes, with praise and love receive me!

Belv. Oh!

Jaff. Have a care, and shrink not, even in thought!
For if thou dost — 

Belv. I know it, thou wilt kill me.
Do, strike thy sword into this bosom: lay me
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be safe.
Murder my father! though his cruel nature
Has persecuted me to my undoing,
Driven me to basest wants, can I behold him,
With smiles of vengeance, butchered in his age?
The sacred fountain of my life destroyed?
And canst thou shed the blood that gave me being?
Nay, be a traitor too, and sell thy country?
Can thy great heart descend so vilely low,
Mix with hired slaves, bravos, and common stabbers,
Nose-slitters, alley-lurking villains — join
With such a crew, and take a ruffians wages,
To cut the throats of wretches as they sleep?

Jaff. Thou wrongst me, Belvidera! Ive engaged
With men of souls, fit to reform the ills
Of all mankind: theres not a heart amongst them,
Buts stout as death, yet honest as the nature
Of man first made, ere fraud and vice were fashions.

Belv. Whats he to whose cursed hands last night thou gavest me?
Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a story
Would rouse thy lion-heart out of its den,
And make it rage with terrifying fury.

Jaff. Speak on, I charge thee!

Belv. O my love! if eer
Thy Belvideras peace deserved thy care,
Remove me from this place — last night, last night!

Jaff. Distract me not, but give me all the truth.

Belv. No sooner wert thou gone, and I alone,
Left in the power of that old son of mischief;
No sooner was I lain on my sad bed,
But that vile wretch approached me, loose, unbuttoned,
Ready for violation: then my heart
Throbbed with its fears: oh, how I wept and sighed,
And shrunk and trembled, wished in vain for him
That should protect me! Thou, alas! wert gone.

Jaff. Patience, sweet Heaven! till I make vengeance sure.

Belv. He drew the hideous dagger forth thou gavest him,
And with upbraiding smiles, he said, Behold it;
This is the pledge of a false husbands love:
And in my arms then pressed, and would have clasped me;
But with my cries I scared his coward-heart,
Till he withdrew, and muttered vows to hell.
These are thy friends! with these thy life, thy honour,
Thy love, alls staked, and all will go to ruin!

Jaff. No more: I charge thee keep this secret close;
Clear up thy sorrows, look as if thy wrongs
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend,
As no complaint were made. No more; retire,
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour;
Ill heal its failings and deserve thy love.

Belv. Oh, should I part with thee, I fear thou wilt
In anger leave me, and return no more.

Jaff. Return no more! I would not live without thee
Another night, to purchase the creation.

Belv. When shall we meet again?

Jaff. Anon, at twelve:
Ill steal myself to thy expecting arms,
Come like a travelled dove, and bring thee peace.

Belv. Indeed?

Jaff. By all our loves!

Belv. Tis hard to part:
But sure no falsehood ever looked so fairly.
Farewell — remember twelve. [Exit.

Jaff. Let Heaven forget me
When I remember not thy truth, thy love.
How cursed is my condition! tossed and justled
From every corner; fortunes common fool,
The jest of rogues, an instrumental ass
For villains to lay loads of shame upon,
And drive about just for their ease and scorn.

Enter Pierre.

Pier. Jaffier!

Jaff. Who calls?

Pier. A friend, that could have wished
To have found thee otherwise employed: what, hunt
A wife on the dull foil! sure a staunch husband
Of all hounds is the dullest. Wilt thou never,
Never be weaned from caudles and confections?
What feminine tale hast thou been listening to
Of unaired shirts, catarrhs and toothache got
By thin-soled shoes? Damnation! that a fellow,
Chosen to be a sharer in the destruction
Of a whole people, should sneak thus in corners
To ease his fulsome lusts, and fool his mind!

Jaff. May not a man then trifle out an hour
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calling?

Pier. Not in a cause like ours.

Jaff. Then, friend, our cause
Is in a damned condition: for Ill tell thee,
That canker-worm called lechery has touched it;
Tis tainted vilely. Wouldst thou think it, Renault.
(That mortified, old, withered, winter-rogue)
Loves simple fornication like a priest?
I found him out for watering at my wife:
He visited her last night, like a kind guardian.
Faith, she has some temptations, thats the truth ont.

Pier. He durst not wrong his trust?

Jaff. Twas something late, though,
To take the freedom of a ladys chamber.

Pier. Was she in bed?

Jaff. Yes, faith, in virgin sheets
White as her bosom, Pierre, dished neatly up,
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taste.
Oh, how the old fox stunk, I warrant thee,
When the rank fit was on him!

Pier. Patience guide me!
He used no violence?

Jaff. No, no! out ont, violence!
Played with her neck, brushed her with his gray beard,
Struggled and towzed, tickled her till she squeaked a little,
May be, or so — but not a jot of violence.

Pier. Damn him!

Jaff. Ay, so say I: but hush, no more ont;
All hitherto is well, and I believe
Myself no monster, yet: though no man knows
What fate hes born to. Sure tis near the hour
We all should meet for our concluding orders.
Will the ambassador be here in person?

Pier. No; he has sent commission to that villain,
Renault, to give the executing charge;
Id have thee be a man, if possible,
And keep thy temper; for a brave revenge
Neer comes too late.

Jaff. Fear not, Im cool as patience:
Had he completed my dishonour, rather
Than hazard the success our hopes are ripe for,
Id bear it all with mortifying virtue.

Pier. Hes yonder coming this way through the hall;
His thoughts seem full.

Jaff. Prythee retire, and leave me
With him alone: Ill put him to some trial,
See how his rotten part will bear the touching.

Pier. Be careful then. [Exit.

Jaff. Nay, never doubt, but trust me. — 
What, be a devil! take a damning oath
For shedding native blood! can there be a sin
In merciful repentance? O this villain!

Enter Renault.

Ren. Perverse! and peevish! what a slave is man,
To let his itching flesh thus get the better of him!
Despatch the tool her husband — that were well — 
Whos there?

Jaff. A man.

Ren. My friend, my near ally!
The hostage of your faith, my beauteous charge
Is very well.

Jaff. Sir, are you sure of that?
Stands she in perfect health? beats her pulse even?
Neither too hot nor cold?

Ren. What means that question?

Jaff. Oh, women have fantastic constitutions,
Inconstant as their wishes, always wavering,
And never fixed. Was it not boldly done,
Even at first sight to trust the thing I loved — 
A tempting treasure too! — with youth so fierce
And vigorous as thine? — but thou art honest.

Ren. Who dares accuse me?

Jaff. Cursed be him that doubts
Thy virtue! I have tried it, and declare,
Were I to choose a guardian of my honour,
Id put it in thy keeping; for I know thee.

Ren. Know me?

Jaff. Ay, know thee: theres no falsehood in thee,
Thou lookst just as thou art: let us embrace.
Now wouldst thou cut my throat, or I cut thine?

Ren. You dare not do it.

Jaff. You lie, sir.

Ren. How!

Jaff. No more.
Tis a base world, and must reform, thats all.

Enter Spinosa, Theodore, Eliot, Revillido, Durand, Brainville, and the rest of the Conspirators.

Ren. Spinosa! Theodore!

Spin. The same.

Ren. You are welcome!

Spin. You are trembling, sir.

Ren. Tis a cold night indeed, I am aged,
Full of decay and natural infirmities:
We shall be warm, my friend, I hope, to-morrow.

Re-enter Pierre.

Pier. [Aside to Jaffier.] Twas not well done thou shouldst have strokèd him,
And not have galled him.

Jaff. [Aside to Pierre.] Damn him! let him chew on it.
Heaven! where am I? beset with cursèd fiends,
That wait to damn me. What a devils man,
When he forgets his nature! Hush, my heart!

Ren. My friends, tis late; are we assembled all?
Wheres Theodore?

Theo. At hand.

Ren. Spinosa?

Spin. Here.

Ren. Brainville?

Brain. Im ready.

Ren. Durand and Brabe?

Dur. Command us;
We are both prepared.

Ren. Mezzana, Revillido,
Ternon, Retrosi? oh, youre men, I find,
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her summons;
To-morrows rising sun must see you all
Decked in your honours! Are the soldiers ready?

All. All, all.

Ren. You, Durand, with your thousand, must possess
St. Marks; you, captain, know your charge already;
Tis to secure the Ducal Palace; you,
Brabe, with a hundred more, must gain the Secque;
With the like number, Brainville, to the Procurale.
Be all this done with the least tumult possible,
Till in each place you post sufficient guards:
Then sheathe your swords in every breast you meet.

Jaff. [Aside.] O reverend cruelty! Damned bloody villain!

Ren. During this execution, Durand, you
Must, in the midst, keep your battalia fast;
And, Theodore, be sure to plant the cannon
That may command the streets; whilst Revillido,
Mezzana, Ternon, and Retrosi guard you.
This done, well give the general alarm,
Apply petards, and force the arsenal gates;
Then fire the city round in several places,
Or with our cannon, if it dare resist,
Batter it to ruin. But, above all, I charge you,
Shed blood enough, spare neither sex nor age,
Name nor condition; if there live a senator
After to-morrow, though the dullest rogue
That eer said nothing, we have lost our ends;
If possible, lets kill the very name
Of senator, and bury it in blood.

Jaff. [Aside.] Merciless, horrid slave! — [Aloud.]
Ay, blood enough — 
Shed blood enough, old Renault! how thou charmst me!

Ren. But one thing more, and then farewell till fate
Join us again, or separate us ever:
First, lets embrace; Heaven knows who next shall thus
Wing ye together: but lets all remember
We wear no common cause upon our swords;
Let each man think that on his single virtue
Depends the good and fame of all the rest,
Eternal honour or perpetual infamy.
Let us remember, through what dreadful hazards
Propitious fortune hitherto has led us;
How often on the brink of some discovery
Have we stood tottering, yet still kept our ground
So well, the busiest searchers neer could follow
Those subtle tracks which puzzled all suspicion.
You droop, sir.

Jaff. No; with most profound attention
Ive heard it all, and wonder at thy virtue.

Ren. Though there be yet few hours twixt them and ruin,
Are not the Senate lulled in full security,
Quiet and satisfied, as fools are always?
Never did so profound repose forerun
Calamity so great: nay, our good fortune
Has blinded the most piercing of mankind,
Strengthened the fearfullest, charmed the most suspectful,
Confounded the most subtle: for we live,
We live, my friends, and quickly shall our life
Prove fatal to these tyrants. Lets consider
That we destroy oppression, avarice,
A people nursed up equally with vices
And loathsome lusts, which nature most abhors,
And such as without shame she cannot suffer.

Jaff. O Belvidera, take me to thy arms,
And show me wheres my peace, for I have lost it. [Exit.

Ren. Without the least remorse, then, lets resolve
With fire and sword to exterminate these tyrants;
And when we shall behold those cursed tribunals
Stained by the tears and sufferings of the innocent,
Burning with flames, rather from Heaven than ours;
The raging, furious, and unpitying soldier
Pulling his reeking dagger from the bosoms
Of gasping wretches; death in every quarter,
With all that sad disorder can produce,
To make a spectacle of horror; then,
Then let us call to mind, my dearest friends,
That there is nothing pure upon the earth;
That the most valued things have most allays,
And that in change of all those vile enormities,
Under whose weight this wretched country labours,
The means are only in our hands to cure them.

Pier. And may those powers above that are propitious
To gallant minds record this cause, and bless it!

Ren. Thus happy, thus secure of all we wish for,
Should there, my friends, be found amongst us one
False to this glorious enterprise, what fate,
What vengeance were enough for such a villain?

Eliot. Death here without repentance, hell hereafter.

Ren. Let that be my lot, if as here I stand,
Listed by fate amongst her darling sons,
Though I had one only brother, dear by all
The strictest ties of nature; though one hour
Had given us birth, one fortune fed our wants,
One only love, and that but of each other,
Still filled our minds, — could I have such a friend
Joined in this cause, and had but ground to fear
He meant foul play, may this right hand drop from me,
If Id not hazard all my future peace,
And stab him to the heart before you. Who,
Who would do less? wouldst not thou, Pierre, the same?

Pier. Youve singled me, sir, out for this hard question,
As if twere started only for my sake.
Am I the thing you fear? Here, heres my bosom,
Search it with all your swords! Am I a traitor?

Ren. No; but I fear your late-commended friend
Is little less. Come, sirs, tis now no time
To trifle with our safety. Wheres this Jaffier?

Spin. He left the room just now in strange disorder.

Ren. Nay, there is danger in him: I observed him,
During the time I took for explanation.
He was transported from most deep attention
To a confusion which he could not smother;
His looks grew full of sadness and surprise,
All which betrayed a wavering spirit in him,
That laboured with reluctancy and sorrow.
Whats requisite for safety must be done
With speedy execution: he remains
Yet in our power: I for my own part wear
A dagger.

Pier. Well.

Ren. And I could wish it — 

Pier. Where?

Ren. Buried in his heart.

Pier. Away! were yet all friends;
No more of this, twill breed ill blood amongst us.

Spin. Let us all draw our swords, and search the house,
Pull him from the dark hole where he sits brooding
Oer his cold fears, and each man kill his share of him.

Pier. Who talks of killing? Whos hell shed the blood
Thats dear to me? Ist you? or you? or you, sir?
What, not one speak? how you stand gaping all
On your grave oracle, your wooden god there!
Yet not a word. Then, sir — [To Renault] — Ill tell you a secret; — 
Suspicions but at best a cowards virtue!

Ren. A coward! [Handles his sword.

Pier. Put, put up thy sword, old man,
Thy hand shakes at it. Come, lets heal this breach,
I am too hot; we yet may all live friends.

Spin. Till we are safe, our friendship cannot be so.

Pier. Again? whos that?

Spin. Twas I.

Theo. And I.

Rev. And I.

Eliot. And all.

Ren. Who are on my side?

Spin. Every honest sword.
Lets die like men, and not be sold like slaves.

Pier. One such word more, by Heaven, Ill to the Senate,
And hang ye all like dogs in clusters.
Why peep your coward swords half out their shells?
Why do you not all brandish them like mine?
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing!

Ren. Go to the Senate and betray us; hasten,
Secure thy wretched life; we fear to die
Less than thou darest be honest.

Pier. Thats rank falsehood.
Fearst not thou death? fie! theres a knavish itch
In that salt blood, an utter foe to smarting.
Had Jaffiers wife proved kind, he had still been true.
Faugh! how that stinks!
Thou die! thou kill my friend! or thou, or thou;
Or thou, with that lean, withered, wretched face!
Away! disperse all to your several charges,
And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you;
Ill bring that man whose blood you so much thirst for,
And you shall see him venture for you fairly.
Hence, hence, I say. [Exit Renault angrily.

Spin. I fear weve been to blame,
And done too much.

Theo. Twas too far urged against the man you loved.

Rev. Here, take our swords, and crush them with your feet.

Spin. Forgive us, gallant friend.

Pier. Nay, now youve found
The way to melt and cast me as you will.
Ill fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy:
Nay, he shall die, if you will take him from me;
For your repose, Ill quit my hearts jewel;
But would not have him torn away by villains
And spiteful villany.

Spin. No; may you both
For ever live, and fill the world with fame!

Pier. Now you are too kind. Whence rose all this discord?
Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we scaped!
How near a fall was all we had long been building!
What an eternal blot had stained our glories,
If one, the bravest and the best of men,
Had fallen a sacrifice to rash suspicion!
Butchered by those whose cause he came to cherish!
Oh, could you know him all as I have known him,
How good he is, how just, how true, how brave,
You would not leave this place till you had seen him,
Humbled yourselves before him, kissed his feet,
And gained remission for the worst of follies.
Come but to-morrow, all your doubts shall end;
And to your loves me better recommend,
That Ive preserved your fame, and saved my friend. [Exeunt.






ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I. — A Public Place.

Enter Jaffier and Belvidera.



Jaff. Where dost thou lead me?
Every step I move,
Methinks I tread upon some mangled limb
Of a racked friend. O my dear charming ruin!
Where are we wandering?

Belv. To eternal honour;
To do a deed shall chronicle thy name
Among the glorious legends of those few
That have saved sinking nations: thy renown
Shall be the future song of all the virgins,
Who by thy piety have been preserved
From horrid violation; every street
Shall be adorned with statues to thy honour,
And at thy feet this great inscription written,
Remember him that propped the fall of Venice.

Jaff. Rather remember him who, after all
The sacred bonds of oaths and holier friendship,
In fond compassion to a womans tears,
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour,
To sacrifice the bosom that relieved him.
Why wilt thou damn me?

Belv. O inconstant man!
How will you promise! how will you deceive!
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage;
Tell all thy friends how dangerously thou lovest me;
And let thy dagger do its bloody office.
O, that kind dagger, Jaffier, how twill look
Stuck through my heart, drenched in my blood to the hilts!
Whilst these poor dying eyes shall with their tears
No more torment thee; — then thou wilt be free.
Or if thou thinkst it nobler, let me live
Till Im a victim to the hateful lust
Of that infernal devil, that old fiend
Thats damned himself, and would undo mankind.
Last night, my love!

Jaff. Name, name it not again;
It shows a beastly image to my fancy,
Will wake me into madness. O, the villain
That durst approach such purity as thine
On terms so vile! Destruction, swift destruction
Fall on my coward head, and make my name
The common scorn of fools, if I forgive him!
If I forgive him! if I not revenge
With utmost rage, and most unstaying fury,
Thy suffering, dear darling of my life.

Belv. Delay no longer then, but to the Senate;
And tell the dismallest story ever uttered;
Tell them what bloodshed, rapines, desolations,
Have been prepared; how nears the fatal hour;
Save thy poor country, save the reverend blood
Of all its nobles, which to-morrows dawn
Must else see shed; save the poor tender lives
Of all those little infants which the swords
Of murderers are whetting for this moment;
Think thou already hearst their dying screams,
Think that thou seest their sad distracted mothers
Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity,
With torn dishevelled hair and streaming eyes,
Their naked mangled breasts besmeared with blood,
And even the milk, with which their fondled babes
Softly they hushed, dropping in anguish from them:
Think thou seest this, and then consult thy heart.

Jaff. Oh!

Belv. Think, too, if thou lose this present minute,
What miseries the next day brings upon thee.
Imagine all the horrors of that night,
Murder and rapine, waste and desolation,
Confusedly ranging. Think what then may prove
My lot! The ravisher may then come safe,
And, midst the terror of the public ruin,
Do a damned deed; perhaps too lay a train
May catch thy life: then where will be revenge,
The dear revenge thats due to such a wrong?

Jaff. By all Heavens powers, prophetic truth dwells in thee,
For every word thou speakst strikes through my heart
Like a new light, and shows it how it has wandered;
Just what thoust made me, take me, Belvidera,
And lead me to the place where Im to say
This bitter lesson; where I must betray
My truth, my virtue, constancy, and friends: — 
Must I betray my friend? Ah! take me quickly,
Secure me well before that thoughts renewed;
If I relapse once more, alls lost for ever.

Belv. Hast thou a friend more dear than Belvidera?

Jaff. No; thourt my soul itself; wealth, friendship, honour,
All present joys and earnest of all future,
Are summed in thee: methinks, when in thy arms
Thus leaning on thy breast, one minutes more
Than a long thousand years of vulgar hours.
Why was such happiness not given me pure?
Why dashed with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings?
Come, lead me forward now, like a tame lamb
To sacrifice. Thus in his fatal garlands,
Decked fine and pleased, the wanton skips and plays,
Trots by the enticing flattering priestess side,
And, much transported with his little pride,
Forgets his dear companions of the plain;
Till, by her bound, hes on the altar lain,
Yet then too hardly bleats, such pleasures in the pain.

Enter Officer and six Guards.

Offi. Stand; who goes there?

Belv. Friends.

Jaff. Friends, Belvidera! hide me from my friends.
By Heaven, Id rather see the face of hell
Than meet the man I love.

Offi. But what friends are you?

Belv. Friends to the Senate and the state of Venice.

Offi. My orders are, to seize on all I find
At this late hour, and bring them to the Council,
Who now are sitting.

Jaff. Sir, you shall be obeyed.
Hold, brutes! stand off, none of your paws upon me.
Now the lots cast, and, fate, do what thou wilt. [Exeunt.



SCENE II.-The Senate House.

The Duke of Venice, Priuli, Antonio, and eight other Senators discovered in session.

Duke. Antony, Priuli, senators of Venice,
Speak; why are we assembled here this night?
What have you to inform us of, concerns
The state of Venice honour, or its safety?

Priu. Could words express the story Ive to tell you,
Fathers, these tears were useless, these sad tears
That fall from my old eyes; but there is cause
We all should weep; tear off these purple robes,
And wrap ourselves in sackcloth, sitting down
On the sad earth, and cry aloud to Heaven.
Heaven knows if yet there be an hour to come
Ere Venice be no more!

All the Senators. How!

Priu. Nay, we stand
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin.
Within this citys formed a dark conspiracy
To massacre us all, our wives and children,
Kindred and friends; our palaces and temples
To lay in ashes: nay, the hour too fixed;
The swords, for aught I know, drawn even this moment,
And the wild waste begun. From unknown hands
I had this warning: but, if we are men,
Lets not be tamely butchered, but do something
That may inform the world in after-ages
Our virtue was not ruined, though we were.

[Voices without] Room, room, make room for some prisoners!

2nd Senat. Lets raise the city.

Enter Officer and Guard.

Priu. Speak there, what disturbance?

Offi. Two prisoners have the guard seized in the streets,
Who say they come to inform this reverend Senate
About the present danger.

All. Give them entrance. — 

Enter Jaffier and Belvidera, guarded.

Well; who are you?

Jaff. A villain.

Ant. Short and pithy.
The man speaks well.

Jaff. Would every man that hears me
Would deal so honestly, and own his title!

Duke. Tis rumoured that a plot has been contrived
Against this state; that youve a share int too.
If youre a villain, to redeem your honour,
Unfold the truth, and be restored with mercy.

Jaff. Think not that I, to save my life, come hither;
I know its value better; but in pity
To all those wretches whose unhappy dooms
Are fixed and sealed. You see me here before you,
The sworn and covenanted foe of Venice;
But use me as my dealings may deserve,
And I may prove a friend.

Duke. The slave capitulates!
Give him the tortures.

Jaff. That you dare not do;
Your fears wont let you, nor the longing itch
To hear a story which you dread the truth of, — 
Truth, which the fear of smart shall neer get from me.
Cowards are scared with threatenings; boys are whipped
Into confessions: but a steady mind
Acts of itself, neer asks the body counsel.
Give him the tortures! Name but such a thing
Again, by Heaven, Ill shut these lips for ever;
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels
Shall force a groan away that you may guess at.

Ant. A bloody-minded fellow, Ill warrant; a
damned bloody-minded fellow.

Duke. Name your conditions.

Jaff. For myself full pardon,
Besides the lives of two and twenty friends [Delivers a list.
Whose names are here enrolled: nay, let their crimes
Be neer so monstrous, I must have the oaths
And sacred promise of this reverend council,
That in a full assembly of the Senate
The thing I ask be ratified. Swear this,
And Ill unfold the secrets of your danger.

All. Well swear.

Duke. Propose the oath.

Jaff. By all the hopes
Ye have of peace and happiness hereafter,
Swear.

All. We all swear.

Jaff. To grant me what Ive asked,
Ye swear?

All. We swear.

Jaff. And as ye keep the oath,
May you and your posterity be blessed,
Or cursed for ever!

All. Else be cursed for ever!

Jaff. Then heres the list, and with it the full disclose
Of all that threatens you. Now, fate, thoust caught me.

[Delivers another paper.

Ant. Why, what a dreadful catalogue of cut-throats is here! Ill warrant you, not one of these fellows but has a face like a lion. I dare not so much as read their names over.

Duke. Give order that all diligent search be made
To seize these men; their characters are public:
The paper intimates their rendezvous
To be at the house of a famed Grecian courtesan,
Called Aquilina; see that place secured.

Ant. What, my Nicky Nacky, hurry durry, Nicky
Nacky in the plot? — Ill make a speech. — 
Most noble senators,
What headlong apprehension drives you on,
Right noble, wise, and truly solid senators,
To violate the laws and right of nations?
The lady is a lady of renown.
Tis true, she holds a house of fair reception,
And though I say it myself, as many more
Can say as well as I — 

2nd Senat. My lord, long speeches
Are frivolous here, when dangers are so near us.
We all well know your interest in that lady;
The world talks loud ont.

Ant. Verily, I have done,
I say no more.

Duke. But, since he has declared
Himself concerned, pray, captain, take great caution
To treat the fair one as becomes her character,
And let her bed-chamber be searched with decency.
You, Jaffier, must with patience bear till morning
To be our prisoner.

Jaff. Would the chains of death
Had bound me fast ere I had known this minute!
Ive done a deed will make my story hereafter
Quoted in competition with all ill ones:
The history of my wickedness shall run
Down through the low traditions of the vulgar,
And boys be taught to tell the tale of Jaffier.

Duke. Captain, withdraw your prisoner.

Jaff. Sir, if possible,
Lead me where my own thoughts themselves may lose me;
Where I may doze out what Ive left of life,
Forget myself, and this days guilt and falsehood.
Cruel remembrance, how shall I appease thee!

[Exeunt Jaffier and Belvidera, guarded.

[Voices without] More traitors; room, room, make room there.

Duke. Hows this! Guards!
Where are our guards? Shut up the gates; the treasons
Already at our doors.

Enter Officer.

Offi. My lords, more traitors;
Seized in the very act of consultation;
Furnished with arms and instruments of mischief. — 
Bring in the prisoners.

Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revillido, and other Conspirators, in fetters, guarded.

Pier. You, my lords and fathers
(As you are pleased to call yourselves) of Venice,
If you sit here to guide the course of justice,
Why these disgraceful chains upon the limbs
That have so often laboured in your service?
Are these the wreaths of triumphs ye bestow
On those that bring you conquests home, and honours?

Duke. Go on; you shall be heard, sir.

Ant. And be hanged, too, I hope.

Pier. Are these the trophies Ive deserved for fighting
Your battles with confederated powers?
When winds and seas conspired to overthrow you,
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own harbours;
When you, great Duke, shrunk trembling in your palace,
And saw your wife, the Adriatic, ploughed,
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours,
Stepped not I forth, and taught your loose Venetians
The task of honour, and the way to greatness;
Raised you from your capitulating fears,
To stipulate the terms of sued-for peace?
And this my recompense? If Im a traitor,
Produce my charge; or show the wretch thats base enough
And brave enough to tell me Im a traitor.

Duke. Know you one Jaffier? [All the Conspirators murmur.

Pier. Yes, and know his virtue.
His justice, truth, his general worth, and sufferings
From a hard father, taught me first to love him.

Duke. See him brought forth.

Re-enter Jaffier, guarded.

Pier. My friend too bound! nay, then,
Our fate has conquered us, and we must fall.
Why droops the man whose welfares so much mine,
Theyre but one thing? These reverend tyrants, Jaffier,
Call us all traitors: art thou one, my brother?

Jaff. To thee I am the falsest, veriest slave
That eer betrayed a generous, trusting friend,
And gave up honour to be sure of ruin.
All our fair hopes, which morning was to have crowned,
Has this cursed tongue oerthrown.

Pier. So, then, alls over:
Venice has lost her freedom; I my life.
No more; farewell.

Duke. Say, will you make confession
Of your vile deeds, and trust the Senates mercy?

Pier. Cursed be your Senate; cursed your constitution;
The curse of growing factions and division
Still vex your councils, shake your public safety,
And make the robes of government you wear.
Hateful to you, as these base chains to me!

Duke. Pardon, or death?

Pier. Death, honourable death!

Ren. Deaths the best thing we ask, or you can give.

All Conspir. No shameful bonds, but honourable death.

Duke. Break up the council. Captain, guard your prisoners.
Jaffier, youre free, but these must wait for judgment.

[Exeunt all the Senators.

Pier. Come, wheres my dungeon? lead me to my straw:
It will not be the first time Ive lodged hard
To do your Senate service.

Jaff. Hold one moment.

Pier. Whos he disputes the judgment of the Senate?
Presumptuous rebel — on — [Strikes Jaffier.

Jaff. By Heaven, you stir not!
I must be heard, I must have leave to speak.
Thou hast disgraced me, Pierre, by a vile blow:
Had not a dagger done thee nobler justice?
But use me as thou wilt, thou canst not wrong me,
For I am fallen beneath the basest injuries;
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy,
With pity and with charity behold me;
Shut not thy heart against a friends repentance,
But, as there dwells a godlike nature in thee,
Listen with mildness to my supplications.

Pier. What whining monk art thou? what holy cheat,
That wouldst encroach upon my credulous ears,
And cantst thus vilely? Hence! I know thee not.
Dissemble and be nasty: leave me, hypocrite.

Jaff. Not know me, Pierre?

Pier. No, know thee not: what art thou?

Jaff. Jaffier, thy friend, thy once loved, valued friend,
Though now deservedly scorned, and used most hardly.

Pier. Thou Jaffier! thou my once loved, valued friend?
By Heavens, thou liest! The man so called, my friend,
Was generous, honest, faithful, just, and valiant,
Noble in mind, and in his person lovely,
Dear to my eyes and tender to my heart:
But thou, a wretched, base, false, worthless coward,
Poor even in soul, and loathsome in thy aspect;
All eyes must shun thee, and all hearts detest thee.
Prythee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me,
Like something baneful, that my natures chilled at.

Jaff. I have not wronged thee, by these tears I have not,
But still am honest, true, and hope, too, valiant;
My mind still full of thee: therefore still noble.
Let not thy eyes then shun me, nor thy heart
Detest me utterly: oh, look upon me,
Look back and see my sad, sincere submission!
How my heart swells, as even twould burst my bosom,
Fond of its goal, and labouring to be at thee!
What shall I do — what say to make thee hear me?

Pier. Hast thou not wronged me? darst thou call thyself
Jaffier, that once loved, valued friend of mine,
And swear thou hast not wronged me? Whence these chains?
Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment?
Whence this dishonour, but from thee, thou false one?

Jaff. Alls true, yet grant one thing, and Ive done asking.

Pier. Whats that?

Jaff. To take thy life on such conditions
The Council have proposed: thou and thy friends
May yet live long, and to be better treated.

Pier. Life! ask my life? confess! record myself
A villain, for the privilege to breathe,
And carry up and down this cursèd city
A discontented and repining spirit,
Burthensome to itself, a few years longer,
To lose it, may be, at last in a lewd quarrel
For some new friend, treacherous and false as thou art!
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling,
And cannot part on better terms than now,
When only men like thee are fit to live int.

Jaff. By all thats just — 

Pier. Swear by some other powers,
For thou hast broke that sacred oath too lately.

Jaff. Then, by that hell I merit, Ill not leave thee,
Till to thyself, at least, thourt reconciled,
However thy resentments deal with me.

Pier. Not leave me!

Jaff. No; thou shalt not force me from thee.
Use me reproachfully, and like a slave;
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs
On my poor head; Ill bear it all with patience,
Shall weary out thy most unfriendly cruelty:
Lie at thy feet and kiss them, though they spurn me,
Till, wounded by my sufferings, thou relent,
And raise me to thy arms with dear forgiveness.

Pier. Art thou not — 

Jaff. What?

Pier. A traitor?

Jaff. Yes.

Pier. A villain?

Jaff. Granted.

Pier. A coward, a most scandalous coward,
Spiritless, void of honour, one who has sold
Thy everlasting fame for shameless life?

Jaff. All, all, and more, much more: my faults are numberless.

Pier. And wouldst thou have me live on terms like thine?
Base as thourt false — 

Jaff. No; tis to me thats granted.
The safety of thy life was all I aimed at,
In recompense for faith and trust so broken.

Pier. I scorn it more, because preserved by thee:
And as when first my foolish heart took pity
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries,
Relieved thy wants, and raised thee from thy state
Of wretchedness in which thy fate had plunged thee,
To rank thee in my list of noble friends,
All I received in surety for thy truth
Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger,
Given with a worthless pledge thou since hast stolen,
So I restore it back to thee again;
Swearing by all those powers which thou hast violated,
Never from this cursed hour to hold communion,
Friendship, or interest with thee, though our years
Were to exceed those limited the world.
Take it — farewell! — for now I owe thee nothing.

Jaff. Say thou wilt live then.

Pier. For my life, dispose it
Just as thou wilt, because tis what Im tired with.

Jaff. O Pierre!

Pier. No more.

Jaff. My eyes wont lose the sight of thee,
But languish after thine, and ache with gazing.

Pier. Leave me — Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee from me,
And curses, great as is thy falsehood, catch thee!

[Exeunt Pierre and Conspirators, guarded.

Jaff. Amen! hes gone, my father, friend, preserver;
And heres the portion he has left me. [Holds the dagger up.
This dagger, well remembered; with this dagger
I gave a solemn vow of dire importance;
Parted with this and Belvidera together; — 
Have a care, memory; drive that thought no farther; — 
No, Ill esteem it as a friends last legacy,
Treasure it up within this wretched bosom,
Where it may grow acquainted with my heart,
That, when they meet, they start not from each other.
So; now for thinking: a blow, called traitor, villain,
Coward, dishonourable coward, faugh!
O for a long sound sleep, and so forget it!
Down, busy devil — 

Re-enter Belvidera.

Belv. Whither shall I fly?
Where hide me and my miseries together?
Wheres now the Roman constancy I boasted?
Sunk into trembling fears and desperation!
Not daring to look up to that dear face
Which used to smile even on my faults, but down
Bending these miserable eyes to earth,
Must move in penance, and implore much mercy.

Jaff. Mercy! kind Heaven has surely endless stores,
Hoarded for thee, of blessings yet untasted.
Let wretches loaded hard with guilt as I am
Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the burthen;
Creep, with a remnant of that strength theyve left,
Before the footstool of that Heaven theyve injured.
O Belvidera! Im the wretchedest creature
Eer crawled on earth: now, if thoust virtue, help me;
Take me
Into thy arms, and speak the words of peace
To my divided soul, that wars within me
And raises every sense to my confusion;
By Heaven, Im tottering on the very brink
Of peace, and thou art all the hold Ive left.

Belv. Alas! I know thy sorrows are most mighty;
I know thoust cause to mourn, to mourn, my Jaffier,
With endless cries, and never-ceasing wailings;
Thoust lost — 

Jaff. Oh, I have lost what cant be counted!
My friend too, Belvidera, — that dear friend,
Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoiced in, — 
Has used me like a slave, shamefully used me;
Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the story!
What shall I do? resentment, indignation,
Love, pity, fear, and memory how Ive wronged him,
Distract my quiet with the very thought ont,
And tear my heart to pieces in my bosom.

Belv. What has he done?

Jaff. Thoudst hate me, should I tell thee.

Belv. Why?

Jaff. Oh, he has used me — yet, by Heaven, I bear it!
He has used me, Belvidera — but first swear
That when Ive told thee thoult not loathe me utterly,
Though vilest blots and stains appear upon me;
But still at least, with charitable goodness,
Be near me in the pangs of my affliction — 
Not scorn me, Belvidera, as he has done.

Belv. Have I then eer been false, that now Im doubted?
Speak, whats the cause Im grown into distrust?
Why thought unfit to hear my loves complainings?

Jaff. Oh!

Belv. Tell me.

Jaff. Bear my failings, for theyre many.
O my dear angel! in that friend Ive lost
All my souls peace; for every thought of him
Strikes my sense hard, and deads it in my brains.
Wouldst thou believe it? — 

Belv. Speak.

Jaff. Before we parted,
Ere yet his guards had led him to his prison,
Full of severest sorrows for his sufferings,
With eyes oerflowing, and a bleeding heart,
Humbling myself almost beneath my nature,
As at his feet I kneeled, and sued for mercy,
Forgetting all our friendship, all the dearness
In which weve lived so many years together,
With a reproachful hand he dashed a blow:
He struck me, Belvidera — by Heaven, he struck me,
Buffeted, called me traitor, villain, coward.
Am I a coward? am I a villain? tell me:
Thourt the best judge, and madest me, if I am so.
Damnation! coward!

Belv. Oh! forgive him, Jaffier;
And, if his sufferings wound thy heart already,
What will they do to-morrow?

Jaff. Ha!

Belv. To-morrow;
When thou shalt see him stretched in all the agonies
Of a tormenting and a shameful death;
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs,
Insulted oer by a vile butchering villain; — 
What will thy heart do then? Oh, sure, twill stream
Like my eyes now.

Jaff. What means thy dreadful story?
Death, and to-morrow! broken limbs and bowels!
Insulted oer by a vile butchering villain!
By all my fears, I shall start out to madness,
With barely guessing, if the truths hid longer.

Belv. The faithless senators, tis theyve decreed it:
They say, according to our friends request,
They shall have death, and not ignoble bondage;
Declare their promised mercy all as forfeited;
False to their oaths, and deaf to intercession,
Warrants are passed for public death to-morrow.

Jaff. Death! doomed to die! condemned unheard! unpleaded!

Belv. Nay, cruellest racks and torments are preparing,
To force confessions from their dying pangs.
Oh, do not look so terribly upon me:
How your lips shake, and all your face disordered!
What means my love?

Jaff. Leave me, I charge thee, leave me! strong temptations
Wake in my heart.

Belv. For what?

Jaff. No more; but leave me.

Belv. Why?

Jaff. Oh! by Heaven, I love thee with that fondness,
I would not have thee stay a moment longer
Near these cursed hands; are they not cold upon thee?

Belv. No, everlasting comforts in thy arms.

[Pulls the dagger half out of his bosom, and puts it back again.

To lean thus on thy breast is softer ease
Than downy pillows decked with leaves of roses.

Jaff. Alas! thou thinkst not of the thorns tis filled with;
Fly ere they gall thee: theres a lurking serpent
Ready to leap and sting thee to thy heart:
Art thou not terrified?

Belv. No.

Jaff. Call to mind
What thou hast done, and whither thou hast brought me.

Belv. Ha!

Jaff. Wheres my friend? my friend, thou smiling mischief?
Nay, shrink not, now tis too late; thou shouldst have fled
When thy guilt first had cause; for dire revenge
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans!
Hark how he groans! his screams are in my ears
Already! see, theyve fixed him on the wheel,
And now they tear him — Murder! perjured Senate!
Murder — Oh! — hark thee, traitress, thoust done this;
Thanks to thy tears and false-persuading love,

[Fumbling for his dagger.

How her eyes speak! O thou bewitching creature!
Madness cant hurt thee: come, thou little trembler,
Creep even into my heart, and there lie safe;
Tis thy own citadel — ha! — yet stand off:
Heaven must have justice, and my broken vows
Will sink me else beneath its reaching mercy;
Ill wink, and then tis done — 

Belv. What means the lord
Of me, my life and love? whats in thy bosom,
Thou graspst at so? Nay, why am I thus treated?

[He draws the dagger, and offers to stab her.

What wilt thou do? Ah, do not kill me, Jaffier!
Pity these panting breasts, and trembling limbs,
That used to clasp thee when thy looks were milder,
That yet hang heavy on my unpurged soul,
And plunge it not into eternal darkness.

Jaff. No, Belvidera; when we parted last,
I gave this dagger with thee as in trust
To be thy portion, if I eer proved false.
On such condition was my truth believed;
But now tis forfeited, and must be paid for.

[Offers to stab her again.

Belv. Oh, mercy! [Kneeling.

Jaff. Nay, no struggling.

Belv. Now then kill me; [Leaps upon his neck, and kisses him.
While thus I cling about thy cruel neck,
Kiss thy revengeful lips, and die in joys
Greater than any I can guess hereafter.

Jaff. I am, I am a coward; witness it, Heaven;
Witness it, earth; and every being, witness!
Tis but one blow; yet, by immortal love,
I cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee.

[Throws away the dagger, and embraces her.

The seal of Providence is sure upon thee,
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders:
Oh, thou wert either born to save or damn me!
By all the power thats given thee oer my soul,
By thy resistless tears and conquering smiles,
By the victorious love that still waits on thee,
Fly to thy cruel father, save my friend,
Or all our future quiets lost for ever:
Fall at his feet, cling round his reverend knees;
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him;
Crush him in thy arms, and torture him with thy softness;
Nor, till thy prayers are granted, set him free,
But conquer him, as thou hast vanquished me. [Exeunt.


ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I. — Before Priulis house.

Enter Priuli.



Priu. Why, cruel Heaven, have my unhappy days
Been lengthened to this sad one? Oh! dishonour
And deathless infamy is fallen upon me.
Was it my fault? Am I a traitor? No.
But then, my only child, my daughter wedded;
There my best blood runs foul, and a disease
Incurable has seized upon my memory,
To make it rot and stink to after ages.
Cursed be the fatal minute when I got her!
Or would that Id been anything but man,
And raised an issue which would neer have wronged me!
The miserablest creatures (man excepted)
Are not the less esteemed, though their posterity
Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers;
The vilest beasts are happy in their offsprings;
While only man gets traitors, whores, and villains.
Cursed be the names, and some swift blow from fate
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotten!

Enter Belvidera in a long mourning veil.

Belv. [Aside.] Hes there, my father, my inhuman father,
That, for three years, has left an only child
Exposed to all the outrages of fate
And cruel ruin — Oh!

Priu. What child of sorrow
Art thou, that comest thus wrapped in weeds of sadness,
And movest as if thy steps were towards a grave?

Belv. A wretch, who from the very top of happiness,
Am fallen into the lowest depths of misery,
And want your pitying hand to raise me up again.

Priu. Indeed, thou talkst as thou hadst tasted sorrows;
Would I could help thee.

Belv. Tis greatly in your power;
The world, too, speaks you charitable; and I,
Who neer asked alms before, in that dear hope
Am come a-begging to you, sir.

Priu. For what?

Belv. Oh, well regard me; is this voice a strange one?
Consider, too, when beggars once pretend
A case like mine, no little will content them.

Priu. What wouldst thou beg for?

Belv. Pity and forgiveness. [Throws up her veil.
By the kind tender names of child and father,
Hear my complaints, and take me to your love.

Priu. My daughter!

Belv. Yes, your daughter, by a mother
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your honour,
Obedient to your will, kind to your wishes,
Dear to your arms: by all the joys she gave you,
When in her blooming years she was your treasure,
Look kindly on me; in my face behold
The lineaments of hers youve kissed so often,
Pleading the cause of your poor cast-off child.

Priu. Thou art my daughter.

Belv. Yes; — and youve oft told me
With smiles of love, and chaste paternal kisses,
Id much resemblance of my mother.

Priu. Oh!
Hadst thou inherited her matchless virtues,
Id been too blest.

Belv. Nay, do not call to memory
My disobedience, but let pity enter
Into your heart, and quite deface the impression;
For could you think how mines perplexed, what sadness,
Fears, and despairs distract the peace within me,
Oh! you would take me in your dear, dear arms,
Hover with strong compassion oer your young one,
To shelter me with a protecting wing,
From the black gathered storm, thats just, just breaking.

Priu. Dont talk thus.

Belv. Yes, I must, and you must hear too.
I have a husband — 

Priu. Damn him!

Belv. Oh! do not curse him;
He would not speak so hard a word towards you
On any terms, howeer he deal with me.

Priu. Ha! what means my child?

Bel. Oh, theres but this short moment
Twixt me and fate: yet send me not with curses
Down to my grave; afford me one kind blessing
Before we part; just take me in your arms,
And recommend me with a prayer to Heaven,
That I may die in peace; and when Im dead — 

Priu. How my souls catched!

Belv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me
By the dear ashes of my tender mother:
She would have pitied me, had fate yet spared her.

Priu. By Heaven, my aching heart forebodes much mischief.
Tell me thy story, for Im still thy father.

Belv. No, Im contented,

Priu. Speak.

Belv. No matter.

Priu. Tell me.
By yon blest Heaven, my heart runs oer with fondness!

Belv. Oh!

Priu. Utter it.

Belv. Oh, my husband, my dear husband
Carries a dagger in his once kind bosom,
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera.

Priu. Kill thee?

Belv. Yes, kill me. When he passed his faith
And covenant against your state and Senate,
He gave me up as hostage for his truth;
With me a dagger, and a dire commission,
Wheneer he failed, to plunge it through this bosom.
I learnt the danger, chose the hour of love
To attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour.
Great Love prevailed, and blessed me with success;
He came, confessed, betrayed his dearest friends
For promised mercy. Now theyre doomed to suffer,
Galled with remembrance of what then was sworn,
If they are lost, he vows to appease the gods
With this poor life, and make my blood the atonement.

Priu. Heavens!

Belv. Think you saw what passed at our last parting;
Think you beheld him like a raging lion,
Pacing the earth, and tearing up his steps,
Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain
Of burning fury; think you saw his one hand
Fixed on my throat, whilst the extended other
Grasped a keen threatening dagger; oh! twas thus
We last embraced; when, trembling with revenge,
He dragged me to the ground, and at my bosom
Presented horrid death; cried out My friends!
Where are my friends? swore, wept, raged, threatened, loved;
For he yet loved, and that dear love preserved me
To this last trial of a fathers pity.
I fear not death, but cannot bear a thought
That that dear hand should do the unfriendly office.
If I was ever then your care, now hear me;
Fly to the Senate, save the promised lives
Of his dear friends, ere mine be made the sacrifice.

Priu. Oh, my hearts comfort!

Belv. Will you not, my father?
Weep not, but answer me.

Priu. By Heaven, I will.
Not one of them but what shall be immortal.
Canst thou forgive me all my follies past?
Ill henceforth be indeed a father; never,
Never more thus expose, but cherish thee,
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life;
Dear as these eyes that weep in fondness oer thee.
Peace to thy heart! Farewell.

Belv. Go, and remember
Tis Belvideras life her father pleads for. [Exeunt severally.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Hum, hum, hah; Signior Priuli, my lord Priuli, my lord, my lord, my lord! How we lords love to call one another by our titles! My lord, my lord, my lord — Pox on him! I am a lord as well as he; and so let him fiddle. Ill warrant him hes gone to the Senate-house, and Ill be there too, soon enough for somebody. Odd! heres a tickling speech about the plot; Ill prove theres a plot with a vengeance — would I had it without book; let me see:— Most reverend senators, — That there is a plot, surely by this time, no man that hath eyes or understanding in his head will presume to doubt; tis as plain as the light in the cucumber — no — hold there — cucumber does not come in yet—tis as plain as the light in the sun, or as the man in the moon, even at noon-day: it is indeed a pumpkin-plot, which, just as it was mellow, we have gathered, and now we have gathered it, prepared and dressed it, shall we throw it like a pickled cucumber out at the window? no: that it is not only a bloody, horrid, execrable, damnable and audacious plot; but it is, as I may so say, a saucy plot; and we all know, most reverend fathers, that what is sauce for a goose is sauce for a gander: therefore, I say, as those blood-thirsty ganders of the conspiracy would have destroyed us geese of the Senate, let us make haste to destroy them; so I humbly move for hanging. Ha, hurry durry! I think this will do; though I was something out, at first, about the sun and the cucumber.

Enter Aquilina.

Aquil. Good-morrow, senator.

Ant. Nacky, my dear Nacky! morrow, Nacky! Odd! I am very brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial — ha-a-a-a-a — kiss me, Nacky; how dost thou do, my little tory rory strumpet? Kiss me, I say, hussy, kiss me.

Aquil. Kiss me, Nacky! hang you, sir coxcomb, hang you, sir!

Ant. Hayty tayty, is it so indeed? with all my heart, faith! Hey then up go we, faith— hey then up go we, dum dum derum dump. [Sings.

Aquil. Signior.

Ant. Madonna.

Aquil. Do you intend to die in your bed?

Ant. About threescore years hence much may be done, my dear.

Aquil. Youll be hanged, signior.

Ant. Hanged, sweetheart! prythee be quiet: hanged quoth-a! thats a merry conceit, with all my heart; why, thou jokest, Nacky; thou art given to joking, Ill swear; well, I protest, Nacky, nay, I must protest, and will protest, that I love joking dearly, mun. And I love thee for joking, and Ill kiss thee for joking, and towze thee for joking; and odd, I have a devilish mind to take thee aside about that business for joking too; odd I have, and, Hey then up go we, dum dum derum dump. [Sings.

Aquil. See you this, sir? [Draws a dagger.

Ant. O laud, a dagger! O laud! it is naturally my aversion, I cannot endure the sight ont; hide it, for Heavens sake, I cannot look that way till it be gone — hide it, hide it, oh, oh, hide it!

Aquil. Yes, in your heart Ill hide it.

Ant. My heart! what, hide a dagger in my hearts blood?

Aquil. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pampered devil;
Thoust helped to spoil my peace, and Ill have vengeance
On thy cursed life, for all the bloody Senate,
The perjured faithless Senate. Wheres my lord,
My happiness, my love, my god, my hero,
Doomed by thy accursed tongue, amongst the rest,
To a shameful rack? By all the rage thats in me,
Ill be whole years in murdering thee.

Ant. Why, Nacky, wherefore so passionate? what have I done? whats the matter, my dear Nacky? Am not I thy love, thy happiness, thy lord, thy hero, thy senator, and every thing in the world, Nacky?

Aquil. Thou! thinkst thou, thou art fit to met my joys; To bear the eager clasps of my embraces? Give me my Pierre, or — 

Ant. Why, hes to be hanged, little Nacky; trussed up for treason, and so forth, child.

Aquil. Thou liest; stop down thy throat that hellish sentence,
Or tis thy last: swear that my love shall live,
Or thou art dead.

Ant. Ah!

Aquil. Swear to recall his doom;
Swear at my feet, and tremble at my fury.

Ant. I do. Now if she would but kick a little bit, one kick now; ah!

Aquil. Swear, or — 

Ant. I do, by these dear fragrant foots, and little toes, sweet as — e-e-e-e my Nacky, Nacky, Nacky.

Aquil. How!

Ant. Nothing but untie thy shoe-string a little, faith and troth, thats all, thats all, as I hope to live, Nacky, thats all.

Aquil. Nay, then — 

Ant. Hold, hold; thy love, thy lord, thy hero Shall be preserved and safe.

Aquil. Or may this poniard Rust in thy heart!

Ant. With all my soul.

Aquil. Farewell! [Exit.

Ant. Adieu! Why, what a bloody-minded, inveterate, termagant strumpet have I been plagued with! Oh, yet more! nay then, I die, I die — I am dead already. [Stretches himself out. Scene closes.



SCENE II. — A Street near Priulis House.

Enter Jaffier.

Jaff. Final destruction seize on all the world!
Bend down, ye Heavens, and, shutting round this earth,
Crush the vile globe into its first confusion;
Scorch it with elemental flames to one curst cinder,
And all us little creepers int, called men,
Burn, burn, to nothing! but let Venice burn
Hotter than all the rest; here kindle hell
Neer to extinguish; and let souls hereafter
Groan here, in all those pains which mine feels now!

Enter Belvidera.

Belv. My life! [Meeting him.

Jaff. My plague! [Turning from her.

Belv. Nay, then I see my ruin,
If I must die!

Jaff. No, Deaths this day too busy;
Thy fathers ill-timed mercy came too late.
I thank thee for thy labours though, and him too:
But all my poor, betrayed, unhappy friends
Have summons to prepare for fates black hour;
And yet I live.

Belv. Then be the next my doom.
I see thou hast passed my sentence in thy heart,
And Ill no longer weep or plead against it;
But with the humblest, most obedient patience
Meet thy dear hands, and kiss them when they wound me.
Indeed Im willing, but I beg thee do it
With some remorse; and, when thou givest the blow,
View me with eyes of a relenting love,
And show me pity, for twill sweeten justice.

Jaff. Show pity to thee?

Belv. Yes; and when thy hands,
Charged with my fate, come trembling to the deed,
As thou hast done a thousand thousand dear times
To this poor breast, when kinder rage has brought thee,
When our stinged hearts have leaped to meet each other,
And melting kisses sealed our lips together,
When joys have left me gasping in thy arms,
So let my death come now, and Ill not shrink from it.

Jaff. Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty,
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy;
But answer me to what I shall demand,
With a firm temper and unshaken spirit.

Belv. I will when Ive done weeping — 

Jaff. Fie, no more ont.
How long ist since the miserable day
We wedded first?

Belv. Oh!

Jaff. Nay, keep in thy tears,
Lest they unman me too.

Belv. Heaven knows I cannot;
The words you utter sound so very sadly,
These streams will follow — 

Jaff. Come, Ill kiss them dry then.

Belv. But wast a miserable day?

Jaff. A cursed one.

Belv. I thought it otherwise; and youve oft sworn
In the transporting hours of warmest love,
When sure you spoke the truth, youve sworn you
blessed it.

Jaff. Twas a rash oath.

Belv. Then why am I not cursed too?

Jaff. No, Belvidera; by the eternal truth,
I dote with too much fondness.

Belv. Still so kind!
Still then do you love me?

Jaff. Nature, in her workings,
Inclines not with more ardour to creation,
Than I do now towards thee; man neer was blest,
Since the first pair first met, as I have been.

Belv. Then sure you will not curse me?

Jaff. No, Ill bless thee.
I came on purpose, Belvidera, to bless thee.
Tis now, I think, three years weve lived together.

Belv. And may no fatal minute ever part us,
Till reverend grown, for age and love, we go
Down to one grave, as our last bed, together;
There sleep in peace till an eternal morning!

Jaff. When will that be? [Sighing.

Belv. I hope long ages hence.

Jaff. Have I not hitherto — I beg thee tell me
Thy very fears — used thee with tenderest love?
Did eer my soul rise up in wrath against thee?
Did I eer frown when Belvidera smiled,
Or, by the least unfriendly word, betray
Abating passion? have I ever wronged thee?

Belv. No.

Jaff. Has my heart, or have my eyes eer wandered
To any other woman?

Belv. Never, never.
I were the worst of false ones, should I accuse thee.
I own Ive been too happy, blest above
My sexs charter.

Jaff. Did I not say I came
To bless thee?

Belv. Yes.

Jaff. Then hear me, bounteous Heaven!
Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head,
Where everlasting sweets are always springing:
With a continual-giving hand, let peace,
Honour, and safety always hover round her;
Feed her with plenty; let her eyes neer see
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning:
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with rest
Harmless as her own thoughts, and prop her virtue
To bear the loss of one that too much loved;
And comfort her with patience in our parting!

Belv. How, parting, parting!

Jaff. Yes, for ever parting;
I have sworn, Belvidera, by yon Heaven,
That best can tell how much I lose to leave thee,
We part this hour for ever.

Belv. Oh, call back
Your cruel blessing; stay with me and curse me!

Jaff. No; tis resolved.

Belv. Then hear me too, just Heaven!
Pour down your curses on this wretched head,
With never-ceasing vengeance; let despair,
Danger or infamy, nay, all surround me.
Starve me with wantings; let my eyes neer see
A sight of comfort, nor my heart know peace;
But dash my days with sorrow, nights with horrors
Wild as my own thoughts now, and let loose fury
To make me mad enough for what I lose,
If I must lose him — if I must! I will not. — 
Oh, turn and hear me!

Jaff. Now hold, heart, or never.

Belv. By all the tender days we have lived together,
By all our charming nights, and joys that crowned them,
Pity my sad condition; speak, but speak!

Jaff. Oh!

Belv. By these arms that now cling round thy neck,
By this dear kiss, and by ten thousand more,
By these poor streaming eyes — 

Jaff. Murder! unhold me!
By the immortal destiny that doomed me [Draws his dagger.
To this cursed minute, Ill not live one longer.
Resolve to let me go, or see me fall — 

Belv. Hold, sir, be patient.

Jaff. Hark, the dismal bell [Passing-bell tolls.
Tolls out for death! I must attend its call too;
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre expects me;
He sent a message to require Id see him
Before he died, and take his last forgiveness.
Farewell for ever!

Belv. Leave thy dagger with me.
Bequeath me something. — Not one kiss at parting?

[Jaffier, going out, looks back at her.

O my poor heart, when wilt thou break?

Jaff. Yet stay,
We have a child, as yet a tender infant:
Be a kind mother to him when Im gone,
Breed him in virtue and the paths of honour,
But let him never know his fathers story;
I charge thee guard him from the wrongs my fate
May do his future fortune, or his name.
Now — nearer yet! [Approaching each other.] Oh that my arms were rivetted
Thus round thee ever! But my friends, my oath — 
This, and no more. [Kisses her.

Belv. Another, sure another,
For that poor little one youve taen care of;
Ill givet him truly.

Jaff. So, now farewell.

Belv. For ever?

Jaff. Heaven knows for ever; all good angels
guard thee! [Exit.

Belv. All ill ones sure had charge of me this moment.
Cursed be my days, and doubly cursed my nights,
Which I must now mourn out in widowed tears;
Blasted be every herb, and fruit, and tree;
Cursed be the rain that falls upon the earth,
And may the general curse reach man and beast!
Oh, give me daggers, fire, or water;
How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the waves
Huzzing and booming round my sinking head,
Till I descended to the peaceful bottom!
Oh, theres all quiet, here all rage and fury;
The airs too thin, and pierces my weak brain;
I long for thick substantial sleep. Hell! hell!
Burst from the centre, rage and roar aloud,
If thou art half so hot, so mad as I am!

Enter Priuli and Servants.

Whos there?

Priu. Run, seize and bring her safely home;
Guard her as you would life. Alas, poor creature!

[They seize her.

Belv. What! to my husband? then conduct me quickly.
Are all things ready? shall we die most gloriously?
Say not a word of this to my old father.
Murmuring streams, soft shades, and springing flowers,
Lutes, laurels, seas of milk, and ships of amber. [Exeunt.



SCENE III. — A Public Place. A scaffold and wheel in centre.

Enter Officers, Pierre, and Guards, a Friar, Executioner, and a great Rabble.

Offi. Room, room there — stand all by, make room
for the prisoner.

Pier. My friend not come yet?

Friar. Why are you so obstinate?

Pier. Why you so troublesome, that a poor wretch
Cant die in peace,
But you like ravens will be croaking round him?

Friar. Yet Heaven — 

Pier. I tell thee Heaven and I are friends:
I neer broke peace with it yet, by cruel murders,
Rapine or perjury, or vile deceiving;
But lived in moral justice towards all men;
Nor am a foe to the most strong believers,
Howeer my own short-sighted faith confine me.

Friar. But an all-seeing Judge — 

Pier. You say my conscience
Must be my accuser: I have searched that conscience,
And find no records there of crimes that scare me.

Friar. Tis strange you should want faith.

Pier. You want to lead
My reason blindfold, like a hampered lion,
Checked of its nobler vigour; then, when baited
Down to obedient tameness, make it couch,
And show strange tricks, which you call signs of faith:
So silly souls are gulled, and you get money.
Away, no more! Captain, Id have hereafter
This fellow write no lies of my conversion,
Because he has crept upon my troubled hours.

Enter Jaffier.

Jaff. Hold: eyes, be dry; heart, strengthen me to bear
This hideous sight, and humble me to take
The last forgiveness of a dying friend,
Betrayed by my vile falsehood to his ruin!
O Pierre!

Pier. Yet nearer.

Jaff. Crawling on my knees,
And prostrate on the earth, let me approach thee:
How shall I look up to thy injured face,
That always used to smile with friendship on me?
It darts an air of so much manly virtue,
That I, methinks, look little in thy sight,
And stripes are fitter for me than embraces.

Pier. Dear to my arms, though thoust undone my fame,
I cant forget to love thee: prythee, Jaffier,
Forgive that filthy blow my passion dealt thee;
Im now preparing for the land of peace,
And fain would have the charitable wishes
Of all good men, like thee, to bless my journey.

Jaff. Good! Im the vilest creature, worse than eer
Suffered the shameful fate thourt going to taste of.
Why was I sent for to be used thus kindly?
Call, call me villain, as I am; describe
The foul complexion of my hateful deeds;
Lead me to the rack, and stretch me in thy stead,
Ive crimes enough to give it its full load,
And do it credit: thou wilt but spoil the use ont,
And honest men hereafter bear its figure
About them, as a charm from treacherous friendship.

Offi. The time grows short; your friends are dead already.

Jaff. Dead!

Pier. Yes, dead, Jaffier; theyve all died like men too,
Worthy their character.

Jaff. And what must I do?

Pier. Oh, Jaffier!

Jaff. Speak aloud thy burthened soul,
And tell thy troubles to thy tortured friend!

Pier. Friend! Couldst thou yet be a friend, a generous friend,
I might hope comfort from thy noble sorrows.
Heaven knows I want a friend!

Jaff. And I a kind one,
That would not thus scorn my repenting virtue,
Or think, when hes to die, my thoughts are idle.

Pier. No! live, I charge thee, Jaffier.

Jaff. Yes, I will live,
But it shall be to see thy fall revenged
At such a rate as Venice long shall groan for.

Pier. Wilt thou?

Jaff. I will, by Heaven!

Pier. Then still thourt noble,
And I forgive thee. Oh — yet — shall I trust thee?

Jaff. No; Ive been false already.

Pier. Dost thou love me?

Jaff. Rip up my heart, and satisfy thy doubtings.

Pier. Curse on this weakness! [He weeps.

Jaff. Tears! amazement! tears!
I never saw thee melted thus before;
And know theres something labouring in thy bosom
That must have vent: though Im a villain, tell me.

Pier. Seest thou that engine? [Pointing to the wheel.

Jaff. Why?

Pier. Ist fit a soldier, who has lived with honour,
Fought nations quarrels, and been crowned with conquest,
Be exposed a common carcass on a wheel?

Jaff. Ha!

Pier. Speak! ist fitting?

Jaff. Fitting?

Pier. Yes, ist fitting?

Jaff. Whats to be done?

Pier. Id have thee undertake
Something thats noble, to preserve my memory
From the disgrace thats ready to attaint it.

Offi. The day grows late, sir.

Pier. Ill make haste. Oh, Jaffier,
Though thoust betrayed me, do me some way justice.

Jaff. No more of that: thy wishes shall be satisfied;
I have a wife, and she shall bleed; my child too
Yield up his little throat, and all to appease thee — 

[Going away, Pierre holds him.

Pier. No — this — no more! [He whispers Jaffier.

Jaff. Ha! ist then so?

Pier. Most certainly.

Jaff. Ill do it.

Pier. Remember.

Offi. Sir.

Pier. Come, now Im ready.

[He and Jaffier ascend the scaffold.

Captain, you should be a gentleman of honour;
Keep off the rabble, that I may have room
To entertain my fate, and die with decency.
Come! [Takes off his gown. Executioner prepares to bind him.

Friar. Son!

Pier. Hence, tempter!

Offi. Stand off, priest!

Pier. I thank you, sir.
Youll think ont. [To Jaffier.

Jaff. Twont grow stale before to-morrow.

Pier. Now, Jaffier! now Im going. Now; — 

Jaff. Have at thee, [Executioner having bound him.
Thou honest heart, then — here! [Stabs him.] And this is well too.

[Stabs himself.

Friar. Damnable deed!

Pier. Now thoust indeed been faithful.
This was done nobly. We have deceived the Senate.

Jaff. Bravely.

Pier. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, oh! [Dies.

Jaff. Now, ye cursed rulers,
Thus of the blood youve shed I make libation,
And sprinkle it mingling: may it rest upon you,
And all your race! Be henceforth peace a stranger
Within your walls! Let plagues and famine waste
Your generations! — O poor Belvidera!
Sir, Ive a wife; bear this in safety to her, — 
A token that with my dying breath I blessed her,
And the dear little infant left behind me.
Im sick — Im quiet — [Dies.

Offi. Bear this news to the Senate,
And guard their bodies till theres farther order:
Heaven grant I die so well! [The Scene closes.



SCENE IV. — A Room in Priulis House.

Soft Music. Enter Belvidera distracted, led by two of her Women, Priuli, and Servants.

Priu. Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying Heaven!

Belv. Come, come, come, come — nay, come to bed,
Prythee, my love. The winds! hark how they whistle!
And the rain beats: oh, how the weather shrinks me!
Youre angry now; who cares? pish, no, indeed!
Choose then; I say you shall not go, you shall not.
Whip your ill-nature; get you gone then — oh!

[Jaffiers Ghost rises.

Are you returned? See, father, here hes come again:
Am I to blame to love him? O, thou dear one!

[Ghost sinks.

Why do you fly me? are you angry still then?
Jaffier! where art thou? Father, why do you do thus?
Stand off, dont hide him from me. Hes here somewhere.
Stand off, I say! what, gone? remember it, tyrant!
I may revenge myself for this trick one day.
Ill dot — Ill dot. Renaults a nasty fellow:
Hang him, hang him, hang him!

Enter Officer and others.

Priu. News — what news? [Officer whispers Priuli.

Offi. Most sad, sir.
Jaffier, upon the scaffold, to prevent
A shameful death, stabbed Pierre, and next himself:
Both fell together.

Priu. Daughter!

[The Ghosts of Jaffier and Pierre rise together, both bloody.

Belv. Ha, look there!
My husband bloody, and his friend too! Murder!
Who has done this? speak to me, thou sad vision; [Ghosts sink.
On these poor trembling knees I beg it. Vanished! — 
Here they went down. Oh, Ill dig, dig the den up.
You shant delude me thus. Ho, Jaffier, Jaffier,
Peep up and give me but a look. I have him!
Ive got him, father: oh, now how Ill smuggle him!
My love! my dear! my blessing! help me! help me!
Theyve hold on me, and drag me to the bottom.
Nay — now they pull so hard — farewell! [Dies.

Maid. Shes dead — 
Breathless and dead.

Priu. Then guard me from the sight ont.
Lead me into some place thats fit for mourning,
Where the free air, light, and the cheerful sun
May never enter; hang it round with black;
Set up one taper that may last a day,
As long as Ive to live; and there all leave me, — 
Sparing no tears when you this tale relate;
But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. [Exeunt.




EPILOGUE

The text is done, and now for application,
And when thats ended, pass your approbation.
Though the conspiracys prevented here,
Methinks I see another hatching there;
And theres a certain faction fain would sway,
If they had strength enough, and damn this play.
But this the author bade me boldly say: — 
If any take his plainness in ill part,
Hes glad ont from the bottom of his heart;
Poets in honour of the truth should write,
With the same spirit brave men for it fight;
And though against him causeless hatreds rise,
And daily where he goes of late, he spies
The scowls of sullen and revengeful eyes,
Tis what he knows with much contempt to bear,
And serves a cause too good to let him fear.
He fears no poison from an incensed drab,
No ruffians five-foot-sword, nor rascals stab,
Nor any other snares of mischief laid, — 
Not a Rose-alley cudgel-ambuscade,
From any private cause where malice reigns,
Or general pique all blockheads have to brains:
Nothing shall daunt his pen when truth does call — 
No, not the picture-mangler at Guildhall.
The rebel tribe, of which that vermins one,
Have now set forward, and their course begun;
And while that princes figure they deface,
As they before had massacred his name,
Durst their base fears but look him in the face,
Theyd use his person as theyve used his fame:
A face in which such lineaments they read
Of that great martyrs, whose rich blood they shed,
That their rebellious hate they still retain,
And in his son would murder him again.
With indignation, then, let each brave heart
Rouse and unite to take his injured part;
Till Royal love and goodness call him home,
And songs of triumph meet him as he come;
Till Heaven his honour and our peace restore,
And villains never wrong his virtue more.
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TERENCE.


TO THE LORD ELANDE, ELDEST SON TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE MARQUISS OF HALLIFAX.

My Lord,

IT was not without a great deal of debate with my self, that I could resolve to make this Present to Your Lordship: For though Epistles Dedicatory be lately grown so Epidemical, that either sooner or later, no man of Quality (whom the least Author has the least pretence to be troublesome to) can escape them; yet methought Your Lordship should be as much above the common Perplexities that attend Your Quality, as You are above the common Level of it, as well in the most Exalted Degrees of a Noble Generous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehension, good Understanding, and daily ripening Judgment, all sweetned by an obliging Affability and Condescention; of which I have often, in the Honour of Your Conversation, had particular cause to be proud; and for which therefore, a more than ordinary reason, now, to be Grateful.

And it is upon that pretence, I here presume to shelter this Trifle under Your Protection; for indeed, it has great need of such Protection: having at its first coming into the World met with many Enemies, and very industrious ones too; but this way I was sure it must live: Would He but once vouchsafe to espouse its Defence, whose Generosity will overthrow the ignoblest Envy; whose good Nature, cannot but confound the most inveterate Malice; and whose Wit must baffle the sauciest Ignorance.

My Lord, It would but argue me of the meanest Impertinence and Formality, to pretend here an Harangue of those Praises You deserve: For he who tells the World whose Son You are, has said enough to those who do not know You; and the happy few, whom You have pickd and chosen for Your Conversation, cannot but every hour You are pleased to bestow upon them, be sensible of more than I could tell them in a Volume: Your Lordship being the best Panegyrick upon Your self; the Son of that Great Father of his Country, who when all manner of Confusion, Ruin, and Destruction, was breaking in upon us, like the Guardian Angel of these Kingdoms, stood up; and with the Tongue of an Angel too, confounded the Subtleties of that Infernal Serpent, who would have debauched us from our Obedience, and turned our Eden into a Wilderness. Certainly His Name must be for ever Honourable, Precious His Memory, and Happy His Generation, who durst exert his Loyalty, when it was grown almost a reproach to have any, and stem a torrent of Faction, popular Fury, and fermenting Rebellion, to the Preserving of the best of Kings in his Throne, and the happiest of People in their Liberties.

May he live long to compleat the Reparations he has made in our Defence; still by the strength of his Judgment, to foresee those Evils that may yet threaten us, and by the Power of his Wisdom to prevent them; to root out the Footing and Foundations of the Kings open (nay, and bosome) Enemies: As a watchful, bold, and sincere Counsellor to his Master; to be a driver of Treacherous, Grinning, Self-ended Knaves, Insinuating Spies, and useless unprofitable Fools from his Service: A Patron and Promoter of Honesty, Merit, and Ability, which else too often, by neglect, are corrupted to their Contraries.

In fine, to continue (as he is) a kind Indulgent Father to Your Lordship, so much every way his Son, and fit to Inherit his Honours, as in the strong and shining Virtues of Your Mind, the fixt and steady disposition of Your Loyalty, the goodness and obliging temper of Your Nature, is apparent; by which only I must ever humbly confess, and no presumptive Merit of my own, I have been incouraged to take this Opportunity of telling the World how much I desire to be thought,

Your Lordships Humble Servant to be Commanded, Tho. Otway.


PROLOGUE.

THOUGH Plays and Prologues neer did more abound,

Neer were good Prologues harder to be found.

To me the Cause seems easly understood:

For there are Poets prove not very good,

Who, like base Sign-Post Dawbers, wanting Skill,

Steal from Great Masters Hands, and Copy ill.

Thus, if by chance, before a Noble Feast

Of Genrous Wit, to whet and fit your Taste,

Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue rise,

And growing Vices handsomly chastise;

Each Poetaster thence presumes on Rules,

And ever after calls ye downright Fools.

These Marks describe him. — 

Writing by rote; Small Wit, or none to spare;

Jangle and Chimes his Study, Toil, and Care:

He always in One Line upbraids the Age;

And a good Reason why; it Rymes to Stage.

With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous pother;

Sure to be damnd by One, for want of Tother:

But if, by chance, he get the French Word Raillery,

Lord, how he fegues the Vizor-Masques with Gallery!

Tis said, Astrologers strange Wonders find

To come, in two great Planets lately joynd.

From our Two Houses joyning, most will hold,

Vast Deluges of Dulness were foretold.

Poor Holborn Ballads now being born away

By Tides of duller Madrigals than they;

Jockeys and Jennyes set to Northern Airs,

While Lowsie Thespis chaunts at Country Fairs

Politick Ditties, full of Sage Debate,

And Merry Catches, how to Rule the State.

Vicars n•gl•ct their Flocks, to turn Translators,

And Barley-water Whey-facd Beaus write Satyrs;

Though none can guess to which most Praise belongs,

To the Learnd Versions, Scandals, or the Songs.

For all things now by Contraries succeed;

Of Wit or Vertue theres no longer need:

Beauty submits to him who loudliest rails;

She fears the sawcie Fop, and he prevails.

Who for his best Preferment would devise,

Let him renounce all Honesty, and rise.

Villains and Parasites Success will gain;

But in the Court of Wit, shall Dulness Reign?

No: Let th angry Squire give his Iambicks ore,

Twirl Crevat-strings, but write Lampoons no more;

Rhymesters get Wit, eer they pretend to shew it,

Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet:

Else is our Author hopeless of Success,

But then his Study shall be next time less:

Hell find out Ways to your Applause, more easie;

That is, write worse and worse, till he can please ye.


EPILOGUE BY MR. DUKE OF CAMBRIDGE.

IT is not long since in the Noisie Pit

Tumultuous Faction sate the Iudge of Wit;

There Knaves applauded what their Blockheads writ.

At a Whig-Brothers Play, the Bawling Crowd

Burst out in Shouts, as zealous, and as loud,

As when some Members stout Election-Beer

Gains the mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire.

And yet, even then, our Poets Truth was tryd,

Tho twas a Devlish pull to stem the Tyde;

And tho he neer did Line of Treason write,

Nor made one Rocket on Queen Besses Night,

Such was his Fortune, or so good his Cause,

Even then he faild not wholly of Applause.

He that could then escape, now bolder grows:

Since the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows.

All you who lately here presumd to bawl,

Take warning from your Brethren at Guild-hall:

The Spirit of Rebellion there is quelld,

And here your Poets Acts are all repeald:

Impartial Justice has resumd agen

Her awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain.

The Stage shall lash the Follies of the Times,

And the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes.

The Perjurd Wretch shall no Protection gain

From his dishonourd Robe, and Golden Chain;

But stand exposd to all th insulting Town,

While Rotten Eggs bepaw the Scarlet Gown.

Pack hence betimes, you that were never sparing

To save the Land, and dam your selves, by Swearing.

Shoud the Wise City now, to ease your Fears,

Erect an Office to Insure your Ears,

Thither such numrous Shoals of Witnesses,

And Juries, conscious of their Guilt, woud press,

That to the Chamber hence might more be gaind,

Than ever Mother Creswell from it draind;

And Perjury to the Orphans Bank restore

Whatever Whoredom robbd it of before.
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ACT I.

Beaugard and his Father.

Beaug.
SIR, I say, and say again, No Matrimony; Ill not be noosd. Why, I beseech you, Sir, tell me Plainly and fairly, What have I done, that I deserve to be married!

Fath.
Why, Sauce-box, I, your old Father, was married before you were born.

Beaug.
Ay, Sir; and I thank you, the next thing you did, was, you begot me; the Consequence of which was as follows: As soon as I was born, you sent me to Nurse, where I suckt two years at the dirty Dugs of a foul-feeding Witch, that livd in a thatcht Sty upon the neighbring Common; as soon as I was big enough, that you might be rid of me, you sent me to a Place calld a School, to be slasht and boxt by a thick-fisted Blockhead, that could not read himself; where I learnt no Letters, nor got no Meat, but such as the old Succubus his Wife bought at a stinking Price, so over-run with Vermin, that it usd to crawl home after her.

Fath.
Sirrah, it was the more nourishing, and made such young, idle Whoresons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. I remember the young Dog at twelve years old had a broad, shining, pufft, Bacon-face, like a Cherubim; and now he wont marry.

Beaug.
My next Removal was home again; and then you did not know what to do with me farther, till after Twelve-months Deliberation, out of abundance of Fatherly Affection and Care of your Posterity, you very civilly and fairly turnd me out of your Doors.

Fath.
The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebelld with too much Plenty, and took up Arms against my Concubine. Turnd you out of my Doors!

Beaug.
Yes, turnd me out of Doors, Sir.

Fath.
Had I not reason, Master Hector?

Beaug.
As I had then, so have I now too, Sir, more Manners than to dispute the Pleasure of a Father.

Fath.
Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, thats the truth ont; the Dog would be a very pretty Fellow, if I could but perswade him to marry.

Beaug.
Turnd out of Doors as I was, you may remember, Sir, you gave me not a Shilling; my Industry and my Vertue was all I had to trust to.

Fath.
Bless us all! Industry and Vertue, quoth a! Nay, I have a very vertuous Son and Heir of him, thats the truth ont.

Beaug.
Till at last a good Uncle, who now, Peace be with his Soul, sleeps with his Fathers, bestowd a Portion of Two hundred pounds upon me, with which I took Shipping, and set Sail for the Coast of Fortune.

Fath.
That is to say, You went to the Wars, to learn the Liberal Arts of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Ravishing, and a few other necessary Accomplishments for a young Gentleman to set up a Livelihood withal, in this Civil Government, where, Heavn be praisd, none of those Vertues need grow rusty.

Beaug.
Sir, I hope I have brought you no Dishonour home with me.

Fath.
Nay, the Scanderbeg-Monkey has not behavd himself unhandsomly, thats the truth of the Busness; but the Varlet wont marry: the Dog has got Two thousand pound a year left him by an old curmudgeonly moldy Uncle, and I cant perswade him to marry.

Beaug.
Sir, that curmudgeonly moldy Uncle you speak of, was your Elder Brother, and never married in all his Life: He, dying, bequeaths me Two thousand pound a year: You, Sir, the younger Brother, and my honoured Father, have been married, and are not able, for ought I can perceive, to leave me a bent Ninepence: So, Sir, I wish you a great deal of Health, Long life, and merry as it has been hitherto; but for Marriage, it has thriven so very ill with my Family already, that I am resolved to have nothing to do with it.

Fath.
Heres a Rogue! Heres a Villain! Why, Sirrah, you have lost all Grace; you have no Duty left; you are a Rebel: I shall see you hangd, Sirrah. Come, come, let me examine you a little, while I think ont: What Religion are you of? — hah? — 

Beaug.
Sir, I hope you took care, after I was born, to see me Christend.

Fath.
Oh Lord! Christend! Heres an Atheistical Rogue, thinks he has Religion enough, if he can but call himself a Christian!

Beaug.
Why, Sir, would you have me disown my Baptism?

Fath.
No, Sirrah: but I would have you own what sort of Christian you are though

Beaug.
What sort, Sir?

Fath.
Ay, Sir; what sort, Sir.

Beaug.
Why, of the honestest sort.

Fath.
As if there were not Knaves of all sorts!

Beaug.
Why then, Sir, if that will satisfie you, I am of your sort.

Fath.
And that, for ought you know, may be of no sort at all.

Beaug.
But, Sir, to make short of the matter, I am of the Religion of my Country, hate Persecution and Penance, love Conformity, which is going to Church once a Month, well enough; resolve to make this transitory Life as pleasant and delightful as I can; and for some sober Reasons best known to my self, resolve never to marry.

Fath.
Look me in the Face; stand still, and look me in the Face. So; you wont marry? — 

Beaug.
No, Sir.

Fath.
Oh Lord!

Beaug.
But Ill do something that shall be more for your good, and perhaps may please you as well. Knowing Fortune of late has not been altogeter so good-naturd as she might have been, and that your Revenues are something anticipated, be pleasd, Sir, to go home as well satisfid as you can, and my Servant shall not fail to meet you at your Lodgings, with a Hundred smiling Smock-fact Guineas, within this half-hour: Now who the Devil would marry?

Fath.
No Body that has half an ounce of Brains in his Noddle: The ungodly good-naturd Rogue is in the right ont; damnably, damnably in the right ont.

Beaug.
So, heres your Father for you now!

Fath.
But look you Iack now, little Iack, Two thousand pounds a year! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich Rogue now, if thou dost not marry; though I know thou wilt live bravely and deliciously, eat and drink nobly, have always half a dozen honest, jolly, true-spirited, spritely Friends about thee, and so forth, hah! Then for Marriage, to speak the truth ont, it is at the best but a chargeable, vexatious, uneasie sort of Life; it ruind me, Iack, utterly ruind thy poor old Father, Iack. Thou wilt be sure to remember the Hundred pound, Iackie-boy, hah?

Beaug.
Most punctually, Sir.

Fath.
Thou shalt always, ever now and then, that is, lend thy old Father a Hundred pound, or so, upon a good occasion, Iack, after this manner, in a Friendly way: You must make much of your old Daddy, Iack: But if thou hast no mind tot, the truth ont is, I would never have thee marry.

Beaug.
Not marry, Sir?

Fath.

No.

Beaug.
No?

Fath.

No. A Hundred Pound, Iack, is a pretty little round Sum.

Beaug.
Ill not fail of sending it.

Fath.
Then, Iack, it will do as well to let thy Man come to me to Harry the Eighths Head in the Back Street, behind my Lodgings: Theres a Cup of smart Racy Canary, Iack, will make an old Fellows Heart as light as a Feather. Ah, little Iackie-rogue, it Glorisies through the Glass, and the Nits dance about int like Attoms in the Sun-shine, you young Dog.

Beaug.
Do you intend to Dine there, Sir?

Fath.
Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny old Tilbury Roysterers, with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns, that have obliged me to meet em there; they helpt me to spend my Estate when I was young, and the Rogues are grateful, and do not forsake me now I am grown poorish and old, — . Almost Twelve a clock, Iack.

Beaug.
Ill be sure to remember, Sir.

Fath.
And thou wilt never marry!

Beaug.
Never, I hope, Sir.

Fath.
Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogue, I know what you will do then, that will be worse, though, I think, not much worse neither. Would I were a young Fellow again, but to keep him Company for one Week or a Fortnight. A hundred Guineas! eeee! Dbny Iack. Youl remember? See thee agen to morrow, Iack. — Poor Iack! Dainty Canary — and a delicate Black-eyd Wench at the Bar! Dbuy Iack.

Beaug.
Adieu, Father. — Fourbine.

Fourb.
Did your Honour call?

Beaug.
Take a hundred Guineas out of the Cabinet, and carry em after the Old Gentleman to his Place of Rendezvous. This Father of mine (Heavn be thanked) is a very ungodly Father He was in his Youth just such another wicked Fellow as his Son Iohn here; but he had no Estate, there I have the better of him: for out of meer Opinion of my Good-husbandry, my Uncle thought fit to disinherit the extravagant Old Gentleman, and leave all to me. Then he was married, there I had the better of him again; yet he married a Fortune of Ten thousand pound, and before I was Seven years old, had broke my Mothers Heart, and spent three parts of her Portion: Afterwards he was pleasd to retain a certain Familiar Domestick, calld a House-keeper, which I one day, to shew my Breeding, calld Whore, and was fairly turnd a starving for it. Now he has no way to squeeze me out of Contribution, but by taking up his Fatherly Authority, and offering to put the Penal Law calld Marriage in execution. I must een get him a Governour, and send him with a Pension into the Country: Ay, it must be so; For, Wedlock, I deny thee; Father, Ill supply thee; and, Pleasure, I will have thee. Whos there?
Enter a Servant.

Serv.
Oh, Sir, the most fortunate Tidings!

Beaug.
Whats the matter?

Serv.
Captain Courtine, your old Acquaintance, Friend, and Comrade, is just arrived out of the Country, and desires to see you, Sir.

Beaug.
Courtine! Wait on him up, you Dog, with Reverence and Honour.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
Dear Beaugard!

Beaug.
Ah, Friend! — from the very tenderest part of my Heart I was just now wishing for thee. Why thou lookst as like a Married-man already, with as grave a Fatherly Famelick Countenance, as ever I saw.

Court.
Ay, Beaugard, I am married, thats my Comfort: But you, I hear, have had worse Luck of late; an old Uncle dropt into the Grave, and Two thousand pound a year into your Pocket, Beaugard.

Beaug.
A small Conveniency, Ned, to make my Happiness hereafter a little more of a piece than it has been hitherto, in the Enjoyment of such hearty, sincere, honest Friends, and good-naturd Fellows, as thou art.

Court.
Sincere, honest Friends! Have a care there, Beaugard. — I am, since I saw thee, in a few words, grown an errant Raskal; and for Goodnature, it is the very thing I have solemnly forsworn: no, I am married, Iack, in the Devils name, I am married.

Beaug.
Married! That is, thou callst a Woman thou likest by the name of Wife: Wife and tother thing begin with a Letter. Thou liest with her when thy Appetite calls thee, keepest the Children thou begettest of her Body; allowest her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit for her Quality, and thy Fortune; and when she grows heavy upon thy Hands, what a Pox, tis but a Separate-maintenance, kiss and part, and there is an end of the Busness.

Court.
Alas, Beaugard, thou art utterly mistaken; Heavn knows it is quite on the contrary: For I am forced to call a Woman I do not like, by the name of Wife; and lie with her, for the most part, with no Appetite at all; must keep the Children that, for ought I know, any Body else may beget of her Body; and for Food and Rayment, by her good will she would have them both Fresh three times a day: Then for Kiss and part, I may kiss and kiss my Heart out, but the Devil a bit shall I ever get rid of her.

Beaug.
Alas, poor Husband! But art thou really in this miserable Condition?

Court.
Ten times worse, if possible: By the vertue of Matrimony, and long Cohabitation, we are grown so really One Flesh, that I have no more Inclination to hers, than to eat a piece of my own. Then her Ladiship is so Jealous, that she does me the Honour to make me Stalion-general to the whole Parish, from the Parsons Importance in Paragon, to the Coblers scolding Wife, that drinks Brandy, and smoaks loathsom Tobacco. In short, Iack, she has so orderd the Busness, that I am half weary of the World, wish all Mankind hangd, and have not laughd these Six months.

Beaug.
Ha, ha, ha!

Court.
Why, thou canst laugh, I see, though.

Beaug.
Ay, Ned, I have Two thousand pound per Annum, Ned, old Rents, and well Tenanted; have no Wife, nor ever will have any, Ned; resolve to make my Days of Mortality all Joyful, and Nights Pleasurable, with some dear, lovesom, young, beautiful, kind, generous She, that every Night shall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride, and none of the Vexations of a worn-out, insipid, troublesom, jealous Wife, Wife, Ned.

Court.
But where lies this Treasure? Where is there such a Jewel to be found?

Beaug.
Ah, Rogue! Do you despise your own Manna indeed, and long after Quails? Why, thou unconscionable Hobnail, thou Country Cowlstaff, thou absolute Piece of thy own dryd Dirt, wouldst thou have the Impudence, with that hideous Beard, and grisly Countenance, to make thy Appearance before the Footstool of a Bona Roba that I delight in? For shame get off that Smithfield Horsecoursers Equipage; Appear once more like Courtine the Gay, the Witty, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good Cloaths on thy Back; and then Ill try to give thee a Recipe that may purge away those foul Humours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee to rellish the Sins of thy Youth again. Bless us! What a Beards there? It puts me in mind of the Blazing Star.

Court.
Beard, Beaugard! Why, I wear it on purpose, Man; I have wisht it a Furze-bush a thousand times, when I have been kissing my — 

Beaug.
Whom? — 

Court.

Wife. — Let me never live to bury her, if the word Wife does not stick in my Throat.

Beaug.
Then this Peruque! Why, it makes thee shew like the Sign of a Head looking out at a Barbers Window.

Court.
No more, no more; all shall be rectified: For, to deal with thee as honestly as a Fellow in my damnd Condition can do, eer I resolvd absolutely to hang my self, I thought there might be some Remedy left; and that was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendship: So that, in short, I am very fairly run away; pretended a short Journey to visit a Friend, but came to London; and, if it be possible, will not see Country, Wife, nor Children agen these seven years. Therefore, prethee, for my better Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are stirring in this Noble Metropolis, that I may know my Busness the better, and fall to it as fast as I can.

Beaug.
Why, faith, Ned, considering the Plot, the Danger of the Times, and some other Obstructions of Trade and Commerce, Iniquity in the general has not lost much Ground. Theres Cheating and Hypocrisie still in the City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, Lying, Fawning, Flattery, and False-promising at Court; Assignations at Coventgarden Church; Cuckolds, Whores, Pimps, Panders, Bawds, and their Diseases, all over the Town.

Court.
But what Choice Spirits, what Extraordinary Rascals may a Man oblige his Curiosity withal?

Beaug.
Ill tell thee: In the first place, we are over-run with a Race of Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of Insects that are always making a Noise, and buzzing about your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, Libels, Songs, Tunes, Soft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Peruques, and Crevatstrings, French Conquests, Duels, Religion, Snuff-boxes, Points, Garnitures, Milld Stockings, Fouberts Academy, Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, and every thing else which they do not understand, or would have the World think they did.

Court.
And are all these Wits?

Beaug.
Yes, and be hangd to em, these are the Wits.

Court.
I never knew one of these Wits in my Life, that did not deserve to be Pilloryd; twenty to one if half of em can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as familiarly, as if they had been bred in the Vatican. One of em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done would make the best English Heroick Poem in the World. Besides, they will rail, cavil, censure, and, what is worst of all, make Jests; the dull Rogues will Jest, though they do it as awkerdly as a Tarpawlin would ride the Great Horse. I hate a pert, dull, Jesting Rogue from the bottom of my Heart.

Beaug.
But above all, the most abominable is your Witty Squire, your young Heir that is very Witty; who having newly been dischargd from the Discretion of a Governour, and come to keep his own Money, gets into a Cabal of Coxcombs of the Third Form, who will be sure to cry him up for a Fine Person, that he may think all them so.

Court.
Oh, your Asses know one anothers Nature exactly, and are always ready to nabble, because it is the certain way to be nabbled again: But above all the rest, what think you of the Atheist?

Beaug.
By this good Light, thou hast prevented me: I have one for thee of that Kind, the most unimitable Varlet, and the most insufferable Stinkard living; one that has Doubts enow to turn to all Religions, and yet would fain pretend to be of none: In short, a Cheat, that would have you of opinion that he believes neither Heavn nor Hell, and yet never feels so much as an Ague-sit, but hes afraid of being damnd.

Court.
That must be a very Noble Champion, and certainly an Original.

Beaug.
The Villain has less Sincerity than a Bawd, less Courage than a Hector, less Good-nature than a Hangman, and lest Charity than a Phanatique; talks of Religion and Church-Worship as familiarly as a little Courtier does of the Maids of Honour; and swears the King deserves to be Chand out of the City, for suffering Zealous Fools to build Pauls again, when it would make so proper a Place for a Citadel.

Court.
A very worthy Member of a Christian Commonwealth, that is the truth ont.

Beaug.
I am intimately acquainted with him.

Court.
I honour you fort, with all my Heart, Sir.

Beaug.
After all, the Rogue has some other little tiny Vices, that are not very ungrateful.

Court.

Very probable.

Beaug.
He makes a very good odd Man at Ballum-rancum, or so; that is, when the rest of the Company is coupled, will take care to see theres good Attendance paid; and when we have a mind to make a Ballum of it indeed, there is no Lewdness so scandalous that he will not be very proud to have the Honour to be put upon.

Court.
A very necessary Instrument of Damnation, truly.

Beaug.
Besides, to give the Devil his due, he is seldom Impertinent; but, barring his Darling-Topick, Blasphemy, a Companion pleasant enough. Shall I recommend him to thy Service? Ill enter into Bonds of Five hundred pounds, that he teaches thee as good a way to get rid of that Whip and a Bell, calld thy Wife, as thy Heart would wish sor.
Court
And that is no small Temptation, I assure you.
Enter Boy, with a Letter.

Boy.
Sir!

Beaug.
My Child!

Court.
A Pimp, for a Guiny, he speaks so gently to him.

Beaug.
Tell her, she has undone me, she has chosen the only way to enslave me utterly; tell her, my Soul, my Life, my future Happiness, and present Fortune, are only what shell makeem.

Boy.
At Seven, Sir.

Beaug.

Most infallibly.

Court.
Ay, ay, tis so: Now what a damnd Country-Itch have I, to dive into the Secret! Beaugard, Beaugard, are all things in a readiness? the Husband out of the way, the Family disposd of? Come, come, come, no trisling; be free-hearted and friendly.

Beaug.
You are married, Ned, you are married; thats all I have to say: you are married.

Court.
Let a Man do a foolish thing once in his Life-time, and he shall always hear of it. — Married, quotha! Prethee be patient: I was married about a Twelvemonth ago, but thats past and forgotten. Come, come, communicare, communicate, if thou art a Friend, communicate.

Beaug.
Not a Tittle. I have Conscience, Ned, Conscience; tho I must confess tis not altogether so Gentleman-like a Companion: But what a Scandal would it be upon a Man of my sober Demeanour and Character, to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouse roaring against me, for Debauching her Natural Husband!

Court.
It has been otherwise, Sir.

Beaug.
Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtine, when thou wert in possession of thy Natural Freedom, and mightest be trusted with a Secret of this dear nature; when I might have opend this Billet, and shewd thee this bewitching Name at the bottom: But wo and alas! O Matrimony, Matrimony! what a Blot art thou in an honest Fellows Scutcheon!

Court.
No more to be said; Ill into the Country again, like any discontented Statesman, get drunk every Night with an adjacent Schoolmaster, beat my Wife to a downright Housekeeper, get all my Maidservants every Year with Bastards, till I can command a Seraglio five Miles round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man of Two thousand pound a year for a Whore, when I want one.

Beaug.
Good words, Ned, good words, let me advise you; none of your Mariage-qualities of Scolding and Railing, now you are got out of the turbulent Element. Come hither, come; but first let us capitulate: Will you promise me, upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very governable, and very civil?

Court.
As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur.

Beaug.
Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes from a Woman, who, when I was strowling very pensively last Sunday to Church, watcht her Opportunity, and poachd me up for the Service of Satan.

Court.
Is she very handsom, Beaugard?

Beaug.
These Country Squires, when they get up to Town, are as termagant after a Wench, as a tyd-up hungry Cur, got loose from Kennel, is after Crusts. Very handsom, said you? Let me see: No, not very handsom neither; but shell pass, Ned, shell pass.

Court.
Young?

Beaug.

About Eighteen.

Court.
Oh Lord!

Beaug.
Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Blush always ready in her Cheeks, that looks as Nature were watching every Opportunity to seize and run away with her.

Court.
Oh the Devil, the Devil! This is intolerable.

Beaug.
Her Eyes black, sparkling, spriteful, hot, and piercing.

Court.
The very Description of her shoots me through my Liver.

Beaug.
Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, curling in huge Rings, and of a great Quantity.

Court.

So.

Beaug.
Her Forehead large, Majestick, and generous.

Court.

Very well.

Beaug.
Her Nose neat, and well-fashioned.

Court.

Good.

Beaug.
With a delicious, little, pretty, smiling Mouth.

Court.
Oh!

Beaug.
Plump, red, blub Lips.

Court.
Ah h — 

Beaug.
Teeth whiter than so many little Pearls; a bewitching Neck, and tempting, rising, swelling Breasts.

Court.
Ah h h h h — 

Beaug.
Then such a Proportion, such a Shape, such a Waste — 

Court.
Hold: Go no lower, if thou lovst me.

Beaug.
But, by your leave, Friend, I hope to go something lower, if she loves me.

Court.
But art thou certain, Beaugard, she is all this thou hast told me? So fair, so tempting, so lovely, so bewitching?

Beaug.
No; for, you must know, I never saw her Face in my Life: But I love my own Pleasure so well, that Ill imagine all this, and ten times more, if it be possible.

Court.
Where lives she?

Beaug.
That I know not neither; but my Orders are to meet her fairly and squarely this Evening by Seven, at a certain Civil Persons Shop in the Upper Walk, at the New Exchange, where she promises to be very good naturd, and let me know more of her Mind.

Court.
Ill een go home, like a miserable Blockhead as I am, to my Lodging, and sleep.

Beaug.
No, Ned: Thou knowest my good Chances have always been luckie to thee: Who can tell but this Ladys errant that has seisd upon my Person, may have a stragling Companion, or so, not unworthy my Friends.

Court.
Tis impossible.

Beaug.
Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in this Business, tho I never saw her Face, or know who she is, yet thus far I am satisfied, she is a Woman very witty, very well bred, of a pleasant Conversation, with a generous Disposition, and, what is better than all, if I am not extremely misinformd, of Noble Quality, and damnably Rich. Such a one cannot want good, pretty, little, Under-sinners, Ned, that a Man may fool away an Hour or two withal very comfortably.

Court.
Why then Ill be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, and come not near my Memory; Impotence attends the very Thoughts of thee. At Seven, you say, this Evening?

Beaug.

Precisely.

Court.
And shall I go along with thee, for a small Venture in this Love-Voyage?

Beaug.
With all my Heart.

Court.
But how shall we dispose of the burdensom Time, till the happy Minute smile upon us?

Beaug.
With Loves best Friend, and our own honest old Acquaintance, edifying Champagn, Ned; and for good Company, tho it be a Rarity, Ill carry thee to dine with the best I can meet with, where well warm our Blood and Thoughts with generous Glasses, and free-hearted Converse, till we forget the World, and think of nothing but Immortal Beauties, and Eternal Loving.

Court.
Then here I strike the League with thee: And now
Methinks ware both upon the Wing together,
Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleasure;
Where Men were never yet enslavd by Wiving,
But all their Cares are handsomly contriving
Timprove the Noble Arts of Perfect Living.
End of the First Act.


ACT II.

Courtine and Beaugard.

Court.
BUT was that thy Father?

Beaug.
Yes, that civil, sober, old Gentleman, Courtine, is my Father: And, to tell thee the truth, as Wicked and as Poor as ever his Son was. I sent him a Cordial of a hundred this Morning, which he will be sure to lose all before to morrow Morning, and not have a Shilling to help himself.

Court.
Methoughts, as I lookd into the Room, he ratled the Box with a great deal of Grace, and swore half a dozen Rappers very youthfully.

Beaug.
Prithee no more ont, tis an irreverent Theme; and next to Atheism, I hate making merry with the Frailties of my Father.

Court.
But then as to the Lady, Beaugard.

Beaug.
Tis near the Hour appointed, and thats the Shop we meet at; the Mistress of it, Courtine, is a hearty Well-wisher to the Mathematicks, and her Influence, I hope, may have no ill Effect ore my Adventure.

Court.
Methinks this Place looks as it were made for Loving: The Lights on each hand of the Walk look stately; and then the Rusling of Silk Petticoats, the Din and the Chatter of the pretty little party-colourd Parrots, that hop and flutter from one side to tother, puts every Sense upon its proper Office, and sets the Wheels of Nature finely moving.

Beaug.
Would the Lady of my Motion would make haste, and be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move so fast else, that the Weight will be down before she comes.

Woman.
Gloves or Ribbands, Sir? Very good Gloves or Ribbands, Choice of fine Essences. Captain Beaugard, shall I fell you nothing to day?

Beaug.
Truly, Mistress Furnish, I am come to lay out a Heart at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant-Adventurer dont fail to meet me here.

Wom.
What she that spoild your Devotion o Sunday last, Captain?

Beaug.
Dost thou know her, my little Furnish?

Wom.
There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that has done me the Honour to let me see her at my poor Shop sometimes.
Enter Porcia masqud, and stands behind Beaugard.

Beaug.
And is she very lovely?

Wom.
What think you, Sir?

Beaug.
Faith, charitably enough.

Wom.
Ill swear she is obliged to you.

Beaug.
And I would very fain be obliged to her too, if twere possible. Will she be here to night?

Porcia.
Yes marry will she, Captain.

Beaug.
Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon? What, attaque a Man of War of my Burden in the Stern, Pirate!

Porcia.
Lord, how like a Soldier you are pleasd to express your self now! I warrant you, to carry on the Metaphor, you have forty more merry-things to say to me upon this Occasion; as, plying your Chase-guns, laying your self athwart my Harser, boarding me upon the Forecastle, clapping all under Hatches, carrying of the Prize to the next Port of Security, and there rummaging and risling her. Alas, poor Captain!

Court.
Poor, Madam! He has Two thousand a year, and nothing but an old Father to provide for.

Porcia.
Sir, is this fine, sober, brown-bearded Gentleman to be your Steward, he understands your Affairs so well already?

Beaug.
The truth ont is, Madam, he does wait for an Office under me, and may in time, if he behave himself handsomly, come to Preferment.

Court.
This I have got by my Beard already. If she should but know me now.

Beaug.
Well, Madam, are your Commands ready? May I know the Task I am to undertake, before I lay claim to the Happiness of seeing that handsom, homely, fair, black, young, ancient, tempting or frightful Face, which you conceal so maliciously? For hang me, as I have deserved long ago, if I know what to make of this extraordinary Proceeding of yours.

Porcia.
In the first place, Captain, this Face of mine, be it what it will, if you behave your self as you should do, shall never put you out of Countenance.

Beaug.
In troth, and thats said kindly.

Porcia.
For I am young, Captain.

Beaug.
I am glad ont with all my Heart.

Porcia.
And, if the World speaks truth, not very ugly.

Beaug.
So much the better still.

Porcia.
Next, Im no Hypocrite.

Beaug.
Hah!

Porcia.
But love my Pleasures, and will hold my Liberty.

Beaug.

Noble.

Porcia.
I am rich too.

Beaug.
Better and better.

Porcia.
But whats worst of all — 

Beaug.
Out witht.

Porcia.
I doubt I am sillily in Love.

Court.
With whom, dear Miracle?

Porcia.
Not with a Married-man, sweet Monsieur Courtine.

Court.
Confound her, but she knows me. — Why, good Madam — 

Beaug.
Nay, Friend, no ruffling; keep your Articles, and keep your Distance.

Porcia.
Have you then made your Escape, Sir, from your dear Wife, the Lady-Tyrant of your Enchanted Castle in the Country, to run a wandring after new Adventures here? Oh all the Windmills about London, beware!

Court.
Ay, and the Watermills too, Madam. In the Devils name, what will become of me!

Porcia.
For the Quixot of the Country is abroad; Murder by his Side, Enterprises in his Head, and Horrour in his Face.

Court.
Oh Lord!

Beaug.
Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam?

Porcia.
I have heard of such a Hero, that was very famous about two years since, for selling himself to a Plantation, the Country, for Five thousand pound: Was not that the Price, Sir?

Court.
Your Ladiship is pleasd to be very free, Madam; thats all.

Porcia.
So were you at that time, Sir, or you had neer parted with your dear Liberty on such reasonable Terms surely. Bless us! Had you but lookt about you a little, what a Market might have been made of that tall, proper, promising Person of yours! that — 

Court.
Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily.

Porcia.
That Face, which now, ore-grown with ruful Beard, looks as you had stole it from the Retinue of a Russian Embassie! Fough! I fancy all Fellows that are married smell of Train-oyl and Garlick.

Beaug.
And yet, twenty to one, that is a stinking Condition youll have a design to seduce some poor doating Monster or another into, one day.

Porcia.
Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there.

Beaug.
How that dear Protestation has charmd me!

Court.
Omy Conscience I my self could be half reconcild to her again too.

Porcia.
In short, to give you one infallible Argument, that I never will marry, I have been married already, that is, sold: for being the Daughter of a very rich Merchant, who dying left me the onely Heiress of an immense Fortune, it was my ill luck to fall into the Hands of Guardians, that, to speak properly, were Raskals; for in a short time they conspired amongst themselves, and for base Bribes, betrayd, sold, and married me to a — Husband, thats all.

Beaug.
In troth, and thats enough of all conscience: But where is this Husband?

Porcia.
Heavn be thanked, dead and buried, Captain.

Beaug.
Amen, with all my Heart.

Court.
A Widow, by my Manhood, a downright Bawdy Widow.

Porcia.
What would your Cream-pot in the Country give for that Title, think you?

Court.
Not more than I would, that thy Husband were alive agen, to revenge my Quarrel on thee.

Beaug.
And whats to be done, thou dear One?

Porcia.
Look upon me as a Lady in distress, Captain; and by the Honour of a Soldier consider on some way for my Deliverance.

Beaug.
From what? Where is the Danger?

Porcia.
Every way it threatens me: For into the very Hands my ill Fortune threw me before, has it betrayd me again, Friend.

Beaug.
Hah!

Porcia.
The Principal is an Uncle, old, jealous, tyrannical, and covetous.

Beaug.
Hell confound him for it.

Porcia.
My Fortune lying most in his Hands, obliged me upon my Widowhood to give up my self again there too, where he has secured and confind me with more Tyranny, than if I had been a Prisner for Murder; guards me Day and Night with ill-lookt Rogues, that wear long, broad, terrible Swords, and stand Centinel up and down the House with Musquetoons and Blunderbusses.

Court.
So, heres like to be some Mischief going forward, thats one Comfort.

Porcia.
Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things I seem to be threatned with! Now guess what pity it is that ever either of those Mischiefs should fall upon me.

Beaug.
By the gallant Spirit thats in thee, Ill fairly be Gibetted first.

Porcia.
No need of that, Captain, neither: for, to shew you I deserve your Protection, I have had the Courage to break Gaol, run away, and make my Escape hither, purely to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Man of Honour by me; and when the Storm that will follow is a little blown over, heres a white Hand upont, Ill not be ungrateful.

Beaug.
And in token I believe thee, Ill kiss it most Religiously.

Court.
Why the Devil did I marry? Madam, one word with you: Have you never a married Lady of your Acquaintance, thats as good-naturd as you, and would fain be a Widow as you are, too.

Porcia.
Why do you ask, Sir?

Court.
Because I would cut her Husbands Throat, and make her one for my own proper use.

Porcia.
Ill ask your own Lady, Sir, that Question next time I see her, if you please.

Court.
Why, dost thou know her then?

Porcia.

Yes.

Court.
Then I may chance shortly to have a fine time ont I have made a pretty Evenings Work of this, Heavns be praisd.
Enter two Men disguisd.

1 Man.
Run away lewdly! Damnation!

2 Man.
Look!

1 Man.
By Heavn, it must be she.

2 Man.
The Men are well Armd?

1 Man.
No matter; we must carry her, or alls lost else.

2 Man.
Ill not shrink from you.

1 Man.
Thats well said. Sir, if you please, a Word with you.

Beaug.
With me, Sir?

1 Man.

Yes.

Beaug.
Courtine, be civil a little.

1 Man.
Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned for the Honour of a Lady that has not been altogether so careful of it her self as she ought to have been.

Beaug.
I am sorry fort, Sir.

1 Man.
You being a Gentleman whose Character I have had an advantagious Account of, I would make it my Petition to you, if she be of your Acquaintance, not to engage your self in any thing that may give me occasion to be your Enemy.

Beaug.
Sir, I should be highly glad of any brave Mans Friendship, and should be troubled if I appear concernd in any thing that may hazard the loss of yours.

1 Man.
That Lady, Sir, you talkt withals — 

Beaug.
My Mistress, Sir.

1 Man.
Mistress!

Beaug.
Yes, Mistress, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am damnably in love with her; she is under my Protection too, and when ever theres occasion, as far as this sinful Body of mine will bear me out in it, Ill defend her.

1 Man.
Do you know her?

Beaug.
Not so well as I would do, Sir.

1 Man.
Whats her Name?

Beaug.
A Secret.

1 Man.
She must along with me, Sir.

Beaug.
No, that must not be, Sir.

2 Man.
This Lady, Sir — 

Court.
You lie, Sir — Hah! — Beaugard!
[Draw, and fight, Porcia runs away squeaking, Courtine disarms his Adversary, and comes up to Beaugard.

Beaug.
Stand fast, Ned.

Court.
Hold thy dead-doing Hand,
Thou Son of Slaughter.

1 Man.
Sir, there may come a time — 

Beaug.
When youl learn Manners.

1 Man.
And teach em you too.

Court.
We are well known.

1 Man.
And shall not be forgotten.
Come, Friend.
[Exeunt two Men.

Beaug.
Confound em! This must be a Brother, a Kinsman, or a Rival, he plyd me so warmly.

Court.
Tis a hard case, that a Man cannot hold Civil Correspondence with a good-naturd Female, but presently some hot-headed Fellow of the Family or other runs horn-mad with Jealousie, and fancies his Blood smarts as often as the Womans itches.

Beaug.
This Heroick Persons Sister, Kinswoman, his Mistress, or whateer she be, is like to get much Reputation by his Hectoring and Quarrelling for her; and he as much Honour, by being beaten for her.

Court.
Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the Reputation of a back-sliding Wife or Sister, it is a very pretty Undertaking, doubtless. As for example; I am a Cuckold now.

Beaug.
All in good time, Ned; do not be too hasty.

Court.
And being much troubled in Spirit, meeting with the Spark that has done me the Honour, with a great deal of respect I make my Address, — as thus, — Most Noble Sir, you have done me the Favour to lie with my Wife.

Beaug.

Very well.

Court.
All I beg of you, is, that you would do your best endeavour to run me through the Guts to morrow morning, and it will be the greatest Satisfaction in the World.

Beaug.
Which the good-naturd Whoremaster does very decently; so down falls the Cuckold at Barn-elms, and rises again next day at Holborn in a Ballad. But all this while, what is become of the Widow, Ned?

Court.
Faith she has een done very wisely, I think, as soon as she had set us together by the Ears, she very fairly ran fort.

Beaug.
A very noble Account of our first Evenings Enterprise! But a Pox ont, take Courage; and since we have lost this Quarry, let us een beat about a little, and see what other Game we can meet with.
Enter Lucrece Masqud.

Lucr.
Sir, Sir! Captain!

Court.
With you again, Beaugard. Agare ho!

Beaug.
With me, my Mistress?

Lucr.
Yes, with you, my Master.

Court.
I wonder when, o the Devils name, it will come to my turn.

Lucr.
Being a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I am come to tell you, the World begins to talk very scandalously of you, Captain.

Beaug.
Look thee, Sweetheart, the Worlds an Ass, and Common Fame a Common Strumpet: so long as such pretty good-naturd Creatures as thou seemest to be, think but well of me, let the World be hangd, as it was once drownd, if it will.

Lucr.
I must let you know too, Captain, that your Love-Intrigues are not so closely managed, but that they will shortly grow the Subject of all the Satyr and Contempt in Town: Your holding Conversation with a draggle-taild Masque, in the Church-Cloysters, on Sunday; your meeting with the very Scandal here again, this Evening; suffering your self to be imposd upon, and Jilted by her; and at last running the hazard of a damnable Beating, by a couple of plausible Hectors, that made you believe your Mistress had Honour enough to be concernd for.

Beaug.
Really, my little Wolf in a Sheeps Fleece, this sounds like very good Doctrine; but what Use must I make of it, Child?

Lucr.
Methinks, Captain, that should not be so hard to find out; my setting upon you in a Masque my self, and railing at the last Woman that did so before me, might easily inform you, I have a certain Design of trying whose Hearts hardest, yours or mine.

Court.
Then, my little Mischief, you should not enter the Lists upon unequal Terms, with that Black Armour upon your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as the Black Knight in a Romance.

Lucr.
Good Captain, whats that sober Gentlemans name? For certainly I have seen him before now.

Beaug.
His name in the Flesh, my pretty one, is Courtine; a very honest Fellow, good-naturd, and wicked enough for thy purpose of all conscience.

Lucr.
Courtine! Bless us for ever! What, the Man thats married!

Court.
The Man thats married! Yes, the Man thats married. Sdeath, though I be weary ont, I am not ashamd of my Condition. Why the Devil didst thou tell her my name? I shall never thrive with any Woman that knows me. The Man thats married! Zounes, I am as scandalous as the Man thats to be hangd.

Lucr.
But youll neer be thought so handsom. To make few words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you fairer play than such an inconstant, sickle, false-hearted Wanderer as you deserve.

Beaug.
Then why dost thou conceal thy self? Those whose Designs are fair and noble, scorn to hide their Faces: Therefore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if thou thinkst to make use of me only to create some Jealousie in another Woman, I am no Instrument to be that way managd; no, I am constant, I — but if thou lovst me — 

Lucr.
Have you any more Doubts that trouble you?

Beaug.
None, by this sweet Body of thine.

Lucr.
Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortune to watch you, haunt you, and dog you these six Months; being, to my eternal torment, jealous of that ravenous Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain: nay, since I have confest my Weakness, know from this hour Ill defeat all her Ambushes, all the false Baits she lays to ensnare your Heart, till I obtain the Victory of it my self, much more my due, in that Im not beneath her in Beauty, Birth, or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her years, Captain; therefore if you have that Merit the World reports of you, make the best use of this present Advice; and so farewell, till you hear from me further.
[Exit Lucrece.

Beaug.
Now may I do by my Mistresses as the Boys do by their Farthings, hustle em in a Hat together, and go to Heads or Tails for em. — Hah! Let me never see day again, if yonder be not coming towards us the very Rascal I told thee of this Morning, our faux Atheist; now will I shew thee as notable a Spirit as ever past upon the ignorant World for a fine Person, and a Philosopher.
[Enter Daredevil.
What, Daredevil, a good Evening to thee: Why, where hast thou been, old Blasphemy, these Forty Hours? I shall never be converted from Christianity, if thou dost not mind thy Busness better.

Dared.
Been, quoth a! I have been where I have half lost my honest Senses, Man: Would any body that knows me, believe it? Let me be buried alive, if the Rogues of the Parish I live in have not Indicted me for a Papist.

Beaug.
The Devil! a Papist!

Dared.
Pox on em, a Papist! When the impudent Villains know, as well as I do, that I have no Religion at all.

Court.
No Religion, Sir? Are you of no Religion?

Dared.
Is he an honest Fellow, Beaugard?

Beaug.
Oh, a very honest Fellow; thou mayst trust him with thy Damnation, Ill warrant thee: Answer him, answer him.

Dared.
I never go to Church, Sir.

Court.
But what Religion are you of?

Dared.
Of the Religion of the Inner-Temple, the Common-Law Religion; I believe in the Law, trust in the Law, enjoy what I have by the Law: For if such a Religious Gentleman as you are get Fifty pounds into my Debt, I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes, but the Law must make you pay me at last.

Court.
Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of Happiness, that makes People live in Honesty, Peace, and Union one towards another.

Dared.
Fear of Hell! Heark thee, Beaugard; this Companion of thine, as I apprehend, is but a sort of a shallow Monster. Fear of Hell! No, Sir, tis fear of Hanging. Who would not steal, or do murder, every time his Fingers itcht at it, were it not for fear of the Gallows? Do not you, with all your Religion, swear almost as often as you speak? break and prophane the Sabbath? lie with your Neighbours Wives? and covet their Estates, if they be better than your own? Yet those things are forbid by Religion, as well as Stealing and Cutting of Throats are. No, had every Commandment but a Gibbet belonging to it, I should not have had Four Kings Evidences to day swore impudently I was a Papist, when I was never at Mass yet since I was born, nor indeed at any other Worship these Twenty years.

Court.
Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are really of no Religion?

Dared.
May be I am, Sir; may be I am not, Sir: When you come to know me better, twenty to one but youll be better satisfied.

Court.
Does your Honour think there may be a Devil?

Dared.
I never saw him, Sir.

Court.
Have you a mind to see him?

Dared.
Id go Fifty miles barefoot to see but a Fiend that belongd to his Family.

Beaug.
Thats a damnd Lie, to my Knowledge: For I saw the Rogue so scard, that his Hair stood upright, but at the sight of a poor Black, Water-Spaniel, that met him in the dark once.

Court.
What think you of Conscience?

Dared.
I do not think of it at all, Sir; it never troubles me.

Court.
Did you ever do a Murder?

Dared.
I wont tell you.

Court.
Thou art the honester Fellow for it; I love a friendly Rogue, that can keep such a Secret at my Heart.

Dared.
Do you?

Court.

Ay.

Beaug.
So, thats well said; now well to work with him presently. Dost thou hear, Daredevil, this honest Friend of mine is something troubled in Spirit, and wants a little of thy Ghostly Advice in a Point of Difficulty.

Dared.
Well, and what ist? I shall be civil, and do him all the good I can.

Beaug.
In few words, hes married; plagud, troubled, and Hag-ridden by the eternally-tormenting Witchcraft of a vexatious, jealous Familiar, calld a Wife.

Dared.
A Wife! That ever any Fellow that has but two Grains of Brains in his Scull, should give himself the trouble to complain of a Wife, so long as there is Arsenick in the World!

Beaug.
Nay, it is a meer shame, a scandalous shame, when it is so cheap too.

Court.
Would you have me poison her?

Dared.
Poison her! Ay, what would you with her else, if you are weary of her?

Court.
But if I should be calld to a terrible account for such a thing hereafter!

Dared.
Hereafter! — Cross my Hand with a piece of Silver, — that is to say, — give me Three pence, — Three pence, my Dearest — 

Court.
Well, and what then?

Dared.
Why, for that considerable Sum Ill be security for thee, and bear thee harmless for Hereafter; thats all.

Beaug.
Faith, and cheap enough of all Conscience.

Court.
This is the honestest Acquaintance I ever met withal, Beaugard.

Beaug.
Oh, a very honest Fellow, very honest.

Court.
Prethee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, since we have so happily met this Evening, let us grow more intimate, and eat and drink together.

Dared.
Faith and troth, with all my Heart: Pox on me, Boy, but I love Drinking mightily; and to tell ye the truth ont, I am never so well satisfied in my out-of-the-way Principles, as when I am drunk, very drunk. Drunkenness is a great Quietter of the Mind, a great Soother of the Spirit.

Beaug.
And shall we be very free, my little Atheistical disbelieving Dog? Wilt thou open thy Heart, and speak very frankly of Matters that shall be nameless?

Dared.
Much may be done; I seldom hide my Talent, I am no Niggard of my Parts that way.

Beaug.
To tell thee a Secret, then, Daredevil, we two are this Night, for some weighty Considerations, to give a Treat to the People of the Dukes Theatre, after the Plays done, upon their Stage; we are to have the Musick too, and the Ladies, tis hoped, will not deny us the Favour of their fair Company. Now, my dear Iniquity, shall we not, thinkest thou, if we give our Minds to it, pass an Evening pleasantly enough?

Dared.
Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Project of Treating upon the Stage extremely too. But will there, will there be none of the Poets there? Some of the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows; they are most of em my Disciples in their Hearts, and now and then stand up for the Truth manfully.

Beaug.
Much may happen: But in the next place, after Supper we have resolvd to storm a certain Enchanted Castle, where I apprehend a fair Lady newly enterd into League with an honest Friend of thine, calld my self, is kept a Prisner, by an old, ill-naturd, snarling Dog in a Manger, her Guardian. Thou wilt make one at it, wilt thou not, my little Daredevil?

Dared.
Dam me, well burn the House.

Court.
Dam me, Sir? Do you know what you say? You believe no such thing.

Dared.
Words of course, Child, meer Words of course: We use a hundred of em in Conversation, which are indeed but in the nature of Expletives, and signifie nothing: as, Dam me, Sir; Rot me, Sir; Confound me, Sir; which purport no more than So, Sir; And, Sir; or Then, Sir, at the worst: For my part, I always speak what I think; no Man can help thinking what he does think: So if I speak not well, the faults not mine.

Beaug.
Distinguisht like a Learned School-Divine.

Court.
When meet we at the Play-house then?

Dared.
Before the Clock strike Nine.

Beaug.
Where well have Musick, Women, Mirth.

Dared.
And very much good Wine.
End of the Second Act.


ACT III.

Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil.

Beaug.
IS not this Living now? Who that knew the Sweets of Liberty, the uncontrolld Delights the Free-man tastes of, Lord of his, own Hours, King of his own Pleasures, just as Nature meant him first;
Courted each Minute by all his Appetites,
Which he indulges, like a bounteous Master,
Thats still supplyd with various full Enjoyments;
And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter.

Dared.
Very well this; this is all but very well.

Court.
Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt the Course
Of a long, rolling, gay, and wanton Life.
Methinks the Image of it is like a Laune
In a rich flowry Vale, its Measure long,
Beauteous its Prospect, and at the End
A shady peaceful Glade; where, when the pleasant Race is over,
We glide away, and are at rest for ever.

Beaug.
Who, that knew this, would let himself be a Slave
To the vile Customs that the Worlds debaucht in?
Whod interrupt his needful Hours of Rest, to rise and yawn in a Shop upon Cornhill? Or, whats as bad, make a sneaking Figure in a Great Mans Chamber, at his Rising in a Morning? Who would play the Rogue, Cheat, Lie, Flatter, Bribe, or Pimp, to raise an Estate for a Blockhead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that shall waste it as scandalously as his Father got it? Or who, Courtine, would marry, to beget such a Blockhead?

Court.
No body but such a Blockhead as my self, Beaugard, thats certain; but I will, if possible atone for that Sin of mine in the future Course of my Life, and grow as zealous a Libertine as thou wouldst wish thy Friend to be.

Dared.
These are Rogues that pretend to be a Religion now! Well, all that I say is, Honest Atheism for my Money.

Beaug.
No, grant me while I live the easie Being I am at present possest of; a kind, fair Shee, to cool my Blood, and pamper my Imagination withal; an honest Friend or two, like thee, Courtine, that I dare trust my Thoughts to; generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Dishonour; and when I ask more of Fortune, let her een make a Beggar of me. What sayst thou to this, Daredevil? Is not this coming as near thy Doctrine as a young Sinner can conveniently?

Dared.
Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, thats my Comfort.

Court.
But why did we part with the Women so soon?

Beaug.
Oh, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation! I am a young Spark, and must stand upon my Credit, Friend; the Rogues that cheat all the Week, and go to Church in clean Bands o Sunday, will advance no necessary Sums upon my Revenues else, when there may be an Occasion: Besides, I have a Father in Town, a grave, sober, serious old Gentleman, calld a Father.

Dared.
One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, and is as full of Religion as his Worshipful Son here.

Beaug.
Hah! — 
[Enter Father.

Fath.
Very well, very noble, truly, Son! This is the Care you are pleased to take of my Family! Sit up all Night, Drink, Whore, spend your Estate, and give your Soul to the Devil! A very fine — Hickup — This Aquamirabilis and the Old Hock does not agree with my Stomach.

Beaug.
Daredevil, stick to me now, and help me out at a dead lift, or I am lost for ever. — Sir, I hope my being here, has not done you, nor any Friend of yours, an Injury.

Fath.
Injury! No, Sir, tis no Injury for you to take your swill in Plenty and Voluptuousness — Hickup — while your poor Father, Sirrah, must be contented to drink paltry Sack, with dry-bond, old, batterd Rogues, and be thankful. You must have your fine, jolly, young Fellow, and bonny, buxom, brawny-bumd Whores, you Dog, to revel with, and be hangd to you, must you? Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha lost all my Money.

Beaug.
I am sorry for it, Sir.

Fath.
Sorry for it, Sir! — Hickup — Is that all?

Dared.
If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a swinging Dose of Opium, and sleep upont; tis the best thing in the World for old Gentlemen that have no Money. Or wilt thou be good Company? wilt thou sit down and crack a Bottle, old Boy? Hah?

Fath.
Heh! crack a Bottle!

Dared.
Ay, crack a Bottle: What sayst thou to that comfortable Proposition?

Court.
Come, Sir, heres your good Health, and to your better Fortune.

Fath.
A very honest Fellow, Iack: These are very honest Fellows, What is your name, Friend?

Dared.
My name is Daredevil, Friend; of the ancient Family of the Daredevils in the North, that have not had a Church in their Parish, Chaplain in their House, Prayers Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals, since the Conquest.

Fath.
Sir, I have heard much of your Family; it is a very ancient Honourable Family: and I am glad to find my Son has made choice of such Noble Acquaintance. — Sir, my Service to you. — I protest, a Cup of pretty Clarret, very pretty Clarret.

Court.
And he has topt it off as prettily, Ill say that for him.

Fath.
Iack, I ha lost all my Money, Iack.

Beaug.
Have you been robbd, Sir?

Fath.
Robbd, Sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I ha not been robbd, Sir: but I ha been nickt, Sir, and thats as bad, Sir. You are a worthy Person, and Ill make you my Judge.

Dared.
Come along then.

Fath.
The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; I had just Thirty pound upon it, and my last Stake: The Caster threw, nothing came of it; I changd his Dice; he threw again, to as little purpose as before.

Dared.
Very strange, truly.

Fath.
I changd his Dice again, he threw again: So he threw, and I changd; and I changd, and he threw, for at least half an Hour; till at last — Do you mark me? — the Dice powdring out of the Box — 

Dared.
Thats plain.

Fath.
One of em trips against the Foot of a Candlestick, and up comes two Deuces, two Deuces, Sir, do you hear? And so I lost my Money. No, Sir, I was not robbd, Sir; but I lost it upon two Deuces: and that was so hard Fortune, that Ill hold you, or any Man living, Fifty pound to Ten, that he does not throw two Deuces before Seven again.

Dared.
Two Deuces afore Seven! Two Deuces are not to be thrown, Sir, not to be thrown.

Beaug.
I am glad to hear you are so rich, Sir.

Fath.
Rich, quoth a! Prethee be quiet, I am not worth a Shilling, Man. But, Sir, here you are a Lord at large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, sit up all Night in the fulness of Iniquity, with worthy Esquire Daredevil of the North here, with a Pox to you; whilst I must be kept without a Shilling in my Pocket. — But, Sir, — 

Beaug.
Sir, I sent you a Hundred pound yesterday Morning.

Fath.
Well, Sirrah, and I have had ill Luck, and lost it all: What then?

Beaug.
Sir, to avoid Dispute, shall I make one Proposition to you?

Fath.
Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Iackie-boy, I am not against thy taking thy moderate Diversions, so long as I see thou keepest good Company, neither. But — sneak what Ready-money thou hast into my Hand, and send me the rest of tother Hundred to my Lodging.

Beaug.
Do you think it reasonable, that as often as two Deuces are thrown before Seven, I must advance a Hundred pound to make the Devils Bones rattle, Sir?

Fath.
Sirrah, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my Heart to cut your Throat. Sir, have you eer a Father?

Dared.
No, Sir.

Fath.
No, Sir?

Dared.
No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before I came to be at years of Discretion: I hate all Fathers, and always did.

Fath.
Oh Lord! Heark you, Sir, Whats that Fellows Profession?

Court.
Oh, an Atheist, Sir; he believes neither God nor the Devil.

Fath.
Sbud, Ill brustle up to him: Are you an Atheist, Fellow? hoh?

Dared.
Yes, Sir, I am an Atheist.

Fath.
And what think you will become of you when you die? hoh?

Dared.
I shall be buried six Foot under Ground, to prevent stinking, and there grow rotten.

Fath.
Oh Lord!

Dared.
If I chance to be hangd, being a lusty Sinewy Fellow, the Corporation of Barber-Chirurgeons, may be, beg me for an Anatomy, to set up in their Hall. I dont take much care of my self while I am living; and when I am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me.

Fath.
No more to be said; my Sons in a very hopeful way to be damnd, thats one Comfort. Impudent Rogue! You keep Company with the Devils Resident! You converse with Foreign Ministers, and deny your Father a little dirty Money! Fogh, Poltroon!

Beaug.
This is very hard, Sir: But if Ten Guineas will do you any Service — 

Fath.
Ten Guineas? Let me see; Ten Guineas are a pretty little pidling Sum, thats the truth ont: But what will it do, Iackie-boy? Serve, may be, to play at Tick-tack in an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or so; but when will that recover my Hundred agen? Ten Guineas! Pox o thy Ten Guineas. — Well, let me see the Ten Guineas though, — let me see em a little. — Iackie-boy, Iackle, Iack, — You ha drunk damnable hard to night, you rogue; you are a drunken Dog, I believe — Hant you had a Whore too, Iackie? — eee — Youll get the Pox, Sirrah, and then — But if thou dost, I know a very able Fellow, an old Acquaintance of mine — Ten Guineas, Iackie!

Beaug.
There they are, Sir; and long may they last you.

Fath.
Make em Twenty, Iackie-rogue; — you Plump-cheekt, Merryeyd Rogue, make em Twenty, — Make em Fifteen then, — Iackie-boy, Iackie, Iack, — Do faith.

Beaug.
Upon my Duty, you have stript me, Sir.

Fath.
Then do you hear, Friend, you Atheist, that are so free of your Soul? let us see if you dare venture a litte of your Money now — Come.
[Draws out a Box and Dice.
Sevens the Main: Ill hold you Ten pounds to Two, two Deuces does not come before Seven.

Beaug.
At him, Daredevil; Beggar him once more, and then we shall be rid of him.

Dared.
Done, Sir, done; down with your Money.

Fath.
Here, you Blasphemous Dog. — Dost thou love Hazard?

Dared.
Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir.

Fath.
I love thee the better fort: Come along. — Seven. — 

Dared.

Right.

Fath.

Seven.
[Throws two Deuces.

Dared.
Two Deuces! — You ha lost, Sir.

Fath.
Dam me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money!

Dared.
Dam me, Sir, tis my Money; I won it fairly.

Beaug.
Now, Courtine, now — 

Court.
Now look tot, Atheist.

Fath.
Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat I sweep the yellow Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in witness thare my own.

Dared.
Nay then Ill — 

Court.
Hold, Sirs, no drawing Swords, no Quarrelling.

Dared.
I am glad ont, with all my Heart; for though I am not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a drawn Sword mortally.

Beaug.
Good Sir — 

Fath.

Stand off. — Dogs, Atheists win my Money! — Rascal, — Good morrow.

Beaug.
Till next time two Deuces come before Seven, and then I am sure to see or hear from you again infallibly.

Court.
How dost thou intend to dispose of this wild, extravagant, old Father of thine, Beaugard?

Beaug.
I hope to find him run so far in Debt within this Fortnight, that to avoid the Calamity, he shall be forced to compound with me for his Freedom, and be contented with a comfortable Annuity in the Country; thats all my hopes of him.

Court.
Which hell sell in one Quarter of a Year, and return to old London again, for tother Game at Hazard.

Beaug.
No, like a wise Guardian, Ill take care of the contrary, lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too fast for him. Why how now, Daredevil? What in the dumps? Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet he has some Religion in him, Daredevil.

Dared.
Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. Tis well he was your Father, Sir.

Court.
Why?

Dared.
Had he been my own, by these Hilts I would have sawd his old Windpipe asunder upon the Spot. Rob me of my Right!

Court.
Does he love Fighting so well then? I thought most of your Atheists had not much card for that impertinent Exercise.

Dared.
Tis a little impertinent, that Ill grant you, for honest Fellows to fall out, squabble, and cut one anothers Throats, to spoil good Company: But when my Honours injurd — 

Beaug.
Then, I know, thou art implacable. But for a foolish trifling Sum of Money — 

Dared.
Trash, trash, Dunghil, and Filthiness! I give it away to my Wenches and my Servants; we part with it to every Body, upon all Occasions. He that values Money, deserves never to have the Benefit of it.

Beaug.
A very noble Fragment of Philosophy. But, Courtine, the Morning is new risen again, and I have receivd Intelligence this Night, by a certain Minister I keep for such Offices, where my poor distressed Widow is held in Durance: If thou thinkest there may be any Hopes for thee upon the Coast I am bound for, let us embarque together, and good Luck attend us.

Court.
No, I have other Projects o foot: Marriage has crackt my Credit so, that no body that knows my Condition cares to deal with me: Therefore I am resolvd to set out for New Discoveries, and try how I can thrive where my Names a Stranger.

Beaug.
What, this Morning!

Court.
This very Morning: Fortified with Burdeaux, as I am, will I issue forth; and let all stragling Wives, Widows, and Virgins have a care of their Cargos.

Beaug.
Nobly resolvd, and good Fortune guide thee. Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me; thou art more a Friend than to leave thy Disciple, when there is good substantial Sinning like to go forward. May be we may do a Murder before we part; something that is very wicked well not fail of.

Dared.
With all my Heart; let us fire a House or two, poison a Constable and all his Watch, ravish six Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle.

Beaug.
Shall we do all this?

Dared.
Dot! Ill dot my self.

Beaug.
Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity.
[Enter Footman.

Footm.
Sir, Captain Beaugard.

Beaug.
With me, Friend?

Footm.
Sir, there is a Masqud Lady, in a Chair, at the Corner of the Street, desires a Word with you instantly.

Beaug.
Tell her, Im her Vassal, and will wait on her this Moment. Courtine, good morrow.

Court.
Gone, already?

Beaug.
Trading comes in, Friend, and I must mind my Calling, thats all. Allons, Daredevil.

Dared.
Friend, farewell to thee; if either of us are run through the Lungs, or shot in the Head, before we meet again, let us hear from one another out of the Lower World, how matters go there, and what Entertainment they give us.

Court.
You shall find me a very civil Correspondent, Sir.

Dared.

Farewell.

Court.
The same good Wish to you, Sir. Now will I out into the middle of the Street, play at Blind-mans-buff by my self, turn three times round, and catch who I can.
Scene changes to the Street. Enter Beaugard and Daredevil.

Beaug.
This should be the Place, and yet I see no Chair.

Dared.
Then let us fall to Mischief.

Beaug.
Prethee a little Patience, tho it be a Vertue, dear Temptation.
Enter another Footman.

Footm.
Sir, is your name Captain Beaugard?

Beaug.
Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy Man.

Footm.
Then, Sir, this Letter is for you.

Beaug.
Stay till I read it, Friend.

Footm.
Sir, it requires no Answer.

Beaug.
What Jilts Trick now! — Sir, — to meet us with your Swords in your Hands this Morning, behind the Corner House of — By my Stars, a Challenge from the termagant Sparks that fell upon us last Night. Why, what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Hands now? Daredevil, thou canst fight?

Dared.
Why, is there any occasion?

Beaug.
Only a Challenge, Daredevil, thats all: See, theres a Breakfast for thee, if thou hast any Stomach tot.

Dared.
Idle Rogues, Rascals, Hectors! Never mind em; hang em, these are some hungry Varlets that want Dinners; let us break the next Windows, and never think ont.
Enter six Ruffians.

1 Ruff.
These are our Quarry; be sure we seise em both. Is the Coach ready?

2 Ruff.
At the next Corner.

1 Ruff.
Fall on then. Sir, you are our Prisoner.

Beaug.
Villains! Rogues! Thieves! Murder! Thieves! Rascals, youll not murder me?

1 Ruff.
Nay, Sir, no noise, no strugling, as you tender your Safety.

Beaug.
Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and rescue me.

Dared.
I am terrified, amazd; some Judgment for my Sins is fallen upon me; alas, I am in Bonds too! Have mercy on my Soul, and dont slay me, Gentlemen.

Beaug.
Damnation! Blinded! Rascals, Villains, Ruffians! Murder!

Dared.
Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of thee!
Enter Theodore and Gratian.

Theod.
This Generosity makes good thy Character,
That thou art the bravest Man, and truest Friend.
How shall I deserve this from thee?

Grat.
I should be unjust, both to my self, and the dear Memry of thy Noble Brother, whose Friendship was so dear to me, should my true Sword be idle in thy Cause. Besides, the Love which I profess to Porcia, tells me a Rival must not tamely carry her.

Theod.
She is thy Right: My dying Brother, her soon-forgotten Husband,
But thy rememberd Friend, with his last Breath thus told me;
I have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Heart
Has cherisht most; we from our Youth were Rivals
For my dear Porica: tell him, if I die,
I left her to him, as the dearest Legacy
I could bequeath: Bid him be tender of her,
For shell deserve it from him. — Would she did.

Grat.
Heavn knows, it is my Curse, spite of her Scorn, to love her even to Madness; nor shall this Man of War, this French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but his Cap and Feather: I wonder hes not come yet.

Theod.
I have heard the Man is Gallant; but in honesty,
As thou art my Friend, I wish thou wouldst hear good Counsel

Grat.
Thine must be Noble.

Theod.
Id have thee think no more of this proud Woman.

Grat.
I wish twere possible.

Theod.
Their Sex is one gross Cheat; their only Study
How to deceive, betray, and ruine Man:
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers,
Which they improve each day, and grow more exquisite.
Their Painting, Patching, all their Chamber-arts,
And Publick Affectations, are but Tricks
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love.

Grat.
Would this could cure mine.

Theod.
When ware caught fast, tis then they shew their Natures,
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch thave conquerd;
Tho the same Hour they glance abroad for new ones.
Let but a Woman know yare once her Slave,
Give her once Testimony that you love her,
Shell always be thy Torment, Jilt, design,
And practice Ends upon thy honest Nature,
So strong is their Antipathy to Truth.

Grat.
But let a Fool — 

Theod.
Oh give em but a Fool,
A senseless, noise, gay, bold, bristling Blockhead,
A Rascal with a Feather, and Cravat-string,
No Brains ins Head; a vain, pert, empty Rogue,
That can prune, dance, lisp, or lie very much,
Thare lost for ever: Theyll give all they have
To Fools, or for em. — 

Grat.
But, my Friend, this granted,
Grant Porica this, and more, as shes the Relict
Of thy dear Brother, and my valud Friend,
The Injury she brings upon thy Honour
Must not be slighted; and thats my Cause now.

Theod.
There thou orecomst me: Still our Men of Mettle
Delay their Time; the Day grows late; lets walk
Down by yon Wall; may be they have mist the Place:
Besides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we may be prevented.
Methinks I would not lose so fine a Morning, and do nothing.

Grat.

Nor I.
[Exeunt.
Enter Sylvia and Lucrece.

Sylv.
Oh Lucrece, twas the Pangs of Jealousie, curst Jealousie, that brought me hither.

Lucr.
Where lodgd you then last Night?

Sylv.
Here, in this House, my Cousin Porcias House: I met her late last Night, just as I alighted, harrast with my Journey, and the Cause of it: Had she not took pity of me, Heavn knows how my Perplexities would have disposed me!

Lucr.
What, in this House?

Sylv.
Here, in this very House.

Lucr.
Im glad I know it; Ill take such care, it shall not be long a Secret.

Sylv.
The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me to take the Morning-air here; for Sleeps a Guest that stays but little with me. Why sighest thou, Lucrece?

Lucr.
Im thinking why my Cousin Porcia should chuse this Residence.

Sylv.
Tis for a Lover, Lucrece; Beaugard courts her, a Friend and lewd Companion of my false Husbands.

Lucr.
I know him but too well.

Sylv.
Why, dost thou love him?

Lucr.
So much, that I can neither eat, drink, nor sleep in peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him.

Sylv.
By Heavns, I pity thee. Oh have a care of Marriage, Lucrece, Marriage; twill be thy Bane, and ruine thee for ever. Marriage spoils Faces; How I look with Marriage!

Lucr.
I see no change.

Sylv.
No change! I have not slept six Nights in peace since the curst Day I wedded.

Lucr.
Will then a Husband spoil ones Sleep so sadly?

Sylv.
A Husbands, Lucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes,
Worn gay a Week, but then he throws em off,
And with em too the Lover: Then his Days
Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home:
He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side
Heavy and useless, comes faint and loth to Bed,
Turns him about, grunts, snores: and thats a Husband.

Lucr.
Is Courtine such a one?

Sylv.
Tis pain to tell thee the Life I with him.
Hes colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him loose amongst my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never was seen so termagant a Towzer: He loves a nasty, foul-fed, fulsom Drab, and scorns the tender Joys my Arms invite him to. To be despisd at that rate, so dishonourd, makes me even curse the Chance that made me Woman: Would I had been any Creature else. — See yonder, yonder he comes: Thy Masque, thy Masque, dear Lucrece.

Lucr.
Farewel; Ill away, and leave ye fairly both together.
[Exit. Lucr.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
What, fly thy ground, faint Soldier! How, another! Nay then twas nobly done, two to one had been odds else: Had it not pretty one?

Sylv.
Why, who are you, Sir.

Court.
Een a wandring Knight, that have forsaken my Castle in the Country, and am come up to Town for Preferment truly.

Sylv.
And one would think so proper, lusty, a well-made Fellow as you are should not be long out of Employment.

Court.
Dost thou know me, my Dearest?

Sylv.

No.

Court.
Then I am sure thou canst have no Exception against me.

Sylv.
But suppose I had a mind to a little farther Acquaintance with you; what then, Sir?

Court.
Why, then thou mayst reasonably suppose that Ill make no evil Use of thy good Inclinations; Faith there are very pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us commit a Trespass for once, break into one of em, and roll a Camomile-walk together this Morning.

Sylv.
Oh Lord, Sir!

Court.
Shes coming already.

Sylv.
If I should let you make advantage of my Weakness now, you would be false afterwards, forsake me, and break my heart.

Court.
Pretty fool! What innocent scruples she makes!

Sylv.
Have you no other Mistress already? have you no Engagements that will return hereafter upon your heart to my prejudice?

Court.
Shall I swear?

Sylv.
But hant you truly?

Court.
If I have, may that blew Mountain over our heads there, fall down and crush me like a pelted Toad.

Sylv.
To shew you then that I desere your Faith — 

Court.
What wilt thou shew me?

Sylv.
A Face which I am not ashamd of, though youl perhaps be scandalizd when you see it.

Court.
The Devil take me if I am though, so it prove not very horrible indeed.

Sylv.
What think you then, Sir, is it such a one as you lookt for?

Court.
My own Wife!

Sylv.
Yes, thy unhappy Wife,
Thou false, deceitful, perjurd, shamles Wretch:
Have I deservd this from thee?

Court.
Pox confound her. — 
[Takes out a Book and falls to reading.

Sylv.
Is this the recompense of all my love?
Did I bestow my Fortune on thy Wants,
Humble my self to be thy Dove-like Wife?
And is this all Im worth? — 

Court.
Wealth is a great
Provocative to amrous heat
[Reads.
For what is worth in any thing,
But so much Money as twill bring?
Hudibras, Part the 2d, Canto the First.

Sylv.
Patience direct me! have I wrought my Nature
To utmost sufferance, and most low contentment,
Set my poor heart to cares! have I been blest
With Children by thee, to be left with scorn,
Cast off, neglected, and abandond vilely?
Speak, is not this hard usage? — 

Court.
Umph!

Sylv.
Umph! whats Umph!

Court.
Umph, thats I, Child; Umph is I, I, I, my Dear.

Sylv.
Death! death and torments! Cut my wretched Throat, dont treat me thus: By Heaven Ile beart no longer.

Court.

No more.

Sylv.
I have done, Sir.

Court.
What do you at London!

Sylv.
Is it a fault to follow what Im fond of!

Court.
Cant I enjoy my pleasures, take my freedoms, but you must come, and spoil the high seasond dish with your insipid whining senseless Jealousie?

Sylv.
Prethee forgive me. — 

Court.
Where did you lodge last Night?

Sylv.
Here with a Kinswoman,
May be you know her not, her name is Porcia.

Court.
Death! Beaugards Widow! now I am finely fitted.
What at this House?

Sylv.
This very House, that Door
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there,
Wont you go with me Courtine?

Court.

No.

Sylv.
Prethee do, Love.
Dont be thus cruel to me.

Court.
Then promise one thing,
And may be my good nature shall be wrought upon.

Sylv.
Ile grant thee any thing; speak, try mObedience.

Court.
then promise me, that during our abode
In this sweet Town, which I love very dearly,
That let me ramble, steer what course I will,
Keep what late hours, and as I please employ em,
That youl be still, an humble, civil Doxy,
And pry into no secret to disturb me.

Sylv.
Well, tis all granted.

Court.
On then, Ile be dutiful.

Sylv.
Enter you first.

Court.

No. — 

Sylv.
Oh, then youl forsake me;
You seek but opportunity again to leave me.

Court.
Well, since I am trapt thus,
Like a poor Beast that wanted better pasture,
There is no Replevin, and I must to Pound.
[Exeunt.

Enter Theod. Grat. and Lucr.

Theod.
What in this House?

Lucr.
Here in this very House,
My Cousin Sylvia, Courtines Jealous Wife,
Coming to Town, Lodgd with her here last Night.

Theod.
No more, I guess the cause ware disappointed.
Do thou go Gratian, Muster what Friends tis possible;
Ile try my Interest too; well storm your Fortress,
Enchanted Lady, though your Gyant guard it.
Scene changes to the inside of a very fair House, adorned with rich Furniture and Lights.

Enter Ruff. with Beaug. and Dared.

Beaug.
Dogs! Rascals! Villains! how do you intend to deal with us?
1. Ruff.
Much better than your language has deservd, Sir.
[They unblind em.

Beaug.
Sirs for this noble usage, had I a Sword or Pistol about me, I would reward ye most amply.
[They all bow and withdraw.
A Plague of your Civility! where the Devil are we?

Dared.
Where are we quotha! why, we are in a Palace Man, prithee look about thee a little.

Beaug.
By Heavn heres a Paradise; hark Daredevil! Musick too!

Dared.
Ile be hangd if tis not a bawdy Dancing-School, some better Whores than ordinary designing a private Ballum rancum, have pitcht upon our two proper persons for the busness; we are like to have a swinging time ont, Beaugard.

Beaug.
A plague o your Cowardise! you were whining and praying just now, and be hangd to you.

Dared.
I praying! prithee be quiet Man, I never prayd in my life, nor ever will pray: Praying quotha! thats a merry jest with all my Heart.

Beaug.
Impudent Poltroon! he said two dozen of Pater-Nosters within this half hour, and every jolt the Coach gave was afraid the Devil would have torn him to pieces.

Dared.
Odd I like this contrivance very well: Look, Beaugard, what comes yonder? sheart two Devils in Petticoats, how my Guts shrink together!
[Enter two Black Women.

Beaug.
Heyday! Lady Blackamores! nay then we are certainly enchanted. What are you two, Maids of Honour to the Queen of Pomonkey? and is this one of her Palaces? Not a Word! — 

Dared.
How I long now to be familiar with one of those Sooty-facd Harlots! I would beget a chopping Black Son of a Whore upon her, in defiance to the Prince of Darkness.
Enter a Dwarf.

Beaug.
What another too of the same Complexion? this must be her Majesties Page.

Dared.
A Pimp, Ile warrant him; hes so very little, pert, and dapper, the Rogue looks as if he could insinuate himself through a Key-hole.

Dwarf.
Welcome thou best-lovd Man of the fair World.

Beaug.
Well, Sir, and whats the Service you have in order to Command me?

Dwarf.
My Orders are to lead you to repose in a Rich Bed prepared for Rest and Love.

Dared.
I said it was a Pimp, what a smooth-tongud little Rascal tis?

Beaug.
A very pretty sort of an Amusement this: But prithee young Domine, why to Bed? tis but now Day, and the Sun newly risen; for I have not been a Bed all Night, my little Monster; I know how the time goes, Child.

Dwarf.
Such are the Orders of the Power I serve.
For you are come a long unmeasurable Journey.

Dared.
Hah!

Dwaf.
Drawn by wingd Horses through the untract Air.

Beaug.
A Pox upon thee for a little black lying well-instructed Rascal, but since it is the Custom of the place, and my last Night Fatigue requires it, Ile accept of the offer, and dispense with an hour or two of sleep to fit me for better exercise when I wake again.
[Sits down in the Chair to be undrest.

Dared.
Drawn by Wingd Horses through the Air, said he! if this should be true now, what would become of us! Methought indeed the Coach whewd it away a little faster than ordinary.
[While Beaug. is undressing the two Black Women dance.

Beaug.
A very notable Entertainment truly, and your little Black Lady-ships have tript it most featly. — 
[The Wo. advance towards him.
What, and must you take charge of me now! — With all my heart. Daredevil farewel to thee; but that I am in hopes of a better, Ide invite thee for a Bedfellow.
[Women lead in Beaug.

Dared.
Bedfellow, quotha! would I were a Bed with any Bedfellow that I was sure had but flesh and bones about him.

Dwarf.
Come, Sir, you are my charge.

Dared.
I hope your little Impship will be civil to me: pray, Sir, what place is this?

Dwarf.
A Chrystal Castle built by Enchantment in a Land unknown to any but the fair one that Commands it: The Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all obey her Charms.

Dared.
Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady off?

Dwarf.
Thats a secret, youl know more hereafter.

Dared.
Lead on then: Now in the lower World whence I come lately, were this but known,
How would the fate in Ballad be lamented,
Of Daredevil , the Atheist, thats Enchanted.


ACT IV.

Enter Gratian and Theodoret.

Grat.
THESE are your Men of Honour now: I never knew a blustering, roaring, swashing Spark, that, at the bottom, was good for any thing.

Theod.
Your faux Braves always put on a shew of more Courage than ordinary; as your beggarly half-Gentlemen always wear tawdry finer Cloaths than their Fortune will afford em.

Grat.
But, to lye conceald in private in the House with her!

Theod.
Dam her, shes a Prostitute; has given her self already to his Arms.

Grat.
Yet, Ill warrant you, she has an excuse for that too, if it be so; as, Alas! you know, Woman is but a weak Vessel.

Theod.
A Pox o the weakness of her Vessel! Dam her! Would my Sword were in her Throat! But will our Friends be ready?

Grat.

Most punctually. It was an odd old Fellow, that, which we met with. Was he certainly Beaugards Father?

Theod.
No body can swear that, for his Mother was a Woman; but that merry conceited old Gentleman has the honour of it: he has the Title, but whose was the Property, that I dare not determine.

Grat.
I hope hell be as good as his word with us.

Theod.
It will not be amiss if it prove so. See, here he comes too.
Enter Father and Fourbine.

Fath.
You lie, you Dog; you Scanderbeg Varlet, you lie. Do not I know that he sate up all Night with a Consort of Whore-masters and Harlots; and have you the impudence to tell me he is not at home? Do not I know, you Villain, that, after a Debauch, he will out-snore a Fleet-street-Constable and all his Watch, for six hours; and dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Caterpillar?

Fourb.
Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, I deal sincerely and honestly with you.

Fath.
No more to be said: But, Sirrah, do you take notice in his behalf, and tell him, he shall pay for this; pay for it, do you hear you Mongril? Fob me off with ten stinking Guinnies, when I had lost a hundred! Fiends and Furies, Ill not bear it. Good morrow my little Thunder-bolts! What say you, my tiny brace of Blunderbusses? can I be serviceable? shall we about the business while it is practicable? hah? — 

Theod.
Have you considered of it throughly, Sir?

Fath.
Trouble thy head no farther; Ill dot, my Darling.

Theod.
Have you considered, Sir, that she is your Sons Mistress?

Fath.
So much the better still; Ill swinge her the stoutlier, for allenating his Affections from his natural Father.

Grat.
But suppose you should meet him too there in her defence, Sir?

Fath.
Still better and better, and better for that very reason; for I would swinge him too with much fatherly Discipline, and teach him the duty which a Son, with a great deal of Money, ows an honest old Daddy, that has none.

Theod.
Very piously resolved, this; thats the truth ont. But, Sir, I would have you satisfied, into the bargain, that this will be no trifling matter. No Boys Play, old Tilbury.

Fath.
Boys Play, Sir; Sir, I can sight, Sir: though I am an old fellow, I have a Fox by my side here, that will snarl upon occasion. Boys Play! I dont understand your Boys Play, Sir — 

Theod.
I would not have you take my plainness ill, Sir: I only hinted it, to deal with you according to an old fashion of sincerity which I profess, Sir. I hope you are not offended at it.

Fath.
Then, to rectifie all mistakes, let us fairly have a Breakfast, hoc Momento. I have a sort of gnawing Courage, that when it is provokd, always gives me a Stomack to a savoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to be run through the Guts, with nothing in em to keep the Wind out.

Grat.
Very well proposd, I think; for we have more Fiends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, where we Intend to wish our Enterprise well in a bonny Bottle or two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can.

Fath.
Very well said, that: This is a pretty fellow, Ill warrant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through the Midriff in this business, I am the next Heir at Law, and the two thousand Pounds a year is my own, declaro. Come along my little Spit-fires.

Nous allons.

Brave strippons.
Sans scavoir on Nous allons.
Six Bumpers in a hand to him that drills the first Whore-Master through the small Guts.

Grat.
Well pledge it heartily, Sir.

Fath.
You are both my honest Boys, my best Children: march along then, bravely and boldly. — I must borrow Money of these Fellows before I part with em. Nous allons, Brave strippons,
[Exeunt.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
Oh the unconscionable Importunity of an unsavoury, plegmatick, cold, insipid Wife! By this good day, she has kissd me till I am downright sick; I have had so much of her, that I shall have no stomach to the Sex again this fortnight.

Enter Sylvia.

Sylv.
My Dearest, pray my Dearest, dont thus leave me: by this kind kiss I beg is.

Court.
Oh, the Devil!

Sylv.
Look kindly on me; speak to me. — 

Court.
Plague intollerable! — 

Sylv.
Indeed, my Dear, I love you with such fondness! Pray speak.

Court.
I cannot.

Sylv.
Why? ant you well?

Court.
Oh, theres a sudden faintness comes oer my Spirits! Oh, Im very sick! Leave me, if thou lovst me, stand off, and give me Air; I die else. Ohh! — 

Sylv.
Ill kiss thee then to life again.

Court.
Stand off, I say; Ill not be stifled! Murder! Help! Murder! Help!

Sylv.
Ill naturd Tyrant!

Court.
Good naturd Devils! Kiss, ith Devils name! — 

Sylv.
Come near me, Husband.

Court.
Come not near me, Wife. How am I torturd! — 

Sylv.
You must be kind; indeed, my dear, you must.

Court.
Indeed, my Dear, by your good leave, I sha not, — Damnation!

Sylv.
You long to be rid of me again.

Court.
That I do most mightily; but how to bring it about, if I know, I am a Rascal. Oh! Oh!

Sylv.
Whats the matter, Dearee?

Court.
Oh, I am sick again of the sudden! Give me the Chair there: Oh! my Heart beats, and my Head swims! Oh! oh!

Sylv.
Alas, I fear yare very sick indeed! if my poor Lovee should die, what would become of me!

Court.
A Plague o your whining! Would I were well out of the House once!

Sylv.
Shall I fetch thee some Cordial, my dearest Love, my Joy? Speak to me; shall I? — 

Court.
Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. Jewel quotha! — what a plagus this: Hush, is she gone? — Now for a convenient Balcone to venture the breaking of a Neck at. — 

Enter Page.

Page.
Sir, Sir, a word with you.

Court.
With me, Sweetheart; thy business?

Page.
A Lady, Sir, that dogd you hither this Morning — 

Court.
A Lady! — 

Page.
Yes, a Lady, Sir.

Court.
Hist: Get you in, you little Monkey; skip, sculk, or youll spoil all else. — Heres the blessed comfort of a Wife again now: — Oh, oh! — 

Enter Sylvia.

Sylv.
How ist, my Blessing? Here, take this: Heaven guard thee.!

Court.
From thy confounded troublesome Company, if it be possible.
[Drinks.

Sylv.
How ist, my Dearee?

Court.
If I had a little more ont, Dearee.

Sylv.
Ill see whats left, my Joy.

Court.
Do, prithee do, my Joy then. Joy in the Devils name.
[Ex. Sylv.
Hist, Sirrah Page, come hither.

Enter Page.

Page.
Is your Lady gone, Sir?

Court.
Yes: But what News of the other Lady, my trusty Mercury?

Page.
Shes now below, Sir; and desires to see you.

Court.
Is she young? handsom?

Page.
I cant tell that, Sir; but shes rare and fine.

Court.
Are her Cloaths rich?

Page.
Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver; with a deep Point Thingum Thangum over her Shoulders: and then she smells as sweet as my Ladies Dressing-Box.

Court.
Fly little Spright, and tell her, Im impatient: tell her, Ill wait on her within a moment: tell her — 

Page.
But Sir — 

Court.
Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or youll be caught else. Oh!

Enter Sylvia.

Sylv.
Heres all thats left, my Heart.

Court.
I am sorry for it, it is very comfortable. [Drinks.] Oh, oh, oh!

Sylv.
What ails my Life?

Court.
Oh, I have a horrid tremor upon my Heart! tis the old Palpitation I usd to be troubld with, returnd again. Oh, if I were but — 

Sylv.
Where, Love?

Court.
Oh! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an able Fellow of my Acquaintance, that always usd to relieve me in this extremity.

Sylv.
Where does he live? Ill take a Coach my self, and go to him.

Court.
The Devil take me if I know. — Oh! tis a vast way off. — Oh! now it kills me again.

Sylv.
I shall not think it so, when it is my duty.

Court.
Thats but too kind, my Sweetest; though, if I had but one Bottle of his Elixir. — 

Sylv.
How is it calld?

Court.

Specimen Vitae.

Sylv.
Specimen Vitae?

Court.
Ay, Specimen Vitae: tis a damnd hard name, but it is very good.

Sylv.
Where ist he lives then? Prithee let me go thither.

Court.
Oh, tis a horrid way off! Besides, it would trouble me now, in this condition, to be so long without thee.

Sylv.
Prithee let me go.

Court.
Why, tis as far as Grubb-street Child, as Grubb-street?

Sylv.
Ill be back again instantly.

Court.
I had rather, indeed, thou shouldst go thy self, than send a Messenger, because the business will be done more carefully.

Sylv.
Hows the Direction then?

Court.
In Grubb-street Child, at the Sign of the Sun and Phaenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymist; ask for him, and in my name desire a Bottle of his Specimen Vitae. Oh!

Sylv.
Specimen Vitae?

Court.
Ay, Specimen Vitae — Ill try in the mean time if I can walk about the Room, and divert the terrour of my Fits.

Sylv.
Heavens bless my dearest Dearee.

Court.
Thank you, my only Joy. — Would in the Devils Name she were gone once, and had her Guts full of that Quacks Specimen Vitae.

Sylv.
Youll be careful of your self, Child?

Court.
As careful as I can, Child.

Sylv.
Gud bwy Courtee.

Court.
Bwy my Sylvee. — Oh, oh!
[Exit Sylvia, Enter Page.
Is she gone?

Page.
Yes, Sir.

Court.
Wheres the Lady?

Page.
Here; just entring up the back Stairs.
[Lady appears at the Door.

Court.
Madam, this Honour done your worthless Servant — 

Enter Sylvia.

Sylv.
Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages. Pray Courtee, kiss me before I go.

Court.
Confound her, Come again! Oh, my Love! I have made hard shift to crawl to the Door here.

Sylv.
Whos that behind you?

Court.
Nothing but a Page, come to know if I wanted any thing. A Plague of her Hawks eyes! — 

Sylv.
Gud bwy my dearest Love.

Court.
Gud bwy my Joy.

Sylv.
Nay, give me another. Bwy Courtee.

Court.
Bwy Sylvee. — So, is she gone again? — The Devil take me, if thou interruptest me any more.
[Locks the Door after her.

Enter Lady.

Lady.
Is that your Lady, Sir?

Court.
Yes; but I hope youll not think the worse of me, pretty One, for keeping a Wife Company now and then, for want of better.

Lady.
Can you be so kind, Sir, not to forget me? Do you remember me still, Captain?

Court.
Remember thee, Child! Is it possible for that Face to be ever blotted out of my Memory! — Though, the Devil eat me, if ever I saw it before, to the best of my knowledge.

Lady.
Where is your Lady gone Sir?

Court.
To Grubb-street, Jewel, for some Specimen Vitae.

Lady.
Specimen Vitae, Sir! Oh dear, whats that?

Court.
Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and I will shew thee what Specimen vitae is presently.

Lady.
You may, perhaps think a range of this freedom I take with you, Sir.

Court.
Not in the least, Child; it shews thy Generosity. — I love her now, for understanding her business, and coming close to the matter quickly.

Lady.
But, Sir, presuming on your Quondam Favours to me, I am come to beg your Advice in a matter of Law, which I am at present involvd in: and if you please — 

Court.
To retire a little in private? — Oh, thou couldst not have pickd out such another Man for thy purpose: I am, may be, the best Lawyer in the World for Chamber-practice. And if I do not find out the Merits of thy Cause as soon as — 

Lady.
Really, you are so good naturd — 

Court.
Grubb-street and Specimen Vitae, quotha! He that has the Palpitation of the Heart, and an Armful of this wont cure him, let him die upon a Dung-hill, and be buried in a Ditch, I say. — This is the rarest Adventure.
[Exeunt Courtine and the Lady.
The SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber.
Enter Beaugard in, as Dressing himself.

Beaug.
Heigho! Heigho! Boy, Imp, where art thou?

Dwarf.
Here: Your pleasure? Whats your pleasure, Sir?

Beaug.
What ist oClock, Boy?

Dwarf.
Sir, in your World, by Computation, I guess it may be Afternoon.

Beaug.
A very pretty little Rascal, this; and a very extraordinary way of Proceeding, I am treated withal here: I have been abed, tis true, but the Devil a wink of sound Rest came near my Senses all the while; but broken Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, and sprawling from one side to the other, in hopes the fair Unknown that keeps this Castle might have been so good naturd to have given a Stranger a Visit. This can be no less than some Romantick design of the little Fairy, that threatned she would cheat the Widow of me: — Now will I, for once, if she does attempt me, put on that monstrous Vertue, called Selfdenial, and be damnably constant. — What, Musick again! This is a merry Region, Ill say that for it, where ever it be, Boy!

Dwarf.
Did you call, Sir?

Beaug.
My Cloaths, Monster; my Vestments: I hate a Dis-habiliee mortally: I long to be riggd, that I may be fit for Action, if Occasion should present it self.
[Dwarf dresses him.
A SONG.1.
Welcom Mortal to this place,
Where smiling Fate did send thee:
Snatch thy happy Minutes, as they pass;
Who knows how few attend thee!

2.

Floods of Ioy about thee roul,
And flow in endless measure.
Dip thy Wishes deep, and fill thy Soul
With Draughts of every Pleasure.

.

Feast thy Heart with Loves Desire,
Thy Eyes with Beauties Charms:
With Imaginations fan the Fire.
Then stifle it in thy Arms.

4.

For, since Lifes a slippery Guest,
Whose Flight cant be prevented;
Treat it, whilst it stays here, with the best,
And then twill go contented.
Come you that attend on our Goddesses Will,
And sprinkle the Ground
With Perfumes around;
Shew him your Duty, and shew us your Skill.
Enter four Black Women, that dance to the same Measure of the Song, and sprinkle Sweets.
Circle him with Charms,
And raise in his Heart
Such Alarms,
As Cupid neer wrought by the Powr of his Dart.
They dance round him.
Fill all his Veins with a tender desire,
And then shew a Beauty to set em a fire;
Till kind panting Breasts to his Wound she apply,
Then on those white Pillows of Love let him die.
[The Dance ends.

Beaug.
Faith, and with all my heart; for I am weary of the lingring Disease, and long to taste my Mortality most mightily. Hah! A Banquet too, usherd in by a couple of Cupids! Pretty innocent Contrivance! Well, heres no fear of starving, thats one comfort.
Two Cupids run in a Table furnishd.
Now, my dear Musicians, would ye be but as good as your word, and shew me the Beauty you have so prepared me for! — But then, my Widow! my Dear, Generous, Noble-hearted Widow! She that loves Liberty as I do. She that defies Matrimony as I do too. Shall I turn Recreant, and be false to her? Ah Dardevill, Dardevill! How I want thee to help me out in this Case of Conscience a little!

Enter Dardevill.

Dard.
Beaugard, Where art thou?

Beaug.
Ah dear Damnation! I was just now heartily wishing for thee.

Dard.
Such News! Such Tidings! Such a Discovery!

Beaug.
Hah! Whats the matter, Man? — 

Dard.
Only six and fifty Virgins apiece for us, thats all; pretty little blushing opening Buds, you Rogue, that never had so much as a blast of Masculine Breath upon them yet. — Whats here? A Banquet ready! Nay, then I am satisfied. Never were Heroes so inchanted as we are.

Beaug.
But where are the Virgins, Dardevill? the Virgins!

Dard.
Theres only one ofem, Child; only one; — but such a one, my Souldier. — 

Beaug.
Is there but one then?

Dard.
Thats no matter, Man; Ill be contented till thou hast done with her: I hate a new Conveniency that was never practised upon; tis like a new Shooe that was never worn, wrings and hurts ones Foot basely and scurvily. I love my ease, I.

Beaug.
But is she very Lovely?

Dard.
Such a Swinger, you Dog! shell make thy Heart bound like a Tennis Ball, at the sight of her: with a Majestick stately Shape and Motion.

Beaug.

Well.

Dard.
A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Face.

Beaug.

By Heavens.

Dard.
With two Triumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, that swear at you evry time you look upon her.

Beaug.
Stand off, stand off, I say; shes mine this Minute. But then again, my Widow! — Hah! — Maskd too; when the Devil shall I see a Woman with her own natural Face again? Madam — 

Lady.
Be pleasd, Sir, to repose your self a little; there is a small Account, Sir, to be adjusted betwixt you and I. Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there?
[Several Men Vizarded, and Armd, appear at the Doors.

Beaug.
What the Devil can be the meaning of this now? I am not to be murdered, I hope, after all this Ceremony and Preparation.

Dard.
Murderd, in the Devils Name? Here is great fear of being murderd, truly.

Lady.
Come Sir, sit down Sir.

Beaug.
Madam, Ill obey you.

Lady.
I doubt not, Sir, but, since your coming hither,
You are much surprisd, and wonder at your Treatment.

Dard.
So, now the Fardles opened, we shall see what is in it.

Beaug.
Madam, thas been so very highly generous.

Lady.
That you are prepard with Complements to pay me for it.
But, Sir, such Coyns Adulterate and Base:
I must have honest Dealing from your Heart.

Dard.
Swear to her, swear to her a little, Man; pour out a Bushel of Oaths upon her instantly: Swear, swear, if thou wilt do any good upon her.

Lady.
I know my Rival.

Beaug.
Ay, tis so, just so, just as I thought, my poor widow will run a damnable hazard of losing this sweet Person of mine, if I do not take abundance of care in the business. Here are Rogues on each hand, with Blunderbusses too: I shall be ravishd.

Lady.
She, by her Arts,
And the good fortune to have first attempted it,
I know, s possessd already of your Heart.
But know too, Im a Woman loath Refusal.
Scornful Refusal — 

Dard.
Swear to her, I tell thee: That ever a Fellow should lose all this time for an insignificant Oath or two!

Lady.
Or, if my Fortune,
Which is not despicable, prove too weak
An Argument to tell you I deserve you;
Yet I have this to boast, I neer conceald my self,
Either for Shame or Ends; but rather chose
To run the Risque of being denyd your Love,
Than win it by base Artifice and Practices.
What think you, Sir? — 

Beaug.
Hah! — 
That, Madam, Im most miserable,
Unless — 

Lady.
Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow.

Beaug.
Madam, I must confess — 

Lady.
Well:

Beaug.
That I love her, and will for ever. — 

Lady.
Death! Do you confess it too?
See you not here yourself within my power,
And dare you still confess you love that Creature?
Thus far Ive kept my Word, Ive crossd her Stratagems.
You are here my Prisner, and by what is past,
You ought to think me capable of more.

Dard.
If this Fellow would but swear a little, all this might be rectifid.
Madam, to my own knowledge — 

Beaug.
Fool, stand off.
Im sensible that you are the loveliest Creature
My Eyes eer gazd on; but — 

Lady.
But what? — 

Beaug.
Im sure
Yould yourself scorn, nor think me worth your Heart,
Could I be faithless, could I be unconstant.
Pity me, fair One; yet, methinks this Hand — 

Lady.
Should send a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart.
fly Heavn, Ill never bear it — 

Beaug.
Madam!

Dard.
Madam,
Could you but throw some favour on your Servant.

Lady.
By all the fury in a Womans Heart,
Ill be revengd on his. Make ready, Slaves,
To do your Office — 

Dard.
Madam — 

Beaug.
Look you, Madam, your Ladyship may do your pleasure; you may command half a dozen of Bullets through my Pericranium, if you have a mind to have your Beauty spoke well of by the Criticks of Holborn, that once a Month swarm at their Windows to spy handsom Faces: Upon that consideration you may murder a poor constant Monster if you please, Madam.

Lady.
Still am I scornd then.

Beaug.
Would you kill me barbarously?
Sure those sweet Eyes could not see such a Sight.

Lady.
No, take your Life, and witht this satisfaction;
Porcia scorns you, as much as you do me:
And, till thou suest upon thy humble Knees
To me for Pity, Porcia shall despise thee.

Beaug.
Madam, I swear!

Lady.

No more.

Beaug.
By all those Beauties.

Lady.
Be gone, for ever fly this. Ah h! — 
[Squeaks.

Enter Courtin.

Court.
Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I hither? Beaugard!

Beaug.
Friend Courtine! Speak Man: Whats the matter?

Court.
Damnation! Jilted, choosd, betrayed! — 

Enter Woman.

Wom.
A Midwife! Run for a Midwife, run for some good Woman.
Oh Madam, an Accident.

Beaug.
A Midwife!

Lady.
Heavens! a Midwife!
[Exit Lady.

Court.
Yes, Friend, a Midwife. I am sweetly managd, I — I thought I had been in private here, in this House, with a civil Person of good Reputation, and it proves a damnd trappanning Strumpet. Just in the middle of all our good Understanding together, she fetches a great Shreik, and roars out for a Midwife: The Drab is full gone with Bastard, and swears I am the Father of it.

Beaug.
A very great happiness, take my Word fort, Friend; Children bring a great Honour with them, Courtine: It may grow up to be a Comfort to thee in thy old Age, Man.

Dar.
Oh, Your Olive Branches are unspeakable Blessings, the Gift of Heaven. I love to see Posterity go forward, and Families increase, with all my heart.

Court.
Let me be hangd and quarterd, Gentlemen, if ever I set Eyes on the Harlot in my life before. My sweet Wife, with a Pox to her brought me hither.

Beaug.
Why, Is thy Wife in London?

Court.
Yes, Hell confound her! she has hunted me full. Cry up to Town; seizd upon me this Morning, and brought me hither, where it seems she lay all the last night.

Dard.
Why then, for ought I know, we may be still enchanted.

Beaug.
I am glad to hear that, with all my heart. Is she in the House?

Court.
No; I was forced to counterfeit sickness, till I was een sick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of going to my Physitian, in the Devils name, that this confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Bastard, and I might console together for half an hour; and I am sweetly fitted with a Concubine thats the truth ont.

Beaug.
This comes of your Whoring, Courtine; if you had kept me company, and livd vertuously, none of this had happened to you now. But you must be wandring: No reasonable iniquity will serve your turn.

Enter Lady.

Lady.
Ha, ha, ha! Well, Ill swear, Captain Courtine, you are the happiest Gentleman! Yonders the finest chopping Boy for you. Why, it will be able to carry a Musquet in your Company within this Fortnight. And then, I am so obliged to you for bringing the Lady to lye in at my House, that if your Wife will do me the honour, Ill take it for a favour to stand for Godmother with her.

Court.
And, Madam, to return your Complement, I wish with all my heart you were pregnant with a Litter of nine such chopping Boys, upon condition that I were bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel. — Confound your being witty, with a Plague to you.
[Aside.

Beaug.
Thats something course though, Friend, to a Lady thats so civil to you.
Enter several Maids of the Family, one with the Child.
1. Maid.
See Ienny, Yons the Man; that, thats the Father.
2. Maid.
Ill swear it is a proper person.
3. Maid.
Oh Sir, Heavens bless you, youre the happiest Man! Here is my young Master, as like you as if you had bore it your self.
1. Maid.
What a pretty little Nose it has!
2. Maid.
And just its Fathers Eyes for all the World.
1. Maid.
It would never grieve a Body to have a Child by such a handsom Gentleman.

Court.
Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye fulsom, slinking Whores! Clusters of Poxes on ye, and no Hospitals pity ye! — Confound ye, leave me.

Beaug.
Fye upon it, Courtine; fye for shame: give something to the Nurse, Man; thats but civil.

Enter Sylvia.

Sylv.
A Bastard! Death, a Bastard! Under my Nose too! Wheres the vile hateful Monster?

Beaug.
Have patience, Lady. — 

Sylv.
False, loathsom Traytor.

Court.
Now my Joys compleated.

Sylv.
Let me come at him, let me go. — 

Court.
Hold her fast, Friend, if thou lovest me.

Sylv.
Thou Devil! — Thou treachrous, faithless, perjurd Wretch! Thou Husband! Look in my Face.

Court.

Well. — 

Sylv.
Did I eer deserve this?
Degenerate Brute! Thou, only in Falshood, Man.
Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home.

Court.
(Sings)
Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c.

Sylv.
Thou perfect Yoke-fellow! Thou heavy Ox,
That wantst a Goad to make thee know thy strength!
Death, Fiends and Torments! I could dig those Eyes out!
Ill beart no longer: Bedlam! Bedlam! Bedlam!

Court. sings, and dances a Iigg.

Sylv.
No more! Ill stay no more to be his Triumph.
Be warnd by me, ye Virgins that are blest
With your first native Freedom; let no Oaths
Of perjurd Mankind wooe ye to your Ruin.
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile
Moans at your feet, remember then my Fall:
And when for pity most his Tears implore,
Like me, your Vertue to your Hearts recall;
Resolve to seorn, and never see him more.
[Exit Sylvia.

Court.
With all my heart, thou dear, dear Wife and Plague.

Beaug.
Methinks a very pitiful Case, this, Madam.

Lady.
If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, she might fairly see what she is like to trust to.
[Here the Sham Scene.
Enter a Woman and Dardevil.

Woman.
Oh Madam, Madam! What will become of us all?

Lady.
Become of us, Woman! Prithee, whats the matter? are we in any danger?

Dard.
Only your Brother in Law, Madam, and his Friend, with about a dozen Armed Men more, Madam; thats all the matter, Madam.

Lady.
My Brother in Law!

Dard.
Yes, your Brother in Law, Lady, if your Name be Porcia: such a one they ask for.

Beaug.
Porcia!

Court.
Yes, Porcia: I could have told you she was Porcia before.

Porcia.
Tis but too true, Sir; my unhappy Name is Porcia.

Beaug.
Porcia, my Widow! my dear lovely Widow! What an ill naturd trick was this Concealment!

Porcia.
Though, Sir, you never saw my Face before,
If now you think it worth your least Regard,
Protect me; for I dread my Brothers Fury,
Evn worse than Matrimony. Here, Sir, I yield my self
Up yours for ever.

Beaug.
And shall I claim thee?

Porcia.
From this Hour, for ever.

Beaug.
And, by this happy Hour, Ill keep thee mine then.
Secure thy self in the next private Closet.
Peace to thy Heart, poor Widow.
[Exit Porcia.
Give us but Arms! — 

Dard.
Those Ive provided for you.
I found our Swords in a certain private Corner that shall be nameless, where I was proposing some civil Familiarities to the Lady Governess of the Family, just as the Blusterers entred.

Beaug.
Are they in the House, then?

Dard.
Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the hungry Rogues were all surprisd at Dinner; youll hear more of them presently, Ill warrant you.

Court.
Stand to your Arms, Beaugard; the Enemys upon us.

Dard.
We have had a Succession of very pretty Adventures here; first we are enchanted, then we are fiddled to sleep, then we are fiddled up again: Then heres a Discovery of a very fair Lady followed by another, of a bouncing brown Bastard; and when we might have thought all Fortunes Tricks had been over, we are in a very fair way at last of having our Throats cut: But Ill secure one life that shall be my care. — 
[Is stealing off.

Beaug.
Dog, stay and fight, or, by Heaven, Ill rip your Heart out.

Dard.
Well then, if I must fight I must: What a Pox, I have two good Seconds o my side; and that has savd many a Cowards Credit before now.
[Noise within.

Theod.
Break open the Door there, force the Passage, down with it.
Enter Theodoret, Gratian and Father.

Beaug.
Well Gentlemen, what farther? What means this Violence here?

Theod.
I hope, Sir, thats no Secret, when you see who we are.

Fath.
We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir; one Porcia.

Beaug.
Hows that, my Father!

Fath.
Father me no Fathers: I am none of thy Father, Fellow; but I am these Gentlemens Friend here. — Now, Atheist, will I murder thee.

Dard.
Oh Lawd!

Fath.
Iack, Iack, Iack! Come hither Iack; a word with thee, Iack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and Ill be o thy side Iack; and help thee to beat off these impudent Fellows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you that this is my Son. — 

Beaug.
Sir, were you nickd to your Shirt, I would not part with a single Shilling, Sir.

Fath.
Though, if he were my Son ten thousand times, in such a Cause as yours, Id draw my Sword against him.
[Draws.

Beaug.
You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge.

Grat.
Which you forgot, Sir.

Court.
Hah! A Challenge, Beaugard?

Beaug.
Ill tell thee more hereafter. To shew you I ha not forgot it, the Lady you thus persecute is now under my Protection, and with my Sword Ill keep her so.
[Draws.

Court.
If we dont, may my Wife get the better of me, and wear mine for a Bodkin.

Theod.
Come on then, Sir.

Beaug.
For the Lady.

Grat.
For my Honour.

Court.
And for my Friend, Sir.

Dard.
Old Brimstone-Beard, have at thee.
Fight, The rest of Theodores Party fall in.

Court.
Base Traytors! Odds!

Beaug.
Confound em, thrust.
Beaugard and Courtine driven off.

Dard.
Oh, I am slain! My Maw runs out: What will become of me! Oh!
[Gratian and Dardevil fall.

Enter Theodoret.

Theod.
Secure that Passage now: — How fares my Friend?

Grat.
Im wounded: send for a Chyrurgion quickly, for I bleed much.

Theod.
Look to your Master, Sirrah; and you, Fellow, be careful of this Beast here.

Dard.
Oh, a Parson! a Parson! dear Sir, a Parson! Some pious good Divine, if you have any Charity.
Enter Father with Porcla.

Fath.
Here, here she is: I ha got her for you; let me alone for ferreting a Females Quarters out.

Theod.
Id have you, Sir, take care for your Security: Theres mischief done, Sir.

Fath.
The more mischief the better; thou shalt find me no Flincher, Boy: here, here; make sure of her.

Porcia.
Inhumane Tyrant! Why am I abusd thus? Help! Murder! Help!

Theod.
None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Shrieks for Succour:
By Hell, heres that shall silence you for ever.
Thou Woman! Thou young, itching, wanton Devil!
Fly to base Cells of Lust! Give up thy Vertue,
Disgrace thy Name, and triumph evn in Infamy.
On what a tottring Point his Honour stands,
That trusts the Treasure in such lavish hands.
End of the Fourth ACT.


ACT V.

Enter Lucrece in Mans Cloaths, and Chloris.

Lucr.
FROM this gay minute farewell Love and Doating: I have shook the lazy, stretching, wishing Folly out of my Blood, and now my wandring Heart is at home again. Let me see; I have a hundred and a hundred times wishd my self a Man; and now, in outward appearance, I am a very Fellow; nay, a very pretty Fellow: for, methinks Foppery, Impertinence, Self-conceit, and other Masculine Qualities grow upon me strangely. — Oh, Mischief, Mischief, Mischief! thou art a very sweet-Employment: — But Opportunity! Bewitching, Lovely, Omnipotent Opportunity! How shall I come at thee? Chloris! — 

Chloris.

Madam.

Lucr.
Give me my Sword.

Chlor.
Here Madam: Bless us, What will your Ladyship do with your self in this Equipage!

Lucr.
Ladyship, Huzzy! take notice from this important Moment, I am no more your Mistress; but that Imperial Creature, your Master: and therefore know too, I will have my Foeminine Habiliments burnt instantly, and an Operator sent for to make me a Beard grow. I will learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortifications in Dirt-Pyes: Nay, if the humour hold, Ill go Voluntier into Germany against the Turk.

Chlor.
But what will be the end of all this, Madam?

Lucr.
Why, if I go into the War, I shall have the privilege, when I return home, to talk of Marches, Battels and Sieges, which I never was at, nor understand any more than the Fools I tell my story to. If I stay at home, with the privilege of good Cloaths, Pertness and much Simplicity, will I set up for a Spark, grow familiar at White-Hall, and impudent with some great Man there or another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in eating Houses, and noisy all over the Town.

Chlor.
A very hopeful Resolution.

Lucr.
As thus: When I and another Spark meet; Dam me, Iack, says I What Times are there stirring? What ready to be had? What Caravans have you met with, or what Loose lately managed? You Rogue, you look very high upon the Huckle.

Chlor.
Well Madam; But what will all this Gibberish signifie?

Lucr.
Signifie, you Fool! why what it signifies already; Wit, Courage, Martial Discipline, Interest at Court, Pretence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings, and Free Booty in every Cuckolds Shop, who shall trust me against his palpable knowledge, that Im not worth a Groat; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid.

Chlor.
And must your Honour have a Mistress too?

Lucr.
Yes Huzzy, and you shall be serviceable to me in the matter: Ill have a Doxy this very Night; I have singled her out already; Courtins Wife, that jealous, raging, insatiable Help-meet of the Captains shall be my Ducinea del Toboso. Shes in Love with me already, thats my comfort: as I passed through the Hall just now, she coming into the House to pay a Visit to the Widow Porcia, (who, by the way, is as wicked as my self, and my great Councellor in this noble Project) we met: I, you must know, bowd very respectfully; she taking me for a Stranger, Curt syd as low; and viewing me strictly leerd at me, as if that Minute she took Aim at my Heart, and designed me for her Quarry.

Chlor.
But, Madam, she knows, and must discover you.

Lucr.
Thou art a fool: she never saw me till yesterday in her life-time, then too disguised: So that if I do not practise on her frailty, and by that means find a way to revenge my self on that Vizard-monger Beaugard, may I be condemnd to wear Breeches as long as I live, and never know more than the present use I make of them.

Chlor.
Hist Madam, shes returning.

Enter Sylvia.

Lucr.
Hush then: now my Cause is coming on, and have at her.

Sylv.
Sweet-heart, pray oblige me so far to shew me the way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Visit to Madam Porcia, and am informed shes gone there for the Air. — A very handsom Youth — 
[Aside.

Chlor.
Madam, this young Gentleman here is come hither on the same kind Errand with your Ladyship, and waits till her Return.

Lucr.
But, Madam, the good fortune of seeing you is a happiness would recompence the being disappointed of all the Conversation of your Sex besides.

Sylv.
Indeed, Sir!

Lucr.
Yes indeed, Madam.

Sylv.
Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir?

Lucr.
Madam, the greatest Advantage I hope from the Family is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kissing your fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity I should make no Ungentlemanly use of.

Sylv.
Opportunity, Sir?

Lucr.
Yes, Opportunity Madam: I am not ashamed to mention so honest a Friend as Opportunity, to one that, by her Years and Beauty, should not, methinks, be a mortal Foe to Opportunity.

Sylv.
Do you know me, Sir?

Lucr.
Why, Madam; do I treat you like a Stranger? Know you, by this good Hour, there has not been a Day or Night since I first saw you, that I have thought or dreamt of any thing else. Are not you the Wife of a certain swaggering Squire about this Town, who calls himself Captain Courtine?

Sylv.
Yes Sir; such a Friend in a Corner I have, Sir; and what have you to say to him, Sir? Ill swear, a very handsom Youth still. — 

Lucr.
What, Madam! what I have to say to you, rather than lose you, I would say to him: which is, that I like you, love you, languish for you; and would, with all my Heart, Blood, Spirit and Flesh — 

Sylv.
Ill swear, Sir, I am mightily obliged to you, and so is Mr. Courtine; ha, ha, ha! — 

Lucr.

Mr. Courtine! Take notice, Madam, I receive that Expression as kindly as if you had called him what I wish him: for, pretty one, if my Intelligence be true, he lives with your Ladyship as much like Mr. Courtine, as much like a Gentleman — 

Sylv.
Sir!

Lucr.
Madam!

Sylv.
Oh Gaud! hes very handsom.

Lucr.
Shall we walk in these Gardens anon, for I have the privilege of a Key that opens into the Fields: The Moon shines too.

Sylv.
Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon shine?

Lucr.
As bright as any thing but your self.

Sylv.
But youll tell, young Gentleman.

Lucr.
Only you how I love you.

Sylv.
Elevens a late Hour.

Lucr.
Not too late.

Sylv.
Indeed!

Lucr.
Take this, and my Word for it.
[Kisses her.

Sylv.
Fye, how you use me, when you mean to forget me.

Lucr.
Hush, no more; Companys coming. Eleven.

Sylv.
Ten if you are kind enough.

Lucr.
Well said, my chast Sex.

Enter Porcia.

Porcia.
Oh Cousin, art thou come! Thou art the welcomest Creature on the Earth; I have expected thee almost to despair for these three Hours. Oh, Sir! your Servant.

Lucr.
I am here, Madam, in order to your Commands.

Sylv.
Her Commands!

Porcia.
Oh, Cousin, the prettiest best naturd Youth! He is something related to us a great way off; and by that means has the privilege of Visiting, without offence to my jealous Brother in Law, and Tyrannical Guardian. Have you contrivd that business?

Lucr.
Madam, it is done.

Sylv.
Busness! What Busness, Cousin?
Lord, Cousin, you seem concernd at it.

Porcia.
Ill tell thee: Seeing my self here consind to the Rules and Limits of a very Prison, I have resolvd to put as good a face upon the matter as it will bear, and make my misfortune as easie as I can. Wherefore, for a little present diversion, I have contrived a Letter in an unknown name, by this young Agent here, and conveyd it to thy lewd Husband, with another in my own to Beaugard; and sent for thee, my Dear, to share in the pleasure of the Consequence.

Sylv.
Ha, ha ha! But what will be this Consequence, Cousin?

Porcia.
Twenty to one but it occasions some new Alarm, and Divertisement to my Jaylours; who are so very capricious, they would fancy a Rat behind the Hangings for a concealed Lover. It may too, by chance, produce me some lucky opportunity once more to make my Escape out of their merciless Power. Nay, they are already half disposed to run away themselves; for by my Womans interest in the Chirurgeon, who has care of the swearing Atheistical Fellow, yesterday hurt in the scuffle, and afterwards conveyed hither, he gives it out, that he fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my Lover Gratian sighs, and turns up his Eyes like a Godly Brother at Exercise. My Brother Theodoret puffs, swells, grinds his Teeth, and stamps as if he would brain himself against the next Wall; while poor Beaugards neer be good Father has, with pure fear, lost a red Nose that has been his fast Friend for these 40 years; and every time he sees his Face in a Glass, fancies every Wrinkle there has the shape of a Gibbet.

Enter Phillis.

Phill.
Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of us! the most unhappy Accident!

Porcia.
Hah!

Phill.
Indeed Madam, I could not possibly help it: I ha lost it.

Porcia.
Lost it, lost what? What hast thou lost? Would thou hadst lost thy self; lost a Leg or an Arm, or any thing, rather than have put me in this fright. Speak, what is the matter?

Phill.
Oh, Madam, the Billet; Madam, the Billet.

Lucr. Sylv.
Hows this?

Porcia.
What, the Note I sent to Beaugard?

Phill.
As I hope to see you happy, Madam, I put it as fast here between these two poor naked Breasts here, as ever it could stick, so I did, when, just as I was going forth, who should meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, roaring Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, would he had been well hangd a Twelvemonth since; and there he fell a towzing, and a mowzing, and a meddling with me; I was never so afraid of being ravishd in my life, Gad he knows: So in the struggle, I guess the Note was lost truly; though, in my heart, I wish I had been ravishd six times over, rather than such a misfortune had happened. Nevertheless, I ha done your busness for you, so I have.

Porcia.
Busness! what Busness? Ugliness and ill Reputation light on thee. Thou hast undone and ruind me for ever.

Phill.
Why, I have met with the Captain, and told him the whole matter, as well as if he had read it in the Letter himself. Hes but too kind a Man to you, and I too faithful a Servant, so I am, to be thus reviled and cursed by you, for all this.

Porcia.
What then did he say? Fool, Beast and Blockhead; tell me.

Phill.
Why, he said, hed die a thousand and a thousand times for you, were it possible, so he did; and that that he will not eat, drink or sleep, till he has set you at liberty, so he wonot; and that he will be in the Garden before Ten.

Lucr.
Whats in this Case to be done, Madam?

Porcia.
O dearest Cousin, retire if you love me; for, should the Lords of my Liberty get any notice of this Billet, and find a Man here, notwithstanding your Relation, who knows what ill usage it may aggravate! — To thy Chamber, dear Lucrece, eer the Storm comes upon us,
[Aside.

Lucr.
I am all Obedience. Sweet Creature, youll remember!
[To Sylvia.

Sylv.
It is not possible to forget you, surely.

Lucr.
Blessings on you for this Goodness.
[Kisses her Hand, and Exit.
Enter Theodoret in a Rage.

Theod.
Double Bar up all the Doors and Windows: Load all the Arms in the House, and be ready for Execution instantly, all of ye. By those Devils that dance in your gogling Eyes, Madam, Ill try if you have given, your self over to Hell so far, that you can out at a Key-hole.

Porcia.
What means the great He Brute?

Theod.
To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make thee, eer I have done, to curse thy Father and Mother, that let thee learn to write. Seest thou this! thou irreclamable profligate Wretch! Fogh! Send you the draggle-taild Minister of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full cry about the Town, upon the rank Scent of a Brawny-backd Hector! By Heavens! the thought of it makes me loath the House, and fancy it stinks of the foul Sins thou hast imagined in it.

Porcia.
Thou barbarous, ill mannerd, worse than Beast! Why am I abusd thus? Why made a Prisoner too, at your sawcy Will? Fetterd up, and barrd all Liberty and Converse?

Theod.
For the same reason other too hot blooded Females are; because, if possible, I would not have a good Breed spoild.

Porcia.
What a Load of Dirt is the Thick-Skull cramd withall, if the Tongue were able to throw it out!

Theod.
Filthy, filthy, fulsom filthy! What, be a Doll-Common, follow the Camp! How lovelily would your fair Ladyship look, mounted upon a Baggage-Cart, presiding over the rest of the Captains dirty Equipage!

Sylv.
If any thing in the World would make me follow a Camp, it would be a very strong fancy I have, that I should never see you in one, Sir.

Theod.
Your Ladyship has reason to defend the Souldiers Cause: You have married one, as I take it, Madam. Ha, ha, ha.

Porcia.
He in a Camp! He has not Courage enough to animate half a Taylor, not good Nature enough to make a Spaniel of, or Sence enough, if he were that Animal, to learn to fetch and carry.

Theod.
This will open no Locks, Lady.

Porcia.
But there are Instruments to be had, that will break open Locks, Sir.

Theod.
Will you please to retire, and consider farther of that in your Chamber.

Porcia.
No, Ill not stir, Sir.

Theod.
Nay, by Heaven, but you shall, Madam.

Sylv.
Nay, by Heaven, but she shall not, Sir.
[Father at the Door.

Theod.
How!

Fath.
By Iove, and thats well said, Ill stand still a little, and see whats the matter.

Theod.
Do not drive me to use Violence.

Fath.
How! Violence to a fair Lady! Thats not so well, neither.

Porcia.
Heark you, Sir; my Jaylor, or my Hang-man; for which of the two your Office will end in, by your proceedings I cannot imagine: do but touch me, or offer the least force to compel me to a closer Confinement; by this injurd Heart, Ill fire the House about your Asses Ears: Ill sooner burn with you, to be revengd, than endure such Insolence and Torment any longer.

Theod.

Very well.

Fath.
I Gad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench! How my Fingers itch to take her part now! I have a Months mind to espouse her Quarrel, and make Friends with poor Iacky again. Honest Iacky! tis the best naturd Boy in the World, though I was such a Beast to fall out with him.

Porcia.
Inhumane, cruel Theodoret! Why do you afflict me thus? Why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, and wrack a tender Heart that never wrongd you? — 
[Weeps.

Theod.
For your Souls Health, Lady; and the Welfare of your wasting Reputation. A Pox oyour Whining! Come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer-Book and Repentance: Fasting and Humiliation will be good for you. To your Chamber.

Porcia.
To my Grave first.

Theod.
Nay then — Wha, hoa!
[Offers to lay hold of her.

Porcia.
Stand off! Murder! Cramps, Rheums and Palsies, wither thy unmanly Hands.

Theod.
By Heavn!

Porcia.
You dare not dot.

Theod.
Hah!

Sylvia.
No Sir, you dare not dot, you dare not.

Theod.
Avaunt Pass! Confound me, but I shall be scratchd here presently for my patience.

Sylv.
What an ill bred Camel tis!

Fath.
Nay, and whats more; you shall not dot, you shall not; Sir Hoh! Is this the Issue of your honourable Pretensions?

Theod.
Et tu Brute!

Fath.
Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brutes Friend: Oonds I am a Man, Fellow; Battoons and Bilboes! Brute! a Gentleman!

Theod.
Your Pardon, Sir!

Sylv.
Dont pardon him, Sir.
Enter Gratian leaning on a Staff.

Grat.
Oh, Friend!

Theod.

Poor Gratian.

Grat.
If ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, let us now prepare, and look about us: I have made hard shift to hobble hither, my Wounds grown very troublesom — We are all lost.

Theod.
I can fear nothing when my Friends so near me.

Sylv.
Now Cousin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly.

Fath.
Iacky, I hope. Iacky at the Head of Mirmidons, and declaring for his Property. Look you, Gentlemen; I must confess, I have Remorse of Conscience, and am sensible I have been a Rebel: wherefore, if my Liege Son and Heir have recruited his Power, and be once more up in Arms, Loyalty and Natural Affection, Friends, will work, I must pronounce for Prince Iacky; and here I resolve to defend his Territories.
[Draws a broad Sword.

Grat.
If Prince Iacky have Interest enough to get your Pardon for Murder, Sir, it will be your best way to close with him; for, in short, the Atheist Dardevill, your Antagonist, is dead Sir.

Theod.
Hah! Dead!

Fath.
Dead!

Gratian.
Yes dead, Sir.

Sylv.
So much the better. Porcia, let us run up to the Leads, and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment.

Fath.
Then I find that I am but a short livd Sinner; farewell for ever old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar, Seven and Eleven; Sink-Tray, and the Doublets! Never comes better of rebleting against ones natural born Children. I shall be hanged one of these Sun-shiny Mornings, and a Ballad come out in the Afternoon to a lamentable Eighty eight Tune of the careful Son, and prodigal Father. Dead said you, Sir.

Grat.
Or, at least, cannot survive half an Hour; therefore it is my Opinion that we instantly quit the House, and provide all for our Safety.

Theod.
Confusion, Devils!

Porcia.
Nay, Sir; stand fast! dare but to open a Door, Sir; by Heavn, that Moment Ill alarm the Town: you shall not think to escape, reeking with a poor Mans Blood, shed in defence of me.

Theod.
Lady, no fooling.

Porcia.
No Sir, no fooling: but now, Sir, do you to your Chamber, Sir, to your Chamber; to your Prayer-Book and Repentance; Fasting and Humiliation will be good for you: To your Chamber, Sir; as you tender your Neck, Sir.

Theod.
Damnation! Unhand me!

Porcia.
Ill dye eer Ill unhold you. Think you so barbrously to leave me here in the House with a dead Wretch, and have the Punishment of his horrid Murder light on my innocent Head.

Theod.
What do you resolve to do, Sir?

Fath.
Do, Sir! What can I resolve to do, Sir? I have no means to hope to escape, Sir: for, in the first place, I have no Money; and a Man that kills another, without Money in his pocket, is in a very hopeful condition. In the next place, for a disguise, I have no Cloaths but these you see on my Back; with this Tripe-Buff Belt here, which there is not a Constable in the whole City but knows, and has had in his Custody, Sword and all. Look you, Gentlemen, I have civilly killd a Man for your Service; if you will resolve, fairly and squarely, to hang like Friends together, so: If not, I mutiny; and the word is, Discover the Plot, the old Boy must impeach.

Enter Rosard.

Ros.
Oh, Sir! where are you?

Grat.
Well, Rosard; whats the News now?

Ros.
The Gentleman, Heavn be thanked, is revivd again, Sir; though the Doctors say, such another Fit will certainly carry him off. The poor Creature is very weak, but very penitent.

Fath.
In troth, and thats a very ill Symptom; therefore my Opinion is still — I am for hanging all together.

Theod.
Heark you, old Rust; you say you have no Money, wherefore, during the present Interval, in the first place, because I will have no Mutiny upon this occasion; in order to your Escape, theres Money for you: in the next place, as you want Change of Rayment, here is the Key of a small Wardrobe, at the lower end of the Gallery above, youll find the Door to it: Equip your self, and provide for your Security, as your best Discretion shall direct you.

Fath.
Look you, Friend, the sooner the better; for, to tell you the truth, else I shall make but a scurvy matter of it at Tyburn Cross; with a whining, snivling Account of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. Wherefore, not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the Opportunity to you, of shewing your politer Rhetorick, and save a Member of the Commonwealth — Theres no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man Money.
[Aside, and Exit.

Porcia.
And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we stand on even Terms.

Theod.
No, Lady, not yet: Theres Life returnd, and therefore hopes still, though, at present, in some measure to comply with you, and ease your Apprehensions, within the Limits of the House and Gardens you are at your Liberty, but no farther this Night: And, for your ampler satisfaction, if I have any Midnight Alarms from your Correspondent abroad, theres Entertainment ready for him, which he may not be very fond of; so Good Night, it is almost Ten. Who waits? What hoa, be ready there. Come Gratian, Ill see you to your Repose, and then to my Post of Guard.

Porcia.
Ten! That was the Hour, Phillis, Beaugard mentioned; was it not?

Phill.
It was, Madam.

Pore.
Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that smile on faithful Love; Wait, like kind Angels, on him; Establish Conquest in his able Hand, and Kindness in his Heart. Oh, Sylvia

Sylv.
You are transported, Cousin!

Pore.
With hopes of Liberty I am indeed: it is an English Womans natural Right. Do not our Fathers, Brothers and Kinsmen often, upon pretence of it, bid fair for Rebellion against their Soveraign; And why ought not we, by their Example, to rebel as plausibly against them?

Sylv.
Most edifying Doctrine this is, truly.
[A Whistle without.

Porcia.
The Sign! Heark, the Sign! Phillis, heard you nothing?
[Whistle again.
Tis there again; hes true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let us retire our selves; you know your old Apartment, for pretious mischief will be soon on foot; and Action worthy Loves great Cause. Thy Husband too, may chance to have his share in the busness; and, as I have orderd Matters, meet something in the Adventure, to mortifie his roving Humour, and reconcile him to his Duty and Allegiance. — Heark:
[Whistle again.
There, tis once more a Summons to the Citadel to surrender. This shall, in after Story, be calld, Captain Beaugards besieging of the Widow.
Which, as tis laid sure, with Success must end,
Since Justice does his Enterprize attend
Without, and powerful Love withins his Friend.
SCENE changed to Fields on the Back-side of a Garden
Enter Beaugard, with a Party.

Beaug.
Hold, stand fast; I have just now receivd Intelligence over the Garden-Wall, that our design has taken air, and there will be no easie Entrance.
1. Man.
Ah Captain; the time has been, when, under your Command, we should have had no need of a Council of War for the attacking such a Fortification as this is.

Beaug.
Peace Plunder, Peace you Rogue; no Moroding now: well burn, rob, demolish and murder another time together: This is a Busness must be done with Decency. — Heark.
2. Man.
Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street Ward.

Beaug.
Hold then, Plunder: Do you, with your flying Party, hover at a distance about the Fields; while I, with the rest of the Body, post my self as advantagiously as I can, to watch the Enemies Motions. — 
[Exeunt.
Enter Theodoret and his Party.

Theod.
This way the noise was: Be sure keep safe the Garden Gate, and follow me carefully.
[Exit Theod.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
So, here I am; and now for my Instructions. Let me see.
[Reads the Billet.
Pray come disguised, that if the Design should miscarry, your Retreat may be the easier. Your unknown blushing Servant — Humph! Blushing Servant! Passingly modest, Ill warrant you! Pray come disguised! So I am, or the Devils int; for I look more like a Cut-throat, than any thing else. Let me see; Upon this very Spot, the last time I was here, did I meet my damnd Wife: Avert the Omen, sweet Heaven, I beseech thee. And now, as I am considering, where can my Friend Beaugard be at present too? With a Whore. Theres that Question answerd. Wherefore, would but my unknown blushing Servant appear, or give me a kind Sign; would but my little Partridge call, methinks I could so shuckle, and run, and Bill, and clap my Wings about her. Hah!
[Turns about.

Enter Theodoret.

Theod.
Stand: Who goes there?

Court.
Whats the matter now?

1 Serv.
Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir?

Court.
What am, I, Sir! A Man, Sir.

Theod.
A Man, Sir, we see you are: But what Man are you, Friend?

Court.
A Gentleman, Friend; and you had best use me so. — By Heaven, Theodoret; and if I am but discoverd!

Theod.
Hands off, unloose him. You are not him we look for, Sir.

Court.
I am glad of that with all my Heart.

Theod.
And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you are a Gentleman, you will assist one in me, that have been injured. I have reason to believe, my House is now beset by Villains, who have base designs upon the Honour of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, youll draw your Sword to do a good Cause Justice.

Court.
Sir, I wear it for no other end; and you shall command it. — Ay, tis so Beaugard; upon new Exploits for the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but Knight-Errantry stirring this Moon.

Theod.
Please you then, Sir, to stay here with my Servants, while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and try what I can discover.
[Exit Theod.

Court.
You may trust me, Sir. Now will I shew my self a true Renegado; take Entertainment in Christian Service, to betray em to my Brother Turk, upon the first opportunity. And so, my blushing Unknown, you may een stay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night.
Re-enter Theodoret.

Theod.
They are here, stand fast; be resolute, and be rewarded.

Enter Lucrece.

Lucr.
Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do a mischief: Beaugard, I find, is come, and my kind Mistress punctual to Appointment in the Garden. Now, could I but order the Affair so, as to slur Beaugard upon her, instead of my self; and her upon him, instead of Porcia, my Conscience would be satisfied; and he, Mr. Courtine, my Rival Widow, and the Wife servd all in their kind.

Theod.
Hold, Sir; What are you?
[To Beaugard at the Entrance.

Court.
Ay; Now, now.

Beaug.
No matter, Sir; this is not a time of Night to answer Questions.

Theod.
Nay, then. — 

Beaug.
Nay, now Sir; and when else you think fitting, Sir: I am the Man you look for; and you are him I wisht to meet here.

Court.
Now how the Devil I shall do to tilt Booty; Hang me like a Dog if I can imagine.

Beaug.
Come on there.

Theod.
You pass upon your death.

Beaug.
I have learnt to scorn death more since first you threatned it
I see your Numbers too, and come prepard,
Porcias my Claim, and here Ill win or lose her.

Theod.
Then take thy due; and dye like a midnight Thief. Fall on.
[Beaug. and Theod. engage, and their Parties. Beaug. and Theod. quit each other. Beaug. falls upon Courtine, and Theod. upon Beaug. Party; who retire from him, as Court. does from Beaug. off from the Stage.

Theod.
He runs, he runs; the Half-bred Hector runs. False Cards and Diee, and Quart-pot Brothel-Brawles, were bitter for his Management, than honourable Difference: Heark, Clashing of Swords still, by Heaven I miss our Friend the honourable Stranger, that so generously took our Party; if it him, lets out, and give him succor.
Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine,who retires beyond the reach of his Sword.

Beaug.
Base Rascal! Coward flie! — 

Court.
No, Sir, I stand stock still, and wont stir an Inch; but since you are so uncivil, resolve not to fight a stroke more: So theres my Sword, and heres your humble Servant.

Beaug.
Courtine!

Court.

The same.

Beaug.
And thou my Enemy too!

Court.
No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wise enough to have found it; I came hither disguisd, for a Reason you shall know hereafter; But falling into the hands of the Enemy, was forced to take Party against you, for fear of being beaten for you: Yet with a design of revolting would you have given me leave; but you, when you should have kept at the head of your Friends took a particular fancy to be tickling my small guts, and now you see what you have got by it.

Beaug.
Then farewel for ever poor Widow. — But stay, it were base and unmanly to give it over so — Let me see — Lend me thy Disguise, Quickly, quickly, quickly, my Imaginations warm.

Court.
Ay, with all my heart, and glad to be rid of it so — 
[Disguises Beaug.

Beaug.
Take this, and rally my scatterd Forces,
[Gives him his Whistle.
They know the sign; and cannot be far off under the conduct of Plunder that was my Serjeant abroad, thou knowst him; make what haste is possible, Ill be hereabouts, and be near me, if any new Disaster should happen.

Court.
Well, with all my heart for once, here is a new design in Embrio now, though I fancy when we have got her, we shall never make of this Widow what she has cost us.

Beaug.
No more; I hear Company Vanish. — 
[Exit Court. Enter Theod.

Theod.
This way I think I heard it: Look, Is not that he! Oh my dear generous Friend, let me embrace you: I hope you are come off well.

Beaug.
Very well, Sir, I thank you, if I were but well off from this place; I fear the man I had to deal withall is fallen, for I left him staggring. Security were best for us all, Sir.

Theod.
My house shall be your Sanctuary, and Ill dye with you but Ill protect you.

Beaug.
I gad, and thats kindly said, as things stand between us, and if he knew all.
[Aside.

Theod.
Open the Garden-gate there: You shall rest your self in an Arbor, while I dispose of the gross of my Family, and prepare an Apartment for your privacy.

Beaug.
If I had dyd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generosity like this had over-rewarded it.
[Courtine at the Entrance.

Court.
Stand still ye beaten scatterd Scoundrels, I think thats he, follow me but at a distance.

Theod.
Open the Gate I say there, come Sir — 
[They enter the Garden.

Court.
The Stratagem succeeds, and Troy at last is taken.

Enter Lucrece.

Lucr.
Oh dear Sir, are not you Captain Beaugard?

Court.
The same, my dear Child, the same; Hast thou any good tydings for me?

Lucr.
The private door of the Garden on the other side is opened, and you may enter Sir. My poor Lady is dying almost with despair, that she shall never see you more: Could you now tell me news of Captain Courtine?

Court.
Hah! Does then my Blushing unknown belong to these Territories? It must be so, Captain Courtine is just gone in before Sweet-heart, therefore if thou art a true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me.

Lucr.
Ill shew you, Sir, into the door where you may conceal your self in one of the Arbors till I go through the House, and bring you farther intelligence.

Court.
And if my Adventure happen really to be at the end of this business, my Friend and I shall not, I fancy, pass our time very uncomfortably.
[Exeunt.
Rogues, follow me, follow me Rogues.
SCENE, The Garden.
Beaugard looking out of an Arbor.

Beaug.
So, so, thus far I am undiscovered; it is as dark, as if the Devil himself were abroad a solacing amongst a Company of Northern Witches to Night: if be but enterd with my Mermidons, the Widows infallibly all my own. ! Who comes here?

Enter Lucrece.

Lucr.
Sir, Sir, where are you?

Beaug.
Here, here, my Friend, I wait you.

Lucr.
Friend! Is not your Name? — 

Beaug.
My Name, what! what can this mean? — 
[Aside.

Lucr.
Beaugard, Come, come, I know you: You need not distrust your self, my design is to do you service; your Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with her Arms open, follow me.

Beaug.
Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm of that name I must follow thee, though thou lead me to Perdition.

Lucr.
Softly, no noise, this way, give me your hand.
[Exeunt.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
Hold, let me see; Ay, there I think is an Arbor where I will creep in, and lie as close, as a Coward in the Hold at a Sea-fight.

Enter Theodoret.

Theod.
Hereabouts it was I left him, it is wonderfully dark: Friend! Friend! Where are you?

Court.
Hah! thats another sort of Voice than the Youngsters I depend on: By Heavn, Theodoret!
[Aside.

Theod.
Friend, Friend, I say, where are you?

Court.
Ay, but the Devil a word you get of me.
[Aside.

Theod.
Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me?

Court.

No.
[Aside.

Theod.
I am sure this must be the Arbor; Ill run and call a Flambeaux.

Court.
That may not be so well neither, my affairs will not agree with the light as I take it.
[Aside.

Theod.
May be hes fallen asleep, let me see.
[Gropes into the Arbor, and feels him.
Tis even so: What hoa, Sir! — 
[Courtine snores.
Friend, Friend, awake, your Chambers ready, and I stay for you.

Court.
Whos there? What are you?
[Aloud, as if frighted suddenly.

Theod.
Hush, make no noise; but come away.

Court.
Is it you, Sir? — He mistakes me for Beaugard, I hope.

Theod.
The same: I wait upon you, follow me.

Court.
If he discover me, all again is ruind; but Darkness, I hope, and Impudence, will befriend a good Cause.

SCENE, Dardevills Chamber,
With only one small Lamp burning, and Dardevill on the Bed.

Dard.
Oh! oh! oh! my Wounds and my Sins! Conscience, Conscience, Conscience, how shall I quiet thee!
[Beaug Father at the door.

Fath.
This cowardly Chicken-hearted Rascal will dye, and be damnd at last. How do you do Sir? How do you find your self?

Dard.
Oh very ill, Heavn knows! within few hours of a Grave, and without great mercy of a deeper place: Who ever you are, if you have any Charity, procure me some Conscientious Godly Divine to unburden my self of my iniquity to.

Fath.
This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within these two days was blaspheming: Ought I to be hangd now for such a Varlet! Shall I send you a Divine, said you Sir?

Dard.
It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to me, Sir.

Fath.
Ill try what I can do for you, since I see your condition so dangerous, a Pox oyr Queasy Conscience: There is no safety for me in staying here, thats one thing, the House being certainly beset for the apprehending some body: For looking out at the Wardrobe Window as I was dressing my self, I observed six or seven armd Rogues with hangmanly Faces, sneaking and sculking about the Garden, thats another thing; wherefore I will hasten and finish my disguise, and if there come an Alarum, take the fairest opportunity to get off in it, and that for me will be the best thing.
[Exit Father.

Enter Courtine.

Court.
To what an insignificant purpose have I taken all this pains to night, here have I been put into a Room with a Bed in it, with pray, Sir, will you be pleased to take your rest in the Devils Name; when my design has not been to take my rest, but my Recreation: I fancy I heard a kind, small complaining Voice this way too, and must at present confess my self in a very good naturd humor, very much inclined to succor any distressed Damsel that wants a Companion to pass away a tedious Night withall.

Dard.
Oh! oh! Would but this dear Man come now!

Court.
Hah! heark! That must certainly be me she means; nay, I am sure ont: Ill on a little farther.

Dard.
Oh h h!

Court.
Where art thou, thou poor Creature? I am come to comfort thee.

Dard.
I wish you had come a little sooner, I am very ill.

Court.
Alas, kind Soul, shes sick with passionate expectation: This must be my blushing, unknown Servant at the least.

Dard.
Whereabouts are you? Give me your hand hither, will you?

Court.
Here, here it is, and my heart too, thou hast em both: Ill swear she has a well grown palm, by the Rule of proportion Ill warrant her a Swinger: — but no matter tis in the dark.
[Aside.

Dard.
Heart, said you Sir? Alas! my poor hearts breaking.

Court.
Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it, Ill give thee a Recipe to keep it whole. Ill warrant thee: This is the most Romantick Adventure.
[Falls to undressing himself.
Poirca and Phillis at the door.

Poirca.
Has then Beaugard gotten entrance art thou sure?

Court.
Hah!

Phillis.
Madam so sure; that his Valet Fourbine is here in the House, and told me so himself.

Court.
Whats that?

Porcia.
Then now my part begins: Was there ever such inhumane Cruelty committed, a Wretch barbarously murderd and exposd, without comfort or succor?

Court.
Murder, said they? What, Manslaying! when all my thoughts were upon nothing but Manmaking. I gad then tis time that I take care for one, and till a better conveniency offer it self, heres my Burrough, murder in the Devils name. What do they say now?
[Creeps under the Bed.

Porcia.
No, no, my Conscience will not bear it, I must proclaim it to the World: What hoa there, Murder, Murder, Murder.

Court.
Oh Lord, heres a comfortable Condition that I am got into.

Porcia.
But does the Chyrurgeon say there is certainly no danger?

Phillis.
Only a thin skin Wound on the outside of his Belly; but that the force of Fear in the Cowardly-hearted Fellow, will let him think of nothing but a Grave and Damnation.

Porcia.
The present advantage of it then must be improvd: wherefore I say the stinging of my Conscience will not let me rest, I dare not conceal this Murder. Murder, Murder, Murder! Cry Murder you Witch, and alarm the House.

Phillis.
Here is somebody coming already, Madam.

Porcia.
Stand still, and observe then.

Enter Beaugard.

Beaug.
I think it was this way, but no matter, for I am sure I reign Lord Paramount of this Castle now: The angry jealous Brother is gone to Bed, and all his way like Family, where he lies as , and snores and gapes so wide, one might steal the Widow out of his mouth if she were there: Now could I but find the way to her Ladiships Chamber, while Plunder is according to Orders, with his Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of the Family in their Beds! What an opportunity would that be! For there is but one way of making a slippery Widow sure to you.

Porcia.
No matter, happen how it will, I say again it is a Crying Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a — Ah!
[Seeing Beaug. disguisd, is frighted, and runs out.

Beaug.
Hah! What do Ghosts walk here at this time oNight, and in Petticoats too; Nay, then have at you: Ye Airy Forms.
[Going out, is met by his Father, disguisd like a Phanatique Preacher.

Fath.
Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, a burning Shame, and a lewd Abomination.

Beaug.
Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Petticoats that squeakd Abomination in Ela, converted to the fleshly similitude of a Holy Brother, that Cants it in Gamut — Hoh! Speak, what art thou?

Fath.
A Minister of Peace to wounded Consciences; I come here by appointment with an Olive Branch in my mouth, to visit a mortal Ark tossd and floating in flouds of its own Tears, for its own Frailties.

Beaug.
And are you really, Sir, a Man? Really the Godly Implement you appear to be, for the scowring of foul Consciences.

Dard.
Ha! ha! ha! Godly Implement, it has almost made me laugh; thats a merry Gentleman, Ill warrant him: Oh h h!

Fath.
I am, Friend, I tell thee, an instructer of the Chosen: Thou favourst of the old Man, stand off, and do not pollute me with too near communication: I come to convert a Sinner to the Truth, it was I that converted — as some say no body; and expounded the groans of the Protestant Board. How fareth our Brother?

Dard.
Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the point of Dissolution, and tormented with the stings of a terrifyd Conscience.

Fath.
Lay then one hand upon thy heart.

Dard.
I do so.

Fath.
Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy sins, thy right hand may not know what thy left hand doth.

Beaug.
A very material Point that is truly.

Fath.
Thou hast lived in Wickedness long.

Dard.
From Sixteen to Eight and Forty, without the least Repentance, or a thought of it.

Fath.
A very dangerous state; but for thy darling Sins, Imprimis, what?

Dard.

Drunkenness.

Fath.
A very pernicious sin, and of the Devils own institution; for it sets our Souls a fire: Nay, it sets our Noses ofire, and sets Houses ofire. Drunkeness! — Did you ever burn any Houses?

Dard.
Never but three, and they Houses of pollution too: Bawdy-houses, Sir.

Fath.
So much the worse: For if Bawdy-houses be burnt, what civil Family in this City sleeps safe? I never burnt a Bawdy-house in my life, thats my comfort. Item.

Dard.
Whoredom, Adultery!

Fath.
For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other mens Wives, let me tell you it is a crying Sin, and a very loud one too; but do you repent?

Dard.
From the Bottom of my heart.

Beaug.
So, Heavn be thanked, theres no harm in plain Whoredom.

Fath.
No more to be said then; be comforted, and Ill absolve thee: But with whom was this Wickedness committed last?

Dard.
With my Bosom Friends Wife, and one that deservd much better of me.

Beaug.
And that was very friendly done of thee truly.

Fath.
Impudent Rogue! But was she very young?

Beaug.
Ay, now the feeling, circumstantial Questions are starting.

Dard.
About Eighteen; and not yet wedded a full year.

Fath.
Voluptuous Dog! But handsom too? Was she very handsom?

Dard.
Too beautiful, to have had so little Virtue.

Fath.
Her Name, her Name! Tell me her Name. Quickly, I say unto thee, let me know her Name.

Beaug.
Well said, well said there, old Fornication!

Dard.
That I have promised shall for ever be a Secret, Sir.

Fath.
Then thou art damnd, and I do not absolve thee. I must know this precious young Harlot.
[Aside.]
Once more I say her Name!

Dard.
But I have sworn, Sir; youd not have me be forsworn?

Fath.
A mortal Sin in it self: Swearing is another Sin. Farewel, Ill have no more to do with thee: Thy Sins are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee, a damnd Rogue not to tell me her Name.

Dard.
Oh! oh! dear Sir, come back again, and leave me not in this desperàte, desponding, sad condition.
[Exit Father.
If he has any mercy in this Case but upon his own conditions, hes no Father of mine I am sure ont.
[Aside.

Enter Lucrece.

Lucr.
Oh, Sir, I am glad I have met with you, a word with you in private, turn, turn this way into the next Room quickly, Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sir.

Beaug.
Hah! speak, where is she, thou pretty, smiling Mercury!

Lucr.
I am to bring her to you this moment: No more words, but in Sir, in, if youll be happy.

Court.
Porcia, Porcia, said he? Then I am sure it must be Beaugard, a pretty Pimp that Ill warrant him.
[Aside.

Beaug.
And shall I trust thee?

Lucr.
Why should I deceive you?

Beaug.
Be sure thou dost not, as thou lovest the welfare of this soft, tender outside; adieu for a minute.
[Exit.

Lucr.
That minute gives her to your possession, Sir — Hist, Madam, Hist! The Coast is now clear.

Sylvia.
Where are you ill nature?

Lucr.
Here, torturd with my Longings: Where are you? come, come.

Sylvia.
Why do you make me do this?

Lucr.
Is that a Question now? Turn, turn into the dark Chamber: Ill but secure this Door, and then the Nights our own.

Sylvia.
Dont stay too long.

Court.
How afraid she is, lest he should come again too soon!
[Aside.

Lucr.
Be satisfid, Ill fly — that is from you as fast as I can, for I hope I have fitted you.
[Exit Sylvia.

Court.
Nay, faith, if this be the Custom of the House, Ill lurk here no longer: The Devil again!
Re-enter Father.

Fath.
Trouble me no more, I say I will not be persuaded, I will know the Adultresses Name, that I may admonish her; for it has been of ancient practice in these our pious Offices, to make our Converts confess not only all they know, but all that we have a mind to know.

Dard.
Not Sir, I hope, if it be improper.

Fath.
No matter for that, proper or improper, right or wrong true or false, if it be for our use, it must be confessed. Therefore I say, and say again, I do not absolve thee, thou art in the state of Perdition still; tell me her Name, or for thy Drunkenness, and burning of Houses; Thy Whoredoms, and Adulteries; Blasphemy, and Profaness; Thy Swearing, and Forswearing; Thy rubbing out Milk-scores, and lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Garden; Thy breaking of Windows, killing Constables and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, Hackney-Coachmen and Link-Boys: for all these — 
[Noises of squeaking from each side of the Stage, one from Sylvia, Heark there the screaming Fiends are at thy door already. Heark, screame again.

Court.
Nay, Madam, if you squeak, and think to alarum the House, I do not behave my self like a true Friend to Love, I am mistaken, and so here I am posted, and thus will maintain the Pass.
[Goes to the door where Beaug. and his wife are, and draws his sword to defend it.

Lucr.
at the door.
Well said, my civil, dear and friendly Cuckold.
Enter Theodoret and Porcia crying.

Theod.
Come forth thou Strumpet.

Porcia.
Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me: here on my knees.

Court.
Hows this? Porcia taken there, and my Friend here in private with Porcia too!

Theod.
By Heavn thou dyst this moment.

Court.
By Hell though but she shall not, Sir.
Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard pursuing her.

Beaug.
Nay, Madam, then! hows this? My Widow split in twain! My Porcia there, and Porcia here too? Confound me Courtines Wife I have done finely.

Theod.
Youll justifie this usage?

Court.
You see, Sir, I am responsible.
[Shews him Beaug.

Beaug.
By Heavn unhand her, or — Nay, look Sir well, youll know me.
[Throws off his disguise.

Porcia.
My faithful Souldier!

Beaug.
My victorious Widow!
[She runs into his Arms.

Theod.
Call up my Servants there, raise all the Houshold.

Beaug.
Il dot Sir — 
[Gives the Sign, Plunder and his Party appear.
See, here are those that are ready to wait on you, if you have any service to command them.

Theod.
And I will findem service that shall warmem.
[Exit.

Court.
Now, I fancy, by this Ladys concealing her self, she may be a discovery worth the making. Madam, you see here my Friend is unconstant, but truly nothing could ever wean him from this Widow here — Sylvia! My Wife! my rigid vertuous Wife! my damnd, confounded, jealous Wife!

Beaug.
Now here are very hopeful matters towards.

Court.
It was very courteously done of me, Beaugard, was it not, to keep the door for you, with my own Wife, Sir?

Beaug.
Nay, let us not quarrel Ned: Ill give thee a friendly account of this matter to morrow between our selves, in the mean time be satisfid, I have not wrongd thee.

Porcia.
Will you never leave this Foraging into other Folks Quarters, Captain?

Beaug.
I am afraid, Widow of mine, you had a finger in the Plot, though — 

Sylvia.
Indeed, my dearest.

Court.
Your humble Servant, my Dearest! I am only glad of this fair opportunity, to be rid of you, my Dearest: henceforth, my Dearest, I shall drink my drink, my Dearest, I shall whore my Dearest; and so long as I can pimp so handsomly for you, my Dearest, I hope if ever we return into the Countrey, youll wink at a small Fault now and then with the Dairy-Wench, or Chamber-Maid, my Dearest.

Sylv.
I always was a Burden to your sight, and you shall be this time easd ont.
[Exit.

Court.
With all my heart! Heavn grant it would last for ever.

Enter Theodoret.

Theod.
My Doors lockt up! My Servants gagd and bound! I am betrayd, undone, and Ill not live to bear it.

Beaug.
Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither: This Design was not laid for a Tragedy.

Theod.
How do you intend to deal with me?

Beaug.
Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deserve it of me: In short, this Lady is in my Charge now, and you in my power, and by her Authority, this being her own House, I have made thus bold with it, and will take care to dispose hereafter out of the reach of your merciless Tyranny, nay, if this reverend person will do us the friendly Office, though I have often renounct it, am ready to do it one way this moment. Dardevil, wilt thou lend me thy Chaplain?

Dard.
Heh!

Porcia.
Rise, Sir! Wont you rise? If your old Friend and I make a match ont, I hope youll be so kind to dance at the Wedding.

Dard.
Dance, Madam! I am dying.

Phillis.
Thats false, to my knowledge, Madam: for the Surgeon told me last dressing, it was so slight a Wound, he had much ado to keep it from healing.

Dard.
Yes, by the same token when he had done with me, he began with you, forsooth, and said he would shew you a little of his operation, for handling and tampering with his Box of Instruments, and theres the truth-out now.

All.

Ha! ha! ha! ha!

Dard.
Why Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, Acquaintance, Am not I dying? Am not I wounded? Is not there a Hole in my belly, that you may turn a Coach and six in?

Beaug.
No, no: Prithee leave raving, and get up for shame, man: Thou an Atheist, thou believe neither a God nor a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no bigger than a Pin-hole! Courtine, lend us thy hand to raise up our old Friend here: Well, how ist now?
[Set him on his Legs.

Dard.
Hah! Faith and Troth, I fancy, not so bad as I thought it was. Methinks I begin to find my self pretty hearty; I can stand, I can walk too, I have no pain at all. How dost thou do,
Strikes him on the Shoulder, which shakes the Disguise from his Face.
old Orththodox?

Court.
Ah! but you repented, Dardevill; thou didst repent, Friend: I am sorry to hear of it with all my heart, it will be a soul blot in thy Escutcheon: But thou didst repent.

Fath.
A Pox on the Block-head, now I shall be known
Fumbling to six his Disguise again.

Dard.
Repent! Prithee be quiet, Man: Repent, quotha! Why, dost thou think I did not know my old Customer for two Deuces here, old Anti-Abraham, the Father of Unbelievers?

Fath.
My Iacky! my little Rogue! my dainty Boy! Thou Son of thy nown Father, I can hold no longer; and I must kiss thee, and I will kiss thee, you Dog, you Dog, you Dog, you little dear damnd Dog.
[Sing Old Simon.
Huzza, the Widows our own: There lie Divinity.

Beaug.
A very Cutter, as I live, had he but a Tabithe, a perfect Cutter.

Fath.
Now, Iacky Boy; Iacky, you Rogue, shall not I have a little spill out of this Portion now, hah? The jolly Worms that have fattend so long in this Malmsey Nose of mine with the Fumes of Sack will die, and drop out of their Sockets else. Couldst thou have the Heart to see this illuminated Nose of mine look like an empty Honey-Comb; Couldst thou be so hard hearted?

Porcia.
Faith, Captain, be mollifyd; the old Gentleman, methinks, proposes very moderately.

Fath.
It shall be so: She shall be my Daughter in Law, though I invert the Order of Duty, and ask her Blessing.

Beaug.
Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very ungratious Father, upon condition that youll promise to leave off Gaming, and stick to your Whoring and Drinking, I will treat with you.

Fath.
The truth ont is, I have been too blame, Iack! But thou shalt find me hereafter very obedient; that is, provided I have my Terms: which are these.

Beaug.
Come on, then.

Fath.
Three Bottles of Sack, Iack, per diem, without Deduction, or false Measure: Two Pound of Tobacco per Month; and that of the best too.

Court.
Truly this is but reasonable.

Fath.
Buttock-Beef and March-Beer at Dinner, you Rogue: A young Wench of my own chusing, to wait on no body but me always: Money in my Pocket: An old Pacing Horse, and an Elbow-Chair.

Beaug.

Agreed. You see, Sir, already, I am beginning to settle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominion Chance has over us. By Chance you took the Charge of an old Father off from my Hands and made a Chaplain of him. By the same sort of Chance I have taken this Lady off from your Hands, and intend to make her another sort of Domestick. What say you, Sir? Are you contented?

Theod.
I cannot tell whether I am or no.

Beaug.
Then you are not so wife a Man as I took you for. In the mean time; for your Liberty, you must dispense with the want of it, till I have this Night secured the Safety of my Widow. Your Friend Gratian, because of his Wounds, is only lockd in his Chamber, and may take his Rest as otherwise. For the other part of the Family, I care not to make Excuses.
Thus still, with Power in hand, we treat of Peace;
But when tis ratifyd, Suspicions cease:
The Conquerd to recruiting Labours move.
Like me, the Victor, Crowns his Ease with Love.

FINIS.


The Letters
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In 1669 Otway entered Christ Church, Oxford, as a commoner, but left the university without a degree in the autumn of 1672. At Oxford he made the acquaintance of Anthony Cary, 5th Viscount Falkland, through whom, he says in the dedication to Caius Marius, he first learned to love books.


The Letters of Thomas Otway
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An 1821 engraving of Thomas Otway by John Riley


INTRODUCTION.

THESE singular productions were first published among a collection of Familiar Letters by Lord Rochester and others, &c. 8vo. 1697; and were afterwards subjoined to an edition of Otways Works in 1727, under the title of Love Letters. They have no superscription, but were written to Mrs. Barry, the actress; for whom, as we have before noticed, the poet cherished a passion which greatly embittered the latter period of his short unhappy life. It is probable that these Letters will be read by different persons with opposite sentiments. Those who have struggled with similar emotions will find most interest in them; and may, perhaps, recognize the sentiments of Carlos, Castalio and Jaffier, expressed in the poets own character, with the vivacity and energy of natural affections.


TO MADAM — 

MY TYRANT!

I ENDURE too much torment to be silent, and have endured it too long not to make the severest complaint. I love you, I doat on you; desire makes me mad when I am near you; and despair when I am from you. Sure, of all miseries, love is to me the most intolerable: it haunts me in my sleep, perplexes me when waking; every melancholy thought makes my fears more powerful; and every delightful one makes my wishes more, unruly. In all other uneasy chances of a mans life, there is an immediate recourse to some kind of succour or another: in wants we apply ourselves to our friends; in sickness to physicians; but love, the sum, the total of all misfortunes, must be endured with silence; no friend so dear to trust with such a secret, nor remedy in art so powerful to remove its anguish. Since the first day I saw you, I have hardly enjoyed one hour of perfect quiet: I loved you early; and no sooner had I beheld that soft bewitching face of yours, but I felt in my heart the very foundation of all my peace give way: but when you became anothers, I must confess that I did then rebel, had foolish pride enough to promise myself I would in time recover my liberty: in spite of my enslaved nature, I swore against myself, I would not love you: I affected a resentment, stifled my spirit, and would not let it bend, so much as once to upbraid you, each day it was my chance to see or to be near you: with stubborn sufferance I resolved to bear, and brave your power: nay, did it often too, successfully. Generally with wine or conversation, I diverted or appeased the daemon that possessed me; but when at night, returning to my unhappy self, to give my heart an account why I had done it so unnatural a violence, it was then I always paid a treble interest for the short moments of ease which I had borrowed; then every treacherous thought rose up, and took your part, nor left me till they had thrown me on my bed, and opened those sluices of tears, that were to run till morning. This has been for some years my best condition: nay, time itself, that decays all things else, has but encreased and added to my longings. I tell it you, and charge you to believe it, as you are generous, (which sure you must be, for every thing, except your neglect of me, persuades me that you are so) even at this time, though other arms have held you, and so long trespassed on those dear joys that only were my due; I love you with that tenderness of spirit, that purity of truth, and that sincerity of heart, that I could sacrifice the nearest friends or interests I have on earth, barely but to please you; if I had all the world, it should be yours; for with it I could be but miserable, if you were not mine. I appeal to yourself for justice, if through the whole actions of my life, I have done any one thing that might not let you see how absolute your authority was over me. Your commands have been always sacred to me; your smiles have always transported me, and your frowns awed me. In short, you will quickly become to me the greatest blessing, or the greatest curse, that ever man was doomed to. I cannot so much as look on you without confusion; wishes and fears rise up in war within me, and work a cursed distraction through my soul, that must, I am sure, in time, have wretched consequences: you only can, with that healing cordial, love, assuage and calm my torments; pity the man then that would be proud to die for you, and cannot live without you; and allow him thus far to boast too, that (take out fortune from the balance) you never were beloved or courted by a creature that had a nobler or juster pretence to your heart, than the unfortunate, (and even at this time) weeping.

OTWAY.


TO MADAM — 

IN value of your quiet, though it would be the utter ruin of my own, I have endeavoured this day to persuade myself never more to trouble you with a passion that has tormented me sufficiently already; and is so much the more a torment to me, in that I perceive it is become one to you, who are much dearer to me than myself. I have laid all the reasons my distracted condition would let me have recourse to, before me: I have consulted my pride, whether, after a rivals possession, I ought to ruin all my peace for a woman that another has been more blest in, though no man ever loved as I did: but love, victorious love! overthrows all that, and tells me, it is his nature never to remember; he still looks forward from the present hour, expecting still new dawns, new rising happiness; never looks back, never regards what is past, and left behind him, but buries and forgets it quite in the hot fierce pursuit of joy before him: I have consulted too my very self, and find how careless nature was in framing me; seasoned me hastily with all the most violent inclinations and desires, but omitted the ornaments that should make those qualities become me. I have consulted too my lot of fortune, and find how foolishly I wish possession of what is so precious, all the worlds too cheap for it; yet still I love, still I doat on, and cheat myself, very content, because the folly pleases me. It is pleasure to think how fair you are, though, at the same time, worse than damnation to think how cruel. Why should you tell me you have shut your heart up for ever? It is an argument unworthy of yourself, sounds like reserve, and not so much sincerity, as sure I may claim even from a little of your friendship. Can your age, your face, your eyes, and your spirit bid defiance to that sweet power? No, you know better to what end heaven made you; know better how to manage youth and pleasure, than to let them die and pall upon your hands. Tis me, tis only me you have barred your heart against. My sufferings, my diligence, my sighs, complaints, and tears, are of no power with your haughty nature: yet sure you might at least vouchsafe to pity them, not shift me off with gross, thick, home-spun friendship, the common coin that passes betwixt worldly interests: must that be my lot? Take it, ill-natured, take it; give it to him who would waste his fortune for you; give it the man would fill your lap with gold, court you with offers of vast rich possessions; give it the fool that hath nothing but his money to plead for him: love will have a much nearer relation, or none. I ask for glorious happiness; you bid me welcome to your friendship: it is like seating me at your side-table, when I have the best pretence to your right-hand at the feast. I love, I doat, I am mad, and know no measure; nothing but extremes can give me ease; the kindest love, or most provoking scorn: yet even your scorn would not perform the cure: it might indeed take off the edge of hope, but damned despair will gnaw my heart for ever. If then l am not odious to your eyes, if you have charity enough to value the well-being of a man that bolds you dearer than you can the child your bowels are most fond of, by that sweet pledge of your first softest love, I charm and here conjure you to pity the distracting pangs of mine; pity my unquiet days and restless nights; pity toe frenzy that has half possest my brain already, and makes me write to you thus ravingly: the wretch in Bedlam is more at peace than I am! And if I must never possess the heaven I wish for, my next desire is, (and sooner the better) a clean-swept cell, a merciful keeper, and your compassion when you find me there.

Think and be generous.


TO MADAM — 

SINCE you are going to quit the world, I think myself obliged, as a member of the world, to use the best of my endeavours to divert you from so ill-natured an inclination: therefore, by reason your visits will take up so much of this day, I have debarred myself the opportunity of waiting on you this afternoon, that I may take a time you are more mistress of, and when you shall have more leisure to hear; if it be possible for any arguments of mine to take place in a heart, I am afraid too much hardened against me: I must confess it may look a little extraordinary for one under my circumstances to endeavour the confirming your good opinion of the world, when it had been much better for me, one of us had never seen it; for nature disposed me from my creation to love, and my ill-fortune has condemned me to doat on one, who certainly could never have been deaf so long to so faithful a passion, had nature disposed her from her creation to hate any thing but me. I beg you to forgive this trifling, for I have so many thoughts of this nature, that tis impossible for me to take pen and ink in my hand, and keep em quiet, especially when I have the least pretence to let you know, you are the cause of the severest disquiets that ever touched the heart of OTWAY.


TO MADAM — 

COULD I see you without passion, or be absent from you without pain, I need not beg your pardon for this renewing my vows, that I love you more than health, or any happiness here, or hereafter. Every thing you do is a new charm to me; and though I have languished for seven long tedious years of desire, jealously despairing; yet every minute I see you, t still discover something new and more bewitching. Consider how I love you; what would not I renounce, or enterprize for you! I must have you mine, or I am miserable, and nothing but knowing which shall be the happy hour, can make the rest of my life that are [is] to come tolerable. Give me a word or two of comfort, or resolve never to look with common goodness on me more, for I cannot bear a kind look, and after it a cruel denial. This minute ray heart aches for you; and, if I cannot have a right in yours, I wish it would ache till I could complain to you no longer.

Remember poor 

OTWAY.


TO MADAM — 

YOU cannot but be sensible that I am blind, or you would not so openly discover what a ridiculous tool you make of me. I should be glad to discover whose satisfaction I was sacrificed to this morning; for I am sure your own ill-nature could not be guilty of inventing such an injury to me, merely to try how much I could bear, were it not for the sake of some ass, that has the fortune to please you: in short, I have made it the business of my life to do you service, and please you, if possible, by any way to convince you of the unhappy love I have for seven years toiled under; and your whole business is to pick ill-natured conjectures out of my harmless freedom of conversation, to vex and gall me with, as often as you are pleased to divert yourself at the expence of my quiet. Oh, thou tormentor! Could I think it were jealousy, how should I humble myself to be justified! But I cannot bear the thought of being made a property either of another mans good-fortune, or the vanity of a woman that designs nothing but to plague me.

There may be means found, some time or other, to let you know your mistaking.

You were pleased to send me word you would meet me in the Mall this evening, and give me further satisfaction in the matter you were so unkind to charge me with: I was there, but found you not; and therefore beg of you, as you ever would wish yourself to be eased of the highest torment it were possible for your nature to be sensible of, to let me see you some time tomorrow, and send me word, by this bearer, where, and at what hour, you will be so just, as either to acquit or condemn me; that I may, hereafter, for your sake, either bless all your bewitching sex; or, as often as I henceforth think of you, curse womankind for ever.


The Biographies
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Tower Hill, a garden square northwest of the Tower of London — Otways first biographer, Theophilus Cibber records that the poet died here. Hurrying to a bakers shop, Otway ate too hastily and choked on the first mouthful. Whether this account of his death is true or not, it is certain that he died in the utmost poverty, and was buried on 16 April 1685 in the churchyard of St. Clement Danes.
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A mezzotint of Thomas Otway based on a portrait by Sir Peter Lely, c. 1750


Thomas Otway by Theophilus Cibber
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From The Lives of the Poets of Great Britain and Ireland, 1753

THIS EXCELLENT POET was not more remarkable for moving the tender passions, than for the variety of fortune, to which he was subjected. We have some where read an observation, that the poets have ever been the least philosophers, and were always unhappy in a want of firmness of temper, and steadiness of resolution: of the truth of this remark, poor Mr. Otway is a lively instance; he never could sufficiently combat his appetite of extravagance and profusion, to live one year in a comfortable competence, but was either rioting in luxurious indulgence, or shivering with want, and exposed to the insolence and contempt of the world. He was the son of Mr. Humphry Otway, rector of Wolbeding in Sussex, and was born at Trottin in that county, on March 3, 1651. He received his education at Wickeham school, near Winchester, and became a commoner of Christ Church in Oxford, in the beginning of the year 1669. He quitted the university without a degree, and retired to London, though, in the opinion of some historians, he went afterwards to Cambridge, which seems very probable, from a copy of verses of Mr. Dukes to him, between whom subsisted a sincere friendship till the death of Mr. Otway. When our poet came to London, the first account we hear of him, is, that he commenced player, but without success, for he is said to have failed in want of execution, which is so material to a good player, that a tolerable execution, with advantage of a good person, will often supply the place of judgment, in which it is not to be supposed Otway was deficient.

Though his success as an actor was but indifferent, yet he gained upon the world by the sprightliness of his conversation, and the acuteness of his wit, which, it seems, gained him the favour of Charles Fitz Charles, earl of Plymouth, one of the natural sons of King Charles II. who procured him a cornets Pommission in the new raised English forces designed for Flanders. All who have written of Mr. Otway observe, that he returned from Flanders in very necessitous circumstances, but give no account how that reverse of fortune happened: it is not natural to suppose that it proceeded from actual cowardice, or that Mr. Otway had drawn down any disgrace upon himself by misbehaviour in a military station. If this had been the case, he wanted not enemies who would have improved the circumstance, and recorded it against him, with a malicious satisfaction; but if it did not proceed from actual cowardice, yet we have some reason to conjecture that Mr. Otway felt a strong disinclination to a military life, perhaps from a consciousness that his heart failed him, and a dread of misbehaving, should he ever be called to an engagement; and to avoid the shame of which he was apprehensive in consequence of such behaviour, he, in all probability, resigned his commission, which could not but disoblige the earl of Plymouth, and expose himself to necessity. What pity is it, that he who could put such masculine strong sentiments into the mouth of such a resolute hero as his own Pierre, should himself fail in personal courage, but this quality nature withheld from him, and he exchanged the chance of reaping laurels in the field of victory, for the equally uncertain, and more barren laurels of poetry. The earl of Rochester, in his Session of the Poets, has thus maliciously recorded, and without the least grain of wit, the deplorable circumstances of Otway.

Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwells dear Zany,

And swears for heroics he writes best of any;

Don Carlos his pockets so amply had filled,

That his mange was quite cured, and his lice were all killed.

But Apollo had seen his face on the stage,

And prudently did not think fit to engage

The scum of a playhouse, for the prop of an age.

Mr. Otway translated out of French into English, the History of the Triumvirate; the First Part of Julius Cæsar, Pompey and Crassus, the Second Part of Augustus, Anthony and Lepidus, being a faithful collection from the best historians, and other authors, concerning the revolution of the Roman government, which happened under their authority, London 1686 in 8vo. Our author finding his necessities press, had recourse to writing for the stage, which he did with various success: his comedy has been blamed for having too much libertinism mixed with it; but in tragedy he made it his business, for the most part, to observe the decorum of the stage. He has certainly followed nature in the language of his tragedy, and therefore shines in the passionate parts more than any of our English poets. As there is something familiar and domestic in the fable of his tragedy, he has little pomp, but great energy in his expressions; for which reason, though he has admirably succeeded in the tender and melting parts of his tragedies, he sometimes falls into too great a familiarity of phrase in those, which, by Aristotles rule, ought to have been raised and supported by the dignity of expression. It has been observed by the critics, that the poet has founded his tragedy of Venice Preservcd, on so wrong a plot, that the greatest characters in it are those of rebels and traitors. Had the hero of this play discovered the same good qualities in defence of his country, that he shewed for his ruin and subversion, the audience could not enough pity and admire him; but as he is now represented, we can only say of him, what the Roman historian says of Catiline, that his fall would have been glorious (si pro Patria sic concidisset) had he so fallen, in the service of his country.

Mr. Charles Gildon, in his Laws of Poetry, stiles Mr. Otway a Poet of the first Magnitude, and tells us, and with great justice, that he was perfect master of the tragic passions, and draws them every where with a delicate and natural simplicity, and therefore never fails to raise strong emotions in the soul. I dont know of a stronger instance of this force, than in the play of the Orphan; the tragedy is composed of persons whose fortunes do not exceed the quality of such as we ordinarily call people of condition, and without the advantage of having the scene heightened by the importance of the characters; his inimitable skill in representing the workings of the heart, and its affection, is such that the circumstances are great from the art of the poet, rather than from the figure of the persons represented. The whole drama is admirably wrought, and the mixture of passions raised from affinity, gratitude, love, and misunderstanding between brethren, ill usage from persons obliged slowly returned by the benefactors, keeps the mind in a continual anxiety and contrition. The sentiments of the unhappy Monimia are delicate and natural, she is miserable without guilt, but incapable of living with a consciousness of having committed an ill act, though her inclination had no part in it. Mrs. Barry, the celebrated actress, used to say, that in her part of Monimia in the Orphan, she never spoke these words, Ah! poor Castalio, without tears; upon which occasion Mr. Gildon observes, that all the pathetic force had been lost, if any more words had been added, and the poet would have endeavoured, in vain, to have heightened them, by the addition of figures of speech, since the beauty of those three plain simple words is so great by the force of nature, that they must have been weakened and obscured by the finest flowers of rhetoric.

The tragedy of the Orphan is not without great blemishes, which the writer of a criticism on it, published in the Gentlemans Magazine, has very judiciously and candidly shewn. The impetuous passion of Polydore breaks out sometimes in a language not sufficiently delicate, particularly in that celebrated passage where he talks of rushing upon her in a storm of love. The simile of the bull is very offensive to chaste ears, but poor Otway lived in dissolute times, and his necessity obliged him to fan the harlot-face of loose desire, in compliance to the general corruption. Monimia staying to converse with Polydor, after he vauntingly discovers his success in deceiving her, is shocking; had she left him abruptly, with a wildness of horror, that might have thrown him under the necessity of seeking an explanation from Castalio, the scene would have ended better, would have kept the audience more in suspence, and been an improvement of the consequential scene between the brothers; but this remark is submitted to superior judges.

Venice Preferred is still a greater proof of his influence over our passions, and the faculty of mingling good and bad characters, and involving their fortunes, seems to be the distinguished excellence of this writer. He very well knew that nothing but distressed virtue can strongly touch us with pity, and therefore, in this play, that we may have a greater regard for the conspirators, he makes Pierre talk of redressing wrongs, and repeat all the common place of male contents.

To see the sufferings of my fellow-creatures,
And own myself a man: to see our senators
Cheat the deluded people with a shew
Of Liberty, which yet they neer must taste of!
They say by them our hands are free from fetters,
Yet whom they please they lay in basest bonds;
Bring whom they please to infamy and sorrow;
Drive us like wrecks down the rough tide of power
Whilst no holds left, to save us from destruction:
All that bear this are villains, and I one,
Not to rouse up at the great call of nature,
And check the growth of these domestic spoilers,
Who make us slaves, and tell us tis our charter.

Jaffiers wants and distresses, make him prone enough to any desperate resolution, yet says he in the language of genuine tenderness,

But when I think what Belvidera feels,
The bitterness her tender spirit tastes of,
I own myself a coward: bear my weakness,
If throwing thus my arms about thy neck,
I play the boy, and blubber in thy bosom.

Jaffiers expostulation afterwards, is the picture of all who are partial to their own merit, and generally think a relish of the advantages of life is pretence enough to enjoy them.

Tell me, why good Heaven
Thou madst me what I am, with all the spirit,
Aspiring thoughts, and elegant desires
That fill the happiest man? ah rather why
Didst thou not form me, sordid as my fate,
Base minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens.

How dreadful is Jaffiers soliloquy, after he is engaged in the conspiracy.

Im here; and thus the shades of night surround me,
I look as if all hell were in my heart,
And I in hell. Nay surely tis so with me;
For every step I tread, methinks some fiend
Knocks at my breast, and bids it not be quiet.
Ive heard how desperate wretches like myself
Have wandered out at this dead time of night
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk:
Sure Im so curst, that though of Heaven forsaken,
No minister of darkness, cares to tempt me.
Hell, hell! why sleepst thou?

The above is the most awful picture of a man plunged in despair, that ever was drawn by a poet; we cannot read it without terror: and when it is uttered as we have heard it, from the late justly celebrated Booth, or those heart-affecting actors Garrick, and Barry, the flesh creeps, and the blood is chilled with horror.

In this play Otway catches our hearts, by introducing the episode of Belvidera. Private and public calamities alternately claim our concern; sometimes we could wish to see a whole State sacrificed for the weeping Belvidera, whose character and distress are so drawn as to melt every heart; at other times we recover again, in behalf of a whole people in danger. There is not a virtuous character in the play, but that of Belvidera, and yet so amazing is the force of the authors skill in blending private and public concerns, that the ruffian on the wheel, is as much the object of pity, as if he had been brought to that unhappy fate by some honourable action.

Though Mr. Otway possessed this astonishing talent of moving the passions, and writing to the heart, yet he was held in great contempt by some cotemporary poets, and was several times unsuccessful in his dramatic pieces. The merits of an author are seldom justly estimated, till the next age after his decease; while a man lives in the world, he has passion, prejudice, private and public malevolence to combat; his enemies are industrious to obscure his fame, by drawing into light his private follies; and personal malice is up in arms against every man of genius.

Otway was exposed to powerful enemies, who could not bear that he should acquire fame, amongst whom Dryden is the foremost. The enmity between Dryden and Otway could not proceed from jealousy, for what were Otways, when put in the ballance with the amazing powers of Dryden? like a drop to the ocean: and yet we find Dryden declared himself his open enemy; for which, the best reason that can be assigned is, that Otway was a retainer to Shadwell, who was Drydens aversion. Dryden was often heard to say, that Otway was a barren illiterate man, but I confess, says he, he has a power which I have not; and when it was asked him, what power that was? he answered, moving the passions. This truth was, no doubt, extorted from Dryden, for he seems not to be very ready in acknowledging the merits of his cotemporaries. In his preface to Du Fresnoys Art of Painting, which he translated, he mentions Otway with respect, but not till after he was dead; and even then he speaks but coldly of him. The passage is as follows, To express the passions which are seated on the heart by outward signs, is one great precept of the painters, and very difficult to perform. In poetry the very same passions, and motions of the mind are to be expressed, and in this consists the principal difficulty, as well as the excellency of that art. This (says my author) is the gift of Jupiter, and to speak in the same Heathen language, is the gift of our Apollo, not to be obtained by pains or study, if we are not born to it; for the motions which are studied, are never so natural, as those which break out in the heighth of a real passion. Mr. Otway possessed this part as thoroughly as any of either the ancients or moderns. I will not defend every thing in his Venice Preserved, but I must bear this testimony to his memory, that the passions are truly touched in it, though, perhaps, there is somewhat to be desired, both in the grounds of them, and the heighth and elegance of expression; but nature is there, which is the greatest beauty. Notwithstanding our admiration of Dryden, we cannot, without some indignation, observe, how sparing he is in the praises of Otway, who, considered as a tragic writer, was surely superior to himself. Dryden enchants us indeed with flowry descriptions, and charms us with (what is called) the magic of poetry; but he has seldom drawn a tear, and millions of radiant eyes have been witnesses for Otway, by those drops of pity which they have shed. Otway might be no scholar, but that, methinks, does not detract from the merit of a dramatist, nor much assist him in succeeding. For the truth of this we may appeal to experience. No poets in our language, who were what we call scholars, have ever written plays which delight or affect the audience. Shakespear, Otway and Southern were no scholars; Ben Johnson, Dryden and Addison were: and while few audiences admire the plays of the latter, those of the former are the supports of the stage.

After suffering many eclipses of fortune, and being exposed to the most cruel necessities, poor Otway died of want, in a public house on Tower-hill, in the 33rd year of his age, 1685. He had, no doubt, been driven to that part of the town, to avoid the persecution of his creditors and as he durst not appear much abroad to sollicit assistance, and having no means of getting money in his obscure retreat, he perished. It has been reported, that Mr. Otway, whom delicacy had long deterred from borrowing small sums, driven at last to the most grievous necessity ventured out of his lurking place, almost naked and shivering, and went into a coffee-house on Tower-hill, where he saw a gentleman, of whom he had some knowledge, and of whom he sollicited the loan of a shilling. The gentleman was quite shocked, to see the author of Venice Preserved begging bread, and compassionately put into his hand a guinea.

Mr. Otway having thanked his benefactor, retired, and changed the guinea to purchase a roll; as his stomach was full of wind by excess of fasting, the first mouthful choaked him, and instantaneously put a period to his days.

Who can consider the fate of this gentleman, without being moved to pity? we can forgive his acts of imprudence, since they brought him to so miserable an end; and we cannot but regret, that he who was endowed by nature with such distinguished talents, as to make the bosom bleed with salutary sorrow, should himself be so extremely wretched, as to excite the same sensations for him, which by the power of his eloquence and poetry, he had raised for imaginary heroes. We know, indeed, of no guilty part of Otways life, other than those fashionable faults, which usually recommend to the conversation of men in courts, but which serve for excuses for their patrons, when they have not a mind to provide for them. From the example of Mr. Otway, succeeding poets should learn not to place any confidence in the promises of patrons; it discovers a higher spirit, and reflects more honour on a man to struggle nobly for independance, by the means of industry, than servilely to wait at a great mans gate, or to sit at his table, meerly to afford him diversion: Competence and independence have surely more substantial charms, than the smiles of a courtier, which are too frequently fallacious. But who can read Mr Otways story, without indignation at those idols of greatness, who demand worship from men of genius, and yet can suffer them to live miserably, and die neglected?

The dramatic works of Mr. Otway are,

1. Alcibiades, a Tragedy, acted at the Duke of Yorks Theatre, 1675, dedicated to Charles, Earl of Middlesex. The story of this play is taken from Cor. Nepos, and Plutarchs Life of Alcibiades.

2. Titus and Berenice, a Tragedy, acted at the Dukes Theatre, 1677, dedicated to John, Earl of Rochester. This play consists of but three Acts, and is a translation from M. Racine into heroic verse; for the story see Suetonius, Dionysius, Josephus; to which is added the Cheats of Scapin, a Farce, acted the same year. This is a translation from Moliere, and is originally Terences Phormio.

3. Friendship in Fashion, a Comedy, acted at the Dukes Theatre, 1678, dedicated to the Earl of Dorset and Middlesex. This play was revived at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 1749, and was damned by the audience, on account of the immorality of the design, and the obscenity of the dialogue.

4. Don Carlos, Prince of Spain, a Tragedy, acted at the Duke of Yorks Theatre, 1679. This play, which was the second production of our author, written in heroic verse, was acted with very great applause, and had a run of thirty nights; the plot from the Novel called Don Carlos.

5. The Orphan, or the Unhappy Marriage, a Tragedy, acted at the Duke of Yorks Theatre, 1680, dedicated to her Royal Highness the Duchess. It is founded on the History of Brandon, and a Novel called the English Adventurer. Scene Bohemia.

6. The History and Fall of Caius Marius, a Tragedy, acted at the Dukes Theatre, 1680, dedicated to Lord Viscount Falkland. The characters of Marius Junior and Lavinia, are borrowed literally from Shakespears Romeo and Juliet, which Otway has acknowledged in his Prologue.

7. The Soldiers Fortune, a Comedy, acted at the Dukes Theatre, 1681. This play is dedicated to Mr. Bentley his Bookseller; for the copy money, as he tells us himself, see Boccaces Novels, Scarrons Romances.

8. The Atheist, or the Second Part of the Soldiers Fortune, a Comedy, acted at the Duke of Yorks Theatre, 1684, dedicated to Lord Eland, the eldest son to the Marquis of Hallifax.

9. Venice Preserved, or a Plot Discovered, a Tragedy, acted at the Dukes Theatre, 1685, dedicated to the Duchess of Portsmouth. Of this we have already given some account, and it is so frequently acted, that any enlargement would be impertinent. It is certainly one of the most moving plays upon the English stage; the plot from a little book, giving an account of the Conspiracy of the Spaniards against Venice.

Besides his plays, he wrote several poems, viz.

The Poets Complaint to his Muse, or a Satire against Libels, London; 1680, in 4to.

Windsor Castle, or a Monument to King Charles the Second.

Miscellany Poems, containing a New Translation of Virgils Eclogues, Ovids Elegies, Odes of Horace, London 1864. He translated likewise the Epistle of Phædra to Hyppolitus, printed in the Translation of Ovids Epistles, by several hands. He wrote the Prologue to Mrs. Bhons City Heiress. Prefixed to Creechis Lucretius, there is a copy of verses written by Mr. Otway, in praise of that translation.
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From The Lives of the Most Eminent English Poets (1794)

OTWAY.

OF THOMAS OTWAY, one of the first names in the English drama, little is known; nor is there any part of that little which his biographer can take pleasure in relating.

He was born at Trottin in Sussex, March 3, 1651, the son of Mr. Humphry Otway, rector of Woolbeding. From Winchester-school, where he was educated, he was entered, in 1669, a commoner of Christ-church; but left the university without a degree, whether for want of money, or from impatience of academical restraint, or mere eagerness to mingle with the world, is not known.

It seems likely that he was in hope of being busy and conspicuous: for he went to London, and commenced player: but found himself unable to gain any reputation on the stage1.

This kind of inability he shared with Shakspeare and Jonson, as he shared likewise some of their excellences. It seems reasonable to expect that a great dramatick poet should without difficulty become a great actor; that he who can feel, could express: that he who can excite passion, should exhibit with great readiness its external modes: but since experience has fully proved that of those powers, whatever be their affinity, one may be possessed in a great degree by him who has very little of the other; it must be allowed that they depend upon different faculties, or on different use of the same faculty; that the actor must have a pliancy of mien, a flexibility of countenance, and a variety of tones, which the poet may be easily supposed to want; or that the attention of the poet and the player have been differently employed: the one has been considering thought, and the other action; one has watched the heart, and the other contemplated the face.

Though he could not gain much notice as a player, he felt in himself such powers as might qualify for a dramatick author; and, in 1675, his twenty-fifth year, produced Alcibiades, a tragedy; whether from the Alcibiade of Palapran, I have not means to enquire. Langbain, the great detector of plagiarism, is silent.

In 1677 he published Titus and Berenice, translated from Rapin, with the Cheats of Scapin, from Molière; and in 1678 Friendship in Fashion, a comedy, which, whatever might be its first reception, was, upon its revival at Drury-lane in 1749, hissed off the stage for immorality and obscenity.

Want of morals, or of decency, did not in those days exclude any man from the company of the wealthy and the gay, if he brought with him any powers of entertainment: and Otway is said to have been at this time a favourite companion of the dissolute wits. But as he who desires no virtue in his companion has no virtue in himself, those whom Otway frequented had no purpose of doing more for him than to pay his reckoning. They desired only to drink and laugh; their fondness was without benevolence, and their familiarity without friendship. Men of wit, says one of Otways biographers, received at that time no favour from the Great but to share their riots; from which they were dismissed again to their own narrow circumstances. Thus they languished in poverty without the support of imminence.

Some exception, however, must be made. The Earl of Plymouth, one of King Charless natural sons, procured for him a cornets commission in some troops then sent into Flanders. But Otway did not prosper in his military character; for he soon left his commission behind him, whatever was the reason, and came back to London in extreme indigence; which Rochester mentions with merciless insolence in the Session of the Poets:

Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwells dear zany, 
And swears for heroicks he writes best of any; 
Don Carlos his pockets so amply had filld, 
That his mange was quite cured, and his lice were all killd. 
But Apollo had seen his face on the stage, ⁠[image: img43.png] 
And prudently did not think fit to engage
The scum of a play-house, for the prop of an age.

Don Carlos, from which he is represented as having received so much benefit, was played in 1675. It appears, by the lampoon, to have had great success, and is said to have been played thirty nights together. This however it is reasonable to doubt, as so long a continuance of one play upon the stage is a very wide deviation from the practice of that time; when the ardour for theatrical entertainments was not yet diffused through the whole people, and the audience, consisting nearly of the same persons, could be drawn together only by variety.

The Orphan was exhibited in 1680. This is one of the few plays that keep possession of the stage, and has pleased for almost a century, through all the vicissitudes of dramatick fashion. Of this play nothing new can easily be said. It is a domestick tragedy drawn from middle life. Its whole power is upon the affections; for it is not written with much comprehension of thought, or elegance of expression. But if the heart is interested, many other beauties may be wanting, yet not be missed. The same year produced the History and Fall of Caius Marius; much of which is borrowed from the Romeo and Juliet of Shakspeare.

In 16832 was published the first, and next year3 the second, parts of The Soldiers Fortune, two comedies now forgotten: and in 16854 his last and greatest dramatick work, Venice Preserved, a tragedy, which still continues to be one of the favourites of the publick, notwithstanding the want of morality in the original design, and the despicable scenes of vile comedy with which he has diversified his tragick action. By comparing this with his Orphan, it will appear that his images were by time become stronger, and his language more energetick. The striking passages are in every mouth; and the publick seems to judge rightly of the faults and excellences of this play, that it is the work of a man not attentive to decency, nor zealous for virtue; but of one who conceived forcibly, and drew originally, by consulting nature in his own breast.

Together with those plays he wrote the poems which are in the present collection, and translated from the French the History of the Triumvirate.

All this was performed before he was thirty-four years old; for he died April 14, 1685, in a manner which I am unwilling to mention. Having been compelled by his necessities to contract debts, and hunted, as is supposed, by the terriers of the law, he retired to a publick house on Tower hill, where he is said to have died of want; or, as it is related by one of his biographers, by swallowing, after a long fast, a piece of bread which charity had supplied. He went out, as is reported, almost naked in the rage of hunger, and, finding a gentle man in a neighbouring coffee-house, asked him for a shilling. The gentleman gave him a guinea; and Otway going away bought a roll, and was choaked with the first mouthful. All this, I hope, is not true; and there is this ground of better hope, that Pope, who lived near enough to be well informed, relates in Spences Memorials, that he died of a fever caught by violent pursuit of a thief that had robbed one of his friends. But that indigence, and its concomitants, sorrow and despondency, pressed hard upon him, has never been denied, whatever immediate cause might bring him to the grave.

Of the poems which the present collection admits, the longest is the Poets Complaint of his Muse, part of which I do not understand; and in that which is less obscure I find little to commend. The language is often gross, and the numbers are harsh. Otway had not much cultivated versification, nor much replenished his mind with general knowledge. His principal power was in moving the passions, to which Dryden5 in his latter years left an illustrious testimony. He appears by some of his verses to have been a zealous royalist, and had what was in those times the common reward of loyalty; he lived and died neglected.

ENDNOTES.

1 In Roscius Anglicanus, by Downes the prompter, p. 34, we learn, that it was the character of the King in Mrs. Behns Forced Marriage, or the Jealous Bridegroom, which Mr. Otway attempted to perform and failed in. This event appears to have happened in the year 1672. ⁠R

2 1681.

3 1684.

4 1682.

5 In his preface to Fresnoys Art of Painting.⁠Dr. J.
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IT IS NOW a commonplace of criticism that the epoch of Charles II. was an epoch of decline and degradation for the British drama. The complacent self-felicitations of Dryden in his early days on the superior refinement of his own age, and the consequent superiority of his own plays to those of Elizabeth and James, dispose us to insist upon the contrary view with somewhat emphatic asperity. Yet later, Dryden did ample justice to the giant race before the flood — the pre-rebellion poets, by himself so named — expressly repudiating French influence moreover. Indeed, the great wave of dramatic energy had culminated, and was subsiding. The age so extolled by Dryden was, in many respects, unfavourable to dramatic poetry. The Puritan, with his grave, earnest tone, righteous indignation against evil living, and crude, sour, uncultivated other-worldliness, had dehumanized the people, frowning upon art, beauty, and secular knowledge, till they withered and dwindled, as under a blight; so that religious reverence became identified with blind intolerance, virtue and high principle with clownish ignorance and pharisaic cant.

Then, after the Restoration — (partly through that tendency to reaction from extremes which characterizes human nature, partly through the direction given to our stage by a dissolute and light king, who had lived an exile at a court where he and his courtiers, besides acquiring foreign tastes, might well learn disuse, and forget the habit of patriotism) — not only a wide-spread sexual license, but a very general social and political corruption prevailed in England. The troublous period of the civil wars, moreover, besides leaving little leisure for the graces of life and courtship of the Muses, had engendered a certain ferocity and violence of tone in political and social relations; the war thunders and commotions still growled and grumbled, heaved and seethed in the sullen subsiding swell of bitter and furious faction — religious fanaticism on the one hand, incredulity and moral indifference on the other. Our very patriotism was tainted with venality. And though some splendid naval victories adorned the reign, though a few names, for ever illustrious in our annals, shine like stars from among dark and turbulent clouds, it was a time when our buffoon king bartered the liberties of his country for gold of a foreign prince, invoking alien aid against his own subjects; when the Dutch admiral sailed by silent and dismantled forts up our chief river and burned our ships; when Clarendon, the historian, the Tory statesman of high reputation, grovelling at the Council board before the divine right of Stuarts, proclaimed eagerly his longing to embrace dishonour, and sacrifice his own daughter at the shrine of that terrible idol; when the shrewd and subtle Liberal statesman, Shaftesbury, emulating Machiavelli, deserved the scathing invective inflicted by Dryden upon Achitophel. Shall we compare such a middle age of declining manhood, though not shorn indeed of all glory, with that of Elizabeth in the generous splendour and faulty exuberance of adventurous youth? The purple glow of health and morning had well-nigh faded from this dim world.

Still we must not exaggerate the loss. Power and passion were yet with us. The spell and memory of great traditions, historical and literary, were yet upon us. I do think that our most recent writers have been unjust to the Restoration drama. The brightest glories of that period indeed are unquestionably of Puritan growth, the fruit of Humanism and Renascence grafted upon the sturdy stock of pious Puritan principle, Miltons Paradise, and Comus, arrayed in magnificent language, sumptuous like cloth of gold; austere Samson, our only great native recreation (no mere clever imitation) of an old-world tragedy, because the work of a genius, devout as Æschylus, alive, moreover, with the personal experience of an illustrious personality; and Bunyans wonderful vision, clad in a lovely homespun of purest English, solace of devout souls for all time, delight of young and old, wise and simple, rich and poor — healing aromatic balsam these from the still Puritan garden. Yet without this pale too, in the confused common world, in the sphere of rich and gracious secular poetry, there are two names at least that we cannot afford to forget — the names of Dryden and Otway. Two great human tragedies, Don Sebastian, and All for Love, besides one fine, though inferior tragi-comedy, The Spanish Friar, and the rhymed heroic plays, abounding in true poetry and skilful characterisation, has Dryden written; while Otway, who lived so miserably and died so young, produced three dramas of high calibre, one of which, Venice Preserved, is surpassed in the modern world only by Shakespeare. If those were the days of Lauderdale and Jefferies, they were capable also of nourishing the religious life of Leighton, Fox and Penn; the philosophy of Cudworth and Henry More, of Hobbes, Locke, Boyle and Newton; the narrative of Defoe; the satire of Butler; the history, and memoirs of Clarendon, Burnet, Fuller and Evelyn; finally, the excellent poetry of Andrew Marvell — leaving aside that thinner, weaker, more popular vein of Waller and Cowley; while even though Herrick was gone, Rochester and Sedley could write a song. After all, the flood of national life still flowed strong, albeit turbid and troubled, still bursting through old worn barriers, irresistibly seeking, and with whatever delays securing health and freedom for all. Even the pulse of high Tories must have glowed when they remembered the European position of England under the Commonwealth; while Dryden was born a Puritan, though he died a Catholic, and had written an ode to Cromwell.

It is alleged, however, that the French drama had at this time (Scott says through the French taste of Charles II.) a baneful influence upon our own. But I cannot assent to this position. I believe rather that its influence was salutary, seeing that our drama never lost its own pronounced national character. On Drydens earlier manner indeed, the fashionable French (or old Latin) declamation, casuistical debates about passion, and academic coldness may have been somewhat injurious. But this is a note rather of Drydens idiosyncrasy than that of a school, like his neatly-turned, sense-isolating couplets — mannerisms shaken off by Dryden himself in his later plays.1 Who can be less French than Lee? Otway also is perfectly free from these faults; nor, except in his earliest play, Alcibiades, is there any of Drydens rant and bombast. His fable, indeed, is classical in its simplicity and skilful development; his concentration on some one motive of action, involving the utmost intensity of feeling, is unsurpassed; his movement fierce and rapid; and that without sacrificing underplot, or the grotesque element characteristic of the romantic drama, as written by Shakespeare and his contemporaries. Nor can I grant that such concentration and unity of interest, derived from classical examples, was otherwise than a reform much needed in our romantic tragedy — seeing it entailed no languor or frigidity borrowed from Seneca, or the courtly decorum of a French academy. On the extravagant Gothic fougue and fury of our native stage, characterised by its bad artistic form, and tumid, fantastic diction, classical influence of the right kind was purely salutary — granting, of course, the presence of original genius, lacking, for instance, in Addisons Cato — although I fully admit with Schlegel that in the most perfect Shakespearean examples of romantic drama the virtues of ancient and modern poetry are combined. Mr. J. A. Symonds is unquestionably justified in his strictures on Marlowes learned predecessors, Norton, Hughes, Sackville and Daniel as pseudo-classical in Gorboduc, and elsewhere. But then they followed the bad example of Seneca and his Italian imitators. Dryden and Otway returned to more legitimate classical methods.

Otway reminds us of the best Greek tragedies by the intense furnace-breath of his passion, and its headlong rush into the abyss of Fate, though his poetry may be more volcanic and perturbed. Modern romantic love is the Englishmans theme, while in the religious atmosphere, and stately ideal repose of Greek tragedy his work is entirely wanting. But is not irreligion a distinctive note of romantic Christian drama, even as religion is that of the Greek? True it is that Christianity has opened to us the Infinite, and made us dissatisfied with the visible world; true also that the ideal of individual character has been heightened and purified in the advance of civilisation under Christian auspices, and that this feeling after the Infinite, this dissatisfaction with life, this heightened ideal of manhood, together with a deeper and wider comprehension of humanity, may be found in the drama of Shakespeare. Yet what of religion is there in Hamlet, in Lear, in Othello? The rest is silence — that is the final word. What reconciliation, or attempt at vindication, of the ways of God to man? Perhaps the most religious of old English plays is the Faustus of Marlowe, who is reported to have been an atheist! For we can hardly count the mediæval Miracles and Moralities. But in Racine and Calderon, on the other hand, you find again the religious atmosphere. However, Dekker, Heywood and Jonson are moralised in the best (and that no merely copy-book) sense, and Shakespeare sometimes, as in Macbeth. The Greeks took a familiar, majestic, semi-mythological history, in which Divine interference had ever been recognised, and the French tragedian took kindred themes. But in Otways drama, while he adopted the classical unity of motive and harmony of artistic treatment, for moral order there is a dissonant clash, a confused shriek, a wail of pain. In Shakespeare, there are many noble axioms about living, many wise and religious meditations; but none here. Shakespeare is a broad beneficent river, life-giving, though lost in a boundless, bottomless deep; Otway is a turbid winter torrent, with the sob and moan of anguished, stifled human love in it, whirling us to a catastrophe without hope. Strange that this should be the outcome of Christian, and that of Pagan poetry! The truth is that the modern dramatic poets had largely shaken off their Christianity, just as Euripides had shaken off his Paganism.

At the same time, the best modern drama does make us feel the moral influence, for good or evil, of experience upon character, and the inevitable issues in experience of character reacting upon circumstance. Otway (in his more limited sphere) does this, I think, as well as Shakespeare. Both leave us with a warmer affection for goodness. Carlos and the queen are noble and generous in their unmerited suffering, and Philip suffers for his fault.

Otway is classical in that he discovers a few principal groups of vividly portrayed figures, while the rest are very dim and subordinate. But he is romantic in that his personages are domestic, only dignified by their emotion. Drydens flow is broader and statelier, but not so irresistibly compelling. In Otway and Lee, again, the lyrical fountain is very dry; sadly to seek is it in Otway, for in him there is no relief, no pause from the war and clamour of passion. He has abundant tenderness indeed, far more than Dryden; but then that tenderness is always shown stretched on the rack of disappointment, or suffering. In such high-strung tragedy of classical form, we much need the chorus of Greek poetry, or the sweet lyrical ripple of Elizabethan song. Racines exquisite instinct for noble style fills effectually the intervals between extreme crises. The comic scenes in Otway, therefore, though unfortunately gross and repulsive, are absolutely needed for relaxation of the tense strain. For he makes the impression of being almost all supreme crisis and desperate situation, like terrific peaks where the earth-cloud hangs in gloom, only soothed by the low warble of water among mosses, or casual song of little bird, only broken by flashes of livid lightning — and all the rest barren steep; whereas in Shakespeare the awful snow-summits are girdled and invested with leafy forest, undulating lawn, lovely lake.

In Otway development of character, moreover, is little found; indeed, if the unities be observed as much as possible, that is not easy to compass; yet for knowledge of character in its labyrinthine recesses, and unexpected, though intelligible developments under the moulding pressure of circumstance, or commerce with other natures, as for nervous and appropriate poetic diction, Drydens Don Sebastian is one of our most remarkable tragedies. The scene between Dorax and Sebastian is unsurpassed in Shakespeare. It presents a credible, though marvellous transformation of a proud, injured, embittered man to love and loyalty. Every word tells, every word is right. Here in one wonderful epitome we have conversion in the line of vital growth. It is no mere incredible and arbitrary dislocation of character, as of some puppet manipulated by a conjurer, which so often arouses our surprise in the pre-rebellion drama — for instance, in Massingers Duke of Milan, and (dare I add?) in the Richard III. of Shakespeare. All for Love, again, is a splendid picture of the absorbing and enervating power of one great sensual passion; while the interview between Ventidius and Antony rivals that between Dorax and Sebastian.

Lee is an inferior Otway, but a man of true dramatic genius, with flashes of real poetry. His Rival Queens is one of our excellent tragedies. Southerne has produced at least one genuinely affecting act in his well-constructed drama, The Fatal Marriage, akin to Otway, though distinctly inferior. Crowne too was a poet, as is evident from Thyestes, in spite of repulsiveness and rant. Thyestes seems to me finer than the Œdipus of Dryden and Lee, which indeed appears to have been written to show how much worse a play than that of Sophocles could be written on the same tremendous theme. But the Fair Penitent and Mourning Bride, tragedies by Rowe and Congreve, are surely merely creditable academic exercises, destitute of fire and inspiration. In a lighter vein, Otway could only write some bustling, occasionally funny, dirty, rollicking farces. To call them comedies would be to insult the shades of Shakespeare, Jonson, Fletcher, Congreve, and Sheridan.

On the whole, then, while there is less inexhaustible prodigality, and force of unfettered genius in the Restoration than in the Elizabethan drama, we have still left dramatic energy of high enduring quality, which became, however, nearly extinct in the reigns immediately succeeding. Under Charles, what was good in the romantic movement was still retained; the shifting, many-coloured sheen of vigorous life is yet there, the sun-and-shadow chequer of grave and gay; but classic exemplars have moderated, and moulded the work to finer, more regular form. There is less of exceptional extravagance in the story, less of inconceivable and sudden metamorphosis or distortion in the characters, the unpleasant and bewildering effect in earlier plays being almost as when an acrobat proceeds to walk with long, lithe, serpentine body round his own head; less also of the over-elaborated, misplaced, unveracious ingenuity of so-called poetic diction. One may generously attribute all this to the extravagance of national and literary youth, but the drama of Spain and Italy ought possibly to bear some of the responsibility. At any rate, these are grave defects.

I will illustrate what I mean. It is surely with a shudder of incredulous aversion that we find an apparently kind and cordial king, in Fletchers Maids Tragedy, insisting upon a pure-hearted, generous, young courtier, Amintor, who adored him with superstitious reverence, breaking off his engagement to Aspatia, a noble maiden, and marrying the kings mistress, Evadne, in order the better to conceal, and carry on with more security his own guilty intrigue with her, and father his own bastards upon this loyal friend. Our incredulous aversion is, if possible, intensified when Amintor assents to his own dishonour, because it is the king who has compassed it. Not all the poetry put into the mouth of lost Aspatia, nor all the knowledge of human nature displayed by the poet in the seeming inconsistency of this evil womans mongrel repentance at the bidding of her brother, and conversion from cruel looseness to equally cruel respectability, and base desire to vindicate her own damaged reputation even by the treacherous murder of her royal lover, can condone for this initial, radical vice of unnatural motive. No lovely tropes and phrases, nor harmonies of verbal measure may condone this. It is with equally incredulous aversion that we find Massingers Duke of Milan bidding his creature Francisco kill the Duchess, who is devoted to him, and to whom he is devoted, should she happen to survive him — which, as Hazlitt says, seems a start of frenzy rather than a dictate of passion — then veering idiotically from love to murderous hatred upon the mere assertion of this same creature, Francisco, that his long proved and virtuous wife has solicited him, Francisco, dishonourably, he in fact having solicited her unsuccessfully. With some difficulty we accept the mercurial and hotheaded gullibility of Othello, played upon by so cunning a devil as Iago; but we revolt from so poor and pinchbeck a copy as this.

The early drama, in its poetic beauty of individual passages, and frequent verisimilitude in the working out of given motives, now and again reminds me of the character attributed to madmen, that they are persons who reason logically, but on absurd or mistaken premises. And surely Hazlitt, not Lamb, is right about that celebrated scene in Fords Broken Heart, where Calantha dances on, apparently indifferent, while messengers come successively to tell her of misfortune upon misfortune, death upon death; then, when the revel is over, dies suddenly from pent-up emotion. This appears to me to be tragedy in masquerade, the true false gallop of sentiment; anything more artificial or mechanical I cannot conceive. That a woman should thus silence the voice of humanity, not from necessity, or for some great purpose, but out of regard to mere outward decorum of behaviour, for the mere effect and éclat of the thing, is not fortitude but affectation. It often seems as if the Elizabethan and Caroline poets wrote their plays for the sake of working up to some striking and effective situation, and as if it were of little consequence to them how difficult or impossible the way that led thither might be, so long as they could hew their path there. Even the splendid scenes in Cyril Tourneurs Revengers Tragedy, where the brothers assume a disguise in order to tempt their sister to unchastity, and procure their mothers consent to it, then threaten to kill their mother for consenting, appear to be open to the same objection.2

But I wish to emphasize the fact that the drama of Otway, whatever its shortcomings, is, in this respect of sobriety and truth to nature, superior on the whole to that of his illustrious forerunners. And surely a good deal of cant is now uttered about the academic insipidity and coldness of Corneille and Racine, who influenced our later drama, and who powerfully moved the men of their own day. What can be nobler than Athalie, Britannicus, or The Cid? Academic coldness is hardly the phrase that rises to ones lips when one is watching Sarah Bernhardt in Phèdre; while no comedy is superior to Molières. If these men moved in golden fetters, they were strong enough to wear them as ornaments, rather than sink under them as impediments. Under the kid glove you feel the iron thews.

None of this incredulous aversion of which I spoke do we feel in reading Otways Venice Preserved. Dryden averred that he could not move the feelings as could Otway, who, while inferior in reflection, poetic expression, and versification, was a greater master of pathos and passion. On the latter acts of Venice Preserved we are hurried breathlessly, as by the impetus of a mighty wave, shaken to the very depths — yet not, I think, unendurably, as by the hideous and gratuitous cruelty of Ferdinand exercised upon a little-offending sister in Websters Duchess of Malfi, where horror upon horror is accumulated upon her head, to thrill and harrow us; and so powerful is the poet that only those can experience the pleasure which art should extract from pain, who enjoy the sight of an execution, or sniff gladly in a torture-chamber the fumes of spilt blood. We begin to breathe freely only when the monster, having filled up the measure of his unnatural malice, utters the fine line that first shows a faint relenting toward humanity:

Cover her face: mine eyes dazzle: she died young.

The Elizabethans were superior to their successors in isolated passages, and for the most part incomparably so in their lyrics. Therefore, they are well represented in the Dramatic specimens of Charles Lamb. Otway could not be so represented; his excellence lies in the noble organic harmony and sanity of his whole creation, as in its emotional intensity, from which little can be detached that shall be admirable out of its own vital relation. I do not say that Dryden and Otway never attempt to enlist interest illegitimately in their tragedies by relying upon strained situations, and abnormal traits of character; but I believe they do so less than their predecessors. And I hardly think Mr. Symonds excuse for the Elizabethans a valid one, when he urges that the men and women of that time were really as inconsistent as the playwrights represent them. I do not know that we have any historical instance of just that queer kind of inconsistency which we find in their pages, though I admit that not only history, but our own experience also, furnishes very strange examples of self-contradiction. Yet one can only say that the examples of it in the older drama are not, for the most part, rendered credible and probable to us. And, so far, therefore, this is not a drama which can be always and universally interesting, except in the supreme examples. In the same way Otways and Wycherleys indecencies would hardly (one supposes) interest a Victorian audience. The intellectual, or ethical, atmosphere must not be too unfamiliar and alien.

We are not incredulous when Jaffier, the weak, affectionate, impulsive hero of Venice Preserved, maddened by the persecution of his adored bride, Belvidera, on the part of her implacable father, who is also a senator, suddenly, and without counting the cost, from motives of revenge and hope of better fortune, consents to take part in a conspiracy against the State, persuaded by his dearest friend, Pierre, a man of sterner and more homogeneous fibre. Nor are we incredulous when, realising with his tender heart what hideous consequences are likely to ensue in the disturbance of domestic peace, and the slaughter of so many innocent people, he allows himself, however reluctantly, to be over-persuaded by Belvidera, who comprehends that the murder of her father, with all the other senators, is intended; or when, thus over-persuaded, he renounces his purpose, and betrays his fellow-conspirators, including even his well-beloved friend, to the Doge and Senate. We are not incredulous when we see Jaffier, on his way to the Senate, walking as in a dream under spell of his adored Belvideras more powerful will, and hear him say in some of the most beautiful lines the poet wrote:

Come, lead me forward now, like a tame lamb, To sacrifice: thus in his fatal garlands Decked fine, and pleased the wanton skips and plays, Trots by the enticing flattering priestess side, And much transported with his little pride, Forgets his dear companions of the plain; Till by her bound hes on the altar lain; Yet then he hardly bleats, such pleasures in the pain.

The catastrophe we feel inevitably to follow from the given elements in their fusion and entanglement, the cruel injustice of the father, the weak and foolish impulsiveness of the hero, together with his ardent affection both to bride and friend, and the co-existent corruption in the State, which made that sinister intrigue against the Republic possible.

I cannot agree with Dr. Garnett that the interest of Otways plays arises from the situation only, not from the characters. It appears to me that the humanity of the characters is strongly realised, and that we are made to sympathise with them profoundly. As to Addisons remark that the characters are mostly wicked, I hardly know what to say. The heroines are ideally good, and the others are neither better nor worse than average men and women. If Shakespeare has given us types — though these are also individuals — of ambition, jealousy, revengeful avarice, unpractical genius, showing us the natural issues and eventuations of these, Otway has given us one type, equally individual, of weak, but absorbing, and passionate affection, showing us the natural issues of this. As Johnson says, he consulted nature in his own breast.

Having then revealed the intended treason, after extorting an oath from the Senate to spare the lives of his coadjutors, Jaffier is confronted with Pierre and the rest. Then follows a tremendous scene, in which Jaffier almost abjectly implores Pierre for pardon, and the latter spurns him as one proved unworthy the friendship of an honest man, finally striking and hurling Jaffier from him. The words he uses to his former friend are worse even than the blow; their venom can never cease to rankle. The blunt, open and magnanimous, though reckless and desperate character of Pierre is finely contrasted with that of Jaffier, luxuriously feminine in its sensibility. Jaffier urges that he has at least saved Pierres life, to which his old friend makes the terrible reply:

I scorn it more because preserved by thee.

When Belvidera was delivered by Jaffier, in pledge of his own good faith, into the hands of the conspirators, he gave them a dagger, charging them to despatch her, should he prove traitor, The Senate, false to their oath, condemned the rebels to death with torture; indeed the latter had refused to accept their lives with bondage at the hands of the Republic. Belvidera tells Jaffier this, and then he feels tempted to slay with that dagger her who has incited him to compass the ruin of his beloved friend. This is another tremendous scene. Prevented by the returning and overwhelming tide of love from executing his purpose, Jaffier bids her go to her father, and from him as senator beg the life of Pierre. She does so, and the old man, relenting at the sight of his yet beloved child kneeling in agony before him, grants her prayer. This part also is very beautiful. But his attempt to save Pierre comes too late. In their final most moving interview Jaffier tells Belvidera that he will not survive his friend. He commends his beloved to Heaven, calling down every blessing upon her. But when she understands that they are to part for ever she exclaims:

Oh! call back Your cruel blessing; stay with me and curse me! * * * Leave thy dagger with me. Bequeath me something — Not one kiss at parting? * * * Another, sure another, For that poor little one youve taken care of; Ill give it him truly.

Then her mind gives way, and in the fearful soliloquy that follows, Otway reminds us of the power shown by Shakespeare in dealing with minds unhinged. Jaffier being allowed to take leave of Pierre on the scaffold, Pierre forgives him, but requests, as a last favour, that his friend will save him from the dishonour of public torture by killing him at the last moment. Jaffier promises, and does so, stabbing himself immediately after. In the last scene, Belvidera enters distracted:

Come, come, come, come, nay come to bed, Prythee my love! The winds! Hark how they whistle, And the rain beats; oh! how the weather shrinks me! Youre angry now; who cares? * * * [Jaffiers ghost rises. Are you returned? See, father, here hes come again! Am I to blame to love him? Oh, the dear one! [Ghost sinks. Why do you fly me? Are you angry still then? Father, where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? Stand off. Dont hide him from me. Hes here somewhere.

The apparitions of Jaffier and Pierre rise again bleeding. When they sink, she vows passionately that she will dig for them till she find them; and, imagining that they are drawing her downward, she dies.

Though nearly all authorities have objected vehemently to the gross quasi-comic scenes with which Otway has lightened the intense gloom of his tragedy, I am not sure that the illustrious French critic, Taine, is not right in his approval of them. However ghastly, they give some relief. Though coarse and disgusting, they do stand out distinctly in the memory. The conspirators met at the house of one Aquilina, a Greek courtesan, who had private motives for favouring their cause. The old senator, Antonio (intended for a caricature of the debauched Shaftesbury), had robbed Pierre of this mistress, which was one of his main incentives to plotting against the State. Taines comment on the picture is striking: Comme lhomme est prompt à savilir, quand, échappé de son rôle, il revient à lui-même! He thinks that Otway alone in that epoch reproduced the tragedy of Shakespeare: Il ne lui manque que de naître cent ans plus tôt. Perhaps; only his form might then have suffered.

And now as to Otways diction. There is nothing convulsive about it; in him, to borrow a simile from Lowell, every word does not seem to be underlined, like those of a school girls letter. In the eyes of those to whom expression is good in proportion as it foregoes its function of expressing, in favour of a bedizenment, as of some window so prettily daubed that it lets in no light, the diction of Dryden, Otway, Goldsmith, Byron may appear poor. Otway speaks the language of nature and passion. Still, I admit that Otways diction often does want distinction, and his metre rhythmical quality. He has not always the right word ready. But his language has certainly the merit of doing more justice to his subject than that of his euphuistic predecessors. Take, for instance, an example from that portion of the fine play, entitled The Two Noble Kinsmen, on good grounds attributed to Shakespeare. A queen, the body of whose slain lord remains unburied by order of a cruel king, implores redress from one able to grant it in these terms:

Oh, my petition was Set down in ice, which by hot grief uncandied Melts into drops * * * he that will fish For my least minnow, let him lead his line To catch one at my heart.

Another queen, making a similar request, assures Theseus that they are — 

Rinsing our holy begging in our eyes To make petition clear.

Can these ladies, whose sorrow must have been much mitigated by their successful invention of such precious hyperboles, stand in need of much commiseration from us? Otways expression at its best is simple, germane to the situation, vigorous, pregnant with the speakers emotion, and therefore well calculated to impregnate us with it.

In the swift impetuous parts of a play such a diction is certainly best. Only Heywood, so far as I know, among the older dramatists, is equally pure. But I admit that where the action pauses, where it demands reflective soliloquy, Otway and Lee are inferior to their great predecessors. In Venice Preserved, and The Orphan, the pace is so tremendous, however, that we have hardly leisure to perceive their poverty in that respect. But there are occasions, in Don Carlos especially, where we do feel this inferiority, although the play is one of Otways finest. Thus, at the beginning of the fifth act, when the king soliloquises on his misery in having lost the love of his bride, there was scope and verge for poetry of reflection, which Beaumont and Fletcher would have given, as well as Shakespeare. Dryden also would have given it, though perhaps of a somewhat coarser grain. This passage in Otway is poor, unworthy the occasion. His versification, moreover, though very good sometimes, is inferior on the whole to that of Dryden. Yet there are some passages of true reflective poetry in Otway, though certainly few and far between. In Southerne they are almost entirely wanting.

In Don Carlos we note the same want of political and historic sense which we had also to note in Venice Preserved, especially when we compare both plays with the narratives of Saint-Réal, from which they are taken, and which have high merit; or when we compare Otways with Schillers Don Carlos, and even with Alfieris tragedy, Filippo, though the extraordinary concentration of the latter admits of little historic detail. Still Alfieris Philip is as life-like and graphic a study of individuality as that of Saint-Réal, or Schiller; whereas the Philip of Otway makes no pretence to being other than a mere conventional stage-tyrant, violent, and ever in extremes; yet is he a man capable of much tenderness also; for he actually loves the Queen and his son, feelings of which the real Philip was incapable. Philips jealousy in real life, as in the other two plays, only arises from a fierce sensual greed of personal possession, and from wounded pride. In Otway the king repents, although too late, and becomes reconciled to his wife and son, when he discovers that his jealousy has made him a blind tool in the hands of the enemies of Carlos and the Queen, and that they have not sinned in act. But the real Philip could not have repented. He did not believe them guilty in act. Otways range is limited, his types are few. He could not draw a cold deliberate villain. As for his politics, they are simply those of an ordinary country clergymans son. But he died very young, with little experience. The Philip of Schiller and Alfieri is a cold, cruel, ambitious bigot, only capable of simulating natural affection. But in each of the three tragedies the Queen and Don Carlos are powerfully presented. The German play has all the Elizabethan lack of unity. Schillers own intense and catholic sympathy with human progress and popular aspirations dominates throughout; and while unity of motive — for instance, in the important place given to Posa, friend of Carlos, a magnificent humane ideal — is somewhat lacking, there is more human verisimilitude in his play than in that of Otway, because men and women are usually swayed by complex and manifold impulses. The political part taken by the Queen and Prince in favour of the Flemish rebels had indeed a great deal to do with the Kings anger against them. The splendid interview of Posa with the tyrant, and also the Grand Inquisitors are quite beyond Otway. Philip had wickedly married Elisabeth, who was originally betrothed to his son Carlos, and the conflict of conjugal duty with love is admirably rendered in all the tragedies, although the passion and pathos are perhaps warmest in Otway. This is the sole motive in the English and Italian plays. In Schiller there is a whole era, the very form and pressure of a time.

We get as little philosophy or theology, as political and historic sympathy from Otway. In this respect he is inferior not only to Shakespeare, but to Dryden, who is able to afford more food for the intellect, if less for the heart. The terse and nervous expression of ripe and mellow life-wisdom in Drydens Spanish Friar, for instance, is very remarkable. The greater poets indeed are usually men of great general intellectual power. Chaucer, Shakespeare, Spenser, Goethe, Dante, Milton, Byron, Coleridge, Browning, occur at once to memory. Otway is perhaps exceptional in this respect. Possibly the free-thinking sentiments so fiercely hurled in the teeth of the priest by Pierre on the scaffold afford a clue to Otways own attitude toward religion. In The Orphan we find the same ardour of friendship and attachment between the sexes, the same raging despair and revolted denial, when those fierce affections are disappointed — no faith. Castalios last words are — 

Patience! preach it to the winds, To roaring seas, or raging fires; the knaves That teach it laugh at ye when ye believe them. * * * Now all I beg is, lay me in one grave, Thus with my love! Farewell, I now am — nothing.

And Chamforts, the last in the play:

Tis thus that Heaven its empire does maintain; It may afflict, but man must not complain.

The scenes in Don Carlos, where Carlos and the Queen meet, are admirably right in their abrupt, interrupted utterance, and must have been most effective on the stage. On the whole, no better opportunity exists for comparing the classical and romantic manners than in the examples afforded by these three plays on the reign of Philip. Don Johns soliloquy about bastardy and free love is exceptionally good as a purple patch of poetry in Otway, though not without a reminiscence of Shakespeares Edmund. There are likewise two splendid lines uttered by the King when Gomez is tempting him to suspect his son and queen. Gomez says:

Tis true they gazed, but twas not very long.

King. Lie still, my heart. Not long wast that you said?

Gomez. No longer than they in your presence stayed.

King. No longer? Why a soul in less time flies To Heaven, and they have changed theirs at their eyes.

The Orphan I do not myself like so much as Don Carlos, but it is full of Otways peculiar power, and has a greater reputation. The plot is repulsive, with a flavour of Elizabethan unsoundness. All the mischief and misery arise from a want of moral courage shown by Castalio, the passionate, but weak and irresolute hero, in concealing — partly from a kind of dastardly, rakish, bravado, and partly from fear of his fathers disapproval, as well as a certain misplaced deference to fraternal affection — his own ardent and honourable affection for the orphan girl to whom he is secretly married. The character of Castalio is similar to that of Jaffier, Carlos, and of Otway himself, judging from what we know of his relations with Mrs. Barry. Monimia is another Belvidera, though less powerfully conceived. They are exquisite types of womanhood, own sisters to Cordelia, Imogen, Desdemona. There is no local colour in the play, but we miss that in Don Carlos and Venice Preserved more particularly. Otways scenes might be in abstract space. The poetry of the period of Charles II., William, and Anne, was singularly blind to the face of external nature, a very serious defect; not even Greek or Latin poetry was thus blind.

I have drawn a distinction between two kinds of poetry in drama — that of movement or crisis, and that of repose or contemplation. The poetry appropriate to the one condition must necessarily be different from that appropriate to the other, and he is so far a bad poet who confounds the species. It will be the second kind that can be transplanted to books of beautiful extracts, and lends itself to quotation, because that is more germane to many similar circumstances; whereas the former belongs especially to the particular event or crisis. In the former species I have allowed that Otway is not rich. We look in vain for the poetry of Hamlet, of brooding, irresolute, melancholy; for the poetry of Lorenzo, that of music; or Portia, which is that of mercy; for any lovely words like those of Perdita, the very breath and symphony of flowers; for any accents like those of heart-stricken Aspatia, in her swan-song of desertion; or visionary anthem of Helens ideal beauty, as in Marlowe. No Claudio out of Shakespeare has uttered a final word concerning physical death equal to this: To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; no Cæsar has fixed for us the visible tokens of a born conspirator; no Jaques summed for us the seasons of human life. Nor are these mere purple patches; far from it, they are of the seamless garments very warp and woof.

But, if we consider, we shall find that much of the poetry we love best in that earlier drama is the poetry of movement or supreme event; and this we do find in Otway, as the passages which I have already quoted, or mentioned, are sufficient to prove. We do find in him poetry parallel to that of mad Lears heart-quaking utterance in presence of Cordelia, which commences — 

Pray do not mock me; I am a very foolish fond old man,

and ends — 

Do not laugh at me; For as I am a man, I think this lady To be my child Cordelia.

or to her answer — 

And so I am, I am!

She has some cause to be angry with him, but her sisters none, he says; and she answers No cause! no cause! That, which is, perhaps, the finest passage in all literature, has not one metaphor, one trope, one precious phrase; but any old injured madman might speak just so. When poor, laughable, dissolute old Falstaff, dying, babbles o green fields; when Lear at the last apostrophises his dead Cordelia — 

Thoult come no more, Never, never, never, never, never! * * * Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, sir! * * * Do you see this? Look on her — look — her lips — 

we can hardly bear to hear them. It is so much finer, because so much truer to nature than when those ingeniously poetical ladies, entreating the sepulture of their best beloved, urge that they are rinsing their holy begging in their eyes. But Tourneurs Castiza takes our breath away when she adjures the trusted and reverenced mother, who has suffered her own better nature to be warped and darkened, and invites her daughter to suffer moral degradation, in the words — 

Mother, come from that poisonous woman there!

It is a gleam of heavenly light blinding us out of the gloom. And when the Duchess of Malfi in her last struggle entreats — 

I pray thee look thou givest my little boy Some syrup for his cold; and let the girl Say her prayers ere she sleep. Now what you please

we are reminded of the equally touching words of Belvidera about her child, and the last words of dying Monimia:

When I am laid low in the grave, and quite forgotten, Mayst thou be happy in a fairer bride! But none can ever love thee like Monimia. * * * Im here; who calls me? Methought I heard a voice Sweet as the shepherds pipe upon the mountains When all his little flocks at feed before him * * * How my head swims. Tis very dark. Good night.

It is true that the poet, since he takes the liberty to translate into verse mens ordinary language, may also interpret and mould his story, together with the speech it may involve, artistically, according to his own genius. But then the turn of thought, of feeling and of phraseology must have verisimilitude, that is to say, must seem related, not only to the event as it might appear to the poet personally, but as it ought to appear to him when he has imagined himself into the character and circumstances represented. Thus the strange figure made use of by Jaffier in addressing Pierre, who is about to be tortured on the rack, is felt to be absolutely fitting. For anger, despair, remorse, will sometimes burst forth in hyperbole. Wisdom is justified of her children.

And now perhaps we may hardly be surprised to hear the consenting voice of great authorities place Otway very high among the masters of English tragedy. Dryden, though, when fearing a rival near the throne, he had called Otway a barren illiterate man, said afterwards: The motions which are studied are never so natural as those which break out in the height of a real passion. Mr. Otway possessed this part as thoroughly as any of the ancients or moderns. And again:

Charming his face and charming was his verse.

Addison says: Otway has followed nature in the language of his tragedy, and therefore shines in the passionate parts more than any of our English poets. Goldsmith again: The English language owes very little to Otway, though next to Shakespeare the greatest genius England has ever produced in tragedy. Then let us remember the beautiful lines of Collins:

But wherefore need I wander wide To old Ilissus distant side, Deserted stream and mute! Wild Arun too has heard thy strains, And echo midst my native plains Been soothed by Pitys lute. There first the wren thy myrtles shed On gentlest Otways infant head, To him thy cell was shown, And while he sung the female heart, With youths soft notes unspoiled by art, Thy turtles mixed their own.

And Coleridge, musing upon mighty poets in their misery dead, in his Monody on the death of Chatterton sang:

Is this the land of song-ennobled line? Is this the land where genius neer in vain Poured forth his lofty strain? Ah me, yet Spenser, gentlest bard divine, Beneath chill disappointments shade His weary limbs in lonely anguish laid, And oer her darling dead, Pity, hopeless, hung her head; While mid the pelting of that merciless storm Sunk to the cold earth Otways famished form.

Respecting Otways scenes of passionate affection, Sir Walter Scott says that they rival and sometimes excel those of Shakespeare; more tears have been shed probably for the sorrows of Belvidera and Monimia than for those of Juliet and Desdemona.

Thomas Otway3 was born March 3rd, 1651, at Trotton near Midhurst in Sussex, and was the only son of the Rev. Humphrey Otway, Rector of Wolbeding in the same county. He was educated at Wickeham School, Winchester, and at eighteen was entered a commoner of Christ Church College, Oxford, early in 1669. He does not display much learning, and probably did not study very hard, but preferred amusing himself with his friends, among whom was young Lord Falkland. He had been intended for the Church; but the death of his father, who, as he tells us, left him no other patrimony than his faith and loyalty, probably obliged him to leave Oxford without taking a degree. In 1671 he went to London to seek his fortune there. At the theatre in Dorset Garden, Salisbury Court, all Otways plays, except the last, were performed by the Duke of Yorks company; and here Otway himself made his first and only appearance as an actor, taking the part of the King in Mrs. Behns Forced Marriage. This attempt was eminently unsuccessful. He seems now to have cultivated the society of men of rank and fashion, who tolerated him as a boon companion for the sake of his agreeable social qualities, but who, while they helped him to get rid of his money in many foolish ways, left him in the lurch when he needed them most. The young Earl of Plymouth, however, a natural son of the king, and a college friend, did befriend him. His premature death at Tangier, aged twenty-two, was a serious loss to Otway.

The dramatists earliest play was Alcibiades, first printed in 1675. It is a poor production, though there are scenes in it of distinct promise. Don Carlos appeared in the year after, and won extraordinary favour, partly owing to the patronage of Rochester, who dropped an author as soon as he acquired, by merit or popularity, some independent standing, fancying that his own literary dictatorship might be thereby imperilled. Thus he had dropped Dryden, taken up Elkanah Settle, the City poet, dropped him, and elevated Crowne. But Crownes Calisto becoming too popular for the malignant wit, he transferred his patronage to Otway. In 1677 Otway produced two translations from the French, Titus and Berenice, from Racine, and The Cheats of Scapin, from Molière. All these were rhyming, so-called heroic plays, our playwrights herein following the French example. But Dryden, in the Prologue to Aurungzebe, having announced that he would henceforth abandon the use of rhyme in tragedy, other writers soon followed his lead. The success of Don Carlos was the occasion of a coolness between Otway and Dryden, who, with the proverbial amiability of literary rivals, said some sharp things about one another; but we have seen how generously Dryden afterwards gave Otway his due meed of praise. To this period, says Thornton, we may probably assign a duel between Otway and Settle (Doeg), in which Settle is said to have misbehaved.

With the fine actress, Mrs. Barry, a daughter of Colonel Barry, who had sacrificed his fortune in the service of Charles I., Otway fell desperately in love. She had taken a part in his Alcibiades, and became famous by her representations of Belvidera and Monimia. To this affection, with all the depth of his character, Otway remained constant; but Mrs. Barry did not return it; at any rate, she deemed the attractions of Lord Rochester superior. Possibly Mr. Gosse may be right in thinking that she was a cold and calculating woman, who would reject a penniless lover, yet keep him dangling attendance upon her if he wrote parts that suited her as an actress. In this case, however, it seems odd that such parts should have suited her; and it would be touching to note how Otway must have idealized his lady in writing them for her. But she may honestly have preferred the witty and 5 peer to the tragic and penniless poet — though Otway was a goodlooking man with very fine eyes, and Rochester, according to Otway (a prejudiced witness), looked like an owl. Yet, judging by Rochesters portraits, he was distinguished, though rather feminine in appearance. However, Rochester was as sincerely attached to Mrs. Barry as such a rake could be, and she really owed him much, for he personally educated her in the duties of her profession. Otway loved not wisely, but too well, as we know from the remarkable love letters, reprinted in the appendix to the present volume. With characteristic hotheadedness and weakness combined he could not resolve to renounce her, even though he knew she was Rochesters mistress. Hence the insolent bitterness of Rochesters attack upon him in his Session of the Poets, in which he alludes to Otways pitiable condition on his return from Flanders.4 For even Otways human nature had to yield at last, and he could no longer bear to hang about the Dukes Theatre, as had been his wont, in order to get a glimpse of his lady. He therefore obtained from the Earl of Plymouth a cornets commission in a new regiment of horse, which was sent out at this time (1678) to join the army under Monmouth in Flanders — not, surely, as Mr. Gosse says, in the service of France, but, on the contrary, to relieve Mons in the Dutch interest. Very shortly after, however, the troops were disbanded and recalled, while the money voted by the Commons for their payment was shamefully misappropriated, they being paid only by debentures, the credit of which was so low that they were hardly saleable. This is why the poet came home in so miserable a plight, and not on account of any want of courage.

It was like Rochester to reproach him on this score — the man who showed the white feather to Lord Mulgrave, and made lackeys cudgel Dryden in Rose Alley. But Otway gave him as good as he got in the Poets Complaint. The matter is explained in the Epilogue to Caius Marius, which he produced in 1680, having written most of it in camp abroad. It is a barefaced, and indeed avowed plagiarism from Romeo and Juliet, though one or two scenes are his own, and have some merit. Marius, at all events, was a rather more dignified representative of Shaftesbury than old Antonio in Venice Preserved. This play occupied the place of Romeo and Juliet on our stage for seventy years. With a more avowed party motive he likewise published in the same year The Poets Complaint of his Muse. When we think of Absalom and Achitophel, the contrast is woeful indeed. All Otways poems are bad, except the Epistle to Duke, his friend. The blunted insipidity of his conventional diction is worthy of Popes followers. Before leaving England he had written his first comedy, Friendship in Fashion, which appeared in 1678.

In the year 1680 Otways second great play, The Orphan, appeared. Voltaire attacked it furiously, and will allow no merit to le tendre Otway. Tenderness anywhere was not likely to find favour with the tigre-singe, whose fascinating wit was of an icy brilliance. But Jeremy Collier also attacked the play on other grounds, in his Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage. Mrs. Barry has recorded that in the character of Monimia she could never pronounce the words Poor Castalio! without tears. May she not have been thinking of another Castalio? Let us believe it! Ah! if only Mrs. Barry had been the Belvidera of her poets dream, she might have saved him from his evil genius, from his selfish patrons, and from himself.

In 1681 Otway produced The Soldiers Fortune, a comedy which contains allusions to his own adventures abroad, and is the only contemporary play not dedicated to a person of quality, being dedicated to Bentley, the publisher. Depressed by his hopeless passion, alternately elevated with promises and dejected by scorn and neglect, caressed for his wit, despised for his poverty, and exposed to all those attendant ills, which a generous spirit feels more acutely than actual privation, neglect, wrongs real and imaginary, the altered eye of friends, we can hardly wonder at the gloomy tone which he assumed in the Epilogue to this play. Can we not picture him with those large, limpid, wistful eyes looking for the face he most wanted among the crowds, preoccupied or listless, that passed in the gathering twilight of that afternoon, which he mentions in the last of those letters to Mrs. Barry, lingering among strange faces of promenaders under the trees of the gay Mall, looking long for her who never came, never fulfilled her promise to meet him? This seems to have been the turning point in Otways career. Failing in this last attempt to win his ladys love, and sinking under accumulated debt, he, like how many others, surrendered himself to those habits of inebriety, which insidiously promised him consolation. And yet his creative powers were maturing daily, for his greatest work, Venice Preserved, was brought upon the stage in 1682.

Since Otways plays were well received, it may seem strange that he should have remained so poor. But, in the first place, he was evidently one of those generous, reckless good fellows like Goldy, and Sheridan, who spend all they have, and more too. And, in the second place, the profits of the playhouse were very small. Theatrical amusements were not the general resort of the people — a serious disadvantage, as Scott observes, to the art, as well as to the purse, of the playwright. Religious scruples still withheld many, as in Commonwealth days; and others were kept away by the indecency then in vogue. The most popular play did not remain long on the boards. In Otways time, moreover, an author had only one benefit from the representation, which was on the third night. Southerne was the first to have two benefits, and it was not until 1729 that the profits of three representations became the right of the author. Gildon says that Otway got a hundred pounds a piece for The Orphan and Venice Preserved, while old Jacob Tonson bought the copyright of Venice Preserved for fifteen pounds. The poet was sometimes in such straits that he had to pawn his third day for fifty pounds. He could not have made much by his few prologues and occasional poems.

Otways last play was a comedy called The Atheist, a continuation of The Soldiers Fortune, represented in 1683, or the following year, at the Theatre Royal by the united companies, who had amalgamated in 1682, and removed to Drury Lane. Charles II. died in February, 1685, and Otway thereupon published a poem called Windsor Castle, in which he praised the late king, and exulted over the accession of James. His praises of Charles were probably not much more sincere than those which he, and other writers of the day, lavished upon people of rank in their dedications for the sake of a few guineas. More guineas are to be had now-a-days by flattering the whims and tastes of that many-headed monarch, under whose reign we have the honour to live. In the so-called Augustan age, literary merit was systematically neglected. Witness Butler and Cowley. Yet Otway was the son of a loyalist, and ever faithful to the Court. Nor was Charles incapable of appreciating talent. But Otway, to use his own words, only got the pension of a princes praise; and a gracious command to lampoon the greatest statesman of the time, which he did accordingly. Praise of one who cannot be a rival is an inexpensive form of present. It appears, however, that two of the royal mistresses were more generous — Nell Gwynne and the Duchess of Portsmouth, whose bounty, extended to him in his last extremity, he extols in the dedication of Venice Preserved.

Otway had withdrawn from the importunate clamour of creditors to an obscure public-house, the sign of the Bull, on Tower Hill; and here, on the 14th of April, 1685, at the premature age of thirty-four, he died. His body was conveyed thence to the Church of St. Clement Danes, and there deposited in a vault. About the circumstances of his death there is a conflict of evidence. The story that has gained currency is probably not the true one; only one early biographer is our authority for it. He states that, having long been insufficiently fed, Otway one day sallied forth in a starving state, and begged a shilling from a gentleman in a coffee house, saying, I am the poet Otway. This person, surprised and distressed, gave him a guinea. With it he bought a roll of bread, and began to devour it with the rage of hunger; but, incapable of swallowing from long abstinence, he was choked with the first mouthful. Other writers make no mention of this incident, and Wood is not only silent on the subject, but states that in his sickness (implying gradual decay) he composed a congratulatory poem on the inauguration of James II. Spence, moreover, who had the anecdote from Dennis the critic, tells quite a different story. He relates that Otway had an intimate friend named Blakiston, who was murdered in the street, and that, to revenge the deed, Otway pursued the assassin on foot as far as Dover, where he was seized with a fever, occasioned by fatigue, privation, and excitement. On his return to London, being heated, he drank water, which was the immediate occasion of his death. Yet undoubtedly insufficient nourishment must have accelerated his end. It is quite possible, therefore, that the anecdote about the guinea and the roll may be substantially true, although this circumstance may not have been the actual cause of death.

The ardour and constancy of Otways personal attachments are very notable all through his career — witness his friendship with Shadwell (though Mr. Gosse strangely calls Shadwell his enemy), with an unknown person whom he names Senander, and especially with Duke, whose expressions of fondness for him were very warm. And it now appears that he fell a victim to this devoted comradeship, which he has so forcibly delineated in his tragedy. Whom the gods love die young. Otway is with Shelley, Keats and Byron, with Marlowe and with Chatterton.

Roden Noel.



⁂ Otway made some translations from Ovid and Horace. He also wrote prologues to Lees Constantine and Mrs. Behns City Heiress, with an epistle to Creech on his translation of Lucretius, besides a few miscellaneous poems, prologues, and epilogues. A translation from the French, the History of Triumvirates, was published a year after his decease. Moreover, it was reported that he had been engaged on an original tragedy at the time of his death; Betterton, the actor and manager, advertised for this play, but it was never found. All authorities, except Mr. Gosse, agree in rejecting as a forgery the play named Heroic Friendship, which a bookseller long afterwards (in 1719) attempted to palm off upon the public as the lost tragedy of Otway. While destitute of all external evidence for genuineness, it is usually regarded as a contemptible production, equally destitute of internal evidence. Mr. Gosse indeed urges a similarity in the principal character to the heroes of Otway. But of course to produce such a similarity would be the obvious resort of any forger. It was printed, though never acted. Gildon relates that Otway was very fond of punch, and that the last thing he wrote was a song in praise of it.

William Oldys, in his famous annotated copy of Langbaines Dramatic Poets, in the British Museum, thus writes of Otway: There is an excellent and beautiful picture of Mr. Otway, who was a fine, portly, graceful man, now among the poetical collection of Lord Chesterfield (I think it was painted by John Ryley), in a full bottom wig, and nothing like that quakerish figure which Knapton has impost upon the world. Interlined is the following: He was of middle size, about 5 ft. 7 in., inclinable to corpulency, had thoughtful, yet lively, and, as it were, speaking eyes.

I am indebted to Dr. Grosart for the foregoing quotation, and have to express my thanks to Mr. S. W. Orson for numerous textual suggestions and emendations.
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ENDNOTES.

1 In Mr. Saintsburys admirable monograph on Dryden (English Men of Letters) we have, for the first time, the truth told about the origins of the so-called heroic drama in England — a semi-operatic creation of Sir W. Davenant under the Protectorate. But though the rhyme may have come from France, it seems to me that for the rant our Restoration playwrights need not have looked so far as the Scudéry romance, or the Spanish poetry; they had examples nearer home, which is equally true of the conceits. Dryden is the father of modern prose, and the father of didactic verse, even, one may say, of modern satire also. Now, if a man achieve a reputation for eminence in one department, his eminence in another, however indisputable, is sure to be disputed. It has seemed evident to critics (and consequently to bookmakers) that since he was a critic he could not be a poet. Yet he was certainly both. He is more than what Matthew Arnold names him, a classic of our prose.

2 Shall we find such things in the modern creations of Scott, George Sand, Thackeray, Charlotte Brontë (possibly we may in Emily Brontë), Thomas Hardy, or Tolstoi?

3 Respecting Otways life, my chief authority is Thornton, who has prefixed the best sketch I know of to the best edition of the poets works; but I have also consulted other authorities, and read Mr. Gosses interesting essay in his Seventeenth Century Studies, &c. Thorntons text has been usually followed in the present volume; with, however, numerous emendations, the result of collation with the early editions.

4

Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwells dear Zany, And swears for heroics he writes best of any; Don Carlos his pockets so amply had filled That his mange was quite cured and his lice were all killed; But Apollo had seen his face on the stage, And prudently did not think fit to engage The scum of a playhouse for the prop of an age.

Wood mentions that it was reported the poet came back from Flanders mangy, and covered with vermin.


Thomas Otway by Sidney Lee
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From Dictionary of National Biography, 1885-1900, Volume 42

THOMAS OTWAY (1652–1685), dramatist, born at Trotton, near Midhurst, Sussex, on 3 March 1651-2, was only son of Humphrey Otway, at the time curate of Trotton. The father, after graduating from Christs College, Cambridge (B.A. 1635, and M.A. 1638), was admitted a pensioner of St. Johns College in the same university (Mayor, Admissions to St. Johns College, 1. 43). In his sons infancy he became rector of Woolbeding, three miles from Trotton. A successor was appointed to the rectory in 1670, which was doubtless the year of Humphrey Otways death. He was poor, and left his son (the latter tells us) no inheritance beyond his loyalty. A silver flagon, still used in holy communion in Woolbeding church, bears an inscription stating that it was the gift in 1703 of Humphrey Otways widow Elizabeth. Thomas was educated at Winchester College. His name appears in the Long Roll for 1668 as a commoner, and one of five boarding in college. About 1739-40 a marble, with his name, the date 1670, and the initials W. C. and J. W. carved upon it, was placed in sixth chamber in college. The initials apparently represent the names of those who erected the memorial — William Collins, the poet, and Joseph Warton, who were scholars and prefects in 1739-40. In his vacations, spent at Woolbeding, Otway seems to have beguiled a part of his leisure by scribbling scraps of Latin over the parish register, in which his signature may still be seen attached to many irrelevant Latin quotations. On 27 May 1669, at the age of seventeen, he entered Christ Church, Oxford, as a commoner. Among his chief friends there was Anthony Cary, fifth viscount Falkland, some five years his junior, who matriculated at Christ Church on 21 May 1672. Otway was from an early age devoted to the theatre, and Falkland, who shared his sympathies, seems to have encouraged his dramatic predilections (cf. Caius Marius, Ded.) Leaving the university in the autumn of 1672, without a degree, he made his way to London. Introducing himself to Mrs. Aphra Behn, he eagerly accepted her proposal that he should play the small part of the king in her  Forcd Marriage, or the Jealous Bridegroom, which was on the point of production at the theatre in Dorset Gardens. The experiment proved a complete failure. The full house put him to such a sweat and tremendous agony [that], being dasht, [it] spoilt him for an actor (Downes, Roscius Anylicanus, 1708, ). Otway did not appear on the stage again, but thenceforward occupied himself in writing plays.

Some success attended his earliest effort. In 1675 there was produced, at Dorset Garden Theatre, a tragedy by him, in five acts of heroic verse, entitled Alcibiades. The story was drawn, with many modifications, from Nepos and Plutarch. There is much bombast and no indisputable sign of talent in Otways treatment of his theme. At a later date he apologised for making his hero a squeamish gentleman (Don Carlos, Pref.) ; but the title-role in the hands of Betterton proved attractive, while Mrs. Betterton and Mrs. Barry, who on this occasion gave the first indication of her rising merit, were acceptable to the audience in the parts respectively of Timandra and Draxilla (Genest, i. 177 ; Davies, Dramatic Miscellanies, iii. 179). The Earl of Rochester commended the piece, and brought Otway to the notice of the Duke of York. Alcibiades  was at once published, with a dedication to Charles, earl of Middlesex (2nd edit. 1687).

A year later Otway achieved a wider reputation (Langraine). On 15 June 1676 a license was granted for the performance at Dorset Gardens of his Don Carlos, another rhyming play. The plot was adapted from a French historical romance of the same name by the Abbé St. Réal, which had been published in London in an English translation in 1674. Schillers Don Carlos is drawn from the same French original, and the many close resemblances between the English and German plays have offered a suggestive field for criticism in Germany (Ueber Otways und Schillers Don Carlos, von Jacob Lowenberg, Lippstadt, 1886 ; Otways, Schillers und St. Reals Don Carlos, von Ernst Müller, Markgroningen, 1888). Betterton played Philip II, and all the parts were admirably acted (Downes). The piece, despite the sanguinary extravagances of its concluding scene, was repeated ten consecutive nights, and got more money than any preceding tragedy (ib.) The statement in Cibbers Lives that it was played thirty nights together is an obvious exaggeration. In his bession of the Poets Rochester writes that the piece filled Otways pockets. Betterton told Booth that Don Carlos was infinitely more applauded and better followed for many years than any other of Otways productions (Letters of Aaron Hill; Genest, i. 191). Only one revival after Otways death is noted by Genest — that at Drury Lane on 27 July 1708, when Barton Booth played Philip II ; but, according to Davies (iii. 179), it was acted again about 1730 at Lincolns Inn Fields, with Boheme as Philip and Mrs. Seymour as the queen, and its reception restored the falling fortunes of that playhouse. The first edition was published in 1676, with a dedication to the Duke of York, and a preface in defence of Alcibiades, its predecessor. According to the preface, Dryden, who is referred to as an envious poet, asserted that Don Carlos contained not one line that he would be author of. A coolness between Otway and Dryden followed, but proved of short duration. A fourth edition of Don Carlos was dated in 1695, and a fifth corrected in 1704.

Bettertons faith in Otway was now established, and early in 1677 he brought out two dramas by him, both adaptations from the French. The first, Titus and Berenice, a tragedy in three acts of rhyming verse, was adapted from Racine ; the second, The Cheats of Scapin, a farce, was adapted from Moliere. Both tragedy and farce were acted on the same night in February 1676-7, and were published shortly afterwards in a single volume, which was dedicated to Lord Rochester. A reprint appeared in 1701. Mrs. Barry played in both pieces ; Betterton only in the tragedy, where he took the role of Tit us. The farce kept the stage till the present century. The approval bestowed on his version of  Scapin encouraged Otway to try his fortune in comedy. His first original comedy, Friendship in Fashion (in prose), was licensed for performance at Dorset Gardens on 31 May 1678. The dedication of the published version (1678) was accepted by the Earl of Dorset and Middlesex, who had already patronised Alcibiades. Betterton played Goodvile, the hero, and Mrs. Barry the heroine, Mrs. Goodvile. The tone is frankly indecent, and its interest centres in very flagrant breaches of the marriage tie ; but it was considered at the time to be very diverting, and won general applause (Langbaine). A change in public taste and moral feeling led, however, to its being summarily hissed off the stage when, after an interval of thirty years, it was revived at Drury Lane on 22 Jan. 1749-60, with Mrs. Clive in the part of Lady Squeamish.

Otway had no lack of noble patrons. The kings natural son, Charles FitzCharles, earl of Plymouth, and his old fellow-student, Lord Falkland, were among them, together with the Duke of York, Rochester, and Middlesex, whom he had eulogised in very fulsome dedications. His humbler friends included the small poet Richard Duke , with whom he exchanged complimentary verses, and Shadwell, according to Rochester, was Otways dear zany. But his indulgence in drink threatened his prospects, and his amours caused him frequent embarrassment. For the actress Mrs. Barry, who filled leading Earts in the initial performances of nearly all is plays, he conceived an absorbing passion, which largely contributed to the ruin of his career. The lady became Lord Rochesters mistress, and treated her humbler admirer with coquettish disdain. Rochester, indignant at the presumption of his youthful protege, avenged himself by some insolent lines on Otway in his Session of the Poets. Six passionate letters from Otway to Mrs. Barry appeared in Familiar Letters ... by John, late Earl of Rochester, 1697 (p sqq.), and have often been reprinted with Otways works.

Rendered desperate by the actresss scorn, and kept poor by his excesses, Otway enlisted in the army sent in 1678 to Holland. On 10 Feb. in that year he obtained a commission, through the favour of Lord Plymouth, as ensign in the Duke of Monmouths regiment of foot. He remained in the Low Countries throughout the year, receiving on 1 Nov. a commission as lieutenant to Captain Baggott, in Monmouths regiment (Dalton, English Army List, i. 208, 222).

Late in 1679 Otway had returned to London. His military excursion had not improved his pecuniary position or his health, and he lost no opportunity in later life of lamenting the hardships which soldiers had to face. But his abstinence from literary effort matured his powers, and in his next tragedy, The Orphan, he proved himself a master of tragic pathos. Here he employed for the first time blank verse, and never abandoned it in his later tragedies. The Orphan was produced in February 1680, at Dorset Gardens, with Betterton as Castalio, Mrs. Barry in the famous part of Monimia, the injured heroine, and Mrs. Bracegirdle, then a girl of six, as Cordelio, a pert page (Genest, i. 279). Castalio remained one of Bettertons favourite parts (Cibber, Apology, ed. Lowe, i. 1 16). In the prologue Otway betrayed strong tory sympathies by enthusiastically congratulating the Duke of York on his return from Scotland. The published edition of 1680 was dedicated to the Duchess of York.

Less successful was his History and Fall of Caius Marius, which Betterton produced very soon after The Orphan. Otway, who had apparently written part of it while abroad, acknowledged in the prologue that half was borrowed from Shakespeares Romeo and Juliet. With his Shakespearean excerpts he combined reminiscences of Plutarchs Life of Marius. Lavinia, who is Otways adaptation of Juliet, was played by Mrs. Barry ; but such enthusiasm as the performance evoked was due to the acting of Underbill and Nokes in the characters respectively of Sulpitius (an adaptation of Mercutio) and the Nurse. The play, which Otway dedicated to Lord Falkland, was revived 18 Feb. 1707 for Wilkss benefit at the Hay market, when the part of Lavinia was undertaken by Mrs. Bracegirdle (Genest, ii. 365); and two other revivals at Drury Lane in 1715 and 1717 are noted by Genest. Reprints of the published version are dated 1692 and 1696.

In 1681 Otway composed his second comedy, The Soldiers Fortune, in which he incidentally turned to account his disappointing experiences as a soldier in Flanders. It took extraordinarily well (Downes), but its coarseness exceeded that of the most dissolute productions of the day. Otway, by way of defending his work against the charge of indecency which some ladies (he lamented) raised against it, quoted Mrs. Behns remark, that she wondered at the impudence of any of her sex who would pretend to an opinion in such a matter. Betterton took the part of Beaugard, a reckless gallant, and Mrs. fearry that of Lady Dunce, the wife of a city alderman, who seeks to become Beaugards mistress. The printed edition was dedicated to Thomas Bentley the publisher. The piece was revived at Drury Lane in 1708 and 1716; ran for six nights at Lincolns Inn Fields, with Quin as Beaugard, in January 1722 ; and, reduced to two acts, was performed at Covent Garden on 8 March 1748.

In February 1681-2 Otways supreme effort in tragedy, Venice Preserved, saw the light at the theatre in Dorset Gardens. In prologue and epilogue he scattered contemptuous re- ferences to the popish plot, and sneers at the whigs, and he drew a repulsive portrait of Shaftesbury in the character of Antonio, a lascivious senator. Betterton appeared as Jaffier,and Mrs. Barry as Belvidera; the piece was at once published by Hindmarsh, and was dedicated to the Ducness of Portsmouth (cf. a facsimile reprint by Rowland Strong, Exeter, 1885). When performed anew on 21 April 1682, Dryden, whose relations with Otway had become friendly, contributed a prologue welcoming the Duke of Yorks return to London; and Otway wrote a special epilogue for the occasion, which was published as a broadside.

Otways last play was a comedy called The Atheist, a continuation of The Soldiers Fortune. A portion of the confused plot is drawn from the novel of The Invisible Mistress, assigned to Scarron. It was produced at Dorset Gardens in 1684. Betterton appeared as Beaugard, and Mrs. Barry as Porcia. When published it was dedicated to Lord Elande, son of the Marquis of Halifax.

Otways growing reputation does not seem to have substantially increased his means of subsistence. But the accepted stories of his habitual destitution are apparently exaggerated. For the acting rights of The Orphan and Venice Preserved the theatrical manor paid him 100l. apiece (Gildon); and Tonson is said to have paid hrm 15l. for the copyright of the latter. In dedicating his Soldiers Fortune to the publisher Bentley, Otway commended him for duly paying for the copy. At the same time he derived small sums by writing prologues and epilogues for other dramatists productions. In 1682 he contributed the prologue to Mrs. Behns City Heiress, and in 1684 that to Nathaniel Lees Constantino the Great, when Dryden wrote the epilogue. Verses by him preface Creechs translation of Lucretius, 1682, and in 1680 he contributed an English rendering of Ovids Epistle of Phoedra to Hippolytus to the co-operative translation of Ovids Epistles, in which Dryden took part. A few poems by Otway found a place in Tonsons Miscellany Poems, 1684, and he published in a separate volume an autobiographical meditation in verse, The Poets Complaint of his Muse, or a Satire against Libels, a poem by Thomas Otway, London, 1680, 4to. But his pecuniary resources fell below his needs, and on 30 June 1683 he borrowed of Tonson 11l., for which the receipt, with Otways signature, is still extant (Hist. MSS. Comm. 2nd Rep. ). Kind Banker Betterton is also saia to have lent him money on the embrio of a play, and to have repaid himself by appropriating the profits due, according to custom, to the author from the third days performance (Poems on Affairs of State, 1698, pt. iii. ).

Altnough Mrs. Barrys obduracy was an enduring torment to him, there is some evidence that he sought the good graces of a more notorious personage, Nell Gwynne. On 1 June 1680 he witnessed Nells signature to a power of attorney which enabled one James Fraizer to receive her pension (Memorial of Nell Gwynne, ed. W. H. Hart, 1868). The strength of his political opinions brought upon him another kind of anxiety. His support of the Duke of York excited the enmity of the whig poetaster, Elkanah Settle, with whom, according to Shad well, he fought a duel.

Otways harassed life reached its close in April 1686, when he was little more than thirty-three years old. The manner of his death is matter of controversy. The earliest account is supplied by Anthony a Wood, who says that  he made his last exit in an house in Tower Hill, called the Bull, as I have heard. According to Oidys, the Bull was a sponging-house ; Giles Jacob describes it as a public-house. Dennis the critic, writing in 1717, asserts (Remarks on Popes Homer, ) that Otway languished in adversity unpitied, and dyd in an alehouse unlamented. Dennis is also credited with the statement that Otway had an intimate friend, one Blackstone, who was shot. The murderer fled towards Dover, and Otway pursued him. In his return he drank water when violently heated, and so got a fever which was the death of him (Spence, Anecdotes, ). According to the well-known story which first appeared in the Lives of the Poets assigned to Theophilus Cibber, 1753 (ib. 336), Otways end was more sensational. Cibber agrees with his predecessors in stating that, to avoid the importunity of creditors, Otway had retired in his last days to a public-house on Tower Hill. But, he adds, it is reported that, after suffering the torments of starvation, the dramatist begged a shilling of a gentleman in a neighbouring coffee-house on 14 April 1685. The gentleman gave him a guinea, whereupon Otway bought a roll, and was choked by the first mouthful. The authenticity of these details may well be questioned ; they rest on no contemporary testimony, and did not find admission into Otways biography until sixty-eight years after his death. Wood and Langbaine both state that he was writing verse up to the time of his death.

Otway was buried on 16 April 1685 in the churchyard of St. Clement Danes. A mural tablet, with a long Latin inscription, was placed, in the last century, in the church at Trotton, his birthplace, and is still extant there. He is described as poetarum tragicorum qui Britannia enotuerunt facile princeps. His person was of the middle size, about 5 ft. 7 in. in height, inclinable to fatness. He had a thoughtful, speaking eye (Oldys, Notes on Langbaine ; Gent. Mag. 1745, ). Dryden wrote of his  charming face, and Sir Peter Lely, Mrs. Beale, Ryley, and Knapton all seem to have painted his portrait. Lelys picture was reproduced in mezzotint by William Faithorne, jun. ; Mrs. Beales picture was engraved in 1741 by Houbraken while it was in the possession of Gilbert West, the poet ; that by Ryley was drawn by J. Thurston and engraved by T. Bragg while it was in the possession of T. H. Prentice. According to Oldys, there is an excellent beautiful original picture of Mr. Otway, who was a fine, portly, graceful man, now among the poetical collection of the Lord Chesterfield. I think it was painted by John Ryley, in a full-bottom wig, and nothing like that quakerish figure which Knapton has imposed on the world,

Two authentic works by Otway were published posthumously. Windsor Castle : a Monument to our late Sovereign K. Charles II of ever Blessed Memory, a poor panegyric, appeared in quarto in the year of Otways death. Perhaps Wood made a confused allusion to this work when he wrote : In his sickness he was composing a congratulatory poem on the inauguration of King James II. Next appeared an unattractive ?rose translation from the French : The listory of the Triumvirates : the first that of Julius Caesar, Pompey, and Crassus ; the second that of Augustus, Anthony, and Lepidus; being a faithful collection from the best historians and other authors concerning that revolution of the Roman government which hapned under their authority. Written originally in French, and made English by Tho. Otway, lately deceased, London, 8vo. Langbaine, who noted Otways special affection for punch, says that the last thing he made before his death was an excellent song on that liquor. This may be identical with a drinking-song, not included in Otways collected work, which Mr. E. F. Rimbault printed from a manuscript source in Notes and Queries in 1852.

Otway left an unfinished tragedy which, according to Langbaine, was more excellent than all of them, but was by some malicious or designing persons suppressed, either hereafter to set up a reputation to themselves by owning it, or to procure a profit by selling it for their own (Dramatic Poets, ). The piece is noticed in an advertisement in the London Gazette 25-9 Nov. 1686, and in LEstranges Obsenator of 27 Nov. 1686: Whereas Mr. Thomas Otway sometime before his death made four acts of a play, whoever can give notice in whose hands the copy lies either to Mr. Thomas Betterton or to Mr. William Smith at the Theatre Royal shall be well rewarded for his pains. It does not appear that the missing copy came to light. In 1719 a feebly bombastic tragedy, called Heroick Friendship, a tragedy by the late Mr. Otway, was published in London. The publisher vaguely asserts that it is probably Otways work ; but it has no intrinsic claim to that distinction.

In his own day all Otways work was popular.

There was a time when Otway charmd the stage ; 
Otway, the hope, the sorrow of our age ; 
When the full pitt with pleasd attention hung 
Wrapd with each accent from Castotios tongue; 
With what a laughter was his Soldier read, 
How mourned they when his Jaffier struck and bled!

(Satyr on the Poets, in Poems on Affairs of State, 1698, pt. iii. ).

In comedy Otways efforts were contemptible, and excepting his adaptation of Molieres Scapin, of which Genest notes nine revivals between 1706 and 1812, none long held the stage. As the author of Venice Preserved, Otway, however, proved himself a tragic dramatist worthy to rank with the greatest of Shakespeares contemporaries. But he was the disciple of no English predecessor. Well read in the writings of Shakespeare, he paid equal attention to those of Racine, and in Venice Preserved these two influences are visible in equal degrees. The plot was drawn from the Abbé St. Réals Conjuration des Espagnols contre la Venise en 1618, of which an English translation had appeared in 1675. But Otway modified the story at many points by grafting on it Belvidera, a deeply interesting female character ; and, while he accepted the historical names of the conspirators, he subordinated the true leader of the conspiracy, the Spanish envoy in Venice, the Marques de Bedamar, to Jaffier and Pierre, who were historically insignificant. He is thus solely responsible for the dramatic interest imported into the tale. According to his version of it, Priuli, a senator of Venice, has renounced his daughter, Belvidera, because she has married Jafner, a man poor and undistinguished. Pierre, a close friend of Jaffier, persuades him, when smarting under Priulis taunts, to join a conspiracy which aims at the lives of all the senators. Jaffier is led to confide the secret of the plot to his wife, and her frenzied appeals to him to save her father goad him into betraying the conspiracy to the senate, and sacrificing his dearest friend. The irrelevant scenes, in which Antonio, a caricature of Shaftesbury, is mercilessly ridiculed by Aquilina the courtesan, are a serious blot on what is otherwise a great work of art. M. Taine, alone among critics, detected some humour in these foolish episodes. In the rest of the piece Hazlitt has justly drawn attention to  the awful suspense of the situations; the conflict of duties and passions; the intimate bonds that unite the characters together and that are violently rent asunder like the parting of soul and body; the solemn march of the tragical events to the fatal catastrophe that winds up and closes over all. Throughout, the language is as simple and natural as the sentiments depicted. I will not defend everything in is Venice Preserved, wrote Dryden in his preface to Fresnoys Art of Painting, 1695, but I must bear this testimony to his memory, that the passions are truly tricked in it, though perhaps there is somewhat to be desired, both in the grounds of them and in the height and elegance of expression ; but nature is there, which is the greatest beauty. Popes verdict on Otway, that he failed to polish or refine, is deprived of its sting by the fact that he passes the same censure on Shakespeare. Byron, although professing great admiration for Otway 8 work, declared Belvidera to be utterly detestable (Byron, Works, ed. Moore, iii. 371).

The play was translated into almost every modern language. In France it was imitated by De la Fosse in his tragedy of Manlius (1698). Voltaire preferred the French adaptation to Otways original, because De la Fosse followed St. Réals historical narrative less closely than Otway, and gave his dramatis personæ fictitious Roman names instead of the historical names drawn by Otway from St. Réal (Voltaire, Le Brutus, avec un Discours sur la Tragedie, Paris, 1731, p. ix). A more literal French translation appeared at Paris in 1746 in Le Theatre Anglois (tom. v.), and on 5 Dec. 1746 a third version, prepared by M. de la Place, was performed at the Comeclie Française. A prologue, spoken by le sieur Roseli, dwelt on the refinement attaching to the stage traditions of France as compared with those of England. De la Places acting edition was published as La Venise sauvée, in 1747. The performance seems to have met with a qualified success. Venice Preserved, like Don Carlos and The Orphan, was introduced in French translations into Chefs dŒuvre des Theatres Etrangers, Paris, 1822 (tomes ii. and iv.) Subsequently Balzac represents the heroine, in his Melmoth Reeoncilié, as drawing her nom de guerre of Aquilina from the courtesan in Venise sauvee. A Dutch version of Venice Preserved — Het Gered Venetie, Treurspel  — was made through the French by G. Muyser at Utrecht in 1755 ; and a German translation was published about the same date. In its German dress the piece reached St. Petersburg, where a Russian version, rendered from the German by Ya. Kozelsky, under the title of Vozmushchenie, was published in 1764. A second German and a first Italian translation are each dated 1817.

The Orphan, the only other piece by Otway which reached a high level of art, contains numerous passages of great tenderness and beauty. The sufferings of the heroine, Monimia, excite all the pity inseparable from great tragedy, and justify William Collinss well-known reference, in his Ode to Pity, to gentlest Otway, who sung the female heart. Mrs. Barry, who originally filled the heroines part, is said to have invariably burst into genuine tears in the course of the performance, and critics are unanimous in the opinion that no person of ordinary sensibility can read it without weeping as copiously as Arabian trees drop their medicinal gums (Hazlitt). Sir Walter Scott wrote : The canons of Otway in his scenes of passionate affection rival at least, and sometimes excel, those of Shakespeare. More tears have been shed, probably, for the sorrows of Belvidera and Monimia than for those of Juliet and Desdemona (Miscellaneous Prose Works, vi. 356). But the catastrophe of The Orphan turns on Monimias mistaking Polydore for his brother Castelio on the night of her secret marriage to the latter. The improbabilities which characterise the incident diminish the readers sympathy, and Voltaires condemnation of le tendre et élegant Otway for his treatment of this situation seems deserved (Du Théâtre Anglais, in Œuvres Complètes, 1837, ix. 60). The plot, it should be noted, resembles that of Robert Tailors Hog that has lost his Pearl (1614), and is said to be derived from the Earl of Ossorys English Adventures by a Person of Honour, 1676, where Castalios experiences are assigned, without any historical warrant, to Charles Brandon, duke of Suffolk. A similar legend is told of the brothers Edward and Francis Russell, sons of Francis Russell, second earl of Bedford (d 1585) (cf. Pennant, Journey from Chester to London; Walpole, Letters, ed. Cunningham, ed. Cunningham, ix. 355).

Thomson the poet ranked the parts of Monimia and Belvidera with those of Hamlet and Othello, and many of the greatest actresses owed to these rôles the leading triumphs in their careers. As Belvidera, Mrs. Barry was succeeded in turn by Mrs. Porter, Mrs. Seymour, Mrs. Cibber, Mrs. Siddons, and Miss ONeill; while Garrick and J. P. Kemble played both Pierre and Jaffier with notable success. Mills, Quin, and Mossop were also popular exponents of Pierres part, and Macready filled it for many years. As Monimia, Mrs. Oldfield, Mrs. Porter, and Mrs. Cibber all excelled. Miss ONeill was the last eminent actress to essay the part. Garrick often played Chamont, Monimias brother. The Orphan and Venice Preserved both remained stock pieces until the present century. Twenty revivals of Venice Preserved are noticed by Genest, the latest at Drury Lane on 6 April 1829, with Young as Pierre and Miss Phillips as Belvidera. Sixteen performances of The Orphan are described by Genest between 1707 and 1815, on 2 Dec. of which year it was played at Covent Garden, with Charles Kemble as Chamont and Miss ONeill as Monimia. Many modifications were introduced into the text of both pieces. J. P. Kemble printed an acting version of Venice Preserved, from which the scenes with Antonio were omitted; this was thrice published, in 1795, 1811, and 1814 respectively. A performance of Venice Preserved, by the boys of Otways old school (Winchester), took place in 1755, when a prologue was written by Robert Lowth , afterwards Bishop of London.

The earliest collected edition of Otways plays appeared in 1713, in two volumes; an edition in three volumes is dated 1757; a fuller edition, with some account of Otways life and writings, was issued in 1768 (3 vols.); a fourth edition was dated 1812 (2 vols.) The best is that edited by W. T. Thornton in 1813 (3 vols.) Don Carlos, The Orphan, The Soldiers Fortune, and Venice Preserved were reprinted in the Mermaid Series (1891), edited by Roden Noel. Otways chief plays figure in all the collections of the English drama, and his poems may be found in Works of the most celebrated Minor Poets, 1750, vol. iii., and in the collections of Dr. Johnson (1779), of Dr. Anderson (1793, vol. vi.), T. Park (1806, vol. i.), and Alexander Chalmers (1810, vol. viii.)

[Johnsons Lives of the Poets, ed. Cunningham, i. 211 sq.; Langbaines English Dramatick Poets, 1691, (with Oldyss manuscript notes in Brit. Mus. copy, c. 28 g. 1, and Haslewoods notes in Brit. Mus. copy of 1699 edit. c. 45, d. 16); Woods Athenæ Oxon. iv. 168; Mr. Gosses Seventeenth-Century Studies; Daviess Dramatic Miscellanies, iii. 176–253; Genests Hist. Account of the Stage, passim; Alexandre Beljames Le Public des Hommes de Lettres en Angleterre au Dix-huitième Siècle, 1660–1744, Paris, 1881; Wards Hist. of English Drama; Joseph Cradocks Works, iv. 381 (poem on Otway); information kindly supplied by the Very Rev. the Dean of Winchester, formerly rector of Woolbeding, and by Mr. C. W. Holgate of The Palace, Salisbury.]
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Sir Thomas More

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Sir Walter Raleigh

Sir Walter Scott

Sophocles

Stanley J. Weyman 

Statius

Stendhal

Stephen Crane

Stephen Leacock

Strabo

Suetonius

T. S. Eliot

Tacitus

Talbot Mundy

Terence

Tertullian

The Brontës

The Brothers Grimm

The Harvard Classics

Theocritus

Theodore Dreiser

Theophrastus

Thomas Aquinas

Thomas Babington Macaulay

Thomas Browne

Thomas Carlyle

Thomas Chatterton

Thomas De Quincey

Thomas Dekker 

Thomas Gainsborough

Thomas Gray

Thomas Hardy

Thomas Hardy (poetry)

Thomas Hobbes

Thomas Hood

Thomas Jefferson

Thomas Love Peacock

Thomas Middleton

Thomas Moore

Thomas Paine

Thucydides

Tibullus

Tintoretto

Titian

Tobias Smollett

Torquato Tasso

Varro

Victor Hugo

Vincent van Gogh

Virgil

Virginia Woolf

Vitruvius

Voltaire

W. B. Yeats

W. Somerset Maugham

W. W. Jacobs

Walt Whitman

Walter Pater

Walter Savage Landor

Washington Irving

Wassily Kandinsky

Wilfred Owen

Wilkie Collins

Willa Cather

William Blake

William Congreve

William Cowper

William Dean Howells

William Faulkner

William Harrison Ainsworth

William Hazlitt

William Hogarth

William Hope Hodgson

William James

William Le Queux

William Makepeace Thackeray

William Morris

William Shakespeare

William Wordsworth

William Wycherley

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart

Xenophon

Zane Grey
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St Clement Danes, Strand, London — Otways final resting place
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The church in the eighteenth century
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Rear view of the church. The burial site is unmarked and lost.
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